“GETTING HIS OWN BACK!” Laugh with Harry Wharton & Co.—Inside!
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THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

WHO SAYS ANOTHER RAMBLE WITH—

e GREYFRIARS GUIDE
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A TOUR OF THE SCHOOL. The Fags’ Common-Room.

(1}
Theve's a amell of horning kippers
From the kingdom of vhe nippeors,
What o steuch !
Thoare's & crowd of little creatwres,
Afl with ink-bespattered features,
(i o bench !
And thoy shonldu’t be tnapeciod
Till they've all beow disinfected &

AFTER SCHOOL HOURS
Bunter Minds the Shop
(1]
Mre. Mimble, full of worry,
. Uried: *Oh dear, T eannot stop !
I must go out in a hurry,
Who will stay and mind ihe shop ¥”
Bunter, oz ha steod there hearing
M=, Minble's {ale of woo,

Lost o time in volunteerving,
Took lher place and watehed her go!

{2}
ITardly could he frust his senses
As he saw the piles of tuck,
Caring naught for conscquences,
Bunter murmaved : ¥ This is luck 1™
Shakespeave said (or wos it BaconT)
“There's a tide in our affaivs
Which, if well and truly taken,
Loads us on lo willionnives.

(3)

Aore to Bunice than mere money
Wasz the =tulf avound him spread,
In & land of milk and honey
Now he reigned supreme as head !
Swiftly to the door reireating,
Bunter shut and turned the lock,
Swiftly then he startect eating,
Swiftly travelliug throngh the stock.

4

Tarts or doughnuts—what's it matier?

Bunter meant to eat them all
Steadily the Owl grew fatier

Till he stretehed from wall to wallt
Then he burst—Ah, dreadful slaughter !

Burst !—and wakened with a seream |
Cherry, with & jug of water,

Shattered Bunter's blissful dieam !

{2
What a shindy they're creating
Az they-sit thore, congrogating
Round the fire !
And the fish, while slowly turning
Into charcoal, smells like burning
Rubbor tyred
Haere vhey Jive together gaily,
Hees ilioy start o dog-light daily |

{3)
Toasted kippers, black and fuming,
s the supper they're consuming—
Rather Y high )
They vujoy each hlackened ember,
And an ane tine, I romeiber,
Soodid 1Y
IL's a vory gav existones,
But it's better at a distapee!

THE GREYFRIARS
ALPHABET
MR. “LARRY " LASCELLES

mathematics and Games-Master,

I. iz for LABCELLES—ounr © Loere,”

Wha makes the whole school * dot and
ecarey !

When teaching ns cobes and quarlmhit'ﬁ-,

That hideons tripe. mathemat es !

[lis hoveible tangemds amd angles
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Tie me inlo terrible tangles,

But Larvey 1s wost sympathelic
Providing a chap's encrgetie,

He'll give you o hang with the guestious
And make very helplul suggestions.
At gamoes he's o popular figure,

He coaches us hard and with vigour,
He'll referee junior matches,
Kmerging without any scratches,

At cricket and boxing & winner,
He'a liked by us all—even Skinner !

CURIOUS EVENT3S AT GREY-
FRIARS.—The Upper Fourth football
eleven scorad a goel in a Form match
vesterday. :
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ANSWER TO PUZILE
MORGAN,
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A WEEKLY BUDGET
OF FACT AND FUN
By
THE GREYFRIARS
RHYMESTER
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GREYFRIARS GRINS

The Ilead has just gone into Big Hall
with a tape-measure.  Looks as though
someon's going 10 be Bogged within en
incl of las life,

A visiior to the distriet complains that
ho eouldn't find the schoul.  Perhaps
Buntor was standing in front of it at the
time,

A veader asks if there is any fieh in
the Greyfriavs fountain? Sometimes—
when hie slarts swindling the Remove.,

Why 1s Bunter the bigger part of the
Remove ?

Hocause
e Pl
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he is the “asa™ of the
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PUZZLE PAR

The nitial letters of the [ollow-
ing names, when put into’ the
right arder, will make another
Greyfriars name.  Can you find
it? = Clreene, Redwing, Nugent,
Angel, Mauleverer, Ogilry.

Answer at foot of column 2.

By an_ ewful mistake Mrs, Mimbla
used Gosling's bag of cement instead of
flour in her [atest doughnuts. T thought
they scemed a bit softer than usual.

When Gaosling overslept  the  othes
morning there was o terrific rush to ring
u rising-bell under his window.

They are talking of putting s postage-
stamp machine in Hall to save fellows
going to the post office. After that, they
will no doubt put a postal order machine
to save the postman's daily tramp wich
bulging sacks for Bunter.

D iﬂiqT
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[ ]

Nuogent was escen wandering

‘about in an aimlesa fashion yesterday.

He's forgotten what it's like to be out
of detention, and he doesn’t kuow what
ta do with himself.

When did Greyfriars hegin with a
and end with an E7¥—Creyiriars alwayvs
begins with' o ¢ and "end ¥ with an E.



ONE BAD TURK DESERVES ANOTHER ! And when Arthur Carter nearly hrings about Vernon-
Smith’s expuision, the Bounder goes all ont for—
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In the gloom, Carter, the breaker of hounds, saw the face of Vernon-Smith at the window.

The

sareastie grin on the Bounder’s face alarmed him !

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Too Late ]

L UNTER I"
“Oh! Yes airl™

In the Remove Form Room ot
Greyfriars Bally Bunter’s eyes
—and spectacles—were on the clock.

Mr. Quelch’s eyes were on Billy
Bunter !

The lesson was near ita end. Class
that day ended at four, and toward:
four other eyes as well as Bunter's
turned surreptitiously on the clock.

Harry Wharton & Co. were thinking
of & spot of foothall before tea, Billy
Bunter was thinking of a spot of tea—a
Jarge spot !

But if other fellows' eyves glanced at
tha clock, Bunter's did noi merely
glance at it-—they turned on it con-
tinually ! The clock seemned to draw his
gaze hke a magnet. Had that closk
been a thing of beauty and a joy for
ever the Owl of the Remove could not
bhave gazed at it more carnestly.

Quelch did not approve of this kind of
thing.

What was the use of a Form-master
handing out valpable historical in-
struction if his pupils, instead of listen-
ing attentively and absorbing the same,
mﬁy counted the Iast minutes iill he
shut down ?

lch had given Bob Cherry a severc
%g:;l;e. He had frowned even at Harry
arton, his head boy. But he glared

at Bunter.
Bunter, gazing at the clock, was
wondering whether it had stopped. It

had indicated five minutes to four at his
last bBlink. Now it indicated four
and a half to four! Bunter was sure
that several minutes, at least, had

geeil since his last blink., It seemed
ike hours really |

It was rather rotten, Bunter thought,
if that benastly elock was slowing down

when a fellow wanied to get out.

Gazing earnestly at the clock to
ascertain whether the putrid thing really
had stopped, Bunter was guite startied
by his Form-master's volce rappming out,

He gave a jumF and transferrcd his
gaze to Mr, Quelch.

“¥on were looking at the clock,
Bunter ! said the Remove master,

“0Oh, no, sir!” said Bunter promptly.
“T—1 wasn't wondering whether it had
stopped, sir! T—I was listening to you,

sir! JI—T heard every word you werc
saving, sir.” ]
“Yery well, DBunter!” said Mr.

Fine School-

Spanking
Adventure Yarn of HARRY

WHARTON & CO., the
Cheery Chums of Greyfriars.

“1 shall
vou fail to

Queleh: in a grinding voice.
ask you a question, and if
answoer ik correctly I shall cane you.”

jrr

“Oh crike

Remove fellows gave Billy Bunter
svinpailbetic  glances, Bunter  had
difficulties in class owing to an un-
commonly bad memory, and still more
uncomnmon  laziness, And on this
occasion all his attention had been con-
centrated for some time on the Form-
room clock, Whaterer question Quelch
asked, it was fairly certain that Bunter
was going to supply the wrong answer,

“The rear of the Conguest, Bunter t"
said Mr. Quelch, ]

That was such an easy one that it
ought to have been a relief to Bunter.
But the easiest of easy ones was never
easyv to the fat D%'i.

He blinked at Mr. Quelch.

“Wel ¥' rapped Quelch.
L remember  perfectly, sirl”
gasped Bunter,

“Then answer me [ ;

“Jf—if vou'll let me think a minute,
gir—" groaned Buntoer. .

Bob Cherry, under his desk, pencilled
“1066 " on & fragment of paper snd
passed it along out of sight.

Which, of course, Bob ought not to
have done; but it was Bob’s way to hel
any fellow ont of a serape first and thi
sbhout it afterwards.

Unseen, undor the desk, that fragmant
of paper passed a'lcm% by several hands,
till it reached the fellow sitting next to
Bunter,

That fellow was Carler,
jumior i the Remove,

“ Bunter—" camc
vaice.

“Oh! Yes sir! I—I.know ! gasped
Bunter,

He was aware, though Mr, Quelch was
not, of the spot of information that was
coming fo the rescue.

It waz only & matter of seconds.

The fragment of paper reached
Carter. '

He held it in his hand, nnder cover
of the desk, where Bunter's eyes counld
drop on it.

Unfortunately, whether by aceident or
design, Carter held it upside down,

Bunter, dropping his ¢yes, saw it, and

read :
(1] %ﬂli LH]
Tre DMaicxer LinkarRy.—No. 1,585
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Quelch’s  deep
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No fellow in the Greyfriars Removo
excepting  Billy Bunter would have
fancied that %301 could be the date of
suything that had happened in Epglish
history so far.

Even Bunter would have realised that
it post-dated the Conguest very cons
siderably, had he stopped to think for a
moment,

But Bunter did not stop to think,

Thinking was not his long suit,
BUYWAY, .

*If you do not answer e inuncdi-
ately, Bunter——" came Queleh’s deep
WO,

“Oh, yes, sir! Nine thousand nine
hundred and one, sir!” said DBilly
Bunter cheerfully,

i “rhﬂlt' I:Il )

“N - nun - nine thuusmmi_ nun - nre
hundred and-—and one, siv!” gasped
Bunter,

* Ha, ha, ha!” came o howl along the
Remove. Really, they could not help it !
'T'his was too good even [rom Bunter.

HUpon ny word I" exclaimed Mr.
Quele “MWhat do yon mean, Bunter?
How da!m you make such an answer 1”

“Ain't that right, sir?” stammercd
Bunter., *“I—I—I thought it—it was
nine thousand nine hundred and—and—
and one, sirl”

“ Ave you not aware, Bunter, that the
present year is only one thousand nine

hundred and thirty-eighti" shrieked
Mr. Quelch.

“Oh! Yes! Of course, siv!" gasped
Dunter.

*Then what do you mean, Bunter "

#[—<I—1 mean— loi® 1"

“You will stand out before the Form,
Bunter,”

“h erumbs 1™

Afr. Quelch picked up & cane from his
desk,

Billy Bunter rolled out rveluctantly to
receive the same,

Arthur Carter -:mntfh{i the fragment
of paper in his hand and dropped it
under the desks. He was grinnmng—all
the Remove was grinning.

It did not seem to have occurred to
Mr. Quelch that Bunter had given the
right number upside down! But 1t
occurred to most of tha juniors—
cspecially to those who had passed tho

Faﬁ along,

Cherry gave Carter & glare
behind & row 4:;‘:‘g heads. E\ridentﬁrl he

had held ‘thﬂhpﬂ]ﬁﬂ' upside down, and,
with an mss like Bunter, that had done
it! BEob did not believe that it was an
accident. Certainly any fellow hut
Bunter would have guessed that the
aper was upside down., Buonter could
we relied upon not to guess thet, or any-
thing else,

“Bend over that chair, Bunter [

Whack |

(1] wnw I'ﬂ

“Now go back to your place, Bunter!
You will remain in the Form-room until
half-past four! If I ree you glance at
%he ;_:’m:k again I shall detain you until

va,

“(Gh lor’ I®

Bunter rolled back to his
wr:g%]mg‘p

A few minutes lnter the Remove weve
dismissed—leaving William  George
Bunter ﬁtting} 1 solitavy  state—gnd
making manful efforts to keep his eyes
and spectacles off the clock !

place,

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Trafl of Vengeance !

“ T ALLP hallo, hallol”
“"What = have you got
there 1™

“ Nothing 1" answered Billy
Buntaer.,
Turg Miower Lisriry.—No. 1,565.

THE MAGNET

Harry Wharton: & Co. were conung 10
to tes after their spot of Tootbell.

The Famous Five, Vernon-Smith,
Carter, and several other fellows were

coming up the staircase together when
Billy Bunter was seen coming dowi

Under Billy Bunter's jagket was o
large hulge.

Bunter's jacket, lke his__ other
garmnents, fitted him tightly. Ie had
more to k in than most fellows.

The fat Owl could hardly have

ueczad & bullseye under his Jacket

without the fact being revealed.

And it waz somecthing of much moro
considerable size that was packed under
hiz jecket now. It bulged to such an
extent that it would have canght the
most casual glance. In fact, it leaped
to the cye.

The juniors stopped half-way up the
steircaze and surrounded Bunter, with
grinning faces,

They weare not likely to believe that
he had “nothing ® there, when one side
of his jacket was swollen, as if it had o
bad toothache.

“I say, you fellows, gerrout of ile
way I¥ yapped Bunter. *“I'm in rather
s hurry -

*“Whose study have you been raiding
this time " asked Johnny Bull

“Oh, really, Bull—*"

“What are you hiding under your
jacket?™ asked Frank MNugent.

“Nothing, old chap! I—I mean, it—
it's & Latin dictionary. I—I'm going to
take it down to the Rag, and—and read
it. Bee? )

“Ha, ha, ha ! howlad the Roemovites,
They could not quite “see” Bunter
sitting in the Rag reading 2 Latin digs
tronary.

*“You fat villain 1" said Smithy. “If
that's the box of chivcolates from my
gtud y—="

“I haven't Leen 4n your studﬁj you
beast! I néver knew youw had a box of
chocolates there——"

“Youd have been in, if youw'd
known I grinned Carter.

“¥ah! I say, you fellows—"

“Stand and deliver|” said Bolr
Cherry.

“Oh, really, Cherry—>="

“Bhow up, you fat brigand!™ s=ald
Harry Wharton, “You've been grab.
raiding again, or ¥ou wouldn’t be
hiding the plunder.”

“1 haven't ! velled Bunicr. “I say,
gerront of the way—Qucleh has gono
aver to the Head's house, but I don't
know how long he will be. I iell you
¥m in &8 hurry 1*

“¥ou howling ass, what have you got
in Four fat nut now?" exclaimed Bob.

“Nothing 1"

“Ha, ha, hal”

“I say, vou fellows, do let a chap
pass. This tin of treacls doesn’t belong
to any of you. I'm not going to mop it
over the papers in Quelch's study. 1
wouldn't  waste  treacle  like that!
Besides, I haven't got a tin of treacle.
MNow let me pass.”

“¥You priceless ass!” gasped Dob.
“You're going to mop treacle over
Quelch’s papera’”

HWell, look what he dtd?™ =aid
Bunter warmly. “Caning a fellow for
nothing, and keeping me in till fve
o'clock. Heo made out that I was look-
ing at the clock again, just because ho
saw me, you know That's the sort of
justice we get here.”

“Ha, ha, ha *

“Besides, [ ain't going fo %uﬂlch's
study, Very likely he's there. never
saw him go over to the Head's house—
ou see, I wasn't keeping an eye on
vim., I've got thiz book of poetry to

vead in the %ﬂg—"‘

" As well as a Latin dictlonary ™

“ I=I mean, & Latin diclk ! say, do
let o fellow pass. 1 never got it out of
iﬂ'!.ll' study cupboard, Wharton! 1f you

ad a tin of treacle there, I don’t know
what's become of it. How could 11*

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Well, vou'ro not going to get a
flogging for mopping treacls aover
Queleh’s papoers, old fat mu,ll—c'sp@cinll;;
my treacle '™ he said.  *“Hand it over I

“I haven't got any! Look here, you

beast] I suppose I ean carvy a
]gfi-{ngrf.phy book under my jacket if I
the ¥

“8haké it out of him!” =aid Bob
Cherry.

“The shakefulness i3 the proper

caper !” grinmed Hurrce Jawset Ram

ingh.

Tiree or four fellows collaved Bunter,
. They had pot, perhaps, any objection,
i principle, to treacle being mopped
over a Form-raster's papers. But such
a jape on Quelch was aliogether too
dangerous—especially as Bunter was
just the fellow to be caught at it. And
there was the treacle to be considered—
by the owner thereof.

s Le%gn ¥ howled Buntoer. Ile
struggled in the grasp of many hands,

A whop from Quelch’s cane, and an
hour's detention, had mado Bunter
wrathy, Quelch had made it painful
for him to sit down; so it was only just,
from DBunter’s point of view, to make
Quelch sit up.

There was no doubt that the Remove
maser would have "sat up™ very
cimphatically had he found the papers
on his study table sticky with treaele.

The consequenees would have beon
dire, had the perpetrator been found
out. But that did not worry Bunter.
o was not going to be found out !

Hy wriggled wildly in the grasp of
the . grinning  juniorsz. That tin of
golden syrup, naturally, slid fromn under
Iis jacket as he struggled.

Bang !

It landod on o stair.

Smithy made a clutch at it, Hurree
Singh made another, but both wero too
late. The tin rolled on to the next
stair, and then on to the next, and
went soihing merrily down.

Bump, bump, bump, bump | went the
treacle tin, from stair to stair. Thero
was no stopping it now.

“0h crikey 1 gasped Bunter. “ Look
what youw've done, you dummivs! I say,
got hold of it—stop it—they'll spot it—
oh crumbs 1

Bump, bump, bump! Bang!

Buntor wrenched himeself loose, and
rushed down the staivs after the treacle,
as it landed, with a final bang, ot the
foot of the sfaircase.

“Blezss my soull What i1z that?®
exclaimod Mr. Prout, the mastoer of the
Fifth, coming a&cross to stare at the
article that had erashed down.

“Mon Dical Vat is zat i cjaculated
Monsiour Charpentier, who had been
stanling near the stairease talking to
the Fifth Form master—or, lo bo inove
gecurate, liztening to him.

Bunter jumped from the stairs, and
hagged tho rolling tin—undey ihe cyes
of the two masters,

“What—" boomed FPront.

P I—I—I dropped it, siv!” gasped

DBunter. * It—it's mmnpe I
From the stairease a  Duneh  of
Removites watched  breathlessiy,

Bunter had the treacle tin again—and,
under the cyes of the beaks, they could
not recapture Bunter. They wondered
whether oven the fatuous fat Owl would
be ass enough to carry on, after it had
been scen.  There was no doubt thot



both Prout and Moseoo would remember
that treacle tin, if it transpired later
that Quelch's papers had been smothered
with treacla! i

But even Billy Bunter’s asinine gifts
had & limit.

He put the tin of treacle under a fat
arm, but he did not start for Masters®
Passage with it—under official eyes. Ha
rolled away to the Rag—to wait there
till the coast was clear. A fellow had a
right to take & tin of treacle into the
junior dav-room, if he liked—so Bunter

1k

i
i

-
El

Ll |

.Il E. ..rI'.‘-

. H hf{- ﬁ,_.[:{,_

&

“-‘What was the year of the Conguest?
which was scribbled the date—upside down,

gaw nothing for a beak to be suspicious
about

The Bounder chuckled. '

“Well, that does it 1" ho said. “If
that benighted Owl lands that treaclo on
Quelch now—ha, ha, ha!” )

Smithy went on up the stairs, laugh-
ing. Harry Wharton & Co. exchanged
g glance, and went down. Carter
remained on the staircase, locking over
the banisters—his eyes following the
Famous Five far from pleasantly.

Carter, for reasons of hia own, would
have been very glad to see Bunter earry
on with that jape on Quelch—but he was
not going to earry on with it if his well-
wishera ecould stop him. And the
Famous Five thought that they could.

e =

THE THIRD CHAPTER,

Stleky !

ILLY BUNTIER waited in the
Rag, the treacle tin parked under
his jacket as before, and bulging.

He was going to give Prout
and Mossoo time to clear off the scene—
ten minutes, he thought, would do. He
wag anxions to get through hefore his

Form-master came back from the Head's

house—but it was only caution to wait

a bit. But, as a matter of fact, Bunter

EVERY SATURDAY

had waited only two minutes out of the
ten: when the door of the Rag opened,
and Harry Wharton & Co. came 1in and
shut the door after them

Bupter gave them s wrathful blink

t‘nmuﬁh his big spectacles. He could
see that those beasts were going io butt
in again,

They were! They surrounded the fat
Owl in the Rag, as they had surrounded
him on the staive, A dozen fellows were
in the room before tea, and they all
looked round.

5

~“Qh, shake it out of him again!™
grunted Johany Bull,

“1 say, you fellows—— Yarooop 1"

Bump |

Billy Bunter sat down on the floor =&
the Rag, and the treacle Lin rolled again.

Feoter Todd pounced on it, and picked
it up. '

Bunter sat and spluttered.

“Now, wou fat ess,” eaid Iarry
Wharton, “you're not Laving that tin
of “treacle!  You're not going to play

* What ! ** gasped Mr. Quelch.

“MNow, you fab mss—" seid Bob
Cherry.
“Beast 1 roared Bunter. © Mind

your own bizney, seat?”

“*Hand over that treacle!” rapped
Harry Wharton,

“Bhan't 1™

“"Bag him 1" said Jobnny Bull.

“1 sayv, Toddy, keep those bensts off 1™

roarcd Bunter.

Poter Todd eamo across to the group.

“What's up?” he aszked.

“ Bunter will be up—for a Aogging if
we don't stop the silly Owl ™ :miﬁ Frank
Nugent, * ﬁ&'& got that lin of treacle
for Quelch 17

“I—I—I ain't, Toddy!”

Bunter. I ain't going to fake flus
treacle to Queleh’s study and mop it
over his papers—I ain't, really |”

“¥ou're not I" agreed Peier, grinning.
“¥ou can bank on that, old fat ass!
We don't want any Hoggings in Study
No. 7. Hand it aver "

“ Look here, Toddy! Don't you be a
beast, like the other beasts ! exelaimoed
Ru]ntﬂr, in dismay, “Look what Queleh

I{ _.IJ- .

“ Nover mind that-=vou'd belicr think
about what he will do, if he Ands that

treacle in his study ! chuckled Pstor.
#“ Hand it over |
“ Beast 1"

gasped

asked Mr. Quelch. Whether by aceident or design, Carer held the paper—on’
“ Nine thousand, nine hundred, and one, sir ! ' sald Bllly Bunter chearfully.

tricks on Quelch!
dangerous—seo 7
“Beast ! roaved Buunier.
ered to his feet. “Gimme that treacle,
%‘ndd}'! Look here, if you don't give
e that tin of treacle—" '
“No *if ' about it I” grinned Toddy.
“Then T'Hl jolly well ﬂu and mop tah?
ink instead!” hooted Bunter. “Bee
Think I'm going (o be whopped and
kept in an hour for nothing? I'll jolly
well go straight to Quelch’s study and
upﬂﬂln‘ir his 1I:ﬁpl}lﬁ over his papers—so

Quelel i3 too jolly
He stag:

And Billy Bunter turned towards the
door, his fat mnind evidently mnade up.
“Hold on!” exclained Toddy., *“If

yvou mean that, vou can have the treacle,
Bunter !

“Oh!1” Bunler turped back, *Hand
it- over, then M
“You fathead, Toddy!” exclaimed

Bob Cherry, “He's not to have it1 The
blinking Owl will get {logged-—"
“¥ou shut up, Bob Cherry!” howled
Bunter. “ (Gimine that treacle, Toddy 1"
“Look here, Todd—" exclaimed
Harry Wharton. )
. “My dear chaps” ssid Peter, “my
idea is that if I givo Bunter the treacle
he won't go to Queleh’s study at all ¥
think he will too busy with the
treaclei Bag him 1™
Tuk dMacy¥Er Lisnany.~—No. 1,565,
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“0h1” exclaimed the Famous Five
together R

sy caught on to Toddy's idea—and
t caught on to Bunter

“Leggo, will you?” roarcd the faf
Owl. “Will you leggo, you beastsl
Now, Toddy, will you give me that
treacle 1" ,

“ Here you are !” smiled Peter.

He prised off the lid of the tin. Then
he held the latter over Billy Bunter's
head, and upended it. R

ore was a roar of laughter from the
fellows in the Rag. From Billy Bunter
there was s shriek of apprebension. He
realised now in what manner Toddy was
going to give him the treacle.

“I say, legga! Stoppitt I =ay, take
that tin away ! I~—I say, I shall be all
stieky 1"

“Biuer you than Queleh’s papers, old
fat man I* said Peter cheorily.

“Ha, ha, ha 1*
“Hold him|” grinnped Peler, asz
Bunter struggled frantically. “Hae

doesn't seem to want it now he's getting
! Blessed H he seams fo know his
own mind &t all ! You heard him asking
for it 1"

“We did I chuckled Bob.

“The askfulness was terrific I

“ Ha, ha, ha ¥

Treacle, in & sticky mass, exuded from
the tin I landed on Billy Bunter’s fat
hend and flowed down his fat face, Xt
felt clammy and sticky-—horrid, in fact!
Bunter rather liked golden syrup, taken
internally He did not like 1t taken
ﬁumaﬂy. But it was externally that
hn}ém_d to take it, and he took it m

|

“U ! Gurrghl Wurrgeh!®
lgg%ﬁe hapless fat Owl.

ere was Bo escape for Bunter, and

tha sticky stream fowed down—down his
face and down his fat neck.

What iz the mys-

tery  connected

with Eric

Torrence, the new-comer

to St. frm'sd Harry

Manners, nursing a bitter

animosity towards t!'!ﬁ
. new hu? goes out of his

way toshow up Torrence,

snd lands himeelf in a-
matter of life and death!
You'll enjoy every word
of this soper story of
Tom Merry & Co.
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That it was bette~ for Bunter, in ihe
long run, to get the treacle himself than
to mop st over Quelch’s papers was
certain. Dbﬂpuai;g after that tin was
emptied on him, Bunter was Igﬂﬁg to
be tco busy, getting the treacle off, to
think ot japes on Quelch He was going
tc be very busily occupied, and there
was no doubt that Quelch would be back
in his study long before Bunter had
finrished screping off treacle. That was
& sheer benefit to Bunter; Peter and the
Famouns Five were doing him a
turn, as every fellow but the fat Owl
knew o g

But Bunter did nor rcalise it, and
thera was no doubt that the treacle was
sticky and horrid. He struggled, he
wriggled, he squirmed, he Eptutt-ere&, he
howled, and he gelled.

