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Listening at keyholes is one of Billy Buntar's liitls weaknesses, . . . But hoe doesn’t get away with it thiz timasl
(Sea the fine long sekool slory ineide.)



Our New ¢ Chat?’ Feature.

B fice, Boyl

Ahcays glad to hcar from gouw, chuoms, so drop me a line fo the following address :
The FEditor, The  Magnet’ Library, The Amalgamated Press, Lid,, Fleetway House,

Feavringdon Street, London, E.C.4.

NOTE.—AN

Jokes nand Limericks

ahould bs sent to

c/o " Magnet,” 5, Carmelite Street, London, E.C. 4. (Comp.).

know, becausa I have a large

nuntber of them amongst my

friends. Harry Taylor, of Herne
Bay, has a sailor pal, too, and he has
Leen telling Harry that many soilors
swear that

THE FLYING DUTCHMAN

actually exists, and many of them have
scen it. *arry wants to know what I
think aboug it.”. Well, let me tell Harry,
first of all, of an cxperience which bap-
pened to one-of my sailor pals. He was
on watch on a torpedo-boat during the
night, and suddenly sighted the light of
another vessel bearing down right upon
him. The light was almost right on
top of him when he noticed it, and he
immediately gave the order " Hard-
aport!” But, to his surprise, the light
still remained right ahead! .

He frankly admits that he got “the
wind up,” and rushed to the side of the
bridge to sco if the hoat was cbeying
her helm, thinking, of course, that some-
thing had gone wrong with the steering
gear, and that o collision was immipent.
But the torpedo-boat had swung off her
course, all right yet the strange hgl}t
remained straight ahead! You cant
wonder at him thinking if all the yarns
hie had heard about

PHANTOM SHIPS

viere true! Anvway, he jumped down
and ran along to the forecastle head,
and then the light suridenly disappeared.
There was no question of 1t being a
reflection, or anything like that—it was
a clear and bright, though rather weird
light. Ho brought the boat back to her
course, and then started to puzzle it ous,
I'here was no ship anywhere near him--
that was evident, or there would have
been a collision. And then he hit on
the explanation! The strange light was
caused by

ST. ELMO'S FIRE !

1 don't know whether vouw've ever
heard of 8t Elmo's Fire—as it is called
—but it is one of the most weird and
wonderful of electrical manifestations.
It is a weird, ghostly light which sud-
denly appears at the ends of yards, or
on the top of masts on ships et sea.
Sometimes it actually appears om the
finger-ends of sailors working up aloft!
Mo ane knows exactly what it iz, or how
it iz caused, except that the eolectricily
in the air has something to do with it
Now, this torpedo-boat had a flagstall
vight forward, and the weird light was
nothing other than 8t. Elmo's firc
appearing on the top of that staff !

Let's come back to the Flying Dutch-
man, My friend’s theory—and I think
he is right—is that the legend of the
phantom ship came from some ssilor or
gailors who saw a sinular manifestation
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S.&IL{IRE are a superstitious lot! 1

of lhiz particaular light. Frobably there
wera poculiar cloud formations behind
it, and the result weaz that they believed
they hed actually scen & phantom ship
which vanizhed as they drew near to it

HOW IS IT DORE?

A "Magnetite " who went te Paris lor
a brief holiday recently—lucky fellow!—
describes a wonderful illusion which he

‘saw there, and asks me if I can tell him

how it was done, He and a lot of other
people went into- a large room which
was decorated as an Lastern palace.
The lights went out for a while, and
then twinkled vp again all over the
place, making the room seem as il it
were boundless in extent, and Kt by
miilions of tiny globes. Again the
lights went out, and when they came on
again my chum and his friends found
themselves in a vast forest, lit by glow-
worms and clectrical butterflies, with
trees Bt ing inte infimty. Once
more the lights went out, and when they
came on again everyons was in the
famous palace of the' Albhambra!

My chum hadn’t time to discover
what hed  happencd, before, In &
twinkling of an eve théy were all back
in the room from which they had
started! How was it déne? My chum
must remember that in illusions of this
kind

MIRRORS HOLD THE SECRET !

The room was composed of mirrors with
& column scparating each one, Only a

third of these columna are seen at ona )

time, and the mirrors do. the rest and
reflect the columns over and over again,
When the lights go out the columns are
turned one t%ird, and the parts of them
which are then seen 1epresent brees
Hence the illimitable forest! The glow-
worms and butterflies are lowered from
the roof. Then the columns are turned
again, and & third portion of them is
refected hundreds and hundreds of
times. The room, of courss, remains the
same all the time; the ‘illusion 1s
croated by the mirrors and the lighting
effecis !

Owing to the Whitsun Heolidays your
next issue of the MAGNET will be

on sale Friday, May 17th.
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MORE FREE GIFTS !

By the way, chums, don't lose sight
of the fact that our splendid companion
paper, the “Gem Library,” is still going
great guna with its free gifts of ?tct'l_.'trﬂ
cards—printed in full colours—dealing
with mechanical

MARVELS OF THE
FUTURE!

This week's free picture
card, a rezl corker, too,
depists a

200 m.p.h. LOCOMOTIVE,

another dream of the future.
There will be in all sixteen
of these “peeps into the
future,” and you will do well
o collect the whole sef.
Pop round to your news-
agent to-day and ask him
to reserve a copy of the
“Gem Library ™ for 3ou
every Wednesday.

CAN SAND SING?

is the question asked by
B. G., of Cambuslang. I suppose he is
veferving to the “singing sands ™ which
are found in partz of Austrelia. These
sands give out o Eeeulia,r singing nwize
when anyone wallks upon them, and I
remember hearing a lecture some time
ago in which the ?anturer Eave examples
of how this particular sand cquld sing.
He had tubes of different sands and
pounded them all in turn, pla%iong a
simple little tune upon them. So tha
auswer to this particular guestion 1s:
Yes, it can, to a certain extent!

SMILE, BOYS, SMILE,
at this joke which earns & pockel-knife
for Goorge Goldfarb, of 5258, Bt.
Urhain treet, Montreal, Quebee,
Canpada :

A young man took his aged grand-
mother to an art exhibition. They
wandered about looking at the paintings
with interest. Finally, they stopped
before a portrait which showed a man
sitting in a high-backed chair. Tacked
to tho frame was & small, white card.

“What does it say on the card?®"
asked the old lady.

HEA rait of T. M. Brown, by him-
self,” ¥ answered the grandson.

The old lady went closer to tho
picture, _

“What fools these art people musk
be,” she muttered. * Auybody counld see
Brown is by himself. There's nobody
glze in the piecture, anyway !

Now that space is getting rather thort
I must turn to my little black book and
see what's what for nexb week,

Topping the bil], of course, is another
magnificent long complete school storys
dﬂ[g'mg with the adventires of Harry
Wharton & Co. at’Greyfriars, entitled :

«THE SHYLOCK OF GREYFRIARS ! ™

I won't divulge the name of the
shylock—possibly you can guess lis
identity * Anyway, the yarn itself is the
real goods, and will be acelaimed on all
sidez as ona of Mr. Richards' best.

MNext comes another laughable story
of Bt. Sam's—tho last of the * Bird-
man M gories:

“THE SRKOOLBOY AIR-HEROES [ *»

Dr. Birchemall realizes at long last that
if you play with fire you're sure to burn
your fingers in the end. That this yarn
will raise woars of merriment I'mn
convinced.

And to wind up the programme thera
will be another gripping instalment of

« SPEEDWAY PALS 1*

Carney Allan's  thrilling  divt-track

serial, together with another " Come

into the Office, Boys!® Cheerio, chums!
YOUR EDITOR,



THIS WEEK'S

BRIGHT AND BREETY SCHOOL YARN-—

—featuring Harry Wharton & Co,, the chums of Greyfriars. By Frank Richards.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Awful |

“ UNTER!" 1
B Mr. Quelch’s voico rapped
out through the stillness of

the Remove Form-room with
the sharpness of & knife edge. ]

Billy Bunter started guiltily as his
name was called, and his podgy face
broke into a weird mixture of contor-
tions.

“Bunter!"

Mr. Quelch’s eyes, often compared by
tho members of the Form to gimlets
on account of their penetrating shrowd-
ness, fixed on the Owl of the Remove
in & terrific stare.

“Buater! Boy! Stand up at once!l”

William  George  Bunter rolled
clumsily to his feet, his face working
strangely. ] )

The Hemove were “doing ¥ History

English, and for quita twenty minutes
their Form master had ex-
pounded the virtues of King Short

Edward the Sixth. Mr.
t%‘ueleh’s class had listened to
the words of wisdom that fell
from his august lips with
- mixed feelings., Outside the
Form-room windows @ brl-
liant =un blazed down upon
the quad. Inside the Form-
room the minute hand of the ¢lock on
the wall :eemed never to have roved
s slowly 1o the Bemovites,

It still wanted ten minotes to morn-
ing " break,” and the rapt expressions
of attention on the faces of the juniors
were gradually changing to a restless-
ness, sccompanied by much seraping of
feet and hdgeting that earped My
Duelch's deep displeasure.

As Harold Skinner remarked, “0ld
Quelchy ' was a demon for “wagging
lus chin,” and there waa no doubt that
Mr. Queleh toek Enghsh  History
seriously, os indeed he took all subjects
in the currieulum. With the passing of
tho minutea the master had waxed
quite cloguent on the merits of the boy
king—an cloquence, if he had only
known it, that was entirely lost upon
the members of hia Form. And whilst
Mr. Quelch “spouted,” the Removites
with great caution had flled in the
timo with various devices.

While Mr. Quelch's back was turned
to the blackboard upon which, with
commendablo care and exactitude, he

theless,

eating in class.

was drawing & genealogical treo of
that period with which the lesson dealt,
Harold Skinner, the cad ol the Remove,
improved the shining hour with a
surreptitious study of * Winning Tips.”
Bob Cherry, who found it always o
difficult matter to =it still for any
length of time, began to shuffle his big
feet, Lord Mauloverer, the slacker of
tha Remove, an to doze; Porcy
Bolsover, a trifle more daring, had
ventured to relieve the monotony of his
oxistence by slinging ink pellets at
Ogilvy.

And William George Bunter gave up
his entire nttention to a bag of toffen
which he had smuggled into the Form-
room. Dating was the Owl of the
Remove's hewttin?- sin, the be all and
end all of his life, so to speak. So
whilst Mr. Quelch chalked on the big
blackbhoard what wern meaningless
things to DBilly Bunter, thet cheerful

Quelch's words, it almost secmed asz if
the Owl of the Remove had committed
nn unpardonable sin, Really, it was
hard- lines on Buater to bo singled out
like this!

“Bunter! Remove from your mouth
at once whatever you are eanting!”

“Mmmmmmmm [”  Billy Bunter's
fnce Hurk@d spasmodically, and that
was all.

Mr. Quelch’s brow grew thundercus,
He picked up the pointer.

“Boy! Do as you're told!”

Billy Dunter’s eyes blinked, and his
face wont crimson. Indeed, = keen
observer would have said that the fat
junior was in danger of choking.

“Mmmmmmmmm 1"

The Remove looked on interestedly,
welcoming this unexpected deliverance

irom the subject of King Edward the
Sixth's reign.

vouth had proceeded to cram largo "Da you hear me, Bunter?” rapped
i e IO

. Apparently illy  Bunter

rations for a week! That, to 4y E:ar, for he nodded hia

William George Bunter, is something
really too awful to contemplate. Never-
it is the punishment Bunter's
Form-master sees fit to award him for
*Sawful, isn't it?

quantities of toffee into hia capacious
mouth. For quite ten minutes the fat
junior had managed to eonccal the fact
that his attention was on anything but
the English History lesson. And then,
with the swiftness of light, Mz
Queleh's suspicions had been aroused,

Wheeling reund from the blackboard,

ha had cinght William (George Duntor
in the act of putting a large picce of
succulent toffen in hiz mouth. The Owl
of the Remove, taken thoroughly un-
awares, had stoffed the toffes into his

mouth, and had, with one gulp,
endeavoured to swallow it, The result
was disaslrons, Hall the toffee became
fixed in his throat, the other hall
wrapped itself lovingly around Lis
teeth,

“Bunter!” snapped Mr. -Quelch,
“You are not paying ablention!™

“EMmmmmmmmm !

“You are actually ecating n the
Form-room,” continued Mr. Quelch
acidly,  “Iating during the English
lesson !

Judging from the tone of Mr.

bullet head as a token, and
made one more final attempt
to got rid of that large piece
of toffee. His fat face grew
as red as o lobster as he tried
to rolease his teeth from tho
toffee, then it changed sud-
denly to a sickly green.

“ Bless my soul!” gasped Mr. Queleh.
“Tha boy 13 ill!"

“Shall 1 thump him on the back,
sic 7" asked Harold Skinner obligingly.
And hefore Mr. Quelch eould give anﬁ
answer Skinner leaped to his feet an
thumped William George Bunter hard
and truly on the back.

“Mummmmm ! Grooocough ™
Thump! y
Harold Skinner again obligingly

thumped the fat junior, and thiz time
it had effect. The force of the blow
inducad Bunter to yell, and ns he
yolled his teeth, so long m:gnfed in
tha toffee, came apart. Added lo
which the refractory piece of toffee that
had lingered in his throat slid down
with & gulp,

"Groooooough| Oh dearl”

Billy Bunter gasped and spluttered
and luttered and gasped as he
clutched at the desk for support.

Mr. Queleh eyed him sternly.
“Bunter! You wreiched boy!” he
Tue Macxer Lisrary.—No, 1,100.
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snapped. “This 13 what comes of your
disgusting habit of gorging.”

“rooovoough ! groaned
pathetically, _ ]

“"This is not the first time,” continued
Alr. Queleh, “that I have discovered
xou eating in class. This is not the
tirat tima that 1 bave spoken to you on
tha 1III:';1':1hu_i:erlr:t. of glattony!l”

il nw .!I‘

“Tt is disgraceful!” rumbled the
master of the Remove, * Disgusting!
And I will not tolerato it eny longer!

“Yowl Wowl" o

Mr. Quelch pursed his lips.

“] am determined to put a stop to
thia %Iu tony, wretched boyl” went on

Buntar

Mr. Queleh. “But for the fact that
vou have made yourself ill by your
-greadimess 1 would care you severely!
*0h, lor'l" proaned Bunter,
“ Ag it is, you will take three hundred

1

lineg—-" :

Bunter's fat face brightensd a trifle.
After all, thrce hungred lines was
better than a severe caning. DBut Mr.
Queleli had not finished with the Owl
of the Remove yect. o

“ And for the next week,” added the
master of the Remove, “the tuckshop
will be closed to you. 1 will give Mrs,
Mimble instructions to that effect.”

Buunter's face fell, The punishment

hurt him moroe than thres thousand
lines would have done.
ar ﬂh -l:i ]
“Furthermore,” continued Mr.

Quelch acidly, “you are forbidden to
partake of tea in your study or m the

study of any other member of the
Form1” ) _
“0Oh, crikeyl” gasped Bunter.

" Groogough!™ o

* Stop making those ridiculous expres-
sions!™” thundered the master of the
TRemove, and then he turned to the
rest of the Form. “I forbid you boys
to give Bunter food of any kind—that
ﬂmﬁ:des sweeta and the like—for the
epace of a week from to.day., Any
breach of that order will bring down
soverc punishment on the heads of the
offendeys.” ]

The Remove listened with dutiful ex-
pressions.  In the  circnmstances 1k
would not be difficult to cbey that com-
mand. .

Billy Bunter, who was now practic-
ally recovered from the effecta of the
toffea looked Mgubrions. 'To be barred
from indulging in snacks between
meals was n terrific blow to bim, and
glroady his lhieart was ]mm‘{ within
him. For one whole week heo would
have lo “ten ™ in Hall on * doorsteps
and weak tea. For one whole week ho
wonld be ahle anly to gaze upon the
delicious jam-tartz that daily graced
the littla window of Mrs. Mimble's
tuckshop, whilst other iuniors cnjoyed
them to their heart's content., Really,
it was awful to contemplate.

Mr. Queleh bent o stern face on the
Owl of the Remave,

“1 trust this will prove a lasting
lesson to you, Bunter,” he said. “You
mderstand, from to-day and onwards
.or & week, vou are not on any account
to eat anviling aother than that which
18 provided in the dining-hall."

Billy Bunter was silent. The blow
ecamed to have stricken him dumb,

“Youn understand ¥ Mr. Quelch's
voice roze a litile,

“Ow! Oh, yes, sir!"” gasped the fat

YuNIOL.
“Yaou may sit down!" said Mr.
Quelch.  “We will now resume the
lesson B

But there the master of the Remove
made a mistake., “I'he diversion from
English History to the gluttony of

TuE Macguer Liseany.—No. 1,100,

William George DBuntor occupied the
few minutes left to morning * break,”
and even as he picked up the chalk and
turned to the blackboard, Mr. Qualch,
glancing at the clock, was reminded of
the fact. With a slight {rown of
annoyzice, he faced the Remeove,

“You may dismiss]™ ]

And the Removites lost no time n
obeying that command. The uninten-
tional eervices of William George
Bunter had shortened the leston con-
siderably and the juniors were of the
opinion that the subject of Billy Bunter,
tha boy gorger, was for more interesting
than that of King Edward the Sixth,
the boy king. _

But Billy Bunter felt no glow of
satisfaction _ for his  unintentional
services. His podgy face was woe-
begone in the extreme as he rolled ount
of the Form-room. For him the world
had ceased to move; had ceased to have
any attractiveness, and he summed ap

the situation in one word:
“Awful [?

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Bunter Tries It On !

L SAY, Pelep—"

William Ceorge Bunter
en m the single armechair
that Study No. 7 boasted, loocked

pathetically at Peter Todd.

“1 say, Peter, old chap—"

Poter Tadd paid no heed.

It war tea-time and Peter Todd,
together with Alonzo Todd, hizs cousin,
and Tow Dutton, the deaf junior, was
piling into the good things on the
table with a gpoodwill prempted by an
afternoon’a healthy leather-chaszing at
the nets on Little Bide.

Billy Bunter's mouth watlered.

He har partoken of teo in Hall, such
as 1t wasz, and like Alexander of old
he was looking round for fresh worlda
to conquer. Mr. Quelch’s fiat had gone
forth—it had spread throughout the
entire school and on no hand was any
sympathy extended to William George
Bunter in his misfortune.  Indeed, it
secemed to the Owl of the Remove that
all Gravfriars gloried in his plight, a
circumstance that was inexplieabla to
anch a fascinating, popular fellow as
William George Bonter.

“1 say. Poter, old chap—old fellow 1"

Peter Todd paused in the act of
cutting a large sultana coke.

“What's wrong, old fat man?”

Billy Bunter hcked his lips,

“You nnal;hh show a little sympathy
with a [ellow,” ha sad plamntively.
“"Don't vou think old Quelch has Lreated
me unjustly 7"

“No!™ raid Poeter laconically,

“ Beast 17 exelaimed Bunter.
that ecake looks fine ®

Peter Todd, his  couth full of cake,
nodded.

“1 think I'll just sample a bit of it
gaid Bunter, with well-assumed careless-
ness, and he reached out a podgy hand
tdq lmka a poriion of the cake from the

ish,

Crach |

Il?m mﬂ!!?

Just as the fat junior's hand was about
to close on the cake Petor Todd piched
up tka bread-knife and rapped the
handla of it soundly on Bunter’s fat
fingers. Bunter's hand was withdrawn
sucddenly. He sucked his damaged
knuckles and glared balefully at the
cheerful Peter. :

“ Beast 1™ he exclaimed. " Yow! My
knuckleat”

“"Keop wvour fat paws off this table,™
said Peter unperturbed, *or you'll get

another crark over the Lnuckles™
“¥ah! Beast!™

£ I Luy,

Peter cresumed his tea. It seemed to
Bunter that Peter took a delight in
soeing him suffer tho pangs of hunger,
80 the Owl of the Remove turncd his
attention to Peter's cousin,

“1 say, Alonzo, old fellow—"

Alonzo Todd, the duffer of
Remove, beamed.

" Yes, my dear Bunter,” he said.

“You might feel sorry for a chap,”
said Bunter miserably,

“ My dear Bunter, knowing you as I
do,” saiz Alonzo, “and your inveterate
l_fm-il_it- of demolishing large quantities of
indigestible compounds (Il do feel
mrr& "

“h, good!™

“That Mr. Quelch did not see fit to
order you, my dear Bunter, a month's
abstinence from such things,” continued
Alonze, in  his usual long-winded
manner,

™ Ob, really, Alonzo——"

Alonzo wagged a bony finger at his
fat study mate.

“My Uncle Benjomin has always
cautioncd me as to the excessive over-
charging of the stomach. All manner
of disordera a?ring from the unwary
consumption of foodstuffs that are un-
necessary to the organisam of mankind.”

“Go it. Alonzo!” grinned Peter.

“And I concur with the view of our
learned Form-master that wyou are
mnclined to gluttony, my dear Bunter.
You have my Eﬂl:lti wishes that this
week of abstinence will prove efficacious
and beneficial in its eifect ugcm your
gystermn, Try and be firm-willed in this
matter. Whenever temptation to break
the order Mr. Quelech has given you
springs to your mind, counter it with
a little self contral.  Say to yourself,
my dear Binter, *1 am not in need of
this food. I have no liking for it! Bay’
— Yoopl"

Alonzo Todd had no intention of
making that unintelligible ejaculation,
but a cushion suddenly whizzed frem the
direction of Bunter and the armchair
had tha effect of proving it as the
missile landed faivly and squarely on
Alonza's chin.

“Yah'” roared Bunter, his
gleaming. “You keep your
winded sermons to yourself.

“My dear Bunter,” remonstrated
Alonza, “I am shocked, nny disgusted
at this want of appreciation in you.
My uncle Benjamin——~"

He brcke as Bunter made a move-
ment to hurl & book, that lay close
handy, =t him.  Really it was difficilt
to impress upon the intellect of William
George Bunter the doctrines of Unclo
Benjanen i the circumstances.
Alonzo, with o sigh, gave up the task
and resumed his tea.

Tor soma minutes Bunter watched his
studymates, or rather the gpood things
thay wera consuming. And, in despera-
tion, e at last turned to Tom Dutton.

[ say, Dutton, old chap—~

Dutton glared.

“Whe are you calling o Jap¥® ho
demanded warml “1F you're asking
for a thick car, Bunter, say =0.”

“I sad, old ‘chap,”™ said Bunter
londly.

Tom Dutton pushed back his chair.

“You'll give my head a rap? he
asked, rolling up his culfs, “Why I'd
burst ycu !”

“Oh, dear! gasped DBunter. *1
didn't say 1I'd give vour head a rap,
old fellow, I wouldn’t think of if,
really, T wouldn't 1"

“0Oh couldn't 11" reoared Duttan.
“Put up vour hands and we'll sce if 1
can't”

“Hold on!™ bellowed Bunter. *I
tmil'q wanted to ask you to sympathize—
BENgQ——=

“What 1” said Dutton angrily. “A

the

eyes
long-
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* My heye ! "’ grumbled Trotfer. ** O!d Quelch oughter be made to carry this *ere blinking box hisself I ** And the page,
quite unconscious that Billy Bunter had watched his every movement, sighed with relief when the door of Mr. Quelch's study

fat porker like you black both my eyes.
Why, I'll smash youl"

And he advanced on William Georgo
Bunter with clenched fists.

‘Poter Todd grinned and intervened.
Reolly Tom Dutton’s affiiction was on
occasions more of an_affliction to his
Form fellows than to Dutton himself.

“Hold on ! bellowed Peter, dragging
the excited Dutton by the arm. * Bunter
didn't say he'd black your eyes. He
said ‘sympathise ' [” .

“J{o could have =six tries,"” said
Dutton indignantly, “and I'd fight him

with one hand, too. Black my eyes.
: "i’iunh!r'a trying to enlist  your
sympathy ! bellowed Todd at the top

of his voice. “Quelchy’s forbidden him
to cat in the study—>"

Dutton glared ab Peter this time.

“Well, your own face isn't so jolly
elean,” ho zaid warmly. “And I don’t
reo why you should say my face is
muddy.”

“1 never said anything about your
silly face,” shricked Doeter, turning
erimson in his efforts to make himself
understood,

“If vou say I go the pace, Peter
Todd,” retorted Dutton, clenching his
big fists, “You can come in the gym
ond prove your words.™ x

"(}Iil. crumbs "' groaned Peter. % This
ia awfu! 1*

“You silly ass!” said Dutlton disdain-
fully. “It isn't lawful, not hcre any-
way, to play the giddy goat and go the
pace. ou ought to know better than
thﬂ.ti"_PEtEI' Todd, I'm surprised ot

ou

Peter Todd took a deep breath., At
times he found his deaf studymate very
trying.

“You've pgot it all wrong,” he
shouted at tho top of his voico. * Bunter
wns trying to enlist vour sympathy to
give him some coke.”

¥

came In sight at last.

“Then, why on earth dido't you say
50 before,” said Tom Dutton warmly.

