No. B99.. Val. X111,

'1|1|ifflﬂ A umn

; If]

--------
= i S

n....ifﬂ,mnmmmlmm oo NI s sy AP »ﬁllIIIIIIIlll
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A Magmflcent Long, Complete School Tale of HARRY WHARTON & CO.

AT

THE FIRST CHAFPTER.
Wib’s Visitor.
W B this Greviriars School ?

I A khaki-clad bBgure  had
approached the pate: of Grey-
friars.

The soldior addressed Lis question to

Gosghing, the school porter,

Gosling stared at him in surprize. Los-
line rubbed his e T}Eﬂ and gasped.

He was amazec

The new-comner was an ordinary Brifish
Tommy cnough, except thai he looked
mthﬂr vouthiful for the khaki suit he was
wearing.,  His face was  healthy and
smiling, and his eves, as they regarded
the old school through the gates, and the
plaving-fields bevond, sparkled keeuly.

His fipure was well ect-up and sturdy,
and he wore the bloom of youthiulness
and health.

But Gosling evidently had great diffi-
culty in believing the évidence of hiz eyes
a3 he blinked at the young soldier at the
En'l-ea.

“ My heye!” ajaculated Goshng.

The voungsier in khaki grmmtu]

“This 13 Grevinars, =u't 1?7 he
inguired. .

“Which it 1= gasped  the  amazed
porter.

“ Then = it possible for me to see
Harold Wiblev of the Remove '

“Arold Wibley ! stuttered Goshing,
bhinkmg meredulously at the soldrer,

The stranger burst inio o hearty laugh.

“{dh, wvou are 1L=f:1rrl4-}'ir111; at my
rogemblance  to Wibley 7" he  asked.
“He and I are cousins, vou see, Can I

see him 7’ 2 *

“ Yes, sir,”’ said Gosling, evidertly re.
heved that hig fears regarding the effect
of a certain gm-bottle upon his mental
funetions were  without iﬂuudatiun
“ The voung gents will be comin’® out of
school in 2 minate. It's gone four, and
—why, 'ere they comea!"

There was o ringing, boi=terovns shout
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[rom across the quadrangle, and o troop |

of sclioolbovs dashed down the school-
house steps: inta the quadrangle, They
had juzt been dismiszed from lessans, and
were now revelling e the fresh aie.

The soldier regarcded the shouting boys
with great interest. 1t was a long, long
time sinee he had been to a school Like
(RIS

Suddenty . his cvea danced wath
pleasure, and he took an eager step
forward., For the figure of a schoolboy
was dashing acrose the quadrangle in the
divection of the pates, waving a ha
frantrealls.

Wibley  dushed up lprﬂu'l-h]!:'ﬂ:ﬂ}'.
simply grabbed at the soldier's hand.

“{reoree, old man ! hl!‘*ﬂﬂlﬂd Wlblﬂj"
huskilv,  ** It's really vou, :;rid bov 1

“ Yea, 1'm here all right,” replied hie
cousin, with a smile. *" Did you get my

lettory "
rxclaimed Wibley,

ancl

“OFf courae T Jdid 17
“Why didn™t vou tell me what {ime yon
werpe coming, and I'd have met you at
the station?”’

“T'm afriud T couldn’t do that”
plied Geovge \hl:-!e:-, * But,
lu_we I s, and

“And come nside. old chap!™ said
Wiblev of the Remove, almost draggmg
hiz rourin through the gates. There was
a lump in his throat as he said: “ We
—we thonght vou were dead, Georg e
uufrl vou wrote to me from ]]Elgmm

"Yos,"  interposed (reorge Wﬂrley.
“ 1 was taken prisoner in the retreat of

re-
MUY Wi,

March. 1918, but contrived to get away
all rignt i (ktoler, I'm oas right as
rain now,’’

Harold Wihlev took hs cousin's arm,
and led ham across the rapidly- hng
gquadrangle,

“Come and see the school, old chap
he said. " I've told seme of the fel]uws
vau are comting, and we've got up a
special sproad o wour favour. | Come
along !’

 Whnrton ¥ & Co

GREYFRIARS S5C HOOL ‘

Wibley of the Remove did the honours
of the tea-table, and joined with Harry
m o entertainimg
CONURLL.

Lieorge Wibley proved a bri I]t witty
fellow. and with his cheerful flow of .
conversationn he made that tea-party as
merry as ong could possibly wish for,
He gave the Greyfriars juniors some |
accounts of life 1 the Aemy, and of |
Germman prison experiences: and after.
wards he and Wibley of the Remove
kept Harry Wharton & Co. in roars of
laughter recounting to them their ex-
ploits togeiher when they were at the
same dchool.

isorge Wibley, it dppmred had the
EATIE mhm-‘ant powers of imitation aud
of acting hiz  notorious
Harold Wihiay of” the Remove.
two,
coasin came to Greyfriars,
off many a deception, together, and it
was the narration of these that kept
the ball of conversation and of lavghter
rolling at Wib's tea-table that afternoon.

The.
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i
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And when, at last, it was btme for
Harry Wharton & Co. to depart in '
ortder to get o with thew preparation,”
and they suid good-bye to George Wib-

lev, it was with germine regretl that thEv

felt they had seen the last of Wibley's
COUSin.
He was, they thonght, a jolly g‘ﬂﬂd

follow—eme of the best—and dearly would
they have liked him to stop at Grey.

Friars.

When Harry Wharkon & Co. had
gone  Wibley, whe was excosed prep
that evening on accewnt ol hiz couein's
visib, took hi cowsin down into the ..
auwadrangle to show him the =chool, ..
There he was mtrodoaced to a  ge

many of the fellows, and he made qu.-it.ﬂ

i oo mpression, -
By thae time the two cousing wera

by themselves, viewing the cloisters

r

-

before George joined up, and his
had pulled -

cousrh, -



Every Monday.

together, it was dusk, and the evenimng
shadows werc fa]hng.

George Wibley's eyes wers keen and
bright, and he was enjoying his visii to
Grreviriars immensely.

—

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Wibley’s Great Wheeze !

ELL, old chap, I—1 suppose 1

must be gown
George thgley spoke rue-

Jully.

“He and his cousin had finished their
toue of Grevirviars. Wibley of the Re-
move had spent an hour showing George
tire mauy interesting features and
heauties of the old school, ana George
Lad been lost in wonder and admiration.

But when, later on,” the time came for
the two cousing to part, they felt a
sudden dampening of their spirits.

Harold Wibley growled.

“1 don't w:mt. vou to go, George!”
Le said. .
* A look of anxiety overspread the
features of his cousin,

“I don’t want to go, either,”” he said
gquictly.  *“ As n muotter of fm’r Harold,
I—I'm blessed if 1 know where to go
for tha next few days!”

Wibley of the Remove looked at his
cousin in BUTDI‘.‘IEE‘

“ What do vou mean?"’ he asked.

They were now strolling along to-
gether in the cloisters, the 5[15]{"'
shadows falling around them on all
sides, CUeorge Wibley's voice was calm
and firm as he replied:

“1f ] go home to-night,” he said,
“ father will keep roc there, and make
arratgements for mea to gao back to
school. I—I love scliool—especiall
place like this. But, after army lyfe,
it would be—well, I should feel rather
unsettled, wouldn’t 17”7

Wibley of the Remove grinned. It
was not hard to realise that the sudden
change from army life to school lifa
would be i[ltulthrublu

“ Therefore, I am not going home tcl
dad for mmthe-r conple n% davs or so,’
resumed (George Wibley. 1 haven't
told vou before, old chap, that whilst 1n
the C(ierman prison camp at Baden a
chunt and 1 ‘Pri?l‘ﬁ engaged on inventing
a new type asacnger aeroplane
which, if El'll{‘(‘l‘eisflt would . bring com-
mon-place air traffic into reality. Well,
he and I escaped together, and we've
still got our plans complete. His father
18 the manager of a large aeroplane
works in the Midlands, and Stevenson
—+that's my chum’s name—has laid our
plans before him. We've succeaded so
far that his pater's firm have taken our
invention up, and Mr. Stevenson iz ak
the. moment campleting arrangements
for me to take a position in the firm to
kelp direct operations. That's why I
don't want to go back to echool. I
am waiting to hear from Mr. Stevenson
—he promised a letter 1n a few days—
and ihen, when it iz all seitled, I can
safely beard the pater in his den. Be-
fore then, as you know, it will be hope-
loss to argue with father. So I am not
going homa to him until T lear from
Mr. Stevenson, J—"

“Would you like to stop here,
Cieorge?"” inferrupted Wibley ecagerly.
George Wibley's oves shone,

- % Rather " he said.  “ Just for a few
dﬂ_}'ﬁ—-—hl_"furl' I enter real, serious life,
vou know. T am still well up mm my
studies, and I should love the oppor-

tunitv of haviong just a little wiile at

(irevfriars.” s
o Then, T ask Mr. Quelch if you
can be put up.' said Wibley,
ﬂ&urg{! gshaok his head.
“ N, he smid hastily. “7 am na
goldier, vou must remember, and amon

schoolbove, I couldn’t do that. I—
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suppose I shall have bo go te London, !

after all.”

Wibley of the Remove wags silent, and
in silence the two cousing walked on to-
gother for some moments. Harold
Wibley was thinking deeply, howaver,

Hu» mind went back to that episode
i his ﬂtu-:ij' thn.t afterncon when
DBunter had ingenuously deceived
them, and he gr::mnd his teeth, That
suggested a new train of thought, and
Wibley pursued it thoroughl

Then, when his cogitations {md made
a definte plan, Wibley of the Remove
gave a deep chuckle, and slapped his
cousin heartily on the back.

““ George, old man.” he cried,
got the broth of a wheeze !

They stopped, and his cousin looked
at Wibley inguiringly.

“I've got an wdea to enable vou fo

“T'va

stop at Greyiriare until you hear from
Mr. Stevenson,’’ said Wibley, his eves
agog with exciternent. ‘* You'd like to

here, George?"

Wihley

stop

George
vigorously.

“Of course,” he said. * But——"

“Well, listen to me ! chuckled Wibley
of ghe Remove. *I want to pay that cad
Bunter out for a dirty trick he played
on us, and I think I ean work that into
my wheeze. I want vou to changg
places with me for a few days.”

113 “ hat I"!‘

“Look here, old son! You and I are
exactly alike, except .that you do your
hair different to mine,” urged Wibley.
“And vou are still as fond of a lark as

ever, I suppose?”
Wibley,

“Well?  asked
puzzled. y

“Well," exclaimed Wibler enthusiasti-
cally, * you've just got to change places
with me to-might, and stop here as me!
Harry Wharton & (o, can be let into
the wheeze. They are the best of fellows,
and they'll show vou the ropes.”

“But youn——" demanded his cousin,

Wibley chuckled.

“I shall appear on the scene later!" he
said. ““I'm coming as Bunter's aunt!”

“ What-at !

Wibley of the Remove chortled at his
grand idea,

“Look here, Gearge!” he said. “You
know how I can act?"

“I should say so!" grinned his cousin,

“I'm a dab at acting!” said Wibley,
rubbing his hands, “Anything connected
with acting and imitating and deception
1a just in my hne ™

Wihley did not apeak boastfully when
he saxd that. There was no mistaking
the fact that Wibley of the Remove ecould
act. {}I‘EIHF-[m-iﬂt wigs, false noses, n.nli
stage “props ' generally were Wlhle 8
chief articles of delight, and he knew hm'.
to use them, too. He was a born actor.
Tt was ‘ﬁ'ﬂﬂey's forte, and his powers of
masquerading were conswtrmmate,

George Wibley gazed wonderingly at
his consin,

“T}y you mean

Wibley nodded.

“Of course, you see through it now ™
he chuockled. I shall travel up to
TLondon  to-night, and send a letter
siraight away from there to Bunter here,
a letter supposed to have been written
by an unknown aunt, and saying that she
will sge him on W?Hﬂﬁdﬂj’ To-day 13
Mondayv, so there will be plenty of time.
I'll toddle down here on Wednesday
afternoon, rigred up in feminine clobber,
and claim DBunter as my nephew, and.
my word, won't I put him through it !”

Wibley spoke these last words
vehemently, George Wibley's eves were
dancing with enthusiasm.

“And Tl carry on here ag you—eh?"
he chuckled. “Why, that’s the very
thing, if you've the nerve—""

head

nodded  his

George

" he began,

Three-halfpence. 3

-

“Of course I've the nerve!"” said
Wibkley warmly. “ What about yoursel?"

*Oh, rely on me!” said George Wihley,
with conviction. It will just Hf In
nicely; for if T let Mr. Stevenson know
my new address to-night 1 dare say he'll
have the arrengements all ready for me
to leave here on Wednesday night. Are
¥ou sSure you can do it?"”

Wibley of the Remove, the amateur
actor of Greyfviars, gave a deep, confi-
dent chortle of delight.

“ With my eyes shut almost!”" he said.
“Come along and acquaint Wharton of
our wheeze, for I shall have to be going
soon, (George "

The two cousins, chuckling with glee,
walked swiftly into the House, and made
their way to Study No. 1.

Harry Wharton & Co. glanced nt them
in surprise when they came in.

“Wharton, old chap,” began Wihley
of the Remove, “I've got the dandiest
little wheeze of the season to tell you of.
It's an abaclute corker!"

1 “]GG ahead!" said Wharton wonder-
ingly.

Then, amid many outbursta of merri-
ment from all, Wibley explained - his
great wheeze in detail.

“There you are!” said Wibley trium-
phantly when he finished. *What do
yvou think of that for an idea?

Harry Wharton & Co. were chuckling.

“My hat!” gurgled Huh Cherry. “1t's
a corker!”

The captain of the Remﬂfe grinned,

“ T think it’s a regular ripping whedze
to gemvour cousin out of a dificulty and
at the same time have a game with
Bunter,” he said. “ If—if you've pot the
neck to pull it off!"

1 'We're both hot stuﬁ' at the game, ¥
tell you!” replied Wibley. “Ain't we,
George?™

“ Rather !" grinned CGeorge Wibley.

“Then it's settled!” said Wi ]e:ar
briskly. **We'll work the giddy wheeze
at once, you chaps! Come up to the
dorm, George, and we'll change
identities!”

The two cousins left the study, and tha

FFamous ‘Five looked at each other,
smiling hugely.
“Well," E-md Frank Nugent, “if that

doean't hﬂat the band! Poor old Bunter.

Ha, ha, ha!”

“And 1 reckon Wib can do it, too!"
sald Johony Bull decisively. "HE a ur_lnﬁ-sl
trickier jobs than that before.”

Harry Wharton & Co. chuckled, nmi
waited for the Wibleys return.

When, ten minutes later, thev d1+:l
return, Harr]r Whartnn and his chums
gasped.

“You surely haven’t changed!” ex-
claimed Harry.

The Wibley 1n khaki chuckled,

“Yes, we have, old bean!” he gaid.
“] used to be what George is nmow--
see? He'd pass muster, wouldn'’t he®”

The chums of the Remove looked
ﬂenrclungly at George Wibley, now in
hia cousin's Etons. For all the world
they could tell no difference between him
and Wibley, their fellow-Removite, with
whom bhe had changed places.

“Well, carry me home to die, some-
body ! gasned Bob Cherry. * Wibley,
vou're the limit!"

The pseudo-soldier gave a chuckle,

“Thanks!"” he said. " And now I must
be off! I'm going to an actor friend’s
house to-night in the Adelphi.  So-lony,
vou chaps, ayd when T return as Bunter's
aunt don't ehe the game awav, wiil
youi"

With which Wibley took his leave of
his coustn and Harry Wharton & Co,
and departed from Grevfriars.

George Wibley remained as Wiblev of
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the Remave Form at Greviriare. The
real Wibley caoght the first train to
lL.ondon, locking forward keenly to a
game that would call forth all his powers
of  masaverading  and  acting—those
thines most dear to lis heart.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

Bunter’s Remittance.

