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BILLY BUNIER IS STONY—AND THERE'S 27/6 TO PAY!

{An amusing incident from this weeld’s jolly school sfory of Havey Wharlon & Ceo. af Gregfviars,)




HIS week 1 want the budding

inside-wing  footballers  awong

. my readers to be speeially atien-

tive, Jor I am going to talk to

you about tho ways of one of the greatest

inside-wing nten the big game has ever
known.

The reason why [ want vou to be so
specially attentive this week, however,
15 becavse pm convineed that the
inside-wing men have the future of the
game of football in their hands to a very
large oxtent. It used io be said that
the centre-half of a team was the moat
important fellow, and there’s no denying
that he is so still,

Where Brains Are Wanted!

The alteration in Lhe offside rule,
however, made for a change in relative
importanes, The centre-half is not now a0
much of an attackor ss he used to be,
and some of the work in the way of
scheming and opening out the game has
now to be done by the inside-wing men,
Thus they are even wore important than
they ‘used to be.

The fellows the football managers are
logking for to-day—and will continue to
look for to-morrow—are brainy inside-
wing men. This is now the place of all
othors where brains are wanted in foot-
ball, and thiz brings mo to introduce cne
of the brainiest players we have had in

the game during our time—Billy
Gillespte, the inside-left of Sheffickd
United.

He iz an Irishman, gs you may have
heard, but he has been in England long
enough for some of us to have forgotten
whera he was born. From time to time
in recent years we hbave had & re
minder that Gillespie was Irish, for he
has played for Ireland on more than
twenty oceasions, and sometimes he has
led, as the ecaptain, the Irish side Lo
victory against England.

Theoretically, it ought never to Lo
possible for an Ireland side to beat an
English cleven. For evary leading
Irish player thers are o scors or more of
leading. English players.  Moreover,
Ir«elanﬁ has often had to ?]H._‘,r' the
“second best,” because the English elubs
would not release lrish-born players for
these International games. “But Gillespie,
of Sheffield United, has led these Irish-
men on t{o the ficld; he has inspired them
with something of his own genius, and
Iias literally eaptained them to vietory.

An Adept at Drawing an
Opponent!

Let me just give you an idea of what
they think of Gillegpie 1n Ireland. When
Ireland, under illespie’s  captaincy,
beat England in 1923, the Irish Foctball
Association gave the skipper a present
in the shape of & mabogany dining-room
clock. They gave his wife s gold
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nut the game, chooging as

Mmitcernational,

bracelet waleh, and they sent a silver
rattle for Gillespie’s little beov.

It is neccessary lor - an  nside-wing
forward in these days to be able to hold
the ball, which means that he must have
mastercd the art of ball.control, Any
sort of pass won't do. A pass to be
elfective must not be made until the
oppenent has beon drawn from the man
to whom the ball is to be given.
Gillespie 13 an adept at holding the bell
to draw an opponent. He-can get it
under contrel in a twinkling, and, by a
sudden and unexpected lurn, czuse the
man who 13 comng in to tackle to geo

* the wrong way.

In the ordinary course of events he
doesn’t keep in & line with his other
forwards. He keeps behind them, piek-
ing up the stray balls which fall around
the centre of the field. The things which
ho docs with those stray balls reveal the
gonius of the man.

I havo said that ho has *captained ™
Ireland to victory over England more
than once. It is also literally true that
he. has captained Sheffield United to

BILLY QILLESPIE,
of Shofflald United
cne of the hrnl-rllui
inside-lefts iIn the
country,

fells us the
feleed vweay of scheming and opening

st lpjend In:l'ly Gillespic, the famions
Mheffield United inside-left ancd Irich

hiw

victory in the English Cup. The story of
the Cup Final of 1925 should bLe retold
here, because it contained lessons for
yvoung footballors, and illustrated the
genins of Gillespie to a marked degree.

Every Bit a Schemer!

Nor days aud days before that Final
tie between Sheflicld United and Cardiff
City was played tho newspapers discussed
tho likely course of the game. They said
what cverybody was thinking. That the
danger to Cardiff City came from the
Shetfipld United left wing, which con-
eigted of Gillespie and ‘Funstall, I know
that ‘the Cardif men thought out their

lans to hold up this left-wing of Shef-
ield ; they had schemes to stop Gillespie
and Tunstall.

As the game progressed, howover, it
scemed to become more and more
obvious that it 'wasn't the left-wing
which was the danger to Cardiff. Every
timo (Gillespie got the ball he wecrad
over Lo the right. When the hali-backs
had the ball he told them to send it out
to the right. And Gillespio himself
worked over to the right wing. For long
epells Tunstall might as ell have been
in the dressing-room or in the grand-
stand. Ho was doing absolutely nothing,
because his own colleagues were keeping
the ball away Ifrom him.

This hecame so obvious that graduaslly
tho defenders of Cardiff City came to
the conclusion that they could safely
leave the Shefficld United left-wing and
concontrate on stopping the right-wing,
which was having all the play. That
conclusion was their undoing. In the
second half we again saw Gillespio
gomg over to the right-wing ss he had
done before, and the Cardiff defenders
were following him., Buddenly he swung
round and banged the ball over to the
left, whore Tunstall was weiting for it.
And from that pass Tunstall
scored the %ﬂﬂi which won the
Cup_ final. The scheming of Gil-
lespie that day was just typical of
tha man. He thinks about the
game, and his thought being
backed by ability is one big reason why
hs went right to the top {f the tree.

Of course he is Eﬁl-ting on & bit now.
He has had three benefits with Sheffeld
Upited. But he is still very fit. He
thinks golf a fine game for the footballer
to play, and he plays golf fairly well.
He is fond of & game of bowls, too,
and has skippered many a bowls team,
which shows that he thinks about other
games besides football

I want you to remember Gillespis
when you may be tempted to think
that the pame of football is played
with the feet only. Gillespie’s great-
ncss has been due to the foet that he
prlays with his head.



MEET CHRISTOPHER CLARENCE CARROYT HK'S A SCREAMY! Thep'vo hud sonic jupers of Gregfriars, Lud
the faleul prochival jeker to arrive at the old schoot out-jokes all his predecessors !
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A Magnificent New Long Complete School Story of Harry Wharton & Co., introducing a new boy in Christopher
Clarence Carboy, the biggest practical joker Greyfriars has ever known. By FRANK RICHARDS.

THE FIRST CHAFTER.
A Victim Reguired !

7 HRISTOPHER  CLARENCE
C CARBOY 1™
*Yea”
“What a name [

“HSome name!” grinned Dob Cherry.
“3till, sy Shakespeare asked & long
time ago, what's in & namo ¥’

*Most of the alphabet, in this casel”
rematked Johany Bull.

“Ha, ha, ha!” )

“MNever mind- his name,” said Harry
Wharton. *“Tho gquestion 15, who's
going to tho station for himi”

L1] H‘:’m t"

“Echo answers who " )

“The ccho-fulness is  terrific”
remarked Hurree Jameot Ram Singh.

Nobody scomed keen.

“Quelchy's asked. me,” said Wharton.
“Ag head boy of the Remove, nice little
things like this are bound to como m
way. And there's footer practice this
afternoon, as I mentioned to Quelchy,
He said it would: be quite all right if
I sent some other Remove chap.”

“Very considerate of Quelchy!™ said
Frank Nugent. “Did he suggest the
name of any Romove chap who wonld
like to root about a rallway station
waiting for o new kid on & half-holi-

ﬂa a0

‘!{Hﬁ didn’t.”

“1 thought not. I can't think of such
s chap myself,” confossed Nugent.

“Not little me, anyhow.” B

“1 dare say this Corboy man iz quite
s nice chap!” remarked Harry Wharton.,
l*::[f: may be quite a pleasure to meet

im.

“It mav!™ nfmrz& Bob Cherry.  “But
this is my self-denial week; and I'm
willing to leave the pleasurc to some
other fellow.”

“The fact 35, T can't wvery well got
gwov from the footer,” said tho eaptain
of the Remove, *“You chaps don't feel
keen on going fo Courlficld Station to
collect this Carboy.”

¥The keonfulness is not terrific.”

*There's the {ooter,” said Bob. “But
there are a lot of chaps in the Romove
who don’t care about foolor. Lm:ki]r,

d

it's a compulsory day. Bkinner wou
i_u:mp at the chance of getting out of
ooter practice.”

Wharton shook his head.

“Can't send 8B8kinner—he would play
somy yotten japo on Lthe new kid., Can't
frust him,"

“What about Mauleverer?”
Bob. “Ho groancd slood when I told
him it was compulsory footer this
afterncon. He had forgotten it, and
hated to boe reminded.”

Hearry Wharton laughed.

£ He might forget to turn up at the
station, too. The new kid's been told
to wait till called for.”

“1 say, you fellowsg—*

“ Halla, “Hﬂd hallo! Here's Bunter|
The very man!” exclaimod Bob.

Billy Bunter rolled up to the
of juniors outside the House. md:
what to his surprise, they mat him with
smiling and welcoming faces.

A smiling welcomo did rot always fall
to the lot of William George Bunter of
the Memove. It was quite & common
occurrence for a group to break up and
scatter when Bunter rolled inte view.
To Willinm George Bunter himself the
sound of his own voico was as the music
of the spheres. -On the rest of the
Greyiriars Removo it had palled.

Dut circumstances alter coses. Bunter
whs not an orpament to the Hemoves
ond as a rule he was even less usoful
ithan ornamcntal. But a use for
DBunter Liad been fonnd at last.

Somebody had to go to Courtfield
Station to meet the new kid, That was
the order of Mr. Quelch, master of the
Remove. The task had been assigned
to Wharton as head boy and- captain
of the Form. Kindly and consider-
ately had Quelchy agreed that another
fellow might be sent. So it was neoes-
sarv, as tho song says, that a victim
myust be found. There was no reason
why W. (r. Bunter should not be the
victim.

asked

roup

Buntor hated football. He hated all
form of exertion; but for footer, as a
rather atrenuous form of exertion, ho
reserved his demdliost animosity. On
days of compulsory practice Bunter was
fortilo of excuscs. Duntor, on the
other hand, liked new boys. New boys
had never heard of Bunter's celebrated
Elmtn.l-nrder. which was always expected

it never materialisod. It was always
on the cards that a now fellow; who
had never heard of Bunter, might sholl
cut & small loan on tho strongth of that
postal-grder. Billy Bunter, in fact, was
the very fellow to be assigned the task
of meoting Christopher Clarence Carboy
ot tho railway station. He would be
glad to mies footer; and every other
fellow on the field would be glad to miss
him. It would be s case of satisfaction
all round.

80 the Famous Five of the Remove
smiled benignantly on William Georgoe
Bunter as ho rolled up.

Buntér was limping, ;

They were not surprised to sce him
limping. There was always something
th{; matter with Bunter just before com-
pulsory games practice. 2

His fat face was scrowed up into an
expression of suffering.

“Y say, you fellows—" he began,

“ Anything up, Bunteri” esked the
captain of thoe Remove, with more
sympathy than Buntor had expected.

“Yen, old chap,” said Bunter, “I've
famed my leg.”

“ Poor old Bunter!” said Bob Cherry,
with decp commiseration, “That
means that you'll have to cut footer this
afternoon.”

“Ts it yery bad?” asked Wharton
gravely.

“Horrid " soid Bunter. “ That's what
I'vo come to speak ito yon about,
Wharton. I want you to let me off this
afternoon.”  Dunter stood on his left
leg and wriggled the right painfuily.
Apparently it was the right leg that was
injured. “You sec, coming out of the
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stinly, I slippod ovee and fell. Ay
ankiv's spratned rathor baddly.”

“ 'l hely you in to Quelchy's study,”
ratl Dol " Lhat's o matter for the
thetor,™

“1t's not ns bad as that,” snid Bunier
hastily, * Merely painful, 'm not the
fellow to make a fuss about a litilo
paia, I can bear it. I'ho troublo ia
ihut 1 shall have to cut gamos proclive.
ll‘:iﬁnthﬂr rotton for me——"

ma 1:.-?-!\]-

“You know
Howewr——"

{3 1"

“ut it can’t bo hu]l}nd. I supposo
it's wll right, Wharton?” asked DBunter,
with an anxjous blink at the captain of
ihe Renove tmhmr.:gh his big speetacles,
“1f Wingate of tho Bixth saya any-
thing, you can explain to him that I'in
crocked, you know, 'Tho pain is simply
awful 1"

Thoe chums of the Romove looked as
scrions as they could. They know
cxactly how much William George
Tunter was crocked; they bad becn
there before, so to spoak. i

“Well, I can't lot you off for notlung,
Dunter,”  said Hl.r?r. “I have fto
anawer to Wingate for every mau lot
off pamecs practice,” : .

_* My leg’s simply black with bruises!”
said Dunter pathetically. “Bladk as—
ny midnight. Covored with "em1”

“That scttles it,” said Harry, “If
vour leg's covered with bruises you
van't play footer|” ]

“0Ob, good!™ said Bunter, in great
reliof,  “T knew mu‘d do the decent
thing, Harry, old chapl” -

“Certainly. Let’s seo tho bruises.”

0 'W_'hl-‘l't ?:u ;

“¥You casn borfow & microscope from
the lab!” said Johony Bull. “1 think
sue_ will be neéded to sce DBunter's
bruizcs,™

“Ha, ho, hal*

“Oh, really, Bull—*"" i
. “Cqme into tho changing-room,” said
Harry, “If your leg’s as bad as all
tleml‘,r unter, you want some Elliman’s.”

“The—the fact is, Harry, old chap, the
—the bruises have—have got better, but
the pain's atill fearful,” said Buntor.
“It's rather serious, you know, when an
injury goes inward, and—and pains fear-
IL]-IF;' without leaving any sign on the

e

“ Awfully serious!” sgreed Wharton,
“Tt might be serious for me, too, if I
spun such a yarn to the Head of the
gIamE.u;, He might give me the ash-
plant,

”-Hu'; hn.’ hnI“‘

“It's not only my leg,"” said Buntor
hurriedly. “I've got a pain in my
chest—1t feels like pneumonin coming
oi. Or plumbago, My—my grand-
father suffors terribly from plumbago.
1t’s hereditary, I think."

Possibly Bunter meant lumbago. But
‘Ial‘:gntur was not partioular in trifles like
thig,

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Chuck it, old fat man!"” he said.
""Look here, Bunter, there’s & new kid
coming to Greyfriars this afterncon, and
Quelchy wants him met at the station,
You con go if you like, and that will let
you out of tha footer.”

Billy Bunter brightened up at onca,
He had had doubts—stroog doubts—ns
to whoether oven such a compljcation of
complaints as a sprainad leg, ineipient
Euuummin, and plumbage would got

im off games practice. Now it was all
right. He ceased immediately to
wriggle his injured leg. There was no
need for that leg to be injured any

ngor.
“T'll go, old chap,” he suid, *I'd do
Tue Miower Lisrany,—No, 1,078,

how keen I am on

anything to eblige an old pal like you,
Hurvey., What's liia mr.lnu:!n'."!;"+
“*Uhristophor Clarepes Cuyboy.””
" Ol erikey 1V _ ;
“He gets in at Courtfield Junction by
tho three-thirty, lle's Leon told to wait
till called for, 2o vou'll find him moonin
about somowhero. You've got lois o
time lo pat to the station. "Ta-ta !
And UHarry Wharton & Co. walked
nwuy to the changing-room, the maiter

of the new Removite now Doing satis-
fuctorily soltled.

THE SECOND CHAFPTER
Just Like Bunter ]

L BAY, you fellows.”

l "y 13‘nfr, ou fat frump!" ox-
?hilhu Ifurrr]r Wharton wrath-
ully.

The Remove had gathored on Little
Bido for guwmes practice, Harry Whar-
ton & Co. and most of the other follows
looked morry and bright. Most of the
Romovo woleomed the wintor gamoe whon
it camo along. inner and his frionds
did not look merry, and did not look
bright; they would have preforred to
sluck about, smoking nt_lrraléhitiuua cigar-
ottos in corners.  Btill, there was no
doubt that games practice in the koen
nir was much better for them; and, any-
liow, they had no choice in the matter,

Horry Wharton had  dismissed
Christopher Clarence Carboy ond Billy
Bun.t.ﬂé_ immﬂ hl? mitmil. 113-:;'&1 of thmﬁ
wero disposed of ; at loast, he supposa
that they were. Bo he was netorally
surprised and wrathy to find tho fut
jumor wmtinﬁ for him when he arrived
ut the football ground.

“Wiiiy haven't you started 1" he de-
mandod.

“Oh, lots of timel” said Bunter,

“"Lots of time for suybody else, you
fat bounder, but you crowl liko a snaoil I
snnpped the captain of the Remove.
“You can't keep tha vew kid hanging
about a railway station till tea-time.™

“Zhall I start him with & kick ™ asked
ek Cherry.

Ilnﬂllj

Bunter jumped away.

- | mﬂ;oﬁﬂu fellows, no larks, you
know. here, Wharton, if I'm going
to do you this favour—*

“This what?"

“Favour,” said Bunter. “If I'm
going to do you this favour I expect you
to ba civil, seo "

William George Bunter had evidently
been thinking the matter over, since he
had delightedly welecomed the idea of
meeting = new kid at the station instead
of turning up to gamas practice,

Ha blinked severely at the captain of ')

the Remove,

“1 jolly well know that qelch:r'ﬁ
ordered you to meet that oew kid,"” he
said, wagging a fat forefinger at Whar-
ton. . “You'ra shoving it off on me!
Very welll Bat you'd better be civil
about it, see [ ;

_ “You fat frog!” exclaimed Wharton,
in great exaspeoration.

“0Oh, really, Wharton! T don’t nund
gninitp the station,” eaid Buntor, “I'm
an obliging chap. I'm alwaya doing
good-natured things and get a:.gg imposed
upon in consegquence, I'm u to it. I
don’t expect gratitude. Bitill, a fellow’s
bound to do the decent thing., Y I do
thiz favour for you and eut footer and
all that, one d turn deserves another.
It's 2 jolly long walk to Courtficld.
What about a taxii”

“Nothing about o taxi,
chump.” : :

“I don’t mind telephening for one™
seid Bunter., “1I'm not o fellow to dodge

you fat

rw v aEw . e

fnking n liltle trouble,
like o shint 1™

“Pelophone  all you like, you assl
You can huve a wholo cab rank if you

like —if you can pay the fare,”

“ iy not anking you to pay the fars "
suid Bunter 1nit.ig.

“ﬂ}.',' my mistako]
Wi,

“Nothing of the kindl T'm not the
[cllow to teko o taxi on the mod, I
hope. Dut as I happon to ba short of
wousy this wfternoon, I should oxpect
you to lend ma tho fare. I1'Il sottle up
to-morrow—out of my postal-ordor,™

“You fat villain I*" said Harry Whare-
ton in messured tones, * Are you going
to the stulion for the Corboy man, or
aren't youi™

“I'm afrnid I ean’t walk it,” maid
DBunter, shuking his hoad. “If you're
going to ba mean about a taxi I might
catch 8 bus, That would be a shilling.
And then there's ton."”

‘H"I'E‘”Ili

I shull be late back for ton. I'm not
grumbling at giving up my hall-holiduy
to do your work for you, Wharton—1'"m
always doing these unselfish things. Bub
I've got to considor my health. I can't
misa my tea. They do you o nt tea
at the umimﬁ for half-acrown. If m
postal-order - had como to-day, as
oxpected, - I shouldn't mention such a
triflo.  But "—Billy Buntor shook his
head sorrowfully—"'it hasn’t come yet,
old chap.”

“Woell, you can’t wait for ton till your
ostal-order ocomes,” chuckled Beb
‘herry., ““It would be the longest fast

on record,”

“Oh, really, Chorry—"

“Ia thir footer practice or B conver-
ﬁi‘nﬂﬂ?" inquired Herbert Vernon-

ith,

“ Perhaps you'd like to go to Court-
Beld to meeot the new kid, Smithyi”
suggested Bunter Inrﬂnﬂt-lmifg. “Thess
things are put on me because I'm good-
naturod and obliging. The way un-
scrupulous follows 1mpose on  good-
natured chaps is scandalous.™
¥ Harry Wharton breathed herd and

eop.

““Aro you going to the station or not,
vou fat, frumptions burbler?" he de-
manded. o

“Not unlezs you do the decent thing
snid Buntor firmly. “I could do the
whols thing on three-and-aix. That's not
much, when you're sasking me to ﬁ':m up -
football for the afternoon, while you
play ”[nntar yourself, in your selfish

WA
“That does it," seid Harry. “I shall
have to go, you men—that fot idiot has

let us down."

!]" Oh, rot E:' said IEE hnt. ‘l‘:II.ﬂﬂl: hﬁI'l
go—you're wan era, Harry,

cut the footer and get down to Court-

field for that blessed Carboy.”

Wharton hesitated a moment. But the
captain of the. ove really was wanted
when games practice was on, so he
noddod assent. _

“Thanks, old chap! Bunter, got into
your footcr thinﬂ‘a. Bharp.”

Bunter jumped.

“If you're mot ch d
minutes jock out for squalls,®

Bunter . _

“ But—but I'm let off games practice|”
ha stuttercd. “Why, you let mo off
yoursclf, you boast.”

“Only to go to the station.™

“T'vo got a pain—"

= ]E'ml'ﬁ have some more if you don's
change in & hurry,” said the captain of
the Remove impatiently. ‘*Now, shut
up! Mind, if you cut practice you'll be
reported to Wiogate, and that meany
six.”’

And Wharton turned away,

' telephobe

1 thought you

in threo



EVERY
SATURDAY,

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

PRIOE
TWOPENCE.

-

-~ e
o ""’F f o o

Christopher

Clarence Carboy bolted out of the Rag,
Five. A second later, Bunter eame out of the Rag, puffing and blowing.

RFEa L 1
Pt Exame® -

*iwermad
o r P

and soudded down the passage, under the astonished eyes of the Famous
* Where's that funky cad ' he gasped.

(13 H‘

dodged me round the table and got away. If you fellows want to see him furned into a hospiial case, Iollow me I ™

Billy Bunter blinked =fter him .in
dismay. Footer practice, after nll, was
too horrible a prospect to be contem-
platad with equanimity. The fat junior
i:umﬁﬂd after Wharton and grabbed him

T the arm,

“I—I—1 say, old chap!” he squeaked.
“I'm going! I'm just starting! I'm
off! Honest Injun! I—I—I want io
meet that now chap! I do really!”

“Oh, ratst*

“I say, I don't want Nugent to miss
the footer, ofld chap! He—he needs
practice more than I do! I say—"

“"Took here, you fat fraud!" said
Harry, “If you're going to the station,
go, and shuat up. I'll give you another
chance. Yes, or nol?”

“"¥Yes!" gasped Bunter.

“Then hook it—sharp! And if vou
don't bring the new kid safe and sound
to tho school, I'll give you six with a
Bves bat!"

¥ Beast !"

And DBilly Bunter rolled away
wrathful, but glad that he had ast:np-e&
footer practice, after. all.

tho

Games practice proceeded on
junior ground, what time William
seorge Bunter plugged along tho road
to Courtficld, sadly reflecting what an
unfecling, ungrateful world it was in
which his lot had been cast.

He

There swwas one sdlace, however,
was going to mect & new kid, who had
never heard of lum or lus postal-order,
who might be induced by skilful
management, to stand a tea at the
Courtheld bunshop—who might, indeed,
lurn up trumps, and prove & horn of
plenty to the Owl of the Remove.
Bunter hoped so, at least, As the t
has remarked. hope springs cternal in
the Lhuman breast.

(See Chapter 8.)

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The New Fellow I

HRISTOPHER CLARENCE
CARBOY looked out of the
carriage window as the train

. wlowed down in Courtficld
Station.

The new fellow, who was coming to
Greyfriara to enter the Remove, had o
rather uousual name: but thera did
not- seem to be enything else of an
unusual nature abdut him. He was
rather chubby in figure, and rather
chubby in face, ho was nicely dressed,
he was rather good-looking, and looked
rather intelligent., If there was any-
thing uncommon about his looks, it was
the twinkle in his hazel cyes, which
might have indicated an wnusually
active scnse of humour and a dmpusitiﬂn
to look on the bright side of things.

Certainly he did not loock like a fellow
going to school for the first time; frosh
from home, or fresh from s “prep™
school. He had rather an  assured
manner with him, like a fellow who
knew his way sbout the little bit of tho
world with which he was acquainted.

He smiled as ho locked from the
window.

Billy Bunter was standing on the
platform.

Iiad Eilly Bunter been asked, he
would not have been able to explain
what there was for this merry-eyed
fellow to smile at. There was nothing
of B comic nature in the platform, in
the trolleys, in the stacks of luggage,
in the porlers, or in the automatic
machines. Above sll, there could
scarcely be anything of & comic naturo
in the handsome features and command-
ing fipure of Williamm George Bunter
hitaself.

Yot it was upon that handsome face
and commanding figure that Carboy's
crogs rested as he smiled.

