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Stand By, Chums—Your Editor Calling!

Always glad to hear from you, chwms, so drop me o line to the following address :
The Editor, The ** .'Ifagﬂc:," Library, The Amalgamated Press, Lid., Fleetway House,

FEEL like bursting into song this
I week, chums! For I've just dis-
covered that this Tuesday is Bhrove
Tuesday, and when I was at school
we used to sing a little song which ran

“ Pancake Tuesday is a happy day,
Ii youdon't give us a holiday, we'll
all run oway 1"

We always got the holiday, although 1
don't know what would bave happened
if it had been refused to us! I'm afraid
I won't get a holiday this year, however,
and | shall still be slogging away at my
desk this Tuesday, although I shall see
to it that 1 have some pancakes when 1
drop into my favourito restaurant for
hanch !

They have great fun in certain parts of
the country on Shrove Tuesday—especially
where they play Shrove Tuesday football,
whioh consists of kicking a ball through
the strects—yes, and through houscs and
shops, too, unless the doors are kept
securely locked! But the people enjoy
themselves even more down in the
southern parts of France and Italy, for
this is the day when the famous * Battle
of Flowers" takes place.

Fifteen years ago this Tuesday the man
who invented ** Daylight Saving" died.
For years he had been trying to get this
country to adopt the principal of putting
the clock back during the Summer months
#0 a8 to get an extra hour of daylight.
As long ago as 1908 there was a Bill before
Parliament to do this, but there was so
much opposition to it that it was dropped,
and it was pot until the War that a Lill
was finally .

Some people still oppose

DAYLIGHT SAVING,

but there is no doubt that it has come to
gtay, and I expect you're all glad of the
fact, forit gives you an extra hour to play
ames during the summer. During the
Var a great friend of mine used to revile
daylight saving. You see, he was sorving
on o warship, and all ships keep Greenwich
time. That meant that the ship'a clocks
had to be altered every time they entered
and left port, and whenever the clock was
put back, it generally happened to be his
watch on deck—so he had an extra hour
to serve! And when the clock was put
on, somebody else was surc to be on duty
—so my friend lost an hour's sleep !

OW let me see what questions I've
got to answer this week. The
first concerns

DAVY JONES' LOCKER !

Who was Davy Jones 1 asks H. T. of
Hexham. Davy is supposed to be the
evil spirit of the ses, and his “ locker ™ is
the bed of the sea. As a matter of fact,
his proper name is “ Duffy Jonah,” and
it ia derived from the negro word * duffy,”
which weans an evil spirit, and ** Jonah
the prophet, of Whale fame.

Tune Magser Lionary.—No, 1,15L

Street, London, E.CA.

What is Caoutchono ! is the question
which comes from Allen Temple, of Deal.
1 ssked “ Mr. X."” and his reply was:
" An elastio resinous substance that
exudes by incisions from several trees.”
In other words, Caoutchoue is simply the

r name of India-rubber!

Walter Frane, of Norwich, wante to
know

SOMETHING ABOUT THE OOSSACKS,

those famous dare-devil riders of Russia.
The Cossacks nare a separate race of
eople who have always been warlike.
hey lived at first by plundering the
Turks and the people of Anatolia, but
afterwards & Russian formed them into an
army and they joined the Russians,
fighting with them in several wars.
When disturbances broke out in 1905 in
Russia, the Cossacks were employed to
restore order. Throughout the whole of
the year there was bloodshed in every
part of Russin, and the Cossacks were
constantly engaged in street tighting and
rioting. When the famous Buffalo Bill
first brought his great show to England,
he brought with him a band of Cossacks
who amazed everyone by their wonderful
riding tricks. Since then bands of
Cossacks have toured the world, entertain-
ing people with their horsem ip.
WHAT 1S BURGOO?
asks a reader who lives at Leigh-on-Sea.
“Burgoo " is a sailor's elang term for
Forrid,ge. Thero is also a town called
Jurgos in Spain, but, so far as I know,
it has no connoction whatever with
porridge.

Now, while I am getting my breath
again after answering all those questions,
have a chuckle at this yarn, which earns
a penknife for M. Stephens, of 444b,
Cowbridge Roed, Vietoria Park, Cardiff.

OVERHEARD IN THE TRAIN |

First man: *' Hard lines about

young Stribling, Isn't 1t? "
Second Man : ** What's

happened to him ? "

0

First Man:
“Not heard?
w He's gone [
deal.”

Second Man : ** Deaf 2"
Firet Man: “Yes,
*sfact, * Carnera * word I

ERE is a selection of other queries

H that have been put to me by

readers :
Who invented fireworks ? The
Chinese are said to bave done so. An

SEND ALONG YOUR JOKE OR
YOUR GREYFRIARS LIMERICK—
OR BOTH—AND WIN OUR USEFUL |
PRIZES OF LEATHER POCKMET
WALLETS AND SHEFFIELD STEEL
PENKNIVES. ALL EFFORTS TO BE
SENT TO ¢/o * MAGNET." 6, CAR-
MELITE STREET, LONDOHN, E.CA

; |

MP.).

Itclian® also invented them
in the year 1360, and they
were first exhibited in this
country in 1588,

hat are ** Greenbacks "' ?
This pame is given to notes
for a dollar upwards in the
United States, because green
is the predominating colour
in which they are printed.

Did Columbus first dis-
cover America? No. It ia
now believed that the Norses
men discovered America in
the tenth century.

Are there any jewels in
the British Isles? Yes.
Amethysts wero discovered
at Kerry, in Ireland, as long
ago as 1775,

Peter White, of Richmond, Yorks,

wants a little information

CONCERNING GIPSIES.
WhoTare they, and where do they coma
from ? They are supposed to be the
descendants of low-caste Hindoos, who
were expelled trom Indin several cen-
turies ago. They were greatly persecuted

NOW we'll get on with the washing.

at one time, and many people were
executed merely for associating with
gipsies. Spain is the country which is

notable for the most gipsics. Although
gipsies mix amongst other nations, they
still retain their own manners, customs
and language. They have their own
“royalty,” snd erown their kings and
ueens with great oeremony. Ope of
these ceremonies took plaes in this country,
st Blyth, in Northumberland, many years
ago.

I wonder how many of you have been
puzzled (as G. C., of Huddersfield is) over
the fact that the annual statement of
the country's finances is called * The
Budget " 1 G. C. wants to know why it
ia called that, because, according to his
dictionary, & “budget” is ‘“a small
leather bag.” Exaotly, and the documenta
which we now call the Budget were so
called because they used to be carried to
Parliament in a small leather bag!

Stand by for a Iﬁh! I. R. Davies, of
406, Tynypwll Road, Whitchurch, near
Cardiff, gets a pocket wallet for this clever
little limerick :

A master by name Richard Steele,
Had habits he tried to conceal;
But through Billy Bunter,
That nosey tuck hunier,
His seoret he had to reveal |

—_—

It's time to turn up the * Black
Book " now and see what there is in store
for you next week. As usual, Frank
Richards heads the list with a yarn that
will make you wish it was twice as long.
It's entitled :

“‘NAP* OF THE REMOVE "
and introduces a new boy whose identity
will come as a great surprise to you.
You'll kick yourself if you miss thi« look-
length school story, so take my advice
and order your copy without any delay!

Second on the list comes another en-
thralling instalment of our serial:

“ FOR THE GLORY OF FRANCE!"

followed by a new centre-page feature
under the heading of

* MEDIAEVAL GREYFRIARS."
And naturally, our shorter features, the
*footer "' article, the Greyfriars poem,
and your Editor’s chat, will also be in
evidence, So lock out for mext week's

issue |
YOUR EDITOR.



FEATURING HARRY WHARTON & CO., OF GREYFRIARS !

Sparkling Complete School Story—By FRANK RICHARDS.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Pally !
[y AULY "
M “Yaw-aw-gw!"
It was a deep and pro-
longed yawn, from Study

No. 12 in the Greyfriars Remove.

Lord Mauleverer scemed tired.

That was not an unusual state of
affairs with his noble lordship. Remove
fellows declared that Mauly had been
born tired.

Bob Cherry, on the other Land, looked
anything but tired. He looked as if
he had cnerg; enough for two; if not
for three or four. He came up the
Remove pammﬁc with o heavy tramp; he
hurled open the door of Mauly's study
with a crash; and he bawled
into the doorway with a voice
that would have done credit to
the Bull of Bashan or tho
CGreat Huge Bear,

“Mauly!"

“Yaw-aw-aw "

Lord Mauleverer was reposing very
clegantly on his study sofa. No. 12 was
the only study in the Remove that had
a sofa in it. It was the only study that
needed one. When Mauly was tired, he
liked to stretch his slim and elegant
limbs on that sofa. As ho was generally
tired, the sofa was his accustomed
abiding place.

But he sat up, as Bob looked into the
study. There was u slightly apprehen-
sive expression on his noble face. He
liked Bob Cherry—nobody could help

liking Bob. But he drecaded him a
little at close quarters.

“Hallp, ballo, hallo!" roared Dob
cheerily. “Ready 7"

“Yaas! I mean, no!"

“That's lueid!” agreed Dob, ‘4 sup-
pose it's being a jolly old aristocrat that
makes you nﬁlo to put things as clearly
as that.”

Lord Mauleverer grinned feintly.

“You sce—" he began.

“The car's at the gate,'” said Bob.

“The—the car?”

“Yes; and the fellows are waiting at
llm"cnd of the passage. Get a move
onl

“You sce—"

“It's goin[{ to be a lovely afternoon,
said Bob. “Cold, if you like—but for
once it's not raining on a half-holiday !
Just the day for a ioy-ride!”

“Yaas. But—"

“Get goiug, old bean!™

“You sce—"" murmured Mauly,

“You fellows coming?' ecalled out
Harry Wharton's voice from the direc-
tion of tho Remove staircase.

“Yes. Come on, Mauly.”

Greyfriars without Billy Bunter is like
and jam—without any jam !
Billy as amusing and as entertaining as

So back

“The—the fact is," seid Lord Maule-
verer, “I'm a bit tired! 1 think I'd
rather rest a bit. You fellows go—""

“Not without you, ass!" said Bob.

“Yaas. On second thoughts, 1 think
I'll give il a miss!" explained Lord
Mauleverer. “T don't feel quite up to
the exertion this afternoon.”

“The exertion of sitting in a motor-
car?”’ asked Bob.

“Yaas!"

Bob Cherry grinned.

It was a half-holiday at Greyfriars
that aflternoon; and as no football
match was on, the Famous Five had
agreed, unanimously, that a joy-ride
with Mauly was an excellent idea.
Lord Mauleverer was standing the car;
such luxuries were rather beyond tho
means of other Remove fellows, Mauly
was ono of those fortunate individuals
blessed with a superfluity of cash. If he
wanted a car, he had only to exert him-

self to the extent of telephoning to the

garage at Courtfield. They mnever
worried him with accounts from the
garage. The accounts went to his guar-
dian. Had Mauly been bothered with

the accounts, probably bhe would have
cut off joy-rides as too much trouble.
The line of least resistance was the line
that Mauly always took, if he cduld.

In a moment of unaccustomed energy,
Mauly had fixed up that excursion with
his friends, phoned to the garage for
the car to turn up ecarly on Wednesday
afternoon, and left it at that.

Perhaps that effort had exhausted
his noble lordship's supply of encrgy.
Now, at all events, he scemed disposed
to stick to the study =ofa,

“You see,” explained Mauly, “it will

be oll right! You fellows
take the car. Go where you
bread ;i1 Havo o good time!
€OmeS 1'll have a bit of o rest, I
ever |  found Quelchy very tirin' in

tho Form-room this mornin',
I'm really tired, old bean.”
Bob Cherry camo into the study.
Apprchensiveness deepened in Lord
Mauleverer’s aristocratic countenance as
Bob towered over him But the expres-
sion on Bob Cherry’s rugged, good-
humoured face was sympathetic,
“Poor old chap!” he said. “Really
tired 1"
“Yaas!"
“Feel that you can’t walk down to the
carl”
“Yaas|"
“And that you'd like to stick on that
sofa while we go out alone?”
L0 YaasI.)

¢

“You don't want to move ?"
s "
o

“And you're not going to move if you
can hollp it
“No.™
“Then how jolly lucky for you that
you can't help it!" eaid Dob cheerily.
Toe Magser Lispany.—No, 1,151,
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“How jolly tucky that you've got a pal
ready, and willing, to buck you up,
Muufy)'

“ Look here—" X

“ Poor old bean!” said Bob. “You
can't get off that sofa! I quite under-
stand! But if I shift the sofa—"

“]—I say— Oh gad!" howled Lord
Mauleverer, as Bob Utgell:g grasped the
end of the sofa, and twirled it over.

Bump!

His lordship landed on the carpet.

It was a handsome, expensive Persian
carpet; everything in Lord Mauleverer's
study was handsome and ex e,
including his lordship himself. But the
carpet, though pleasing to Mauly's eye,
was not pleasing o the rest of him,
when he landed on it with a sudden con-
cussion. Lord Mauleverer rosred.

“'I'here—yon can get off the sofa all
right,” uij Bob encouragingly. “You
never know what you can do till you
try."”

“0'1“ .

*Now 1 suppose you'ro too tired to
get up,” continued Bob. * But if I take
hold of your hair, like this, and
tug—"'

* Yaroooh !" _

Lord Mauleverer, ovi;lenﬂgi was p:};
too tired to get up. e got up Wi
remarkable swiftness as Bob helped him
with u grip on his huir.

“Ow! Leggo! You silly ass—"

Too lircgglo wallk down the pass-
age?" continued Bob “That's where a
pul comes in useful—ready and willing
to help!  With me he!pmf you f‘x:am
behind. you'll manage it all right!

“On  gad! Leggo! Yaroooo
roured Lord Mauleverer, as Bob shi _te.(l
his grasp to the back of his lordship’s
collar. and ran him out of the study.
“You silly ass—you dangerous ruffian—
ob gad!"

Lord Mauleverer did the Remove
passuge in record time. With the encr-
getic Bob behind  him, 1t was not a
watter of choice.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Harry Whurton and Frank Nuﬁnt.
Johnny Bull and Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh were \mitingl on the Remove
lurlSing’. They chortled as Lord Maule-
verer came racing breathlessly up.

“ Ready, old bean?" chuckled Nugent.

“Poor old Mauly's tired,” said Baob.
“I'm helping him! Let’s all help him
—all bands to the mill!  You get his
hat, Franky--you scout for his coat,

Johnny ! harton, you take his legs,
while T keep this end, and we'll carry
hiun down. He's too tired to walk.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Look here!” yelled Lord Maule-
verer. “ You silly nss, look here—"

“All right, old bean, we'll carry you
carefully,” said Bob sﬂollliﬂﬁlf. “We
won't risk dropping you and bashing
your brains out—you haven't any to
spare.  Bag his legs, Wharton.”

* Look hero—"

Harry Wharton, laughing, bagged his
lordship’s legs, and, taking them under
his arms like the handles of a barrow,
he marched down the Remove staircaso
with them

As Lord Mauleverer's legs went down
tho stairs with Wharton, Bob Cherry
supported him by the neck. The hapless
Muuly wriggled and roared.

“Leggo! U'm not goin'l You silly
usses——"
“Mn. ha, ha!”

“look here—"

“Quick, march!” said Bob. "Ain't
you jolly glad, Mauly, that you've got
pals to help you liko this?®

“You silly ass—"

Tue Macser Liraary.—No. 1,151,

“Take hold of his nose, Inky, and
help him, too. Be pally!”

“The pallifulness s terrific,” chuckled
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, as he took

on of Mauly's nose.

“ h! Ooooogh "

Lord Muuleverer was rather hreath-
less and dishievelled when he reached
the next landing.

“Ow! Leggo!” he roared. “You
silly ass! 1'll go! Leggo! FTI'll
walk the rest!"

*Sure you feel up to it?” asked Beb.
“We'll oarry you across the quad like
this, if you like.”

“Hua, ho, ha!”

“Ow! Yaas! Leggo!”

And Lord Muauleverer, relcased at last
by his loyal pals and stood on his right
end, walked the rest.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Nice 1or Que.chy !

R. QUELCH, tho master of the
M Hemove, standing at his open
study window looked into the
quad, and suuled genially as
hi= vyes rested on half a dozen juniors
walking down to the gates, ive of
them wore cheery grins, wnd the sixth
seewsed to be in a stute of rather excited
expostulanion.  Catchung sight of the
Formy wmaster at the study window,
Hurry Whurton & Co. rawsed their caps
politely, and Mr. Quelch returned the
sulute with a bemgnant gesture,

They passed out ol his hine of vision.
Mr. Queleh continued to survey tho
quad with a Lbemignant countenance.

lbere wus u bresth of spring in the
Maren utternoon. Mere aud there the
cowing green was perceptible. It was
winuay, but huoe, aud there was a deep
blue in the sky. Perhaps the fine
westher chcered Henry sumuel Queleh ;
perhaps the cireuiastauce that it was
u asit-hohiday—tor i as well as for
his Form. Moreover, the Remove
master bad receutly been o long tume
away [rowm Greyiriurs, uud he was quito
elutod at getting buck to his old work
and s oid study. Possbly, too, there
wius @unh added sstsluction n the fact
thut oune wmewmber of s Form was
ausent trom the school—that member
being William George Bunter, the Owl
of wthe Hewove.

i unyvody at Greyiriars missed
Lunter, he gave no sign of it.  And
certwinly Mr. Quelch was not yearmng
for his appearance.

In she WRewmove passa-o fellows de-
clared thut hite was worth living, since
Bunter had been sent home. Bunter,
at home, was lixed 1n the belief that the
fellows wmussed bim sorely. He won-
dered, indeed, how the Hemove was
getting on without hum, DBut this was
ouly one of Billy Bunter's many little
errors. While Bunter was away a fel-
low could leuve his study cupboard un-
locked, and still tind his cake where he
had left it. When Bunter was pagsent,
matters were guite different, d s
Form master was not likely to miss, un-
duly, the laziest, densest, and most
troublesome member of his Form.

Nevertheless, Mr. Quelch was think-
ing of Bunter as he guzed out into the
old quad of Greyfriars—thinking of him
nc! unkindly.

Bunter's -[Tences had been many, but
it was timo, Mr. Quelch considered, to
allow him to return, and he was con-
sidering whether to speak to the Head
on the subject.  Bunter, undoubtedly,
was anxious to return, having indeed
made several attempts to butt into the
school without permission. And it
appeared that his father was still more
anxious that he should return.

THE MAGNET

That was not surprising, for Bunter's
presence at home probubly did not in-
crease the sum of happiness in the
Bunter households

Buzzzzz |

I'ne raucous tones of the telephone
bell interrupted Henry Samuel Quelch's
rellections.

He turned from the window, and took
up the receiver.

“Hallo I"

“That Quelch -speaking?"" came a
voice aslong the wires that scemned
ialluyllnr to the ears of the Form mauster.

e “'Il

" Good-afternoon, sir "

“Upon my word!” Mr. Quelch
rocogmsed the voice now., "Is that
Bunter 1"

“ It s me, sir.”

“What 1" snapped Mr. Quelch, into
the transmitter.

“Its me, air.”

“You should not say it is nme,
Bumnter ! snupped the Hemove wmaster,
“You should say it is I.”

Even on the telephone Mr. Quelch
could not forges that .o wes a echool-

master.

“lht 1 didn't say it was you, sir.”

L whn‘?ll

“1 eaad 1t was me, sir.”

“You obtuse boy! 1 mean, you
should say * 1t 1s 1, not it 13 mwe.” If
you were at Greyfriars now, Buunter, [
should give you an imposition for using
the waccusative caso instead of tho
nominative cose.”

“Uh lor" 1"

“'Lhat will do}”

Alr. Quelch hung up the receiver and
frowned.

Hunter, having been sent home by tho
Head for many and mawmitold nnsdeeds,
as o warning and a lesson to him, had
been forbadden o0 comunumceate  with
the gchool until word was sent to his
father that he might return tc Grey-
friars.

lu these circumstances it was like
Bunter's cheek to ring up his Form
master on the telephone. Mr. Quelch
did not upprove ol cheek 1n jumor
schoolboys, so he cut Bunter off ruth-
lessly, and ‘rowned, and went back to
tho window.

Buzzzzzaz |

Mr. Quelch uttered an ejaculation,
and turned to the telephone again. lle
conld hardly believe that Bunter would
have the nerve to ring him a second
time, and be could not pass the wall
unheeded.  Indeed, that alternoon hoe
was expecting a call from Sir Hilton
Popper, of Popper Court, on the sub-
ject of & relauve of Sir Hilton whom
the baronet was thinking of placing at
Groyfriars. So he took up the receiver
with some expectation of hearing tho
crusty vorce of the lord of Popper
Court.

Instcad of which a {fat voice camo
through that was nothing at all like
Sir Hilton's.

“Mr. Quelch1”

um‘“er_u

“We seem to have been cut off, sir,”
said Bunter cheerfully “These blink-
ing telephones are a worry. I was go-
ing to say, sir—"

“Bunter, it is sheer impudence on
your part to enter into communication
with  mel” snapped Mr. uelch,
“ Listen to me, vou foolish boy! Yon
were eent home for had conduct, and
gou will remasin at home until your

eadmaster decides that you may bo
allowed to return to the school. ntil
then, Bunter, vou will keep your dis-
tance from Greyfriars, and you will re-
frain from ecalling we, or anyono elso
hére, on the telephone. If you persist
in this disrespectful conduct, it will
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have to be ver
serionsly consider
whether you can be al-
fowed to return at all”

Mr Queich paused, a
littis breathless.

_“I didn't catch that,
gir.”

“What 7*

“Would you mind
saying it over againf®”

Hepry Samuel Quelch
bwnﬂmﬁ hard.

“The fact is, sir, I'm
not at home now,” said
Bunter. “I'm speaking
from quite near Grey-
friars. I'm not happy
at home, sir. I'm mis-
understood. Desides, I'm
frightfully worried
about missing my
lessons, zir.  I'm sure,
#ir, you will remember
how keen I always was
on Form work.”

Mr. Quelch had a
ﬁood memory. But he

id not remember that.

“And —and I miss
ou, sir,” went on
unter. “I—I'm fnight-
fully sad ot not sceing
you, gir! 1—I1'm fond
of you, sir!”

“Y¥ou utterly absurd

y_n

“Oh, really, sir! Tho
—the fact is, you—you're
go mice sir!l I never
thought you a beast like
the other fellows, sir.”

* Bunter !”
“It's true, sir! I—I
always thought you so
nice, sir! I've often
said to the fellows that

WA
)
!

With Harry 'Wharton holding his legs and Bob

Cherry supporting

looks aren't everything

i
“Upon my word !”
“I mean it, sir! I hope you will speak

a word to the Head, sir, and get him to

let me come back! 1 know you've got

a lot of 10fluence with the Head, sir!

I've heard fellows say that you can

twist him round your finger—""

* Buntor !

“If you put it to him, sir, I'm sure
he will lef me come back. T never did
anything, sir, except cut classes! [ hope
you will sce me righted, sirl Can I
come straight on to the school now?”

“If you do, Bunter, 1 shall adminis-
ter a severo caning, and put you in the
next train for hiome.”

Bang ! went the receiver on the hooks.

Mr. Quelch, apparently, had had
cnough of Bunter's entertaining con-
versation,

He walked to the window again, and
stood looking out—no longer with a
benevolent smile, but with a frown.
Bunter had irritated him. Bunter often
had that effect on people.

