BILLY BUNTER AT ST. JIM'S!

SEE THE LONG COMPLETE STORY INSIDE.
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WHILST BILLY BUNTER SLEEPS THE ST. JIM’S CHUMS GET BUSYI

(A humorous incident from the long complete tale in this issue)
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VERY IMPORTANT NOTICE !

1 must commence my weekly chat on
this oceasion with the announcement of
& very important fact, As every reader
of tho MacreET LiBrRARY knows, our

F.mnuﬂ companion paper, the * Popular,”
a

s always been on sale on Friday morn-
ng of each week. Now, commencing
with this week, the * P’opular ” will be

ON SALE EVERY TUESDAY.

Now, the “Popular " is giving awa
MAGNIFICENTCOLOURED ENGINE

Address your letters to: The Editor, THE
MAGNET LIBRARY, The Fleetway House, §
Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4, 1 am [f
alwayvs pleased to hear from my chums.

E;ﬁTES, and I'm quite sure my ohums
not want to miss any of this grand

Don’t forget, then, to ask for

THE “POPULAR >3
On Sale Every Tuesday.

FOR NEXT MONDAY.

“BAGGING BUNTER!"
By Frank Richards.

Our next grand, long, complete school
story of Harry Wharton & Co,, at Grey-
friars, is entitled as above. This story
deals with the fnel events in Billy
*I_‘h_mtcr’a escapade in bolting from Grey-

riars,

A WONDERFUL COLOURED PLATE OF

GREAT CENTRAL

......

GIVEN AWAY FREE IN NEXT TUESDAY’'S ISSUE
JF THE "POPULAR.” ORDER YOUR COPY :iiO-DAY.!

ies, sa I particularly draw your atten-
n to the fact that you musi

ASK FOR THE ‘“ POPULAR”
TO-MORROW—TUESDAY.

Will my chums pléase announce this
w;a of date of publication of the
“Populag " to all their friends?

This week's issue of the “ Popular ™
will contain four grand, long, complete
school slories, there being an extra special
story by Frank Richards, entitled: “A
Victory at Last ! This story deals with

e mamazing “war " between Harry
%}Imt‘tgn & Co. and Herbert Vernon-

ithi,* in which the Bounder does his

st tb drive the Famous Fife from Grey-
friars, Readers of the MicxET LiBRARY
must not muss this  excellent  story
¢f thoir fsmnous chunis in the Remove.

The othes three school slories concern

o adventures of Jimuny Silver & Co., at

kwood; Tom Merry & Co., at St.
gﬁllﬁ . and Frank Richards & Co., in the
ool in the Backwoods. Then there is
a fine new serial by Sidney Drew, a
grand new competition for big money
prizes, and Pily Bunier's famous

=

“Weekly.”
THr Macwer LiBrarY.—No, T38.

f R!?Eding, Hm‘kﬁ,

RAILWAY EXPRESS

Splendid Long Complete Tale of the Famous Chums of St. Jim’s—

Correspondence.
Edgar L. R. Provis, 82, IHenuiker
Gardens, Iast Ham, E.6., wishes (o

correspond with readers, age about 18.

Harold Percival, 15, Orchard Place,
Southampton, wishes to hear from
English-speaking reader in St. Malo.
This eorrezspondent would also be glad to
hear from anyone in Southampton who
would teach him cricket,

Stuart Geo. Don, 87, Queen’s Road,
wishes to hear from
interested in

readers Australasia

stamps,

Robert Sellers, 13, Dundonald Strest,
Edinburgh, wijshes to correspond with
readers, ages 10-13,

A. Anderson, 12, Lytton Road, Leytan-
stome, K., wishes to hear from a reader
who can duplicate in o variety of colours.

Miss Nancy Bates, 6, Lower Exeter
Street, Lisson Grove, Marylebone,
N.W.8, wishes (o correspon with
MAGNET readers, ages 17-18.

John Thornley, 70, Manchester Road,
Clifton, nr, Manchester, would like to
contribute his serials, “The Iron Claw,”
“Treasure Island,” and “ Frocklos * 1o
amateur magazines,

Roy F. Dunhill, Marlborough House,
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Harry Wharton & Co, have
trouble before they succeed in

“BAGGING BUNTER,"”

but Billy gives some other schoolboys a
lot more trouble before he is caught and
taken back to Ureyfriars. Ths 'ﬂtﬂ?‘ 18
extremely funny, and is certain to afford
you very much pleasure and amusement.

Make certain of your copy by ordering
well in advance !

much

SPECIAL NUMBER OF THE
“ HERALD.”

Harry Wharton 1s 5{:11[]in.q;
special number of the " Greyiriars
Herald ¥ for our next issue. He has
called 1t an OPTIMISTS' NUMBER.

You can guess from that that there is
plenty of fun coming for readers of the
“Greylriars' Herald.” When jumors at
school start writing about optimism,
there are bound to be some extremely
interesting views expressed,

Once again, let me ask yon to make
sure of your copy of next week's number
of the Magxer LiBrary by orvdering
well in advance!

us a very

T ]
Leigh Beck, Canveyv-on-Sca, Canvey
Island, nr. DBenflest, Essex, wishes to

hear from Companion Paper readers,
Will amateur editors semd particulars
of their magazines, with list of advertise-
ment charges,. to Alan S. Richardes,
16, Upper Winchester Road, Catford,
S.E. 67 A. 8. Richards would also be
glad to hear from any amateur journalie
interested in helping to form a club and

start @ magazine, Mark envelopes
i Privlt'ﬁ-“ .
Joo DB. Aliner, 78, 8t. Dominigue

Street, Quebec, Canada, wishes to cor-
respond with readers in Australid and
New Zeuland interested in stemp cal
lecting. :

Cyril Patterson, 54, Wellington Road,
Dunston-on-Tyne, wishes to hear from
readers interested in his new Sporls and
IHaobbies Magazine.

(" V. Wahrenguist, 63, Benwell Road,
Holloway, N. 7, wishes to correspond with
readers anywhere for the exchange of
stamps and pieture postcards.

Miss [lla Stevens, 39, Shelley Road,
Boscombe, Bournemouth, Hants, wishes
to correspond with readers, ages 16-—18,

your €ditor.,



—in the “ GEM LIBRARY ”’ Every Week! 3

*';-J' c AT

-

A Magnificent, Long, Complete School Story, dealing with the Adventures of
Harry Wharton & Co., and Billy Bunter’s Visit to St. Jim’s.

By FRANK RICHARDS.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Famous Five are Called In!

1 HAHTDN I
‘;‘.ﬂ' “Yes, Wingate.”
“And Cherry——"

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!”

“And  Nugent, Dull, and TFurree
| H L&

BSingh——

“Here we are!”

“You're wanted in DMr. Quelch's
study,”  satd Wingate of the BSixth,
“Jg‘i{'re- of vou—cul along at once.”

*Oh!” :

“Thm "

Wingate walked on, and lhe IFamous
Five of the Greviriars Remove looked
at one anolher rather deubifully,

They wero not anxious to visit their
respected Form-master, Mr., Quelch, in
his studr that morning,

At morning lessons, Mr. Quelch had
been in his sharpest temper. Lines had
fallen in the Remove like leaves in
Vallambirosa,

Bob Chervy gave his hands an antici-
patory rub,

“Trouble for litikde us!” he said dis-
mally. “It’s all Bunter's fault; but
Bunter's out of it, and we're going to
catch il. T suppose Quelchy feels that
it’s up to him to take it oul of some-
body. ™
- Blow Bunter!” grunted Johnny Bull.

“Perhapa it’s not {rouble,” said Harry
Wharton hopeiully.  “Quelchy can’t
think we had anvthing to do with
Dunter’s bolt o

“There’a never any telling what a
Form-master may think-—and still less
what he may do,” said Bob pessimistic-
ally. " You have to keep a wary oye on
‘et al  the best of times. Bother
Bunter!™

“Bless him!" said Nugent.

“Well, let's go,™ said Harry., * What-
ever il 15, it won' nnprove by keeping."”

The TFamous Five made their way
rather reluctantly to ¥y, Quelch's study,
from e quad. The Greyfriars Remove
were in a buzz of exeitement that morn-
g, The news had spread that DBilly

Bunter had “belted ”—cleared off from
(reylriars to escape an impendimg flog-
ging. It was rather exciting news, and
the juniors discussed it to the exclusion
of all other topics. Billy Bunter, for
once, was right in the limelight—though

e was not there to enjoy it.

Mr. Quelch’s looks were not promising
when Harry Wharton & Co. presented
themselves in his study. He was frown-
ing deeply, and his eves looked more like
rimlets than ever, There were streaks
and patches on his august counlenance,
remnants of the weird mixture which the
hapless Bunter had “mopped " over his
Form-master in mistake for Coker of the
Fifth.

Those traces gave Mr. Quelch what his
pupils could only consider a rather comie
aspect. But they did not venture to
smile. Mr. Quelch’s expression did not
encourage smiling,

“You—er—sent for
Harry Wharton meekly.

The Hemove master nodded,

“Yes, Wharton, You are aware that
PBunier, of my ¥orm, has quitted the
school.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Without leave,” said Mr. Quelch,
“an act of—of—of unheard-of audacity
and insubordination.”

“Yes, sir,” murmured Harry.

There was nothing for it but to assent.
TMorm-masters, like lunaties, had lo be
humeured,

“You are aware,” continued Mr.
Quelch, **that Bunter was to be flogged
and expelled for having commitled an
andacious offence—nothing less than
swamping me—his Form-master—with a
hideous concoction of various fluids.”

us, siv!™  said

“I—I think, s=ir murmured Bob
Cheorry.

“What?"”

“1 think, sir, that-—"'

“You are not required to think,
Cheres.”

I:I-[]II]]‘PI

“1 have sent for vou to listen to me.”

“Oh!  Ah!  Yes, sir!” murmured
Bah,

Evidently il was necessary lo walk
warily in dealing with Mr. Quelch that
MOTning, _

“Bunter has left a ridiculous and ill-
spelt missive for the Head,” went on Mr.
Quelch. “*He admits his offence, but
declares that he threw that hideous &nd
offensive concoction over me by mistake.
He declaves thal it was intended for a
Fifth Form boy——"

“Thal’s true, sir,” said Harry.

“You are quite sure of that, Wharlon?
It i1s a very important point.” )

“Quite sure, sir,” said the captain of
the Remove, ¥ Bunter's as blind as an
owl, sir—I—I mean, he's rather short-
sichted, sir, and it was in the davk, too,

He certainly thought he was throwing

the mixture over Coker of the Iifth.”

“That, of course. lessens his offenco
very considerably,” said Mr. Quelch.
“T1f Bunter had explained that, instead of
telling me a series of palpable falsehoods,
I should not have reguested the Head to
expel him from Grexfrinrs. The expul-
sion will be reseinded: and Dr. Locke
agrees with me that a flogging will meet
the ecase.  Buouler has run away irom
school under a misappreliension. e
must be bronght back.”

The Famous Five listened. respectfully
and attentively. They were relieved to
find that it was not, after all, Mr.
Quelch’s inlention to “‘take it oul " of
them. That was so much to the good.
But they did not quite seo why they had
been sent for,

“Now,” conlinued Mr., Quelch, pro-
coeding Lo erlighten them, “no doubt
Bunter would return at onee, of his own
accord, ¥ he knew thal he was only to be
Alogged and not expelled. But he must
be found. T do not desire—and the Head
does not desire—any unnecessary pub-
licity in this unfortunate affair. The as-
sistance of the police *in finding the
foolish boy will only be called upon as a
last resource. T thought at first of send.
ing o prefect to seek Bunter, but—="

AMre. Quelch pansed.

“Bul on reflection, T think that

Tre Macxer Lippary —No. 738,
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Bunter's own Form-fellows would pro-
bably be more successful,” he said.
“The sight of a prefect would very likely
frighten him into concealment. 1In short,
I have decided to request vou-boys to
nndertake to find him and bring him
Lack to the schoal.™

The Co. brightened up wonderfully.

It was a fine spring dJay, and a sunny
sky, and a brisk breerze called them out
of doors. Looking for Bunter out of
yrates was a tremendous improvement on
lezsons in the Form-room,

“We'll be jolly glad, sir!”
Bob Cherry heartily.

“Yes, rather, sir!"” said Nugent.

“The ratherfulness is terrific, esteemed

exclaime:d

si;' " declared Hurree Jamset Ram
Emgh_
“Doubtless,” continued Xr, Quelch,

“you may form some guess as to where
Runter has gone—probably he has hidden
himself somewhere in the neighbourheod,
and yvou will be able to trace him. I
think it very probable. You will tell the
foolish boy that he is not to be expelled
—that he will only receive a flogging if
he returns at once. If he should refuse
tg return, you will bring him back 1n any
case. You are empowered to use force.
You will understand that you are acting
in Bunter's own interests. If he should
persist in defyving authority, he will rot
be allowed to return to Greyfriars—which
would be a very serious matter for him.
For Bunter's own sake, 1 think you will
do your best.”

“Rely on us, sir!” said Wharton.

“1 do rely on you,” said Mr. Quelch,
almost gemially. “"You will be excused
afternoon classes, and you will begin
your search immediately after dinner. 1
trust you will have brought Bunter back
by ecalling-over. Thank you, my boys—
you may go.”

The Famous Five left their Form-
master’s study in a very satisfied mood.

“Good old Bunter!” murmured DBob
Cherry, in the passage., “'Fancy Bunter
turning out useful for once! He's got us
a run out of gates instead of lessons! I'll
stand him a jam-tart when we find him."”

“If we find him!" said Harry.

“0Oh, we'll find him all right!” said
Bob confidently. * He can’t have gone
far—too much weight to carry.”

“Ha, ha, hal"

“ Bunter seemed to be thinking move
about the fogeing than the sack 1" re-
marked Frank Nuogent. “1 don’t know
whether he'll jump at the chance of com-
mg back to be flogged.”

“We'll make him,” said Johnny Bull.

“Yes, rather "

And the Famons Five joimned the
Remove going in to dinner.  And then
they made their preparations for hunting
Bunter.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Roman Parent !
i4 H dear!”
O Thus William George Bunler.
The Owl of the Remove was
tired. He had walked a couple
of miles, and that was more than enough
to tire Bunler.

ITe had had a good many rests by the
wayside as he tramped to Courtfield,
Bunter had thoughtfully provided him-
+0f with all the tuck he could find in the
IRomave studies before he started. At
svery rest by the roadsidehe made a meal
By the time he reached Courtlield all the
liek was pone—inside—and DBunter was
feeling the effects of half a dozen meals
taken in quick succession. The fat junior

MEXT
MOMNDAY!
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stopped at the posi-office, and zat on ihe
stone step to rest and consider, :

Billy Bunter had not done much think-
ing before clearing off from Greylrars.
[11s fixed idea was that he wasn't going
to be Hosged. All other considerations
were trifies light as air in comparizon with
that. So leng as he escoped Hogoing, the
(wl of the lemove was prepared to leave
minor matters to chance.

Besides, he was not without resources.
(Going home was the very last resource.
Bunter had no desire to go home. e
was thinking of hiz old acquaintance,
IVArey of 8t, Jim’s—whom Bunter
always claimed as a very particular pal.
He had a vague idea in his fat mind of
“planting ™ himself on D’ Arey somehow.
It might not work—but 1t was worth
trying. But he was prepared to go home

rather than return to Greyfriars and take
his gruei. If he was going to be sent
home, anyhow, Bunter argued, what was
the good of waiting for a logging first?

He rolled into the post-office at last,
und asked for a trunk call. At that time
of day Bunter senior was most likely to
be in his office in the City, and Bunter
asked for his father's office number. He
felt that it would be judicious to apprise
the old gentleman of the fact that he had
left Greyfriars. There was nothing like
getting 1n one’s own version first, Bunter
considered. It was best for Mr. Dunter
to know that he wasn't to blame in the
least, before the Head's letter arrived and
perhaps gave quite a different impression.

Bunter had to wait half an hour for his
trunk call, but he did not mind; he sat
down and rested, and hunted through his
pockets for stray bullseyes and aniseed

balls. His call came at last.
“ Hallo! Is that you, pater?”
“What? Who's speaking?"” came a

thin, sharp voice on the telephone.

“ Billy 1"

“What? Who's Billy 7" o

“Tt's William ! zaid the fat junior in-
 dignantly.  “ Who the thump are you?
Tell Mr. Bunter that his son 1s ringing
him up, can’t you?"”

“(Oh, very good! Hold on!”

Another voice came through over the
wires, & fat voice very hike Bunter's own.
It did not sound very amiable.

“William, 15 that you "

“Yes, dad,”

“What the dickens are you
me up at the oflice for, yon
jeckanapes "

This was nol very encouraging.

“Why aren't vou at your lessons at this
hour of the morping ¥ What ¥7

e

VOUDE

HI—I——"" stammered DBunter.
“Has anything happened 7"
bE r . 11

"'.'r £,

“Well, what? I'm busy!”

“Tve left Greylviarvs i

“What 3"

“T've been wronged—'

“What?"

“Wronged !”

“You young idiot "

“Oh!" gasped Bunter,

“Do wyou mean to. say that you're
coming home in the middle of the term "
boomed the elder Bunter's voice on the
telephane,

“PDon’t you want me home, dad?”

“OF course not !

