10,000 GIFTS FOR READERS! *"or=="* INSIDE !

No. 1,265. Vol XLb EY¥ZIRY SATURNAY, Week Ending May {14th. 1932



FRANK RICHARDS' LATEST AND GREATEST SCHOOL YARN-—

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Man in Possession !

o OOK out, Bunter 1
l “I say, you fellows—"
“Smithy’s coming {2
“I—I don't care!”

“You look as if you don’t!” chuckled
Bob Cherry.

“Ha, hs, hal”

Most of the Greyfriars Remove seemed
to be gathered about the doorway of
Study No. 4, in the Remove passage.

Most of them were laughing.

Ono fellow, who was inside Study

0. 4, was not laughing. It was Billy
Bunter, the fat ornament of the Re-
move. So far from joining in the
general hilarity, Billy Bunter was look-
ing very serious—very serious indeed.
He was also looking rather apprehen-
sive. He blinked at the laughing juniors
in the passage through his big spectacles
with a troubled blink.

“Smithy’s coming,
grinned Johnny Bull.

“Blow Smithy !”

“Better cut I” said Frank Nugent.

“Shan’t !

“Go while the going’s good, old fat
man 1’ advised Harry Wharton.

“J—I—T'm not gomg!”

“Wait till Smithy gets in one with his
foot !” chortled Skinner. “I fancy you'll
go then, quick!”

“The quickfulness will be terrific!”
chuckled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“J—1 say. you fellows. stand by a pal,

old fat bean!”

you know !”” said Billy Bunter uneasily.
“0Of coyrse, I'm not afraid of
Smithy—"

“Bursting with pluck, what?” asked
Bob Cherry. “You look it!”

“T say, one of you go and call
Quelch.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You go and fetch Quelch, Bob, old

«chap.”
Tone MacNer Liersry.—No. 1,265,

“T don't think 1”2

*I—I—F'm not going to be turncd out
of my own study, you know. say,
Wharton, you can lick Smithy, you
know. You licked him last term. You
—you whop him, old chap. TI'll hold
your jacket I™

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Take my tip and get out of Smithy's
study, you fat frog!” he advised. “It
was a mean trick to bag Smithy’s study
because he was kept away and came
back late this term. We've all told you
that. Toddy will let you go back into
Study No. 7, won't you, Toddy?”

“Y’m not gong back to Study No. 71”
roared Bunter. “Tmis is my study, and
I’'m_sticking to it1”

“Here comes ihe Bounder!” yelled
Skinner.

“Let him come!” said Billy Bunter.
“Let him come, and be blowed to him!
Yah!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Herbert Vernon-Smith, the Bounder
of Greyfriars, was coming up the
passage from the stairs. There was a
rather grim expression on Vernon-
Smith’s face.

He pushed his way through the crowd
of grinning Removites and looked into
Study Ne. 4.

His face grew crimmer as his cyes
fixed on the fat countenance and
glimmering spectacles of William Georgo
Bunter.

_ “Still here?” said Smithy. He stepped

.

Billy Bunter backed round the study
table. The Bounder followed him
round. Bunter accelerated. The Bounder
put on speed. Twice they circumnavi-
gated the table, Bunter keeping ahead.

There was a roar from the passage.

“Here we go round the mulberry
bush I chanted Skinner,

“Ha, ha, ha!”
“I—1 say, you
Bunter. “Stop him
“Ha, ha, ha!”

fellows 1" squeaked
2

his
rush.

Smithy,
made a
round the table again like a fat but
active kangaroo.

face growing angrier,
Billy Bunter skipped

Considering the weight he had to
carry, the fat Ow] of the Remove was
displaying wonderful activity. But he
knew what would happen if He lingered
within reach of the Bounder’s foot.

The fellows in the passage crammed
the doorway, watching the chase, with
howls of laughter.

Round they went again, as if they
were playing at going round the mul-
berry bush. The spectators seemed to be
enjoying the entertainment, Billy
Bunter did not scem to be enjoying it.

The Bounder made another rush.
Bunter made another agile skip. They
chamged sides again, but the table was
still between them,

“Go it, Bunter!”

“ After him, Smithy !

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I say, you fellows, one of you call
Quelch !* yelled Bunter.

Nobody scemed disposed to go down
and call Mr. Quelch, the master of the
Remove, on the scene. It was seldom
that Billy Bunter desired to sce his
Form master. Now he would have been
overjoyed to bchold the severe features
and angular form of the master of the
Remove.

But Quelch was not in the ofling.
Quelch was far away in his study down-
stairs, never dreaming how anxious one
of his pupils was to sce him.

The DBounder came to a halt,
glared at Bunter across the table.

“Are you getting out, you fat scoun-
drel 7

“Oh,
Bunter.
to get ont of his own study

Billy Bunter was in the right so far
as that went. Study No. 4 had been
left vacant at the beginning of the term,
and Billy Bunter had bagged it, as
he ot any other fellow had a right to do.

and

really, Smithy—" gasped
“Cheek, 1 call it. to ask a man

Iy
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Smithy and Bedwing, to whom the
study belonged, had not come back with
the rest of the school. Redwing was not
back yet. Smithy had becn back a few
days, and had unexpectedly found him-
self with a new study-mate.

Ho had not, as most of the fellows
anticipated, booted Bunter ‘out at once.
He had let him remain until this after-
noon, when Redwing was expected
back at Greyfriars. Now that Redwing
was coming, Smithy had told Bunter to
clear, adding that if found in the study
again he would depart on the toe of a
boot. Bunter was determined not to
clear. He had bagged that study, and
he was sticking to that study. e was
the man in possession.

Although the fat Owl was, according
to the rules, in the right, no fellow in
the Remove had any sympathy to waste
on him. The Remove men had gathered,
not to sympathise, but to see Bunter
drop. Right or wrong, Smithy was not
the man to give in; he was the fellow
to have his own way, cspecially as he
had recently been elected captain of the
Remove, and it had perhaps got into
his head a little.

Kicking Bunter out when Bunier had
the Houso rules on his side_was rather
a high-handed procecding. But Smithy
was the fellow to do it, and evidently
intended to do it.

Bunter watched him warily across the
table, gasping for breath, and prepared
to dodge again. The hilarious Re-
movites watched -from the passage.
There was quite a struggle for front
seats for the entertainment.

“J—I'm jolly well not going, vyou
know {” gasped Bunter. “Look here,
Smithy—— Ow!”

Smithy rushed again, -and Dunter

dodged.” They circled the table once
more, amid roars of laughter.
“Keep off, you beasti” hlowled

Bunter. {Look here, Smitliy—"

Crash!™

The Bounder seemed tived of the
chase. He grasped the study table and
up-ended it out of the way. Then ho
rushed again.

“Yarooooh {”

“Ia, ha, hat .

There was no more dodging for
Punter. The Bounder’s muscular grasp
was on him. The fat Owl of tho Remove
spun doorward.

v Look out!” yelled Bob Cherry.

The swarm of juniors backed. Nobody
wanted to stop Bunter when he flew.
Hurriedly they gave him room to drog;

“I—I say, you fellows—— Yoooop!
roared Bunter, ;

The fat Owl was whirled to the door.
The Bounder drew back his right foot.
There was a terrific thud as that foot
established contact with the tightest
tronsers at Greyfriars.

Billy Bunter's yell was heard far and
wide. Louder still sounded the con-
cussion as _the fat Owl landed in the
passage. e rolled and roared.

“Qoooooooop !

“Ha, ha, ha!” .

“ T—1 say, you fellows—— Whoooop !

Slam !

The Bounder’s study door closed on
Bunter.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

The New Captain !
HARTON !

“Yes, sir?”

Harry Wharton stopped.

It was the voice of Henry

Samuel Queleh, his Form masicr, and
there was a very sharp note in it.

“Kindly tell Vernon-Smith to come to
my study at once, Wharton!” rapped
Mr. Queleh,

“ Yes, siv.”

Wharton was going out of the House,
but he turned back to the stairs.

He mounted the stairs rather slowly.
His friends were waiting for him in the
quad, and he did not want to speak
to the Bounder if he could help it. But
when Mr. Quelch rapped out a request
to any member of his Form, to hear
was to obey.

It was an hour since the forcible
cjection of Wifliam George Bunter from
Study No. 4.  Wharton wondered
whether the fat Owl had carried his
wrongs and gricvances to his Form
master, and whether that was why
Sinithy was wanted.

Smithy had the sympathy of the
Remove in his dealings with the fat
Owl, but there was no doubt that those
dealings were rather high-handed. It
was very probable that Quelch intended
te intervene with authority if the
matter had reached his ears. And all
the Remove knew that Herbert Vernon-
Smith was not in his Form master’s
good books.

Harry Wharton tapped at tho door of
Study No. 4 in the Remove and opencd
it.  The Bounder was alonc there;
Redwing, his chum, had not yet turned
up. Vernon-Smith, stretched in the

Giving the Bounder of Grey-
friars a *“ good hiding*’ is a
task far beyond the. powers
of William George Bunter.
But he doesn’t give up hope of
‘“getiing even’ with the
arrogant Bounder,

study armchair, had his feet on another
chair, and a curl of smoke rose from a
cigarcite in his mouth. He made a
rather hasty motion to remove the cigar-
ette as the door opened, but as he saw
that the caller was only a Removite he
left it where it was. His eyes gleamed
at Wharton through the haze of smoke.

“Oh! You!” he said. “You can
conte in.”
Wharton stopped in the doorway. He

had no desire to cnter the Bounder's
study. He intended to sce as little as
he could of Vernon-Smith that term.
It was no secret that Vernon-Smith had
come back after the Easter holidays
determined to carry on the feud of last
term, and the I'amous Five had agreed
that they were going to steer clear of
trouble with Smithy if they could. So
far as ericket was concerned, they had
to come into contact with him; outside
the Form games they wanted to give
him 2 wide berth.

Bob Chorry had remarked that it took
two to make a quarrcl; to which
Wharton assented, though he could not
help having a misgiving that it took
two also to kecep the peuce. Dut
Wharton, who was quite conscious that
he had been partly to blame for the
trouble of last term, was resolved that
he would mot be to Llame for now
frouble. If tho Bounder wanted it, he
had to look for it, and admit that le
was looking for it.

“Only a message from  Quelch,
S ? said Harry, “Youwre wanted
in his study.”

The Dounder gave a grunt.

“What’s tho trouble now ?”

“Quelch didn’t say.”

“Well, come in all the same; Quelch
can wait.”

Wharton hesitated.

“Quelch doesn’t like waiting, Smithy,”
he said.

“Let him lump it, then,” said Smithy
carelessly. “I want to speak to you
about the cricket.”

“Well, you’d better cut it short, then.””
Harry Wharton stepped into the study.

“You can take a pew!” said the
Bounder sarcastically, as Wharton
remained standing.

Wharton sat down on the edge of the
table.

“No good offerin’ you a smoke?”
asked Smithy satirically, i

“No!” said Wharton bricfly.

“Same old model of rightcousness,
what?”

Harry Wharton gave him a steady
look

“You said you wanted to speak about
the cricket, Smithy. If it’s a row you
want I'll clear.”

“Stay where you are!”

The Bounder’s tonc was dictatorial.
Harry Wharton flushed, and made a
movement to go. But he remained.
Smithy was captain of the Remove now,
and if he wanted to speak o a member
of the team about cricket it was up to
that momber to listen. Wharton told
himself over again that he would not
be to blame for a new outbreak of
trouble in the Form,

“We’re goin’ to win matches this
tecm,”  the Bounder went on. “I'm
takin’ the Form games seriously in
hand. I shall be makin’ some changes,
bat I shall want you. It will be rather
a change for you.” The Bounder
watched Wharton's face while he was
speaking, ““Last term you were captain
of the Form, but the men got fed-up
with yoi, as you know——" He paused,
but Wharton made no remark. “And
they put me in. Now, I want you to
bear in mind that you're a man in the
team like any other, and the sooner you
forget that you were ever anything clse
the better. Sce?”

“Is that tho lot ?”’ asked Harry.

“¥rom now on youw'll too the line liko
any other man in the Remove,” seid
Vernon-Smith,

‘“ Any more 77

Vernon-Smith threw away his half-
smoked cigarette and rose o his fect.
His intention was to irritate Wharton,
once captain of the Remove; and still,
Smithy was convinced, his rival for the
post. Instead of which he was growing
irritated himself, while the junior sit-
ting on the table remained quite calm
and equable.

“Wo shall be playin’ Redclyffo next
week. I'm goin’ to sec that the men
are in form to beat Redelyfie !’ rapped
the Bounder.

“Oh, quite! T
Wharton,

“There’ll be cxtra gamocs practice
fixed up, and every man will have to
attend. Noboby wiil be allowed to cut,”
said Vernon-Smith; “not cven if he
happencd to be captain of the Remove
onee upon a time.”

should I’ assented

Harry Wharton laughed. It was so
obviously the Bounder’s objeet to
“draw”  him, that it was rather

amusing to refuse to be drawn.

“1 may as well say right'out that if
there’s any kickin’ over the traces I
shall come down on it hard!” snapped
the Bounder.

“This reminds me of something in
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Shakespeare,”
thoughtfully.
“What do you mean, you silly ass
Wharton proceeded to quote from the
great bard:

said  Harry Wharton

I

“f¢Man, vain man,
Dressed in a little brief authority,
Plays such fantastic tricks before high
heaven
As make the angels weep !’ ?

The Bounder crimsoned with vexation.
There was no doubt that he intended to
excreise his new authority to the full,
and that he was going to use it to
make his old rival “squirm * if he
could. Some of the Remove were
alrcady saying that Smithy needed a
larger size in hats now that he was
captain of the Form. But doubtless the
Bounder did not realise that now ho
was “dressed in a little brief authority ”
he was proceeding to “make the angels
weep.”’ .

Ho made a stride towards the junior
sitting on the edge of the table. Ho
had intended to get Wharton’s “rag
out by adopting a dictatorial tone to
the former captain of the Remove. But
it was his own rag that was out. He
clenched his hands.

“If yon want me to knock you off
that table—" he said, between his
teeth.

Wharton laughed contemptuously.

“Do you think you can bully me like
Bunter?”’ he asked. “Don’t be a silly
ass, Smithy! If you've done throwing
your weight about I'll clear. I've told
you that Quelech wants you in his study.”

" “Hang Quelch !”

There was a footstep and a rustle of
a gown in the passage.

* Vernon-Smith 1

“Oh gad!” The Bounder unclenched
his hands and spun round towards the
doorway, in which was framed the
angular form and severe countenance of
his Form master,

“Oh, my hat !” murmured Wharton.

Evidently, as the Bounder had not
gone to Mr. Quelch as directed, Mr.
Quelch had come to the Bounder. He
had arrived at a rather unfortunate
moment for the new captain of the
Remove.

“Vernon-Smith *—the Remove master’s
eyes glinted at the Bounder—*“I hcard
your remark 1”

Vernon-Smith breathed hard, but he
did not answer.

“I sent for you to come to my study,
Vernon-Smith I’

“I—I was just comin’!” muttered
Smithy.

“You should have come at once,
Vernon-Smith! For the words I heard
you use you will take five hundred
lines 1”

The Bounder stood silent and sullen.
Wharton slipped from the table, but he
could not leave the study while the door-
way was filled by his Form master. He
had to wait.

“1 desired to see you, Vernon-Smith,”
went on Mr. Quelc%:, “In reference to
a complaint made by Bunter. Bunter
changed into this study this term, as he
was entitled to do, as the room was un-
occupied. It appears that you have
turned hrm out by force. This will not
be allowed.”

“It’s my study, sir,” muttered the
Bounder sullenly. “Redwing will be
back to-day, tco. A fellow is allowed
to take his old study—-"

“Quito so, in the first day of term,”
said Mr. Quelch. “If a boy chooses to
come back late, long after the rest of
the school is assembled, he must take his
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chance in such matters. DBunter is en-
titled to choose this study, and I shall
uphold him. 1f you venture to cject him
again you will deal with me, Vernon-
Smith. That is all. I shall expect your
lines to-night.”

With that Mr. Quelch rustled away.

The Bounder stood with a black and
sulky brow. Harry Wharton left the
study, without a glanco at him. Thoe
door slammed after him as the Bounder
savagely kicked it shut.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

A Higheliffe Rag!
ALLQ, hallo, hallo!

old Redwing |”

*Redwing I

Harry Wharton.

The Famous Five were seated on the
stone parapet of Friardale Bridge. They
had strolled along the towpath, on the
bank of the Sark, after class, and now
they were taking a little rest before
walking back to the school for tca.

The road from the bridge ran through
a wood, where it disappeared from
sight; but beyond the wood it came into
view again, winding away up to the
cliffs like a white ribbon on he green
downs. Far in the distance a figure
came into sight, and Bob’s kecn eyes
had recognised 1t as Tom Redwing, of
the Remova,

“I heard that Redwing was coming
back to-day,” remarked Ifrank Nugent.
“Let’s wailt for him and trot ou together.
Heo will be crossing the bridge in ten
minutes.”

“Let’s!” agreed Johnny Bull.

“'Um I said Harry Wharton, rather
doubtfully.

Bob glanced at him,

“You want to sec old Redwing, don’t
you?” he asked. “I hear he was laid-
up li(n”lthe hols, too—that’s why he’s late

ack.
“Well, Redwing is Smithy’s pal, and
Smithy is out for trouble this term,”
is"aid ng'y. “We all like the chap,
ut—

There’s

repeated

“The butfulness is terrific,” agreed
Hurree Jamset Rare Singh, with a nod
of his dusky head. “The esteemed
Smithy will Ze shirty if the absurd Red-
wing trots in with our honourable and
ridiculous selves.”

Grunt from Johnny Bull.

“Let him, and be blowed to him!”
said Johnny. “I’'m getting fed-up with
Smithy’s airs and graces.”

“The airy gracefulness of the estecmed
Smithy is preposterous. 2

“He’s seen us!” said Bob, as the
distant figure waved a hand.

On the higher ground beyond the wood
Redwing was in view across the tree-
tops. But as he followed the descending
road he disappeared from sight among
the trees.

“ May as well wait,” said Bob Cherry;
and Wharton nodded assent.

The five juniors on the bridge waited
for Redwing to appear in sight on the
road from the wood.

They expected him to appear in a
few minutes. But he did not emerge
from the wood. Instead of that, there
came the echo of a distant shout.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! What's that?”
ejaculated Bob.

“It’'s Redwing ! Listen”

“Rescue! Rescue. Greyfriars!”

Faintly {rom the distance came the
shout. Evidently it came from Tom
Redwing, still out of sight on the road
in_the wood.

Bob Cherry
stone parapet.

“Come on!? h> exclaimed.

U’

jumped down from the
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Evidently something had stopped Red-
wing in the wood, and he was in need
of help, Bob Cherry started along tho
road at a burst of speed, and his com-
rades were not slow to follow him.
Where the road passed through the
wood it was shadowed by great branches,
that shut off the bright May sunshine.
Something was happening there, ous of
sight of the Famous Five—and they
put on their best speed as they rushed
to the rescue.

“‘nghcli{fc'cads 1 exclaimed Bob.

The Greyfriars fellows came suddenly
on_the scene.

Three bicycles were leaning against

the trees by the roadsids, near a fallen
trunk left by the wood-cutters. Round
about that trunk lay a number of burnt
matches and cigarcite-ends.  Three
nghchﬂ"c juniors—Ponsonby, Gadsby,
and Monson—were surrounding Tom
Redwing, whe was patting up a strenu-
ous but losing fight against the three.
. Evidently Ponsonby & Co. had stopped
in that secluded spot to enjoy a smoke,
when Redwing came along, falling
fairly into their hands. Any Greyfriars
man was fair game for Ponsonby & Co,
so long as the odds were on their side.
They had thrown away their cigarettes
at once at the sight of Redwing, and he
was hard pressed when the Famous Five
came tearing up.

“Rescue ! yelled Redwing.

“Shout away, old bean!” grinned
Ponsonby. “You're far enough from
Greyfriars here—no other cads about!
Collar him!”

“Bnafle the cad1” chuckled Gadsby.
“We’re not far from the river—we'll
roll him down and duck him—what 72

“What-ho !” chortled Monson.

“ All together 1” said Ponsonby. “Now
then, rush the rotter over!”

The three Highcliffians closed in on
Redwing with a rush, and he weni down
with the three sprawling over him.
There was a fearful howl from Gadsby
as they were mixed up on the ground.
He had caught Redwing’s knuckles with
his cye.

“Whocoooh! Oh, my eye!” yelled
Gadsby.

“Pin_him !” gasped Ponsonby. “Oh
gad! The brute’s as strong as a horse!
Scrag him {?

Redwing was still resisting manfully,
and the three Highcliffians were too busy
to observe the five running figures that
camo racing down the road as if they
were on the cinder-path.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” roared Boh
Cherry. “Here we are, old bean!”

“Oh gad!” gasped Ponsonby.

He released Redwing as suddenly as
if that youth was red-hot, and leaped
to his feet. He was in time to stop
Bob Cherry’s right with his nose, and
he spun over with a roar.

“Oh _crumbs! Greyfriars
gasped Monson.

“Look out!” panted Gadsby.

“Mop them up!” roared Johnny Bull.

“The mopfulness is  terrifici™
chuckled the Nabob of Bhanipur,

Redwing sat up, dusty and dizzy.
Pon & Co. made a frantic rush for their
bicyeles. Monson reached his machine,
threw a leg over it, and went whizzing
away down the road before he could
be collared. But Ponsonby and Gadsby
were grasped in time and whirled back.

“No, you don’t1” grinned Bob Cherry,
as he fastened a grasp of iron on Pon’s

cads I

collar, “What’s the hurry?”

“Leggo, you rotter!” panted Pon-
sonby.

“Not yet, old tulip! We love you
too much to lose you.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”? X
Harry Wharton gave Redwing a hand
up
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“0Oh, my hat! I'm glad you fellows
were around,” gasped Redwing. “Lucky
I saw you on the bridge!”

“The luckfulness was terrific, my
esteemed  Redwing,” grinped Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh. “But the luckful-
ness is a boot on the other leg for the
estcemed and ridiculous Ponsonby.”

“I—I say, chuck it, you men |” gasped
Gadsby. “We—we weren’t goin’ to hurt
the fcllow, you kncw—only & joke—-"

“Well, let’s all join in the joke,” said
Bob Cherry. “We're rather jokers our-
selves.”

“The jokefulness is terrific.”

