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By FRANK RICHARDS.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Rebels of the Remove |

i ERIL: they come ™
H * Look outl?
“ Back up, Remove [

‘I'Eeru ['I.TH.-'E n El‘ﬂl_?.r i:-f Volces
in the Rap at Greyiviars School.

It was j';:'r,iu:u.'an for prep. But nobody
in the Greyfriars Remove was thinking
of prep. i )

The Remove were in rebellion !

Not a fellow had gone up to the
sludies for prep. The big caken door
of the Rag was locked, and table and
vhairs piled against it. The big window
that looked on the gquadrangle was
crammed with exeited juniors. Outside,
the June sunset glowed on Frnss-pl{:tz
and grey old buildings. It glowed also
on half o dozen stalwart Sixth Form
men, who were coming towards the
crowded window with determined looks.

Haryy Wharten & Co. had front

laces ot the window. Plenty of other
ollows erowded round to back them up.
The scaiors, led by \wingate, the cap-
tain of Creviriavs, wero determined to
geb in.  'The %Ut‘h[ﬂl‘ﬂ_. led by, Harry
Wharton, wore determined to keep them
out. 1t leoked as if n wild and whirl-
ing time was coming. :

ﬁﬂnck up !® roared Bob Cherry,
braudishing & cricket stump.

“ O 17 howled Jolinny Bull
that stump off my napper, you
Ll 1™

“Ha, ha, ka!™ .

“3My  esteemed idietic Cherry—
gasped Hurres  Jams=et Ram Singh,
dueckine his dosky head just in tima.

“Keep that stump for Wingate's
:‘|:1:|1|'il_‘~'l'.p$|f| bean ! =aid Harry Whar-
ton, laoghing. © Steadr, the Buffs t*

“1 sav, vou fellows—" camn a [ot
Tre Maicker Lipniry.—Na. 1,576

" Keep
fat-

squeak from Billy Bunter. “I say,
keep them out, you know | Oh crikey I
Billy Bunter waz well behind the front

line. The forefront of the battla had
no appeal for the fat Owl of the
Remove.,

But the Famous Five were made of
storner ptuff. They were ready for the
fray.

Wingate of the Sixth halted under the
window of the Rag. The other pre-
fects halted behind him. None of them
appeared o relish very keenly the task
in hand.

“MNo  admattance,
Frank Nugent.

Wingate frowned.

“ Now, look here, you voung asses!”
he said. “ Don’t play the goat. You've
got Bunter -there—"

“And he’s staying here|” said Bob.
“We're sticking to . Wingate 1"

“The stickfulness is terrific ! declared
Hurres Jamset Ram Bingh.

“YVou've got Bunter there,” repeated
the Grevyiriars captain. “ Bunter's been
4:9::-r.prr-:]‘!-ueanc!:f by the Head, and he's got to

o. Do you think you can keep himn
ﬁere against Dr. Locke's authority ¥

_ “We're going to try,” answered Harry
Wharton coolly. “ Bunter's been sacked
for nothing. The Head's made a mis-
take! When he finds that out he will
be glad that we never let Bunter go.”

“Hear, hear I” grinned Bob Cherry.

“Vou'll be sacked yourself, Wharton,
if you keep this upl” said Wingate
wnrnin)g]}f. )

“Wea're risking that. I don’t think
the Head will sack a whole Form—and
we'rp all in this together.”

“The togethorfulness ig———"

“Merrific and preposterous I" chuckled
Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, hal®

Wingate ¥ said

gate.

“I've no time to waste on you!l”
ﬁruwled Wingate. *Will you open the

oor of that room "

No, we jolly well won't I” ]

“ Then we shell come in at the window
and do it. It's the Head’s orders—and
that's that [V

“}lead's orders be blowed!” said
Herbert Vernon-Smith, the Bounder of
Greyfriars.

“Shut up, Smithy!” said Wharton.
“Den't cheek the Head [”

Wingate stared at him from the %!H{L

“You don’t call it cheeking the Head
te trv to keep Bunter here after he's
been sacked by your headmaster? he
demanded, ;

“Well, we can't help that™ said
Harry. *“We're not Jetting a fellow in
this Form be turned out of Greyfriars
for what he hasn't done.”

"MNa fear [ roared Bob Cherry.

1] NE\'&[‘ 1“ . {

"“The neverfulness 1z terrific 1

“Don't ba a young ass5!” hooted
Wingate. *You kpoow jolly well what
Bunter's done. He mﬂpgpd ink over &
Form-master—drenched him from head
te foot with ink from a i;arden squirt |
Do you think any fellow conld be
allowed to stay on here after doing a
thing like thati” .

“No. But Bunter never did it |”

“The Head thinks he did, and that's
good enough. Prout thinks he did—
and it was Prout Fnb the- ink I”

“Sorve him jolly well right!® ggid
the Bouuder.

“H3hut up, Bmithy ¥

“Our Form-master, Quelch, doesn't
think that Bunter did it,” =aid Harry
Wharton, *and what our Form-macter
thinks is geod enough for us.”

“¥You cheeky voung ass 1" roarad Win-
“Do you think your Form-master
approves of this kind of thing ¥
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“Well, no; I suppose not. All the
same, he's against Bunter being turfed
cut, and we jolly well know it. And
we're standing by Bunter!”

* Bunter’s not geoing | declared Bob
Cherry.

1 tall you——-" ]

“¥You can talk till you're black in the
face, Wingate,” said the captain of the
Remove. *But we're not giving Bunter
up. Bunter doesn’t matter very much,
poersonally——"

“{h, really, Wharton !” came a [at
squeak from the rear. '

“He's o silly ass, and a frabjous owl,
and & fat fibber, and a grub-raiding

gorger, and—"
“%B:ust!”

“And all that, but he's o Remove
men, snd we're going to sce that he has
fsir play” . i

“Fair play's a jewel | said Squif,

‘:ﬁezxr, hear Ii;”tn St —

' YOUu Wan UEY, ingate,
vou can get down to finding the e:ha.p
who reslly inked Prout! ‘e shan't
make any fuss about the Head turfing
him out, whether he's s Kemove man
or not—if vou get the right man. But
Bunter’s not going : o

“The Head——"

“Blow the Head!” said Vernon-
Bmith. _

* Shut ui:, Smithy {” roared Bob
Cherry. “I'll jolly well kick you if
vou cheek the I!Iﬂad."

“"The cheekfulness of the absurd
Head iz not the proper caper, my
esteemed Amithy.”

*“(Oh, ratsl” growled the Bounder.

The Remove wore in rebellion aguinst
their headmaster, on account of
Bunter. At the same time, they wanted
to make it clear that they respected the
venerable gentleman as much as ever.
It was rather a fine distinction, which
the reckless Bounder was not inclined
to draw.

“Look  here,” rapped Wingate,
“enough said—we're coming in ! If you
have the neck to resist Sixth Form pre-
fecta you know what to expect.”

“And if you barge in where you'rs
not wanted you know what {o expect,
too I said Johnny Bull. “You're not
coming in here.”

Wingate glanced round at his fol-
lowers—(Gwynne, Sykes, Loder, Carne
and Walker, All big, sturdy, Sixth
Form man.

" Follow on " he said briefly.

And Wingate placad his hands on tha
gill and clambered up. '

For a second, perhaps, there was hesi-
tation on the pard the ;;lmrrisﬂmur of
the Rag. It was an awfully serious
matter to “handle " a prefect. Indeed,
in ordinary circumstances, it meant the
“gaclk,” short and sharp. And Wingate
was & popular prefect—the most popular
man at Greviriars.

The Famouz Five of the Remove
simply hated the ides of handling Win-
ate with unfriendly hands. But if the
ﬁusif.ateﬂ it was omy for a second.
Either they had to resist or give up
Bunter to what they all believed to be
en unjust punishment. And that they
were not going ta do.

Wingate clambered in. He had head
and shounlders inside the window when
gix or seven pairs of hands wers lanid
on hir at ence. Bob Cherry mercifully
forebore to use his stump. And thera
were hands enough to handle Wingate,
hefty as ha was

Seized by his collar, his shoulders,
his ears, and his hair, George Wingate
was unhooked from his grasp on the
window and hurled back,

He went with a erash on his

followers, gasping, Loder went spin-
ning in one direction, Carne 1n another.
Wingate landed on the hard, unsym-
pathetic earth with a bump and & roar.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

Something Llke a Serap |
ik AN down!” shouted Dob

ha 1
0 ﬂh IH gas :Hld
gﬁ !.ilre-uaprawle_d. “0Ohl f.li‘-"r'f

He serambled up,
wrath.

“¥ou young sweeps {" roared Gwynne
of the Sixth.

He made a leap for the open window,
end plunged headlong in. ’mﬁata was
at his side in & moment,. Loder and
Carne. Walker and Sykes pushed on

Wingate,
Why, I—

crimson  with

behind, bunking en shoving the
leaders in.
“Back up 1" shouted Harry Wharten.

ive 'em beans "

£i Mup ]‘ﬂm up Ii‘] z

All prudenca was thrown to the winds
now, The battle was raging; it was
Sixth agsinst Hemove. Man to man,
the juniora would have had no chance
But the odds: were hcavily on their
side, and the position of defence was
strong. Whacks and smacks and thumps
fell on Wingate and Gwynne thick as
hail, but much harder and heavier.

=

Billy Bunter has been kicked
out of the school”™but like
the . proverbial bad penny, he
Keeps on popping up! From
being the most unimportant
member of the Remove Form,
he suddenly bseomes the most
conspicuous character at Grey-
friars !

They strugﬁlﬁu:l valorously to foree an
entrance. They had the Head's order
to do so, and it was up to the prefects
to carry out the Head's order—if they
could. It looked, however, as if they
couldn't, )

Tﬁh geven or ¢ig§!1t. tcul;:l};cimdh]un_iurs
grabbing, gasping, clutching, banging,
and thumping them, Wnﬁg&.ta and
Grwynne struggled in vain, And Iob
Cherry reached past them, lunped with
his stump at Loder, catching him in
the waisteont with the business end.
There was & wild gurgle from Gerald
Loder as he backed awny.

Squiff hurled a, hasspek, which eaught
Walker under the chin. Walker sat
down with startling suddenness, clasp-
ing his chin and spluttering.

“Give 'em gip!1” roared the Bounder.

“Bock it to 'em [V

Smithy had hold of Wingate's bnelk
hair. ilo benged the Greyfriars cap-
tain's features down recklessly on the
window-sill.

Wild howls came from Wingate
during that painful process, '

“¥You yoong spalpeens!™ bawled
CGwynne. “You young omadhauns!
Faith, and I'll— Yooop! Whoooop !
Yarcooop [

A lick from & fives bat cut short the
flow of Gwynne's elogquence, and he
tumbled hack into the guad.

“Let gal” raved Wingate. “0Oh, my
hat! Ow! My nose! ©Oh erumbs!
You voung villaing! Leggo!l Ooooh I

“Ha, ha, ha " i

Wingate was hurled back again.
Carne of tha Sixth jumped forward, but

jumped back again barely in time to
escape & swipe from a stump. Walker
landed out with his ashplant and
caught Bob Cherry, who rosred, and
handed back one with the ericket stump.
One was enough for Walker; he faicly
bounded out of reach.

“Come on 1™ velled Smathy.

“This way for wallops!” yelled Bob
Chorey,

“Hurrah 1™ :

“Come on, Loder!” howled a dozen
voices, as the bully of the Sixth charged
at the window.

That jolt on the waistcoat had hurt
Loder snd cnraged him. IHe fairly
hurled himself at the window, and
barged in so ficrcely that the mob of
jumiors facing him were borne back.

Loder sprawled half-way in. Another
moment, and he would have rolled in
headlong, and the combat would have
been at very close guarters. Dut in that
nml!:mnt the Bounder slammed down the
sash.

“Wow I" howled Loder, as it shut on

his back.

“Ha, ha, ha "

“Well cavght!” roared Bob Cherry.

The Removites roared with laughter.
Loder roared from quite another cause.
Ha roared and raved. Half of him waa
inside the Rag, half outside: his in-
furiated face glared at the iiunim's
within, while his legs sawed the nir
without.. Kle had no chance of lifting
the sash that wasz shut down on his
back—the juniors saw to that.

His arma wera pgrasped and held;
likewise hizs nose. It was rather a
prominent nosec, and gave Bob Cherry
a good hold. Bob's hefty grasp drew
a suffocated howl from Loder.

“Got him " roarcd Bob,

“The gotfulness is preposterons I

“I say, you fellows, lemme pgerrat
him " squeaked Billy Bunter. “I'll
show the beast whether he's going to
collar me! Lemme gerrat him 1™

With the bully of the Sixth so safelr
hold, RBilly Bunter was as bold as a
lion. He rolled on the seene of action
with an inkpof in his fat hand,

Loder, pasping and gurpling, glared
at him in ianri:r.ted apprehension.

“"Heop that ink away ! he splul{cred,

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“{io it, Bunter ¥

Billy Bunter “went it." The inkpot
was upended over Loder's head, and the
ik streaked down hiz crimson face in
black streaks, giving him a  peouliar
zohra-like look, The Romovites howled
with merriment.

“Urrrreegh ! splutteredd  Toder, as
some of the ink trickled into his mouth.
“COanoo-er | Urrggh 17

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I say, you fcllows, held him!
got soma soot from the chimney ™

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

Outside the closed window, Wingate &
Co. rallied to Loder's reseue. Wingate
grasped the sash to push it up, while
several fellows within held it down.
There was 8 sudden fearful howl from
Wingate as one of Loder's lashing foct
caught him on the side of the head.

“Ow! You clumsy ass, Lodor! Wow !
Oh, my hatt” o

a Greyfriars captain jumped awar,

“FThoy're beaten ! yelled tho Bounder.
“Wa've whopped the {prcfr:cts! Now
lat Loder have the soot !

“PBuck up, Bunter[*

Rilly Bunter was raking
chimney of the Rag with a shovel. He
came back to the window with a shovel
full of soot.

“1 aay, you fellows, give a follow
room 1"

'l

in tho
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The junicrs did not need telling that.
They backed out of reach while Bunter
handled tho soot. )

Loder  squirmed frantieally.  But
there was no escapoe for Loder. The
fire-shovel tapped on  his w:ifglul
head, and the soot landed. Soot cloth

Loder Jike o garment. .

“Urrerrggh ! came an agonised gurgle
through clouds of soot.

““Ha, ha, ha!"

Loder was not held now, He was too
ooty to hold. He made o termfio
effort and forced wup the sash, snd
wriggled back. Ho was not thinking of
plunging headlong into the Roag now
Hea lﬁudq had enough of the Remove
rebels at closs quarters. Hea was only
thinking of getting ocut of their reach,
He went rolling backwards, and landed
in the quad, scattering soot. _

“Coma on " Bob Cherry brandished
his stump in the window. *Come on |
Co it, yo cripples! Who's mmmg on 1"

Six panting and exaspoerate Ta-
feets eyed him almost wolfishly. ut
they did not come an. It was not good
enough, "The job was a sizo too large
for them, and they realised it

Loder set the example of retreat. He
tramped away in search of a wash.
'Fhere was no doubt that he needed one.
Walker and Carne followed him. )

*"You young rascals !’ panted Win-
gate. “You'll get sacked for this i

ik Bﬂw'“'ﬂ"n‘f 1:u-

I RE.tS 1:.;- ]

“Go home, Wingate 1"

Wingate and Gwynne and Sykea eyed
one another. They had tons of pluck,
but the thing simply couldn’t be done.
There was no eatrance by the window
of the Rap so long as the Remove rebels
wero determined to defend 1t, and theve
was no doubt of their determination.

““ Better report to the ead, I think 1"
gasped Wingate.

