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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Trouble for Bolsover !

b OLSOVER major!”
B’ Wingate of the Bixth looked
in at the doorway of the

. Remove dormitory at OGrey-
friara. and rapped out the name. :

Bolsover major was seated on the edge
of his bed, beginning to take his boots
off, when his name was called. There
was a clond upon Bolsover’s rugged face,
and his look was much less lofty than
usual, .

The bully of the Remove was in a very
subdued mood for ence.

*Yes, Wingate?” he said quiet]y..

“You're wanted in the Head’s.study,
Boleover. Go down at once.” '

SERPTL et :

Bolsover major rose w;-}yi{ slowly. It
was clear that he was not looking forward
with pleasure to the interview with his
headmaster.

He glanced round at the other Remaove
fellows, but he met with no sympathy
in their looks. All the Removites were
looking rather grim. Theré was a place
vacant in the dormitory—that of
Napoleon Dupont, the French junior.
And it was due to the bolly of the
Remove that the trouble had arisen
which had resulted in the excitable
foreigner running away from ‘schocl,

“I say, you fellows, Bolover's going
to catch it!"’ remarked Billy Bunter, *“I
wonder if it’s going to be a flogging ¥

“8Shut up!” murmured Bob Cherry,

**I shouldu’t wonder if it's a flogging,”
said Bunter, unbeeding. * The Head's
been looking jolly waxy since Dupont
bolted. He was going tfo flog
Froggy, you know, so perhaps now he’ll

take it out of Bolsover instead. Do you |
think so, Bolsoveri”
Belsover major did not roply to that

miteresting question. He left the dormi-
tory without a word,

“You kids can turn in,” said Wingate,
as Bolsover went slowly and reluctantly
down the corridor. '

The Remaove iellows turned in, and
Wingate extinguished the light and left
the dormitory. But the juniors were not
thinking of sleep. As soon as the door
had closed behind the prefect there was a
buzz of voices. .

I wonder where poor old Nap is
now!” remarked Bob Cherry. “It’s
raining, too.”

*“The rainfulness is great!” murmured

the |

T
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Hurrec Singh, as there came a dask of
rain on the dormitary windows., **The
unfortunate and idiotic Dupont will pro-
bably catch a terrific cold.”

“ Bolsover’s going to catch something,
anyhow,” remarked Nugent.

“He would catch it from us, if not
from the Head!” said Harry Wharton
grimly. *“*It was his heust-lz_::r bullying
caused all the irouble.”

The Remove fellows waited in some
curiosity for Bolsover major’s return. It
was about ten minutes later that the
dormitory door opened, and Bolsover
came in and switched on the Light.

—Hallo, hallo, hallo! What's
pened?” inquired Bob Cherry.

Bolsover's heavy face was angry and
sullen as he kicked off his boots.

“I've been jawed!” lie said savagely.

*1s that all?

“That was enough, wasn't t?"’

“Not nearly enough,” said Harvey
Wharton. *“You're poing .to get more
than a jawing, Bolsover.”

“Much more!” growled Johnny Ball.

“The morefulness will be terrific, my
esteemed bullying Bolsover !

Bolsover major’s dark face grew darker
as he listened to those remarks. He was
accustomed to carrying mattors with a
high hand; but there were times when
he was brought up sharply, and this was
one of them. He glanced at Wingate, as
tha captain of Greyfriars appeared in the
doorway. Wingate had come to see the
light out.

“Buck up!” he said sharply.

Bolsover’s lips opened, but he closed
them again. He knew that a ragging
awaited him when the prefect was gone,
but he would not make an appeal to
Wingate. DBolsover was a good deal of
a bully, but he had planty of courage, and
ho was prepared to “face the music "
without asking for protection,

He turned in slowly and sullenly, and
Wingate put off the light again, and the
door closed behind him. Then Harry
Wharton, as captain of the Remove, was
called upon to take the lead in the pro-
ceedings, _

“We'll give Wingate a few minutes to
get clear,” ho said,

“You'd better,” sneered Balsover
major. “I've a jolly good mind to call
him back, anvhow.”

i:elp-

“Tt wouldn't make any difference.”
“It would only put it off,” growled
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Jobuny Bull. “ You've got to answer for
what you've done, Belsover."

“I've done nothing, hang vou "

“You've made poor old Dupont run
away from school,” said Harry Wharton,
“He's out of doors somewhere new, in
the rain.” -

“He was poing to be sacked, anyway !”
snorted Bolsover. *“I'm sovry, if Jou
come to that; bot it served him right.”

Wharton stepped out of bed, and
lighted a candle-end. Home more of the:
Removites turned out, Bolsover major
sitting up in bed and regarding them
with a sullen seowl. As a matter of fact,
Bolsover's conscience was.not quite easy,
and he wished from the botiom of his
heart tbat he had not been so rough wpon
his French study-mate, But the prospect
of pumshment at the hands of his form-
tellows only roused his sullen cbstinacy,
and he was not in the least inclined to
admit that he had been in the wrong.

The glimmer of two or three candles
lighted the dormitory. The juniors did
not venture to turn on the electric light.
The judicial proceedings of the Remave
had to be conducted without interference
from masters or prefeets,

“Turn ont, Bolsover!”
Wharton quietly.

“T won't!™

Wharton shrugged his houlders,

“Turn him out!” he sawd,

Five or six juniors staried” for
Bolsover’s bed. e :

The bully of the Remove gripped his
pillow, his eyes gleaming.

“Hands off, vou rotters!™ he said
savagely. “T'll fight any one of you, if
you like! I'm not going to be ragged!™

“ Your mistake, old bean—you arel”
said- Bob Cherry cheerfully. = “If you
want-a fight to-mdrrow, I'm wyour man:
at present, you are going to be jolly well

sard H a:;;'y

ragged | Out you come!”

“Turn out, you rotten bully |” grunted
Johnny Bull.

Bolsaver major gripped the pillow and
brandished it as the juniors closed in 6n
hiz bed. Bquiff caught the first blaw.
with his nose, and sat on the Roor, and
Peter Totd canght the second. and fell
across Bguiff, with a gasp. Bolsover
major was a havd hitter. But he had no
time for more. Bob Cherry and Johnny
Bull, Nugent and Tem Brown and
Vernon-Bmith, were grasping him, and
he came out of bed with a bump, - °
- ‘Crash1 TP :
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Bolsover major gave a howl as he)
landed on the floor.
Ow! Oh!

gasped Bob.

“The holdiulness is terrific |
Bolsover major was struggling savagely,
But his struggles were of no avail. He
wias gra in many hands, and reduced

You rotters!

to helplessness. And the captain of the |

Remove proceeded to deliver judgment.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Going Through It !
L 1 TAND up, Bolsover!™ i
“Yaoh!” gasped Bolsover.
Five or six pairs of hands held
. Bolsover before the captain of
the Form. The rest of the Remove
gathered round—with the exception of ]
Billy Bunter, who sat up in bed to look
{1,
The bully of the Remove gritted his
teeth in helpless wrath. :

“You know what you've done,
Bolsover,” began the captain of the
Remove..

“I’ve done nothing, hang you!”

“You bullied Dupont till he——"

“] whacked him with a fives-bat for
refusing to do my French for me!
growled PBolsover nm{qr. “T'd do 1t
again. As for licking him afterwards, 1
had to lieck hrm when he' challenged me
to have the gloves on. And I didn®t hurt
him—only made him look a foel.”

“You hurt his feelings

“PBother his feelings! A chap
shouldn't bring feclings into the Lower
Fourth at Greyfriare” _ _

“Romething 1o that ! grinned Skinner.

“Shut up, Skinner! Go it, Wharton I’

“ YVes, let him go it 1" sneercd Bolsover

major. ‘' You're making this an excuse
to be down on me, Wharton. 1 know
that!"

“ Al the Torm will vote whrther you're
punished or net,” answered Wharton
calmly, .*It's not a personal matter.
You bullicd Napoleon Dupont, and hurt
his feelings, and worricd him generally
—though he was the only chap in the
Remove who was ever really friendly to
vou. He put vp with you as nobodly
else would, and that's how you treated
him. 1 don't say he wasn't over-sensitive
—he ecrtainly was. But we ought to
make allowances for a foreign chap who

hasn't got English common-sense—"
“Right on the wicket!” said Bob
Cherry.

“Rot!" anewered Bolsover.

“Then he did wrong—1 know that!”
went on Wharton. ** As he couldn’t fight
vou with fists, he got a potty French idea
into his head of fighting a duel with you
—which I dare say seemed reasonable

enough to him. He trotted out a pair |

of fencing-rapiers, and wanted you to
fight him with them-——""

* And Baolsover declined with thanks!""
grinned Squiff.

“Ha, ha, ha'!"

“Of course I did!” snorted Bolsover.
“71f he was mad, I wasn't!”

“Quite so!”" assented Wharton, “ But
as you didn't care to fight the French |
chap with his own weapons, you shouldn'g
have bullied him just because you could
lick him casily i the English way.
Dupont was a bit cracked—but it was
your fault for licking him and humiliat-
ing him. When it came out about the
ewords, of course, the Head decided to
expel him—but it was your fault in the
firat place.”

ii ﬂh’ mt !Fl

“Pupont’s run away to save himself
from being flogred and sacked, and good-
ne3as knows where he i3 now—out in the

F mad trick 1"

rain, very ikely.”
Bolaover grunted.
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“I'm sorry for him,’
gracipusly. : _
fit to stay here, after playing such ol

he said wun- |

“Very likely; but you worried and i
provoked him into acting as he did. 1
think I've stated the case fairly,"” said
the captain of the Remove, looking
round.

“Yes, rathor!”

“The ratherfulness iz terrifie '™ i
“Hear, hear!” :
The wverdiet was almost wnammous.

Bolsover major gave a sullen glare round
at the Form.

“You hear that, Bolsover?”

“T'm not deaf? snaricd the Remove

i

bully. _ _
“You're going to take a Form punish-
ment. I sentence vou———-"'

(Y, rats!"’

“* Bubject to the approval of the Form,™
proceeded Wharton, unheeding, “' to run-
ning the gountlet of the dormutory——-"

“Hear, hear!” -

“All the same, he wasn't™y,Belsover?”

3

*8hut up, Bunter! Are you ready,
L1 Hm Fﬂ-'“!"
“Start!” said Wharton,
The Removitea were drawn up in a

double row, ready, each fellow armaed

with a pillow or a bolster or a stuffed
sock. Bolsover major glared at them,
but did not start. '

‘* Are vou going to begin, Bolsovert”

ie Nﬂ, h&l'lg }*ﬂ'llf."

“Oh, start him!"
impatiently.

Five or six fellows advanced on Hal-
sover major to start him. ‘The burly
Bemovite pué up his handa savagely ; but
he waa promptly collared pitched
bodily between the waiting rows of
juniora, a

Then the blows began to fall, as the
burly Boleovér scrambled along on his
hands and knera, gaspi '

Whack, whack, whack !

.

exclaimed Ogilvy

L

Y 0h! Ah! Ow! Yah!” garped Baol-
SOVET. &
Whack?! Thnd! Biff!

Bolsover major jumped up desperately

“And to be sent to Coventry for a
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FPolsover, with a flush in his face, held
was rather a beast.” “Say no more,

out his hand. ' * P'm sorry, Nap! I
mon amil > sald Napoleon,

beaming.
And he shook hands heartily with the fellow who had formerly persecuted him.

(See Chapter 12)

ot oo

“(Oh, go and eat coke!” .

“1g that passed?” asked Wharton, with
another glance round.

“Hear, hear!”

“ et ready, then!”

Bolsover raajor was released; and the |
Removites prepared for the infliction of
the ~punishment. Even Billy Buoater |
rolled out of bed then, and grasped a

itlow, anxious not to miss the chance of
Eaving a “ont” at the bully of the
Form. Billy Bunter had felt Bolsover’s
heavy hand more than once, and this
was a rare opportunity of * getting hia
own back."”

“Line up!"

“1 say, Wharton, can I uss a cricket-
stump?’

“Ha, ba, ha!"”

“ No, you fat idiot; use your pillow !"

“1'd rather use a cricket-stump,” said
Bunter, hlinf-:ini at the sullen Bolsover.
4 The heast shook me to-day! Look here,
Bob Cherry con cut downstairs for some
gturmps———""

and ran for it, He had to go through it
now, and he ran his bardest between the
smiting rows of pillows, '

Whack, whaek, whack{ J
Every fellow was anxious o gof his
blow in—some got in two or threc—and
some were so anxious that ;. landed
the swipes on the wvong Billy

Bunter missed the runnming  jusior by
about a yard, and his pillow crashed into-
the face of Sidney James Snoop en the
opposite row. Saocop gave a muffled
howl and went over. .

“Got him!"” gasped the Owl of the
Remove. *“ He, he, he | Fairly landac
him that time ! :

‘“Ha, ha, ha!” .

" Bnoop leaped up and rushed on the fat
junior. Bunter yelled as he recoiven
Snoop’s bolster on the head.

“Yarooh! 1 say, you fellows—who'e
that? Stoppit!™

Bilf, biff, biff !

“Ha, ha, ha!"”

Billy Bunter bolted bavk to bed, with

- Tug Macner Laamany.—No. 587.
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Snoop in hot pursuit. The fat junior
dived into his bedclothes, howling, and
Bob Cherry dragged back the infuriated
Hnoop. :

“Ha, ha, ha!”

* Lemme get at him ! gasped Snoop.

“*Nuff’s ns good as a feast, old scout!”
chuckled Bob Cherry. **He meant it for
Bolsover, you know !"”

“He landed 1t on my nose " howled

Snoop. “I'll—-T'll '
“1 say, you fellows, keep him off !
Help!®

2 Ha, ha, hal”

Sidney James Snoop was persuaded oft.
The proceedings, which had begun so
solemnly, had degenerated into general
merriment,  The juniors were laughing
as they blew out the candles and turned
mn.

But Bolsover major was not feeling
merry. He was breathless and sore as he
crawled into bed, and he was furious.
Helad run the gauntlet, and there waa
a week in the cold shades of * Coventry
before him—a most humiliating position
for the lordly Bolover. Beolsover major
was growling and grunting =avagely quite
a long time after the rest of the Remove
had fallen aslecp.

e p—

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

Bunter is Wanted !

HERE was considerabla excitement
the following day at Greyfriars
on the subject of Pupont of the
Remove,

No news had been received of the miss.
ity junior.

It was known that the Head had com-
municated with the police, and Napoleon
Dupont was being inquired for on all
sidee; but he scomed to have vanished,
without leaving a trace.

iTarry Wharton & Co. were feeling
anxious about him. They likedNapoleon
of the Remove in a way; he had queer
fnrcﬁ?n manners and customs, but e was
a really good fellow after his own fashion,
It was uncomfortable to think that he
might have been without shelter during
the rainy night. It was possible that the
consequences “would be serious to his
health,

Where he had headed for was rather
a puzzler. His uncle was in his own
country, and, so far as the fellows knew.
Dupont had no relations in England. 1t
was diffienlt to surmise where ho would
find a shelter, or with what plan in his
excited brain he had quitted Greyfriare.
It was ﬂl‘ﬂbahlﬂ that he had had no plan
at all, but had merely bolted to escape
the flogging and sack without thinking
of what would follow, .

“The awiul duffer!” Bol Cherry te-
marked. “The Head was going to give
him the order of the boot: but he would

have arranged for him to be taken back

to his people. Now, [;foor]nc-ss knows
what will become of him 1

“He'll be found and sent back here
sooner or later,” gaid Harry Wharton.

“It’s to be hoped so. But they haven't
found him yet,”
. There was no news of the missing
,mer during the day, at all events. The
“amous Five went into Study Ne. 1 to
tea after lessomg in a thoughtful and
troubled mood. They could not dismiss
the hapless Napoleon from their minds.

