HOLIDAY FUN WITH BUNTER THE VENTRILOQUIST !
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AMUSING AND AMAZING SITUATIONS IN THIS BRILLIANT SCHOOL YARN——
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——Featuring the World-Popular Favourites . . HARRY WHARTON & C€O.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Billy Bunter Makes History !
azped Billy Bunter.

“ UNTER ¥
B “Dh IJ:‘
And he bolted !

It was surprising.

It was, in fact, amazing.

Harry Wharton & Co. of the Grey-
friars lﬁl‘.‘ﬂlﬂ‘h‘ﬂ stared blankly after the
fat junior as he scudded across the quad.

“ Buiter ! roared Bob Cherry.

Bunter did not heed. He hurtled on.
It was not only surprising and amazing,
it was a:t-;undinﬁ. For it was tea-time;
and at tea-time Billy Bunter was always
ﬂ:m snxious ko be found than to be

t.

There was a cake in Study Neo. 1.
Bupter knew that there was a cake—he
had seen Herry Wharton take it in from
the school shop.

50 the Famous Five naturally expected
to find Bunter haynting the vicinity of
Htudy No. 1 at tea-time. Not fnding
him there, hawever, they came down to
the quad to look for himi. And imime-
diately they sighted him, he fed as if
for his fat life! Apparently, Billy
Bunter, for the Brst time io history, did
not want to be asked to tea!

“Whet's the matter with the fat as=?™
asked Harry Wharton, in wonder.
“Bunter !" he roared. “Buunter! You're
wanted |

“Cake [ shouted Johnny Bull; and
the juniors chuekled.

It was a magio word—to Bunter!
That ought to have stepped him, if any-
thing could. But the magic seemed to
have lost its powerl Johnny's shout,
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iastead of ﬂnﬁm}g Bunter, seemed to
spuc him on. e Hew.

“ Alter him ! saad Harry.

And the juniors cud in pursuit.

Billy Bunter was wanted—{for once!
It was seldom that Bunter was wanted—
especixlly at tea-tune. 3tl! more seldom
was be missing at such a time, whether
he was wanted or not. Now, as it hap-
pened, he was wanted: and, instead of
rejorcing thereat, he Aew!

*Stop, vou fat duffer ! shouted Bob
Cherry.

“ Bunter, vou fathead—"

Bunter tore on.

He was heading for the gates that
stood wide open. He seemed to be bent
on hitting the open spaces—to get away
from the fellows who were poing to ask
him to tea, although he knew that there
was & cake ! It was really inexplicable.

“Btop him, VYan Duck!” shouted
Harry Wharton.

Putnam wan Duock, the American
junior 1n the Remove, was coming up
romi the direction of the gates. He
had been there, chewing the rag, as he
called it. with his gunman guardian,
Poker Pike, who was sitting on his nsual
seat—the beneh outside Gosling’s lodge.

Van Duck was frowning—not, ap-

arently, having derived much satis-
faction from chewing the rag with
Poker.

He glanced round as the coptain of
the Remore called to him, and stepped
into Billy Bunter's way.

The pext moment he wished he hadn't.

Bunter did not stop! He came on
full-tilt, and crashed into the youth from
Chicago like a fat cannon-ball.

“Aw, wake snakes!” iaspeﬂ Yan
Duck, as he spun over backwsrds.
o lfrrrrgh " gasped Bunter, a3 he

stumbled over Putnam.

He landed hard and heavy on the
sprawling American junior. Thera was
a horrible gurgle from Putnam, as every
ounce of wind was driven out of hun.

“(h erikey 1" spluttered thé fat Owl.

Ha bounced up like an india-rubber
ball and tore on, leaving Putnam van
Duck on his back, gasping.

Billy Bunter was gasping, too. But
he ha{ted otl, reaching the gates well
ahead of his puragrs,

“Btop him, Pike [* velled Bob.

Billy Bunter was putting on unusual—
indeed, amazing—speed. It-really
looked as if' it was going to be & stern
ehasoe if Bunter got out of gates, and
the chums of the Remove were not look-
ing for a crosscountry run! SBo they
shouted to Rr. Pike to stop him.

Poker Pike rose from the bench and
stepped into Bunter's way, as Putnam
ha.g done !

There was another.crash ! Bunter did
not stop—Ihw cannoned1! But this time
he cannoned on an immovable object.
The gunman stood like a rock, and did
not even stir &s he received Bunter’s
char Bunter cannoned on him like
a billtards ball on a cushion. He flow
off the rock-like Mr. Pike, and rolled
OVEr.

“Qoooooogh ! spluttered Bunter as he
rolled.

“Got him " gasped Baob.

The Famous Five came up with a rush
and surrounded the sprawling, fat Owl
Poker Pike strolled back to his bench.
Billy ancl

Bunter sat up, gurgling,

All righkts rererved, and reproductiop without permisaion atrictly forbildden.)



blinked at ile Heomovites over the
spectacles that had slid dewn Ins fat,
little nose.

“I—I say., vou fellows™ he gazped,
“I never had is] I—"

“Y¥ou howline asc!" roared Baob,
“What are you plaving the goot for:
Don't you want to come in to tea?"

" Tut-tut-tea ! stutiered Bunter.

Tea in onr studry, vou blithering
bandersnateh '™ said  Trank Nugent,
“We've got a cake——"

“Inik-kik-cake !

"What did sou rush off for. wou
howling a2z 1" demanded Johnny Ball.

“I—I didn't 1" pasped Bunter.

i 13 “Thatl?l:l 4

mean, I—I Tyrrgh! I
mean—" Bills Buntor staggered to
hiz feet. “1T zay, vou fellows, I=—I dou's
want to comne to e 1™

“You doun’t want to come to tea!l”
gasped Bob.

*Nol I—I'm going oubt! Like that
keast’s cheek 1o stop me!” gaszped
Bonter. “['ve a jnl];p ood mund to
punch his head! I don't think the Head
ought to let that ruflian staxy 1n the
achool at all! I've said so Lefore!
jolly well think—"

“Never mind what vou think—if vou
think at all!™ said Ilerry Wharton,
“Come on, you fat duffer !”

“I'm not coming! Twook lere, you
gerront of {he war!” gasped Hunter
“I'm not a fellow for stutfing—like some
chaps I could name! Lemme pass!™

The Famous Five did not let Bunter
pass,  They stood round im in an
amazed circle. When Billr Bunter did
not want to come to tea, although there
Er:ﬁa‘a cale, it was time for the skics io
Akl d

“But we've gol a big cake
Marry Wharton.

“I—I dom’t want any of it.” ]

“And a baz of jam taris, too !l sad
MNugent,

“RBlow vour jam tariz!"

“And gpinger-pop!” smud Bob,

“I don't want any 1

They could only gaze at him.  If
Lillr Bunter did not want cake, nnd
jam tarts, and ginger-pop, it was clear
that the aoge of mivucles was not past.

*“Iz he off his vocker 770 asked Boly, in
wonder.

“Is he ever on 1£?"” asked Johnny
Bull.

“Must
Nugeni.

“Terrifically poity ! deelared IHurrece
Jamset Ram Singh.

“"Look herc, Bunier

“Well, you look here,” zaid Banter.
“¥ou leave a follow alone-—sea? I don't
want to comoe to vour studrl  Keop
vour ieasly cake! I'm going out for—
for 8 walk! I never Linew Fyou were
p.'l:rini‘.g to azk me io tea, of course, or I
shouldn't have—"

“What "

“Oh! Neothing! Look licre, sou clear
off, and lemumne get out 1™

1 suppose 1his 15 some sort of a joke,™
said Harry Wharton, staring at the fab
Owl of the Hemove. “ Blessed if I sve
it, if it 13! Look herp, Bunter, you'se
nsked to tea—cake, aud jam tarts, and
ginger-pop! No larks! Ilonest Injun'
Now como up {o the stdy.”

“Shan't 1™

“We want rou—we've got something
to spy—"

“Well, I don’t want to hear il (o
and soy it te sowcbody else,” suid
DBunter. “I'm going out.”

“Mobaody else will do, az it happens™
soid Horev, “Come on 1™

“Bhan't 1" roared Bunter.

“Pake his other car, Bol!™

“'7ar, "ear!™ zaid Bob, a: he took ik

Y osnid

have gone potiz!"  said

T

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY 3

“Ow’l Leggo! Beast] Leggo!” roaved
Bunter.

But the juniors did not let go, Any
fellow, of course, was free 1o decline an
wmvitation to fea, if he liked. But this
c¢hange in Billy Bunter’s manners and
cistoms was altogether too sudden and

surprising, ‘The diffieulty, generally,
was to leep him away from a study ab
tea-time, It was quite a2 new expericncs

En ﬁrnd difficulty 1n getting Bunter in to
g |

However, that difficnlty was solved by
f_.'a,l-.'in%' hold of Bunter's ears, They
wera large, and gave a good hold.

“Will you le%'gn!” howled Dunter, as
he was led by his fat ears back to the
Houge, “Ow! Don’t pull my ears off,

yoit beasts! I won't come! See? 1
wolly well won't  come! Boasis !
“aroooch ! Ow! Wow ! I'm coming,
ain't I, vou beasts?”

And Bunter, reluctzntly, came.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Veniriloquist Wanted !

i OC0, I guess!” said Puinam
! van Duck, )
The American junior fol-

lowed the Famous Five and

Billy Bunter into Study No. 1 in the
Remove.

Bunter enfered that stedy unwillingly.

1le blinked longingly at the door

throngh his big spectacles. But Bob

Billy Bunter is chiefly famous

for eating, drinking and sleep-

ing. But there's no getting away

from the fact that the fat and

fatuous Owl of the Greyfriars

Remove is a skilled ventrilo-
quist !

Cherry spun the fat Owl to the avm-
chair, into which he plumped.

“Ow!” gasped Bunter. * DBoeast!”

Bunler’s reluctance to join up at that
study spread was &3 pronounced a3
ever—indeed, more so. Ilo had been
reluctant to enter the studv—and now
he was evidently only auxious to rscape
from it. It was absolutely inexplicabloe
—unless Dunter was bent on making
histary ! Unless he was “loco,™ as Van
el ealled it, ar off his rocker, az Boly
put it, it was an unfathomable mysiery,

" XNow, you fat ass——" began Ilarry
Wharton.

“ Beast!™ hooted Bunter.
ont of this study!”

“Let him see the eake!™” suggested
Frank Nugent. " Perhaps the bLlither-
mg idiot doesn't believe there's a cake.”

“*Ha saw me bringing it in,” =aid
Harry Wharton, “I thonght he'd be
afier it as usnoal 5

“(h, really, Wharton——1

“Well, T'll get it ont,” said Nugent.
“Wa can tallk to him while he scoffs
cake,”

“I eav, never mind abouk the ealn !
cxclaimed Bunter horviedly. * 1f—if
vout fellows want to talk to me, yon can
zo ahead—but don’t get out that cake!
1 don't want anv.™

Mvugent, who was stepping towarda the
slndy cupboard, stopped in sheer amaze-
Tnen.

“'Phe—the fact is,” gasped Bunter,
"1’ rather not eat while wo tall;, J=—-1
never was o chap for guzzling, as you
Luow.?

* Lomnmg

¥

"Ye gods " gasped Nugent, ,
““If you've got anything Lo sax, sav ii,

Lietter play me!

and let o chap clear!” said Dunler.
‘You can have your tea afterwards.
Get 1t over, see! I—I've got to go and
see olid Queleh.”

“You were going out of gates to sece
Queleh " yelled Bob. " You jolly woll
krow Quelch is in his study,”

“I—-I—I mean—" gasped DBunter.
“f—TJ—TJ1—"

“Well, what do you mean?

“Oh!  Nothing! Look here, Fon
fellows, if you want fo jaw, jaw, and
get dono witl if. You can’'t expect me
to sit here and wateh von gumﬁ,n e

"}D::rn’l‘ you want any cake? shrieked

nh, :

“No, 1 don’i—and I don’t want fo sik
licre while you guzzle cake, cither! ['ve
got no fime to waste, with the Ilead
cxpecting mp——"

“Tho %inad £

“I mean Queleh—that 1=, I mean,
I—I've got to go out ! l.ook here, got it
over before you start tea. What's it all
abont, anyhow ¥

“"Well, wonders will never coase!™
said Bob, “No need to feed the fat uss
if he docsn't want to be fed. But—"

“Home-fellowsz are always guzzling,”
said Bunter. “I'm not that sort, I hope.
Look here, what do you want? I've got
to gee Wingate of the Sixth, and you
know prefects don't like to Lo kept
Wa e g——"

r “Right-ho,” said Tarry Wharton.
‘Now, look here, Bunter—*

“Cut it short!” said Bunter, with a
Iun%ug cve on the door.

“SBhut up and listen! We're taking
flie team over to Rookwood to-morrow,
az L daro say you know, to play Jimmy
Bilver's lot—"

O said Bunter.  “Well, if ven
want me io play for the Remove, yon
needn’t have dragged me up here to sav
#0. It's all right—T'11 play! If that's
all, T'll be going.”

*You howling asa!” roarcd Whartaon,
“We're going to play Rookwaod at
cricket, not at marbles, so vou won't L
wanfed.”

“ You cheeky assg—"

“Van Duck's in the {eam for Rook-
wood,” went on Harry,

“What rot!” said Bonter. “You'd
: Yankees don't know
ansvthing about orickeb !

“You pie-faced gink—
Putnam van Duck,

“Yah

“Never mind that,” said the captain
of the Remove, ™ You're not wanted o
help in selecting the teaw, Bunter. Van
Duck’s coming ! Now, vou know thal
I’oker I'ike is here fo keop wateh over
him, becavse of the gangsters getting
afler him {o Lkidpap z?tim. Chick
Chew——-"

I know all about Chick Chew! For
eoodness’ sake pet through, and lot o
fellow go!™ snapped Bunter., “I can’t
keep Loder of the Sixth weiting long.
You know what a beastly bully be

= e
iz

bhegan

“*%You eon keep Loder waiting, along
willhh Wingate, and Quelch, and ihe
Head, as well as that walk ount of
giates!” zaid Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, ha "

“I==I mean—-»"

“Never mund whab vent mean,” sail
the cuptain of the Bemove, *Shut up
atd Listenn! Wo dop't want Pike ovep
at lookwoeod, Van Duck will be guite
safa from Chick Chew and tlie el
nappers, along with a mob of Greyfrinrs
fellows, sl wo dow’t want to spring
that punman on {he Rooliwood erowd.
See I

“Ile, he, he!™ elinekled Dondee. ™1
wender what the Rookwond chinps wonlhd
think of him, wilh his gon and all. Je,
hie, Do 1™

“Wall, we want to leave him belind
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to-morrow,” said Ilarey, “and we think
vai ean help us®

“T'Il say ho won't be left,” grunted
Putnam van Duck, *“I've just hbeen
chewing the rag with him about that
very thing; and I guess Poker will be
along {*

"‘%ﬁ’k‘ﬂ been  jawing it over, old
bean,” eaid Harry, “and we think
Bunter can hlal[l) to keep him here.”

“¥ou can jolly well leave me out!”
said Bunter positively, “Ii Jﬂ“ think

I'm going to handle that heity brute,
}'ﬂull'E ¥ .
“Ha, ha, ha!* wolled the juniors.

The idea of Billyr Bunter handling
Poker Pike made them howl. I'oker
was ¢gunite able to handle two of the
]\iﬁg-?!:t Bixth Formers at Greyfriara
Schoal, one with each hand.  Bill

Bunter would have had about sz much
oficct on him as a fat fly on an elephant.

* Blegged if I sea anything to cackle
at ' prunted Bunter. “I dare say [
raald %Ir[ll:]{"ﬂ- him all right-—an athletic
chap like me! But I'm jolly well not
roing to do it!”

“Ha, he, ha!™

“Look here, if yon've got nolthing tao
do but cackle at a chap, I may as well
go!” hooted Buonter. *I've got to sca
Walker of the Sixth—I mean Loder—
that 1z, Wingate—"

“They can all wait a bit,” said Harry.
* Now, thiz is the idea-—Poker's got to
have his leg pulled, and you're the only
fillow that can do it. We've simply
rot to got off somehow and leave him
behind—goodness  only  knows  what
might happen if ho got an idea into his
head that kidnappers were about, and
started popping off his gun at Rook-
WO —"

" He, he, he ! chortled DBunter.

*He won’t stay behind if he knows
that Van Duck is gone. But if he
fancies that Van Duck is still here, ha
wifl stay. Beel! Now, Van Duck’s
roing to shp over the Cloister wall, and
pick up the charabanc in the road, when
Wy %:o io the station. So Poker won't
=ee him start. Poker's got to believe
that he's still in the school, and that’s
where you coms in,”

Billy Bunter shook his head.

“You can wash that out,” he =said
firmly, “I'm not felling him any les!
I'm surprised at you, %’-’hartuu! I've
never told & lie in my hife !™

“"What 1" yelled Wharton.

“Never,” aaid Bunter; “and I'm not
going to 'tmg'm now. I'm surprised at
vou | know wvou "ain't =so particular
shout such things as I am——-r-"

“You fat villaim 1"

You cen cal] a fellow names!” said
Bunter scornfully. “DBut I've always
igen truthful, and I'm keeping it up,
Like that chap Abraham Lancoln, who
couldn't tell & lia—"

“George Washington, sou fab gink ™
said Putnam.

“Was it?” said Bunter. “Well, I
koew it was some beastly Yankee, He
couldn't tell o lie. anyhow; el it's the

same with me, I just couldn’t!  Ask
Sniithy ! He wouldn't mind, Now I'd
better go—1  promised Coker of the
Fifth to sce him in his study—I mean
loder's waiting for wme—that is,
Q“ﬁ]ﬂ Ll

“Bhut wp, you fat frog! T tell you,

Poker IMike’s got to have his leg pulled,”
hissed Wharton, " Your roiten ventrilo-
fuism—->="

“My what?”

“"Your q}mtrir.l ventrilogitism,” said the
captam the Remove. ™ Poker's never
heard of it, of course, so you can pull
his leg with it.”

“I1f you mean my wonderful ven-
trilequism——->"

“Any ol thing!"

“You've been kicked up and down the
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Remaove passage for imitating fellow’s
voices, and plaving rotten fricks with
your putrid—I mean, your wonderful—
ventrilegquism. Mow, you've often
imitated Quelch’s voice, and the Head’s,
and a lot of fellows—and you can pick
up Yan Duck’s, see? You can lock youz-
gself 11 a study or somewhere, and talk
to Poker through the door. He won't
el Smr. but will hear——="

"“ (k! said Bunter, ]

The fat junior zat up and took notice.

He understood now why he was
wanted in Study No. 1.

Bunter's ventriloguizm, whether is was
ﬁutrid or wonderful, was rather at a
discount in the Hemove, It had carned
him more kicks than ha'pence.

But there was no doubt that the fat
jummior, who could do nothing else, could
dlo that and de it in a very remarkablo
WY,

Most of the Groyfriars fellows know
about Butter's weird gilt. In the
Remnove they were fed-up o it, and dis-
vcouraged Bunter promptly when he got
going. A mysterious voice fromn behind
u door, or \he %mwt of an wnmexpected
dog under a table, neither alarmeod nor
amused, but generally led to a boot
being planted on Billy Bunler’s tight
trousers,

FPoker Pike, a5 a stranger in the land,
knew mnething of his  ventrilogquial
trickery, It wa= ceorfain that if Poker
heard Van Iwek's voice from a study,
he wonlkt be azsured that Van Duek was
in that study. He would “keep tabs™
on that =tady while Putnam got off to
Rookwood with the Remove cricketers.
And to the fat Greyiriars ventriloguist,
such & Jjape was as casy as falling off o
form.

And Bunter rather liked the idea of
pulling Poker’s leg. Ha had not for-
gotten how Poker had "fanned " him
with bullets and made him skip.

It was liko Bunter, however, to
assUIne cgreglons imporfanco as s0on a8
he found that he was wanted, He was
guite keen to pull Poker's leg and show
off his wonderful powers. ut ho was
not going to adout it. Not Buntor!

“Well, it's not o bad idea,” he re-
marked. “ T might do it, to oblige yon
fellowa,  T'I think about it, anyhow.
Now I'll gom— #

“If you think you can inulate Van
Duck’s voice——"" said Harry.

*Ohy ddon't be anoass ! osaid Dooter,

“\What

"1 can fmgtate uhy viuer e Iwn.ru.],
eapegially iF it's gol anything quecr
ahout jt—-"

“EhE” jaculated Van Dack.

“ Like yours, you know,” said Bunter,
Blinking at hinz.  *1 suppose you call it
a volee™  Hort of yowl through the noso
i+ what I eall it

Van Duck gave the fat Owl a veory
pxprossive look. Possibly he was aware
that he hail a nasal drawl, like many
Americans.  But he had never regarded
has voice ns a yowl throsgh the nose!

“¥on slab-sided, two.cent remnant
of—"" he bogan.

* Oh, chuck 1t 17 zaid Bunter. “If yon
fellows want me Lo oblige you wilh my
clover ventriloguizm, youn'd better bo
civil about it, }'m not at all sure I can
find time to-morrow. I'm gencrallv
rather busy on a half-holiday, A lot of
fellows will be wanting me—>"

“1 guess this 13 N, G.,"” said Van
Duck, *“Mean to say that ihat fat gink
can do anything except guzele foodstuffs
and snore half his fime and tell fibs?
| guess I want to know 1"

It's & fact,” said Harry. " Of course,
it isn't easy to helieve that that fat
idiot can do asnything—*

“{Oh, really, Wharton——"

“Dut le can  veoulrilogquise,”  zaid
Harry, * Blessed if I know how he does
it—it ¢an't necd braivs, or, of course,
he couldn’f—"

“You cheeky beast!” hooted Bunter.

“I guess I'll believe it when I see it !
s;:.lllu}; Plﬂt:mm sceptically. *1  guess

[

He broke off suddenly as a voice
barked at the door.

Tho door had been left ajar, and nn
o had noticed a footstep in the pas-
sage. Dut from the Remove passago
came a sudkden barking volce—the well-
known metallic tonea of Poker Pike,
the Greyfriors guaman !

“Hearch me! You figure yon can
string me along that-a-way, you yaung

urs? I'Il say you better forget it!

urest thing you know."

0, mv hat ! gasped Bob Cherry,
in disinav,

The whole Co. spun round, staring at
the door. 1f Poker Pike had overheard
the plot to pull his leg on the morrow,
it was cloar that the game was up beforo
1t started | In utter distmay tho chums
of the Bemove stared at the door, whils
fram Billy Banter cane a fat eackle.

“ He, he, Le

mhnn . —

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Light on the Mystery !

el E, he, he ! chortled Bunior.
H The ditmay of the

Removites seemed to enter-

tain the fut Owl,

the armchair and chortled.
“He, he, he! I say, you fellows=—le,
he, he! Thereo's nobod there !
chuckled DBunter. 1 =ay, ﬁﬂ, he, hol

I I

“¥ou fat ases, itz Pilho——

“He, he, he 1

“1 puess he'z wise to the game now,
if there was anvihing in it,” sesid Van
Duck, grinning. * Not that thera was!”

“Ho, he, he 1

et | lﬁilmsa that gink couldn't work
the rifflo—-"

“He, lie, he ™ cackled Bunter.

T Aw, can ity you fat piecan 1™ snapped
Putnam. * Here, you Pike] Mosey in,
vou gold-daorned geck! What are vou
sticking outzide the door for, you bip
et iff ¥

There was no reply from the passage.
Tl door did not open.  Billy Bunter's
fat chortl: sounded more explosively.
And the Femous Five, looking at the
chortling Owl, guessed! Tt was not
Poker at the door ot all! Nobody was
there! Tt was o smnple of Buuter’s
ventriloguiam !

But Putnam van Duck did not think
50 for & moment. DBunter's voice-
slinging stunt was a8 mew one on him.
He did not believe that Bunter coulil
o it. Which was really rather natural,
for- tho fat and fatuous Owl ccrtainly
did not give tho impression of being
able to do thiongs that other felloivs
couldn’'t do. In every other respect,
Bunter was a fathead, and the American
junior was slow to believe that he was
not & fathead in all respects.

“You hear me, Poker, you pesky
precan i hooted Van Duck., ™ What yau
inean by crawling along without a guy
hoaring you, amnd herning in that-o-

Ha sat in

way? I guess you went bosting up o
few, you scallawapg.™

“He, he, he !™

Van Duck, angry and impationr,

strodo to the dnor and dragged it wide
open., For he pgazed out of an
cempty doorway into on empty passege.

The Famous Five grinned. They
had already guemsed how the matter
stood—though 20 exaotly had Bunter
picked up tho nasal bark of the gunman,



that they had been quite deceived atb
first, But Putnam van Duck stared inte
the empty poassage, lis eyes popping
with astonishiment.

Y 3ay, where's that gay oker got to ™
he exclaimed.

*Heo, he, he!” grrgled Bunter,

Van Duck put his liead out at the
door. On the landing at the end of
the pazsage he could zec Vernon-Smith
and Tom Redwing of the Bemove., He
called to them.

“Say. you! You sce that gink Poker
u:'mmci m

The two juniors glanced along the
passage.

“Poker? said Redwing, "No, ho's
not about, that I 'know of™ ;

“He was here a minnte ago, vauping
in at this door.™

“He jolly well wasn't 1" zald Smithy,

. geeing him 77
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ff:nk could get Poker's bark to the life,
ike that, and make ma believe it was
Poker yapping ab the door? TForget
lt!”

“You silly ass ' hooted Bunter. "It
was my wonderful ventriloguism——"

“Aw, pack it up! I can't make out
whera Poker i, hut—"

1 %uess I'm here, buddy 1" eame the
nasal bark of the Chicago gunman, and
Van Duck stared blankly as the voice
came from under the study table.

“How'd he get in heve without me
owled Van Duck.

“Aw, [ guess you don't see o thing,
vou voung bonchead,” came the voice
from under the table. “T°11 tell & man,
vou're the world's prize boob from
Boobeville.*

Yan Duek made a jump at tho table,
grabbed it, and dragged it to one side.

-
|l.l..--
Ly

5

imitated Queleh’s voice once, and gave
me lines*
“I guess I don't belicve that!”
Bolb Cherry reddened.

“What the thump do you moan, Van
Duck I” he exelaimed hotly. ™1 don't
know the manneva of Chicago, but I
can jolly well tell you that at Grev-
friara we don't call fellows liars—-*"

He broke off, staring at Van Duck’'s
bewildered face.

"Great jumping frogs!
spoke ¥ yelled PuI‘n&nE.

“Your did—""

“I did not!”

