THE FATTEST AND FUNNIEST BOY IN FICTION !

{Meet him insiﬂe__}
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MR. QUELCH'S GUESTS ARRIVE—BUT HE DIDN'T INVITE THEM!

{ An incident in the great jape against o Form-master described in the amazing school slory
of Harvy Wharton & Co., ingide.)



2 GRAND NEW PICTORIAL FEATURE STARTS IN TWO WEEKS' TIME, BOYS!

HEN you put your noses into
w our histery boetks—and you
ave to do this sometkmes,

doubtless, whether you want
to or not—youn find there references to
gigantic battles botween the House of
Yeork and the House of Lancaster. The
men of Lancashire and of Yorkshiro
went forth to battle, the one wearing
tha Rod and the other the White rose.

Ne lenger do the people of Lancashire
and Yorkshire fight on the field of battle
with swords. But in a friendly warfarc
o the playing fGeld Lan ire and
Yorkshire have fought many battles in
thess modern days. And this Cup Final

of 1928—the fight for the most prized
possession of the football field—secs a

rengwal of the old War of the Roses—
Lancashire and Yorkshire.

The Battle of Roses!

Never since 1923, when Cup Finals
were brst plaved at Wembley, has there
beon & Red Rose v. White Rose Final
Tie. There was a battle of the roses
in the year previous to the building of
Wembley, however, That was in 1923,
“when uddersfield Town and Prestan
North End struggled for the mastery at
Stamford Bridge.

Az I am fming' to tell you somelhing
about the thrills of Cup Finals, I mny
a3’ well recall right now the big thrifl
of the last battla of rozes on the football
field. The game wasn't a good one--
the players were too excited to play rea
fmt_E'u.ti'. '

It seemed to be runming on to a goal-
less draw, when suddenly there was a
scens, BSmith, tho I-Iudieraﬁr.-lcl Town
outside-left, was dashing towards goal,
Hamilton, the Preston right-back, came
across to stop him. The forward was
stui_pped all right, but tha tackle wasu't
a fair one. o referea blew his whistle
and pointed to the penalty spot. The
onlookers yelled, the plavers of Preston
North End protested.

Won by a Penalty-kick!

A lad of not more than fouriren
years, with a blue-and-white cap, which
was the colours of Preston North End,
dathed from his place just inside tha
rails towards the referee. A harly

TAE MAGXET Lisrany.—No. 1,054,

- of 1923.

By “REFEREE"

liceinan collared him and put kim

ack whenee he had come.

We, sitling in our places in the stand,
knew what that little excited lad wanted
to say. Ho was going to tell the reforen
that the foul was just outside, and not
just inside, the penalty-area. What i35
more, that lad was right, in my opinioa,
and in the opinion of most of the peapla
who saw the incident. The refcree
thought it was a penalty-kick, however.
He ztuck to his decision, and the samaoe
“Billy " Smith who had been fouled
ccored a goal and won the mateh for
Huddershicld,. What breathless minutes
were those. First wondering if tho
referee would change hiz mind, and
then weiting to see if Smith scored.

I shall always fecl sorry for o man
called upon to take a penalty-kick in a
Final Tie. I once saw Charlic Wallaic,
the outside-right of Aston Villa, shoot
vards widé from the penalty zpot in the
old days, when final ties were playced
at dear old, bad old Crystal Palace.

That was in 1913, when Aston Villa
and Sunderland were the opponents, and
when the biggest crowd which had ever
attended a  Final Tic up to then were
presant—-120,000—and unf;r ahout =sixty
thousand able to =ee every kick of the

ball.
A Young Hero!

Mention of crowds reminds me that
soma of the excitement, cven some of

| the thrills, have gone from Cup Finala

nowadays. The 1 affair put an cnd
to much of the hustle and bustle which
was assoctated with previous Cup
Final:, when every timo almost the
impossible effort was made to get a
;‘qua_rt mto a pint pot,” as the saying
1as ik

Probably vou remember the Final Tie
It was the first at Wembley, the
wonderful new gpround which, so it was
said, would he big enough to held the
higgest crowd which would ever want
to sec a C'up Final. For that 1923 Final
at least sixty thousand more peoplo
turned up than could be accommodated
in the places reserved for spectators.
The gates were clozed, but that didn't
deter the people outside. They smashed
tho gates, cruzhed, in, and swarmed on
to the plaving pitch. The story of the
policeman on the white horse, who did
valiant things in pushing the peoplo

touch-lines,

i

back. has been told many times. The
thrill of it, the wonder of 1t. the anxicty
of that day, however, will remain a
vivid memory so long as memory lasts.
,Associated with it in my mind is a
picture of a telegraph lad—a boy of
sixteen or so. He had boen engaged to
CArry messa for me to the post office.
When ho didn’t tuim up I began to
worry. FPresently he appeared, blood on
hizs face and hands, and his clothing all
torn. This was what ha said: “I'm
sorry I'm late, sir, but I got mixed up
with the crush.” Wasn't that boy a
Cup Final hero?

Ticket~holders Only!

There wore thrills behind the scenes,
too, that day in 1323, Four times the
players made the sttempt to get on the
pitch, but four times they found it im-
possible to force a way through the
throng. Here is the wonderful part of
it.  When the match was cventually
started, three.quarters of an hour late,
and with thousands of people lining the
the playvers of Bolton
Wanderers—a Red " Roso  side.  which
emerged victorious from the fight—and
Weost Ham United gave a really fine
display. They were heroos, {oo!

That scenc of 1923 has affected all Cup
Finals, and, as I zay, taken out some of
the excitement fromm the proccedings,
For a Cup-tio Final nowadays cvery
available aﬁtce is_disposed of before-
hand by ticket. The people know that
it 18 no use gomng to sce the Final Tie
unless they have purchased a ticket in
advance. Thus, instoad of the seramble
for places, Cup Finals since 1923 have
been as orderly as a Sunday School
picnie, almost.

The thrills are still there, though.
There was & big thrill last season, when
Arscnal and Cardiff City wero strug-

ling for the first goal. A Card:ff
orward shot; tie Arsenal goalkeepor
canght the ball, and seemed to he in &
position to clear comfortably., Teo tho
consternation of everyhody the hall
finighed in tha net. The thrill can best
be deseribed in tho wavds of the man
who was broadcasting the mateh. Ho
had told, in his calm way, how Lowis,
the Arsenal goalkerper, had stopped thn
shot. And then he forgot the necessity

(Coniinned on page 28.)



EASY MONEY [ - William George Bunier docs nof hesitate long when he sees a chance of getling rich quick, even when

it is at the expense of his Form-masier.

But hiz lotest scheme, ke all the others, brings only disaster to ifs

fnventor, and once again the Owl of the Remove discovers the truth of thet old saying '* The way of the transgressor

i hard.”’

\

A Magnificent New Long Comple
that most amazing schoolboy

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Trouble in the Form-room !

" KINNER "
The maotallic voice of Mr.
Quelch, the master of the
Remove Form at Groyiriare,
ra.]l;f through the Form-room.
orning  lessons were  half-wa
through, and after & scssion at Frenc
with Monsieur Charpentier, the Remove
were now being instructed in the mys-
teries of geography by their own Form
master,

Had they been offered a choica in the
matter, the Remove would probabl
have clected to continue their French
lesson. Monsieur Charpentier was a
somewhat simple, easy-going gentle-
man, and while he was 1n charge, tho
juniors, to a large oxtent, pleased
themselves whether they worked or not.

The Remove Form master was a horseo
of & different colour, so to spcak. Mr.
Henry Queleh had been often compared
with that famous schoolmaster who was
once described ns * A DBeast—but a Just
Benst!” 'There could be no question
about his being just, and from the point
of view of quite a number of the
juniors, there was more emphatically
still, mo question about his being a
beast.

On this particular morning, he had
entered the Form-room wearing a frown
that indicated what Bob Cherry de-
seribed: as trouble, with a capital * T,”
for any unfortunate ﬁumur who hap-
pened to eross his patl.

Nobody in the Remove had the least
Jdesire to cross Mr, Queleh’s path, and
most of the fellows were lherefore on
their best behaviour. ]

Harold Skinner, the practical joker
and leading “blade  of the Remove,
was one of the few exceptions.

School Story of Harry Wharton & Co. of Greyfriars, featuring

racter—William George Bunter. By FRANK RICHARDS.

Skinner had a particular loathing of
geography,

True, he displayed no outward and
visible sign of hiz feeclings. In fact,
judging by the rapt expression on his
face ms he listened to Mr. Quelch, geo.
ﬂ'aphy might have been the delight of

srold Skinner’'s life

But it was not.

Porhaps it was because Mr. Quelch
roalisad that fact that he was unusually
suspicious of Bkinner, Whatever the
reason, he was extreordinarily quick io
detect & movement on Skinncr's part
when his back was turned to the black-
board for & moment.

Bkinner had seized the opportunity to
soak & paper pollet in ink, and it was
just as he was taking careful aim at tho
wad of Frank Nugent, in the far
corner of the room, that the Form
master suddenly swung round, with the
sharp cxclamation:

“ Bkinner I

And Bkinner, with an inward groan,
reglised that Mr. Quelch had not Leen

s0 innttentive as he had supposed.
“What is the meaning of that absurd
attitude?"” demanded Mr. Quelch,

“ Absurd attitude?” echoed Skiuner,
in toncs of pained surpriso.

“You understand perfoctly well what
I mean,” said Mr. Quelch grimly.
"Come out and give me whatever you
have in your hand!” : .

A faint grin flitted across Skinner's
face as he made his way out to the
front of the class.

Mr. Queleh held out his hand to re-
ceive whatever Bkinner had to give
him, and the Remove humorist hesi-
tated,

“Give it to me, Skinner!"”

“But, sir—"" began Skinner,

“Not another word, boy! Give it 1o
ml.'."[”

Skinner suppressed a grin and handed
over the inky pellet, and there was a

asp of annoyance from Mr. Quelch as

is fingers closed over it, causing
several greet smudges of ink to appear
on his hand. A subdued chuckle ran
round the Remaove.

Mr. Queleh glared at Skinner, who
did his best to assume an expression of
child-like innocence—not an easy task
for that mmﬂwhntlahtftgvlcﬁking junior.

“Is this a misguided attempt at
practical joking, Skinner?"” rasped Mr.
Quelch, making a portentous movement
for his cane.

“Nunno, eir!" eaid Bkinner, watch-
ing this move with trepidation. “You
insisted on having it, sic!"

Mr. Quelch’s lips set tightly,

“We will let that pass,” he said.
“May I ask what you were doing with
an ?f:!kﬁ' ball of paper raised in the
air?'

“1 had just fished it out of my ink-
well, eir,” explained Bkinner mﬂﬂklli.'.

“That is quite obvious,” said Mr,
%Iual-:h tartly. “It is egually obvious
'.'*.m 3t ¥ou intended throwing it at some-

:!I,‘n

“I, sir?" eriod Bkinner, with a show
of indignation. “Certainly not! 1
assure you, sir, somcone clse must have
put it in my ink-well, and I was merely
going to throw it into the waste-paper
basket.”

fkinner had no particular scruples
about departing from the striet truth if
there was o chance that it might get
him out of & serape.

From the expression on the face of
Mr. Queleh, liowever. it was fairly
obvious that Skinner had not achieved
that olyject. The Remove Form
master glarcd ot him with the glaro of
the fabled basilisk, .
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¢ LONG COMPLETE STORIES OF HARRY WHARTON & CO. EVERY WEEK!

“30,” he rapped out, “not content
with wasting your time in class, you
have tho impudence to provaricate as
well. Hold out your hand!™

Harold 8kinner zeluctantly extended
his palm, and received a stinging cut,
whiqﬁ{n was repcated several times on
both hands.

“¥on will kindly remember that the
Form-room is not the place for prac-
o o eee ™ said Mr. Quolch grimly.
“ Resumo your place!™ :

Skinner returned to his place, looking
as thnu%-h the humour of the thing had

ost

rather its appeal to him. He sat
down savagel

: t-miljingn;is I:i!aﬁ:ls unﬂfntr
his ar and for the of the morn-
in ver::'j? little was heard from Harold
Skinner.

Billy Bunter was in hot waler very
quickly after Skinner had been B0
effectively dealt with. Bunter was not
feeling n the mood for gmgr&phyE
owing to a not unusual attack o
hunger. He had been caught rolli
off with a mecat-pie from Study No.
just before lessens commenced, and
Harry Wharton had rived him of
the prize befére he had had an oppor-
tunity of sampling it. Billy Bunter’s
imagination had been running riot aver
that meat-pie all the morning, and his
appetite, never at a low ebb, had been
stimulated to unusual keenness, even
for him. In conseguence, Bunter had
very little thought to spare for
geography.

“ Bunter 4

The Owl of the Remove jumped at
the sound of his name.

“Bunter, where do wo get our teai”
demanded Mr. Queleh, relentlessly pur-
suing the subject of geography again.

Billy Bunter's brain, engrossed in
t,!mugi:ts of his own personal food
requirements, was quite unable to rise
tor the eccasion. ) . _

“J—— In Hall, sir ! was his surpris-
ing reply.

har]; was & gasp from the Hemove,
then a roar. The juniors couldn't help
it

Mr. Quelch's face was a study as he
took in the full import of Bunter's
ADEWEr.

“ Silence !” ho cried, rapping the desk
with his pointer. “There 1s nuthmg
amusing in this ignorant boy's
stupidity. Bunter, come here!”

ill Eunt&r advanced to the front of
the E‘m'm. blinking apprehensively
through his glasses at Mr. Quelch.

“T—I1 say, sir, isn't that the right
answer ¥ ho asked, in dismay. " 'What
I really meant to say was that most of
us get our tea in our studies. My
mater is always sending me whnckmg
groat hampers from Bunter Court, an
chaps like me can afford it. When I
said in the Hall, I was raall& referring
to  poverty-stricken bounders like
Linle

[EL

“ Zilonce, you incredibly stupid boy 1”
snapped Mr. Quelch, “By amplifying
vour answor you have made matters
worse. Held out your hand, Bunter!™

“Oh, really, sir!™ gasped Bunter.
“What fori”

“Hald out your hand!™

Bunter gingerly cxtended a
alm.

Bwish !

" Yarooooh [

Bunter gave & howl that must have
been heard all over Greylriars.

“The other hand [

Wi

fat

“¥aroooop "

“ (foase that ridiculous noize, Bunter ¥
said Mr. Quelch sharply,  “The other
hand again, Bunter |

Bwish !

“Yarooooh! Whooop!™
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“MNow go back to your place, and
rememmber that we are discussing

cography, not meals!” rapped out Mr.
aue ch.

And Buntor, with a final lugulirious
Em-a.n, rolled back to his desk, his eyes

linking through his glasses with great
indignation.

Harcld Skinner, who was still nursing
hisz hands rather tenderly under his
arms, and emitting an occasional grunt
of pain, gave .Bunter a nudge as he
rolled by. - .

“Who are you pushing, Skinmer?”
groaned the fat junior. " Yow—ow,
ﬂw l??

Skinner, whose eyes were glittering
with malice at the painful recollechion
of his own caning, looked to make suro
that the Form master's back was turned
away from them, then leaned over to
Bunter, ]

“(Give the rotter & bit of ventrilo-
quism ! he whisperad. “Get a bit of
yvour own back!”

- Bunter ceased his groans and nodded,
and his little eyes gleamed again.

However foolish Bunter was in other
ways, it could not be denied that he
was an exceptionally clever ventrilo-
quist.

“ Abhem M

Soveral juniors looked round as they
heard Ei]fy Bunter's well-known pre-
liminary cough, and one or two of thom
shook their heads, and made other
motions, warning him not to attempt
any *Jarks.” .

he fat junior, however, was notori-
ously short-sighted, and probably did
not them. At all events, their
warning gostures passed unheeded.

“ Gr-p-rere-r-rerer M7

Mr. Quelch started as that blood-
curdling growl fell on his ears, and
whisked round from the blackboard.

“Bless my soul ! Is that a dog "

“ Gr-r-r-r-r-r-r-r "

i DQH me 1

“ Gr-r-r-r-r-r !

“There is certainl 1
Form-room,” said Mr. Quelch, frowning
at the interruption. * Bolsover, you arc
nearest the door, please go and send
the animal away !

“Certainly, sir!¥ grinned Bolsover,
making for the door with alacrity.

He quitted the Form-room, and tho
Remove waited expectantly to hear
what would happen. The entire Form
was aware that the dog was ahmlutali)'
mythical, and that the ferocious growl-
ing was the work of Billy Bunter.

he fat junior was in his element
when he realised that he was the centre
of interest, and as the door closed
behind Bolsover ho gave of his best.

“@Gr-r-rererer-rgh ! Ur-r-r-r-rgh 1

Ur-rr-rrgh!™
a dog outside the

The growling increased in intensity,
then changed into quite a terrifying
barking and wvelping. Bolsover, who
conld ﬁear what was going on insido

the Form-room, played his part well,
and sot up such a scuffling and banging
that any listener who was not “in the
know " could only have concluded that
a terrific dog-fight was in progress,
¥r. Quelch looked quite startled as
the renowed din fell on his cars. :

“Dear mo! I trust that Bolsover will
not be bitten !

The Remove Form master hastened
aoross the room to the rescue of
Bolsover: and Billy Bunter, with a fat
grin, ceased his ventriloguism,

Mr. Quelch came to a sudden halt
before ho reached the door, however,
and, as if a sudden idea had comse to
him, he looked fixedly at Billy Bunter,
The Owl of the Remove was smirking
with delight at the success of his efforts,
blissfully unconscious of the expression
of suspicion that had suddenly appeared
on Mr, Quelch’s face.

* Bunter !

Billy Bunter started as Mr. Quelch’s
grim tones penetrated his fat ears.

“Ye-g-g-gs, sir!”

“Bunter, I believe you are playin
one nt:lyﬂu.r ventriloquial tricks on mo!l

rapped out Mr. Quelch.
“N-n-nothing of the kind, sir!™
gasped Bunter, blinkin nervousl

through his spectacles. “1—I1 wouldn't
dream of making you think there was
& dog outside, sir! Skinner tried to get
me to do it, but I told him I had too
much. respect for you [V

“Bo it was Skinner's suggestion !
boomed Mr. Quelch in his most terrify-
ing voice.

“N-n-not at all, sir!” stultered Billy
Bunter, who was by this time in quita
g panic. “ What I really meant to.say
was that Bkinpner never said anything
about it1"”

The Remove grinned. Billy Bunicr,
with his usual :rver-anxiat:f to appear
innocent, had revealed quite as much
a2 Mr. Quelch wanted to know,

Mr. Quelch glared at him with a
baleful eye.

“1 will deal with you later, Bunter !”
he said in & manner that made a shiver
vl down the Owl's spine.

Mpr. Quelch wrenched open the door of
the Form-room.

Bolsover, who lad been keeping a
wary eye on the door during the noisy
performance, was prépared for & sudden
appearance on the part of the Form
master, and he made a great show cf
rubbing himself tenderly and dusting
}|imse]f down.

“1 think I've scarod him off now,
sir,” remarked Bolsover, ve-entering the
Form-room. “Jt was rather a job, sir,

nrr

I can tell vou!

“What I gasped the Remove Form
master, staring lixedly at Bolsover.

“T think it was an Alsatian wolf-
hound,” woent on Bolsover cheerfully,
“Can’t think how it get in. It was a
most frightful monster, sir, but I
managed 1t all right!*

Mr. Quelch looked at Bolsover with a
very peculiar expression,

“Am I to understand that vou have
just engaged in a fight with an Alsatian
wolfhound 7 he asked.

“That's it, sir!” asseuled Bolsover,
“He was an awiul brute, too, with

BN}

great fangs, you know, sir!

There was & gasp from the Remove,
and Skinner, who had been endeavour-
ing to attract the burly Hemovite's
attention to warn him, groaned aloud
at this mighty ecHort of imagination.

He could foresee a painful eund to the
“incident, and, as Billy Bunter had
dragged himn in, it was a pretly sure

thing that he, Harold BSkinner, ~was
booked for another Heking !

Mr. Quelch went to his desk, looking
quite pale with anger.

“ Return to your place, Bolsover " ho
said. ‘Perhaps you will be interested
to know that Bunter has already
admitted that your Alsatian wollhound
was uothing more than the product- of
a ventriloguial trick on his pavg!™

“(Oh crumbs !

Dolsover almost staggeved 1o his desk.

“ Pleaze refrain from making ludicrous
oxclamations, Bolsover!™ =zaid Mr.
Quolch. * Probably, however, you will
Lave more excuse for making them later
in the morning. I want you and
fSkinner and Bunter to stay behind after
lessons to discuss this matter !

After which portentous remark Mr.
Quelch found that he had no more
trouble with the Rewmove that morming,
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“ Skinner ! ** said Mr. Quelch grimly.
word ! Giveittome 1™

Skinner suppressed a gfin

“ Give me whatever you have in your hand."
and handed over the inky pellet. There was a gasp from Mr. Quelch

e

“ Not another

“ But, sir—""

as his fingers closed over it, and the Remove chuckled. (Sez Chapler 1.)

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Skinner’s Little Wheeze ]

i OW—0W—0WwW!"

Y “Oh crumbs !

“The rotter! Oh, dear!”

Quite a little crowd had
assembled in the Remove passage to wel-
eome tha three humorists after their
interview with Mr, Quelch at tho end
of the third Ichson.

They looked far from humorous as
they came round the corner of the pas-
sage, though, judging by the unsym-

thetic grins on the faces of the other

cmovites, there was a  decidedly
humorous aspect of the incident.

Bolsover looked like an enraged bull
as he tramped along, and Skinner's cyes
were  glittering  with  anger, while
Bunter wore an cxpression of woe that
might havo melted & heart of stone.

“ Halle, hallo, hallo! See the conguer-
ing heroes comoe !

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“Iyid he lay it on hard?"

“Leot's hear about that Alsatian again,
Bolsover 1™

Bolsover glared furiously at the grin-
ning juniors.

“Shut up your cackling, you silly
azaes ™ he snorled.

“Clicer up, Bolsy! You don't ﬁth
a brute with great fangs every day.”

“JIn, ha, ha!"

“J say, you fellows, I'm feeling really

uoer, you know ! groancd Bunter. *1
shouldn't be surprised if that beast has
injured me for life,”

“My hat!"

“Jin, ha, ha!"

Harold #kinner did not commit him-
self to words. Judging by his furious
looks, his [eelings were too deep for
words.

The three humorists entored thor
respective studies, and the group of
juniors dispersed, still chuckling. And
for the remainder of the dinner interval
there was guite a lot of amusement over
the incident.

Aftornoon lessons were exceplionally
quiet and peaceable that day, and ne
furthor atlempts at  practical joking
were made by the three junlors whose
previous offorts had proved so disastrous.

Harold Skinner, however, was not tho
kind of fellow to forget an injury
lightly, and thera was still a savage look
on his pasty face when he came out of
the Form room Again.

He tapped Dolsover on the shoulder
on his way to the Remove passage from
the Cominon-room, later in the evening.

“I want to have & word with you, 1if
you'll come along to my study,” he said.

Bolsover looked at him suspiciously.

“ What's the game?” he demanded.

“I'se got a scheme for gotting our
own back on QLmlchy," satd Skinner.
"III “ﬂ'lcrught vou'd be interested, thal's
ali 1™

Bolsover seratehed his chin doubtiully.

“0Oh, all right!"” e growled. “I‘{
come along with you, though how ;,'n:nu’rt:
poing to manage it I don't koow."”

They went "along together to Study
MWo. 11, which Skipner shared with Snoop
and Stott, and sat down, Dolsover
taking the only armchair that the study
hoasted, and Skinner contenting himself
with onc of the small chairs.

Snoop and Stott had both drifted off
to the Common-room, and there was not
likely to be any interruption.

#Woll, what's the wheeze?" asked

Skinner lit a cigerette—smoking was
one of Bkinner's little habitz—and
nodded.

Baolsnver.

“As a matter of fact, it's rather a
brainy notion for making the brute sit
up,” he said.

“¥You're not thinking of waylaying
him and wlri_E)him e pasting, I sup-
pose ?'' asked lsover, sarcastically.

“I only wish we could, without any
risk of being found out,” said Skinner,
his shifty eyes gleaming at the thought.
“I'd pay off & few old scores then, and
no mistake "

“¥You can pay off your old scores on
vour own, then, my eon!” gruntoed
Bolsover. *“If it's suything like that
you can cut me right out of 1t."

“Oh, I know that's impossible,™-
Skinner went on hastily. “I wasn't
thinking of anything like that. My idea
was to put Quelchy to as much annoy-
ance a3 I can, and I've had a braig-
wave for making a beginning, anyway.”

“Well, let's hear it, then,” eaid
Dolsover, rather dubiously.

Bolsover had had some of Ilarold
“kinner before, and he was not inclined
to be over-enthusiastic about that entor-

pricing  junior’s  brain-waves  for
making othor people sit up.

*“The best way to hit at the Q'Lle'luh-
bird is to interrupt his work,™ =aid

Skinner ﬁu.ga||y+ “ HKvary blessed minute
he: can spare e devotes to that precious
* History of Greyiriars' he's been writ-
ing for tho last nmpteon years™

Bolsover nodded.

“That's true enough. Writing thal
listory iz & rogular mania with him,
I know."

“Well, thon, what about putting a
stop to his work for & couple of hours

one evening "' suggested Bkinner
brightly.
IJolsover stared ot his companion
blankly.
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THANKS !

“What do you mean, Skinney? Kiek
up a shindy outside his study 1" _
“Qh, don’t talk rot!” answered Bkin-
ner witheringly. *“If I ecouldn’'t think
of anything better than that I'd eat my
hat 1¥

“Wall  what's the stunt, theni”
demanded Bolsover impatiently.

“The stunt is for us to keep as far
from Quelchy as we possibly ¢an, our-
solves,” said Skinmer. “ I'm not rupning
my n into & noose, thank you! My
idea is to get other people to interrupt
the brute,” _

“And who the dickens do you think
is going to interrupt him on our
account ¥ asked Bolsover in astonish-
ment.

Skinner pondered for a moment or
two, then a grin over his lean
face. ; :

“What about Sir Hilton Popper, to
begin with®™ he said.

“Wha-a-a-at ¥

“ And Mr. Lazarus?”