“Will you let go my collar?” hissed
Pousonby.

“Not till I've jolly well banged your
napper, old bearn! This is where you
get the eream of the joke”

“I—T say—" Gadsby was wriggling,
in a state of horrified apprehension, in
the grasp of Johnny Bull and Frank
Nugent. “I say, it was only a joke,
really—look here—d-d-don’t—oh,
hat—oh, my head—oh !”

ang !
“Whoooop I” roared Gadsby, as his

my

head met the oak. “Oh gad! Oh
crikey ! I say—whooooop I
Bang !

“ Whoooo-hoooooop 1

“8it down!” grinned Johnny Bull,

Gadsby sat down beside Ponsonby.
They sat and gurgled and rubbed the
heads and howled. Scldom had the

heroes of Higheliffe felt so sorry for
themselves.

“Want any more, you two?” asked
Bob cheerily.

5

The Bounder was standing in the old
gateway of Greyfriars, looking down
the road. He was waiting therc for
Redwing to come in.

Billy Bunter, as he rolled up, blinked
warily at the new captain of the Re-
move through his big spectacles.

Billy Bunter’s tone was fricndly as
he addressed Smithy—very friendly
indeed. Bunter wanted to be friends
with his new study-mate.

In fact, unless friendly relations were
established with the Bounder, Bunter's
new study was not likely to be of much
use to him.

It was not for the enjoyment of Iler-
bert Vernon-Smith’s society that the
Owl of the Remove had changed into
Study No. 4. Tt was for the enjoyment
of the lavish spreads that the wealthy

With a swing of his sinewy arm Bob
Cherry jerked the dandy of Higheliffe
to the nearest tree, The hapless Pon in
diro anticipation of what was coming,
struggled frantically, But it booted not.

Bang |

“Yaroooooh |” roared Ponsonby, as his
head cume into violent collision with

the cak, “Oh gad! Owl”
Bang i
“Whooooop 1”
“¥a, ha, ha!”
“Ilave another?” asked Boh afl.

I Wow! 7Yow! Leggo!
crikey ! Wow!”  velled TPonsonby
“Qoooh ! Woooooh !

“Docs that mean yes or no?”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Ow! Wow! No! Dor't! Oh, my
napper! Wow I”

“Pon scems to have had enough ! re-
marked Dob. “l1lo’s wnot grecdy—le
knows when he's had enough. You ¢
sit down, Fou.” DPon sat down, b
and yelled again. “Your turn,
Gaddy !*

“Yow-ow-ow !1”

“Wow! Wow!”
“The answer is in _the estcemed
negative ! chuckled IMurrce Jamsct

Ramn Singh.

“1ia, ha, ha!”

“Come on, Reddy—urnless you'd like
to kick Pon lLefore you go,” said llarry
Wharton, laughing.

“I think Pon’s had enough,” said
Redwing  with a  chuckle; and e
walked “on with the Famous Five--
leaving Ponsonby and Gadsby sitting in
the road, rubbing their heads, and wi
ing fram the Llottom of their h 3
thut they had not thought of starting
that litile rag.

7

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Bad for Bunter!

o MITHY, old chap!”
Herbert Vernon-Smith did
not reply, and he did not turn

his head as he heard the fas
voice of William George Bunter.

With a swing of his sinewy arm, Bob Cherry jerked Ponsonby to the nearest tree. Bang ! ‘‘ Yarooooch'! *’ roared the dandy
of Higheliffe, as his head came into violent collision with the cak, ?

“Ohgad! Owl!’®

Bounder was accustomed to stand in
his study. Billy Bunter, as usual, was
after tho loaves and fishes. Fe was at
his old game, as a snapper-up of un-
considered triflos !

Bunter knew—if nobody else did—
what a fascinating and altogether
charming fellow he was. Bunter could
not help thinking that any fellow ought
to have been glad to have him in his
study.

Properly speaking, Smithy ought to
have jumped at it. But he hadn’t—he
had jumped at Bunter. The fat Owl
was still feeling a twinge where tho
Bounder’s foot had landed.

Bunter had hoped that Smithy would
take the new arrangement in a friendly
way. But he had doubted.

His doubts had been justified.  But
he had not given up hope, which is said
to spring efernal in the human breast.

Anyhow, he was established in Study
No. 4. Quelch had put his foot down
about that. and the Bounder_could not
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resist the authority of his Form master.
He had to let Bunter stay. That point
settled, the fat Owl was auxious for
Smithy to “come round.”

“I say, Smithy, old fellow.” Bunter
almost icooed, though he liad to coo at
the badk of the Bounder’s head. “I
say, what’s the good of ragging, old
chap? We don’t want a cai-and dog
life in_tho study, do we?”

1f Vernon-Smith heard, he heeded
not. He continued to stare along the
road, deaf to the voico of the charmer.

“As for Redwing, I shan’t mind him
in the study,” coutinued Bunter. “The
fellow’s not my class, of course; but
dash it all—I’m no snob! I can stand
Redwing, Smithy !”

Smithy seemed deaf.

“The fact is, as Redwing’s coming
back to-day, I was thinking of standing
a rather special spread—sort of house-
warming, you know,” went on Bunter.
“Make the fellow feel welcome in my
study, you know, what?”

Bunter paused, like Brutus, for a
reply; but like Brutus, he did not get

one.

“Look here, Smithy, I suppose you
can answer a chap!” he hooted.

Apparently Smithy couldn’t! At all
events, he didn’t.

“Y say, old chap, what's the good of
keeping this up 2 urged Bunter. “I’d
have had the spread all ready now, only
I—I've been disappointecd about a
postal order. I told you I was expect-
g a postal order, didn’t I, old bean?”

No answer ! But really no answer was
needed. Smithy undoubtedly knew that
Billy Bunter was expecting a postal
order. All Greyfriars knew that!

“There’s been some delay in the
post,” continued Bunter. “It hasn’t
come! It’s rather odd, too, as it’s
coming from one of my titled relations.
But—t hasn’t! 1 suppose you could
lend me the temn bob till it comes,
Swithy 27

Although hope springs eternal in the
human breast, Billy Bunter was not
feeling very hopeful as he made that
suggestion,

Smithy did not even seem to hear it.
Ile stared out into tho road, taking no
more notice of Bunter than if the fat
junior had been a buzzing insect.

A bunch of Remove fellows had come
into sight, from the direction of the
river. Vernon-Smith’s eyes fixed on
them.

One of them was Tom Redwing; the
others were Harry Wharton & Co. The
Bounder’s eyes glinted as they ap-
proached the gates. Redwing was his
pal—the only fellow in the wide world
for whom he had ever had any real
liking. But the sight of Redwing,
sauntering and chatting pleasantly with
Harry Wharton & Co., brought a scowl
to his face. If Redwing thought that
he was going to run with the hare, and
hunt with the hounds—that was the
thought that came into the Bounder’s
mind, as he watched them,

“I say, Smithy, old fellow, what’s
the good of being shirty ?” Billy Bun-
ter’s fat voice went on at his elbow.
“We shall get on all right in the study,
old thing. If you like to stand the tea
to-day, I'll stand it to-morrow—can’t
say fairer than that. And I'll telf you
what, Smithy—after tea, I’il give you
some of my ventriloquism—"

The Bounder turncd his head at last.

“Will you shut up?” he asked.

“0Oh, really, Smithy—"

“Cut, you fat rabbit!”

“If that’s what you call civil, Smithy,
to a fellow in your own study—"

The Bounder made a motion with his
font, and Biily Bunter backed promptly
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away. Evidently the Bounder was deafl
to the voice of the charmer—nat even
tempted by the offer of some of Bunter’s
wouderful ventriloquism in the study
after tea. Bunter gave himn a devasta-
ting blink as he backed out of reach.

“Yah! Cheeky cad I” hooted Bunter,
“I'm jolly well sticking to the study,
anyhow—you jolly well ean’t turn me
out—so you can put that in your pipe
and smoke it—yaliI”

And having delivered that defiance,
Williain George Bunter beat a rather
hasty rctreat,

The Bounder gave him no further
heed. He stood in the gateway, his
hands in his pockets, an unpleasant
gleam in his eyes, watching the cheery
party of juniors as they came up. Red-
wing caught sight of him thore, left his
companions, and ran forward, his face
brightening.

“Back again, Smithy, old chap!” he
exclaimed.

The Bounder nodded coolly.

“Don’t let me take you away from
your friends!” he said sarcastically.

Redwing gave him a look.

Harry Wharton & Co. went in, and
walked on to the House, leaving Tom
with his chum. The Bounder was not
looking very chummy, however. i

“It was rather lucky I fell in with
those fellows, Smithy,” said Redwing.
“I met Ponsonby and his gang on my
way here, and they started ragging.
There was a scrap——

“You'll bave to report to Quelch now
you've got here, won't you?”

«Yes.? )

“Hadn’t you better go and do it?”

Redwing gave him another look, and
followed the Famous Five towards the
Housc. There was a cloud on his face
as he went. He had been locking for-
ward to sceing his chum again; but it
was evident that the Bounder was in
one of his sulky tempers.

Vernon-Smith remained staring out
moodily into the road. It was lock-up
now, and Greyfriars fellows were
coming in in twos and threes. The
Bounder remained where he was, till
Gosling came down to lock the gates.
Then he walked away slowly to the
House. ) R

Tom Redwing was standing in the
doorway of Study No. 4, when Smithy
came up the Remove passage. A fat
voice was audible from the study.

«J say, Redwing, old chap, let’s have
tea! No good walting for Smithy—he’s
in one of his tantrums. Look here,
T’ll cut down to the tuckshop, if you
like—~—" .

“For goodness’ sake, dry up, Bunter.

“QOh, really, Redwing—=" Billy
Bunter blinked out of the study. “Oh!
Is that you, Smithy? Waiting tea for
you, old chap!” .

“Bunter says that he’s in this study
now, Smithy,” said Redwing, with a
puzzled look. “Is that fat frog rcally
Janded on us?”

“Look here, you cheeky beast 2

“Yes; I'm tea-ing with Skinner,” said
the Bounder. “We've left it rather late
—come along.”

“RBkinner?7” repeated Redwing hesi-
tating. He was not on “tea-ing” terms
with Skinner & Co., of the Remove.

“Yes; will you eome, or not??
grunfed tho Bounder.

“Oh, all right!”

“I say, you fellows!” Billy Bunter
blinked at the two juniors as they went
up the”passaga to Study No. 11, “I
say——

Vernon-Smith and Redwing turned
into Skinner’s study. Billy DBunter
blinked into an empty passage with a
dismayed blink.

“Beasts!” he ejaculated.

Bunter was left in posscssion of his
new study. But the possession of the
disputed study did not scem to afford
him much satisfaction. If the Bounder
was “tea-ing out,” that study was abso-
lutely useless to Billy Bunter. There
were no crumbs to fall from the rieh
man’s table for the fat Owl.

O crikey !” grunted Bunter,

He left Study No. 4 at last, and
rolled along to Study No. 1. 'the
Famous Five were there, and there were
the remains of a meal on the table;
but the meal was over.

“I—I say, you fellows—" said Billy
Bunter, blinking disconsolately into
Study No, 1—at five grinning faces.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! How are yowu
getting on in your new study, old fat
bean?” chuckled Bob Cherry.

“I say, that beast Smithy is tca-ing
out—"

“Ha, ha, hat”

“Blessed if I see anything to cacklo
at! I say, Smithy seems in a roticen
temper about something,” said Bunter.
“His manners are simply horrid, you
know. If he keeps this up, I jolly well
§hﬁ}’n’t stay in his study—he can’t cxpect

«y

Ha, ha, ha!”

“You fellows had teca?™
“*Yes,”

“Anything left?2
“Nol”

““Beasts !”

Billy Bunter rolled away, leaving the
Famous Five roaring. Bunter had
succeeded in landing himself in the
study which was like unto a land flow-
ing with milk and honey; but like
Moses of old, he seemed destined cnly
to view the Promised Land, without
entering into the delights thereof.
Bunter, evidently, had expected the
Bounder to “come round “—which
showed that he had a hopeful nature,

The fat Owl rolled into Study Wo. 7.
Peter Todd was thers, and he gave
Bunter a look of surprised inquiry.

“Want anything ?”” he asked.

“Oh, really, Toddy—"

“Shut the dooor after you.”

“The fact is, Toddy, old man,” said
Bunter blinking at him. “JI don’t want
you to think I'm turning you down
in changing studies, you know. P'm
pot the fellow to turn down an old pal,
I hope.”

* Not at tea-time!” agreed Toddy,

“I mean to seco a lot of you still, old

fellow. I shall drop into this study to
tea sometimes. ?

“You jolly well won't!2 grinned
Peter,

“He, he, he! I don’t mind your little
jokes, old chap. I-I—I say, Toddy,
wha-a-at are you going to do with that
fives bat?”

“Wait a tick, and youw'll see,?
answered Toddy, as hLe rose from the
table. “Just a tick—"

Billy Bunter did not wait a “tick.”
He did not wait half a tick. Ho do-
parted hurriedly from Study No. 7,
banging the door after him with a bang
that echoed from one end of the Remove
passage to the other.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
A Chance for Smithy !
“ SAY, you fellows! When are we
E going #”
“When we start !” answered Boby
Cherry.
“Eh? Well, when are you stariing 72
(Continued on page 8.)



=
NS

?/Z Ten Thousand
= § -73/ S GRAND GIFT BOOKS
SO sk e Won

o

,//
= Simply for Coupons

e . 3 -

= —Begin Collecting NOW !
e ND what a plan, isn't it, chaps ? A fine plan, a big plan—the plan for
== / \
B
\

you! Easy, amusing, interesting, something to talk about to your
pals—and FREE!

All you have to do to try to get one of those magnificent gift books
is to collect coupons. Just that! Every coupon is worth so many points—
25--30—and so on. Aud the highest totals of points will win. As a special

start wo give you here a big “ Bonus coupon for 50 points—while elsewhere in this
number you will find another coupon worth 25 more points. So you start off with
seventy-five points in your pile. You’re well away already !

Clet busy right now. Cut out the coupons and keep them, and watch our next issues
for more coupons—yow've eight weeks altogether in which to make your total a real
snorter.

Ask your pals, too, about their coupons. Perhaps they’ll pool theirs with yours.
Below you will find a list of the other famous papers which contain these prize coupons,
also look out for other special bonus weelks, too! You want to bo one of the fortunate
ten thousand—don’t let the grass grow under your feet then; collect all the coupons
you cam.

When the final week’s coupons appear wo shall
also tell you how and where to send in your
coupons, and shall also ask you which book you A BIG START !

want, if you win.

.

The 10,000 handsome gilt books (500 of them for Begln
Overseas readers) will be awarded to the ten thousand
readers who send in coupons with the highest totals of YO r
points. There is NO entrance fee, and the closing date u\
will be Wed , July 13th (except to readers outside -
thed B‘ritish Teles).” Only coupons taken from Msexer, 3 Collection
and also:

with
GEM DULISEYE A
UNION JACK SPORTS BUDGET This
TRIUVMPH MODERN BOY
NXELSON LEE SURPRISE

CHAMPION RANGER FINE BONUS !

BOY’S CINEMA

will be eligible, and mutilated coupons will not be counted.
The Editor’s decision will be final, No correspondence
will be allowed.

Overseas Readers, Too! All you pals who are
far away are in this great scheme as well (except
readers in New Zealand. whom, unfortunately, it
is not possible to include)! Collect all the gift
coupons you can, in the same way—there will be a
special elozing date to give you time to send your
coupons to us after the final weck. 500 of the :
Prize Books will be reserved for overseas winners ! L

There’s Another 25 Points On Page 27, Too!
‘TELL ALL YOUR PALS ABOUT THIS SCHEME!




8
BILLY BUNTER'S VENGEANGE !

(Continued from page 6.)

“When we gol!”? answered Bob,
gravely.

The Famous Five smiled—in contrast
to William George Bunter, who

frowned.

It was Saturday—a half-holiday—and
in the bright May weather, the chums
of the Remove looked merry and bright.

They were waiting to hear the bell
for dinner, when the fat Owl joined
them outside the Heuse. Billy Bunter
was in quest of information—which the
chums of the Remove did not seem kecn
to impart.

“Now, look here, you fellows,” said
Bunter. “I know you’re going over. to
Cliff House this afternoon, and if I'm
coming with you, I shall want to know
what time to start. See?”

“But _you’re not, old fat bcan,” said
Harry Wharton.

“The notfulness is terrific.”

“I don't think you fellows ought to
want to kecp me away from Cliff Housc
just because Marjorie likes to see me
there,” said Bunter reproachfully.
“Think of her!”

*“Oh, my hat!” said Bob.

“They say it’s a pleasure to give
pleasure, you know,” argued DBunter.
“Well, then, why not make the after-
noon a pleasure for Marjoric! Think
what her feelings will be like, if she
thinks I’'m coming, and then only you
fellows turn up 12

“Oh crikey I

“Besides, they always have a good
tea in the school-room when they ask
fellows to tea!” said Bunter. “Miss
Primrose generally lets them have a
cake! Of course, I'm not thinking about
the tea, personally —uot like you
chaps—"

“You fat chump-——

“8till, the fact is, I'm on rather hard
tack lately, and I don’t mind telling
you so, as you're my pals,” said Bunter
in a burst of confidence. “You know,
Toddy used to be mean, in Study No. 7
—that was one reason I changed out;
I never could stand selfishness. But—
would you fellows believe it—the men
in my new study are meaner than
Toddy! They tea out every day, and—
and so——

“And so the poor dog had nonec!”
said Bob Cherry sympathetically.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Blessed if I see anything to_ cackle
at! That cad Smithy would like to
mako oub, you know, that a man was
after his tuck—as if 1 thought of that
wheh I changed into Study No. 4. Not
the sort of thing that I should think
of, as you fellows know.”

“Certainly not!” cjaculated Bob.

“And Toddy’s frightfully inhospitable,
in my old study!” went on Bunter. “ He
makes out that he’s glad I've changed
out—only his joke, of course, but he
keeps it up just as if he meant it.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“And, to tell you the truth, I'd really
like tea at Cliff House to-day,” said
Bunter. “Apart from making the affair
agreeable and pleasant to Marjorie and
Clara and the rest, I'd really like to
go. There!”

“My dear old fat porpoise,” said
Harry Wharton. “We’re going on our
bikes, and we're having a spin for two
or three hours, with Marjorie and Clara
—and two or three minutes would fold
you up, so roll away, and don’t bother.”

“That’s all right,” said Bunter. “I'll
come! I'll ride a bit slow to make
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it all right for you fellows! If I tire
you out, just remind me, see?2

The Famous Five gazed at Bunter.

“Only there’s the question of a bike,”
added ~the fat Owl, thoughtfully.
“Mine’s got three punctures. No time
to mend them before dinner—but you
can mend them before we start, Bob!”

“Ask next door!” suggested Bob
Cherry.

“I think you might mend them for
me, ‘old chap—you’re rather a clumsy
ass at most things, but you can mend
punctures. You mended one for Mar-
jorie the other day. I suppose if you
can mend punctures for Marjorie, you
can mend them for me?”

“ Suppose again I” chuckled Bob.

Apparently, Robert Cherry saw some
difference between mending punctures
for Miss Marjorie Hazeldene, an
mending them for William Bunter.

“Well, if you're going to e lazy and
selfish about it, I shall have to borrow
a_bike,” said Bunter. “I'd borrow
Mauly’s, but he’s such a slacker—he’s
never had it repaired since he lent it
to me last week! Look here! What
about one of you fellows stayisg in, and
lending me his bike?”’

‘“‘Hear, hear!” chortled Bob Cherry.
“What about it, you men? Don’t all
speak at once!”

““Ha, ha, hal”

“Well, perhaps I can have Smithy’s
—after all, a fellow ought to be willing
to lend his bike to a fellow in his own
study, what?” said Billy Bunter. “YT’ll
ask him, anyhow.”

The Iamous Five chortled. They
could not exactly ‘see” Ilerbert
Vernon-Smith lending Bunter his hand-
some jigger.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo, Smithy !”” roared
Bob Cherry, as the Bounder came along
towards the House, the bell for dinner
beginning to ring. “Stop a minute—
you're wanted.”

Vernon-Smith glanced round and
paused. He was not on speaking terms
with Harry Wharton, and more or less
“barred ” the whole cheery Co.; but
Bob Cherry had no use for sulks or
sullenness, and he cheerfully ignored the
Bounder’s grim looks.

“Well, what?” snapped Smithy.

“Go it, Bunter I”” grinned Bob.

“It's me, old chap,” said Bunter,
turning his big spectacles on the
Bounder. “These fellows are going out
for a spin this afternoon with the Cliff
House girls, and starting soon after
dinner. They’re awfully keen on my
going with them, but I shall have to
borrow a bike. Can I have yours, old
chap1”

The Bounder gave the Owl of the
Remove one expressive look, swung
away, and walked on to the House with-
out answering. .

Bunter blinked after him.
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I say, you fellows, has Smithy got
his back up about anything 7 he asked.
“He absolutely refuses to answor when I
speak to him! Like a_dumb beast in
the study, you know! Hardly opens his
mouth, except to call a_ fellow names,
I—I suppose he means I can have the
bike.”

“Think so?” gaspcd Bob.

“Well, silence gives consen(, you
know,” "argued Bunter. “I suppose
that’s what he means. I'll borrow
Smithy’s jigger, and come along with
you fellows. If Smithy makes out
afterwards_that he never mecant me to
have the bike, and kicks up a row, you

can lick him, Bob. You can lick
Smithy all right! Wharton’s licked
Smithy, you know—and you licked

Wharton once, so—— I say, you fel-
lows, don’t walk away while a fellow’s
talking to you!”

But the Famous Five did walk away.
Somehow, they scemed to have had
enough of Bunter’s bright conversation.

When the juniors went in to dinner,
Vernon-Smith glanced at the Famous
Tive, across the Remove table, with a
sarcastic expression on his hard face.

Redwing, who was next to .the
Bounder, eyed him once or-twice rather
uneasily. He could see that somcthing
was working in the Bounder’s mind—
something of a disagreeable nature.

Harry Wharton & Co. gave the new
captain of the Remove no attention,
however. The Bounder had made it
plain  that he was keeping up the
“feud,” and that he intended to use his
new position as captain of the Form to
make himself as unpleasant as possible.
But that did not have much effect on
the cheery equanimity of the Co. They
were thinking of their plans for the
afternoon—a merry spin on the bikes in
the bright May sunshine, winding u
with tea at Cliff House with their school-
girl friends—and they had forgotten
Smithy and all his works.

