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By FRANK RICHARDS.

THE FIRST CHAFPTER.
Asking For Jt!

b HAT old ass, Prout!” said
E Billy Bunter, in tones of the
deepest disgust,
“Bhut up!” breathed Bob
Cherry, of the Remove, .
~Shan't!” retorted Bunter independ-
ently. )

Billy Bunier did not want to shut up.
Tt was not his way to shut up. Seldom
eicd the fat Owl nf?ﬂm Remove shut up,
When hiz fat chin got into motion, 1t
father resembled the little brook in the
poem, which went on for ever.

Bunter saw no reason for shutting 'u’p.
That was because he had no eyes m tho
back of his head, and could not, there-
fore, sece Mr. Prout coming up the
passage to the Remove Form-room.

Hoving his podgy back to FProut,
Bunter remained hu]iﬂily unconscious of
his approach, And he burbled on:

“T eull it thick! We don't want old
Pompous in onr Form-reem! It's a
rotten idea for a senior master to take o
junior Form! = Why can’t the Head

ive us a holiday tll Quelch comes
ack? It's only a few days. Anyhow,

we den't want that pompous old ass,
Prout !
“He's  coming ! hissed  Harry

WWharton,

The Greyfriars Bemove had gathered
at the door of their Form-room for the
third schanl after breal.  They were
waiting for Frout,

Mr. Quclal, the master of the Re-
maye, had not yet relurned to Grey-
friars, afler his rather leng aosence,
The tcmporary master in his place kad
left suddenly.” Arrangomonts had to be
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made for the Form to be “taken ™ by
other masters who could find the time.
That was why the Fifth Form-master
was t0 take the Remowe in third school
ot _thig particular morning,

Prout was a fow minutes late,

Perhaps he did not like being bothered
very much. Anyhow, he was late.
But now he was coming—plump and
portly, rolling up the passage like an
ancient galleon under full sail

“1 say, vou fellows—"" Banter
burbled on. _

“He's coming ! repeated Wharton, in
a hissing whisper. )

Bunter blinked at him through his
big spectacles, Bunter was not quick
on the uptake.

“1 ‘know he's coming,” he answered.
“He's coming to take the Form in third
school—it's up on the board! 'That's
what I’'m talking about! We don't wanst
Prout; pompous old ass!| Walker of the
Sizth took us in second lesson, and he
sat and read = novel all the time, and
we dida't have to do any work., That
was all right, But that silly old ass,
Prout——"

Most of the juniors round the Form-
roort door hati zeen Prout coming by
thi: time. PBunter, standing in the
middle of the passage with his back to
Prout, did not see him.  But, short
sighted as he was, he discerned the ex-
pressions of horror and  alaym  on
several faces, snd renlised that some-
thing was up, Then he was conseious of
u heavy tread behind him,

“ Ok lort ™ eraculatea Bunter.

The fat junier spun round lile =
% . 2 E A T L
giobe revolvitg on ils axis. Iis liiie
round cyes glmost popped throush lis
kim, vound spacioolen, et tho sight of the

portly master of the Fifth not ten fect
aw&g.

“Oh, ecrikey!” gasped Bunter, 1t
—it—it's Prout! -

“And he's heard you, vou howling
ass I murmured Frank Nugent,

“Oh lor®

“The hearfulness iz terrific,” mur-
murced Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, © and
the waxfulness is also great.”

“I guess Prout looks mad!” grinned
Fisher T. Fish,

Prout came on, with his elephantine
tread, Obviously, he had beard Billy
Bunter's, unfortunate remarks. His
plump face, alwavs rather florid, was
almost erimson. His eyes sparkied,
Plainly Prout was wrathy,

“ Good-morning, sir! ventured Harr
Wharton, hoping that a peolite an
pleasant %reatmg‘ mtﬁht help to assuaps
Prout's obvious wrath,

It did not produce that effect. Prout
did not even answer. Ho unlocked the
Form-room door, and the jumicrs
marched in—DBunter quaking.

Proul went to the Form-master's desl:,
Mr. Quelch’s cane lay there, It sesmad
thet Prout wanted that cane,

* Bunter [

*Oh seisaors ™

1 hoard yoiy spesking, Bunter za §
eame up the passage !'” szid Mre Prout,
“L henrd wour disrespectfpl and in-
soient obsarvations™

Tiemit  wrasn't 0o,
Bunter, in alarm.

S ¥Yheci

“I=I mzan, I ovamn't srealking abons
you, sivl? stammered Buntor., S I

sirt?  preped

was gheaking of sBoiler pomipous ol
abf, §ir——=m
“ R ha-ptt®
h ]
“Wot gou b sli

i1 poosnnd
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Bunter.  “I—T wounldnt call you =
pompou: old ass, sirl I'd never dream
af wlline a Poerm-master what I think
of him. sir. I'm much too respectful,
sit. "

1f Bauter hoped that this would pla-
catoe Pront, it showed that he had a
very hopeful nature,

It dicd not placate Prout. Rather it
goemed to  intensify  his wrath., His
plump hand had gg‘as}ped Mr. Quelch’s
cane almost convilsively,

“ Dunter ! he gasped,

“Wes, zirl I.m.-may I go to my
place, zie?’

“You may not, Bunter.”

“OW crumbs ¥

Cane in hand, Prout gluoeed at a
silent Fovi. i ; g

“1 am reluctant,” eaid Prount. in his
ponderons WY, “to nse the cane 1M 2
colleagur’s Tormroom. The head-

masler has requested me to take this -

¥orm in ihird school for a few daya,
until Ar, Quelch arrives. I had hoped,
and exprcted, to be treated in . thia
Form-room with the respect to which I
am necuslomed in the Fifth Form-room.
I have been disappointed.  Reluctant
as I am to use the cane hero, T am left
no chiniee in the matter.”

Prout's reluctance did not  equal
Bunter's!

Reluetant az e was, it was clear that
Prout wns going to use that cane, and
us® it with vigour,

He swished 1t in the air.

“ Dunter——""

“Oh dear!™

“You will bend over, Bunter!' Touch
vour toes.”

“Oh lor "

Some of the Bemaovites prinned,

It was not a grinning matter, so far
a5 Bunter was concerned. But & was
not, in fact, easy for the fattest fellow
at Greviviars, or in the wide world, to
tonch his toes! Bunter, as hs bent
aver, hardly sneceaded in reaching his
tocs wille hus fab fingers, and ho looked
as if he was geing 1o burst in the
Process,

The cane swept up. It swept down.

Whaek |

“"Whooooopn '™

Whaclk !

“Yarooooooah '

Whack !

"Yow-aw-ow-ow-ow M

Prout slammed the
Quelely’s desk,

You may go to your place, Dunter !®
Ow! Wow! QOw!”

“You will write two hundred lines of

Virgil, ond bring them to my study

aftor tea."
“0w! Wow! Owl Youw!™
Go to your place!™ thune

cane on  Mr,

L
[

“Rilence !
dered Prout.
Billr Bunter limped and wriggled to
his place. o eat down. The next
moment he jumped vp azam, with a

velp. Pront’s eye glittercd at him.
“Bunter! 3it down at onee!” he
I-I—-

hooted.

“Ow! Oh lor'! Dw! Waow!
I'd rather stand this lezson, if—if tou
don't mind, sir!” gasped Dunter.

“¥a, ha, ha ™

“Silenee ! Bunter, sit down at once.
or I siall come you again!"™ boomed
Prout,

“Oh dear ™

Dunter sat down, tenderlv and gin-
gorly., Tle wrigpled on his form like a
fat eel during third school. Thres cuts
mwade him unwilling to sit down, and
mace it imnpossible for him to sit still. Tt
was quite o painful bour for the Owl of
the Remove.  Prout, no doubt, +was
glad when the bell rang, and it was
time to dizmiss the Form. But he was
not s0 zlad as Billy Bunter.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Just Like Coker!

‘i ICK him!” =said Coker of the

There was abzolutely no
ippson for lkicking Jobnny
Bull of the Remove, It was true that
Johnny wag & member of the Famous
ive of the Remove, who never treated
Uokor with the respect that was due to
g0 greak a man. Apart fron  fthat
eirctimstance, Johnny  had given no
olfence,
e was,
eXistonee
migeHl.
the school shop, with
parcel umder his arm.

Ho headed for the llouse, not oven
notieing (loker and Dotter snd Greene
strolling in the offing. _

Johnny had had a remittance thatb
morning. Ile was nobly expending it
on & study spread in  Study No. 11
There was going Lo be a very hand-
gomao tea in that study,  Hia study-
mate, Squiff, had already ﬁana up to
got veady, while Johnny did the shop-
ping. Now he had done if and was
potting home with the goods, when
Horace Coker's eyo fell sourly on him,

Coker of the I'ifth was not in a good
teraper. Coker had bad rather o
hectic time in third school that doy
with the mathematics master,

Calier loathed mathwmatics.

fAlaths” like the rain and the bail,

mdead, oblivious of the
of Ilorace Coker ab that

& good-sisal

= - — i

Somebody has had the awful
nerve to swamp ink over Mr,
Prout, the pompous master of
the Fifth. Billy Bunter has the
awilul nerve to boast that he did
it, little realising that the awful
sentence to follow is expulsion I

fell alilke on the just and the unjust
Faw liked them, but all had to stand
thom.  8till, Coker had & genuine
grmvu!wc 0Orl t-}l.'lﬁ [ Tl A .

The Tlemove boing, teinporarily, with-
out a master had necessitated o re-
acrapgement  of the timedtable,  As
Prout had talken the Remove in third
school. obviously somebody else had to
take tho 1Fifkl,

That was ecasily arranged. M-,
Tiaseclles, the maths master, was at
leisure, and willing to sacrifice his

lsisure for the common pgood! 8o
Larry Lascelles took the IMifth in maths,
Tha drawbaek o this_ econvenient

areangement was that the Fifth got an
extra and unexpected dose of mathe-
maktics,

Henee Coker's bad temper,

Maths, as usual, were bad encugh.
Fxtra maths were the limit. It was
all the fault of the Remove, bagging
Coker's Form-master, and leaving him
to the tender mercies of Lascelles.

Nal Ly the widest streteh of the
imaginstion conld Jehany Bull ba sup-

osed 1o ba rezponsible. But he was o

emove fellow—and Coker was snnoved
with the Remove! e was at hand—
and Coker was fEE‘:H‘ﬂI% skr
to kick somchody! ¢ could ndr Lkick
Froui for taking the Remove. Lo
could not kick Lascelles for taking the
Fifth! DBut he conld kick Johnny Bull
—and ho did!

Ho it came to pass that Johony, trot-
ting off cheerfully with hizs pareel, and
thmking chicfly about ten in the studs,

Iy inclined

Ho waz cowning away from

was sudidenly  sarprised by
preotied atiéacl: o The rear,

Sowcthing that might bhave been a
steam-harmmwes, bot wlich was veally
anly Coker's number eleven beot, smote
biw, and be staggeved amd  pitched
forward.

S0 M rasred Jolhony Tull

He pitehed on his hands amd knees,
Ilis paveel crvashed !  Li buvst as ok
crashed, and all zorls of things poured
ot

The earth waz strown with eakes and
buns and tarts, bottle: and packets, like
Ieaves in Vallomibiroza of old.

There were eggps in thalt  pareel.
Few of then remained whole afier
landing on e carth. Johuny, sprawl-
ing. roared. ]

DPotter and Greenn stared al Colior.
Ther knew that Coker had a rather
short wav with faga; but this seomed to
them rather the limit, even for the
olitreperous Horace.

“Well, my bt ! satd Pofier. #Took
here, Coker---—-"

“What the 1hump—
(ireene.

“Ila, ha, hai™ roarsd Coker.

He seemsd amused. 1o had nob
really intended to send Johnony sprawl-
ing with that kick: Lut his fook waos

AN THeN-

LT}

eiaculated

l}ig?r_er and  heavier  thaw  Colov
realised. The cight of the astounded
junior

sprawling wil Lis luek sbeewn
arouind II:im. and a dozen egpa strepm-
ing yolk., scemed to enfertain Coler,
He voared wilh laughter.

Johnny DBull rese fo hiz kneea dizzily.
o glared at Coler. Having glared,
ha picked up a ecouple of aggs tha
remained whole, one in either hancd.
With Freat prompiness, he hopzed them
at Coker,

Crash! Bmash!

Coker's monthh was wilde apen ag le
roared with langhter. ‘The ficsk egp
appshed on it abmesk {illine Coler’s
tvouth, lacrge as it was. Ube second
ciracked on s nose,

“Urrrggh ! spltiereed Coloer,

“¥a, ha, ha! roaved Potier mnd
Greene.

They had not been pmnsed by
Johnnry  Pull’s  disazter. But  they

seemed extremely tickled by the siglt
of Horace Colier, masked wilh ogy-
volk. frantically spitting oul buvst ege.

"Take that!™ hootedd Johnooy Tl
“You cheeky Fifth Form ass!  Take
that—and that—and that !"

Johinnv found a third esz that lad
not been smashed. It siashed, the
next seennd, on Coker's neck. IMe ful-
lowed it up with a rieh, juiey jam tar,
that clung lovingly to Coker's eorve-
brows,

“Ha,
Greone.

“Urcrgh!” spluticred Coker.
“Wurrgh! You silly asses! What are
vou cackling at? Gurrgh!” ITe elawnd
egg and jam fromm his fuce. “ Tl smash

ha, hn!? yellul Dotter miud

him! Urglhi! I pulverise him!
Wurrggeh ! T'll spiflicate him!
Crooogh 1™

Hea hurled himszelf at Johony Buall.

Johnny was a stoedy  follow, vers
strong and sturdy for a Tower Foury
junior. It he was nothing like o
match for a Fifih Form seugor.  Tle
stood manfully up to Coker, but Lie had
no chance.

“Rescue ' bawled Johinny at the top
of Liis voice., “Rescue, Removo ™

“I say, vou fellows!" howled Billy
Bunfer. 1 sayv, rescue! Fifth YForm
eads ! Resene !

Billy Bunter spofted the scene from a
safe distance. He stayed at a safe
disfanee. Serapping, esnecially wilh a
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hefte [ellow like Color, had no stirac-
tion for Bunter. DBut he yelled e
Harry Wharton & Co., who were at o
farther distanee, and did not olzerve
what was passing.

Bob Cherrys starad round.

“Huallo, halle. halle! What—"

*1 say, vou fellows, rescue!™ yelled
Bunter. ¥ Coker’s whopping Johnny
Ball—*

That was more than cnough for the
chums of the Renove.

“ome  onl?  exelaimed  Ifarry
Wharton.

And the four rushed to the rescue.

It was time—for Jolmny was

erumpling np in the powerful grasp of
Horace Coker, and Coker wasz smacking
him right and left.

Caker wasz in a state of great wrath.

Having expressed  his  feelings by
kicking Johnny Bull, Coker was pre-
pared to let the matter end there.
Coker zaw mo harm in kicking a fag
if he felt so dizposed. What were fa?‘s
for, except to be kicked, Coker would
have liked to know. And this cheek
faz had had the nerve to buzz eges an
jam tarta at him, and Coker was ezgy
and jamny ! )

Naturally, he felt that it was up lo
him to make an example of the cheeky
young rascal!  Which he was deing,
with & heavy hand, when Jobnny's
chums arrived on the secena with a
rish.

Potter and Greene exchanped a
glance, and strolled away, with an
elaborate air of unconcorn. Colker was
a fellow who was born for trouble as
the sparks flv upward; but Potter and
Greene had ne nse for a shindy with a
mob of fags. Bo they quictly disap-
peared.

The Co. did not heed them.  They
only hecded Coker. TFour pairs of
hands were Jaid on Coler all at once,
and, with a long pull, a strong pull, and
o pull all together, tho chums of the
Removo dragged him off Johnny Ball.
Coker emote the quadrangle with a
mighty smito.

“Ow! Ow! Ow!” gasped JTohnny.
“Iald him! Jump on him! Squash
him! Whop him! Lemmo gorrat
him 1*

“Got him1* gasped Bob Cherry.
Coker, under four juniors, heaved
like the mighly ccean. But he heaved
in vain. They had him down and the
kept him down And Johnny Bull,
gasping for bresth, grabbed up jam
tarts from the burst parcel and
plastered and  lathered them  ovey
Coker's erimson countenance.

Coker resisted desperately.

But as four fellows had an arm or a
loe gach, with Coker on his back, his
vosistance counted for nothing.

Coker rvoared. He howled! He
spluttered | He gorgled! All in vain.
He was safely held, and Johnny Bull,
with a reckless disrcgard of cxpense,
nlastered jam tarts over his face, till
Coker’s featvres disappearsd under jam
and pastry. Eis nese, hizs mouth, his
cars, his hair, were of the jam, jammy |
iz roaring died to a horrid guvzle.

“He, he, he!” ewchinnated Billy
Bunter.  Coker baing in safe hands,
the fat Owl of the Bomova rolled up ie
wateh, “I say, rou fellows, zive him
jip! Give him beans! He, he, he!”?

“I'l smIasi voti=—groorh—] 11—

urrggh éurghd Coker.  “ Potter!

recne | ropoph! Lend ma a—
yurrgzh—hand *

But Potter and Greene were out of
hearing. Thers was po  help for
IIorace Coker ]

“That's the lot!" pgasped Johany

Tue Migxer Lipnary.—No. 1,374,

Buil. “Hald him, though, whkils T apen
a hottle of ginger-beer.”

.4%{11* h&r h.a.!”

Fizzzzi Squish!  Detter uvsos, no
doubt, ecould have been found for
ringer-beer en a warm, June after-
noon.  Really, it was a waste.  Still,
Colcer was worth walching, as he got
the ginger-beer. He gob most of 16 on
his jamumy faee, but 2 considerable
aquantity of it went down his neck,

“Ha, ha, ha "

“Have soma more, Coker?

“1 eny, you fellows——" squeaked
DBunter,

“Ha, ha, ha 1™

“1 sny, here conmes Prout ™

“0h, my hat!”

The Famous Five, rather dishevelled
and untidy, released Colier of the IFifth,
who sat up, gurgling, as the I'ifth Formn
master rolled majestically on the scene.

——

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
One For His Nob!

& R. PROUT sctared grimly at the
d ECeTD,

It was rother an wnusual
scena  in the old guadrangle
of Greyfriars School.

“ Disgraceful I snorted I'rout.

Harry Wharton & Co., panting for
Lreath after their tussle with Coker,
blinked at Prout.

Coker had asked for this—in fact,
begmed for it; but the chums of the
Eemove realised that they had meted
out rather drastic punisliment to the
great Horace,

Ile wes in o shocking state. IHis hat
was off, his hair o jammy mep, his
collar and tie gone: he was epey, ha
was jammy, he was streamning with
ginger-beer.  He wes not a sight to
Elease the eys of the least exacting

OFm-master,

Perhaps, in the excitement of the
moment, the juniors had overdono it a
little!  Coker certainly looked aa if
they had!

“Outrageous I boomed Prout.

“Urreggh 1 contributed Co k e 1.
“"Gerroocogh! Gurrgh!”

“Buch & secene—such an unparalieled
scene — disgracoful — scandalous!™
hoomed TProut. “Coker, go to the
House at once, and—and clean yourself !
Wharton, Nugent, Cherry, Huirce
Singh, Bull, Bunter, you will take five
hundred lines each ™

“Wha-a-at?” gasped
together,

“Oh crikey I ejaculated Dunter.

Cloker picked himsclf up,

Ie did not speak—he had ne breath
left to speak with! Gurgling fecbly, he
took liza way to the House—to clean
himeelf, as his Form-master directed.
e needed cleaning !

“Five hundred bhines of Virgil coch !
bhoomed Prout. “And I shall expoct

the jumior:

the lines to-morrow 1¥

The six juntors gazed at Proot
Prout was not their Form-master, True
e acted a3 Formemaster in  third

school, and for that morning hour he
wiclded & PForm-master's authority.
Outside that hour he had no more
aurhority over tho Remove than had
HHackor, the mastor of the Shell, or
Capper, the master of the Fourth.

In was exceeding his outhority.
That was one of Prout’s little wawvs.
He was an authoritative gentleman by
ngture. In his Form he was variously
called “ Ol Fompous,” and “Don Fom-
poso.”  Prout’s pomposity was rather a
trial to the Greyfriara Fifth. DBut they
had to stand it! The Remove hadn't!]

“If you please, sir—" said Ilarry
Wharton, quite respectfully,
*Eaough ! boomed Prour
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“ But, sir——" zaid Frank Nugent.

“ Bilence, Nugent !™

“Coker asked for what ho got!”
bawled Johuny Bull, “and Pm jolly
«lad he got it, for onal”?

“Bull, how dara youl!”

“Bsteerned sahib——" began Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh,

“Silence I Frout raised s plump,
commanding hand. “Kach of you will
bring me five hundred lines to-
rmorrow 1M

F'har}un’a faco set.

You're not our Form-master, sir!”
he eaid eoolly,
“What ™ iﬂﬂmed Prout. “What "
[ MNobody but our Form-master has a
right to give us lines " said Lhe captain

of the Remove,

Prout purpled,

_ It was perfcetly true, gnd Prout knew
it as well aa Wharton did, But it was
not agreeable hearing for a portly and
pompous gentleman who was excecding
his authority, and apparently expected
to g‘at away with it by shecr pompo:zity,

" Wharton ! gasped Prout. “'This—
this impertinenca——-=—"

“I don’t mean to ba impertinent, sir.
B“t__.u

“Your Form-master is absent, Whar-
ton! I shall be ouly too glad when
Mr. Quelch returns. Perhaps soms
semblance of order, some vestigo of dis-
cipling, may be seen in tho Remove
when Mr. Quelch returns. In the mean
fime, your headmaster has requested
me to take the Remove—"

“Only in third echool, sir!® aaid
Harry.

“1 shall not allow rioting in the quad-
rangle, Wharton, while your Form-
master iz away. I shell not allow boys
of my Form to boe attacked and—and

disigured, by young ruffians—>"
hadn't Eﬂjthil’lﬁ to do with it,
unter. “I wasn't

sir ¥ slquea.ke:d Billy
here—] mean, 1
O e—n=?

“Bilence, Bunter |®

“QOh, really, sir—"

“Another word, and I ehall take you
ta m{t study and cane you, Bunter.”

“Oh lor' 1" gasped Bunter.

He said no more.

“Now, Wharton "—Prout’s pla
hand was raised again—" understan
me! I have given you six boys imposi-
tions for your outragecus and dis-
graceful conduct. I shall expeet those
impositions to be handed in to-morrow.
Otherwise, I shall cane you all.,”

With that, Prout turned and rolled
AaWLY.

Harry -Wharton opened his lips—but
closed them again. Prout was in the
wrong; but argumg with a Form-
master was a delicate matter, even
when thet Iorm-master was in  the
WIOng.

“Fompous old ass!™ grunted Bunter,
when Prout was gone. Stately and
majestie, though red in the face, Prout

was only looking

rolled away towards the Housze., “1
say, yvou fellows, I'm jelly well not
going to do lines for Prout.”

“Same here!® spid Johnpy Bull

crimly,
“Tha samefulness is terrifie!” de-

clared the dusky Nabob of Bhanipur.
“Tha esteemed and ridiculous . Prout
will not get thoze absurd lines.”

“No fear ! apgreed Nugent.

Harry Wharton shook his head.

“No lines for Prouwt ! he said. “Ha
can give wa all the lines he likes in
third schocl. Quteide third school he
won't get any lines from s 1"

It doesn't seem to have occurred to
him that Coker may have started the
row ' remarked DBob Cherry. "And 1

supposs he did?”
HE} runted Johnny

f course he did 1™
Bull, “And he asked for all he got,
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and more!  Prost ean give lines fo
Coker if he likes; he won't get any ouk
of me !”

I say, vou fellowsm——

“Let's pick up this stufl—alatl's left
of it!" prunted Johnny Bull, "All the
eges are gone, and the farts—— Leave
that cake alone, Bunter, you fat Owl!™

“1 was only picking it up for you!”
said Dunter, with & great deal of dig-
nity. “I wesn't slipping it under my
jacket.™

“Kick him ¥

‘IBEaEII !J.‘l )

The Famons Pive proceeded {o gather
up the scattered conteni: of Johony
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Johnny Buil rose to his knees dizzily, and glared at Coker. Having glared, he picked up 5 couple of BEES
“ Urrrggh | ** spluttered the Fifth Former. ** Ha,

whole and buzzed them at Coker.

Crash !

Now, added to fhat offcnce, he had
found  a mob of Removites ragging a
Fifth Form fellow, and they had as
ood as defied him when he inflicted a
jast punishment.

It was all the more annoying because,
if the Removites did not writo thoss
lines, it was a humiliation for Prout,
and yet he did not quite see how he
was to enforce an order on a Form that
was not his own.

Pocing to and fro, Prout was think-
ing thizs cut, when he heard & gigele
from a study window far above.

He glanced up.

High above him were the windows of

Smash !

Chere he turned, {0 pace back.

As he did so he fele a =udden shock,
Sommething dropped on lis head from
ahove, ' :

It had dropped from the window of
Btudy No. 14, and it landed fairly on
top of Prout’s racrtarboard, knocking it
off his head.

YOk " pasped Prout.

Ho stagzored.