“You silly, cheeky ssz——"

“ke, he, hel!"—from Bunter.

Johnny Bull gnve a roar.

“Hold on, you ment It was
Dunter | It was somwe more of his

Whe was it

g
T

T Sate i

el

+ 1] take an ear ! ** said Marry Wharton. ** You take the other one, Bob 1™  *“ ’Ear, *ear | ** sald Bob Cherry, as he

took it.

““ Will you leggo 7 ** howled Bunter, as he was lod back to the House.

i r]ul.ls woll won'l come | Heasts !
b

Yarooch! Ow ! I'm coming, ain’t I, you beasis ?’

with a stare. “We've beon standing
hero five minutes, and we should have
scen him.”

Van Duck, puzzled and mystified,
looked in the other direction up the
passage. Toter Todd was in the door-
way of his study. No. 7. talking to
Houiff and Tom DBrown, who stood in
the passagoe.

“You gors seen IPoker go up the
passage?” called out Van Duck.

“No: he hosn't passed ws” called
Lack Squiff.

“Carry me home to die ! ejaculated
Yan Ducl, and he turned back into
Study No. 1, to stare at live smiling
facos, andd one grinning from ear io ear.

“It's all right, old bean.” said Harry
Whavton. lnughing. " LThat was only a
sample of Bunter’s ventriloguism,”

“{'an 1" said Putnam derisively.
“You want me to swallow that that Eat

He almost fell down in astonishment as
he stareed at the blunk space where the
tabla had stood. Mo ono was there.
“Hearch me '™ stuttered Van Duck,
“He, he, he !
Putnam tnrned te stoire at the fat
junior it the armechair,  Belief was
forced wpon hiz doubting mind.

“AMean to say you did
demianded.

“Yes, wvou ass!" prinned Bunter
“I'm o wonderful ventriloguist=-really
marvvellons and wonderful, and—-="

“1 puecss von kuow how to erack up
verry goods, at any rate ! granted Yan
Dueelk., “Bnot I'll say it’s some stunt!
I'd have told all Chicage that that was
Pokeors bark. Blean to say you ecould
imiale wy toet like thati”

“Buniev eould do it on hiz bead,™
znal DBob Cherrv.  “The [at villuin

it he

putrid wentriloguism. Bump him out
of that chair!"

“I say, you fcllows, you keep off !"
velled Bunter, in alarm. " Van Duck
said I couldn't inuiate Ins voice, didu't
he? I was only showing you——"

“Oh!” gasped Bob Cherry. IHis red
face grew redder. “8orry, Van Duck,
I- I thought it was vou speaking! I'll
kick that fat rotter for plaving such a
rotten trick——""'

“DBeast! You keep offl I—"
“Waal, =earch moel” gasped Van
Dueek.  “If that was  DBuanter, the

stunt's the bezt I've heard in a month
of Sundays! Poker will sure figure
(lint it's me talkive to him, if that fat
ging can throw it Hika that”
“I eoull venirviloquise your head
off ' saidl  Bunter  complacently,
Tae Micxer Lisrany.—Ne 1477,
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"'Tain"t easy to imiftate & ecommon-
place voice—like Nuogent's, f'rinztanco
—iut anything odd or weird, like your
yowl through the nosg, or Bull's grunt
that he calls & wvoice, or Wharton's
high-faluting way of speaking—"

“You silly asal”

“You cheeky gink!”

“Bunter wantz  kicking sdid
Johnny Bull, “He always wants kick-
ing, and more than over when he geta

a chance of showing eoff ! Let's kick
hirm 17

“The kickfulness i1z the proper
caper !” agreed Iurrce Jamset Bam

Singh.

“0Oh, chuek it!™" said Dunter. “If
von want me te do this for you—the
only Iellow at Greyiriars who's got the
brains lo do it—you'd better be civil,
I can tell yvou! I den't mird ebliging
ran—I think a clever chap ought to
%e willing to help silly asses when they
can't help themselves—but——"

“Oh, ring off, you fat Ffrump!”
growled Bob Cherry, “FPve a jolly
good mind to kick yon along the pas-
oo ! Anvhow, you con seo now that
the fat bounder can do the trick, Van
Duel ¥

“Bure ¥ aprecd Tutnam. “I'Hl zay
it's the elephant's side-whiskers !

"That's settled, then!™ zaid Harry
Wharton. " Bunter will play up to-
morrow. Now we'll feed him. He
deserves o fecd for what Le's going to

da. Let's have tea ™

The fat grin foded f(rem Billy
Bunter face, as if the mention of tea
had alarmed him. He jumped hur-
riedly out of the armcheir.

“1 say, you fellows, I don't want
any tea! I haven't come hera to
guzzla! If yvou're going to have tea,
I'll elear ™

THE MAGNET

ITa volled to ihe door.

“You howling ass!"  exclaimed
Wharton impatiently. “ What are you
plaviog that silly pame for? You're
always rooting after a feed. And you
never do anything for nothing, either.
Stay and feed, you fab ass|™

“Shan't! The—tha fact i3, I've had
my teg—"

“¥ou can always do with a second
one, and generally a third ! snopped
the captain of the Remove. ' But if
yvou mean it, geb out, avd be blowed 1™

“Yah "

Billy Bunter rolled out of ile study
and slammed the door after him. His
footsteps died away—hurriedly,

Harry Wharton & Co. gazed af one
another. They ulterly failed to under-
stand the fat Owl. He seemed quite o
new Dunter, -

“Blessed if T make the fat idiot
et 1" saud PFrank Nugent., " Anvhow,
if Bunter doesn't want any tea, we do,
#0 let’'s get goimng 17

He stepped to the study enpboard
atnd opened the door. He locked inte
the capboard. .Then he stood staring
into it with a fixed stare.

“The fat villaint" he gasped.

“Hand ont the stuff, old chap!” said
Harry,

- It was rather late for tea, and all the
juniors were rcady.

“It's not here ! yelled Nugent.

“Wha-a-t "

"“That fat scoundrel! That's why he
didn't want to come up to teal” yelled
Nugent. " He's snaffled it already ¥

There was o rush to the cupboard.
Six juniors stared into it.

Blank epace mect their view.

There was no cake! There were no
There
they

Binger-beer
uncorked and

jam tartal
bottles, but

WOra
lay

He was a new Headmaster—he was a tyrant Headmaster—he

asked for trouble, and he certainly got it when he tried his
anded methods on Jimmy Silver & Co., of Rookwood!

heavy-

How

hese cheery, sturdy fellows barred themselves in and defied their
{ead master’s repeated attempls to shift them, pr::lﬂdt.':u a hook-
length novel of school life far too good and exciting to miss.

No. 268 of the

HOOLBOYS OWN LIBRARY

On Sale at all Newsagents & Bookstalls -

. 4°

empty. The eupboard was in the sams
state as Mother Iubbard's. Oply o
litter of erumba remained to show that
somebody had stood at the cupboard

feeding |
“The fat Dbwrglar!” rvoared Tob
Cherry.
“Bo  that was  why—" pgasped
Wharten.

“The whylulness was feveifig!”

The mystery was oxplained nowl
Bunter had ueok wanted to come up
for thozss good things, because they
wera already parked in Dhis capacions
interior. Ho had dreaded that the dia-
covery would be made while he was
on the spot|

That was why, for Lhe first time in
history, he had refused an invitation
to tea—and fled from hospitality 1

“The—the—the fat burglar!” gazped
Wharton. “I—I-—I'll burst him all
over the passage! Get after him !

here was a rush from the study.
Up and down the passage half a dozen
oxasperated juniors sought the Owl of
ithe Remove. But thoy found him not.
Billy Bunter had had a goed start, and
e had vanished, And the cake, the
jamn tarts and the ginger-beer had
vanished with Buonter—safely packed
insida |

——

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Case of Consocience !

113 AY, big Loy i
S Harry Wharton
smiled at Poker Piko.
It was the following morn-
ing—a bright and balmy summer’s
morning, giving promise of a scrunmp-
tions day for cricket.

When the Femous Five came out
inte the quad after breakfast, they
were thinking chiefly of the journey
to Rookwood Sehool, and of (il;ua gamo
ithers with Jimmy 8Silver & Co.

lonve

Members of -the eleven had

from second and third schoel, There
was only one lesson that morning, for
tha fallows who wero going over to
Rookwood., All the arrangements wera
made, though the carrying-out of tho
same, so far as Putnam van Duck was
concerned, depended Targely on Billy
Buanter.

Poker Dike, with hia hickory [ace
very wary aad  watchful, under Ina
clamped-down bowler hat, camo up to
iho juniors in fhe qnad.

The Groyfriars gunman was well
aware that Lutnam did net want o
arrive ot Reokwend with his gunman
guard. But that cub no e with
Poker.

Mr. Vanderdecken wan Duck was
paying bitn an cnormona salary to
pyard hia son from kidnappers; and
i*oker was going to earn that salary.

Fle had no doubt that Chick Chew,
star kidnapper of the United States,
would be on the wateh, and would snap
p the millionaire's son, if he went
unguarded.

{In that point the REemove fellows did
nut agree with Poker. They bad no
doubt whatever that Putnam would bo
yuite safe, travelling with so numerons
a gﬂ.rt?.

nd ther weoro
determination that

& Co.

uite fixed in their
nker wasn't going

to “horn in” at Rookwood. 'Thay
liked Poker, and -they respected his
unbonding sense of duty. But a

Chicago gunman waas quite out of place
at a cricket matech st another school.

FPoker had caused s good deal of &
scnsation at Greyiriars. That could
not be helped, so long sz he was



required to “keep tobs” on m  junior
menaced by kdnsppers. But they did
not want the sensation ropeated al
Rookwood. It was altogether too much
of a good thing.

Poker was going to be left behind
—and it was clear that he was sus
}'l]'l:iﬂllﬂ. Van Duck had argued with
1iim on the subject the previous day,
producing no cHect, cxcept to make
Poker oxtra watcehful,

“Hallo, ballo, hullo!'™ said Dob
Cherry cheerfully. “ Niee morning,
Mr. Pike.”

“You said it!" agreed DMr. Pike
*8ay, what time you hitting the rail-

road I :
“Ten o'clock at Courtfield!” said
Harry. “"We go to the station in a

[!l]

charabane. Rell along and sce us off
“I puess yow'll make room for a
guy i that hearse I’ said Poker
stolidly. “ I'll mention that I'm travel-
ling with that Putnam van Duck!”
“¥ou fancy that Chick Chew will ba
waiting for uws at Rookwood?” ashked
Frank Nugent, with a grin.
“1 wouldn't put it past him!" said
Foker. : )
“Clome in the charabane, if you like,”
said the captain of the Remove. “ Your

company's always a pleasure, Mr.
Pike.”
“The pleasnrefulness is  terrific ™

declared Hurree Jamset Ram Singh
solemnly.

Poker Pike looked at them. He was
quite aware that the Greyfriars
cricketers considered him superfBuous at
Rookwood. He had a strong suspicion
that Putnam would dodge him if he
could. Bo he was a little puzzled by
this bland permission to accompany the
party to the station. .

“‘Ijr uess I'll be around,” he said.
* And i you young guys ligure that you
can string me along, you got another
guess coming 1

And the gunman walked back to the
beneh by Gosling'’s lodge, to wait and
watch tﬁ{}ru till the charabane started
for Courtfiel:d.

Harry Wharton & Co.
cheery emilcs.

Poker was wary and suspicious, but it
was cortain that he had net the faintest
guspicion of the deep-laid plot for pull-
ing his Jeg that morning.

*1 gpuess o'l be on hand,” remarked
DPutnaon van Doeclk, when the gunman
wos out of hearing, " DBut he won't see
*ihiﬁ baly in tho charabanc. T guess

“1 sav, vou fellows—"

Billy Dunter ralled out of the Honse,
bhinked round him through his big
speetacles,” and came up to e group
of juniors.

“I'in rather sorry—" Lo began.

Y“Horry you snaflled onr tuck yester-
dav ™ asked Hapey. “It"s all right, you
Fat spocfer. You're let off for that, as
vou're going to make vourseli wseful”

“Oh, really, Wharion, I never had the
fuck ! If you think I waited till vou
were gone down_ to the nets, and then
went to your study, it ouly shows you've

cxichanged

ot & jolly suspicious mind! I mever
inow you itad a cake—"
“You saw me take it im, vou fat

villain 1™

“Well, I never knew vou had any
jam tarts,” enicd Bunter. © I never knew
anything about them till T saw themn
in tho study eupboard. Not that I woent
to the study, you know. 1 wasn't in
the Fomove poassage at all at the time.
Tut, I say, you fellows, never mind
that. I'm rather sorry that I shan't boe
able to oblige you, after all, to-day.”

And Bunter shook his head.

Six scparate and distinet glares were

fixed on the Owl of the Ecmove,
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Thiz was Bunter all over. To the
Bemove cricketers, Billy Bunfer was
mercly a pawn in the game. Dut that
did not snit Bunter. It was seldom—
very seldome=that Bunter. was of any
importance. YWhen he was, he was the
follow to make the most of it

“You fat ass—" began Johnny Bull,

in a deep growl like that of the
Great Huge Bear.
“Fou'd better not call g fellow

nawes when you're asking favours of
hun !? said Buanter loftily. “ I want to
do the best I can for you fellows, of
course, 1 always was kind and oblig-
ing ; it's my chief fault. It's often taken
adx‘nntaﬁﬂ af. I never get any grati-

tude—
“1s he wound up ¥ asked Bob.
“Beast] The fact is” said Bunter,

“if I stick in your study, Wharton, I

shall be late for sceond schoal., T can't
very well do it.”
“That's all right,” =said Harry.

“Second lesson is Fronch with Mossoo,
and Mecnsieur Charpentier never TRgs
a follow for coming in late. You've
ci:mm in late often enough to know
that.”

“That’s all very well,” said Bunter.
“ But what :about my conscience i

“Your whatter 7" yelled Dol

Nobody in the Greyfriars Remove had
ever supposed that Billy Bunter had a
conscience. Dut it was like Bunter ta
develop one at an awkward moment.

“You fellows ain't very particalar, T
know,” said Bunter. *But if you think
fuu're going to bring me down to your
evel, you're jolly well mistaken. A
fellow ought to be punetual for classis.
Quelch keeps on telling us so. Well,
he's right. I'm afraid I can't be late
for French with Mossoo. I don't think
I ought, you know.”

“You podgy spoofer—=>"

“If you're suuply going to call a
fellow names, that ends ! said
Bunter dizdainfully. “I'm going to do
what I think's right 1™

“When did youn start that?” asked
Nugent.

' ..E'I}ﬂﬁt 1”

“1I"'m going fo leave a tin of toffees
in the Sllld%!" remarked Wharton.

“0h™ unter's  little round eyes
glecamed behind his big round spee-
tacles. O course, if yvou're going to
do the decent thing, T shall do my very
best for you. Anything beside the
toffcos 1

“MNo, yon fat cormorant 1™

“If you think you can bribe me with
a tin of toffecs, Wharton, I'm u.fra.':d
volt're  rather unserupulouz ! eaid
funter, shaking higs head. “"Wash it
put! It's a fellow’s duty to turn up on
time for class unless he's unavoidably
prevented, and you know I'm a whale
on duty——=>">"

“Kick him!" said Johnny Bull.

“You Ijlnlly well kick me, and 1 can
jolly well tell you that you won't get
any ventriloguizm out of mel” said
Bunter. “I might stretch a point, i
you were really pally——"

“And 2 bag of doughnuts!” said
Wharton.

“How mapy?®” asked Bunter, wvory
cautiously.

11} Eix In"!

“If you're too jolly mean to stand a
fellow & dozen doughnuts, you can't
axpoote—*"

“Well, a dozen 1

“Any jam taris®" . ;

Harry Wharton made a motion with
his foot, and Bunter backed sway
promptly. But the captain of the
Bemove restrained his wrath,  Bill
Bunter for once was indispensable, an
not to be kicked as he deserved.

“And o dorzen jam tavis ™ he said.

“0Oh, all right!” DBunter becamae

|

quite affalle. “My dear chap, rely on
mel After all, we've always been pals,
haven't we? And I'm the chap to stand
by a pal, as you know. You remember
how 1 stood by vou when you first camu
to Greyiriars. ¥You weren't here then,
Van Duck. Wharton's vather changed
since then; he was worso then than he
is mow ! You remember serapping with
him in the train, Franky, the day he
came——- ¥ prooooh M

Bunter broke off with a roar as Frank
Nugent's foot landed,

His cheery reminisconces of Wharton's
early days at Groyfriars did not seem
grateful or comforting te Harey Whae-
ton's special chum,

“Ow! Waw! Look lwere, you
beast=——" roared Bunter. ]
“Have another asked Nugent,

drawing back his foot.

(11 BEﬂEt 1!]

Buanter did not stop [or another.

He rolled away in haste, wrathiul and
indignant, end very much inclined to
rofuse to oblize those unpgrateful fellows,
after all i

But tofflee and doughnuts and jam
tarts had an irresistible appeal. Bunter's
final decision was that he would oblige
the fellows, ungrateful as they were. As
for his conscience, which had awakened
so suddenly that morning, the prospect
of & feed 1n the study seemed to have
satished 1t. Billy Bunter's consoience,
fortunately, was & very accommodating
one |

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Of to Rookwood!

MR.L QUELCH had some rather

mnattentive pupils in  first
school that morning.

The Remove LEleven and a
couple of lucky fellows who had leave
to go over to ﬁmkwﬂnd with the team
were thinking very little of the poeticsl
works of that great poct, P, Vergilius
Maro, to which that lesson was devoted.
Even Mark Linley handed out a very

gor “con,” and Bob Cherry's was as

ad as Bunter's.

But Henry Somucl Quelch had been
o boy himself in his time, though one
would hardly havo guessed it by
appearances, Ho conld make allow-
ances for eagor youth. To Mr. Quclch,
ericket was very Emall boer compared
with classical learning. But he could
ramember o time when he would have
given all the works of all the classical
pocts to hit & sixer!

8o he was patient with those cager
youths who were thinking of cricket,
and passed over mistakes that at other
times would have brought down the vials
of wrath on unthinking heads.

The Remove were dismissed after that
lesson to ge to  Class-room No. 10,
where ‘Monsieur Charpentier was goin
ta take them in French for secon
school. :

They had five minutes for the change-
over, and on such occasions they never
hurried. DMossoo was known to be &
“good little ass,” never calling a delin-

uent  to  uceount unless  absolutely

riven to do so. Any fellow who had
business on hand could be late for
Mossao's Trench sels. It was s shecr
strake of luck for the Remove plottors
that second school that day was with thao
Fronch master. Bunter had to be late,
and it wos & risky business being late
with Quelch, With Mossoo, it was safe

a3 houszes.
Tha Remove stroamod thuerili out.
The fellows booked for Hookwood

rushed off to get ready for the tvip. The
charabane was already at the gate to
taka them to the atation.

Tae Macxer Lippany.—No. 1477,
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Cricket bags were pitthed in, and
fellows took their sca vnder the
watchful eyves of Poker Pike. Never
had the Greyfriars gunman been more
keenly on the alert.

Ha knew that Van Duck was down to
play in the Rookwood match. He ex-
pected to see him start for the station
with the rest of the cricketers. But he
wa: quite prepared to discover that
Putnam was dodging off by himeelf—in
which case, Poker was going to be very
quickly on his trail.

* Hallo, hallo, hallo!” roared Bob
Cherry, az he arrived at the gates
“Van Duck hers?®

That gquestion was asked Ipurel:,r for
the benefit of the watchful gunman
Bob was well aware that Putnam was
clsewhere, 4

“He ham't come rlong yet!” grinned
Herbert Vernon-8mith. he Bounder,
like all the party, wea in the little
secret.

“8Been Vanr Duck, Poker ! called out
Bob blandly.

“Nopa!” answered Poker.
I'm waiting to see him.“

Frank Nugent came up, with Johnny
Bull and Hurres Jamset Ram Bingh.

“Where's Van Duck, Franky 1" called
out Bab. :

“He went up to his study for some-
thing. Where's Wharton I

“MNot here yet.”

“Well, lota of time for the train,”
said Jobnoy Bull, " Here, meks room
for a chap! Hang one of your feet
outside, Bob 1"

" Fathead 1"

“You coming, Mr., Pike!" called out
Poter Todd.

“Surest thing vou know,” answered
Poker.-

“ Well, hop in !*

Poker shook' his bullet head and
bowler hat, e

1 guess I'm waiting till I see Put-
nem I he answered.

And Poker waited and watched,
while the e¢ricketers packed in. Harry
Wharton and Putnam wvan Duck had
not yet appeared.

hey were, as & matter of fact, in
Study No. 1, in the Remove, at that
moment. So was Billy Bunter.

YWhile the ecricketers were preparing
for the journey to Rookwood, and lezs
lucky fellows for French with BMossoo,
Billy Bunter had rolled into that study,
intent on things far rhore important
than either ericket or French—to wit,
toffee, and doughnuts, and jam tarts!

The fat Owl grinned with satisfaoc-
tion at the sight of a heap of good
things on the study table.

There was a tin of toffees, s bag
of doughnuts, and another bag of tarts
DBunter beamed at them! It was worth
while being late for French, to dispose
of & snack like thial

“Lock the deoor, felty,” said the cap-
tatn of the Hemove, “and mind you
put on Van Duck’'s voics when Poker
comes up.”

*Leave it to me ™ said Bunter, He
grabbed a doughout, and started.
“Easy as falling off a form! You
couldn't do it, of course !

“That's all right, a0 long as you can,
old fat man!” said Harry. * Come on,
Van Duck, all right now 1"

“1 say, you fellows—hold on!™ ex-
claimed Bunter. “LThere’s one thing 1
forgot B
“Tronta Y rapped Van Duck,

Wharton gave the fat (wl rather a
grim lonk. If Dlunter was going to
start more  difliculties, at the last
moment, he was in serious danger of
gotting the kicking of his life.”

“Buck up!” said Harry curtly.
"Wie've gpot to pet off IV

Tie Maoxer Lisnary.—No. 1,477.
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THE MAGNET
“I was going to say—groccogh!
Oooooch 1”  Bunter had packed in

rather too much “doughnut for casy
speech, “I mean—urrrggh | WaS
Ing to =say—wooooo g

“1a that all 2™

“Grovagh| 1 mean—gurrggh "
“ Buck up, you fat ass, time's going !™
“Urrgh "' Bunter grunted his fat

neck clear and resumed. *I believo I
mentioned that I was expecting a postal
order——""

“You howling ass!" roared the cap-
tain of the Remove.

He bad no time to waste hoaring any-
thing more about Bunter's celebrated
postal order.

“0Oh, really, Wharton——"

“Beat it 1" gaid Van Duck,
we got Lo burn the wind.”

"1 say, you fellows|” gasped Bunter.
“YWhat I mean is, the postal order
haszn't come. I suppose you could lend

me five bo in

There was & pattering of feet in tho
ﬁam:ga. Wharton and Van Duck were

sading for the stairs, at a run,

“1I say, von fellows!™ Bunter.
his head out of the study and yelled
aftér © them. “I say, about that
postal order—"

They vanished down the stairs.

“ Beasts | roared Bunter.

They wers gone |

The Owl of the Remove blinked after
them wrathfully.

Toffee, and doughnuts, and tarts wera
all wvery well, but Billy Bunter did
not see why his celebrated tal arder
should not be cashed, in addition. He
was strongly tempted to follow them
and explain that if they were too jolly
mean to cash a postal order for a pal
they could jolly well get somebody else
to do their ventriloguism for them.

But 1t was already lime for Mossoo's
French clasa to be in 8tudy No. 10, and
the fat Owl conld not risk being spotted
out of class. That would have parted
him from the toffee, the doughnuts, and
the tarts |
~ B0 he expressed his feelings with an
indignant snort, rolled back to Study
No 1, and shut and locked the door. A
moment more, and ha was travellin
through the doughnuts at expross speed,

Meanwhile, Wharton and Van f}uﬂk
cut out of the IHouse., 'They paried,
¥Yan Duck cutting off h}warga the
Claisters, where he was to drop over the
wall, into the little side-lane, and join
the charabanc on the road.

Huarry Wharton walked down to the
gaics.

e grinned at ithe sight of the watch-

iul Poker.
* Hallo, halla, halla! Where's ¥an

Duck 7 bawled Bob Cherry.

*Van Duck !” ropeated the captain of
the Remove. “He knows the time we've
got to start; he can’s be sticking in the
study all this time.”

Heo turned to the gunman.

“Been Yan Duck ¥7 he ashked,

* Nope 1" answered Poker Pike.
I guess I'm going to.”

Wharton got inlo the charabane.
Fverybody was preosent now, excepting
Vaen Duck. The driver was ready to
start.  All the fellows loocked bock
towards the House, as if in expectation
of another arrival .

" Somehody had beiter go and call
him ! said the Bounder. “'We can't
wait lero for ever.”

Poker IMike’s hickory face was grow-
ing more and more grim and suspicious.
Thers woero 8 dozen ways by which a
fellow might have got out of the school
unzeen by the watchful eyesz at the gate.
Poker was by no means blind to the
gnsaihilit:.r of the charabane picking up

utnam on the road, after he had

"1 guess

ut

' BI.H.-

dodged out unscen at some sccluded
mr%er. : " i -

“Bay, you guys, what's this game?
he ﬂcgmgdad grfdﬂy, s ngi."!E,gI want
to know where that Putnam van Duck
1.

“Cut up to his study, then, and call
him !’ suggested Wharton.

Poker Erunt&ﬂ.

“ And that young guy getting in while
my back's turned I he growled, * Not
by a &ugful s

Evidently Poker was very suspigious.

Poker was in o difficulty. If he
turned his back Putnam might clear
off in the charabane. On the other hand,
e might already have got out; and
started walking to the station. Poker
was petling anxious., He wanted to
spot  the millionaire’s son—and e
wanted to spot him quick.

“Hay, you pesky young scallawage,'
he grunted, *if that young guy ain’t in
the shebang, I guess I'll be arter you
pronto.”

And with that Poker walked off.

The cricketers grinned as they
watched him geo. There was plenty of
time for Poker to ring up a taxi and
follow the charabane, if ho failed to find
Putnam in the House. That was the
gunman’s intention., But if the littla
scheme worked successiully Poker was
going to be eatisfied that Putnam was
safe m Study Ne. 1.

“Time we got off | remarked Bob
Cherry, ss the bowler hat diseppeared
into the House.

And the charabane started, It rolled
out of gates and along the road, to stop
at the corner of the side-lane the
Cloisters, to pick up Putnam van Duck.
And the plotters hoped that Peker waa
being kept busy by the Greyfriars
ventriloquist.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Two Volces !