In point of fact, he did not notice
that the face wes handsome and the
figure commanding. Bunter mnoticed
these things every time he looked in the
glass, short-sighted as he was, Other
fellows, keen-sighted as the eagle or the
hawk, never noticed them. Remove
fellows would never have seen in
Bunter what Bunter saw, had they been
blessed with the eye of Argus. And so
it hiappencd that while Bunter stood in
an attitude of commanding grace, as he
would have observed at once fnim.ae.':l'
had there been a mirror handy, all that
the new boy saw was a tubby, fat
fellow, with big glasres perched on a fat
little nose, & mouth of considerable size
which bore traces of what Bunier had
had for dinner, and an sir of fatuous
gelf-satiafaction.

So Carboy smiled.
The train stopped, and Ehristu}l:"imr
. |

Clarcnce Carboy stepped ount, wit
bag in his hand and & rueg over his arm.
Bunter blinkod along the train at the
alighting passengers, and spotted him.
S0 far as the new Boy was concerned
personally, Buntor did not care two
straws, or one, what happened o him
or became of him. Bunter was not a
philanthropist. Carboy might have got
unito- the wrong train and lsnded late at
night at DBristol or Gretoa Green or
South Bhields—he might have wandered
inte_the town, and landed at Higheliffc
or Redclyfie, instead of Grsyfriﬂrs—lm
might, indced, have vanished into thin
air if so disposed—and Buater would
have preserved his eguanimity unruffied.
But Bunter Lad iwo good reasons for

Tue Maicrer Tisasnt.—Na. 1,078



6 [INTRODUCE A NEW CHUM TO THE * MAGRET' TO-DAY!

THANKS!

keeping his compact and turning up at
the station to take the new kid m hand.
e was, that Wharton, having lct
Bim off games practice for the purpose,
would asswedly have laid on tho fives
bat had Bunter failed. 'The other was
that the new fcllow might be good
for & feed 'at the bunshop. So there waa
Bunter, prepared to do his duty,

Having tted a fellow who looked
as if he might be the new fellow for
Uireyfriars Bchool, Bunter rolled across
the platform towards him.,

Carboy was walking along the plat-
form, to sce about his box, which wus
being disgorged from the guard’s van.

He was not walking specially quickly;
but  DBunter’'s rate progress  was
modelled” upon that of the tortoise, so
the new [ellow left him far behind.

Bunter rvolled in pursmt

Carboy had arranged about his box
with & porter, and started oll again by
ilie time Bunter arrived in the offing,

Bunter blinked aftor him as he headed
for tho exit.

“Hi! he shouted,

Carboy apparently did not realisc that
that e¢jaculation was coming to his
adidress. He walked on regardless.

“Hi!” roared Bunter. *Carboy!”

The new follow turned his head at
tha

Ile stared at Bunter,

‘The Owl of the Remove rolled up lo
him. He was a little breathless with
Lis exertions, and rather indignant.

“You ass!” he gasped.

“ EhLi 1"

“Why dido't you stop?"
untor,

“What was thero to stop for?” in-
quired Carboy. “Who are wou, any-
vway? What do you want, if you want
anything ¥

“I'm Bunter!™

Carboy coyed him. )

“¥You look as if you mught be," he re-

hoaoted

marked. “Some names suit p-e-:apIe,_ and
seme  don’t!  Mino doeso't! Yours
docal Gratters!”

“You silly wuss!” spluttered Bunter.
*What the thuymp do you mean? Look
herg—"

“Exeuse me!” said Carboy pelitely.
“I'vo got lo think of my eyesight!”

With that reply, Christopher Clarence
tarboy turned away again and walked
o'l to the exit.

Bunter blinked after
wrath.
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“YWhy, tho checky hoa=t!" he posped.
“The rank outsider! This 15 whal cones
of being rood-natured and mecting silly
now kids at & station! Lhis 15 the prati-
tude a fellow gelal”

Bunter, in his indignation, was
strongly tempted to leave the new fellow
to hiz own devices. DBut two cousidera-
tions restrained him—Wharton's fves
bat and the possible feed at the Dbun-
ghop. o rolled again in pursumt cf

Carboy,

That youth l:ad reached the station
vestibule, and was standing there look-
ing about him, when the Owl of the
Remove rejoined him Carboy seemed
to be looking for somebody; but not for
Bunter, for ho glanced very impatiently
at the fat junior, as a fat hand grabbed
his slecve.

“¥You again!” he ejaculated.
here, hook itl"

“¥You silly chump———’

“If you've got out of & home [or
idiots,” said Carboy, “I'm sorry, but I
haven't tho time to take vou back, Ask
a policemani”™

“I've comne here—" howled Bunter,

“I know that. What I want 1z o see
you gol”

“lo see you—""

“Well, you've scen me, and there's no
charge. Now cut!” ]

“To sce you to Greyfonarg—="

“What

“You footling chump!” hooted
Bunter. *I'm a Greyfriars man, and
I'vo been sent to meet you at the
station.”

"k, Marial"
“(Oh, my only hat and umbrelia!
a Greviviars mani’

“¥Yes!"” hooted Bunter.

“And are there any more at home
like you?” demanded Carboy.

Bunter spluttered with wrath.

“I was told I should be met at the
gtation,” said Carboy. “They didn't
mention that they wers sending Fat
Jack of the DBonehouse.™

“Wh i,', YOou—you—yoi—

1,

“ Look

ejacnlated Carboy.
¥You

L

“Well, now you've met me,” said Car-
boy, “you've done your bit, so-you can
give mo a rest. I suppose you don't
want me to roll you home to Greyiriars
like & barcel, dp youi"

Billy Bunter breathed hard and deep.
For a now fellow to talk like this to &
Greyfviars man who had been whole
terms at the schooi, was simply unhesrd
of. This fellow had brought with him
& cool assurance of which Bunier dizap-
proved highly.

“Why, you checky heast!” gasped
Bunter. * You—yol—y0y=—"

“Bing it,” sugpested Carboy.

"3V hat 7%

“Singing is good for stuttering.”

“Who's stuttering 7" roared Bunter,

“You are, old barrel. If you've
finished, I'll get along. You're fright.
fully entertaining ; bus I've got to get to
school.”

“I'va got to take you to Greyfriars,”

a.iped Hunter. “Look kere, Carboy!
%Ii Jusleh—"

“Who's old Quelch "

“Qur heastly Torm master. Old
Queleh told Wharton to mect youw, and
ha chucked . T camo along out of
good-nature,”

“"You don't look the park™ said Car-
boy. “But 1f you meant to be good-
natured, I'm obliged te you. I'm
getting a taxi to the school, and T'I
give yvou a lift, if yor like. I'll pick out
a taxi that will stand your weight, if I
can.'

Billy Bunter very nearly clenched his
fat fist to smite Carboy to the earih. Tt
cost him a great offort to restrain his
wrath, Bul he succeeded in rvestraming

it. Bunter wes hungry. Ilc had lad
nothing sinee Jdinner, oxcept o cake ho
had found in Squiff's etudy, and a bag
of bullscyes that he had found in
Ogilvy's sludy. ‘Toa at tho bun-shop
wis un attroctive prospect, if it could
bo- worked. Not til? Bunter was quite,
quite sure that that attractive prospect
was merely a mirapge, would he give way
to his wrath and treat this beast as he
deserved.

“Look here, old chap, there's no
hurey,” he said. *1 dare ray ;mu’re a
bit peckish after your journey.’

“1 shan't be sorry to get in and pget
sonie toa,” gaid Carboy, with a nod.

“Well, come along to the bun-shop,”
said DBunter. *It'a only a few stepa
from tho station. T'm going to stand
you a [eed.”

*“Are youi” cjaculated Carboy.

“ Yoz, old fellow.”

“Form master's instructiona?”

“MNot at all!l Just my generoszity 1™

“0Oh, my hat and umbrella! May I
remark again that you don't look the
part?” asked Carboy. “If you're try-
mg to pull my leg, chuck it [* :

“1 mean it {" %untar ahpEEd hig arm
through the new fellow's. “Come on!
This way! Bplendid Tplace! Their
doughnuts are ripping! The cakes ave
Ein}gly tophale !  The eream puffs are
Bpi nﬁ—" i
Carboy paused for & moment, lookin
at Bunter. Then he nodded.  Am
William George Bunter and Christopher
Clarence Carboy entered the Courtfield
bun-shop together.

— rr—

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

A FRoyal Spread [
ILLY BUNTER beamed.
B Carboy smiled genially,
The two juniors sat ot & litlle
table in the bun-shop, amd the
waitresa was kept Dﬁuﬂa busy.

Good things piled the table.

Dunter glmﬂ the orders, and he gave
themn royally [* wa: mot a timo for
Bunter to stint.

He had landed hir fish. .

No doubt the new boy, being press-
ingly invited to take his whaek in this
royal spread, distinctly stated to be at
Bunter's expense, expected that Bunter
would foot the bill. But expectations of
that sort, in dealing wit- W. G. Bunter,
were likely to lead to disappointinent,

Somoe fefl ows in Bunter’s present finan-
cial state. would have lacked the nerve
to give orders for things running into
expensive figures. Dut Billy Bunter did
not lack that sort of nerve.

His present resources were limited fo
s halipenny. It was ‘s bad halfpenny,
which explained why it was still in
Bunter's possession, Even had it been

ood, current coin of ~the realm and
cgal tender, it would not have gone far
towards defraying the cost of that royal
spreadd. The bill came to & pound
alrcady, and Dunter was still going
strong, and Christopher Clarence Car-
boy was doing his bit. too.

Bur Bunter had m gualms,

\Wher the feast wa- over, snd the
little bill was presented. sl that Bunter
had to do, was to dizcover that he had
left his purse at.tae echocl. In similar
cireumslances, . Bunter had made such
dizcoverics before. ] .

Noi ihat Lunter. of course, intended
to hilk & *rosting new boy. Nothing of
that kind The new fellow would have
to foot tho bi]E—tent?ura‘raly. Bunter
was going to indemnify him later out of
his postal-arder—when it came. Carboy
was o new boy now. He might be an
Old Boy by ti;r,- time Bunter's postal-
order camo. That was & chance any
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fellow had to take who had Goancial
transactions with Willilam George
Bunter.

Obviously, the fellow couldn’t rofuse
to foot the bill, and thay wes the mein
‘point, Having disposed of the spread
along with %ut:ter, ho was equally
liable. He couldn’t refuse. If DBunter
had no money, the other partaker of the
fecast was bound to pay. And DBunter
hadn't any ! So that was all right.

He might be annoyed, irritated, exas-
perated. . He might call Bunter un-
pleasant names. ‘That would be no new
experience for Bunter., He was accus-
tomed to thanklesaness and want of
proper fecling.

Bo—feoling that it was all right—
Bunter spread himself at that spread,
and did ﬁimseﬂ romnarkably well,

The now fellow hal a fair appetite,
and scemed to be hungry alter his
journey. DBut ho was nowhere in com-
arison with Bunter, He had finished
ong before Bunter had had bhalf
enough.

Bunter blinked at him hospitably over
the festive board. He liked to see a
fellow eat. And he felt justly that this
chap was entitled to a whack in
tho feast, since he was going to pay for
the lot,

“Trv another doughnut, old chap!”
urged Bunter.

“Thanks! I've had two.”

“Make it three, I've had soven.”

“0h, Maria! Well, I'll tackle one
more, as you're so jﬂﬁ}f pressing,” said
Cerboy.

“ Do, old chap !

And Carboy did.

Then he ha and Bunter proceeded

alone. Christopher Clarence Carboy
eved him very curiously,

"1 say, Bunter, you must be fright-
fully well off to chuck money about like
this,” he said,

Bunter nodded and grinned, with his
morith full,

“You sce, monoy's nothing to me,” he
explained. *“If I ever find myself short
of tin, I simply telephone to DBunter
Court,”

“Topping ! said Carboy.

“And I've a lobt of titled relations,
vou know, who send me remittances”
sgid Bunter. “I'm expecting a postal-
order first thing in the morning.”

' Fiﬂ.ﬁ Plr

“I may be rether careless with
money,” said Bunter negligently, “A
really wealthy fellow can afford to be.
Sometimes—you'd hardly believe it-he,

2, imr I?t!;uﬁ sometimes [ forget n]!
about putting any money in my pocke
t{han ”F go out, and find mjllgf quite
Erony.

“1 can quite believe it,” said Carboy,

“The fact is,” said Bunter confiden-
tially, I rather fancy that I left my
purse in the study before I came out
this afternoon.”

“Fellow might casily forget a little
thing like that,"}uenfve& Carboy, with
the twinkle in his-eyes very much pro-
nounced now,

“ Not that it matters,” gaid Bunter.

“Oh, no! I suppose your eredit's
good at this place?” suggested Carboy.,

Bunter coughed.

“Oh, gquite!” he said. “But, as it
huipa:mu wo're not eilowed to run up
bills in the town, The Head's down on
it. But if I happen to have left my tin
behind, it's all right. You can settle
this little matter——"

“Ehi*

“And I'll square when we get to the
" said Bunter carelossly, “ Soef”

-;-I E‘"E"E'aj’
It will be only about twenty-five
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shillings,” =zaid Dunter.

“There,
thereabouts.”

“A mere trifle,"” said Carboy.

He looked at his watch,

“Mind if I call a taxi nowil” he
asked.

 “Right-ho! T shall be finished by the
tunec it comes,” said Bunter.

“1 think you'll be finished before
then,” seid Carboy pleasantly.

A rather cryptic remark, which would
have puzzled Bunter, had he given it
any aticntion. Dut all Dunter's atten-
tmfrés was bostowed upon a dish of cream
pufs.

Carbov eauntered to the deor with his
hands in his pockets. Ho stood in the
doorway. looking out into vhe street for
o few moments, and then strolled away.

Bugter continued his operations on
the cream puffs,

They vanished.

By that time Bunter folt that he had
had enough. There was just a little
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space left inside Bunter, intoe which ha
contrived to cram_ some chocolate
creams. 'Then he leaned back in his
chair, satished.

He was ready for the taxi now.

arboy seemed rather a long time
getting that taxi. Bunter did not mind
taking & little rest. The waitress
cleared his table, and, after a pause,
Emi:tght slong & little bill from the

ﬂ *

“Pay £t the desk,
remarked.

“{Oh, certainly I said Bunter.

He sat on.

His thoughts were pleasant. He had
enjoyed a royal spread, and he was
going back to the school in & car. Hao
was not sorry that he had obliged
Harry Wharton in the matter of meet-
ing the new boy at the station. For
once hie kindness and generosity had
been well repaid. DBut as the minutes
passed on he noticed that the waitress
was looking at him rather queerly, and
that another waitress had joined her,
and was whispering and looking at him
also. Then & man appeared from some-
where, and looked at Punter. He
realised that Carboy was an extra.
ordinarily long time getting that taxi.

please,” she

He reslised that these pea]iﬂa were
looking at lim as if they thought it
was In%h time that he vacated the table
and left it for snother customer. Fin-
ally, his waitress spproached the table
again.

“Can I get you anything more, sir "

“No, thanks|"” ni::i Bunter.

She retired.

Five minutes more ticked away,
Pu?tﬁ- wmﬁlgicg-m;ingi‘.l to f?ldd Pn:gm-
ortable. 1y the thump didn't Car-
boy come back with that ifxi?

A man in a morning-cont and an
smple waistcoat came sliding up to
Bunter’s table, at last. It was the
manager of the bunshop. His manner
was polite, but thero was a sort of look
in bis eye that Bunter did not like,
SAr jou are fintahicd with this table,
sir * ha hinted.

“I'm waiting for my friend,” said
Bunter, with dignity.

Tho mmlg:tr;d“m him a long, long
lock and retired. But he did not re-
tire out of sight. He seemed to hover
on the horizon.

Binter feli & desp quake.

Huppose Carboy did not come back?
Buppose——  Immedistely ho supposcd
that Carboy was not coming back,
Bunter knew that he was not coming
back. It couldn’t possibly také a fellow
ain_hour to get a taxi from the station,
which was almost next door. Bunter
quaked. Carboy had left him in the
lurch. A bill for 27s, 6d. lay on the
table. Carboy was gone—rathor matur.
1 Ir:m-mg Dunter to pay for the
apma.df he l:.fustunﬂ. +33:—111111:131 had theé
sum of one penny-in his ion.
And the halfpenny was & i:rmj one.

With a bad halfpenny in his pocket,
& bill for 27s. 6d. on the table, and tho
managerial eye upon him from = dis-
tance, Billy Bunter felt like Daniel in
the lion’s den, only more so—mugh
more 50

After the fcast came the reckoning.
The fcast had been ripping, but t]?&
reckoning made Willjam ‘.Eamrgn Bunte
turn cold all over.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
C. C, C. Arrives!

¢ ALLO?!' Hallo! Hallo ™
H Bob Cherry spotted the
new fellow as he came away
from the changing-room after
games practice.

On the first day of term there might
have been & good many new follows
kumkin;i about ; but the termn was some
wecks old now. Ho when Bob sighted
the siranger-he gucssed that it was
Christopher Clarence Carboy. And as
he knew that the fellow was coming
into the Lower Fourth, Bob stopped to
give him a cheery word.

“Carboy !” he asked.

The new fellow glanced round at
him.

"Yﬁ'ﬂ.”

* Christopher,
Bob.

I'-I'YEELM’

“ And Clarence

" Quite.”

“Brouglit 'em all to Greviciars with
you?" askéd Bob humorously.

“The whole lot,” answered Carboy
seriously. “ Fellews have told me thut
with g string of names like that, I
cught to go to & home for idiots. So
Fyve come.”

"8 you've come,” repeated Dob,
staring &t him. “If you mean that
Greyliriars 13 & home for idiote—"
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“Isu't 11" asked Carboy. “ My mis-
take, perheps. I know it’s not fair teo
juiddge o place by tho first fellow I sce
in it.”

Bob. looked ot him long end hard;
theu he smiled.

“All sorene !” he said.  “My fault
I ocughtn't to have japed about your
giddy name, as I don’t know you.
Borry 1" )

“Not at all,” said Carboy, with a
laugh.. " If you happen to be & Remove
man, you might tell me where to find
my Forim master,”

*This wey!” answered Bob. “I'll
take you straight to his lair where he
lies in wait for new boys, But didn't
8 Greyfriers man bring you herc?
Bunter, of ours, went to meet you at the
station, Wharton will give him jip if
he didn't do it.”

* Bunter met me all right,” answered
Carboy.  “S8plendid chap, Dunter,
isn't hei"

“Oh, my hat! TIs he?” exclaimed
Bob, i astenizshment., “1 dare say he
12: but I belicve you're the first man
that’s over noticed it.”

“Well, look at hiz gonerosity,” said
LCarboy.

“"His whatter "

“CGenerosity ! e took mo to the bun.
shop, and stood me a thumping good
spread—me, a stranger to him. It
came to woll over & pound.”

“Bunter did !" roared Bob.

“Ha did 1"

“And found out that he'd forgotten
te take any money, and asked you 1o
sottle the bill till s postal-order came
—what " chuckled Bob.

“Not in the least. I didn't stay long
enough. I went for & taxi, and decided
to get my box from the station and
come on to-Greyfriars,” answered Car-
boy simply. “I saw it coming; but i
never arrived.”

Bob Cherry stopped short at the
corner of Masters’ passage, and etared
blankly at Christopher Clarence Carboy.

“You left Bunter to pay for the
gpread—over a pound "

“Muturally. Don't Greyiriars men
pay for a spread when they stand one ™
asked Carbey.

“Ha, ha! Not Bunter, as a rule.
Why, they won't Jet him get out of the
bm':sﬁcnp alive " roared Bob.

“ Dear me 1™

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Bob. “ Bunter's
landed at last. Did you really think
he was paying 7"

“Hea told me s0.”

“Ha, ha! Of course, you don't know
him! Poor old Bunter! Mean to say
you . slipped off before he had time to
mention that ho had forgotten his tin §”
shricked Bob. “Poor old RBunter!
They'll scalp him! He won't be home
till .morning. The Head will have to
Eo and bail him out. Ha, ha, ha " Bob

herry roared.

The door of the Remove master’s
study opencd, and Mr. Quelch's severe
countenance looked out. His gimlet-
eye fixed frostily on the hilarious Bob.

“Cherry, Masters passage is not a
suitable place for boisterous and un-
seemly merriment.”

“Oh! Aht! Yes, sir!” gasped Doh.
“This—this 18 the new chap, sir—I mean
the new kid. I mean Carboy, sir.™

“Oh! You may come into my study,
Carboy.”

Christopher Clarence Carboy followed
the Remove master into his study, and
the door closed. Bob Cherry suppress-
ing his merriment, with difficulty, till
he was out of the sacred precincts of
Masters passage, tushed off to the Rag
fo tell t]Ee news. There was .. crowd
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slipped off b

of Remove fellows in the Rap when
Bob burst in with & war-whoop.

" Hallo, halle, hallo!” roared Dol
“Ha, ha, ha! 'The joke of the scason,

you men! Dunter’s got it where the
chicken got the chopper!™
“ Bunter! What's happened to
Bunter *" asked Harry Wharton.
“That new  fellow’s  happened o

him!" rcared Bob. * He took Carboy
mto the bunshop to stand him a spread
—over & pouncd—and the new kid
efore Bunter could land the
bill en him."

“Oh, my hat!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Poor old Bunter!”

Tiere was a roar of merriment in the
Rag. Tho moethods of William Georgoe
Bunter wera well known in the Grey-
friars Remove. Even wideawaoke fellows
had been landed successfully by Buntor.
He owed a shilling even to IFisher L.
Fizh, the youth from New York, though
how Bunter had ever extracted cven a
small loan from Fisher T, Fish was one
of thoze mysteries which -pass under
standing. But W. G. Bunter had met
his Waterloo at last!

"H.EI.-. hﬂ.. h-ﬂ-!"

“And Carboy left himm to it!™ sobbed
Bob TCherry. “ Carboy saw it coming,
and left him to it. Poor old Bunter!™

“That new kid is jolly sharp, for a
new kid," .said Peter Todd. “ Bunter
has‘taken in‘old hands.”

“Who's going down to Courtfield to
bail Bunter out?™ yelled Skinner; and
there was another roar.

“The bailfulness will he harmless and
necessary,” chuckled Hurree Jamsot

I-SEE - ALL

Ram Bingh. “They will not allow
Bunter to escape without the prelim-
inary payfulness. The commiseration is
terrific.”

"Ha, ha, ha!"

. The fellows in the Rag were still yell-
ing when Nugent minor, of the Becond
Form, put his head in at the door.

“Wharton here?” he called out,

“ Hore,"” answered Harry.

“¥You're wented in the prefects'-room.
Wingate says you're being asked for on
the telephone, and that ga’]l jolly well
lick you if it happens agsin,”
Nugont minor.

“Well, I never asked to be ssked for
on the telephone,” growled the captain
of the Remove. * Wingate can take the
call end keep it.’™

“Bhall 1 tell
Hu$nt minor,

“Nunno! TI'll go,™

“Ten to ono 1it's Bunter,” velled
Skinner. “He wants Wharton to go
and bail him out.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Look here, Wharton,"” said Wingate
ef the Sixth, as Harry presented him-
self. in tho prefects’-room, *this won't
do! ¥ou know jolly well that you can’t
arrange with & Remove kid to ring you
up on this telephone.™

“But I haven't.”

“Well, he's run

said

him sa?™ grioned

you up,” said Win-

gate gruffly. “As he says it's about
some new kid who's gob lost, you can
take the call™

“A mnew kid lost!"  ejaculated
Wharton, .

He had  already heard from Bob
Cherry  that Christopher Claronce

Carboy was in Mr. Quelch's study, in-
terviewing his Form master.

“Bunter says so. Take the call.”

“Oh crumbs !

Wharton went to the telephone and
picked up the receiver.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Horrible [or Bunter I,

ILLY LUNFEER satv at the table
ﬁ in the UCourthield bunshop and

quaked,  ‘Uhe managerial gentle-

man hovered en the horizon,
rather nearcr, Waliresses looked at
Bunter. Other people in the bunshop,
scenting that something was -on, began
to lock round at him, Dunter did not
mind, as a rule, being the cynosure of
all eyes, It was, i fact, his due. Bui
on tlus ecension he did not enjoy it.

His fat face grew red. Perspiration
trickled down his back. He had a fecl-
ing of horrid discomfort. Hea knew that
he was already regarded as a bilk, He
knew that he was waitched, He knew
that if he attempted to pass the desk
near the doorwuy without paying, doubt
would change to certainty, and he
would be collared. The manager was
“wide " to thiy sort of game; he had
been “had " beflore.

One of the twe fellows who had
“tea’d ' so sumptuously at the buashop
had quictly vetired; the other was
watching for a chance to follow suit.
That was the game—from the mane-
g{:r's point of view. He had been there

efore! There was trouble in store for
Bunter if he did not pay. And how
could he pay 27s. €d. with a bad half-
%&nny? 1t wae. o sheer impossibility,

y no arithmetical gymnastics could a
bad halfpenny be made to equal 27s. bd.
‘The highast mathematics would not do
it. Bunter sat and gquaked.