But Napoleon was forgotten for the
moment when Frank Nugent looked into
the study cupboard for the supplies for

tea. He uttered a wrathful exclamation.
**That fat rotter!"
. 'I?-Iallu, hallo, hallo! What's the
row?"?

* Bunter " roared Nugent.
THE MAGNET LIBRARY.—No. 587,

“Banter in the cupboard?” ejaculated

Bob, in surprise.

“No, ass—not in the cupboard!”
growled Nugent. *“Nothing else in the
cupboard, either! We've beer raided!”

*“(h, my hat!™

The Farmous Five gathered round the
enpboard. Like that of the celebrated
Mrs. Hubbard, 1 was bare. In fact,
Hurree Jamset Ham Singh justly re-
marked that the barefulneza was terrific.

There had been quite an ample supply
for tea, mcluding a handsome cake. DBut
it was gone from the gaze of the juniors
like a beautiful dream.

Naturally, their thoughts turned to Billy
Bunter at onee. In such circumstances
Bunter was always thought of first,

“The cake!’ said Nugent,

*The pilchards!"

*“The butter!”

“And the pineapple!”

“ And the cheege!™

" Bunter's going to be elaughtered!”
exclaimed Frank Nugent wrathfully.
“"I'm fed np. We had a rest from this
sort of thing while he was away at St.
Jim’s and now he's come back, he's as
bad as ever.”

“Or worse!” growled Johnny Ball.

“The worsefnlness is—-?"

“Terrific!” howled Bob Cherry. © And
the whackfulness with the esteemed
stump is going to be terrific, too !

“Let's look for the fat beast!™

“He's going to be slain 1"

Five enraged juniors rushed out of
Study No. 1 on the war-path in search of
Willilam George DBunter. Even the fate
of the missing Napoleon was gone from
their thoughta now. They wanted ven-
geance, and they wanted it badly.

*You fellows, hold on. Have you geen
Bunter?"? i :

Vernon-8mith met them in th:sanﬂa-ﬂa,
with a ericket-stump in his hand. e
was followed by Tom Redwing, who also
had a stump. The two chums of Study
No. 4 seemed excited.

““Hallo, hallo, hallo! Has he been in
your study, too?” exelaimed Bob Cherry,

“Bunter has—he has fairly raided the
]}]ac&!" raid the Bounder wrathfully.
“Not a crumb left! FEven the loaf—and
Bunter usually spares the loaf!”

“Bame in our study,” said Nugent.

**Where is the fat villain?” asked Red-
wing.

“Gone into his lair to devour his prey,
I suppose,” said Bob. *“‘We'll jolly well
find him and scalp him 1"

Seven juniors now were searching for
Billy Bunter, They locked into Study
No, 7, and found Peter Todd and Tom
Dutton there; but their fat study-mate
was not present. Peter Taodd was
brandishing a pair of fists in the air in a
warlike way.

“You fellows sean Bunter®™
quired, before
speak,

“We're looking for him!”

“We're going to slaughter him ! ™

“T'll help you,” said Peter Todd.
“He's got my tin of salmon, and the
sardines, and the loaf, and the margarine
—every blessed erumb in the study 1

“My only hat!” exclaimed Wharton.
“Is the fat idiot laying in supplies for a
slege?’ '

“Hoarding for the next war, perhaps,”

rinned Vernon-Smith, “If he eats Iim]f
&n lot he's bagged he will burst!”

“We'll burst him, anyway! Where is
he, Toddy1® -

“ Goodness
hiﬂl...”

. There were eight infuriated youths now
in search of the @wl of the Remove, and

“Even the bread!” exclaimed
Wharton. ‘“‘Bunter generally lets that
alone. But that's gone, too, this time!”

he in-
the new arrivals could

knows! Let's hunt for

it really looked as if Bunter would have
an uproarious time when he was dise
covered. Up and down the Remove pas-
sage they sought him, but they sought in
vain, But ihey were joined by two more
recruitae—3quiff and Tom Brown had also
missed good things from their studies.
Apparently the raider had made a clean
sweep on an unusually large scale, :

“Let's look downstairs,” said Bob
Cherry at last.

And ten angry juniors poured down
the staircase. Cuoker of the Fifth was at
the foot of the stairs, laying down the law
on tho subject of cricket to Potter and
Greene. Wharton interrupted Horace
Coker's. valuable disquisition on the
summer game.

* Been Billy Bunter, Cokeri"

Coker of the Fifth gave him a lofty
look.

“Did you speak, kid?"

“I asked you if you'd seen Bunter,”

“1'm not in the habit of noticing fags,”
answered Coker. " Run away and be
quiet ! Now, Potler, I was going to
S& Yaroooooh 1™

Torace Coker hadn't meant to say that
at all—it came out involuntarily, as the
juniors collared him and sat him on the
stairs with a bump. Then they streamed
out into the quadrangle to look for
Bunier, leaving Coker of the Fifth to sort
himzelf out, as it were. i

And as the ten angry juniors came oot
into the quad a fat figure loomed up
before them, and a fat voice remarked:

“I say, you fellows— *

“* Bunter "

“Collar him '™

“ Bump him

“Blaughter him!"

" Burst him !”

“Yarooh! Help?! Fire! Murder!
Thieves!  Burglars!  Yooop! Oh!
Cooooop 1

"Bump!

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

Pardon is Granted !

ILLY BUNTER smote the quad-
rangle with his fat person, and
roared. Round him ten furious
Juniors ¢rowded, ready to bump

him agaln, :

- Yargoh! Help!

Help 17

*Bump him "’

“Where's our grub?'?

" Where’s my pilchards?"

*“*Where’s the caket”

“Tp-end him, and shake them out!”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“1 say, you fellows,” howled Bunter,
sitting in a dazed state, and blinking up .
at the ring of arigry faces—"1 say, hold
on—I mean, leggo! Wharrer marrer? I
say, stoppit!”

“*Harid over the plunder, then, you faé
villain ! roared Johnny Bull,

“Wha-at plundert”

Wharrer you at?

“What you've raided from the
studies, ™

“I—J haven't—" 4
“You've got our cake!” shouted
Nugent,

“I—I didn't know you had a cake,
Nugent. I I'd known, Fd have—I

mean, I wouldn’t have touched your cake,
of course !
“Where is it?"?

“1 don’t know! I say, you fel
low ges??
“Ho can't have scofled the lob

already I’  exclaimed  Vernon-Smith.
“Even Bunter couldn't do that. Bump
him till he tells us where he's hidden the
loat.”

“Good egg!”

“Yarooh! Leggﬂl I say—I tell you
that Help I*




Every Monday.

""Hallo !
in an unpl

Who's bullying now?” broke
easant voice, as Bolsover major

lounged on the scene. *Let Bunter
alone I
“You cheeky ass'" exclaimed BRob

Cherry wrathfully, forgeiting that Percy
Bolsover was “ sent to Coventry.” *“(Get
out!"”

Billy Bunter squirmed to his feet, and
tock refuge close to the burly Removite.
Bolsover major was a very unexpected
champion; but any champion was wel-
come to the fat junior at that moment.

“I say, Bolsover, keep 'em off!” he
gasped

“I'm going to!" said Bolsover major
coolly and unpleasantly. “1I was raged
last night for bullying.” What do you call
this, Wharton?"

The captain of the Remove gave him
an angry look. Bolsover major had
jumped at the opportunity of turning the
tubles in this way, guite regardless of the
rights of the matter,

*Bunter's collated our grub!™ snapped |
Wharton,

"I haven't!" yelled Bunter.

*Collar him, and make him di orge !
exclaimed the Bounder impatient v. "1
want my tea!”

“*SBame here!” ,

“Never mind ' Bolsover—he's in
Coventry,” said Nugent. * Shut up,
Bolsover! And get out of the way, or
you'll be put ! ' _

Bolsover major did not move. He
pushed back his cuffs, apparently prepar-
ing for a scrap with the angry ten.

“Let Bu: he said dogygedly.

anter alone 1™
“He says he didn’t touch the stuft '

1

“1didn't! I wasn't! I never— "

“He’s  lying!'"  said Johny  Bull
angrily. “Doesn't he always tehl
whoppers when he’s canght "

“BEE really, Ball—"

“You ¥ rotter, you licked him|
yesterday for bagging your tarts'™ ex.

clatmed Squiff warmly,

“ Perhaps I did,” said Bolsover mijor.
you follows call me a bully. Well,

m not going to see Bunter builied—

gee? Hands off v '

“8tand aside 1"

“1 won't, then !

*Bhove him away."

Bolsover major, in the role of cham pion
of the oppressed, was a little $00 much
for the patience of the juniors. They |
closed in on him, and the bully of the
Remove hit out at once. Bolsover had
plenty of bulldog pluck, and he never
counted odds.

But the odds w
him, all the sam
sprawling by the
Juniors,

Billy Buuter yelled as he was caught by
tho collar.

*Yaroch! Help! Fire! 1 didn't—1
never—-  Yarooch!"

“ Wharton "

It was Mr. Quelch's cold, quict voice, .
and it fell upon the tumult like oil upan
troubled waters, The uproar ceased

dustantly,

“ Ye-e-es, air?" stammered Wharton.

The excited juniors had forpotten that
they were close by the School Touse, and
m view of their Form-master's study
windowa, The Remove-master had
stepped out upon tlhe scene, with a
frowning brow,

“ What does this mean, Wharton?”

14 Ahﬂﬂl !li

*Yarooh!” . roared Bunter.
didn't, sir! [ wasn't! I never H

“What has Bunter done, Wharton?"

“* Ahem 1"

“Is this a rough joke—what you call [
believe, a rag? ‘asked the. Remove-
master, very sternly,

* Nunno, sic!”

&E

rapped out Wharton,

ere rather {00 many for
He was burled away
rush of the angry

ull

-

| states, his innocence is
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" Then wh
roughiy 7"

* Abem 1"

Noue of the juniors wanted to explain. {
Billy Bunter's free-and-easy ideas o1 the
subject of property would have earnped
him condign punishment if reported to
his Form-master. Nobody wanted to

¥ were you using Bunter so

“land " Bunter for a cawing from Mr.
Quelch, ) . o
Tongue-tied, as it were, the juniors

ed at their Form-master in great
and Mr. Quelch’s brow grew

blink
confusion,
darker.

" Bolsover ! he said.

The Remove bully had picked himself
up, breathlessiy,

“Yes, sir?” he gasped.

“You seem to have interfered to Pro-;
tect Bunter 77

“Yes, sir,” said Bolsover major, with
a  defiant  look at  the discomfited
Removites. 1 thought 1 ought to, s,

U've been accused of bullying Dupont,
and making him run away from L.
They've sent me to Coventry, so 1

thought
bullying Bunter
“"We weren't bu

I'd chip in when they were|

llying him, and yon

know it, you cad'” exclaimed Bob
Cherry fiercely.
* Silence, Cherry!"

" Ye-v-eg, sir!” stammered Bob,

" Bantert”

“Ow-wow-wow-wow 17

“ What have you done, Bunter?”

“Nothing sir! I never oven knew
they had a eake. 1 know it wasn't thore
when I looked into the cupboard after
tnner——"

“ What! Whose cupboard did vou look
into after dinner, Bunter?”

“Oh! Ah? N-n-nobedy's,
i:nspﬂd Bunter. “I-—1 mean, I
o

ok into their nqlp'lmard after dinner, se.
They can't say [ did., 1 ask Wharton |
1 know ]ﬁH{_

L

=ir

plainly—did he sée me?
well he was in the quad at the time.

watched him before I wont up to the
study. I—I mean—" :

“Ha, ha, hat" :

“Silence, please!’ Bunter, wou
ridiculous boy, yon admit looking mto
Wharton's study cupboard.”

“Not at all, siri®™

" You have just said so! exclaimed
My, alch sternly.

“Oh, no, sirt- I didn't say so. I—]
simply said that Wharton was in the quad
&t the time,” stuttored Dilly Bunter.

The juniors grinned. It was really
impossible to be angry with the obtuse
Owl of the Remove for very long.

“It appears, Wharton, that you have
been—ahem t—handling Bunter becauan |
you have missed foed from your study.”’

“ Ahomi™

“Is that the
Mr. Quelch.

“Yeoos, gir!”

“VYery good. Now, Bunter, what have
ou taken from the studies of these

ya?"

“ Nothing at all, sir!" wailed Bunter.
“I haven't beenr in thy studies. ‘vo
been talking to Mrs. Mimble at the tuck-
shop ever zincs lessoms. She's & most
unreasonabls woman, sir, and I've been
trying to explain to bher that big busi.
uesses are always built on a eystem of
crodit—"

“Never mind that wow. When were |
theso things missed from vonr studies?” 1

“ After—afier lessons, sir,” stammered
Wharton. “The—the cake cama by pust
this afternoon.™
“If Bunter bhas bLee

case or not*" demanded

n engaged, as he
proved.”
* Oh, yes-—certainly 1" :
The looks of the junicrs showed how
much reliance they placed upon the
statements of William George Bunter.
* Wharton, please zo to the school shop
at once and inquire of Mrs. Mimble when

didu’t | W]

T

5

Bunter came
stayed ™

“F%E-E-E-E. gir.”
Harry Wharton ran acress to the shop

the corner of the yuad behind ihe
trees. Much to the surprise of the rest,
mﬂ{iﬂuntﬂr griuned a fut, satisfied grin,

“Now youlll joily well sce!” ho
remirked.

Wharton came back in a couple of
miniutes. There was rather a curious
Cxpression on his

“Well, Wharton?"

“H'm! Mrs, Mimblg says that Bunter
vame in about a quarter-past four, sir!"
mumbled Wharton,

“The Remove was dismissed at a
uarter-past four this afternoon,” said Mr.
}:elch It a{;t\e.un that Dunter went
woctly to the op. And when did he
leave, Whartont”

“Ahem! Mrs, Mimble says he left only
a few minutes ago, ™

Cherry.

My hat!” murmured Bob

Billy Bunter grinned.

" What did I tell you?"” he inguired,

“You seq, ri?r boys, lf:hﬂu have beeu too
hafly," swid Mr. Quelch. “It js
fectly clear that Bunter has not been i
the studies at all sines lessons, "

L ¥ Dh !'1‘
‘ ‘*m 5o sir!” said Bunter in

AR injured tonoe. “They doubled my
word! T think it's rather ow %o doubt
& fellow’s word, sir!” i

“1 am afraid, Buuter, that you are not
trothful enough for your word to be
taken wit Gjuestion.”

"?vh, sic 1" stuttered Bunter.

" We—we jumped to the conclusion,
sir " stammered Wharten, greatly con-

fused, :
you were mistaken,

Lthere, and how long he

in

“Yon see now that
%g.?]l'?l,
s yes, mr!™ :
“Very good. T ehall not punish
for thit wnruly scene ” juniots’
faces brightened, but foll again as Mr
%lfﬂ-](‘rh continved—*i yom alf beg
unter’s P-ardc-n at once for your wnjust
suepicion " -
OChi™
over major strofled away, grinnine,
Harry Wharten & Cle, lﬂ-ukgﬂ “at t:ugu
anothor dumbly, '
Begging Bunter's pardon was cot a
pleasant process,
Billy Bunter smiled a fat smilo.
_His fat little nose was
air, and he sw ;
blinked at the crestfallen Reniovites in a
very lofty way. Ho was enjdying the
situation now, .
“You hear me, Wharton?"”
" Ye-es, sir!” stammered the unhavpy
captain of the Remove. ;
*You have done Bunter wrong, have
yuu{malt?‘; bl
“1I—I—0 supposs ®  mumbled
Wharton. i . '
He could not explain to
that the suspicion o
upon long knowledee of that cheery
youth’s manners and customs, and wus
not really unjust, though happencd o
be ill-founded in the present instance,
“Having done Bunter wrong, my
boys, it is your duty to beg his pardon
—and it is my duty o see that you do
60. I am waiting 1" said My, Quelch,

“Oh dear!”