Buzzzzzz |

Five minutes had not elapsed, and the
telephone bell rang again, loudly,
raucously, persistently.  Mr. Quelch
breathed hard and deep, and his eyes
glinted like steel. Really, it was too
much for the most patient Form aster
to endure with patience,

Mr. Quelch rushed across to the tele-
phone, grabbed the receiver and fairly
bawled into the mouthpiece.

“You impertinent -ascal! How dare
you ring me up? Upon my word, if you
wore in my presence, 1 would box your
tars soundly. | never heard of such
unpnrullolnd impudence.”

“What? What!” came a startled,
crusty voice on the phone. “1Is that Mr,

Quelch speaking? What? what? What
do you mean? By Jove, I've never been
so talked to in my life! What? what?”

“Oh!” gasped Mr. Q[ue]ch. as he
recognised the woice of Sir Hilton
Popper. " Oh, goodness gracious!”

He almost dropped the receiver.

It was not Bunter this time!

“What do you mean?"” hooted Sir
Hilton Popper. “What? what? Imper-
tinent rascal, eh? By gad, I've never
been so insulted! I shall complain to
Dr. Locke! By Jovel”

“1—I—I—Sir Hilton—I—I—"" stam-
mered Mr. Quelch.

There was a whir on the line. The
indignant baronet at Popper Court had
rung off, evidently in high dudgeon.
“Oh dear!” said Mr. i’,uc]ch faintly.

He replaced the receivir and stood
staring at the telephone in dismay.

It was most unfortunate. Sir Hilton
was a governor of Greyfriars, and the
governor who lived necarest the school
and therefore, the most obnoxious of all
the governing body. Form masters
could not afford to insult governors of
the school. And Sir Hilton was so hasty
and irascible an old gentleman, that it
would be very difficult to explain
matters.

Buzezzzz !

Once more Mr. Quelch grasped the
receiver, hoping that it was Sir Hilton
again, and a chance to explain.

_“My dear sir,” he began—"my dear
sir—""

“Oh, good!” It weas Bunter's voice.
“I'm so glad you're in a good temper,
sir | \'\r't! got cut off again, sir. 1 eay,

si
Mr. Quelch glared at the telephone as

him by the waist Eord

Mauleverer was {rundled down the Remove
stalrease,

wriggling, and roaring |

if he could have bitten it. He would
have given a term's salary for Bunter
to be within his reach at that ment.
Seldom had the Remove master n B0

intensely exasperated and enraged. He
would have ground his tceth they
not been an expensive set.

“Bunter!"” he gasped. * You—you—
you—where are you, Bunter? rom

where are you speaking?”

" Friardale, sir!"”

“Where1" hissed Mr. Quelch.

“Wha-s-at do you want to know for,
sir?” asked DBunter, possibly warned
by something in Mr. Quelch's tones.

“1 am going to chastise you, Bunter.”

“Wha—a—at?"”

“] am going to bring a cane and
administer exemplary punishment—"

" Oh scissors 1"

" Bunter, answer me, do you hear?”

But answer there came none! This
time it was William George Bunter who
had rung off.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Happy Meeting !

e ALLO, hallo, ballo!”

H Bob Cherry uttered the
ejaculation, as the car drgw
up outside Uncle Clegg's

tuckshop in Friardale.

It was a good car and a good driver.
Lord Mauleverer always had the best
that the Courtfiold garage could supply.
There was plenty of room for the six
fellows in it, and the six fellows were
making themselves comfortable. By
the time the cheuffeur tooled the car
into the village high street, Lord
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Mauleverer had recovered his usual
placidity, and there was a cheery, if
sleepy, smile on his noble face. And
it was on Mauly's suggestion that the
joy-riders stopped at the village tuck-
shop, to *ske on board a supply
rofreshments, liguid and solid, o the
shape of ginger boer and buns.

As the car stopped and the Famous
Five an’ their poble pal turned out,
o fat Ggure was liEhted, standing in the

doorway of Uncle Uiegg's establishment
* Bunter ! exclanu

Harry Wharton.
“The esteemed

and  preposterous
TNumter !” ejaculated Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh. * He has turned up again
like a ridiculouy bud ?enny."
B';’T!ml. fat idiot!” grunted Johnny
ull,

Billy Bunter blinked at them through
his big spectacles. Fat satisfaction
irradiatea his podgy visage.

“1 say, you fellows—"

“0h gad,"” murmured Lord Maulev-
erer. '‘Dunter, by gadl Look here,
never mind sbout the beer and buns!
Let's get on.”

“Let's,"” chuckled Nugent.

oy sl{. you fellows, I'm jolty glad to

exclaimed Bunter, and there

gco you ¢
was no doubt that he was speaking the
truth. The arrival of the chums of the

Remove, was, to Bunter, like corn in
the lean years to the Egyptians, like
manna in the desert to the lsraelites.
His fat face fairly beamed. “1 say,
I've been sticking here a long time,
thinking some Greyfriars men might
come slong, as it's a half-holiday! I
eay, isn't this a lucky mecting?”

*The hickfulness 18 not terrific, my
csteemed Bunter."

“0Ob, really, Inky—"

“What the thump are you doing here,
{‘gu fat freak?” demanded Harry

harton.

“"Has the Beak told you you can come
back 7" asked Johnny Bull.

“Not yet! But I'm coming back,
all the samo. You see, | can't stand it
at home any longer—I* simply can’t!
[t's too thick. ‘ihe pater's like a bear
with a sore head! He makes out that 1
rist have done something, or the Head
wouldn’t have sent me home."

“Go hon!” said Bob Cherry, with
deep sarcasm,

*He does!” said Bunter, shaking his
head sorrowfully. “ You'd hardly expect
a fellow's pater to misunderstand him
like that, would you? But it's the same
cverywhere—misanderstanding  and in-
ustice! 1 can tell you, I'm fed up.

say, you fellows, as you are here,
come in and have a feed! My treat!”

‘There was a chuckle from the Famous

Five. They knew Bunter's treats of
old. When Bubter treated, it came
cather expensive to the treated fellows.

“Jolly lucky your coming slong like
this,” said Bunter. *‘That besst, old
Clegg, is making a fuss about trusting
[ hﬁ?ow with a mouthful of grub! ['ve
explained to him that I left my purse
at home, and that ['ll settle by return
oi post, but he’s mot satisfied. Can't
take a fellow's word, you know! Do
come in  We'll have a spread to cele
brate this happy meeting, what1"”

“ You left your purse at home?” asked
Johnny Bull sarcastically.

“Yes, old chap!”

“ Was there anything in it1"

a“ Be“‘1l!

How Bunter was going to stand a
epread without the necessary where-
withal to sarisly Mr. Clegg, he did not
explain. But no explanation was
needed ; Bunter’s methods were known
of old.

However, the juniors went into the
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little shop. They were quite willing to
stand the exile from Greylriars buns
and ginger-beer; as a sort of consola-
tion prize as it were It was #0 nice in
the Remove without Bunter that they
felt it was up to them to compensite
him for having got himself sent home.

Unole Clegg, who had been eyeing
Bunter with an inhospitable eye, looked
hospitable enough at the sight of the
Famous Five und Lord Mauleverer.
And he trotted out his best comestibles;
upon which Billy Bunter immediatel
made un attack, filling his large moul
to capacity before he spoke again.

Bunter, evidently, was bungry after
his railway journey. Certainly, it was
rather early for tea. But no meaktime
ever came too early for Wilhiam Georgo
Bunter.

"1 sy, you lellows, this s all right "
said Bunter, in a rather muflled voice.
“1 say. 1's u real plessuro to sce you
men. Are you having that car out for
a ’]oy-ndo. Mauly 7"

‘Yaas."”

“Good; I'll come.”

*Oh, begad!"

“And well wind up at Greyfriars,
what?" asked Bunter.

“You fai, frabjous freak!” said Bob
Cherry. " You jolly well know that
you can't come back to Greyiriars till
the Heud rays so."

“Oh. really, Cherry—"

“The best thing you can do, is to
make tracks for home,™ said Harry
Wharton.

Bunter shook his head.

“Can’s be done!" he explained. “It's
too thick! What do you think the
pater's done? Got in & tutor chap to
teach me things ! And the fellow expects
me to work! Waorse than school! And
every morning the pater expects a letter
from the Head to say 1 can come back.
Every morning he enorts like a grampus
because it hasn't come! Just as if ho
didn't like me being at home, you know |
Unnatural, isn't it? Even tho mater
has been cutting up rusty. There was a
fuss about a pie yesterday—l never
knew what had become of it, and I told
the mater so—but the oook made out
that I'd been in the kitchen—an untruth-
ful woman! The cook said sho’d leave—
and the mater had to talk her round,
and she was quite snappy to me. Actu-
ally snappy! As if I'd had the pie, you
know !"

“And you hadn't?" said Bob.

“No! I'm not the [ellow to do a
thing of that sort, | hope,” said Duanter.
“1 never even knew there was a pie—
and as for watching on the stairs till
the cook went out into the garden, I
never thought of such a thing. And
there was precious little gravy in it

too—

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Blessed if | can sce anything to
eackle at. Look here, you men—pasa
those jam-tarts—thanks! Look here, 18
sitnply comnes to this—I"m going back to
Grevfrines 1T the Head doesn’t like it,
he ean lump it Burt we shall have to
be carcful.”

“We!" cepeated Harry Wharton.

"Yes, old chup—I take 1t for granted
that vou're sticking to me, after all I've
done for you I've been on the tele-
phone to Queleh from the post oftice—ho
seemed waxy nbout something; 1 don’t

know what, but he scemed  distinetly
waxy | shall have to keep out of his
sight till he gets in hetter temper.
But we can fix that., We'll get to the

school a little ufter dark--then you can
smupgle me in, see—=""
“And got a licking all round?”
“Nover mind that, old chap—"=
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“We do mind it, & little!" grinned
Bob,

“Don't be selfish, old fellow!” urged
Bynter.  “That's the worst of you
fAlows—you're selfish. Now, as 1 was
saying, you smuggle me in—"'

“And what do you think the Head
would say, if he found we'd smuggled
you in?" demanded Harry Wharton,

*“Never mind what he says—you must
chance that! Besides, ho won't know!
Anyhow, if you get o lickinf, it will be
in a good causel Pass those cream-
c:gn, Ilob—I've only had seven—don't

p them all to goursell'. old chap!
Now, when I'm in the school, it will
all right! You can fix me up in the
Eemove box-room, seel f course,
unti) the Head comes round, I shall havo
to stay in the school syrupstitiously—"

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Byrupstitiousness,” said  DBunter
*isn't in my line—plain and open and
straightforward—that's me! But what's
a fellow to do? I've got to get into
the school—and they won't let mel So
there’s nothing for it but strategy and
syrupstitiousness,”

™ You benighted chump—""

“Oh, really, Wharton! Is it a go?"
asked Bunter.

*“Not quite!” said the captain of tho
Remove laughing. “You can't como
back to school ull the Head lets you,
and you'd know that if you had the
brains of a bunny rabbit. Now, you
men, let's get back to tho car.”

“Come on.” said Bob.  “Good-bye,
Buuter 1"

“You noedn’t say good-bye, old man—
I'm coming!"

“Now, look here, Dunter—"

“Wait till 1 finish these tarts—'""

“Finish ‘em after wo're gone, old
fat bean. Come on, you men,” suid the
captain of thp Remove,

Lord Mauleverer scttled Unele Clegg's
little bill, and the party returncd to the
car, carrying ginger boer and buns [or
relreshwment en routo.

Billy Bunter blinked after them.

He still had a number of jum tarts to
dispose of. He grabbed them up hastily,
and rushed after the chums of the
Remove.

“1 say, you fellows—"

“0Oh dear!” grouned Lord Mauleverer,

“You'd like me to come, Mauly,
what 1"

“Leok  here—"
Bull.

“You shut up, Bull! I'm talking to
Mauly! Don't interrupt me when I'm
talking to my old pal! 1 say, Mauly,
old fellow, you'd iike me in the car,
what? [ say, what are you groaning
about, Mauly? Got a pain?”

Lord .\rlaufcvcmr did not answer that
question.  In dismal silence he climbed
into the car. Dunter rolled after him.

“Qome 1n, you lellows," said Bunter,
blinking at the Famous Five through
his big spectacles, “Plenty of room

r you, only don't squecze! 1 like n
little comfort! Perhaps one of you had
better sit outside with the shover ! That
will make it a bit more comfortablo for
iiia"

grunted Johnny

Regardless of the fact that a redue-
tion m their number would make for
Bunter's comfort. the Famous Fivo
cntered the car, and it glided away
down the old High Stroct of Priardale.
Bunter was booked for the joy-ride;
which was, perhaps, not likely to prove
g0 joyful as anticipated. He was also,
in his own opimion, hooked for Grey-
friars, at the end of the joy-ride. Bunter
had settled that to his own satisfaction.
But on that point, it was probable that
William George Bunter was deceived,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER,

The Only Way !
i ORRY, old chap!" said Buuter
S cheerfully,
Lord Mauleverer was more
than sorry.

He gazed down at his handsome over-
coat, on which lay & chunk of jam from
the tart that Billy Bunter was now con-
suming. It realry was not safp to sit
next to Bunter when he was eating jam

rts,

Lord Mauleverer was very particular
about his clothes. Billy Bunter wasn't.
There was generally a 'smear or two of
something sticky about William George
Bunter.

“Oh gad!” murmured Mauly.

“IM rub it off, old chap,” said
Bupter kindly.

He jerked out a handkerchief—a hand-
kerchaef that, to judge by its colour, had
seen a lot of service.  With that he
dabbed at the lump of jam—in the
course of his proceadings dropping more
jum, and a considorable quantity of
crumbs, over tho unhappy Mauly.

STILL THEY COME!

. For the following Greyfriars
limerick Jack Dudley, of 39, St
Mary's Road, Bearwood, Smeth-
wick, has been awarded one of

this week's useful leather pocket
wallets :

With a sigh Bunter sat In the

ghair;
With a yoll hie leapt high in
the air)
For the point of a pin
Sticking In his fat skin
Was the cause of this funny
aftair.

It may be your turn next, chum.
Pile in with your efforts rght
away |
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"My esteemed, idiotic Bunter—="

“1 suppose a nigger can', really,”
said Bunter thoughtiully. *But ihe
way you talk, old inun, is emough to
m?.kn o donkey ouckle.”

bave no objection to the esteemnd
Buntor cackbing,” sard Hurreo Jumset
Rum Bingh muldly,

“Oh, don't be an 15, you know. I
sa u’ou tellows, where are wo gowng 2
as Banter, blinking from the win-
g:w. I_'I&u car was cating up tho mi'es

8 wide, country road., * This 1s th
road for Lunthawm, isn't it 7" .

“That's it," sgaid Harry.
gom‘% through Lantham "

“Well, I'll tel you what,” saud
Buntwr.  “lnstoad of going throush
Lantham, and wasting timo roaming
:ﬁh&"‘hm" o:cum?';jf“n stogd at Lentham,

ave tea al o Pagoda there.”

2 Fathead 1" .

*You get a iolly good feed at the
Pagoda, if u can pay for it,” argued
Bl.‘l.nlnr: “I think it's a ripping 1den.”

We re out for a joy-ride, fathead,
not to stick in a tcashop guzeling*
gr:mu& Johnny Ball,

W f, we've got to have tes some-
whnre.f said Buntor., [ cuppose you're
not thinking of missing tea "

:Wo‘ro m‘;ﬁ somoe buns, ass,”

If you think I can put up with buns
for tea, Bu)l, you'ro mistaken. If -his
is whot you ecall t cating a [fellow
decently, when you ack him to joiu yeu
in an excursion, | can only say that 1
don’t ugree. Look here, Mauly, ain
we stopping somewhere for tea?”

We can get a jolly good teed at the
Pagoda,” said Bunter warmly, *and
kecp the car waiting to take us back
to Greyfriars. Much better than buzz-
u‘;g about country roads for hours.
What do you think,  auly?”

“Oh dear!”

“Anything the motter,
asked Bunter,
don't secm so

“Qh!”

» lt'Jn sottled, then, we stop at (he

for tea,” said Bunter. “You

“Wo e

old clap?™
blinking at him. * Yoo
cheerful as you were.”

n |
“Don't!” said Lord Maulevercr
2bly.

“There, that's all right,” said Bunter.

“Oh dear!”
“That's the last of the tarts,” said

Bunter. " Are you fellows kecping
thosa bl.ﬂ'l.a for anythineg 1"
“Well, what's the good of keoping

them? We can stop somowhere for tea.
I think I'll have some of those bups.”
“Think agamn,” suggested Dob.

“0Oh, really, Cherry—'

“And give Mauly a bit more room.
you fut bounder!  You'll flatten him
mto a pancake.”

“Beast! 1 think onz of you fellows
had better sit outsido,” eaid Dunter.
“We're too crowded in here.  You'd

“our fect aro too big

better, Cherry.
to go inside anything but a motor-bus.

“Why. you checky. fat villain—"

= If you're going to be mean with the
buns, I suppose you can let a [ellow
have a bottle of «‘nger-pop,” said
Bunter.

“ FFor goodness' sake leave off puzzling
for a littlo while!” growled Jolimny
Bull,

“0Oh, really, Bull—"

“ And shut up 1" added Johnny,

“The esteemed speechfulness s sil-
very, my absurd Bunter, but tho golden
silonco 18 tho YMird in hand that gocs
longoest to the well, as the English pro.

verb remarks,” said llurrce Jamiet
Ram Singh.
“Ho, he, he! Funny thing that

you've nover learncd English all the
time you've been at Greyfriars, Inky.”

can ‘!uro it to mo to order tho grub—
that's a thing I can 1o better than you
fellows. All you'll have to do is to

setele the bill.”
“Ia that all 7" asked Lob sarcastically,
d chap.”

“Ye:

““ Look here, Bunter——" began Harr
Wharton. o y

“Don't jaw, old chap! You talk a
lot too much,” said Bunter. * You
always were rather ike u shoep’s head
—nearly all jaw, you know,"”

Tho captain of the Remove breathed

“While we're getting to Lantham,”
continued Bunlor, “wo may as well
scttle about what we're going to do
when wo get back to Groyfriars. It
will bo necessary to keep it dark at
first that T'm in the school Quelchy
scemed  very ratty  about something
when 1 phoned b'm, He might cut up
rusty if he saw me. In fact, I'm sure
he wonld. T shall have to keep out of
Quelehy's sight. T relv on you fellows
to back mo up.”

“ Au "

“Oh, really, Wharton! After all T've
done for you, T think it's the least yon
can do. Look how 1 stood by vou when
you eamo to Greyfrinrs—when you were
u sulky rottor that nobody wm?ld speak
to. T remember you Iu#l a fight with
Nugent tho first dav. ou remember,
Franky?"

“You silly owl, shut up 1"

“0Oh, really, Nugent, I forget
whether yon  licked Wharton, or
whether he licked vou. Which was it 1"

“ My estoemed idiotie Buntor—"'
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“Don't you butt in, Inky! Dlessed
if 1 ever saw such a set of fellows [or
jaw!” said Bunter. “Jaw, jaw, jaw,
all the time, never giving a fellow a
chance tc get o word in edge-wise.
Sickening, I call it.”

“ Are you as nice ns this at homo?”
uehed Bob Cherry.

“QOh, really, Cherry—"

“No wonder your pater wants to land
you at Greyfriars again, if you are,”
said Bob. *“But he jolly well isn't got-
ting away with it, ii’ wo can help it.”

“Taok here—"

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! We're in Lan-
tham!" said Bob, glancing from the
window.

“Stop at tho Pagoda,” said Dunter.
“Tell the shover to stop at the Pagoda,
Mauly.”

“0Oh dear1”

The car ran on into Lantham. The
bright .heeriness with which the joy-
rido had started seemed to have faded
away now. All the faces in the car
ware glum expressions. excapt Bunter's.

The fat junior nudeed Lord Manle-
veror with a fat thumb in his aristo-
cratic ribs. Mauly started convul-
sively.

"f;w 1" he ejaculated .

“We shall be passing the Pagoda in
a few minutes. Manlv,” said Bunter.
“Sneak to the chauffeur, old chap.”

“Shut up, Bunter!” roared Johnny

"%&n't! I say, Mauly—"
*Oh, yaas!” said Mauleverer.
I¥e spoke through the tube to tho
driver. The ear came to a halt opposite
thg entrance of the Pagoda.

Good !" said Bunter.

“%ook here—" growled Johnny
Bull.

“Let Bunter have his way,” said Lord
Maubeserer mildly. “ He wants to stop
at the Pagoda. Let him stop.”

“aui k here—"

“Wa all right "

The Famous Five looked glummer
than before. Billy Bunter, on the other
hand. smiled genially

“That's right, Mauly, old bean!” he
said. “ Never mind those grousing fel
Jows: let 'em grouse. In fact, T think
they might as well take the train back
from here. I'm sure you're as fed-up
with them as T am. [ can't say 1 like
their company. Come on, Mauly!”

Billy Bunter stepped out of the car.
He started briskly across the pavement
towards the teashop.

Lord Mauleverer
cb,uﬁwr again,

“Prive on !’
"

epoke to the

g, sir.”
“Quick as you can.”

"ges. sir.”
“Oh!” ejaculated Bob Cherry.

“TIa, ha, ha!” )

The car leaped into motion. Lord
MAuloverer drew the door shut, and
sank buack in his seat with a sigh of
relief.

Half-way across the pavement to the
Pagodn Billy Bunter blinked round.

“Come on, Mauly, old chap! Why,
what—where— Oil. my hatl I say,
Mauly—I1 say, you fellows—— Deasts!”
rogred Bunter.

o rushed back to the edge of the
pavement.

But it was too late.

The car was already a dozen yards
away and going strong. Under Billy
Bunter's astonished and exasperated
gaze it wvanished into the traffic of
Lantham High Street.

Bunter gazed after it.

“QOh crikey!” he ejaculated.

It was gone—gone [rom his gaze like
a beautiful dream! And Bunter’s feel-
ings, as he gazed stonily after the
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vanisned car, could not bave been
esgrumd in words.

n the other side of Lantham the car
ate ugelhe miles on country roads, and
all the fwces in it were merry and
bright. The joy-ride was a joyful one
alter all.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
AN Right !

L 1LLIAM ™
“William !"" repeated Mr.

Buonter, with severity.

Billy Bunter blinked at s parent.

It was a couple of days later.

Bunter was homwo once more.

Tnere really bad becs no choice in
the watter for Bunter.

Harry Wharton & Uo., with the sel-
fishoess and base iugrutitude to which
Bunter was sorrowtully accustowed,
hud refused to smuggiv him into Lirey-
triars, and bad lett pun on his own at
Lantham. So what was a lellpw to do¥

Thers was only one thing lor Bunter
to do—to head for home, und he did 1t.
He did it worosely and discontentedly,
but he did it.

But there was no charm in home,
sweet home, for Bunter.

Even in flolldny-umu his father was
e little restive if Bunter was too much
about the house. In term-time, Mr.
Bunter, naturaily, felt that it was too
“thick.”

Une plump stockbroker had Gmished
his biukfast, during which he had worn
a frown.

Bunter had not fimished yet, but his
gastronowmic operations were interrupted
by the stern voice of his parent,

He groaned inwardly.

He coull see that * jaw * was coming.
Bunter, misunderstood everywhere, was
nusunderstood as much at howe as
abroad.

Every morming Bunter yearned to
hewr that a letter had arrived from his
headmaster, giving permission for him
to return to school.  Probubly Mr.
Bunter's yearning was as decp as his
son's.