T was +he following eveming ; the time,
I half-past seven. The post had

- pome, and there was a busy crowd

. round the letter-rack at Greyfriavs

Billy Bunter had been engaged 1n an
argument with Vernon-Smith, in which
he beseeched an advance upon a postal-
order which was sure to come that even.
ing, becanse, so Bunter asserted, he had
dreamt of its coming last night.

Vernon-Smith, politely telling Bunter
to “go and ¢at coke,” had strode away,
leaving Bunter glaring after him, and
comimenting, under his '-hrEathJ upon the
uncharitableness of humanity in general,
and of the Bounder in particular,

Suddenly Bob Cherry pave a shout.

“Bunter! Bunter! Porpoise! Owl!”

William George Bunter pricked up his
oare.  He was nsed to that methed of
address, and he knew it was meant for
him.

“T say, Bunter ! yelled Bob.
a letter for you "’

““Oh, g{mﬁ #** said Bunter.

He rolled over to the letter-rack,

The fellows in the vicinity prinngd.

“Surely vour posial-order can’t have
arrived, Bunty 7 exclaimed Saquiff.

Frank Nugent shook his head.

“MNumno!” he said. “The age of
miracles 13 past and gone, you know,
Sauifly

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Bunter glared.

“Oh, reailv!” he bleated, groping for
his letter. **This 18 sure ta be my postal-
order.  From one of my titled rela-
tiona, [ expect ™ ,

O a dividend from the family fried-
fish shop!” c¢huckled Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, hal”

Bunter had secured his letter. After
piving the humorous Bob a defiant ¢lare,
he blinked at the envelope.

“From London!” he said. " That's
from my uncle in Park Lane!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Which seat in the park does he
oceupy, DBunty?”? inguired Bob Cherry
sweetly. ;

“Oh, rats!” snapped Bunter, opening
his letter. .

He extmcted a folded sheet of paper,
There were three stamps attached to the
pajer, but that was all,

There was no postal-order.

Bunter blinked into the envelope, and
turned it mside-out,

ITe drew hlank.

“0Oh!" eynculated Bunter.

The Removites roared with langhter,

“Haen't the  postal-order come,
Bunty " chortled the Bounder. * Don't
say  your dream han’t come true,
Bunter !?

“[—=] can’t make t out!”™ muttered
Bunter disappointedly. * I—T expect my
uncle fm'gﬂl? to put it in the letter.™

'* Ha, ha, ha!"

“There ave some stamps, anyway,’’ ob-
served Bob Cherry. ' lemime pee, there
are two ha'penny and a  penny one.
That's tuptpence, Bunty [V

Wi Hﬂ, ]'lﬂ_.. hﬂ. !‘.'!'

Bunter hlinked at the twopenzmyworth
of stamns and growled. He unfalded the
letter and glired at it

ITia little round cyes opened wide
behind his spectacles as he read. The

“Here's
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letter madé Billy Bunter gasp spasmodic-

ally.
This is what he read:
“My Dere Little Willie,—Having

laitly arived in Livverpool from abrord,
I am now in England. 1 hav herd sutch
a lott abowt vew from yor dere farther,
and I fele that T must kum and sea yew,
just woo sea if awl wot he sez abowt yew
18 troo. 1 shall therefoar taike the opper-
toonity of paying yew a wisitt at yor
ghewl an Wensday arfternoon, so pleese
ekspect me bye the too-therty trane, 1f
I doan't kum bi that, T shall preberbli
kum in anuther. Yew will bee 2t the
stagshun to meat me, wean't yew, my
dear Lattle Willie? Giv my luv to vare
little bruther Sammy, and plese bring
him along with yew to meat me at the
staghion. I ham sending yew sum
stampps, mi dere nevyew, sew that yew
muy by yorself a nise bunn,

“ Hoaping too sca yawer dere, chubbi
fase on Wensday,
“Fromm yor luving Arnt,
“8ALLY BURTER.”
“p.z:—=Dee shure yew giv Bammy harf
of the bunn 1™

“Mum-my word!"” gasped Bunter,

“What is it, Bunty?” inquired Bob
Cherry. A summonsi”

* “Ha, ha, ha!”

Billv Bunter blinked at that letier lLike
one in a dream.

The expression upon his face was so
utterly ludicrous that the feliows abso-
lutely roared, :

“Oh crumnhs?!” ejaculnted DBunter.
“Who—who s she, T wonder " ’

“Oh, a love-letter!I” chortled Harold
Skinner, the cad of the Remove. " Here,
let's have a locgk at it, Bunter!"

Whilst Billy Bunter was still regarding
that letter of his in a mechanical state
of wender, Skinner, with a deft move-
ment, snatched it from his hand,

“Hi! Leggo!” roared Bunter furi-
ously. ‘““That's my letter!"

“You've no right to receive love-
letters from unknown women!” chuckled
Skinner. *I'm shocked, Bunter! I must
read it, to satisfy my conscience !

In spite of Bunter's vells and threats
and wild cntreaties, Skinner read the
letter from Sally Bunter.

He burst into & howl of laughter as he
read 1t.

“QObh, my only Aunt Jemimal"
shrieked Skinner, staggering back and
sobbing with laughter. “Ha, ha, ha!
Just listen to this, you fellaws!™

“Gimme my letter " wailed Bunter,

“Not much!”  chuckled  Skinner.
“Wait till I've read it out, Bunter, and
the fellows have esen the beautiful spell-
ine 1M’

And, dodging Bunter and hiding be-
hind Bolsover major, Ilarold Skinner
read out Bunter’s letter aloud, emphasis-
ing the gueer spelling, : ;

The fuchnwa simply shreked with merri-
ment as Skinner procecded,

. “Ia, ha, ha, ha!"”

Billy Bunter dashed at Skinner and
snatched his letter hack,

“You rotters!” he roared. “You
cads 1"

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Skinner. 8o
Aunt Solly 18 coming here to-morraow!
Runter's Aunt Sally—the latest ex]’mnent
of phonetic epelling! Ha, ha, hal’

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the fellows.

Billy Bunter glared at the hilarious
crowd as if he would hike to eat them.

As for the fellows who were there, and
wha had heard Skinner read Aunt Sally’s
letter, they were simply on the verge of
hyaterics.

*And she's sent him fup
bun!"” sobbed Hazeldene, *
What next!”

“1a, ha, hal”

nce for a
h, my hat!

Just at that moment another fat figure
rolled. up and pushed itsclf throuch the
crowd,

‘**1 say, you chaps

It was Sammy Bunter of the Second,
the younger brother of Wiliiam George.

The crowd made way for Sammy
Bunter, _

Bunter minor blinked at his major
and at the letter he held In his hand.

“What'a the game, Billy?”" he de
manded. ‘ Whose is that letter?’ |

“(io it, Sammy!” yelled Bob Cherry.
“ Billy's received some money from yonr
old Aunt Sally! Claim halves, Sammy "

Bammy blinked at his major. _

““That right?” he demanded. * Ialves,
vou know!”

“ Ha, ha, ha 1"
“You rotters!” howled Billy Bunter,
iIE"i}’Iﬂng l‘.;ilu minor. *“I’ll tell Wingate—

“Lemme have a look at the letier
howled Bunter minor, *“Gimme
Billy 1", _

Sammy, however, did not wait for his
major to give him Sally Bunter’s letter,
He grabbed it

Sammy Bunter devoured the contenta
of that letter at first eagerly, then in
perplexity, and finally in deep disgust.

Jhe crowd watched with intense in-
torest the varying expressions upon
Sammy Bunter’s face,

“Mum-my word!"”
“ Mum-my aunt!”

“Ha, gﬂ, ha!” yelled Bob -Cherry.
"“Claim halves, Sammy 1"

“It's up ta you, Bunter!” chortled
Bolsover major. “ Hand Sammy over his
share 1" :

[ 1] I___I_I_". !

“Give him a ha'penny stamp b
least, Bunty !” chuckled Squiff,

““Ha, h-ﬂ, ha !

“He can keep his rotten stamps!™

k|

|

it,

gagped Saminy.

enorted Sammy Bunter in disgust.
“Yah 1"
And Bammy Bunter rolled away,

grunting with disappointment.

A e

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

Going To Meet Aunty !

HE news of Miss Sally Bunter's

I visit had spread. -

A letter such as Bunter had
received could not possibly have

failed to attract more than usual notice;
and all Greyfriars chuckled over the wdeg
of Bunter's aunt. : ‘o

Dicky Nugent & Co. of the Second de-
lighted especially in chipping Sammy
Bunter. Sammy was fed up over the
whole business.

He’d never heard of an Aunt Sally,
and—in view of that horrible letter she
had sent—he had no wish to see her,

But that, on account of the universal
publicity, was impossible. .

The fellows at Greyfriars simply would
not let the Bunters forget about Aunt,
Sally. .

They chipped Billy Bunter and Sammy
right and Eeft‘. until the unfortunate pair
felt utterly exasperated, s

But there was no getting away from
the fact that they would have to go
down to the station that afternoon to
meet her. They were continually ve-
minded of that, and nearly half the
junior school announced their intention

i
i
i
|

of going to the station also to sce Aunt
Enlﬁ when she arrived. A et
They reckoned that there would - be

gome fun when she did arrive. If she
was anything like her rllﬁphmﬁ, then tha
fellows of Greyfriars predicted some high
old times.

And so, at two o'elock., when Billy
Bunter and Sammy started out. from
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“Scoundrel ! ** shrieked Miss Bunter. *Rascal! Weorm !
Take that ! " “Run for it, Gossy ! ** eried Bob Cherry

How dare you take
. ““Put a spurt on,

advaniage of a defenceless female !
man !** (See Chapter 7,)

Greyfriars to meet Aunt Sally, an im-
mense -crowd of -chortling fellews fol-
lowed in their wake.

In vain did Bunter protest. Skiuner,

Bolsover & Co. of the Remove were lead- §

ing the procession, and some of the re-
marks they made in Bunter’s hearing
simply chilled his blood.

Harry Wharton & Co., with George
Wibley, were behind. As Bob Cherry
remar]}(éd, they wouldn’t have rmissed
Aunt Sally's arrival for worlds ¢

And in the rear came n motley collee.
tion of Removites, Third and Second
Formers, not to mention a few Upper
Fourth-Formers, and some merry mem-
bera of the Fifth,

Billy Bunter was washed and brushed
to receive his unknown aunt.

S0 was Sammy,

Trotting along beside each oiher to-
wards Friardale, the faces of Billy and
Sammy Bunter were crimgon with shame,
Howl and remonstrate as they would, the
crowd hung on like limpets,

Billy Bunter was deeply indignant,

“The rotters!” he snorted. * Why
can’t they mind their own business?
Ugh ™

Bammy Bunter growled, Dearly would
he have loved to hide himself in some
secluded spot at Greyfriars that after-
voon and remain in hiding until Aunt
Sally had departed,

“Blow Aunt Saliy!” snorted Sammy
Runter. “Who is she, anyway? Tup-
pence for a bun! Bror.r!”

] Cherry.

The station was eventually roached,
and the Bunters rolled on to the platicrm,
The crowd behind them lost no time m
following, and by the time they were all
on the old station platform at Friardale
was crowded.

Billy Bunter glared round at his tor-
mentors.

“Clear off, you rotters!” he howled.

““Ha, ha, ha!" chortled Harold Skin-
ner, *We're out for some fun, Bunty!”

" You—yon—you—-"

The unhappy Owl of the Remove was
speechless with wrath.

Boon there came a shrill whistle in the
distance, and the train was seen ap-

-{ proaching round the curvae,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” exclaimed Bob
. ""Look out for Aunt Sally, You

chaps !
“Ha ha, ha 1

Williarn George Bunter

“ Beasts ! he stuttered.
Aunt Sally think?'

- Bammy gave an emphatic snort,

“Bust Aunt Sally!” he snapped.
“And bust the blinking lot of 'em "

The train rolled into the station, and
with a clatter came to a standstill at the
platiorm, ' ;

All eyes were ecagerly focused upon
the opening doors of the carriages,
Billy Bunter by now had given up the
idea as a bad job of driving off the tor-
menting sightseers. He also watched
the descending passengers Very anxi-
ously,

groaned.
“What will

PHarold Skinner in disa

“She's sure to come first-class,
Sammy,” he murmured, ]lﬁiﬂkiug at the
train. *8he must be worth some tin,
you know,™

“0Oh, rats 1 sported Sammy in disgust,

There was no sign of Aunt Sally yet.

Billy Bunter blinked in perplexity at
the train, and there was some commotion
in the crowd of expectant fellows behind.

“ Hallo, ‘halla, hallo!” murmured Boh
Cherry softly. “Surely Wib hasn't
missed the train!"

William Goorge Bunter and his minor
blinked up and down the platform at the
varioua farmers and working people who
had emerged from the train, but no
signs of
visible.

i L1 th'

a possible Aunt Sally were
what a fraud!” exdaimed
tment. “1f
she doesn't come we shall have to bump
Bunter for bringing us all the way down
hore ! e

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Suddenly there was the sound of a
terrific bump on the platform, and, turn.
ing towards whence the sound came, the
Eﬁowa saw a ftrunk, which had i:rd:hah!l;,-
been hurled forcibly from the lugpage- -
van, rolling a litile way along the plat.

Simoltaneously with the bump there
came from the interior of the luggage-
van the loud shriek of a female’s voice
raised in hig -pitched gccents of anger.

“My hat!” exclaimed Bunter.

HE MacexeTr Lisnary.—No. 599,

form.



¢ THE BEST 4° LIBRARY De— THE “BOYS' FRIEND" 4 LIBRARY. A2 |

Then there arose such a sereeching and
yelling and bawling, coming frem the
nggage-van, that the Greyfriars fellows
simply gasped in wonder.

My word!” gasped Bolsover major.
“ Gurely that can't be Dunter’s aunt
rowing with the guard 77

“Ila, ha, ha!” chortled Skinner.
« That’'s her, right enough! Come oh,
Bunter ! Your annt’s in the guard’s
van having a row wtih the yuard, Hark
at her!™

Wanderingly the erowd, with Bunter
major and minor in {ront of them, nade
their way down to the rear of the train,
wheneo those wild seunds of oral baitle
wore proceading.

They reached the guard’s van,
stopping there, gazed within:

-They drew back as they did so, and
one long, spasmodic gasp arose from all
their throats.

They blinked into ihe guard's van
again, and several rubbed t pir cyes.

“ Mum-my . ondy topper!” ejaculated
ltarry Wharton.

Inside the luggage-van, bawling at the

and,

guard at the top of her unmusical voice, |

waa the fgure of a female,

But such a female!

The -fellows of Greyfriars locked at
her and pasped.

Then a mighty how! of laughter arase.

THE FIFTH CHAFTER.

| Bunter's Aunt Sally !
¢ A, ha, ha!”
H Tt waa a roar of uncon-
trollable mirth, proceeding
' from every juuior present
pxcept two.
And those two were Willlam George
Bunter and Sammy Bunter, his minor.
+ Mum-my hat!" gasped Bunter, blink-
ing inside the luggage-van like ono in a
dreant.
o Great Scoti!” stuttered Sammy.
Their eyes, behind their spectocles,
nearly gogpled outr of their heads.
1f this was their Aunt Sally —
A weird and wonderful apparition was
inside the gward’s van. : :
She was, unlike BRilly and Sammy
Runter, rather slim, and extremely up-
right. Her attire was truly a sight to
eon and wonder at, for it consisted of a
dress which might have originuted in the
early seventies, or thereabouts.  She
wore o RBaming blue coat, which, bemng
rut 1n draatirf-fﬁlg at the waist, bulging
out below like a small parachute, fitted
her tightly wherever 1t touched, and
looked rcu{Iy remarkable, '
" The skirt was of a pattern which com-
Lhined vivid red and yellow stripes, and,
being extremely short, displayed below
her %ne&a a hberal portion of brilliantly-
striped stockings—so far as her =pals
rcached, at any rate,

For Miss Bunter wore white spata that
reached half-way up her legs, and, con-
trasted with her rainbow-coloured stock-
ings, gave a truly remarkable effect.