“Aht”

“Hem 1™ :

The juniors looked at one another dis-
mally. But there was no help for it.
Mr. Quelch meant business, and there
was lna cane in the b round, as it
were, Billy Bunter, swel like the
frog in the fable, blinked at unhappy
juniors in great enjoyment.

“I1—1 your Banter I
gusped Wharton. It was duty of
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the captain of the Remove to lead—and

he led! And from the rest of the

juniors came a stamumering chorus;
“Beg your pardon, Bunter!”

“ Granted " said Dilly loftily.

And then Harry Wharton Co. re-
treated, feeling smaller than they “had
ever felt in their lives before.

-

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Bunter’s Theory !
" HAT a go!™
W Bob Cherry made that re-
mark as the Famous Five
came back to Study No. 1
after the unpleasant ordeal in the quad.
Tliey were not looking happy.

—

“The gofulness is terrific!” remarked
the Nabob of Bhanipur. * The esteemed
Bunter——"

“Hang Bunter!” growled Juhnnf
Bull, “I believe he had the tuck, all
the same.”™

Harry Wharton knitted his brows.

“Mrs. Mimble said plainly enough
that he'd been in her shop ever since
legsons,” said Harry, * But——"

1 'I‘IE Bunter didn't have the tuck, who

d 77

‘““Yes, that's the question,”

“That is the aped question, as the
revered  Shake remarks,” ab-
served: Hurree Singh. "“We have beg-
fully asked the excellent and rasecally
Bunter's pardon; but m worthy
opinion is that he bagged the grubful
supplies, all the same. If he was not
the esteemed rascal, who was it?1"”

** Might have been his minor, Samm
of tho Becond, though,” suggested Bo
Chercy  thoughfully,

Wharton shook his head.

“The Second weren't out till half-past
four,” he said. * They came out when
we went down to look for Bunter.”

‘“Yeas, that's. so. It was a Remove
chapg=but whol" :

** Bunter1”. »= .- .

“He seems to have proved—"

“Oh, Mrs. Mimble mistook the time,
moet likely I” grunted Johany Bull
“ Her .{:!‘ﬂﬂi may be wrong, too. DBe-
sides, if it wasn't Bunter, who was it 7"

That was really an unanswerable
guestion. Mrs, Mimble's evidence had
cleared Bunter to the satisfaction of the
Form-master—and certainly it bad stag-
gered the juniors at the time, But on

reflection 1t wae easicr to believe that
the good dame was mistaken than that
the Owl of the Remove was an innocent

and injured party.

“And we've begged his pardon, and
he's got our tm&E somewhera all the
time ! said Bob Cherry sulphurously.

“ Rotten ! '

“He can't have scoffed it yet!™ said
Ilarry.

“There is another important and
ridiculous question to be settled, my
csteemed chums——"

“What's that, Inky$”

“What are we going to have for our
ezteemed tea !’ answered the nabob.

Bob Cherry laughed.

“That i1s rather an important ques.
tion,” bhe remarked. ‘Bunter's made a
clean sweep, Even the loaf's gone. We
shall have to get tea in Hall to-day—
it's not too late, thank goodness!”

“I say, $ou fellows—="

The Famous Five spun round towards
the door, as if electrified. Billy Bunter
was blinking in at them.

“You!"” gasped Bob. .

“I've forgiven you!”
Infiily.

i Whﬂt ?]"l

“You've be ]
granted i, I'm willing to overlook the
whole ‘matter, and let bygones be by-
gonea,” eaid Billy Bunter magnani-
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said Bunter

ged my pardon, and I've |

mously.
feeling, I’ve come to have tea with you
Thore !

“You fat wvillain!” roared Nugent.
“There's no tea here! You've bagged
our teal”

“ Wharton eaid there was a cake——"

“You've got the cake!™

“Oh, really, Nugent '

“What have you done with the stuff "
demnanded Wharton., *“ Even you can't
have scoffed it all in the time.”

“I haven’t had it!"” yelled Bunter

wrathfully. “I haven't been in the
studies at all—-"
‘iRﬂt!!ﬂ

“1 never even knew—""

“Gammon "

Billy Bunter blinked at the doubting
Thomases in great wrath. He certainl
looked ae if ho were telling the trut
for once; but the juniors knew William
George Bunter of old, He had very in-
distinet ideas about the dividing-line
between truth and untruth.

“Don't you believe me?™
Bunter, .

[1] Nn f‘E:lT‘I”

“Mrs. Mimble knows—"

“*8he’'s made a mistake, of course,”
said Harry Wharton impatiently. “If
you didn’t bag the grub, who did#®

“You speak just as if I were a ﬂhap
who's likely to bag another fellow's
grub ! hooted Bunter,

“Oh, my hat! Aren’'t you?”

“No!” howled Bunter. *“Bomebody
else—perhaps one of you chaps——"

“What 1" : _

“Let's go into the matter,” said
Bunter. “You said the cake came by
post this afternoon, Wharton.”

“Yes,” growled Wharton.

“ Who brought it up to the study?”

“1 did.™ -

“ And put it in the cupboard "

“Yes.’

“Was it your cokei”™

“Yeoge—from my aunt,”

“Did Nugent eee you put it in the
eupboard ?7*

“Ile was downstairs.”

“Then you were alone at the time?™
demanded Billy Bunter trinmphantly.

- “Yes, you fat duffer! What are you
driving at?"

“T'lIl tell you what T'm driving at!”
said Bunter Joftily. “I've tracked down
the rotter who bagged the cake—that's
what I'm driving at! It only needed a
little brains. say, you EJ.;l[mira, it's
clear now what became of that cake.”

“Waell, what became of it, then?”
demanded Baob.

“ Wharton ate it.”

“What ?” roared Wharton. .

“You ate it!™ Bill&v wagged a fat
forefingor at the enraged captain of the
Remove reprovingly. “ It’s clear encugh.
You ate it—7"

“I—I—I—" stuttered Wharton.

“You didn't want to whack it out
with the other fellows, so you ate 1t on
the spot,” said Bunter. *I don’t say
you hadn’'t a right to, as it was your
cake. But it was greedy., You can’t
deny that it was greedy, '&Jhart-ml.“

“Gug-gug-greedy ! gﬂ-hhlﬂd Wharton.

“Yes, I think it was greedy, and I’'m
sure the other fellows agree with me.
When a chap has a eake, and scofis it all
on hie own, like that, I consider—-
Here, I say, wharrer you at?" roared
Bunter, as the captain of the Remove
rushed at him and grasped him by the
collar,

Shake, shake, shake!

“Yoop! Ooop! Whoop! Leggo!
Wharrer marrer? Oh, my hat !”

Shake, shake!

“There, you fat rotter!” gasped
Wharton, as he epun the Owl of the Eleﬂ-

stuttered

move into the passage. **Now, sit
down, and shut upl" ; .
Bump |

| stopped again.
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“To show that there’s no ill-1

Billy Bunter sat down; but he did not
shut up—far from that! His dulcet
tones were heard from one end of the
Remove passage to the other, Two or
three fellows looked out of their studies.

“Hallo! What's the matter with you,
porpoise 7 inguired Peter Todd.

- Gug-gug-gug 1"

“Has the grub gone down the wrong
way

“Groogh! Ow! TI've been shook—I
mean shaken—ow, ow !—all because I
bowled Wharton out!’” yelled Bunter.
“1 found out that he’d scoffed the cake,

you know ! :
“¥You fat idiot 1™
“I found it out. Wharton scoffed the
cake, you -know,
to whack it out with the other chaps!”
gasped Bunter. *Just think of that,
T Yy! Wasn't it mean " -

“You gilly chump ! :
“And then he started this yarn abou
me bagging it, you know!” gasped
Bunter, “Think of that! Me, jou
know—when he scoffed it, all the time!
I say, Toddy, you ought to lick Wharton
—T'll hold your jacket, if you like! You
go mto his study and lick him, and——
Yaroooh! T said, lick Wharton, you
mlg’ idiot, not lick me !” howled Bunter.

ut Peter Todd seemed to be under
a serious misapprehengion, for it was

because he didn’t want -

Bunter he was licking! And Peter’s -
smacks were so powerful the ;é.
unior did not stay te-explain-further—=.7"

e fled,

e e e .

THE SIXTH CHAPTER. % _

_ A Peculiar Pal ! e &
RANK NUGENT came out of
Study No. 1 that evening
after prep, and glanced rather:
curiously at Bolsover major, who

was lounging in the passage. Wharton
hﬂﬂ Iliut- yet hnuh%ii Wﬂtkmﬁ! dy-
olsgver gave Frank a lowering lo

as he sed. Frank did not ap
Bolsover major was supposed to n
“ Coventry,”. and Nugent never had very
much to say to the bully of the Remove
in any case. The sentence of Cmegg?
was not being very rigidly enforced,
however; for the juniors could see that,
in spite of Bolsover’s surly and sullem
manners, he was worried inwardly about

the missing French junior,

Bolsover’s conscience, tough as it was,
seemed to be at work for once, and it
made the fellows more tolerant towards
him, especially as his overbearing
manner had toned down considerably.

As Nugent disappeared down the
stairs Bolsover major made a step to-
wards the door of Study No, l1—and
For some minutes he
hung about in the passage, his look
growing more and more lowering,

He appeared to make up his mind at
last, and at-c:‘?ped at the doar of No. 1,
knocked, and went in,

Wharton locked up from his work.

_ He did not speak, but his look was
INquiring.

“Not finished yet?” asked Bolsover
major.

The captain of the Remove shook his
head. -

“T'l wait, then.”

Wharton dropped his eyes to his work,
and went on with it. olsover major
moved restlessly about the atudy while

he waited. Wharton was wondering
what the hu]l% of the Remove was thero
for; but he finished his work, and rose

to his feet quietly,

“Hald on for a minute before you go
down I”* growled Bolsover major. “I've
come here to speak to you. Are you
keeping up that Coventry foolery?” -

“ Well, not specially,” said the captain

of the Remove, speaking at last. *“I



Every Mnnda?.

think wou're sorry feor having been such
g brute to poor Nap.” .

“1 never meant to be a brute to him,’
said . Bolsover major, with unexpected
mildness. “I liked him. We were jolly
good friende, if you come to that. We
never had rows in the study.”

“You made up for lost time at the
finish !” remarked Wharton drily.

“Chaps have rows—dash it all, you've
had rows with Nugent in this study!
And Nugent's the best-tempered fellow
at Greyfriars!"” grunted Bolsover.

Wharton coloured a little,

“I kngw I was to blame:;
ratty,” went on Bolsover major. * He
woulldn't do my exercise for me—a
French exercise—because it would have
been spoofing old Charpentier. I thought
it was all rot. I never meant to hurt
him, though. Any other chap in the

emove wouldn’t have made such a fuss
about a licking with a fives-bat. "Tain't
my fault that Nap was a hysterical
foreigner, is 16? Any Engli*ﬁ] chap
would have gone for me with his fists
or & cricket-bat, and it would have been
all right.” :

Wharton nodded.

*“Then he had to start that rot about
a duel!” said Dolsover major, in an
aggrieved tone, “ Who ever heard of
such a thing? He must have been a bit
potty I” =
“Ile wag very sensitive,” said Harry.
And fﬂrciinara on't think as we do.
t%fa.tcgurse, e played the fool—I know

“Well, there's no news of him?" said
Bolsover,

“None, so far.”

“Where can he be?"

I was

i

“1 ean’t guess,"” said Harry, shaking
his herd. * It bedats me. Do vou mean
that yofi are anxious about him,
Bolsover 7"

“Of course II am '."H said Bnlan?er]
major aggressively. ““Ile was my pa
until w&ﬁd that row, wasn't he?”

“Oh!" said Harry.

‘““He's done me a lot of good turms;
though I never thought about that jusk
then, when I was ratty.
him I was sorry, only he started his high-
falutin foreign rot. I don't believe he
meant any real harm with his silly
swords, either. After all, he never
touched me. Tt wasz most likely only
theatrical rot, like all French duelling:
I’'ve heard that they never hurt one
another in their blessed duels. It's only
gas, anyvhow. Dupont was simply play-
ing the goat, now I come to thimk of it.

And I think jt™ hard on him to hel

kicked out of Greyfriars for it — don't
you "

“Well, I do.
him stay,.if he turns up.
was only bunkum or not, it was too
thick.” :

“I—1 suppose the Head would look nt
it like thatt You—vou don't think
there's any chance of the Head going
easy with him? Suppose—"

Bolsover paused. 3

“Well, suppose what*"

“The Head's jawed me already for
having ragged him. Dut—bnt suppose
I went to the Ifead and told him 1 was
to blame all along, and—and that I'm
certain Dupont was ouly gassing, and
never meant any harm—and—and that
it was all my fault—-"

“I might make a difference,” said
Harry, looking in wonder at the surly
Removite, * But will you do it?"

“Well, I'd do that, or anything clse,
to make it al]l right for the poor chap!”
said Bolsover.

“It would mean a pretty severe lick-
ing for you if the Head knew all the
facts.”

“I'm not afraid of a licking !

There was a pause. Bolsover major
was looking more surly and lowering
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I'd have told.

But the Head can’t let |
Whether i

than ever, but Wharton's manner had
melted considerably. There was good in
Porey Bolsover somewhere, though he
had his own surly way of showing it.

“If Dupont 1s found, or if he comes
back, it may do him good if you do =as
you sav,” said Harry Wharton at last.
“Do you want my advice?” :

“Ain't you the proper person to give
advice, as captain of the Form?®"
growled Dolsover, as aggressive as ever.

Wharton laughed,

“Well, my adviee, if you want il, 1s
to let the Head know exactly how the
matter was, and especially your belief
that Dupont never really meant to do
any damage,” said ‘the captain of the
Remove. *“Go to him to-morrow after
pravers, if he'll see you. That's the best
time to catch him in a good temper.
But unless Dupont is found .

“He must be found sooner or later.

. _;.ﬁzlﬂ'ﬁlﬂ( |

Uy

Three-halfpence. T

Percvy Bolsover had remarkable ideas
about the proper treatment of a “pal”
vet there scemed no doubt that he re
felt friendly towards the jumio™ he had
bullied into & state of hysterical
irresponsibility. 4t was to be hoped that
the occurrence would be a lesson to him
—if the affair blew over,

Meanwhile, thero was no news of the
missing junior, and it was easy to see
that the masters at Greyiriars were
growing alarmed. When Harry Wharton
came down to the Common-room, he
found the juniors all discussing the
matter,

“You sce,” Skinner was remarking,
“Nap wasn't a common or garden sort
of person; he couldn’t around with-
out being noticed, with his foreign ways
and his queer English., If he got into a
train, or asked his way anywhere, he
would be noticed at opce. Yet they

upturned laniern.

A startled face looked down at the Owl of the Remove In the light of the
“ All serene, Froggy !** said Bunter cheerfully. “I knew
you were up there, you know !** (See Chapier 8.)

If the Head will let him come back to
Groyfriars it will be all right., And—
and I’ll bear in -mind that he’s a silly
foreigner, and be more carcful with
him."

“That's & good idea!” said Harry,
with a smile.

Bolsover “major left the study without
gaying any more, but appearing some-
what relieved in his mind. He looked
back, however, from the passage.

“{Of course——" he began.

i 1'5"'.:}11?” 3

“0Of course, I'm only going to do this
hecauze I think it's nght—not because
of your Coventry rot!” said Bdalsover
major. ** That's understood, I suppose?”

“Quite ! said Harry.

“That's all richt, then.” _

And Bolsover major departed, satis-
fied. Wharton could not help smiling.

can’f find a trace of him. Nobody seems
to have seen him. It looks bad to me.”

