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i ENTER THIS SIMPLE COMPETITION TO-DAY, CHUMS:

i712 CONSOLATION
of SPLENDID POCKET-

T FI% iz o competition in whieh overy one of yon can

join. You are all familiar with the Cross Words
that fly between schoolboys, and yvou are all famibiar
with the time-honoured Lameriek.

Far the benelit of those unacguainted with compieting an
unfinished Limerick 1 will give a few -hinls that may be
fournd helpful. Now, suppose vou were required to complete
the [ollowing verse:

Said Brown te Bully Silvaster
It tones that courted disasior:
“Yah, go and eat coke,
it some other blpke,™

e S FO Ty S A PP P Y

Your must make 'yoir last line sean with the first two.
That's the most important thing to remember in completing
g Limcriek.

For mistanee, sueh a line as:
='Phen DBBrown ran—but Silvastor was the faster ™

E. obviously far too long., A more suitable last Tine would
[

“Now Drown's requiring some plaster.”

I den’t say that thes is a clever line, but it fulfils the ve-
gquiremcnts of a Limevick and zeans correctly with the hrst
twn lines,

Another point is, don't try to ho too elever. A simple but
forcefu) line iz what iz wanted—a line that rbymes and
seans wikth the first twa.

Now that vou have got the bhang of ithe thing &1 in the
eatipon helow,

To the seucder of the “last live.” which in the Editec's
epinien iz the best, wifl be awarded the handsome money

rize of FIVE POUNDS. To the 12 next best, Consolation
%‘ri:nﬁ of BIFLENDID POCKET-KNIVES will be awarded,

DIRECTIONS,

When vou have thought out o really good last line fill in
the eoupon below. faking care to .writo your name and
address clearly IN INK, and post it to;—

“Cross Words ™ Ldmerick Compotition, INa. 6,
clo Magsrr, Gough House,
Gough Saquare, London, E.C. 4,

0 a5 to resch that address not later than March 3rd, 1325,

You may send ip &3 many attompts as you like, but ali
eflariz wust be written on the proper Entrance Form,

T iz a distinet copdition of entry that the Editor's decision l

maush be regarded as fingl
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WTHE GREAT POSTAL-ORDER MYSTERY !
By Frank Richards.

L DY TR N Eiﬁly Bauter firsg made Tds bow g {he Eomuneg
at treviriars sborivs of his t'};!pe;"ll*:l Uopnetabavders hisve
delichted my bost of readers, The eoning treat will =tand
ot s being one of the foest © Booter 7 slares <ver T TRITE

by Frouk Rfchards, Nuw prepare fere shoek, Bunter acloaly Pas
g postalorder!  CApother shiekl)  Bunter s o wholie heap nf
e ! Uit yor® imagine the Tab amd fotwons Gl of Ll Hemve
in funds?  The Wemoites can't! Fhey want proof,  When they
et the necossary prond it woebl suite Gt i with el webipi=le-
ment it bhe  emdle seelitenldy taened  mpside-down, Wonder ot
woniders, oo ohe appears to lwve Jost amy peetabwrders: Lhat "+
saying somethipg, for wsaally sl Bunter cwnes indo s hoag rof
caah 1 s aflseovered that suineone or olher bas best o mislaid Bis
ke l-hopk ! .

Can voun imagine Harey Wharton & Cols surprizi when Mukder
offers Lo paay anld dovs—Tor o few Toeds lie haz lad st the Fuabieons
Five's expense?  The suddenmess of it all takes Blarry Wilnartoey &
Uns hpearl away: Hleey collapse oo gaspivg heap oone Lhe Treor
of 1he sbmdy.

DOLLARS !

Phat's flee begintipe wd el of Fisher T, Fishi'z exi=lenee. Fishy
imamines that Lo was born juto o oworkl popitated by fouls wilh
plenty of maney Uo dose, Now, Fishy i ou tente ™ fellow—in his
gwn estimation,  People with money are fabe prey Lo i, sl
Bubter's sydidet wide o afiuence sets his American moneyamaking
midmd it aetion,  There's o chanee of bringing off o Jea ”"",1-: will
chow  consielerable profit—le Fialy ! Alas? so many of Fishy's
wonderful sehemes o asteay somewhere; be appesrs always Lo
pyeratep the boupds of his fellowortals’ credufity, With Fisher T,
Vi takine an iplevest in Buntee-or, rather, Bunter’s postal-oolers
the story moves o Booils eliman at oo rave paee. Mo Maguetite
st ni=s tlis splidid varn, s Fizhy Timsell would cxprezs it
iEfs tlhe * goods "7

“ THE DPEPUTY DEYECTIVE!"
By Hedley Scott.

There 12 amotler thirilling instaodment of this womlorfnl detective
sarial un the prosrampe for next. Monday, o b lnspector Pyecealt
and two of ks l.'H]I'E"ﬂ_gl:IE-‘I slTer at the hamids ) J_!!F‘ ﬂr:-l-:m-?l!li Illﬂltl:ll'
bandits. Meunwhile, the chiel of 1his mysterious ormepisalion i3
making his * get awsy.” TBuat Jack Prake iz on fhe ek hes
determined to et ™ Dis man, despite dhe amazing nm ool Lad
luek he has experienced. Patiemce is o vivtue, so we are tobd,
and Drake ha: hags of putience. Just yowm keep your peepers o
our clever hoy slenth: he's got a greal Teture hefore him.

A BUPPLEMENT IN VERSE!

That's a surpriee for you, 'l wager. Harry Wharton & Co. are
vorsatile to a degree. 14 was o liappy Idea—this Supplement fu rhynoe
—and the result wdds another iaprel to Uhe fame of these schonlboy
anthors. Bicky Nugeut's story of 4 certsiu cvent at S5t Ham's is
replly clever. I never kmew Dicky ‘o he poetically inclioed, but
he lips certalnly seored a hullseye fp this direction. Il warrant
you will all enjoy this elever Sepplement. Giel ready to weleome i,
chume !

OROEE WORD PUIILE No. 5.

Look out for anctber fosciguting putzle in mext weck's ALAGNET,
chums, tegether with the sofution of Fuzzle No. 4. Everywlere I
go I find people—young apd nld—deeply cagrossed i ithis popwlar
craze.  Aund, between you and we, ve airendy secu. ob Wy way
to and from the offee, a few Magnetites biting the end of a
pencll over one or twao “ teasers *' in the MAoNeT puzzler, There's
just that touch of difficnlty about them to make them Interesting.
Just you -have a shof at thess puzzles; you ll Bud them a pleasood
and invigorating liruin exerclse. YOUR EDITOR.
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+«CROSS WORDS™
LIMERICE COMPETITION.

“1 {ec] in fne form for a Gght.™

Baid Bolsover major, one might,
“Now, Wharton, you werm,
FIl soon make you squirm——-"

Last Line ....ooccevvn T S S S T
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EXPELLED BY HIS FORM FELLOWS!

Rolsover major, the bully of the Gregfriors Remove, has never been very

popular. IHis latest misdemmeanonr brings the wratk of oll kis Form fellows upon him, with the yesult thot he is

throten out of Greyfriars!
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Buater is Wanted [
i YDU fellows scen thal fat, sneak-

ing toad anywhers?”
Boleover major, of the Grey-
friars Remove, asked that
question as Havry Wharton & Co. canie
along the Remove passage. He asked it
in a tone of concentrated fury.

The Famons Five, who were strollin
along to Study No. 1 lor bea, stopp
and chuckled. They did not need to be
E;-ld. who the “fat, sneaking toad " might

e,

“Haven't seen Bunter since afternoon
clazs,” grinned Harry Wharton.

“ Parhaps you'll ind hum in the tuck-
thop,” suggested Bob Cherry.

“What's he boen up to this tme?”
asked Frank Nugent.

The burly Bemovite breathed hasd.

“I'fl smash him—smash the fat rotter
to a jelly I he hissed. “"Mucked up my
hirthday feed, the Ilititle beast! A
thumping great plum-cake, a bag of
meringues, a whacking great bag of
jan-tarts, and goodness knows what el:e
I—-::EI gone! That fat worm's welfed the
ot I”

“Well, what about it?"” asked Dob.
H Nothing new in that! Isn't Bunter
doing that sert of thing every day,
Bolsy? He's only keeping up his repu-
tation."”

“You silly ass—"

“Take it smiling, old chap,” advised
Bob cheerfully. * Nothing at all to get
excited about, von know.”

“Excited ]" hooted Bolsover major.
“Wonldn't you be excited if that fat
beast had scoffed your grub® A thump-
ing great plum-cake—->"

“You'va already told us that,” re-
minded Bob gently. ' Do keep cool, old
chap! FEven Bunter must live. And,
after all, it's your ewn fault.”

*Mum-my own fault #7

“Exactly!  You should have asked
Bunter to the feed, you know,. ™

“That—that ot pig? ¥You—

“If you had,” argued Bob, shaking his
head =agely. “"he would have scoffed
three-guarters of the grub right enough !
But you would bave had a look in.  As

*r
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A Magnilicent New Long Complete
Story of Harry Wharton & Co.

Greylriars, Ieaturing Bolsover

major, the Bully of the Remove,

it 1z, vouw've Jeft him to shift For hime-
.-jtﬂf, and apparently he has shifted the
ot ™

“¥Yopn=—you burbling idiot——" _

“0Oh,=well, if you don't want advice
and—"

“0Oh, go and eat coke, you silly aszs
snarled Bolsover,

And with that be marched away wrath-
fully—to continue his search for Billy

L

Bunter. The Famous Five chuckled and
went on their way. Unbke Bolsover
major, they seemed to see only a

humorous side to the depredations of
William George Bunfer,

They were soon reminded of Bolsover's
troubles, however, during preparations
for tea.

While emulating the immortal Mother
Hubbard, Bol Cherry made a discovery
that ?lr-mlght hiz chums fo hig side with
a rush.

“What's the matter, Bob " demanded
Harry Wharton.

“The cake!” said Bob. I thought
vou sald there was a cake iz herel™

“Well, so there is!”

“There isn't!” snapped Bob. * And
the muffins—I thought you said there
wore some muffing ——"

“Well, so there—— You don't mesn
to say they've gone!” gasped Harry in
alarm.

He jumped to the cupbeard and peered
within. He locked once and then he
locked agzin, The cupboard was bare—
of muffins and cakes, at all ovents,

"Well, my hat!” breathed Harry.
“ Buntcr again "

g5 1l'.1'rhai- -:l!u

Nugent, Dull, and Hurree Singh

looked. and then there was a chorus of
wrathful remarks.

“The fab villain ¥

“The scrounging toad!”

“The podgy rascal !

“Well, if fgiﬁ isn't the limit

Harry YWharton & Co. gave their
views on Billy Bunter freely and with
vigour; they also told each othor what
they wounld do to that nnpopular junior
when they caught him.  They quite
failed to see the humour in the present
situation, Bob Cherry, indeed was

LR}
L]

more wrathy than any of them. Good a5

hiz advice had been to Dolsover in a like
situation, he did not offer it to his chums
now. He neither advised them to ™ take
it smiling,” nor to keep cool. Nor did
he make any elfort to follow that advice
himself.

“Wait till I get my hands on the fat
villain ! he hissed. “I=I'll ®smash
him! He wants & lesson, and a thunder.
g good one! Come on, you chaps!
Let's go and look for the little beast!”

“0Oh, let him cip!™ grunted Harry
Wharton. * What's the good of licking
him? It won't bring the eake back or
the muffing.”

“Yes, but—"

“It ean’'t be helped,” said Harry.
“We'll have to make toast, ‘and luckily
we'yve some eggs, We can safely loave
Bolsover to deal with that fat clam. I'm
sorey for him when— Hallo I™

Harry ended, with a jump, as the door
erashed open. It revealed Dolsover,
whose great fists were clenched, while
his eyes glittered as they roamed round
the study, It was clear Bolsover had
not found Bunter yet,

‘Where is he?” he snapped, glower-
ing round. “Fishy seys he sew him
come in here five minutes ago.”

“Well, he isn't here now ! snapped

Harry. “We'd Like to find the little cad
ourselves, Bol— Here! What—"
Harry broke off in-  astonishment.

Without any apparcnt reazon, Bolsover
major had made a rosh across the room,
and ¢lotched st something bencath the
table, At the same moment ¢ wild vell
rang out—i{rom beneath the table.

“¥Yarrough! Leggo! Oh crombs!
Wharton, old chap, kecep him off!
Leggo 1”

“Bunter ! yvelled Bob Cherry, *He's
been hore all the time !

“Mz hat!®

“1 say, vou fellows——"

A fat face, adorned by 2 pair of gleam-
ing spectacles, showed l{em:arh the hang-
ing  ilablecloth, It undoubtedly
Billy Bunter,

e was lying with arms outstretched,
clutching like grim death at the two
Tae MacxET LIBRARY.—DNg., 590,

W
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front lexs of the table. On the far side
Bunter's [at legs wriggled. frantically in
Bolsover's elutch—a cluteh that was also
like grim death,

“1 say, vou fellows” howled DBunter,
“maka the beast logpol  Oh crombes!
Help 1™

The Famous Five rushed forward to
help—though not to help Billy Bunter,
They rshed to help - Bolsover capture
the fat junior, and once apain the old
adare that “too many ceoks spoil the
broth,” waz borne out by facts.

Tn his cagerness to get o grip on
Bunter, Pob Cherey lurched against
Giolsover, and that. youth overbalanced
and sprawled forward, releasing Bunter
as he did so.

Unfortunately, he clutched
tablecloth to save himself.

“ Look out ! velled Harry Wharion.

The warning came too late. All Bal-
sover's bulky weight was on the cloth,
and az he sprawle blrmea.th tha table he
took the cloth with bin.

Crash ! Clatter & Crash, crash!

*Yarroygh! Grough! Yarvough!™

There was a terrific crash of hreaking
crockery as the things on the talile fol-
lowed the cloth, A milkjug emptied its
contehts over Bob Cherey before erash-
ing to the floor, and the teapot crashed
}lawu, sending spirting streams of scald-
ing toa over Nugent.and Bolsover. Both
juniors howled fiendizhly—as was. only
natural,

“I—I say, you [lellows——"" gasped
Bunter,

He scrambled [rom beneath the tahle
and blinked apprehensively at the havoc.
Then, as Harry Wharton made a jump
ﬁt him, he turned and leaped for the
door,

" Btop him !” roared Harry furiouosly.

Johnny Bull made a frantic clutch at
the fat junior, but Bunter's blind charge
sent him staggering backwards, and the
next moment Dunter was outside.

* After the Tat cad ! roared Bolsover,

fle was up in a flash and charging
after Bunter before the rest had realised
that Bunter was gone.

They were scarcely a second in hesita-
brng, however, Even Harry Wharion
was as eager to get his hands on Bunter
now as wea Bolsover major, and he Jed
hiz chums through the deorway with a
rush, They were hungry, and they
wanted their tea, but they wanted ven-
geance more urgently, Bunter had gone
beyond the limit,  Fe was always o
gemius for finding trouble, but it looked
az if he was booked for an unusually hig
heap of trouble this time,

at  the

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Bolsover’s Fault !

i I desr! DBopsts!™
Billy Iunter panted owl
those  dismayed chservations

a5 he scudded along the Re.
move passage, his fat little legs seing
like clockwork.

Bolsover major was something of =
bully, and the knowledge that the burly
Removite was thirsting for his blood was
nob chicering to Billy Bunter. Tt was far
from clheering to know that the Famous
Five wera hard on his track for a like
Purpose,

2o Billy Dunfer went along the pas
sage. a4 if he were scudding along the
cinder-path,

Unfortunaiely, the fat junior was not
gilted with the ability to zee round
cornera, and at the very first corner he
came {o utter grief.

Tue Macxer Lisnary.— No. 890,

. Bolzover.

Dashing  headiong  round it, he
charged Full-tilt into a tall form ap-
proaching from the opposite direction—
a tall, ominous figure in cap and gown.
It was Mr. Quelch, the Remove master ;
and Mr. Queleh was consziderably upsct
at_the unexpected encounter,

. He stagrered back against the passage
wall, and doubled himself wp with a
gasp like a punctured air-balloon.

h crumbs!™ panted Bunter.

Bunter himself was badly shaken by
the collision, but he retained his wits,
and in the Taink hcl?le that tho master
had not rvecognised him, he turned
abraptly, intending to bolt.

‘ Bunter I*
“Oh, deay!”

Mr. Queleh's gasping voive Drought
Bunter up sharply. = And at that
oinont. Bolsover arrived—only  just

pulling up in time to aveid a second
accident.

Mr. Quelch's eyes glittered as they

vested on Bolsover's furious face.

. M Bolsover! Bunter 1” ho gasped, his
brow thunderous. “How-~how dare you
race about the corridor in such a reck-
less and dangerous manver ! I—I pre-

sumte you were i pursuis of Bunter
Bolsqver 7% ’
Yoves, siv!”  growled Bolsover
sulkily.
Very well!” almost sparled the

master, his faee still twisted with pain
‘and almost green in hue. * Bunter, yon
will proceed to my study at once. Vou
=you have hurt me considerably, and
I shall punish you severcly !

“0Oh, dear!”

Bunter groaned and obeved. Bol-
sover, the Famous Five—and now My,
i%qﬂlch[ He rolled away, looking any-
§ ];rril.g hé.'lt- lll?pp}'.

alr, Clueleh tirned his zlittorin e
npon Bolsover again. £

“You also will go to my stedy and
await me there, Doltover!™ he gasped.

You are far more to blame than
Bunter !

* But, sir—"*

“Bilonce 1 thundeved Mr, Quelch,
:.vhﬂ was recovering his “wind ¥ now,
"You were undoubtedly in chase of that
wretched boy in order te bully him,
Bolsover. 1 have long been aware thak
you are much given to bullying the
smaller and weaker boys in the Form,
I propose to teach you a
sovere lesson, Go 1

With that Mr. Queleh tottered awary,
looking very shaky, but ehviously in a
state of towering wrath: which was not
to_bo wondered at in the cireumstances.

He met Harry Wharton & Co. in the
passage a little farther along, but he
scarcely glanced at them. Luckily they
had heard the Feorm master’s voice in
time to pull up, and ho obvicusly had
0o sugpicion that they also had been in
chase of the luckless Bunter.

Mr. Quelch vanished, and the juniors
hurried after Bolsover. The look on the
Remove master’s face had nuite startled
them. -

“What on carth’s happened, Bol
sover I asked Harry  Wharton.

Quelchy looks as if he's been scasick.”

Bolsover's rugged, heavy face was
crimson with fury.

“It==it’s that fai ead apain!” he
hissed. “The little beast barged into
Quelchy, and now I'm to be blamed for
tt.  He's pinebod my dashed grub, he's
scalded mwe with dashed tea, and now
he's dashed well let me in for a licking !
i=1"—"

Without waiting to explain what he
intended  doing, tha fuviows  juniow
rushed off alter Billy Dunter, |

“Well, that fat I'rn:rgi’r; the limit for
cauging trouble,” breathed Bob Chevry.

“We've no need {0 bother Lo lick him
now, you chaps. Theve won't be any
Bunter left to lick when Bolsyv's finished
with him.”

“Bui the wmad asz can't intend to kick
gp a rumpes in Quelchy™s study ! ox-
elatmed Havrv, n alarm. " Come on,
let's see what happens @™

The juniors hurried along after Tol-
sover, o ivifle scared. They knew Bol.
sover’s ungovernable temper, and they
saw he was in the mood for eny reck.
1{.-%um=s. Boliover had never Leon
friendly with the Famous Five—quite
the reverse, He was_the eldest and
bigrost fellow in the move, and he
had always Deen “up againet 7 Havey
Whavten, Moreover, he was a great
bully, and his high-handed methods
often brought him inte conflict with
Harvry Wharton & Co.

Yot Herry Wharton was not a litfle
concerned on hiz behalf now. And his
fenrs were vealised az they eame within
earshot of the Remove master's study.

I'rom the open door came n sudden
scuffle of feet, followed by a wild yelling
in Bunter's well-known voics.

“My hat!” gasped Harrv. “Faney
kicking up a shindy in there!”

The next moment the startled juniors
were peering indo the study. They
found the irate Boelsover chasing Billy
Bunter vound and round the kable to
the accompaniment of frantic yells from
the fat youth.

“Help! Yarough! Slep him=kecp
him off, Wharton!” howled Dunier,
suddenly catching sight of the juniors
round the doorway., " Keep him off—
he's mad

“The mad ass! snovied Harry.
“Quelchy may come along any wminute ”
He was about to step Into the study
Lo inferfere when there sounded s fivm
step i the passage behind the juniors,
and Bob Cherry gave a warning ?ili:-;s of ¢
“Cave!™

At the same moment things reached
a climax in the study.

While &'w:ridingna. savage cluteh from
Bolsover, Billy Dunter stumbled oyer
the waste-paper basket, and wont down
in a heap.

As he did so Bolsover went headlon
over him, and his burly form bargec
into the table.

It was only a light, typewriting table,
but on it was Mr, Quelch’s typewriler,
also o neat pile of manuscript snd a
neat pile of typing paper,

Bolsover's helpless charge sent Lhe

whole lot toppling over, and there fol-
lowed a crash end clatter more ominovsz
than the sound of breaking crockery in
Htudy No. 1 some minutes earlier.
But Bolsover seemed searcely to have
hoard it. He had got Bunter now, and
he was Iru.umhi:ar}r hitn as though his life
depanded upon his deing the job thor-
oughly. It was the voice of Mr. Quelch
that brought him {0 s senses.

“Bolsover! What—what—— Good
heavens!”

Bolsover locked up, scared cnough
thenr. He saw that Harry Wharton &
Co. had vanmished, and in their place
stood Mre. Quelch,  The master fairly
blinked at the scene.

Ouly for o moment, though!  The
next he had taken a long stride inka (he
room, and grasping Bolsover by tho
roat-collar, he Ia.irg'}r lifted the larly
Bemovite to his feet, and shook him like
T 1.8

“Tolsover I he thundered, ceasing to
shale the bully of the Renove at Jast.
“Have you taken leave of your sonses?
After pay romarks 1o von soime minntes
ago, you have dared fo—{(o venew your
poersecition of DBunter here—von have
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dared te brawl in my roeom? You shall |

suffer dearly for this!™

Bolsover sald nothing.  His heavy
face was scowling. He had scarcely
noted what had stood on the table, but
at sight of the typewriter on the floor,
and of the scattered typewritten sheets
:Ea’ul:ru.t- the carpet, he realizsed he was “in
or it

~The typewriter lay on the carpet, ob-
viously damaged; indeed, it could
gcarcely have escaped serious damage
after that terrific crash,

Yet Belsover knew the wrocked type-
writer was g small matter compared to
the heinous offence of interfering with
the papers on the master's deske
accidentally or otherwise.

Those ncatly typed sheets that had

reposed in ﬂtgile in the wire basket were

part of Mr, Queleh’s famons “ History of
Greyfriars "—tha  monumental work
upon which he had been engaged for
vears, Ib was the master’s joy and
delighi—his companion  and  solace
apainst the worries and trials of bis
everyday life—which were numerous
enough in the lifé of & master of the
Creyiriars Remove., Every moment he
could spare from his daily duties he
gave joyfully dnd gladly to the task
upon which his heart was zet. Every
neatly typed sheet was precious to him,

end he would never even allow & servant

to dust his desk while his manuscript
reposed upon it.

And now those neatly typed  sheets

wern scattered about the room in hope-
less disarray, some of them spattered
wilh ink from an upset bottle, some of
thera lying among the cinders in the
hearth. _

It was no wonder Mr. Quaclch was in a
towering slakte of wrath—especially after
the damage he had already sustained to
his august: peérson at the heods—or,
rather, head—of Billy Bunter.

Billy Buniter fairly shook in his shoes
a5 he canght the glitter in the master’'s
#V0E,

“I—I susz-say, sir!” he gasped. "If
wasn't me—-1t wasn't my faulf, sir!
Bolsover was after me, sir! I!I-E‘ﬁ -
bully——" _

“1 am fully aware that what has hap-
pened i3 searcely your faulf, Bunter,”
safdd Mre, Quelch, in a grinding voice,
“I shall punish you as I promised,
nevertheless, Bunter.  Hold out your
hand | ™

“Oh dear !

AMr, Quelch picked np hiz eane, and
Billy Bunter held oat his hand gingerly.

it he held it ont. He daved not risk
exasperating My, Queleh further, Two
gtrokes on each of Bunter's faf palms was
Runter's punishment, and he yelled as
thaneh they had beon a hundred.