Miss Bunter's face was one calculated,
as Bulstrode was heard to remark, o
make gods and men and even little
fishes stare. Never did comic artist
deviso a countenance so comical.

Her nose wae red—indecd, quite an art
phade .in scarlet which bordered danger-
ously uﬁun the imflammable. Her cheeks
were a
the lady had been endeavouring to im-
Pr{:ve her complexion by the addition of
ace-powder. _

'The effect was somewhat strange.

Upon Mies Bunter's head was perched
3 little pudding-basin bonnet, at the back

@f which wobbled a huge bow of flaming
&olonr. The remainder of the hat was
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o red, but it was apparent that |

trimmed with several scraggy feathers,
appertaining to which birds it was 1m-
possible to determine.

Her hair, which was bobbed, was red,
and it seintillated in the sunlight, vying
with her how and her skirt and her stock-
ings to give o ** dazzle 7 effect of start-
ling colour.

This amazing female wore huge boots
beoeath her spats, which, to say the least
of it, were extremely the worse for wear
and remarkably large.

Her feet—to quote the humoroue Dob

‘Cherry—scemed in sympathy with her

features! Hverything about her was
“ monatrous

She carried in her hands, which wero
adorned by a pair of black, threadbare
mittens, & green parasol which looked
rather the worse for wear.

The amazed glance of the Greyfriars
fcllows wandered from this amazing
specimen of wemanhood towards the sun-

ry boxes which bestrewed the luggage-
van,

The box which had just been burled
upr.:m“ the platform bore the initaals
1] Er '1I

This, then, was Sally Bunter—Billy
Bunter’'s aunt! )

The crowd regarded her and

Dilly and Sammy Bunter blin
utter stupefaction at their aunt,

s Mum-my hat!” gurgled Billy Bunter.

“Ha, ha, ha!” howled the Greyfriars
fellows, unable to contain their mirth

“My only summer chapeau!” g
Delarey, rubbing his eyes for the third
time. “ What, 1 the name of thunder
and lightning, s it?"

“Ha, ha, ha!” howled Skinner hilar-
iously, * It’s Bunter’s Aunt Sally ! Look
at her, Bunter! Ain't she lovely 7”7

The erowd—with the exception of Billy
and Sammy DBunter — were simply
doubled up with mirth,

Harry Wharton & Co., in particular,
were more than ever flabbergasted at the
apparition of * Miss Sally Eunh:n”

“Good ler ! pgurgled Bob Cherry,
wiping salt tears of merriment from his
eyea. ' Suorely that can’t be Wib 1"

“ Ha, ha, ha!" gasped Harry Wharton.
“It's more likely to be Wib than a real,
live woman !"” :

Miss Sally—{for it could be none other—
was engaged in o vielent altercation with
the guard, who was a small, weary-look-
ing mdividual.

He mopped his forehead, and blinked
gorrowlully at the boys as they came up.

Mises Dunter, zlso seeing them, waved
her parasol frantically, and pointed at the

unhanpy guard.
well laugh!” she

“¥Yes, you may
shrieked, 1 shrill falsetto. “T.ook at

m! Look atit! Callita man? Yah!”

“Baoo!” retorted the guard, “Call
yerself a woman?”

Miss Bunter made a dive at the guard
with her parasol, but just missed him.

Miss Bunter turned and addressed the
chortling crowd. L

“That man i3 a drunkard!” she said.
“¥ am positive he's been at that bottle
of —er—oeod-liver oil that is in my box!"
« “Which T hain’t!” howled the guard,
“Git houter this “ere train, or I—T'll
chuck wyer out!”

Miss Dunter drew herself up haughtily,
and stared with withering contempt at
the guard.

FMan " ghe rumbled.  * Insect!”

The “insect ”’ jumped out of the radius
of her swinging parasol.

“ Tt would take a man, not a mon-
key, to remove me from this van!”
shouted Miss DBunter vehemenently.

asped.
mn

L “Did 1 put that box of mine in your

van for you to 'elp yourself to the con-
tenta of that bottle T '

“Ha, ha, ha!” howled the Greyiriars
fellows, ticklod to death at the delicate
way in which Miss Bunter referred to
her bottle,

“Which 1 haven't touched yer bloom-

in’ bottle I"’ hooted the guard.

“1 don't believe you!" snapped Miss
Bunter. *“Why, if it "ad been scap, I'm
sure you'd ’ave stolen it! Fortunately,
I never use soap!”

‘““ Oh, my word !’ pasped Billy Bunter.

“J{a, ha, ha!” roared the crowd.

Miss Bunter glared truculently at the
guard.

“[emove my parcels!” she ordered..

The guard ﬂ.prnm[i1 with alacrity, and
proceeded to hurl his tormentor’s par-

cels out one by one. He semed ounly
too glad to get rid of them.
“(areful ! howled Aunt Sally.

“You'll hregk that bottle 1™

The irate female scemed extremely
anxions about that particular bettle.

Indeed, the Greyfriars fellows had
more than a suspicion that it contained
something much stronger than cod-liver
oil, as Miss Punter had alleged its con-
tents to be.

At last all the property of Miss Bunter
was remioved from the van, and Miss
Bunter herself stood upon the platform.

“If you have broken that bhottle, or
I find any of the—er—cod-liver oil
missing,” said Miss Bunter, glaring
venomously at the guard, “I shuﬁ have
you locked up ™

“Yah!” snorted the guard, making a
strategic retreat into the interior of his
vin. And, leaning out of the window,
he blew his whistle.

As the train rolled out of the station
the guard leaned out of his carrmago
window and shook his fist at Aunt Sally,

That militant female, in retaliation,
stood on the edge of the platform and
continued to swi;lje the air violently with
her parasol until no more ghard could
be seen. . :

g Uh; carry me home to die, some-
body !" gurgled Squiff, leaning on Tom
Brown's arm for support. “If this
doesn't absolutely take the biscmit!
Faney that image being Dunter’s aunt!
Great catal”

“Ha, ha, ha!" was the chorus of
yells from the boys on the platform.

A little apart from the rest, Harry
Wharton & Co., and George Wibley
were simply bursting with merriment..

“Tt's too rich for words!” '%?spﬁd
Harry Wharton breathlessly. . “Can it
really be old Wib1"

“It must be!” said Johnny Bull.

“{M course 1t 18!" put in George
Wibley, chuckling. “He's in his cle-
ment now. The fur is going to fly this
afterncon, you bet!"” : e

“Poor old DBunter!” gurgld Bob
Cherry. “I wouldn’t be m his shoes
for worlds ™

““Ha, ha, ha! Rather not !” responded
the rest of the Co.

T

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Aunty Makes Things Lively !
L H dear!"” groancd Billy Bunter.

“Gug-good lor’ ! gurgled

Sammy, his minor.

The two brothers were feel-
ing decidedly unhappy. And who could
be surprised, when they were confronted
with an aunt like Miss Sally?
Their faces were as crimson as the

stripes on Aunt Sally’s skirt,

Miss Bunter's eyes twinkled quizzi-
cally as she surveyed the chortlin
crowd, and a beam shone upon her od
features which almost sent the Grey--
friars fellows into hysterics. Tan did

“Youug gents,” chirped aunty, i
her < voice was like unto that of a nut-
meg-grater — ‘ young genis, you are
from Willy's school, as T see. "Ave you -
geen "im or Sam-uel?” AN
. “What-ho 1" chortled Harold Bkinner,
pointing at the shame-faced Bunters.
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“ There
ma'am !’

Aunt Bally’s eyes lighted upon her
“nephews,”  and "her comical features
wreathed 1in grotesque smiies.

“Billy 1" she exclaimed
amuel [

Billy and Samue! Bunter, thus ad-
dresscd, pave vent ko hollow groans.

Deariy would they have loved to be
able to slink away and hide themseives
from all this indignity and shame.

Miss Sally, however, was upon them
sooner than they expected, Hhe made
# frantic. dart at Williom George Bunter,
and, clasping him tenaciously round the
neck, hugged him to her breast.

tlere was a  series of resounding
smacks as Aunt Sally rained a vnllu;.'
of kisses upon the BRemova porpoise’'s
fot cheelks.

"My own, dear mevvey Will-u-um!"
shricked Miss Bunter hysterically. * Oh,
when did T see you last, my Willy?
Was it playin’ on the steps of yer father's
fried-hish shop, or 1

“Grooogh " howled Bunter, strug-
ghng desperntely to pet out of Miss
Bunter's strong embrace, and also out
of range of her effusive kisses. * Whar-
rer you up to?! Youn—you —you—->="

Aunt 8Bally let Billy Bunter go sud-
denly, and the gasping Owl staggered
back, keeping his feet with great diffi-
culty.

Miss Bunter gazed at him, and clasped
her mittered hands together in admiring
ecstaay.

i 'I'.l' !
last aaw 'im!'"" she eried.
ain't done that, T bat!"

““1a, ha, ha!" shrieked the onlookers.

Bunter mopped his face, which, though
red with shaume and anger, was plastered
here and there with blobs of face-powder,
which Miss Bunter, in her clinching em-
. braee, bad transferred to him.

*Groooh-hoo ! gasped Bunter, blink-
ing in horror at this outrageous specimen
of an aunt.

“Ho, ho, ho!" shrieked Skinner, shov-

ing poor Sammy Bunter forward.
“Don't forget little Samucl, ma’am!
‘Ha's longing to greet vou !
w *0h, the dear, dimpled darlin®!"
trilled Aunt Sally, skipping towards the
struggling Bammy. *Come to me arms,
‘Bammy, and lemme kiss you ™

are  your loving mephews,

excitedly.

Ain't he grown fat since I
“Fried fish

Smack! Smack! |

# word, hark at the splashes!™
gaapmf Trevor.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

- “Leggo!” wailed Sammy Bunter,
kicking out with his fat little legs,
“Lemme alone, you—you—you old
forey !"”

These breathlesa words acted like an
electric shock upon Aunt Sally. She lot

o Bammy with & jerk and blinked in
g:::-rmr at him.

“Boo!” hooted Sammy Bunter, in-
censed bevond all control. when he saw
Dick Nugent & Co. chortling at his dis-
comfiture. “ You let me alone, you hor-
rible old freak! You ain't my aunt
:Yah!!:l'

Aunt  Sally withdrew an  immense
crimson handkerchief from her bosom,
and, burying her face within its ample
depths, she commenced to sob violently,

“Do I ’ear aright?” wailed Aunt
Sally. *“Do my hears deceive me, or
was it my nevvey Sammy wot spoke
them cruel words? Boo-hoo !

Sammy Bunter gave an emphatic snort.

“Wot 'sve I done to deserve 1g?"
shrilled Aunt Sally, lifting her voive unto
the heavens. “Sammy calls me names,
.J)?,o-—-ﬂ-ally Bunter, who has helped his
old father with the fried-fish business
many an' many a time! Boo-hoo! Mos
called names—who ’as been out to
America to find a 'usband, and never
found one—boo-hoo ™

|
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“IIa, ha, ha ' howled the crowd, un-
able to restrain its mirth.

" Yes—larf at me ! wailed the broken-
hearted female. “F'm g paor, down-
trodden maiden, T am! Boo-hoo! No-
body loves me—not even me own nov.
vey Samuel-nor Billy, either, I don't
believe !

Billy Bunter, at this juncture, sniffed
in disdain,

Miss Bunter raised her arms in an
appealing  gesture towards the Owl of
the Romaove.

“"Willy, say you love me!" she
pleaded. *“Bay you love yvour old Aaot !
Sally, wot "elped your father with the
fried.fish business 2

“Taon't tell les ! howled Bunter, ex-
asperated and furions.  “My father
hasn’'t got a fried-fish business - von
know that ! You old fossil, you—you old
fraud—you—""

Miss Bunter gave a wild shriek, and
her shoulders shook with emotion.

“Bhame!” roared Belsover o jor,
“Shame, Dunter!”

The crowd surveved the Dunters with
lowering brows.  This lack of chivalry
ot Bunter's part made them aAngry.

The unhappy Owl of the Hemove
turned an appealing countenance towards
his schoolfellows.

—

“It's & get-up!” shricked Bunter |
wildly. “’ghia ain’t my auut at all!
It—it’g W’ihlc_'f', Or—or *

“Don’t tell lies, Bunicr!” hooted
Hazeldene. “Wibley's over there.
Look at him !"

George Wibley chuckled, and Billy

Bunter almost collapsed with dismay.

“It’s not my aunt, I tell you!" he
shrieked desperatoly. “She's an old |
fraud!"”

At this Miss Buuter sent up a wail of
despair and staggered, Wibley was just
in time to catch her, .

The Greyfriars fellows gave Bunter
dark looks.

“Yah!” hooted Skinner,
Bunter—shame!"

“Boo-hoo!” sobbed
buried in the depths of her crimson
handkerchief. “I know I'm not wanted.

“* Shame,

Miss Bunter,
F'm not good enough for him, now 'e's
among the toffs! 'E don't want his old
Aunt Bally, Boo-hoo!"

Billy Bunter's face was crimson. As
for Sammy, he stood aloof in sulky
silence. : .

Bolsover major strode up to Bunter,
and laid a hand heavily on his shoulder,

“{Go and apologise to your aunt,
Bunter!” he hissed. “If you don't, T'll
—I’ll wipe the platform up with you 1"

“Oh dear!" groaned Bumter.  “T tell
F_Du____‘l! [

“* Apologise to her!” growled Bolsover
ominously. “If vou dun'L”

The perspiration standing out in beads
upon: his brow, Billy Bunter choked
something down in his throat, and
advanced falteringly towarda his grief-
stricken ““aunt,” whe, by the way, had
been engaged in a whispered conversa.
tien with George Wibley, ?

“I—I'm sorry, aunt!” he said. “I—1
didn’t mean anything, andZ "

+ With a cry of joy, Auné Sally sprang
up from Wibley's arma angd clasped Billy
Bunter fondly to her,

“Billy 1" she c¢ried, “f:l‘j' own Billy !
Of course, he was only playin', I for-
give you, Billy! And Sammy. too!”

Sammy’s response to this act of mag-
nanimity was a growl of disheliaf,

Miss Bunter made an elaborate show
of drying her tears and then, apparently
feeling better, she grasped the arms of
Buly and S8ammy Bunter and dragged
them along the platform.

“Let me see your big school, Billy 1"
she cried loudly. “I Zear you're at a.
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swanky school among all the toffs. Ain't
it all right?" _

“I-—I—L-—" stuttered Bunter,

“Yea,” went on Aunt Bally, glancing
vound at the erowd of Greyfriars fellows
who were following, ““And these are
¥ou schoolfellows, ain't the r, Billy?"

“ Hear, hear!" chortled Skinner,
“We're all pals of Bunter's, ma'am !"

“And they ain't a bit stuck up over it,
neither ! exclaimed Aunt Sally delight-
edly. “They seem to treat you just like
ane of themselves, don't they, Billy? I'm
sure I love every one of them!"

“Oh crikey!” gasped Bkinner, tha
idea of being loved by such a female
making him turn quite pale,

“Must—must we g-go to the school,
aunt*” faltered Dunter miserably,

“Not arf!" chuckled Aunt ally,
“Kim on, Billy and Sammy "

And, lugged along by their atrocious
“aunt,” William George Bunter and
Sammy had to go,

Harry Wharton & Co. saw that the
rorter attended to * Miss Bunter's " Iug-
gaze,  As George Wibley had guessed,
those boxes contained his own khaki BuLtb
and Wibk’s own clobber, ' :

The procession moved through the
barrier, past the astonnded stationmaater,
and came to a halt in the station-yard.