*“(h 1

“You're trouble enough in the holi-
days. I should think you were aware of
that.”

“Oh M

“What do you think I pay your fees at
Greyfriars for?” demanded the exas
perated Mr. Bunter, “By gad! If the

¥

" BAGGING BUNTER!"

headmaster thinks he can send you home

s d

in the mididle of the term, he's making a
mistuke ! Ile's paid to keep you from
bothering me for a whole term!”

*Oh "

“You just go back at omce!” anapped
My. Bunter. * You dare to show your
nose at home, aud vou'll get a lickang
vou won't forget in a hurrgn 1 can pro-
mise you that, young hopeful I

“0Oh dear!”

“ Anything else 1" snapped Mr. Bunter.

“Oh dear! Yes. I've been wronged
and—-"

*“* Nonsense ! o

“I've been accused of mopping ink and
creosote over my IForm-master, and he
won't believe T didn’t do 16.”

“Didn’t you?”

“Yes—I mean no! I meant it for
another chap. And I never did 1t at
all 1™

“You young fool !” :

“(Oh, 1—1 =ay, they're going to flog
mﬂ_!l‘

“Berve you right [

“Oh dear!” '

“Tell the Head, from me, to lay it on
well,””  said Mr. DBunter heartlessly.
“J've thought several times that you
weren’t thrashed enough, William. Tell
the Head it is my most particular wish
that he should make a thorough job of
i.tr.“ .

“]1 don't waut to be flogged !" shrieked
Bunter.

“ Nonsense !"

“I—I've been wronged, you know, and
—and I thought you'd receive mae at
home with open arms, you know, and=—
and—-" _

“7 shall receive you with a strap, i 1
see you !” said Mr. Bunter. ‘' Good-bye,
William! I hope the flogging will do
you good. You need it,”

And Bunter semior rang off. Mr
Bunter was a stockbroker, and he was
busy that merning with bulls and bears
and stags and other fearsome animals
that haunt the purlieus of the Stock
Exchange. Evidently he had no time to
waste on his elder son.

“Well, my hat !" said Bunter.

He put up the receiver in disgust. If
he went home, it was clear that there
was not going to be a touching reception
of a wronged youth. Home was a place
to be eluded as long as possible, in the
circnmstances.  His father did not even
believe that he was innocent. That was
the unkindest cut of all! What was a
chap to do when his own father didn't
helieve that he was innocent? The fact
that he wasn't innocent did not worry
b Bunter, His powerful brain did not de-
scond to logrie.

“T'm jolly well not going home!”
murmired Bunter, as he left the posts
office. “T'm nat going back to Grey-
frinrs ! Old D'Arcy will be jolly glad fo
see me, and he'll be able to put me up.
I've got to get the train for Bt. Jim's—
that’s what Fve got to do. Iow jolly
[lucky 1 brought Smithy's overcoat with
me 1"

Bunter had brought the Bounder’s over-
coal beeause 16 was o much nicer onae
than hig own—=S8mithy being in class ab
(he time. DBut it was quite a fine day,
and there was no immediate need of an
overcoal—and there was a pressing need
of cash.  Billy Bunter rolled round to
Mr, Lazarus’ shop, and disposed of the
overcoat, receiving in exchange two
pound notes and a hitle ticlkel.

“T1 let Smithy have the tickel ! he
murmured. Tl settle up the two
pounds out of my next posial-order—
then Smithy ean’t complain! T shouldn’t

wonder if he does, all the same. }Iﬁ'a
rather a rotter. I'll send him the ticket

A SPLENDID TALE OF THE JUNIORS OF GREYFRIARS.

By FRANK RICHARDS.
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by post. Then he can go and gzet the
cont out of the spout if he hikes, "

Theve was time to post a letter before
the train loft Courtfield, and the lttle
ticket was despatched to ITerbert Vernon-
Smith at Greyfriars,

What &mithy would think, and say,

when he  recetved 1t, did nol worry
Bunter., His ideas about “meum and
tuum "' never were very clear; indeed,

he was feeline that he had acted very
conziderately tlowards Smithy, and hoped
that the= Bounder would appreciate it
Auvhow, he was safe out of Smithy's
reach, and that was all that really mat-

tered.
Dunter took his ticket at Courtheld
Junetion, and took his seat in the
CXPross,

He blinked out of the window rather
anxiously as the {rain started. But
there was no sign of pursuit—as yel.
At Greyfriars the fellows were still in
the Form-rooms. But Bunler felt re-
lieved when the express started, and
rolled away with him far from Grey-
friars, far from the owner of the pawned
overcoat, and far from the threatened
flogging.  Tle would be able to plant
himself on IV Arcy of St, Jim's for some
days, at least, he considered ; and beyond
that he did not take the {rouble to
thirtk. Bunter was not a fellow to meeb
trouble half-wpy.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Following Up the Clue !
question as the Famous Five

{3 ‘V HITHER?®”
camo oul of the School House

Bob Cherry asked that
after dinner,

The five were {ollowed by rather
envious glances from  the  other
Bemovites, Nobody, true, was specially

interested in finding Bunter; but all the
lemove would have been glad of a run
out of gates in the place of lessons. But
cuiy the Famous Five had been selected
—u selection which gave them a very
high opinion of their Iorm-master’s
judgment.

“Whither, O Chief?" repeated Bob
Cherry.  *Out of gales first, of course—
but after that?"

“Anvywhere will
Bull.
anyhow.”

*No pood coming back before lessons
finish,” assented Bob. “Thalt’s only
eommeon sense,  Still, we oought to bring
i Bunter if we can.”

“We want a clue to begin with,” res
marked Frank Nugent. *“ Now, if Jack
Drake was here—"'

“But he isn't,” said Harry Wharton.
“We've gol to pick up a clue for our
selves. Bunter's left plenty of traces
behind, if it comes to that. He's raided
half the studies in the Remove, and
Smithy says his overcoat iz gone out of
the lobby. Let's lry Gosling Ffrst.
(ossy saw him bolting, and reported it to
Quelehy. (Gossy may know something.”

“Good ™

The Iamous Five headed for the
porter’s lodge. They found Mr. Gosling
enjoving his after-dinner pipe. Harry
Wharton came to the point at once.

“You saw Bunter bolt this morning,
Gosling " he asked.

“Which T did, Master Wharton,” said
Gosling. “‘And wot I says is this 'ere—
prelty goings hon! That’s what I says.”

And Gosling shook his ‘ancient head
with severe condemnation.

“They never did such things in your
young days, did they, Gossy?” asked
NEXT
MONDAY1

do," said Johnny

“Petter ],:E{-_-'E*]. 1t up till tea-time,

‘““ BAGGING BUNTER!™

| -

T g
H MI . -
e
) A i 3
| 2 oy =
i ;.—-‘-_
Il b
) =

:

J

Billy Bunter shook hands with Arthur Augustus D'Arey. ‘‘Jolly glad fo see

you again, old scout !’ he said.

““ Quite a pleasure, isn't it? >
wathah ! *’ said Gussy.

“Yaas, |
(See Chapter 5.) '

Bob Cherry. “Things were quite
different in the reign of George the
Third 7"

Gosling snovted. Ile was not a young
man, certainly; but it was absurd to
supposo that he dated back to George the
Third.

“Dry up, Bob!" said Wharton, laugh-
ing. ““YWe haven't come here to chup
Gaossy. Mr. Quelch has commissioned us
to find Bunter, Gosling.™

“Has he?” said Gosling.  * Which I'm
surprised at Mr. Quelch. TP'r’aps he
dﬂn.t 1"“]{.:"#"-' KO 50 “'E!‘H e ] T [lﬂ.n

“Did Bunter say anything about where
he was going ?*'

“He said 1 could tell the Head he was
cone "ome.”

“(1one home ! repeated Wharton.

“1f he said that, it means that he's not
gone home,"” saild Johuny Bull, * You
kiow Bunter.”

“VYea, that's so,
else, Gosling "

Mr. Gosling reflected.

“He said as 'ow he hadn’t any 1den
whatever of poing to see young D'Arcy
at 8t. Jim's,” he repliad.

The Famous Five started.

11 [}rﬁi.rﬂ_‘ﬁ !'lr

“8t, Jim's!"

“Great Scoti!”

“The fat duffer!” exclaimed Harry

Did he say anything

Wharton. *So that was his fat-headed
idea! My hat!”

“Which he said he hadn't any idea of
going there,” said Gosling. * Nol the
slightest—them was his words.”

“That's just Bunter’s brand of cun-
ning,”” remarked Bob Cherry, as the
chums moved away. *“ Of course, he's off
to St. Jim’s.”

* Looks like 1t 1"

A SPLENDID TALE

“The lookfulness s lerrvifie,'! assenied
Hurree Jamsel Ram Singh.

Harry Wharton loughed.

“It will be rather a suarprise [for
I Arey, if Bunter rolls in,” be remarked.
“He can't be expecting visitors in the
middle of the term. The fat duffer
surely can't think he will be put up al

the school. DBul he's wot neck enough
for anything. Well, we've found a
clue,™”

Bob Cherry whistled.

“Shall we tell Quelchy where we think
he is before we start 77 he asked.

Wharton shook his head.

“What's the good?” he asked., *IHe
woltld telephone to ). Holmes al &St
Jim's, and ask him to kick the fat duffer
out. Then we shouldn’t be wanted to
hunt for ! TU's plainly our duty to
look for him at St Jow's! We can raise
the railway fares, and 1 should like to
see Tom Merry and the fellows again.
Cuite a jolly afternoon.™

“Ila, ha, ha!”

“ After all, we're nol sure that he's at
St Jim's,”" argued Wharton,  “If he's
cone there, maost likely he's there by
now, But we're not sure. Quelehy has
asked us to hunt for him. 1If our clues
lead us as far as Suss=ex, we're not to
blame."

“1 dou't think Quelchy quile antici-
pated our going as far as Bussex!”
chuckled Bob,

“aill, we've gol onr duly to do.™

“We have—wue has [

“TIs for Sussex!" said Johnny Dull
decidedly.

“The esteemed weather is fine, and wo
shall enjoy a trip Sussexfolly,” remarkad
the Nabob of Bhanipur. “Let us get
going at once, before the esleemed
OF THE JUNIORS OF GREYFRIARS,
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Quelchy has a chance to change his
il

“* IHear, hear !

It did not take the Famous Five loug
{0 make up their minds. Very probably
Mr. Quelch hiad not contemplated any-
thing like a journey to St. Jim's an their
part  Still, there was no doubt that ho
had commssioned them to tind Bunter
and bring him back. If the quest led
them across {wo counties, across iwo
counitics  they had to go.  And un-
doubtedly the move counties they erossed
tho belter they would like it Possibly
Mr. Quelch would have changed his
mind had they acquainted him with the:r
clue and whither it led.  They sauely
decided not to worry Mr. Queich about
it. In facl, they decided to start with-
out a moment’s delay; and they walked
very quickly down the road to Courtfield.

At Courtfield Junetion they made a
few inquiries. Two or three porters
there had seen a person answering to
Wiiliam George Bunter's deseription—his
cireumference was often remarked and
remembered. The fat youth had taken
the eleven o'vlock express

“That seltles at!”  said IHarry
Wharton, “Ie's rone lo St Jim's
right enough.  That wouldn’t be his

{rain for home. All we've got to do s
io take the next expresa.’”

“That's all!" agrinned Bob.

“It's at three,” said Harry.
ol 1ime for some ginger-pop.
an !

The Famous [Five adjourned to the
buffet, where they spent the time quite
agreeably till the cxpress was due.

They locked very cheerful when they
took their seats in the train and glided
out of Courthield.

_“There's French this afternoon in the
erm-room ! grinned  Bob  Cherry.
“What a giddy escape!”

“Bless old Bunter!” said Nugent.
“Never felt so friendly towards Bunier
in my life!”

CtPBorhaps he will dodge us at St
Jinvs!” sugeested Johnny DBull hope-
fully. **We may stick it out for two or
three days—"

“Oh, wood!”

“\We'll eateh him if we can!” saicl
Harry Wharton, laughing. * But if he
dons dodge us, of course——""

“RBut Quelchy couldn’t
meant H

“ Nover mind what he meant—we only
knoiw what he said. Welre after Bunter,
and we're sticking to his trail until we
catech him—or until the cash runs out.
We're in luck ™

And the Dunter-hunters chortled, and
dgreed that they were in great luck.

“We've
Come

have

e e T

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Visitor at St. Jim’s !
BILLY_ BUNTER stopped at the

gates of St. Jim's, and blinked 1
through the metal bavs.

He was breathing hard, and
there were dewdrops of perspiration on
his fat brow. He had walked up from
the station at Ryleombe, and he was In
need of a rest and refreshment. IFrom
the gates he had a glimpse of the quad-
rangle, where there was no one 1n sight.
Qi Jim's were at classes; Bunter was too
late to catch them at dinner. He had
dined on the train, not wisely, buf loo
well: but he was quile prepared for
anofher dinner, if dinner was going. But
evidenily 1t had gone.

Bunter rang loudly at the bell,
Taggles, the porter, came down to the
gate.  Ile recognised Bunter—he had
NEXT
MONDAY!
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seen that cheerful youth at Bt. Jim's
hefore, Both by diameter and circum-
ference Bunter was easily recognisable,

Taggles was surprised to see him, there
and then: but he admitted the Owl of
Greyiriars. DBunier bestowed a gracious
ned on him,

“Tellows at Jessons, what%" he asked.

“Course, al this ‘ere time,” answered
Taggles.

“I'Arey’s here, 1T suppose?”

“Master D'Arveyv’s in his Form-room,
s,

“rood! Take him a message, and tell
him I've come to see him,” said Bunter.
“T'1 sit down in your lodge for a bil.”

Tageles blhinked at Bunter,

e remembered him—remembered him
well, He remembered also that, on all
the occasions when Bunter had visited
St. Jim's, Bunter had never deemed it
necessary to slip a tip into. his horuy
hund. Taggles prunted.

“Ain't allowed to take messages to the
voung gentlemen in  class, sir,”  he
answered.

“What rot!"” =aid Dunter. “I've come
aver here specially to see D'Arey of the
Fourth, It's important.”™

“UTain’t allowed; sirl’
stolidly.

“Look here, you just do as you're
told ! said Bunter woarmly.,  “T'll take
the responsibility.’

“Vou'll take the message, loo, sir, if
it's going to be took!” said Taggles
genially,

And he elosed the gate and went back
to his lodge,

“Tneolent menial "' murmured Bunter,
“1'd jolly well sack that man if T was
Head here! Cheeky old ruffian!”

Tageles had left Bunter entirely fo his
own devices., But the Owl of Greyiriars

¥

sail Taggles

knew his way about 8t. Jim's, and he

rolled away across the gquadrangle.

The quad was quite deserted. The big
door of the School House stood open, and
Bunter walked in.

He sat down in ihe hall to rest and
consider.  All the 8t. Jim's fellows were
in the Form-rooms; D'Arcy of the
Fourth ameong the rest; but Bunter was
very anxious to interview  Arthur
Augustus 1YArvey. He was not so keen
ta see Tom Merry, or Lowther, or
Manners—or DBlake, or Herrnes, or
Dighy, or, indeed, any of D'Arey’s pals.

IV Arcy himself was Bunier’s game—as
if by instinct, the fat junior realised that
the swell of 8t. Jim’s was the only fellow
who was likely to allow himsell {0 be
burdened  with  such  an  incubus as
William George Bunler, Not that Bunter
looked at it in that lighi—his conscious
view was quite different from his sub-
conscions one.

He was about to ring the bell when
Toby, the House page, came along the
hall. " Toby looked rather surprised at
seeing o stranger seated there.

Bunter gave him a patronising nod and
smile. Tohy's face remained stolud,
Bunter, on his frequent visits, had never
shipped a half-erown, or even a shilling,
into Toby’s hand—any more than into
Taggles. Toby had as good a memory as
Taggles.

“Come here, my lad!”
loftily, “I've called to see I'Arcy
remember me

“1 remember you, siv,” said Toby,

“Take a message to D'Arcy at once
tell him that his old friend Bunter is
waiting here to sce him,”

Toby hesitated,

IBut he was more obliging
Tapgles, and he assented.

“Very well, sir,” he said, "I don’t

sand DBunter
you

than

think Master 1Y’ Arcy will he allowed to
come out of class, but I'll take the
message to the Form-reom.”

“And look sharp!” said
perhaps by way of thanks,

Toby grunted, and walked away.
Bunter settled down to wait; but he
looked round as there was u footstep. A
stalwart gentleman was cressing the hall,
e paused as he saw Bunter. The fat
juniar  recognised Ay, Hailton, the
Tousemasler of the School Houze.

Bunter jumped up al once, with &
respectful smirk.

* Ge-good-afternoon, he
mered,

“Dear me ! said Mr. Railton, looking
at him. **What are you doing here, my
boy ¥

“T've called to see D'Arey, sir)’

“YVou are a Greviviurs boy, I think?”

Bunter,

stame-

sir "

¥

said  Mr. Railton, regarding him
attentively.

“Yes, sir— Bunter of the Lower
Fc-urrth. I hope you rememper me,
siT.”

“T remember vou,” said Mr. Railton,
with o slight smile. *Is there a holiday
at Greyfriars now?"’