“How do you mean—it looks bad?”
demanded Dolsover, who was listenin
to Harold Skinner’s remarks -wit
obvious uneasiness. '

“Well, he was such a hysterical ass!™
sald Bkinner cheerily. “ Suppose he
jumped into the river—"'

“What?"” gasped Bolsover major.

“It looks probable to me,” gaid
Skinner blandlv. : _

“You silly ass!” exclaimed Bob
Cherry. *“1t's not probable at all! Nap

was an ass, but not such an ass as that!”
Bolsover major gave Skinner a black
look, and.furned away and left the
Common-roont.  Skinner waa going on
with his cheerful surmises, when ‘Fl‘nm
Brown picked up a cushion. =
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8 A Grand School Story

“Where will you have 187" asked the
New Zealand juunior,

Skinnrer dodged.

“Hold on, you ass}
mean !’

“T'll keep it ready for you i you
begin again,” said Tom.

And Skinner forbore to make the
fellows” flesh creep any further. But
his miserable surmise haunted many
minds that evening, The juniors knew
that inguiries had been made far and
wide for the missing French junior, and
it certainly was amazing that notbing
had been seen or heard of him since he
had left Greyfriars behind. What had
become of him was an utier mystery;
and the juniors could not help wonder-
ing, with a shiver, whether there was
anvthing in Skinper's surmise,

Wharrer you

F

]

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Misging !
ILLY BUNTER wore & thoughtful
e wos taking his ease in a ng
armehair in fhe Common-room,
appeared 1o be buried in thought.
ing was rather an unaccustomed

B

ﬂﬂd. he

oceupation for William George Bunter,
and after a time his frowning brow
drow  wmiling glances  from  other

quarters. ~ Bunter ﬁ'&.ﬁ heed‘lr:ssd of thg
growing ampisement. He sat and stare
at th:?fﬁ with his owl-like solemnity, ap-
parently with very deep thoughts indeed
working 10 his fat Brain. .

Bob Cherry tapped him on the head

at last, and woke him out of his deep
rever

ing what to do with the}

g, Fatty!” he asked. y
inter started, and blinked up at hun.*

o __. ‘Hﬂt plﬂﬂdﬂl‘?“ he asked.
" Phe r you baggcl from the
studies this afterncen, you f{as bounder.

Youn cin’t have scoffed it all yet.”

»I didn't, I tell yout”
 “&till keeping that up?’ asked Bob,
in surprise. “ M:g dear old porpoise, it's
gl over now. NOwW you've Ermred. your
IHMIOCENCce YOI CANl OWD up.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“J never knew thero was a cake, you
silly ass! Aud now 1've thought over
it, Pve decided that Wharton—-"

“What's that1” rapped out IIar?.

“#I’ve decided that Wharton didn’t
- gcoff the cake, after all.” )

“Vou've just saved your peck!™ said
“Wharton, laughing.

“0h, really, you know! You see,”
continned Bunter, blinking at tf:_a
juniors, it wasn't only the cake.
md been only the cake that would bave
accounted for it. But I don’t think
Wharton scoffed the things out of
Smithy's study, and Browney's, and the |
rogh—-"

“¥You did, you fat bounder!”

“7 tell you I didn’t!” roared Banter.

“ Gammon 1"’ ; ;

“The gammoufulness is terrific, my
estoemed fat Bunter. The own-uplulness
is the proper caper.” _

“Yes, go it!” said Harry Wharton.
“We'll agree to let you off, Buntes, if
you tell the truth for ence. It will be
such a new experience to hear you tell
the truth.”

“Good idea!” exclaimed Peter Fodd.
“That's a po, Bunter! Now get the
truth off your chest!”

“ (yather round!” shouted Boh Cherry.

# (Gentlemen, chaps, and fellows! {;.;ym!
Oyez! Oyezl Bunter's going to te the
truth 1" :

“ Hear, hear!”

“Go it, Bunter !” )

“A bit at a time, Bunter!” sad
Vernon-Smith. *Donr't do it all at ence.

la chap! said Billy Bunter pathetically.

L 8
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Billy Bunter blinked round in great
wrath at the grinning juniors.

“T tell you I never touched the stuff I'
he yelled.

“]J[.\r!y dnar fathead, you're under a
misapprehension !”  said Peter Todd. |
“It's the truth we're asking for, not
more whoppers!” t

“ Look ﬁere, Toddy—""

“Don’t you understand? You're gomg
to be let off. Nothing to tell any more
whappers for. Now, then——"

W Ein it, Bunter!*

“I never touched the stuff!” howled
Bunter,

“Well, my hat!”

“Forco of habit,” said Peter Todd,
shaking his hiead sadly., *He can’t help
it. 1le’s told eo many crams that
they roll out now of their own aceord.™-

‘“Ha, ha, hai" '

“T sav, vou fellows, you might believe

|

“T never knew there was a cake——""

“Bow-wow 1"

“It was some fellow scouted around
the studies and bagged the stuff while
we were at classes,” said Bunter,

“What rot!” said Bob. * Everybody
else was at classes while we were at
classns.”

“I've been thinking—"

“What with?" asked Bob, in surprise.

“0Oh, don't he a {J\%nn;l:,_ ass, Bob|
Cherry ! T've been inking bhard,”

id Billy Banter. “My idea 1, thas if
old Nap is found I shail be the chap to|
put my finger on him.” ek

“ My hat}”
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“You see, it wants a fellow with
brains,” explained Bunter. “I'm the
fellow! I'm jolly well f'uing to take the
matfer in hand. 1 could tell you some-
thing now, if 1 liked.”

"“Go it V'’ grinned Beb.

“1 know what I know!” said Dunter
mysteriously. : _

 And that's precious little!” com-
mented Bob.

Billy Bunter rose from the armchair.

“You wait and seo!” he said mys--
teriously. “I've got an idea. Of course,

u fellows can’t see things as I do. ¥ou

aven’t the brains. I've thought it ail
out. I'm Efoing to find Dupont.”

“ Phew !’ !

“Zoing to find him now?"" asked Harry
Wharton blankly, ax the Owl of the Re-
m??{f rolled away towards the door.

P | Ea‘l_! ’

“Gutes are closed now, ass!” said Bob

Cherry. e B
“That doesn’t make any difference to
me. "’
“If you're thinking of breakjng

bowmnds, Bunter, don’t play the goat!
said the captain of the Remove sharply.
(11 Yﬂhlll \ -
“Wha-a-at?"’
“¥ah ¥’ repeated Billy Bunpter.
And with that elegant rejoinder the
Owl of the Remaove rolled out of the
Common-room, leaving “the juniors
starmng. i ir '
“What on earth has the fat duffer got
in his silly noddle now?’! said Squiff;
“Only pulling ‘our leg,” said Bob.
* Most :rikelv he's gone off somewhere tc
scoff the tuck he pinched this afterneon.”
“Ves, that's very likely!” s~
Considering how mysterious he had
heen, Bunter was very quickly forgotten
by the fellows in the Common-room. Neo-
body took thé Owl of the Remove very

seriously at any fime; and just now the
e “Hﬁ'l oty Al liely
about ‘Napoleon né, and wondering

what had become of him.

But Bunter was recalled to their minds
when Gwynne of the Sixth loocked in to
ghepherd the Hemovites off to their dor-

niors arrived there, Bunter

mitory.

When the é,u
was not with them- The prefect noted
hiz absence at once.

“Where's Bunter?” he raeped out.e

“In the study, perhaps,” answered
Peltar Todd. "l—fe tﬂa 't come up with
us "

“Go and fetch him, then!™

Peter hurried downstairs ;. bui he cameo
E]mif: in a few minutes with a surprised
OO,

“\Welt1" asked Gwynne.

“He's not there I’ 2

“PBedad, and I'll warm him when he
does turn up !’ exelaimed the prefect
angrily. “Turn in, all of yez, while I
ook for him." '

The Remocviter turned in, the light re-
maining on. It was ten minutés before
Gwynne of the Sixth came back, locking
excited and angyy.

- Has he come np!” he demanded.

*Na, Gwynne."

“Hedad I” exclaimed Gwynne, in
astonishment.  “Sure, I thnuﬁ(ht he'd
have dodged up while I Wy locking for
himm. He's not downstairs.™

There was a buzz of amasement in the
Remove. All the juniors sat up in bed
in great wonder.

Patrick Gwynne seemmed mnonplussed.
1t was his turn of dutﬁ to sce lights out
for the Remove, and he could not lave
them with a member of the Form
missing.

“You're his study-mate, Todd. Don't
you know what's become of him?” the
prefect demanded. .

“Haven't the [aintest idea,” replied
Peter.

¥
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“I1—1 beg your pardon, MI’:?;M Wharton. And frem the rest of tha-guninrs came a stammering chorug ;

“He hasn't gone out of bounds, I sup-
pﬂﬂﬂ'f“ .

“ I—I suppese net."”

Peter Todd snoke slowly, remembering
Billy Bunter's mysterious words in the
Common-room. He glanced at Wharton,
“who nodded.

* Better tell him,”” anid Harry.

“Eh? Phwat is it you'd better tell
me " exclaimed Gwynne.

“Well, Bunter was #alking some rot
about going to look for Dupont,” =aid
~ Peter Todd. *“"We thought 1t was only

his pas.”

“Oh, my Hat!” exclaimed Gwynne.
“PH give him looking for Pupont, the
fat chumn! What put that idea into his
sifly head?”

“Blessed # 1 know! He said he'd
thought it out, and that be was the fellow
who'd find Nap, i he wae found.”

Gwynne gave a growl, a good deal hke
a wrathful bulldog, and quitied the
dorpvtory. And therc was a buzz of ex-
cited discussion in the Remove. To the
mystery of Napoleon Dupont’'s -disap-
pearance was added another, Where was
Billy Bunter?

= ey

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Knows !
ILLTAM GEORGE BUNTER,
W for enee in his fat carcer, had
not been * gassing.” There
really was an idea in his head

pont,” he was certain

cautiously up and down the

when be rolled out of the Common-room
after his mysterions statements there.

your pardon, Bunter 1 (JSee Chapter 4.

to “look for Du-
taking a strange
route for his search. For he went np w
the Remove passage ae a etart. In thud
quarter the fat jumior stayed some |
minutes to reflect, and then he went into
Study No. 7, and reappeared with a |
bicycle-Jantern e his hand. He blinked |
illi-sage, but
the juniors |

. But if he was goin

there was no one in sight; al
were downstairs,

With a fat grin on his face, Bunter
rulled away to the box-room stairs. He
mounted the little astairs in the dark, and
stopped on - the landing above to light
the lantern. '

The uvpper box-room was seldom
visited, and was used chicfly as a lumber-
room, Old packing-cases, and onelegged
chairs, ¢racked mirrors, and ragged car-
pets  found a final resting-place  there.
Bometimes Skinner and his friends would
come there to smoke cigarcties in deep
secrecy, kafe from the prying eyes of
prefecta; or a fellow might come along
in secarch . of cheap firewood; but other-
wise the apartment had few wisitors, If
anyone had secn Billy Bunter creeping

into the room cautiouely with his lan- |

have becn
there, to

tern, the Owl would certainl
suspected of concealing tu
devaur at his leisure.

But, for once, it was-not tuck that
drew Bunter. He entered the box-room,
closed the door after him, and flashed
the lantern round, blinking into the
shadows of the boxes and lumber.

The room was certamly untenanted,
excepting by himsclf, There was a good

deal of dust about; and Bunter, as-he
went prying to and fro, secmed - to. bo
seeking to gscertain whether the dust had
recently been disturbed.
_ He flashed up the lantern at the ceiling,
in which there was a. sguare ' :
giving admission to cobwebby reccsses
above. Above that trap was another in
the roof, providing a way of escape in
case of fire : ' -
The trapdoor was closed, as usual. In
a corner of the room was a pair of steps,
which were to give access to the in
cage of need: but they were half-hidden
by lamber, and had not been disturbed.

Bunter blinked at them, and shook his
head.

*Deep ! he murmared.
He, he, he!”

Under the trapdoor there was a large
packitig-case placed on top of another.
Anyone standing oun the second ease could
have reached the trapdoor with his hande.
The cases might have been piled in that
manner by chance; but they had not
been so piled the last time ntcr had
visited the box room, as he well remem-
bered. :

The fat junior stepped on a box close
by the packing-cases, and with great ecare
drew himself up. He was soom landed,
breathing stertorously, on top nf tho

“Very deepl

upper case. He could just reach the
trapdoor now with the tips of his {at
fingors.

“Deen!”™ murmured Bonter. “Plain
as anytfhing—if the fellaws only had my
brains ! o put a chair or something

Teg MagNET Laprazny.—No. 57,
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on top, and got into the roof, and pulled
the chair up after him. Jolly deep! Dut
he ean't jolly well spoof me ™

The fat junior knocked on the frap-
door with the bike-lantern,

Tap, tap, tap!

If any Remove fellow had seen William
Gecrge Bunter thus raggugﬂd he would
certainly have suspected that the Owl
of the Remove was out of his senses.
But Billy Bunter knew what he was
about.

ap, tap, tap!

If the fat junior expected a reply from
the garrots above he was disappointed.
There was no sound; stillness as of the
tomb reignad, save for the hollow echo
of the i;u,p}::ing.

“Nap !’

_Bunter called out cautiously.

“Nap! Dupont! I know you're there,
Froggy! If you don’t jolly well show
vourgclf T'll call Mr. Queleh !

He did not venture to call loudly; but
his voice was audible to anyone i1n the
garrets above.  And it was followed by
a sound from those obscure recesses.

' Billy Bunter grinned as the trapdoor |
was raised from above.

A startled face and two glittering
black eyes looked down at the Owl of the
Remove in the light' of the upturned
lantern, e
" Bunter grinned up.

“ All serene, Froggy!™ he said cheerily.
"1 knew you were there, you know! I'm
ﬁgit:"gning to give you away! He, he,
- Na Dupont stared at him.
“You—PBuntair|” he ejaculated,

LA me ™ grinned Bunter.

- %Zen you have find me, isn’t it, you
rottair?” , 4
“Pan't you call me names, Froggy!”
said Bunter reprovingly. “I haven’t
“gwerryou away, have T?* ; '

Dupont’s black eyes flashed.

“You have not tell anyyun?" he asked,
breathing hard.
~ “Not a word "

“ Zat is good! DBut how you find me,
you fat peeg?'’ asked Bupont. '

Bunter chuckled.

*“¥You couldn't spoof me, you see!” he
explained. ‘It was the grub that did it!
All the fellows thought I'd raided their
studiea: but I knew I hadn't, you sec.
It was some chap did it while we were
at classcs. Well, the only chap whe
WE?E: !1; fl*E claszes, too, was you, Seel”

“And then, you're such a queer beast
that——"
= i HeinTl‘,

“Buch a queer beast that you'd have
been seen and noticed if you'd gone out-
side Greyfriars,” explained Bunter cheer-
fully. “1I put two and two together, yon
see. - You hadn’t been spotted outside
the school, and the grub was missing in-
side the school. That settled if
it? Why, the other fellows would have
thought of it at once if they hadn™t been
sa jolly sure that it was I who had bagged
the tuck. You fairly gave yourself away,
only they're a lot of asses, and they
think I'm the kind of chap to raid a
fellow’s tuck.” :

“]1 zink of zat!” answered Napoleon
calmly. "I zink to myscli—1 am hungry,
I have faim—I must cat. But how 13 1t
zat I sall eat? Here zere 18 nozoing but
ze gpider, vich 1z not good to eat. So I
zink, 1 comes down quiet while ze gar-
cons zey are in clasa, and 1 helps myself,
isn’t it? And I zink zey sall sav, * Vunce
more it is zat Buntair " "

“Why, you spoofing rotter!” exclaimed
Bill unter imdignantly. “You jolly
well wanted them to think it was me!”

“Mais oui! I zink zey say, * Vunce

didn't |
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more zat greedy peeg Buntair he i aftair
ze food!" Nest-ce-pas?”