Billy Bunter turned “appealiogly  ta
Harry Wharton. o P

“Shall we t-take a cal, Wharton?" he
asked,

Thiuking that to concede thus far to
the unhappy Owl would be an act of

homan  kinduess, Harry Wharton
beckoned Old Ceorg e, the Friardale
cabby,

Old George switched
horse in to ¢
standing,

He rubbed his bleary eyes when he saw
aunty, and it was some moments bofore
the astonished man could get down from
his dickey aud see to Miss Bunter's

luggage,
Harry Wharton & Co. bundled aunty
unfortunate *nephews ™

his weary old
e kerb where the group was

and her two
into the eab; and, after MAGY PCraausions
on the part of Olf George to his horse,
the cab moved off,

As it proceeded to Greyfriars School
the ecrowd followed on bebind, Old
George’s horse did not exert itself over

® Journey in the least, so0 the Cirey.
friars fellows had not the slightest difi-
calty in keeping up with the cab,

They were all chortling with delight
over this afternoon’s adventure.
. With the exception of Billy and
Sammy, the boys of Greyfriars were en.
joying the merry antics of Aunt Sally
immensely,
THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
‘Rough on Gossy !

“ A, ha, hat” '

H- A roaring, hooting crowd
turned ount at the gates of
Greyfriars to greet Aunt Sally

as she drove up in Old Grorge's cab.

The crowd in the road had arrived at

the school in advance, and spread the
news of her coming,
Billy Binter's much-looked forward-to
Aunt Sally* was at Greyfriars.

Gosling,- the school porter, turned out
of his little lodge as the cab drew up,
and when he saw that weird and wonder-
ful apparition of a female descend he fell
back in amazement.

““My honly *at!'" gasped Gosling.

Aunt Sally had by now descended, and

her luggage was removed from the cab,

With the lugubrious William George

Bunter and Sammy behind her, Auns
Sally sailed in at the gates.

There was a huge erowd round her,
IHE MAGKET Lisrary.—No. 559,
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" but she eeemed to have wonderful | man of his gfars, Gosling  darted

presence of mind, and any amount of
check. She walked as if she owned Grey-
friars! ;

(iosling blinked at her in stupefaction
us she approached. ;

Aunt Sally’s gaze became riveted upon
tho porter, and their eyes meb.

“Ay heye!” ejaculated the startled
Gosling, .

Aunt Sally gave a.{enyrk, and clasped
ber hands in coy coniusion.

“0Oh, la, I:L!E' she trilled. "I do
Lelieve that saucy bey has got his eye on
me !’

“11a, ha, ha!" shrieked the crowd.

Miss Bunter wagged her parasol play-
[y before Gosling's nose,

~Qh, fie on you, young manl” she
cried. 1 am ashamed of you, you sancy
dear i . .

Gosling gave a gueer kind of gurgle
his throat, and stared fixedly at Aunt
sally. He could hardly believe the evi-
denie of his own eyes, He began to
wonder whether the commen or garden
tedcup wasn't better for the health, after
all. than the more seductive gin-bottle,

Aunt Sally gave Goeling a playful dig
in the ribs, and then skipped playfully
back. ;

**Oh, he’= got his eye on me!” she chir-
ruped, “Isn’t he a sweet boy!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” howled the c¢rowd
round the gates. _ _

Gesling seemed to awake with a jerk
from a state of lethargy.

“My heye!” he gurgled. * W-w-what
15 ik :

The Greyfriars fellows almost wept.

(;ugling turned appealing to them, a
look of deep consternation en his rugged
fratures.

“Which ham I

dreamin’, young

rents,” he gasped bewilderedly, ™ or a9}

it alive?” :

Miss Bunter regarded Gosling for
moment in speechless wrath. Then, her
' gyea flashing fire, she gave a wild sbriek.

“What do you mean, sirt” shrieked
Aunt Sally, waving her parasol danger-
ously in the air. ‘‘How dare you-—after
meking eyes at me!” :

{iosling passed a hand across his fore-
liead and gulped.

“ Me makes heyes at you?'’ he gasped,
“Why, you—you hugly wold freak, I—

¥ -

A

“Wha-at?"” shrilled Aunt Sally,

““Ha, ha, ba!” yelled Vernon-Smith.
“Ile doesn’t mean anything, ma'am,
The poor chap suffers from his eyes, you
know,™

“Hi should think T did,” eaid Gos-
hine, *if I made heves at that 'ere speci-
men! Good 'evings !

Miss Bally emitted & scund like that of
steam- escaping from a boiler.  Then,
grisping her parasol, ehe made a dart at
Gosling, '

“'Hre, ’old on
Lacvking away in alarm.
up tai”

CRE

roared Gosling,
“Wharrer you

* Seoundrel ! shrieked Misa Bunter,
“ Rascal! Worm! How dare you take
advantage of o defenceless female! Take
that !

She swiped away energetically with her
vamp at Gosling, :

“Yaroogh!” howled Goslmg, turning

cn s heel and feeing before those |

sledge-hammer strokes. ' Stoppit, yon
"orrible old cat—— Woogh! “Elp!’

“Ha. ha, ha!” shricked tho fellows
standmg around. :
“Run for it, Goassy!"” ecried DBob

Cherry. “' Put a spurt on, man!”
Gossy did put a spurt on., He had had

ciiongh of Aunt Sally’s gamp. He made

a wild dive f[or the front door of his

lodge, With surprising agility for a
TeE MacNeET Lisrany.—No, 599,

through the doorway, and jammed the
door tight just as Aunt Sally came

rushing up.

B qunﬁpnut!” shricked Aunt Sally,
swiping the door with her parasol.
“Come out and take a thrashing, you-
you—you cowardly old rascal, you!”

“Yah!” camie the voice of Gosling
from the other side of the door. *Go
and fry yver face, you oll cat! Fetch a
perliceman, somcbody! Yah!”

Convulsed with laughter, the crowd
surged forward and prevented  Auni
Sally from doing any more damage.

A big fgure stepped forward, and
Faulkner of the Sixth tapped the ex-
cited Aunt Sally on the aro

“ Fxcuse me, ma'am,’” he said nuietly,
“but I am afraid you are creating too
mich of a distrubance. Bunter,” he
gaid, turning to the erimson-faced Owl
of the Remove, *"take your auni to
your study.” .

Aunt Sally blinked at the stalwart
prefect, and then she made a low, humble
bow,

“I'm extremely sorry, sir!” she said
with meck humility, " DBut I'm a poor,
defvncelesa maiden, you koow, and———""

“Ha, ha, ha!’ roared the crowd
tickled by Aunt Sally’s description of
herself as a maiden.

Fpulkner burst into a roar of uncon-
trollable  lavghter and walked awav.
Aunt Bally blinked after him, and then
she prrabbed Dunter’s arm.

“Take me indoors, Billy,” she said,

A T A T T i LTy S i
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“‘That young swell gaid so, so [ am sure
we must chey him. Lor’, Willy, fancy
that old scoundrel in that ’ouse trymy Lo
get off with me!  Lawks, what's life
comin’ toi"

““Ia, ha ha!”

Still solilogquising in the same strain,
Aunt Sally tucked her parasol under hep
armm  and trotted across the quadrangle,.
being led very unwillingly by William
George Bunter and his exasperated
a0,

There was & commotion in the guad-
rangle at the mght of aunty.

Fellowa came, they saw, and they
blinked at the strange female 1n wonder-
ment. And when they werce informed
that this was Billy Bunter's aunt they
almmost sank to the carth with amaze- -
ment.

Never in all the history of Greyfriars
hed such a dreadful female beeny admil-
ted within its gates,

Seeming to have shrunk visibly under
the weight of his hum:hation a-.ndy shame,
William George DBunter  piloted his
strange aunt up to the Remove poassage,

The sconer he got her out of the way
of public view the betier, he reasoncd.

““Here weo are, aunt!” groaned Billy
Bunter as they arrived outside the door
of Btudy No. 7. * C-come right in!"

“ Go 1t, Bunty! Don’t funk it!’

And, relieved somewhat that his ter-
rilile punt was at least within doors, Bally

| Bunter opened the door of Study Ne. 7

for his aunt to go in.

— —— l|‘

THE EGHTH CHAPTER.

Tea In Study No. 7.
ETER TODD, whao shared Study
P No. 7 with Billy Bunter, Alonze,
and Tom Dution, was amazed at
Bunter's aunt.

His amazement, however, was quite
overcome by his amusement, and he was
one of the first to enter Study No, T
after Ihlly Bunter and his aunt.

Ag they entered, a Sgure stood up from
the freplace and mopped its perspiring
brow.

It wos Alonzo Todd, the Duffer of
Greyiriars.

Alonzo hed been getting tea ready.
He had managed to pile up a huge fire,
and the ntTHﬂEflhEIE in Study No, 7 was
almost tropical,

Alonzo Todd blinked at Aunt Sally in
wonder. .

“"Dud-dear me!” murmured Alonzo.

Auit Sally beamed at Alonzo, and then
turned to Billy Bunter.

“ Willy " she exclaimed. “ Who is
that dear, nice boy with the long nese?”

“It—it's  Alonse Todd!™  stuttered
Bunter.

Aunt SBally gave a smirk, and play-
fully chucked Alonzo under the chin,

There was a crash as the Duffer, in
his amazement, let go the frying-pan in
which several rashers of bacon were sjzzl.
iy in fat.

Crash ! '

There was a fiendish howl from 8kin-
ner, who was standing by,

“Yaroogh!" howled Skinner, “QOw!
M% legs 1" :

he hot fat was streaming down his
legs, and the rashers of bacon bestrowed
the carpet. , ;

Alonzo heard not. He was too amazed
te speak. '

“What a sweet youth!” gpiggled Aunt
Sally, oglhing Alonze¢ Todd in a eemnical
manner. “ Ha's almost as good Jecking
g8 youn, Billy!”

“Ha ha, ha!” :

Alonzo grasped the edge of the table
for support,. and blinked stupidly at
aunty. '
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Wibley

fellows. *“Billy,”’ he trilled,

of the Remove removed his faclal disguise, and, shylng the red bair on

still In & higb-pitehed feminine volce, “come

(See Chapter 13.)

his bed, be grinned afiably at his form-
to me arms and kiss me, dearsst!”

“GQug-good pracions!” gaspred
Alonzo.

“ And the swoet
has got tea ready I trilled aunty.
dear, I must kiee hun "

And, skipping over to the dumbfounded
Duffer, Aunt Sally clasped him to her,

and bestowed upon his cheek a resound-

littla lovey-duckey
1 ﬂh’

mg kiss.

“Ha, ha, ha!’ shricked the Re
movitea, ;

Aunty, having performed that feat,

turned, and at thot moment she caught
sight of the chuckiing Peter Todd.

Peter was exactly like his cousin
Alonzo—so far as features, form, and
height went, at any rate,

" An elaborate ocxpression of amaze-
ment overspread Aunt Sally's comical
{features.

“ Gup-good gracious!” she ejaculated,
rubbing her eyes. “I—I've got 'em
agam 172

There was a roar of laughter from
the onlookers, and Peter Todd ceased te

grin,

“Oh  dear!” gasped Aunt BSally,
ovidently in great dismay. “T can eee
double!  ‘There are two of 'em! Oh,

t!l!

that Government becr
“Ha, ha, ha!”
“Willy, get me a glass of water,
.quick !”. shricked Aunt Saily, "Il
never touch aneother drop of Govern-
ment ale—I swear I won't!"?
“ Ha, ha, ha!"
Peter Todd, his face crimson, stepped
forward.

“# T.ook here, ma'am,” he said grufily,
“I'm alive all right. This fcllow 18 my
cousin " .

Aunty made a great show of inspecting
the two Todds, and then she heaved a
heavy sigh of relief

“ Oh, thank goodness!” she suid. *1
thought it couldn’t be that Government
hoor., [ don't beliecve & barrel of that
stuff would affect me.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ My Billy!” exclaimed Auni Sally,
turning o Bunter. “You ought to see
your old dad swill that stuff ! More hke
n camel, ho is, and it don't affect him,
neither

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“Grooogh 1" spluttered Billy Bunter,
choking in dismay at the laughter of the
other feliows, * Shall we have tca—er—
aunt 7 '

Aunt Sally blinked at she tea-table.

“What have you got to drinki”- she
queried. :

“ Oh—er—tea, vou know, or—or ginger-
beer, or lemonade—="

d_ﬂmﬂ. Sally gave an emphatic snort of

lagust.

“Help!” she exclaimed,

]lEﬁlEﬂtﬂd me, Billy 1” .
Ha, ha, hal' rcared the other

fellows, = - 3%

“ Never mind,” said Aunt Sally mag-
nanimously.  “I'll have tea, Billy. I
don’t mind—just far ence !

And, groaning in mental anguish,
Billy Bunter lent a hand with the pre:
paration of tea.

“You've

Willing bands laid the table, and soon
everything was ready, -

Needless to eay, Study No. T was
crowded to overflowing, and those whe
couldn’t get into the reom surged in the
passage cutzide.

Aunty insisted that the door should be .
kept open, for Alonzo Todd bad stoked
the fire up to euch a heat that the atmo-
Eﬂhﬂm of the room was almost unbear-
able.

Sitting at the head of the table, with
her * nephews” at either side of her,
Aunt Sally presided over the tea.

Fellows stood round, chortling and
making humorous remarks. Aunty
didn’'t seem to mind a bit—in fact, she
encouraged them all to be merry.

And evervbody was merry—with the
exception of William George Bunter and
his minor, Sammny.

Bunter found some consolation in the
good things that were on the festive
board, however, until aunty seemed to
discover that he had had enough.

She laid a hand ou Bunter's arm as he

reached for some more cake, and de-
tained him,
“Qteady on, Billy!" said aunty

sternly. * Don’t make a pig of yourself !
You are not-at home, you know |”
“Ha, ha, ha 1"
“ Look here,” howled Bunter furiously,
enough for

“J—I'm hungry "
“You've eaten three
already, Billy !" eaid Aunt Sa]l;r.
* But want some more!” hooted
Bunter. * Lemme alone !” .
Trg Macyer Lipgary.—No. 589,
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Aunt Sally surveyed Billy Bunicr's fat
proportions.

“ Willy,”” she said, “ you are too fat!”

“Hear, hear '” chortled a voice in the
crawd. ‘' Especially about the head!”

“Ha, ha, ha "

Aunt Sajl;r.' fished about in her pocket
for something, and drew therefrom a
small bottle

*Willy,” she said, * this stuff reduced
miy fat. I used to be as fat as vou—and
I believe that 8 why 1 was never asked
to marry—"

- *“Ha, ha, hat

“But thie stuff, which is called * Pro-
fossor  Ponker’s Priceless Potion  for
Podgy Pecple,’ reduced me to the per-
fect figure I am now,” went on Aunt
Sally. “Look at me, Willy, Beautiful
figure, ain't it? I'm proud of my figure,
I am, Willy, and I am sure you are
proud of me!™

“*0Oh, my hat!” gasped Bunter, in a
tone that gave the impression that he was
the very opposite to proud of his atro-
cious annt, _

*“Now, I want yon to take this at
once,” said Aunt Sally, holding out the
bottle containing that Priceless Potion for
Podgy People, * Kim on, Willy ! Down
awith it v '

YT—I won’t ! epluttered Dunter, eye-
ing the crowd in misery. “I don't want
the stuff!™
S But you must take ik, Willy ! said
- Aunt Enﬁy. “It will reduce your fat,
vou know !" )

T ain't fat !" hooted Bunter furigusly.
“Qive it to Sammy if you want to dose
anybody !

““Ha, ha, ha 1" :

“* Yes, Bammy can have his share after-
wards,” said Aunt Sally, :

There was a dismal groan from Sammy
Bunter, :

“INow, just drink that,” said aunty.
“Then you can eat a8 much as you like,
Willy, hore you are!”

Seeing that escape was hopeless, and
tempted by aunty’'s promise that he could
.carry on with his gastronomic. perform-
ance afterwards, Dilly Bunter took the
hottie gingerly, and, raising it to his
lipa, he took a swig at the Priceless
Potion for Podgy People. :

Ho gave a wild splutter, As be did so
he made some truly horrible grimaces.

