T W i e L e At e A b L 1y
e S s St e T Y.
e e e T SR R R e S e
fa b} R e e e " ﬁu.wﬂmﬁﬁﬁwﬁmﬂ i
A e T Sl :
R e w e e 0
P S e e R %
- bt e ) - C Sk e e R e e L D L i
= : - e e R SEE R e
W e i : g J ¥ 3 EoE 4o L ,.....»w......u.v.n.v.....m. Ww.,.m.ﬂ..,.w% D m.?%m e
L . i i ' okl Sy o L e e e e
: 3 | i 7 .....mu_.“....w”.n.“;..uj....;.. e P
i % - =
g e # _ , e x ﬁ
: ; " i R e e e R
= =l 7 .n.n...r....nn...m.m..,..wM%.v o e X
iy e o
L
[ ¥ SRR E
- f wﬁw = S
< R S - o r
"ﬁ rie - R R e b
; o
o u. ., o
¥
" u --
s A ,
i A 2k 5
H : i v t 5
i =
i
: R
. e 1
—_ s : i i o
b e
;: ; i u
3 i :
b =
ﬁ : =
el o e
— = e o
S R
e m e il R o o ml e el T
: i : b . : R
gl e A i : e e R
s SRR e
o R o
pr = £ 3 e
umn‘lnr . u
e
o : Tt : ke,
e o -
H e 2 e %, LY
Tnnt.
2
A R 5
i i or
o : 5
ps < il :
b i
E e S ; ; g e
3 3
e St - ....w.n-.
ol * 3 =

i
=

e . v
% g3 cpp " £
i % e

mw... o AR . S SEER

X e R i R R T, i

o e v S o R
e IR S i e ek
¥ i E e
e i L e e i
; e e Gorad i : R s

S

e S

: e e e =

] G Re  CC s A e
,.n.wn.ng.....m. e o e
. 2 T ..,.....vﬂ.nﬂmmxm B 2 ey

-
e
s

=
-
s

o
e ?-\.-"""'.-\.:I‘a‘_’:"g
A

s
e P

R ; :
e e R e B e
S M,wmmﬁw“w.«. ; :
o e L
S e o
S L " ok ; i

SN e i = L

= .

S i
et o
R E

2 o
* i et ,}.%.

! s =
s ."

e r g S £

-
g

| FUN and ADVENTURE w

BLACK PRINCE

%
i
e,
[ s
e i
i T
A et
o =
x
22 SR
:
s -:
S
L
e
:
S
o
T e
W.’\.}
S
.-
&
-
< s
"t
.
4
-
o
b
w
“
-
*
-
r:
&
e T
el 22
e
5
4
=
i
-
2
b
'
h-
5
.
P

By FRANK.
RICHAR.DS

r i : i T
: 5 K
> 3 : .
T dabe SR = ..
r . @ :
- i
; e 7
: :
J s L L
H 5 3 e LI
nnu. m 5 e s X
] el R
F : =
H : - e e =
o : e s e :
T M .. e g ke 5 e
Lo ) Lk - o,
==l e TR el i e A T s - o

EVERY SATURDAY. Week Ending October 28th, 1939,

Vaol, LY.

Mo. 1,654.



b |

No. 368.

EDITE

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

D BY HARRY WHARTON.

October 28th, 1039.

BRAWN versus BRAIN!

By THE EDITOR

One of-the most interesting footer
events of the season is the annual’
local match, Courtéield County School
versug Friardale 7Village.. ¥Frank
N t and ¥ strolled along to Court-
field Commron to wateh the game last
Saturday.

Dick Trumper's men are small, but
plucky. Most of them are small
than the Remove fellows, but they

always give us a ame because 1
they have the brains. They are clever
footballers, The villagers, on the

other hand, are burly farm-labourers,
market gardeners, caddies at the golf
elub, and so on. They towered above
the schoplboye, and in weight ecach
villager was. egual to about three

8. _
baft showld have been a ope-sided

matech. It was The villagers were
outplayed from the Dick
Trumper’s men ui abont like red-

and-yellow flies, while the villagers
lumbered after theim slowly. When a
villager got the ball he comld not ba
charged off it—the . boys Eim]{]jr
bounced off him—but he was artfully
manceuvred into .a position from
which he could do wothing but kick
the ball wildly. Then Courtfield
hegan drihhling, passing and weav-
ing patterns, while the villagers were
left helpless,

The school won by four poals to
one. It was an object lesson in the
victory of brainz over brawn, "Have
you ever wondered how mankind sur-
vived from those early ages when
fiexce great beasts’ like the dinosaurs
were loose on the earth? Simpl
hecause men, emall and puny thoug
they were in comparison, had braios.
'They could lay traps for the great

killers. They counid make barbed
arrows of stone. They could build
defences.

So don't worry if you happen to be
small. . Hememger iﬁs 31155.};3 brain
that counts. History has proved that
time and time again. Cualtivate your
orey matter, and .vou’ll always win.

That's all, chums, for another week.

HARLRY WHARTON.

Peter Todd's Account ufa-j
TEMPLE the TOXOPHILITE!

We heard the awful news from Fry.

“Temple is a toxophilite,” he said.
“He's Just told us s0."
. Our facea turned pale. We knew
that Temple of the Fourth was every
kind of ass and dummy, but this was
terrible. We had. never imagined
he was a toxophilite. Tt made us
shndder.

“When did he feel it coming on#”
we asked, in hushed tones.

“Im the hols, I believe,” said Fry.
“And apparently it's been growing
worse over since.X i

“Has he secn the doctor about itP”

“Doa’t think so. I fancy e wants
to keep it secret. He sucaked awa

himeelf a few minutes ago.
think we ought to find him and see if
hi-th?e's anything we can do to cure

“What ia the cure?” inquired Bob

-, SR anyone kuow? Per-

ggps we'd better look it up in the
1e.™

We did so at once, and we were
relieved fo find that the discase was
not dangerous—a}f least, not danger-
ous to Temple. For a toxophilite is
meérely a fellow who in for
archery. However, knowing Temple
as we did, we were anxieus to core
him, for our own sakes. We didn't
want to try Eing D
Harold’s cxperience of
getting an arrow in the
£ye.

Temple wae on Little 4
Side. He had a bow 8
and a quiverful of } :
arrows. ﬂ]:ra}ti sg!:}c?tut- SO
ing at a rus r -
hﬁdreﬂ yards distant. @
The only safe shot on §
Little Side at that @
moment was the tarpet,
and we dared mot get
too mear. We.watthed
him anxiously as he
drew hiz bow and let
E’. The arrow san

rough the air—an
hit race.

No, not Horace Coker—lutkily for
Coker, Mr. Prout was sitting on a
benich under the elme, feadi a

ket wolume of . Horatius
laccus. There was a sudder Splat!
and an arrow was guivering in the
volume of Horace between his hands.
It had been a near thing.

Having broken the Olympic record
for the sitting high-jump, Prout
stalked h}wal‘dgs Temple, booming
fiercely. A moment later, still boom-
ing, he was leading Temple into the

use,

Last time I passed the dusthin I
saw it was full of bows and arrows.
Temple had been cured at last. He
is a toxophilite no longer, -

The Money Market
A FISHY DEAL!

The Fish Insurance Company’'s new
Punishment Policy has proved very
ular, For a premium of two
ghillings per quarter, the policy in-

tsures a fellow apainst lines or lick-

‘ 7 '.-'-

ings, paying 1s. per licking and 6d.
per 100 lines every time a.gfellaw L
punished. The idea has been taken
up with enthusiasm by the fags, who
have even tried to bag lines and
lickings in order to make money.
But the public is warned to read
the policies, whichk are full of
“clauses.” Our representative’s own
expericnce proves that. He took out
a full policy for 2a., and on the first
day was licked by Loder, had six
from Quelch, and 100 lines from Win-
gate. He went to see Mr. Fish

about it.

“I guess 1 ean’t admit these
claims,” said Me, Fish curtly.
“Under clause .18, lickings from
Loder only count when they're sheer
bullying for no reason. I don't pay
out on ioder: when lLe's pot cause to
Hek a guy.”

“Well, this was sheer bullying.. I
was leaning on the gate when Loder
CAEIE up i a
- temper and teld me to
get out of it. I've a
right to lean on the

pate, baven't I? So I
satd ‘Rats!” and %he

waded in.”

“If that's so, it's
iR O.K., sonny. But under
i clause 184 you haye to
¥ produce a signed state-

er that he
you for gheer

I ment by
/'Y whopped
LY bullying.
“How can I do that,
ou ass ! He'd take the
ide off me if I supg-
gested 11,2
“That cute no ice. I
ta have that state-
ment. What did he lick you with#"

“A beastly cricket stump.”

* Waal, that's out, anyway. Under
clanse 298; all lickings must  be
sdministcred with a cane or birch.”

“Well, Quelch licked me with a
came.""”

“Yegh! But he only gave you six.
Under clause 22, the first six strokes
from Quelch are npot insured. I omly
pay out on seven or -more."

“But he never gives a chap more
than six,”

“Can’t help that. They're the
terms, I guess. If he gives you seven
you come right along hyer and I'l]
pay you out. But not six—mnope "

“Anyway. you owe me sixpence for
lines from Wingate.”

“I guess not. Under clause 18c,
Loder is treated exactly the same as
the other prefects. That means you
can't claim om Wingate unless he
punished _\i']nu'unjuatlg. Waal, T guess

u got those linea for.sliding ﬂaw:q

nigters, and that ain’t unjuet. Yon
ot no claim for that, big boy.”

“Bo I get nothing at all?™

E‘,.{,,

e
i



THE MYSTERIOUS STRANGER!

ALL SORTS OF FELLOWS COME TO GREYFRIARS,

BUT PRINCE BOMOMBO, FROM BONGOLAND—WHO DOESN’T SPEAK ENGLISH—
IS THE WEIRDEST NEW KID OF ALL!

BLACK PRINCE

Aot o p . F B ] — S

RICH

L

—=By FRANK,

T.t '"';" .
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ONE IN THE EYE!

i E, he, he!*
H Billy Bunter
help 1it.

It was not respectful. Neither was
Mr. Hacker, the master of the Shell
at Greyfrinrs School, a man to be
laugheti' ab with impunity. But it
was really enough to make a cat

laugh.

It happened suddenly. Billy
Bunter did not know where the
tomato came from. Mr. Hacker did
not know. But both of them knew
where it landed. It landed in Mr.

Hacker's eve.

Billy Bunter, at the moment, was
adorning the school gateway with
his podgy person, He was watching
there, like Sister Anne. If Harry
Wharton & Co. were coming in to tea
it was time they came. Bunter was
ready for tea-~more than ready.

But Harry Wharton & Co. were not
veb in sight, and Billy Bunter was
still lying in wait for them, when
Hacker came down from the House to
gn ont.

Billy Bunter gave him a eareless
blink throngh his big spectacles. He
was not interested iu the Acid Drop
—at the moment. But the next
moment he was deeply interested and
fearfully amused. 0s an over-ripe
tomate whizzed suddenly from parts
unknown, and caught Hacker in the
eve,

couldn't

ARDS =/C

s _._:'- I" gy = e
""-.-.' )

......

“* Meet the esteemed Prince Bomombo, sir,”’ said Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh, with cheerful coolness.
of mine [ *’

““ A very old acquainiance

Mr. Hacker gave a howl, and
stagmered.

Bunter cachinnated.

How could Bunter help it? It was

jolly funny, in Bunter’s opinion.

Bunter did not like Hacker., Re-
move fellows had little to do with
the master of the Shell; still, there
had been an occasion when Hacker
had pulled Bunter’s fat ear. But
even if he hadn't disliked Hacker,
Bunter would have been amused all
the same.

But if Billy Bunter was amused,
Mr. Hacker was not.

Hacker staggered and almost fell,
his hat tipping off the back of his
head. He elawed squashy tomato

- S - A ) S S T S I 1 -1

Stunning New 35,000-word

Story of Amazing Schoolboy
Adventure Starring HARRY
WHARTON & CO., the
World - Famous Chums of
GREYFRIARS.

1T ] S - - | - - ) -— - — - - —- -

off his face, and pazed at it on his
fingers. He could hardly believe his
eyes—especially the one that was full
of tomato.

“0Oh ! gasped Mr. Hacker.

“He, he, he!” purgled Bunter.

Mr. Hacker, gasping, grabbed ount
a handkerchief and dabbed his cve.
That eye was smarting. It was as
red as the tomato. Tomato-juice in
the eve was neither erateful nor comn-

forting.

Juice, the equashy sections of
tomato, stream over his face. 1t
had been a vnr?‘ over-ripe tomato.
It had hardly held.together before it
hit Hacker. After ﬁittiug Hacker.
it did not hold together at all. Like
the happy family in the poem, it
gseattered far and wide. It was
nearly all over the Acid Drop.

Hacker dabbed and dabbed and
dabbed at his junicy eye. The other
fixed on Billy Bunter's grinning face
with a deadly gleam in it.

Nobody else was in sight. Nobody
was coming in or going oubk. Not
even Gosling, the porter, was to Le
seenn at his lodge, though door and

window were both open. There wax
"THe Macxer Lisrany.—No. 1,654,
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nobody om. the spot but William
George Bunter of the Remove.

So Mr. Hacker, of course, had no
doubt who had buzzed that tomato at
him." Billy .Bunter had—Hacker
could not doubt it.

Tomatoes did not produce them-
selves from nowhere, and fiy through
the air of their own volition. Some-
body had buzzed that fruity fruit at
Hacker. Only Bunter was there!
50 Bunter had buzzed it.
clear as Euclid.

Hacker dabbed—and dabbed—and
dabbed—and then he atrode at the
grinning Owl of the Remove.

“You wyoung rascal!” thundered
Mr. Hacker. “"How dare you?”

Billy Bunter did not cackle an
more! He ceased to in. _
backed away promptly from the
master of the Shell,

“I—I—I say, I—I wasn't laugh-
ing " gagped Bunter, in alarm. “1I
—I—I was—was ouly conghing.”

“You threw that tomato at me !

“Oh crikey !” gasped Bunter, in
still greater alarm.

He had fancied at first that Hacker
was offended by his fat chortle.
Now he rea.iiﬂedy that Hacker sup-
poscd that he had buzzed the tomato.

Bunter hadn’t. He did not know
who had. But he knew that he
hada't.

“I—I—I never!” ped Bunter.
“Oh, no, sir! Nothing of the kind !
I waa only laughing because it
bunged in your eye—I1 mean, I
wasn't laughing—I was conghing—
I've got a bit of a coug "

“You did " hooted Hacker.

“I dide’t " howled Bunter.

- “Then who did, if youw did not?”

Billy Bunter could not answer that
one. & had mnot the faintest idea
who had buzzed that tomato. There
were some trees near the gate—per-
hapa there had been a fellow behind
a tree. Bunter could see nobody—
any more than Hacker could.

Come " hooted Hacker.

It was as

He picked ;.ljr his hat and jammed
it on his head. Then he grabbed

Bunter by the collar.

“I—I say——" spluttered the dis-
mayed fat Owl.

“Come ! snapped the Acid Drop.
“I shall take you to your headmaster,
I shall demand a flogging——"

“Oh crikey "

“Come !

“But—I—I—I say—"
Bunter. “I mever—"

“Hilence! Come !"

g LegﬁuE I tell your I never—*
yelled Bunter,

Billy Bunter did not want to see
his headmaster. Dr. Locke was guite
a benevolent old gentleman; still,
Bunter did not want to see him. He
wriggled and howled in Hacker’s
grip, as.the master of the Shell
marched him across the quad towards
the House.

Dozens of fellows in the quad
ztared at the unusunal sight of the
magter of the Shell leading a Remove
fellow aloug by the collar.

Buunter wriggled in that grip inm
vain. That prip was like iron.

“Will you leggo?” howled Bunter.
“1 mever did it. I mever had o

Tie MaGRET LIBEARY.—No. 1,004,
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tomato. I don’t want to go to the

Head! Ow! Leggo!”
Hacker march imly on.
Hocker was called the Acid Drop

because his temper was not sweet,
Now it was less sweet than usual.

His reddened e winked and
blinked and ama . Even a sweet-
tempered man might have been
aonoyed by what had . happefed.
Hacker was in the very worst temper
ever. :

He wae not poing to take Bunter
to hia Form-master, Quelch! This
was too serious a matter for a Form-
master to deal with. This was an
agsanlt upon a member of the stafi—a

rsonal attack—an outrage of the

eepest dye. ' It was o matter for
flogging—if not for expulsion. It was
a matter for the headmaster to deal
with. To the Head Bunter was

5 W
at on earth’s up?" called out
Vernon-Smith, as that peculiar pro-
ceasion passed him in the quad.

“1 say, Smithy, make him leggo "
howled ter,

Smithy gritned. He was rather a

‘thick, woolly

In the study armchair sat a youth
a3 black as the ace of spades, with a
on his head, and &

wide grin on his ehon-complexioned

face,

He rose to his feet as the two
Removites came in, and made them a
bow—his woolly head almost touch-
ing the floor, so daa_? was the bow.

hey blinked at him,

;. t the dickens—" exclaimed

Harry Wharton.

“Who the dickens——" ejaculated
Frank Nugent.

If this was some new boy who had
blown in. he was a rather remarkable
new boy for Greyfriars,

There was one fellow in the school
—Hurree Jamset Ram Singh of the
Remove — whose complexion was
de-_epl{ dusky. But Hurree Singh
might have lacked almost pale beside
this fellow. He did not lock like a
native of India’s coral strand. Ho
looked as if he had jumped off the
banks of the Congo.

£ Whﬂ m Fuu?]‘]
Wharton. .

“Osh!” answered the black boy,

asked Harry

I‘EEHEEEI fEl]ﬂ'wj' but he Fﬂﬂnl:llt lik'ﬂlr “ Wosh I
to make Hacker let go of Bunter. “ Th p*
“I say, Mauly!” Billy Bunter «goui.nb poosh ™
ﬂwﬁd to L:H'd au_lel?ergy. ;'I 82y, n'HI onlv hat I*
o ap, wi ou make him leggo :
"% Oh E‘Ed p Biid' Lord Haule‘r%%er. bu?ﬁ black youth made another deep

“8Bilence, Bunter " thundered Mr.
Hacker. “How dare you? Silence!”

“Ow! TLeggo my neck! I
never——" -

L3 Eilmce EH‘

“Excuse me, gir I Lord Mauleverer
of the Remove interposed politely.
“May I point out that Bunlzzr is &
Remove man, gir, and that yon—
Oh pad ¥ _

Hacker, with his free hand, pushed
Mauleverer out of the way.

Hie' lordship staggered and almost
sat down.

“Come ! hooted Hacker. .

And with that unrelaxing grip on
Billy Bunter's collar he hooked him
into the House and marched him to
the Head’s study.

el

THE MYSTERIOUS STRANGER !

b HM™ Ejaculai_;eli Harry
Wharton,
“Qh!” repeated Frank
Nugent in astonishment.
e two juniors were entering their
Bt-tr#ﬁ—ﬂu. 1 in the Remove.
” at they beheld there surprised
i L

Harry Wharton & Co. had come in
at last, late for tea. Billy Bunter
had missed them at the gates after
all, the Acid Drop having marched
him off to the Head a few minutes
before the Famous Five came in.

Harry Wharton had rather ex-
%cted to find a fellow in the study—

illiam Wibley, of the Remove.

Wibley, the President of the Re-
move Dramatiec Society, had some
new theatrical stunt on hand, which
he was going to explain to the other
members of the R.D.8. after tea. But
the captain of the Remove certainly
had not expected to see the fellow
who met his eyes as he stepped into
Study No. 1, and he stared at him in
hIang astonishiment,

“Are you a new kid, or what?” ex-
claimed -Frank Nugent,

“Wishy wap koo!” answered the
black boy.
" Don't

claimed
amazement.

“Terroo koosh !*

“Well, this takes the cake!” gaid
the captain of the Remove. " We get
all sorts at Greyfriars—but a chap
who doesn’t spei English is a new
one on the Eemove!
must be a new kid.”

“ Blessed .if I know what he’s doing

ot k English?” ex.
rrynpﬁ?ha:bﬁng, in utter

I suppose he

here, if he ism't!” said Nugeny.
“Quelch must have sent him. to this
study.”

The black made them another
deep bow. ver he was, and

whatever he was, he seemed to have
elaborately courteous manners,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo ! Bob Ch
appeared in the doorway, with
Johnny Bull and Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh. “'Who's this sportsmanf” He
blinked at the black :

“Agk me another!” answered
Harry Wharton. “'We've just found
him! I suppose he must be a new
kid in -the Remove, or he wounldn’t be
here! Hé doesn’t seem to epeak a
wotd of English.”

“Oh ecrumbs! Don’t you speak
Eﬂ‘gliiah, old beanr" asked Bob.
“Osh I

“What on earth does ¢ osh * mean ?*
cxclaimed Johuny Bull,

“Something in his own language, I
suppose ¥ said Harry Wharton, in
wonder, “Lot of good his coming
here if he doesn’t speak the languape,
I suppose Quelch isn't q;:iug to toke
him throuch the A.B.C.

“Koosh " said the black boy,
making another deep bow to the three
newcomers., “Osh woodle kosh.”

“Can yo cﬁ:{'ﬂa that one, In ]15?”'
asked Bob Cherry, *“Anything liko



that nutcracker language you speak
in India#*

Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh shook &

hiz dusky head. :

“The guessfulness is not terrifie,”
he answered, “There is no resemble-
fulness to the esteemed speech of my
idiotic native land.”

“Well, this is a go!” said Bob,
“Your English made me jump, Inky,
when I first heard it—but this cha

doesn’t seem able to speak it at all.
What's your name?®’ he added, ad-
dressing the black boy.

“ Koody-woosh.”

“Oh crumbs ! Is that your name?”

“0Ool woogle ish !*

“We ghall want an interpreter for
this chap!” said Bob, “But look
here, he cam’t be coming into the
Loemove. Must be somie sort of a
giddy visitor who'a strayed into the
wrong quarter.”

“Orrish—woosh ! Ish!¥ said the
black boy.

The amons
blink at him,

Five could only

Other Remove fellows pgathered
round the doorway, astoni and
interested.

“Who on earth’s that?” asked
Peter Todd.

“The wild man from Borneo?”
asked Skinner,

“Where the thump did
Lhim up*” exclaimed Vernon

“Who is he?*

“YWhat's his name?”

“Did vou win him in a raffle?”

“Ha, ha, ha!®

The black boy bowed again and
aznin, as cach new face appeared in

di
mith. %

the doorway, which was getting
crammed, .

“What are you going to do with
Lim, Wharton " asked Bob. ' Better

take Lhim down to Quelch, I should
think, and see what the old bean
says. He simply ean’t be a new man
for Ithe Remﬂﬁ:.l"hett aH

“I suppose I’ er,” enid Harry.
“Quelech must know who he is, I
suppose.”

He made the black boy a sign to
follow him from the study. But the
woolly head was shaken inl response.

“Osh! Ish! Woogley!” paid the
black boy.

“Oh erikey! Is that a language?”
ejaculated Skinner,

“It must be his language!™ gaid
Huazeldene. “But where on earth does
Le come from ?"

* Africa, from his jolly old com-
plexion,” said Tom Brown, “He puts
you in the shade, Inky.”

Harry Wharton stepped across to
the black boy and took him by the
arm, to lead him from the study. But
the mysterious stranger shook off his
hand. Apparently he did not want
to leave the study.

Hurrce Jamszet Dlam  Singh was
watehing him with very keem eyes.
In Inky's own dark eves there was a
glimmer.

“Mv -csteemed clhiums,” remarked
the Nabolh of Bhanipur, *I think-
fully opine that the esteemed black
person wonld not eare to ga to
Quelelr! I think he has terrifically
sood reasons for mnot secing the
ezsteemed Queleh.”

“ But—" begzan Harry,

EVERY SATURDAY

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh stepped
towards the black boy. To the
rise ‘of his friends, he made a
?:uu’ grasp at the woolly mop of

air,

“Inky !" exclaimed Kugent. “ What
the—=2

Kugent broke off, with a howl of
surprise, as that woolly mop camie off
in the nabob’s dusky hand. i

There was a yell of astonishment
from the crowd of Removites, That
sudden grab removed the woolly mop
—revealing a close crop of tallow-
coloured hair underneath. And as the
woolly wig went the black boy sud-
deul_:{m:puke English in a voice
familiar to the ears of the Remove
fellows. o5

“Oh! You silly ass, Inky! How
the thum? did you guess, blow you?"