But 1t bacame clear to Bunter that he

could not sit there for ever. Something
had to be done. 1In fact, the bunshop
had to be “done.” But how?

It was uscless to sit there and think
of what he would like to_do to Chris
topher Clarcnce Carboy. Hanging ‘was
too good for him. Something lhinger-

ing, with boiling oil in it, might meet

the case. But such thoughts, though
pleasani, were not helpful. Carboy was
gone—Bunter had to go—somdhow, He
resolved to risk it at last. .

There was & possibility that he might
pass the pay-desk unchallenged. Once
he reached the door he could take to
his heels.

It was undigmfied. It eculd not be
colled straighitorward and honourable in
tho highest sense of the words. But it
was il that was left for Bunter to do.
[t was uscless to stop at the desk and
offer the young lady there’ a bad hali-
penny. Bunter was not bright, but he
Was Eright cnough to realise that,

He rose from the table, brushed away
a few crumbs with & careless air, and
strolled doorward in & casual sort of

WEaY. :
His casual air was pronounced—very
pronocunced. . It would have drawn

attenticn upon him even had he not
already becn suspected, ;

The mann%ﬂt’ quitted the horizon, and
hovered in the offing. His eye was on
Bunter with a glint in it like steel.

Bunter sirclled past the pay desk. The
young lady thore observed him with a
cold eye, and stared after him as he
passed unpaying.

Nunter almnst reached the bhig glass
doors.

His heart beat fast.

Another minute would do it—then a
rush—— A hand dropped an his collar
with a grip of iron.

“0w!" sgneaked ‘Buntar.

He was spun round. Two managerial
eyos, cold as steel, gleamed at him.

Ono managerial hband held DBunter's
collar., The other managerial hand held
out Bunter's bill..

“ Your bill, sir!” said the manager.

"":I'i\" !I!

“Yon forgot it, sir,” eaid the mana-
ger, with biting sarcasm. * Perhaps you
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Carboy’s funk vanished suddenly, and he stood looking down at Bunter with a gental grin.

chuckled. *‘ Roll on, thou fat and frabjous Bunter, roll 1 ** **Ha, ha, ha ! *
of the Remove, " Wow! Ow! Oh, dear! Keep him off, you fellows I (See Chapler 11.)

would not mind paying at the desk,
sir, * 4

“Ow! Leggo! Certainlyt! Of course!
I—I guite forgot!” gasped Buster,

. The managor—between Buntor and
the door—released hiz collar. DBunter
ran his hands through his pockots, ag if
o scarch of cash,

“The—the fact is—" he
through his chattoring teoth.

“Twenty-seven-and-sixpence, please!™

“I—I've ‘forgotten my money."”

“Quite 30!” said the manager. “No
doubt! Step into this roomn, please,
Thank you! EKindly take n scat. No,
not near the door. You are not the
first bilk I havo had ta deal with in this
establishment.  Your confederate has
escaped. You will be handed over to
the police.” The manager picked up
the receiver from his telophone, 1
shall ask for a constable to be sent

iF ﬂw !1‘!‘

Bunter blinked at him in horror,

“I1—1 say,” he stuttered. “I—I say,
I'm a—a—a Greyfriars chap! Il
Aquare to-morrow. I've lots of moncy!
I say, Yot me use that telephone, and—
and I'll ask my headmaster to come.”

“You belong to Greyfriars?” jeercd
the managoer,

“Ow! Yes™

“You do not mean Borstal "

The manager was a sarcastic geuntle-
man,

“Ow! No. I say, I'll ring up a
friend to call here, and—and sottle that
—that paltey amount,” gasped Bunter.

“Very well,”  As the manager had
not really intended to eall in & con-
stable, he graciously coneeded the
point. T will zive you a chanee.™

said,

“It's all & mistake,” gasped Bunter.
“¥ou sce, I left my banknotes in mi
study. All my currency notes, too.
hope you don't think that a Greyfriars
chap would be capable of diddling
you.

The manuager did not state what he
thought on that point. Ie stood aside
for Bunter to use the telephone. Bunter
look the receiver and hesitated, Ile
had stated that he could ‘call up his
headmaster; but that was only & figure
of speech.  He would as soon have
called up spirits from the vasty deep, as
the headmaster from Greyfviars, He
thought of his studymate, Peter Tadd.
Toddy ought to stand’ by him—but it
was a guestion whether he would—and
it was unlikely that l'oddy had twenty-
seven shillings and sixpence to part
with. ‘Twenty-seven and six was a con-
siderable sum in thoe Lower Fourth
Form, though Bunter had so lightly in-

currcd a debt to that extent. He gave
the number of the prefects’ room at
Greyfrier: at last, and whon Wingate's
voiee came through, asked for Wharton.

“Who's speakingi™

“ Bunter."”

“Well, you can go and eat coka,
Bunter.”

“I.say, lold on® pgasped DBunter.
“Yt's about a new kid—he's lost—
Quelchy sent me to mect & new kid—
he's lost somewhore—-

“Oh! Hold on, then!™ .

Bunter gasped with relief. He would
he able to get through to the captain
of the Hemove, at all events,

A few ruinutes later Harry Wharion's
voice came along the wires,

“Hallo! Is that you, Bunter?”

“Yes, old chap!™ gasped Bunter.

*‘ Come on, old fat bean ! ** he
*““Grooogh !  Beast ! ™ walled-the Owl

“Whet do you want? You know jolly
well you're not allowed to ring a man
up on this phone.”

“I=I'm in a fix,” gasped Bunter, “I
~—I—why, you beast, what are you
laughing at?* Bunter was not wvot
awars that his “fix” was known at
Greyfriars, and had been retailed in
the Rag amid yells of laughter, I
say, Ilarry, old chap, it’s not s laugh-
ing matter. I want you to come here,
That new chap you sent me to moet—-
Carboy-—is—is—is losf, I—I want you
io come and help me find him, old
follow.”

Bunter thought this rather astute.
Wharton might not come to the bum-
shop to beil him out; fellows were such
beasts, But he could hardly refuse 1o
come and help look for the new boy
who was lost. A new boy lost on his
way to Greyfriars was o serious matter.
And once Wharton was on tho scene,
Bunter trusted to his elogquence. The
chief thing was to get him to the bun-
shop.

“Lost, in he—" azked Harry,

- 'I‘Y-:s, ’nld chap| I want you fio
E r
"I daresay he’ll turn wp, Good-bye.”
“Hold on!” yelled Buuter. “I say,
old fellew, he—he's had an  awi-
dent-—-"
“What "

“I—I was hrt;aking; it to you gently,
old chap. He isn't lost—he's been rum
over " paspod Bunler.

*“Ruon over!™ came & how!l along the
Wires,

“Yes, old chap! His body—~"

“Hiz body!”

“Yes; hiz body has been brought

The Macwer Lipnany.—No. 1.078.
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intn  the buushop! Comoe along and
help we, old fellow ¥ goaped Dunter.
*He—ho—ho's lying here now,”

* You nioan you sre l_f.ri.nF there now 1™

“No,* iunpud Buntor.
fellow ! A fatal accideut——"

I think he must have rccovored by
this time, ¥You zce, ho's got lo Groy-
friars, and he's in Quelchy's study now.™

“What ¥ gasped DBunter, '

- Good-bye, you fat spoofor.”
~“llgld on!” DBuntor sent a despair-
uli wail into the telephonc. * Huorry,
old chap, thoy won't lot me go—*

Ve ha nel t end

*BAL 5 oy ¥ LIh ¥ ECD or
a bebby——" ¥

“Ha, ha, hat” ]

“It's only twenty-seven wnd aeix[”
watled Bunter. comz, old chap!
] came to moeet that now beast to obliga
vou, you know., He let mo in {or this!
1t's up to you. B;:!wnk to ibhe manager
aid tell him it's all right. Ow "

“"How can I tell him it's all right
when-it's all wrong 7" asked the captain
of the Remove. ;

*“Bring alon

] ; the twenty-seven and
six, and it wil

bo all right. 1'l settle

out of my stal-order to-morrow 1
“Ha, ha, bha!"
“Beast 1™

“You fat villsin! ¥You'll have to pay
the bill,”

“I—1 can’t! You sce, I've been dis-
appointed about a postal-order—"

“You'll have to pay it all the same.
Giva. them your . pater's name and
acddress, for the bill to be sent to him.”

“I—1 sey, tho pater would kick up an
awful shindy,” gasped Bunter. **Much
better for you to bring the twenty-seven
and aix—-="

“Will ninepence do "

“No, you assl” howled Bunter,

¥Well, that's my prosent limit."

“1 say, old chap, go round
Hemove and—and borrow it. Maull:
will lend you some moncy if you as
him. Fishy will lend it you, ti you
prymise to pay intercst on it. Go to
uelchy, and—and tell him you want
the money for a new football. Any-
thing—-"

“I can mce myself deing it—I don’t
think. Ask the mnm&er to epeak to
me, you fat frump, ang I'll eco what I
can do. Luekily he inows me.”

And at lnw last., ithe matter waa
arranged ; ¢ manager accepling
Master Wharton's underiaking that the
sumn should be paid. Aud Billy Bunter,
perspiring all over his fab person, tot-
tered out of the bunshop, and limped
away to Greyvfriars, feeling that life
was hardly worth hiving, when a feast
-..1i-a§ followed by.such a reckoning as
tiina,

the

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Shindy in Study No. 17

T T Carboy ™
Y “Just that!™
: "Glad to seo you and sn

forth, but—prep ! said ITawmy
‘h."‘-{hm;tnn. “Rurr along the passage and
ulay,™

Harry Wharton and Frank Nugent
had come up te Stody No, 1 for prepara-
tion, Christopher Clarence Carboy weas
scaled ibere in the window-zeat, with
his legs stretehed out, his hands in his
trousers pockots, and a general air about
him of having made himself at home.

It was quite a rule in Study No. 1 ic
ine Remave, to be kind and conaiderato
to new fellows. All the Remove were
nol so considerate. Bolsover mejor was
wiven to bullying mew- kids. Skinner
tiked to play tficks on them. Bunter

Tug Maanrr Lisrany.—No. 1,078,

‘Do come, old

liked to borrow their ready cash. Othor
fullows had theic own manwvers and
cusloms, more or loss apgrecabls.  Dut
Wharton, who was a thoughtful fellow,
and Nugent, who was all good nature,
never failed to give a now kid a kind
'!.:ord amd & holping hawmd if he needed
1

Still, they did not like a new fcllow
making himmself at home in their study
m this ceol way, Morcover, Christopher
Clurenco Carboy did not look as if ke
needod s kind word or & helping hand.
Ho looked uncommonly well ablo to tako
care of himself, At a glance they vould
sto that ho was not new to school,
though ho was new to Greyfriars.

And they did not quite approve of
hia jape on Buntor, True, the Owl of
the Remove had asked for it. A [ellow
whu offercd to stand a spread could
hardly complain if he was left to foot
the Bbill. Htill, the Removitez wero
socustomed to meking wide allowances
for the fatuous COwl. No doubt he
deserved what hed happened to him;
stll, they thought it was rgther thick,
considering what a fatyous ass Bunter
Wwaa,

30, while the chums of the Removeo
were preparcd to be quite civil to Car-
boy, they had no special desire for his
company, and were not in the least
gratified by the cool way he mada him-
sclf at home in their study.

Carboy did__not move from {lo
window-scat.. He ggt thers and smiled;
Wharton and Nugent sorted out their
books, and as Carboy did not stir, Harry
geve him an expressive glance.

““Made any friends at Greyfriars
yet ¥ he asked. “If so, you'd better
run along and see them.”

“Haven't made any, so far”

“Then you'd better go and mako
somne.”

Christopher Clarence Carboy laughed.

“I'm all right here,” he said. * E‘Fun’t
vrorry about me. Quite all right.”

“I'm not worryving about you, and I
don't carc a straw whether you'ro all
vight or not,” answered the captain of
the Romove. ‘" Fellowa aren’t allowed
in other fellows' studies during prep.
That’a a rule.”

“Often broken, I dave say.”

3 “Quite! But nobody wants to break
it, in the present instanco. Cug along
to your own study.”

Harry Wharton turned his attention
to hia work. rboy remained and
whistled & tune. The captain of tha
Remova looked round again, after a fow
minutes, with a knitted brow.

*All serene, old chap,” murmured
Nugent, " Let han rip! Ile won't do
nuny harin staying thero.”

“I don't want any cheek from a new
kid,” said the captain of tho Remove,
" Whﬁr cen't he go to his own study?
How'a a follow going to work with him
whistling there? Get out, Carboy”

“I'tn all right, thanke.™

“Do you mean to say that you're
roing to stick in our study whether we
ike it or not ¥ demanded Wharton, a
flash coming inte his eyes.

“1 suppose it emounts to that!" smid
Carboy, with a thoughtful alr. “Yos,
yau can put it down at that,”

IHarry Wharton rose to his feet. Even
the mild and placable Nugent locked a
little angry now.

Whartoh came over to the window-
seat, Carboy cyed him rather warily.

“I've asked you to go,” said Harry,

“¥ou have!” agreed Ea.rhn;,r_

“And I've told you to go.’

“Right on the nail.”
: i‘};'!'ﬂ”j'ﬁil going T

“Chuck him out on his neck,” =aid

Nugent. LUl len ' vou a hand if vou
want ane, ™ '

“ 1 don't think [ aball need any help.
I give you one minute, Carboy, to clear
oitt of this study before | sling you wut
oi your neck'” excluimed the captain
of thoe ILemove

“My dear chap, I wouldn't put vou
to the trouble for warlds,” suid Carboy.
“Think it over again.”™

Wharton

"Time's going ™
grimly.

“If T were & puzzie-merchant I should
ask you a conundrum,” said Carbay,
“Why am I unlike time?  Because
time's going and P'm not. Soo?®

That was enough for Wharton. Ie
grabbod the new fellow by the collar
and jerked him off the lockor seat uniter
tho window. ‘They waltzed across the
study together, erashod inte the table,
knocked over a chair, and arrived at
the doorway in a rather gasping ztate,

“Hallo, hallo, hallol What's the
rowi” roared DBob Cherry, from the
passage, as two stru ﬁling, wriggling,
and panting figures H ed the doorway
of Siudy No. 1.

“Wharton ecrapping with the new
kid I” chuckled Skinner, * What wouid
@Jalchly say, you mont'"

“Bullying the new Lkid!" giggled
Snoop.

Wharton's face was crimson,

“This checky rotter has planted him-
self in my study, and rofuses to clear
out!” he exclaimed hotly. “I've asked
him to g%aml told him to go, and ho
won't | hat would you fellows do B

“8ling him out on his neck!” said
Squiff.

“The slingfulness on his esteamod
neck is the proper caper,” said Hurrce
Jamset Ram Singh,

“That's what I'm doing.”

DBuinp !

Christophgr Clarence Carboy landed

aaid

in the passage and sat down there,
Wharton stood in the dvorway, panting
a little. The new fellow hed given him

rather a tussle.
“ Now hook it1” said Wharton.

Carboy picked himself up and smiled
ITo did not scem at all disturked or uis-
concerted.

“You really won't lot me come into
the study ¥ he asked.

““Na, you choeeky ass!™

“Well, I'll give up the point, if you
like,” said Carboy. *“DBut what's o
follow to do? Awm I to go back to
Mr. Queleh and usk him to put me into
another study ?*

Wharton jumped.

“Has Queclchy put
study ¥ ho cjuculated.

"0l yos! Tt's my study.”

“Then why didn’t you tell me so?”
roarcd Wharton.

“You didn’t ask meo.™

“Ha, ha, hal” yelled Bkinner.
“ Wharten's slung the new kid out of
his own study! High-handed, 1f you

you into this

like. Ha, ha, ha["
“Talk about bu"ﬂﬁﬂq 1”  chortled
Dolsover major. “That's the chap

who's given me yards of chinwag about
bullying new kids!"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The look on Harry Wharton’s facoe
was, as Skinner zaid, worth a guinea a
box. It had not ocenrred to him that
the new junior had been assigned to
Study No. 1 by Mr. Quelch. Any
fellow might bave been expecled to sav
g0, of course, as soon as the guestion of
his presenee in thoe study was raised,
Az Corboy had not =aid so, Wharton
naturally did not think of it. lle
realised that the new fellow had been
deliberately pulling his leg.

The fellows in the passage were roar-
tng. Wharton's crimson, Jdiscombled



EVERY
SATURDAY.

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

FRICE

TWDPENCE. 11

face in Lhe doorway of Study Ne. 1
mm:? thein  bowl., Carboy smiled
nthy,

"Well, I only want te know what io
to,” he zaid, *I'm not up 1o tho rules
of this school yet, Leing & new. fellow.
Shall I go back to My, Quelch and ask
hitn for wnother study ™

“lia, ha, ha !

“I'in willing,” said Carboy. “1'mi an
-::-hlirging chap! 1f you really would

vefer not to have me in that study,

Yhavton, and i Quelech will agrees —-"

“0Oh, shut up! snapped Ilorry.
“You kinow you can como in if it'a
.{mur study. You know you ought to
wve told mo so at once.  You scem to
be a leg-puller, Carboy. If this is your
idea of & joke, it’s not mine.” .

“ITa, ha, o’ roared the fellows in
the poassage, as Ilarry turncd back into
his roon.

“I{is Ilighncsa 1a  ratiy ! said
Hkinner, * IHis Magnificonce has got his
majeatic back up.”

“Hs, ha, ha”

Carboy winked at the fellows in the
passage, sending them into a frosh roar,
and stepped back inte Study Neo. 1
with an air of timidity.

“Calm now " he -E.Elgﬂl.'].

Wharton glared at him,
_“What do you mwean, you born
idiot 7" )

“1 mcan, i3 it safe for a fellow fo

come -into the study now? I don't want
te be slung out agein.”

“Go and cat coke!™

“Come in and don’t play the goat,
Carboy,” said Nugont. “And you'd
betier Fn slow with your leg-pulling
stunts if you want to have a quiet life
in the Romove.”

Christopher Clarence Carboy atrolled
back into the study and resumed his
seat on the window-locker. Harry
Whearton tpok no further heed of him.
1o eat with a dackly frowning brow,
howover. Ie had been made a fool of,
and he was intensely irritated. Carboy
watcherd the two juniors at work; as
a new  fellow, he had no prep to do
himself his first evening. As soon as he
could catch MNugent’s eyez he winked
at him—so0 unexpeetedly and comically
that Frank burst into a laugh, Wharton
looked up, and Nugont becamo grave
again at once. IHeo had a guilty fecl
ing .that he had joined in the laugh
against his chum. He was vory careful
indeed not to catch Carboy’s cye again
after that, and he was glad when the
new fellow rose at last and sauntered
out of the study.

“Wo seem .to have landed a first-
class japer in that now kid!” Frank
remarked, when he was gone,

“He may jape in this study once too
often 1" prowled Wharton,

And Frank tactfully let the subject
drop.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Billy Buniter on the Warpath |

ILLY BUNTER was wrathy.
B When, the noxt day, Christo-
phor Clarence Carboy took his
iphm in the Remove, Bill
Bunter favoured him with a dark scowl.
When the Reinove camno out for morn-
ing break, DBunter made it a point 1o
meet Corboy face to face in the passage,
wheroe he looked first at Carboy's fect,
then allowed his glance to trevel up to
Carboy's grinning face, then lot it drop
to his feet agein.
This proccss, which Bunter ealled
looking & fellow up and down, was sup-
posed—hby Bunter—to have a withering
efiect.
Having looked Carboy up and down,
and, presumably, withered him, Billy

Dunter gave & snort of contempt and
rolled away.

DBunter bad his faults—unknown to
himself, Lut leeping to tho oye, us it
were, of every ovther fellow in the Groey-
frinrs Remove. DBut smong them bad
teinper amd malice were not included.
Bunter was as gquick to forget offences
os to forget his lessona or his little
debis. A fellow might kick Bunter one
tlay, and be ¢laimed as an old pal by
Bunter the next day—especially if ho
had had a remtttance in the moantime,
A fellow mmght ewll Bunter all the
names ho could think of, and still the
fat junior would mect him next timo
with an affable fut grin and roll into
hiis shuiy at fea-time in tho mnost
frieudly foashion.

It was quite wncommon for Bunter to
nurso a grudge or cherish o foud, e
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made an cxeeption in Carboy’s favour.
In Carboy's case Bunter felt that he had
received an injury that was not to be
forgiven or forgotten. Carboy was not
merely a beast, like every other fellow
Bunter konew, He was a  speeially
beastly beast—a superlative sort of beast
=the absolute beast, as it were,
Besides, Bunter had & constant re-
minder of Carboy’s iniquitics. Ho owed
twenty-seven and sixpence in Courtficld.
Thaot little sum had to be paid somechow.
Bunter was expected to write to lhis
father to pay it. If he did not the
matter was cortain to come before bis
Form master, whereupon Mr, Quelch
was sure to write to his father, and
cane Bunter over and above. Tho Owl
of the Remove was well aware of it,
yot he hesitated to writo te DBunter
sentor.  Twenty-seven  shillings  and
sixponce was not & large sum—it was
a trifling sum to a fellow's pater who
was rolling in gold, banknotes, and cur-
rency notes, which, according te Bunter,

was Lthoe bhappy stato of Mr, William
Baumuel Bunter, of Bunter Court. Never-
Lholess, Buntvr hesitated bo wrile on the
subjoct,

Curboy was the causo of all that
trouble and worry to Bunter. IIad he
not vxpecled do Innd the new fellow with
the "hill, Buntor wvever would have
ordered thut gorgeous spread at the
bun shop in Courtlield. The fellow was
& juper—a boastly practical joker,
Lunter knew that now. o had becn
im"m Bunter’s log all the time, Ie
had  known  jolly well that Bunter
wasn't going to pay, and had Jot him
run on, thinking it funny, Porhaps it
was funny, in o way; but the fun was
lost on DBunter,

So Bunter had a feud.

Never  had  DBunice  so batterly
regreited tho fact that lie was not o
fighting man.

It was truo that in his imagination—
which was capable of anything—Bunter
funcied himsol! & fighting-man., He told
storics in the Remove of hefty tramps
he had knocked over—in the holidays,
Ie had never knocked any over within
sight of Greyfriers. Dunter nourished
8 belief that if he really exerted him-
self he could lick Bob Chlerry, or the
Bounder, or tho captain of the Remove.
It wasn't worth the exertion; but he
could do it if he liked.

But when Bunter camo down to brass
tacks, so to epesk, the matter was
different. When Tubb of the Third had
on ono occasion declared war on Bunter,
the Owl of the Remove had disgraced his
Form by fleeing from tho wrath of the
fag. And when Bunter turned over
in his mind the possibility of thrashing
that unspeakable beast, Carboy, he had
doubts—strong doubts. His wonderful
intellect was capable of believing
that he eoald thrash the follow
with one hand, if he liked, while, at
the samo time, tho thought of standing
up to him with tho gloves on made him
feel & sinking in tho stomech and an
uncertainty in the koees that was most
uncomfortable.

nter would have given a woek's
{jmlmt_-munn:.r—nnyhndy'u et-monoy
ut his own—to thrash Carboy. But
he decided not to thrash Carboy.

He gave him dark scowls, he looked
him up and down, and he turned his
back on him with & sncer of eontompt.
o made it ¢lear that he regarded Car-
bey as dirt bencath his feet. He
emphasised the fact that he considered
himeelf contaminated by breathing the
same air as Carboy. Dut he dig not
knock him over, as he longed to do—as
he had knocked over those imaginary
tramps in the holideys. An imaginary
tramp, knocked over, stayved knocked
over.. Thero was a lot of differenco be-
tween imegination and reality.

_And then, all of a sudden, Bunter saw
light.

Aftor class that day he met Carboy in
the Remove passage, and was preper-
ing to turn on lis scornfullest sncer,
when Carboy turned roumd and ran,

Bunter blinked after him through his
bir spectacles in amazement,

%In did not immediately realise why,
Carboy was running. But at the top of
the Remove stasircase Carboy banged
into Hazeldene, who was coming up
Hazel grabbed him in weath,

“Let go!" yelled Carboy.

“What the thump—"

“Bunter's after me!”

“What 1" howled Hazel, releasing Car-
boy in sheer astonishment,

Carboy did not stay to amplify. Ho
flew down the Remove staircase and
vanished, leaving Hazel staring dumb-
founded.

Tae Magner Lispary.—No. 1,078.
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Buntor had heard. 1o underslood
winv.  Tho fellow was afceid of him.
The fellow wus o Tunk -o hopeless funk,
lto wes ofraid of DBoanter —afroid that
Punter was going Lo hit him,

Dunter breathed hard and deep with
valinlaration,

_This discovery altered the maiter con-
siderably. M Carboy was alraid of him,
obiviously, there wag no reason for him
lo» ho wiruid of Carboy. That was logic,

A [ellow who wus such & howling fuuk
that he fancied a fellow was gomg lo
hit biin and ran like o rabbit wias just
the fellow Bunter wanted {o meet, in
the serepping line,

Buntor grinned,

*Stop him ! ho shented.