“Ves, sir!” said Bunter promptly.
Bunter was not a bright youth, but he
was bright enough to know that it would
not do to tell a Housemaster that he
had run away from school.  Mr.
Railton’s question gave him an opening,
of which he took advantage at once.
DBunter, in these matlers, was not under
the same restrictions as the late lamented
George Washington—who could not 1tll
a lie. Bunter could!

“Indeed ! said Mr, Railton.

“Extra special holiday, sir—Founder’s
Day, vou know,” said Bunter glibly.
“@a T thought 1'd come over and see my
old friends.”

“Um ! sad Mr. Railion.

“1 {hought it a good
Bunter. _

Mr. Railton, from his expression, did
not seem to share Dunter's view that it
was a good idea.

“TYArey is at lessons now,” he. said.
“ All the boys are at lesson=. I am
afraid you will have to wait rather a long
time, Bunter.”

“(Oh, I don’t mind, sir!” sald Bunter
cheerfully.

“It is rather a long way from Grey-
friars,” sud Mr. Railton. “You will
have to catch an early irain fo return
to your school, surely.”

“Not at all, sir,” said Bunter, *I've
gob leave to—to stay over the night.”

“Indeed 1 ejaculated Mr. Railton.

“Wos siv! D'Arey's often asked me
to come and stay here, so I thought this
a good opportunity.”

Mr. Railton coughed,

“That was very thoughtless of
D'Arcy,” he said.  “Tt is—hem—mosb
unusual for the boys to have visitors
staying al the school”

g it, sir?”? said Bunter innocently.

“Aost decidedly. In fact, quite un-
precedented,” said Mr. Railton.  *'1 shall
speak to 1’Arey about this, He las
acted very thoughllessly.”

“ e is vather a thoughtless chap. sir,”
agreed  Duntler, “They—they don't
expect me back at Greviriars to-might,
sir.”’

“Hum! Then we must see whal can
bhe done,” said Mr. Haillon.

Iie frowned a little, as he went on
towards the Sixth Forin room. Ilis
duties called him there, and he had no
more time to bestow on Willlam George
Bunter—for which the Owl of Greyfriars
was duly thankful,

idea, =aid
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‘Deast '™ murmured DBunler. as the

TTonsemaster  disappeared. “*Thal's
& S % i L]

what he calls hosptality, 1 suppose! I'm

jolly well not clearing off, I know that!
‘Beast !”

And Bunter sal down again Lo waill for
Arthur Augustus D'Arcey, gquite deler-
mined that he was not clearing off from
St Jim's, o osnite of Mr. Railton's
obvious laclk of hearty hospitality.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
A Pleasant Surprise for D’Arcy !

AP!
Mr. Lathom, the master of the

St. Jim's Fourth, turned rather

irritably towards the door of the
Form-room, as the tap came. NMr.
Lathom did not like interruptions to
lessona ; in which his pupils were far from
agreeing with him.  The Fourth were
quite pléased to hear the tap at the
door; and they hoped that it was the
Head who was dropping in for a good
long chat with the Form-master.

The Fourth were receiving vzluable
instruction, just then, in English History.
As it happened, Arthur Augustus D'Arey
was the recipient of Mr. Lathom's special
attention at the moment.  Arthur

Angustus was a little hazy on such
matters as names and dates. He was

even rather vapue as to the precise date
when that most undesirable alien,
William of Normandy, had come over
althourh the founder of the D'Arey
family had come over with him,  Mr.
Lathom had requested Arthur Augustus
to mform him of the date of the
Conquest, and Arthur Augustus, at a
venture, made it 1588. He was sure that
something historical had happened in
1588, and he hoped that 1t was Lhe
Norman invasion,

M¢t. Lathon: did not seem satisfied with
the answer,

“Are vou not aware, IV Arey, that 1588
was the vear of the Spanish Armada?”
he snapped.

“Bai Jove! Was if, ashked
Arthur Augustusz innocently.

“Gertainly it was "

“T1 was suah that somethin' had hap-
pened in that yeah, sir! I'm wuathah
good al dates,”

“Then kindly 1ell me the vear of the
Norman  Conguest [ grapped Mr.
Lathom,

“1 know there’s a double numbah in
it, sir. Pewwaps it was 1688."

“Are  you under the i1mpression,
D’Arcy, that the Norman Concquest was
subsequent to the Spamish Armada 7V
asked Mr. Lathom.

“Bait Jova! Now I come to think of
it, sir, it seems wathah impwobable,”
satd Arthur Augustus, *“1 wemembah
now, sir. It was 1288."

“D'Arey !”

*I—I mean 1188 !"" said Arthur Augus-
tus hastily.

D' Arey,

gir "

vou will write out after
lessons that the Norman Conguest took
place in the wvear 10660, one hundred
times,”" said Mr. Lathom.

*“Oh deah 1™

“ And I consider i

Mr. Lathom's considerations were in-
terrupted by a tap at the Form-room
door—much to  the relief of Arthur
Augustus, 1le was not anxious to know
what Mr. Lathom considered.

Toby, the papge, presented himself.
Mr. Lathom blinked at him over his
glasses.

“*Well, what 15 1t ?"" he aszked.

NEXT
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“Younr gent, name of DBuonter, sIL,
called Lo see Master D'Avey,” sand Toby,
* Nonsense 17 salil LY E Lathom.
“Tioys are not allowed to receive visitors
durtng class |7
buntah ' murmuored Arthur Augus-
tus, m surprize. “Oh, ba Jove!”

Mr. Lathom turned to him,

“1’Arey, what do you mean by asking
yvour {riends to call during classes?"”

“J—I don’t wemembaly askin® Buntah
to call, sir,”" stammered Arthur Aungustus.

“1le would searcely call without being
asked, I suppose?” said the musier of
the Fourth acidly.

Whereat some of the juniors grinned.
They knew William George Bunter better
than Mr. Lathom did.

“ As the boy has called, you had better
see him, IDVArey,” said Mr., Lathom.
“Go at once, and return immediately to
your kessons,”’

“Vewy well, sir,”

Arthur Augustus quitied the Form-
room, following Toby. He was surprised
by Bunter's visit, but he was not sorry to
be ecalled away—though he was losing
valuable instruction, He did not feel the
IGEER

“Where is Buntah, Tobay ?" he asked
in lhe corridor.

* A-sittin® in the ’‘all, sir,” answered
Toby.

“Thank you, deah bhoy.”

Toby departed to the regions below
and Arthur Augustus walked away to the
hall to see Bunter. Billy Bunter jumped
up as he beheld the swell of St, Jim’s,
and beamed upon him. He shook hands

with Arthur Augustus in the most cordial
way.
“Jolly glad

lo see you again, old

sconl ! ke exclaimed, Qe w
pleasire, 1070l Y

“Yaas, wathah!” said Arthur Augus
tuz politely.  * How evah have yoo g
off Twom lezsons to-day, Buntah "

Bhonier hesitaled o moment,

“Wove ol a holidav”
“Head's buethday, you Lkpow”

*Bai Jove "

“Bo 1 remembered your kind invita-
tron, and came over,” saud Dunter,

“Weally, Bunlah——"

“I haven't been able to conmie before.”
sated Bunter,  “T've alwavs meant Lo, bul
[ have such a thumptng lot of engage-
ments, vou know, I hope VO don’t think
I've bees neglecting you ™

*Not in the least.™

“This—this holiday was really boolod
in advance,” went on Bunter, ' In faet,
[ had accepted several invitations, But
I decrded that I'd eome over and see you,
old chap.  * Dash it all,” T said to myselt,
“1 can't please evervbody ; people simply
shouldn™t keep on asking me.’ =a ol
came over, old scont.”

“That was vewy good of you, Buntah.”

“Not oat all, old fellow. T kuew you'd
be glad to see me, and I remembered
yvour pressing invilation”

lie  saud,

The swell of St Jim's looked per
plexed.  He had not the remaotest recol-
leetion of that pressmg mvitation, Ile

| =
had to take Bunter's word for that,
“So here T am,” said Dunler.
“Yaas, heah you are, deah boy,” said

Arthur Augustus, rather puzzled to know
what was to be done with iz guest now
that be was there.

il TH

it tired and hungry, but otherwise
right as rain,” said Bunter. “You're
class now, of course ?"

of the poker.

Bunter very quickly negotiated the lock of the study cupboard with the help
| ““ Oh crumbs ! '’ he ejaculated, as he looked into Tom Merry’s
cuphoard. There was a gigantic plum cake inside, and Bunter’s mouth {airly

watered as he eyed it.

(See Chapter 6.)
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“Yaas. Mr. Lathom is wathah watty,
too,” said Arthur Augustus. “*1—1 am
weally afwaid that 1 shall have to go
back —"

““That’s all right,” said Bunter, "' Just
show me where 1 can make myself at
home, and et back to lessons. 1 don't
wanl to give veu any trouble, of course,
No doubt yonr Housemaster will arrange
aboul a bed for me to-mght.”

“A—a bed?"”

“Yes I've told him I'm slaying the

“ May stay several nights,” said Bunter
airily.  * Now ['ve goi a-—a holiday, I'm
going to give it up to you, old fellow.”

“Bar Jove ! _

“Make any arrangements you ke,
condinued DBumier 1 mever give ony
trouble. So long as 1 have a comfortable
bed and enough to eat, I never want
anything more A bed in the dorm would
du, if it’s not convenient for a roomn to be
H‘i':! Tﬂéltl‘!‘,‘,”

Wi D}I !1

“You can see vour Ilousenraster about
it after Jessens,” snid Bunter airly.
“ Never mind that now, I'm glad {o see
that you're so jolly glad te see me,
by Arey.”

“Oh!"”

Arthur Aupgnslus was in a state of
dismay that almost overcame his polished
urbamiy ) )

But he made a greal effort, and smiled
as genially as possible upon the Owl of
Greviriars. .

“1 shall have to get back {o class,”
ke said. “Pewwaps you had bettah
come up to the studay, Buntah.”

“1 don't mind,” saixl Bunter. “1
dare say there's something to eat in the
study. I'm a bit peckish.”

“Yaas, I—1I think so. Pway come this
vway."”

‘“Good !

Billy Bunter followed his dismayed hosat
up the staircase to ihe Fourth Form
passage. He rolled cheerfully into Study
No. b.

“ Pway make yourself at home, deah
boy,” said Arthur Auguostus. 1 must
weally cut back to class now, or Mr.
Lathom will be feahfuliy waxy.”

Bunter nodded.

“Don't let me detain you, old fellow,”

he said.  “Trust me (o make myself at
home. 1 ean zel my own lea.”

15 not quile tea-time yey,

*It—it
Buntah—— _

“T'H take a snack. Something in the
cupboard, I dare say.”

“ Yaas, wathah! Pway muke yourself
cvomfartable.”

“T will 1 suid Bunter. * Don’t yon
worry. I can rough it! You cut back
o class, old chap, and leave me to it!”

“ Yaas, deah boy. Pway excuse my
leavin' you——"

“Not at all; cut off,” said Dunter.
“1 shall be all right. I know how to
lonk after myself.”

“Yaas, I believe you do—I1-1-1
mean, all wight!” stammered Arthur
Augunstue,  And he left Bunter in Study
No, 6, to make himsell comforiable aml
to make himself at home—both of which
Runter proceeded to do et once in the
maost thorough manner

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Bu~ter Makes Himsell at Home !
ILLY BUNTER winked into space
B when the door of Study No. 6
elosed an the elegant fgure of
Arthar Augustus 1) Arcy.
Then he procecided to make himselfl al
hame.
NEXT
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'nose abt bread-and-butier.
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It was a long way off tea-timme, so lar;
but that was an unconsidered trifle to
Bunter. He was ready for tea—indeed,
after ten ho would be ready for tea agam.
In that line Billy Bunter had an almost
unlimited capacity. He blinked into the
study cupbeard. There was half g cake
there, there was a pot of jamn, and there
were several other things—intended to
make a tea for four that aflerncon.
Bunter transferred them to the study
table, and they made a snack for one!

Feeling refreshed by that little snack,
Bunter next cousidered the question of
tea.

Study No. & wns cleared of eatables;
but Bunter had been told te make him-
self at home, and he proceaded to do it
He opened the study door and blinked
out into the passage. D'Arcy was in the
Form-rcom now with the rest of the
Fourth; there was nobody about the
Fourth IForm passage. Billy Bunter
paused a moment to consider. He de-
cided that Tom Merry's sludy in the
Shell was a rood cover to draw; and he
rolled along cheertly to Study No. 10 in
the Shell. In that study the cupboard
was |loched; but that did not worry
Bunter. "The fact that it was locked in.
dicated that there was something good

in it.  Bunter very quickly negotiated
the lock, with the help of the study
poker.  Possibly Arthur Augustus had

not intendid his guest to make himsell
at home to this extent. But the Owl] of
Greylriars had his ewn peculiar manners
and custonis,

“Oh erumbs!” ejaculated Dunter, as
he looked inte Tom Mervy's study cup-
board.

ITis round eyes beamed behind his big
glasses.

There was a gigantie plum-cake—a gift
from Miss Priseilla Faweott to her
dearest Tommy. Bunter fairly gloated
ever it,

“That's why they locked the cup-
board " hoe murmured. *“Must be a
precious lot here—when fellows have to
lock up their cakes! Unserupulous lot, I
should think 1"

Bunter lifted out the cake.

It was large, and it was rich. It was
iced on top, and it was simply crammed
with plums.

Bunter did not trouble to convey it to
Study No. 6. [le lilted it to Tom
Merry's table, and started,

“Good ! he ejaculated

Undoubtedly the cake was goed If
the proof of the pudding was in the eat-
g, Bunter proved that that ecake was
good. It was so extensive that it took
even Bunter a considerable (ime to
travel through it. But he travelled on,
and it disappeared.

By the time he had (inished, William
George was fecling a hittle heavy and
stuffy. He unfastened a couple of waist-
coat buttons, and breathed stert:rously.

“ (Good-—perhaps a trifle too rich ! ke
murmured.  “8Gll, it was jolly good.
I hope Tom Merry will have another
cake while I'm here! Nothing elze—
they can keep their old zardines !

Afler that eake, Burnler was pgrowing
a little particular in his diet, He dis-
dained the sardines, and turned up his
Really. he
felt that he had had alimost enouph; but
he had room for any specal delicacies
that might turn up. lle gave the matler
some  thought—it. was an  importanl
matler that justilied refiection  Then he
veluwrned te the Fourth Form passace,
and stopped at Study No, 9, He remem-
beved that Stwdy No. 9 belonged to
Lovison, Chive, and Cardew, and that
Cardevw ot least, was a very 1ich fellow,
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It was probable that somelbing good
would be found in Cardew’s quarlers.
Dunier proceeded to search for :ome-
thing good.

In Study No. 9, too, the siudy cup-
board was locked. Dunier tried the
poker on it, butl this {ime in vain. But
there was a tool-chest in the study he-
longing to Sidney Clive. Bunter found
a chisel in it, and the cuphboard door was
soon opened.

By a stroke of good fortune—for
Bunter—Study No. 9 had planned a little
epread that day. The good things had
been laid in, and they were in the cup-
board—ready ! Bunler's eyes ghstened
as he surveyed them-—paper bags of
pastry, nice little cardboard boxes with
tempting things inside them., The [t
junior regretted that he had done such
extensive justice to Tom Merry's cake.
He wished that he had left miore room
for these execellent things. It was teo
lata to think of that now, however, and
Buirter could only resalve to do his best.

It was a very pood “best.” 1le began
on the meringues, standing at the eup-
board and feeding himself industriously,
Ther: he sat down in Cardew’s own
luxurions armchair, with a large bag of
tarts on his fal knees,

One after another the tarts dis-
appeared.
Bunter was ealing slowly now. Even

his amazing slowayre capacily was getting
near the limit: be had long passed the
Plimsoll line, as it were. Ilis fat face
was shiny and smeary, and his eyes had
a boiled %nuk behind his spectacles.  is
breathing was =low and Enu'di But he
kept on manfully. The lasi tart had
gone when he stoppe:d al last

“Good ! gasped Bunter,

He did not rise from the armchair.
Even Bunter did not feel inclined to go
in further search of good things.

There were so many good things inside
Bunter now, that he would have foundiit,
dithicult to go in search of more—afid
still more difficult to dispose of them,

He leaned back in Cardew's armchair,
and closed his eyes.

His exertions had tived him,

In a few minutes after the last lart
had wanished, Billy Bunter was fast
asleep, and a strange, weird sound, like
the rumble of distant thunder, echoed
through Study No. 9.

Snorrerrrrreer |

In beatific peace, Bunler slumbered,
and his deep, unmusical snore echoed
through Study No. 9, and for some
distance along the Fourth Form passage.
His visit to St. Jim's was quile a suceess,

"

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER,
“Weally, Blahe----"
“You duffoer—-="

“Weally, Dig 8

Classes were over at 86 Jim's, avd the

Justice is Done !
Y

“Weally, Hewwies -
Fourth Form had been diznnsced. In

axg—"’
"You fathead
the corridor, Arthar Augustus D’Arvey's

chums  were {elling hin  what  they
thought af hun.

“Of all the frakjous [athcads -——" je-
swined Blake.