His mortarboard fell at his feet; the
bright June sunshine gleamed and
glistened on the bald spot on top of his
majestic head | Beside the moertarboand
lay a book, evidently the object that had
fa{lml from the window,

that remained
ha, ha!"

roared Potter and Greene. They had been amused by Johnny Bull’s disaster, bui they seemed extremely fickled by the
sight of Horace Coker masked with egg-yollk,

Bull'a pareel. Coker had had some of
the .egres, and nearly all the tarts, -and
some of the other things had been
trampled on in the wild affiray., Siull,
thera wera & od many left; =and,
having fielded them, the chums of the
Remove adjourned to the tuckshop for
a fresh supply of egps and tarts.

Meanwhile, Me, Prout rolled away in
a state of indignant wrath,

He scothed his ruffled feelings by
pacing on the path that ran under the

study windows, and gradually grew
calmer.

. Prout felt thab he had cause to be
indignant,

Ha did not want to be bothered with
the Remove at all; bit, in the circum-

stancez, the IForm being masterless,
every "besk” had to lend a hand, it
being impossible to refuse a request of
the e:tdl'a.

Probably Prout kaew already that he
was eometimes referred (o at Greyfriars
as Old Pompons,  Still, he huc¥ Lieen
deeply offended when he heard the fat
Ow! of the Romove so refer to him,

the spirit moved him so to do.

the Bemove studies. Most of those
windews were open, in the sunny Juna
weather,  From one of them—Study
No. ll—three faces looked dowi—those
of Skinner, Snoop, and Stott. And
they were gipgpling.

rout’s brow darkened.

There was no law apainst any fellow
at Greyiriars looking oub of his study
window into the quad and gi gllngﬁ Ii

u
Frout pucssed that he was being giggled
at! He had no doubt that one of
those young raseals had said “That's

d Pompous!” That was the sort of
treatment & senior [Form-master
received when he condescended to take
n junior Form at the request of tho
licadmaszter, )

However, Bkinner & Co. withdrew
their grinning faces at once, when Prouf
logked up with thunder in his brow.

Gloomy and indignant, Urout paced
o,
He reached the corner of the boeilding,
nnder the window of the last study,
No. 14 in the Remove,

“Giood gad ! gasped Prout.

Hardly able to believe in such a
happening, he glared up at ihe window.
It was open, but nobody was to be zeon
there, et someone, evidently, had
tossed that book out on Prout’s hewmdl
below !

It was amazing=—unprecedentod—un-
paralleled ]  ¥et it had happened !
[mpertinence, impudence, deliance—anl
now actual assaulel Prout eluliched up
his mortarboard ! Ho elutchied up ihe
book. Then he whisked along the path.
heading for the Ilouse doorway—an:l
Study No. 14 in the Remove, on the
trail of venpeance!

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Fierce for Fishy!

ISHER T. I'TSH was in possession
of Study No, 14 when Squift
stepped In to get ready for fea.

It was Fishy's study as well a3
Squifi's and Johnny Bull's: so Fishy,
Tre Macxysr Lippany.—Mo. 1374
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of enurse, had a tight to be there.
Jipleine by tho lock he gave Squff, he
fancéied that lie was the only fellow whao
had.

It was near tea-time, but Fisher T.
Fish was not thinking of tea. Ha was
busy | Fle had papers on the study table,
and an account-hook,' in which he was
entering sundry items. Thero was a
theughtful wrinkle in bhis bony hrow
andl & spot of ink on his bony nose.

Fishy was making up hiz accounts—a
forn of aceounts that would have carned
kim a Bogging had the headmaster
seen them, He was celeulating the
profils aceruing from his system of lend-
myg small sums among hard-up fags at
a rate of interest that sounded small,
but might have made Shylock himself
stare anid gasp when it came to be com-
puted. A penny a weck on the lean of
a shilling ﬁ not sound much to Nugent
minor of the Second or Tubb of the
Third, but it was over eight per cent per
week, or something over four hundred
per cent per annum ! Buch a loan last-
ing a year would have produced over
four shillings profit, as well as the
original shilling back, which was enough
to make Shylock’s mouth watar.

Deop in calculations of this entrancing
nature, Fisher T. Fizsh did not want to
o interrupted. So as Bguiff came in he
waved an impatient pen at him and
yapped :

" .'-.r-.'inll'a not here! Shut tha door after
you

“Bull's gone for the tuck !" ssad the
Australian ljuﬁiﬂr. "And we shall want
that table for tea I?

“Can’t you tes somewlere alze?”
demanded Fish, exasperated. * Bull
generally teas with those guys along at
Study No. 1.7

“Standing a feed here this time,” aid

=

Squiff cheerfully. “Get that rubbizh off
the table [

“Aw, wake spakes!® growled the
junior from New York, “I guess I'm
usy | Look hyer, you take your feed

-glong to some other study, sea "

“BZhall I help you elear®

“Nope!” roared Fisher T. Fish.

“Well, get & move onl I'll come back
in ten minetes,” sald the junior from
MNew South Wales zood-naturedly, and
he left Study Ne. 14 again and strolled

in the Remove passage.
Comiing on  Tom Brown, the New
Zealander, there, and Peter Todd,

Bauiff entered into the subject of cricket
—just then an allaa.h-aﬂrbmg topic st
Greyiriars—and was absent from Study
Neo. 14 rather more than ten minutes.
A dizcussion of leg-theory banished
other and lesser matters from a fellow’s
mind. However, the half-hour ﬁh{minﬁ
out reminded Squiff that Johnny Bu

would be along with the tuck, and that
the puests would be arriving; so he
regretfully quitted the topic of leg-
theary m{;’j retorned to his study, Espacl;-
ing 1o find that Fisher T, Fish ha tﬁrﬁ
hiz multifaricus papers away by i

time.,

Fisher T. Fish hadn't !

Deep Etin’ns. absorbad  and
entranced hfy subject of maeney,
Fishy had at?lan Bquifi's cxistence
the moment he had gene.

His bony, sharp facz was bent

earnestly over hizs papers, and he was
s4il! making entries in the accounmt-
book, .

Ha glanced up irritebly s Sampson
Aumocy IfHey Field came in.

“Wake snakesl Can’t you leave =
guy quiet for a minute at a time®™
yapped Fishy., "“Far the love of Mike,
absquatulate, do ¥

ERVE-TINGLING thrilis—-light-hearted fun—gripping

adventure! You'll find all you want-——and morc-e

in this great book-leagth yvorn of the exciting experiences

of the filin star chur: of Greyfriars in California—featuring

ITarry Wharton in the role of a dare.devil sheik. Ask your

newsagent for this ripping story to-day—it's much too
good to miss,
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“ Can’t wait any longer,” said Bauiff.
"Clear that table, pleazat” .

o P‘I}Guess again ! prowled Fisher T,

1511, .

“"What the thump are you up toi”
asked Bquiff, staring at the litter of
papers. He frowned. Mo had not paid
any particular aitention to Fishy's
occopation, hitherto: but now he did,
and he roalised what it was. “You pie-
faced, piffling tick, are you abt your
Shylock business again 1%

“IFind out ] grunted Fishy.

SBquiff stepped up to the table.

“Take that putrid rubbizh away, and
shﬂ.lip 1 he rap’Eed.

*1 guesg—"

Without waiting to hear what Iizher
T. Fish guessed, the Australian junior
grasped thoe end of the table and - tilted
It up.

Papers and account-book and inkpot
slid off to the study Hoor and landed
there in a heap.

F%ﬁlm was a wild howl from Fisher T.
ish.
3 “Grest snakes| You slahasidmili jay 1
guess vou're mixing up all my
g:pan'.'* Ea velled. ng the great
rmed toad—"'

Fisher T. Fish made a2 jump for hia

precious papers. The ink was streaiming
over thﬂ; g‘; the inkpot,
Heo grabbaed them up wildly.
i, prinoing, picked wup the
acconnt-boek. Fishy, with his hands full
of inky papers, at him,

“ Cimme that P* he yelped.
h:[‘:*u -IH:Et it l‘; ﬂ‘:d Eqmﬂ‘t, {?5
tossed o open study
window ! That, in SquilPs opinion, was
the m to deal! with the account-book
mw the Shylock of Greyiriars kent

record of his business tramsactions.
“Great Abraham Lineoln!" gasped
Fisher T Fish, as the book vanished.
“Yeu—you—you jay! You slab-sided
mugwump! You—you—  Well, by
the great hormed toad. if this ain't tha

bea's knee! T'll say it's the elephant's
gide-whiskers| You pesky gink—"
That. wvaluabla account-book  had

vanished. It had dropped far below on
the path under the study windows.
Meither of the juniors was eware that
& plump Form-master was pacing thera
and that the book had dropped on his
majestic head and knocked off his
mortarboard. The Remove windows
were too high up for Prout’s exclama-
tions to be heard in the study.

“¥ou pesky gink [ howled Fisher T,
Fish. *“ Wharrer you chuck my book
out of the pesky winder fori”

* Because thers wamn't a fire to chuck
it into 1 expleined Squiff chearfully.

“You—you—you——" gasped Fisg

Iz laid down his papers and clenched
his bony fsts! Fisher T. Fish was no
fighting-man as a rule. But now his
“dander” was ®riz.¥ He forgot
cantion; forgot that he had no more
chance in combat with the sturzﬁ
Australian junior than a fox had with
a mastif He hurled himself at 8. @, I.
Field, and crashed s bony and un-
expected fist on his nose,

Taken by surprize, Bquiff esat down
etrddenty, with a rear.

“Take that, you pie-faced geck!”
howled Figher T. Fish. "I guess I'll
make potato-serapings of you! I guess
ri—-"

Fisher T. Fish left off guessing
suddenly as Bquiff ecrambled up, wit
an expression on his face that was quite
alarming.

Fishy remembered all of a8 sudden
that he was no fighting-man| And in-
stead of waiting for Squiff to get on_his
feet in order to make potatoc-scrapings
of him Fisher T, Fish darted out of thz
Hfudg- .

“Stop | gasped Squill,
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Fisher T. TFish did not stop! He
aceclerated | He flew! After him flew
Squiff, wilh clavet streaming from his
nose and wild wrath gleaming from his
oves,

They went down the Remove passage
a3 if it were & race-frack, Fisher 1.
IFish well in the lead, .

He reached the Remove landing ahead
-of his pursuer. Bul rgust a3 he was about
to leap down the Remove staircase he
sighted & portly form ascending. It was
Prout coming up.

Prout barred Fishy's retreat. e
spun off to the left, raced along the
landing, and darted into the Fifth Forin
passage, past the pames study.

After him raced Sguiff.

Prout, coming up slowlv—stairs
always presented Jdifficulties to Prout—
cdid mnot even seec them as  they
disappeared.

Mr. Prout puffed and blew his wav
up the Remove staircaze and up the
Remove passage. He reached Study
No. 14, from the window of which the
book, now in his hand, had fallen on
his head.

That study was empty.

Pront stared round it grimly. Some
disrespectful young rascal from that
siudy had buzzed a book at his head!
‘That disrespectful young raseal had
promptly disappeared, doubtless expect-
ing Prout to come after him.

Frout breathed havd—with wrath and
from the effects of the stairs. He was
foo late—the bird had flown! ¥

But Prout was not beaten vet. He
had the book that had fallen on his
majestic napper!
owner. He was poing to discover the
owner of that boolk !

He proceeded to examine the book.
It semedl to be sowe zort of an account-
book. "There were pages. and pages of
mysterious-looking entries and figures.
Mo owner's name was weitten ik
Fisher T. Fish was not likely to write
his name 1n such a bool:, lest it shonid
meet the eyes of authovity. Fishy was
prond—very proud—of his Dbusiness
abilities. He loved to think that durin
his sojourn in a backward old islmaﬁ

he was getting * dullurs ¥ off the bone-
headed inhabitants. PBut he did not
want Dr. Locke to flog him for hiz busi-

ness activities. Bo, proud as he was of
Liis tranzactions, he kept them as dark
a3 possible,

S0 thera was no clue in that book to
the owner. Mr. Quelell would have
known ab once fo whom it belonged;
bt Prouk was nob well acquainted with
the manners and enstorms of the Romave
fellows, Prout did not know.

He pronted.

Slipping the bool: into his pocket. the
Tifth  Torm-master left  the study.
NVengecanee was postponed—but it was
only postponed. As a matter of fact,
vengeance was already falline on the
awner of that book. Squiflf had cornered
him at the end of the Fifth Form pas-
eage—and already Fishor T. Fizh's nosa
was it 8 worse stafe than Squift's, and
his other features were decorated to
match! It was, as TFishy would have
gaid, “fierce.”

Leaving Fishy for dead. as it were,
Baquilf came back to Study No. 14, to get
the study ready for tea, Fortunately,
Prout had gone by that time.

pr—

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Tea in Study No. 14!

sigr SAY. vou fellows ™
" Seat 1
The =pread was on in Study
Wo. 14 when Dillv  Bunter

arvived there.  Tha sprend being on.
Bunter was bound to serive. His scens

Fivery book had an

of a spread wasz ax keen as Fishy's
seent for eash.

Ha rolled in.

It was useless to tell Bunfer to
“goat  when a spread was on. Nothung
f]l}urt of & boot would have dislodged
iYL, -

The Famous TFive, Squiff, Lord
Mauleverer, Vernon-8mith, and o
round the

Redwing were gathered

fastiva %nar:!,. Nine fellows made a

fairly large party for s junior study.

Really, there was no veom for Bunier.

But Bunter was the fallow to find room,
“1 say, Johnny, old chap—"

GREYFRIARS CARTOONS.

By HAROLD SKINNER,
our lighining arkisl.
No. 2—WUN LUNG.
(the Chinese junior of the Remove.)

Hareld Skinner hasn't many good poinis,

it’s true, but we must certainly give him

full marks as a cartoonist and a
rh:.rmes.t:n—-Ei
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Tasty astews of rats and mice,

Tadpole ples o0 tempt the tongue.
Alles velly muchee nice,

What you ¢'inkes 7—aays Wun Lung.

Enails and pussy cats as food,
Excallant for old and young;
Savvy plentse muchas good
What you tlinkes 7—says Wun Lung.

=

“"Hook it I grunted Johnnv DBull,

“1f that's how you thank a fellow for
coming to the rescue when Coker of
the I'ifth was whopping you—" suid
Bunter, with dignity.

“You fat, funky foozler, you never
lent a hand 1* ’

“Well, I called the other fellows'
zaid Buanter, “Coker would have
spiflicated yon. Yeu couldn't hamdle
him as I could.”

“0h, my hat!”

“Ha, ha, hal” )

The ides of Billy Bunter handling
Coker of the Tilth zecmed to ecause
genoral hilarity.

“4Well, there's lots,™ said Johnny DBull.
*Tuaele in. you fat foosler 1” ,

“One of vou fellowa rmzlt give a
fellow a chair,” suggesied Punter.

7

“Thera's a box in the oorner,” said
Jolmur Bull. -

“ Oy, really, Bull, if you think I.can
sit on that old box—"

“Well, there's the door!” remarked
the founder of the feask, “Get on the
other side of it, if you like that better.”

“That box will be all xight for we.”
said Bunter hastily. “Pull it up fo the
table, will you, Dol "

; ‘i‘lbh:-t- at all 1 gaid Bob Cherry cheoer-
ully.

o j!:"ull it up to the table for we, Inky.”

“ Rats 1™

Buuter pulled the box to the table fur
himself. He sat down and made up for
lost time Ly the rapidily with which
he attecked the good things. They had
been disappearing fairly fast beforn
Bunter's arrival; now they vanizhed as
lightniug speed.

‘alle at the tea-tallo ran on the sub-
ject of Prout, and the unheard-ef cheels
of that porily gentleman in handing out
lines to Remove men. ]

The Famous Yive were determiinml
not to do {hose lines, as a malter of
principle. Bunter was determined not
to do them, as a matter of laziness.

It was agrreed on all hands that ihey
shouldn't be done. TI ik meant a row
with Prout, it meant u row with Prour.
And that was that!

The conversation was interempted by
a sound which hinted that an cscaped
elephant was coming np the Remove
passage. Iscaped elephants, of conrse.
wore rare at Grepfriarvs, =o tha Juniors
guested that it was Mr, Pront coming.

“YWhat the thump " exclaimed Havey
Wharton. *That'a T'ront's footwork—
nnless they've delivering tons of coal in
the passage! He can’t be expecling our
lines yet "

The heavy tread came up to the door
of Btudvy No, 14, There was a tap &b The
door. Prout was a polite, if pampons,
gentleman. The door opencd sl
rovealed the Iifth Form-masier. .
: The tea-pavty roze respeetiully 1o thee
enk.

Prout, to their surprise, had a book
in his hand. It was not a schoolbook.
Squiff recognised It as the acconnt-hook
e had tossed out of the study window
an hour ago.

“Pleasa come In, sl sabd Jolooy
BEull politely. : n

Ho was politely making il clear {hat
a senior master had no right fo eulor
& junmior study without being invited »o
to do!

Prout rolled in. ITe held up ie book,

“To which of you bays does fhis Lol
belonz ¥ he demanded. . .

Irout had come back al fea-line i
ordor Lo eateh the owpers of the stiuly
at home As a mabler of fact, he Ll
cavght only two of then at homa, ax
Fisher T. IMish was not present,  Fislwer
. izl ab that mewend, was sfill
bathing o damaged nose,

Thare was no answer o Meoud's ques-
tion.

“AWharlen, I think vou are head boy
of the Remove”

“1 fhink so. sir,” azzonted Flarva.

“ Kindly tell me the nomes of the buo 2
belonging to this study.™

“ Bull, Fiekl, snd Tish, sir.” an-vnered
Whartomn.

“Te {hiz book vours. Buall®™

“No, =ir,” anzwered Jolmoy,

“Ts it yours, Field?”

“No, sir” answered Sguidl B

“hen doubiless 1t beloress (o Tl ™
safd Mr. Pront. “Tt coriaindy haelong-
to some bov in (his shdy. az 00 was<
hurled at me from the window of bhis
l'f:ng!.n.’.}r .

Pl RER! ave ROJUmT

4 I!Tur]nﬁ at }'ﬂ-t]. :-'f!r?” T ejaendated,

“ITurled ab my head, whilo 1w

Twr Maaxer Lipnany.— No. 1.574
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imcing the path below,” said Mr.
*rout sternly.  “ It struck me with con-
gidderable force.”

“(Yh, my hat]”

“"The boy who hurled it will be
reported fo the headmaster for a flog-
ging,” said Mr, Prout grimly.

Sq;iﬁ', about to speak, decided not to
speak, It was a sheer accident that the
book had fallen on Prout's majestic
head. But it was clear that Prout was
1 ne humour to listen to a iale about
an accident. He was in & humour to
march a fellow off to the Head's study
and demand that that fellow should be
flogzed. In the circumstances, zilenece
was golden | ]

“1I must gquesiton ish,” said Ae
Prout. “Where iz Fish? Can you tell
me where to find Fish, Field ¥

“In the sea, sir,” answered 5. Q. L
Field innccently.

“What?”  ejaculated Mr. T'rout.
“Bovyl Are vou venturing to jest?”
His glare at the tea-party checked a
general impulse to merviment. 1 am
not speaking of fish, but of Iish—the
boy Ifish. Where is Fish ' )
_“Haven't seen him for some time,
s

Disappointed of his prey, DProut
rolled away again, and the elepbantine
iread died away down the Remove pas-
saﬁa to the stairs.

The juniors resumed tea. .

“1 say, you fellows, fancy Fu:ah]i
having the nerve to chuck & book at olc
Prout's napper!” grinned Billy Bunter.

“ Ha didn't, fathead !” grunted Squiff.
“That Fizhy's rotten account-book, that
he keeps his swindling in. I chucked 1t
ont of the window.”

“You did ™ ejaculated Bob Cherry.

“How was 1 to know that -Dl_'-’.l Prout
was prancing about under the window 7”
demanded Squill. “'What did he want
to prance under our windows fori”

“la, ha, ha!” . "

“J shall have to ewn wup if he fixes 1k
on Fishy1® pgrunted Squil. “ But
he won't belicve that it was an accident.
Bother lum ™ : : =

“The hotherfulness is terrifie!” sald
Murreo Jamset Bam Singh. . .

“T sav, vou fellows, Fishy will be in
a funk when he knows that a beak’s
pot hold of that book!” grinned Billy
Bunter. “Tt will got him a fogging if
the Head knows” -

“Herve him jolly well right!™ re
marked Vernon-Smith.

“Iigar, hear?’ )

Tea in Study No, 14 was ending when
the door opened and Fisher T. Fish
came . The tea-party smiled az they
elaneed ab him. Fishy had a red and
bulbous nese, and a shadowy shade
uncder one eye, Ho looked tived and
dusiv and ireitated. He gave Squilf a
seowl, and the rest of the parfy a sous
stare,

“I puess T can’t find it 1™ he yapped,
“Look here, vou dog-poned mnk, Field,
vou chucked that book out of the win-
der, and yon've got to find it, seef
'sve roated all aver the shop, and can’t
o hide nor hair of 6"

“Somobody picked it up, perhaps "
snggested  the Bounder, with a grin,
And the other fellows langhed.

“I'Hl =awy I want that book ! snorted
Fisher ‘I, Fish. “You hear me, IField ¥
!Tr:rit lost that book and youw've got o
TAT I ]

“Ask I'rout for it!” prinned Squiff.

“Prout! What's that old puy pot to
do with 1t 7" demanded Fisher T, Fish,

“It dropped on his nappor, se he
savs, and ho wants to lind the owner to
gt him flogped.”

" Waal, T swow 1 gasprd Fisher T,
¥ish. *8ay, you guy, you dropped it on
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his caboza! Tt's you for the fHopging.
But look here, you mean to say Prout’s
got. my aecount-book? Wake snakes!
What's he doing with it?”

* Better ask him ¥ chuekled Squiff.
“If he’s found out the sort of account-
book it is, he may have taken it to the
Head.”

Fishiy's lean jaw dropped.

“Oh gum! Oh jumpin’ Jehosophat!
If the Head sees it—ch, wake snakes
and walk chalks! This iz the

rhinoceros’ moustaché—— I'll say this
1z the grasshopper’s pyjamas! 1 guess
the Beak will go off on his ear if he
spots that book! Yep! .You pie-faced
Jay, wharrer you mean by chuckin’ it
out of the winder? 1 ealeulate I got to
Fet that book back from Prout some-
wow, "

Fisher T. Fish hurriedly left the
study. Evidently he was in a state of
great alarm. Which did not worry the
chums of the Remove in the least. If
Fishy bagged & flogging for his money-
lending transactions, they regarded it
was exactly what Fishy deserved, and so
much to the good! If it came to that,
they wizshed more power to the head-
master’s albow! Tea mm Study Ne. 14
finished merrily and brightly, regardioss
of the woes and worries of the husiness-
man of the Remarve.

- —

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Whosa Property ?

R. PROUT snorted.
Sitting by the open window
of his study in the Masters’

passage, the Fifth Form beal:
was examining the book that had fallen
mto his hands—safter falling on his
head |
FProut had been rather puzzled hy the
contents of that volume.

He had loocked into it, not from
motives of curiosity, but to ascortain
who was the owner. Ha had failed to
find any e¢lue to the owner. But he
found a perplexing intercst in the

contents,

There were namoes and dates and
figures, covering pages and pages,
whieh seemed the record of some sort of
buginess transactions. Prout was quite
unawaie  that  business  transactions
were, or eould be, carried on In & jumor
form at school. This was rather a rev-

clation to Prout,

Mr, Quelch, who knew his Fishy,
would have understood the thing at
once. But it puzzled Prout, and only
slowly the meaning of it dawned on his
majestic  brain.  Any  Form-master,
really, might have been puzzled by such
an entry as the following’

Tubb., May 5. 1s

May 12, 1d. May 189, 1d. May 26, 1d.
June 2, 1d. June 9, 1d.

It came into Mr. Prout’s plump brain
that there was & boy at Greyfriarsz
named Tubb—a fag in the Third, This
must be the Tublb !

But it was a considerable timeo belore
it dawned on him that that boy, Tubb,
had been obliged with a loan of a
shilling, and that the other dates and
ligures implied that Tubb had been
paying a penny a week on the loan.

S0 far, appavently, Tubb had repaid
fivepence; but this, no doubt, was all
i the way of intevest, and he still owed
the shilling? <

Frout could hardly believe in such
icquity.

Naothing of this kind had ever ecomo

to his knowledge hefors in all his long
carecr as a schoolmaster; though he
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.admitted that he had heard of such

things afar off, as it were.

Har{ll% able to believa in hiz own dis-
covery, trout turned pago after page,
scanning names and dates and hgures,
till there could no longer be any doubt
on_the subject.

He realised the truth: that some boy
at Greyfriars was carrying on a small-
scale Bhylock busincss—lending money
to other boys at interest.

It was a shocking discovery.

_ And the boy, whoover he was, was
in the Remove, Prout felt sure of that.
That book had been piiched at him out
of a Remove window. He hbegan to
doubt now whether it had heen pitched
at him by the owner, however. The
owner af that book could hardly have
wanted to risk a Form-master seeing it.
Still, it was pretty clear that it he-
longed to some Remove boy.