But no such letter, so far, had arrived.
It was a severe daily disappointment
to both,

“William,” said Mr. Bunter, for the
third tune, ** .his cannot continue.”

*Oh dear!”
“You have been sent home from
echool during the term,” eaid Mr

Bunter; “a most unprecedented pro-
coeding on the part of your head-
master.”

“You see, he's a beast!” explained
Bunter.

“ 1 am not surprised at his action, con-
sidering the descr:ption he gave of your
conduct, William."

“1 never—"

“1 should not have been surprised if
Dr. Locke had expelled you.”

**Oh crumbs!”

“He adopted the milder method of
sending you home for a time, as a warn-
ing to you. 1 am grateful to him, as
far as that goes.”

“Oht"

*But this cannot continue,” said Mr.
Bunter. “ You are wasting your time.
I have gone to the expense of engaging
a tutor for you. Have you done any
work with him "

“ You—you see——""

“1 ecannot trust you to work in my
abscnoe, William. ut this cannot con-
tinue. 1 am therefore making new
arrangements,” said Mr. Bunter.

Billy Bunter brightened up a little,
"I'J like to have a holiday, father,
if that's what you mean.”

“That is not what I mean.”

IIOhI.,
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“I shall make arrangements to-day,”
said Mr. Bunter, “for you to be p
Wl{llﬁl‘?’:lly o my otbice 1n the City,"

“Inese you will work under my own

cye—

“Oh lor'!”

“You will be placed under the orders
of a wan who will see that you do not
slack—=""

“Uh crumbs!”

“1 shall wuthorise him to administer
any chastisement that may be neces-
sary —""

“Owl"”
“Now you understand,” eaid Mr,
Bunter.  “1 shall wake all arrange-

ments to-day. To-morrow mormng you
will accompany me to the City,”

el say——""

* Envugn !

Mr. Bunter rose from tho table.

Bunter groaned.

When the bord car carried Mr.
Bunter away to the stution, Billy Bunter
blinked atter 18 in dismay.

Ouly one more day!

Then work |
 Buly Buuwer bad a constitutional dis-
like for work. Thut disitke had shown
itself quite early in Bunter's career; it
bad grown with Ius growth and
strengtuened with his strength. The
mere thought ol work made Bunter [eel
that tired teeling. Actual work was too
awtul for words.

But the hat had gone forth! On the
morrow Bunter wus to work—real work
—the genwne article!

Naturally, the prospect produced a
feching of desperation in the podgy
broast of Willium George Bunter.

Somwething had to be done.

long course of misunderstanding
and injustice had culwinated in this,

“I've got to get back to Greyfriars,”
said Bunter determinedly. “1've got to
mansge 1t somehow—I've got to."

It was evidentty the only way. Thero
was work, of & eort, at Greylniars, but
it was not like real work.  Anything,
even prep, and class with Queleh, wus
better than real work., With the awful
prospect of actual exertion before humn,
Greylrinrs seemed a haven of refuge to
Billy Bunter.

Somcnow—auyhow —ho was going to
get back into the school. If he could
not go openly, he must go surrep-
titiously. Aunyhow, he had to go! That
was now settled beyond dount.  The
dread alternative was—work |

Bunter bad tried it on several times
already! Each time it had been a
failuro. Now he had to succeed. If ho
was at home on the following mbrning
he was to be tuken up to the Ul%y, to
work! Obwviously, he must not be at
home on the following morming |

When Mr. Bunter returned [rom tho
City that evening he did not sce his
hopeful son.

But he found two letters.

One was in the hand of the head-
master of Greyfriars, the other in the
scrawling fist of William George.

Mr., Bunter opencd the headmaster’s
letter first.

It was a brief commumcation from
Dr. Locke. It stated that, after con-
sultation with Bunter's Form master,
the Head had decided that Bunter
might now return to the school, and
expressed a hope that the lesson he had
received would cause Bunter to amend.

“Good " said Mr. Bunter.

It was a much-nceded relief to Mr.
Bunter.

He opened che second note and read :

“Dear Father,—I am going back to
Greylriars to day, as it is all fizxed up
and it is all rite.  So no more from your
alleckshunate Sun, 1LLIAM.”
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‘] shall arrange for you fo be

temporarily In my office in the A

Bunter,

of a man who will see that you do not

slack ! "

“Ow | " groaned Bunter,
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“Dear mol” said Mr. Bunter.

Billy Bunter certainly had not seen
the contents of the Heud's letter. It
was rathor puzzling, therefore, how he
know that it was all fixed up and all
right. He must, indeed, have left home
in ignorance of the fact that the Head
had given him permission to return.

However, that mattered little.

Evidently he had goune back to Grey-
friars—and that was all that mattered.

Mr. Bunter was satisfied.

His son, apparently. had gone back
to the school, hoping that 1t was all
right. When he got there he would find
that it was all right. So that was that!

Mr. Bunter dismissed the matter from
Lis mind Tt was all right!

As a matter of fact, it was far from
all right. The peculiar adventures of
Billy Bunter were not at an end. They
were only beginning |

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Sammy Is Not Taking Any [

6 @= AMMY, old chup!”

S Sammy Bunter of the Second

Form at Greyfriars jumped.
Bunter minor had very good
renson to junp. . .

The sound of a brotherly voice in his
ears, when he su his elder brothor
to be nearly & hundred miles away, was
nl.nruinf(‘

The [t fag spun round.

His fat face, adorned with the big
spectacles that made bhim look so ro-
markably like his brother Billy, regis-
l(.'rr:s amazement,

“You!" he ejnoulated.

‘Me!" said Billy Bunter.

He crept out cautiously
a stone pillar in the ol,d
Greyfriars.

Dusk was falling on the Cloisters; it
was close on time for all fellows to be
in the House.

from behind
Cloisters of

But Sammy Bunter had reasons of his
own Yor secking the solitude of the old
Cloisters.

Sammy had a large packet of toffee.

It was not only in looks that Samuel
Buntor resembled William George. In
wn{a they were alike.

When Sammy had tuck Sammy pre-
ferred solitude. He disliked the idea
of whaoking out. He had a still more
powerful reason, in this instance, for
seeking shad solitude till the toffee was
consnmed 'he toffee, as it happened,
belonged to Gatty of the Second. At
that very moment Gatty and his friend,
Myers, were hunting for that toffee,
wondering where it could be, and how
it had mysteriously vanished from the
spot where George Gatty had laid it
down while he showed Myers a wrest-
ling trick.

Sammy Bunter could have enlightencd
him, but did not. Sammy had retired,
like a beast of prey, to solitary pluces
to devour his kill. That was how
William George happened on him in the
dusky old Cloisters.

“You!l" repeated Sammy.

Mis clutch closed harder on the toffee,
and he assumed a rother defensive

attitude.

Bunter blinked at the toffee.

“I'm hungry, Sammy!" he said
pathetically.

“Are

;‘ou?" eaid Sammy.
 Yos."
“Fancy that!" said Sammy.

“You're not f;oing to oﬂ{-r me that
toffee, Snmtulv?'
“No fear!
*You greedy little beast "
“Rats "
“I've a jolly good mind—"" eaid
Billy Bunter, breathing hard and ap-

proaching a step nearer his minor.

“ Anybody know you're heret" asked
Sammy.

“No! Keep it dark.”

“Keep your distance, then,"” said
Bunter minor cheerily. He took a bite
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at the-toffee and Llinked warily at his
major. *What have you come
here, for Billy?! You know you ain't
allowed here tll the Head lets you pome
back. You'll get into a row!

“I've come back syrupstitiously,” ox-
plained Banter. “It's grown simply
unbearable at home, Sammy "

“For the pater, do you mean?”

“No. you little beast; for me! The
ralur says I'm to squat on a stool im
s office in the City and work until
the Head lets me come back. Of course,
that did it 1"

“It would!" grinned Bammy. " Fan
you working! You'd just as soon was
your neck, wouldn't you?”

“You cheeky little fat sweep!' hissed
Bunter.

“Fat! I like that!" grinned Sammy.
“Tulk about a pot and a kettle! What
price youl"

DBunter controlled his just wrath.

“Of courso, 1 wouldn't punch you,
Sammy. I've always beon a kind and
affectionate brother to you, as you
know."

“Have you!" asked Sammy, in sur-
prise.  “I hadn’t noticed it."

“1 lent you sixpence last term—"

“1 romember—it was a bad one. I
wondered why you lent it to me till I
tried to pass it on Mra. Mimble."

“] gave you a doughnut the day
before 1 was sent home—"'

“Yes. Whose was 1t?" asked Sammy,

Evidently it was useless to appeal to
the softer nature of this ungrateful
coung scamp., Brotherly love was rot
inigh!_\- developed in the tribe of Bunter.

“I've just got here," went on Billy
Bunter, “I've had a long journcy,
Sammy, and I bhud only just enough
money to pay my fare. simply didn’t
dare to stop at home over to-morrow,
I'vo had nothing to eat since lunch,
except a pie | bagged before I started
and a cnno and a few chocolates. [f
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you do;:"t want all that toffce, Sammy,
L] =

yoi
“J do!” gaid Sammy briefly.
“Js that what you call lE'n':l.l:u:rl 2
asked BHly Bunter, more in sorrow
in anger. “Guzzling toffee, while your
dear gerot.}mr perishes of bunger under

your " -
y "Oﬁ, you won't perish yot!” said
Sammy, taking another bite at the
toffee.. “You can live on your fat, like
a polar bear in the winter, you know.
1t would last you for yeara.'

Billy Bunter clenched a pair of fat
fists. Bammy openmed his mouth rea
for a yell, and Bunter unclenched them
:g_ain. Ho dared no} risk tho slarm
Cing Even.

The poct has declared that where
ignorapoe is bliss "tis folly to be wisc.
lut in the case of William George Bun-
tor ignorance was far from being blis.

Had be been aware of the contdnts
of the Head's lefter to bis father all
would have been plain sailing. Instead
of skulking in shndy corners, dodging
aut of sight, and cycing SBammy’s toffce
hungrily, he might have walked boldly
into tha Hause and presented himsclf
at tea in

But he did not know.

Hlad he risked that awful prospect of
work for one day longer it would have
been well for Bunter; then he would
have learnod from his father all about
the Head's letter.

But the awful pros had been too
awhil to be risked It was more than
flesh and blood could bear—Bunter’s
flesh and bloed, at all events, .

So Bunter was surreptitiously butting
into Greyfriars, in complete ignorance
of the fact that the headmaster’s per-
miesion for his return had been given,
and that there was nething whatever to
prevent him from walking Boldly into
the House if he liked.

In such gircumstances ignorance was
not bliss. Bunter was fecling far from
likissfud.

Naturally, no announcement had been
made of the Head's decision; nobody at
Greyfriars took any interest in the
matter, or wanted to know anything
about it.  Qnly the Head and Mr.
Quelch were aware that Bunter's sen-
tence was rescinded Sammy Bunter
lad no idea of it any more than the
rest.

So, unless Billy Bunter came out into
the open. he was not likely to learn how
matfers stood. And Bunter was very
careful not to come out into the open.
He expected to be severely caned and
sent home if he was dwscovered Com-
ing ont into the open was the very last
thought in Rilly Bunter's fat mind.

Bammy began to move away towards
the quadrangle. He waa getting to the
end of the toffee. and no yearning for
his brother's eociety se¢med to be
affijeting him.

nnter, blinking round cautiously,
fOBO\vod him.

“Hold on, Sammy, old chap!" he

w himad. X

“Look here, you'll get me into =
row!” said Sammy. “You jolly well
know that you ain't allowed here. A
fellow found talking to you might be
lic‘nd | o s f yad

“You as 1f you weren't gla
to sce me Baek. Sammy!” sald Bunter
major anrnw!ullyl.u

“1'd be jolly glad to sce your back
answered Bammy. .

“T've a jolly good mind—"

Again  Billy Bunter controlled his
feelings. The satisfaction of collaring
his affectionate brother and banging his
bullet head against one of the old stone
pillars was not for hio—not at present,
at all events,
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“Well, loock here, Sammy, icm can do
me & good turn,” ho said.  “T've got
get into the House—see 1

Bammy ehook his head.

“ Better hook it!" he said.

“Y can't book it, you younF ass] I
can't soh hoao—l._hu l.nl::ea.m being takretr:
up to the City in the morning—wo
:ng in a stuffy offico!” said Bunter.
“And 1 onn'ri go anywhere ethe. us I've
no money. suppose you haven't any
to lend met” oFe

“Right on the wicket.”

“Weoll, I've got to get into the House !
Any port in o storm, you know. If I
can he low for a time it will be all
right. Sooner or later the Deak will
come rqund. Youo're going to help ma,
Bammy 1"

“Am I?" esaid Bammy, very doubt-

{ul'?.

“1 shall have to get in syrupstitiously,
of course. If I'm seen, the gamo's up.
I waot you to open a window far me,”

“Think again!"

“You can open the window of the
Remove box-room. I can get in over
the leads alwr dark. Seef”

“1 can't go up to the Remove pas-
eug;a. They kick Second Formn men
wha go there "

“You can risk it for my sake.”

“1 don't think ! said S“I.I'lllllf.

“Look here, Sammy, I'll lend yon
half-a-crown to do it " said Billy Bunter
desperately.

§?mmy held out a fat

'm Jstony  now, ol

alin,
chap; but
Inter—

“Then I'll open that box-room window
later,” said Sammy cheerfully. *Ta-ta,
old bean; I'm going "

“Bummy, old chap—"

“Good-bye !"

Sammy Bunter had finisheds the
toffce pow. Ho turned and rolled away.
Billy Bunter gazed after him. Wrath
wns in his faco—rightoous wrath. Evi-
dently thore was pothing doing with
Bpmmy. Sammy of the Second was
ligble to bo kicked by any Remove man
who found him rocting about the H&
move quarters; he was liable to
caned if he opened a window and kft it
open after dark and he was found out

From Billy Bunter's point of viow,
Sammy should have been only too glad
to run these risks. Sammy’s point of
view, it appeared, was quite different,

Bunter breathed hard and deep.

“Sammy ! he called qut.

Sammy Bunter did not heed. Like
the deep and dark blue occan in the
poem, he rolled on.

Billy Burgnr forgot caution at that
moment. antion was overcome by
wrath and indignation. He rushed
after Sammy, and let out his boot.

Crash !

“VYaroooop !” roared Sammy.

Ho spun headlong.

“Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow !" roared Sammy,
as be sprawled on tho flags. “Ow!
Wow'! Varonoo! Whoooooooop !”

Sammy's yella rang far and wide.

“Bhut up, you little beast!"™ gasped
Billv Bunter recalled to caution as the
Cloisters rang and echoed with the
sound of Sammy’s lamentation.

Bunter blinked round in alarm. But
the fellows were all going into the
House by that time, and the Cloisters
were: far from the House. Nobady
seemed to have noticed Sammy's yells,
stentorian as they were. Feeling that
ho was sccure, Bunter mnsidoreﬁ that
he might as well take another kick.

There was a fiendish howl from
Sammy as he took it.

Tho fat fag leaped up and fled.
He vanished from the Cloisters. still
olling; and Bunter was left gasping,

ut feeling a little better.
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THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Helping Gosling |

“ ALLO, bhallo, bhallo!" ex-

ﬂ claymed Bob Cherry genially.

Goshing grunted.

That eneery greeting did
not seem to cheer tho ancient porter
of Greyirnars School.

Gasling was not o cheery character.
He geperally took a pessimistic view of
life. Often and often Gosling wandered,
ss he sipped his gin and water in his
lodge, what bud wduced him to take
up a placo av s school. Boys, in
Gosling's opimon, were dratted imps
Thero was occusional satisfaction in
shutting out a fellow who arrived a
sccond too late at the gates, and repart-
ing him; but, generally speaking,
Gosling’s view of the rising genmeratign
was tbat they all, gr alwost all, ought
to be *‘drowuded. ‘Tbrashings and
gmmmm ware good, in their way, but

drownding "' was what Gosling really
would have recommended.

As tho presemt moment Gosling, the
cnlrlaty. was unusually cru:ts:i. "

e was ecarrying a ladder on his
ghoulder. It was a long Iadder.
Gosling had been tacking up ivy that
had come loose in the Maorch wind on an
ald wall. Now, his tash dane, Gosling
had to carry the ladder Back to the
shed. It did not please him in the very
lcast to fall in with the Famous Five of
the Remove on his wav; and Bob
Cheyry's grecting only made him grunt.

“ Been working, Goshiug 1" asked Bob.

“Which,” grunted Gosling, *1 'ave |

*Great Scote !

Goshng glared. There really was no
need for Bob to express so  much
astonishment at the news that Gosling
had been doing some work.

“Gather round, my infants}” ex-
claimed Bob Cherry, in great excite-
ment. " Gosling’s been doing somo
work ! Let's ask him about it 1’

“How does it feel, Gosling?” asked
Jahnny Bul.

“Look 'ere—"

“What made you takp to it, after ell
these years, Gosling?" asked Harry

Wharton, with interest,

o ‘ere——"  roared Gosling.
“Wot 1 says is this "ere—"

“Hush!" said Bob. *“Don't excita

youreel!, old bean—a man has to ke
careful at a hundred.”

“T'll report ver! I'll—*

Gosling spluttered with wrath, Gosling
was an ancient gentleman; but he was
nut a hundred years old, by any means.
He owned up to sixty years, and pre-
ferred to forget the rest. Dut all
together they did not amount to s
hundred.

“Let's lend Gosling a hand with that
ladder, you men,” said Bob. “lIt's a
heavy ladder—much to heavy for o
centenarian And if Gosling’s been
doing same work, he'a tired—he must ba
tired. These sudden changes at hia ago
must be exhausting."

“The exhaustfulness must be ter-
rific,” agreed Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh.  “ Let us assistfully help the
ancient and ridiculous Gosling."

“You let that there ladder alone!”
liooted Gosling. I don't want any of
yom!-.‘elp. you young Hmbs! 1 know
rer 1"
ve My dear man, we're going to help,”
said Frank Nugent. “It will show that
we lorgive you for reporting us yester-
dn¥, We're forgiving chaps.”

TThe florgivefulness is preposterous,
my ahsurd Gosling!"

“ Look "ere—"'

“All bands on deck!” said Bob
Cherry. “1It's all right. Gosling; we

(Continued on page 12.)
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By
The “OLD
REF.”

Each week our Soccer expert disposes of perplexing problems, Write to him, chums, and see if you
can catch him ** offside,””

. "I have been taken about rather a lot to
watoh Manoheater QiLy on opponent’s grbu.nd.u. and one
of the things which has atruck mo is the obviously

different sizes of the pitchea on which first-class matohes are
playod. I should have thought they would all be the sams
gize, but they are not."

[n writing me on those lines my observant Manchester reader
has touched on one of what might be called the strange points
sbout big football. His powers of observation have not led
him astray : there ia o very roal difference in the size of the
actual pls:‘yinq pitchea on which the big matohes are played.
One would have thought, naturally, that there would have
a fixed size for all firat-closs piwﬁm. but such is not the case.
The iaws of the gamo allow quite a considerable margin betwoen
the lorgest and the smallest grounds.

Perhapa it would be as well if 1 put down the permitted sizos.
The authoritics have fixed minimum and maximum measurc-
ments of the field of play.

The actual playing-pitch must not be more than
one hundred ond thirty gards in length, and not
less thom one hundrod pards. In width the
maximwum allowed is one hundred yards, and the
mintmum fifty pords.

I have never seen a pitch which had the maximum length and
the minimum width, have you ! This would indeed look funny.
But there is nothing to %mvom. & football ground being made
absolutely square—one hundred yards in length and ano
hundred yards in width.

There cannot be the slightest doubt that thess variations in the
size of the pitches on which football matches are played do
aflect the result, and indecd the varying sizea may go somo way
to explaining how it is that homo teams win I.Ke majority of
football matches betwoon Loague clubs. In the Cup contest
there is a lairly general opinion that it is worth a goal to a team
tohave the game plnyod on ita own ground. I cannot say for
certain, of course, but it is quite on the carda that the difference
in the pitch—or possibly in the surroundin y have
avoounted for wuch freak rewults as those in the recent Cup-tie
between Swindon and Manchestor City.

My Manchester reader will cortainly recall the affair. Man-
chester City went to 8windon to play a Cup-tio in the Fourth
Round of the present season. Thoe result was a draw of one goal
each. and the one Manchester City goal which gave them the
right to replay on their own ground was scored by a half-back.
But when Swindon appeared on the Manchester City ground
they were ** ewamped " to the extent of ten goals to one. Tho
forwards who hadn’t been able to score s goal on the Swindon
ground scored ten on the piteh with which they were [amiliar.

Mind you, I am not suggesting that the difference in the size
and tho surroundings of a foothall pitch are the sole explunation
of why home teams win o frequently.  There are other roasons :

€¢gp UST rooently,” writos one of my readers who livee at
J

the enth and apjy ofal crowd for
the home players help them beygond a doubt.

Then the team which i# piaying at home bas additionni con-
fidence, and contidence goes a long way on the football field.

ARPING baok, howover, to this matter of the diferenoo
H in size of tho playing pitches of the various first-class
olubs up and down the country, I would point out that
things are not always what they seem in this conneo-
tion. The impression given to spectators of the sizo of a pitch
may be affected considerably by the general surroundinga.
Lot me illustrate by giving two examples of Londoa grounds.
I guaranteo that if 1 took a dozen realers first to the Weat
Ham United ground, and than to the Chelsea , they would
all say: * What a differcnce in tho size of the pitoh. The
Chelsea pitch looks almost twice as big."
As a matter of fact, however, there is soarcely any differcnce—
a mere mattor of & yard or two—between the size of the playing-
pitch at Upton Park and Stamford Bridge. The impression
of vastness given by the Stamford Bridge ground is due to tho
faot that tho nearest spectators are quite a long way from tho
lines surrounding the field. All round the Stamford Bridiu
itch there is & wide running track, and also a wide cycling track.
fou wiil probably remember, if you have ever been to Stamford
Bridgo, that in order to keep the game goingsmall boys are posted
at various parts of the Chel R d tside the lines, of
courso—and their job ia to kiok the bal back when it goes out
of play. No boys for this nico little job are necessary st Weab
Ham, becauso tﬁn rails round the pitch are only a yard or so
away from the touch-lines.

an intoreating point raised by a reader from North

BY tho way, mention of the touch.lines reminds me of
Waloa.

Heo went to see a Cup-tie between Live 1

and Cardiff City. In the courso of the game the ball
went over the touth-line for o throw. The man who had
kicked it over the line got the ball, and until he 1ad into
what he considered his proper position he would not give it to
his opponent who was waiting to throw it in. My correspondent
wanta to know whether the player was justifled in thus retaining
the ball, or whether the referee should have taken notioe of the
incident.

I havo seen tho same thing happen repeatedly, and
so long as there is no undue deloy in giving the
ball to the player whose throw it is, 1 don't think
there can be any objection .

nor do I think that the player responsible for the action can be
of lack of sportamanship. He is merely m'i.'ng time
to got into position to counteract the vfiocta of the , and is
entitled to do this within reasonable limits.
1f, however. the player whose throw it was had pickpd up thoe
ball and his opponent had knocked it out of his hand to prevent
a quick throw, 1 should say that this would come under the
heading of ** ungentlemanly conduot."

side was wo much superior to the other side that even the

wonlkesper ot the superior side took part in the bom-

bardment of the other team's goal.  And the goalkesper
aotually scorvd with n fine shot.