After dinner the Bounder went to the
Rag, Redwing following him. He sat
down at the table there, dipped a pen
in the ink, and wrote out a notice to
pin on the door—the usual place for
posting games notices concerning the
Remove.

Redwing watched him in silence, and
read the notice when it was pinned up
—and compressed his lips. It was a
brief notification that a practice match
had been arranged for that afternoon,
requiring the presence on Little Side of
all the Remove cricketers,

“It’s rather late in the day to put
that up, Smithy,” said Redwing.

“Think so?” asked the Bounder, with
a smile.

“It’s not a compulsory day, either.”

“My dear chap,” said the Bounder;
“who cares about that?  Compulsory
games practice was instituted to round
up the slackers and keep them from
frowsting in the studies. This isn’t
intended to -kecp Skinner away from
his smckes, and Bunter away from the
tuckshop. 1t’s only mocant for membecrs
of the Form cleven and the reserves.
Can’t you rcad?”’

“Plenty of fellows have made other
arrangements for the afternoon by this
time, Smithy.”

“Qther arvangements can be thrown
over, when it’s a question of getting
into form to beat Redelyfie next week.”

“VYes; but—"

“T’ve got to keep the men up to the
mark, Reddy. I dor’t wani the men to
be sayin’ that we're losin’ matches under
a new captainey.”

“You don’t want to play cricket {his
afternoon ?”
“I’'m keen enough; but—look here,
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leoking pie.

Smithy, I heard Hazeldene mention that
he’s going on a spin this afternoon, with
his sister at Cliff House—"

“T’ll let Hazel off, if that’s an
arrangement. Shouldn’t like to disap-
point his sister at CLff House.”

“X mean, Wharton and his friends are
going, too.”

“Are they 7”” said the Bounder. 5

“Well, if you didn’t know—" said
Tom, eycing him doubtfully.

“They don't generally tell me their
arrangements for the half-holidays,”
said the Bounder gravely.

“I—1 supposc not! DBut, look here,
Smithy, a lot of fellows will think you
knew—I shan’t think so, of course. I
know you wouldn’t play a mean
trick——"

“Thanks !” said the Bounder.

“But it will really look as if you’ro
dishing those chaps because you're on
scmppill$ terms with them. It will look
as if you're throwing your weight about,
old fellow.”

“That’s rather a failin’ of mine!”
assented the Bounder. “I'm afraid I
can’t afford to consider the looks of
things, old becan—Y've got my jolly old
duty to do. Weo're gomn’ to beat Red-
clyffe, you know.””

“But those fellows can’t very well cut
any arrangements they've made with the
girls at Cliff House—"

“They caun stand out, if they like—it’s
not a compulsory day, as you say. But
any man who stands out of the practice
match to-day will be left out of the team
for Redelyffe on Wednesday,” said the
Bounder calmly. “I’m not puttin’ a
crew of slackers up to be whopped when
Redclyffe come over here on Wednes-
day. MF dear man, don’t you worry—
thoy’ll all be frightfully keen I’

The Bounder walked out of the Rag,
whistling.

Billy Bunter rolled into Vernon-Smith’s study and opened the cupboard door.
The fat junior’s eyes goggled behind his large spectacles and his mouth watered at the sight of that tempting dish !

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The High Hand !

“ HEEK !” said Johnny Bull.
g “The cheekfulness is

terrific!”
“Side t” growled  Bob
Cherry.
“BSwank 1” snapped Nugent.
Harry Wharton did not speak. He

stood looking at the notice on the door
f'f the Rag, with closely-compressed
ips.

Word had soon passed through the
Remove that the notice was up. Most

of the fellows remarked that the captain.

of the Form might have thought of post-
ing it earlier in the day; but most of
the cricketers were keen enough.
Indced, some fellows had thought that
the new captain of the Remove might
prove rather slack, and were glad to
see that he was taking the Form gamecs
so seriously and energetically.

Peter Todd had remarked that Smithy
was giving his friends at the Cross Keys
the go-by; and Skinner & Co., who had
been expecting a little run out of bounds
with Vernon-Smith, were angry and
annoyed.

The Famous Five, keen cricketers as
they were, were not pleased. Certainly,
they did not want to figure as slackers
who loafed about on a half-holiday—
fellows who objected to being kept up to
the scratch by an energetic skipper.
But they could not help guessing that it
was not the great gamo of cricket that
Smithy had in mind on this occasion.

“Cheek I” repeated Johrny Bull
“That notice should have been stuck up
Jong ago. if it was going up at all. If
Smithy thinks he’s a little tin god, the
sooner he finds out his mistake, the
better 1

Harry Wharton drew a deep breath,

Reposing on the top shel was a serumpticus<

“We're going out on our bikes,” he
said, “Smithy’s put this up for our
particular Dbenefit—to dish us. I’m
taking no notice of his rotten cheek!”

“Same here I’ agreed Johnny Bult.

“It’s a 7totten trick!” remarked
Nugent.

“Um!” said Bol Cherry doubtfully.
“It’s rotten cnough. But—"

*Smithy can go and cat coke, so far
as I'm concerned !”’ said Harry Whar-
ton. “And that's that!”

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Herc’s Smithy I”

Vernon-Smith came into the Rag with
Skinner. Harold Skinner was looking
irritated and sulky, and the Bounder
impatient. Skinner was speaking as
they came in.

“Well, look here, Smithy, I think it’s
pretty thick, washing out an arrange-
ment at the last minute like this. We
had it all fixed up, and now you throw
us over at the last minute—"’

“Shut up !’ muttered the Bounder,
with a gesture towards the Famous
Five.

“Well, if you're not coming—-"

“How can I, ass, when I'm playing
cricket 27

“Ob, rats!” snapped Skinner, and he
leit the Bounder and stalked away,
cvidently in a very bad temper.

Johuny Bull gave an audible sniff.

It was fairly plain that the black
sheep of the Remove had planned some
shady excursion for that afternoon,
which the Bounder had thrown over in
order to fix up that special practice
game.

If they had doubted before, they
would not have doubted now that it
was on their particular account that
Smithy had changed his plans.

“Time you men got changed, isn’t

THE MaeNEr LisraRy.—No. 1,265,



10

it?"* drawled the Bounder, with a mock-

ing look at the frowning five. :
“My esteemed and ludicrous
Smithy——"

“The practice begins at two-thirty.”
Smithy pointed to the notice. “Don’t
be late on the ground.”

“We shan’t be late on the ground,”
said Harry Wharton.

“That’s good I” smiled Smithy.

“I mean we shan’t be there at all.”

“How's that?”’

“I don’t think I need explain,” said
Wharton contemptuously.  “Come on,
you fellows, let’s get out of this.”

Some of the Co. were feeling rather
dubious, but Harry Wharton moved
away and they followed him. The
Bounder’s face set hard, and his eyes
glinted.

“Hold on a minute, Wharton I’

“Well?”

“I'm pickin’ out the men for the Red-
clyffe match this afternoon. If you cut
tho practico to-day you cut the match
next Wednesday, too.”

“Look here, Smithy—-"" began Bob
Cherry hotly.

“I don’t want any jaw!” said the
Bounder. “Pve told vou how matters
stand—and that’s that I

“You fellows coming 2’ asked Harry,
without answering the Bounder, and he
walked away, and his fricnds followed

him.

They left the House and walked away
in the dircction of the bikceshed. Billy
Bunter was in the quad, blinking round
through his big spectacles, apparently
in scarch of somebody. He gave a fat
squeak as he sighted the Famous Five.

“T say, you fellows——?

The chums of the Remove walked on,
regardless of Bunter. The fat Owl
rolled after them,

“1 say, you fellows, P’ve heen looking

for you!” he howled. “I say, hold on,
I tell you! I say, I've seen Hazel—"

“Go and cat coke I’

“Oh, really, Wharton—-""

The Famous Five accelerated, and tho
fat Owl was left to waste his sweetness
on the desert air.

They went into the bikeshed and
lifted their machines from the stands.

“I--I supposc—"" said Bob Cherry,
still dubious.

Wharton interrupted him.

“I'm going, Bob! Smithy’s played
this trick just to throw his weight about
—just that and nothing clse. You know
that.””

“I know that, fathcad! All the
same—""
“Well, I've no use for his swank!”

“The swankfulness of the esteemed
Smithy is truly terrific,” remarked
Hnrree Jamset Ram Singh.  “ But—-""

“1 say, you fellows—"

The fat figure and podgy countenance
of William George Bunter were framed
in the doorway of the bikeshed.

“Oh, roll away, you fat chump!” ex-
claimed Wharton impaticntly.

“But, I say—"" hooted Bunter.

“Ring off I’ 3

“Look here, I jolly well won't tell
you what Hazel “said now |” hootcd
Bunter indignantly. “He asked me to
tell you when he went out, and now T
jolly well won’t! Sece?”

“TFathead I” ]

“All right said Bunter ]ol'h’ly.
“You won’t get it out of me now. I'm
not saying a word! Catch mec telling
you now that Hazel bad a phone call
from Cliff House after dinner——"

“What do you mean, you silly ass?”’

“Find out!” rctorted Bunter. “I'm
not going to tell you auything. You
can jollx well find out for yourselves

it
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that Clara’s got a cold and can’t come
out this aft’emoon——”
« o

“Hazel asked me to tcll you svhen ho
went out, and I was going to,”” said
Bunter indignantly. “But if you can’t
listen civilly to a chap I jolly well
won’tl Sce?’’

“Do you mean that Hazel said it’s
off ” demanded Bob. )

“That’s telling !’ sneercd Bunter.
“Y'd havo told you if you’d been civil.
Now I won’t. Clara may have a cold,
and she may not. Marjorie may have
phoned to Hazel that she thinks she
ought to stay in with Clara, and she
may not. Hazel may have asked me to
tell you fellows, and he may not. I'm
not going to tell you anything! So
yah1?

“Ha, ha, ha|”

“You can cackle!” snorted Bunter,
“But you won’t get anything ot of me.
You can jolly well go over to Cliff
House and find that the girls can’t come
out for yourselves! 1 jolly well shan’t
tell you! I would have if you'd becn
civil. Now I jolly well shan’t ”’

JAnd Billy Bunter, snorting with in-
dignation, turned and rolled away—
having made up his fat mind not to
deliver Iazel’s message §

Tho Famous Five looked at one
another.

“Oh, my hat "’ said Bob.

. “Then it’s off,”” said Nugent, replac-
ing his machine on the stand. “May ns
well get down to the ericket.”

Beb Cherry grinned.

“Rather lucky Smithy’s fixed up &
practice game this afternoon. It will
Ll in the afternoon nicely. It’s rather
rough on Skinner and his jolly friends
at the Cross Keys, but all right for us.”
. Harry Wharton’s frowning face broke
mto a grin. Obviously the new captain
of the Remove had set out to “dish »
the Famous Five. It looked as if he

Roaring Yarn of the Wild West!‘
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4d.

had ded in dishing himself
“Come on I said Harry, laughing.
And the Famous Five left the bike-

sied and went in to change for cricket.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Not as per Programme !

ERBERT VERNON - SMITH
ﬁ smiled as he walked down to
Little Side in flannels, with his
bat under his arm Redwing,
who was with him, was not smiling; he
looked worried.  Smithy looked quite
satisficd with himself and with things
generally.  But Redwing, who had no
mtention of entering into his feud with
the former captain of the Remove, was
far from satisfied.
“Rippin’ day for cricket, old bean !’
said the Bounder amicably. “I want
you to pull up your socks to-day, Reddy.

You'ro playin’ on. Wednesday, you
know—and we dou't want the men
sayin’ that I've put you in simply

because we're pals.”’

“I hope that im't the reason,
Smithy,” said Redwing quictly. “That’s
not cricket.”

“ Bow-wow I”” said Smithy.

“Tt will be your first match as cricket

captain, Smithy. You don’t want to
take chances with it.”
o

wro not keen
Greyfriars?”

*Of conrse I'm keen, Lut if you leave
out a betler man—-""

“You're too jolly modest, old bean!
Anyhow, there will be places to be filled.
Wharton won't be in tho team.”

“That’s rot I said Tem. ‘You won't
be gss cnough to Icave out the bost bat
in the Remove.”

on playing for
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“Let him give me a chance, that's
all!” said the Bounder grimly, “Ican’t
chuck the man without an excuse—hut
let him give me onc! I fancy he’s goin’
to. With a jolly old temper like Whar-
tor's, 1 chan’t have to wait long for
him to queer his own pitch.”

Redwing’s face became very grave.

“That means that you're carrying the
feud into cricket, Swnithy.”

“0Oh, dow’t be an ass!” said the
Bounder. “Wharton was captain of the
Remove last term. Do you fancy that
he’s satisfied to leave it in my hands?
¥e’s up against me all along tho line,
of course—and I’'m down on him like &
ton of bricks. Let him give me a
chance to squeeze him out of the Form
games, and I’'m jumping at it with both
feet! MHc's givin’ me a chance this
afternoon; his jolly old pride won't let
bim too the line. Well, a man who
docsn’t choose to turn wup for games
practice can’t cxpect to play in the
matclics. I faney I shall have most of
the men on my side in takin’ that line.””

“It’s hardly fair—"

“Dear me!”  said
mockingly.

He laughed.

“You pulled a long face about my
goin’ cut with Skinner and his gang
this afternoon. Ain’t you jolly glad I've
chucked them, and fixed up ericket
jinstead ?”

«y

At
“\Weli, you don’t look jolly glad!”
grinned the Bounder. “It’s no good
jawin’, Reddy. There’s no room for two
top dogs in the Remove! Wharton
gtarted the trouble last term, and now
he’s goin’ to get what's comin’ to him.”

“If you lose matches »

«“Qh, we shan’t lose matches!” said
the Bounder carelessly. < Wharton’s not
the only pebble on the beach. We're
goin’ to beat Redclyffe on Wednesday,
and you're goin’ to help. And Wharton
can look on, gnashin’ his jolly old
teeth.”

Redwing said no more. It was useless
to orgue with the Bounder. Smithy wa
a sportsman, in his way; but it was
evident he was thinking more of his
feud with the late captain of the Remove
than of cricket. When the Bounder’s
back was up, considerations of fair play
were lost on him. And his back was up
now, implacably.

«Hallo, hallo, hallo!* An unespected
voice greeted the two juniors as they
arrived on Little Side.  “Waiting for
you, skipper!”

The Dounder almost jumped.

Most of the Remove cricketers were on
the ground by this time, and among
them were five fellows whom the new
captain of the Remove had certainly not
expected to sce there.

He stared blankly at Harry Wharton.

Even if the other members of the
famous Co. had decided to turn up, the
Bounder most assuredly did not expect
to see Wharton. But there he was, in
flannels, waiting with the rest. Neither
did he look angry, or sulky, or annoyed.
There was a cheerful smile on his face.

“Oh gad!” muttered the Bounder.

ledwing smiled faintly.

‘As a dutiful and strenuous captain of
cricket, Smithy oughi to have been glad
to sce all his men turn up at his behest,
But he could hardly hide his disappoint-
ment and irritation

“Ob, youre here!” he said, as he

the Bounder

came up.

“The herefulness is terrific, my
estcemed and ridicclous Smithy 17 said
the Nabob of Bhanipur.

“Didn’t you expect us?” asked Dob

“Didn't you give
Isn’t to hear, to

lierry innocently.
the jolly old order?
obey 77

“The hearfulness is the ridiculous
obeyfulness, vencrable Smithy ! grinned
Hurreo Jamset Rum Singh.

The Bounder's eyes gleamed
Wharton.

“You changed your mind, then?™. he
shot out.

“Not at all,” answered Wharton, with
cool contemipt. “As it turned out, wo
had rothing to do this afternoon, and
we were jolly glad to get a game of
cricket !”

“Glad_ you fixed it up, Smithy!”
smiled Nugent. € WWe should have been
at a Joose end.”

The Bounder bit his lip.

“Well, we're ready, Smithy.,” said
Johnny Bull, with grim sarcasm, “ unless
you're going to change the programme
again, and get off to the Cross Keys,

at
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asked the youngster of the man
behind the counter.

“ Yes, sonny,”’ said the shl;p-
or

keeper. ‘ What can 1 do
ou 2 7
¢ | want a second hand for my
watch, please,’” answered the
tittle one anxiously.

‘ ¢ §s this a second-hand shop ??
]
|
|

Look lively with your effort,
chum. You raise the laugh—
I'll supply the prize!

after all. Which ;s it to be—cricket or
billiards 7

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“That’'s enough!” snarled the

Bounder, and he turned his back on the
Famous Five.

Vernon-Smith was mnot in a good
temper during that practice game. His
bad temper had a considerable effect on
his play, and he was bowled by Russell—
a bowler whom, as a rule, Smithy could
have knocked all over the field. What
happened in & practico game was not of
much account, but it was intensely
irritating to the Dounder to losc his
wicket for half a dozen runs to a third-
rate bowler

His chagrin was not lessencd by the
sight of 1larry Wharton knocking the
bowling about with perfect ease, and
evidently enjoying the game.

Wharton was in great form, which
ought to have pleased a skipper
who was to pick out gowd rcn for un
important fixture, due in a fow days.

i

So far from looking pleased, the
Bounder gave his best butsinan black
looks—which, however, had no percep-
tl,:!‘O cffect on the batsman.

The Bounder was glad when it was
over. Matters had not gone as Smithy
hn'«g planned and anticipated,

The Famous Five strolled away alter
tho game in a cheery, smiling hunch.
Vernon-Smith stalked off to the llouse
byHlnms)clE.

_He tramped savagely into Stud
No. 4, and flung his bat with a cmsﬁ
into a corner

:‘VI suy, Smithy, old chap——"

The Bounder became aware that he
was not alone in the study. The fat
formi of Billy Bunter reposed in the arm-
chair,

Bunter blinked at him through his big
spectacles.

“I say, Smithy, I never went over to
Cliff House, affer all! It was all off,
you know! I—TI haven’t had my tea.”

The Bounder stepped towards the
corner wheve he had hurled his bat.
"‘\ about tea in the study, old
cliap?” weit on Bunter hopefully.  “1
say, old fellow, what’s the good of keep-
g on rogging ? was going to ot tea
ready for you, Lut I've heen “disap-
poinicd about a postal orde Fook
here! If you'd like me to anwu to
the tackshop—=-?

The Bounder had picked up the bat,
e towards Bonier, with an ox-
pressicn ou his face that even the shovt-
) A Owl of the Remove conld ot

jumped ont of the armchair,
1 say-—— Yurooocooooh! Yow-
IKcep that bat away, you
t1  Wharrer you. batting me for,
vou rotter? Oh crikey! Oh crumbs!
Yarooooh I
The bat_had not done much excention
ou_the crvicket ficld. DBut it was doing
quite a lot now. Billy Bunter mado a
wild break for the door. The bat fairly
rang on his tight trousers. It really
looked as if Swmithy was trying to get
a boundary with Bunter.

“Ow! Wow! Beast! Yarooooch!
Wheooooop !” roared Bunter.
The fat Owl vanished along ithe

Remove passage, stifl roaring.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Whose Pie ?

OB CHERRY chuckled.

His chuckle was eclhioed by the

other members of the Co.

It was the sight of the fat face
of William George Bunter of the
Remove that cansed their merriment.

Bunter’s fat face, that Monday after-
noon, caused a good many smiles among
the Remove fellows.

Not that Bunter was smiling himsclf.
Bunter was looking lugubrious.

There was quite a cloud on his fat
brow as he rolled up to the Famous
Five in the quad after class.

“T say, you fcllows—" There was a
sorrowful note in Dunter’s fat voice.

“Hallo, halls, hallo, old fat hean!
Enjoying life, what ?” chuckled Boh.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

It had happened before,
once, that the universe wa

nore than
not run to

the satisfaction of William Georze
Bunter. Now he was more dissaticfind

than ever,
Bunter was safely landed, v his Yorm
master’s authority, in Sindy No. 4 in the
Remove. The Bounder. like the heq
of cld, micht rage; bat he couldnot ¢
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rid of Bunter. Since Mr. Quelch had
intervened authoritatively in the matter,
Smithy had had to refram from ejecting
the fat Owl on his fat neck. Bunter was
a sticker—and he stuck.

But Smithy had not, as Bunter hoped
that he would, come round. The chicf
thing, it had seemed to Billy Bunter,
was to get himself landed in that study,
along with the wealthiest fellow in the
Remove. No doubt he had relied on
his fascinating manners and charming
customs, to make the Bounder realise
what an acquisition he was.

It had been a cruel disappointment.
So far from “coming round,” the
Bounder only snarled at Bunter in the
study—like, as the fat Owl complained,
a beastly dog at a strange dog in the
kennel.

Worse than that—much worse—the
study that had once been like unto the
land of Egypt in the fat years, now
resembled the land of Egypt in the
leancst of lean years,

Not a single “spread ” had been stood
in that study. No crumbs fell from the
rich man’s table for Bunter to pick up.
Smithy did not even “tea” in the
study. He'd tea’'d in Skinner’s study,
and insisted upen Redwing tea-ing there
with him. Skinner, undoubtedly, was
pleased. Tea in Skinner’s study was
unusually lavish these days.

But Bunter was dccpl% displeascd.

At this rate, he might as well have
remained in his old study. Indeed, it
would have been_ better for him, for
thero had generally been something in
Study No. 7, and there was nothing at
all in Study No. 4. As @ member of
the study, Peter Todd had tolerated
Bunter with more or less good temper ;
but he made it quite plain—indeed,
painfully plain—that the fat Owl was
not desired as a guest.

Bunter continued to hope that
Smithy would “come round,” and
realise how nice it was to have him in
the study. But Smithy showed no sign
whatever of it, and Bunter’s hope was
growing faint. .

Hence the lugubrious expression on
his podgy countenance at tca-time on
Monday.

Harry Wharton & Co. scemed enter-
tained by the sorrowful sadness in
Bunter’s fat face. They scemed to have
no sympathy whatever to expend on the
bhapless Owl, whose caleulations had
gone so frightfully awry. Bunter
blinked at them dolefully.

“You fellows had tea?” he asked.

“Not yet, old fat man.”

“Well, T'Il tell you what,”> said
Bunter, “I'll tea with you—and I'll
stand it to-morrow, when my postal
order comes. Sce? That suit you?”’

“Quite !” said Harry Wharton. “Let’s
get along to Hall hefore it’s too late!
Come on, Bunter!”