“You—vyou rotter! I've a jolly good
mind to eall Quelchy in now "
“ Mon cher Buntair—"

“Tt would serve you jolly well right!
Fancy wanting the chaps to think that
I'd boned their tommmy! As if T'd do
such a thing, too! What are you grin-
ning at, you French image? And what
did you think I'd think, too? You
didn’t think I'd think I'd done 1it, did
yoult"

“T have not zink zat you zink at all,
Buntair. To zink, you'sall require some
brains, isn't 1t?"’

“Why, you—you checky rotter! I've
a jolly good mind to ecall Quelchy! 1
would, only I'm a good-natured chap!”
said Bunter indignantly.

““1t is all right about ze grub, Buntair.
I do not steal him like you. I take him
only from my friends, and aftervards 1
pay for zat grub. But you will not tell
Monsicur Quelch zat T am here, i,ﬁ_n’t it ]

vill keep zis secret, Buntair?

|“§-Z_Eg'Timt. depends. I've jolly well found

vour!"” eaid Bunter.. “ It would serve
you right to give you away!”

“ But zat is sneaking [

“You can't stay up there for ever,
anvhow!”” grinned Bunter.

Dupont’s eves gleamed.

“1 vill not have zat flogging, and ze
ordair of ze boot,” he said. **Zat I can-
not face. I runs out of ze House; and
zonn, I zink, vere i3 it zat I _sali go?
Mon oncle, he is in France; and in zis
country I have no one. Bo I come n ze
back way. I zink to myself, I vill hide
me, and zat Aogping he sall not come off
—nevair! I hide viz me here, ian't it?
And if it is zap I can live vizout food, 1
am nevair find. But zere come verree

reat hunger—verree great!” said Napo-
gon _patheti (. Fere 15 nozzing to
eat. I not zink of zat when I run away;
but I zink of him verree mooch when 1
am stick up here vizout nozzing to eat!
Oh, ves!™

“I should jolly well think so!"“said
Bunter. “You must have missed hreuki'-'
fast and dinner to-day. I call th}
awful I~ ' i -

“He is not so awful for me as he’
would be for wou, Buntair, but<he 13
verre¢ unpleasant. But now I have,

ood supplr. I am what you call in
%}ughsh bit of all right, Oh, yes!”

Bunter grinned.

“And how long do you think vouw're
going to stick there """ he demanded.

“Je ne sais pas: but I know zat I will
not have zat flogging and ordair of ze
boot. Zat I am determine on. Also, I
have nowhere to go. In Angleterre 1
haxe no person.”

“So you're keeping it up?”

“* Mais oui!l”

“] thought s0,”" grinned Bunter,
“Well, I'm not geing to give you away,
Nap. I'm a jolly good-natured chap—
loval, too. Loyalty 1s my strong point.”

“Mon Dieu!”

“T'm going to treat you like a pal”
said Bunter. “You rely on me.
course, I shall expect to be treated like
a pal in return.”

“You are verree gond, Duntair! I
did not expect so much goodners from
you.

“Oh, really, Dupont—-"

“But T am verree mooch oblige. You
keep zis secret. You say nozzing to
anyvun.”

“(Certainly 1™

“ Zat ia verree good !”

“RBy the way, Nap—now I think of it
—could you cash a postal-order for me "
asked Billy Bunter.

“Vat?"

“I'm expecting a posial-order to-

cher Buntai®

him, but he
““#0On second thoughts, Duponi, I'm
L 3fraid it can’t be done,” said the Owl cf
the Remeve

“what you’re doing

morrow,” explained Bunter. *It's for

NOW ON
SALE,

ten shillings—I mean a. pound! I sup-
pose it would make no difference to you
if you handed me the pound—" '

“Comment !’

“And I handed you the postal-order
when it came —-what ?"

“Mon Dieu! Is it zat you want me
to give you money to keep zis secref,
Buntair?” exclaimed the French junior
scornfully. !

“Certainly not! T'm surprised at
you, Dupont! A remark of that kind
shows a low, suspicious nature.”

“Zon vat 18 it zut you want?”

“I simply want you to cash a postal--

order for me. el
“YVere im zat postal-order? T zink 1

have hear of him before.” o
“Jf’a coming to-morrow,” explained

“Jt's guite certain—it's from

wter‘ A il
of my titled relations, you know.

L] P{.';l,.lf I" \ .,
“l.ook here, you cheeky Froggy—
rbaraed Bunter. '
“Taisez-vous—taisez-vous !
viz you, or somevun vill hear you
claimed Bupont in alarm, .
“Y don't care, you cheeky rotter!
roared Billy Bunter. “Let 'em hear !
Let 'em all come ! In fact, I'm going to
tell the fellows now !” e -
And William George Buater, in great
wrath, scrambled down frem the pack-
ing-case, Napoleon blinking down on
him from the trapdoor in great dismay.

Shut up
!_u i -

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
The Spider and the Fiy ! .

The Owl of the Remeve did
not heed. He made for the
but' he moved slowly,

. HBUNTMR " gesped Dupont.

door ;

‘doubtless to give the French junior.a
chance -to

relall biwt before it was too

W, g F s L
gmi BuntairI” .

$ you come back, mon .
1" ragped .Dupont  “Is it
not zat you sall garder zis secret for
2 .
Bunter stopped, and blinked up at
nhc%f his head. :

-

seriously. *I'm--afraid
is rather disrespaeetful
Head. 1It's defying proper

you know. I can’'t countean-

to the
authority, :
ance anything of that kind.

my duty to go to Mr. Quelch and
mention that T've found you hiding in
the garrets.” -

“You fat peeg——"

“What?" 1 ) _

“J.—] mean, je veux dire, My dear
Buntair—" ; )

“That's enough! I'm gmn%'! Some
fellows have a sense of duty. I dare say

Cuelchy will be here soon—-

=
.;i
:

s

,

o

o,

I feel it's ™5

.

“1 vill cash zat postal-order for ]rm:l,-..:_ i

Buntair 1"
“Which one?” asked Dunter. :
“Zat vun for one pound zat you apick

'Elf—“-"'_jj

“I'm expecting - another for two
pounds,” said Bunter coolly. -“W onld
-vou mind ecashing that one, Dupont? -

" “Mon Dieu! Of all ze fat peegs——"
“ Good-bye "' : -
7] mean, I cashes him viz pleasure,

Puntair! Come up here viz you, and I

vill eash him viz mooch great pleasure [”
“ Oh, all right !” said Bunter, relenting.

“1 don’'t want to be hard on a chap

whe's down on his luck, if you come to

that. T was always a generous ehu}'}.

Generosity 18 really my weakness. T'll

come up. A, i
The &t junior clambered on the pack-

ing-case again.

“You come up here viz' me,” invited
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Dupont, regarding the Owl with a
peculiar glitter in his eyes. _

“*No need for that. You can hand
down the cash.”

“But iy it not zat you vill have suppair
viz me? Zera is some verree good
cake

“0Oh, I don’t mind coming up there,
~Nap, a8 you make a point of 1t. How
ain I to get up, though 7"

“ Zat i3 all right.”

Dupont lowered an old, high-backed
chair from the trapdoor, and 1t was set
on top of the packing case. Bunter
clambered on 1t, and from the chair
clambered through the trap into the
garret. The French junior pulled up
the chair after him—as he had evidently
done after his own ascent into that dusty
atid, cobwebby region.

Bunter blinked at him in surprise,

'“No need for that, Nap. I shall be
going down again in a few minutes.”

“Nous verrons ! murmured Dupont.

"“What do you mean?”

Without replying, the French junior
closed the trapdoor. Bunter’s lantern
shed & glimmering light upon  planks,
and rafters and roof-tiles and bat-
talions of spiders’ webs. The runaway
junior’s retreat was not a pleasant spot,

ut there was plenty of room for
camping-out.  Near at hand were
candles, and the remains of the

tuck Dupont had raided that afternoon
from the Remove studies. There were
also several rugs and coats, which the
Frenclh junior had used as a bed.

“Bhouldn’t think you found it very
rice  here,” remarked DBunter as ke
biinked round through his big glasses.

“*You vould mnot hke 1t?7 asked
Dn}mnt-, with a grin,

““No fear!"

“Yet
't it .

“I'm jolly well going down . as soon
as I've had the vake!” said Billy Bunter.
“I'll begin now, if vou don’t mind.”

“*Not at all. Go for ze cake, mon
ami” -

Napoleon Dupont sat upon a cross-
beam and watched Bunter, with the
sutnie lurking grin, while the Owl dis-
posed of the cake. It did not take the
fat junior long. :

“That's a jolly good cake!” he said.
“Wharton gets some good stulf from
that aunt of his sometimes !
that postal-order, Nup—"

'I'I:Dui?l’

“Tf you'll hand over the cash I’ll get
off,” said Bunter. "I can’t say I like
this place. Too many spiders for my
taste. Desides, 1t’s close on bed-time.”

*] am fellow of my word, | zink,” said

you have come up here viz me,

Dupont. **I eash zat postal-order for
you, Buntair, viz pleasure—when he
come,”’

Ic‘!‘?]l-ﬂgtl?:’

“When he come I cash him.,”
“You silly ass!” roared Bunter.
']‘Llidl-ﬂulc ”here, if you're pulling my leg

“ Parfaitement.”

“Then I'Nl jolly well go straight to
Quelchy ! howled Bunter, in great
wrath. “Catch me keeping your secrets
for you, you fnmiﬁn bounder! I'm
going down at once !

“1 zink not, mon ami Buntair!”
answered Napoleon cheerfully. I zink
zat if 1 giff you cash you spend him, and
you come back for more cash, ian’t it?
And you do zat vunce again, and again,
Zat 18 not good enough. Mon cher
Buntair, it was verree clever of you to
find me—"

“I'm & rather clever chap!”
Bunter,

“But it was not =0 clever to come up
here when you have found me, Buntair,”
grinned Dupont. * Pourquoi? Because
I sall not let you go down again,™

assented

Now, about |
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*Wha-a-at?” :

“1 - like your company, mon cher
Buntair, and I keep you viz me, isn't it?"”
grinned Dupont. “I fear vecree mooch
you must get used to ze spidmrs. Yon
vill stay here, chez moi.”

“You silly ass!” gasped Bunter., “I'm
jolly well going down now."”

“1 zink not.”

“You you—you—-"

Words failed Billy Bunter. He realised
now that e was In a trap—it was a case
of the spider and the fly over again; and

the fat ﬂ:hhad walked into the spider’a|

parlour, e was Tather too unreliable to
bo trusted with a secret. _
Dupont grinned cheerfully at his fat,
furious face. :
“You—you—-="" Bunter found his
vaoice at last. “You can’t keep me here,

you silly chump! I won't stay!”
“1 zink s0.”
“I'm going down!” roaresd Bunter.

And he made for the trapdoor.
Dupont caught him by the collar and
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sat him down on the rafters.
a howl from the fat junior,

“Perhaps you vish me to zrash you,
Buntair 7" suggested the French junior
smilingly.

“Yarooh! Keep off, you beast

“Taizer-vous.”

“T'll yell for help!™

Dupont doubled his fista In a very

There was

Ei

businesslike way, and came closer to

Bunter. The fat junior squirmed back in

nlarm,

“Wha-a-at are you up to?” he gasped.

“T wait for vou to wyell for help,
Buntair. Each time zat you yell, T hit
you in ze eye!”

(13 _Dh !
going to make a sound, Dupont.
wouldn't, you know.”

“Zat is right.”

“But—but I can’t
know !"” wailed Bunter.

“T zink you can.”

di I_'I EH.I!.‘t-"-—-'”

‘““Nous verrons !” chuckled Napoleon.

Billy Bunter knew cnough French to
be aware that that meant ** we shall see.”
And they did see. Bunter stayed,

I-I

stay here, you

I—T say, of—of course, I'm not

Three-halfpence. 11

THE TENTH CHAPTER.

Bolsover Faces the Musie !

ARRY WHARTON & CO. wers
H still wide awake when Gwynne
came back to the Remove
dormitory and looked in, appar-
ently in the hope of finding that Bunter
had turned up. But Bunter had not
turned up. The prefect bade the juniors
good-night, and put out the light.

“ Bunter hasn’t been found, Gwynnel”
asked Wharton.

““No; he doesn't seem to be in the
House.” :

Gwynne left the dormitory.

“ Well, this beats Banagher!" said Bob
Cherry, * Where on earth can that fat
snail have crawled off to?"”

“He must have gone to look for
Napoleon, as he said,"” remarked Peter
Todd. *“But wheret It beats me
hollow.” .

It was a deep problem to the
Removites, and they gave it uE at last,
and settled down to sleep. They little
dreamed how near the two missing juniors
were all the time, Bunter's bed remained
unoccupied ; the Owl of the Remove was
sleeping—far less comfortably than usual
—wrapped in a coat in the garret under
the caves,

Harry Wharton & Ce. were down very
soon after rising-bell in the morning, and
inquiring for Billy Bunter. Wingate of
the Sixth informed them briefly that
nothing had been heard or seen of the
Owl of the Remove, :

When the: Remove fellows went in fo
lessons that morning Bunter’s place in
the Form-room was empty, e e

Mr. Quelch wore a grim expression; he
was evidently both worried and arigered .
by Bunter's remarkable disappearatige.

The flight of the French junior was
trouble ecnough, in the Form-master’s
opinion, without Bunter adding to it. Seo
long as Bunter did not turn up his Form-
master was anxious about him ; but Peter
Todd remarked that he would not like to
be Bunter when he did turn up!

After morning lessons Bolsover major
joined the captain of the Remove as the
Jumers were going out.

“I haven't seen the Head yet,
Wharton,” he muttered.

Harry Wharton nodded ; he was aware
of that. '

“Dupont’s not been heard of,” went on
Bolsover major,

“1 suppose he's far enough away by
this time,” answered Harry. :

“I think he'd have been seen if he'd
taken a train—and nobody seems to have
noticed him. 1 think it's more ]ikelq he’s
hiding somewhere near the school,” said
Bolsover. ‘‘ Where could he go?”

“It's possible.”

“Well, I'm going to see the Head. I
shall make it all right for him to come
back, if I can.” Bolsover major rubbed
his hands, *It means a thumping licking
for me, of course, Can’t be helped.”

“It’s the beat thing you can do,
assented Harry ; and he wondered a little
whether Percy Bolsover really meant
what he said. It was difficult to imagine
the bully of the Remove making a glean
breast of it, confessing to the Head that
it was his bullying that had provoked the
French junior’s gueer outbreak, and tak
ing all tlie blame upon himself. :

%t was a painful ordeal for Bolsover
major to go through, and few fellows in
the Remove would have expected him to
face it of his own accord, - But Wharton's
doubts on the subject were set at reaf
800M.

Dr. Locke came along from the Sixih
Form room and went into his-study, and
Bolsover, making up his mind to take the
plunge, followed him in.

THE MAGNET LiBRARY.—No, b8T.
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Wharton waited, with some curtosity,
to hear the resuit, .

Dr. Locke turned, in some surprise, as
the burly Removite followed him into his
study, and looked inquiringly at Bolsover
A jOr.

“(.c-can I speak to you, sir?” stam-
mered Bolsover, crimsoning under his
glance.

“Ceartainly. What is 12?7

“ About—about Dupent, sir.”

“Have you heard news of him?"

“(Oh, no! About his running away, I
trieaft, sir. He—he was frightened about

getting a flogging and being sent awny;!

and—and I—I think I ought to tell you,
gir, that I—I was to blame ——"

Balsovar gasped and stopped.

The Head locked at him sharply.

“I'am already aware, Bolsover, that
vou had treated Dupont in an overbear-
ing manner, and [ have spoken fo you
severely for it,"”" he said. .

“That ian't all, sir. I—I bullied him."”

“What?"