“What ! gas lob Cherry.

“Who ?” stuttered Frank Eugent.

xaﬂfl?},ey !* roared Harry Wharton,

Hurree Jamset Ram  Singh
chuckled. .

“The esteemed and idiotic
Wibley ! he remarked. “This is his

new and fatheaded theatrical stunt.”
The crowd of juniors gazed at the
black boy—mot quite so African in

a rance now that his tallow-
coloured crop was revealed! His
face was still quite unrecognisable,

but they knew now who it was—
William Wibley, President of the
Remove Dramatic Society, in a new

role !
“Wibley !” gasped Bob.
“That fathead Wibley!” exclaimed

Jnhﬁ Bull.
“Pulling our leg, as usmal!” said
Harry rton, “Bump him !

The black boy made a backward
jump.

“Here, hold on!" he exclaimed.
“Don't play the goat! This is my
new part for the new play—Prince
Bomombo from Bongoland., I say——
Yaroocooop ! Legzo ! Will you leggo!
‘E'arnum? L

Bump!

“0Oh, ecissors!” gas Wibley, as
he sat on the floor of Study No. 1. “I
tell you— Leggo! I— Ow!"

Bump !

“X ]

Bump, bump'

“You silly asses!” roared Wibley.
“Can’t you take a joke? Can’t you
gee—— Yarooh !

-Bump, bnmp!

“Oh crikey! TLeggo!” ehricked
Wibley. “Will you lezgo®”

“0Osh koosh ! grinned Bob Cherry.
“Ish woosh!™ °

o

““Ha, ha, ha'®
*You ailiy ass!”
Bump !

It was a breathless Wibley tlhat
hurtled ont of Studvy No. 1, amid
roars of laughter—rather regretti
that lie had called in his new role
of Prince Bomombe of Bonwoland,

ROUGH LUCK FOR BUNTER!

6 O doubt whatever ! said Mr.
Haocker sourly.
“l=] say——
Billy Dunter,
“ Absolutely no doubt!” said Mr.
Hacker, caressing a smarting eve.

gasped

he never even saw me!

Dr, Locke pursed his lips.

Mr. Quelch frowned.

Billy Bunter stood beforce his head-
master’s  writing-table in  deep
trepidation.

unter was for it!

The fat Owl of the Remove realiscd
that only too clearly. Hacker was
not merely an Acid Drop mow—he
was the quintessence of acid. Hacker
deman justice on the offender.
The Head comld not refuse to grant
it. He had eent for Mr. Quelch as
the junior eoncerned was in Quelch's
Form. But the Remove master had

little to say for this member of his

Form.

Mr. Quelch did not like complaints
about his Form. He wounld willingly
have stood up for Bunter, He was
not quite sure that Hacker had it
right. Unfortunately, Billy Bunter's
denial counted for nothing.

Billy Bunter, if he was in a row,
would affirm anything, or deny any-
thing, with an absolute disregard for
the facts. Quelch, as his Form-
master, knew that only too well.

“I never did it, sir!” wailed
Bunter. “I never had a tomato at
all. I was waiting at the gate for
some chaps to come in. I never even
saw Mr. Hacker, sir.” :

“Tell the truth, Bunter !” snapped
Mr. Quelch.

“Qh, really, sir—"

“This boy,” said Mr. Hacker.
“burst ont Enuﬁhing when the tomato
struck me in the eye. He states that
Such reck-
less untruthfnlness——"

“I—I mean I never buzzed  the
tomato !” wailed Buuter, “Yery
likely it was & chap in Mr. Hacker’s
Form, eir. They would all like to
buzz something at him, eir—"

“Bilence, Bunter!™” rapped the
Heﬂdl

“1 mean to say, sir, they all loathe
him. That’s why they call him the
Acid Drop—"

*This insolence—" gasped Mr.
Hacker.

“Be silent, Bunter! You are sure.
Mr. Hacker, that no other i
was anywhere near at hand when the
—the missile struek you?” asked Dr.
Locke.

“I am absolutely surc of that, sir!”
said Mr. Hacker. “And if any other

n was at hand, Bunter must
ave sten him. Let him say eo0.”

“Did you sec any other person at
hand, nter ?* asked Mr. Quelch,
encouragingly.

“0h, yes, sir—dozens ¥

“Their nomes ¥ ra the Head.

“0Oh, I—I mean, I didn’t cxactly
) anyboé?', but there might have
been lots of fellows about!” groancd
Bunter.

“You foolish, nntruthfnl boy,” said
tha Head sternly. “Can you give
the name of any person who was near
enongh to throw the—the article at
Mr. Hacker?"

“ N-n-p-no, sir M

“That seema concluszive,
Queleh,” said the Head.

“T do not feel suve, sir, that
Bunter is guilty of this action,” snid
the Remove master. * Certainly the
evidenee seems to be conclusive, but
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such an act is quite out of k&epin
with Buntér's racter. He 1s,

am sorry to say, the most untruthful
boy in my Form, or in the whole
achool; but he is not by any means
wildly reckless.™

“You do not suggest, sir, that no
one threw the tomato?” demanded
Mr. Hacker acidly.

“Naturally I do not!™ snapped
Mr. Quelch. ' _

“Then who did so, sir, if Bunter
did not, as there was no other person
anywhore near the spot, on the boy’s
own statement ¢’

Mr. Quelch made no answer to that.
It was not an easy one to ansawer.

“I—I say, sir,” gas Bunter,
“perha rhape Gosling did it.”

i Einﬂhug‘.ﬂ‘ exclaimed the Head.

“The porter, sir,” said Bunter.
“Yf he was in his lodge, perhaps he
shied that tomate at _Ec'ker.+_ I
mean to say, I expect he dislikes
him——"

i Whﬂt ?u , ;

“1 mean, evcry'hﬂiy does, sir, so
very likely Gosling does,” explained
Bunter. “8o he might have shied
that tomato at him, sir.”

Mr. Hacker's face was a study as
he heard this.

Mr. Quelch passed hit hand over
his mouth to hide a smile. _

“Dr. Locke,” exclaimed Mr.
Hacker, “is this boy to be allowed
to utter such insolence?”

“(lertainly not!” said the Head.
“Bunter, be silent! Your sugges-

tion that the school porter may have

thrown a tomato at a Form-master is
a sugpgestion worthy of your extra-
nrdina.rﬂ stupidity. There can be no
doubt, Bunter, that you were guilty
of this act——"

1T didn't, sir!” wailed Bunter.
“J wasn't—I mean, I wonldn't! I
didn't langh when it got Mr. Hacker
in the eye, sir. T—I didn’t think it
was funny at all! I—I was sncezing
—1 mean, coughing——

“QOne reckless falsehood after
another ¥ snorted Mr. Hacker, with
a glare at the hapless Owl of the
Remove.

“The matter is settled,” said Dr.
Locke. ““Bunter, you will be flogged
for this action, which amounts to an
assault upon a member of my staff,”

“But I never—"

“f trust, Mr. Quelch, that you
agree?” added the Head conrteously.

Alr. Queleh paused s moment.

* Y confess, sir, that I can see little
room for doubt,” he said slowly.
“ At the same. time, I do not feel
wholly convinced. May I suggest a
delay while some ‘inquiry is made?
I should certainly like to look into
the matter, siv, before a boy in my
Form is flogged.”

Snort from Mr. Hacker.

Dr. Locke paused dubiously.

“If Bunter was guilty of this reck-
less act, sir, he deserves the most
severc puntishment,” said Mr. Quelch,
“But a delay of twenty-four hours
will make no difference, as the boy
protests hia innocence——"

“What iz that boy's word worth,
sir?” spapped Mr. Hacker,

“Nothing, 1 am asorry to say”
answered Mr. Queleh. “But I desire
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to avoid even the possibility of in-
justice.”

Another snort from Hacker,

“Very well,” said the Head at
last.
Mr. Quelch. Certainly the per-

etrator of this act will be severely

‘:ﬁfﬁd Please bring Bunter to this
study at this hour to-morrow. By
that time you will have ascertained

ﬁhi.:tther_ any .doubt can possibly
xigt.” ol
® “That is all T ask, sir,” said Mr.
Quelch. :

Dr. Locke made Bunter a sign to
leave the i;tmlf. '

The fat Owl of the Remove rolled
to the door. At the door he turned
gud. blinked back at the headmaster
through his big épéctacles. ey Vi

“It wasn’t me,; sir!” he wailed,
“If Mr. Quelch ‘doesn't find out who
did. if, it wasn’t me, sir!”

“You may go, Bunter !

“¥es, -Bi,r“%ilt;thﬂm_'ﬂ such a lot
of fellows who loathe Hacker, sir,
chap in the achool would
be jolly glad to give him one in the

“Leave my study, Buunter!”

“Yes, gir. F_Ihpmia’.llf in the Shell,
sir. T've heard Shell fellows ea

that they’d like to. boil him in eil,
gir I*

“If wou utter ' another word,
Bunter, I shall administer a flo einjldg
here and now !” thundered the ;

“0Oh lor’ ! gpasped Bunter.

He bounded out of the Head’'s
study.

YES AND NO!

i ACEER!” exclaimed Jamcs
Hobson of the Shell.
“Yes”

“In the cye?”

“Yea."

“With a tomafo?”

“Yes." .

“Qh, good!” said Hobson. * Splen-
did! Who was tho sportsman that
did it ?" ]

Hobson, Stewart, and Hosking, of
the Shell, were in their study when
the captain of the Remove looked in
before prep that evening.

By that time the sad case of
Wiﬂiam George Bunter was kmown
all over the Remove. Billy Bunter
had told his tale of woe in the Rag in
the Remove passage, and in every
study where he could find a listener.

And—strange to relate—Billy
Bunter found believers. Seldom, or
never, did Remove fellows believe a
word uttered by William George
Bunter. They knew him too well for
that. Tt was said in the Remove
that if Bunter remarked that it was
foggy, a fellow had to look out of the
window before he could believe him.

But this time there were a lot of
circumstances in Bunter’'s favour.

Smithy pointed out -that Bunter
hadn't the nerve to buzz a tomato at
o beak. Bob Cherry pointed out that
if Bunter did buzz a tomato at a
beak, that tomato was likely to land
on anything but the beak at whom
Bunter aimed it. Peter Todd re-
marked that only one thing could
make Bupter hate a beak enough to
take such awiul risks, and that was

The point shall be conceded,

the beak making him work. Quelch
made Bunter work, so if Quelch had
got the tomato, it might have been a
clear case. But Hacker, of coursc,
never made Bunter work, and so had
done’ mothing to earn such undying
hatred. :

Johnny Bull observed that the only
real evidence that Bunter had done
it was Bunter's statement that he
hadn’t dome it.. That was pretty
good evidence, in Bunter’s case, but
not enough to flog a fellow on,

The fact was, that if any fellow
had deliberately got Hacker in the
eve with & mouldy temato, that
fellow had to, be . looked for in
Hacker’s Form, the Shell,

Shell fellows loathed Hacker. The
fact that Bhell fellows had mno ob-
jection, in | prineciple, to getting
h&cker in the eye with a tomato was
proved by the. tion of the news
in_Hobby's study when Wharton
looked in to tell hum.

Hobson of the Shell looked quite
bucked. Stewart smiled gcnially.
Clande Hoskins, 'whoe was talking
musi¢ to his long-sufficring pals, leit
off talking music—a thing. he seldom
did! All three seemed to feel that
life had suddenly become a much
happier experience,

Harry Wharton regarvded them
dubiously. He had no doubt that
that tomato had been buzzed by a
Shell fellow; and his view was that
s Remove man having been nailed for
it, the Shell man ought to owh up
hefore -Bunter pot his spot of the
birch. DBut lhe could see that the
culprit was not, at all cvenis, in
James Hobson's study,

“Who was it?"" repeated Hobson,
with glistening eyes. “I say, did it
really ﬁl:"ﬁ the Acid Drop right in the
eye? nest Injun "

“Bang in the optic, from what I
hear !* gaid Harg.
© “Fine ! said Hobson heartily.

“Some sportsman !” said Stewart.
“A Remove man, was it? I'd be
jullg lad to stand him a'Ei:ﬁer."

“Splendid fellow!” gai oskine.

“Genuine sportsman! I hope they
won't cop him! Enow who it was:"
“We think in the Remave that it

muat-_havc beenw s Shell man ! said

Harry.

Hr-ul:-{aon shook hias hcad,

“No fear!”™ he answered. “'We'd
all like to, of course—but Hacker's
too jolly dangerous. It wants some
nerve to get a beak in the eye with
a tomato. Man might be sa for
it. Blessed if I know any man at
Greyfriars who'd do such a thing,
except Smithy of your Form.”

Harry Wharton laupghed.

“It wasn't Vernon-Smith, anvhow,”
he said. “The fact is, Hacker thinks
that it was Bunter.”

““Bunter !" repeated Hobson. “That
fat ass! He couldn’t hit the side of
a house with. a brick, let slone a
beak's eye with a tomato. It wasu't
Bunter. . .

“That's what we all think,” said
Harry. “But thqizly*va got Bunter—
and he's up for a flogging to-morrow,
if they don't get somebody clse.”

“Man ought to own up, in that
case,” said Btewart, “If it was =
Shell man, he would.”



““I'm not going to be flogged ! ** snorted Billy Bunter.
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““If you fellows will lend me all the money

you’ve got, I'll run away from school ! **

“Well, look here,” said Harry
Wharton bluntly, “we all know
exactly how much you love the Acid
Drop in the Shell, and we think it
was a Shell man did it! It's up to
vou, Hobby, to see that he comes for-
ward, before poor old Bunter gets it
in the neck.”

“Rot!" said Hobson, "It wasn’t a
Shell man—I shonld have heard of it,
if it had been. That's rot! Why do
they think it was Bunter?”

* Nobody else was in sight when it
happened.

“Oh! That sort of secttles it, I
should think !” said the captain of the
Shell. “Where did it happen?"

“At the pates! Bunter was there
when Hacker blew along, and nobody
clse was in the offing. Bunter thinks
somebody was parked omt of sight,
and let Hacker have it from
cover—-—"

“There's no cover near enough to
the pates!” said Hobson, after a
moment’'s thought. “Not unless the
chap was parked in Gosling’s lodge—
aud he couldn’t have been,”

“That's so!” admitted Wharton.
“1 don't quite see how any fellow
could have been hidden at the pate-
way, near enough to get Hacker,
without being seen. I dom’t make it
all out—but I can't believe that it
was Bunter ! He's got no reason for
ragging Hacker, for one thing "

“Well, mnobody likes the Aeid
Drop!" snid Stewart. “From what
vou say, it must have been Bunter.
Hacker's as sharp as a razor, and if
there had been anybody else on the
snot, be would have spotted him.”

James Hobson rose from his chair.

“I'm going to see Bunter,” he said.
“If Bunter got Hacker in the eye
with a tomato, I've got & tin of
toffees he can have.”

“I'd like you to ask up and down
the Shell who did it!” said the eap-
tain of the Remove, “The man will
own up, as soon as he knows that
Banter's got it coming.”

“Nobody in the Shell!” answered
Hobson, *Getting Hacker in the eye
is the sort of thing we dream about,
but mever do. It was Bunter all
right—even a cack-handed ass like
Bunter needn’t always miss. Docs he
say he didn’t do it?”

*Yes, rather.”

“Well, he would!” said Hobson.
“That chap couldn’t tell the truth if
ke tried. I don’t see why he can’t own
up in the Remove—they wounldn't
give him away."”

Hohson went to the study cupboard
and picked up a tin of toffecs. He
left the study with that tin under his
lau;'m, and Harry Wharton followed

m.

The head boy's visit to the Shell
did not seem to have produced much
in the way of results—except a tin
of toffces for Bunter, as a reward for
what the fat Owl of the Remove de-
clared that he hadn’t done.

Bill{ Bunter was found on the
study landing, in the midst of a crowd
of more or less sympathetic fellows.
His dolorons wvoice was heard, as
Hobson and Wharton arrived there,

*“I say, you fellows, it wasn’t me !
wailed Bunter. “I told Hacker it
wasn't—and I told the Head, and

they didn’t believe me, Queleh did,

though.”

“Is Quelch growing soft?” asked
Skinner,

“Beast! But if Quelch docsn't find

out whe did it, I'm pgoing to be
flogged ! I don’t want to be flogged I
wailled the fat Owl.

“It's mot nice agreed
Bounder. “I've been there !

“Being perfectly innocent, you

know—-—'
asked Hobson,

T
-

the

“Bunter lere?”
barging through the crowd of Ee-
movites.  “I say, Bunter, old man,
gratters! Did you get him right in
the eye? Accident, I supposc—vou
ean’t hit a house if you try! Like
some toffees?”

“Eh? Oh, yes!” said Buanter.

At the sight of a tin of toffces,
Billy Bunter almost forgot, for the
moment, the awful fate impending
over him. He stretched out an eager

fat hand.
“Take the lot!” eaid Hobson
heartily. “I'd stand the fellow who

got Hacker in the eyc a ton of tofice.
if I had it !® :

“Bunter says he didn’t!” prinned
Skinner.

“Did you or not?” asked Hobson.

“Oh! WNo ! I—I—I mean, yes!”
gasped Bunter, with his cyes and
spectncles on the toffee-tin,  “The—
the fact is, Hobby, old chap, I—I got
him right in the eyc! Slap-bang in
the eye, old fellow.”

“Good man ! snid Hobson, “More
power to your elbow! Never knew
vou were such a sportsman !™
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And Hobson, grimning cheerxily,
walked back to his study in the Shell,
lcaving the toffee-tin under Bunter's
fat arm, and Bunter’s fat paw grab-
bing out teffees, and transferring the
samo to a capacious mouth,

“You fik villain!" roared Harry
Wharton, “I've just been jawin
Hobby to make him find out the Shel
man who did it—and now youn own up
that you did !”

“Eh? Oh, no! I didn’t!” Furglﬂd
Bunter, thmu%h a barrage of toffee.
“I never did it, you know!"”

“You've just told Hobby you did!™
howled Bob Cherry.

“Oh! That—that was only a figure
of speech, you know ! gasped Bunter.
“What I really meant was, that I—I
hadn’t 1™

“Oh crikey ¥ -

“1 say, you fellows!” PBuntex’'s
voivce came muffled through toffee.
“I never did it! The trouble is that
the Head won't take my word! 1
don't know why——"

“He doesn’t know why!” gurgled
Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, ha ™

“ Bleased if T sce anything to cackle
at! *Tain’t az if T was an untrathinl
fellow—like gome fellows I could
name, If- Wharton told the Head
that he mever did it, the old hean

would believe it like a shot! But he
doesn’t believe me! That's what I
can’t make out!"

“Ha, ha, ha "

Billy Bunter was the only fellow
who could not make out why the Head
did not take his word! But it seemed

to puzzle and distress the fat Owl!
Still, he found comfort in Hobson's
toffees !

| e )

TOUGH !

WENTY-FOUR hours may seem
& long or a short time, accord-
ing to circumstauces.

Had Billy Bunter been waiting for
a meal, such o length of time would
have seemed absolutely endless,

Every second would have seemed a
minute—every minute an hour, or
more. Every hour wounld have seemed
a year, if not a century or two.

ut waiting for a flogging was
quite a different E]mpmitinn.

With the Head's birch iu proapect,
that twenty-four hours seemed to

msill by William George Bunter in a
ash.

Even the time speut in class seemed
to pass quickly—aliogether a new ex-
perience for Billy Bunter,

From minpute to minute, from hour
to hour, the fat Owl hoped that
Queleh would discover who had
tomatoed Hacker, or alternatively, aa
thet lawyers say, that the guilty man

wonld own up to the deed.
But  meither hoped-for cvent
materialised. Quelch made uo dis-

covery—and uobody owned up!
It was on o Monday that Hacker

had pot the tomato, Tuesday was
the ghortest day Bunter had ever
known,

The hours did not merely iy—they
whizzed, bringing Bunter nearer and
ucarer to that dreaded interview with
his headmaster,

It waz an awiul prospeet.
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Bunter, as he declared pathetically,
not once, but many times, did not
want to be flogged. ,

Very much indeed Bunter did mot
want to be flopged.

Indeed, he told the Remove fellows
that he jolly well wasn't going to be

ﬂuﬁﬂed.
hy should a fellow be flogged
when he hadn’t done anything?

.Bunter wanted to know., He had a

jolly good mind to run away from
gl:]llgru!, he declared. He sta{z-i, in
the Rag, that he had a jolly good
mind to borrow a false moustache
from Wibley's property-box, and go
along to the nearest recrmiting office
and enlist! And the Remove fellows

reed that, if he did, it would make
the enemy think twice!

Bob Cherry remarked that if it
came to Billy Bunter falling on the
enemy, that enemy would be crushed.
Hurree Jamset. Ram Singh declared
that the crushfulness would be
terrifie ! _

Billy Bunter declared that, if he
wad turned down at the reeruiting
office, he -would go a]nug.‘ to Wapshot
Camp, and wedge into the Air Foree
somehow, But all' the Remove
pointed out to him that that was no

d, as no plane had-yet been
esigned that would lift him off the
carth !

Skiuner snggested, however, that
he could offer himself as an unlimited
sugl_:ij of fat, in case of a shortage of
fats—a anggestion that found no
favour whatever in Bunter's eyes.

It was probable that, when it came
to the pinch, Billy Bunter wounld not
adopt any of these rather desperate
resources.,

'Eut he 'n::as &etgg&gﬂn& that he was
not going to \

That was fixed in Billy Buuter’s
fat mind, as immutable as the laws of
the Medes and Persians.

He badn’t done anything. Often
and often had Billy Bunter cacaped a
deserved flogging. But that did not
console him for the prospect of an
undeserved one, He wouldn't, he
Euu!du’t, and he shouldn't be

oo

gﬁ.

Other Hemove fellows did not take
it 80 seriously as Bunter. But

all pathised. Haxdly a fellow in
the Form believed that Bunter had
done it, though they could not
guess who had. "

They knew, too, that Mr. Quelch
was doubtful on the point.

The trouble was that Hacker had
no doubt; and that the headmaster
had to go by evidénce—being unable
to take Bunter's word, for remsoma
unkuewn to Bunter,

After school that day, before dis-
migsing the- Remove, Mr. Quelch
enlled to Bunter—who was eyeing
him wuneasily and apprebensively
through his big spectacles,

“ Bunter I

““Yes, sir ! groaned Bunter.

“You will come to my study at six
o'clock, to be taken to your head-
master,” said My, Quelch.

“I never did it, sir!” moaned
Bunter, “I haven't the faintest idea
who got Hacker, sir.”

“That is: a matter for vour head-
master to decide, Bunter!” gaid Mr,

Quelch,
hands.”
(1] D’h lﬂ.ri' EJ! .

Bunter -rolled discomsolately out
with the Remove. He blinked
dolorously at the fellows in the quad.

He seemed to have forgoiten his
desperate intention of calling at
reeruiting offices and air camps. He
was the pieture of woe.

“I sdy, you fellows, what am I
going to do?” groaned Bunter.

“That's an easy one,” answered
Skinner. “ You're going to bend over
in the Head's etudy, old fat man.”

‘' Beast | moaned Bunter.

“It's tough, old mar!” eaid Bob
Cherry sympathetically. “I don't
belicve you did it! It's tough!™

*“That beast Hobson ought to apot
the chap in his Form whe did it, and
make him own up ! proaned Bunteér.

“The matter is not in my

“After you told him you had*®”
asked Harry Wharton.
““Ha, ha, ha!”

“0Oh, cackle 1" said Buntetr bitterly.
“Talk about Pontius Pilate playiug

the piano while Constantinople was
burning I
“0Oh crikey! Do you mean Nero

fiddling while Rome was burning 7

“No, I don't!” snorted Bunter.
“You can't teach me history, Bob
Cherry! But lock here, I'm- not
Fning to be ged. I say, yom fel-
ows, will you lend me all the money
you've EEH:-F"

“Eh?