“M-M-Mr. Lazarus!”

“And Inspector Grimes of Court-
ficld, and Mr. Mobbs, of Highelifie!”
wenli on Bkinner cheerfully.

"Are you going off your rocker,
Skinner ¥ gasped Bolsover,

“ And, say, Cobb, of the Cross Keys,
and Banks?

Bolsover looked at Skinner quite
apprehensively. ]

"1 say, Bkinner, are you feecling all
right 7 he asked. “1 Euﬁpﬂaﬁ this
morning's row with Quelchy hasn't gone
to yvour brain by any chancet”

Skinner grinned.

“It'a all right,” he said. “I really
mean what I've zaid, Bolsy.”

“You mean you can get old Popper
gnd Lazarus and Cobb and the rest of
am to come and interrupt Quelchy i
hooted Bolsover.

Skinner nodded.

“] think I ean get most of Tem
along,” ho answered,

“But how the dickens—" .

“Oh, it's easy enpugh,” sald Skinner.
“ My $dca is simply to issue invitations
to a crowd of ple to come along aan
hfwe- dinner with him one night, that's
all ¥

Bolsover's jaw dropped.

“My only hat! That's all is it 2"

“\Well, that’s all to hﬁg}“ﬂ with, any-
way,” said Skinoer cheerfully, “Theo
miserable old bounder hardly ever has
any visitors, Perhaps & little company
will cheer him up!”

“My sainted aunt! I can just picture
old Popper and Cobb and Lazarus
chearing him up!” gasped Bolsover.

The burly Removite chuckled as he
ponderod on the scheme, then he grew
sorious again.

“It strikes me you're asking for
trouble, Skinner,” he said. “Why, if
you succeed in bringing that crowd up

here, there'll be a record row.” _
“J don't sce why we should catch it,"
said Skinner. “We shall be the only
two who know anything about jt, and I
suppose neither -of us will shout the

story from the house tﬂ??lhiﬂ i

_ Bolsover scratched
ively. o .
“1 rather like the idea—it will fairly
aralyse old Qualchy if it comes off—but
l}un scont danger, and plenty of it
“Whore's the danger?”
Skinner. “I can lget some letters tcirpnd
out inviting the old boys along, and no-
body need ever know who was respon-
sible [or 'em.” )
“But aro they going to fall for if,
anyway 1" ashed %-oisn-\rc-r doubtfully.
“Tion't you think they're likely to smell
s rat?
“Leave it to me,” answered Skinner
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confidently. “If I couldn't invent n
arn good cnough to feteh those old
ogles ufbh:- Greyfriars, I'd=—— Hallo|
Wnat's the matter?”

The last gquestion was caused by a
moveraent on the part of Bolsover, who
siddenly had put his finger to his lips
in what was evidenuy a warning to b
silent.

The cad of the Remove looked round
quickly to the study door.

It was still shut, and there was no
sound from outside, and Skinner was
just wondering what was the cause of
Bolsover's alarm, when he detected in
the sudden quiet a faint noise that had
not penetrated his ears while the talk-
ing was golng o,

1t was the distinet zound of heavy
breathing, and it seemed to cmanato
from within the study itself.

The, two Removites looked at ope
another uneasily. It sounded as if thero
was another occupant of the study be-
sides themselves, and it was not exactly
nice to know that they had been over-
heard.

For several seconds neither of them
uttered a word, and during that time
the breathing of the third party became
heavicr and more laboured, as if he
might be eramped up in an uwncomfort-
able position.

Ei?lanmr was the first to break the
spell.

With a sudden grunt, ho leaned for-
ward, and gave a mighty kick under
the table,

There was a fiendish yell, and a tre-
mendous crash as a fat form leapt out
from under the table and scnt it fAy-
ing into a corner of the study.

“Yaroooooh | Yow-ow-ow! Helpl
Murder I

* Bunter |

“Great Scott!”

“You fat toad|”

_Billy Bunter hopped round the room
like an injured porker, his fat face
erimson with pain.

The contact of Bolsover’s boot with
his anatomy was no joke. Dolsover's
boot could not by any stretch of the
imagination be called a dainty one, and

he had put considerable force behind
that kick.
“Grogogh! Beasts!” moaned Buntor.

“¥You've broken my backbone, you awful
rofter "

“I'll bresk your neck soon, you fat
-‘:m'eqdro]}pmg cad!”  said Bolsover
ferociously.

“Ow! "I didn't hear anything!”
gasped Billy Bunter, rubbing himself
ten arI;,r. “I—1 dropped in to seo
Snoop I

“And I suppose you got under the
table to see if he was having & nap on
the floor!" said Bkinner, with crushing
SATCARM.

“Oh  reslly, Bkinner! I was just
looking for a.—nr—tiapin 1 dropped
when you eame in. ! You've in-
jurcd me for life, Bolsover, yon rottor!™

“No such luck!” said Bolsover
savagely. “You can call that jape off,
Skinner, now that this fat bruto has
overheard us. It'll bo all over the school
in half an hour!”

“Will it? said Bkinner grimly. "1
think I've got a better plan than that,
This jape 13 too good (o drop for tho
sake of Bunter. 1 think I know how we
can shut his mouth and get him to help
ug, tooi™

“0Oh, really, Skinner! If you think
T'd lisbgn io your shady, roticn plot-
ting—"

“Oh, eut out all that! snapped Skin-
nor impatiently., "“Wo know you've
heard every word——"'

“1f you think I'd listen to your blessed
wheezes for doing Quelehy in tho weye,
yvou're jolly well mistaken!™ sard Bunter
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indignantly. “I dido't hear a word
about sending out fake invitations to
dinner, and—yarocop! What are you
doing, Bolsover, you cotter?”

“Ricking youl” amswered Bolsover
calmly. You're going to get a kick
for every fib you utter, you fat toadl
Now, Skinnor, what's the new idea?

“1 think Bunter can saye us a good
deal of trouble,” answ Ekinner.
“The fat rotter let us down with his
ventriloguism this mo but there's
no reason why it sho :
time, He's pulled off plenty of japes
with it beforg, anyway. _

“BEut how the imp does Buntor's
ventrilpquism fit in with your wheeze "

“It fits in very well. Instead of going
to the trouble of having invitations
typed, we can get Bunter to imitate
(ﬁ’:lah "s voice over the phone.” )

“Well, the fat rotter certainly is a bit
of & dabster at imitating a voice,” ad-
mitted lsover, knitting his brows
thoughtfully. *“But what's to stop him
habbfing?" :

Bkinner grinned.

“T don't think ho'll want to talk much
if ‘ha works the jape hlg]ﬂl’:]f.“ G

Billy Bunter, who had been listening
to the conversation with great interest,
lifted his fat little nose ioto the air,

“I'm afraid I can't agrea to start
japing my own Form master!"” he said
ioﬁxily. “That sort of thing may be all
right for shady rotters like you, but that
sort of thing is hardly in my line uf
all?”

“Nover mind about what's in your
line ! said BSkinner. “Did you know
thet there's a now tuck department just
opencd at Chunkley's Stores?”

“My hat! Is that a fact?’ asked
Bunter, displaying e suddon interest in
Bkinner's remarks. .

“ After we've finished the job,"” wont
on Bkinner, “wo'll give you the run of
the now cafo at our expense up to, say,
five bob!"” )

Billy Bunter's eyes glimmered behind
his spectacles. :

- “Well, of course, Skinney, old man,
1 don’t mind obliging an old pal,” he
said thoughtiully. Still, there’'s no
need to be mean about it, you koow!
Make it ten bob!™ .

“Fivo bob, and no more!” said
8kinnor, with an air of finality. * Now,
what is it—yes, or nol”

Billy Bunter grunted.

“ All right, thon, I'll come! 8till, I
must say 1 consider you're being rather
stingy !’

“That's scttled, then!" said Skinner,
in satisfied tones. *“ And if you breathe
a word about it to anybody, Bunter,
there's going to be & dead porpoize dis-
covered around here pretty soon!”

And with that terrifving threat Harold
8kinner concluded his interview wilh
Bunter.

B —

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
On the Telephone !

OURTFIELD JUNCTION!

‘ The short local train [row
Friardale drew into the station
and cune to & standstill.

Among the pas crs that alighted
were the three Greyiriars juniors who
iad ombarked on SBkinncr's jape againsk
their Form mastor. ]

It was Wednesday—a hall-heliday atb
Groyiriars, and, as Bkinner bhad
erranged, the trio had come to Court-
ficld to perform the telephone operalions
necessary to bring the local cclebrilies
up to the school.

Harold Skinner had not decided cn
Courtfield without giving the matier
some litslo thought. It would cortainly
have saved time and expense to Lave

school was too

%E"t. work this

used one of the telephones at the school,
or even the public telephone at Friardale
Post Office. ;

The danger of being overheard at the
: great to permib that,
however, and Frisrdale Post Office was
uncomfortably near Greyfriars and
would probably receive visits from a
dozen or more Greyfriars people in the
course of a half-holiday. Courtfield was
therefore the nearcst point from which
the work could be done with safety.

The three Removites quitted the
station, and walked down the buay
thoroughfare of the town. )

“J gay, you fellows—" began Billy
Bunter, as they drew near the post
office.

“Dry up, Bunter!” growled Bolsover.

“0Oh; really, Bolsover! I've  been
thinking—" 1

“0Oh, draw it mild!["” said Bkinner,
incredulously,

“] tell you I've been thinking——"

“What with?" asked Bolsover
humorously. .

“T tell you I've been thinking—"

“That’'s what you said before,” re-
marked Bkinner. “It's more than we
can believe, old fat bean!" .

Bunter stopped and glared at his

n:r:rmmi-:rm. .

i k here, you fellows, if you're go-
ing to spend the safterncon making
idiptio jokes, I'm backing out!™

Skinner atopped grinning, and altered
his tone a Iittﬁ‘e.

“"Don't be a silly ass, Bunter! No
noed to take offence, you know.”

Skinner did not want Bunter to " back
out ”’ after he had gone to the trouble
of bringing the fat junior to Courtfield
f?-:r the express purpose of helping in
the ' .H-D'Eq'

“That's all right, then,” said Bunter
loftily. “What I was going to say was
that I think I can suggest an improve-
ment on our plans for thHis afternoon.”

Bolsover and SBkinner displayed a little
more iuterest in Bunter's remarks,

“An improvement!” said Skinner,

uite cordially, “Good egg, Bunter!

hat js it " . .

“Let's hear it, Fatty!" chimed in

Bolsover. " Buck up "
Anywey, I'll

“Oh really, Bolsover!
tell you. Your idea at present is for me
to go to the post office now, and phone
up & lot of old fogics in Quelchy’s name.”

{;;Thut's it,"”" assented Skinner, with a
nod.

“ After that,” said Punter, “we go to
the new tuck-shop in Chunkley’s Stores
and you chaps stand me a ten-bob feed.
That's it, what "

“ A five-bob feed,” said Skinner Grmly.
“Five bob and not a penny more, my

pipFin e
"Well, five Lob then, you mean

rotters ! grunted the Owl. “.ﬁn;wur,

there's ono drawback to your stunt.”

“What's that?"” demanded Bkinner,
looking puzzled.

“You've Ful: il the wrong way round,
yon konow !I°

B?‘Eﬁwﬂi and S]iimmrhstarnd.

“What do you mean by the wrong way
round ¥’ n_'_lkid Ekinner.'f ne e

Bynter grunted.

“1 must say you fellows are jolly
dense,"” he remarked peovishly, ' n't
vou seo what I mean? Instead of going
to the poslt office first and Chunkley's
aftorwards, I suggest we to Chunk-
lex’s first, and dao the &ning after
weo've had the feed !

“Oh!" s .

The light of understanding . broke on
ihe iwo Removites.

“Bo that's your improvement is it?"
growled Bolsover. ) ]

“Phat's it 1 said Bunter, looking quite
cuthusiastic now. “Alter the train
journcy, vou know, I'm feeling rather

™

petkish and & snack will just put me in
the mood for the jape!”

: ;'Ymi fat @ Efegr " growled d]]-uulum%r.
‘Yes, I can just imag u doing the
thmi b-et-ﬂarJ after m%nsi: five bob's
worth of grubl I expect we'd have to
kick you every inch of the way to get
you to come to the post office at all 1#

“Oh really, Belsover—*
woCut it out; Bunter!" said Skinner.

If you think you're going to get a scrap
of tuck before the job's over, you'd
beitor have another think 1™

“0h, really, Skinner—-*

“8hut up, and come along!” roared
Skinner, his pationge exhausted, *Take
his other arm, Bu‘ﬁa . and we'll yank
thg fat bounder to the post office |”

Come on, you barrel of Jlard!™
growled Bolsover, seizing Bunter's right
arm.

Skinner had alrea

B ind between
ﬁf:.‘ie

gripﬂ?& :I:e- other
em, the two pro-
d to “yank ” the fat Removite
own the street,

Eunter gave a yell.
Lemme go, you rotters!
arm, Blkinner! Grooogh!”
Iy Bunter's yells trailed away, for
the simple reason that he had no breath
eft for any more.
= Having decided that Bunter should ba
yanked " to the post office, Skinner and
lsover were doing the “yanking * in
& most efficient manner,

With Bunter between them, thay raced
along the Courtfield High Street at
express speed, scattering the pedestrians
tht and left, and eausing quite a sonsa-

iom.

Billy Bunter's fat little legs had to
work ]T{I_ﬂa clockwork to keep uﬁl'wit-h his
companions, and he gasped and puffed
like & steam-engine at the unaccustomed
exercise.

It took them little more than a couple
of minutes to reach the post office, Eub
by that time Bunter was almost in a
state of collapse.

At the entrance, Bolsover and Skinner
slowed up and piloted their fat burden
to one of the telephone-boxes at a much

redu eed.

Billy ﬁ?mter flopped on to tha stool
in the box, and for several scconds could
only gasp and pant and glare, with

Leggo my

a glare that almost cracked his
sp o8,
Bolsover, quite restpred ‘to good-

humour by the incident, which was of
the vigorous kind that appealed to him,
roared with laughter,

Bkinner was not so fit and muscular as
hizs fellow-conspirator, and was panting
himself, but even he grinned at the hap-
less sight Bunter presented.

“Beasta!” gasped Bunter at last.
“Ooch! Beasts! Ow, you rotters, you
did that on purpose!"

“Go hon!”

“"Grocogh! PBeasts! You can jJollr
wall do your rotten telephoning wyour-
selves now! Yah!”

“Don't talk rot!” eaid Skinner. “Do
you mean to say that after having come
so far, you're going to miss the oppor-
tunity of a free feed now ™ '

Dunter gasped and mopped his brow,
and pondered a little over that remark.

After his little run, Bunter was feel
ing even more “peckish® than belore.
and he kgew by now that unless and
until he ?ﬁ:i the job properly, there
would be no *tuck ™ for him. )

-His injurcd feelings counselled him te
wash his hands of ll,lu.': whole affair, ond
thus have a bit of his own back on Bol-
sover and Skinner. :

But in that event there would be no
“foed ¥ at Chunkley's Stores. And as
Bunter was in his usual statc of im-
pecuniosity, it was a sure and certsir
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thing that theré would be no more for
him to cat until he got back to Grey-
friars.

That prospect was too appalling to be
contempl Bunter gave in.

“ All riiht., {'uu rotters!* he grunted.
“T'll do the jobi”

“Good ! said Skinner. “Let's get on
with it, then!”

He picked up the local telephone
directory, and looked for a number.

* Ready 1" he asked.

Bunter nodded. :

“We'll ring up old Popper first,” said
Skinner. *“Here's the number. And
don't forget, you fat Owl, you're sup-
posed fo iu Quelchy 1™ :

Billy Bunter grunted, and picked up
the receiver.

In two minutes ho was through.

;I'SHIBJI%! Is that Sir H],iitém Pﬂpper;;"

illy Bunter's voice h now £om-

pletely altered, and Bkinner and Bol-
sover grinned as thoy listened. For the
Owl was reproducing Mr. Queleh’s
sovere, magisterial tones exactly. As
Bolsgver had observed, Bunier was cer-
tainly a “dabster® at innlating vc:mnii
apd nobody listening at the other en
could have heen expecied to conclude
that anybody other than Mr, Quelch was
speaking.

Ed Hﬂl £ .
¥ will fetch Sir Hilton.

leaze 17
P Mr. Quelch, of Greyfriars, speak-
ing,” rapped out Bunter.

Bunter's powers of mimicry were ¢or-
tainl remarkable. That sentence
soundad so much like Mr. Quelch that
Skinner could not refrain from giving
a nervons glance over his shoulder to
assure himself that the Remove Form
master was not standing by,

There was a brief interval, then the
harsh, military voice of the peppery old
baronet came through.

“ Hallo, there! What d'ven want?”

Sir Hilton Fopper's flones were
brusque. Hiz acquaintance with Grey-
friars School had not been of o very
friendly character in the past, A bitter
foud had cxisted at one time regarding
the ownership of a piece of land on the
borders of Greyfriars, and many a time
had the Remove, in particular, come
into confiict with the fiery old warrior.

Sir Hilton Popper had not always gob
the best of his exchanges with the
school, a fact which made him, to put 1t
mildly, not altogether amjable when he
came inte conteet with anybody
aszocinted with Greyfriars.

He had met Mr. Quelch on several
occasions, mostly connected with trouble
betweon him afd the Remove, and the
relations between him and the Remove
Form master wero by no means cordial,
as the Removites well knew. )
:{In Quelch of Greyfriars speaking !™

on, please,” came ihe answer
Who is that,

snid Bunter. :
The Lower Fourth Form

schoolmgster, I believe!” rasped Sir
Hilton Popper. “I remember you, sir!”
“*“You are doubtless wondering what
causes mae £6 ring you up;” continued the
Greylriars ventriloquist. “I am afraid
our meetings have not been- altogether
happy in the past, sir!”
“Huh! Indeed they
snorted the baronet, .
“T am afraid tH3 boys in my Form
have freguently been 8 great nuisance to
sonr.””
*a I am glad to hear you admit it, Mr.
Queleh,” camo back Sir Hilton's gruff
voiee, “If vou would only ﬂun‘*ﬂm
young cubs more often they might
becoma & little more respectful to their
elders.”
e metimes think that 13 true™
replied Bunter, bestowing a fat wink on
RE Micyer Lisrary.—No. 1,054,
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Skinner.
wondering latel
not arrived when we should
understand each other better.”

“Huyh! What, whatl" said
baronet, evidently a little puzzled,

“I am ringing up to ask you whether
you would care to dine with me
to-morrow at seven.”

“Ha! Dinoer with you to-morrow,
hey 7 repeated Sir Hilton, thawing a
little., *That's rather good of you, sirl
But what the—"

“1 am sure a frank talk on the sub-
ject of the boys in my charge over the
dinner-table can only do good!” saud
Bunter, interrupting the old martinet.

“An excellent 1dea!™ agreed the
baronet. “Gad, sir! I have a lot to
tell you about yvour boys! I must say
this Invitation is—hal—a little swr-
prising, but 1 shall certainly come,
Thank you, Mr. Quelch ™

Bir ilton Popper rang off,
Bunter replaced the receiver.

“Everything O0.K.!" asked Skinner
eagerly.

“0Of course,” sald Bunter, with a [at
smirk. *The old boy fell for it like
a lamb] I zay, you fellows, don't you
think I did that rgther well ¥

“First rate!” said Skinner, “Still,
we mustn’t waste time, you know,
Lot's get through to Cobb of the Cross
Keoys, now!”

Bunter chuckled, and picked up the
receiver again.

For some little time after that, Dunter
was kept busy at the telephone. In
turn, he got through to Mr. Cobb, the
landlord of the Cross Keoys, Mr,
Lazarus, the szecond-hand dealer, Mr.
Coots, the grocer, Mr. Mobbs, the
master of the Fourth at Highclific
Bchool, and Inspector Grimes of Court-
field Police Station.

After that, he continued with Mr,
Bailes, the Courtfield athletic outfitter,
and guite s number of other local
tradesmyen,

Skinner's inventive geniug stood Lim
in good stead, for he had to supply
Bunter with a plausible story to suit
sach of these gentlemen, In the absence
of & comprehensible rcazon for it, most
of them would npaturally have been
suspicious of an invitation to dinner
with the Form master at Greyiriars.

Skinner's unagination, however, was
equal to the occasion. In the caso of
Mr. Cobb, for example, Skinner primed
Bunter to inform tho surprised inn-
kecper that he wanted an opportunity
of & quict talk with him on the subject
of racing,. He bhinted that' he was
thinking of opening an account with a
bookmaker, and if Mr. Cobb could
recommend him to a local man who
would act discreetly, he would like him
to come also, 2

Mr. Cobb, who alrecady made quite a
considerable amoupgt from the more
“gporting * element H.li]?ﬂig the olddr
boys at Greylriars, was highly gratified,
if rather surprised, at the prospect of
striking up a frmn;]shlp with one of the
masters, and he readily saccepted the
invitation.

At last Billy Bunter grew tired.

“Y say, you fellows, I'in finished " he
gaid pati';eticu.ﬂ:f. “If I go on a
{onger without a snack, I'm surc I shall
faint.”

“I should think you're gsatisfied by

now, aren't vyou, Skinner?” said
Bolsover. “We've put nearly three
hnb‘f. worth of coppers into that slot, so
far!
“If all the old fogics turn up, it'll be
waorth that to seo Quelchy's facel”
grinned- Bkinner. " Anyway, I should
think wo've gone far enough now.”

“Anyhow, sir, T have been
whether the timne has
try to

the

atud

e ———

“Good ! said Bunter, rolling out of
the telephone-box, and stretching his fat
limbs with satisfaction. *Now, what
about that feed, you chaps

“Do you think the porker- deserves
anything 1* asked Bolsover of Skinner,

Bunter's litile &gﬂa hegan to dilate
with horror at the thought that he
might yet be cheated of his reward;
but, to his relief, Skinner answered:

“ Better dub up, I supposc. He has
been_useful, after all I

“Well, he can go and stuff on his
own, then!” snorted Beolsover, “I'm
not cating now. Here you ave, Fatty 1"

Bunter grunted, but pocketed the
proffered half-crown with avidity, -

Ho remained witn his Form-mates
cxactly one minute longer fo receive
Skinner's half-crdwn, then he rolled
away from them, and made a bee-line
for Chunkley’'s Stores,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
An Essay Competition !

H crumbs ™

That remark
from Billy Bunter.

He had been in Chunkloy’s
Storcs uxacti}):ﬂﬁre minutes, and during
that period had szeen no sign of the
new Tuck Department which Skinner
had mentioned.

Chunkley’s Stores, in Cowrtficld, cor-
responded to the great departmental
stores of London.  Anything that a
human bheing might want—from a
packet of pins to a motor-car—was
obtainable at Chunkley's. It was pro-
bably a great convenience to the inhabi-
tants of the town to have such a variety
of goods housed under ome roof, but
Billy Bunter found it very confusing.

He had rolled in through the main
cntrance, and passed through art-
inents labelled Perfumery, Stationery
Boots and Shoes, Ironmongery, Art, and
Vegotables.

Lhen he had found that he was back
at his starting-point again, Hence the
exclamation :

“{Oh erumbs !™

Bunier blinked around lum quile
wrathfully. He was fecling the gnaw-
ing pangs of hunger, and it was very
annoring to the Owl to encounter any
difficulty in Gnding where the eatables
were kept. Apart from the Catering
Department he had no interest whatever
in Chunkley's Btores.

“Can o anything for you, sir?”

A very supcrior person, in all the
glory of & talled coat and while spats
azked that question as the puzzled Re-
movite stared round in a vain secarch for
provender.

“About time somehody attended to
me, I should think!” said DBuonter
peevishly. *I want your Tuck Depart-
memt.”

“This way, sir, if you please !"

The superise person, who was
ovidently a shopwalker, swept down the
aisle where Bunter was standing, and
the fat junior followed him,

They passed through TPerluinery,
Stationery, and Boots and Shocs; then
the shopwalksr turnced off into » part
which Bunter had missed beforve,

“Mr, Wing,” called out ithe shop-
walker, “please attend to this youug
gentleman 17 Z :

Bunter stared around him in astonish-
ment. There was no sign of tuck in the
sense that Bunter had intended. In
cvery  direction geese, cbickens, and
vabbits abounded: but notliing was
cooked, and oven Bunter drew the line
at consuming a raw fowl. It scemed
that he wa¢ in the Pouliry Department.

1Y
emanated
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“ Wharton ! ** rapped out Mr. Quelch.
vould you 7 ** shouted the enraged Mr. Lazarus.

|

** Please fete
** Then take that

some of the Iirefants and bave this person faken away ! *'
* And, eluding the horriled Wharton’s grasp, he

/

A1

“ Ah,

brought down his umbrella on Mr. Quelch’s shoulders with a loud thwack. (See Chapler 6.)

“Good-alternoon, sir!”  said Mr,
Wing, advancing to the counter.
“What can I show you, sizi¥"”

“"The young gentleman wishes to pue-

chase a duck,” explained Buonter's
guide.

“Duck!” howled Bunter. “0Oh, my
Lat! I didn't say duck, you silly ass!

I said tuck-—T U C K—tuck, you know !”
'The shopwalker had turned a little

pink. It was rather disconcerting to be

valled & silly ass by a schoolboy.

“I misonderstoed wyou!” he
ehortly. “Como this way, please!”

He swept off agein, and Bunter rolled
after him. Burely he had made it clear
now |

Dut apparently he had not. This time
ithe shopwalker conducted him to the
Tailoring Department, and waved for-
ward & young man whaose distinguish-
ing featura was a tape measure hung
over his shoulders,

Billy Bunter blinked furiously around
him. Here again thoro was no sign of
the comoestibles he so badly wanted,

“YWhere the dickens have you brought
mo o now " he hooted, “I said the
Tuck Department, not the Tailoring
Departinent

“Any tuck von reguire will be dealt
with in thizs department,” replied the
shopwalker frigidly.

Willy Dunter stared.

“WWell, 1 must say you've gol a Innny
way of daing things here,” lie com-
mented. 80, 1f this 13 ithe right
departent, you can take my ovder.”

“Yes, sir!” zaid the gentlomman with
the tape moasur:. I

said

“1 am ready, sir!
Bunter considered for 8 moment.
“Well, then, bring me half a dozen

racringues, half a dozen jam-pufls, and

a bottle of gingor-pop to begin with !

ha zaid.