And the enemy departed, followed by
howls, wells, -and cat-calls from the
victorious rebels.

“Remove wins!™  chuckled the
Bounder.

"Wo've beaten themi! Hurrah Y
roared Bob.

" Hurrah I

All over Greyviriars School rang and
echoed that shout, telling fellows of all
Iorms, from the Bixth to the Becond,
that tha Removo wera in rebellion, aned
that they had won the first round.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Bamps for Bunter |

11 BAY, vou follows 1™
l u ﬁ sclrnne, BL-‘:uh:r 1
Y] ut, FRY——— *
“We'ra sticking to vou, old
fat man1”
“Yes, but 1 say—"
“Bticking to you lhike glue, fatty !
"Thoe stickfulness is terrific ™
“But, I say, you fellows, lot & fellow
speak 1 howled Bunter.
Rilly Bunter had a worried look.
Home of the other fellows, rhaps,
wera 8 little worried, N::-h-::cgre eould
iell how this extraordinary vebellion
was going to turn out.

Most of the fellows wera absolutely
determined. The Famons Five were as
firm as granite. The Bounder, always
ready for a row, was enjoying the out-
break, and would have been sorry to
sco it end on any terms. Alark Linley
and Town Brown, Peter Todd, and
Siquill, Lord Manleverer and Tom Red-

wing, wera as determined as  tha
famous Co. And they had plenty of
backers.
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Skinner and his friends wers rather
doubtful and dubious. ‘They agreed
that & Remove man ought not to be
expelled for nothing. But s contest
with suthority was rather too terrify-
ing for them to like it. They did not
venture. however, to express their
dubious views at present [t was pro-
bable that they would have been kicked
by the hardier spirits. But they wished
that they had been anywhere but in theo
Rag when the outbreak started.

‘isher T. Fish. on the other hand,
seemed as kean as anybndg on stand-
ing by Bunter. Which was rather
remarkable, for Fishy was anythin
but bold and reckless, and nobody h
ever before known him to bother his
cuta transatlentic head sbout anybody
but Fisher Tarleton Fish! Fishy did
not take an actual hand in the serap
with thae prefects But he gave it his
hearty approval from the rear,

Bunter looked more worried than any
other fellow in the Rag. More than
an hour had passed since the attack at
the window. Nothing had transpired
since; the Head seemed to be leaving
tha rebel Form alone for the present.
Perhaps he was a little puzzled what
steps to take in this extraordinary and
unprecedented state of affairs.  Per-
haps, in his wisdom, he concluded that
the whole thing wonld *fizzle out ™ if
left to itself.

Anyhow, there had been ne further
move from  the enemy, though foot-
steps and vowees could be heard outside
the barricoded door of the Ras.

With every passing minute Rill
Bunter looked more and more wurricdst
Ilis champions, supposing that he was
getting mnto a funk, cheerfully assured
him of their support. Bunter was not
going, If the GGroyfriars Kemove could
prevent it=—and they hoped that they

could.
“Don't you worry, old fat bean!®
said Bob Cherry, giving Bunter a

smack on the shoulder, which elicited
a loud howl from the fat junior.
“We're seeing thiz through to a
finish! You're jolly well not Eﬂm% to
be bunked, unless they bunk the whole
Remove along with you I

“And they can't do that!"” grinned
the Bounder, “I'd like to hear what
the governors would say to the Head
if they were told that he had sacked a
whole Form I :

“We're all right if we stick to-
gether 1 said HHarry Wharton,

“Hang together, lest we hang separs
ately, whati” chuckled Bob. " Any-
how, this is better than prep!”

“ Hear, hear

“T say, you fellows——" roared
Bunter

“Don't wyou worry, old podgy

rker I

“Will wvou let a fellow speak!”
shrieked  Bunter. “What about
supper

* Bupper 1” repeated half a dozen

fellows, staring at Bunter.

In tha excitement of the rebellion
they had forgotten supper, which was
now shortly due. But it was not a
thing that Billy Bunter could forget!
When DBilly Bunter ceased to think
about his iJ'E.EL meal, 1f was to begin
thinking about the next.

“Yes, supper|” said Bunter warmly.
I'm hungry "

“Oh, my hat!™

“1 had precious little tea! It's not
much I eat, as you know, but a fellow

wants hia  supper. What about
supper "
Billy Bunter blinked verv seriously

and earnestly at the staring juniors as
he propounded that problem.

Tha Removites were taking terrific
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trisks, to stand by Bunter, in refusing
to give him up to be sacked. That,
however, was not what was occupying
William George Bunter’s fat thoughts.
Bunter's podgy thoughts £0n
turning more and more to supper, and
now they were absolutely concentrated
on that more important function. Other
and lesser matters faded from his
mind.

“What about supper 1™ repeated Bob

herry. “Is that a riddle?’

“¥on zilly asa ™ hooted Bunter. I
suppose we can't eut supper, can wef
If you think you're going to keep me
here without supper, I can tell you that
you'ra jolly well mistaken |

“Isn't he a prize packet?’ chuckled
Peter Todd., “Isn* ho nica? Isn't he
ﬁm'gtmusl How they must love him at

ome—and how I wish they had him
there 1™

*Oh, really, Toddy—"

* Nothin® to stop you from goin®
along to Hall to supper, old fat freak 1"
E::nned the Bounder. “I dare say the

aks will be glad to meet you there.”

‘Ha, lmz" ha 1

“Qh, really, Smithy—"

“You fat rotter!” roared Jolinny
Bull. * Bhut ugg; o

“Oh, really, Bull—*"

* Kick him 1™

“Beast!” roared DBunter. “Look
here, we've got to have supper, I sup-

poso! Do you think we can live on
gir? I jolly well know I ocan't!”

Some of the Removites laughed.
dome looked serious. 8o far, the
rebels of OGreyiriars had only been

thinking of standing by Bunter, and
refusing to fkim him up to be sacked.
The outbreak had becn wvery sudden
and no preparations whatever ha
been made for it rtainly, not a
single thought had been bestowed on
the question of “grub.”

It was like Bunter to be the first
to think of it. But now that he men-
tioned it, the other fellows had to
think about it, too. It was certainly
true that they could not live on air!

“By gum!” said the Bounder, “Is
that why the Beak's givin' us a rest—
thinkin® that we shall come out to
E“EEEH” _

dare say he feels pretty certain
that we shall I™ spid Frank Nugent. “1
hadn’t thought about it so far, but—"

“If we open that door, we're done|”
satd Smithy.

“That's a cert!™ agreed Harry
Wharton., “And we're not opening itl
We're sticking it out "

“*1 say, you fellows—2

“Bhut up, Bunter "

“Shan'tI” roared DBunter indig-
nantly. “If you think you're poing to
gtarve me, you can think again, zeci”

“Bump him I” g&]l&d chonny Bull,
greatly exasperated.

“Good egg 1"

“The bumpfulness is the proper

caper i
I say, you fellows—— Yargooh

howled Bunter, a8 a dozen indignant
Removites collared him on all sides.
Bump, bump, bump! .
Thrice the fat form of William
Gecrge Bunter smote the floor of the
Rag, and every time a fearful yell
woke the echoes. .

“Now say ‘supper ' again, ind we'll
ive you some more!” snorted Bob
herry.

“B&-&Et!”

Billy Bunter did not say ** supper”

"

again. He did not want any more
bumps! But he glared at the rebele of
tho ove with a glare that almost

cracked his spectacles. .
Nobody looking at Bunter just thenm
would have guessed that he was =
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fellow in danger of expulsion, defended
gt all risks by his Form-fellows. Hoe
might have been supposed to be a
deeply " wronged fellow, with a deep,
deep gricvance! But thot was Bunter
all over!

——

THE FOURTH CHAFTER.
Trouble Among the Beaks!

1 CANDALOUSZ I sold Mr.
g Prout.
“Shocking!™ said M

Capper. ‘
“YWho ever heard of such a thing®”
E«;kaﬁl Mr. Hacker, the master of the
:‘Fﬁﬁita unheard-of I said little Mr.

1@ IS,
“%npm-:-edentcd!" said Prout, who

was not goin
in with a heightened colour amd a
glinting eye, and a group of masters,
sesing him  exchanged glances. 'lhoy
coased to state that the affair of the
Remove was scandalous, shocking, un-
heard-of,  unprecedented, in k.
Quelch’s hearing.  In  his  prosence
sympathy was their cue; sympathy
being, perhaps, more annoving to
Queleh than anything else. i

“It is too bad, my :’]:}{u‘ Quelch 1 said
Wiggins. “Believe me, [ am very
sorry for this.”

“Very disaprecable for you. my dear
fellow, on your return to the school after
go long an absence,” remarked Hlacker.

“ But you must not take 1t to heart !
said Mr., Capper.

“{h, no, no!™ said Me. Twige. " Not
at all! Bear up, my dear Quelch!”

5

to retreat. e marchied T am sorry to say, with a total absenco

of tact”

Proul's plump face reddened.

“If you are alluding ta the eircum-
stance that I, at the request of the head-
master, have taken the Remove in third
sehanl for a few dayvs—"" h¢ began

warmly.
Grunt from Quelch,
“If  you suggest, sir, ithat T am

regponsible. in the remotest degree, for
this lawless outbreak, I repudiate the
sugprestion, sir!™ exclaimed Lront. still
more wormly.  #1 repudiate it utterly,
cip!™

“Come, come!  nmrmuweed  Mr
Capper.  “ Queleh does not suggest that,
my dear Prout! Queleh is perfurbed—
diztressed———""!

“1.* said Prout, *have been attacked
by a boy in the Remove—drenched with

Bunter raked out a shovelful of soot from the chimney, and then went back to the window. *° I say, you fellows,” he said,

o llow room !°* Loder squirmed frantically, but there was no escape.
Bl 1 t . l.lmrg!ﬁ ** came an agopised gurgle through clouds of scol.

head, and the soot landed.

never used a word of four syllables if
he could think of one containing five.

Mr. Quelch, the master of the
Remove, had a set face and a glinting
eva. In the doorway of Comimon-room,
where beaks most did congregate, the
Remove-master had the pleasure—or
otherwise—of hearing the opinions of
his eolleagues on the subject of the
present state of affairs at Greyfriars.

It was bitterly annoying to Quelch.

He was strict on discipline. Obedi-
ence to authority was onc of the firsk
articles of lLis ereed. Yebt it was his
Form that was in revelt.

His Form, the Remove, were barred
in tha Rag; in a state of rebellion
against therr headmaster. Every other
beak at Greviriers, of course, was keen
to peint out that such things could not
possibly have happened in his particu-
lar Form.

Quelch rather wished that he had not
dropped into Common-room. DBut he

“Your Form is a little out of hand !V
said Capper. “After your long absence
it is, perhaps, natural, to some extent.
Certainly tg?:; are very much out of
hand."

“No doubt the cxpulsion of the chief
offenders will reduce them lo order [
remarked DProut. “I [eel for you,
Quelch! I should feel very deeply an
cxpulsion in the Fifth ‘Form. Fortun-
ately, it is not likely ever to occur.”

Mr. Quelch breathed hard.

“ Neither, I hiope, is it likely to occur
in the Remove ' he barked, * By boys
are, unfortunately, acting very lawlessly.
I am sorry to say that the provocation
has been preat, thmap}-h certoinly that s
no excase for them.”

“The provocation, siv?" repeated
FProut.
“Yos, sir!” barked Quelch, *“ During

my absence, my Form hos becn taken
by other masters, and in some instances,

The fire shovel tapped on his wriggling

ink! Dwrenched from head to foot! The
offonder has very properly been ex-
pelled by the headmaster, That is {he
canse of this amazing outbreals.
Evidently all the boys in the Remove
consider it a light matter for a wember
of Dr. Locke's stalf to be aszaulicd, and
—and inked—"

“Mot ab all, sic!” said Mr. Queich.
“T'he boys in my Form believe that an
orror has beenn made, and that Bunier
waz not guilty of the assault you
mention, "

“ A mere profence. sir, to excuse (heir
lawlessness '™ hooted Prout, forgelting
that be had intended to be sympathetic,
“It is porfectly well known, and clearly

roved, that Dunter wavlaid me on the
Sl Walk and squirted an enormous
quantity of ink over me from a gavden-
souivt.” ;

“'he Remove are not satished with
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the proof, at =zll events!” said Mr.
Quelch.

“Does it tmply, sir, that you share
their belief thuat an injustice has been
committed ¥ exclaimed Prout.

Ar, Queleh eompressed his lips. That,
os o matter of fact, was cxactly his
belicf.  But he could not say so without
sppearing o criticise  his  respected
ehiek. o i

“I did not say an injustice—I said an
errer ! ho snapped.

An error, n such eireumstances,
anmtounts to an injustice ! said Prout.

Queleh was silent. Prout had him
there.

“The proof,” said Prout, “was clear
and deetzive. Had it not been so, can
we imagine that De. Locke would have
sentenced the boy to expulsion?™

“ Certainly not,” said Hacker,

“Dbviously not I" said Wiggins.

“Zuch p suggestion 15 a refllection upon
the Head!” pursued Prout. “I1 trust,
Queleh, that when you are calmer——7>

“1 am perfeetly calm, Mr. Prout!”
hooted Quelch.

“Let me speak, sir! 1 trust that
when you are ecalmer, you will realise
that no such suggestion should have
been made. I trust, sir, that you will
express your personal regret that a boy
in your Form should have attacked a
member of Dir. Locke's stafi—"

““1 will certainly express my regref,
gsir, when I am assured that such was
the casel” exclaimed Mr. Suelch,
poaded, as it were. “But I do not
believe that Bunter did anything of the
kind.”

“ Mr, guelch o

“¥You did not sea the boy who squirted
ink over you, Mz, Prout. It iz known
that Bunter had the squirt and the ink,
and intended o play such a prank. But
his statement is that he sbandoned the
idea snd left the squirt under the elns

when he ran away. This iz quite in
accordance with his chavacter, and I
believe the statement.™

“Then whom, sir® almost bawled
Prout, “do you aceuso?”

“1 accuse no one, sir! But 1t 18 fairly
clear that somo other boy must have
found the squirt where Bunter left 1,
and used it—"

“Bome other Ilemove boy—

“That doezs not follow, sir!”
exclaimed Mr. Quelch hotly. “It does
not follow in the least! If a Form-
master 18 ragegoed, sir, the natural
inference is that he was ragged by s
member of his own Form. suggest,
sir, that you logk in the Fifth Form for
the offender.”

“3ir ! gasped Mr. Prout.

“8ir 1" retorted Quelch. :

“1 will not tolerate this, sir! T will
not tolerate the suggestion that a Fifth
Form boy, a senior—a boy of my own
Form——" Prout spluttored with wrath.
“1 will not tolerate it, sir! Conclusive
proof has been adduced; and you, sir,
are deliberately closing your eyes to if.
And I have no doubt, sir, that it is a
knowledge of your view of the matter
that has encouraged your Form to break
out in reckless defiance of the Head.”

Mr., Quelch compressed his lips.

He had no doubt of that, either] It
was & terribly uncomfortable position
for a schoolmaster who was o wheale on
discipling !

“I was bound, eir, to speak up for
tha boy, believing that he was
innocent ! he rapped.

“* Believing that the Head had com-
mitted an injustice " hooted Prout,

“An errorl” corrected Queleh.

“An error, sir! Do you ask me to

1

belicve that you would repeat that state-
ment in the presence of the Head 1"

“ Gentlemen I
Mr. Capper.
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*1 decline to discuss the matter with
you, sirl” said Mr. Quelch, pale with
anger and mortification. “ It deoes not
eonecrn you, siel!™

“ Fentlemen !*? said Mr. Wiggins.

*I repeat—" roared Irout.

“Grentlemen ! said Mr. Hacker.