The operation  over, Mr. Queleh
pointed to the door, and Bunter erawled
ont, groaniug -and wringing his smarting
haneds,

“now, Dolsovar™ eaid 3z, Qliﬂ-]éh,
almost m a snatl, “ T will deal with yow
I am about to punish you, not-only for
bullving, but for having had the brazen
elfrontery to brawl, and canze a scan-
dalonz disturbanee in my study. In-
directly  you  were responsible - for
Runter's acvidental assault vpon me in
the pessage a few momenis apo. You
have now fmashed my typewriber and
created havoe among my manuscript.
Hald ont your hand ™ '

Frolsovee major held out his hand
sulkily.

Whiz !

The cane zlashed downwards with
terrific vim, and an inveluntary welp
came from Tolsover as it bit into his
paim. It.was one of Mr, Quelch's extra-
sperials, and it was not the only one.

-

E &=
[Re—

waste-
long wit

| Good heavens ! ”

While avoiding a savage clutch from Bolsover, Billy Bunter stumbied over the

r basket and went down in a heap. As he did so0 Belsover went head-

him, Crash! The small table toppled over, sending a pile of manu-

secript and Mr. Quelch’s typewriter to the floor. ** Bolsover ! What—what !

Mr. Queleh stood in petrlled horror in the doorway.
{(See Chapler 2.)

Four on each hand Bolsover took, and ho
was fairly doubled up with agony when
the angry wnaster had finished.

- “That, Bolsover,” spapped M.
Quelch, “is only part of your punish-
ment. You will now pick up those scat-
tered sheets and place them on the table,
All soiled or crumpled sheets you will
placa apart from the rest.”

With glittering eyes -Perey Holsover
abered, He righted the table, and then
he picked up the sheets of manuscript,
ancd did - as the master mdicgled. e
theew the two heaps on the table with
seaveely - veiled ipzolence.

Mr. Queleh’s brows darkened.

“Inzclent behavigur will neot help
vou, Bolsover;” ho szid tartly.  ““How-
evor, 1 understand that you can uwso a
typewriter ¥

“Yes, sir,” answeved Dolsover sullkily,
and not a little astonizhed at the ques-
tion.

“Vory good. You will stay in to-
morrow  aftferncon and copy out these
spoiled shoets of manuseript. You will
slzo do five hundred hnes of Virgil, Dols-
aver, which I shall expect to be handed
in to me by te-morrew evening.”

But—but, sit—"  stuttercd Dols-
OVET,

“ Meanwhile,” procceded Mr, Queleh,
ipporing the amazed jonior’s interrup-
tion, I will zing np Temple's, of Court-
field, and réquost them to send me A

machine on hire -without delay, and to [

take away this damaged machine to be
repaired. The cost of its repair, Bols-

aver. will be dedneted from your pocket-

money. You may go
Lut DBolsover made no movo.

His

heavy jaw was set, and his eyes gleamed
rebellionsly.

" It—it's not fair, sir,” he muitered
through eclenched teeth, *Tt-was an
acoident. You've already caned me,
and it's unjust——"

“Wha-a-ati"”

Bolsover quailed a icifle beneath Mr.
Cecleh’s almost terrifying lock.,  Diut he
went on doggedly, hitterly.

Y Bunter's barging into you -was an
accident, sir. S0 was the smashing -of
this machine. [ don't mind parving far
the damage, though, and I don't mind
domg the lines and copying out thome
sheots. Dut——"

* Bolsoyer ™

"1 don't eare, sir!” saud Dolsover
recklessly. “1've been caned, too, and
it's a bit thick to detain me to-nfhrrow
nfternoon as well.  I'm down to play in
the Hirheliffe mateh. It's ages since
I"ve been given & chance to play for Lthe
Remove in a big match. And—"

“Enongh!" tlhunderad Mr. Quelch, in
o voice that made the junior jump.
“IMow—haow dare you talk to me Like
that, Bolsover! How dare you question
the fairness and the justice of my actions,
boy! You—your insolence and impu-
denee is astounding | Youn shall cerbainly
be detained to-morrow afteencon, Bols-
over. Go—pgo belore I am tempted to
panish vou still further ™

“Put, sir—="

4 ﬂ{'i !’J'

Bolzover went. He had been on the
boint of speaking yet again, bet as Mo
51:&!1‘!‘! whipped un his cane ha decided
not to. - Mre, Queloh looked deeidoedly
danpgerons.
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¢ THE CRAZE—CROSS WORD PUZZLES! SOLVE THE ONE ON PAGE 17!

Ha left the Removoe masicr's sbody
with an ugly look on hiz heavy features.
He was inwardly smouldering with fury
and bitter reseniment against what he
helieved to be unjust and spiteful punish-
ment,  Tn his view, the luckless collision
in the Remove passage between the
mastor and Buonter had been a pure
accident, as had been the smashing of
the tvpewriter. In any case, he icli that
Bunter was solely to blame,

In the geperal way, Mr, Quelch ravely
erred on the side of leniency. He
Telieved in the old adage that to spare
the rod was to spoil the c¢hild, Yet he
waz never knowingly unjust. And m
this case he had certainly good reason
to boe angry., It was no }UT:G tor e
sudden collision with a fellow of Bunter’s
weight, and Mr. Quelch was still fecling
quite 1l with the painful effects of the
shock,

Moroover, the Remove master was
fully aware of Dolsover’s reputation as
a bully, and be was “down ™ on hully-
ing in any shape or form. On top of this
was the sacrilege of disturbing hiz pre-
cious literary wark, and the smashing of
the typewriter, which had put the finish-
ing touch to Mpe. Quelch’'s sorely tried
patience. It was, verhaps, no wonder
that Mr. Quelch bad been unnsually
severe on Bolsover.

But Bolsover, in his blind passion,
refused to look at the matier from Mr.
Quelch’s point of view. He knew Mr.
GQuelch disliked himy, he believed he had
beon unjustly punizhed in consequence,
andl he left the stady seething with
bitter hatred and resentinent,

e

THE THIRD CHAPTER,
Holsover’s Reckless Act !

ARRY WHARTON & Co. did
H pot lingey outside My, Quelch's
door alter he, had gone inside.
The Rewove master had ordered
them curtly fo go, and they had gone.
They knew bettor than o dischey Mr.
Quelch, much as they wanted to see
what would happen. They walked back
to Study No. 1 in a scared group. Dols-
ovelr and Bunter were “for it.” There
was litle doubt about that,

“Phew ! There's trowble in store for
those asses now,” breathed Harry Whar-
ton, as the jumiors enterved their study.
“1 shouldn't care to be in their shoes. ™

“Let's hope that fat idiot gets it hof,
enyway,” gruntod Johnny Bell.  ®The
mischiefanaker’s alwars causing trouble
of soma sort. Blest if T blame Dolsy,
auyway 17

“ Bolsover must be poity to kick up 2
rumpus in Quelchv's studs,™ said Havry,
“He's fairly asked for it

That also was the opinion of Harrv's
chums,  Bolsover  had  undoubtedly
“*askoed for it.”

The juniors replaced the tea-stained
tablecloth on the table, and picked up
the smashed crockery with feclings that
werae anything but, kindly towards sithor
Bolsover or Dilly Bunter,  The teapot
atd  several other aricles had  heen
smazhed to atoms, but Bob Cherry wenl
along to his own study and brought a
fresh supply of crockery, and m a few
moments tea was ready agam—a very
sparse tea. The juniors were just seal-
ing themselves when the door openad
sl Bunter entered, groaning dismally,
and squeezing lis fat hands under his
armipata,

The Famouz Five blinked at him
wrathfully, That the fat junior should
dave to cnter Study No. 1 aiter what
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had happenecd almost tock their breath
away.

o ‘Jl.;r'el!, my hat!” gasped Bob Cherry.
W B'l.l nt.&r l" .

Bunter blinked at them appealingly
andd not o little apprehensively,

“ I—1 say, you fellpws——"

You—you nervy fat bounder!™

“h, rezlly Cherry—"

“Get out of this! snapped Harry
Wharton wrathfully. *“ You silly owl,
et out while you're eafe ! Seat IV

“0Oh, really, you fellows ! zaid Buanter
pathettcally. “Bon’t be hard on a
fetlow ! Dfd aelchy's licked me—"

“Berve you jolly well vight 1

“The rotten beast's nearly ent my
hands in two ! hooted Bunter, his eyes
glittering hehind his spectacles. *“The
awlul beasl gave me two on each hand—
seorchers!  Dm—I'm not standing i,
the beast. T'm going to make him sit up
for 1t

“¥ou silly chump ¥

“‘That beast Bolsover punched me,
boo!™ went on Bunter, blinking dis-
mally at the grinning junmiors. “1've
had enough, humn’tl\g? He'll be after
mo again soon, too.”

[ L;md .!.”-

“DBeasts! I say, you fellows,” con-
tinued Bunter, with a pathetic groan,
“he'll he lacking for me soon. I kinow
he will, 1 saw it in his eves when we
were with %ﬂlﬂ'h?. You might let a
cllow stay hare wifh you. T know wou
won't let that beast bully me, Wharton,
old fellow.”

Harry Wharton burst into a laugh,
Angry as be was with Bunter, he could
not help . It was clear now why
Bunter had turned up again. Ha had
comwe for their protection from Dolsover.
It waa not the first time Billy Bunter
had sought sanctuary in Study No, 1.
This time it was obvionsly a case of any
port in a storm.

“Well, the cheeky rotier ™ gasped
Frank Nugent.

“The cheekfulness iz terrific 1" grinned
Hurree Singh.

“HKick the fat cad out!” hooted
Johnny Boll,  “Come on, all together 17

0, let the fat beast stay ™ prinned
Harry Whavton,  ** After all, we can't
let even Bunter he slenghtered,  That's
what will happen if Bolsover collars him,
He's not going to get any tea, though.
He's alveady had more than enough out
of us. You henr that, Bonter? Yaou've
gob to sit in the corner there and Lohave
voursell, otherwise out you go on your
neck '

“Hear, hear

“And if ho ss much as opens his
mouth we'll bung giddy cushions at
han 2 zaid Bob Chorey grimly,

“(h, but really, you fellows—"

Bunter broke off and made a jump

for the corner, nz Bob picked up o

cushion. He decided hurriedly to keep
hia mouth shut. " He got a chair and
emulated the celebrated Jack Horner—
oxcepting that he had no pie to eat!
To =it silent was agony to the tattler
angd busvhody of the Hemove; but, as
it happened, he had not to endure the
erdeal for leng. There came a sudden
heayy [ootstep in the passage, and he
gave a gasp of alarm.

“That soundz like Dolsover's number
nine,f: S ogrmned Bob Cherry.,  “Dunter

“Get under the table, ass!™ hissed
Harry Wharton.

Bunter gasped again, and dived under
the table like 2 startled rabbit. Bob
Cherry immediately wiped his feet on
his fat person, but Bunter did not move.
1Te l!"}'l:lll-!‘_.l'lﬂdj '.I;.ﬂ:lt'nI_'p]:il:llt!';r for the door
bad opencd and Bolsover had entered
ihe study. '

aind unclenching his big fsts con-
vulsively,. Harry Wharton & Uo,
stared curtonsly at his white face and
littering eves. He obviously had no
idea that Dunter was in the study—
which was just as well for Dunter.
“Hallo ! seid Harry. “You
pretty pipped. What happened ¥

“Get it bad?” asked Bob Cherry,
with a sympathetic grin.

Bolsover's eyes blazed and he showed
the palins ::-f'iﬁ.is hands. The flesh was
slightly swollen, and red ridges showed

look

clearly.

“Phew ! whistled Harry. '"He's
fairly lald it on!™

“Hard lines " murmured Bob, “You
asked for it, though, Bolsy I

“The—the howling brute!” hissed
Bolsover, through clenched teeth.

*'The unjust brute ! Four on cach hand
he gave me! That's not all, though!
I've come to tell jﬂu? Wharton, that
you'll have to fGnd another man for
to-morrow,”’

“Why? Heg-—~he hasn't—"

“Yes ™ hissed Bolsover savagely.
“Quelchy’'s gated me! He's given me
five bandred lines, and T've gotb tocopy
out some of his beastly rot—some pages
that got mucked up when the table went
over,

i Phaw !u

“"That’s rotten ! eaid HHarvry, frown-
ing, “We were depending on you,
Bolzover! Hazeldene's off colour, and
vouw've been showing good form lately.™

“I know ! gritted Bolsover, “ You -
vou don't know how keen I wos on the
match to-morrow. And now I'm done!
The rotten, spiteful beast's Ieggod me 1

There was silence in the study.

“Well, it certainly isn’t like Quelchy
to come down so heavily,” said Harry
gutetly, **He must have been in a fine
old wax, and no mistake. No good
asking him to reconsider it, I supposai”

*“*INo; hang the brute! I tried it on!
It's no pgood! I've got to slp-eucl the
dashed half-holiday writing lines and
copying out his dashed History of Grey-
friars! I1—1'd like to sea his rubbish at
the bottom of the sea! I'd like to rip
the whele dashed lot up to bits. And—
and what's mwore, I thundering well
witl—*

“Bhut up, you silly ass!” said Harry
Wharton sharply. “If anyone hears
you gassing hke that—"

“8hut up, be hanged !” snarled Bol-
sover furiously. “I tell you I'll pay
the brute out for this—you sec if I
don’t! ¥our on each hand he gave mo
—brutes! Wasn't that punishment
enongh? On top of that he's given mu
five huncred lines, and his dashed stuf
to copy-—about twenty pages of the rot !
And L've got to pay for the damage to
his confounded typewriter, too!”

“Yes, but—' ) .

“It's no good talking!” said the
burly Hemovite bitterly. “You {cllows
know he's always down on me. I'm not
tuking thiz lying down, though. As
for that hitle besst Bunter-—just let
me get my hands on him, that's.all!
I'll give the little toad the hiding of
his life! It's all his dashed fault——"

“Well, that's s0,” said Flarry Whar-
ton quickly, wondering what the burly
Removite would do if he discovered
Bunter was searcely & yard from him,
* But vou know what a little fool he is
You'd better let him off after this,

Bolsover. He's already been punched
by wyou, and he's been licked by
Quelchy., He's had enough 1™

“ Enough !* echoed Bolsover viciously.
“He's not had hulf what he's gmnF to
get from me. If's just like you cha
to back up both Quelchy and that fat

He walked inte the room, clenching | beast 1™
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“That's rot, Polsover!” sanapped Bunter had vanished, but. Bolsover | wheeled abruptly, and bolted in the op-
Ilarry. * Look here—" : made no attempt to follow him.  Ilec | posite direction. : %
“Go to pot!” snarled the fuming | took the opposite divection, and a few But Bolsover searcdely noticed him. Ha

juntor. I tell you X mean to make the
little toad sib “F for this—and old
Quelehy, ton!  I'll make Quelchy wish

.:l'-'!‘-l.

Bolsover broke off abroptly and
stamped [rom the room, his eves glint-
ing.  Iarry Wharton looked after L
uneasily. ]

“Talking through his hat, I snpposc,”
muttered Harvy as the door elosed, *
hope-=ol, Llow the mad ass! ¥You can
come out now, Dunter !

“Uk dear! T say, vou fellows, are
vou sure be's gone? Oh, the awful
brmast 1

Billy Dunter showed a fat, shaking
face bopeath the tableclath, but after o
wianee ab the closed door he erawled
{rome boneath the table, gaﬁ}:lltg and
brreathless, It had been far froin
ploazant  wnder  the table—especially
with five paics of boots d ig[.;inji-; him in
Iriz fat ribz. But it had been far saler
there for Bunter—with Bolsover in the
O

With red, heated face and crumpled
elothes 1illy Bunter staggered to s
fect and stood panting. e only stood
for 2 moment, ’h‘muyh- For even as lwe
did g0 the heavy tramp of returning
frot souncded, and the door-knob turned.

Buanter gave a terrificd gasp and
dived for the table again.  But this
titne he was too late. The door had
swung open, and E.Dlsuvj;-r, altandmg i
the doorway, was just in time to see
beinan

For a single instant the burly junior
stared at DBunter's disappearing legs,
sud then he gave a growl and Ieapeﬁ
forward, 1lis hands ciosed on Bunter’s
fat leg, and as he hauled him out
Uuanter gave vent to a howl of dismay.

“Got vou!™ hissed Bolsover hoarsely.
“{ot yvou at last! Bo-so you were
here wll the time, hang yvou !

Punch, punch. punch! _

“Yarrough! Ch, help! Dragimoff !
howled Bunter fiendishly s Dolsover
started to punch him furionsly. “Help!
Yarrough! Yooup! Ow! Yarrough!”

l’untg, punch, punch!  Thump,
ilump. thump!

Tolsover's fisls thudded into tho fat
person of Billy Bunter with all ol
sover's fury and strength behind them,
And Bunter howled and yelled with all
ihe force of his lungs.

“*Ztop that, Bolsover [ shouted Harry

Wharton. “You silly fooll  You'll
ha v g™
Without stopping to finish  IMarry

sprang Lo the rescue. Ilarry’s chume
also enme to his aid, and topother they
dragged  the fuming and  breathless
Tinlsover off his yelling victim.

“Oh dear !

Bunter tottered to his feck, velling.
Ile stood glaring ot Bolsover for a
moment, and then he bolted along the
wissagze s Dolsover strailued to get at
i ngain, 5

“ et me go, hang you!” hissed the

1¥a

furitous junior. © You interfering cacds !

“Don't be a fool!” said Ilarry
sharply, “Ii's a ‘marvel none of fthe
beaks has turned up es it iz, Amnd,
lonk here, this has got to stop. If you

fouch Bunter apain you'll have us to
deal with us! T warn you!™

He released the fuming Bolsover,
Dunter was gone, and fellows were
conning out of their studies to sce what
the row was about. Bolsover said
nothing, Ile pave the juniors cne black
look and stamped away, his eyes glitter-
ing with rage. IHarry watched him go
uhicasily. ¢ knew the angry follow
was eapable of any reckless folly in his |
present mood.

moments later he was out 1n the quad,
tramping restlessly up and down in the
rapidly’ deepening dusk. He scarcely
gave Bunter a thought now.

ITis thoughts were of Mr, Queleh, and
they were bitter, vengeful thoughts.
My, Quelech had more than once given
him worse lickings than the one he had
recendly received, Buat this one, he felt,
was different. It was undeserved, The
licking scarcely mattered to Bolsover,
hawever, then., It was the gating for the
following afternoon  that rankled so
deep and  filled his mind with black
thougliks.

Bor ten minuiez or more the junior
tramped wp and down, and then. guite
abruptly he stopped and dreew 10 a8 deep
becatls.

From the HMall doorway a figure in
a greateost and hat bad emerped. In
the bright hight the junior glimpsed
the somewhat thin, angular features of
Ay, OQueleh. He watched the master
dleseerud the School Tlousa steps into the
darkuess of the guad and across to the
Fakos.

For fally a minute after Mr, Quelch
had vamshed uwnder the lighted gate-
way DBolsover stood motionless, Then
with sudden vesolution he set his teeth
and entered the House again,

He made straight for the Remove
master's study, As he entered the pas-
sage leading to it he saw a fab figure
coming towards him, It waz Billy Buon-
ter, aml asz Bunter ghmpsed him, he

walked up to Mr, Queleh’s door, and,
after & guick glance round, *he pushed
the door wide and eotered. cloting it
carefully after him.

The room was lit' by flickering fire-
light, and Bolsover had no need to tight
up. . There wasz light enough -for him to
do what he had come to-do.

The tyvpewriter stood in s case on

the talle, but the manuseript had gone,
Bolsover knew  where it was  kept,
however. He opened a drawer in tha

table, smd lifted out a bulky bBundle of
f:_armra, There was not light coough for
wm to see what they were,  Idut Jols-
over did nol Lrouble to look, e hosis
tated w briel instant, his heart thump-
ing against hiz ribs, and thei he crossed
te the fre and dropped the mass of
paper among the glowing coals.

The flames licked round i, and Nols-
over stamped and pressed the burning
mass viciously with his foot, Then he
turned and slipped to the door. As he
reached it the room was lit up vividly
by o blaze of fire irom the grate. Tho
junior turned and locked back at it, his
eyves gleaming.

“There, you brute 1™ he hizssed through
hiz teeth., *“ You've always been down
an mae, Quelchy, but this aboot puts us
squarec]  You'll glet your lines all right

fancy that copying
done by me—or anyvone clse '™
left
tng the door

to-morrow, but

won't be
And with that Pe Balsaver

the study, carcfully r:“?;rs

after him, -

the burning mass with his foot.
teeth.

The flames licked round the pile of mmh;ﬂrlpt and Bolsover stamped and pressed

4 g,

“* You've always been down en me, Quelshy, huf this about puts us square!*’
(Sec Chapler 3.)

you brute ! he hissed through his
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8 GRAND NEW DETECTIVE SERIAL COMING SOON!

LOOK OUT FOR IT, BOYS!

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Burnt Manoscript !

" OOD heavens !
Wingate stopped sbruptly.
The captain of Greyiriars was

just passing the Hemove mas.
ter's study when he heerd that exclama-
tion through the slightly open door. The
voice was Mr, Quelch’s, though Win-
gate scarcely recognised it, so [raught
was the tone with mingled amazoment
and horrified apprehension.

Wingate was guite startled. He won-
dered 1f the master of the Remove had
been stricken with sudden iliness,

He tapped sharply on the door and
pushed’ 1t open.

Mr. Quelch was stooping over the fire-

lace. He lookdéd round suddenly, and

ingate was shocked at the expression
on thoe master's face. -

“Is anything the matter, sic?™ asked
Wingate in slarm, stepping quickly into
the room.

“Ah! It-is you, Wingate,” said Mr.
Quelch in 8 curionsly high-pitched and
agitated voice, “Clome in and close the
door, please.”

Wingate closed the door, and ap-
proached the master wonderingly.

Mr. Queleh stroked his head with a
shaking hand. .

“It-4t is my manuscript, Wingate,”
he stammered. “*You—you know, of
course, that I have been engaged for,
years upon literary work—the writing
of the hustory,of this school 3”

Wingate smiled s’liﬁhtiy. Everybody
gt Greyiviars knew that only ‘too well;
Mr, Quelch’s history of Greyfriars was
not taken very seriously, even by the
seniors of Gireyfriars, .

“0Oh, yes sir—of course!” he said in
Surprise, s

“Yery well, Wingate,” zaid Mr
QQuelch, pointing a trembling hand at
hiz table drawers, all of which were
{:?en. “On leaving here this evening 1
placed the manuscript of my beok in
this drawer, where 1t is usually kept.
When I returned from a visit to the
post-office, I found this drawer open, and
my manuscript gone. I was naturally
much alarmed, and I immediately be-
gan & thorough search of the room. Dut
—but all I found is—that!"

Onee again  Mr. %uelch raised his
hand, and this time he pointed to the
firegrate. Wingate looked, and started.
Among the glowing coals were masses
of charred and blackened scraps, ohvi-
ously burnt paper. The hearth itself
was strewn with blackened scraps and
lunips of soot from the chimney, Evi-
dently paper had been burned recently
m 1'-!}(; grate—a mass of paper !

“Sir!” gasped Wingate, “ You-—you
don't mean to say that your manu-
seript’'s been burnt ¥

Mr. Quelch's white Tace twitched,

1 fear there is no room for doubt,
Wingate,” he said in a broken voice.
“You see there the result of years of
nnremitting toil.  All my leisure, every
mament I eould spare from my scholas-
tie duties, I gave to the task I had set
myself,  And now—there it i5, a heap
of ashes! Wingate, who can have done
this thing—who can have been zo in-
credibily E-:-ari.h?&s, so Cruael—"

r Wingate said nothing for 2 moment,
[he mgiz}u; of the master’s agitation, his
keen distress, hrought a lump to the
senior's throat. My, Quelch’s history of
Greyfriavs had beon losked upon by the
boys as something of a joke; Wingato
himsell had smiled often at the mention-
g of it. Dul he saw now that to Mr.
Queleh it was no joke—far from it. It
was the masier’s pride and pleasure, his
dream and delight. And now it was
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-gone for ever—reduced to a pile of
black, feathery ashes,

“I'm sorry, sir, sorry te hear this,”
said Wingate at last, in a deeply sympa-
f thetie volce, * But—but are you sure
that it is the manuseript that has been
burnt? Loal, sir! This loaks like a
bit of exercise paper,”

Wingate stooped and. raked a scrap of
half-burnt paper froin among the cin-
ders, the only visible scrap that was not
burned ‘black., On it was writing, not
typing.

Me,  Quelel shook his head dully.

“That is nothing, Wingate,” he said
with quivering lip.. *The onter sheets
of my manuseript were waste sheets of

aper—old exercises placed there to

ee%ﬂ: olean.” _

“* But—but did you not take copies as
you typed if, sir??