1 RERRGGH 1 gurgled Billy
U Bunter.
' He jumped, and somo

jammy tart went down the
WIONg way.

The door-handle of Study No, 1 was
grabbed from outside, and turned. .As
the door did not open, there came o
heavy bang on it from a hickory 8st.

Billy Bunter had been two busy fo
remember Poker Pike, or anybody or
anything else. But he was reminded of
hitn now.

Bauvg, bang! came st the door.

“Bay, you there, you Putnam van
Duck ! came Pﬂl’;t!"' s angry bark. “ Say,
ou lot a guy inl What you got this dour
?n::-nked for, you gink ?" .

“Urrrggh I" gurgled Bunler, strg-
gling with jam tart. " Grooogh!™

Bunter's cue was to answer in Van
Duck’s voice—an easy task to the Grey-
friar's ventrilogquist. But the gresalost
master of the ventriloguial art could
scarcely have got a good offect with lis
neck full of jam tart =oing the wrong
way.

nstead, ﬁagafnrm of imitating tho
voice of Van Duck, Bunter gave a very
good imitation of & suffocating frog |

“Urrrpgh! Oocogh! Grocogh ™

Y Bay, that am't Putnam [ barked the
gunman. "1  reckoned them young
seallaways was stringing me along.” o

banged angrily on the deor, *“Hay, is
that young guy Lhepe ¥
“Gronogh I gasped Bunder, *13east 1™
“¥ou neaky, young  lavd-facel

goeek 1 roared DPoker.  Evidently ho
was wise to it Lhat Baider was there,
“Is Van Duck there? Spill at, you fat
gink 1"

Billy Bunter coughed his fat neck
clear.

“Oh, go away 1"’ he mapped. “Don't



bother |
Duck 1™

The fat Ow! had given away his
own presence 1n the study. But that
made no difference, so long as the gun-
man believed that Putnam was there
as  well. Ho PBunter addressed an
imeginary Van Duck, for Pcker to
ovorhear,

Heaving spoken to an imaginary Ven
Duck in his own voice, the fat ventrilo-
guist answerad in Van Duck’s voice.

“1 guess not, Bunter, old-timer.”

It was Van Duck’s voice to the last
tone. Poker Pike, as he heard it out
in the passage, could have no doubt
that the gilt-edged junior was there.

Hea thumped on the door agsin.

“*Say, you, Putnam van Duck I®

“Tell that fathead to go away, Ven
Duck " said Bunter to space.

Don't open that door, Van

“Hay, youn, Poker, yon beat it1” he
followed up with the American junior’s
Yoice.

“1I guess I ain't beating it," growled
Poker. “I got to keep tabs on you,
you pesky young gink!"

“Aw! Go and chop chips!™

“¥You big etifi!"  barked Poker.
“Them young guys sre waiting to
start, and I gucss they got a train to
catch at the depot. Ain't you going?”

“Beat it! And tell them I'm
coming i

St | uess not”  growled Poker.
H Now got you ciwhed, I guess I

ain't losing you again. Unleck ihis
here door!"

“Awl Go roind & corner and shake
yourself, Ioker 1

*I ray! Have some of (hese tarts,
Van Duck ! said Billy Buoter, in his
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natural voice. “I can tell you; they're

good I

“0.EK.1I" answered Van Duck’s
voice, .

Poker Pike, outside the study door,
was puzzled and irritated. He had no

doubt that Putnam van Duck was in
the study. He could hear him in con-
versation with Billy Bunter there.
But he was quite perplexed by the
American junior's unoxpected proceed-
mge. With the cricketers warting to
start, it was extraordinary for Van
Duck to lock himsclf m a study and
da;at-ka huir:.meff to tut-lizi. 3 )
oker anw en the door again.
“Aw! ill

: you beat it, you big
stilf ?"" came a voice from the study,

which the gunman had not the slighfest
doubt was Van Duck’s
“1 don't get youl”

snapped tho

e
i

cackled Bunter, the veniriloquist.

puzzled Poker, “ Ain’t you going with
them young guys to play cricket?”

“Nope I” answered the wvoice, “I
%uqas not! You beat it, and teli them

've changed my mnd!"

“1 ain't beating it any!” snapped
Foker. "I guess you got some shen-
nanigan_ game on, you young geck,
though I don’t get it. I ain't quitting
this here door s'long’s vou're mn that
there room. Surest thing you know."

Billy Bunter chuckled.

“1 say, Van Duck, tell that silly
asa not to kiok “i:; such a row,"” ho
said. "We shall have & beak after
us, at this rate.”

““Bay, you park it, Poker
nasal tones from the study.
up your chin-wag a piece.”

“Searchh me!”  muttered IMoker.
From the landing window he had a

I?‘!

camo 1ho
" Puck

oot gl 3
Al e el |

From the Remove passage camo the well-known metallic tones of Poker Pik, the Greyfriars guoman,

figure that you ean string me along that-a-way, you young guys, I'll say you better forget it | *’
Van Duck strode to the door and looked out Into the passage. But Poker Pike was not to be

)

glimpse of the charabane rolling awav,
obviously without Van Duek i itk
“You pesky young geck, I want to
know what thiz here geme is. They're
starfing. ¥You hear me toot! Them
young gecks are going without vou."
"I say, Yan Duck! Are you really
ﬂ:rmg to cut the cricket!” asked Billy
unter, addressing empty space,

"Sure!l” went on the fat ventrilo-
uist, “I guess I sin’t showing up at
ookweood with & gunman treading on
my tail. If I can’t go without Poker,
I guesa I ain't going none.”

“Waal, I'll mention that you ain't
olng without this baby 1 growled
oker through the deor. “Not so's
%ﬁt;’& notice 1t, you young gink. With
hick Chew, mebbe, hanging arcund
and watching for you."

“Searchme! You

mt}r and impatient,
sean. “‘He, be, he [ ¥

“llave anothcr tart, Van Duek?®”
grinned Bunter,

“Erﬂp tll

RBilly Dunter somclimes gave a vens
trilogquial dialegue, for the entertain-
ment of the Remove—as often, in fact,
a5 he could get an audience. Now
he gave a dialogue for the ontertain-
ment of Poker Pike, Tt was quito
casy to the Greyfriars ventriloguist,
e mado his remarks in the intervals
of gobbling terts and doughnuta,

Poker Piko rapped on the door
again.

“Bay, vou, Pulnam [™ he barked.

“Aw, can it|"

“IF yvou ain't beoting it with them
guys to play ericket, T poess von got
o get inte your class,” eaid Poker
“Ain't that so?

Thne Magxer Lampary. - Mo L4710
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“Bure! But I aip't honing for
class,”’ came the voice from the ¥udy.
“1 guess I'm sitting it out, Poker.”

“T'll say you're a doggoned young
scallawag 1" exclaimed Poker warmly.
“You get leave from school to Eiay
cricket, and you park yourself hers
and chew eats, That's a low.down
game, young Puatnam!”

“You pesky bonehead, will you Eear:l:
it up before you bring some ak
rubboring around ¥'' snapped the voice
from the study. I guess my popper
didn't hire you to be my schoolmaster.”

Snort, from FPoker. Certainly, if
Van Duck had changed his mind about
going with the oricketers, his Form-
master would have expected him to
turn up for the Frénch set with the

rest of the Form. Poker was not sur-
prised that Futham did not want to

go over to Rookwood, with a2 gunman
“treading on his tall.” But hc was
vather surprised at Putnam cuttin

class, when he was no longer entitle
to f!,u so. Not for a moment did it
occur to him that the American junior
was not in Study No. 1 at all. His
voica, &t least, was there. ‘

*Waal,” he ﬁrunted. “I guess I ain't
losing you till you're safe in your
clugs, you Putoam van Duck. You
sin't getting no chance of beeling it
sfter them puys, and leaving me
fooled. Burest thing you know. I'll
say I'm keeping tabs on your door
till you come out.”

And Poker walked along to the Jand-
ing, and sat down in the window-seat.
From that geat he could keep his cyes
en the door of Study No. 1. And he
waz not going to take his eyes off that
door till Putnemn van Duck emorged.
Which locked as if Poker was booked
for a very long wateh ass the gilt-
edged junior was not in the study at
nll.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Surprise for Chick !

HICK CHEW, Kidunapper No. 1

‘ of the United States, had met

with many surprisese and

shocks of ona kind and

another in the course of his career as

kidnupper, boot-legger, gangsier, and

racketoer. But- it was the bipgest sur-

prise of a hectic life thst hsppened to
him that morning.

Foker Pike, always wary, figured
that it woa very likely that Chick was
around, watching for a chance to
carry out his scheme of kidnapping
the Chicago millionaire’s son.

And Poker was right; Chick was
around,

While the cricketers were packing
in the charabane, and Billy Bunier
was seolfing tuek i1n Study Ne. 1,
Chick was quite near at hend,

He was, in point of fact, leaming on
the old Cloister wall in the little shady
side lane that ran wslong by the
Cloisters.

Ewven Poker Pike, probably, would
not have recognised Chick, Led he
seen him. The fat gangster was an
adept in disguises.

In his proper person he wes well-
known by this time to a good many
people st Greyirviars School. DBut skill
i disguises waz a part of Chick’s
peculiar profession.

WNow he was dressed v plus fours,
with a wide-brimmed, shady hat, and
sported an eyeglass and & moustache,
andl & complexion quite unlike hia own,

He looked, at a glance, like a rather
well-dressed  toumst, and  certsinly
nolhing at all like a gangster,
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Such a tourist-could stroll ebout the
lanes, znd give his attention to old
Cloisters and such things, and pause fo
admire the beauties of Nature without
exciting anybody’s suspicions.

That was Chick™s ocoupation now.

Chick was a patient man. And he
could afford to give plenty of time to
a stunt which was f{o bring in helf &
million dollars in the way of ransom,
if successful, Failure after failure had
net daunted Chick, nor lessened his
determination. As socn as one scheme
failed, Chick started another.

bad

His explorations thet morning
shown him that there was quite an
casy way inte Greyfriars Bcheool b
claombering over the old Cloister wall.
An caszy way in, and an easy way out,
Half o dozen ftimes he had peered
over that wall, and szeen nobody—it
was a eecluded spot. MNow he was
leaning on tho wall, his hands in his
ockets, & thoughtful shado on his fat
ace,

Chick was & man for bold ventures.

By entering at that unexpected spot
he would escape the Jynx eyes of the
Greyfriars gumman.

Lurking among the old stone pillars,
watching for Van Duck, spotting him,
g_mhhm him suddenly and whisking

un off before the alarm could spres
that was tho idea that was working in
the gangster’s mund.

The very suddenness and unexpected-
ness of such a venture might spell
suceess | TUnlass Poker Pike char to
be on the spot |

Leaming on the old stone wall, half
hidden by the clustoring ivy, Chick
turned it over in his mind.

Thera was plenty of time {o think it
gver, for he knew the time of mornin
break, when Van Duck would he out
the House with the other schoalbovs.
That was more than an hour ahead,

It was & dubious matter, and Chick
Chew realised that he had to think it
over very carefully, in all its aspects,
before ha acted.

He had not made up his mind, when
his cogitations were suddenly inter-
supted.

UChick hoped that Putnam van Duck
might fall intko his hands that morning.
But ha neither hoped nor dreamed that
Putnam van Duck would fall on his
head | .

But that was precisely what Putnam
van Duck did |

That a fat man was leaning on the
outside of the old Cloister wall, at the
spot where 1t was easiest to chmb,
naturally never occurred to Putnam.

d— for he knew it was lesson-time !

Puinam sprawled, with » startied
howl.

“ What the great horned toad—"

“Awl Search me!” aﬁluttumd Chick.
“Carry me home to dio |

Putnam was on his feet with a bound.

He know that rasping voice.

“Chick ™ he stutterced.

He did not stay for even a glance at
the gangster. Ie ran up the lane
towards the road like & deer,

Chick staggered up.

The sudden and unexpected shock had
startled him, and rather winded him.
He stared after Van Duck with starting

&H.

“Jumping toads!” he gasped.

It was amesing to Chick ! But ha was
gquick on the uptake. It was Putnam
van Dueck—almost in his grasp!

He leaped in swift pursait.

Ile had been considering a desperale
venture into the school, to grab that
very junior; and here was Van Duck
coming out alone, dropping over the
wall at the very spot where he stood |

It was such luck aa Chick had never
dared to dream of ! It seemed too good
to be truc!

Hao tore after the Amecrican junior,
gaining on him at every stride.

It was amezing to sea the boy theﬂn:-,

uk
Chick was not the man to lose such o
chance |

He fairly bounded.

Van Duck ran his hardest. Onee he
reached the corner, where the little lane
joined the high.road, he would be all
right. The charabane would be in sight.

nowing nothing of the charabane, or
of the cricketers' arrangements that
maruing, Chick flew after him, gloating.

8o far ps he could ses, the gilt-edged
i}unmr had fairly walked into ﬁia hands,
v breaking school bounds in class-time !

At the cornor he was only & yard
behind Van Duck |

Panting, the American junior. burst
out of the shady little lane into the road.
After him bounded the gangster.

At the same moment & charabanc,
rni]ing along from the school gates
slowed down at the end of the lane.

A dozen pairs of startled eyes fixed on
Putnem van Duck snd the fat man

uha;gi after him,
o ur!‘ﬁ}, hallo, halloi* roarcd Bob

Cherry.
“Yan Duck |” velled Harry Wharton.
il Iﬂﬂk out 17
“What the thump—-2"
An outstretched hand was touching
Van Duck az ho lea for the chara-

fi.]] hﬁh‘i:.:f thinking h?rf anz to Eﬂtdﬂut. ﬂg ;Jl::::?.. dT:llsiﬂn or four of the Removites
e 5e unsecn cker, an Ta : * ‘ . : .
the charabane on the road, at the end _ They did not recognise Chick. But his

u
cr? the little lane.

After Harey Wharton had left him,
the American junior lingered in the
Cloisters, and from the cover of one of
tha old stone E:]Iara, had the satisfaction
of soeing Poker Pike hurry off to the
House.

As soon as the gunman disappeared,
Putnam got poing.

With a cheery grin on his face, ha
went along to that particular spot of the
Cloister wall. grabbed the thick tendrila
of- old ivy, snd swung himsclf wp and
OVEar.

Chick, below, heard tha rustlea of the
ivy, and stirred. Even as ha moved, the
active junior swung over and down.

Putnam ex to land on the earth,
Chick Chew being in the way, he landed
on Chick Chew! -

The gangster hardly knew what was
happening for a moment, A boot
crashed on his esr, another clumped in
Lo back of his neck. Then he rolled
o or under Putnam van Duock.

|I"

actions spoke for themselves. They
rushed at him. ‘

Chick had figured that it was too good

to ba true! And eo it was! Only a
gewift, backward jump saved him from
clutching handa.

Van ﬁuck clambered breathlessly on
the charsbano.

Chick Chew turned and erashed

through a hedge. Kidnapping Futnam
van Duck wes a vain dream now, Chick
was in danger of being * cinched * him-
self I He flew acrosa the fisld faster
than he had flown on the track of the .
American junior.

“Wake snakes!” gasped Van Duck,
panting for breath in the cherabanc.
“I guess that' was a close eslll- T'm
telling you, I droppad on his cabeza——->="

“But who—" gaspad Bob.

" '["Jh};k I"hgriméa% . T':ﬁ Duclt.h :i
uess he's changed him some, but
%ﬁuw : Jhis  toot ! I'll sy it's Chick
oW

“Oh, my hati"
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The startled juniors stared across the field. Chick had
already vanished beyond hedges.

“Well, my hat!"” gasped Harry Wharton, “Who'd
have thought—— All safe now, anyhow, and we've got the
train to esteh! Get on, driver!” ‘

The charabano rolled on to Courtfield. Nothing was seen
of . Chick Chew or of Poker Pike when the cricketers
packed into the train; and they rolled away for Rook-
wood, forgetful of both pangsters and gunmen, and think-
ing only of the game with Jimmy Silver & Co.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

Poker Keeps Tabs !

JLLY BUNTER finished the tarts and the dough-

nuts He chewed toffes thoughtfully. Alrcady a

quarter of an hour late for elass in  Class-room

No. 10, the fst Owl of the Remove realised

that it was time to get a move on. The charabane was

long gone, Putnam van Duck was long gone. The scheme

had werked like a charm, so far as the cricketers werp

concerned, But Billy Bunter, as usual, wasz thinking
chiefly about his fat and Imporvitant self. 1

He had heard Poker Pike tramp along to the landing

and sit down thore. He knew that the gunman was watch-

—

ing the study—keeping “tabs ™ on the door till Puinam |

should emerge. Putnam, already on the way to Hookwood
with the Remove cricketers, was epertainly not likely tfo
emerge from that stady ! But Billy Bunter had to egner%e.
untess he was to cut the French set entirely—which he
could hardly venture to do. ;

Bo far, Poker had no suspicion of the trick that had

been played. But if he discovered it: Bunter could not
help tﬁin ing that the results for him personally might be
quite

ainful. Sl i

Hao E.a.d to get out of the study without Poker discover-
ing that Van Duck was not there. It was guite amusing
to think of the wary gunman going on watching an empty
study. DBut it was necessary to be very cautious. ¢

Rilly Bunter chewed toffee, parked the remsinder of ﬂ'ga
tin's contents in his pockets, to be dovoured later at his
leisure, and approached the study door on tiptoe.

Noiseleasly turned back tho key.

Opening the door about a foot, he put out o fat head,
like 8 tortoise from a shell, and blinked along towards
the landing at the end of the passege. )

There, in the window-seat, & dozen vards from him, sat
Poker Pike, in his bowler hat, which was a fixture on
Poker, indoors as well as out.

The gunman's eyes were on his fat fnce st onee.

As the door opened inwards, the lock on it was out of
Toker's sight, as he locked along the passage.

It was easy for Bunter to transfer the lkey to the out-
side of the lock, unscen by P'oker, especially as the gun-
man, of course, had not the faintest idea that he hed
any motive for doing so.

Poker remained where he was. He was ready-to get
busy the moment he saw Van Duck;: but Billy Bunter had
no interest for him.

Bunter stepped into the poassapge.

"dYnu coming, van Duck?” he called into the cmpty
study.

"1 guecss I ain't coming down to class!” came the answer
from the fat ventrileguist, loud enough for- Peker to hear
whera he sal. ]

“Well, I'm going!” =aid Bunter, in his natnral voiee,
“Mossoo will repart us to Quelch if we don’t turn up.”

“Aw, I guess that cuts no ical 1 ain't going!” come the
life-like imitation of Putnam’s voice.

“ Pleass vourself I said Bunter.

And ho jerked the door shut.

Poker Fike heard that brief dislogue without the
remotest idea that only one person waa speaking. Ho was
keen and wary, but Bunter's ventriloguism was a new one
on him.

Stsnding carefully tc sereen what he was doing from the
guuman, Billy Bunter turned the key in the outside of the
lock, drew it oub, and slipped it into his pocket.

The door was locked now on an emply room; but Poker,
assuredly, had rot tho fnintest idea that the room was
almptj'. So far as he knew, Putman van Duck was etill
there.

Billy Bunter rolled down the

His fat heart felt a qualm as . :
the ’i:f:nmim%-I+ If Poker suspected that he was being tricked,
g sinewy hand ,was certain to grab the fat jumor as he

Bnt Poker bad no suspicion.

passed.
Bunter rolled past him in safety, snd breathed more
frecly as he weat down the Remove staircaze.
(Continued on next poge.}

a3sAge.

g passed the gunman on’

I
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Poker watched him pasa without
interest. His keen eyes fastened aguain
on tho door of Btudy No. 1.

Billy 3Bunter grinned as he volled
checrfully away to Class-room No.o 10
He xept a wary eye open for Mr.
Queleh, bul the Reémove master was
ceoupied in hiz study during his rest
from his Form, Tho fat Owl reachod
the French master's
obsarved.

Monzienr Charpontier gave him a
sgvere glance sz ho rolled in. Mossoo
was very patient with fellows who came
, but Bunter was more than

EL‘].SS o LAWY

in late, L
twenty minutes late, and nearly half
the leeson had elapsed.

“Buntair " rapped the French
master. * Pourquoi—vy for you come
so late? Vingt minutes—"

“Ho mrr)]r, siv 1" said the fat Owl
“I've been looking for my French book,
sie.!

“Mais—but it needs to heve zo book
ready for za «<lass, Buntair!" said
Monsieur Charpentier.

“YXes, sir, but I think a fellow must
have hidden it, for a joke on me, sin,”

said Bunter., “I've been hunting
everywhere.
Monsieyr Charpemtier gave him o very
icious look.

“T zink, Buntair, zat 1 must give you
ﬁf&y.]inh from ze Heyriade ! e said.
Oh, sir 1" Billy Bunter assumed his
most injured expression. “I've been
hunting and hunting for my book, sir,
all over the place——" :

“I zink zat you have also been cating
ze toifce, Buntair.”

Thera was a chuckle from ﬂ’LE French
class! When Billy Buouter had becn
cating tofes, the skill of Sherlock
Holmes was not required lo troce the

same.  Thera wae plenty of sticky
cvidence on Bunter's fat faee.
“Oh, no, sir!” szaid Bunter, ]

haven't tasted toffea thiz week at all,

sir. T hardly ever touch it. I—I don’i
like toffee, sir.”

“Zora is stickiness on  your face,
Buntair.”

“0Oh " Bunter passed a osticky hand
over & sticky mouth., * Is—is—is there,
sie? Oh lor' !

"You vill take vun hundred lines from
o Henriade, Buntair ! said Monsicur
Charpentier severely.

“QOh, really, sir!” exclaimed Bunter
indignantly. " Mr. Quelch always takes
a fellow's word, sir! I haven't heen in
Wharton's study, sir, and there waszn't

any toffes there—""

“Vat

* You can ask Wharton »hen he comes
back from Rookwood, siv! He knews,

asg he left the toffes there specially. 1
hope you don't doubt wmy word, air,”
shid Bunter warmly.

“Ha, ha, hal" came {rom the class.

“"Mon Dieu!" excloimed Monsicur
Choarpentier. " Buntair, yon vill take
two hundred lines from =zc Henriade
Now go to your place.”

“Oh, reslly, sir—"'

“Taisez-vous !”  enapped  Monsicur
Dhﬂ.l'gcnt.mr. “Be silent viz yourself,
you bod garcon! Zat you sit down ™

Billy Bunter snorted and rolled to his
gdiuce. He had not expected lines from

oss00, who was %enr.-rally VOrYy phsy-
going, However, there was comfort in
the toffees s had parked in his pockets
—to which Bunter gave mere att-ntion,
during tho next helf-hour, than to
French verhs.

Meanwhile, Poker Pike continued to
“keep tabs ¥ on the Joor of Study No. 1
in the Remove. He was a patient guy.
and he sat unmoved till o bell rang,
and the Greviriars fellows came aut in
nreak.
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Then Poker at last rose from the
window-seat and walked along to the

study. He rapped at the deor.
“Bay, you Putnam van Duck!”™ he
called out.

No answer.

Poker turned the door handle. As
the doer did not open, he supposcd that
Putnam had locked it on the inside
after Bunter had left. Really, ha could
hardly suppose anything clse.

“You pesky young gink!™ exclaimed
Poker. “I want to know what's this
here game? What you sticking in there
for, Putnam van Duck? D'm telling you
the young gecks have come out of clasa.
Say, what's the big idea in sticking in
Lhat there room I

Still no reply.

" You hear me toot*" exelaimed Poker.

1f he was heard, he was not heeded.
He banged ot the door.

“You got a tongue in your bully beef
trap, Putnam van Duck 7" he roared.
“Say, you sing out!”

Silence.

“ Bearch me!" mubtered the puszled
Poker. _ _

Van Duck was surely still in the
study ! He could not have got out un-
soen by Poker, Yet, listening, the
gunman could not hear the faintest
sound within, But he was there—he had
to bo there!

“Youn pesky young gink!"™ snorted
Poker, at last, and he went hack to his
seat on the landing,

If Van Duck had eut a ¢lass, he would
surely emerge when the fellows were all
out in break! Bt hoe did not! DBreak

was over, and the Greyfrizvs fellows }

went in to third school.

All through third echool Teker aat
and “kept tabs™ on that study. He
was growing miore and more puzzled by
Van Duck's extraordinary behaviour:
hut he still did not doubt—he could not
daubt—that the American junior was
locked in that study.

The clang of a bell announeced, at fast,
the end of morning school, A buzzing
swarm of boys streamed out into the

uad. Poker Pike had no doubt that

an Duck would come out now,

But he did not!

When the dinoer-bell rang, Poker roso
from his seat. The junior in the study
had to come out for dinner, Poker was
prepared to see him aafoe to Hall.

But, to his utter amazement, the Joor
of Btudy No. 1 did not open.
He tramped along to the door and

'I.}an%::d.
“You pesky young geek ¥ he roarcd.
“You coming out !

Na reply.

“Carry me home to die!” saspil
Poker, the most astonished gimman in
t}!ekwtde world, “What's got the young

ik

Poker had his own dinner to think
of. But he was not thinking of that.
He was puzzled, mystified, and a littla
alarmed. Unless lug ears had deceivoed
him, Putnam van Duck was in that
sfudy. If he was there, Lie must have
hicard the dinner-bell. Why did he not
emerge—or, at least, speak? It beat
Poker Fike, to s frarzle, A sorely
puzzled man, Poker Pike went down
%t‘llﬂairﬁ at last, and headed for the

dLEE,

THE NINTH CHAPTER.

Drawn Blank !

R. QUELCH, at the head of the
Remove table, raized his eye-
brows as Poker IPlke tramped
into Hall,

eve in Hall turoed on the

M

Every

bowler-hatted gunman' as he came in.
Billy Bunter grinned, and fixed his eyes,
and his spectacles, on his plate. Mr.
Quelch frowned as the gunman marched
up to the Remove table, More than
once FPoker had “horned " into Hall
to “keep tabs'* on Putnam van Duck,
regardless of frownd, But Van Duck
was not there now, sid the Remove
master. failed to see any resson what-
ever for thia wisit,

thing here, Mr.

: o want
Pike?” he asked, in his iclest tone.

“¥You said it!" ggreed Poker. “IJ
guess I'm worried a few about that
Putnam van Duck.”

Mr. Quelch’s eyebrows, already raised,
were elevated still more.