“T1 didn't mean to—it was only my
uaf 1" gasped Bolsover. “But—but I
walloped him with a fives-bat for—for not
helping me with something I wanted
done. And—and then he wanted to fight
me, and I—I made fun of him. So—so
when he played the goat—I mean, when
he played the fool, sir, I—1 think it was
really my fault. And-—and I think it was
all bunkum, sir, about the rot he talked
in my study, about a duel and all that—he
was only being a theatrical ass, like a
fareigner, sir.”

* Bless my soul!" said the Head, )

- “Aftar all, he never touched me,” said
Bolsover. “I'm sure he wouldn't have
hart me, either. It was just gas, because
he's got his head full of silly foreign rot,
So—ao if you'd go easy on him, sir—"

“What?” '

“I—I mean, let lum off lightly, sir, I
think it would be only fair, because it was
mostly my fault.”

* Is it not a fact, Bolsover, that Dupont
produced deadly weapons in your study?™

“Ye-ps, 9tr; but I'm sure it was nearly
all play-acting, in the French way, sir,
though I was alarmed at the time.
Dupont wouldn't really hurt a fly, sir.
H» was a good chap, only high-flown.
And—and he was excited throungh my
ragging him."

“This i3 a very curious confession for
you to make, Bolsover. What is your
u-l:rgeul, in coming to me!"”

‘I—1 want you to let Duapont stay at
Greyfriars, sir, f you will—now you know
it was my fauli. He's my pal

“Your pal!™ ejaculated the Head.

“My friend, sir.”

“Bless my soul! I should eertainly not
have supposed, Bolsover, from your con-
duct, that Dupont was your friend.”

Bolsover hung his head. :

““It was only my rotten temper, sir,”
he mumbled. “I own up. I—I dom't
ngnd being flogged, siv, if you let Dupont
oft."”

“IDear me! That 13 a very extra-
ordinary suggestion.” Dr. Locke smiled
slightly, as he regarded Bolsover's down-
cast face. I shall think over what you
have #old me, Bolsover, and perhapas I
may reconsider Dupont's case, if he re-
turns to Greyfriurs. For the present you
may go.”

And Bolsover major went,
Wharton met him in the passage.

“T think it's all right for Dupont, if
he only comes back, the ass!” said Bol-
sover, “I expect I shall get a fHogging.
I don't care! I've ewned up, and got
it of my mind, ﬁnj'-hﬂ'ﬁ'."

“Good !” said Farry. *“ It was really
decent of won, Bolsover.”

“Mind, I did it of my own accord,”
gaid Bolsover major. “ It wasn't because

T Macyer Lanrary.—No, 537,

Harry

{ looking over the lumber and the

of being sent to Coventry, or any of
It;’:mtl rot. It was entirely off my own
at."” ;

“That's :=aderstood,” said Wharton,
with a smile.

“*And now -— if Dupont would only’

3

turn up———"" sald Bolsover major.

“He would turn up fast enough if he
knew !" gaid Harry. “If we ouly bad
an idea where the duffer is "

But that was still a problem.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Startling Discovery !
4 ALLO, hallo, hallo!”

H Bob Cherry uttered that ex-
clamation in tones of -sur-
prise,

It was tea-time, and the fire was out
in No. 1 in the Remove passage. Bob
Cherry had come along to the top box-
raom in search of firewood. - He was

pack-
ing-cases, debating in his mind which
article he could wventure to sagrifice,
when a peculiar sound eame to his ears.

It was like a far-off howl, and it came
froom above his head. Bob Cherry
dropped hiz chopper, and stared up at
the ceiling blankly.

“Yow-w-w-w-w-w-w " .

The howl was repeated, and this iime
it certainly came from above. Bob
LAYe 1 gasp.

* Bunter !"

The junior stood rooted to the foor
with astonishment. He knew that un-
melodions howl, but the discovery that
the missing Bunter was in the garrets
under the roef-tiles was astounding.
What had become of Bunter was a
mystery; but this solution of it had not
ocourred to anyone.

“ Bub-Bub-Bunter "™ stuttered
Cherry.

He clambered on the packing-cases
dragged. up a chaitr to the top, =«
mounted on it. From that pesition he
pushed up the trapdoor a few inches,

Throngh the opening voices came to

his ears, and a glimmer of candle-light

to his eyes,

“Yow-ow-ow 1"

“] poonch you again, Buntair——

“Nap'!” gasped Bob. i

He almost let the trap fall in his
amazement, :

“I—1 say, Dupont, T-—I wasn't geing
to opoen the traﬁ}}mr " wailed the wun-
hapg}; voice of Willlam George Bunter.

“1 see you viz my eyes, vou fat peeg!
You zink zat you

b 2

slope—zat you call in1
¥nglish slope—while ﬁunk 6 OZIET vay,

isn't i

" Nunno!
chap-——-" .

“You are one fat fibber, Buntair!”

“I—1 don't want to 'go away, Dupont.
[—I'm enjoving myself bere—I am,
really !"" howled Bunter. “I—I wouldn't
go away for anything, you know !”

"I zink zat I not let you go avay,
Buntrir. You have come here of own
accord, and yvou stay, isn't it?" _

“My only hat!” gasped Bob Cherry.

He pushed the trap higher, till it
stood on end, and locked inte the dim
rocesses above.

Two candles, stuck in_bottles, were
burning, shedding a dim light.

Napoleon Dupont. a few vards distant,
was bolding Billy Bunter by the collar,
evidently having caught the fat junior
in an attempt at escape.

Neither of them observed Bob Chorry
for the moment,

“I--1 say, Nap;” pleaded Bunter,
“I'm awfully hungry——"

“You have scoff all ze food while zat
[ sleep viz myself, you fat peeg!™

“I—I say, I'll go and scout for some
motre, if yon like, Na "

“And you vill come back 27

I — I assure you, old

o

Bob
| jumped on the

1 *“Chuck ’em down,

“Oh, yes, certainly! You can rely
on mv word, H&P——-—-—"

“I don't zink!"”

“Look here, you Froggy rotter——

Yaroooh !”

“Hallo, halle, hallo!” roared BEob
Cherry suddenly. His powerful voice
awoke a thousand echoes as it boomed
into the garrets.

There was a sharp ery.

“Mon Dieu! Ts zat Sherry?"

“Yes, it's Sherry, you howling ass!"
exclaimed Bob, scrambling up. * Have
you been here all the time, you cham-
pion idiot 7" :

“0Ouwm, om! Mon amt Sherry——

“1 say, Bob, old chap, keep him off I”
howled Bunter., *“He's been keeping
me here because I found him, Make him
lemme go 1™

“Oh, my hat! Bo that's the game, i
it?" execlaimed Bob.

eg he find me,

L

“Mais oui! Zat fat pe
and I keep him here,” .said Napoleon.
“Zat is ze only vay, mn't it? Now yon
g0 'vay viz you, Sherry, and youm eay
nozzing."

“I' don't think!” grinned Bobh.
“You're coming out of this, my ﬁlpp-m o

“*Nevair! [ vill not have Hoggumyg,
and I vill not have sack{”

Harry Wharton's voice was heard in
the distance below,

“Have you got that firewood, Bob?"

“I've got something else!” roared
Bob. “Come wu re, Wharton!”

The captain the Remove came into
the box-room below, and stared up at
the ‘{!:pm trap.

“You up there, Bob? What on
parth——"' :

“I've found them !”

“Eh? Found what?"

“Bunter and Nap 1" ' ; :
“Gredt Beott ! [
The astonished capfain of the Remove
ing-cases and looked
Bunter yelled o him.

“Iu;'--ﬁhtl% ), you make him lemme
| %o, you know. ‘heast is k;;n;:::}:%
H‘ *®

here, T'm hungry—starving, in
I’m?wafﬁtii:ng nw‘:‘ Ht . sy oo
“wZe la ve eab all ze gr ;
“ Heolp 1" .
“ Zat you shut up 1" exclaimed Dapant,
shaking the fat junior wrathfully. "'Is
it zat you vant all ze school to come

‘hera " i Wi
aape WV harton.
lgoh, :m:l_
“Ha, ha, ha!”

1) MF
I'll catch
Bob Che laid hiz powerful grasp
upon Na ulr:gn The French lmiﬂgr ex-
tula loudly ; but Bob did oot heedl
-his expostulations,. He lifted ont as
if he been an infant, and lowered
him, kicking, through the tmg}; Wharton
asped him and dropped him to tho
0or, 3
“1 say, you fellowsg——
“Get j;m{n Bunter !" -
Billy Bunter got out fast enough., He
rolled, gasping, out of the trapdoor and
down into the box-room
The unfortunate Owl was covered with
dust, and spider-webs were clinging to
him in festoons—as well as a spider or

word !"

them ! "

L

two. The fat junior had not been enjoy-
ing-f his enforcéd residence wunder the
roof.

“J—I say, vou  Ffellows, pitch into
him!" gasped Banter. “Give him a
jolly jond hiding, Wharton, old "chap!
i’ll hold your _}mﬁt e

“Htop him " roared Bob. - :

Napoleon Dupont was making for the

door. Wharten and DBob rushed after
him as he escaped to the staircase out-

side. :

‘' Stop 1"~ shouted Harry.

“Mals jamais!™ g Dupont. *1
vill not be Rog—I vill not be sack! I
vill go—I run—I 8y—I bunk—"

And he fled down the Remove passage.
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“Stop him 1™

Bolsover major was at the head of the
etairs as Dupont came whizzing in that
direction. Ho stared blankly at the
missing junior, who had turned np o
suddenly. But as Dupont came hurthng
by the {mriy Removite grasped him,

“Zat you let go!l” E%rie ed Dupont.

“ Nap, old fellow—7

t*Zat ia you, Bolsover? You are one
biillly—you are one chamieau——>"

1 ""!.._'I"hﬁt?-!'!

“Camel, camel!” howled Dupont.
“You are one camel!”

Bolsover major only stared—and he
held on to the struggling French junior.
He did not mind being called a camel,
being quite unaware of the offensivenees
of that epithet in French.,

“You ean call me a camel if you like,
old man,” he said. *“*You can call me
an elephant, if you choose—I don’t mind.
But you're stopping.”

Wharton and Bob Cherr
lessly up, and a crowd of Remove fellows
were on the scene now. Billy Bunter
cama rolling along, explaining his wrongs
and %rilwam:es at the top of his voice.
Napoleon Dupont was still ﬂtrugglinf;,
but he struggled in vain. And equally
in vain he told Bolsover major that he
was a camel, and that he laughed him
at the nose !

“¥You'd better come and see the Head,
Nap,” was Bolsover's mild reply.

“T vill not see him! I vill not be flog!
I vill not be sack!” gasped Napoleon,

“It's not so bad as that—"" -

“It will bo all right, Nap——"

1 say, yvou fellowe— "

“Zat you let me go! I vill iyl I vill
vat you call buzz off I

*“What's that thumping row about?”
cume Wingate's voice from the staircase,
and the captaur of Greyfriars strode upon
tha scene. *“ Why — what — Dupont —
Bunter—— SEEAC

“1 say, Wingate, I—"

caime breath-

T

-Head 1"

“You'll both come to the

“I vill not come! 1 vill not be fog
and sack——" .

“I say, you know Yaroooh!”

Wingate settled the matter with a
heavy hand. He grasped both the

juniors by the collar and marched them
doewn the stairs, And Dupont and
Bunter, gasping and wrigghng, were
marched torthwith into the Head's study
for judgment.

corridor.

The Head’s door had closed

npon Napoleon Dupont and Bunter, and
the news that both the missing juniors
had turned up, and were with the Head,
had spread like wildfire.

Thero was a buzz of excitement in the
passage. It increased as the Head’s door
opened  and Billy Bunter came forth.

Tho fat junior grinned cheerfully at
the crowd.

“It's all serene!” he said,

“What's all serenc?!” demanded Dob
Eherry.

“I know wou were anxious about me,
but it's all right. I haven’t been licked,
vou know,” said Bunter, blinking at the
juniors. *I wasn’t to blame in any wag.
I've simply had a chat with tho Head.
You ncedn’t have been worried about
ne,’”

**Ha, ha, hal™

Billy Bunter was apparently under the
impression that the concourse in the pas-
sago was on his account. That was a
little mistake on his part, and the juniors
explained to him with great candour.

“You fat duffer!” said Peter Todd.

THE TWELFTH OHAPTER.

All Serene !

UITE an army of Greyiriars fellows
gathered at the corner of the

- THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

“What does it matter whether
hicked or not?”
“ Oh, really, Toddy—--"
“Haven't you been licked?” demanded
Johnny Bull,

you're

“0Of course not! T v
“Then the Head ought to be
remonstrated with!” said ™ Johnny.

“Why hasn't he licked you, 1'd like to
know ¢’

“You silly as2!" roared Bunter, 1
haven’t done anything.™

1 Rﬂt!l?

“I couldn't help that Frozgy idiot
keoping me up in the roof, could I?7 What
was there for me to be licked for?2

“Well, you ought to be licked, Yon
know that."

“The oughtfulness is terrific!”

“I don't see letting Bunter off I¥ said
Bob Cherry, with a shako of the head.
*“If the Head hasn’t licked him, we ought
to bump him!”’

“Hear, hear!”™

“But I haven't done anvthingz, have
It ghrieked Bunter, greatly exasperated.

(13 Rﬂtﬁl”

*“ Bosh ™

“1 say, you fellows, don't play the
roat, vou know! I'm thoe injured party,
you know! TI've been kept a prisoner,
vou know! You should have seen the
Iead's face when he heard. Tt was worth
a guinea a box—it was, really !”

““Ha, ha, hal”

“What's he doing to Dupont!” asked
Harrvy Wharton, ;

“ Lacking him !™

“ Poor old Nap!™?

“Berve him jolly well right!"” said
Bunter warmly, ** He kept me up in the
roof, Just as if he couldn’t trust me.
Simply because there was a slight dis.
pute about cashing a postal-order; too!
I was simply famished. Luckily, 1
managed to bag all the grub while Nap
was asleep, othorwise I should be as thin
as a lath at this blessed moement. The
lesst you fellows cah do is to stand me a
really good spread!”

“Hark!” oxclaimed Nugent.

There was a loud howl from the Iead's
study, '

“That's Nap!™
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1 “The Head was bound to lick hj,m,’;

remarked Bolsover major, with a nod.
“I don’t see that that matters. But he's
not going to be sacked. So it's all
right.” :

“It deesn't sound all right!"” -

Loud howls from the Ilead’s study
geemed to indicate that Napoleon
Dupont, at lcast, was not finding it all
right,

The howls were accompanied by a
steady sound of swishing,

The juniors listened in silence.

The Head was not sparing the rod. ITe
certainly could not be expected to do so
in  the circumstances., Napoleon had
fuirly asked for it, and it would have
| been a surprise if he did not get it.

The sounds of woe ceased at last, and
there was a murmuar of voices,

“The Head's hﬂPing that the lesson
will bencfit him!” murmured Bob
Cherry. ‘““He always does,
It’s his way.”

The door opened,
Dupont came out,

Ho limped along tho passage, almost
doubled up. But ﬁa stopped as he came
on tho crowd of juniors at the corner.