Hazeldeno stared round.

“KEh? B8top whom?" .

“That cad, Carboy!” Bunter rolled
on towards the ataircase. *“*Tho rotien
f-l}nhi! I'll give Lim the licking of his
ifo.”

“Ha, bha, ha!1” roarad Hazol.

“1 was just going to pitch into him,"
exclaimed Bunter, He docided on tho
ipot that he had been just going to
pitch ihto Carboy. *“Mo bolied. Jevver
sco such a rotten funkd"

“ Bolted from yout" Eas[la& ITazel.
"Oh, my hat! Some funk! I shouldn’t
have 'th-:uﬁht & kid of three would beolk
from you.

“0Oh, really, Hazel—"

Bupter rolled déwn the Remoye stair-
case, waorlike now, and {ull of pluck.
Ilis eyos gleamed with wrath, and
vongeance, and determination, behind
his big spectacles,

“I say, you fellows,” he shouted to
the Famous Fivoe, downstairs. “Seen
Carboy ™

“io’s just gone into the Rag,” an-
swered Johnny Bull,

“Como on, and sco me thrdsh him!”
sald- Bunter,

“ What 7"

“I'm going to give liim the lickivg of
his lifo.™

“©h, crumbs I

Bunter rollnd valorously into the Rag,
the Famous Five staring after him. A
winute later Ghrmtagrher Clarence Car-
boy camo bolting out of the Rag. Ileo
scudded away down the passage, under
the astonished oyes of the Famous Five.

“What the thump——" c¢jaculated
Bob Cherry.

Bunter came puffing and blowing out

of the Rag.
“Whoro's that funky cad?” t.gﬂ
o

epasped.: “Ha dodged mo roupd
ta’l:.Ez.e end got away. Where ]]% he "

“Gone " chuekled Bob.

“The gonefulness is
cateamed Bunter.”

“Pll emash him! I'll pulverize him!
1f you fellows want o see him turned
inta a2 hospital ecasc, you come én!”

And Bunter rolled on, in guest of
tha elusive Carboy, leaving the Famous
Five staring.

terrific, my

THE WINTH CHAPTER.
Not Taking Any |

" ETER, old chap!™

P “Btony !" answered Peter

Todd.
“ Beast I

Peter grinned and went on with his
tea. Dilly Bunter gave him a wrathful
blink, and rather wished that Peter
was @ funk, like Carboy. He would
have liked to give Peter o licking, for
his own good. TPeter unever could
understand that the rcally important
fellow in Study No. T was W. G. Bunter.
A thumping good licking mould lave
made him realiso it. DBut that was a

TrE MscKer LIBRARY.~—No, 1,078,

varin alveamy, smd Dunter did not allow
his wind to dwell upon it. Ho emue
back to businesa,

"I waut you te he my second, Peter 1™
i snid with dignity.

“*Your which " ejaculated DPeter.

*Bovoml, IL's o hight!” said Dunler
nl.rp:llgr'ul_ [y,

Taoddy looked at Jnm across the table,
Hud Buuter ssked huns to be his sevond
tn a duel Peter could not heve been
mueh more surprised. Much had heen
heard in Study No. 7 of Bunter's tistical
pirowesd,  But hilherto all his waorlike
exploits had betn done entirely with
his ehin.

“A light!” repeated Toddy.

"Yea. I'm going to thrash a cheeky
fellow,” cxplamed Duntor,

“Oh, my hat!"

“I'd like you to bo my sccond, Peter,”

“Tulling my leg?” asked Toddy m
porplexity,

*Oh, really, Petor—"

* Are you going to wallop Tubb of tho
Third for clmsing'_?rnu up the Bemovo
stuircase last term 7" asked Poter.

" Never mind Tukb of the Third,”
snid DBunter hastily. *“"I've no time to
wasto on fags. It's o Remove man.”

“Gammon!” said Peter.

“It's that now cad, Corboy!” roared
PBunter., “I'm going to thrash him,
He's dodging me. 1 want you to teko
him my challenge, Peter, and fix it up.”

““¥f that's o joke,” said Peter, "I
don't sea the point, Anyhow, chuck it,
fatty. Wou know jolly well thet you'd
runt your fat legs off if Carbey came
after you, or any other chap. Chuck it !”

“If you refuse to be my second 1'M
ask somo other chap,” said Bunter
eoldly. "I'vo asked you because you're
in my study, I think you cught to play
up, Peter. You've hinted more than
ence that you think me a funk !”

“Not hinted,” contradicted Peter.

ght on with Carboy

““Baid so out pfuin; ou mean.”

“Wall, I've got a 1
oW, m:.ci I want o sccond,” said Bunter.
“He's got to be got up to the scratch.
Witl you fix it up for me, Peter, and
back meo up?" .

Petor Todd looked at William George
Bunter long and hard.

“1'1 be ruur second with pleasure, if
you'voe roo k}' got o fight on,"” he said,
“but if you're pulling my leﬁ look out
for squalls. Tf I fix up a fight between
you and that now chap you've got to
fight him—or else I ghall lick 5o0u myself.

ou'ro not making a fgol of me, you fat
chump! So think it over first.”

“I mean it, Peter! He's afraid of
I!']E'—"

“Ha, ha, hat!"

“You cackhng ass, I tell you he's in
a blue funk when he sces me,"” roared
Bunter. . “Only this aftornoon T moet him
in the Remove passago, and he turned
tail and ram.”

“Might have been your [oce that did
it 1" pupgosted Petor, “ Ho's not used to
your features yet, like the rest of us,”

“¥ou cheeky beast!” roared DBunter.
“I'va a joil ood mind to lick you
aftor I've Iici Carboy.”

“0Oh, do!™ gasperd Potor, *It would
be good for trade in the undertaking
ling, anyhow. 3Sign the * Daily Mail’
insurance coupon first. That's a tip.”

“Look bere, you beast, I mean it—"

*“1f you mecan it, I'll go and fix it up
with Carboy,” said Peter. “I'd bo jolly
glad to sec you show a little pluck.
You're a disgrace to this study. DBut
mind, if 1 fix up a tight for you you've
zob to get on with it, or take a balting.”

“I'm keen to get on with it. Eager!”
said Bunter.

“Well, if you're eager, I'm your
man.”

And nffer tea Peter Todd procceded

along tha Romave E}mmn‘u to Study
No. L. Ho JTound Wharton and Nugent
atl Carboy there; the three having just
finishod tea in the study. Curboy
jumped up suddenly as Peter camne in,
then, socing who it was, sat down again.
Potor eyl hime rather enriounly.

“1 thought it might bo Buouter," ex-
plained Carboy. *°I'hat chep keops on
getting after we. I don't want o row
with b [

Toddy's lip curled.

“You'ro Emimd for & row, whether
you waht onoe or not," he answored.
“I'vo ocome with a ochallonge from
Buntee.”

* Buntor still on the warpath?'" asked
MNugent, laughing.

“Thirsting for bloed,” answored 1 eter.
“Tin Lis second. If you've got o socond,
Carboy, give me his name.”

“I'm not going to light Bunter.”

“Ihat's your mistake—you are,” said
Peter. '“You've offended Bunter, and
ho's out for vengeance, No upﬂlﬂfijf will
bo aceeplod ; nothing but blood will wipe
it out. What time ond ploce will suit

you 1"
Carboy looked at Harry Wharton.
Remove, I

“You'ro ecaptain of the
Lelieve ' ho asked.

Wharton nodded without aspoaking.
He had not by any means recovored
,fr:m his annoyaneo with the new fellow
FOE.

“"Well, as eaptain of the TPorm, you
can tell me whether I'm bound to fight
thia chup Bunter or not,” said Corboy.

“Youn'ra not,” said Wharton curtly.
“You'll be called o funk if you rcfuse;
but perhaps you don't mind that.”

‘' Not at all. T refuse, then."

“0h, my hat!"”

“You rofuse i’ cisculated Poter Todd,

*“Yes, Let it drop.”

“Gf'l'.-‘ﬂ-b P‘E I:I'I'

Poter 'l'odd almost stagzered from the
study. ‘Wharton and Nugent looked at
Christopher Clarence Carboy. They
did not speak, but whot they thought of
him was very clearly expressed in their
looks. Carboy did not sccm to muind,
He strolled out of the study with his
hends in his pockets, whistling.

“Well!” said Nugent, with a dcep
breath. i

“Well 1" said Wharton,

And they let it go at that.

Petar Todd returned to Study No. T
Billy Bunter blinked at him as he came
in, o littlo anxiously. It was true that
Catrboy had shown the white feather in
the most unmistakable manner.  But
certain qualms had assailed Bunter ofter
thoe challenge was despatched boyond
recall. The news that Carboy had
accopted the challenge and was ready
to fight would have caused a large pro-
portion of Dunter's courage to ooze out
at his fat finger-ends. But the news that
Poter brought caused Bunter's failing
courago to revive at o bound,

“Carboy refuses!” said Toddy.

“Refuses!” gasped Bunter, *““Why,
the awful funk [ 3 :

“Must boe tho lost word in funks if he’s
afraid of you, fatty,” agroed Peter.
“Yut thero it ig ™

Billy DBunter's little round eyes
gloamed bebind his big spectacles. His
courage had rovived—it was at boiling

point. Dunter was not only resolute now
—Lie was ferocious. He clenched his fat
fiate.

“Poes ho think he's getting out of it
like that, after the dirty trick he played
me ! he cxcluimed.  *I'll jolly woll
shew i ! ')l get at him-in the Ragthis
ovening, and if he won't fight, I'll thrash
him bofore all the fellows! T'll show
him.” Dunter was burning with valonr
and caperness for the fray, “Fll go and
look for him now! I'll shew him.™
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“Cave.” The sudden warning came too late, The door of the Remove dormitory opened wide, the light was switohed

¥
1
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P
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on, and Mr. Queleh stood In the doorway, with a gimlei eye surveylng grimly the startled crowd of Remove Ifellows,

Wien the Form-master speke hls volce came through a dead silence.

Hunter rolled out of the study. He put
p fat listle nose and o pair of speetacles
inte the doorway of No. 1.

“Carboy here ™ he roarad.

“Bunked," answored Nugﬁnt.
; “'I'I!? rotten funk! I'Il run him

OWN.

On the lower staircaze Buntoern sighted

his prey. Ho shook n fat fist over the
banisters at Christopher Claronce
Carboy,

“Bitop!"” he roared.
Corboy gave one terrified look at
Bunter and fed.

R —

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Means Business |
qﬂ LL the Bemove xnoew pbout it

when the juniors gathered in_uha

RBag alter prep that evening.

The new boy and Bunter were
the sole topic. Bunter on the warpath
was entertnining in himself. That any
fellow possibly could be afraid of Bunter
wns extraordinary and mysterious, Buk
& dozen fellows had ecen Carboy fleei
from the wrath to come, whon he ha
sighted Bunter in the distance. It was

known thot, during prep, Carboy +had |

appealed to the eaptsin of thoe Form to
keop Duntor off while he did his prep,

an appeal that Wharton oould not
refuse.

It was known that after prep Dunter
had lain in walt for Carboy in tho
Remove passage, and chased him when
he enmoe out of his study, Carboy escap-
ing only the skin of his teeth.
Indeod, could Bunter have run as fast
nfter o follow ns he could run when a
follow was after him, Carbgy nover
would have escaped. Sineo prop Carboy
secmed to be lying “doggo " somewhero
—dodging the warlike And the
Removites yalled over it,

wl.

appeared in the doorway of t
i i

Bunter was in the crowded Rag now,
puffing with importance. Never before
had Willinmm Georgo Bunter been able to
epread himself as a dreaded. fighting-

man from whom a focman fled in
afiright. He enjoyed it. Hea awelled
with 1mportanece, till he seemed in

dangor of sharing the fate of the frog in
the fable,

“I'll. get him at dorm ! said Bunter,
“Heo can't dodge me any longer when
we go to the dorm. There's gomng to be
n fight after lights out to-night, you
fellows! You wait and scal”

*“Hallo, hallo, halle! roared Bob
Cherry. “Here ho ist”

Christopher Clarence Clthﬂ{"ﬂ face

] ¢ Rag.

¢ glanced quickly round the room,

cvidently to ascertain whether Bunter
was prosent,

“Come  in,
Bolsover major. .

“1 say, you fellows, don't let him got
pway " howled Billy Bunter.

vou funk!” roared

“Oh!” gasped Carboy; and he
vanished, followed by a roar of
loughter.

"I puess that guy has got cold feet,
ust & fow!” chudkled Fisher T, -Fish.
“The funkiulness iz terrifie!”
“Ha, ha, ha'”’
“I say, you fellows, yon wait till
dorm!” szaid Billy Bunter. “ You just
wait til] dorm! ¥ou wait and see!”
For once, when Wingate of the Bixth
shepherded the Lower Fourth off to
their dormitory, he found the Remove
willing to go to bed, They were guito

keen to get to the dormitory. Not
that they were thinking balmy
slumber, gt

Carboy was last in the dorm. Ho

slipped in after all the other {fellows
—-npm_t‘mtlx keeping out of Bunter's
way till the last possible moment. ‘The

“ What does this mean?*" (See Chapler 11.)

Owl of the Remove gave him a deadly
“hlink as he came in., There was no
doubt, no hesitation, nbout Bunter now.
Hiz minor, Sammy DBunter, would not
have hesitated to tackle a fellow who
was so hopeless a funk.  Billy Dunter
wus prepared to deal with him faith-
fully; to strew the hungry churchyard
with his bones, as it were. -

Never. had it been placed on record
that William G{&ﬂ;?'c Bunter was spoil-
ing for a fight. Now he was not only
spoiling for one; he was ycarning for
ane, burning for the fray. Thoe Romove
fellows were going to see, at lnst, what
a fighting-man Bunter reslly was—they
wero going to sce him mwop wp the
dormitory with this chap, who was much
taller than himself, though not so wide;
th'ug were going to ske that Buntor was,
as hie had often told them, some serapper
when he was roused.

Dunter was glad when Wingate put
out the lights and left the dormitory to
darkness and repose—as hoe fancied.

' The door was hardly closed behind Win-

gate of tho Bixth when Bunter hopped
out of bed. Never before had Bunter,
of his own accord, left his bed +ill
rising-bell—end never even then if he
could help it, But Bunter wes break-
ing records right and left now.

“1 say, you fellows—-"

“Shush!” said Peter Todd. “You'll
have that giddy prefect back. Give him
time to clear.”

And DBunter controlled his wer-liko
fury, to give the captain of Greyfriars
time to get well off the scenc. Heo did
not want the thrashing of Carboy to be
interrupted by an interfering profect.

But he could not wait long. He was
too cager for the fray.

{Continued on page 16.)
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“ 1 say, you fellows, it's all right now |
viot o candle, Toddy #

Peter Todd strock o match  and
lighted a candle. Several more candles
were ligited on various washstonds, The
jumaors did not venture to turn on tho
clectrie light to illuminaie the scene,

“Turn out, you funk ! hooied Bunter.
“Carboy! Yah'! Turn ownt! Out you
coine, you worm! Oub you come, you
cringing toad . .

Christopher Clarence Cavhoy sat up in
bhed.  He stared round at a erowd of
grinning faces,

“T say, what's the row ™ he asked.
“Foawk ™ hooted Buanter. “Get out!™
“I'd rather stay here, thanks”

“He, he, het 1 dare say you would !
iered Bumter.  “ Bul vou're jolly well
retting out, all the same, sce? ['m
aaving you ont!”

Aund Buater gralbed the new {ellow’s
hedelothes, amd yanked themn from the
bed, He was about fo yank Carboy in
hiz turn, when the new junior slipped
ouwd of the bed on the ather side,

=Stand up to it, Carboy!” chuckled
Bob Cherry. “Youw're for it now!™

“Come out from behind that bed!™
wclled Dunter,

“§—1'll stay here, I think!”

“T'll jolly well soon have you out!”

Bunter rushed round the bed, amid a
chortle from the Removites. There was
no doubt that Dunter on the war-path
was' entertaining. Carboy leaped over
the bed, just in time to escapo the
clutch uf’ outstretehied  fet  fingers.
Dunter grabbed after him, lost his
balance, and fell face down on the bed
with a gasp.

“Ha, ha, hat"

“Yarocogh! Ow! I'll smash him!
pasped Bunter.  “I'll spiflicate him!
Hold him, somebedy?! Ow! Wow!”

Bunter scrambled furiously over the
bed in purswit. Carboy dodged him
and scudded along  the dormitory,
Skinner made & grob ot him, caught
him. and swung him round.

“Here he 13, Bunler!  chckled
Skinner. “0Oh, my hat! Ow'—What—
vooop

Harold Skinner suddenly found him-
eolf sitting on the floor of the dormuitory,
“I;fﬂmt guite knowing Low he had got
there.

Carbov seudded on, leaving Skinner
spluttering.  Bunter ]p-llntf::l Lehind 1n
hot pursait, amid chertles from the
Removites. All of & sudden Carboy
halted, and Bunter, unable te stop in
time, ¢rashed over the new fellow as he
dropped on his hands and knees, There
was & terrific howl from Bunter as he
rolled over Carboy, and then on the
floor. Cacrboy picked himself up and
smiled down at the sputtering, splutter-
ing Owl.

Bunter sat np, wild and winded.

“Greoogh! 1 say, you fellows, hold
that beast! Iold himm! Stop him! I
ain't going to chase i up and down

thizs beastly dorm! Held him till I
gerrat him
Three  or  four Remove fellows

gathered round Carboy and collared
Tur AMacser Lisnany.—No. 1,078

him. Buonter scrambled to his fect,
pulling and blowing and wvengeful, He
rolled up to Carboy with his fat fists
clenched. Tound the new f-t:!]n::w_t.hc
Tenove men gathered in & thick ring;
and there was no escape for him now.

“PFaece the mwusie!™ grinned Poeter
Tadd.

“Clome on, you funk '™ howled Bunter,
brandighing his fat lists.  “Como on,
vou toad! Come on, yvou worm!”

Carboy backed as far. away as the
unyiclding ring of juniors permitted.
Dunter came on valorously. He goave
Peter his glasse: to holdsand so he saw
Carboy rather in 8 mist—as through a
glass darkly, so to speak. DBut he conld
see him clearly engugh 1o knock him
into a cocked hat—if Carboy let him.
Bunter's misfortuno Wit that
Christophor Clarence Carbey did not lot
i,

Tor as Dunter rolled to ¢lose quarters
Carboy.all of 2 sudden scemed to forget
hiz punic; his hands come up like o
Hush, and Dunter reccived a lap on his
fat noze that made him jump.

It was followed by more taps, none of
thivn very hard,s but so swilt that
William George Bunter had not the
r;'lltbtcb% chanee of I‘.L:’.’Il.i-illl:g' with any 'DE
theim, Tap, tap, tap! Tap, tap, tap!

“Oh erumbs! Oh crikey! Ow!”

Dump |

A morce cmphatic tap, and William
Cicorge Bunter sat down, with a bump
that almost shook the Hemove dormi-
tory.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Wakes Up!

e ELE !
H “Ha, ho, hal”
“¥ow-ow! Help!
Wow I”

“"Ha, ha, ha!” shricked
Roemovites.

Billy Bunter sat on the floor, blink-
ing wp at Carboy. Christopher Clarence
Carboy stood looking down at him with
n genial grin,  All Carboy's.funk had
vanished of a sudden; and at the same
moincnt  that the new fellow’s funk
vanished, Bunter’s courage performed o
vanishing trick.

“Come on, old fat bean!” chuckled
Carboy. “Roll on, theu fat and frab-
jous DBunter, roll!”

*“Ha, ha, hal®
“Grooogh!|  Deast!
O dear! Keep him off,
“You fat villain!™ roared Peter Todd.
“Gerrup!”  Peter grasped Dunter and
heaved him to his feet, “Go in and
winl You're going to thrash Carboy,

you fat oysteri”

“I—I think I'll let him off 1" gesped

Deastt
tho

Wow! Owl!
ou fellows!™

Bunter. “I—I never was rough qn new
kids, Defep!”
“Ha, bha, hal!®

“You fat frump! Go it, or you get
a pillowing " exclaimed Peter indig-
nantly., “I warned you—="

“Go it, Bunter!™ chuckled Dolsover
manjor; and he gave the Owl of the
Remove a hefty szhove that spun him
wlmnst into Carboy's arms.

“Ow! Help!”

] ‘:Ha, ha, ha! Co it, Bunter! Pila
in i

“Go in and win, Dunter!” chortled
Bob Cherry,

Billy Bunter, thus luwrled into the
arms of his ecncmy, smote right and left,
with desperation. Had Carbov been the
hopeless funk lio lhud playfully led
Dunter to believe, no doubt DBunter
wouitld have got away with it. Dut as it
was, the new fellow walked round
Bunter, tapping him here, and tapping

him there, keeping all the time casily
out of reach of Dunter's wild and
frantic smitez, till it scemned to tho hap-
less Owl of the Remove that thero were
at lcast a dozen Carboys flitting round
him hke mosquitoes,

The juniors roarcd with loughter as
t'ilrzf waktched the progeess of that extra-
ordinary fight. It was evident to all
tho Remove now—even to Bunter—that
Carboy's alfectation of funk had been a
jest at the exponse of the Owl, William
George Bunter had been, as Shakespearo
expresses it, tender!y Ied by the nosc os
nsses are. It was a dreadiul discovery
for Bunter to make now that he was
landed in a serap--with a fellow wha
obviously could have given him a terrific
thrashing if 1o had hiked.

Fortunately for Bunier, Carboy did
not like. Weird as his sense of humour
geemed to be, Lic waz only out for fun.

He tapped Duster here, and tapped
him there, but the taps were not hard,
only sufficient 1o throw Dunter into a
state of wild end hopeless confusion and
panic.

“I sav, vou fcllows, keep him off I
wailled Dunter.

“'“II‘IEF hal,_l %m!!”i :

“I say—he ‘oop !

“Ha, 311.’:, ]ilfﬂ.-lﬂ i

Dunter made 8 rush fo escape at last.
He burst through the ring of almost
%;}'Etericul juniors, and belted for his

il v 1

Carboy stared after him.

“Had cnough ™ he asked,

“Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow 1”

“The answer 19 in the estecmed
aflirmative !” chuckled Hurree Jamsct
Ram Singh.

“I1a, ha, hat?

"Yarmg;i‘a! Help! Keep him off!] I
say, vou fellows, Lkeep that beast off 1

Evidently Billy BDunter was no longer
on the war-path.

“Gentlemen, chaps, and fellows, the
giddy performance iz over!" said Bob
Cherry. “W. G. Bunter has made his
farcwell appearance in the character of
a bloodthirsty warrior,”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Cave!" ¢xclaimed Tom DBrown sud-
denly : but the warning camc too late.
The dormitory door opened wide, the
light was switched on, and Mr. Quelch
stood in the doorway, with a gimlet eve
surveying Fri.ml}' the startled erowd of
Remova fellows.

“0Oh " pasped Bob. **Quelchy 1™

There had been more than enough
noise in the Remove dmmutur&‘-m draw
Mr. Queleh to the seene. all tho
Remove, only Bunter was in bed. All
the other fellows were out, and had had
no time to holt into their burrows.

Mr. Queclch gazed at the Remove,
The Remove gazed at Mr. Quelch.
When the Form master spoke, his voice
came deep thrnuﬂh a dead silence.

“What does this mean?”

No answer,

“It 1z past ten o'clock! T find wyou
all out of bed, with one exeeption”
Mr. Quelch glanced at the exception,
whe blinked back at him, and was
very glad that he was in bed. *Whar-
ton, what docs this mean?”

“Hem 1™ ]

“My fault, sir!" said Carboy.

Mr. Quelel’s gimlét eye directed all

Rescue

its penetrating powers on  the new
junior.

“What? YWhat do vou mean,
Carboy "

“My fault, sir! I was plaving & joke
on alfeiiﬂw, and the other fellows turned
out.’

* Indced ! 3

There was s pause.  The Removites
waited anwiously wandering whether it
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wod going to bo a licking all round, or
only lines,

* Kvery boy out of hed will tuko Lity
Lives 1" said Mr, Queleh at lost,

Thero was a genoral feeling of relief.

* Kxeepting you, Carboy! I accept
your statement Lhat somao absurd jest on
your part causied this dislurbuncs.  As
you are & new boy here, 1 om reluctant
to cane you.”

“I feel just tho sawne, sir,” sald Car-
boy. "1 assuro you, smir, I feel just as
reluclant as you do.”