“You silly ass, I didn’t know you were
tea-ing in Hall I T say, you fellows, hold
on a minute—lots of time to get in for
the doorsteps and dishwater ! T say, I'm
getting pretty sick of Smithy !”

“I fancy he reciprocates!’ grinned
Bob Cherry.

“Of course, I thought he would like
to have me in the study ! Wouldn't any
fellow ?”” argued Bunter.

“Oh, my hat!”’

“I can make allowances for his beasily
temper, you know. After all, Smithy’s
a bit of an outsider, and a fcllow of
decent family has to make allowanccs
for these outsiders,” explained Bunter.
“I told him that he ought to be thank-
ful to associate with a fellow of good
family, like me.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”
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“Blossed if I sec anything to cackle
at.”” DBilly Bunter rubbed bis fat litile
nose reminiscently. “The fellow’s an
utter cad, you know. A perfect beast!
Ithought you a beast, Wharton, when I
used to be in your study—-""

“Thanks !”

“But you weren’t such a beast as
Smithy! In fact, I've thought of
changing back into your study, old
chap.”

“Think again!” suggested Wharton.

“I got on better with Toddy than
with that brute Smithy,’> said Bunter
sorrowfully. “Toddy was stingy; I was
never satisfied with Toddy. There was
never much for a chap, you know, and
when Toddy tea’d out he would forges
about me entirely. Selfish, you know.
But Smithy’s the limit! You’d almost
think that he doesn’t want me in his
study at all.””

“Only almost !”” chuckled Nugent.

“Mean isn’t the word for that rotter
Smithy !” said Bunter. “Would you
fellows believe that he went for me with
a ericket stump because there was a box
of chocolates gone! T never had them,
you know. I'd disdain to touch the
fellow’s things. I told him so. But he
made out that I'd had them because he
saw me eating them——"

“Oh, my hat!”

Will readers please note that owing
to the
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next week’s MAGNET will be on
sale Friday, May 13th.

“I'd _jolly well complain to Quelch
about it, but a fellow docsn’t like to
bring a beak into a row. Quelch might
not believe me, too. He’s doubted my
word more than once. I say, you
fellows, don’t walk away while a fellow’s
talking to you !’

“My dear old porpoise, all the door-
steps and dishwater will be gone, if we
don’t get into Hall.”

“I’'ve got something better than that,”
said Bunter. “Thai’s why I was look-
ing for you fellows. How’d you like a
pie?”
“A pie?” repcated Wharion.

“Yes—a tip-top steak-and-kidney pie
like the onc that Coker of the Fifth
bad, that he made out I pinched from
his study——""

“You fat villain! Have you been
raiding Coker of the Fifth again?”’

“Oh, really, Wharton! The pic’s in
my study. 1It’s the first time Smithy’s
left any grub in the study since that box
of chocolates went. I say, you fellows,
it’s a ripping pie?’ Bunter's littla
round eyes glistened behind his big,
round spectacles.  “Simply ripping! T
want to whack it out with you men.”

“You want to whack out Smithy’s
pic!” exclaimed Wharton.

“Well, it’s not exactly Smithy’s pie!
I-1 found it in my study! Ii’s in the
study cupboard now. I dare say Smithy
will make out that it’s his pie—he’s
unscrupulous- 2

“You -fat frog! You'd better lot
Smithy’s pie alone,” said Bob.

“I say, you fellows, I really want
you P’ urged Bunter. “I’'m not the man
to keep a good thing to myself, as yocu
know! I never have anything without
whacking it out among my friends.
Come up to the study I~ “

“We're not on stcak-and-kidney terms
with Smithy, old bean !’ chuckled Bob.

“You'll come as my guests!” said
Bunter with dignity. “I can ask men
into my own study, I suppose. 1f
Smithy kicks up @ shindy, you fellows
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can handle him easily enough! That
isn’t why I'm asking you, of course.
Don’t you run away with the idea that
I'm afraid of Smithy |”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Tho fact is, it’s not Smithy’s pie at
all—I had it in a_hamper from Bunter
Court "’ explained the fat Owl. “I ean
tell you it’s toppmg! You know what
Mrs. Mimble’s seven-and-six pies are
like 1

“You had one of Mrs. Mimble’s seven-
and-six pies in a hamper from Bunter
Court !”” roared Johnny Bull.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“1—I—I mean—"7"

“Wo know what you mean, old fat
man!” chortled Bob Cherry. “We're
not going to scoff Smithy’s pie, and
whop him if he kicks up a shindy.
You’d better give that pie a wide
berth.”

“I say, you fellows, Smithy and Red-
wing are out to tea, and there’s nobody
in the study. Smithy’s got that pie in
for supper, I expect. Look here, if it’s
gone when he looks for it he won’t know
we had it! We can all swear that we
never went near the study, see ?”’

“Oh crumbs 1”

“Besides, it isn’t Smithy’s pie, as I’ve
{old you. He can’t make out that it’s
his pie when it came from Bunter Court
—I mean, when I gave seven-and-six of
my own money for it at the tuckshop.
Besides, you can lick him, Bob—and it’s
high time he was licked! Look at the
airs he’s put on since he became captain
of the Form. It will do Smithy good to
have a jolly good whopping! In fact,
I've been going to whop him myself.
only—only a fellow doesn’t want to whop
a man in his own study. T say, wou
fellows, don’t walk away while I'm
speaking—"

Harry Wharton & Co. walked away to
tea in Hall. No doubt they would have
preferred a steak-and-kidney pie to the
school fare which Bunter_described as
doorsteps and dishwater, But certainly
they had no intention of helping Bunter
to scoff Smithy’s pie, and whopping the
Bounder if he made a fuss! There was
no doubt that that pie would have bacn
scoffed alveady, had not Bunter felt that
it was a rather risky proceeding—in
view of the Bounder’s temper. Bunter
would have “scoffed » the pie, all on his
lonely own, with pleasuire—but he' dis-
liked the idea of sceing Smithy when he
inguired after it. At that stage in the
dings the Famous Five would
have come in nseful.

“Beasts !” snorted Bunter.

IIe rolled away dismally. Bunter was
hungry—tca in  Hall made litile
difference to that. The thought of that
ripping pie haunted him. Smithy had
left it in the study cupboard, just as if
he wanted to tempt Bunter! And there
was no doubt that Bunter was-tempted
—sorely tempted. Twice the fat Owl
turned towards the IHonse with ihe in-
tention of heading for Study No. 4—
and turned back again, remembering
the weight of Smithy’s boot. A third
timo he_turned—and this time he went
in. 8till in doubt, hut with his fat
mouth watering at the thonght of the
pic, the Owl went up to the Remove
passage.

He found Peter Todd sitting on tho
banisters on the Remove landing. Peter
grinned at him.

“Had your tea, old fat man?”

“Not yet, Toddy.”?

“Like a spread in your old study for

once?”
“Qh! Yes, rather, Toddy!” Bunter
beamed,

“So should 11" said Toddy. “And if

syou'll stand the spread—"
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“We'll have it together,” concluded
Peter.

“Beast "’

Peter Todd chuckled.

“I—I say, Toddy, now you mention
it, it's the very thing I was thinking
of,” said Bunter. “Cut into my study
and get Smithy’s pie—I—I mean, get
my pic out of the cupboard, and bring
it to No. T—=—"

“1 don’t think!” grinned Pecter.

“It’s a topping pie, Peter. Specially
made by our French chef at Bunter
Court. I haven't touched it yet, old
chap—I’ve been keeping it specially to
whack out with you—and—and you
could handle Smithy, Pcter, if he makes
a fuss-——""

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Peter.

“Look here, you beust——"

Smithy had said that there were rats in
the study, and that he was going to get
something from the chemist for them.

Dunter had pever noticed any rats in
the study—still, if Smitly fancied there
were rats, he might believe that tho
rats had had that pie.  Anyhow, that
serumptious pic was not lo be resisted
—and Bunter started on it

It really was a serumptious pie.

Bunter would have preferred his pals
to rally round him, on this occasion,
with a view to dealing with Smithy if
he made a fuss. But as he travelled
through the pie, he was rather glad that
after all they hadn’t rallied round him.
There was certainly not too much for
Bunter on his own. Billy DBunter
travelled through the pie at cxpress
speed. Tt really was a corker. When
Tunter had finished, the pie-dish was as

13

“1 fellows——> Dbegan
Bunter.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Did you scoff

the pie, you fat fraud?’ grinned Bob

Cherry. ““Look out for Smithy’s boot I”

“Oh, really, Cherry! The fact is, I—

say, you

I-1 ncver touched the pie,” said
Bunter, “I—I thought T wouldn't, you
know. But—it’s gone.”

“The goncfulness is probubly terrific,”
chuckled Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh,
“and the guessfulness where it has gone
is an easy ome.”

“Smithy said to-day that there were
rats_in the study, you chaps—"

“Bosh 1” said Harry Wharton. “I've
never heard of rats in the Rcmove
passage. 'fhero aren’t any.”

“Present company cxeepted,” added
Bob Cherry.

“Ha, hLa, ha!”

U

#0Ow ! Yarooooh ! shrieked Bunter, clutching at Mr, Quelch’s gown. *Help! Send for a doetor ! ¥’m pip-pip-pip-

poisoned I **

“Better leave it alone, old fat man!
Smithy's got a bad temper end a heavy
boot,”

“Yah!”

Bunter rolled on up the Remove
passage.  He rolled into Study No. 4.
There, he opened the cupboard-door,
and gazed at the pie.

It looked a very mice pie. It looked,
in fact, a scrumptions pie. It was
enough to make a fellow’s mouth water,
when a fellow had had only one tea.

Bunter had not yet decided to take

tha risk of annexing that pie. Dut the
pie decided for him. The ple was
irresistible.

Almost unconsciously, DBunter’s fai

hands stretehed out to the pie,
all, the beast should Liave
the study. It was
sides, how was be
Bunter had had the pic?
been the cat—or the rats—only

13

¢ What does this foolish boy mean, Wharton ? ** said the Form master.

disagreed with him ¢

clean as if it had been newly washed.
The pie had vanished.  X-rays would
have been nceded to discover what had
become of it. And Bunter, in a state of
fat and happy satisfaction, departed
from the study--with Smithy’s pie as an
inside passenger.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
“Rough on Rats!”

57 ARRY WIIARTON & (0. came
&i up the
S was time

1ove staircase.
or prep in e Re-

amove, and most of the juniors

weee going to their studies.  The Owl
of the Remove was on the landing, and
he gave the Co. a blink throngh his hig
jes. Billy Duanter did not scem
easy in Lis mind.  After the
feast came the rveckoning, and Dunter
bhad been thinking about the reckoning
ever since he had packed away the pie,

—
o

““ Has he eaten something that has

“Oh, really, Cherry! Well, Smithy
thinks there are—he said he was going
to get a bottle of ¢ Rough on Rats’ from
the chemist, to get rid of them.” said
Sunter. “I say, you fellows, do—do
you think that Smithy will believe that
the rats had that pie?”

“Oh crumbs !”

“QOf course, it might have been the
P’ said Bunter.  “Mrs. Kebble's cat
always prowling round the House,
you know. In fact, I saw tle cat in the
stody——"

“You didn't sce a pig in the study?”
asked Johnny Bull.

“ILh? No.”

“Then you didn't look in the {ooking-
glass,”” said Johnny.

“Ha, ha, hat”

“Beast! I say, vou fellows,

{Continucd on page 16.)
Tie MaeNET Lisrary.~No. 1,265,

it was
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ARE YOU A
COLLECTOR?
If S0, you mig‘nt drop into Study
No. 14 this evening and collect the
remains of Fisher T. Fish after I've

THE MAGNET-"VERY SATURDAY

Edited by
HARRY
WHARTON,
F.G.R,

LATEST
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Private Secretary Wanted !

AMust be unscrupulous. Recogaised
Bad Lad preferred. Refereases not
wanted.  Successful applicant will be
required to0 keep mum about many
shady transaciions, Salary, 2s. per

finished with him!

in anticipation,

Thanking you
JOHNNY BULL.

(reyfriars era

week

' No. 97,

LAUGH AND GROW FAT.

May 14th, 1932, l

wanted.

and passes out of gates when
Write in confidence,
GERALD LODER,

Sixth Form Common-roum.

POOR OLD POPPER

Local “Big Noise” Bagged at Fun Fair

HILARIOUS

A painful impression has been
caused at Grey: s and in the sur-
rounding district by the sad news that
Sir Hilton Popper’s dignity has been
affronted at a lun Fair outside Popper
Court. Tt scems almost incredible
that anyono could behave roughly
to such a dear, kind gentleman;
but the facts arefbeyond question.

The cause of the trouble was,
apparently, Sir Hilton’s objection to
the fair being carried on near his
house. We are told that he visited the

N
fair-ground and lodged an objection
in the following polite terms:

“Gad, sir! Hah—huh—hah !
What the—you—you——r-:

At this stage, wo undersiand, Sir
Hilton went purple in the face and
hit the proprietor of the fair on the
napper  with  his  walking-stick.
Naturally, we decline to believo that
Sir Hilton can be capablo of such a
violent act. e profer to think that
the old gentleman was scized with
sudden giddiness and used the show-
man to steady himself.

The showman, apparently not under-
standing Sir Hilton’s innocent motives,
gave him a tap on the nose, and Sir
Hilton, o little pertwrbed, made the
following remarks :

“Grrer ! Wooft  Hul!
Huh! Gad, sir! Grrorr!”
, Having concluded this
lonocent expression of opix
Hilton, quite accidentally, w
kicked a ‘couple of passcrs-l
a roundabout aussistant on the
gave tiie showman a jaub with his
walking-stick that sent him ilying

After that, to tl verlasting
credit, a crowd of boizlerous onlooker:
seized the baronet and gave him a free
rido on the nearest roundabout !

Weo are informed that members of

Iah !

peufectly
ion, Sir
sure,
punched
aw, and

7

HALF-HOUR

the Remove took part in this scandal-
ous proceeding. i
We refuse to believe it !

Extraordinary Scenes at
Cricket Maich

Spectators’ Strange Behaviour

3ystery surrounds the extracrdinary
outbreak of hysteria which oceurred
among the spectators at the Fifth
Form Practico Aatch on Big Side
last Wednesday.

Tt began with spasms of giggling
from the steps of the pavilion and other
vantage pomnts round the field, As
the game progressed, these spasms
became more ifrequent and intense.
Eventually}(ho Jaughter was eontinu-
ous, and fifs of hysteria developed in
all directions.  Quite a number of
onlookers had io be attended to by
tho Greyfriars First Aid Corps.

The puzzling featuve is that the
hysterical wave scemed to be confined
to the spectators. The players, gener-
ally speaking, seemed to bo particu-
serions ; a number of them were
obscrved te be mouning and groaning
and tearing their hair,

Tho only exception to this rule was
Coker, who appeared to enjoy the
game thoroughly.  His enthusiasm
was tremendous and resulted in in.
juries {0 most of the other players
re the end of the game—a circum-
stance  which left  Coker entirely
unaffected.

At the conclusion of the day’s play,
the rest of the players, for unknown
reasons, made a combined attack on
Coker, Lumped him, seragged him,
and rolled him in the gravel. This
incident, strangely cnough, was fol-
lowed by renewcd hysteria.

Can you un such weird
Lehaviour, dear v We musi
it"s utterly beyond us!
ien Coker comes ou
we're going o send orier along
ask hira whab he thinks about it.
s he's going to stand
num distance ot twenty yards
y when ho puts the question !

f the sanny

We won.
h saving  time and
blo by sending them (o My, Prout’s
Pipe-lighting Burcau ?
Thanking you in anticipation,
THE EDITOR,

SENSATIONAL PUBLISHING COUP
FOILED

PRINTERS RECEIVE BOGUS “HERALD”

It will probably surprise our readers to hear that I * On the other side of the hedgo in Friardale Lane !
week they narrowly escaped getting a ** Greyiriars Ilerch M-m-my hat ! Then the silly ass must have thrown
edited and written throughoul by Bolsover major ! ¢ lot away ! Yet he distinctly suid  yes’ when we asked

Bolsy, who has been very soro lately about not gettin: n whether he’d posted them off !
place in the Remove Cricket Eleven, tramped into He didn’t say what them was, though ! ** grinned Bol
editorial office one Press Day, wearing a grim, dogged s« ** Strikes me there’s something fishy in it. Suppose

1

of look, } Bolsy’s sent o fale ‘ Herald * to the printers—one of his own
“Just going down to the post office at Triardale,’ - ~cinposition. perhaps >
afnﬁlounc’ed‘ 1 wondered if I could do anything for yc t “Oh, my giddy aunt!
ellows.’ " g i "
ORI g ~hone ! ” gasped Wharton.
“ Thank g??«’h}o‘ss someono’s willing to help ! Wharte |- pgison acndpsi::ﬁ streaked off at top speed to the Prefects’
responded, " We've passed all this woel's stuff, and i onmen room and, with Wingate’s permission, got through
just a question of getting it off to the puinfers by expre: 120 the printers. ’ =
post. If you can do that— 17 \Wharton speaking. I'm ringing up abous this wee
Il be a pleasuro,” said Bolsover. " eony. What's that 2 Y ou've got ot
Afterwards we realised that there was a d NP‘yI:ooks as if T'm not far wrong !’ grinued Bob.
note in his voice ; but we didn’t notice it j ¢ ! “Would you mind reading out some of it 77 ushed
When Bolsover returned, Le seemed highly deligat Wha Vt into the receiver. * Headlines will do!”
over something. e was rubbing his hands and chuch paxton, oo rucelvEr. . : .
aloud as he walked up the School House steps.

Let’s get the printers on the

king -

“ Certainly ! ” responded the voico from the other end.
“ Post it off 2 ¥ Wharton asked. E The first article is ‘PERCY BOLSOVER—WONDER
“ Ha; ha, ha! Yes, rather 1> was Bolsover's surprii: CR‘IE{]{E?ER T

o

reply. * Ha, ha, ha ! . - T

“You sont it *express,” rse 77 inguir ig- ¢ Then jollows * THEY CALL IT CRICKET ! A FRANK
Nugent, ¥ Tespress’ of course 17 inquired Fui | opyCIow OF THE REMOVE ELEVEN 17

“Oh crikey ! Yos, 1 made it express’! H 1wt ““ Great pip 1 7 - .
foarta Bollsm}:er, os, 1 made it ‘ express Ha, Lo, b | “ Then there's ‘ WE WANT BO]{?,EWE;RP!” \ligm-mg

““ Teeling all right, old b 7 aske ‘herry. 1 CLAMOUR NEW CRICK "' CAPTAIN ° any

“Ha, ha! Right s s teieet H“;} f;‘i Bobs Cherry, | BOLSOVER'S WEEKLY COMMENTARY * and * DOWN

Concluding that Bolsy was tewporarily off his rods: | 'WITH THE OLD GAXG !/

\Xhartondaﬁd his editorial assistants huzzed off, leaving ti. ?2‘32; u‘;’l 5‘;_13’ :\S'S(mo sxeeption Shsomenmticniel
chee: 1d knut to exercise his risi sl c * That’s all, sir, wif : © rather -
bom‘ii)jo Thisteexertiso b bl facultics en the noig ‘ous jokes about the present Remove Cricket Team ! I¢'s

It was at tea-time that the first suspicion eatered e ite in order. I presume ? o by .
oy o, e hat the Dot sugpicion entered s 1% ) Gl B ™ coted Whaston, Yoo gob the
lessly waving an envelope above his hoad. | . ~Tong thing from beginning to end. Stop work on it at cnce

“ Lost anything, you fellows ? ** ho asked. {and TNl see that you get tho right stulf by the morning !’

“ Didn’t know wo had ! What is it ? l And luckily the erder came just in tinio.

Rako snorted. Most of +ho editorial staff felt like scrngging Bolsover at

““Well, I can only say you're about tho most careless ¢ Srst. DBut on consideration it scemned a belter plan to wait
of journalists I've éver struck ! It’s tho manuscript of tL.:  and seo the shock he got when he found tho genuine ‘arucle
weel’s * Herald 1 22 {oppear on the market instead of the spurious thing he

¥ Wha-a-a-at ? ¥ imagined would be issued.

‘f Then what the thump has that fathcad Bolsover bee: It was worth waiting for, Bolsy’s face, when he opcngd
doigg ¢ 7’ demanded Wharton. * Thess are the papcs . |ais copy and started reading the stuff he thought to be still
h‘nnded to him to post right enough. Where did you fiz: ireposing behind the hedge in Friardale Lane wes a sight
them 722 ‘ior gods, men, and little fishes !

Ah TFang, King of the Chinese
Tnderworld, stepped out of his £10,000
car, wearing an inscrutable Oviental
smile on his yellow face, and glided
down the stairs leading to his sinister
Limehouse café. At the samo moment,
the spave wheel at the back of his car
uncurled itself and beeame Gimlel
Stecele, the great eriminologist.

* Mr, Stecle, or I'm 2 Dutchman !
exclaimed Sir Perey, Bodye, of Seo !
Yard, who happened to bhe pa
“ What are you doing in Limehous

“ Tracking the seoundrel who
the Spender-Pound Jewel Robbe
was Gimlet Stecle’s curt ansswer.
you want his name, it's TFang !

Sic Percy tittered seepticafly.

“Don’t talk silly, Mr, Steel>t
Ah Fang makes all his millions out
of this café—he told me so himself

“That means, 1 suppose,”
Gimlet Steele bitterly, ““ that you wil
decline to heip me. If you can let e
have a dozen armed men &

“Impossiblo ! Thevro all at ihe
Stadf Beanfeast |

“Then I go alone—my
doora ! 7 said the eriminol
 Good-night, Bodge ! »

“ Good-njght, Mr. Sterio t” And Sir
Perey, laughing heartily, walked on.

Without wasting more time, Steele
dived down the stairs of the evil-
smelling Chinese caf¢. But, ere he had
got half~way down there was a sudden
crash, and the remainder of the stairs
vanished, leaving a yawning chasm
before him,

With o grim smile on his lips, the
criminologist slumped into space.

When he came round 1t was to find
himgelf in a brilliontly lit apartmeui
piled high with the Spender-Found
jewels and the proceeds of many
another eriminal scoop. Evil Oriental
faces were leering ot him from all
directions,

bo to my
t grimly.

-
RIVER PIRATES PAY
PENALTY

Victors' " .nsational
LCis:overy

headed her off.

they were up against it.
o heavy defea ¢ Turther- ynever much
mere, they hac
identity of th

-he cnemy.