“1 repeat——" X
Hacker, Wiggins, Capper, and Twig
moaved between the Remove master an
the Fifth Form master. Really ik
seemed to be needed; for the two
exasporated  beaks were facing one
another like two exeited turkeycocks.

Capper waved a sgothing hand,

. Eentlemeu, pentlemen ' he said.

“1 repeat——>*" almost foamed Frout.

You may repeat yourself, sir, as often
zs vou choose!” hooted Quelch. * But
I beg you to cxcuse me fromn staying to

listen ta your repetitions, sir!” And
CQuelch whisked out of the Common-
rooIn.

There was an excited buzz of voices
after ho went. Never or hardly ever,
had there been such a sensation in the
masters’ room ot Greyfriars, What had
rappencd was what the juniors would
have described as o shindy! It was
really as scandalous, unheard-of, and
unprecedented as what was going on in
the Ru%‘!

Quelch, as he went down the passage,
breathed hard through his nose.

He was intensely annoyed with the
fussy, mterfering master of the Filth.
But the worst of it was that he had
been *drawn ® by Prout; he had been
exazperated into uttering open eritigism
of his Chief ! Booner or later, somehow
or other, that would reach the head-
master's ears. If the Remove rebellion
went on what was Quelch’s posifion to
o like—known to be in his heart on

the side of the rebels? He could
scarcely remain at Greyirviars, in such
discord with the Chief he was bound

lo_respect and obey. ]
Mr. Quelch went back to his study.
For o long, long time he paced that
room in bitter and troubled thought.
Then, at last, he left it and went quictly
to the door of the Hag.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Bunter is Fed-up !

il NYBODY hungry?"
A Bob  Cherr asked that
uestion, and there was o laugh

rom some of tho garrison of
the Rag.

There was o groan from one fellow!
T]izr.t one, of course, }"PE.-E] HLEI:; Bunter|

t was growing guite lale.

It was g:sl; the usual bed-time of the
junicrs. gupper in Hall was long over;
and there had been no supper for the
rabels of the Hemove.

Schoolboys, as a rule, had healthy
appetites. Every fellow in the Remove
wanted his supper. Nobody wanted to
cut it out end wait till breakfast.

Moreover, what were the prospects for
brekker? There was nothing If:,:la cat u;
the Rag. It was no more possible to ge
out in the meorning for brekker than to

t out for supper. Getting out of the

ag meant surrender, or, at least
defeat, and the end of the rebellion,

S0 far as that went, nobody but the
reckless Bounder wanted the rebellion
ta continue. Buk ttheyr were not going
ta give up Bunter!

“gfhe E::E:t iz,” remarked Peter Todd,
“wa've been rathor asses! If we wers

ing to take this line, we ought to
gﬁm planned it ahead.”

“Well, it had to ha.!:n}ien suddenly,”
said Harry Wharton. * It was a ques-
tion of letting them bag Dunter, or
not ! :

“ And the bagfuiness of the esteemed
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and idiotic Bunter was not_the proper
caper 1* said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,

‘I'm hungry ! came plaintively from
Bunteor, .

“Think we're not ¥ enarled Skinner.

* Boast 1™ e :

“Wa've got to stick it ont!” said the
captain of the Remove guietly. * We're
standing by Bunter, and that’s that!

“What about to-morrow i sncered
Skinner,

“Bamo as to-day 1" w

“They haven't made a move,” said
Bnoop. “They're going to starve us
out, and save themselves the troubls of
bursting the door., You'll see”

“Let them try it on!” said Harry.

“I say, you ellows—"

“Don’t you worry, Bunter!

“I'm hungry !

“Dh, shut wp

* Beast ™

Perhaps Billy Bunter was grateful for
all the trouble and risk the Remove
were facing in his defence. If so, he
had no timo to think about it. He was
thinking of the missing foodstuffs.

ther fellows could pet hungry with-

out making s song and a dance sbout
it! But I.hlgurme:r’s hunger was & mors
sericus matter.  When Bunter was
hungry, nothing else in the wide uni-
versg was of tﬁa slightest consequence
in comparison. If Bunter had to miss
a meal, it wns not merely tragic—it
wias catastrophic! Not only was Bunter
tho follow to make a mountain out of
a molshill; out of such a molehill as
this he wounld make a whole rangs of
Himalayas. Sqguatted in an _armchair,
with a long and luEl:lhriuuﬁ face, Billy
Bunter gronned in bitterness of spirit.

It was ell very well for these fellows
to save him from being ged nnd
turfed out. But what was the use if
lie had to miss meals? “Turfing oub was
nob nice; but it was & pleasure in com-
parison with missing grub |

Bunter was not. in point of fact, feel-
ing grateful. He was feeling fierce !
Ho would have told these beasts what

he jolly well thought of them, only it
would {lam garned him nothing but a
kwcking,

When ten o'clock chimed out from
the old clock-tower, the fat Owl of the
Remove felt that flesh and blood could
stand no mora.

He heaved himself out of the arm-
chair.

“1 gay, you [cllows—=" )

“Shut up, Bunter!” yawned Squilf.

“Beast! I gay, I'm. Edqﬁc!”

“Wish I was!” sighed b Cherry.
“I'm fesling as empty as a drum.”

“Take it out in sleep ! suggested the
Bounder. * We'ra not giving 1n."”

“MNo fear!”

“1 say, you fellows, I tell you I'm
fed-up ! howled Bunter, “I tell you
I'm jolly well not going to stay here
and starve, to please you."

“To please us!” gasped Bob.

“Yes, you beast! You can cut meals
if you like—I'm naot going to! m
jolly wall getting out of this”

Bunter rolled to the door.

“Lend me & hand to get this beastly
table away ™ he snorted,

“1f you go out of this room, vou fat-
head, you'll be nolled!™ exclaimed
Harry Wharton,

“Well, therc’s nobody in the passage
now,” said Bunter. “I'm jolly well
poing to look for some grub.”

“It's too risky, you fat duffer.”

“I'm not so afraid of risk m3 you
fellows are!”

“Wha-a-at 8"

¥ Nothing funky about me, T hope!”
said Bunter scornfully. “Lend me a
hand with this table, and shut up.”

Harry Wharton looked at him. Then

without another word, he lent & hand

with the table and pulled it away from
the deor. If Bunter chose to pubt an
end to an almost impossible position,
of his own accord, it was no business of
Wharton'’s to stop him.

Bunter unlocked the deoor. He peered
out into a Jark passage. Hungry as be
waz, tha fat Owl was cautious.

But there wes nobody at hand, Al
Forms but the Sixth were in their dor-
mitorics; bedtime had cleared off the
erowd round the door of the Rag, And
the Sixth-Form prefects, if they were
not gons to boed, were not bothering
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‘GREYFRIARS CARTOONS
By HAROLD SKINNER.

No. 4.—BOB CHERRY
(One of the Famous Five of the Remove.)

This week our lightning artist has had
a shot at Bob Cherry. But since doing
so, he's been conspicuous by his absence
lest the curlv-headed Beob retaliates
with a cricket stump!

Hers's ourly, sunny=-temperad Bob,
He bats in hsfty styla,

And whan the bowler tries a lob
it goas about A mile

Ha's Yull of apirita avery day,
And chears the dismal chumps !

When Bob comes roaring down your way
You can’t be in the dumps !
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ahout the Remove. Some of them had
damages to bother about which oceupicd
all their attention.

“Bafe as housea!” said Bunter. “I'm
goingl  If you fellows feel nervous,
}:Qu’s better lock the door after me.”

And Bunter was gone!

“Well, my only hat!™ snid DBob
Cherry. ; ;

“What a pgame!” jeered Skinner.

“We've all asked for a flogging, or the
sack, on that fat freak's account; and
thiz iz the thanks wa got.”

“Thea thankfulness iz not terrific!™

7

grinned Ilnrree Jamset DRam Singh
“The cstecined Bunter is a corker.™

"1 gucss thiz lets us out. though
sxild Fisher T, Fish, 1"l sav that now
Bunter's vomoosed, the sooner  we
nl:nsrlu:.l.tl.llatc the bettee®

Wharion closed the door afier Bunder.
ITe was rather nonplussed. Lhe bone of
conlention had vanished ; and the relels
wore left with nothing 1o vebel about!
The contending forces at  Grexlriars
were rather o the position of  tho
ancient Greeks and Trojans strugpling
for the body of DMatroclus, if that Ii;m‘ly
had suddenly vanished away like a
Boojum !

“Lame’'s up ! said Bob Chevry with
a langh. “Let the fat idiot rip!™

“That's nll very well,” said Nugent.
“DBut will the Head let us rip? We've
azked for rather more than we want.”

“Let's hold out!” euggested the
Dounder. “If we stick 1t out, the
Iiead's bound to come Lo toerms,”

pam
H

“The rotfulness is terrihe”

smithy shruggped his shoulders.

F Well, we've asked for it; and if we
ve in wo shall get what we've asked
or ! he snid,

“1 guess the Beak enn't zack the
xn-‘.:i?]e Fuhnﬂdle 1 gaid Fisher 1. Fish.

a5

*“IHallo, Lallp, halle, that's somebody
at the door!” exclaimed Bob.

Tap ! -

The knoeek at the door showed that,
whoever was there, he was wmaware
that the deor was now unlocked and
unbarricaded. Wheever ik was, beak or
refect, evidently hie bad not  seen
unfer sneaking away from the Rag.

“YWho's thera " called ont Wharton.
hastily eatehing hold of the key, ready
te turn 1k

“It 15 your Form-master, Wharion ™
came the quict tones ef Mr. Queleh.

“Oh!  Wharton did not turn the
key.
THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Peace or War |
UELCH 1™

“Oh, my hat!”

Q

“laock the door!™ whis-

fiered the Bounder.
Wharton shook his head. Yornon-
Smith  promptly jammed his oot

agamst the door, zo that it could nat
bo opened from outside. But the hawdle
did not turn; Mr, Quelch was not seck-
ing to enter. Evidently ho had ne
doubt that the Rag was still in a statle
of defence.

“Wharton I¥

“Yes, sir ! said Harry, “I-I sav,
sic, we—we're all sorry that this has
happened, sir, after you've been away
so long."

“The  sorrowfulness 15 terrifice,
esteemcd  sahili [ satd  the Nabolb of
Bhantpnr.

“1 am plad to hear vou say- so,
Wharton ! am speaking Lo you as my
bead boy ™ said Mr, Quelch. T hope
that vou will listen to reason! Wi
ever may bo your epinion with regord
to the expulsion of Bunier, you cannol
possibly hope to contend ngainst  the
authority of your headmaster.”

“Can’t we " murmured the Bounder.

“Bhut up, Smithy!”

“Lot this  riot eecase,™ said  Me.
Gielch, “before more harm 13 done!
You arc aware, Yharton, that it places
me in an intolerable position, as muaster
of a Form in revolt. I am here 1o make
an appeal to you™

0h, sir!" exclaimoed Wharton, qnito

THE Macyer LIiBRART.—No. 1,570



overcome at the idea of the prim, un-
bending mastor of the Remove making
an appeal to anvbody.

“I will endeavour,” said Mr. Queleh,
“to malke vour peaco with the Head,
so far as may be possible, if you return
to obedience at once. Come out of that
roomm, and go quietly to your dormitory.
To-morrow——" :

“To-morrow, Aoggings and sackings !*
jeered the Bounder.

“Will vou ehut up, Smithy
checky ass?" growled gﬂhl‘lﬂj Bull.

“To-merrow,” said My, Quelch
quictly, “ there will assuredly be punish-
ment for thia lawless outhreak: but I
think I can prevail upon your head-
master to the extent that there shall be
no expulsions,”

The juniors locked at one ancther,

Mr. Quelch, 1t was clear, supposed
that Bunter was still thers. Had
Bunter been still thers, the Remove
could not have given in without sur-
rendering him—and that was not their
idea at all. DBut Benter was gonal
o had chosen to take his fate into hia
cwn fat hands, snd the cause of the
rebellion had  disappeared! Nobody
but the Bounder was likely to think of
keeping 1t up, simply for the eake of a
shindy,

In fact, the juniors realized that, now
that Bunter had dropped out, this visit
fraom Mr. Queleh, and the offer of the
olive branch, was a stroke of lnck. It
gave them a chance of doing gracefully
what they had no alternative Euz. to do.

Wharton glanced from face to face,
and all the fellows nodded, ouly the
Bounder shrugging his shouldera,

Tha captain of the Femove opened
the deoor.

“Please come he
respoctfuliy,

Mr, Quu?eh stepped in,

Whether he was angry with his Form
or not, there was no doubt that he was
relieved by this sudden and rather un-
expacted end of the rebellion, e had
had but o faint hope when he came to
tho Rag,

“You will new go to your dormn-
tory [¥ he said, "“You may leave
Bunter here !

Without answering that, the
Removites hled out of Iﬁm Rag, the
Bounder suppressing a grin as he went,

When they were all out, the Hemove
master glanced round the lemg room
without sfeeinghuﬂuntur there.

“ Bunter I* he rapped oub.

The juniors in the passage smiled.
Tividently Quelch was under the impres-
sion_that the fat Owl was in hiding.

“Bunter I Mr. Quelch’s voice grew
deeper. “Bunter! Bhow yourself at
once, Bunter!”

Skinner, peeping back in ths door-
way, saw the Hemove master stoop and
F;,er under tha table. He chuckled.

ut he dodged quickly after the othar
fellows, as Queleh ¢amea to the door.

“Wharton " ecalled out the Form-
mastar,

“Yes, siri”
round.

“Where 13 Bunteri”

“1 don't konow, sir!”

“YWhat do you mean, Whartoni”
Mre, Quelch’s voice was zharp. *“Ho
was in this room with you ! _

“He left before you came, eir!”
answered the captain of the Removae
demurely.

My, Queleh starcd at him, Tt dawned
upon him now why he had had such an
casy success with the robels. Perhaps
he wondered what would have hap-

enod had Bunter still been there.
‘ortunately Bunter wasn't!

“¥ou do not know where ha i3 now,
Wharton ? he asked at last.
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you

iz, sirl” gald

Harry Wharton looked

“No, sirl”

“Very well,
dormitory.™ -

Some of the Removites had an mm-
pression that Quelech was not exactly
displeased at the disappearance of the
bone of contention. As he did not want
Bunter sacked, he eould not really want
;::- be the one to hand him over to that
ate.

The juniors marched off, and Mr.
Queleh rustled away, greatly relisved in
hiz mind., He looked in at the prefects’-
room, where Wingate and some- more
of the Sixth were up. }

“Wingate 1” said Mr. Queleh guietly.

“h, ves, sir!” Thoe Greyiriars cap-

tain jumulimd up. ) )
"I shall be obliged if you will see
lights out for the ]iemm'ﬂ."

¥ ingate blinked.

“Lights out for the Hemove, sir?™ he
stuttered. “ B-b-but, sir, the Remove
are barred in the Rag——" .

“My Form are in their dormiterw,
Wingate,” said Mr. Quelch calmly.
“And if you will kindly see Lights out

thera——-

“Oh! VYes, sir, certainly!” gasped
the astonished Wingate., And, in an
amazed stote, he made his way to the
Eemove dormitory—where he found the
lata rebels turning in.

“Bo you're here, you young sweepal”
zaid Wingate, staring at them.

“Hera wo are, you old sweep!”
answered the Bounder, .

Bob Cherry swung round his pillow
and caught Harbert Vernon-Smith on
the head. There waz a yell from
Bmithy, as he sat down suddenly.

“¥You zilly ass!” he roared. *“*What
E.l"ﬂ-—-—"

“Bhut up, &mithy ¥

“ 111 jﬂ]ﬁr "F'E‘!-I- pa) . .