Some masters in Prout’s place would
have taken it to the Head, Prout did
not think of doing so. He preferred {o
keep the matter in his own hands.
Prout liked keeping matters in hiz own
hands,

He was going to nail the un-
scrupulons, degraded young scoundrel
who was doing this: and, having nailed
him, hand him over to just and dive
punizshment,

But who was the owner of the book?
e had all the Remove—sa rather
numerous Form—to choose from.

Thinking it over, and snorting with
edisgust, Prout stared from his window
into the June sunshine. )

Then he became aware of 2 Remove
boy in the quad, who was pazing
stratght at his study window.

He recognised that FEemovite! It was
the American boy, Fish.

Fich waz the fellow Prout wanted lo
seo! He ross from his chair, leancd
from the window, and beckoned to the
junior from New York.

Fisher T. Fish approached rather re-
luctantly.

Fishy was in sore doubt and distress.
Ha had to get that book back from
Prout! He dared not claim it as his
ewn! Spying in at the Form-master's
window, he szaw the coveted volume
actually in Prout’s plump hands—and
the Fifth Form beak snorting over it!
He hoped to see Prout lay it down,
and leave the study—in which ecase
Fishy would not have been long in
nipping in at the window, at all risks,
to annoex at.

Instead of which, Prout, standing at
the window with tha book in his left
hand, beckened to Fish with his right!

Slowly, the junior from New York
came up to the study window. He won-
dered dismally whether Prout guessed
that the book was his. Fortunately for
¥ishy, the Fifth Form beak did not
know him as_well as his own Form-
master did. Prout had no more sus-
Ipn:mn of Fish than of any other Remove
ellow.

" Have you seen this book before,
Fish 7 ho inquired, holding it up for
the junior outside to sce.

Fisher T. Fish repressed a {frantic
desire to snateh !

“0Oh, nope!? he pasped.

“It i3 not yours?"

T Nl}i}ﬂ p2e

Fishey T. Fish was not following the
shining example of hiz celebrated
fellow-countryman, George Washington.
CGeorge, according to his own account
at least, could not tell & lie! Fisher T.
I'ish could—and did! Now that he
knew that Prout had been looking
through that precious book he simply
dared not admit ownership.
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“Great Abrabam Lincoln!™ gasped Fistier T. Fish, as Squiff picked up his account-bhook and tossed it out ol the open

study window. * You-you-you jay ™’

.
At

(aiaaiantiRRRRERIREATY

The valuable account-book dropped into space to land fairly on top of Mr. Prout’s

mortar-board, as the Fifth Form master was pacing to and fro under the study window.

“Do you know to whom it belongs "

“MNope 1"

“It certainly belongs to a Remove
hoy,” said Mr, Prout, “It was llung at
me from o Bemove window."

“1 guess I might be able to find the
euy it belongs to, sir.” said Tisher T.
Fish, eagerly. “1f you'll hand 1t over
to me, sir, I'll toke 1t round and show
it to the galoots, and ask themn——"

“ This ok,” said Mr. Frout, “re-
maing in my hands till the owner 15 dis-
coversd. That boy, whoever be iz, will
e taken before Dr. Locke, and either
flogged, or expelied from the school for
carrying on moneyvlending fransactions
among the boys. If you are aware of
his identity, Fish, you may tell mo.”

Fizsher T. Vish gasped. )

He was aware of the identity! Dut
he was not going to ilcll  Prout!
Iardly !

“Nope! I——I couldn™ even gucss,
¢ir 1" ho articulated. I——1 ealculate
that book docen't belong to the Remove

at all, sirl One of the [I'ifth,
perhaps—"* . .
“Take a hundred lines for im-

pertincnce, Fish i

“Eh#"

“And gol!” snapped TProut, greatly
incensed by the suggestion that the un-
known and surreptitious moneyvlender
might be in his own Form

“Carry me home to die!™ murtnueed
Tisher T. Fish, as he retrouted fvom the
study window.

He did not go far. Leaning on an
clin, at a little distance, IFisher T. Iish
affected to ba watching the pigeons m
the guad. But with the corner of his
sharp, cute eye, he watched Proui's
window.

A litile later he saw FProut lesve  his
study. Unfortunately, he saw him shy

the account-book into his pockeb before
he went,

Prout was pone; bot the account-
boolk was gone with Prout. Fisher T.
Fish groaned in bitterness of spirit.

Muony and varions were the difficultics
that cropped up in the way of the busi-
nesz man of the Removo, But this was
ihe worst of all.

Prout had said that the owner of that
book weuld get a flogging or cxpulzion.
Fishy feared that it might be the latter.
He ltad been “up” before the Head a
term ago for the very same offence, nnd
had been flogged.  This time it was
ouite on ihe cards that the Ilcad mught
“torf * him out, - The prospect of
going home to New York was o dismay-
ing one. Vastly supevior as the U.5.A,
was Lo anything on the inferior side
of the Atlantie, Fisher T. I"ish did not
wont ta bit the home trail,

Tf the Iead saw that book he would
know at once. Was that pesky goob,
Prout, going to the Iead with it?
The anxzious Fishy had to know.

Fishier T. Fish ent off to the House
doorway at a great speed. If Prout
wae gommg to the Head, his number was
up. Fishy fairly raced in at the door
Ile had no time to look where he was
going. It was unfortunate that Win-
ga{t:;w. 0f Iﬂm Sixtlh was coming out.

b EHE-

The captain of Greyiviavs staggesred
Lbaclk and sat odown, Visher T. Fizh
cannoned off how, and rolled over.
“fareat  pip!” gasped Wingate.
“What=—who—"

“Jumpin' gnakes ! pasped Fisher 1,
Fish, :

He zat up dizaily.

“You silly yvoung ass!” roared Win-
pate. staggering to his feet,

Wineate was hurl; and he wns ane-
oy, e was more anpoyed than

hurt, The captein of the school could
not be bargped over like this by a reck-
less junior in a hurry without dire con-
sequences.  He EI:-DU{JEEI over ile gasp-
ing Iish, grasped him by the collar,
and jerked him to his fegt.

“Aw!  Lepgo! gazped Frehy,
guess I'm in a hurrey.™

“Too much of a hoery, I think,” re-
marked Winzate. * Come along 1o my
study.™

i (S,h, ereat gophors I proaned Fishier
T, Fish,

Whether Prout was golur in the
Head or not remamed unknown in
Figher 1. Iish, aiter all his bhasie aod
huery, Me was quite unable to velise
Wingaie's pressing invitation to visit
liia stndy.

With a prasp of iron on iz eollar,
Wingate marched hin  wlong 1o thas
study. Therc he picked up o cane from
the table.

“PBend over,” he sald laconically.

“1—1 puess—"

“1 eaid bend over !™

It was "six,” and every one of (he
stz clicited a wild yelp from VFisher
Tarleton Fish, Wingate laid down ihe
canc,

“Next  time, perhaps vou'll leck
where you'ra running” he suggested
renially,

Fisher ‘T Fish erawled fvom the study,
wrigoling.

For the next hour or so Iishy, wric-
it Trorn the six, was womlering: dis-
mally  whether he  was  poing ta Lo
called to the HHead's stwdy.

But o snnumons eoe.

Irowat, afier all, had not
Tlead. Prout was keeping
in hizs own plump hamls.
Trish hadd o respite,

Bab how was Lie poing 1o get 1lit
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book baek from Prout. Ile had to do i%
somchow—hbut  how?  ‘Fhat was o
proldem that hanupted Fisher ‘I Fish
all the ovening, and Kept him awake in
tiwe Femove dormitory that night.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Hard Lines!

Ll URELCIL back yeti”
":':n:’j'
Q “ Rotlen !
enry Samuel Quelch, tho

masicr of the Remove, might bave [elt
Hattered had he been wsware how
cagerly his retwen was awaited by at
lepst some members of s Form,

I'hiat morning Harry Wharton & Co.
wonld have beon vory glad to hear that
Queleh was back,

They railer amiicipoicd trouble in
third seliool.

The Remove,
without a master.

however, wero  still

H:nmdinj‘, ithe {em-
porary  masler,  had  feft with  unex-
poctod suddennesz;  fow fellows knew
why. As Queleh was due io return in
a fow dayvs at  urost, doubiless the
Head had not thought it werth while
10 engage another temiporary master
for so =hort a peviod. Also, it was
rinoneed  1hat the Ilead had broken
ol all: conmection with Messes, Leggett
& ‘l'eggors, the scholasiie firm who
had  bitherto  supplied  temporacy
“heaks” when rveqguired. No doubt the
Head considered that the Remove could
jop along very well for a few days
withonl a masier.

And, in fact, except for Prout in
third school, Ll'ue._-.r ;uggcd along very
well, ovoral pretecta of the Sixth
took them in turn, and when they lhad
Wallter they slacked as much as they
liked while that dutiful prefect reupd
novels,  When they had Wingato o
Liwyvnne Lhey had to work, but not so
hard as with  Queleh, Extra maths
with Lascelles, certainly, were rather a
irial. Bul extra French with Monsieur
Uhiarpentior, on the otheg haned, was &
relaxation.

A tww with Capper, the masler of
the Foucth, did not worry them. A
turn - with Wigging, master of the
Thigd, was really agrecable. A turmn
with Ilacker, master of the Shell, was
slistinetly unplessant: but luckily thay
had Hacker only ence,  On the whole
the Remove did not mind being without
a master; and even Preut might not
have worriedd them very mnach, “had he
nok. overheard o Bemove {ollow vefer to
i as “0Old Pompous.”

That trifling 1ucident had offended
Prowd, and it had led to others. Six
wembers of the Form had heavy unpots
to show up, of which ihey had not
written a line, and did not infend fo
wrile a hine,

The Famous Five wore nuite deter-
mined on that point,  They had said in
the Remove that they weren't poing
to do these lines, and they were as good
as their word, Billy Bunfer had said
the came; med Bunler was not, as a
viale, as good as his wovd., Dt what
Bunter lacked in nerve Lo made up m
laziness, which served aqually well on
this  oceazion, No more  than the
Famtonz Five had the fat Owl wrilten
iosimgle onn of the five hundeed lines
unposed on bhim by Pront.

Fhere was 2ome  excitement 1 fle
Bownove i break that morning, When
they gatliored at their Ferme-room door
for thrd =chool there waz o buza of
CAECT VOIees, Bome fellows were of
cpanion that Prout, realising {hat e
bind exemeded Tis avthority in imposing
tho=e Fines, would convenienily foroct,
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to ask for them, as a tactful way of
endmg the matter. . P -

“Wob in vour lifetime!” zaid the
Bounder, shaking his head. * Prout's
not the man o give in, cspecially when
lie's in the wrong.” :

And the Famons Five could not help
ihinking that Smithy was rnght.

"1 zay, vou fellows, 'm not going o
fakea any dashed cheek from Prout!”
said Billy Bunter. *'Whe's Prout, any-
how? Pompous old assl”

Boly Cherry winked at his comrades.

“1s that Prout coming?” ha asked.

“Oh lor' " gasped Bunter. “I—I
=AY, &ir, it wasn't me speaking! I
never sald——  Why, you beast, he
min't coming ' rasped DBunter, blinking
rovd ﬂlruu%h his biz spectacles,

“Ha, ha, hal*

Ii was some minuies before Prout
arcived—just as if the TLowar Tourth
Yorin did net matter very much in his
eilimation.

However, he arrvived at last, and the
Form went in. '

Prout glanged over them as they took
their places. 1o referred 1o a paper
i his hand, on which was a hst of
nanics, :

“Wharton, Cherry, Nugent, Bull,
Hurree Singh. Bunter,” he read our.
“"Place your hunes on my desk.™

Evidently Prout was not leiting {he
maller drop in a tactivl way, Prout
lacked tact.

COMPOSE A GREYFRIARS
LIMERICK and win a
LEATHER POCKET WALLET

like L. Hughes, of 73, St. Margaret
Read, Coventry, who sent in the
following winning effort

Eaidl H:*ntur : " 1I'm generous, at

eaet,

To prove it, I'll gtand you a feast."’
Baid Charryz * No fear. o
Your feasts are too dear.”

And Eunt-n*,l departing, groaned :

iF H'ﬂ\-ﬂlt I i 2

“Oh Lo’ I marmured Billy Bunter,
in dismay.

Bunter wished at that moment that
lia had done the lines. It was all very
wall to declare that he wasn't going to
{ake any “dashed cheak ¥ from Prout
—when Prout was out of hearing. In
"rout’s portly presence B was a
different matier,

The Famous Five, however, wers
made of sterner stuff than Wilham
Georgo Bunter, They were prepared
io face the music.

“If yvou please, siv——" began Harry
Wharton, very respecilully,

“You need not speal, Wharton., You
ave wasting time. Place your lines on
my desk, and we will commence.”

“1I haven't done any lines, sic”

“What? boomead Prount.

“Bame herve, sir!™ said Bob Cherry.

“And here, sic!” zail Jolmny Bull
coolly. -

“And here!” zaid Frank Nuogent.

“The swmefulness with my cateemed
sell is terrific,” remarked the Nabob of
Blhianipur placidly.

Dunicr did not speak. lIle nourished
a hope that Prout might overlook him,
in faco of this act -n% defiance on the
wrt of five other membera of the Form.

i was a delusive hope.

There was o pause. Prout was, por-
Liaps, slighily at a loze. However, he
rallicd at onece.

“Your lines are doubled ! he rapped.
“They must be shown up in 1;::?1":1
schoo trouzand
cach.

Lo-INOTEOW=—2 lincs

Buonter I
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“Oh dear! Yes, sipt?

“Have youn wyition your lines?”

“ My—my lines? starnmered Bunter, to
gain time. He was undecided whether
to reply in the affirmative or the nega-
tive, Truth, on its own merits, hal no
appeal for Billy Bunter. . He decided
hustily on the affirmative; fibbing being
Bunter's aceustomed resource in times of
trouble. “Oh! Yes, sir! Certaimly.”

' Place them on wy desk.”
“Oh! I—I mean—"'
“Yon arc wasting time, Bunler!”

“I—=I've left them m my etudy,
sir ! gazped Bunter,
“You should nob have done =0,

Eunter, However, you may go and [etch
them,” sﬂu.p;::ed My, Prout.

“Oh lor 1

“YWhat did you =av, Bunter'

“ Nnothing, sict”

“Go and feteh vour imposition at
onee—if vou have wiitlen 5" said
Prout, with 2 suspicious glare at the
Owl of the Remove,

“Oh! Yes, sicl” groaned Bunter, and
he rolled oot of the Form-room,

“The blithering ass!” muwrmured Dob
Cherry, Home of the Removites
grinned.  All of thom knew that Billy
Bunter had not wriltten that impot.
What he was poing to say, when he
came back to the Forin-room, was rather
an nteresting gquestion,

Tivird lezson that morming was Latin
arammar. Prout proceeded to deal with
deponent verbs: thess irritating verba
which, although passive in form, are
active in meaning, Hardly a fellow in
the Remove liked deponent verbs at
close guartera.  Prout, too, being accus-
tomed to & senior Form, did not ecem fo
realise that the Lower Fourth were far
behind the Fifth in such malters, and
did not make dus allowance for that
circumstance. It was nob o happy lesson,
Ten minutes later it was interrupicd by
the return of William Georgo Bunier—
empiy-handed,

sut glanced at him sourly,

“Your lines, Bunter ™

“I1—1 can't find them, sir!™ pasped
Bunter.

“You cannot find your lines? ex-
claimed Prout.

“No, sirl I've looked all over my
stode, but they'vre not there,™ gaid
Buonter—truthful for onca,  Ceartainly
the lines wers not in his study, as they
wera not in existence at all,

“ Bunter!”  Prout’s voice was deep.
“Nou have not written your lnes! You
have attempied to deceive me, Bunter."

“0Oh, no, sir! I—1 left them on the
table in the study, sir, and—and soma-
body must liave shifted them., Some-
hody's always larking i our pastage,
gir, 'The lines were there lust night, s,
on my desk—""

“0On your desk?”

“Yee sir, I put a paper-weight on
them on my desk.” said Bunter, who
never lacked details in telling the tale.

“A moment ago you stated that they
wers on the fable”

Bunter stavied,

“J—I mean on the table, sir. I=I
wonder what made me say my desk? I
really meant on the table, sir. I put
them on the table, sir, and stood the
inkstand on them zo that they shouldn’t
blow away, sir—I'm vevy careful indeed
with impositions, sir—""

Mr. Prout picked up a cane.

He was not a suspicipus gentleman,
There was nothing of the doubting
Theoutas abount Prouwt, as a rule. But
Billy Bunter was pulting rather too
severe o slrain on his erscdulity. A
follow who stated, almost in {ie same
breath, that he had put his lines under
a papm‘-‘nmi;:ht on his desk, and nunder
the inkstand on his study table, could
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not really expect to be belicved easily,
Tt was, in fact, evident that Bunter was
Iving—aa ho usuzlly was <

“Vou will bend over, Bunter!” said
Mr, Prout. - Y

“Oh ler'! I—I say, sir, that ain't
fair, sir!” gasped Bunter in dismay.
*“You unly doubled the other fellows'
lines, sir.

“] am going to cane you. Bunter, for
uttering falsehoods1” thundered Prout.
“Your lines are doubled, in addition.”

“Oh erikey [ :

“Bend over at onece,
razeal I boomed Prout

“Ob erumbs

Mr. Quelch's cane in Prout's plomp
hand swished and swished. Six times
it rose and it fell, and every time it fell
there was a terrific howl from Tally
Bunter: Cortainly Bunter deserved to
ba whopped for lying; and perhaps
Prout remembered, too, that Bunter had
called him & pompous old ass! Anvhow
he laid it on hard and fast; and it was
& glmaning Bunter that tottered at last
to his place. After which the Remocve
and Prout pot on with depanent verbs.

you young

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Knows How !

ki MITHY. old chap!”
5 “Ask next door!

the Dounder. ]
“Oh, really, Smithy——

“Bow.wow 1Y

“I was going to atk you—"

“T know! And I was goin’ {o say
noe.” i

“Vou don't knew what T was going
to ask vou vet, fathead!” hooted Billy
Dunter, :

The Taunder grinned.

“T can guess!” he answered.

The TNounder was sauntering e
guad with Tom Redwing, after elass,
wlien Banter rolled up and nddressed
him affectionately az “old chap.” Kyi-
dently DBunter  wanted somethine.
(ienerally it was easy to guess what
Bunter wanted, especially when he ad-
dressed a fellow as “old chap ™ in affee
tionate tones. But for onee Runter was
not in scarch of a small loan to tide im
over till hiz eelnbrated {:m‘-tal order
came. Deeper and darker thoughts were
working in the fat brain of William
Georze Bunter.

“If yvou think I want to Lorrow any-
thing——"*" he grunted disdainfulle,

“Dion"t vou?? asked the DLounder, in
sSUrprise,

Mo roared Ronter.

“Then what did vou eall mo *old
chap ' for?®"

“Beast ! .

Smithy and Redwing, lauching,

-walked on.. Bunter rolled after them.

“I say. Brmthy! Hold on a minute,
old chap! T want to ask you some-
thing. I'm speaking te you, old fellow,
hecause yvou're the pluckiest chap in the
Fomove.

“Eh? What??

The Bounder halted.

“That's it, Smithe.” eaid Bunfer
blinking at him throuch his big spee
tacles, “T've asked Toddy, but he's
tnrned it down, You're not funky like
Taoddy, old chap. You're not afraid of
Pront. anvy more than I am.”

“Prout I repeated Vernon-8mith.

“T'm fed-np with that pamnans old
ass 1 zaid Banter darkle. “T'm coing
to pav him ent.  Foan saw how Lo
whopped me to-day—making out that a
fellaw was telling lies——""

suggestod

*

“Weren't wou telling lies?" asked
Rodwing. . .
“You needn’t barge in, Redwing,

" when I'm talking to Smithy. I've got n

thousand lines as well, Smithy, Would
you do them, in my placet” 2
* Not for Prouti” sanswered Smithy.

“Well, of course, I shan’t do them—
like his cheek to Ei'm uz lines,” said
Bunter. ‘*Wharton's lot say they ain't
going to, cither. But it means trouble
with Prout, you see—a whopping in the
Form-room. It's altogether too thicl.
Mekes & fellow wish Quelch was bacl,
you know. But if Pront thinks he's
going to whop me whenever he likes,
and get away with it, Prout is jollv
well mistaken, and I can jolly well tell
him so,"

*Good I assented the Bounder. * (o
and tell him so—no good telling me.”

“0h, really. S8mithy—">"

That =ugpestion did not s=eem 1o
appeal to Bunter. It seemed that ho
preferred to hurl defiance al Prout, n
Frout's abzence, :

“Well, look here, Bmithy, yvou being
the pluckicst fellow in the Remove——"
recommoneed Bunter.

“Hear, hear!” said Smithe gravels,
while Bedwing grinmed.

“I'm going to pay Prout ont!™ cox.

lainod Bunter. “I'm going to malie
vim =it up, and feel sorry for himseli,
T'm not poing to be whopped by a beast
who isn't my Form-master! See? I he-
Hiove Prout’s specially down on me. Hoe
may net have liked hearing me eall him
a porapous old ass, I shouldn't wonder.™

“T  shouldn't wonder,  eifhert”
ehuckled ihe Bounder,

“Well, you know the old ass gocs
meandering by himseli in the guad in
the evening.” said DBunter. “Every
night, as regular ns clockwork, he gocs
rolling up and down the Fhn Wall
What's to provent a fellow hiding
behind & tree, you Inow, and mopping
ink over him—"

“Oh, my hat!” :

“1 know where to get Gosling’s gar-
den-squirt.  1n the  woodshed.™  said
Bunter, hiz little round eyez glistening
hohind his bhip round spectacles. “ Wa
can fill it with nk—T caa got the bottle
fromm the Form-reom eupbozrd——"

“Yon howling azz?” exclaimed Red-
wWIng.

"%"u‘u shut up, Redwing, I'm talking
to Smithy. Easy as falling off a2 form,
Smithy—Prout will be too surprised,
when he getz it in the chivry, to look
for the fcllow who did it. I will be
dark, too—not quite dark, perhaps, as
it's summertime now, but dark enough
to make it safe for vou, Smithy——"

“For me? ejaculated the Bounder.

“Yes, old nhap,”’ said Bunter affec
tionately. “¥You're the fellow to handle
a thing like this, being the pluckiest
fellow in the Remaove.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Bounder.

“DBlessed if T see anything to ecackle
at! I'm asking you, becanse vou've got
tons of pluck, Smithy! I haven't picked
vou out heecause vou're a reckless ass,
elways risking getting the sack—*

11

“Perfectly safe.” )

“And Prout’s asked for it.""

“ Bopeed for it 1M agre&d Smithy.

“Then you think it's & good ideat™

“Splendid 1”7

“And vou'll do 17"

“Oh, no, I won't do 1t; vou can do it."

“ Wha-a-at " ejaculated Bunter,

“Deing easy, and safe, and all thak,
vou ean do it on your head,” said wt]Jua:E
Bounder gravely. I wizh yon joy o
it! Como aon, ﬂndd}' £

The two juniors walkel away, laugl-
ing: leaving Billy Bunter blinking after
then through his big spectacles.

“Beast ! roared Bunter.

And he gave it up—szo far a3 the
Donnder was econcerned. Dot 1 was
much too good a stunt to be dropped.
Bunter rolled away in scarch of another
catspaw, and found Bob Cheryy going
down to Little Side with his bat vnder
his arm, . ;

“Held on & minuie, old chap!” said
Bunter, catoliing Dob by the arm. *I
say, I've got an idea for scoring off
Prout. You being the pluckicst chap m

the Remove—"

* Legpo—ihoy've waiting for me”

* But I sav—yarccop!” roaved Dunler,
az Dob's bat poked into lus fat ribs
“Deazt! Rotter! Qoooh!™ i

Bob woent on to the cricket, without
oven learning what was the great idea
that was stirring in DBuptcr’s powerful
intellect. . :

Billy Bunter grunted dizcontentedly.
He frowned darkly over lis_ big
spectacles at the smight of Mr. Prout
coming out of the House,

Bunter's feclings towards Prout were
creeedingly bitter. With a whoppiog m
hand, and another in tho bush, so to
sperk, Bunter naturally felt as if nothing
iﬂm could happen to Prout would be too
bad for him. Soemething lingering, with
boiling oil in it, wos really suitable for
a beak who had whopped Bunter thot
morning, aud was probably going fto
whop hun again the next morning! As
Prout rolled majestically across the quad
Duntor's eyves and spectacles followed
him darkly and bitterly, :

Thus it was that he noticed that Fisher
T. Fish alzo had his eyes on the Fiith-
Form inasier.

The bony youth from New York was
stalking Prout! ,

Bunter had not observed—but Fishy
ied observed—that Prout had a book 1n
his hand=—an account-book ! Prout had
been poring over that book, still search-
ing for o clue to the owner thereof.

%bviausl he had not yet discovered
who owned it, or Fishy would have been
called before the Head to answer for his
sing.

Somehow, Fishy had to get that book
back before Prout made sny discovery
as to its ownership! With a rague hope
that Prout might drop the book, or st

(Continued on next pagel)

"Ha, ha, ha!®

" Besidez, there's
ne rislk! Veney
Prout with A
gallon of ink mop-
ping all over his
chivvy | urgeq
Bunter. “He won't
ke szbla to see anv-
thing! You whizz
the ink at him,
chuck the sguirt
away, ahd bunk!
Easv. what® "

“Quite easy!l”
nesentad  the
Bounder.