Wharton and his merry men
so many people, | difiieulty in overcomis

cr than Ponsonby

val volunteers were formed as n irons on tho deck !
¢ come of the mass meeting held
in tho Rag last week. Our readers will [ the pivate y

be glad to hear that they have inflicted | afternoon, row

-pondent states thal

¢ oy the Shoulder withlcan lay their plans in peace |

the evident intention of going wup the
Sark. Before she could get past the
mouth, iowever, iwo hired speed-boats,
manned by naval volunteers under the
leadership of Wharton, came out of their cards and ecigarcttes behind the
hiding-places Ly the river banks and |chapel in their hwrry fast night

We need bardly say that Ponsonby’s
erew fought ferociously when they saw
But there’s
doubt about the result
last established the [ when Friars meot HRigheliffians, and
had no
their resistance.
ry will feel little j As we go to press, Wharton is sailing On ey
into Pegg Hurbour in charge of the by W. (. Dunt
yacht, with Pon and his pirato band wag

. wug econ early in the fnow been pulverised, and picnickers [ tho  weight

SMALL ADS. CORNER
AN INVITATION.
Will the junjors who left playing-

call at my study 7 T should very
much like to show theam MY way
of Making Whoopee !
. 8. QUELCH,
Remove Form master.

A JUST “SENTVNCE.”
evidence

jined  sixpen:

d g at the bathing pool.

All’s well that cnds well 1 Piracy has [priscncr was forced to adwmit that

of cvidenco was

against him 2 {

THE TRIUMPH OF GIMLET STEELE

GRIPPING CRIME STORY—By Dick Penfold

“ 8o, my fliend ! spoke a soff,
silky, sneering, jeering voice. ‘“ You
t'ink you catch Ah Fang! Vou fail
cad, Now, you die the Death of a
riures.”’

* You're wrongt” snapped
another voice, “ Stick ’em up, you
yellow scoundrels ! ”

The evil-looking idol which had stood
on a pedestal at the other end of the
room had suddenly leaped to life, and
wag now levelling en automatic ub
the cowering Oriental cronks.

“Slinker I’ cried Gimlet Stsele.

It was indeed Sl
detnctive’s youthful assistu

Gimlet Steole’s cheery young ally
was quickly off hig pedestal, cutting
his master’s bonds and phoning for
the police. Ah Fang’s game was up
willl a vengeance! Tho police were
scon in the place, and the Master
Crook’s sanctuary was resounding
to the thud of yellow bedies as they
stumped to the ground.

“Well, Mr., Steole, it's certainly
your {riumph!?” remarked Sir Percy
Bodge. with a wry grin, when he called
on Steele in the lutter’s Piceadilly
flat. that evening, “The way you
bring criminals to book is a fair
licker 1

“ Always ploosed to help the Yard,™
responded Gimlet Stecle, with a grim
smile.  “Youwll stay to suppery
Lodge 27
3ir Percy slumped into a chair.
ently the answer was in tho
irmatives.

TAN END.

«{Are You in a Tearing Rage?

If you are, corue along and tear up &
few reams of paper for the forthecoming
paper-chase !—Applty, THE COMMIL-
TEL, Study No. 1,



(Continued from page 13.)

either the cat or the rats. I haven's
been in the study inyself, you know.”

“Not when you saw the cat there?”
chuckled Nugent.

“I—I mean—yes—no—that is——""

“You fat villain,” said Harry Whar-
ton, “there are no rats in the Remove
studies, and Mrs, Kebble's cat couldn’t
have scoffed a steak-and-kidney pie.
Youwd better think of a better one
before you see Smithy.”

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here comes
Smithy ! Let’s hear you tell him your
cat-and-rats story, Bunter. Stand clear
for Bunter to drop, you men!”

Vernon-Smith and Tom Redwing came
up together. The Bounder gave the
Famous I'ive a black look, and Redwing
looked uncomfortable. ~ Smithy’s feud
was causing his chum a great deal of
discomfort. He was determined not to
be drawn into it; but at the same time,
he could scarcely keep on friendly terms
with fellows to whom his chum was
openly hostile.

Bunter blinked at the Bounder. The
fat Owl was rather unoasy about telling
Smithy his cat-and-rats story, as Bob
called it—he could not help feeling that
that story required a very simple and
innocent hcarer, to be Kelievod—and
Smithy was anything but simplo and
innocent. He was ftempted to leave
Sx}nfithy to make the discovery for him-
selr.

On the other hand, Bunter had to
go into No. 4 for prep, and he did not
want to bo shut up with the Bounder
when the discovery was made. He felt
that it would be safer to let Smithy
know in tho presence of tho Iamous
Five. They would chip in if the
Bounder kicked too hard.

“I—1 say, Smithy,” gasped Bunter,
“hold on a minute, Smithy! I say, that
pic’s gone. The cat—"

“What?”

“I mean the rats!” gasped Bunter.

“What the dickens do you mean, you
fat ass?”

“It—it wasn’t me, old fellow. You
can take my word for that. I—J saw
Mrs. Kobble’s rats—I mean, Mrs.
Kobble’s cats—her cat, I mean—they—
I mean it—"

“Do you mean that the rats have
eaten the pie I left in the study cup-
board?” asked Vernon-Smith calmly.
To Bunter’s surprisc and relief, he
showed no sign of wrath.

“That’s it, old chap,” gasped Dunter.
As Smithy seemed disposed to belicve
the rat story, Bunter dropped the cab
story at onge. He did not care whether
Smithy believed that it was rats or cats,
so long as he did not believe that it was
Bunter.

L “All right,” said Vernon-Smith in-
differently.

“I—I saw the cat——""

“The what?”

“I mean the rat!” gasped Dunter.
“I—I happened to look into the study,
you know, and saw a great big rat—a

Tue Maeyer LiBRary.—No,

1253,

huge rat—whisking into the
board. An enormous rat—

“They’ve been nibbling at the things
in the cupboard for a long time,” said
Vernon-Smith, with a nod, “time they
wero got rid of.  Well, they won't
bother us any nore, if they’ve nibbled
at that pie.”

“They—they've cleared it right out,
Smithy—the whole pie—must have been
a lot of them,” stuttered Bunter. “In
fact, I saw three or four—that is, five or
six—"’

“My hat! They haven't wolfed all
that pie, surely ?”

“They—they have, old fellow. Only
the dish left.”

“Well, all the better,” said Smithy.
“It will clear them off, and it's just as
well they’ve wolfed the lot. It was
worth the pie, and half-a-crown for the
bottle of ¢ Rough on Rats,” to get shot
of them.”

The Bounder walked on.

Bunter jumped,

The Famous Five stared. .

Billy Bunter, for an instant, blinked
at the Bounder’s back, with his eyes
almost popping through his spectacles.

Then he rushed after Smithy, and
grabbed him by the arm. The expres-
sion on Bunter’s fat face was extra-
ordinary.

“Smithy! You beast! Did—did you
put that pie there for the rats—d-d-did
you put the rat-poison in that pie?”

“Let go my arm, you fat owl! What
are you burbling about?” exclaimed the
Bounder impatiently. “We had to get
rid of the rats, fathead. If they’ve
scoffed a whole bottle of the ¢ Rough-on-
Rats’ they're done for.”

“Yarooooh !’

“What’s the matter?”

“Help1” .

Billy Bunter staggered against the
wall of the passage. His spectacles
slid down his fat little nose, and he
blinked over them with a blink of

,s,ludy cup-

horror. Both his fat hands were
pressed to his ample waistcoat,

The Bounder stared at him.

“What on earth’s the matter with
that fat idiot?”” he exclaimed.

“Smithy!” Redwing caught his

chum’s arm. “Smithy you surcly weren't
ass enough to put poison for rats in the
study cupboard—""

“Why shouldn’t I?” demanded the

Bounder.  ““ Where should I put it for
them? In the bookcase, or up the
chimney ?”
“But—"" gasped Redwing.
“Where's the harm?” asked the
Bounder.

“Yoooop!” roared Bunter.

“Ts that fat duffer mad, or what?”

“Yarooop !”

“What is he yelling about?”

“Yow—wooop! Send for a doctor!
Grooooogh I’

“Is anything the matter with Bunter,
you men ?” asked the Bounder, glancing
round. Bunter’s yells had drawn a
crowd of Removites to the spot.

“Ow! Help!”

“Plenty the matter with him, if yon
really put rat poison into that pic!”
said Bob Cherry. *But—""

“The butfulness is terrific ! murmured
Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh.

“Help !’ yelled Bunter. “I say, vou

fellows, I've got a fearful pain! I'm
dying! Yaroooh !”
“What's given you a pain?” asked

Smithy.
“Ow! You
That pie—"
“The pie the rats ate?”’ asked Smithy
innocently.

beast!  You villain!

THE MAGNET

“Ow! Wow! Help! I'm expiring—
T've got awful pains—fearful—help! I
say, you fellows—yarooooooooop !”

“Oh,; my hat!’ ecxclaimed Smithy,
with quite a dramatic start.  “You
don’t mean to say that you scoffed that
pie, Bunter?”

“Urrrrrgggh 1

“Well, if you scoffed a_ pie that was
doctored for the rats, I'm sorry for
yeu——

“Oooooogggh!”

“Of course, a fellow couldn’t foresee
that!” said Smithy, looking round at
a circle of grinning faces. “It never
crossed my mind, of course, that Bunter
might scoff the pie—""

“You ass!” exclaimed Redwing, in
great relief. For one terrible moment
he had really feared that the Bounder
had been careless enough to ‘‘doctor ”
a pie for the rats, and leave it in the
study cupboard.

“No fellow would guess that, would
Lic?” asked Smithy.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“It’s mnot a thing DBunter would

d

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Naturally, 1 never dreamed that
Bunter would even think of scofling a
pie that did not belong to him—""

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the Removites.

Billy Bunter, yelling and howling,
blinked at the Remove fellows in horror
and amazement. They were laughing
—actually laughing—while Bunter was
in these awful throes. Bunter’s vivid
imagination had already conjured up
fearful pains and agonies. He pressed
Lis fat hands to his waistcoat and
roared.

“Will you send for a doctor? Yarooh!
Get a doctor—quick !

“No doctor can help you, Bunter, if
you’ve really got outside a whole bottle
of ‘Rough-on-Rats,” ” said Smithy,
shaking his head. *Better make your
will 1’

“Beast ! Help!”

“This means a Jot of trouble for me !”
said Vernon-Smith. I suppose there
will be an inquest——"

“Yarooooh ”

“When I'm
coroner——"’

“Urrrgggh!”?

“You fellows will have to bear witness
that I put the stuff there for the rats,
and never drecamed that Bunter would
scoff the pie—-"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Help!”

“How much did you put in the pie,
Smithy ?” yelled Skinner.

“Not more than half a pint—"

“Half a pint!” shrieked Bunter.
“Oh! Ow! I'm done for! You’ll be
hanged—that’s one comfort! I say, you
fellows, go and call Quelch—tell him to
phone for a doctor—yoooop !”’

“No good bothering the doctor,
Dunter, if you've got half a pint of rat
poison in your tummy !” chuckled Peter

up before the

Todd. “It’s too late!”
“Beast! Ilelp!”
XY look here, DBunter!” said

Vernen-Smiti. “We've got our prep to
co, and we can’t work while you’re kick-
ing up that row! If you're goin’ to die,
die quietly ! Be reasonable, you know !”

The Bounder walked on to his study.
ITe left the Remove fellows yelling—and
Bunter yelling loudest of all. A fellow
who had—or supposed he had—half a
pint of “Rough-on-Rats” inside him,
was entitled to yell. And Billy Bunter’s
frantic yells awoke every echo of the
House,
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THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Kot Fatal!

R. QUELCH came up the

w emove staircase, two at a
time,

The expression on Mr.

Quelch’s speaking countenance might
have excited the envy of the fabled
Gorgon,

Wild yelling and lowling from the
Remove passage had been heard all over
the House.

Mr., Quelch was coming to inquire!
Thoughtfully, he had put a cane under
his arm when he started.

Several other masters stood at the
foot of the staircase. They exchanged
sarcastic looks.

“Quelch’s boys !” said Mr. Prout, with
a smff.

“ An unruly Form !”’ said 3r. Capper.

“This is really—recally—" said Mr.
i “Really—really, you know—
really—-""

“8eandalous !”? said Prout.

Mr. Quelch had the pleasure—or
otherwise—of overhearing those remarks
as he whisked up the stairs, Perhaps
they were not intended for his ears. On
the other hand, perhaps they were}

Anyhow, he heard them, and they
gave the finishing touch to his wrath.
He did the stairs in record time. His
brow was set, his eye beneath, flashed
like a falchion {rom its sheath! He
swept across the Remove landing like
a thundercloud.

“Boys !” roared Mr. Quelch.

Generally, Quelch’s voice was not Ioud.
but decp! Now it was both loud and
deep! He almost bawled.

“Qh, my hat!”

“’Ware beaks!”

“Yarooh! Help! I'm dying! T've
got awful pains! I say, you fellows,
call that beast Quelch——"

‘‘ Bunter 1”

“Qw! Yarcooh! Send for a doctor!”
shricked Bunter. He clutched at Mr.
Quelch’s gown, and dragged at his
Form master. “Help!”

:gless my soul!, \Vhaxzz——”

m pip—pip—pip——-

“ Whal;tggl What is the matter with
this boy ?” gasped Mr. Quelch,

“N-nothing, I think, sir!” stuttered
Wharton.

“Ow! You beast!
pip—pip—pip—"

“What do you mean. Bunter

“ Pip-pip-poisoned I’ Buuter got it out,

Mr. Qucich jumped almost clear of
the floor.

“Bunter! Are you out of your
senses? _ Cease that absurd noise at
once! You can be hcard all over the
House !”

“Yaroooh I”

“What can have put into this
foolish boy’s head that he has been
poisoned i”  exclaimed Mr. Queleh
aghast. “Bunter, have you eaten some-
thing that has disagreed with you? Is
that t?”

“Qw! That pie—yaroooh! Will yon
send for a doctor, and—and a tummy-
pump, or somcthing I”” yelled Bunter.
“T’ve swallowed half a pint of poison {”

“Ha, ha, hai”

“Cease this untimely merriment at
once !’ heoted Mr. Quclch. “This is no
occasion for merriment!”

“Isn’'t 1t7" murmured Bob Cherry,
sotto voce.

The juniors did their best to ecase
their untimely merriment. But really
they did not agreo with their Form
master that it was no time for
merriment. It scemed to them that it
waSQ !

You know I'm

7

ny fellow but Bunter might have
d that, if he had really eaten a

poisoned pie, the Bounder would not
have taken it so calmly, and the other
fellows would not have been yelling
with laughter.

But Bunter was too terrified to think
of that; he was too terrified to think
of anything but his terrors.

_ Ho yelled and howled and reared,
hicedless of the portentous frown on his
Yorm master’s face.

“Will  you be
shricked Mr. Quelch,

“Yaroooh I

“I'ell me what has happened—"

“Wow ! I've got fearful pains—awful
agonies—yoop ! That beast Smithy has
poisoned me—yarooop ! o’s done it to
sbift me out of the study! Whoop!”

“The boy must be insane! Where is
Vernon-Smith?  Call Vernon-Smith at
once |”

The Bounder looked out of his study.

“Here, sir!1” he answered.

“What do you know about
Vernon-Smith 7”

“ Nothin’, sir.”

“I’m pip-pip-pip-poisoned !” shmcked
Bynter. ¢ It—it’s coming-all over me—
awful pains and fearful agomies! It
was in the pie.”

“What pic?” shrieked Mr Quelch.

“Ow! Smithy’s pie—the pic in the
cuphoard! He put the rat poison in
it, and I ate the pie| Yarooooh !”

“Upon my word ! Vernon-Smith, is it
possible that you have been so reckless,
so criminally careless, as to——"

“Not at all, sir!”

“If you have brought rat poison, or
anything else of a dangerous nature,
into the school, Vernon-Smith, I shall
take you to your headmaster to be
flogged 1”

“I haven't, sir.”

“It’s a whopper!” shricked Bunter.
“He’s telling whoppers beeause he
doesn’t want to be hung—>

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Silence! What can have put into
the head of this incredibly stupid boy
ihat ho has been poisoned——"

“I tell you I’'m pip-pip-poisoned !
T’ve got half 2 pint of * Rough on Rais !
inside me!” raved Bunmter. *Smithy
said (hzzt there was half a pint in the
pie~——-"

silent, Bunter?”

this,
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1lave you been taking advantage of this
foolish boy’s crass stupidity to frighten
him? Did you make the statement that
there wus half a pint of poison in the
—the pie?”

“Certainly not, sir.”

“All these fellows heard him 1” yelled
Bunter.

“Smithy didn’t say that, sir » gasped
Harry Wharton. “He said he hadn’t put
more than half a pint in the pie. He
never put any im, sir, so he couldn’t
have put more—"

“A  foolish jest!” thundered Mr.
Quelch. “Vernon-Smith, you should not
make such jests at this ebsurd boy’s
expense. Bunter-—"

“Whooop! These awful pains——"

“Bunter, if you are not silent at once
I shall cane you——-»~>"

“Yoooop! These fearful agoniecs——"

Whack |

Words proving useless Mr. Quelch
tricd the effect of his canme! It rang
across Bunter’s fat shoulders.

“Yarooooh |’ roared Bunter.

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

“Vernon-Smith! Answer me directly !
Was there, or was there not, anything
of a deleterious nature in the—the pio
that Bunter appears to have consumed 7

“Nothing, sir! Only steak and
kidney,” answered the Bounder. “I
don't think there’s anythin’ dcleterious
about steak and kidney, sir.”

“Bunter! You incrc(fibly {oolish boy,
vou can sco now that you have been
the vietim of a thoughtless prank

“Qh 1” gasped Bunter.

Even Bunter could sce that now.

“Yon have caused all this disturbance,
for nothing ! hooted Mr. Quelch. “You
Lavo alarmed the whole House, Bunter,
without cause. You have complained
of pains that could only have existed in
vour imagination—"

“Qh1” gasped Bunter. He rcalised
that his awfu} pains had ecased. “I—I
say, sir, I--I thought I was pip-pips
poisoned, so—so I thought I had awful

ains—"’

“Ha, ha, hat”

“T have said that this is not a laugh-
ing matter 1” boomed Mr. Quelch, “The
next boy who laughs will be caned.”

(Continued on next page.)

“Did you say so, Vernon-Smith?
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Qudd,

Remove.

“Vernon-Smith, your conduct has been
reprehensible—unfeeling—

“I never asked Buntcr to scoff my
pie, sir,” said the Bounder meckly, “He
should have let another fellow’s pie
alone.”

“That—that is certainly true! Am
I to understand that Bunter purloined
an—an article of diet belonging to you
without your leave?”

“Ye has told you so, sir.”

“I—I didn’t!” gasped Bunter. “I—I
never touched the pie !”

“What ?” thundered Mr. Quelch.

“I—I never touched it, sirl” gasped
Bunter. “I—I hope I'm not the fellow
to bag another fellow's pie!”

“Bless my soul !”

“I—I never knew Smithy had a pie,
sir! I—I never offered to whack it out
with some of the fellows, sir! You can
ask Wharton! He was one of the fellows
I asked—"

“Bunter 1”

_“I—,I; hope you can take my word,

fon—

si

“Take your word I’ said Mr. Quelch
dazedly., “No, Bunter, I cannot take
your word! You are an untruthful
young rascal, Bunter.”

“0Oh, really, sir—"

“I shall punish you severely for
having made this disturbance. And as
vou have pilfered—yes, pilfered !—from
your study-mate I shall not allow you
10 remain in that study, Bunter! You
will go back to your former study ! Now
iollow me!”

“Ii—if you

Tep: >

“Follow me!” thundered Mr. Quelch.

“Oh lor’1”

Billy Bunter followed his Form
master.  He had recovered from the
awful pains and fearful agonies in his
fat imagination. But he could foresce
that he was going to get some real
pains and agonies when he arrived in
Mr. Quelch’s study. He rolled after the
Remove master in the lowest of spirits.
He left the Remove fellows chortling.

When Bunter came back he was,
apparently, trying to fold himself up
like a pocket-knife. He heralded his
arrival with a series of hair-raising
groans. And he did not roll into Study
No. 4. Billy Bunter had intended to
stick to Study No. 4 like the Old-Man-
of-the-Sea_ in “Sinbad the Sailor.”
But the Bounder had got rid of his
Old-Man-of-the-Sea at last!

d ded

gravity on the

please, sir, there’s

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.

The Fingers of Scorn !

Q AZE, my infants!” said Bob
Cherry.

The Co.
grinned.

It was morning, and the Remove
fellows were gathering at the door of
their Form-room for class.

Billy Bunter gathered with the rest.

Herbert Vernon-Smith came lounging
up, and upon Herbert Vernon-Smith
the fat Owl fized his eyes—and his
spectacles.

Heo looked at the Bounder’s feet,
allowed his glance to travel up to
the Bounder’s face, let it drop to the
feet again, and then once more raised
it to Smithy’s surprisced face.

Bunter was looking the fellow up and
down !

This process was expressive of con-
tempt, scorn, disdain, and other bitter
fcelings of that sort. It conveyed—or
was meant to convey—the impression
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gazed — and

that Buanter, from lofty heights of scorn-
ful superiority, was scarifying his hap-
less victim with his contempt. Bunter
had no doubt that the cffect was wither-
ing—blighting—almost obliterating.

Instead of being withered, blighted,
and obliterated, the Bounder stared at
the fat Owl blankly. .

“What the thump are you making
faces for, you slly chump?” he in-
quired, “Don’t make faces at me like
a monkey.”

Bunter reddened with wrath. He was
not making faces—at least, he did not
mean to be making faces. He was
obliterating Sithy with unbounded
scorn—and_ the irritating fellow only
supposed that he was making faces.

Harry Wharton & Co. gazed, as Bob
bade them. Bunter, in this scornful
mood, was worth watching. They
grinned, as 1f the fat Owl’s scornful
aspect struck them as funny.

“Yah!” said Bunter. It was not
elegant, but it was not meant tp be
elegant; it was meant to be crushingly
contemptuous. “Yah! Rotter! Yah!”

“You benighted owl!” said Vernon-
Smith.

“Yah!”

“Do you want me to kick you?”

“Yah!” : i

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Removites.