“And T'll clear off !I” said Bunter.
“I'd rather run away from school!
S8cc? T can’t run away without any
money, and E postal order hasn't
come, alfter . Lend me all the
money you've got, and—"

“'H]I;, , hal”

The juniors were sympathetie.
But they did not seem keen on trans-
ferring all their financial resources
to Bunter, so that he could run away
from school | They seemed rather
entertained by the idea

“I tell you I'm not guin}gl to be

ged ! howled Bunter. “I never
old Hacker with that tomato, and
jolly well won't be flogged for it,
gee? I say, you fellows, if Quelch
asks after me, tell him you saw me
go out at gates, will you? Then he
may not look for me in the Remove
studies.”

“QOh, my hat "

Billy Bunter rolled into the House,
amd disappeared up the stairs. It
seemed tﬁat enlisting, or joining the
Air Foree, had been dismissed as re-
sources,. and that Bunter wos going
to rely on dedging.

The Remove fellows wished him
luck! But they had no doubt that
when Mr. Quelch loocked for Bunter,
he would find Bunter; and that the
hapless fat Owl would be marched off
to the Head to take his flogging.

—

BUNTER ENOWS HOW ! A
ILLIAM WIBLEY jum
W almost clear of the ﬂlmrpcd

He had never been so
astonished.
Wibley had come up to his study in
the Remove. With Wibley were
several members of the Remove



Drramatic Socicty, the Famous Five,
aﬂm:}l Tom Brown and Squifi and
%mi a remarkable sight met their
gaze as they catered the study.

Wibley's pruperb{*hul, in which he
kept the theatrica E‘adgets used by
the R.D.S., was wide open. Beside
it stood an astonishing figure.

The form was Bunter's, There was
1o mistaking the rotund figure of the
fat Owl of the Remove,

But the facé was nothing like
Bunter's.

It was adorned by a large red
heard, a straggling black moustache,

and & pair of artifieial eycbrows, of
grizzl Erey.
It looked about fifiy years old—

guite a startliug contrast to the rest
of the remarkable figure,

“What—" gasped Wibley.

“Oh, mv hat!" exclaimed Bob
Clierry. “ What—"

The bearded, moustached fizure

blinked at the juniors through
Bunter's big spectacles,

*I say, you fellows, this ain’t me [*
sgueaked o fat votce; :

“What "

“*Tain't me at all! It's somebody
elae ! explained the bearded fat Owl.
“ My name is Johnson, not Bunter!”

* Wha-a-t "

“I don't know where Bunter is! I
Laven't scen him. I don't remember
even hearing the name

“Obh erikey!” _

“] don't think he came up to the
studies at all! He's not here now,
at auy rate! I'm Thomas Johnson |”

“*Tut-tut — Thomas Jo-Jo-John-
son !” stuttercd Bob Cherry.

“Yeg! I'm the man from Court-
ficld to'see about the gas.”

The juniors gazed at Billy Bunter.
They rxeally wondered whether his
dread of the flogging had caused
the fat junior to wander in his mind.

Bunter blinked at them, ]

“If Queleh looks for that chap
Bunter, to take him to the Head, you
cag tell him lhe's mot here,” he con-
tinued. “I'm the man from Court-
ficld to see about the electric meters—
I mean the gas. Doid't you fellows
come into the study now. There's an
cacape of electricity—l mean, gas—
and I've got to sec to it”

“Is he pottyr” asked Johnny Bull.

*0Oh, really, Bull—"

“Mad a3 a hatter I” said Ogilvy.

“Oh, really, Oggy—"

“Stark, stari‘ng. raving mad !" said
Tom Brown. “FPoor old Bunfer!
The Head may send him to a lunatic
asylum instead of whopping him.”

“Qh, really, Browny—"

“What do you mean by dragging
all my props ont of the box?"” roarcd
Wibley. - “If you weren't going to
be flogged, Bunter, I'd mop up the
study with you, for meddling with
my ftﬂl‘ﬁ."

“I keep on telling you I'm not
Bunter!. Don't keep on howling it
ont, or Quelch may think Bunter is
here, when he looks for me—I mean
Lim. My name is Robinson—"

“ Robingon 1™ gurgled  Harry
Wharton.

“Yes, William Robinson, and I've
come about the rates—I mean the

illy
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electricity—that is, the %a-s! Do 1
look anything like Bunter ?*

_ Then it dawned on the astounded
uniora! This was Bunter's dodge
or eluding that flogging! He had
disgnised himself, He was going to
escape discovery in this disguise !

He did not even realise that the -

juniors knew him at a glance. He

ped that they wonld take him for a
man who had come from Counrtfield
about the gas! Quelch, when he saw
LT poamad Bob e

= "B CII¥.

“0Oh erumba!” gurzled Nugent.

“Ha, ha, ha!*

The juniors yelled.

Bunter's flogging was a seriouns
n:a;;g&r—f;;ﬂﬁmfter! gpt hiutexiér:_:
ordinary or getting out of i
was too much for the Removites.

They yelled and shricked and
almost wept.

Billy Bunter blinked at thein
anxiously.

“1 say, you fellows, do you know
I'm Buntert” he asked. *“I ain’t
really, you know—I'm George Thomp-
gon, the man from Courtfield—"

“Ha, ha, ha "

“Think Queleh will know me if he
looks in?" asked Bunter.

“Ha, ha, ha ¥

“The knowfunlness will be terrific,

Ey esteemed fat Bunter ! chuckled ¥
ur

ree Jamset Ram Singh.
“You burbling bloater!” gasped

uiff. “You'd better take off
ibley’s props, before Queleh comes
after yom ¥

“Ha, ba, ha ["

“But I say, you fellows, do youm
asked the fat Owl. “No larks, {u'u
know—tell a chap the truth.  It's
getting on for six mow !

“Ha, ha, ha! Do we know him,

really know me in this get-up?”
a0
you menf” sobbed Bob Cherry, “Do

we? Is there aumethi.n% just
s]ight!r familiar about him?
Ha, ha, ho 1™

*

“Well, look here, think Queleh will
know me?” asked Bunter., “That’s
the important point.” :

“Will he?” gurgled Bob Cherry.

“If Quelch doesn’t recognise me,
it’s all right!” explained Buater.
“He can hunt for me all over the
school, see? I don’t mind how long
he hunts for me, go long as Le doesn’t
find me, you know! I say, you
fellows, do you think Quelch will
believe I'm the man about the gas,
if he sees me got up like this®*

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Main’'t & laughing . matter!”
howled Bunter. “I tell you I'm jolly

well not going to be flo . If they
can't find me, they can’t whop me,
seel”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Take those things nEiJ on hlit_]&nr-
ing owl ! Wibley. on
l.‘:ﬂf‘l.'t make uﬁﬁnﬁ'ﬂ, you burbling
bandersnatch I

- “Well, look here, yon lend- a
hand ! urged Bunter. “You make
me up a3 & man from the gasworks,
or—or an income-tax inspector!
Wilat abotit that? BSuppose I make
up as an income-tax imspector,
dunning old Queleh for his income

9
tax? He would want to get rid of me
quick, see?” '

“Ha, ha, ha I”

"You couldn’t make up as any-
thing but a porpoise,” said Tom
Brown, “and you wouldn’t need any
make-up for that !

“Beast 1" _

“Nothing in it, Bunter, old man !"
said Harry Wharton, laughing.
“You can't act like Wib, poor old

ise, It can't be done.”

“Oh, really, Wharton! Look Lere,
really and truly, did you know it was
me when you came into this study?”
demanded” Bunter. “Mind, I ain’t
admitting that it’s me—but did you
Enow it was?"

“Ho, ha, ha I

:].T]lft-hn Ie-i; E Quoleh

n't try it en Queleh 1 gurpgled
Bob. “Don't " i

“Look here, if Wibley Lelped
me—" urged Bunter. “I say, Wib,
old man, you're simply wonderfnl at
this game. I don't really think I
could act your head off, old chap! If
I've ever said so, it was only a joke.
You're the cleverest chap tjlrlat ever
was, at this sort of thing I

“Thanks ¥ grinned Wibley.

“Mind, I ain’t just sayin
pull your leg and get you to
eaid Bunter. *Nothing of
on know.”

“Ha, ha, ha I

“You just pile in and make me up
so that Quelch won't know me ! said
Bunter. “They may find out in a day
or two who tomatoed Hacker! I've

t to keep clear: till they do, see?

uppoese you make me up as, say, an
officer in the Guards, and say I'm
r uncle come to sce you!*

“Ha, ha, ha ¥

“0Or you can fix me np with white
whiskers and say I'm your grand-
father," Eug%-leated Bunter. “Say I've
come down here to keep away from
the bombs, see?”

“Ha, ha, ha ¥

“If you fellows can do nothing but
cackle——" howled the indignant fat
'DTIH

i
denly.

this to
elp me,”
the Ekind,

gum [* exclaimed Wibley sud-
“I've got it 1"

e

WIBLEY'S WEIRD WHEEZE !
“ Y 'VE got it 1™

I Wibley's eycs were daneing,

Some great thoufht,

evidently, had flashed into the fertile
brain of William Wibley !

The other fellows looked at him
curionsly—Bunter hopefully.

“By m! What a wheeze!”
Wibley chortled. “8hut that door!
Look here, we're all agreed that that

fat chump never tomatoed Hacker,
and that oughtn't to be flogged for
it.”

“Hear, hear ” agreed Bob Cherry,
“But hé can’t get out of it by plaster-
ing all your props over his fat mnF."

“Leave it t]-; me | said Wibley. “If
Bunter can lie low for a day or two,
it will give them a chanco to get the
right man. And I tell you, it's a
stunning wheeze—if that fat ass can
play up.” -
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. “But what—" exclaimed Whar-
o1

“Let me think it out! Did you
fellows know me, when you saw me in
Eﬂ‘ur ﬂtud%yﬂaterdajr? Of course you

idn’t! Would you know Bunter if
I fixed him up in the same way? Of
course you wouldn't! All he's got to
do is to keep hia mouth shut—and
there you are!”

“Bunter can't keep his mouth
shut ! gaid JﬂhnnJ Bull, “He never
has, at an? rate !

13 Bﬂﬂ-ﬂt I ¥

“Prince Bomombo, from Bongo-
land !* said Wibley. "“He was stay-
ing in London, but was advised to
leave under the evacuation scheme,
Being acquainted with Inky, he drops
in at Greyfriars—"

“Oh, my esteemed hat ! ejaculated
Hurrea Jamset Ram Singh,

“Inky asks Quelch if Bomombo
may stay in the school a few days,
unttil other arrangements are made,”
pursued Wibley.
idiotic

“But, my estecmed and
Wibley ¥ gasped the Nabob of
Bhanipur.

“Quelch will say yes like a shet!
Bomombo can’'t speak English, so
Bunter won’t have to ‘talk to
Quelch I

“0h crikey ! said Bunter. -

“But——" pgasped Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh,

“Bunter ceases to exist!” gsaid
Wibley. “Bomombo from Bongoland
takes his place! They can hunt all
over Greyiriars for Bunter—but he
stays Bomombo till they ﬁg-ive up the
idea of flogging him, see?”

“Oh! I exclaimed Bunter.

“Inky can tell Quelch the. exact

truth, of course—=" continued
Wibley.

“The what?” ejaculated Harry
Wharton..

“The truth !

“I—1 say, mind what wou tell
Quelch, Inky!” exclaimed Bunter
anxiously. The word truth seemed
to alarm him a little.

“The fruth,” repeated Wibley

firmly. “You will say that the chap
can't stay in London—that’s the
truth, isn't it? Think Quelch would
rive Bunter leave to stay in London
in the middle of the term?"

“Oh! No! But—~*"

“You will say you've known him
for a long time—ain’t that true?™

“Oh: Yes! But—" stuttered
Hurree Jamset Eam Singh.

“And that you expected to see him
here this term! on did, didn't

you #*

e ﬂh 1 TW [

“Well, that's all right!” said
Wibley. “That will get Bomombao

leave to hang on here for a few days.
And when I've made Bunter up
as Bomombo, his loving parents
wouldn't know him. Leave that to
wme.”

“I—I—1 say, I—I'd rather not be
maide up as a black man ! objected
Buuter. “I dou’'t want to look like

Inkgi”
“My estecmed, fatheaded Bunter,
you——"
“That's Bunter's way of rendoring
Tue Maicxer Liprary.—No, 1,654,
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thanks for being helped out of a
scrape,” remarked Johnny Bull sar-
castically. . :

“Well. 'Ibﬂfﬂn. ﬁllré‘:;; lruﬂiki; n;a
up as somebody a bit - g
u:ged Bunter. )

I can't work miracles [ snorted
Wibley.

“Ha, ha, ha " :

“Look here, you ch beast—"

“With a black complexion, you
won't have to wash!” said 'Wi'l:llvcj.
“Chance . of a lifetime for wou,
Bunter !*

“Ha, ha, ha ! -
“It’s that or nothing ! declare
William * Wibley. “You're not. an
easy subject to handle,” Bunter!
'Tain’t so jolly easy to disguise a

barrel, I can tell you.”

“Look here!” voared Bunter indig-
nnntlg.

Wibley looked at hLis watch.

“It's a quarter to six! Quelch will
expect to see Bunter at six! If he
doesn’t, he will come after him, No
time to loge ™

“But——" ex¢laimed the Famous
Five, all together,

“Don’t you think it a ripping
stunt #” exclaimed Wibley.

*" No—rotten!” answered Johnny
Bull,

“The rottenfulness secms to me
terrific !

" Potty " said Nugcent. .

“Pottier than usual—which is say-
ing & lot, Wib!” declared Bob
Cherry. “You're just batchy on
theatrical stunta! Forget all about
it, old bean!”

Snort, from Wibley.

Probably it was Wib’s keenness to
get away with an amazing theatrical
stunt, quite as much as coneern for
Bunter, that had inspired him with
this extraordinary idea. But, having
%t his teeth into it, as -it were,

illiam Wibley was not the man to
let go. _

“Took here, did Bunter tomato
Hacker ?* he demanded.

“1 don't think so!” said Harry

Wharton, “But—"

“Is & Remove man going to be
flogged for uothing?' demanded
Wibley. *Ain't it up to us?”

“Yes; but—"

“Then den’t jaw! Are you ready,
Bunter? Get that collar and tie off !
I shall have to give you a black com-
plexion right dowmr your neck! There
won't be much black make-up wanted
on the meck, though.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Look here, you ochceky beast!”
roared Bunter,

“Get ready—no tite to lose.”

“1 jolly well don't want to be made
up as a nigger !” hooted Bunter. “I
want to keep clear of the Head, but
I don't want to be a nigger! You
ain’t going to put your putrid black
on me."

Wibley looked at him, He was
keen on thias wheecze, as be was keen
on all theatrical wheezes. Still, it
was rather a risky game—for if it
came out there was certain te be
drastic punishment all round, And it
was to save Bunter from a flogging!

“Youo—rou—you hm'hiing bloater !*
said Wibley, in measured tones. “ All

right—wash it out! Now get out of
my study !”

‘Oh, really, Wibley—"

“Boot him out, you, men—we've
wasted e h time on-Bunter !* said
Wibley. “Open that door and kick
him out!*

“HKeep. that door shut!® howled
Bunter, in alarm. “Quelch may come
# for me any minute. I—I—I say,

ibley, old chap, what I—I really
meant to say was, that I—I 'want you
to make me up as a nigger! You—
you can make me up as a Red Indian
if you like—anything so long as I

" don't see the Head |”

“Ha, ha, ha ™

" Blessed if I see anything to cackle
at! I say, Wib, old fellow, I’'m wait-

ing,” ur Bunter. “Make me as
]l:tlku:k ag the ace of spades, if you
ke,

“I've a jolly good mind—"

suorted Wibley.

“You'vre wasting time, old chap!”
said Bunter anxiously. “I’'m waitmg
for you, and you keep on jawing !*

“Well, shut up, and I'll see you
through!” growled Wibley. “Not
that it matters much whether you're
ﬂng%eﬂ or not! In fact, I think it
wounld “'HF likely do you good.”

“Beagt! I —I—I mean, do get
going, old q;ha.r, when a fellow’'s
waiting for you!" urged Bunter.

And William Wibley got going.

The other fellows in the study
looked on. They grouped round the
door to keep it shut—mobody was
wanted to look in while the trans-
formation scene was going on,

Wibley was & quick worker,

H Wharton & Co. gazed at him
while he transformed the fat Owl
into & black man.

Bunter's aspect when his fat face
was darkened to an African hue was
really extraordinary., There was no
doubt that it was a disguise.
With the complexion of a negro, the
fat Owl was unrecognisable,

But Wibley did not leave it at
that. The woolly wig he had worn in
Study No. 1 wans fastened over
Buuter's own mop with ﬁxing«i; 3
Then Wibley sorted out clothe=
among his props.

Billy Bunter chan into a check
suit with a rather conspicuous
ﬁatterﬂ, tan shoes, and a green neck-

e,

The juniore could only stare at him.

Not one of them wounld have
dreamed that this fat black fellow
was Billy Bunter, had they not seen
him transformed.

“There!” said Wibley, at last.
“What do you think of that?”

“0Oh crumbs !” said Bob Cherry.

Billy Bunter put his spectacles on
h:n black nose and blinked into the
glass,

He almost bounded. from the floor
at what he saw reflected there.

“Oh 1" gasped Bumter. “I—I—I
E}:ﬂllj', you :ﬂ]ﬂﬂ, ig—ig—is that me?

1 !

“What do you fellows think?* de-
manded Wibley, surveying his handi-
work with pardonable pride,

“I think you're a mad ass [ ved
Harry Wharton, “I think there’ll be
a fearful row over thia!”



“ You verree Imf, Skinnair ! ** said Monsieur Charpentier.
garcon noir—zat poor black boy !

“The rowfunlness will be
posterous !

“Rot !* gaid Wibley. “Who's going
to 'know Bunter? e isn't Bunter
now—he’s Bomombo from Bongoland.

He can’t speak English—remember

that. Bunter.,”
“Oh! Yes!” gasped Bunter. “As
goon as I see Quelch I'll tell him at

once that I don't know a word of

pre-

En{glish_”
“Obh crikey ™
“Ha, ha, ha '™

“You're to keep your mouth shut
ronred Wibley. “I'll teach you a few
words of the Bongo language, sec?”

»*“0Oh, really, Wib! I'm jolly well
not going to swot at learning
languages ! protested Bunter. “ Why,
I'd just as soon be flogged !”

“Idiot! I’'m going to make up a
Bongo language for you!” howled
Wibley. _ "You'll remember a few
words—Ilike ish, and osh, and koosh,
and wang-bang, see ™

“Oh, I sec! I can do that! But
I'm jolly well Dot going to swot ! You
can't expect it !"

“8hut up! This is going to be a
winner, vou fellows!” said Wibley.
“Faney spoofing the whole school,
what?” Wibley chuckled. *“This is
going to be the joke of the term—the
catch of the season. We're just
going to walk through this!”

Wibley of the Hemove had that FO

opinion entirely to himself, To the
other fellows it scemed the wildest,
weirdest wheezge aver put up even b

the president of the Remove Dramatic
society. But they were all going to
play up and sce it through if they
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could! And they could ¢nly wonder
lmnii';'i'I on earth it was goeing to turn
0L .

THE BLACK BOY FROM BONGOLAND!

OKER of the Fifth stared.
“Who on earth’s that?” he
aslked,

“Ask me another !" said Potter.

Greene shook his head.

The three Fifth-Formers were in
the gquad when they wighted . the
stranger within the gates

A rood many other fiilows were
looking at him.

Greyfriars fellows did uot stare!
It was bad form! But. really, they
contld not help taking an interest in
that stranger. Nobody yuite like that
had ever been seen in the old Grey-

“friara quad before,

He was walking with Harree Jam-
sot Ram Sinch, the Nabol of Bhani-
pur. That 31151:;_9' youth wnas, appar-
ently, showing him round the school.

“ A nigger I” said Coker. * By gum,
what a ﬁay & Martin complexion !
He's as fat as Bunter! Whoe the
dickens is he?”

“Bome .xclation of that ung
darky, perhaps ! said Putter. “He's
a ;;;nnd ew shades darker, though.”

‘Here, Hurree Sinzh, what have
n got there?” called cut Coker.

The nabob glanced round.

The plump black yoriu blinked at
Coker of the Fifth thronzl o big pair
of spectavies.

“An _esteemed visitur  to  the
gchool,” answered Hureree Jamset

** You raise ze hand to zat pauvre
How is it zat you dare ?

IRRam Singh, “Prince Bomombo of
Bongoland.”

“Some prince!” grinned Coker.
“Docs he speak English

“At present he speaks only the
language of Bomngoland!” answered
the nabob, " But laterfully, probably,
he will speak esteemed English.”

“They grow fat in lgongulﬂnd,
wherever that is!” remarked Coker.
“I've never seen such a porpoise
before, except Bunter of the Remove.”

“Beast!” said Prince Bomombo of
Bongoland.

Coker jumped.

Coker’s manners were nob polished,
But even Coker would not have made
such a remark had not Hurree Singh
told him that the Bongolander did
not speak English. But Prince Bom-
ombo’s rejoinder scemed to indicate
that he understood- Coker's remark.

“What ¥ ejaculated Coker, “He
speaks English all right! What the

ickens do you mean by saying he
didn't, Hurree Singh !”

The nabob gave his fat companion
a warning glance. It was like Billy
Bunter to give the game away, first
ghot.

But the fat Owl caught on. And
he continued :

“ Beast—weast—koosh—ish !

“Oh crumbs !” pasped Coker, as e
heard those remarkable words. “1I
sce! It's a word im his own language.
Is that Bongo?”

“That is the esteemed Bongo
tongue,” agrecd Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh, with great gravity. “* Beast-
weast © means © Good-afterncon.' ™
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“What a lanpuage!? said Coker.
“What does ‘ koosh ish * mean?”

“* Koosh ish’ is to say that he is
glad to see you.”

Bunter grinned. .

There was not the remotest apot of
doubt or suspicion in the facea of
Coker & Co. Evidently Bomombo,
from Bongoland, was a complete
stranger to them.

The fat Ow} realised that he was
petting by with this.

“Eoosh ish!” repeated Bunter
cheerfully, "“Osh!”

“Well,” said Coker, “if that’as a
langunage, I'm glad we don’t have to
learn, it in Form! Latin’s bad
enough! ‘What does ‘osh’ meanP”

“‘0Osh*® means that it is fine
weather for the time of year!” e=x-
plained Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“0Osh!* repeated Bunter. * sh

ish! Wishy-wop!”

“Mean to say you understand a
language like , Hurree Bingh?”
exclaimed Potter of the Fifth.

“The nnderstandfulness is terrifie.”

“I dare say it's like the weird
lingo you in India!" romarked
Coker. “What are grinning at,
you young ass? ¢ it '

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh
chuekled. :

“The likefulness is not terrific,” he
answered. “There is no resembleful-
ness between the esteemed language
of Bhanipur and the absurd lingo of
Bongoland.”

i iﬁhr‘mp!"
“ Hokey-pokey !”

Mr. Quelch came out of the House,
and glaneed round him, It was now
a good deal past six o’clock, and as
Bunter had not arrived in Queleh’s
study, the Remove master was look-
ing for him, _

55 Locke was waiting to deal

with Bunter. It was unheard-of for
the Head to have to wait for a
Remove junior., But the Head was
waitini[!
But Mr. Quelch, as he canght sight
of Hurree Jdamset Ram Singh’s
companion, forgot Bunter for the
moment. He blinked at the black
youth, and hurried across.

“Who is this, Hurree Singh??” he
vxclaimed, "“What is this negro boy
{]ﬂill? herer”

Billy Bunter did not speak.

Higs fat heart was pﬂlrltating'. His

arade in the quadrangle proved that
e would muster in his remark-
able disguize. But he dreaded the
aimlet eyes of his Form-master. The
fat Owl stood petrified as Mr. Quelch
cyed him with astonishing inguiry.

“It is the esteemed Prince
Bomombe, sir!" answered Hurree
Jomset Ram BSingh, with cheerful
coolness.