But it booted not. Treacle streamued
out of the tin and swamped him. Not
till the stream was reduced to a mere
trickle did Peter throw the iin mio a
wmtefnperwhasket.

By that ame Bunter's state was reall
awful. He lived, and moved, an
breathed, and had his being in golden
syrup | 4 ‘

He clawed at it wildly, and his fat
paws streamed with treacle.

“Ooooogh! I'm all sticky 1* howled

Bunter “0Oh, you beastal Wowl Look |

at me "

Tha and
roared.

“Tha stickfulness is terrific ¥ chueckled
Hurrea Jamset Ram Singh.

“¥ou beast, Toddy 1" shricked Bunter.
“T'H jolly well——"

Heo made an enraged rush at Peter.

Poter Todd dodged round the table.
Bunter waa rather too sticky for &
fellow to touch.

“Better gelt a wash, old man!®
grinnea Bob Cherry. “I know you hate

jupniors looked at him,

HARRY MANNERS

= 1

Latin papers now. Ca

washing, but it’s not so bad as the
Head's birch.”

“Ha ha, pa1”

“A spoi of washfulness, my sstecmed
Buantep———*" .
“This way, Bunter!” said Harry

n, opening the door of the lobby

atk the end of the room, where there
wera wash-basua, “Den't touch any-
thing till snuu"i'e washed 1*

L2 ] m|

“Ha, ha, haI*

Even Billy Bunter, in that treacly
state, rcalised that what he chiefly
needed was a wash.

He rolled into the lobby, and Harry
Wharten turned on hot water for him,
aﬂtni ];nER ihi_nd]g wﬁmlfhim soap. 'I'!ileu
t 1m to , mg, splut-
tmi%i, and gurgling, as ﬁquuﬂlzg off

With cheery faces—happy to have
done Bunter that iga:mi turn—the Famous
Five went out of the Rag and up the
stairs agam.

Carter was still an the staircase, and
he eyed them as they passed him.

They went cp up to the Remove
];:amgﬂ, leavi the mew jumior still
ooking over the bamisters. But Billy
Bunter did not emerge from the Rag;
he was not likely to emerge for a
ong time vet. Carter was driven ta the
conclusion that the fat Owl had aban-~
doned the idea of that jape on Quelch,
though be did not know why,

ey

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Bunter is Wantaqd |

R. QUELCH opencd his study
door, switched on the light,
and stepped in.

There was quite an abla
expression on Quelch’s face. a had
had tea and a plessant chat with his
chief, and forgotten temporarily the
worries of a Form-master's existence.
In a very good humour, he had como
back to his study, to put in an hour
going over Latin papers for his Form.

He sat down in his chair at the table,
turned on  the reading-lamp, and
siretched his hand out to the pile of
papers,

Then he gave a sort of convulsive
start.

Naturally, he had not noltced that
those papers were sticky. He had mot
cxpected them to be sticky. e did not
discover that they were sticky till his
fingers touched them. Then he dis-
covercd at.

The amiable cxpression faded from
Quelch’s countensnee as if wiped off by~
a duster. _

He stared at sticky Bngers. Then he
stared at sticky papers. Then he rose
to his feet fixed hizs eyes on that
pile of Latin pa with an expression
that the fubled basilisk might Lave
envied.

“*Treacle 1 said AMr. Quelch.

It was treacle. A whole iin of it
must have been emptied on that pilé
of papers. They were ost swimmin
in it. ‘Treacle fowed over them, an
flowed in little streams from them about
the table. Onc stream, as Afr. leh
now discerned, had reached the go(;f
the table and was dripping to the A

%:112‘::]4:!1 gazed,
icks had been tpiared in his study
befnre—un“ ot often, gri t}:e rgs?ilitﬂ “-E':;
gencérally very painiul. till, =u

things had bappened. But this was
rather the limit. Quelch gazed amnd
gnmd: his brow growing more and mora

tIrpi: a3 as hg:h i ——
t Wi 1mposs) ta t those
rgl?zas mistakes in



any of those papers had to pass
unrebuked. :

That, perhaps, was the object of the
japer, F’Dﬁﬁih y some fellow who had
doubts about his paper had done this to
keep his blundera from discovery. :

Somebady, at-all events, had done ik
Quelch's looks indicated that there was
8 high old time in store for that zome-

.

He had been an hour with the Head.
During that hour some young rascal had
surreptitiously entered the study and
done this. The next item on the pro-
gramme was to discover that young
rascal., The next but one was to take
him to the headmaster, with a request
for a flogging to be administered.
Quelch, with a bitter brow and set lips,
wiped the stickiness from his fingers,
stepped to the door, and looked out into
the passage.

",[}-)Iaa a.n:.rthing' happened, Quelgh?”

Mr. Capper, the master of the Fourth,
was coming along, and he glanced in
surprise at Queleh’s expressive face.

A wretched trick has been played in
my study, Capper!™ answer the
Remove master. “Have you seen
anyone here during my» absenee #¥

I have been in the Form-room,”
answered Mr.  Capper.
Hecker—>*" )

The masier of the Shell was locking
out of Lis doorway. ]

“Have you noticed anyone coming to
my study, Hacker ¥ asked Mr. Quelch.

Hacker shook his head. ;

mad:}'rliigf" he
3

“Perhaps

“MNo. I have been
answered. “ What has happen

“ Bomeone haz upset treacle over my
papers. Mr. Prout!” Frout looked out
alt the sound of wvoices. “Have you
ﬂE‘Eﬂ_”

“Bless my soul!” ezelaimed Prout.
"Did vou say treacle, Queleh”

“¥es—a nonmber of papers in mi;,'
siudy have been swamped with el If
vou have scen any boy of my Form

nl

*1 have not!” said Frout. *“But half
an hour ago, Quelch, I zaw & boy of
your Form with & tin of treacle. He
dropped it on the stairs, and it rolled
liﬂ"r"i’ﬂ.”

*Which boy, Pront?”

" Bunter "

Queleh's aves plinted. Ilo had caned
Bunter that afternoon. Ile had de-
tained him for an hour after class, On
the other hand, a tin of gelden syrup
was quite a nafursl posscssion for
Bunter, if he was going up to his study
to tea.

“Was Bunter guinf
down, Prout?” he asked.

“Ha was conung down,” answered
Prout. “He went into the junior day-
voom, Quelch, and I did not see Lim
sgain®

“Taking the treacle with him.”

“ Certainly.”

“Thank vou, Prout!" said Mr.
Quelch. “Thet leaves no doubt on the
matter.” MHe rustied away down the
passage.

There could, of course, be no doubt
now! DBunter might have been taking
a tin of golden syrup, bought at the
sciool shop, to his study for tea! He
could have had no imaginable reason for
bringing it downstairs, except one!

Mr. Quelch whisked away to the stair-
case, and mounted rapidly. ©On the
Remove landing, several fellows glanced
at him curiously. The Pounder was
standing there, talking fto his chum
Redwing, and Carter was sitting on the
sctten by the balustrade, reading, They
all lopked at Mr. Quelch. :

He passed them like a thundercloud,
and went up the Remove passage.

The Bounder whistled,

“What's up§” asked Redwing.

upstairs, or
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Smithy glanced up the passage aiter
Mr, Quelch, saw him stop at the door of
Btudy No. 7, and grinned,

“ Bunter’s number, I {fancr!” he
Brnswered.

“What has that fat chump been
dnm,g 7 asked Clarter.

“Treacling Queleh’s papers, T rather
think 1" grinned the Bounder. * Queloh
is after him!”

Mr. Quelch locked into Study No. 7
in the Remove, which belonged fo

Bunter, Toddy, and Tom Dutton. Only
the last-named was there.

Dutton, whoe was deaf, was stirring
the fire, and having his back to the
door, did not see his Forp-master step
:]rg, Neither, being deaf, did he hear
im,

“ Dutton!” rapped Mr. (%:.:eich-

Dutton went on stirring the study fire.

“Dutton |* hooted Mr. Quelch. And
as the deaf junior still did not turn his
head, he rustled across the study, and
clap?eﬂ him on the shoulder. Dutton,
startled, jumped.

“You silly ass,

x making & fellow
jump ¥ he exclaimed.

“Don't be such

a3  thumping fool, Toddy—oh—"
Dutton jumped again, as he looked
reund. “I=-I didn’t know it was you,
sir.

“Where is Bunter, Dutton? Do you
know "

“Tio what now, sir?” asked Dutfon,
puzzled, ;

“What? Bless the boy! I desire to

gee Bunter at once ! If youn know where
Bunter is, tell mme at once.”

“Wasn't my Latin paper all right,
sir?" asked Duatton anxiously., "1 did
my best with 1t, sir. I—1 try not to be
& dunce, sir.”

"What—what? I did not eall you a
dunce,” gasped Mr. Quelch. I told
you to tell me at once where Bunter is,
Thiz iz hia study.”

“ Do you mean my boots, sir?”

“ Your—your bootsi” .

“I wiped them when I ceame in, siz.”

“I am not speaking about your
boats ! shrieked Mr. Quelch.

“0Oh, aren’t you, sir? What did yon
mean was muddy, then "

“I did not say muddﬁl Bless my
Cre

soul ! Can you tell me w Bunter 1a
st this moment?* raved Mr. Quelch,
“Oh! Do you wanbt Bunter, sir? I

kaven't scen him sinee class, sie™

Mr. Ceuei_{:hT breathing hard, rustled
out of the study.

Tom Dutton stared after ilirq. He
could see that Quelch was in a baif, and
he wondered what was wrong with his
Latin paper, fo make Quelch come up
and call him & dunce !

There was a sound of cheery voices
from Study Ne. 1, and Mr. Quelch
tapped on that door, and opened i, to
ingquire further for Bunter,

“i2h, here's the blithering ass!” said
Bob Cherry's voige, as the door opened.
“*Had a wash, fathead? VYou needed

one—in faet. you've needed one all the
term. ™

* Cherrs !”

“0Oh crikev!™ pasped Bob, He
bounded, “I—I—1 thought ii was
Bunter, sirt——"

“I am in search of Bunter!” said

Mr, Queleh, in a grinding voice,. “Ido
you know where Bunter is, Wharton?”

“We left lnm down in the Rag, some
time ago, sir "

“I—1 think he's becn rather too busy
to come up to tea, siv!” said Irank
Nugent.

Snort from My, Queleh! Apparently
he had mounted the stairs for nothing |
He turned, and whisked out of the

Picsage.
“What on earth's up?” asked Hurrﬂ
Wharton, rather alarmed. “Quele

7

looks asz if he’s going te bLite Bunter!
That fat ass can’t have—"

“He can't have treacled QH&]&F:
study ! szaid Bob. “He couldn’t have
used that treacle, after he got it off.”

“Ha, ha, ha !

“IHe can hardly have got * off, yet,”
said Johnny Dull.  *“But souethywg's

up. Better go along, I think.”

The Famous Five left the stuoy, and
hwrried after their Form-master. Mr.
Cuelch was whisking down the stairs at

3 51‘931: rate,

Un the lgnding, Carter waz watching
kim curiously, over the banisters, the
Bounder was grinning, and Redwing
looking ver{l GeTIONS.

“ Know what's up, you fellows?” asked

2Ty,

“"Looks es if Bunter got on with his
treacle stunt!” said Vernon-Smith. “I
ﬂyuught yvou fellows were going to stop

im.”

“8o we did!¥ eaid Bob  Cherey.
“Bunter jolly well never took that
treacle to Queleh's study! What on
carth's happened #"

The juniors hurried down the stairs
They sighted Mr. Quelch again, at the
door of the Rag, and followed him in.
The fellows in that apartment ceased
speaking, all at once, as they saw
Queleh’'s thunderous face.

“Js Bunter here?”
Quelch.

“Yes, sir,” answered Peter Todd.

“I do not see him—where is he?”
Quelch’s gimlet eyes gleamed round the
Rag, without discerning the fat Owl.

“He's 1n the lobby, sir, gelting o
“..ash_._-li

“Call him at once,”

Peter piteched the door apen.

“ Bunter, you're wantede—"

" Beast " came back a yell. “I'm all
aticky! I haven't got all this flthy
treacle off yet! Go and eat coke ™

“1t's Quelch, fathead ! hissed Peter.

“Oh erikey [?

Billy Bunter emerged into the Rag.
His collar and tie wero off, and his fat
face wet and soapy, and he had a towel
over a fat arm,.

“Bunter !

“Oh! Yes, sict”

“Ind I hear you mention treacle?™”

“Eh? Oh, yes! I got all sticky,
g p—"

" No doubt 1” said Mr. Queleh grimly.

“"No doubt at all! You may dry your-

snapped Mr.

self, Bunter—I will wait a few
momental You will then follow me to
your headmaster’s study 1™

Bunter jumped.

“ Wha-a-t for, sir?” he gasped,

“To receive s flogging ! said Mr,
Queleh grimly. * Lose no fime, Bunter 1

ek

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Not Bunter |

ARRY WHARTON & CO. fol-

lowed Mr. Quelch into the Rag.

Smithy and Redwing came in

with them. The IFFamous Five

were alarmed for the fat Owl. They

had, os they supposed, left him too busy

to think about japes on Queleh, when

they went up to tea, but it was plain

that something had happened—and
sdmething very serious. .

Billy Bunter dabbed at his fat face
with tho towel, set his spectacles on his
fat little nose, and blinked at his Form-
master. :

“I—=I say, sir, it—it wasut me!” he
gasped, in great alarm.

Bunter did not yet know of what he
was suspected, not having the faintest
idea that trcacle had becen spilt in

Tre Magxer Lisrany.—No. 1,565,
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Queleh%s sindy. But he was prepared
to deny anything and everything,

“I havo not the slightest doubt,
Bunter, that you ere guiliy of the ont-
rage in my study ! said Mr. Quelch
sternly.  “But I will hear you, if you
have nﬂ;‘thing to say. You had a tin
of trescle—

“Oh! XNo, sie!”

“Mr. Prout saw vou drop it en the
stairesse, Bunter ! He lhas told me sof
Now do you daro to dény that you lad
a tin of treacle ™ thundered My, Quelch,

“It waen't mine, sirl” gasped Bunter.
“It waa Wharton's,"”

“That 13 immaterial: it was in your
Lands,*

“0Oh, no, sir!”?

“TI have told you of My, Prout's state-
ment, Bunter I Do you veuture to deny

that the tin of treacle was in your
Lan'ga?" .
“Yeos, sir! Tt really wasn't, siz! You

catt ask all these fellows, ziv!l It was

under my arm "

“Under yonr arm!” repeated Al
Quelch. In spite of the gravity of tha
gituation, thers was & chortle in the
Rag. It died eway, however, os the
gimlet eyes glittered round. © Bunter,
13 that merely stupidity, or is it in-
tended for impertinence?™

“It~it’s true, sir!” gasped Bunter.
“Wharton saw it, sir; so did Bwmithy.
I say, you fellows, hadn't I got it under
my arm "' appealed Bunter,

“Ha, ha, lial"

“8ilence! Bunter, when I zay that it
was in your hands, I mean in your pos-
session M shricked Ar. Quelch.

“Gh; I—I rec, sivt Of course I
couldn’t guess what you meant, if you
didn’t say so, siv,™
It is proved, beyond doubt, that. a
tin of treacle was in vour possession
half an lhowr ago. What were you
doing with it, Bunter?”

“0Oh, taking it up to tea, siv!”

"You were seon to bring it down-
stairs, Bunter, and to enter this room
with it."”

“0Oh, yes? I—I mean I—I was bring-
ing it down to—to—io this=—this room,
sir ! stuttercd Bunter.

“Whore ts it now "

“The—the treacle’s Desti—been epalt,
#ir, but the {in's in the wastepaper-
basket, if you want it [ gasped Buntor,

“The proof could hardly be move con-
lote,” sand My, Quelch. “It was vou,
{lluntnr, whe upset treacle over ithe
papers on my study table.”

Beally it logked complete enough.
Bunter had been scon with tue rin of
treacle. It was now empty in the waste-
paper-basket, and Bunter hod  been
washing off treacle. Few Form-masters
would have wanted more proof than
that 1

Bunter’s fat jaw dropped.

“In—in=—in your stody, =ic!™ he
gurgled. "“I=I haven't been 1o your
51 mﬁr, eir! Oh crikey 1

“Creat pip ! mrmured Peior Todd,
*“1las some other silly farhead had the
same silly fatheaded 1dea ™

“ Now, Buntey—"

“I didn’t ¥ zelled Bunter dezper-
ately, I never went near your study,
sir! I zay, you fellows, you tell
him—""

“It was=n't Bunter,
Poter Toddd,

“AWhat? Ilow darve you =ay so, Todd,
when DBuanter, oven now, has traces aof
treacle about P exclaied Mr
Quelch.

* Bunter never took that tin of treacls
to your study, sirl” exclaimed Havry
Wharton. “Wao all know that, =p”

Tue Macser LIBRART.—No0. 1,565,
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J"How can you kunow anything of the
kind, Wharton?" =suapped Mr. Quelch.

“He came into this room with it, sir,
and it got spilt ever him,” =aid the
captain of the Remove.

“Bpit ever Bunter 1” exclaimed Mr,
Cuelch.

“F've heen washing it off ever sinee 17
gasped Bunter. “I haven't got it all
off yet, but I've been washing and wash-
ing ahd washing—"

“ Bunter's beon here more than half an
hour, sir, washing treacle off all the
time,” said Peter. * Every fellow here's
heard him grunting and snorvting—I—I
mean, heard him at it, sie.”

Mr. Queleh paused.

“Do yvou mean, Todd, that the tin of
treacle which Mr, Prout saw in Bunterls
possession was spilt over Bunter in this
roomn, and that he has been herc ever
sinee 1

“Yes, sir.
tell you.™

“¥Yes, sir, that's =0," said Squiff and
Totn Brown and Hazeldene and three or
four more fellows, all at once.

"UEDH nry word ! exelaimed Mr
Quelch. “It is & wery singular co-
incidence—very singular indeed-—that
Bunter should have been eavrving a tin
of treacle aboui the House, and fhat
another boy should have played a dis-
graceful trick with treacle in my study
at tha zame timne.”

“By gad, it 5! murmured the
Bounder,

There was no doubt about that, It
was & very remarkable coincidence.

It was so very remarkzble that the
Bounder, at least, suspected that there
was something more then a coincidence
in it. Some lhnug.ht. of the same kind
was in Bob Cherry's mind,

“I amm bound, of course, to heliove
what vou tell me,” =aid Me. Quelch,
“But it iz very singular indeed. But
for the accident of tho treacle having
been spilt over Bunter, it would have
locked—certainly it would have looked,
beyond doubt——"

Myr. Quelch paused. He realised that
he had been within measurable distance
of an act of injustice. That was a pain-
Ful thought to the Remove master.

“1 shall ingquire very strictly into this
matter,” said Mr. Queleh, sftev a panse,
“As the tin of treacle which Mr. Prout
s2W in your possession, Bunter, i3 now
aceounted for, you are not under
susmelon,”

Mr. Qltt"{:h feft the Rug with that.
Exidently he had to find some new line
of investigation if he hoped to discover
the treacler.

“ By gum I said Bob Cherry, when ha
was gone. “You can thank your hacky
stars, DBunter, that we treacled youl
Yoeu'd have been for it

“Who the dickens ean have treacled
Queleh’s  study,  though?”  asked
Hazeldens,

Bob gave an angry gront.

“Eome cad whoe knew what that fat
diot was up to, and wanted to land him
in a row with Quelch!” he growled.
" Az Bunter (idn't do it, he dud it for
him, and left Quelel to think it was that
potty porpoize.”’

“I eay, that's rather thick!™ said
Skinner.

Bob gave another greunt, and walked
out of the Rag with his friends. Bob,
at least, had no doubt ahout it, though
in the total absence of all proof he did
not carg to mention Carter's name,

“1 zav, vou fellows, it wasp't me, any-
how [ zaid Billy Bunter. " [m j-:rFiiy
glad some fellow did it, of course, after
Queleh whopping me and keepiog me
in. Some pel of mine, I expeet, paying
Quelch out for me.”

All the fellows here will

“ Lucky Quelch didn't aslk what you
were going to do with that treacle if it
hadr’t got spilled over wou by acel-
dent I grinned Peter. * You'd betier
fet this be a lesson te you, you fat
chump t**

“I say, you fellows, think Quelch will

o to the Head about this? assked

unter. “If he does he won't be in hia
stugy.lu I—1 think I'll cut along to his
study.

“*¥You'll eut along to Queleh’s study 7
gasped Peter Todd. * What for

Bunter grinned.

“What about upsctting the ink over
the treacle? he asked. *“Make him
wild when he goes back and finds thio
ink mixed with the treacle. What?”

“¥ou blithering, bloated Lloater[”
gasped Peter,

“0Oh, really, Toddy! If he atks me
about it, you can tell him I haven't loft
the Rag, same as before—sco 7"

Peter Todd gazed for a moment at

Williamm George Bunter. Then he
seized him by 2 fat neck.

Bang ! .

Bunter’s head smote the table in the
Rap. The roar that came from Rilly
Bunter woke the echoes far aud near,

" Yoo-hoooop I

Bang !

“Yarooh! Leggo! DBeast! Help!
Rescue! Yaroooopl”

Bang!
“Owl Wow! Oh crikey! Ow!l®
“ There !" gasped Peter. * Btill think-

ing of japing in Quelch’s study 2™
El‘.:illw! Yeal| I—"
Bang !
"I mean no!™  reared Buntew

« Nothing of the sort! Leggo! I—I-I
won't go near Queleh's study! Yoo-
hoop [

i a, h-ﬂ-, hﬂ !:r

Billy Bunter did not go near Queleh's
study. Between washing off the linger.
ing remains of the treacle, and rubbing
hiz bullet head whoere it had been
banged, Bunter was too busy for some
time to think of the trail of vengeanca.

—— —

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
A Row in the Changing-room !

T LAYING Dutton 7"
P *Didn’t you sce his name in
the list#”

“Well, wves bot—" said
Carter.
“ But what 77
“Beems rather rot to me.”
Carter was speaking to Ilarry
Wharton in the changmg-room.  He

did not glance ot Bob Cherry, who was
sitting on & bench, with one boot on, and
the other in his hand. Vernon-Somth,
on the same banch, did %lnnm at Bob,
agnd grinned as he glanced.

All the Bemove knew that Bob barred
the new junior, though only Bob's
friends knew why. Bob could be eivil
to a fellow, even if he barred him: bug
it seemed to be diffienlt for him to keep
civil to Arthur Carter,

Everything that the new fellow did
ar said seemed to touch Bob on the raw,
Mow he was glaring at Carter as
the latter talked to the captain of
the Remove, and Smithy, grinnin
as he walched him, knew that DBaly
would have hiked to piteh the boot in his
hiand at the new junigr’s head.

That Wecdnesday afterncon Highelille
woers coming over to play the Remove.
The Higheliffe fixture was a big event in
the Remove list, and men for that match
were selecred with care.  Carter, nho
had only conte to thoe school that term,
waa considered lucky to he picked out.
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you know ! Don't you think you're a bit soft, old chap, to come off just for a hack # * Bob Cherry, who could hardly
stand on his damaged leg, glared at the fat junior as if he could have eaten him.

But thero was ho doubb that he was
showing great form at Scccer. Harry
Wharton, who was geiting more and
mors to share Bob’s repugnance for
the new fellow personally, did net think
for a moment of allowing that to inter-
fere with football matters, If he had
disliked Carter as much as Bob did,
or twice as tmuch, he would still have

ub him in tho team if he believed that
E‘.‘- gould help to beat Higheliffe.

So Curter was in, on the right wing,
Hurree Singh having boen shifted along
the front line, m a little rcarvange-
ment.  Bolb had vothing to say to that
—ho did not like Carter, bt he had to
admit that the fellow deserved s place,
on ihe form ho had shown. But
Uarler's talk, in the changing-room,
made Bob's cves gleawm—much te the
Bounder's mnasement.

T Dutton was i the team at vight-
back, it the place usuwally taken by
Marlk Linley. Mark had a game knee,
from an accidental kick, in pgames-
pruclice, and lad te stand down.

Dution, whoe had already changed,
looked s very active and sturdy fellow
in football garh, keen as mustard. The
fact that Dulton was deaf, was
vndeubicdly a handicap in any pawme.
But he was a pood plaver, keon nnd
wary and watchiul, and he could lieav
a shout, cven if ovdinary . conversation
was ralher lost on him. ]

Bob would have strotched a point, or
a good many points, in favour of a
fellow who had 1o carry on lﬁhﬂtr sucl
a handicap. Dut that was evideutly not
Cartor's view.

“I hoar that this gaimo is expected Lo
be rather a tussle,” went on Carter

“Highcliffe are always good ™
spawered Ilurry shortly. )

“You ecc, your pal IPousonby isn't
in their team 1" said Peter Todd, with
theery sarcasin. Peler, who was a
forward in the team was by no moans
pleased by Carler’s remarks.  Tom

Dutton belonged to his study, and was
also his pal. "“You musin't judge
LHighelifo by your friends there,
Carter 1"

“Well, T wouldn't play a denf ass,
it I were cekippert™ said Carter.
“Dou't you want to win the mateh ™

The captain of the Kemove looked
at him.

“Youw're not skipper!™ he pointed
ok

Y0, guite!  Bop—"

“And Dutton isn't an ass!  Awd if
he heard you say so, he would probably
punch your checky head, go it's just my
well for you that he's deafl”

Duttan, who was within a few feet of
thetn, huad a cheory smile on his faee,
evidently unawaro that e was beoing
disinssed.

Clurter laugled.

*Wall, e hasn't heard me say so, 2wl
he won't Im:ti*‘an,}'trhing you may have
T

to EII"{ io on the ficld!™ he
remarkel. Y Seeins rob to me to put
him in"

“Oh, shut up, Carlter " broke out
Bob Cherry.,  * Nobody asked for your
opinion |  Keep 1t to yourself.”