“ ¥Van Duck 1" he répeated. * I do not
quite follow ‘you, . ﬁ'Pﬂm! It ;Jan
hardly be necessary for you to keep
watch over the boy while he iz with so
largo a ‘number of his Form-fellows:
but -if you desire to do so, thers is
E:&ﬂ:—!gﬁ! F'sn ft'ar a3 I am R;;?rc, dtﬂ

on from go to wood."
.+ Rookwood nnthgng'l " grunted Poker.
‘Putnam ain't vamoosed out of this
harf-% shebang:™
' " You are mistaken, Mr, Pike,” said
the Remove master- coldly. “Van Duek
18 a member of the junior cricket team
and he had leave ‘to go to Rookwoo
with the others -to-day.”

‘Bure, but. ha never. beat it|" said

aker,

“1 am assured ‘that he did go with the
others,” snapped- Mr, Quﬂ!nl'i:.ﬂ “IF any
change in the are ents had been
made, and Van Duck had stayed behind,
he would have been present in class, I

ave not secn him.™
-H'I

“¥You sure sin't?™ said Poker.
guess you wouldn't see him & lot, and
im locked in a study.”

"%{ﬂﬂiﬂd m & al;ugy!” repeated Mr.

aleil,

* Burest thing you know.”

Mr. Quelch's eyebrows really looked
23 if they would go over the top of his
hoad at that startling ststement.

*Impossible 1” he exclaimed.

“I'm telling you ! said Poker.

. Mr. Quelch glanced at the staring
juniors at‘tha table,

“Does anybody here know whether
Van Duck failed to accompany the
cricket eleven to Rookwood 7" he asked.

The Removites could crjiy shako their
licads,

“Has anyone here seen him since the
cricketers [eft?*

Nobody had.

“I'm sure he went, sir!” said Kippe.
" He was in the team, and his namc's
still up in the list in the Rag™

* Must have gone, sir!™ said Wiblev.

“Yon hear, Mr. Pike?™ caid tle
Remove master,

“Bure!” said Poker.
Patnam: van Duck never beat it, big
boy. lle sure was locked in his study,
and T been talking to him at the door.
He's sure parked %Jimgpff in that roomn
ail the morning.”

“* But why—"

*It’a got me beat,"” said Poker. I
reckon he didn't want this baby keep-
ing tabs on him at another pesky school,
and that's why he never went, Dut why
he's parked in that study beats me to a
frozzle. He won't answer a guy at tho
deor! DMebbe he's throwed a fit ar
something, "

* Nonsense ' said Mr, Quelch.

The Removites at the table wero grin-
fing, Putnam van Duck was as healthy
as_any fellow in the Remove, and cor-
tainly not likely to “throw a fit." But
to Poker's 'Eu“lﬂd mind that was the
only possible explanation of the
American  junior's amazing  self-im-
prisonment and silenes in Study MNo. 1.

“*But that
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£+ T got away [rom Poker Pike if making Van Duck’s voles came out of the woolshed—the silly ass thought Van Duek was
1 there, you Imut:, when 1 imitated his volee,

EVERY SATURDAY

That gunman Is & silly fool —""

“Sexyoul”

Bunter spun round In alarm

find & hickory face under & bowlsr hat looking ai him. * Ch lor® | ** gasped the fat junior.

“T'll say he's therel” grunted Poker,
“You being hia schoolmaster, mebbe
he'll answer you, and if he don't, mebbe

oi've pot a key that'll work the riffle!
{ reckoned T'd put it up to you afore
I eracked the door open.”

“Oh!” gasped Mr. Quelch. *Kindly
do mot think of deing anything of the
sort. I will go with you to tho study
and ascertain whether Van Duck 13
there. I am perfectly certrin that he is
not. I have not the slightest doubt that
he is at Rookwood Fh%“ﬁ cricket.”

“8Sez yvou!” grunted Poker.

Mr. Quelch rose from the table, his
luneh unfinizhed, and followed the pun-
man from Hall. The Remove table was
left in a buzz of surprise, and fellows
at all the other tables stared.

Except for the cricketers, only Billy
Bunter knew of that remarkable scheme
for keeping Poker Pike sway from
Rookwood. Everybody else supposed
that Poker was making some extra-
ordinary mistake. The idea of a fellow
locking himself in a study, instead of
going to & cricket match was altogether
foo surprising.

Poker Pike tramped up tho stairs
again, followed by the frowning Remove
master. They arrived in the Remove
pasaage, and Mr, Quelch tapped at the
door of Btudy No. 1, and turned the
handle. :

“Doar mea!” he said. “The door is
locked 1 He rlpﬁad again, sharplr,
“If anyone is in thiz study, open this
door at onca!”

He did not expect an answer, for he
had no doubt whatever 'that Van Duck
was st Rookwood School—as, indeed, he
was! But Poker Pike expected an
answer., Unless Van Duck was in some

strange sort of a fit, he was bound to
answer his master’s wvoice. But mno
answer came, . A

“Van Duck !” called out Mr. Quelci.
“Are vou there?”

Silence. :

Mr. Quelch turned from the door with
s sound suspiciously like a snorf.

“You can see for yourself, Mr., Pike,
that no one is there,” he snapped.

“I guess nobl!"” answered Poker.
“What's the door locked for?™

“It is certainly very odd that tho
junicgts should have- locked the sendy

oor,” said Mr. Queloh. “It is not
uauai : I;.’cﬁerthelemT‘; ;

“I'm telling you that young guy iz
locked 1n thaf there tmm.é’

“ Nonsensa |

Poker Pike's slits of eyes gleamed.

“You getting that door opent” he
asked. “I guess Pm giving the insude
of that room the once-over. Putlnom
van Duck is sure there, and I guoss I
want to know why he won't faot nope.”

Mr. Quelch breathed hard.

“Yan Duck assuredly 18 not there,” he
answered. “The very i1dea is absund.
You sea that thera is no key in the lock
inside. The door must have heen locked
on tho outside, and the key talien,
Even if o boy locked himself in a study,
which is sbsurd, he could have no reason
for removing the key from the lock™

“Hea i3 euro there!” sa'd Poker
stolidly. )

“I will obtain the key and open ihe
door, and you may satisfy rourseli!”
snapped Mr. Quelch.

“That goes!” agreed Poker.

He leaned on the study door, and
waited while Mr. Quelch went down the
stairs, in far from » gopd temper. It
was only the absolute certminty that

Poker would force the door, if it were
not opened, that caused the BRemove
master to trouble further with the
matter at all.

It was several minutes before he re-
turned, with the key in his hand. Poker
Pike detached himself from the door
and watched the key placed in the lock.
Mr. Queloh turned it back and threw
the study dau;Lr wide open.

“Now, sir I* he snapped.

Poker Pike hampas into the study.

“¥You pesky young gink—"
began.

o broke off.
His slits of eves opened wide as li:

he

stared round Btudy Neo. 1. The room
was ampty.
‘Poker stared blankly. He looked

under the table, behind the sereen in th.
corner—even Into the study ocupboard.
He crossed to the window and examined
it. It was fwenty or thirty feet from
the ground—but whether it was poesible
for Van Duck to _have climbed down or
not, he certainly had not dona so. for
the window was ¢losed and fastened on
the inside ! Ttierly bewildered, Poker
Piko stood in the study, gazing round
him blankly,

“Well; sir, do vou find anvene in that
study 1™ inquired Mr. Quelch’s sarcastic
voice from the doorway.

“MNope I gasped Poker.

The Remiove master walked away io
fimish his interrupted lunch, leaviug
"oker Pike to stare.

He stood and etared! Putnam van
Duck had been in the study—had lie not
heard hie voice there in talk witl tha
fat gink, Bunter? e could not have

Continwed on page 16.)
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Yet he was not thera!
uezle to Poker
nn guessing |

[eft it unseen !
It was s complete
Pike—and it had got

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The Mysterions Volce !

i UZZLE—find tho TYankee!™

P grinned Skinner.

“Ha, ha, ha!l”
Many eves were on Poker
Pike in the sunny quad. :

It was a half-holiday that afternoon.
Harry Wharion & Co. were away, busily
ocenpled with ericket at Rookwood. But
the Réemove fellows ot home were pro-
vided with an unexpected entertainment.

It was the sight of Poker Pike gearch-
ing for Putnam van Duck !

That Ven Duck had gone over to
Rookwood with the cricketers all the
fellows knew. Poker was absolutely
certain thatl he hadn't. -

Ho had heard Van Duck's voice in the
study after the cricketers had gone. He
had kept tabe on Study No, 1 ever gince,
till dinner-time. Yet when the door was
opencd Van Duck was not there. Poker
could come to only one conclusion—the
American junior had slipped quictly out
of the study, locking the door after him,
while he liad gone. down to call Mr.
Quelch.

He had been gone little more than five
minutes, Still. that was ample time, if
the junior had been in the study waiting
for an opportumity to dodge out unsecn,
That sectned the only possible explana-
tion to Poker. Evidently—to Poker—
Van Duck was “stringing him along "—
* plaving jokes at the expense of his
watchful guninan guardian. He had
been in the etndy—he had dodged out
quietly when Poker went down to Hall
—and now he was deliberately keeping
out of sght to Fqﬂie and worry the
ovor-dufiful and faithful Poker!

With 8 grim brow, Poker hunted for
him up and down and roiind about the
school — without  finding  him, He
dreaded that Putnam might have gone
out of gates—in which case Poker had
no r'lm;it that Chick Chew and his
myrmidons were on the watch, looking
for a chance to grab him. Certainly
L ofid not =uceeed in finding him within
the wallz of Greyiriars,

A good many fellows had gathered on
the cricket ground, and Poker, after a
vain search in the House, procceded
thither—interested juniors followin
him with grinning facca, But a senrcﬁ
of the cricket ground failed to reveal
Van Duck—or anybody who had seen
him.

Pokor came hack to the quad grimmeoer
than ¢ver. He looked in the school
ghop. A dozen fellows were there, but
Van Duck was not among them. Billy
Bunter was blinking in at the window
thmu}gh his big spectacles. DBunter's
postal order was atill in an unarrived
state; and Bunter was 1n his neenstomed
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s hard-u :
= gate of Paradise, he was looking at the
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state. Like s fat Peri at the

good things he was unable to share,

‘when Poker Pike came along.

The fat Owl goave a fat chuckle.
Knowing what be did, Bunter was

even more entertained than the other

fellows by 1'oker’s persistent search up
and down the school for a fellow who
was playing ericket at another school

fin another county.

Poker camo out of the tucksheop

again, puzzled and weathy., A dozen
grinning feees watched hun. Poker
frowned at tliem.

“*You young guys ain't seen that
Putnam van Duck?” he asked.

“Oh, yes, I've seen him " answered
Shinner.

“*Where ™ rapped Poker.

“In the lemove
answered Skinner airvily.

Poker stared.

“I guess he am't turned in to
enooze—in the afternoon®" he ejacu-
lated ]

Lim

“Well,
Skinner.

Puzzled, Poker started off btowards
the House.

“What the dickens do wou mean,
Skinner "  asked Bolsover - major.
"¥an Duck's over at Roockweood. You
never saw him in fhe dorm.”

“1 jolly well did ¥’ answered Skinner.
forgot to mention to Pike that it

dormitory,”

I saw there,™  said

wags last mnight I sew him there,
though.” .
“Ha, ha, ha!" rosred the juniors.

Poker went into the House. He re-
eppeared in about five minutes, laaking
rimmer than ever. He glanced roun
or Skinner, but that humorous youth
hed judiciously dissppeared.

Billy Bunter was still regarding the
good things in Mrs. Mimble's little
window with a lohging eve, when he
felt & sudden grip of iron on his fat
shoulder. He spun round with a
i,t.gn!.::*tled squeai, and blinked at Poker
1R,

“Ow! Leggo!” he gasped. * Whar-
rer you wanggﬁuu beastt Leggo 1™

“1 guess,” said Poker grimly, "that
I want to know! You waes in that
study with Putnam this morning, you
fat gink——" i

“1—1 wasn't!” gasped Bunter. *I—

I moan—""

“Aw, ean it!” growled Poker. *I
guess vou're m this here gome, ¥ou
pesky precan!  Whero's that Putnam
van Duck? I reckon vou know !

“Ow! He's gono to Bookwood ™
gasped Bunter, wriggling in the vice-
like grip on his shoulder.

“Guess againl” growled Poker, com-
Eremng his greapy till the fat Owl of the

emove squeaked.

“Ow! Wow! I say, ho's really gono

to Rookwood "' spluttered Runter,
*Any of the fellows can tell you! Ask
them, and they'll say——— Wow ! Ow!

Legeo
“1 guesa I'll sure beat you up a fow
if vou don't spill it|”
unter blinked at him in dismay.

Poker, certainly, was not wise to
the trick that had been playved—he did
not begin to guess what had really
happened; but he had a strong sus-
picion that Bunter knew something of
tho matter.

it was not often that Bunter told the
truth—it  was generally his  lask
resource,.  This time ho did—and it
was no usze Poker waps not poing to
beliove that Van Duck had gone with
the cricketers. :

“1—1 pay, really!”

asped Bunier.
“Really apd truly—

fow ! I say—

Yow! He wasn't in the study when
you heard him there!”

“What?!” howled Poker.

“I—I mean, I don't know where he
== (w! Wow! Leggoc! I mean,
1 know where he iz!” gasped Bunter.
“I=I'll take you to him, il you like, if

you'll leggo 1** '

“1I guess I'l] keep a ecinch on you till
I see him 1" grunted Poker. *1 reckon
that pesky young guy is  kee _in;;
doggo, just to string e along! Ain't
that the how of 11"

“Noe—-= Ow! I mean, yes!" gasped
Bunter.

“And you're wise o i7" hooted
Poker. :

S No—yee—— DOw! He—he—he's
hiding in Gosling's woodshed ! gasped
Bunter. “"You—you go and look for
himn there, and—and—"

*1 guess you'ro going to 4ake a leetls
pascar with me, to that there wood-
shed I¥ said Poker.

“Oh lor’ I” gasped DBunter.

here was no help for” it  Billy
Bunter walked away to Gosling’s wood-
shed with the gunman, But his fat
wita were working as he went. Arrived
at the woodshed, that building was
found elosed and locked.

FPoker, holding Bunter’s fat shoulder
with one hand, tried the door of the
shed with the other,

“"You pesky “yourg piecan—*" heo
bogan.

“1—TI say, he's really there!"” gasped
Bunter. “You—youn eall out to bim,
and you—you'll see”

Poker glared at him suspiciously.
But he rapped on the woodshed door
and shouted : :

“Bay, you there,
Duck **

He did not believe DBunter’s state-
ment that the American junior was
there. But his doubts wero dispelled
the next moment, ss & voice that Van
Duck might have fancied was his own,
answered, apparently from within:

“You said it, old-timer{”

Poker jumped.

“"Aw, what's thia

you I'ntoam wvan

_ BMS, You Toung
E;m‘_zm?’f hoe roared. “What you
iding in that pesky shebang for, I

want to know 1"

“I guess I'm fed-up with you, Poker
—go and chop chips !

“Open this deoor here, you young
geck ¥ .

“Guess again ™’

“Say, I guess you're going  foco,
young Putnam, playing this here focl
gome ! exclaimed Pokor.

“Aw, can it you big stiff |
make me tired!”

Poker Tike released Bunter's fat
shoulder. Ho had found Van Duck
now-—at least, he was assured that he
had!  Amazed as he was by Futnam’s
e;trnﬂt‘dlnnr}r procecdings, in  Jocking
himself in one place after another.
Poker had no doubt that ho had
cornered him.

“Beat it, you!" he pgrunted to
Bunter; and the fat ventriloguist *beat
it" prompily. He grinned as he
went, leaving Poker Pike leaning on
the locked door of the woodshed.

It was hali an hour later that
Gosling camo alng for something from
hia woodshed. o stared at Poler

Pike.
said Poker

You sure

“"OLK., oldtimer!™
“That young guy Van Dueck is in this
here shebang o gﬂurn,. and I guess I'in
lceag!ing tabs on him.”

“He rin'tl"” said Gosling, staring.
“How'd he be in there, and the slied
locked, and the key on my bunchi®

“He sure is!" said Poker.

Gosling grunted. and unlocked the



tlied.  Poker Pike followed m in—
and almost fell down ea he dizcovered
that the woodehed was unoecupied. He
stared round the shed aa he had stared
round Study No. 1, but in still mora
hopeless bawilderment. This time he
had not ceased to “keep tabs™ for a
momeant; yek in some mysterious way,
the junior whose voice he had heard
waa al

"Carry me home to die!™ gasped
Poker.

He slmost tottered from the wood-
shed. It really began to look as if
P'otpam van Duck had vanished from
Greyfriars, leaving only his  voice
behind him1!1 His voics, certainly, had
been there—Poker had heard it! But
Van Duck wasn't! The mystified gun-
nan be&an to wonder whether he waa
secing things | ]

But he had no chance of getting
further informstion from Billy Bunter.
That fat youth had gone out of gates,
sagely determined to give the Grey-
friars gunman s wide berth for the
reat of the day. And *hat afterncon,
Poker Pike waa a sorely puzzled and
mystified gunman!

i

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Puzzle for Poker!

i ONBENSE I said Mr. Quelch.
N “Bez youl” grunted ‘Poker.
Quelch was annoyed.
After tea, ha had retired to
nis study for a quiet hour with his
favourite author, Sophocles, At ease
in his armchair, his feet on a haesock,
& ponderous volume open before him,
Henry Samuel Quelch wss back in
ancient Greece, and had quite forgotten
the wodern world and all its ‘many
worrics, He was reminded of them b
tha arrival of Poker Pike, who walke
1o thp study. without knocking, and
with his .hat oo, Poker was a good
man in his own way, but he had not
learned polished manners in  the
Chicago ]jnints.
Poker had never heard of -Bophocles,
and wouald not have given ten cents
for all his classical wnria, anyhow. He

. was deeply worried about Pulnam van
Duck. Quelch was fed-up on that
subject.

*MNonsense 1" he re
is at Mookwood I have already tald
¥ou so. He will be returning here
shortly. You will seo him—*

“Forget it!” said Poker. "Il sy
that young gn> i3 hereabouts, and he's
sure been playing hide-and-seek to
string me along. Now [ can’t spot him
anywheres, I'm telling you, I want to
know! I'Hl mention that I ain’t sit-
ting it out quiet while Chick Chew
clinches that young geck! I'm shouting
oub to you that he's got to be found!

Mr. Quelch
study takble,

“If nothing clse will convinee you,

ated. *The hoy

lay SBophocles on  the

My, Pike, I will ring up Rookwood
Bchool on tho telephonae!™ he said
tartly. “Kindly be socated.™

Poker Pike remained standing. Tut

he stood silent, whilo Mr. Quelch rang
up and asked for a trunk call
Quelch’s face wore a deep frown.
Really, it was hard lines that a hard-
worked Formemaster could not be
allowed a quiet hoar, undisturbed, with
=0 entrancing an author as Sophocles.
When the answer ecame through, he
alinost yapped into the transmitter.
“[3 that Rookwood School? A
Queleh speaking from Greyiriars, Will
you ask Wharton—Harry Wharton—to
ccmg to the telephone, if he 13 not at
the moment on the ervicket fiold 7
“Certainly, =i’
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Mr. Quelch glanced round at Poker.

“Ne¢ doubt you will be willing to
beliave my head boy's assurance that
Van Duck is with the ericket tesm!™
he snapped. :

“Bure ' said Poker.
he ain't.”

Grunt—irom Quelch. He turned to
the mbuthpiece again, as a voice came
through.

“Wharton! Is that you, Wharton 1"

“Yea, gir,” came tho voice of the
captain of the Remove. “Is that Mr.
Quelch speaking? I was told—""

“Yes, yea I understand that Van
Duck is with you, Wharton, Is not that
the case

“Dh, certainly, sir!”

“Mr. Pike, for some reason I cannot
fathom, doubta it1” snapped Mr.
Euel}'!_h. “Kindly hold on and speak to

iTm

*(h, my hat1*

“ What—what did ¥ou say, Wharton !

“I—I mean all right, sir.”

“Mr. Pike, if you will kindly take
this reteiver—"

Poker kindly took the receiver, His
hickory face was sorely pumled, He
barked inta the telephone.

; You there?

utnam van Duck

‘8a ou youn !
You a%lu:;f't.hayt- thEt .
iz along of you, playing cricket ?”

“¥es, rather!™
.. Search mel” gasped Poker. “Bay,
if that young guy's there, when did he
hit the epot?"

He was surprised to hear a chueklo
over the wires; then the answer came:

“ Van Duck travelled with the rest of
tha team this morning, Mr. Pike. ‘We

t here “em'l:yr. ¢ took the first

nock——

1! Eh l!l
. “¥an Duck put up 30 runs in his first
mnings—" .

o ess I don’t want to know—"

. “Wo wera 15 .ahead on the first
innings,” went on Harry . Wharton's
cheory vwvoice. “Jimmy Silver's lot
knocked up 95 to our 110.”

i i;u-nk hyer—"

“ In our second inningg—"'

Poker Pike snorted. This schoalboy,
apparently, at least, fancied that he was
keen to hedr the details of the cricket
match—in which Poker really was not
interested at all, knowing as much
about the great game of ericket as he
Lknew about that great author SBophocles.

“I want to know——" he barked.

“Yes, I understand,” said Wharton,
at the other end. . “You'ra keen to

“But I guess

know how Van Duck turned out at
cricket—-"
“Nopal I guess—'"

~“He turned out first-ratel I was
olly glad to have himm in the team.

o's taken to ericket like a duck to
water o

“T'm Lelling vou

‘:il'lt': 1:'1‘33‘5'& 40 1n our second innings,
and—" - '

“ Doggone your inningst  [—"

.1 can tell vou the gl'f.-:mlcwmul M
had to pull up their socks, but they
never really had a chance after we put
up 150 in the second knock.™

e | gunsa—" howled Poker.

“1 bet you don't guess how many we
beat them by, They were 120 at lost
man in"” ,.

“"You pesky young piccan, T tell

-you—"

“Jimmy Silver and Lovell were at
the wickets,” went on BHarry Wharton,
“and they may have fancied they were

olng to %J.II the game out of the fire.

nt Van Duck—"'

" You allow that that veung geek has
gy
“Van Duck bronght off a catech—"
“Goldarn your Letches! I want to
know—"

i7

e canght Jimmy Silver out——"

“¥You young piecan, I want to
Enow——"

“Wae beat them by 45 runs,” Wharton
rattled on cheerily, “The game's been
over only a quarter of an hour. You'va
rung up just right to get the nowa™

"1 guess I don’t want to hear nothing
about your pesky cricket!” yellea
Poker. “F'll say T want to hesr about
that Putnam van Duck,”

“Oh, yes, T quite understand I' camea
the spnswer, with another chutkle. “ You
want to know how Van Duck did in the
mateh.”

“Nope " shrieked Poker. “I guess I
wank to know——"

“He did fine—ripping—better than I
expecied | You'd have liked to see his
game. Why didn't you trot over?”

FPoker snorted.

“1 guess I'd have come if I'd knowed
he was there! You sllow that that
gutr;ﬁm van Duck has been with you all

by

“ Ha couldn't have played cricket hera
atherwise, could he? We wanted him
chiefly for batting, and it was a bit of
a surprise when he brought off that
catch and pushed Jimmy Silver out. It
waaﬁ:;gtha eli a-—*ﬂ‘ " N

g gone the slipal I tall you T want
to_know [” raved 'E‘uker “1 don't. get
this1 I heered that young geck talking
here, behind a locked door, arter you

Was *F:lnu—--—”
“Ha, ha, ha
“ Pack up the micker, ﬂuggunf gmlt

If he's been with you all d on't
get it1 Tt's Q,‘lot mé beat] You ain't
stringing me along 1’

“Not at all! 8 played a ripping
game-—"

“ Look hyer—""

“ Thirty in the first innings, 40 in the
sccond—and a cateh at tha fnish that
knocked Rookwood right out—" -

“TPark it1” howled spmn “T'll zay
I'm tired of heariog sbout your pesk
cricket I Ia that young guy Van Duc
u[mghwith yvou now "

“{h, vea!"

::;’;’hat’g he doin’ —_—

' Mopping up gingor-beat,

u :}'ng l}e’gs been along all day

M Certainly! He was third on the
Isati after 8mithy agd Bob Cherry,

(1R .
“1 guess I'm coming along to sea him
EafEEEhumu.” i : i

“Better come by plane, then,” sug-
gested Wharton, * ‘Panre going for m?r
train in a gquarter of an hour,”

"8ay, you yqunE geck, you keep
where you are till 1 srrive; you keep
that Putusm van Duck there till 1 hit
tho spot and—"

e Gﬂ'ﬂd‘h?‘& 11:

“I'm telling you—-"" roared Poker.

“ Bee you later, old bean! Can't miss
our tramn!"

“I'm telling you—="

“Tyg-ta 1"
Harry Wharton, at the Rookwood
rnd, rang off. Poker Pike stood staring

at the telephone,

“Carry me home to diel" he cjacu-
lated at last.

“Are you satisfied now, Mr. Pike ™"
asked the Remove master tartly.

Poker blinked at him.

“1 don't gel it 1™ he said, “It's got
me beat ! ]gﬂt- 1 guess it's the straight
cods! I'm telling you, big boy, I
on't get it ! This sure 18 the rhinoceros’
gide-whiskera 1

Mr. Quelch sniffed and sat dewn with
Sophocles again. Poker Pike, in a state
of dizzy astom nt, tramped out of
the study and Jeft hiin to it. Unless hia
cars had deoeived him, Putnam van
Duck had stayed behind at Gresiriars
that day. Yot it wa. clear that he had
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been &ll- day at Rookwood, playing
cricket with the Remove team. It was
a puzzle that even the hard-headed
Poker could not ibly puzzlo out.

Al he eould was to tramp down
to Courtfeld and wait for the train to
como in with the returning oricketers—
which he did. And if a lingering doubt
rermeined in his mind, it had to be dis-

Hed when at last he saw Putname van
gem::k step fron. the train with the Re-
move crowd. Evidently, cbviously, and
indubitably, the American junior ha
heen st Rookwood with the ericketers—
and how he had contrived to leave his
voice behind at Greyfriars remained a
mystery that the puzzled Poker could
not possibly fathom.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Billy Bunter Talks Too Much !

ot SAY, vou fellows—"
I “Roll out, Bunter !” _
“If that's what you call grati-
tude—" ssid  Billy Bunter
laftily and scornfully, his very spectacles

gleaming with scorn. .

*“0Oh, voll in!™ said Harry Wharton,

There was 8 study supper in Study
Neo. 1 that evening.