“Hurt?"” asked Bob Cherry sympatheti-

you know,

and Napoleon

calllg,

he guestion was sympathetic, but it
was rather superfluous, =

"I mnk I am verren mooch huort,'™
groaned Dupont. *Ze Head he lay on
zat cane like anyzing, He zink zat [
deserve it, he say. I do not see. Owl
I am verree mooch pain. Helas!” '

“ But you're not given the order of the
boot?" asked Wharton, :

Napoleon brightened up a little. ;

on! Ze¢ Head say zat Bolsover
have explain somezing, and it is zat He
give me one chance,” he replied, " Zat
surpriso me. ‘I have call Bolsover 'one
came]—"" R

“Ha, ha, ha!” >

“1 call him one camel, and I find zat
: he speak for me, and zat it is now vat
you call, in English, bit of all right!’* -
said Napoleon. “1 am sorry zat I call
Bolsover one camel.” i

“Perhaps it hasn’t hurt himi*® said
Wharton, laughing, e

“Not a bit!” said Bolsover majér.
“You can call me a dromedary if you
like, Nap.™ :

“Ha, ha, ha!”
| Napoleon looked at Bolsover major
| rather quecrly. He was evidently sur-
rised to find that the bully of the
move had spoken up for him, and it
had touched him.
| Bolsover, with a flush in his face, held
' out his hand,
“1I'm sorry, Nap!” he said. “I was
. rather a beast. I1—I didn't really want
to row, you now!”

Bsy no more, mon ami!” said
Napoleon, beaming. “I forget all abous
him, and vunce more you are my shum !

And Napoleon shook hands with
Bolsover major with both hands, and
‘then kissed him on both cheeks, amid
‘loud chortles from tho Removites, The
two juniors walked away together—Bol-
sover Jooking less sullen than usual, and
Napoleon beaming, though occasionally
ho gave a sharp welp and a painful
wriggzle, reminiscent of the licking in the
Head's study,

The breach” had been healed. Once
more peace reigned in Bolsover's study—
until, as Peter Todd remarked, the
Remove bu]Ig' should break out again.
But really that did not seem likely to
happen. For the present, at least,
Napoleon of the Remove was on the best
of terms with his “shum,” and Harry
Wharton & Co. cordially hoped that ib
would last. ;

THE END.
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SYNOPBIS.

Johnny Uoggs comes to Ryleombe Grammar
School from Franklingham in company with
Blount, Trickett, and Waters.

Livély  tlmes ensue. fioges creates the im-
pression at first that he i= a simpleton; but
after a series of fighms with the Eyleomhe
juniors, and a numiwer of japes worthy of
Gordon Gay at his best, Gogga shows that
there iz much more in bim than meets the
eye, .

The Gramwmarizns meet 8t. Jim's on the
cricket-fleld, and Goggs, disguised as an Irish
boy, and calling Limsell O'Hoggarty, exas-
erates Tom Merry & Co. hy hewiing “ grubs.”
g{mnera returned to the pavilion. * Rotten

stuff ! he muarmured,
(Now read on.)

I propoge. to put himse'f oul through

patling lims=ell sut.

Figey made twelve of Dags' next over,
and congretulated himscdl on keepiog at
what he had quite made ap his mind was
the rig end.
~Then Tom faced Phelim. e got one all
along the ground, and pusked it away pust
point for a poessible single.
== “Come on!" called Figgins lovally. Baut
88 he ran he muttered: “0Oh, bapg it alt!”

And his reluctance to face Thelim was
abondamtly justifed.  Figey bhad mot the
patience to play grubs, and he knew it.

Boe hall he let ge past. OF the next he
scored an-easy two, by getting L round to
leg. But then he plaved all over one, and
his middle stump was wobhbled In a weak and
irresodute way, and the haHs fel gently off,
while the leather twirled round at the foet
of the wicket.

“shure, an’ that's afther bein' out, o
don’t argy about it at all, at all!™ said
Phelim.

“"Who was

1

—————mo o2

A Bril lant Oatch.

OM nodded. He guite agreed  with
thal pronouncement. Dut he did not

poing to argue, chump?

erowled Fi;l!g’_?. walking away from the!
wieket. He had scored 62, but he was far
from feeling satisfed.

hﬂ;r clapped the successful howler on the
ack,

“¥ou're getting us out of a deep, deep
hole, ™ he whispered. “But I
shouldn't more than hall like the way it's]
bm? done i 1 didn't know that you can
bowl a heap better in your vsual style!” . l

Blake eame next—out before e was in, for
any practical se. It was not his
courage that failed, hut his patience, and
h2 knew in advance that it would fail him.

He missed one ball. He did not miss the
next, bui accomplished the really difficult
feat—or whal would have been so had he
been tging to perform ft—of picking it up
clean _the gromnd by a Mind swipe and
putting it neatly into the hands of Carbor
at point.

Arthur Awpuatng D'Arey followed. But
Bags bowled him with a leg-break, after
Tota Merry had scored a three,

Kert joined Tom, and there was something
like a stand. But when they had added
about thirty Kerr was caught in the long-field
in hitting out at Wootton major, who had

placed Bags: and a few balls later Tom
m one of the grubs and was amarily
stamped by Lane.

e T

Bediern and Levison made a few more; but
nefther was at ease with Phelim, and eventu-

ally he got the New man caught at )

Order Next Week’s “GEM” NOW!

cover off ome of his few length balls. Fatt
Wynn whipped in, and survived ome ball,
rivinz Levison the bowling again. Levison
it a six, and then they stole a single.
Fatty faced Wootton, and put up coe high

in the slips. It seemed yards over the head
of Phelim; but he gave » mighty leap,
touched it, knocked it vp. and caunght it as
it descended, :

" Bravo, Uo—0'Hoggarty 1~ velled Wootion
miner.
Bul lortunately no ona noticed the slip.

Quite Like an Auction Sale !
E'VE a chance wyet,” said Gordon

——

EE

By Fﬁchard Randolph

make ; and Levison and Wynn and Talbot are
bowlers—don’t you forget that, my boy™
Phelim took guard. Ernest Levison bowled
tie first over, and every ball of it was a good
cne. But the red-wigged batsman met each
hall in cool, masterly style, and seored two
twoa and a three by deft strokes. i
Then Fatty Wyon had an expericnce such
as scldom fcll to his lot. For omce Fatty

Gay 1o Frank Monk and Bags |

afid Gozgs as they came off the
piteh together. “One hundred
and fifty-nine; #t's enough, but it oughtn't to
be too much, if three or four of vs can get
mHng.  Phelim, me gpalpeen, posaoon, omad-
hann, leprechbaun, and everything else that's

rale genwine Irish, vo're comin' in fhrrst wid

me, me darlint, an’ it's not lettin® vez off
undher fifty 1 am !
“Sure, an' Fil do me endeavours,” replied

{ Tielim.

“Cadl that bowling® demanded Gore, as
the suppcsed Irish junior walked into the
pavilion. L=

“Faith, an® 1t's »ot afther knowin' yer I
am, a0 1 can’t amswer vez properly, an' T'd

seorn to answer yez improperly. But pwhat
would yee call it yerself
“Uripe!” replied Gore promptly. “Beastly

tripe!” .

“ih, cheese that, Gore!™ said Tom Merry.
“There's nothing against such gtuff in the
rules, and it pot us out when hetter howling
cotldn 't "

“Oive them a dose of §t!° growied Gore.

“We shan't nmeed to. They won't pet us
tied up.” said Figgins confidently,

Goggs proceeded to put on bis pads with
great apparent care.

“Ha, ba, ha'" roared Levisom, “Look at
O'Hoggarty!”

“Bure, an' pwhat's the matter wid me, at
all, at all?" asked Phelim,

“Send for Mulvaney minor,” said Lowther.

“An® what are yez wantin® me for,
Lowther? Sure, an' I'm bere, elose to vour
elbow.” spoke the youth referred to,

“I wanted yom to interpret for us, and to
explain to O'Hoggarty that that's not the
way to pot on cricket-pads.”

“"What would 1 be after interpretin® for,
then? Faith, OHoggarty spakes as rood
English ns anny of yez, an® he ean enderstand
it ns well.
pads that way, what's it to do wid any Saxon
of ¥ez allt™

“*Begorra, it's not mesilf that's nfther
mindin',” said O'Hoggarty obligingly, “If
the other way iz the English fashion, I'm
willin®, But I think yez might have told me,
“ar.n

Gordon Gay grinned. He was still grinning
when he walked out with Phelim. For Gay
had seen Phelim bat, and he knew that there
was A shock for Bt. Jim's in store, bar
accidents.

“No need to disguise your style now, old
chap,” he said. “They may think you're Tom
Hayward; but there’s nothing about your

4 battiong to give you away.”

"You do uot think that I had better bat
left-handed, then, Joyful?°
"My hat, no!

An’ if he's likin® to wear his |

started hadly, and Phelim, whoe had heen
taken to the business end of the pitch hy that
three, was not the kind of person against
whom onc conld afford to bowl badly.

He cut Fatty for fouwr, drove him for
another four, placed the third hall threugh
the glips for two, pot the fourth round to
leg for four more, slammed the Afth over the
boundary for six, and finished the over by
tapping the leather jpta the middle of the
piteh 2nd running a single, which brought him
nguin to the fatting end.

“This is hot work!” said Tom Merry to
Talbot. -

Again Phelim had to be more careful with
Levison. HBnt he got ene four, and off the

{ last ball of the over hit a three,

e

Fputting on Talbot,

Hr had now secored 35 while flordon Quy
had mrot only not made a run, but had nob
even had a ball to play, :
H}!ﬁ Eiaf did pot mind.. He [elt quii;i‘.]eiihaiﬁrl?l

it it. Gopgs might go on Hke nnti
the mateh was m%ﬂm&b getling a
grambling word from his. captain.

“I say, though, Tommy, I must have
anather go at him! I'm awfully BOITY, YOU
know. Mot I sha'n't let him score apgain like
that, I promise you,” pleaded Fatty.

Tom looked doubtful. He had thoupht of
But Patty seidom b d
baudly, and 4 scemed only falr to give him
arother chance. :

E

i could have been mare

He had it, and he did not let hiz gide
down. Rut he did not get the red-wigged
batsman out. Five came off the over, ahd
after Gordon Gay had played two gook]
Aeliveries from the Falstaff of the New House
Phelim again faced Levison,

He hit a four. Then, as be waited while the
bell was being thrown in from the houndary,
he looked round, and saw Larking, Carpenter,
and 8nipe come on to the grownd. .

Prompt action was nceded, and rothing

profapt than the action
Phelim toek. He was aure that if those Ehree

]

were given the chance they would let ont the
secret, He was sure thal it was for no other
purpose they had come,

80 he stepped back to the second ball of
Levisen's aver, as if to play late, and knocked
over his wieket in making his

"My hat!” gasped Gay. “Oh, yeu clumsy
duffer ™

Then he, too, saw those three, and realized

We want every rum you can’

that it was not through clamsiness Goggs find
got out.

The best thing to do, ol course! It was
not by any means eertain that even the
ingenuity of Goggs wonld be equal to the
task he had to face. But it was quite certain
that it was Goggs or nohody. There was nob
another Iellow among them all who counld rise
to the occasion, for methods of force were
obviously out of the question. :

Goges ran for the pavilion, raising hh cap
&8 cheers rang out—and not from DwWn
‘sthoolfellows only—for his brief but § 18

Jdnpings. He eame wery nesr to rs his
wig with it, and he mugmmli to himself :
"John, my bay, you mtist be cool! Coel-

rinted Lixhad axary Monda
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nesa alone will save e silnation—therefore,
he eool, Johm, be cool!™ 2

“Ripping  good!”  said  Jack  Woeotton
heartily, as he came out with bat under
arm. “But what an earth made you hit your

own wicket lik» that, O"Hoggarty ?"

“Euare, I did it for a lark!” zaid Phelim,

Wootton major failed to understand; and
b+ glared at the red.-wigred japer. :

But Frank Mook heard, cast a glance
round, saw the three new-comers, and twigged
al oneas,

He could do nothing, Like Gay, he saw
that only Goggs could do anything.

And Goggs was taking off hiz pada ag calmly
az if them: waz nothing hanging upon what
he did.

HBut in another moment Monk understood
* that, too,

Larking & Co. had halted. They were rot
standing nemr any =2t Jim's fellow, 1t was
likety enough that they wonld postpone their
distlogure till Tom Merry and the rest came
in from the field. 1t was not certain; that
was why Goggs had felt boumd to he on hand.
But while they were harmlessly engaged he
wonrld do nothing.

‘Out of the corner of an eye he watched |

His pads were off now, and he had put
on his Blazer. He strolled towards them.

woggs seldom missed much. He had not
missed either the emtrance or the exit of
Carker, aithough at the time he had been so
sy that it would have been guite excusable
liad he dome so.

And ke had guoessed that Carker might go
fo feteh his felow-comspirators.

Goggs seldom missed much. He had not
here, His business was to get them off the
ground without giving them a chance to tell
what they knew,

“iIt i3 pot an easy one, John,” he said to

them.

himself, “It will tax all your wonderful
powers, John, my lad. But it must be
dhone !

Now Larking and his companions werda
iroving towards the paviltion.

It wus not safe to wait., There were plenty
af fellows in the pavilion to whom the dis-
closure might be made.

80 Goggs—in the guise of the red-headed
Phelim O'Hoggarty—drew nigh.

Thers also drew nigh the great George
Alfred Grundy, with his choms Wilking and

Giunmn.
Goggs knew Grundy. Goggs liked Grundy.
tut Phelim O'Hoggarty could not afford to

congider the feelings of Grundy. And Grundy
really was quite an easy fellow to involve in
a row. -

S0 the red-wigged schemer took his place
where a group om the ropes screened him
somewhat, and hegan operations.

Just as the three Shell fellows drew oppo-
site the three from Ryleombe, Larking said—
or seemed to say, for the voice was really the
voice of (Qoggs thrown into bLis mouth:

“Why, - here's that slab-faced, flat-footed,
silty ass of 2 Grundy! How's your poor, un-
fortnnate countenance, Grundy, old chump?”

And Goggs murmured to himself:

“Quite a good one, John! Abuse without
profanity ! If that does not feteh Grundy—"

But, of course, it did feteh Grundy.

He put a fist like a small shoulder of mutton
under the nose of Larking, and fourished it
threateningly.

“Were you speaking to me?” he hooted.

“ Let us leave this speech {o the dear Lark-
ing!" murmured Goggs. -

Larking & Cao. had not yet spotted him, and
t.;;l.t_-ur'rlll}" he preferrvd that they should wot
io so.

“Hpeaking to you?” retorted Larking. *1T
think not! Why should I want to spcak to
youi" ; G

“ ¥You ecallted me-a—a slab-faced, flat-footed,
silly asa!” gasped Grondy. “ Me—mel”

“Well, it fits you better than anyone else
I know!” Larking replied coolly. “There are
lots of other thinzs I can call you, if you're
fishing for compliments, matter of that!”

* John, dear boy, you thought Larking was
to be depended upon for insolenee ; and you
were right, Johm—you were right!” Goggs
said eoftly to himself.

“{h, come off, Lark!"
“What do you want to get
Grundy for? That wasp't—"

“Who's rowing with Grundy? It seems to
me that it's Grundy who's picking a guarrel
with me!” howled Larking.

“1I wouldn't condescend {to notice your
cxistence if it wasn't that yoa cheeked me—
me ™ Grundy snorted. “As it is, I shall be
obliged i you will be good enough to come
somewhiére more private than this with me
at oncel” ' ' .

zaid Carpenter.
rowing with

(Continued on page 16.)
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THE MACNET. " THE CEM.
Every Monday, Every Wed.

' The Editor’s Chat.

The Companlon Papers are:
THE BOYS' FRIEND.
Every Monday.

YOUR EDITOR iS ALWAYS CLAD TO HEAR FROM HIS READERS,

OHUCKLES. THE PENNY POPULAR.
Every Friday. Ewvery Friday.

For Next Monday :
“HIS MAJESTY THE MAJOR!”

By Frank! Richards.

Major Thorndyke Thresher, late of the
Guards, rents a house near Greyfriars School
in order to pass a peaeceful summer. He
topes to have such a restful time that it will
remind him of his old days at the War Office.