Carter glaneed round at Bob.

“1 dou't think I was speaking fio
you ! he drawled,

“"Well, I'm speaking to  you,"
growled Bob, his face reddening,
“ Dutton's a decent fellow, deaf or not,
which yeu will never Le.  Any fellow
here would rather bo deaf like old
I}uttgn, than o schomineg worm  like

“"Chuek 3t Bob, old chap!” saul
Harvy hastily, “No rows bere, you
kuow, "™
“Let hiw shub wp, then,”  grunled
Iob, “Ho makes me iL™

"T'H please mysell about that, 1f it's
all the same to vou, Cherry 1™ drawled
Carier. “"Can't & fellow ask &
guestion 77

“Oh, all right ! growled Bol, “I'M

aslk one, tool Where were you whern
that treacle was mmepped over Quelch's
rapers yesterday 1

Clarter started a hitile.

I hardly romember, at the moment,"”
lic answered. “ What docs it matior "

Ok, Ary to remember,” retorted Bob,
with savagoe sarcasm. “Then, perhaps,
qou'll enll te mind that you were n
uelch’s study, pouring out that treaele,
Loy mbrhim on Bunter's track.”

“Lid you see me there?”

“"You took jolly good care that
nobody saw you there [’

“Then do you think it quite fair to
say that T was there, when vou own up-
that you dou’t know anything about
iI.'l_'r"FJ‘

“I kuow it a5 well as if I saw youl”

“Dwvaw it nnld, old man ' murmured
Squift. *You're not a giddy magician,
you know.™

“Well 1 do know it!" prunted Bob.

“You don't,” spid Carter coolly,
“aud to pub it plain, 1t's o lia 1"

Baly Cherry bounded up from the
bengh.  With one boot on, and one boot
off, I jumped towards Carter,

I'ive or six fellows interposed at once.

{(Carter stood with a sneer on his faco,
Ho was in no danger. The {ootballers
were not likely Lo let o scrap hn:?in in
the changing-room, when Higheliffo
werg expected slmost any minute.

“Let we go ! roarcd Bob, struggling
in the prasp of Harry Wharton, Jgﬂimft}
Bull, Hurree Singh, Tom Brown and
the Boundor.

“Chuck it, fathesd—"

“Cheese ik, you ass”

“Hold on, Bob—"

“Do you think I'm goivg to et that
cad call me o liar?” rowred Bob.

“Well, desh it all, if you sav things
vou can't prove, what do you expect the
chap to say?” exclaimed Tom Brown.
“Ancyhnw, you're not going to scrap.”

“Chuek it, Bob!" gaid Harry.

Tne Magwer Lisnanv.—No. 1,565,
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“Don't play the goail
Cotirtenay’s crowd to seo &
Lioré when they blow a7
b Cherry controlled his enger. Ho

realised that it would not do

“Ob, sll right!"™ he grunted. * Lot
go, vou duflers—I won't touch the
follow. He can o and cat coke I

Bob went back te the bench and pub
on his other boot, Carter shragged his
shoulders. Tom Dutton looked round,
from face ta face,

“What's the row ¥ he asked. " What

Do you want
fight on

wera you going for  Carter  for,
Chorry ' : : :
“Oh, nothing; it's all rightt”
anawered Bob,
“ A fight? This ian’t the place for

a_fight, old chap!™ said Dutton.
“Weae'ro going to play foolball, you
A “w'ﬂl

“All vight ! howled Bob. .

*0Oh, lots 1" said Dutton. “YWhat do
you mean? IUs only two o'clock now—
of course there will bo light—plenty of
it.

“IIa, ha, Lha!l"

“Ring off, old chap!” o

“ELh? I'm going to play with it on.
What do you mean, Hing off my cap!”
askedd Duiton, in sarprise,

“h, help ! gasped Bob.

“Po yvou mean Carter? Look lere,
Cherry, I shouldn’t call a chap & whelp,
if I were you. It's not s nica thing to
call uny fellow, cven if you do dislike
him. I dJon't sce that Carter’s a whelp!
o seemng all right to me.”

“Give us o restl”

“ Whose chest 1™ asked Duiton.

“Ea, ha, hal” .

Raob did not answer that question, He
liked Tom Dution, and he was ready
to stamd up for him at ani’_timﬁ ; but
# little eonversabion with him went a
long way.

e ]

THE SEVENTH CHAPIER.
Accldents Will Happen !

OB CHERRY quite forgot irrita-
tioz and annovauee, on the
foothall ficld,  His ruddy face
was bright and checery.
Highclife had come over in great
form. Harry Wharion & Co. always

ted o tussle with  Courtenay’s
teawn, and they bad it. The 1llighcliffe
footballers were very dilfcrent frog

Cartov’s  friendas at  that  scliool—
Pon & Co. _
DBob, who was at right-half, was

acoustonied to sve Smithy and Hurres

Hingh i front of him. NWow he lad
Smithy amd Carter, the Nabeb of
Bhanipwr being on the left-wing. Tt

was quite possible that Carter, in Bob's
dace, would have failed to "“fecd the
orwards *: but Bob, once he was in
the game, quite forgot that ho barrcd
Carter.

Carter, at the mement, was simply
the Greyfviavs ountzide-right, to BuL—
and, in fact, in that position, the new
jugiar played up brlliantly, He was
abk least as good a3 Murree Jamact Rain
Singh, and a %Oﬁd mauy fellpws thought
himy betier. He was quick and alert,
keen on the game, and had pace—and
Bob, if Lie had thought sbout it, would
have admitted that the eaptain of ihe
Remove was right in pleying hine, Dot

L was not thinking about that—he
was only thinking of the game,

It was hard aml fask from the whistle,
Higholitfe iad como aover for a victory
~aml the Greyfriars men were deter-
mincd ta grect them wilh a aefrai; so

game was rather like the old story
of the irresistible foree brought to bhear
on the iminovable abject !

Thé first half ended without a scove
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for cither side. In the sceond balf,
botn sides went all out for victory. But
luck seemed with the Higheliffians.
They cama down like weolves on the fold.
Squiff, mn goal, was all eyes and hands
and feet, and thrice ho drove tha leather
away: and the third time, it szailed
over Johmmy Bull, who was on his back
The Caterpallar was an it, when Tom
Dutton hooked ib foirly eway from his
toe, and sent 1t to midfield. The gamo
swayed back up the field.

HGood man, Dutton I gasped Harry
Wharton—his words quite Iost on Tom.

Vornon-Smith had the ball, and the
Bounder took 1t up the field. The
Higheliffians had te fall back and
defend, and there was a hot strugele in
front of the visitors' goal

But tho leather wont away again, and
again Courtcnay & Co. were attacking.

There was 4 mix-up on tho right
Wing.

Three or four fellows went down,
and from ono of the sprawling figures
came a sudden yelp of painn  The
Caterpillar had the ball apain, and
was racing on with if, the other tﬂif;hw
cliffo forwards speeding on.  Behind
them, Bob Cherry staggered to his feet,
recled, and went down again on omo
knco.
izoal IV

Tt was a Highohife shout.

The Caterpillur lLad  passed to
Courtenay, who zlammed the ball in,

beating Bquiff this time. 1t was frst
blood to Highcliffe.
" Goal I

“Cherry, old chap—"
e [! nh i

Bob was up agein, but he was tot-
tering.  His ruddy face was whits
with pain, _

Harry Wharton caught him by the
showlder,

“IMurt, old chap

“Azk Cavier!” breathed DBob. “He
koows whether he's hurt me. I—I—
can't carvy on—awfully s=orry, old
man—I can’t stand on that leg!

" Carter—">"
" Eﬂrq’ 1" =zaid Carfer. “If I fell on
¥ ou——'
“¥ou know vou did1®
“Y was barged over—-"
_ Potter of the Fifth, who was veferee-
ing the junier match, came up.
“What——" ho began.

Al right—I've got a hack ! stom-
mered Bob. "1 shall have to tolier off
—sarry, you chaps ™

“1 zay, I'm awinll
me,*’ said Carter. “fvwm barged right
over, as you all saw., 1 never knew 1'd
piven Cherry & knock—-"

Bob took no further heed of him. It
Was Eus;ibly an aceident, ]

Bob hmped off the field, his foothall
fintzhed for that afternoon. e had had
a eruol hack, and he could Loavdly put
his right foot to the ground.

“You fellows can’t wagine—" ox-
claimed Carter.

“ (O emirse not1* gaid Marey., “Line
upl We've got to put our beef into
Lhis, you men—a man short.™

“Man  hurt?”  asked Courtenay,
coming ‘up.

2 ¥es, an accident—*"

“{ne of ours—"

“(h, no, one of ours—juzt an acui-
dent.”™

I'he sides Lined ap agam, Greviriars
a man short,

The DBounder’s eyes were curiansly
aied keenly on Uarter 1o dropped a
whisper in his fellow-winger's car as
they hined up.

sorry, if it was

“Une accident iz coough for one
game, Carter.”
“What do  you wecan,  Vernon-

Smith ¥

“T1 tnean, that if you have an acel-
dent with me, I'll bave an neccideut

with you!" answered ihe Bounder
deliberately.  *'That’s whav I mean—
and youw'd better hava nere o wy

direction.”

“¥eou fool, do you think—"

*1 don't think—I know! Blut it |
said the Bounder.

The whistle went, and the game was
resumed after the Llighcliffe goal

Bolr Cherry limped away to the
changing-room, with a clouded face and
4 heavy heort.

It was iffieult for s fellow liko
Bob 1o believe that a man had deliber-
ately hacked him—a man on his owm,
side, too, as good as throwing away
the game to gratifly personal malice.
But ho could not help thinking that
Carter had dome =o. It might have
been an emecident—he hoped that 1t had
been—but he did not hﬂ]l:if.-"'.‘ﬂ 50"

Billy Bunter met him on the way and
blinked at him in surprizo through his

big spectacles.

* Finished already ™ he  asked.
“Who won?"

“No, asa! I've had te pget off )"
gromted Bob. “Crocked I

“Bagged a hack 7

F1] 'YE-E-.H

“Does it hort 1

“ Idiot 1™

“QOk, really, Cherry! 1 cshouldu's
have chucked it for that!” seid Bunter,
shaking his head. " You want to be a
It tough to play SBoeccer, yonu knowl
No good a fellow playing Soccer if he
can’t stand a knock or two! Don't youw
think you're & bit soft, old chap, to
come off just for o hacki”

Bob Cherry, who could not even stand
on his damaged leg, glarcd at William

Ceorge Bunier ns i bhe could have
ceten him.
Bunter wagged his fat head seriously.
“Hardly what I should do!™ ha re-
marcked. * Wharton made & mistake in
nok

lnyinig me. Don't you think sof
I oftered.” L

“*You priceless idiob{”

“Well, I don't think you ought to call
a fellow natnes because he can stand o
knock or two better than you cani”
said Bunter reprovingly. “ You'ro s
soft as putty, old chap1”

Bob made & frantic mental ealounla-
tion whether ke could stand on his
demaged Iegh long enough to kick
Bunter with the other. A feariul spasn
of pain warned lum that he couldn't]

“Look here, brace up, and get back
to it!"” said Bunter cnecouragingly.
“They'I! want you, you know. You're
not ruch good, but they don't want to

lay & man sliore against Higheliffe!

race up! That's my odvice!™

Bob locked round.

“Here, Micky!” he yelled.

Micky Desmond leoked rowmd.
hurried wp. .

“8Bure, 1f you want me to lind you u
hand—-" he said.

“No," poasped Bob, "a fooll KWick
Bunter for e, will sout I can'e™

" ¥ araoooh 1™ |

Tt Micky was pleased, Bunter wns

1

“Kiek him again for me,” gasped
Bob, “I'll do the same for you
another time.”

Bunter fled. Micky landed two more
g3 ha went. Bob limped on his way,
feeling o littla better. )

Meanwhile, the game was poing on,
ding dong. It was close en the finish,
when & roar from the Greyfnars crond
reached Bob Cherry's cars:

“{Goal IV

“Good man, Carter ™
“Goal! Goali™



The footballers came crowding into
the changing-room-—-the game a draw.
It was Carter who had Lkicked the
cequalising goal—the only cne taken by
the side. He seemed very popular with
the other fellows as he came in—and
Bob, as he sat, rubbing his damaged
leg with embrocation, looked ou—with
very inixed feelings.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Emithy Wants to Know !

ERBERT = YERNON-SMITII
H strolled into Study No. 13,
efter prop that evening.

Bob Cherry wasz alone there.
His study-mates, Linley and Ilurree
dingh and Won Lung, had gone down,

Bob remaining to give his bruised leg
nnﬂﬂmr ruby or two.

He had b resting across a chair, and
therc was a perceptible scent of embro-
cation in the atmosphere when the
Bounder lounged in.

Bob gave hnn a glance—not & very
affable one. His usually sunuy temper
was not at 1ts best. He hated to give
in to an injury, and he hated to appear
to be making & fuss about one. But
there was no help for that] Ho was
atill in a limping state, and he had to
limp whether he liked 1t or not.

“8Eil bad? asked Smithy.

“0h, a twinge or twol” auswered
Bob carclessly.

The Bounder grinned and shut {ho
door. Feo sat on the corner of the
table, looking at Bob.

“I know all about that twinge or

two!” he agreod. I can see the
damage. That cur got you fair angd
square.”

“Oh! You think—"

“Dott’t voul™

“Well, I did at first when I got it
admnitted Bob. * But it scems such a
rotten thing—a fellow to foul 2 wan on
hiz own side, just because——"

" “Don’t you think so pow ¥

“Well, I'd  rather not, anvhow!
After all, he kicked a goal for the sido
—the only one wa pot,  Thev'd havo
beaton uz otherwise,”

“He can  play Soceer!” seid  the
Bounder, “Ie's no sporisman, but ho
can play Soceer. I behieve he did it
on purpose, because of that row in the
changing-room, and what you said. I
Euppose you meant what you said #?

EVERY SATURDAY

“¥es, I did!” grunted Bob. “Per-
haps I shouldn™t have said it, but I did
mean it, and de now.”

Vernon-Smith nodded. :

“There's heen a lot of jaw in the
Form about that fellow Carter, and ins
_i-:}ﬂy old reldtion Bunter,"” he remarked.
‘Can’t blamo. a chap for being down
on a relation like Bunter. DBut, accord-
ing to what's going round, therc's somo
gquestion of rivalry for some old bean’s
inoney-bags, Bunter makes out, &t any
rate, that Carter's nnecle, who 13 a sort
of uncle-three-times-removed to Bunter,
has got an eye on our fat old Owl. It
secing clear, anyhow, that the old bean’s
written to Quelch about Bunter, amd
wants to hear his report this term.”

Bolb made no answer to that.

He knew tnore than the other. fel
lows about that rivalry between Carter
and Bunter, but he was not dispozed to
discuss what he knew with the Bounder.

“¥You've been up against the fellow
ever sinco he came,” went on Vernon-
Smith. “8ort ot protector to Bunter—
what "

“Tho fat fool needs somebody to help
him keep his end up I grunted Bob.

*“No doubt about that, if a cunning
fox like that man Carter i3 on his track.
Looks to me as if something may depend
on Bunter gettm,g a pood report this
term, and Carter's made up his wmind
that he shall get a jolly bad one”

Bob, in silence, rubbed a big bilack
bruise. :

The Bounder, now that he turned his
thoughts to the matter, saw how things

stood, with his nsual keenness. But Bob
could not help wondering why he
bothered his head about it at all.

Smithy had his good qualities; but he
was not the fellow to go out of his way
to back up & lame duck. DBunter was
nothing to him.

“ Exactly 1" said Vernon-Smiih, as if
Bob had spokewn.

Baob started, and loocked at him.

“Readin' your thooghts, old beant”
explained the Bounder airily. “Right
on the wicket! If Bunter clhiooses to be
a mixture of fool and ropue, he ean
tako the consequences, and ge blowed to
him! I'm not worryin’ a lot about
Bunter, But if that cad hits out wildly
and hits the wrong man, he must expect
the wrong man to hit back—if the wrong
man's me." -

“What on earth do you mean ™ ashked

ob,
“I'll tell you. A week ago 1 was

11

neéarly -nabbed at the Thres Fisdhers
It wotild have been the sack.”

* 8erve.you right|” .

, Our u at ien't the-

“0Oh, quite | t that isn't the point.
You and Bunter knew that I was thare,
and neither of you would have given ma
awsay, for love or money—hot even that
fat, grub-raiding, frabjous Owll” 'The
Bounder set his #a But 1 was given
away, Cherry—Wingate of the Hixth
came- straight there, acting on inforipa-
tton received, os the bobbies sey.

t out of sight so guick it mado my

aad swim. o time to get held of my
overcoat. And if it had been my own
coat, I should have been done for.”

“I know But what—"

“You remember how it happened:
that fool, Buntor, barged me over and
made my coat muddy, on the towpath,
and I made him change. Well, Wingate
never got me—he got the coat, and
brought i1t back, and Bunter was u
befors the Head! But as every ﬁ
knew lic had been in gates, he was a
right, They had to leeve it that some-
body had borrowed Bunter's coat thst
uflterﬂmn—-u.nd they never found out
Wi,

" Lucky for you!” grunted Bob.

"I'm uspally lucky—my long suit!™
grinned the Bounder. *“But it was the
closest shave I ever had, old bean, and
Y've been thinking about it ever since.
I had my eye on Carter that day. He
seemed w0 d]ullf' sure that Bunter had
been nailed, through the coat. Now,
why did he fancy that Bunter was a
the Three Fishers that afterncon?™

“ Might have scen you, at a distance,
after Enu'd got Bunter’s coat on. Every?
body knows that cost by sight; it’s some
coat "

" Exactly 1" said Vernon-8mith, with
& nod. “Fve {thought it over, and that's
how I work it out. That purple-striped
coat of Bunter's would be known half
a Inile ofi—and I had it on, as it hap-
pened.  If Carter chanced to see me
going in, from ‘& distence, he would
think it was Bunter.”

“TlLet sccounts—" said Bob, slowiy.

“I think it does. From what tho
Head said, when Bunter was up, he was
warned by & telephone call that a Grey-
friars man n seen going into
the place, and then he sent Wingato to
investigate, Who phoned 1%

e ness knows! Mardly Carter;
th?i Head might have known his voice
an e

(Continued on nex! page.)
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“I'vo talked on' tho {elephone with-
out my voleo giving mo away,' said the
Bounder *" 8o eould Carter.”
' “H:’Lt.--l can’'t helieve—even Carter
L e

“Look at it! Carter gave it com-

detely away that ho Delieved that
Junter was at that den on the river.

Ile cven thought, at fvst, that you
fellows wers telbing lies when you
testified that thoe fat ass had been In
gates all the time. That can only mean
thut he spotted Bunter's overcoat going
in. Then comes a mysterious telephione
vall, warning the Head! If it's true
fhat. Carter wants to disgrace Bunter
here, it's all plam cuough.”

i 1‘-.1.;11:, it looks like 1t, but—"

“But,” eaid the Bounder, “ho was
making & bungle, like scheming cads
often do. e nearly got me sacked,
getting after Buoter! Une good turn
eserres another—and the same applics
to & Bad turn! It might happen like
that again, Carter doesn't scom to care
wheve his shots hit, so long as there's
& chance of ouo getting Bunter! If it
wera Carter gave mo away that day, I
dan't care whether he waa after Buoter
or not; I'm going to band him the same
#s ho handed me.  Sneaking to the
Head, and hctraj'in%' a fellow—
erpecially the wrong fellow—is a little
tva thick for thoa Remove.” :

“DBlessed if I know what vou're telling
e all tlus for, Smithy 1Y said Bob,
ritlher restively,

LIl put 1% 1 worda of one syllable,
sitituble to your undeveloped intellecr,
ohl scout.  It's come out lately that
Bunter js Carter’s rival for some old
Iwrivi's cash—through Bunter’s gabble on
the subject. Bt vou were up against
Carter from the day he came, before
there was any talk on thoe subject. So I
wark it out that ~onwhow you kaew
sonething earlior. What was it ¥

“I'd rather not talk about "

“Then there is something—-"

*Bowmcetlung I heard by accident. 1
can't jaw abent it.”

“All I want 15 to gob it quite clear
ihat Carter’s afier Bunter, and ustng
any method that comes to hawd.  If
1 certain of that, I'm certain that le's
the man who gave me away last weck,
Uet it off your choest.’

*Um not talking about it.”

“¥You'rs against him—szo am I, if ]
gel that clear! Two heads are beiter
than one, in any sovk of a tussie,”

"I'm not against him, =0 long as o
lvaves Buntor alone! What docs it
matter to me who bags old Joseph
Carter’s cash!” =aid Bob, irritnhﬂr.
“All T eare about is seeing that he
docsn’t play treachierous tricks on that
f'lattfﬂﬂ!. I'm jolly wel going to stop
that.”

“I'd stop him faster than yon! 1've
gut abont ren times your guiption, old
Dean ! Will you spout it all out #*

i3ob shook his head.

Tho Bounder shrugged iz shoulders
aid slipped from the study table.

“Keep it packed up, then!” he
snapped. “T'l find out for myself. And
if 1 get it clear that the ead got
within an inch of the sack last weel,
let im look out! lle may get neaver
fo it than I did ™

And with that, the Bounder of Grey-
friars trampod cut of the stuldy and
slammed the door after L.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Whose Cigarette ?

1 OT & mateh, Skinnee?
 Carter of the Remove stared
I SUrprise.
Ila was coming along the
path under {ho old elins, ihe day after
Tue Magxer Linapy.—XNu. 1,500
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the Highelitfe maieh, sihen he came on
Bitly Buuter, i o
Bunter had a cigoretie in his fat

fingers. ] .
Carter  Timself smoked cigarettes,
though he was eareful 1o keep it as

dark as ho could. Buot he had never
suspected Bunter of it

Neither was Iunter azs enough to
spend money on smokes, Tf Buuter were
o0l i possesston of a cigavelto, 16 was
2 safe Lot that it belonged to somebody
whose name was not Bunter.

But thewre o was, with o cigareite
and as Carter e along, he Vinked
at.  him  toough his lig  spectacles,
addressed him as Skioner, and asked
him for a natels.

Ouly a minufe ar two before, Loder
of the Sixth bad passed along that path.
Clavter had seen him.  Ile might turn
hack, for all Carter Eoow—or Dunder !
In which case, he would assuredly spot
tho fatuous Owl with that sinoke,

Loder was a prefect, and, though it
was ramonred that he smoked, 10 quiecs
sprols, Limself, i was certain that he
woutld not Sl to do his doty iff hin
caught 2 Lower baoy sinoking ! It meant
a swipe frem an azhplant of Bupter were
spotted with et =moke!

“0h! You!" Buwnter, at the second
ink, recopnised Carter. ™1 don’ want
a matelr feam you, Carter! You can
go aud eay coke !”

e put bis fat hand bebiind hon, with
the cigarctto in it.

Ctarter laughed.

"Iz thal a fag you've gol theve™
asked.

Ile spoke quite loudly., 1o was fairly
sire that Loder of ghe Sixth was not far

lie

LWAY.
“Eh? No.o Certataly not 17 answered
Bunter.  “Tf yvou think youw're going

to find oub auything (o tell ealos alont,
Carler, you're mistaken.  LDve gol a
stick of tolfee here——"

“You wanted a mateh for a stick of
toffee ¥ asked Carler, laonghing,

He spotted Loder of the Sixih,
hitherto hidden from =zight iy an ¢lm
trupk. The prefect was contimge towards
the spot.

Loder was looking apuoved. It was
rather a secluded apat, between the old
clins and the wall, apnd perhaps Loder
was not pleased to hear the voices of
the juniors there. 1t wus barely pos-
sible that Gerald Loder had steolled
there lo put en a guiet smoke htmself !

“Tt's loffee, aurhow ! zand Bunicr
definntlv. “I jolly well know you
smoke, Carter. I'vo seon vour in the
Uloisiers. You'd like to let out, where
Queleh could hiear von, that you'd seen
me with  a  smoke, wouldn't  you?
Yal!”

“You've got a cigarciie in your paw
now, you faf as~ ! sapd Cavier, yuiie
loud enough fur Loder (o hear.  * Did
Smithy gprve vou one ¥

“No, he Jdide'e!? osmapped Buder.
“Mhis 15 a etier sovt of snoke than
Sauthy = Much more expensive! Not
ihat 1ve ot one” added Dunder
cuutiouslv, “I've got o stick of {offes,
ws [ sard. 1f you van't take a fellow's
word abeut that, it ouly :hows what
&osnspeions cad you aee !

“* Buunter ™
Ok crikey ™ Dilly Bunler gave a
jomp and vevolved like a fat hunnuing-
top at Loder's sharp voiee,

As Loder bad comne aleng from hehind
Bunter hie could hasdly have failed to
see ilbe cigarvette held beliind i, But
Banter, as Le faced  roand, kept g
Beliined him, hoping that Loder hado't
seen it Bunter had a hopeful nature.

“Smoking, you yvoung razcal 1" rappned
Loder. He <lipped lns ashplant down
fromy windir Liis aroe o li= hamd,

b, et 1 hoven'v Digheed 1t 2

gosped Bundee. “ I mean, I-—=1 haven't
u cigaretie, Loder! QOuly a—a stick of
toffen,™
_ Larter, smiling, strolled away, llav-
g drawn Loder's attention o the fat
Uwl and hiz cigarette, he was Onished
there.  Tlo wondercd whethey Loder
wotlld report this to Mr, Queleh, 1o
hoped so0; it would be another black
mark apainst Bunter—and every black
mark connted, in consideration of the
E'L'[mrt that was 1o go io ofd Mr. Carter
ater,
_ Billy Bunter backed away from Loder
i alarm,
. Really hie wished that he Ladn’t Leen
1 possession of a cigarette, 1l rather
hiked to fancy bimsclf 2 “bad bot,” like
the Bounder; but, in point of fact,
Bunter would have given all ihe cigar-
ettes in the wide world fur one stick of
toffee or parket of butrerscotch.  1fad
ire- ltghted that cigarvette he would not
have taken wore than a couple.of pulls
—Just to prove to lonmsell, as it were,
what o gay dog and a bad hat he was !
But he had not even lighted it when
Lodor came down on bim like o wolf
ol the fold.