The Remove cricketers had returned
from Rockwood in great spirits. They
had had a good game and a big victory,
Putnam van Duck had more than gll&tb
fied his sclection as a member of the
eleven. verybody was pleased aund
gatisfied, and the study supper was &
celcbration, and Btudy No. 1 w
erowded, not to say ovércrowded, with
ericketers playing the game ovér again
as they disposed of good things. Billy
Bunter, as usual, waa superfluous; but,
also as usual, his superfluity. did not
-worry Bunter. He wafd not going fo

miss that ap
There was not much room for Billy

Bunier to roll in. ' But he wedged in at

the doorway. All available seats wero
taken up, some of the chairs having
two fellows seated on them. The fat
Qwl of the Remove blinked round in
vain for & seat.

“] say, you fellows—"

“Bhut wp, Bunter I i

“Peast! I say, what am I going to
pit on?" squeaked Bunter.

#There's a rather nice oak fHoor—-"

“Oh, really, Wharton! I.say, Toddy,
you might let me have that chair.”

“I might,” assented Peter- Todd; “but
then again,
on the mightn't !’ |

“Inky, old chap, you might let me
have that hox—— i

“The mightfulness js  terrific "
grinned Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh.

“If you feHows think I'm pgoing to
stand—" hootad Bunter. “Do you
think I'm going to stand, Wharton?"”

“Eht I weasn't thinking about you
at all, old fat man!” answered the cap-
tain of the Remove. “Dry up, there's a
good porpoise.” - :

“Well,” said Bunter, in disgust, ]
like that—afier all I've done for you *

“Jf you like it, what are you grous-
ing about?” asked Bob Cherry.

“Yah ! znorted Bunter. “Iazs mo
over the cake, anyhow I”

“Couldn’t possibly 1" answered Bob,
shaking his heed.  *I'm not a steam
derrick, old podgy porpoise.”

“You silly ass, you can pass me over
the cake, can't yout” :

“Of course 1 can't! It would tako
three or four fellows, and jolly hefty
chaps, to Pass you over the cake, or any-

thing alse.
“ ﬁn. ha, hat”
Tae Macrer Lisrany.—No. 1.477.
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“¥You blithering idiot!” howled
Bunter. “I1 mean, pess the cake over,

u fathead—not me over the cake, you
owling chump 1”

‘**(h, all right!” esid Bob, who had
evidently been joking—though it was no
time for jokes, when Bunter was waiting
for cake. * Heve you are!”

Cake was passed over. Bunter leaned
on the door, which was set wide open,
and guzzled. Putnam van Duck, who
was in the window-seat, glanced across
the study to the doar,

“Say, you cut off and cinch a chair,
Bunter,” ho said. “You'ro neavest the
door.™

“0Oh, I'll stend!” grunted Bunter,
through a large mouthful of cake.
*You needn't worry about that "

“1 guess I ain't [ prinned Van Ducle.
“I want a chaic for Poker. We've
asked him to come up to this supper.”

“Hot 1" said Punter. “You don't
want that rotten gunman here. I'm not
going to fotch bim 8 chair, anyhow.”

Il get one from my study,” said
Tom Redwing, who was near the door.

“{iet one for me,” said Bunter.
“That ruffian can stand, if he comes, [
don't see what you want him for, Van
Duck.”

“There's a whole lot of things you
don't see, even with your specs, old fas
piecan 1" answered Putnam.

“¥Yah [

Redwing fetched a chair, which was
planted just inside the doorway, rocady
for Poker when he came. Billy Bunter
promptly sat in it.

l‘:‘i’hﬁ:har. Mr:i Pike was keen ﬁ;\ a
schoolboys udy supper was perhaps
doubtful, ut sfter what happened
that day, Putnam and his ?rie.uda

wanted to be nice to Poker,

Putnam had got back from Rookwood
safe and sound with the ericketers.
Poker and his six-gun had not been
needed to guard him. And all the
fellows certminly were glad that the
Groyfriars gunmen and his gun had not
shown up at REookwood to cause & sensa-
tion thers,  8till, they realised that
Poker was a dutiful guy, and he had
had rather a worrying day; so they
wanted to be as nice as possible. Poker
waé going.to be sn honoured puest at
the study supper, if he cared te horn in.

He did not seem in a hurry to do so.

t all events, he had not yet arrived.

ecanwhile, Bunter deposited his fat
perzon in the chair specially fetched for
ihe honcured puest.

“1 say, you fellows—*

“Tt was a rif:pinp: catch,” said Frank

Mugent. “Blessed if 1 thought Van
Duek would bring it off 1

“Oh, do stop inwinig orickot 1 snid
Bunter Peet'lshly. “1 was speaking,
Nugent.’

“You gianﬂra]ly are ! remarked
Johnny Bull. :

“DBeast ™ I think you might let a

fellow have o chance at the cream puffs
after all he's done for you I can tell
vou, that gunman would have comae
after you to Rookwood, if I hadn't
stoppe him. I say, you ;'elfﬂwn, ha was
rooting all over the schaool after Van
Duck.’

.uH*’ hﬂ-, hB!" h ;

“Hunting everywhere!” grinned
Bunter. ﬁI say, I made him believe
Van Duck was in the woodshed, with
my wonderful ventriloguism, you know,
I say, I'm waiting for those cream
puffs.”

Cream Puﬁﬂ were passed over to
Bunter. For several minutes he was too
creaimy and sticky to talk, and ericket
“jaw * was resumed. Three or four
fellows talked at once, and re_was
plenty of noise in the study, and no

.tha ' chair.

onhe noticed footsteps coming aldhg the
passage from the staira
“1 say,” Bunter recommenced, ¥ I say,
if you won't let s fellow get necar tho
table, you might pass him things, Ara
fou &g_‘_?ing to scoff all the jam tarts
uiff 1
““Oh dear! Pess him =]l the tarts,
and perhaps he'll shut up for a minuto
or two [ said Bob Cherry.

“0h, really, Cherry! I can jolly
well tell you, you'd have had that gun-
man after you at Rookwood if I hadn't

ulled his leg " snorted Bunter, “ Fat
ot of thanks I ET:-_L for iﬁviﬂg ug my
half-holiday to help you fellows. BaY
the beast suspected that I know some-
thing about it, and he grabbed me—and
I got away by making Van Duck’s voica
come out of the woodshed. The silly ass
thought Van Duck was there, you know,
when I imitated his voico. That guoa-
man is & silly fopl—"

“8cz you!" said a guiet voico over
Billy Bunter's fat shoulder.

“0h lor’ I gasped Bunter.

He spun round on his chair in the
doorway, forgetiul even of jam tarts,
A hickory face under a bowler hat was
looking into the study.

“0Oh, my hat!” exclaimed Bob Cherry,
“H'm! "Trotin, Mr. Pike 1

“Trickle in, old bean!” said Harry
Wharton. ; g ; .

Poker did not trot or trickle in. FHis
hickary [ace was grim.

It was clear that he had heard what
Dilly Bunter had said, and had jumped,
at Tast, to' the solution of the mystory
that had bafled him all that day.

No doubt it had already dawned on
Poker’'s rather solid brain that, as YVan
Duck cortsinly had heen absent, the
vaico ho had heard must have been a
trick of some sort. Now he knew the
trick that had been played.

“Ho -that was the lestle game, waa
it " said Poker grimly. * ¥ou fat gink,
I knowed you was wiso fo it 8o it was
you putting up an imitation of that
yvoung geck's toot, to string me along.”

“Oh! No!” gasped Bunter, in alarm.
“ Nothing of the kind! I'm npt & ven-
triloquist at all, and as for imitating
any chap’s voice, I simply couldn’t do
it. You can ssk any of theso fellows—
they've heard me lots of times”™

#“ Hg, ha, hal”

“Aw, don't you get your mad up,
Foker ! grinned Van Duck. “I guess
your gun wasn't wanted at Rookwood,
and we jest had to pull your leg. Mosev
in and #it down te supper, and smile a
fow™

“1 guess,” said Poker, “that T ain't
etopping for eats! I guess 1'm going ta
lam that fat guy s fow for stringing
me. "

#1 gav, you fellows ¥ yolled Bunter.

Eilly Bunter wished. that he hadn't
rolled into that stud;:' Eu;irﬁer. or, alter
nately, that hoe hadn’t talked so much!
But it was too late for either wish.
sinewy hand grasped him, and hooked
him off the chair. A swing of a sinewy
arm whirled him over, face down across

Then the gunman's other
hand rose, and daacendecf like & flail, on
the tightest trousers at Greylriars.

Smack |

“ Yarooooh ¥

Smack ! :

“ Whoop velled Billy Bunter.
“Help ! I say, vou fellows, help !1”
“Hold on ! gasped Harry Wiu}u.rtc-n.
Smack ! :

“Zfop 1 yelled Van Duck., “Pack it
up, you geloot!”

Smbok |

“Yaroooh! HRoscue
Bunter,

Bmack {

1"
!

shriekoed



“Pile in ¥ shouted Bob Cherry, and
he led the rush.

Billy Bunter sprawled rearing on the
floor, as the rush of ‘the Removites
hurled Poker through the doorway into
the Remove pa 2

::gw : wa | -iu 1" roared _Buni.e;*.?

W ou pesky young piecans!
gasped Poker, as he whirled in the pas-
sage. “1 guess—— Aw, greal jumping
toads ! I guess—yorrrroocoop !

Poker Pike had come as an honoured
guest. But he looked like anything but
an honoured guest as he departed—roll-
ing down the Remove staircase. He
came to a stop on the next landi and
his bowler hat, for once detached from
his head, went rolling down the lower
slairs, ]

“"Aw! Carry me homa to diel!”
spluttered Poker; and he followed his
hat, gasping as he went. And the study
suppar Lnished without the Greyfriars
Euiman,

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Knows How!

[ OLLY well rag him ™ said Bally
Bunter.

“Jolly well rats!” said Bob
Cherry.

“I've been smacked |¥ roared Bunter.

“That's all right I

“Ts it 1" how Buntor,

“Right as rain!” said Bob cheer-
fully.

That was the sort of sympathy Billy
Bunter received.

If ever a fellow had rcasom to feel
wrathy and indignant, William George
Bunter had.

It was the day after the Rockwood
mateh.  The sun had gone down and
risen again, and Billy Bunter had let
the sun rise on hiz wrath.

Bunter had often realised that it was
an ungrateinl world. Now this fact
was borne in more than ever on his fat
mind. .

He had been smacked—hard! This
was his reward for having hel the
Remove fellows out of o difficulty with
his wonderiul ventriloquismi, His view
was that there should have been general
indignation on the subject—and there

wasn't ]

Nobody sgemed to think that it
mattered very much whether Bunter was
simacked or not. But to Bunter it
mattered guite a lot.

Hia fat brow was morose in Form that
morning.

When the Remove came out in break
Billy Bunter's indignation intensifiod at
the sight of the Famous Five and their
proceedings. Poker Pike was taking a
walk in the quad, and the chums of
the Remove jainw& him, with smilin
faces—just as if Poker mattered, an
Bunter didn't | :

Poker regarded the cheery jumniors
rather grimly.

“Sorry wo had to roll you out of the
study, old bean | satd Harry Wharton
smiesbly. " DBut, you see——"

“Huhb I” grunted Poker,

*“You soe, we couldn't let you smack
-Bunter. We put him up to pulling your
leg yesterday,” explained Wharton, “szo0
weo really couldn’t let you go ahead.
Sorcy, all the same 1"

n ’I‘?h:a sorrowfulness is terrific, my
worthy end ludicrous Poker I assured
Hurrea Jamscet Bam Bingh solemnly.

ik Huh I?‘J

"8o0 don't be shirty, old man!™ eaid
Bob Cherry,

ey Huh e

“Let not the frown of infuriated
wrath replace tho smile of idiotic friend-
ship 1 urged Iluwrreo Jamset Ram
Singh.

EVERY SATURDAY

Poker grinned.

“0.K. 1" he gaid. "I gupss T ain’t got
no _grouch. ¥ou surc won't be able to
string me again that-a-way, now I'm
wise to 1t. Forget it [

Bo peace was cstablished—which was
satisfactory to the chums of the Remove,
who liked Poker, and not at sll satis-
factory to Billy Bunter, who didn't |

“1 say, you fellows,” began the fat
Owl, when the juniors left Poker—“I
ERY, ;:Jf you think I'm going to stand

a-ll-ll—l—l—
“ Bow-wow I zaid Boh.

“If you think I'm going to stand——"
roared Bunter.

“Ring off, old fat man I*
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“1'm not gomg to stand—" velled

Bunter. :

“Right-hol 8it down " said- Bob.
And Buuter sat down suddenly in the
quad, with a little assistance from thoe
exuberant Bob., “That all right ¥

“Ha, ha, ha *

“Owl Beast!” roared Bunter,

ﬁgyargntly, it was not all right 1

“Wall, if ,gnu’ra not going to stand,
and you don't want to sit down, what
do you wanti” demanded Bob. *Some
fellows are never satisfied I

“Béast] I mecan, I'm not going to
sfand—"

“You're repeating yourself, old fat

(Continued on next page.)

(1)
The last two poems from my pen
Have dealt with Skinner and Snoop,
And now I've got to write of Sioit,
And thus ecomplete the group :
So lel's get on with [f, and then
We'll finish with their troupe.

i (2}

Ths three Black Sheep of the Remove,
Are always more or lass

Together, and I understand,
It's thru:fh that leiter 8.

The same inftial well may prove
The same aitrastions—yes ?

(%)
There's Hobson-Hoskins in the Shell,
There's Blundell thick with Bland :
But this Is by the way, for I
Must keep my work In hand,
And Willlam Stott’s the subject—well,
Now ain't life really grand ?

There's nothing much to say of him,
He's just & weedy lck,

Who often smokes until he chokes,
And finds he's Iuilupf' sick,

Then takes, In Quelchy's study grim,
His medieine—the siick 1

(9}
Then Sieit began to dance and shoui,
1 waiched him, with a grin,
He spun around with frantie bound,
Just llke & Harlequin !
That eigareite had not gone out,
It rested on his skin I

{12}
I had to do my best, of course,
To save the wreitched chap,
And so 1 rose, took Gosling's hose,
And screwed it to the tap!
Tha water, bursling oul with force,
Wiped Stoit clean off the map.

{8)
The Editor has told me I
Must interview this pest,
I'Il say I won™t, but H T don’t,
He'll zo00n [ose Intozest.
On second thenghis 1 think 'U iry,
And second thoughis are best !

(11)
* Yaroeh ! I'm burning ! Help I **
ha screaamed,
Hls volea like pisto! shots !
e - yid  He jumped and howled, he shrieked
palll - and scowled,
He tied himself in knots.
I grew guite direy, for It scemed,
?uw a dozen Sioits.

Skinner and Snoop huve already come under

the esgle eye t‘nj pen of our long-haire

noet.  MNow comes the turn of the third
member of this " select ™" trin ...

WILLIAM STOTT,
another Black Sheep of the Remove,

(3)
Not that it works with Hurres Singh
{Though he's & *' Black 3Sheep,”’ too),

But Smiih (If he is 8. not V.)
1= cooniad with the orew

And you may see this kind of thing
In oiher forms oo view.

(5)
1've no desire to write of Stoit,
There's nothing to altract
The poet’s muse, and 1 refuss
To do it, if I"'m sacked !
No, sir, I tol] you I will not [
1 mean it, that's & faet |

s II.-!:__‘_.:_'_—_:.I: Ef
: I-.:i_;_- t;ﬁ

{8)
"Twas In the woodihed I espled,
Him smoking all his might I
T clapped a hand upon him, and
Hls smoke dropped ount of sight !
That cigareite had ﬁrupxu: Inside
His collar—satill alight !

(10)
To me the words ke nsed were fresh,
They showed me that he [=lf
A sense of paln ! He made, that plain !
And as he danced I smelt
A smell resembling burnlng fesh,
And Stott began to melt [

{13)
He rolled 2nd grovelled In the pool,
That gathered on ihe spot,
1'd put him out without a doubt,
But grateful ? He was not 1
He trailed back dismally to school,
A drenched, but wiser Stotl.
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bean! Hallo, halle, hallo! There's the
bell i

And the juniors seaurperad away.

* Beasts [

Billy Bunter's fat brow was wrathy as
he followed the Remove into the Form-
room for third schoal. Third lozzon was
Latin’ prose papers unmder the eye of
Mr. Quelch. But, to the relief of the
Remnove, the Form-master, having set
them going, glanced at the clock, and
called to Wharton, his head bay.

“Wharton, I shall leave you in charge
for a quarter of an hour,” he said, *1L
have to see the headmaster.”

Mr. Queclch left the Forme-room.

There was 8 general relaxation at
once. The papers had to be written, but
tha Remove did not exert themselves
unduly in Mr. Queleh's abscnce. In
such matters the master's esye was
essential, i

Bob Cherry and Bmithy and several
other fellows began to discuss the
previous day's game at Rookwood—a
more interesting uubﬁct to them than
Latin prose. Lord Mauleverer closed
his eyes for a gentle doze. Bkinner
manufectured an ink-ball to project at
Mark Linley, the only fellow in the
Remove who was still concentrated on
Latin. Ogilvy handed round &' packet
of toffee.

Billy Bunier—wonderful to relate—
did not heed the toffee. He rose to his
feot and made for the donr.

“Hold on, fathead !" called out Harry
Wharton. “You can't go out of the
Form-room |"

‘él’rc’!'urgntten my Latin grammar,
and—"

“There it is=—on vour desk.”

“Oh! I—I mean, I-—I've left the tap
running in the passage—>="

“ Not much difference 1" said the head
boy of the Remove sarcastically.
“Well, whatever rou've done, sit down
and shut up I”

“Bhan't I retorted Bunter.

And he opened the Form-room door
and rolled out.

“You fat assl” Wharton.
“ Come back [V

£ Yah !J#

Bunter disappeared..

“ Anvbody left any tuck in his study

roaro:d
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grinned the Bounder., *If he has, heo
won't eee it again t” .

And there was a chuckle. DBut, as it
happened, Billy Bunter was not think-
ing of raiding tuck in the studies.

%’ha fat Owl Dblinked round him
eautiously through hiz big spectacles as
he rolled down the passage. Cautionsly
he made his wav to Mr. Quelch’s study.
Quelch was with the Head, the other
masters were with their Forms, and the
coast was clear. )

No eye fell on Dilly Bunter as he
rolled into his Form-master’s study and
shut the doar.

He rolled across to the telephone.

Foker Pike had declared that, now
he was “wise ™ to fthe trick, it would
not ba possible to “string him along *
egain b}g such a stunt as imitating a
voice. But the Greviriars ventriloguist
had his own idess about that.

He rang up Gosling’s lodge.

"The ancient porter of Greyiriars
answered.

“Mr. Quelch spesking!” Bunter
barked into the telephone, in 6o exact
an imitation of Henvy Samuel Quelch's
curt tones that Henry Samuel, he
been present, might have supposed that
it was himself spenking:

“ Yesszir I grunted Gosling.

“Tell Mr. Pike I dezire to speak to
him at once t*

“Yessir 1

Poker, who had his gquarters in
Gosling’s lodge, generally sat on the
bench outside that lodge while Putnam
van Duck was in class. In léss than a
minute his voice cume through.

it 'EI'E IH

“Mr. Pike, I am called away from my
class for some time this meormng,”
barked the ﬂrei};‘friars ventriloguist, I
should be wuch obliged if you would
come to the Hemovo room and take
charge of the Form during my absence.”

" 38;1rﬂ I” gaid Poker.

“If yvon will kindly come at once—"

" Borest thing vou know [

“Thank you, Mr. Pike 1"

“O.K. "

Billy DBunter rang off and rolled,
grinning, out of Mr. Quelch's study.
His fat face was wreathed in grins as
he rolled into the Remove Form Room.

The SCHOOL of U
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“What have you been up to, you fat
villain ? asked Harry Wharton.

“0Oh, nothing I answered Bunier. 1
say, you fellows—he, he, hel—I say,
vou remember how wild old Quelch was
the time that beast Pike barged inte
our Form-reoomi He, he, hel He was
as mad as a haiter] Jie, he, hel 1
SAY, cii}u‘ fellows, what do you think
Quelch will say if he finds that gunman
hers when he comes back 7%

“Pike won't come here again, you fat
duoffer I* gaid Harry, staring et him.
“There was too much of a row about it
lazt time.”

“He, he, he” chuckled Bunter.,

“Hay, that Pc-s!—:; guy ain't horning in
again, 15 he? excleimed Van Duck.

“He, he, ha [

“Have you seen him comingt” ex-
claimed SBkinner. “My hat! There will
be a row if Quelch finds him here
again I*

“He, he, he ¥

There was & heavy tread in the
corrider.

The Form-room door opened, and &
bowler hat and a hickery face dawned
on the staring Removites. Lord Maule-
verer opened his eyes; the cricketers
forgot cricket; Mark Linley forgot
Latin prose; sll the Remove stared at
Poker Pike. The Greyiriars gunman
walked checrfully in.

“What the thump—"
Harry Wharton.

“Poker you bonehead, you beat it ¥
yelled Putnam. “You honing for
another rookus with our Form-master,
you pesky piecan ¥

“Aw, forget it,” sald Poher. "I
guess I'm here to take charge of you
young ginks!”

“For goodness’ sake, clear off I"' ex-
elaimed Havry anxiously. **Look here,

cxclaimed

vou don't want another row with
Quelch—"
“OK. ¥ said Poker. "1 guess that

guy asked mo to come here ond take
charge while he was out.”

“ %uelch asked you 1" gasped Wharton.
“ Surest thlngd you know.™
“0Oh erumbs |

F I{E} hu_l hﬂ ITI

* But—Dbut—but Queleh ecan't have
asked youl” stuttered the head boy of
the Remove.

“He sure did1 Pack it up, you I said
Poker. "Go and sit dewn! I guess
I'm put in charge of this bunch—and I
dor’t want no bazk chat|”

“ But—" gasped Wharton,

: "i;}'ll mention that I ssid pack it up,
o

And Wharton, in great astonishment,
“packed it up,” and went to his place.
And the Greyiriars gunman, with his
usual sedate seriousnces, took charge of
the amazed, staring Remove.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Poker Pike—Form-master |

i UIT chewing the rag 1” barked
Poker. :
Q Thers was a buzz in the

Remove. Mr. Queleh would
have called out “8ilence |” but Poker
had brought his own varicty of the
E_ﬂglish language to Greyfriars with

1m

A ripple of merriment ran through
the Form. Certainly, the Remove had
no objection to being “up ™ to Mr. Pike
instead of “up * to Quelch, for n lesson.
It was likely to be much more entertain.

ing.

‘E‘nkﬂr. as usual, wos in deadly carnest.
Ha saw no occasion for merriment. The
juniors could not help thinking that
soma mistako had n made—some

. extraordinary misunderstanding—{or it



was scarcely possible that Quelch really
had requested the gunman to .take his
class in his absence,

But Poker, it was clear, was acting in

ood faith. Ho believed, st least, that
that was what Mr. Quelch wanted. And
it wos not so surprising to him as to
the Romovites, In book-learning, cer-
teinly, Poker was no great shakes, But
he had great stores of what he regarded
a3 much more useful knowledge.

The blackboard stood on itz easel
bofore the class. Quelch had intended
to chalk Latin verbs there. M. Pike
knew nothing of Latin verbs—if, indeed,
he had-ever heard of the Latin language
at all. When he picked up the chalk
the juniors wondered what was coming.

“What you young guys been doing*”
osked Poker, staring at the Latin
papers on the desks,

“Latin prose!” grinned the Bounder.
“Arn ;ﬁ:;u going to take us in Latin,
Mr. Pike?”

“Ha, ha, hal*

“Can 1t !” snapped Pcker.

ir I E‘IIE‘HH
I've

ot no uso for snickering! Bay,

you fat guy, you want to pack it up,
pronto

‘“"He, he, he ™

Amack |

“Yarooooh 1” roared Bunter, his fat
chuckle changing into a terrific bellow

as & helty hand smacked. “Ow! Wowl
Boast ! arcooch 1

“I guess I'm keeping order while I'm
.riding herd on this bunch,” zaid
Poker. “Chew on that, vou young
ginks [*

"Owt Wow! Ow!” gurgled Bunter,

Billy Bunter had expected things to
happen when he played that trick on
the unsuspicious gunman, But he had
not expected the smacking of his own
fat head to be an item in the pro-
gramme. MHe rubbed his head and
glared at Poker through his big spec-
tacles,

The Remova suppressed their merri-
ment. Poker's methads with & olass
were rather heavy-handed, and nebody
eleo wanted o swipe from that helty
hnni:'l'.

“I guess can forget that guff,” said
Poker, “ mem it wouldn't help you
none if you was crowded into a rookus,”

If Mr. Quelch had asked Poker to
take his class, certainly he would
hardly have expected him to dismiss
Latin prose as “guff.” But the Remove
fellows were quite prepared to dismisa
Latin prose,

They watehed Poker with great
intnrest as he chalked on the black-
board.

Ihwini. somoewhat slowly and lebori-
onsly, chalked up a gem of useful
Lnowledge, Poker steppoed aside,” to
reveal it to the rapt gaze of the Lower
Fourth,

The juniors [mivly gasped as they
reacd s

“ALWAYS
BE QUICK
ON THE DRAW !

“Oh crikey 1" sinttered Bob Cherry.
“(Jh, my only hat! I wonder what
Quelch would think of that?”

“Ha, ha, ha 1™

“ Pack it up, you "uns!" roared Poker,
“T guesa you sin't got no call to snicker
when you're U'arning in school!  Ain't
yvour " schoolmaster guy pot me in
charge of this bunch, and sin't T teach-

i::g (.}’“‘.1 T ‘

“"Go it " chortled the Bounder, *'This
is botter than Latin 1"

“The betterfulness is teyrific!”

* Hoar, hoear|”

“T'1l allow I ain't wise to Latin, what-
rver that might be,' said Poker Pike.
“But 1 guese & guy wants to learn to

-Bounder,

EVERY SATURDAY

bo quick on the draw. Now you lissen!
S'pose you was in a rookus in some
joint, end maybe two or three hoodlums
crowding you, liko I’ve been a whele
heap of times.™

“Oh dear 1" g:ﬂpﬂi Herry Wharton.

Poker was handing out instruction
with great seriousness. But it waa diffi-
cult for the Removites to take 1t seri-
oualy. They really could not quite
imagine themselves'in a “rockus " in a
“jomty”  with " hoodlams ¥ gruwding
them. Instruction on such subjects ha
been absolutely left out of the curricu-
lum at Greyiriars School.

& FLg-ura that you're fixed up that-a-

way " went on the learned lecturer. "1
guess k-learning wouldn’t help you
none ! Burest thing you know | guy

may not want his gat for weeks at a
time—but when he wants his gat he
wants it bad.”