The juniors gasped. Mr. Quuleli con-
centrated all the powers of 1dy penctral-
g 'EI?E on Curboy, DBut Lhe new. junior
met his glaneo with an expression of
childlike innocenco that was disarming,

“Is thet reply intended for nmperiin
ence, Carboy ¥ axked Mr., Quelch, in a
deep, rumbling voico,

“Oh, sir!” cxclaimed Carboy.
pertinence, sirl O, pgic 1™

Mr. Quelch broathed hard.  Tio did
not want to be severe upon a new fellow
who was mercly stupid; but he could
not quite make wup s mind whether
Christopher Ciarcnecoe Carboy was
mcrely stupid, or tho clwekicst young
rascal that had ever come inlo the Grey-
friars Remove. Fortunately, he decided
to give Carboy tho benelit of the doubt,

*I shall not eans you, Carboy, as yuu
are & new boy. shall give you an
imposition.™

“Thank you, sir,” said Carhoy meekly.

“"Yaou will write out, * I must not play
foolish tricks in the dormitery' fLive
hundred times™

“ Very well, sir.”

“Now go to bed!”

111 Im_

Tha Memovites turned in promptly.
Mr. Quelch put out tho light and
retired.

“Well,” said Bob Cherry, “you may
be no end of a japer and & leg-pulles,
Carboy; but you've come out the wrong
end of the joke. Five hundred lines
't exactly a jest.™

"Fiva hundrod lines!”
Carboy.
~ “That's your liltle lot—and serve you
jolly well right!” said Skinner, who was
fecling sore about his own ffty.

“I'm not going to write Gve bundred

ropeatod

lings.” . )
“Gammon I said Skinner. “Gas!™
TWait and soe!” vawned Carboy,

And silenco and slumber ot last
descended on the Remove dormitory.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.

Trying It On |

HRISTOPHER CLARLENCE
‘ CARBOY was eyed & good deal
:':ln the Remove the iollowing

ay.

For & fcilow who had been only a
couple of days in the school, Carboy was
getting en unusual amount of attention.

“Not o bad kid,” was IBob Cherry's
opinion., ““DBuk :E'u.thur too much of a
giddy practical joker.™

“Much too wuch !" said Harry Whar-
ton, rather dr:p.‘iv.'.

“Tho pull-fullness of the leg appeara
to be his estoemed mission in life,” re-
marked ITnrree Jamset Ram  Singh.
“Ic is possible to have too muech of a
good thing.”

“Oh, n jape’s only a jape ! said Dob
tolerantly.

“I say, you fellows, be's a checky
rofter 1™ suid Billy DBunter plaintively.
“Yon ought to give him a jolty good
hiding, Dob, old chap. The fcllow’s an
absolule beast, and a beast ought lo Ee
jolly well licked."”

“3Woll, il a beast aught to be licked,
g

I—

* Yos, ralher, old chap—"

ik

Pl bogin on you——

““I':hl""

“lalle, halls, Lallel Where are you
going, Hunler 7™

Biul Bunter was gone.

AL was ol only Carboy's peeuliar pre-
ihleetion for leg-pulling that dreow ation-
Lion upon hine, ANl thae Rewosne hadd
heard him declure thee, be ®as nol going
to wrile five lamdecd lines Tor B,
Queleh. In the hearing of all the
Hemove ho hind beon given an jtoposi-
tion of live hundred lines. 1§ Lo oid
not wrile Lhat impot, tho fact that hic
wus & new boy cerlainly would not savo
him from the wrath of Quelchy. But as
the day progressed. it scomed that Car-
boy was in carnest.  Five hundred lines
wus 0 task that requived thme, wid the
lines hud to hoe handed o that day.  But
at lea-lime the new junmior had not
touched them.

Coarhoy came in to tea in Study No. 1
e tea'st with Wharton and  MNugent
there, The two chume were nob at all
keen on having a new fellow in their
study ; but they accopted the inevitalde,
am arboy made himsell at home. Tlo
would have made himsclf at home, any-
how. Wharton still regarded him with
a rathor grim eye, but the new [ellow
did not seem to mind.

After ten, Nugent gave him a good-
natured hint.  Mr. Queleh was nob
oxactly the kind of master to be frified
with: and tho new fellow scemed bent
on rushing in where all the Remove
fearcd to tread. .

“You haven't done your lines yet,
Carbiny,” said Frank. i

“Ay line, yon mean,” said Carboy.

“Line! Quelchy gave you five hun-
dred  lines, you ass!” said Nugent,
staring at him.

{Uarboy shook hias head.

“My dear chep, I remember distinetly
what Quelehy told me to writo: and
I'm going ta write it. I hope I'm not
s chap to disobey his kind master, I'll
get it done now.”

Curboy took pen and paper,
wrote.. Wharton and Nugent, g
puzzled, watched hine, hey fairly

asped when they read the lino that

and
guite

‘hristopher Claronce Carboy dashed

tricks in tho dormitery five hundred

blankly. Then they stared at Carboy.

“That's what Quelchy said.”

“You koow joll wa;lg:?ﬁ:f e
[a ik ow Jolly !

His actual words -were: ' You will write

Yon heard bim,”

wob away with that? he asked.
“You'ro rfninp; te bung that i on
“Yez: he told e to”

Ile wlzo folt a pood-natured concern for
“Done your lines, Carboy ™ he asked.
“ Line 1"

down on tho impot paper. _

“ ©Mr, Quelch must not play foalish
timnea,” _

Wharton and Nugent stared ab it
e met their oyes innocently.

“That's right, ian’t 17" he asked.

“You—you—you—--"

: Qualchy
mmeant, however he put it ;

“1 con only go by what Quelchy said.
out, I must not play foolish tricks in
tho dormitory, five hundred  timies”

Wharton drew a decp breath.

“You ass! Ilo you think wou will

“Why not? I've written what Quelchy
told me to write.”

Quelchy ¥ demanded the captain of the
Removo.

“0Oh, my hat!® _

Boby Cherry lobked into the study.
the now fellow who was risking the
wrath of Quelehy.

“1'vo done my line”

“Your whaetter?™

BBab stared al the paper, and burst
into a roar.

“Ha, fie, hal You won't have the
nervee o bl that o do Ceeleby, ™

Chreislaplur Clarcncea Uarboy  rodsed
i eyelirows.

"1 don'l wen that it necds any nereve
to take in to Quolchy whal ho Lold me
o write,” ha answoered.

e, b, bt

Foow few minutes all the Temave were
awnre of Carboy's vemarkablo version
of the iwpat given him by 1the Remove
muster.  "They gathoered ronmd Noo 1
study amd stwred ab that version, sl
voared.  Only  Carboy had o grave
face, mnd  seewed  sweprised as he
general errbinent,

* ¥ou're not lakiog that {0 Qualchy 1™
exncluinwd Peter odd,

" Coriainly 1"

“You'll get senlped,™

U What vot! e bound to (ke it!
Ui vew heve, but I suppose a Tellow
wl Urevfeinrs hna lo do as his Form-
migster tells him
"My ouly hat!™ said the Douander,

you try yvour leg-pulling stunts on
Quedeh, you'll find that he will Lite.”

“las!” suid Bkinner. " He's nrot
tuking that to Quelchy. There isn'l a
man in the Remove wonld have the
nerve,

Larboy picked up the inipot paper.

Nearly every fellow in the Hemove
fellowed  hin as he went down the
sbwira,  Thul Carboy really had mis-
ulerstood Mr. Queleh fo that extent
wius senteely possible: and they conld
not believe that he inlended to take
thut extraordinary impot 1o the Form-
waster,  Dut he walked on coolly to
Masters  passage, 2 crowd following
hitn at a little distance,

Five or six hewda were put round the
corner to wulch his progress down the
e t Quelchy’

“Ho's slopg..a uclchy's door 1™
suird Bob, breathlesstr,

o He's knocking—" gosped Nugent,

“He's gone in1” said Dolsover major.

:Fh, cruml.ratg"”

sy, you fellows, he'll pet a joll
good licking ! clinckled Eilf:.- Hufstui
"I say, yon fellows wait a minute and
you'll iear hime yell. e, he, he ?

Lvidently Curboy hud the nerve to
present  (hat  impot to thoe TRemove
master.  The cm!é’ question now  was,
whether hoe wonld get away with it:
and no fellow in the Remove believed
that he would.

Mr. Quelch was at his writing-table
when Carlioy enterad. o fixed  his
cycs questioningly on Lthe new jumor,
p ;JH}f line, sic!” said Carboy respect:
u

"{’mrr winf ¥

My line, sic”

“I fail to understand you, Carboy.
What do you mcant”

Mr. Quelch understood what Carboy
meant, the next moment, as the shees
of impot paper, with a single line
wrillen upon it, was laid uwpon lus table,
Mr. Queleh: looked at it, and, unable to
believe his eyes, ho looked again. For
a third lime he looked and read " Mr.
Quaeleh must not play foolish tricks in
the dormitory five hundred times ™

Having pgot it into his scholastic
intellect  that  those amazing  words
voally were there, Mr., Quelch raised
his zaze to Carboy's face. -

Hia gaze reserabled that of (he [abled
basilisk. Mednsa, in her grimancst mood,
probably looked like Ar. Queleh at that
mowent,  But Carboy met his grim
gaze with u swile that was child-hke
and bland.

“Is that all eight, siei”

“Alall might 1™ stubtered Dre, Queleh,

" Yes osir! Some of the [ellows think
that I must have misunderstoosd o,
Coqre AMacxer Lasrany.—No. 1,076
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sir," anid Carboy humbly. “But that
is what you said, isn't it, siz?" .

Aund there was a long, long silance
in the sindy: whila the breathless
TRomove fellows in tho passage waited
for the sounds of slaughter.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Catehing & Tariar [
R. QUELCH goecd at Carboy.
M larboy met his oycs with a
d-:ﬁreaatury smile,
¢ looked liko o follow wheo
realised thoat his Form master was
annoved about something, snd won-
dered what that something was.

Mr. Quoleh goomed hypuotisod. A
long, long minute p and he still
gaeed st Carboy, and did not speak.
Perhaps his bresth wa. taken away.

“May I go, sir? asked Carboy, ven-
taring to bresk 'th s silence at last. He
was rathor anxiras to go.

The Medusa-lika gaze of Henry
Bamuol Quelch was beginuing to get on
his - norves, though he still smiled an
innooont smile.

“No 1" gasped Mr, Quelch. “No—you
may not go.”

i::éy waited. Perhaps he had
expected, or hoped, to pull Mr. Quelch's
majestic leg to this extont, and get
away with it. He did not yot know
Mr. Quealch, He was about to learn

more of that gentleman.

“ Carboy ! B night you made a
remark to me which might have been

dictated bi either impertinence or
stupidity., gave you the benefit of
the doubt, and attributed it to stupidity.

But I shall not beliove, Carboy, thot
your stupidity is so abysmal as you
would now lead me to suppose, I gave
you five hundred lines, Carboy.”

“Ono line, sir! You said—*"

“1 remember perfectly what I said,
and am fully aware that my words
might bear the construction you have
placed upon themn. But you could not
Elm:n such a construction upon them,
tnless you were absolutely and incred-
tft;rl‘;r stupid.”

‘I'm afraid I'm mnot wery clever,
sir1” murmured Carboy apologetically,
‘They—they didn't think me very
bright at my last. gchool, sir.”

“If your !mgidit}r 13 80 abysmal as
this, Carboy, I should not dream of
punishing you,” ssid Mr. Quelch,
* Nothing would induco me to punish a
boy, howover exasperating, for a defeot
of the intellect.”

“Thenk you, sir I muyrmured Carboy.

“But I do not beliove that you are
50 stupid as you protend, Gargo:h”

“Oh, sir.®

“In_order to avoid the possibility of
an injusfico, however, I feel eompelled
to give you, a sccond time, the benofit
of the doubt,”

Carboy's eyoa Elimmemi He was
%{-ttmg away with 1! No man in the
emovi® had ever been able to pull

Quelchy’s leg: no man dared to try,
Christopher Clarence Carboy, & new
fellow, had brought it off, .on his third
day in the schoo!l! In his mind's eye
ho eould sco the whole Remove roaring
over the joke—he could see himself the
eynosure of all eyes in tha Form, as
the one and ﬂﬂ]{l fellow who had ever
“gtulfod " Quelchy and got away safe
with it, It was a glorious triumph:
it would make him tho onvy of the
Form': tho observed of all observera.

But he had not finished with Honry
Samuel Quelch yet.

“I shall give you the benefit of the
doubt, Carboy. I shall assume that jou

Toe Miener Lmsany.—No. 1,078,

are indeed so incredibly stupid as to
Bup that that "—Mr., Quelch pointed
to the impot—" was my meaning when I
gavo you an imposition last night in the
Romaove dormitory.™

“Yes, sir”

Carboy cdged towards the door.

“¥You will not go yot, Carboy.”

“"Oh! Yery well, sirl
~ “] have not yot finished. I shall pass
thisz mattor over, on the assumption that
you have been guilty only of stupidity.
Dring a chair to this table, Carboy, and
take up that pen.”

Carboy obeved, in wondor tinctured
with uneasiness, Mr. Quelch” was
going to give him the bencfit of the
doubt, and was not ing to punish
him, 1t was time.to dismiss him from
the study. DBut, apparently, there was
moroe o come.

Mr, Quelch placed a sheet of note-
paper on the blottor beforo Carboy on
the writing-tablo.

“You will now write a letter af my
dictation, Earhn;r."

“Very well, sir.”

*You -will address it to your father.”

“ Mum-mum- {sther, airi"

* Precisely. nﬁaaﬂ no tirpo]"

Carboy, wondoring still more, and

rowing more and more uneasy, wrote

own: ' Dear Fathor,”

Mr, Quelch proceeded to dictats:

“X am sorry to have ta tell you that
it is nocessary for me to leave Groyiriars
imimoediately."

Carboy jumped.

“Wha-a-at—" he stottored.

" Write 1" thundered, Mr. Quelch.

“{Jh, yed!" gasped Carboy. He wrote.

“My Form master, Mr. Quelch, desires

vou to arrange [or my romoval from tho PO

lator than to-morrow

gchaool not
morning.™

Carboy pgazed . helplessly st the

ermnove master, tho i idle in his
hand. Steely eyes met his, more Medusa-
like than ever.

“Havo :L:rn written that?"” demandoed
Me, Qualch.

“Nunno! JI-—I—"

“Write it immediately!”

“Oh dear!” Carboy wrote it.

“You will now procecd: *Mr,
Quelch’s wiew is that Groylriars is a
echool "for normal boys, and not for
the mentally defective. Mr. Quelch has
the choice of believing that I am cither
an  incarrigl mmportinent young
rascal, or else a boy whoso alujii[dity
amounts to an intcllectual defect. Ho is
giving me the benolit of the doubt; but,
not being trained to take care of the
mentally defoctive, «dosires my imme-
diate removal from the school” Have
you written thatf"

“Ow! Yes!” grosned tha unbapoy

practical joker of tha Remove.

“Very waolll Heal the letter and
address it. I will ses that it is posted,
and I will explain matters to your Lead-
master,” paid Mr. Quelch. " Yeoen may
now go, Carboy.”

Chrestopher Clarence Carboy tottered
to the door.

At the doar he at::[g:.e:l.

He turned his head and cost an £
pealing glance at his Form master, bﬁ‘
Quelch, busy with papers, did not heed.

Carboy remained an the doorway as
if rooted there. Abgut a minute later
Mr. Quelch looked up. He raised his
eyebrows at the sight of tho new
junior lingering on hiz threshold,

“You are not gono, Carboy 1"

“Hem! No, air!"

“(io at once; and close the door aftor
youl” g

“If—if you pleaso, sip ="

“ You mu E"}I”

#1-—-1d lﬁw to say—"

“Thero is nothing further to be ssid,
Carboy." ;

That was not Carboy's impression,
however., Ho camo back dosporately
tewards the Form master's table,

“D-d-don’t post that letter, sirl” he
gasped, “I—1—]—"

“The mattor is closed, Carboy. 1
sympathise deeply with & boy whose
intellect is s cinudmi B3 YOUrs APDOATS
ioe be.” Mr. Quelech counld be almost
ferociously sarcastic at {imes. “Dut my
form st Groyfriars is no placoe for hiny,
Hﬁt}icui't nIa,m-—-“ i

¥]l=—i—1 was oniy = By,
stutterad the new I'inmmrilzrﬁ

“Do you mean that you wore playing
a Jjest at the exponsp of your ¥orm
mastor, Carboy "

“Oh dear! Yes, sir”

“If that is the case, Carboy, I ehall
not post this lelter to your father. 1n-
tolence is a matter with which I am

uite capable of dealing!" said Mr,
auelnh gritmly, “Etuéwidit:,r such as you
have assumed would be boyond my
powers, Insolence, I think, I can doal
with coffoctually. You may throw that
letter into the wastepaper-baskes,
Carboy."

Gladly Ghrintﬁhﬂr Clarence Carboy
throw it there. Dui he was very appre-
honsive of what was to come noxk.
Hiz apprehensions were woll founded.
Y“Hand mo the eano from the shelf,
Carboy—the stoutest cance! I think thore
aro three there—give me the stoutest.”

In thoe lowest spirits the leg-puller of
the Remove sclected the stoutest canc of
the three, and handed it to Mr. Quelch,
Tho Remove master roso to his feet, and
inted to a chair with the cane.

“Bend over that chair, Carboy ™

"Oh! Yes, sir!” mumbled Carboy.

There had boen a lomg wait in (he
pessage. No sound of & twacking
cane, no sounds of woe or dolour
had renched the cager ears of the He-
movites, Jt roally scemed as 1f Carboy
was getting sway with it—inerediblo as
it was that Quelchy's leg was pullabla,

But suddenly the silence was broken.

Whack, whaok, whack! )

“I say, ,iiw fellows!” squeaked Pilly
Btintor. *“Me's getting it! e, he, hol”

Whack, whack, whack!

“Whooooowooouop [

“(Oh, my hat " murmured Bob Cherry.
“Bounds as if Quelchy thinks heo's beat-
inq carpet]™

“*Whack, whack, wheck!

“Nine!" said Bkimner breathlessly.
“Bix is the usual limit! Ts ho going ont
Carboy will want his bags patched ab
this ratol”

Whack, whack, whack!

“Twice six are twelve!”™ murmured
Akinoner. “I remember I loarned that in
my early infancy, my beloved ’earers.
I remember my dear governess takin'
me by my iittle hand, and murmuring,
" Twice six are twelve) ™

“Ja he going oni™” gasped Snoop.

The sounds of the whacking cane
ceascd, A junior camao !Em;:_n'ng out of
Mr. Queleh’s study, wriggling to the
right and wnﬁg{:gg to the left,
wriggling forwar wriggling back-
ward.  Christophor Clarence Carboy
seemed to be onc mass of wriggles as he
sguirmed his wey down the passege.

The Remove fellows locked at him,
and he gazed at them with lack-lustre
eyes, and passed on without e word,
He wriﬁgicd into the distance and dis-
appeared—wriggling. )

Jovver get left ™ grinned Fisher T,
Fish. g

And there was a chuckle. Christopher

Clarence Clarboy had tried it on, but he
(Condinued on pege 20.)

siel”
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ANNUALS TO-DAY!

* Every Boy's HOBBY Annual ™ is & book which thould be
in every Bome, It trests in an interesting and informative
way ractically every _hahb@ under the sun. Model Rail-
ways, Amateur Mechanics, Wood-work, Wireless, Stamps,
Photography, Metal Work—all these subjects, profussly illus-
trated with drawings, phetographs, and diagrams, are to ba
found in this handsome volume.
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L to know what te do and how to do it
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Then there ia this world-populsr story book—
“ The Greyfriars HOLIDAY Annusl” What =
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plates it contains | H-I;_I'III'I and hours of delightful
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ages. Itisthe "NEW NATUREBOOK "—

the enly one ol its kind on the market.

Who doesnt love to read about 'Hliid- life in
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stories and photos of wild life in all ite
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faremast MNaturalists in the World;

Here is the book for which you have been
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““The Japer of Greyfriars!”

[Continued from pupe 18.)

had not—ovidently and obviously—pgot
rway with it.  What le had pot nwey
with kept him wriggling till bed-time.
THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Bounder's Bel |
s I HBAY, you fellows—"

“1f you say ‘twenty-seven and

gix,” ” snid Dalsover major, Tl

jolly well bil¥ you, Bunter! Mind, I
Billy Bunter Jdid not say "twmrt{-
sevon sud six.”  Heo blinked diamally
and dolefully at the grinning fellaws in
It was Friday cvening., Salurday was
the limit for lhe payment of W, (i,
Bunter's little bill ot the lamshop in
with & bad halfpenny ; his resources wero
still limited to that ivconsiderable’ sum.
Llle had not written home. Ho was too
immense resources of Bunter Court, Thoe
bill had to bo paid. DBunter had to pay
it. Ho could not possibly pay it with a
Who was to bo done? 'Phere seemed to
be nothing and nobody to bo doune
“Hine illae lacrymae,” as Skinnor
unter had tried up and dewn the
Newove to borrow twonty-seven and
six. DBuuter had not succeeded. Sowe
to Uarboy to lielp him out. A joke was
s joke, but Carboy had earried that
joke too far. CUerboy scemod to have

“ Don'L 1"
mean itl"”
the Rag.
Courtfield., Duonter woas still provided
powerfully disinelined to cull upou the
bad halipenny., So what was to bo done §
oxpressed it
of the fellows declarcd that it was up
rather a propensity lor carrying jokes

tﬂE far. —_
1 say, you fellows, I'm in an awlul
sceape ™ groancd ]f'luutcr. “I say,

Smithy, you've got lots of woney!”

“Lots ! agreed the DBounder. “ And
lots of senso to look after it!"

“ Lend me——" .

“ A thick ear?” asked Vernon-Smith.

L) }J‘ﬂﬂ.ﬂt!"

“Why haven't you written to your
pgter  about it%Y  demunded Harry
Wharton.

“Hoe would be so jolly wexy!” mum-
bled Bunter. “Of course, the money's
:mthqu to hitn—less than nothing. DBut
]1 ' [ ] -

“The butfulness is térrifie,” grinned
Hurree Singh.

*“That beast of a manager told that
bheast Wharton that he would wait till
Saturday,” grosned DBunter. “If the
bill isn't paid, what will he do? You
know how sordid these shopkeepers are
ahout moncy.” :

"Hl, hl, i'.lﬁ._l" :

“It was jolly good-natured of Iim to
wait,” said Johuny Bull. “He might
have detained you and telephoned to
vour” headmaster.” ;

“He'll drop in to-morrow morning to
goe the Head,” grinned Vernon-Smith.
“Didn't be say he would, Wharton ¥

“He gaid i';& would, if the money
wasn't paid by Saturday,” answered the
saptain of the Remove, “I told him it
would be ‘paid. I suppesed, of course,
that that fat idiot would write to his
father, rather than let it come before
the Head.. It will have to be paid
anyhow., The Head will pay 1%, an
gond the bill .on to Bunter's pater.”

“With & licking for Bunter thrown
in,” grinned Skinner.

“Well, that's only to be expected.”

“1 say, you fellows, that beast Carboy
tz= to blame!” said DBunter r;la.intivalr.
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“It was all his fault. ' Ilo led vro on.
e inade o fool of we.”

“I'hat was done before my time,” said
Carboy.

* Foast 1

“Aas a matler of fack, wo all 1hink it's
up to you, Carboy,” said tho captain
ol the temove eartly. " You ought not
io have pulled Dunier's leg like that.
You knew he was o silly, gassing ass !

“h, really, Whorlon—"

"My dear chap, 1 think it will be all
right,” said Csrboy. “I'm su-e tha
wnligger won't say any more about it.™

“ Bet you ten-to-one in douglinuls that
he will I elickled tho Nounder. " And
something emphatie, too.”

Carboy looked at him.

“1'H fako that Lbet,' he said.

“"Why, you ass!” exclaimed Vernon-
Smith, staring at him. “ You know
Ll:l't‘h..' well that thoe man will ins'st on

ving. paid. Why shouldn't ho "

ot el ol i i i el e i i el il e il e
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““Oh, he might be satisfied to lot the
matier drop!"”  answered Carboay
carclossly,

“You know jolly well he won't!”
snapped Smithy tartly. “And if you
want to know my opinion, it's rather
mcan of you to let Bunter in for it.”

“Thanks for your opinion, thoagh 1
could have got ou quito comiortably
without it,” wyawned Carboy. *“My
opinion .is that the bunshop man will
let the matter drop, end won't say a
word to the Head about it.”

“Gammon! You don't think
thing of the sort.”

Carboy shrugged his shoulders.

“Well, I'm tsking your bet, anvhow.
You've offercd me ten-to-one in dough-
nuts, unless you want to back out of

any-

The Bounder’s eyes gleamed anerily.

"I'll make it guids, if vou like!™ ho
snapped.

“No fear! I'm not a betting chap”

saidd Carboy.  “ . don't mind a bet in
;lml,;;_iumta, though, You bot me ten-te-
ene in doughnulas that the bunshop man
won't let the matter drop where it is.”

“Yes, I did, and do.™

"Very woll.  All thoso fellows are
witnesses,” dvawled Carboy.

And he walked sway, leaving the
follows staring.

Tho Dounder's eyecs rleamod with
annNoyance.