¥I—T =ay, Loder, dou't you fake any

notice of ihat cad Carter ™ gasped
Danter.  “He's always getting me into
rows. ile Joly well kuew you were
there "

4T3

“You've been smoking
iy, no! I hadw't o omatch -1 asean
I haven's a cigaretic——"

*Hand it over abt owee, aed then
wuch  your toez,™ said loder. lle
swizhed the azhplant.

_“ I=J--1 say, Loder, I--T=1 nnlv
picked it up ™ gazped Buwer., I1-—1

give yvou my word that I—T just picked
i oup——""

“Bownds:  likely ' prinned  Loder,
Lots of cigavetivs Ivogr abowl Grev-
friars, I dave suy! I iold sou to touch
vy toes,”

Bunter backed away faviber. & Mick
from Wingate orF Giwvine would not
have worried hitn very waeh, but Loder
always swiped! Aund Loder was evi-
dently  annoyed abour  something—
Bunter did not konow  whar, Wken
Loder was anoored he had o way of
laving it on very hael,

“Btonp,  you Ao
Loder.

“Lgok here, Ui ot goine fo be
whopped just for picking vp a g
vile I saw on thoe ground ' gaeped
Dunter.  “I—=I was only pgoing to—lu
throw it over the wall, Loder: nasiv
thing, you know ! 1 wouldn't smoke iv!
I--I—I ai'i going o be whopped I

“ By gom! I'}H—=" :

Lader made o forward stride,

Biilly Bunter faivly bolted. 1le flow—
and after him strode Loder.

Ae. Queleh was walking in the gquad
after worting school, and Biliy Bunter
beaded Tor Queleh, The Remove iaster,
who was pacing mosjestically, in con-
versation with Me. Wiggne, the masies
of the Third, stared at that plump
member of his IPovin o8 he come gasping
L

PLﬂ-.]rrr, ot the sight of the Remove
mazter, followed more slowly. Dot be
followed—he wasz not likely to let o
julor escape, having once bidden bim
“tonreh hiz ines”

“What—" beoan Mr. Queleh,

=1 wasn't, =iv "7 gasped Bugier,
=1 didi'tt I neean, T never did! 1e's
all a wisiake, sip!”

Al Quelbch made him o gesture o be
silenk.

“What 15 it, Loder ¥ e azsked.

cdmoking, = ansvered  Leder
v A Bunter bas come tw row, pevhaps

ki

ax: ! rapped
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you would prefer to deal
matter.”

“Upon my word " exclaimed Mr.
Quelch, ™ Bunter you——"

“T haven't!” howled Bunter. 1

didn*t! Y wasn'tl I never—=*="

“Why, thera i3 & cigarctte in Four
hand at this moment " exclaimed MMr.
QGuelch.

“I—I—I picxed it up, eir!” groaned
Bunter. YI—1 saw e fellow drop 1,
gir, and—and just picked It up to—io
see what it was, sir!”

“Tndecd ! said Mr. Quelch grimly.
“1f that statement is correct, Bunter,
vou may give me the rame of tho boy
who dropped the cigarstte.”

“0Oh, I—I—I'd rather not, sir—"
stanimered Bunter, with an uneasy blink
at Loder. “1—I hope you can take my

with the

word, sir—" . :
“1 can do nothing of the kind,
Bunter | Unless you give me the name

immediately, I shall request Loder to
give you mix strokes, for such a per-
niicioug——""

» Ehdﬂikay : il kindl

“ Loder, you wi indly——"

"I~—I-—-1’ﬁ tell vou, sir, if—if Loder
doesn't mind I gesped Bunter,

Loder stared at him.

“Why should I mind, you young
aza?" he snapped. “If you're telling
the truth, tell Mr. Quelch ot once”

“Oh, all right! It was Loder, sir!”

—— —

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Not According to Plan !

ODER gave a jump.
I «  Mr. Quelch stayed.

Mr Wiggins blinked, and
then smiled.
Loder's hand shot to his pocket.
He had slipped a couple of loose

cigarettcs into that pocket, in his studsy,

|.|,‘ B "'1""{;-‘4 e

“ Unless you can give me the name of the boy who dmp}:e.d the clgareite you hold In your ha
grimly, ** 1 shall request Loder fo glve you six strokes !*
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to smoke 1n a secluded corner, securo
from observing eyes He had supposed
up to that moment that they were still
there.

Rut at Bunter's words he hastily
groped. He caught his breath as he
felt only one cigarette in his pocket—
and & hole in tho lining |

“Did—did you

say Loderi” ex-
cleimed Mr., Quelch blankly.
“Yes, sir|”
“Why, you young rascal——" ex-

claimed Loder furiously.

“Jl=I say, vou kcep off, Loder!™
aqueaked Bunter. “You ssid you didn't
mind! Yon know you didl You told

ma to tell Me. Quelch.”?

Mr. Quelch gazed from one to the
other,

Mr. Wigging, with a lurking smile on
his face, admired the scenery.

“Upon my word ! said Mr. Quelch.
“Yon state that vou saw Loder, & Bixih

Forin prefect, drop that eigarette,
Lunter 17 -
“(Oh dear! Yes, siv! It dropped

behind him when e wenk wender the
elms, sir,” said Bunter. *“I—1 wasn't
going to smoke it! == just picked it

up! I was going to throw it away
when I nsked Carter for a mateh—I
meamn—--""

“Hand 1t to me at onee, Dunler ™
*Nes, sir! I—I—- Shall I azk one

of the fellows for o maich for vou,
sir "
“*You ulterly  ridienlons  hoy, be

silont i hooted Mr. Quelels. Ha seanned
that cigavelle, It was o large, fat,
Turkish cigarette, hardly the kind that
Bunter would have been likely to spend
hiz money on if he spent money on
smokes at all. “1f Buntor picked up
thiz cigareite, as he states, Loder, there
15 evidently 1o occasion for punishment,
as it lias not been lighted  DBot—"

Quelch’s eyes fixed on Loder like iwa
pin-noinia,

13

Bunter,”” sald Mr, Quelch

* Well, it you must know, sir,” sald Bunter, ** It was Loder | *

“You will hardly suppose, sir, that I,
a Bixth Form prefect, smoke cigarettes,
sgainst sll the rules of the scheoll”
said Gerald Loder, with all the dignity
he could muster in the difficult circum-
stances.

I truet not, Loder. In any case, the
Sixth Form are not under my euthor-
itiy." aaid Mr. Quelch dryly. *But—
If you prefer this matter to be investis
gated by vour headmaster——"'

Loder braathed hard. At that moment
ho would have been glad to be dealin
with Carter of the Hemove, who ha
Janded him in this, But Carter of the
Remove had to wsit.

It was quite clezr that Bunter had
scen Loder drop that cigarette and had
picked it up. Quelch knew how to sift
the wheat from the chaff, and he knew
that that much was true. And Loder
knew that hs knew—and droaded the
possibility of thé cireumstancea being
mentioned to the headmaster.

“The fact is, sir,” said Loder, pulling
his wits together wery rapidly—* tha
fact ig, I think Bunter iz probably tell-
ing the truth. If ho hug told me, I
should have understood. In break this
marning I took & couple of cigarettes
away from a junior and put them in
my pocket, intending to throw thom
inte the fire when I went to my study.
I forgot all about them.”

“If the junier you refer to was a
Remove boy, Lode~, kindly give me his
name,**

“Ie was not a Remove boy, sir"”

MIf he was a Third Form bow,
kindly give me his name, Loder,” said
Mr, Wiggins,

“He was not 'in the Third, sir”

hlv., Wiggins resumed oadmiring the
ECOTICTY. .

Mr. Queleh’s eves continued to be
fixed on Lodoer’s fushed foce.

(Tontrnves on page 18.)
Tue MacycT Lisriny.—No.
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(Continued from page 13.)

1 find now,” went on Loder, “that
there is & hole in the lining of my
pocket. So Bunter's statement may be
corvect, sirl”

“In that case, Loder, the matter ends
here,” said Mr. Quelch in an exceed-
ingly dry tone, “If you will take a
word of advice from me, Loder, you will
not on another occasion carry about
with you cigarettes that you may take
from juniors.  Buch proceedings are
lisble to misconstruction, Bunter, you
ma E‘u;"

unter gladly went.

M:. Quelch snapped the Turkish
cigarette in his fingers and threw away
the fragments.

Loder did not stay to withess that
destruction of one of his expensive
smokea. He retired from: the spot with
feelings that he could not have ex-
pressed in words.

He went to look for Carter.

He was going to whop Carter for
having landed h.m in that painful
position. He felt that he had to who
somebody. He would have liked, indeed,
ta who
practicavle

He could not, of course, whop Quelch.
He could not, in the circumstances,
whop Bunter! But he could think of
some pretext or other for whopping
Carter.

As it happened, ho found his pretext
ready-made for him. Carter ha ne
imto the changing-room, and i1l

Bunter, in the doorway of that apart-
ment, was sddressing him, in tones
of the deepest scorn.

*“ Yah | Cad | Sneak | You jolly
well knew that Loder could hear you,
when you gave me away! Yah!"

“Shut up, you fat fool!” came
Carter’s voice, from within,

“8Bhan't! I say, you fellows, what do
you think that eady did? Shouted ow
for Loder to hear, that I had &
LMo ____:Ij

“Will you shut up?”

“ No, I won't! Y%u rotten swab—owl
Leggo, you beast!” roared Bunter, as
Carter stepped into the doorway and
gripped & tat ear, just as Loder arrived
in the offing. “Ow!. Leggo!l I'll hack
our shins! [ sav, vou fellows, make

im leggo! Ow!l My ears! Wow 1™

Bump !

Bunter saf down—hard!

“Wow will you shut up, you
freak 7” snarled Carter.

“Yarcooop I

“Carter 1” rapped Loder.
his- pretext, and a good one!

“Oh! Yes, Loder!™

“What do wyou mean by handling
Bunter like that—a helpless fat duffer
whe cannat stand up for himself 7 said
Loder sternly. " YVou're new here,
Carter, but vou'd better learn that this
sort of thing won't do for Greviriars 1
Step back inte that room, aund bend
over."
~ Larter, setting his lips, stepped back
irito the changing.reont. The fellows

The Magxer Liprany,.—No, 1,565,
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thers looked on. Loder pointed fo a
bench with his ash.

“Bend over that bench!™ he said.
“1 don’t know what they let you do at
your last school, Carter, but bullying
15n't allowed here ™

The Bounder, who was in the chang-
ing-room, winked at the other fellows,
That was rather good, from the bully
of the Sixth.

*Look here—" muttered Carter.

"I've told you to bend over that
bench 1" said Loder grimly, swishing
the ashplant. * Now then."’

Carter, setting his lips, bent over the
bench.

Billy Bunter scrambled up, and stood
blinking at the scene through his big
spectacles, with a EhEErf rin on his
fat faco ! He was rather glad that Carter
had bumped him over, in view of the
result |

Whack, whaek, whack!

“He, he, he1” from Bunter.

Whack, whack, whack!

It was a full "six," and every one a
ewipe. Carter was panting by the time
Loder had finished. :

Loder tucked the ashplant undet his
arm,

“"Let that be a lesson to you!” he
remarked, and walked out of the
changing-room.

Carter stood wriggling.

“He, he, he!™ cackled Bunter. "I
BAY, YOU fc;lluwai, he fancied he was go-
ing to get me six, and he's got six hmm-
self ! e, he, ha ™

Carter, with a savego face, made a
gtride towards the grinning fat Owl,

Bunter blinked geﬁamm at him.

“¥ou touch me, and I'll call Loder!”

he grinned. *“I'm not going to lick you
myself—you  ain't worth ik ut
Er_______‘"
Carter decided not to  “touch™
Bunter—not at present, at all events.
Ho swung away scowling—leaving the
fat Owl ¢f the Remove grinning.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Spotted—by Smlthy !

ERBERT VERNON-SMITH
smiled sourly.

His eyes wern on the new
fellow in the Remove.

Carter was standing at the window
of the Rag, locking out., Nobody else
was taking any interest in that fact—but
the Bounder was.

Since the episode the previous week,
when Smithy had had so narrow an
escape through some unknown person

iving imformation, hia interest in

arter had been wvery keon. Smithy's
was not & forgiving nature ; and if it
was Carter who had given him that
narvow escape, Carter had trouble to
pome. " Sneaking ¥ was barred in the
Remove, and a fellow who had nearly

landed Smithy in_ expulsion, by sneak-

ing, was booked for the herdest knock
that Smithy ¢could hend back.

But Bmithy wanted to be sure. If it
was true, as he knew that Bob Cherry
helieved, that Carter was scheming and

lanning to land the fat Owl of tha

emove in trouble after trouble, there
was no doubt that he was the man who
had given away the fellow who was
wearing Bunter's coat on that occasion.
Smithy wanted to know, and he was
going to know,

Glancing from another window, he
saw Mr. %ueIch and Mr. Prout in the
gquad, in coats and hats. Quelch was
Qi;:-mg out, after class, in company with
the master of the Fifth., Carter was
watching thein—and the Bounder had no
doubt that he was waiting for bis Vorrm-

master to get clear of the school, for
reasons of his own, But he had o wait,
for the plump Prout progressed slowly
towards the gates, and Quelch had to
accommodate his pace to the Fifth Form
master’s :

Leaving Carter at the window, Smithy
strolled out of the Rag.

Tom Redwing called te him, as he
went, but he took no heed,

He walhed away to Masters' Passage.

Carter, he had no doubt, had some-
thing on hand, after Quelch had gone
out. The episode of the treacle was
not forgotten vet, and the Bounder
had littte doubt that Bob Cherry had
stated the exact facts, in that row in the
changing-room. If something of that
kind was again in Carter’s mind, his
cunning was not going to save him
from discovery this time. The Bounder,
at_least, was going to know.

He zlipped quictly into Mr. Quelch’s
study.

Thore was a screen across & corner of
that study. Vernon-2mith slipped be-
hind it, and re.arranged it, so that is
concealed him from view.

Then he waited |

If Carter came to that siudy in
Quelch’s absence, he would not come un-
seen., And if he played some similar
trick to the treacle stunt, to be landed
somehow on Bunter, the Bounder would
know all he wanted to know.

He grinned, behind the screen, when,
sbout five minutes later, the study dobdr
opened, and shut again quickly.

Bomeone had come in, and Smithy
did not need telling who that someone
was, Carter had waited and watched,
for Mr. Quelch to get clear, in order
to enter his study surreptitiously.

He heard the unseen fellow breathing
quickly. Then, rather to his surprise,
he heard the receiver taken off the tele-
phone. )

Smithy made & grimace,

If Carter had only been waiting for
Quelch to get clear, in order to borrow
his telephone, the Bounder was there
for nuﬂ]:ing. It wes a thing ho had
often done himself, and ho had no
interest in Carter’s private affeirs, apart
from Bunter.

But he was there now, and he certainly
did not care to reveal himself to Carter
He had to eee it through. He heard
a voice give a Lantham number. It was
Carter's voice,

Thero was a pause, and then Carter
spoke into the transmitter.

“That you, Gooch®”

Tho Bounder knitted his brows with
great discomfort. He knew the name
of Gooch, the man who had brought
Carter to the school, the firat week of
the term He had heard that the man
was 8 solicitor, and & cousin of Carter’s,
Smithy did not want--very much indeed
did not want—to play the eavesdropper.
Carter's talk to Mr. Gooch was nothing
to him. He would have got away, if he
could have done g0 unseen.

But that was impossible.

Carter’s voice resumed:

“That's all right, Gidean—this is the
first chance I've had of phanmﬁctu-day
—but it's all right! 1 can’t talk about
it over the phone—I shall have to see
vou. oatur ag‘*a a half-holidavy here—
that all right?

Another pause.

"Saturday afternoon, then—say three:
I'll be walking along the tow-path be-
tween the school and Friardale. No—
I've had no Juck at all—the fat fool
seems to wriggle out of everything,

Smithy, behind the screen in the
corner, gave a start,

The “fat ool "' wounld hardly ba any-
one but B:il{ Bunter! Did this mecan
that Clarvter had a confederate, oulside



e school, in his peculiar game at
Greylrnirs—and that confederale was
bis velative, Gooch?
. It certatnly sounded like it: and
Siilhy was no longer sorry that he was
tere to hear! Ile was listening, now,
kvenly.
By, there was no more to hear,
"Hatuvday  efternoon, then!”
Carter, and hung up the receiver.

But lio did not immediately leave tho

sl

setidy.  Whe jumior behind the screen
heard  him  moving, with stealthy
vagtion, lle  wondered what  his

oecution was—wore and wmore con-
vinced that his saspicion was well-
foumded, and that Carter had another
olrject I fhe study, as well as calling
Livoch on the telephone.

They e lLeard the door open and
#iut.

LUaricr was gone.

The Bounder shifted e =ercen and
steppred out, e started, and siaved, ab
a paper that lay on Ale, Queleh’s writing-
table,

“Oh erunbs 1™ breathed the Bounder,

Tt was on ordinary sheet of impot
papwre—with a deawing on it.  The
avtistic style vevealed the handivork of
Williwm Georga Bunter.

'Theve wera plenty of fellows in ihe

Wemove whe could nob draw, bub wo
follow could have depicled anyihing =o
viteely out of drawing as this—excepl
the far Onvl,
o Bt bad as the deawing was, iis mean-
My owas clewr enough, A figure wm eap
and gown was whopving & junior who
was bending over a cheir.  Behind that
figure was depicted auothier junior, with
Lits thumb ang fingers to Lis nose,

This was Billy Bunter's brilliang tdea
of hwmour. DBuuter did such drawings
=omciimes lo show the ather fellows, but
vertainly not to show Ae. Queleh, Ilad
that work of art canght Quelch’s eves,
the result for Hil'[; Dunler would have
lieen quite unneyving,

Tle Bounder grivned at the absued
pivture.  DBus his face became set and
serios again,  Quelch, when he came
back, was to fimd (hat pieture on his
=tiwdy table, and he could hardly doubt
tltar Bounter had left 3t there for hin
e would be easy conouzh to prove that
it was Bunter's work. That that dis-
vespectiul drawivg would get @ueleids
vag out to an alavming extent, there was
na doubt whatever,

* The enr P breathed the Bounder.

He picked up the paper, folded if,
aud puk ik in las pocket,

Then, after peering oat at the door
to malke sure that the voust was clear,
Ie: quitted the study. . o

There was a grun =anlo o Bmithy's
ficir a3 he went up to the Remove. e
Tad lcarned wow wihat he wanted o
listow==the schemer of the Remove was
up against a fellow as keen asz himsolf,
o keener, and the probability was that
there was more trouble coming Lo Cartey
than W Bunter.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Bunter is Annoyed !

TUDY Noo T were at lea when
LHerbert Vernon-Smith looked in.

On Billy Bunter’s fat hrow zat

an expression of deep diseontont.

Haviug scolfed Lalf the tea intended for

nree, Bunter had been stopped  fron

furthor dzpredations by & rap on his fat

houckles, which anuuyed Buuter, though

pob =0 much as it annoved him to be
stapred from anmexing what was left.

“Beast!” he wus remarking, wlhen
ity opened the door aud lecked in.

EVERY SATURDAY

*Pig 1 answered Peter Todd choeer-
fully.

Bunter Llinked round ab the Bouwwder
liopefully.

“I say, Smithy, if you've looked in
fo ask a fellow to tea——"" said the fat
Owl, quite brightly.

T haven't ' answercd the Bounder,

Grunt from Bunter! He immediatoly
lost all intercst in Ierbert Vernon-
Swith.

“8hut that deor, then, will you?
There's a beastly dranght !
“Want anything, Smithy " ashked

Petor "Padd.

“¥es. That fat clhiwop was showing
off one of his idiotic dravings in the
Rag this afterncon! What have vou
done with it, Bunter {™

“Oh! Like to see it, Bmithy ** asked
Bunter, bright again. *“1 sav, it's
awfully funny! 1le, he, he! There's
old Queleh whopping o chap—he, w,
het—and another chap pulling nozes at
him behind his back ! e, he, he! I'm
coing to do pleturea for * Powch ' later
ol I've got the gift, yvou kuow ¥

“Ouoe of your many gifts, old  fak
man I* zaid the Dounder. = Well, let's
zeo it.  I'mr quite keen to see 7.7

AN right ! Tt's here”

Billy Buuter Llinked voward the sty
through his bir spectacles,

*1 say, Toddy, what did you do with
that pieture when you clearsd the fable
far tea? T lefr it on the table”

 Never saw i answorod Peter,

“lhen (hat ass Dutton oust hayve
maved il! I =ayv, DPullon, what have
vou done with oy  pieinve of  old
Queeleh £

“Eh—who's Welshi 27 ashed Dodion.
“Do you wrean Movgan* 1e’s Wel:h all
rizht, What sbout ho 7

"1 didn't say Welsh, you fathead ! 1
said Queleh | Blow Morgan !”

“T'd like to hear you at 36! saul
Dutton derisively. *You couldnt play
a tinewhisile, let nlone an organ !

“Mr erikey ! You ask hun, Peier!™

“Iiz, ha, ha! (et on with it, old fat
man ! I will do your lungs gowl

“"Have you seen the picture I lelt on
the table 7" reared Bunter.

“Rot ! =aid Dublon. *“You're nob
able to do anything of the kimd?! Jt
takes some brains to play the organ!
You've got none that T've ever notieed !

“Whao's talking about playing the
ergan ¥ shricked Bunfer.

“h, Morgan! Yes, I dare sav Le
cath play the organ.  Jle's Welzh, and
muasie contes: aturally to e, ysut you
conddent 1

“ T lefb oy picture of Quolede here—>

“Lht"

“ Heve '™ roared Busler,

“Nesi; I can hear all rizhl when yon

don’t  aowmble ! What's  that about
Morgan playing the wgan? I wever
koow he could.™

“h erikey! Look bLeve,” Bonler

roared, “I left my pictore of Quelch on
this table ' Iiave vou scon it ¥®

“fh? O, no! You ncedo't shoul !
' not deaf ™ said Dutton testily. * No
peed (o yell at a fellow becanse e’z a
trifle-hard of heaving | Look here, never
wrind about your piclure! ' rather
iuterested i whab you were zaying
ubout Morgan—--

But Billy Buuter had no mare ta sav
(o Dutton, He proceeded o blink round
tire study through bis big speciacles,

The Bounder ®atched hin, with o sav-
castic grin, while I'eter went on with his
1.

“I zav, it's woi here!™ sawl Dunter
at last, ™ HBome fellow must have baggod
it—=omte chap going fo wake oot (hat
e drew i, T suppose IV

“Oh, wy bhat!” gaspml

. Fouldy.
. 1 = 4
ronre  goilo e,

aitfe Bogner.
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Nobody will ever claim your artisiie
works as his own.”

“Well, I don’t know about that,”™ said
Bupter morosely, "It was a jolly good
drawing—good enough for the comie
papers, you know| They pay lots of
money for comic pictures ke that ] I've
often thought of drawing for the comie
papers 1f I could Aind the thne.”

“Only the time necessary?” gshod
Poter blandly,

“Eh=—yes! Borry I can't show 1t to
vou, Smithy. It was really fearfully
funny,"” said Bunter. * Bomebody's

boagged 18"

“You think it safe to leave fatheaded
tripe like that lying about the study?”
gms‘];ed Smithy. “Buppose Quelch saw
It LE]

“How could %uelc]'t see it, fathend I

“The fellow who bagged it might drop
it in his study.”

“Whot rot! As if any fellow would
be sneak enough 1™

“I shouldn’t chance it, if T wore you,”
satd the Bounder. “ Here's vour lommy-
rot, Bunter, and my {ip o you s o
shove it straight in the study fire 17

He took the folded paper from his
pocket and threw it on the table

Hilly Bunter gave an angry squenk os
Iy unfotded it

“Look  here, you beast, you've
crumpled i all up!” he exeluimed.
*What the thump did you want to
crumple it in vonr pocket for 7

“ Put it in the firc, fathead [

"Il wateh i1 grunted Bunter.
“Why, it {ook me half an hour to draw
that picture, and there's lota of fellows
I haven't shown it to yet! Like your
clicek te bag it frem my study and
cruomple it up like that !

The Bounder laughed.

“Lucky for wou I bagged it!” he
answered., ™I I}agg-m'l that Eutt;r tormny -
rot Iirum’ Guelel's study, Dunter |

*Rot I’

] l.z{uter Todd gave the Bounder a sharp
ouk. :
“What deo vou mean Ly that, Smithy
he asked. *You're not saying that
some fellow zngoped that rot of Buntey's
and left it in Quelel's stedy to lond hin
i a row *

“I'm saying oxactly that 1”

Bt steep, okd man ! Pulling our leg,
ot what i

Peter evidently had strong doubts.

Billy Bonter blinked at the Bounder
in plain unbelief.

“Well, who was the man, if vou know
=i much about it, Bmithy 7 asked Peter
Todd tartly.

“Same man who did the treacling the

other day, 1 fanev!” drawled the
Bounder.
i “t\-‘ﬂell. it never came out who dad
TAL,
S No. This wouldn't have come out,
either, if I hadn't spotted it. Bunter's
uelch's

idiot enu11§'h to leave that in
study—at least, everybody would think
=0 1f 1% wa. founa theve. [ know Quelch
would, ¥ou don’t believe that I pot
that out of Quelch’s study, Toddy 7

“ Not unlesz Bunter was ass cnongh to
put it there, IHo miglht.”

“Oly, really, Toddy, I thought of it,
bt it scemed rather loo risky, you
T M

“Ind you actually sec a fellow put
fhat in Quelehi'’s study, Smithy 17 ashed
I*cler Todd, with deep dubionsness

“1 can’t say I actually saw him., 1T
Faund 1t there just after El} had been in
the study, and I know he put it there,”

*Um ¥ saaid Peter.

The Bounder laughed, and wallked on
io his own study., He had no intention
of entering info & dispute 1in which i
would have been his word againse
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Carter’'s. Neither was he keenly
interested in the matter. He had saved
Bunter from a serious row, and he had
given lim a warping, and he was quite
satisfied to leave it as that.

“Cheeky ass!” said Bunter. " Bag-
ging my picture, and crumpling it up
in_his pocket like that. BSmithy’s too
jolly cheeky, Peter 1

“%id von stick that rot in Quelch’s
 study, Bunter?”