"You'll pet six, Vernon-Smith, 1f you
don’t mind your step!” said Wingate
quietly. “Now turn in.”

You may go to your

sEdmprsEnsnErEnEEEERnsEnrnnernrsnnsnnssnnana

TO ALL MY CHUMS!

A Personal Appeal by
Your Editor.
For over 26 years the Migner's

Companion Paper hos been the
GEM, the famous all-school story

paper, and every reader of
MAGNET ought te make a pofnt
of getting the GEM every

Wednesday. I give you my word,
as Editor of both publications,
that you will enjoy the GEM
from the first word fo the last.
At the present fime, thiz old-
eabablished story-Dook f3 beiler
than ever, and I fatier myself
that the Macrer and GEM
together, form the finest com-
hination of school story papers
that ever ran in double harness.
Let me appeal to you, then,
ehums, with all the earneziness
at my command, o put the GEAL
to the test by ordering next
Wednesday's tasue from  your
newsagent to-day, at once, while
you think of i/ Fou willf
Thank youl [ Eknew I should
not have to appeal in vain to the
mest loyal body of readers an
Editor ever had/f

I do not often ask a fevour of
you, my clhums, bul fo-day I do
so. For friendship's sake get next
Wednesday's GEM, and you will
keep on reading it thereufter for
your own sakel

Your Eoprrom.
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_The Bounder had to realise that rebel-

lion, and cheeking the prefects, was
already o thing of the past. He turned
in sulkily,

Wingate put out the light, and left
the dormitery. Considering his experi-
ences at the window of the Rag that
sfternoon, most of the juniors thought
it was "jolly decent™ of Wingate to he
so cheertully good-tempered, Only the
Bounder had s grouse.

“Quelch might have let us have some
supper ! he prunted.

20h, blow supper !* said Bob Cherry,
“We shall get brekker in the morning,
snvhow, and that's something to be
thankful for.”

“T've & jolly good mind—-"

“O0h, cheese it, Smithy !* §

And the Bounder sulkily settled down
to sleep, and, &t that unususlly late
hour, 1t was not long before all the
Remove were in the embrace of Mor-
pheus. What was going to happen on
the morrow was rather doubtiul; but

the morrow was left to take cere of
itself.

Mr. Q;llelch strolled inte Common-
room, where the beaks were still in
deep and eager discussion of the rebel-
lion. There was a faint smile on the
Remove master’s face. 8o far, the
other masters knew nothing of the end
of the * row.”

Prout gave him a belligerent look.

* Ma atk, Mr. Quelch, whether the
boys of your Ferm are to be left undis-
turbed where they are for the nighti”
he ingquired zarcastically.

*Certainly,” answered Mr. Quelch
blandly.

"Th? ars to be left—7"

* Undoubtedly }*

“* Undisturbed-—="

T Quita ¥

"And you are satisfied with this state
of nffairs 1" axclaimed Prout.

“ Parfoctly [

“1 do not think, sir, that the Head
will be satisfied ! snorted Prout.

“1I think, ¢n the other hand, that he
will share my satisfaction,” answered
tho REemove master, “I am sure he will
be glad te learn that my Form have
gona quietly ta their dormitory, and

are atleep in bed. I am now %mng to
inform him of the faet, and I have no
doubt whatever that he will be both

zatizfied and pleased.”

With that, Quelch walked out of the
Common-roorn  again—leaving Prout
with his mouth open, like a landed cod-
fish, staring—all the wind taken out of
his portly sails,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter, the Dodger |

LANG!
Snore | :
“Hallo, hallo, hallo " ejacu-
lated Boh Cherry. -

The clang of the rising-bell, in the
summer’'s morning, was a sound to be
expected i the Remove dormitory.
But the spore from Bunter's bed was
rather pnexpected.

Bob Cherry sat up, and stared at that
bed. Dilly Buntet's fat face pressed
the ﬁillnw, the eyes shut, and the
mouth open. What had become of
Bunter when they went to bed the
Removites had not known—only the
could guess that he had been in searc
of provender. Apparently he had
arrived later, after they were asleep—
for here he was, snoring.

“Bunter!” exclaimed Harry

Wharton. i
“Joily old DBunter!” grinned the
Bounder. “The heaks can’t know that

he's here, or they'd have hooked him

| out.”
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From the ﬂa.'i'ilg in the floor appeared a fat and rather grubby hand.
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It was followed into view by a fat and exceedingly
Fisher T. Fish. Billy Bunter, from the opening In the floor, blinked round him

through his big spectacles. Then, as he sighted the astounded Fishy, he gave a sudden squeal of alarm.

Snore !

The Remove turned out, all of them
staring st the sleeping beauty. Bunter
snored on, regardless. Sticky traces on
his fat face seemed to hint that he had
boen successful in his search for pro-
vender overnight. Buntet, it seemed,
had not, after all, mis=sed his supper.
The juniors grinned as they looked at
him. Plenty of fellows in DBunter’s

eculiar circumstances., would have
found it difficult to sieep pescefully.
Bunter, fortunately, could always eleep,
It was, in fact, his iung auit.

“Hallo, hallo, halle!” roared Bob
Cherry, bending aver him. “ Wake up,
Bunter! Wake up, old fat bean !”

snora !

Bob jerked off the bedclothes. Then
Billy Bunter came out of slumber with
& jump.

“Ow! Beast! Lemme alone! Ow!
Wharrer marrer? Urrgh!¥

Bunter eat up, and blinked.

He groped for his big spectacles, set
them on his fat little nose, and blinked
again at a crowd of grinning faces.

“Wharrer you wake me up for, you
beasts 7" he demanded.

“ Rising-bell's stopped ! said Harry
Y harton.

“Blow tha rising-bell! No need for
raa te turn out at the bell ! prunted
Bunter, * Gimme my blankets.”

“Thd wvou bag some grub last night,
after all ¥ {:hugklﬂd B-ri

“Eh! Yes! Luckily, I found DMrs.
Kebbla's supper laid, and she'd gone
over to speak to Mrs. Mimble,” said
Bunter. " Lucky I saw her go, wasn't
it, and puecssed that Mary might have
laid suppe:r in her room "

“Oh, my hat!"

“Ha, ha, hal”

“We never had any supper !
Skinner.

“Well, if vou'd locked into the house-
dame's room, as I did, you could have
had some!" said Bunter. "I wasn't
going without my supper, I can jolly
well tell you. Not that t;;mtre was enotigh
for me—only a cold chicken and a fow
odd things. Still, it was better than
nothing ! Loock here, I'm not gelling
up yeb——="

“Buppose the beaks come and ecatch
you here?™ grinned Bob.

“Oh, they won't think of looking for
me here,” said Bunter. "“That's all
right! Gimme my bedelothes."”

*“Hallo, hallo, hallo, iz that Quelch
coming ¥ exclaimed Bob, suddenly.

“0Oh, loz' ™

Bunter was out of bed with a bound.
With ancther bound, he vanished under-
neath it L

“Ha, ha, ha!" yelled the juniors.

“1 say, you fellows!” gasped DBunter,
from under the bed. “Keep it dark!
Daon't let that beast know I'm  herel
Oh, lor® I®

“All serene, cold fat man, nobody's
coming 1 said Harry Wharton, laugh-
ing. " But you'd better get your clobber
on in case somebody doos,™

“ Deast 1"

Bunter erawled out from under the
bed. Now that he was up, the fat junior
realised that he had better get dressed
snd ready for dodging., If he was going
to remain at Greviriars, in spite of the
fact that he was cxpelled, it was evident
that Bunter had a lot of dodging to do.

Bob Cherry, as usual, was first out of
the dormitory. But when Bob went out,
he came in again very quickly. Hoe
epotted Wingate of the Sixth coming
along from the stairs.

grunted

* Loolk

: out, Bunter—" hLe cx-
claimed.
o Xah|?
“Hore comes Wingute—="
“Rats I’
“VYou silly ass—"
14 EI;!ESI- ] ¥

Heving had one false alarm, Bunter
was not to be taken in a sccond time!
He did not trouble t¢ parl himsclf
under a bed at the news that the Grey-
friars captain was coming.

A minute later, Wingate arrived ab
the door of the dormitory. 1lo looked
in with & frowning brow.

“Have wyou kids seen anvthing of
Bunter ™ he demanded. “1've  just
heard that he snaflled the house-dame's
supper lost night, and it scems that hie's
still in the House, If you've secn him—
why—what—" Wingate broke off, as
his eyes fell on & well-known podpy
figure and fat face. “ Bunter!™

“{h, crikey 1™

Wingalo strode intg the dormitory.

“T1 say, yvou fellows, keep him off 1"
velled DBunter, in alarm. 1 say, [
won't be taken to the Head! 1 sav,
I'm not going fo be sacked ! I say—""
The Owl of the Remove broke off, and
scutiled along the dormitory, before
Winsga.t-:: could reach him,

“Btop " roared Wingate.

“"Beast 1" pasped Bunter.

An autstretehed hand touched lis fut .
shoulder. Bunter bounded headlong
over 8 bed, barely escaping.

“Go it, Bunter " yelled the Bounder.

Wingate rushed round the bed to gral
Bunter on the other side. The fat junior
tore away up the dormitory. Close on
hiz track wont the prefect, gaining fast.

A few seconds more and the fat Owl
would have been in his prasp. At the

Tue MacNer Lirrart.—No. 1,376.
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psychological mmoment Fisher T. Fish
put ont a long bony leg, and Wingate
stumbled over it and crashed. )

“Qh 1" he roared, as he hit the dormi-
tory foor. “Owl®

“Ha, ha, hal"

“Good man, Fishy '

“ Hool it, Bunter [

Bunter did not need telling! He was
hooking it, as fast as his fat little le
could go. Before Wimfatﬂ could pick
himself up, the Owl of the Remove
vanished ont of the dormitory doorway.
The patter of rapidiy running feet died
away down the passage.

Wingate scrambled up, red with
wrath.
He glared round for DBunier, but

Bunter was gone. Then he glaved at
Fizher 1. Fish,

“¥on tripped me ' he roared.

“I—I—I pucss it was an sccident,
Wingate " stammeved Iisher T, Wish
in great alarm. “I'H say 1%t was jest an
accident—I"ll  say—whoop!  Yoooop!
Yarooop ! seissors!  Oh, preat
gophers and horned toads! Yarooh ™

Wingate seemed cross! Had he had
hiz oflicial ashplant with him, no doubt
ie would have given Fishy “six.” As it
was, he grasped the American junior,
spun him over, and spanked him.

Spank, spank, spank!

Fisher T. Fish's nasal voice was heard
on its top note! Wingate of the Bixth
had a heavy hand, ‘ _

“Yaroop! Lot upl” shrieked Fishy.
“¥ou pie-faced jay, I’'m saying let up!
‘{Fhwp] Great Abraham Lincoln!

FDDP Il]

“ Heseue 1 yelled Bob Cherry.

“Stand back, you young sweeps
roared Wingate.

But the Removites did not stand
hack 1 Fisher T. Fish had surprised the
whole Form by taking a hand, or rather
a foot, 1n helping Bunter to escape! It
was not Tishy's way, as a rule, to help
a lame dog over a stile. But he had
done it, and the other [rllows were not
likely to leave him to bear the brunt
unaided,

Harry Wharton and Co. rushed to the
reseue,  Tho Remove rebellion had
ended—but the spirit of rebelliousness
was evidently not defunct, The Famous
Five collared Wingate on all sides,
jerked him away from Fizhy, and rolled
him over.

“Pile  in!™  welled the Dounder,
eager as vsnal for trouble. And he lent
a hefty hand.

Wingate, pasping for breath, hardly
knqwin{; whether he was on hiz head or
M

2z
H

his heels, was rolled out of the Remove
darmitory. He departed in & dizshevelled
and dusty state.

“Owl Wow! Ow!™groaned Fisher T,

Tish, wr[gg]in% like an eel, "T'll Eug
I'm hurt! Il sure say I'm damage
some! Yep! I'll say this is the bee's

knee [ I'll tell a man it's the elephant’s
side-whiskers ! Wow [
“ Good ald Fishy [” said Bob. * You're

not such a funk as you've always made.

yvoursell out to be.”

“Ha, ha, hat”

"Ow! Wow! I guess I'm sure dam-
aged I groancd Fisher T. Fish. " That
pesky puy haz beat me up, a few! And
then some! Wow 17

The Removites went down from the
dormilory, Fisher T. Fish wriggling his
way after them. Fisher T. Fish was
damaged, and he was wriggling pain-
fully; but he had rather risen in the
estimation of his Form-fellows. Thae
Hemovites were not aware that Fishy's
gonseicnce was at work! They were
not, in fack, aware that he had a con-
science ! But he had—and it rather

Tue Macxer Liprary.—No. 1,376.

worried him on Bunter’s account. For
Fishy, little as anyone at Greyirisrs
School suspected it, was the fellow who
had “maopped” the ink over Mr. Prout,
and who was justly entitled to tho
“sack ¥ that had been awarded to the
fat and fatnous Owl of tha Remove.

That, however, was Fishy's secret,
which he was not likely to reveal. He
was concerned for the hdapless Owl, even
to the extent of helping him if he
could; but not to the extent of ownmg
up and taking his pruel! With the
sacl in prospect, Fisher I, Fizh was not
likely to spill the beans.

THE EIEHTE CHAPTER.
Gone from Greyiriars!|

x i 7w HERE'S Bunter
A “Gone 1

“ Must be gonel”

; It looked like it!

There was rather & strained atmo-
sphera in the Remove Form Room that

av. The Removites could not help
fceling acutely conscious of the fact that
they had very remnl;l;.' been mn rebellion
against authority, They had barred
their headmasier out of the Rag. They
had handled prefects! They could
hardly expect the matter to blow over.

But it seemed that it did [

Billy Bunter having vanished, prob-
ably ihe Head decided that the least
said the soonest mended, and that the
whole affair could be washed out and
burted in oblivion.

No doubt Mr, Quelch had used his in-
fluence in helping the Head to come to
that wise and lenient decision.

Greatly to the surprise of the Re-
movites, end infinitely to the relief of
most of them, nothing more was said on
the subject of that outbreak in the Rag.

The Bounder was a littlo disap-
pointed. He had been locking forward
to a tremendous shindy. But all the
other fellows wera relicved, and glad
that the storm had blown over.

If Buntor was gone, and the sentence
of the “sack ” carried into cffect, they
could do no more to help huni neither
had Bunter’'s peculiarkind of gratitude
for sexvices rendered increased their
enthuziasm.

And that he was pone scemed certain.

Greyfriars School had been searched
for him, almost combed with a small
comb, and no trace of the fat Ow] had
been found.

Skinner declared that if he was still
shout the place something would be
seen or heard of him at dinnertime.
But at dinnerdime nothing was seen or
heard of hine. That, according to Skin-
ner, settled it1 Xt was unmimaginable
that Billy Bunter could miss a meal
and keep quiot about it.

“CGone |” said Bob Cherry, convinced
at last.

“The gonpfulness is terrific !” agreed
Hurree Jamsct Ram Singh. "The
asteamed and absurd Bunter 1s now with
the old mokes ot home.™

“] suppose the Head will hear from
his father, if he's got home,” said
Harry Wharton. "“Ha must be ponel
It's rotten hard luck, for we jolly well
know that he never did ink Prout, and
Guelch knows it as well ns we do ! Btill,
I suppose the Head couldn’t do anythin
elze, when the fat duffer ook so mu
trouble to make it lock as if he did it!
But—" The captain of the Remova
broke off, frowning.

“* Nothing we can do now |” said Bob.