“A friend of yours?” asked the
puzzled Bemove master. :

“A ver{'nld acquaintance, eir,” said
the Nabob of Bhanipur.

“¥You should have asked permis-
gion, Hurree Singh, before inviting
a friend to the schooll” szaid Mr.
Quelch,

“I was unaware that he wasa
coming, esteemed sir, till he ap-

repeated Bunter.

peared,” explained the mnabob. It
was terrifically sudden.”
“0Oh! In that case, I excuse you!”
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gaid Mr. Quelch. *“The is wel-
come to vigit the school, course.
Does he speak English P¥

“At present, sir, he apeaks no
language but his own,” answered
Hurree Jamset Ram . SBingh —an
answer that was perfectly truthful,
but which savoured rather more of
the wisdom of the serpent than of
4he innocence of the dove! Btill, it
was a fact that Billy Bunter spoke
no language but his own !

“Dear me!” gaid Mr. Quelch. "I
suppose you understand him, Hurree
Singh 7

“ Quitefully, sir 1"

“ However, at nt, I am look-
ing for Bunter!™ said Mr. Quelch,
“The foolisk boy seems to have dis-
appeared somewhere, instead of
coming to my study as directed.
Have vyou s8ecn Bunter, Hurree
Singh ¥

“1 saw him in the Remove passage,
gir, an hour agol” amnswered the
Nabok of Bhanipur. “I think he
went out of the House.”

Mr. Quelch nted. He was
anxious to find Bunter and take him
to the Head and get that disagree-
able matier over.

Billy Bunter did not share that
degire in the least!

Those ﬁi:nlet eyes failed to pene-
trate his disgnise. Mr. Quelch’s cyes
wWwere ve
Prince membo curiously; but
Wibley’s handiwork  was a master-
sim. Not for an instant did Quelch

ream that he was looking at the
fat junior he sought.

“If you please, esteemed sir,” went
on the nabob meekly, “in the present
absurd circumstances; it is impossible
for my esteemed friend fo remain in
London—"

“What "

“Owing to the tfulness of
the situation, it is considered that
the danger may be- terrific!” said
Hurree Singh. “In these absurd
circumstances, Prince Bomombo de-
gires to remain in country places.”

0 W'E].I ?u

“ Perhapsfully, sir, it might be per-
mitted for my esteemed friend to
remain at Greyiriars for a few dn;s
until other arrangements are made?”

said Hurree Singh.

“0Oh!” eaid Mr. Quelch.

“It would be a boonful blessing,
gir, if you would give your august
and gracious permission,” murmured
the Nabob of haniﬁun me:ekjlyl. .

“0Oh!” repeated Mr. Quelch. *I
will comsider the matter, Hurree
Singh. You may take the bo;
What did you say he wos called ?”

"Erumm ) B'iIJ:I'a.IE:e T

“Very food im my
study, and wait there till I am dis-
engaigad,” said Mr. Quelch.

, sir.”

Mr. Quelch hurried away in search
of Bunter. As he was leaving that
fat and fatuous youth behind him as
he departed, he was not likely to find

him.

Billy Bunter grinned.

He Eﬂd : through that ordeal
successfully! . Mr, Quelch had no
more suspicion than Coker & Co. or
the dozens of other fellows who were
eyeing Prince Bomombo of “Bongo-
lﬂ-nﬂ- b

ecn, and they scanned .

-had not gone out of

Black Bunter rolled cheerfully into

the House with Hurree Jamset Bam

Singh to Mr. Queleh’'s study.

In that study, the fat Owl chuckled.
He wasa to wait there till Mr.
Quelch had time to deal with the
matter, Quelch was occupied now in
hunting for Bunter | '

“I nnyt', Inky,” chortled Bunter,
“fancy old Quelch hunting for me all
over 511% while I'm sitting in
his study ! he, hel*

And Ity Bunter gat in Mr.
Quelch’s armchair and waited cheer-
fully, every now and then emitting
a fat giggle.

WHERE 15 BUNTER?

i HERE'S Bunter?™
::gﬂ:rl:ndr seen Bnntﬁg i
n a porpoise rollin
about, you fellows P_"Pu ¢
* Where the dickens iz Bunter?”
Dozens of fellows were asking those
questions. No fellow seemed able to
supply an answer,
nter, as Skinner remarked, was
big enough to be seem—sideways, at
least. But he was not te be seen,
It had happened before that
William George Bunter, when re-
quired for bending over, - dis-
appeared from eight, and had had to
be rooted out. But on this oceasion
it seemed impossible to root him out.
Almost every fellow in the Remove

- was asked by-his Form-masgter if he

had seen Bunter. A number of. them
replied that they had seen him in the
ove passage after class; and two
or three thought they had seen him
in the quadrangle afterwards; but
since then they had not geen him.
Which seemed surprising, but was
not really surprising, as Billy Bunter
was eitting in Mr. Quelch’s study,
waiting till the Bemove master was
at leisure to see Prince Bomombo of
Bongoland.

. Quelch was puzzled. He was
anncyed. He was irritated. Yet, at
the same time, he was not wholly dis-
pleased that Bunter was not avail-
able for the Head's birch, for Mr,
Quelch, at the bottom of his hcart,
did mnot believe that Bunter had
tomatoed Hacker.

Having that doubt in his mind,
the Remove master, naturally, was
not anxious for a member of his Form
to be flogged. i

It was, of course, fearfully im-
pertinent on Bunter's part to dis-
appear like this when his headmaster
was waiting for him, with the birch
on the table all ready for use.
Quelch, who had his duty to do, what-
ever his opinion, made a thorough
search for him. As he did not look
in hig own study, he failed to find the
misging Owl !

It was rather -inexplicable’ how
Bunter could have disappeared so

completely.
Gosling, the porter, knew that he
ates. Gosling
would have seen him, he gone.
Eeﬂain]ir there were epots where a
fellow could clamber out unseen. But
Billy Bunter was not much of a
clamberer;” moreover, if he had ‘in-
tended to leave the au:iloo‘l,_ why should
he not have walked out of gates?



Bunter was somewhere within the
precinets of Greyiriars.

Where, was-a mystery.

Mr. Quelch could only report to the
Head that Bunter |L'-.¢:n.1'l¢iir not be found.
Which naturally annoyed the Head
very much, and ca him to issue
immediate orders for the Bixth Form
prefects to find Bunter without delay
and bring him {fo the majestic

resence.

But Wingate, Gwynne, Loder,
Sykes, Walker, and the rest had no
more Iuck than Mr. Quelch. In
every possible and impossible
they songht the fat Owl, but they
found him not.

They gave if up at last.

The birch on the Head's table re-
mained nnused—though it was likely
to be nsed with additional vim when
Bunter did turn up.

The Head was annoyed. Mr.
Quelch was irritated. But Mr.
Hacker's feeling was one of absolute
exasperation.

The Acid Drop had had a tomato in
his eye. He had recovered from the
tomato, thouph the eye was still red,
and had a deadly glint in it. The
tomato hurler had been sentenced to

a.just punishment—and was eluding
it. r. Hacker was & man to rTe-
member and nurse small offences—

and this was a big offence—an un-
heard-of offence, and the offender was
adding to it by keeping out of the
way of the birch. - Hacker was
not satisfied to leave the matter
where it was. He was very far from
satisfied. ;

Mr. Hacker had not the slightest
doubt that other Remove fellows
were concerned in this; that some of
them, in fact, were helping Bunter
to keep out of sight, and that if a
careful search was made in the
Remove studies, the missing Owl
would be found.

Bunter was hidden somewhere—per-
hapa behind an armchair, or behind a
screen., Even Hacker did not suspect
that he was hiddem behind a black
complexion. But he had a suspicion
that Quelch was not very keen on the
search, and that the Remove master
could have unearthed the fat junior,
had he been very keen to do so.

When Quelch at length returned
to his study, he found the master of
the Shell waiting for him near the
door.

“Ta Bunter found, sir?" asked Mr.
Hacker acidly.

“No, sir; Bunter iz not found!™
answered Mr. Quelch.

“He is certainly in the school,”
said Mr. Hacker.

“T have no doubt of that,” assented
Mr. Quelch.

“ He canuot be allowed to elude his
just punishment by a further act of
defiance of authority,” said Mr.
Hacker. “The boy must be found,
Elr.l?‘

“Undoubtedly ! said Mr. Quelch.
“And you are welcome to take amy
measures you desire to that end, Mr,
Hacker."

With that Mr. Quelch opened his
study door and went into his study.

A fat, black youth bounded out of
the armchair. .

“Bless my soml!” ejaculated Mr,
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Quelch. That worrying scarch. for
Billy Bunter had caused him to for-
get Prince Bomombo of Bongoland,
and Hurree Jamset Bom Singh’s re-

uest on behalf of his sooty-com-
plexioned acquaintance.

Mr. Hacker stared in at the door-
way al the black youth. It was his
first gight of Prince Bomombo.

However, he gave him only onme
stare., Black youthe did not interest
Mr. Hacker. His intercst was con-
centrated on Bunter. :

“Mr. Quelch——" snapped Hacker.

“Well?” Quelch’s rejoinder was
short and sharp.

“I have no doubt that Bunter is
now in one of the Remove studies,”

said Mr. Hacker, “and as you have
failed to find him, I propese to leok
for him myself.”

“I have no objection, sir,"” said Mr.
Quelch.

“Please make any search
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you please in the studies of the bo

of my Form. Now, Hurree Singh,
you may explain to me the circum-
stances in connection with this boy
Bomombo, to whom youn desire that
the hm;‘;italitj of Greyfriars may be
extended for a few days.”

“Certainly, esteemed sir!
swered the Nabob of Bhanipur.

Mr. Hacker, with a snort, stalked
away. -

He made his way at once to the
Eemove passage.

On the landing there he en-
conntered Harry Wharton & Co., and

ave them a suspicious glare.

“ Wharton !” he snapped. _

“Yes, gir!” amsw the captain
of the Remove.

“Can you tell me where Bunter is
at the present moment?”

an-

“I'm afraid I can't tell yon any-
thing, sir!” answered Lharton
politely.

I3

““Give me a direct answer, Whar-
ton. Is Bunter in your study?”

Harry Wharton smiled.

“No, sir "

“Are you looking for Bunter, sir®”
Vernon-Smith came out of the Re-
move passage. “He's been looked for
up here already, sir.” -

Jacker's suspicious glare turned
on the Bounder.
“It is my intention to find Bunter,

if he is in a Remove study!” Le
annﬁp&gﬁl. “I intend to search every
study in this passage, Is Bunter in

your study, Vernon-Smith?”

“In—in—in my study, sir "' stam-
mered Smithy. “Oh, no! WNothing
of the kind, gir.”

Harry Wharton & Co. stared at the
Bounder. They knew perfectly well
that Bunter was not in Smithy's

study, as they knew that he was
downstairs with Hurree Jamset Roam
Singh. But the Bounder's manner
was startled and = confused—so

startled and confused that it concen-
trated Hacker's suspicion on lim at
onee.

“Vernon-Smith! I believe  that
Bunter is concealed in your study !”
thundered the Acid Drop.

“0Oh, no! Not at all, sir!” stam-
mered Smithy. *I—I—I assure you,
sir—"

“1 shall certainly loock for him
there "

* B-b-but, sir—"

“ Enough "

Mr. Hacker strode across the land-
ing to march up the Remove passage.

Hoerbert Vernon-Smith closed one
nﬁe at the Co. Then he cut back up
the Remove passage at a run, dashed
into Study No. 4, slammefl the
door, and turned the key in the lock
ingide. There was a roar of wrath
from Hacker az he rustled nup the
passage after him.

B jimt the thump is Smithy up
to now?"” ejaculated Bob Cherry.
“Bunter's not in bis study.”

Harry Wharton langhed.

“ Pulling the Acid Drn';)’s leg, I ex-
peet ! he answered. Hallo—here
comes Inky and that blithering fat
ags |

Hurree Jamset Ham Singh came up
the Remove staircase. With him
rolled a fat figpure in a check suit,
with a black, prinning face.

Harry Wharton & % . blinked at
Hlackrﬁunt&r. They knew that he
war  Bunter, having witnessed
Wihley's tronsformation of the fat
Owl. But they certainly would not
have known him otherwise. Only in
the ample ouflines of his plump
firure did he resemble the Owl of the
Remove,

“ All serene, Inky?" nsked Bob.

“The serenefulness is terrific!”
erinned Hurreo Jamset Bam Singh,
“The estimable Quelch has given
leave for my friend Bomombo to re-
main at Greyiriars for a temporary
day or two, in view of the dangerfui.

ness in other places.”

“He, he, Le!™ Black Bunter
chortled. “I eay, you fellows—-
He, he, he!”

“Shut up, you burbling bloater !
hissed Bob. "Hacker's in  the
offine 1*
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"0 erikey

Thump, thump, thump, came from
the Remove poassage.

An angry Acid Drop was thumping
at Vernon-Smith's etudy door.

“What is the esteemed row 2" asked
Hurree. Jamset Ram Singh.

“Hacker—after Buuter ! chuckled
Bob.

“He, he, he I

The Famous Five went into the Re-
move passage, nite interested in
Hacker’'s search for Bunter,

With them rolled Prince Bomombo,
equally interested, and greatly enter-
tained. Other Remove men gathered
ropund—many of them glancing curi-
ously at the black youth, but chiefly
intereated in Hacker.

Hacker, repardless of a staring
crowd, thumped on Smithy's study
oar.

Thump, thump, thump!

— —

NO ADMITTANCE!

1; ERNON-SMITH *
‘,.i' “Yes, six I
“Open this door at onee ™

“It's locked, sir 1

“Unlock it immediately !

“TIs Coker about, sir F"

“Coker! What do you mcan?”
roared Mr. Hacker.

“I'm afraid Coker of the Fifth is
after me, sir! I'd rather not open
the door till I'm guite sure Coker
isn't avound.”

“Nousense ! This is merc subter-
fuge, Vernon-Smith ™ roared Mr,
HMacker. “I command you to open
thia door immediately 1™

* Has the Head made you master of
the Nemove, sir?”

“ What?

“T'm not in the Shell, sir

“Ha, ha, ha!? came a yell along
the passage.

More and more of the Remove were
aathering there, greatly cntertained

the dialogue going on through
the locked door.

Mr. Hacker, in point of fact, had

Lk

no right to come up to the Remove:

passape and issue commauds to the
inhabitants thereof. Herbert Vernon-
Smith was just the fellow to make
him understand that quite eclearly.
Amithy did wot like toeing the lime,
oven with his own Form-master, and
he was quite ready fo fell the master
of ang other Form exactly where he
ot off.

“Verpon-Smith! I am aware that
Bunter iz in that study !” thundered
My, Hacker.

On that point, of course, the Acid
Drop had not the slightest doubt by
this fime. The Bouiider's words and
actions pointed inevitably to that
conclusion. And it did not dawn on
Hacker for a moment that the wil
Bounder was deliberately pulling his
leg and encouraging him to make a
fool of himself.

Smithy had stammered and shown
sonfusion when questioned. He had
rushed into his study and locked the
door! What was Hacker fo think?

Thump, thuwmp, thump !

“Vernon-Swith! Open this door!
I repeat that I know that Bunter is
there I raved Mr. Hacker,

“T've told you he isn't, sir

Tue Magrer Lipmry.—No. 1,604
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“I do not believe you, YVernon-
Smith.”

“It's rather bad form to doubt a
fellow’s word, air 1*

* What
 “L ghall complain te Mr. Quelch,
gir

“You impertinent young rascal !
“You're ting rather personal,
gir I came the Bounder’s cheery voice
throngh the door. “I hardly think
that Mr. Quelch would approve of
this lanpuage, sir, addressed to a
fellow in his Form.”

“Open this door !
~ “"TI'm afraid to open the door, sir,
if Coker of the Fifth iz about!”

“Ha, ha, ha!" came another vell in
the passage.

Nobody in the Remove
waa likely to believe that
Smithy was afraid of Coker
of the Fifth. Obviously he
was only fencing with
Hacker.

Hacker was net his beak.
still he was a beak, and
even fthe Bounder eould
hardly tell him to go and
eat coke! But he was not
going to open the door.

Mr. Hacker plared round
at the yelling Removites.

* Bilence I he thundered.

“"Mayn't we laugh in our
own passage, sir?” asked
Skiuncr.

“We jolly well may, if
we like!” declared Bolsover
major. And the burly
Bolsover gave a roar that
vang the length of the

passage. “Ha, ha, ha!l”
“"Yernon-Smith!'!?>
shvicked Hacker, fLraus-
ferring his attention to the
gtidy door again. 3
“Hallo! Are you still
there?” asked Smithy.
"Bunter ia in that
gtudy [
“He isn't! At least, I

can't see him, if he 18 ¥

“You arc lying, Vernon-
Smitht*

2 gh. I'J--Dt. gir !
standing up!”

o Ea,ghﬂ., ha [

“I am perfectly aware
that Bunter is in that
study! His headmaster is
waiting for him., Do you
dare to moke your headmaster wait,
Yernon-Smith? You will answer for
this to Dr. Locke.”

“All right I

I'in

“What did you eay?’ roared
Hacker.

“T said all right I”

“Boy!” Hacker fairly yélled.

|a¥
=

“Open this door at onece

“Is that an air-raid warning, or
Hacker's +voice, you fellows out
there ?"” called out the Bounder. "“If
it'a the siren, I'd better come out.”

“"Ha, ha, ha!™ ghricked the
Removites.

Thump, thump, thomp!

The door remained locked and 1m-
movable,

“Is. Bonter there, you fellows?”
asked Skinner.

“X think not!” grinned Bob Clerry.

THE MAGNET—E

“¥Well, he must be somewhere, and
Hacker thinks he's there! Smithy
will get into a fearful row if he's
hiding him,*

Black Bunter suppressed a gizole.
He was standizg only a few feet
from Harold Skinner. But Skiuner,
after a stare at his black face, had
taken no further heed of him.
Skinner suspected that Bunter was in
that study

Many of the other fellows were of

the same opiniom.
Har Wﬁmxtan & Co., Squiff and

Tom Brown, Opgilvy and William
Wibley knew wherea Bunter was,
But the other fellows did not know,
and had wo suepicion.

A fellow wheo hid another fellow,
for whom' the headmaster waas wait-
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*“ 5o you are teaching this negro hoy the use of .
getting used to taking it off and p

ing, aund for whom all the prefects
had been in search, was booked for a
royal row. It seemed to most of the
Remaovites that the Bounder was ask-
ing for it.

“For the last time, Vernon-Smith,
will you open this door 7 Hacker was
almost foaming.

“I'm afraid of Coker, sir ™™

*“That is untrue, Vernon-Smith. It
iz mere subterfuge; but in any case,
no Fifth Form boy is here”

“He might be just round the
cormer, six.”

“Will you open that door?”

“I'm afraid of Coker, sir1”

“Ha, ha, ha ¥

“If you do not open that door this
instant, Vernon-Smith, I shallfetch
your Form-master to the spot " thun-
dered Hacker,



VERY SATURDAY

L gas-mask ? '’ said Mr. Hacker.
utting it on, sir ! ** said Bob Cherry.

“Oh! Please don't, sir!*

“I shall certainly do so, Vernon-
Smith I

“T don’t want Mr, Quelch up here,
gir I"

“T ghall fetch him at onze, Vernon-
Smith, if you do mnot unlock that
door! Will you unlock it?"

“I'm afraid of Coker, sic!™

“Ha, ba, hal”

“Enough!” gasped Mr. Hacker.

He turned from. the door to stride
away, and call the Remore master to
the spot.

But he paused.

It wonld take several minutes, at
the very least, to bring Quelch on the
scene ! One minute would he enough
for a hidden junior fo scuttle out of

the study, and seek a fresh hiding-
place—after Hacker was sone! And
as Hacker was absolutely couvinced
that Bunter was in that study, he
naturally did not want to give the
hunted Owl such s chance.

“Is he geone, you fellows?” came
the Bounder's voice from inside
Study No. 4.

“No fear!"
najor.

“Look out, Swmithy 1" chortled Bob.

“"Tell me when the coast’s clear,
you men !” called out the Bounder.

“We'll tell you all right.”

Hacker breathed hard, and he
breathed deep. He conld have no
doubt now that Vernon-Smith was
waiting till the coast was clear, to let
Bunter out of that study! And he
did uot leave the spot.

called bazck Bolsover

** Nothing like

But by that time, the uproar in the
Remove passage had drawn the atten-
tion of fellows of other Forms, Shell
fellowz and Fourth-Formers were
looking up the passage from the
landing.

- Mz, %E[ﬂnker waved an angry hand
to Hobson of the Shell.

“ Hobzon " he ehouted,
“Yes, sir!™ called back Hobby.

“"Go down to Mr. Quelch’s study,
and tell him that I re,:;umt him to
come here immediately.

“Oh! Yes, sir!™

]i_l.'ﬁhﬂun of the Shell went down the
etairs.

A breathless crowd awaited the
arrival of Mr. Quelch on the scene.
What would bappen then?

PUZZLE—FIND BUNTER !
. QUELCH rustled
M up the Remove

passage, with a
frowning brow.

Ile bad come in response
to Hacker's message; but
he had not come in the best
of tempers.

It was true that Buunter
had to be found—if poszaible
—and it was true that he
had given his asgsemt to
Hacker's investigation in
the Remove studies.

Nevertheless, he was not
Elem%ed by the Aecid Drop

utting in.

“Well?” inquired M.
Quelch, in tones as acid as
Hacker's own, as he arrived
on the spot.

Mr. Hacker pointed to the
door of Study No. 4.

" Bunter is there, sir!? he

anugpeﬂ.
“Indeed!” said Mr.
Quelch. “You have seen
him 72

“I have not scen him.”

“Then may I inquire, sir,
why you euppose that
Bunter is in that study?*

“I do net suppose, sir—I
know it for a fact—a fact
nhmj;ﬁie{? there ia not the
ali oubt!” ena
ME Hacker. "‘F’eriﬁelﬁ
Smith refuscs to admit me
to that etudy, sir, because he
iz concealing Bunter there.”

Mr. Quelch tapped at the door.

“Are you here, Vernon-Smith ¢* he
asked. :

"Yes, gir!” came the Bounder's
meekest tonea in Teply,

“Why have you locked your door,
Vernon-Smith "

“1 thourht that a Fifth Form man
wag after me, gir! I explained that

to Mr. Hacker ! said the Bounder,
in the same meek fone,

The Bemovites in the passage did
not venture to laugh in the presence
of their Form-master, Buf they

rinned at one another. One face—a
ﬁ]ack one—had a wide grin om it,
that extended almost from one black
ear to the other.

" Nonsense, Vernon-Smith !” rapped
Mr. Quelch. “Open your door im-
mediately ™
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*Certainly, sir, if you tell me to do
80 |” answered the nder, and the
ke¥ clicked in the lock at once.

he door opened.

Herbert Vernon-Smith stood ihere
—apparently the only fellow in the
etudy,

Mr. Queleh looked in. Hacker
glared in. As many of the juniors as
muﬂld get near gtared in.

unter was not te be seen.
bat the Bounder waa to be EEEEDBE'EI{
1 a corner of the study, the hearth-
ritg had been draped over something
ﬂ:at was concealed from gight under

It was such a very unusual pla
for a hearthrug thag it was nu];icfﬁ
at once, and it could Lardly be
doubted that it had been placed there
with the intention of concealin
something or other.  Although
Bunter was not to be seen, fellows

-who looked into the study had no

doubt that he was not far aAwWay.
Is Bunter here, Vernon-Smith "
asked Mr. Quelch sternly.

“No, eir! I have already told My
Hacker 801" answered the Bounder
meekly. “I have not seem Bunter for
hours, and be is not in my study, as
I have told Mr. Hacker.”

statement !