The two men jumped.

“D-did you say jam-pufls? murmuaeed
iho shopwalker, the pink hwe in his
cherlks deoponing te red with anger,

which Bunter was at a loss to under-
shand.

“That's right!” said Bunter.
not i

“1 hope this is not a practical joke,
young man!"  said the shopwalker
severcly, dropping the “sir " now,

* P-practical joke?”

“[ understood you to say you wanted
the tuck department!”

“8Bo I do!” howled Bunter.

“All pleats and tucks and alterations
to clatbing are managed by our tailor
ing department. If you really want a
luck in ofe of your garments, this is
wheore the matter will be dealt with.”

Billy Bunter stared at Chunkley's men
speechlessly. It had not ccrurred to him
that the word “tuck ” would convey any
meaning other than the meauning be
himnself attached 1o it “Tuck ™ tg
Bunter mwant Imeat-pics, ]mm-pﬂttl‘us,
jani-pufls, doughnuts, preserved fruits,
or any olher kind of comestible,
“Tuek " to {,‘hun'l-:llc:."s was evidently o
tatloving  term—and o tailoring térm
only.

“My only hat!” ga.:;:{!{l Bunter at
last,  ““Ho, he, het ‘oll, you're a
contple of aszses, and noe mistakel When
T said 1he tock department T wns re-
ferving to grub, Grub, you know!
Towmmy—f{ood! Den't you seel”™

Tho tailoring assistant grinned and
turned away. ‘I'he shopwalker, who was
evidently annoyed at Bunter's manner,
didd not appreciate the humour of the
situation, however, and he merely indi-
cuted his understanding by a stiff nod.

“This shows the dnugt—:r of usin
slang terms, young manl” he remarke:
in very lofty tones. * The noew cafe, if
ihat is what you want, is on the firs
Hoor. Thoe lift is over there !

He marched away in high dudgeon;
and Punter, with o fat chuckle, rolled
over to the lift.

The Owl of the Remove went up in

“Why

tho lift, and, stopping at the first floor,
entered the real tuck departmoent ab last,

It was still rather early wn the after-
noon, and he did not have to wait moro
than a couple of minutez before the
waitress had brought him an array of

pastries, cakes, and delicacies that
caused hiz fat face to beam with
satisfaction.

“Is that allt™ asked the waitress,
withh an iromy that wos compleiely
wasted on her fat customer.

“Phat's  all for the moment,"

answered Billy Bunter between muuti_tv
fuls of currant-cake. “ By Jove! This
cake is prime|”

The waitress walked away, and from
a distance continued to wateh in won-
derment plate after plate of provender
disappearing with ' emmazing speed into
Bunter's capacious mouth.

Doubtless ile girl cncountered all
kinds of caters in the course of her
employment, but 1t was reasonably cer-
tain ghat no enstomer sho had ever met
conld have equalled Billy Bunter in tho
rapidity with which he devoured tho
good things before him,  The feast
melted away like snow  Lefore the
summer sun, and within a very short
space of time Billy Bunter was tuefully
regarding & bare table again

“I sav, miss, how much doos that lot
come to?' he asked.

“ Four-and-fourpence,” answered the
waitress, looking ot Bunier as if she
wore wmesmerised.

“Hm!” murmured the Owl thought
fully. “May as well blue the rest, I
SUPPOse, Ilow much are your
donghnuts*"

“i'wopenee each.”™

“Pring me four, then, and I'll {ll wp
on those,” said Bunter. i

o

“Four donghnuts?”
waitpess incredulously, .
Bunter nodded; end the gl went oft
&0 fulfil the order, looking auite blank,
Tee Maaxer LisrarY.—No. 1,064
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Bunter was evidently something en-
tirely naw to her.

The doughnuts were soon dis of ;
then fat junior, with a faint grunt
of satisfaction, le back in tle chair
and took his ease for an interval,

Billy Bunter was fond of the sound
of his own voice, and ha would have
been glad if Skinner and Bolsover had
remained with him,

Those two youths, however, were
probably at Friardale by this tln‘JCi,eﬂﬂ
that was 1mpossible, and Chunkley’'s
Cafe was devoid of chstomers on whom
Bunter might have inflicted his conversa-
tional pawers.

For once in a way, therefors, Bunter

lleg in a few minutes reading.

& was & nawspaper lying on o
neighbouring chajr, and the fat Euniﬂr
opened this and glanced through it.

It waa tha current copy of a local
paper called the “Courtfield Express,”
which recorded the week's events every
Saturday.

Billy Bunter took little or no interest
in the affairs of Courtheld and distriet,
and he yawned as he turned over the

pages.

g‘f}w and again Billy Bunter's little
eyes gleamed for & moment as ‘they fell
on an advertisement for somebody’s
delicious pork-pies, or somebody else's
prime sausages., For the most part,
however, Bynter found the paper de-
cidedly uninteresting. :

He was on the point of throwing. it
awsy in disgust, when he was attracted
by an anpouncement in big letters on
the lust sheet.

It began:

“£10 10s. FOR YOU ™

Bunter proceeded to read that notice
with & great deal of interest. The idea
of ten guineas for William George

ter made that fat junior feel quite
giddy for a moment.

“In order to encourage the study of
logcal history,” rap the announcement,
““we are offering the sum of ten guineas
to_the lady or g;ntleman who, in the
opinion of the judges, sends in the best
essay on any episodes in the history of
Courtfield and the surrounding district.”

Then followed details as to the ﬂiﬂﬁillg'

dafe, the approximate length require
in t-ih} essays, and other matters con-
nected with the competition.

The Kopeful look which had come into
Bunter's eyes when he read the head-
ing died out again as he read what had
to be done to win the prize,

Tent guineas was a very useful sum of
money,

Billy Bunter tried to work out roughl
how many jam-puffs the money wpul
buy, and although his mathematical
genius was not developed sufficiently to
engble him to complete the calculation,
he could uynderstand without the aid of
arithmetic that the number would be
considerable.

“My word!
Bunter,

He broke off. Truoe, the competition
was being run by a small, unimportant
newspaper, and the standard of the
essays submitted would not be high.
That staodard, however, would sba
sufficiently high to leave Bunter quite
-:-utc]u;ecg

Bunter would have been the last
person in the waorld to admit that he was
deficient ino those gualities which go to
make a good essay writer—or in any
other gqualities, if 1t came o that—but
in hisg heart of hearts he knew well
enough that English was not his strong
point.

Tie Macxer Lierary.—No. 1,054,

If only—" murmured

Bunter's grammar was, o put b
mildly, slovenly, while his spelling
would have disgraced a fag n the
Second Form.

In addition to these two drawbacks, he
had no knowledge whatever of local
history,

Altggether, Bunter's chances of win-
mng that prize seemed very remote.

“Rotten I murmured Bunter, 1
don’t know why they couldn’t give the
prize for the ﬁa&t coglkin recige, 0r
something. I suppose if I'd bedh a
rotten scholarship cad, like Linlaey,
instead of a gentleman, I could have

haﬁged it 1™
e read through the rules again
ruminating on o strabge ways o
modern journalism, It was really too
bad that newspapers should deliberately
encourage “‘swots” with ten-guinea
prizes and leave “gentlemen® out in
the cold.
“1 wonder—"
Billy Bunter shook his head dubiously.
For & moment he. had wondered
whether Mark Linley, the scholarship
cad,” might be induced to collaborate
with him i1n an essay for entry in the
competition, On ideration, how-
ever, Bunter realised that the
"_-cnlinhﬂrnl:iun * would be a rather one-
sided affair, necessitating the entire
work being done by Linley. Tt was
doubtiul whether such an arrangement
would meet with the Lancashire lad’s
approval.
lowever, there could be no harm in
trying, and consequently, when Bunter

rose and paid his bill, he dpichad up the
“Courthield Express ” and took it away
with him.

And all the way out of Chunkley's
Stores Billy Bunter continued fo

murmgr:
“Ten guineas! If only!®

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Mr. Queleh’s Visitors !

{3 OODEFENING, young
G shentlemen !
Harry Wharton and Bob

] Cherry looked round in some
SUrprise.
It wgs the evening of the ia
in% Skjoner's visit to Courtfield.
ha two Removites were just about to
mount the stairs leading up to the
Remove passage when the remark fell
on their ears. The accent was such asg
was rarely heard at Greyiriars, and the
two Removites wondered for a moment
who the speaker could be,
“Why, 1t's Me., Lazarus!” exclaimed

follow.

the skipper of the Remove. * What the
dickens——"
Harry Wharton was rather betbor

ﬂ-c-?uaintﬂd with Mr. ILazarus’ son,
Solly, who played football for a Court-
field Council Sehool team, than with
Mr. Lazarus himself, However, he
turned hack and nodded cordially.

“Is there anything we can do for
yvou 17 he asked courteously.

“Indecd there ith, Master Vharlon !™
zaid the Courtfield sccond-hand dealer,
with an expansive smile. “T vant 1o be
shown to Mr. Quelch, if you pleathe 1™

Wharton and Cherry could hardl
avoid looking a little astonishod. ﬂ
was difficult to imagine Mr. Lazarus
having business dealings with the
master of the Remove, dnd even more
difficult to imagine that the call was a
friendly one. %Jn Lazarus was quilo
an amiable gentleman in his way, but
his way was not Mr. Queleh’s way, nor
were his  thoughts Mr.  Quelch's
thoughts, so to speak.

Still, it was no business of thoirs.

“ Don't waik for me, Bob,” said Marry

I\?a};i;u“:.l!" “Tl1} hop along with Mr.

Bob Cherry nodded and continued u
the Bt_.ni:s,_ am} Wdﬁnrmu moved off 15
the direction of Maftarn" Passage, fol-
lowed by the al visitor,

T can't say whether Mr. Quelch is in
his foom at present” said Harry
Whastdn, as thoy turned into Masters
FPassage, H&Eﬂﬁﬂﬂlﬁﬂ has dinner
with the Head ft evening, I know."

“WVell, he ain’t having dinner with the
Head to-night,” said Mr. Lazarus, with
& chuckle. “Mr, Quelch invited me to
dinner with him, ath a matter of fact!”

Harry Wharton staged.

“*In-invited you to er "

“Yeth! He vants to arrange sbout
selling some of his furniture,” explained
Mr. Lazarus. .

“H.zelling soma of hiz furniture !”
stuttered the captain of the Remove.
“But he hasn't any at the school, apart
from that in his rpom i .

“Vell, that's vat he saidy” replied Mr.
Lazarus, with a shrug. “Anyvay, your
schoolmaster has & to dinner,
and here I am, ready for it1¥

Harry Wharton hesitated, hard'lry
knowing whether to tap on Mr. Quelch’s
door or not. If Mr. Quelch really had
invited the old dealen, then he eculd
only conclude that Mx, Quelch had sud-
denly taken leave of his senses,

. However, Mr, rya seemed to be
sincere enough in his idea, and under
the circumstances the only thing to do
was to trot him into Mr. Quﬁﬁ-.h and
see what happened.

-‘Harry Wharton thergfore rapped on

the door of Mr, QHIEIELEEJ TOoom,
. There was a busy clicking going on
ingide the room, indicating that the
Remove Form-mester was engaged on
his famous “ History of Greyiriars.”
Judging by that sound, Mr. Quelch cer-
tainly was not anticipating entertaining
anybody to dinner.

* Come in 1"

Wharton entered, with the
Enr;;ly little Jewish gentleman at his
aels, ;
Mr. Quelch was seated at his desk,
typing. The desk was littered with
freshly-typed sheets of paper, and other
papers and books were strewn about the
room in some diﬁordan It was evident
that Mr. Quelch had been working hard.
“Mr. Lazarus to see you, sir!” said

Harry.

“Mr. Lazarus "

Mr. Quelch glanced up blankly.

“To see me, did you say, Wharton "

He rose to his feet, and the expression
of bewilderment on his faco increased
as Mr. Lazarus shook him warmly by
tho hand.

“ Pleathed to mect you, Mr. Quelch!”
said Mr. Lazarus. “ Very kind of you
to invite me to dinner te-night

Mr. Quelch jumped.

“Invite yon to dinner 7 he exclaimed,
dumbiounded.

“ Nozzing like a good meal to help a
deal through,” said Mr, Lazarus,
depositing his hat on the table and
making himself comflortable in a chair,

Wharton was about to leave, but Mr.
Qualeh signalled him back.

“There seems to be some extra-
ordinary mistake here,” he said, turning
to Mr. Lazarus. “I am Mr. Quelech,
master of the Remove Form at thia
school. I assume that you have como
hero by mistake.”

he dealer rose again, tho fat smile
leaving hiz faca as he observed his host's
frigid demeanaur.

A Mr. Queleh | That's vight ! You are
the shentleman I have come to see. I
am here to dinner with you, and to talk
ahout the furniture you vish to =sell.”

“Furniture [ repeated Mr. Queleh,
Liiz #yes almost starting from his head.
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“] am at a loss to understand you, my
good sir |” i |
: 't you remembar ringing. me up
ii'mdﬂ.m and inviting me to come
e, then1" asked Mr. Lazarus, looking
surprised in his turn. i \
I remember nothing of the kind!'
said Mr. Quelch tartly. " Wharton,
please conduct this person off the
preémises.”
There was & howl of rage from Mr.

ua.

“My gootness! And think I
come a'llsthia distance to g:_uahnw off
the premises? Vy do you tink I come
here, then, you big, ugly schoolmaster ?”

Mr.Quelch turned quite red. It was
the first tima in his life that he had been
called a big, ugly schoolmaster.

“Moderate your language, my good
man " he =aid, as calmly as he could.
“ And pleass tanva this room at once [

“(Clome along, Mr. Lazarus,” said
Harry Wharton. “You've evidently
made & mistake.”

“Mistake!” hooted Mr. Lazarus
angrilv. “Did I not hear this school-
master on the telephons with own
ears? I tell you I make no mistake !”

“But 1 have never spoken to you 1n
my life!” said Mr. Quelch, raising his
voice. " How dare you say I had a tele-
phone conversation with you !”

Mr. Lazarus rolled his eyes about in

Bge.
“But T do?" he howled. “Ith there.
then, anozzer with your veiee? I tell
you I make no mistake.” v
“I do not wish to argue with you!
rapped out Mr. Quelch. “Please po, or
1 will have you forcibly ejected!
"“And there ith no dinner for me,
after I valk all this vay 7" wailed Mr.
Lazarns. “Hcoundrel that you are to
‘i"t#lﬁr j:' ﬁ:n’u time !
at !
M. glch orimsoned with wrath.
“Whﬂan, please fetech some- of tho
prefects, and have this person taken

l-‘li'._li'l" he ground out. e

h, ld yout”
Iazarus. “.?%han

take that!”

And, eluding the horrificd Wharton's
grasp, he brought down his umbrella
on Mr. Quelch's ‘shoulder with & loud
thwack.

For a moment, the Remove Form
master seemed too paralysed with anger
and astonishment to act,
hﬂutdWhED hﬁ;did recover himself lu;
showed an aghlity surprising in one o
his years. ‘ﬁm%‘ng round, he warded
off a second blow, then snatched the
umbrella from his opponent’s hand and
gpized him firmly by the scruff of the

I

neok.
“Please ohtain hel Wharton "
gasped Mr. Quelech. “Upon my word,

I have a good mind to summon the
police. NWever have I heard of such a
monstrous and unprovoked aszault!”
tE ry Wharton darted out of the
study.

He was just in time to ron full tilt
into Trotter, the page, and the pompous
form of Bir Hilton gnppur.

Trotter was nimble enough to dodge
iny timé, but tho barenot caught the full
brunt of the attack.

Craszh!

For onc dizzy moment Sir Hilton
Popper . and Harry Wharton whirled
round in fond embermee: then, with a
terrific concussion, they orashed to the

HEW!”

"Oooch! Good gad!™

Doors opened all down the passage at

the sound of that great fell, and the
faces of sovoral mastors Jooked out.

f0ht  Gad! gasped 8ir Hilton
Popper. “You young villain! T

have you flogged for thiz, you manner-
lesz young whelp!”

by you, sir!" roared

Harry Wharton, gaspinfdﬁimself from

the impact, helped the old martinet to
his feet, and Sir Hilton, his faco the
colour of & boiled lobster, glared at him

with 8 glare that ought to bave
shrivelled him up.
“Quite a crowd Rad begun to assemble,

Juniors running up from all dircctions
to find out the eause of -the unususl
hubbub in the master’s quarters.

“8how me to, Mr. Quelch!” roared the
baronet. *And you come with me!”
he sdded, gripping Harry Wharton by
the shoulder. i

Trotter led the way into the Romove
master's room, and the trio entered,
the crowd following them as far as the
door. :

There was & buzz of oxcitement as
the juniors saw, .through the
the extraordinar :fectl.n]'a of Mr.
%uﬂhh holdin r. Lazarus firmly by
the scruff of ﬁm neck. =

“ What tho merry dickens——"

“Loock at Quelchy 1™

“Great pip! He's scrapping with old
Lazarus!” :

_ Bolsover and Skinner and Bunter had
joined tho crowd, and they watched the
prni:-eédmis_mth the utmost interecst.

Bunter had beon warned by the other
two that one word from him to the
crowd would result in his immediato
slanghter, and for once, therefore, his
fat chin rested, though he longed to
tell all he know aliout the affair.

Inside the study, Bir Hilton Popper
was fairly dancing with rage,

“I demand that you flog this young
rascal at once!” he spluttered.

Mr. Quelch released Mr. Lazarus and
faced his second visitor.

. “Bir Hilton Popper!” ho glaged.
"_'i'n:]}ut ever brings you here, my dear
ir ¥’

“] have come to dinner, as requestod
the baronet. “I
have reccived the kind of welcome I
might have expected hore—this young
villain has howled me over ocutside your
very door!” d

“You—you have como to dinner with
me?¥ stuttered Mr. Quelch faintly.
“ What—" .

“I suppose you are nol going to deny
inviting me, are yout” h the lord
of Popper Court. ;

My, Quelch locked at him help-

lessly.

"ﬁ”uli, gir 7" roared Bir Hilton Pop-
per. " Are you deaf, or silly, or bothI™

The crowd outside chortled.  This
was as good an entertainment as had
ever been seen in Mastors passage.

“(Calm yoursclf, my dear sir,” said
Mr. Qual-:ﬁ icily, as he began to recover
his composure. “I ocan assure you that
T should not think of inviting you here
to dinner.”

8ir Hilton Popper greeted that
remark with a snort of disgust.
“A trick, by gad!” he howled. "A

trick to fool me! I might have known
what to expect from Greyfriars! Tricked
hyd?lz idiot of a schoolmaster! Good
B .J"
Ig:Thun:« baronet stampod up and down,
rhaking his fsts in the air, and growling
like an angry bear. i

“ Haz everybody taken leave of their
sonsos T demanded Mr, Queleh, address-
ing i‘panc. “8ir Hilton Popper, I'm
afraid you have boeen drinking!” )
d_g‘h_ail. a3 Bob Cherry cxpressed it
id 1t

If Sir Hilton Popper had rescmbled
a hear before., he resemibled a whole
menagerie of bears now ! '

He raved and fumed and stormed
and shouted abuse, until the onlockers
Lbogan soriously to wondor whether he
would break a blood-vessel

It was in the middle of -all this that
a fresh arrival camo on the scene,

deorway,

a2

b S Bl e

The heavy figure of Inspectar Grixies,
“of the Courtfield Police, moved through
the crowd, and walked through into
the room. .

“Mr. Quelch here? Ah; thank you
for your invitation, siri Here I am!"

" Another invitation!” shurmured
M:. Quelch, turning quite giddy for =
moment. “ B-blesas my soul!”

; Sut Inspector Grimes was not the
ast,

There was a hubbub smong the crowd
in ' the passage, md_thgfp in Mr.
Queléch’s room could hear a roar of
Iu?gghtar. ad

e my gi aunt !

S e

“From. the Cross 8, you know!’

':A.nd Banks, the bml:ier!” _

‘And they've come to dinner with
Quelchy 1""

“Ha, ha, hai" _ ;

Messrs, Cobb and Banks edged their
way through the crowd, very much sur-
E:mad at the commotion their arrival

d_caused,
* Now, whero's this "ere Quelch "™ de-
meanded Cobb. "“We've got an

invite here to-night, you young gents;
80 jest you make way, there!"

“And none of your larks, mneither'!”
added Mr. Banks suspiciously.

“"Make way for the guests, you
chaps 1"

:“Eifwa to one, bar one ! yelled Snoop.

Ha, ha, hat”

Mr. Quelch, at the sight of the latest
arrivals, reeled against the mantelpieco,
It seemed to him for a little while that
the whole world had indeed gone mad.

*Are you the old covey?" asked Mr.
Danks, extending lwbeaf:.r hand.
‘Shake! And thanks for the invita-
tion—eh, Cobb?"

There was a fresh roar from the

“3till they come! My only hat!”
“It's old Mobby, from Higheliffe "
And Coots, the grocer!®

“Ha, ha, ha|”

“And DBailes, the outfitter 17

~He, hs, ha!”

‘It's & jape, by Jovel™

The affair had by now attsioned tho
dimensions of a riot., Half the achool
was wedged in Mastors” Passa snd
juniors and seniors alike wemlﬁﬂ
with laughter,

The other masters did their best to
obtain some kind of order, but the task
was too great.

Inside Mr. Quelch’s roem an angr
and heated crowd of diuppuin%si
guests wers arguing and ticulating,
and comparing notes, and noise was
almost az great as in the passage.

“Bilence !" roarcd the u.ni'.m!l- v Re-
move master repealedly. '];‘lnna.
pleass be silent for & minute t”

At last the clamour began to die
down a little, and a few minutes Iater,
it becamo possible to speak and be

heard.

“Gentlamen!"” said Mr. Quelch,
addressing the mixed crowd that sur-
rounded him, "1 am wery gorry indeed
that your time has been wasted in this

unfortunate afaic.”

There was a growl from the gentle-
men.  They were in full agrecment
with him on that point,

“I wish to say," continued Mr.
Quelch, “that I did not telephone any
one of you yesterday, and it would
therefore np}l:eu.:r that the invitations
were the work of a practical joker.”

Another angry growl.

“I need hardly say,” said the Re-
move master, his gimlet eves gleaming,
“that T shall not rest umtil tfl per
trators of the outrage are u:'li.|=u.'m!.-e:m-l-£ﬁ

Tue MagyeT Liprany.—No, 1,054,
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Billy BmEﬂé listening out in the
passage, quaked.

"\‘(ﬁ:‘:n they are discovered, I can
promise you that the severest punish-
ment will?ha meted out to them.”

“Oh 'lor’ 1" murmured the Owl.

“In the meantime, I can only regret
the inconvenience caused you, and ask
you to leave me to deal with the
matter,” concluded Mr. Quelch.

And with that he sat down and
waited for the unwelcome visitors to
&ﬁi}art‘.

‘hey duly departed—but not before
each and every one of them had ex-
pressed himself. in no uncertain terms
on the subject of the manners of Gm;,'-
frisrs in' general, and matters n
particular.

And by the time the last had left,
Mr. Quelch was positively grinding his
teeth with rage and chagrin.

Skinner's jape had been a greater
success than even the cad of the He-
move had expecied. But there was a
shock in store for Harold Skinner if he
thought he had heard the last of his
great wheeze,

— —

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Bunier Keeps It Dark !

£ 0 you think we're safe,
S Skinney ¥ 1
VPercy Bolsover asked that

question rather, uneasily,

An hour had passed since Mr.
Quelch's guests had shaken the dust of
Greyfriars from their fect.

But though they were gone they were
by no means forgotten. ;

The entire school, from the inkiest fag
of the Second up to the stateliest senior
of the Sixth, tn}jkﬂd of nothing else but
the tremendous jape that some person or
persons unknown, had perpetrated on
the Remove Form master, Even the
mutersi in their sanctumn sanctorum, the
Masters’ Common-room, discussed it at
some length,

In fact, the jape had attracted rather
mora attention than Skinner .and his
fellow-plgtters desired. Hence the un-
easiness that i lled Balsover to drop
in to SBkinner's study and hear what
that humorous junior thought about it.

Skinner was not looking particularly
cheerful over the success of his efforts

as Bolsover put his question.

“1 don't know that 1 do feel alto-
gether aafe,” he replied, a little
gloamil

"Weii it won't be my first licking,
anyway !” grunted Bolsover. “And, 1
maust say, ‘gl-l:mncjf, the whole thing was
a howling sucecess!™

“Oh, rather! Quelchy has never had
such a shock in his lifel”

“His face was worth a guinea a box!"
grinned Bolsover,

The two plotters chuckled at the recol-
lection of the unusual procession of
local celebrities that had visited Mr.
Quelch that evening.

“I should feel as safe as houses, if
wa were the only two concerned in the
stunt,” sald Skinner, becoming scrious
again.

" 2o sl}mﬂd I, agreed DBolsover.

ub—'

Skinner nodded.

“Just sol There's Bunier to con-
sider | ] S

“Pity we had to bring him into it!”
growled Bolsover.

“No use crying over spilt milk!”
Skinner remarked philosophically, *We
had to bring him in, or call off the
jape. And you must admit he did well
on the tclephone.™

“Agread !” chuckled Bolsover. "It
Tuae Maaxer Lisrary.—No. 1,064,
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was worth feeding the brute to hear him
taking off old Quelchy!”

“The thing that's troubling me,” said
Skinner, “is that I'm afraid old Quelch
will remember Bunter's gilt for imita-
ting volces.™

Bolsover nodded thoughtfully.

“We won't stand a dog's chance, in
that case,” he remarked. “That 1is,
unless we can terrify Bunter into keep-
completely mum,  whatever
happens.” ;

“Wa might do that. But he's such a
fat fool—— Hallo,.talk of the angels!

While Bkinner was speaking, Billy
Bunter had uncéremoniously rolled into
the study, X
. "I say, you fellows!” he said, blink-
ing uneasily at the two Removites
“I've come to ask you about that jape.
If anything loaks out, I suppose it's
understood that I had nothing to do
with it 3"
~ “What|" yelled Bolsover and Skinner
I unIson:

“After all, 8kinney,” continued
Bunter, “you dragged me into it, you
know. I told you at the time it was not
quite the thing, from my point of
view."