“And safal”
sacd Bunter
ecarerly.
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dovn on one of the old ocak benches
tnwler 1he clms and leave it there, Fishy
vwas stalking Prout acrosa the quad. It
was a very faint hope—but the business-
meane of  the JRemove was getling
desperate.  Danger dogged his staﬁﬁ 50
long zs that book was in Prout’s keep-
ing. 1t was only the fussy desire to
keep matters in his own hands that had
preventod Prout from taking it to the
lL[uur.l alvcady—and he might do so any
our.

Bunter’s fat face brightened at the
sight of Fisher T Fish ! Fish was the
man he wanted! Fish had even more
cause 1o loathe Prout than Dunter had.
1o rolled up lo ihe Amervican junior
atd clutched him by a bouy arm.

“1 say, Fizhy—-" N

“Aw, pit!” grunted Fisher T, Fish,
Jerking the bony arm away. )

“You being the pluckicst chap in the
Remove, Fizhy o

“Can it satd Fishy, wha had no use
fowr soft saweler,

“And you're up against {hat pompous
ahl ass,” said Bunter, * I've got a wheezo
fur making him sit up, Fishy ! The fact
12, I thought of it entively on your
aceount——"

“litve us a vest, vou fab clam.”

“He's got that book of yomrs, you
koow,”  said  DBunter. ““You'll  be
Hoggrd or sacked, when the Head sces
i, SBerve yvou right, of conrsg——"

“You pie-faced gink—" _

‘Bul what aboent paying hin out an
advance ™ wrged Bunter. *What aboug
retting behind & trea when he takes his
irot on the Elin Walk tonight and Jet-
ting him have Gosling’s squirt full of
ik, what '™ ; :

“Jumwmpin' snakez!? ¢jaculated Fisher
1. Tish. .

“You'll be jolly zlad you've made him
sit up, you know, ﬁmn vou're kicked out
of the school for wyour lilthy monoy-
lerding,” urged Bunter. ;

It was not o tactful way of putlting 1t.

illy Bunter did not kuow why Fishy
sueddenly grasped him by the collar and
:I-ut- him down in the guad with a terrilie
ELE R S

Hru!t e knew that Fishy did!

11e sinote {he quadrangle with a heavy
e, and a loud roar.

“Whoop! DBeast! Wow! Yooop!”

Fizher 1. Fish jerked on, los cule,
keen eves on Prout. Billy Bunfer sat
and roared.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Bunter the Eold!

FIELR tea that day Billy Tonter’s
A fat  face wore o morose
expression,
Nearly every other [aco in
ihe Memove wore a grin,

All the Ureyfriars Remove, by ihat
time, had heard of Bunter's wonderiul
stunt for punizhing Prout.

Plonty of {cliows declaved that it was
n jolly pood idea! Almost all agrecd
that Prout had asked for at, n fack,
uepged for if!

The whoele Form was preparcd to
laweh heartify when Prout got Gosling's
squirk full of ink over his august
COUnLca e,

Lut nobody wanted
spnirk

'hera was the rub!

1t was m vain that Bunter urped ono
fotlow afler avather to take it on; point-
ing out, in each case, that he had picked
on that parfienlar fellow becausn he waa
the pluckiest chap in the Remaove,

I"ollows were willing te admat that
iliey were the pluckiest chaps in the
Rewove; but they were not willing to
squirt ink over Prout! : i

They wero willing to er:lj::r] iho joke if
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to handle the

some other fellow did it; but at that
point their willingness stopped.

Prout might have asked for it, might
have begged for it on his bended knces,
5o to speak ; but it was the " sack,” short
and sherp, for any fellow who mopped
& sgquirt of ink at a Form-master,

Un the other hand, it was, as Dunter
inststed, perfectly safe! It would be
dusky undoer the clms, if not quite dark!
And Prout, drenched with mlk, would
Lbe in no state for spolting a fellow
dadging away among the trees. It was
abzolutely safe! ;

But fellows, when that was pointed
out, only asked Bunter why he didn't
handlo the matter personally, as it was
absoletely safe! hat was rather a
difficult gquestion for Bunter to answer.

Safe as it was, absolutely safe, the Owl -

of the Bemove was net keen to take the
matter in hand himself,

But having tried it on from npl:l to
end of the Remove, without finding a

caispaw, the fat junier I:m.%zm, at last,
o

to consider the possibility of giving that
great stunt his own personal attention.

Soafely first ™ was always Bunter's
motto.  He did not want to be sacked.
[[e did not want to be flogged! He
wanted to malke Prout sit up; and he
wanted to show off in the Hemove as a
bold, daring, rveckless fellow who wasn't
afraid to get his own back on a beak!
Tt if he porformed a bold, bad, reck-
less, daving action, ha wanted to be
perfectly safe all the fime—wlneh was
rietlver o difhenlty.

But he made up his fat mind at last!

He was gaing o do it! At least, he
fancied that bhe was going to do it! Ha
was qningi. af least, to be in ambush on
the Bl Walk with the inky sguird all
ready for Prout! The probability was,
that his courvage would fail at the pinel
and that Prout would roll by unsquirted
and nninked! That was, in fact, a very
sreat  probability, indeed, -almost a
cortainty ! DBunter was not of the stuff
of which heroes are mado!

Ile liked to fancy himself a  bold,
reckless fellow—Llut 1t was, in fact, only
fancy ! Ilis bold recklessness was likely
fo aoze away from his fat lnger-tips at
the pinch. i

Unaware of that little weakness of Iis
own, Bunter made up lus fat mind ; and
serewed up his courage to the sticking-
point without realising that it was likely
10 come unsinck !

Ha rolled away to ihe woodshed to
secure (Gosling’s eguirt as a beginning.
That, at all ovents, was casy.

e was relieved to find the wondshed
unlocked.  Gosling generally kept it
locked, and squeezing in by the window
presemted  difhenltics to & fellow of
Bunter’s ample cirenmierence, ;

But as soon as the fat junior relled in,
Iy discovered why the doov was un-

locked. It was because Gosling was in
ile shed, 1
The ancient porter of Greyiriars

Sehool siared ab him as he come in.
Punter juangsed,

“What do you want ‘ere, Master
junter #** demanded Gosling.

“Oh, nothing ! answered Bunfer, "1
—1 just dropped in, you know. I wasn't
after anythoag.”

Gt from Gosling, :

“T mean I came Lo tell vou ihat yoo're
wanted,” said Banicr, with a masterly
stroke of strategy. “There’s a nan
knocking at the door of jour ledze,
Gosling.”

Girunk |

#1 think it's Sir Ilillon Popper,™
added Bunter. and he rolled out of the
woodshied agam,

IIe did not go far.

ITe went as far as the corner of ihe
shed and took cover ihere. & minuie
later Gosling came ouk.
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Gosling probably suspected that his
leg was bemmg pulied.  3till, the possi-
bility that so great a mon as Sir Hillon
Popper, lord of Popper Court, wanted
to speak to him was enough to draw
Gosling back to his lodge. He passed
out of sight; and Bunter, grinuing,
emerged from cover when he was gone,
whipped into the shed, and bagged the
big garden squirt from the shelf,

gle rolled away with it in trinmph.

He was gone some minutgs befora
CGosling came back, frowning and
nunnbling, having discovered thot there
wis nobody at his lodpe. )

Crunting, Gosling went on with his
task of putting things tidy in the wood-
shed. Naturally, he mizsed the squirt at
once. )

“The young limh 1" said Goesling.

And he made 2 mental nole to repork
Bunter of the Remove for taking the
garden squirt from ths woodshed.

Happily wneonscious of that, Bunier
rolled away with his prize, which he con-
cealed in a hollow of an ancient treo
closo beside the Eln Walk.

Ho far s0 good ! - .

The next step was to obtain the ink
with which to load the squirt. "Uhore
was plenty of ik in the Form-roont,
and ]gunter rolled mto the Heouse, where
he discovered that the Form-room coor
was, fortunately, unlocked.

The big botile ef juk in the Form-
room cupboard was at his mercy. Thero
was plenily of ink in that hottle—quite
enotugh for Prout. FProor, ot least, was
coertgin to think that it was enough if
he got it! _

With the big botile wunder his arm,
Bunter rolled out of the Forme-room-—
and neavly rolled into Wingate of the
Bl . ]

Wingate stared at him and his burden.

“What the dickena are vou up 1o,
Runter, with that ¥ he demanded.

“*J—I've got no ink in my study, Win-
gpate1” gasped the Owl of the Homove.
“]—I've got leave to fetch this hotile
I've aﬁkﬂ(}; Queleh——" ]

“Queleh ' repeated Wingate. “la
Queleh back, thent” ;

“J—I mean I—J asked Prout——

“You young #ss ! Take that bottle of
ink back at onee " said Wingate. " And
keep out of the Form-rooms.”

To Bunter's relief, Wingate et it drop
at that, The fat junior rolled back nto
the Formeroom willi the bettle and
waited there till the captain of Grey-
{riars was gone. S i

Then he emerged again with the ink-
hottle, 'This titme he got it out of tho
Honse unnoticed—soe far as he was
aware ]l  lappily, he was not nware
ihat about a dogzen fellows saw him with
it and wondered what the game was.
As they were not prefects, however, they
did not barge in., Bunler got safely ouk
of the House and headed for the Elm
Walk, - o

Hea had nearly reached his destination,
when Mr. Prout emerged from the path
under the leafy old trees. alie

Prout stared at Bunter ond the hig
bottla, _

“Uoodness gracious! What are you
doing with that, DBuenter?’ cxclaimed
the FFith Form-master,

This was “cheek ¥ on Proat’s partl
It was no business of a sonior Form-
master what a junier was doing with a
hottle of ink ! it was jnst like Prout to
butt inl However, Bunter had to

IEWETr.
mer. Capper asked me to take this old
bottle away, er!” said the fat Owl
“TIt’s crply, sir.”’ .

Fortunately, Prout did not
testing that statement. . i

“You should not bring it hLere,
Bunter,” he said. “If Mr, Capper has

think of
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Having filled the squirt with ink ready for use, Billy Bunier replaced it in fhe hollow tree. A bony youth, wandering
dismally in the elms, spoited Bunter and stared at him. It was Fisher T. Fish, the American junior of the Remove.

asked yvon to dispose of that bottle you
should take it to the proper recoptacle
for such things. Take 1t away ot once.”

Prout rolled on. When he was gone
Billy Bunter proceeded on his wni under
the elms and reached the tree where he
had left the sguirt sticking in o hollow
trunk.

Blinking round him cautiously, he
ascertained that he was not observed,
and proceeded to fill the big squirt with
ink. Some of the ink trickled down
aver Bunter's trousers, some splashed on
his waisteoat, som2 dripped on his fat
fingers. However, the squirt filled ready
for use, the fat Owl replaced it in the
hollow tree.

A bony youth, wandering dismally in
the elms, spotted Bunter thrnug[‘h the
trees and stared at him. It was Fisher
T. Fish—rooting about iIn the faint,
faint hops that Prout might have
dropped that book. MReally Prout was
not likely to drop that book about.

Fishy gave Bunter a stare, grunted,
and jerked on. Unaware that Tishy
had seen him at work—-though it would
not have worried him 1f he had been
awnra of it—Dunfer stacked awoy the
loaded squirt and dropped the empty
bottle inte the frunk to get rid of it.

All was ready now when the time
ecame to waylay Prout and make him
“git up ” for his sins| DBunter relled
away aontished.

Thera was o chortle from a bunch of
Removites when he appeared in the
guad. Traces of Bunter's recont deal-
ings with ink were thick upen him,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!™ bawled Bob
Cherry. “What have you been up to,
Bunty "

Bunter blinked at him.

¥ 0h, nothing " he answered.

“MNot handling ink?”’ asked Ilarvy
Wharton, langhing.

“Nol The fact is I've given up that
idea of inking DProut,” said Bunter
cantionsly. “I haven't decided to ink
him myself because nobody has the
%Iunk to do it. So if wvou hear that

rout's been inked, you Dicedn’t funcy

LY

1 was me.

“Ha, ha, ha £
Five.

“ O, reallw, von fellows
_ “The washfulness is the proper caper
if you do not desiro the 51:!-:{:[*-?”"1!1055.
my esteemoed idiefie Bunter!” chuckled
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, “ You arve
of the ink mkiul 1"

“Oh ! ejinculated Dunter.

“Jle baszn’t been handling ink—Dbut
he's got ink on his paws and ink on his
nose aud ink on his collar!” said Beb
Cherry. ““ How did Bunter manage that,
you men, without handling ink ¥

“Ila, ha, [al*"

“Look here, Bunter, vou fat ass, if
vou've been meiling the ink ready for
Prout, vouw'd better wash it out [ said
the eaptain ef the Remove seriousls.
“Ten to ono vou'll be spolted, and that
means the sack.”

“Fah [ retorted Bunter clegantly.

And he rolled on to the House—to got
a necessary washl  An extra wash was
annoving, but he realized that he had
too many clues shout bim and had
better wosh them away., As for way-
laying Prout and inking him, warnings
were wasted on Bonter; he was: grimly
determined=—ns yvet. It romatned (o be
geonr waothor lis determination would
stay at sl-if:l-'.ing-!:nint when the tine
came for the 1n iuﬁ- On that point
there was gomo doubt—or, rather, & lot
of doubt.

roxred the Famous

1y

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Funk |

i REP 1" said Peter Todd.
P “Rats 1" said Billy Bunier,

“You can’t cut prope—

“16's all right,” said Bunler
confidently.,  “Walker’s taking prop!
You know Wallker of the 8ixth. He
will have his nose stuek in a book, and
half the Bemove might be out of prep
without Waller noticing.”

Poter Todd rugnrdecri: his fat study-
mate seriousiy.

“If you're thinking of Prout—"" he
Lbegan,

“0Oh, nol” answered Bunter airily.
4o chueked that, Peter! I haven't
got Gosling's squirt hidden in the olms
full of ink. That's all right.”

“h, my Aunt Selinal” soid Toddy.
“T.ook here, Dunter, come up tn the
study, and don’t he a bowling ass.”

Nl " osaid DBunter,

Aud ha rolled away—not to the study.
Poter Todd shoek his head as he went
up to Study No. 7 in the Hemove.

Dunier, evidentls, was on the ware
path. eter had no rooted objection to
ithe inking of Prout, so far as that went.
But he did not believe for a monent
that the fat and fatuous Owl would get
away with ik sacessstully. He was rather
wlarmed for Dunter.,

Siill, eircumstances seenied rather pro-
pitions for the fat Owl of the Remove.
All his preparations  were made In
readiness. 1t was only & question of
petting aut of tho [lonse unobeerved in
prep—and it fortunately happencd that
Walker of the Sixth was the prefect on
dutw that evening,

Walker, it was fairly certain, would
have hiz eye on one of his favourite
(Continned on page 16.)
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(Contenued from puage 13.)

novels, instead of on the Remove., Deeop
in the thrilling adventures of Bandog
Clharmmond, alker would not notice
whether Bunter was in his study or
not. It would have been s diffevesd
matter with Wingate, or Gwynoe, or
Bykes, or Loder. Really, the stars in
their courses scemed to be favouring
B;inhf':rr. - ] I .

Instend of going up to the stadies,
Billy Runtc‘rg 5l:ﬁ‘tpﬂtiﬁt1%1y sucaked
into the Raep. “Cuiting ™ prop was
rather a serious inatter, but not so
serions when Me. Quelch was awav as
when- e was at the school,  Anvhouw,
Bunter had to cut prep, if he was woing
after 'rout—and he was.

Prout dined with the other maslors in
Common-room. Affer dinner he wos
aceustomed fo smoke a ecirar in his
study, and then walk in the quad. His
favourite walk was the path vnder the
old elms, ealled the Llm Wall

His habits werp regular almost as a
clock, Anybody Lnew where to find
Prout at a cortain time in the evening.

Indeed, at that particular bime in the
evening the other masters were wonk
to avold the Elm Walk—knowing that
Prout was there, Otherwise, they -ran
the risk of being bagged for one of
Prout's chats! TProut was a chatty
gentleman, and his chats were frequent
and ‘long, and dreaded by other
members of the stall, They were all
about Brout; a topic of which he never
ggﬂi but which had palled on the othior

3.
-:I-:-Fn:r:-] t:!&e window ngﬂtlhe I}hg—
serte urin TE 3il ilter
Blinked into thegqual:tzl, O

It was not dark. He murmured un-
favourable opinions on the authers of
tlae Eunmm!’-hmc Act-~a lot of az:ez who
Pretended it was an lLonr later than it
really was. Bunter preferred the dark-
nesz for such deeds!

However, he had time to wait.

Prout would go ouwt for his walk
before Erup was over; but he would
hardly be gﬂing yet | Bunter waited.

It grew dusky in the quad. Under the
thick, shady trees it was, of course,
duskier than in the open. Buuter re-
membered that with comfort,

“Beast '™ he murmured suddenly.

In the distanes he had a zlimpse of a

portly figura.
It was the Eﬁ::.l'ﬂ} of Paul Prout,
master of the Fifth Form, rolling across
the quad with his usual galleon-lika
“brout a 4 order the el

rout disappoared under th :
Bunter wuﬁgd no longer, Hie elms
_Ho_ looked this way and that wary,
like Moses of old; and, like Mozes, hs

saw that the coast was clear. Ile drop-
ped from the window of the Rag.
hen he ran. -

In a couple of minutes he was in cover
of the elims, and stopped there to talo
breath—which he needed

From a distancs thers was a sound as
of a hippopotamus clambering on a
river-bank, It was Prout pacine.
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Dunter's eves gleamed behind hia big
speclacles. )

With infinite caution he crept among
fhie elm teanks, &1l he reached the
hollew ¢lm where he had parked the
garden souivk,

He drew it from itz hidipg-place.

His fat heart beat fast. DBut he fold
himeelf that it was safe—perfectly safo—
gale as hoases ] Bguirt in hand, he eropt
to the path, and hidden behind a tree,
walled and watched. Thore was o
heavy tread as Prout came by, 1o
walked slowly, his hands behind his
back.

MNow was Bunter's chanen!

Where he stood under tho trea the
dusk was deep and thick. It was im-
probeble that Prout wounld have recog-
nigsed him if he spotted him. And Prout
evidently hadn’t the faintest idea that
anyvbody was there.

All Bunter had to do was to lift the
hig squirt, take aim, and let fly!
Swamping ink in his majestic eounten-
ance would keep Prout busy—amply
Imsy—while Dunfer bolted! Notlung
could have been safer | DBut——

There was a buf——

Somehow or other, now that it came
to the point, Bunter found that his fat
hands were shaking to such an extent
that he could hardly hold the squirt
steady | Hia fat knees, uncxpectedly,
were knocking together ! Bomehow, the
stern faee of the Head seemed fo
appear before his ments] vision. He
seemed fo hear the Head's deep voice
sayving, " Bunter! You are expelled I”

Prout passed on.

MNever dreaming what a narrow escapn
he had had, he passed on—unsquirted |
Bunter wiped the perspiration from a
fat brow with a fat finger,

His courage had failed! It quite sur-

tised Bunter! Any follow who knew

unter would have expected it ! Bunter
himself had not expeeted it [ But theve
1f was!
Prout’s heavy footsteps died away u
the path. Dunter, squirt in hand, still
stood motionless,

Y Beast 1” he mumrrured.

Prc.iut's heavy steps were heard paeing

Tt was ancther chance for Bunter!

Nothing on_earth, however, would
have induced the fat Owl of the Remove
to avail limself of that chance! He
remained as still as a mouse behind the
tree—only wishing that he was else-
where 1 Now he made up his fat mind
that as soon as Prout was gpone again he
would park the squirt in tlg;: hollow tree
once more, and vanish. Ceriainly that
‘vas the wisest thing he could have done.

But Prowt was not gone yet !

FProut stopped.

In the middle of the path, where the
last red of the sunset plowed between
the branches, Prout came to a halt,
almost exuctly opposite Bunter's tree.

The fat Owl's podgy heart almost
ceased to beat! For a terrible moment
he fangied that Prout bad spotted him |

But it was not so bad as that! Prout,
standing in the path, had taken o little
book from his pocket, opened i, and was
scanning the pages  Bunter., peering
round the elm, could seo that it was a
book, but did not discern that it was
Fisher T. FFish’s business book.

Why the old ass was standing there to
squint at & book was a mystery
Bunter! He waited impatienily for
Prout to get going again.

Prout was nat i a hurry to get going.

Onece more he was examining that
mysterious ledger, in the hope of dis-
covering the owner from some internal
evidence. Prout was quite koen on dis-
covering the young scoundrel who Wwas
playing Shylock in the school.

It was & master's duty to make such a
diseavery—and Prout wes a whale on
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duty ! Also. it meant some distinetion
for Proat, to root out such an oFfender
and hand him over to stern justice,
And if it turned out, as Prout suspected,
to be a Remove hoy, it would be rather

leasant to tell %::m]ch about it when
%uﬂlch came back., It would annoy

uneleh |

“Beast ¥ breathed Bunter inaudibly.

Prout continued to scan that account.
hook | He was unfamiliar with the

fist * therein, and he was considering
whether an cxamination of the hand-
wething of every fellow in the Remove
would help.

Buntor, not cven dreaming now of
Fclimrt.mg Pront, waited in an anguish
of apprehension for hin to get a move
oh, uddenly the fat juhior gave a
start as he realised that the ink was
trickling from the squirt over his
Lrousers.

Ha dropped the squirt st the foot of
the troe,

The sound it made was slight, but it
was suflicient to cause Prout to glance
round. Prout stared.

Who is there " he rapped.

Dunter did not answar ! Ha few! In
terror of Prout barging under the trce
and looking for him, Bunter bolted.

Whether Prout looked for him ot net,
Bunter did not know. Ha did not pause
even for breath till he was under the
window of tha Rag and clamberin
desparately in. Onee inside, le sunE
breathlessly inte an armcheir, &nd
pumped in breath. And he was still
rumpmg in breath, gasping over his
narrow escape, when through the open
window there Hoated, across the quad,
the sound of a fearful yell—such as
Pront might have uttered had he, aftor
all, got the k|

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.

Fishy Takes s Chance!
ISHER T. FISH could have
gmuﬁtmd aloud with disappoint-
_ment.
He did not, Prout
would have heard him |

But he fclt like it 1
. Billy Bunter was not the only fellow
in the Hemove who had taken sdvan-
tage that evening, of Walker's deep
interest in the adventures of Bandog
Chummondt There was another—and
the other was Fisher T, Fish.

Quite unknown to Bunter, utterly un-
sualpﬁcted by Bunter, he had not been the
only fellow watching Prout on the dusk
path under the elms. Fisher T. F:'alyz
also was watching.

Tishy certainly had no idea or inten-

because

tion of playing tricks on a Form-
rraster | I'ishy waes thinking of that un-
fortunate sccount-book in Prout's pos-
session.  With the “sack ” for his

rascality looming over his head, Fishy
was getting more and more desperate.

Fishar T. Fish was not the fellow to
run rizks, as 2 rule. But hie had run the
risk of cuttin rep that evening and
being out of the House. Ha would have
run greater risks on the bare chance of
getting hold of that fatal bools! And it
was risky for any fellow to be on the
spot when a Form-master was inked
from a squirk! Fishy was taking that
rvisk, tool )

With his keen, aut?haprf transatlantic
brain, Fisher T. Fish had thought the
matter out.

He knew Bunter’s plans from A to
4. He had heard sll the talk in the
Remove about these plans; and with
hiz own cute eyes he had seen Dunter
parkiog the loaded squirt in the hollow
tmn:;:'l That was why Fizshy was on the
EPO

When it came off—when Prout wns
inted, fuoded, and svamped with ink,
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there was a chaonce of peiting held of
that account-book.

Prout might even have it in his hand
—Fishy, who had watched him like a
cat watching & mouse, had gbeerved
him, many times, taking it out of his
pocket and looking at it! In that
case, a sudden, swift snateh would work
the oracle!

If Prout had it in his pocket, Fizhy
knew  which ‘]rmnimi:—having BEe
Prout, again again, take it from
that pocket ! n that case, the affair
wEaJ? more difficult, but far from impos-
stble |

Prouvt would be in a state of Aabber-

asted confusion when he got the ink!
%is‘hy. acting swiftly, might be able to
graby the book and flee unseen! Or he
might affect to rush to Prout’s help,
and, in helping him, auncx the book!
There would be a lot of chances for a

&
I

Eeen, smart, cute guy—onee Prout got
the ink|

So Fisher T. Tish’s eagerness may be
imagined, asz, skulking silent and un-
seen under the leafy clms, he watched
Buanter !

He watched—and waited for the ink
to fiy.

In vain!

The inlk did not {lv—Bunter did!

Fisher T. TFish, as statod, could have
groaned aloud! The disappoinfment
was keen and biffer.

Prout, only a few yards from him,
had the book actually in his hand!
Undoubtedly, if he got the ink, he
would drop the book! All would be
elear! A jump, a snatch, a bolt—and
that wculd] be that |

And that fat gink, that dog-goned
elam, that elab-sided mugwump, had
lost his nerve, and fatled io mnk
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Prout; and Fisher T, Fish might as
well have been in Study No. 14, ab prep,
for all the good that cutting prep had
donie him |

Ho zet hiz teeth, and bresthed hard
thrrough his long, thin nose.