“I did!"” bellowed Peter, in despair.

“There's no need to shout,” replied
Dutton. "I may be a trifle deaf; but
there's no need to shoutt”

And he turned on his heel and stalked
out of the study.

(See Chapter B.)

Potor fanned himself when Dutfon
had gono.
“Ye gods!™ he gasped. “I don'tb

know how [ stand that chap in this
study.™

And Peter and Alenzo resumed their
toa under tho watchful, hungry cyes of
Billy Bunter. Only one morg ultEmPt
did the fat junior make to sample the
sultana cake and that ended disastrously
for him, for Alonzo, turning sharply
with a cup of hot tea half-raised to his
lips, collided with Bunter's podgy hand.

Swoosh |

The contents of the cup swamped
down over DBunter’s outstretched hand
with scalding effect. Ho withdrew his
hand for the sccond time as if he had
Lieen shot.

Oh, dear!

“Yaroooooh !
scalded me 1™

Peter Todd grioned,

“Berve you right, old fat man,” ha
said eallously. “I lhope it hurts.”

“¥ah! Rotter!” roared DBunter.
“ Mean rotter! I'm fed-up with this
rotten study ! I'm going somewhere else
where I'm appreciatol! Yah!™

And William George DBunter rolled
from the study, staying at the doorway
for & sccond only to glare at the cheerinl
Peter with a glars that threatened to
crack his big spectac'es.

But that terrific glare, which should
have shrivelled hi-n up on thoe spot had
no cifect on Peter. Ho went on cating
his tea regardless of William Georgo

You'vo

Bunter and his gricvances, and Alonzo,
who usually teck his cue frowm his Cousin
Peter, did likewisa.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Other Quelch !

" EAlT ¥
B Billy Bunter paused outside

the door of Mr. Quelch's study
) _ns he mady that muttered
ejaculation,

In the hand of the Owl of the Remove
was a pile of paper covered with his
usual strageling caligraphy and a plen-
titudde of blota and smudges. Tho
papers represented the three -hundred
lines he had been awarded for eating
in the Form-room tha: morning.

Mr. Quelch had stated that the impot
was to bo handed in by six o'clock, and,
lazy as Billy Bunter was he had not
darced to disregard that command.

Tap !

After tho muttered uncomplimentary
cpithet the fat junior knocked on the
door of Mr. Quelch's study.

There was no answer,

RBilly Bunter quietly pushed open the
door and pq:creg in, Tho study was
cmpty, therclore the Owl of the Remove
had no further need to mutter beneath
his breath.

“Boast I This time the epithet was
quitoe cudible. -

Bunter rolled up ts the desk and
placed his lines on it.  That was the
ugual proeeduro in the absence of the
master of the Remove. Then he peered
round him inguisitively, inguisitivencss
being a marked quality in his makeup,
On tho desk was a pile of manuseripe
neatly writtea in Mr, Queleh’s hanei-
writing—the result of Mr. Queleh’s
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literary efforts to compile s History of
Greyfriars. All the Remove knew that
this history was one of the Form
master’s pet hobbies, and tbat it had
waken him years to collect and set down,
and for a moment William George
Bunter was tempted to sgeize the wmanu-
geript and burn it.

Fortunately, perhaps, for the vengeful
Owl of tho Remove, he dismissed the
idea as being too dangerous, And 1f
was while he lingered in the study, turn-
ing over in his mind wild plans for
making “old Quelchy sit up ™ that the
{elephone-bell rang.

Buzzzzzzrzez| Duzzzezel .

After a fow moments’ delay William
(icorge Bunter rolled towards the in-
strumient and picked up the receiver, an
action not prompted by thoughtfulness,
but sheer inguisitiveness.

" Hallo 1™ :

“Jg that Mr. Squelchi” came a volce,
with businesslike brusqueness.

“ Mr.—Mr. Quelch—" began Bunter,
when the businlesslike woice broke In
Erain. -

“ This is Chunkles's Stores speaking.

“0Oh! Ah!” mumbled Bunter.

“Wo are sending you the hat you
asked for by our delivery-van first thing
to-morrow, sir. We trusk, Mr. Kelch
—the Chunkley's employee apparently
found difficulty in deciphering the Form
master’s name—" that it will meet with
vour full approval.,” P

“ Oh I”* mumbled Bunter. " Yes.

“1§ there is anything further you re-
rjuire, Mr. Felch,” went on the business-
like young gentleman at the other end
of the telephone, :wa shall be most
ha to serve you. ]

ﬂTe}Fwait.e:i [n:ja fow seconds, evidently
expecting some sort of re:pfj to that
magnanimous offer. And in_those few
moments Billy Bunter’s fat brain
worked at double speed. So far he had
confined his replies over the telephone to
monosyllabic ejaculations, This time a
littlo cough eseaped him before he spoke.
Anyono whe knew William George
Bunter well, would have read in that
slight cough sure sign that the [at
junior wat contemplating a;th_er & spell
of ventriloquism, eor the imtation of
another person’s voice. .

“There are several things I require,
az o malter of fact!” The volce was
that of Mr. Henry Samuel Quelch to a
nicety, and the stores assistant becamo
most deferential on the gpot. i

“If you will be so good as to give me
a list of the articles you reguire, Mr,
Greleh, we shall be delighted to send
them. together with the hat. T need
hardly say that Chunkley's prices, eir,
hear most faronrable comparison with
ihe foremost London stores” ]

“ Ahem !* grinned Bunier. “Quite,
quite. Now, lemme sce. I mean, T
want a lot—ihat i3 to sny, a guantity
of prub—aliem—I mean foodstuffa—"

“Certainly, sir!” eame the *Chunk-
low's voice.” “I have a penecil and
paper hera, sir®

Rilly DBunter’s fat face broke inilo a
“rin.

“ Kindly send me a large suliana eake,
with icing—plenty of icing. 8ix dozen
polaire, ‘threa dozen jam-tarts, a dozen
rahbit-piog—"

There ‘was an audible gasp of surprise
from Chunkley’s assistant. What a
Form master wanied with such a2 guan-
Lity of footstuffs puzzled him. BStll,
business was business, and the zealous
azsistant already saw his commission

from ‘that order in advance, so to
speak. - - :
“Yea, gir.  Certainly, sir,  Ts there

anything else vou will be requiring
“Of eourse,” said Bunter, thoronghly
Tuz MaigxeT LIBRART.—No, 1,100,

prepared now to go the tull hog, s0 to
speak. *Two dozen pork pics; o couple
of dozen two-pound jurs of jam, of
mixed variety; a dozen tins ati;lpinw_pple
and peacnes; a dozen tins apricots
and pears—"

“Yes, sirl” came the, very respectful
answer.  “ Anything else, siri"”

Eilly Bunter paused a moment.

“Better make that three ived cakles,
my man,” hoe said. *'1 shall want at
least three while that beast Quelehy——"

“] beg your pardon, sir?" )

“Ahem! [ mean put in some fruit—
bananas, apples, oranges, a dozen of
cach. And a dozen slabs of tolfee,
creamy tolfee; and & dozen boxes of
chocolates—lour pound boxes.”

“Yea sir!” There was awe as well
as deference in the veoice now. Form
master who could atford te order things
on such o lavish scale as this was well
worth preserving amongst the thousands
of Chunkley's shoppers. ’

Billy Bunter's fat {ace creased up into
a thoughtiul frown.

“I wonder if I've forgotten any-
thing 1" he muttered, in his own voice.

“ ] beg your pardon, sir?"” said Chunk-

ley's man. *I did not quite catch
that.”
“Ahem!"” coughed Bunter. “That
will ba all, my man.” 3 :
*“Thank you very much, sir. I will

ingtruct our man to deliver these goods
together with the hot to-morrow
morning.” - ‘

Billy Bunter’s brain worked quickly.
What on earth Mr. Quelch would say
when that terrific order of food arrived
at Greyfriars on the morrow the fat
junior trembled to think. DBut he
grinned cheerfully as he recollected that
it was Mer. (;,\i:.u.-lc ‘s invariable habit to
take B walk with Mr. Hacker, the
master of the Shell, every Wednesday
afternoon, The obvious thing to do was
to ensure that the goods were delivered
when Mr. Quelch was absent from the
school. )

And Bunter took the obvions course,

“Please send the goode in the after-
noon,” he said, in a perfect imitation of
Mr. Quelch's wvoice, “as near three
o'ocloeck as you can conveniently
manage."” i

“Certainly, sivl I will see to it myself
that the goods are delivercd to you
punctually at three o'cleck. The bill
will—"

Bunter jumpad. He hadn't thonght of
the bill. "What would Mr. Quelch say
or do when a formidable bill for things
he hadn't even ordered, let alone re-
ceived, confronted him? )

It was a hitch in the glorious pro-
gramme Billy Bunter had hastily
mapped out o defeat the order of M,
Quelch, But his podgy brain proved
cqual te the occasion. .

“Lemme see, a3 I shall boe wantin
several things from your stores, 1 thin
1 had hetter open a guarterly account
with you."

“0ht! Certainly, sir!  We shall be
leased to accommodate you, eir. The
Ei]l, including the hat you inguired
about this morning, comes to cight
pounds seventeen shillings and nine-
penee-halfpenny——-=""

Rilly Bunter zstaurted, and then
grinned,

“1 take it, sir.
amount to be place
account I :

“Yes, yes, of conrse ™

“Very good, sir, and thank you very
mucl. I am sure you will derive full
satisfaction from the quality of our
goods, sir,™

A Chunkley's rang off.

Dunter roplaced the reeciver, and
grinned a fat grin. Already he zaw

Lo

ou will wish this
to your quarterly

that huge consigument of grub arriving;
already he pictured himsell having the
feed—a series of feeds, in fact—of his
life. ‘That his action 1n using the name
of his Form master in such circurnstances
whs diztinetly erimina.. Billy Bunter did
not sco, for Bunter's conseience was of
the elastic variety common to those who
ara more fool than rogue.

What William George Bunter did see,
however, was a terrifie scora over Mr.
Queleh, the “beast™ whe had cut down
his rations, as it were, and the more
the fat junior ponde-ed over the situa-
tion the moro cheeriul hoe became,
Really, ho had choser to coter the study
of the Remove Form master at o pro-
pitious moment. Chunkley's had elected
to ring up at 8 most propiiious moment,
too. But whether tho results would bo
propitious for the fa~ and fatuous Owl
of the Reomove only the future could
provo,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Shock for Bllly Bunter!
to the ecrichet,

6l OMING dcwn
é you chapst"” :
Marry Wharton, the captain

of the BRemove, strolled into
the Commeon-room after dinoer thoe [ol-
lowing day, with a cricket bat under his
arin,

It was a half-holiday at Greyiriars,
and the Hemove cricket eloven wers due
to play Cecil Reginald Temple's team
fromn the Upper Fourtn.

Most of the cricketers had changed,
and were walting for Harry Wharton
before they procceded to Little Side.

“We're all ready, old bean,'” said Bolb
Cherry. “ Waiting for you.”

“The waitfulness is terrific,” purred
Hurree Jamsot Ram Singh, the Nabob
of Bhanipur, with a-dusky smile.

“Come on, then I said Wharton, with
& grin. “And let's wipe up tho Hoor
with Temple’s crowd 1™

“What-hoI" exclaimed Nugzent,

“Hallo. hallo, hallo ! exclaimed Bob
ﬂherrﬁ' muldr:nfy. “Here's our lamao
porpoise 1

Billy Bunter rolled into the Common-
ppwlil

“He looks a shade thinner already, 1
do  believe,™ remarked Johnny  Duoll,
running a coritical eyoe over DBunter's
ample ﬂiura.

“Ia, ba, ha!”
“You can cackle!™ said DBuntér,
“You're a lot of mea beasta! Yah!®

"Isn't ho nice? smiled Bob Chorry.
“1 say, old fat man. would you like a
jum-tart

And, much to Lthe surprise of Harey
Wharton & Co., Billy Bunter merely
gnilfed. Usually the mention of the
words “jani-tart ¥ wouls be suflicicnt to
imterest him. On this oceasion the fat
junior actually sniffed in such a [ushion
a3 to sugpest Lhat jam-.arls were the
last things on carth for which ‘he had

any longing.

“"Hold me up, gomeone "' gasped Dol
plu.yf:.tl[;r. " Lunter deesn’t wans o jam-
tart !

“Ma. ha, ha!"

“What about som: fresh eelais?™
suggested Johnny Bol “ Mre, Mimble's
just made a fresh let. They look jolly
temnpting, I can tel' youI”

Billy Dunter treateo the Famous Fiva
to o lofty staro '

“T'm not inierested in jam-tavta or
cclaire ™ hie said, ""And if you'll follow
my advice; you chaps will leave such in.
digestible things alone  I've aften
noticed how greedr you are. Take an
examiple in me ard leave grub alone.”

“0Oh, my giddy aunt !’

“Carry me hom. to dis ¥

ﬂnd,rfeaving Harry Whaorton & Co.
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gﬂslping with amazement, Billy Bunter
volled cut of the Common-room. Once
outside the door of that apartment,
however, he grinned. It was nearing
three o'clock. And then—

Bunter's mouth watered at
thouglht. ;

It continved to water for the next
half-liour, and then a spasm of slarn
ran through Bunter's podgy frame. The
delivery van from Chunkley's was ex-
pected at three sharp. It now wanted
five minutes to three o'clock, and so far
Mr, Queleh had shown no sign of deav-
ing his stody.,  Meally, it was most
inconsiderate of the master of the
Remove, Bunter reflected.

From a convenicnt corner of the pas-
sugo Bunter keplt a wary eye on the
door of Mr. Quelch's study. At longth
ho saw Mer. Hacker approaching, and
further doubts nzeailed tha fat junior;
for the master of the Shell was not
dressed for walking out.

Bunter. “Sup-

“0Oh dear!”’ gas [
an't go out for their

the

posing tho boasts
walk !

The thoughi sent a shiver down his
sping a3 he pictured the wrath of Mr.

geleh when that kuge parcel ordered
in his name arrived That tho master
of the Remove would make inguiries
would follow as & matter of course, and
that William George Bunter's guilt in
the matter would discovered wus o
certainty.

Billy Bunter detached himself from
the corner of the passage and rolled to-
wards Mr, Queleh's study, Outside the
door he adopted a knecling posture—
that being a most favourable position
for bringing his fat ear on a level with

a kevhola of the door—and maode o
teeble pretence of fastening his shoe-
lace.

From within the
raurmur of voices,
audible to Billy Bunter.

And 'what he heard couzed further
shivers of apprehension te course
through Bunter's Leing.

“T'm awiully sorry, Quelch!"™ Mr.
Hacker was saying. * But, you know—
duty first.”

“Never mind,"” replied the master of
the Remove. “I mysclf have a lot of
Latin papers to go through; we'll post-
pone our walk for this week, my dear
Hacker.”

“0h lor' 1" Bunter's jaw dropped.

From the conversation it was essy to
see that the usual walk was “off ' for
ihat alternoon. That meant Mr. Quelch
would bo in his study when Chunkley's
delivercd the goods ordered in his name
the previous day.

“0Oh crumbsz ! groaned Bunter.

But the fat iunior's cup of woe was
not full vet,

YBUNTER '

The Owl of the Remove started
guiltily as that decp, stern volca fell
vwpon his ears, and, wheeling, he saw
the awe-inspiving f{igure of Dr. Locke
before lnm,

“Hunter ™ eaid the Head of Groy-
friara sternly. “I have been standing
here for a fow moments-—-—"'

“0Oh dear!™

“And, althongh yon are making a

retence of tying 1p vour shoelace, it
1= obviens to me that you are deliber-
ntely eavesdropping !

*Oh, nunno, siv!"" gazpod Runter. 1
wouldn't dream of listening at a key-
hole. sir! Realy, I wouldn't!™

“Bunter——-”~"

“Besides, sir, T didn’t Lear anything.
I mean my shoclaee came undone, and
I sfopped to fazien -t."

“Don’t add fabrications to  vour
offence, Loy ! said the 1lead soveroly.
“You were distinetly em'esdm}:l-ping "

“0h, really, sir! I wouldn't dream

came the

study me.
distinctly

now
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of duinrf such a thing! Besides, I only
heard old Hacker—ahem !—1 mean Mr.
Hackor——**

“ And what did vou hear Mr. Hacker
say 1’

“N-n-nothing, rir! I didn't hear
him say that he couldn’t go out for a
walk with old Quel-hy—1 mean Mr.
Queleh this afternoon.”

“Boy!” said Dr.
“¥ou are incorrigible 1" :

“Am I, sir?”" mustered the fat junior
fecbly, being quite wnacquainted with
the word.-

“Coma with me !

And Dr. Locke smirode off down the
paszape, with restling gown. Dunter
rolled after himn with a lugubricus ex-
pression on his fat face. He knew he
was booked for a caning, and that. os
a preliminary to what might folow
when Mr. Quelch discovered the awflal
truth, fairly mado him shiver.

Billy Bunter followed Dr. Locke intao
that august gentleman’s study. He did
not stay longer than five munutes; bnt
it was five minutes too long, in the

Locke sternly.

!ﬂliilll iiEESENEENASSAASNEENEEENFFENNEEERE .--‘.l!

ANOTHER " MAGNETITE "
RAISES A SMILE AND WINS
A USEFUL POCKET KNIFE.

Orders had boon recoived by a
cartain regiment instrueting tham
to march to ancther town about
twelve milea away. DOn arriving
at their destination the colonel
gaid that the order had been mis-
construsad and that tha regiment
wwould have to march all the way
back again. " W anyones i3 too
tired to walk back,"” he Aniahed,
*lgt bim take one step forward."
All the men stepped forward with
tha excoption of one old aoldicr.
" And what I3 your mname 7"
agked the colonel, stopping up to
the man. *“ Baker, sir,"” came
tha reply. " Well, Baker,” said
‘the colonel, patting the man on
the back, * I'm wvery proud of
you! You are the only man io
voluntear to walk back apgain.'
“What! " exclaimed ths old
soldier In aurprise. " Me walk
back twalve miles T Why, 1|
haven't the strangth to take ons
step Forwaed I

A penknife has been forwarded to -
Leonard Chapman, 22, Spring
Gardens, Reading.
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opinion of Billy Bunter. For when he
cierged from the study the fat junior
was tucking his arms under his armpits
in & vain attempt to assuage the ache
in his palms.

Dr. Locke had not spared the rad.
After delivering a short lecture to
Billy Bunter on the enormity of his
offence, he had proceeded to drive home
tho lesson with four applications of a
pliant cane. Bunter had not cbjected te
the lecture; that could be compared
with so much water running off & duck’s
back. But he had strongly objecled to
the application of the cane, as was
witneszed by his sgponised vells,

Really it seemed that Billy Duanter's
lnek was ont.

And, what was more dreadiul, Ay
Queleh was in!

With his podgy fnce contorted in lines
of suffering, the Owl of the RBeniove
ralled off down the passage and en-
sconced himself in the window-seat at
the top of the Scheol IHouse steps
From that vantage point he held a view
of & steoteh of the voad that run by the
gates pf- Greyiriars. And along ihat
road he expected o see Chankley's van
appour ot ony moment now.

[le was not disappointed,

= —

The clock in the old tower struck the
hour of three, and evon whilsk its
sonorous notes were echoing over the
quqd the green-painted van of Chunk-
ln;r‘e stores approached the school,

Oh crikoy!”™  Buanter watched the

approach of the wvan with eves that

wentened to start out of their sockets.
“If Quelchy——"

Once again the fat junior's wits began
to work overtime. ~ At all costs, Mr.
Queleh must not be present when that
terrific pnreel arrived,
, Bunter glanced about him cautionsly.
T'he House was practically empty—most
of the junicrs having sauntered down
to the ericket, or gone out of gates for
a ramble in the cpring sunshine,

Bunter rolled towards” the
room. In that reom was a telephone,
Hﬂ t!c::- the spg;n of » I““; seconds Billy

WAaS in ug th |
master of the HETE(}E&. L e
Quelch's  acid

refoels’

‘:Hnlli:t!” came  Mr.

voice—the master of the Remove d

E::Is?;-ﬂ I,Ifﬁ telephone and all its '.'rurlt::
Jallo 1™

At the telephone in the prefects’

“‘."f Bunter coughed. P room

“Is that you, my dear Quelchi’

The acidity in the voice of Mr. l%uel{*h
a5 he made reply was noticeably absent;
for” he and the Rev. Lambe, the
vicar of Friardalo, were great friends,
And it was the Rev. Lambe's voice
to perfeetion that Billy Bunter trans.
mnitted over the telephone.

“Ia that you, Mr. Lambe?™ said the
master of the Remove pleasantly, ]
was thinking of giving you a look-in
this evening for a gamo of chess.”

“Oh, ah!™ said Bunter, alias the Rev.
Lambe. “Dut I particularly want you
to come over now, my dear Queleh, for
o game of fnlf and—and tea.'

[r. Quelch looked at the stack of
Latin papors on his desk, and paused
before he replied
thfuily Buntnr,_ﬁﬂﬂn}:ing dtlm reason for

ause, again chimed i ¥
HE\'.PLEHIIJB*ER Voice i with the
.f"I should lﬁnum it a personal favour
if you could come over, m
Queleh ™ Rl

%:IIS} Qucfch’slfﬁdnﬂisﬂ'm: departed.
COUSe come ovor,

Lambe.” Yo

“At once?” aslked Bunter, a trifla
cagerly and then relapsed into the
drawling voice of the Rev. Lambeo, *Wa
want to make tho most of the lizht, you

know. "
“0f course,” agreed Mr. Queleh.

“I'il come over right away !

He replaced the receiver, and rubbed
his hands with satisfaction. He and
the vicar hit it off very well, and the
thought of an afterncon’s golf and a
pleasant chat eheered Mr, Queleh econ-
siderably, He reaclied for s hat, took
his bag of golf clubs from the corner of
his stody, and depavted,

And i;:-' the timwe he reached the
window secat at the lop of tho School
House steps William George Bunter was
sitting there, with an expression on his
face which bhe fondly imagined was
angelic,

*He, he, he!”  Onee Mr. Queleh's
rather angolar figure had disappeared
from view the Owl of the Renove gave
vent to anm unmusical eaclinnation,
“He, he. he!”

The trick had worked, Mr. Quelch
was now safely out of the way. Alveady
Bunter had visions of the wondetrful
spread that was to come within the space
of the next few momente.

That sending the masier of the Re-
move out on a fool's ercand was playing
it “rather thick,” Billy Bunter did not
give a thought to. In his opinion, tho
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end would justify the means, and he
felt a glow of triumph and satisfaction
surge within him as be saw Mr. Quelch
stride off slong the road to Frisrdale,
passing on his way the green van of
Chunkley’s Stores, which was heading
for the gates of Greylfriars.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Tuck Unlimited |

" ELL, I'm blowed 1"
W William  Gosling,  the
school porter, e at the

gates of Greyfriars, and
wratched his ancient head.

Before him stood the man from
Chunkley's, receplendent in a green
livery, with a huge box of goods
addressed to Mr. Quelch.

“Which I don't know what this 'ere
gchool is coming to,” murmurcd the
porter. )

The delivery-man had confided in
William Gosling the nature of the
parcel—a circumstance that had caused
the porter some amazement. L

What a Form master wantod with
a huge comsigonment of tuck, enough
te feed an army, as Gosling had
remarked, was beyond hia compre-
hension. That, in any case, it was no
concern of Gosling’s never entered the

rtor’s head. o stood there mum-

ling, and scratched his head. _

" You might sign this delivery receipt,
mister,” smid the delivery-man.

And, gtill mumbling to limself,
Williang E}oaling did s0.

The Chenkley’s van drove off, and the
school porter proceeded to look for
Trotter, the page, with the charitable
intention of assigning tha task of taking
that hefty box of goods to Mr. Quelch’a
etudy.

T':'E::tte: was found at last, and to him
Gosling gave instructions in a lordly
voico.

“ Which this 'cre parcel has got to
be taken to Mr. Quelch’s atud;:",
Trotter,’” he said loftily. “ Which you'll
proceed to do same hat once and
ymmejate )

Trotter, in turn, geratched his head.
Tha size of the ;f:urce.l was very nearly
a8 big as himself, but it was a case of
necds must, and, amid much pufing and

unting, Trotter at last managed 1o
ift his Eurdr’.-n and stagger off with it.

William QGosling watched the unsteady
departure of the g:ge-pn:,r with the eye
of a general who has dictated the moves
of a battle, and thon retived to his
lodge and his “cold tea.”

eantime, grumbling with the same
eloquency as his superior, Trotter stag-
red on the School House steps, From
the region of the doorway Billy Bunter
watehed, and his mouth watered as Lo
gaw the eize of the parcel he had so
san?rﬁualy booked in the name of Mr.
uelch,

Trotter, by reason of the fact that the
size of the box successfully obscured
hig vision ahead, and totally unaware of
the interest his passage aroused in the
podgy breast of William Georgo Bunter,

staggered on.
“My heyal” he muttered. “0ld
Quelch oughter be made to carry this

*are blinkin® box hisself !