“¥Yah! Oh! Grooogh!™

“I'm afraid it's not nice,” remarked
aunty. " But it will do you good. Have
vou taken it all?”

“Gerrugh! Ow! Yes, I have!”
howled Bunter, making a grab at a
bottle of currant-wine to take the taste
of that DP’riceless Potion for Podginess

away. _
“Gopd " said aunty. “Now you,
Samuel I

‘Bammy howled, and beseeched, and pro-
tested, but he was at last forced to
swallow a dose of Profeesor Ponker's
Priceless Potion. It went down Sammy’s
throat with a gurgle, and Sammy’s {ace,
after he had taken it, was screwed up into
all manner of weird contortions.

WGroogh!  Yah!  Wow!"
Sammy,

“Ila, ha,
vilsed crowd.

“You'll feel much betier after that!™
sald aunty, smiling bepignly at the
crowd. * Would any of you Tittle. boys
like some ¥

There was an emphatic chorus of dis-

sent. -

**No, thanks !” yelled Harold Skinner.
“Try some yourself, aunty!”

Aunt SBally glared at 8kinner.

“ Don't be checky, young jackanapes !™
she snapped. "“I've already had some,
and—look at me now! A perfect
woman I"

Skinnar chuckled.
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gasped

ha!” shrieked the con-

“Does it give your face a ruddy

complexton, ma'am?” he inquired
gweetly, )
“Of course it does'!™ eaid aunty.

“ It raisea the biooin of youth on your
checks."

“Oh, my mistake " said Skinnee, *T
thought it was cod-liver o1l that brought
the red tint."

“Ha, ha, ha!" ghrieked the crowd at
that reference to the bottle that Miss
Bunter bad been so caroful of at the
station, and which she alleged to con-
tain cod-liver oil,

Aunt Sally’s eyes glinted.

- "I take cod-liver otl for my health!™
she snapped. " Not for my face!”

Skinner, with the laughter of the other
followa to back him up, felt brave,

“Oh! Ah! Yeas, of course, ma’am !” he
said. *“ SBome people take il in water,
don't they?” ,

Aunt Sally, with a freezing lock on her
face, Tose to her feet '

“Boy 1" she rumbled, pointing an ac.
cusing forefinger at Skinper, *“ Do you
mean to insinuate that [ droink 17

Skinner backed away hastily.

“0Oh, nunno, not at all!”

[T

“ Nothing of the sort, ma’am!

“"You did I shricked Aunt Sally. “You
wicked, unprincipled boy! Take that!™

Aunt Bally, with a deft movement,
picked up a pat of butter, and, without
any warping, sent it hueling at Skinner.

It was a good shobk, and the butter
struck Skinner full on the nose,

" Yarooogh ! shrieked Skinner, stag-
gering back and mauling at his face.
“ Gerugh ! Gu‘q'i-gugI"

The . butter, having abighted on  his
prominent nose, spread in a thick maes
all over his face.

It went in his ayes, in his mouth, down
his chin, in his hair—everywhere!

The fellows Jocked at the unholy
sFecl:acll::r Harold Skinner presented, and
they roared with langhter,

Skinner, gougiug butter out of his
nren and spluttering it out of his mouth,
shoolt his fist viclently at Aunt Sally.

“¥You old freak !" screamed Skinner in
sepulchral tones. *“I—I—" °

Whiz!

With unerring aim Aunt Sally eent a
loaf hurtling at Skinner, and it caught
that infuriated youth on top of the head.

Bump !

*¥aroogh!” wailed Bkinper, sta_g‘,f er-
ing back and clasping his head. (g,)v.,
ow, ow!"

Aunt 3ally sprang to her feet, and
made a frantic lunge at Skinner with a
ginger-beer bottle.

“Get out of this room!” roared the
F“hke lady, “You young jackanapes,

A& burly figure pushed its woy through
the crowd.

It was Wingate, the captain of Grey-
friars,

“What's all thia noise about?"
manded Wingate, in anger.

he said.

de-

“Ha, ha, ha!” shricked Bolsover
major. “Go in there and see! It's
Dunter's aunt! Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Bunter's aunt!” ejaculated Win-
gate,

He strode into Study No. 7, and

blinked around.

Aunt Sally staved at Wingate.

“What doea all this commotion
mean ?” demanded Wingate, frowning,
“I've never heard such a noise in all
my life! May I ask you to—er—
desist ¥

*Oh, certainly, sir!” said Aunt Sally,
all humility at once. “I didn't mean no
'arm, really ! I just come over to see my
nephews, which I haven't scen for years
-—gver gince they was babies playin’ on

the steps of the fried-fish shop. Having

been abroad to find a 'usband--which I
haven't found one yet—I—"

Aunty broke off, and, dragging into
evideuco  her scarlet handkerchief, she
wiped her eyes as if overcome with
emofion,

Wingate stared hard at Bunter’s aunt.
Ho was amazed.,

“0Oh, all right, ma’am !"” he said, with
an effort. “ Er—it's getting late, you
kids. Get off and do your prep now.
Sharp !

Wingate's brow was frowning as he
herded off the crowd to their wvarious
studies. Wingale didn't like it a bit.

He g‘rﬂﬂu.':-ﬁi cleared the Remova
passage of sightsecrs, and socon Aunt
Bally was left alone with her nephews
%}'ld THarr}," Wharton & Co. in Study
L0 R
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THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Skinner’s Discovery.

‘ W ! proaned Skinner.
The cad of the Remove was
standing at the steps leading

into the guedrando,

His cronies, SBnoop and Stott,
with him.

Skinner was not feeling happy at the
]rlr!um{}ut, and his heart was savage within

im.,

He had just emerged from the bath-
room, where he had spent an unpleasant
quarter of an hour washing butter from
his face and hair.

Snoop and Stott had looked on in keen
enjoyment of their study-mate's misfor-
tune,” although to Bkinoer himself they
were the epitome of sympathy and con-
dolence. -

The two were inwardly chortling over
Skinner’s rough handling at the hands
of Miss Bally Bunter; and whenever they
contemplated the huge bump that had
nriser  on  Bkinner's forehead, they
ifl suppressed their merriment at the
recollection of Skinner receiving that
well-aimed loaf upon his cranium. :

“*Ow!” groaned Skinner again, rub-
bing that particular bump with scrupu-
lous tenderness. -

Wenro

Snoop and Stott winked at each other,
and then looked sympathetically at
Bkinner,

““Hard lines, old ChupI" said Stott.
* She’s a perfect terror, 1sn't she?”

Skinner gritted his teeth. -

“The—the old vixen'!" he snarled,
“My, I wouldn't half like to get my
own back on her!" :

Snoop grinned.

“You couldn't!" he said positively,
“She’s & hot 'un, Skinney! A bit too
hot for you, I reckon!” 5

Skinner's eyes gleamed maliciously.

““I know of a way to show her up!”
he said. “You remember that battle
of hers in ber box i '

“Ha, ha, ha!” chuckled Stott and
Snoop. -““The cod-liver oil bottle—eh,
what *"

Skinner snorted,

“(Cod-liver 0il be hanged!" he said.
“There's beer, or gin, or whisky in that
bottle, and it's up to us to show the
old freak up, and get her kicked off the
premises !’ _

“M~v hat!"” ejaculated Stott. *That
wouldn’t half be a come-down for heg!™

Skinner set his teeth hard, and into his
eyes there came a gleem of determina-
fion.

“Come on!” he said. “I'll open that
box, get the bottle, and take it to the
Head."

“"Whew 1"
EH“P ; 1"‘ h dlock sh

““It’s only a cheap ock she's got
on that box,” said Skinﬁ:‘-r uwift? . “Pya
got a key that will open it, f think,

gasped Stott, 1 u.y;
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Anyway, I'm going to tey, 50 come up-
gtairs 1"

Skinner led the way up to the Remove
dormitory, wherc Aunt Sally’s lugzage—
by Wibley's speecial request ~-had -heen
deposited.

The three young rascals of the Remove
crept in, and Skinner bent dewn  and
examined the padlock of Miss Bunter's
box.

“An ' Argosy’
futed. **The same ty
my locker, Good!
lit that!"

padlock "' he cjacu-
» as 1've gub on
"vo got o key to

The rad of the Remove extracted a,

bunch of keys from his pocket, and,
selecting one, he applied it to the padlock
an Miss Bunter's Eﬂx.

'fhe key turned casily, and the threa
Lemovites gave ejaculsiions of satis{ac-
tirm when the padlock gave way,

“Now for the merry gin-bottle!”
Jiuekled Harold Skinner, lifting up the

lid of the box. ** Why—— My hat, you
chaps! Look!”
The tid of Miss Bunter’s box was now

completely open, and the three young
yascals stared at the contents of the bex
in stupefaction,

“ Wha-a-at—-""

Instead of feminine attire, the box con-
teined 5 khaki suit! It was the uniform
of a soldier!

“Gug-good lor' 1" ejaculated Skinner,
ga.zing[i}lankly at the contents of the box.
¢ A_an army uniforrn! In Miss Bunter’s
box 1"

«\Wh-what does it mean?”
Snoop.

The three stood there blinking bewil-
Jdercdly at cach other and at the box for
seme momenta,

Then suddenly Harold Skinner gave a
low whistle, and his eyes were gleammg
with tense excitement.

4 Don’t you see the trick now ?'’ he ex-
laimed. *“Miss DBunter's a hoax—a
fraud ! It's not a woman, but a soldier 1"

Snoop and Stott gaped confusedly at
theiv leader.

. R-but,” stammered Stott, who on
earth can it be?”

w A deserter !” said Skinner slowly.
« Though how he knows Bunter, good:
ness only knows ! "

“Are you going to tell the Head?”
demanded Stott.

Skinner pondered awhile.

“Ngo!" ho said. “That would be too
tame!  We'll go the whole hog, and let
the rotter be locked up! Come on, you

stammered

fellows. we'll run and fetch m old
Tozer "

Snoop and Stott gave chuckles of
delight. Anything of & sensational

sharacter like that appealed to them,

Feeling that they would be sure to reap
some cheap glory, the three cads of the
Romove hurried downstairs, and, nmssinﬁ
tho guadrangle, they left Gireyiriare an
made their way down the lane to where
they knew P.-c. Torzer, the village
constable, paraded his beat.

A heavy step sounded on the footway,
and the portly form of P.-c. Tozer
rumbled into view.

Tho three excited Removites hailed

him, and, greatly woudering, the worthy
police-constable eame to a lialt.

“lo!" said he. *“ Wot's hup¥”

Hastily Skipwer explaineg that an
Army deserter was masquerading at the
school in the guise of a woman, and that
the law must be summoned at once.

P..c. Tozer swelled visibly with impor-
tance a8 he hegrd--Skinner's story, and,
grasping his truncheon with great firm-
ness, ho started post-haste for Greyfriars,

Harold Skinner and his two chums
followed, chuckling to themselvea.

The cad of the Remove was congratu-
lating himself that he had brought off a
Jovely “coup " this timel
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. He was looking forward to the unmiask-
ing of Bunter’s Aunt Sally. ‘

e

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
A Surprise For Wibley !
L4 ] y

LU ILLY,” said Aunt Sally,
want to talk with you m
private, Also, 1 vesy muech

want tc see your Jovely
school. Will you take me out 1"

Rilly Bunter blinked wearily at his
prepusterous * aunt.”  That afternoon’s
ordeal had tried him to the uitermnost,
and even Peter Todd, hard taskmaster as
he was, felt rather compassionate for the
anfortunate Owl  under the circum-
stances.

Bunter's cup of misery was now full—
almost to overflowing!

Aunt -Sally grabbed Bunter roughly,
and dragged hun out of the armchair
of Study No. 1.

“ Kim on, Willy ! she orderced peremp-

torily.  Let’s take a walk all on our
own. Come, don’t neglect your poor old
aunt !

Bunter staggered back and groaued.
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“ 0w ! he said.

“J—I'm not feeling
very well, T tell youl”

AL said Aunt Sally, wagging a re-
proving forefinger at him, “71 told you
that you had been eating too much,
Willy 1”

Williamm George Bunter gave an em-
phatic snort. :

“Rating be blowed 1"’ he howled, “It's
that rotten muck you dosed me with ab
tea.time that’'s making me feel queer !’
Oooch 17 - i

Peter Todd, who was also in the study,
chuckled softly.

Aunt Sally evidently felb no pity for
Bunter, for she grabbed him ere he could

sink once again into the armchair.
_“Presh air will do yon good, Billg !™
sho declared. *' Kim on!”

And, groaning in anguish, Billy Bun-
ter simply had to go.

Most of the fellows were indoots doing
their prep, so they did not meet many

ple on their way down. They reached

the guadrangle, and Aunt Sally dragged
Billy Bunter along until they were under

the shady old elms, ;o \

Tﬁret;-hnlfpenc}e. 11

Be that time the Owl of the Remove
could hardly crawl, IHe was simply
doubled up with nasty internal pains, that
zave him the impression that great kives
and garden rakes were stabbing at him.

Bunter leaned up against a tree and
writhed.

“ Yarocogh!” he roared, clasping tha
region of his waistcoat, “Ow-ow! My
innards 1"
~ His face turned an ashen hue, and then
it went a vivid green.

Bunter glared with a watery look ab
his aunt, and, clasping one hand to lns
waistcoat, he shook his fist with the
other.

“ You—you ermel old cat!” maaned
Bunter, * Ow-ow! You did this for
mo, you—— Oaoooch!”

Poor Bunter nearly collapsed.

Aunt Sally laid a gentle ﬁmad upon his
shoulders, -

“Never nund, Willy!” she said.
“You'll soon be better! I think you
must have been eating too fouch.” .

“Wow!” moaned  DBunter, - “1
haven’t!” . ' o : i

“Vou had better go indoors and see &
doctor, or something,” observed Aunt
Bally callovsly. * You want some medis
cine, Willy !” : .

Bunter's face went white at the bare
thought of medicine. :
The . Priceless . Potion for Iodgy

People was wreaking diroe effects vpon his
digestive vrgans. '

Bunter detached himself from (he tree
and staggered away.

Aunt Sally stood, her hands upon her
hips, staring after the retroating form of
(he suffering Owl with a grin upon her
comical features.

‘Then, as Bunter's groans and -whoops
of pains became inaudible, ** Aunt Sally
turned, and, holding “her ' sides, rocked
to and fro with wncontrolled laughter.

This remarkable thing was teking place
when a dark figure detached itself fron
the neighbouring shadows and ap-
proached the mirthful * female swiltly.

It wae George Wibley, alias Wibley of
the Remove—pro tem. .

“ Aynt Saliy ? turned when George
Wibley came up, and fell upon that
chuckling youth's neck, and there com-
menved to soby with mernment.

“0Oh! Ifa, ha, ha!” chortled Wibley—
the real Wibley of Greyfriars. " What a
niulzll'!r:f game, George! I've hoaxed ‘em
all !’ . S i
# PTaken the whale school in, and had
poor old Bunter on a bif af steing!
My, you should have seen his face when
that stuff of mine started working !”

“Ha, ha, ha!"” roared George Wibley,
“The poor blighter hasn’t half been put
through it one way and another! 1 hope
he deserves it !

Wibley ect his bonnet on straight and
wiped his cyes. :

¢ Of course he does !”” he sand. * I don't
reckon Bunter will make sa much noiwse .
at this sehool after this! Ila, ha, b !
And nobody twigs, either!”

GEﬁl‘%l} Wibley withdrew a letter from

his poclket.

“1 got this from HBlevenson this
evening,” he said. ' T'm_expected at
Warwick to-morrow -mormug, 8o that

means  me leaving Greylriars to-nmight,
Harold.” :

«Oh 1” said the pseude Aunt Sally.