ERNRST JUONES aiso teils ol o local matoh in which one

(Consinued on poge 28y
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BILLY BUNTER'S *‘COME-BACK”!

(Continued from page 10.)

simply can’t let & man of & hundred
and ten carry that heavy ladder. Lay
hold, you Ieflowa]"

As 8 matter of fact, the ladder,
though long, was not heavy. But tho
chums of the Remove were detormined
to help Gosling. Which really was very
kind of them, considering that onIF the
day before they had received lines,
having arrived at the gates just in time
to seo o grinning Gasﬁng lock them in
their faces.

Bob Cherry and Johnny Bull took
hold of one end of the ladder., Nugent
and Hurree Singh took the other end.

The middle of the ladder was resting
on Gosling’s shoulder. His helpers were.
tharefore, out of his reach.

Bob, at the front end, led the way
round in a circle, Gosling turned like
the hub of a wheel.

“Let go that there ladder!" roared
Cosling.

“But we're helping yon—""

“Lot go, I koep on telling yor—""

“The linc::!p!'ulncss is the proper caper,
my esteomed and ludicrous Gosling.”

“1'Il report yer—"

“Report us for helping you!" ejacu-
lated Bob Cherry. *Is that what you
call grateful, Gosling?”

“I—I—I'll—" spluttered the hapless
Cosling.

He was turning round and round, as
the ladder turned. With both ends of
it in possession of tho juniors, they
walked round in a circle, and Gosling
had to turn with it,

“Here wo go round tho mulberry-
bush '™ sang Bob Cherry cheerily.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“let go that there ladder,
dratted imps!" roared Gosling.

“ Accelerate, vou fellows!™

" Ha, ha, ha!t"

The juniors accelerated. The long
ladder fairly spun round. Gosling spun
round with it like a humming-top.

The dusk was falling deeply in the
quad. It really was high time for the
Famous Five to be in the House ; almost
overyhody else was indoors now. Dut
the pleasure of helping Gosling was too
attractive, They lingered, and con-
tinned to help him, till Gesling was
almost foaming at the mouth.

“If you young himps don't let go that
there Iadder. T'll report yer immejit!”
yelled Gosling.

) “Here we go round the mulberry-
ugh—"

“Ha. ha, hat”

“Will you leggo that there ladder,
son limbs?"*

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Evidently, thero was no getting rid
of his helpers. Tho juniors seemed to
ba eniaving the game, if Gosline was
uot. Gosling was getting quite giddy

He alid the ladder from his chonlder
at last The eoxpression on Oasling's
face indicated what he was going to do
now that his handa were free. So the
Famous Five promptly roleased the
]ﬂ.fll"ll‘l‘ alsn, and it went to the ground
with n crash,

The next moment a terrifie vell awnke
the cchoes of the dusty quad.”  Gosling
had  not. apnarently, exnected that.
Had he exnected it, cortainly he would
have got his foot out of the way of the
ladder.

As it was, hia foot was in the way!

The ladder dropped on it,

“Onnoooch " roared Gosling.

On one of Gosling's toes was a*favour-
ite corn—a earn that had been Gosling’s
ronstant companion for years and years.
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Gosling waa accustomed to treating that
corn tenderly. The ladder did not treat
it tenderly.

“Ow! Ow! Wow!" roared Gosling.

He hopped on one leg, rnving.

“Hallo, hallo, hallol Anything the
matter, Gosling?" asked DBob Cherry.
"I say, he looks cross. you fellows—I
don't think we'll help him any more.
He's not grateful. Como on.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” .

The Famous Fivo faded away in the
dusk towards the House. -

“You young limbs!” roared Gosling.
““Wot 1 says is this ere—I'll report yer!
You 'ear mel”

And Gosling, still hopping, followed
the juniors to the House, with the full
intention of reporting his wrongs and
grievances to their Form master.

The Famous Five vanished into the
House. Gosling vanished into the House
after them. The ladder was left lying
where it had fallen,

Five minutes Iater, a fat figure, steal-
ing across the darkened quad, encoun-
tered the ladder. Tn the deep gloom,
he naturally did not see it tilr he had
established contact.

There was a8 bowl as Billy Bunter
sprawled over the ladder.,

Bump!

“Yow-ow-ow-ow "’

Gosling, in Mr. Quelch’s study, had to
wait some minutes, while the Remove
master finished some papers, before he
could tell his tale of woo. After which,
Gosling returned te the open air, and
blinked round in the darkness for the
ladder. He found the spot where it
had lain; but to his surprise, the ladder
was no longer there.

“My eyo!" said Gosling.

The ladder was gono ether some-
body had noticed it and taken it away
to whero it belonged, or what else might
have hapnened to it, Gosling did not
know, and did not care. He stumped
away to his lodge, grunting—to an
accompaniment of twinges from his
favourite corn,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
A Lad and a Ladder!

OKER, of the Fifth, looked at
‘ the spread on his study table,
and saw that it was good.

Potter and Greene, Coker's

chums in the Fifth, looked at it, and

sm'li‘l::d. ;

ere was genera
Coker's study.

Coker's aunt Judv—a ladv wha, for
some reason inexplicable to Coker's
friends, was fond of Coker—had
weighed in with a hampe: that day.

Aunt Jndy's hampers were well-known
in the Fifth. Potter and Creene, as
Coker's special chums, had the freo run
of Aunt Judy's hampers. Indeed, there
were carping fellows who hinted that
that was tho reason why they wero
Coker's speecial chums,

Horaco Coker did aot think so. Coker
was not a suspicious fellow.  Rosides,
Coker knew what a splendid fellow hoe
was, obvionsly designed by Nature to
inspire feelings of affectionato friend-

ship.
Hesides, Coker

satisfaction in

roally was a nico
fellow in his way. There was nothing
mean about Coker. Everything lie had
was at the serviee of his friends. So
long as Coker had his own way, and
was always given his head. and never
contradicted, a fellow could get on with
Coker And as Coker ahways knew
best. on all imaginable subjects, there
was no_reason why he shonldn’t always
have his way, uncontradicted.
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Anyhow, Coker wais a pal worth

aving, on hamper days. Looking at
that gorgeous spread on the study
table, Potter and Greeno felt quite fond
of Coker. They would have been deeply
pained, bad anything occurred to causo
a rift in their friendship, that evening,

And they were anxious to begin.
Coker hud taken tea out that day; and
Pouter and Greene had had rather a
thin tea in consequence. A thin tea
made an ample supper all the moro
enjoyable. Potter and Green: were feel-
ing their mouths water. Thoy couldn’t
very well begin till Coker gave the
mg‘nal. But they were anxious.

s o decent spread!” said Coker
complacently

“ What-ho!" said Potter. “Your aunt
Jane is a jewel, Coker—"

My aunt Judith!" said Coker coldly.

“I1—I mean Judith! If you ever want
to part with her, old bean, I've got
three uncles I'll swop for her.”

“8he's a good sort,” said Coker.
“8Bhe's fond of me, you know.”

“Yes; funny, ain’t it—"

“Eh?"

“I=I=1 mean—" Potter realised
that his remark was thoughtless and
unfortunate. “T mean, there's no
accounting for tastes—that is to say—""

“1f you're trying to be funny, George
Potter—"

“My dear chap, I mean—="

“Better shut the window,” said
Greene, honing to hirn the unfortunate
topte. A fellow had to bo eareful with
Coker. “Tt's getting n bit chilly—""

"hLmu'o the window alone!” gaid
er.

“ But it's rathor—"'

“Stuffy!  Quite so! Leave the win-
dow open.”

Had Greene proposod to leave the
window open, no donbt Coker would
have insisted upon having it shut. That
was one of Coker's delightful little
ways; and it made his frionds feel, at
times, that thev fullv earned their share
in Annt Judy's hampers.

“Oh, all right old chap," said Creen 1
“You know best.” " .

“1 fancy so'" assented Coker.

Ha looked rather grimlv at Potter.

“You were saving, George Potter—"

" Nothing, old follow,” eaid Potter
hastily. “1 mean, 1 was going to nsk
you whether you're asking any other
fellows.”

“Yes. Not Blundell—-I'm fod up
with Blundell. Did you hear what he
was saving in the games study about my
foothall—"

“Blundell’'s an  1ss!™ gaid Potter.
“Why they made him eaptain of thn
Fifth T don’t know. Do vou, Greeney ¥

“Can't guess!" said Greene, shaking
his head.

“We micht have Fitzgernld.” ssid
Coker. “T rather like old Fitz. Ho
said only to.day that if Wingate put
me into the first eloven, it would make
tha 8t. Jim's men «it on and take notieo
next time thev eame over.”

“ And it wonld " said Potter,

“No doubt about that!”
fo_‘f.‘ﬂﬂ.

“And Hilton and Price,” eaid Coker,
“and old Tomlinson. Let's go and see
if thex're in the games study.”

Coker moved to the door.

Potter and Greene moved reluctantty
after him. They would have preferre
Coker to go on his own to call the

iests while they made a beginning in
the study. S8till, they could not very
weall say so. But as they followed Coker
frgm the study, they cast, what the poct
cn‘fh_ a longing, lingering look hehind.

The three Fifth-Formers went along

added
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to the games study at the end of the
passsge.

Coker’s study was left untenantad.

The 6Gre burned brightly, the light
greamed on the well-spread table, all
was calm and bright.

Two minutes after Coker & Co. had
gone, & lead rose aspove the level of
the window-sill, and & pair of little
rornd eyes blinked into the study
through a pair of big round spectacies.

Had Coker & Co. n present, they
wauld certainly have been astonished to
seo a face looking in at the open win-
dow, over a sheer wall that dropped
twenty feet to the ground.

But reaHy there was nothing myster-
ious about it

Billy Bunter was not without visible
means of support. Gosling’s ladder wes
under him. .

That ladder had come to Bunter like
i Egypt.
Bunter
having, in the most
unbrotherly  way,
refused ald the
0wl of the ove
had been at a loss—
until he stumbled
over the ladder.

He bhad to get
into the House—
that was  sertled,
He cowld not wen-
ture to show him-
self at a door, s0 a
window was the
only resource.
Coker's window was
open, 8o Bunter
naturally chose
Coker's window. He
hoped to find the
study empty, and to
scuttle out by the
Fifth Form passage
undiscoverod.

Fortune favoured
Bunter. He arrived
ot the window-sill
after Coker & Co.
had left the study.

He blinked in.

The way was
clear! With a gasp
of relief, Billy Bun-
ter clambered in at
the window and
dropped into
Coker's study.

He was in the

House at last | That
was so much to the
do now was to sneak away quietly and
make his way to the Remove
quarters There he hoped to find aid.
Peter Todd, his old study-mate, was
bound to stand by him. Peter was
sure to be glad to see him. Even
those beasts, Harry Wharton & Co.
were bound to play up, after all that
Bunter had done for them. In fact,
most of the Remove would rally round
—they must have missed Bunter a lot,
and his unexpected return would surely
cause general rejoicing in the Form.
Ouce he was safe in the Remove pas-
sage, Bunter felt that he could breathe
freely.

Dut as he was stealing across Coker's
study to the door, Bunter was suddenly
arrested. It was the sight of that
gorgeous feed on the study table that
urrested his progress

“(Oh crikey!"” gasped Bunter.

Bunter was hungry.

Except for a pie and a cake and a
hag of chocolates, he had eaten nothing
for hours

His little round eyes almost bulged
through bis big round spectacles at the
sight of Coker's spread.

ood. All he had to

“Qk ecrpmbs V' gaspad Bunler. *'Cold
¢ 3 ly-—{'.g:cnkn! Oh orikcy 1"
e stopped at the table. To tear
bimself sway ?rom Coker's study at
that moment, was a practical impos-
sibility. Had the House been on fire,
Bunter could hardly have done it.

To take a snack, at least, before he
scuttled away, was an irresistible
temptation. e paused for a snack!
The cold chicken fairly melted in his
mouth, There was a sound of busily
champing jaws in Coker's study. DBun-
ter's fat face beamed.

He forgot time and space—he forgot
everything except that gorgeous spread.
That he was in forbidden precincts—
that discovery meant e caning and a

hat it behoved him to seek
safety in concealment in the ehortest
space of time—adl those consideratipns
vanished from Bunter's mind as that

* Doooooooooh 1 ** A terrific yell awoke
the echoes ol the dusky quad as the
Iladder dropped on Gosling’s pet corn.

delicious chicken melted in Bunter's
mouth., He forgot everything but the
chicken, He had intended to vpnish
promptly out of sight. Instead of which,
it was the chicken that was vanishing.

There waos & tramp of feet in the
Fifth-Form paaango. from the direction
of the games study.

Bunter jumped.

Half-a-dozen fellows, at least, were
coming along the passage towards
Coker's study.

The chicken was so delicious that
Bunter had forgotten, among other
things, *hat he was liable to interruption
at any moment.

He remembered it now!

Coker was not the fellow to take
kindly to anybody who “sampled " his
tuck, Coker was a beast, and had no
consideration for a fellow who had had,
except for a cake and a pic and a bag of
chocolates, nothing to eat for hours.

That was how Bunter thought about
it, somgthing had to be done.

If Co'imr came in—

“Yes, a_hamper from my aunt—"
He heard Horace Coker's booming voice

in the passage.
Coker was comingl Obviously, he

5]

was bringing a party of friends to thad
spread, m:sogr dreaming that the spread
had been started on already. nter
quaked,

It was too late to scultle out of the
study. He would have to run into the
crowd of Fifth-Form men, It was too
late even to scramble out of the win-
dow and escapp; the footstops and
voices ware too near.

There was time to jump at the door
and lock itl Bunter's fat brain, as a
rule, worked slowly, but sell-preserva-
tion is the first law of nature, and under
the spur of that primary law, Bunter
acted with prompt decigion. Almost
before he knew whet he was doing, he
had turned the key In the Tock.

Then, with his mouth full of thickkerl,
he stoon and auaked, as Horace Cpker
ioac‘;:!ed the etudy door and torned the

andle.

\\\, T

| "”’f"f’r

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
A Mysterious Disappearance !

“ URRRRRGGGHH!”

Y Horace Coker uttered that
peculiar ejaculation in tones
of mingled rage, anguish, and

astonishment.

Coker had ample reason for all three
emotions.

Reaching his study door, and natur-
ally, never suspecting that anyone in
the study had locked it on the inside,
Coker expected the door to olpen as

soon as he turncd the handle and
pushed.

It didn't!

Coker turned the handle, pushed,

and strode on to enter the study at the
some moment, and had the door opened
before him in the ordinary way, ull
would have been well

As the door did not open, Coker,
striding on, came in contact with the
immovable door.

It was Coker's prominent nose that
established contact—with a bangl

{Continued on page 16.)
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(Continued from pags 13.)
" Yurrrgqgh "

“Hallo1" exclaimed Potter. “What
the—""

“ Gooooh !" gasped Coker. *Oooogh!
Moooooh! Oooooch ™ He tottered

back from the door, clasping his nose

in anguwh. “Ow! Wowl! Woooch!”
“The door's locked,” said Greecae, in
EUrprise,
“Woooon! Oh, my mose! Ooooch!”

Potter tried the door—more oarefully
than Coker. Obviously, it was locked.
It did not yield a quarter of an inch.
Potter rattled the handle.

“Somebody's in there,” he said.
“Must be, 1it's locked oa the inside.
Can't make it out!"

"*Woo-00-00h " came from Coker, as
he caressed his nose. like Marian's in
the ballad, it was red and raw.

" Somcbody larking, 1 suppose,” said
Greene.  He knocked on the pancls.
“Here you in there—open this door.”

Billy Bunter heard, but he bheeded
not. The door was strong, of solid
oak, the lock was a stout one. Bunter
felt safe, for the present at least. He
turned his attention 1o the spread again,

“Do you hear!” shouted Greene.

A faint sound was sudible [rom the
study. It was the sound of the steady,
industrions champing ef jaws.

“ My hat !" exclaimed Power. ** Some-
body's feeding in there! It sounds like
& horse chnm;.ung oats,”

“Mooooch !" said (oker.
My nose! I'll smash him! Ooooogh!
Locking humnself in my study ! Ooooh !

“Well, what about gettin® in?"" ssked
Hilton of the Fifth, one of the guests,

“Who the dickens can it be?" asked

Price.

"

*Oooooch !

“Une of the fellows larking,"” said
Tomlinson. * But we can’'t wait here.
Here!” He banged on tho door. *Let
us in, you ass!"”

No reply.

“Do you hear?” shouted Fitegerald
of the Fifth.

Chump, champ, champ! came from

the study. Utherwise there was no
answer. Only that steady sound of busy
jaws.

Coker's eyes gleamed with wrath,
The pain in his nose was subsiding;
but hia Yemper was rising to white heat.

“He's bngmnq, the spread!” ejacu-
lated Coker *Qom= cheeky rolter's
sneaked into my study to bag the
spresd! My hat! I'll smash him into
little pieces 1™

Coker banged on the door.

“Here, you rotter!” he roared.
“Open this door' You hear me! ['m
going to smash you as soon as I get in!
OUpen the door !

“That's the way to make him open
it, what " remarked Fitzgerald.

“Oh, don't be an ass! ['ll smash
him! I'll apiflicare him! I'll pulveriso
him! I'll .

“Who's in there?” demanded Potter,
through the keyhole.

Champ, champ. champ! To judge by
the sound of the busy jaws, the de-
vourer of the feed was accelerating.
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Perhaps he realised that he had no time
to lose. Either he had no tume, or no
inclination, o reply There was no
auswer trom within,

“Well, this 158 a gol” said Greene.

“Bowe bicesed lug !” swid Lowlinson,
“Some cheeky tayg. A Fuih Form man
wouldn't be pleyikg 8 trick like that.
1 wouder who s got the pprve to rad &

Fifwn rorw study 1"
"1 roared Coker.

swast  lim 1Y
“He's bagging wy spread! My batl
I'll bresk uun 1uto swall pieces|”

Hiltou und Prioe excliisuged a grin,
and walked wway, Llhe spread
evidently, was “oit,” and they lost in-
terest in the mutter.

“Well, 1f you get the door open,
Cokery give me a call,” smid Tomlinson,
and he tollowed Hilvon aud Price.

“Me, too, oid boy,” said Fizgerald.
“I'll be in the guwes study.’

Coker & Co. were loit alone to deal
with the difficult situation.

Coker buuged ou the door, and
howled blood-curdling threats through
the keyhole. Newther the baoging nor
the threats sectuud to produce any effect
on the raider witnin,

“My hat!” gasped Coker, breathless
with wrath. * We've got to get at him,
you men! T'he spread’s gomng! You
can hear hun!”

“We can’t got in!* said Potter hope-

lessly. “We cun collar bim when ho
comes out, and scrug hun. That's all.”
“I'm frightiully  hungry,” said

Gresne plamtively.

Coker snorted.

“We're not yoing to wait for him to
come out! \We're going to get into thy
study " He banged ou the door again.
“lere! You in there! 1f you don't
open this door, we'll jolly well smash it
in!"

Champ, champ, chnmnp !

“That's the pie he's on mow !” said
Poiter. * Listen to him!"

" It's goiug,” sighed Greene.

Coker wrenched wildly at the door-

handle. But there was nothing doing
in that line. The lock was too strong
for Coker.

“Do you hear me, you rotter?”

bawled Coker. "1 give you one second
to open this door! Then we'll smash it
in!”

The second elapsed. The door did
not open !

Coker breathed deep.

“Come on!" he said.

“But what—*

“Wa've got to get somcthing to bash
the door in—"

“0Oh, my hat! There'll be & row——"

“A door can't be bushed in without a

row, Potter!™
“1 mean, there'll be a row with
Prout, or the [lead! Doors ain't

allowed to be bashed in—

“Do you think I'm going to let that
rotter burgle my apread?”  hooted
Coker. “Come with me. 1 rell vou '™

Potter and Greene looked dubious,
but they followed Coker. They went
into the games stndy, where they were
greeted by s general grin from  the
Fifth Form men present.  The Fifth
Form men, apparently saw something
comic in Coker being locked out of his
study by a fellow who was bolting his
epread.

Coker did not heed them, Coker wes
almost at boiling point now. He was in
the frame of mind ol Achilles, whose
wrath, the poet tells us, was to Grevee
the direful spring of woes unnumbered.
There was na doubt thut Coker's wrath
would be the spring ol woes unnum-
bered to the grub-ruider, onee he ot
into the study.

Coker looked round lor
uscful in the “bashing ™ line.

something
There
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was a heavy oaken stool in the games
study, and Coker grabbed it.

“This will do 1t!" he said. “Come
on, Powrer! Cowe on, Greenel”

“]—1 say—" mumbled Potter,

*1 said come on "

"YH; but—"'

“Are you eoming?"”

“0Oh, yesl”

Potter and Greene trailed after Coker
again, back to the locked door. Coker
thuwped on the upper puuels,

“You sueaking, grub-raiding out-
sider ! ho bawled. “1'm going to bash
the door in! Then I'm going to smash
youl"

Chump, champ, champ! Busy jaws
were still going strong in Coker's study,
but answer there came none.

“Lend a hund, Potter,” said Coker.
“This thing's heavy 1"

“I'here’ll be a row—

“Shut up!”

“But, | say—" murmured Greene.

" You shut up, too!”

Coker and Potter gras
oakon stool, lifted it, an
the lock of the door.

There was a terrific orash.

The door creaked and groaned.

“There!” gasped Coker. “One or
two more like that will do it! (o itl"

Crash!

There was a cracking sound from the
lock. It was an old-fashioned lock,
muanufactured in the duys when locks
were locks. But it had not been builb
to resist usage like this.

Evidently 1t was going.

There was a startled squeak imside
the study.

“0Oh crikey "

Coker ‘jumped as he heard it.

“Why,” he gasped, *that's Bunter!”

“DBunter!" repuated Potter. “ Bun-
ter’'s unot at Greyfriars—if you mean
thut Remove kid—"

“It's Bunter—"

“ Buntor's sent home——

“It's Bunter!" snorted Coker.
“Think 1 don't know that squeak!"
He thumped on the door again. * Bun-
ter!  Bunter! You fat scoundrel!
Open this door! I'll burst you!”

There were sounds of hurried move-
ments in the study.

“@Go it!" lnssed Coker.

The heavy stool was lifted again.
Crash it went on the lock! From the
lock came an agonised creaking and
cracking.

“One more will do it!" gasped Coker.
“Now, then!”

Crash !

The lock flew in picces. The door
rolled open. Coker dropped the stool,
kicked the door wide open, and rushed
into the study. He rushed in, with fists
clenched and eyes ablaze.

Had Bunter, or anybody else. been in
the study at that moment there would
have been a serious case ol assault and
battery.

But—  Coker stared round him,
blankly, unbelievingly. There was no
one in the study!

“\What — who — where —"  gasped
Coker.

He could not believe his  eyes.
Potter and Greene, following him in,
could not believe theirs. That some-
body had been in the study was obvious.
They had heard him, and half the gor-
geous spread on the table was gone!
But no one was there now! Save f(or
Coker & Co. the room was empty !

o f\‘lv-—-mf—mv hat !" gasped Coker.

“He—ho's gone!” stuttered Potter.

“Gone!" said Greene

The three Fifth Formers rushed to
the window. It was open, as they had
left it. There was only one way out of

»

the heavy
crashed it on
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the study besides the door, and that
was the window !

*“He—he—he's jumped out!”
Potter. *“ You—you scared him,
and-—and he's jumped out!”