The door of Mr. Qhelch’s study cama
in sight at last, and, with a sigh of
relief, Trotter shoved open the door and
entered. He dumped the box of goods
on tho table, stood eyeing it euriously
for a moment or twe, and then tramped
out of the room to resume his inter-
rupted reading of “The Case of the
Missing Duke: or, Betrayed by His
Unolel”—Trotter’'s taste in literature
being of the lurid variety.
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The moment his heavy footiteps had
died away a fat face, adorned with a
pair of large spﬂctacfcu, peered round
the corner of the passage.

“He, he, hal” cackled Bunter.
for it1"”

He gave a cautious glance up and
down, but there was no need for it.
The Eemove were out of doors to a man.
Even 8kinner & Co., the black zheep,
wora conspicuous by their absence.

With no show of caution now, there-
fore, the Owl of the Remove rolled to-
wards Mr, Qucleh’s study, and beldly
entered.

For a fow moments Bunler allowed his
mind and his gaze to fix on that
wonderful parcel, in idle -thoughta of
anticipation. Then, econscious of tho
pangs of hunger, for the fat junior had
only ‘eaton enough for three fellows at
dinner, Bunter pathered up the box and
decamped with 1t.

Trotter had found that loaded box
nn;ft.hin%l but a eonvenicnt shape and
giza to handle, and '[rotter, an active
youth, was accustomed to " earrying
things. Bunter found it a very irksomo
task indend, for he hated anything in
the nature of exertion. ]

“My hat!” he murmuved, “This ia
jolly heavy !

He rolled down the passage, pufling
anid grunting like a porpoise. Like
Trotter, he could not sce exactly where
he was going, and it was unfortunate
that some careless jumior had deposited
& pllem of banana-skin right in Bunter's
path.

Swoaooop|

Buntoer found that slippery piece of
banana-skin with his right foot. The
result was disastrous. One of his feet
went to the left, the other ipsisted on
going to the right. The parcel, mean-
time, left Bunter's tight embraoce and
completed the tableau.

Thud |

Bump!

Bunter and the box of tuck landed on
the floor of the passage with but the
spaco of a second between them.

“ Yooooooaop!™

The Owl of the Remove sat on the
celd, hard, unsvmpathetic linoleum and
roared, Then he caught sight of the
offending piece of banana-skin and
shook a gy bst at ik

“Grﬂuuﬁugﬁi Oh, dear!" ]

Even Bunter realised that, in the
circumstances, it was hardly a wise
thing to linger in the passage. So far
his raid had been carried out without a
sonl being the wiser. It, therefore, be-
haved him to proceed with all haste.

He did. . -

Scrambling to his feet, ho seized hold
of the box once again, and bore it off
in triumph to the box-room on the
second landing. Dumping it on the floor,
he pumped in breath.

“He, he, ho!” he chuckled. *I'll
show the beast! Etop my fooed, would
he? BStarve me to death! Yah!”

And with that wvaliant ejaculation
Billy Bunter proceeded to lock himself
in. Then he seated himself on a large
trunk belonging to Lord Mauleverer,
and, with feverish haste and with oyes
that glistened ¥ruedi1y, began to investi-
gate the box of tuck.

All the things he had ordered came to
view and, without loss of time, the Owl
of the Remove began to make a con-
centrated attack on them. Habbit-pies
and jam-tarts disappeared at a great
rate; onc iced cake speedily followed,
and DBunter followed up thiz glorious
gtart with 2 few tina of preserves.

In the midst of his exploration of the
contents of the box he came across o
cardboard box of a fair size,

With cager anticipation on his fat and

" Now

=

shiny face Bunter eut the string. Then
the expression on his face gave way to
disgust, for the box coniained o hat—
a new silk hat!

“What a scll!” murmured Bunter,
and the hat not being by any manuver
of means Edibte_, hoe unceremoniously
dumped it back in the cardboard box,
tossed 1t into tho corner of the box-
room, and completely forgot it

Thereafter, for tho next hour nothing
could be heard in that box-reom save
the steady munching of the fut junior's
jows,

Mr. Quelch had put Bunter on short
rations, in tha fond hope ihut this severe
iqeuurf; would prove a lasting lesson 1o
1.

Could Mr. Queleh have rcen his fat
pupil at that moement he would have
received the shoek of his lile, for
Bunter was piling into the good things
with & will and vigour that surprised
almozt himself,

But even Bunter had his limits, and
at last his attack on the parcel began
to waver. Thers was a fecling undee-
neath the fat junior's waistcoat that was
ulready causing him grave doubts as to
the wisdom of pr ing any farther.

His breath was rather laboured and
his fat face was shiny and sticky when,
vltimately, he decided to “take it easy,”
But the decision came rather late in the
day for those uncomfortable feelings
under his waistcoat persisted, and at
last Bunter felt as if the world was
gong round. His plomp face turnced a
sickly shade of green, and then changad
to yeHow. Weird rumbling sounds
came from him, and then in desperate
haste Bunter unlocked -To0m
door and bolted for the nearest bath-
oI,

For the next quarter of an hour tha
Owl of the Remove repented him of his
gluttony, but the lesson was of short
duration, for he returned eventually o
the box-room, and his store of tuck suf-
fered under » second onslaught. This
time Bunter did not go too foar; he con-
tented himsalf with demolishing o dozen
jam-tarts, two boxes of chocolates, and
u dozen eclairs. Then even Bunter pro-

nounced himself satisfied; and, after
locking up the remains of that torrifio
parcel 1n Lord Mauleverer's trunk, ho
rolled from the box-room and made his
way downstairs, thoroughly pleased with
the world in gencral and with William
George Bunter in particular,
THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Mr. Queleh Is Annoyed !
R. QUELCH strode along the
M dusty lane to Friardale
thoroughly at peace with the
world, and inwardly blessing
the Rev, Lambe for having phoned him.

A game of golf, o pleasant chat with
his old friend, and a vefreshing cup of
tea, offercd to the master of the
Remove an ideal way of spending that
half-heliday.

“Is Mr. Lamwbe in?"” asked M.
Quelch of the maid at the viearage who
answered his knock. " He iz oxpecting
me.”

The maid staried.

“Did you say the master was expect-
ing you, sir?"”

iir- Quelch nodded, and smiled
goenially.

A shadow of perplexity crossed the
pretty face of the maid, ;

“That is rather surprising, sir,” she
remarked.

[T Iﬂdﬂﬂd tli- 3 .

“3r. Lamhbe is out playing golf, sir,”
added the maid. “He leit no mes-
sage—" 2

i!r. Qualeh jumped, and the gemial
smila froze on his face.
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** How dare you insinuaie, sir, that I have been drinking ? ** snapped Mr. Quelch,
““ Pah 17’ exclaimed the master of the Remove.

——"? hegan the vicar.

‘ How dare you? *'
“* You are an idiot, sir !

|: : ] ri mm;

** But, Mr. Quelch
And, leaving the

vicar gasping, Mr. Queleh strode off in high dudgeon. (See Chapler 6.)

“Do I hear you aright? Did you say
that Mr, Lambe is out—that he is play-

ing golf 7" |
E‘hﬂ maid nadded.
“Impossible!” snapped My, Quelch.

“ He distinetly asked me to come over.
I'm surc he 1s not the sort of gentle-
uan to treat a friend with such dis-
courtesy."”

Tho maid gave an expressive gestuve,
intimating that the situation was as she
had explained it, whatever ideas to the
contrary the master of the Remove
entertained. _

* Doubtless you have made a mis-
take,” said Mr. Quelch, trying hard to
Lring back to life the f]lr;.-a.guut smile,
“ Do moe the kindnoss of looking for Mr.
Lambe and advise him of my presence.”

“Put he's not in the vicarage, M.
Quelch,” exclaimed the maid.

Mr. Quelch began to get angry, and
in his agitation he let fall the bag of
golf eluba he had been carrying.

**Yooooooooop 1" _

Next moment the maid was treated
io the spectacla of & middle-aged gen-
tleman dancing about on one foot and
clasping tho other in a tender embrace.

“0h! QOooooch! 'ME,V toel"

Really, such a scholarly and learned
man as Mr. Henry Quelch, M. A., should
have known mora of the forees of
cravity than to let fall a heavy bag of
slubs on to his pet corn. But even the
wisest of us make mistakes, o

o Hr.] Quelch——"" began the maid, in
some alarm.

Mr. Quelch tried hard to forget that
his pet corn was giving him the very
dickens, and lowered his damaged foob
to the ground. He realised that he had
cut rather an undicnified figure in the

presence of the maid.  DBut gone was
now that pleasant gmile. A really
ferocious expression had seized hold of
the Remove master's hatchet featurcs,
“You will kindly tell Mr. Lambe that
I am here.,” he said icily. - ;
“But, Mr. Quelch, I keep on telling

you that the master is out of :!ncrrsﬁ
He's gone golfing with Major Thresher,
protested the maid.

And thers was such @ ring of convie-
tion in her voice that even Mr. Quelch
began to be assailed by doubts, _

e snatched up the bag of clubs, with
an expression on his face that scemed
indicative of a desire to hurl the offend-
ing bag over the vicarage wall, and
then slung it over his shoulder.

“You will tell your master on his
rcturn,” he said coldly, *that il this is
his iden of a practical joke, I quite fail
to see the point.” ,

And before the astonished maid could
make any sort of reply the master of
the Remove, with grim, tight-sot lips,
strode off down the gravel path,

“Monstrous ! he ejaculated to him-
golf. “The very idea! Lambe ought to
Le ashamed of himself,™

In his ignorance of the facts, Mr,
Quelch completely misjudged tho inno-
cent Mr, Lamba. "That he should go to
the trouble of phoning the master of the
Remove, and asking him specially to
come over for a round of golf and a cup
of ten, and then deliberately abscnt him-
sclf from the vicaragoe, when he knew
his guest was to be cxpected, was, to
Mir. Quelch, the height of discourtesy.

“ Ridiculous! Buch lack of courtesy [

Mr. Quelch stamped on, with a face

black with anger.
U What behaviour! Mdénstrous!™

And while the infuriated master of
the Remove tramped the roturn journey
to Groyfriars, the very subject of his
thoughts hove in sight,

The Rev. Lambe, a cheery smile on
his face, and with a bag of polf cluba
swung over his shoulder, barred the
WaYy.

Mr. Queleh, with a glitter in his eyes,
eame to o halt. )

“Mr. Quelech——" bogan the Friar-
dale vicar affably.

“Mr. Lambe—"

Mr. Quelch's tono conveyed a wealth
of hmtilitf"

“*So delighted to meot you, my dear
Ciluelc]l," went on Mr. Lombe; and then
the expression on the Remove master’s
face told him eloguently that the
“delight " was all on one side.

“Ar. Lamhbo!"

For the moment, that scemed to be
tho limit of Mr. Queleh’s vocabulary.

“1I never expected to sco you nrg,"-
went on the Rev. Lambe, still continuing
to keep up a friendly air. _

1 M{I Quelch drew himself up to his full
cight.

“T don’t expect you did, sir!” he
snapped. )

Mr. Lambe, spottihg the golf ba.gb!jrfn
Quelch earried, tried to turn the subject
into more amiable chaonels.

“] goe you have been golfing, my dear

Quelech—"

But the look the Greyfriars master
gave him made him leave hig remark
unfinished. ) ;

“ Ja—is anything the mattor?”

“ How dare you, sir, nesk such a ques-
tion?"” stormed the master of |
Remove. ‘‘A man of your standing

Tae Maouer Ligrary.—Neo. 1,109,
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should know better then to indulge in
such discourtesy "

The Rev. Lambe started.

“* Discourtesy 1" .
H“Y&thi?ar what I said!” snapped

r. Queleh.

The Rev. Lambe pussed a dazed hand
over his brow. .

"M, Quelch——"" he said coldly.

“Mr. Lambe—" -

“I'm afraid I don't understand you,
::iiq’. the vigar. “I trust you are not
ill?

“Pahl Don’t waste any more of my
tima!” stormed Mr. Quelch. I am
disgusted  with you, Lambe—dis-
gusted ! i

The Rev. Lambe peered anxiously
into the Remove master's face.

“My dear Quelch,” he said kindly,
“Y beg of you not to be seen in this
condition——"

Mr. Queleh started.

“fhis condition!” he thundered.
“How dare you insinuate, sivl”

The Rav. Lambs held up an admonish-

ing finger.

2rgh: my dear Quelch! ¥You are not
nsed o drinking. Ily, you should be
more careful at the ninetoenth hole—"

The Rev. Lambe smiled at his own
ioke, Really, ho considered he had

andled that part of the conversation
with extreme tact. He had seen, many
a time and oft, in his fellow-mea the
result of too lengtiiy o stay at the
“npinateenth hole "’ at the golf club.
But his humour scemed only to infu-
riate the Greyfrihrs master.

“ How dare you, sir, insinuate that
1 have been drinking!"” stormed Mr.
Queleh, who seemed in danger. of an
apoplectic fit. “How dare youl” ,

“Not so loud, my dear Quelch,’
replied the Rev. Lambe, with a hasty

lanee round. “People may sce you.
Moy 1 offer you the hospitality of the
vicarage for an hour or tweo, until you
have thrown off the ill efects?™

“Pahl” spapped Mr. Quelch,
&re an idiot, sirl” _

And he began to stride off towards
Greyfrints in high dudgeon.

The Rev. Lambe's face crimsoned.
After -all his good offices, and his con-
cern for a friend whom he -waes con-
vinced was & trifle the worse for drink,
to be called an “idiot ¥ was really a
littla too thick! e hurried after Ar.
Quelch and caught him by the arm,

“T beg your pardon! How dare you
ezll me an idiot? ha rapped.

Mr. Queleh wagged a lean and bon
finger under the nose of his old friend.

“1 have como to the conclusion that
ou are not in your right mind,

mbe,” he said angrily.,’ " Never
havo I been treated like this before.”

“# But, Mr. Quele i

“You have deliberately
your way to insult me—

“But, Mr. Quelch—" -

“You have slighted me," continued
the master of the Remove, who had
got tho bit between bis feeth, 20 to
speak. “VYou have made mo appear
ridiculoua in the eyes of your ser-
vants—"

“But, Mr. %ueh:h—-—" i

“Whg arée dounbtless at this mdment
doriving great cnjoyment from my
humiliation ! wound up the infuriated
master of the Remove. ;

Mr. Lambo held wup his hands
horror.

“Put, Mr. Queleh, I do not under-
gtand "

Mr. Queleh,. having drawn a deep
breath, got going Again.

*Understand? FPah! I counted you
a friend, until a short time ago,” he
continued, his words tumbling out with

Tt MacseEr LisRARY.—No, 1,109.

“You

gone out of

in

tho speed of & machine-gun spitting
bullets. *In future you will kindl
remember that I am simply Mr. Quele
whose duties at the school sometimes
bring me into contact with you.”

_ The distrees in the Rev. Lambe’s face

gave way to anmoyance. :
“ Mr, aich_. I will not tﬂ]qr&ta this
attitude. I .will not suffer this whole-

sale condemnation. You ought to be
agshamed of yourself. You a master of
a great school like Greyfriars in a con-
dition the worse for drink. I am
amazed, shocked 1™ ) X

Mr. Quelch’s eyes gleamed like pin-
pointz of light. He was convinced now
that the Rev. Lambe, having once
started to perpetrate a silly  practical
joke was now trying to evade the con-
sequences by insinuating that he, Mr.
Quelch, & strict teetotaller, was the
worse for alechelic liguor. Really,
that was adding insult to injuryl

“AMr. Quelch!™ It was the Rav.
Lambe's turn again now. “I am dis-
gusted! I shall complain to Dr. Lockal
MNever in all my life have I been
treated with such disrespect. I can
only think that you are not aware of
what you are saying, and Decause of
that I shall give you until to-morrow
morning to apologize.”

~ Mr. Queleh gulped down something
in -his throat.
he shrieked.

* Apologise " almosk
“"Do you think & walk out here-on a
fool's errand, followed by a number

WHAT NAME?

The following letters have heen

Jumbled fogether purposely. Put in

their proper ordeér, they speéll the

name of a wall-known junior at
Greyfriars.

LOKNRANHIERDS

Who ig it? The answer will appear
In next weeh's MAGMNET.

Last week's selution was—
William Frederick Greene.
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of insults, demands an apology {rom

me? Lambe, you must he mad!”
“Myr. Quelch—"
“Mr. Lambe—"

There was no knowing how much
lenger this discourse would have con-
tinued, for both gentlemen were now
hat with rage. ut at that moment
two of the Rev. Lambe's parishioners
camo in sight. Really, it was hardly
the thing for the Friardale vicar to be
gécn in & heated altercation in publie.
#o he chose the obvious course and
retreated. ;

“Wr. Quelch, you will hear more of
thiz1” was his final shot.

And the master of the Bemove was
about to make a more biting reply
when his pet corn gave a sudden twinge.
With a spasm of pain crossing his lean
features, Mr. Queﬁ:h stood gazing after
the retreating fGgure of ' the Rev.
Lambe. Then, muttering something
uncomplimentary on the subject of a
man who poses as a friend and who 13
in reality a wolf in lamb's clothing—-
Mr. Quelch was not aware of the pun—
he turned on his heel and strode off
towards Greyfriars a disillusioned man,

Billy Bunter had succeeded in send-
ing off his Form master on a fool’s
crrand ; he had also succeeded in break-
ing up o friendship of many years
standing. VWhat the consegquences
would William Umrﬁ? Bunter had
not aven given & thc-ught to; but he
would have trembled with apprehension
could he have szeen the angular figure

of the master of the Remove striding in

at tho gates, with & brow that was
black and bitter.

ey

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER,
Missing—a Hat |

R. QUELCH pcrambulated the
M carpet of his study with &

porsistency that indicated he

was very much perturbed.
Truth to tell, the rupture between him
il'ld the Rev. Lambe had really upset
irm,

Enowing only one side of the circum-
stances, the master of the Remove
considered that he had been very badly
treated, snd he was righteously indig-
nant.

* Monstrous!” he kept repeating to
himself. “ Monstrous!”

Ha tried to dismiss the matter from
his mind by checking somo Form
papers on Latin. But even that failed
to appease his wrath, ‘Then he be-
thought him of Churkley's.

“Bless my. soul!” muttered Mr.
Quelch; s he havin
urdurfd ; ;: h:it Irm the ﬂuﬂ:ﬁ]
Depot  the day ora, " ¥
Chunkley’s are very lackadaisical.”

Some of the irritation he felt through
tha affair with the Rev, Lambe was
manifest in his voice when he tock up
the' telephone and gave Chunkley's
numbér.

After what seemed an interminable
wait, but which was in reality only a
matter of a few soconds, an answerlng
voice came through:

“Who 13 it speaking?"

“Mr, Quelech—"

“What namao?” asked a puozzled
voloa.

“Mr. Queleh ! snapped the Remove
Form master. “1 ordered o hat [rom
you yesterday——-"

He was interrupted the voice at
the other end of the telephone.

“Pid you say & hat?"

Mr Quelch gulped something in his
throat.

“1 did say a hat. 1 hope T make
myself clear. H—A—T1 Hat!”

A laugh echoed over the wires,

“Just & moment. Tt sounds as if
vou've got the wrong number. This is
Courtfield 543.”

Mr. Quelch started.

It had never ocourred to him that
he had been speaking to anyone else
but one of Chunkley's assistants, . |

“Bless my soul!” stattered the master
of tha Remove. ™ Are you not Chunk-
loy's 1"

“"No: thoy've given vou the wronpg
number. Ha, ha!™ The recipient of
the call seemred to find Mr. Quelch
rather amusing. “I'll ring off [

Mr. Quelch breathed hard.

“Please dol”

Courthield 543 rang off.

Mr. Quelch then commenced to play
irritably and freguently with the
receiver hook of the telephone, and
with tha passing of the seconds his im-
patience grew. At last o feminine voice
came through.

" Number, please!”

“"You gave e the wrong number,
miss!” snapped Mr. Queleh, his  ayes
gleaming, At the best of times ha
canld hardly endura the telephone and
all its vagaries, “Kindly liston a littlo
more earefully.”

“I'm sorry. sir,” came the contrita

voice, “Would you mind repeating the
number "
Mr. veleh did mind: but if he

wanted Chunkley's that was thoe only
way of getting them. He repeated the
number after the fashion of a father
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teaching his child & first lesson in Lhe
‘twice timoes tablo.

And this tima he had the zatisfaction
of getting the requisite number within
tie space of throo or four soconds;

“Cgunklﬂy’s[" It was apother femi-
nine voice. .

“Mr. Quelch speaking—" began the
master of the-Remove.

“Mr. Kelch? como the  query.
"What can we do for you, Mr. KEelech?"

The master of the Hemove ground his
teeth with rage. Really, this was very

hard to benr!
is Quelch—Quelch 1™ he

"My name
said testily.

"Oh, yes, Mr. SquelehI” The femi-
nine voica cheorfully accepted the
rovised name of the caller.

“QUELCH!"” bellowaed he Form
master. "Q—U—-E—L—C—H!" he
added, gpelling the pame in a decp

WOIoa,

“Oh, T beg sour pardon, Mr.
Quelchl" came the -?olam&tin reply.

The line is not very clear. What can
I do for wou, sir®”

1 ordered a hat from you yester-
day??" began Mr. Quelch. And again
the feminine voice, doubtless cager to
make vp for the earlier ineliciency,

began to spced up.

“A mat, Mr. Quelch? That will be
ia the ‘ Household Gooda Department.’
IIoild on. please. and I'll put you
through.”

Mr. Quelch nearly threw soveral

kinds of a fit. _

“1 did not say ' mat ' 1" he bellowed.
“7 gaid a “hat’! [ don't want the
‘ Houszchold Goods Department ' "

But it was too late. The Chunkley's
systern of efficiency in dealing with
their customers beat him by a  split
gecond,.  He was pub through to the
t Houschold Goods Department.’

“Chunkley's — Household Coods
I‘.i‘.raEEerent. What can 1 do for you,
sir?

Mr. Quelth nearly tore his hair.

“1 don't want the * Houschold Goods
Department " ¥ he shrieked.

“I'm sorry, sir,” came the business
like reply. “What is it you require
cxactly ¥

Mr. Queleh breathed hard.,  Really,
this waa too bad. Onee more he went
ro the trouble of explaming that he had
ordored o hat from Chunklev’s the pre-
vious day. Again the efliciency system
became apparent.

“A bat! Yery gpood, eir. That will
be i the *Sports Department.' Hald
the line, sir, and 1'll put von through.”

"1 didn't say “bat.” 1| said *hat ' 1"
bollowad the master of the Remove, now
almost erims=on in the face.

But onece again he was too lala,

Another volce echosd acrozs the
wites. Apparently there scemned no end
to the number of exchanges and depart-
ments in the firm of Moessra. Chunk-

IH_E'E:.

‘Sports Department 7™

Mr. Queleh felt like hurling the tele-
phone through the window.

“1 don't want tke ‘Sports Depart-
ment [ ho raved.

“What department do vou want, sir 7"

“1 ordered a hat from you yestor-
day,” explained Mr. Quelch for the

third timne.
‘"ﬁ hatt ©Oh, that will be the
Gentlemen's  Outfitting  Departmont.’

Hold the line, please™

The master of the Remove breathed
hard and deop.

“Chunklev's!” -ame another
“This iz the outfitting department,”

“Ah!" Mr Quelch's eyes pleamed.
“My name ~ Quelch.”

"Fﬂlﬂhtu

¥Quelch 1" bawled the master of the

voice.

Remove; and ke ground his teoth with

rage. " Quelch B )
“1 beg your pardon, sir,” came a con-
trite voice “ What can I do for you,

Mr. Feleh—Queleh ™

“I ordered a hat from vou vester-
day—" bogan the master of the
Remova.

And then a voice from the exchange

interrupted.
Gnished 1™

“Have you
sweetlv,

“No!"* roarad Mr. Quelch, almost be-
sids himsell withb rage. "I have not
finished. Kindly keep off the Lline.”

“Sorry 1" was the reply.

Mr. Qualch hreathe ]Y'mrd.

“Is that Mr., Quelch?” It was the
Chunkloy weice awain., “You were
saving that vou ordered a hat from us
yestorday. ™

g diti' 1" barked the master of the
Bemove. “And it hasn't arrived.
Really, T think it is lamentable that a
big storos such as Chunkley's cannot
pay more close attention to the require-
ments of its custoiners,™

" But, Mr, Quelch—"

“Yosterday morning I ordered that
hat,” went on Mr. Qualeh, pow
thoroughly wound ap. " And yet it
hazn"t arrived.™

“But, Mr. Quelch >

it inquired

“Buch lack ot efficicney—"

“But Mr. Quelch—*

“Such dilatoriness—"

“But, Mr Quelch, wa—"

“Ia lomentable—deplorable ¥ fnally
said the master of the Hemove bitingly.

The assistant at the other end of
the wire jumped in quickly, so to
speak.

“Mr. Quelch, we sent you the hat
thiz afternoon.”

The Remdve mastor jumped.