“A  palpably false
snapped Mr. ker.
e Bounder’s cyes glinted at him.
¥ T ask, sir, whether a Remove
man may be accused of making false
statementis by the master of another
Fur}'m?“ he inquired,
1 hall be very glad, Mr. Hacker,
i you will klﬂﬂgl:}' moderate your
expressions in addressing bovs of m
Form ! snapped Mr. Q'IIE-IBI'I:]:E ¥
“I shall not hesitate, sir, tfo
denounco a false statement, when it
13 uttered with guch bare-faced
Hgquwcef!”tfzcl?imedthut. Hacker.
1t 18 perfectly plain that Bunter i
hidden in this study.” ;
“May I tell Mr, Hacker that he is
making a palpably false statement,

sir?” asked the Bound tiully,
Y Certatly er Tespectiully

o

not, Verno ith

gasP;d Mr. Queleh, wnmith
“Very well, siv! T must, of comse,

obey my Form-master,” said Smithy,

“But if you gave me leave to say so,

%r,kl should 'E;E'_i.‘tﬁ-inij' Eﬂl-jl' that Ay
DCECT 18 makn a

et 2 g a palpably falze
There was a gurgle in the

SRR,
“You umscrupulousl untruthful
boy I" exclaimed Mr. Hacker. “You

dare to say that Bunter iz not
concealed in this stud g

“‘;! will say s0 as often as you like,
BIT. =

“Then what,” thundered Hacker,
Euinting with his forefinger to the
earthrug draped over some hidden
object in the cormer—"then what ia
coucealed under that rug, Veroon-
Smith #*

The Bounder glanced at it
carelessly.
“Only a chair, sir!” he answered.

“Only a chair!” repeated Mr.
Hacker, as if he could bardly believe
his cars—ae ferhapa he hardly could.

“That is all, sir!"

“0Oh, my bat!” murmured Skinper
in_the passage. i

Exeept for the fellows in the secret,

TrHe Maower [ieBarT.—No. 1,654
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nobody doubted that the missing fat
Owl was hidden in that corner! The
fellows in the secret, however, knew
that he was not, and that Smithy was
only nurry'mF on his jest on Hacker
to the very limit.

“Will youn listen to this boy's bare-
faced nntruths, Mr. Quelch?" gasped
the master of the Shell. “TUpon my
word 1"

“Nothing’s hidden wunder that
hearthrug, air!” said the Bounder
cheerfully. “I just chucked it there
across the chair, while I swept u
some cinders that had got spilt out
of the grate.”

“Upon my word!” repeated Mr.
Hacker, ‘“This boy's impudent
ry passes all belief! Such a
statement——" .

“ Remove that rug, Vernon-Smith !"
said Mr. Quelch.

“Very well, sir.”

Vernon-Smith stepped to the corner
of the study.

Bob E:herr?r gave his comrades &
joyous wink! All the Famous Five
Lnew that Smithy had draped that
rug over & chair in the cormer to

1 Hacker's leg, as soon as e
}Jﬂuked in. But most of the fellows in
the passage fully expected Billy
Bunter to be revealed, zs soon as the
rug was removed. )

%hﬂ Bounder took lold of it and
jerked it ont of the corner.

There was a gaap of astonishment

from a lot of fellows as nothing but -

a chair was revealed. There was
nobhody sitting in the chair! There
was nobody behind it! There was

the chair in the corner—merely that,

and nothing more!

Mr. Hacker stared at. it with
popping eyes. He had been sure—

absolutely  convinced—that Bunter
was there! DBut Bunter was not
DL I he gasped

11 '" 'E E 3

Mr. Queleh's lip curled,
aarcastically.

“Are you satisfied mnow, Mr.

Hacker 7" hc asked.

“No, sir I” hooted Mr. Hacker. “1
am not gatisfied! I shall search this
study, sir, in your presence.”

“Then I beg you to lose no time,
gir! My time is of value, if yours is
not !” retorted Mr., Quelch.

The Acid Drop proceeded to search
Study No. 4. 3

Mr. Quelch watched him
impaticntly; the Bounder with a
sarcastic grin; the crowd in the
passage Toostly - with  breathless
ex tion of seeing Billy Bunter
rooted out.

But Billy Buuter was not rooted
ont. .

Hacker lodked in the study cup-
board—he peered behind the armchair
—he even stooped and looked under
the table. But there was no sign of
a fat Owl. .

“Well? asked Mr. Quelch, with
grim sarcasm. “Well, Mr. Hacker,
are you satisfied now

“Jt—it certainly appears that the
—the boy is mot here!” stammered
Mr. Hacker. “It—it certainly does
appear——"

“I told you so, sir | said Veraon-
Smith blandly.
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“I—I  certainly  thonght—

stammered the “discomfited Acid

4 “I—I had good renson to—to
ing——>" ; .

“Are yon now satisfied that Bunfer
is not in this study?” demanded Mr.

Quelch. :
“Oh, yes! Undoubtedly.”
“Then I meed waste no further

time here!" said Mr. Quelch.

The Remove master left the study,
leaving Mr. Hacker to follow at his
leisure.

Hacker gave a last stare round
Study No. 4. But it was clear, even

to Hacker, that Bunter waz not
1:]HEHM : d out into th t

e 8 ped o0t 100G 5] P-H-H-Ha a
!ast—a:l] walked away, with a

crimson = face—apparently  tired of
searching Remove studies, and giv-
ing. up the guedt.

A chuckle from the crowd of
Removites followed him.

“Puezlec—find Bunter!” chortled
Skinner.

“@ot him in your waistcoat pocket,
Smithy 2

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Did Hacker look in . the inkpot?”

“Qr in the ecoal-scuttlo?™

“Ha, ha, hal*

+Mr. Haeker’s ears burned as he
departed with the cheery laughter of
the Removites ringing in his ears.

“But where the dickens is
Bunter " asked 8kinner. “The fat
ass must be somewhere |- Know where
he is. Smithy " -

“Haven't the foggiest!” grinmed
the Bounder. “I knew that he wasn’t
in'my study—and I thought I'd pull
Hacker's leg! That's all.”

“You pulled Hacker's leg all
right !” said Bob Clerry, laughing.
“He’s gone off boiling !

“But it’s weird where Bunter can
be!” remarked Lord Mauleverer.
“Where the jolly old dooce is
Bunter®”

“Where and O where can e be®"”
said Bob Cherry. “Poor old
Hacker !

“He, he, he ' came a familiar fat

chortle.
A dozen fellows E*r.'erir-
ing giggle! It
is ghost! Fellowa

body knew that
was Bunter, or
astared round blankly., Bunter was
not to be seen ! Bomombo of Bon
land was to be scen—but attracted
no attemtion, Fellows stared round
almost dazedly for Bunter.

“He's here!” gasped Skinner,

“YWhore ?"

“Didn't you hear?”

“ Yes—but where—"

“In one of the studies—"

“It -sounded as if he was here in

the ge—"

"lg'it he isn’t !”

“What the thump—"

“My only hat!” said the Bounder.
* Are we haunted by Bunter's ghost "

Really it scemed like it! Bunter's
fat giggle Lad been heard—but
Bunter was not visible. The Cheshire
Cat, in Wonderland, wvanished,
leaving only his grin behind—and it
really loocked as if the Owl of the
Bemove had vanished, leaving ouly
Lisz fat giggle behind! It was quite
a mystery—very entertaining to
Prince Bomombo of Bongoland !

jumped !
1

ALL RIGHT FOR BUNTER!

6 HAT blooming nigger !*
grunted Gosling.

“I woulda't call Lim
namea !” said Mr. Mimhle. “P'r'aps
he understands.” .

“He dor't!” spid Gosling. “Not a
word of Henglish !”

Billy Bunter grinned.

It was the following morning—and
oit that October morning, which was
fine and suuny, Black Bunter was
abeolutely enjoying life.

Greyfriars were in  Form—all
except Bunter! There were no
lesgone for Billy Bunter that
morning !

- Bunter—in his proper person—was
still in a vanished state! His bed
in+ the Remove dormitory had
remained unoccupied! The Owl of
the Ecmove had not turned up for
dorm—ncither had he turmed up for
breakfast in the morning,

The mystery of Bunter’'s disnppear-
ance was growing deeper and deeper.
A good many fellows in the Remove
knew, besides those originally in the
georet. Some of them remembered
Wibley’s jape in Study No. 1 on Mon-
day; and connécted 1t up with the
arrival of a black boy at the school
nﬂv.:tw ’II‘uesdaj—aa fat as the missing fat
Many of the Remove. however, were
gtill in the dark; and, outside that
Form, riobody so fnr liad a spot of
suspicion.
mombo was an object of consider-
able interest—but the keenest cye
could not have recognised him as
Bunter, _

An extra bed had been put up in
the Remove dormitory for Hurrce
Jamset Bam Singh's coloured guest.
Heally, it was unnecessary; he might
have had Bunfer's bed, which re.
mained empty.

Bunter had missed brekker in the
morning—but: Bomombo had not!
Bomombo had breakfasted with the
Remove, under the gimlet eve of
Mr. Quelch, which, gamlet-like as it
wos, failed to penetrate the black
complexion that hid a well-known
member of his Form! Like Jack the
«Fiant-Killer of old, Billy Bunter was
hidden, literally, in a eloak of dark-
ne;ul ly t the £

t was simp 0 escape og=-
ging—till the genuine tomato hurler
was discovered—that Billy Bunter
had adopted this extraordinary
device.. But he soon found that there
were many other advantages therein.

Wibley had warned him mnot to
wash! Never had Billy Bunter taken
a warning so thoroughly to heart!
Bunter's ablutione were never exten-
sive, and mever took him long! Now
he cut them out entirely.

But even that—agreeable as it was
to Bunter—was not all! Bunter, had
he been there, wordd have lhad
to go into Form with the Bemave!
Bomombe did not have to go into
Form,

He was o guest at Greyiviars—
supposed to be there to keep out of
the way of air-raids!

Bomombo was free to wander where
lie would while the other fellows were
grinding Latin with Quelch, or maths
with Lascelles, or Freneh with Mon-



sieur Chavpentier. The only thing in
which he was expected to join was
air-raid drill—to which Bunter did
not object, placing a pmg’;r value
upon his fat person, and being ex-
tremely unwi in'% to atop a -Enomh
with his fat head !

Getting out of work was qlﬂl‘iﬁuﬂ!
Bunter had never liked work !

Now there was no work for Bunter!
And that 'ﬂrmut October mornin
Billy Bun loafed in the
while the other fellows were in Form
—and rolled into the school shop like
a lion seeking what ke mright-devour,

The tmnekshop wags not open
officially until break. But the door
was open—and Black Bunter rolled
1.

Mrs. Mimble, riot expecting custo-
mers out of hours; was mot in the
shop but occupied with domestic
duties, the nature of which was indi-
cated by a powerful amell of cooking
from the rear of the premises. But
Mr. Mimble, the Head's rdener,
wag there, leaning on the counter and
talking to (Gosling;, the ancient

rter. Both of them looked at Black

unter as he rolled in, and Gosling
referred to bim as a blooming nigger.

Gosling was not in & temper
that morning, In-that . the
morning was like the other three-
hundred-and-sixty-four in the year.
(Gosling never was in a good temper
in the morning, Of late he had been
even less good-tempered than usual of
a morning. :

Billy Bunter blinked at Gosling
and Mr, Mimble through his bi

agectmla, opened his mou '
B

ut it again. Bunter had to keep on
remembering that he could not speak
En{gl'iah. :

'-Gmd-mﬁmini, gir ! gaid Mr,
Mimble, eyeing him euriously. *The
shop ain’t open till break, sir.”

“IshI” gaid Bunter cheerily.
1] Emﬂh !u

“He domn’t understand, he don’t!™
said Gosling. **He speaks some queer
lingo, he does! y all these 'ere
furriners don’'t learn plain English
beats me! TLook at the German you

et. over the radio! . Like eracking

razil nuts!™ |

O0sh 1” gaid Bunter, pointing/to a
dish of jam tarts. :

He did not t;:xErct Mr. Mimble to
underatand the language of Bongo-
Jand. But the language of signa
indicated Bunter's meaning,

“This ‘ere shop ain't open!” said
;}uﬂ!ing. ; iEEE raised his tt;;ica—
wiaving, many people, -
lusion that a foreigner could be made
to understand English by shounting at
him. *Not open—see?

* Kerrosh-kish [ said Bunter,

“Wot a language!” said Mr.
Mimble,

“I believe you!” said Gosling. “ No

good trying to understand the Bﬂl{
nigger, talking like that there! Loo
'ere, Mr. Mimble, about them
tomatoes—"

“I don’t want to -be unfriendly,
William Gosling, but I've ‘eard
enough about them tomatoes!” said
Mr, Mimble, with emphasis,

“That's as may be,” said Gosling,
with a snort. “But when a man sits
down fo fea in his lodge, and thinks

EVERY SATURDAY

he'll: have a tomato, T can tell you,
George Mimhble, that he don't. like
finding that he’s becn landed with &
rotten tomato |

“You kep” that tomato too lomg,
then I said Mr., Mimbhle. *“I ain’t
the man to brag, I 'ope
anybody to his face that I grows good
tomatoes, The Head give me leave,
::ltsidetmjr dooties as hdi.-a* g&rdener,

ant up spare ground with wege-
ta!rﬂa, amf I put %f:t bit of ground
under tomatoes, and they was good
tomatoes. - My belief is that the
knowed what was coming all that
time ago, when he says to me, he
saya, put in all the wegetables yon
can, Mr. Mimble, he says, you'll he
glad of them later, he says, 4

“That ain't neither here nor
there, George Mimble!” interrnpted
ﬂmliu%.
tea in his lodge, and getting ’old of
a mouldy old tomato that was fair
dropping to pieces—"

“ Koosh ' interjected Billy Bunter.
“Ish! ¥sh! Wosh-wooosh! Grooooo-
oosh !

“*Ark at Lhim!” said Mr. Mimble.
“He can't expect a man to ketch on!
But I e wants gome of them
jam tarts, seeing as he's pointing at
them !sm I'd better serve him, I
&' pose

‘The rule is that this ‘ere shop
don’t open till break !” said Gealing.

“1 knows all the rules ss well as
Eﬂﬂl_: can teach them to me, William

ling1” retorted Mr. Mimble.
“ This 'era blaek cove don’t belong to
the school, so he don't .come under

the rules. What’s he grinning at, I
‘wonder #*

“I{.‘oualz 1* said Bunter, * Wishy-
wop I

r. Mimble brought the dish of
jam tarts forward,
“*Ow . many 7" he asked.
* Hoshy-koshy-wop 1
“ Better let him “elp himself,” gaid
Gosling, “Yon won’t make ’ead or
tail of that lingo, Mimble,”

Bunter helped himself, He frans-
ferred six jam tarts from the-dish to
a plate, and sat down to dispose of
them.

Mr. Mimble and Gosling watched
him, in surprise at the speed with
which the jam tarts disappeared,

“Can tliat black bloke eat!" gaid
Gosling,

“I ain’t never scen anybody scoff
grub like that except young Bunter—
the boy what's missing ! said Mr.
Mimble. “ Wonder he don’t choke !”

Bunter put an empty plate on the
counter, g

“Oshy bong I he said.

Bunter was not at languages,
tmt- he :fa?ﬂu qu ]a .ﬂa:;lt: t.l at  the
angunage ngroland ! anguage
e&ﬁﬁa rEther.eﬂs g:irhﬂn a félluw%u?d

-make it up as went along.

“Bet you that ‘means he wants
more !” said Gosling. “ He's as greedy
a pig as that young Bunter.”

i3 gea.ﬂt- B .

“Wha-a-t?” ejaculated Gosling,

Like Coker of the Fifth, the day
before, the old Greyfriars porter was

urprised at g word of English sud-
denly escaping {rom the black Bongo-
lander. Look ‘ere, that there's
English all right[*

, but T'1L tell

A man sii:tiug down to =«
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“My cyel!” gmid Mr., Mimble.
“P'r’aps he's heard gome of the bavs

ﬂmﬁhmg Jou, Gosling, and ketclied
that word.

Gosling gave Mr. Mimble a rlave
at that suggestion, snorted, and
stalked out of the shop!

Billy Bunter, rememq}erirg that he
spoke no English, said no more, He
helped himself to another half-dozen
jam tarts.

A dozen jam tarts seemed to be
enough, even for Billy Bunter. He

.eyed Mr. Mimble through his ‘biz

spectacles and made a movement to-
warda the door.

“'Ere!” exclaimed Mr. Mimble
“Them tarts is th ce each
That’s three shillings, sir.,”

-Il'ﬂshr_ uP+“

“Three shillings!" eated Mr.
Mimble, getting a little excited.
This ‘ere ghop ain’t run om tick!
'I"lireu ﬂhi]!i!ﬁ, please 1"

Koosh ! y-wip 1*

Prince Bomombo of Bongoland
would willingly have paid the three
shillings for the tarts. But there
was a difficulty in the way! Billy
Bunter had not yet received a postal
order he was expecting. Prince Bo-

mombo was as hard up as Billy
Bunter ! '

In his proper
never given tic
ehop! But as he had already scoffed
the tarts, Mr. Mimble really had very
little. choice about giving Prince Bo-
mombo tick !

]_‘:o:tlk}' eye ! exclaimed Mr, Mimble.

n, Bunter was
at the school

“L ‘ere, don’t yom know that
t‘hmgi have to be paid for in sheps,
you benighted 'eathen "

“Koshy - copper - wop !” answered
Bunter, '

:g‘hregy hubt_—” t

nooty-woo p ™

And with tE:.t remark, Black
Bunter faded out of the tuckshop,
leaving Mr. Mimble staring after him
in dismay,

r——

A SURPRISE FOR SEINNER !

HAT the thump are vou
doing* here?” ;

“Oh!” gas Bunter.
In third school, when all the fellows
were in Form, Billy Bunter had
naturally not expected any Remove
fellow- come up to. the Remove

studies. Ciggiot

Skinner had come mp quite un-
ex edly.

n break, Prince Bomombo had
heen seen in the quad, but the Grey-
friara fellows were ing used Ao’
the refugee by that time. and no
special notice was- taken of him.

After hmkmﬂhcﬂlg lﬂgn‘t&r dad
dropped in at school shop again,
but this time there was mo tick to
be obtained at that establishmoent.
Until the sum of three shillings was
paid over, that particular cumstomer
was not wanted, and Billy Buntcr
departed disappointed. = |

But he had other resourcea. Grub-
raiding in the studies was easicr than
usual—Bunter being out of class, and
all the other fellows in class!

He was in No. 11 at the moment,
which belonged to Skinner and Encop
and Btott. .

Toe Micxer Lisrary.—No. 1,654
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Skinner, having forgotten a map
required in the lesson, “had been sent
to fetch it—not in & good temper, as
he had been piven fifty lines for for-
getting the niap. He was surprised,
and not pleased, as he .entered his
study, to find a black youth there—
and thougl he asked Bomombo what
he was doing there, the guestion was

really superfluous, for it was per-
fectly plain what Bomombo was
doing.

"He had a packet of toffee in a fat
black hand, and a wedge of the same
in a large mouth.

Skinner stared at him in angry
astonishment.

Remove fellows were used to this
sort of thing from Billy Bunter. It
seemed that the black youth from
Bongoeland had the same manners
and customs as the missing Owl.

Skinner had no objection to the
hospitality of Greyfriarse being ex-
tended to a refugee. But he had o
very strong objection to that refugee
snaffling his toffce.

“Well, this beats it !” said Skinner
angrily. “You black image, do you
think you can come here bagging a
fellow’s tuck 7"

“ Ooooosh ! salid Bunter, remember-
ing in time that he could speak only
the language of Bongoland. “Osh!
quPF!”

“You've got my toffee!” looted
Skinner,

- Dooshy-wop " sald Bunter.

“Well, if you can’t understand
what I say, you're jolly well poing to
nunderstand what do!” exclaimed
Skinner, and he grabbed the packet
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of toffee from the black paw. “Now
E;i; ?ut—aud I'll help you with my
£

113 D.ﬁ, !
:ﬂl%nuel" suéited the action tta-th:a- wsc-rd,
“Wow! Btoppit, you rotter! Stop
kicking me, you beast!”

Skinner almobt fell down in his
astonishment. He was not one of the
fellows who had penetrated Black
Bunter's disguisc—he had never
dreamed of it. That sudden flow of
English staggered him,

= Whj—w{ﬂt! Ok, my hat!”

asped Skinner. “What's this game?
ou can speak English all right, you
spoofing chunk of ink!”

“0Oh! No, I can't!” gasped Bunter,
in alarm. “Not a word! I don’t
know a word of English, Skinner!”

“QOh crikey !

“QOshy-wop !” went on Bunter.
“Wooosh! EKooosh! Washy-washy-
woodle-wop !"

But it was rather too late to turn
on the language of Bongoland.

Skinner stared at him open-cyed
and open-mouthed. -

He did not recognise Bunter. He
did not guess—yet, at all cvents—
that this was the missing fat Owl.
But he could hardly fail to be aware
now that Bomombe's ignorance of the
English language was spoof.

“What have you been telling these

pers for?” he demanded.
“Making out that you don’t under-
stand ﬁlg‘lis o

“I don't!” gasped Bunter. *Not
a word!” 2

“You don't ?* stuttered Skinner,

“Certainly not! I haven't the
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.Bmst!" roared Bunter, as :

faintest idea what you're sayine to
me ! declared Bunter. “Whatever
you say, my mind’s a perfect blank
don't understand a single syl-

0 2 Bl ?H
astounded Skinnﬂ?ﬂm

“0h, really; Skinner——"

“Well, whether you're potty or not,
vou're not going to sn my tofice
like that lfat tmild Bu;_.lteill:! You're
going to keep clear of this study!™

“Cihy-wepl” said Bunter.

—

said the

“ EKoosh 1" i
“I'll pgive you oshy-wop,” said
Skinner. “You black dummy, can't
you see that you've given yourself
awayr”
“Oooshy-woop! Kisk kosh!" said
Bunter. Apparcntly, Bunter couldn’t

see that he had piven himself away.
“Bneotv-woot ! aooosh '

But the next moment Bunter forgot
the language of Bongoland as
Skinner rushed at him, and he dodged
round the study table.

“Keep off, you beast ! lie roared.

“Out you go!” snapped Skinner,
and he uiarge:] round the table after
Bunter,

Bunter bounded for the doorway.
Skinner bounded after him, and he
landed his boot on the check trousers,

There was a roar from Prince
Bomombo of Bongoland, as ke shot
out into the Remove passage. He
landed there with a bump.

Skinner picked uF the map he had
come up for, and followed him out,

grinningB.
Billy Bunter scrambled to his feet.
His face was red with wrath—under
his black complexion. His little,
round eyes gleamed through his big,
round spectacles, '
Skinner’s boot had landed hard, and

Bunter had a pain—and Bunter was

wrntllg.

As Skinner came ount of the study,
the fat Owl delivered a punch—
which alighted on Harold Skinner’s
rather s‘imr? nose,

“Wow " howled Skinner.

He staggered back in the doorway
of the stody, a trickle of red spurt-
inﬁ from his nose.

Thereé, you heast !” gasped Bunter.
“Kicking a chap for nothing, you
rotter !

20w " gasped Skinner. “ Wow I

He clasped his nose for a moment.
The next moment he was jumping
at Prince Bomombo of Bongoland.

Black Bunter scuttled away down
the Remove passage. After him flew
Skinuer.

i ‘;011 crikev ! gasped Bunter, as he
ed,

“TI'll smash vou, you black rotter!”
roared Skinner,

“0Oh erumbs !

Billy Bunter flew across the Remove
landine, with Skinwer close behind.
He did the stairs two at a time;
Skinner doing them two at a time
behind him.

At the foot of the staircase, Skinner
grabbed -the fugitive.

Prince Bomombo had no more
chance in a foot-race than Billy
Bunter had.

“Now, vou checky black ewab!”
howled Skinner.

“Yarooh !” -

“Skinnair! Vat is it zat you do?"



execlaimed a sharp voice.  Neither
Bunter nor Skinner bhad noticed Mon-
sieur Charpenfier in the hall below.
The French master interposed at once.
“8kinnair! You verree bad boy!”

“0Oh!” gasped Skinner.

He released the black youth at
Monsieur Charpentier’s voice.
Billy Bunter tottered
gasping for breath. -

OUSLeNT Ehnrie:ttiﬂr gave Skinner
a very stern look. :

“ You verree bad boy ! Le repeated.
“You- raise ze hand at zat pauvre
arcon neir—zat r -black- ]:n-n?!

ow is it sat you dare, Skinnair?