“Nol Nothing | But——"

“It's sure hard tack,” said Tisher T.
Fish. "But 1f the fat guy's gone, he's
gone, and that's that 1™

“And what cannot be cured must go
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longest to the well, ns the English
E;wer'p remarks 1" said Hurree Jamsch

msmgh"t ts t, but it

“] guess 1 oat, but it sure

can't hﬂ]p&ﬁg“_ﬁdgﬂﬁgﬁy, who was

by no means easy in his mind. ]
“Well, there's ono chance for him

vet,” said Harry thoughtfully. *It may

come out who really inked Prout—"
“Khi” -ﬂjﬂ.ﬂlt:[ﬂ.tﬂ:i' Fisher T Fish, in

alarm.

“If they get tha right man, they're
bound to Ietgﬁuntar come back,” argued
the captain of the Remove.

“0Oh, wake snakes !” murmured Fisher
T. Fish. I guess it was one of the
Fifth, vou guys, and they'll never cinch
him! Nopel® And Fisher T. Fish
hastily detached himself from the group
of Removites, and jerked away,

Fisher T. Fish waa very far from
anxtous for the fellow who had inked
Prout to be discovered! Fishy was
genuinely concerned for Bunter; but he
was still more deeply and closely con-
cerned for himself.

Harry Wharton & Co. went down to
the ecricket ground after class, for
practice. They could not help feeling
troubled about Bunter, whom they re-

arded as tha victim of an unjust fate:

ut sk the same time they realised that
they were well out of the “row * with
the Head. Bunter had zolved a wvery
diffienlt li:mblem by clearing out of the
school—if he had eleared out. And it
looked as if he had.

When the juniors came in from .
cricket, however, the captain of the
HRemove was called into his TForm-
master's study. He found Mr. Quelch
with a Lnitted and troubled brow.

“Has anything been eceen of Bunter
to-day, Whartoni” asked the Remova
master abruptly.

“Not that I know of, sir, since this
morning in the dorm,” answered Harry,
in surprise, “ Hasn't he gone home 1"

“It was taken for granted that he had,
Wharton, when he could not be found in
the school. But Dr. Locke has communi-
cated with his father, of course; and
it appears, from Mr. Bunter's reply,
that the boy has not gone home, so far,
at all eventa™

““*Ha can't be here, sir 1™ sald Harry.

“I am sure not; and yet what can ha
be doing " said Mr. Quelchk, with a
very worried look. “It may be that he
dare not face his father, having been
expelled from the school. He can
scarcely be staying away from hotne,
however, unless he ia provided with
money. Are you eware whether he is
provided with money, Wharton 1"

Wharton smiled famntly.

“I'm pretly sure npot, sir,” he an-
Swelteﬂ. “Hea's generally rathar hard

“Veary well, Wharton; if"jﬂu know
nothing of him, you may go.”

And Wharton want,

He followed his friends up to tha Re-
move passage. There was going to be
tea in BStu No. l4—the stady that
bhelonged to Squiff, Jﬂh.nn;' Bull, -and
Fisher T TFish. Wharton's brow was
thoughtful as he j:}ined hiz chums.

% }fnything up " asked Hob Cherry.

“Bunter's not gone home !" answered
Harry.

“Where the dickens can he be, then?™

“Goodness knows ™

" Poor ald Bunter I said Nugent.

The junicrs went salong to Study
Neo. 14, Az thoy rcached that study
the door opened, and Fisher T. Fizh
came - out suddenly. He came out
as if he was doing a2 nose-dive, and
landed in the passage with a bump and

e yoll.

“What the thump!” ejaculated
Wharton.

But the cause of Fishy's sudden and
startling exit from his study was visible
the next moment—in the shape of &
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boot in the doorway. The boot
bolonged o Johnny Bull, :

“Hallo, hallo, hallol What's this
game " roared Bob Chorry.

Johnny glared out of the study,

“That skinny tick at the moneylending
aecounts again!” he suorted. “I've
kicked him out! If he comes in, I'm
going to kick him out apain !

“You pie-faced clam1” %‘qapEd Ficher
T. ¥igh, scrambling up on his bony legs.
*You dog-goned, pesky jay, I guess a
guy's coming into his own study !

“Do 1" said Johony Bull grimly.

Fisher T. Fish glared at him.

“T'll sure make tato-serapings of
vou, if yrou aim to keep me out of my
own study [ he howled.

“(Get on with it ¥

“Aw, go and chop chips!l” snorted
Fisher T. Fish; and, instead of maki
potate-scrapings of Jehnny Bull—whie
might have proved & rather difficult task
—Fithy went along the passage to the
box-room stair. Trouble in Study No. 14
was not infrequent for the Shylock of
Greyfriars; and on such occasions he
was wont to retire to the box-room to
do his precious husiness accounts,

“Coma in, you men!” said Johnny
Bull hospitably, his ferocioua glare at
Fishy changing into a grin of welcome

to his chums. “You can lend a hand
ggtbin teal Tho stufi’'s in the cup-
ard 1"
After cricket practice all the juniors

had good appetites, and were ready for
fea. They crowded into Btudy No. 14.
Johmny Bull opened the door of the
study cupboard. He reached in to lift
out a parcel of tuck, placed thers earlier
in the day, to unpack it for tea.

E!-:It he did not lift out a parcel of

tuok.
Ho stored into the cupboard,
* What——"" he began. “ Who—"
“Hand it out, old bean,” said Squfl.
“What's the rowi"

“You haven't shifted 1" azked
Johnny glancing round at the
Australian junior.

“"Eh! Nal Isn't it thersf”

L1l $ N“ Ill‘

[ Whﬂ-"ﬂ‘t TH

The other fallows stared into the eup-
board. Lika that of the well-known
Mra, Hubbard, it was bare. The parcel
of tuck, laid in for tea for £ix, was gone
from their gaze like o beautiful dream !

“Great pip!” exclaimed Bobh Cherry
blankly. *“ Look hoere, what's become of
it? There's no grub-raider in the Re-
move now Bunter's gona™

“Bonter " gasped Johnny Bull

“But he's gone—="

“Has ho?” snorted Johnny, “Does
this lool lile it

“h, my hat I

The chums of the Remove gazed into
the empty cupbeoard. They gazed &t
one another, All through that day it
locked as if Bunter had pone  But ak
%ml:l_lhmf undoubtedly it looked as if he
wndn’t

-qﬁ—

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
The Haunted Box-room !

7] HAT the great hormned
%w toad ¥ grunted TFisher T.
Fish.
Fishy was irritated.

Tt was not the first time that he had
been kicked out of his study, when
gither Johnny Bull or Squiff had come
upon him engaged in his amateur
moneylending Eusmeﬁ there. It had
indeed, happaned often; but Fishy had
never grown o like it. IHe was feeling
quite cross as he went up the narrow
tair to the box-reom. As he would have
cxpressed it, his dandor was riz. And he
was still more annoyed when, crossing

the little landing outside the box-room
door, he heard & sound within

Most fellows hardly ever came up to
the box-room, unless they happened to
want some ariicle that had been left
in 8 box or a trunk. But there wera
certain fellows who made it & resort on
certain occasiona, Skinner & Co., when

they had expended pocket-money reck-
lessly on  smokes, would seek that
socluded  apartment to smoke their

Eignrﬂttea in safety from beaks and pre-
ey,

Fishy had no ohjsction to Skinner
& Co. playing the “ giddy ox ¥ as much
as they liked, but he did object to their
Fresemm when he was going to immerse
iimself deep .in accounts and revel in
the calculation of profits. It was sure
fierce, Fishy considered, if a paloot,
fired out of his own shebang, could nob
find peace and repose in a dog-gone
box-room. Ho he gave an angry grunt
ag he tramped on the little landing ond
hurled open ithe box-room door,

“Bay, ‘I;mn gecks, see here——"
Fisher T. Fish.

Then he broke off as he saw that the
room was emphy.

IHe stared round it in astonizhment.

Ho was sure that he lLad heard a
sound within—the sound of a hurried

began

HOW'S THIS
FOR A
GREYFRIARS LIMERICK?

Horace Coker, the world's biggest
ﬂuﬂurl,
With his ‘Fatink bike '* a lot has
to suffer.
1 will take him away,
Then conk out for the day,

And poor Horace returna home by
i puﬁ'r Ll !

Ro]:;’ Tyson, of 35, Barrett Road,
Walthamstow, E.17. has been

awarded a useful leather

POCKET WALLET

for the above winning efort.
Pile in with your attempts, chums,
if you want to win one of these
useful prizes|
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movement. Yet there was no one fo
be seen.

“Bearch mo " ejaculated the puzzled
Fishy.

He looked round among the boxes.
Ho even looked into the big trunk
belonging to Lord Mauleverer. But
there was no one to be found. SBkinner
% Co. had not dodged out of sight,
fearful of being caught by a pretect.
Skinner & Co. were not there.

Fishy wondered whother it had bean
the house-dame’s cat.  But there was
n;: sign of the cat, and the window was
shut.

He concluded at length that his long,
sharp ears must have deeceived him.
Anvhow, there was nnbsdg there. Dis-
missing the puzzle from his mind, the
Amarican junior proceeded to business.

fle drew various papers from his
{:mckets, mto which they had been
wetily erammed in Study No. 14, and
a little asccount-book—the =ame book
that had once fallen invo Mr. Prout's
hands, and to recover which Fishy had
taken the terrific risk of squirting the
Fifth Form master with the ink Buntor
had got ell ready for him.

Fishy was very careful indeed of that
book now, He had lost it once, owing
to Squilf pitehing it out of the study
window, when it lhad dropped on Prout’s
hoad. Now it was safe in his apssion
grain, though his method of recover-

ing it had caused more than a spet of
bother.

Ee lai it on top of Lord Maule-
veror's big trunk, which he used as a
table, with his papera. He sal on a
smaller box. He took out lus fountain-
pen and started on figures.

Fiahy rovelled in fipures. He liked
—indeed, loved—adding up the small
sums he recetved in intercst on the little
lnans he made among impecunious fags. |
Fishy could not wait till he was grown
unr before he started business operations.
He was too keen on tha “dullars ™ for
that. Many and various were TFisliv's
schemes for making motey: and they
did neot all tnre wp frumps, by any
means. Often he came out, as he would
have expressed if, at the little end of
the horn! PBut he always boegan again,
with nmndiminished confidence in his own
vast ahilitics,

Decp as he was in that etirancing
anccipabion. Fishy suddenly started and
looked up, as a sound foll on his cars.
It was tha sound of & gront: and Fishy
could have sworn that cither there was
an ezcaped pig from 8 neichbourmg
farm at hand. or that Billy Bunter was
somewhere sround. Ie stared around
him, puzaled,

He was alonel That was clear.
Nobody olse was in the box-room. Yet
he was certain that he had heard o fat
grunt.

Hea seanned the room. from the dusty
old eeiling, the hare walls, to the bare
planks of the floor. Had his ears
deceived him again? Ha roso from his
box. stepped quictly to the door, apenad
it suddenly, and peered out.  INobody
was there,

“Carry me home to die!™ murmured
the puzzled Fishy. “I guess I'm hear-
m% things a few! I'm sure beat!"

Ta s=al down to his mccounts again.
This time, however, ho did not succeed
in sinking his cute, spry mind so deeply
in the enthralling subject of money.
Every now and then he glanced up,
with o spspicious oye, as if in doubt
whether some unseen fellow was lark-
img with him.

Grunt i

Fizhy jumped.

There it was again—amd thiz timo
there could be no mistake! Clearly
and distinctly he had heard & fat grunt,
such o8 might have emanated from
Billv Bunter when short of breaih,

“That fat geck [V breathed Fishy.

Bt he was more perplexcd than ever.
If it was Bunter, where was Bunter?
Unlazz the fat junior had borrowed the
cloak-of-darkness from the fairy tale
and could make himself invisible, ha
was not in the box-room. Dut if Bunter
was not, his grunt was. And DBonter’s
ﬁﬂmt could scarcely be there without

unter | ‘ _

It was puzeling, perplexin n fact,
unnerving. It scemed e= if the Remove
Lox-room was haunted by o disembodied

runt ! TFisher T. Fish quite forgot oven
Iis precious accounts o8 he stared obout
1117y,

“Bearch mol” he mur{!mreﬂ.i with

nite & creapy, uneasy feeling. It was
?nfher diﬁmﬁwzrting to bo haunted by
Billy Bunter’s grunt.

T'ishy gave onother start as thers was
the sound of & erosk. His oyes almost
bulged from his head as they were fixed
on the floor in 2 cormer of the room.
In that corner a board was rising from
the {loor, as if of ils own volition. Fishy
gazed at it. spellibonnd.

It was a short, but wide, length of
board, which had rested on the floor-
joists, bLut was resting on ihem no
onger ! Tt was tilting up on one end
in the most astonishing way.

But a moment mare, and that strango
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miystery was explained. From the eavity
m the [loor, pushing uwp the board,
appeared a fat and rather g'rubh%f hand,
It was followed into view by a fat and
m-:;eedin%‘w grubly face. .

“ Seavel me 1” gasped Fisher T. Fith.

Billy Bunter, with his fat face and his
iat head projecting from the f_:penimi;"in
the box-room floor, blinked round him
through his big spectacles and grunted
breathless]y.

Then, as he sighted the astounded
Fishy staring ot ﬁim, he gave a sud-
den squeal of alarm and disappesred,
and the plank fell back into its place
with a thud |

Bunter had wvanizhed again! And
Fisher T. IPish stared blankly at the
floor that hid the Owl of the Remove
from sight.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Lying Low!

“ ARRY me home to die!™
@ razped Fisher ', Fish,
He rose from lhis box and

crossed to the corner of the
room. Sow that he bent his head and
seanned 1t closely he could see that
that short board was leose. The nails
that had once secured it to the joists
underneath had been loosened by time,
no  doubt. Anyhow, they were now
pulled out, and the board lay in place,
unsecured.
That . waszs Bunter's hiding-place—
Bunter's latest! Certainly, it was not
likely to bo spotted, or even suspected.

“Waal, search me ! murmured Fisher

1. Fish, = The piefaced geck! The
pesky gink ! 1le ain’t hit the horizen,
after agl | He's sure still around ! It's

the frog’s pyjamas!™

He stared down at the loose board.
Bunter, he guessed, skulked in the box-
raotn  and retreated to that dismal
hiding-plagce when he heard anyone
eontung. It could not have been nice
there—in darkness, and dust, and
spiders.  Even the sack and an angry
reception from Alre. DBunter at home
would have been preferable to a pro-
longed residence in -that unsolubrious
fuarter. H
Kishy, as he stood over the hiding-
lace, frowned with annovance. o
ad not wanted Bunter sacked. He
had, indeed, lent the hunted Owl a
helping hand. But, at the same time,
Bunter's departure from Greyfriars
would have made all safe for Fishy.
And “Bafety First ” was Fishy's motto ;
and he was-extremely unused to think-
ing of anvone by Fisher I'arleton Fish.
1t was rather a blow to Fishy to dis-
cover that Bunter was still at Grey-
friars, Ela}'mg hiz weird game of hide-
and-seek with the school authorities.

But Fishy, unscrupulous as he was in
the pursuit of eash, had his limits. Had
there been a reward offored for the dis-

covery of Bunter, the fat Owl's fate
would have trembled in the halanee.
Fizsher T. Fish e¢ould hardly have

resisted the lure of cash. Now, annoyed
as he was, Fishy was feeling that it
was up to him to stand by the hunted
Owl, so far as he could do so without
undue peril to his preecious self. Tn-
doubtedly it was on Fishy's couseience
that he had done the deed for which
Bunter had been expelled.

He jerked up the loose beards frem
tha joists.

There was o stavtled, breathless squeak
from below.

“Ch. loe ™

“0.K.. wou fat pink!™ snapped
Fisher T. Fish. “You can sure como
out 1

Bunter's fat face glimmered up fron
the sl helow.