*Whatt Do I llhl!lﬂfﬁ-l-ﬂ.ﬂd you to
say that you despstched the hat this
afternoon ?”

« Bioss g soul d Mr. Quelch

“ Bless my soul 1" gasped Mr. Quelch.
“That is {m‘y remgarkl:.bla! The hat
isn't here "

“We delivered it, sir, in the region
of three o'clock as requested. We have
a recoipt hete with nﬂm signature of §
Mr. Gosling."

Mr. Queﬁ:h jumped. Having lashed
the Chunkley methods with his tongue
it was rather unfortunate to find that
after all they had not doserved it.

“1 trust ljrﬂl.l' will find the goods to
vour complete satisfaction,” said the
Chunkley assistant.

“Oh!  Ah? gasped Mr. Queloh.
“I'm sorry to have—"

Wontinued on next page.)

WONDERFUL
COLOURED PICTURE CARD

FREE!

A 200-M.P.H.
LOCOMOTIVE!

HERE’E another repro-

duction, in black and.
white, of one of our
companton paper's
IFREE Coloured Picture
Cards. dealing with-
mechanical

“MARVELS OF
THE FUTURE.”

LEvery boy and
should make it a point
to collect these hand-

some and unique coloured cards, the combined work of

skilled artists and inventors.

Ask your newsagent to

reserve you a copy of the GEM te-day, and share in
this STUPENDOUS TREAT.

ON SALE VEDNESDAY - - - - Price 2d.



42 READ THE STORY OF HARRY WHARTON & CO. IN THIS WEEK'S ** FOPULAR" !

ilis words trailed off uniotelligibly,
and the Chunkley’s assistant rang off.
Mr. Quelch roplaced the recciver with
a lock on his bLard countenance that
boded ill for someons, That hat,
according to Chunkley's, had been de-
livered at three o'clock. ‘Then why
wasn't it in the study?

Buzz !

Mr: Quelch rang for Trotter, tho
paﬁ That individual, onco more dis-
turbed from the pleasures of following
the cxeciting sdventures of “The Miss-
ing Duke ™ laid down his book regret-
fully, and framped upstairs to Mr.
Quelch’s study,

“ Yes, sir?’

The master of the Romove eyed
Trotter ferociously.

“Chunkley's declare that they deliv-
erccd 4 hat at three o'clock this alter-
roon !” sna.pped Mr. Quelch. “Why is
it not here?’

A hat?

Trotter's eyes opened wide,
According to the size of the parcel he
bad deposited in the study soon aflter
three o'clock it must have contained at
least five or six dozen hats.

“Well 1 barked Mr. Queleh. “Have
you lost your tonguo, Trotter?”

“XNunno, sir!” gasped the page. "I
dumped a parcel ﬁere."

“You what?”

“I dumped——-" began Trotier again.

Mr. Queleh glared.

“Do not use such ridiculous expres-
stons, Trotter ! he =aid soverely. “Deo
you roean you brought & parcel here ¥

"“"Yes, sie”

“Then kindly say so!" snapped Mr.
Quclch acidly.

“¥es, sir! Buttingly, sir! T Humped
—that is to say 1 brought a parcel
hera just after three, sir”

“Indeed !  Mr. Quelch’s eyes glit-
tered. " Then where 13 it 9"

Trotter looked round the study. But
ithero was no sign of that huge con-
signment from Chunkley’s.

“"Bearch me! he ejaculated. And
then, cntchinF sight of the stern dis-
approval in the Remove master's face:
*I moean—hlessed if I can sen it, sir!
1 put it on this 'cre table, sir.”

*Indeed #'

“¥Yes, sir! Hindeed ! snid Trottor.
“It don't seem to be 'ere, sir!”

Mr. Quelch frowned.

"It certainly does not, Trotter,” he
remarked, © ﬁmmver, if you are posi-
tive that you plared it here, there is
H-ntr;i:mg more to be said. You may

“Thank you, asir!"

And Trotter, only too glad to get
out of sight of Mr. Queleh's scowling
face, departed in great haste for the
scrvants' quarters. Onee theve, he pro-
ceaded to tell the coock and the maids
that old Quelchy was in one of his
“tantrums,” after which he returned
with zest to his lurid novel of “The
Missing Duke.”

In the meantime, Mr. Quelch was
tramping up and down his study in a
voyal rage. He felt that an afternoon
:ad been wasted—that evervthing had
combined to irritate him. That the
bat had been delivered after all thero
was now no possible doubt, ne possible
probable shadew of doubt—no possible
doubt whatever,

But where was the hat?
cleclared that he had placed it on the
study table. Vet the hat wasn't there
riow. It ecouldn't have disappeared into
thin air. . Then where was it?

“This is most annoying ! snapped
Mr. Queleh, with a gleam in his eye.
“IEthis1s a I:IPﬂ!:titi'Et]gj{}ku on 'the part
of. some misgnided junior he shall be
ninde to sec tho folly of it1™
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Traotter had

And by the look in Mg. Quelch’s aye
that misguided jumior would, when dis-
covered, get it hot and strong. Once
more AMr. %u-eh:h rang for Trotter, and
requestad that indignant youth to sum-
mon Harry Wharton to his study.

A few momenta later the captain of
the Roemove presented himself.

“¥ou sent for me, sir?” zaid Whar-
ton, neoting the stern lines in his
Form master's face,

“1 did!” said Mr. Quelch shortly.
“Chunkley’s delivered a hat to mao this
afternoon,” he added, without beating
about the bush,

“h, sir "

“Trotter has informed me, Wharton,
that ho placed the parcel on this table,
It has disappeared.”

e Gh [}l

“¥ou will kindly summon tho Re-
move at once 1n the Form-room,” went
on the Form master coldly. “I have
more than & suspicion that my hat has
been abstracted by some member of
my Form with & misguided scnzo of
humour. Call the boys together at
once !

“Yes, sir?™ Harry Wharton hast-
encd to oboy. :

In o fow moments the news spread
but the only one who soemed alarme
was William George Bunter. In a
flash he romembered that he had
dumped the hat in the box-room,

h, lor’I” gasped the fat junior,
wondcring how he was going to survive
the coming ordeal.

The chattering and shufling of feat
faded away when Mr. Queleh swept
mto the Form-room, and all the juniors,
with the possible exception .::f Billy
Bunter, congratulated themselves that
they knew nothing of the missing hat,
when they glimpsed the cavage expres.
sion on Mr. Queleh's face,

The master of the Remove explained
matters in biting tones.

“1 ask the boy, therefore, who has
been foolish enough to abstract my hat
to return it at onece,” he conecluded.
“If the hat is returned to my study
within the mnext hour the eulprit will
escape with a scvero caning. If tho
hat 15 not returned within that time the
whaole Formn will be detained for the
next  hali-holiday, and, moreover,
further investigations will be made. I
need hardly say that the culprit, in that
case, will be taken before Dr, Locke
for o flogging.”

“Oh, lor'!* groancd Buntor.

“You may dismiss ! said Mr. Quelch
curtly,

And the Remove, only too glad to do
so, filed out of the Form-room in a
noisy throng.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Bunter’s Brain-wave !

i SAY, you fellows—"
E Billy Bunter rolled up to the
Famous Five,

“Buzz off, Bunter "

The Owl of the Remove did not
“buzz off.” His fat mind was full of
tha subject of the missing hat, and the
alternatives Mr. Quelch had given to
tha culprit to return it

“1 say, about old Quelch's hat—"

Harry Whartion & Co. locked
interested.  Like everyone else in the
Remove tho Famous Five were wonder-
ing wha% the outcome of the missing
hat would be. That the affair was a
complete mystery to them was obvious,
for thes, in company, with most of the
Form, had been out of the House during
tho afterncon. Inquiries up and down
had failed to elicit the namo of the
practical joker, but Harry Wharton &
Ca, felt sorry for him for all that. A

sevore caning from Mr. Queleh in Lis
present mood, was no light matter.

* “What do you mean about Quelely’s
hat " asked harton, fixing a stern
gaze on Billy Bunter's excited face.

“ N-nothing,”* said the Owl of the

ve quickly.

“¥You don’t mean to tell us that you're
the egidd{) joker, do you, old fut man?"
asked Bob Cherry suspiciously.

“0Oh, really, Cherry,” said Buntor, "I
know nﬂthlnE about the hat. I didn't
sco Trotter bring up the rotten thing
with the grub—"

“Eh?  What on earth are you
burbling about

“ Nothing,” said Bunter hastily. “If
¥ou think I pinched old Quelch’s hat
yowre mistaken. I know absolutely
nothing about it,”

“Well, I shouldn't think you'd have
enough nerve to raid a hat from

uelehy’s study,” said the captain of
the Remove.

*That's it,” #aid Bunter eagerly. “1
wouldn’t dreamy of such a thing. But I
know something about the hat.”

. “Then get it off your.ehest, old fat
bean,” advised Bob Cherry. “Vou
heard what uelchy said. The Form's

detained for the next half if the blessed
hat doesn’t turn up.”

“And if tho hat is retorned there's
& severe caning for me,” said Bunter.

“For you? you know where it is,
then ?* asked Harry Wharton suddenly.

Bunter grinned.

“That's telling,” he said. “ Besides I
don’t want a severe caning. My idea is
;ﬂﬁt one of you chaps ought to return
1

“Eh?"

“Be manly, you know,"” said Bunter.
“Take in the Eat to Quelchy and—"

“Get a severe caning ! asked Dol
Cherry. "Not likely, old fat man.”

Billy Bunter blinked,

“Oh, really, Cherry, youw're always
talking about the honour of the Forn
and that sort of rot. It's up to you o
return the hat and save the Form from
o gntmg.”

Why, you fat idiot!” breathed Bolw.

den't know anything about the

blessad hat. I've becn out of doors nll
the afternoon.™

“But if T tell you where it iz—"
began Bunter.

The Famous Five looked at Bunter
curipusly. That he knew mors about
the missing hat than ha cared to tell
was very apparent.

“Look here, Bunter;” said Wharton
soverely, “If you'ro the blessed culprit
you'd better get busy and find that hat,
If it's not returned within an hour it'll
mean a Head's flogging for you.”

“0Oh, crumbs!” gasped Bunter, I
don't want & Head's flogging.”

“Well, have the ‘'severe eaning’
mstead, old fat barrel,” said Dol
Cherry. "0 two evils always take the
lesser, ns some wise johnny once said.”

“Look here, Bunter. I)id you take
Qun]chy’s_ hat ' asked Wharton.

"{:'m'tmnl;.r not 1" exclaimed Bunter.
“I wouldn't dream of touching his
mouldy hat with a barge pele. Besides,
they had no right to pack it with the

grub"
“What? What grobf®
“Eh! Oh, nothing,” said the Owl of

the Remove quickly, “ But do you think
ald Quelch would wash out the caning
if T returned that hat?”

“ Not if you tock it in the first place,”
said YWharton, half Inughing.

“Then I didn't take it,” said Billy
Bunter quickly. “1 know mnothing
about the rotten thing. Naver saw
Tratter bring it up either, Besides
Chunkley's had no right te pack
it in wite my things." '

“What on carth nre vou talking
aboub 1"
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Click ! There was g [aint sound from the darkness ahead of Billy Bunter. Then suddenly a light blazed out, and the Iat

junior blinked dazedly in the glare of an electric terch.

“Nothing,” seid Bunter promptly.
“If you chaps think I know anything
ﬁlﬁr the hat or the grub you're wrong.

“Blessed if T know what the =illy as:s
is talking about,” said DBob Cherry.

“My idea iz that one of you chaps
ought to return the hat to old Quelchy,”
went on Bunter. “You can stand a
licking better than I can.”

“But why should we?" asked Whar-
ton. “None of us pinched the hat™

Bunter sniffed.

“Oh, if vou're
over trifles we'll
he said, blinkin
“Quelchy will
hlessed hat.”

The coptain of the Remove iook
Bunter by the arm. _

i here, voun silly nss,” ho said
scverely, “it's pretty obvious that you
pinched the hat i

“But I didn't!” protested Bunter, 1
didn't know it was in the parcel—"

“What parcel?” demanded Wharton
curiously.

“Quelchy's pareel—l  mean ~ my
parcel,” blinked the Owl of the Remove.
“That is to say, I don't know anything
ubout Chuukley's parcel. And if you
think I do you're wrong, Seei”

b Cherry tapped his forehead sig-
nificantly.

“Mad!” ho excloimed. “I've secen it
coming on for a long time now.”

“(Oh, realiy, Cherry!™

“Bunter,” said Harry Wharton, I
ean't make head nor tail of this parcel
tzinesa, but it'z quite clenr that you
know all about Qu::}[nhy'a hat. If vou'll
take o tip from me you'll return it nb
once. .

“And put =ome exercizse books in
your bags before you go,” advised
MNugent.

*Oh, really, Nugent.”

Billy Bunter blinked dizmally at the

f;{:-in to make n fuss
et the matter drop,”
at the Famous Five.

ave to hunt for hLis

i¥ Ah I
it, he groaned.

Famous Five. Really the situation was
awhkward., .1f he returned the hat
within the time allowed his reward
would he a severe caning. If, on the
ather hand, the kat was not returned, a
flogging awaited the practical joker
when investigations drew to light his

aught you ! **
(See Chapler 12,)

identity. Billy Dunter quailed at both

thoughts. Dut his fat brain rose equal

to the emergency. Suddenly he cackled.
" “He, e, he! T've got 1it! He, he,
pl”

“Hallo, hallo, halio!” exclaimed Ilob
Cherry, looking round. * Have one of
vou chaps an aolarm  eclock in your
pockets ¥

“1le, he, het™

“Oh, it's Bunter,” said Bob Cherry.
“Sonnded to me like a cheap alarm
clock at first.

“Oh, really, Cherry,” blinked Tunter,
“He, he, he!”

“0Oh, come on,” said Bob shortly. "1
can't stand that awful row. Let's get
along to the study and have zomue tea”

“"cood egg!”

“The goodiulness of the estesmed and
ridiculons Dob's suggestion is terrifie,”
said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. * Let
us partake of the teaful tea.”

And leaving Bunter still cackling his
unmusieal cachinnatién theFamous Five
proceeded to Study No. 13 to partake of
the “teaful tea" as Inky expressed it.

When the Famous Five were out of
sight Billy Dunter blinked about him
eautiously. Then he rolled towards
the stairs and the box-rooms. In the
second box-room he found the eardbonrd
box containing Mr. Quelch's =ilk hat,
and with it under his arm he deoscended
the stairs and rolled towards Mr.
Quelch's study.

A wheeze to es::nEa the awful ordeal
of a severe caning had presented itself
to Billy Bunter's brain, and with his
nsual fatuousness be proceeded to put
it into operation.

It was Loder’s voice, and as Bunter heard

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Bunter's Reward !
irrit-

e OME int”
C Mr. &uelnl: looked u
ably as William George Bunter
appeared in his study with the
hat box wunder his arm. Then.
when the master of the Remove puessed

what the hat box contained, hiz hard

features assumed & most terrifying
expression.

“Bunter!™ he snapped. “Is that my
hat "

The Owl of the Remove gulped some-
thing in his throat. At that moment ba
was almost repenting him of bearding
Mr. Quelch in ks den, so to speak.

“¥Yes, sir,” he said falteringly.

“Ilindly hand it to me,” snapped Mr.
Uneleh.

Bunter did so.

Mr. Qucich opencd the box to nssure
himsolf that the hat was inside it and
then reached for his cane.

“Bend downi”

Billy Bunter jumped.
aceording to programmoe.
“Oh, really, sig”
“You're not Fcﬁng to canp mo for
returning the hat are you. I'm not the

p-p-practical joker, sip——"

“Oh1” Mr. Quelch pansed.

He was angry, very angry; bub the
master of the Remove wnz o just man.
To Bunter's great relief Mr. Quelch
pleced the cane on tho desk again,

“¥You nre not the boy with a mis-
guided =zensze of humour?” said Mr.
Queleh tartlv. *You are not the prac.
tienl joker?

"Nunno, sir!” answered the Qwl of
the Remave, being able to answer those
questiona quite truothfully. Certainly
he had not taken the hat for a practical
joke. It was upon a literal translation

[Continucd on poge 16.)
Tee Macgrer Lieprary.—No. 1,109.
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of thosa words that his brainwave had

evolved. But it behoved him to tread

warily.

. '1'%&11 kindly explain how you ecamo

to be in possession of my hat," said BMr.

Quelch, with acerbity.
“Buppose—suppose—" hegan Bun-

ter.

Mr. Quelsh frowned.

"“8Bpeak up, boy!” he snapped.

“Buppose a fellow saw another
fellow with o hat that belonged to hia
Form-master, sir,” said Buntar hope-

:hlli{'.
“Well?™” :
"Bupposa that fellow saw the other

fellow place the hat in the box-room,”
continued the Owl of the Bemove.

Mr. Quelch jumped. .

HAve you putting a suppositious case
to me, Bunter 7"

“Yes, sir,” said Bunter quickly. "A
syruptitions—that iz to say what you
said, sir.”

"Proceed [”

Billy Bunter procesded, now feeling
fairly esafe that his brain-wave was
going to do the trick.

“Auppose a fellow knew that the whole
Form was going to suffer if the hat was
not returned,” the Owl of the Remove
continued. *“What cught he to do?¥

Mr. Queleh covsidered for & moment.

“It would be his duty tu_ragort the
guilty party at once,” he said Lrmly.

Billy Bunter blinked.

“Buat wouldn't that be sneaking, sir?"
he ventured.

Mr. Quelch opened his mouth to reply,
and then set his hips erimly. Undoubt-
edly, as Bunler had suggested, such a
course would be sneaking; a practice,
i comamon with most Form masters,
that Mr..Quelch abhored.

“Wouldn't that ba sneaking, sir?"
Billy Bunter pressed his point,

“I suppose it would,” admitted Mr.

uelch, rather amaze. that Buntor, of
all le in hiz Form. should display
such & keenness in the scheolboy code of
honour. *“I supposs it would.”

Billy Bunter grinnad. He had gained
his point.

“Well, sir, if it’s wrong for a fellow
to sncok, supposc—auppose he thought
he would put the matte: right by re-
turning the hat himeelf 1"

“That is very commendable in its
way,” eaid Mr. Quelch; “but 1t still
leaves the guilty par.. unpunished.”

“Well, sir, I've brought the hat back,”
wound p Bunter virbuously.

“Bol r{EEiﬁ'Bj_:’ admitted Mr. Quelch,
“Now, let me have this matter right.
Ilo I understand that you saw a boy
psecret tay hat in the box-room 1"

“Yes, sir!” Buntsc was quite truth-
ful there. .

“And that, rathe. than the Form
should suffer, vou abstracted the hat
from its hiding-plac: and broughi it to
ma

' Yes, sir!” Again Bunter was truth-
ful, or very nearly y _

Mr. Quelch pursed his hips. Really,
the situation was rather difficult.

“You know the name of the guilty
parcty ¥

Again Bunter replied in  truthful
aiirmntive.  He knew the name of
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William George Bunter very well con-
sidcring it had walked with him, so to
speak, ever since his christening days.

“Have you remonstrated with him?*
was blr. Quelch’s next question,

Bunter was takea aback,

Mr. Quelch eyved him shrewdly.

* Nunno, sir—tha- is to say, yes, sir.
didn’t want a severe caning—1 mean, he
dida't want a severa caning.”

Mr. Quelch's eyes gleamed,

“ Bunter, will you kindly tell me how
yvou knew in the first place that it was
m;.:'rhat the guilty party purloined 1

he Owl of the Remove jumped. The
gquestion startled him, although a more
level-headed disciple of Ananias would
have found it gquite easy to answer,

Bunter blinked a% his Form master in
dismay.

“Well?” said Mr. Quelch, and his
VOICEe Wis Ominous.

#J]=I—I—" stammered Bunter, now
thrown thoroughly off his balance.

“Well 1™

“I—=I—-I-T—"

Mr. Quelch frownead.

*Have you no word in your vocabu-
lary other than the first personal pro-
noun, boy™

Billy Bunter ha:", of course, but at
that moment his fat brain was in a
whirl,

Mr. Quelch reached for his cane again.

“I feel convinced, Bunter,” he said
sternly, * that your supposititious ease is
intended to deceive me ™

“Oh, no, sir!” stammered Bunter,
finding his tongue at last. “Nothing of
the kind, gir., If you think that I put
that syruptilious casze in order to escape
& severo caning, you'ra wrong, sir,
Really, sir!™

“1 do think so!” snapped Mr. Quelch.
“And by your a.ttitut.r' now you con-
vince ma more than ever™

“But I didn't take the hat, sir!" prao.
tested Bunter, realisin., now that his
brain was falling t. pieces, as it were.
"I didn't shove it in the box-room, sir.
I don’t know anvthing about the hat,

gir. Never seen it, in fact. Perhaps
Trotter put it there,” he added hope-
fully.

“ What "

“Trotter, sir!” said Bunter eagerly.
“‘_?!l:m know what & forgetiul chap he 13,
E-lr I.I#

Mr. Queleh's brow grew thunderous.

"1 am quite satisfied that Trotter did
not place my hat in the box-room,
Bunter!”

“ Are you, sir?"” gasped the Owl of tha

Remove. *Then perhaps it was
Wharton.”
“Wharton "

*Yes, sir, or Chorey——* _

Mr. Queleh held up his hand, and
Billy Bunter's cheery suggestionz as to
the possible identity of the miscreant
who had purloined Mre, Quelch's hat
camo to o stop.

“BOY ™ Mr Quelel’: deep voico
quite made Billy Bintcr jump.
“Wretched boy! Dii yoa not say that
you knew the nam: of the guilty party
who took my hat i

Yoz, gir,” stammered Bunter,

“Did vou not say,” continuod Bbr,
Queleh, “that yeu remonstrated with
him "

“ Ye-es, #ir!” replial Bunter wildly.
;Thul.f. is to say. nunno eir, I mean

“Then why do you sugpest that his
name is aithes Trotter, or Wharton, or
Cherry " demanded Mr., Queleh acidly.

Billy Bunter's face fall,

“0Oh dear!™ he murmured. “Did—
did 1 say that?”

“You did!" snappe” Mr. Quelch.
“Bunter, you are incocrigible! 1

honestly belicve you ave more fool than

rogue, but T:mr behaviour, your decep-
tion, is the limit, Touch your toes!™

“But, really, sir!”

“TOUCH YOUR TOES!["

“0Oh, lor' " Billy Bunter gave'a help-
less ook round the room But thera
was no escape. How Mr. Quelch had
“rumbled ¥ his brain-wave Bunter did
not know. That ho had indeed rumbled
it there was not the slightest doubt.
Reluctantly, very reluctantly, the QOwl
of the Remove bept over te the required
position.”

And for the nex: fow momonts the
study walls rang t~ the sound of Mr.
%ue ch's cane and the howls of anguish
that Hoated from the lips of William
George DBunter. Really, it was a vory
unhappy ending to Billy Bunter's brain-
wave.

Mr. Queleh paused ot last. He re-
Elan‘i:d the cane on the desk, breathing

ard.

“I trust that will prov: a lesson to

ou, Bunter!™ he said grimly, *“A
asting lesson !

“Yow-wow I'*

Billy Bunter wriggled and groaned,
and groancd and wriggled. t was n
lesson to him, but whether it would
prove o lasti lezson was another
matter. Still. ﬁr Queleh now had hig
hat, and William Georga Bunter had his
“govere caning,” =0 1n the main, the
master of tho HRemove was satisfied.
Needless to say, Willinm George Bunter
was anything but satisfied.

When he crawled from his Form
master's study the Fat Owl of tha
Remove felt as i there was nothing in
the world worth living for, until he
suddenly bethought Eiry of his hiddon
hoard -n¥ tuck That afforded him some
slight coneolation, however, and, groan-
ing feebly, he rollad towards the box-
room,

—

THE TENTH CHAPTER.

“ Hard Lines* for Cherry |

£ ALLO, hallo, hallo!”
Bobh  Cherry's  stentorian
voice rang out along the
Remove passago.

Bob was just emerging from his study,
a ocamerg uwunder his arm, when he
sighted Billy Bunter.

“ Groooough !" moaned Bunter.

“What's up, old fat man " asked Bob
cheerily., “You look as if you've been
through a mangle.™ _

“Groooough!” groaned DBunter.
“That beast Quelehy aid it on!”

Bob looked surprised.

“Did you take the hat back to him "
ha askei

Bunter nodded and groaned,

“And got a sever: caning??

Apgain Bunter nodda i ard groaned.

“Pha rottes thought iz wasz me who
pirched the blessed thing .” ke said.

“And wasn't 161"

“Grocough! Nol™ groancd Bunter.
“How was [ to kno* the rotten hat was
in the grub 1™

“The grub ¥ Bob Cherry looked per-
plexcd. “What grub

Billy Bunter d'd not reply to that
question ; he meraly groaned, and con-
tinucd on his way to the box-room,

“ Aron't you goiry into Hall for tea 2™
asked Dob.

Bunter shuddered. The thought of
teaing in Hall on bread-and-butter and
weak tea, when hir wonderful spread
awaited him in the box-room was
unthinkable.