“ What the thump does the silly rotier
mean ' ho growled., " FHeo knows jolly
well that the men won't lot the mattor
drop. s this som’e more of his log-
pulling 1™

“1I suy, you fellows—*

“8hut up, Bunter!"

“But what sbout me?” 1ocared
Bunter. * You know the bunshop beast
will como hore efter his monoy. He
makes out that I owe him bwenty-sovon
end six ! Yaroococogh "

Bump |

“1 warned you !" snid Bolsover major,
as he sat Dunter down on the Ooor of
the Rag.

“11a, ha, hal“

That nig'ht in the Remove dormitory
Billy Bunter 5&?3 Christopher Clarence
Catboy  deadly blink. I blinks could
have slain, probably Carboy's leg-pull-
ing carcer would have come to a sudden
end on tho spet. But Carboy only
grinned and turned in.

“1 soy, you fellows!”™ sgquesked
Bunter, after lights out.

“Dry up!"

*1 shall get & licking to-morrow !”

wailed Bunter.

“You'll get one to-night if you dom't
dry up aund let follows go to sleep,”
growled Johnny Bull.

“Teast 1™

Billy Bunter went to alesp and
dreamed of bunshop managers and a
Head's licking.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
“Had | ™

ARRY WHARTON had a
H thoughtful look when ho came
; down with the Remove the fol-

lowing morning. After break-
fast hio unburdened hia mind to his-com-
rades in the quad.

*'That bill's got to be paid, you fel-
lows,” he said. “]1 gave the bunsho
man my word that it would bo paid, if
ho let Bunter off. Of course, 1 thought
that fat idiot would write to his father
by the next post to prevent it coming
before the Head. DBul ho hasn't—"

“ Lot him get s licking,” said Johnny
Bu!jl. “It's what he's asked for, isn't
it ¢

“ Blow Buntor ! said Bob Cherry.

“Yes: but after telling the man it
would be paid by Saturday, I can't let
him down,” said Harry. “ Bunter ought
to have written to his father at once,
but he hasn't. We don’t want it to
come before the Beak, T ean raiso the
money up and down the studies, and
sottle later. I think I'll ring the bun-
shop up, and tell the man PI'll come
glong and squere thizs afternoon. That
will keep him quiet.”

“Carbov thinks he'll let the matter
drop, anyhow.” :
nly his gas,” said Harry. “ Any-
how, I've given my word. And [ ean't
let him let it drop, even if he's willing."

“Qorpething 1o that,” agreed Baob
Cherey. “We'll all stand our whack,
and take it out of Bunter in kicking.”

And before morning olasa Harry
Wharlon found an opportunity of using
the telephone in the prefect’s room, his
comrades keeping guard in the passage
to give warning if any of the Sirth
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. Mr. Quelch placed & sheet of notepaper

“ You will now write a letter to your father at my dictation, Carboy,"*
he said. ** Very well, sir.” The Remove master proceeded io dictaie ;
‘4] am sorry to have to tell you that it Is necessary for me to leave
Greyiriars Immediately,” ** The new bBoy jumped,

he stuttered. (Sec Chapter 13.}

4

=== | T

appeared in the offing. He rang up
the Courtfield bunshop and asked to
gpeak to the manager.

“Harry Wharton speaking from Grey-
friars,” he waid, when that gentleman’s
fat voice came through. * About that
account Bunter owes you——"

“ Quite all right, Master Wharton !”

“I'll come along this afterncon and
settle it,” said Harry.

“Eh! I is settled already.”

“ Battled alroady

“Certainly, Master Wharton, A
YOUugE qemiemun from Greyfriars called
in on Thursday and scttled it.”

“Oh, my hat!"

“It was the young gentleman who
had tea here with Master Bunter.”

"Carboy !" gasped Wharton.

“¥Yes, 1 think that was the name.”

“Oh, all right! Good-morning !"

Harry Wharton rang off, in a state of
great astonishment, and joined hia
chums 1n the ;)aasa.ge.

* All serena?” asked Nugent.

“Quite. The bill's paid—that idiot
Carboy called in at the bunshop the day
after, and paid it.”

“And he let Bunter think it was still
hanging over his head like a giddy
sword of Damocles! I suppose that's
his idea of & joke™

Harry Wharton laughed.

“1 suppose &o, t's a lesson for
Bunter, anyhow. He will be moro care-
ful with the next new kid.”

‘““Ha, ha, hal”

The Famouz Five went along to the
Form-room. Billy Bunter; that morn.
ing, sat with an expression which
sromed to e mouwlded upon that of
the Knight of the Sorrowful Counten-
ance. In class Wharton had no oppor-
tunity of passing on the glad news, and
all through first and second lessons
Buntor quaked at every sound, hearing
in it .the footstep of the bunshop
maneger coming to see the Head.

on the blotter before Carboy..

[ 1] wm_nt ? 1]

L

A

It was not till morning break that the
0wl of tho Remove was relieved of his
terrors. Heo rolled up diemally to the
Famous Five in the’ quadrangle.

“1 say, you fellows——"" he moaned.

““It’'s all right, fathead,” said Harry.

“{arboy paid the bill on ,Tht'lridl?, and
that's the end of it."
Bunter jumped.
“QCarboy paid it?"”
“¥Yes; and it's-over end done with.”
“The beast "

“Ha, ha, hal”
“The rotter! The—the blighter!”
asped Bunter. * Letting me think sll

the tima that that bunshop beast was
after me! I've » jolly good mind to
ive’ him a +{humping licking.
ulling. my leg all this time! I've a
good mind to aftor him now and
mop up the quad with him,"” B

1" grinned Bob Cherry.
hold your hat." ;

“atill, I'll let him off,” said Bunter
magonanimously, *‘'He's not worth lick.
ing. I'll treat him with contempt.”

The Bounder's foce was a study when
he learned the news.

“Bo that's what that ag:-unﬁng japer
meant!”™ he ejaculated. *“That's why
ho bot me a doughnut that the bun-
shop man-vwould let it drop—because he
had paid him already!™

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared Bob Cherry.
“You've been done, Bmithy !’

“Why, I—I—Tll-—" exclaimed the
Bounder, in great wrath.

“*Ha, ha, ha! You'll pay Carboy ten
doughnuts—you bet him ten to one in
doughnuts I howled Bob.

Christopher Clarence Carbo
along to the Bounder when the
were going in for third lesson.
emiled 03 Herbert
scowled.

“You owe me ten doughnuts, I
think,” he murmured.

came
move

Ho
Vornon-Smith

7 o

Vornon-Smith drew s deep breath:
His leg had been pulled; and Bmit
hated to have his leg J.-u!lad. Hg hiated,
too, to come off second best in a betting
transaction. But ke terms had béen
quite clear; he owed Carboy ten dough-
nuts, if the bunshép manager let the
matter drop where it was. And, obvi-
ously, the bunshop mapager was
letting it drop where it was, as the hill
had been paid. Tho Bounder had been
taken in; and the fact that the Remove
were chuckling over it made it all the
more unpalatable to Bmithy. Still, a
bargain was' a bargain, even if he had
been *‘had."

“Yes." he answered.

“Trot 'em out by tea-time, old bean,"
said Carboy. “I rather like dough-
nuts for tea."

T Righﬁl”

There was a gleam in the Bounder’s
eye which Carboy did not fail to notice,
Smithy walked on to the Form-room,
and Carboy followed him, with & cheery
grin on his face,

After class that morning Smithy went
alopg to the school shop to order the
doughnuts. Skinner joined him with a
,?rinmn face, 8Bkinner was more or
esg pally with the Boudder ;: but Bkinnor
could enjoy any fellow's discomfiture,
and perheps a pal's more than any-
body elsa’s

“You've been had, Bmithy, old
bean,” he remarked. =

“ 8o kind of you to point it out,” an-
swared Vernon-Bmuath,

“No- good grousing over it, old
chap,”’ said Bkinner, *That man Car-
boy is some japer. He's pulled your
leg all right.”

And Bkinner pgrinned as he stood
beside Smithy in the tuckshop while
the order was given for the doughnuts,

“You're squaring, then, Smithv?"' he
asked.

THe Maicuer Liprary.—No. 1,078,
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" Naturally, ss I lost the bet,”

“But you ai’'t pleased,” chuckled
Skinner. "I say, Carboy’s got the
whole Form chuckling over that bet”

Harold Skinner liked rubbing it .

“Tet 'em cackle!” answered the
Bounder indilferently, though his cyes
glittered.  “They may find something
else to cackle abont later.” .

‘L'lhie Bounder left the tuckshop with
the paper bag of doughnuts under his
arm. lla carried them to his study in
the Remove passage. Thera, he lnqk-‘.*d
the door. Smithy's next proceedings
required that ihere should be no obser-
vation. ]

With Lis ;;Ienknift e mado a little
holo into the centro of cach dough-
nut.  Then ho filled & squirt with
cayenne pepper. With great care and
patience the Bounder squirted a strong
dose of cayenne into each doughnut,
From his paste-pot he obtained material
to stop up the little holes after the
pepper had been inserted.

The doughnuts were fresh and flaky,
and looked delicions. ‘They looked as
if they would melt with enjoyment in
the mouth.

But aftcr the Bounder had attended
to themy it was quite eertain that the
mouth in which one of these dough-
nuts melted would expevience anything
Lut enjoyinent.

Having finished hLis operations the
Bounder replaced the doughnuts in the
hag and carrind it along to Study No. 1
No one was there, and Sinithy put the
Log in the cuphoard,

Ho looked for Christopher Clarence
Carboy when he came downstairs. .

“Tve paid up, Carbey,” he sbid
curtly., *You'll find tend doughnuts in
vour study cupboard.™

“Thanks!" said Carbey. “DBut look
here, Smithy, T was only pulling your
leg, and 1 don’t want tho dough-
untz, Take 'em away opanin”

“No fear! I'd rather pay up,” said
Vernon-Smith, with a zsour egrin. “A
Liet's & bet, even when a fellow’s been
had.”

“Well, if yon insist—"

“I do!"

“ All serene, then ™

The Bounder walked away. He had
been ““had,” but he was of onimion that
when Christapher Clarenee Carboy got
one of those dough-nuts into hiz mouth
he would wizsh [ervently and sincerely

that he had never *had " the Dounder.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.

Hot S{ufl !
" IIAT the thump—*
~ Hayry  Wharton fairly
jumped.
The captain of the

Remove had lines to write that after-
noon. His late imposition of fifty lincs
for Mr. Quelech had been written and
handed in; but te Mr. Quelch’s eye they
showed signs of undue haste. As Whar-
ton had written them at top speed this
was not surprising, Meny and many
of the impots thai wero handed in to
Heury Samuel Queleh showed signs of
hasty writing, Sometimes they passed
without ecomment.  Somelimes  lhey
didn’t. It depended largely en Quelchy’s
humeur at the moment. If you caught
him in one of his genial tempers it was
all right.  If you didn't 1t was all
wrong, Wharton hadn't. 8o he had
his impot o write out all over again,
with a strict injunction te hand it in
by Saturday.

The captain of the Removoe was well
aware of the ancient proverb which
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states that it is better never to put off
till to-iorrow what can be done to-day.
But in thwe Lower Fonrth Forin I"sf:‘t"h:
leed was paid, os a rule, to proverbial
wisdomn., The lines bad been left till
Suturday afterncon, and thep, as they
coulil not Le Ieft amy longer, Wharton
sub down in his study to write them out
—with as few signs as possible of undue
Laste.

Ile was writing rather rapidly—
thongh trying not to exceed the speed
limit this time—when all of a sudden
the study door whirzed open, a fal
fizurc shot in, and the door ol
sgain, )

I:.ji[]y Bunter stood panting in the
study.

Wharton uttered s stertled cjacula-
tion, jumped, und scattered & shower
of blots from his pen. :

Bunter Llinked at him through his
big spectacles, and jumped also,
Evidently he had supposed the study
to ho vacant.

“Oh!" he stutterod. “I—1 thought
you were down ot the footer.”

“You fat idiot!™ roared Wharton.
“Look what you've done! I've got fo
seribble this thumping rot over agaimn
now.”

“Ile, he, he!”

LR ] "ol —— }"EI'LI—‘” “'hl.':["_tﬂﬂ
started to his fect and grasped tho ink-

of,

“ [—I sav, old chap, don’t get waxy!”
excluimed Bunter hurriedly, *1 say,
I'm awfully sorry you've got lines.
Look here, I'll write them out for you
if vou like.”

Wharton stared at him. That was a
very uncomnmon and unexpected offer
from William George Dunter. He
relinguished the inkpot.

“Fat lot of good that would be,” he
prunted,  “Quelchy would spot your
fatheaded scrawl at once.”

“I'll make it like yours, old cha
leave me a copy,” said Bunter. “I'm
frightfully sorry to see you kept in like
this on a fine afternoon, and the footer
waiting for yow, and all that. Leave
it to ree.” .

“Rats !" sald Harry, sitting down to
his task again.

"I mean it,” said Bunter anxiously.
“I'd bo jolly glad to do those lincs for
you, Wharton. I say, Bob Cherry's
waiting for you downstairs. It's rather
& shhamo to keep him wnitinﬁ-."

“You howling ass! What's your
little game ! demanded the captain of
the Remove. * What did you como here
for?"

* Nothing, old fellow.”

Wharton stared at him. Obviously
Bunter had popped into the study un-
obscrved from the passage, for somo
reason of his own. He had not ex-
pected to find Wharton. there; and ho
waz offering to do hiz lines simply to
got him out of the study. 8o much was
clear; but the fat Owl's motive was not
¢o clear. .

“1 just came in to see you, old
fellow,” explained Bunter.  **Feelin
sorry for yvou being kept in like this,
just dropped in.”

“Fou said a minute ago that you
thought I was down at the footer.”

“Oh, dd-did I? T—1 meant—I
meant that I didn't think you %vere
down at the footer, old chap. I say,
et e do those lines for you., I'll leave
them all ready for you to take in to
Ouneleh.”

“Fathead! DBuzz!™

“Oh, really, Whartan 2

“ Anvhow, shut up!™

ITarry Wharton sorted out a fresh
sheet of impat paper and recommenced
the lines. Bunter blinked at him im-
patiently.

“I1 say, old chap, how long will it
take you to get those lines donei™ he
usked anxiously. * Leok here, that
beast Carboy may come in any wmmute
and—"

“What doas that matter, fathead?
Dry up!” said Wharton. " If you say
ancther word look out for the inkpot.
Why don't you clear ™

“1—-1'd rather keep you company, old
fellow.™

*“Ass! Bhut ap, then !*

Billy Bunter opened his mouth again,
and Wharton stretched out his hand to
the inkpot. DBunter closed his mouth
mmediately. He did not leave the
study. He sat down to watch the
captain of the Remove as line after line
raced from his pen. His blink turned
continually towards the study cup-
board,

“1 eay, Harry, old chap—"

gan &t last,

“Shut up!” roared Wharton.

. “Look here, I can't keep on waiting,
in case that beast comes imn. I s=ay,
Harry, do listen to a chap. That beast
Carboy is always pulling a fellow's leg,

ho

you know. Don't you think it would be
s scream to bag his doughnuts1”
“Ok!” ejaculated harton. He

understood at last the cause of William

E:EWE“ Bunter's mysterious proceed-
8.

Eﬂmitlt_-,r's put them in the cupboard!

Ten lovely doughnuts,” said Bunter, hia

ey oy ghste‘niﬂg%e ctacles,

hind his bi
“You know what jolly ng oughnuts
Mrs. Mimble makes! Ten of 'em! I
eay, old fellow; you'd like a doughnut,
wouldn't yout t's bag "em; it would
be no end of a joke on Carboy !

Harry Wharton laughed.

You go near that cupboard, and you
get the inkpot in the back of your
neck.” he answered.

“*Oh, rnrnl!:u.-'i Wharton—"

“Shut up !’

Billy Bunter shut up onee more.
Wharton's pen continucd to race across
the paper. Bunter edged nearer and
nearer to the study cu rd. Wharton,
deep in his tosk, which he was in a
hurry te get. Ema'hed', alinost forgot his

resence in  the study. For once,
Villiam George Bunter was glad to be
{orpotien.

Softly he {aulled open the cupboard
door. Still Wharton did not look w
Inside reposed the paper bag of d-:-ugﬁ:
nuts. unter’s hand, trembling with
cagerness, was cxtended into the cup-
board. Ile grabbed the beag, rushed
across the study, dragged the dbor
open, and fled. Wharton jumped.

Bunter! You fat villaip—*

Slam!

“Ha, ha, ha ¥
~ The study door closed on the vanish-
mF Bunter. Harry Wharton burst into
e laugh, and sat down to finish his lines.
Bunter was gone, and Carboy’s dough-
nuts were gone, Really, it would have
been judictous on Carboy’s part to lock
the cupboard door if he wanted to keep
the doughnuts till tea-time. DBut per-
haps he didn't

Bunter dashed breathlessly up the
Remove passage with his prize. He
was in far too great a hurcy to see
where he was going.

Crash ! :

Bolsover mejor and- 8kinner were
chatting in the passage. Bunter
charged info them like a bull as he
rushed from Study Neo, 1.

Skinner went sprawling.
majoer staggered agoainst
Bunter sat down and roared.

“0Oh ' gasped Bolsover major. ' You
—you—you fat freak! Youn—yon--—"

“Owl Grooogh! Ow! Wow! I say,
you fellows, there aren’t any doughnuts

Bolsover
the wall.
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in ithat bag V" roared DBunter.
leave that bag slone!™

Bolsover mujor picked up the bag.

“ ¥You [at burglar! You've been grub-
raiding

“T s=ay, you fellows ¥ Dunter
scrambied to his fect. * It—it—it's a
joke on Carboy. The beast is always
Japing, you know. I—I'm not going to
scoff those doughnuts, you know, 1—I
wouldn't! Just & joke on that besst!
Smithy put them in his study cupboard,
and I've bagged them for a—a—jest,
you know."

Bolzover major grinned.

“No end of & joke,” he agreed. " As
you weren't going to them, you
can lcave thom with me.

“Oh, reelly, Bolsover—"

“Have a doughnut, Skinner 7" asked
Dolsover major hospitably.

“What-ho ! grinned Skinner. I
saw 3mithy buying these dounghnuts;
they're fresh and good.”

“I say, vou fellows——"

“ Look here, they're my doughnutsl”
howled Bunter.  “You give them to
me, you beast!  Halves, then! Yook
here, pimme one,*

“I never was mean with wmek,” said
Bolsover major. “ You can have one.”

Billy Dunter grabbed a doughnut
from the bag. Bolsover major and
Skinner took one cach. Three dough-
nuts, fresh apd faky, were jammed into
three  mouths—ihrea pairs  of
crunched on. themn with every expocta-
tion of cestetie, jamnuy, juicy enjoy-
menkt.  And then—-

Nolsaver major had intended to finish
that bag of doughnuts himseli. ‘'The
first one, however, proved enouch for
him. 1In faet, it proved more Lhan
enough.

A horrid change came over his face as
he crunched it.. A liorrid change came
over the faces of Bunter and Skinner.
Horrid sounds awoke the echoes of the
Remove passage.

“Groooogh! Ooooch! Woooch!™

“Mooooooch! Atchoo — aichoo = at-
chooooooooooooooo I

“Gurreerggegh t”

“Gug-gug-gug-gug

" Hallo, hallo, hallof" Bob Cherry,

coaning up the Remove staircass to look
inte Study No. 1 for his chum, stopped
to stare at the seone. “What's the
matter with you cheps #**

- G{:mmuniu By

:‘Eumcrﬂuﬂ-nhl”l .

‘Gug-gug-guggle [

Harry Wharton -locked out of Study
Wo. 1. Beveral other follows looked out.
The uwproar was deafening. Gurgles
enid gasps alternated with wild yells and
Gargantuan sneeses.  'Tears streamed
down the fsces of the three unhappy
devourers of peppery doughnuts, as the
cavenne gob in its deadly work. They
coughed and sneczed and spluttered and
stuttered and groaned, while their eyes
streamed with water and they gouged at
their burning mouths, Never did three
fellows wish more sincerely that they
had left alone doughnuts that did not
_belang Lo them.

Fellows ecame from near and far to
stare.  Christopher Clarence Carboy
looked on from the Hemove staircase
with a cheery grin.

Christopher Clarence Carboy had sus.
pected those doughouts, and he had sus-
peeted Bunter, Beth his suspicions had
proved well founded. The doughnuts
were doctored, and Bunter had raided
therr.  And  Herbert Vernon-Smith,
drawn out of his study by that terrifie
outbreak of sneezing and ecoughing and
spluttering in the Remove passage, rea-
lized that lus little japo bhad missed firo
—go far as Carboy was concerned, at
least.  Unfortunately for  Bunter,
Bliner, and Bolsovor major, it had not

jaws.
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FOR NEXT WEEK/

loud and lon

You'll lauﬁh
long complete story of
Greyfriars, entitled :

Remove somet

packets—his own special brand.

#*

surprising. Don't mss it!

full-back of E:h-elsea.
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This amazing new boy, Christopher Carboy, whose pmnt_iu:l jokes
have alrcady brought him notoriety, is well to the fore_again in this
hlghiyramumni;mm. Christopher certainly gives the |

ing talk to about—and he also gives them a few surprise

Then there will be a scrtaming[:.r;funnjr story of the herces of 5t
Sam's included in next Saturday s brilliant
look out for 1s: * The Reward of Virtue !’

Next week's long instalment of cur wonderful detective and sports
serial contains many thrills, and the developments are certainly

eferee contributes one of his sparkling foothall articles to this fine
issue, and for his subject takes Tom Law, the Scottish International

DON'T FORGET TO ORDER NEXT WEEK'S COPY
WELL IN ADVANCE! =

over next week’s extra-
arry Wharton & Co. of

Chums of the

m
programme, The title to
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missed fire so far as they were con-
corned.

“What on earth is the rowi™
exclainied Harry Wharton in amazo-
ment,

“The rowlulnezs seems to be terrific,”
chuckled Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh.
"My esteemed Bunter—"

“Yureergegh! Grocogh! I say, you
fellows — gug-gug-gug | — that beast
Smithy—yooooch I—he put pepper in the
dﬂugl'it_.nubs for Uarbuy—umuuﬂz ! I've
got the p-p-pepper—groococcoch |’

“Hn, I:Faf En!g J

“Oh, my hat!” eoxeleimed Wharton.
“Bunter raided thosg doughnuts that
Bmithy put in the study for the new
kid!™

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Bob Cherry.
“Lucky for Carboy he did ‘:

“The luckfulness was——""

h“'TerriEnl” chuckled Bob. “Ha, ha,
5-1"
“QOooch! Groooch! Moooch!™ splut-

tered Bolsover major. “I'm chook
chook-choking — sulf-sufi-suffocating —
ooooch! I'll smash him! Owl Wow!"
_ "Ow!" moaned Skinner, with strcam-

ing ocyes “Wow!l Atchoooh—alchoo-
ﬂﬂr}-”

“I &ay, vou fellows, that beast
Bmithy— Gug-gug-gugl”

Bolsover major turned & pair of red
and streamning eyes on the Bounder,

“8n it was you'!" he roared.

“You silly azz!” howled the Bounder.
“It was meant for that japing rotter
Carboy. Why couldn't wyou EL‘:# the
dovghnuts alena "

“Ha, hn, ha!l™

“ Bolsover's welcome!™ said Carboy.
;I never fancied those doughnuts, some-

oW,

“Ha, ha, ha!™

* You--groogh!—yon silly chump--
opoch!—I'm  chook-chok-choking - with
pi-pip-pepper 1" spluttered olsover

i jar. Y1 suppose — pug-pug! — you

think it's--cococh !—fuf-fuf-funny. Per-
luu:llaur you'll think this {uf-fuf-fnony,
tao
And he rushed at the Bounder,
grasped him round the neck, and got his
head in chancerr.
Thump, thump, thump!
“0Oh, my hat! Leggo!
It was the Bounder's turn to yell
his yells awoke sll the echoes.
“Tuke that, and—?ug-gus 1—that, and
—ooch !—that!”  spluttered Bolsover.
“Bring those doughnuts here, Skinner!
Groogh! DBung them over the silly mes!
Gerrooogh! Atchoooh I
Skinner, coughing: and sneeszi and
furions, jammed and plastered dough-
nuts all over the Bounder's face and
head as he struggled with Bolsover
major. Vernon-Bmith seemed to live
and move and have his being in
squashed doughnuts. Gurgling horribly,
he tore himself Away, bolted into hia
atud{c, and slammed the door and turned
the key. Yells of laughter from. the
Eemovites followed him, 'and coughs
and sncezes and gurgles from the victims
of the jape at had missed fire.
Christopher Clarence Carboy strolled
away with a gentle smile on his face,
and left them to-it.

Yaroooh ™
, and

“That chap Carboy,” proncuncea Bob
Cherry in the Rag,- {s too funny to live.
If he keeps on as he's started there will
be a - dead japer found lying about the
Bemove passage cne of theso days.”