“0Oh! Tz it you, Fishy " he gasped.

“1 guess it ain’t no other guyl”
grunted Fisher T. Fish,

Up from the gap in the floor came the
head and shoulders of tha fat Owl.
Bunter gasped with relief.

“1 say, it's jolly stuffy down there!™
he gasped. “I zay, was it you I saw
when I lifted the board, & moment ngo ?
I thought it mifht be one of those beasts
hunting me! I say, nobody knows I'm
here—what *
~"“I'l sure say that nobody’s wise to
it,” zald Fisher U, Fish,

Bunter erawled out and shook off dust
and cobwebs. TFisher T. Fish stared
down into the cavity under the floor.
There was a wide space between the
box-room Heor and the ceiling of the
apartiient below, though not enough
for a fellow to stund wpright in. Rest-
ing on two beams was a box, which
Bunter had taken down apparently to
gerve a3 a store cupboard. The hid was
open, and Fishy could see bottles of
ginger-beer, several paper packets, and
other things, in the box. viduntfy the
hunted Qwl had spaffled supplies of food
fromm somewhere.

“Waal, I'll say this is the bee's
knee [ said Fisher T, Fish, “Say, wou
ginle, how long you fipure you're going
to keep up this game ™

Bunter sat down on a trunk and
gasped for breath,

“Well, I'in not going home,” he zaid.
“I told the Head I couldn’t go home,
My father would be in a fearful wax if
I went home in the middle of the term!
Besides, I'm not going to be sacked! I
never inked Prout, did I

He -wiped dust from hiz hig spectacles
and zet them on his fat little nose again,

“1 thought Quelch would see me
through,” went on Bunter. “Quelch
knows I never did it. Ile's rather let
me down. Still, there’s a chance, Fishy
—they may find man who inked
Prout——->"

“Oh 1

“Then it will be all right, won't it

“Oh*

“The fellow must be a puirid sort of
rolter, not to have owned up before
thiz. Deon't vou think so?

L] 'H

“Some  absolutely eringing worm,
you know,” said Bunter. “Fancy a
fellow keeping mum and letting another
fellow be sacked for him? What do you
think of a rvotter like that, Fishy®”

Fisher T. Fish did not answer that
uestion, It was rather a difficult ono
or him to answer, in the eircumstances,
_YOf eourse, in his place, I'd own up
like a sheot,” zaid Bunter,

“Aw, can it grunted Fisher T. Fish,

“Don't let on that you've seen o
here, Fishy. It's protty safa to eamp
hire, and dodge under 'Eiitﬁ plank when
anybody comes. 1 can keep it np, 50
long as I have enough grub, Luckily, I
foundd somo things in Johnny's study.
looked round while the fellows were in
clazs, you kneow. Lucky, wasn't it

“11l sa:li? Bull sure thinks so,” said
Tisher T. Fish sarcastically,

“1 shall be all'right till supper,” said
Bunter. “It's not pleasant here—still,
it's no worse than class; and prep, you
know. After all, it's something to be
getting out of classes.”

Ividently Bunter, in his peenliar posi-
tion, was able to ses the silver lining
to the cloud.

“Don't jaw it all over the place that
vou've scen me here,’' went on the Owl
of the Remove. “Dut you ean iell
Toddy, and Wharton, and Bob Cherry—
they’ll stand by me. In fact, I want
them to know., I want somebody to
sneak me some blankets from the dormi-
tory—I ghall have to camp out here to-
night. And I shall want some supper.
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Tell my [nends I expect them to rally
round.”

“SBearch me!” said Fisher T. Fish.

Bunter gave o sudden start. There
was a creak of the box-room stairs under
a footstep. ] i i

He jumped up and dived into his
Iudmg-pla::m Swiftly Fisher T. Fish ve-
placed the board over him, and the floor
presented its normal sppearsnce. As
swiftly he jammed his account book and

pers into his pocket. Then, as a
ootstep erossed the landing to the door,
Fishy bent over a box, as if Jooking for
something within. If it was a master
coming ho had to account for his pre-
sence in tho box-room.

The door opened. 3

The angular figure and frowning face
of Mr. Queleh appeared. He stared at
Fisher °'I'. Fish, and then glanced
qui-::.klf.v round the room,

“"What are you doing here, Fish®™

Fishy jumped up from the box.

“Oh, I guess I didn’t sce you, sirl
Looking for a book I left in my hox,
sir; but I guess I can’t find it -

“*You aro alone here?

“Yeap ¥

“I thought T heard voices,”™ said Mr.

Quekch,
Y Dnd you, sir? I guess I was jest say-
ing, I wondered where that pesky book
had got to? zaid Fisher T, Fish inno-
contly,

“¥ou have nok seen Bunter, Fish®”

“*Bunter?"’ repeated Fisher T, Fish.
“Yan't he ne home, sir?- All the
fellows think he's gone home.”

Fishy, as he answered the Remove
muaster, was listening, in an agony of
apprehension, for a sound from %glmter.
In the stuffy atmosphere of his peculiar
hiding-place, Bunter waz only too likely
to snort, or sniff, or gasp, or grunt.
Any such sound would have put
Remove master on the track at once.

Fortunately, the Owl of the Remove
remained quite silent.  Mr. Quelch
glanced round the room again,

He was suﬁ:.i::ic:us, Fishy could sece
that. Fvidently he had vizsited tho Re-
move box-room, with the idea that tho
hunted Owl might be lying low there.
Btill, thera was nothing to be seen of
Bunter, and nothing to be heard from
him. The Remove inaster wenbt out of
the box-room, end isher T. Fish,
breathing hard through his long, thin

. nose, wiped a spot of perspiration from

his brow.

Ho did not linger in the room. A
minute _after Mr, Quelch was gone,
Fisher T. Fizsh was gone also. hen
tha loosa bhoard was lifted apain and
Billy Bunter blinked out, the box-room
was emply.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Heavy Hand!

e UH%REDEDENTED " gaid Mr,
3 I"ﬂll!-.".-,

Other members of the stalf

were nob  always, indeed

seldom, in agreement with Prout. DBut

now they agreed with {that pompous and

portly pentleman. It was unprece-
dented. :

The whole school ngreed that it was,

Such a state of affairs was, in fact,
incredible. Not only was it unprece-
dented—it was unparalleled—anotner of
Frout's favourite words.

Several days had passed,

Days, whole days—nights, whole
nights, and the mystery of Billy Bunter
remained o mystery. ;

He had not gone home.  Replies
from Mr, Willinm Samuel Bunter—very
tart repligs—made that fact clear, Br.
Bunter had scen nothing of his hopelnl
son, And Mr., Bunter mads it plain
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“ Hook it, Bunter ! ** said Bob Cherry, from his seat on Coker's head.

that he regarded the headmaster of
Greyfriars as responsible in the matter.

Az Bunter had not gone home, and as
he was not to be found at Greyiriars,
thera had been an early impression that
he was, so to speak, wandering n
spaco. But that impression had soon
been corrected.

Binter, it wes certain, was still in or
asbout the school,

Evidence to that effeet accumulsted.

Bedclothes had been surreptitiously
removed from Bumter’s bed in the Re-
move dormitory. ‘That bed being no
longer required for a fellow who was no
longer there, Mrs. Kebble, the house-
dame, had been going to pack the things
awayv. But they had disappeared.

Sheets and blankets, pillow and
bolster, even the mattress, had disap-
Eeared, Obviously, they had been taken

v Bunter, or for Bunter, and the fact
pointed cl’aarlf to his_continued
sence at Greyviriars,
somewhera,

But wherel

''bat remained & mystery; though the
Head and the other masters suspected
that it was not a mystery to all the Re-
move. They had hittle doubt that the
hunted Owl had confederates in his
Form. It was pretty certain that Bunter
himszelf could not have carried off all
those things from the Remove dormitory
unseen and undiscoverad. Some other
person had carried them off for him—
grnbuth a number of other persons.

robably a dozen fellows had had a
hand in it.

Apart from the wanished bedeclethes
there ware traces discovered of an un-
Eem and surreptitious inhabitant of the

1R,

Wherever Bunter was obviousty he
could not stay permancntly in the same

pre-
He was camping

al,

O =

e
(i

spot, like Bt. Simon Stylites on his
celebrated pillar, ]

Bunter was not keen on exercise, bul

he had to get some exercise. Ho was
not keen on fresh air, but he had to
come up to breathe, as it were, like o
whale. And bhe was keen on grub—
fearfully keen. That somebody was
secretly supplying him with foed, was
fairly cectain. EI‘I'uavn: Bunter did not
regard the supfpl:.r as sufficient, was
equally clear—for on several nights
therec had been raids on the larder.
These could only be attributed to a
hidden and hungry Dunter.
_ Prout was certsinly right in declar-
ing that it was unprecedented. Ho
might evon have used a longer word of
he had thought of one,

- Home of the fellows took 1t as a joke.
Thera was a good deal of merriment on
the subject of the hidden Owl.

Sixth Form prefects were still look-
ing for him; but after such a lapse of
time they naturally did not look very
hard or very often. Really, they had
other matters to think about. Lader of
the BSixth, anxigus te “grease™ up lo
tho Head by & keen attention to duty,
was the keencst. But Loder had ro
luck. Coker of the Fifth, who had no
business to meddle in the matter at all,
bargped in for that very reason, and
twice or thrice was Horacee Coker rolled
down the Bemove staircase, when he
went a-hunting o that quarter, The
Bemovites tried to make it ¢lear unto
Coker that a Fifth Form man was cx-

ected to mind his own business, and, in
act, they made it painfully clear,

This state of affairs, with an expelled
fellow hiding somewhera in the school,
could not, of course, continue, Only it
did continue. Left on his own. no doubt
Bunter wounld soon have been rooted
out. DBut with confederates in the

¢ Take the tuck and hook It !
Coker 1" *“ Grooogh! Lemme gerrup ! Grooogh [ yelled Coker, heaving in vain. Bunter picked up the tuck and
made for the doer [

We'll look alter

Remove, helping im in every way, Le
was nobt reooted oub and, indeed, it
begon to look as if he might finish the
term at Greyfriars under these cxtra-
ordinary conditions.

That the Head was deeply annoyed
and angry all Greyfriars knew. What
Mr. Quelch thought about it nobody
know, as the Remove master said
nothing, and hiz face gave no sign.
Perhaps he was hoping that the real
agsailant of Prout might bo brought to
hght and the hapless Owl cleared and
pardened. . But of (hat assailant’s
wlentity, if 1t was not indeed Dunter,
nobody had the remotest suspicion.

“Secandalous 1™ said Prout in Common-
reom. “I have said that it 13 scandal-
ona, and L repeat it 1"

“Very exiraordinary atb least!" said
Mr. Capper. * Quelch ought to do somwe-
thing as the boy's Form-master.”

Snort from Prout.

“1 fear that Quelch does not wish tha
boy to Lo found and sent awayv,” ln
said. "I cannot help zuspecting so. I
fear that he approves of this defiance
of the headmaster's authorits.”

“My  dear I'ront—" murmurcd
Capper.
Thut, si," osaid Dreouty " somelhing

shall be done! Something must e done,
sir, and something shall! And if Quelch
will not take steps, T will, six ¥

Prout raised a plump hand.

“YWherever the bor i3 hidden,”™ lLin
gald, “1t i3 clear that ho ventures [orlh
at night. DIroofs have been found of
this. DBy day ho daro not roveal him-
self, but at nizht, sir, he steals forth,
like an animal from its lairl Watch
must bo kept for him."

{Coutimred on poge 16.)
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(Continued from page 13}
“ Dear me ™ said Capper.

" Perhaps, Capper, you would care o
sit up with me and keep watch for the
young raseal?” suggested Prout.

“1t 15 hardly my affair, Prout,”™ said
Mr, Capper hastily, Whether it was

hiz affair or not, the Fourth Form
master had no fancy for sitting up all
night in compsny with the pompous
Prout.

“What do you think, Hacker?” asked
Prout, turning to the master of the
Shell. “Would you care—"

“I should not!™ said Hacker bLriefly.

Ancther snock from Prout!

“Then I shall stay up by myself!”
ho ssid, with dignity. “And I have
little doubt that T shall cateh that young
rascal when he ventures forth from his

lair.™

Whereat the othor heaks smiled.
Prout was a good sleeper, as the snore
that was often heard from his room
testified. It was probable that if Prout
stayed up on the watch, he would nod
off in a very short time, end that the
surreptitious Owl would have little to
fear from him. Prout, however, was
determined. It was time, in Prout's
opinion, that this unprecedented state
of affairs came to an end.

Dr. Locke was of the same opinion.
While Prout was holding forth in
Masters’ Common-room. the headmasler
of Greyfriars was in Mr. Quoloh’s study,
consulting with the mastor of the
Eemove.

“It i3 nearly a weck, my dear
Quelch,” said the Head, “and obviously
the present state of affaira cannot be
allowed to continue. I have hod seversl
communtcations from Mr. Bunter of a
tart—I might almest say disagrecablo—

nature,”
. “No doubt, eir,” sald Quelch.
* But—"

“It is clear,” said the Hoad, *that
the boy could no$ remain in hiding in
this way without help from others.”

Quelch was silent. He was well aware
of that, and at the bottom of his hoart
he did not blame the fellows for stand-
ing by a junior whom they believed to
be unjustly sacked.

“I shall gquastion the Remove on the
subjeck.” said Dr. Locke. *Please have
vour Form assembled m the Form-

room, ™

“Very well, eir,” said Mr, Quelch
quietly,

Ten minnfes later the Remove were
assembled, and the Head came into the
Form-room:. Hiz face was grave, almost
portentous.

“Trouble coming 1" murmured Bob
Cherry.

“Bet vour nat!” ngreed che Bounder.

*Zilenca in the Form 1" barked Mr.
Oneleh.

There was silence in the Form. All
eves were fixed on the storn foce of the
Hoad. .

“Doys of the Remove” said Dr.
Locks in & deep voice, “you are awara
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that Bunter, of this Form, remains in
concealment in the school. It is certain
that he has assistanca from members of
this Form. All boys who are aware of
Bunter's present whereabouts will step
oul”

MNohody stepped out,

“No takers 1¥ murmnred the Bounder,
anid there was a suppressed chuekle.

“The Iead waitedp—in vain! Grimmer
and sterner grew his brow.

“Very well I” ho said, in o tone_that
hinted that it was far from well. “ Yery
well! Until Bunter is found, this Form
will be detained for all half-holidays.”

There was & gasp from the whole
Remove.

This was rather drastic!

“On every half-holiday, so long as
DBunter remains in hiding at  Grey-
friars, this Form will rempin in the
Form-toom, and will be given & Latin
lesson 1™ sald the Head.

Thera was a moment's silence. Then
the Bounder called out:

“Shame [

Ir. Locke started.

“What? What? Wio spoke?” he
exclaimed. ' .

“1 did, sir!” =zald Vernon-Smith
coolly.

“ Vernon-Smith 3

“Shame!” roared Bob Cherry. Ho
would not have said it, but he was not
going to leave Smithy to face the music
alone,

“Chorry——"

“Shame! Shame! Shame!” came a
roar from o dozen BRemovites.

Dr. Locke's faco was crimson.

“Mr. Quelch,” he snapped, "I am
sorcy to see this state of rebellious dis-
respect in vour Form. [ trust, sir, that
vou will be able to induce your Form to
trest their headmaster with greater
respect. That, sir, is all that I have
to sayl”

And the Fead whisked out of the
Form-room.

There was silence again. Mr.
Quelch’'s face was pale with mortifica-
tion. The Remove wondered whether
there were going to be * whoppings * all
round. Mr. Quelch picked up his cane.
To the general surprise, he laid it down
Bgain.