"Jlfiténnm
replie

E‘fe gods!” gaspo! Dob Cherry.
“Faney our old fr' man not fecling like
tea !"

I don'i feel like tea,™ ko
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Apnd Bob commenced to leap up the Remove staircase
furec steps at o time 1n his usual exuberant fashion. Dunter
rvolled wp after him in more leisurely style. The pair of
them halted outside the door of the second box-room, a
circumstance that brought a spasm of alarm to Bunter's
podgy hreast, -

“Whoere—where are you going?”’ le asked suspiciously.

“In here,” replied Bob, -axhi%itiﬂg- his camera.

“What for!"” demanded Bunter. . .

“You'ro very inquisitive, old fat Lean,” said Bob, with
a grin. "“But it may interest you to know that I've taken
up photography, and Ym going to spend the next hour
doveloping some rolls of films”

Bunter’s jaw dropped.

“In the box-room1”

Bob nodded. e
“Yeg; 1 shall be out of the way there, I tried it last

weok. and got on all right. You see, I shove a blanket
over the wi%ldnw to shutiﬂut the light; and if I keep the
door locked, sc that no silly ass bumps in and lets in the
light, it makes an ideal dark-room.” ’ :

“Oh lor' " Billy Bunter's face went guite white.

“What's the matteil; ™ asked Bob, with some concern.
“ Wealing ill, old fat bean 7"

“%,Illil::ﬁn i g‘ﬂu.spcd Dunter. “I say, Bob, old fellow—"

(11 EE ]

“E}?E]l:;n't you do your developing somewhere elzo ¥
¢<ked Bunter rather fecbly.

Bob stared.

“Why should I?" he asked.
oce.” _

“I don’t think so,” said Bunter, with a forced smile.
* Jt—it's too c}'uwdﬁedd with boxes and things—"

-HE!?I,E}:‘}?;E :ﬁg r?ght 1 he answered. “I shove all the
lyxes in ona covner of the room.” _

Billy Bunter glared. Really it was too bad to be baulked
of a handsome feed at the last moment like this—and

lked he would be if Bob Cherry persisted in using the
?t;:-rmm as a dark-room. In the -:Prcumsba.na it would

- - - L] 1 k
Le well-nigh impossible for Willism George Bunter to tue
i:uto“:im g%a::d things he had laid in there with Bob Cherry

close at hand. _ “
“(Can’t you use the box-room on the first floor? nsked

DBunter, o
1‘1' Why should 17" asked Bob, with a frown. “This one

il all right.” .
‘ '_-ltfui“ﬁﬂ mndc? to iurn the handls of the door and open 1f

Billy Buntcr's pigg:,rIIitl;lu eyes glitterad.

**Hol , Cherry! say— . .

“{%‘Z]{l}?ﬂnnskﬂd 'Ejruh. looking at the fat junior euriously.

#Would you do me a favour ¥

#That depends,” grinned Bob.
ruiding someonc's st_ud:.:j cupboard, I'm
piust be in the negative. —

Billy Bunter worked up a smile of sorts. .
: "Wi’! you—will you get me my Holiday Aunual’ from
the study?’ he asked. "1 think I’]rl po and lie ::Iuwn*;bl
den't feel well. Perhaps if I read I'll drop off to sleop.

Dob eyed him up and down critically.

“YWell, you've got a nerve 1 ha said, “But I'll get your
idessed © Anmual © for you. You look pretty seedy, I must
m'l‘lr'” 1]

vitrmoooough! I [ecl rottent 1 _

. ?;u cut %I‘E to the dorm, old fat man, and T'll bring
vour * Annual? up to you,” said the good-natured Bob,
withont suspecting for a moment that Bunter had an
witerior motive in wanting to get rid of him for a few
moments. ]

Aund, leaving the Owl of the Remove standing by Lh_l.: box-
room door with o fat grin on his face, Bob Cherry
rendded down the staivease three steps at a time. .

 Boast 1" snid Bunter ungratefully, " The r?ttr:r t::jc:-ught
he'd have this blessed box-room, did he? We'll scel

And next moment Billy Bunter had turned the handle of
iho door, cntered the box-room, and turned the key in the

k on the other side. _
mi‘l—lcl-, he, he!™ he cackled. “I'll show the rotter|”

He unlocked the big trunk belonging to Lovd Mauleverer,
in which he had secrcled his store of tuck, and long Lefore
i'ob Cherry's returning footsteps sounded on the staircase
ihe Owl of the Remove was piling into a rabbitpie with
tare good will. .

Ha chuckled to limself when ho heard Bob go tearing
past the door en route for the Remove dormitory.

“He, he, he!” chuckled DBunter Dbetween manthifuls,
“Choviy'a colb

(Continued on nexl poge.)
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In the direction ol good naturo Bob
Cherry vwas undoubtedly “soft.” ~DBut-at
the moment Bunter was catechising him
Bob was growing exceedingly angry.
He had burst into rhe Hemove dormi-
tory like p cvelome, 8 volume of the
“Holiday Annual * upnder his arm.

“Here you are, old fat man—
Why, whero are vout"

Bob stared round bim. Billy Bunter's
bed was unoceupiad. Indeed, save for
Bob imself, the dormitory was
desorted.

H“Wsall, I'm hblaszed |1 grunted Bob.
“"If that fat worm was pulling my leg
I‘ﬂ‘ burst him 1"

he thought became a certamnty as
Bab Cherry waited for five minutes
and. Billy Buoter did not put in an
appearanco. _

“The fat oystor ! breathed Bob furi-
ously. “Why, I'll—""

Ho shied the ‘“"Holiday Annual ' at
an inoffznsive pillow and ramped down
the stairs agnin, Lis vsually sunny face
dark and asngry. A suspicion as to
Bunter's.reason for dispatching him on
that crrand for tho * Annual ' came into
EBob's mind as he neared the box-room.

As he haH expected, Bob found the
door locked. HHe thumped furiously at
the panels. '

“UOpen this door, you fat rotter

“*He, he, he!” Bunter's mnmusical
ecachinnation camno by way of reply.

Beng, bang, bang |

Eob thumped lustily.

“QOpen this door, or I'll burst you 1™
he roarcd.

“¥Yeh! Go and eat coke!™ retorted
Bunter valiantly.

[l?

“You fat frog " hisscd Bob. *Yon
fat spoofert I'll skin youl Open this
door | .

Really it was not surprising that

William George Bunter did not comply.
Fatuouz as he was, Bunter had enough
“savyy " to know that it was more than
hig lile was worth 2t that momont to
open the door of the box-room. i

Thump, thump, thomp!

Bob banged and banged on the door
in alarming fashion, and Bunter began
to ontertain the fear that the noise
would bring either a prefect or a master
on the scone. At all costs that had to
bo avoided.

“Open this door ! shricked Bob.

Bang! Thump! Bangl

From inside the room came tho sound
of a liltle cough—Bunter's usual pro-
liminary to & ventriloquial effort.
Then. scemingly from the lower land-
g, 8 voico foated up to Boab Cherry.

‘Cherry | Bﬂ{}!;'

"Yes, sirt" b wheeled sharply at
the sound of Mr. Quelch's vaoico.

“How dare you make that terrible
ml.EE TF

“#J—I-—I—" began Bobh lamcly.

“How dare you damago the school
property in that disgraceful fashion!”
Iﬂpﬁﬂd Mr. Quelch’s —oica.

I-I-I—" stammered Bob, look-
ing towards the stairs snd cxpecting to
sco the figura of Mr., Quelch appear at
any moment.

‘Take & hundred lines, Cherry!”
continued Mr. Quealch,

“0h, ves, sirl”

crimsoned. gave the door of the
box-room a terrific glare, and tramped
down the stairs disrdally.

At the landing he fully expected to
meet Mr. Queleh; but, naturally, that
gentleman was not in the offing, so to
epeak; and Bob concluded that he must
have entered one of the dormitories,

Breathing threats of fury on the de-
voted head of William George Bunter,
Bob Cherry prooeedad to write the im-

position of a hundred hines. It took him
an hour, and with tho passing of the
Tee Macxer Lismary.—No, 1,108,

minutes Bob's anger grew. It was all
through Bunter. Rzally, Lhings would
bave gone hardly with the Owl of the
Bemove had Lob becn within reach of
b just-thon. _

Fortunately for Bunter, he was somo
distance away, performing o scrvice thag
was very dear to his fat heart—namely,
that- of feeding a hungry fellow by the
name of William Georgo Bunter.

“This is prime!" said the fat junior,
g8 he began operations on the second
iced cake. * EHe, he, hel”’

His fet face was sticky and shiny, but
his heart was happy; for Bunter was
having the feed of .his life. Of the con-
sequences he never gave a thought: the
fat junior's motto being, * Bufficient
unto the day is the evil thereof.”

. And in the meantime a very aston-
ished Bob_ Cherry was confronting his
Form master.

“Linca, Cherry?' Mr. Quelch was
saying. "“l1 have no recollection of
awarding you lines.”

Bob jumped.

“But you gave me an impot for bang-
ing on the—ahem !—box-room dcor, sir,
about an hour ago.”

Mr. Quelch started.

“Indeed, I did not, Cherryl”

& But____u' -

Bob Cherry was about to reiterate his

statement, when he remambered—rather

late in the day—DBilly Bunter's powors
a3 a ventriloquist. Bob knew then in a
fHash that Billy Bunter had spoofed him
twice that evening.

“¥You must be mistaken, Cherry,”
went on Mr. Quelch, Eﬂ'ﬂinﬁ the red-
faced Removite curiously. Howevaer,
as you admit that you were causing a
disturbance by banging on the box-room
door, these lines fiu not come amiss;
for I strongly disapprove of such con-
duet, and would have awarded you ap
imposition in any case. You may go."

And Bob Dherr‘} went. In the pas-
sage, outside tho Form master's study,
he proceeded to spar with an imag-
inary Billy Bunter with such ferocity
and energy that his bunched knucklos
came into violent contact with the
passage wall. And as the passage wall
was made of brick and plaster, and
Bob's knuckles merely of Hesh and
bone, the result woas painful in the
extreme for the aforesaid knuckles.

“Yooovoop!” gasped DBob, sucking
away at his damaged knuckles frantio-
glly. “"Yow-wow!™

Thereafter Bob did not indulge in
any sparring; he contented himself
with promises of what he would do to
Bunter when next he saw him—futile
promises, for Bol's anger at any time
was feeting; and by the time bed.
time came round, and with it, inci
dentally, Bunter, Bob had almost for-
gotten the events of the early evening.

When he did remember them  his
anger had evaporated, and with it the
desire to take it out of Bunter. So
Bob contented himself with knockin
the Owl of the Remove's bullet hea
against the wall playfully; but, playful
as it was, that action drew a loud wail
from William George Bunter.

“Whoooooooop! Beast! Yarocooh!™

e e, e

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER,
A Reconcillation !

13 LESS my soul!”
B Mr. Quelch made that ejae-

uletion the following morning
after breakfust, as he was
taking an airing in the guad,
Striding towards him was the Rer.
Lambe.
The colour came and went in Mr.
Quelch's sharp features, for he folt the

-

position that had sprung up belween
him and the Friardale vicar keenly.
Whaot the Rev, Lambe wanted at this
carly hour, in view of what bad trans.
prred between them, puzzled the master
of the Remove considerably.

Mr. Quelch was not & moral coward,
but at that moment he was eorely
tempted to turn on his heel and disap-
pear mmto the House. He suppressed
the impulse, howover and, like Felix
kept on walking in the direction he
had first planned. This meant that he
and the Rev, Lambo eore bound to
meet.

Mr. Quelch’'s lips set in a thin,
straight iine. His head seemed clevated
& trile more than was usual, otherwize
ho was still tha Mr. Quelch whose
custom it was to take an amiring in the
quad before mornihg lessons.

- Good-morning, Quelch ™

Mr. Quelch jumped as the Rev.
Lambe, mmmg abroast of him, smiled
beamingly and uttered that fricndly
gErooting.

“ G-good-morning 1™

Mr. Quelch's fone. was very cold and
distant, but. i$ was obvious at a glance
that the Bev. \Lambe was put to effect
& reconciliation.

“I'm alraid we both were-a trifle
hasty and hot-tempered vesterday.”

" Indeed I™

The FForm master’s tone was not at all
encouraging,

1 bave made inguiries up at the
vicarage,” went oan the Rev. Lambe,
“and from my maid 1 gather the fact
that you were under the impression that
I was expecting you at the vicarage
yesterday.™

Mr. Quelch eyed the Rer. Lambe
coldly.

“I do not see the necessity of making
those inquiries,” he remarked bitingly,
“considoring you yourself invited me to
the vicarage; neither do I sce anything
to be gained by pursuing this dizens-
sion. I bid you good-morning, Mr.
Lambea!"

And Mr. Quelch, with his bead evect,
strode on.

"My dear Queloh!™

The Rev, Lambe rustled after tha
Form master and caught him by the
arm.

Mr. Queleh stopped; he had to, more
or loeas,

“My dear Quelch,” eaid the reverend
gentleman, with some show of agitatiom,
“please allow me to explain.”

r. Quelch raised his evebrows In
token of consent, but the hard expres-
gion on his face remained tho ramo.

“From the inguiries I instituted,”
said the Rev., Lambe, ™it iz obvious
that you thought I had invited you to
the vicarago—=-="

“"You did invite me"™ said Mr,
Quelch, with a dark frown.

“Pardon mae, sir, 1 did not invite
youl!"

“What?" barked Br, Quelch, “Ars
you going to tell me that I dreamed
that you spoke to me over the tele-
phone "

“What "

*That I dreamed that vou asked me
to come over at once for & pame of
golf and & cup of teat”

“But, my dear Quelch, I do assure
vou that I never spoke to you over the
telephone yesterday,” said the Rov.
Lambe.

Mr. Quelch looked more grim thano
aver. )

“Really, my dear sir, if you persist
in that statement, I can o y say that
your memory is failing you.'

“Tndeed, Mr. Quelch!™ The Rer.
Lambe's affability was beginning to
change to hostility. * There is nothing



EYERY
SATURDAY.

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

PRICE
TWOPENCE.

the matter with my memory. There is
some mistake somewhere.”
Mr. Quelch shook his head.
“Thersa is no mistake,” he said
coldly. "I answered the telephone; L
heard your voice. You asked me to
come over at once for s game of golf.
And what do I find when I reach the

vicarage? Why, sir, that you are gone
out—that you have made a fool of
me " .
The Rev. Lambe shook his head.
“Nothing of the kind,” he said. “I

did not phone you, Quelch., I had been
with Major Thresher since ten o’clock.
At 'H;Eﬂ.tr time was it you allege I phoned
you

The master of the Remove pondercd
for a while. ]

“Ah! It would ba in the region of
three o'clock,” he replied at length.

“Ah!" Tha Rev. Lambe’s voice rose
in his _excitement, At a quarter to
thres I was lunching with the major.

We did not rise from ¢he table until
at least twenty minutes past three, my
dear Quelch. IF you doubt my words,
Major Thresher will doubtless be
pleased to substantiate them, I feel
sure,”
Mr. Quelch jumped. The Rev.
Lambe's carnestiess was beginning to
impress him, added'to which his men-
tion of Major Thresher scemed pretty
conclusive proof that Mr. Lambe had
not phoned his old friénd at Greyfriars,
“Then who did phone me?” zaid the
master of the Remove.

The BRev. Lambe shrugged his
shoulders.
“That 1 cannot say,” he retorted.

“But I didnt, my dear Quelch. I
trust you will believe an old friend

Mr. Quelch gazed hard and long at
his gld friend. Then ha spoke.

“] do believe you,” he sard, "I'm
afraid I rather jumped to a hasty con-
clision, but who would not have done
thit in the circumstanced?"

The Rev. Lambe smiled and nodded.

‘It is fairly obvious that some prac-
tical joker las been imitating my
volce,” he said, ot length.

“ Obviously ! exclaimed Mr, Quelch.
““ And I would like to have that practical
joker in front of me for a feww moments,
juat to tell him what I thought of him."”

“My wish as well,” agreed the Rev.
Lamba.

The icy expression on the faco of the
master of the Remove began to thaw,
a0 to speak. :

“My dear Lambe,” he said, "I owe
you an apology——"* :

-“Not at all, iy dear Quelch,” smiled
the vicar. = :

“But I deo,” insisted the Form
master, holding out his hand. "1
apologise to you for being so disloyal
to @& friend of so many yecars standing
as to believe him capable of deliberately
slighting me.”

“Tut, tut!” smiled the Rev. Lambe.
“Tt is 1 who owa you an apology, my
dear Quelch.”

“ Wot at all, my dear Lambe——"

“But T insist, my dear Quelch,” went
on the Rev. Lambe. *I was foolish
enough vesterday, and unkind as well,
to think that vou had—hem—he en
indulging in aleoholic liquor to an un-
wise extent.”

“DBlesy m
Qualch. “Wli;
dear friend."

“That iz your chivalrous nature
ready to excuse me,’’ said the Rev,
Tambe., ““My dear Quelch, I hope you
will forgive me for my hasty words of
yesterday.” .

“They are forgotten and forgiven

already, my dear Lambc !™
“VYou are a good friend, Queleh,”

goul!" exclaimed Ar.
gll make mistakes, my

-

(S

R

-

Peering in at the window Wharton saw Billy Bunier crouching near the wall

“ Help !
panted Wharton.

sald the Rev. Lambe, with a pleased
little sigh.

“And I comld wish for no belter
friend than vou, my dear Lambe!”

How long these two ‘‘old friends ™
would have ladled out compliments to
each other it is difficult to =y, but at
rang for first

Save me ! ™ shriekeq

that -moment the hell
lessom. -
“T must be going,” zaid Mr. Quclch.
“T'm so glad you came over, my dear
Lambe.”
“And I could not be more glad,”

smiled tho viear. 'Hi.' mind is now
at rest, my dcar %un ch. If only I
could discover the i of the gen-

entit t
tleman who perpetratod t]‘fmt silly and
ridiculous hoax——"

“Tf only 1" echood Mr., Quclch,

But little did either of these gentle-
maon know that the perpetrator of that
hoax was @« member of the Remove
Form at Greyiriars. This was due to
the fact that the veice Mr. Quelch hod
heard over tha phone had sounded like
that of an adult. Certainly Mr. Quelch
nevor for one moment connected 1t with
the fat squeak of Willlam George
Bunter. Which was, perhaps, fortunate
for that cheerful youth.

When Mr. Quelch took his Form that
morning he was in quite a genial mood,
a gircumstance that made his class ver
curious to know tho cause. Even such
slackers as Bunter, Skinner & Co., and
Lord Mauleverer were only mildly
reproved when their “construe " was
sadly at fault. And when morming
classes came to an end, not one member

Bunter.
*I'll have you out of there in a Jifly I **

“Help!** *Hold on, Bunier]™

(See Chapter 13.)

of the Remove Formm had received
either o caning or an imposition. - A
surprising state of affairs, and certaimly
& very unusual one.

And for it, indirectly, the Remove had
to thank William George Bunter, which
waa moro surprising still.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER,
Trapped !

g . 700 fellows awake ?” :

Billy Bunter sat up in bed
as he whispered those worda
and peered about him in the

darkness.

"+ Any onc awanke?”

Bave for the regular hreatiﬁpf of the
sleeping Removites all was still,

Billy Bunter prinned to himself in the
darkness and rolled out of bed. 18
wanted a quarter of an hour fo mid-
night. Bunter was hungry, which was
not very surprising in the eircumstances,
for the Owl of the Remove was always
hungry.

“Grooourh! It's cold!”

The fat junior shivered a little as the
night air caught him, but even the warm
comfort of the bed he had left was nok
comparable with the wonderful *feed "
that awaited him onco he reached the
box-room, The thought of that made
Bunter smack his lips in enticipation.

On tip-toa he crept towards the door

Tae Maexer Liprary.—No, 1,109,
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of the dormitory and out on to the land-
ing beyond. Then, with all c¢rution,
for the prefects and masters had not yet
retired, the fat junior padded his way
towards his hidden hoard of tuck. His
mouth was  watering as he went; a
glorious feed was almost within his
grazp. Almost
ick!

There was a faint sound from the
darkness ahead of him. 'Then suddenly
a light blazed out, and Bunter blinked
dazedly in the glare of an electvic torch.

“Ah! Caught you!”

It was Loder's voiwce.

Billy Bunter groaned.

Gerald Loder was the most unpopular

refect at Greyfriars, and the Owl of the

emove knew that he had little mercy
to expect from him.

The prefeet had an ashplant under his
arm, and ho allowed it to fall down nto
Lis palm. Then he swilched on tho pas-
sage lights and gripped Bunter by the
shoulder. )

“Caught, my fat pippin!” he sald
unPlaaaantf%.

“0Oh, really, Loder—"

“ And where wire vou off to, my lad ?”

Billy Bunter's wits worked swiftly.

“1 was going down to the study to
get some toot mixture,” he said
glibly. “I've got an awiul tooth! Kept
me awake, you know. It's awfull”

And Bunter assumed a very pained
expression to bear out his statement,

Gerald Loder sneered.

“{un't you think of a better tale than
that " he asked.

" Oh, veally, Loder—"

“ Bend over!" commanded the prefect.

“But I sav—"

“Bend over!”
"But— Leggo! TYooooopl!”
Bﬂlr Bunter bent over: he had to, for

Loder’s iren grip was on his collar.
Naext moment Loder's ashplant came
inte free play.
Whacek, whack, whack!
“Yooooop! Yarooooh! TYow-wow!™
Billy Bunter's howls awoke tho echoes.
“Btop malking that awful row!" said

Loder harshly. “Do %ﬂu wont to bring
a master hera? You'll get worse than
a prefect’s licking if you do!”

£E "IVCI"W [h’

Bunter's vells died a sudden death.
Ho did not desire to bring a master on
the scene. Of the two evils he preferred
Gerald Loder.

“Now get back to your dormitory,
vou little rottor!” enapped Loder.
“And if I eatch you out ﬂ? it again I'll
take vou before the Head !

“Grooough!” mumbled Bunter.

And with Loder’s grip still upon his
collar ho rolled back to the Eemove
dormitory. Really, it loocked as if
Bunter was to pass the night tuckless,
0 fto speak. The ?reiect departed,
having assured himself that no other
Removite was out of his bed, and Billy
Bunter was left alone with his thoughtsa,
which, centred round the unpopular
Hixth Form prefect, were almost
homicidal.

*The beast!" mumbled Bunter, “The
rotter!”

For quite half an hour the Owl of the
Remove lay awake scarifying Gerald
Lodor. At the expiration of that time
his thoughts, for want of & better sub-
ject, returned to grub, glorious grub.
And within a very few minutes the fat
junior was clambering out of bed for
the second time that night.

On this occasion ho was more for-
tunate. No one in the shape of authority
Was ﬂnc-nuntcrnq en routo, and, with
fat chuckle of triumph, Billy Bunter sli
round the door of the box-room, turned
the key on the inside, aliipad the key in
his pyjama jacket pocket. and then
applied a matech to the single gas-
bracket the box-room boasted.

“This 13 prime!” muttered DBuonter.
“Ha, he, hal?

Thero was a rug lying in one corner
of the room, and the fat junior pounced
on it, and managed to fix it over the
window so0 as bo prevent the light from
being szeon. Then he settled down to
enjoy himself,

For the space of the next hour
William George Bunter's jaws worked

dliiiiadaesarveadisinirERddd A DFe RS Y PR Y FEAREEREAEFRE BRI ANRVESS A NERRASEEETAGNEANE R ENEERAAENE RN ENED

Saleso

P
T S

i
-..\' 5
vE

No. 189.—A LAD O THE

¥ILLAGE.

A Lively Story of Fun =snd
Summer &ports,

By C. Malcolm Hincks,

—_— ——

Ho. 190.—~THE ISLAND OF
EECRETS.
A Gripping Story of Advenlure

Abroad, By Sidney Drew.

S —

MNo. 181.,—~BOOMERANHE BOB.

A Dreathless Etory of Adven-
ture jn the Wilds of Australia.

By John Ascott.
—-b-—\.n-—
Mo, 192.—KINGS 0' SPEED,

A Thrilling Motor-Rlacing Yaorno,
By John Hunter,

e i
b e ) ._.\..-
2 e | e AR
i?"ﬁﬁi ek R R T

| BOYS' FRIEND 4° LIBRARY

OBTAINABLE FROM ALL NEWSAGENTS!

ng

overtime, and the wondrouz box of tueck
from Chunkley's grew beautifully less
Jam-tarts, eclairs, iced eake, tins of pre.
BOrYES followed one another with alarmi-

t'il;pliu:lil.'.jl'_1 into Bunter's capacious
stomach. Then, by way of a change,
Bunter started on the chocolates and the
jam.

His fat face was shiny and exceedingly
sticky, but he felt contented; perhaps
the only disturbing thought being thot
Naoture had not endowed him with «
groater capacity.