“And your point of view jolly soon
changed when we offered you five bob’s
worth of tuck!” grinned Bolsover,
“Den't you worry, you fat tulipl If
there's any row coming, you're going
to be well in it ™

Billy Bunter groaned.

“Doasts! say, you kuow, old
%quchjr's like a blessed raging lion over
this, If he finds ocut, we're in for a
foarful row! ol

“And that's a jolly good reason why
he shouldn't Gnd out!” snapped Skinner.
“If you'll only keep your mouth shut,
you fat idiot, ho can nover get any
evidence that we had anything to do
with it.”

“That's so, fatty!” chimed in Bol-
sover. " If only to save your own skin,
vou'd better not breathe a word to any-
ono about this bizney.”

“What's more,"” said Bkinner, an ugly
lock appearing in his oyes, ““if you do
Ei‘-‘ﬂ the game away this time you'll

ave to answer to us, as well as the
Quelech bird [

“ O 1™

“We'll slaughter you, you fat toad!”
§rnwlm:'l Bolsover, bestowing a ferocious
ook on the Owl of the Remove. ™ That's
a tip!®

“0h, really, Bolsover! Is that all the
gratitude I got for helping you out with
your beastly Jﬁpu?"

“All wyon deserve,” said Balsover
grufly. “Mind, if you let out & word
you're for 1"

.“0h, 1 shall keep mum all right!*
said Bunter loftily. **No need to worry
Ebnﬂ:t- that, you chaps! I shall keep it

ard 1™

“You'd better,” growled Bolsover.
“Look ‘out for squalls if you don’t,
that's all I

At this moment there came an inter-
ruption, in the form of a kick at the
study door.

“ Bunter in there 1" boomed the power-
ful voice of Bob Cherry, outside.

The next moment the speaker entered,

“"Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here you are,
then! Quelchy sent me fo find you at
once, Bunter!”

“M-m-me!” stuttered Bunter, his
podgy face blanching. =
“¥Yes, you, you. fat pippin! DBetter

stuff your bags with exercise-books, he's
in the tantrums!”
“Ww-w-what does h
asked Bunter, hia teet
with fear. ]
“Goodness knows. Buzz off quickly,
though, before he bursts a boiler!"”

w-want mo for "
almost chattering

Skinner and Bolsover exchanged a
quick look as the trembling Owl rolled
out of the study. PEoth guessed that the
summons was connected with their great
ape. But they could dg nothing except

opa for the besty and they allowed
Bunter fo gb without further warnings,

In f??r and trembling, Billy Bunter
made hizs way fo Mr. Quelch’s study.
Iis fat knees were fairly knocking to-
gether by the time he arrived at that
dreaded apartment.

The door of Mr. Quelch’s room was
open, and as ho rolled along Masters'
Passage Bunter could see the Remove
Form master pacing up and down, with
fury written on his lean face,

“Ah, Bunter!" rasped Mr. Qualch,
spotting the reluctant Owl through the
doorway. “Come in, and close the door
behind you !

With an audible groan Bunter obeyed
the command.

Mr. Quelch glared at Bunter with
a truly dreadful glars for some seconds,
then he burst out with: '

“A disgraceful practical joke has been
played on me this evening 1]”

“¥-y-you don’t say so, sir!” gasped
the unhappy Bunter.

" A number of gentlemen were invited
here to an imaginary dinner with me to-
night, and I have been put to great
inconvenience and annoyance by their
arn;ra!j:“ W .

“I— @ wyou don't think—"
mumbled Blfl:ltm'.y

“Bilence ! I have since been thinking
over the matter, and have come to the
conclusion that the affair presents one
extraordinary feature.”

“D-d-does it, really,
the Owl.

“Thoe extraordinary feature is that
cach one of the gentlemen concerncd
was under the impression that he had
heard my voice on the telephene,”
ground out Mr. Quelch,

* W-w-ivhat a strange thing, sir 1"

air " stuttered

“Very strange indeed!™ zaid tha
Remove Form master, his face positively
working with rage. “Now, I believe

in the school

that you are the only b i
or imitating other

with a propensity
people’s voices ™
“N-n-nothing of the kind, sir!” said
Bunter, with a groan. “Any of the
fellows will tell you that I can't imitate
voices for nuts ™
“YWhat 1"

“When Bkinner put it to me I told
him that I couldn't imitate you, sir, if
I tried,” explained DBunter fuvnriafal;,u
*“Th-th-there’s a sort of rasping sound
ibﬂuf:, your wvoice, you know, sir, and

“You stupid boy!”™ rumbled Mr.
Queleh. “And what did Skinner do
after you had declined to help him in
this senseless prank 7"

“0Oh, really, sir! Skinner didn't ask
me at all, sir. T heard him tell Bolsover
that he had the highest respect for you,
fﬁ !ﬁnuldn’t thmg of japing you like

a

“So it was Bolsover, was it 1" roared
the irascible Mr. Quelch.

“Certainly not, sir!” gasped Bunter,
beginning to pgot in a paniec now.
oA ‘!.Ecm’ve got it all wrong, sir! Bolsover
nhsolutely declined to have anything to
do with it, sir,’

“You admit, then, that therea was a
plot?”

“N-n-not at all, sic! If you think we
went over to Courtfield to ring all thoze
people up you're mistaken, sir. Bolsover
and Bkinner just took me over to stand
meoe a feed in Chunkley's Btores.”

“8c you went to Courtfield?” de-
manded Mr. Quelch, his eyes burnmng
like live coals ndw,

“Wa didn't,” groancd Bunter,

“What "
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“ Oh, you rotiers [ ™

ihe fre.

“What I really meant to say was that
wo-didn’t go near Courtlield vesterday
sltornoon !’

“But you havé just said you did!™
roared Mr. Quelch,

“That wae only a figure of speech,
sir,” oxplained Bunter. *A—a—a kind
of metaphor, if you understand, sir.”

7 understand gunite well, Bunter,”
eaid Mr. Quelch,  ““that you, =and
Bolsover, and Bkinner plann this
practical jokg on your Form master and
execufed your plans at Courtfield yester-
day afternoon.”

“0Oh dear!" gasped Bunter. * W-what-
ever makes you think that, sir?”

“] presumc that this is an attempt at
revenge for the punishment I ad-
ministored the other dey,” continued
Mr. Quelch.

The Remove master's expression was
li;titﬂ terriiying now, for he was turming
the

¥

matter over in his mind, and begin-
ning really to apprecislo the enormity
ngainst him.
“M-may I go now, sir?” mumbled
“You may!” said Mr. Quelch un-
expéctedly. s
“Do not trouble to thank me ﬂf'
Bunter. You may go and felch l-
to thiz study as quickly as possible,”
“0Oh, lor' 1"
the room. i e
Bolsover and Bkinner were waiting at
Remove quarters, and they pounced on
the fat junior cagerly as he rolled to.
“Well, what did he want you forf"
snapped Bkinner.

of the offence that had been committ
Bunter.
“Thank you, =ir
sover and SBkinner, and return with themn
Billy ‘Bunter almost tottercd out of
the foot of the stairs loading up to the
wards them.
Bunter gave o deep groan.

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

Billy Bunter gave a yell as Skinner picked
The Owl of the Remove made a leap at the fi
papers, they burst

lace, but he was 100 late.
flames. (See Chapler

‘:I-—-I say, you fellows, the game's
"1- ‘il

-rwhlt!l:l

“You fat fool!"

“Quelchy wants you two to come back
with mc to his study at once,” said
Bunter wretchedly.

IF-:-la.m-ar snorted end Skinner turned
pate. . i
"pn vou sncaked, did you?®" hissed
Hkinnor.

“Of course not!” wmoened BPBunter.
“Tha beast seemed to read my thﬂug!:tta.

somehow. I kept it derk, all right

"Wait till I get my hands on §uu
afterwards, you fat toad!” growled
Bolsover.

“3h, really, DBolsovor——"

“That docsn't help us now!” said
Skinner, with a shiver. “We're in for
it this time, Bolsy, and no mistake!”

“Well, let's get in and get it over!”
grunted Bolsover.

And, with the sir of three condemned
eriminals, the Removites moved off in
i-hc:d direction of their Formi master's
stugy.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Bunier’s Liitle Ruse !

HE feud between Mr. Quclch and

I Skinner and his two allies

scemed, after the evening "of the
i’npe, to have ended in completo
vietory for Mr. Quelch.

It was true that Skinner & Co. bad
played a record jape on their Form
master, and to that oxtent they cer-
tainly had scored.

But that secmod insufficiont c:mnﬁcma*
tion for the interview that followed
Billy Bunter's unsuccessful attempts to
keep tho affair dark.

t. Quelch was more sngey than tho
Removites had ever seen him, and for

PRICE
r'WwOPENDHE.

uﬁa.ﬂmt of papers from the floor and hurled them Into

Tihutuhahantﬂ'm to reach for the

ten minutes the throe delinguents had lo
endura his bitter tongue, wondering alil
tho time what punishment was to follow,

They soon learnt—and the revelation
was not a pleasant one! Mr. Quelch
selected his best cane and laid it on well
and tml{; _ \

The three hapless japers considerod
that their previous “licking " at Mr.
Qualch's: hends had been gquitc bad
cnough, but, in comparizon with this,
tho' other was as moonlight -unto sun-
light, as water unto wine.

Loud snd long were tho lamentations
of Bkinner & Co. in Mr. Quelch’s study
that evening. And when at last the
irate Form master had completed his
task, they were foeling that the life of
& japer at Greyfriars really was not
worth living.

_To add to their misery, Mr. Quelch
imposed & thousand lines on each of tha
offenders. That seemed the last straw.

Billy Bunter was the first to leavo the
Form master's room, and he scuttled
awey in the direction of the Remove
%l.tlﬂ-ﬂt'! like a frightened rabbit. For

unter, with good reason, feared tho
wrath of Bolsover and 8kinner, and was
not anxious to meet them wntil they had
had & chanco to simmer down a litile.

Tho rest of the evening Billy Bunter
spent in Btudy No. 7, under the wing of

stor Todd, and although for a time lie
continued to bemoan his fate, le
brightened up before bed-time.

or the news that Bunter had been
chiefly responsible for the great jape
egainst £ ] quickly spread
through the Remave, and in & very
short timo the fat junior found himsclf
quito the hero of the hour. Before the
ovening was over many of the fellows
had dropped in to hear the full story of
the jape, and in the gxcitement-of his

(Continued on page 16.)
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(Continued from page 13.)

sudden popularity Bunter began fo
forget his painful intorview with My,
Qwelch.

Bolsover and Bkinner had not for-
gojten, howerver, and they gyed their fat
confederdte with baleful eves in the
dormitory that pight.  But they knew
that there would be trouble with the
rest of the Form if they started “rag-
ging " Bunter openly, so they postponed
the dvent, dnd mentally. vowed that
Bunter should suffer for his sins on the
Morrow. .

Billy Bunter, for his part, mentally
vowed that he would very carefully
svoid the society of his late sllies for a
time.

For the beat pars of the following day
ha succeeded™in doing this. Whenever
possible, he stuck to. Peter Todd, and
whenn his redoubtable study-mate was
not available, be locked himself in Study
No. T and “waded in™ to the task of
writing the thousand lines that Mr.
Quelch had given him,

Mr. Queleh required the lines delivered
in two instalments—the first half before
Saturday evening, and the second before
the following Wednesday evening, and
s0 well did Bunter get on with them that
ha had finished five bundred linee before
bed-time,

Having done this, the Owl, for the
first timge during the evening, issuced
forth warily from the study, and rolled
downstairs to deliver. the “impot” to
the Form master's room.

There was no anawer to the knock ke
geve on the door, so DRunter rolled in
withopt further adoe, and blinked round
the room to'see if anybody was in,

Mr. Quelch was not thera; and the fat
junior grunted. "Jt was very rarcly that
Bunter had any evidence of exgeptional
ingdustry to show his Form master, and
he rather wanted Mr. Quslech to ses thosa
lings before bed-time.

“Blow him !"” murmured the Owl dia-
respectinlly.. "8 I'd bettar have a
nose round the House and find him (™

Before proceeding to have a “nosa™
round the House, however, Billy Bunter
had & “nose ™ round the room. Tha
most inquisitive junior at Greyfriars
could not let such an opportunity as this
pas2 by.

He rummaged among the books and
papers on Mr, Quelch’s desk, but there
was nothing of a privete and confidential
nature, such . as” would have interested
Billy Bunter.

It was while glancing at n batch of
handwritten notes and typewritten
sheatza containin the most recont
chaptors  of .  Quelch’s famons
“Hastory .of Greyiriars” that Duntor
gava a sudden start.

"My only hat "

Ho read dne or two lines of the mann-
script, and his little oyes gleamed behind
his spectacles.

“My only hat! The very thing !"

iio-dived his hand inte his pocket and,
fishibg out a8 newspaper cutting from
among the . other contents, glanced
eagerly through it

“Ten guineas for the best essay on any

Tae Maoner Lipnary.—No, 1,054

episode or episodes in the Ifistory of
urtfield and distriet,” he muttered.

“Well, I suppose Greyfriars 15 in the

Courthield district, ain't it ?" .

He picked up Mr. Quelch’s manuseript
and perused it again, .

"'E[ ry VIII.'s encounter with the
Gray F¥riars.”' That's just the kind of
thing they want in their blessed com-
petition, I shauld think.” -

Billy Bunter's fat brain turned the
matter over.

“Ten guineas!” he murmured. “My
hat! I could do with that prize!"

It was obvious, even to Bunter, that

M. Quelch’s work would be of a higher
grade % most of the other competitors
in the “Courtfield Express * Essay Com-
petition. The chance that anybody elsc
would send in an essay better than a
chapter or two of Mr. Quelch’'s book was
remote indeed.  Bunter, thorefore,
righily surmised that if he submitted
somie of Mr. Quelch’s work, in his name,
his ]irmspcf:tﬁ of winning the prize were
excellent.
- Billy Bunter was not intentionally dis-
honost, but his ideas of meum and tuvm
were a little vague at times., In cases
like this, where something really worth
having was concerned, such ideas were
liable to disappear completely.

And that 12 what happened on this
ocoasion. After a little hesitation, Billy
Bunter guickly transferred Mr. Quelch’s
batch of paperss to his pocket, and
hurriedly quitted the room.  His impot
was gtill clutched in hiz hand, but he
had almost forgotten it at that moment.

“ After sll,” he muttered, as he rolled
off towards the Remove passage, "no-
body here reads the blessed rag, so if 1
win the prize, it's not likely to be
spotted. And, anyway, Quelchy’'s a
heast "

That last thought apparently satisfied
Bunter's conscience completely, and he
wad wearing quite a smirk of satisfaction
whon he reached the Remove passage
BEAIN.

His mind being now cccupied solely
with the subject of the essay competi-
tion, Billy Bunter had, for the moment,
forgotten the very existence of Skinner
and Bolsover.

He was very foreibly reminded of
them, however, before he arrived at
Study No. 7. He had just reached the
toﬁ of the staircase when o heavy hand
fell on his fat shoulder, another was
clapped over his mouth, and, struggling
furiously, Bunter found that he was in
the hands of the Philistines at last.

“Got him!" grunted Bolsover.

“Yank the fat im'g' into my study
said - Bkinner. “We'll teach him to
sneak !

i Gm AL

Billy Dﬁunt&r kicked out desperately.
and there was a howl from Skinner and
Bolsover as their shins caught the kicks.
But hisz struggles were of no avail, and
within a few seconds he was within
Study No. 11, still held in a grip of
iron by the burly Bolsover.

“Now, my fat beauty, vou're going
through the hoop!” said Dolsover
grimly. *Lock the door, Bkinney I

* Groogh ! mumbled Bunter.

With Dolsover's band over his mouth
that was about all he could zay.

Bolsover glared triumphantly at his
victim.

“We've had - two lickings from

wlchy this week through you!" said
the bully of the Remove savagely.

" And now we're going to get & little
gatisfaction by lamming wyou with a
ericket . stump " said Harold Skinner
chfaé*fu“:'r'f 3

i roo E, 1 ‘l.l'

“Hold him over the table, Bolsy,”
continued Bkinner in businesslike fones,

as he picked up a cricket stump. “You
can havé a go after I've finished !
. As Bolsover swung the helpless Qwl
mnto thé required .position, the IJIIFD-t
which Bunter had been carrying fell
ic::utpnf his hands, snd Skinner picked
up.
“Only the fat fool's lines, I expeot !
rowled Bolsover. “Chuck 'em on the
re and make him do 'em again!”
Skinner put the suggestion into effect
by hurling the sheaf of papers on to the
remains of a fire which was burning in
the grate. Billy Bunter; who had not
ceased to struggle the whole time, gave
a convulsive éump st that dreadful
ocourrence, and for a moment jerked
himself free and made a leap at- the
firaplace, '

He was too late to save. the impot,

owever, for just as he bent over to
reach for it the whole thing burst into
flames and was consumed in a few
Sm%dh.‘f 4

“Gone ! smid Bkinner, with & grin,
“8till, you can do them over again,
Bunter I* '

“Ow! You rotters!”

Billy Bunter gﬁﬂpﬂd, and glared -at
the two grinning Removites, then looked
round wildly for a means of escape.

But there was none,

. Necessity, however, is the mother of.
invention, and as Bunter stood there,
like & hunted porpoise at bay, a cun-
ning gleam entered his ayes.

“Ow! ¥ou rotters!” he repeated,
glu-dgl:g- Bolsover, as the burly Remov-
1ite made o grab at him. “You've jolly
well gone and done it now 1"

“Got you!" said Bolsover, eatching
his fat quarry by the seruff of the neck.

“Yarcooop !" yelled Bunter. "“Leggo,
you bullying rotter! Don't vou sce
what you've done now "

“What's the matter with the idiot®"”
demanded Bkinner, lowering his cricket

stump for & moment, *What the
dickens are  you burbling abgut,
Bunter 1"

“¥ah! Leggo first and I'll tell you!
It's & jolly serious matter !

Bolsover released the Owl, and

Bunter stood up again, rubbing Limself
tenderly.

“ Beasts " he grunted. “ Nice mess
yowve got yourselves into mow, I must
BAY.

“What do vou mean, you fat idict?”
roared Bolsover.

“ Those papers you threw on the fire
just now——"

"“Well, what about them? You'll have
to do them again, now!"” '

“You silly asses!” sniffed Bunter.
“They weren't my lines at all ™

“Not your linez? Well, I supposo
tlI:ey weren't anything important, were
they ™

“}He, he, he! Not really!" enig-
gered Bunter. “0ld Quelchy may thin
they're important, though !

i %UEIEHF I :
“Yos, Quelchy!” grinned DBuuter.
“You've gone and 'done it now, vou
chaps ! o, e, ho!™

“Cut out the cackling!”
Bolsover, shaking Bunter
“What the dickens were they "

“Ow! Lemme go, you beasr,
vou'll break my glasses !™

“What were thfq.":" roarcd Bolsover.

“AIl right! Tl tell you! They
were papers of Quelchy’s.”

“Oh erumbs !

The two Removites looked dt Bunter
uneasily, .

“Weall anyway.” said Bolsover opti-
mistiesdly, *"they may not be of any
1m!:-:}runfu.”

“But thoy are!" said Dunier. with =
fat chuckle. "“'Uhey were chapters ol

snorted
fiercely.

or
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his mouldy old

friars.” ’

“What 1"

“Oh, my hat!”

Complete dismay was written on the
faces of Skinner and Bolsover now. All
thought of ragging Bunter left them as
the %mnrd that astonishing intelligence.

“That's why I said you'd dome it¥’
grinned Bunter. “You have done it
now, and you're properly in the soup,
you silly aszes! He, he, hel”

‘ History of Grey-

e

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
In the Soup !

KINNER and Bolsover stared at

S the Owl of the Remove in alarm.

“Do you mean to say that

we've chucked some of Quelchy’s

‘ History * on the fire?” gasped Bolsover
at last.

Bunter nodded.

“But what—" i

“0h, the fat spoofer's lying, as usual,
I expect!” interrupted Skinmer. *Weo
know he’s just been down to elch
with the impot he's been writing all day.
The fact is that Quelchy wasn't there,
and Bunter brought it back again, It
was hiz impot all right |

“0Oh, really, Skinner! If you doubt
m%wﬁrdh ] )

illy Bunter waz looking quite
indignant for a moment. The fact that
Mr, Quelch’s manuscript was in his
pocket and that Skinner had hit upon
the truth did not lessen the indignation
of the Owl of the Remove at having his
word doubted.

“atill, it’s funny for the fat bruto to
think out such a weird yarn,” remarked
Bolsover.

“It's true, T tell you!" howled
Bunter, almost beginning to believe it
himself in his suxiety to inspire terror
into the hearts of his captors. !

“Then, if it's true, what the dickens
weore you doing with papers belonging
to Quelchy 1" demanded Skinner,

Billy Punter hesitated. y

% J—I—well, the fact of the matter 13
that T took them when I went down with
my impot,”’ he explained.

“ But what for?™ howled Skinner.

Skinner, in spite of his apparcnt
seopticisin, Wwas beginning to wonder
A0W, Az Bolsover had said, it was
funny for Bunter to think out such a
weird varn if thora was no foundation
of truth for it.

“What for, you fat cuckoo?” howled
Skinncr again, as Bunter still hesitated.

“0Oh, really, Skinner! As a matier
of fact, I thought I'd hide them from
ihe beast for a week or two just to
annoy him. ¥You know how potty he is
on the muck he writes!”

“Oh crikey ! Is that the truth?” asked
Bolsover, with a searching loock at
Bunter. )

“Of course it's not!" said Bkinner,
between his teeth.,

“I boliove it i1z, for once, anyway,”
groancd Bolsover. * It's just the idiotic
kind of thing he would do.”

“Jt's true, right enovgh, you fellows !™
said Bunter cagerly. _

“Wall, if it 15, we've let ourselves in
for it now with a vengeanee ! remarked
Bolsover. *We shall bo fairly scragged
this 4ima 1"

“Dut it's all Bianter’s fault 1 snarled
Skinner. “How the dickens were we
1o know ho was carrying Queleh’s
belongings about with himi™

“T don't think Quelchy will worry
rich about that aspect of 1t," grunted
Nolsover. *1t will be guite enough for
him to know that the thrce of vs are
up agaionst him again 1"

“But it's not as though wec'd burmnt
the stuff intentionally,” argued SBkinner
dosperately.

Bolsover shru ﬁed his shoulders.

“I say, you [ellows, you can rely on
me to i{eep it darkl"” said Bunter
generously.

“Like you did last time, I suppose!”
said Bolsover savagely.

““Better, perhaps, fo make a clean
breast of it right away, befora the fat
fool puts his foot in 1t," sgid Skivner,
locking uneasily at Bolsover.

“Well, you can do that, if you like ™
snorted Bolsover. “ Personally, I'm not
asking for any more trouble this weel.
I'va ) d quite enough already, thank
you !’

Lkinner groaned dismally,

“1t's all Bunter's fault]"”

“And yours!” snapped Bolsover.
“Didn't I tell you hefore wo began
{a]iing Quelehy what it would ?
Vhen you start ragging, as I said, you
uuﬁa]ly finish up by being ragged your-
ﬂe 13

“Ragged " groaned Skinner, “That'll
hardly describe it! IE this comes to
light, we'll be flayed alive "

“Perhaps you won't be so anxious to
jape  Quelchy again  afterwards!”
growled Bolsover. 1 wish I'd left you
to it in the first place now.” d

*“0Oh, give us a rest!” said Skinner.
“The only thing to bo done now, is to
makae the best of » bad job, and see if
we can't get out of it somechow.”

Bunter blinked
rather scornfully,

at his companions
Now that he had
succeeded in mm’incinq them that they
had burned Mr. Quelch’s manuscript, he
was beginning to regain his confidence.
Ho -:.cmfd sco that after the news he had
iven them, Bolsover and Skinmer wera
eeling too groggy to continue with the
ragging they had intended for him,

Without having altogether intended
it, Bunter, by decerving the two
Removites as to the nature of the packet
they had thrown on the fire, had
achioved & dual purpose.

In the frst place, he had pained his
immediate object of putting them “off
their stroke ¥ in the ragging they had
meant to administer to him.

And, secondly, he had, te a certain
axtent, lessened his own responsibility
by gotting them to believe that they had
destroyed the papers.

Dense as Bunter was, he realised that
thero would be a hue-and-cry after the
missing papera as soon as the loss was
dizcovered. If, by some pieco of bad
luck, it was found out that Dunter had
taken thom from Mr. C}lue!-:h’s study, it
would help to mitigate his offenco if his
allies were under the impression that
they wero mixed up in the affair, too.

Bunter felt his confidence grow as he
saw that Bolsover and Skimmer were
really scared.

—y

bﬂggﬂst cowards,™ weunt on Bunter

cheerfully.

“Why, you—you—-="

Bolsover was so taken aback h% that
]

unusual remirk that for once his heavy
hand did not descend, and he simp
blinked at Bunter.

“Be like me, you know!"” urged

Bunter, with a fat smitk. “Bravo az a
lion! A little incident like this is alb
in the day’s work to me

“Why, you silly idiot” gan'f&d
ﬁlmvﬁ{, “I-—I'tl pulverise you! I'll—

“Can ib!” enapped Skinner irritably.
“We want to settle this business without
any more idiotig slanging} What we
want from you, Bunter, is & solemn pro-
mise that you're going to keep really
mum "

Bunter nodded.

“All riﬁht, Skinney. I'll give you my
promise | '

“¥ou understand what it means?"
said Bkinner, “If Quelchy tackles you,
you'rg simply to say you know nothing.
The less you say, in fact, the better,
Understand 7

““Quite clear, old chap,” said Bunter,
with another nod. “I shouldn't havo
said anything, anyway, but I'll be
awlully carcful now !”

“¥ou'd better I growled Bolsover,

“Oh, really, Bolsover! Old Qunilcllly
'l.i.run;h get anything out of me, I can tell

ou
y Skinnor and Bolsover looked at each
other, a little relieved. It was, of
course, impossible to place o lob_of
reliance on DBunter's promises. But
evon Bunter showed a glimmering of
commonscnse sometimes, and he cer-
tainly seemed to appreciate the position
now,

“Well, if you really can keeg‘quict for
once, that's all right,” said Skinner, in
!:;:ﬂ 1:1::1'1"]1:& toncs. “'We may get out of
1t vet.”