* Dizmiss!™ he barked.

And the Remove marched out—un-
whopped !

THE TWELFTH CHAFTER.
Coker on the Track!

QKER of the Fifth frowned.

Coker was in the echool shop

with his friends, Potter and

(Gireene, after class. They had

been at ericket practice with the Fifth,

and Coker, as was his custom on the

ericket pround, had been adding con-

siderably to the gaiety of existence afb
Greyiriars

Now he was entertaining Potter and
Cireena with a deseription of what would
have happenec if something else hadn't
happened to happen. It appeared that
when he bowled to Blundell's wicket,
that wicket would infallibly have gone
down but for this, that, or the other!
When, on the other hand, Coker batted,
and Fiteperald of the IFifth knocked his
bails off six times in succession, amid
laughter, it appeared that Coker was
not really batting badly. This, that, or
ihe other had caused his wicket to go
down like clockwork !

Listening to Coker of the Fifth, one
might have supposed that a really good
bowler was a fellow who did not take
wickets, while a first-class bat was a
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man who incessantly captured duchks'
ogrsl :

Coker entertained his friends with
this; but they did net mnd. as he was
also entertainng them with cake and
ginger-beer. There ia no rese without
a thorn, and there was no cake and
ginger-pop for Potter and Greene with-
out conversation from Coker. 8o they
gave the great Horace his head.

But Coker left off talking cricket, and
frowned, az aforesnid, as & bunch of
Hemove juniors came into the tuckshop.
The three Fifth Formers were sitting
at a little table in the corner, and Harry
Wharton & Co. did not even glance at
them. Dut Coker gave the cheery Co.
his very special attention, frowning dis-
approvingly. :

Coker rpoted that the Famous Five
were making purchasca which they did
not consume on the spot. Fellows oiton
did make purchases to_be conveyed to
their studies for tea. But it was after
toa-time now, and Coker was drawing
conclusions Coker knew, as cverybody
else  know, that somebody must be
supplying the hidden Owl of the Remove
with food. Already he suspected the
Famous TFive of being the “some-
Lodies.”

“Tt's rotten I

Potter raised his eyebrows.

The three wers ecating cake, and
Potter rather raturally supposed that
Coker's remark referred to the cake.
Hos had not noticed the chums of the
Remove come in, and was unaware of
the thoughts that were pasiing in
Coker's powerful brain.

runted Coker.

“Rather good, I thought,”” he
answerad.

“What 7" ejaculated Coker.

“Don't you think so, Greeneyi” .

“Quite 1" said Greene, with his
mouth full

Coker starad at them.

“Well, I say it's rotten!” he snapped.
#T zay that it’s absclutely rotten, and
i’s time it was fimshed, see®” -

“Wall, wo'll finish it, if you like”
said Potter, still referring to the cake.

“(Certainly I” =aid Greene heartily.
“ Leave iti] t{:rua. Coker, if you like.
We'll finish 15"

“Fat lot you ecould do!” said Coker
disdainfully. - “Even the Head doesn't
goem able to do anything:'’

“The H-Head 1 stuttered Potter.

“Or Quelch |” said Coker. “Mind, I
don’t think Quelch iz keen on if. I
shouldn’t be surprised if he'd ba willing
to let it last all through the term.”

This was Greek to Potter and Greene,

“Put it's gomg to Anish!” =aid
Coker darkly. “The prefects can’t do
anything. § fancy I can. And T'm
going to.”

It dawned on Potter and Greene that
Coker was not, after all, talking about
the cake! What he was talking nbout
they did not know! Neither did they
care very much,

“It's lasted & whole week now,” went
on Coker. Obviously this could not
refor to the cake. “Pretty state of
nffaira, if you msk mel ot that I
expect you fellows carel TIt's our
Form-master who was drenched with
ink by that fat young scoundrel
Bunter! It's up against the Fufth."m
But you fellows don’t carn!

B YWal.
“h1” goasped Pottor. _
He realised that Coker was talking

about the affair® of Bunter.

“Prout's an old ass,” went on Coker,
“and a. bit of & blighter! Look how
ha rags a man in class; and, mind you,

he's generally wrong! I've never been
ﬁatisged with Prout!"

“Paor old Prout!” murmured
Greene. “He must feel that!”
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“He doesn't seem to, that T know
of,” answered Coker, whe was blind and
deaf to sarcasm “Too much bounce!
Pompous old ass, to put it plain!
Still, he's our beak! lemove fags
ain’t going to rag our beak snd get
away with itl at1” Coker jerked
hizs head towards the IFamous Five.
“Took at thoss young sweepzl What
do you think they are up taf"

“Zcoffing tuck, I supposel” yawned
Fotter. )

He was not in the slightest degreo
interested in the juniors. ;

“They're packing it inte a bag!"” said
Coker, :

“ Are they 7 yawned Greene, without
troubling ta furn his head.

Coker was afflicted with a constitn-
tional inahility to mind his own busi-
ness. But this seemed rather the out-
sido edge, even for Coker. Why he
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was concerncd about the Remove
fellows, and what they were domng with
their tick, was a mystery to Potter and
Greene.

“They arel” said Coker. "“And I
know why 1"
Coker paused, evidently in the

expectation that Fotter and Greene
would display keen curiosity. But they
didn’t!  They did not scem to care
whether Coker knew why, or didn't
know why They helped themselves to
more cake. The cake was good, even if
the state of affairs was, as  Coker
stated, rotten! TPotter and Creenc
wore maro deeply interested in  the
cake thaa in -the state of affairs

“1 know why!" repested Coker,
handing out the news unasked, as it
was not inguired after. “They'ro fecd-
ing that yvoung villain Bunter ! They're
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getling that bag of pgrub to take to
I now.” i

*Young assce,” sald otter. * Decent
of them to stick to the sticky little
beast though, what 1"

“Don’t be a silly ass, Potter!”
“Well, it's rather decent of them,
Coker,” said Greene.  "They've got

soma 1den that the fat lunalic never
did ink Prout.”

“Don't be a fathead; Greenc!™

" Look heve——"

“Shut up, if vou can’t talk scnsel”
suggested Coker.

Potter and Greene devoted themselves
ta cake. Both of them intended to
remember a  pressing engagement as

goon as the cake was finished. And it
was at its last slices now.
“It's rotten, as I said!” resumed

Coker. “It's got to be fimished! I'm

{Continucd an noxd page.}

Our cricket specialist Is never happier than when he's

solving knotty proklems for “ Magnetites.*!
S YMPIRE," ¢jo The MAGMNET, The Fleetway House,
Farringdon Streat;, London; E.C.4; then watoh out for

UNLUCKY LORD’S !

Y way of a start this weelk lebt us
B rememhber Thomas Lord, That
waa the name of the cricket
enthusiast who, over a hundred
veare ago, owoed o piece of land at 5t.
John's Wood, London, ¢on which cricket
wmatehes used to be played. And it is on
this gelf-game epot that England and
Australia are playing the eecond Teat
mateh of the five which are on the fixture
liet this season,

It iz becauso tho land was originally
owned by this man named Lord that the
ground i3 atill given the title of Lord’s.
Aa you know, it is tho headquerters of
cricket, but & lob of Eenpla do not know
what the letters M.C.C. stand for.

Mang—including one of my
MAGNET readers—thinl: that the
letters mmean Middicser County
Clubr. They don't. They inean
Marylebone Cricket Club, and Mid-

dlesex only piey their county
watehes at Lord’s by Fe:'misst‘ou
of the Marylebone club

Hoving answered that question about
the ground, let us turn to the orcket—
—tha Test mateh cricket—which haa been
played thers. What memories the

und holds : what stories could be told

only the turf could spealk.

There is a disturbing thought, so far
a3 Epgland is concerned, connected with
this Lord’s d. It ecan almost he
gnid with truth that it is the pitch on
which England pever wins. all we
break the spell this season—the unluek
gpell which ecems to hang over Lord's
go for as we are concorned 1 The answer
to that question will soen be known.
Away back in 1896, which, if my arith-
metio ia still good, iz thirty-eight yeara
ago, England did win a Test mateh at
Lord’s,

Tom Richardson—that great fast
bowler gou meay have heard people
talk about—ivas mainly responsible
for seeing Englond sofely through

Write to

his reply in this paper.

on that occasion. Ie and Lofimany
bowled the Australions out in one
innings for the meagre tofal of
&3 runs oll told !

England won the match by six wickets,
But we haven’t won a Teat agamst the
Australions at Lord's sinee that day.
Tragedy has often accompanied our
offorta. People still talk of the day in
1902 when ¥ry and Ranji, two of the
greatest batamen the game has ever known,
weora back in the pavilion before a run
had been scored.

DON BRADMAN DID IT!

OMING right down to our own
timez—the times even my Young
readeras will remember—we loat
to Australia ot Lord’s on the last

accasion on which a Test match was played
there—in 1930. What & memorable game
that was—n game of many records, Aal
think sbout it now, I am convinesd that
England lost that Test at Lord’s in 1930
because we did nobt realiss what the
change-over from three to four-day games
really meant. On the first day of the
match wo wera pilin ug a Lig score—
thenks mainly to K. 8. Dulecpsinhji,
He played a wonderful inninga on the
first day, but when he had passed the
160 merk, and the shadows were growing
long across the pitch, that fine Indian
layer evidently thought hs — and
ngland—had scored enough.
“Duleep " began to take all eorts of
risks, running almoat hall-why down the
itch even bofore the ball was delivered.
ou ean't do that for long with impunity,

and Criromett t him, Now if
“* Duleep * had only becn content to stay
in till the drawing of sturops, and then

could have started freeh again tho next
morning, we might have scored a lot mora
runs, DBut everybody-—and I include
rayeelf—thought that a first innings
total of 425 was eunfficient to save England
from defeat.

H*I‘e were langht better before the
maich was finished. And the man
who ftaught us, chicfly, was Don

NDradiman. e didw’t now so mneh
then about what Iie could de. But
Bradmwan oid it. He acorcd 254
before ke was ont ; caplfain Waod-
jull got 155, and the Australions
were ablic to declare af 720 for sin’
teickets [

It wog a total, which nobody had ever
dreamt & side could make in a Test in
this country. Ewven tho peoplo who made
the gcore-bonrd had not anticipated such
& seors, for there was no figure seven in
the hundreds' column of that roll of figures
which tell the spectators how many runs
have been made. In all, well over ona
hundred thousand peopls watched that
memoreble 1930 game. We lost by seven
wickets, making the Test matches ona
each, and eventually we lost the last one

at the Owal, and the Australians took homo
the ** Ashes.”
“ TEAM-WORK."

SHALL alwaya remember ono particus
I larly smart bit of flelding in that
ame, because in it thero was a

eszon which my young readers ma

like to bear in mind. A ball wos playe
round to leg by an England player.
Oldfield, the Australian wicket-keeper,

and Bradman ¢och ran towards it.

Oldficlid got there first, but real-
iging that DBradmon trag o nuch
Letter thrower of the ball than heo
teas, the wicket-keeper turncd il 1o
Bradman with his foot. Don piclied
up the ball, threw down the wicket,
ond the baltsman was run ounf,
Smart, eh ¥ I should say so. A

delightfid bit of ** team-work ” if I
snoy pul it that way.

My correspondence this week ta
that there is some doubt in the minds of .
player-readers concerning ways in which
a bateman can be caught out. FFor instance,
I am told that in o recent match at New
Malden tho batsman played the ball on
to his pads, and thence it went to a fielder
who caught it, before the ball had touched
the ground. The question ia: Was the
bateman cut ' Aond the nnswer is—yes.
The fact that the ball hit a part of the
bateman's person after being played doca
not provent the cateh being 8 good one,
provided, of ¢ourss, that the ball had not
touched the ground. ‘

Then I have also o question as {0
whether & batsman ¢an be caught without
the ball having touched the bat at all
In this caso, too, the enswer is in the
affirmative. The laws of cricket state
very plainly that the batsman ean bo
eaught out off his hand, but not off his
wrist, of, of course, any other part of the

vt “ UMPIRE.™
Tug Migrer Lisrany.—No. 1,378
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going to finish it! I know what those
voung sweeps are up to! When they go
gut of the shop with that bag we're
going after them "

“Are we?” murmured DPotter.

“Weé're poing to shadow thema to
where that fat tick Bunter iz hidden!”
explained Coker. “Then we can root
Lim out! Sesl”

“0Oh, iy hat ¥

“It  will show the Bixth that they
aron’t everybody, if Fifth Ferm men
handle o thing that's got them beat!”
gaid Coker, ovidently wvery keen on
showing the Sixth Form of Greyfriars
that they weren't everyhody! “Hallo,
they're goingl Come on!”

Coker jumped up. Potter and Ureenc
bolted the last relics of tho cake and
followed suit. Harty Wharton & Co,
were going ont of the school shop, Bob
Cherry carrying the bag under his arn.
Coker hurried after them, and Potter

and UGreene  followed Coker—more
slowly.
Behind Coker they exchanged a

glance and & winlk.

“Are we aha-::'lmvin% those
Grecney 7 murmured ottor.

*1 don't think!” murmured Greene.

d as Horace Coker strode across
the quad, on the track of the Famous
Five, Potter and OGreeno turned a
corner and strolled away to the cricket
gruunds. If Coker was going to play

etective, Coker was going to play it on
his own. naware, for the moment,
of thiz baso desortion, Horace Caoker
ettode on, and did not look reund for
his followers till the Famous Five went
into the House.

Then Coker turned to speak to Potter
and Greene, whom he aufpfuaad to be at
Lkis heels, os faithful followers of =0
grest a man ought to have been,

“That's pretty clear,” he said. *“The
fat tick’s 1n él:.i 'ngsﬁ. a_n&:i :EE ra
going—" oker broke off, staring.
“Potter! Greenel Well, my hat, 13|:l'
those silly owle haven't wandered
somewhera! Potter! Greene!” Coker
hootad. " Greene! Potier!”

But answer there came none! Coker
gave an angry snorck !

But he had no time to look for Potter
and Greene if he was going to keep on
the track of the Famous Five. Having
expressed his feelings by o snort, Coker
hurried into the House. s

He glimpsed the juniors on the
etairs, and followed them up. They
were heading for the Remove passage,
and Coker would have preferred his
friends with him when he entored that
rather perilous quarter. E
Coker feared no foe: indeed, it seemed
to be Coaker's chief mission in life to
demonstrate the truth of the proverb
“that fools rush in where angels fear
to tread!”

Harry Wharton & Co. disappeared
up the Remove staircase, and Coker
negotiated that staircase aiter them.

He stc-opdpud en the Remove landing
and looked along the passa Nobody
was in sight. ast of the fellows waro
out of doors, after tea, in the bright
summer weather. DBut five fellows, at
least, wore about—Coker had seen them
come up! Apparently they had gone
mhi-:' ﬂmi‘i' u-fltm s:';udiesu El‘ai-i_ler trod
cautiously along the passage, hiz eyes
gleaming. Hﬂngfﬂlt, lﬂ} L'nﬁ'u:, that Fha
was on the track! '

And he was! For from the half-open
door of Study No. T in the Bamove, a
fat and well-known voice reached his
CArs !

“I say, vou fellows! You've kept me
w&itinr.;' a jolly long time! I say, I'm
fearfully hungry ! soy, I hopa you
dido’t forget the jam tarts !’

Tae Macuer Lisnary.—No. 1,376.

fags,

But Horace,

Coker grinned..

Evidently the hidden Owl had come
out of his hiding-place, wherever that
was, and was in hizs old study—whers
those young sweeps, exactly as Coker

had so keenly divined, were taking
him suplplms. Coker could not heip
being pleased with this proof of his

own perspicacity ! And he grinned!
Grinning, he strode on to the door of

Study No. 7, nurled it wide open, and

bar%:(:d triunmiphantly into the study.
“Lot you!™ announced Coker,

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Horrid lor Horace!