“Ehi No! I left it here!
didn't I1" .

“Yen: that rather makes me think
you didn't.”

“h, really, Tn'dﬂ¥----”

“Anvhow, it's safer in the fire, as
Smithy said! Put it there,”

“I'] watch it 1" ssid Bunter warmly,
*1'm going to shiow it to all the fellows !
Smithy's jeslous of my drawing—that's
what 1t really comes to, I'm afraid you
are, too, Toddy ! I shouldn't be jealous,
cld chap! Some fellows can do things
and some can't! It just happens that 1
can and you can't—see " ]

Peter mede no anawer to that. Ho
rose from the tea-table, grasped Bunter
by the back of his fat neck, and jerked
him over to the study fire.

“Chuck it in "' he zaid tersely.

I said so,

“Beast ! Shan't!"” roared Bunter.
“Dutton, old man, hand me that
P‘ﬂkerp”

“What's the joke?" asked Dutton.
“Do you mean Bunter's a joker?"

“ Poker I" roared Peter.

“(Oh, poker! Here you arel”

“Will you leggo, you beasti” roared
Bunter, wriggling with his fat neck in

Petex's grip. e

Peter took the poker in his free hand.

“Chuckl that rubbish into the
fire ! he asked.

“Not" roared Bunter,

Bwipe |

“Why, you awful beast!” howled
Bunter, “T'll jolly well punch your
cheeky head, Tm]ldj' o

Swipe |

“Ow! Leggo! There!” gasped
Bunter, as ho drop: ed the work of art
inta the fire. *There, you rotterl
Wow |

“ Much safor there 1™ said Peter, with
a cheery nod. * You've bagged enough
trouble this term, old fat bean, and we
don't want any floggings in this study,
Don't do any more high art, Bunty—it’s
not your long suit. If I catch rou at it
again I'll swipe you again! I can't say
fairer than that.”

“Beast 1"

Billy Bunter rolled out of the study in
& state of great wrath and deep indigns-
tion. e passed Carter in the Remove

assage and gave him an inimical blink.
sarter glanced after him, with & rather
gsardonic smile. Had Bunter been able
to read the thoughts in the schemer's
mitid he would have been glad that that
Elis:tum of Mr, Quelch had becu safely

isposed of in the study fire,

Quite 3 Mystery !
M R. QUELCH went to his study
He did not specially notice
& Remove junior who was standing by
But Clarter was interested in Quelch,
if Quelch was not interested in Carter,
that remarkalle picture staring him in
tho face.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
when he came in after his
walk with Prout!

the window near the corner of the
passagoe,

e waz very curtous Lo see what would

happen when the Remove master found
1t was more than an hour since Carter
Tee Maexer Lisnany.—XNo. 1,565,
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had left it thore, but it did not cceur to
him, naturally, that anytling could have
happened to it. Nobody had becn—or,
at any rate, should have been—in the
study during the Remove maoster's
absence,

The schemo with the treacle had
missed fire. But this little scheme could
not, so far sz Carter could see, miss fire.
He waited for the sight of the Remove
master's angry face appearing from his
study doorway., .

No such sight, however, met his eyes,
Quelech had shut his door, aund it
remained shut.

He must have seen the picture. Ie
could not have failed to seo it. Carter
concluded that he had rung for Trotler,
to send the page to summon Bunter to
the study. But T'rotter did not arrive.

Minutes passed — five - ten—fifteen !
Carter was moro amnd more puzzled,
%uﬂlt-h had been a quarter of an hour in
tho ztudy—yet he had not, seciningly,
seen that picture staring at him from
his study table, 1t was really extra-
ordinary.

He had taken in an evening paper
under his arm. Was it possible that he
had sat down to read it without secing
tho picture? It was scarcely possible;
yeb, if that was not the explanation,
what was it? )

Cacter waited, Lis perplexity growing,

Quelch’s door opened at last, and the
Remove master went up the passage in
the direction of Masters' Common-room.

Carter, with puzeled eyes, ' watched
him turn the coruer in the distance.

Obviously he had unot seen that dis-
respectful caricature of bimself. Had
he seen it thero would have been
thunder in the air. But how he could
have failed 1o sve it was & mnvstery.

Quelch having goue, Carter cut up the
passage and stepped quickly inte the
study to ascertain low matters stood.
It was unlikely, but it was possible, that
some dranght, perhaps when Quelch
opencd the door, had blown that paper
off the table! If so, he had only to
rei)ilace " .

He stepped in hurriedly and glaneed
riumkly at ithe table. ¥t was not yet
dark, but il was dusky in the study.
Quelch bad switched on the light when
he went 1, and turned it off agein when
he left. But it was light cuough for
Carter to ece that paper if it wero
there.

“Oh!" hoe breathed,

Cn the lable lay the cvening paper
Quelch had brought in with him, It lay
on the Remove master’s blotting-pad, in
front of his chair, wheve Cavter had left
the picture.

It looked as if Quelch bhad dropped
that newspaper on the table, thus
covering up Bunter's picture before
notieing it.

Carter stepped across the study and
picked up the newspaper, nothing doubt-
ihg that e would sce lhe picture under-
neath.

{Only the blotling-pad met his view |

He starcd at it blankly,

The pivture was gone !

e stood gazing at thie spot where it
should have been, hopelessly perplexed.
lic could not begin to fathom it.

Qucleh might have taken the plicture
angd gone to sece Bunter! Bot lie had
gone to Common-room, and there had
been nothing in his hawd, 8o il was not
that. The picture scemed lo have
vanished of its own accord into thin air,

As Cartev stood, wilh the newspaper
in hiz hand, staring blankly at the
vacant spok, there was a footstep at the
daor,

He gave a jump as My, Queleh
slepped tn azein and switched on the
Lrshit.

The Bemove master stepped lowards
the siudy table, his hand outstreiched
ds he came. Then he stared at Carter.

He had come back for the newspaper
ho had left there! Carter guesse nt
ioo late for it to be of much usoe to Lim.
Carter was standing there, with the
newspaper in his hand !

o Oarter1”  exclaimed Mi Quelch,

What—what— How dare you come
to my study to take the ncewspaper,
Carter?”

“Ohl I—I—" stammered Carter.

“This iz an act of impertincnee,
Carter!”  said Mr, Quelch angrily.
; Uliﬂn my word ] I vepeat, how dare
you

“*I—I—T1 was—was—-"

“Give me lhat nowspaper o onee t?
snapped Mr. Quelch, *If you desire to
see the cveming paper, Carler, you
should azk permission to do o, You
aro perfectly aware of that.”

Carter had nothing to say. Certainly
he could not have told Mr. Quelch his
real reason for having visited the study !
Quelch gave hilm a thunderous frovn,

“I. came back specially for this

aper I lhe exelaimed. “Did  you
itend to take it away, Carter?”

“Oh, ne, sir!” gasped Carter. “I--1
was just—just locking at the—ihe war
nyws, sip—-"

M ¥Yeou should have done nothing of Lthe
kind, Carter! Take two hundreed lines
and leave m}y study. If this should occar
again I shall canc you.”

Carter, 1u savage silence, leit the
study,

Mr. Quelch, with a frowning Lirow,
watched him go, aud then walkod away
with his evening paper, heading for
Common-room agair,

Carter went up to the Remove to get
busy with lincs. At Study Neoo 1 ho
sighted a fat Hgure in the doorway of
that celebrated apartment, and =cowled
at 1t.  DBilly Bunter was addressing the
fellows withon.

“I say, you fcllows, I can’t show you
my picture of Queleh now—"

“What s loss!” camo a deep =igh
from Frank Nugent,

“Well, 1t was fearfully fumy, you
know! I say, that beast Toddy wade
me sLu;k. it iu the =tudy fire !
now, _

" Best thing you could have done with
it, old fat man |” said Iarry Wlarton.

“Oh, really, Wharton— Beast !
Wlo are you shoving "' grunted Bunier,
as Carter pushed him aside and went
into the sludy. Auwd Bunter rvolled on.

Carter sat down to lines. What he

It's ronw

had heard from Bunter added fo his
puzzlement. LEvidently the * picture ™

Bunter referred lo was the one Cuarley
had Ieft for Queleh, How it had got
back into Bunicy's hands was a wystery,

But Carter had no time to expend on
clucidating miysteries.  Until prep that
cvening he had plenty to do greinding
out lines [or Quelch ]

oy =

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Catching Carter [
HCI{J}.’[IK’U for a trot?” asked the

Bounder.

“Oames practice this afler-

noon 1" said 1larry Wharton.

“Lols of tume for that | Do come ¥
The Famous PFive of the Remove
vogarded tho Bounder rather curiounsly.
On Saturday afierncon, which was a
hali-lwlidny, they had nothing epecial
on—but as there was no inatch, thes
woere golng to pubk i semoe thioe at
practice.  They were nob averse 1o n
“trot ™ on a fine frosly aflervoon; g



“* Look here, you beasi, you've erompled up my drawing ! ** exclaimed Bunter angrily.
draw tbat picture, and there’s lols of fellows I haven't shown it to yet I*" ** Lueky for you,"’ said Vernon-Smith. **]

EVERY SATURDAY
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‘1t tcok me half an hour

bagged that tommy-rot from Queleh’s study, Bunter ! ™

they were rather surprised at Smithy
asking them to join him in one,

Gencrally, when foothall did not claim
the Bounder, he had eccopations on his
half-holidaya that e was far from likely
fto ask Harry Wharton. & Co. to share.
They lad no tasie for smoking cigar-
cttes at tha Cross Keys, or playin
bilhards at the Three Fishers—an
though they liked a spot of exeitement
ow amnd then, the oxecitement of risking
getting expelled from Greyiriars was
not the kind that appealed to them.

“Look here! What's the gamet”
aszked Bob Cherry.

“Uarter”s gone for a walk,” answered
Smiihy.

“Blow Cartor 1 prunted Bob.

“Well, why should’'t we go for a
walk, {00! urged the Bounder, “ Feél-
g too old and tived for 2 walk?™

“I'd walk your head off, aeal”

“{Come eon, then, amd walk it off |
Just a trot along the fowpath, down as
for og Friardale Bridge.”

“What for %" asked Nugent.

* Just becanse I ask you, and I'm such
uico company that you can't refuse®

Harry Wharton lauvghed,

“QOh, let's I ho said. "I can sce that
Bmithy's got something ou, thongh '
Llessed if I can sce what it is )

“ Highelife cada abouwt?” asked
Johmny Bull, with a little interest.
“I'd hke to boot Pen—haven't booted
him this term, so far.”

“No—just coma on, becauza ib's a nigo
walk in attractive company.”

“(3h, all right!”

SBomewhat puzzled, but willing to
oblige, the Famous Five walked out of
gotes with Herbert Vernon-Smitl,. They
turned into the towpath along the Bark,
and sighted a well-known figure ahead of
themi—that of Arthur Carter, the new
follow in the Remorve.

Larler was some distanee abead, walk-

ing in o leisurely way. The chums of
the Remiove had no desire to overtake
him. It did net occur to thomn, at the
inominent, that Carter had anything to do
with that walk aleng the river. They
supposed that Smithy had chozen the
came direetion by chance.

Wher the village bridge came in sight
in the distanee, Carter looked round
aver his shoulder.

His cves narrowed at the «ight of six
Remova fellows coming o

He slowed down in his walk.

Smithy slowed donwn to the souo rato
of progress. There was o moching
rlimmer in the Bounder's cyes.  Ho
tnuwmﬂlmt the Famous Fivo did not
think of gucssin it Carter was there
lo keep an appeintment, which he wounld
rather not have made known to Groy-
friars fellows generally, His oceasional

mectings, and cousultations with My
Gogch, wore not & matter that he would

bave cared to have discussed in the

Rrmnove. ; :
“Ohy, come on, Smithy I sawd Johony
Bull.  =Call this o drot!  You've

crawling 1"

CWhat's the bhurey ¥ azhed Vernon-
Swith.

CAeIl, we Laven't come ond of gates

e erawl alone hike Banter, 1 zapposc ™
eruvicd Jolnmy.

“Ay dear man, you've cowne for a
walle with e, wnd P o=elting  the
paece 1 snid Smithy,  * Besides, Cherry's
pot & gomne leg. ™

“Phat’s pearly all right now,” zand
Bals.

“Can't be ieo caveful, old man, when
you've had a koeock like that! "Take il
easy ! said Swithy,

“Ol, vol Y said Boeb. “Taook lere?
What mre you up to, Suuthy? 1o
beginning to think that s gol some-
thing to do with that clap ahewd.”

The Bounder chuckled.

“With o brain like thot, old bean,
vou're waeled in the Lower Fourth '™
he said.  *“You ought te be licad of the
Sixth.”

“Lock herea! I want te steer elear of
that c]mprl” runted Tob.

*That's ﬂ.if right—we shall pass him
03T T} Mg

“Not if we erawl like this, fathead |

“Oh, yes| He will stop befure we got
lo the bridge.”

The Faomous Five stared at the
Bownder g he made that statement. It
was growing clear to sll of thowm, Ly
{hia tune, that be had scmething “on,”
and that it was somehow connected with
the fellow who was dawdling aliead.

“HHow do you know he will stop,
Swithy 7 asked Ilarry Wharton
quictly,

“ Because next time he looks round he
will sco that wo shan't pass hiin at this
rate I answered the Bounder coolly,

“Do yon mean that he wauts us lo
asa hie B

“r else turn back ™

“ Look here!” growled Bob., “If 1hat
cad's come out here to ricet rome shady
rodter from the Cross Keys, I dow't want
i kinow anything about it.”

“Lle hasn't!™

“Well, I jolly well don't undevetand
yont, then 1

" You can't cxpect to with an inteliect
like: yours, old bean 1" seid the Bounder
affably., “ Keop cool—he will stop in o
ninute or two,"

Somewliat curious to sece whethor the
Dounder was right, the Famous Five
walked on, at 8 smail's pace. Irisrdale
Rridge was in sight in the distance, snd
the Bounder had not forgotten that it
was between the bridge and the school
that Carter was to meet that legal, o
Ulegal, gentleman, Mr. Gooch. 1lle was
quita eertain that Carter would stop

Tie Macxer Lismary.—No, 1,560



20

goon, to allow the party te pass him, as
the only means ngcgetting rid of thom
before l:':E met Gooch, -

Carter glanced back again, and then
ocame to & halt. He stood by the trees
that lined the towpath, looking out
acrpss the ghining river.

“He's stopped!® grinned the
Bounder.

“(h, come on!" grunted Bob,

There was no further reason for delay,
and the Bounder stepped ont. In a few
minutes they passed the spot where
Carter stood, and left him behind.

% (Coing as far as the bridge?” asked
Nugent.

“ Y es—then we'll turn back.”

“Might walk back the other way,
throu % Friardale.”

“#0h, no, stick to the towpath.”

“Why the stickfulness, my esteemed
Smithy 7" inquired Hurres Jamset Ram

ingh.

“%asier goin® on the towpath than on
the rvads for Cherry's game leg!” said
the Bounder airily.

“0Oh, chuck that, you ass!” grunted
Bob. “Look here! Tf yon want to
keep an eye on that cad Carter, I don't,
and that's that !”

“Cherey, old man, vou've got one
fault in your otherwise perfect character
—you jaw too much,” said the Bounder.
“gcome on " ] ]

They turned &t the village bridge and
walked back along the towpath. ]

Carter was in motlon again, COIMINE
on slowly.

From the corner of his eye he watched
them furtively. It was past three, and

at any moment now Gideon
might come along from Frisrdale
Station.

Smithy stopped as they met Carter
face to tace.

“ Coming back to the school, Carter?”
he asked blandly.

“*No—I'm going on.”

“Right-ho | t's walk on with
Carter, shall we, vou follows?” asked
Smithy. “It's a ripping day for
walking.”

The expression on Carter’s face as
Smithy made that heppy suggestion,
caused the other fellows to grin. It was
only too clear that Carter was anxious
to be rid of the lot of them.

“ Don't do anything of the kind.” said
Carter, far from pleasantly. “I prefer
my own company, if it’s all the samo to

ol

And he walked on more quickly.

“"Rather a facer, what?” grinned the
Boundor. “Nice fellows like us—turncd
down like that! Well, the towpath
doesn’t belong to Carter. Let's walk
back to the bridge agsin.”

“Look: here——" hooted Boh,

The Bounder, unheeding, walked after
Carter. The Famous Five, hardly
knowing what to do, went with him.

A minute or two later, Carter glanced
over his shoulder, and scowled blackly,
a3 he saw them behind him.

“Halla, hallo, hallo! Thera's that
man Gooch!” said Bob Cherry, as a

re cama in sight from the direction
of the 'l_.'illa]g*e—a thin, ungainly man,
dressed in bleck, with a sharp nose, and
sharper eves glistening over it.

“That's the man who brought Carter
to the school the day he came™
remarked Johnny Bull, He starod at
SBmithy. “Look here! If Carter’s here
to mect that chap, it's got nothing to do
with us, Bmithy.”

“Might have something to do with
Bunter,” snid the Bounder.

“ Bunter ?” repeated Harry Wharton

“Oh!™ Bob Cherry drew a dee
breath,  "“That's the rotten rascal
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heard—" He broke off abruptly.
“How the thwnp did you know that
Carter was mecting that vulture,
Smithy 7

The Bounder laughed

“Did you kueow, Bwmithy?* asked
Wharton,

“Bort of! I fancy Carter’s scon him
a Ei::od maty times, but he keepe it
dark. He's not keeping it dark this
time! Look at his face—worth watch-
', what?¥

Carter's face was rather entertaining
to waich. He glanced up the towpath
at the group of juniors, and down the
tﬂw;iﬂ..ﬂt at the approaching figure in
black, evidently undecided. ut he
could sec that the ‘iuni{:ra ltadd seen Mr,
Gideon Gooch, and there was no help
for it now. He hurried down the tow-
path to meet Gooch.

B‘;Jﬂhuck it now, Bmithy " muttered
ob.

“0Oh, come onl” urged the Bounder.
“That cad’s mecting the Gooch man
to jaw over his next move against that
fat chump Bunter. Let’s go up and
be introduccd to the Gooch bird ™ He
chuckled, *“Don’t you think he'd be
glad to know nice fellows like usi”

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Not guite! Ym poing back!*

“Bame herc!”

The Famous Five walked back to-
wards the school. They had had enough
of tho Bounder's peculiar game of
catching Carter. And the Bounder,
langhing, went with them—Carter, from
a distance, scowling blackly after them
as they went.

——T—

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Hot Stuft |

1 08T something, Smithy 1
It was aftor I}:ws:%:_-1 on Mon-
day evening, and the Famous

] Five were about to go down,
with &8 crowd of other fellows, when
they came on the Bounder, standing on
the Remove landing, going through his
fhu:::kﬁt-s. appavently in scarch of some-

ing.

Bob Cherry stopped to ask the ques-
tion.  Billy Bunter who was rolling
after tho Famous Five, stopped also.
If 8mithy had lost something, the good-
natured Bob was ready to help him
lock for it. 8o was Bunter if it hap-
poned to be something ﬁ&tablu—thuugﬁ,
i that case, if Bunter found it, it was
never likely {0 mect the Dounder’s eyes
4EZaln. .

* What the dickens did I do with it?"
seid the Bounder, in a tone of annoj-
ance. “Nothing fearfully valuable—
just & whipped eream walout.”

“1 say, think you dropped it
Emlth{ i"” asked Billy Bunter cagerly.
“I'l help you find it, if—"

“No, ass, as if I should drep it! It
was the last one in the bagl” said
Vernon-8mnith., “Did you see me lay
a little paper bag anywhere, Reddy 77

“Yes, on the study table, just before
you came sway!” answered wing.

“Qh, that’s all right, then—I ghal]
find it there later!™ said the Bounder
carclessly.

Billy Bunter whoe had been heading
for the stairs, now rovolved on his axis
and disappearcd into the Remove pas-
sage agaln,

Harry Wharton & Co. grinned as he
wont.,
“"You fancy youw'll find that cream

walnut on  vour study table later,
Emftlalq_.: 7" asked Irank Nugent.
“Why not?”

“I've got a sort of an idea that it's
going Lo be found preity soon, by some-

body else, if you dou't hurry up,” taid

Nugent, [aughing,
“Think s0f asked thoe Doundcer
blandly.

“Look here, Bmithy, what nre you
pulling Bunter's leg {or ¥ grunted Bob
Cherry. “The fat ass is always get-
ting into troubl: for grub-rajding—and
that's renlly enceuraging the blithering
ass 1™

“1 hardly think se.”

“Oh, rot! ¥You know as well as we
do that the fat chuinp's gone straight to
ifﬂur study for that crcamn walnub you
efi on the table.”

“¥Yes, [ know that!”
~ “Well, vou can't make a fuss, then,
if that fat blitherer bags it! You
know him well enough.”

“Not at all. I think Dunler will
make the fuss,” said the Tounder
cheerfully. “¥You sce, I'm doing Bunter
a good turn. Don’t you think he onght
to have a lesson about grub-raiding in
the studies, and that b would deo himnm
good 7

“Yos, ass; ho gets booted often
enough. If the fat chump had the
gense of a bunny rabbit, ho would chuck
it, now there's a cad here watching him
like & cat, to land hun in trouble every
time he gets o chance [V growled Bob.

“Exactly. I'm Lelping lLam.™

“By leaving a crcam walnut on your
study table for him to gobble "

“Just that! My belief is that Bunter
won't enjoy that \.vinpt:red cream wal-
nut! Do you think he will leok it
over carefully before he scoffs at¥™

“No Why should he?”

“Echo answers why. 8o he won't!
He will take it down in_one gobble!
And he won't find out, till then, that
there's mustard in it.”

“ Wha-a-at "

“Mustard "

*Oh erumbs!®

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The Bounder moved back acrosz ihe
landing and locked up the passage.
The other follows followed him.

If Billy Bunter snooped that whipped
eream waluut and discovered the mus.
tard in it when ho erunched it in his
capacious mouth, something like a vol-
cenic eruption was to bo expected.

"th, my hatl Listen!” excluiined

i,

From the open deorway of Study
No. 4, up the passage, came a sudden,
startling sound :

“ (rocooooch !

“"He's got 1t!"

“Tha gotfulness is terrific!"

*“Ha, ha, ha!"

Pk

Ocooch ! Curergeh!

“Urrggh! Gurrggh! Wurrgglh! Oh
crikey ! Woooogh ! m  burnt!
Yoocogh!” ecame o frantic splubler

from Smithy's study.
“Ha, ha, ha!" volled the juniors.
Evidently Billy DBunter had seolfed
that deceptive cream walnut and dis-
covered the mustard too latc.

“Gurrgh! Deast! Rotler! Ygoogh!
Pulling & fellow's leg! Ocoogh! Oh
crikey ! Aytishoo ! Atchooooi! Ooogh 1™

A wild and spluttering  figure
emerged from behind Smithy’s study,
Bunter's face was criinson, Wiz cyes
streaming water bebind his spectadles,
his mouth open, emitling frantic
gurgles,

He did not look towards the group of
laughing jumiors on the landing. lHoe
bolted up the passage towards the tap,
which was at the upper end.

He spluttered frantically as he went.
Bunter seemed {o bo findwg that mus-
tard hot!

He turned on the tap, twisted his
fat head under it, and opened Lis burn.
ing mouth wide to recoive the water.



What Bunter wanted, just then, was
something o eool s inouth, which felt
like the ¢rater of Vesuvivs, and he let
the water stroam wto it.
:: Ha, h#ll, T]]-ati” }'EIIF{E Lh‘% Remciﬂ}es.
rregh urrgeh | ur 2
The ,ﬁﬁﬁm‘s wali%d up th:::g gﬂssugc
and gatheced round the suffermg fat

ﬂp‘:gt I.He bliinkm_] at them with wet
spectacles, spluttering,
"ﬁn}‘thingl'} the E;uat.tm‘, Bunter ¥
asked Voernon-Sinith blandly.

“Teask! Rotier! Ow 1M

“What's up

“Cad ! Swab | Beast 1™ poared
ouater. 0w ! I''m burntl Ay

EVERY SATURDAY

tonguets burnt off ! T can’t use ib—I
mean, I nearly can't! Ooococogh 1™
IFHE’ h-E, h.ll.l:"

“You should keep yvour absurd claws
from the pickfulness and the stesiful-
ness, my  estecmed Bunter ! chuckied
Hurrce Jomset Bam Singh, “ Honesty
is the cracked pitcher that gaes longest
to the bird in hand.”™ -

“I say, you fellows—groogh—that cad
Smithy—opogh——  I'm all burnt {*
wailed Bunter., “He put o lot of mus-
tard in that— Groocoghl”

“You've been raiding in my study ¥
asked the Bounder. " Did you find thatg

2l

wjrip;gfd cream walout?  Wasn't it

e

“Trerggh! Beast! You stuck f
there to Ipu!] my log!" roarad Bunter.
“Think I don't know? You did it on

pur . you beast!™
i ﬁhnﬁ s brain|" gasped the Bounder.
“He's guessed it!?

“H.ﬁ, ha, hai"

“Gurrggh! Wurrggh!”

Bunter had recourse to the tep again,
aend the juniors, ling, left him to
it. His gurgles anﬁa&pa followed thom
for quite a distance.

It was some time Dbefore Billy

{Continued on nexi page.)
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THE PIVOT OF THE SIDE

HAVE spent the last two * periods ”
dealing thoroughly with the thinge
which are expected of the full-
backs ond goalkeeper of a oot

ball team. A litile bivd whispered to
me as I zat down fe think out this
woek's loszon. It said " Be careful, voun
will have the other fellows getting
jealous.”” Perhaps the bird was right.
vow that I have sterted going through
the positions of o team I had hetter
carry on until I have told you all there
is to know about the position you ma
chance to occupy—or, at least, as mue
az I know myself, s nobody knows
everything about football,

Next in arder come the half-backs, It
would not be right for me to treat the
three half-bacles all at the same time. I
must tako the centre-half and the wing
halves eopavately, The centre-half cer-
tainly desorves individual attention.
There are mavy teams in first-class foot-
ball te-day which may truthfully be said
to have been bwlt up around the centre-
half—he was chosen and made the * pole
in the middle,” and the rest of the
“building * was put vp round him, like
putting up a tent.