“Ho punched my nose!™ snorted

awony,

Skinner. “Look. at it!”
“Berve you ﬁﬁh’b, you beast!”
gasped Bunter. “I—I mean, kooshy-

wop—ishy ishy bang wallop !

‘pl?-:-n J.lr)icn!” ejacula Monsicur
Charpentier, staring at Black Bunter.
“Is 1t zat you speak ze English, mon

cher petit?™
“0h, mno—not at all!” gasped
Bunter. “I don't know a word of

English, sir—uoot a syllable!”
on Dieu!™ stuttered Monsieur
Charpentier.

Billy Bunter rolled away, leaving
him staring like a man in a dream.

Skinner went back to the Remove
Form-room with his map in one band
and' the other holding a handkerchief
to his nose, ,

That nose was red and raw, and had
2 scvere pain in -it, and Skinner's
feelings towardse. the hblack Bongo-
lander were absolutely tigerish.

After third school, the black boy
from Bongoland bad something com-
ing to him!

AND A SURPRISE FOR BUNTER !

i SAY, you fellowa!”
“Dry up, you assl!”
*“0h, réally, Cherry e

“You howling owl!"” gsaid Bob
Chervy, “How lomg do you think

u can keep up this game if fellows
Euear you speak English?”

After dinner, Black Bunter joined
the Famous Five in the quad. He
had an uneasy eye on Skinncr,

Skioner had a malevolent eye on
him. Harold Skinner's nosc was

erimson and painful, and he seemed

to bave & pain in his temper, also.
“Look here, don't be an ass,

Cherry,” said Billy Bunter V-

ishly. “I suppose I shall have to

spenk to you in English, if I speak te
u at all.”

“That'a an casy one,” said Boh.
“Don’t speak at all! Give us a
rest | ]

“8peech is silvery, m{l'_ csteemed
Bunter, but silence is the cracked
pitcher that saves a bird in hand from
oing lougest to the well, as the
%lnglish proverh remarks,” said
Hurree Jomset Ram Siugh.

“But I say——"" persisted Bunter,

“Pack it up!” suggested Johnn
Bull. “Pack it up and keep the li
on!”.

“Beast! I say——"
“Here comes Skinuer!” remarked
Nugent, “Do you want to let

Skinuer into the secvet, you fat ass?”
“It's about Ekinner that I want to

-about it!

.but rememberin

‘the guad.
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ou I* grunted Bunter.

this morning, and I
hiz nose. I want you fellows
him off. I can't sera

sk, 1oy
&mﬁhﬁi

fit might come off! Otherwise, of
course, I'd thrash him as soon as look
ot him 1 ' .

“What the thump have you heen
rowing with Skinner for, you fat
chump?” asked Harry Wharton.

“Y haven’t] He rowed with me!”

unted Bunter. “He made out that

was speaking his toffce, just be-
cause he saw me ecating it in’ his
study.”

“Oh crumbs I

“Low, suspicions beast, you kuow !
said the fat Owl. *'It's the sort of
thing Skinner would suspect—a cad
like him! As if I’d touch his toffee!
I never even saw it in his study, and
he grabbed it away, too!”

£ , ha, ha 1"

“Look here, you keep that beast
off !** hovted Bunter, “You slog him,
Bob Cherry, if he cuts u ruat;?
Hit him in both eyes, while you're
Mind you puach him
hard |* :

But Harold Skinner did not look
warlike as he came up. He gave

-Black Bunter only a careless glance.

It did not seem that. Skinner was
now thinking of punching Prince
Bomombo. Perhaps he was thinking
of some other method of avenging the
damage to his nose. !

“Any of you fellows lost half-a-
crown?” asked Skinner, looking
muu!;i 4;1:; the Famous Five.

Ii- u 3

*Somebody seems to.have dropped

a half-crown in the basin of the
fountain,” said Skinncr. “If nobed
claims it, I think T might as well fis
it out. You don't know whose it is ?”

“ Haven't the foggiest !” said Harry
Wharton.

Billy Bunter opened his month—
that he did not
understand English, closed it again.

Skinner walked on, taking 1o notice
of him, much to his relief.

“I eay, you fellows,” exclaimed
Bunter, when Le was gone, “that’s
my half-crown in the fountain! I
dropped it there this morning."

“Aud never knew it till Skinner
just mentioned it?” asked Johnny

ull sarcastically.

“Exactly! I—I mean, I was fa]nlin%
to ask one of you fellows to i
nutl lfnr me, see? Tl:kmt'ﬂ w'hat-b]':} ‘IT'.IB
rea ing to speak t¢o you about—
not ;Fbﬁ:t- Skinner! ‘“Whe's afraid of
Skinner, I'd like to know? I say,
Bob, old chap, will you fish out my
half-crown for me?”

“If it's your.laH-crown, old fat
bean, you can do your own fishing I
answered Bab.

“Well, T don't want to get wet—I
mean, this dye will come off if I get
web 1™ explained Bunter. *I say, you
fellows—— Look here, you beasts,
don’'t walk off while a fellow’s talk-
ing te youl”

&11 Bunter cast an indignant
blink after five departing figures,
and rolled away fo the fountain in

If somecbedy had droppe :
crown in that foumtain, apd left it

with
a fellow, fixed up like this—the out-.

a hali-
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there, Billy Bunter did not see waat-
ing it. It was not exactly his half-
crown, but it was going to be—which
really came to the same thing.

There was a big granite gj;-asin to
the fonntain, full of water. _

The fat Owl hoisted himself on his

elhows, leaned over the wafer,
and blinked down  through his big
apectacles, in search of tho " halt-
crown.

It woe not easy to aepot. Buntoer
blinked, and blinked, but he could
not spot that half-crown in the water
in the granite basin. He leaned over
farther and farther, till hig litile fat
nose was almost touching the surface
of the water.

Skinner winked at Snoop, and
strolled towards the fountain,

Harold Bkinner had been doing
some thinking in third scheol. The
result wag that he had a strong sus-

icion of the identity of Prince

omcombo of Bongoland. Other fel-
lows had tumbled to it earlier: mow
Skinner had tumbled to it. But he
had said nothing on the subject. If
Skinner had had doubts, they wonld
have been banished when he saw the
black Bongolander heading towards
the fountain, and peering into it over
the granite rim.

Skimner arrvived at the fountain—
behind Bunter,

The fat Owl, with his fat, black
nose almost touching the water, was
blinking down earnestly in search of
that imaginary half-crown.

Skinner reached over, and cla
his band to. the back of the woolly
head. '

Splash |

2 rrggh!” came a suffocated
gurgle from Bunter.

The black face dipped deep in the
water. _

“Yurrrocoorh ! spluttered Buuter,
as Bkinner stepped back, chuckliny,
aufd he lifted a etreaming face frouww
the fountain.

His woolly mop was drenched. His
black face streamed. Hig fat features

and his s cles ran with water.
Spluttering and %asping, the fat Owl]
clawed " and dabbed at estreaming
water,

“*Gerrogh | Beast ! Qooogh !
Rotter I oh }” aplultered Bunter.

“Ha, ha, ha1” yelled Skinuer.

“ Ooooooogh I gurgled Bunter.

He clawed out his bandkerchief and
dabbed at his streaming face. Black
came off on the handkerchicf, leaving
pallid smudges on the fat face, where
the complexion was rubbed off.

Billy Bunter had forgotten, for the
moment, that his complexion was nof
a fixture. He wi it off right and
left. Tho handkerchief, in a few
moments, was a blackened rag—and
Billy Bunter's face presented a most
extraordinary aspect, a mixture of
black and white and smudgy grey.

“Ha, ha, ha |” shrieked Skinner.

“0Oh, my hat!” gasped Bob Cherry.
£ Im‘k IH

“*Skinner, you sweep!” exclaimed
Harry Wharton.

“Look eut, Bunter !" asimd Frank
Nugent. “Here comes 5!19 ch ™

“Oh crikey !*

Billy Bunter gave one terrified

Tee Macuer LisRary.—No. 1,604,
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blink through his wet spectacles at
the approaching figure of his Form-
master. i
Fortunately, his handkerchief was
over his face, amd Mr. Quelch was not
yet near enough to spot the remark-
ablc alteration in his complexion.
Buuter did not give him a chance
to do so! He turned and bolted.
“Ha, ha, ha!” came a roar in the
quad. ook
Black Bunter ran as if for his life.
Mr. Quelch stared after him as he
went, Then he glared at Skinmer,
who ceased to chuckle as the glare
turned on him.
“Blinner, how dare you play such
a trick on a foreign boy, a guest 1n
this school 1* exclaimed Mr. Quelch,
“Y gaw your action, Skinner, from my
study window, How dare you play
such a trick on a boy who 15 &
stranger and a guest here, and doecs
not even understand our language?”
“It—it was only a—a joke, sir!”
stammered Skinner, ‘
“You will take two hundred lines,
Skinmer! Go to your study at once
and write them omnt.”

Skinner paused for a moment. But
if he was thinking of giving Black
Bunter away, the expressive looks of
Harry Wharton & Co. caused him to
aive np that idea. He tramped away
to the House, scowling.

“Wharton !"” said Mr. Quelch.

“Oh! Yes, sir]”

“Please find the black boy at once,
He seems to have been frightened b
Skinner's foolish trick! lease fin

him at once and reassure him,"”

“Qh! Certainly, sir-!”

“You had better go also, Hurree
Singi:, as you understand something
of the r boy's iangun%m"

“Oh! Yes! Certainfully, estcemed
gir 1”

Mr. Quelch went back to the House,
and the Famous Five, with grinnin
faces, procceded to look for the blae
hng—nnt now 80 black az he was
painted.

.

BOMOMBO TURNS PALE!
yelled.

HH A, HA, HA!"
Really, they could not help

The Famous Five
it. They found Billy Bunter in the
old Cloister. To that secluded spot,
the fat Owl had scutticd, to keep
clear of the gimlet eyes of his Form-
master,

Even Bunter's fat intellect realised
that with eo mueh of hiz black com-
plexion om his handkerchief, there
could not be enough on his face to

ss muster. And’ the bare idea of
Egin spotted by Quelch almost made
his blood curdle.

A fat, smudgy, etreaky, lugubrious
face met the view of the ¢chums of the
Remove when they found Bunter.

Black Bunter had beeu sufficiently

gtriking in appearance. But his
aspect now wasg really etaggering.

is neck, where it showed above his
collar, was as black ns eveor. Hie cars

were jet black. But almost all the
complexion was gone from his face,
revealing his matural rich, ripe com-
plexion—smudged and streaked here
and there.
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No one, looking at Bunter now,
would have taken him for a black
boy. They would only have taken
him for a fellow badly in neced of &
wash.

*“I—1—I say, you fellows, what do
I look like?" gasped Bunter.

“That’s. not -an easy one, old fat
bean [ chuckled Bob Cherry, *“I've
never seen anything quite like you
before. A bit like a zebra——"

“Oh, really, Cherry——"

“Something like s piebald por-
poise!” pgaid Johnny Bull. “First
time I've scen a niigger turn pale !

“0Oh, really, Bull—*

“Bomething like a blacking adver-
tisement,” said Nugent.

“ Beast 1"

“You'll have to pet another black-
out before you let Quelch see you
again,” eaid Hoarry Wharton,
lan hini
“Think Quelch wonld know me?”
asked Bunter anxjously.

“Ha, ha! Yes, rather!”

“The ratherfulness is terrific!”
chuckled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
“The esteemed Quelch would spot

you with preposterous promptness.”

“That beast Skinner!” -groaned
Bunter. I don’t believe there was a
half-crown in the fountain at all,
now—"

“Not when
this morning ?
sarcastically.

“Beast! That rotter was only
pulling my leg, to duck my head in
the water, you know. I believe he

ou dropped it there
"yinquire Johnny Bull

jolly well guessed, and he wanted to
make the black come off I” groaned
Bunter. “I say, you fellows, I shall

have to keep out of sight till Wibley
doctors my face again. He will have
to come here and do it—I can’t be
scen going to the House.”

Bob Ch ¢ whistled. 2

“ You'll have to wait, old porpoise,”
he said. “Wibley went out after
diuner, on his bi ¥

“Q0h crikey!”

“Ten toone he won't be hack before

tea,” said Bob., "I heard him say he
was iﬂhﬁ to Lantham.”
“Qh, the beast!” gasped Bunter.
“What the thump does he want to
hike off to Lantham for, just when I
want him?”

“Fancy anybody hiking of when
Bunter might happen to want him !
gaid Johnny Bull sarcastically. *“A
fellow nuig'ht to hang about on a half-
holiday, in case Bunter had a use for
him.”

“I should jolly well think so,”
agreed Bunter, deaf and blind to sar-
casm. “And nmow he's gonme off and
left mé in the lurch. Selfishness all
round, as unsmal. I'Bai, you fellows,
do you think you conld get Wibley's
make-up box and make up my face
a

in?
“Nobody but Wib could do it, fat-
head ! lessed if I know how he

“You'll have to

does it,"” eaid Bob.
wait for Wib!” _

“Think I ean stick here all the
afternoon?” howled Bunter. * He.
gides, he might not be back for tea,
If he’s gone to the theatrical place at
Lantham, he won't be back till call-
over—you know him! I should mies
my tea !”

“There's wotse things even than
that happen in war time!” remarked
Johnny L. -

. “0Oh, don't be a silly ass !” snorted
Bunter. The fat Owl could not think
of anything worse than missing
meal, in war time or peace time,
say, I've got to pet back to the
House, somehow.. If I’ve got to wait
for Wibley to come in, I've got to sit
down, I supposc. As for missing tea,
if you fellows think I'm poing to miss
my fea, I can jolly well tell you that
you're mistaken. Look herc, what's
going to be done?”

The Famous Five gazed at him,
They had their own occupations for
that half-holiday; but that, of course,
was & matter of no consequence what-
ever, in the estimation of Billy
Bunter, W. G. Bunter came first,
second, and third—and everybody
and everything else mowhere,

They were willing to help. DBut
really, they did not see what they
could do. = Certainly they were not
gkilled in the art of.make-up, like
William Wibley; they could not turn
Billy Bunter back into Princc
Bomombo of Bongoland.

“Don’t stand. there blinking !
hooted Bunter. “How am I going to
get back to the House and up to the
studies without being spotted?”

“Is that a riddle?” asked Jolhony
Bnull.

“Beast.! Suppose somebody comes
ﬂ]ﬂnf here !¥ hissed Bunter. “0ld
Hacker walks in "the Cloister somc-
times. Eu}jpme he came along and
gpotted me?”

“Hide behind one of those pillars,”

8n ted Nugent.
Eﬁ: uau]dngﬁ"- said Bob Cherry,

o
“

ghaking his head. " They ain't more
than three feet thiek!™

“Ha, ha, bha!”

“Cackle ! howled Bunter. I

think you fellows might help a fellow
out nl:uf a scrape after all I've done for
ou !
“I've got it !” exclaimed Bob sud-
“A.R.P. drill—"

“Don't gabble about ARD.
now ! hooted Bunter. “I've got
something more important than
AR.P. to think of—if I'm going to
miss my tea.”

“Fathead! Gas-mask exercise!”
said Bob. * You can get back to the
House with a gas-mask on—I’ll fetch
it, if you tell me where you keep it.
I suppose it's in your study?”

“Oh! Yes! That's a good idea!™
agreed Bunter. “It's in my study—
on the shelf, or else in the cupboard,
or in the box under the window, or
gomewhere.”

“You howling ass, haven't we all
got orders to keep the gas-masks
exactly where we can lay hands on
them .at a minute’s notice?” ex-

claimed Bob. “Don’t you know just
where you keep it#"
“Of course I do! I'm not a care-

less ass like some fellows. I know I
left it on the shelf—or in the eup-
board—or in the box—or possibly it
may be under the table—or on the
mantelpiece—" -
“Ass!” hooted Bob. “I'll find it,
anyhow. ., Wait here till I get back
with it.” ! 3
And Bob Cherry ent off, leaving his
chums with Billy Bunter—to find



i e—

——

Bunter is going to be flogged !

that pas-mask in Study No. 7, ac-
cording to Bunter's precise aud lucid
directions.

He had been %unc five minutes
when theve was a footstep on the old
stone flags of the Cloister.

Billy Bunter gave a gasp of
affright,

“The Acid Drop! Oh crikey!™

And hLe spun round, Pmaeutiug{n
edgy back to the view of Mr.
]Hu-:r cr, as the master of the Shell
came walking up the Cloister,

A NARROW ESCAPE!

R. HACEER cast a sour and
M suspicious pglance at the
croup of juniors,

Fellows had a right to walk in the
Cloister if they liked, on a hali-
holiday. 8till, it was a secluded
al:mt, and Hacker was always sus-
picious. Perhaps he susp that a
smoking party might be going on.

He gave a slight start as he saw
Bunter,

Bunter's back was turned to him,
Had he secn the fat Owl's piebald
countenance he would have known at
ounce where the missing Removite
was. But Bunter had revolved on
his axiz in time. 8

But there was something familiar
in the ample outlines of that figure,
dressed as it was in  unfamiliar
vireeks. The Tresemblance to Bill
Bunter's podgy proportions strue
Hacker's eye at once.

Then he ohserved the black ears—
and the back of a black neck—and
the half-formed suspicion faded from

EVERY SATURDAY

hiz mind. This was the black boy
who was as fat as Bunter|

“What are you boys doing here?”
asked My. Hacker, pausing as he
passed the group.

“Btanding on our feet, sir!” an-
swered Johnny Bull, with perfect
gravity.

“¥What?2

“Feet I

Mr, Hacker compressed his lips,

Johnny's answer was intended to
convey that it was no business of the
master of the Shell what Remeove
fellows were doing. He walked on,
with tight lips.

“0Oh  erikey!™ Treathed Billy
Bunter. “I say, vou fellows, do you
think he noticed 72

“Quiet, you ass! He will be back
in & minute !

“Blow him !" hissed Bunter. “I
say, he will get suspicious if I keep
my back turned to him every time he
asses. I say, supposc one of you
cllows tells him that the Head wants
to see him in his Etlld; e

*The Head doesn’t.

“What's that got to do with it?”
hissed Bunter. “If he hikes off to
the Head's study it will be all right.”

“Not for the fellow who sent himn
there for nothing ! grinned Nugent.
“And there's such a thing as truth,
old fat pippin! You don't seem to
know anything abeut it, but theie
is.”

“ Beast !”

Mr. Hacker reached the end of the
Cloister and came pacing back, Evi-
dently he had come there for a

sanuter, and was not departing yet.
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*“ Wot I says is this "ere, sir,”’ explained Gosling. ** It fair give me a turn when I *ears that young
Mr. Queleh gazed in astonishment at the school porter.

He gave the juniors another expres-
give look as he passed them again.

Mr. Hacker conld see mo reason
why juniors should hang about in
that secluded spot, unless they were
up to something. Again he had a
view of Bunter—seen from the south,
as it were. He passed on.

A few minutes later he came pacing
back.

Harry Wharton & Co. industri-
vusly talked football as he passed—
Bunter, in a state of great uneasi-
ness, kept his podgy back carefully
turned towards the Acid Drop.

Hacker smiled sourly as he passed
the group again. It was clear—to
Hacker—that the young rascals were
up to something, but did not venture
to get on with 1t while he was in the
offing, For which reasen Hacker in-
tended to keep in the offing.

He went on to the end of the
Cloister.

Then there was a patter of running
feet from the direction of the quaf-
raufivle, and Bob Cherry came breath-
less ;f up, with a cardboard box in his
hand. :
“Gof it7” asked Bunter earerly.

“Yes, you howling nss! If was
stuck behind a lot of books. Fat lot
of use it would be {0 you, if there war
a sudden raid.”

“Don’t jaw, old chap! Help me on
with it!”

The gas-mask was taken from the
box, and Billy Buuter proceeded te
adjust it over his fat features.

Bunter was as cack-handed with
ras-mask as with everything else.
But, the other fellows lent their aid.

Tug Migxer Lisnary.—No. 1,654.
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The fattest race at Greyiriars dis-
lppniared from wview under the gas-
maak,

“Herc comes Hacker again ! mur-
mured Bob Cherry.

*“Oh ¢rikey !" came 8 mufled grunt
from the ;

“Idiot ! Bpeak Bongolese, if you
can't, keep your mouth shut!”
breathed Bob.

“Qh, really, Cherry——"

“Quiet, you dummy! Hacker's
coming !

“Ishykooosh !” gaid Bunter. “ Baggy
bang wooshy kop!” He heard
Hacker's foots !

Mr. Hacker heard that remark as
Le came along.

He atcr-}jlp and stared at the
juniors. The gas-mask surprised him,

e had suspected that those juniors
were up to something, but he cert-
ainly had not sus that it was
AR.P, drill that they werc up to!
Neither was it, as a matter of fact—
but that was what it looked like,

Fortunately, the gas-mask, though
not wyet secured, was over Bunter's
fat face now! The parts that showed
were black, Hacker had no doubt
that he was looking at Frince
Bomombo of Bongoland, i

“0Oh!” he said. “Are you teaching
this negro boy the use of a gas-
mask

“Nothing like getting used fto
taking it off and putting it om, sir!”
said Bob Cherry blandly. *Chap may
want one in a hurry any minute.”

“Qnite so0!” agreed Mr. Hacker.

For once the Acid Drop approved.
Hacker was always fearfully partien-
lar about hiz own gas-mask, in which,
acecording to the Shell fellows, he was
better-looking than without it!

“Koshy ! grunted Bunter, * Wishy-
woop ! Ishy bang!” _

y t a very singular ]anEua
snid Mr, Hacker, gazing at the b
boy.
boy ia saying ?”

‘It’s not easy to understand, sir!”
answered Bob. "I can't say I know a
word of the langnage myself.” -

“ Wooshy pop ! eaid Bunter.

“ Extraordinary !” said Mr. Hacker,
“1 understand, Hurree Singh, that
?nup are well acquainted with this
m ..H

“Quitefully so, esteemed sir!”
agsented the Nabob of Bhanipur. “I
have knmown Lim for a preposterous
long time."

“Do you nnderstand him **

“The understandfulness is terrific.
Wooshy pop means ‘Thank you’ in
the ecsteemed Ilangua of Prince
Bomombo !” answered Hurrce Jamset
Ram Singh Fmﬂ:l :

“Dear me !* gaid Mr, Hacker.

And he walked on.

‘As soon as his back was turned, the
fat Owl loocsened the gos-mask to
gnag for breath.

“1 say, you fellowa!” he squeaked.
“Shut up!” breathed Bob,

But it was too late! Hacker had
heard that sgueak, and he spun
round.

Buater clamped the gas-mask into
lace instantly, and gurgled with
read behind it.

But Hacker was not looking at
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“Do you understand what the
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him, He wulai staring about him with
8 ; searching eyes, : o

Ilf?gnt«ar is here!” he exclaimed.

“Bib-bub-Bunter " stammered Bob.

“I heard his voice!”
Mr. Hacker, “I know his voice
perfectly well! I heard Bunter
apeak!  He is here, somewhere, in
this Cloister ! 'You must have heard
him, ag well as I!”" Hacker glared
ﬂu.apmimla at the jumiors. “You
Enow that Bunter is here!” '

“Think Le is hiding beliind one of
those pillars,” you fellows?” .asked
Bob. “It certainly. sounded to me
like Bunter’s voice.’

“8o it did to me!” agrced Harry
Wharton. Standing with his back to
Buntér, he stared round, “I can’t
gec anything of him!” he added.
Which  was a perfectly veracious
statement, ns he had his back to

Bunter,

“He iz here!” thundered Mr.
Hacker. “I am convinced that you
know
doubtless that is why are here
yourselves ! I sghall find him.” :

Mr. Hacker lost no time. He darted
Iapiﬂ!ﬂ? rouud the old stone pillars of
ﬁ](} ister, ‘searching for a hidden

“Get moving ! murmured Bob.
“Better leave him to it {”

l‘I H-H.}. Fi

" Quiet, idiot!”

* Beast [

Bunter, with his gas-mask on, .

rolled away with the Famons Five,

Mr. Hacker pave them a glare as
they went—and continyed his an%r*g
search up and down the Cleister for
Bunter—a search that, determined as
it was, f:rmwﬂ to be entirely umn-
successful !