. "No, alaz! 1 did not, Wingate. I
found it such a tiresome task, and I fool-
ishly typed only single sheets, All the
notes I have taken also—thousands of
notes collected laboriously through the
years—were thrown dway or, destroyed
but recently. It is hopeless, my hoy.
All thet I have left ‘are some twenty
sheets—sheets that were soiled by accr-
dent this afternoon, and which were to
have been copied cub again to-morrow.”

T You—you think someone’s done it
purposely ¥ asked Wingate guietly.

M It pains me 0 suggest such a possi-
bility, Wingate; but that much szeems
obvious,” said ‘Mr. Quelch. * Yet who
could have been the culprit, who could
have done such a- senseless and das-
tardly trick?  DBut we must discover
that ! We must discover who has visited
the study in. my absence this—"

The master broke off; Wingate had
given a sudden start.

“1 zaw one fellow enter this room my-
self, sir, about half an hour ago,” said
Wingate, his eyes gleaming, **It was
Bunter—Bunter of the Remove.”

It was Mr. Quelch’s turn to start, His
face grew grim, and his eyes gleamed
with sudden recollection.

* You--you saw Bunter onter my study
this evening, Wingate ¥ he snapped.

“Yes, sir. 1 thought nothing of it,

however. I believed you were in.”
- “Then,” said Mr. Quelch in a sudden
burst of anger, ** that s the culprit, Win-
gate. Ile is the only boy in my Form
whom I should imagine capable of such
utterly t.huuﬂtt'l:&%s and wicked work. He
12 too foolish and obtuse to realise the
gravity of such an action. Moreover,”
added Mr. Quelch, his voice guivering
with growing anger, “only this after-
noon [ had occasion to punish him for
disturbing my manuseript. He has
doubtless dane this wicked thing to be
revenged upon me.”

Wingate's face went hard, He had
tittle doubt about that himself now. Pun-
ter was just the sort of fellow to do
such a reckless thing, he felt.

“I must see the wretched boy at
onee,” cricd Mr. Queleh in o :-ﬁlm]q;
voier.  ““Possibly he may—— T durve
not hope that there is any mistake, how.
over. It is, alus! only too clear. Win-
gate——"'

“He'll be in the junior Common-room
at this hour,” said Wingate, * Shall [
bring him, sir?"

“ Mo, no!” stammoered the master. “1
will go to him—I must!”

He hurried from the room, and Win.
gate followed hard on his heels. The
captain of Greyiviars was seething with
indignation himself now., Whether the
manuseript was of great value or not,
it was a caddish, rotten trick to destroy
it, and Wingate was honestly indignant,
and fall of deep sympathy for My,
Quelch.

They Tound the Common-room full al

[ that hour, and the cheery hum of voices
ceased abruptly as Mr. Quelch sent the
| door flving opem and whisked in. The
startled jumors stared in amazement at
Iris white face and glittering eyes.. They
had seen Mr, Quelch angry, many times
and aft; they had never before seen him
so angry a% this, and certainly not so
obviously  agitated and so lacking n
zelf-cantrol.

There was a dead silence as the mas-
ter walked across to the fireplace round
which a crowd were grouped. Iis hand
fell on” the shoulder of Billy DBunter,
and. the fat junior, greatly to his sur-
prise, was whirled from his seat,

“ Bunter 1" exclaimed Mr. Quelch in
a heoarse voice, I have coma—"

Hl—I say, sir!” gasped Bunter in

reat alarm. "It wasn't me; 1 didn't
doit, I swear I didn't "

“What ¥

Rilly Bunter gasped like a stranded
fish, His face had gone almost green
with fear. Mr. Quelch gripped him
again in a grip of iron. Ilis thin lips
were trembling with emotion now.
Bunter's frantic denial bofore he had
been charged with anything was cer-
tainly suspicious, to say the least of it—
ar s0 thought both master and senior.

“Bunter ! gasped Mr. Queleh before
the fat junior could speak again. “ SBo—
so you are apparently aware of the
crime that has bﬁtti‘rt! committed? You
were 1n my room this evening——

“1, sir? Oh no, sir!”’ gasped Bunter.
“WNot at all! I—I haven't been near
your study, sir—not once to-day, sir!”

“Wou are speaking falsely, Banter!™
eried  Mr. Quelch, in a voice he hardly
recognised himsel as hiz ' own. “You
were in my room this afterncon. 1 had
gecasion to punish you there. You wers
also alone in my room this evening.
Wingate saw you enter the room.”

“Oh dear ™

Bunter fairly shook.

* Falsehood will not hélp you, wretched
boy ! thundered Mr.  Quelch, “You
visited my room this evening in order
to carry out the dastardly revenge ryou
had determined upon for the caning I
meted out to you this afternoon. Are
you aware of the unjust and grievous
harm you have done me, boy?  Are
you aware that your heartless and spite-
ful act has destroyed thoe hopes of
years, that in one moment of wickedness
you have conzigned to the flames the
labour of my best years?”

Bunter gave & jump.

“1F - fuf - lamés?”  he ojaculated.

"Yea, Aanies ™ was the bitter retortb.
" Boys Y==the master turned almost ap-
pealingly to the crowd of astounded,
staring juniors—“if any of you here
know anything of this—this ontrage, I
beg of vou to come forward here and
now. YWas any other boy concerned in
the matter in addition to Bunter 77

Harry Wharton stepped out, hiz face
shewing his bewilderment,

"We—wea know nothing, sir,” he sand
gitetly. *What has happened ¥7

“T will tell youw, then,” said Mr.
Quelch, slriving to regain control of
himizelf. ' This evening zome boy—ithis
rescally hoy, Dunter—entered my reom
in my absence. IFrom the drawer in my
desk he "abstracted my—my manuscript
—the manoscript of my work. the
FIlistory of Greyfriars,” ITe—he,” con-
tinued Mr. Quelch 1n a guivering voice,
“ilen destroved it—fung it inio the
fire. Tt is bhuwent.™

There was a'burz of ntter amazemoent.
All eyes turned upon DBunier, who was
looking almost as amazed as they were.
1le licked his lips, and after o desperato
blink round he spoke.

“It—it wdsn't me, sir—=I tell you it
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wasn't ! he stubtered almost hysteric-
ally. *1 didn't burn it—never dreasmed
of burning 1, sir!™

“THen iwhat wers vou doing in my
room this evening, Bunter 1" demanded
the master in a terrible voice.

* —I—I—" Bunter stammered and
stopped ; then he went on desperately:
“I—1I took an impot, sir—"

“That is not the #rath, Bunter!”
gritted Mr. Quelch. “There was no
unposition from you on my table, or
anywhere in my room. It is'obvious to ]
me—too  obvious—that you  have:
destroyed my manusceript in a mean
spirit of revenge. But vou shall suffer
for it! You shall—shall—"

Mr. Queclch’s words became inarticu-
Inte.” Tle struggled for a moment, and
then in an uncontrollable burst of
anger hiz grasp tightened on Bunter'
armd he shook the junior—shook him
until Bunter velled with fear.

“Mr. Quelch——" began Wingate, in
alarm.

With stactling sbruptness the master
flung Bunter from him, &nd, turning,
hé lastened towards the deoor as if |
afraid to trust himself longer. e had
almost reached the door when he
swayed curiously. _

“Look out!” ericd Wingate, aghast,

Hao sprang forward,” as did  Harry
Wharton and Bob Cherry, and they
were just in time to save the mastor
from falling. Together they ascisted
him to a form. : ;

" I==1 chall bo all right in & moment,”
gasped Mr. Quelch weakly, “A—a
momentary attaclk of faintness, I think.
Will—will you assist me to my study,-
Wingate 3 )

“Certainly, sir!” said Wingate, in
great concernn.

At that inoment Mr. Prout, the
master of the Fifth, who happened to
be on the point of passing the open
door, came rushing in, having glimpsed
that somoething was wrong. He guickly
took charge of affdirs, and a moment
later, with Wingate's aid, he was
i.‘:iﬂt;':'tillg' the Remove maszter to  his
sty

THE FIFTH CHAFPTER.
Self-condemned !

3 the door closed upon the three
the dead silence in the Common-

room gave place fo a buzz of

excited wvoices.  Billy Bunter
stapgered to his feet and blinked
round. He shivered as he met the
glares of disgust and condemnation
from his schoolfellows.

“I—I say, you fellows——" he began
desperately. “It's all 8 mistake—"

“8hut up, you fat cad!”

“¥ou muserable worm !”

“¥ou spiteful, mean cad !

A chorus of angry eries were flung ab
the fat junier from every corner of the
room. Mr. Quelch was 2 stricl—some.
times exceedingly severe—master, but he
was just, and with the majority he was
popular.  Yet had he been otherwise
but popular the juniors, on the whole,
could scarcely have been anything else
but sorry for him in his great loss, and
indignant and disgusted with the follow
who had been responsible for such a
mean, dastardly act.

With threatening looks they crowded
round thoe fat youth, and Bunter fairly
shoek in hig shoes,

“l—I tell you it's a mistake!” he
howled 1n gread alevm. “I dido't do
it! IE wasn't me, I swear! I only

caught on. In a moment the air was

E Snowball the rotter ! “Good egg ! ** Good wheeze I ' The suggestion

iok with flylng snowhalls,. * You—you—
you rotters ! ** shouted Bolsover shrilly.,
perfect {usillade of snowhballs burst about him and the Bully of the Remove reeled

before the onslaught and feil.

“I won't go! 1 tell you—"" A

{See Chapler 7.)

“Bosh ¥ snorted Dulstrode wrath-
fully, “You—you fat sweep! You've
done it this time, my lad! You'll get
the boot as sure as fate, and serve you
jolly well right !

“Hear, hear!”

“Just a minute, you fellows !

The interruption came suddenly from
Harry Wharton. e pushed hiz way
through the angry group, his face hard,
his eyes gleaming.

“Just a minute, you fellows!™ he re-
peated grimly. “Are we sure DBunter
did de 3"

i l“"]-lﬂ-t- ?H

Without answering the scornful shout,
Harry Wharton stepped up to a junior
who wis seated alone on & form in the
corner. It was Perey Bolsover.

“Now., Bolsover,” said Harry curtly,
“1 want vou to answer a guestion,
Was it Bunter, or was it you whe burnt
Mr. (Juelch’s manuseript ¥

Bolzover got up from his seat. His
face was pale; bub it was set hard, and
his eves ghttered. As he looked round
and met the surprised looks of the rest
his face went whiter skill.

“What — what do
Wharton *™ he muitered.

“1 fancy you know what T mean well
enough ' snapped Harrv.,  * Bunter's
blamed for that dirty, mizserable trick,
but 1 don’t believe he did it! T don't
believe he could have had the nerve to

vou o Iean,

just—I mean, T know nothing at all
ﬁhmtt it! Nothing ! T tell vou T didn’t i
urp—-—"

do such a thing! That’s not why,
though. T haven't forgot what »ou
saidd thez affernoon,. You vowed to get

even with Quelchy! You said you
would like to rip his stuff up to bits!
In fact, you said you would !
Thers was a murmur
Bolsover said nothing,
“You were licked by Quelehy,” re-

at {liat.

sumed  Harry steadily.  * Everybody
knows he gave yvou & severe caning for
smashing You vowed

iz t§' ewriter,
tio us that vou'd get square! I faney
it's more likely to be vou than Bunter”

There was a dead silence. All eyes—
many of them accusing now—were
turned upon Bolsover, Billy DBunter
was blinking from Wharton to Bolsover
in astonishment, Still Bolsover did not
spesk,

“If vou did it, Bolsover,” went on
Harry cquietly, *it's up to you to own
up and clear Bunter. You can't be
such a howling cad as to let him suffer
if he's innocent. If vou did it, it'll pay
vou to own up—ezpecially if Bunter can
clear himself,”

Tiolsover set hiz lips hard. ITe had
been utterly dwmbfonnded when AMr.
Q[ueith had dropped his bombsheli by
charging Dunter. e could not under-
stand why they should charge Bunter,
and why Bunter had been so curionsly
and suspiciously agitated at the charge.
Pt he had not spoken, feeling sure that
Bunter could easily clear humself—
though Bolsover hardly knew hineself
whether he would have owned up had
he thought otherwise.

“J—I dida't de ik, vou fool!” he
Tug Macser Linnary.—No. 890,
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hizzed.  “'Whak proof have you that 1
did it, hang you, Wharton? JIf Bunter
didn't do it,' 1 fuppose he can cleay him-
self 7% )

“He'll find it hard to do that, Ne
body will take DBunter’s word!” said
Harry grimly. “Anyhow, yeu ask we
what proof I have that vou dicd it. I
haven't any real proof, 1 suppose, but
Tl tell you why I suspect you, Bel-
cover, In the first place, you vowed to
do something of the sort, and it's the
kind of thing yow were in the nood
to do.” i ‘

“What rot!"” hissed Dolsover. *'1-—I
admit [ said it, but I fell you—=""

“YWait a minute, I haven't fnished
yet!"” smapped Harry. He pointed sud-
denly to Dolsover’s right fool. *1Ti you
didn't do it, Bolwover,” he cried, In &
elowr voice, " perhaps you'll tell us why
vaur right boot and the botions of your
trousers-log are blackened and scorched,
and why smuts and bits of paper are
sticking to them? Look!"

“ My hat!™ .

Every eye in the room was divected to
the bottoms of Bolsover's trousers, and
hiz boots, It woas as Harry had =and
Both the oloth and the leather showed
tlear and unmistakable signs of burning,
and of soot,

Bolsover’s face went ashen as he noted
the danning facts,

“TJ—I—" he stammered. “T tell
you—-—-"-

“Own up, you cad !

It was & vell—an angry vell from every
corner of the room.

71 noticed it and wondered af it when
Bolsover first entered the Conmmon-room
to-night,” said Harry, his eyes flashing
seornfully.  “Yow've used vour foot to
stamp and press Mr. Queleh’'s manu-
seript inte the flames, Beolsover. Now
will you aown up ™

“Own up, Bolsover, you howling cad
roarcd Bob Cherry.

“Rolzover did ! screamed Billy
Bunter. “He must have done i, the
heast! I say, you fellows, T saw
him—""

“What 2"

“1 saw him-go into: Queichy’s roon 1
yelled Bunter trinimphantly. almost be-
side himzelf with joy. “1 saw the
rotter—""

‘T3 that true, Bunter?" |

“ Honour bright !"' velled Billy Bunter,
pointing . at  the flushing Bolscver.
“Look at the rotter—he can't deny it!
I saw him ¥

Bolsover went scarlet with rage. He
took a threatening step towards Bandier,
but Harry Wharton stepped guickiy he-
tween them, his eyes flashing.

“None of that, Bolsover!” he eried
fiercely. “If what Bunter sars iz true,
then that settles the matter. ¥You—you
howling cad! You've taken a mean
revenge on Quelchy—a revenge no decent
fellow would dream of laking. That's
not all!  Vou were willing to let another
fallow take the blame—you stood by and
anid nothing when Bunter was eharged 1

“1 tell you—"

“R-ﬂt-i- [:lj

“ He's howled out, the rotter ™

“Own up, r}'tm cad I’

Bolsover fairly shrivelied under the
storm of s&corn and contempt of the
Remove. To do him justice, he had no

14
!

thought 1n s mind of allowing Buanter

to take the blame—of trying to throw
the blame on anybody. He had kept
silent hecanse he expected Dunter would
clear himself. :

Ak the same the, he had had no inten-
tion of owning up—far from it., But
pow he saw it was useless to attempt o
deny it—to the Remove, at all events.

Tee MAcxeET Liprsrt.—No. B00.

being made about the nstter—amazed
img it Yet he felt no remorse or shame
—fur from it. He onl
kitterness against Mr, éu&]ch. and fury
against Harry Wharton, who had shown
him up.

He glared round defiantly at his angry
Form-fellows,  Alway: a reckless and
headstrong fellow, he showed utter reck-
lessness and disregard for his pesition or
for his fellow Removites’ opinion now.

“Iang you—hang the lot of you!" he
hissed, glowering round with clenched
fists and blazing eves. “Go to pot!
Think T care a toss for the lot of you!
Bah! You want me to own up. and I
thundering well willﬂ-quiﬂ:lﬂl)' enough !

did it, and I'm thundering glad I did it,
tog !

“ You—you did do it, then "

“Yes! Bo put that in your pipes and
smoke 161" znarled Belsover. 1 vowed
I'd pay Quelchy out, and I've done it!
He's always been up against me—yol
fellows know thak '™

“¥ou howling cad !

“Cad or not!"” shouted Bolsover pas-
stionately. “I've paid that beast out,
aad I'm thundering glad ¥ have! I don't
care what hapzﬁans—l don’t care for you
rotters, or the Head either ™

Thers was a dead silence then. It was
oit now. And then the silonee was shat-
tered by a howl of wrath. That BDolzover
showed no sign of remorse or shame—
that he obviously gloried in his revenge
~—filled the jumiors with lowering anger
and diggust,

~In the midst of the hubbub Iarey
Wharton sprang on to a form and
houted for silence. e made himself
heard at length.

“¥You fellows!™ he eried, in a ringin
voice, “You'we heard what this ca
says—he's owned up to ad aet which
every fellow ought to be heartily
ashamed of,”

“HE_-E-I.', hﬁa’:‘."!“

“He's not only owned up, but he's
crowing about it—gloating over it. It
was a dirty trick to destroy. Quelchy’s
stuff—whoether it's rubbish or not makes
little difference. You've all seen what
it means to Quelchy, A [fellow whe
would de a thing like that and gloat
about 1t 1sn't 6t to be in the Remove—
isn't fit to be among decent fellows, A
fellow who would let snother chap he
blamed for what he's dowe isn’t Ob to be
in the Remove, either.”

There was & roar of acclamation, and
Bolsover major shivered, and his red
face went white again,

f‘Th:-..t. being s0," womt on Harey
E‘:‘:mly, “I wota wa send tha ecad to
oventry—let him szeo what we think
about such caddish work.”

“Tntil he's sacked!” velled a vouce.

“¥es, until he's sacked!™  apgroed
[Harry, “And he's certain to get the
boot; and a jolly good job, too! Hands
np those in favour of barring Bolsover 1™

Fvery hand in the room went up—
with the exception of Bolsover's own,
naturally., The burly junior glared
round him like a wild beast.

“That's good enough, then,"” zaid
Harry Wharton, jumping down again.
“ Bolsaver, you'va heard——"

Wharton paunsed for a moment. Two
figures entered the reom. They were
Dr. Locke and Mr. Prout. Both the
Head and the Fifth-Form master were
leokin angr?r and indignant.

“Wharton " began the Head, lookin
round him sharply. “I will not as
what this—this tumult means now.

| Remove., AR

He waz amazed that so much fuss was |
at s fellow Removites’ attitude regard.

felt increased

I L
have come fo see Dunter—Bunter of the

—

The Head's glance fell npon Dunter,
and that juntor shivercd at the wrath
i the Head's eyes.

* Bunter !" exclaimed the Head, In a
tone trembling with angeir, I have
just heard of the dastardly outvage per-
petrated upon Mr. Quelch, your Form-
master—an outrape which has filled me
with decp anger and disgost.  VWretched

hﬂ_‘?"‘“‘—”
“It—it  wazn't me, sirl”  gasped
Bunter. “0Oh dear! I swear it wasn't

me, sir! These fellows know it wasn't
me! It was DBolsover—Wharton will
tell von it was Bolsover, sir!”

“Bolsover!” echoed the Head, s
brow dark. " What do you mean, hoy ¥
Mr, Queleh hasz just informed me that
you, Bunter, are the rascally vandal who
destrayed his manuseript—a manuseript
of the greatest value !’

Ay, Queleh 3s mistaken, s 1" gasped
Bunter desperately; giving Wharton an

appealing glance. “Wharlon  knows
Bolsover did it—azk him, siv!"

“It wasn’t PBunter, =ir!" came a
chorus of votces.

Wharton stood hesitating, and his
glanee went to Bolsover—a meaning

glance that Balsover understood well
cnough.  The Head noted it quickly,
and ha turned sharply to Balsover.

Y Bolzover ! he demanded in a harsh
volee, “Is Bunter's stalement corvveet?
Do you know anything of this matter?!”

Dolzover’s limbz trembled, but his
face set in the old cohstinate wav, He
knew it was hopeless to deny it now;
he knew the Head would never rest
until he bad brought what the juniors
knew to light. But in his present momd
of bilter rage and self-will he carvod
little what happened.

“U¥s, smir!” he mutiered ithrough
clenched teeth. “It wasn't Bunter. I
did 1t "'

“"VYou—you did i£?" gasped the Headl,
Bolsover nodded almost insclently.
The Head’s brow grew thunderous.
“Bolsover ! he pgasped. “I am

amazed-—scandahised that you, the oldest

boy in the Remowe, should have done
this wicked thing! DBunter I mighs

have found somre eXeuze for; he s
cbtuse and thoughtless. But I am
amazed that youw, uvnruly oand in-

subordinate as 1 know you to be, should
stoop to do thiz thing—a thing that no
right-minded and honourable boy could
have done. Why—why did you burn
Mr. Queleh’s manuseript, Bolsover "

Bolsover licked his lips, and hune his
head sulkily.

“Ha—he was down on me,”™ he mut-
teved sullenly. “He caned me this
afternoon unjustly, and he's giated e
for to-merrow afternoon unjustly.”

“Boleover I" thundered the Head.
“I don’t carel” said Belsover
doggedly. *It was unjust—he's always

bheen unjust to mel”

“Boy ™ thundered the Head., “How
dare you make such statements against
our Form master! Mr, Queleb, to my
nowledge, has always treated his Form
with unswerving  impartiality  and
justice. He bas only punished you
when you have deserved punishment.
ITad yvou shown any sorrow—any sign of
remorse for the wicked crime—for crime
it iz—which you have commitied, 1
gshould poseibly have shown some
measure of mercy. As it iz, your atri-
tude of sullen defiance has destroved
any hopes of that, Wretehed hoy, have
ou no sense of shame for what ryou
ave done I

Bolsover was silent.

“Very well,” said the Ilead, control.
ling hizs woico with an effort. “You
must suffer the extreme penally, Bol-
sover, You have shown a base spirit
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of revenpe which proves syou fo bhe
utterly  unfitted to take wvour place

among decent and right-minded bovs.
You have, in one moment of despicable
tl-temper and spitefulness, done your
rraster a great and cruel injustice which
should brings upon you the scorn and
contempt of your school-fellows, and for
which I, for one, ean never forgive.
You will leave this schosl to-morrow in
disgeace. Mr, Trout, will you kindly
cscort thiz wretched boyr te the pumish-
ment-room '

“NYez, s, zaid AMe. Prout, treating
Bolsover to a glance of intense scorn.
“{'ome, Bolwover!™

Bolsover nodded coolly, and followed
the INfth Form master from the room.
Yeoi, though he was outwardly cool, and
Lhiz manner insolent, he waz: inwardly
writlang. "The Head's scorn  and
his lashing tongue had cut bim like
s owhip, and had pierced his armour of
dogered self-will and sulleuness,

But he showed no cubward zign of this
to hiz staring Form-fellows as he fol-
lowed BMe. Prout from the room amid o
dead silenee,  And a few scconds later
he was alone—alone with the bitter
knowledge that he was to be expelled
from hiz schiool in disgrace.

S

THE SIXTH CHAPTER,
Remorsa !

LL; Greviriars was buzzing with
the story of Mr. Quelch's tragic
lozs before morping, and all
Greyiriars had nothing but the

decpest  sympathy for the Remove
master, and the deepest scorn and con-
tempt for the fcllow who had committed
TPE unfortunate act—if it could be called
that.

It was known that Me CGuelech was
comploetely broken up by his loss, and
that ho was confined to his room, and
would be unlikely to take the Remove
gy usual that morning.  Such news in
the ordinary way would have been re-
cetviul with joy by the members of his
Form, Bub it was not so now. Even
fellows like Skinner & Co. and Billy
Bunter—inveterate slackers—would have

been glad enough to see Mr. Quelch inf

his uwsual place in the Form-room that
IAOETLETIES.

In the Remove cspecially, Blr
Quelch's History of Greyiriars had been
looked wpon with a humorouz eye, It
was something of a standing joke in the
Remove, Tellows were always asking
when the great work was to be finished.
Bob Cherry had given it a2z hiz view
that it never would be fmshed-—that,
like the proverbial brook, it would go
on for ever and ever.