Really, he might have expocted that
outeoma of Bunfer's exploit, knowin
Bunter as he did. Bué lio had hope
for better things. It had been such o
glovions chance of petting hold of that
nlajﬁ*gﬂnﬂd book, if that gol-darned geck
had not lost his nerve and failed him!

 Instead of groaning alov 1, as he felt
inclined fo, Fisher T, Fish kept as
silent aa a monse, blotting limselt from
sight behind a treetrunk.  For Prout
had heard Bunter in flight, and kuew
that there had heen somebody under the
dusky elms,  Instead of scanning the

(Contingcd on nexd paoge.)
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_ NO WONDER!

HIE is the story of the boy who had

to swallow a lump in his throat.

In 1936 the England v. Australia

Test matches * kicked off "—as

this season—with an affair at Trent

Bridge, Nottingham. A boy friend of

mine, aged twelve, who had just begun

to take an miercst in ericket and had

n to play in ono of his school elevens.

wag desperately anxious 1o see the game.

Ha had mnever witnessed a Sfrst-class
ericlet match.

So I promised to take him—not for cne
day only, bub for the whols of the throe
daye. (We didn’t give Test matches four
days then.) Off we went from London in
the ecar. There was a liftle delay on the
journey, and as a result we dida't reach
the outskirts of the pround antil half an
hour alier the ‘match bad gtarted. We
had to put the car in a field oppesite the

ound, and as we did 20 we conld hear

he people cheering.  We burried zo as not
to miss another 1.

As we stepped out of the ear, however,
the first drops of rain fell. Beforo we had
reached the pates of the ground the rain
was coming down in torrents. WAnd that,
as events proved, was the beginning of
the end of that 1926 Test mateh at
Nottingham.

There were forty-five minufes of
sy o the first day ondy, cnd iy
frricad Jdidn't ceen sce those forly-
five minutes. But e did sce ducks
swimming on the pilch—and this is
o fairy storg—on tohat showld heve
Licen the Hiird day's pley n thol
Test mateh he so longed to see,

Now can you understand why J =pid
that L was starting off this week with the
stary of & boy who swallowed a lump in
his throat 1

I om not sure whether, na we drove oar
way back after the match bad been
declared off, mf fricnd was consciously or
uneonseciously funny, There was water
everywhere : roads were more like rivers,

+*

And 93T eased up the car to look at a sign.-
post—not being quite sure of my way-—
my friend sgid ; * Does that signpost say
Stoke-on-Trent or Stoke-in-Trent §

A WONDERFUL “BAG'™!

T me add that there wnz con-
golption for my friend. In due
courze England played Aunstralin
agein in 1030 at Nollinghan, and

apain I took him there fo see a marvellous
E%'fl and vietory, with eomoe wonder
cricket,

There sland cul in my mind,
frove that 1820 mateh, three ntain
things. Firsl, a magnificent bowl-
ireg performance by Matvice Tale
when Ausiralia went in 1o Lot late
on the firsf day. In the course of o
fete overs Tale hed Woodfell,
Ponsford and DBradman back in the
pavilion, and only six runs hed been
scored off his bowling. Wasn't that
a wonderful ¥ bag ' for any bowler 7

One of Tate's vietims, Woodfall, was
caught by Percy Chapman—the then
England skipper—at backward point, in
marvellous fashion. Woodfull hit one
which he must have felt sure was going to
the boundary. But Chapman gprang in
the air, shot his left arm upwards, and the

"ball was held as in a vice.

Ono other ineident T remaember. Tt waa
of K. W. V. Robins, on the third day of
the game, snd when Ilon RBradman
seemed likely to koock off all the runs
required, bowling him with a * googlie ™
he did not attermpt to play. Ro was
then E?Fin%iﬁ ig first Test match—na
mers boy. Previously Robins had made
a fine catoh to dispose of Alan Fairfax,
80 the boy had done his bit.

Incidentally, I should add that if ever

on want & pattern in fielding as it should
za done, watoh R. W. V. Robing. The
secret of hiz sucecss is hiz enthusiasm for
fielding. “ X would just as svon spend a
day doing nothing else but fielding,” he
onva told me, * as at any other form of
cricket,2

“* ALL PAY, PLEASE ' "
| HIS Notts County Cricket Ground
ot Trent Bridge ia full of ericket
history. Perhaps yon don't know,
but this was the ground at which
—go I believe—money was thal tekon
from people who wanted to eecc ericliet.
As far back ag 1830 there wasz in Notting-
ham =a fine cricketer named William
Clarko. He ployed in matehes on ihe very
place where England and Auslralia are
playing their matlch ; buf, of comse, the
spot was open fo anvbeody—just spara
elds. Now, this mon Clarke had an idea
that oricket was a game which peopls.
might pay to ses. So he bough! the land;
put & closed fence round it, and then
allowed cricket to be played theveon, In
1840 & county match between Notts ang
Bussex was Ela,yﬂd there, and it is on
record that the people who wanted to sea
it didn’t like the idea of having to pay
sixpence for the privilegs,
could tallk for hours about this Trent
Bridge ground. The first Test match
thero waa played in 1898, and it was tho
laet Test match in which W. . Groce
took part.

In that sclf-same game at feasd
fowr players whom you must igee
Thegrd about pleped in their flrst
Test: O. B. Fry, Johinny Tuldesley
and Wilfred Rhodes, for England,
aiid Vietor Trumper for Australia.

T am not going to talk eny more about
the Nolts ground, except Just to say that
Victor Trumper got a duck in hia firag
innings. Oh, just one little thing more—
vory ortant ! At Trent Bridge, in 1005,
Australian ericketers were first introduced
to the ' googlie ™ ball, bowled by B. J. T.
Bozanguet. And in one inniogy he took
eight of the nine wickets which foll, ono
player being unable to bat. In Australia
to this day they still call a ** pooglie ** bal
a ‘" Bogie Y—which is ghort for Bosangoet.
They have a pight to remember it |

Now to answer one of many question
which bhave reached mo. A reader want3d
to know how far I think * Tim " Wall,
the Australian, runa in the course of an
over. Now Wall. as you probably know.
takes the longest run of any prezent-day
bowler—longer than Larwood. I have
asked him if he heas ever measured his
run. He told me he had-—twenty-seven
yvards up to the wicket. Afler he haa
deliv the ball he runs ebout five
mora, making thirty-two yards for cach
delivery. Then he hea to walk back,
making & minimumn of sixty-four yords. If
you are good at arithmetie, you can now
reckon how fer " Tim " Wall travels in
the couree of a single over, As 1 am pot
very good at arithmetic, I leave it to you.
But know what the real anewer 15—
fast bowling is hard work,

# UMPIRE"
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haok in lis hand, e was staringe sus-
priviously at the trees.

Yisher T, Yish hardly breathed.

INat only was he out of House bounds
al a forbidden hour, but close at hand
was the inky squirt’ Bunter had left
belind him,  If $*vout spotted him
there, and spotted the squirt, what was
Teout likely to-think ?

He felt & cold chill trickling down his
gprne sl the idea.

Dut I'ront, at last, gmn a pront, ol
hiz attention returned to the book in
iz plump hand. ITe scanned it again.

YA Remove  bdy  undoubtedly
*ront was spraking alowd as he com-
mouned with his own thoushts, and his
voire reached the quaking Fish, “The

book  was thrown fron s Remova
winiddow | It belongs to 1 Remove bay !
Quelelr would  know the land: but
Quelelh 18 nob hepe!? The 1Tead,
vl g —

Peone  pauvsod. Fisher T, Tish
trembled.

“Beme utterly depraved angd nnsern-
palots veuns roscal I weont on Drout’s
mnmlte,  “PHY sooner e is found out,
and  evpelled  Yremr  the schonf, the
better 1™ :

It i= 2aid that listeners nover hear any
rood of themeselves ! TMsher 1. 1Mish
was  dhiscoverine  thn, {ruth of  that
ancient proverb.

“Afer alll an exawination of the
varions bhawd: in the whole Form'?
Prout was mmnlling again.  “Sup-
pose I ozet the Newmeve a paper contain-
iy same of the words that occur in
Then a comparizon of the

i1

i1+ bl !
wril e

T'ront. deep in ihought, was consider-
ing the matter, Fisher T. Fish peered
at T fram behiod the tree.

He hiad to get hold of that ook ! TF
Trout examined overy “fist ” in  the
Hemove, hie eould not fail te discover
the owper! T would be as bad as if
lie had tuken i to the Head!

A wild idea came inte Fizshy's tor-
mented mind of waking a swlden rush,
snatching the ook, anmd bolting. Had
it heen davker, e might have got away
with that. But it was not darck enourh
—Pront would recognise him ! If only

that pie-faced geck, Bunter, had inked
Prout

Awdd then inte Fishy's mind came a
really desperate 1dea. There was the
loaded  sguirt,  ready to his hand!
There was Prout, with the book in his
fat fingers! DBunter hadn’t inked
Prout; but-—suppose Fizh did? Whe
was o know?

Who wonld suspect Fish?

Noborly !

Nobody knew that he was out of tho
1louse ! Nobody should know that ke
had been out of the House! He had
left by a back window, and could get
In agatn the same way, unseen, un-
suspected.  Johnny DBuli and Squiff,
certainly. knew that he was not at
prep in Stndy Ne. 14, But they ‘did
not know that he was out of the
Hounse,. They would never suspect him
of a daring, desperate jape on &
Farm-master, that was  certain.
Fisher T. Fish was the last follow at
Greviriars to be thought of in such a
connectkion.

Indeed, so far from suspecting that
Fishy had done it, Remove ?ellnwu
wonld not belteve him if ho said that
ho had dome it! ~Neither could or
would Prout suspect him | He was not
one of the fellows Prout had eancd or
lined. He wight syspect Harry
Wharton & Co., who had a “row ™ on
with him. o might suepect Punter
Hec could not possibly suspect Fishy—
unless he spotted him!

And he was not going to spot him!

It was safo as houses ! .

Fizher T. Fish groped te PBunter’s
tree and pleked up the sgquirt. His
fare waz pale!l Ilis heart failed him
—as DBunter's had failed! But Fisher
T, TMizh had a motive that DBunter
Incked ! Bunter's motive had heen a
fatuous scheme of vengeance. Fishy's
motive was much more powerful—that
ook, if he did not recapture if,
spelled the finish for him at Grey-
friavs, There was too much at stake
for Iishy to heed his failing heart!
Desperately he made up his mind to
1k

.F'rn_m was still stnnﬂing in the path,
seanninge fhe book, as Fisher T. Fish
liftedd the squirt and took aim.

The Mystery of
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For an instant he hesitated. Then

he let Ay,

Squish ! Sq)mu-:-shI Egl&ﬁhl

“Gurrrggh [V gurgled Prout.

Hoe gurgled, and he yelled! He
roared I’

Right on the majestic nose that
adorned Prout’s majestic countenance
swamped the flood of ink from the
squirt. It splashed all over Prout—
hiz mouth, his mnose, his oyes, his
clothes !

He staggered back, spluttering,
_gapmﬂ, gurgling,. The book, un-
ecded, dropped from hiz hand.

The squirt, in its turn, dropped from
Fishy’sa hand. One swift spriog, and
ho had clutehed up the huuﬁ! %aml,v
was it in his eager clutch, than he had
vanished in the frces again,

Swilt as the arrow 1 its
Fisher T. Fish flad.

Prout did not see him!

Prout did not see anything but ink!

Fishy was gona in three scconds.
But it was fully three minutes before
Prout saw anything but ink! As for
the book that he had dropped, Prout
never rave it & thought. His thoughts
—like his nose and mouth and eyes—
were filled with ink!

And™ he was still gasping and
%qrg]mgp and splutiering  ink when
fisher T. Fish clambered in at a back
window, and was safe in the House,
with his precious account-book safe in
his pocket.

flight,

You've

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
ARRY WHARTON threw down
hiz pen, in Study No. 1, and
pitched a classie volume across
the Remove vawned, and rose trom the
table.

Frank Wugent chewed the handle of

“Come on, Franky!
finishad.” ‘

“Yes: T was just wondering abount

“Blow Prout!™

Nugent laughed.

“¥Yes. But there will be & row in
We're in the right, and Prout’s in the
wrong; but it's a ticklish business
vowing with a beak, sll the same.”
Harry. "“No time te furn out a thou-
sand lines to-night! Come on, and
dem’t worrs”
the study, and it flew open. Dob
Cherry bawled in through the door-
wWay

Jehnny Bull. and Hurree Jamset
Ram Bingh were with him in the pas
sage.  None of the three, evidently,

Nugent dismizse] the idea from his
mind, and came out with his chum.
F:pte[r Todd joined them from Study

“8pen  anything of Bunter, vou
men 1 he asked

“Wasn't he at

"The fat duffer|! Has he been after
Prout 7 exclaimed Bab Cherry.

“Looks Iik. itl I faney 1 heard

Bunter !
g
that study. The ecapiain of
his pen thoughtiully.
those lines for Prout.”
third school to-morrow, old bean.
“The matters settled.” answered
There wasz & thump at the door of
“You fellows through? Come on!”
was thinking of lines for Prout.
No
“He's cut prep t?*mpiﬂ!r
something going on in the quad a little

while ago If that howling ne: has
really ragred Prout—="
“"He wonldn't have the nerve!™

grunted Johnny Bull. “Catch Bunter

rageing a beak! All gas!”
‘The gasfulness is probably terrifie,
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Witgate looked inte the study expeeting to find Bunier with his box packed and ready fo !ea;re Greyiriars. Instead of

which the fat junior, not even having started packing, was sitiing on the hox, eating toffee.

out the Greyiriars skipper.

and the ragfulness has not come off-
gsl.!ll:yl_i” remarked IInrree Jamset Ram
mgh.

“Well, le'a cut prep!” said Deter,
with a worried look. As DBunter's
study-mate, Peter felt rather in the
position of the fat Owl's kegper,

“Mora than one fellow cut prep,”
said Johnny Bull. “Fishy, in eur
study, cut it—we'd nearly finished when
ha came in. He's beon doing his
accounta in the box-room—so he told
us! He doesan't think his precious
papers are safe n Study No. 14."

“0h, bother Fishy! I'm rather wor-
ricd about Bunter,” szid Peter. “I'm
gure I hoard somebody howl out in the

nad, Anyhow, where i3 the fat
chump ™

The juniors went down from the
stucdies, A good many of the Remove
were curious to see Bunter, and ascer-
tain what he bad been up to during
prep. It was not uncommon for Bunter
to “eut ™ prep, or any other work that
ha had to da. But he usually cut it by
sitting in tho study srmchair, instead of
working at the study table, This time,
however, ha had not shown up in the
study at all, which looked as if he had
had some special business on hand.

They found him in the Rap.

The fat Owl was standing by the open

window, staving out inte the quad
through bis big spectacles, It was dark
in the quadrangle now,

“Hallp, halle, hallo! Flere's tha
jolly  old  walros!” exclaimed Bob
Chervry, “What have you been up Lo,
Bunter 7"

Billy Bunter blinked round from the
wWIclow,
¥0h, nothing!” he answered, I

Come on ! *?

haven't been out in the quad, you

fellows! [—1 came down early from
pra}:}—” i

“You never came up to prep!” eaid
Toddy.

“1—1 mean I forgot prep! I—I1 was
rather deep in a book, and—and stayed
hera reading i,” explamed Bunter,

“In the dark?” grinned Bob. The
light had not been on in the Rag fill the
juniora came dewn.

! mean—-~"

“Ilave you been bemighied idiot
enough to rug Prout?” aszked Harry
Wharion,

“ﬂhg really, Wharton—="

“He's gov ink on hiz bags!™
Skinner.

" Bunter, you asal™

“Bunter, vou [athead!”

“1 say, you fellows, I haven't inked
Prout 1" oxclaimed Bunter, in alarm.
“Ion’t wou fellows geb saving that 1
inked Prout! I don’t know whe imked
him

There was a generzl gasp,

“ Has he been inked 7 ejacnlated Bob.

“I—=T1 think so! I—I heard an anful
yell,” said Bunter, “and—and I looked
out and-—and saw him coming in! Ie
was all inky.”

“0Oh crumbs !

“*¥ou blithering asa!™ :

“1 never did it, you know ! exclaimed
Bunter. “I never knew anything about
it! I mever knew Prout had gone out
for & walk in the quad, and never
watched him under the elms, I there's
g squirt full of ink there, I know
nothing about it—nothing whatever! 1
juzt sawthat he was inky, that's all.”

The Removites gazed at DBunter! If
Pyrout really had been inked, they were

—-—

sacd

“ You young ass 1 ™ rapped

** I’ve got direct orders from the Head to take you to the stalion, and the taxi’s wailing.

not likely to believe that Bunter had
not done the inking! Obviously he had
eut prep for thaet very purpose. So if
Prout had been inked, 1t conld hardly
be doubled that Bunter had dome the
inking. On_the other hand, 1t was
amazing if Bunter had [ound nerve
enough to do it!

“It'sa gammnon ! said Jolmny DBull.
“If Prout's Leen inked, Bunter inked
him—and he hasn't the nerve!  Se
Prout hasn't been inked !

*1 saw him—"

“Then you did it ! said Nugent.

“1 didn't!” roared Bunter. “1 say,
vou fellows, o fellow wonld be sacked
for inking a IForm-master! 1 dare eay
it was Smithy—"

“What 7" roared the Bounder,

“Well, you're the only fellow in the
Remove who decsn’t care whether he
getz sacked or not!™ argued DBumter.
“It was you who floured Mossoo a few
weeks ago, and so 1 suppose 1t was you
who imked Prout—"

“Srithy was at prep in Study No. 417
said Tom Redwing. 1 ]

“Well, wou'd =zay that, being his
al 17 gaid Bunter, “I'd say as much
or Toddy, if Toddy did it.”

“ O, my hat ™

“But has anyihing really happened
azked Iarry Wharton. And he went
cut of the Hag 10 inquire.

o was not long in learning. He
camo on & grenp of Fifth Form men in
excited discussion. Horaee Coker's bull
voicg was heard loudly: .

“Inked all over! I eaw Iim come
in! Black as a nigger, you fellows! 1
saw Capper leading hum away to &
bath-reom—he could hardly see—ink all

THE Maicxrer LIERARY.—No. 1,514
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arer Lis faen! Fomebody must have
shucked . gallons of ink over lum out
there in the guad '™

“Whe the dooce——"" asked Potter,

“ZEomo cheeky fag!™ zaid Coker
“And I faney I can guess.”

“Whao, theni"” asked Greene.

“Une of Wharton's gang, or the
whole pang of them ! declared Coker.
“Prout pave them  lines  yesterday.
They had the thumping check to rag
e in the guad, and Prout very pro-
porly pave them mmpots. ballo, here's
vounz Wharton! Was it von,
Whirton T

“* Fathead !
politely.

And Le went back to 1he Rag—with
BWE,

“do he really Lss been ioked 1 sadl
Aol Chorey.  “Wlhere did Bunter got
the nerve from ¥

“Fhe wherefulness 1= terpihe !

"1 say, you fellows it wasn't me!”
squeaked Bunter,

“"Pon't be an ass!”? pronted Johnny
Sull,  “If it was done at all, it was
vou! We're not giving you sway, fat-
heod ™

“DBut it wasn't——

“Rats "

anzwered Wharton

k]

“[he ratfulness iz tervilie !

“I never!™ howled Bunter.

“LCan 1t ™ zaid Fisher 1. TFish hur-
riediv. “Here comes Wingate I

Thers was a sudden hush as the eap-
tain of Creyiriars came into the Hap.
Wingraie's faco was VOPY EUAVe, 5O VORY
srave ibhat 21l the juniers would have
known al once that =ormething had hap-
preneady, o they bad ool known alread .
”il]}“ untrer bliinked at Lian u::mﬂ.f-ﬂy
Torough his big speetacles,  Fisher L.
Fi-li felt a ¢loll dovwn los spane. Dut
Winggate, thongh he glanceed  keonly
ecuizh over the ceowd of fellows, did
not dake any parbenlar nolice of cither
Bounter or Figh, Netther of them was a
fellow to be suspected casily of such a
bwrebramied act,  1lis glanee lingerod
vather suspaeionsly on the DBounder, whio
p‘l:llli:m]. Sty had o orepatation for
II-'L||.1.i J"{""i.'!';!.-l."f\-'.‘"\-l!("?"ﬁ"'ii”l} "u'l':l_:"i, i[]l.,.i{,"[_'!d, .EI':'
vatnral  fellow to be siepected  whien
='|:'-Jr'|'¢"1hir|_'_'\, Hf HEN N :'Eil.'ll:-:'l:l':_"«' Fuow k!ﬂﬂﬁ ;t!ll.,l
ri-ky natare lowl ovenvred.

Tind ey sean here o preep ™ Win-
Eule asked,

No agsnoer,
4 TAny nean
uring prep
Sl ro onswer.

e o of the IHouse

" Anstion” happenea, Wingatder®
e bed fhe Dowder,
“Hoichady peopped b over Me

Prout while he wos walbione vmder e

vlins,™  answerm]l Yo faeaie, Wb
were viun, Y erit-Soemid
e Bronnalee eleoelided,

I wis i iy

“aob mniliv, aay loed !
bciing a guoed oy

sty ot prep.
this torm, Wingate™

Bedwige, was Vernon-Smith a1l
s de ol o lonets prepasation s

“Yez,  Wingate,”  answered  Lom.
ile wend oipowilh mie, ad e down
with e, amd vever feft the stody 11l I
unl”

Wingente podadedd, Mo ol nod o=
the Domwader’s word; bat Redwing's
IVIE q18 ;.;I.'Jﬂl.l i F_ﬂ.ll].. :IIH_J h[‘ Li.l'.“.f'\'n' i‘...
g BTE [1:.1-:|n|]|.~|;' wis exonecaioml. Bot that
caly wade fhe thing more pozehing, for
the Domeder vz really the anly 1ellow
Al Lieeviriars reckbess conough 1o be
bty of such an act,. (Wher {vllows
Trenght thionk of such decds, or even plan
then o btk n:rl_'n; Hluilh:.,r wae  preckless
CHOIETL 0 CHEFY ther out,  Amd il was
et :"-rrlilh_!,'!

"1 uess wvon pesdu’t leek in the
~Jaower Sehool for thar guy yon want,
Wingate I renarked Fisher L Fizh.

Thne Macxer Laspany.—No. 1,374

1

“¥You want to reot in the Fifth Form.
I Lguesa there's plenty of guys in the
Fifth fod up with Prout.”

Wingats did not answer that. He
left the Reg. There was a burst of
cxcited voices after he was gone.

It waz a sheer amazement to the
Remove to learn that Billy Bunter had
nctually had the nerve to earry out that
harebrained jape on Prout. But they
had ne doubt that Bunter had done it—
for who had if Bunter hadn’t? Bunter,
af course, knew . that he hadn't! DBut
he had no idea who had! Only Fisher
1. Fizh could have thrown light on the
miystery, and Fisher 1. Ifish was as
=Hent as the clam of his native land.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter In All His Glory!

LY, you fellows 1™
“Well ¥
“1t was me "
Thus Bunter |

1t was the following morning.

After breakiast the Greyfriars follows
ciuine out of the House, and there was
vrly one topie, while they waited for the
bell for classes.

That was the inking of Prout.

Bunter, when he had planned that
inking, had not quite realized what a
terrific semzation such & deed would
make. .

He had realized that 1t was rather a
serious matter—and, at the pinch, hﬂa
had realised that so elearly that his
courage had fziled him, snd he had
not done it. But he had not realised
how terrific a sensation it would make
if it happened !

It thrilled Greyfriars. It was Lhe
one topie in every study, in every pas-
sape. Masters, in Common-room, talked
of nothing else. From the Bixth to the
Socond, CUreviviars fellows talked of
nothing else! 1t was the sensation of
the tern. ;

T'he llead, it 'was known, took a fear-
fully grave view of the matier. I'romn
the jumior point of view it was a jape
-~y particelarly reckless and fatheaded
jape, bot a jape!  From the head-
miaster’s pomt of view it was an out-
rageous attack upon authority. It was
an alfenee that could only be dealt with
b ihe prompt expnlsion of the oifender
frorn the sehool. It was-nob a mwatter
tha! conld be dropped, or allowed, afier
@ porfupetory amguiry, to drift intlo
oblivion. It was a matter that had to
e threshoed out. The offender ltad to be
ihseovered sl expelled, Hardly any-
e else maticred n comparizon with
(hat,

Fisher L. Fi
mwardly quaking.
of norve that made hiw oguake.
Ltiow that he was in no danger.

Bolusly dironmed of suspecting him.

Bunler, whe had intonded to be the
ittty aman, had done a consnderable
ot of quakmeg, theugeh e was naot,
after oll, zuilty,

Bol DBuiier wag reaszsured now,

Al the Bemove felt sure that Buntev
was e tean, but wild horsez would not
have dreawn the information from thom.
And thai supposed act of reckless davil-
ment put the fat jumior on a different
footing in the Form.  ellows wondered
at his nerve, Dunter liked fellows to
waonder at his nerve—especially as Lo
hadn't any !