Bunter sighed, and pgave up the
attack on the pood things at last. Then,
for the first time, he became aware of
a thin wreath of smoke that was rising
from the floor,

“What's

“0Oh dear!™ he muttered.
thot 7"

Really the guestion was superfluons.
Bmoke was smoke, and even Bunter
knew that there could be no smoke
without fira.

Fire!

The thought sent a shiver down his
spine.

Ho gazed about him frantically. The
smolce, increasing in volume with the
passing of the seconds, was rizing from
the flooring in a steady stream. That
meant something was burning in the
room below that in which Bunter eat
crouching like a fat jelly.

With a white, terrified face the Owl
of the Remove dashed to the door of
the hox-room and jerked at the handle,

The door did not budge, for the
'Htimpla reason that Bunter had locked
i

“It's locked!” he muttered to him-

f, and his trembling fingers sought
thoe place where the key should be.

It was not there!

In hiz terror Billy Bunter forgot thut
he had pocketed the key on his entry
into the room,

He was trapped! :

Already the little room was flling
with smoke; already the fat junior’s
eyes were smarting and watering:
already he felt the inclination strong
upon him to cough.

“Help! Firel Help!”

Billy Bunter's terrificd voice rang out
through the silence of the night, echo-
ing and re-cchoing:

“Tireal Help! TIire!™ _

Again and again his voice shrieked
ount, but it seemcd to the terrified Owl
of the Remove an interminable time
before any answer came.

Clang, clang, clang!

But the furions ringing of the alarm
bell now  effectively swamped DBilly
Bunter's cories.

Clang, clang, clang!

Bunter gazed about him wildly. Onle
the four walls and the window met his
gaze, They seemed to mock him,
Feeapo from that room, for William
George DBunter at least, scemed im-
possiblo.

“Help, help! Tire! Help! screamed
the terrified fat junior, now thoroughly
losing his nerve.

Onee again he rushed to the door and
tugged at the handle. The door did
not budge. Then, in a fresh pam:}l.'am
of terror, the Qwl of the Remove rolled
towards the window. In hiz agitation

he did not gee the bip trunlk that lay
in his path, and tripped over it with o
wild yell.

Crash!

Bunter landed in s heap on the floor
weH-nigh breathless. Cloudas of smoke
were gushing up through the foor-
boards, almost enveleping him az in a
garment. . i

Choking and spluttecing., with the
veater streaming from his eyes, DBunter
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scrambled to his feet and rushed to-  *Bunter!” repeated the master of the Mr. Queleb cupped his hands. The

wards the window once agsin. His Remove sharply, dozen juniors had seized the canvas

trembling fingers enatched the rug  8till there was no reply. | sheet and were standing ready,

away from the window. Next minute Mr. Quelch’s face grow anxious, “ Bunter I” roared Mr. Quelch. “You

he looked down into the quad. And “Bunter!” he said for the third will have to jump!”

gnce more, at tha top of his voice, Billy time. “Help! Help!” shrieked Bunter,
3Eiled: Silence ! “Jump for it!"” yelled the master of

Bunter
*Help! Fire! Help!”

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
“ Bravo, Wharton [ *

LANG, clang, clangl '
Harry Wharton awoke with a
start as the clanging of the fire
bell pierced his dreams,

Clang, clang nla.nﬁi ]

Next moment the captain of the
Remove was scrambling out of bed and
awaking his Form fellows.

“Wake up!” he roared, at the top of

his voice. “Fire bell!”

He did not feel alarined, for at
various periods of the ti.'enr the Head
would call an unexpected fire drill, and

Wharton's first thoughts were that this
was simply one of thoso occasions.

Ho went from bed to bed, and shook
the sleeping juniors into wakefulness,
The Removites tumbled out and hastily
dressed themselves. Wharton, as cap-
tain of the Remove, took charge.

“Don't get panicky,” he said; but the
words were hardly out of his mouth
hefora Mr. Quelch rustled into the
dormitory, clad in a dressing-gown.

The Form master’s face was gerious.

“There i8 a fire in the lower box-
room,” he said quiet]_%:. “This is no
practice drill, boys. You will have to
leave the dormitory by way of the
chnte."”

“'Dh. 1" i

Wharton and Bob Cherry immedi-
ately ran to the aperture in the wall
which held the chute. The canvas was
threwn out to the quad below in double-
quick time. J

“Smartly done, boys!” said Mr,
Quelch encouragingly. “Now get down
without any excitement or panic.” .

The Form master’s calm words reas-
~ured the juniors, who were inclined to
rake fright. Already billows of smoke,
wafted up the well of the staircase from
:l1a box-room and thenee into the dormn-
tory, despite the fact that the door was
olosed, made it evident that this was
i gerious outbreak. Descent by the
.taircase, therefore, was neither safe nor
practicable. )

One by one the juniors slid down the
canvas chute, and arrived safely in the
quad below. Prefects with torches
were hurrying backwards and for-
wards assembling the various Forms,
whilst the Greyiriars Firo Drigade,
under the leadership of Mr, Lascelles,
{lie mnaths master, was alroady attempt-
mg to subdue the flames.

'To many of the Removites the fire was
merely something exciting—a spectacle
which they had often thought about bub
wearcely dreamed would ever como to
jrLEn. %ct it had come to pass. The
Hames were spreading from the lower
hox-room, and a gentle wind added to
theiy hungry advances. Wingate and
s fellow prefects were doing all they
could to limit the ontbreak, and their
task wos no casy one. In the mean-
time, shivering in the guad the varions
Forms were lined up to answer the roll,

Notebook in hand, Mr. Quelch pro-
coeeded to eall the roll of the Remove.

“Cherry!”

" Adsuam M

“Petar Todd]”

4 Adsum I sang out DPeter.

“ Alomga Todd I

" Adsam !

“ Bunter " sang out Mr. Quelch,

There was nao reply.

The Removites locked at each other
Llankly.,  Where was Bunter?

Mr., Quelch rushed through the
remainder of the roll call. No one but
Billy Bunter was absent from parade.

““"Has anyone scen DBunter?” asked
Mr. Quelech anxiously.

Apparently ne one had, for a stony
gilenco grected the Form master's
wards.

“Bless my soul!” gasped Mr. Quelch.
“Whera can the boy be? 1 saw every-
ona out of the dormitory myself.”

“Now I.come to think about it,” gaid
Harry ".‘Ii’ha.rtnn; with a pucker in his
brow, “I don’t secem to remember
seoing Bunter in the dormitory at all.”

Mr. Quelech started.

“"Someone gave the alarm,” he said.
o Euruly—ﬂurrﬁ}' that wasn't Dunter?
Surely—"

And while Mr. Quelch lingered over
the word a fat face appeared at the
window of the upper box-room and
gazed wildly down Into the quad.

It waz William George Bunter!

t therc was any doubt at first that
was soon dispelled for in the fat

A useful leather pocket wallet has
been awarded to: Peter Mason,

152, Herrick Road, Loughboro,

for the following limerick :

Mr.cl;t;::ut, while out hunting in
8
A country decidedly hilly,

On muppiﬂF hie brow

Baid he : ** I’ allow

That to call this place Chile Is
glilly } ¥

Now have a ‘shot at a Limerick
vourself, chum. There're plenty
more pﬂE[-:El wallets waiting to be
won |
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junior’s familiar voice came the frantic
appeal :

“Help, help, help!”

“Bunter I gasped Harry Wharton.
“(Food heavena!™

Mr. Quelch singled out o dozen of his
boys, and beckoned them to follow him.
At a run he approached as iear as he
eould te the burning portion of the
building. In breathless aecents, the
Remove master explained matters to
Ar. Lascelles, who was in charge of the
fire brigade.

l.ooking vwp to the sccond box-room,
the maths. master became aware, for
thae first time. of William Geareo
Bunter's presence in that blazing rooin,

“(Good heavens [ gasped  Mr.
Lascelles. “The boy will be burnt to
tleath! The bBlaze has got o fair hold

of thut upper box-room!”

His face blanched.

"You have a sheet, Lazcellea ¥ asked
Aly, Queleh tremulously.

The maths. master nodded.

In a moment he had dragged a
canvas sheet [rom the fire manual,

“You keep your brigade at work!™
gasped Mr. Quelch. "My hovs will
look after the sheet. Bunter will have
to jump for it!”

That appeared the
eolution.

Bunter's face again appeared at the
open window. Terror was in every line

of it.
“Help, help! Oh, help!”

le be only

the Remove. “You will be quite safe,
my boy!"

But Billy Bunter was too terrified to
pay heed to that advice. He had lost
all control of himself. Tha heat of the
room was unbearable; the smoke was
choking him, and already livid tongues
of flame were shooting up from the
flooring upon which he stood.

Again _and again Mr. Quelch be-
sceched Bunter to jump into the sheat:
but he might have saved his breath, for
the Owl of the Rﬂmﬂ'ﬁ'eg even if he had
heard his Form master’'s advice, would
not have it.

adopted He was
thoroughly frightened.
“The boy will be burnt to death!”

muttered Mr. Quelch, his face white and
strained, “Can't we do anything to
help him 7"

“The ladder won’t reach that
window,” said Mr. Lascelles, on whose
smoke-begrimed face were standin
beads of perspiration. “ Wingate an
Gwynne have tried to reach that unfor-
tunate boy from the staircase, but they
had to give up on account of the smoke
and the flames.”

Mr., Quaelch wrung his hands and
hastily explained the situation te Dr.

Locke, who had just arrived om the
scene.
“Good gracious!” said the Head,

strangely moved. “We must do some-
thing for that poor boy. A ladder——"
“Won't reach!” said My, Lazcelles

shortly.
“But can’t we join iwo ladders
together ¥ anid Dr. Locke, and Mr.

Quelech jumped at the suggestion.

Mr. Lascellea shook his head.

“I'm afraid not,” he said,.  “We
conld enly tie them together. And no
two ladders secured in such a fashion
would stand the weight of myself or a

prefect, for instance, let alons the
additional weight of Bunter. I am pre-
parcd to try out such a ladder as & last

resource if we cannot persuade Bunter
to leap into the sheot," ho added.

“Help! Oh, help! Help!®

Onee again Billy Bunter's cries rang
out. His smoko blackened face peered
down besecchingly into the gquad.
Behind him rose a wall of flames and
smoke.

“Jump into the sheet!™

Bunter took no heed of Dr. Locke's
shouted advice.

“This is terrible!” rasped ihe old
doctor. “That poor boy——"

He broke off as someone brushed
against him with a ladder. Tt was
Harry Wharton, the captain of the
Remove.  Whilst  Mr. Laseelles had
been explaining the futility of attempt-
ing a rescue by means of two ladders
roped together, the captain of the
Remove, assisted by Bob Cherry, had
gquietly and quickly f{ound a length of
rope, with wihich they had fastened two
of Gosling's ladders together. It was &
makeshift affair, and looked anything
but secure.

Even Bob Cherry was dubious.

"“You can't risk your neck on a thing
like that, Harry,"” :i’lu said,

“Don’t jaw so much,” zaid Harry
Wharton shortly. “Help me run it up
against Ltha wall."

With DBeb at one end of 1ihe
“Jouble ™ ladder, and himself at the
other, the capiain of the Remove
vushed it mecross to ihe school wall,

Tiee Macxer LiBRarT,—Neo. 1,108,
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almost knocking over the Head os he
did so. -

Then, to the consternation of masters
and seniors alike, Whartn and Dob
raized tho ladder., Th~ fames and
simoke almost hid them from sight, but
pr. Locke, throug.. the lifting clouds of
smoke, saw cnough to give him the
fright of his life, ) )

Harry Wharton was mounting the un-

vised escape.

prﬁ-ub [.‘-hr:n'_:rl, loya. and plucky, was
standing at the font of the ladder
steadying it a: best he couid, hoping
with a forvovr thar only the sight of a
bosom pal in dange. can engender, that
Harry would come through that terrify-
ing ordeal with hi: Jifa,

“Come back ! Dr. Locke's ‘.'{l'lfl_'!“['ﬂ[':E
sbove the generzl tumult, Como
back '™

Hurry Whartoa did not heed.

he mounted tlie Fengs of
that improvised escope, each step bring-
ing him nearec the staring, sinoke-be-
imed face of Billy Zunter at the upper
Yoo,

%lﬁrs. curling from the lower box-
room, cngulfed the intrepid captain of
the Remove, but he keps on. 1t was a
neck or nothing ventare. The two
ladders, bound together only by rope,
wobbled precarionsl, The Hamoes liek-
ing at the ropes whisk held the ladders
together - pursued  their relentless
sourncy. It was a matier of time. If
l‘Ir‘.’la.:n:rl:n::.n could reach the trapped school-
boy in the box-rpom and bring him
down from that blazing inferno beforo
the flames snapped the ropes that held
the ladders togeth~r all would be well.

I not— i
. It meant a deow of thirty feet! )

o Come back 1" Mr. Quelch added his
voico to that of Dr. Locke. Btill, the
captain of the Remave did not heed.
with all haste, blended with n com-
raendable :;Imcrun; of ecaution, he

ounted highear. . _
mTha swirling smok» hid him from
sight at frequent intervals, but ho could
hear the murmur: of the Greylriars
fellows gathered below as they saw,
hotween ihe liftine smoke, that he was

“I'I*ITBI?{E{.EU_.‘ will be killed!" soid Mr,

With set face

acelles. t“Hypy il he reached the
ﬁ?ﬂ&aw, the ladders will never stand the
strain., Look! The da: - are already
licking——"

He broke off and pointed upwards.
Tongucs of flame wera leaping about
the ladders, despite the deluge of water
the brigade brought to bear upon thein,
1f only rope held them together, what
chanee would the brave captain of the
Remove stand of reaching terra finua
alive? What chance had he of reseuing

unter ?
nWlmt chanee, indecl? Even Wharton
himself knew thos this was the adven-
ture of his life. Thar sucesss, that life,
depended on Providence

And Providenee served the plucky
captain of the Remoave in his howr ot
need.

The wind shifted :

The Aames that had once scomed so
threatening as to make it impossibie for
the intrepid Removite to reach  his
objective, let alona rcach the quad
again with a whele skin, now drifted
away from the ladder.  And as the
erowd of Greviriars fellaws saw thiz a
hearty, encouraging cheer rang ouk.

The [ellows with tha canvas sheet
gtood a: near to the blazing Dbuilding
as was possible  DBut their serviees, for-
tonatcly, were never needed.

Wharton at last reached tha window-
sill of the upper box-room. X

Of Dunter, at firen there was no sign,

Ter Maguer Lierary.—Ne. 1,109

Then Wharton, peericg in at tha win-
dow, well night choked with the smoke,
s Bunter crouching agninst the wall.

”HuIF;! Save me ™ shricked Bunter.
“ Hal +J-

“Hold on, Bunter ! said Wharton, as
calmly as he could., “I'll have you out
of there in a jifty o

It was cosier sald than donce,

The captain of the Hemove elambered
i ot the window, and DBunter, the
moment he knew that delivergnee was
at hand, fainted.

Clawing his way through the smoke,
Harry Wharton reached th: unconscions
junior., Then, with Bunter slung over

is shoulder, firemar @ lift foshion, the
I:'.:lllﬂ'k}' Removite slow!s made his way
back to the window. His breath came
in short gasps; Ih: _yves were runming
with water; i:ia strength was beginning
to fail him, for Bunter's mnert fgure
was literally a dense weight.  How
Wharton managod t» clamber over tho
gill he did not remember., But lLe ae-
complished it, and as he came into the
view of the anxions crowd down below
a thunderous cheer broke out:

113 Bru?u EJI

Wharton, however, never heard it
More by instine: than auything else he
doscended the ladde.s, with the uncon-
scions form of William George Bunter
slung over his shoulder. Willing hands
went ont to relieve hiiz of his burden.

Thenr the captain of the Remove,
thoroughly exhausted, fell back in the
anxious arms of Bob Cherry, un-
COnscious,

—

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Billy Bunter’s Bargain !

i G ROOOOOOUGH! Yow!
hungrey

Those were the first words
Billy Bunter uttered when Lo

I'm

cama fo.

Dr, Locke amiled.

Mr. Queleh smiicd,

The matron smiled.

Billy Bunter blinked.

IIe was in the szanatorium, and, but
for a slight headache, felt none the
worse for his adventu.e.

“Don't be alarmed, my bov,"” =aid
Dr, Locke kindly. “You arc safe now 1

“And Wharten?” It was to Billy
Bunter's credit thet, next to remember-
ing that be was hengry, he remembered
the pallant junioe whe l:ad come to his
rozone in the nick of time.

I¥r. Locke and M. Queleh smiled re-
assuringly.

“The brave boy 13 quite well,” said
the former, “I—Ia[mil}r nonn the worse
for his gallant act,™

fOh gaid Bunts in relief,
glad of that, I say, sir—"'

“¥oes, my boy ¥

“T fecl awfully peckish,
Bunter plaintively,
sir 1V

The Head smiled again, and e
Queleh and the matrvon, taking their
cne, doubtless, from D Locke, siniled,
too,

“Weo will socon put that vight, my
boy,” said Dr. Locke, * Dot 1f you feel
well enongh to talk, 2'd like to ask you
o fow things”

{1 Bunter's fat face fell.

“Tn the first place,” =aid Dyr. TLocke,
“was it van who gave the alarm¥”

Tilly Bunter grinned.

“Oh, yves, s he answered., " The
moment I saw the smoke I yelled for
all I was worth [” .

“That was very commoendable,” said
i, Locke. with a kind smile.  * Bt tell
me, Bunter. How was it yvou were ouk
of vour dormitory "

“1'm

L L] "
aip,” said
“Bimply famished,

¥

“I wasnt, sir. That is to gay, I saw
the smole, sir,” suid Dunter, drawing
on his unagination,

The Head sturten

Mr Quelch started.

The matron smiled.
Buntoer.

“But, my dear boy, how could you
have scen the smoke from vour bed in
tha Remove donmitory?” asked Dr.
Locke.

Billy Bunter Llinked,

“It was a sort of instinet. sir,” heo
saild. *“That is to s1y, I wasn't in the
dorm, rire." '

“#o I gathored,” said Dr. Locke
patiently. *Come com: Bunter! You
need not be afrail. Your timely warn-
ing to-night, when you gave the alarm,
was providentiai, an’ undoubtedly the
means of saving th~ school, {o =ay
nothing of ihla lo:s of lifo.™

“0Oh 1™ Billy Bunter sa: up in bed,

“You may speak quite {rankly.
Bunter,” said Dr., Locke. “¥You need
not be afeaid.”

“¥You won't—you won't flog me if 1
tell you the truth?” asked Bunter, his
fat wits again cominy to his assistance,

Dr. Locke looken a* Are. Queleh and
smiled. The mastar of the Removo
looked across at the matron, and she
gmiled. She, in turn. looked fixedly ab
Williama Geovge Bunter and ho smiled.

“1 give you my word that you will not
be punished for vour transgression of
tho school rules, Bunier,” said the Head.
“for a transgression thore was is very
evident from your own words.™

Ol Bilaly Benter turned to
Mr. Queleh, "And—an] will you pro-
miso not to punish me, sir, if—if T tell
vou the truth about thoe grub? I mean
thllz-j truth, the whe!l> fruth, and—and—
and—""

“{1o0 on, my boy!" said Mr. Quelch.
“You need not fear anything from me.”

Billy Bunter heaved n sigh of relief.
Really, his luck was proverbial. From
the Head and Mr., Quelch himself he
had received & promise that he would
not be punished if he told the truth.
Never had the treth offered such won-
deviul prospects to the Owl of the
Remove.

"Go on, my bax ! said Dr. Locke
cncouragingly.

And Billy Bunter,
breath, took the plunge.

“Mre. Quelch put m. on short rations
for a woeek, sir,” he explained to Dr.
Locke, who, tuwning fo tho master of
the Remove, reccived confirmation of
ihat remark by & nod. “and I was very
hungry, siv. Stuuply famizhed, sie”

AWell 7

“Mr, Queleh al:a gave me an impot,
sir, for eating in class—"

“Which wvon thovoughly dozerved,”
said Dy, Loeke mildly.

Billy Bunter blinked.

“Oh, really, sir—"

“Pray continue, Dunter,” said Mr
Queleh, wondering where en carth all
thia was leading.

“Waoll, sir, when T took the lines in
“ Quelehy’z—hemn ! =23, Queleh’s study,
ho waesn’t there—""

“Oh1"

Billy Bunter grinned.
g the sitwation. .

“And just as I was leaving the sty
zir, the tolephone-hell rang. Bn*riu:]g R
c.l;i!li;}ing sort” of fellow, I answered the
cnll.’?

The smile that had been lingering on
Mr. Quelel’s face faded away. Ile felt
that he was on the verge of making an
unpleasant  discovery—as, indeed, ho
WS,

HRrom whom waz the call, Bunter?’
acked the Romove Form inaster.

Billy Buntor hesitated; and then,

She Lknew

taking a deep

ITe was enjoy-
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* Go on, my boy,”” said Dr. Locke. ** You have my word that you will not be punished.” Billy Bunter grinned.

I_ii|;ﬂ !

il':j

feeling peckish, sir, s50—s0 I ordered a spread from Chunkley’s—*'
concluded Bunter.

ciiboldened Ly the promise the Head
and Mr. Quelch sad made to him, he
proceaded.

“Irom Chunkley’s.
speaking about your—your hat,

Mr. Queleh  pursed his lips and
nedded.,  Dr. Locke, knowing nothing
wi the circamstances attached to that
nat, kept on smiling.

Bunter glanced at the doctor, and
hen ooked at Mre. Quelch. Of the two
":";T:"'Ft“?‘fﬂi‘}"-‘]' he preforred that of D,
bocke.

Thay were
e’

Kk \vf"il"—'—"‘”
Agrin Bunter guiped.
*You promised that vou wouldo't

sestish me® ho asked.

And tha 16)1".'] of the Remove received
' r:;;r]j two nods—from Di. Locke and
M, Quelch respectively. _ _

“1 waas feelipg awfully peckish, sir,”
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said the fat junior; “so I=—]=—J]=—]—

“\Well 7"

“]—=]—I—]—="  Rilly Bunter felt
bimsell at a loss [or words,

“(3s on, my boy!" zauid Dr. Locke.
“You have my word that you will not
e puinished.”

“fimt  Quelchy, s=ir—1 mcan Mr.
el satd Duanter—*"he promised,
ek, didn't he? 3

AMre. Queleh found his voren,

“1 did!™ he baiked. “Pray pro-
poasd 1M

<1 was focling awfully peckish, siv,”
rocom meneod %‘huﬂnr—“srnrving‘, in
fact] 8o I—I—I ordered a spread in—
in—in Mr. Quelch's nane, srl”

Tt wos out at last, -

And Bunter, gazing at lhe changing
cxpressions on the faces of the two
mastors, almost began to wish that he
hadn't confessed to that heinous =in.

For o fow momenta there was &

'

=t

e Tﬁ ? |33
It was out at last |

deathly silence in ihe sauny.  Then
Dr. Locke spoke. (Gone now was his
kindly expression. Ilis face was sot and
ELEern.

“Continue!"

“1 was simply famnshied——" began
Dunter, when the Head cut Lim short.

“Wo have heavd that, Loy,” he said
coldly. “Kindly continue without any
further reforence to your—ahem !—
hunger.”!

Billy Bunter again took the plunge.

ot the goods, =ir, the following
day,” he explained haltingly. **And—
and—and hid them in the box-room."

“Oh!" Mr. Quelch and Dr. Locke
mitered that ejaculation in unison.

YOF course, I'll pay for thewn,” went
on Dunter quickly. “I hope 1'm not
the sart of fellow to run up ecredit in
aieother chap's name without intending
to setile matters, Tha hill !

Mr. Queleh started at the mention of
the bill

“Iow much was the Lill, boy® he
ashed quictly.

Billy Bunier considered.

“1 think it was for cight pounds
odd—"" o began,

“Wha-at?

Tilly DBunter guaked.

“Phat—that ineluded yoyr—your hat
a3 well, sir,” he zaid, by way of solten-
ing the blow,

“Tiless my sonl " gasped Dr. Locke.

3lr. Quaaeleh said nothing. Ho fixed o
jlmil' of glittering eyes on the Owl of the
temove,

“Uaoy " snapped Dr. Locke, recover-
ing fram his first astonishment, “ Are
vou really serious? Do you seriously
declare that vou ordered that terrifie
quantity of foodsinfls in the pame of
vour Form master "
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* I—1I was
““In the name of—of Mr. Quelch [ *

(See Chapter 14.)

Bunter nodded, 3

* You promised, sir—" he reminded.

The Head pursed his l:".ga. Mr. Quolch
looked duggers at the Owl of the Re-

move. Really Mr. Quelel wished he
hadn’t given that promise, .
“You incorrigible boy!™ =zaid Dr.