And now it leoked as if Bab’s words
had come true—in 0 tragic  mannee.
Ar. Quelel’s great work was burned to
ashes; it never would be lnished. Yot
now the juniors saw no hnmour in the
thoaght, They had never dreamed that
thetr mazter could bave been so stricken
by the loss of what they had genceally
regarded as “tosh ™ and “ rubbizh,”

They knew now, however: they real-
wedd what ais loss spelled to Me Queleh—
flee hope and decam of venrs of foil and
ardoous labour, of thonsand: of hours
spent  in reseaveh  and  preparation in
aadition to the labonr of composition.
Asul they felt deeply sorry for him, and
a borning rage against Dolsover,

To their amazement Dolsover burped
np in elass that maming.  Why, they
aid not know,  Wingate had released
him from the punishment-room and
veearted him to the Form-room without.
a word ol cxplanation.  After doing
whiclh, Wingate had lLimesclf  {aken
charge of the Form.

i

Bolsover sat alone  that morning.
Not a single fellow in the Remove would
speak to bim, and the glances he met
were full of seorn and contempt. He
realisedd that the juniors were in real
earnest. He was barred—an outcast, un-
fit to aszociate with his fellows, And the
rost of the school--even the hugh and
lofty seniora, tenk no pains to avold
showing what they thought of him. The
only fellow who spoke to him was his
nnor—young Hubert Bolsover of the
Third.

The outcast showed no signs of shame,
however,  IHis sullen, lowering face
showed the savage, bitter state of his
mind. He felt ho hated the school and
all in it. Why the Head was allowing
him to remain in the Form-room after
betng expelled he could not imagine.
It seemed to him an unjust and cruel
act fo subject him to the contemptuous
eyes of hiz school-fellows unnecessarily,
and it made him more bitter than ever.
It was nothing less than torlure waiting
—waiting for the message that would
summoit him to the lead’s study before
his departure from Greyfriars,

The sitnmons from the Head came at
lgst—though not until the merning was
almost over. Tioller ecame in with a
note from the Head, and handed it to
Wmgate., Wingate read  it, and spoke
fo Bolzover.

“You're to go to the Head at once,
Bolsover!” he said eartly.

There was a buzz of interest. All
eves turned on the hapless junior as he
rose to his fest with white, zcb faep,
The junmiors were pretty cevtnin whot it
meant.  They felt they were looking

their last on Ierey Dolsover—and thoy
were not sorry. There was not & scrap
of sympathy in their glances as Bolzsover
wni_ll-:n:u:l unsteadily £o the door and went
AT,

It had come at lask, He had seen his
last of the old Form-room and the
famaliar faces of his follow Removites.
As he walked along the passage the real
extent of his position struck Bolsover
like a biow., What would his people
think ¥ A sudden wave of emotion swept
through hLity at the thought of gpoing
home, and he had to blink hard to keep
back the bitter tears.

What a fool—what a Dblind, reckless
fool he had been!

He knocked at the Head's door and
enterell quickiy, steeling himsell to calm-
ness.  He was determined to show no
emotion—no fear, or regrof.

The Head was alone. Lle looked up
and eved the junier steadily as he took
hi= stand before the desk. Ile frowned
slightly as he noted the hard, bitter
cxpression on Bolsover's heavy featuves.

“Bolsover ™ he said quictly. “Last
night T told you that you would leave
Greviviars  to-day—that you wounld Lo
expelled from the school in disgrace. - I
have now sent for you in order to inform
von that T have now roscinded that de-
cizsion. You will not be expelled, my
boy 1%
“(Oh

Bolsover staggered, He conid searcely
believe hiz ears. He had expectod to be
prdered curtly to pack his boxes—-he had
expected the Head tp hand him hiz fars
home, and to tell him the tinme of the
train he was fo {ravel by,
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“You cads ! ™ he cried shrilly.
you've done !

As Harry Wharton & Co. went up the steps of the School House a youngsier

with a white, sef face and flashing eyes confronied them. It was Bolsover minor.

*You beastly. cowardly cads!

You've—you've Kicked my major out of the school !
beasts 17" (See Chapder 7))

1 know what
Oh, you

Tue Macxer laruaey—Dvo. B90,
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He trembled violently with the over-
E}telming relief that took possession of

111,

“ Not—not expelled 2 he said hoarsely.

“ No, Bolsover; you will be allowed to
remain al Greyiriars after all,” was the
Head's grave reply. “And when T fell
you that you owe your escape from that
dizgrace to the master whoem wyou have
so cruelly wronged, I hope that you will
foal and show what, up to the present,
vou have apparently failed to fecl and
show, resl regret and remorse for your
grave fault.”

“¥You—you mean Mr. Quelch?”
breathed Bolsower, a flood of crimson
dyeing his face. “You mean that Mr,
Queh:% has begged me off, sir?™ he
added in a searcely audible voice,

The Head nodded gravely.

“¥Yes, I do mean that, lzovar, He
has pleaded with me-—has begged me to
allow you to remwin. He- has pointed
out that you acted as you did in & burst
of passion, believing vyou had been un-
justly treated. Ie has even insisted
that he was unduly severe with you.
¥ou boyp forget that the master in
whose charge vou are placed has your
hest interests at heart.. Ife realised that
expulsion would be a lasting disgrace—
might even ruin your carecr. He has,
with the uwimost uwnselfishness gnd mag-
naminity, suppressed his own bitterness
and distress in arder to come to me and
plead on your hehalf.”

Bolsover said nothing. He was
stunned. That Mr. Quelch, the master
whom he had believed hated him, de-
tested him, was “"down ' on him, the
man whom he had 0 recklessly wronged, |
had been the very man to plead and
save him, hlled him with utter amaze-
mentand wonder.

It did more than that, however., Tt
swept away hizs self-made harrier of hitter
hate and sullen Ipride. It filled him with
Eelf-lnnﬂain% t was heaping coals of
fire on his head, and the junior's hitter-
ness and hate gave place to remerse and
shame. Every word the Head utiered
stabbed hiz newly-awakened conscience
like = dagger. A flood of tears rushed

unchocked to his eves, and hia lips
quivergd.

The Head noted this, and his grave
featurcs relaxed.

“Bolsover,” he exclaimed gently, *I
am glad to see that at last you regret
the wrong wyou heve done--that you
now show signs of itence. You need
-say nothing now. T had intended—I had
agreed with Mr. Quelch that instead of
expulsion I should ba satistied towpunish
you with a severe floggmeg. I think—
ves, I will now withdraw even that
punishment. As Mr. Quelch has @0
unreservedly forgiven vou, it is not for
me to be unduly harsh., Let this be a
lasting leszon to you, however. Rm‘eug&
is un-English—it i3 utterly unworthy and
can never be justified ; nor does it bring
satisfaction, but only shame and self-
loathine, You may go, Bolsover,”

Bolsover turned away with bowed
head. Before reaching the dodr, how-
ever, he turned, and came back.

"May—may T see Mr. Quelch?” ke
stammered huskily,

The Head smiled.

“ Yes, § think yvou will find him in his
study, Dolsover,” he sail in a kindly
tone.

“Thank wyou, sir!”

Bolsover loft the room hike a fellow
a dream. He could searcely believe it
Tle was free—uvopunished ;. 1t was all over
and Jone with., And M. Quaeleh had
brovght it abhout—ike master whom he
had hnagined would gloat in his expuk

Bolsover's face was set and his eyes]

| shining as he walked to Mr. Quelch's
door to knock., What he imtended to
say and do he did not know. He only
knew that his heart was full of gratitude
to the master who had shown such
amazing forgiveness and kindness.

He found himself inside the room a
mement later, Mr. Quelch was reclin-
ing on the couch, but he sat up and eyed
the junior searchingly az he entered.
Bolsover was cut to the heart as he noted
tha master’s strained face and shadowed
EYeE.

" Well, Bolsover?” said Mr, Quelch.

Boleover strove to speak, but could not.
EHis face was Aushed with shame, and his
thpa quivered., Mr., Quelch dappesred to
understand.

“1 think, Bolsover,” he said guietly,
“that you have come to me to expless
your regrel for what has bappened. Is
not that so?"

“I—I—I- Bolsover stammered and
stopped, and instead of going on he
nodded dumbly,

“1 am glad of that, my boy,” said the
master. *The matter is now ended.
You may go.”

Beolsover did not move.

“But—but I wani to say how sorry 1
ami, sir,” he muttered shakily, finding
his voices &t last. “I—X wish I hadn't
done it now, sir. I hope you will
believe me. I was a cad—a howling
cad and rotter ! I'm heartily sorry now.
I—if I can do anything to make up for
it—1{f you intend to start your book again
gir,” he added in an eager, tremb in%'
voice, Y1 hope vou'll let me help.
cen type, and [l work—work like a
nigger every second of my spare time to
make amends for what I've done.”

Mr. Quelch rose to s feet and rested
bis hand on the junior's shoulder.

"My bov,” he said guietlv. “I have
already forgiven you, hard as it has
been for me to do so. You can naver
understand what a loss—what a hitter
loss—this has becn to me. DBut what is
done, alas! cannot now be undone., You
can do nothing, Bolsover. T fear I can
never resume the struggle, T can nover
summon the energy or courage to start
s0 gigantic & task apain. Only recently
I destroyed all my notes, the results of
years of patient research and Loil, from
which I had built up what was finished
of my task. But let this be a lasting
lesson to you, Dolsover. T trust that you
will repay me, however. in another way
—in your conduct and behaviour in the
future.”

And  eotting Bolsover's  almost
hysterical thanks short with grim kind-
liness, Mr. Quelch led him to the door,
aud, with a parting sgueeze of the
shoulder, ushered him out.

ey

THE SEVENTH CHAFPTER.
Cast Qut I

OLAOVER  oajor spend that
afternoon alone in the detention-
room, doing hiz lines. Most of
the Remove alwo spent that half:

holulay mdoors, for, iy o strange strolke
of Pate, there was no foothall that slter-
nogn. When the juniors came out of
class abt noon it was snowing hard. and
ik was very soon obvions that the High.
chife  matech would  have to  hé
abaudoned.

A
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EVERY MONDAY.. PRICER®

Yet, though most were indoors, it was
iate in the afternoon when the Remove
heard the news regarding  Bolsover.
From Wingate Bob Cherry Jearned
the facts, aud the knowledge that Bol-
sover was to get off filled him with
anger and disgust, as it did with the rest
of the Remove,

Mr. Quelch’s amazing magnanimity
served only to increase the juniors’
sympathy with him, and to intensify
their contempt of Bolsover. They were,
one and all, furious that the fellow whao
had so disgraced the Form should escape
the penalty of hiz caddishness. They
cdid not look at the matter through the
Head's eyes, naturally, Morcover, they
could not forget that Bolsover had cal-
lously stood by when Bunter had been
charged, and v believed that, but for
Wharton, he .would never have ownod
up at all
Indeed, the fecling was so stron
Harry Wharton, as leader of the %‘urm,
found himself forced fo act in the
matter, though he needed hittle urging
to act.

Accordingly 2 meeting of the Form
was called in the Rag immediaiely the
news was confirmed, All the fellows
were fetched in, and the meeting was
crowded. ]

The Removites were In & SREVLEO
mood, and ready for anything, From the
top of a form Harry Wharton addressed
them, and gave hiz views in no uncer-
tain manner.

* Bolsover's disgraced the Form, you
fellows !™ he satd fiercely. " And if the
Head's going to do nothing .in the matter
wo will. We've alroady sent the rotter
to Coventry, but that's not enough.”

There was a roar of acclamation, and
Harry went on grimly:

“I'm blessed if I know what we can
do, though,” he said. " We could make
him run the gauntlet, for one thing. I1f
ihe howling ead showed any signs of
regret for what he's done it would be
a diferent matter. But he doesn’t care
a hang! We haven't seen the cad since
he went to tha Head, but I bet he's
slill sulky, and still defiant. Well, we'll
make him sing a different tune before
we've finished with him ¥

“Hear, 3

that

hear !
George Bulstrode jumped up on to a

form.
“I've pot a sugpestion to make, you
chaps,” he shouted. *“A thundering

good =ogrestion, too!  As the Head
wouldn't sack the blighter, T propose
we saek him—kick him out—ourselves!
1t's heen done before, and I don't see
why it can't be done now.”

The suggestion took the majority of
the juniors by storm. The sheer bold-
ness of the idea appealed to thenm.
Harry Wharton end several others wera
a hit dubions about it, but even ihey
fell in with the suggestion at last,

“Right, then !” snapped MHarry grimly,
“There's hound to be frouble: bui we
can stand in all topether. Tolsover's
hound to come hack, too; but if he
does we'll jolly well sling bim nock and
crop oub agaim [

*HMonr, hag- 17

“We'll do it!”?

“Yeaz, rathor!™

“Wao'lll do it at onee, then.” said
Ilarvy, when the tumult had subsided.
“Wo'll have to be elippy over the job
and make as little vow as possible. Some
of na can seo lo his baggage ol the
others van do the slinging out.  Uomin
on '

There was a rush fov the door, and
in a moment the excited Jumors were
surging towards iha study octupted by
Perey Dolsover,
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The door was sent  erashing open,
and, headed by Harry Wharton, they
crowded insicle.

Dolsover was alowe.  JTe was seated
at the table, bob lre sprang fo his Feet
with & cry as the angry swarm poured in.

“YWhat=hat do vou followz wang?”
he stawmered, his face poing white.

“We want vou, DBolsover!™ snapped
Havey Wharton, iIn a grm. veice.
“Yon've czeaped vour Jdazhed deseriz at
the hand: of the beaks, Lut you won'i
excape 1E at our hawds, my pippin!
Heve von got any money on von, Bol-
spver ¥

“Whr—yves, bunl——" Tolzover
mered again, and =topped.

“Youve gob enoupgh for your fare
home, T suppoze? asked Ilarvy, i hard
tones,

“What—what do vou mean?” panted
Bolzover.

“T  mean  this,
“¥ou're sacked, Bolasover-—sacked by
raur Form-fellows. We're going to kick
vou out of Groviriars. If vou come back
we'll hick you out agam, Anvhow, H
we Fail in the end we'll have shown
the Head what we think abouot you, rou
cad t

Bolzover drew a deep breath.

siam-

snapped  [Tarey.

“ But—hboat  you ecan't1” he gasped.
“The Head's—"
“(an't we?” echoed Harry scorn-
o 1] ] .
Fully, You'll see thundering soon
whether we can't, Get busy, you
l'hnll. ; !u

“Yes, rather!™

The juniors were only too cager to
begin, and while several rushed up to
the dormitory for Tolsover’s clothing
and personal belongings there, others

collected anything in the study they|

knew belonged to the hapless junior.

Bolsover stood as if stunned.
seemed incapable of movement,
idenly, however, Harry Wharton gave the
word, and a crowd of juniors closed in
on him. They grasped him, and as they
did so Bolsover seemed to wake from
the trance that gripped him.

The old dogged, savage look came into
his pale face, and, with a hoarse cry of
defiance, he started to struggle, hitting
out right and left with his great fists.

But the odds were too great. Fighting
like & madman, he was rushed fo the
door and into the-passage. Big fellow
as he was, his frantic efforts avatled
hirn little against the horde of angry
juniors.

He

He waz fairly lifted off hiz feet at

length, and the rest was easy, Though
he still struggled and kicked passionately,
he was roshed along the passages to the
hall-door.

Enowing that at any moment someone
in authority might spoil their intention,
the juniors fairly ran their ﬁﬂn:eli,ra
battling prisoner through the Hall
Tuckily—for their purpose—most of the
geniots and masters were at tea, and the
passages were deserted, as was the
Hall.

They were outside in the quad at last,
and, heedless of the thickly-falling snow,
they hustled and bustled the almost ex-
hausted Polsover through the Close and
towards the gales,

“naw, out with him ! shouted HMarey
Wharton. * And sling his blessed poods
after him [

* Here goes, then 1™

Bolsover gave a yell at that—so far
he had steonggled without a word.,  Buoi
now he gave a hoarse, panting vell.

“You—vyou cads ™ he velled., I won't

-1 tell you I won't mo. hang von!

Ton've o |'ight——"

He broake olf desperately as the juniors

swiung him and seni bim flving througlh

Hud-

*t Hallo, hallo, hallo ! ** exclaimed Bob Cherry. * What's this ?¢* The Remov-
ites crowded round him eagerly as he tore the brown:paper off the Ea.cka.ga. 1t
revealed a thick mass ol paper, neatly tied with ribbon.

“It’s it 1 ** yellod Bob

excitedly. **It's Quelchy's manuscript | Great Seott | ** (See Clhapler O.)
the air. With sprawling limbs, he fell . “8Snowball the rofter!” he yelled,
in the snow outside the gates. Gos- | "Give him somothing to remomber us
liye, the porter, came rushing up. by, On the ball!”
*Young gents [” he gasped. * Which | “CGood egg!”
it ain’t—— “Good wheeze !

Gosling woas prasped by the angry
juniors, and rushed back into his lodge.
As Dolsover picked himself up, covered
from head to foot in snow,, and, gaaying
with rage, & dozen Removites lined
themsalves across the pateway,

“You—yon eads!” choked Dolsover
passionately.

He eyed the juniors for a moment, and
then ha came back with a bull-like rush.
But the juniors were ready for him.

There was a brief, furions struggle,
and then DBolsover, barly az he was,
went flying through the air again, fo
plunge into the rapidly thickening snow
of the lane. :

As he lay, breathless and almost weep-
ing with helpless rage and mortification,
the rest of the Removites came rushing
up, and a couple of bags and a shower
of articlez rattled about his head,

“You can come back again, Bolsover,”
called Harry Wharton grimly. " Dut
I'd advize you not to. You'll get slung
out again, and we sha'n't be so gentle
next time !

Bolsover staggered to his fect.  His
face was white as death, and his eyes
glittered with fury and bitter despair.
Less than an howr ago be had thought
himself safe—he had forgotten that the
Remove might not forgive if others did.

As he slood panting and undecided,
Skiuner of the Bemove made a gloating
yell, Skinner had been ana of Boalsover's
own cligue, but he was full of malicions

lee now at his old friend’s downfall.
Hkinner & Co. were Eaiv-weather feiepcls
onily.

_ The suggestion was adopted on  the
instant. In & moment the air was thick
with flying snowballs.

“You—you howling rotters!” sheouted
Bolsover shrilly. *1 won't go, I tell
you—="

But he did go. A perfect fusillade of
snowhalls burst round him, and was
almost amolhered 1n bursting snow. He
recled before the onslaught, struggling
madly te make another rush for the
gales.

But it was an impossible task. Under
the hurricanc of missiles he stagpered
and reeled, and fell. He scrambled to
his feet, and, all bot zobbing with help-
less rage, he snatehed up ﬁjs cap aud
coat and ram.

A trivmphant cheer Tollowed him, to-

ﬁ:ﬁher with a parting volley of snows
.

From the gates the Remove juniors
wakched him nntit his burly, slouchin
form was stallowed vp in the dusk, anﬂ
then they turned and tramped back fos
wards the School House.

“Well, that's that!"” said Skinner,
with satisfaction, “That's pood-bre to
Bolzover.™

Tl

“Tolly gpeod riddance !

“Hear, hear 17

Harry Wharton & Co. said nothing,
They walked in slowly after the others.
They had talien we part in the snow-
balling of Bolsovoer, at all events. Harry
Wharten's face was flushed, and he was

[Centinted on preige 17.)
Tur Maicwrr Lianany.—No. 530
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«TNE COMPLETE MOTOR-CYCLIST.™* Ry
HORACE COKELL, (Mesars, Epesdy &
Slanghter, 2/6.)

Who i3 better quaolifted to write & book
or motor- »z':.v.:lin{.' than Ilorace Cokeér® Why,
everylody ! But Coker thinkz he knows
the Alpha and the Omepa of motor-cyeling,
amd his latest hook iz full of advice to those
who own motor-cyeles, and to prospective
owners thereof. The zpelling is » work of
art. It iz so weird and wonderful that it
made e think, at first, that the bhook was
written i eithér Greek or Chineze.  UCoker,
whir is the most recklexs of * roadhogs,™
cannot claim to be n camplele motor-eyvelizt
kimszelf. One of these days he will have
a Lerrific emash-up on the King’s Highway,
anmd  fipd  himself in pieces, like Humptys
Dumpty of nurzery.rhyme fame., Coker will
then be an jwcompleie motor-evelizt!

“THE GENTLE ART OF BULLYING.™
GERALD ASBHETON LODEL.
Tyvaer, 3/6.)

In fthis book Loder of the Zixth Tets ns
into il the secrets of his trade, which is
tiee perzistent persecution and punpishing of
small fags, The hook eontaing  much
valuable adviee to wounid-le bullies, and
iz Jlustrated by diagrams showing 1mw bl
various tortures are inflicted. For instance,
thore is n sketeh of an unhappy fag having
hiz arm twisted, followed hy & sketch of the
rame  fag Imun;: iz nose pulled. The
wretehed infant iz then shown lying weross
a o etudy table, and being “walloped ™ by
iz Far master.  Loder i3 uwndoubiediy a
triee  discipie of Mero, apd if he had his
ownr way be would revive the rack and the
thumbscrew, the pillory, and the rtocks.
Loder refers to bullying as ™ the gentle art,”
There may come a day when bhe himself will
he put through the mill. and he will then

B
f_{'iluE{

discover that ballylng I3 anything but o

“ gemtle * parsuit!

“BIXTY YEARY A CGATE-PORTELR."* By
WILLIAM GOELING. (Messrs, Fossil &
Funguss, 5/-.)

We had no idea that Cosling, the porter,
wias such o hoary and wvenerable old man
votil we pergsed his lotest book, which is
a record of all Gosay’s adventures and ex-
periences from bis youth up. “ Which Ive
held my present position, man and boy, for
nigh on sixty years.” wries Gosling, = and
F'm epending my declining days a-writing
nf these here Mee-mores* Declining days,
Gozsy?  Tut-tut! You will yed live to ke
as old a5 Methuselah! I hope you will serd
me an invitolicn to your hundredth hirth.
day party!
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SCOLLECTED POEME™ By DICE TI'EXN-
FOLD. (Mesarz, Rime & Reezon, 2/8.)

Al of Penfold's poemz, grave and gay,
bave been izzued in one Dulky volume, Al
though e is only in his fifteenth year, Pen's
onbput has been prodigious. I belleve he
has written hall 2s much as Hhakespeare,
and a3 much as Milton. Of course, the
quiality of his verse is not (o he compared
with that of the old masters, yet 1 know
heap: of Greyfriars fellows who would rather
reud Penfold then Shakegpeare. Herc's more
power to Pen's elbow !

#TUCKEHOPP TOPPICES By WILLJAM
GEORGE BTNTER, {Mca.am Gorge &
Civgzell, 2570

Trather a tull price fovr a book, mebhinkz—
even for a book by Bunter: Evidently the
fat jumior iz owt for big profitz, which he

Catlt expend at Nz usual trystivg-place, the

sehool tuckshop, where he Rirts with sugary

deughnuts, and clusps jam-tarts in an affec.
tionate embrace, I cannot recommend

Kunter's hook to ascholars, heécauwse the spell-

ilig and syntex will bewilder them. Neither

ecan I recommend it to dyspeptics, hecanse
it aienls with what Mr. Queich callas * stieky
and indigestible compounds.®  But 1 can
heartily recommend the book to all epleures
and food- Jiongs.  One of the chapters is en-
titled ' What to eat, and what to avoid,”
bot the author fails to mention any item ul’
fopd that shonld he avolded ! Certainly there
iz no kind of edible that Bunter would wil-
lingly avoid!

<4 DBODK OF ENGLISH QUOTATIORL ™
By HURREE =INGH. (The Inky Fub-
lishing Company, 4/6.)

“ Having masterfully conquered the learn-
e of the esteemed awd lodicrous English
lirerature, I feel that I am qualifled to com-
pilke I]:mh ol qnnt-ntmns from the works
of Shakespesre, BMiton, and other worthy
and cateemed writers,” Hereg i3 a sample:

i There Tz a tideful tide Th the affairz of
menfuliess
Which, taken at the fcodful fload, Iead-
fully goes on to forfune”?

And another:

“ Hope epringfully leaps eterval in the
lhuman breasiiulngss: .
Man never iz, but alwoys 1o be Wissfully

lestinlness. ™

Theze gquotationa are supposed {o le gems
from Shakespeare and o, But fhe
worppmie ® lase their value when Hurree Slogh
flavours them with his own peculiar Fng-
lish.

“by Boltover major.

EDITORIAL!

By Harry Wharton.
e o g

HE amateyr journalizts of Greviriars

iy Lo divided iota several seclicos.

There are thoze who thisk they can

write stories, and can; there are

tlwoze who Chink fltey eon wrile stories, and

can't, amd thete are those modest :pirita

who don't fhink they can write steries; but
who can when they are put Lo it.

The amount of literary tulent at Grev-
friogs s amazinge, The * Groyiraes Hevald »
s ot wearly large enough to accommodate
the works of fiction which How Auently from
dozens of pons.