“ After all, Quelchy’s got no proof
whatever that we've h.uc?ﬁ the blessed
papers,” argued Bolsover. *“They may

casily hava been cleared up with the
wastepaper by one of the servants™

“That's so!”

* Afyway, you can rely on ine, you
chaps I* sn:i'd ]?iunt-:r, rolling towards the
door. “Unlock this door, will yow,
8kinney 1"

Skinner unlocked the door, and
Bunter, in a very different manner from
that in which he had entered it, shook
the dust of Study No. 11 from his [eet,

From MNo. 11, he made straight for
No. 7, and, having gained the privacy
of that apartment. ho dived a fat hand
eagerly into his pocket, and triumph-
antly produced the maonuseript that
woighed so heavily on the consciences
of Skinner and Bolsover.

(Contirnucd on next pagk)

He blinked at
them dizdainfully.

“I say, Yyou
fellows, there’'s no
need to get the
wind up, you
know,” he said,
with a smiff. “0Of
course, I don't ex-
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“And mnow {for that mmlljetitiun 1

muttéred Bunter. “If Quelo F'a pifila
ain't enough to win it, I'll eat my
blessed hat!”

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
The Missing Manuseript !

L UELCHY wants you ! :
“Blow Quelchy!” said
Harry Wharton, guite crossly.
-As head boy of the Remove,
Wharton had many little responsibilities
which did pot-fall to the lot of the
rank-and-file  of tho Form. He was
often required. by Mr.. Quelch at most
inconvenient times.  And no time could
have hean more inconvonient than the
beginning of a fine Saturday afterncon.

It was, as & matter, of fuct, just five
minutes befors -the . time. fixed Ior. the
kick-off in tha football practice  match
arrenged for’the aftornoon. ‘A practice
match was not, of course,” so important
83 a Form match, or & maigh with
another school. , _

Nevertheless, Wharton was anxious o
sco how his men wore shaping, in view
of an important fixture with Hookwood
—the last match of the season—which
wes coming along in a fortnight. He
wes not at all pleased, thérefors, when
Snoop walked up and anoounced that
he was wan -

“Why couldn’t he have put it off till
after the practice?” demsnded Harry
Wharton. “Did he say what bhe
wanted "' -

“No; but ha looked in & foarful wax,

rinned Bn .
& "Euralg:gﬁ Hﬁ.:gniﬁue{]hﬂ:nk han not
been smudging his copy " mur-
mured Ekgn&r, who was lounging
near by. ]

And there was & grin among some of
the footballers.-

“Don’t rot!” enapped Wharton.
“This is & blessed nuisance, but I sup-
pose it can't be helped. I'd
off and find out what he wants, and get
back as soon as 1 can. Don't bold up
the start for me."

And Harry Wharton put a coat over
his football garb and sprinted off te-
wards the School House.

It was rather  inconsiderate of Mr.
Quelch to send for him at such an in-
opportune moment, and Wharton won-
dered, as he sprinted along, what could

WIOLng. r. Quelch was not con-

cerned very much with junior football,

and ha could hardly be expected to
resliso the imporiance of e trisl game in
preparation for the coming Reokwood
match. For all that, he was undoubt-
cedly aware that his summons to
Wharton was likely to upset the arrange-
ments on Litzle Side, and it was not
like Mr. Quelch to interfere with such
arrangements unless something fairly
serigus was “on."”

‘Eaachinguthu School House, Wharten

made for Mr. Quelch's room with all
gpeed, end tapped on the Remaovp
master's door.

Ho thought that Mr. Queleh's “Come
in!” was a little ‘sharper than usual,
and ‘he was not surprised to find, on
entering, that Mr, Quelch’s thin lips
were comprossed into a straight line
that boded ill for somebody.

Mr. Quelch nodded.

“I have sent for you, Wharton,
becavse I want Your assistance i ro-
covering some papers of great import-
ance which I havo lost.” .

“You, sir!™ said Wharton, looking
rather surprised.

“ Doubtless you are already awaro that
I.am engiged in writing a k on the
bistory u%mrt‘rhﬂ,”

Tax Maower Liprary.—No. 1,054

-anxious that all the papers
recovered at onpce™

better cut tha

“Y had heard so, eir,” said Harry,
with & faint smile,
_ “For soveral months past 1 have been
investigating the events that occurred
at friars during the reign .of
Henry VIII, and the results of my in-
vestigations are assembled jin two
cha which ‘I have -just completed.”
arry Wharton nodded.
ch'-‘gbl;;-mmh eﬂhtnigin%] those 2
a . together with a
nates,” continued. Mr. Quelch, his face

bwor

: &u,rknni%g. “have disappeared from this
FO0Im. -

ou will appreciate; Whearton,
thet the loss 13 a most scrious one from
my point of yiew, and I am exceedingly
should be

“I can quite upderstand that, sir,”
said Wharton sympathetically,

He knew that the " History of Grey-
friara ™ was the apple of the ‘Remove
master's eye, and it was cusy t0 soe that
Mr. Queloh was very much perturbed by
hig loss..

“I suspect that the papers were taken
during my absencé from thiz room
ybztarday evening,” said Mr. Quelch. “I
am hopeful that it is merely .a foolish
prank on the part of some junior, and
that you will be able to ascertain their
whereabouts.”

Wharton pursed his lips  rather
thoughtfully. .
“H'm! If I wers able ¢to do that,

&ir, I'm afraid I couldn’t very woll encak

sbout it."

"Eﬂ assured, ‘E-‘ha:;tnn, that I shall
not ou to divelge names, ™
said Mr.'}. Queleh qujﬂil}'.m “In the
event of your recovering the ing
mmmriih..l_h —’i'iaﬁ: i—ba 'rr%l
to -& 1t ‘back without inguirin
t‘urthﬁnm the matter.” e

“1 see, sir. But I can't think that
anybedy in the ove w be guch
a silly ass—I mean m.nillﬁ as to take
the papers;” remarked Wharton,  after
a8 pause, “I suppose you'vo m:iju- gUr
t none of the servants have cleare
them up, siel”

“I bave thoroughly satisfied myself
on at poang,” answe r. aloh.

that point,™ ved Mr. Quelch
“1 can find nothing to support such a
theory, and there seems no other solu-
tion than that somebody has taken them
—saither maliciously, or alse for a stupid
practical joke. I trust the latter.”

“T hope so, too, &ir,” gaid the Remove
skipper rather dubicusly. *It seems a
qgueer kind of joke, though!”

*“I can only hope that it is nothing
worse than a joko, Wharton. Kindly
make inquiries .mong  your Form-
{ellows and report to me later.”

He made & gosture of dismissal, and
Wharton quitted the room. ;

. The practice match was in full swin
by the time Harry Wharton reach
Little Side again. i

“ Hallo, hallo, halla! Evervthing all
right?”’ called out Bob Cherry from the
middle of the field.

" "ome and show these slackers how
te play, Harryl" {Bil&d Johnny Bull.
“We're one down already!”

Harry Wharton laughed, and, after
dumping his eoat in the pavilion, joined
in the game, Nothing much could be
done before tea-time, anyway.

In the oxcitement of a somewhat
boisterous game the subject of Mr.
Quelch's missing manugeript was soon
rolegated to o back seat, and Harry had
almost forgotten 1t by the time the
whistle blew for full time.

It returned to his mind, however, at
Bob Cherry's firat- question after the
nme.

g Well, what did the beak waht?”
asked Bob cheeriully, as they tramped
off the field.

“Our wishfulness to know the wants

‘Bulk

WATCH OUT FOR A GREAT PHOTO AND NEWS FEATURE!

of the esteemed beak is terrific!” joined
in Hurres Singh. .

“By Jovel I was almost forgetting
all about it1” said the Remove aﬁi(gmr.
“Quelchy’s lost-his * History of Grey-
f".?{%;l: e

~A-3

‘'Never!”

“Well, not quite all of it," added
Harry. “Two chapters of it, to be

Prﬂﬂ. 1]
i ‘iﬁaw i
“He'll go off his dot "
“The dotfulness of the esteemed and

1udi%muaﬂﬁhle#kﬂwﬂl tﬂ?ﬂ -
“Terri nisha Yy afton,
with a grin. “%xfnt!ﬂ ?HE looked

very down in the ‘mouth ebout it when

I saw him, anyway.”

" Bat whore do you come in, Harry?”

Frank Nugent, rather puzzled. ”

he leader of the Famous Five briefly

recounted his - interyiew  with -

Quelch, and guite a number of the foot-

ballers listened with great interest.

“Wulll,“ I'm dashed!. Poor old
Quﬁl&l{l said Frank Nugent, when
Harry had.finished.

“8hows how keen he is pn geth
the stuff back to be willing. tﬁ-.ﬁptnﬁ
without further iﬁguiries, ? pommented
@:ﬂxﬁ' - I feel guite sorry for the old

“Bame heral” .

There was quite & chorus of approval,
tn“f.iuﬁhlm t IE-‘B"iI'?. mﬁﬁa&&p

r m, sug
“You lii‘ﬁr what a foud the ‘::
been lately between him and Que
What about turning out his study when
we ot back h:; the Housal"”
'y ik
“Mozre likely-to Bnd it thers than any-
i ; 5 R R
B . , then, an a
vialt 0 ONE shady”young friend before
tea " grinned BEEY,

And Harry Wharton & Clo. entered
the pavilion and hurriedly changed from
their football *togs * into Etons again,

Bolsover was in the pavilion, doctor-
ing a demeged koee, as the crowd em-
tered, and quite un alarmed expression
& on his face when he heard the

aot of the juniors’ conversation.
“What's the merry rumpus abouti”
he asked, ceasing Lis First Aid opera-
tions for & moment,

Harry = Wharton = explained; and
Bolsover looked considerably relieved at
the explanation. He had wondered for
a ‘moment whether the little incident
in 8tudy No. 11 had come to light.

“Well, I'm jolly sure Skinner hasn't

the blessed muck!” he said, when

harton had Aoighoed, *8till, turn out

thﬂéﬂli_?t'n study, by all meanz! I don's
m :

Leaving: him to his damaged knee,
the Removites followéd their Hk-i;Erﬂ“ up
to the School House. Harry arton
himself, and one or two others were
quite in earnest about the thing, but
most of the fellows were grinning, in
anticipation of a pleasant little “reag”
before tea. v [ )

As it !‘_lﬁl?l!ﬂﬁd, their anticipations
were realised. - L R 2

Harold Skinner was sitting alone in
Study No. 11 as the raiders entered,
and he looked quite alarmed at the
number of his unexpected visitors.

“What the dence——" he exclaimed,
getting up from the armchair, -

“PDon't trouble to offer us all a seat,
Skinner,” grinned Cherry. "“We
haven't coms to stay, you know !

“Ha, ha, hal" :

“Well, what's the little game, anf--
way 1" asked Bkinner, looking anxiously
at the Removites. .

“ Just a friendly ﬂ':ili, that's all ! said
Squiff humorously, “We've all called

s

Bl
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Bull staried by turning out the coal-seuttle, while Squifl seized a shovel and

fairly danced with rage. * Get out of my study ! *” he sirieked. (See Chapler 9.)

to see you because we'ra so fond of
you 1"

“Ha, ha. ha !

“It's not altogether s laughing
matter, though,” said Harry Wharton
mrinus’ly. “Quelchy has lost some
papers connected with the book he's
writing."”

Bkinner started, and bit his lip.

“We've come hore to see whether you
know anything about it,” explained
Wharton, looking keenly at Skinner's
white face.

“Why should I1?” snarled the cad of
the Remove.

“Well, to speak frankly, you happen
to be a 'I:rj,l; Fa. roiter, and pinching a
chap's private papers might strike you
as a way of doing him dn injury,” said
Harry steadily.

“8o put that in vour pipe and smoke
it 1" chuckled Johnny Bull.

Skinner's eyes glittered.

“Tf that's all you've come hore to tofl
ma you might just as well have =aved
vour breath |” he sneered.

“0Oh, don’t think we're going to stop
at talking,” grinned Johnny Ball
* Actions speak louder than words.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Look hore, fair play., von know!”™
said Skinner, in alarm. “What are you
going to do?”

"We're going to turn out the study
for you,” explained the captain of the
Raemove.

“You rotters! I haven't got Quelchy's
muck ¥

“Sorry if we'ro doing you sm in-
justice,” said Harry. “I've pot
Quelch’s ordors to find if anyone in the
Form has pinched the stuff, and you
strike me as the most likely fellow to
have it.”

“"Hang yon!"

“Nefore wae ztart looking for our-
selves I had better tell vau lﬁut Quelchy
has promised not fo ask any gquestions
if I return tho stuff to him intact.”

“Well, I haven't got it, I tell you IV
shrieked Bkinner. “Get out of my
study, you interfering cads! Yaroop ™

Harold Skinner sat down suddenly as
Bob Cherry seized him by the shoulders
and dropped him into the armchair.

“Lot my stuff alone, hang you!™
velled SBkinner, jumping furiously to his
fect agnin as the ecrowd invaded the
study and began to get to work, “Get
out, you bullying cads|™

“Full of gratitude, as usual ! mur-
mured Bob Cherry. * Den't you realiso
ihat this is sll for your good, Skinney "

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Judging by the antics Skinner per-
[nrmcﬁ a3 Harry Wharion & Co.
srowded in, Skinnor certainly did not
realise that it was all for his own good.

The Removites went to work very
thoroughly. _

Johnny Bull started by turning out
the contents of the coal-seuttle on the
carpet.

“MNot there!” ho said {houghtiully.
surveying his handiwork with a critical
air.

“Ha, ha, ha!®

“8og if they're hidden at the bottom
of that jam-jar,” grinnod Soniff.

“Who k:lﬁu:&?” ﬁ-u.lid Doy Cherry
gravely, emptying o sticky mass ot pre-
serves over the fender,

“Ha, ha, hat”

“Don't miss the chimney 1™

“ Not likely 1"

uiff seized a shovel, and began
ladling out =zoot from the chimney with
great vigour.  Skinner fairly danced
round the sindy in his rage, but ho
could do nothing to stop the rag, and
the rag thercfore wenk on.

Within five minutes the sludy pre-
sented & dreadful appearance. Every
article in tho room bad been carginlly
taken fromm ils appointed position and
put somewhere else.

The raggers were nok bent on
destructian, and ihey «id not actually

£
Harold Skinner's study was crowded when the Removites siarted the search for Mr. Quelch's missing manuseript. Johnny

ladling out soot from the chimney. Skinner

break anything. PBut what they did was
bad eneugh.

“Waell, it looks as if we've drawn &
blank,” remarked Harry Wharton at
last, surveying the wreok thoughtfully.

“ Nothing deoing, apparently | grunted
Herhert Vernon- miﬁu. “No need to
waste any more time here, then !™

“Sorry we troubled you, Skinner!"
said Bﬂg Cherry blandly.

“?ﬂﬂ—:fﬂ-'l.l—'”

Skinner choked as he looked round the
room at the desolation that was on all
sides, .

The raiders tramped out again, Jeav-
ing the luckless blade of the Remove to
clear up the mess. Skinner's face as he
began this task wore an expression that
would have done credit to an enraged
tiger.

Tha advent of teatime prevented the
segrch being carried further, and by the
time tea was over most of the Remove
had lost interest in Mr. Quelch®™s missing
manuseript.

Mr. Quelch himsell was not likely to
have lost interest in ik, however, and it
was no surprise to Wharton when he
reported later that there was “nothimg
doing,” fta find that the Remove Form-
masier looked cven more anxiouz and
worried than before. .

Soon sfterwards Mr. Quelch paid &
visit to the Head, to report his loss to
that gentleman., And when Skinner
and lsover learped the nows they
trembled.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter the Author !

URING most of the following
D weck Bolsover and Skinner were
wearing  very worried oexpres-
sions.
Mr. Quelch’s manuseript did not, of
courso, turn up, and they felt very
Tue Macxer Lizrary.—No. 1,064,
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doubtful indesd whether their little ad-
venture would be allowed to remain in

it..sLuhmqut'iti_y. .
uckily for them, nobody questioned
Bunter, and no suspicion ame
attached to them after the unsuccessful
raid on Study No. 11.

But the days were full of alarms, for
the search for the missang manuscript
went on, and it became obvious that Mr,
Quelch did not iptend to drop it in a
hurry. And for Bolsover and Skinner
the week that followed the disappear-
ance of the mapuseript was quite &
nerve-racking time.

During the second week Dr. Locke

assembled the entire school in the Hall
and made a special request for the assist-
ance of BTEI"j'I;JID‘L{] who could throw any
light on the matter. The two Removites
ignored the reguest, of course, but it
gave them an uneasy feeling that the
affair was by no means Gnished with.
. The Rookwood match, on the follow-
ng Eaturda.:,[. gave the Remove some-
thing more important than history to
think about.

The Remove were somewhat anxious
about the fixture. Squiff, who was the
regular goalkeeper, was unable to play
owing to & sprained wrist, Linley was in
the Sanny, and Bolsover, whose knee
was still & Little weak, was, much to his

1sgust, omitted from the sclected
eleven, The Remove team, as a result,
was not up to its usual strength, in the
defence, at all events.

“Comin’ to Courtfield, Bolsy?" asked
Skinner as they stood oulside the
pavilion, just before the kick-off.

“What's on!”’ grunted Bolsover.
”hDﬂEL'tr you want to watch the match,
then "

“ Dear man, it deesn’t interest meo o
little bit,"” yawned Skigner. **I thought
vou wouldn't feel much like lockin® on
aither, after the mighty Wharton had
dropped you.” :

“Wharton's & silly ass!"” growled
Bolsover. “DBut what's on at Court-
field, anyway 1"

* Pictures—tea—anything you like,”
said Skinner. “I want to go anywhero
where we shan't have that blessed manu-
script dinned into our ears every five
minutes.”

Bolsover poudered.

“0Oh, all right !'* he said, at last. " T'1]
come. I['m led up with hearing about
it mysell.”

The Rookwood match, that afternoon,
was played, therefore, without the
patronage of Bkinner and Dolsover.

The absence of that unfortunate pair
was not noticed particularly, howeéver,
for a goodly number of the Lower
School had gathered to watch tho mateh,
not to mantion a sprinkling of the Upper
Fourth and Shell.

They were treated to a sparkling dis-
play of football, The game was keenly
fought and well played from the begin-
ning. As the Remove supporters had
feared, the Greyfriars defence was hard
it to it to resist the speedy attacks of
Jimmy Bilver and his men, but the game
was by no means onc-sided. £

Just before half-time & well-directed
shot from Mornington had Hazeldene, in
goal, well beaten, and the whistle blew
for the interval with Reckwood one up.

“YWell, if 1t's not my old pal, Morny I
remarked Billy Bunter, spotting that im-
maculate junior, as the Rookwood team
came up to the pavilion.

Billy Bunter had just rolled upon
the sccne wearing o fat and satisfied
expression that seemed to indicats that
he had recently visited the tuckshop.

“Let me seel Do I know you?” asked
Mornington, as Bunter extended a
gruhhj'simnd.

“0h, really, Morny |* said the Owl of
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the Remove.  * Burely, you haven't for-
gotten your old pal, Bunteri”

“0Oh, Bunter!" :

“ Congrats on your goal, old chap "
said Bunter, seizing Valentine Morning-
ton's veluctant hand and shaking 1t
warmly. “Ceouldn’t have dono it better
myself, you know."

“1 {f:m't supposs you could," said the
dandy of Reokwood, with a grin,

“1 dare say you're won ering why
I'm not pIaj'mF against you,” con-
tinued Bunter. *'It's the same old story,
you know !

“How do you mean?"

“Jealousy " explained the Owl of the
Bemove confidentially. *“ Wharton's as
jealous as anything of my play, to tell
you the truth.”

“My hat!”

“I expect yon get the same kind of
thing at your school,” went on Bunter
eloguently. “After ell, in the mixed
crowd i5'-111.1 get at a Public School nowa-
days, fellows of breeding, like you and
me, are bound to arousc jealousy among
the other low cads.”

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

The roar was from the Remove men,
who had come up just in timo to hear
Buonter's last remark.

“Don't bo scared of him, Moy !"
said Bob Cherry, reassuringly. “Iia'a
potty, of course, but quite harmless, you
khaﬁ: S

I a, a ':

“Oh, reslly, Eob
Yarcop "

Johnny Bull, who was bringing round
a plateful of sliced lemons for the players
had somehow backed into Billy Bunter

that fat junior was speaking, and
unter sat down violently, with =
terrific yell.

“Borry, Bunter!" grinned Johnny.
" Lemon for you, Mernington "

“Thanks, dear boy !”

“¥ou clumsy idiot I grunted Bunter,

Cherry—

getti up and rubbin himself
tenderly. “I've a jolly mind not
to invite you to tea, now ™
“Wha-a-at?"
Thore waz guite a yoll from the
follows standing mnear. Johnny Bull
stared.

“Come agsin, Bunter!" he said. “1
don't think I quite got wou last time.”

“T said I'd & jolly good mind not to
invite you to tea, now!" repeated
Bunter.

“ Invite me to tea?" stuttered
Johnny Bull. “ Were you going to invite
me to tea, then?"

“Matter of fact, I want all of you to
come to tea with me” said ESunt,-ar,
blinking round at the surprised foot-
ballers.

*“All of us?”

“That is to say, both teams™ ex-
lained Bunter. “Just an informal
ittle affair, yon know. Tea and jam-
tarts, and things in the tuckshop.™

" Great pip!”

* What's t}l;a joke "

The Removites looked at Bunter in
astonishment.

“Do I understand you aright?" asked
Bob Cherry. “You want all of us to
come to tea with you in the tuck-
ﬂhﬂ??"

“That's it 1"

“You don't mean that when we got
there we all club together and pay ?ar
you to have tea?” i

“Certainly not!” said Bunter, with
dignity. “I'm asl-:m%' vou, and I pay
for the lot, of course '™

“Oh, 1 see!” said Bob, with a grin,
“¥t's the old postal-order geg again,
Bofore you pay, L suppose, we cash an
imaginary remittancoe for you !

“1 hope you don't think me capable
of anything like that, Bob Cherry!”
remarked Bunter loftily.

“Woll, where's the eateh, then

“There's no catch, you idiot! I'm
asking you fellows to come and have tea
with me at my expenso in the tuckshop.
That's clear enough, ain’s it 1

“Quite clenr!” agreed the pussled
Bob. “Blessed if I wunderstand it,
though I

As a matter of fact, arrangements
had already been made for the Rook-
wood fellows to split up and “tea™
with various members-of the Remove in
their studies, and Bunter’s invitation
was, therefore, not needed. The juniors
were none the less surprised, however,
to receive an invitation from such an
unexpected quarter, and some of them
falt inclin to soatch five minutes
between the close of the game and their
stu toas to see whether there was a
catch in it, or whether, as Bob Cherry
expressed it, tho age of miracles had
begun again and the invitation was
indeed genuine. )

Further consideration of the problem
was stopped by the beginning of the
second half. '

The Remove were on their mettle
now. They realised that they had all
their work cut out to overtake their
rivals' advantage of lead, but they were
by fio means dismayed yet.

The Remove forwards end half-backs,
determined to demonstrate the truth of
the old slogan sbout the best defence
being a . carried the war into the
enemy’'s camp end made an onslaught
on the Rookwood goal area as soon
as the whistle had blown for the stare,

The Hookwood. men wera rather
taken by surprise, and they had hardly
roalised that play had begun beforc
Harry Wharton, following up a fine
pass from Bob Cherry, was racing
F:wuda the goal with the ball at his
eet.

Conroy, in l, waited with every
nerve strained for tho shot that was
comin

But%;a stood very little chance. Harry
Wharton, when he did shoot, made no
mistake, and thore was an excited roar
from the spectators as the ball lodged
in a corner of the net.

“Goal 1"

“Well shot, Wharton !

“Play up, 'Friars '™

After that the play was of an even
character, and it began to look as
though the score would remain at one
all. There were one or two anxious
moments when the Rookwood men got
uncomfiortably near the Remove g
but Hazeldene was pretty sound, an
managed to keep the ball out.

With only ten minutes to go, Wharton
broke away again and raced down
towards Conroy in just the samo way
as before. This time, however, he was
woll marked, and was foroed to pass
the ball to Hurree Singh, on the wing.
Inky steadied himself and took a shot
fromm 8 rather difficult angle, but the
move suceceded, and Conroy was just
too late.

After that there was no further score,
and Greyfriars ran oul the winners of
8 finc game by two goals to onc.

| aai.', yvou fellows——"'

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!  8till here,
then?” said lob Cherry, slapping
Dunter on the back with great hearti-
ness.,

“I say, you fellows, I've fixed it up
with Mrs. Mimble, and she'll have tea
ready in ten minutes.”

“Then it wasn't a leg-pull ¥
Johnny Bull in wonderment,

“Of course not, ass! She's laying the
tables now !”

“But, you [at nhumﬁ. wo've already
arranged teas in tho Remove quarters

said
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for all the Rookwood men !™ said Harry
Wl':ntﬂu, langhing.

“Oh, really, Wharton! Burely they'd
ratler have tea altogether in the tuck-
shop than in a lot of mouldy studies.”

!:Fnrr:.r Wharton scratched his chin
thoughtfully. :

“Bomething in what the fat i1diot
says, you chaps,” he remarked. “As a
matter of fact, Jimmy Bilver tells me
they haven't a lot of time to spare, and
when I arranged for their splitting up
¥ hied banked cn their having a couple
of hours here aiter the game.”

“That settles it, thon!” said Bunter.
“¥ou'd better make up your minds to
come along to the tuckshop. My troat,
you Imnw‘?”

After a hurricd consultation the
Removites decided that, to save Jimmy
Silver & Co.'s time, it should be the
tuckshop, after all
of the fact that Mrs. Mimble was pre-
paring for them,

Harry Wharton & Co. then went into
the pavilion to change.

To say that the footballers were sur-
prised by Billy Bunter's invitation was
putting 1t mildly. They were absolutely
staggpercd.

B‘E?I:,r Dunter was good-natured enough
in his peculiar Bunterish way, and no
doubt if he had been as welf endowed
with ecash as Lord Mauleverer or
Vernon-S8mith he would often have stood
“gpreads.”