“Qussy's the egiddy  hnt ! said
iTervies,  “Faney asking  that [t
hounder from Greylriars here—="'

“What on earth are yon going to (o
with him, Gussy 77 demanded Dhghy,

“T weally do not know, Ihgo Ap-
pawently T have azked him to pay me a

(Continued on page 13.)
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OLD FRIENDS MEET AGAIN ! There was no longer any room for doubt. Calthorpe roused himself, and held out his hand,
taking the hand of the wanderer in a tight grasp.

“Jimmy " he muttered.
yourself all these years? "

“Old Jimmy !

What have you been doing with

HAT celebrated 0ld Boy, Dick Cal-
thorpe, was at tea with us in Win-

I gate's study.,  And we were jolly

glad to entertaion him. It was a
great privilege.

Fifteen years haul elapsed sinee Calthorpe
left the sclhiool. He had been captaio of
Greyfriars and skipper of the First Eleven.
Quite a shining light, you know.

Now, 4 good many of these shining lights
go from the school, and you never hear
of them again. The world swallowa them

up. They [ade away into oblivion.
Dick Calthorpe was an  exception,  He
had never lost toneh with Greyfrinrs. He

had wisited the school every vear sinee he
left, save during the war vears, when he had
heen too busily occupted across the Chanoel.

Calthorpe was an airman.  He was still
in the Serviee, and, among other decorations,
he had  gainesd  the Distinguished  Flying
Liross.

When ten was over in Wingnte's study,
the Old Doy pulled out his pipe.

“hlind if 1 smoke? he asked.

“Rot o Lit!" osauwl Wingate,

Cultiworpe Lit up, and Lis glance travelled
ronod the =tudy. It rested on Wingate's
footer-cap, which Liung on the door-peg.

“A fine distinction, that,” he said. “In
my time it was considercd  the preatest
honour going, to get oace's foolerenp. It's

rather easier to get o now than it
used to he”

Supplement i.]
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“Barely all the members of the TFirst
Eleven wsed to be capped?” I exelaimaed.
Calthorpe ahook his head.

“Tooter-caps used only toe be piven tlo
fellows of extroordinary  talent,” he  said.
"Some years there were oobe awardoed at
all. A fellow had to do something really
prisnt-—turn an olmost certain defeat into a
vietory, you know—before he could wet his
cap.  The last fellow | remembel  gaining
the honour wus my clese cham, Junmy
Darvill.”

“How
Fuulkner.

“"He pulled a game ont of the fire. It
wis Lhe last mateh of the term —agninst St
Jim's, =20 you ecan suess how keen the rivalrey
was. Greyfriars hadn't licked St Jim's {or
a dog's age, but we were determined to do
it on this oczazion,”

The speaker allowed his pine to go oot
He took it from hiz mouth, and poised it
thousittiunlly between his thumb  awd  Tore-
Himer,

“However," he resumed, “onr hick waz dead
out. We conldn’t flield our strongest cicven,
A couple of fellows wers crocked just before
the matel, and oor goalic was down with
the Ao, The two crocks happened  to b
Ehie Dacks, so we had to play an entirely
reserve defenee, It was weak—wenx s 1he
tea we used to get in Hall, The goalic was
a dud—although we couldu't huve gob o

did he manage it?" inqulred

better, and the backs were too light to
stem the rusheg of the St Jim's [orwards.

“"The Haints started off at a rare pace.
I shall never  forget  it. They simply
swarmaed round our goal, and rained in shot
after shot. DRefore we knew where wo were,
we were g couple of goals down.

“The crowid groaned. So did we, We
thonehit we were in for a record hammering.

“st, Jim's gobt a third gonl, and it fairly
took the stufling out of us.  Se far, our for-
wards hada't even had a smell of the ball
But  just hefore half-thme Jimmy  Darvill,
who wias playing st outside-right, had a pass
semb aeross to him, and  he showed his
opponents a clean poair of heels, He tricked
man after man, awd wound wp with o shot
which lhad the St Jin's goalic beaten all
cnids up.

“Three to one against us was the half.
time score.  Pretty  hopeless—what? Naob
even Lhe cheeriest optimist on the ground

would have cared to back (Greyfriars to save
the same, much less win il

“Then came the second hali—and Darvill’s
amazing performane.

“That fellow earried the team on hils
shonlders, Although [ hiad the reputation
of being the best playver on the side, 1 had
roe play =oeamd Dddle to Jimmy Darvill that

thay., Yo gods, he was great!  He made
rings romadd the St Jim's defenders,  They
coulin™  Dald him,  When he pob a elear
ppenitg it owas all oup, Tor Jimmy was o4

Tur Maoxer Lragary.—No, T33.
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deadly marksman. He seored a goal five
minutes aftes the resumption; and shortly
afte=wards he gave me a beautiful pass—
sueil a4 heauty-that 1 had simply to nod
Lz ball into the net.

“That made the reores level—three goals

all, And after that it was give and take,
with nothing to choose between the two
«ides,

“A quarter of ag hour from the finish one
of our backs—the crazy ehump!—handled the
hall in ths  penalty-area. 8t, Jim's were
awarded a1 spot-kiek, and they scored.

“The zpectators began to leave the [eld
in dribs and drabs  They regarded it as all
cver. They appeared to forget the time
honoured axiom that a game iso't lost till
it's wan,

“In the Jast tem minutes of the game
Jimmy Darvill seored o couple of grand goals
off iz own bat—or should T say his boot?
I won't try to deseribe how he got those
gonls. It was sheer wizardry on his part.
But get them he did, and Greyfriars won by
five roals to four  And this, mark you, alter
being badly behind at hall-time.

“That was how Jimmy Darvill got his
cap. 1t was the anly cap presented that
senson and Jimmy thoronghly deserved it,
if ever a fellow did. He was a giddy
Trojan!™

The 0Old
pipe.

“What became of Darvill, Mr. Calthorpe?”

[t wns Wingate who asked the question.

“He was swallowed up in the world, Hke
=0 many otherz, and opever heard of again,”
saild Dick Calthorpe. *“ At least, ['ve never
heard of him+ I'd pive a good deal for the
pleasure of meeting Jimmy Darvill again.
But | don’t suppose I ever shall. Possibly
e went under m the war.”

Wingate had crossed to the window, and
was looking out into the Close.

“Hallo! Looks like trouble!” he remarked.

We joined him at the window,

There was a scuflle going on in the school
eateway.

Gos.lng, the porter, was trying to eject a
man by force. He would probably have
succecded, for the man appeared weak and
ill. and in no comdition for a serap.  He was
4 shabbily-dressed individual, and we took
him to be a tramp.

"Better go along and
marked Faylkper

We hurrled to the scene. ASs Wwe ap-
proached, Gosling released the man, and
turned towards us, bis face red with anger
and exertion.

“Wot 1 savs is this ‘ere!”™ he panted.
“This impereot wagabond is tryin® to lorce
Yigself in 'ere. to see the 'Ead!’

“Then he'd better force himsell
agnin!'' said Wingate drily.

The “wagabond * teok no notice of Win-
gate's remark. He was staring bard at Dick
Calthorpe  The light of recognition shone
in his eyes,

“Why, it—it"a old

Calthorpe [rowned,

“1 don™t Y¥now you!" he said curlly.

“What! Surely  you  remember?
Jimmy—Jimmy Darvill!"”

Calthorpe eyed the ninn steadily.

“You certainly have s=ome slight resem-
blanee to Darvill, as T koew him,” he said.

Boy paused, and relighted his

gee the fon,™ re-

out

Dick!"" he muttered.

I'm

“amd yo. seem to he trading on that re-
semblanee for some ulterior motive.  You
are an impostor!™

The man smiled [aintly.

“You waopt proof, Dick?”

Calthorpe  nodded. W hercupon the
ibranzer fumbliad in an ioner pocket, and
drew forth a worn and fuaded eap. [t was

q breyfriars footer-cap amd the name of the
pwoner and date of presentation appeared on
the lining. The opame was Jlames Darvill;
the year, 1907,

Ttick Calthorpe stood staring at the cap
as il spellbound.

There could no lenger be any room  for
donbt.  Calthorpe roused himself, and held
put his hapd taking that of the wanderer
in a tight zrasp

“Jimmy he  muttered.  “0ld Jimmy!
What have vou been doing with yourself
all these years?”

“Struepeling  for existence, mostly!”  was

the reply, in bhitter tones.
“pBut | thougat vou'd heen getting along
famousy !

“dg 1 did—up to a point. Then a charge

wias brought agaiust me—a charge of em-
hezelement., 1 wender you didn't read about

it in the papers, Dick [ was found not
guitty, and acquitted, DBut the stigma has
Tire Macxer Lisriry.—No. T38.

remained ever since. After the trial I found
it imposzsible to get a job. When a fellow
has figured in poliwe-court proeeedings as an
aeeused person, people always regard him
with suspicion afterwards, even though be
gets off, and leaves the court without a
atain on his echaraeter. Ever sipce the war
I've been pottering abont deing odd jobs;
but ["ve oo regular employment. I'm down
and out, Diek! And then I thought of the
Head of Greyfriars, and wondered if he
could help me 1| swallowed my pride, and
came along to the school.”

It was not o happy story that Jimmy
Darvill told. LIt was little short of tragic
that this man, who had lived a blameless
life, should be dogged all his days by =a
suspicion of dishonesty.

Gosling, the porter, who had remalned
within earshot while Darvill told his story.
shnfMed forward, and mumbled an apology.

“Which I wouldn't ‘*ave tried to bundle
you out neek an’ crop, i 1'd known!™ be
said

“That’s nll right!” said Darvill, with a
faint smile,

Dick Calthorpe took his old schonl chom
by the arm.

“Why, man, you are ill!" he execlaimed.
“Your face is positively haggard!"

“Hunger and privation don't improve &
man's appearance, Dick,” said  Darvill
grimly.

“You must come along and have some
grub, Mrp, Daryill, before you sce the Head!”
Wingate insisted. .

The Old Boy was promptly escorted Into
the sehool building, and everything possible
was doue to ensure his eomfort.

His interview with the Head brought him
a great stroke of luck.

One of Dr. Locke's elogest friends, who
was also a headmaster, happened to stand
in meed of a Tootball ecoach for his sehool.

Jimmy Darvill was recommended for the
post, and he got k. What was more to
the point, he kept it. and prospered. And
the school which be servea is indeed [or-
tunate, for it could not possibly have a
more capable coach than this giant of the
past!

%@@@@@ﬁ%ﬁ@@@@%&%@@@%
sEDITORIAL!S
3 B
o By Harry Wharton. &
BEDITLHFIGFIRDIITE

The other day 1 took the unusual eceurse
of inviting a rival editor—the corpulent
alitor of “Billy Bunter's, Weekly "—to tea
in my study.

Tea was timed for five o'clock, but Bunter,
in his eagerness to get his Jaws going, was
on the scene at half-past four.

“ Jolly good of you to invite me to tea,
Wharton,” said Bunter, when he had de
molished everything that was on the table,
with the exception ef the actual crockery-
ware., “I'll return the compliment one of
these daya, when my ship comes home."

‘The fat jnnior leancd back contentedly in
his chair, with his hands clasped in the
region of his lowest waisteoat button.

“ o you know, Wharton,” he said, after a
pause, 1 feel sorry for you.”

“Borry” for me! Whyt”

“pecanse [ eut you ont cvery W H-—1T
the journalistic world, you know. Your
stupid old * Greyfriars Herald ' isn't a patch
an my ‘Weekly'!  For every fellow who
reads the * Heradd,! there are fiflty who read
my ' Weekly." "

“Indecd!”

vyes It's all a guestion of good editor-
ship, yon know, An editor should have a
personality—like me. Then he’ll be con-
stantty geiting new readers. Now, you're i
fellow who's woefully lacking in personality !™

“Thank yon!"

“Vou are alga an old stiek-in-the-mud !

[ rose to miy feet, having reached the limit
of my emdorance.

The glint in my eyes must have acted as a
danger-signal, for Billy Dunter jumped up
also, and moved quickly to the deor. But
hefore he reached his objective [ planted o
well-aimed kick behind his plump  persoun,
and he gave a wild yell of anguish.

The editor of the rival paper departed [rom
my study in record time. And il he looks [or
another invitation to tea, he'll be sadly dis-

pinted!
MRS ARRY WHARTON.

THE GREYFRIARS HERALD.

THE CHEERY |
OPTIMIST!

Bob Cherry.

A Tribute

to

By DICK PENFOLD,

When the rising-bell is ringing,
And the morning’s ¢hill and davk,

You will hear Bob Cherry singing
Like a very lively lark.

When not a prospect pleases,
And everything is vile,

Bob's full of japes and wheezes,
And he smiles a sunny smile.

The Bunter-bird is grumbling,
Bolsover major growls,

You hear Bull's deep voice rumblinge.
You see old Skinner’s scowls,

But Cherry's always chaffing
"The pessimistic sort;

You'll never stop hirh laughing,
For he's a jolly sport,

While Snoop and Stett are groaning
A sort of hymn of hate,

While other chaps are moaning
Against a eruel Fate,

Bob Cherry’s always grinning,
Whatever may betide,

Whether lie’s on the winning
Or on the losing =ide.

Then here’s to Robert Cherry,
The cheeriest chap on earth,

Whose twinkling eyes are merry,
Whose chivvy glows wilh marth,

“Keep smiling!” is his maxim,
He simply won't desist;

Whatever cares may tax him,
ITe’s still an optimist !
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THE GREYFRIARS HERALD.

of a quid."

Lord Mauleverer, reclining lan
ruidly on his study couch, was glancing
through the “ Agony Column ™ of the “Girey-
friara Herald,” when he came across that
:-I.I'ITIUL[]H:EI!]EII.E.

"“Just the sort of merchant
for!™ murmured his lordship.
“Apply to Box No. 2. Wonder
vertizer isgd”

Mauly wrote a brief note to the box num-
ber in question, asking the advertiser to call
and =see him,

A couple of hours later, Micky Desmond,
the Irish junior, came into the study.

"Are vou the fellow who's willin® to under-
take any hazardous commission for a quid?”
inguired Lord Mauleverer.

Micky Desmond nodded.

“I'm short of pocket-money, be jabers!™ he
explained. “ And it's meself that wants te
raise the wind, entirely!”

“Then I can give you a job” said Manly.
“I want vou to recover my fishin'-rod."

*YWhere is it?" _

"1 lent it to Ponsonby of Higheliffe, an'
the rotter hasn't returned it. I've written
to lim, but he refuzes to give it up.”

“My hat!”

Of course, it's too much fag for me to po
pver to Highelife an' obtain the fishin'-rod
by force,” Lord Mauleverer went on. * Be-
sides, 1 should never get it back that way.
Pon's pals would rally round, an' kick me
off the premises. The rame thing weuld
happen to anyone else who went over there.
But I've got to get my fishin’-rod back some-
how."

Micky Desmond grinned.

“ Faith, an’ ve can leave it to me, Mauly
dariint!" he said.

“You'll recover my fshin'-red?”

."nlir.l-:}" nodded.

“Then you'll deserve the guaiid—every penny
of it, begad!"™ said Lord Manleverer.

Micky Desmond lost no time in getiing
abont his task.

It was a half-holiday, and when dinner was
over the Irish junior walked over te Hizh-
ciifle,

Cecil Ponsonby, the leader of the IHigh-
clitfe " Nutz,” was lounging in the quad.

The Greyfriars junior did not march up to
[titn, and demand the ingtant return of Lord
Mauleverer's fishing-rod. SHuch a step woukd
liave heen foolish and futile. This husiness,
reflected Micky Desmond, would have lo be
busnddled  diplomatically.

He nodded eheerfully to Ponsonhy.

“Doing anylhing special this afternoon?”
lie inguire:d.

“No,” said Pon, In surprise. “Why 7"

"T wondered 1f you'd care to come fizshing
with me,” said Micky Desmomd. He earried
his own fishing-rod ywnder his arm. " There's
some fine trout in the Sark, waiting to be
pulled out."”

Pansonby stared rather ecuriously at the
Greviriars junior. e had always regarded
Micky Desmond as one of Harry Wharton's
gateliitea, and Ton was ot war with Harry
Wharton & Co.

Micky Desmond's manner seemed quite

frividly, however, amd Ponsonby could see
nn indication of an ulierior motive.

"Yes, I'Hl come along,” he said.
here while I feteh my Gshin'-rod,™

Ponsonby went into the school bullding,
relurning shortly afterwards with a maguili-
cent rod, the property of Lord Mauleverer,

“Ripping  rod, that!” remarked Micky
Desmond, as they walked off together.

Pon nodded.

“A birthday present from ano uncle,” be
paid carclesely.
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Micky . Desmoud knew better than that;
but he did not contradiet the statement.

Chatting as if they were old friends, the
two juniors strolled down to the River Sark.

They took up their positions on the bridge
which spanned the river, Having:-baited their
lineg, they cast them, and awaited results.

Half an hour passed, and the lines still
dangled over the bridge. There had not been
a suspicion of a hite.

Ponsonby pgrew irritable.

“You said there were rome fine trout
here!" he growled. *Wish 1 could feel one
of the berrars tugpein® at the end of my
line.™

“Faith, an' it's patience ye want to culti-
vate!" said Micky Desmond. " They'll come
an’ nibhle if we hang on long enough.”

Patience, however, was not one of
Ponsonby's virtues.

After an  hour's wait, he  became
thoronghly exasperated.

“1I'm going to get some tea,” he said.

“Prraps 1 shall get better luck afterwards.
Comin' along, Desmond?”