Mark Linley, the Lancashire jumior, wiites
exvellent sluries in serious vein; while Tom
Brown iz probably our elampion hymorous
writer., Yermoun-Smith can serve up an excit.
ing sports yarm; and Peter Todd®s deleelive
stories need no ¥ puffing.  Ihcky Xupgent, of
course, i in a clazs by himsell. His weird
amd  wonderinl stories of school  Jife are
imtrdtable.  For thiz, our Special Fiction
Mumber, I have prevailed wupon Master
Itichard to write an article oo low  to
become a suceessiul aut.hrrr in addition to &
complete pirate E.t.ur buf [ must warn my
readers gpainst }:‘ng Dvcky's advire Lo
seriously ! Perhaps, when he iz about sinety
years older, Dieky will have poined more
wisdom in these matters. DBub i€ i3 not for
a fag in the Second to place himeelf on o
par with sueh mastors of fletion a3 H, G,
Wells, Sir Arthur Copoan Dovle, and Arnold
Henuett,

Anotler person who greatly fancic: himsclf
in the splere of fletion is the fab and
Fatucws Bunter. Billy thioks e Knows the
writer's oraft inside out—and o lot more
hesides, He dnes not boast that be will
become o famowz author one of these days;
he boasts that Le is ooe already !

The 1ime may come when we shall zee
Billy Bunter oceupying the editorial chalr of
the “ Gorger's Guozebbe ¥ or the ™ Tuckshop
Times," bl we can’ picture him proving a
suceess in any other branch of journalism,

At the present time 1 am reowed up under
an avalaoche of rmanuwseripla.  They have
becw pouring inte my sancltum all day. There
iz o Wild-Wesl yarn by Fisher T. Figh, and
a fBghiing yarn, featuring Bill the Rasher,
There iz a focthall yarn
Ly Ekinmer, who has pever kicked a football
ix his lifc unless under ecompulsion: apd
there is a boxing varn by Alopzo T-:udrI' whn
knows nothing of the woble ark of seff.
defeuee. Why den't these bhudding anthors
stick to the subjeets of which they have a
frst-liapd knowledme ¥ Bunter, for instance,
who has just purlolned o cake from my =tudy
cuphoard, ought to be able to write an cxeel-
lent burglar varn!

I must Teegse fOre ™ pow, and wade
thromgh the mass of manuseripts beneath.
which T am almost buried !

Nest week’s Supplement fa somethine ont
of the way—nothing less thaw a complete
Supplement in rhyme.  That sorprires you,
' nurr.mt _The resnlt ja distinctly pood,
althongh “eguye it as  didn't ought,”
Youope ]"I-n_l:}' MWugent scores right along the
line with a story in rhyme concerming 1hn
doinga of that weird and wopderful—and im.
possible---schosl, 56 Sam’s.  Even  Bab
Cherry, wha's ‘not given {0 bursting inilo
N ETRE, does lis hit right royally, Mind you
read this special nmumber, my ehums; you'll
epjuy it from beginning to eod.

HARRY WHARTON.
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AVING ritten more stories for
the = Gireyfriars Herald ” than
any other orther, dead or alive,

1 am foolly kwalliied to give

.

advice on the subject of storv-riting,
Some people will tell you that orthers

are born, and not maid, This s all
Tommy Rott. Charles Dickens wasn't
born with a pen in his fist,.or with his
crantum Tull of bright brain-waves. He
had to learn his perfession, just like
everyvone elae,

But to come to the point—as Mister
Twigg said when he =at on a tin-teck.
Supposing  you want to become a tal-
lented writer of skool stories, like me.
Well, your best training will be to read
all my stories of St Bam's, and sat-
turate yourself with my stile. At the
eame time, you will be learning how to
spel korrectly, and how to avoid baed
Erammer,

Having paved the way in the mannor
deskribed, you will be able to make 2
sturt with vour hivst story. But don’t eit
down and seribblo at rvandum. Think
out a plot fivst—or, as they call it in the
best littery civelos, a sinnopsia. Yoo
will, of corze, have your hero, and your

et

SMOKE WITHOUT FIRE!

An amusing dialogue ketween tweo fage.

' AH! T'm pot afraid of pouf™
“ell, 1I'm not afraid of youw,
either !

Vel hetter bl

o Pool !

ST give you =omebhing to " pooh * for!?

OV will-—ely ¥4

“ Yes, I willt"

* Just vom try it oni®?

well, T con do 111"

CYou jolly well can't!™

T jolly well cowl™

“ You think I'm afrald of pou, or apybiwly
like youl?*

“Well, f T couldn™t lick yon wikh ong
hand, 1'd eat my Sunday topper!™

“Rats! Any fool can falk !

#1 ean do ft, too!™

“ Do it, then !

“ ¥ou'd better look oul, or I will[**

¥ alk's cheap!™

“¥ou bouch me awnece, and theo zee what
happens i *?

“Touch you! Why, if T touched you ance,
you'd pever know what bad bit you—till you
came round in hospitall®™

* YWell, do 1t, then, rou cheeky rotter?!*

“Yon say much meore, and I

“1 dare you to!™

“Be carcful what you say! You zee this
fist? 1t koocked oub six fellows yesterday!
Thev're all in the sanny now!®

W RKoock me out! I'd laugh {o see you!™

“Yea! You'd laugh on the wrong side of
your faop b

“ Just you {ry knocking me ouwt, apd see !

o and eat cokel?

“ o aod [ry your face!?? -

“ You say much more, and I'll give yoo a
"tuppenny I

 Yon will 7

" Yegl™

“1 dare you!l™

“ Here goes, then!*?

oWkt

* Balk i

And zo on, ad Jib., until somethivg ioteot-
rupts them, when they sepurate, each vowing
that he will never speuk o the other agaio.

A he doesn't—until mext Lime?

o o \ahiteg
a Qfory °

Q), Dicky N‘uganl‘"*

villen, and a number of less lmportant
carracters. The hero must be a real,
live, go-nhead he-man—not a {fccble,
wealk-reed sort of fellow who can't say
“Bo! to a goose. Your villen, too,
must be a skoundrel of the deepest die—
not a mild, aneemick zort of villen.
You will lead both the hero and the
villen into all sorts of thvilling adven-
chers,” and have them clashing with each
other all through the story, until finally
the hero emerges triumfant, while the
villen tumbles over a cliff and brakes has
neck, or else perrishes mizzerably under
ithe weals of a motor-hass,

When you have drawn up your plot,
FOil mag go ahead with the actual
story, on't begin with a description
of the =silvery moon shining on the
bosomn of the ocean, or any of that sort
of rot. Descriptions of secncery ave a
beestly bore to the reader. His attention
should be rivetted and nailed down by
the opening parvagraff of the story.

I alwarys remembeyr the beginning of 2
story  which ob Cherry onee wroke,
Cherry ian’t Any grate shakes as an
orther, but he knows how to start a
sbory properly. This was the opening
sentence :

By DICK
m my gown and mortar

LAD 1
‘ : board,
Of Greyiriars Schonl

reign lord,
I'd be respected and adoved,
{ I were Head!

the sove

I'd burn the birch, and serap the cane,
And never give an mstant’s pain
Ta any boy in my domain,

f I were Head!

No schoolboy pleasures I'd vestrict,

No impositions I'd inflict, )

No erring youth would find me strict,
If T were Head !

15

* Overwhelmed with debt, the result of
my own viee and follv, 1 have no alter-
vative but to blow out my braing [

Now, that grips the reader -af once.
He iz eager to see what happens nexth
Will the unbappy hera—or villen, as the
ease may boe—put his despric resolve into
cggseculion ¥ Wil he loose off a Webley
Colt, and stroo the hungry eburchyard
with his bones—I mean, branes* Or
will help drrive in the nick of time and
save him from a garstly fate?

Having started wour story in a sen-
sational manner, you nmst kecp the
cggsitement at  feverpiteh all the way
through. Insident should follow in-
sident with bewildering voapmdity, L0
that the reader i carried along on &
wave of brethless emotion. Néver nnnd
how irpessibul  the insidents seem.
Trooth is stranger than fiction, and more
amazing things happen in our everyday
life than the brane of an orther could
ever ecopseeve, B0 vou need have no
fear of your story being too far-fetched.
Mothing coulidl be too far-fetched in this
age of mirracles.

When you have funished zour story,
and korrected all the speling mstekes—
if any—mind you send it to s paper for
which it is sootable. If it’s a boxing
yarn, send it to “Punch,” If it's a rarn
that attracts, send it to the MagxET
1i it's a sparkling story, eend it to the
Vi GE‘TI’LH

[ it's o t"t_':!jjlck story, with &
lot of deths in it, send 1t to the * Monrn-
i‘rl% Post."

trussed you will find this artikel o
grate help, and 1 wish you every suxses3
im your jernalistic venchers!

Latin and Greck T'd soon abolizh,

Tarts in the tuckﬁh?ip I'd ﬂﬂ:]‘ﬂ&lrﬁi],

My pupils’ boots and shees T'd polish
If I wera Head!

I'd give a host of helidays,

Delightful days and jolly days,

Mot mi}urnfui, melancholy days—
If T were Head!

I'd make my worthy friend Tom Brown
Mead prefect, held in high renown,
A sort of King without' s crown—

If I were [Head!

I'd ask the festive fags fo dinner,

And even chape like Snoop and Skinner,

Bunter, yon bet, would x0T get thinwer,
If T were Head!

Mauly, who loves to sleep all davw,

(Could do so, 'neath my genial sway.

I'd take his mceals up, on a fray,
If 1 were Head !

Life would flow pleasantly along,
In fact, twould be “one grand sweet
ED“EJ“ ;
The hoya would be a happy throng
I wero Head !

Ho when you to sleep o nights

Just dream ﬂfgaa'll the grand delights

That would apDease your appefircs
If I were Ilead !

Tue Macwer Linnany.—XNo. 850,
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BDANKE FEARLESS wal n  strapping
F voung bwd of eighteen sammers.

He was alsn o skrapping  young

lul of eighteen winters, eightecn

aprings, amd cighteen antumns,  But e was
nofe setisfied with all that.

o oone doy he ran away to sen.  As be
was orunning  away he saw that an old
sailinz-ship lay alongside the key. S0

imsteml of ronning away to sea be thought
he might just az well rum on board the ship.

He did bBhis af night, in caze someone
should see him, He stood over szix fect
in his boots, =0 he was the sorb of strap-
ping yvoung jad that anyone would be sure
o nodice,

He hid under a Iocker on the Iower deck.
The ship soeiled, and two  duys later he
crawled abaft the Leam, us they say. (That
iz what sallors catl going upskalirs.)

Frank Pearless erawled abuaft the heam
en hiz hands and knees, When he reaghed
the beam e wpeurled himzellf and stood
on his feet. Tle felt much easier like that.

But the wvery next moment be. felt a
terrific pain im hiz lower atory. A -boot
hod cauzed the psin.  He looked up, and
waw & besrded man gazing angrily down
upon him. IE wasg the captain of the ship.
For Trank noticed he bBad on o badge with
the word written on it in small capitals,

iie gaw that he was not abaft the beam
a3 he had theught, but on the bridge. The
captain waz helding the wheel in bhiz haod,
Az Frank met his gaze the wheel dropped
to the deck, and one’ Of f!h(: pokes hroke.

* Yem  snorting sem of a4 leering land-
Tubler 7 shoutod the captain in o low voles
“ Lonk what you've dome. How am 1 going
7 stecr i

Frank drew himzelf haughtily to his full
height. He was bent almost double with
pain, but ke did not core. s

“Captain,” he sald, "you hit me! And
I will take s blow foom oo man 2

Without & word he walked towards the
capfuin and deplt him o resoundine smoek
nerozs the nose!

The capiain rearcely moved. He lind
never expected such an outhurst. He half
expected that the lad wounld hit him. But

his voice was kind and gentle az bhe whis-
pered :
“ Belay, there! Yo, ho! You purple-

faced progeny of a solidificd shrimp! What
are, yeui doiag on my deck #9

Frank ignored the insult. He furned
hiz broad back on the coarse [ellow. Then,

Iacing the zkipper, be folded hiz arms,

Yo, ho! ave ho!” pulfored Ehe eaps
tain, “You young fighting cock! Tust me
topanilz, but you're n well pliucked “upn ™

Frank loaughed .alend.  His silent mirth
mende the skipper seriouz in a moment., e
Trowneéd like thuoder zo that the sails shook,

“Who are you? he psked. “Are vou a
stowaway ?H

" Vez, please,
politeiy.

“Cail me eaplen '™ roaved the skip in his
saft, voiee, " 0r, cub me eatlines, bt 1I'N
hit. ¥ou over the head with o marlinspike ™

At the  kindly, well-intentioned wornds
Frank almost burst into menly fones, Bt
he reatrained himself, He did not want tn
make @ nasty mess on the clean decks on
Wiz very first voyage. Sa he coffed and Llew
hiis mose rather viedenbly.

I want to be o sailor. ha explained.
“The sort that goes on ihe sea in o shipr?

“ Where are yvour credentialst?™ hissed the
skipper. .

* Alaz! repliad Frank, hiding a Llush of
shame. I have none. Wo bl o pot of
geraninmz onee, buft the cat ate theam,™

Tur Maicxer Lieniry.---No. BGJ,

skipper,” returned Frank

LTI

"1

Af the words the sRipper wiped bhis eyves
with hiz slecve. Then he wiped Fraok obe
wibdl his Tuweeeld,

Thee oy did mof Binch.  He
He wus rooted to the spot!

For as ke glaneed upwards he
sizht that miade hizs ebheeks blaneh.  There
waz  fHag at the masthead. It was a black
fixr on which were a skul and crosshones,
It was the Jolly Foger!

e fuced the skipper sguarely.

The skipper merely  slaced
fiectlon in the binhacle,

Frank faced the ﬂlii][l'pl:l‘ dingonadly. Thon
he facod him cirenlarly. At last, driven to
madness by the ofher’s silence, he {wisted
gidderly round and faced him backwoeds !

 Bkipper,” he cricd fn W oringing voice, ¢
wee ik will  You--you are a pyrate !

The wordz rang out! Frink could not help
ibe  They rane oubk lke seddinge-bells.  Then
they rang like = telephone-hell,

“Hallo!  Wrong mumber launghed the
eaptain in disgwst, = Yo, ho! And o botile
ol ram "

At the wor Frank became, suddarly
wlive., At onee he soow that he was donling
with a desperate caracter. Talk hew he
might, he szaw that the skipper was nothing
mor: nar less than o buscinesr.

“Yery well, sir,™ he sald haughtily. " Then
it is dleath to the kaife hefween us. When
we meet agaln it shall be a5 enémies. Shake
hands "

The :zkipper throst oub hisz righd hand,
and Frank cdught it in a grip of steel,

Without o word Frank said good-bye.

e turood on hiz heel. Then he turned
o the hamnds of his wrist-wateh, which bhad
atoppod during the little c¢hat he had had
wilhh the skipper. Not knowing his way
ahout the decks, Frank nearly fell down the
.,

He saved himszelf by clubtehing hold of the
mizzen-muaat, Then he swayed towards the
galley, and prezzed the bell.

ALt once he was surrounded by & mob of
pirates. They were dressed in #ll meapner
of clothes, and revolvers brizzled ot their
heltz,  Cutlasses glenmed in their teeth.
And one huge fellow had & sheatl-knife be-
hind his right eas, :

Frank Fearless scowled at them with a
grin. He was wob afraid. He meant to
cupture the ship.

But at that very moment =omething hap-

eomld mot.

AW D

at Lis 12

pened,  Tle'henrd o pun boom, and the ship
bopan to bove alongside. It hoved for o
minnte or two, Then it heaved. It looked

a5 though at any moment it might heve
HEAN.

Frank wnd the pirate erew dashed to ithe
sile and looked over  The sea tossed be
neath them in blue waves,

It wias o dewd calm, and not a4 pull of
windl. Anmd there nlongzide waz & trader
with redl sails.  AEF onee the erew took thelr
grappling-iron: ont of their pochkets and
mudpe Fast.

Led” by the skipper, they swarmed on the
other's deck. With shont: of jewhilation,
they boumt and gagged the crew of the
traador, . .

* Pgh me RCUDRErs., & prige—a  prize!™
selled  the coapbain, dancing in his  glee.
Frink wilebed Gim with diselsin.

Iy thi= time the trader had besn enp-
tureel. Her orew was beonght abeard, and
the prize tied to the pieate ship’s stern by
bita of string.

That night aboard the Jolly Roger, as she
wis  eulled, there were great r;,;uings ol
Giuger-beer Aowed Like water oand elreamed
o the deck, .

Tie only man who did not join in the
apeie wnd Fronk Tearless. Me Fklﬁitltl upnri,
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silding on one of the deck-chairs that lay
about.

Hoe wasg sorry now he had run away ta
sea,  Ile hiad mof reabised that o pirnte could
be such & terrible manr, " And Be was sorey
for the poor crew of the trader.

Hiz mind worked veey quickly ns
thought ot o way of setting them e,

Five hours later the plan was worked onf
in all fts detail:. Frank stole away from
the plank on which he had heen 1¥ving.  Jie
Hirew off the blankef that coverest him and
ebnle nlong tha deek.

Though he waz in hi= pyviamaz, Be bl not
waste Lime potbing on his oeorpiee-suit,  He
bad o desperate plam to put inteo wetios.
Though he had wet yebl worked ool sl the
dietailz, lee Xpew that it was cood.

He stole guictly down 8 Dadel

When ho reached the Lotfom be vab Lis
hand fw the pocket of Lit noercoat which
Ix wag wearving., He puticd oot oo bit of
vatidle,

From asnobher pockel of hiz waisteoalt e
hrowaht out a box of natches,  Under the
decks it was {nih-h-nlnrk, =0 he strick o light
and peered alwad of lim.

o was i oone of Lhe ealins.
Tamp  illwmined the ecaxbin with a
Brillibmmee,

Aund in the buwnks ropsd the Tarpge room
lay the prispuers from the trader.  They weres
aill pagped and boond,.  They saoted oudiy
i Phey lay sleeping.

Frank pub but bis Hiabt; and zoftly crepd
tu the first bunk.

Tim

A large
stronp

T Hist 1 e eried fooibs oocenpant, 0
ligwe come to save von 'Y
S Hald !t eried £l man., 7 will mot he

shaved ! :

At hiz wands all the obther prisoners, who
had been Iving, aleepless, for so many hoors,
sprang to their Teet,

“What do you want ' they asked Frank.
glaring at him wibth ferocions looks.
Frank heeded ot fheir laughter.

wits mde up.

“1 am going to ckeape,™ Lie tokl fhem,
and ¥ou are coming with me.?"

“ Byt how?Y asked the trader’s captain,
an immense man wikh oa red beard, AN
the decks are guarded. We can never get
overboard.

“ No,t Frank reforted. “We are nob
geoing overhoard ; we are poing Lhrough!™

The Wack-bearded skipper fell back g
nace. tripping over one of the buaks.

T What mean Foud™ he gasped. .

“1 mean,™ sald Fronk, “that there is anly
one way of ezeape. We mnzt hore a hole
through the side of the zhip and leave that
way."

By this time all the other fraders had
falten aszleep, aml it was left to Frank to
act alome. )

But, owing to the strain to which he had
pone, Frank felt snddenly tived. He stretched
hiz arm=z above s head., Thea he opeoed
his mouth in a yawn. )

In the middle of theee exercizes the
skipper- remembered  himl. He  rushed-
towards Frank.

aDog!™ he eried.  “You chall wolk the
plank ™

“ Yo, ho!" the buccaneers chorussd,

The plank was brought amd fixed to the
stern of the ship. The pirate skipper
pointed at it with a flrm hamdl. Even his
strong fingers were trembling.

o Walk the plank!" he commanded goodd.
nataredly. !

Frank stood there with kootted brows. He
untwisted them wwk faced  the  skipper
cagerly, He hul thought out o Lrilliant
plan. .

#0h, sir.” he eried, “T have never heen
to zen hefore, and I odo ot Enow bow {o
walk the plank!™

*“I'll soon show you the way!™ thundered
the skipper.

Az he whispercd fhe reply e took five
paces along tlhe piere of wood. 1t was quite
ennpgh.,  Frank fung himself ad bhim nod
pushel him over into the sen helow!

At the deed the créw stood zilent in otfer
Aok, Thair shonts yose 60 @very
bened,  T3ut Frank was fam.

¢ Pack, vou dogs P he sald, " Step for.
ward, all of yom 7

They darcd not dizobey,

e by one they were eaplured all tomether
amil Anpeg into irons, Lhen Frank  electad
hi:rsril‘ skipper withont eefting a aingls
vole,

He waz now in command of the =hip, snd
by meanz of the ¢aptured erew ho was
able to make for part, wheve hia exploif is
talked aboud THE this day.

THE EBXD.
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PRICE
TWOPENCE.

{Cantinued from ﬁ:ﬁre 13.)

looking far from comfortable in This
mind.

MNow the excitement was over, and
Rolsover had gone, he was wondering if
thoy had not ‘been too harsh—too heart-
less. ‘There would be trouble, of course;
but the Famous Five, at all events, were

not worrying abont that. Vet they
were Wworr ing-\wrrymi about what
they had just done. T had tzken

the law inta their own hands. But had

they done right?

As they went up the steps a young-
ster, with a white, set face and Hash-
ing eyes, appeared at the top and
stopped Harry Wharton. It was Dol
sover's Lrother, of the Third.

U¥ou codes ! he cried shrlly. “¥Yon
beastly, cowardly cads! 1 know what
vou've done—vyou've kicked my major
gut, you bheastz! Oh, you beasts !

Harry Wharton went crimson, as did
his chums,

*Here, hold on, kid,” said Harry in
a curiously strained voice. “‘You know
what your brother's dope, don’t yom?
He deserved that—and more! I'm sorry
—sorry this rotten business ever hap-
pened. Dut—bup—"*

“Cowards ' cried Hubert Bolsover
shriily. “Why can’t you give him fair
play? The Head's forgiven him—
even Quelchy's forgiven him, Whe

" 1 stepe-and out info the gquadrangle.

are you to refuse to forgive? Who are

you to punish my brother? Oh, you
beasts I _
With that the youngster van down tho

The
Famous Five watched hiny go, and then
they eyed each other unecasily, shame-
facedly,

* Rotten 1” grunted. Johmmy ‘Bull in a
low tone. “I—I almost wish we hadn't
done it, Harry.”

“1 do wish we hadn't!” snapped
Harry. “But—but—oh, hang! That
kid's made me feel rotien. H%’s a good
kid; but—well, we've done it bDow.
Come on; let’s get fea!™

But it was little tea Harry Wharton
& Co. consumed that evening, They
would have consnmed wvone ?md they
known what happened 1n the quad after

had gone.

or, after leaving them on the steps,
yeung Bolsover miner ran to the gates,
He saw a pile of ‘baggage, and, with
tears glistening on his cheeks, and with
snow falling thickly sbout him, he
started to move the things to the shelter
of the ledge. Then, after a moment’s
hesitation, he darted through the open
Entem Thare was no sign of Bokaver's
urly form, but the youngster did not
even look for it. Hatless and coatless
a5 he was, he ran out into the lane and
vanished from sight amid the driving
snow and deepeming dusk of night,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

A Puzzle fer Toddy !

s F —I.say, Toddy, old fellow—-"
Billy Bunter laid down his pen
gnd looked uwp mcross the study
table at Peter Todd. On Bunter's
face—in addition to smudges of ink—

was a frown of deep thought. Evidently
the fat mind of Billy Bunter was en-
gaped in a problem of unuwsual difficulsy.

eter Todd looked up [rom his prep
and vegarded his fat study-mate curi-
ously, Bunter's manner was curiously
nervous, and his spesch hesitating. Tom
Dutton, the deaf occupant of Study
No. 7, did not leok up. He had not even
hesrd Bunter,

“Well ?” inquired Peter. “What's the
treuble new, old fat lard-tub ¥

' Ahem ! eoughed DBunter,

He seemed to have great difficulty ia
deciding to say what be was apparently
desivouz of saying.

“Go on; let's hear it!" demanded
Peter. *“ What the thump are you cough-
mg about ?"

i ﬁhem !:IJ

“You silly aszs!™ roared Toddy. *(zet
on with the washing, can’t you? I want
te get on with my pre;x alle ! What's
that you're writing, tatty!” he added,
his eyes falling on the sheet of exercise
paper on the table before Bumter.

Billy Bunter hastily turned the sheet
over and placed a fat elbow upon it.

“Oh, really, Toddy,” said Bunler
warinly, "it's -only - a—a letier, you
know ; nothing to do with you.”