And, though it did not prove quite eo
bad a% that, undoubtedly there were
troublous tiines ahead for the Japer of
Greyfriars,

THE EXD,

(See particulars above for tha nest
magnificent story tn this grand zeries,
ehiitma.)

Tng Maiexer Lisrany.—~No, 1,078,



ANOTHER ATTEMPT ON THE LIFE OOF A FAMOUS DETECTIVE !
if it has, as aeie people sa), nine Fees.,

akin # looks as if he'll necd ninely-nine lices !
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A Lucky Escape !

i w2 OVE, guvnor, you played the

game of your life this morning ™

There was no mistaking the

note of admiration in the veice

of Jack Drake as he gazed at his chick
across the dining-table.

It was three hours after Ferrers
Locke had turned out for the practice
game with the Athletic, and the famous
sleuth and his assistant had returned lo
their rooms in Baker Strect for o well
deserved lunch,

Locke Jooked the picture of health as
he tecaned back in his chair, o faint
smile lighting up hiz keen featurcs as
they divelt on Jack Drake. y

“Vee,” ho replied, I really think
that T haven't lost my form. Rumnmy
thing Bigways didn’t step to sce the
end of the match, though.”

Drake nodded.

“He was 83 keen as anvone at the
beginning of the game, cspecially when
vou got your first goal, * he said. *Then
he hopped 1t without a werd lo anyone.
Yuu'if be o rod in pickle for Ports-
mouth on Saturday,” added Drake, with
a chuckle.

“Ion’'t be so sure,” s=aid Locke.
“Portsmouth possess a  jolly good
defence I

-.'Humph!u

Dreake implicd by that that the
Portsmouth defenee, good 2z 1t was,
would not survive the onstaughts

Yerrers Locke would make upon it

“PBy the way, my lad,” said Locke
suddenly, “you'll have to amuse your-
self “to-night—I'm due at Sir Milton
Haovers' place in Eaton Square £

“Ior his daughter's coming of agel!”
interpolated Drake. * I rcmember now;
the old codger's doing the grand in
honour of tha oceasion.™ ]

“You shauld not speak 20 disrespect-
fully of onc gf my chents!" admonished
Lotke. “8ir Milton is certainly old, but
lir's not a codger!™

Drake snorted. .

“ile called me a clumay young jacka-
napes onco for treading on his blessed
corn!” lio retorted, with & famit grin,

“Well,” exclaimed the detective, with
nn expressive gesture, “treading on a
man's pet corn is hardly an sdmirable
way of getting into his good graces.”

“Oh, I know the old codger—ahem !—
I mean, the old chap is all right,” said
Drake. “He'll give you & good time, I
expeck.” !

ur Alwener Ligpiny.—Xo. 1,078,
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“And what will you do®™ )

Drake appearcd to reflect, and his
chicf watched him with & twinkle in
his steely grey eyes.

“(o to the picturez and sce Douglas
IFairbanks in  *The Gaucho’?” he
asked.

“How did zou know I'd decided to
do that, guv'nor ¥*

Locke chuckled.

“Why, yvou used to keep & framed
photograph of Charlie Chaplin on your
bed-room mantelpiece, but: you changed
it for one of Douglas Fairbanks only
this morning. A random guess, 1 a
way, but it hit the target.”

“Hore's the coffee,” said  Drake,
changing the conversation as Bing-Sing
padded in, * and—"

Bang!

Drake's words were drowned in the
noise of a terrific explosion. For a few
seconds the room was filled with a dense
cloud of acrid smoke. Piéces of wood
and glags  hurtled nacross the room.
Sing-Sing felt himself knocked apainst
the opposite wall, the tray he was
carrying being whirled out of his grasp
as if by some invisible hand.

Locke felt somathing strike his temple,
and he almost lost consciousness, PBut
by & supreme cffort of will he collected
his scaftered senses.
of smoke, he looked across the room to
where his handsome grandfather clock
once stood—for all that romained of it
now was o skeleton framework.

ET R RS R InHL

WHAT HAE QONE BEFORE,

Ferrers Locke, the celebroled er  Sireel
detectice, tales on the jfob of nding ugﬂu
myslerious pang of crackemen which hag been
gperating in the West End. A chance clue leqds
him fo the Sparedale Athletic Footbull Ground.
Here, during the home team's firture with
the Arzenal, Wenlworth, the Ath ‘& aulside-
right, i& making tracks for his opponents’ goal
when he - suddenly collapses with a  gun-shol
wound v the chest, Before he oan malke a state-
ment, howerer, he 4t whirled away in a ear
Belonging o Somuel Bipwoys. the Managing
Frirecior of the Sparsdale Alhlelie. locke 18 cofi-
vinced thal tha shot had been gzm'l from the sland
in which Bigiays had been sitting 10ith a friend,
Later Locke signe on at a playing member for the
Athletic, That the teim is compored of a gang o
Eoughs the London sleulth i3 soon assured. Al-
fhoigh Le succeeds in nofehing fwo gonls in Ris
firsl smalch he foifs lo please Rigways, who
speeds Baek fo kis quarters wilh tha dread feeling
r!?ff;fn signing on Ferrers Locke he has signed fiis
oten death woarrand,

{(Noto reed onl)

Through the haze

A cat has the advrantage of a humon boing
But #f Ferrovs Locke is fo emerge from his fatest adeenture with a whole

Joany

/

A Brilllant New Footer
and Detective Serial,
featuring Ferrers Locke,
Detective, and his boy
assistant, Jack Drake.

“ A bomb!? he muttered. © Thntﬂwaa
a close call. You all right, Jack? 1

The words were hardly out of his
mouth before Drake was by his side.

“You're not hit, puv'nor?” he asked

anxiously. ‘
"...hml.:if a geratech,” smiled Ferrers

Locke, rubbing the side of his head.

“Is Sing-Sing all right1” i
“EML:H%.H 15511!.!" l?rsped the Chinese.
“PBut the tlay and clockely =il

smashed [ ;
Locke could scarcely forbear to smile
at Sing-Sing's obvious concern over the

crockery. '
; windows 1’ asked Sing-

“Me open g
Sing, coger to be of some assistance.

The Baker Strect detective shook his
head. . _

“ Not much use doing that,” he said,
with & rueful smile. “I expect all the

panes mre broken.”
They were—Drake saow that at a
glance, :

The smoke was heginning to clear
now, and the tric could sce the extent
of the damage the explosion had caused.
The two big bay windows were ihnt-
tered ; three pictures had " jumped ¥ off
their hangers and collapsed in weird
shapes on the Hoor; a couple of plates
had scattered themselves in fragments
on the carpet; and a small asutomatic
liqueur cabinet had overturned. Baf-:md
that, and, of course, the ruined clock
there was very little damoge dome.

Drake was still suffering from the
shock, but that was & ily passing.
Locks himself felt little the worse
except for a smell bruise that was
colouring on his right temple, whilst
Sing-Sing's expressionless face would
never have suggested even to the most
carcful observer that anxthmg out of
the ordinary had occurred. _

Without further words, the Chinesa
gservant turned on his heel, to return
in & few moments with a brosm and
a dustpan. Dy that time Locke and
Drake. wore examining the remains of
the old grandfather clock.

“That bomb was timed to go off at
two o'clock,” remarked the detective,
looking at his own watch, which had
stopped through the explosion. _

“And so were we, guvoor!” eaid
Drake dryly.

¢ smiled.

“Glad you've gobt o sense of humour
even at such & grave moment as this”
replicd Locke. “This is undoubtedly
the work of our [riend Digways, or ono
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of hiz safellides. 1wl ik was=n't good
enotgel, Weo slinll sean see, wmy lad, for
il the cuslom of thoe gong o ring
ap afler thoy'vo tried on any of (e
trivks, Listen—thero'™s tho holl 1™

The doloctive langhed grimly &as Lo
crassed Lo tha peceiver; but tho langh
had  disappeared when he rotuwrned 1o
Drake, and the keow fuco was strangely
grim and purposeiul.

“Thoe sumn voico
romarkod to Drakoe,
—and eurses,
voery mmch
winner I”

“So it was Digways? maid Drake.
“Jovol Heo's & murderous villain! HBut
I wonder how ho managed to get in
horo and fix that bomb

Locko shrugged hiz shouldors,

“We'll soou find that out,” ho replicd.
* Bing-Sing—"

*¥os, Mistlo Locke 7™

The Chinose sorvant dropped his
broom and dustpan, and eamo over to
ina maostor.

*“Were you out of doovs this morn-
ing after twelve o'clock v asked Ferrvers
Locke.

“Tor ten minutes ouly,” said Sing-
Hing. “Mo wanted somo coffoe——m*"

Locke nodded.

“¥You locked up, of coursei”

The Chinesé roplied in the aflirma-
tive, and Ferrers Looko signalled that
he could reiurn to his swecping,

“Prako fuﬁt have a word with the
builders j:m ow. Ask thom if anycna
called after twelve o'clock.™

“Right-ho!”

While Drake was gpono Forrers Locke
cxamined threo or four picees of motal
liea found on the othor side of thoe room.

“A Mills-bomb,” ho reflocted. “For-
tonate for ns that it was. A bomb
of & highor explosive neture would have
dona for us. The good old grand.
father’s timbera took the worst shock.”

Sing-Sing had swept up sovoral
picces of the clock's machinery into. the
dustpan,  Locke, peering over them,
suddenly pounced on o piece of chain
which held the weight, and to which
was atteched a length of string.

“Very ingenious,” was ¢'s com-
ment, “and very aimple

“What is, guv'nor?” asked Drake,
cotning into the room at that momeént.

“WYou ses this weight-chain,” said
Locke, “and you ses the piece of string.
If I tell you that it was a Mills-bomb
that exploded inside that grandfather’s
clock how would you think the bomb
was made to explodel”

Drake was silent for & few moments,

“Why, I should say that a piece of
string was attached to the pin of the
boanb—"

* Correct 1" )

“And that in turn the sitring was
attached to the weight-chain, so that as
it rose it withdrew the pin.”

* Exactly,” said Locke. "And that,
my lad, is how it did happen, I noticed
during my brief stay in Mr. Bigways'
house that he had a passion for collect-
ing souvenirs of the Great War. Doubt-
loss this bomb was one of them.”

“It was a Jolly lucky ezcapa for you,”

ag bofore,” lie
“The snme Lhreat
igways, I can’t give you
Morg ropd—y¥ou may score i

eaid Drake.

“For all of us” returned Locke
soriously. *Wo must he more careful
in future, Buot tell me—did you dis
cover wmnything from the workmen
below 7

“MNaothing, excopt that Inspector Pye-
croft colled just after twelve,™ snid
Drake

Locke™s eycbrows elevated a trifle,

“ Pyoeraft ?” he muttered. " Don't tell
mo that Bigways had the merve to call
himsclf Pyecroft. T'll soon verify
that,” he added to himself,

S i, e e e

PRICK ok

thee mare o look up the telephona
reeeiver, This  time b pub w enll
through to Beollad Yard., There was
an gl expression on s faeo wa ho
rew Jovel with Juck Droke o fow
icinenls laler,

*Ax 1 thought,” he remarkoed.
*Tuspector Pyecroflt was at the Ol
Baitey at twelve o'clock,. Dide't loeve
there uytit closo on ong, 20 it's obviogs
that cithor Bigways or onoe of lLis
gang stepped e here  the moment
Bing-Sing's badk wus turned.”

“Which ‘proves that he must have
been watehing the houwse,” said Drake.

“ Fxactly,” replied Locke. “Just sca
who's taken tho flat opposite, my Ind,
It was to lel w conplo of weeks ago. I
soee now that it's pecupiod,”

Drake rvenched for his cap and
hastened out of the room.
“Inguire at the. ostete epgrnls, of

cowrse,” called out YWorrevs Lovke aflter
hirm, and Divake nodded.

He wes gouo for at least a quarter of
nn hour, durieg which time Jocvke, from
bebind & curtain, peered throngh Jus
tdamaged windows at tho Rat opposiie.
Ho stiffoned mz a minute afler Drako

FERRERS8 LOOKE,

the celebrated sisuth of Bakar

Bireet, whoes thrilling adventures

in this great sarial will grip svery
" Nagretite."’

had cnierod the street, an elderly gentla-
mat, bent elmiost doubla with rhewna-
tism, came out of the flat o ke,
hobbled along the pavement, and took
the same route as Dralke had done.

Locke memorised that Ggure and then
scated himself to await Jack's return.

“Well 1 said the detective laconically
when Jack did arrive. “Is the new
tenant an -clderly fellow, a victim of
rheuwmatisme——"

“ But—" began Drake bewildered.
“How did you knowi"

“I've just secn the gentleman totter
along after you,” said Locke, with a
=mile,

“Oh!"  cxelaimed Drake., " Most
respectable old chap, a-:mrdinf to the
cstate  apent. Name of Thepdore
Tmnpling. Ticcommended by——"

*“ Mr. 3amuel Bigways?” ]

"Nol, guv'nor,” said Dieake, with &
short laugh., “Alr. Fred Bulsome.™

“ Just az good,” said Locke. " Bo the
plet thickens. Our neighbour opposite
obviously isn't an old man. He'a play-
ing the sentry. We'll stroll down to
the estate agent together and make a
fow inquiries, I've a fecling that the
elderly gent has given notice.”

“What makes you think that?”

—r

“Why, tho very fact that ho followed
youl slown (ho stroet sugggosts thut ho was
curions,” sid Locke, * 1t suggests, too,
thet ho had & suspicion of your destin-
Lion. And af he's &t all windy it's guile
on the cards that, having intorrogaded
tho cstale agent ay Lo your visit, he'll
:Iluillh of somw oxeuso for giving up the

ul.

SO

“Just & theory,” said Locke, with a
sirile.  tEE, wo'll soe 1

Ton minntes at the catate asgonl's
affice proved Ferrers Locke to bo right.
Mpr. Theodore Templiog hed complamed
i the noise of Baker Street and on
those grounds had stated his intention
of giving up the flat forthwith,

“Now we can neb him,” said Drako
conlidently, as the iwain returned to
thnir own rooms.

“On the contrary, we can't,” said
Forrers Locke,  * Romember we are

only snrmiszing. Although, in my own
heart, I feel convincod that Mr, Temp-
lmg is in league with the gang, that
13 not znfficiont Emﬂf to Justily cn
arrest, 1o must unﬁ- with the others
inlil  we hayo tightoned the ret.

Paticoce, my lad-—paticnce.”

And Locke, ringing the bell, re-
quested Bing-Bing to make eome fresh
colfoc.

— oy

The Missing Host !

HERE was & blaze of light
emanating  from  the  many
windows of Sir Milton Havers'

. e old mansion that night, and
Lhe guict of Eaton Square was continu:
ously broken by the arrival and de
parture of cars,

Centlemen in evening dress escorted
their ladies up the massive stone stepa
te bo roceived by Leady Havers cro they
cutered the bell-room, which wes a
merry blaze of colour and activity.

The gathering included all the most
famous devotecs of sport, and Bir Hilton
woved emong them with a beaming face
cxpressive of his pleasure.

Pamela Havers, in whose honour the
dance and reception was being held, was
surrounded by & bevy of young men
cager to anticipate hgr every wish, eager
to_perform her bidding.

F%irera- Locke was cordially received
by the old baronet. .

Hlad &mu‘ve come, Looke,” said Sir
Mi]tﬁn._ How's that young jeckanapes,
Drake.”

“Not quite so clumsy as he used to
be,” said Locke, with a smile. “1 eay,
you've got a good crowd here. DBut
yvou'll excuse me, I must pay my rcspects
to your daughter Pamels.”

“ Ah, yes,” mmiled tho baronet. “The
dear girl is all excitement. Bhe knows
that I've something extra special for
hor in the way of s present”—he gave
Locke & gentle dig in the ribs—" but
she'll never guess that it's the Bosworth
Emnrald 1 .

“ Phew !" whistled the detective softly.
“So it wes youn who bought it st
ﬂ[}{jsﬁy*ﬂ for a hundred thousand, w™
it

The baranct laughed. :

“Even then it's not good enough foi-
Pamela,” he remarked. " See you later,”
he added, as Bir Thomas Michaldever
appeared in the offing.

ﬁrmrs Locke strolled over to Pamela
and paid his respects, What's more he
had the honour of " bagging™ the next
dance with her, much to the chagrin of
soveral yeung men who stood near.

And for the next two hours Ferrers
Locke gave himeelf up to pleasure. Nono
would ﬁ-m:m thought that the handsome
raan in the forties who danced a [oxtrot

The Magyer Lrany.—No. 1,078
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0 & LOTEo witly aueh grace nmd obvious
cjoynu-ut  was  Fuerrers Locke, tho
world's musl famows deleciive—ihe nman
whose very name sont & shiver down
the spine of the most havdened eriminod,
Hut that landsome favo suddonly grow
rlern and  gritn bs, guite by chaner,
locke canght vight of Bamucl Bigways.

Theveafter daweing had no atiraction
for Werrers Locke. e watched Bigways
nz a ent will watch a monse; not even
Vamela Ilavers could persuade him to
dance again. .

“I've a feeling that something’s gomg
le happon,'” locke muttered to himself.

And the detective was vight.

A quurtor of an hour after Locke had
canght sight of Samucl Bigways he was
approachiod by Lady Havers.

“Mr. locke” she said, sand her faco
was anxious: ““have yoo sven Millon ™

The delective shook his head.

“Havon't seonm him for about a
guarter of an bour,” he roplied,

“ Neither has anyone ¢lse,”™ sand Lad
Havers, who was obvionsly apgiteted.
“And he was supposed to be gotting
the emerald=——Damcla’s birthday present,
vou know."”

Locke nodded.

“Hir Milton told me about "™ he
said quietly. “But don't bo alarmed,
your husband ean't be very fur away.”

Lady Idavers rubbed hier hLends to-
gether,

“1 can't Im‘h:n feeling* that somethin
has happened,” she aaid. “Milton tol
me n aﬂnrt while ago that he was going
straight to tho safe to get the dinerald.
Yot there's no sign of him, Thomas,
thoe hutler, saye that AMilton wont info
the library, but nobody seems to know
Bl thmg i:-:,'nm! that.”

wocko's fave grew skern,

“Will* you allow mo to accompany
you to the library, Lady Havers?”

“Yﬂﬂ_. }"M!" £

Despite the i1ngquinng glances that
woere pestowed on her by 8 number of
the guests, y Havers walked quickly

MNao.
friars.

THE BEXTON BLAKE 4* LIBRARY

a. Theilling Dotactiva Atory, lotrodoeing
. M. nmmer &0d his  Adventdibess
m:;.“-rmi:?“:f;?r‘;ni or THH
Mo 3
l#ltnllnl'it IDOL!
Chiness Mystery and Stirvipg Adventoes
in whiow Saxton Blake coravels a Dual

Fhok.

You'll find "em in each of these fine books,
packed with just the kind of thrills you like.
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¥Wo. 161.—~THE FOOTEALL SPY.

A Thrilllag Btory of Feotball and the Bsored Barviok,
Hr JOHN HUSTEE.
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18 L ! TEOLUTE =1 1 +
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Mo, 183 -~THE MYBTERY OF FLYING V
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townrds the door,
her.

The library was empty.

Btanding on ibe throshold Ferrers
Locko serutinised eovery corner of Lhoe
big room, A largo sufe filled an nleove
near one of tho windows--and the dooy
of the safe appearcd to bo shul.

“Wlat do you make of i, Mr
Locke " asked Tady lavers tearfully.

Ferrors Locke did not reply.

His koen eyes weve scanming  the
polished floor. They did not {ril to oo
n number of serateches thut by reason
ol their colour were obvionsly fresh. On
bended  knees  he  exannned  theso
seratches, and followed their trail to
the door of the safe. ‘Thiore they wero
wore pronouneed.

For a fow seconds- the detechive stood

Loche necompaniod

watching the locked sufe, bis face
OXPression | ows, :
"What do you thiuk *  Lady

Iavers was raving when Yerrers Locke
stiddonly stilfenod, and, with a curt
gesture, bade bor be silent.

“ Listen " he said, almost
whisper.

wgndvrmqu Lady Havers did so.

“IHeavens !" exclaimed Locke
Iength, * ¥our huwsband—"

“¥es, yes,” interrupted Lady Havers
hystericelly,

“Your husband, unless I'm veory much
mistaken,” said Ferrers Locke, *ias a
prisoner in that safe. ‘The combination,
guick I

Lady Havere shrieked end would have
fallen into & swoon, but for Fervers
Locke, .

“There 13 no time for hystorics,
madam,” said the detective coldly.
“ The combination of the safe, guickly !
Your husband is & prisoner thore!™

“J—1 don't know the combination,”
aaid the baronet’s wife tearfully. “ Mil.
ton's never told me. ©Oh dear, what
shall we do? What can I do?”

HEKeop calm,” said Ferrers Locke

in a

at
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coldly. * Does anyvona kuew the com-
Lination of tha safe? The seeretary—--"

“No, wol!” excluimed Lady Havews,
wiringiong  Jwr haowds, “0h, please—
plense tho something, T'H phone the
policee”

“1 yvou will leave it (o me, mademn,
you may avoid unnecessary publicity,”
wnid  Feveers Locke, pooling off  Jus
jacket.

He tossed Lhe jackot on the Moor amud

next  twoment  his  deft fingers  wers
“sonnding™ the epwbination of the
safe.

“llelp ™

Locke’s face grew grim ms, fadntly,
there came the sound of 8 voice from

within the safe.

“My husband 1" ﬁﬂapﬂd Lady Ilavcra,
“I heard bim, ©Oh, do boe quick, Mr.
Tocke I

‘The detective did not answor. Al his
attention was  being  focussed on the
combination of the lock. Had Locke
chosen to bo o cracksmun he certainly
woitld have carnced notoricty in the
eriminal world, for there were very fow
safes thet be couldn't master.

As Le worked, perapiration streaming
down his face, ho was eblivious to the
fact that the library was now packed
with a silent, hnrriﬁyﬂd crowd of guests
to whoin Ledy Havers had impavted
the news of her husband’s fate. One
bright youth suggested that Lady
Hevera should ring up the makers of
the safe, forgetting doubtlesa the hour
of night and tho fact that the makers
were o Birmingham firm. But thoso
important points had not eszepped
Locke's intolligence. He knew that if
Bir Milton Havers was to_cscapo with
his life, only he, Ferrers Tocke, could
boe of service to him. The oxygen in
tho interior of the safe would soonm ke
exhausted and then——-

A Cluel
ho know,

OCKE tried everythin
I but still the lock defied him.
And now no longer came any

sound or sign of lifo from within
tha Df:lnfl!;ﬂ b i

“0Oh, please be guick!” gasped Lad
Havers, almost h ﬂ?&rinn.l inghe%ﬂanxiet:.{
and Pemels, no less disturbed, repeated
her mother's words.

Locke hardly heard them. His nimble
fingers kept changing the combination
of the lock in en effort to find the
right one. And at last his very per-
sisteney. if not his instinet, met with
its reward.

There was a sudden click, which was
almost drowned in the gasp of relief that
went up from the &mmhﬂe& guests and
slowly the big door opened. Next
momeant it was swung open to ita full
capacity.

nd, in the eafe, huddled in an un-
conscions heap, was Sir Milton Havers,
a stream of crimson marfing the desthly
pallor of his face,

It was the work of & foew moments to
drag hit inanimate form to a near-by
settce. Locke, his work done, wiped hia
Lrow and quictly donned his coat. A
dector amongst the guests devoted his
time and hjs skill to reviving the
baronet, ‘nnri aftor an anzious ten
minutes Bir Milton Havers' eyes opened,

It was some few momonts after this
before he eould tell Ferrera Locke what
had happened.

“I was struck on the head with rome-
thing,” he said faintly, *“just as I had

ened the eale.” ;

“You did not cafch & glimpse of your
assailant?" asked Locke.

Airaracnenf Sseed f187g Surriag b1, the Proprieions, he Amalssmated boves, Lid. Ins Dlstuay i, ENTTIQICD, Binner, donen, B
- ' rEOAOILE
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dustralis and Now Zaalatd) Messrs. Gordon &
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A gasp ol rellel went up from the assembled guests as the big door slowiy opened, for In the safe, huddisa m an unconsclous
heap, was Sir Milton Havers, a stream of crimson marring the deathly pallor of bis face | (Sez page 20,)

The baronet shook his head.
“No. 1 made eome attempt to
struggle with him, but he well-nigh

throttled me.. The scoundrel hit me.

over the bead ugain, snd—and I re-
member nothing more.” His oyes closed
for a moment; then they opened, and
their expression was one of alarm and
anxiety. “The emerald—tiho cmerald|]”

His eyes turned to the open safe.

The eyes of everyone .in that room
did . likewise.

“It's gone!” gasped the baronut.
“Gone! Poor Pamela!”

Ferrers Locke perhaps was the least
surprised amongst the assembly. Cer-
toinly he was the coolest individual
there,

“Lady Havers,” he said quietly, * you
will, if you please, kindly a your

vests to return to the ball-room, ~ I

ave B special reason. No, no—don't
ask questions. And please instruct your
servants to farbid anyone to leave this
housa unttl I say so.’