#“1) go home to-night and Lireak the
news to the pater,” said George Wibley.
“ Byerytlung has !hap];renm] just all right
—hasn't it, Harold? I've enjoyed mysell
here, and you've enjoyed your little gameoe
rs well as any of us.” ,

“ Botter I’ put in the amateur actor of
the Remove, with a chuckle,

yeorge Wibley grinned. :

4 We?l, ld man,” he said, " you can..
take wour real in the ‘Remove

Tak MAGNET LipR&RY.—No. 599,
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to-night. Things have worked splendidly,
and uubﬂdtne-xcppt Harry Wharton &
Clo.—guesa that I'm not you. Have you
brought my clobber?”

“UUp in the doerm,” replied Wibley.

W change soon, then, Harold,
and—-—- My hat! Wh-what's
c-coming #

The two gazed Dlankly in the direction
of the school gates,

The figures of P..n, Tuzer and Harold
Skinner & Co. had appeared,

Thae two Wibleys surveyed each other
~ia alarm and Lunstﬁrtmtmn

“A polic eman ! E].tUElutui
Wiblev. *“ We're discoverad !

Wibley of the Remove peered at the
TLAYW-COMETS.

“Skinner and his two cads!” he said.
“1 expect they've got wind that someo-
thing’s wrong, u.mf they've called the
COper i

[}p{ﬁah great Seott [ gasped
'ﬁlhlpv “What's to be done, old man?

Wibley's brain acted quickly, and he
s0on devised a scheme,

“Hop up to the dorm as quick az you
can, and change imto your own clobber I
he said swiftly. *“I'll lead old Tozer a
pretty dance, and then I'l come up after
voi. Wait there for me—won't you?"”

“ Right-ho !"
m lrn red off. :
ey looked furtively ronnd him,

Hra must, by hook or by crook, divert
the pn!.memﬂ.n “and his informers from the
Remove dormitory whilst George was
changing.

It meant that he must show himsell,
and give thom a run for their money.

So Wiblev, attired in the atrocions gar-
ments. of Bunter's Aunt Rally, skipped
blithely into the open, and made a dash
for the gymnasaium .

Thera was a shout fram Skinner as he

thls

George

Gearge

g n

suid George,  Aud he

caught sight of the flecing female
figure.
THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Aunty at Bay !
& HERE she goes!”  howled
Skinner, pomnting  excitedly
towards the fast-disappearing

Wibley.
before she geta away !
+Ha!'" roared Tozer, tightening his
belt, and whirling round upon his heel.
“Where i3 the villain?"

“Quick,

e

Tozer,
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Jidashed at ihe gymnasiom in search of the

| the gym.

“Fone beliind the gym!” screeched
Skinner.  * Come on, you follows!”

And the three juniors shoved P.-c.
Tozer [orward, and together the four

masqierader.

The excited shouts of Skinner, Snoop,
and Stott brought many other fellows
-.:'mwdmf., to the scene, and guite a Cl‘ﬂ‘h’.d
of roaring boys, with I'c. Tozer in
front, scampered acrosa tle quadrangle
in the direction of the gymnasiom,

Arriving there, they found the door |

shut, but a scuflling noise inside told that
their guarry was in there.

“Ho!" roared P.-e. Tozer at the tep
of his unmusical woice, ¥ Hﬂp{ n tlus'
door in the name of the lor!” .

“Rats!” came the reply from inside.
“(o and bail your ﬂiﬁﬁ-whiﬂkws, you
ugly eld copper!”

“Wha-at!" stuttered the worthy con-
atuble, !1:1r1]1}' able to believe his ears.

“Go amd fry your funny old face,
old barrel &' beer!” came the facetions
retort from  the interior of the gym-
nazsiam.  lro amd whitewash your great
rod nose, you—yon cheoky old bloater!™

““Ha, ha, ha!” roared the crowd.

P.-c. Tozer choked
in his throat.

Thera rame a derisive chuckle from the
aymnasium.

“You impudent old hussv!” roared
P.-c. Tozer, almost on the verge of
apoplexy. **Hare you comin’ hout, or
hare vou not?"

“IHi ham not!” yelled the denizen of
“Hi ham not, old funny face,
with a capital IIi and a capital ITa and a
capital Hen!”

*Ha, bha, hat"

The fellows of Grevfriara, of whom a
considerable number had by now col-
lected, looked at each other in surprise
intermixed with amusement,

“Who on earth is it?" demanded Cecil
Reginald Temple of the Upper Fourth.
“Who's that old Tozer is after?”

“Ha, ha, ha!” howled Trovor of the
Bemove. “It's Bunter's Aunt Sally!”

“Wha-at 1"

“AMum-my hat ™

“{zreat cats!"

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Peter Todd,
who had comne down to see the fun. “Go
it, Tozer'! "Have her out, old son!
Surround the blighter [*

something down

i

-+-ﬁm¢-*-m-¢-n¢-¢-¢i¢-ﬂm¢.

'3

swiftly lowered one set of ropes,
-one of these ropes so.that it swung in
front of the window, he ettached the
bonnet he was wearing to it, and; leaving
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“Ha, ha, hat”

P.-c. Tozer graaned his truncheon, and
rapped peremptorily on the gymnpasium
door.

“Hopen this ’ere door Hi say!"” le
shricked, hia fare going a3 red as a
beetroot. “REyerythin® you aay will be
uged as hevidinee against you ™

“Will it really?” rotorted the vaice of
the fravdulent Auni Sally,

“Then here poes, old son,
down, won't you?”’

H [—I—"" :

“You are a silly. fat-headed, red
nosd, winkle-eved old son of a g.Jnidw
old ;..runf’ said the voire in the gym-:
nasinm. * Got that down as havidence ¥

“Hﬂ- ha. ha !**-

“ Also, you might note that, as a bluea-
bottle, there ia more bhottle ‘about you
than anything else!” continued the
facetious marauder of the grm. * More-
over, as a policeman—well, vou ought fo
be locked up! (3ot that, old bean??

“Which wot I savs i3 this ‘ere—"
hegan the stupefied constalile, blinkine
}mlpless!y at the closed door. “I—I—

and take it

“Jay, jay, jay!" mimicked the voice
of Tozer's enemy. **You're a perfect
jay, Tozer, old blﬂygnﬂt H

“ Ha, _hu, ha '™ ghrieked the erowd,
suffn-cated with laughter at the discomfi-
ture of the worthy police-constable.

As for P.-e. Tozer he could hardly
speak for rage.

When he did find his voice he poured
out a volley of abuse and anathema upon
the devoted head of the elusive *female ™
within.

Suddenly a bonnet appeared at one of
the windows, and & parasol waved in the
air above.

“He, he!" came a voice mockingly.
“ Chase me, Charley ' You're ' He,' old
dear' Ain't vou wxld vou can't get at
me? He, het™

It was indeed tantalising for pﬂnr
P.-c. Tozer. The poor old chap ecould
only dance with rage, and shake his fist
at the bobbing bounet at the window. -

“T'll arrest yer!" he howled. “I'l
run you in! I II get yer aix months for
this ! I—I—

*“Catch me ﬁrat duckey ! replied the

voice. * Just watch me way my head !
P.-c. Tozer -gpazed with anger-suffused
eves at the bobbing bonnet at thoe

Fymnasium window.

Aund down below ffty schoclboy voices
sent up a roar of langhter, ao that the
voices of both P.-c.Tozer and the bogus
Aunt Sally were drownad.

Meanwhile, in the gymmasium, W}hley
of the Remove held his sides, and almost
wept with laughter, _

“Ha, ha, ha!” he roared. “What a
rich game! Here, I must get out of.
this before Tozer does really cop me!
Oh, I've got a wheoze !

Going to the side of tlu: gym, Wibley
Fixing

it "to swing gently to- and fro in front

| of the window, he scutiléd to-the. rear of
the gymmasium and qmtﬁﬂd by the bﬂ;ek

daor. ST L rL
It was now getting ﬁaﬂn.rdfﬂ dek, ' and’

| all that was visible to- thﬂa&:mwﬁ am . the
quadrangle

below wam-Aunt Bally's

bonnet bobbing up and down befare the

window eévery now and-then aw#the rope
within swung to and fro.

“Bhe’s still in there!"” howled Bkinner
frantically. “Bust the door open, yon
chaps!™

““That’a it!" said P.-c. Tozer ma;eat:
cally, “‘I mil upon’ you to asgist me in
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the etecootion of my dooty, in the name
of the lor!”

“Ta, ha, hal”

One ar two fellows rushed aeross to the
woodshed in order to procure something
with which to batter in the gymnasium
door,

Bulstrode and Hazeldene secured a
a ladder, and bore it back in triumph.

Amnidst loud shouts the ladder was
raised, ready to batter in the gym door,
when all of a sudden a loud, angry
voice broke upon them.

“What. on earih is going on here!”
exclaimed Wingate wrathfally., “What
are vou doing to that door?”

“ Bunter's aunt—tha spoofer—is in
there, Wingata!” shrieked 8k Inner,
“She's Jocked herself in, so we—1i're
Lattering the door in!”

Wingate looked at P.-¢. Tozer, and his
lipa curled amusedly.

Then he withdrew a key from his

pocket, and going forward he quictly

unlocked the zymnasium door,

With a wild howl the crowd poured
forward, eager to be first in.

Wingate and P..c. Tozer to the fore
dashed into the gym. ;

“There she 181" roared
“Why Great smakea!”

They all came to an abrupt half as they
saw the bonnet swinging on the rope.

There was a wild chorus of amazement
and laughter.

"Qhe—she’s ‘opped it!"”
P.-c. Tozer. “Well, my "at!”

“ Gug-good lor’ 1

The crowd loocked at each ather
biankly, whilst P.-c. Tozer seemed to
have some difficulty in breathing.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Feter Tadd,
- Diddled, dished, and done!”

Harry Wharton, who had been an
smused but extremely anxious onlooker,
walked up to Wingate and whispered a
fow words 1n his ear,

Wingate gave Wharton a startled, m-
credulous look, and then turned to P.-c.
'-.I"ﬂ:EET.

Bolsover.

stuttered

“Come with me, Tozer ! he said. "1
want to speak to you!”
Wonderingly the village constablé

followed Wingate from the gym, and
Harry Wharton accompanied thenh.

Outside., Wingate turned to Tozer.

“There's nothing ot all to troubls
about, Tozer,” he said quietly. “This
—this-appears to be a prank of some of
the Emim's I ‘
&d H_”

Wingate laughed grimly.

w1l settle with the perpetrators of
this trick!” he said. “You nead not
bother, Tozer; I will deal with the
matter 1

“ Aut. look Yere !’ howled the incenscd
constable wrathfully. “IYvon mean to
say I've been ‘ocodwinked® "Aving a
game with me, hare they? I—1—"

Harry Wharton laid a hand restrain-
ingly on Tozer's arm, and pressed somoe-

thing into the horny palm of the in-

furiated policeman.

P.-c. Vozer's attitude changed at once.

He aloost beamed, and touched his hat
respectiulty.

“ Wery well, then, sir,” said he, © T'll
leave vou to dead:with them young rips !
Ounghit to be drownded, they did! Tf 1
was their master I'd wallop 'em all day
long ! FHact: I would 1"

“They'll “be-: ‘walloped all
laughed i Wingate. “on’t
Fj_‘ﬂﬂ,ﬂ'r Ir!, T i ] .

And; - stil  mumbling about * them
young tips,” P.-c. Tozer clutched the
coin Harry Wharton had bestowed upon
him, and setting his helmet straight, he
rumbled on his way towards the gates,
and finally disappeared,

Then Wingate turned on his heecl and
strode towarda the scheol building,

right 1"
bather,
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There was anger on his brow, but at |

the corners of his mouth one might have
seen a lurking grin.

Wingate could see the humorous ride
of Wibley's escapade, after all!

[A—

TEE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
The End of the Business !

L ooD "
G Wibley of the Remave, still
attired in the preposterous
garhb of Bunter's . “ Aunt

Sally,” climbed in at the window of the
Remove dormitory and joined his cousin
Gearge, who was at that moment domg
his hair in front of a mirror,

Gerorge had divested hims=elf of his
cousin’s Etons, and was now garbed
in his khaki suit.

He turned, and met his cousin with a
grin as that enterprising youth strolled
towards him.

“(Oh, here you are!” le said 8o
you managed it!"”

Wibley gave & chuckle.

H Hutiﬁﬁf 7 e said. * I left old Tozer
and a whole crowd of *em banging at the
gym door, thinking I was inside.
Rigged up a sauey little ruse to keep ‘em
there, and while they were looking at the
front window I hopped out of the rear.
Ha, ha, ha!”

George Wibley pauszed to slap his
cousin on the back,

'(Grood for you, old son 1’ he chuckled.
# And now get into your real togs as
apon as you can, for T must be off. My
train goes at eight-seventeen l”

“ Right-lo !"” responded Wibley, pro-
ceeding to rid himself of his femi®ine
attire. T sha’n’t be sorry, in a way, 10
get out of this giddy clobber. Bust that
skivt! ITow ever women can walk about
in those things I'm blessed if 1 know!
Ow ! Dother that safety-pin!
That's done it ™

Wibley washed the greasc-paint off
hia face. ridded himself of his false hair
and eyvebrows, and then hastily serambled
into hia Etons.

In ten minntes the two cousins stood
in the Remove dormitory—George Wib-
ley in his uniform, and Wihley once

aguin a Removite of Greyfriars,
The *“Sally Bunter ” swindle was
finished !

Suddenly the handle of the door was
inrned, and ere Ceorge Wibley had time
to hide, Wingate and llarry Wharton
gtrode into the room.

“'Oh, my hat!” gasped Wibley, in
dismay.

Wingate looked grimly from one cousin
to the other. Harry Wharton caught
Harold Wibley's eye, and could not sup-
press a chuckle,

“Well, Wibley,” began the captain
of Gireyfriars, *“what have you to say
for yvourself over this affair?”

Wihley ginzm] blankly at VWharton, amd
addressed him fiercely.

*“ Wharton "' he exclaimed,
you didn't sneak 77 .

[ had to tell Wingate, to save the
bother with the police,” retorted Harry
Wharton quietly, " You -, Wib!
Couldn’'t vou have cleared off without
causing all that rumpus?” > [ ¢ :

w1t couldn’t be helped,” said Wibley.
“ Somebody—Skinner, I helieve—came

“ Jurely

up here and tampered with my bex, and

discovered George’s clobber in, there.
That gave the ganre away, and ‘Gmrge
would have been arrested and detained
‘f T hadn't thrown them off the scent.
Has—has old Tozer cleared off ¥"

Wingate here interposed.

“Yea, Wibley, he bas!” said the cap-
tain grimly. “I should like an ex lana-
tion, or else I might consider this a
matter for the Head to deal with.”

Good !,

| din
| wa]f:ed out of the dormitory.
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MOh erumbs i aiacnlated Wibley, in
111¢=.an. “E-T'll tell vou, Wingate !”

And, taking it in turne to tell their
story, Harold and George Wibley ex-
plained the whole affair.

When it came to George Wibley’s
turn to speak, Wingate was cvidently
favourably impressed by the young
soldier’'s confeasion, and wi’;en hig reasons
for wishing to remain away from home
until that night were disclosed, Wingate's
eves bore an admiring, kindly light,

“Well.” said Wingate quietly, when
Loth had finished and were anxiouely
awaiting his decision, * for real, sheer,
unvarnished — cheek and impudence,
Wibkley, T think you take the cake!”

“TPhanks, Wingate!” said Wikley of
the Remove ruefully.

“VYou are in the main responsible
for this affair, I think,” said Wingato
grimly, " and T shall punish you accord-
11161;:_. far creating all this disturbance.”

ibley gave a gasp of relief,

Wingate then turned to George
Wibley.

“1 suppose you took a grave risk in
doing what you did,” remarked the Grey-
friars captain good-humonredly, * But
it’s not within my power—or my nclina-
tion-+ta punish you. Anyway, your
cousin will be caned for the commotron
he has caused herc this afternoon, and I
advise you. to clear out as soon as pos-
sible, in case you are—er——discovered.”