“Blow your letter!” grinved Toddy,
though his sharp eyes had not misted
Bunter's obvicus confusion, “I don’t
want fo soo the dashed thing! But
when the dickens are you going to stard
prep, Bunty ¥ ;

‘" Just now, Toddy. I—T want to finish
this letter first, you know 17

“You'll get 1t hot if Quelchy turns up
in  the morning!” warned Petern
“Beiter get on with your prep now,
Bunter. Anyhow, wha! were you going

to say, old tulip i” _ )
“It — it's about this affair of
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Ql;:c'[ch;r."s ™ gasped Donter, plunging
ahead at last. “"I—1 say, Toddy, SUp-
suppose  his  blessed manuseript  1sn't

burnt at all. Would—wouldn't it be a

joke "
Peter Todd fairly blinked abt Bunter,
“I'm only saying supposing it isn't, of
course,” satd Dhanter hastily, “I'm just

putling & ssus-surreptifious case, of
course.”
“You mean a suppositious case!”

chuckled Peter. " Yos, e oun, Bally”

“Well," procecded Bunter, " suppose
his Dblessed rubbish 1=0’t burnt at all,
Toddy ¥ Mind you. I'su not saying it
isr't, I'm only putting a-a suppositi-
ous cate, you know."

“Buk it 15 burnt, von  idiot ™ said
Toddy wonderingly.,  “What's the good
of talking rot, Bunfor?”

“You never know.™ said Duonter,
ehaking his head. “ Aceidents do hap-
pen, you know, Yoddy.”

“Bot it is, you burbling dummy "

slmaost shrickod DPeter.  * Bolsover's
owned up to burning it!  What the
wmp——-~-+

“Bolsover  thinks it's  burned!”

grinned Bunter. “T could—"

He broke off abruptiy, It was ob-
vious to the keen-witted Peter that Billy
Bunter realised ho was saving too much.

“Go on, Dilly ! said Todd grimly.

“You—you sce what I mean, Toddy 7
stammered Bunter. I mean to sav, of
course, that Bolsover might be mistaken.
He might have burned something else—
a bundle of old exercises, or something
like that. That's quite likely, ien't it¥"™

“Quite l:k&lg.” apreed Poter, a strange
gleam appearing for a moment in his
eves,  “And you think that’s whai's
happened, Bitly §7
. Numo—not at all!” gasped Bunter.

Certainly not! I was only suppositg,
Peter, It just strack me how-—how
funny it would be if it wasn't burnt at
all. I mean to say, it might be lost, and
—aild some chap might have found it,
vou kiow. That's quite Jikely, iso’t it 7"

“1t's possible 1™ assentod Peter.

“That's what I thought. Wouldn't
it be ripping if it turned up again,
Toddy?  Quelchy would simply go wild
with jov, wonldn't he? Ti~it would bo
worln something to Quelchy to get it
Lack, wouldn't it, Toddy ¥7

"I should say g0, Bills,” assented
Peotor Todd.

“That's just what I thoughe said
Bunter, blinking up cagerly at Peter,
“Now, why deesn’t Quelchy offer a re-
ward—say, of a fAver—{or his blessed
anuwicript ¥

“1 wonder ! murmured Todedy,

"I suppose hoe hasn’t thought abaut
1b,Y said Bunter solemuoly.  * Now, my
wdea 1s for =omecone te tell him—to sug-
gest a reward to him, vou konow, Je—it
wouldn't be a bad idea if you suggested
it Toddy, He—he'll take nofice of
VoLl

Peter Todd drew a deep breath, He
repaltded his fat study-mate  fixedls,
Peter was o5 keen a5 mustard; he was
pot called, by the Remove, the School-
boy Lawyer for nothing,  Siuce the even-
e helfore Peter had beeon not a little
prezzled by Bunter's behiaviour. The fat
and fatuous Owl of the Bemove was far
from being an adept at hiding hiz fecl-
tiygrs, and Peter had very soon scen that
e was not himself—that he had zeme-
thing on his mind, and something that
worried him.

And Peter Todd was more puzzied
than cver now,

What wos Bunter driving at? Was
1t pozsible that there had boen a mistake
e regard to the manuscript—a mistake
that Bunter knew of? Peter Todd
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could not forget that Bunter had been
charged in. the first place with the crime,
and that he had been seen entering the
study by Wingate.

It was certainly very curvions—very ex-
traordinary. Knowing Bunter as he
did, Toddy could not heip being sus-
[PLCiONs,

“Bo—s0 vou want me to suggest to
My, Quelch that he offerz a reward,
ch ¥ he asked gquietly,

“That's it, Toddy, I bet he deoesw't
deeamn it hasw's been burned. I bet he
docsn't dream some chap mught have
Loned it and hidden 1t in the box-room,
vour kiow. ™

“Phe  box-room ™ Peter
Todd.

Bunter jumped.

“Ixdid L say box-voom, Toddy? I—I
meant  anywhere, of course. Lt—i%
t:l‘;tlghbbﬂ hidden in the box-room, or the
cellar, or anyvwhere, vou Lknow. Mind
you,” sald Duuter warningly, “Fm not
saying it 15 hidden—'m ouly supposing.
Bupposing some chap boned it for—for

a lark, and hid it somewhere—"

ejaculated

*You, [for Instance?” suggested
Toddy. i
“lhY DMe? INot at all!™ gasped

Bunter in great alarm. * Wha-whatever
put that 1o vour head, Toddy ¥

“And the manuscript  haso’t  been
burned, then " said Toddy grimly.

Dunter blinked in still greater alarm
at his study-mate,

“Wha-whatever made vou think thak,
Toddy? Of course it has! Did—did
vou think [ meant it? He, he, he! I
was—was ouly pulling your leg, "Toddy,
Bolsover burat it—didn’t he say 2o him-
solf I .

I'ctor Todd did not echo his study-
nate’s  cachinnation, He looked at
Bunter with a look that made the fat
jamor more alavmed still,

“I—T sus-say, Toddy—="

“You—voun fat ass!” breathed Toddy.
“ Lot me see that sheet of paper, Bunter,
Hand it over !™

funter jumped up, and erammed the
sheet of exercize paper into his pocket
and backed away.

“Oh, really, Toddy, vou beast!” he
mumbled.  “Don’t be so jolly inguisi-
tive, vou know. - It's low! I'm surprised
Bh Y ——

“Hand it over ! roaved Poter Todd.

Without watting for compliance, Peter
sprang  at Dunter. Dezpite the f[at
juniov’s howls and struggles, he plunged
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a hand into his pocket and dragged out
the paper. Peter looked upon himself as
Billy Bunter's keeper, more or less, and
he was often very high-handed in that
capacity—for Bunter's own d.

Holding the struggling mngof:']c!!iﬂg fat
junior at arm’s length, he glanced at it.
Then he crammed 1t into his pocket.

“Carmme my paper!” howled Bunter
furionsly.  “ You beast! Dutton, old
chap, make Toddy gimme my paper!”

Poan Duiton was on his feet, grinning,
He did not know what the rumpus was
about; Lut he was nob likely to aud
Dunter in anyv case.

Billy Bunter made o blind rush at
Peter Todd, but Toddy grasped lnm and
rushing him backwards across the study,
he planked him into the casy-chair.
‘I'hen he ran to the door. Bwildy chang-
ing the key from the inside to the out.
side, he slipped out, and locked the
door.

Out in the passage he drew a decp
breath and looked at the mysterious
document. It was addressed to AMre
GGueleh, and was cerfainly an amazing
document.,

“Dere Mr, Quelch,” it ran,—"1 am
writbing to you v regared to your manu-
skeipt, which evverybody suposes has
been burnned by Dolsover, of the Re.
move, A grate mistake has been maid.
L hapen to know on good orthority that
it bas niot been burned at all, but has
been hiden away in & safe place, by a
certang {oliow whose name I am lLound
by a strickt oathe not to divullge, As a
fricnd and well-whisher, however, 1 am
510 ;='t|.tiiz; to you that vou offer a reward
—I would sugest—=—"

That was apparently as far az Billy
Bunter had pot.  He had evidently
stopped  there  for Peter’s  valuable
opinion as to the amount of reward he
should suggest.

“Well, my only hat !” breathed Poior
Todd, as he finished reading the remark.
able document. “I—TI really wonder if
the fat fool intended to send it. Phew!
I'd better have a chin-wag with Wharton
about this.”

And Tetor Todd hurried away
“chin-wag " with Harry Wharton,

to

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Found !

1 OBME in, Toddy!”
As Poter Todd Igoked in at

the door of Study No. 1 Harry
. Wharten called out that invita-
fron, and Peivr Todd came in quickly
encagh,  Without 2 word he laid Bun-
ter's remarkable docement on the table.

“Look ai that, you fellows,” he said
grimly. *“And Lni? me what you think
of it!*

Harry Wharten looked, and then he
fairly Jumped. He did not need to be
told who had written it.  Billy Bunier's
afrocions serawl, and his ariginal stvle
of spelling were too well known to him
for that.

“But—but  what does it mean,
Toady * he demanded Wankly, “That
fat wss wasn't going to send that to poor
old Quelehe ¥

“T fancy he wasz1®

“Well, the fat Ffool—ihe heartless
cad ! snapped  Harry  indignantly.
“aney sending o thing like that to
Quelehy just now! The fat tond wants
a thundering gomd hiding '™
“Yon thank it's Lis Fat idea of g joke,

then # said Peler quictly, .

“OFf conrzo !l What ¢lse could 1t be—a
l[:ururll,'r idiotie joke, too t”
“Well, 1 don't, VWharton," rveplied
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Poter grimly. “ And I'll tell you why”
In cool tones lie told -of his conversa-

tion with DBilly Buiter, and of how he

had captured the precions document.

“ Great pip ! _

The juniors eyed I'oter in amazed
wonder as he finished his recital.

" Buat—but it's all ror—I'm blessed if
I can quite get the hang of 61" ox-
claimed Bob Cherry, after he, too, had
read the * letter.,” "It must be spoof—
it must! Didn't Bolsover own up him-
self to having burned the monuseript 27

“He certaiply owned up to having
;[F'rm s0.” said Peter coolly, " But—as

unter himself sad—an accident maght
have happened. 1 faney 1 know our
Bunter bird.,. I can’t forget DBunter's
face when Quelehy rushed into the Com.
mon-rogin. It showed guilt—sheer
terror! I don't pretend to understand
it all, but I flank it will be just as
well if we have a bit of a hunt vound
the box-reom, you fellows.™

 Phew 17

The juniors staved at Peter Todd
blankly, and then MHarry Wharton
nodded, his eves gleaming with excite
ment.

“By Jingo, Teddy 1™ he cxclaimed.
“I'm i}iessefl‘_:' 1. I don't agree with you
there! It's tht.mderin%‘
ing into, anyway!l
o

“Locked in Btudy XNo. 7,7 grinned
Teter.

“hen ccome on ! said Harry eagerly,
scarcely able to control hiz impatience.
“AMy only hat! Supposing it proves to
be no mare's nest=—supposing we do find
Quelchy’'s manvseript | Come on 1™

The juniors crowded out of the study.
All of them were eaper to test the
genuineness of Todd’s theory, or, rather,
BUSPICION.

They fairly rushed np the staivs, and
within a few scconds the top box-room
was reached and they were searching
almost feverichly.

It was not a long task., Many of the
boxes and bags were locked and many
were empty. It was while Poeter Todd
and Bob Cherry were going through an
old packing-case in the far corner of the
room that Bob suddenly utteréd an ex-
clamation and brought to light a thick
brown-paper package.

“Hallo! What's this?" he ejaculated,

The rest of the juniors crowded round
him cagerly as he tore the brown paper
off. It revealed a thick mass of paper,
neatqll;{ tied with ribbomn.

“That's typing-paper!”  breathed
Harry Wharton, his veice thrilling with
excitement. “Open 1t! Buek up, Bob!”

Bob Cherry undid the nbbon and lifted
the top sheet. Then he yelled,

“Tt—it's 1™ he yvelled excitedly.
“Great Scott!” .

There was not the slightest doubt
about it. The lLifting of the top sheot—
evidently a covering sheet—had revealed
a typewritten title-page. It was en-
titledl:a “The Hisiory of Greyirviars”
and beneath the title was the name—
Honey Quelch. .

The juniors gazed blankly at it. Even
Poter Todd was staggered, despite the
fact that he had suspected so strongly.
Though they had come to search for it,
half expecting to find something, they
were stunned now they had found it

Halfunconsciously Harry Wharton
turned over page after page; but therc
was ne doubt about if, it wes indeed Mr.

nelélt’s manuseript, the manuscript that
all the school believed to be burned, and
which Bolsover had been charged with
burning—and had  admitted having
butned. ;

It was emazing ; bot it was true,

well worth look-
Yhere 15 Bunter

‘his precious bundle under his arm.

1
]

Bolsover ﬁmj;ar wrenched off his own greatcoat and wrapped it round his young

brother,
he had come, his brother in his arms,

A moment later the bully of the Remove was staggerl

ng back the way
Bolsover major was already exhausted

and’ spent, but he set his teeth and plodded on. (See Chapter 10.)

“Come on ! breathed Harry, hizs voice
surcharged with thankfulness and ex-
citernent. “We munst tell him at once.™

e fairly bolted throuwgh the door “i'ijtil

ﬁ_
hind him came his. chums and Peter
Todd, and they stampeded down the
stairs three at & Eime,

In & matter of seconds they weore at
the Remove master’s study door.

Scarcely stopping even to  knock,
Harry flung the door open and dashed
inside, with his chums hard on his heels,

Mr. Quelch was in; he was seated at
hiz desk, but he sprang to his feet as
the junicrs rushed in.

Bless

“* What—what—
Wharton! Boys—" .

The master’s angry and amazed voice
stopped short abruptly’as Harry laid the
package on his desk and ripped off the
covering brown paper. ]

“It's your manuseript, sir!”
Harry eagerly, “We've found itl
wasn't burned at all, =ir!™

“Good heavens!”

Mr. Quelch recled as his eyes fell on
the tltle;{gage-——a page that was so dear
and familisf to him.” With an effort he
pulled himselfi ilogether, and with
trembling fingers he ran through page
after page. He scemed to grasp the
truth at last.

“Wharton—boys,” he faltered, *am—
AINn dreaming 7 can  scarcely
believe the evidence of my own eyes!
What amazing miracle iz this?”

_ “It's true enough, sir!” said Harry
Wharton, laughing excitedly. “Bolsover
didn't burn it, after all! Wa found it
in .the box-room at the top of the
House,” ’

The master sank hack into his chair
with closed eyes. It was some moments
before-he opened them again,. He met
their eyes ot last, however, and he
smiled.

my soul!

sl

It

—r

"Thank you, boys!™ he said quickly,
hiz voice composed now. * What that
means to me you can never know.
But—but Y am bewildered, dumb-
founded. You--you say that youn found

-‘the manuscript in the top box-room,

Wharton 1

“ Ye-es, sir!” stammered Harry.

It only dawned upon Harry then that
Bunter would have to be bronght into
the affair now. There was no wlp for
it. The matter was much teo serious
to sttempt to hide the facts,

“But how did youn come to know that
it would be found in the box-room,
Wharton 1"

Harry glanced at Todd, and DPeter
nodded.

“Tt—it waoz Bunter, sir” said Harrv
stawly. “He—he said certain things to
Tadd which madea him suspicious, and ha
managed to worm some ﬁ?lthe truth ont
of him.”?

“Tless my soul!™ pasped Mr. Quelch.
" Bo—s0 Bunter was not gutltless in the
matter, after all!”

He was silent for some moments, and
then he compressed his lips.

“Will vou kindly bring . Buntar to me,
Wharton,” he szaid aquietly, “This
matter must be cleared up without
delay. And, of course, I shall requira
Bolsover: you had better tell him to
comea to me also.” .

“Oh—oh, ye-ca, sir!” stammercd
Harry. “If I can find him I will.”

And Harry left the room. He fancied
it wonld be no easy matter to find Percy
Bolsover. Baolsover had gone, and, as
far as he was aware, he had not returned
yet, And Harry wag none tog easy in
hiz mind concerning him,

Harry found the key in the lock of
Study No. 7, and & moment later he was
faoing the furious and extremely seaved
Billy Bunter.
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“Come along, Bunter! said Harry
cartly. "leieil:.r wants you!l”

“Oh dear! I=—I say, Harry—"

“Come on!" gnapped Harry.

He hooked his hand in
collar, and fairly hauled the gueking
fat yonth into the passage. After what
had happencd hoe felt litile or no aym-
pathy for Billy Bunter. He refused to
enlighten thoe terrified fag junior as to
the meaning of the summons,:and a
couple of minutes later Bunter was
standing before Mr. Quelch.

Tho first thing Bunter's eyes fell upon
was the manuscript on the desk; and his
face went green and-his fat legs knocked
together with fright,

“ Bunter,” began Mr. Quelch, in
steely tones, “1 wish you to tell me
how my manuscript, which was sup-
posed to be burned, came to be hidden
i the box-room. I am awiting!™

“1 sus-say, sir, I know nothing about
it—absolutely nothing, sir!" I'm as inno.
cent as & newly-born babe, sir!™

* Bunker!™

“Wothing at all, sir; I'm quite inno-
cenk! If these fellows say I hid it there
they’'re telling whoppers, sic!™ stammered
Bunter wildly. ' Bosides, Bolsover
owned up himsclf that he'd burned it,
50 how eould T¥"

“You utierly foolish boy!” cried Mr.
Quelch. *“ The manuscript is before you,
It was hidden in the box-room by you—
or 50 I must conclude.”

“MNunne, sir! Quite a mistake, sir!
If wou think X hid it there just to get my
own back for that licking, you're mis-
taken, sir—quite mistaken! It—it must
hava been Bolsover who hid 1t there, or
one of these fellows!”

" Blesz my soul [

Mr. Quelch looked at Bunter. DBunter
shivered,

“Bunter!” gasped the master, "“you
have practicelly admitted having hidden
my maanuscript in the box-room, Denials
will not help you now. For your own
sake I demand the truth now! If you
will explain frankly and truthfully your
part 1n this extraordinary affair, T will
do my best to persuade Dr. Locke to
deal leniently with you. Otherwize,
when the truth comes to light—as it
assuredly will—your punishment will be
sovora indeed [

Bunter groaned. DBut he szaw theore
was no help for it. Obtuse and terrified
as he was, he reelised that his only hope
lay in malking a clean breast of it

This he did. In a mumbling voice
he stammered out the explanation. And
it was what Peter Todd, at all events,
had suspected. Furious for the caning,
and bhaving heard Bolsover swear to
destroy the manosceript, he had taken the
suggestion fo heart, and, though he had
not dared to harm it, he had hidden at,
placing & bundle of old exercize-books
in its place in the drawer, He had little
treamed that Bolsover actually intended
to carty out his threat.

Afterwards, amazed at tha turn of
events, Bunter had been too terrified to
refurn the manuseript.

‘That, at all events, was Bunter’s ex-
planation, But the juniors had their
own views regarding Bunter’s reasons
for not returning it. Thoy belisved he
haal kept it back, partly to pav Bolsover
out, and partly in the hope of gotting a
“reward " for its return,

But the juniors said nothing. Harry
Whatrton had Bunter's remarkable Ietter
still in his pocket, and he kept it there.
It was no good raking up further trouble
—for Billy Bunter or anvone else,

To the Junior's relicf—and especially
Bunter’s relief—Mr. Quelch accepted the
explanation as it stood.
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“Bless my soul! he ejaculated, when
Bunter had finished.” * Then—then what
Bolsover destroyed was——" *

“ A pile of old exercises, sir,” mumbled
Bunter. “I guessed that stmi§ht away,
sir. Uan—can I go now, sir?

*¥cs, Buoter, you may i& for the
present,”™  =aid  Mr.  Quele grimly.
“Wharton, did you ask-Bolsover to come
hlfre ':’} He must be informed at once of
thig!?

Wharton fAushed uncomfortably.
the juniors oyed cach other uneomfort-
ably. It -.:mufd have to come out now,

* Bolsover i3 out of dooys, sir!” stam-
mered Harry.

“Out of doors®”
Quelch, in astonishment. * What ever
do you mean, Wherton® Bolsover out
s0 late—a terrible night like thisi™

“I—I'm sorry, sir’' muttered Harry.
“It—it was our doing! We—we were
wild about his being let off punish-
ment, We thonght he should be sacked,
and we determined to sack  him
ourselves, We've kicked him out, sir!
He—he went at teatime, sir.”

Mr. Quelch was thunderstrnck. He
glared at the discomfited juniors, and
ithen he leaped to his feet, alarm and
dismay on his face.

“Boys,” he gasped, *do you seriously
mean to tell me that you have taken
upon yourselvez to send DBolsover away
fram this school by main force®™

“Yes, 5" mumbled Harry.

“And-be has not retuined yet 7" said
Mr. Quelch sharply,

H Mo, sl

" Good gracious!™

The Remove master was astounded.

“This must be sten o at once,
Wharton,” he said curtly. “Send Win-
Sate to me without delay., Meanwhile,
I must get on the phone to the railway-
atation. The poor lid may ‘have run
away in his desperation. The rest of
you may go. L-will go into this matter
later.”

But, as it happened, Harry Wharton
had no need to call Wingate, for at that
moment he entered the room, looking
corsiderably disturbed.

" Excuse me, sir,” he exclaimed before
the master could address him. “ But do
you know that Bolsover major 1= oub of
gates? And Bolsover minor is also miss-

thg, &ir.”

“ Bolsover gasped  Mr.
Ci:mlrh. “I have just been informed
that Bolsover major is out, but I cer-
teinly was not aware thak his brother
was mismng also. This is most alarming,
Wingate., The Head mmst be informed
at once. Meanwhile, you had hetter get
torether one or two prefecis, as most
probably Dir. Locke will order search-
parties to hunt for the hoavless boys.”

My, Quelch stood thinking & moment,
and then he wpicked un the telephone
transmitier. Ip a few moments he was
through to the Friardale booking-office,
and atter a bricf convérsation there he
rang up Courtleld Juounelicn, - Tha
Jjuniors and Wingate only heard part
of the conversation, of course, and they
eyed him anxiously as he turned away
at last.

“They've been seen, sir?” said Win-
gate, _

“Yes, al Friardale. The booking
clerk informsz me that they both have
been there. Apparently Bolsover minor
was ingquiring for his brother. They
have not been seen at Courtfield, low-
ever. T4 is most strange and very alarm-
g, Waingate”

“They did not take train at Frisrdale,

exclaimed Mr,

minor

Courtfield road.

he must have been in.

then, ar?”

* Apparently not,
me that ihe vounger boy mwade ingquiries
there for the older ene. Afterwards

The elerl; infm-mﬂ

Bolzover majer scems to have turned up,
making inquiries for his young brother.
i do not understand it at all,” But the
booking clerk helicves that Dolsover
minor intended to walk to Courtfield,
and that his brother went alter him.”

“Queer, sir,”

“It is eevtninly strange, Wingate."
said By, Quelch grimly. * I think you

“had Better wait for the Head's instrne-
AllL

tions. (zel & search-pacty together with-
out delay. ¥You had better search the
I have reqguested the
Courtfield railway autherities to detain
them ghould they visit them.”

Wingate obeyed without & word, and
Mr. Quelch rustled out to acquaint the
Head with the alarming news. Harry
Wharton and his chums eyed cach other
in dismay.

“This=-this i3 our doing, vou fellows,™
muttered Harry, in a low voice, “We—
we sent Bolsover out. X anyihing's
happened to them——"

“We were soads—fonls!”  growled
Johnny Bull. " We ought to do spme-
thing, Harry.”

" That's *hat IT'm just thinking,” said
Harry, his face sef and determined. " We
sent them out, and it's up to us to bring
them back. What about going out on
our owni

“T'm game !

“Same here 1™
th'I;:hcrc Was URARIMOUS agroement on

ak.

“Very well ' snapped Harry, * We'll
got torches, and we'll have & seareh on

our own. Wa'll leave the Courtficld rond
alone, though. I vote we try Courtfeld
Comron.*

“ But why——>"

“"Don't you zee,” said Harey. *Tf
Bolsover did take the road he would have
got to Courtfield before this—almost
cartain. to have done. He's gone across
the common, 1 bet. It's just the sort of
reckless thing he would do in the mood
in. That booking
clerk has made a mistake. Bolsover
major must have gone there first, and
his voung brother went after him."

“ My hat! That's it.”

“Come on, then " said Harry, © We'll
have to snesk out, though.*

And the juniors hurried from the study
with set, determined faces,

e

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Lost in the Storm !