“No thanka! "Il stay here,”
Greyiriars junior.

“Look after my rod, then”

said the

After an hour's wail for a bite, Fon
tecame 1 horoughly exasperated.  ** I'm going
fo gei some fea!” he said. *' Look after
“I'll do that I 7 said
Desmond primly.

“Shure, an' I'll look after that all right®”
gaid Micky Desmond grimly.

He waited until the rather lean hgure of
Cecil Ponsonby was out of sight. Then ne
calmly hauled up the linea, and packed up
for the afternoon.

Micky had left Greyviriars armed with one

fishing-rod. He returned to it armed with
two.
Lord Mauleverer was surprised and dde-

lighted when Aicky Desmond came into his
study amd returned his property.

“food work, Micky!" he sanl approvingly,
"Hew did yvou wangle it, dear boy?”

“Faith, an' it was dead easy,” was the
replv. “I chummed up with PPon, and we
went frshing together, Pon got fed-up, and
went off to have some tea.  So 1 toddied hack
to Greyfriars, hringing your rod with me, [t
hasn't been  exactly  a " hazardous  com-
missioi,” but I'm not above taking my gund.”

Lord Mauleverer cheerfully paul over the
motiey., Al Micky Desmond grinned  and
departed, hlessed wilh more pocket-money
than he had possessed for many a long day.
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T have eome to lhe conclusion that it
duzzent pay to be a fillanthvopist. (I'm
not quite sure wealher 'vo spelt the
word korrectly. If 1 haven’t, vou must
forgive me, as 1 haven’t a dickshunary
haned vy,

The other day T kons=eeved the brilliant
amd Dbramy notion of starting o soup
kitchen at Greyiriars

There are many unfortunate fellows—
espeshully  among  the fags—who get
hungry between meals. DBeing short of
pocket-munney, they can’t go along to
the tuckshop for a snack. They have to
remain hungey—a siate of affairs which
ought not to be tollerated in any sivilised
country,

A splendid way to help these poor,
famished soles, 1T refleckted, would be
to open a soup kitchen,

Accordingly, T pinned the following
announsement to the notiss-hoard in the

hall :

“TREE DINNERS!
Nurrishing soup will he provided hy
the Greviriars Soup Kitehen, in Studdy
No T.—Proprietor, W G. BUNTER.
o charce wil be maud,
own muges,”’

Bring your

At first evervthing went hike a charm.

Hungry  fags swarmed into Stoddy
No. 7, bringing their muggs with them.
Uply muggzs, too, the majorily of them!

T served out soup as fast as T could
e, anel my eustomers fairly hugged me
in their gratty-chewed,

Fverythine was going  swimmingly.
when suddenly the door opened and a
crowd of Remave fellows rushed in.

S Panter, von rotter ! roared Bolrover
majer. ** You've Lifted my sorcepan!?
“ And mine!” eried Bulstrode,

“ Anil look you!”
Morgan,

mine, hawled

T waved my hand towards the door,

“Leeve my soup kilchen at once!” 1
eommanded, '

But the heests wonldn't budge, T was
acensed of steeling their sorcepans and
their pates and their silver spoons and
roodness knows what,

“Bump him!" shouted Dolsaver.

“Tour  his preshus soup <down s
neck ' sand Skinner,

The seen which followed was a very
pareful cne. T was bumped with grate
vigger on the floor of the studdy, and
a sorcepan of skalding soup was poured
down the back of my neck

After that, of corse, | had to ¢lose
down my soup kitchen. You ean™t serve
free soup when vou keep on bemg inler-
rupied by a crowd of hooligaus,

I'm going to claim kompensation {or
ths burns and skalds 1 have vesveved.
But T don't suppose 1 shall get a penny,
bekawsn noboddy will take up 1oy claim,

As T remarked al the beginuing of thiy
artikle, fillanthropy duazeent payv.  Ang
I'm roing to give it a miss i the lutnre
No mere soup kiichens tor me!

Tur Magxer Lisrary.—No, 738,
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THE NEW PREFECT.!

By Tom Brown.

¥ Man, proud man, _ _
Diressed in a Little brief authority™
~—— S HAKESPEARE.

Come, bow the knee, ye knaveg, to me,
And grovel low before me;

For if you don’t, or tan't, or won't,
The prospect will be stormy !

The seal of dignity, you know,
Is set upon my brow,

Where'er I go, 1 fear no foe,
For I'm a prefect now!

Our genial Head has often said
I'm keen on law and order,

To fags who misbhehave themselves
I'll be a sort of warder,

I don’t know why T got this job,
Or what T did, or how;

I only know my rivals sob,
For I'm a prefect now!

Neow, anv pranks in junior ranks
Will promptly be reported;

If Joe or Jack should answer back,
Disaster will be courted,

This constant revelry and noise
No longer T'll allow.

You'll find things rather awkward, boys,
For I'm a prefect now!

When in the Hall, if mean or small
Should be my share of grub,

I'll promptly clout the server-ont,
And make the merchant blub.

If my demands he should ignore,

~ There'l] be a fearful row,

Like Oliver Twist, I'll call for more,
For I'm a prefect now!

Now, listen all, bolh great and small,
And bow to my decree,
When I say *Come!”
cone;
When T say “Go!" then flea!
I'll strut and swagger swankily
Tn future. T avow,
And you must all look up to me,
For I'm a prefect now!

then promptly

BT ALY FAFS
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ARRY WHARTON stood at the
window of Study No. 1, looking
very anxious. Dusk had fallen in

advance of the oflicial time.

Wharton stared from the window at the
hlacknress that spread like a pall over the
Ulnze.

The other members of the Famous Flve
stood behind the eaptain of the Remove,
leoking no less anxious,

A loud peal of thunder came to the ears
of the juniors.

“Rotten night for Mauly to be out!™ re-
marked Bob Cherry.

Wharton nodded.

Lord Mauleverer, the slacker and daody
of the Remove, had goune on a visit to an
outlving village. He bad been invited fto
ten at a big [arm and had promised to be
hack by seven.

The. hour had struck long sinee.
was no sign of Mauly.

It was a wild pight. The wind had
worked itself into a frenzy and was shriek-
ing around the turrete and towers of Grey-
friars.

Jagped flashes of lightning eut across the
ghy, and ever and anon the thunder boomed
out sternly.

The Famous Five were adXwus of Mauly's
account.

“He'll have to come hack by way of the

But there

wood," said Nugent. “It's not the safest
place in the world on a night like -this
There are lots of trees, aund this beastly

lightning—" )

Nugent broke® off abruptly. A blinding
Aash of lightning lit up the Close with awful
vividness.

“We'll wait till bed-time,” sald Harry
Wharton, “and then, if Mauly hasn’t come
in, we'll get permission to go and search for
him."

The others agreed. ;

Every mow and again the Juniors went
along to Lord Mauleverer's study, to sce if

he had returned.  But there was no sign
of him. .
Bed-time came. And Wingate of the

Sixth, when le learned that Mauly had not
come in, was every bit as anxious as the
Famous Five. . ]

The thunderstorm was still raging,
was likely to rage for some time yet.

“May we go and search for Mauleverer,
Winzate?" asked Harry Wharton.

“I'l1l ask Mr. Quelch.”

“Thanks, awfully!”

But the Hemove master did oot like the
idea of five juniors venfuring out in such a
storm.  He withheld his consent.

“Rotten Tuek!” muttercd Bob Cherry. "1
don't like defving Quelchy, but ['m afraid
we shall have to, We can't sleep comfort-
ahly in our beds while Manly's wandering
about ab the merey of this storm!"

The TFamous Five waited until nearly
cleven o'elock, by whieh time they judged
thie coast to be eiear. Then they roze and
dressed, went downstairs, awnd set out into
the night.

Climbing  the school wall, they tramped
along the windswept road.  Rut they had
not proceeded very far before they realised
how hopeiess was their guest, It would have
been eazier Lo locate a needle tn o haystaek
than to find n wandering junior in tins pall
of hlacknoss, s ,

Progress was ®iow,
darkncss But at

and

to the intense
the scarch-party

nwine
lazt

.

aaid Harry Wharton,
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JIMMY VIVIAN,

rmﬁhml the wood, and struck out along the
path.

They spoke but little. The fury of the
storm was such that they would have had to
shout at the top of their lungs to make
themselves heard.

For upwards of an hour they ]
And then they were compelled to give it
up. They were spaked to the skin, for the
rain was now descending in torrents, striking
the ground with the [orce of hailstones:

It was a gloomy and dejected progession
that made its way back to Greyfriars.

There was a light buerning in Mr. Quaeleh’™s
study. Evidently the wanderer had not re-
turped, and the master of the Hemove was
waiting uap, in the hope of bearing news.

The Famous Five went np to their
dormitory.

Lord Mauleverer's bed was empty.

“Poor old Mauly!" said Bob Cherry, with
a catch in his voice. *Hope pothing serious
has happened to him!"

“"He ought €0 have been back ages ago.”
hia face prave,

The juniors went to bed. DBufl sleep was
impossible, in the circumstances.

For hour after hour they remained awake,
thinking of Mauly.

The storm suhsided with the dawn. And
when the rising-bell rang out, the Close
ras flonded with sunshine.

The Famous Five were among the first to
be up ana’ dressed. With worried f[aces
they went downstairs, and judge of their

searched.

astonishment when they bumped into a
glim figure in the passage. If was Lord
Mauleverer!

“Mauly!" gasped Harry Wharton. 5o
you're back?”

“I've been back hours, dear boy.,” said
Mauly sheepishly. “All night, to be

precise,”’

“Then where the merry dickens have Yyou
stowed yourself all this time?” demandedl
Nugent.

Mauly explained.

“1 gol in just after lockin"up,” he said.
“Ihinned over the school wall, an' stag-
gered into the buildin'. T was utterly done
up. I'd tramped miles an’ miles in that
beastly storm, an' I hadn't the energy to
crawl along to my own study. I just
managed to totter as far as the library.
Thore was a fire there, an® I Hopped down in
front of it an' went off to sleep.”

“My hat!'’

“I've ouly just woke up!” said Lord
Mauleverer  apologetically. “Hope there
hasn't been anxiety on my account!"

“0h, no!” said Bob Cherry sarcagtically,
“You've only kept Quelechy up all'ni;fht. and
given us an hour's . search and 2 drenching
for nothing!™

“Pegad! I'm awlully sorry, dear boys!”
said Mauly, with genuine conecern.

“You'd better po and express your sorrow
to Quelehy,” said Johnoy Bull. *“I expect
he's nearly off his dot with worry, by this
time!"’

Lord Mavleverer wended his way to Mr.
Queleh’s study,

His lordship felt decidedly apprehensive.

Mr., Queleh was not the sort of person to
gacrifice a night’s rest unneeceszarily without
making somebody sit up for it.

The Bemove master, however, wias g0 re-
lieved to find that Mauly was safe and sound
that he dido't pupish him.  And =0, as in
the story-books, all ended happily. _

[Supplement tv.
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{Continued from page 8.)
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vizsit, though 1 do not wemembah doin’

gn. e said it was a pwessin® invita-
tion.”’

Snort from Jack Blake.

“A chap i1z bounid to he hospitable,
vou know,’ =aid Arthur Augustus feebly,
“1i is poss that Buntah has made a mis-
take—some othah fellow may have given
him a pwessin’ invitation, and he kas
mixed up that othah fellow with me, you
know.”

Another snort from Blake,

“OF all the chumps—"" he eaid.

“Weally, deah boy——" ‘

“Chaps am’t allowed to have wisitors
staying at the school, except under very
special  eireumstances,”  said  llerries,
“Very likely Mr, Railton won't let him
pit up here. Whal's he left Greylriars
for "

“He zays there is a holiday

“]1 suppose there must be a holiday, or
he wouldn't be avway from school,” said
Digby. *He couldn’t Lhave taken French
ieave, I suppose 77*

" Wathah not!™

“1 don’t know," said Blake. *There
isn't any Greyiriavs holiday on this date,
that T know of. Leock:s to me as if the
fat idiot has bunked off without leave.”

“That is a wathah slangy expwession,
Bluke 1™

“1f he has, the sconer he bhunks back
apain  the  better!”™ satd  Herries
decidedly. “Where have you siowed
the slug, D'Arcy 7"

“Tt 18 wathah discourteous to allude to
a visitah as a slug, Hewwies.”

“Snail, then,” said Herries. ‘" Where
1s he?"

“1 left him in Studay No. 6, and asked
him to make himself at home,” said
Arthur Awrustus,

“Trust him to do that,” said Blake.
“Tet's go and sort him out. TI'll jolly
soon find out whether he's got leave from
school. 1 don’t believe he has for a
minute. We should know if they bad a
holiday there.”

“He said it was the IMead's birlhday,
deah boy.™ :

“Our Head doesn’t give ns a holiday
o1 his piddy birthday,” s=aid Blake.
“Bounds to me like gummon.”

“Weally, Blake—"

“TLet's po and dig him out, anyhow,”
satd Herries,

The chums of the Fourth proceeded 1o
their study. They found that famous
apartment vacant; bul there were signs
of Bunter's oeccupation. Crumbs were
on the table and the floor, and there
was nothing entable left in the cuphoard.
Fvidently Bunier had heen there!

“Well. he made himself at home all
richt 1" gronted Herries,

“1 twust that you do not gwudge hos-
pitality to a wvisitah, Hewwies ¥ raid
Avthur Augustue mibdly. -

“Phere  are  visitors  and  visitors,
pyunted Herries  * Bunter’s the limit!
Where Las he tallowed off to now?”

There was a sowmul of bumping and a
strennons vowe in the passagoe,

“Yarooog ! B wasn't—1
voop ! i

b3 ]

didp’i—
Legezo, von rotfers . ] .
“Hallo, 15 that somebaody pitching into

vour merry  guest  Guesy?™ grinned
Blake.
& ryy A 5 5 "y
“ Tt sounds like Twimble's volce—-
“Yaroooh!  IHelp! It wasnt me!

Giooogh ! .

Blake & (Mo, hurricd out of the study.
At the vcorier of the passage Baggy
NEXT
MONDAY !

Trimble of the Foumth was wrigghng
and roaring in the grasp of three Shell
follows—Tom Merry and Manners and
Lowther. The 'Terrible Three of
St. Jim's looked excited and wrathy.

“Give hun another!” gasped Monty
Lowther.

“Bai Jove! What has Twimble been
doin’, vou fellows?? exclaimed Arthur
Augustus,

“Bagring our cake!”

roared Manners.

T haven't!? yelled Trimble,

“Who has, then?” demanded Tom
Merry,

“How should T know, fathead? The

cupboard “was locked when 1 looked 1n
just before lessons,” wailed Trunble,
“Lepgol”

“You've burst the lock!” snorted
AManners,
“Yah! T didn'ti”

“It’s busted now, and there’s hardly
a erumb left of the cake,” said Tom
Merry, in great exasperation. *[ locked
it up specially to keep 1t safe from your
clutches, you fat burglar!™

“I know you did, you rotter,” gasped
Trimble, “and I—I never touched it!
Honest Injun!”

“Ratst”

“1 tell you ' volled Trimblo,

“(Zive him another!®

Bump !

“Whooooooop !"

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Blake. * Are
vou fellows quite sure that it was Trimble
this time?™

“0Of course we're sure!” snapped Tom
Merry. *“Is there anybody else at
%t. Jim’s who would burst the lock of a
fellow’s cupboard and seoff his cake?”

“Ha, ha! 1 think there is—to-day.”

“Bai Jove!” Arthur Augustus looked
startled. “T—T say, deah boys, I-—I
think vewy likely it was not Twimble
this time."

[ Rﬂt!’j
anather !’

“Yaroooooh !”

“Hold on!” chuckled Blake. *' There's
arother Trimble here now—a trimbles
Trimble than this one,”

“Ha, ha, ha!” ;

“Pway hold on, you fellows!" saul
Arthur  Aupustus, In  great  distress
“Nuntah 1s heah this aftahnoon b

“Bunter!” repeated Tom
“That fat Greviriars bounder?”’

said Lowther, *“Give him

Merry.
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”:"I.hi"ﬂ].l
visil me.”

“Well, T suppose vour dashed visitors
don’t o round burgling fellows’ studies,
do they " demanded Lowther,

“T—I think it is possible thai—that
he may——"

“Ha, ha! T think 1t jolly likely!”
roared Dlake, " Gussy told Dunter ta
make himself at home. Tle's done it !?

The Terrible Three released Bagpy
Trimble. That podgy vounth sat on the
Hoor of the Shell passage and roarved.

“Yah! Rotters! I told you it wasn't
me! Ow, ow, ow!”

“Well, if it wasn't yvou this time, you
can take that bumping for the time when
1t was vou last time,” said Manners,
“Btop that row, for goodness’ sake "’

Yaas, e has come ovah tg

“Yow-ow-woop!"

“It it was DBunter,” said Monty
Lewther ferociounsly, ““we'll give lhim
beans. Where 1s he ¥

“Weally, Lowthah——"
“Where is the fat villain®’ roared
Manners,

“Oh deah! T twust, you fellows, that
you are not goin’ to be puilty of dis-
courtesy towards a guest?”

“1T'll  puest him!” eaid Lowther.
“(zuests who burgle a fellow’s cake want
bumping — hard What on ecarth is
Bunter doing here, anyhaw? It's not a

LR

holiday !