“Is that fat idiot off his rocker?”
asked Vernon-Smith.

“Yah!”

“Was ho ever on it?” grinned
Skinner.

“Yah!” repeated Bunter, scornfully
defiant.  “Rotter! I despise you!
Playing a mean trick to get a man
turned out of his study! Yah! Making
out that a fellow had your pie, to get
old Quelch to butt in-——"

“ Bunter !”?

Mr. Quelch was coming along to the
Form-room, unfortunately for Bunter,
from the opposite direction. He rapped
out Bunter’s name like a pistol-shot.

“Oh lor'!” gasped Bunter, spinning
round like a fat humming-top. He
quaked under Quelch’s gimlet-eyes.

“Bunter! Did you allude to me, your
Form master, as ‘old Quelch’?”
demanded the Remove master in a voice
of thunder,

“Oh! No, sir! Not
never mentioned you——

“I heard you, Bunter!”

“D-d-did you, sir? I mean—"

“You will take a hundred lines,
Bunter !”

“QOh crikey!”

Mr. Quelch opened the Form.room
door, and the Remove went in and took
their places. .

Billy Bunter secemed to be in a rather
unusual mood that morning. He gave
more attention to the Bounder than to
his_lessons.

Continually he stared round at
Herbert Vernon-Smith, sometimes with
his fat lip curling, sometimes with his
fat little nose turned up even farther
than Nature had already twrned it.

The Remove derived more amusement
from Billy Bunter than instruction from
their Form master that morning.

The Bounder scowled when he caught
Bunter’s scornful glares and sneers. Any
other fellow, probably, would have
regarded the fat Owl's antics as enter-
taining.. But Smithy soon secmed to get
fed-up with them, and he whispered to
Skinner that immediately after class he
was going to kick Bunter from one side
of the quad to the other.

Considering that Vernon-Smith was
now captain of the Form, the fat Owl’s
antics were far from respectful. And
considering that Smithy had the most
uncertain temper in the Remove, Buater

,;w all, sir! I
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veally scemed {o be asking for it, in
fact, begging for it.

Evidently Bunter’s back was up.

Study No. 4—that land of plenty—was
barred to Bunter now. Instead of
“coming round,” as Bunter had so
happily anticipated, the Bounder had
thought only of ways and means for
getting rid of the most fascinating
fellow in the Remove. Bunter had told
all the fellows that it was a mean trick
—a rotten trick—just like Smithy! He
had been scared out of his fat wits. He
had brought Mr. Quelch on the sccne,
and Mr. Quelch had considered the pur-
loining of the pie a sufficient reason for
relieving the Bounder of his new study-
mate.

Bunter declared that Smithy had
planned the whole thing just to get him
turfed out of the study—as perhaps he
had. Bunter declared that it was the
limit, and hinted darkly that Smithy
was going to be made to suffer for his
sins.  How Smithy was going to be
made to suffer was not clear. Perhaps
Bunter had not yet thought out that bit;
but, in the meantime, ho was making it
quite clear that he regarded the tricky
Bounder with ineffable contempt.

It was rather a risky business, for
Bunter really might have foreseen that,
after class, he would have the Bounder’s
boot to reckon with. But in the Form-
room, at all events, he was safe from
Smithy’s boot.

In second lesson Bunter surreptitiously
wrote a note on a slip of paper and
passed it along the desks to Vernon-
Smith. Fellows kindly passed the note
along, under the desks, till it reached
the Bounder.

Smithy stared at it when it rcached
him. Itran:

“SNEEKING TODE! YAH!”

The Bounder crumpled that. missive in
his hand and glared at Bunter. The fat
Owl caught his eye, and immediately
turned up his fat little nose.

Smithy breathed hard. He was long-
ing for break. Judging by Smithy’s
looks, Bunter was booked for a high old
time in break.

“You fat duffer, chuck it!” whispered
Pcter Todd. “Smithy will strew the
quad with what’s left of you if you get
his rag out like this.”

“Who'’s afraid of Smithy?” snecred
Bunter,

“Well,
chuck it.”

“RatsI”

Evidently the Owl of the Remove was
determined to rush upon his fate. Peter
gave it up.

Mr. Quelch gave his Form a good
many severe glances. He did not know
what the Remove were grinning at so
much. Anyhow, the Form-room was not
the proper place for grinning.

Presently Mr. Quelch turned to the
blackboard and procceded to chalk up
a little problem for his Form. His
back being turned to the class, Billy
Bunter blinked round at the Bounder,

you are, old bean. Better

and all eyes turned on Bunter. The fat
junior was “at it * again.
Vernon-Smith gave him a deadly

glare. Bunter’s contempt, perhaps, did
not worry Smithy very much. But he
felt that Bunter's antics were making
him look ridiculous.

Billy Bunter, blinking at him scorn-
fully, lifted his right hand, put the
thumb to his nose, and extended his
fingers.

The Remove fairly gurgled.

That disrespectful geslure mads the
Bounder crimson with anueyance and
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Mr. Queleh spun round from the blackboard, and his eyes almost started from his head at the sight of Bunter, biinking scorn-

fully at Vernon-Smith, his extended fingers to his fat nose.

mortification. Ilad he been within reach
of Bunter, even Mr. Quelch’s presence
would probably not have saved the
fatuous Owl from a hack. Luckily for
Bunter the Bounder was well out of
reach.

But Bunter was not finished yet. He
put Lis left thumb to the little finger
of his extended right hand, and
stretched out the fingers of his left
hand.

It was too much for the Remove, and
they burst into a yell of laughter.

“JIa, ha, ha!”

AMr. Queleh spun
blackboard.

Lis eyes almost started from bis head
at e sight of William George Bunter
with his extended lingers to his fat
nosC.

“BUNTER!”

“Oh lor’!” gasped Bunter.

TIa spun towards his Form master, too
startled for the moment to remove his
fingers from his nose. A fellow could
not think of everything at once.

For an awful moment the fat Owl
feced his Form master with extended
jingurs {o his nose, just as if he intended
that stospeetful - and contemptucuas
gesture for Mr. Queleh himself |

Ar. Quelch stood petrified.

*“Bunter, what—"
1Te {airly jumped at BDunter. A grip

on on his collar jerked the fat
ior cut before the Form.
Ow!” gasped Bunter. “I
\Vn\\' !”

* Bunter, how dare you?”

“I-I dide’t} I—I wasn't!
never——=

“Ifa, ha, hat?

round {rom the

say—-=

I~I

‘““BUNTER!

“Bunter, fetch the cene from my
dosk !”?

“Oh lor’!
making noses at you,
noses at Smithy—"2

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

“TFetch my cane, Bunier !”

“Oh crikey!”

Whack, whack, whack, whack!

“Oh scisso Ow! Wow, wow!”

5o to your place, Bunter! If there
is any repetition of this absurd, this
extraordinary conduct, I shall send you
to your headmaster for a flogging [

“Ow!”

I—I say, sir, I—I wasn't
r. I was making

Bunter crawled back to his place.

There was no repetition of his absurd,
his extraordinary conduet. Four whacks
from Mr. Quelch’s cance were enough for
Bunter.  Sceond lesson terminated with-
out, Billy Bunter testifying any further
his overwhelming scorn for the new
captain of the Remove.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
sadly.
for, then?”

Bunter the Boxer !
s OB. old fellow—"
B “Stony !” said Bob Cherry
. “I don’t want to borrow
anything, you silly ass!’’ hooted Bunter.
“What did you call me *old fellow’
“Beast! I old
fellow—="
It was afier prep, and Bob Cherry,

mean, I say,

Johnny Bull, and ITurree Jamset Ram
Singh had come along from their

studies to Study No. 1, where they

How dare you ! ** he thundered.

joined Wharton and Nugent, to go down
to the Rag. Billy Bunter rolled up and
interposed. There was a serious ex-
pression on Buater’s fat face, and he
gave the Fumous Five a very serious
blink through his big glasses.

“1 want you to hack mo up, old
chap,” said Bunter. “I'm going to
thrash that rotter Smithy—"

“QOh, Christopher Columbus1”

“Ha, ha, hal”

If Billy Bunter had announced that
he was going to whop Carnera, it could
not have surprised the chums of the
Remove more. They roared
“Blessed if I sece anything to cacklo
at,” said Bunter crossly. “Look at tho
way the fellow’s trcated mol Getting
me turncd out of my study by a mean
trick—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“He kicked me in break this morn-
ing—after Quelch had whopped me, too.
Hs kicked me again after dinmer, be-
cause I told him he was a cad! Then he
Licked me again this afternoon, because
T told him he was a worm——""

“You shouldn’t tell fellows these pain-
ful truths, old fat bean,” chucklcd Bob.

“Well, I'm fed-up with the rotter,”
said Bunter. “Of conrse, I never really
wanted to be in his study. It was rather
a favour to him than anything else.
Ho was ungrateful—"

“It’s an ungrateful world!"” chuckled
Nugent,

“The ungratefulness is terrifie.”

“You know what Shakespeare says,”
said Bunter, “about a thankless tooth
being sharper than a child’s serpent—"
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“‘ Oh, my hat! Did Shakespeare say
that 27

“Well, something of the sort! But
it’s not ,only his tly ingratitude—
I'm used to that, really! You fellows,
f'rinstance, are never really grateful,
after all I’ve done for you—"

“You fat chum; ” X

“Oh, really, Wharton! I despise the
fcllow, you know—I bar him!” said
Bunter, = “He thinks no end of himself
since the fellows elected him captain—
but who is he? I ask you! Who is
he?”

*“The who-fulness ig terrific!” agreed
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“YWho cares for him?” continued Bun-
ter. “I jolly well don’t! I'd refuse to
go back to Study No. 4 if he asked me
on his bended knees. I’m rather par-
ticular whom I associate with, and I bar
that rank outsider! He’s kicked me
three times to-day——"

“Well, if you make faces at a chap
you—"

“You silly ass, I wasn’t making faces
~1 was treating him with scorn and
contempt——-"7""

“Ha, ha, hat”

“Well, I'm not standing any more
from Smithy!” said Bunter darkly.
“As I said, I'm going to thrash him.
But—but I'm not sure that I should pull
it off if I tackled him at once—""
B“There’s a slight doubt!” -agreed

ob.
“Just a shadow of a doubt!” grinned
Johnny Bull

“The thrashfulness might be a boot on
the other leg I” suggested Hurree Jamsct
Ram Singh.

“Well, I'm going to train a bit, see
said Bunter. ‘' That’s where I want your
help, Bob, old chap! You can box.
You whopped Wharton once——""

“You pernicious idiot—""

“So you're the man I want! I want
you to give me some tips in boxing.
Have_the gloves on, you know! You
see, I’'ve thought 1t out,” explained
Bunter, as the Famous Five stared at
him blankly. “You can lick Smithy all
right—so as soon as I can lick you, I
shall be ablé to handle Smithy.”

“As—as—as soon as you can lick
me!” murmured Bob Cherry, like a
fellow in a dream.

“Yes. I may not be able to lick you
at first go-offi—

“Nunno!” gasped Bob. “I—I think
you mayn’t——"

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

“But as soon as I can, I shall tackle
Smithy and whop him. See? Now let’s
strike the iron while it’s’ hot,” said
Bunter briskly. “Wharton’s got some
boxing-gloves in the study. Let’s have
’em on! You won’t mind if I hurt you
a trifle?”

“Oh crikey I

“That’s all right, then! I want to
have the gloves on with you every even-
ing this weck,” said Bunter. “You're
going to teach me all you know, and by
Saturday, say, I dare say I shall be able
to knock you out. As soon as I can
knock you out, I'm after Smithy—and
then let him jolly well look out.”

Bob Cherry gurgled.,

“Oh, my hat!{ 1'm your man, Bunter,
old bean, T’ll put you through it, and
you can knock me about as much as you
like—get_your hand in for Smithy, you
know! Sort out those gloves, Wharton,
will you?”

“ What-ho 1"

The Tamous Five went into Study
No. 1, and Bunter rolled in after them.
The fat junior’s eyes were gleaming
behind his spectacles. .
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Evidently Billy Bunter was on the
warpath.

It was said of old that the worm will
turn., Now the worm was turning with
2 vengeance.

Thrashing Smithy was the programme.
But Billy Bunter plainly had thought it
out. He realised that he was not, at the
moment, equal to the rather hefty task
of thrashing Smithy. A little {raining
would ‘put that right. There was no
doubt that, if DBunter trained till he
could whop Bob Cherry, he would then
be able to whop Smithy! It stood to
reason! All he had to do, thercfore,
was to box with Bob till he was able to
beat him, and then Smithy was, o to
speak, a gone coon!

Bob was only too willing to oblige.
Bob knew more about boxing than Bun-
ter was likely to learn if he survived to
the age of Mecthuselah, He was willing
to tecach Bunfer all that Bunter could
lecarn. He doubted whether Bunter
could learn enough to whop Smithy.
He doubted still more, whether Bunter
could learn the first and most important
losson, of standing up to hard punches,
Bunter was in a warlike and determined
temper, spurred on by his wrongs and
grievances. But though the spirit was
willing, it was possible that the flesh
would be weak. There was a difference
between, so to speak, before taking and
after taking!

The fat Owl removed his jacket and
donned the boxing-gloves that Harry
Wharton smilingly handed to him, hand-
ing Wharton his spectacles in exchange.

He blinked at Bob.

“Ready, old chap?”

“Quite! Don’t hit me too hard!”
grinned Bob.

“Well, the fact is, I shall have to
punch you a bit,” said Bunter,r “No
good fooling about, you know. If
youw're afraid of a tap or two——"

“Ye gods! Tap away!” said Dob.
“T'll try to stand it!”

“That’s right!” said Bunter encour-
agingly. “Stand up to it, you know!
Like me!”

“Time!” chuckled Harry Wharton.

The table had been pulled aside, to
give the boxers plenty of room. The Co.
stood back by the walls. Several fellows
gathered at the open doorway, staring
at the unaccustomed sight of Dilly Bun-
ter with the gloves on.

“What's this game?” asked Poter

'odd.

“Bunter’s taking up boxing,” ex-
plained Wharton. “ Hec’s getting 1 form
to whop Smithy !

“Ha, ha, ha!”

It was a yell in the passage. Bunter's
intention of whopping his Form-captain
seemed to take the Remove men by
storm. They roared.

Bunter did not heed. Ie blinked
resolutely at Bob Cherry, and started
to attack. Bunter, as a matter of fact,
fancied that he could box.” As another
matter of fact, he couldn't! His fat
arms rather rescmbled the sails of a
windmill as he started. He seemed
quite surprised whtn he received a
gentle tap on his fat little nose.

“Owt”

“Ha, ha, ha!”?

“Guard with your left, old fat bean,”
advised Bob. “If you don’t guard, I
shall tap you all the time, like that!”

“Yow!”

“And that—"

“Wow 17

“And that—"

“Yarooooh |”

Bob was careful to tap gently. - But
a gentle tap from the hefty Bob was

rather like a vigorous punch from any
other fellow.

Bump'!

Bunter sat down,

“Tired, old chap?” asked Bob.

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

“Ow! Wow! My ncsc!” gasped
Bunter. “Wow! My nosc! Beast!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the Removites.
The crowd at the doorway was thicken-
ing. More and more fellows arrived to
see_Bunter boxing.

Harry Wharton heaved-the fat Owl
to his s

“ Stick it, Bunter!” yelled Todd.

Having regained his fect, Dunter
warmed to lus work and made a wild
swipe at Bob Cherry’s curly head.

The checry Bob ducked in the nick
of time, with the result that Buntcr's
flailing fist crashed into the laughing
onlookers in the doorway and sent them
toppling over like a row of skittles.

They sorted themsclves out, however,
and all but Skinner, who had rceeived
the full force of that devastating punch,
laughed uproariously.

Bunter seemed rathcr more doubtful
now. Perhaps it had dawned on his fat
brain that it would take him rather
longer than a week to get into form to
whop Bob Cherry. Perhaps it even
dawned on him that it might take him
a few centuries.

There was no doubt that, if Smithy’s
thrashing depended on Bunter gotting
into form for whopping Bob Cherry
first, Smithy’s thrashing was a very
remote contingency, and there was little
for the Bounder to worry about.

“Go it, Bunter!”

“Go for his nose!”

“Whop him, Bunter !”

Shouts of encouragement came from
the passage. But it was a very dubious
Bunter that faced Bob Cherry again.

“Stop that one !” said Bob.

“Yarooooh ! Bunter stopped it—with,
bis nose. “Whooop !”

“Now stop that one!”

*“Yaroooop !”

Bump !

“Man down !” yelled Skinner.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Yow-ow-ow-ow !

“You're getting on, old man,” said
Bob encouragingly. “Every punch you
get teaches you how to stand punish-
ment—-"

“Whoooooop !”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Billy Bunter staggered up. Bob
squarcd up to him again, and the fat
Owl jumped away in a great hurry.
The spirit, perhaps, was still willing,
but the flesh’ was weaker than Bunter
had anticipated.

“Ow! Keep off, you beast!” roared
Bunter.

“QOh, my hat!”

“Ha, ha, hal”

Bunter peeled off the gloves. He
rubbed his fat little nose and glared at
his instructor. 3

“Not finished?” asked Bob, in sur-

Tise.

“Ow! Beast! Wow!”

“It will be a jolly long time before
you lick Smithy at this rate!”

“Ha, ha, ha1”

“Beast 12

Bunter was finished. Wharton helped
him on with his_jacket. That boxing
lesson had been brief, but it had been
long enough for Bunter. If this was
the sort of thing that was necessary as
a preliminary to whopping Smlbhly,
Bunter had to realise that he wou
have to leave Smithy unwhopped.
Bunter had had enough.
“Well, my hat!” said Bob, as he

(Continued on page 22.)
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BILLY BUNTER'S VENGEARCE !

{Continued from page 20.)

threw the gloves on the table.
yo‘x‘x've h:ac,l' enough, old fat man?

i

Billy Bunter rolled out of the study.
He caressed his fat little nose as he
rolled.. A roar of laughter followed him.
s“It] laollcls to me,” aﬁ.id liob, “a»s,if

mithy will néver get that whopping.”

“Ha, ha, ha1”

“The whopfulniess will not be terrific I
chuckled the Nabob of Bhanipur. “The
osteemed Smithy has had a pre-
posterously narrow escape!”

“Ha, ha, hal”

Billy Bunter’s brief carecr as _a
fighting-man was over. If the Bounder
was going to be made to suffer for his
sins, it was -clear that Bunter had to
find other ways and means. Ho was no
longer thinking of whopping Smithy !

“Sure
»

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Knows How !

ARRY WHARTON & CO. looked
merry and bright the next
morning. It was a glorious
May morning, and the weather

was ideal for cricket, and cricket was
the order of the day. Redclyffe were
coming over early, and school for the
members ot the eleven ended at morn-
ing break. Less lucky fellows had to

back to the Form-room for Third
chool. Four members of the famous
Co. were in the eleven. If there was
a fly in the ointment it was the fact
that they were to play under the cap-
taincy of Herbert Vernon-Smith. There
were plenty of fellows who did not doubt
that Harry Wharton found his new
position irksome, but his looks gave no
sign of it. His face was bright and
cheery when he came out of the Form-
room with his friends.

The Bounder gave him a sour look.

He would have been glad of a pretext
for leaving his rival out of the cricket,
but at the same time he was aware thai
Wharton was the most useful man in
the Remove at the wickets, and un-
doubtedly he wanted the first match
under his captaincy to be a win. Solely
as cricket captain hs would have been

lad enough that Wharton was to 1a?r.
%ut Smithy was not thinking wholly
and solely as a cricketer. He was glad
in one way and angry and irritated in
another, which was rather a mixed state
of feeling, and did not improve Smithy’s
temper. .

“] say, you fellows!” Billy Bunter
rolled up to the Famous Five in the
quad. “I say—" .

“Want some more boxing?” asked
Bob Cherry. “If yowd like to have the
mittens on again—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“QOh, don't be an ass!” said Bunter
peevishly. “I say, you fellows; have you
seen Prout?” .

“Prout? He went out a few minutes
ago,” answered Harry. “What about
Prout?”

“Oh, good!” said Bunter. “I heard
him tell” Quelch he was going out for
a walk, you know, only 1 wanted to
make sure.”’

The Tamous Five starcd at Bunter.
Mr. Prout, the portly master of the
Fifth, had rolled majestically down to
the gates and gons out—a matter of
absolutely no concern to the Removites.
Billy Bunter was often intcrested in
matters that did not concern him. But
why he should be interested in Mr.
Prout's ‘walks abroad was a mysiery.
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“What the dickens does it matter,
fathead ?” asked Bob.

“Oh, nothing! He, he, he!”

“What are yon cackling at, ass?”

“That’s telling!” chuckled Bunter.
“He, he, he!”

Bunter, apparently, was in possession
of something in the nature of a jest.
That jest, apparently, was connccted
with the circumstance that Prout had
gone for a walk. It was quite mys-
terious.

“1 say, you fellows, I'm not going to
whop that cad Smithy,” went on Bunter.

“Not really?” ejaculated Bob.

“No. I’m not going to soil my hands
on the fellow!” answered the fat Owl,
shaking his head. .

“You've been soiling them on some-
thing,” remarked Johnny Bull.

“Oh, really, Bull! But if that rotter
thinks I'm done with him he’s jolly well
mistaken !” said Bunter, his eyes gleam-
ing behind his spectacles. “I'm jolly
well going to make him sit up, You
wait ”

“What are you going to do?” inquired
Bob Cherry. “Boil him in oil, or strew
the hungry churchyard with his bones?”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You wait, and-you’ll jolly well sce !”
answered Bunter mysteriously. “I can
tell you that cad Smithy is going to
have it! There are more ways of killing
a cat than choking it with cream, you
know. I'm not going to lay hands on
the' fellow. That’s beneath me! That
rotter Smithy thinks he’s going to
swank on Little Side to-day, and—
Yaroooooop 1"

It was rather unfortunate for Bunter
that Herbert Vernon-Smith came along
within hearing. Bunter gave a ycll as
the Bounder’s grasp fastened on the
back of his collar.

“Ow! Leggo!” roared Bunter.

“What did you call me?”
Smithy.

“Ow! Wow! I—I wasn’t calling you
a rotter, old chap! Yow! I was speak-
ing of quite another rotter—"

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Take that!” grunted the Bounder.

“Yarooooh |” rosred Bunter as he
took it. It was the Bounder’s foot, and
it seemed to hurt Bunter.