OLSOVER MAJOR tramped on
through the spow and wind
towards Friardale' with Thent

headrand Aagging steps, His face
was bitter and lis heart full of despair,
He had left Mr. Quelch's atudy full of
high resolve and hepe. It i'md not
cccurred to him then that the Remove
would not forgive and forget so casily
a5 the Head and Mr. Queleh had done.
Yaot, though he folt zick at heart and
bitter a.g—:.inst his schoolfellows, he knew
he could searcely blame them. He had
dong a rotten, caddish thing, a thing he
was heartily ashamed of now, He fclt
he would do anvthing en carth, give
anything, 1f he could enly undo the harn
he had done. Mr.' Quelch’s unselfish
kindness and forgiveness had broken
down all his pride and hatred. Yes, he
had dene a rotten thing, and he deserved
all he was getting. He know full well in
his heart that had the position been re-
versed, had it been another fellow who
had done it, he would have been one of
the first to condemin, to cast out.
Heo tramped on with oo clear 1dea of
where he was going, ov what hie would
do.  But cwe thimg Lke was rezolutely,
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grimly determined upon, and that was
not to go.  Mr. Quel&f‘n had forgiven
him, That was all that mattered:. He
had given hie word to make amemnds in
the only way he could. He would do
what the master would wish him to do—
stay and fight down the scorn of his
schoolfellows, It would be hard, He
knew it would be hard.

By the time the village was reached
Bolsover had made up-lus mind what to
de, however. He would hang about
nnti prep time, ontil the fellows were in
their studigs, when he eould slip in un-
noticed. He feli they would not dare to
Lick him out a second time,

But it was & wild nicht, bitterly cold,
with a biting wind, and he ecould
scarcely see his hand before him through
tha whir}inﬁ, stinging snowflakes, He
must find shelter in the meantime.

In the village there was searcely & soul
about, and the junior made for Uncle
Clegg’s shop in the High Street. H
was soon sitting down before a plate o
seanes and a pot of tea. He had had no
tea as vet, and he devowred the food
hungrily.

Then he settled himaell near the stove
tn wait. It was warm and cosy there,
and he felt thankful for the -shelter.

More than onen Unecle Clegg eyed the

white face of the nnteast closely, but he
asked no guestions. Buried in his bitter
thounghts, he crouched there until, at last,
his wateh told him il was time to refurn.

He poave TUnele Clege o gruff good-
night, and stepped into the snow-clad
street. As he did =0 & youth, who was
passing  at that momenl, stopped on
sighting - Bolsover.

* Halle, Bolsover!” he said wonder-
ingly. “What are you doing abroad sa
late ™

Rolsover, who was iust twrnng  his
callar up, wheeled abroptly.  In the Light
that streamed out from the shon widow
he recogised Dick Trumper, a Courd-
field Council School boy. He had played
agamst him more than once at foothall,
aned he knew him well.

Bolsover muttered some zcavecly andi-
e reply, and was turning awav, but
Dick Trumper gripped his arm.

“Hall 8 mo!” he said, eyeing Bols
aver's white face curiously. *“ 1 stopped
voit, old chap, becanse 1 wondered if you
Enew your young brother’s looking for
vou this evening.”

Bolsover gave a violent start,

“Aly—my young Lrother!™ he echoed.
“What de you mean?”

“I mean what I say. T met him in the
siveet here esylier on  this evening,
Deolzover. He asked mo if I'd seen any-
thing of you. The poor kid had no cap
or coat on. He looked like a drowned
rat, I fancied something must be
wrong, so I thought T'd tell yvou now.™

“¥ou met him this evening—in the
strect horef” gasped Bolsover,

Dick Treumper nodded grimly.

“Which way dil be go? Did he go
back towards the school? demanded
Baolsover, in an agony of fear.

“No: he went towanls the siation. 1
cay, I hope nolling's wrong, Belsover.
Has the poor kid mun away ™

Bolzover did not answey that guostion,
He stood motionless for & full minute,
and  then, with a muttered weord of
thanks, he rushed off towards the station,

He ran hard, despite the bhuffeting
witd and stinging rpow, and he was
panting hﬂarﬁe% when he reached the
little booking-office of Frierdale Station
at last. It needed little thought to tell
him what had happened,  Young Habert
mst have héard he had heen kicked out,
and he must have vashed in pursuit of

him, feaving he wonld do something |
He |

desperate in hig wretehed wight,

kmew, none better, how devoled to him
‘the youugster was.

. The booking-office clevk socon settled
the matter. .

“Wes. A youngster did come heve”
he ‘'said. “"It's a fairly long time since,
though, He asked if f’d issued & ticket
to a chap of your build and age. 1
told him I hadn't, and he hurried out.
In & fine state he was=; too. Why, 15—

“Did you notice which way he went?"
demamded Belsover hoarsely.

“¥es, L did. T thought somethin
-was wrang; 1 was suspioious, and
slipped out amd watched him go. He
went up past the church,”

“(Good heavens ™

Bolsover walked slowly out into the
street lke a fellow in a dream, What
did it mean? He could=understand his
young brother, in his frantic anxiety,
rushing to the stgtion on his track—as
he must have supposed. But why had he
turned ftowards the church, the road that
led to Courtfield ?

The only possibla econclusion dawned
upoit his mind in a sudden flash.

Learning ha had not gone by train
from Friardala, Hubert had naturallv
concluded that he hed tramped by road
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fo Courtheld Junetion, possibly think-
ing he had decided to do that rather
than wait for the late train.

“That's 1it!™ muttered Bolsover to
himaelf huskily, *“*Poor kid! That's
what he's done! He-—he'd go through
fire and water for me!”

There was no doubt in Bolsover's mind
now, and without a mement's hesitation,
he tramped on out of the village. turn-
ing his back on Greyiriars and his face
towards the Courtficld road.

As he came nbreast the stile that led
on to the path across Courtfield Comne-
mon, he stopped suddenly, a new thought
entering his mind, & thought which filled
his mingd with dread.

Supposing Hubert had not gone by
voad *  Bapposing he had attempted to
cross the common to save time?

The thought strack him like 2 blow.

It was possible—more than possible.
In bis distress and anxiety, the hap-
less vodngster would not think, wmaﬁi
not realise, that to atlompt to cross the
bleak, windswept conmmon on such a
night was sheer madness, He wounld
ouly remember thabk it was a short eut
to Courtlield, and that it would bving
him &g the jupction before his brother
gat there.

Holsover stood motionless, his heart

thamping with the sudden fear that
gripped him. He felt instinetively that
it was s, that it was just- the sort of

i
]

thing ' his devoted and stout-hearted.
young brother would do for him.

. Trembling viclently in his anxiaty to
know the worst, the junier plunged
through the snow to the stile. He noted
before he reached it the faint ountlines
of feet—small feet—in the tnow leadin
to it. Snow on the step of the stile ha
been disturbed, he saw that from the un-
aven surface of the treads.

He¢ crossed the stile, and, bending
down in the darkness, he scanned the
spow  clozely  pound ‘about. ‘Then his
heart sank. There was no doubt about
it., Famt, very faint, marks showed, the
marks of small shoes,

To make quite sure, Bolsover struck s
matel, ond, holding it in his cupped
hands, he scrutinised the footprints
closely. The serutiny settled all doubts,

“(Good héavens!” gasped Bolsover,

He stood a brief instant in horrified
mmdecision, and then he started out
across the dark, desolate common. He
realized it could scarcely have been dark

‘when Hubert started the journey, and

the thought filled him with hope,

With his head bent before the blind-
ing, whirling snow that swept before
the wind, he trudged on, now and again

limpsing the faint outlines in the snow

fare him.

It was far worse than he had expected
it to be. Up here on the wild, desolate
common, the wind swept unchecked, and
the snow lay about in huge drifts, whose
tops were whipped into Hifing iciéles by
the wind. It was a desolate, eerie scone,
though little could Bolsover see through
the thick darkness and whirling flakea.

Before he Had been trudging ten min-
utes, Bolsover realized t ha was un-
aware whether he was on the path or
not.  He looked about him wvainly for
familiar landmarks. The common was
not extensive, and in . the daytime the
thought of petting lost on it would
have made Bolsover smile.

But. it was different now. Snow-
covered thickets and gorse assumed
strange fantastic shapes in the darkness
and made the common unknown E'I'-U-'I.ll'.il:i
to the junior.

But he plodded on doggedly, almosk
blinded with ié¢y mowsture, and with
dragging, aching Iill:!}H. JWI:IL'th'Er ha
had left the path or not he scarcely
cared, The only fear he had was of
losing the tracks in the snow.

Dorens of times he thought he had
lost them where drifting banks of snow
had cobliterated the faint ivdentations,
but each time, to hiz joy, he found them
after o desperate search,

He {rudged on like a fellow in a
dream. He seemed as if he weso trudg-
ing in an unreal world—as if hizs eara
wore stuffed with cotton-wool, for thao
silence  ebout him  was- strange  and
deadly. But just az he was beginnng
to think he was lost—had been travellin
in a circle—his ears caught a faint sum:g
—a Ty,

The sound electrified the junior. I
pwoke him from the trance into which
he had fallen, and he .plunged on with
rencwed energy.

But he ¢id nof go far., He saw a
audden movement ahead, and he gave a
shout, It was answered by a faint voice
—a voice he knew well.

Bolsover  floundered  ahead  with
thuwping heart, and the next moment he
saw that the scarch was ended., 1n the
shelter of a thicket lay a figure, erouch-
ing in the snow., Dolsover glimpsed his
white face, and goave o shout.

“ Hubert! Kid!™

He dropped on his knees heside the
hatf-conzcions bay, It was Hubert Bols-
oVor, His features were ashen and

i antinued an page 27.)
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ANOTHER WONDERFUL DETECTIVE YARN COMING ALONG, BOYS!

GRIT! Itign't exactly pleasant to be a helpless prigoner in gn geroplane hurtling seowards out of control, neither
is if eomforfabls ta drifi about in nvid-Chennel on o fragment of wreckage on the off chance of being siglhted and

picked up by a possing veszel.

amiles throughowt, gome fo the fazl.

Alone in Mid-Channel !

HE pilot, his aniious face watch-

I ing the flickering needles on the

dashboard instruments, browght

the acroplane down a thousand

feet, in the hope that the power of the

ale would be lessened. Dut he was

doomed to a miserable disappointment.

It was stronger. An instrument regis-

tered the gale at this point at sixty-five
miles an hoar,

The rush of air past the struts
whistled the wires, a “music” that
delighted Drake's  boyish  ears, but

which to the pilot was disconcerting.
No leonger could he battle sgainst the
cale: he must be content to fly with it
That thiz would take him back over
England he knew, And it was with this
reflection  that he remembered his
prisoner, How eould he land anywhere
with a passenger handewffed?

ITe turned in his seat, as if to re-
asgure  himself that he still bhad a
passenger, Dieake mnoted the anxious,
strained expression in his  crafty
features, and it was then that the boy
sleuth knew that something was wrong.

Even as the pilot’s head was turned
in his direction . the forece of the gale
strengthened. 16 seemed to gather up
the aeroplane and hurl it literally
throvgh the air.

Thosze next {ow moments worg all n
blur to the boy sleuth. He was tossed
up and down, sidowave—in every direc-
tion,  To his startled eves the sky and
the spa seemed inexiricably mized.

He gripped the edge of the ecockpit
tenacionsly with hiz maneclod- hands.
He realised now that the machine was
practically out of control. He amiled
then, smiled st the thought that the
pilot would never accomplish his sinister
purpose,  That the acroplane would
“erash ™ he had not the slightast doubt.
Tho agonised face of the pilot told him
that. But he felt strangely cool and
resigned, in striking contrast to the
seoundrelly individual in the pilot’s
scat, who was now stark staring mad
with terror.

Another gust of wind caught up the
tail of the machine. Down went the
1HE MaexET LIiBRARY.—No, 830,
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noge of the aeroplane. Drako foit hun-
self foreed into the back of the cockpit,
the rush of air wasz szo great. Then as
he peeped over the side he made out a
trailing steand of wire. The rudder
contrel had snapped! There was no
hope now—the machine was certain te
erash, was certain to be swallowed up
iy the angrey seas below,

Down, down! Drake wondered when
this mad rush would end. The i}il&t
tirned an aponised face in the lad's
direction and shouted E-m:m;-til‘ing to hun,
T . T e e o

CHARACTERS YOU WILL MEET,.
JACK DRAKE, a boy of fifteen with a gift
for detective work, the o asslstant  of
Ferrers Locke, the world-famions  scien.
tific invesbipalor.
IKSPECTOR PYECROFYL, of the C.ITy. ab
Scotland Yard, a friend of Locke fpdd

Drake's,
THE CHIEF, a mysterions person who directs
the coups of the notorious motor

bandits, and of whose identity mothivpg
iz known to the poles.
THOMAS and WATSON, members of Lhe
Lamng.
While Locks is away on the Coolinent
Prake iz given the opporbonity of haodliog

‘his st ease, his ipstractions beiug to lay

the rascally motor baodits by the heols,

He zoou discovers that the chief of the
otor bandits is o some woy conoeetod with
a sehool.

After s whole heap of cxciting adventures
Drake meclbentally meeis the cliief of the
mobor bandits in Haslemere., The rbeuth is
swre of hiz man, for at cerfain periods there
appenra on e scopodrel’'s richd lmod o
pecnliar hlood-red rash shaped after o eross.
Anxios to arrest the bandib bimsel!, Drake
follows bim to o bungalow ol Higdhead,
There he haz the misfortune to fall inte n
trop cunningly prepared Doc o,

The chief admits bis fdentity, hubt adds
that Drake willl wever live fo pas: on the
aperet

The bhoy slenth s secured with handea(Ts
and faken aboard a fast asroplame. The
pilot: of bthe sachine—one of Lhe pang—is
given lostructions to drop the bov sleuth
overpoard in mid-Chennel. The sconndrel is
gloating over the fafe that awdits Drake
when  suddenly © theé- aeroplane rons Into =

terelfle gale.! It-d4s fossed hither and thither-

like & kite. and: the pilot has all his work
ouk. oubk to save iLhe seropléne {rom
“ crashiog.™

(Now read onl

These edeentures, oweeter, are *‘ ol part of the game " to Jack Drake, for he

eputy
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Dut the words were lost in the roav of
the wind.

Down—down ! Would
descent never stop®

Resigned now to bis fate, Drake won-
«leped how long was left to him of life,
and was idly curions on that paint. e
put it ab two minates,

The sea was now two thouszand feed
neaver: ton secouds more and the alti-
meter  registered another drop of a
thouzsand feet.

The stretel of dark Liwe water fhat
had seemed so placid high aloft was
now shown in its true form, Mountain-
ons foam-crested waves leaped across
like an express train. The roar of the
engine mingled inharmomonsiy with the
voar of the sen ds the altimeter regis-
tered but three thousand feet above
goa-laval,

Lhe end was drawing nearer.

Down—down !

Dirake could see the angry billows as
larga as life now, They seemed to be
awaiting him, beckoning him,

Crash !

The nose of the machine struck the
surface of the water with a terrific
criash, Drake felt himself flung out of
the cockpit, turning over and over in
a zeries of somersaults. Then——

The boy slenth was priched into that
roaring maclstrom. It seemed to his
distoried senses of distance at  that
moment that he sank for o mule, Ihis
heart was beating Hereely azainst his
ribs, hiis |L11|g:-; wire on bHhe !‘H‘lirﬂ. of
bursting. Dut Dirake was o fghter.
There was a faint chanee, a very faint
chance, that he might eseape the fale
prepared for him, e raised his
manacled bhands above his head and
shot to the surface of the fossing soca,
pasping and spluttering.

He tried to look arownd him. but he
was canghi np in the embrace of a
giganiic wave and horled he knew not
whither. He came up again, gasping,
iz eyes smart ni with the brine, and

turbied ‘on his back,
That was all that

He was Houating, ]
was left to. him. To swim, of conrse,
was impossible—his hands and ankles

were secured together too securely for

this  mad
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that! But he could float; there was a t

sporting chance.

Darkness was setting in.

At the mercy of the waves he was
buffeted and tossed. Suddenly there
lpomed up bhefore him a dark shape,
which he knew to be the remains of the
seroplane. It was part of the fuselage,
floating like himself, vietim of the
whimsical waves, .

He tried to head for it. If that piece
of wreckage could floot, perhaps it
waould support him, too.

Luck was with him. The next wave
crashed him atop of this plece of
wreckage, His manaclod hands reached
ont for a handhold. The luck was still
with him; his hands closed upon a strip
of canvas. He pulled on it. Bit hﬁ' bit
he drew himself in until he was able to
grip a portion of the woodwork.

It. would serve him as a lifebelt.

Hoiding on to_this slight refuge, the
boy sleuth breathed o silent prayer of
gratitude and looked about him for
signs of the pilot,

But the pilot had
account. His head had struck the edge
af the eockpit and stunned him. ‘The
waves had opened up to receive him,
and nothing now remained to tell the
grim story of his end, '

Deake began to shiver. The cold was
cating into s lunba, IHis teeth wers
{:hattnrinf, his strength would not hold
out for long in sueh  conditions. He
prayed that a ship might pass him, so
that ho could yell at the top of his lungs
for help.

Hiz prayer was answoered—answered
ironically,

Throvugh the gathering darkness a
gigantic black shape bore down upon
the wreckape. At several poinis upon
it outline appearcd colourod lights.
Every second tl;m shape grew larger, the
lights more brilliant.

It was an ocean liner.

Drake's hopes leapt high, His teeth
ceased to chatter, he forgot the numb-
ness of hiz limbs, forget the weariness
that had held him a second before, He
was safal

“ Help 1™

The ery went up with all the power of
his youthful lungs.

“Help 1™

Asx i? in mockery, the liner’s siren
hooted its piercing shriek, the ship kept
on its course, drawing nearer and
nearer that parecl of wreckage.

* Help !

With a dread despair clutching at hia
heart Drake shouted again and again.
Would they never hear his voice?
Wounld those on the look-out never see
that heap of wreckage?

“*Help

It was the last time his lips opened,
it was the last time that agdmised shnek
was swallowed up in the roar of the
waves, the hooting of the siren.

The ship came speeding by, forging
itz ‘way through the mountainous seas,
sending up a terrific shower of spray
that blinded and suffocated the hoy
aleuth elinging to that remnant of an
aeroplane,

It paszed within a eouple of yards of
the lad, its wash liftad the wre.:l;aga
high out of the water and slammed it

down in & seething cauldron of lashing
foaimn.

When Drake's eyes opened again he
saw the departing shape of the ocean
liner, onca more heard the hooting of its
siren, smiled bitterly at the luck of tho

gmm to his last

game, and finally watched the twinkling

lights until thoy disappeared.

Then Nature moercifully rescued him |
He fell un- !

from [further suffering.
conscious,

Ships Thht Pass In the Night !

within hailing distance of that

picce of huwman wreckage float-

mg ot the merey of the waves in
mid-Channel, "Three '*look-outa ” failed
to note the vouthful fgure of Jack
Drake Inextricably miixed up in that
jumble of woodwork and canvas.

One after the other they sped past
during the night. .

Overhead twinkled the starsragainst
a background of watery blue; the sea
had calmed—the storm had departed
as quickly as 1t had dawned. The mass
of wreckage lapped idly along with the
waves, the smaller waves falling over
the hoy sleuth’s prostrate Ggure.

Lackily his hend was above water.

The fourth vessel loomed up on the
horizon at two o'clock in the morning,
As the minutes sped by it grow larger
and larger 1n outline, cutiing & course
straight for theé wreckage.

On the poop of the ship stood the
officer of the middle wateh, seannin
the untroubled vista of sea to rvight anﬁ
left of hima. By his side was an ordinary
SeRITag.,

It was this latter individual who first
spotted the jumibled mass of wreckage
Iying direct in the ship's course.

“ A bit to starboard, sir ! he advised.
“There’s some wreckage we'll he
running into—-—="*

Hiz words broke off abruptly as the
officer of the watch switched the search.
light for'ard, The brilliant beam flitted
across 4 wide expanse of water hefora
it deew within its radius the seroplane
wreckage,

The officer was alout to jan the wheel
hard over, when his keen eves made out
i strungu outline elinging te the wreck-
age. He turned the scarchlight in its
direction again.

Then he gasped.

“Hawkins!” hiz voice was huzky, his
finger trembled as he indicated what the
searchlight had revealed, " Am I night?
Isn't that a human figure on that wreck-
&gﬂ?“ -

THREE acean-bound vessels passed |

Hawkinz looked lon
Then he slapped his thigh.

“You're right, sir! gwnp me, there's
a kid sprawled out on it. Looks to me
like the remains of an aeroplane.”

The officer of the watch rang down to
the ¢ngine-room 1o "go slowly.” The
liner  slackened its paco considerahly.
The wreckage was neaver now. Ancother
twist of the indicator on the bridge and
the liner's engine was merely *ticking
ovap,”

Then the officer’s booming  voice
startled the men of the middlo. watch,

“ Lower & boat—take off that kid from
the wreckage!”

In & moment the ship's cutter was
being lowered with its crew of rescuers,
A few strong pulls and the euatter had
leapt the intervening space, and was
within oar’s length of the wreckage.
A boathook fashed through the air, its
steel arm gripped a portion of the woad-
work, o lusty arin pulled on it until the
wreckage, with Drake sprawled across it
tn an unconsciouz heap, was level with
the gunwale.

“A kd!"™ muttered one old =alt com-
passionately., " Apd— Bhiver mo
tunbers, he's handeaffed !

A pasp of amazement went up from
the erow, Yol there was no mustaking
what their companion had said. The
strong ray from the liner's scarchhght
revealed to all those astonished faces
Dirake's handeufTed - wreiste and ankles,
‘ﬁ-'i!lin% hands went out to him, tender
handsg lifted him aboard, fatherly hearts
were stirred  with compassion as they
noted the pale, drawn features.

- Had the boy been rescued in bime?

Five minutes more, and Drake was
being carried aboard the lbner. The
skipper and his officera wers waiting at
the gangway. The bells rang {o the
engine-reom, ihe giant serews began to
revolve—the Maneturnia continuwed on
its course at redoubled
nothing had happened,

And while the skipper’s chicl concern
was to maka up the time he had lost,
the ship's doctor’s chiel worry was to

and searclongly.

speed ns A

Jlicrash 1 The nose of the acroplane struck the surface of the water with a terrific
‘trash. Jack Drake felt himself finpg out of the cockpit, turning over and over
in a series of somersaults. (Sce page 22.)

—
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get Drake back to consciousness. Fever-

ishly the medico worked at those
numbed limbs, wsing every known
remedy at his command, Great warm

Llankets were wrapped about Drake’s
icy figure, the Gre in the cabin was made
up until 1t glowed like a live thing, a
brandy-flask was plied continuously.

And at last the ship's doctor, pausing
fo wipe the perspiration from his brow,
saw Drake's eyelids flicker., A smile, too,
fitted abt ‘the corners: of his mouth,
Medicine was winmng !

Within fhe hour the boy sleuth was
able to talk, was sble to pour out his
thanks to the perspiring medico—io

the officer of the watch who had spotted |,

him. DBut these old salts would have
none of it. They bade him rest, )

Hot broth was brought before hum
which put new life into the lad's limbs.
The colour came back to his cheeks, his
eves lost that sunken appearance, an
sparkled as of old. :

Erra'il-:u had cheated the bandits of their
prey !

The skipper came into the sick ward,
matione:d to the curicsity mongers, as
he ealled them, to make themselves
Ena;'c-t-, and then sat down by Trake's

el

The bov sleuth fold his story simply
and without exaggerationr. The skipper
who thought he had seen plenty of ad-
venture—and villainy—at sea during his
fifty-five vears of life, was dumbiounded.
He gazed upon the boy sleuth as if he
might have been regarding a prize pro-
duet in an exhibition.

“ And you—a mers kid—have been
through afl this, and you're not afraid i
be pgasped, tugging at his beard.
“'Bwelp me, I've seen some hardy youn
"ung, but 1 recken wou outstrip 'em aif
ere, kid, shake—-->"

He stretehed a weatherbeaten, gnarled
hand in the boy's direction. Drake took
it and wrang it warmly. That was all
The skipper, man of few words that he
was, gave the boy a fnal glanee of ad-
miration, and rolled out of the ward,

hen morning broke, the boy sleuth
felt considerably refreshed. A good

L

|

ﬁﬂ
i

LR | I

d'{it.

sleep had done him a world of good;
hiz hardy constitution had pulled him
through where another person less hardy
would have succumbed.