“Look
Trimble.

“Well, don’t make a row abont iti"
snapped Lowther,

“Why, yvou roiter—""

“ Betler give him another bumn,” said
Manners, " Very likely 1t was Trimble.
If it wasn't*it's only an accident,”

Bagey Trimble scuttled away down the
passage. There was a doubt now about
his guilt, and Baggy did not want the
henefit of the donbt mn the form of a
bumping.

“1 weally feah that it must have been
Buntah,” murmured Arthur Augustus
distressfully,  “I—I told him to make
himself at home——""

“* Asgl"

“Weally, Tom Mewwy—-

“Tf 1t was Bunler, we're poing lo scalg
Bunter,” said Monty Lowther., ** Whex
vou have guests like that, Gussv, you
shounld keep them murrled.”

“I-—I twust you fellows will ovahlook
this—this painful incident,” stammered
Arthur Augustus,  “It would weally be
vewy awkward il you started waggind
my guest,”

Tom Merry burst mnfo a langh,

“After all, we've bumped Trimble,”
he sairl,  “Justice is done, though the
wrong chap’s pot the justice. Let Bunter
rip.”’ '

F'”I'Im't':; all very well,” began Lowther
warmlv, “* Buat that cake L

“Well, there's no gelting the cake
back now,” satd Tom.  ** Never mind,
there was a ten-bob nete along with
the eake, and the tuckshop’s open.
Come on!”

“Pai Jove! T am weally vewy much
obiliged to you, Tom Mewwy, for ovali-
lonkin' this wathah painful mattah!™

“Pow-wow "

The Terrible Three departed f{or the
tuekshop, and Arthor Avpustus looked
dubiously at his choams

“Of course, it iz nol weally pwoved
that it was Buntab,” he muormured,

“Dan't we know DBuuler?’ growled
Herries,

Y Yaas, but——?

“Let’s look for the fat brute,” said
Take,  * Prabably he's burghne some-

here, T'n hurt!”"  roaved

L]
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where else now. We'd belter stop him
before lie beging on the llead’s safe.”
“DBar Joval”
The chums of the Fourth procecded to

look for Bunter. “Chat fat yonih had
already been found. however, by other
paries, At that  precise moment
Eevison,  Clive, awl  Cardew  were
standing in Stdy No.o 9 and  gazing
in blank  amazement at  the é;l(*{'ping

beauty in the armehair,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.,
Serious News for W. G. Bunter !
e ITAT is it?” ashed Cardew.
‘J‘# “It's alive,” said Levizon,
wilh a laugh. “It's
breathin=!"

“I've scen that fat mug before some-
where,”" said Clive. “Isn’t 1t that fat
codger called DBuntery™

{ Tha'y it!™ said Lecsison,

“What on earth is he doing Lere?"”

“Enoring.”

“Ha, lir, ha!™

Levison & Co. had heard DBunter’s
resonant snove as they came - to the study,
and it had swerprised themi, They had
heen still more surprised to see William

reorge [ust asleep in the armechair. He
did not waken. DBunler was an carnest
youth in some things—at least, in eating
and sleeping. When he did either he
did it thoroughly. He was plunged deep |
in the embrace of Morpheus now, 'ﬁ'itL
his eves shut and his mouth open, and
his deep, steady snore echoed and re-
echoed,

“It's Gussy's giddy guest,”  said
Levison “You remember Toby came
to the Form-room to tell Gussy ihe
animal had rolled in. Looks as if he
scented oul cour feed from Greviriars and
came over on purpose.”

“All the meringunes and the {laris
pone,” said Cardew, glancing into the

cupboard. * But he's lefi some things.
That's not like Bunter! Must have
fallen asleep beforg he could finish,

Pretty ccol to smash a cupboard lock and
bag the tuck! If Bunler always acts hike
this when he's on a visit, he must be a
popular guest.”

“Wake him up awd roll him out,” said
Clive. “My hat! What a snore! It
reminds me of the Gothas in the aie-
raids.™

“Mold on a minnle,” sawd Cardew,
“We oughtn't to Lick a guesl, ought
we? We reatly oughtn’t 1o disturb his
balmy slumbers. T.et him rip!  As he's
Gussy’s puesf, we ought lo show Inm
somea little atlention.™

“What rol!”

“Nobt at all,” said Cordew, “ Bunter's
doin’ the sleepin’-beanty acl, and 1
suggest beantifyvin’ him. Ile's not very
beautiful at present, i1s he"”

“Ha, ha! Not quite!”

“Wailt till I've touched him op,
though,” =aid Cardew, “He scems to
have made free with the lool-chest. Now
he shall have something out of the
colour-box."”

“You'll wake him.” said Levison.

“He looks as if he would need a

eannon to do that. I'll toueh him lightly
with my fairy fingers,” grinned Cardew,

Ralph Beckness Cardew sorted out his
colour-box, The voices in the study did
not awaken Bunter; he slept on serenely.
Deep and resonant. his powerful snore
rolled thzsmrh Study No. 9,

Levison and Clive chuckled softly as
Cardew besan operations with tubes of

colour. DBunter did not stir. There was
HEXT
MONDAY
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a soft smile on his fat face as he slept;
probubly  he was dreaming of the
meringues or the tarts, or perhaps of Tom
Merry's cake., Ile did not stir as Car-
dew’s light touch hovered over his plump
counfenancea

In a few minutes, Bunter's faf face was
a deep erimson in hue, his fat cheeks, and
chin, and noze, and ears, all glared with
bright colour, His aspeel was  so
startling that Levison and Clive gurgled
as they watched. Bul Cardew was quile
grave.  Having finished Bunter’'s new
complexion, he dabbed litile spots of
black all over the erimson,

“Oh, my hat " gasped Levison. “That
wiill do, Cardew I

Cardew slood back to survey his handi-
work.

“Yes, I think
decent,”” he assented.
offect, T think !”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Cardew put away the colour-box,
Then he gently shook Bunter by the
shoulder to awaken him. But a gentle
shake was of no use to Bunter: he snored
on,

“My hat! This chap knows how to
sleep!" remarked Cardew. *The giddy
Seven Sleepers were a joke to him ! Hi!
Wake up, Rip Van Winkle !

But Rip Van Winkle did not wake.

“Try ceold water!” suggested Clive,
with a chuckle.

“Or a pin ! said Levison.

“I'll try both.”

Cardew picked the kettle from the fen-
ter, and trickled cold water down Bun-
ter's neck. There was no need of a pin;
the cold water worked the oracle,
Bunter awoke with a jump.

“Groooogh ! Wharrermarrer?”" he
mumbled. “'Tain’t rising-bell! What—
who—oh! Ow! I say, you fellows, have
I been asleep?” Billy Dunter set his
glasses straight on his fat little nose, and
blinked at the chums of Study No. 9. “I
think T must have dropped off for a
minute ! My neck feels wel—some beast
has been spilling water over me ! Rotten
teiclc I

“How jolly nice to see wvou here,
Bunter !” said Cardew politely,

“Grooogh!”

“Are you ill, old fellow ™

“*IM? Nol!™

“You're not looking quite your usual
boriny self,” said Cardew gently,

“T'm all right,” said Buunler, silting

that looks rather
“Quite a Cubist

up.  “Ready for tea, too. D'Arey’s out
of the TForm-o-room mnow, | suppose.
Might have looked for me, I think.

Some fellows have no manners!”

Buunter had awakened in rather a
peevish mood, probably owing to the
large and varied consignment of goods
he had taken on boavd before sleeping,
He had a feeling as if Tom Merry's cake
was not on the best of terms with Car-
dew’s meringues. Bunler's stale just
then was like the slate of Furope in 1914
~tronble was  Uweatening  with  the
Central Powors,

“Sure you're nol ill?" asked Cardew
eravely.

“OF course T'm not! Do I look ill?"
snapped Bunter.

“Well, vou lock a little—unusual,”
said Cardew, " When a chap's face
comes out in spots like that—"

“Bpots T orepeated Bunier,
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“Look at voursell in the glass, old
ciiap,  Dlest 1f I've ever seen a fellow
look quite like that before !

Dunier bounced out of the armchair
and blinked into the looking glass. Ha
gave a wild howl as he saw his refieclion
theve.

“Oh'! Oh
malter?

“Looks like smallpox——

“Yaroooh !"

dear! What's the

¥

Help !

11

“Might Dbe nothing worse than
measles o

“Yooop !

“Ilave you ever had measle;s
Bunter "

“I don't know! Oh dear! Oh
erumbs! 'm ill! I'm dying!" gasped
Bunter. “0Oh Jerusalem !”

“Distemper, perhaps, though,” said
Cardew thoughtfully. *They say that
all dogs have distemper some (ime or
other—especially fat ones. IHave you
ever had distemper?”

* Yow-ow-ow "

“What about influenza?” asked
Levison.
“Influenza !” said Cardew thought-

fully, *There’s a lot of influenza about.
Come to think of 1t, it's spotted
influenza.”
“ Which ?" ejaculated Clive,
“Spotted influenza!™ said Cardew
seriously.  “The most dangerous kind,

you know. Ordinary influenza is notl
spotted—you mey know that. Spotted
influenza is very rare—"'

*“Jolly rare, T should thinl.”

“ But often fatal——"

“Yaroooh ! howled Bunter.

“It’'s generally accompanied,” said
Cardew, “by a slight pain under the
waistband—have you any pain under the
waistband, Bunter #”

“0Oh dear! Yos,
Bunter,

As a matler of fact, Bunter had a feel-
ing of discomfort in that region. It was
due to Tom Merry's cake; cerlainly not
to imfluenza, spotled or unspotted. But
Bunter was always ready to lake alarm
on the subject of his precious health ; and
certainly his complexion, at that moment,
might have alarmed anybody. A brighl
crimson face covered with black spots cer-
tainly  indicaled that something was
wrong somewhere,

hlly Bunter blinked in anguish and
terror at Study No. 9. Cardew kept per-
fectly grave, and Levison conlrived nol
to laugh; but Clive had to turn away to
the window to conceal his emolion.

“You really feel a pain?” asked
Cardew.

“TIrightful ;™

“Any shortness of hreath ?”

“Ow! Yes! Lots!™

“Then there i=n't much doubl what's
matler with you,” =aid Cardew.
“I'm awfully sorry, old chap! Keep a
bit farther off, if you don't mind—I don't
want to catch spolted influenza, In case
of a falal termination of this dreadful
illnesg——"

Ed D“.’ ["f

“Tn ease of a falal termination, they
do you very reasonable funerals at Way-
land.” said Cardew. *“Mr, Moldy,
the High Sireel i

awful!"  gasped

“Ow! Deast!"
“TI'm only thinking of saving wyou
trouble, Dunter. I understand that

prices have come down a good deal, and
Mr, Moldy will do yvou a quite respect-
able bul inexpensive intermenl ——"
“Yow-ow-ow !"
Billy Bunter staggerved out of Study.
No. 9. Evidently he did not want

information on the subject of cheap
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interments. Cardew called after him
in anxious {ones:

“Mind where you go, Dunter! Yon
dou't want to give it to all the fellows—
take care—-="

“Yah!®

“* Hadn't you better cut off to the box-
room ?"" called out Cardew. * You could
perish quietly in a corner there withowt
worrying anybody——"

“ DBeast "

Bunter was gone.

Cardew closed the door of the studw
and smled,

“Pear old DBunter!” he remarked.
“IU’s so nice to do our little bit to make
his visit a success, Now, il vou chaps
are.ready for tea—""

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Levison and
Clive,

Cardew chuckled.

“He's left us enough for tea,” he
remarked, ** Must have had a good meal
before he arvived here—he's only ealen
enough for four or five, I wonder if he
will go to see a doctor.”

“lIa, ha, ha "™

Study No. 9 sat down to tea in quite a
hilarious mood. At that moment,
William George Dunter was feeling any-
thing but hilarious—though he was
causing a good deal of hilarity to others,

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Not Dying !
TDM MERRY fairly jumped as lie

met Dunler in the passage. Tom
and Manners and Lowther were
coming back from the tuckshop,
with supplies for tea, when they hap-
pened on  Bunter. The sight of an
excited, erimson face, spotted with blaelk,
was startling enough.  One ol Tom’s
bundles went with a crash to the floor.
“What — who — what —=""  s{ultered
Tom.
“What the merry dickeng—"" J.'l:'"l.‘l]

Manners,

“I's the giddy Wilkd Man from
Borneo ! exclaimed Monly Lowther.
“Or iz it Tarzan of the Japes?”

“Help, you fellows!" gasped Bunter.

“1U's Bunter,” said Tom Merry, laugh-
ing. ** Where did you dig up that cheery
complexion, Bunter?”

“T'm dying "

“Dyed, you mean,” said Lowther, “ s
it a fast dye?”

“I've caught it since I've been here!™
howled Bunter. “TI was all right when
I left Greyfriars. 1 caught it in Cardew’s
study.”

“Caught what?”" exclaimed Ton.

“Spotted intluenza.”

“Spotted which 7'

“ Spotted whatter?”

“Bpotted influenza!” howled Bunter.

“This place 1sn't sanilary—it isn’t
healthy ! Somebody ought to be prose-
culed! Fancy a chap catching spotted
imfluenza in a study! Ol dear! [I've
got frightful pains—shooting, red-hot
pams! Oh! Ow!”

“Who told you yon had spotted
influenza?” gasped Tom Merry,

“Cardew—""

“Hn, ha, ha!"

“Just hke you te laugh!"™ howled

Bunter. **You don't care if I fall dying
at your feet!”

“Don’t you start dying al my feet,”
said Monty Lowther warningly, ““I'll
jolly well tread on you if you do1"

“Beast! It's awfully catching; youn
fellows have very likely caught it already.
Help me to bed, and send for a doctor!”

“Ha, ha, ha!™

NEXT
MONDAY
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Bunter struggled desperately.
landed on his aristocratic nose.

Jack Blake & Co. collared Bunter and yanked him up the passage again.
There was a wild yell from Gussy as a fat fist
*Oh ecwumbs!?”

bounder get away ! ' yelled Blake,

Billy

*“Don’t let the fat
(See Chapter 9.)

“DBeastz!" velled Bunter,

The Terrible Three staggered against
the corridor wall, yelling with laughter.
Bunter did not seem likely to gel any
help from them. The fat junior blinked
at them in rage and astonishment. For
fellows to roar with merriment like this
over his serious illness was really loo
heartless,

“Do vou realise that T've gol a [atal
disease?"” ho yelled.

““Ha, ha, ha!"

“1 hope vou've caught it!"” shricked
Bunter. “It's prelly sure you have:
you'll be coming out in spols soon—"

“ITa, ha, ha!” szhricked the Terrible
Three.

* Beasts ™

Bunter rushed on towards Sludy No. 6
in the Fourth. He was D'Arey’s guest,
and it was up to D'Arcy to look alter
him in this fearful crisis, DBut there was
nebody in Study No. 65 Blake & Co, were
looking for him elsewhere. Bunler was
nol to be neglected at that moment,
when his valuable life was in danger.
He stood and velled :

“Help ™

“What the thunder
Fourth looked into the study.
happening—whal—what Oh, holy
smoke! What's that? Another guy?”

“Where's D'Arey?” yelled Bunter.
“Send him here! Tell him I'm dying!
Nice sorl of chap to neglect a guest in
this way! Just what I might have ex-
pected here! Yon cackling rotter "

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled - Julian, quite
overcome by Dunter’s rich complexion.
He clung to the doorpost and yelled,

“You awful rotter! Send for a
doctor !’

" Julian of the
“What's

A SPLENDID TA
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“Ha, ha, ha!"

“DBai Jove! What's the
heah?”  exclaimed Arthur
D’Arcy, hurrying up the passage.
I heah Buntah's voiee?”

Julian  staggered away, gasping.
Arthur Augustus stepped quickly into
the sty and then he jumped.

“Buntah ! he ejaculated.

“Help, yon beast!”

“Wha-a-at?"

“I'm dying!"”

“Bai Jove! T twust it is nol so had
as that, Buntah! What 15 the mattah
wilth your face, deah boy*"

“It’s spotted influenza. T canght rt
here!” howled Bunter. * Filthy place, 1
call it J

* Ba: Jove!"

“Get a doctor—quick! Telephone for
him! Ask the Head to send his car for
him! Can't you see I'm dying?”

“Oh deah ! gasped Arthur Augustus,
“You weally have a vewy stwange look,

mallah
Augustus

*“Ihd

Buntah! But you can’t be dyin’, old
chap; vour volce  sounds  quilo
vigowous,"”

“You dummy—="

“Bai Jove!”

“You silly chump—""

* Buntah!™

“You — you  glss-eyed  tailor’s
dummy——"

“Weally—"

“1 believe you want to see me peg out

in agony before your eyes!” shricked
Bunter, sinking into the armchair.
“You'll catch it, too, you beast; (hat’s
one comfort )"’

*“Oh ewumbs !

“What the thump——"" Jack Blake
came inlo the study with Herries and
LE OF THE JUNIORS OF GCREYFRIARS.
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Dig. “Found the blighter? Why—
what—what—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“"Laugh away!” hooted Bunler.

“You'll laugh on the other side of your
silly mouths when there’s an inquest!
Send for a doctor !

“You don't wanl a doctor,” grinned

Blake. “You want a wash!”