I asked My, Jimmy Seed, the
manager of Charlton Athletie, what he
1Imug§-t about the 1mportance of the
centre-half, Supposing, I said, that yon
had to start hulding the Charlton teain
all over again, which players would youn
look for first? Remmember that no
manager in the world to-day has done
more for one club than Mr. Sced, who
was an BEngland player when he was
younger and played for Tottenham Hot-
spur and Bheflield Wednesday, has done
for Charlton. So he must be a pretty
good judge. He told me that if he had
to start building a foothall team to-da
he would first of all choose the goal-
kecper—becanse that s obviously a very
important job—and after that he would
!nn%.ﬂt'ur his centre-half. Now you know
how important the centre-half 1s.

STOPPERS AND ATTACKERS

OU probably knaw, too, if you are

i a keen fgmb.a.ll follower, that
there are two distinet kinds of
contre-half.  There is the one

who has been nicknamed the “ stopper

Roberts, of Arsenal,

When making up a football
team be particularly careful
when choosing your centre-
half—it's one of the most

imporiant positions on the
freld.

centre-half, because the only thing he

worries about -is stopping the o
centre-forward, Players like Herbert
Alf Young, of
Huddersfield Town, and Jack Allen, of
Aston Villa, go under the stopper
heading.

‘The other t-ygu is the fellow who is
Enfular]y called the attacking centre-

alf. As well as making it his duty to
mark the opposing centre-forward, he
gives some of ks attention towards
attacking and holping the forwards with
their job of scoring goals, Jack Barker
of Derby County, and Stan Cullis, o
the Wolves, are perhaps the best
examples of the attacking centre-half in
present-day football,

From my first descripiion of the two
kinds of centre-half you don’t need to be
very clever to realise that the fellows
who play the stopper game have the
eagier fime.  They are sent on to the
field with one insiruction—stick to that
centre-forword like glue and don’t lot
him ?Et a look 2t the halll That
roughfy is what they are told, I dom't
say that it is always easy to “hottle
up ? the opposing centre-forward. He
is often just as good a footballer as the
contre-half, and, with the help of his
colleagues, he works out tricka which
will get him past the stopper. But the
point is, that the defensive centre-hali—
that is another name for him—has only
one duty to perform.

The attacking type of ecentre-half
must carvy ont ithe defensive business Lo
just the same extent, but he also has to
think about helping hia forwards, Thus,
I think. it 13 true to soy that the altack-
ing centre-half must be more of a com-
plete footballer than the stopper. The
stopper will be all right if he has speed,
pleniy of weight, height to veach the

O11HE
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ball. when it is in the air, and the
ability to head it safely and accurately.
With all those things there won't ba
many centré-forwards whom he can't
stop, But the attacker must have all
those, and in addition be a fﬂﬂd
dribbier, so that he can take the ball up,
and alsg be sble to pass it accurately

rather than just boot it.

Watch Jack Bsarker ployving his
attacking game. He gets the ball, takes
it up a few strides, perhaps beating an
opponent, and then sends a long pass,
straight a3 an arrow, to one of his wing
men. And yet he always seems to be
back in hiz place to stop the opposing
forwards when they come down.

THE MAN THAT COUNTS

AM afrsid I cannot lmlﬂ Tfm {o

make the decizion as to which kind

of centre-half you would like to he.

What I can tel} you is that you will
have to be exeeptionally good, when you
got 8 it older, to held vour place in o
football side as an attacking centre-lalf.
Uniortunately, the stopper 13 moro n
favour nowadays.

Your decision about the style of
contve-half game vou want to play will
have & hig effect on the play of the
wing half-backs in your side. Ag n
matter of fact, I was rather surprised.
whon I popped the question to Mr, Becd
about haw lho would set about building
a football side, that he didn't pub the
wing helf-backs next in  importance
after the goslkeeper. When I think of
all the fine sides I heve known m miv
time as a footballer ik secins to me {hat
the seeret of all of them has been in the
strength of their wing halves,

Yet I supposo it would be neccasavy
to choose the eentre-half first, because, if
Lie 15 to play o defensive role, the wing
halves must, between them, take over
hia attacking duties. If the contre-halk
13 hnnself an attacker the wing halves
must make doubly sure that na galpa
are left in defence. Thus even ihe

important wing half-backs are veally
bwnlt around the centre-half, .

Nevertheless, wing halves are just as
waorthy of individual asbtention as {le
ventre-half, so I will tell you about their
jub noxt weel,
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Buntor appeared in the 4lag that even- but so far as he himself was concerned,

mﬁl The mustard kept bim busy for
a long timeé.

When he did appear, his fat face was
rved and damp, and his eves shill water-
ing. Every now and then he gurgled
—and every now and then he sneezed.
The effect of the mustard seemed to be
lingering.  Smithy had prepared that
wlu[]:-p-mi cream  walnut  thoroughly—
pechiaps 8 little too thoroughly.

Bunter was still in a state of woe and
tribulation when the Bemove went up
te thetr dormitory.

e o —

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Alier Lights Out !

RTHUR CARTER sat up in
bed in the dark dormitery and
listened, .

Half-past ten had chimed,
and at that time the Remove fellows
werc—or ought to lhave hbeen—fast
asleep. ,

But Carter wos very wide-awake,

He listened with infent ears to the
sound of steady breathing from many
sleepers and & rnuabling snore  from
Bunter’'s bed.

That familiar sound in the Remove
dornitory was not so regular as usual
Generally, Bunter’zs suore was an un-
ending melody, from bed-lime till
rising-bell in the morning.

Now it was intermitient. The fat Owl
was not sleeping soundly that night—
doubtless owing to the effect of Smithy's
mustard.

Howover,
mement,

Carter listened for- twa or three
mimates. Then he slipped noiselessly
from his bed, and dressed in the dark,
almost without & sownd. He slipped on
a pair of rubber-soled shacs.

Bunter's snore died away—and he
stirred. Carter stood quite still! He
did not want any Remove fellow to dis-
eover that ho was breaking bounds after
lights out—least of all, Bunter,

“Urrreggh!” came o sleepy mumble
from Bunter. “Urrggh! Beast|”

He settled down again, and snored.

Carter trod lightly to the door. That
any fellow was awake, in the long, dark
dormitory, he could not see, and did
not suspect. It did not oceur to him
that a pair of keen, mocking eves were
watching him over the edge of a
blanket, fixed on his shadowy form in
the gloom, losing no movemoent.

He turned the door-handle silently,

It was strange, perhaps, that the
fellow who had been ox -ﬁﬁmi from his
last school s a “bad hat,” and was
being given a last chauce at Greyfriars,
should run such risks. But Carter, if
he had really imtended to reform, had
goon fallen back inte the old ways. It
was, indeed, when on his wav to the
Three Fishers, on a half-holiday, that
ho had, es he fancied, spotted Bunter
there, and played the informer, very
nearly landing 3mithy with the “ sack.”
But he was quife unaware that the
Bounder know it, and was determined to
give him back, as he cxpressed it, some
of the same

Gideon Gooch had advized him, and
urged him, to keep as straight as a die
at hiz new school, for reasons of common
prudence, Getting Bunter a bad name
would keep the fat Owl out of old Mr.
Carter’s good graces; but only s good
name for himself could get Carter back
into those good graces. But good
adviea was wasled on a voung rascal
who was a blackguard by nature. So
far as Bunter was concerned, Carter was
carrrmg on the scheme without seruple,
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he was

snipring  at  the

the samo i
All

he was takin sks at Grey-
friars as at St Olaf's, ha had
learned wae cautionl

Softly he closed the dormitory door
behind him.

There was rizk, but it could only
come by unlucky chance.

It was always FMEIbIE that the
Remove master might glance into the
dormitory at a late hour, to be sure
that all was as it should be with hia
¥orm. But Carter had left a dummy
in his bed—s coat and rug, and blankets
arranggd to give the appearance of a
sloeperp,

T'hat was an old game with him af his
Yast scliopl, and it was done skiliully
enough to deceive o casual glance,

Not unless he was special {I suspected
was the Form-master—if he come—
likely to look closely at the bed, and
thers was no reason why he should be
suspected. Ho had been too careful for
that, so far as masteras and prefects
were cohcerned—indeed, so far as his
own Farm were concerned, also.

In the BRemoveo, only the Bounder knew
him az he was, though Bob Cherry had
much the same opinion of him, He was
sware that Bob had a pretty clear idea
what sort of & fellow he was; but he wes
aware, too, that nothing would have
induced Bob to give & fellow away.
Of the Bounder's hnnw’ledg{a he knew
nothing. He was not thinking of either
of them as he trod away silently by
dark staircases and passages. He was
thinking of & room at the Three Fishers,
of cigarettes and banker with Bill
Lodgey and one or two other sporting
characters,

Heo would have felt les: easy in his
mind hagd he. known that as the
gormitory  door closed after him
Eggthﬁr fellow shipped quietly out of

The Bounder did not trouble to dress,
Ho was not, like Carter, booked for a
“night out.” He drew on trousers and
jackeb over his pyjamas, and a pair of
soft slippers.

Again Eilly Bunter's snore inter-
mitted. There was a grunt from the
fat junior, and a sneeze. The mustard
still lingered.,

The under glanced round angrily
at the sound.

“ Urrrrggh 1™ grunted Bunter.

He =zat u;; in bed, gmpuég for a hand-
kerchief. He gave a sudden sgueak at
the sight of & shadowy figure between

him and the starlit window.

“Ooogh! Whow——"

“Quiet, you fooll” whispered the
Bounder. He did not want Bunter to
wnl:;g; the dormitory. *“Quiet, only
mo

“0Oht” gasped Bunter. “That you,
Smithv

“¥Yes, ass! Don't kick up & row ™

“Beast!” hissed Bunter. *It's your
fault T've woke up! That beastly
mustard——"

“If you make another sound," said
Vernon-8mith, in & low, concentrated
vaiee, “I'll have vou out of that bed
and bang your silly head on the floor 1

Bunter did not make another sound.

He glared at Smithy with watery
eyes, 1n mute wreath. But he did not
want s head banged on the floor.
He remained silont,

His fat head sank on the pillow
again. :

Vernon-8mith gave him a scowl and
trod away softlv to the door. He had
no doubt that Bunter would be asleep
Aagain In a minute or two.

But Billy Bunter did not go to sleep
again, As the dormitory door cleosed
after the Bounder he sat up.

“Beast 1" he breathed.

0OF  Carter’'s =asbsence

from the

dormitory Bunter kuew nothing, Ha
could only suppose that Smithy was
iom out of bounds after lights-out.

Il the Remove knew Smithy's manners
and customs.  Smithy, the beast who
had caused him to swallow mustasd,
and spoiled his night's rest!  The
Bounder was on the trail of vengeance—
and Billy Bunter could be revengeful,
too! The fat Owl did not like getting
out of bed, especially on a cold night.
But he got out !

Smithy probably forgot his fat exist.
ence as ﬁa crept quictly down the
dormitory passage.

He was going to be reminded of it}

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Measure for Measurs !
C.ARTER stopped at the door of the

Remove -room, turned his

head, and listened. )
All was dark, silent, and still.
Downstairs, there were lights in some
of the studies; masters had not yet gone
to bed, and seme of the Sixth wers

still up.

But in the Bemove passa 3
silent, and only a gleam of starlight
fromm a window hmﬁﬁ the darkness.

It had seemed to Carter that he
caught a faint, stealthy sound, as if
some other, az well as he, was creep-
ing cautiously through the gloom.

But as he listened he heard nothing,
and, reassurcd, he opened the box-room
door, stepped in, and shut it afier him,

He crossed to the window, which
looked out on fHat leads. It was the
easiest way ont at night, and Carter had
not been long st Ureyfriars before ho
learned it. Ha knew, from talk among
Skinner & Co. in the Remove, that that
was the way the Bounder went on such

all wan

occasions. It was an easy descent, hy
& rainpipe, from tho leads to the
ground.

Ha pushed up the window, dropped
out on the leads, and drew the each
down, leaving it an inch open, for his
return.

Then he turned to grope acrosz the
leads, under the stara.

Ha stopped suddenly. .

There was & sound from the window
behind him. The sash, which he had
pushed down, was pushed up again.

Carter spun round and stared at it
blankly, lis heart thumping almost to
suffocation.

The ﬂ[mning of the window could
mean only one thing-—that he was dis-
covered ! In sheer terror he gazed,
expecting to sec the light Hash on and
the face of hia Form-master, or & pre-
fect, looking out.

But no light came.

In the gloom he =aw a bhead and
gshoulders at the open window. The
glimmer of the stars revealed the face
of Herbert Vernon-Smith.

Carter panted with relief.

He was not discovered. It was not &
master or a prefect! IE was a voung
rascal, like himself, on the same
errand! Se he =uppozed, {for the
moment, at least.

But the Bounder did not drop from
the window., And Carter noticed that
he was not fully dressed. His pyjamas
could be secen under the half-buttoned
jacket he had thrown on. And the
sardonic grin eon the Bounder's face
alarmed him. He had guessed already
that Vernon-Smith did not regavd him
with friendly feelings. Now it dawned
on his mind that the Bounder was not
merely no friend, but an enemy, _

“Smithy I Lo mutiered, bis voica
shaking. " What—"
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Vernon-Smith pieked up the bolster and siepped towards Bunter’s bed. Swipe, swipe, swipe ! ** Yaroooh ! I say, you
feliows, stoppim ! ** shrieked Bunter, wildly dodging the swipes.
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““ | say, it wasn't me, Smithy—honest Injun ! I never

those chairs were in the passage till I heard you fall aver them ! **

Heo stepped back towards the window
and ]ﬂ“ hands on the sill.

“Don't try to climb in,’” said the
Bounder, in a low, cool voice.

(1) W‘hr mt ?‘H :

“ Becauze [ shall slam the window.”

Carter breathed hard.

“You cad! What do you mecan'?
What are you Pi“imcf this rotten trick
for? What have onae to you?"

“PIt tell you,” eaid Vernon-Smith.
“Btand where you are, my pippin!
When I'm through, you can hike off
to the Three Fishors as soon as you
like—if wyou're in the mood for it!™
Ha chuckled. *“I fancy you won't be.
But ;I:Ll_em yourself 17

s t do you mean to do ¥ breathoed

r.
“I'm going to shut you out of the
;télm” apswered the Bounder delibey-

¥- ]
: r caught his breath.

“And I'll tell you why. A Roland for
an Oliver, you treacherous, ublc-
crossing cur!” said  the Bounder,
between~hig tecth., “I’ve been waiting
for this. I knew yon were going to-
night—I got a tip about that. was
watching you when you left the dorm.
I came after you. And now I've got
you cxactly where I want you—on
toast! I'm going to give you exactly
the chance you gave me—just that, and

Janore or less.”

“ What ?** breathed Carter.

“A weck or two ago you weve going
to the Three Fishers. You spotted a
fellow in Bunter's overcoat, fancied it
was Bunter, and gave him away.”

“J—I did not I” ' z

“Lies won't see you through!” said
the Bounder contemptuously. “ I kuew it
the same day; but I had to make sure,
and I've made sure since. Yow're here
ta give that fat fool foul play, and you
dmgt carc what methods you use fo
diddle him with old Carter. X know all

about that. No bizney of mine, though
I'd put a spoke in your wheel if the
chanco came my way. Well, you fancied
you had lended Bunter that day, but it

cama out that another fellow had bor-
rowed Bunter's coat——"
“What ?" muttered Carter. *“What

about thi.tr, vou rotter? Nothing to do

with you.’ .
“X hap to be the fellow I" said
the Bounder grimly.

“Oh ™ gasped Carter,

“1 just got away by the skin of my
teeth when Wingate came to that show,
went on Vernon-Smith. “I had to leave
the coat bebind me. He brought it back
io the scheol, and Bunter waa up before
the Head, If it hadn't happened that
a crowd of fellows knew he had been in
gates, he would have been for it—as you
planned, you worm! And then—can
you guess what would have happened
then #*

Carter did not speak,

“Bunter knew that I had Lis coat.
I'd made the fat idiot give it to me,
because he made mine moddy on the
towpath., He would have given me
away to save his own skin if it had been
in danger. Mot that it was much odds.
I shouldu’t have let another fellow take
what was coming to me, 1f he had been
willing to keep his mouth shut. I had
the mHarrowest escape over of getting it
right in the neck.”

‘arter nnderstood.

“If Wingate had Dbeen a minute
sooner at the Three Fishers, or if I'd
been playing billiards when he came, as
I very ncarly was, or if Bunter hadn’t
heen able to prove that he was m gates,
T should have been up before the Head,
and bunkcd the same day.”

The Bounder’s eyes glittered down at
the face looking up at him.

“ Now you've got the lot. You ncarly
landed mie, playing a dirty, treacherous

trick on that fat Owl. I'm giving you
exactly the same back. I'm not goin
to give you away. I'm going to lan
you as you landed me, and you can get
out of it, if you ecan, seme as I did.
Measure for measurc—sca 1"

“0Oh!" breathed Carter.

“Onee this window i3 shut and
fastoned you're out for the night.
shall lock the door on the nutsidgz, too,
in case you might get the window open,
You'll be in the same fix that I was in
that day, and you're welcome to get out
of it if you can. Jf you can get back
snother way, if you ean lie yourself out
of it when you're found out of the
House in the morning, go shead and do
it, and I wish you luck. You've got the
same chance that I bad—no move and
no leas—and I'll leave you to it 1"

Carter’s lips o , but the Bonnder
did not stay to listen. He had asid all
ihat he had to say, and he shut down
the sash,

The click of the cafch within, as he
fastened it, was like a knell to the cars
of the young rascal outside.

He had &8 moment’s glimpse of the
Bounder's face, looking at him through
the glass. It vanished.

Vernon-5mith was gone,

Arthur Carter leaned on the window-
sill, his knecs sagging under him. He
made no sttempt to open the window.
Even had it been possible, it was futile,
if the Bounder locked the box-room door
on the outside. That the Bounder would
relent he had not the slightest h{:;pe. The
look on Smithy's bitter, scornful face
washed out &ll hope of that.

He was done for! . .

e was not thinking of going on his
way and getting to the res Fishers
now, Bill Lodgey & Co. were not going
fo sce him that night. He leaned on
the cold stane window-sill, overcome.
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At his last echool he had come &
*mucker,” The same ways had landed
him in the same fats at his new sohoal.
There was no help and no hope.  As be
had done, ke was done by, and his game
was up |

THE EIGHTEENTH CLLPTER.
Bunter Hits Batk !
H&RR‘E’ WHARTON awoke. So

did six or soven other fellows in
the Remove dormitory.

There were sounds—unaccus-
tomed sounds—sat that hour of the
night. It seemed to the captain of the
Remove, as he awoke, that furniture
removing was going on-—which was re.
markable, to say the least, in a8 junior
dormitory at past half-past ten.

Wharton sat up in bed and stared
rovind in the dim shadows.

Bump! Thud!

“(h, blow it [ : -

The sound seemed like that of a chair
tumbling over. The voice was the voice
of William George Bunter, the fat orna-
ment of the Lower Fourth.

Bunter evidently was out of bed.
Equally evidently, %m was shifting furni-
ture. %‘lmm were 8 number light,
cane-seated chairs in the dormitory,
besida the beds. Why Bunter was up
and shifting them about was a remark-
able mystery. ‘

“Bunter ! came Peter Todd's voice.

“Hallo, halla, hallo [

“That fat asg—"

“What the thump—-"

“Oh, 1 88Y, you fellows, don't wake
the House " gasped Bunter. “Do you
want Quelech up hore? I—I'm not out
of bed!™
- “VYou blithering owl!”
Harry YWharton,
kot ,

“Naothing, old nhhp—nﬁthmf

“ What have you woke us al
hooted Johnny Bull.

“1 haven't. I didn't want you to
wake np.  You woke up yourselves 1"

“Is that fat chinmp potty 1" exclaimed

exclaimed
“*What are you up

at all [
up for?”

Skinner, "“He's pitching the chairs
ahout the doym 1” -
“Mad as a hatter!” exclaimed
Ogilvy. ;
*“The madfulness i3 preposterous.”
“¥on potty porpoise [
“You ba bloater I’ .
“What are you chucking the chairs
ahout for 7 shrieked Bob Cherry.
“]—I'm not, old chap! T just

dropped it, that's all.  It's sll right.
You fellows go to sleep I

The Remove fellows did not take that
advice. Half the Form had awskened,
and they sat up and blinked in emaze,
Elent at the shadowy figure of the fat

wl,

Peter Todd lighted & mateh, and then
a candle-end, and the glimmer revealed
Bunter with a chair under either arm.
He was carrying them doorward,

In utter smazoment they gazed.

A fellow who got up late at night to
carry chairs out of the dormitory was
surely off his “ rocker "—if Billy Bunter
had ever been quite on it.

Bunter had-not intended to wake any-
body while he carried out this stunt. He
had done it without intending it.

The amazed juniors watched him o
the door, walk out with the two chairs,
and disappear. They just stared.

“Barmy |” said Bolsover mejor.

# Absolutely batty 1" said Russell.

But Bunter reappeared in the door-
way in & few moments, He reappeared
withow’ the chaira. He came in and
shut the door, and the ecandle-light
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showed & fat grin on his face as he
rolled bedward.

For what reason he had taken two
chairs out of the dormitory and left
them in the passage, beat the Remove
hollow. Unless he sctually was “ potty,”
the resson was hard to guess.

Apparently the fat Owl’s job was done
now. He m{led back into hed. He was
heard to emit & chuckle as he did =o.

“Yon howling ass 1" exclaimed Harry
Wharton. “Ge and feich those chairs
in. Euﬂpma somebody came along in
the dark and tumbled over them

“He, he, hel”

““ls that the game, you potty assi”
exclaimed Peter Todd. *“Do you fancy
that somebody will be coming up the
passage 1" .

“Well, I don’t fancy he will stay out
all night. He, he, he!” chuckled
Bunter. “I suppose he'll be back be-
fore twelve. He, he, hel”

“Who?” exclaimed Redwing, rather
sharply. If some fellow was out of the
dormitery the Bounder's chum thought
that he could guess the fellow's name.

“(Oh, nobody!” said Bunter hastily.
“Nobody's gone out, old chap! Don’t
Eﬂl butt ]inl Wothing to do. with you,

W.I.I'I o3 )

“Emi%liy out of bounds?” exclaimed
Skinner.

“Oh, no! I never woke up and saw
Smithy &ﬂinﬂ' out ! Mathing of the

E—

for Bmithy to stumble over when he
e

“Well, sperve him right, for going ou
of bounds,” esid Bunter. “ I-gle would
get more than that from Quelch if he
was spotted. I'm rather surprised af
you, Redwing, sticking up for a black-
guard like Smithy, Let him tumble
over when he comes back at twelve,
sinelling of smoke You ses, it will ba
g lesson to him, Don't you think so ¥

Redwing glared at the fat Owl
If Bmithy crashed in the passage in
the dark the noise was quite likely to

bring & mhaster or a prefect om the
scene. And there was no doubt at all

that Bmithy would collect some

damages. Redwing did not want either
to happen. He was angry and im-

gntient with his chum's lawless waya,
ut he was a loval pal.

“Cut out and get the chairs in,
Reddy I said Hearry Wharton, langh-
ing. “Lota of time; if Bmithy's only
just gone, hae won't be back yet.”

“Not before midnight 1" said Johnny
Bull, with & snort. * Berve him jolly
well right if Quelch got him ™

“1 say, vou fellows—="

“Bhut up, Bunter "

* Look here, don’t you barge in, Red.
wing !  SBeo?” howled Dunter. *“You
know what that beast 8mithy did—"

Redwing made no answer to that.
He turned away towards the door, with

kind | he hasn't gone! 1 haven't the intention of going out into the
laid those chairs acrosa the passage to Ppassage and fetching in the chairs.
eatch him when he comes back, either, _ Billy Bunter glared at him with an

It's ali right, Redwing; nothing for you
to worry about,”

“You fat fool 1"

“ Oh, really, Redwing—-"

Tom Hedwing junped hastily out of

bed. He pickied up Toddy's candle-end
and threw the light on Vernon-3mith's
bed, It was empty; the bedclothes

turned back, just as the Bounder had
left it when he followed Carter.

Evidently the Bounder was outside
the dormitory. his game to give
Carter *“measuve for measure,” the
other fellows, of course, knew nothing,
They could only suppose that the bad
hat of the Remove had gone out of
bounds after lights-out.

The light of the candle glimmered
also on Carter’s bed. Bul no one geve
that bed any aitention. The dummy in
it was EII-I:“?II“]F asrranged, and no one
doubted thot Arthur Carter was there
and fast asleep.

Redwing stared at his chum’s bed, his
face setting. :

Billy Bunter gave hum an anxious
blink.

Ha had carefully srranged those two
chairs lying end to. end across the pas-
sago outside to catch the Bounder when
he came back—Ilate, as Bunter supposed.
A fellow coming slong in the dark
would not see the obstruction, and
would not, of course, expect anything of
the kind. If the chairs were still there
when Smithy returned, he waa booked
for a rather unpleasant tumble. This
seemead, to Bunter's mind, a jolly good
tdes, in return for the mustard in the
whipped-cream walnut.

“Ho Bmithy's out!” grunted Jobnny

Bull.
“Looks like it," said Harry. “The

gilly sss ™
say, you fellows, don't you let that

fathead Hedwing butt in,” said Billy
Bunter a.n:iﬂualg “I say, you know
what that cad SBmithy did—sticking &
dose of mustard inside & crosm walout
to catch a fellow—""

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“¥ou fat idiot I exclaimed Redwing.
“You've stuck those chrirs out there

infuriated glere. He had turned oud
of bed in the cold and taken a lot of
trouble to lay that trap for Smithy.
I‘iqw Redwing was going to spoil every-
thing,

But, as it happened, Redwing was not
in time. It did not occur to him, or to
anyone, that Vernon-3mith would be
coming back hardly more than ten
minutes after he had left. All the
fellows who were awake supposed that
he was out of the House, never dream-
ing that he had gone no farther than
the box-room window for purposes of
his own,

Eedwing had not reached the door
when there came & sudden terrific crash
and bump in the passage.

Urﬁashl Bump, bump! ¥ell!

“Great pip!" gasped Bob Cherry.
“That's somebody——" =

“Can’'t be Smithy vet!” exclaimed
Harry Wharton. " Don’t go out, Beddy,
That can't be Smithy ™

“Who the dickens—" breathed
Nugent.