“Ho—he can't!” gasped
“He'd be killed !”

“Where is he, then?”

“Oh crumbs!”

Coker leaned from the window.

He stared down into the deep dusk
Lelow, with horror in his face. If the
grub-raider had gone by the window—

The top of a ladder, dragged away
from below was just disappearing
from the ivy under the window-sill.
Coker grabbed at it, too late.

“It's a ladder!” he yelled.
“What1”

“A ladder—he’s got a ladder I”
“Oh, my hat!"”

From the darkness below floated up
breathless cachinnation.

“He, he, hel”

Then there was silenco.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Way In |

“ OME in, fathead!”
‘ arry Wharton called out
that cheery invitation, as o
door of

Eoter

oker,

Coker.

tap came at the
Study No. 1 in the Remove.
1t was nearly time for prep in the
Remove. Most of the fellows had gone
to their studies, and the Famous Five
were in Study No. 1 immproving the
shining hour by baking chestnuts at
the stuay firo and devouring the same.

The study door opened in responso
to Wharton': invitation, and the next
moment the chums of the Remove
jumped to their feet, It was Mr.
Queleh who entered.

“Oh 1" gasped Wharton, “I—I didn't
know it was you, sirl"

“Quite =0,"” said Mr, Quelch., " You
chould, however, bo more careful in
vour observations, Wharton 1"

“0Oh, 5es, sir—certainly !" stammered
the captain of the Romove.

“l have received a complaint {rom
Cosling,” eaid Mr. Quelch.

Ilnh I'.

“That i3 why I am here,” eaid the
master of the Remove. “Gosling has
made a srrious complaint of horseplay
in the quadrangle 1t appears that he
was carrying a ladder, and you five
juniors—"

* Wo helped him, sir,” murmured Bob
Cherry.

“The helpfulnesa  was  terrifie,
linnoured sahib,” eaid Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh blandly.

“Gosling does not appear to regard
your conduct ns hcl[nFul." enid  Mr.
Quelch dryly. “1 presume that you
were playing a practical joke.”

* Hem 1™

“Goshing hasn't a sense of humour,
sir,” ventured Boh. “Wo were only
::_ml:‘ing him revolve on Lis own axis,
sir.

Mr. Quelch's frown melted for a
moment.

“ Really, Cherry—"

“It was only a lark, sir,” said
Nugent.
“i!uitt- so! But such larks, as you

call them must not be indulged in."
said Mr Quelch. “Gosling is long past
the age to enjoy a practical jole of that
deseription. In order to keep your
sense of humour within  reasonable
bounds sou will each take a hundred
lines and hand them to mo before tea
to-morrow.”

Ll Oh 'i’

The Famous Five looked as if their
eonee al Liumour had been considerably
damped,

“That is all,” said Mr. Quelch. “T
trust that this will be a warning to
you, and wili lead you to reflect before
playing practical jokes on elderly per-
sons who do not appreciate them,”

Mr. Queleh turned to tho door.

In & few more moments he would
have been gone. But just then there
came a sudden bump at the study
window, and Mr. Quelch spun round in
that direction in astonishment.

“What is that 1" he ejaculated.

The juniors followed his startled
glnnco. What on earth ¢ould be bump-
ing at a window more than twenty feet
from the groun, was a mystery to
them, unless an neroplane had gono
astray and was coming down unex-
pectedly in the quad

Something, it was evident, had struck
the window-sill and Lbumped there,

ONE OF THIS WEEK'S
PRIZE-WINNING JOKES|

e
SAFETY FIRST!
The lce gave way, and a

great hole appeared. Then n
man's head came up. The
park-keeper, crawling cau-
tiously along a ladder, reached
the edge of the lce.

“ Come closer,"’ he ahouted,
“and I'll help you out 1 "

“Not muoh!'" sald the
victim. ‘I can't swim ! "

“ Can'tswim | " sneered the
rescuer, ‘' Why, It's only up to
your armpltaf"

““ Oh, no, it isn't,’ came the
retort, ' It's about seven feot
desp out here. I'm standing
on the chap who bruke the

lco !

James Tattersall, of 49, Alex-
andra  Street,  Ashton-under-

ne, who sent in the above

nb-tickler, is now the happy
reapient of a useful penl:nire.
Who's following in James' foot-
steps ?

hard.

The sound was loud and clear,

though what had caused it was a
mystery.  Obviously, it was caused by
what, in a detective novel, would be

called a blow from a blunt instrument.
But how and why puzzled all tho fellows
in the study.

Mr. Quelrh stared at the window
blankly, and then turned his gimlet-
cyes eearchingly and sccusingly on the
Famous Five.

“What does this mean,
ho demanded.

“I—1 don't know, eir."”

“Ia it another of yvour
jokes?"

" Nunno !

“Samething, or somebody, i3 at the
window ! rapped out the Remave
master "“'l-at IERRTS A

*“1—1I haven't ai wica, sir,” said Harry,
in amazement : and the Co. shiook their
heada. They were quite perplexed.

Wharton §"

practiez]
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Mr. Quelch to the
window.
. He grasped the lower sash and threw
it up.
Outside, there was deep darkness. Ivy

strode across

clung to the ancient stone wall below,
rustling in the wind from the sea.
“Bless my soul!” ejaculated the

Removoe master.,

Through the clinging ivy, just reach-
ing the sill, was lﬁc top of a ladder!
Mr, Queleh stared at it, blinked at it,
and, reaching out, touched it! There
was no mistake about ib—it was the
summit of o long ladder reared from
the darkness below.

The Removo master stared down in
the blackness,

“Who is there?” he shouted angrily.

A faint gasp, spparently of surprise
and terror, floated up. But no answer

came.

“Upon my word!" exclaimed Mr.
Quelch.  He turned back to the staring
juniors.  * Wharton, do you mean to

say that you know nothing of this?®
" Nothing, sir!” gasped Wharton,
“Someono has placed a ladder to
yonr study window, from tha quad-
rangle. This has been dono without
your knowledge §"
“Yes. mir; I can’t make it out—"
“Beats me  hollow,” said Nugoent.
"-“E." don’t know anything about it

“The knowfulness is not terrifie, sir."

Mr. Quelch's gimlet-eyes searched the
five faces in turn. But he could read
only astonishment there. It was casy
to see that the juniors were ns amozed
a8 the Remove muster himself,

“Veey well " smd Me, Quelch, “I
aceept your assurence, of course. DBut
the ladder is here, and someonc is on
it. Ho was evidently mounting the
ladder and <tapped when | looked out
of the window and spoke. Ile is now
keeping out of sight. Do you know
who it is?"

“No, sir.”

“Do you know whether a Removo boy
is out of the Flouse, Wharton "

“T am aure not, sir,” answered Harry,
“All the fellows were at call-over, and
it's long past lock-up.”

“Some bny may have surreptitiously
loft the House. and may have taken
this extraordinury means of re-entering
undeteoted,”  eaid Mr. Quelch.  Tle
turned to the window again.

“Roy 1"

No answer.

“1 am pertectly well awarn thdt you
are there, sir,” rapped Mr Queleh iutn
the darknesa, *Give me your name, at
onee "

Silence,

“MNo yon hoar me? Give me your
name this instant, and then deseend
the ladder and wait for me below."
There was nn sonnd from the darkness
under the window

Mr. Quokh compressed hia lips.

“Verv well . he eid,  “1 ehall
immedintely  deseond.”  Mr.  Quelch
closed the window with a slaro and
fastenod the eatch. " Wnarton, you are

not to open this window during my
ubseneo.” i
“Yory well sir.”

“If any of vou.” said Mr. Quelch
cternly, “shontd admit the hoy who is
now undonbtedly an that ladder T shall
deal with vou severely.”

The Remave master left the stady.

He whisked awav towarda the Remavo
stairease, leaving Tlarry Wharton & Co.
staring at one nnother,

“Whar the merey  thump—"" raid
Dah Cherry.

Potor Todd Inoked in at the deorway,

Tnz Macser Lisewny.—Ne, 1,101,
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“What's upt?” he asked. “Quelchy's

just gone down the stairs like a jolly
old thunderstorm. What have you kids
been up to?”

*“ Nothing, old bean,” answered Whar-
ton. “Some ass has jwet bunged =
ladder up to the window, and Quelchy
thinks it's a fellow out of bounds trying
to sneak i;:."h V. © ol

“My only hat pen window
and Igt him in, then before Quelchy
catches him from upderneath.”™

“The  esteem aad  ridiculous
Quelchy has forbidden owr egcel!en'l;
sclves to opem the absurd window,
cxp'ained Hurroe Jamset Ram Sin

“Well, ho hasn't forbidden me—so
T'll chance it!" grinned Peter Todd;
and he crossed tl:a tlhn- wind::r.

He threw u ower sash,

As he did pm a fat face. adorned
with a large pair of spectacles, rose
into viey from the might

Peter jumped.

“Great pip! Buater !" i

“ Bunter{" gasped the Famous Five.

“1 sny, you fellows—"

“ Bunter1” stuttered Whartoa.

“The bad peany agsain!™ ejaculated
Bob Cherry.

“Bunter{ Oh, my hat!”

“] say, you fellows—" gasped
Bunter. X

“¥You bo:;:l l’hiniimzl" hmaed l‘eua:|
Todd. “Q y's gone down ean
be'll be under the ladder in three
minutes. Slither down and k.

“Ob. really, Toddy—"

“Quick, you ass—you' bo caught!"™

“I'm coming in.”

“You fat duffer—"

Peter Todd was interrupteg. Bunter
came headlong in at the window, with
& plunge. He bumped on Peter and
gent him sprawling, and rolled, gasp-
ing, on the study floor

Ow " spluttered Bunter. *Wow!
I say, you fellows— Ow!"

“8hut the window!" breathed
Nugent. “Quick! Quelchy will be

glong in & mipnute!"

Peter Todd scrambled up, grasped the
window-sash, and shut it Billy
Bunter sat up, sot his spectacios straight
on his fat little pose, and blinked at
the staring chums of the Remove.

5 :ll‘-l-l say you, fellows! I—I've come

a "

———

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.

Only Bunter !
1 UNTER
B Harry Whartom & Co.
stared at the gasping Owl.
Had it been nter's

ghost that had
window it could
thom more.

ared at the study

rdly have surprised
“Bunter!" said Wharton. “That
howling ass!"
“That burbling bandersnatoh 1" gaid
Johnny Bull.
“That bowling chump ! said Bob
Cherry.

“That terrific and prepostorous [at-

head !" said Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh.

“Oh, really, you fellows—"
“You benighted blitherer!"” ex-

slaimed Bob Cherry. *“What the
thump are you doing here?’

“J—I've come back!™

“My hat! If q"elch_\r had known!”

“0Oh dear! 1—1 nearly fell off the
iadder when he put his chivvy out of
the window and barked ' gasped
Dunter. 1 didn't know Quelchy was
in the study when I shoved the ladder
up. The beast made me jump when

Tae Macser Lmrary.—No, 1,151

he shoved his mug out and hooted.
Oh !f‘!alrb"{" ba 1

I By a

" Iﬂs‘ln{l I can see anything to
cackle at! Think of me sticking on
that beastly ladder, not knowing what
to do till 1 saw Peter look out. I
can tell you I was feeling horrid.
Thunk goodness it's all right now. I
suppose Queichy's gone out to sce who
was on the lulfier."

“Yes, ass!”

“That's all right. He won't find
anybody now. I dare say he will
think it was a burglar. There havo

burglars round here lately.”

“Yes, ho's likely to think & burglar
would put a ladder up to a lighted
window at hall-past seven in the even-
ing!" said Johnny Bull sarcastically.

“Well, he won't know it was mp,
anyway You [fellows are going to
keep 1t dark, of course. erp are

you going to hide mo?"

“Hide you?" excaimed Wharton.

“Yes, I've got to be hidden—now I'm
safe in the House at last. It won't do
for Quelchy to find mo. If he saw me
what do you think he would do?”

“(Five you the licking of vour life, to
befln with, T suppose,” said Harry.
“And then bundle you off home, you
fat chump!™

“Well, I'm not going to be licked,
and I'm not going home. It's too
awful at home, you fellows” said
Bunter pathetically,. I had to bolt
to-day—to-morrow would have been
too late. To-morrow the pater was
going to take me up to the City and
put me in his office. To work !" added
Bupter, with a shudder.

“Awful !” said Bob.

“The awfulness 1s preposterous!"”

“Tf you have tears, prepare to shed
them at the bare idea of Bunter doing
any work!" said Peter.

“Ma, ha, ha!"

“0h, really, Toddy !" Bunter blinked
round anxiously. “1 say, you fellows,
do you think Quelchy will come back
here when he finds there’s nobody on
the ladder?”

“Very likely.”

“Oh scissors! I say, you fellows,
hide me somewhere!” ‘gasped Bunter.

“Youn benighted owl, you can't stay
here!” exclaimed Harry Wharton.

“Oh, roally, Wharton—*

“Of all the blithering chumps—?*»
said 5

“Oh, really, Chorry—"

“What on earth are we going to do
with the born idiot?" said Harry, in
perplexity.

“You're going to stand by an old
pal. old chap,” said Bunter. *“Think
of all I've done for vou. ever since
you come to Greyfrinrs—"

“You burbling jabberwock——"

“After all, there is such a thing es
gratitude—"" said Bunter.

“Why don't they send him to a home
for idiots?" asked Johnny Bull. “0Or
a lunatic asylum?  Buntor's place is
with the mentally deficient.”

“Well, here T am, old chap—*"

“Wha-a-t?"

“The question is, where are ¥ou
going to hide me,*" said Bunter. “T'vo
got to be out of sight when that beast
Quelchy comes back. I know T can
rely on my old pals.”

* Bother vou!" growled Dob Cherry.

The juniors eved the Owl of the
Remove in perplexity It was very
likely that Mr. &uclch would return to
the study: and if he found Dunter
there it meant trouble for everybody

On the other hand. extraordinary as
Bunter’s proceedings were. the juniors
felt that they could not give him away,
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or rcfuze him wacir aid to escape dis-
covery.

The hapless Owl was on their hands
now; and l}loi simply did not know
what to do with him.

“ You'll have to clear,” said Wharton.
“You jolly well know that you can't
stay here without leave But I suppose
weve got to keep Quelchy off your
neck. It will mean a thumping licking
all round if he finds that wo've let you
in here—"

“What's a licking, old chap? Don't
be ﬁrfgl" hosk -

“Why, you cheeky imago—

“Oh, really, Wharton—"

“Shut up, you fat frump !

Harry Wharton crossed to the study
cupboard and opened the door. The
upper part of that cupboard was used,
sometimes, as a larder; the lower part
for the reception of lumbor.

“Squeeze in here,” said Harry.

“I—I say, there isn’t room—"

“All right. Sit in the armohair if

you like! Quelchy will bo pleased to
see you when Le butts in.”
“ Beast "

Billy Bunter squeezed into the lower
part of the study cupboard. Ho
squatted thore, rather closely packed
among the other articles, andy grunted.

Wharton closed the door.

“ Better clear, you fellows,” he said.
“Quelchy can find us at prep when he
comes back, and I dare sey he won't
smell a rat.”

“ Right-ho !"

Peter Todd and Bob Cherry, Johnny

Bull and Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh,
left the study, to go to their own
quarters.
_ Wharton and Nugent were left alono
in Study No. 1. Thoey hastily sorted out
their books, and sat down to tho table
to prep.

“1 say, you fellows—*"

It was a still, small voico from the
study cupboard.

**Shut up!” hissed Wharton.

“1 say, it's stuffy in here—>"
_you want Quelchy to hear
you blithering fathead? " Ho may
in auy 1ml'mte.; "

“1 say, it's dusty—

“Shut up!"”

“I1-1
snceze 1"

There was a well-known step in the
Remove passage,

‘‘Here he comes]" hizsed Wharton.
“Shut up!”

“Oh crikey!”

Bunter was silent, only just in time.
The next moment Henry Samuel Quelch
stepped into the study.

w
ou,

utt

feel as if I'm going to

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Awkward For Two |
R. QUELCH glanced round the
M study.
A sceno of innocence and
industry met his view.

Nobody, apparently, was in the study,
oxcept the two juniors to whom it
belonged, and both of them were sitting
at the study table, deep in prep.

So dueep were they in prep, in fact,
that they did not observe—or, at least,
did not appear to observe—the entrance
of their Form master

Frank Nugent's eyes were glued to
the pages of a Latin dictionary,
scarch of & word. Wharton's eyes were
glued to Virgil, and all his facultics
were apparently concentrated on  dis-
covering what ﬁ Virgilius Maro might
possibly have meant by “vertitur
interea caclum et ruit Occano nox.”
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Alr. Quelch coughed.

Upon which those two concentrated
and industrious workers became aware
of his presence and jumped respectfully
to thoiwr feet.

“Wharton 1"

“Yes, sir,”

“You did not open the window 1"

"1, sir? No, sir,”

Wharton did not consider it necessary
to add that Peter Todd had opened tho
window. [Io the circumstances, it was
sulticient to answer Mr. Queleh’s ques-
tion.

* It is very strange,” said the Remove
muster. ' Someone most certainly was
on the ladder. He was, however, goue
by the time I reached it,*

“W.w-was ho, sir’t"”

“He was, Wharton! If the window
was not opened, he cannot have entered
this etudy, so he must be still outside
the House. No doubt he slipped away
before | reached the spot. It is very
sigular.”

*“Very, sir.”

“It is. in fact, & most remarkable
occurrence,” said Mr. Quelch.  **This
matter can only be explained on the
supposition that some Remove boy is
out after lock-up, and was seeking to
re-enter the House by this very extra-
ordinary means. [ find that it is Gos-
ling's ladder that was used. No doubt
the bov found it where Gosling left ot
when he came to me. Do you know
whether any Remove boy is out of the
House, Wharton ?"

“1 -1 think not, sir.”

‘"Every boy in the Form ghould now

"

it
Y

r{ﬁ;ﬁr’
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Lo in his study for preparation,” said
Mr. Quelch.

“I—1 think all the Remove are in,
sir.”

“Yet it must be a Remove bo?- who
placed the ladder to tho window,” said
Mr. Quelch. " A boy of another Form
would not be likely to attempt to enter
by the window of a Remove study.”

“1—I suppase not, sir."

”1 will wait here, Wharton—"

o Eh?‘l

“While you go along the passage and
ascertain whrflﬁcr all the Remove are
in their studies.”

I.Oh !O‘

“1 am sorry to interrupt your pre-
paration,” said Mr. Queleh kindly,
*espeeinlly as I eould not help noticing
that you were extremely interested in
your work. But as my head boy—"

“Oh, certainly, sir}”

Wharton and Nugent exchanged an
involuntary glance of dismay. Mr,
Queleh sat down in the armchair.

“1—1I will go at once, sir!" mumbled
Wharton.

“ Please do!"

And Wharton went.

“You may resume our worl,
Nugent,” saird Mr. Quelch, in the
same kind tone. *I do not desire vou
to waste your time.”

* (M, thank you, =ir!" gasped Nugent.

He was not really keen on resuming
his work. Indeed, he found it rather
difficult to put his attention into
P’. Virgilius Maro.

That great Latin poet never had, tor
the Lower Fourth, the charm he ought

N “Look In the cupboard,
Nugent,” sald Mr. Queloh,
) \.  “Mrs. Kebble's cat may have
got in there.” Nugent bent
| I g down and gave Bunter &
| _ ferocious glare as a warning

5 to be quiet.

to have had. Now he had less than
cver.

Nugent an tenterhooks.

Ms. Queﬁ: in the armchair, was
ahput s [oet fram the door of the
study eupboard, which was all that hid
Dilly Bunter from his sight,

Oertamdy, Mr. Quelch's eyes, though
popularly compared i his Form to
gunfets, on account ol their penetrating

q fes, were not likely to penetrate
a wooden door to the fat figure
that squatted on the other side of il

Dut if Bunter made a sound—

Even as the disturbing thought passed
through Frank Nugeut's mind there wis
8 sound from the tudy cupboard.

Clatter |

Mr. Quelch started.
his breath,

“What is that, Nugent?” asked the
Farm master.

*1—1 think somecthing fell down in

Nugent caught

the—the cupboard, sir," stammercd
Nugent. “Only- oulf some lumber, sir,
We  we keep a lot of odds and ends in

that cupboard, sir.”

Bump|

It was another sound from the cup-
board.

As a matter of fact, Billv Bunter -vas
rather closely packed there. The .
was not karge, and all sorts of odds -d
ends bad been shoved in there out of
the wav. A fellow o. ordinary girth
might have found room But Bunter's
girth was not ordinary, '+ was extra-
ordinary—in lact, 1t might have been
considered extra-extraordinary. There
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T wes not room for Bunter. Hoe
could nwé move without shifting some-
thing. And it wus dincult tor Bunter
to keep. sull. Crouching uncomtortably
in 8 siufly, contined spuce, Bunter ‘vas
afflicted Ly *pins and needles.”  He
simply hed to squirm.

“Deoar we!” amd Mr. Quelch. .

“Only—only some  luwber, sir,”
mupmuied the unhuppy Nugeat. “There
—thero's rather too mucn rubbish in
that cupbourd, sir."

“You should not keep a great deal of
rubbish in the study, wy boy,” said Xlr.
(iudch. “When a thing is uscless 1t
should be got rid of.”

Nugeat could wvot oxplain that the
“rubbish ' to whioch he bhad referred
h?d objected strongly to bewng got rid

ol

“Oh! Yes, sir!” said Nugent

Crash!

“Bless my soul!” said Mr, Quelch.
**You had look in the cupboard,
Nugeat! It sounds to me as if some
snunal may have got in—Mrs. Kebole's
caty porhaps.”

“Oh! Yee, sir!" gasped Nugent.

He crossed to tho study cupboard and
opened the door,a few inches. He Jared
not n it wider, for he knew that Mr.
Qudﬁa gimlet eyes were following
him, and Bunter would have been .n
full view, with the door open. He
opened it just wide enough for his own
figure to block the view while he
glanced in.

BHly Bunter, half-buried in lumber—
old boxes, fencing foils, boxing-gloves,
a legless chair, bundles of firewood, a
broken desk, and other useful or useless
articles—blinked at him in ang:ush.
The boys" maid never bothered about
the mysterious recessea of study cup-
boards, and the result was that Just
accumulatod there to a consideraole
cxtent, Bunter bhad, paturally, lis-
turbed a lot of the dust. In fact, "e
lived, moved, and had his being in Jdust.
Some of it was in his nose. %‘Im tick-
ling in his nose amounted to positive
torture. But he dared not sneeze! With
heroic offorts he held back the snceze
that threatened to break forth at every
moment.

Nugent gave him a glare—a ferocious
glare, intended to convey a warning to
be quiet.

Then he closed the cupboard door
again.

“There's no cat in there, sir,” he said,
turning back to the table, with perspira-
tion oozing ent on his brow, Advisedly,
he did not say there was no animal in
the cuphoard. There was an animal
there—a very fat and troublesome
animal,

Mr. Quelch nodded, and leaned back
in the armchair. Nugent resumed his
prep, or, rather, an affectation of prep—
in & harassed frame of mind.

The danger had passed—if only
Bunter kept quiet. Wharton's return-
ing footsteps could be heard now.

Mr. Quelch rose as the eaptain of the
Llemove came back into the study,

“Well 7" he asked.

“Every Removoe man is in his study,
sir,” said Harry.

Mr. Quelch looked very perploxed.