Vernon-Smith scowled at the Famous
Five and walked on towards the cricket
EroundA Bunter, at a safc distance, gave

im a defiant yell.

“Yah! Rotter! Beast! Yah!”

The Bounder swung round savagely,
and Bunter bolted for the House.

He vanished into the House like a fab
rabbit into a burrow. The Famous Five
grinned and strolled after Vernon-
Smith towards Little Side. 'They were
thinking of cricket, and quite forgot the
dark and mysterions hints emitted by
Billy Bunter. Bunter had realised that
“whopping ”’ ‘Smithy was not practical

olitics, and it seemed that his fat brain
Ead hatched some other scheme for
making the new captain of the Remove
“sit up.” But the Famous Five forgot
Bunter. Certainly Vernon-Smith gave
him no thought. Having kicked Bunter,
he supposed that he was done with him.
As a matter of fact, he was not dono
with him. The worm will turn, and that
particularly fat worm was on the point
of turning.

Billy Bunter rolled away to Masters’
Studi He ped for a t out-
side Mr. Quelchis door and grinned as
he heard a movement in the study,
which revealed the fact that the Form-
master was there. That, apparently,
was all Bunter wanted to know. Having
ascertained that Quelch was in his studr,

asked
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the fat junior rolled on up the passage
and dodged into Prout’s study.

Mr. Prout’s study, of course, was
vacant, the Fifth Form master having
gone for a walk.

Bunter closed the door carefully and
rolled across the study to Mr. Prout’s
telephone.

Prout was not likely to be back for
ten minutes, at least. Bunter had
ample time.

He jerked the receiver from the hooks
and rang up a Greyfriars number. He
grinned as he heard the voice of Mr.
Quelch, the master of the Remove,
coming over the wires.

Mr. Quelch, certainly, would have
been very much astonished had he
known that he was rung up from
Prout’s study., Dut Mr. Quelch was not
going to know that,

It was not Billy Bunter’s well-known
fat voice that spoke into the transmitter,

There were many things that Billy,
Bunter could not do. But thero was a$
least one thing that he could do, and
do well.  His ventriloguial tricks had
carned him more kicks than halfpence
in the Remove; but Bunter was ums
doubtedly “some” ventriloguist. He
could imitate any fellow’s voice to per-
fection; indeed, it was still told in the
Remove how Bunter had once locked
himself in the Head’s study and
imitated the Head’s majestic voice from
behind a locked door,

Standing at Mr. Prout’s telephone,
Billy Bunter proceeded to speak, in a
voice that was utterly unlike his own—
but a voice that was often heard at
Greyfriars when Mr. Samuel Vernon-
Smith, the millionaire, came down to
the school to see his son, Smithy, of the
Remove.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.

Hard Luck !

R. QUELCH frowned over the
M telephone.

r. Quelch had a little pile

of papers-to correct, in morn-

ing break; and he was a busy man with
little time to spare.

The telephone is a wonderful instru.

ment; but like so many wonderful

modern inventions, it is sometimes a

rather doubtful blessing.

Certainly Mr. Quelch did not look as
if it added to his enjoyment of
cxistence as he left his papers and took
up the receiver. He barked into the
instrument,

“Yes—what—"

“Js that Mr. Quelch?” came a deep
and rather fruity voice. ‘Mr. Vernon-
Smith speaking.”

Mr. Quelch restrained another bark.
It was necessary for a Form master to
refrain from barking when he was
rung up by the father of one of his
pupils. Parents, of course, were the
bane of a schoolmaster’s life. It would
really have been more comfortable for
a schoolmaster if there had been no
parents at all and if schoolboys, like
Topsy in the story, “growed.”

On_ Speech Days and other festive
occasions, parents invaded Greyfriars in
hordes, and had to be treated with tact
and courtesy. But really a school-
master ought to have been safe from
them at other times. They ought to
have kept off the telephonc. Mr.
Quelch felt that! He felt that this was
annoying. Had he heen a Remove boy
instead of Remove master, he would
have described it as “too jolly thick.”

However, he did not think of telling
Mr. Samuel Vernon-Smith either that
if .\\ias' annoying, or that it was too jolly
thick !



EVERY SATURDAY

e
Beside himself with rage, Vernon-Smith struggled savagely in the grasp of the cricketers.
““ Keep cool ! ** said Wharton contemptuously.

cad Wharton’s tricked me ! **

“0Oh! Good-morning. Mr. Vernon-
Smith!” That was what Mr. Quelch
said, though not what he thought.

“Y hope I am not interrupting you,
Mr. Quelch.”

Again  Mr. Queleh restrained his
natural feelings! This man was ring-
ing up a busy Form master, and hoped

he was not interrupting him! It was
like a parent—very like!
Really, it was fortunate that Mr.

Quelch did not know who that ““ parent”
was, and how ncar at hand he was!

“The fact is,” went on the voice over
n to-day.
ime, Mr.
Quelch—but it is urgent—very urgent.
I understand that it 1s a half-licliday at
the school to-day.”

uite 1

“In that case, there can he no
objection to Herbert coming home for
the afterroon.”

“None !”

“I shall, of course, see that he returns
in time for call-over. Perhaps you
would kindly allow Lim 1o start at once,
as it is a long journcy to London.”

“Certainly I” |

“I am much obliged to you, Mr.
Queleh. I would not have telephoned,
but the matter Is quiie urgent. I
desire very purticularly to sce my son
this_aiternoon.”

“Very good.”

“Pleaso tell him to come to Court-
man Squarc, and to wait for me if
have not returncd from the City.”

“¥ will tell him.”

“'Thank u r. Queleh ! You will
mention is a matier of the
greatest 1 Bee, and that 1Terbert

must pub
may have
day——?

o _any arrangements he
made for the half-holi-

of it1”

“Yes1?

“Then I shall expect Herbert home
early in the afternoon, sir! I apologise
onco more for wasting your time—"

“Not at all!”

“I trust you find yourself well, Mr.
Quclch.”

“Eh! Oh! Thank you, quite!”

“We are having lovely weather—"

“QOh! Beautiful! Good-bye, Mr.
Vernon-Smith.”  Mr. Quelch had no
time to cxpend on discussing the
weather,

“Good-bye, Mr. Quelch!?

Mr. Quelch dropped the receiver on
tho hooks. He rang for Trotter, and
dispatched the page to send Vernon-
Smnth to his study. .

Then he sat down to his papers again.

Not the remotest suspicion crossed tho
Remove master’s mind. He knew Mr.
Vernon-Sinilh’s voice; he had heard it
often cnough; and the voice on the
telephone, if it was not the million-
ai was twin brother to it.

But even had he not known—or sup-
posed he had known—the voice, Mr.
Queleh  would hardly have suspected
that his majestic leg was being pulled
by a moember of his Form!  Such a
suspicion as that was not likely to enter
the mind of Henry Samuel Quelch.

TFarther up the passage, a fat figure
rotled out of Mr. Prout’s study. blinked
rourd cautiously, and denarted.

Billy Dunter was grinning.

The fat Owl was fecling goed !

Lozafing in the House doorway a fow
wminutes later, he beheld Herbert Ver-
non-Smith coming up to the House—
liaving received Mr. Quclch’s message
from Trotter.

‘fhe Bounder was scowling.

It was time now for Redclyffe to
arrive, and they might appear any

““Let me go ! ** he yelled, *‘ That

““Jf you’ve been tricked, I know nothing

minute. The captain of the Remove
‘was not pleased at being called away
from the cricket ground to his Form
master’s study.

Billy Bunter could read that in his
face. “And he thought that the Bounder
would probably be still less pleased,
when he heard what Mr. Quelch had to

say.

He chuckled as Smithy went into the

ouse.

This beast had turfed him out of his
study; kicked him more times than he
could remember. Reluctantly, but
inevitably, Bunter had had to relin-
quish the idea of “whopping ” Smithy !
But, as he had sagely remarked, there
were more ways of killing a cat than
choking it with crcam.

The worm had turned!

It did pot oceur to Billy Bunter’s
fatuous mind that there was anything
underband or “rotten” in this trick.
Smithy had played a trick on him—and
he was playing o trick on Smithy ! Aud
that was that!

Smithy was very keen on that match
—keen on “swanking ” on the cricket
field, as Bunter cxpressed it, as captain
of the Remove. Instead of which, he
was going to spend hours in railway
ins, while the other fellows played
cricket ! Dunter wished him jéy of it.

There was, so far as Bunter could see,
only one drawback to this masterly
scheme.  Ie would not be able to tell
Smithy who had spooicd him. The
kickings he had rcceived would be as
moonlight unto sunlight, as water unto
wine, compared with the kickings he
would reccive if the Bounder found him
out, Bunter realised that; and he in-
tended to be awfully, fearfully careful
in keeping that little secret,
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Five minutes later, the DBounder
passed Bunter again, coming out of the
House.

His brow had been dark when he went
in, Now it was black as thunder.

“He, he, het”

Vernon-Smith stared round at Bunter
as the fat junior cackied.

Thump !

Bump!

“ Whooooop !

Vernon-Smith strode on, leaving Billy
Bunter sitting in the doorway, splatter-

ng.

“Ow! Oh crikey! Wow I
gasped Bunter.

The Bounder tramped away to the
cricket ground without giving Burter
another glance. His lips were com-
pressed, and his eycs gleamed under
his knitted brows. Many curious
glances turned on him from the group
of cricketers before the pavilion.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo I” murmured Bob
Cherry. “Qur jolly old skipper’s gob
his jolly old rag out! Mind your cye,
my mfants (F

Tom Redwing gave his chum an
anxi us look. The other fellows stared
at him, some of them grinning.

“What's up, Smithy 7" as.ced Rcd\ung

“I've got to cut the match said the
Bounder  savagely. C[y father’s
phoned Quelch—some dashed rot or
other—I’ve got fo get off home this
afterncon. I¥'s sickenin’ I

“Qh, my hat!”

“My first cricket match as skipper!”
mutterced the Tounder. *Of course, the
pater knows nothin’ about all that!
But he told Quelch it was something
vory urgent and 1mportant—gocduc~s
knows what it can bo 1" I’ve a jolly good
mind not to go——""

He broke off. : X

“I've got to gol! Hang it!” Ie
turned to the cricketers. “I'm called
away, you men, I'm out of the game.
Another man will be wanted.”

“Hard luck!” said Harry Wharton.
It was so evidently a heavy blow to the
Bounder that even the fellows who liked
him least sympathised, and Wharton
spoke sincerely enough

The Bounder’s eyes glittered at him.

“You're sorry, what?” he asked, with
a sneer.

“Yes, certainly 1” answered Harry.

“You can tell that to anybody who's
fool cnough to believe it,” snarled the
Bounder. “No good tellin® meo 1

Wharton eoloured with anger.

“ Smithy—" muttered Redwmg

“Oh, can it! said Vernon-Smith
ruder, and he swung round and tramped
off the ficld again.

“What I like abcab Smithy,” re-
marked Bob Cherry, “is his polished
Jolly old Chesterfield was a
fool to him.”

Some of the fellows laughed.

The Bounder heard the laugh as he
went, and turned his head. His eyes
ﬁxed on Harry Wharton, and Wharton
met them with contemptuous indiffer-
ence. It looked for a moment as if the
Bounder would come striding back to
pick a quarrel on the spot with his old
rival. But if he was thmkmg of that
he changed his mind again, and tramped
away to the Houso,

Wharton’s lip curled.

Beast !

No doubt this was a heavy blow to the .

Bounder; but, all the same, a Greyfriars
fellow was not supposcd to make an
exhibition of his feelings. There had
been reason for the nickname that had
been given Smithy in the Remove.

“Well, that’s that I”” said Johnny Bull.
“It’s up to you now, Wharton, and
yow’ll want another man.
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Wharton’s eycs lingered for a moment
on Frank Nugent—he would havo been
glad to play his best chum—and Nugent
grinned faintly. But the game came
before other considerations with Whar-
ton, and he glanced round

“Where's Ogilvy #”

“Ilere, old bean!” said the Scottish
]umor plumptly

“Cut in and change.”

“You bet!” . .
Herbert Vernon-Smith was leaving
Greyfriars  just as the Redclyffe

cricketers were arriving on the ground.
The Redelyffe fellows wondered who the
dickens was the Greyfriars man who
scowled at them as ho passed.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Limit!

7 IARTON—good man!”?
‘“Well hit

“Oh, good man!”

There was a shouting crowd
round the field. Not only Remove men,
but fellows of other Forms, had gathered
on Little Side. Wingate of the Sixth,
captain of the school and head of the
games, had walked down in the after-
noon to see what was to be secn, which
was a tremendous honour for the heroes
of the Remove.

It had been a great game. Unex-
pectedly, Harry Wharton was capiain.
ing the Remove once more, and it
loolxed as if he was leading them to
victory.

Redclyﬂe were in great form, and
putting up a good game, and there was
no doubt that the Bounder was missed
from the ranks of the Remove. As a
batsman Smithy had few equals in the
Remove, and as a bowler he was a very
useful man. Fortune had smiled on the
visitors at first. Redelyffc had taken 100
in theiy first innings; Greyfriars had
been dismissed for sixty—Wharton not
out, And it was very probable that
with Smithy at the other end the innings
would have gone on over the Redclyfle
score.

But in the Redclsﬂ'e second innings
Ilurree Jamset Ram Singh presenxcd his
friends with the “hat trick,” a feat that
was repeated by Squiff, and the visitors
were all down for seventy.

Harry Wharton opcned the last
innings with Bob Cherry. Bob had bad
luck, being caught in the slips for four.
Toddy, who took his place, was clean
bowled by a Redclyffe man for two.

By that time the opinion of the Red-
clyfians was that it was all over bar
shouting. That opinion was shared by
a good many Remove men round the
field. And it grew stronger when
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh was bowled
for six, and stronger still Swhen Redwing

ut up a duck’s-egg.

“Wharton’s set!” remarked Bob
Cherry to the men at the pavilion. “DBut,
by gum, I wish we had Smithy at the
other end !”

“The wishfulness is terrific!” sighed
the Nabob of Bhanipur,

And Billy Bunter, who had rolled
down to give the game a few minutes of
his valuable time, had quite a serious
expression on his “fat face as he heard.
For the first time it occurred to Billy
Bunter’s powerful intellect that there
was a_serious side to the trick he had
played on Smithy,

But it was rather too late for the fat
and fatuous Owl to_ think of that.
Smithy was many-a long mile away.
But Buntor’s face was quite grave as he
rolled away from Little Side; and he
remained 1n a thoughtful mood for
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several whole minutes—till he found a
packet of toffee in Ogilvy’s study and
forgot all about cricket and such trifiing
maiters.

But it was not, after all, “all over bar
shouting.” Johnny Bull came in to join
Wharton, and then the fur began to fly.
Johnny was not a brilliant b'Lt but he
was a solid, steady stone-waller, quite
content to l\ecp the innings open while
a more brilliant man did the shining, as
it were. He played a game that the
Bounder, good man as he was in his own
way, w ould never have dreamed of play-
ing in his place. Leaving the firowor!
to his partner, Johnny Bull solidly nrd
stolidly defended his sticks, only stealing
a run every now and then to give Whar-
ton all the bowling he could.

And t}‘en the Remove men began to

“enthuse.” .

Harry Wharton was at the top of Lis

Oornt.

The Redelylfe men were active in thc
field, and their bowlers were good;
Wharton looked like being not out a
second time; and Jnhnny Bull might
have been a wall of granite, for all tho
effect the bowling had on him.

The score was going up now by leaps
and bounds.

The crowd thickened round the field.
There was a roar when it topped the
hundred.

“Ten to tie—eleven
chirruped Bob Cherry.
chaps, and sportsmen, we’re goin
win_this game with wickets in hand.

“ Hear, hear!”

“Bravo, Wharton—well hit, old bean!
Bet you that’s another four !”

And it was!

“Now, Johnny, stand up to .it!”
breathed Bob, as the field changed over.

And Johnny stood up to it nobly, stop-
ping ball after ball, with phlegmatic
calm. And when the bowling came back
to Wharton, the Remove men told one
another that this was going to be the
last over,

“Six to tie—soven to win!” said
Bob. *“Old boans, cricket’s an uncer-
tain game, but I'll bet any man ten to
one in doughnuts that this is our game!”

“Good man, Wharton |”

It was another four.

“Two to tie—three to win!” chanted
Bob Cherry. “Did anybody take that
bet? Who owes me a doughnut?”

“There it goes—"

“ Bravo I”?

The panting fieldsmen were after the
ball; the batsmen were running. Once
—twice—thrice !

There was a terrific roar,

It rang far beyond the playing fields,
It was heard in every corner of the
House; and the Head, in his study,
started a little and smiled.

Vernon-Smith, however, could not
hear it. He was seated in a train on his
way back to Greyfriars, feeling tired
and vengeful. Perhaps 1t was well for
the Bounder he did not hear it.

While the Remove cricketers were
beating Redclyffe, Smithy had not been
cnjoying his day. A long railway
journey had landed him at home, to
learn that his father was in the Clty
He waited, as he had been told to do.
He waited long, and, tired and irri-
tated, ho had triod to get Mr. Vernon-
Smith on the phone.

But the millionaire was not at_his
office, and the Bounder, in a mood of
growing bitterness and irritation, had
to wait till Mr. Vernon-Smith camo
home after a busy day among the bulis
and bears,

And the millionaire’s astonishment at
finding his son at home was as great as
the Bounder’s at learning that his father

to  winl”
“Gentlemen,
1o
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had not telephoncd to the school at all.
The journcy back to Greyfriars was
8 long-drawn-out misery to the Bounder.
Ho had bren tricked—{fooled—spoofed !

Somebody had used his father’s nome
over the telephone to Mr. Quelch—
obvicusly, to get him away from Grey-
friars and from the Redclyffe match!
And the Bounder did not need telling
who had played that miserable trick—
or caused 1t to be played. Who but kis
rival and enemy—the fcllow he had
ousted as captain of the Form—the
fellow he had wanted to “chuck » out of
the cleven—the fellow who, with Smithy
gone, was able to take his old place as
cricket captain—who but Wharton?

The Bounder had no doubt of it

The train seemed to crawl, to his
impatience; it scemed as if he would
never reach his jonrney’s end,

It drew into the station for Grey-
friars at last, bowever, and the Bounder
thrust open the carriage door and
alighted.

Sounds
platform

of merriment from the other
rcached his ears the next
moment, and Vernon-Smith turned
round to sce the Greyfriars cricketers
shouting and cheering, and apparently
bidding good-bye to the Redclyfie

team.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo | Hlere’s Smithy I”
Bob Cherry caught sight of the furious
face of the Bounder, pushing thrcugh

ihe shouting crowd. . * Smithy, old bean,
we've pulled it off 17

“It’s a jolly old win, Smithy !’ said
Peter Todd. “But what’s the maiter,
Smithy—what ?

Sorry you missed it, Smithy ! said
Harry Wharton.

The Bounder did not reply; be could
not. His face was dark with passion,
his eyes aflame.  Startled looks were
turned on him, from all sides, as he
shoved his way roughly towards
Wharton.

‘Wharton, in amazement, backed a step.

“What——" he began.

“You rotter!” The Bounder found
his voice. “You cur! You did this—"

“What the thuinp—-"

“You—youn—-""

The Bounder’s voice choked in his
throat, and he fairly hurled himself at
Hoarry Wharton.

Hands grasped him on all sides and
dragged him back.

“Lot me go!” yelled the Bounder.
“T tell you, he tricked me! My father
never phoned this morning—it was a
irick—and Wharton—-"

“Kecp cool!” said Wharton con-
temptuously,  “If you've been tricked,
1 know nothing of it—as you’d under-
stand if you were a decent fellow your-
self.”

“It’s a lic—a lie1” yelled the Bounder.
“You rotters! Let me go—"’

5l

He tore himself loose, and leaped ab
Wharion—heedless of everything but
his_own rage and vengeance.

Wirgate of the Sixth, who had accom-
panicd the eleven to the station, towered
over the crowd of juniors and grasped
the Pounder by the collar.

“That will do!” said the captain of
Greyfriars.  “Return to the school,
Vernon-Smith 1

“I tell you »

“Do as I order!”

And the Bounder, white wilh rage,
obeyed.

It was the one topic at Greyfriars that
evening—not only in the Remove, but
all through the schoel. Who had dono
it was a mystery. The Bounder had his
belief; but he found that he had it all
to himself. And a fat and fatuous
junior, who could have enlightened the
Greyfriers fellows, was very carcful not
to_do so.

For the first time on record, Billy
Bunter d died that sagaci
animal, Brer Fox, and “lay low and

said nuffin’,”

THE END.
(Veat week’s yarn of Harry Wharton
& Co. is entitled: “SAVING HIS
EXEMY!” and it’s bang up to the

mark. Make a point of reuding it,
chums, and order your copy IN
ADVANCE !}

COME INTO THE OFéICE, BOYS!

Always glad to hear from you, chums, so drop me a line to

the following address : The Editor, The “ Magnet ** Library,

The Amalgamated Press, Ltd., The Fleeticay House, Farringdon
Street, London, E.C.4.

L0 SO L SR R e &

ELL, chumg, and what do you
think of my extra-special news
this weelc 7 Of course, you've
already turned to page 7 of

this issue and seen the startling ennounce-

ment of our 10,000 Gift Scheme, If not,
you'd better do so abt once ! Just think—

75 points to kick off witht What a start,

eh ? It’s & wonderful stunt, chums, and

I can tell you that I'm just waiting to

hand out prizes galore. So sob to work

straight away, and seo how many points
ou can amass. The prizes are woll worth
having, and you'll fee] like kicking yourselt

if you let this wonderful opportunity
slide. Watch our next issues for more
coupons.

Naturally, you'd like to do your chums
a good turn, too, wouldn’t you ?  Well,
don’t keep a %ood thing to yourself, Tell
your chums all about it, and urge them to
become readers of the MaenrT as well,
They’ll thank you when they get their
gifts—and they’ll thank you, too, for

putting them wise to such a ratiling fine |,

story paper as this !
However, let me give
readers

A WORD OF WARNING !

Don’t forget that there will Lo an
amezing run on the MAGNET from this
week onward, and if you don’t prepare for
it, yowll run the risk of heing told that
your favourito paper is ““sold out ” at all
your local newsageats. You can guard
against this by telling {he newsagent to
reserve or deliver you a copy of tho
MaeNET cach week.,  Youwll bo doing him
a good turn, also, hecauso if all my
regular rcaders order their copies, the
newsagent will know just how ynany copies
he will requiro to satisfy the enormous
demand which js sure to follow 1y
announcement this week;

my regular

ettt
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EﬁERE are a few more
THINGS YOU’D HARDLY
BELIEVE !