Bunter, feeling eafe now, had ccased
to ouake. In the fOrst place, he hado'd
doune it! In the second place, nobody
onittsude the Remova scemed to suspect
that he had done it] So he felt safol

Feeling safe, it was hike Bunter to po
for the eredit of being a2 wild, reekless,

Fish, 1he guilly man, was
Luk il was ouly lack
1o
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daring eort of fellow—the fellow who
would chuck ink over a IMerm-master,

regardless of consegquences! It was
Bunter's firat chance of showing off as
& bold, bad ragster. IHe was not losing
that chance | .

Hence his statement in the quad that
morning to & group of interested
Removites, It was uncommon for
fellowz to be interested in Bunter's
remarks. PBut they were intercsted now.
Bunter, for the moment, was the
“goods.” The man who had inked
Prout was, in the estimation of the
juniors, “some lad.” Billy Bunter
enjoyed being regarded as “some lad,”
so long as he was safe at the same time.
Aed fancied that he was safe, un-
aware of the grim determination with
which authority was going into the
matter, like a dog with its testh in a
bone {

“1 say, you fellows, keep it dark, you
know,” smid Bunter asirily. “It's the
sack if a man's spotted—not that I'in
nfraid of the sack! 1 don't mnind telling
you that it was me "

“"Wou mean ‘1t waz L'" suggpested
Nugent. i

I don't mesn 1t was you, Nugent.”

“Ha, ha, ha "

“ Blessed if I see anything to cackle
at,” said Bunter warmly. “Don't you
get ma out that 1t was vou, Frank
Nugent. ou wouldn't have the nerve
to ink Prout, or any other beak !”

“Bo you own up to it, you fat ass?”
asked Harry Wharton, with & curious
look at the Owl of the Remove. Oddly
enough, Wharton, who had not doubted
before that it was Bunter, doubted, now
that Bunter admitted it.  Such was
William George Bunter's reputation for
unveracity ! _

“Well, now T know they ain't going
to spot me, it's all right ! said Bunter.
“¥You fellows keep it dark, of course
I did it. If any other fellow makes ont
that be did it he's telling whoppers.”

“Well, we all know that you did it.™
said Bob Cherry—but there was doubt
in Bob's tone now, * Blessed if I know
where you gol the nerve.” :

“T'm the man for nerve ! pxplained
Bunter, “ You fellows know mé—hbrave
as a lton—not funky, like you chaps 2

“(h, my hat!”

“*You'ra all waxy with Prout,” said
Bunter, “ but would one of yon have the
nerve to mop ink over him? Not you I

“1 guess not ! remarked Fisher T.
Trish, with a very queer look at Bunter,
“T'll say nope.”

“I hope nobody else in the Remove
would be such a fool, and such a silly,
dizrespectfnl ass ! said Mark Linley.

Snort, from Dunter. : "

“(h, rats to wou, Linley!” said
Skinner, “It wis a jolly pood jape.
What beats moe 15 Bunter handling it
It's in Smithy's line, not DBunier's™

“Smithy all over!™ agreed DPefer
T'ed.
“1 say, vou fellows, 1t wasnb

Smithy ! exelatmed Donter indignantly.
“You all heard Redwing say that he
was in the study, Luook here, Smithy,
if you got waking cut that vou did
'I ——

The Bounder laughed.

“I'I1 wateh it ! he answered. " The
fellow who did i6 12 poing to gel sacked,
I've had one or two narrow escapes, and
I'is not vearning for more.”

* 0Ol rot 1" said Bunter. * It's all safe
—naobody knowa, No Remove man is
goine to give ma2 away, I suppose”

“ Nobodv will pive vou away, Danter,
if veou did it,” said Harry Wharton.
“But did vou do it1”

“Tlaven't T just told wou 207" de-
manded Dunter. o

“Yeaz: that's why T'm beginning
think vou didn't."”

to
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“Iin, ha, ha ¥

“1 don't believe he did,” said J nhnn;_r
Bull. “ It loocked like it, but I couldn’t
guite get it down. He hasn’t the nerve.”

“"¥ou mean you haven't!” sneered
Bunter. " You'd funk it. You wouldn't
understand & fellow being afraid of
nothing—like me. Of course I did it!
That's why I cut Inrep I

“Well, tell us all about 1, fatty 1™
gald Squilf dublously.

Doubt was spreading
Removites now.

“I got out of the window of the Rag,
you know, and laid for Prout under the
elms,” explained Bunter. “I had the
squirt of ink all ready in the hollow
tree. Facing Prout, I let him have it
full in the chivvy.™

“ Facing him 7" gasped Bob.

“Yes, Face to face, you know—

“"Then he saw yout”

Bunter started.

“ Nunno! In the dark, vou know——"

“But it wasn't dark.”

“What I mean is, it was dark under
the tree, where I was standiog.” said
Bunter hastil “When I sav I faced
him face to face, I don’t mean exactly
face to face. [ mean—-"

“Well, what do you mean?” de-
manded Hazeldene.

“I=—I1 mean I kept-behind the tree, =0
that he shouldn't see me, and—and
whizzed the ink at him,” said Bunier.
“Mopped 1t all over him, you Lnow.
And qnup:hem Laughed at him! KHa,
hat Just like that!™

The HRemovites gazed at Bunter.
That Bunter was lying, as usual, was
elear to every fellow there. Why he was
Iving was not so clear. Had DBunter
really mopped that ink over Prout it
we3s ahsolutely certain that he would
not have stayed to laugh “Ha, ha!™
before bolting |

“Then I walked awaw,” said Bunfer
airily. 1 didn't run, az vou fellows
would have done. Just walked away
calmly.”

“¥Yea, I ean zee vou walking away
calmly—I don't think 1™ gasped Bob.

“Well, that's what I did,” snorted
Bunter. “Cool as ice. A little thing
like that wouldn’t Huster me. You,
perheps—not mel You see, I've got
nerve.”

“¥ou must have,” remarked Skinner.
*Lots—to spin us a yarn like that.”

“QOh, really, Bkioner—*

“What did Prout do when he got the
ink " asked Bolsover major,

“Felled,” answered Bunter. “Yelled
like anything. I heard him in the Rag.”

“¥ou heard him in the Ragi”
shrieked Bob Cherry. * Were yvou in the
Eag when it happened "

Bunter gave ancther start. Bunter
belonged to the class of persons who, it
1= seid proverbially, should have good
memories. But Bunter hadn’t a good
memory. His fctions never fitted to-
gether well.

“Dh! No. I mean——" hes stam-
marad, *I mean. I could have heard
him in the Rag if—if I'd been there.
T wasn't there, of course. 1 was—was
on the spot, langhing at Prout, all inky.
Ha, ha! Just like that 1

“Well, my hat!” said Harry Wharton
blankly. “When Bunter told us last
night that he heard a yell in the quad
and saw Prout come in all inky wo
thought he was lving. Wa thought he
had done it. Buf he wasn't lying then—
he's lving now.™

“0Oh, really, Wharton——"

“Then who inked Prout, if Bunter
didn’t?" asked Bob.

“Roodness knows!  Somebody must
have found the squirt that the fab
idiot got ready, and used it. A Fifth

among the
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farm man, perhans,
loathe L‘mu!ﬁ& i i

“[ zay, you fellows, I dicd it!™ velled
Punter.  He saw his glorious reputa-
{ion as a bold, bad ragster slipping
from him. Heo wns as eager now fo
claim the glory of ragging Prout as
he had bLeen to disclain it the previous
evening, L gay, you fellows, I jolly
welll elach ol 17

" Ganmmon 7 prowled Jolny Dull.

1 did ' shricked Dunter. O,
fellows fancy I was scared and didn't
do if, you'ro making a silly mistake,
Think 'm the fellow to belt, after get-
ting all ready (o ink him?*

“Jusk the fellow,” geinned Dob.

“1 tell you—-="

“Who on carth inked Prout?” asked
Bob. It was elear w all the fellows
now ihat Dunter Lada't. Bunter was
oit for w little cheap glory, and every
fellow could sce it. ™ Bupter meant
io, but he hadn't the nerve, as we all
jolly well knew tbat he hadn't. But
somebod y——"

“ft was me!” houlad Bunder, “I
said I wonld, and I diwl. Nobody elsc
was on the spob. How could anybody
hiave found the squivt I left under ¢he
tree, ad inked DProut with g ¥

“Eo vou left the squirt under a tree
wilh the wink in it" grinned Skinner.

“Nounno!  I=—I meap=———"

“You mean to make out that yon
tiked 'ront, when vour did nothin' of
the kind, " said the Bounder. “I'd like
to know who did, though. Some lad!*

“1 puess 1 was some Fifth Form
guy.” said Fizher L. Tish., ““I'll say
they'd better ool in tha Iifth.™

“Bhouldn't wonder,” assented Baob,
happily wngonscious of Fishy's excellent
reason for desiring to diverd snzpicion
to another Forrn. "'I'hat asz Coker i3
ass enough -for such a game, and he's
always rowing wilth Prout. I wonder if
it was Colier ¥™ :

*Coker's idiot enovgh,” said Harry.

And there was a murmur of assent.
It was common knowledge at Greyfriars

some -of them

thar LColier of the IFilth was idiol
enough for anything.
“1 say, you fellows ¥ gueaked

Bunter,

“0h, =l ap. Dunter ™

TBui 1 oiell vou—="

“Ruts ™

T1lallo, balla, balloe!
bell

The Newmove went 1t to Form, con-
vineedd b this tiims that whoever the
myvsterions inker was, it wasn't Billy
Buntes,  Now that Duntere asseverated
fhat 1L was, ibey all knew  that it
wasn'l, and the fat Owl of the Remove
wis shorn of lhis briel glory., And had
he been aware of what was coming,

There's the

Billy DBunter could have asked for
“I“‘.'li:!g betrer than fo remain shorn
ol 1,

— e ——

THE FOURTEENTH CHAFPTER.
Sacked!

HTHE Head ! beeallicd Nugent.
Dy, Taocke was in the e
move Form-room when  the
juniors arvived there for licst
school, - Wanther o hush fell on the Ro-
move as ey anw b According to
the tine-lable on the bBrarvd, hlr. Las-
celles wis to take the Hemove mn hiest
school hat wmornine,. Aa Dr, Locke
was there wslead al the maths master,
it was clear that sewihing was going
to happen.  Awd all the Form tm:!ﬂ
gneza that that “something

] hing waz in
connoeion with the affar af Deout,

Nersw autelly the juniors went te their
places,  Fisler U, £ish (el an inward
trermor. e had been in danger of the
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"gack ® 2o lonp az hiz business book
was in Prout’s hands; but the method by
which he had recaptured it made the
sack an absolute certainty if he was
discovered. But he comforted himself
with the assurance that the beeks
never could discover who had done the
inking, 1t had not wet oceurred to
Fishy's cute, spLY brain that tTm;,'
might “dizcover ™ someone wheo hadn’t
done it.  Unserupulous a3 he was,
Tisher 1. I'ish had no idea in his mind
of laying the gunilt on Innocent
shoulders. Though if it happened to be
laid there in ervor, Fishy was hardly
the man to gpet it shifted to the right
shoulders.

Dr. Locke looked gver the Form wiih
a keen, searching glance. Then lLie
spoke in very distinet tonoes:

i Eu !.!m " !].'l

The fat Owl Jiumped.

“Ttemit wasn't me, sir!? ho stuttered.

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

“Oh, really, sir—="

“Stand out at once "

Billy DBunter, m 2 vory dismaved
frame of mind, rolled out. YWith the
Remaovitez he had been very keen to
elaim ihe glory of haviog inked a beak,
With the headmaster he was very far
from keem on claiming that glory. As
ho realised fhat he was under suspicion
his fat kneces knocked togeiler

" Bunter, Gesling has reported you
for abutracting a garden squirt from his
woodshed: reslerday afternoon.™

“Oh loy 1™

“You do not deny this, Bunleri”

“*0h, ves, sic!” gasped Bunter. "1
never went near the woodshed, siv! 1
didn’t know Gosling was there till T
gpencd the door.™

“What did you do wilh the gavden
squirt, Buntert” .

“I never touwched it siv! 1 didn’t
know thore was ene in the vwoodshed al
all ' groancd DBunter. "1 wasa’t
{here olien I went m, sie, and—and I-—I
left it on the shelf when [ weng out,
gir,"

“1 warn vou, Bunter, to spealk the
teath,” said the Head mildly. “'FPhis is

an extremcly seriovs matlter. Burely
vou underztand that 79
“0h, yes, sic! Quile, sic! Bl-m-may

I o to my place, sir ™"

“You mav nol, Bunicr.™

“Oh o' I

“Your gullt apprarz to be clearly
established, Bunter, bt I desire fo hear
gny  explimalion you may have fo
malke,” sand the Hewd. “¥You ab-
stracted 1he gavden sovirt from Gos-
ling's shed. T4 was fonnd this morning
puder the clins in an inky condition. It
iz clear that il was vsad for the out-
rameoniz atiack on oa member of my
staff.*

“I-=1 didun'l, sir——"

“Yeztorday  allernoen, Bunder. von
wera scen (ehing a laree bollle of ink
from thiz Yorueroom. A prefect zaw
vou with i in the House, snd Mr,

rout saw vou wilh it in lhe quad-
ranele.”

=it waszn't me, sir!”  pgrogned
Bunter. “T-—T thinlk it must have been
some ollicr chap that Wingate =aw, siv.
Bestdes, 1| told Lhim that T was only
going to Ol {he wkpot 1 my stody.”

" Bunier !

“And—and it was an empiy bolile
ihat MMre. Prouk =asw me witl. sie, 10 the
quacl. I told Lim so,” said Dhumter dis-
walle, "I wasn't 2 boitle Tull of ink,
{-ir“: and I never blled the squive with
if.

Thae Remaovifes were silent.

At any other itime Billv Bunter's
falunons prevarvieations might have mada
them smile. Db it was nel a smiling
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raafter now. It was too terribly serious
for that.

Bunter, whether be had done the deed
or not, had made sll the preparations
for it. He seomed to have taken exces-
sive care to leave a3 many clues behind
him as possible. The juniors doubted
whether Bunter had done the deed; but
it was hardly possible for the head-
master to doubt. o

Dr. Locke compressed his lips.

“You left the House last evening

during preparation, Bunter?”

“Oh, no, sir! I—I was in my study.”

“Will your study-mates, Todd and
Duatton, bear out that statement,
Bunter ¥

“Oh loe* ¥

“I understand, Bunter, from Alr.

Prout that he had occasion to cane you
vesterday for untruthfulness,” said the
Head. *I am amazed that such a reck-
less scheme of vengeance should have
entered any boy's iead. I ean only
account for itk on the supposition that
you are an uncommonly stupid boy,

unter. But though I desire to mako
every possible  allowance for your
stupidity, it 1z impossible te overlook
suclh an aet oz an attack on & member
of my staff. You will be expeolled from
Cireviriars, Bunter.”

Bunter blinked at him, hiz little vound
eyes almost popping twough his big,
round spectacles. .

Ha could hardly believe his fat cars.

“Wle, sir!” he purgled.

“¥ou, Bunter! I am sorry te have
i e::?el any Greviriars boy. but i this
case I have no alternative.”™

“(h crileey !

“"¥ou will not remain in Form,
Bunter! You will go to ihe dormiiory
and pack your box!

“h lor 1™

“I shall gend you home in charge of
a prefect, Bunter, who will taln a
lotter from me explaining the matier
to your father.”

“B t, sir.,” pgazped the hapless
Owl, *I—I can't go homo, sir! My—
my father would be awlully wazy, sir.”

*What

“Frightfully waxy!” gasped Buuter.
“ 1 shouldn’t wonder if he whopped me!
He would be so fearfully waxy, sir!”

The Head gnzed at Bunter. It had
iallen to the headmaster’s lot to expel
fellows before. It seldom happened;
but it had heppened once or twice.
Fellows in such ecircnmstences did not
like it—=bnt nover had a fellow abhjectod
it this strain before, It appeared that
Bunter considered the possibility 1hat
hiz father might * whop” him for being
gacked a gpood reason why the Headf
should nof sack him.

Bunter blinked anxiously at his headl-
master. lle was indignant, as well as
anxions and alarmed. It zeemed to
Bunter pretty “‘thick " that ho should
be picked on like this. After all, though
he had intended to ink Prout, and had
bragzed of inking Prout, ho hadn’t actu-
ally inked Prout. _ -

“You see, sir, [ never did it,” said
Bunter anxiously.

“Your guilt is
Bunter ' rapped the Head,

“0Oh, really, sir! How can it be,
when 1 never did it?” wailed Bunter,
““I never touched that squirt, sir. If
Cioeling thinks he saw me in thoe shed,
sir, I—I think perhaps he had been
drinking, sir. e drinks, 1 know that.”

“Bunter!"” :

* Ag for taking that bottle of ink ont
of the Iorme-room cupboard, sir, 1 never
even knew it was thers. Smithy knows
I mentioned it to him.  Didnr't I,
Smithy ™ Bunter blinked round at the
Bounder [or support,

“0h, my hat!™ snid Smithy.
all.ha could say.

riectly clear,

It wus
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In the crowd of people making for the train Bunter saw his chance. He stopped, and allowed half a dozen people o get

ahead of him.

Y Bunter, leave the Form-room ot
once " said the Ilead. " Go and paek
your box! VYou will leave the school
within the hour.”

“I=—1 say, eir—""

The Head pointed to the deor.

“Go!” he zaid, in & voice of thunder.

{3 ﬂh !ﬂrl 1:-]

Bunter quaked, and went,

Mr, Lascellez came in, to take the
Form in maths, The Head rustled out.
Larry Lascelles did not find it casy to
get ti& attention of the Hemove fixed on
mathamatics.

Bunter was sacked. It was a thrill-
ing eceurrence for a fellow to be sacked
in the Remove. And it was not
pleasant It was all ths more un-
pleasant, because most of the fellows
were convinced that & mistake had been
made—and that the Head had, so io
speak, got the wrong pig by tho ear.

Sacked! Last term the Bounder had
been sacked, but he had been allowed,
after all, to stay on. But this was the
real thin cre was no second chance
for a8 fellow who had assnuited a Form-
master. A Hemove fellow had beoen
sacked—and soon all Greyfriara would
be ringing with the news. The Remove
were not likely to bestow much atten-
tion on maths, in the circumstances.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Homeward Bound !

INGATE of the Sixth came up
W the passage and glanced in at

the door of the Remove
dormitory,
It wus second school at Greyiriara
and gli the fellows were in the

“* This way, Bunter | "’ said Wingate, glancing round impatlently.
obeying Wingate’s command, however, Bunter suddenly turned and bolted out of the station,
Wingate, staring after the fleeing junior.

Form-rooms, excepting Wingate—and
Bunter. Bunter was to go home before
the school come out in break, and Win-
gate was to take him home. And ihe
captain of Greviriars looked in for him,
expecting him to have finished by that
timo packing his hox for transit.

Instead of which Bunter, not even
having started packing, was sitting on
the ber. Though he was not engaged
in packing, he was not whelly idle, %n
was ecating toffes,

Wingate stared at him,

A E&%Iﬂw sacked and just going home
might have been expected to be down
in the mouth—much too dismal for find-
ing comfort in toffee. But Bunter was
not looking specially dismal. He was
evidently deriving  keen satisfaction
from the tolfee, in spite of the tragie
circumstances under which he was de-
vouring it,

Ferhaps Bunter did not quite realise
the awful serionsmess of the situntion,
Bunter’s powerful iatellect moved in a
mysterious way its wonders to perform.

“Bunter ™ rapped out Wingate
sharply,

The fat junior blinked round.

“Oh! Yes! Al right?™ he said
hastily, and the remnont of tofee dis-
appeared into his pocket. “I—I'm not
eating toffes, Wingate 1"

™ Are dvﬂu ready

“Ready 1" repeated Bunter, blinking
at him.

“Have yvou packedi™

“Eh? {ﬁt! No.”

“¥ou young ass, I've been waiting
for you to come down! There's a taxi
at the door, and Gosling’s ready to
carry down fmur box,*

“QOh, really, Wingate—=

Instead of
““ Bunter] ** roared

* Come here at onee ! **

“Well, get a move o, you yonng
duffer. We've got o train to catel,”
suid Wingate. He wanted to be as kind
as possible to a fellow who was ex-
pelled, especially such a hopeless duffer
nz  Bunter. But really Bunter was
rather an exnsperatiug sort of duffer.

“I say, Wingate, do you think the
Head really meant it?” asked the Owl
of the Remove,

“Oh, my het! OF course Lo Jdid, vou
young. fathead ™

“*You don't mean that you think I'm
really sacked?” asked Bunter,

Wingato could only stare. There was
no doubt about it in his mind. But
thers scemed some doubt in Bunter's.

“You see, it won't do!” explained
Bunter. “I can’t go home before the
end of the term. The pater would bo
in a fearful wax. I told the Head #0,”
added Bunter, in an injured tone; * bug
he didn't take any notice.”

"“Oh, great pip!” said Wingate help.
lessly,

“Perhapz ho will change his mind
later on,” suggested Bunter. " You see,
I ecan’t go homie. That's all rot. De-
sides, I never mked Prout, vou know,
I can't bo bunked for inking Prout when
I never inked him. What?™

3ot a2 nove on,”

“Bhall I go back to the Forne-romm?®
atked Bunter. “I don't mind going
back to the Form-room, Wingale—
they'll be finished with maths now.”

“You don't seem to have staried
packing,” said the Greyfriars captain,
““and the Head has told me that von'ro
to catch the train ut Courtfield, You'll
have to go without your box, Buntopr,
and it can be sont after veu. I've pot
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divect orders from the Tlead to take
vou Lo e stalion for Lig eleven Leam
and ths taxi's waiting, You've hiadl
lots of tunc to pacl.”

O, w;;l,lly. 1'51-;“:_,"‘::1“'"'-"—“'

“{ome on !

“Vug look Lere——="" abjocted Durter,

Wingate strode ule the dprmitory,
crasped the fat junior by the shoulder,
and hooked bim off tie Lox,

“This wayl'" Lic rapped,

“Beast ' gasped Bunter. .

Wingate walked Lhim out of the dormi-
tory. Lunter was allowed to eolleet his
cap, and then ho was wallked out of the
House.  As his luggage wns not ready,
lio had to go without lugﬁﬂgﬂ: but
Dunter was not bothering about that.
He did not want to go at all—and Le
still secined unablo to get it into his
olduse hiead that he had to go.

“Get in!” Wingate opened the door
of the taxi,

1 say, suppose I go and speak to the
Head 7 suggested Bunter.  “You see,
I con't go home. Old Locke doesn't
seem lo understand that., Perhaps I'd
betfer po to the Sisth Formeroom and
{eeld I —-—"

“fier into the eah!”

“Ur 1 might see 'rout!™ further sug-
costed DBunter. “The lpﬁmpuus old u:3
utav Lhink ithat I inkoed himn—you never
rant (el with an old ass like Prout! But
i suppose be would take a fellow's
word, What do you think, Wingate?”

“1 think T shall piteh vou mneck and
srop into that eab, if vou don’t get int?”
Lionted Wingale,

0" pasped Doanler.

L

And he pot n

—ju=t 1 time to avoid being pitched in.

neck and crop.

T taxt rolled away to the gates. It
buzzed away up the road to the town of
Courlficid, " Billy Bunier, blinking bael
from {he window, had a last glimpze of
the prev old tower, Bome cealisation of
his position seemed to dawn on his fat
Livatn, and his fat Inee lengthened a
fitile,

“1 say, Wingate, aro you roeally going
io take e home?' he mnquired, as the
iaxi rushed on by the road over the
green expanso of Courtlield commeon,

“Can't you get that into your silly
head yet? demanded the Greyfriavs
caphaiu.

“LDut—but—but I can't go, you know !
1 never inked Prout. You being a pre-
fect, Wingate, vou anght to find out wha
inliecd Prout. Don't yvou think so®™

Wingate  did not answer
question.

“1 dare say it waz Fmith 1" remarked
Dunger, Y Or 1if 1t wasn't, it may have
leen Wharlon, or one of his lot, They're
up against Prout. DBut I think very
likely 1t was & IFifth Formm man, Coker,
most likely, Anyhow. it wasn't me,
Wingate. I never touched that boitle
of inf—"

“1 saw vou with it.”
“I—=1-—-1 mean—taat 13,
mean——" -

“Ehub up, vou voung a-x!  Here we
are in Courbleld.”

The taxi stopped at the station. Win.-
gale steppad ont and paid the face, and
Bvmter fotlowed Lain.  The fat face was
prowing longer and lenger. More and
mora lHlly Bunter was realbising how
mattors slood.  Difficult az it seemed for
him {¢ understand it, lie actually was
on Lis way home, in the offieial charge
of a prelect, who waz to hand him over
to hi3y father, with tie [lead's explana-
tory letter. Tho thooght of facing Mr.
Samuel Dunter was dismaying. DBunter
had ne hope that Mr, Bunter would kilt
the fatted ealf to celebrate the return of
hiz prodigal son. He expected Mr,
Tunter to be in & fearful waz—a terrifie
wax |l Dle. Bunter was nover exactly
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enthusiastic about his son. coming home
for the helidays. What lie would fecl
like when William George camg home
i the middle of the term, hardly bove
thinking of. It was altogether too dis-
iaving and terrifying.