“Thon it cannot have f\m-n a Remove
Loy who was on the ladder.” he said.
“It is very singular—very singular in.
deed. The matter must be loaked into
furthor. Thank vou, Wharton !"

Mr. Quelch rustled out of the study,
to the intense and unspeakable relief of
the chums of the Remnve.

“ Atchoo—choo—chonoo !

Wharton and Nugent jumped.

It was a terrific snreze from the study
cuphoard Bunter had held it back,
long and manfull Rut thero is a limit
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to human endurance. DBunter had
reached the limit.

** Atchoooooooh !

It was an emphatic encezo—a thunder-
ous sneeze. All the pent-up energy of
that long-restrained sneeze came out
with a roar.

* Atohooooooooh !

“Oh crumbsl!”
“That tears it!”

“Oh, my bat|”

The study door had baroly closed on
Mr. Quelch. That he heard that tor-
nado of a sneeze was certain.

The two juniors stood rooted to the
floor. expecting the study door to re-
opon.

It did!

gasped  Nugont.

With crimson faces, overwhelmed with
dismay, Wharton and Nugent faced
their Form mastor.

They waited for the storm to burst.

To their amazement the expression on
Mr. Quelch’s faco was quite kind—in
fact, benignant,

“ Wharton—"'

“Oh dear! Ye-c-es. sir!”

“Was it you that sneezed1”

“I1. sir? Oh, no, sir!”

“Then it was you, Nuy You
appear to be catching a . my boy.
You must be carcful in this un-
certain  weather,” said Mr. elch

kindly. “March is a treapghorous
month. Have you folt this coming on
long, Nugont §*

“Oh, no, sir! That is—no, sir."

“It's a very serious thing. you Imnow,
Nugent,"” went on the Remove Form
master. “onoe a cold gets a grip on you
it's not an ensy matter to shake it off ™

““N-no, sir!1” stammered Nugent.

“You look n little foverish,” said Mr.
Quelch. “Your face is red—vory rod
indeed.”

“Is—is it, sir?”

“1It is, Nugent. You certainly appear
to be catching cold. “Tau had better

go and seo the House dame at once,
Nugent. A cold cannot be dealt with

too carly.”

*“Oh, yos, sir—certainly !”

“Tose no time ahout it, my boy,”
said Mr. Queleh kindly,

And he left the study acain, whilo
the two juniors, on tenterhonks of hor-
ror, waited in silent anguish for that
sneeze to be repeated from the study

cuphoard.

“Atchooocoh ! Choo!  Choonoaop 1"

It came just ns the door closed on
Mr. Q'-I('h‘ga. Wharton and Nugent
gazed at one another with feelings too
deen for words,

Mr. Quelch, about to go on his way,
was arrcsted once more by that Gar-
gantuan sneezo, which rane and echood
from the study. He looked in again.

“Nugent—"'

“Oh dear! Yos, sir!”

“I am afraid this is serious. Nugent.
1 will take you tc the Honse dame.
Come with . e. If the eold is taken in
time, it may prevent the necessity of
removing you to tho sanaterinm. Fol-
low me.”

“Oh. yes, sir!”

Frank Nugent gave Wharton an olo-
quent look, and followed Mr. Quelch.
He closed the studv door after him
quickly. Tlad another sneeze followed
the fat would have heen in the fire.

Wharton, left alone in the study,
wiped his perspirine brow,

“Oh erumbs 1" he gasped.

“ Atchooo-choo-choo-channnaoon !

From the study cupboard proceeded a
sorica of Gargantnan sneezes.  Rat Mr.
Ouelech was out of hearing now, and
Billy Bunter was at liberty to sneeczo
to his fat hcart’s content.
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THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
What's to be Done?

ILLY BUNTER crawled from
the etudy cupboard. He gasped

amd sneezed in turns, ss he
crawled,

“Oh dear! Atchpooh! Oh crumbs!
Ow! Awhoooh! 1 say, is the beast
gone! Oh deur! Atchoooh!"

* Xou silly ssa—"

Oh, really, Wharton—"
“You [rabjous chump |”

“Awohooh! Is the
beast! OUw! Atchooh "

“Yes, he's gone. And the sponer
you're gone, too, the better,” growled
the captawn of the Removo.

“1'm not going." .

Billy Bunter sank down in tho study
armchair, olch was gone, ond he
was not likely to come back any more,
Anyhow, Bunter had had enough of the
cupboard. The armchair was infinitely
more canfortablo,

Wharton glared at him.

“You fat Owll You can't stop here.”

“Where shall 1 go, then?” demanded
Bunter.

“Go home, you nss!™

“0h, don't a silly idiot, Wharton!
I've told you I can't go home. The
pater's going to take me up to the
office in the morning, if I'm at home.
If you think I'm going to work in an
office *

Do you think

gone, you

“ You unspeakable ass!
you can stop hore®™

Bunter settled down comfortably in
the armcheir. Wharton looked at him
as if he could have eaten him. Bunter's
gasping and eing died away. Ho
was feeling better now.

A few minutes later Frank Nugent
came back to the study. He grinned
ruefully at Wharton.

“Cold all right, old bLean?” asked
Harry, laughing.

Nugent chuckled.

“It was kind of Quolchy,” he said.
“Too jolly kind! What is that fat
idiot doing horet

“0Oh. really, Nugent—"

“It's time for you to travel, you be-
nighted handersnatch !

“Yah!”

Billy Bunter, evidently, had no in-
tention of travelline. Short of hurding
him headlong from the study, there was
no ectting rid of him,

Wharton and Nugent settled down to
prep again. Pren had to be done, even
with the worry of the cgregious Owl on
their minds

“1 say, you lellows—"

“Shut up!”

“You fellows needn't hother about
prep  We've got something more im-
portant than prep to consider,” said
Bunter indigantly “I've got to be
fixed up for the night,”

“You'll get fixed up for & funeral, if
you don’t shut up!”

“ Reast 1"

Prep went on for a few minutes,
Bunter glowering from the armchair.
Bunter had escaped discovery up to the
present  He dad had, in foct. n sarics
of hairbreadth nscapes. But his future
wan still uncertain - very uncertain. AN
that was certain was that he wa=n'¢
going home to face the unnerving pros-
peet of work That was fixed. and im-
mutable. But the rest was very uncer-
tain, indeed.

When such a problem had to ho

ved. it was. in Bunter's opinion,
utterly futile and frivolous for the fel-
lows to he bothering about so unim-
portant a matter as prep. Nero fiddling
while Rome was burning was nothing
to it. Accustomed as ho was to selfish-
ness on all sides, Bunter felt that this
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was altogoether too thick.  Anybody
right have fancied, from tho way
these fellows went on, that their affairs
were as unportant as Bunter's,

“Look here, you chaps
bogan again.

harton glared round.
“Will you shut up?”
“No, 1 jolly well won't!”

' Bunter

retarted

Bunter. “We've got to settlo what's
going to be done. And you're wasting
time."”

“Prep, yon fathead—prep!”

“ Never mind prep!  You can chance
it in tho morning with Quelchy, Now,
about me ad

Wharton picked up the inkpot.

“ Another word,” he said, 1n a con-
centrated voice, “and you get this—
ree?  Just one more word belore we're
done prep, and you bag it! I mean

that! Now dry up!”
_ Bunter opened his mouth—and closed
it again.

He could see that Wharton was in
carncst—deadly earnest. He was waxy!
There was no reason, eo far as Bunter
could see, why he should be waxy. But
he was; thero was no doubt that he was.
So the Owl of the Remove relapsed into
silence; he did not want the contents
of the inkpot.

Prep was got through in Study No. 1.

It was over at last, and the two
juniors roso from the table. Then the
voice of Billy Bunter, like tho voice of
the turtle, was heard in the land once
more.

"1 say, you fellows—""

“Well, fathead?"” grunted Wharton.

“You've done prep!” said Bunter
sarcastically. “Talk abont Pontius
Pilate iddling while Carthage was burn.
ing! Look here, what are you fellows
going to de? It will be dorm soon.
can't go to the Remove dormitory; 1
should be spotted.”

“You ean go and eat coke!”

“Peast! If you've any suggestions to
mnake—"’

“Only that one!"

“Well, if you ean't suggest anything.
1 suppose 1 shall have to stick in this
study,” eaid Bunter. “ Nohody will
ceme here again till the maid comes
carly in the morning. 1 shall have to

et up early and dodge her. It's hard
inesl You know 1 hate getting up
carly. Not that you care!” added
Dunter bitterly.

“Not a rap!"” agreed Nugent,

"*Not a single, solitary rap!" assented
Wharton.

“ Beasts!  Well,
clothea?"”

“Bedclothes?”

“]1 suppose you don't imagine that 1
can sleep here without blankets in a
March night?" exclaimed Bunter indig
nantly. “Well, you fellows cut up to
the dorm and bag some blankets for
ne.

“0Oh, my hat!”

“I'm not asking you for your own
blankets,” sneered Bunter., *“Don't e
alarmed. Sncak the blankets off some
other fellow's bed.”

“You don't think a fellow would kick
up & shindy if he found his blankets
missing 7"’ grinned Nugeut.

“0Oh! OF course, we'd hetter not have
o fuss; they migin suspect something.
Better bring your own blankets, on
gecond thoughts,”

“And what are
blankets?"

“1 hope you'ro not going to be
selfish, Wharton, This isn't a time for
your beastly sclfishness.”

“0Oh ecissors!"

“Hall a dozen Llankets will do,”” said
Dunter.  “ Bring a pillow as well.
enn rough it. Might as well shove in
your overcoats,”

what about bed-

wo to do without

“And do you think we tan carry half
a dozen blankets down from the dorm
without half Greyfriars seeing us?”
asked Harry.

“If you think 1 can sleep here with-
out bedelothes, Wharton—""

“You fat idiot! You can't sleep hero
at all! Go and report yourself to

GREYFRIARS CELEBRI fIES.

A gallery of Greyiriars celebrities
would not be complete without George
Wingate, captain of the school. So our
special rhymester hastens to assure you
tha: George has not been forgotten.

WuRLD allow me, readers all,
A About the Greyiriars skipper;
Rugged, good-natured, strong
and tall,

A friend to every nmipper!
In discipline's stern name will he,

With firma and grim-set chin, “gate ”
Unruly fags; yet all agree

None's finer than George Wingate!

A giant upon the footer ficld,
A genius at cricket,

Whate'er the odds, will Wingate yield?
Not he! He'll always ulili it!

Ho knows that tho' the way seems dark
And for a rest you're yearning,

Sheer grit will always hit the mark—
A lesson worth the learning!

Of course. our captain’s not qnite freo
From chaps whose pose as critics:

First Team selections they should be,
They think—tho' paralytica!

Coker, for instance, gets quite “ cracked”
When him they don’t include, 01

He fails to see tf‘:e obvious fact
That he's more fit for ludo!

That Wingate reigns without a foe
Is not to be expected.
Loder, a cad from tip to toe,
Has manv echemes effected
To lower Wingate's colours; hut
That task, thank goodness, needed
A greater figure than he cut.
S0 Loder no'er succecded |

For Loder, unlike Wingate. aims
At heing mav and " hladev ¥;

At backing “gees ™ and plaving games
That decent chaps think shady.

And Loder knows that Wingate's mind
s far above such notions.

In which specific fact vou'll find
The ecause of L.'s emotions!
Three cheers for Wingate! Q'cr the

School
Lone mav he reign Head Prefect !
We know he’ll never plav the fool
And rarelv show a defect,
Reneath his stern but kindlv sway,
Greviriars to greater glorics
Wil mast assur’dly win her way.
Full detalle—futuro staries!
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Quelch. 1It's too late for you to be
gent home to-night; so he will fix youn
up, and send you home in the morning."”

“1've told you a lot of times that Fm
not going to be sent home. If you
think I'm going to work in a beastly,
stulfy office to please you, you're mis-
taken! 1 say, you fellows, don't gol”

But the fellows did not heed

They seemed to have had enough of
the fascinating society of William
George Bunter,  Apparently they fels
that 1t was possible to have too much of
a good thing. They went.

"1 say, you fellows!" yelled Bunter.

But the fellows were gone,

* Beasts " roared Bunter.

The Owl of the Remove was lcft in
solitary possession of Study No. 1.

A few minutes later Peter Todd, on
his way down, looked into Study No. 1
and grinned at the frowning face of the
fat junior.

“You still here, fatty?”

“1 say, Peter, old ehap, eut up to the
dorm, and letch mo some blankets—""

“1 don't think!"

*“If you're going to be a selfish beast
like Wharton—"

“1am! Worse, in fact!”

" Beast 1™

Peter grinned and departed.

Billy Bunter sat down again in the
armchair to consider the matter. His
considerations of the matter gradually

blurred as he nodded off to !iuir. 1t
was nearly bed-time now, and Buntar
was tired, His fat chin dropped upon
his podgy chest and he 8|umg1[‘rl!(|—ﬂlul
from Study No. 1 proceeded a deep and
vchoing rumhble, well-known in the Re-
move dormitory when Bunter was there!
Forgetful of his troubles, Billy Bunter
slept and snored.

At half-past nine the Remove fellows
wero shepherded off to their dormitory,
and Wingate of the Sixth saw lights
out. In the Remove dormitory all wero
soon asleep In Study No. 1 Billy
Buuter also was asleep—and snoring.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAFPTER.

Buartling !
EXTR.»\ORDIN.*‘\RY " said Mr,
uélch.
The Remove master was
surprisod.
At ten o'clock that evening Mr.

Quelch had looked out of his study
window, to enjoy a breath or two of
fresh air, after an hour or two spent in
correcting papers for his Form.

anjng into the placid night, Mr.
Queleh had become aware of a beam of
light streaming out into the darknecss.

He did not partioularly notice it at
first; there were still many lig
windows. But it dawned upon him
after a time that the beam of light
came from a Remove window.

In the Remove studies, of course, all
lights should have been out. The Re-
move had been in bed half an hour,

Mr. Queich frowned.

It looked as if some Remove fellow
had sneaked down from the dormitory

after lights-out, carelessly betraying
himself gy turning on the light in his
study. Either that or some fellow had

carclessly left his iight burning. In
cither case it was up to Mr. Quelch to
look into the matter.

The Remove master left his study,
thoughtfully picking up a eano as ho
passed his table.

He made his way to the
passage.

He did not need to search for the
study in which the light was still burn-
ing. There was a gleam of it under the
door of Study No. 1.

Tne Maexer Lisrany.—No, 1,151,
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Mr. Quelch approuched the atudi.
taking a firm grip on the cano as he
did so. Then he halted 1 amazement,
8nd confided to space that 1t was extra-
onhnuary.

From Study No. 1 in the Remove
proceeded a strange, startling sound.

“Grererrrreereer |

It was somothing iike the whir of
machunery , it was somcthing like the
rundde of distant thunder; 1t was some-
thing like the growl of an approaching
aecoplune, It resembled  all  these
sgunds—but it was not one of them.
Mr. Queleh was porplexed to guess what
ib was. :

Whatever it was, i1t was cmphatio
end conwnuous—like the *unending

" of Wagner but perhaps a
trille less welodious.

" Bxtraordinary " repeated Mr.

He histencd for a few moments; then
he quietly opened the door of the study
and looked in.

' Snorceerrre |

Mr Quelch gazed. Astomshment was
dopicted on s epeaking features. llo
almost gaped. _ _

* Bunter ! he said faintly. 3

Reclining in tho study armchair, with
his fat little legs stretched out, his
mouth wide open, was Billy Bunter—
Eomng strong!

“ Bunter ! repeated Mr. Quelch.

He guozed at Bunter. Bunter, decp in
the land of dreums, snored.  Mr. Quelch
realised now what that strange and un-
nerving sound was. It was not the
muttering of thunder; it was not tho
voice of the tempest! It was Billy
Bunter's hefty snorc.

Bunter was fast aslcep—and dream.
ing! He was dreaming of the spread
he bad annexed in Coker's study; cat-
ing over ugain, in the rgadms of fancy,
that delicious cold chicken that bhad
melted in his capacious mouth, He
smiled as he slumbeged.

“ Bunter 1" said Mr. Quolel, for the
third time.

The ghost of Bunter could not have
startd him more. Bunter, so fnr as
Me. Quelch had known, was at home
the Bunter villa i Surrey. As the
Head's letter, recalling him to Grey-
frinrs, had been delivered to Mr., Bun-
ter that day, Mr. Quelch expected 10
see the Owl of the Remove on the
morrow. He did ot expect to-sce him
to-night. But there he wns—in balmy
glumber, snorfng !

“Bless my soul " said Mr. Quelch.

He trowned portentousdy.

Bunter, apparently, iostead of wait-
ing till to-morrow. had returned to the
e€chool that day—as he was at full
liberty to do, after the delivery of tho
hendmaster’s letter

But why had he not reported limself
to the Form master?  Why had he
entered the school secrctly,  surrep-
titionsly, and gone to sleep in a study
instead of the dormitory? That was in-
explicable,

Frowning. Mr. Quelch approached the
sleeping beauty.

Bunter did not wnke Bunter fell
asleep casily enough, but he was not an
casy waker. He snored on luxuriously,
while the angular formn of tho Removo
master bont over him,

“Bunter " said Mr. Quelch, in a
deep voiee.

Snore!

“RUNTERI"

Bnore!

“Bless my soul!" said Mr. Quelch,

He reached for Runter’s shonlder,
grasped it. and shook the fat junior.
There was a momentary cessation of
Bunter's nasal cfforts Hoe murmured
in his sleep,
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_"0aoooh! Leggol 'Tain'l
rising-bell " A
Then he snored again.
“Upon my word!" sai
“BUNTER! BUNTERI[
Snoro!
Slé’aka. shake, shake!”
e t'.

Bunter turned over a lLittle in the
chair, without opening his eycs. Ho
settled d again, and snored.

“BUNTER!" hooted Mr. Quelcl.

Snorel .

Mr. Quglch compressed bis lips. His
hoot would have awaktned the Seven
Sleepers of Ephesus; but it had no
cffect on Billy Bunter. It passed the
fat junior by like the idle wind which
ho regarded not. DBut Mr. Quelch had
sowmewnng wore cffectjve thun lus voice
at hand. He raised his cano. He
felt that that would wake Bunter, if
anything would,

Beast!

Mr. Quelch.

1 1
“ Yarooooh |" . )
Mr. Quelch was right! The cano did
wake Buoter!
“Yow-ow-ow!” roared Bunter.
“Beast! Wharrer you up tot Yah!
Oh erikey "
He started up, his eyes wide open
over the spectacles that had slipped
down his fat littlo nosc.

" Bunter 1"
Quelch!”  gasped

“Oh ecrumbs!
Bunter.
He blinked at his Form master.
~ i[i'u;mtcr, you foolish and ridiculous
¥

“Ow! Koep off 1"

“Bunter—"

*Yaroocooh 1"

Bunter left the armchair with a
bound. With another bound he was
on the safo side of tho study table. Ho
blinked ncross the table at Henry
Samuel Qnelch,

“Munter ! What—""

“Oh dear! Oh scissors
I ain’t going home—"

“DBunter! Come bhere!”

Ll Ow lll

Eeep off!

Bunter did not come there! The
study door was open—and Bunter made
a desporate bound for it.

* Bunter!” shrieked Mr, Quelch.

Bunter did not heed. He flow! The
astonished Remove master made a
stride after hig_. kBumcr'a flying foot-

ac!

steps echoed along the Remove
passage.  Mr. Quelch rushed out after
him

“Oh, enkey!” floated back from the
distance.

Bunter was gono.

“Bless my soulI” said Mr. Quelch
faintly. *Is the boy out of his senses?
What can be the reason of this extra-
ordinary conductt It is—is amazing!
Bunter! Bunter, 1 command you to
come here at once!”

If the Owl of the Removo heard tho
commmund he heeded not, but continued
his flight down the Remove passage,
punting and gasping, bLis fat, little legs
working liko clockwork.

There was a faint echo from a distant
gtaircase, then silence. Mr. Quelch
breathed hard and decp.

“1 shall cane that boy ! ho eaid,
addressing spaco.  “1 sholl cane him

with tho utmost severity, 1 shalll
Bunter! BUNTER!"
Silenco

Billy Bunter had vanished into space.

With  compressed  lips, and feol
ings that were inexpressible in words—
at all ovents, in words suitable for
utteranco by a Form  master—Mr.
Quelch turned out the light in Study
No. 1, and rvstled awsy.

“HE MAGNET

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER,
All Serene !

“" ALLO, ballo, hallo! mur-

H mured Bob Cherry sleepily,

He raised his head from

the pillow, and blinked round

:u the darkness of the Remove dormi-
ory.

Something had disturbed him. He
did not know what it was, but he had
an anpression  that  somebody was
moving in the dormitoty.

“Hollg, ballo, hnuof Any of yon
Fellows upt” yawned Bob.

There was a gasp in zhebﬁrkmss.

Bob Cherry sat up in

“ Who s that?”’ he cjaculated.

N‘?Y Innmn:r.h : .

“What's the row?” camp a sleepy
voico from Harry Wharton's bed,
“Somebody's up!" answered Bob, “I
heard— Hallo, halo, hsllo! Thege's
mabgdy cowing | Sounds like Quelch's

B.

Thero was a sound of rather heavy

footstops in the possage outside. Tho
door o i
“Quelchy I" murmured Whartop.

“What tho thump—" FHe blinked in
the light that was suddenly switched
on.

Mr. Quelch, with a frown on his
brow, stood in the doorway, looking
into the lighted dormitory.

Wharton and Bob Cherry stared at
him. Beveral other fellows awakened,
and stared.

Mr Quelch advanced into the room.

1 eee that you are awake!"” ho said,
with an inflexion of sarcasm in his
voico.

“You woke us, sir!” said Vernon-
Smith politely.

“Do not be impertinent,
Bmith 1" snapped Mr. Quelch.

** But you did wako us, sir!” said tho
Bounder,

“You will take fifty lines, Vernon-
Smith!”

lnoh I"

More and more of the fellows
awakened now.  Most of the Removo
gat up in bed, blinking at Quelch, and
wondering what this late visit might
portend.  The Remove master scanned
fuce after face.

“Is Bunter here?” ho rapped out
sharply.

. " Buntor!” repeated a dozen voices,
in amazement.

“ Yes—Bunter ['*

“Not thut I know of, siri" said
Hacry Wharton, “He certainly wasn't
here when we went to bed.”

“The herefulness is  not  terrific,
esteemed  sahib!” murmured Hurreo
Jamset Ram Singh.

Bob Cherry remembered the gasp he
had heard in the darkness. a minute or
two before Mr. Queich’s arrival, But
he said nothing. Bunter, if ho was
there, was not in sight. Nobody was
to be scen in the domliw?-. except the
fellows sitting up n the long rows of
be ne was vacant and un-
mude, the one that belongod to Bunter
when he was thore. Mr. Quelch’s
gimlet-eye turned on it. Bul thero was
no sign of Bunter.

o ‘Elm Bunter has not come here?”
asked Mr. Quelch

“We haven't seen him, sir.”

“Isn't Bunter at homo, sirf' asked
Lord Mauleverer.

“He is not at home, Mauleverer.
Greatly to my astonishment, 1 found
him in a Remove study a short timo
ago. I have been searching for him
since. but so far have not found him.
II tho'ught that he might have come
were,’

Vernon-
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Billy Bunter suddenly let go his hold on the
bed, with the result that Mr, Quelch sat down
“ Ha, ha, ha !

on the floor with a bump.
laughed the Removites.

“Oh!" ejaculated Peter 10dd sud-
denly.