* Please, what's & gat?®”
Smithy demurely.

“Hay? Youn been to school, and
don't know what a gat is{” demanded
Poker, “Carry me home to die! It's
sure a gun. Now, you want to pack a
gun handy in a pocket you can veach
mighty sud e i

“But a gun's too big to go in a
pocket | said Smithy.

“ Bearch me ¥ gha.spud Poker. “What
do Fou learn in this here school if you
don’t know that a gun's a revolver 1%

“Only want to get 1t clear,” ssid the
whila the BRemove chuckled.
“A gat 18 8 gun, and 8 gun 13 a pistol.
‘What's a pistol 1"

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Smack !

“Yoop 1" yelled Emitl:f. :

“I guess I mentioned that I don't
want no back chat!” said Poker. “Wao
ain’t here for f“n"i“gfn I'll eay I'm
teaching this bunch. ow you watch
me and get it card-indexed.”

The Remove watched as Poker slid
his hand to his hip, and, in the twink-
ling of an eye, whipped out hig six-guu.
There was no doubt that Poker was
quick on the draw!

There was & neral jump as he
lavelled the revolver at the c<lasa, his
finger on the trigger.

“ Now—" ha went on.

“Yarooh!” roared Billy Bunter.
“Turn that beastly thing another way,
you silly idiot! It might go off 1"

L | giues:a you'll bo cinching another
sockdolager if you don’t quit chewing
the rag, you pesky gink. Now, s'posa
you was & gang of hoodlums, crowd-
mg wme in a dive in Chicago, I {Ot

o covered 1Y sald Poker. “You

This here iz a lesson for you
guys to chew onl Keep your
m.nr.ﬂr. and always be quick on the

inguired

1ssen |
¥ O

g
draw

“Ha, hs, ha!"

“MNever be in a horry to start any-
thing,” went on Poker, “but if the
other guy aims to start anything, get
in first. Always aim low, and if you
don’t get him in the mudeiff you'll got
him 1 the cabezs |

“Oh crikey ™

“ Now you read over what I've wiote,
and chew on 1" said Paker; and,
wsing his six-gun instead of a8 pointer,
he pointed to the valeable instruction
chalked on the blackboard.

The Form-room door openegd.

Mr. Quelch stepped in.

Poker's back was to the door, and Lo
did not see the Remove master enter.
Alr. Quelch stared blankly at the extra-
ordinary scenc that met his gaze.

“Chew on it!” went on Poker
“ Always be guick on the draw——-="

Mr. Quelch came round the black-
board. The Removitea gazed at him,
hireathlesa. They wondered what tho
Remove master would think of the
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extr_p,qrdinarii instruction lis Form wes
receiving, 1t seemed to take Henry

Samue! Quelch’s breath awav.

“ Wha-g-a-a-a-t—"  stuttered Mr
Quelch. _ ‘

Poker glanced at him, and gave him
& cheery nod,

M8ey, L guess wo're getting on fince,
bi y1I'"" he remarked genially.
“¥ou don’t want to worry sbout this
here bunch while I'm riding herd.
I'll say these young gecks are learn-
ing & whole iot,"

*What—what—what docs this
mean ! gasped Mr. Quelch. * How
dare vyou enter this Form-room? I
repeat—how dare you? Go away at
ence! Upon my word, this is too
much! How dara you?”

Billy Bunter was still rubbing his
head; but he grinmed as he rubbed
it. The thundorstorm was coming
now.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAFPTER.
High Words |
OKER PIKE stared at the Re-
P move master. Perhaps ho had
expected Mr. Quelch to thank
him for having taken charge so
officiently during Form-master's
absence.  Anyhow, he had not ex-
d this. The genisl expression
aded from his hickory face.
“3ay, what's biting you?"" he de-
manded gruffly. " Ain't you satisfied
with what I'm teaching them young

gecks T
“ Batisfied I” gasped Mr. Quelch,
“Are you inesne? Are vou mad? X

will tolerate no mere of this! I shall
msist that you leave the school. On
the last occasion when you had the
attdacity to enter thiz Form-room—"

“Aw, ean it|" soapped Poker.
“What you getting at? I guess I
pin't horned in without being asked.”

“What! Van Duck did you venture
—did you dare to ask this—this person
to entor the Form-room——"'

“"Mope ¥ gasped Putnam.

“ Wharton, you——"

“(Oh, no, sir!" stuttered the captain
of the Remove, «

“L left you in- charge of this Form,
Wharton. You should have informed
mo 1mmediately when this—thia man
came here. ¥You should haye—"

“ But—but he said, sip-—"

1 what he may

“It matters m}thmg
have said, Wharton 1" thundered Mr.

Queleh, " You are my head boy, and
you ara pericctly aware that I should
allow nothing of the kind. I shall cane
F O ———

““Aw, pack it up!l'” hooted Poker.
“That young gink knowed that vou
asked me to ride bherd here."

“What |" stuttered Mr. Quelch. “X
—1 asked you to—to—to—— How
dara you make such a - statoment?
Wharton, did this—thiz man tell youn
that I had asked him to come here®”

“Yen, sir!"" gasped Wharton.

“Upon my word!l You actnolly
limic such a statement o my Form
thaot e

“Say, didn't yon ask me, you pesky
old geck ¥ roared Poker.

“Certainly not ! Mothing of the
kil Iow daro you make such a
statement ' ghricked Mr. Quelch.

“You allow you never asked me to
horn in here, and ride herd while you
was nut?"” roared Poker indignantly.

“Nothing of the kind! Tho stale-
ment is utterly false 1M

“You calling me a liar!” howled
Poker. "By the great horned tosd, I
gness if yoo don't take that back, I'll
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sure beat vou up a few! You dog-
goned ”ald geck, vou sure did ask
ng——

“I did not!” shrieked Mr. Quelch,
“Nothing could have been [further
from my thoughis. I did not!"

“You' sure (id!"” roared Poker.

“1 repest that I did not1 How dare
yvou prelend fhat I ever made such a
request?  AMr, Quelch almost raved
with wrath.

“Beat it, Polier, you gink !" shouted
Putnam.

“Aw, can 1t ' snarled Poker. “You
figure that I'm going to bo called a

liar 8 doggoned guy of a school.
master? I'll say I've shot up guys for
IEEH-'I;.I; that | ere, you! Stick ‘em
up l’

Mr. Quelch jumped almost clear of
the Form-rcom floor as the angry and
indignant gunman thrust the six-gun
glmost in his meajestic face.

“For a Continental red cent!™ said
FPoker sm-aizely. “I'd gure hitl you so

ITI

full of holes that you'd do for a
colander! Yep! You nsk a guy to
come here and ride herd over sour
bunch—-"

“I did net! I—* ]

“¥ou sure did. And me boing an
obliging guy horned in, like you
asked me!"" roasred Poker. “And 1

guess I boen tenching these young
gecks more uwseful stuff than they ever
got before, too. guesa their Latin
end such wouldn’t help them a lot if
they was crowded in 8 rookus. Burest

tthébjuu koow.

5 ¥aﬁp¢d Mr. Quelch. *Gol
I shall place this matter before the
headmaster. I—I shall—"
: "Can "it!"” vapped Poker. "“You
can't call this baby a liar and get by

with it. You're taking it back—get
me ¥

* Poker ! yolled Van Duck.

“Park it, you! I'm saure talking
to this rdaiganed old piecan! You
taking it back—you, Quelch—or you
wanting me to beat yon up till your
Uncle Georpge wouldn't knew you from
“ & carpet " roared Poker.

‘““Blesa my soul!” gasped Mr. Quelch.

The Greyiriars gunman glared at
him over the levelle#® six-gun. Poker's
hickory face was crimson with wrath
and indignation. Therec was o step in
the doorway, and a gasp from the
juniors. .

“The Head ' breathed Bob Cherry.

Dir. Locke rustled in. Poker's angry
roar had reached his august ears
Beldom did the headmaster of Grey-
friars loso his calm, lofty composure.
But his eyves almost bulged from his
countenance &t the seene in the Re-
move Form Room. -

“What 15 this?™ gasped the Head.
“ What—what—what—"

'oker Pike looked round.

At gight of the headmasier his lifted
arm wns lowered, and tho siz-gun dis-
appeared as if by magic into his hip-
pocket. Poker was as qguick on pack-
ing a ﬁun as pulling one. Poker was
a tough guy, but he bhad & deep re-
speet for the silver-haired hendmaster
of Gereyiriara. The six-gun vanished,
and the gunman looked a good deal
like a schoolboy caught in a prank.

“Aw!" ho gasped. ®I'll gay you
don’t want to horn into this here
rookus, sir. Not by a jugiul. I guess
I wasn't gmn]g to shoot up that old
uy none. was jest haodling my
ardware promizcus——""

“Mr. Quelch, what—"
“That—that person,” stuttered Mr.
l%uﬂleh “that—that—that mar de-
clares that I requested him to tako
charge of my Form, and——"
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“You sure did " howled Poker.
“Buch o statement is, on the faco
of it, ridiculous !’ exelaamed the Head.

“You have made some cxtraordinary
mistake, Mr. Pike.”

“Don’t I know his tooi?™ roared
Foker. “Ain't it 1i1'.:3t. like the filin
of a saw? That old geck zure aﬁkeﬁ
me—"'

“ Impossible 1

“1 cannot acconnt for the man's de-
lusion, sir,” stuttered Mr. Quoleh.
“But, in any case, this ruffianly out-
break in my Form-roome——*"

“It is quite intolerable!” said tha
Head.,  “Mr. Pike, leave this Form-
room at once! Immediately, sie!™
_Poker Pike eyed the Elead a good deal
like a savape bulldog. It waz clear
that he was very keen on " besting
up *’ the Remove master, unless he
“took it back,” as Poker coxpressed it.
But there was a colm authority in the
majoestic headmaster of Greviriars that
was not to be denied. SBlowly Poker
turned to the door.

In the doorwey he poused.

“T'm telling »ou * he began.

“ Please go at vnee !V

“That old guy spoke to me over the
phone to the lodge, and he azked me
to horn in and ride herd—"'

*Please go!”

YT ain't starting no rookus with you,
sir,”’ said Poker. "1 respect you a
whole lot, and then some. Dut when
{u“ ain't aroind, I sure am going to
eat up that guy a few for calling me

a liar! I'll say that's a cinch t*

“Bless my soul!? murmured Mr.
Quelch.

And the Remove gasped,

“Kindly go!" rapped the Head.
“Mr. Quelch, you may vely upon it that

no such scena will bo repeated here.
I shail dispatch a cable to Mr. Vander-
decken van Duck. in Chicngo, request-
ing him to reeall Mr, Pike immedi-

ately."”
gasped Mr.

. "¥Yery  good,
Quelch.

Dr. Lacke. followed the gunman from
the Form-room. He closed the door
after him. 5

Mr. Quelch wiped a spot of per-
spiration from his  schelastic  brow.
There was a buzz in the Remove.
Harry Wharton & Co. glared at the
grinning fat Owl,

They had been quite puzzled by
Poker's extraordinary misapurchension.
But as soon as he mentioned that Mr.
Queleh’s request had been made over
the phone to Gosling's lodge, they
understood at onee that the Grevfriars
ventriloguist had been at his  tricks
H.%lllll'.l, . They did not need telling now
why Bunter had left the Form-room.

“You fat villain ! breathed DBoh
Cherry. “You've been pulling Poker's
leg over the phone.™

“1lc, he, he 1” guegled Bunter.

“Silenee ! exclaimed Mr, Queleh.
“Cherry ! Yon are talking ! Take ffty

sip [

lines! DBunter! Heow dare you laugh?
Take & hundred lines ™
“0Oh lor' ¥

Mr. Quelech was very much disturbed.
But he was not too disturbed to carry
on with Latin prose. And during the
remainder of that lesson his temper was
tavt—very tart indeed | Seldom had tho
Remove been so glad to be dismissed.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAFTER.
After the Feasi fhe Reckonlng !

1 UNTER 1"
B “He, ho, he 1™

“You fat sconndrel 1
“Ho, he, ho!™
“¥ou Dburbling, Dblinking bander-

enatch 1"

£ Hﬂ, IIE_- he 1

Bunter was amused. But the fellows
who surrounded him in the quad, after
the Bemove ecame out, did not look
amrused, They looked wrathy.

The previows day Billy Bunter's
ventriloquista had come in uwzeful, On
the present occasion it was too much of
& good thing—altogether too much! A
Yape was a japer; buk _ﬂm CONsSeuences
were altogether too serious,

The view of the Famous Five was that
Billy Bunter ought to own up. But no
such view presented itself to William
George Bunter.

this go on,” said

“You can't let
Harry Wharton, “Last time Poker
rowed with Queleh, e was ordered to
“go, and Quelch let him off, This time

& won't 1"

“No fear !" prinned Bunter,

“If the Head sends that cable to my
popper, in Chicage, it's U P with poor
old Poker I said Putham van Duck.

“Jolly good thing, too ! said Bunter,
ﬁrlqnmg. “Who wants him here? I

on't "

“"Waal, I goess I do ! said Putnam.
“I'm sure tired of the gink treading on
my tail, but I ain't got no hunch to be
cinched by Chick Chew and his bunch !
Poker's got to stick [*

“He, ho, he [¥

" Bto eac[-:lin% you fat frog!
growled Johnny Bull. “You've got to
go to the Heed before he sends that
cablo—"

“T'Il watch 1t 1 chuckled Bunter.

“And own up 1 said Frank Nugent.

“He, he, he !

“ Quelch has gone to the Head now,™
said Harry Wharton, “ Bet you they're
concocting that blessed cable together.
It's too rotten ! You ean see that you've
got to own up, Bunter IV

“Bhan't I

“Or we'll joliy well reg you bald-
headed ! roarcd Bob Cherry.

“1 say, you fellows, no larks!” ex-
claimed Bunter, in alarm. *“The fact
ig, I—I had nothing to do with it. If
I had, of course, 1—I'd go and own up
like o shot! But I never went fo
Quelch’s study thiz morning, and I
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never called up Gosling’s lodge on his
phoue [

“¥ou did I howled Bob.

“1 didn’t I hooted Bunter. *You can

ask Gosling, if you like! Ile knows, as
he answered the phone”

“Oh scissors 1Y

“The fact 15, I know no more about it
than the man in the moon. I can't go
to the Head and zay I did it, when—
when [ didn't | It wouldn't be truthful I
I'm a bit more particular about that
than you fellows.”

“Oh, scrag him '™ said Bob,

“"You're not getting by with a rotten
trick like this, you fat fromp!” ox-
claimed the ecaptain of the Remove.
“Queleh is as mad as s hatter now, and
the oad's in a bate, but they'll be all
right as soon as they know that it was a
trick on Poker. You've got to own up

and set it right.”

“Well, look here,” said Bunter., * 1
you want somnebody to own up, you can
%a and own up yourself—sea? Go to tho

ead and own up that vou did 1it."

“Tut I didn't t* howled Wharton.

“Well, I didn’t, either [” said Bunter.
“I never even thought of getting that
beast into & row with Queleh, to Eﬂj’ him
cut for smaecking me yesterday, I
wast't in Quelch’s study at all when I
did it—I mean, when I didn't do it If
vou fellows ¢an’t take my word, I prefer
to lot the matter drop.”

“Mollar him IV said Baob.

“ Yarooh [ .

The matter did not drop. It was Billy



Bunter that dropped. He sat down on
tho quadrangle with & heavy bump.

“Ow 1 Beasts] Wow ! reared Bunter.

“Aro you going to own upl” de-
manded Bob.

* Beast 1™

“0Oh, kiek him !

Ef'&rnmmﬂp !Jl

Billy Buntor scrambled wp and fled
for his fas life.

Harry Wharton & Co. were left in a.

They knew what had
happened, but the headmaster and
Form-master had no suspicion of it
GGiving Bunter away to the beals was
not to be thought of—it was against all
laws, written end unwritten. And it
was clear that Bunter wasn't going to
own up. A flogging waz dua to a fellow
who playved such & trick as 1mper

*
worried group.

y
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< Can It 1 ** yapped Poker Plke. ** You can’t call this baby a liar and got by with it. You're takis

The Greyiriars gunman was glaring

*“ What is this ? ** gasped the startled Head,

sonaling iz Form-master on the tele
fh:rnu and cousing a shindy in the
FOr-roonl.

Bunter did not want to ba flogged |
I1s had the strongest poesible objections
to snything of the kind. _

“Hallo, hallo, hallo, here comes jolly
old Poker I murmured Bob.

The Greyfriars il.mmsm waas walking
in tho quad, with a frown of doeep
thonght on his hickory face, under the
bowler hat. Bome of the fellows whe
saw him wondered whether ho was
waiting for Quelch to como out, to carry
out his dire threat of ** beating him up.”

Hearry Wharton & Co. were asilent as
the gunman came up to them. Poker
Pike aved them thoughtiully.

“Say, you young g_u:;s,” gaid Poker,
“I gucss I been chewing it over a few !
That rchoolmaster guy of yourn ain't
the galoot to tell lies, I reckon”

“THardly 1" said Harry Wharton,

EVERY SATURDAY

“Ha allawed he never azked me to
ride herd over his bunch,” =aid Poker.
“ And liu:n sure did, over the phone 1™

The jumiors did net answer, They
could not give the fat and fatuous
ventriloguist away.

“1 sure knowed his toot 1" said Poker.
“And I guess I wan glad to oblige. I'll
tell you, I was surprised some when
ho went back on it! I sure was poing to
beat him up a fow——">"

“¥ou locoed peck ! growled Putnam
van Duck,

“But I guess I heen chewing it over,”
went on gckcr calmly, “and I kinder
reckerlect that while that young gink
Van Duck was away yestevday, his voics
was left lying around. Mebbke I men-
ticned to you voung guvs that 8 galoot

|
||i

at Mr. Quelch over his levelled gun when

eonldn't string mo along twice in the
same way.”

Poker nodded his bowler hat slowly.

“I'll tell & man, I'm sure wise to it,
now I been chewing it over,” he sald.
“Mebbe I'm & boneliead, and can be
strung along like & rube from Rubes-
ville, and mebbe I aiv't ! That fat gink
Bunter 12 sure epry at putling over
another geck’s toot. Mebbe if he eould
lay young Putnam ahind a locked door,
Eﬁ could play the schoolmaster on the
phone.”

The chums of the Remove exchanged
=laneos, Evidently D'oker Pike had
Tohewed it over” with resnlts,

“I rveckon I got on to i, =aid Poker,
with another nod of the bowler hat,
“Burest thing you know ! 1 gness that
fat guy ie going to cough it up !” :

Poker welked away, locking for Billy
Bunter.

A fow minutes later a terrific howl

! 1] )

“* Mr. Quelch—Mr.
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awole fthe echoes of the Groyfriars
guadrangle.
It procesded from Billy Bunter,

“Yarcalh! | Leggo " velled Bunter,
“1 say, you fellows! Help! Whooop 1

“1Oh, my hat!” gaszped Bob Cherry.
“Poker'a pot him 1

“He sure has cinched that fat gouy !
grinped Putnam,

“ ¥oo-hooop 1Y

Billy Buntar, with a grip of iron on
the back of his fat neck, was being pro-
pelled towards the House, Ho wriggled
wildly as he went; but he had to go; the
zingwy arn of the Greyiriara gunman
was not to be denied. Dozens of fellows
rished np, to stare at the scene,

“1 zay, you fellows, resene!” shricked
Bunter. I say, 1 ain't ‘going to the

L1

W0
>
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back ! Gotme I™M
Dr. Locke rustled Into the Form-room.

Pike—what Is this ¢ "

Head! I never did itl1  DBesides, the
benst smacked me ! 1 say— Yoroch IV
Still rooring:; Bunter was propelled
into tha House |
“That's that 1" romarked Bob Cherry..
And that, undoubtedly, was that |

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
0.K.

HAT 1" sjaculated the Head,
“W-what I" stuttered My,
Queleh, ] :
They werce in tho Head's
study, and the cable intended for Mr,
Vamlerdecken van Duck, in Chicago,
lay on the table., The study door was
pitched open all of a sudden, and tho
two masters stared round blankly as a
fat, wriggling jonmior was projected into
the mﬁn{i&' vined 28
ontinued on page 28,
Tar Maoker Lmnf:?.-—ﬂn. 1,477
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MASTER-SPY AGAINST THE

WORLD !

CAPTAIN VENGEANCE!

A Secrat of the Grea! War!

N the chart-room of the pivate
H ceruizer Vengeance, Von Limnr,.
arch-pirate and world's master-
spy, bent over the chart table with

a thoughtful frown, compasses and

dividers in his plump hands,

The pirate eruiszer 'Plﬂuglmd through
the cahm sapphire of thoe sea, as her
giant engines rolled and thundered at

fullesk A’x_mssum. Down in the engine-
room, dials and gauges indicated that
overy ounce of steam was  being

harnessed in that fieree, intenze race
against time. In tho chart-room with
Von Fimar was Bonald Westdale, his
Enghsh  guvnery  licutenant,  Killer
Moran, an Ameriean, Dr. Nicowe, and
Luis Hamire; and in the doorway, eap
in hand, stood the stoekily built German
guartermaster, Dietz by name.

“Thiz 13 the sceret refuge for which
we are heading,” grunted Von Birar at
inst, his monoele glinting as he glaneed
up and tapped the chart with poday
forefingee. “ Inaccessible Island it is
called, etz he nodded his equare,
smooth-=haven head towards the quarter-
master. <15 the only man in the shin
wno has ever been there, and it is lw
who  will puide us anlo itz seeved
liarhour.™

ftovald Westdale, hiz brow corrugated
by a puzzled frown. glanced interestedls
ab the dot murkedg by Von Eimar's

COTAEEEE, .
“Inaccessible Teland!™ Le repeated
thonghtfully, " DBui if this island =

marked on all Adwiralty charts, as it
musk be, how ean we be safo there? Al
the warships in these scaz are seavching
for ws.  They'll comb every island and
lagoon before they give up tho seareh.”

Vor Ilimar grinned with the smile of
superior kaowledge,

Thick and fast had events erowded
upon one another since that memorable
nrght when Von Eimar had planned and
led the uprising of convicts on Nemesis
Island, the notorious penel scttlement,
and seized the Government eruisor
which he had turned into a pirate man-
o'-war. Already Le had opened his
piratical earecr by the sinking of the
Australian luxury liner, 8yvlvia Bav,
after taking  the hundred thousand
pounds’ worth of bullion that she had
on bLoard. But on one event he had
miscaleulated.  Just before sho was tor-
pedoed, the 8vlvia Bay had managed to
send out an 8 O 8, and now eruisers and
destroyers of half a dozen nations had
joined in remorseless pursnit of the
modern pirate.

Two hours before, with his usual
masterly combination of bravery and
cold-blooded, caleulated evuning, Von
Funar had destroyed four Duotch sgeoa-
f)]nnﬂ_ that had attempted to intercept
us flight., Buot now, as every man
aboard the cruiser knew, the pirates
were nearing the end of their tethor. At
an¥ moment & trail of emake upon the
skyline might herald the advent of pur-
siing  warships. Gangs of conviets,
slaving in relays, had piled up the fires
in the fnrnaces, driving the ernisor at
her vitmost speed ; but the coal in her
bunkers was becoming ominonsly low,
anil. eo far as the others in the ehart-
room Lknew, they lad no means of
replenishing their depleted supplies,

Von limar smiled ‘as he polished his
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Armed with a lash, Killer Moran stood over the convict pirates while they got
busy replenishing the coal bunkers of the cruiser Vengeance !

monocle, noting the anxiety that his
licntenants did not attempt to hide,

“Aly dear friends,” he murmured in
his low.pifthed, gottural English, jam-
ming the glass once more into his i)ig;ht
blue eye, “1 had really thought that you
rated my intelligence at a higher acale,
You may be sure that I did not organise
our little insurrection at Nemesis Island
without foresceing the obrious: also,
vou may be assured that I did not leave
s0_important & matter as an ultimate
refuge to chance, As von sav, my dear
Westdale, Inacceszible Island is marked
down on every Admerelty echart, What
you may not know, however, is that no
warship will trouble to seareh round it,
for the simple reason that it will be
deemed impossible for vs to be in hiding
theve”

relicately he dusted his nestrils with
a scented handkerchief, enjoving to the
faull the Ffretting imbpationce of his
subordinates.

" Inaceogeible Teland.” he ran on, “has
been known to geographers sineo the
cighteenth century.  From iis first dis-
covery it hos alwave bheen deseribed as o
smiall island, five milos by four, bounded
on all sides by high, inaccessible eliffs
—iwnee its name—and that, what with
strong and  treacherous currents and
cross-enrrents, ane  innomerable coral-
recfx, 1t 13 impns<ible for a ship to got
within two miles of it, Only a small

boat ean epproach the chffs, and then
only with the greatest danper. Conse-
guently, ell beoka of reference on the
subject will tell vou that Inaccessiblo
Island has never been explored, and
that no human foot has ever been set
upon its shores.”

YVon Eimar smiled blandly and lit a
cigar. The faces of hLis companions
lengthened.

“Drips mio!"” blazed Luis Bamiro ex-
citedly. " You will lead us into the
trap, Von Eimor? A barren island,
inaccessible, without harbouri Is this
the joke, scnor capitani”

The pale bue eyes of Von Funar
glinted like polished steel. The South
American's torrential  eloguence  died
away promptly and abruptly like iln
jamming of o machine-gon,

“If you do not mind, Luis Famiro—I
have not finished xet!™ Von Eimar
epoke with all that iey, genlle suavity
that his hearcrs knew to be o danger
signal; and Luis Ramiro wilted,

“That 1z Inaceessible Iszland, mv
friends, az 1t 1z known to the world,”
resumed Von Eimar, “But it happaus
that the world does not know every.
thing, Somo years ago—fomr xyears
before the CGreat War, to be precise—
a German vessel Lhappened to be survey:
ing these waters. The profeszor and
hydrographer in charge patd particular



atteniion to Imaceessible Jsland. That
attention amply repaid hun.

“In bricf, ho discovered that Inae.
coesthle Island, 20 long considered to be
nninhabitalle, had, in fect B most
so¢ire and natural harvbour hidden from
view by oa projecting headland, and con-
nected with the open sea by a narrow
and intricaie channe! throngh the shaals
and coral reefz. He found that, with
care, a lorge ve:sel could be navigatod
mte (s unknown  and  unsuspected
harbour, and that ones inside 1t could
veomain absoluntely losi to the outside
world.”

The others hung intealdly on his word-.