“ Look here, Wingate, I—I can’t go
home ! gasped Dunter, as the Grey-
fviars captain walked him into the
station. “I keep on telling you that I
can’'t go home, Wingate.”

“This way !** said Wingate.

There were quite & number of people
rr:uimtg for the platform for the eleven
o'clock train. The senior and junior
wers separated for & moment and
Wingate called sharply to Bunter!

Bunter's e¢yes glimmered behind his
spectacles.

ITe had said that he couldn’t go homo;
and the Head had taken no notice, nnd
Wingate was Lui-:im_ri no notice! Bot
that didn’t alier the fact that Billy
Bunter  couldn't—and  wouldn't—go
homo! In the crowd of people making
for the {ramn the fat Owl saw his chance,

o stopped and allowed half a dozen
people to get ahead of him. Wingate
glanced vound impaticntly.

“This way, DBunter! Come here at
onea 1"

Bunter did not “come heve.” Instead
of coming after Wingate he suddenly
turned and bolted out of the station.

“Bunter!” roared Wingate.

He stared after the fat junior, flecing
as if for his life, for a sceand, Then he
charged in pursmit. But there were
people in the way; and Billy Bunter
waz going al about sixty miles per hour.
Ile whizzed oul of tho station before
Wingate conld get near him,

fow moments lator the prefect
rushed out in pursuit. He stared round
for Bunfer!

Bunter was not to be seen!

“My hat!” breathed Wingate.

Up and down and romnd about he
stared for Bunter! DBut the Owl of the
Remove had vanished! ‘There was a
gooi deal of trallie in the streot and &
%c:n:-d many passengers on the |]er.mmﬂnt.

unter had vanished smong them.

Wingate called to a taximean,

“Did you see a kid run cut of the
station a minuie ago?™

“Yes, sir! He cut round that corner.”

Wingate ran to the corper. He stared
down the side strect. But Billy Bunter,
evidently, had {urned another corner.
He was gona!

Wingate breathed hard and deep. He
had lost Bunter! Having lost him, he
could not take him home! That was
certain!  What the young duffer sup-

osed he was going to do on his own In
tourtficld, Wingate could not imagine.
But ho had lost him, and that was that;
and he could only return to the schoo
and report the same to the Head.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAFTER.
Going—Bui Not Gone!

o ONE ™
G “The gonefulness is terrifio 1

“ Poor old Baater '

The Remove were out in
brealk. The first thing every fellow did
when they were out was to ingquire what
had bhappened to Bunter. And theay
learned at onee that he had zone to the
station in charge of a Sixth Form
prefoct.

It was rather a shack to the Remove!
The fellows could hardly believe that
Bunter really was gone; that the fat
familiar face would never be secn in the
old quad at Greyfriars sgain.

“Poor old Bunter I sard Bob Cherry,
#And I don't believe he did it,”

THE MAGNET

“1'm prefty cerlain he didn’t'’ said
Harry Wharton. “The howling ass
meant to, but he never did,”

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here's Wingats
coming "

All the Remove stared at Wingate of
the Sixth as hie came in at the gates
and crossed to the Ilouse. Ifa was
frowning.

" Wingate can’t have seen him home,”
sald Nugent “He wounldn’t be back
yet! T suppose bie's put him in the train
or homa!¥

“Let's ask him!” said Bob,

And a number of the Removites infers
cepted Wingate before he reaclied the
[ouse.

“Has Bunter gone, Wingate? asked
Hﬂl';I‘ (-} ] 1“"

es!” snapped in

“Cone for '?ﬁma (2 HEBiRy

“Yes.”

Wingate went into the House,

I say, this is pretty rotten!” said
Harry Wharton in a low veice. “That
fat idiot did evervihing he could think
of to make the beaks think that he did
it—=but he never did! And he's seeked.”

FI guess it's fiercel” said Fisher T.
Fish, whose bony face wore quite a
worried look. “It's sure feree.”

Fisher T. Fish was not wholly without
a conscience. It gave him quite a jolt
to realise that a fellow had been sacked
for what he, Fisher T. Fish, had done.
Fishy would have done anything he
could to prevent such an act of injustice
—anything except owning up and taking
the medicine himself! Tﬁat did not
even oceur {o bim.  Had it occurred to
him, eertainly he would have guessed,
reckoned, and ealeulated that it was
better for that fat clam Bunter to be
sacked than for his worthy self to under.
go tuat hard fate. But he was sorry
tor Bunter—he really wished that it
hadn't happened. Btill, it was, as he
told himself, the pesky jay's own fault,
He had asked for it; and, after all, he
had meant to ink Prout, though actually
he had not inked him, and Fishy had!

The other fellows little dreamed of
what was on Fisher T, Fish's mind,
Nobody even thought of Fishy in con-
nection with the inking of Prout.

“The rottenfulness iz terrilic!” said
IMutres Jamset Ram Singh dizmally.
“The sorrowfulmess is great for the
estcemed and idiotic Bunter. DBut what
cannot be cured by a stitch in time muse
go longest to the well, as the English
proverh remarks.”

The matter was still under excited dis-
cussion when the bell called the Removo
in to third school. Billy Bunter was not
highly prized in the ove, neither
was his company longed for. PBut all
the fellotvs were feeling that he kad had
hard measure.

They did not, of eourse, blanie the
IIead, who had come to the only
decizion possible in the ecircumstances.
But they told one another that Bunter
Lizad been saclied for what he hadn't
done, and that it was rotten.

My, Prout was in the Remove Form-
room for third school as usual. The
LBemovites were rather curious to seo
Prout; who had not been seen by them
sinca his inkiny.  There was po mk
about Pront now, he was his usual
plamp and portly selfl. A little un-
reasonably the Removites rather blamed
Prout for Bunter’s severp fate. Prout,
certainly, had not asked to be inked, or
wanted to be 1oked.

“Wharton, Cherrv, Nugent, Hurrce
Singh, Bull," recited Prout, ''you may
place your lines on my desk.”

The Famous Five stared at him. In
the midst of the late exciting happenings
they had rather forgotten tint ther had
& “row" on with Prout about those
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Iinee.  Drout, it secmad, hzd not
forgotien.

“¥ou have done tho Lres? rappesd
Prout.

" No, =ir,’" zaid Wharton.

Prout compressed his plump lips,

“¥ will give you till tea-time to write
veur bnes,” he said. “ A= it is a half-
holiday you will have awmiple time. I
the impositions are not kanded to me by
iea-time I shall cane you all zeverely.”

*If you pleaze, sir—-" zand Harry.

“You noed say no more about the
niatter, Wharton.™

“J was poing to speak about Dunter,
sir

Prout stared at o,

“Duynter I hoe repeated, " What do
vou moean, Wharton ! Bunter has been
expelled from Greviriavs for an act of
unparalleled rofisnizm—="

“T'm bound to speak, az head boy of
ihe Form, =ir,” said Harry quictly.
* Most of uzs belicve that Bunier never
did it, sir."”

# Monsense 1"

“Wa're suro ho never did, 2 P? zaid
Bob Cherry. “Wo all Lelieve that it
was some other fellow, sir”

“What—what 7 Abzurd | What other
boy do you acousai” snapped Prout.

“(Oh, nobody, sic! Dut it muszt have
bern zomo other feilew f f wasa't

Bunter. And wa doa’t {hink 1% was
Bunter."

“Wo're sure it was ncoh, Eir!"? said
Harry.

“ What—what 7" boomed Prout, “Arc
vou setting yourselves up, Wharton, to
know better than your headmaster? Are
you venturing to imply, Wharton, that
an act of injustice has been covmnnitted?
What—what "

“Wa think there's been a misiale,
sir—""

“ Bilence 1" boomed TProut. “How
dare you suggest such a ihing, when I
actually zaw the boy with the bottle of
ink in his hands, and Gesling reportod
Imm for taking the squirt that was used !
This 15 impertinence, YWharton ("

“But, sir—"

" Sileneo ! Another word, and I shall
cane youl Sit down!™

Wharton sat down, Evidently it was
futile to atiempt to change Prout’s fixed
behef on the subject. L. i

When the Remove wera dizmissed, the
Famous Ifive went mnto the quad to-

pther with thoughtful and serious faces.

unter had mot had justice, thoy were
convinced of that, and, as head boy of
the Roemove and captain of the Form,
Wharton could not help feeling that it
was up {0 him to do something n the
matter. Exactly what he could do was
not clear, but he felt that ha could not
let the matter rest where it was.

*Homething's got to he dono,' sqid
Harry, as the chums of the Remove
strolled by the elms. * We can’t leave it
at this, No good talking to rout, Lug
if I went to the Head—="

“*The trouble is that the howling ass
did everyvthing he could think of to
make it look as if ke inked Prout!”
remarked Bob Cherry.

“Well, he would have inked him if
he'd had the nerve,” zaid Johnny Bull.
**Ha had it all eut and dried.”

“All the same, he dido't do it [
answered Wharton,  “ Goodness knows
who did—but I'm convinced that Bunter
didn’t | Whoever did it must he o
rotten worm not Lo own up now &
fellow's sacked for it. Bunter's a howl
Lng u55 ’a:md a blithering idict, of course,

ut :

“1 zay, you follows—"
{at voice,

The Famous Five jumped at
sound of that familiar voica.

sgueaked a

tho

Thc;ghﬂat of a fat voice could not have
startled them more.

They stared round blankly.

It was Billy Bunter's voice ! But Billy
Bunter was not to bo seen.  According
fo tha genaral belicf ot Groyiriars, Billy
Bunter was homeward bound-—probably
home by that time. It was amazing to
hear his veice in the Greyiriars quad.
For a second the chums of the Bomove
wondered whether they weore dreaming.

But the next moment they glimpsed a
fat face and a pair of gleaming spec-
tacles peering from behind a treo.

Bunter was there—in cover.

“ Bunter I'* gasped Bob Cherry.

“The esteermed and idiotic Bunter [
gasped Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“ Bunter 1" ejaculated Wharton,

“1 say, you fellows, don't yvell i said

Bunter anxiously, “If 1 get spotted 1
shall be walked off again !E '

“How on earth did you pet hore i
ausped Wharton.

25

“EhY Walked! answered DBunier.
“1 couldn'’t take a taxi, being short of
money. I mentioned to yvou fellows thar
my postal order hadn’t comoe

“ But—but—but you're suppozed to e
gono homo I gasped Nugent,  * Didn’t
Wingate put you in the fraini""

“1 dodged him rt the station—""

“Oh erumbs ™

“¥on gen, I ecan’t go home,”" zaid
Tiunter, blinking at tho amazed juniors.
“I told the Head so, but ho didu't so0mn

to see it. Tha cer would ba fearinlly
waxy ! I told Wingate, but he fook ne
notiee,"

“0Oh scigsors 1™

“Don’t let on that you've seen me, of
course,’’ 2aid Punter. “P'm net going,
Quite impossible, you know | LTI |
shall have toe be a bit wary.™

Harry Wharton & Co. gazed ob him.
They wera dumbfoundaed. There was 1o
doubt that Billy Bunter would have 1o

(Continurl on page 28.)

COME INTO
THE OFFICE, BOYS.

Abwcags glad to hear from pgou,
chums, 5o drep me a line to the
followoing address : The Editor,

The ** Magnet ' Library, The

Amalgamated Presa, Lid., The

Mleetway Howuse, Forringdon

Streetl, FLoruwlon, EOC4. A

stamped, addressed envelope
will ensure o reply.

T ia indeed & pleasure to opon my
E Eﬂah-hﬂg these days and read tho
undreds of letters congratulating
moe on the high estandard of the
Maoxer. * Long may it reign,’” savs a
cuutﬂntr{e}dd render 'ﬂ':::m * down under.”
*The Old Paper's " going preat B’
here in Australin, I EL‘EI].!FF don't iﬁfﬂw
how I should fare if T dido't have a stand.-
ing order with my mnewsagent.” My
chuma in the Dominions, and they are
caining In numbers overy week, should
bear this tip in mind !

Do you know where the cxpression

“1 HAVEN'T GOT A STIVER™

came from ¥ DBernard Gresn, of Halt-
whistle, has been puzzled to account for
it, 80 ke ashks me if I ean teoll him, Quite
gimople. A “stiver™ 18 an actual eoin
which was issued in the West Indian
jaslands of Essequibo and Demorary about
the year 18313, L& wag only a copper coin,
worth vory little, and seamen w?m gerved
on the sugar-carryi £ ghipas nsed the
expréession, 1 haven't pgot a stiver "
to mean thet they were so hard up that
they couldn't buy anything or lend any
nioney.

Needlozss to say, if vou had a stiver
nowadays, it would be worth considarably
urore than it was when it woo tivst minted,

Talking of money, a friend of mino
ghowed me

AN INTERESTING FIND

which be had picked vp in a building in
London which was being pulled down,
Thia was a silver penny, minted ssveral
hundreds of years ago, and yet the coin
was m perfect condition—exactly the
eame a8 it had been when it waa first used.
Silver pennies were marked with o erogss
on one side, so thut they could be cut into
four portiong, each portion of which could
be used as currency. That is how the

name * farthing,” meoning o fourth of a
penny, camo into use.

-Here’s another intoresti
you know why & sovereign was oalled
“metn-i'” T Two hundred and focty
silver ponnies actually weighed 1 1b,, henee
the expreszion * one pound ** camo to be
usedd to denofe a coin that was worlh
240 silver penuiva,

point. Do

Have you ever heard of
THE LAKE OF STONE ?

It must eortainly be ome of the inost
amazing gights m the world., It is in
bexico, where s long.extinet voleano
onee erupted such messea of Inva that o
lake was formed in o valley. As tho lava
eooled, it beenma petrified, with the resuls
that the lake of stone was formed. Tho
most eurious thing sbout this natural
curiosity, however, is the long chain of
eaves, many of thety running inte cach
other, which are found beneath the surtnes.
Theszo caves wore formed by mighiy wir
bubbles which wera bmppod? in the lnva
and were still there when it hardened.
Severpl yeoars ago, during one of the
numercus Mexican revolutions, g bund ot
revoelutionista maede this lake of ston:
their headquarters, ood bnowing the
sgeret entrances to the eaves, and the
manner i which one led to another, they
defied the governments for many years.
1t wae only with the pgreatest difficuliy
that the revolutionists were lorced onv
of them—and that waa not until thoy had

raided and looted Mexico eity on numerous
OUCOSIDINE.

Space is mnning short, chums, 20 here’s
a reference to next week's fine progromime.
Frank Richards tops the bat will :

““ BACKING UP BUNTER !

the second yarn in hia grand new sorvies.
featuring  the EvEr-Eupulur chums ol
Greyfriars with Billy Bunter, the * seream
of the IRemove,” playing & prominent
part. You'll find fun and exciteinent
galore 1n this sparkling schoal story,
chumsg, so don’t misa it whatever you de |
Therg will be the BGnal chapters of
Hedlay  Seolts deteoative  thriller, o
* Greyfriars Herald " supplemoent whiech
i caleulated to bring & grin even to the
fuce of a hard-boiled hermit, an interesting
cricket talk with * Umpire," and another
brilliant elfort by thoe Grey{riars cortoonist,
whilo I shall be " in the offico " as usual
for auother chat.
Zo long, chums.
YOUR EDITOR.
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CONTINUING OUR THRILL-PACKED °'TEC STORY!

HOW THE STORY STARTED.

Poifag ar & wealthy Argentige Doolmnaler
FERRERS LOCEE, Fdﬂmiu. together with
DEARE, his oerindand, pets on fhe frail
of MERVYN VILLIERS ond JULIUS
PANKERHEAD, two clever crooks who have
been pulling off big COUpE th connection wil
sporting events. Kealizing eventually fhat Locke
Eng been bluffing them, fwo moindlere el a
cunning rap fo blme the defective and Drale o
smithereens and then leave Jor the Cortinend.
The diabofical plol fails, byl Locke, haweper,
devizes a scheme fo lead the criminaly info think:
ing that their efforfs have mel with guccess, and
thereby Bring them hurrying back fo Enaland,
Aeanwhile, Tankerhead ix vather disturbrd by
the words of @ guack fortune-teller, who fells him
fie i8 being pursieed by a relentiess foe,

{Now Read On.)

A Dastardly Crioe!

ANKERHEAD forced a
E armile,
“Then Madame Verella wasn't

vight,” he muttered. *Sha tald
me that o relentless fos was pursuning
me—iliat he threatemed my lifel Dy
Eu,;.gh, :"E[i:er'l.'}‘ﬂ, I'm g‘!!.d it's all over 1_"

He did not see the deadly gleam which
flirkered for one second in Villiers’ eyes
ur he might have traced some connection
between the charlatan fortune teller’s
words and the double-crossing partner
who shared all his secrefs.

“Then Mervyn,” said Tankerhead, all
of a fufter now, “it's safe for us to
rieturn., I'm all eaperness to work that
big stunt at the Albert Hall we talked
about. There should be big and easy
money i & World's Heavy-weight Box-
ing Champiouship—at least,” he added,
with a conecited laugh—* at least, in the
way wo should slage it. What d’you
sav, DMervy—shall we £y back to-
moryow

“Of conrze,” agreed Villiers. “ Whey,
we o may be in time to attend our dear
late friend Terrers Locke's funeral”

Tankerhead shoddered, He was not
sn utier and complete a villain as his
partner in crime. is conscicnce did
not 1j':IiJr at planning an innocent man's
deatl, but it jibbed at ablending (he
funeral.

- "“Cowme,  Julins !

taking lLis partner by the arm.

Weary

chuckled Villicrs,
“ Let's

’ A
I
HY '] . "|I
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Starring FERRERS
LOCKE, detective,
and his clever boy
assistant, JACK
DRAKE.

e f
F— i
& HEDLEY SCOTT
try our luck at the Casinol It should Tap! iy : -
be “in ' after what we've just heard.”  Mervyn Villiers, busily writing at the
But there, apparently, the luck small burean, seemed unconsclous of the
deserted the two schemers for, try as tap upon the door. On the pad before

they might, neither of them could woo

h the goddess of luck with any success.

Yet that visit to the Casino brought
about & helpful result where Ferrers
T.ock was concerned, for a keen-eyed
private detectiva quickly identified the
two gamblers as the men for whom his
P’avis agency were making s widely-
flung scarch, and wired back the in-
formation.

Thevcaftzr, Villiers and Tankerhead
were followed. The detective took a
room ab the end of their corridoer and
kept & check on their movements, Thus,
when the two conspirators paid their bill
in the morning, the detcetive paid his
and followed them at & discreet distance.
When Villiers and Tankerhead booked
seats in the aie liner which was due to
depart for Croydon at three o'clock in
the afternoon, the detective was near
enough to Lear and take note of that
proceeding.

Long before the alr liner rose from
the acrodrome Ferrers Locke had been
notificd by telephone that his * birds *
were due te arrive at Croydon aerao-
drorme at four o'clock.

“Now., Dean” smiled the famoun
detective, “we are neaving the final
stage of what has been the most
interesting caso of my career. When
our two friends *—he grimaced play-
fully—"" when oor two friends arrive at
Crovdon we shall be there to greet
them."

* With
Drake.

Locke sruiled.

"With handeulfs, as Joack sayes, and
with Iuspector DPyocroft, of Scotland
Yeard, to give the whole business the
correct official aspect.™ .

But even detectives make mistakes—
and this pardonable optimismo on Ferrers
Locke's part was destined to include a
mistake—for while Locke anticipated
arvesting the two crooks upon their
arrival at Croydon, Fate had already
ordained that he should arrest ooly one.

handeafls ! chuckled Jack

him were several sheets of paper, upon
each one of which had heen written the
same phrasing, word for word. IHadl
Villiers been o schoolboy, onme would
have thought immediately that here was
an offcnder writing an imaposition ffly
or so times, But Villiors, the gangster,
wad not engaged upon so mmocent a
task., Propped up in front of him was
a falr speoimen of Julius Tankerhead’s
handwriting ;. ond the sheets of paper.
some of them still wet, which carried
the same phrasing, indicated plainly
cnough that they had Leen drafted in 2
clever attempt to immitate Tanker-
head’s weiting, "That Villiers waa not
entisfied with his efforts at forgery, &0

far, was very apparent by the impatient

survey he gave ilo the last sheet of
paper and to the handwriting which
served him as a specimen. With a growl,
he spotted fwo or three faults in the
forgery, and drawing a clean shect of
paper started his task anew, this time
determined to produce so rcalistic an
imitation of his partner's handwriting
as to deceive even the most praclised

Eyve.

Tap! Tapl . i

Villiers heard tha knocking as 1t was
Fpeamd in louder form, and laid down
vis pen.

“Wheat is he asked harshly.
“Who is 1672

The voice that ecame in reply, gave
Villiers cause to congratulate himself
that he had locked the door of the
writing-room

*“Ti's I—Juliust Open up, old man!™

*“(Oh, it's you, is it. Julius?? replicd
Villiers genially. *Well trot along and
oive me another five minutes., I'm
frightfully busy [

Tankerhead gave a grunt. ]

“Von must bal Frightfully impor-
tant, too, 1 should say, if you have to
keep your door locked ogainst yonr
best pal.” ) . )

Ho paused then, obviously giving his
secretive partner an  oppeortunity to
relent, li.tt{e dreaming of the nature of

ik
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the business which kept a locked door
between them. , .

“Oh, don't be an ass, Julius,” replied
Villiers, forcing a gaiety he was far
from feeling., "I won’t keep you five
minutes. Meet you for a drink 17

He heard his partner tramp away,
muttering beneath his breath, and then
with  admirable concentration 1m-
mediately settled down afresh to his
“perfect forgery,” The result pleased
him. Even under the magnifying-glass

Villiers could detect no flaw-—the
writing was identical with Tankerhead’s
in every particular. The s=signature

would have been passed by Tanker-
head's own bank manager.

With great care Villiers folded the
sheet of paper, placed it in a foolscap
envelope, and boldly addressed it to:

“THE CORONER.”

Fven those two words were clever
forgeries of Tankerhead's handwriting.
That little job done, Villiers very de-
liberately tore the unwanted sheets of
paper into pieces, placed them in the
grate, and set a match to them. Hoon
nothing but ashes remained of them.
Pocketing the forgery he gazed at him-
sclf in the mirror, seemed satisfied with
the rather mocking, villainous reflection
whieh flasheéd back at him, and criossed
tha room. .

He joined his partner and gave hum
a cheery smile.

“Getting ready for our return
journey, Julius?* he asked boisterously.
* Have you packed 1

“Of eourse I've packed ! pgrumbled
Tankerfiead; and then suspiciously.
“What was keoping vou behind ldocked
doors I

"iftilliers’ face expanded into s bLroad
smile.

“ A little surprise for you, old Loy, if
vou really want to know.”

The soft answer brought about the
required effect. Tankerhead’s clouded
face cleared. He glanced at his watch
and whistled.

" Jave, Mervyn. We're cutting it
rather fine. The plane leaves in half
an hour.”

*Plenty of time,"” was Villiers' care-
less answer. “Come on, let's make o
start.” ,

Cvercoat over his arm, Tankerhead
followed at the heels of his pariner,
little dreaming of the true nature of
the surprise Villiers had planned for
hirn.

Neither of them took any particular
notice of the private detective who had
trailed them eince the previous day.
They entered a taxi and drove to the
gerodrome ; the detective followed them
in another taxi. _

A big twin-engine cight-seater cross-
Charnel plane was waiting on the far-
mac. Officials fussed around i, super-
intending the embarkation of the
passengers and thenr luggage,

Tanleerhead and Villiers weora zshown
into their seats. The former, always
highly strung, seemed more go than ever
npw that the contemplated retwrn to
England was about to start, whilst
Williers was o model of sell control and
lgpked the successful business man,
geoustomed to serial trips, to the life

The watching detective did not con-
gider his job done until ha eaw the
plane rise into tha air and head for the
aonst. Then he hastened to the fole-

hone and iuﬁ his mezssage through to

"orrers Liocke. , ]

“0kay! Veur two *birds’ have jest
baken the air. Flane’s fimed fo grrivo
ni four.” : . )

Mepnwitile, the ftwinengined mana-
nlane was ciiohing, ond kecding for the
conss, Tankorhesd chattered awsy @
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nervous fashion, completely ignorant of
the murderous thoughts which roamed
his partner's mind—ignorant, too, of a
certain long envelope addreszed to “ the
LCoroner ¥ whicli Villiers had already
managed o smuggle into Tankerhead's
overcoat pocket.

But as the coastline gradually came
within sight of the passengers, Villiers
-seemed to lose some of his composure.
He waited until the plane was travelling
five or six miles clear of the coast, at a
height of four thousand feet, and then
raose to his fect.

At the end of the main cabin was
a small cloak-rodm, with an cmergency
exit door. Tankerhead idly watched
his partrer disappear, only to be
signalled by him a moment later,

FPankerhead got to iz  feet  and
walked to the clonk-room. Here ho saw
something in Villiers' face which fright-
ened him—a maniacal expression whicli

TELL A TALE
ﬂ'ﬂd Wil'l a
USEFUL POCKET KNIFE
like C. Crabtree, of 2, Berry's Mill

ane, Mewhey, near Rochdale,
' wheo sent in the following winning
effort :

Cokar (who has orashed into n

car) : " You clumey idiot, you
ought 0 be wheeling a pram ! "

Driver of Qar: " Yes, and you
ought to bo in it!?*

(All attempts should be addressed

to: "' Limericks and Jokes"

Editer, 5, QCarmelite Street,
London, E.C.4. __1

s

rompted Tankerhead to attempt to
Enuk out of the rvoomw. But Villiers
suddenly gripped him by the wrist and
drs,]r; d him closer.