A Road That Runs Through a Growing
Tree ! The Big Tree of California is so
wide that a roadway has been driven
through it. The road is wide enough to
allow a motor-car to bo driven through
the tree—but the tree still goes on
growing !

The Oldest Building in the World! So
ancient is the Temple at Mitla, in Mexico,
that it is fmpossible to trace back its
history ! It was already an ancient
building before either the Pyramids or the
Acrepolis of Athens wero began!  There
is not & man living who knows by whom
it was built or why !

The Oldest Tree in the World! At
Thule, also in Mexico, is a tree that is
over 154 feet in cirenmference, and so
high that the nat sy it lakes two
ooks fo see the top.” It must have been
a gigantic tice even in the days when the
unknown builders were constructing the
Templo ot Miiks!

A Slatuc That Took Over Twelve Years
To Ereet I The farmows Statue of Liberty,
in New York harbour, was a present from
France to the United Stafe
sculptor, Bartholdi, twok {en years to
mako the stalue, Then it was iaken to
pieces and’ shipped aeross the Atlantie,
It took two more years to fit it together
again, not coun r tho thwme spent on
reinforcing the ¢ i conereto for the
stal |

A Single Grain of Sand ean e Stretched
to a Thousand Miles! Wire made of
quertz is used for scientitic instruments.
So fine is this wire that a grain of quartz—
or sand—can bo spun into a thousand miles
of wire!

UITE a number of veaders have
written to ask

WHAT HAS BECOME OF
DOCTOR BIRCHEMALL ?

Those yarns of Dicky Nugent’s certainly
seem to have been remarkably popular
with my readers, and, as you know, I am
always ready to publish the kind of yarns
which my readers prefer. So it is quite
possible that I may be able to make an
jmportant  announcement  concerning
Dicky and Doctor Birchemall in the near
future. Look out for it!

And don’t hesitate to write if there is
any particular type of story you would
like to see in the MAGNET—or if there is
any advice you want. Both myself and
my staff are completely at your service,
and we want to help you all we can.
you require an early reply, encoso s
stamped, addressed envelope, and you will
be answered by post, If you prefer to be
answered in these.columns, or if the reply
to yagr query will also interest other
readers, you may use a nom-de-plume if
you don’t want your own name and
addrezs to be published.

My space iy running short again, so here
goes for

NEXT WEEK’S MAGNIFICENT
PROGRAMME,

Frank Richards, as ususl, *tops the
bil.” His latest Greyfriars story is
entitled

“SAVING HIS ENEMY!”

and it’s o yarn that is right up to the {op
of his form. I can’t say moro than that,
can J? You all know how good this
popniar anthor ean be, end you know you
are in for a treat whenover you start one
of hist stories.

There'il be another splendid instalment
of our *jull-of-thrills * serial, * Wings of
War! ”—and the usual shorter fcatures.

Added to oll this, of course, thereli bo
more coupens for you to collect, and you'll
be nearer fo getting the topping prizes [
am waiting to send along to you.

All the hest, chums!

YOUR EDITOR.




A GRIPPING STORY OF THE GREAT WAR!

OF GERMANY.

NOwW

A WREATH OF CONDOLENCE OVER THE DROME.

IN THE HANDS OF WILKINS,

WOUND, TAKES A MACHINE UP FCR A “TEST ” FLIGHT.

THE FORMER SUCCUMBS TO A SEIZURE OF CRAMP. CLUTCHING AT THE CONTROLS, JIM RIGHTS THE MACHINE
IN THE NICK OF TIME AND DIVES FOR HOME.

WHAT HAS GONE BEFORE.
IN CONSEQUENCE OF PLANS HAVING LEAKED OUT TO THE ENEMY THROUGH AN UNKNOWN SCURCE, FERRERS

LOCKE 1S APPOINTED TO TAKE OVER COMMAND OF 256 SQUADRON, R.F.C, A
GREAT REPUTE STATIONED ¢SOMEWHERE IN FRANCE.”
CONDUCT OF SERGEANT WILKINS, WHO IS, IN REALITY,
FOLLOWING A RAID ON THE ENEMY HEADQUARTERS AT DOUAJ,
HEAVY LOSSES, JIM DANIELS AND RON GLYNN TAKE PRISONER A GERMAN AIRMAN WHOSE PURPCSE 1S TO DROP
A CLOSE INSPECTION OF THE WREATH BY LOCKE REVEALS AN
ARTIFICIAL TULIP BEARING SIGNS OF HAVING CONCEALED A SECRET MESSAGE WHICH LOCKE IS CONVINGED 18
SOME TIME LATER, THORBURN, WHO HAS BARELY RECOVERED FROM A
LUCKILY FOR THORBURN, JiM IS WITH HIM WHEN

LOCKE’S SUSPICIONS ARE AROUSED BY THE STRANGE
“ R, ONE ¥—ONE OF THE SMARTEST SPIES IN THE SERVICE

BRISTOL FICHTER SQUADRON OF

IN WHICH 256 SUSTAINS

The Damaged Wing !

N the front seat Thorburn suddenly
saw something whizzing towards
him—a small, grey object, dimmed
and blurred in outline. Next

momen it had struck him in the face,
temporarily blinding him.

‘When he recovered, he glanced down
into his lap

Fluttering into the beginning of con-
sciousness was & pigeon.

“Well—"

Thorburn was flabbergasted. He had
heard old pilots tell of birds sometimes
running into a plane, but he had never
believed them. Vet here was_evidence
that such things did happen. His hand
went out and caressed the stricken bird,
forgetful of his own pains. The pigeon
was bleeding from a wing, which, by its
nervous twitching and general droop,
Thorburn took to be broken. Ilecks of
crimson sprayed the small beak of the
pigeon. It tried to evade Thorburn’s
carcssing hand, hadn't the strength to
do so, and finally stayed where it was,
quivering with shock and fright.

“Poor devil!” muttered Thorburn,
then fainted himself.

Jim made a hurried landing, leancd
over the cockpit, and jumped when he
saw Thorburn’s limp figure with a
pigeon, of all things, held in the hand
that rested on his lap.

In respouse to Jim’s yelling the aero-
dromo ambulance came tearing across
the grass. Seated beside the driver was
Major Locke.

“What's happened?” he asked
anxiously, as he reached the staiionary
Bristol.

“DBruce—something wrong with him,
sir,” yelled Jim above the roar of the
cngine. “I had to tako over.”

At that moment Thorburn came to.
He smilea apologetically into the face of
the major, and his hand closed on the
{1uttering wundle of feathered life on his
ap.
“Two of us, sir. Lect me introduce
you to my new pal.”

Taking the pigeon from his hand,
Locke gave it into the keeping of the
ambulance orderly, then, with Jim’s
assistance, he helped Thorburn out of
the pilot’s seat.

“Cramp—" began Thorburn.

Bui Locke could see at a glance what
the troublo was. With a sharp jerk of
the wrists he straightened Thorburn’s
leg, massaged the muscles, and in a few
moments the youngster was able to
stand uprioht unaided.

“Lucky for you, young fcllow, you
had Jim with you. Now let’s have a
look at your new pal”

He took the pigeon, which was still
trembling with shock, from the orderly,
who intimated that there was nothing
wrong with the bird ecxcept a strained
wing. Locke’s eyes gleamed as le
noticed something unusual about one
of the legs of the frighiencd pigeon, and
he took a step to one side.

When he returned to Thorburn and
Jim he was smiling.

“Nothing mnch wrong with that
fellow,” he said. “A little rest and it
will be off again.?

“No fear!” cjaculated Thorburn.
“That’s my pet, 1 claim it!”

Locke gave him a look and agreed.

“Very well.  You had better get the
carpenter to fix you up with a cage,
young 'umn.”

Half an hour later the pigeon, now
very much recovered from its shock,
was safely installed in an improvised
cage which the squadron carpenter had
fashioned.

“I shall call it Stephanie, after Ron’s
girl friend,” chuckled Thorburn, and
Just dodged in time a jack boot which
the crimson-faced Ron shied at him.
“And later on I'll buy it a posh dage,
with all the usual gadgets.”

“The silly ass thinks it’s a canary!”
said Ron. “Why, you chump, that
pigeon wou’t live a week in a cage!”

And while Thorburn, ir his ignorance,
started to arguc that this pigeon would
live in a cage, Ferrers Locke, in the
seclusion of the squadron office, was
examining a small metal cylinder he had
taken from one of the pigcon’s legs.
Inside the cylinder was a tiny roll of
paper, upon which, neatly printed, was
a conglomeration of seemingly meaning-
less letters.

“Coded message.” murmured Locke,
as he bent over the paper. “Carrier
pigeon, Now, where on earth was it
making for, I wondor?” )

Woll accustomed to the various codes

Printed and anmned everi Saturda;
dvertigement offices: The Fleet

A
+ Ind road, 1le, per annum; 5s. 6d. for six months.
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used by the Allies, Locke knew at a
glance that this message was from the
enemy. While he bent over it, trying
his utmost to find a key to the message,
the coarse face of Sergeant Wilkins
peered in at the small glass window of
the squadron office. Some instinct
warned Locke that he was being
watched, for he looked up suddenly. But
Wilkins had withdrawn. He had seen
all that he wanted to see. The pigcon—
he had heard about it from the ambu-
lance orderly, and hurried to see it him-
self—was one of Pierre Marmot’s. The
message had fallen into wrong hands.

Sergeant Wilkins was not so happy
for the remainder of that day. Some
intuition warned him that the accident
which had delivered the carricr pigeon
into Thorburn’s hands was to be respon-
sible for many things.

And this surmise of Sergeant Wilkins,
alias R. One, was destined to prove
correct !

The Underground Stream !

& ND how's Stephanie getting

A on, young 'un?”

Thorburn wheeled sharply

as the voice of Major Locke

broke in upon his reflections and
grinned.

It was a couple of days after the
arrival of “Stephanie,” and already
Ron’s words were coming true. The
pigeon, as was natural, disliked its
cramped quarters. The strained wing
seemed to have mended, for the captive
pigeon fluttered bravely from the bottom
of the cage to the top in an attempt to
escape.

“’Fraid I shall have to let it loose,
sir,” confessed Thorburn. .“No room in
this cage for a pigeon, you know. They
require plenty of room—and freedom,”
he added vaguely.

“Of course !”

“But the trouble is, major,” went on
Thorburn, “I know the blessed thing
will fly off for keeps once I let it out.”

“Quite naturally,” agreed Locke.
“Now, listen!”

He bent his head and whispered for a
few moments in Thorburn’s ear. What
ke said made the colour come and go
in that youngster’s face.

“Good gad!” he cxclaimed at length.
“Are you sure, sir?”

“Positively certain. But shove on
your helmet, bring your cage along, and
we'll put it to tho test.””

All ready on the tarmac was Major
Locke’s plane, with mechanics in attend-
ance. Into the back seat climbed Thor-
burn, complete with his pigcon and cage.
Locke, meantime, scated himself at the
controls and prepared to take off.

A few moments later the Bristol was
eircling the aerodrome at a height of
eight hundred feet. .

Locke turned in his seat, smiled at
Thorburn, and nodded vigorously. In
response, the youngster lifted the cage
over the side of the cockpit and released
the pigeon.

Tor a second or so the pigeon was
swirled up in the back draught of the
plane, but instinct pulled it clear. 'L'hen
round and round, as if secking its bear-
ings, circled the pigeon, with Locke’s
and Thorburn’s eyes hard upon it.

“There he goes !’ Thorburn muttered
the words as the pigcon suddenly ceased
its circular flight, and dived in the
direction of the village.

At a comfortable distance behind the
pigeon, but keeping it always in sight,
flew the Bristol. Lower and lower went
the pigeon, finally to come to rest, as it
seemed to the watching Britishers, on
the surface of a stream which disap-
peared underground !
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Locke planed down to get a better
view. With his undercarriage wheels
barely ten feet from the ground he
passed over the spot where the pigeon
bad last been seen.

He noted the arched opening of a
small, bricked tunnel, searched again
for sight of the pigeon, then zoomed to
a safer height, and made tracks for the
aerodrome.

The flight had jasted only ten minutes
when the Bristol's wheels touched
ground again.

There was a rueful look on Therburn’s
face as he pitched the pigeon’s cage
away, and the waiting mechanics
grinned among themselves. After all,
no one had expected that the pigeon
would be kept as a pet for long. Still,
Thorburn’s method of liberating it was
strange, to say the least.

But as Locke and Thorburn walked
away to the squadron office there was a
glint of satisfaction in the former’s face.

“Well, sir,” ventured Thorburn at
length, “are you any better off now
that you've scen where it went ?”

Locke chuckled.

“Rather! Just get the plans of the
village fromn that cabinet—index
‘ rations.” ”

From a steel cabinet Thorburn pro-
duced the necessary plans.  Locke
quickly traced the underground stream
and pointed it out to the youngster at
his side.

“That’s the spot where our pigeon
disappeared,” said Locke. “There was

no accident about it. Qur pigeon went
straight for that tunnel. Why?”

“Force 5f habit,” said Thorburn. “But
where did it go after that——"

He traced the course of the stream
with the tip of his finger. Then he let
out a whoop of surprise.

“Pierre Marmot’s estaminet is built
over this stream, sir!” he exclaimed.

“ Exactly,” said Locke. “And Mar-
mot’s estaminet is the only building
that is built over it. Young ’un, the
other day you mentioned Marmot’s
name to me. I rather scoffed at the
i Yet it looks——"

“We'll make it our business to sce
Monsieur Marmot without delay. Come,
young ’un!”

“To-night—" . .
Pierre .Marmot was trembling with
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complacently. Then hjs face darkenecd
into demoniacal hate.

His_interview with the treacherous
estaminet keeper was taking place at
about the same time as Locke and Thor-
burn were leaving the squadron office
en reute for Pierre Marmot’s estab-
lishment |

For some moments R. One spoke to his
companion in low, tense tones. Finally
he glanced at his watch.

“Sce to it, Marmot, that your watch
is synchronised with mine”

Tho innkeeper withdrew from the
pocket of his dirty blouse an expensive
chronometer, set it carefully with the
time shown on R.One’s wrist-watch,
and grinned craftily.

“Terrific!” he pronounced. “R. One,
you seem to have overlooked not the
smallest detail

“8¢> that you do not overlook the
smallest detail I’ said ‘R.One. “You
will have the car ready at_the northern
end of the drome, where the two roads
cross. You will drive as fast as you
are able to Blangy meadows. There, as

have said, our good friend Schloss will
be awaiting me !”

“I understand!” nodded Pierre
Marmot. “And you will give me
favourable mention when you are
returned to the Fatherland ?”

“I will give you the praise and the
recommendation  that your work
deserves!”’ answered R. One. “If there
is no hitch in to-night’s work your pay
will be doubled !”

Pierre Marmot rubbed his grimy hands
together with satisfaction.

“ A hundred thanks—e thousand bless-
ings!” he exclaimed. “R.One—-"

“Hist 1”

R. One, alias Sergeant Wilkins, sud-

denly interrupted and gripped his
companion by the arm fiercely.
“Quiet!” he breathed. “I hear

someone above—"'
o

is but a couple of noisy Englanders
drinking more than is good for them !”
began Marmot in explanation, when the
look on his companion’s face compelled
him to be quiet.

“'Tis that meddling pig, Locke—I
recognise the voice!” breathed Wilkins,
and a cold sweat broke out on his
forehead. “What does he want
here—"*

The words were barely out of his
mouth when Major Locke's clear voice
rang out from above.

“Monsiour Marmot! Teci! Here!”

The innkeeper’s eyes narrowed. - This
was the first occasion that Major Locke,
commanding officer- vf the near-by aero-
drome had e¥er patronised his establish-
ment, and judging by the imperious
note in the major’s voice the visit was
not exactly a pleasant one.

With rough haste he thrust Sergeant
Wilkin's burly form into a spacious cup-
board, and shuffled towards the stairs
that led to the rooms above.

*“Coming, Monsieur!” he wheezed, as

(Continued on nert page.)

excitement.

“Tomnight!” re-
peated  his_ com-
panion. “Those
were my orders.
Up go the pig
Englanders —
machines, armoury
—everything 17 1

“R. One,” said
Marmot, with awe
in his voice, “you
arc indeed a clever
man!”

Sergeant Wilkins,

The

s %
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alias R. One, smiled
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b2 laboriously the stairway.
Al old legs

e was gasping for breath by the time
L stood hefore Major Locke. 1a his
s were two bottles of champagne.

*Yes, monsicur 77 hie wheezed, ™ What
s your pleasure—

AMajor Loche's face wus gvim.

“Iam going to scarch your estaminet,
Monzicur Marmot,” he said sternly, “1
will trouble you to see everyone off the
premises, then close and bolt the door !
At ouce !”

Picrre Marmot
aclor,

He threw up his hands in horror, aud,
in excited TFrench, freely intersy
\\nh English, broke into voluble protes

“Enough!”  said  Locke coIdI)
“Thorburn! Turf these fellows out.
Then post yourself by the door!”

In a few oments Thorburn had
prevailed upon the half-dozen Tommics
in the place to leave. Then, with an
automatic in his hand, he placed his
back to the door.

“That’s__fine!” commented Major
Locke.  “Now. Pierre Marmot, you will
proceed to conduct me over the premises!
My colleague will not hesitate 1o use his

mounted
o

2

was a  consummato

wolver. il the  occasion  should
demand P2
“Mon  Dicu!” protested Marmot.

“This is monstrous! This is humiliat-
ing! I, Pierre Marmot, a {ruc-born
Frenchman, under suspicion 42
Again Major Locke cut him short.
“CGiet busy ! he ordered, and, to pres
homL the fact that he meaut business,
drew his revolver from its hiolster and
pointed its blue muzzle uncomfortably
close to the estaminet kecper’s rvibs.

Pierre Marmot’s head and heart
Huttered  dizzily. What had gone
wroug?  Why this scarch? And down

below, hidden only by the thickness -of
a cupboard door, was R. Onc—amsergeant

an this interfering major's own com-
pany ! Verily the fortunc of war which
Ihoe  traitorous estaminet  keeper  had

enjoyed for so long without a hiteh had
iurned suddenly against him.

Ilis steps were slow as he showed the
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sometlnng, that was cerinin—sometning
that would incriminate Picrre Marmot,
What clse could it be but the pigeon
coop cunningly hidden below the stairs?

Yet there was no trace of fear in
Aarmot’s face as, ouce more i the
sitting-room at the back of the bar, he
coufrouted the major,

“You see, monsicur le major,” he
said carnestly, *1 have nothing o fear!
Of what am I suspected?  Why rch
the ‘poor abode of w truc-born French-
man in this fashion”

“I am not heve to talk!™ said Locke

grimly.  *You have shown me your
rooms.  Now, monsicur, you will show
me  your wllur,, with  the  same
thoroughue,

As lic &pol\o, 1he major pulled ont a
large eleciric torcle from’ his pocket,
which made the wavering light in the
Iantern which Marmot took down from
the wall look ridiculous by comparison.
The estaminet keeper's eyes narrvowed.
That glaring torchlight would illuminate
eve ddll\cnul musty corncr of his
precious cgll(uM

Still protesting
of the dingy starre:
\In]m Locke.

The powerful torch in his hand lit up
the way like a miniaiure scarchlight
opens up the heavens of night. Not
single thing escuped Locke’s keen eyes.
His no:lnls quivered at the unpleasant
smell that came up from the cellur floor.

*<

Ie begau the descent
. Behind him came

Picrre  Murmot  noticed  that, and
hastened to explain.
‘s lhv underground  stream,
monsmur
“Ah!  The underground stream!”
repeated Locke, and his tone sent a

quiver of apprehension down Marmot’s
spine.  “The underground stream !”

IIc walked about, flashing his forch
into every corner. His steely-grey eyes
dwelt for some few minutes on a small
grating close to the floor. Watching
Liim like a cat watches a mouse, Picrre
Marmot knew that his secret was dis-
covered,

“The graling works !

I\o(‘pmw a close eye still on the now

came the muflled sounds of a pigean
cooing.  Only for a moment, but that
tuoment was cnough, In one stride
Locke had  yeached a large wick
basket, whiel in appearance might have
been a receprocle for empty bottles.

Pi Marmor's blood ran cold.

Iis fervety cves havdened suddenly
as, withont a sound, the door of the big
cupbodul direetly Dbehind Major Locke’s
bent figive opened.

CARDT An exclamation of satisfaction
escaped the major as his delving hands
encounterecdd  the  downy form of a
pigeon.  Then a moan, soft and low,
for something whizzed down out of the
darkness bebind him and struck him 1o
the floor,

“The meddling swine!” Sergeant
Wilking, alias R. One, stood over the
inanimate form of Major Locke with a
stone bottle in his hand. “Lucky for
vou, Marmot, I was at hand!”

The treacherous innkeeper was shiver-
ing with fright, relief, and cxcitement,
In a bound he had reached his com-
panion just as the bottle swwung up again
for another blow.

“'lhmg is another Euglander upstairs
> he whispered.

= Achl’ The bottle was  lowered.
Stoopin R. One pickcd up Locke's
revolver and torch. * Another pig dog!
Tell bim to come down here, you dolt!

Picrre Marmot shuffled across tho
cellar and mounted the stairs to the
upper regions.

1is face wore its usual expression as
hie beckoued to Thorburn,

*Mounsicur  le major requires you
below, monsicur I’ hie tokl Thorburn.

The youngster strolled away from the
door, 1le¢ thought it strange that Major
Locke should summon him thus. Why
hadn’t he called out aloud for him?

“Where is Major Locke*” he asked
curtly,

“Below, monsieur,”
an expressive gesture.
good cnough to follow ine.
you to him!”’

(It Tooks as if Thorburn’s booked for
1he same fale as Ferrers Locke, docsn't

” said Marmot, with
“If you will be
I will lead

major every room in the estaminet above shivering innkeeper, Locke bhent down 2 Be sure you read next week's eeeit-
ground- floor level, but his brain was and moved the grating,” Then "he ing z-lmpln' of this powerful fluing
working at lxghunn speed.  The game  straightened himself and stood listen- story—you'll be thrilled jrom first line
was up—the major expected to find ing.  From somewhere close at hand to last, chums!)
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