“Ha, ha, ha!"”

“Ow! Help! T've got frightful
shooting pains!” proaned Bunter. * Car-
dew said spotted influenza caunsed
internal pains., I've got 'em! Like red-

Yow-

hot daggers and burnmg knives!
ow-ow 1" _

“DBar Jove!” said Asthur Augustus,
concentrating hiz  eyeglass on Billy
Bunter's startling countenance. It
looks to me, you fellows, as if Buntah
hias been paintin’ his face.”

“Help!"”

“This is wathah a sillay joke to play,
Buntah "

“Hend for a doctor!” wailed Bunter,
“Can't you see I'm dying? I'm suffer-
ing  frichtfully — burning  pins  and
needlps——""

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I won't stay here to die!” yelled
Dunter.  “I'm going to the Head for
help—you rotters’ Yah!”

Bunter rolled out of the armchair, and
rolled out of the study. He left Bluke
& Co, roaring.

“Bai Jove! The sillay ass must not
iro downstairs in that state!” éxclaimed
Arthur Augustus. ' Stop him!"”

The chums of the Fourth rushed after
Bunter, The Owl of Greyfriars had
already reached the staira,

' Stop!" shouted Blake,

IIﬂR"a !H

“Don't go down like that!™ yelled
Arvthur Augustus,  *““There is mnothin’
the mattah with voun, Buntah——"

“Heast !

Bunter rolled on, but Study No. 6 put
on speed, and overtook him on the stairs,
Certainly they did not want Bunter {o
cause a sensation in the School House by
going down with that remarkable com-
dlexion. They collared him and yanked

im up to the passage again. Billy
Bunter struggled desperately. With his
life at stake, he was not likely to yield
tamely., There was a wild how! from
Arthur Augustus, as a fal fist landed
on his aristocratic nose,

“Oh cwumbs!”

“Come back, vou fat idiot—""

“*Yaroooh! Help!”

“Stop! 1 tell you—""

“ Beast! Leggo!™

“There's nothing the matter with
youl" shrieked Blake. *'It's only paint
on your face!"

“What "

Bunter's struggles ceased. A good
deal of his startling complexion had
rubbed off in the tussle, and some of it
was on Blake & Co.'s jackels,

“* Pip-pip-paint!"” he ejaculated,

“Yes, you born 1diot—"

“He must have painied it himself,”
gnid Herries.  “Heé knows it’s paint,
He's trying to pull our legs, or else he's
poity."”

“Polty, 1
Dighy.

“Oh deah! My nose is swellin'!" said
the unhappy Arthur Augustus. * Weally,
Buntah, if you are gomn' to play these
widiculous twicks——"

“Paint!” mumbled DBunter. *“How
could it be paint?” He rubbed his
gleeve across his fat face, and obtained
Erﬂﬂf enough that it was paini. He

should say,” remarked

linked at his sleeve. “ That—that
NEXT
MOMNDAYT!
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‘Bob Cherry genially.
fat object, something like an over-fed |

He—he must have done

Ll

beast Cardew !
it while T was asleep in his study——

““Ha, ha, ha!”

*"Tain't a laughing matter!™ yelled
DBunter.  *“He told me I'd got spotted
influenza——"

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“You can cackle! If this is whal you
call hospitality, I don’t think much of
St. Jim's!" hooted Bunter. “Playing
tricks on a visilor, and collaring him,
after pressing him to come on a visit,”

“Weally, %unt-nhw—"

“ta, ha, ha I

The passage was crowlded with juniors
now, and they all seemed interested in
Bunter’s high colour. Bluke secized him
by the arm, and rushed him away to a

th-room.

“Clean yoursel!, and shut
raid.

“Oh, really, Blake—"

“Above zll, shut up!” said Blake.
“That's important.”™ '

And he left Bunter busy with hot
-;Eateg and soap, and relurned to Study

0. b.

up ! he

Run to Earth !
HI I ERE we are again !"

~ Juniors camo in at the gales
of St. Jim's.
as well us Dunter; and with a much
more_ggrecable remembrance,

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Bob Cherry made  thal re-
mark as five Greyfriars
Taggles touched his hat respectfully.
IHe remembered Harry Wharton & Un:-'.,
“Top of the afterncon, old top!" said
**Have you seen a

balloon, blow in to-day "

Taggles looked puz'ﬂ{:d for a moment,
and then he grinned, as he recognised
the description,

“Masler Bunter i he asked.

“Right on the wicket,” said Bob.
“You've seen him, then?”

“Yes, Master Cherry.”

“He's here " exclaimmed Wharton.

“Yes; he came this afterncon,” said

‘lfaggles. “Came to see Master IYArcy,
sir.
“*Good! Know where he i3 now?”

asked the captain of the Remove,
_“Somewhers in the School House, I
5 pose, s,

“Thanks!"

The Famous Five walked on. They
hac rin down their quarcy; the Bunter-
hunt had been a suceess. They were
fecling rather pleased with themeelves at
having followed up a clue so successfully.

“The fat bounder’s here, then,” said
I'rank Nugent. “Theo fellows can't know
that he’s run away from school—"

“Not likely,” said Johnaoy Bull,
“DBunler's spun them some yarn, of
course. We'd better sece D'Arcy if we
can, and get him to band over the goods
quietly. No good making a fuss here.”

“Thal’s right!” assented Wharton.

The Famous Five arrived at the School
House, exchanging greetings with a good
many fellows they knew on the way.
Wildrake of the Fourth met them ue
they came in, and greeted them cheerily.

“Lucky bargees, bagging extra holi-
davs like this,” said Wildrake,

“Not exactly a holiday,” said Whar-
ton. “We've called in here to take
Bunter home. He's holted !

“My hat! 1 puess Bunter’s let on
thal it was a holiday at Greyfriars," said
Wildrake, “ Gussy thinks so——"'

“The fat bounder's stuffed him,” said
Johnny Bull, with a grunt. *“EKnow

where he is now, Wildrake? We want
to gel him away quietly if we can—no
good bothering your headmaster with

ML oguess you'll find him in Study
N, b—it's leatime,” said Wildrake, with

F him. "

a langh.
“Good. T suppose we can go up?"”
“ I guess so.”

Harry Wharton & Co. ascended the
staircase. They were greeted on all sides
as  they ecame into the Fourth Form
gquarters. Their receplion was quite un-
like Dunter’s. Ilarry tapped at the door
of Study No. 5, in which apartment
there was a murmur of voices.

“Oh, roll in, you image!” came
Blake's volce.
Wharton pushed open  the door

Three grim faces were turned towards
him—and one distressful face. But the
lwoks of Blke & Co. changed at once
when they saw their visitors.

“Oh, I thought it was Bunter!" ex-
claimred  Blake. *Trot in, old scouls!
Jolly glad to see you !™

“Yaas, wathah !V

“Just in time for lea,” said Herries

heartily.

“Bunter hasn't mentioned that you
were  coming  over, loo!”  remarked
Dighy,

“He doesn't  know," said  Iatry,
laughing. “We've come lo pack him up

and take hiun back.™

“*DBair Jove! It's vewy kind of vou lo
take so much twouble about Buniah, yon
fellows. ™"

“Well, our Form-master asked uns*
suidd  Wharton, *fand a Form-masler's
request is rather ke a royal invitation—

you have to play up, vou krow. The fat
ass bolted this mormpg—"

" Bolted ™ ejaculated Arthur
Aurrustus,

“1 knew he hadn’'l golt a heliday '™
siiid Blake, with a nod.  “T Enew it was
oniy his gammon "

“Bai Jove! Has the awful duffah
actually wun away fwom =school " ex.
claimed Arthur Augustus. “ He lold me
—ahem——->""

“Where s he now ?" asked Bob.

“Washing his face,” grinned Blake.

“ Hallo, ﬂnlln, hallo! Have you been
teaching him new manners and customs
already ?* exclaimed Bolb,

*Ha, ha, ha!™

“He seems to have gone lo sleep in
Cardew's study, and woke up with his
chivwy  decorated,” explained Blake.
“They told him it was spolied measles,
or something, and he's been raising Cain.
Now he’s washing off the spots. Fle will
be surprised to sce you fellows here,
won't he?"

“I fancy so,"” said Harry, laughing.
“We've got to tuke him back, and 1
hope he’ll come quielly. He's got a
licking in store, but it will he the sack if
he doesn't come home."

“The weckless youne ass!"  said
Arthur Angustus.  “If 1 had known that
he had wun away fwom school—"'

“1low were you to know 7" said Blake.
“With a brain like yours, old chap, you
couldn’t be expected lo see the obvious,
could you "

“Weually, Blake——"

“You're staying to tea.” said Blake.
“We'll ask Merry and Manners and
Lowther, and make a spread of it,
Somebody's bagged their cake, so—
ahem——"

“1 can guess who's bagged the eake."

rald Bob Cherry. “Conod old
Bunter—"

“I say, you fellows—»

“Hallo. hallo, hallo! Here it is!"

A SPLENDIDP TALE OF THE JUNIORS OF GREYFRIARS,
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Billy Bunler volled in at the deorway.
It was getting dusky, and the light was
not yel on m the veom. The short-
sighted Owl of the Remove did not for
Ehc moment recognize Harry Wharion &
‘o,

“T say, vou fellows, iz teax ready?”
asked Bunter. “1'm rather peckish '

“You mnust be,” said Blake.

“When 1 have a guest at Greyfrars,”
said Bunter, 1 give him plenty to eat.
I aon’t leave hun all the afterncon on a
few odds and ends.=

“Bai Jove !

“You seem to have gathered up a
pood few odds and ends,” remarked
Herries.

“And you seem to have holted from
school 1”7 said DBlake,

Bunter started.

“Not at all, Blake! I've already told
D'Arcy it was a holiday—Founder’s Day
at Greyiriars,™

“Bai Jove! You told me it was the
Head’s birthday, Buntah !

“1 told somebody it was Founder's
Day—that must have been Railton, 1
suppose,” said Bunter. “ As a matter of
fact, it’s both—the Head’s birthday hap-
pens to come on Founder's Day this
vear—""

“Ha, ha, hal”

'l‘HIessied if 1 zee anything {o cackle
at M

““Ts the Head's birthday a movable
feast 7" grinned Blake.

“Yes, exactly. Now about tea,” =aid
Bunter. “I shall be staying here a few
TN —

“Will you, by Jove?”

“Yes: but if you think I've run away
from school, yvou're quite mistaken.
never mopped anything over Mr. Quelch
in mistake for Clolker, and he's not going
to flog me if I go back, and—"

“fla, ha, ha!"” roared the Famous
Five, unable to. keep silent any longer.
The Owl of tho Remeve gave them a
startled blink.

“*Who—what—why—is it you fellows?
Oh dear!"

Blake lighted the gas.

“T—I say, vou fellows, what are you
Joing at St. Jim’s?” exclaimed Bunter,
cveing Harry Wharton & Co. in alarm.
CHow—how—how Jdid you knew I was
here? 1 mean, if you comae aiter
i

“ Ouelchy sent us to yank you home,”
said Bob.

“1 decline ta go back,” said Bunter,
with dienity.  *1 shall be all right. My
old pal 1Y’ Arey is anxious for me 1o slay
with him for a bit, and he's going lo fix
it up with his Honsemaster i

“Tnt—but if you have wun away fwom
school, Buntah stammeaered Arvthuor
Angustus,

“Nob exactly run away,” said Bunter.
“T've shuken the dust of Greyfnars {rom
my fect. I left u letter to tell the Head
e, 1 sha'n't go back unless my inmno-
conce 15 proved,”

“Bul, you weren't innocent!” howled
Johnny DBull,

“ Oh, really, Bull—"

“Wa've got a message from Quelehy,”
snid Harry Wharton,  *Quelchy knows
you meint your silly mixture for Coker,
sl you're nobt to be sacked. Only
Noroad.”™

1 refuze to he flogged [

“Tathead ™

“You fellows have wasted your lime,”
crid Dhunter. “LI'm nol gomg back to
Greyiriars, ™

“Tt'a the =ack if yon don't!" hooted
‘Bab Cherry,

“T don't mmg.”

“What 77

NEXT
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“T'm quile preparved to leave Grey-
friars for good,” said Dunter, with dig-
nily. 1 shall ask my pater to send me
to St Jim's !

“Will yvou 7 ejaculated Blake.

“Yes, old chap. It can be lixed unp
for me to sharve this study—"

“8hare this study 77

“Yes; and we'll be great pals,” said
Dunter calmly, while the chums of Study
No. 6 eyed him almost in horror. The
bare idea of Willlam George Bunter as
a permanent inmate of Study No. ©
almost overcame them. They could only
gaze at the fat and fatuous Owl. * You
can tell Queichy so, Wharton. Tell him
I despise him!”

“] can sce myself doing it!" gasped
Wharton.,

“[1e's never understood me, or valued
me, as I should be valued here,” said
Bunter, while Blake & Co. still gazed at
him speechlessly. “You fellows never
have, either. Toddy hasn’t! 1 shouldn’t
wonder if Smithy makes a fuss about his
coat if I go back, though 1 sent him the
ticket, The fact is,. I'm rather fted up
with Greyfriars. I'm poing to stay here
until it’s fixed for me to stick to Bt
Jim's. 1 shall be pretty comfortable in
this study.”

“In this study ! said Blake faintly.

“Ves, We shall get on all right,” said
Bunter. *“1'm not a particular fellow. [
canr rough it a bit.”

“0Oh! You—you can rough it?"

stuttered Dighy.

“Certainly ! I shall want the arm-
chair, but I'm sure you fellows wouldn't
want to be selfish about that. You'll find
me a useful fellow here, too, lo give you
tips about fooler and cricket——"

“Oh, iy hat 17

By the way, Wharlton,” cantinued
Bunter, with great dignity, ~ vou can tell
Quelchy to send my letters on heve, 1'm
expecting a postal-order——"

“(h crnmbs !’

“1 shouldn® like 71 to be losi—it's been
delayed alveady,” said Bunter. " Now
you fellows may as well get off. We're
gaing Lo have tea, and 1 hate a crowd
m my study.”

Apparently it was DBunter’s sindy
already.

“My only Aunl Sempronia Annl!”
murmured Bob Cherry.  “Ain’t he a
corker, ain’t he a dazzling bute?  Are

you fellows zoing to waste a meal on him
before we rall him home 7™

“ Ha, ho, ha !

“Pway wemain to iea, Buntah!” said
Arthur Augustus faintly.

“Certainly, old fellow! We shall bo
having lots of teas together, as we shall
be study-mates when T'm fixed at St
Jim's,” said Bunter affably,

“0Oh deah !

“You crass jabberwock !" said Harry
Wharton, in measured tones.  “We're
catching the train at Wayland, and you're
going with us!"

'“.],{ﬂlgljj

“And if you don’t walk, you'll be
carried.”™

“@Go and eal coke!” said Bunter con-
templuously. “If you fellows give any
trouble you'll go out of my study on
your necks. My pals will stand by me.”

“Why don’t they put him m a
musenm ¥ gasped Blake.  ‘Bunter’s
wasted in a school. He ought to be on
the films. Try to get this inte your fab

** BAGGING BUNTER!"™

T LA

H L W]
L
| =
NG ¥ o ' TON -
.::E. =
I 5 _
ek .
vl L
i :l.'

head, Bunter——"

e ha yil
: ; m_— Aol |
2y e
e B J"'
a

L '

“ Legpo !’ roared Bunter.
coming !

“* You take one of his ears, Bob, and I'll take the other,”’ said Harry Wharton.
“1'm coming, ain't 1 ? Leggo my ears !
Bunter rolled out of the study in the midst of the Famous Five.
Jack Blake & Co. and the Terrible Three followed, chortling. (Se¢e Chapter 11.)

I'm
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“ You're going back to Greyfriars, and
you're going before lock-up.  And if you
ever persuade your father to send you to
St, Jim's, you'll be lyvnched the day you
arrive here.”

“¥Yaas, wathah! I—F—1 meun, pway
do not be wude to Buntah, Blake.”

“Now, let’s have tea,” said Blake.
“If you fellows want any help getting
that oyster to the station, I've got a boot
ab your service.”

“Bame here!" said Digby heartily.

“T've got two!” sawd Herries.

“Well, of all the rotten, ungrateful
beasts——" said Bunter,

“Weally, Buntah——"

“I've o good mind not to stay to {ea

with you,” said Bunter. “In fact, I
don't see how I can overlook this.” e
“There's a door to the study,

remarked llerries.

Bunter seemed suddenly deaf.

“(On the whole, I'll stay to tea,” he
remavked, “1 shall certainly refuse to
i in this sivdy when I come to Bt
Jim's. You needn’l say anything, Blake,
vl :

ki I_._

“Too late!” said Dunter, with a wave
of his fat hand.  * You needn’t say a
word, 1 decline to accept your apology.”

“1 was going to say

“1t's too late! You've done 1t now

“I was going to say,” roared Blake,
“that if you don’t shut up, you sha'n't
stay to tea!”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Oh ! ejaculated Bunter.

The Owl of Lthe Remove decided o shut
up. In  the cireumstances, 1t was
evidently the wisest course.

rrr

———m

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Night Out !