It so happens, however, that the school
cricket-ground is closed down for alterations,
and the fellows are forced to play im a field
adjoining the major's premises, It is super-
fluous to add that the major'a ©quiet time *
15 not realised! There are raids on his
cherriezs: there are hbombardments of his
snmmer-house ; there are misadventures to his
pet parrot; and a feud springs up betwecn
the ¢ld soldier and the Greyfriara juniors,
who, however, eventually come to respect

“HIS MAJESTY THE MAJOR”

asz a jolly good fellow. '
This is essentially a humorous yarn, and
will, I venture to think, find favour with
many Magnetites who like Frank Richards
best when he is in a lawghter-making mood.

THE GREAT SECRET OUT!

HUGE SENSATION IN THE WORLD
OF BOYS. LITERATURE ¥

I am now in a position to
the exact nature of the i
in that bright Httle sub,oui “paper, the
“ Penny Popular.® -

Up to the present time, as most of you
are aware, the stories in the “Penny Pop®
have heen reprinted from the early issues of

he MAGNET, the *(Gem,” and t 4 Boys’
riend.” The object of this was, of course,
to meet the wishes of many thousands of
hoys and girls who were anxious to read of
the early schooldays of Harry Wharton &
goii Tom Merry & Co., and Jimmy Silver
.

These carly stories hatse not i';*et been ex-
hausted. But they have reached a stage
where I [eel guite justified in making

A SWEEPING CHANGE

of programme in the “ Penny Popular.®
Instead of containing reprint storiez, our
Friday companion paper will shortly consist of

ENTIRELY NEW AND ORIGINAL
STORIES !

Those dealing with Harry Wharton & Co.
of Greyfriars will be written by Frank
Richards.

- Those which concern Tom Merry & Co: of
2t. Jim's will be the work of Martin Cliford.

The popular Rookwood stories will be con-
tribnted by Owen Conguest.

The result of this new programme is io
creale what might almost he deséribed az a
combined edition of the Maioxer, the “Gem,”
and the “ Boys' Friend.”

Just think of it! A NEW Greyfriars, St.
Jim's, and Rookwood story all in one issne!

Hut instead of eharging fourpence, as was
at first suggested, for thiz fine budget of
storiez, I have made a =tremdous fight on
behalf of my readers, with the result that the
price of the * Penny Popular ® will remain
unchanged! Each issue, therefore, will cost
three-halfpence, as ab present. :

Lots of people have refrained from buying
the “Penny B{!]:llﬂﬂ.l' ? in the past because
they have already read the stories appearing
therein. These people may now look for-
ward Lo :

THREE DELIGHTFUL NEW STORIES

each week!

The Harry Wharton storiez will bhe par-
ticularly attractive, because of an altogether
novel scheme o connection with them—a

changes

I my readers

scheme which I will outline fully when space

permits, Meanwhile, I want every boy and
{:_lfrl twhﬂ loves really good stories of sehool-
e o '

SPREAD THE GLAD NEWS THROUGH
THE EMPIRE,

amd to hold themszelvez in readinesz for a
school-story paper which is calculated to heat
all comers ! 1

_—

A CRY OF DESPAIR FROM THE
IEDITOR’S CHAIR !

An Editor's Chat, T tell you flat, Is a diffi-
ciflt thing to write, when readers press for
you to guess the age and weight and helght
of Harry Wharton, Johnny Bull, and all the
merry chaps who wake things up at Grey-
friars School by means of japes aud scraps.

I really think a cooling drink would cause
my fevered brow -to simmer down, and. it
would drown the cares that haunt me now,
From early morn 1 sit forlorn, and battle
with my post; the size of which would give
the “glitch ” to Hamlet's merry ghost !

The letters pour in by the score, and leave
me limp and weak. Some say that Wharton
is & bore and Coker s a freak, With speed
and zest I do my best to answer all the lot,
Most notes are cheering, but the rest are
simply tommy-rot. _
“An Editor’'s Chat, I tell you flat, is #ot a
simple task. To sit and swot like lord knows
what to earry out what you ask, But never
mind! I alwayes find great joy and consola-
tion in knowing that the MAGNET's =till the
best book in the nation! oy

e

NOTICES.

Correspondence, ete., Wanted.
Stanley Robhb, 105, Park Street, Aberdeen—
with readers, 13-15, in the Colonfes. :
Charles Il. Leckenby, 3, Horsefield Street
Middlesbrough, wants members for Corres
spondence Club. Btamped envelope. 3
K. Broadbent, 33, Newzham Drive, Newsham -

Park, Liverpool—with readers anywhere,
Miss Madeleine Stratton, 135, Bonner HIill
Road, - Kingston-on-Thames, urrey — with

readers in England and Colopies, 15-18.

P. Rossiter, 23, White Road, Vicarage Lane,
Stratford, E.16, wants to join amateur
theatrical troupe; any reasonable distance;
age 17; any part.

James Betta, 3, Jubiiee Terrace, t:it{ Road,
Norwich, and W, J. Cockadoy, 50, Holls Lane,
Hall Road, Norwich—with Colonial ‘readers,

J. Gregory, 119, Devpn Street,
Manchester, wants members 'fﬂr Corre
spondence and Exchange Club; alzo contribu.
tors to magazine. | : ,

C. Rockley, 208, Oxford Street, Swansea,
South Wales—with readers anywhere, 14-15.

C. B. McMenamin, P.0. Box 120, Montreal,
Quehec, Capnada—with readers anywhere. .

W. H. Duncan, 25, Beechfield Btreet, Cheet.
ham Hill. Manchester, wants more m
for' stamp exchange., Overseas - readers
specially invited. _ - :

Franeis Linegar, 72, New fower Street, 8f.-
John's, Newfoundland, Canada—with readers
;1;_ _r';ly of the British Colonies and possessions,

Wm. Rettie, 7, Racburn Place, Aberdeen,
wants members, 16-20, for a Journalists’ Corre:
spondence  Club. Unly those keen on
journalizm. . R

Miss May Taylor, 391, Sherrard Road,
%{[;_];ﬂ? Park, E.12—with readers anywhere,

Migs Victoria Mussabini, 60, Holmwood
Gardens, Streatham Hill, 8,W. 2, wants mem-
hers for Jumior Arts Cinb (Girls’ Branch),
Stamped addressed mvelnﬁ; j e :

Alfred Myers, The Close House, Greenisland,
co. Antrim, Ireland—with readers anywhere.

Alec _Beepey, 17, Langton Park, Southyille
Bristol—with readers anywhere, lﬁ-g.

H. A. H. (YOUR EDITOR).

F.
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“Oh, drop it, old man!" pleaded Wilkins.
“1 don't suppose Larking really meant any-
thiag.” o

“Mind your own husiness, George Wilkins,
O youw'll have me to reckon with! Now, then,
Larking—"- - = )

M You want me to go somewhere with you,
Grundy " asked Larking.

“Yes, of course. 1 mean -

“Sorry, F'm sure! But the fact of the
matter-is that I'm a bit particular nl:m[lt the
eompany, 1 keep. I'll lend you Spipe if you
like. He's not so particular '

Grundy opened Lis mouth, and Goggs popped
into it a better retort tham the mighty brain
of George Alfred would have been likely to
evolve, « -

' “Isshouldn’t think either you or Spipe ean
be very particular in that Way, or you
wouldn't be going round together!™

“Look here, you hulking—-"

“Come and have a hidipg!” : ‘

“Stop 161" hissed Carpenter. " What a silly
ass you are, Lark! You're mucking up the
_whole dashed show !

“Well, I like that! What have I done

“Couldn’t - you Jeave dUrundy alone, you
idiot 7" :

“What did I do to Srundyv? T didn't even
look at the fatheaded ass'”

Carpenter and Snipe gasped. It hiad not
oceurred to either of them that Goges' ven-
triloguism was at work; and they were cer-
tain that they had heard their chum insult
Grundy in the most nncatled-for way.

They did not mind abusc slung aft Grundy.
But it was rather an unsafe game to play
at Bt. Jim's, and it interfercd with a plag on
which they had fmagined Larking to be no
end keen,

U You—you insulled me " hooted Grundy.

“It move:, Jobn--it moves' murmured
Gioggs. “Rafer that you should now vanish
from the scene, John '

And he mizzled, George Alfred Grundy
conld be trusted not to let the tronble drop.
A amall erowd had now gathered around the
disputants, and it was increasing  every
moment.

Larking was as irate as Grundy, which s
saying quite a lot.

Goges went off to Lhe pavilion. That now
seemed to him the safest place. Tt was hardly
likely that Larking & Co. would reach it, in
the circumstances. :

Gay and Woolton major were still tomether.
and had added fifteen runs or so. fiay was
batting really well: but Wootton evidently
Tfound Levison troublesoms,

Just az Gopggs joined the rpest he was
bowled, and Frank Monk went out to take
his ||Iace'=
~ "What® have
Whispered Bags,
oL grew fatigued, my dear Bagshaw, and,
not., earing for the ostentation of retiring
without being cither out or hurt, I knocked
down my wicketl.”

L CAss! You know T don't mean that! As
it T couldn't twig that you had a redson for
gﬁ*ttir?j-g out! But what have vou becn deing
Blnec "

yon heen  after, Gogglesy”

CRAND LONC STORY BOOKS

. IIUET GUTt .t

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

“Where is
Bal.:shapr":'"

“Number seven. What's that to do with

it, fathcad?”
- “Merely that if yvou care to trot along to
that corner "—Goges nodded towards where
the trouble wus developing—=1 think FOUL mMay
have time to sce something funny before your
turn comes round.”

“What have you done, you spoofer?”

“Btarted an auction sale. First, dear Bag-
shaw, 1 Knocked down my own wicket. Then
I retired from the role of auctioneer in favour
of Grundy. Grundy will knoek something
down hefore long, I feel sure!”

“Oh, I'm off! I want to see that. 1've
heard ahout Grundy, though I don’t know
the bull-headed hounder!”

Bags bolted. A cheer announnced that Fatty
Wynn had lowered Monk's wicket. It looked

your piace on the hbatting 1ist,

08 though the game would be a close one, |

alter all.

Wootton minor went in.. He shaped better
than either his brother or Monk had dope—
which was as well for Bags or Tricks. For
they were down for numbers gix and seven
respectively, and if Wootton minor had heen
eirly dismissed Tricks. would have been
needed at onee. ; ' :

But he had followed Bags af a word from

Goggs. Both had their pads on, and took |

their bats with them. Ounce. they had Jurined
the crowd, however, thzy really forgot  ail
abont the game. For they arrived at the
identical moment when, arfter some more
verhal passages of i somewliat heated nature,
Grondy had seized Larking by the nosa!

“1 gay, Grundy, vou can't do that to a
vigitor, you know!" protested Trane, who had
Just come up.

“It really Jooks as thourh you. are mia-
taken, Dane!” remarked Lowther, who hnal
also arrived on the scene at an interesting
stage of the controversy, "1 admit that
Grundy sholld not do if. To do it is vory
wrong -of Grundy. But when you say that
Grumdy cannot do it —"

“Oh, I say! The ead! gasped Dick Julian.

Perhaps there was some slight excuse for
Larking, who knew that he had not started
the row. Hut he should not have done what
e ddid, however great the provoeation.

Grundy’s grip upon his naszal OTZan Wus s
hard that it seemed to Larking impossibile
to> wrench it free without pulling it off.

He was toe close to hit out effectively.

But he coudd kick. And he kicked!

I-I_t was 4 spiteful hack, right vpon Grundy's
BIVINL s

“Shame ! yelled the erowd.

0, I say, Lark!™ eame from Co rpenter, o
dismiay.

“Yoooop ! howled Grundy.

Larking's nose was free now. Tf was L
red, but not s red as it was futed to be,

For Grundy -stepped hack one pace and
then let out with his left.

Straight from théghonlder it came, and full
on the nose Larking took it.

He went down like a ninepin -

“Goggles was right—as por uswal ! Ti's quite
like an auction sale,” said Bags to Tricks.

FOR MAY
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Defeciive Talag.

-555% N _BLAKE LIBRARY.
No. T8.-— NVICT BY PROXY.

& Deteetive Story that  will abriden Yol s
Fomething ont of the ordinary.  Toll in o theoe
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"Iuarrab ! the
pavilion. :

(ray had slammed a six. Gay and Wootton
minor were getting on quite nicely at the
wicketa. . .

Oh, well hit!” came [rom

ARKING went down before that heavy
punch of Grundy's. But he was up
again in & moment, his nose stream-
ing blood. His wretched temper was

completely in the ascendant: and his faee
looked like that of some savage to whom all
rules of fair play were unknown.

Grundy scrambled up, too,

He was hardly on his feet hefore Larking
was upon him, hitting, kicking, fighting in
wild-cat Mshion. ]

"My hat!” gasped Dane.
to bhe stopped!”

“I'l stop it!” roared Grundy. “Leave the
cad to me!” : ' 4118

But Larking, in that insensate mﬁe, ready
to scrateh, bite, and kick, was 4 handful EVET
for the powerful Grundy.

A great lomg streak
fellow’s face. Blood gozed from "it.

_ “The sweep’s using his dashed nails!™ cried
Gore. : v et

Larking was nsing both nalls and hoots. He
seemed to have taken leave of his senses. In
fact, he havdly knew what he was doing. He
saw red, and his one desire was to hurt
Grundy i any way possible,

Carpenter threw his arms around iz cliom
and tried to drag him '
Larking's elbow full in his face with crocl
force, and he stageered and all but fell.

Julinn and Kerruish tried.

“Leave him alone! hooted Grundy. =11
deal with him! I'll make him sorry that he
was ever born!”

“Oh, well hit, Waootion '™ CAIMC 0 TFoar
from the few Grammarians in the paviliow.
One game was going well for the; Grammar
School. The other  was not. If Gogga had
guessed that matters would take this tury

he wonld never have played that trick.

But who could have guessed it? Even Car-
penter, who knew Larking so much hettor
than Goges did, was utterly taken aback.
Larking hod fonled Monk, it was true; bnt
that was not quite so bad as this.

This was a sheer disgrace to-the Grammar
School. .

Larking would lLave to
wards, that was certain,

But he was also having to pay for it now.

He was no weakling, but he was far
from being a mateh in strength for Grundy,

The Shell fellow had him by the ‘collar
now, amnd was shaking him furiously.

Larking’s wild attack had - died down.
There seemed no strength left in the fellow.
Blood dripped from his nose. his face was
ashen pale: he was helpless in the hands of
the ireful Grundy, _

' That's enough, Grondy ! cried Clifton
Dane, £

Girundy horled Larking from him, 36 that
he fell headlong, completely gpent,

“I'm the best judge of that, Dané!” he
snorted.

“Oh, well, old ehap, as long as you alop
now it's all serene,” replied: tho Canadian
Inmior, half apologétically, - N

For really Grundy was showing somie for-
bearance. Other fellows as strong as he
might have taken it out of Larking tn a
greater extent than he had dome, given
his | provocation.

“And now, may one inguire what it was
all about?” asked Lowthor Mlandly,

Lowther happened to have rather a apacial
objection to Larking, and would Mot have
minded had old Grundy gone om & little
longer, :

“Thal chap cheeked old Grundy,” Gung
hegan to oxplain. '
“It's a lie!” hissed Larking, whom Car-
penter was trying to get to his foet,
Snipe had already disappeaped.
Snipe’s way
tronble afoot. s
“Oh, that's rot'" smapped Carpenter. "1
heard you, and it was really something o bit
more than mere chafi.  What licks me is.
what on earth you did it for. And I'm

“This will have

pay for ‘it alter-

( 1t was
to disappear when t'h“re.,_; wWas

dashed if I can begin to understand how:..

you eonld go for him tooth and
did. Hang it all, Larking-——-"
“8hut up, and leave me alona! I don't
want your help, and 1 won't listen to your
sermonising ! ) :
(Another grand long instalment of this
magnificent school rerial wijl appear in next

nail as you

Mondoy's issue, Oprder eariy.)
' 10-6-18

appeared upon the Shell

hack. But he got -

L