*Do as Ferrors Locke sags,™” multered
the baronet weakly.

Lady Havers nodded.

In five minutes the guests, topether
with Ferrers Locke, were all assembled
in the ball-room, their faces indicative
of curiasity and surprise, which ntensi-
fied when Férrers Locke addressed
them.

“I.want all the gentlemen to remove
thieir shoes, please,” ho said. “T'm quite
in earnest, believe me!”

Wonderingly, the guests did so, and
their wonder grew as Ferrers. Locke
picked up eaeh pair and closely studied
the soles and heels of them.

Locke's face was expressionless as ba

azzod from shoe to ehoe. DBut in his
wart he was disappointed, for not one
of the shoes bora the tell-tale nail pro-
irudiog from the leather which obviously
had made those freshly-formed scratches
on th@_ iil}vm*:,r floor.

During his mzpection 1le Paler Strec]

detective did not look once at the faces
of the owners of the various shoes, but
nfter the inapection he. treated the
assefably to a quick but &ll émbracin
scrutiny. His 'Er)‘f!EE littered as he note
the absenes-sf Mr. Samuel Bigways, for
that individual had.been in tila P;brary
when the guests had streamed-io on hear-
m%(La.dg Havers' screams.
here was Digways?

And why had he made himself scarce?

“I'm sorry to have troubled you,
gentilamen." said Locke easily. “Thank
},ﬂu LF]

The guosts wero as mystified as ever;
some of them openly displayed their
gontempt, but to it all Locke remained
a3 uncommunicative as Tver.

Coolly he walked to the ball-room
door and I-Pa.sﬁﬁd out joto the passage
beyond. For a faw moments ho stood
oulside the library door. Then his eyes
glittered _as they observed the tell-tale
track of the protruding nail.

Right down the full lenglh of the
passape these soratehes were discernible.
Locke followed them until he stacd
fecing the spacious garden and the well-
kept lawn. He smiled confidently as
tha light of the mogn revealed a-4rail
of footsteps in the dump grass. Next
sccond Locke was gpeeding over the
grass in the track of these ﬁjntprints.

They loed him to the high: wall that
encircled the grounds; “in fact, they
led him to something that he never ex-
pected to seo, TFor on fthe top of the
wall, half-sheltered by a decorative
circle of masonry, was & jowel-box.

“ Ah 1 .

_An exclamation of trivmph escaped
the detective as he davied forward io
get the box—an exclamation that
changed in tone as simultancously a
hand darted forward from the other
sicdde of the wall

“Would yout*

Locke's grip fastened on the hand;
Iy heard a squesl of surprise followed

lt':f the sound of sharply indrawn breath.
Next second he was being hard put o
it .to keep iz grip of the unknown's
]:-ainﬂ_ I f

t was 8 silent stroggle under the
stars that lasted for no larfg&r than throo
minutes. During that time the box was
knocked over to fall on the innar side
of Lﬁ:‘:ﬂ.h w&ull.

Locko dragged and dragged at th
wrist, but 'h?g, opponont wﬁ aridan!l?
stronger, -for-inch by inch the detcetive
felt his grig fsiling. Btrive as ba
might the detective could not hold on.

“Ab” It was a grynt of mingled
telief and trinmph ns Locke’s unknown
foe managed with a superhuman effort
to throw off. the detective’s grip.

Ferrers Locke stapgered back d
the time he Had 'reggfere& hisg J'i.'f:a:ll—'am4::13;:-:'!:'

ho could hear the ‘patter of running foot-
steps on the other side of the wall. Ha
climbed his side of it esnd peered
through the moonlight. * About fifty

yards away; darting down & side turn.
ing, he saw the shadowy shape of his
late assailont. '
. For o second or so Locke debated
in his mind whether or not he should
give chase, He decided on the latter,
and his next task was to search for the
box; that had fallan on his side bf the
wall. With the aid of a box of matches
he found it at last, his heart throbhin
with exeitement long before he .qpene
the box, for he knew instinctively what
it contained.

It contained the stolen emerald!

The moonlight sciniillated on thot
wendrous stone, worth &’ fortune, the
Eﬂé::menl; the detective threw back the
1.

“Not so bad after all,” he muttered.
“This will help the old barpnet to re-
ﬂ{]-"i'ﬂl‘;"

Pocketing the ita

iewelbox  and

Tie Macrer Litnany.—No. 1,078,
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(Continved from pige 21.)

valuable -:::mtunt:‘-. the delective saun-
tered baek to the house.

The guests were still in the ball-room ;
Al diselissing  the robbery and specu-
lating as to the identity of their host's
assailant.,

Locke started slightly as he observed
that Samuel Bigways had reappeared
atil  was  bending over  Sir  Milton
Havers, but Iz face was expressionless
us_he a wproached.

“8ir -:I:"-Iﬂ.mn * gaid Locke quiekly,
“vou will be pitﬁauf_‘d to know that your
c-nmra,td 13 saie !

“Bafe?” said Bir Milten [faintly.
“What o you mean, man—"" He
broke off as Ferrers Locke handed him
the jowel-box.

“What—wheat—"" he babbled. " How
in the name of all that's wonderful did
vou fiwl this? Where did—"

But Ierrers Locke merely smiled.

“That T prefer to keep o myvielf for
the woment,” he esaid, his keen eyes
fixing a _pu!‘f*h‘annf glance on-the face
of Mr, Bigways ot it zuffice that you
have it in your possession once again and
itat the fair Miss Pamela will not- be
robhed of her bidthday present, L

“ Locke, this is wonderful,” said Sir
Slilton,  “Wonderful

“alr, Bipways,"” said Locke, with an
easy smile; I think yow're the only
ene who has not soffered the indignity
of removing his shoes for my benefit.
I tldnk in fairness to the other guests,
vou should do so now.

u Wln of course,” zaid Mr. Pagways,

albeit the tone underlying his * willing-
ness" suggestéd the contrary. “1 had
to leave the ball-room a few moments
ago because I felt faint

The idea of a big, healthy individual
like Dir. Bigways suffering from shock
soemed incongruous, bubt Ferrers Locke
did not expreszs his thoughts. Smilingly
he waited for Mr. Bipways to remoto
i3 udress shoos,

A dead silence zettled on the assombily

as Locke examined them L
Thore was no mtrudm? nail in
m{hﬂr of tha heala or mlm: sut on tho

right heel was a hole which had once
been filled with a nail. Locke did not
need telling  that.

He gave Bigways a reassurin
half-epologetic smile as he hande
the shoes.

and
back

“¥You'll excuse me, Mr. Fm ays,” he
said casily. “In fairness to the others I
had to examine your shoes.”

“ Quite, - quite,”

sald Bigways, with a
faint smile.

“And are-you satisfied 7V
“Quite  satisfied,” replied Ferrers
Locke, for he knew that Samuel Big-
wavse was the culprit; knew, too, that
the rascally director of the Sparsdale
Athletic had wvacated the ball-room
in & hasty endeavour to removo the tell-
tail :uul from his shoe, and had suc-
ceeded In destroving the evidence that
would undoubtedly have convicted him.

l-"r,n ers Locke has cerlammiy come ond
best in his firet encounter with the
r{nrcaﬁ_._:; Semurel Bigwoays, But the fight
is far from being all over yei. _F.he'r.ﬁ {f

be some startling developments in nert
week’s grand melidment, chums, s0 don't
mizs i whalcrer you d-::r}

BIRCHEMALL THE GOOD!

(Continued-from page 15.)

" Don't trouble to shut the door after
us ! continued the kaptin of the Fourth,
chesarily. Wo'll do that, sir! Dear me,
what are those grate objects lying in our
path '

* Yaroooooooo ! " howled the Head, ne
Jack Jolly trod hevvily on hiz pet comn.

" Why, they must have been your feet 1 7

grinied ihe kaptin of the Fourth.

“Woooooooop ! " Toared the Head,
dancing about i in aggerny.

* Lucky you're so good and kind, sir;
otherwise you m:ggt feol lilke dotting ..T{:nlll.r
one ! "' remarked ght.

“ Ha, ha, ha 1"

The door closed behind the humorous

Fourth-Formers at last, and Dr. Birchomall
sank into his chair with & si gf relief,
His utation as a kind skoolmaster was
established now sand the leggacy waa
alraddg.r within  his reach. But the

ience of gaining that reputation
the reverse of plezzant ! |
Meanwhile, in the passidge outside,
Jack Jolly & Co. were dancing a wild dance
of joy ot the puxxesa of their jape.

"It seems too good to be troo ! ™ cried
Jack Jolly, as they returned to their study,
“No more floggings or impots for ws!
0d Birchemall’s pot to treat us kindly for
the reat of our lives, now 1

“Whether Jack Jolty hiad spifer: (on soon,
however, remaingd to be seen.

THE ENLD.
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YCU'LL JUST HAVE TO LAUGH WHEN YOU READ

Pircu

Now that Dr.
Birchemall can=~

not flog Jack i N
dolly & Co. any - IH.._!/,/

more for fear of —— —
losing Aunt —

Betsy’s legacy,. . — ——

the cheery T

chuma of the = _ .- -——

Fourth prepare --— _—" =

to make hay — -

while the asun —
shines, #ok

I.
i HAT about trotting slong with

me o see the Fourth Form at
work, this morning, Mr.
Cheetern 7 "'

It was D, Birchomall, headmaster of
St. Sam’s, who made that sujjestion. Bub
it was .not the Dr. Birchemall St. S8am’s
knew,

Ag & rale, Dr. Birchemall's fizz wore an
egepression of vindicktive croolty. That
eggepression had now QM?_E place to & look
of tenderness and -natoher and kind-

hertedness, The difference was, to put it}

mildly, very striking indecd.

Neodlegs to say, the remarkable trans-
formation had not taken place without
reason,  The Head hadn’t chanjed from a
beastly boolly and rotten tirant into a good,
kind, bennevolent sole for mothing. Far
from it}

Whet had ha od eggsactly woas that
Dr. Birchomall had been lelt a nmmﬂnm.aﬂ
condifion that he waa proeved to be & kind

pnd eweet-tempered ekoolmaster. And |

Mr. Charlie Chestem, the lawyesr, was
staying st 8t. Sam'e to determine weather
such was the csse. Hence tho Hesd's
change of meon, By keeping up 8N Bppear-
:ﬁnamnﬂ affability and kind-hartednees, he
hoped to impresa the lawyer suffishantly
to gain the spondulix his aunt had left.

Mr, Cheetemn nodded Lis agreement with
the Head's sujjestion.

“ By all means! " he assented. “ The
more opportunity I get of studdying your
behaviour towarda the boys, the better 1
ghall like it. Let us trot along to ses the
Fourth immejately.” :

Accordingly, they quitted the Head’s
etudy, and scampe off towards the
Fourth Form-room, the Head leading the
weigh with his long, loping camel.like
stride, and Mr. Chootom, with his slinking,

foxy movements, bringing up furtivly in
tho roar.

As they droo near the room, they could
hear the bellowing voice of Mr. Lickham,
the mastor of the Fourth,

“Bilenca t "’ he was yolling. "If you
young raskils don't keep guict, I'll fetch
the Head, and then there’ll be the wvery
dickens to pay. ¥You all know what a
broot Dr. Birchemall is when he's roused 17

Dr. Birchemall nashed his testh with
rage. It wee just like Lickham to butt
in ond spoil his chances of bagging wﬂw-%
Birchemall's leggacy like this, he reflected.

My, Cheetemn wag ﬂ_..wnwﬂu_, surprised as he
heard Mr. Lickham's words.

‘* Is that your assistant referring to you
a8 a broot 1 he agked, frowning at Dr,
Birchemall,

W NoTear I Lickham's tatking about the
Head Porter, not the headmaster!”™
snewered Dr. Birchemall, with s sickly
grin, " You see, when the masters have
trouble with the bows, they someotimes
throtten to get the Head FPorter to help

them.™
Tue Micwer LisRARY.—™o0. 1,078,

* But he mentioned your name ! " gaid

the solipsitor, with s frown.
“0h, crumba! Well, you s&eo, sz it
happens, the Head Parfer here bears the
same name as myeell,"” epgaplained the
Head glibly. * What's more, he's a dootor
in hia mﬂ.ﬁmum {ime, go of corse, they call him
Doctor Birchemall like ma ! Rather funny,
isn'tit 7 Ha, ha, bha!"

" Epgstroordinary 1" agreod Mr,
.u_ﬁaim"ﬂ, very much distonished. ' How-
ever, I am cggetremely glad te know that
you are npot a broot after sll. If your
saaistant had been referring to wyou, 1
should have been guite unable to award
you the leggacy. Doctor Birchemall I ™

“ How forchunit I corrected your first
impresgion in time then!" grinoed the
Head. * Now we'll trot into the Form-
room, Mr, Cheetem, and you'll be able to
see for voursell how much my pupila love
e H i

Having thua spoke, Dr. Birchemall
gtrede into the Form-room.

Up to the moment of his entry, the
Fourth had been behaving mora like a
cageful of monkeys at a zoo than & crowd
of  well-bred public schoolboys. Mr.
Lickham was rather easy-going, and tho
at tirnes he could eggeert his orthority, he
ugually allowed the chaps to eling ink.
pellats, etsetera, at each other, with the
eeult that there waen't much dissiplin in
yhe clasa a8 a rule.

On this partieular occasion, thers waa
oven less dissiplin than usual, and the air
waa thick with #ying pieces of chalk, ink.
polleta, ebbony rulers, and other trifles.

Immejately Jack .F:w & Co. of the
Fourth spotted Dr. Birchemall, however,
the bombardment ceased sa if by magick.

“Cave ! " yelled & number of the chaps,
in a terrifiad whisper.

“ Oh, grate pip! The Head !

Tnstantly, the storm died down.

Just az ‘it heppened, however, one
belasited ink-pellet floo across the room a
second too late.

Dr. Birchernall caught it !

Whop ! Squelch 1
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— DICKY
—  MNuGENT

e

uw.m..._.x“\\m.h.

* ¥Yarooocooooop ' "' he
= howled, leaping up in the

— air 68 tho he had been
i shot.

/.,m,..r..,.....r *Ha, ha, ha 1
Torrified as Jack Jolly
_ & Co. were by the uneggspecied entry of
the majestick and aw-inspiring Head, thoy
| couldn’t help larfing, in a slitely terrified
weigh, of corse, For the ink-pellet had hit
the Head right on the boko and acotfered
a shower of ink all over his skollerly dile !
.m Ouch ! ™ nﬁ_ﬂwﬁaﬁﬂr MMF EHE ;
if 5 . -.H i _ &q ¥
..n.%h.ﬂ:“.mﬂm ._..._m.m._ @.ﬂﬂﬂ% the Fourth.
“You disrespactive young villanal:’
roared the Head furiusly. “I'll learn
yvou to chuck ink-pellets at my fizz | Just
you wait a minnit and I'l—" :
Jack Jolly & Co. coward back in their

=

seata, fully e ing to hear that they
were all 10 bo mw.mﬂﬂwﬂaw and bloo.
But just at that moment, the Hesd,

withh a atart, realised that Mr. Cheetem
was watching him with eyes that wera
open wids with distonishment, and
immejately he set to work to undo the bad
impression his Japse was creating.

“Don’t take sny notiss of whet I've
just said ! ha eaid, with a Iesble grin.
“* That was only a joke, of corse | What I
really meant was that I know full well it
was ooly en exxident, and I wouldn't
dreem of punnishing anybody for suach a
trifling offence ! **

The Fourth farely blinked. For a
moment they ocouldn't believe that the
Head wag in desdly ernest.

“What 1" gasped Mr. Lickham, in-
creddulously. * Do you mean to say that
vou are not going to wallop the boy who
hit you, sic 1" ]

“Certainly not, Lickhem !* anawered
Dr. Birchemall.

“M-m-my giddy sunt! DBut are you
awere that the pellet struck you right on
the boko, and thet the ink is even now
streeming down wyour dila 1" asked ths
master of the Fourth, unable to creddis
that the Head could b g0 magnannimoas.

“I sm awore of all that, my dear
Lickham. The fact iz I don't approve of
corporal purinishment at all : ™

“Yayou don't?" stutbered Mr.
Lickham, beginning to wonder weather
Dr. Birchomall had gone off hig rocker,

“ Corporal nighment is & relic of the
barberous u..wﬂ___h.u.“q zaid Dr. Birchemall,
squinting out of one eye to make sure that

r. Cheetern was faking in his words
“ Y thess enlitensd days, Lickham, boys
ghould be treated with kindness and
affection ! " :

At those words, there was an ordible

from Jack Jolly & Co. Were they
reoming, or could this really be troo I—
they asked themselves.' Dr. Birchemall's
brootality was proverbial, and it sesmed
ont of the question that the leopard could
change its spote—at o minnit's notiss,
BIYWEY.

** I should be sorry indeed to hear thab
any master at-8t. Bam’s waa unkind to the
boys in lis charge, Lickham,"” went on the
Head, with a ot glpynse at Lis assistont.
:wm trust you. nsver chastise them your-
self ¢ "

“N.n-not very often! gasped Mr

=
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Lickham. ™I ususlly bring them to you
to bo flogged, airl ™

*Don't tell whoppers!™ snapped Dr,
Birchomall, “ You Lknow jolly well I
have never struck a boy in my life, don’t
you, Lickham t*

He winked meeningly as he spoke, and
Mr, Lickham, faking the tip, gave the sort
of _.m.mm the Head wanted. .

i w‘ , of corse not, mir !, How silly of
mal®” he crisd. "I must have
thinking of my last skool, where the Head
was & boollying tirant who never tired of
weolding the birch. 1'm quite sure, =ir,
that nobody could be kinder than yoursell.
You wouldn't hurt & fiy, let alone a hewman
being t ** :

““There you ore ! " said Dr. Birchemall,
.ﬂ__EHF.m triumfantly to Mr. Cheetem.
" Didn't I tell you what & good, kind fellow
I was ¢ Without & shaddo of doubt, that
Eﬁwﬁw is a8 good as mine | "

"It certainly seems so,” agreed the
lawyer.

" Now, sir,” said Dr. Birchemall, * I'll
show you how popular I am with the boys.”

He faced the class again.

" Boys,”" he yelled, *' just to #”__E.___w how
kind-harted I am, vou can all have an
extra half-holliday this afterncon.”™

“"Hooray ! " yelled Jack Jolly & Co.,

itodly.

2 _H_H_E—M cheérs for the Head ! " shouted
Frank Fearless. * Hip, hip, hip—"

“"Hooray 1™

ww..w_m_ cheers were given with a right good
w

" That showa how popular I am, duzzent
it 1" gnirked Dz, Birchomall,

Mr. Cheetem, completely fooled the
__.._mHhMﬁn..u cunning trix, had to admit that it

?

Without waiting for any more demon-
ftrations of Dr. Birchemail's popularity,

o two then quitted the room. From the
moment of their departure up to the time
when the bell rang for the end of morning
lessons, the Fourth Form-room farely
buzzed with eggsitement.

IL.

EEDLESS to eay, it didn't take

z Jack Jolly, the kaptin of the

Fourth, very long to sclve the
mistery.

“It's aa M.ubm.n ng n_mennm#wm. what's
happened,” he soid to Merry and Bright,
when they got gutzide the Form-room that
morping, ' The Head is m_,amnmﬂ__.._n__ at &
loggaey—but he'll only get it if he is kind.-
L and simperthetic to us.™

“ However did you find that out, Jack 1
asked Merry and Bright, gazing in admira-
tion st their shrood leader.

“ By MEEHN two and two together!™
answered Jack Jolly, modestly. 1
meerly heard the Head tell that legal-
looking jehony thot as he was so good and
kind, he wes cortain to get the leggacy.
After that, I used my branes, and un-
ravelled the mistery.”

“What a giddy marvel you are!”
eggeelaimed Bright. * It ecrtainly looks
s ﬂ..m,aﬁfm hit it, tea I ™

“Then in that casa, the Hesd won't

1 has to be kind to us,. we might
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“ Eggsactly ! " nodded Jack
Jolly, ' That being so, I vote
wa make hay while the sun
ghines ! "

“ You masn—"

1 mean that ag the Head

as well give him s chance to do the thing |Wouldn't dreemn of allewin
WBEE.HF: um_.muum.m the tin of the |without your wﬂ_%mw grub,
Tourth. ' ** If we invite ourselves to tea in | for & minnit, I will tell Binding, the
» o trot down to'the tuckshop and
* Oh, grate m___.wm. L Wﬁ;ﬂ the best they hava in the shop."
“He'll be able to give us o slap-up | *“Thank you, eirl™ corussed the
spread, and show just how far his kindness | juniord, happily.
can go.'' ** 8hall I order some tuck for you at-the
“M.omemiy hat 1 gamo time, Mr. Cheetem " asked the
Mer wﬁm Bright didn’t feel at all sure | Head, turning to the lawyer.
that Dr. Birchemall’a kindness wounld! “ Thank you kindly!"™ grinned the
astand such a strain. However, they |lawyer. * Not too much, of corse | Five
weren't the sort of chapa to throw cold | bob’s worth—or say ten bob at the gutaide
water on the brilliant wheezes of their | —will do for me !’ :
leader, so they ogreed to back up Jack| Dr. Birchemall nashed Lis. teeth with
Jolly in his daring veature. rage oo the quiet, byt he hed to smils
At five-o’-el to the minnit, _wr.uw‘ swootly to hia uninvited gueets, tho it
prezzented themselves at the. Head's | nearly broke his miscrly hart to part with
stndy. the crigp russling notes he handed over to
Dr. Birchemall wos ¢ngaged in an | Binding.
egguiting gamo of mnoughts and crosses| Amazing sas-it sounds, Jack Jolly & Co.
with Mr. Cheetem as they entered, but he | enjo the feed of their lives at the
locked up from his game to bestow a|Head's eggspense in tho e&qrﬂ sonkiam
benine smile on them, By this time, he | which had so often echoed with their yells
was becoming quite secustomed to emiling | of nggerny in the past.
eweetly st boys whom lie would have met | Binding, the page, farcly staggered
with & stern scowl only a fow days before, junder the grate mountain of grub he
“ Plaass we've come to ten, eir!" said | brought up from the tuckshop. But that
Jack Jolly boldly, sitting down in the beat | mountain very quickly became a molehili
chair in the room. 80 to speak, when the raveuncus jawa of
Dir. Birchemsll jumped. Jack Jolly & Co. got to work., Pork-pies,
“ What the merry dickens ! " he gasped. | salmon, snd doenuts alike dissppeared
* You see, sir, our study is like Mother | liko snow before the merry old Summer
Hubhard's cupboard, just mow,” eggs.|sun.
WHFE Merry, “80 we thought we'd| Dr. Birchemall's face became a study ae
tar buzz along here and have tea with | he watched the festiv scone.
you."” At last, tlie Fourth-Form juniors had teo
“ We shan't want much, sir,” grinned | admit thet they were beaton.
Bright. " Only & fow ham patties, and | * I couldn’t mennidge onother doenut
pork pies, and some tinned salmon, ead |if w..uﬂ paid me to eat it | " declared Jack
sardineg——" Jolly.
“And poachad
marmalade, and
Jack Jeolly thoughtiully.
“ Not to menshun s few duzzen chocklit | myself | " confessed Mr. Cheetem, as he
eclaires, and doenuts, snd pineapple | thoughtfully demolished the laat pork-pie.
glices, and cream buns,” concloded | ™ now what about a vote of thanks to
. "That'll ba all, won't it, chaps 1 ** | the founder of the feast—Dr. Birchemall,
“* Wheat-ho 1 ™ the golden-harted skoolmaster 1
“ And do you imajine for one moment| ‘' Heer, hear|" grinned Jack Jolly & Co.
that I'm going to provide all that grub for | With loud seclomation the tosst was
ou to feed your fscea with 1" roared |drunk in foaming jinjer-pop, after which
mw—.. PBirchemall, hardly able to belisve his | the juniors propared to buzz off,
BATH. “Thanks for the tuek.in, sir!” eaid
“ Certainly, sir!" answered Jack Jolly | Jack Jolly, as they filed out. * We'll
calmly, * Knowing what & good, kind [drop in sgain next time we're Hu__.._.auﬁmm
headmaster you are, we felt surc you | Don't forget to keep & good stotk of gru
wouldn’t eay us neigh.'’ by you !’
“Oh, prate pip!” mermered De| Dr. Birchemall meerly boughed, ke
Birchemall horsely, realising at once that | couldn't trust himself to speslk !
it was a case of Hobson's Choice. ' But, of (Continued on poge 28.)

you to g
ray st down

his stydy, for instance—-""

]

and jam, and| , “Same here!" grinned Merry sand
sirrup," puf in m.mmﬁ_. their faces shining like full moons.
*7 ianey I've had just about sufficient

dare to flog us any more, for feor of loaing
hia leggacy 1 ™ grinned Merry.

corse, vou are quite right, Jolly! I Tueg Magrst Liskany.—No. 1,078,