ﬁut he was not. On the conirary,
Bunter suffered from chronic and con-
tinual impecuniosity, and the celebrated
postal-order which he -was always ex-

ting, but which never arrived, had
me one of the legends of Grey-
[riars. -

“Well, it's queer, and no mistake!™
remarked Harry w’ha,rt:-n. as he iszued
forth from the pavilion agaih, " But,
anyway, wherever he got the fin we
can't let him pay for the whole crowd.”

“NWot for the visitors, anyway,” said

Cherry. “8till, I ghall be inter-
psted to see whether he really means
it"

“Y say, you fellows, don’'t waste time,
you know,” said Bunter anxiously. “I'm
beginning to feel a bit peckish myself 1"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

It was a jolly, laughing crowd that
swarmed into Mrs. Mimble's shop.
There was not a lot of room, and somc
had 1o sit down at improvised tables
ingide Mrs. Mimble's back-parlour, hut
everybody was in high spirits, and the
tea was voted first-rate.

When everybody, includin tho
founder of tho %:ﬂst himszelf, had
finished, DBunter rvolled up o the
countor,

“Haw much, Mrs. Mimble? e
asked.

“Two pounds, five shillings, and six-

pence, Master Bunker, if you please!”
answered Mrs, Mimble, with a very
peculiar look at the fat junior.

There was a gasp from the Grey-
friars men as Buunter, with a fHourish,
fetchied out & wad of Treasury notes and
settled the bill.

“M-m-om-my lLat!™

“ Bunter !’

“With about len pound-notes
liam "

“ Where did he find "em ¥

Jimmy Silver & Co., as gucsts of Lhe
sehool, ecould nol, of course. make any
comment, but cven they looked rvather
surprisced.  For they, too, had met
Bunter before!

“We'll see DBunter aflterwards about
{hiz,” whispered Harry Wharton to Bob
(“herry. " Wait till the Rookwood chaps
have gone ! /

Soon after the tea-party broke up,
and Jimmy Silver & Co. were escorted

L
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THE DUFFER OF§
THE FIFTH! §

Horace Coker, of the Fiith,

iz firmly of the opinion

that he can play cricket

better than anyvone at
Greyfriars ; that he can

keep cheeky fags in order ;

that he can organise any- §

thing and everything het-

ter than anyone else on

earth, so to speak. His PR
latest *' outbreak " takes §F
the form of organising B

" a league of friends,” a P

movement which Coker Kiliae
fondly imagines will foster §

a spint nfg goodwill and §
comradeship amongst
mankind. Fust how much §
comradeship and goodwill

is engendered in :

“COKER’S LEAGUE {
OF FRIENDS!"

13 deseribed in Frank
Richards’ inimitable style, §

Don't miss this treat for
next week, boys, whatever
you do |

down to the motor-charabanc which was
waiting near the school gates.

When they had gone Bunter was sur-
rounded by an eager, inguiring crowd.

“ Now, then, Bunter, own u?!”

“Was it a bank you robbed "

“Or was it only forgeryt”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Perhaps he's
againi”

“Own up, Bunter!"

Billy Bunter glared at the humorous
Remavites.

“1 say, vou fellows, if this iz the sort
of thing I'm to expeet when I happen
te be in funds, I shan't be in a hurry to
gtand wou B feed again!™ ho said
resentfully.

“Don't be a chump, Dunter!” said
Harry Wharton, laughing. “We're not
going to allow you to pay that lot, any-
way. DBut, seriously, where did you got
all that tin?"

“Oh, really, Wharton, can’t a chap
carry & few guidz now without telling
you all about it?"

“Woall, that depends on the chap,”
answered the Remove skipper. *“If it
happened to be Mauly or Vernon-Smith
there wouldn’'t be any need to ask, of
course, But—"

“But you're a diffcrent proposition,
old fat man,” explained I'rank Nugent.

“Come on, Bunter!” said Wharton
persuasively.  “Where did they come
from 1" .

“Has tho postal-order turned up at
fast *"* grinned Bob Cherry.

“0h, really, Cherry! Look here!™
said Dunter, in a sudden burst of con-
fidgnee. "I don't mind telling you
chaps, if you promise to keep it davk,
I don't want everybody to know I'm an
author I

“* A—a whieh1*

“Youi" .

“Yes, mel™ said Billy Bunter, wilh
a fat smirk, “I made all this money
writing for the Press, you knowl”

“M-my hat!”

*He's potiy1”

*Look hero, you chaps,’

¥

zaid Bunier

been blackmu..iling f

warmly. “If you've going to doubt
my word I'll dry up. You ve scen the
cash, haven't youi"”

“Truel” agreed Harry Wharlon.
“But do you mean to say you made
that wad of notes writing for the
Press "

Bunter nodded, and there was & roar
rom the crowd.

1FRutljlj'

“ Bosh 1M

“Mell us an ecasicr one ™

“Oh, really, you fellowg—"

“Well, seeing's believing ™ said Bob

Cherry. “If youw've written something
that's in print, let's have a look ™
““Hear, hearl”
“Hem! The fac is, I can’t very well

show you,” said Bunter, " Anyway, 1
dssure you that money is the first prize
1n an essay competition that I won.”

“ Rats 1™

(1] B[}Eh 11!‘

And that was the general opinion of
the Remove.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Skioner’s Discovery !

(1 AW.AW.AWIT
i If the dimensions and duara.

tion of his vawn were anything
to go by,
decidedly bored. L

He and Skinner were sitting on o scut
al Courtficld Station, waiting for a train
to take them back to Friardale.

They had spent most of the alternocn
in thoe Courtfield Cincina, and Bolsover
had not been particularly amused at the
eniertainment.

IPercy Bolsover was mare fond of the
open-air life than Harold Skinner, and,
unless he had been induced by the latter
to go to the pictures, he would un-
doubtedly have passed the afternoon
a:n.ltc}ling the Rookwood match on Little
] [ 8

Now lhat it was over, Tolsover be an
ie wish he had stopped there. The
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olsover was fecling
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afternoon began to impress him as an

afternoon wasted.
4 Yaw-aw-awl” repeated Bolsover.

" Tired ! asked Skinner.

“Tired of slacking all the afternoon,

if you want to know,” grunted Bolsover.
Bkinner shrugged his shoulders.
Sontiments like that left him stone cold.
“Well, I've rather enjoyed it myself,”
he remarked. “It's been a treat to
away from the blessed school for a bat.”
"‘u{'{mdar how they sha against
Rookwood,” murmured Bolsover.
“Blow Rookwood!”
“I expect, by the time the game's
harton will wish he'd played

ovor,
me. ™

" Blow Wharton [V

“And blow you']” retorted Bolsover
chearfuly. “If yom nt an hour or

two on the playing fields, instead of
glacking nwajpy-ﬂr'apam t?mn in stuff
picture shows, you wouldn't look s
& washed-out scarecrow .

“0h, rats!” said Bkinner irritably.
“¥ou jolly soon agreed to come along,

way ["
lsover nodded. i :
“Porhaps I did,” he admitted. "8till,

it was only because that blessed bizney
of Quelch’'s has been getting on my
nerves,.” i i

“Just 80,” said “Skinner. “And. it
hasn't got on nerves more than
on mine. T don't mind telling you the
Lu:‘t-w i;grtnigﬁt- has thoroughly got me

far, anyway,” chuckled Bolsover.

“ Jolly good job for us that we have!
We'd have been EhmcF? drawn, and quar-
tered if Qualchy had found out that we
had burnt his rotten manuscript [*

“You're right.  All the snrnf{, wo
can't crow wet, you know Quelchy
haso’ Fivén up the eearch by any

B'J

mean :
"I know that,” said Skinner. "7 8till,
Bunter has kept mum all ri over

this affair, and I think we ought to be
safe- now.

“Let's hﬂ!‘]E wo are, then,” grunted
Bolsgver. * Anyway, Bunter ought to
be nlaughtered for giving us all this
worry !’

“Henr, hear!”

Andq pendering on Bolsover’s last
smiasb'e thought, the two Removites
becamo silent again.

“How much longer do we wait for
the blessed train?” asked Bolsover im-
patiently, after an interval,

“About ten minutes, I think. Let's
have & stroll up the platform, if you

want & stretch.
ion
ﬁﬁeeh

Bolsover nccepted that
with slacrity, and, jumping

bégan to exercise his long legs up and
down the platform.

Bkinner sccompanied him onee each
way, then lounged over to the station
bookstall, and whiled the time away
turning over  the pages of the maga-
zines displayed there,

There was a breeze blowing along the
platform, and reading was not very
r.'l:rml'l:rr_t-a.i:la, for the pages of the
magazinoes were being continually blown
over. Skjnner began to yawn and wish
for the local trajn to come aleng.

At last it puffed into the station, and
it was just as it drew to a stop that a
sudden f:u.at wind came down on the
bookstall, and lifted off several news-
papers from a pile standing in the
corner.

kinner instinctively dropped his
magazine and made s grab at them,
and, more by luck than judgment, sue-

ceeded in saving them from being
blown. away, '
“Well saved, B8kinner!” yelled
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i’}
“Well, wa've &'ndred the trouble so

Pcrlauﬂ:-r from the other end of the plat-
orm.

“Thank wou, sir!” said the Jad in
charge of the stall, :

Skinner was just restoring them to
the lad when ho happened to glance at
the top copy. =

It- was the current week’s edition of
the “Courtfield Express.”

That fack, in the ordinary way,
would mot have excited BSkinner's
interest in the slightest degree. The
“ Courtfield E::]ireum"" was 8 paper
which was rarely eeen at Greyfriars
and Bkinner had never handled a copy
before,

He had seen the contents bills adver-
fising it outside newsagents' shope in
Courtfield, and therefore knew of the
cexistenco of the paper, but that was all.

That there -was, however, something
about this particular edition of the
“Courtfield Express” that attracted
Skinner's attention was obvious from
his behaviour.

He stogd staring at the paper with

complets astonishment written on his
lean face,
“Hallo, therel! What's  wrong,

Skinney ! demanded Bolsover, coming
up to the bookstall.  “Been backing a
doser, or something "

“"Waell, if this sn't thE'Fiddy [imaie!"
gasped Skinner at last. “Tell me that

I'm not seeing things, will you, Bolsy 1"

He pointed to one of the columins of
the paper, and Bolsover ran his eye
down 1t. '

A3z the burly Removite read the con-
tents of the t:m]a.utm:tl he, too, gasped.

“Groat Bcoott! W. G. Bunter, of
Greyfriars’'!  That's our Bunterl
Thers's only one W. G. Bunter!”

“Read onl!" said- Skinner thickly.
“My hat! The fat villain!™

“‘We have pleasure in announcing,’
read ‘Bolsover, ‘that the prize of Ten
Guineas offered by this paper for the
best Essay on Local History has been
awarded to Mz, W. G. Bunter, of Grey-
friars School, for an. excellent paper on
the subject of Greyfriars in the reign
of Henry VIII. The Prize Essay is
printed on page 4 of this 1ssue.””

He stared blankly at Skinner.
“Well, carry me home to die! Bunter
& prize for essay writing! If that's
not the latest!"
“Can't you see !” murmured Skinner.
“Bee what? I'm blessed if I can un-
derstand it,” said Bolsover wonderingly.
“He's always been the biggest duffer
in thoe Form at anything like that.”
“Can't you see?” repeated Skinner.
“Wheat do vou mean? Why, I didn't
know he could write decent English
even. He's slways in hot water with
Quelchy over grammar.”
*0Oh, the villain!” breathed Skinner.
“The cunning, tricky, fat scheper!"
“What's up, then?” asked Bolsover,
in surpries, "I should imagina this is
a big score for him. Nothing villainous
about winning a prize in a competition
like this[” i .
“¥ou blind idict!” snapped Bkinner.
“Can't you see, even now, the explans-
tion of this? :
“Dashed if I can! - What are you
gpotting at
“Don't you remember the subject of
Quelchy's missing manuseript 1
Bolsover started.
“G-Great tt! Why, according fo
what the Head said when he made his
nouncement the Hall, it was all

about the Greyfriars in the time of

Henry VIII, You don't mean——"
“Now you can sce?” said Skinner.
Pamﬁ Bolsover's eyes bulged, as his

somewhat slow brain got to work on the

problem.

“Great pip!” he gasped at last. *Tha
fearful, fat scoundrel! He's won this
prize with Quelchy’s missing M3|”

“Got 1t at last!” snapped Skinner.
‘That's cxactly what's hapganedi"
“Then it wasn’t Quelchy’s muck we
threw on the fire, after all!” murmured
Bolsover slowly. “M-m-my hat!” :

“It's all as clear as daylight now,”
said Skinner, his eves gleaming, “We
were right in thinking that it was
Bunter's lines we chucked on the fire!”

“But why the dickens should he say
they were Qu&lcgly’l papers, thent"
asked Boleover, slowly turning over
their startling discovery in his mind.

“That’s easy! It's as plain as a pike-
staff to me! Can't you remember what
& ragging we were going to give him
at the time?"

“I remomber that, all right! Incident-
ally, he diden't gat fi}tl“ b

“That's the whole int1” said

kinner cagerly. “The fat toad kidded
us_into believing that we'd burnt the
u:l_nnumng_t lust to scare us into letting
him off his ragging.” :

“Oh crumbs! And did that fat fool

think out all that?” ﬁf‘ﬁp“d Bolsover.
.. “He couldn’t have the brains to think
it out in the usual way,” said Skinner.
“The only reason it ovcurred to him, I
expect "was that he had Quelchy's
papers tucked away in his pocket.”

“My hat! The rotten outsider !*

“Well, he's had us all on toast this
time, n]i right!” said Skinner, with a
grim chudkle. *“Just think of the sus-
pense and anxiety we've gone through
during the last fortnight—all for
nothing !

“Oh, the rotter!” murmured Bolsover,
“I'll scrag him alive for this!"

_“He'll get mr}gﬁad-hy the beaks this
time, never fear!” chuckled Skinner.
“They'rs bound to get to know about
this, even if we say nothing. Look at
the headlines heore [*

“Then it will all come out about our
knowing he pinched the manuscript!”
said Bolsover, a little uneasily.

Y"Who tares now? Bunter's the giddy
criminal this journey, and Quelchy's not

ing to worry very much about who

€

‘else knew anything sbout it. We're

all right.”

Just then the guard's whistle blew,
giving the signal for the departure of
the Friardale train, and Bolsover made
a bolt for it. :

Skinner hurriedly - bought half a
dozen copiea of the “Courtfield
Express,” and raced after his ally, and
a few seconds later thoe two Removites
were on their way back to Greyfriars,

— i

THE TWELTE CHAPTER.
The Trials of an Author!

14 OsH "
B ‘fP-iﬂE !J?
Such were the' first words

that fell on the ears of
Bolsover and Bkinner as they passed
through the school gates on  their
arrival at Greyiriars again.

The two Romovites had returned to
Greyfriars as quickly as the local
train and their legs would carry them.
During the entire journey they had
spoken of nothing else but Skinner's

iscovery of Bunter's trickery.

Skinner and Bolsover were angry, and
like the prophet of old they felt that
they did well to be angry. Bolsover,
who was & fairly streight sort of indi-
vidual, was quite disgusted at Bunter’s
shady scheme, and he breathed fire and
slaughter all the way. BSkinner, who
was not very particular himself, did nos
feel exactly disgusted with Buntor. He
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* How much, Mrs. Mimble ? ** asked Bunier.

answered Mrs. Mimble.

was more disgusted with himsclf for
being teken in so easily,

The two allics tramped through tho
school gatea, and immediately spotted
the fat ofject of their wrath, sur-
rounded by an  excited crowd of
Removites.

“I tell you il's true!” Bunier was
howling a2s they approached tho group.

"R-ﬂ.tﬁ lrl

“ Pilffe I

“Tell that to the marines|”

“But ib is¥’ hooted Bunter, blinking
furiously at the incredulous Removites
througli his big spectacies.

“Hot! Why can't you szhow it in
print, themwid

“I—J-—  Well, there are certain
reasons why I can't actvally show it
you,” taid Bunter lamely., “But I
assure vou thai's how I got the cash.
How ¢lso conld 1 have wnade all that
lot ¥
e By
ibink !”

“Ha, ha, ha!™?

“Wp, it won't wash, Bunter,” said
Harry Wharton, looking at the Owl
with rather a puzzled expression on his
fare, “Do jou really expect us to
helieve, withodt some proof, that you've
won o Len-guincd Pprize i an cssay com-
petition ¥

“PBut KFve got proof,” said Dunter,
quito feverishly,  “I've got the len
gnineas; that's proof enough, am't "™

“1Ia. ha, hal” ‘

“Well, not quite!” said Harry, with
a «mile. “In fact, it's your having ten
guincas that's worrying me!”

“ O, really, Wharton ¥’ .

It was at that moment that Skinnecr
and Bolsover came barging their wey
through tho crowd,

robbing someone, 1 should
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“Enter the brothers Vere do Vere !
remarked Bob Cherry humorously,

‘* Ha, hal ha "

“No time for politeness!” said
Bolsover gruffly. “This is where we
take a hand with that fai villain "

“0Oh, really, Bolsover—" said the
Owl of tho Remove, blinking at lus late
allics, In some alarm.

"You take a back scat, Dolsy ! zaid
Bkinner. “Ill do the talking for a
mwinute or so."

_ “What's on, S8kinneri” asked a‘dozen
jumiers at once.

Harry Wharton & Co. wailed with
interest te hear what Skinner had to
say. They could see by his cxpression
that he was the bearer ol tidings.

“I say, you I'e't]nws,l don’t take any
notice of Skinner!  said  Buntor
anxiously. *I don’t know what he's
going to tell youw; but it ain't true

anyway! You know what an awlu
blackguard ho is 1"

“IIa, ha, ha ¥

Skinner scowled at the uncom-

pligientary reference to himself.

“I'm not the only blackguard in the
Remove, anyway,” he said.  “'These
chaps will see that in a minute

“0Oh, really, 8kinner—-"

“1 supposce the fat villain has been
telling you he's won a ten-guines prize
for an essay.” said Skinner, looking
round at Lthe circle of Hemoviles.

“Right first time!”

“0n the bawl, Skinner! YWhat do you
know about 113" ]

“Protty well everything, I think
answored Skinner, with o sardonic
grin,

“In the TMat cormorvant
usnalt™ asked Johunny Lull.

““No. As 1t happens, for once, he's
telling tho truth!

L i

lying, as

“ Two pounds, five shillings and sixpence, Master Bunter, if you pleass ! **
There was a gasp from the Greyiriars fellows as Bunter, with a flourish, fetched out a wad of

Treasury notes and seftled the bill. {See Chapter 10.)

“Great Scott!”

_ *1le's really won ten guincas for writ-
ing an cssay i’

The jumors looked at Bunter
wonderment.

“Ieowever, that's not the beginning
and cnd of it,” said SBkinner, with a
mocking grin at the fat junior, who had
hegun to look rather uncomiortable,
“Ag some poct iohnnie or other re-
marked, thereby hangs a tale!”

“Go ahead, then!™

Skinner's tones wero quite thrnlling,
and the Remove were Imqhi::g really in-
torested now,

“1 suppose when Bunter told you he'd
won tho prize, ho didn’t tell you who
wrote the cssayi™ «ontinned Skinner.

“Well, us he won it, 1 suppos¢ he
WroLo :I'l:," remarked Frank ugent,

“(Can't imagine another chap writing
1% for b, anyway."

SBkinner grinned.

‘1 suppose it basn't oceurred {o you
that Bunter might uso ancther chap's
work without asking Ins permission?”

llﬂh il‘r

“I say, you fellows, T told you he'd
start telling you a lot of yarns—"

“Shut wnp, DBunter!” said Wharion
grimaly.  * Now, then, Skinner, you'ro
making a sorious charge against Bunter.
Cut tﬁn cacklo and got to the hosscs,

and let's know what it's all sbout.™

“ Hear, hear 1"

“Cough it up, Skinngy 1"

“I say, you [cllows, I've just reoaem-
bered an important engagement—"

“You've got o more nuportant on-
gagowent hore, my fat tulip!” said ]%ol:
Cherry, scizing Dunter's ear gently bat
fivmly and guiding the scared-locking
Bunter back io the centra of the group.

“I know all about the scriousness of

'Pue MauneT Liseanry.—No. 1,054,
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it,” went on Skinner. "And, in case
any.of you doubt what I'm going to tell
you, I've got flﬁl‘il’-y of proof with me.”

-“ﬂﬂﬂ'd 'EEH i

“Hrot 1t out ™ 5

“'What's the fat idiot been doing?”

“This is what he has been doing,”
paid Skinner, with & venomous look ab
Bupter. “He's pinched someone else's
wark and sent it up in his own name
to the * Courtficld E:Elrm,’ and won
the prize with itl That’s all”

¥ how "

#The fat sppofer!”

The Removites cyed the Owl of the
Rempve grimly.

Bunter had turned the colour of a
beetroot, and was mﬂppmg his heated
brow with. a pocket-handkerchief 1n
Quite & feverish manner. _

“Well, that's that!” said B8kinner,
quite pleased with the sensation he had
ca . “Pyp etill got to tell }rmgl the
rnoat Entamstglg bit aﬁmut it, though.”

HWeall, what vou've told us is interest-
ing en anyway,” remarked Johnny
Bull. *What else is therat"

“Only the identity of the chap who
really wroto the essay,"” replied Skinner
nheerfullly,

“0hY

“Who was it, then?

“Why, none other than dear old
Quelchy ! grinned Skinner.

\Wha-a-atd"

'"gut'lchj'i“

“Oh, comp off, Bkinner ™

Thera wag quite a chorus of protest.

“That's a bit too stoep, gnu know,
Bkinner!" said Johpny Bul “Can
anvono here imagine Quelchy sitting
down_to write an cssay for the * Court-
field Expross 'i"

“He, ha, hal”

* Not much 1"

-*Don't su he's ever heard of the
rag,” remarked Cherry. “I can't
:ﬁgl&mbur hearing of it myself belore

J,E-"

""Hame herg!™

Bkinner still grinned cheerfully.

“When you'vo cll finished yapping,”
he said, “perhaps vou'll allow me to

i:]l; ]Lgut thtali;-‘ I said nothin ab:}tllt

c writing an ecssay for o
eompetition.” X )

“Why, you silly mss, you just said
that——

“Oh, dry up, yvou idiots! Let a chap

et & word in! I haven't told you yet

at the subject of the essay was local
history."

“Well, what about it

“Can't you remomber something in
that line be g lost by Quelchy in the
last fortnight

“Oh, Great Scott!1”

“He means that Bunter has wused
Quelchy's missing manusceript for the
essay competition 1™

“Great pip!"

““Oh, the fat fraud!”

“The criminal 1"

The juniors
breathlessly.

“Do vou soriously mean that Bunter

gazed et Bunter

took Quelchy’'s manuseript and ontered

it in this cotmnpetition in hiz own name ™
demanded Wharton. ;

““Right, all along the line!™ answered
Skinner. “If you want the proof, here

it is!"
And with that Bkinner produced the
Express "’

six copies of tho “Courthicld
which he hafl bought at Courtficld
Btation and hauded them round.

The Removites fell on thom cagerly,
and thero was guite & roar as they read
the announcemont concerning Bunter's
winning essay.

“*Greyfriars, in the reign of
Henry VIII'l That’s Quelchy’s mann-
woript all right, you chaps ("

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.—No. 1,054,

“¢ An excellent paper! By Mr. W. G,
Buuter," you know !”

“What a twister I

“What.a rogue!”

“IHE-’H finish up at the Old Bailey
Fﬂt I F¥

“I say, you fellows—"

“I think you'd better 82y 43 little as
possible just now, DBunter,” said Harry
Wharton, regarding the Hustered-look-
ing Owl with knitted brows. " By Jove,
Y might well have been suspicigus about
where your windfall came from!"

“{h, reallr, Wharton—"'

“Bhut up! This wants thinking out,™
gaid the Remove skipper. " Not that you
gquévﬁ a2 moment's thought, you fat

io 18

“Let the porker get en with it,"
growled Johnny Bull. "He's not
workh worr:,'in%' about,”

“ Hear, hear 1

“Well, I don't knaw,"” said Wharton,
tulernntfy. #1 think he's more fool than
I:mwa;_ however caddish this bizney may
BT,

L1 Hrm IH

“After all, he was generous enough
in standing treat after the match, you
know,™

1] Hﬂm !:Ir

“ Easy enough to be gendrous on other
people’s money " shorted Johnny Bull.

“Perhaps we can't do much to save
him, anyway,” sald Wharton. “"Ho's
probably booked for the long jump, all
vight, thiz time, But we might help
somehow.,”

“I say, you fellows, can't you lat a
chap speak?” howled Bunter, above the
din that was going on.

" 8hut up!” roared a dozen voices.

“0Oh, really! I refuse to shut u]:! I
tell you I wrote the beastly essay [

“Oh, crikey !"”

“ Still keeping it up?"

“I ean tell what it is,” continued

Bunter, hliul:inq; round at the
Removites. “ You're jealous, that's the
truth of it.”

“My hat!™

“Worse than over!"™

“3it on him, somebody !"

“Look hore, Bunter, this won't do,
vou know,"” said Wharton, gazing at the
Owl in perplexity. “Your best planis
to own up mow that it's come out.
Deninls will only make matters worse
for you, though goodness knowsa they
couldn't be much worse!"”

“¥ah! You're jealouws!? howled
Bunter. "I shan't own up! I mean
there ain't anything to own up to "

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“Let him take his gruel, Wharton!"”
growled Bolsover. “Servea him right
if he does get bunked. We can do with-
out your interference for once.”

“YWell, you'vre going to get it, any-
way,” said Harry, his eyes flashing.
“Mr. Quelch gave me a certain amount
of responsibility in thizs affair when his
papers were first lost, and I'm going to
take & hand in it now."

“I say, Wharton, you sin’t going to
sneak, are you'®" said DBunter, 1n great
alarm.

“I'm going to trr to help you, fat-
head ! retorted Wharton, “Call it
sncaking, if you like. Quelchy's bound
to know within an hour or so now, so
it docsn't muech matter if I break the
news a little carly. In any ecase, we
ean't let things rest as they are.”

The Removites looked at Wharton a
little uncasily., DMost of them realised
that he had some notion of interceding
on Bunter's behalf, but they didn't
quite like the idea of any of their
number—more especially their skippor—
infringing the code of

Groviriars
honour.