A HAIR-RAID AT GREYFRIARS !

R. QUELCH stared. .
He was standing in the
doorway of the House when
a party of jumiors came in—the
fntg.-at member ¢f the party wearing
a gas-mask,
nite a lot of fellows had stared
at that -magk, as Bunter made his
'l'rai;' to the House. '
ellows were Jarrtri::t].{l enjoined to
k their gas-masks handy. Like
the cowboy’s gun in the old story, a
gas-mask was mot wanted often, but
if it was wanted, it was wanted bad

8till, fellows were not expected to
walk about the quad thus adorned, in
ordinary circumstances.

“Dear me!” said Mr. OQuelch.

“What is this? Why is the black 1
wearing a gas-mask, Wharton?
bhave heard no raid signal.”

“ A bit of practice always comes in
useful, sir!"” said the captain of the
Remove. Which was an undonbted

fact.

“Yery trme!” gaid Mr. Quelch.
“Every boy should become expert in
adjusting his gas-mask swiftly and
correctly, There is no telling what
may happen in thése uncertain times.
Nevertheless, it should not be worn
about the school in this manner, Tell
the boy to take it off, Hurree Singh,
as you speak his language.”

'Ig;oera was & gasp under the gas-
mask.

“ Certainfully,

esteemed sirl”

exclaimed’

rfectly well that he is here— -

answered the " Nabob of Ehauigur.
“Ishy oshy koo kerrooosh ! he added,
addressing the black  Bongolander,
"D‘pgr wop! Whoosh !

: y-kish!" came a gurgle
from the gas-mask.

“Dear me! What doez that mean,
Hurree Singh ?” asked Mr, Quelch,

Quelch was a learned man; he knew
m;n;:.éri{ languages; he took Latin and
G in his stride; but the language
of Bongoland was guite a new one on
Quelch! He could not begin to guess
what these words meant—which was
not surprising, as they did not mean
anything at all!

The fastening has become tangled,
esteemed sir!” answered the nabob
blandly.

“That should not be allowed to
happen !” said Mr. Quelch severcly.
“L will assist the boy to remorve it,
and you must warn him, Hurrce
Bingh, to be morc carefnl another

time."

Mr. Quelch step towards Bo-
mombo, with the kind intention of
he.]ﬁ‘inihim off with the gas-mask.

e black boy had no use for sunch
kindness | _

He made s sudden bolt for the
staircase,

Mr. Quelch stared after him.

*Whatever is the matter with the
boy ¢ he exclaimed. “He seems to
be very casily alarmed! Perhaps it is
Skinner’s foolish trick that has upset
him. Fellow him at once, Hurrce
Singh, and assure him that he has uo
occasion for alarm while nunder our
roof.”

“Oh! Yes, gir!® gasped Hurrce
Singh.

The Famous Five followed Bunter
up the staircase,

The black youth had more occasion
for alarm than Quelch guessed. Only
that gas-mask stood between Billy
Bunter and a Head’s whopping, now

that his complexion was gone—and
Quelch’s kind offer to Lelp him get it
off hnd terrified the fat Owl.

Billy Bunter scuttled across the
Remove landing, and bolted into
Study No, 1.

_ Harry Wharton & Co. followed him

in,

The fat Owl dragged the gas-mask
loose.

“] say, you fellows, is Quelch
coming " he gasped.

“No, ass! It’s all right.”

“If he’d seem me, you know!”

asped Bunter, “I say, they ought to

ave found out by this time who
chucked that tomato at Hacker! I
thought they’'d find out who it was if
I kept out of sight for a bit. If I

et copped before they find him out,

shall get it all the tougher for this,
you know.”

“Bure thing ! agreed Bob Cherry.
“You'd better heepbathat gas-mask on
till Wibley comes back !”

“You silly chump, I can’t keep the
beastly thing on for hours and
hours * Bunter jerked it ofl.
“Besidea, I've got to get this beastly
mop dry—it’s drenched. The beastly
water's dripping down the back of

myv neck I

;Iunter ut the gas-mask back in
the hox. in the Remore studies
he was safe from discovery—or 80 he

Loped, at least. And he had to dry



that woolly mop which Skinner had
ducked in the fountain,

“Ow!” came a sudden squeak from
the fat Owl as he tugged at it

“What’s the row now #” asked Bob.

* Wow I”

Bunter tugﬁed—and squeaked !

Wibley had fastened the woolly wi
on to Hilly Bunter's fat head wit
fising-gum, such as was used in
amatenr theatrieals, That fixing-sum
held it hard and fast to Bunter's own
mop !

It was necessary to fix it secnrely;
Buuter admitted that!- But when it
came to getting it off again, the part-
ing was painful.

"Ow! Yow! Wow! TYow!™
howled Bunter, as he jerked at the
woolly wizg., “Wow! It won’t come
off | It’s stuck too tight! Ow!®

“Time we got down to the footer,
if we're ever soing ! remarked Bob
Cherry.

“Beast 1" howled Bunpter. 'Hel
me off with this beostly wig! Jus
like you to think about football when
a fellow’s trying to tug off a beastly
wig !”

“We've %t a pick-up game on this
afternoon, Bunter!” said the captain
of the Remove mildly.

“Blow your sill? pick-up! Help me
off with this wig!” howled Buuter.

“0h, all right!"” said Bob Cltervy
resignedly, and he gr . the wooll
wig stuck on the fat head of the Owl
uf the Remove.

He gave a tug! ;

There was a terrific roar from
Bunter.

* Yuroooooh I

“Qh, my hat! What's the trouble
now 7 asked Bob, “I'm trying my
hardest to get it off I”

“Eeggo !  slrieked Bunter.
“You're pulling my hair out by the
roots ! "igili on leggo, you beast?”

“How can lyheip you off with it if
I let po?”

“Beast! Legpgo!"

“Oh, all right "

Bob Cherry let go, and Bunter
jerked his woolly head away.

He wanted that wet wig off, but he
did not secmy to want any more
assistance from Bob Cherry. A

“We'll all qull tugether, if you
like ! offered Johony Bull.

He did

*“ Heast 1’ . hooted Bunter,
ot seem to !il:e;} "

“K it on!" smggested Nugent.
“Xt will get dry in time.”

“You'd like me to catch pneumonia
in my head, Y daresay,” said Bunter
bitterly. “I-daresay it would amuse

uu'll
J “Ha, ha, ba!” reared the Famous
Five. '

The idea of Billy Bunter catching
pueumonia ip his head did seem to
amuse themn !

“0Oli, cackle!" said Bunter. “That
wig's wet through, and I can feel
wenmonia coming on all over the
iup of my head—--"

“Ha, ha, ha!” Harry Wharton &
Co. left Study No. 1, leaving Bunter
to it. They chatted as they went,
heartlessly vegavdless of the fact that
Buuter had pueumonia coming on all
over the top of his head !

“Beasts 1" hooted Bunter, as they
went; no doubt by way of thanks to
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the Co. for having wasted an hour of
their valuable time on him

Left to himself, the fat Owl jerked
and Jﬁ',riggleﬂ at that woolly wig till,
at lpng last, it became detached from
his own mop.

Deprived of his wool, Bunter
looked lesa like an African than ever.
Without his woolly wig and Lis black
complexion, the fat Owl 'was

obyviously Billy Bunter—only with a the

rather dirtier face than usual!

That wig had to be replaced—but
it had to be dried first,

Bunter stirred up the study fire
and knelt in fromt of it, holding the
woolly wig to the heat of the flames.

Wet wool was slow to dry.

Billy Bunfer was soon tired of
holdiug it to the firc. Laziness—
Buntcr's besctting sin—soon super-
vened.

Fire minutes of it were enough for
Bunter. Then he spread the wip on

the fender and sat down in the study

armehair,
There was a footstep in the Remove
passage a few minutes later.
Bunter gave a jump as he heard it.
Ten to ome 1t was only some
Remove fellow! But suppose it wae

Quelch—or suppose it was Hacker—
and aulgpn:&e ¢ beast looked into
the study? One glance at Bunter, in

his t state, would reveal the

¥ real identity of Prince Bomombo of

Bongoland !
";‘hh ;-tike;r btrenthml futlﬁzet&m
o footsteps stopped a ¥
of Study No. 1.
Billy .Bunter twisted over in the
armchair and buried his head in the
cushion therein, his back to the door.

He was going to be asleep in the
armchair if asuyone looked into the
study !

A moment later the door-handle
turned. The door opened.

Snore ! )

With %IEH# astuteness Bunter
snored as the door opened. He hoped
that whoever it was, seeiyg him
asleep, would ‘ggess on! The soft
cushion at the k of the armchair
lid hiz fat cranivm and his piebald
face. The fat Owl enored, and
Lo for the beat! :

t was Skinner who looked into
the study.

Skinner had been at work on his
lines when the Famous Five came up
with the fat junior in the gas-mask.
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Now they were gome, Skinuer waa
looking in to see how much was left.
of Prince Bomombo’s complexion.

But he saw nothing of Bunter's
complexion. He had a back view of a
fat figure sprawling in the armchair,
the fat head hidden from sight by
the eushion.

He had also a view of a woolly
wig on the fender, which Bunter, for
moment, had forzotten, in his
alarm,

Skinner grinmed.

Snore from Bunter!

The fat Removite knew that some.
body was looking in, though he could
not aee who it wae.

He enored industriously,

Skinner did not speak! Qrinuing,
he tiptoed into the study and picked
u{; 1w woolly wig from the fender!
Still grinning. he tiptoed out of the
study again, taking the woolly wig
with him.

The door closed.

“Beast " murmured Bunter.

He sat up, and blinked at the door.
He wondered who it was that had
looked in! Whoever it was, he had
%lﬂﬂ; and if it was Queleh or

acker, he had not spotted Buutcr.

It was some minutes before Bunter
remembered the woolly wig. Then
he glonced ot the fender, to sec how
the drying process was getting on.
Then Le jumped!

“Oh crikey ! he ejaculated.

He blinked in dismay at the spot
where the woolly wig had lain !

That epot wasz vacant! The woolly
wig had gone! Prigce Bomombo of
Bongoland kad lost his hair as well
a8 his complexion! A gas-mask could
‘not sive him now !

“0Oh  crikey!”  repeated  the
dismayed fat Owl, .
All that remaincd of Prioce

Bomomhbo of Bongoland was a black
neck, a pair of Imga black ears, and
a check suit! illy Bunter was
almost . himself apain—recognisable
at the most casual glance, if he was
geen. WwWho had rai his heir, he
did not know—but his hair was gone
—his black complékion was gone—
and that uns ble beast Wibley
would very hikely not be back till
calling-gver. T diemayed Owl
wondered dismally whetlwer, after all
hie artful dodging, he was peing to
get that Head's whopping after all!
(Continued on next page.)
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"HACKER GETS HIS MAN'!
MR. HACEER came across the

Remove landing with Lis
guiet step.

Hacker always stepped quietly—
almoat stealthily. But on this ocea-
sion he lad special reasoms for
cantion. He did net want any fellow
in the Remove studies to hear him
coming.

Bunter—the  inignitous tomato
hurler—had mow been missing for
twenty-four hours! That he was still
in tlft: school was a certainty—
Hacker himself had heard his fat,
familiar voice in the Cloister early
that afternoon,

How amd where Lhe was hidine
Hacker could not guess; but he did
not donbt for a moment that the fat
%miﬂr had assistance from his

orm fellows in keeping out of sight,
If there was a ¢lue to the hidden Owl
it was somewlhere in the Hemove:

Hacker was sure of that.

Now he was going to root through
the Remove studies, most of the
Em rietors thereof being out on a

alf-holiday.

If Bunter was, somchow, hidden in
one of them, the Acid Drop was going
to root him ont this time.

Quietly Hacker walked
Remove passage.
Suddenly he halted,

A sound reached his ears from the
first study in the passage. It was a
rather unexpected sound at that time
of day. OSnoring was, as a rule, a
nocturnal performance! But it was
a deep and resonant soore that the
Acid Drop heard from Study No. 1.

Somebody was asleep there! Who
was it that was snoring in a study,
when almost every other Greyfriars
fellow was out of doors in the fine
October weather?

Hacker smiled grimly.

up the

He was

THE MAGNET

oing to see whether it was Bunter!
Therever and whatever the fat
Eluuiur'a -hiding-place was, Hacker
ad no doubt that he would emerge
from it somectimes when he was
satisfied that the coast - was clear!
And, as a matter of fact, Bunter had
indeed emerged from his extra-

ordinary hiﬁing-Elnuﬂ —SEkinner
having washed off his complexion and
raided. his hair!

The Acid Drop turned the door-
handle of Study No. 1, opened the
door quietly, and looked in.

He started and starcd at the fat
figure in the armchair.

He recognised the check suit worn
by Prince Bomombo of Bongoland,
and had, for a moment, a pang of dis-
appointment. It was not Bunter—it
was only that black boy who had
sought &eltnr at Greyfriars School.

But the next moment Hacker's
stare became fixed and intent on that
fat fignre in the armchair of Study
No. 1. His eyes glinted.

Bunter was fast asleep.

Bunter had intended to remain
very kcenly on the wateh that after-
noon, till Wibley came home. But
he had been nearly two hours in the
sfudy, with nothing to do but wait.
It was warm and cosy, and the fat
Owl naturally fell asleep in the arm-
chair before the fire.

Once asleep, Bunter was not a quick
waker! Even when an air-raid siren
boomed, Bunter Lhad te be shaken
before he would wake! Having
closed his eyes beliind his spectacles,
he did not open them again.

He slept and he snored.

Leaning back in the decp armchair
with his fat little legs stretched ont
to the fender, his eyes shnt and his
mouth open, Billy Bunter slumbered
happily, and the. resonant snore that
was wout to waoke the colioes of the
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Remove dormitory now woke thosé
of SBtudy No. 1.

“0h ! breathed Mr. Hacker.

Up to the neck, it was Prince
Bomombo of Bongoland that he saw
—check snit and black meck! Hut
above the black neck was a smudevy
chin—and two  ripe red chce
streaked hLere and there with smudgy
black! Crowning the lot was Bun-
ter's mop of hair—mne longer hidden
under a woolly wig,

“Oh!" repeated the amazed Acid
Drop.

It was Bunter!

It was Prince Bomombo of Bongo-
land—but it was Billy Bunter, too!
It was amazing—it was staggering—
but there it was! There was no more
mistakine the fat face of William
George Bunter than the check enit
and black neck of Bomombo! Really,
it looked as if Billvy Bunter's fat
head had somehow been glued on to
Bomombo's shonlders !

But that, of conrse, was unimagin-
able! Prince Bomombo of Bongo-
land and Billy Bunter were one and
the same! Hacker had penetrated.
at last, the strange mﬁt&? of
Bunter's disappéarance—lie had dis-

covered the fat Owl's remarkable
hide-out !

“TUpon mvy word!®  breathed
Hacker.

He stepﬁed into the study.
He stood for a long minute gnzing

down at the sleeping beanty.

It was Bunter ! Amazing as it was,
it was Bunter! Hacker had becn
right in suspecting that other fellows
Lhad had a hand in the fat junior’s
disappearance. Some of them must
have fixed him up like this!

Bunter—the most casily recornised
of all Greyfriars fellowa—had been
about the school all this time—mun-
recognised! In a black skin and o
woolly wig, hie had walked under the
very nosc of his Form-master—under
the sharp mnose of the Acid Drop!

Hacker understood that little scene
in the Cloister wnow—only too
clearly ! Those yonng rascals, Harry
Wharton & Co., were in this, as he
had suspected.

He had Bunter now! That tomato
in lis eye was going at long last to
be avenged !

Haocker smiled a grim smile,

Stooping, he grasped a fat shoulder
and shook the sleeper into wakeful-
nesz. There was a grumbling gruunt
from Bunter.

“Urrggh! Leggo, vou beast!
"Tain’t rising bell I

Shake, shake !

“Oh  crikey!”™  Bunter's eves

opened. “I say, you fellows, is it an
air-raid? Bay, where's my gas-
mask ? Where's my  trousers?
Where's my specs? I say, vouw
fellows, stand round me in case a
bomb tgues off! T say—— OL!

Bunter blinked at Hacker.

He realized that he was not in bed
in the dormitory, nnd that it was not
an air-raid! Really, it wns rather
worse! A fellow had a million
chanees to one of getting through an
nir-raid safely if he took ordinary
care., But there was no chance what-
ever of getting through this!
Hacker had him!



*Oh crikey ™ Bunter, _

“Get up from that chair!” said
Hacker Efﬂﬂl{.t

“I—I can’'t! I—I'm fast asleep}”
gaaged Bunter. “I—I mean—"
“I have found youn, Bunter ! said

the Acid Drop grimly,

“No you haven't!” Bunter.
*I—I ain"t Bunter! BSo far as I
know, I've mever heard the name!
Ishy-kooosh-wop |

“"What ?” stuttered Hacker,

“ Wooshy-wop-kooshy-pip I

“You utterly ridiculous boy——"

“ Snooty-wooty-pop:pop!™ - “groaned
Bunter.

“Is it possible, Bunter, that -you
fancy vou can keep up this deception
when { hare recogmnised you?” thun-
dered Mr. Hacker. .
~ “Oh! Yes! I—I mean—woolky-
snoot I gasped Bunter, “Ishy-iah—
kosky-go-go-bang!  Erin-go-bragh—
kisky-wishy-fishy-wop !”

It was too late to talk the remark-
able lanpumape of Bongoland to
Hacker, But Billy Bunter never was
gquick on the aptake. He spluttered
ont Bongolcse at a great rate.

“Come!” thundered Hacker. "I
ghall take yvon to your Form-master,
Bunter, just as you are, and let Mr,
Queleh see how he lias been deluded.”

“0Oh erikey ! But I ain’t Bunter !”
wailed the Owl. “It’s no good say-
ing anything to me about Queleh,
when don’t understand a word
vou're saying! I don’t know a single
word of English—not a syllable !”

“Come ¥ roared Hacker,

“Yaroooh !” roared Bunter, as the
angry Acid Drop hooked him out of
the armchair with a bony grip on a
fat shoulder.

“Now come with me!” thundered

Hacker.

“Ow! I ain’t going to Queleh!”
howled Bunter. “I don't want to go
to the Head ! I never chneked that
tomato at you! I donm’t know who
did! Besides, I ain’t Bunter! This
ﬂli;n'tt me“—i_t'n somebody else entirely
that—"1

“Come
Legg

“Ow | eggo ! Oh  crikey!™
Lhowled Bunter, as Hacker hooked
him to the door of the study,

The bony grip hooked him into the
passage.

The Aeid Drop marched a splutter-
ing fat Owl down the passage to the
Remove landing. ' ]

Billy Bunter wriggled and
squirmed as he went., "But there was
no escaping that bony ip !
Hacker's fingers were on t'hagrig.t
shoulder like & pair of pincers! .

“Oh, my hat ! exclaimed Coker of
the Fifth, on the study landing,
staring quite dizzily at Bunter, as
Hacker marehed him to the stairs.
*“Who—who’a that ¢

“I say, Coker, make him leggo!?
roared Bunter. “I eay, it ain’t me—
I l:eeE on telling lim 1t ain't me—->

“(Oh gposh ¥ gasped Coker.

“I ain’t Bunter at all, you know !

I say, Coker, will
legga?” wailed Billy Bunter,

“Come !” roared Hacker.

He marched Bunter down the stair.
cage, leaving Coker gazing.

The hapless fat Owl wriggled and
équirmed Lis way down with Hacker,

you make him

- afternoon.
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At the foot of the staircasé was a
little erowd of fellows who had just
come away from the changing-room
after the pick-up. They all stared
hlankly. i

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!"” ejaculated
Bob Cherry. “Hacker's got him!”

*The gotfulness is terrific.”

“That ﬁ:-ottj' ass Wibley !” growled
Johuny Bull. “It was the pottiest
stunt that even Wib ever had !"

“Poor old Bunter!” said Nugent.

“I say, you fellows,” yelled Bunter,
ae he saw the Famous Five. “I say,
make him leggo! He thinks I'm
Bunter——"

“What?” gasped Harry Wharton.

“Tell him I ain't!” howled Bun- the

ter. “Tell him I ain"t Bunter, and
that I can’t speak English—he won’t
believe me I

*0Oh crikey ¥

“Come ! hooted Hacker.

He marched the wriggling Owl to
Mr. Quelch’s study.

Harry Wharton & Co. gazed after

them as they went.

The game was up now, that was
clear—it was up with a ven el
It had, as Johnny Bull declaved,
been a potty stunt—and now it had
been completely bowled out.

“Well, thiz tears it!"
Bﬂ"hl G}dmﬂ o

t do—it does ! agreed Nugent.

“We chall get six each furg:l]:is b
said Johnny Bull. “Bunter will get
his 'flogging, and we shall get six
each from Quelch, And I'll tell you
what I'm pgoing to do! I'm going to
boot Wibley up the Remove passage
and back again.”

“That'a all we can do now!"™
agreed Bob.

Which was the only consolation the
Famoues Five had ¥ﬂr the prospect
of being called on the carpet for
their share in the extraordinary
affair of Black Bunter.

remarked

LIGHT AT LAST!

L OSLING! What is it
Gosling 7
; Mr. Quelch was busy that

; He was at work on a
pile of Form pagnera. when the
ancient porter of Greyfriars School
tapped at his door and shuffled into
his study.

The Remove master’s pen remained
suspended in the air, like Mahomet’s
cofin, as he gazed inquiringly at
Gosling.

Gosling stood shuflling his feet, his
aucient hat in his hand, and looking
disconcerted and uncomfortable.

“It's like this 'ere, sir—" said
Gosling, '

“Kindly he brief!” sald Mr.
C.Luelcli. He could not imagine why
the school porter had come to his
study at all, and he had no time to
waste, ;

“Yessir! Certainly, sir!” said
Gosling, “Boyvs is boys, which is to
say young sweeps, but fair play's a
jool,” sir.

-H'Eh?l!

“A jool!” said Gosling, doubtless
meaning a jewel. “Wot say is this
‘ere, sir—fair pgaj’s a jool!

“Will you kindly come to the
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point, Gosling?” asked Mr. Quelch.

“Yes, sgir! That there young
Bunter, sir—*

“Do you mean that you know
where that foolish boy has hidden
himself ?*! exclaimed Mr. Quelch,
interested at cmce. ;

“No, sir! Ain’t the least idea!”
said Gosling, “But wot I says is
this ‘ere, sir. That there young
Bunter never did it.” -

“ What do you mean, Gosling P

“Jeat wot I says, sir!” answered
Gosling. “All this ’ere talk about
young Bunter n—'idin%‘ of hisself
-away, sir, I "ears about it, and I asks
some of the young sweeps—I mean
young gentlemen—what it was all
about, sir! And it fair give me a
turn, sir, when I ‘ears m them
that young Bunter is going to be
flogged, sir, along of that there
tomater.”

Mr. Quelch gazed at him.

5 ou mean that you know any-
thing about that episode at the gates
on Monday afternoon, Gosling ™ he
asked.

“1 pever see no episode, sir, not
knnwing what it might be, if I did
gee it !” answered Gosling, “I ain't
come ‘ere to tell. you nothing about
no e‘ﬂrde, sir, but about a tomater.”

“That was the episode to which I
allude, Gosling.” _

“0Oh! Well, I ain’t never ‘eard a
tomater called a episode before, sir !
said Gosling. “I've 'eard them called
gt;ﬁﬂn&im, ‘but I ai;:l;t never 'mrdd‘etm‘;

el?lmdes. ‘8. & MO0 WO
me, gir.

Mr. Quelch breathed hard.

“Will you. tell me what you know
about the matter, Gosling? he
asked.

“Yessir; that's why I come ‘ere,
as soon as I ‘eard that there youn
Bunter was up for it!” e _ivaineg
Gosling. "I mnever knowed it had
‘appened at all, till I was told ten
minutes a but seeing as it did, I
knowed at once, of course, ‘ow that
tomater ‘appened to "it Mr. ‘Acker in
the heye.” _

“Do you mean that it was not
Bunter who thréw thé tomate, as Mr_
Hacker supposed?: exclaimed Mr.
Quelch.

“Course he didn’t, sir!”

“Do you know who did?”