“Bome beak making the rounds,”
grinned Bkinner., “Bunier's made &
catch all right. Most likely Quelch I*

Oh crikey ! gasped Bunter,

Peter Todd blew out the ecandle.
Redwing dived back into bed. Some-
body, it was plain, had gone hesdlon
over Bunter's fatuous trap in the dar
passage. Dut that it was Smithy, re-
turning so soon, no one supposed. The
Remove fellows could only wonder who
1t was as they listened to the startling
sounds from the dormitory passage.

T,

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.

A Mystery of the Night !

ERBERT VERNON - 8MITH

hardly knew what was happen.
ing to him.

Iaving finished with Carter,

snd left him to it, the Bounder crept up

the dormitory stairs, cut scross the big
landing, and hurried up the passage
towar the door of the Cmove

dormitory.



He had forgotien Bunter; but if he
bad vemembered him, ho would never
have dreamed of the fat Owl's fatuouns
itica of “hitting back ™ for that hot
creatn walnut

ITo came rquickly up the passage in
the dark, and all of & sudden semething
caught his knee, and he went headlong.

IIe had no chance of saving himseli—
he was over before he kuew that he waa
fathing.

He crashed !

Instinctively he threw out his hands,
which was fortunate for him, or his face
waould have had a most unpleasant
knock on hard old ook,

As it was, his nose tapped and both
Iz hends banged and his chin jarred
on the floor; hiz legs thrashed on the
chairs, rolling him over. "The crabhing
of the chairs, the bumping of the
Bounder, and hisz wild, startled yell
rang far and wide in the silence of the
night. He velled and spluttered and
panted and relled helplessly over.

Serambling up, he caught his foot in .

one of the chairs and staggered and
Eumlp-ed over again, with another loud
owl.

Groping in the dark, he picked him.
self up more carefully, in rage and as-
tonishment, with aches and pains all
over him. Hiz nose was damaged, his
chin was damaged, his hands felt as if
e had had & severe caning on them;
he had barked a chin on one leg and
banged a knee on the other. Ie
panted a3 he dragged himself to his
feot.

Something had been in his way, and
he had fallen aver t—he could not
imagine what, Gnspin%- for breath, he
grabbed a flash-lamp from his pocket
and flashed on the light.

Then he saw the chairs lying on the
floor. He had shifted them in falling
over them, bat Le could see that they
had lain end to end across the passage.
He breathed fury as he realised that
he had been caught in a trap. Some-
ona had done this to ecatch him as he
came back—and he did not need telling
who, Only one fellow in the Remove
had been awake when hie left—and only
one fellow in the Remove was idiot
enough to play such a trick,. With an
assortment of pains from head to foot,
the Bounder breathed fury.

But the next instant he forgot Bunter
as ho caught the sound of voices and
it'm:ilrsteps. Instantly he shut off the
1ght,

Ei*ln:. realized that the sound of his
crash had been heard. It would have
hecnt surprising had it not. The masters
were not yet gore to bed; but even had
they been, that eraslh would have been
licard. Thero weve footsteps on the ng
landing at the end of 1he passage,

“*¥ou heard, Queleh 7™—it was Prout's
boam.

“Yes. What—"

“ Extracrdinary !’

“Very ! It sounded like a fall—*

“1I heard s voice—"'

The Bounder shut his teeth. A light
flashed on on the landing. Any moment
o light might flash on in the pazsagoe
where he stood. Ie made a swift step
up the passage, bur cven at that perilous
moment the wary BDounder had his wits
about him. He paused, g}ll'ﬂhhﬂd up the
two chairs, and carvizd them with hun
as he cut along to the dermitory door.

Thoze chairs belonped to the Remove
dormitory, and he did not want investi-

ation to be directed there, It would

w o poor ending to his retaliation on
(Carter if lie waa caught breaking dormi-
iory bounds himse!% nt nearly cleven
o'clock at night. Whatever Carter's
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fate, the Bounder did nol want to =hare
it‘l’

IIe reached ihe dormitory door and
cut in, taking the iwo chairs; he =hot
the door, paming with relicf,

There was a buze of starided veices
in the dormitory.

“Who's that?”

“Bhut up, vou fools!™ hissed the
Bounder. ““Quelch is coming—and old
Prout! &lut up, I tell vou!™ 1l was
alveady hurrying to his bed,

“1 say, you fellows, 1U's Bmithy 1 ex.
claimed .Bily Bunter in astonislunent,
“1 say, he's come back 1™

7 Etﬂt, :-I*:l:-}ru fat fool 1

“Oh, really, Smithy—-"*

“Where the dickens kave you been,
Smithy 7" exclaimed Tom Redwing, “1
thought, when I saw your bed empty,
that e

“Never anind what you thought!
Shut up 1™ ! »

" But what-—" excliimed Skinner.

. “Will you be guiet? 1 tell you Quelch
18 comng !

The Bounder was in bed now, pulling
the bedelothes over him.  Footsteps
could be heard in the passage. Under
the door camme a gleam,

“They're coming here!” murmured
Bob Cherry. “They'll find the chairs
out there, and—>=

“1 brought them in with me !* hissed
the Bounder. “Will you shut up?
We're all gsleep if they lock in hiere

“Oh, fast asleep ! chuckled Skinner.
“Haven't opencd our innocent oyes
eince we 'laid our dear little heads on
the pillows! You'd better snore, Bunter,
if you're going fo be asleep I¥

*Oh, rEaIIg, Skinner—"

" Quiet 1" breathed Harry Wharton.

There was 2 sound of the door-handle
turming. The Remove fellows settled
down in perfect stillness. If Smithy had
brought the chairs in, thers was no cluo
to trace the disturbance to the Remove
dormitory. What the beaks were going
to think did not matter very much to
the juniors, so long as they did not think
that a Remove man had been out.
Hardly a man in the Remove approved
of Bmithy's manners and customs, but
e man there wanted him to be caught.

The door opened.

In the light from the passage two
Bgures were visible to cautious cyes
peering over the blankets—the tall,
angular fizure of Queleh and the portly
form of Mr. Prout, the master of the
Fifth.

Queleh’s gimlet eyes gleamed over the
dormitory. )

“ All seems guiet here,” he remarked.

“I am sure the noise was in this
passage.” said Prout. “Of that I am
absolutely convineed, Quelch.”

“My boys are all as ee%”
~ "“Apparently se,” said Proat. “Bal,
i the circumstances, I should not trust
to appearances, Quelch., I am convinced
that—" _

“It iz easy to ascertain whother any
boy here is out of the dormmtory,” sard
Alr., Queleh  “Please speak quietly,
Prout! 1 do not desire IL{B boys to be
awakened at this hour.”

That remark eaused quite a number
of fellows to find zome diffeulty in
repressing o chuckle. TF any fellow in
tive dornutory was still asleep, he must
have been a very zound slecper,

But the juniors remaincd as zti]l as
mice

Mre. Quelch did not switch on tho
dormitory light. As he had said, he did
nol want to awaken his Forin at that
hour., He stepped quietly in, and
zcanned the low row of beds in the light
from the passage, which was sufficient to
re*ttfa.l whether 8 bed was occupied or
1o
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Every bed eontained—or, at legst
oppeared to contain—g sleopor. Unly
the Bounder knew that Carter was miss
immg—and Carter's bed looked as if i
had & sleeper in it.

Mr. Quelelr stepped
passage.

"The bove sep all presenl,”™ he saild
He was spegh gt low, but the Remaove
fellows—not bemg so fast aslecp as
Queleh supposed—could hear.  Nothing
};:tlastd-murrnd here. It is very sungularz

wat——"

“1 am absolutely convinced, Quelch,
that the noiso came from this possaze,
Homeance fell down, and eried out—
mdeed, I may say, yelled—"

hack ta (he

:LI heard it, Prout, But who--—"
*Is it pﬂssllﬂl},_ Quelch, t1hat sone
extraneons person 1z in the Howse—="

“Really, it is unlikely *
“A burglar ?” breathed Prout.

“I can seareely think se, with lights
on downstairs.”

“On the other hand, my dear Quelch,
sontcone cortainly was here. Thera is
2 window at the end of this passage;
ik m]gI}t be reached by weans of the
1% y—"

“Very improbable.”

MLet us, at all ovents, examine iho
window.”

“ (th, ecrteinly, Prout1”

The door clesed.

Bu{gﬁprugmd chuckles wore andible in
the dormitory as soon as it had closed.
The Bounder laughed. e was moro
than willing for the beeks to go locking
for an imaginary burglar,

“Narrow shave for your, Smithy "
chuckled Skinner. ™ What did you come
hack -to carly for? Bomebody spotted
you getting ont, or what £

“¥ou can’t have gone far, Bmithy !
said Snoop. “Did you get ouv of the
House at all ¥

‘The Bounder grinned in the dark. Ile
had no intention of revealing why he
had left the dormitory. Nohe of the
fellows knew that Carter was absent,
and they were not going to know until
the morning. A dozen fellows would
have been ready to intervene had they
known how mattersstood. Fellows who
liked him least would not have left him
to it, had the Bounder’s deadly scheme
of retaliation become known.

“The fact is, I never got out,”
drawled the Bounder. “1 decided io
come back, and go to bed like o good

“"¥You mean yon spotted the beaks on
the prowl ¥ asked Bkinner. “ Well, they
jolly nearly got you this time.™

“A miss is as good as a mile! I sup-

ge they'll keep on prowling. I shall
ave to leave you till the morning,
Bunter.”

“I—I say, Bmithy, it wasn't me put
ihose chairz in the passage for you to
fall over I said Bunter anxionsly, “I—
I hope vou haven't got that idea m your
mine, Smithy

“Ha, ha, hat”

“I have!” said the Bounder grimly.
“T'va got about & dozen bruiscs and
bumps all over me! T'll give you twice
as many to-morrow 1"

£d Bﬂaﬁtr ll-l

Some of the juniors wondered whoether
the beaks were visiting other dormu-
tories, or whether they were locking fov
that burglar. They did not, at all
cvents, return to the Remeave dormitary,
and Lhe juniors settled down to sleep
REAIn,

The Bounder was the last ta fall
aelecp: Lis aches and painsg were eather
painful, and ho was Lhinking, wiib
inalicious. satisfaction, of the wretched
black shecep shut out of the Honse—
probably making & frantic scarch for
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some door of window ¥hat might pos-
sibly give him admitiance.

Not a twinge of remorse did the
Boiunder feel The fellow had brought
him within an aco of expulsion, n
furtherance of & rascally scheme against
a fatuous ass. He had given him back
what he had handed out— mensure for
measure. Bmithy had escaped on that
occasion by the skin of his teeth, as it
were. Carter was welcome to do the
same, if he could. And that was that!
The Bounder of Greyfriare was feelin
rquite eatishied with himself and wit
what he had donme when at last he fell
usleep.

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.
Out In the Night !

RTHUR CARTER had deseended
from the lesds under the box-
roomn window. Thére was no
ingrets for him there, and there

was little chance of finding ingress else-
where, but that faint, hopeless chanco
was ail he had left.

He groped round the buildings, keep-
ing in the shadow of walls and but-
tresses and old trees; for it was a clear
night, with & touch of frost, the sky like
steal, and the stare ghining brightly. In
the open he might have been spotted by
a master glancing from a window,
especially now that a silvery crescent
of moon was coming up over the elock-
tower. .

Buch hope as he had was very faint,
}}ﬂﬁ bhe clung to it that all was not yet

Bhut out of the House, he had to get
in and creep back to the Remove dormi-
tory, or his game was up. “ Bresking
out at n wat A sericus matter at
any school, but in Carter's case it was
more serious than in any other Feliow's.
Only after long hesitation had the head-
master of Greyfriars allowed him to
come there at all, after what had hap-
pened at his last school.

THE MAGNET

The ficst clear evidence that he had
not changed his ways—that he waa the
sarne black sheep that he had been at
3t. Olaf’s—meant the finish for him,
without the remotest hope of pardon.
If it was discovercd that he had been
out of the House at night, he hnd_ his
box to pack first thing in the morning;
the tramm would bear him away while
the Remove were going in fo class.
That was what he had rizked in his
dingy folly, and that was what was now

ed to happen, unless unexpected
good fortune befriended him.

But he did not give up hope—he dared
not. The Bounder, that day at the Three
Yichers, had been in equal peril, and
had pulled out. Carter desperately
hoped to pull out somehow,

By chance some window might have
been left unfastened—some door un-
locked. Tt was improbable, but it
might have happened It was even

ossible that some young rascal like

imself might have got out and left an
unfastened window behind him—if he
could find it. The chances weére remote,
but he dared not give up hope.

He had, at least, time. He knew that
the Bounder did not intend to give hun
away beyond what he had done already.
Exact “measure for measure ® was the
game, leaving him in the peril in 'which
he had left @3mithy, to get out of it if
ha could, as Smithy had done. He
would not be missed from the House
until morning; he had ample time, if
only luck came his way.

Prout was still up. So was Quelch—
his window glimmered, too. Other
study windows showed light—as well as
several of ‘those of the Bixth Form.
Carter gave them a glance from a dis-
tance—keeping in shadow.

He paused at an ivy-clad wall, and
looked up. Above him was a window
that gave on the dormitory passage, and
the old ivy was thick and strong. That
window bad old sashes through which a
penknife could be slipped, and the catch
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and through it Aamed millions of
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onathan Wid's shout rang through Vaushall Gardens. [
valior Jack were surrounded by a ring of gleaming swords—
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sk andt

jets. hen came a lang low roar,
in Captain Justice's ears for ever.

Instantly Beob
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Ont morent Jim wea looking into empty space, the next bordes of spectral

shapes were drifting towards the balloen.
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+ HOLLYWOOD SHOW-DOWN

The Rio Kid's secret was out.
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far bim to do but

moont and ride for his life—but he had a debt to settle first§
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on it was a simple ome. I he oould
have olimbed—

But he knew, with a sinking of the
heart, that he dared not. A slip, or a
breaking tendril of the ivy, at a
height, meant & fall that would end all
things. MHe dsared not take the risk
LEven the Bounder, who had twice Car-
ter’s nerve, would hardly have tried it
on—and Carter, though he thought of
it, standing there anEglmking up, made
no motion to attempt it Eudd!ej'n],r, »s
he stood there, thé window was
illuminated,

He blinked at the light.

That illuminated window meant that
the light had been switched on in the
passage on which the Remove dermitory
opened. What could that mean, but a
visit to the Remove? If the dummy im
his was discovered, it did not
matter much about planning and con-
teiving to get back into the House. Had
% Eﬁﬂnsdiseij;m&rgse? Ha.-t:ﬁ;hnt fool,

crnon-amith, n spot getting
back to the dormitory! If they knew
that a fellow was out—

He stood staring up at the high, glim-
mering window, with doubt and apxiety
in his mind, miserable despair in his
heart.

Two heads appeared at the lighted
window. He saw the shadowy motiob
::E-]:n arny, as s band groped over the

He could make out only outlines at
the distance, against the glimmer of
light: but he fancied that the man
ing over the window was the m
Prout—the other, a leaner man, might
have been Quelch or Hacker. Prout
scemed to be examining the windew-
fastening—why, Carter could not begin
to guess. Certainly the beaks could not
suspect that a fellow had got out that
WAY.

Suddenly the window-sash shot up,
and Prout’s portly shoulder leaned out.
He stared down. It Hashed inio
Carter's mind that, standing there in
the stsrlight, he was visible from the
window. He had forgotten that—he
realised it as the Fifth Form master
leaned out. Instantly he darted into the
shadow of the masses of ivy.
thmm above, Prout’s boom resched

ik,

“Did vou see him, Quelch 1™

“1 saw no one, Prout!”

“You were not looking! 1 distincily
saw semeone standing there—I am abso-
Iutely convinced that 1 saw someone.”

Carier, hidden in the ivy, trembled.
Prout had scen him—had he recognised
him? It was not likely, at the distance,
and in the dimness, But he trembled
from head to foot.

Quelch leaned out to look.

“Yon are sure, Prout?” Carter heard
the clear, sharp voice.

“Positive I said Prout. * Someone
was standing there—looking up at this
window, Queleh. Who—"

“Goshng, perhaps——~

“It was certainly not the porter,
Quelch. A much smaller person—and
he was wearing a cap—{osling docz not
wear & cap. 1 could not say for certein
whether it was a boy or a man—but
certainly nothing like Gosling. Either a
burglar, Quelch——"

* Reslly, Prout—"

“Or a boy out of House bounds—at
thiz hour of the night! You are sure
that no boy is mizsing from the Hemove,
Quelch ¥

Carter, who heard every word in the

=)
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eiill night, listened in anguish for Lis
Form-master’s reply. He gave a gasp
of velief when he heard it It came
short and sharp. '

] Quitﬂ- 1:# :

Evidently the dummy in his bed had
not been dizcovered |

“The notze wa heard was certainly in
this paszage, Quelch! Possibly & Third
‘orm boy—

““Not at all!® chimed inm another
voice—that of Mr., Wigkgine, “I have
visited the dormitory, Prout, and no boy
of my Form is missing.”

“ Nov of mine " came another voice—
that of Mr. Capper, tho master of the
IPoprth.

Thera weore, now four. masters at the
open window above Garter.. He realised
that zomething must have disturbed
them, and set them “on the prowl”
IFrom what Prout said, Bmithy must
have mado some soit of & row getting
back to the Remove dormitory.

Jour heads at the window {ﬂﬂkﬂd ont.
Cavter hugged decp cover at the foob of
theavall in the thick ivy. _

“You are quite sure, Queleh, that no
boy is missing from the Reinovet” came
Prout’s boom ngain.

% have sad so!™
Remove master tartly,

*Bomeone, Queleh, is out in the quad-
rangle. I you think it is a burglar,
W 1

answerod the

i
“1 do not think so for one moment !™
“This window, certainly, was
fasteried ! DBut if it 13 not an extrancous
intruder, Queleh, it must bo & Greviviars
boy. Thero are certain unruly spivits in
your Fopmn——"*

T have gaid, Prout, that the Remove
Lbovs are all 1n bed, and fast asleep.
shall we mvestigate the Fifth Form
devrmitory 77

“If yvou suggest, for one moment, that
a lifth Form boy—a Loy of my Form,
Js-

“It is precisely the snggestion you
have made in reference to my Form,
Proat.”

The volers wera rising a little, and
growing acid. Ay, Capper’s mild tones
intervencd.

* Possibly you were mistaken, Prout,
anil saw no one—a moving shadow, per-
haps—this light is very deceptive.”

“I am posgitive that I zaw somcone,
Capper, and that he darted into the
shadow helow—he may be there at this
mmnent, listening to us.’”

‘Call to him,” suggested Ay, Quelch.
“If it is a Fifth Form boy——*

“Tt 15 not & Fifth Form boy, Queleh 1™

“ It ia certainly not a Remove boy I

“It is somewhat cold here, with that
window open,” remarked Mr, Capper.
*“I shall return to my study,™ '

“I zhall go to bed,” yawned M
Wiggins,

“And LY said Mre. Queleh, “:zhall
retnvn to my stady”

“One  moment, Quelch!”  hoomed
Prout. *“llow do you account for the
noise=—tho stariling noize—that we all
eard I7

“Home Fifth Form boy, perhaps™
suggestod Quelch, with acid politencss.

Brnort] frem Prout, and the window
cloged with a bang. Carter heard no
WHOLE,

THE TWENTY-FIRST CHAPTER.
By the Skin of Bis Teeth !

HE junior hidden in the ivy bolow
dick not ventura to stir until he
heard the window close. Then
he cropt away, almost on tiptos,

cnrﬁhﬂl}* Eceping in the shadow GF tho
Wil
i

ihe four beaks who had Teen
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“nrowling,” three scemed to be satisfied
thiat all was well; and Carter hoped
that Prout would give it up alzo. The
alarta over, he hag his chanee of hunt-
ing for o window or a door that might
ivie geeess fo the House

A sudden stream of light from an
open doorway ddazzled him for a
moment, breaking intoe the dusky star-
ight. Heo blinked at it

"It was tho door on Mastors' Passago
that was open. Framed in the lighted
doorway was the povtly figure of Prout,
staring out.

The lighted passage behind him could
he zeen—no one visible but Prout. The
others, evidently, had pone back to their
studies, or gone to bed. Promt was still
keening it up. '

Prout was, in iaet, wvery inuch
annoyed He did not, on reflectiomn,
think 1t possible thai a burglar was
hanging about the quadrangle, while
many windows were still  lighted.
Burglars generally came later. Buot if
it was not that, it was some Greyfriars
fellow dout of bounds that he had scen—
and he had little or no doubt that it was
one of Queleh’s boya. Heo was assured
of that, heeausze Quelch had suggested
that it might be a Fifth Form boy.

Prout's own Form—in Prout's opinion
at least—was asbove such suspicion.
Someone, Prout was sure, was out of
bounds—and he would have derived a
certain satisfaction from proving that it
was a Remove boy.

THE FAMOUS FOUR ON
FICHTING TERMS!

And it's all due to Billy Bunter!
Head : ** Bunter the Mischief-
Maker!™” lt=z:'in the

2d.

On sale now (GEM

He staved out iitte the dusky starlight,
and guve quite a start, as he ‘glimpsed
o skulking figure backing quickly away.

“Btop I roared Prout.

Carter was not likely to stop, He had
Vel nca,rtfg come under Prout's vision—
he knew that Prout had had a glimpse
of him. He flew,

Prout rushed cnt.

Frout had intended to walk round the
auad, with o keen and wary eye, looking
for the delmq_uen;, but loeking the door
after him, i c¢ase that delinguent
dodged in behind his back. But now,
having actoally glimpsed the skulking
form, he rushed, leaving the door wide
open behind hin.

Carter darted away, with thumping
heart.  That dismal and desperate
hunt for a way in had fo be post-
pened—escape was the immediate and
pressing necessity. Lle dodged round
angient ¢lins, Prout pounding on hia
track.

“Stop ! panted Prout. "I saw yvou—
a junior, 1 sm eertain of that now!
Stap t Oh, goodness gracious O 17

Prout stopped him=clf as he banged
into an clm trouk, Ho came to quile
a sudden stop.

“{Oh! Al Ow ! My nozo!

Choaoh ! cama [rom Prout, in & series
of gazps, “0Oh! Woooogh! Ooogh !

Carter, in terror, clamped him-
self behind a tree. He was hardly
threo yards from IProut

Prout, at o standstill, clasped his
nose with a large hand. en  he
dabbed it with o handkerchicf.

Carter. cast o longing glanco at the
open  deorway, in the distance, with
the light streaming thevefrom,.
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Had it been derk, ho would have
chanced 1t1 But in the light from
within, he would have been full in
Prout's: sight. He dared not stir

For several long  minutes—tervibly
long to Carter—the Fifth Forn master
stood d:}biiﬁl%hia nose pnd gasping and
grunting. en he moved ab last,
going back #sowards the Heuse.

The half-seen fugitive bad dodged
him and escaped. But there was abszo-
lutely no doubt an the subject now—
SOMC iuniur was oub in the quadrangle,
and- thero was going to be o search.
If the other maosters did not care to
undertake it, Prout was going to call
the Sixth Form Prﬂfmts.

Carter watched him ge.

Whether Prout was going in- and
giving it up, or whether he was going
1o rouse the House, €arter could nos
guess—but the latter, of course, was the
most probable. Now that Prout kuew,
as a positive fact, that a junior boy
was out of the House after sleven
o'clock at night, he gould not possibly
let tho matter dvop.  Apart from lus

rsonal desire to scoro over the

cingve master, he had his duty to de.
Instead of scarching on his own, he was
going - to  e¢all in  assistance—and
Carter’s heart sank st the thought of
Wingate, Loder, Gwynne, perhaps all
]tligu Sixth Fonn prefects, rooting after

1.

Prout, with his handkerchief to his
nose, and red spots on the handker-
chief, puffed and blew back to the open
doorway.

Carter's eyes gleamed after him.

-He was dezperate now.

In a maod of sheer desperation, he
tiptoed. after the Fifth Form wmaster.
FProut did noet look back—he did not
think of leoking back, He rolled on
towards- the. deor, grunting. Some-
where in the shadowy guad béhind him
waa that young rascal—to be rooted ous
as -soon as he had called the prefects.
It did not occur to him how closa
behind him that young raseal wast
Only desperation could have made
Carter -act a3 he did—and it was not
surprising, Eﬂrhaps,l that Prout was
taken quite by surprise.

Ho' wns hordly six vords . fromy the
doorway, when, Carter, lowering his
head, rushed st his portly back ond
butted.

Prout went over like an ox!

o gava ouo %m'gln and fapped down
on his chest; his nose, elready dam-
oged on thoe tree, gotheriog forther
damages on the cold; uneyinpathetio
eartli!

o Gurvrﬁgh 1 pame from ‘FProut.

Carter Hashed past him.

Prout’s ngso waa still:digging into the
q;;md when the young rascal darted into
itho doorwsy anmd whipped béhind the
open dogor.

To reach tha stairs, he had to ecut
along the passage, past Masters' Studies
—and that he dared not do, unless he
was sure that tha doors were shut.

Ho hunted the first cover that came
to hand—and that was the wide-open
door! In the twinkling of am cye he
was crammed behind it

It waos fortunate for him that he had
lost no time. From the quad camne a
roar like that of the Bull of Bashan—
from Prout, serambling to his feet, in
terrific wrath. Two or threo stady

doors immedia opeped—IHacker,
Capper, and Queleh locked out. Al
three cmerged, and came

Imrriin
down to ~ the door—Dbehind w icg
Carter hardly breathed,
Apother Dbellow from TProut! Then
he staggered into. the deorway, his face
‘Tae Madxer Lisnary.—No. 1.565
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urple, his nose red end raw, sprivk-
Engs of carth on hiz knees and his
MV

“What—" gasped 3Mr. Quelch.
“My Jdear FProut—" ejuculated

Capper.

i %:ru have fallon downi” asked Mr.
Hacker.

“No, sir!” spluttered Prout., “I
have not fallen:down, eir! I have
been hurled  ovor, sir—attacked from
behind, siv, and hurled over."