“I'm getting up, doc,” he smiled st
the anxzious modico. ™ Never could stick
in bed for long. They've even tried
strapping me down to it,” he added, his
mind reverting to the time when the
matron at Teddinghiorzst had adopted
that stringent measure,

“Well, if you feel capable of getting
up, my son, by all means do s0," an-
swerod the doctor. I Know what young
folk are like. One word front o doctor—
and you do as you like—eh 7"

He smiled indugenﬂ_r, and helped the
boy out of bed, e smiled still more as
he saw Drake’s features break into a
pained expression of surprise as the boy
slenth found his feert wandemng “all
over the place ™ as he himszelf expressed
The giddy feeling was bub moment-

ary, howavor, The blood coursed

Aheough hia veins, ““d. hoe rently with-

drew the medico's helping hand.

“I'm all right now, thanks™ he said.
“I'l take & turn on deck.”

“¥ou won't be able to do much of
that,” said the doctor. “Wa shall be
tonching  Bouthampton  inside  ten
minukes ™

i Dh!u

Drake walked up the companion-way
and reached the deck. Away to his left
rose the white cliffs of England. The
passengers, attired ready for pgoin
ashore, were congregated at the rail.
Amongst them was a schoolboy 1n Etons
of about Drake's own ape.

He detached himszelf from hiz friends
az fhe boy sleuth walked wup, and
beckoned hitn. :

“How do you feel 5" he asked. “ Jove,
syou should have seen vour face when
they brought you in—I thought wyou
wera a gonner!”

“Very much alive now, thanks! said
Dirake, with a smile. “You've heard
about the cat and itz nine lives——*

“Don't rot!” zaid the hoy in Ftons,
grinnin%;. “My name’s Braithwaite--
special leave from ool, you hnow, Had

-
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“Help!" The ‘ery went up with all the power of Drake’s youthful lunes, As|
if in moekery the liner’s siren hooted a derisive shriek. and forged its way through

the mountainous seas, passing within a couple-of yards of the lad on the wreckage.
(See page 23.)
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to push off like lightning to Alexandria

as my pater was very ill. EHe's all right
now, though. That's him—next to the
ateward !”

Drrake [ollowed the boy's gesture, and
saw & tall, soldierly-looking gentleman
of middle age.

“Why, that’'s Colonel Braithwaite!™
he said suddenly. “I met him & year or
Eﬂl Hgﬂ-_._l.l

“Weall, I'm blessed!
introduce yourself!”

Nothing loth, the boy sleuth was soon
in conversafion with the old soldier,
Colonal Braithwaite asked him for his
card so that he ¢could eall upon him when
he was in town, Drake fumbled in his
jacket pocket for his wallet, and was
still fumbling when Braithwaite jumior
took him by the srm.

“That's my jacket you've got on,” he
explained. “Your things are drying
down below.™ .

“Great Scott! I was forgetting that
these clothes are not my own! e=x-
claimed Drake, “Bo it'a you I have to
thank for this dey suit of clobhes—eh ™
he added. “Very many thanks! Might
just as well change back into my own
things now. Expect the purser wiil have
dried them." ] )

“T'N come with you,” said Draith-
watte, “Sha"n’t be long, pater!” he
called out over his shoulder as he fol-
lowed the boy sleuth down the com-
PATION-WaY.

Drake’s clothes were all ready for
him. A hot iron had worked wonders
with them, thanks to an energehio
purser; but, az was to be expected, they
had shrank a bit.

The boy sleuth proceeded to change.
The tontents of his pockets had beén
put on & small table, ﬁkawise the hand-
cuffs which had been prised open by the
medics.  Drake's eyes gleamed as he
picked them up.

“ Another souvenir!” he chuckled.
“Hu, my wallet!™

He picked up his wallet and was
about to plunge it inte his inside pocket
when & [olded sheet of notepaper
dropped to the deck. An eddy of wind
opened it, sending it fat against the
wall of the companion-way.

“On the ball!” exelpimed Braith-
waile, with o grin: and he made after

it.
“Cood fellow!™
“Hallg——""

Come and re-

encouraged Dralke,
He broke off sharply.

AV hat’s bitten you ¢

For the boy in Etons was regarding
the sheet of paper as if he were gaking
upon some strange phenomona,

“Whore=where (id vou gel this?" he
askedd, turning to Drake.

The boy sleath took the sheet of paper
aml ldioked at it. It was the impot
poper e hoad collected at the Haven in
[Tarnlledon.
= e mortuiz nil nisi bonym,” he read
the seribbled words aloud. *“Oh, 1 be-
lieve I picked it up in a house in
Aurrey,” he added rather lamely. * DBut
why do you ask?”

“ Decanse that's my writing,” eamo
the amazing reply. “T wrote thai tinpot
weeks and weeks agoe 17

“What !"  Drake's eyes sparkled ex-

ditedly. " You wrote ib¥"
HY¥pg ™ _
To PBraithwaite's actonishment the

bov sleuth seized him round the walst
and waltzed with him along the deck.
“Here, steady on, old chap v
" Ilurrah ! exclaimed Drake trivmph-
antly, waving the impot paper aloft.
“IMurrah! We're on the trail apain ™
Then, this light, ecstatiéc mood falling
froom him, he became deadly scrions.
“Tell e, Braithwaite.,” he said

earncstly, “gre vou absolutely sure you
wrote these lings?"
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“Pon't I keep telling you s0?”

“Phen tell mo—who gave yon the
impot 7 And what school do vou beleng
to? And is it something © hurst ' 17

These questions almost took Draith-
waite's breath awav., IHe  began to
wonder if the night's events had turned
Drake’s mind.

“Who gave me the impoi ' he said
meditatively. ** Why, De. Fourstanion.”

“ Fourstariton 1™ exclaimed  Deake.
with a whoop of triumph.  “Why, he
was down on Fonenzy's list of guests as
a eonunon Me !

“He's  the Head of  Iuoestleigh
Collego—" .
* Hurstleizn—-—"

“Yes, close to tue ITampshive-Surrey
border—not pore than ten auniles from

Hindhead ! .

“Oh, wy hat!” exclabned Dreake,
wildly exeited. “And ix Dr. Four-
stanton in the habit of wearing a glove
on hiz right hand at odd times?™

Braithwaite started.

“How the dewes did you know that?”
he demanded. “ As o matter of fact,
old Fourstavton does wear a glove on
his right hand—about once a month he
turned up at prayers with the beastly
thing on. We used to wonder what the
douce was the matter with his fin. But
how——" ]

“T'1 tell vou all there is to know 1 &
moment,” said Drake, who conld hardly
vestrain  himezelf.,  “This 15 great!
Splendid ! Magnilicent ! Top-hole '

And having exhansted his stock of
veady adjectives, the boy sleuth led his
companion to a deck-chair and plumped
lim inta ik,

“MToll me,” he said at length, “daes
Fourstanton take a lot of time ofl from
sehnol duties ¥

* Mot exactly school duties,’ answﬂrc*.{!
Braithwaite. * But hie used to clear off
from Murstleiph every night of the week
«pon after prep. Oue of the chaps who
broke botindz to go into the village ran
foul of him at twoe i the mornimg on
one occasion, I remember,’™

“There's no mistake,” said rake.
more to hamself than to his companion.
“ Pourstanton -is the giddy rmiystery man
—hi's the bandit chief 7

“Eh?  What?”  exelaimed Draith-
waite, in amazement.  “Bandit chiof—
what the thump are you falking about?"”

“Simply this,” said Drake seriously
enongh., " A strange fate has tozzed me
up and down, has drepped me in the
Channel, has allowed me to be zaved by
thiz ship's crew, has allowed me 1o meet
Colonel Braithwaite and s son—"

“Well 77

“Finally, it has put me on the trock
of the man I had sworn {o get—the
notorious motor bandit chief !

“ But—but——" began Braithwaite.
“Dr. Fourstanton is not—"

T Your mistake ! said Drake, with a
simile. “He i5!  Dr. Fourstanton is the
wan I'm going to arrest within the next
twenty-lour hours, or my name's not

Jack Drake.”

‘** Unele Braithwaife I°*

i ATS!™ said DBraithwaile deri-
sively, “Your dip overnight
has affocied wour  napper.
Bandit chief—Dr. Fouestanton !

Oh, my hat! This is too vich !’

Dralie ot the boy have his langh oot
He knew how much e wouald have
scormed the suggestion had he been in
Boruthwaite's ploce,

“Now I'll
facts,” ho said at length.
Kiow, tny nane’s
Fervers Locke."

“*Lhe famwons deteciive ™

“As you
Drake—azsistant of

ack up all T =ay with,

With a suddenness that was born of despair Dr, Fourstanton’s hand reached out

for a weapon.

It closed upon a cup fllled with scalding

hot tea. Smack ! Cup

and contents clattered into Drake’s fase, blinding him. ({See page 27.)

“Exactly. Now, I've been {rying to
get on the frail of the motor bandits
for mouths past,” explained the boy
sleuth, "My first clue dealt with a
pecuhliar blood-red rash shaped like a
cross that appeared on his righi hand
the day I had the misfortune to becoms

his prisoner,™

LK D!] [JI

“'That explain: why Dv. Fourstanton
wears & glove,” continued Drake. My
sccond clue brought me this sheethﬂf
impot  paper—your impot, in  other
words, g:l:y third ¢lue led me to Ted-
dinglinggbe——"

“Teddinghurst 7
few miles from Hurstleigh

“Exactlv. A fellow who was dving—
T'll tell you about him prosently—
gasped out these words before he went
under, * He's at ——hurst School, near
Hindhead, Surrey.” Well, T looked up

Why, that's only a

113

the directory, and the only school in’

Surrey situated near Hindhead, whaose

name ended in ‘hurst ' was Tedding-.

huest 1

“Great Scolt !

“Ho to Teddinghurst College I went,”
resumed Drake. "' And at Teddinghurst
College 1 made the silhiest bloomer of
my life,” . ] ]

ere he explained his adventures in

the guise of "Montmorency FPereival
Shackleton.
“You were misled—if there's any

rrath in this dying man's words—by the
fact that he reckoned the school to be
in Swrrey,” said Braithwaite, who was
now keenly intercsied,

“lExactly ! Quite a pardonable orror
on his parl, really,” said Drake, “for
one can easily get a trifle muddied over
the Hampzhire-Sorrey  border.  Ob-
viously, mow Hecleston meant Jlamp-
shire ; obviously, too, he neant * Huorst '
something—not  something * horst.’
Savvy i

“By Jove! exclanued Braithwaile.
“"Thes s prime ! And you've found i all
out really through this rotten shect of
ot paper.”

“That eertainly Huks mwmy chain of
pvidlence,” spid PDreake.  DBof T'm ot
moing to make any wwore silly blunders,

-3

I'll make assurance doubly sure this time.
That i3, of course, if you'll help me™
he added.

“I'll. help you, like a shot!” was
Braithwaite's instantancous reply, * But
what can I do?"”

YAdopt an uncle for a little while,”
gaid Drake with a smile.

“"An—an uncle?” pasped the Loy.

“Bure! Uncle Braithwaite, lately re-
turned from abroad,” explained the boy
sleuth, “very keen to see his nephew's
college, very keen to make the acquaint-
ance of his learned headmaster.”

“But T don't quite cotch on ™

= Fathead !"  roared Drake, “T'm
going to bhe Unele Braithweaite, Savvy 7
I'm going to have tea with Dr. Four-
stanion. ~ I'm going to make sure of
my man. Understand?™

Braithwaite nearly collapsed
deck chair.

"“Well,” you're a cool customer!” he
said at length. “Uncle DBraithwaiie!
Ha, ha, ha'!"

Y Well, are you on™

Y“Tike a b

ur s

demanded Drake.
ird,” grinned the other.

“Then we'll travel down to Hurst-
leigh " began Drake.
“To-morrow ! snapped  Braithweite,

“I'm dying to see this game played out

to & Hmizh,”™

“Zhake, old szon!™ said Drake
boisterously. “You're a fellow after my
own heart. Between us we'll carry off’
all the honours, and Dr. Fourstanton
into the hargain.”

And the two lads shook hands on their
compact.

There wasz little difficnity in_ Drake’s
gelting ashove, despite the fact that be
was without a passport, The skipper of
the liner, together with Colonel Draith-
waite, “pulled the strings.”

The colonel was let into the seeret,

“Birikes mo you're playing a very
daugervous gawe, young man,” hoe said
kindly te Jack Drake. * But vou know
vour own business best. I wish you
lnck 1™ . ] o

Drake and  DBrathwaite  jumor
journeyed up to town together. The
oy steath ealled at the chambers in
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Baker Sivect, selected 8 zuitable ditire rnt‘ juniors stationed nearv the gates, They

for his impersonation of the morrow, and
ihen mapped out his plan of campaign.

A< the three-fifteen  steamed  into
Ilazelmere Station the next day Braith-
waiie, of ihe Faurth Form at Hurst-
loigh, prodded his “uncle ™ in the ribs
axel ~houted :

ol

“Wake up,
arvoved I

Uncle Braithwaite, a slim Hetle man,
clad in a frock-coat, morning frousers,
white spats, and patent’ shoos, rose from
the enshions and peered into the mirveer
of the compariment. He smiled a little
at hiz refection.

ITis face was well covered with
“ahiskers,” lils skin had stoed up well
to a treatment of grease paint that aged
the fexture of it considerably. A pair
of spectacles did a lot to hide the youth-
ful twinkle of his blus eyes, the shagpy
evelbrows were worth a guinea a box,
as hiz “nephew 7 expressed it

“Well, well, don't hurrey me, Walter !
catne uncle's guavering voiee. © I noaver
like to be harvied. Bad for the heart Lo
birrv, you know, Just remember that,
my boy.”

SBtifling the grin that threatenad to
make itself manifest, Braithwaiie, of the
Tourth, stopped frons the carvviage and
Helped his uncle to alight. Many eyes
were turned on the middle-aged gentle-
man, many sgmpathotic hearfs noticed
Lhow his hands shook as he steadied him-
self  with his silver-mounted walking-
sticl.

*“Which is the way ?” demanded uncle,
sbill 1 the same high-pitched voe,
“Where do we go for Huvstleigh 7

5 This way, uncle,” said Walter cheer-

geont ! We've

fullv. He knew Drake was getting his
hand in, as it were, “I'H fetch you a
cab.”

He departod for & cab, what time uncle
oduced a large handkerchief and care-
ully wiped hiz spectacles and his nosc.

Then  hobbling, after the [ashion of

clderly men whe need a stick to enalile

them to travel at all, uncle joined his
nephew, and was helped into the cab,
ive minute: later, and Draithwaite

W ogmrtiui “Uncle James, from South

iﬁ.p:?nca,” vough the gates of Hurst-
eigh,

“0h, my hatI?
The cxclamation came from & group

had scen a few visitors to Hurstleigh in
their time, but never one to rivel
Braithwaite's companion. Ile certainly
was an eccentric-looking fellow.

“Who's wour friend " callod oub
Tompkins, of the Third, who entertained
a false idea that it was. clever to bo
funny at someone clse's expense.

Braithwaite glared, ) .

“ome along, uncle!”™ he said, taking
Drake by the arm. “Take no notice
of rho cheeky fapsl"”

“Unele!”  gasped Tompking, of the
Third. *Never knew Braithwaite had
an uncle like that! T nearly called out
‘Any old cle’? after him.™

Braithwaite and his uncle walked on,
Ono of the first persons the pair camo
aceross was e, Fourstanton. )

Drake could scarcely suppress his ex-
cilernent as he came face to fnce with
the man, [or it was undoubtedly the same
person who had planned his death at
the bungalow at Hindhead !

The IHead smiled indulgently at
Braithwaile as the junior touched lbis
cap.

“Let me intraduce vou to my uncle,
sir.” said the junior. * Dr. Fourstanton
—Mr. Brathwaite !”

“How do you do?” came uncle's
guavering voice. “I hope I sec you
well 7 :

From lowered lids Drake was taking
stock of the tall figure before him. IHe
knew the.figure. There was no imistake,
The man was the bandit chicf. Drake
rocognised now and again the voive of
the scoundre!l he had saorn to. get.

As for Dr. Fourstanton himself, he
was a charming mdividual, Tall and
well proportioned, he possessed o highly
intellectual face, from which %werﬂrl out
two piercing orbs, capable of laughter
or savagery ab a sccond's notice,

The mouth was the feature that be-
traved him still more. Drake, looking at

thoze thin lips, knew he had seen them:

before. He could never forget the cruel
twisk in them, ‘

Braithwaite watchad the pair before
him with interesied gaze., Doubts hegan
to assail him that Drake had made
another colossal blunder. He began to
fidget with his cap. ;

ﬁr. Fourstanton turned to him,

“ Porhaps you and Mr. DBraithwaite
would care to have tea with me?"
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“Delighted, I am zure!” squeaked
uncle, rejoicing that Dr. Fourstanton
had taken the hints ho had thrown out.

“Thank you, sir!” murmured Braith-
waite. “I will show uncle over the
school first.” .

“By all means!™ satd the Head with
a smile.  “At hali-past four, then, 1
shall expect you,™

He rustled away. Drake peercd afier
his departing figure with gleaming eyes.
Even his spectacles could not hule the
gleam in them, :

“Well #7 gueried Braithwaite, some-
what anxiously. “Are you on the
target ¥° i o

“ A dead boll's-ecye ' said Drake in his
normal voice, “Or, rather, a live one.
He's the fellow, right enocugh. Al tea
we'll give him the shock of s life!”

Half-past four came all too slowly to
the boy sleuth.and his companion, but
it cama at last, They wended their way
to the TTead’s quarters. A trim mad
bowed them into tho sitting-room.
moment later Dr. Fourstanton appeared,
He smiled genially at his guests,

“* Do sit down ™ .

Unele Braithwaite seated himszelf
divectly opposite his host, his keen cyes
watching the clever face before him like
a rat watches a mouose.

Tea proceeded pleasanily  enongh,
cxcept for Wallor Braithwaite. He was
fecling the tensemess in the atmosphere.
Put Drake was thoroughly enjoyin
himself. The Ilead shifted the topic o
conversation lo Uncle Braithwaite,

“ And 50 you have retired fvom ratch
life, Mr. TDraithwaite? he ‘rfmur!-:f-.d.
“ And taking up your abede in London,
despite our fickle climate, oh?”

“Yps: vou must do me the honour of
a visit,” zaid the old man querulously.
" see you and T have & lot in common,
he added, indicating the wonderful arvay
of antique silver with which the Toom
abounded. .

“ Are you, then, a collector? ;

“Well, I've beon collecting anfigue
silver for the last thirty years, _ an-
swered the “man from South Ameriea.”

“Ilave you, indeed? Then ’E expeck
vou have spent a fortune at it?

" T'he Head's tone was al;rm:lﬁnzl:.r CAger.
“Well, hardly a fortune,™ answer
Drake, drawing on hig imagiation, |
haedl my collection” valued yesterday
strangely enough, and I was told lhai;’ it

is worth a hundred thousand pounds.

Dr. Fourstanton could hardly supptess
his cagerness. He leaned forward over
the table. : .

“Y am dying to see this colloction,” he
said, with a smile. “May 4 take your
adddress, Mr. Braithwaite?" -

“he all means™ croasked the wisitor,
“Tut you will never live to handle any
of my collection, Dr. Fourstanton,” he
added, and his voice had undergene a
startling change. :

The l.glead leapt to his feet, hiz eyes
blazed, his jaw was thrust out aggres-
gively. To his amazement Mr. Draith-
waite had levelled 8 revolyer at his
chesak,

“Wha-a-at 7" he goasped., I beg
QU“"‘_”

. “I beg you to put up your hands and
keap them there ! rapped Drake.

The Head's face paled wisibly, his
eyea nearly started from their sockets.

“Drake,” he zaid hoarsely. * Drake,
I thought you were dead—"

“Borry to disnr;mint you,” said the
lad mockingly., “But I am very much
alive—very much alive !

And before the startled headmaster
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was aware of the change, Drake had
whipped his false whiskers dod wig fram
biz hair. : _

Dr. Fourdanton steod as one trans
hxed, He began to shiver as though
with the ague. It was then that DBraith-
watte realized thet the oy sleath hadd

iande ne pnsteke; this indeed was no.

respectabile headmaster; it was the face
cf o hunied, desperate man.

“1 eabd we'l meet again,” smiled
ake.,  *This time, you  scoundrel.
there shall he no mistake. I've hunted
hizh and law for you, and U've got you.
You, o respectable headmaster of a col-
lege, Ha, hal What a story this will
makoe for tho papers !

“You young fool!™ rapod the Iead,
rideavourmg to andlect his efartled wits.
“You're talking owt of wour lLat!
Yon're making o mistake”

“0Oh, no, 1 eme not !™ smiled Drake.
“Walter,” he added, tuvning o the
Fourth-Former, “do me the favour of
phoning for the police ™

The Head watched his pupil siroll
aoross ko the instrinnent.  Realisation of
what it meant should he get through
to the police came home to him il a2
flash,

He had run his eourse ! Ho had been
beaten by o boy !

With a suddenness that was born of
doespair, Dr. Fourstanton's hind veached
out for & weason, His hand closed upon
a cup of bea.

Smack !

Cup and ifs contenta clalfered
Phake's face, sealding hon.

Crack !

A bullet sped sway  Jarmlessly
Frake's linger compressed the trigger,

With & bound, the Head was across
the room. e veached 1the door as
Walter Draithwaite leaped at hun  jusk
as Drake was dashing the scalding ton
froum hiis face,

*Btop him M oyaarad” Drake. ' ¥ Don't
fet hiim ctcape, for Heaven's fake !

1hta

LT

Thud !
}e. Fowrstanton turned sharply, Iis
right fist crashed ouk, catching  the

ulueky Fouwrth-Foviner full in the {ace,
Braithiwaite went down ke a log. With
a plucky effort Drake bounded across the
room in & last abtempt to stop his guarey

from cecaping. But e was the frociion !

of a sccond -too late.

The deoy was slamincd i his {oee, fol-
lowed by the sound of a key being
turned in the lock,  Apother micinent
and the corridor without echoed to the
solind of retreating footstens

Dr. Fourstanton, the ghief of the
uuHrmuﬁ motor bandits, bad escaped the
ne

(Has Deake had all iz trouble fur
notleingd VWL the ckicf af the mator
beenedits prove tag clcver for Kim ance
agarnd  Tlese fuderesling guestions ure
raeziered i neet wcek's Instalment of
thiz parccvful  atoriy, Dan't wrisa’ i,
cfrwma}

The Barring of Bolsover!

{(Confinued from page 21.)

pincked with eold, his eves were red-
vimmed, and his lips stiff and white,

“ You=--vou, PPerey?” ho  whispercl
faintly. " Oh, thank Heaven! I—1I got
lost; 1 was wandering aboue for ages,
and then I fell. My—-my kuee's hori,
Verey, I can't walk.™

“¥op=—yon came  afler me,
azked Bolsover huskily.

“Yes, 1 thought—=1 thouglt——2""

“Hold up, kid!* eried Bolsover
major. ITe caughs his brother 2y he col-
ia}med limply, He was unconscious,
L Peor kid!"! breathed the Remove
Junior,

A moment later ho wos staggerving
back the way he had come, the forn of
s brother 10 is arms. Tie was al-

fready exhausted and speni, but he sef

pid s

| his teeth and plodded on, stumbling an-i
lurching over the treacherova ground.

How long he staggered on he could
never afterwards tell, but snddenly o
hecame awaro of hl'l"ag!'lt. Rashes of whit
Il whegat.

A fiest he thought it was a haliucina-
tioar, but the next instant ho saw thent
again—thiree distinet fashes at some dis
tanew. Ho fanoted he caught voices o
the distance, and his hesrt throbbesd
with joy. The next mwoment he was
shouting—hearsely, appealingly.

And then he drew a deop breath of
thankfulness as, borne on the wind, there
came on answering shouk

“Hallo, hallo, halig!”

Bolsover felt ks hrain reel; "o
Turched, stumbled; and thon he wven:
down mn the snow with his bhurden.

It was Harry YWharton & Ca.  Thevy
came tramping across the common.
spread out 1n wide formation, Baslarnig
thiir electrie torches as they came. 3ob
Cherry had heard the faint ¢ry for help.
and it was he who reached thea dark
figures in the snow first. They took Dols-
over minor from his brother's einging

| grasp, and the next moment they wers

at work chafing the half-froven limbes,
and hringing cotour to tho cheeks of the
uncanscions brothers,

Halsover major very =ooun camo ronml,
hut his voung brother was still uncon-
seiotis when the rescuers carried him
under the old gateway of Groyfriars hoif
an hour later. They toock lim straighs
to the school sanatorium, and then
Harry Wharton went in to ropoprt te
AMr. (f:ml::h, wiid Tolsover major went
with hine, And Bolsovers face was
bright, and his beart thankful, fhe
teabron had assured han that thero was
nothing scriously wrong.

Harvyy had alrcady told lum the nowe,
that the precions manuseript was fonmd,
(Centinned on page 20.)
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