Harry Wharton saw the doubtful ex-
pressions on their faces, and his lips set
grimly.

“I've made up my mindb:. way," he
gaid. "YI'm going up to Quelch's room
oW, I want some of you to kueg &
watchful eye on Bunter, and have him
ready when I come out for him."

T éﬁh_’:vhq, Harry 1" gaid Bob Cherry.
ers 13 orders!™ grinned Frank
Nugent, _

“"The orderfulness is terrific 1™

“Yah1 Bneaks! Rgtters!” h? led
Billy Bunter furiously, as they mafched
him along. “Lemme alone! I don't
want to see Quelchy I ;

“I don't suppose you do,” grinned
Dob Cherry. “Nor would I if I were in
your shoes”

Accompanied by the whole crowd, the
Famous Five, with DBunter in their
midst, tramped up to the Bchool House.

Arrivi indoors, Harry Wharton
instructed hia chums to keep Bunter
within eg3y reach of Masters' Passage,
then he went on alone.

Heo gave & tap on Mr. Quelch’s door,
and Mr. Quelch's voice, from within the
room, bade him “Come in!"™

TE

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.

The Way of the Transgressor !

ELL, Wharton?' said Mr.
Quelch, looking fip from hia
work.

“I have come about the
manuseript you lost, sir,” said Harry,
closing the door and advancing to the
master's desk, A

Mr. Quelch sat bolt uptight, and his

imlet eyes fixed on the skipper of the

BINove,

“You have news for me?"” he asked
eagerly, with s dis of emotion that
was vory unusual for him. * You have
found the manuscript?” :

“Well, not exactly, sir. DBut I think
I've found what happened to it."”

“"Pray proceed, YWharton,”

“ Before doing that, sir, I—I should
like to make my own position clear,”
said Whearton hesitatingly., *You re-
member you said you would not ask me
to divulge any names?"

BMr. ?Iuelqll nodded.
“Well, sir, as things have turned
out, I can’t very well tell you the facts

I
without giving vou the name of the chap
concerned,” sald Wharton,

“In that case, Wharton, F think the
circumstances are sufficiently scrious to
justifly your ﬂ{}EIIE s, soid Mr. Queleh.
"Your hesitancy is commendable, but [
must ask you to acquaint me with the
full facts.” )

“J am going to do that, sir,” said the
Remove skipper. “DBut I haven't quite
got out what I wanted to say yet.™

Mr. Queleh raised his eycbrows.

“ Whal I wanted, sir,” went on Harry,
flushing, “was to ask you whether, in
view of the fact that I brought you
the information, I might say a word
for the chap responsible”

“Really, Wharton—"" said DBlr.
Quelch, puzzled.

“You soo, eir, the stunt bLe’s worked
may strike you as absclutely criminal.
and perhaps it iz, DBul however bad ic
looks, I think Bun—I mean, the cha
concernad 1s such & prize idiot that it's
not quite so bad as if an ordinary
follow had done it."

Mr. Quelch looked very much sur-
prised,

“So I thought,” concluded Iarry
Wharton, “that perhaps if I put in a
word first you might not have the chap
Lbunked.”

“Bunked ! repeated Mr. Quelch, *T
suﬁ;&mn you mean expeolled, Wharton ™

harton nodded.
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“Dear me! Are you not being a
little prefumptuous 2 said Me Qﬁe ch,
with & queer look at the uncomfortable
Remove skipper. 1 gather from what
you say that the matter is serious, and
if that is so you may rely on it that
the judgment of Dr, ke and myself
will be ns impartial, or even as lenicnt
as von counld wish, Beyond that, how-
ever, I cannot go; though I will bear
vour romarks in  mind. And now,
Wharton, kindly proceed.”

“Well, =ir, it was DBunter!” said
Wlharton.

“UIndeed |” said Mr. Queleh, his lips
tightening. “ 8o it was Bunter who took
the manusceript from my study 3"

“I1 ran hardly say that, sir. All I
know is what 1 have seen here.”

And Wharton produced a copy of the
“{Courtfield Express,” and pointed out
the result of the essay competition.

“B-bless my soul }” |

Mr. Quelch stared at the paper as if
Lypnotised as he read the surprising
announcement concerning Bunter’s prize
essay. Like one in a dream, he turned
over to page four, where the essay was
printed in full, and his expression as ho
read down the page became quite
extraordinary.

By tho time he had read halfi a
column two bright spots had appeared
on his usnally colourless cheeks which
seemed to indicate that Mr. Queleh’s
cmotions were working under severe
pressure.

“Well, upon mli' soul ! he gasped at
last, sitting back in his chair quite
limply. “'This is positively the most
extroordinary thing I have ever heard
of ! Bunter %mg won ten guineas in an
cssay competition by ﬂtimittmg' the
manuscript I have Jost !

“Then it is yours, sir?"

“It is my work, without the altera-
tion of & single word !” said Me. Quelch.
- Hizs ecxpresston had become  quite
alarming.

“This 13 monstrous!” he exclaimed,
“Tha boy is nothing less than a common
thief !"

*1 thought that was how you would
take it, sir,” said Wharton ruefully.
*“That was why I put in a*word first.”

“Send DBunter to e at once!” said
Mv. Queleh harshly.

Harry Wharton quitted tho room.

The f[uvious and stroggling Owl of
the Renove was beiug held captive by
Bob Cherry and ihe other members of
the Famous Five at the end of the
passage,

11e gave a howl at the sight of Harry
Wharton.

*¥ah! Sneak! Telltale! Beast!”

*Quelchy wants to see you ab onee,”
said Harry curtly. "I've done my best
for you, and now, if vou'll take my
advice, you'll make a clean breast of
it\.!.‘

“Oh dear!”

“*Don't keep him waiting, ass! said
Frank Nugent, ' UCut it now, Banter ™

With a final indignant gllm'e, Billy
Bunter rolled  reluetantly  into the
dreacded apartment of the Remove
Form master.

Tn the excitement of his struggle, and
m  his indignation at Wharton's in-
fringement of the Bunter code of morals
by “esneaking,” Billy Bunier had hardly
descended yet to the wretched state of
remorse (o which he was accustomed
to-sink in answering for his sins to My,
Quelch.

The chief feeling lie had when he
rntered the room was one of alarm at
the possibility of losing the balance of
ig prize-money before he had had timo
tr spond it.

That feeling, however

guickly pave
way {0 onc of fear for 1.]’!{:

salety of his

iat carcass when he beheld the terrific
expression on Mr, Quelch’s face.

“0Oh crumbs ¥ he Eﬂ.ﬁﬁlﬂﬂ. “I—1 say,
sir, I hope you don't think—"

“Hilence! Allow me to speak! I
presume that you have already scen this
copy of the ‘ Courtficld Express "1%

*Certainly not, sir ! answered Bunter
promptly.

Dc'nini: to the weird and wonderful
mind of Bunter, was the only possible
course in an emergency like ihis.

“ ¥ou have not seen this edition of the
' Courtficld Express’ before?” asked
Mr. Quelch, raising his voice.

“I—I never knew there was such a
paper, sir,” said Bunter rather more
shakily., “ And if my name’s in there,
sir, all T can say is that someone elie
put it in ¥

Mr, guelch came as near to snorting
a3 a dignified schoolmaster could be
expected to comoe.

“In spite of your being unaware of
the existence of the paper, you are,
then, awarc that it contains an
announcement that you have won ten

guineas?!” quericd Mr. Quelch sar-
castically.
“I—I—well, sir, you know what

fearful Imaginations those newspaper
reporters have !” gasped Bunter.

Mr. Queleh choked for a moment.

“Do you dare to deny, Bunter, that
the essay with which you hevo won this

rize is my work?” he thundered at
ast,

“Qh, really, sir, how can you think
such & thing?" said Bunter in fmgped
gurprise. “ W-w-what ever put that into
your siy 7

“It was put into my head by tho
strange fact that your winning essay is
identical with that part of my * History
of Greylriars’ which has been lost ™
ground out Mr. Quelch. “What have
vou to say to that, Dunteri”

“D-d-does that essay scem hke your
work, then, sird” groaned Bunter.

“The two are identical!” roared Mr.
Quelch, : )

“Then all I ean say is that it's a case
of great minds thinking alike!” said
Bunter hopefully.

“Wha-a-a-at?" -

“R-great minds th-thinking alike, you
know,” szaid Bunter, rather less hope-
fully, *It's often been known before,
sir. Two genivses hit on the samo 1dea,
and work 1t out in the same sort of way,
without knowing cach other are doingy
it, sort of thing!”

“You are an inordinately stupid and
wicked boy!” roared Mr. Quelch, with-
out troubling to answer that question.

“Oh, really, sir—-"

“Men have been sent to prison lor
less  than  this mms.gnoua' offence.
Bunter,” stormed Mr, Quelch, " were it
not for the scandal that would thereby
he associsted with the nawme of the
zchool, I should snrinusl:f consider send-
ing for the Pu-lim now " .

“0Oh, lor'!” gasped Bunter. *“ID:-did
you say the p-police, sir?”

“Y did!" barked the infuriated Form
master. ** And there is not the slightost
doubt that if I did have you charged
you would be sent to a reformatory for
a long period, Bunter!”

“Oh crumbs! D-d-do_yon think so?"”
proaned Buuter, his hair almost stand-
g up on his bullet head at the dread-
IuFthmqut of William George Dunter
as a prisoner in a reformatory.

“T am cerlain of 18! Do you nobt
realiso, Bunter, that you have com-
mitted a criminal offence, or iz your
stupidily so grest that the seriousncss
of it has mot fully penctrated your
brain i . |

“oh, dear! I—I didn't know it was
20 bad as that, sir!"” blubbered. Bunter,

-

oveércome with remorse as he blinked
up at Mr,. Quelek’s scorniul face,
“Please, sir, don't have me bunked! I
wish ¥'d never had anything to do with
the heastly competition now!"

" The malter 15 too serious for me to
adjudicate on,” said Mr. Quolch, his
face relenting just a little as ho glanced
at the woebegone appearance of tho fat
Remgvite, who was almost in tears now.
“1 shall have ta take you to the head-
ﬁlstﬂr and report the circumstances to

im.

*Oh, lor’, T shall be bunked ! moaned
Bunter. “And I didn't think it was so
sorious, sir—I didn't, really!™

o 1 bng'i.n to think you are not quito
responsiblea for wyour =nctions, Bunter,”
remarked Mr. Quelch, calming down a
little. “Tell me cxactly how you came
to do thiz thing."

And then, for once in his carreer,
William George Bunter told the truth,
With his fat knces knocking together
and_his eyes blinking quite pathetically
behind his big spectacles, he related
tIm‘ whole story, from the reading of the
“Courtlicld Express ™ in Chunkley’s up
to the appearance of B8Skinner and
Bolsover among the secptical Removites.,

“A sordid affair!” was Mr. Quelel'a
comment, when he had finished. * And
did it not occur to you, Bunter, that
tho whole thing was bound to comne out
if you won the competition?”

* Nunno, sir!"

“Dear me!” sighed Mr. Queleh,
“Wicked and wmercepary as you are,
Bunter, I am afraid your stupidity

oxceeds either of those two qualitios
Well, we must sce Dr. el

Bunter was not expolled.

Horrificd and disgusted as the Heal
was when he heard the story of Bunter's
prize essay, he, like Mr. Quelch, was
influonced by the stupidity Buater hod
shown, and was, to a cortain. extent
impressed by the Owl’s wretched stato of
remorse. And when Mr. Queleh men-
tionod Harry Wharton's intorvention,
the weight was just turned in Bunter®s
favour, and tho extremo senteuce was
not passed.

But Buuter received the flogging of
hig life, instead, and never did anyone
regret adopting a literary carcer more
than did Bunter on the morning when
that cvent took place, Of course, he had
to hand over tho prize-money; and Mr.
Quelch generously donated this to the
funds of the various sports clubs in the
sehool, thus proving the truth of the old
adago that it's an ill wind that blows
nobody any good. ;

Thoe Remove Form master did not
for the part that Skinner and
Bolsover had played in the affair, aa
revealed in DBunter's confession; and,
althongh he did not punish thewm again,
he gave them 2 very severo " wiggmg.”
The two japors como oub of his study

with burpning ears, and wcaring very

sheopish expressions, and it was noticod
in tho days that followed that they wero
both extremely attentive and respectiul
to Mr. Quelch,

It was quite a long tine before
Bunter was his old sclf again, and foc
many weeks, to cause the Owl of the
Remove to chango colour, it was necos-
sary to whisper enly three short words—
“ Bunter's Prize Essay!”

THE EXD,

{There's a trewt in slore for-you, chume,
when you read: “COKEICS LEAGUE
OF FRIENDS ! next week's extra-long
complete story of Hurry Wharton & Co.,
of Greyfrinrs.)



FALLING FOUL OF THE FANS! The new © boas ¥ of Storrydene F.C. seems fo have mastered the art of causing
trouble wherever he goes, for in addition to upsciting his team-mates he deliberately goes out of his way to be

unpleasant fo his club supporfers !

THE MAN

T

Under Fire !
TENSE silence settled upon the

A dressing-room as Torry Carson's
mellow voice died away; and
Hefty and one or two others
moved across the room, fearing violence
from the scowling giant. .
Scannan, however, was standin
fectly still as though petrified;
the depths of his eyes there
gpark that became uncannil
with the passing of seconds. man of
terrible fury and unbridled passion,
Tiny Scannan, looked capable of any-
thing at that moment, but Terry did
not flinch as the giant gave a snarl
and pointed a guivering band towards
the open window.
“You nearly went through there on

per-
uk in
owed a
bright

Mounday morning, you little rat!”
growled Scannan, “and I'm going to
make o mistake to-day! I don't

sllow anybody to talk to me as you
did, and I warn the lot of you that
Y shall run the team on my own lines!
I don't allow any to butt in—least
of all a kid! Hear that, you pup®”

“I thought T was a rat,” said Terry.
“You distinctly said—->"

“You—you—-" Bcannan choked as
he glared down into the youngster's
smiling eyes. “I'm going to heave you
through the window, ang I don't care
a hang if you break your neck! I've
hIE’ cnough of you, garwn, s0 watch
ﬂ'l‘.l .Hl

A hairy hand shot out as Tiny
utberedt&t 1¢l:n] Jllr?hlgﬁyhuﬁ' t]il:d ﬂiThIlE
youngster already skip out o
distance and daried to the other end
of the dressing-room; and the other
ﬁi}.’cm closed round him, their eves

rd, their lips tightly closed.

Tiny Scanpan might be a man-
eater, but they were going to defy him!
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“We know vou're a bully and a ﬁreat

fighter, Scannan,” growled efty

bble, “but I warn you that you
aren’t going fo put a fnger on ths
kid!" He placed a muscular arm round
Terry's shoulder as he said the words.
“Carson had pluck enough to say
exactly what the rest of us have beon
thinking since Monday morning, so 1
tell you straight that we're not in
the meood to stand any rough stulf!
There are ten of us—"

“I don't give a hang if there are
thirty of vou!" shouied BSeannan
““There's not & real man amongst you!™
Hiz tone ¢hangesd, becoming a sncer.
“ And what are you going to do, Mister
Hofty Hobble?” he ssked. “I thought
I gave vou a lesson the other day!
Never mind; there are plenty more
hidings where that one came from !”

Helty's broad features still bore sighs
of the damage that had been inBicted,
his right eve being discoloured and his
lips badly swollen,

He gave a somewhat crocked smile.

“You'll have to kill me before you'll
touch thiz kid,” he declared, lLis voice
low and husky.

“We'll zee about that!” growled Tiny,
crouching for & rush.

Uttering & snarl, ha clenched his
mighty paws and leapt; but he was
not prepared for the fierce fusillade that
met the vicious attack,

No sooner did he rush than the air
became thick with HAving missiles,
brushes, combs, and cakes of scap min-
gling merrily with soaked sponges and
samples of footwear; but it was a

enerous handful of soft soap that

rought Tiny up with a jerk.

Propelled by the strong arm of

A Grand
New Story
of

League
Football.

Terry Carson, the missile landed tlean
in_the middle of the target.

Plop!

The unpalatable brown mess spread
like ‘& poultice and obscured the giant's
broad countenance, filling his ears and
mouth and trickling down hiz neck;
and for the next twenty seconds or so he
reeled about like a ship in distress, his
hands' clasped upon lis waistcoat, his
bulbous eyes streaming.

“Oh-ooooo!” moaned the Man ol
Iron, his tongue protruding. like a
p]ﬂ;&i& u!f red flannel. “Qooo-er—"

' Onl?ﬁh i

It was an over-ripe banana that
whizzed through the air and smote him
neatly between the oyes, bursting with
a dull report and smathering him with
luscious Jamaica fruit: and Scannan,
obviously put out about something.
emitted & wild yell of fury and snatehed
up a heavy wooden chair.

“Come on, the lot of you'!" he roared,
swinging the weapon round and round
his bullet head: and it was at this
moment that the door opened and the
referee strode into the dressing-room.
T standstill and regarded Tiny

Beannan with excusable amaze.
ment, for the Man of Iron loocked much
the worse for wear.

Bome seconds elapsed before he could
frame & remark, but even then his words
lacked tact.

“H'm!" He gave an important little
cough. “It's a great pity you can’t find
a more suitable time for fooling.

TrE MAcNET LiBRaRY.—No. 1,054,
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Barracked !

HE referec’s moustache was
brzﬁﬂmgl as he came to an abrupt
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Seannan,’” he gaid. I'm wot o nan to
damyp high spirits, but this "—he nodded
at Tiny's soiled countenance—""is going
& bit too far. You're supposed to be
on the ficld in less-than three minutes,
3‘&3 :,rml."s[h:-ud vour time larking about
and—— :

“What?" roarcd Bcannan, still foam-
ing at the mouth. " Say another word,
rou gibbering little monkey, and I'll
fmm‘e vou through the window ! Lark-
ing, ch? Do I lock as though I've been
larking, vou maniac? FPve swallowed
about a hundred-weight of soft soap!”

“Why? What for¥™

It was a perfecily himpla rLuu.-e.liﬂu, yob
it nppt-armil to drive Tiny Scannan on
to the verge of inzanity.

The big fullow strode across the dress-
ing-roomn and flung open the deor.

“G-goet out ! he stuttered, his massive
limbs quivering. “Uet out, belore I <o
vou an injury ! You ask me why I swal-
lowed a hundred-weight of soft soap!”
Seannan gave a mirthless, hollow laugh.
“1'll tell you, you idiot! I was hungry!
Get out!™

He slammed the door as the be-
wildered referce darted out of the reom,
and the face he turned towards his men
was anything but pleasant. Not that it
was ever pleasant; but there are
degrees of uupleasantness,

“There's no time in which to hnish
our httle argument,” he said. “But I
may as well mention that you've all got
somothing coming to you. Now, get &
move on, 'cRuse fwam. to handle & fow

practice shots before we start!

Five scconds ticked away, and then
he spoke again, bresking an uncomfort-
uble silence.

“I necd hardly remind you fellows of
the fact that you've not won a game for
woeeks, so I suggest that you pull your-
solves together and make a special
effort in the next half! 1 shall be in
poal, so vou'll have little to [ear.” Hae
glared round, prior to leading his side
on to the fiekl. *“‘Let me down,” he

rated, “and there'll be trouble for the
ot of vou. Anybody got anything to
. say to that 17

Thiz was Scannan’s usual question—a
taunt, a challenge—but even Terry Car-
son refused to rise to the bait on this
orcasion, for he knew that further un-
pleasantness might casily put the boys
clean off their game. And DBosworth
United were always at their best in
the socond half,

Still scowling, Btorrydenc's Aan of
Iron strode off down the corridor,
passed up the stono steps, and strolled
across the cindertrack: and no sooner
didd thoe local lads show themselves than
the fans let forth a roverberant roar
of greoting.

“Up the Villa!”

“Good boy, Terry ™

“Hefty's the lad !

Scannan, it seemed, had heen com-
pletely forgotten in the excitement of
the first Imﬁ;? but it was not long befaro
he was singled out for a fow kind words.

" J1ow are you fecling, old man "

“You still look a bit sunburnt,
Scannan :

“Now then, Lofty, don't lose your
tempor [

Tiny Scannan scowled and mutiered
as 0 deluge of personal remarks
dlescended wpon him from all sides, and
little by little it must have oceurred to
him that he ought not to have creatod
the scene at the beginning of the game,

“Ta blazes with the lot of *em ! he
muttered, glowering, “I'll show 'em!™

Kicking tha ball towards the Storry-
dene goal, he st off across the turl
and placed himself hetween the uprights,

ANOTHER FULL-OF-THRILLS INSTALMENT NEXT WEEK :

&7

and a yell of ironical laughter echoed
routnd the ground when Terry be:
wildered him with a drop-shot and found
the net.

The uprear broke out alresh,

“ull yourself together, Secennan!”

* Brighten up your ideas, old man !™

“LGood bhoy, Terry!"

The League champions appeared at this
moment, and saved the new man from
furtber mild “harracking,” but Tiny
Seannan was o very angry man as he
lizhed the Twirling b.ﬂ.lf out of Lho
net and slammed it up the feld with
a vicious kick.

"Up, the United!”

*Up, up, up”

The referce, appearing with his lines-
men, looked none the worse for his en-
counter with 'Tiny Scannan, but his
moustache bristled perceptibly when tha
Fi?:l':t's deep voice floated across the
ield,

“ Kick it, idiot! It waon't bite you 1™

The gentle Secannan addressed the
remark to little Battle, the winger, and
his peovish words did nothing to endear
him to the home crowd.

“Ask him who he's
Batile !

"What's np with you, Seannan "

Fearing a scene, the referce whistled
the teams inte position, and in facing
each other for the second time that
afternoon, they lined up in the follow-
ing order:

BTORRYDEXNE VILLA.
(Black Jerseys, White Knickers.)
Goal: Scannan (Captain). Backs:
Grace, Hebble., Half-backs: Denning,
Thirlboy, Craye. Forwards: Seeplire,
{‘ayne, Carson, Noyle, Battle.

RBOSWORTH UNITED.
(Yellow and Black Stripes, Whita
EKnickers.)

Forwards: Garter, Deemer, Jollyboy,
Cramp, Dix. Half-backs: Benton, Cork
iCaptain), Commings. Backs: 'Thirsk,

Biraid, Coal: FitzRoberts,

talking to,

The Penalty Kick !

AERRY CARSON  started the
second half by pushing the ball

to Noxle on hiz left; and Noyle,
ovading a determined rush by
Cramp, made a few useful yards
and passed back to Terry. Cork, the
BRosworth centre-half, arrived at the
cama time as thoe ball, so Terry look
them both, meeting the hefty charge
with a sturdy shounlder and attaching
himseli to the leather,
The next moment he was away,
carving a path through the Dosworth

B S T e R e e

INTRODUCTION.

A fler n sequence of wing the boyr of Storrydens
Viffe F.C. #frike n lod pateh and fose nine
nialekes vight off the reel,  Ihgsatisfied with tha
gtate of affarre, Sir Avhrey Ailen, & purse-proud
barpitel, dand chotrman of the cluh, engages
oy TIIFF o Seanuan fo slop e rol which has et
. M Ting "=—a ginwt of @ man—proves beyrond
doudl, that ke's m bulfying tyrant of the worst
type tohen hre introducer o dog-whip {mto hix
“ gingering " methode.  Moddened by Seannnn's
coirdiect, the Vifle's anpporlérs take matlers 1itfa
their awne haide, weith the reanft thot during the
Frst Ralf of the molch belween Storrydene and
Rosicorth, the apeclulors aré fréated lo e
amazing tpeclacle of seeing Sir Aubrey's stéwn
“ find ** rughing on the field of pley in a coating
of bask paint and frothers,

“Cut o out, Seannpt mps goung Carson,
i the diessing-roomm diring the fwldereal, " youtve
copte fo Hhe werang shop to fry Whe rmra-"l sHujgr"

(Now read on.)

defence in a cool, unhurried manner
that sent the home “fans™ into an
advanced stage of hysteria.

“Up, up, up 1"

“Raght through, lad !

“Bet "o alight !

Terry had not been at hiz Lest for
the past week or z0, but now it looked
as though he had regained his old
form—and against the leaders.of the
Leaguo |

This, quoth the fans, was indeed the
stulf to give 'em|

“Up, Terry!"

“"Go through on your own!"

“Pretty play 1"

It scemed that nothing in knickers
and a jersey could stop the Aying figure,
for 'Terry tricked and outpaced cvery
player who showed a desire to take a
hend in tho proceedings; and it looked
for all the world as though he had the
goal at hizs merey when hiz legs wera
swept from under him, and he weut
sliding forward on his chest.

Pheep t

The little referco locked very stern
as he ran across and pointed & dramatio
forefinger to the whiteweshed blob.

He turned to Thirsk, Bosworth's leflt-
back.

“Any more of that, sir, and you go
off I" he snapped:; and thousands of
fans raared their approval,

Thirsk loocked very hot about the ears
as he helped Terry to rise.

“I've

“Borry, old man,” he said.
been pleying long enough not to lose
my head—"'

“That's all right,” smiled the young-
ster, taking the outstretched hand.
“T)l make up for it by beating Fitz!™

“"Who said so?" asked a deep voice.

Swinging round shm'p!‘i,', Terry found
Tiny Scannan scowling down at him.,

The Storrydene skipper was breath-
ing hard, for he had raced the length
of the field.

“Mada a miztake, sin't you?" he
growled.

“I thought I might take the kick,”
said Carson mildly.

“Well, think again!" growled
Scannan, “*This is my job!”
1] But hd

“No *buls," confound you!"™ snarled
Seannan, his resonant voice echoing
from one end of the ground to the
other. "I'm ﬂ.fr-:iml:a'r. and what I say is
law! 1T take the kick!”

The Storrydene fans were not used
to thia sort of thing; bosides, young
Torry Carson was a great favourite,

Angry?cries camo from all parts of
tha onclosure.

“Let tho kid take it!"

“Crreedy 1M

“Ceo home, Scannan!"

The blood chbed from Tiny Scannan's
faca as he listened to the shower of
abuse. He swung round upon the
referce.