He was startled. Something had
bumped on his bed from underneath.
and it gave Peter quite a start.

The gimlet eyes gleamed at Toddy.

“Do you know anything of Bunter
Todd 1"

“J—I haven't seen him here, sir!”
gasped Peter. “I—I was asleep till you
came in, sir."” X

“He may be in concealment in this
room ! said Mr. Quelch.

Peter heard a suppressed gasp. He
Il:::;w now what had bumped under his

“It is most extraordinary,” said Mr.
Quelch.  “Bunter appears to have
returned to-day; and for some inexplic-
able reason, he has kept his return a
segret, instead of reporting himself to
me. Bunter! Bunter, if you are here,
I command you to show yourself.”

The command fell upon deal ears. If
Bl.ll?ter was there, he did not show him-
solf.

The Remove master frowned.

“1 shall search tho dormitory!” he

said.

“Oh crikey!”

Mr. Quelch jumped.

“"What—what was that? Who spoke 1™

No answer!

“Did you speak, Todd?"

“N-n-no, sirl"

“That ridiculous and unseemly ejacu-
lation, Todd, appeared to come from
your direction.”

“D-d-did it, sir?

“It did!" said Mr. Quelch.

IMe wdvanced to Toddy's bed. He
stooped by the side of the bed. and
peered underncath it,

He gave quite a start, as his evea fell
upon a fat, terrified foce, with two
terrified eyes blinking through a pair of
large specticles.

“Tunter " he ejaculated.

“Ow' I'm not here, sir—=""

“What 1"

“1—1 mecan—-"

" Come forth at once, Bunter " hooted
Hr.oQuelch.
“ w Ill

Bunter did not come forth! He went
forth—on the other side of the bed.
With an angry exclamation, Mr.
Quelch reached after him, as he
squirmed away, and captured a fal
ankle.

* Yarooh!” roared Bunter.

“Oh, iy hat!" gasped Toddy.

* Bunter—""

Leggo!”

" Yow-ow-ow !
Mr. Quelch grasped the fat ankle
firmly. and tugged. There was a dolor-

ous howl from William George Bunter.

“Ow! Leggo! Wow!"

“Come out at once!" gasped Mr.
Quelch.

“Ow! Owl! Wow!"”

Mr. Quelch tugged hard! Billy

Bunter, in despair, clutched a leg of

the bed, and held on. Mr. Quelch
tugzed., and Bunter eclung: and the
whole Remove pgazed at the extra-

ordinary scene with breathless interest.

“ Bunter—I command you—"

“Yow-ow-ow-ow !"

*“You—you—you—""

L “,Qw I.I‘

Mr. Quelch made a supreme cffort. Fle
fairly put his beefl into it, and tugged
with a tug that Bunter counld not resist.
The fat junior let go is hold; and
under the pull of that terrific tug, he
fairlv flew out from under the bed

He came so suddenly, and sc swiftly,
that Mr. Quelch was not prepared for it.
Mr Quelch sat down.

Bump!

“Ha. ha, ha!"” came in an involun.
tary vell from the Remove. They could
not help it

“Bless my soul!” gasped Mr. Quelch
breathlessly

“Yow-ow-cw!""

The Remove master staggered to his
feet His face was crimson; his eycs
ghinted. He grasped Bunter by the
collar and dragged him up.

“The

“Silence I hooted Mr. Quelch. h
next boy who laughs will be caned in

tho orning! Silence I”

Sudden gravity descended on
Remove.

* Now, Dunter—"

“Yaroooh "'

“What does this mean, Bunter? For
what reason have you conccaled your
return to the school? How dare you do
s0? What does this extraordinary con-

the

duct mean? Are you out of your
senses 17"
“Oh! Ow! No, sir! Ow! Leggo!”

gasped Bunter. *I didr’t. sir— mean,
T wasn'—— It—it wasn't me, sir!”
“What does it mean?' hooted Mr,
Quelch " Since the Headmaster wrote
to your father gsiving permission far
you to return—"
“Eh?*
“Why did you not return openly—""
“Wha-a-a-tt’

“ Instead of entering the echool in

this absurd, surreptitious manner?
Explain yourself at once!"

Bunter blinked at him.

“J—F—I—" he stuttered. “0h

crikey ! | mean—"

“However, you shall explain yourself
in the morning—the hour is late," said
Mr. Queleh, ™1 will give Instruetions
for your bed to be made. Remain

ere.”

“Oh! Yes, sir!” gasped Bunter.

Mr. Quelch left tﬁn dormitory. Ha
was compketely  puzzled by  Bunter'a
remarkable conduect in returning to the
school surreptitiously. after the Head's
pesmission had been given or hia to
como back. Bunter. on his side, was
quite astonished to hear of that permis-
sion. Dut he was very relieved, too.

“] say. you feHows—"

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared Bob Cherry.
“Yuon fat chump. didn't you know——"

“0Of course 1 didn't! The Head's
lettor must have got there aflter I
bunked—"

(Continued on page 28.)
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INTROOUCTION

Puul Blake, Fifth-Former of Greystones,
learne that Guy Warren, his cousin and captain of
the school, is rn seripus trouble. Thirly pounds
of the funds placed in Warren's charge have
been pambled mway, and rather than sce the son
of his guardian exposed as o thief, Pawl decides

blame. Thia

to take the J.\z Mm”ﬁ""?:‘i
! Ih’ml erntomm. o males in
m however, he meels Smith, an

ajula
mmmmd waif of the roads. The two tell each
other their slorics, and them Paul enygests that
they join the Foreign Legion er. Jub
agrees, and in Paris the tiwo chums enlisl in the
Legion for five years. At Mareeilles they meel
Cluerles Desmond, once captatn of Greystones,
ond Esterhurn, a former officer in the French
army. fwr become  firm  friends and
manage to be gent to the desert fort of Sidi-bel-
Abbes together. A week or two laler Pawl is
startled to find that Guy Warren and his nister
Jime are viziting Sidi on their African lour.
I¥arren has inherited the title and fortune of his
Sather, and for fear that Pawl Blake will ruin
Him by telling the truth about the stolen mo,
arranges widh the rvillainous Sergeant-Major
Eolke that the youngster shall be killed—soinchow.
Then comes the news that the warlite Arabs have
rigen, and u strong punilive draft of the Legion,
inpluding Paul, Jub, Esterharn Deemundd, is
&cht eouth into'the desert to quell them.
(Now read en.)

F sand. And when at length a

halt was called the weary men

A Man Dies |
ORTY miles the battalion marched
that day over heavy, burning
flung themselves down and slept the
sleep of utter exhaustion,
Reveille brought them to their feot

onge more, and the arduous march was
contmued. They were heading  for
Zukra, a small, fortified willage five

hundred miles into the desert; o villuge
which, whilst scarcely uspinng to be
culled a fort, served as a refitting dump
for the Legion.
For five long, endlcss days, scorched
Tre Macxer Lappani.—No. 1,151,

s AR

START THIS VIVID STORY OF THE FOBEIGN LEGION TO-DAY !

- i - -

beneath a blistering sun, the battalion
marched on. But every man was hard
as nails, and, as yet, there were no cases
of sickness, sunstroke, or of le cafard,
the terrible desert madness.

At the friendly villages and oases
through which they passed they learned
that the primary causs of all the
trouble was & certain fanatical Touareg
chief, named Ali bu Sadi, who had
stoutly sworn by every hair of the beard
of the prophet that he would sweep the
l*'lrlench out of the Sahara once and for
all.

And if lhis plans were allowed to
mature he seemed in a fair way to
carrying out his threat. For tribal
dilferences were being forgotten, and
Touarcg, Moor, and warhke Senussi
were swearing eternal brotherhood and
uniting against the common foe.

The desert—so the battalion was in-
formued by marabouts and Arab camel-
drivers—was a death-trap. It was
secthing with tribes who were Hocking
to the black banner of Al bu Sadi.

“We cannot continue like this,"

rophesiod Lemarne, as the battalion
ay encamped on the fifth night.
“Sooner or later we are bound to
conncct with these Touuregs."”

His words proved correct, for towards
mid-afternoon of the following day an
Arab goumiter came riding !rnuticaﬁy in
with the news that a strong force of
Tounregs was lying in ambush amongst
the sandhills sevon miles ahead.

“ How muny do they number ! snarled
Sergeant-Major Bolke, before taking the
man in {ront of Licutenant Villiers, who
was commanding the battalion.

* Fifteen hundred—at the very least!”
panted the man.

Sergeaut-Major Bolke smiled grlm|¥‘

*“And wo number a thousand,” he in-
formed Licutenant Villiers, who knew

“Stand fast, Legionnaires [ ”* . .. .And the Legion«
nalres, with bayonets forming a menacing barrier
of glittering steel, [ace a yelling, charging horde
ol desert tribesmen, knowing that it Is to be a

fight to a fnish.

it. “The odds are even cnough to
warrant us pushing on.”

The lieutenant agreed, and a plan of
campaign was speedily decided upon.
Three miles to tho east of where the
Touaregs were lying in ambush the
ﬁwund roso in a long, sloping sand-

ill. And towards this rising ground,
moving in extended formation, the
battalion advanced.

Every man was on the alert and
tingling with cxcitement. Withip the
hour they would be at grips with the
enemy. Dut the attack was to como
sooner than they expected; for the
Touaregs had scouts out, and these
reported to the main body that thp
infidel dogs were making a detour.

What bhappencd next was  what
Bergeant-Major Bolke had anticipated.
Only, unfortunately, it happened before
he I‘:ad got the battalion ensegneed on
the rising ground of the sandhill, which
was what he and Licutenant Villiers
had been staking on. The Touaregs
abandoned their ambush and, charging
out ol cover, swept down to the attack.

As though emerging from out of tho
ground, they topped the ridge of a long,
low sand dune, a mass of yelling, white-
robed, camel-mounted figures. Frenziedly
brandishing swords and epears, they
thundered down on the battalion, and
from their throats came their dread,
menacing war-cry :

“Ul-ul-ul-ullabh Akbar!"

On they came, long lincs of yelling
fiends, mounted on swiftly moving
camels. And, with left knees on the
sand and rific-butts cuddled into cheeks,
the battalion silently awaited their
coming

“Prepare to fire!" barked Bolke.

The Legionnaires tensed, overy man
squinting along his rifle-barrel, which
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wqs sighted straight into the yelling,
charging horde.

" Fire!"

There came a deafening crash of
musketry, and lurid lame spat viciously
from rifle-muzzles as the Legionnuires

poured a withering fire into the
Touaregs.
Above the din rose the screcams of

wounded camels and dying men, and
through the thin, drifting, acrid smoke
Puul saw that the enemy were moment

arily chocked 1n & seething, surging
Imass.

“Keep firing, you doFs!" roared
Bolke. *“ By thunder, if they override
us we're done!”

The Legionnaires obeyed, a long

reverberating crash of musketry coming
from their double ranks. Volley after
volley they poured into the screanung,
shrieking mob, for they knew only too
well what their fate would be should
they be overridden and live to be taken
prisoners. .

Itut the Touaregs were forming again,
driven by their fanatical hatred of these
soldiers of France. Ou they came, cyes
flamning  with blood-lust, swords and
gleuming spears upraised, yelling their
battle-cry :

* Ul-ul-ul-ullah Akbar!”

Some had long parrelled muskets, but
their shooting was necessarily wild. Yet
more than one bullet got howe, and a
Legionnaire near DBolke reeled over
with a choking sob, face foremost to the
sand.

“ Bayonets!"' screamed Bolke; and at
the word the kneeling ranks rose as one
man, their bayonets a bristling barricy
of glittering steel.

The charging, white-robed fiends wero
almost on them now; and, standing as
rigid as though on the parade ground,
Bolke gave the stirring last command :

“Stand fast, Legionnaires!”

Next instant the first wave of the
frenzied ‘Touaregs broke against that
solid wall of steel; broke, recoiled, then
surged forward aguin, thrust by the
press behind,

But they could not pass, for now the
Legionnaires were advancing, inch by
inch. foot by foot, yard by yard, their
crimson bayonets thrusting, lunging.
and parrying, as remorsclessly they
forced tho Touaregs back.

And did a Legionnairo go down with
severed shoulder or cleft skull, to be
trampled underfoot, then the gap was
instantly closed as a comrade from the
rear rank stepped forward into the
breach.

Shoulder to shoulder in the foremost
rank were Paul and Jub, fighting
desperately, half-dazed by the yells and
screams, the blood and horror of it all.
For they were new to this awful gamo
of war.

A huge Touareg bore down on Paul,
his great curved sword whirling aloft
for the downward slash. Paul's crimson
bayonet Hushed up to parry tho blow,
and was shivered at the hilt, With such
savage force had the Touareg struck
that the rifle was torn from the boy's
hand Like lightning, the Touareg's
sword swept up agait. to whirl down-
wards on the now defenceless boy,

BBut 1n that split instant of time Jub’s
shoulder took Paul heavily in the ribs,
sending  hun stugeering  clear. Yet
nought on eurth could cheek the carcer
of that downward. Bashing sword. It
took Jub [ull on the shoulder near the
base of the throat. cleaving its way
through tunic and bone.

Conscious of nothing in that moment,
save that Jub had given his lifo for
him, Puaul snatched up his chum's
fallen rifle, and whirled on the Touareg,

with  blazing eves. Again the
Touareg's sword flashed up, but before
it could descend a feot of venomous
steel took him between the ribs.

With & scream he swuyed back in
the saddle, the sword ftulling from his
perveless hand. Then, heeling over, he
pitehed heavily to the ground, to hie
a8 lunp and huddled hesap in soakiug,
blood-stained robes,

“They're breaking!™ Bolke's exult-
ant bellow sounucd above the hubbub
of battle. " Forward, Lewiounaires!”

Like a receding wave of the sca the
Touarcgs were lalling back. It was
the prelude to punic und stampede. A
few moments later the rout was cowm-
plete, sud there camo a roar from
Bolke :

“Give 'em lead, you dogs!”

The crash of rifles rang out, and
more than one of the Heemng, white-
robed lLigures collunsed on the desert
sund.  Another volley, and another
specded the sud and ecattered rembant
in their thght,

I'he victory was complete, and it was
useless to pursue the survivors of the
encounter.  But those mowments of vie-
tory were the saddest Paul lad ever
known, for, knecling on the sand, he
held in bis arms the friend who had
given his life for him.

Jub s eyes flickered open, and, as he
gazed up ot Paul, his hivid lips twisted
into a brave swmile,

“ Reckon at's the end of the road for

me, Paul,” he whispered. “You all
right #™

“ Yes, Jub.”

Jub was silent, and when noxt ho

spoke his voice was weaker.
“1t was an awful weary road, and

lonely, till you came ulong. You're
the ouly friend 1've ever had. Ged
bless  you, Paul. and bring you
through! 1—I'm going now. Good-

bye, old pal!”

Fecebly his hand eroped for Paul's as
the words trailed away. Paul took it
and held it fast, unconscious for the
moment  that Jub  had pressed his
father’s V.C. inta his hand—a lasting
memento  of  their  brief friendship.
Jub's ﬁluzing eyes slowly closed. Then
suddenly his head fell back, und he
went limp  Majuba Smith was dead.
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Reverently Paul laid bim down, and,
straightening to hia feet, stood o

moment with eyes aswim.  Mechanic-
ally he placed the kttle bronie cross in
his pouch; his lirs woved in silent
prayer.

* Poor devil I spoke a voice at Paul's
elbow. “8o Smuth hus got his dis-
charge."”

Turning, Paul found that the speaker
was Lemarne, powder-begrimed, and
with a blood-staned bandage round |.is
head.

" Yes,” said Paul quietly. " Ha took
a sword thrust whioh was meant for
me."”

Lemarne nodded.

“He was a good one, that Smith,”
he said. 1 am sorry he has gene. Ho
was a man "

With that he passed on. But let tho
words of that hard-bitten Legionnaire
be the epituph of Majuba Smith, who
lies in a lonely desert gravo:

“He was a man!”

Lemarne's Warning !

HE batwshon bud lost a hundred

men, kilied o the tght.  Of

the remainder, over three hun-

) dred bad been wounded,  And

it was on the yuestion of these latter

that Sergeant-Mujor I'olke alinost quer-
rolled with the Lieutenant Villiers.

“Thoe wounded must be sent | ack to

the pearest oasis under oscort,’ sand

Villiers, who was a hwmnane wndividual

“It is im tble for t'wm to continue
on towards Zukra.”
* Escart!" repeated DBolke bitterlr,

“And where are we to tind an escort
without reducing the strength of the
company to less than half?”

The lteutenant wua lirin for once.

“It is unfortunate, but it cannot ba
helped,” he said. “The wounded can-
not go on, and if they are sent back
unescorted thuy will be wiped out by
the first marauding band to sigit
them."

Villiors had his way. And at dawn
the following morning the battalion,
now only four bundred and fifty strong,
marched forward, with another thres
hundred miles of burning. Arab-infested

(Continued on next paye.)
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desert lying between them ard
Zukra.
Paul Desmond, Esterharn, and

Lemarne were in the leading four, and
more taan onca sa they trudged wearily
on throughout that endless day, Paul
was conscious that Lemarne was watch-
ing him. X

fr. was just beforc camp was pitched
for tho night that the old Legionnaire
spoke.

“ Keep awake to-night.” he muttered.
“I have something to say to vow.”

With his knapsack for a pillow, and
Lis greatooat for a ground-shect, Paul
lny awake that night staring up at the
sfar-spangled sky. Lemarnc came to
Iim at lust, and stretohed himself out
on the sand by the boy's side. X

Tor a few moments the Legionnaire
was silent; then in a ecarce audible
whisper, he said:

“This force can never hold Zukra.”

Paul made no answef, and Lemarne
went on in the same Jow tones:

“But we will not be put to tho test.
F'or not a man of us will ever reach

Zukra alive!

The tense, vibrant words startled
Paul, Hé¢ turned his head towards
Lemarne.

“What do you mean?” he whispered.

“l mecan that we were far from
strong when we numbered a thousand
men,” was the answer, ** Now there are
little more than four hundred of ua. It
is madness to go on.  Wo ghall Le
wiped out to & man”

Paul was silent, and Lemarne con-
tinued :

“1 nin no coward, nor am I afraid to
die.  Dut neither am I an animal that
[ shonld bo butchered because of the
stupidity of those who lead va.”

Ilis lingers gripped on Paul’s arm,

“For four long wears I have scrved
France faithfully and well in the ranks
of the Legion,” he went on; and there
was n quiver of suppressed passion in
bis low tcnes.  “But promotion has
never como my wav. Bolke has seen to
that. Well, I am through—through be-
fore I die, cither bv Arab knife, or by

madness in the brain. Do you know
Hotzman 1
oo "

1

:"Qmi Johansen the Swede?

“ And

Bal , Zimmermann,
Ralgart'

Stule,

“Yes, I know them all,” responde
“Are they not comrades o

Lemarne hitched himself closer.

“ Listen, then!” he said, his lips close
to the boy's ear. “ And swear by every
oath which you hold sacred that you
will npver divulge one word of what I
am nbout to tell you!”

Paul hesitated

"'l,‘ swear !” he said quictly,

“Good!"” exclaimed Lemarne. “I
know you well enough to know that
you will keep your oath whether you
come in with us or not. Well, then, I,
and the ones whom 1 have named, are

golr}g on pump.”
“Desertingt”  ejaculated Paul.

“Yes, deserting. We are not fools.
It is madness, 1 tell you, to go on!”

Paul was conscious of a dull dis-
a?pointmcnt. Ho had not thought this
of Lemarne.  Somehow the man had
always struck him as being a soldier of
the very finest type.

And it almost secemed as though
Lemarne sensed something of what was
in the boy's mind, for he resumed:

“You do not understand. [f by some
vilé chanco we live to win through to
Zukra, do you know what lies in store
for us there? Weary, endless days of
blistering heat; cxistenoe on short and
rotten rations and stinking water; and
Bolke—always Bolke!l I know w]mt that
furnance of Zukra is like. Non d'un pom
—it is terrible ("

Hardened Legionnaire though he was,
Lemarne broko off, with a shudder,

“PBut why have you told me this"
asked Paul softly, “about you and Hotz-
man and the ﬂtﬁcrs?"

“ Becauso we wish you to join us!"

“ Mo cxclaimed the boy. “Whyt"

Again the firm, brown fingers of
Lemarne tightened on Paul's arm,

“One reason is that 1 like you, boy,"
he answered “I kave talked the others
round, and you may join us if you will.
What have you done to Bolke?'

“What have I done to Bolke?!' re-
peated Paul, astonished at the question,
“Why, nothing "

mm’

Frenziedly brandishing swords and
the white-robed, camel-
mounted figures thundered down
on the battalion of Legionnalres,
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“Ye¢t ne hates you more than any
other man of the company,” said
Lemarne grimly. “Sacre diable, but I
have seen him watching you more times
than once since we left Sidi-bel-Abbcs,
and I have read the murder in his eyes.
He means you harm, mon enfant ("

“But, Lemarne—""

“1 am wnming vou!" cut in the
Legionnaire, **Why he hates you eo 1
do not know. But hato you he does,
and that hatred is going to find a vent,
Then you will cither die or wish to die,
You have been in the Leglon some little
time, but even yet you do not know
what Bélke is capable of when roused.'”

“ He has treated me all right since we
left Sidi-bel-Abbes,"” responded Paul.

“Yes; for this is a perilous march,
and he has had other tﬁings to occupy
him. But wait! If le bon Dieu permits,
and the company wins through to Zukra,
then I woukrnot stand in your ehoes for
one million francs!"

“But I cannot understand what he can
have against me, Lemarne,” muttered

the boy. “I know he thinks me a
thief—"

“That is mnothing!" interposed
Lemarne. “He is one himself—and
worse. No; there is some depper cause

than that for his hatred.
mon enfant, and do wnot linger to
inquire. Come with ws. To-morrow
night we camp at the fort of Sulta. And
when * Reveille ' blows the next morning
wo will have gone”

A sllence fell between them—a silence
broken suddenly by Paul.

“I am grateful to you from the
bottom of my hcart, Lemarne1” he said

But be wise,

quietly.  “Dut stay with the
company."’

“You mean that?"

“‘Vca‘l’

“You are throwing away your one
chance of life,” warned the old Legion-

naire. “Why won't you come(”

Paul's answer came sp low that he
could scarce hear it.

“You know—do you not?"

Lemarne's lips twisted in a smile.

“Yes, I know,”” he replied. “1It is
because you have signed on for
five years. You wish to keep
faith. Ah, once I thought as
you. but that is over now! It
i5 the Legion which does not
keep faith. It promises you dis-
tinction and promotion. It
gives nothing—nothing. save
soul-killing discipline and a
death amidst the burning sand.
Well, I am through with it all.
And T ask vou. for the last timo
will you join us?"”

“No, 1 cannot!"

“You mean vou will not!”

retorted Lemarne.  * Boy, you
are a fool! We ecan win
through to safety, and the

Legion will know us no more.
Eut have it your awn way. You
will forget what I've said 1"
“Yes; it is already forgotten,
Lemarne !"
Satisfied, the Legionnaire
nodded and moved away.

The Sulta Fort,

HERE was =& ecertain
detail about this pro-
posed desertion which

Lemarne had not men-
tioned to Paul Blake, and it
was rather an important detail
namely, that before  the
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deserters cleared out they intended to
murder Sergeant-Major Bolke.

Lemarno had not mentioned this in-
teresung fact to Paul, for the simple
reason that he himself ~was entirely
ignorant of it.