At this time I may sav thab this
saverament vessel was survesing  the
=0q4 in preparalion for the Great War,
which  evervone  then koew to be
innminent. The German Admiraliy at
once  decided 1o utilise  Inaccessible
Island as & scered naval hase, and to
that end large guantitics of imperizhable
war materialz, coal. oil, ammunition,
and other stores, inchiding, I believe,
a_ seaplape in parts ready for assem-
bling, weore sent out and lhoused in one
aof the innumerahla caves that lhoney-
combed the iland shoves,

"Ag it happened, however, the need
for this sceret  islaml  base  1iever
materialised. Your Britizh Navy,” Von
Fimar bowed “stiffly towards Fonald
Westdale, “remained unchallenged e
the Bouthern Ocean, But the seeret was
still kept, and while T wos engaged in
Seeret Bervice work during the War, 1
had full acerss 1o all charts, maps, amd
recordz of the island=—he szubject
intercaied moe. By a cariouzly locky
chanea when on Nemesziz Island, I found
that Dictz, who 1= now ounr ouarbor-
master, wus one of the erew who sur-
vored and mappoed ihat isxland in 1910,

Withh  that De poewsed  sud  Jooked

rimly fromn one to the other, then let
s clenched his=t full with a crash to (he
tabla,

“The seeret arlbonr sl exisls upon
Tnaccezsible Island. The stoves are still
thero—ihn coal, for instance, which woe
=0 greatly necd,  Inacecssible  Islawd
<hall Bo owr secure balt-lede il fhie
naval hunt far us Lz died dowin™

There was o pause for ane winate,
atd then enme a lewd hail From e
Inol-ont an Une togos

The Hidden Harbour!

“Toared alweand
T was about four in the aflernoon
I when the Vengeancs, ber engines
now  =lowed down 1o five kuods,
steamed i under il fea of
Inaccessible Tslund,

RRonald Woestdale, comang foraard on
ta the irem foredecl, which sl hore
tive bomb-hole made by the Palel waes
planes, fouwned younx [Roderick ralke,
I|:|r1 =0 'Hf _?kllil'gﬂll lIl'.:'l'.'l‘Ilu...'l."‘!.. ]al'h:l.i'llh.ﬂ
1'|I|_'I“'lt.l_'! I"ril'lg-l""l l‘1'? L1t i] LRI 1.1'“1 .I':EII 1HIEE  AWELY
holding as a hoslage aml  prisoner,
qr;ur.':t;g intenily LIHaE tho high, serented
peaks of the slood eleld against 1he
Lilne skics,

“Ho  this  Is Tnoweessible  Taland.
chum,” observed (he English ex-naval
Lieatenant, restige his hwnd on Haoy's
hEJUIITllE‘!L' s Il!"! fli.l lﬂ]‘l‘l"[t 1.]'!1'! {.“l"l."’{"'t.ifll'l: 'ﬁf
his gase. A barecu, lonely spot, b
looks, doesy’s WY Tven now I can
hardly believe i this =eored harbony of
'I.".'-hi'tll .‘l'rﬂ“ ..I':ill]-lh.l.' Fi.“"-i.l[iri,”

“You'ro right, o™ Roy Drake
noelclad,
With the exception of  Tlilarity

Hinton, the cheery hitle Cockoey ex-
haeglar, Ronald Weshduls was the only
v among  that  lawless, murderous
crew for whom Roy Drake could have
the slightest =ymputhy or regard.

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

Forward, crowding in a mass, with
staring eyes, the convict pirates gazoed
upon the rugged, purple contours of the
1isiand before thon, 3

Soaring high above the silver masses
nf foam that lashed ita rocky base,
Inaccessible Island towered upwards in
shieor, perpendicular heights into the
windy blue, four or five hundred foct
at the lowest, Inexpressibly silent and
loncly it looked amid the vastness of
walery wastes. Mero and there were
clefts and narrow breaks in the pre-
cipitons bluffs and chffs, but thera was
not an inch of heach; and sharp,

{agg{-d fangs of rock guarded its foot,
ragons half sub-

tke the tecth of =ea
thunderous waves

merged, bathed in
amd eternal spray., Little wonder that

for

two  centuries it had oI
Inoccessible Island, in fact as well as
by name,

~ With Von Eimar on the fore-bridge,
1in close consultation with Dietz at the
wheel, and the little petrol lounch lead-
g the way with a man heaving the
lead, slowly the Vengeance nosed its
threading way belween the mazes of
sca shoals and treacherons undertow
and sword-sharp reefs of coral. Tha
shightest deviation from the proper
course would have spelt disaster for the
Yengesnce and all her crew.,

Fifteen fathoms, ten fathoms. five
fathomz, Tastening ta {he shouted calls
of the beadsman m the wmelor-boat, Rox
Drake felt the hair on his scalp stiffen,
In and out of the underwater labvrinth
with its treacherons tidal vaces Vou
Franar guided his pivate criser.

“Look ' exclaimed Weatdale, catohi-
g Boy by the arm.  “'The harbour
moutl, Would you believe 6% It's like
magie 1

Giant chifs hoomed with {he achoes
of the E‘ﬂ!lgﬁntwn'ﬁ steam strenr az thoe
craggy portalz: of the harbour une-
folded bhefore them. A great, rocky
promontory, curving seawards like o
wonnininows sickle, elfectively hid the
eodirance  from Bhe  mosk powerful
binovulora of woy shiip that might  be
viding off-shove.  As they glided o, it
was Jish me 1 1l peaked sinmmita and
precipiens wers swinging ronmd upon o
hielelen pivot.

A deep, narvow, winding gporge. like
o aninindnrve Norwegian fiord, let fhe
sloawly steamerr pivato cvidaer into 1l
inner mystervies of Insecessiblo Tstand.

iter gston=hment fomwul veolee 1n the
bbbl ovies of the conviet pirates as
they Toard  themaelvea gliding vl a
enh, =il heautifol lagoon of zepphiro
Bl <hwoeed in by steep eliffs and sandy
coves, a <hall of exquizite gromdenr,

From the sea Tnaccessible Tslond, wos
writn. bare, sterile, a stony outerop of
rock Dreaking from the wators, Within,
Ly o most amiazing conbrast, it was an
tslandd fairvland, Green, feathery coeo-
:I.H.l.-i_}ﬂllr!._-‘l clotlngd  Lhe :;hrpuﬁ of Ll
vitgged hills in o garipent of guriang
vordure,  Silver-wlite sanda of dazzling
1Ji'[HItIrH}ﬂa rann down Lo the Dreatlloss
pooel of saapphire walers that microved
tr grey, grin Iimea of the pivale ware
slhup az =l giiliﬂtl to o full stap.

Yoella rent ihoe  clear, warm,  in-
vigorating alr,  Fven thoso lavdencd
and callonsed sconmdrels from Nemresis
laml ecould not fail 1o appreciate the
beauiies of  the  island h:l'!':‘-!:t wind
vavines as they dropped anchor with a
roverbervating boomn that slhiook cchoes
from every rocky il and precipice,
causing scorea of  hieilliantk  drvopical
Irds to vise, sercoming, like haondfuls
of jl!'i"-'i".]ﬁ- torssend b ittt hrighl;.
glare of U =un,

“What o vefuge 1™ cvied Bonnld Waost.
dale.  *All the navies in the world
conld be hanging about ouwtside  and
never dreawn that a ship ecould Lbe
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hidden here. The only possibility of
discovery is that of an seroplane flying
divectly overhead; and that’s one chanco
i a inilhon ¥

The Burying of the Bulllon!

REAT fires roared and crackled,
G red and smoky sgainst the
stars. Arvound, the sorried

) rows of hills forming the outer
ring of Inaccessible Island looked on in

hushed majesty, as the moon silvered
their peaks.

“We're pirates now, and who cares

how ?
Yo ho for a bottle, and let’s hava
our Hing.
We've got all tho gold, secure in the

hold,
B0, ho for the bottle! And let it go
with a swing

Leaping, flamo-lit rays and inky
shadows played wpon the tanwved, un-
shaven, villainous faces of the convieis
and pirates as they lolled upon the crizp,
warm sands, and seng thoir pirate song.

A little apart, resting his back upon
the stem of a coconut pahn, Roderick
Drako sat aside and watched, The
steaing of a  pisno-aecordion 1inkled
faintly through the riotous clamounr.
Near to i stretehed Mikhail Loebedoft,
ﬁlcepm}g heavily me spite of the uproar.
For the past fortyv-cight hours the

cRussian  ex-naval ollicer had superin-

tended his pounding, flogging engines,
dozing only in fitful snalches, during
tliat nerve-stroining Bight after the sink-
mg of the Sylvie Bay, and now he slum-
bwored as ouly 8 man could who waa
niterly worn out by fatipuoe and tension.

A few wvards away, too, squsatted
(Goveruor Zarda, onct prison-governor
of Nemesis [Island; and with him
Admiral Merieski, former commander
of the Vengeance, when she had been
the orniser Zermae, of {he Varlaod
republic. DBoth men were shaekled by
iron rings ¢lamped roond theiv legs, and
stapled %?.- o chain fo a paln-irec.

T'ew who had kuown these two in their
rlory would have recognized them now,
ragged, coaly black, and breken with
tho helish toil and lheat of the stolo-
hokid,

Roderiek Dreake, watehing 1hvough the
rackdy  fre-flickers, bobeld a stack of
bheavy, ouken, rope-handled cases piled
on the fvivge of the camp. These, hs
knew, coutainad the bullion taken from
the ill-fated Bylvie Bay. Atop of them
=ut Killer Moran, speaking rapidly and
e low, annnated tones 1o Lmis Rantiro
wrnedl o group of others,

Just then the Hap of o lent under the
palms siieved, and Von Einar, innnacu-
late in white doeks, strolled towards tha
K rounp.

Killey Aloran did not notice the pirata
captuin until ha was elose upon dho
gronpy, wilthin a few feet of loderick
Deake, who <ak on the sands,

When Lo dud, he stopped speaking as:
{hougly paralysed.

“Iray go on, Moran,” anid Von
Eunuar casily, waving a plump hand.
* Don't mind me. I like mon who spoak
itheir minds. A liltle meeting, I per-
veive.  Well, welll I am glad that
somnia of you, at Joast, take an intorest in
the enterprise, instosd of swilling and
wallowing like those pig-dogs yonder,”
and la jorked a fat thumb contemp-
tuonsly towards e rowdy revellers in
the firelight.

lonald Westdale, Dr. Nicuwe, Hilavity
Hinton, and soveral more, atiracted by
the scene, strolled vp at this juncture,
and Roy's view was Dlocked by the
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gathering figures. Quite a crowd was
ringed ruumf in & few scoonds. .

Noisily Moran cleared his throat. Hia
olose-set little eyes were like those of a
eat about to spring. .

“1t's about the Eurnﬂks, boss,” he said
thickly and defiantly.

“] beg your pardon, Moran®” Von
Eimar smiled indulgently. * ¥You will
have to speak in the Eunglish taﬂ%ll'laﬁ:l.

fear T am not conversant wit ¢
American language.” _

 About tha bullion, chief.”  Killer
scowled at the subtle mockery and
implied contempt in Ven Eimar's steel-
sioeoth tones, but he dared show no open
resentment.  He continued, expressing
himmself in English as best he could,
banging thick, horny fngers upon one
of the cases to emphasise his words.
“This hyar bullion, boss. We wants yon
to put us wise. It's not what you'd call
anvhow safe as the Bank of England on
thesa hyar sands. How long will we be
caolin’ our toes on this pesky island,

cap "

‘li'-:-n Eimar reflected, pulling at his
underlip with a fat finger and thumb.

“For a month at least, men,  First "—
he ticked off the items on his fingers,
speaking loudly and clearly for all to
hear—* the seas hereabouts will be thick
with warships for weeks to come, until
they come to belicve our fake wiralasa
message that we had struck a reef and
were foundering. Secondly, until the
slarm has been lulled, no other chips
will we find to capture—at least, none
with bullion and such-like aboard, which
15 what we want, ‘Third, the damage
caused by the Dutchmen's bombs must
be repaired. Last of all, not ono in ten
of you is a trained seaman., YWestdale
andy I must knock some idea of handlin
the guns into you, i ¢ase we mect with
o warship in one of our future raida.”

Killer Moran glared furtively out of
one half-closed eye at Von Eimar,

“ Thet bein’ o, cap, I'd like to pass a
suggestion.  This hyar bullion!  Lel's
ark it=-cache it somewhar in somne
ikely hide-out. If the ecruiser were
sunk, an' we made & getoway in the
boats—fur instance—it would o' no
manner o' use to us at the sea bottemn.
S0 1 says, put it sway somewhar, in
seeret. I'm sayin’ nuthin' of any man
in pertickitr, but thar's men hyar I'd
trust about as far a3 I could throw a tan
o' coals with my 1i'l finger. You parks
it, cap, an’ twelve seleeted men o’ the
evew Is withesses, Iz thet fair?™ And
he glanced over the ymassed faces of the
pirato crew, most of whom were by now
drawn to the scena,

A shout of approval pgreected his
inguiry.
owl Von Eimar nodded his

straight-backed head.

* Excellent, Moran. As it happons, 1
was about to make some such supgestion
myself.  You have merely forestalled
me. Let us choose the twelve witnesses,
and wea will set about locating o secrct
cache immediately.”

Ronald Westdale, Iiller Moran,
Ramiro, Dr. Nieuwe, and Iilarity
Elinton, the Cockney, were all among tho
twelve chosen by the erew. The
cases of bullion were at onee transhipped
inte the petrol-launeh, and, with a huar-
ricane lamp hoisted to the masthead,
Von Eimar himzelf steered them under
the shadowy arch of & cavern that bur-
rowed far under the mountainous cliffs,

“The island is lhoncyecombed with
these sea caves,™ the leader said, n3 tha
lantern rays quivered over inky swirls
and eddies as the motor-boat chugged
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forward, diving into & maze of rocky
arches and caves. “In one of them is
hidden the secret supplies of coal and
other stores which the German Govern-
ment so thoughtfully provided many
vears ago. Choose one of these clefts in
the cave walls, my friends, and we will
duly bury the bullion and draw up the
necessary map.”

A spot was chosen, and deep in the
sable shadows of the sea-cave they
laboured, with elink of spade and pick,
dragging the heavy bullion-casse over
the rough rock in the lantern-light, and
burying them deep in & dark fissurs
under piles of stones and boulders. The
location of the hiding-place was care-
fully noted, and deawn up on a4 map by
Von Eimar, cager, sweat-streaked iaces
peering ovoer his broad shoulders as he
serawled in his note-book.

Like men with some guilty secret on
their conscience, they sat silently as the
boat throbbed and foamed once more on
tha inky, lapping waters to the outlet
of the caves. )

With his close-sct, shifty eyes peering
slyly “Em Von Eimar as he sat at the
tiller, Killer Moran lewered hizs bullet
head and whispered something into the
gar of Luis Ramire, which might have
interested the chief pirate had he oveor-

hoavd it. Bignificant, too, were the
lances the pair exchanged as they
hﬁflldlt'!d the holstered guns in their
clis.

The motor-launch shot out from under
the beetling cliff, and her hﬂW-Ilgplﬂa
flashed milky white under the radiant
moomn.

“1 wonder if rm{ friends entertain the
sama charming thoughts for me as 1
do of them ? Von Kimar soliloguised
grimly, as, after the launch had been
tied up by the beach, he stalked back
to hiz tent under the twinkling stars.
“Twelve men on this island, hesides
myself, know the secret of this treasure
cache—that iz, twelve men on  this
island know too much I

the Monster of the Deep!
ke EAVE-HO, there! Heave!l
H Steady ] Carcful with those
sacks, now 1"

Weird echoes rumbled and
reverberated hollowly throughout the
natural, rugged vaults and arches of the
sea-cavern. Flaring torches illuminated
the caves with ﬂickm‘ing patterns of red
and black, hovering and quivering over
the pitchy, still water,

Tons of coal, intended for that
Cerman war raider that never came,
were piled into the shadowy recesses of
the caves of Inaccessible Island, Under
the supervizion of Killer Moran and
Luis Ramiro, the convict pirates were
shovelling ont the black lumps and
blocks, ﬁﬁing sacks to replenish the coal
bunkers of the Vengeance, nearly
cemptied in that wild rush to the sccrot
island harbour. Files of black, dusty,
half-naked men ran to and fro, stoeping
gz they balanced the lMundredweight
bagas on their backs; and, one after
another, they dumped them inta the
waiting boats that ferricd them under
the eave-arches to tho cruiser in the
lagoon.

It was heart-breaking work, The
Killer, with & black cigar jutting out
from his mouth, stood upon a jut of
rock overlocking the cave passage, with
a lazh coled in his In t, and any
convict that shulked or !}altemd frlt its
stinging knols eracking round his legs.

Luis Hamiro, his black eyes glittering,
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stalked to and fro fike a cat, playing
with his long, slender stiletto,

Outside, in the blazing sunshine, Von
Eimar was drilling some of tho best
fighting-men of the conviets; on thoe
cruiser's gun-deck, Westdale was giving
instruction in the loadiog and sighting
of the long six-inch and eight-inch guns
in the turrets. On & high, naked spire
of rock that dominated the island =&
watchman was posted, ensconced in &
hidden cleft, and swecping the ccean
rim with his glasses, .

Roderick Drake rubbed his sore and
blistered palms as he unchipped the
oars_and allowed the dinghy to float
gently against the flat rock ledge in the
cave that sorved as a landing-stage. At
Von Eimar's orders he had been spared
the task of handling the coal-sacks,
though the rowing of the heavily laden
boet was hard work enough.

“Whe-e-ew | Hilarity Hinton, the
Cockney, gasped stertorously, as he
swung & hundredweight sack over his
head snd shoulders into the boat.

He poused a moment, rubbing his per-
spiring brow with a blackened hand,
stretching his muscles and sinews as he

azed across the inky cave wwaters.

hen his eyes rounded, and he let out
a whistling gasp of surprise and con.
fusion. : :

“Lor’, lumme! W-what—iz— 1t?
Blow me, I've got the 'orrors! I'm
sIeeing things{ D—do you see wha-what

see 1

Surprised, Roy Droke slewed round
on the thwart amidships, following tha
direction of the Cockney's pointed,
shaking finger.

Then be, too, uttered a gasp of amaze-
ment and horror., IHis eyes started in
his head. His hair stiffencd, and his
tongue clove to the toof of his mouth,

Coal-sacks crashed and clashed to the
rocky, fissured floor; men yelled, staring
and pointing intoe the shadowy depths
of the water cavern, Killer 3loran Jet
tho cigar fall from his dropped jaws,
his fingers trembling as they fumbled
for the guns holstered in Ilus belt.

A strange, nightmare horrer was un-
mil;ng‘ from the surface of the cave
paol. : :

Peering through the half-light, Roy
Drake saw, first, what appeared at one
glanee to be a huge, writhing sea-
snake, but which afrerwards resolved
itself into & long, flexible, pendulous
tentacle waving in the air; sccondly, a
metallie, globular head, topped with a
horny protuberance between the round
and glowing eyes. DBeforc their startled
and territied gaze, this monstrous object
floated on the inky swirls and eddies,
and then the first tentacle was joined by
others. five or six wriggling upwards,
gnd jointed with cwrved spiles like
claws, . .

The was  indeseribable.

threw 1hemeelvea
cowering  and
Slowly the

panic
Hardencd  conviels
fat wpen the rocks,
babbling in their terror.
Thing swum towards the rocky plat-
form, glassy eyes fixed wupeon the
paralysed humans, barring the outlet to
the lagoon. The claws wrenched & juk
of rock from & ra?ﬁed columm, and,
brandishing this boulder above its head,
the Thing floated so close that the water
ripples lapped against the rock of the
landing-stage. .

One man let out o sereech that was
hardly human, magnificd a thovwsand-
fold Ly the echoes of the dim ecavern
vaults. ;

That released the tension. In mad,
unreasoning panic the pirates ran for
the higher and dey caves, jamming

R B AR e e

Prigted tn Orcat Britalo and published every Batucdar by the Proprietors, The Amalgamated Prema, Led, The Plectway House, Farrlogdon Birest,

Londun
Host.

E..4. Advertisement ofecs: Tha
Subscription rate: Tnland and A
Gordon

Fileotwny Iouse, Farringdon
, 118, prr anoum; Sa. Bd,
& Giowch, Lid., end for South Afrlea: Centeal News Ageacy, Lid— 3aturday, June Gth, 1336,

roet, Lamdawo, E.
for six mmontlie.

Bulon A

0.4, lteglatered for (ransmission by Canadian Magazine
gerts for Ausiralia and How Zealand :

Mrsarm.



together in a hopeless confused mass
st the narrow passage-ways. Men fell
gasping, and were trampled ynderfoot.

With the np}gm of that tautened
stillness, Roy Drake acted. Instine-
tively as the boat rocked with the
wash of the slowly ghiding monster, he
tore a carbine from the nerveless hands
of ona of the guards, who was cower-
ing like a jelly in the bows.

‘rack ! Ora-ack! Crack, crack!

Thunderous uchﬂing reports revolved
arovnd the caves as he pressed trigger.
Flames-spurted from the muzile as he
aimed for the monster's goggling eyes.

Pi-i-ing !

Eithcr his startled nerves had caused
his hands to shake, or the rocking of
the hoat on its keel spoiled his aim.

‘The bullets glanced off that smooth,
round, metallic head as if it had been
made of reinforced steel. None of the
etaring cyes were touched. Above him
fourished one of thoze hovering ten-
tacles, and, losing his {footing, he
pitched head-first into_the water as the
gunwale was crunched like paper.

Rising in a mist of dripping water
he paddled for the rock ledge, grip-
Fing its rough, uneven surface with
e fingers. A loud scream roang on lus
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Glancing around as he hauled him-
self flat wpon the rock, Roy was
appalledd fo see a limp human form
wriggling and dangling in  the
monster's grip. It was the convict
from whom he had spatched the car-

bine. The man hung poised in mid-
alr, screaming m peals of terror as
the elawing talons grigpe:l him round
the waist, arms and legs beating
wildly and hopelessiy.

Another tentacle shot out, swooping
towards Roy. Ho ducked, darting
into the inkiest shadows, scrambling
over boulders and coal-sacks towards
the cave openings high above the peol.

He reached it just in time. Over a
barrier of rocks and stones he plunged,
to stumble upon Killer Moran and
Hilarity Hinton sz they crouched in
the narrow archway.

Killer Moran, who was a coward at
hesrt, like most unmen, simply
groaned and grovelled in terror.

Coolly Roderick Drake picked up a
magazine rifla that had been dropped
in the panic fight of the conviets, and
squirmed into a firing position between
two boulders.

When he looked down into the cavern
pool, it was fo sea that the monster
had sunk under the surface, though the
tentacles and the spiked protuberance
between the eyes was still visible. The
convict 1n ifs grg{ had ceased to scream
and struggle. Either he had fainted,
or he had died of fright.

Rapidly, and yet carefully, Roy
Drake fired, empiying the magezine,
with every buttress and dome of the
great cavern ringing with the echoes,

Lowering the smoking rifle he gozed
down into the disturbed pool, flashin
an electric torch that he borrow
from Killer Moran.

The monster of the pool had dis-
appeared. One sclitary tentacle alone
remained in sight, carrying the limp
form of its victim aloft. That, too,
began to descend. Slowly it sank from
sightt In 8 revolving suction of
waters it followed that hideous head,
drawing the insensible figure of its
victim to the depths, till at last only &
fow swirls and eddies remained to
show that it was not some nightmare

ream.

Roy shunddered, and {felt sick, the
rifle sagging in his logsencd grip.
Though the convict he had just seen
dragped to his death-dive had been
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guilty of a dozen r:rimasi] culminating
sif treason and murder, he could not
?ut fee]l for the wretch in his dreadiul
ata.

After a while, and very reluctantly,
dismayed groups of convicts climbed
down the rugged and natural steps
from the coslstorage caves. Among
them, &t least, no word of pity or
sympathy was heard for their lost com-
rade, All they wera concerned for
was the safety of their own waluable
skins,

Killer Moran sprang from the rock
platform inte the petrol launch, which
was tethered to a boulder,

“Cool on i, yuh bo'sP’ he snarled,
his wicked eyes glinting, drawing and

a7

cocking his long-barrelled Colis as the
rest of the convicts made a rugh. *I'll
say yuh don’t swamp this boat! T'm
gonna fetch the boss. He's got all the
grey matter in thet bonehead of his,
o he kin deal with this—whatever it

is. Start up thet engine, young
Britigsher.”
Obediently Rovy threw open the

throttle, and, leaving the rest of the
convict E:r&t&a in a halting mass on
the rocky ledge, the motorlaunch
foamed through the shadowy eea caves
out to the vivid sunlight of the lagoon,
whera Von Eimar was drilling his men
on the sandy beach.
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COME INTO THE OFFICE,
BOYS AND GIRIS!

Your Editor Is always pleased to
hoar - from his readers. Write to
himi Editor of the MAGMNET, The
Fieaiway House, Farringdon Strest,
London, E.C.4. A stamped, addressed
envelope will ensure a reply.

ELL, chums, I've just spent
w a pleazant hour going through
my post-bag, Among the

many letters iz one from

John Jefferies, of Horsham, who writes
to ask if I can supply him with issues
of the MagweET dealing with the early
adventures of Harry Wharton at Grey-
friars. He says that he is willing to
E&]’ hal-a-crown apiece for such copies.
vidently my chum iz unaware of the
fact that these stories are being re-
published n our companion pgper* the
“Oem."” Save your money, John, by
purchasing a copy of the " Gem " eac
week | I strongly wrge all you fellows
who have recently swelled the ranks of
the happy band of " Magnetites” to
take mdvantage of the opportunity of
reading the splendid yarn dealing with:

“THE MAKING OF HARRY
WHARTON !

row running in our champion school-
story companion paper—the "Gelmi”
You'll say thanks for the tip, Delieve
meal

A query regarding an old superstition
comes from **Magnetite,” of Newark.
He wants to know

ARE PEACOCK FEATHERS
UNLUCKY ?

Not any more than anything clse. The
suplerstitmn of peacock feuthers being
unluecky comes from the days when
people believed in the *evil eve.” Even
now, in certain parts of the world,
peaple believe that if the “evil eye? is
cast upon them they will suffer & variety
of ills. The opened tail of a peaceck i3
dotted with many marks which have the
appearsoce of cyes.  Buoperstitious
people believed that these were reflec-
tions of the “evil eve,” and thus the
pescock's feathers gained the reputalion
of being unlucky !

Here is*an interesting item of news
which I came across the other day.