“Ara you going to allow theso hooli-
gana to talk to me like that?"” he de-
manded. “Speak to 'em! Do your
duty—if you know it; end I doubt
very much whether you dot™

The ground was in the grip of pande-
monium by this time, for Becannean
scomoed to have mastered tho art of
rubhing the crowd up the wrong wayy
and the wild shouting took on a differ-
ont note—ugly and threatening.

It was tha voice of the mob.

"Tnok hore, Secannan,” said the
roforce, " you've been asking for trouble
from the moment T met vou! Take the
kick if vou're going to, and try to keep
a check npom your tonguc! That's a
warning "'

Tiue Maoxer Lisranvy.—No. 1,054



THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

PRICE
TWOPENLE.

EYERY
28 BATURDAY.
Tiny Scavpnan's pgreat chest  was

heaving as ho glared down at the

diminutive referce: Lbut he read some-
thing in the official’s eyos that warned
him that he had betlier go carefully.

Furious though he was, he did not
Blined limself to the fact that referces
are very imporlaut persons these days.
-'ir'lu:- reforec 15 the -boss; his word is
hw,

“Do you hiear me, sir?” snapped the
referee  testily, his fierce moustache
bristling with indignation: and the
mighty fists of Tiny Sconnan doubled
in ominonz fashion,

The threat was seen by the wide-oyed
fans, and ogain pandemonium broke
looze,

“Get on with #, Scannan!”

“Chiwck ‘im off, ref!”

“Uo on! Take i, groody!™

The Man of Ivon still hesitated, 1orn
liotween & desire to “defy the yelling
orowd, and a mad impulse to send the
dittle referee crashing to the turf; and
hiz decp chest was heéaving as, with.a
smuifered oath, he swung round upon his
heel, his unlovely featurcs twisted into
a black scowl,

He halted behind the  whitewashed
blob, the hard.eyed players lining wp
on  either side of him.

The great moment had arrived ; Tiny
Seannan was going to be put to the
test. il
Blowly, strangely, the discordant din
dicd .down, until. an uncanny hush
gettled . upon the wvast crowd. The
breoze, slight though it had been; had
given place to a weird, unnatural ealm;
the calm that precedes & momentous
happening; and the whole universo
might have been holding its breath
when the whistle shrillsd, and Tiny
Scannan took throee short steps,

‘Boomph !

But the merest fraction of a second
elapzed ‘botween the kicking.of the ball
and the bulging of the net. Tiny Scan-
nan had scored. Add, for the fitst time
in the history of the game, perhaps, the
scoting of a brilliant foal was received

in complete silencé !
T comital ‘bewilderment: He could
not understand it; 1t was un-
believable; it was unheard -of Ho
imagined for one brief moment: that he
had gone stoné deaf! Yot his wide-
open eyos could not deceive him. There
was no-sign of excitement or jubilation
upen the part of the fans; indeed, theore
wos ‘no sign-of ‘anythihg, ‘except a com-
lete ‘#ngl stony indifference to- the
rilliant poal that -had given Btorry-
dene V4 the Jead!
‘I'he silence -was uncanny, and the
Mean of Iron: was atutdly conscious of
the cold, inimjcal stare of the crowd,

An Ugly Situation !

INY BCANNAN gazed round at
the =mlent crowd in  almost

a stare that was disquieting and con-
templative—like the fixed gaze of o
man-eater.

 Glancing round, Beannan found that
the other players wdre moving off to
their respective positions: and it
occurred to hiw that it might be as well
if he returned to his own goal at the
far end of the field.

Tiny was a very angry man at that
moment, and the deliberate manner in
which he thrust his way botween Terry
Carson and Noyle, sending both' players
reoling, brought a howl.of rage and dis-
gust from the fans, all of whom were
fast losing patience with the Villa's
skipper.

“ vty 1

i Buﬂ [:F : y
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A few spectators even went so far as
to vault tm_t'.!.iﬁllgﬁ; and it was only
the good-tempered  handling by the

lice that prevented what might casily

ve -become a very ugly situation.
Beannan, however, appeared to be con-
temiptuous to the danger that threat-
encd lnm, It pleased him to know that
he had managed to rouse the fans, to
have broken that uncanny silence, and
he was ‘?rlnnm
past Hefty Hebble and took up “his
position between the sticks. i

Jollyboy lived up to his name as _he
prepared for the resumption of play,
for he was smili cheerfully as he
waited for the whistle, dnd then touched
the ball to Deemer, on his left. Deemer
was & round-shouldered; - hatechet-faced
young man who ran.to brains rather
than to brawn, and ‘the easy-manner in
which he slippéd -past Coyné:and swont
away on his own, brought found after
round of cheers from’ the Bosworth folk
who had travelled south with their
£ Eﬁm-’:’ -

“Go through, Jimmy!"

“Right through, lad}”

Thirlboy 'was quickly in the picture,
his long ~arms flapping, and his eyes
narrowed; but he could do nothing
against the player who was as slippery
a3 an ¢el; so Deemer managed to reach
the goal area,

““Now, Jimmy boy !”

“Try one!"

The elephantine . Grace loomed up,
stolid and unemotional as "ever, but
even he moved with ‘'unusval celerity
when ' Deemer shot off at a tangent and
made for the corner flag. Ponderous
though he was, Grace had a fair turn of
speed, but he was outdistanced by the
man from  Bosworth. It was only a
matter of inches, of course, but it gave
tho forward his chance of taking a shot
at goal before he was sent to earth with
a hefty charge,

(Will Tiny Seamign, rise {9 the oeen-
sion and save his eitaddel? Be sure you
rord the next exciting. instalment of this
powerfil scrial, “ckums,. Yo'l enjoy
every line of it}

evilly as_he brushed

CUP FINAL THRILLS!

(Continucd from page 2:)

for being cslin,  “Good hecavens!” lo
velled through the microplone. **He's
thrown it inte the fiet!”

First Blood Means Everything!

Such thrill: are all part of the Cup
Final; the thrills of tlw -game, a mis-
take here, o -chanece kick there. Thus
are these big games <on,  And the
cheering which greels a goal is all dhe
Ermater. because the followers of football

now that generally one goal wins The
Final Tie. There have been eight Cup
Finals since the War. B8ix of ‘these have
been won by the score of one goal to
nathing, 'ﬁm others heve -béen two
goels to nothing, which means that not
once since the War has the losing” side
in a Cup Final scored o goal.

-Goals being scarcs in Cup Finals, it
follows that a lot of fuss is made of the
fellows who get the goals. But whilé it
15 goals that win matches, 1t is equally-
true that dramatic, thrilling saves by
%‘aalkneg?ra prevent matches from being
ost. Onéof the fincst saves I have ever
seen was in the Final Tie of 1826, when
Bolton Wanderers beat Manchester City.
The Wanderers were leading by a goal,
but as the game progressed the City
attacked time after time. Eventually
the ball came sailing over from the wing.

"Waiting- for it in just. the right place

was Tem Browell—the player who has
always been called “Boy” Browell
because he ‘came iito. the gamoe so young.
Browell made a perfect Eeuder tﬂ“"ﬂ.i‘gﬂ-
goal. Tens of thoukands of people velled
“Goal!” in a mighty roar.  And il
locked a thousand to one on the ball
E_mng_mtg_ the net. "Bul Dick Pym, the

shermnan goalkeéper of ‘Bolton” Wander-

ers; s hra;g.’ through the ‘air and turned
that ball “aside. "It “vas o miraculous
save, preventing Manchester City flfﬂl’l_:l
oqualising thé score. Players of Bolton
VWanderers dashed to the goalkeeper to
compliment him.

Though. I have heard much chegring

T [31?-Fina.l goals, one of tho biggost
theers I have heard in a long cxperi-
cnce of Cup Finals was given to. his
Majesty King - George -before the start

.the Final:Tik of 1821. Just as, the
players came.oit to start the game tho
rain tarsd down as [ have seldom seen
it. come down . before—or since—an
“shects,” as we say, Yet, according to
plan, King George stepped from his
place in the Royal box, went on to the

pitch, and shook hands with every
Fln'm-._ Ho was soaking wet before he
wad finished the hand shaking, That is

the sort of action which endears a King

to his people. It brought forth cheor
after cheer. Yes, Cup Finals make
heroes. -

ok b

“

L~ . . prices, or easy pAyme
. Write for Fres :‘n

!IE L ien” ‘;‘Tf

AL, PACEED

= et
= ; ly the HBoest Coventry
RO\ sis oa%s Sheitian
ENR" B receipt of a smail depoalsi -~ Lowss; ‘oash’

T, T
Fasin Lista NOW.

300 STAMPS FOR 6 Sedot OleiTialh: gsha, o scuin

Wales, Gold Coast ete.—~W, A. WHITE, En

B, Btonrbridgpe.

“'ml J
ls ‘

bullt>
PAIL}, on

| MENTALIS M. - Botter, rétir tufure prospots and iy
| REMARKABLE INCREASE IN" BPPICIENOY which the dUMeeht stads of
MERTALISM, REVER FATLS TO EEFFECT

ard

3 £
: .li,ﬂ.u—Eum;ﬂah 'n'*%in?'.-

MAGIC TRICKS, sisceistoofe. St

Tarrison, 280, PentonvilleRd., London, N 1.

HEIGHT. INCREASED 5/-.
e lnﬂ’i:lhﬂunt appliances—drogs—or disting.

+THE FPAMOUS CLIVE SBYSTEN NEVER TAILS. S
Courks Aresrnr. turther: partide, stamnp. - JESMETE
acse, COLWYN BAY. Morth o

Gotn <O P 0.
. A. OLIVE Hurrock

- Gomplbte
‘dourge, -
Ian ONE iﬁnnl‘;l:.

F i

STOP STAMMERING !
HUGHES, 7, SOUTHAMPTON
NH

ticulars

Oure yoursslf ms I ald.-
ROW, LONDON, W.C.l.

Par-
Free. — FRANKE B.

T L T T T T e e T T
F.Il applications. for Advertisement Space in this
Pblication” should “be- addresied to" the’ Advers
tisement- Manager, UNION JACK SERIES, The
Fleetway House, Farringdon St.. Landen, E.C. 4,

| DR DR S R TR I

“-‘-i!l



14 |
~ THERE'S A SMILE ALL THE WHILE INTHESE TOPPING STORIES OF ST. SAM'S! 1
[
I want Lo eggspress 11 a i i
) ] : 1L s he recled back, knocking over his
* H.m.% &.HME ._____H..Hm_ Port Mﬂqﬁwﬂﬁ_wﬂq u.m__w_—,“ f1ar - HEN Mecrry and Bright, Jadk | two companions. ® h
o m__muﬂ 3 4 nnm__.w i _“.”_wﬂmu ony hanikl ok : Jolly's pals, herd tnat their “Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Dr. Birchemall
n..._. nﬁ_ﬂ. wn_m now __nm H_- ‘My heye!’ e @ Eﬁ% leader -had agreed to help Dr. | and his tutor, . .
s _.ﬂﬁw_w. er of MEHE“__E mm ﬂ.ﬂ.u P M M e : - Birchémall .to win back his | - The threce masters scrambled to thoir
yelled out the name s e top of his ks et Wot I ‘lorrels, they were surprised, and rather | fect and bolted, feeling not quite so
ﬁﬁwﬂnwﬁ vele an H_Hm- Enﬂﬁn D, e o, oy Euaﬁaﬂ% disgusted. : humerous, = And Jack Jolly end hia
: MMMH %uﬁp. ,_..ﬁﬁ &.:._m. pést, in the passage  bod ﬁh__ﬁ.l.l Jow yowTe. £ . Jack Jolly gave a shrugg. : pupil were left to pursew their studieés
Uu..u.w._._mw%n:ﬂm. b il hoxt - tie | blinki? Bkoal Portar, aad tiok : ; “Well, I've promised now,” he said; | in_picce,
befora thé Tajestick and dreided head. | the blinkin’ eadmaster .Eﬂuﬂ.ﬁw % “and a Jolly never goes back on his| Dr. "Birchemall soon began io make
b L S H_,E_.ams mwn.a Porter.| Wt I savs is this "ere: I Jword]l Any old how, I really believe|progress under Jack Jolly's able
: s | yw only the 158 r L Boys 18 L : ‘J.that Dr. Birchemall intonds to reform, { tuition. It woas marvellous to see him
belted as he herd his name called. Then | understand, sir!” moaned Dr. ! 9 heé ever does become Head of 8t |'swotting after a hard day's work. Anw

ho walked megkly into the sanktum
which had formerly been his, but which
oow belonged to his sucksesser,

"Well 7" heo inkwired.

Fossil, who was arrayed in Dr, Birch
emall’s cap and gown, glared, ,

“Well, what?" ho bdrked.

“0Oh, crumbs! Mean o say you want
me to ecall you ‘sir’'?" gasped the
former Head.

* Bertingly | ...__w;_u% not " roared Fossil.

“Oh, grate pip "

“AhT You may well bewail your
fate now!" said Fossil, grinning all over
his dile. *“Wot T eaya is this ‘ere:

When I was Porter and you were 'Ead, |
you led me & life of mizzery: For forty,
years I 'ave endured your tirrany E..,M
eruelty. But now my turn 'as come!
And I'm goin’ to give you a doss of
your own medicine !

“A lasa!" groaned Dr. Birchemall.

“In .?EE. when you approach .H:."
you will do the boughin' and serapin’,
mstead of me. You will report to me-
three times a day to be kicked down the!
wbepe, snd on Friday night to be birched
black and bloo. And you will treat me
always with w.uﬁn respeckt and deffer-
ence. Sayvy?"

‘I savvy, sir!"” groaned Dr. Birch-
emall. :

“ Another thi said Fossil, glaring
savvidgely at the grovveling ex-tirant
of Bt. Bam's. “I nofiss that altho you
are now only a porter Wuz ua.%u swank
asbout with your skollerly _E.Enm_
axxent.. That's got to stop I

Dr. Birchemall nodded retchedly, u

**Buch arristocratick eggsclamations as

(£
4

‘ Grate m»_u ' ar *Oh, n:__nu__u__. P are all’
very well for an "eadmaster,”” said Foessil
seveerly. “But comin’ from a ‘meer

porter, they sound out of plaice,”

“1 ses, sirl™
Birchemall, or
“YWhen you

“80 just you stop it,
sald Fossil,

you'll roo 1t !"

Clinking thelr glassss togethsar Dr.

Birchemall and Jack Joliy toasted the

day when ths formear -_nnu___n andéd More
raln ovar Bf. Sam"s.
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Birchemall mizzerably.

“Well, that's all right, then!"
‘grunted Fossil. “Now 'n give
you some of the plezzant. little
ﬂ:ﬂﬂ.m—.n: used to give me. First,

I want you to raid the Fourth
Form studies for tuck, and bring
‘it to me,?

“My heye | gasped the ex-head
master in alarm, -dropping into the
langwidge which" his superior had
ordered him to use. " Wot I says
is this 'ere: I can't do that, sir!™

“You . can't!” repeated Fossil,
with a repewed glare. “"And 'Go
the thump are you to say you can't?t
I say you can, and when I'say you
can, you can! Forty long years 1'vo
bean raidin’ tuck. without so-much
a3 & ‘thank wyou." Now you're
goin' to do a bit for me. Git
out ™

“But—" mermered Dr. Birch-

emall, with a despairing jesture.
* "Git out, I say Y bellowed Fossil.
“And if you're mnot back in tén
minutes with enuff grub to last me
the rest of the day you're for it,
my man!"

¥ith a EE.M in his throat caused
by & piece of toffee, which he had en-
devvered to conseal while he had been
spesking, the unforchunate Dr. Birch-
emall made his way, with relucktant
footsteps, 1n
Fourth-Form passage.

‘With pail and haggard feetchers, Dr.
Birchemall opened the door of the first
gtudy he came to, and sneeked inside.

As mourning lessons were In progress
he had eggspected that the study would
ba cmpty. Insted, however, he found
himself staring at the grinmng dile of
Jack Jolly, the kaptin of the Fourth,

“ Good-morning, Birchy 1" cried Jack
Jolly cheorfully. “Trot in and iake a
pew B

“ Grate m.m " gasped Dr. Birchemall
"J—I didn nmnn.uﬂ yvou wore hear, .Hn.__m;
Why aren’t you in your Form-room?'

“ Bpecial leave,” m.._nﬂu..__nm Jack Jolly.
“1 eggsplained to Mr. Lickham that I
hadn't read the copy of the ‘ Weekly
Joker ' he lent me yesterday, so he aloud
me to cut morning lessons. But what's
WE:. giddy game, anyway, sneeking in
ike & thief in ihe nite?”

The ex-headmaster berried his head in
his hands. .

“Fozsil's orders!" he choked, still
voncly trying lo dislodge the toflee
from his throat. *“I am tuck-raiding
for the tirant who has usurped my
plaice I .

. ﬂ.mﬁ.#. " whistled Jack Jolly, thought-
ully.
m can toll you, Jolly, I never dremt,
in the happy old days, that I should
over sink to this!" said Dr. Birchemall,
in hart-broken axxcnts. “In days gone
by Fossil always dud the tuck-rai .s#..
and similar meenial tasks, for me. Little
did I think that the day would come

when I should be doing it for Fossil I

“Well, T must say it serves you
umm‘w:: remarked Jack Jolly candidly.
" While you were Head, you ruled us
with a rod of iron,

& buy-word!"™ i
A lass! T realise that!" said Dr.

Your tirrany was

the direckshun’ of the

_,...v_ |

N\

Birchemall.
Hﬂ.rwﬁ i
@ burst into a bitter fit of weeping.
“ Hera, cheer up, “Birchy !" unmm:wmﬁ_ﬁ

“But now it's too late!

Jolly, in more kindly axxents. “ Have
& glass of

inger-pop, and pull your
-5 nﬂ._wﬁnum:w ger-pop p yourself
vwas & good-harted lad, and tho
he had suffered at the hands of Dr.
Birchemall in the past, he couldn't help
?Mﬂ..ﬂn&m&.—.&. for him now.

2 e mention of ginger- Dr.
Birchemall brightencd up a bit -

“Well, I won't say neo,” he said,
 drying his eyes on his beard. “II you
”_.__”muzﬂ to have a few docnuts or jam-
m”.__ 8 by you, I dare say they will -help,

P ]

Jolly Jack grinned, and jennerousl
produced doenuts and ginger-pop, nﬂm
within & couple of minuits Dr. Birch-
emell was begioning to look quite his
old eelf again,

* Better now ! asked Jack Jolly.

“Much befter!” answered his guost,
_“.E_.ﬂn.mu grate mouthfuls of deenut.

Look here, Jolly, you're a good-harted
lad to treat me like this. If ever 1
becomo headmaster at St. Sam’s again
I'll make it up, you sco if I don't!™

“Thanks!" grinned Jack Jolly. * But
surely the Guvverners won't go back on
their previous decisioni"

“I'm not so sure,” sald Dr. Birch-
emall. “.As you are aware, Jolly, they
kicked me out becauze the education I
gavo hear didn't come up to their egg-
spoctations, I'm afraid I had aloud
myself to get & bit stail and rusty, you
know, I never was much of a swobt. But
eeeing you has given mo an idea.”

"“What, an ideca for regaining your

old ition—for winning back wybur
lorrels, =0 to speak ™ asked Jack Jolly,
with intarast,

“Egpsactly} I will eggsplain. If I

can only convince the chairman, Bir
Frederick Funguss, that I am as skol-
lerly and learned ms he uzed to think

T was, I am sure he will reinstato mo us

J

=% Things are coming to somied

L tehen
sueh o clever i
as v, I Aoy to be fufored

a junior in the Fourth Form,
amazing situation orises ot S¢. Som's,

headmaster of St Sam's, #&nd send
Fossil back io the Porter’s Lodge.”

“H'm! P'r'aps you're right,” said
Jack Jolly reflectively. “But how the
dickens are you to do that? You've
just admitted that you're stail and rusty
in nollidge.™

“Ah! That's where you come inl*
said Dr. Birchemall eagerly. “I know
you're & sinart Jad in class. Now's
your chance to prove it. Why not take
me in hand, give me a bit nm_._. coaching
on the quict, and lick me into shape
again ™

“ Oh,
Jolly.

" A few evenings of extra toot

grate pip!” mermered Jack

1n your

study, and I'm sure I shell soon be a
credit to my profession again,” said
Dr. Birchemall enthusiastically. * Now,

what do you say, Jolly? Be a good lad
and help me out of my drediul plite I

“Well, thiz beats the giddy band!™
grinned Jack Jolly, “After all the
torchers I've suffered at your hands, you
calmly eggspect me to coach you so that
you can bocome Head again!™

“I'll make it worth your while!™ said
the ex-headmaster wheedlingly, “I
promise you I'll give you no more flog-
gings, and no more impots, when I'm
reinstated,  You shall have unlimited
vredit at the tuckshop, and the Frec
Pazs we got from the Muggleton
Cinema for their advertisement on the
Skool.Uates shall be yours every week.”

“My hat!” mermered Jack Jolly, “ It
sertainly =ounds attractive!™

“Then you agrec?”

Jack Jolly pondercd for a moment,
nnd then he nodded.

“All right!” he grinned. “I'll coach
vouw.”

" Hooray ™

In lus joy Dr. Dirchemall clasped

Jack Jolly round the waste, and waltzed
round the study. Ho was as cggaited as
a fag with & cupple of herrings,

After that ho and Jack Jolly shared
another bottle of ginger-pop.  And,
clinking their glasses together, they
sallemly toasted the day when Dr.
Birchemall should on¢e more roin over

2, Sam's! :

Yet this

Sam's again.”

"1 doubt it,"” said Merry.

“80 do I,” concurred Bright. ™ And
now, I suppose ‘we've got to have him
up-hear ‘il the study every nite, putting
o dawmper on us. MHotten!”

When Dr, Birchemall did trot along,
‘however, Merry and Bright were agroe-

1 ably surprized to find that he was quite |

jeeniial and entertaining.

He regailed
about his Oxbridge days that kept them
in fits of larfter, assimied in bumping
Tubby Barrell,. who eamo round
cadging for tuck and displsyed a vast
uollidge of cigateite pictures that waa
very mmpressive, Jack Jolly &_Co. had

quite a Pléczant evening, in fact,
- The work, however, was not
ineglected. While Merry and Bright

wére down in the Junior Commaon-room
_Lnnr Jolly patiently instructed his ol
headmaster in simple Arnthmetick
Spelling, History, Joggrafy. In all
“these subjecta Ur. Birchemall seemed
panefully week., It really was eggstra-
ordinvary that such a learned and skol-
lerly individual should have forgotten
s0 much.

“You don't scem to shine much,” said
Jack Jolly seveerly. " You'll have to
swot & lot, I'm afraid, before you're fit
to ask SBir Frederick to reinstate you."

But Dr. Birchemall ment to stick it
Nite after nite the ex-hcadmaster came
to Jack Jolly's study and swotted, With
slate and pencil in band, and beeds of
inspiration standing out on his massive
forchead, ho sat at the feet of the
kaptin of the Fourth and imbibed

nollidge.
Roomers began to spread round the
orm passage be-

skool, and the Fourth

came & scnter of Intercst.  Quite a
number of seniors made an eggscusc to
put their heads into Jack Jolly's study,
and they stared wonderingly at the site
that met their eyes,

Even the masters came along and had
a peep, aud loud were the guffawa of
| Mossra. Justiss, Lickham, and Tyzer
when they looked in.

“Look at It!" jeered Mr. Lickham.
“Swotting 10 get back It's old job!”

“What a hopel" chuckled E_._ Tyzer.
“You'll never be headmaster sgsin,
Eﬂn_ﬁq. g0 you may &3 well give up the
idea ¥

“A skool porter's m._o_". is just about
your mark, my man!” said Mr. Justiss,

rinning all over his dile. ‘'Now
.T cy've found you out they wen't have

any moro truck with you.™
— .mq. Birchemell scowled, as he looked
up fromm his work.

“Buzz off, you grinning idiois!” ho
snappec,

“ Ratts!” grinned Mr. Lickham.

“And many of ‘em!® added
Justiss and Mr. Tyzer together.

“Buzz off, I tell you!” roared the ex-
hoadmester, with a danjerous gleem in
his eyes. “If you don't, I'll—"

“Aore rattsl”

Whigzz!

A g dicktionary Aew throo ihe air
with all the force of Dr. Birchemall's
arm bohind it It caught Mr. Justiss
full in the dile, and there was a foar

Myr.

thomy with anecdotes b

ordinary man,

n, after twélve hours .of
cleaming windows,

polishing  brass,

carrying parcels, and sweeping carridge-
_.__m have been tog ﬁﬂm&mﬁﬁ.ﬁ

drives, woul

TETY

|

Dr. Birohémall was senial
-n?..E..M_:n mnd -tﬂ-F_TL_-u.uﬁi l-““
bumping Tu Barrellwho camae round
; oadging Tor tuak,

3

for [urther labours. But not so Dr.
Birchemall; his hole future was at
steak,

The time scon arrived when Jack
Jolly put his pupil threw a most search-
mg cggsamination to eee weather he
was fit to apply for his old job again.

“Where is tha Rhine?” was one of
Jack's questions.

“On the outside of the cheese!” re-
plicd Dr. Birchemall promptly.

“What day was it when King Alfred
was c¢crowned !

“Pancake Dayi"

“How do you spell *reskew "["

“Ree-sk-a-w "

" Eggscllant ! said Jack enthusiasticks

ally. “You're ting on fine! Now,
what 18 Sheflield noted for!”

“The . Wednesday, and Shefficld
United ! answered Dr. Bircherasll
promptly.

“Bplendid] Now for arithmetick.,

What is soven and sixi”
| Quick as lightning came the answer.
- “"The cost of o dog-licence [

“Well, that's all, I think,” said Jack.
“¥our progress is trooly wonderful, and
I really beliove you are fit to approach
the Guyverners and apply for reinstate-
jment now."” .

# “Thank Hevvan!” mermered tho
' Head fervantly., I will write to Sir

Frederick Fungusa to-nite !

+ And with cyes gleeming with sup-
ressed  oggeitement, Dr. Birchemall
bhopped out of the study and scampered
down to tho Porter's Lodge to write
i tha all-important letter,

THE EXD.

(There's another long laugh in néxt
week's, splendid story of St Sam's, en-
titled: “DR. BIRCHEMALL'S COME-
BACK ¥ Miss i, chums, and you'll
miss the treat of the week.)
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