“Oh, thanks awfully!” exclaimed
Gmfﬂ Wikley gratefully. * You've
acted like a sport 7 :

Wingate grinned slightly, and held out
his hand frankly to the soldier. '

“7'11 leave you to get away from Grey-
friars as best vou can,” r=aid the captain
kindly, * Good-bye, and good luck i

There was a queer lump in George
Wibley's throat as he returned Win-
vate’s hearty handshake.

‘Wingate then turned, before leaving,
and addressed Wibley. :

“VYou may see your cousin off at the
station,” he said. ‘‘Here's a pass out of -

ates, and then I leave you upon your
anour to come to me this evening for
vour punishment. Do you understand il

o Parfectly, Wingate ! replied Wibley
quietly. “{"f"nllﬂp me a5 much as you
like. ¥ouwre a brick to let us off like
this 1" :

Wingate made no respons, but, nod-

to George Wihley, he turned and

W harton.

Wibley turned to Harry _
“ Wingate will

“ A1 serene ! he said.

et the .matter rest there, and—it was.

worth a caning. I suppose George and | §
had better he going to the station?”

Wharton nodded, and held his hand out
to George Willey.

“(Good-bye!” he said. “Glad
enjoyed your stay at Greyfriars, and I
Lope you'll make pood where. you ara
gomg. The best of luck, old man!”

Wib's cousin, and the captain of the
Remove shock hands in farewell, and
then the two Wibleys stole out of the
dormitory, made their way secretly to
the box-room, and thence to the dark-
cned guadravgle, : .

Whilst Wibley was engaged arguing-
with Cosling over the pass, Lcorge
Wibley slipped through the gates, pued 2
Lﬂﬂ!’ﬂ-ﬂllt lator his Greyfriars cousin joined

Erf. .

Together they walked to tha station,
and, the tramn slrzming tust in, they just
had time enough to take an affectionate
farewell of each other, and then George.
Wibley left Friardale, B

Wibley's voice, as he spoke a good-
night to the porter, was husky, amd he
walked back to Greyfriars heavy-hearted
at the departure of Eﬁa cousin chum, but

lad that George was going into a new

| Jife to make good. _ i :
THE MAGNET LIBRARY.—No. 599.
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Arriving at Greyfriars, he went
straight to Wingate's study,

Wingate was iimi, hut very just, and
the next few minutes were very painful
ones for Wibley, and the results lingered

ot his palma far into the evening.

But Wibley bore his punishment with
great fortitude, knowing full well that
hisg daring escapade merited a much
sterner penalty. .

Harry Wharton & Co. offered him all
the condolence they could, but they
waere emphatic, if not callous, in calling
him a “silly duffer.” ‘

But Wibley grinned and hore it in
great good humour.

When prep was finished, he again
sought out Harry Wharton & Co,, and
23 he spoke to them eagorly for a few
momenta there was again an excited,
cager gleam in his eve.

The chuwmns of the I?le:um-e roared over
what he conveyed to them; and whilst
Wibley scuttled up to the Remove dormi-
tory about ten minutes before bed-time,
they =ought out Billy Bunter in Btudy
No. T, and inguired blandly what had
become of his aunt.

“Gerraway !” snorted DBunter mourn
fully.

Peter Todd chuckled,

“ Aunty has disappeared ' he said. ™1
reckon ghe hopped it back to Loudon
quick as soon as she saw old Tozer. Poor
old Bunty las been having a high old
time this evening. Aunt Sally's Priceless
Potion for Podginess has been getting
the poor blighter down! Ha, ha, ha!™

“Grooogh!" moaned Bunter, whosa
face still was ashen pale. *“1—I'd like to
murder that old hag! Wait till to-
morrow ! I'll write to iny pater. I don't

Lelicve she's an aunt of mine at all.  It's
all spoof, Yah! Ow-owl"
Harry Wharton & (o, laughed

mightily, and remarked that it was time
they went to bed.

Wingate, who was seeing lights out in |

the Remove that night, came along seon
after, and the Remove—with the excep-
tion of Wibley—was herded off to the
dormitory.

‘Having got there, they began to un-
dress, and Wingate went out.

" Where’s' . Wibley?”  inquired Piet
Delarey, looking at the empty bed.

There were many inquiries as to the
absent Wibley, but nobody seemed to
have known where he was,

Suddenly there came a tap at the door,
and a high-pitched female wvoice in.
quired :

“May I come in®"

The Removites gazed at each other in
horror,

Wlmmmm‘-

{ NOTICES.

L]
Eaimlm-“mmmmmﬂ

FOOTBALL.

Wanted matches for next season - average
age 16—, Bowman, 29, Cressington Road,
Stoke Newington, N. 16,

CRICKE

Ellerman’s Wilson Line Third
16;. Grounds, Woods Lane,
dates, Saturdays or evenings.—Ronald Tad.
man, Telegraph Dept., Ellerman's Wilson
Line, Limited, Hull.

Earlsmead A.C. want matehes., home and
Away., preferably in North Lomdon district.
Also two or threc good plavers, 15-17.—Apply
Secretary, 45, Lennox Road, Finsbury l'ark,
London, N, 3,

Lleven -

Ptinted and publizhed avery
Advortlsamant officea: The Flestway Houmse, F
Australasin), 89, 10d. per annum, 43. 5d.

Cottingham, Any |

Minday hy the Propristors, the Ama

“A—a woman!"
Brown., “And—and
Bunter's aunt!"

“Oh crumbs!™

The door opened, and who should sail
m but Aunt Sally !

Y lG-good lor' I

" Into bed, quick, you chaps!"

There was a hurried scramble as the
hays scottled for their beds. Modesty
could not allow them to encounter a lady
it their dishevellad attire.

Aunty sailed right in, and, closing the
door behind her, she surveyed the scared
faces that looked up from underneath the
bedelothes with a guiet smile,

“ Hallo, b-hoys!” she cried amiably.
“Where's Billy?  Oh, there's the little
dear! And how are your pains, Billy 2

“Gerraway ! howled Bunter, glaring
viciously at his * aunt.”

The Removites—with the exception of
the Famous Five, who were chuckling—
blinked in consternation at Aunt Sallv.

"Get out, ma'am!" yelled Rokover
major.

Aunt Sally gave a chuckle, and, going
over to the washstand, took her bonnet
off, and proceeded to undress. :

There were glares of horrar from the
Removites, until there came a sudden
yell from Bkinner.

“1t's the spoofer!” howled Skinner.
“At him, bays! Collar the rotter!"

Then the Removites remembered
Skinner saying that he had discovered
some soldier's clothes in Aunt Sally’s
box, and at once there was a wild
scramble in the direction of *“ aunty.”

That female gave a vell, and tore at
her head.

H®& red, bobbed hair came away, and
the fellows fell back, and gazed at her in
astonishment,

Then Wibley of the Remove removed
his facial disguise, and, slinging the red
hair on his bed, he grinned affably at his
Form-fellows,

VM Billy,” he trilled, still in a high-
pitched feminine voice, “come to e
arms and kiss me, dearost!"

"Mum-my word !

The boys of the Remove gazed at
Wibley like boys in & dream. As for
Billy Bunter, he gazed at Wibley as if
his eyes would go suddenly out of his
head aud drop on the floor,

“ Gug-good lor' 1" he ejaculated.

Wibley then proceeded to divest him-
self of ai{1 his female raiment.

“Ha, ha, ha!™ he roared, and he
caught Billy Bunter a lovely one ig the
mouth with the gaudily-striped skirt,
“Ever been had, you fellows® Sa-ally !

it sounds like

ejaculated Tom |

That's me-pa!”

Correspondence, efc., Wanted,

Miss Prizeilla Davies, 11, Staford Place,
Griffithstown, Newport, Mon., Wales, wishes
to hear from her chum, A. D. Clark, late of
Adelaide High School, Australia.

F. H. Whitehouse, 18, Waolsey Road, Mild-
may Park Jslington, N.1, offers Meccano
outfit, second-hand, cqual in value to No, 5,
£2 105. Apply Moadays, after 7 p.m.

Geo. Buntler, 20, NHritannian Row, London,
N. 1—with peaders interested in draughts.

Agent of a New York boys' magazine,
wanta English supporters. Stamped envelope
to Percy R. Attwood, 246, (lyn Road, Clap-
ton, E. B

Miss Elise Crutebley, 3, York Road, South
Fs;lrnhuruugh, Hants—with girl readers any-
where,

_— e

Baeck Numbers Wanted.

Harold Peters, 34, Enville Street, Ashton-
under-Lyne, near Manchester, offers a large
number of buack npmbers of the Companlon

Papera.

—— o e ———

Bubscription rates:
-Bols egents

A Tip: Order Next Week’s “GEM” NOW !

“Ha, ha, hat"

A mighty wave of laughter arose from
the Removites; and even Skinner had to
gasp first and then burst into laughter
at the recollection of that day’s happen-
ings,

“Wibley!” screeched Dunter. “ Tt—it
can't be you, Wibley! How on earth did
you do it?"

Wibley chuckled, and stuffed his dis-
guise under the bed.

“That's my secret,” he said. “Poor
old Bunty ! [ got my awn back on you
for boning my grub, didn't I? How did
you enjoy the Potion for Podginess?"

**Ha, ha, ha!"

It was quite possible that Bunter, in
the extremity of his rage and chagrin,
would have gone for Wibley, had not
Wingate at that moment walked in to
turn lights out.

Wingate curtly told the Remove to
stop giggling and get to bed.

ursting with suppressed laughter,
they did so0; but as soon as Winate had
gone candles were lighted, and voioes
demanded of Wibley to explain his little
game,

Then, amidst many outbursts of
laughter, Wibley told the Remove of his
hoax, leaving out the vital motive of his
cousin 11t staying at Greyfriars.

Ripples of merriment came from every
bed except William George Bunter's.

The effects of that Priceless Potion had
not quite worn off, and the Owl of the
Remave felt utterly miserable,

Many were the taunts and bland ir.
quiries launched at him by the chortling
Remove; and, almost on the verge of
suffocating with fury, Bunter rolled him-
self up in his bedclothes and tried to got
to aleop.

Sleep was impoasible for some time,
and when it did come Bunter apent a
restless night dreaming of that atrocious
aunt of his, who had made that afternoon
an ordeal of torment to him,

Next morning the news got abroad.

Bunter had te hide his diminished
head, and sit ti ht, whilst the others
chortled over Wigle;r's magnificent game
of bluff, "

Grevfriars laughed loud and long over
the affair, and for many weeks after-
wards the sole topic of conversation at
the school was * Bunter’s Aunt Sally.””

THE END. 2

(Don’t miss “THE HERD'S
HOME.COMING ! ""—next M. ay's

Grand, Long, Complete Story of
Greyfriars School —by FRANK

RICHARDS.) |

Reggie Irvine, 13, Taylor's Road, Carrick-
frrgus, co. Antrim, Ireland—% Magnets ® with

Rob Cherry, Vergon-Smith, Bolsover, Wis-
gale, Squiff, and Mauoleverer in the Gallery.
Write first.

Cyril Neesome, 13, Ellesmere Place, Long-
sight, Manchester, will exchange a pair of
ice-skates, in gm:-{i condition, for twenty-five
“Gems " or “ Mugnets " mobe than four years
old.

Ronald Tompkina, Horse and Groom, Bt.
Leonards-on-8en—% Penny Populars™ before
1918, 3

A. Dallow, 2/52 Tordesley Park Road,
Small Heath, Birmingham—$ Magnets, " 1-450 ;
“ems,” 1-450. Write first,'slating price.

Alfred dGloundry, 28, Tomnyson Terruce,
Crook, Duorham—%Magnets® and © Gems™
below 3. “ Roys' Friend » Library below 300,

E. H. Nelson; 71, Shortmarket Street, Ca
Town, South Africa—“Gem ” and % Magnet »
Christmas Numbers, 1917, %, each offered.

Miss Peggy M. Read, Maindes Park, New.
port, Mon.—the story in “Magnet » in which
Tom Redwing first meets the Dounder,

for Bouth Africa: The Central Newsz Agency, Lid.
Ltd.; and for Canada: The Imperial News Oo., Ltd, Saturday,

Igarrated Pross, Limited, The rlaetw:L Houze, Farringdon Sireet, London, H.O &
arringdon Btreet, London, B 0. 4. Inland

for 2ix monthg,
and Neow Zealand: Mezsrs. Gordon & G »teh,

exoept Somth Afries and
lntmmnh for Australla
Auvgust Ind, 191%.

and abroad



SYNOPSIS.

Johony Goggs comes: 1o Ryleombe firammar
School from  Franklingham with his choms
Trickett, Biount, and Waters.

Loggs i3 a jiujitsn expert, o clever im-
personator, and the organiser of many bril-
hant japes. He lewds an  expedition of
Grommarians to St. Jim's, and accomplizhes
one of the most daring night raids ever per-
puotrated.,

Gerald Catt: of =t. Jim's fulls foul-of Bingo,
the buteher, and afier a serap, in which Cutis
12 oworsted, Bingo pick- 3 quarre] with Goggs.

The fight takes place a fow days luter in the
presence of quite s crowd, Kildare, the St
Jim's akinper, acting as referee,

{Now read on.)

. ——

Fighting It Qui !

ARREL, az good 2 judge as any there,
remarked to Rushden ¢
“There’'s one thing T notice—that
thoygh the buteher's got a good reach
[nr & fellow of his stocky build, he hasn't a
better reach than thut Grommarian kid. Look
At the length of the young beggar's armeg !

“Leook at the thinnoess of them, lhoogh!”
returned Rushden. -

They were thin. They hardly seemed to
liave biceps at all, compared with Bingo's.
But  that again was  deceptive. Gogos®
muscles made up in quality what thev lneked
i quantity. That wiry frame of Lis wnoa
like steel and whipeord.

The gloves were fustened: the usmal pre-
liminaries were gone through ; Kildare, at
Bingo's request, gravely stating that “hanky-
Panky was barved,” thongh he was nob at all
eurc what the butcher meant by hanky-
panky, the combatants shook hands, and the
light began,

The rounds were fixed at three minntes
eacit, With one minnte intervals. and the
combat was mnderstood togbwe to o Hnish,

There was nothine much in the Arst round
ti: indieate o speedy vietory for the favourite.
He secmed to have the best of i, for he
kept Gopgs on the defenee; bat be failed to
sCare any particalar sweeess.

And it was plain that Goggs' defensive
tactics were oot to his hikine.

IIe muttercd things abont “bBloomin® run-
nin' matches ™ as he stalked 1o his corner at
the end nf the ronnd,

“The batcher’'s guick on his feet—quicker
than you'd cxpeet of a Pellow of his huild.
But Goggs bas the legs of him,” was Darrel’s
comiment.

“hegs won't win g Aeht Y aaid Alomtbeith.

“Tve kpown them to. nsed in the right
way," replicd Dharrvel, 1 don't say they'll
win this ome, though. The butcher is a fit
g cimen.”’

[tound  two  =aw  Bingo. aoain attacking
ity But this time Goges' tactics had
chimnged. He did less retreating, amd more
doucking and guarding. And Bingo, wito had
Fennd it =0 easy to play rat-tat on the coun-
tenanecs of the village lads, grew gquite aa-
noyed when he discovered how very clusive
that very solemn face of Goges' was,

“ By Jove, youlir Goges s clever!™ azaid
Delamere, the derammar =ehood captain, © Who
woubd have Daneied e buod itan by Catide,
consider it's rather huelky for yon thai bebiing
hizhey was stoppoid. It's we flve to one on
the buteher, in my opinion,”

“Not sure that it’s two to one,” answercd
fHilmore, ag Cutts did not =cem dirposed to
angwer. ULoggs is getting  Lhe  butehers
pout, Oh, by jingo!”