- ¥ Goodoess gracious | Who=—what
—ayhy—

“I.saw him, sir—1 Baw someonc—a
junior—gnd if I ‘had not run into- a
tree——- [Tpon my word, are you laugh-
ing, Hacker?”

oGertdinly  not.
hear—"

A1 was coming.back to call the pre-
fects, .when -I. was attacked—charged—
butted—hurled . over from behind ™
gasped Proft,. * Look at me 1"

Prout tottered 1n and toltered away.
Hacker shrugged his  shouldera and
went back to his etudy. Quelch and
Capper cxbhanged: a  faint smile, and
both of thein stepped out of thoe door.
way to look round.

Carter's heart beat, This was his
chanea! Prout wonld bo ab least s fow
mirutes in the Bixth Form quarters—
Hutlér had gono into his study and
shut the door—Quelch and Capper were
putside. No oither beak had apprared
—the others, probably, had goue to
bed:  Cartor gave the door a suddon
push and slammed it -Then he cut
away like lighthing. ;

Heo was on the staircase by the time
the door roopened. ¥From the distanco
he éanglit Queleh’s voico :

I—1 am sorry to

“Was that the wind, Cappert Very
odd that—" :
Carter flew up the stairs  In less

thau & minute ha was at the door of
the Hémove dormitory. 2

Faiptly, from afayr, he heard s=ounds
—Prout, doubtless, '?P.théring the pre-
fects  to the search! They wers wol-
como fo search now!  DBreathing in
great gulps, Carter ned: the dormi-
tory door, stepped soffly in, and shut
il behind him. d

Ha was_ safe back in’ his
now—hardly daring to believe that ho
really had escaped | ) : .

But he had. He stood in the 5!eepmﬁ
dormitory, panting antl panting.
thé fellows were asleep. The Bounder,
last to fall asleep, had: dropped off by
that.time. Bunter’s snore rminbled intor-
mittently, For once Cartér was glad to
hear that familiar sound. He did not
dream that it was through the fatuons
fat Owl that he had cécaped the peril
that Smithy liad left him in,

He gave Billy Bunter ne thought, Ilis
eyes-fixed, with_a ghtter 10 them, on the
Bounder's bed. A glimmer of stavlight
fell on. Smithyls face, and showed his
eyes  closed. Hae was Elﬂ_ﬂ]}m;l;. He
could zleep, after what ho had. done |
Carfer’s look was black and bitter.

But his expression changed, and a
sardonie prin came over his face. He
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made no sound, Swiftly he threw off
his clothes, removed the dummny from
hiz bed, and turped in. Smiihy could
see him there when he turned ouf in
the morning—a pleasaut surprise for the
Bounder |

Below in the quad, Prout and the
prefects were prowling, looking for that
unknown junior who was out of bounds,
ancd whe had hurled Prout over, Per-
hHaps they did not whaelly believe in that

- junior. out of bounds. Anyhow, they did

not find anybedy, thongh they weré still
searching when Carter, in his bed in the
Eemove dormitory, went to slecp.

THE TWENTY-SECOND CHAPTER,

A Surprise for Smithy !
ANG! Clang! Clang!

B Bob Cherry bounded out of

bed—the first out, as usual. His

cheery voice woke the eclioes of

the Remave darmitory.

Ly Ha.liu; ialle, hallol Turn out, yvou
slackers |

Snore |

“Out you come, Bunfer 1

Snora !

Either Billy Bunter had not awakened,
or he was not going to waken. But he
had little choice when Bob Cherry was
therc to help Blankets were whippoed
off Bunter, ‘and hiz snorve was suddenly
changed into a howl of protest.

“Ow! Beast! It's cald! Gimmoe my
bedelothes, you rotter | I'm not gettmg
up yct. Why, the bell hasn’t stopped
yveb, you beast’t"

Herbert Vernon-Smith picked up his
bolster a3 he turned out. He stepped

towards Bunter's bed.

Swipe !

“Yaroooh! Stop that, Bull, you
beast ! :

“Ha, ha, ha I

Swipa |
" H0wl Is that you, Bmithy, you

rolter? Stoppit !

Swipe, 8WIpS, m*:i%m!

“I say, you fellows, stoppim
shrieked Bunter, wildly dodging tho
swipez of the Bounder’s bolster. *1I
say, 1t wasn't me, Smithy—honest Injun,
old chap! I never knew those chairs
were in the passage till I heard you fall
over them=—and never heard wou, old
follow. I was fast asléept”

Swips, swipel

Bump !

Bunter rolled off the
favther side.

Vernon-S8mith scrombled over the bed
and re-started after the brief interval

Bwipe, swipe, swipe, swipe!

“Yaroch!  Help! fivel  Yoo-
hoop 1" roared Bunter. “I say, yon
fellows—"

Swipe, swipel

Bunier rolled under his bed, yelling,

Harry Wharlon & (o, rushed at the
Pouvnder, grabbed lum, and spun him
away, and Bunter waz able to erawl
cut, unbolstered. :

All ithe Bemove were up by that thne

14
H

bed on the

—with onc pxeeption.  Arthur Carler
had not stirred. :

He could hardly have been asleep,
after the bolstering-of Billy Bunter, and
ihe terrific yelling that accompanied the
same.  Soveral fellows glanced towards
his bed—the Bounder with u sardonie
smrilo. _

Smithy had no doubt that what ap-
peared to be a sleeper in the bed was
tho dummy Carfer had left there, Bo
far, he had no suspicion thar Carter had
gol back into the dormiftory in the
night. ]

“Wake up, Carter1” called out Harry
Wharton: *The vising-bell's stopped I

No answer from Carter. He waa
grinning sourly under the edge of (ho
blanket, quite aware of the thoughts
that u‘au!ld be in Herbert Vernon-
Smith's mind.

“1 fancy Carter wont
Wiharton,” =a1d the Boundor,

“Eht Why not?”

“Well, T wouldn't be certain, of
conrze, but 've got a sorc of idea that
he's had a night out,” prinned Smithy.

“What vot ! There lic is in bed 1 said
Harry, staring.

“Might be a dummy I? drawled the

hear ‘you,

Bounder. “I've known of such things
i my fime”

il{}h !.!'1

Attontion was  concentrated  on
Carter’s bed now.

The Dounder stepped towarvds it

*Look 1 he said.

He whipped off ihe bedelothes. He

had not the slightest doubk that a
dumimy would be revealed. He fairly
stuggered as Corter sat up and rubbed
his eyves.

Carter gave him a glance.

“Thanks!” he said. “Rising-bell
siopped | Thanks {or calling  me,
Smithy [

The Bounder could only staee,

“What on carth made von'ilink that
Cartor woas out, Smithy 2" asked Ilavry
Wharton.

Smithy did not anzwer that guestion.

He did pot speak "agein till the
Remove were poinge down. Then he
spoke to Carter on the stnirk ;

“8p vou squecrcd througl, =ome.
Tiow ' He burst into a laugh, © Well,
I'm rather glad than not. You had az
much chance as you gave e, and you
seem to bave got through, same as I did.
Giratters ! But if vou'll take a tip from:
me, you'll chuck I.tj]; vour rotten, dirty,
dotible-crozsing tricks. . You can bank
on it that if I come into the picture
again, vou'll get measure for measure.”

And the Bounder passed on, without
waiting for an answer.

THE EXD.

(TWell, try ¢z he way, Corter lasn't
suecceded o ogclfing Huster in s
Form-master’s Licek Vools wel, Dnt kels
srof green wp brying, Ly any weane, o
ol Iearn when won oread: “"THE
SCHEMER OF THE REMOVE!? next
Stiurday’s  cxeifiog  slory  of Harry
W harfon « Cn.)

——

Gaarnieed =afe, ull
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DUSTY TO THE RESCUE!

Another Side-Splitting Spasm of
Qur Super Serial :

“THE FORM-MASTER'S SECRETI™

By DICKY NUGENT

Jack Jolly & Co. were

iven ial iggion
ﬁnm I.‘itq:::ur ﬁi-mhamn!!,
the Head of 8t. Sam’s,
to go out on their bikea
locking for Bullion, the
welthy Fourth
Former who had bean
kidnapped from the
akool.

The heroes of the
Fourth beleaved in the
old motter: “It's the
early bird that catches
thea worm “—ao they
were up with the lark,
Their eagle eyes were
going to search the
oou ide aroand 8t.
Bam's with bawk-like
ml. If they t;;::-und tho

NAPpErs, ey wWere

ing to ewallow no tale

i to put them off
their stroak. They would
st once talke swift action
to cock the kidnapper’s

Jack Jolly & Co. were
vory boapfol of a guick
auxxess that would
euable them to crow
over the rest of the skool
for weeka. Their faces
were prim and  deter-
mined, &8 they whesled
their bikes past the
8kool House on their
way down to the gates.

Buddenly they halted.
From a hevvily barred
winder at the top of the
Skool House they had
eaughe site of somebody
wav to them.

It was Mr. Lickham,
the master of the Fourth.

Mr. Lickham had apent
A restlese mite 1n the

tehment-room whers
the Head had locked him
until the perlice arrived
in the morning. The

rospect of being ar-
fmtad for a crime he had
nawrmﬂomn{itmﬁ was
ong at  simp ap-
pawled him.

3 He waad timd1 a.nl;}l
ungry—and compiste
fd Ef:p 4 Hia entire
carcer waa at steak ; and
arrest would simply send

him off his onion.
The maddening thing
about it wea that this

charge of being con-
serned in the plot to

kidnaP Bulhon wasa -:mei

of which he could have
cleared himeelf at any
moment he wished.

He had only to reveel
that his diereputable
cuzzin Dusty had been
impersonating him at

St. Ham's for the laet | 'm i
weok to free himeelf from *.:F'i"'_...a..:.-"}.p}i e

all suspishon |
But to roveal

meant aleo revealing that 4
had epent }

he himself
that same week in jail

for falling into arrears ;g8
‘with the mstalments on g

hias new cap and gown.
And that revelation

would disgrace him for |

ever in the eyes of the
orthoritics at St. Sam’'s !

No wonder, then, Mr.
Liekham looked woeful
and weery, as he pressed
hia face against the bars
outside the punishment.
room winder |

“Where are you gn'mgi
boya ¥ " he ocried, as
Jack Jolly & Co. halted
on the gravel path
benesth him.

“Searchingfor
Bullion, sir1 "

“I wish [ could join
vou ! ** gighed Mr, Lick-
ham. “If you would

MY FORM IS THE BEST

AT GREYFRIARS'!
Claims A. CAPPER, M.A.

Of eourae it 13}

Frankly, I am amazead
that there should be any
question about it.

‘Have you never scen
Temple's trousers with
their immaoculate crease 7
Cr Fry's fancy wailst-
coat 1 Or Dabney's
dinner-jacket 1
i Furthermoore, Ilmtl;] nt

1eir (o ! Ia there
ﬂnl:rthﬁrpﬁ'nrm at Grey.
friars that can wear
toppers with the same
eagy, nonchalant grace
of the Upper Fourth !
I think not !

But their socke and
tica are what really
elinch it,. Were I o
gporting man I would

! Fffl':‘gi'riﬂrﬂ !

i bmew  fhat

wager any amount that
for sheer artistry in socks
and ties the Up%e:-
Fourth cannot &
egualled — lot alone sur-
agad—anywhiers |
Without doubt, my
Form is the best
PDRESSED Form at

‘apitals  oura. 1¥e
Mr. Copper
fured gob L terong some-
where, We asked him if
the Upper Pourth aras
the BEST—-not the BEST
DRESSED ! Hut as

d

1their clobber 43 the only
possible thing the Upper |

Feaurth ean bonst abwoud,
his réistake was
natupal f—=FEY),

feile

‘ =

No. 279.

GREYF

RIARS

EDITED BY HARRY WHAKTON.

'

i

RALD

February 12th, 1938,

only help me to escape,

I comd!™

* #ome hoaps, eir!”
larfod Jolly. ** With all
dew  respect, you're
locked up in that room
for 5 very good reason
—becawse the Head
suspeckta you of having
ahand in the kidna;e‘piﬁg
of yung Bullion !

““ Hoar, hear!™

BMr. Lickham shook
hiz head v1'g§¢ruuﬂl .

“ 1 never did it, Jolly

—honner bright ! It'sall

P
:

dark, dank, dreery wella,
they cggeplored the top

of many & haystack,
But not a sine of tho

migging Bullion did they

digoover |

“ Wherover those vil-
lans bave hidden him, it
must be a pretty good
hiding-place!” remarked
Jolly grimly, as they
edalled slowly away
rom a coppice they had

just beem scouring.

“ Bome secret  under.

ground cell, perhaps, or a

yewmanly possibul

Dusty was a low,

common c¢reetcher, but
he had a conshance. The

blaclk sheep of the Liek-

ham fambly did not in-
tend to have the wool
ulled over Doctor
irchemall’s eyea if he
could help it. If i waa
to
track down the raakal

going to do it. After
that, he would reskew
Bullion and restors him
te St Sam’s—thus de-

livering the Fourth Form
master from the suapi-
shons which he had un-
intentionally fastened on
him !

. While Jack Jolly &
2 Co. were gazin
gy round the field, Dusty
@ was walehing them from
g some bushes where heo

Llankly

Bt had taken cover ; and ha

Y took good care not to

ventcher fourth again
until the Co. had mount.

A od their bikea oneo more

a garstly mistake. Surely | consealed room in gome

vou knowme better than
that ¥ ™

“Well, I thought I
did at one time,” achk-
nollidged the kaptin of
the Fourth. * Buf you
must admit that you've
beon & chonged man
during the last week,
After the way wyou've
carried on, I can quite
imagine you doing any-
thi i

“Oh, bust 1t ! " mut-
tered the master of the
Fourth. Once again he
was in the unforchunit
position of being unable
to prove his innersence
without giving away his
secret |

“Borry and all that,
sir 1" grinned Franlk
Fearless. ** But there's
nothing doing ! Toodle-
oo I 11

The juniors mounted
their  mnachinea and
pedalled off ; and Mr.
Lickhany waa left to
wrench and tug away
at the bars that barred
his way to freedom.

Jack Jolly & Co. put
ol their hart and sole
into  the =search for
Bullion that morning.
Nothing escaped  their
koon eyves. They went
through every yard of
the woods, cvery oot of
the hedzorows, and
avory inch of the fields.

They erawled ou hands
aned neere  throngh

ditehes, they dessondod] -

‘knowa it

rambling old mansion 1"

“ I wonder if Lickham
mermered
Fearleas  thoughtfully.
Then he gave a sudden
violent start. ' Grate
pip ! There heia!™

As he spoke, Frarleas
pointed to a ficld which
they were passing. His
pala glanced in the direc-
tion indicated, mnd, to
their utter amazement,
aaw Lickham crawling
across the gross on his
hands and neezo, ap-

arently eggRamining
ootmarka throngh o
magnifying-glasa !

“My hat! Ile must
have escaped 1" gaspod
Jolly. ' And he's man-
midged to get a change
of clothing, too! Let's
go and talk to him ! "

* Yes, rather!”

The Co. dumped their
bikes at the side of the
road and divod through
a gap in tho baxdpe, But
the noids they made evi-
dently betrayed them.

By the time they ar-
rived in the ficld, Lick.
ham had vannished just
as though the earth had
opened and  swallowed
him up !

Discerning readers
will hardly neeid to be
told that the man they
had seen in the ield was
Psty Lickhany, aud not
Mr. 1. Jolliwell Lioltham,
the real Form.-master of
thre Fourth.

- and pedailed away down

the road.

Alter they had gonn,
Duasty resoomed his in-
terrupted work of track-
ing down Joe and Charlio
even more leenly than
before.

“1'opeas 'ow I shan't
sec  those yung jents
again to-day ! " %lﬂ mut-
tered to hiroself, as he
continued to craw! aercea
the field.

Little did he dreem
how goon and in what
dramatticle eireum.
stances he was Lo renew
hig ackwaintance with
the Co.

Jack Jolly & Co.
eyeled on towards Mug-
aleton. But they never
reached that town.

What stopped them
fromy doing 80 was 8
foint cry from an old

barn at the aside of tho
road,
“ Help ! Help t

That cry was enuff for
Jack Jolly & Co. With
one accord thoy leapad
off their bikes—their
eyca simply blazing with
cgpaitement !

“Bullion "' hist Jolly.

" Noet the sliteat douht
alrout it ! ™ said Fearleaa,
betweon his  elenched
teeithh. " This way, you
lellows !

" Yes, rather !

They farcly rushed
over o the barn !

Jolly was tho fivst 1o
reach tha donr. Tt wos
boltrad and barred ; bt
ane mmitey Lick from fha

ly | chowed m
Jos and Charlie, lro wus e

aomm - follm
finally” Jauk Jolly him.

4

kaptin of the Fourth
bust it Open 4o in an-

other moddent the herces
of the TFourth wers
swarming into the barn.

They jately saw
Bulhon., - He was lying

on the Aoy, bound hand
and foob-and gagged.

Forchuritly, he had
of hiz gag,
and was ohble to utter
foint eries for haiE. The
kidnapped junior'a eyes
farely 1yvp when he

Ty 8t Bam’s
baya, s the Co.'s
facos dorkened aa they
saw his -

" The ssoundrells, to
leave o chyp like thia b

cried ‘Fack Jolly. ** They
shall pajr:dmgy for it
before  tiep're  much
older ! ™

“Io, yiEst" wrapped
out a sneering veice be-
hind thent.

Jack dklly & Co.
whealed wpund, to find
that Hulln's captors
had arrivygd on the seen
justk  at  the wrong
momenk !

Tho sit thaose two
burly ru . armed to

the teath with nives,
dageers, ' pnd  eudgels,
mila well =Ea1.'e dawnted
the braveg, But Jack
Jolly & o did not
hezzitate lbr & moment.

With linging war-
ories om tljer lips, they
flung thepeelves fow-
riously st thokidneppers.

A lags! fleer curridge
alone  wep not . enaff
ageinst ‘these desprit
scoundrells! Nivesn
flashod d cudgels
whirled, ﬁ tha heroes

of* the B gquickly
found thatlthey weare up
agoinat it |wi

& ven.

gonz | ;

Clink t Chach! Wallop!
Feoarloes|wea the first

to fall, Mefry and Bright

him, and

zelf, pow almost into

puln, down under

& regular Rin of cugdel-
Ows )

Co. had

hunE. af 3:!
sunk alméast w0  zero,

‘help drivel fmm a most

NCZrS quarter.
Through the open door-
sy bous & fggor
that wos: familiar

tn tho hproes of the
Fourth., !
"Lieckhem!" they

gnaped.

Thn  wey Lickham
waded in tha kid-
NAPPCTR  FAs an fves

apener to Jack Jolly & |

Co. Hea treated nife.
stabs as if they were
mear pinpricks, . while
as for WI.hl;}wa. he
treated them with sheer
disdain.

. Etnp your tickling,
Jock ! " was all he said
gbout them |

DBut it waa a different
matter with the kid-
nappers when they re-
ceeved his fiat in their
Laﬂea e]i' o Howls end

reaks rent
the air. Wﬂ; and
nives dropped to the floor
as though their owners
had lgst the power to
hold them | Evenchally,
the kidnappers them-
solves followed their wep-
ponsand Liekham
(Dusty  Lickham, of
corse, though the juniors
did mot know it!) weas
vintorious !

*Good old Mr. Lick-
hﬂmi‘”
Jolly & Co.

Their wonnds forgotian
in their eggsiternent, they
jumped to their feet
again.

“8hall we gend for
tha perlice, sir ¥ ' asked
Fearlesa.

But Dusty shook his
head.

* No, ¥mg jenta. Per-
sonally, I hein’t got no
use for the peelers. Let
me give these blokes s
talkin® to instead.”

cheered Jack |

And, much to the
Fourth Formera' ser-

ize, he yanked the

idnappers to their feet
and gave thom o lecturs
on what bad lads they
had been !

“ Promisa vou'll ﬁ:‘.‘l
straight in future T ™ he
finished.

* Yurs. We promiss [
wined Charlie and Joe.

* Hoff you go, then t

And off they went
and gtuck to the straight
path—till they reached
the place where it turned
into the road !

“Well, gir, alter this
there's no doubt about
it being sll right for

ou tq come back to

t. Sgin’s,’ anid Jolly,
88 they relessed Bullion.
* The Head will be jolly
%]r&g]. in fakt, that you

id escape from the
prnishment - room this
forning !

Dusty Lickham start-
ed violently.

“Ma hexecaped from
the punishment - room
Wot the dickeng—-"

Then Dusty saw it all !
Hia cuzzin must have
come back—and landed
right. into all the trubble
that Dusty had left for
him {

“My heye!™ mer.
mered Dusty. ** Heopgs-
cuse me, yung jents, but
if you'll be orlright to
go back to the akool on

yvour own, I think I'll
go another way 1"

And, sure enuff, he
msizted on leaving them
bafors they reached B8t.
dam's. And Jack Jolly &
Co. returned in triumf
with Bullion = minua
the man who had really
reskewed Bullion !

{Don't miss the comical
conclusion of this great
serial  in  next tweek's
“ Herald * 1

BE A CAKE-SRATCHER!

Fellows who are de.

wvoting thought to their’|

future careers should
consider the advantoges
of taking wup eake-
snatchingasa feasion,
Plenaant and profitable !
For a course gf instruc-
tion by the acknow-
ledged  oxpett, apply
{with the Editor's com-
gli:nantuj te PRO-

EES0OR BUNTER,
cara of GREYFRIARS
HERALD.

WANT A FIGHT?

Heavyweight Boxer
soeks houta with ambi-
tious youngstera in nood
of experience., Applica-
tiona conaidercd from
undergizod -weaklings
who are willing to accopt
advertiser'a’ . ,wn refores !
Write : BATTLING
BOLSOYER, Box
No. 203, URLEY IFRIARS
HERALD.

s HARRY WHARTON

CALLING

‘ Are the gay dogs of Greyfriars as bla

k
are poaited 7 *° hcn

asks o reader

lctler I received this woceh.

This guery, in various forms, is one I have
put to mme with surprising [requency.
aeems to be a mysterious faseination about
the more shady aclivities which sometinmics go
on tir the school !

Well,
for the bright young things who get their arnuse-

There

personally, though I haven't miych Hme

ment out of puffing at cheap cigareties
and perusing pink sporting papers, I am
inclined to believe that they ave not half
80 villainous ax they like to be thought !

Some readers scem fo imagine thaot
chaps like Lodey of the Sixth, Hillon of
the Fifth, Angcl of the Fourth, and Skinncr
of our oren Form, spend their entire time
gombling and plotting dark plots egainst
me and my friends.

Nothing of the kind, dear veaders, 1
assure gou !

Loder plays n good game of fooler,
Hilton is a topping boxer, Angel ploys
tennis very well, and Skinncr {a pretty
hot at gymnastics. They can do nany
other things, but I mention these partic-
wlariy to ashew you that a geood deal
of their time is sapent in quitc movmal
pursteils,

T'o imaginc any chap at Groyfriars as an
unmiitigated rotter would, in ny opinion,
be very unjust. The four fellows I have
mentioned have often in the past been at
loggerheads rwith me. But I have alse
been at loggerhends with thems and
possibly the foult has npt always been on
one side !

Nobady ia entively bad—nor entively
good! I am not exactly a zaint myself.
On the otiver hwmd, felloeos whose ecode
of conduct is not the sanie as my own are
not necewaarily the last word in villains !

I feel sure that the ' gay dogs'™ of
Gregyfriars are not half so black as thepy
are painted !

More chinweng next weck,

Cheerio !
HARRY WHARTOXN,

S

clims |

SORROWS OF A SWOT

Maric Linley enjovs sehool work sa much
that he ean hardly hear the thought of
holidoaya,

The idoa of “ breaking vp " almost mukes
him * break down ™!

RAKE A WORTHY WINNER

ON ROLLERS!

A fgmima& ankle having
finigh win.
ning the Lower School Roller-
Championship, I was
to Whar-
ton's request to report on
the raca for the * Greyfriara

my chances of

akatin

very g Lo

Herald.”

Roller-skating, in

medal  that  Mr.

m
opinion, is a great sport.
am always at home on a pair
of rollers, whether I'm on &
rink surface or on an ordinary
road. I've won long-distance
races on  paveral  occasions.
I had hoped to win the ailver
Lascelles
Eut. up for the winner of the

awer Schnol Championship,
too ; but fala in the shaps of
a learner whe got ininy way
at tho Lautham Rink deerred
otherwise and landed meo with
a aprorned ankle mstoad !

With my name out of it, the
rane was 4 pretty open one
and a large crowd turned up
in tho gym. on the great night.

Wingate and Dlundell were

%ha

friara.
tromised it |
atart.

fully justifed,

skatera woere

hair-raising

the judges, and they atood
on a raised platform from
which thoy could wateh com-
etitors all round the tracl.
presence of these two
distinguished soniora,
dentally, hes given a lot of
preatige to the sport at Grey-
Fellowa who have
looked down on roller-skating
a8 4 kid's gome in the past
can hardly do so now that
Wingate and Blundell have

Ten skaters lined up for the
The oo wala over 26
laps, ond forccasts that it
would be & close one worn

ten laps thore was nover maorg
than o fow vards between
the lirst and Jast man, deapite
the fact that several foneied
making pgreat
offorts to forgo nhead !

An alwming incident oc-
eurred at this juncture, when
Bunter, who had arrived too
late for the start, enceerad
inte the gym. on skatea at A
apecd — unfor-
tunately gomp tho swrong nay

frk R L
rounel the track! Bunter
#kated with Dbofh  arme

gtretechad ountwarde and sue-
ceeded in knocking down Bob
Cherry and Don Ogilvy sinul-
tancously before I%zam«:liul;; on
the back of hia neck. Stowards
on skates rushed to the spot
and stuck a " Danger ™ sign
on Bunter to give duo warning
to approaching skatora,

Dunter took no further part
in the raco.

At twenty laps the field
had extended out a bit aud
Bull led, with Brown socoud
and Rake third. Rake was
going well at thia stage and
went even bettor in tho noxé
fow lapa. Despite desperato
cfforts on tho part of Brown
and Bull, he passed each in
tnrn, and sventually got hame
by the mnyrow margin of o
coyple al’ yards |

Mr. Lascollea himself pre-
sented tho moodal and o very
onjoyabloe evening concluded
with lowud cheers.

Noller-skating at Greyfrinys
has recorved aquite a Gllip !

inei-

For tho first