DO YOU WANT TO BUY AN
ISLAND ?

If you do, now is your opportunity !

And it will be .a DBritish island, too! |

Thera are three of them for sale—

featuring Putnam van

Yon Eimar rubbed his ncse, and
(Centinued on next page.)
Mingalay, Pabbay, and Berperay, and

they are situated in the Quter Hebrides,
sixty miles from the mainland. Theso
three islands are owned by an English-
man, who is rg-u.ﬁ:'mzl,g* tired of the lone-
liness. And I don't blame him, for on
Mingalay, where he lives, thers is only
a four-roomed cottage, & disused chapel-
house, and one landing ground. A beat
calls once a week in the summer, and
once a fortnight in the winter. Occa-
sionally, & shepherd lives on the island,
aud there are men tending the light-
house on Barra Head. If any of you are
feeling like living a Robinson Crusoce
existence, you can do so—and have thres
ielands to yourself instead of one! But
it will cost yon about £3,000, the sum
the owner is asking for the jslands!
Of course,

: heard the old
saving

“EVERY DOG HAS HIS DAY !”

Well, the dogs of a town in Hungary
have certainly had their day! ‘The
local councillors decided to increaze tha
tax on dogs. But dop-owners—and
their dogs—weren't going to take that
Iying down. The owners held an in-
dignation meefing. The next time the
local couneil met, amlong went the dog-
owners and their dogs. The dogz were
let loose in the conncil chamber. Then
the fun started!

The dogs chased the councillors ronnd
and round the room. One big Alsatian
picked on the burgomaster, and finally
chased him inte 3 cupboard, where he
was forced to lock himself in. The rest
of the councillors took to their heels and
were clased by the indignant dogs,

And the dogs won the day! In con-
sequence of this, the council held another
hasty meeting and altered the bye-law
which they had made. So the dog tax
vemains the same as it was before the
uproar! Three cheers for the dogs!

you ve

——

And now. we come to next week's
bumper bill-o’-fare. Although

“ THE BOGUS BEAK !”
By Frank Richards,

15 the last story-in our present series
uck and his
cver-watchful gunman guardian, Poker
Fike, I feel fully justified in saving
it i unguestionably the best, So far,
Poker Pike has put “paid ™ to all
Chick Chew's enterprises. But Kid-
trapper So. 1 af the TUnited States is
& sticker with a professional pride io
studly. His final scheme to bring about
sneeess 15 & real corker!

Our suwporling fealures, too, are as
good as ever; further exeiting chapters
of our modern pirate story, a topical
iszie of the “Greviviars Herald,” an
cfiusion {from our Greyiriars Rhymester,
and Jastly, another chat with

YOUR EDITOR.
Tue Micxer Litrary.—No. 1,477,



28

turned to Westdale.  Acound  them
crowded the excited, wuncasy convicks.
In the light of clectric Rashlamps the

cavern pool looked as calm and -
nocent as a mill-pond. :
“What do yen moke of if, West

dale?™ he asked. .

Ronald -Westdale shrugeed his broad
shionlders,

“It's hardly beliovalbde.” the Fnglizh
ex-npval licutenant said. “But ob-
viously some queer creaturce has ils
existence at the bottom of this pool.
There are strange things in the soea.
Home wnderwater monster, perhaps,
unikhown to science, that r:mmuﬂ:;
lives at the bottom of the ocean.

Vor Eimar thrust out his broad
underlip; and nodded.

“That is the likelicst explanation,
Westdale,”” he agreed,  * Donner!
There is no safety for us on this island
while this erenture remains  alive.
We'll see what 2 deplh charge ean do
lowards shaking it 1.511‘;'f

Toran let out a

S ey 17 Killer
forvent  protest, “Thet won't  do,
cap | Yuh're likely to bring tlm roof

of thiz hyvayr cave down onta us."

Von Eimar turned on him with an
ugly seowl.

“1 want none of vour timid sgges-
tions, Moran!” he vasped harshle. 1
Lave no use for cowards, either,
ready with fhat depili-charge,
dale.”

The wheole  eubicrravnean world
seemed to rock ax that depth-ehavge
cxplodisd ot the bollom of the pool,
The cchoes  stunoemd  then. They
watched infently. When at last the
u]nup-urn:-d erhoings dicd awav, and the
agitated surface of the undergrouni
fake became still once move. there was
rot a sign of the monster or ils vietim,

Ronald Westdule drew in o deop
treatl.

“YWeo called this  i=land
v.ien we landed yesteeday,™ lie saind
azide- to Roderick Drake. “Bat it
geoms Az thongh the devil's got it witl
a complimentary ticket.'

(Hasg the depth-charge dexfroyed $he
hideous, wnknown sev-monzicr, or i3 9
Frrding wader the ywrfuee warfing o
wfeike gauin? " Boys, wow’re baoled for
seal feasd of theilla in wnexd woeek's
chapiers of thix powcrfnl wmodern yorats
st f)

Waoest-

a paradise
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THE VENGEANCE OF BUNTER
THE VENTRILOQUIST !

(Confinued from page 25.)

*Ooooogh I” gurgled Bunter. he
came,

Mr. Quelch jumped to his feet. The
Head, more slowly, rose in majestic
wrath. Poker Pike, still gripping the
back of Bunter's fat neck, followed
the Owl of the Remove in

*What—"" thundered the Head,

“Ow! Leggo! I didn't—I wasn't!”
spluttered Bunter. “I—ow—leggo!”

*1 guess I've brung this here guy
to put wyou wise, sir!” said Poker
calinly  “ Mebbe you'll listen a é):&ce!”

“This ontrage——"="  gaspe Mr.
Quelch.

“Aw, pack it up!” barked Poker,
“This hore gink has got o stunt of
imitating other guys’. toots, and he
sure did string me yesterday about that
Putnem van Duck. T guess it was this
here fatb gink what phoned me, making
me believe it was Que!ch——"

Y Impossible 1 exclaimed the Head.

“"SBez youl” grunted Poker.

*“1 cannot believe——"

“One  moment. sir!"?  exclaimed
Mr. Quelch, his eyes gleaming with &
gleam that made Billy Bunter “wish,
from the bottom of his Tat heart, that
ha was not so_wonderfully clever a
ventriloguist. “It is cortainly possible
that o trick has been played. This boy
Buunter has an abserd trick of imitating
voices—he has been punished for play-
mg‘ such tricks.”

“Oh lor' 1 gasped Bunter.

“Bunter, did you leave the Form-
roln during iy abscnee this wmorn-
gt

“0h, no, sie ! gasped Bunter, “Not
for a moment, sivr! And—and I
couldn't have got on vour phone, =ir,
inn your study, without gelting outb of
the Yorm-voom, siv, could I?7 I never
left the Form-rvoom, sir, for a sccond!
You—you can ask Wharton, Ile—he
called me back.”

“Tless my sonl ! suid the Tlead.

“Then yvou left the Formi-room 7™ ex-
clatrmedd A, Quelel.

", no, sir! I—I've just told you
I dide’t ! wailled Dunter, " Besides,

the br:ast sinacked
ajr—>"

13 Whnﬁqlh

“He smacked me on my bags, sir,’
gasped Bunter, “just beeause
imitated Van Duck's veice for—for a
joke, sir! But I never thought of pay-
ng him out! The idea never camo
into my head, sir! I didn't think
you'd hu Ermht.fn'il;. wild if you found
him in the Form:room again, after the
row last t:ma, and T nover phoned-to
Goshing’s lodge, sir.”

“You may leave Bun‘tﬂr to me, Mr
P.ke," gaid the Hea.rL in & deep voice.
“Mr. Quelch, as itis clear that a triek
was played, and Mr. Pike was deccived
ilntﬂ supposing that you had reguested

im—"

ms  yesterday,

“Oh, cortainly. sic!” said Mr
Quelch. “I am, indeed, very sorry that
Mr. Pike has been the victim of an

absurd, practicel joke, played by a boy
in my Form, Bo far as I sm coun-
cerned, the matter is at an end. Mo
Pike, I express my regret—"

"OE. ! said Poker, and, with a

duck of the bowler hat, ha walked out
of the study.

The Head eclid the cable inte fhe
wastepapor-basket.

‘Ceeecan I go now, sic?” stuttered
Bunter,

“You may po with your Form-
mastor, DBuntawr!” said  the  Ilead
grimly. “Mre. Queleh, I think I ecan

rely upon you to administer adequate
punishmept——-m"

“You ecan, sir!” sand Alr Quelch,
with equal grimness. “Come with me,
Bunter,™

“Oh lor'1" gasped Bunter.

The Head's rehance on Ar. Quelel
proved to be well-lounded. From the
torrific howls that proceeded fromn
Queleh’s study, a few minutes later, it
WS cl-:-.a.r—pa.lnful!y clear—t hn t
adequate punishment was being admin-
mtered. To Billy Bunter it =ecemed
mere than adeguate!

TIE EXD.

(5S¢ mueh, then, for Dilly Bunfer and
Poler MPike, But what's Chick Chen
fping dogge for? You'll be surprized
when wyou read: VTHE BOGUS
BEAK ! the final yarn in thiz exciling
series.  fe aure to order next weel's
MAacxer carly, chumsaf)
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DOCTOR BIRCHEMALL'S

BANK HOLLERDAY!
By DICKY NUGENT

A Heoery  up,  vou  fel.
o va! ™ eride Jack Jolly,
a4 I burst into the Fourth
Form dormitory at St

“nm's on Bank Hollerday | pal

ma~raing. ** The eharrabang

wiite without '™

* Hooray ! " cheerad the
Fourth, as thoy started
tumbli out of bed.
Jack Jolly looked rather
nlarmed.

* Qiziet, you asseal ™ he
hiat. ** Remember that we
want to get away without
Doctor Birchemall know-
ing! If he guesses we're
poing out for the day in a
sharrahang, it's ten to one
in doenutts, he'll want to
come with us, Hurryup!"

The Fourth n d no
further bidding.  They
atarted washing and dresa-
ing at litening speed, grin-
ning all over their dials &t
the moer thought of getting
away for a day without
srousing the Head's sus-

pishons.
Little did they dreem.

that the man they wanted
to dodge waa lLsseming to
cvery word they said!
Mevertheless, it wWas #80.
Doctor Birobemall had ssen
Jolly going down to the
gotee that morning, and
wondering what was in the
wind, had hurriedly dresset
and followed him up the
gtaira on hiz return.

A grim, sardonnick emile
appeared on the Head's
face, aa e heard what wos
soid in the dormitory.

“Ahat! So the disperti-
nent yung raskals want to
dodge me, do they " he
muttered. ' It'a like their
cheek, I must say | Bank
Hollerday or no DBank
Hollorday, I'm going with
'em !

Where Dioctor Birchemell
sneaked off to after that
wia & mistery nob to be
eolved till a little lator in
the day.

There was no sign of
him: five minmits afiorwarda,
when the Fourth Formers
crept stelthily down the
stairs, and the juniors ware
in grate glee when they
mannidpged to reach the
gates without running into
hirmn.

*Thare's tho sharrn-
hang ! "' cride Jack Jolly.
pointing to & wacking grate
moior-coach that was drawn
up at tho side of the road.
“CAll aboard 1 ™

The Fourth ewarmed into
the sharrabang in a eupple
of jiffies, ond Jack gave the
erder to the driver to atart ;
and soon they were tearing
through the country-side
at a spanking speed !

The wyung  hollerday-
mokers' spicita rose bigh,
aa the sharrabang took
them further and further
away lrom 55 Bam’s, and
ti wasn't fong before their
VOICER Werd Tinging out in
many & losiy corus. Jack

Jolly, who was famoua
a3 an  orgeniser, had
brought mouth-prgans
for himself aod his
g, and thess added
grately to the mewacal
eﬁ‘a:t: of the Fourth.
Everything seemed sat

Baoank Holle

soreén made them

own !

came to a stop
yontaide a mus-
eum, that thay
ot the ficst in-
ling thatzome-
thing was'
W'.I.'IJIIE.

‘‘fook where
wa've EBLop-
}:od " ejacku-

ated Frank
Fearlesa.

museum | ™

reckernised the solly

himself 1
Jack Jolly.

“ Tattle ma!"™ nodded
Doctor Birchemall, with a
leer. "I thought I'd give
vou a plezzant littlzserprize,

boys; so I sont
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for & really rippi :
il mannidged to heng oo b

back of the sharrabang!
Not till they roached e
esagide rezort of Winklans
did Jeck Jolly & Co. loma
that. But they soon fomi
it out, then, for tho fiak
person in the town to gmb
thern waa Doctor Bire-
mall 1 He leoked more i
a nigger minstrel thana
headmaster,
atill very much alive sd
kicking, and the harta of e
St. Sam’s hollerda;
sank right into thoir bols
when they saw him !
* Boysa | ™ eride the Hesl
* Oh, crums!™
“Plooase,
thought-——ou""
" You thought you'd ¥t
me behind in that musou;,
thundercd Dok
*Well,

fossila by himself for the
rest of the day, if bo likea L ™
Frank Fearless chuckled

it‘a a whoezo after my
own beart, old chap ! Let'a
pasa the word round.
can drive the sharrabang

nodded ; and
in the next few minnits the
word wos pagsed round for
everybody to be ready to
take to their beela on &
from the
ourth Form kaptin.

The decllerday makers’
chance come swiftly.
of a sudden, Doctor
mall broke off to bend down
to the up his shoelace. While
he wos engaged in this task,
Jolly gave the al

In a cupple of jiffies, the
out of the

“ I know some topping
museums where they
intereatin
on Doctor Birchem-

Tumble out, boys, and wa
imeide and sea

Top HAT CRICKET THRILLED CROWD
Declares LARRY LASCELLES

the Courtfield Cottaze Hos.
pital, I had no idea 1 waas
& game deatined
tor give the crowd the big-
egt thrill of the Summer
erey. A
to provide

1
In their rtemant«, the
followa took little notiss of
the driver. Had they done
s6, thay mite have observed
one or twh iar feat.
chers abhout him. To begin
with, he was wearing go
glea, although tha win

When I sot out to convert,
my fellow.mastera to the
idea of an Qld-fashioned
Match  betweon

Maosteras and Boys'in aid of
all rightt*" rie

ate pip !

The fellows tottered after
the Head, with feelings that
deep for words,

they arrived im-
gide the museum, thair ver
worat fears wero reali

fluous ; then again, he

hie coat-collar turped up,
slthough it was a hot day ;
and as if thess were not
énuff, he kept on larfing to
himsalf ns though he woa
enjoying a secret joak of his

* And if you don't give
me a really tip-top time,
there’s going to be trubble
for yeu when wa

firat objoct was
laughs—not
Unintentionally, 1
provided both !

Certainly nobody could
complain of any lack
The mere a
of the Masters’ Team, of
which, by tha way, I had
the honour to be captain,
dreve roara of la
tha crowd.
der | For we all wore top-
hats and ifrock-coats—and
to complete the
us wore fHowing
whiskeras aa wall |

As for the boys, they
were, 88 I heard O
the Remove put it, o sight
for sore eyes !
top-bataand tails, ond others
military and naval uniforms
of & century
inctdentally, w
which wa masters didn’t
altogether relizh, etroled
out smoking a long ehurch-
warden pipa !

The gamo was hilariously
funny at the beginning,
Thera were ouly two stumps
to a wicket, and the space
between them

But he @
gat boek

Docter Birchemall.
lain, bova ! When
I docided to join you to-
day, I had two ideas. The
frst wnz Lo
scare by malting you think
vou wera in for a toor of
Ths othor was

Birehemall gave a locture,
he could be relied on to
entortain his lisseners with
frekwent jooks and witty
but this tirao he
wag fearfully boring and
long-winded !

It ween't long befors the
fellowa were feeling
moeod for any move, how-
ever mad, that would get

But it was not till aftor.
wards that the fellows
remernbered all this about
the driver. Consekwently,
s long interval went by
without anyone suspecktiog
a thing; and it waa only
when the sharrsbang ar-
rived at a big town and

give you & lsughter was continuous
ht through that ower,
ingate and Mr, Twigg
layed to the gallery in fine
ate bowling
only 130, leaving ues but
funny usa of }E:EE ¢4 .
who followed
them kept it up splendidly.
The game proceeded on
these lines for most of the
ofternoon, and it was not
until late in the da
the crowd had la
they were almost tired of
laughing that the players
sobered down to an
like merious
causad the

htar from
msenma.

to have a jolly
Hollerday when the joak
wna{gﬂﬂr. Twiggy-voo 1 "
“Oh, gratepip ! * pa
the Fourth, PR L~ gmeped

fellowa were
room, farely rocing for the
atreet. They heard a yell

from behind

underarm an

Birchemall.
jolly well didn't, so thew!

ow hear youyr sentencel,

Tha dismayed Foua
Formers waited in fear ad | oo
trembling. Was the Hed
goiog to order them tolp
birched and eggapells®
Or was ho perchance gohe
to make it oven werae th i
that—saomethin
with boiling o
instance 1

But nothing like thia m:
fourtheoming. Thera wd
limmer in Doy
eyoda—p

bizzy, boys
ccter Bichemall,

1t took the Fourth fully
a mmnik to realise that the
Head was in Ernest.
ones they did realise it,
they- wera all oul to give
the Haad a real
For the rest of
wis one long round of
;narnmuutr--a.n&, strange aa
it seemed, the reverad and
headmaster of
Bt. Sam's threw himsell
into the fun and fPollick
and feasting with all the
zest of & SBecond Form fag
and enjoyed himself as
much as anybody |

As they drove back to
8t. Bam's that nite, every-
: & Doctor
B all was the loudesat
in doing so—that the
and brightest day ﬂuﬁin all

Birchemall'a Bank Holler-

Stop, you yung

heodlesa of the

Someo wore
they pored

P cppzit and
swarmed baok
! into the sharra-

ood time !

Loder,
at day it mhummr

worle. What

Wingate'a sudden woking
up to t_-hﬁmhnt?i?;mm

r of losing.
had been taken s
granted that
raost of whom were re
First Eleven men, would
beat the Maators without
any diffioulty.
stagershad taken advantage
of the way the game was
" goyed " to pilo u
rospectabla total o
rung ; and some determimoed

thern out of the klutehos
of the Head.

“We've had enuff of
foesils,” Jack Jolly gr
to Fronk Fearless, sotto
" SBomething
have to ba done about it

" Hear, hear ! " muttered
Fearless, * The question is:

“Oh, crums! It's & Frank Fﬂn.ﬂﬂﬂﬂ, in the
preagad the
pud before
you eould say " Nife!"
they were off |

*Bomuch for the Head 1"
larfed Jack Jolly, as the
fellows sotiled back in thei
seats with sighs of :
“ Wao shan't see him ag
til, we got back to St
Sam’a!™

But the kaptin of the
Fourth was mustaken, for,
in actual fakt, the Haad
had rushed out as they
wore moving off, and just

driver's seat,

maejestiok
solf.atarter ;

rchemnll’s

ngely yewman and ki
Iy gleem that belied K
atern axxents |

ke again,
?{i’l‘:‘nd ﬂ-l‘itsthﬂ reason fori

"1 sentones you alf
said the Head, in slow =
gollom tonea, " T0O ENTER | bod
TAIN ME
REST OF
ENTIRELY AT YOWR
OWN EGQGSPENSE
A REALLY RIPPFIM
BANE HOLLERDAY®

Everybody stared at the
driver, who was just turnin
down his emt-::-i'-ilmi &n
rernoving hia goggles, Imag-
iny thnﬁ*gdiﬁguﬂt. when th:ﬁ

brat

the boys,

was muffi-
wide to allow ths
ball through without shift.
ing the single bail betwesn
the two ; and Wingate, with
the firat ball of the game,
was thus eble to ' clean
bowl ¥ Mr. Twigp
getting him outl
orowd became almoat hys.-
terieal over that, and the

they s
beard and familinr feetchora But we pld
of Doctor Alfred Birchemall
* Desprit diseases require
desprit remedigs,”
pored Jolly. i
that we ought to make a
getaway in the sharraban
and leave the Head here ﬂ-ﬁ
his own. Then he can study

“ It's the Head ! "' gasped FOB- 35

THE DAf,

myself and Mr. Tw
the Boys out
11%, and enabled usa

the sharra- WOULD YOU BELIEVE IT?

bBang driver
to tha skool
kitchen to
have brealk-
fast, and took
hia place my-
m!l’.p I ]mﬂ::rp
you're all
pleased to seo
me | Wa will
combine bizzi-

ness with Tﬂ.ll'l‘immiﬂl
plezzure by Eﬁ;ﬁh ket
3“““‘“5 1'-""‘“ Marjorie Hazeldene for style, and

ay visiting Phyllis Howell
Varioua mus- ﬂmﬁm‘hm ihe tomboy

peuma and

“Whaaat "

TOM BROWN Calls for—

THREE

CHEERS

FOR COKER!

No, I'm not joking,
ehapa. I really mean it.
I believe in giving credit
where credit 18 due ; and
if three cheers aren’t due
to Coker for what he did
when those sneal-thieves
got awny with our clobber
ot the swimming poal last
Wodnesday, I'il eat my
Sunday best topper |
) Ifht‘g got iut the facts
i their simplicity,
without Eg.f trinl:]mm' Fga
whatever, ﬁ'hem was &
whole erowd of va in the
water, Coleer, fresh from
the chepging-hut in a
bright, bpew swimming
cositume, was standing
the bank yelling dut ad-
vice to all and sundry on
the art of swimming.

Suddenly the noise of a
motor engine modo Coker
look round, He waa just
in time to seo & stranpger,
wonring a hat pullad ‘wall
down over his eyes, sling-

to put our ﬂp]i;:lmnm in
again.  When they scored

36 to win the game, they
be to treat it with a
little more respoct |

And 8o it came about,
that a3 wa drew near the
Em‘ﬂhl; th&iﬂ El;rm{u ericket
et ay u]gad—mmt.
1lﬂﬂlpﬂﬂm:1|£-—lnt o &
rcally thrilling struggle
for wvictory. The crowd
that had come to laugh
stayed on to cheer ; and
Maostera and Boye, in-
feoted alike by the new
E’p’lI‘itl of l:-h? 1 hl.'-\‘t-h
gove of thnurw

The most exciting mao-
ment came when our
score etood at 64, leaving
us to one run for a
tie two for a win—
with mysslf facing the
bowler t I con asonre
I meant to get those two
reng if it lay in my

wer.

Alasl North, the
bowler, sent down a fast
lag-break that left me
standing, ond shattered
my wicket; eand

#o0 the game

GREYFRIARS FACTS WHILE YOU WAIT!  ended in the

narrowest of

all poasible
viotories fer the
Boya !

Well, we've
no complaints
to make on theat
prore ; aod as
evervbody eon-
joyed it and
the hospital will

Horaca Cokar perlormed whot wi
in reality a difficnlt trick when b
pat his motor-bike into & **

very fond of
aed with the lariat
from hig nalive New
Higk Sealand, The anthorities
1y of ** rope,
inadveriently

Fro B "t h
e g ey
profusel

he Bemovite trom
pf, has sho
segeon atb

ﬂ ﬂ- I- ﬁﬂﬁ. i
ool, the winnera wers N Bouth

' tremandons form this
cricket. No maiier how hot the
“ Rogift’s ** feldin
i-h_ 1 1] Hd ¥

Bhell, ha brought off 2 phenomenal
eatoh whinﬁun:ﬁ; iheiz dost
A r:fh tbe
ntside “ edge ™' 1

a held af Ol A quarrel
the Remove and S
Upper Fourth developed into » think wa can
At one justifiably  re-
. heal Mgg rd the Afrat
By  wWhald 4 1

maged in sorambling on ths gronnd when L%%hﬁgﬂab\!{;ﬁg
or arrived and severoly b Cre tﬁ"'m
sm both. Harry Wharton A s

wore npearly “*all in,” a3 a4 groeat
tog—with Isughler |

“ad Saior

“Larry ** ix never
iste on Liftls
0 ﬁ i h 5]
ths Great War preve

knncll:lnf L]
to do—hot
wopld give him a

nmpirs in both senior
oabch=-ag=gaiohe=o
& Bkinner had
el's nack,

dndurance. ko
Bida it he i
kar had Hatenad io
m the Head,
“ rocked ¥
beforehand |

oo,
atudying riss !#1& 'i}lﬁ'ﬁhu
- 38 h.m‘ X
fossila 1 tew, apd eve
Hewimmingly ** |

bat, Hobs s 2 ha oa:

ons0n,

b oaaid “Bquif
L

hinﬂﬁ th nﬂm

ad hand 1

banofit com-

baiveann skinnﬂlutglu eiderably, 1

AgCoesa,

ing & load ol clobber intg
& ¢ar that was standing

by & changing-hut.
Coker ﬂ%: "Hit
What are you doiog®?
and tpht: man in the hat
promptly jumped into the
¢a¥, which then moved off
down the cart-track to-
wards the road, g
Coker dashed to the
hut and saw that overy
stitch of clothing we had
left there hed beon taken.
Without waiting even to
sliog & towel round #his
shoulders, he jumped on
to bis motor-bike and
roared away down the

on | cart-track after the clob.

h;l'ﬁrmigl;”

iving with his unsual
cheery recklessness, he
canght up with the crooks
on the road just before
thay reached Friardale.
Hs then ormed the
acrobatic feat of jumpi
from hia bike on to the
running-board, gava the
driver a sock on the chin
that knocked him right
out and brought the car
to & stop. Alter that, he
mﬂhuutr the man in the

P.-0. Tozer, who rolled
up just as Coker ad-
mmistersd his second k.o,
agked what wos up, and
was told. Five minutea

later “the crooks wers

dri back to the 1,
with Toxer in the k
and Coker bringing up
triumphently aa the rear-
guard on his still service-
able maotor.-bike. Not long
after, we were all in pos-
seesion of our stolen tlfudi
again, and the bandit pair
were on their way to
Courtficld police station !
, Buth are the hald facta
about Coker's littla ad.
venture last Wedneeday.
Anyone who can read
thera and say it wean't o
briliant achievement on
Colter's part is jolly well
prejudiced. The rest of

gzu will doubtleas be
appy¥ to join me in
giving the old sport three
rousing cheers |

THIS TALE RINGS
TRUE!

On being told that Mr,
CQraeloh had many ** ster-
ling* oqualities, Bkinner
ruefully rotorted ; ** Weil,
he's certainly a pood
* tanner,” anyway 1"

LOST!

Pump, Hosolines mad
Facape Ladder belonging
to Remove Firo Brigmile.
Unlesa returned quickly
in good order. wo shall be
“ put out '—but the next
fira won't.— Apply, H,

WHARTOM, Hon. Seo.