He was oot the leader of the band of
deserters. As o matter of fact, it was
ouly within the past twenty-four hours
that he had joined them, at the cxpress
invitation ﬂf‘ lotzman, who was the
moving spirit.

For wecks now [Hotzman, Johansen,
Zimmermann, Stulz, and Kalgar had
been plotting to murder Bolke. They
had talked it over long before leaving
Sidi-bel-Abbes. And they proposed to
do it the following night at the fort at
Sulta.

They certainly wouldn’t have hesitated
to have tuken Lemarne into their con-
fidence about this liwtle killing had they
been quite sure of his approval. But
they weren't sure of it; for Lemarno
had a peculiar code of honour. llo
didn't object to desertion, but it was

uite on the cards that he would draw
the lino at murder—even the murder of
such a fiend as Bolke.

8o, to be on the safe side, Ilotzman
& Co. had decided to keep that part of
their scheme entirely to  themselves.
They would lie quictly in wait for
Bolke, without the assistance of
Lemarne. Then, when they had sunk &
foot of cold steel into the scrgeant-
major, they would collect Lemarne,
scale the mud wall of the fort, and de-
part into the night.

It would be a perilous journey to
reach the coast. It was a hundred to
one chavce and wmore against any of

them coming through alive. But they
were willing to rnisk it as long as
Lemarne was with them., He knew the

desert almost as well as any Arab. He
was cool, caleulating, couragcous, and
cautious. In short, the ideal lcader for
such a venture. That was why they had
asked him to join them. And, once
away from the fort, Hotzinan was pre-
parcd to hand over to him—only too
willingly—the reins of leadership.

So there you have what was pending
when the company struck camp at dawn
and moved forward towards Sulta.

As has already been said, Licutenant
Villicrs was a young man, and before
noon of that day he was a very sick
one. It was the sun wlich had got
him, for he had reither the physique
nor tho toughness of the men whom he
commanded Raving, he was strapped
down on an improvised stretcher, and
the company continued the march under
the sole command of Sergeant-Major
Bolke.

Towards mid-afternoon they had a
brush with a party of Veiled Men of
the Desert who were mounted on horsez,
and numbered about two hundred
strong. But the blue-clad Arabs re-
frained [rom coming to close quarters,
contenting themselves with a  long-
range fusillade which did no damago
and which drew a punishing and saddle-
emptying  volley from the kneeling
Legionnaires.

The sun was sciting red beyond the
rim of the desert when, worn out and
utterly weary, the company reached the
small fort of Sulta. Since dawn they
had been plodding through hot, sinking
sand, broiled beneath a scorching sun.

But did Bolke dismiss them to their
quarters? He did not!

Ho kept them at rigid attention, with
full marching kit on their backs, whilst
the muster-roll was called. He was in
command now, and he intended to let
them know it.

For twenty minutes ho made them
fix and unfix bayonets, It was ghastly
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As the Touareg’s sword was about
to whirl downwards on Paul, Jub
charged the de{enmless youngster
clear,

after

what
during the past few days, and more

they had gone through
than one man was swaying on his
feet with things going blurred in front
of his eyes.

But Bolke was in an evil moad.

“I'll smarten you up, you hounds!”
he snarled. "“We rest here for two
days, and, by thunder, you'll spend
every hour of them on the parade.
ground!  Attention! Par files de
quatre, en avant, marche "

But scarce had the company moved
off in fours, than the white-faced Para-
dine—a Portuguese—stumbled drunk-
enly out of the ranks and collapsed,
his rifle clattering from his hand.

“Halte!"” roared Bolke.

Obediently the company halted, and
striding up to where the Portuguese
lay, Bolke kicked him savagely in the
riba,

“Get up, you dog
I'll kick you to death!

Paradine strove to raise
But he was all in.

“And this is the scum they scnd us
for soldiers,” said Dolke, with an oath.
“Blood and fury! DBut I'll harden him
yeot!”

He rapped out an order, and two
Legionnaires stepped forward. Half
carrying and half dragging the
wretched Portuguese, they got him cff
the parade ground.

Slowly Dolke stepped towards the
ranks, rigid at attention.

“If there are any more of you feeling
that way,” he said gratingly, *just
“i so!” N

t was a threat, not an invitation.
Put the Swede, Johansen, in the rear
four with Hotzinan, Stulz, and Kalgar,
answered,

“Ja, I do!" he said stolidly.

Bolke wheeled on him like a spite-
ful cat.

“Do you, you animal?"” he screamed.
“By thunder, I'll teach you to give
insolence to me!"

Undoubtedly it was the thought of
the thing he and his friends meant to
do to Bolke that night that had lent
Johansen the courage—or foolherdiness
—to answer as he did. It was rather
good fun to goad Bolke when you knew

"
.

he snarled, “or
"

himself.

that within a few hours the tyrant
wonld be dead.

DBut as Johansen listened to the abuse
which beat upon his head, his colour
deepened,

As a rule, he was one of the most
phlegmatic and  thick-skinned of in-
dividuals, but there is a limit to what
flesh and blood can stand.

And Bolke, determined to have a vie-
tim, was exceeding that limit. With
an almost superhuman cffort, Johansen
held himself in check, his thoughts
pinned desperately on what he would
do to this blasphemous dog later in the
evening.

Then suddenly his eyes flamed and
berserk passion mounted to his brain.
For Bolke was snnr]ini;

“I wish I had your hag
here that I could spit upon her—

With a maddened roar, Johansen
leapt forward, his clubbed rifle whirl-
ing aloft. But before it could descend,
Bolke had nimbly drawn his revolver
and shot the Swede full between the
eyes.

“Remove the animal’s carcass,” he
said pleasantly, slipping his revolver
back into the holster and gazing wi
cold eyes at the huddled, lifeless heap
which had been Johansen,

Hotzman, Stulz, and Kalgar ex-
changed glances. They did not speak,
but as they bent sullen gaze on Bolke,
each one registered ancw a mental vow
that before the dawn came, their com-
rade would be amply avenged.

And back to Paul Blake's mind came
the grim words of Lemarne. *“Weary,
endless days of blistening heat, rotten
rations, stinking water, and Bolke—
always Dolke!"

“If that's what is in store for us af
Zukra,” reflected the sqnnﬁer bitterly,
“I'd better clear out with Lemarne and
the others.” But then his jaw sct
doggedly. “Hang it, no!” he muttered.
“1'll stick it out now, and Bolke can do
his worst 1"

(Desperate, enraged, the plotiers are
ready to strike! Within a very few
hours things will be moving awiftly at
the lonely fort in the desert. Whatever
you do, chums, don't miss next week's
thrilling instalment of this serial—it's
better than ever/)

of a mother
"
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INSIDE INFORMATION!'!

(Continued from page 11.)

It was quite right for that goal to count.
There is nothing to Emvvnb a goalkeeper
wandering all over the field and kicking
the ball how and when he can. But if
he is outside his own penalty area then
be becomes an ordinary player, which
means that ,he ecan't handle the ball
without penalty. It used to be quite o
common thing in first-class football for
ponlkeepers to tako their side's penalty
kicks, but it isn't done so much now.a-
days. 1t is considered too risky to take
o goalkeeper 8o far away from his ** home
qunmrs."

Let me add at once that for me, at any
rate, some of the joy, the excitement, tho
thrill, has been taken out of football by
this idca that the goalkeeper should be a
* home secretary.”

I remember how * Tiny" Joyco—so
colled because he was such a big fellow—
used to take his side’s penalty kicks when
he waa the goalkeoper of Millwall. And I
recall him on at least one occasion taking
a penalty kick which was saved by the
opposing goalkeeper and the ball kicked
clear. " You should have seen Joyce
scampering from one end of the field to the
other in tho desperate effort to get back
to his place betwoon his own goal-posts
ere the other fellows could get in a shot.
And you should also have seen the efforts
of the other fellows to get in a shot before
“Tiny " got back.

In the old days, too, there was no goal-

keeper moro entertaining to watch than
Dick Roose, an amateur ‘keeper who
played with first-class clubs and who was
among the many sportsmen who lost their
lives in the War. In thoso days the goal-
keeper was permitted to handle the ball
anywhere in his own half of the field, and
he used to avail himself to the full of this
“licence.” It was no uncommon thing
to sce him standing well outside his
penalty arca when his side was attacking,
and, instead of falling back if the other
fellows advanced, he would dash forward
and sometimes pick the ball off the toes of
an opponent when that opponent was still
forty vards or so from goal.

It may be added that by his unorthodox
methods Roose probably gave away as
many goals as he saved, but first-class
cluba considered him quite good enough
to * keep " for them.

Much of recent football legislation, how-
ever, has had for its object the curbing of
the activities of the goalkeeper, and in
doing this some of the joy has been taken
out of the game for the spectators.

In the long ago, for instance, the goal-
keeper was allowed to come out to the
six yards line when a penalty kick was
being taken. First the rule was altered so
that he had to go back to his line on these
oceasions, Then, quite recently, the rules
were further altered, so that the goals
keeper must now stand stlll until the ball
is actually kicked from the pehalty spot.

EVERY SATURDAY

BILLY BUNTER'S *‘COME-BACK!”

(Continucd from page 23.)

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“I1f-I'd known—"" gasped Buunler.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Blessed if I see anything to cackle
at. Look- at all the trouble I've had
for nothing—"

“Ha, ha, ha!" yelled the Remove.

“Dodging Quelchy all this time—get:
ting in at windows with a ladder when I
might have walked in at the door—""

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Beasts!”

3illy Bunter elept soundly in  the
Remove dormitory that night.  Once
more the old familiar snore awoke the
old echoes.

His interview with Mr. Quelch in the
morning  was not, perhaps, pleasant.
But Bunter was back again, and in that
there was solace for Queleh’s unpleasant
ness. * He was back at school: and thé
dreadful prospect of work in a City
office inder the orders of a man who was
to sce that he did not sluck had faded
away like a horrid vision of the night.

So Brmrer rejoiced!

And le was the only fellow in the
Remove who did!

TIIE END.

(There'll be anaother treat of a yarn
dealing with the ehums of Greyfriars in
next week's Magsgr, entitled: “* XA
OF THE REMOVE!' Owing to the
inercased .demand ., nowadays for this
great school-story paper it's up to you
to order your copy of Ahe MaGRET well
in advance to avoid disappointment,)
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T ﬁm This week, Bob Cherry, of the nnou,ml.-q.
~ . ...+ _ .7 Remove, insists on “bursting into print,” and
@)f\ - the result is as sunny and breezy as Bob himself |

& mO QE u "
g7 -0 BAY.U
m Hal Smiles, of the Fourth
Form at Cayningham College,
read out the letters ono by one,

then put down his magnifying-glass a
locked at his chum, Fred Larking, with

a puzzled smile.

“What on carth does it mean?” asked
Fred lLarking, wonderingly.

“Ask mo another! But the letters
nro there lh"_; enough. Have a look
for yourself.

And Hal handed his chum the ivory
ring he had been examining.

It was a quecr-looking ring, vellow
with age and crudely chased. It had
come into Hal Smiles' hands only an
hour before. Hal had brolen detention
to accompany his chum to the neigh-
bouring town of Warningham, and on
the unexpected appearancoe of Mr.
Crossley, his Form master, had taken
n...._.c_m_ua in a little curiosity shop in the
High Street. To gain time, ho had
F:«a_._pmﬁ_ something in the shop.

aturally, he had chosen the cheapest
article in sight. That article, as it
happened. had been the ivory ring.

Sad to relate, tho little ruse had failed
in the end. Mr. Crossley had been
waiting outside the shop when Hal
ventured forth again, and Mr. Crossley,
a somewhat sour gentleman, had smiled
his icy smile ond promised something
very painful for F_ Smiles on the
morrow. Hal and his chum bhad re
turned to Cayningham in seackeloth and
ashes, as it were.

Back in the study which the two
shared, the ivory ring had been brought
out for examination. It was only on
looking at it closely through a magnify-
ing glass that Hal had noticed the
minute lettering inside the ring.

“1.0 B-A-Y-U.”

Fred Larking, in his turn, spelt out
the letters  Having done so, he looked
.._*.. again at Hal Smilea with a face ns
blank as before.  What those ervptic
letters meant was for the moment o
deep mystery.

" Must mean gomething !” remarked
Hal.

“ Simply must!” agreed Fred, passing
back the ring. * But what?”

Toe Msexer Lipnapr.—No, 1,151

HAL

A FANTASTIC SHORT COMPLETE STORY BY

SMILE

ol f

Hal Smiles examined the ring closely
again.,

“1-0 B-A-Y-U,” he repeated thought-
fully. “That epells ‘ Io Bayu'—"

Bang!

Hal Bmiles and Fred Larking almost
wunmped out of their ekina,

What had happened was certainly
coough to make any echoolboy jump,

No sooner had Hal epoken those
strange and puzzliog words, “ lo Bayw,”
than a loud report had echoed through
the study. Simultaneously, thero was
a flash of blue flame end a puff of
smoke.

And then——

—

II.
Hal* Luck !

HE two Fourth-Formers rubbed

“ their cyes in utter astonishment.

Standing before them was a

gorgeous gentleman arrayed in

the flowing garments of some Oriental

country. A scarlet turban crowned his

dark head, green slippers were on his

feet, and a blaze of colour encased his

slim body. Glittering jewels scintil-

lated from his fingers, round his ncck,

and on his forchead, while o flashing
scimitar hung from his belt.

“Crikey !" ejaculated Fred Larking.

That was all he could say. As for
Hal Smiles, he was unablo to find
cnough broath to say as much as that
for a moment.

The gorgeouns vision bowed, touching
his forehead with his hands. Then hia
voico broke the eilence in a peculiar
chant thar sounded strangely in the
prosaic atmosphere of a Cayningham
study.

“Master! 1 am thy slavel Al
Gazoomph, the Spirit of the Ring,
attends thy wishes

“Jumping Jiminy! Tow the dickens
did vou get here?” gasped Hal Smiles.

The strange sing-song voico of the
mysterions  Oriental  wisitor sounded
again in the Fourth-Formers' study :

“Al Gazoomph. the Spirvit of the
Ring. flies on the wings of the wind to
attend the bidding of ﬂm__ master.”

“Dashed if 1 follow this at all ¥’ said
Hal. “VYou say vour namo is Ali
Gazoomph 1

“Master, thou sayest truth 1”

HIS | MAGIC | RING '

23

e

“Well, then, Ali Gazoomph, what I
should like to know is how you got into
this study without opening the door?”

“Verilv  thy uestion is  easily
answered. The walls of human habita-
tions are as thin air to AL Gazoomph.
Thy slave heard in his dwelling in a
fdr-off cave the voice of his master
calling *To Bayu,’ and hastened over
prountains and scas and through the
bricke of his palace to answer hia
master's call.”

“ Here, draw it mild!” remonstrated
Hal Smiles.

““Master, thou talkest strango talk 1”

“Now, let's get to the bottom of this”
said Hal. “You say you heard me
calling ‘To Bayu'—"

“Permit thy slave to speak, and ho
shall give theo understanding.”

“Fire nway, then, old bean 1"

“The ring thou holdest in thy hand,
O Master,” chanted the dusky wisitor,
“is tho magic ring of Hassan Baba,
Grand Vizier in DBagdad fo ancient
times. I, Ali Gazoomph, am the Spirit
of the Ring.”

“My hat1”

“To him that holdeth the ring is
given this great gift—that the [iret
with ho shall make each day shall ha
immediately fulfilled. 1, the Spirit of
the Ring, answer to the call of *To
Bayu," but even though thou summon
mo not, T «till hear thy words and carry
out thy wish.

“Gammon |"

“Just what T was going to say,” ro.
marked Fred Larking. “lLooka to wmn
as if the old bov's a conjurer and i3
trying to pull our legs.”

Hal Smiles nodded.

“Magic rings don't ecxist in the
twentieth eentury, Never existed at all,
in fact, outside kids' books. Now
listen, Ali Gazoomph—"

“Thy slave hears thee, O Great One!”

“And not g0 much of the ‘ thy slave’
and * O Great One!” either!” said Hal
Smiles soverely. “Now, we've listenad
to vour explanation, and wo don't think
much of it. As far as I can follow,
you're saying that this is a magic ring %

“Even so. Master 1”

“And that while I'm holding this
_.r._w tho firet wish I make every day is
tulifled. That the idea?”

A PROMINENT

GREYFRIARS

A few &onds before the study tabls was bare.
was slacked with tuck ol every conceivable kind and

“Great is thy wisdom aud under-
standing, O Master "

“Well, then, [rankly, Ali, we can't

take it in 1 still don't quite follow
what you aro and whero you come from,
and 1 can’t belfeve fu thm ring business,
It's too stecp 1”

" _:._...m too steep !’ concurred Fred
H.p«m:_w.

“De a rare old lark if it were really
true, wouldn’t it?” chuckled Hal.
“Come to think of it, Freddy, we're a
bit short of supplies for tea, and it
wouhll only be necessary for me to say
*1 wish someone would send us a jolly
food feed and—"

Bang |

“ Look 1" shricked Fred Larking.

Hal Smiles was already looking.
That is perhaps an inadequate descrip-
tion. He was staring before him, opén-
mouthed and wide-eyed with dumb
founded amazement.

A few seconds before. the study table
had been in the unhappy condition of
Old Mother Hubbard's proverbial cup-
board

But now—

Mounds of food—stacks of it, reposed
on the table. There was tuck on every
inch of its surface—tuck of every con-
ccivable kind and variety. Meat-pies,
hams, joints of beef. sausage-rolls, cake,
pastries, fruit, nuts, chocolate, toffee—
all these and more wera there in
quantities so vast that the whole col
lection might have kept the school
going for a week.

Q-va—‘-

It was an !
e_.nnﬁ__c:u asp from Hal Smiles.

“Kik-kik-crikey 1" stuttered his chum.

The voice of Ali Gazoomph brought
them round again.

“Master, the viands are before thee.
Eat to thy heart's content.”

“ B-b-b-but—>" :

“ Art thou not satisfied? If not, T will
procure thee tasty meats and rare and

vefreshing fruits from the East—"

astonished, almost in-

“Oh, ye gods! Don't do that I? cried
Hal. in alarm. “Well, this beats
Barney ! Then it's really truef”

“Have I not said so, O Great One?”

“Then whatever I wish so long as I
hold this ring will always come to
pass” 4

“Nay, Master. Only tho first wich
thou utterest each day canst thou have

fulfilled.”

“My hat! That's good enough, 1
should imagine!” grinned Fred Lark-
ing. “Hal, my boy, we're made!”

“Put—but T can’t believe it!*

“Then try one of these stcak-and-
wey pies, and you'll soon change
your mind. They’re great !”

Now it

variety |

REMOVITE THAT WILL KEEP YOU !N FITS QF LAUGHTER !

“Master,may 1 now
refurp over tho scas
dnd mountains to the
cave  th. is my
dyelling 7"
Al Gazoomph.

“Suppdse you
can!” said Hal,
geratching  his  head
in Bewilderment, *1
dor’'t want to detain
xou, of course—"

Bang!
A pulf of smoke,
and the mysterious

visitor from the East
bad vanished. leaving
two bowildered, but
w_...nqa:nrmv. jubilant
ourth- Formers, to
r__.m biggest feed that
ad ever been as-
sornbled  into  one
room of such 4 size,
Such was the man-

ner in  which Hal

Smiles’ magic ring

¢ame to Cayningham.
expe

II1.

The Power o1 the Ring !

s gr T'S you for the jumps this morn-
m ing, Hall” remarked Fred
Larking, as he and his chum
walked into the Fourth Form

room next day.

“H'm! I'd forgotten Crossley owes
me a swishing for cutting detention
yesterday.” said Hal Smiles, with a
grimace. “1 wish he'd cane himself
mstead of me for onco. Might make
liim a little more gentle in futare 1™

Temporarily, m..m had forgotten that
he was the owner of a magie ring and
that the first wish he expressed that day
was bound to be fulfilled.

He remembered it a little later—only
five minutes later, as a matter of fact.

Mr. Crossley came into the Form-room
carrying a cane in his band and wear-
ing a grim look on his unhappy face.

" Sm'les |”

“Yes, sir}” said Hal Smiles, smother-
ing a groam.

“Yesterday 1 caught you in the
heinous act of breaking detention. For
that misdemeanour, I am gomg to make
an ouba._u.._o of you by caning you very
severely.”

“Oh, sir!”

“Stand out before the class, Siniles,
and touch your toes|”

Smiles 3«:053_..__ obeyed tha order.

“Remember, Smiles,” went on \r.
Crorsley, as ho swished his cane through
the air, “T am doing this for your own
good.” Mr Crossley always said that
on these occasions *1 can assuro you,
my boy, that the punishment I am
going to inflict will hurt me moro than
you *

Then Mr. Crossley waded in.

But the way ho waded in was really
extraordinary.

He started with the very
intention of caning Hal Smiles.

At the last fraction of time, however,
his cane seemed to be diverted from its
course by some invisible power.

And instead of the Fourth-Former it
was the Fourth Form master celf
who got the business end of the cane.

Thwack '

“Whooonooo !"” roared Mr. Crossicy.

And then the Fonrth were treated to
a unique spectacke  Something scemed
to inspire Mr. Crossley to feuerish
cfforta at his task The master of the
Fourth was by no means a novico in
wielding the cane. Long years of

vident

Instead of falling on Hal Smiles, the Intended victim,
the cane, by some mysterlous means, fell on Mr.

Crossley himself !

had made 1 quite an

expert at the game, in fact. But this
timo ho excelled himself.

The cano rose and fell with tho

regularity and precision of clockwork.

But instead of falling oo Hal Smiles,

the intended wictim, it fell on Alr.
Crossley |
Thwack! Thwack! Thwack!

Hal Jmiles, finding that not
happening so far as he was cor
stopped touching his toes and stood up
to look.

For a moment he was staggered.
Then he remembered his wizh, and the
explanation of the weird scene came to
him in a flash.

“Ha, ha, ha!” he roared suddenly.

“Whoooop! Help! Yooooop!”

“Ha, ha, ha! roared the [Fourth.
Naturally, they didn’t understand tho
reason for their Form master's peculiar
behaviour; but whatever the esxplana-
tion, they found it decidedly enter-
taining.

Mr. Crossley’s expression was &.:w:_
ferocious, He still seemed to bo trying
to reach Hal Smiles. But the harder he
.._.“am tho more he seemed to cane him-
salf.

Then suddenly he stopped. The eane
dropped from his fingers, and the
master of the Fourth staggered to his
desh, still roaring. ]

“Whoooo! Yow! I'm mad! Caning
myself instead of that boy ! Groooogh1”

“Ha. ha. ha1” shricked the Fourth.

Hal Smiles regarded the ivory ring
which he now wore on his finger almost
affectionately.

“May I go now, sir?” he asked
meekly.

“Ow! Ves! Groooogh!”

And Hal Smiles went, with a grin on
his face and elation in his heart

Yesterday ho had been a donbter.
Even after that amazing experience in
the study, he had wondered whether it
might not have been some weird
conjuring trick. But now he know for
certain that ho owned a magic ring
whose povers staggered the imagiha-
tion.

A vista of amazing possibilities
strofched before him now, and Hal
determined to make the most of them.

THE ERND.

(Bob Clerry is dusy writing another
of these amusing ** Hal Smilea® yarns,
20 look out for it in the near fufure,
Mranwhile, don’t misa our new fratura
under the heading of “MEDIEVAL
AREYFRIANS! whieh will appear in
these gentre pages next week.)
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