“Hurrah!

“Well hit, Goggles!”

*My hat!"

E

Jorgot himself for the moment.

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

Bipgo was down on lis hack, gazing up at
the blue vanlt of beaven, and  wondering
what ¢oalil mve happened to lidm,

Yot what Lad luppenced to him was very
simple.

Az Qilmore had truly observed, Goggs had
got his goat,  In other words, Bingo Lol
sitffercal hisn=c-il to loas ligs teimgror, amd hiad
ik Ziven away an osndvanboage.

It wus Iowlisle ol L, hoat it waz pot sare-
[rrisinge.

Yor voges' elusivencss really wag o Lrifle
hard for a fellow who Qad been used to faces
Lhat waited to be punehedd,

Hingo was very far indeed from being
dotfer. © When be puncied, he punclied hard
and straight.

But he was up acainzt certainly the coolest
amd possibly the cleverest boxer e had ever
crnconntored.

Bags and Tricks and

and Wagtail knew how
extraordinarily smart

GoggEs was in those

glight movements, quick almost ns thought

sell, wloch earry o punch intended for the
countenanee over  the shoulder, Perfect
timing, akin to that which enables a first-
ritte batsman to glance balls to leg, comes
mmto that, and such timing calls for coolness

beyvond the ordinary as m-.lltas fur extreme -

fuickness,

Goges wis as cool a costomer as any there
preaent had ever zeen, and he had learned to
hox almost as carly as he had learned to
read. Mid inovementa seemped-—pl to some
extent were—instinetive, 1t §s poassible that
the econntry might have been searched in
vain for any fellow of his own age and weight
wWho would have bad the slightest chance of
livking him. :

“That kid has {1he makinugg of a champion
light-weight in him.” said Darrel, a3 Goges
stoodd, with bands by nis sides, waiting for
Bingo to rise.

He had no doubt that the butcher would
get up. That was o knockout hlow. There
had been Joree enough in it to put Bingo on
his back, but there had not been the full
foree that dwelt in Goges' left.

“Uo for lim!" howled Carboy, as Bingo
dgerambled up.

But Goggs paid no iweed to that adviece. He
let. Bingo rise unmolested. And something
in the heavy face of the buteher told that he
recoanised his opponent’s chivalry.

“Ow on earth did veu come to let him do
that to you?" inguired Weaggle at the end
of the round. _

The expressions on the faces of most of the
village lads when Binge crashed down had
bheen of & kind that suggested that they

almost thought Goges guilty of something
ginful,

They had
Binks floorod.
CGob mad with him Ccanse D oeouldn't get
ome on his  dial, an” forgot me guard®™
growled Bingo. It's no odde: T ain’t ‘urt.
But that skinny-lookin® specimen's a hoxer,
lemme tell you., An' he's a good sort, too:
b, wonldn’t 'it me when 1 was gettin' up.
Well, 'l treat im as Le treated me!'™

That prospective generosity  scemed o
argne greater confidence on the part of Ringo
than was justificd. Tut the belcher was still
sure that he could win.

And " Gogus  shook  his head  when  his
enthusiastic snpportera assured him that he
had as good as won,

“Not at all,” he said.

never before seen the mighty

“Dur iriend Binks
He will not
po eagily forget again, [ anticipate more
panching at my body in the next round or
two, and I cannot so easily avoid that.”

He was right.

Bingo came up to the scralch again not

Ty 3 1 L 2

By Richard F@hablp_h

in the least rattled by Wiz fall. 1t seemed
to bieve g him good,  He smiled, and he
wusd more cautious, 7

“ By Jove, I've seen worse shows at the
o= than this!” saikt Darrel, in the course
of 1l thirmd rognpnd,

“You think they '
asked Monteith.

“Can't you see it; man? The butcher chap
ig o fighter, and ne bad boxer, either; bhut
that  wispy-looking Goggs, who might ba
own sway by 4 bard pufl of wind, you's
btuey, is ome of the cleverest boxers 1 cver
gaw, and a fichter to hoot!”

“1 don’t see that Le’s deing muoch fighting
yob!" rrowled Knox. _

But if Knox could not sce that, Bingo could
feel it '

Goges seldom  punched  without  getting
home, His uncle, one of the best amateur
hoxers of Lis Jday, had taught him the -valye
ol ceonomy of effort. A moderate boxer
cannot afford that. Unless he is attaeking
pretty constautly he 13 forced to meet his
antagomist’s attacks in 4 manoer which means
Lthe adoplion and maintenance of defensive
tactics likely to tie nm ap. : i

But, given exceplional coolness and clever-
ness, the man who possesses those attributes
can wait his time. Defence in his case does
not mean being forced to play his upjmtlﬁtlt's
warte,  He lets that opponent imagine that
he can play that game, lures him on. and
then iakes advantage on the instant of any
flaw in his detfepce—and some such dGaw there
i& hound to he iu the ease of a man who is
attacking hard. '

If Bingo had had nothing but his strength
and ordinary boxing skill Le would have been
in a hopeless case.

But Bingo bad a grest deal more than that.

In the round builet-head of the butcher lad
there was the right =ort of brain for a light-
ing-man, Just a8 Bingo's footwork was far
quicker and cleverer than aayone could have
expected from s somewhat heavy build, so
hig brain was far gnicker and cleverer—for
this ene job, if for wo other--thun his face
Proniset. :

He had ne delusions now ' about lis task
heing w4 light one.  He knew that every hit
Giogus registered counted, tough as were the .
face and body on which those hits were
registered.  The power behind the punches
amazed him at first, but it never daunted
him, And he knew that he punched at least
#8 hard, if he did not get home as often in
proportion to the attempts he made.

Bingo c¢ounted wnow chiefly on  hig un-,
doubtedly greater strength and his supposcd
greater endurance.

He thought that he could go on punching
longer than Goggs could, and take more
punishment than a fellow so slim as Gopgs
possibly could, ' '

It rempined to be scen whether he was
right. :

The third, fourth, and Gith rounds were
very much alke.
~ Bingao was attackine most of the time.
sometimes Goges retreated, and drew him on
until he saw a chance of getting in & telling
puncli. At other times he stood up to him,
and trugted to his guickness in dodging to
avoud blews in the face. Those Lie took on
the hody—and Bingo got through his guard
now and then—did not seem to bother Lim
muchi, Unce in a way he would take o turn
at attacking, and then the sturdy Bingo
would have Lo give ground o hit,

{(There will be another splendid 'long instal-
ment of Lhiz grand 2chool story in nexd
Monday's--issue of the MacNEY. Order your
copy ir.:E advance.) : '

LT ] !
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THE MAQONET.

Every Monday. Every Wed.

The Editor’s Chat.

The Companion Paners are:
THE GEM. THE BOYS' FRIEND.
Every Monday.
YOUR EDITOR IS ALWAYS CLAD TO HEAR FROM HIS READERS.

THE PENNY PDPLULAR.
Every Friday.

CHUCKLES.
Every Friday.

-

-

For Next Monday :
“THE HERO’S HOME-COMING !>
By Frank Rlchards.

Nexboweek's story deals with the adventures
of an old Favourite, to wit, Licutenant Tis-
celles. Having done his duty to hiz King and
Country, this popolar fellow returns to Grey-
friars, apd Harry Wharten & Co. see tlal his
return is made  worthy of  the  ocension—
althongl the chams of the Bomove Form oare
i for a wpreat surprise before they are able
to properly roccive their “Larry” Laszcclics.

——

A REPROOF FROM LEWISHAM,

There has bewen i protty general hinpression
that the “Penny DPopular,” withh all new
storics, was just cxactly I'T. But my friend
from Lewisham says, that thouch he likes
the new tales he eonsiders the “Peuny Popu-
Iar " would have doue better by sticking tao
the old ones. Woll, opinions differ. There is
nothing against the old stories in all this,
but I found that the majority of my friends
wantod something hrand new,  Amd now they
have got it. The “Penuy Popular ™ is going
on its upward woy, and 1 caunot dream of
obliging my {riend from Lewisham in this
mintter.  As he likes things as they are, with
poly one “ooly,” as it were to his criticism,
perhaps be will settle down and be satisfied,
1 hope 20,

s —-_—

A HAMPSHIRE CRICKETER - AND
THE PRINTER.

An  anonymons  correspondent  nsha  me
Yhether a clhampion who came into o story
i the “Tenny Popular ™ was Kennedy, the
Hatwpshire cricketer. The answer is in the
negative, Reol people are never introduoced
as characters into my yarns. It would not
do at all. By the way, the writer wha nska
me this queztion suerests that the * Annual »
will be a firsterate companion [or his old
age. Tt will be more than that, T am sure.
Is this a sly hint that the great volume is
not  being hoeried  Torward  with  sufficient
celerity?  Perhaps not; but i any coge I am
doing my best; thouzh even then there is a
lot to push forward, There is the printer.
pood, atfable obl woul that be is, who Las th
he reckoned with. T dare say some of you
have uot met a printer. Az a rale, the
printer lives like a violet —in shady dells, or.
at least, in out-of-the-way ecorncrs of the
old world, and seldom goes liome until after

dark. He iz far lon husy to keep early
hours. He lives amidst his brevier anid his
nanpariel  tvpes, and  the  happy-zo-ducky

minion. and he likes to have a hurried supper
oft amall pica aml long prima, or any other
licht and interesting dilicacy which happens
to be going. The printer is uot as other men.

When 3 Gr-t woot down to see the worthy
and aued gentleman on the sabject of the
new CAnnual 7 he took off his little black
vap, atraked his leonine silvery locks, and
siitd he was really afraid be was too husy to
umdertake such a gizamle-gue scliwme.  The
printer loves Tome words, ¥l Know, same.
thins sranee wwl ont of the was. The
printing offiee eat—a Lright ginger variety
of the specis, by the way— stralled out of the
offine at thot minate, and had to be spoken

to.

“Oh, coamie oW, You ate net reallhy oo
Busy ! 1 zannd.

“Ie g biz ioh,” tepied the printer. a: he
rubbed The fat's umsal wope wlaee thowghf-
frible, “1 have oty allotment to look

after, and the potaloc: are doing somewhnt
incitferentty, 1 seldom. oven as things e,
get to work with the spade and hoe until
Tong  after midnight. © Then there are the
hardy annuals which Want waterine.”

That wazs my cuel and T ook jt—just as a

billiari-player, or a cinema-actor, or ANy
ather zork of aefor will

“Annualat T gried, “Hni this i3 an
“Annnal’  You are Fomid ol vour anmoals.

Would you provent ten million readers of e
Companion Papers cnjoying their * Annoal 9
That wonld be inconsiderate, unkind, not o
siy shightly o the selltsh zide.  Never let the
mnbhinkinge have o chance of suving that x
printer was Jacking in conrtesy towards the
walting myriads of lis fellow-meg ™

Well, ot last, after munch argument, the
printer suw the  paint. Likc Lthe goodly,
chivalrons porsonage hie is. e said the SU-
porters of the Companion Papers should have
thetr wished-for -~ Annuad " —ay, even if he, 1he
hard-worked printer, had to dally amidst his
machinery till the dewy hours of the dawn

L sm alwavs clad to iet my Iricnds spe g
glimp=e of the inner working of the business,
Eotrust they will accept tle foregoing as a
prood of the zeal and onthu-insm with whine
the "Annnal ™ @s being catrivd forward to tine
trivteph fhat awaits 10,

—_— - -

A SUGGESTION.
Mr. Froderick Harrold,  president and
founder of Hardrey's Club, writes to  me
frotn 53, Morfison Street,  Lavepder I1ill,

Babtersea, =W and sayvs his olub is making
grand hoadway. He fecls, however, that he
has been forestalled by the president of th
South Lowdon - Magenet League, For my
part. T think tiere 38 room for all, and T am
a little doubtiul whether it i: & feasible
thing, ns my correspondent sueresta, to unite
wll the clubs under a contral office. Mr.
Hurvold goes on to say:

CWe are getting ready the first issue of
the * Hurdrey's Magazine,” which s going
to B conducted somewhat after the atyle
that H. 1. 5, snggests to vou. We are oot in
any war put out at being torestalled, and wish

oir driend the bes<t of ek, and we should
ke ta help hime o owe couid, 1 mvaell am a
redilent  of  Brixton—that is, of conrae, in
south Lemoden g also our eontral oflice 1 =anth
London—and i it wradd not he a0 beopohy of
collfidence on your part. conld yan it moe
have the acdhlress of Ho 0, %, =0 that 1 cau
el mto communication with him. and try
tor bring about an sumalzamation, ta one
beniefit and those wlhiom we represeat, more or
less, for the Southern part of England. 1
do not know if vou bave ootieed that the
southern purt of Encland is not s0 well
orguniscd  or combined 23 the Northern. .
fu the North there are one or twe clnbs
which deserve an enthusinstic backing”

[t is a goed letter, and with snch foree be-
hind it any seheme st sneceed. I wiskh my
chisirn the best of fuck,

——l o

GREYFRIARS FOR EVER!

Vo Glepow correapogdent wants to soc oa
Grreyfrinrs Library, I have long bLiad this
notion at the back of my firain, but what
with one thing and another- chicfly another
—it has had to be postponed. The name
of Grreyfridrs is one to conjure with all the

wirrlid over, az we all know, anid manvy o
iy supporters ap and down the warkd, i
the farthest corners of  the  Lmpire, look

hack Lo the famon: yvarns which have served
to muke Grexfrinrs secm a real place, - In oo
genae bt is, for it concentrates in itsell most
af the Hnest and most inspiting traditions
of Jiritish Public Schoals,  But a Library
devoted entirely to the doings of the sehool
has yef to be. 1 trust it will materialise
o bime, There ate many other plans,
though, in the fortoing, and one has to tuake
o at o time.  And if o Gresfriars Library,
why pot a Bunter one?  Runter fieta  his
shiare of abuse for heinz oreedy, bnt he is 2o
incorrigibly amusing that his defepts are over
looked,  Bomehow vou never associate the faf
Fellow with bools, o7 think of him as a biblio-
phile, but all the same his  Subliine Pon-
deroaity helpz to e hooks, and extromciy
URtertaining they are.

THE AMATEUR.

It has been whispored to mic that 1 anight
e more 0 the way of encouracineg contridi-
tlons frowm readers. 1 am a little loth 1o doe
this as mmeh disappointment is cansed.  Moprc-
aver, there is the aszet of Father Time to
be eonsidered. Tt takes hours, and then o7
hours, of steady sloceing Lo o throush anad
niiil' the prajseworthy but menerally e
perichieed  elforts of the good Fellows wlee
are starting to write: Where there are brpicht
ideas to he considered, it is worth while,
but when it is ouly o inestion of writing —
Lo of  dealing with “subiects  which
ordinary common or garden journalist lias il
Bils finger-tips—the labour is apt to be thrown
LWILY, But Llias 1 want-—reai idens, 1ot
tere happy thonghts aneh ss MAY CoIne ian
A train journey sand Ay away again, but actioa
wotions whicl will beoar rerutiny amd analyvsis,

YOUR EDITOM:,

[resy

Back Numbers Wanied.

V. B Levy, o¢'a JAsiatie Combreteiad
Compuany,  Shanghai,  China - Peany Porm
lars 7 and = Gems,” before 19]s,

J.oo Rickh, 12 Queen's  Row,
SR - Greyirinrs Meradds,”
Write lirst,

treo, Bubler, 20, Britanin Dow, N, I—Hark
unmbers Companion Papers.  Write firat.

Walwortl,.,
Id,  ¢aeh,

maps showing ALL

LMOST as soon as they are settled.
the new
war-made boundaries will appear in

IN FORTNIGHTLY PARTS : 10d.

The ONLY Up-to-date
Atlas in Existence!

Superbly COLOURED maps, measuring 12% ins.
‘ by 174 ins.~Complete ILLUSTRATED Gazetteer
of the world. —A work you MUST have.

Costs less than El!‘.'_ a day!

e-8-19