Locke at last. “You yvoung rasval!
And what has all *his to do with your
presence o the vpper box-room

Billy Bunter explained, and awaited
the verdict hopefully. Thero was &

cheeky grin on his face when Dr, Locke

spohe at [ast.
“Woll, well!™ said thie Head. L |
Both MMr.

hardly know what to say.
Qlll'.‘h’jl and I have given our word that
you shall not be punishwl. DBut really
I have pever heard of anything so
audacions in my lifle. Bunter, you are

a thorough young rascal!  You—jyou
arp—""
Words T[ailed Dr. Locke at that
momoent—ag, indeed, they did Mr.
Cueeeleh.

That gentleman looked as if he were
in danger of having an apoplectic fit,
The thought that Bunlter, in his name,
liad erdercd vast quantitics of food, had
arranged [or delivery of same, and had
actually managed Lo seeret it in tha
box-room without Mr. Quelel being any
the wiser, was overwhelming.

And yei, but for the amazing seqienca
of evenls springing from DBunters
andacious act, it was prult{? cortain that
the alarm when tho lower box-room had
caught afire wonld mnever have been
given, but for that hugoe consignment of
tuek from Chunkley's. Really the situa-
tion waz unheard-of,

{Continued on page 28.)
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The Silver Wheel !

IMMY BERESFORD wheeoled his
J bike mecross the ramp and tock up
his position in line with four other

ridera, These were not particu-
larly formidabls, and only one of them
mufd lay claim, with Jimmy, to having

defeated Ben SBtevenson,
Yet the race which cnsued was
exciting enough, for every man was
keyed up for the honour of reaching the
final. To the first bend of the fourth
and last lap the guintet remained in a
compact bunch, with Jimmy elightly in
the lend, but one of the riders crashed
badly on the eurve, and brought another
man down with him., o
Jimmy rode on, with the remaining
pair close behind him, but on the last
corner he mads victory sure by & long,
raking skid, that took him into the
home-streteh five lengths ahead of his
rivale. ITe had increased his lead still
moro when he erossed the finishing-line,
quaelifying to meet Dorgan and the
winners of the other heats in the final.
The following event in the programme
was a match-race, that had drawn many
thousands of “fans ” to the SBpecdway.
It was between “Flying * Jack Gillies,
of Australia, and “Tornado " Rossiter,
of Hritain, and Rossiter's lack of
popularit was  made
evident during the dare-
devil race. The “ Aussies ”
always had a eporting re-
ception at Elsenham Fark,

speed-iron blazing _
stabbing jets of flame, young Jimmy

his specd-ron across the ramp, a red
slip over his leather racing suik. He
was placed next to Dorgan, who
received the inside pocsition.
two, whose names were Lang and
Bmithson, were on Jimmy's right in the
line-up.

The four bikes wore pushed forward,
and the riders made the preliminary
round of the track. Occasionally one
or another of them switched open the
throttle—“turned up the wick,” in the
language of the dirt-track—and when
Dorgan did this Jimmy noted how lis
machine forged on in response.

Swinging round the bend that turned
into the front straight, the four of them

With toe-plates burning, the spouts of his s
riotously and belching ¢

5.
A. CARNEY ALLAN

The other

flag and then he eame up with a rush
He was beautifully in line with laa
rivals a3 ho passed the starting-post, bul
actually he had the advantage of an
extra five miles an hoyr in speed, and
the advantage was quickly made evi-
dent, for immediately after crossing the
lina ho dashed ahead to tako the lead.
Jimmy's lip eurled as he saw the effeci
of Dorgan's ruse. Yet it made him the
more determined to beat the man—to
beat him in spito of any advantage that
lie might snatch, legitimately or other-
wizge. Crouching forward, with his
helmeted head poised above his handle-
bars, he twisted the throttle-grip of hia
bike hard round. .
The Bereslord “twin™
tora forward with her
outs thundering a savage
allenge to the Velzon
machine. Jimmy felt the

Beres- wer that was underneath

11 nough, . . ; ]
to home rider was gener.  ford goes all out to add to his long_ list of him, and exulied in that
ally the favourite. It was gyccesses by winning the coveted Silver Wheel ! power. Eon was rnight,

not 8o to.day, for through-
out the event Gillies was
encouraged by a continuous roar of
applanse.

Yassiter, however, was first across {he
ling in a cloze finish, the small amount
of cheering that greeted his triumtijlh
being o striking indication of 8
crowd's opinion of him.

Then came the intorval, and after the
interval the final of the Silver “FFEEL

There was an anticipant fdgeting on
the part of the spectators in the stands,
a fluttering of programmes to consult
tho colours of the riders

Once more Jimmy Beresford wheeled

THe . Macxer Lisrary.—No. 1,100,

endeavoured to form a line, and then
they acceleratéd—not too viclently, =o
that they might remain abreast for the
flying start. :

But out of tho corner of his eye
Jimmy saw that Dorgan was lagging
behind, and Jimmy had been in the
game long enough to know why.

“Laggards ™ wece well-known of-
fenders on the dirt-track, and sometimes
they wera clever enough to deceive the
starter with their teickery.

Dorgan was clever enough to do so.
He kept slightly to the rcar until tho
other three were almost level with the

for, working on her as he
had never worked before,
he had tuned the specd-iron to the
limit, and she was answering the
throttle in magnificent style,

Yet in the short stretch before the first
bend Jimmy know Ron was right as
regards Dorgan’s machine, too. Thae
Volson’s acceleration was superb., It
was tremendous, and with her exhaust-
ports ripping out a deasfening cngine-
note, she increased her lead from one
length to two.

organ dashed inte the bend and tore
up the cinders with a swinging skid.
Jirmmy followed him an instant later,
and to the right of him Lang and
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Smithson hit the curve almost simul-
taneously. j

Lang turned the corner in a well-con-
trolled shde, and beat Jimmy to second
place, coming on to the back-straight to
take the smoke from Dorgan’s machine.
Dorgan was now three lengths ahead of
Jimmy, and two ahead of Lang.

With Smithson riding abreast of him,
Jimmy clenched his tecth. He had lost
ground on the bend as well as the
straight. and realised that he was in for
the race of his career if he were going
to win the Silver Wheal.

There was Lang to overtake as well as
Dargan, and Jimmy cut in with the
throttle. The spouts blazed riotously
and belched stubbing jets of flame.
Storming along the back.stretch, he
managed o outstrip 3mithson and make
up on Lang. Dut with the extra speed
of his hike., Dorgan had increased his
lead still farther when he made the
second hend.

Dorgan hurtled into the enrner with
his toe-plate digging at the dirt to
steady himszelf. Lang and Jimmy
launched their machines after him, and
Jimmy used the “cut-out™ button to
wrench the Deresford “Twin ™ into a
slashing Lroadside.

Heeling [ar over, with his knee six
inches above the cinders, he took the
spray of grit that was avalanched from
Lang's back wheel. . It peppered his
tank and smothered hia face-mask and
ﬁngg!es. but he was well-nigh level with

iz rival when the front-straight was
reached,

Onee more the exhausts roared as the
riders opencd up for the dash along the
stretch. Jimmy. humped himself to and
fro in the saddle to foree cxtra speed
out of his hike, and hiz fromt wheel
thrust somewhat ahead of Lang's.

Lang fought desperately for sccond

nlace, but it was on the figure of
Dorgan that Jimmy's attention was
riveted.

- Dorgan crossed the line for the second
tap with a five-length lead, and he was
‘atill holding that lead when he gained
the bend.

Jimmy and Lang hurled their speed-
irons into the eurve n moment after
‘him, and once more Jimmy ripped up
the cinders with o fearsome broadside.
The crowd rose as one man when he
fipped precariounsly and for an instant
looked as if he were down. But his toe-
platé scored through the dirt and his
gavuntlcted fztz strogeled against the
handlcbars, and ho swong on to the
back-straight safcly.

His engine beollowed as 16 cut in on
full-throttle, and the savage jerk of
motive-power  helped to  steady  the
speed-iron.  He was now a length ahead
nf Lang. and he had cut down Dorgan’s
lead to three lengths,

Every rider had his section of
admirera, and Jimmy's velled his name
dehightedly amidst the general storm of
applanse that greeted his effort, Tt
stirred Jimmmy to hear the cheering, and
with hiz hands eclenched hard on the
aripz, he chased Dorgan.

PBut the Volson's acceleration was
caving Tlorgan. and Jimmy realised oo
well that he must win the race on the
curves. for when Dorgan reached the far
corner he had increased his advantage
to fonr lengths again

Jimmy rushed the bend at reckless
speed. He was taking o chance, but he
had got to take chances or play ¥ second
fiddle ™ to his rival

Again ho slashed round the curve in o
tear-awnv  hroadaide. It was a skid
almost heyond his control, and it took
him away from the white line on the
inner odge of the track. Within a yard
or two of that line he scrabbled and
struggled to avert a crash.

Lang made a desperara effort to re-
gain second place, and likewise took a
chance. Witﬁ a long, raking slide, he
scraped round the bend, and tried to
E:mh ast Jimmy on the inside. Bus

ang had over-reached himself, and in
the act of avertaking Jimmy he came to
grief.

He dived out of the saddie and landed
on the turf. Hiz machine, crashing
amidst a cloud of grit, swung round in
& complete circle.

Jimmy saw the wreck spinning into
his path. and with all the strength in
his muscular arms he wrenched on hia
handlebars, jerking his front wheel
clean nto the air and twisting it aside.

The other machine struck against his
boot as he switched clear, and, narrowly
escaping disaster, he wobbled into the
straight again.

Next moment he heard the impact of
a collision behind him, and, with a
quick glance over hiz shoulder, he saw
that Smithson had dashed inte Lang's
hike and was falling with hands out.
stretehod.

The race was left to Jimmy and
Dorgan, and Dorgan was now only two
lengths in front of the youngster.

-Buperior aceeleration gave Dorgan the

advantage of another length when he
crossed the line for the third lap. but
Jimmy wag chasing him determinedly aa
he gained the hend.

Both of them raked round the wide
sweep of track. but Jimmy was chancing
his arm on reckless riding. and if he
wae in arrcars on the straight-stretches,
hoe won the hearts of the erowd with
his superior daring.

On the hack-straight he was again
within twn lengths of Dorgan, and the
Tfans * woere voliing themselves hoarzsoe
in their excitoment.

A sereaming skid on the second bend
carricd him to within a vard of lus
rival, and Dargan had to keep hia
machine hard at it to recover ‘a two-
length lend on the straight. Storming
at 1%ull-ssr.nauﬁ:l:l across the line, the pair
cntercd the last lap of the race,

At the bend Jimmy excelled any
previons recklossness that he had shown,
rushing the corner in dare-devil style.
A skid took him eclose to the safoty
fence, and he only controlled the side-
slip when he secmed within an ace of
hitting the wire. Curving round on the
guter edgo, he swerved into the back-
stratght dead-level with Dorgan.

Thunderously the spouls blazed out
again, and the two machines flashed for
the last bend. Dorgan was flattened

B b T b e R o e St S

FNTRODIICTION,

Jivemy Beregford, a cheery, athleliz poungsier,
iz the son of Gordon Beregford, the head of
Deresford Molorg, Mr., Dereeford {8 considering
the plang of o new miolor-cirele engine invended by
Ron Connolly, Jimmy's pal.  Maindy owing {o
an encounfer with ki cousin Olla, Jinnny is told
by Mtz frate father Mool he will eidther have o take
& position in the rworke or fend for himsel].
Jimuy decides Lo do the latter and, helped by
Hew's expert mechanionl Fnowcledye, swing geveral
thrilling raece of the Klsenham Park Speeduay.
The powigster digrorvers thol, boe feir mcans or
foul, hiz seousidrelly cowsin Oilo {e defermiinéd
fo anberit Heregford Motors,  Follewing an
unstiocessfal attempt on Jimmp's Lifg, Olfo,
felped by agents of Volson Molors, Nercaford's
unscrupulons  rivals, plane fo f-a‘:inap My,
Jereaford, tohe i vecovering fromn & Boricus
illness, Too late, Jimmy and Ron becoma
mirars of this plol, sl despide Uieir desperain
aifenept to frosirale it Mr, Dercsford i carried off
fo an unknoun deelinalion.  Jintow's howds are
tied, for to bring the police into the affeir and
expose CHlo's trecohery waght canse kig father fo
have a folal relapse.  Meanschile, making his
way slowly bul gurély lo the lop of the tres in fhe
dirt-track racing world, Jimnwy i8 eatered for the
biggest rare of his eareer, the Silver Wheel, an
etent which brings kim one slep nearer hig great
ambition—a maleh sl * Tornado ™ Hoessiler,
the niystery champion of the track !

(Now reed on.)

along his tank, his throttle-grip twisted
round to the limit. Jimmy was deing
his utmost to ken]];; abreast of him, kiek-
ing at the track-surface to lmip his
machine till sparks and cinders sprang
from under his foot.

Dorgan had drawn slightly ahead of
him when the corner was reached, and
as he swung his speed-icon into the
curva the dirt from his back wheel
struck Jimmy in a stinging hail.

The youngster had rushed the bend
and as he juggled with the “cut-out®
button the spouts ripped famwe and
smoke. Round came his back wheel,
and he twisted his front wheel o meek
the grinding skid. The crowd gasped
a3 the bike gave an ugly Iumﬁ ?lut
once again Jimmy was ready with his
toe, and he du%' deep into the cinders
to steady himself,

For a moment he was smothered by
the dirt that was sprayed up by the
Volson machine, and then he was past
Dorgan, With his speed-iron bucking
underneath him, he came on to tha
homo-stretch and lot in the throttle, A
split sccond later, he heard the blurting
roar of his rival’s bike, and knew that
Dorgan was making a last bid to win
the race on acceleration.

He drew within a length, within half
a len Out of the corner of hiz eye
Jimmy saw his front wheel nush level
with the gavze shicld of the Lercsford's
engino. ut  tho  finishing-post was
nearer, nearer, until—

Jimmy erossed the line, und the
cheeked flag dropped for him, the gun
signalling the finish in the same insiant.
He had won & tremeudous race, literally
by inchos, and as he heard the crowd's
uproar of enthusiastic applanse he knew
that he had added to his army of
admirers,

The announcer, in declaring
resilt. gave Jimmy's time as
scconds—Ear from a record, hut ecom-
mendable for a youngster whoe had been
in the novice ¢lass not so long ago,

Aflter the usual trivmphant ride round
the track, Jimmy made hiz way to the
pites with the chetrs of the spectators
ringing in his ears. And in Lhe pita he
found Ron Connolly awaiting him.

Jimmy went towards: him., grinning
happily. but the grin faded from his
lips as he saw the expression on Ron's
{ace. It was not the oxpression of
approval  with which Ron' usualle
grected hia chum after fresh laurels hed
been won. It was an expression of wild
excitoment.

“Jimmy " Ron gasped. * I've learned

tha

something that may concern  your
father! Lool at thizl™
Black Ness |

“Dirt-Track News,” oo sale ab
EIWILIHIH:;! Park, and he had it
apen at tho gossip page.

“"Read what 1t says here, Jinuny,™
he went on. “Becond columnp—third
paragraph,”

Junmy took the booklet [vom him,
loented the third paragraph of the
second column and began to read.

“Weo understand that Mr., Bernard
Volson, of Volson Motors, whose bikes
have beon doing so well on tha Speed-
ways, has rented a house at Black Ness,
This house, the Towers, is onae which
dates bock to Tudor times, and stands
on the eliffs, not far from tw-‘:stleigh.

“Mr. Dernard Volson has been in-
vited to present the prize in the Silver
Pennant event, to be run at Westleigh
Speedway on Saturda i

E;‘q Ron's hand was a copy of the

Jimmy read no more, for already he
Tae MaGcxeT LisRary.—XNo. 1,108,
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had divined the reason for Ron's excite-
pont,

" You think, Ron, that—that that's
where they tock dad,” he stammered—
“the Towers at Black Nesst™

“I'd stake all 1 had on it," Ron
declared. **We know for a faet that
Otto and Brown carried him off to the
HSouth Uoast; and then, on top of that,
I como across this casual notice in the
“Irt-Track News”  We'll take &
chance on it, anyhow, and go dewn to
Black Ness, As it is, you've entered

our name for the Silver Pennant at
Westlewgh on Saturday.”

“You'll eome with me, then—to Black
Nesar” said Jimuny.

O eourse, " wis the staunch answer.
“You ddn't imagine I was going to
stoy lhiere while you ran your head into
danger, Jimmy, did your?”

“Lome on, then,” said Jimmy., “Ii's
late, but I think there’s o fast train leav-
ing for Westleigh in half an hour or
so. Weo'll go to the Towers to-night.”

It was a non-stop, quick-time run to
the SBouth Coost resort, and when the
two youngsters stepped off the train it
wos ten-thirty, "U'hey hailed a taxi, and
told the driver to take them out to
Black Ness, )

The coast road from Westleiph ran
closo to the edge of the cliffs. It was
a dark night, with a gusty wind blow-
ing in from the sca, and carrying a
suspicion of drizzle. Down below they
could hear the breakers pounding on
the rock-strewn heach.

Black Meass proved to be a grim-look-
ing hecadland that jutted out to ses,
and near the point of it a dark pile of
stone rose ageinst the gloomy sky. On
approaching this, the youngsters per-
ceived several slender turrets reaching
upward from the main structure, and
the taxi-driver answered in the athrma-
tive when they asked him if the place
were the Towers.

Jimmy told the fellow to stop the cab,
fecling that it would not be wise to
advertise their arrival,

Alighting, the youngsters completed
the journev on foot, and in a little
while found themselves at a pair of
imposing 1ren gates,

Une was open, and the two chums
slipped through, A magnificent strotch
of lawn zepapated them from o stone
gallery that fronted the house, and
along the cdge of the lawn there were
thick shrubs, Keeping to the shelter of
these, Jimmy and Ron reached the
gallery, and stole across it to a pair of
tall windows, in which a light showed.

They looked through the windows, and
they saw, scated at a table and
engrossed  in  some documents, the
heavily-built ligure of Bernard Volson.

Jimmy drew Ron back out of sight.

“1 don’t think we'd manage to get
inside simply by knocking and asking
to be admitted," ho said. *Volson
wonld tell us to go to blazes, and would
probably call a few menservants to keep
us out. All the same, I'm imng to seo
if dad’s here. I want to know where
he i3, how he iz, and what's going to
hagp:-n to him." :

“By Jove, Jimmy, it's almost
ludicrous!™ As Ronald spoke his brow
was knitted with a frown. ‘*Here you
are with cnough evidence to start a
court caze thut might land Bernard
Volson, Otto, and Brown behind tho
bars, and vet vou daren't act. You've
even got to turn housebreaker to sco
your own father!” _

“Things are going to be different
when dad is his old self,” said Jimmy
grimly, “DBut let's give the place the

ance-over, Ron, and seo if there's any
wiy of getbting inz:ide it."

The two chumms made a complete
cirguit of the house, and discovered that
not a single ground-floor window was
open; and at first they could find no
means of elimbing to the floor above,
where several windows did happen to
be open. But in the west wing there
was » lofty turret covered with ivy, and
they began to drag themselves up by
the aid of the c¢reeper plant.

Jimmy went hrsty, Ron  following.
Their objective was a small window
away near the very top of the turret,
and as they ascended higher and higher
they began to feel the force of the wind
that tore in from the sea.

With their feet secking some hold on
the tondrils of the ivy, and their hands
clutched on the foliage, they pulled
themselves up the dark face of the
tower; but when they were only a yard
or two from the window, Ron gave a
sudden exclamation.

“Jimmy | Jimmy!” he
“There's someonc watching us!
down below!"

Jimmy glanced downward, but saw
nothing except the ivy-clad column
beneath him and the ground at the foot
of it. Tho aeltitude seecmed greater than
than it actually was, and he felt a dizzi-
ness sweep over him, so that for the
moment he well-nigh lost his hold.

“(Can't see anythingl” he gasped,
guickly removing his eyes from the
drop and clutching at the 1vy moro
firmly. |

“It was a man's face,” Ron told
hir, * looking up at us from a bed-room
window in the main part of the house.
At least, it—it looked like a rman's
face.”

“You just fancied it, perhaps, Ron,”
said Jimmy, becinning to recover his
gelf-assuranco by now, and resuming the
climb again.

Ha reached the window that had been
their objective, and managed to squecze
through. Then he turned and assisted
Ron to clamber in.

The two chums found themselves on &

spiral staircase, and they descended this
without delay, eventually coming to a
door at the foot of the steps. They
ushed this open, and emerged on to a
ong, dimly-lit corridor, which they
judged to be in the main portion of the
house.

Moving along this, Jimmy and Ron
finally reached the head of a hbroad,
carpeted flight of stairs that led into
a pretentious hall. A large electrolier
was suspended from the ceiling, and in
the brilliant light of this they saw three
men make their way from & room on
tha right.

One was Bernard Volson. With him
was Brown. The third was a man-
servant.

“¥You say vou saw them,” Volson was
asking the manservant, “on the west.
wing turret? What were they like?”

“] don't know that, sir,” the fellow
answered, “It was so dark, you sce,
and I was & good way awny—in old
Boresford's room."”

Jimmy and Ron locked at each other,
and then dodged back out of sight as
Volson raised an arm and pointed up
the stairs.

“Find Morgan and Watkins, Dobbs,”
he snid to the manservant, “and go to
the west-wing turret, When you've got
the two iniruders, bring them hero to
me, "

Dablbs went off, presently reappearin
with two other minions. The t{:rm £

panted.
Look

themn  hurried up the stairs, turned
sharply to the left, and then strode with
all haste along the cornidor that led 10
tho turret door.

When they had disappeared, Ron nud
Jimmy slipped out of o dark room into
which they had darted an  instant
before. ]

Yolson and DBrown still stood in the
hall, and Volson was speaking again.

“Unless these two whom Dobbs saw
wera burglars,” he said, in lus harsh-
toned voice, I think we'll shortly bwe
faco to face with young DBeresford and
his friend Connolly, “Lhey must hove
discovered the whercabouts of the old
man, Brown."

Brown nodded.

“What do you intend to de when
Hobbs and the others bring young Beres-
ford and Counolly down hereti” he
asked.

“That's what I've been wondering,”
Volson answered, with a peculiarly
ocminous note in his voice., “'U'his is an
old house, Brown, and there are scerek
places in it. Supposing young boeres-
ford and Connolly were to be [ound
to-morrow washed up by the sca——"

“Ah, that is one way, Mr. Volson,”
Brown commented, ,"and a good way,
too! And when young Beresford is
gone, we tell the old man the news. The
shock is bound to be fatal, our friend
takes over Beresiord Motors as the next-
of-kin, and then the two [rms amal-
gamate—Volson & Beresford!"

. Bernard Volson smiled with satis-
faction—an evil and unpleasant smile.

“Exactly,” he said. * Exactly—"
But all at once his voice trailed away
into silence, and tha zmilo on his thin
lipa faded.

For he had harp ened to raize his headl
to look thoughtfully at the cciling, and
with the movement he had discerned
two figures standing at the top of the
staircase—the figures of Jimmy Beres-
ford and Ron Connolly.

The youngsters, aware that they had
been observed, remaioed guite motion-
less for & spell, Jimmy was the first
to stir, and began to descend boldly
towards the hall, Ron following him
almost at once. When they were within
a yard or so of Brown and Volson they
thp{-cd, and Jimmy spoke. )

“You've got everything 111132](;?

lanned, haven't youl!"” he remarcked,
Eia eyes fixod on Volson.

Volson made no answer, but met the
voungster’s stare without wavering, his
gross face granite-like in its merciless
hardness,

A light diversion was caused by the
reappearance of Dobbs and the other
menservants. They had obviously re-
turned to tell Volson that the intruders
cottld not be found. They stopped un-
certainly on the landing. however, when
they saw Jimmy and Ron 1o the
presence of their employer. :

Volson had shot a glance in_ their
direction, but now he looked at Jimmy
agoin.

“What do wou want here?™  he
demanded.

“J have come to see my father,” the
youngster answered quictly. “ And don't
try to bluff, Volson, for I know he 1=
here—though I'd lay a thousand fo onc
that he doesn't know you're here!”

Volson shrugged his shoulders, and
there was a moment’s silence. Then the
big man spoke, his glittering eyes bent
on Jimmy with a very shrewd ox-
pression.

“Your father is very possibly asleep,”
he said, “and I presume vou would not

-
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with to disturb him. T'll send Dobbs
aloug to see.” i

He pushed past Ron and Jimmy, and
hurried upstairs to where Dobbs was
standing with the other fwo servants.
Taking Dobbs aside, he addressed him,
and the fellow went off to do his bid-
ding, Volson returning to the hall.

A few minutes later Dobbs put in an
appearance again. i

Mr. Berostord is awake, sir,” he said
to Vol:on. “8Shall I show the FOUDNE
gentlemen to bis room " .

Bornard Volson nodded, and Jinuny
turned to follow the manservant, accom-
panied by Ron. But Jimmy felt ill at
ease. Volson had taken their intrusion
so calmly that the youngster wondered
what wae at the back of his mind.

He nudged Ron as they walked along
the landing, and gave him a look that
said, as plainly as any words, *Be on
vour guard ! .