“Course T-do !?

“Then who was it?” exclaimed Mr.
Quelch guite eagerly.

“Me, gir!” said Gosling.

“You!” Quelch almost bounded
from his chair. “You! What do

n mean, Gosling? Yon—you

hrew a tomato at a master in the
school? TImpossible! Gosling, have
you been drinking ¢

“Course I never throwed it at Mr.
"Acker, sir!” said Gosling, “Me, at
my time of life, F!aﬁncga tricks with
tomaters! Course I didn't! It was
& haccident.”

“But how—why—"

“1I never knowed Mr, ’Acker wos
there, sir—ow'd I know, when I
never looked out of the winder? I'll
tell l}:@[-:n.l ‘ow it was, sir! I was
a-getting at my tea—in my lodge, sir!
I 'ad a tomater! Mimble makes ont
that he ws good tomaters, sir, but

TeEe Micrer LiBrary.—No. 1,654,
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I can tell you {his, about George
Mimble's tomate o
"iﬂﬁ.:er mind that; come to the
nt i"

“There—there is the int, sir!
That there tomater,” said Goslin
im‘fmimlg, “was fair talking! I’
‘ad it in my enpboard a day—I own
that! But a tomater oughtn't to
off quick like that, like I said to
George Mimble——*

“Will you be brief ?*

“Tessir! I hown up I got into a
temper,” said Gosling. “I1 was goin
to ‘ave that tomater for tea, and 1
was fair falling to pieces, and I up
and throws it out of the winder——"

“Oh!” exclaimed Mr. Queleh.

“Never thinking, sir, that some-
body might be passing along of that
winder. 1 mnever knowed it had ‘it
anvbody! Never thounght about it!
I jest went on with my tea, and arter-
wards, I went round to tell George
Mimble wot I thought of 'im and his
tomaters.”

“0Oh!"” repeated Mr. Quelch.

“Never knows that anything had
‘appened at all, sir!” said Gosling.
“Not till I asks some of the boys
what was young Bunter ‘iding away
for, and they tella me, and then I
knows ‘ow it ‘appened. " S0 I comes
to you, sir, to tell you, ’cause wob I
eays is this ‘ere, sir; fair play's a
joal—and yonmg Bunter never did
it.” -

“Bless my soul !” said Mr. Quelch.
“@Gosling, you acted very thought-
lessly, and very carelessly; but I am
glad—more than glla{l—that vou have
come here and told me this! I am

much nh]igeﬂ to you, Gosling.”
“Yessir! TFair play's a jool,
.E]l"——-"
“Quite so! And—"

A knock came at the study door.

It opened, and Mr, Hacker marched
in, leading by the collar a startling
and extraordinary figure.

Mr. Quelch gased at that figure—
Prince Bomombo of Bongoland up to
the fat chin—Billy Bunter from the
chin to the cranium. He gazed at
the etrange sight like a man in- a
dream.

Gosling goggled at him, thunder-
struck.

Hacker's acid voice cut ap amazed
silence.

“Here, sir, is HBunter!” hooted the

Acid Drop. " Here, gir, is the

who has been misaing for twenty-four
hours—and vou see him, air, in what
remaing of his diggujse! Thie boy,

gir — this — this Bunter — has been
under our eyes all the time, sir—
made-up—disgunised—painted—as a
black boy, sir—"

“Bleas my soul ! aaid Mr. Queleh
faintly.

“My eyc!” gasped Gosling.

“I ain’t!” wailed Bunter. “I keep
on telling Mr., Hacker that I aint
Bunter, sir, and—and never was!
Never in my life, gir! I say—"

“Bilence, you ridiculous boy ! ex-
claimed Mr, Quelch. “Bunter!. Is—
ig—is it possible that you Lave plaved
such a trick—that you have deluded
me—that—that—that—"

“Oh erikey! No, gir! I—I'm a
nigger, sir—I ain’t Bunter.”

Tne Maerer LisRany.—No. 1654,

THE MAGNET

“ Silence 12

“0h lor'!®

“For twenty-four  hours, &ir,”
senorted Mr, Hacker, “this boy has
deluded the whole school—un-

doubtedly with the help of other boys
in the Remove! They are as respon-
sible as Bunter for this irickery!

But for them; Bunter wonld already

have received the flogging' from the
headmaster for having hurled =a
tomato at me, sir, on Monday afier-
noon——-""'

“Which he never did, sir!? said
Gosling.

“Silence !” roared Hacker,
dare ;nu intervene, Gosling? Mr.
Queleh; will yon conduct thiz boy at
once to the Head—and call upon his
helpers—his  confederates, sir—to
answer for their conduet!?

Mr. Quelch drew a deep, deep
breath.

“A quarter of an hour ago, Mr,
Hacker, I should certainly have done
so !" he answered. “But it has now
transpired that it was not Bunter
who threw the tomato' that unfor-
tunately struck you in the eye—"

“ Nongense, sir !”

o Kindly hear me, Mr. Hacker,”
ENAp the Hemove master. “That
tomato was thoughtlessly flung out of

“How

the window of (osling’s lodge—and
Gosling has come here to tell me g0."

“What ! gasped Mr. Hacker,

“It was a haccident, sir!” gaid
(osling. “I never knowed you was
there, and never knowed what
‘appened till 'arf an hour ago. I'm
BOTY it ped you in the heye, sir,
but I never knowed., EBEut as scon az
I knowed, I comes ‘ere to tell Mr.
Quelch, sir, for what I savs is this
‘ere—fair play's a jool !” -

“Oh! gas Mr. Hacker.

Hiz hnﬁ?r Pgdngers released a fat
shoulder.

Even Hacker did not want Bunfer
flogged if Bunter had not done it!

That tomato had not been buzzed
in his eye by Bunter! It had been
thrown out of an open window by an
ancient gentleman 1n a bad temper—
and found an unexpected billet!

“Oh!”  repeated Mr. - Hacker.

“Gosling, you are a fool !
“Wot I says is this ’'ere, sir—"
“An unthinking blockhead !”” hooted

Hacker. “Your action was that of

an idiot, if not of a lunatic!?
£ I.r[l'ﬂk ?'ErE', ﬂi!‘ *E
“Pah!" snortéd Hacker. And he

tramped out of the study, still
snorting.

(Continued on page 23.)

COME INTO THE OFFICE,
BOYS AND GIRLS!

Your Editor s always pleased to
hear from his readers. Write to
him: Editor of the MAGNET, The
Amalgamated Press, Ltd.,, Flestway I

House, Farringdon 5t., London, E.G.4.

GUESS most of you readers of

long standing wonder how Frank

Richards manages to turn out
such jolly fine yarns week after week
for the Magxer. So do I, sometimes
—but he does it, and never lets us
down. And you’ll find that next
Saturday’s wyarn:

“ THE TUCK-HOARDER [ "

he has written for
aper. This super
: telle of a certain Greyfriars
junior who, thinking wholly and
solely of himself, lays in a hunge store
of tuck—actually a violation of the
lnw agninst food hoarding in war-
time! But there’s some other person
as cute as the Greyfriars tuck
hoarder, with the resmlt that things
don't guite work out according to
plan for the latter. You'll be sure
of getting your fill of fun—yes, and
excitement, too—in next Saturday’s
Maower, which will also contain
another issue of the *Qreyfriars
Herald,” giving the latest news of
Greyiriars in nutshell form.

18 as good a8 an
the good old

htur_j

As I have already stated, you can

only make sure of petting your issue
of the Maaner each week by filling
in the Order Form on page 23 of this
issue and handing it, witheut further

delay, to your local newsagent,

Who says a real bumper feast of
School, Sport and Adventure Stories?
Then get

“THE HOLIDAY ANNUAL.”

Onee again, this world-famons
Annual takes pride of place on the
bookstalls, for it constitutes an
amazing value-for-money bargain.
Full of delightful achool, sporting
and adventure stories, written by the
best boys’' authors of the day, this
ear's issue of the “Holiday Abhnual”

ats its own high-water mark
n]i;niuahtf. Ask your newsagent to
B

%11 & copy of this Annual to-
day. hen you've purchased a copy
you'll agree that it's five shillings
well spent!

e e Rl

Acknowledgments for their excel-
lent letters go to: J. Meek (Coven-
tg}, T. Smith (Purley), H. Turner
(Epping), €. Price (Catford), T.
Macdonald {ﬂlasgﬁg}, H. Faulkner
(Worcester), Miss Bolton (Australia),
and Miss Wass (Birmingham),

Before winding up this Chat, I
must recommend all readers of the
Maawer to get a copy of this week'a
issue of our grand companion paper,
the GEM, Star items in this great
issue are : " Coker's Catch ! a humor-
ous, sparkling yarn of the chums of
Greyfriars, and written by our excel-
lent anthor, Frank Richards; *The
Boy Who Vanished !” a powerful new
long yarn of those pﬂognlur farourites.
Tom Merry & Co., of St. Jim’s, and
“Biggles’ South Sea Adventure ¥ by
Capt. W. E. Johns. A bumper pro-
gramme—what? Every newaagent
selle the GEM !

Another cheery chin-wag next week,

chums.
YOUE EDITOR.
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—tar-

“ Surely.”

“Well, then, I'll give you some-
:]_:u'ng instecad,” said our representa-

ive,

Owing to the wreckage of the com-
pany's office, and the personal
injuries sustaiped by the managing
director, the Fish Insurance Company
has temporarily gone out of busivesa.

Penfold’s Parodies.

THE LAY OF THE LOST
POSTAL-ORDER!

The way was long, the wind was
cold,

The postman was infirm and old;

He S‘rmuﬂ! beneath the bulging
L

Of letters borne upon his back,

Those letters came from dukes and
lords

And titled relatives in hordes,

And every letter there wwas asent

To Bunter major, Greyfriars, Eent.

For, oh ! that ancient postman bore |

Large postal-orders by the score,

And, recklese of the sad delay,

He'd been and gorn and lost his
way.

Year after year he plodded on,

Though hope had dimmed and
almost gone,

And Bunter, at the college gate,

Was doomed to wait and wait and
walt ! :

O'er village, valley, down and dale,

The

B];Illamlnh hedgerow, house and
1ill,

The postman kept on pledding still,

Through mountain, wendow, marsh
and moor-

He kept on plodding as before.

Bnt. though he's plodded far and
near, :

He-hasn't so far plodded HERE!

Hope lingers on,
still .

I sometimes fear he never will!

And so, my dollar, fare thee well,

"I'hm]t‘Trt gone, I fear.” Goo’-bye, ol’
pal! .

of course—but

stman plodded on his trail, | i

1 s0m

True Tales of Greyfriars:
ALI BEN AZRA

Guaranteed Nothing-but-the-Truth !
By TOM BROWN

When we beard that.a new boy from
the Far East was coming to Grey-
friars we were not greatly excited,
for we already bhave an assortment
of Indians, Chinese, New Zealanders,
and other strange creatures. And
apart from being a light snuff colour,
there was nothing extraordipary
abbut Ali Ben Azra.

He drove up on & magic carpet and
landed on the school steps. We looked
at him carelessly and noted that he
was a typical Far Eastern boy, such
as we often see in pautomimes and
g0 on. He was accompanicd by a
tame dragon.

“You can’t take that there into the
school, you young rip !” said Gesling.
“You'll ‘ave to leave it at the school
farm."

Ali muttered a magic spell, and
after the earth had opened and swal-
lowed l‘.}aalin%, he went in to report
to Mr, Quelch. We promptly forgot
all about him until we heard, later

No. 10.

“Bad luck for a little kid like that
to have to share a atud{u:ith Bol-
gover,” said Wharton thoughtfully.
“I'll keep my eye on him, and chip
in if Bolsover tries any bullying.”

As 3 matter of fact, lsover
started bullying right away, but it
didn’t last long because, as we went
up to tea, we saw Bolsover's head
sticking out of a large jar of boiling
odl. e dide't shed many tears over
losing Bolsy, of course; still, it did
seem rather drastic, However, as we
know from the pantomimes, they have
strange customs in the East.

e

question, he merely rubbed an old
lamp and a huge nigger appeared and
told him the apswer. Quelchy became
rather fed-up with this, and com-
manded Ali to leave his lamp alone.
However, a minute later the young-
gster rubbed the lamp and ordered
toffee, whercupen Quelchy
anapped * {

“How dare you continue to do that
when I told you not to? Take a hun-
dred lines, Ben Azral!”

“Your will is my pleasure, O Moon
of Delight,” said Ali, and promptly
rubbed his lamp. When the nigger
appearell he said: “Give me a hun-
dred lines!” :

“Certainly,” O Master!” cried the
nigger, and nced ‘them from his
trousera pocket. = Whereupon Al
handed them over to Quelnhﬁ, who

rabbed him by the neck and gave
im six.

That made Ali yell, and as soon as
he got away he rubbed his lamg and
had Quelch removed to the middle of
the bi Desert.

S0 we were taken by a prefect for
the next six weeks, while Quelch was
walking back to school, and life was
much pleasanter. ]

. In some. ways, Ali was a proper
young bounder, He liked breaking
out at night and going down io the
Of course, he didn’t

Three Fishers.

1 lamp—h

om, that he bhad been put into Stndy.

Ali did very well indeed in claas.
Whenever Mr. Queleh asked him a

Can

2}

Hshin down the drainpipe—he just

went up to the front door and said':
“Open Sesamie!” He was fond of

{ backing horses, and as he inew the

pames of all the winners for weeks in
advance—by the ajd of his magie
e soom had Joey Banks bro
and in the workhouse, which was the
best place for him.

Of course, Bunter was soon affer
the magie lamp, but AH spotted him
and had Bunter turned into a pig, so
we had to scud him to the farm. The

-funmiest part was that the pig still

wore glasscs and check trousera.
Ali was a great success in the footer
match against Higheliffe. He put a
gpell on the ball so that whenever it
was kicked it went straight into the
Highcliffe goal. We woun by 384 to
nil, and Highclifie scored 383 of them
because they always lifted the ball
into their own goal from the kick-off
cach time. Wharton was very

pleased with his pew recruit, natur-

ally.
wever, Ali's days were numbered,
He was standing with us in the quad
oné day when we were listeninﬁ to
Prout's story of how he used to hunt
gri::lg bearz in the Rockies. Prout
ad his gun with him and his cyes
glistened as he said :

“Al, my boys, if we had
WM some bears in. England I'd
g show you some shooting.”

i “No soomer said than
done, O Fat One,” said Ali
briskly. - He - waved his
il hand and said: * Abracada-
radiig bra ! and the quad became

Ml full of bears.

Prout tried to rum, but
they had him right away.
It wonldn’t have mattered
so much if Prout- alone had
- becn caten, but some of the

s Sixth and Fifth were
devoured as well, so the Head had to
expel Ali, and that was the end of
him,

+ “I'mafraid I can't make it a
senaational story because I promiscd
to stick to the truth. Trne storics
are usually very boring, so don't
blame me. It was just one of those
incidents which bappen every day,
and that’s all one can say about it.

Another true story soom, lads! (Per-
haps '—ED.)

OUR LETTER BAG

Dear Sir,—On Tucsday last, walk-
ing in the Cloister, I was surprised
to hear the song of a bird which was
unfamiliar to me. I had thought I
knew our local birds fairly well, but
this song, though it reminded me of
the shrill scream of the Barred Wood-
weker (Dendrocopus minor), was un-

ubtedly strange. -1t'was a piercing,
wailing yell, very loud in volume,
and probably the bird's alarm call.
ou’ inform me about this?—
NAT LOVER, Shell Form.

(The bird in question was probably
the Dm;gr_r.f-- Sweep (Nugenf minor),
which often visits the Cloister to
smoke a cigarette, and when attacked
by a savage prefect utters this alarm
note very loudly.—ED.)

Dear Master Wharton,—Will yqu
please tell a man what young rip put
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g in my slippers last Wensday ?—
CONSTANT REEDER (The Lodee).

(It iz against the policy of tlhis
paper to divulge official  scerets.
BOLEY Gu:.-n-ty.—EEl.}

MY TOUR OF GREYFRIARS!

By A DUD BOB

(EDITOR'S NOTE ; The * Dud Bab™
in question seems to be Bob Cherry, judging
by the spidery wriling.)

I am a dud “bob "—in other words,
a shilting made of lead. It is farx
more fun to be a dwd bob than a real
bob, hecanse people” eall me such
fuhiny names. Last week T found
mysell in Unele Clegg’s till. I didun’t
stay there long, because I was handed
to'a vouth named Bolsover major as
part of his change.

Bolsover kept me in his pocket for
a day, and then offered me to a tuek-
shop dame named Mimble., Mrs.
Mimlle pointed out that I was a dud,
whereupon Bolsover let yip for a good
tem winutes.” SBlouching back to
scliool, he met a youth named Skinner,
who asked him to join a game of nap
in the woodsherd. Bolsover. hesitated
a minute, and then, remembering me,
he consciited.

He lost- cightpence at nap, so he
gave me to Skinner and  took four-
;‘:i."m:u change. Skinner offeved me to
Mrs., Mimble at fea-time, but slie
recoenizeld me at onee, and Skinner
went away, calling me some bad
names and Bolsover worse ones. He
met o fat vouth named Bunter.who
asked him, not very hopefully, “to
“lewd hini a bob.” Skinner grunted
and  passedd me  over, whereupon
Bunter made a bee-line to the tuck-
shop. -

In a tired voice, Mrs. Mimble said
she had already refused me twice that
day, =0 Bunter retived baffled. Meet-
g Harvry Wharton, lie asked if he
haud o shillingsworth of stamps to sell.
Wharton had, s0 I again chaneed

ownels. (T found out afterwards that |-

Bunter sold the stamps to Ogilvy and
spent the bob at the tuckshop.)

Wharton did not look at me. but

dropped me in his pocket—until an
Amwerican youth named Fish ecame
along while Wharton was at tea.
Fish had a tin of pincapple for sale
cheap—one shilling.  Wharton there-
fore exchanged me for the tin of piue-
apple, and Fislr took me along to his
study to put in his money-box. ~But
two minutes later, Wharton looked in
angrily.

“This pineapple’s bad ! he roared.
Fishy Lburst into a cackle. :
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i I
said.
Was a

guess that’s your fumeral,” he
“I didn't guarantee that pine
ld c:nri~.’f Then he s ttfil.‘l
me., 1y—wlha reat gophers!”
Le yelled. E:‘-Th'm 11:1;5: hu‘b*ég updmi!”
That made Wharton laugh heartily.
“I didn’t guarantee that bob was a
good one!"™ he chortled, and went
away.
“BStung !” hissed Fishy, glaring at
me like a fiend. “I've been sold!
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But I guess they won't ‘Ent by with it.

No, sir!” And he too
the tuckshop.

I gave Mrs. Mimble a cheery nod
for aunld lang syne. 8She pushed me
back to Fisher T.

“I'm ettinwuite tired of secing
this shilling, ster Fish,” she said.
“Take it away at once !”

“By the great horned toad,” snarled
Fishy, “I guess I'll get the valoo out
of it somewhere !”

. And lie did, almost at once, when
he found Tubb of the Third trying to
sell a pocket-knife. The knife was
bought for a bob, and Tubb cut off

me down to

'E; the tuckshop to get some tarts for
1 u. .
Well, of course, Mrs. Mimble

Pus]:uad me back with a tir{-d-si?‘h, 80
[Cubb breathed hatred as he looked
round for someone to diddle. . He was
lucky. George 'i'i[iugate oave him a
wund note to buy ]
or tea, and' Tubb deftly slipped me
inte Wingate's change,

I did not stay lon

and mighty Sixth. Iﬁf
changed a ten-shilling note for Hob-

in the high

son, and I was part of the change—|

' THEN William Wibley came in
; —at calling-over—he found

gquite unconscigusly, of course. I

stayed the night with Hobson, and:

did -not leave him until next midday,
when he bought a pocket-knife from

Fisher T. Fish for three shillings. 1

was one of the shillings.

Fishy could hardly believe his eyes
when lie got me back to his study.

“Jee-rusalem crickets!” he gasped.

“Hycr, Hobson——" And he rushed
back to the Shell.
Hobson, however, mercly  jabbed
him with the pocket-knife (which was
broken), so Fw]ig had to put up with
me until he worked wme off on Russell
in cxchange for a book,

Russell took me to the -tuckshop,
and Mrs. Mimble said if she had any
more of it, she would tell Mr. Queleh,

Russell, however,  did mot look
around -for someone to diddle. He
merely flung me away.
~ Two ‘minutes .ago 1 was found- by
Bunter and I am now on iny way to
the tuckshop. :

Well, well, well—a shilriiﬁg -:l'ﬁgﬂ'see-

life !

im some things |

| study

ingate kindly | ¢ Wasnot going to give Queleh time

THE BLACK PRINCE
OF GREYFRIARS!

(Continued from page 24.)

Gosling blinked after him, blinked
at Mr. Queleh, blinked at Bunter,
and stumped out of the study; leaving
the fat Owl with his Form-master,

- Mr. Quelch was eyeing Bunter with
a very peculiar expression on his face.

There was a. long silence, during
which Bunter's fat knees knoeked
together.

“ Bunter !* gaid Mr. Qucleli, at last.
“I should punish you with the
greatest severity for this trickery—
and those who have helped you also
—but for the fact,” continuwed: M.
Queleh, “ that your innocence of tlic
action attributed to you has now
been established. - As T canuot -help
feeling glad and relieved that an un-
just flogging was not administeted, 1
feel that I ¢annot punish yvou for
havi eluded- it, even by such ex-
traordindry means.”

“Oh!” gaid Bunter.
brightened.

“Go and change Fnur_clgﬂ-u_{:a. at
once, and clean off that ridiculous

His fat face

‘make-up;” said: Mr.: Quelch' sternly,

“1 shall pardon you for this trickery,
Bunter, in the very peculiar circum-
stanpes. You may lcave my study!”
- Billy Buuter left Myr. Quelch’s
like a stone leaving a catapult.

to cjl'l_gngc hiz mund !

: Billy Bunter in the ranks of
the ‘Hemove, m  lhis own proper
person, and FPrince Bomombo  of
Bongoland a thing of the past. And
~ag maticrs had turned out—Haxry
Wharton & Co. did not boot William
Wibley the length of the Remove pas-
sage, and back again! All had ended
well—the only drawback to that
bappy ending, in tlic fat Owl’s
opinion; being that Billy Bunter had
to go inte class again and do a spot
of work—mow that he was no longer

| Prince Bomombo from . Bongolaiid !

THE EXD.

(Watch out for next Saturday's
Maaxer and another rollicking fine
story of Harry Wharten & Co., of

Greyfriars, entitled: “THE TUCK-
HOARDER!' The only way tomake
sure of gelting your MAGNET reghlerly
each week i5 to fill up the Ordér Form
ot page 23 of thiz {szue and hand it
to your. newsagent.)

“NEW

FOOTY"” IS GUARANTEED

MEAREST APPROACH TO ACTUAL FDOTBALL EVER INVENTED OR MONEY REFUMDED. Thousands sold

during past 10 years. PLAYED LIKE REAL FOOTBALL OM TABLECLOTH, men follow ball in play. ALL

REAL THRILLS, fouls. oflside, penalties, eie. ACTUAL FODTBALL RULES ADAPTED. Teztimoninls galore.

22 SPECGIAL MEN, BALL AND GOALS. Drices 2(-, or DE LUXE SETS 3/11 and 5/~ SUPER SET WITH

GLOTH, 10/-. CLOTHE SEPARATELY, 5 ft. = 5 ft., marked out, 3,8, or g‘},ﬂm. 2711, PLUS 4d. POSTAGE AND
"PACKING ON ALL ORDERS. FROM:

THE “NEWFOOTY" CO.,38, Barlow’s Lane, FAZAKERLEY, LIVERPOOL, 9,
ENJOY THE "BLACK-OUTS "—PLAY THE CAME!.  BUY NOW! :

DITFEREXNT STAMPS, including Triangular, inel, 25 ITIRH Colouials, SELANGUOLL,
30 BN, A MU FREE 1) | 85, PACKET FREE, S hili it ite
LIGBURN & TOWNHEND (U.J. ), LIVERPOOL 3. M | approvals —ROBINSON BROS. (A), MORETON, WIRRAL.
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