HERE was quile a merry party

I to tea in Study No. 6. That
celebrated apartment had often

been erowded before on special
accasions, but il held a record crowd now.
There were the four owners of the study,
and the Famous Five of Greyfgiars, and
Tom Merry, and Manners, and Lowther,

and Billy Bunter—thirteen fellows in all,
or fourteen, counting Dunter as two.
There was not muoch room, but there was
plenty of hospitality and good cheer, and
Harry Wharton & Co. had quite a good
time,  Billy Bunter looked rather morose
at fivst: but under the genial influence
of ample tuck his fat face gradually
cleared, and he smiled.

ITe was called upon to give a descrip-
tion of the inecident far which the
“chopper "' had come down on him at
Grevfriars, and he did so, at consder-
able length, quite enjoving the limelight
he was getting.  Ie wound up by re-
marking that he couldn’t very well return
to Grevfriars until his innocence was
proved,  And he azked Tom Merry &
(o what they thonght of a ¥Form-master
who doubted a fellow's word—a question
to which the 8t. Jim’s fellows really could
not find an answer.

After tea, Harry Wharton & Co. pre-
pared Lo take their leave—keeping a wary
eye on Bunter in case he should atlempt
to bolt. DBunter settled down in the
study armchair as the party broke up.

“(3et a move on, Bunter,” remarked
Bob Cherry.

“I'm not coming!”

“Fathead !

“1 can't very well desert TV Arey, alter
to stay with bim a few days,

promuisin
explained Bunter.

“T—1 excuse you, deah boy,” said
Arthur Augustus., 1 weally wecom-

mend you to weturn to Gweyfwiahs at
once.,”

“I'm not going to do anything of the
kind,” said Bunter calmly. * Good-bye,
vou chaps ! Give my message to Quelchy

: L ; - N T T
—specially that I despise him !

“You take one of his ears, Bob, and
T'll take the other,” sawd Harry.

“Yaroooop !

“Coming ¥ asked Dob.

“No!" roared Bunter.

“Your flaps are coming,’” said Bob
cheerilyv.  **1If you don’t come, too, 1t will
be a painful parting.”

“Legpo! Yow-ow-ow!” :

“Can 1 help?” asked Blake politely.
“Perhaps if T roll him out of the chair
and——"

“Why, you beast, if this is what you
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Splendid Long Complete Tale of the Famous Chums of St. Jim’s—

call hospitality——  Yarooop!” roared
Bunter, as Blake tilted fip the armchair,
and he rolled out on to the study carpet

“Roll him downstairs,” suggesied
Hevries. * He'll go casiest that way.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Leggod” roared Bunter.
ing, ain’t 1?7 Leggo my ears!
my neck! You awful rolters!
coming !

Bunter rolled out of the study in the
midst of the Famous Five, Blake & Co.
and the Terrible Three followed,
chortling.

“We'll see you to the gates,” sald
Blake,

“Yaas, wathah!™”

Billy Bunter's fat face was furious, ad
he was walked out of the School House
in the midst of the crowd of grinning
juniors.  He blinked this way, and he
blinked that, but there was no escape for
hirn.  He was marched away through the
dusky quadrangle to the gates.

“(zood-bye, vou fellows !"

“Pleasant journey ! Mind you don'l
lose  Dunter off the tram!™ chuckled
Blake. * Good-bye, old fat oyster!”

¥ah i

Harry Wharton & Co. started down the
dusky road with their captive. Billy
Bunter rvolled in their midst, in a stale
of fury. The gates of Bt. Jim's clanged
1:1,@]!{Tlff them—that refuge was closed to
the fugitive of Greyfriars.

“ Now, hoof it, you chaps,” said Harry
Wharton. * We've got to catch the local
at Rylcombe, or we shall lose the expross
at Wavland Junction. We shall be
pretty late home, anyhow.”

“I'm not going " roared Bunter.

“ Kick him, somebody !

(13 lrﬂﬂﬂf}p [H

Bunter went!  There really was no
arguing with the methods of persuasion
that were applied to him.

The six juniors proceeded down the
dark lane at a good rate When Billy
Bunter lagped he was gently touched up
behind, and he yelled and started again.
The village lights appeared in sight ahead.
Billy Bunter was in quite a state of
desperation by this time., He was guite
determined not to go back to Grexlriars
and take his flogging, if he could help
it. The nearcr that flogging came, the
more unpleasant it seemed

True, the “sack 7 was a much more
serious matter; hat 1t was not so paininl,
and Bunter felt that he couid bear it with
fortitude.,  Greyfriazs wasn’t the only
school, and so fazeinating.a youih was
certain to be welcomed anvwhere,  Even
going home waa betier than going back
to Greviniars,  Duanter semor’s strap waa
not so hefty as the Head's birch. The
Owl of the Remove blinked round des-
perately in search of an avenue of escape.

“1 say, you fellows—"

“Come on,” said Wharlon,

“Don't he beasts, vou know,”
Bunter. “1 don't want to be flosged,
you know, I'm not strong enougizh.”

“Would vou rather be expellied, von
duffec?”" suid Nugent,

“Yes. Lots!”

“Well, if yon don’t know what's goad
for vou, you have to be loovked afler,
you know," said Bob Cherry. “Try nol
(o be such a silly asz, old chap,  And
do get on! I'm tired of booting you!"

* Beast !”

They were quite near the village now
and Bunter, apparently cesigning himself
to his fate, trotted on aclively,

“I'm com-
Leggo
1'mm

urged

“That's sight,” said Bob  Cherry
approvingly.  “It's for your own good,
Bunty, though you haven't braing
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enough to understand it, You can look
on u¢ as yvour keepers, you lknow.”

Bunter did not reply. He stumbled
snddenly over a stone and fell, and gave
il fll'{"'li'.l HI'L'I--'I.[I,

“Ow, ow! Oh dear!”

Harry Wharton utlered an impatient
exclamation,

““(Get up, you fat owl

“My ankle's sprained,” said Bonler
faintly.

“SpooAng, as usual!” said Johnny
Bull, with a grunt, And Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh remarked that the spoofful-
ness was terrific,

(Groan !

“T'1I jolly soon see,’” said Bob Cherry.

He stooped aver the Owl of the
Remove, The next moment he receivad
a sudden surprise.

A fat fist was dashed at his nose, and
it landed there with a crash. Beb
Cherry rolled over with a rear. Bunter
was on his feat in a twinkling, and spring-
ing away across the road. There was
a gap in the hedge, and Billy Bunter
was through the gap like a flash. Never
had the fat Owl of the Remove moved
with such wonderful celerity. Harry
Wharton & Co. grabbed at him a second
too late.

Bob Cherry staggered up, clasping his
naose.

“Why, T—I—I'll—"" he stuttered in
breathless wrath.

“ After him!" welled Wharton.

Bunter was throngh the hedge and
speeding away across the dark field. The
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Famous Five went whooping in pursuit,
In the dayhlight they u\'nuf’d have run
the fat jumior down in a conple of
minutes. But the darkness favoured the
fugitive. They could not see more than
a couple of yards, and on the inner eide

of the hedge they halted.

“Hold on!” exclaimed Wharton.
“1{e can't be far away. Listen!”
The juniors listened brea thlessly.

Bunter could not be out of hearing yet.
There was a sound of a movement close
at hand, a rustle at the hedge.

“There he is!"” shouted Bob. * Come
"ﬂﬂ '!!'j‘

The Famous Five rushed in the direc-
tion of the sound, and hurled themselves
upon a shadowy form,

“Look out!” yelled Bob.

“0Oh, my hat!”

“Tt's a bull!”

The chums of the Remove backed
away as the disturbed bull loomed up
before them and bellowed. They were
back in the road, through the gap in
the hedge, in a marvellously short time.
A bull at close quarters in the dark was
not attractive company.

“@h erumbe!”  gasped Bob Cherry.
“We've lost him now! Bunter!
Bunter! Come back, you fat idiot!

I'm going tg smash you! Come back,
you podgy oyster! I'll spiflicate you!”
But there was no sign or sound of
William George Bunler. Tha fat junior:
was in full flight for parts unknown,

The Famous Five looked at
arcther in dismay,

one

They had succeeded in their nquest,
only for their captive to slip through
their fingers at the last moment. ‘There
was a shriek of an engine in the distance.

“The train’s going,” said Nugent.

“ And we're staying " growled Johnny
Bull. “We can't go back to Greyfriars
without him. At least, we don’l
want io.”

“He ean’t be going back to St. Jim’s,”
said  Harry  Wharton  thoughtfully.
“Now that they know he’s run away
fram school, even Bunter will have sense
enough to know he wouldn't be allowed
to stay there.
hema.™

“Wa've got to bag him.”

Wharton reflected.

“ Quelchy's sent us after him,” he said.
“We don't want to go back and say
we've failed. After all, I'm not specially
keen on lessons lo-morrow mormng.”

“Ha, ha! 1 could miss them without
feeling it very deeply,’” said Bob. " Bat
—bnt Quelchy couldn’t have meant us to
make a night of it.”

“ Phew ™ _

“I'll get him on the telephone,’ said
Wharton. ““We can 'phone from Ryl
combe. We'll tell him how the matter
stands.”

“Good !

T.ooking for Bunter in the dark was
ovidently a hopeless ease—a good deal
like looking for a needle in.a bundle of
hay. The Famous Five walked on to the
village, where Wharton obtained a trunk-

call at the post-office. By that time the

THIS WEEK'S STORY—

«SELF CONDEMNED!”

BY MARTIN CLIFFORD

Famous Five had quite decided that they
were not at all eager to return to Grey-
friars. Another day out of school had 1its
attractions. They had done thenr best;
their consciences werse clear on  that
point; and if the hunt for Bunfer kept
them away irom Greyiriars another day,
surely they were not to blame! Indeed,
personally they had no objections what-
ever to keeping on their travels for a
weoek or so.

“Must let
that ha won't

him know what’s 80
worry about us,” said
Bob Cherry considerately. *' But ring off
at the right moment, old chap. Don’t
give him time to tell you {o catch the
first train back.”

““Ha, ha, ha!”

Harry Wharton langhed.

“Leave it to me!” he said,

The ecall eame through at last, and
Mr; Quelch’s voice was heard on the
wires.

“ Bless
Wharton?
this time?"

“Looking for Bunter, sir.”

“Really, Wharton—-"

“Wa've found him, sir!” said. Harry.

“YVery good. Where are you speaking
from?”’

“Rylcombe, (in Suszex, sir.”

“Upon my word! I had no intention
—~no intention whatever——"

“Wa looked for him at St. Jim's, sir.”

“You shauld not—"

01,

my soul! TIs that you,
Where have you Leen all

“But we found Him there, sir!”
“In that case, Wharton, very good.

11 suppose he's going

19

Dring him safely back to Greyfriars sith
you,” said Me, Quelch., “T had no idea
—no intention whatever—that you should

go so far, But as you have found
Bunter, well and good. I shall expect
Fﬂ“'——”

“But he's got away, sir!”

“What!”

“We're going Lo find him all right,
Mr. Queleh,” s=aid Wharton hurriedlyy
“[—I thought I'd ring you up so that
you'd know we were safe and sound.”

“You will return——-"

“As soon as we've golt him, sir. All
right!"

“I mean—"

“1 understend, sir! We'll get him all
right!”

“Listen to me! You will return—"

“ Right-ho, sir! Time's up!”

Harry Wharton rang off, having thus
considerately relieved Mr, Quelch’s mind
on the score of the safety of five of his
most promising pupils. What Mr. Quelch
would have said if the captain of the
Remove had held the line lenger,
Wharton, naturally, did not knew. T
was a case where, ignorance being bhss,
it was folly to be wise.

““ All serene,” said Harry, as he re-
joined his chums. “‘Quelchy won't be
worrying about us now. At least, hé
oughtn’t to.”’

“¥ou've told him

“That we're still after Bunter, and
we're coming back with lim when we
get him.

‘““Good !

L3
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“ He didn't tell you to eome back at
once?’ asked Nugent.

Wharton shﬂ-ﬂkﬁ: heat.

“Time was u?!" he said regretfully.

“Ha, ha, hal"

- . . ™ ¥

Harry Wharton & Co. put up at ‘the
Red Lion, in Ryleombe, that mnight,
Where William George Bunter ild
found repose for his weary head they did
not know, and they did not bother very
much about it. To-morrow would be
time to think of Dunter, when the
Bunter-hunt began agaim. Ti’m chase was
growing quite exciting and interesting,
and the ¢hums of the Remove felt more
than ever it was a huge 1mprovement on
grinding Latin in the Form-room,

And at Greyfriars tl]u:;,;I wera éxpected,
and expected in wain. Vernon-Smith of
the Remaove had received a lettar con-
taining a little ticket, which made kim
yearn to see Billy Punter again with a
deep yearning. But the Bounder Was
disappointed,  And Mr. Quelch, if he
expected to see the Bunter-hunters again
that night, was disappointed, too.

There were six places vacant in the
Remove Form room the following morn-
ing. Bunter, the bolter, was still absent,
and Harry Wharton & Co. were gtill
hunting Bunter.

THE END,

(You must read next Monday's
Magwer Library #tory of Harry
Wharton & Co. and Rilly Bunigr,
entitled “Bagging Bunter!”  Order

your ‘copy to-dayl}
TrE MAGNET L1BRARY.—No, 738,
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A."J. Hodgkmson, 227, Gan Streel,
Kalgoorlie, Weslernr Australia, wishes to
ﬁrnﬁpﬂnd wilh readers in Epgland, ages
"Miss Marjorie MceNeil, 13, Goldsmith
Road, Pm:hi]mm, London, S.E. 15, wishes
to correspond with girl readers anywhere,
Bhe wants to find a steady chum.
a collége girl of fourteen, very keen on
sportis, literature, and amateur magazines,
and she promises to answer all letters,
- Fred W. DMirams, 138, Southwood
Road, Ramsgate, Ivend, wishes {o corve-
ppondl with readers interested in football
and other sports; ages 13—14.  All letters
answered.

G, 0. Symonds, c.o. Bauk of England,
Hull. wishes to correspond with readers,
ages 10--13.

W. . Guun, 15z, Quinton Slreet,
Farlsfield, London, 8.%W. 18, wishes to
Liear from readérs willing 1o render nssist-
ance with his «Companion Papers Club
and magaane. Contributions and sug-
geslions invited.

« Miss Rosena Buailey, 66, Lennox Streel,

North Richmond, Melbourie, Victoria,
Auvsbrala, wishes lo correspond  with
readers in Fngloud or Scotlaond,  ages
15--16.

Joseph Urace, 55, Cooper Street, Red-
fern, -Svduey, N.5.W., Australia, wishes
to correspond with u veader in Birming-
ham, age 12—14.

Bhe 1s

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

J. II. Dennis, 82, Langley Reoad,
Luton; Beds, wishes to exchange views
with readers in Canada, ns he thinks of
settling in that country.

Joe Morrow, Lambhill Crescent, Lamb-
hill, Glasgow, wishes {0 hear from readers
interesied  in° his  literary club  and
agency ; especially from amateur editors,

Philip Alan Rawlinson, 62, Southam
Street, Westbourne Park, London, W, 10,
wishes 1o correspond  with readers,
especially im America. | :

Douglas Manu, I'.0), Dox 653, Pretoria,
Transvaal, South Africa, wishes to cors
respond with readers in Australin and

England.
W. J. Slacey, c.0. General Del.
. 0., Charles amd Yonge Sirests,

Toronto, Ontario, Canada, wiches lo cor-
respond wilh readers who are stamp
collectors, ages 10--18.

Miss Fileen 'Filleti, 121, 1lolt Avenue,
Cremorne, Sydney, N.S5.W., Australia,
wishes lo correspond with girl readers 1
Kngland,

Miss Peggie Sinclair, Nels Rust, Natal,
South Africa, wishes to correspomnd with
girl readers, nges 16—20, '

Vietor Huayward, 20, Gladwell

toad,

Crouch End, N. 8, would like to write

articles on
illlli.i.'ll'llr IIHIH;I-"."'I.{'.
answoered.

Miss May I1II. Ilarinell, Yecovil, Pori

scientific subjects for an
All communications
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Albert, Isaipara, Auckland, New
Zealand, “wishes (o correspond  with

readers anywhere outside New Zealand,
ages 17-—21.

R. G. Barr. 315, Barbadoes Street,
Christchurch, New Zealand, is starling a
Magyer, “Gem,” and “Iopular ™ Club,
and wishes 1o hear from readers,

R. Russell, 2, Bridport Road, Thornton
[Heath, Surrev, wishes lo correspond wilh
readers abrond who are interested in
stamps. .

Ernest Ileward, 21, Noreult Read,
Twickenham, Middlesex, wishes o corre-

apond  with readers in Amevica, ages
14—15. .
Herbert Tlughes, 14, Morris Street,

Moaorriston, Swansen, wishes to correspond
wilth readers,

Fred Robinson, 13, Ralph Street, ITol
loway, N. 7. wishes o correspond with
readers, age 1314, :

Miss Ethel. Phillipe. Country Office,
Garlick's  Store {Relail), Cape 'Town,
South Afriea, wishes to correspond wilh
renders,

Jumes Clegy, 5, Dack Drook Slreet,
Todmorden, Yorks, wishes to hear from
readers and condributors for his magazine,
the * Blue Bird.” '

Misa Florence IPurdey, Wilmot, Bay
Strect, Croydon, Sydoney, N.S.W., Aus-
tralia, -wishes to correspond with readers
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