“This is where you and I say good-
bye, Julivs!” he hissed. Simultaneously
with the words, his disengaged hand
came Into view, with a revolver held
firrnly in it.

Betore Tankerhead was fully con-
vineed that his partner intended to use
that revolver against him, it spolke with
a dull muffled report. The silencer on
the weapon drowned the discharge amii
the mild murmuring of the engines
and the song of the threshing wind.,

Even as Tankerheed collapsed ab his
fept Villiers swung oben the emergency
dooyway lot imto the fuselage, and
puehed the inanimate fizuro ol his
parinee clear. He fnpned hin oves cway
ns the hody plupged ong inios rpnco anc
dropped stowarda 08 a sichenley oo
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One minute later, Mervyn Villicrs was
back at his scat, apparently absorhed 11
his newspaper. INob until ten minutes
had passed was Tankerhead's alsence
noticed. A winte-baced steward came
rushing along the gangway to where
Villiers sat.

“Sir! Bir! Someiling terrible has
happened, I believe!™ lle gulped for
breath and pomnied af the cmpty seat
Beside  Villiers, " Youwr friend has
gone 17

Yilliers j!umpnd {o hiz fect with well-
assumed alarm. Rouphly he shook the
steward by the shoulder,

“What ave vou talking about? Cone?
What do you mean?”

The steward gulped, and pointed to
ilw cloak-room.

“There are bloodsiains on 1le floor,
sir,” he blurted out, “and the cmer-
gency door is open. Oh, sir——"

By this time the other passengers wera
becoming aware that something was
amiss. They craned their necks just
in time to seo Mervyn Villiers dart 1o
the cloak-reom. He returned, obviously
distraught. The steward eyed him in
horror.

“HMe's gone, hasn't he, sir!
rmitted sureide 1™

Vilhers licked his lips.

“ Poor Julius.™ hie murmuored hoarsely.
“He was alwavs talking of suicide, but
I never thought he would do it.”

In the fashion of a man who has re-
ceived a knock-out blow, he sank
wearily in his chair, his head buvied in
his hands, Soon the news of the tragedy
was in the possession of the remaining
ppssenier:i amnd the pilots. Tho senior
pilot, however, held to his course, Tlo
could do nothing. Below lnm lay the
volling sea with two or three mimature
smoke-stacks  wreathing skyward, -
dicating the presence of ecross-Channel
steamers, The seeond pilot quickly gave
news of the tragedy to his hm:{ office
Liy means of wireless, aml fo Croydon
acrodrome whither the plane was bound.
In  due course the cross-Channel
stcamers were notilicd by wireless and
ihstructed to keep s look out for the
body of Julius Tankerhead.

Gloom settled on the twin-engined
plane as it throbbed its way towards
the English coast. The steward
officially tock charge of Tankerhead’s
cost and baggage, and reminded the
passengers  that they would not bo
allowed to leave the plane at Croydon
until the police had questioned them.

Mervyn Villiers acted his part with
the skiil of a consummate actor. Mock
tears furrowed his cheeks, and all the
passongers were soon awaro of the fack
that he and Tankerhcad had been bosom
friends.

But perhaps the villainous and hypo-
crition]l Villiers would not have felt eo
confident had he known that the
kattered body of his lale partner had
zlready been picked up by one of those
eroes-hannel stesiners and that the
news had been fAashed back to Croydon
long before tho plane arrived,

Oiher news had arrived with it
too—sach news as was giving Ferrers
Locke and Inspoctor Pyeeroft foed fer
thought. Hoth mern, together with
Dralke and Christoplier Dean, were at
Croydan accvodrome,

“The skipper of the Banatia roporis
that Tankerbead was shot—throuslh the
Food,™ the harrased inspocter informed
Locke.

“3o 1" ejaculated the nrivate dulec-
tive with upeataed braws, “What olee 17

“Ea alao repoviz ihet papers in tlo

i Mo Dommanve—oia, 1,375
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man's clothes prove him fo be Julius
Tankerhoad. ™

Locke broke in curtly.

“Weo know that! What elsc <5

“He concludes his report with  the
remarkalle statement that a revolver
was found- on the bodyv—a revolver
fully loaded.™

Locke fastened on to that unexpocted
information like s ferret.

*Fully loaded, cht Then Tankerhead
didn’t commit suenede, 1t secms fo mo !
Pyceroft, the }_ﬂm thickens. When's the
piam due in?

“Five minutes' time,” replied  tho
C.ILI: man. “I1 say, what the deuce
are you doing?” ]

- Hiz question was quite natural, for
Fevrers Locke suddenly thumbed open
a-small attache case, withdrew from i
a black wig and short moustache, and
hurriedly donned them.

“ What's the big ides, Mr. Locke *"

“The idea, Pyecroft, is that I have
got 1o change my plans. And a change
of* plan means 1 must change my
Ith_'*i‘ltlh, too. You will introduce me as

Chicf Inspector Robson, and kindly *
this very firmly—""kindly allow me tf:r
conduct my own cross-examination of
the passengess, o this for me, Pye-
croft, anl vou’ll never regret it. This
15 the g:am] finale enmrlain to one of the
biggest erime investigations you and I
have ever carvied ont™

The inclusion af Limsel! mollified the
somewhat hewildered *C.LD, man. 3nill,
he hod reason from past cxpericnce to
know that Ferrers-Locke was o person
worth' humeuring?  Many o notoriouvs
case had been “bfought to a successful
coficlusion by Inspector Precroft, so the
police yocords showed. But Pyecroft
was not”blind to his own limitations
in nine cdses out of ten on the polide
records le- biad bad to thank Ferrers
Locke for*their successiul conclusion.

He could®hardly contain himself now
as tho minutes ‘drugged by

“What about xguﬁg}"]_ha]-m and thisz
fellow vou €all” Dean. Mr. Locke #" he
asked, for want’ of semething to say.

“They will; rrm*‘im dut ‘of “sight  until
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I send for them, But one hnal word,
old A, Iw;_f vour cyes on villers
all the time, ¢'s a dangerous, desper-

ate man."”

“Oh, he won't get past me, AMre
Locke ! zmiled Pyeeroft, tapping lus
unifermed  chest. “Where will you
erosz-examine the passengers ¥

“In thie Customs shed, Pyecroft,” re-
plmd Locke, lc:ukmg up mto the: sky.

t And ha:rn. uniess 1'an mnistaken, 15 our
plane.”’ )
An  acrodrome  official  confirmed

Locke's words, and at a signal from the
detective, Inspector Piecroft and two
constables marched out to meet the
slane. It came to rest on the short turf,
itke & bird, and taxied 1n fowards the
arrival hangars. Reporters and in-
‘quisitive sightseers were kept at a dis-
tance what time Pyecroft officially an-
nounced to the possengers that they
would be questioned n the Customis
shed.

Thither they went with their baggage,
under cscort, what rime a police phote-
grapher cx osed 2 dozen plates of the
interior and cxterior of the plane before
allowing the acrodrome staff to cnter or
touch the machine.

Ferrers Locke, seated in deep shadow
in the Customsz shed, beckoned to the
awe-struck passongers to come'in.

Hiz oyes rested searchingly on  the
anguished face of AMervyn Villiers, as-
tonished at the man’s cleverness as an
actor, for already Locke had more than
an inkhng of an idea that Tankerhead’s
alleged swicide wanz a dastardly erume,
cunningly planned by Lis more iron-
nervied p:.'lrtncr.

“E‘:rntlomnm ' hegan . L::rf*Le in even
tones. *“it is my duty to investigate” the
snicide of one Julivs Tankerhead, who
seb out with you from the Continent: I
"will not detain vou longer than can pos-
sible be helped. Now, who first dis-

covered. that something was- amiss ¥

(Whatever you o, ehums, be sure and
reied the thrilling closing chapters of
this powerful detective parn. FYou'll
find fhem n next week's bumper izsue
of the MAcRET. Order-your copy now!)

“THE ‘BUNKING’
of BILLY BUNTER!”

(Continwed from puge 25.)

be a bit wary—more than a bit, in fact
—if he was poing to remain at Greg-
friars School ufter Leing e:t.pa?:lﬂd thern-
from. Quite a lot of wariness would ba
necded !

“Keep it dark,” said Bunter. “As
pals, I expeet vou to stand by me. 1ve
been watching for a chance to speak to
vou fellows, You can tell Toddy and
Squifi and Smithy—any fcllow you can
trust. 1 cxpect BJI my friends to rally
round, vou know.

“Oh crikey I

I shall have te keep out of sight.
I dare say it will be all right when

Queleh comes back. Queleh will sce me

up;hlfr-r.I o
“Crh jiming
“I say, you fellows——""'
“Here comes Prout!” gasped Bob.
The portly figure of Prouvt loomed up in
the gquad.

“Dh lor*!” %'a.spad Bunter. 1o
vanished among the clms, like a ghost at
cock-crow.

?'IlIr‘ Prout rolled by, -::nshng a ratlier
suspicions glanee at the juniors. DBut
Bunier was =afec out of sight—and re-
mained out of skght,

“Well, my onty hat """ murmured Tolr

Cherry,

Bunter was sacked. But Bunter was
not gone! And he did not intend to go
if he'could help 1t! And Harry Whar-
ton & Co. could only wonder what was
going to be the cutcome.

THE END.

[Don't miss the second story in this
grand new series featuring Billy Bunter
and the chums of Oreyfriars. It
entitied: “"BACKING UF BUNTER ™
and is undoubiedly one of the finest
parinz Frank Iichards lae wrilten for
the Maicxer)
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Marhle Eve, the Stony Siare, the Haish
Laugh, and all the other tricks indispensable
to thosec wishing to make a hit in Socicty, |
Write for terme,.— (. BULSTRODE, Study |

—— e w1

..__..il |

o

o

=

No. 89 (New Series).

THE NEW #

veyttiavs Heral

Pl

e
o

T,
a

EDITED BY HARI'Y' WHARTON.

d

S Sl e

o,

]

June 16th, 1934,

y

HIKERS' HYGIENIC LUNCH |
Price One Shilling, Packed rcady for -
cating. Highly roccommended for hikers |
who want a nutritious meal which takes |
up a minimum of space. Contents: 2 ozs,
{| Caraway Sccds, 1 Large Raw Turnip., and !
2 Dog Biseaits.  All tho profits go 1o the |

Comforts for Cannibals’ Fund.—3Sewl

PO, to " LONZY,” ¢/o GREYFRIARS
HERALID. :

T 1 -

i ]

GREYFRIARS
100 YEARS AGO

Wea cannot reeall on any provious occasion
experiencinz pleasure at the departure of a
stholar from the College. But we really do
iee]l pleased at the depariure this week of
Andrew MePherson, of the Sixth Form.,

Why MeFherson ever came to Greyiriars
i2 g wyslery. e was not even & gentleman,
heing merely the son of a wealthy shipbuilder.
But oven apart from (hat, ho was a most
ohjectionable fellow.

He seemed to {ake o positive delight in
expressing ideas uiterly foreign to the spirit
of Greyfrisrs.  1lo approved, lor instance, of
the invention of the steam engino. He had
A most unpairiotic liking for the Amerieana
and boasted of having an unclo who lived in
a North Amevican village known as Chicago.
He even advocated steamboats instead of
sailing vessels {for ovean fvavel—preposterous
as that may sound !

What made him most olfensive of all,
igc}we-‘ﬂl:!r, wig his absurd dislike for the
Groyfrmrs  curvicubmm.  or some  strange
reason, he seemed 1o think that he eught to
he tanght otler subjects besides Latin and
Greek, He uszed to complain that there
were schools where thoy taught modorn
languages and—horror of horrors —S8cience !
,I‘lpﬂarenll}', he would have been quite happy
if these freakish subjecis had been introduced
at Greyiiiars !

. With such an ignells creature, it was
impossibla 1o argue. To point out that
steambeats and North Amevica and Science
were ungenilemanly was futilo—for ihe simple
reason that MePhorson was not & gentleman !

The result was that MePherson did not mix
very much with the rest of us and spent a
good deal of his {fime studying mechanics anl
similar plebeian sabjects.

We undersiand that I is entering his
father’s business, where he will Lelp to design
steamboats and other aborninationa.

Unquesiionsbly, he will fesl much more at
home in his new sutroundings and the only
pity 15 that he ever came to Groylriars at all,

Now that he haa returned to his natursi
element, we can, with sincerity, wish him all
well for the [uturo |

AThe funny thing about that liule lot és that
if it had been 1934 instead of 1834, McPherson
would probably have been one of the mest
populur fellows in the school. Ideas seem to
have changed just as nuch as methods of travel
in the last hundred years '<Ep.)
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Dicky Nugent’s
Weekly Wisdom

T hoap Lhe Jellows who are talling of Laving
wy majer sené 1o a mental home heeawse
he spends howrs in front of a mirror pulling
taces at himsell and moaning pitteously will
think bolier of it.

I ¢can simperihise with my majer.

Ones upon a time I had ambishuns {0 be a
crooner mysch !

When Mauly aaw CGwen-
doline ¥Froul, he almost
swooned.  For the ump-
teenth time in history, he
felt Cupid’s arrow pieree hia
heart. Im other words, he
fell for her.

Gwendoline is Mr. Prout’s

niece. She has been staying
at Greyiriers for & fow days
and her carroty hair and
green evea have affected
other fellows besides Mauly
—but none got it quite so
badly as he !
" Within an hour of his
mesating heor, Mauly was
composing  poetry in  her
honour, Soon afterwards,
he had plucked up enough
{rcrum{;o to show her his
lyrica efforts—and, to
Mauly’s delight, they were
raceived with enthusiasm !

“ Your poctry’s simply
wonderful,” she 1old Muuq’;-r.
M Yﬂu, must be romantie,
and I'm gawiully keen on
romantie persans, T often
wizhh I could go te moonlit
Venree or somewlhoere whers
tronbadourz or whatever
they are szing serenades or
whatever it is they sing.
Don’t you ¥ 7

“ Yaas,” eagreed DMauly,
who was in the mood to
g;l;étw with the most idiotic
ideas imaginable so long
a4 they were Gwendoline
Prout’s.

71 euppoze you nevelr
sing in the moonlight your-
selt | ' Miss Promt added,
with a wistful smile.

“Oh, gad ! | I never have
—Dbut thore's no tellin® what
a fellow can do when he
triea ! * Mauly gmasped.

Something had to be done
about it after that! And
as Maunly has a gift for
finding solutions to the most
knotty problems, something
duly was done !

Hirat he borrowed a guitar
{without the owner's per.
miszion) from Fitzgerald, of
the Fifth, who occasionally
has musical spasms.

MOONLIGHT SERENADE
" BY MAULY

Langﬁid Lord’s: June Romance

The guitar being uselesa
to Inm for all purposes but
appearances, he next bor-
rowed a length of flox and a
loud speaker, The latter he
hid behind one of the bushes
ncar the Head's house, where
Mizs Prout was staying,
while the former he trailed
back through one of the
windows in the School
House to Mr. Lazcelles’
radio-gramophone.

He then hired a [ag to
creep down to Mr, Lascolles®
at eleven o'cloek and put on
s gramophqne record of

Ea Crossley singing =
rﬂmugutiﬁ b&llﬂﬂ to Eig g&itﬂr
accompaniment,

All that remeined to bha
done was for him to stand
‘noath Miss Prout’s window
at the right time with Fitz-

erald’s guitar and move his
lips about as though he were
singing, The loud.speaker
would do the ress |

We can’t help congratu-

WOULD YOU BELIEVE IT?

lating Mauly on evolving a

really brainy wheeze, and
we must say it deserved to
succeed.

T.I? to a point it did.
Mauly duly turned up 'neath
the window, the fag duly
erept down to Mr, Lascellss’
study, and music duly came
through.

The only drawback was
that the fag didnt know
much about radio-grams and
eouldn’t get the gramophone
part towork. In the circum-
gtances, he did the next best

%ﬂnd switeched om the
g.

It must have been Mauly's

P

unlit Xy evening. The pro-
gramme happened to 8
prog: amme of old musio-hall
dittve—and the song that
floatod up through the
romedio, rose.-scented June
air. to Miss Prout was
w Gi:rfg;jr, You're Balmy 1 **

Ag "Miss Prout’s hair iz
definttely and unmistakably
gin, o it is hardly necessary
to aay that Mauly’s romance
came to an abrupt end thers
and ihen 1

Mauty did his best to ex.-
ghhﬁ-min@ before Mias

'rous left, and his explana-

tions were received with
greal politeness and kind-
nesz, But with the opening
bars of * Gingor, You're
Balzy!l™ all thoughts of
rommance consed oub com-
pletely 1

Which 1ia

just as it

shou'd be |

e

me dizzy and sicl.
FRESH AIR |
R. RUSSELL

with them 1"

neod them for tips |

thﬂm.?l

Remove)—"" Durin
eollected no less than eight farthinge. What can I do
|

Try somse in Jobuny Bul's stuly.
fellow who always goes * straight tythe point ' |

Answers To Correspondents

8. J. SNOOP (Remove)—"W. ywver I walk out of my
petudy into the passage, I notice a funny smell that mekes
What do you think it is ¢ !

the torm, I've

Get Ogilvy to give you two pennies for them. He's
going to Scotland for his summer holidays and he may

G. TUERB {Th?rd}.—"!nI_y japes never eeem to work.
When I put tacks on chairs, nobvdy ever sits down on

Hea’s the Lkind of

Intending Ear-
Ring Wearers

Whose ears are nol al-
ready propared can eclve
their difficulty cheaply by
dropping into the music.
room while Temple is baving
his singing.practice. Ton
“ ear-piercing ' shrieks a

mipute absolutely guaran-
teed |

Sammy Buootsr ot the
Form, i3 an expert at * pounchis
and crogses,”” and ofers to take
on any 1ag. He invariably wing—

#0d demands & doughout as

reward ]

Second

dinping into Hurree EBingh
difference tween

a But tha

variety.

Mr. Quelch bas =pent honrs

3 ordinary
English end * Inky’s ** paembar

Nabob still
bas an sfection for the lather.

The

the makes Wi

festifed by the cheering

|Kean On

posifion of head prefect
_ ate appear in a rather
gtern light to joniors. Boi there
iz no more popular lellow, a. is

grests his ** zsixes *? oo Big Side |

s

Air Travel?

If @m0, you'll be glad to
koow-: that we're giving
away a Free Balloon to any-
ong who wants it. Call and
see us about it. (N.B. Ita
namea: i Bunter and we're
t.hg + hly fed-up with it 1).
— L ER T'GI} 455 Cﬂh_f
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ALMOST A GENTLEMAN

Where Angel Just Misses

In the editorial office of the
* Herald " we pride oursclves
on our politeness,

When Aubrey Angel of the
ngar Fourth burst in the
ather day, looking like a tiper
in search of its prey, we might
easily have greeted him with
ribagld laughtor, sneers and
brickbata, We did nothing of
the kind. We treated him
with the same urbane paolite-
ness we bestow on our most
honoured visitors.

Angel was holding o copy of
the *" Herald ™ in hias hand.
He pointed to it with a fingor
that trambled with rage.

“ Attacking me again in

our scurrilovs rog, are you ¥
e roared. “I’]F emash you
~all the lot of you 1 *

“Won't you eit down § ¥
the Iditor asked, mildly.

“Bomeona in this office
beara mo a grudge ! " hooted
Angel. * I want to know who
itisl”

The Editor made a gesture
of Po!ite dissent.

“ My dear chap, you'ro
entirely mistaken. Nobody
here beara vou any grudge.
We merely think wou just
misa !’

Angel's face relaxed a hittle,

* H'm, well, that doesn't
sound so bad, of course. How
do you thimk I just miss,
then 7

** In severs]l waye, ¢ld boan.
Your face, for instance, just
missea being tolerable. If you
weren't so crosg-oyed and lop-
eared, we could stand it, xfs
it 18, we can't! You just
migs | "

“Why, you ailly asg——"
* Apain, you just miss at
ericket. Bome would gay vou
just roisa being the world's
worst erickater. Wa're more

olite—we eay you just missg

ing the worat cricketer at
Greyfriars | !

GREYFRIARS FACTS WHILE YOU WAIT!

“Look here, you maniae
; "

~ "“In brief, old chap, you
just miss all round. At
times, you'rs almost a gentle.
man—bnt yvow alwava mias,
usunily by about & mile ! 7

e

ER ]

“ You frabjons idipt

* Well, that's all about. that.,
Glad to have been able to put
you wise., Drop in agnin
whonever you feel hilkes 361"

And the Editor signalled (o
the IMghting FEditor, who
grabbed the visitor by the
geruff of tho neck and the seat
of the trouserz and huorled
him out of the oflice,

You'd have thouglit Angel
would have oeen eompletely
satisfied by his courteous
recepiton and the painstaking
editorial explanstiion, wouldn't

you §
But: ho svosn't,
Politenesa 13 wasted on

gsome peoplo |

APOLOGY.

I, ROBERT CHERRY,
hercby apologize lor spreading
the rummour that Loder blushedd
whon the Head spoke to him
in the guad. last week.

I dido’t realise that some-
body had beon putting red ink
in the band of Loder’s topper !

ng in the
which

Mrs. Mimble states tha: Bonter’s
appefite shows no signs ol slacken-
warmer weather.
is always good for as muoch
* lick *' a3y she will alow bim-—
which is very little indeed |

. R I .
Johpny Duoll has =
He

iz late out or
Bull replied bluptly

reputation
for blopiness, When Lodec, the
efect, asked whether he liked
his on-drive best,
tkaf be
thonght them both putrid |

.

Beorinr  eiplbty-seven

bit ouf with tha

CAVE OF HORRORS
EXPLAINED

- American Junior's Confession

Tho Cave of Horrors at Pege, which has been tho
tall: of Qroyiviars lor weeks, has at last yielded up
1ta secvels !

We nust admnit that we've been eompletely
floorad by the problom of this curious cave.  When
you get indisputable evidence of a dancing skeleton,
nn aerobatic oetopus, and & epider thoe size of a man,
it an bt difficult to think of & rensonable {1::;1]!:’1“:” fang "

But now that the explanation has bean inade, the
whole thing turns out to be quits aFm}rﬂa !

‘Tho man behind it all was Fisher I, Yizh, of 1he
Greyiriars Remova, .

Il surprising that nobody theught of him before,
The fellows whe first saw tho skeleton in tho eave
were looking for I'ish when they saw it. They might
have known that it was one of hia money.mahing
stuntg—particulatly aa they'd beon after him S
the reasom that he’d been borrowing money right
and left without paying it back !

_ Figh ia 1he wenn, anyway. Soon aftor 1he publice.
tion of Buntfer's sensational report on {he cive in
last weol’s ** Courtfield Gazette,” he opendy wdoit red
that the skeleton and the ectopus and the spider
were all mechanical models which bhe himsell had
beon working in the eave !  Just o provo it, he 1anl
a parly of juniors along to the cave and demonsird el
the models hefore them.

The Ameriean junior grinned whoen tho * CGroy Mviars
Horald " reportor asked him politely whether he'il
gone wrong in the npper story.

" No, sivee '™ he said, firmly., ' Thoso exhibila
cost me havd cash an’ t-lm:..r were planted hero with
n purpose:  1ain’t loco. 1'm jest a plain Annneiesn
business man with an eye 1o & good proposition.
Have you ever thought imw many trippers mosey
in at Pogg during the summer sepson ¥

* Thousands, of course, old bean, but 3

“Tons of thousonds!" said Fieher T. ish.
“ YWaal, what's offered thom in the way of amnsemet
when they get there, barring a look at the shoulder
through o telescopoe T

" Nothing, byt—-"t

“You'vo eaid i—an® this is where T come in! "
orinned Yish, “ I sot down an' figured thia thing
out. 1 saw that sounething was nceded—somet hing
hig that would make every guy for miles around dip
his hand into his pocket. ﬁl&ul, hyer’s the outeone
—the Hounted Cavel™

“Great pip! You mean o gay-———

1 mean to soy that I T, F.'s Cave of Horrors is

s B
Remove in & mateh azainst a
Courtileld eleven, Frank Nugzent
showed that he is something mora
thon & corcect atslist e can

et of them !

gonia draw trippers by the thousand at a shilling »
head for ihe rest of the season!™ chorilod
Fish, "Il've leased the cave fromn (he
chatrict council for three months, an’ if I don's
make a pile out of it in that time, well -

Thore was the explanation ! The ** horvors ™
ol tho cave had been deliberately introduced
there 25 & money-meking proposition by the
man {tom Noo York City |

All Greylrinvs knew, of cowse, in o few
minutes.  All the district knows now, [or the
Y Courtticld Gazotte ” bas {eatured the slury
in Ms latest 1ssue.

Al now mark the ssquol !

Fisli won’t be running the Cave of Ilorrors
alter all—tho Head has put his foot down
firmiy on that point. Dut as a result ol thw
publicHy given to the affair, howoevor, Fi=h
has re.sold bis tenaney of the eave to a London
firm ol omusenient eatorers at a profit of L2431

ihia