Dobbs Jed the way along the corridor
ithat connected with the turret-door,
and in that dimly-lit passage Jimmy =
gqiialms were accentuated. Neither did
he like the appearance of Dobbs, a
saturnine individual whose face bore not
a trace of colour. )

Halfway along the eorridor the man-
servant stopped beside a door.

“In here,™ he said, thrusting the deor
Q2.

The room beyond was in darkness,
and Jimmy glanced at their guide nar-
rowly. .

“}J;'ut the light on,” he ordered.

Tha manzervant did so, and Ron and
Jimmy crossed the threshold.

'There was a thick rug just inside the
doorway, and, as the é‘fﬂungsters stepped
on it, it gave way underneath their feet.
Next instant they were plunging down-
ward—far downward into the black
depths of a scomingly-bottomless pit.

A Desperale Venture !

T seemed to Ron and Jimm¥ that
I they hurtled through space for an
eternity.  Actually, some seconds
elapsed before they struck a sheet

of water with a great splash.
They sank swiftly, and finally came
into collision with a rock bed apprec-
ably below the surface. Nevertheless

they would have been badly bruised—
and probebly stunned and drowned—but
for the rug. Tor it was still underneath

them, and it broke the impact for them
aa they hit the water.

When Jimmy and Ron rose to the
surface of the water their mouths were
f&led with brine and their eyes were
blinded. But when they fought back
their nausea and brushed the water
from their lids they realised that eye-
eight was of little value to them, for the
place was pitch-dark.

Jimmy first assured himself that Kon
needed no help; and then, treading
water, he tried to figure oub their
ritnation,

[Te saw very clearly how they had
been tricked, by Dobbs leading ithem to
an empty room that possessed a trap-
door, and it was easy to surmise that
he and Ron had been plunged -into soma
gxhterranean inlet of the sca.

Volwan, of course, had hoped that the
mave fall would be suffieient to knock
hoth of the voungsters senseless, 1f not
kill them, and that the water weould
make things sure. But Volson's hope
had not Leen vealised. Here were Ron
and Jinumy, very much alive; a little
<azed perhaps, Lok conseious, and able
to_deliberate on their plight,

“Wea must be in some kind of a
tunnel, Ron,” =aid Jimmy, “and there
must be a way out. This is zea-water,
anedd 1f tha zfea can enter the cavern,
ithen we ought to be able to leave.
Stick cloze to me and we'll swim along.™

As Jimmy and Ron stepped on the thick rug just inside the doorway it gave
beneath their feet. The next moment they were plunging downward into the

black depths of a seemingly

Side by side the two youngsters
gtruck out, and after some time they
gensed that the roof of the eavern was
not so far above their heads as it had
at first been. Soon, by raising hiz hand,
Jimmy was able to touch the roof, damp
and clammy and dimly reflecting the
rippling motion of the water.

At last they reached what seemed to
be the mouth of the cavern above which
the water had slightly risen.

“I'm for taking a chance,” Jimmy
declared. “We don't know how lon
we'll have to swim under water, but I'll
swim until my lungs burst, rather than
Aoat around until I sink through sheer
exhaustion. If I'm poing to be finished,
I'll darn'-well finish with a kick in me.”

“IMe too,” said HRon, between his
teeth, "and let's go right now. For the
tide's rising, and if we wait we'll have
to swim under water longer still.™

Filling their lungs with air, the two
oungsters dived. Both Ron and Jimmy
i&md een in a local water-polo tcam,
and they ploughed through the murkﬁ
depths valiantly. But they had reache
almost the end of their tether when they
suddenly emerged from the cavern and
shot upward to break the surface of the
water with their heads.

Stars twinkled abeve them, and the
driven epray from. wave-crests was 1n
their faces, while behind them loomed
the headland. They were out in the
S0k

Taking in deep breaths of the whole-
some, invigirating air, Jimimy and Ron
turned to search for o landing-place.

bottomless pit ! (See lhis page.)

There was none on the hesdland, snd
they were compelled to strike toward:
Westleigh.

Ron was somewhat distressed,
Jimmy, the stronger swimmer
a hand. A minute or two later they
dragged themselves on to a desolate
strip of beach, and, after lving flat on
their backs until the recoveren
from their exertions, the two youngsters
began to climb o narrow ecliff-path.

Gaining the summit of the cliffs they
found themselves on the coast road,
which ran very close to the edge at thia
point. Ron was still showing signs of
exhaustion, and the fresh wind that blew
in from the sea was beginning to make
him shiver so that Jimmy was anxious
for him. Mg wished that some vehicle
would come that way so that they might
obtain a lift, for he felt that Ron cught'
to change out of his wet clothes as soon
as posgiblo.

Then, as if in answer to his wish—
or 50 lo Imagined ot that moment—the
lights of a car swept into view round a
bend. :

The car was coming from Westleigh,
but Jimmy reckoned that the driver
would turn back for them if he had any
humanity 1n him. So the youngster
stood in the middle of the road, sup-
porting Rou with one arm, snd, with the
other, waved to attract atbention.

n_nd
lent him

(Phere's ¢ big disappoinidient awails
ting Jimmy and Ilon did thry but know
it] You'll read all about 1t in next
week's insfalment, chums.)

Tee Macxer Lisrary.—No. 1,100



EVERY

28 BATURBAY.

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

PRIGE

“BILLY BUNTER’S BLUNDER!"
(Continueil from page £3.)

Mr. Queleh gave Bunter one look—
which® almost wilted that” fat junior—
and #trode out of the sanatorium,
unabla to trust himself to speak.

Dr. Locke frowned.

“Bunter, by mecans that come under
the hoading of sharp practice, you have
managed to, extract from both M.
@tblnﬁ aud mysgelf a promise that you
will pot be punished. To thote pro-
mitees, of course, wo avill adhore. But
‘on may think yourself very fortunate.
{'er P
.\‘-?;th that Dr. Locke rustlod out of
the sanatorium with majestic dl‘gm_t&'.

The next day Willium Geprge Bunter
come sut of {he sanatorium, none the
worsg for his experience. To a chort-
ling evowd he gave detai
gainirig with the Head and Mr. Quelch;
and one sud all agrecd that for sheer
nerse Billy Bunter fairly took the
Liscuit,

How tho khox-room five bad started—
for with it had gtacted the first phase
in Bamter's bargmining—ne ong over
knew ; but # was noticeable that Skinoer
& Co., who had previvusly shewsd a

to uze that box-reom for o

tende
st;rmﬁiuua amoke, kopt well oud of
vhao way when the subject of the fire was

Whatexar tho cause of thﬁ&ﬁm whtih
had threatoned do do great damage to
1}?1;- schoal—and which, thanks to Billy
Bunter's alarm, had bean averted—tho
fact remained that the Qwl of the Re-
inove owed his galvation to ik, That he
would have been expelled for using. his
Formn master’s name and hizg credit
when the faets becams known—and
known thoy would have been when th
hill was sent in—was a practico
cortainty. ) _

As it was, Billy Bunter was still o
vémy umimportant member of the He-
move Form at Greyfriars, although in
his own cstimation s very important

ane.
And with his importance Bunter's
tongue .wagged more than ever. The

news of his bergaining was made the.

subject of mueh comument amongst
juniors, seniors, and. masters; and, as
a8 matural -in tho eircumstances, Mr.
%,unluh’s anger grew and grow, rather
than diminished.

But an ‘outlet was awaiting tho out-
raged. rmmaster of the Remove, and that
aceurred to hiz mind the next time he
=ncountercd the Rev, Lambe.

la of his bar-

Could it have possibly been Bunter

whig had mimicked the wvoice of the
Friardale vicar and sent Mr. Qucleh on
that fool's errand? Could it be Bunter
who had been the causc of that “split *’
between two old friends?
_ The more Mr. Quelch thought about
it the more he 'was convinced that
William George Buntey fWas, indeed, the
guilty party. : ,

Thus, when Bunter was questioned on
the matter about a weck after tho in-
cident of the fire, the truth <cames out,
“Fhis time, bowever, jruth waes not so
welcome to the fat apd fatuous Owl of
the Remove as it had been on g previous
oeension, - >
. ' Bunter,” said Mr. Quelch, when giv-
ing, judgment, “‘you are thoe worst boy.
in my Form—the worst boy  in tho
schigal ! I am going to punish vou
scverely for using the name of such a
respectable  gentleman as Mr. Lambe,
and deeciving your Form master !

““*Oh crumhs!®

“You will touch your toes, Bunter!™
said Mr. Quelch celdly. '

“Oh, really, sip—?

“Touch your toes!’
Quelch.

Billy Bunter no longer hesitated. IHe
adopted tho required position; and for
tho next ten minotes tho master of tho
Remove wiclded his cane with a vigour
that he had seldom shown in his lifo
beforn.

That William George Bunter deserved
all he got—and more—was the opinion
of the Hemovites when, later, the fat
junior “crawled out of Mr. Quelch’s
study and fold his tale. Bat, in the
opinicn of Bunter himsblf, he was a very
kardiy-done-by individual. Really, -ho
hﬁlgun. to wonder whether he had, after
all, struck a fino bargain.

- Certain it was he teok his tea standing
up that day, and evén the following day
he showed a markéd disinclination to
sit down.

The way of the transgressor is hard;
oven William George: Bunter. was pre-
parcd te admit that whenever the sub-
ject of Chunkley's and théir bill for
eight pounds odd was meitioned.

True, Bunter never paid that bill in
cash; but. in & wWay, he more than paid
for it in kind.

Mr, Quoleh saw to that!

THE EKI.

(Look _out” for anether railling fine
story of Harry Wharton & Co. in next
week's MaoNer, chums, entitldd: “THE
SHYLOUCK OF GREYFRIARS!" It's
@ peach of @ warn.;

barked Mr.

than, I will allow

“ KAPTURED BY AIRMEN!”

(Continued from page 15.)

The party got into the Head's car again
and started on the return journey, i

Half-way home, Jack Jolly gave a
sudden eggaited yell.

' Grate pip! The forriner 1 ™ he eggs-
claimed, pointing to a figger gkulking in
the woods at the side of the road.

_‘Mr. Lickham, who was driving, jammed
on the brakes,

“Would you boys like to chase him
while I atay and mind the car 7 Lo asked.

“It's no use now, I'm afraid, ‘sir,"
angwered Jaeck Jolly reluctantly. ™ The
rotter mizzled as soon as he spoited us.
"I wonder if he ia making hiz way to
8t. Bam's with the idea of leaving the
eountry by airyplana 1™

"My +giddy aunt!" remarled Mr.
Lickham. * That's a branewave | ¥

* But hoe can't get away with half the
skool looking on," =aid Bright,
<" Ass | What's wrong with his breakin
nito, 8 oposping thon by the asypiane 17

ite, oscaping than o ai 3
saked Jack JEI];,.-E: e

“ Oh, my hat 1™ N _

“It's not impossibul,’* remarked Mr.
Lickham serioualy. - *Imust ask thevillidge

policomnan to keep an eye open to:nite [ =

Jack Jolly larfed skornfully,

M Fat lot of goed a villidge policeman
will be ﬁ;mnﬁib a desprit forrin spw" ho
said. ‘" If you want to capture t.l:in,;pj'mg
scoundrel, sir, the only thing is to i6mm »
guard of fellows with- plenty.of intelli-
Jence and. he?:ga of pluck."

* An nt idea ! I’ nodded Mr, Lick-
ham. "“"Whom do vou sujjsset, thon,Jolly?™

* Littie m!"yﬁmg-l?gga Jack Jolly,
raoddestly.

Mr, Lickham, larfed.

* Bravvo, Jolly | Bines you sujjest it,
L you to mount over
the airyplane to-nita.  Should danjer
threaten during the nite, let me know
immejately, and you may rely on my dis-
playing my usual curridge.”

* In that ease, sir, we shan't sce you for
dust,” grinned Jack Jolly.

¥ Ha, ha, ha ! " roarcd Merry and Bright,

“Oh, ratta!" gaid Lickham, rather
erossly. *Anyway, I don’t suppose for a

~moment that anything will happen."

But Jack Jolly & Co. felt sure thab
something was going to happen. It re-
mained to be seen wha was right.

THE EMD.

(Whatever you da, chums, don't misa
the final parn«in.this;humorous '{gﬁi
mian ™ -geries, entitled: ¢ EHE SEOMRE,
BOY AIR "HEROESV wihich wil}
appear tn next week's bumper MAGKER
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——
on hall-a-duzzen airmen armed with  * Neo, sir; thet's just where wou're
fovaol vera. wrong., The man you've ia Dir, ﬂ.ﬂ&.
_De. Birchemall, struggling furiously, was | emall, headmaster of St. Sam's.” )
laced in the passonjer seat of ome of the | Colonel Flyhard snorted.
airyplanes, then the pilots got back info “Ratits ! He's Earl Nosey, without o

\“muﬂmu Dicikky NugenT

i,

Arrested as a spy in the

L -

pay of a foreign country.

- That's the predicament in which Dr. Birchemall,

the Head of St. Sam's, finds himself this week, boys.
What will be the outcome of it all 7

i
H AM monnark of all I survey,

H My right there is noue to dispute | "
r. Birchemall, the revered and
skollerly headmaster of 5t. Bam's,
velled out that famus quotation at the
top of his voies, as he thro the

clouds at s dizzyspeod in his siryplane,

The Head wasa in hia most jental mood.
Far beneath him, the boys of St. Sam'a
werd toiling and grinding in the musty,
duaty, old clasg.rooma; and pro W.
HQDME. &, the Head also should have

herae, instructing the Bixth in Zonophone
H& other _.».U“HHMM ﬂﬂ:ﬁm. The ead,
wewvar, prefe the wide, o spaces
ta the mﬂ:mﬁ old Hixth m«ﬂﬁ: TOON.
Cogselrwantly, he wos airing  himsalf,
instead of airing his nollidge of Greak.

Cortainly, it wes very plezzant, flyi
about in the bright gpring sunshine, an
the Head was quits enjoying the cEga-
ﬁ&mnu? Agr he whizzed along, he drank

deep drafts of purg fresh air, and fol-
lowed that up by drinking a cupple-of
bottles of mwumnu.ﬁn_w_ he- had thoughtiully
brought with him.

' This is something like ! ™ ho muttered
to himsalf, smacking his lips with o noise
that almost drowned the roar of the

jines. *''That misterious forriner oer-

did me a m_un_ﬁ turn when he laft
me in charge of his machine. T'll take
jolly caro ho duzzent get it back 1 '

And the Head chuckled sinically into
his beard.

Bovveral days had passed since the
Head had caused such a senssation at St
Bam’s by dessending into the quad in an

lang. By this time he had become
quits an eggspert aironort,

It was still a bit of & mistery why the
stranger with the forrin axxent had given
the Hend such s ma nifficent rachine to
mined, and Jack
Jolly openly epgs-
pressed the opinlon
that the owner was

a forrin spy who had come to England to
Mmmmﬂm_ua..m_ the secreta of Fotshot Camp,

e local Air Force deppo.

Dr. Birchemall, however, was not the
kind of %mﬂﬂnﬂnﬂ to trubble about trifles,
and he aimply didn™ bother his head about
the matter. As to the sujjestion that the
plane might be the property of a forrin
ap¥, ha had treated it with skornful
kontempt.

“Bosh !" he had eaid, * Likowise
pifle and balderdash—or, as the wvulgar
would put it. nonsenae ! ™

And that had closed the argument.

Forrin spies were tho last thinga the
Head was thinking of as he _H.EQH—M..M._._.__H.M
on thia bright mﬁﬂ.ﬂm merning. He waa
Fin tho gayest of spirita as he circled owver
Potahot Camp and blinked down with keen
intorest at the bizzy sceno beneath him.

“What a lark to chuek thess mngar-

bottles at that officer and sea if I can
it him on the nappor | ** opgsclaimed the
Head gleelully, asa ho spotied o feerce.
looking officer giving orders to some of the
men, :

Not moany people, of corse, would have
seen anything vory funny in such a trick.
But the Head of 5¢t. Bam's had often shown
that he had a
and he evident
wheozea,

FPicking up one of the Lotties, he took
careful atm, and shied it out.

The bottle few out of his hand like a
Bullet from a gun, and travelled straight
as o die to its target, catching the un-
forchunit officer an awful bash on the
nut, The Head just canght the faint
otho of his feendizh yell of rage and

IV,
R Yarooooooo 1"

* Well aimed, sir1 " chortled the Head,
m.mi:m himgzeli a horty pat on the back,

Now what about thia 7"

He flung out the other bottle, and
suxxceded in hitting the officer right in the

ﬁzne_:uﬁ soneo of humer,
¥ thought it a ripping

middle of his boko,

Tae Maaser LipRary.—No. 1,108,

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared the
Head, farely dubbled up with
rrirth as he saw the officer dancing
about tha Camp with rage.

But Dr. Birchemrall dido't larf
for long. Shortly after that, he
notiesed a lot of bussle and con-
fusion going on in the Camp. Sev-
veral paira of mmgn.m_ﬂﬂm& Wers
being traned on Dr. Birchemall’s airyplane,
and half.-a-duzzen machines woro Dbeing
wheeled out of their hangers,

“QGrate pip! I wonder what {hay'ro
.mn_m:m to do 1" mermered tho Head, bo-
coming rather alarmad,

He wasn't left in doubt for moany
minnits. As the planes rose oo by one
in the air, it ponnytrated even the Head's
woogden noddle that they were coming
aftor him,

Ag goon as Dr. Birchomall realised that,
he turned tail and few off in the direcktion
of 8t. Bam's. Bix Air Foree machines
rpared vennomously after lum, amd tho
Head blarnched as ho asaw them drawing
closer and closor. :

Reaching 85t. Sam's, Dr. Birchemall
suddenly dived, then glided gracefully
down over the old collidge, to alight with
a bump in the quad, He fully eggspected
that his persuers would now buzz off,

Much to his dismay, howover, thoy
swooped down after him, and one by cne
eame to a halt in the quad beside his own

i

machinoe. :
“ Chee rotters 1 " nted the Head
aa he elim cut. " What do they mean

by invading privit
handed mMonner T
ST Pr——"

Dr. Birchemall gave a gesp of dismoy
a3 tho pilots of the Air Forco machinoes
tumbled out of their planes and rushed

proparty in thia high-
Hmﬂ:_u_ Whot tho

v =

fowards lim,
lavalling re-
volvors as
they ran.

*“Hands up, Karl Mogoy!™'
roared one of the oflicers
fearcely.

The Head jumped.

“H-K-Karl Xosey 1" he
etuttered 'in  amazoment.
“*What the morry
dickens do you mean, my
rlear zir 7

“1 mean that yon are
caunght at last, Karl Noscy,
adrpien spy of the Sorpen-
tine Hepublicle | replicd
ife affioor.

SOk, my  giddy aunt ]

= I'm not  Iarl Nosew,
fdaghed if T om!"  eggselaimusxd  Tir,
Birchemall, > I aw Dr.  HBiselwomall,
headmaster of S5t Ban's Collidge.,  Ism't

that so, Licklam 1

“Well, that’a what I've alwoys umler.
slood, gir,"" saild 1he master of the Foarth,
who had just pvrivod on the seeno, 2 OF
coran, there's sdwaya the poasibility thot
you have been deccoving e all along.”

* Why, you silly ass——""

* Hilenee ! ™ interrupted the leader of the
Air Forea sternly.  © Woeather you have
heen preteneding to be o skaolinnster or not
duzzent matter a jot. Wevo Lol orders
to take Kark Nosey, alive ar demd, and
vou're in Jus airyplane right couff,  Arrest
that man t "

“I—I, sir ! " eamno an answering ghont
from ithe other pilots, and like litening
they snapped a pair of handewlfs on the
wrigla of the lying headmastor,

Dir. Birchemall almost collapsed.

“It's u garstly mistake, 1 tell you I ™
ha eried lLorsely, ™ Burleigh! Tallboy !
Help ma b

“Pat him io my machine ! snappod
the airman.

“Yarooooo | Lemme alona | T tall you
I'm not Karl Nosey | Reseue, 56, Sam'a 1 ¥
ghirceked the Head.

But there was no answering shout.
Most of the St. Sam’s crowd didn't feel
at all sorry 1o sew the Head in the soop, as
a matter of fact. And thoess who falt
utlrerwise didn’t fansy making an atiack

+ country !

their respectiv machines and one by one

(took. to the air again.

The droan of their enjines dyed
in the distance.

And Bt. Bam'a was left in & buze of
egpeitement. Their own Head had been
arrested as a gpy in the pay of a forrin
Never befors had -thera been
such a sensation in the old akool |

AWy

HH.
R. LICKHAM paced the floor of his
Z study, his brow rinkled with
thought. He wos wondering
what ﬂﬂﬁ._“_#“.__a best thing to do

inn thiz uneg i) amorgency.

Crash ! wm.wnﬁ_ Wallop !

There was a slight tap on the door.

“ Trot in, fathend ! " said Mr. Lickham,
in his deep, cultured voice, s

Three cheery juniors obeyed the invila-
tion, Needless to say, they were our horoes,
Jack Jolly and his pals, Merry and Bright.

“ Goad-afternoon, sir,'" aaid Jock Jolly,
with & nod. ** Wa thought wo'd better
como and give you the bennyft of our
advice. Tt stands to reason that as you
haven't the branes of a rabbit—="

“ Jolly ! " roared Mr. Lickhon, turning
a5 red as o pony.

“ Yo won't be able to think out o plan
yourself,” went on Jack enlmly. :

AMr. Lickham rabbed Lis chin reflectively.

“Well, I must say I am a little non-
_”___:...,..u.—._.._hT Jotly," he adinitted reluetantly.
*If vou have a whoeoee, by all means coft
it up.'’

*Thank you, sir.
Totshat Camp, and egdsplain Tully to the
Conunanding Oflicer how alid Hﬁ:ﬁ._pw ot
hold of the aivyplanc,” said Jaek Joily.
* Az you are probably awaro, sit, We were
with tha old buffer when that misterious
forriner handed it over to Lim.

“ Indeed ! " marmered the master of the
Fourtly, with intercat,

“It'a our opinion, sir, that the jentle-
man wo saw that duy is this scoundrel
Karl Nasoy, whom the Air Foree are
lonking for." 4

“ My hat ! It cortainly looks suspishusly
like it ! " remarked Mr, Lickham, with o
thonghtiul frown, * Possibly if wo epgs-
plain all this to the oflicer in charge ho
may release Dr. Birchemall, Lot'a go to
T'otshot Cnmp at onee.™

Mr. Lickliam led the way out of the
Skool House, and got out Div. Birchemall's
old nmotor-car, and the entire party jolted
and rattlod away towards Potshot Camp
without further Hﬂa_nuq. 2

On arriving at the fomus Air Force
deppo, they were conducted to the office
of Colonel Flybhard, tho Commanding
OMcer, 8 feerce-looking jentleman who
glored at EnE.m_u::._Emn._u:

" PMloase, air, weve <ome
abont the jentleman you ar-
restoedd Lhis morning,” mennered
Mr. Lickliam nervussly.

*¥ou mean Karl Noscy, tho
spy of the Serpentine Hepub-
licle ¥ rasped Colonel Flyhard.

Crur idea is to po to ]

shaddo of doubt. One glamss at the man's

fizzog will tell you that Le's a criminal of

the worst tipe, :
“ Well, you're right there," grinned Mry

Lickham. " Newvertheless, the fact re-

maina that he’a our headmaster,”

“In that case, how the thump did he
pet hold of Karl Nosey's airyplane ¥50
asked the Air Force commander.

*1 can mwwn_uﬁmb that, sir," eaid Jack
Jolly, * A forrin jentleman gave it to
him to look after for a week or 20."

“ Ton to ono he was in leagus with him,
them | ** grunted Colonel Flyhard. * Any-
waoy, the fact remains that he was flying
over this camp this morning in an airy-
plane belonging to a forrin spy. Further-
maore, he made a savvigde attack on an
officer by chucking ginger-beer bLoitles
at him."

2 0Oh, crikey 1| Juat like the m:_u, asa to
do ihat!™ g laimed Mr., Lickham:
:h:.u_qﬂwur can't you overlook that, and
let him off, gir ¥ "'

* Not likely | " repliad the officer, with &
harsh larf. * In spite of what you say,
I still think weo've got the right man."

"“Then what are you going to do 12
ssleed Mr. Lickham.

* Have him court-martinlled thia after-
noon,” replied Colonel Flyhard.

* (h, grate ﬁ_m_.u ! But—Dbui suppose Lo is
found gilty 1°

“In that esso he will be shot at dawn B
Qood day, sir | ”

And with that, the Colonol signed to &
man to speed the parting guesta.

Outside the eamp, the St. Sam's party
looked at ench other in dismay.

“Well, if this isn"t the giddy lmit1 %
mermered Mr. Lickham. " Fanay the
lead being shot at dawn, boys! It's too
torribul to contemplata 1 *

“It's cortainly a bit thick ! " nodded
Jagk Jolly. * But what the dickens con
wa do ¥ "

* (loodness knowa ! Let's get back to
2t. Sam’s and have some tea, I'm sunply
fommished ! ™

{Conlinuwed onpage 28.)
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