ILLY BUNTER jumped.
B . Harry harton
jumped.
It was a complete surprise ]
Billy Bunter was eagoerly opening the
bag that had been dumped down on
the study table. DBut he forgot even
the contents of the bag as he blinked
round st Coker, his little round eyes
almost popping through his big reund
spectacles.
“Ow!" gasped Bunter.
beast, you starfled me! I
fellows, it's only Coker !

Co.

“0h, you
say, you

“"Only little me!” grinned Coker.
“And I've got you! at 72"

Harry Wharten exchanged a glance
with his comrades, slipped behind
Cloker, and closed the study door.
Coker itated that he had “got™

Bunter: but Harry Wharton's idea was
that OCoker also was rather *got”
though that had not ceccurred, so far,
to Coker's powerful intellect,

You needn’'t shut that door, Whar-
ton,” said Coker. “I'm taking Bunter
down! Come on, you fat tick.”

“Oh, really, Coker—->"

“I've got you!” grinned Coker,

“I say, vou fellows—"

“Come on!" Coker made a grab af
the Owl of the Roemove, who promptly
dodged round the study fable.

“1 say, vou fellows, keop him off IV
yalled Bunter. 3

“Hold on, Coker, old beani” aaid
Harry quict’ly‘ “Can’t yvou mind your
own business just for once*”

“I don't want any Hemove cheok !
szid Coker. “(Come on, Bunter! If I
have to handle you, you'll know 1t."

"Beast [V gasped Buntor.

He eyed Coker of the Fifth warily
across the table. Coker evidontly meant
business; though it was no business of
Coker's! The fat Owl of the Remove
rather roegretted that he had come down
to the study.  Still, safe as the box-
room was, with his hiding-place under
the floor so handy, Bunter had got fed-
up with the box-room. Thae “beaks”
were awara that the hidden Owl some-
times wandered forth at night. They
were not aware that he sometimes wan-
dered forth by day azs well, when the
const was clear. The Remove were
standing manfully by Bunter, and they
kent his secrot well. Now, however, it
looked as if the game was up.

“Don’t you worry, old fat man!™

said Bob  Cherry encouragingly.
“Coker’s not going to take wou
down—-="

“T jolly well am!™ said Coker
emphatically.

“And ho's not going to mention that
you're here till you've had lots of time
to clear!” edded Bob. *Coker's going
to stay here with us and enjoy our
improving society, while you go on
vour fravels I

“Hear, hear.” grinned Johnny Ball,

“Collar him!” said Frank Nugent.

“And st on him!” said Harry
Wharton.

THE MAGNET

" The sitfulness on the esteemed Coker
15 tho proper caper!” apreed Huorreo
Jamset Kam Singh,

“Look here——" Coker, sbout fo
E:ursuu Bunter round the table, paused.

oker was not quick on the uptake;
but it dawned on him that he had wolke
up something in the nature of a hornet's
nest{ “Don’t you cheeky fags dare to
intorfere—don’t you dare to—yarooooo-
oopoopoh ! Whoooop!  Ob eriker!
Whoop

Five fellows jumped at Coker, as if
moved the same spring.

Coker was o het'tgr ellow ; a truculent
fellow; and a good man of his hands!
But five to one were too 'many for
Coker—many too many! Coker wont
over with a crash, and was strewn along
the floor of No. 7 study,

Five fellows were strewn over Coker!

TOh! gasped Coker. “0Ow! Wowl
You young—groogh—rotters—wooooh !
You rascally young=—yooooon ! Whooop !
Oh, gum!"

*Bgquash him !

“8it on him!™

Coker resisted desperately! He put
up a tercific fight! But it bootad not,
83 & poet wounld say! The odds were
too heavy! Euker+wns Hattened out
face downwerd! Hiz arms were held;
& fellow sat on his back, and snother
on his head; another trampled on his
legs. Coker was getting into a dusty,
dishevelled, and damaged state ! Breath
failed him! He gurgled, he gasped,
and he iuggled‘. )

“He, he, ha!” Billy Bunter chuckled.
"I say, you follows, jump on him!
Give him jip! Give lim beans! He,
he, he t” "

“Urrrrerggh 17 eame in  suffocated
anc?lnltﬁ from Horace Coker. “Yur-
FE,

ﬁHuqk it, Bunter ! said Bob Cherry
from his seat on Coker’s head. *“Take
the tuck, and hook it] We'll look aftor
[fnk&r!“ h! Le 1 h

“Grooogh ! Lemma gerrup ! Groogh I

Coker heaved, like the mighty ugmn.
He heaved in vain. The Famous Five
flattened hire down again.

“Hook it, Bunter!

Billy Bunter picked up the bag of

tuck. Colter, wriggling in anpguish
under five juniors, wa.h:ged him go to
the door.

fe watched him dimﬁmrl
Coker had tracked down the hidden
Onwl; but he had not, sfter all, “got
him.” It was Coker of tha Fifth who
Was "Eg ": and as Hurres Jamset
Rem Singh remarked, the gotfulness
was terrilic,

The door ¢losed on Bunter.

He was gone! Coker knew that he
was gone back to his secret den,
wherever that was! e mado a terrific
effort to throw off the Removites. For
two or three thrilling moments they
rocked.

. Then Coker collapsed sgain, and swras
pinned down, gurgling feebly.

Billy Bunfer’s fooisteps died away,

But the Famous Five still stood, or
sat, on Coker of the Fifth, keeping him
gafe! DBunter had to be given plonty of
time to get back into ﬁ'niding- Lhagura
Coker was let loose. The following ten
minutes were very difagresabls to
Horace Coker, A breathiess, gurgling
fellow, sprawled on the floor, with two
fellows sitting and three standing on
him, could not expect to feel as if he
was on a bed of roses. Tt was distinctly
uncomfortable for Coler.

“Bunter's =sll right by this time!”
said Harry Wharton at last, “Roll the
fathead out and roll him home!"

"Good egg!™

There was no resistance left in Coker
of the Fifth, Hefty man as he was, he
was at the end of his tether. only
gurgled as he was rolled out of th:
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Mr, Prout rolled along the Remove passage with an army of juniors following in his wake.

* ' We're Iollowing in father’s footsteps | We're following the dearold dad !'°

study, and moaned as he was heaved
along to the landing, and rolled, heaved,
and shoved into the Fifth Form passage.
There he was left—struggling spasmodi-
cally for his second winﬁl And Harry
Wharton & Co. strolled out into the
sunny quad, with that happy feeling of
satisfaction which follows the doing of
a good deed!

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER,
“Too Jolly thick ! grunted
the Bounder.

No Luck |
b H T'2 too thick ™ growled Skinnear.
“ Rotten ™
“The jolly old limit

par

“ Are we going ‘to stand 1Y de-
manded Vernon-SEouth hotly.
There was great wrath in the Re-

move. For it was the first half-holiday
following the pronouncement of the
Head: and on that bright, sunny sum-
mer afterncon the whole of the Re-
mave were under detention.

Bunter had not been discovered!
Until he was discovered, his Form was
under detention! It was a drastic son-
tence, but there it was!

It was clear enough to the Head that
the Remove knew where Bunter was,
and were backing him np in s game
of hide-and-seek. Probably he expected
them to get tired of it after a few de-
tentions. Without the help of his sym-

athisers it was certain that the hidden
8-.-.*[ could not keep it up. And, from
the headmasier’s point of view, the
state of affaira was intolerable. It was
not really sucprising that the head-
master had comme down heavy on a re-
caleitrant Form| But it was very un-
Fleaaant_. and very apni:gmﬁ. A rebel-
ioug spirit was rife in the Remove,

and rolled on.

A Form match was due that afier-
noon with Temple, Dabney & Co. of the
Fourth. It had to bes put off.
It was not am  important fune-
tion; still, it mattered to the Removites.
The cricketers were intensely irritated.
Dther fellows- had been going up to
Popper's Island on the river; but Pop-
per's Island, like the cricket mateh, had
to be waszhed out.  Smithy had been
gomg over to Lantham to see his father,
who was coming down there on business
that day. Now he couldn’t go! Deten.
tion claimed the whole Form, and from
end to end of the Remove thera was
resentmont and dizscontent.

“Let's cut!™ -su[ggestcd the Bounder.
“Let the whola Form jolly well cut!
Weo got off all right after the last row !

Harry Whartonr shook his head.

“Detter stick 181 he said.

“The stickfulness iz the proper
caper ¥ remarked Hurree Jamset Eam
Singh. “Wa do not want to cause
trouble to the excellont and execrable
Celeh.”

“There's tha rulx ! said Bob Cherey.
*Wa jolly well know that Queleh thinks
ihe same as wo do about Dunter, and
we don't want to bother him.”

“It's about time DBunier
think 1 grunted Skinner.

“ Kiel him [

"Ow] Wow!” reared Skinner.

The Remove went into detention. Mr.

uelch camo in to take them in Latin.

e wae very grave, but very kind and
considerato to the detained Form. 'The
more thouwghtful fellows realised that
?tlﬂlt}h waz gelting detention, as well as
themselves; and that he could not have
liked it! e had to give up his after-
1oo0n. £

Even the Bounder admilted that there
WS N0 s0nse in ra%ging %uelr:h. o
had done all ha could for Bunter; and
though he said nothing on the subject,

went, I

%

Bob Cherry began to sing s
There was a chortle. Prout [rowned

they knew that his view of the case was
similar to their own. Tt was that know-
ledga that held the rebellious spirit of
the Form in check.

It was & dismal sfternoon. Dright
sunshine outside, cheery shouts from the
ericket-field, did not maka detention any
Pleasanter, DBut everything comes {o an
end, and the detained Fortn wore dis-
missed at last. And when IHarry Whar-
ton & Co. went u@ to tea, they fm‘:n-.é
the indefatigable Coker rooling alou
the Remove passage, and derived con-

siderabla satisfaction from rolling himn
down the Romove staircaszo.

Tea was going on in Study No. 1
when an_elephantine tread was heard
approaching from the stairs.

“That's Prout, or a hippopotamns
escaped from tho Zoo|™ remarked Bob
Cl}erry.

t was not a hippopotamus, though it

sounded like one., It was Proat. A
moment later the TFifth Form master
was looking imto Study No. 1.
. The Famoua Five cyed him rather
11:11151:::&]!'-,'. Prout did not speak: he
simply looked over the study, then
stepped back, ond progressed up the
passage. The jumicrs exchanged
glances.

“*Ha's after Bunter1” said DBob.

“And he's heard that the fat Owl's
been seen in a study at tea-time,"™ said
Nugent.  “That meddling fathead
Cokep——-=" .

“Come on 1™ said Harry. “We can’t
roll Prout down like Coker, but we can
make him understand that we don't
want him barging in onr studics!™

And the chums of the Remove left
their tea unfinished and followed Prout.
Fle wpns throwing open the door of
Study No. 2, where Hazeldene and Tom
Brown stared at him. Then he went on
te Study No. 3, and looked in on

Tug Migner Lasranz,—No. 1,376,
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-Russell and QOgilvy. Evidently Prout
had o strong suspicion that Bunter
might be found in & Bemove study at
tea-time. He was looking inte study
after study, obvigusly in search of the
fat Owl,

“Follow on, my infants!” called out
Bob Cherry; and the fellows turned
out of the studies and followed on.

Prout loocked inte Study No. 4, where
BRedwing rese to his feet, and the
Bounder sat, where he waz snd stared
at him far from politely.

“Want anythin’, sir}”
Smithy.

“1 am looking for Bunter,” said Mr.
Prout in his deep, fruity voice.

“Has the Head made you master of
the Femove, zir?™ asked Vernon-Smith.

Prout frowned.

“I do not want any impertinence,
Vernon-8mith | he snapped.

snappod

“Neither do we, sirl” said the
Bounder r-r:{mll]g- .
Tha Fifth Iorm master decided not

“to answer that. e moved on to Stud
No. 6, and Smithy and Redwing jﬂ-iﬂ&g
the crowd following him up the passage.
Quite a large party was now in Prout’s

WAKR,

Morgan, Micky Desmond, and Wibley
wera at tea in Study No. 6.  Prout,
having given them the onecec-over, went
on, and they, too, joined the army In
the passage. At the door of Study No. 7
Prout glanced round at his numerous
followers,

“You boys may go back to your

L

studies !” he szaid.

“Thank you, sir!” said Bob Cherry
politely.

“Go back st once!” boomed Prout.

_“Mayn't we walk up our own passage,
pir "' asked Nugent.

Prout breathed hard. He ecould
gearcely forbid Romaove fellows to walk
gp their own passage if they wanted to,

He rolled on, majestic, after staring
in at Study No. 7, from which study
Peter Todd and Tom Dutton came out
to reinforce the army. Bob Cherry
began to sing:

#{We're following in father’s footsteps 1
We're following the dear old dad '

There was a chortle, and Irout
stared round, frowning. He frowned,
and rolled on to Study Neo. B. Bunter
was not there: but Penfold and Neow-
land were thers, and they joined up.
¥From Study No 9, after Prout had
peered in, emergad Trevor and Elliott.
From BStudy Ne. 10 came Bolsover
major and the French junior, Dupont.
It waz a swarm of fellows now that
followed DProut, and they were all
laughing.

Prout was feeling far from comfort-
able—as the young rascals intended,
But he rolled on, and. in Study Neo. 11
Skinner & Co. blinked at him.

Bkinner, Snoop. and Stott joined the
swarming crowd in the passage, and
then Lord Mauleverer and Jimm
Vivian joined up from Study No. 12
VYery red in the face, but still deter-
mined, Prout stared into Study No. 13,
with no result, except that Mark Linl
and Wun Lung were added to his
numerous followers,

Then he arrived at Study Neo. 14,
where he found Squiff and Fisher T.
Fish. This was the last study, and
Prout had drawn the whole Remove
passage blank. He hod not found
Bunter, but he had woke up the Remove
like a nest of hornets. ]

Prout gave the hornets a glare, which
did not affect them in the very least.
Then he rolled on to the box-room stair
at the end of the pazsage. In a moment
a rush of Removites swarmed up that
stair ahead of him. It was a narrow
stair, and they erammed it. Bunter was
in the box-room, and he had to be given
time to get out of sight.

“What — what!” boomed Prout.
“Allow me to pass! How dare you bar
my way! Allow me to pass up that

stair at oncel"
you?” asked the

“Who's stoppin’
Bounder.

“Come down from that stair immed:-
ately {” boomed Prout.

“Mr. Quelch allows us on this stair,
sir,” saud HMT'{; Wharton.

Bob Cherry bad cut up to the box
room, leaving the stair blocked by a
crowd behind him.

“Htand aside !" roared Prout.

And he forced a way up the crowded,

L LLLLAL L DL LU L LR E L DL TR L Ll L T T L L Ll L i

===

On sale at all Newsagents and Bookstalls

eeee The

T LY
Demon Bowler!

Here's a great yarn of fun,
frolic, mystery and cricket.
Every “ Magnet” reader
will simply revel in this
week's exciting long story
of Tom Menry & Co.,
featuringthe popular chums
of St. Jim's on a cricketing
holiday.  Ask your news-
agent to-day for the GEM
and erjoy the cricket yarn
of a lifetime!

"Prout, but the

THE MAGNET
narrow stair, nothing doubti

i that the
hidden Owl was fo be found

It was not easy for Prout to pget
through. Fifteen or sixtesn follows
erowded the stair. and Prout was stout.
The juniors did mnot exactly oppose
remained where they
were, as they had a right to do. It
was hard wurf: for Prout to get through
and, short es the stair was, it was uli
five minuies before he emarigad from the
¢rush on to the box-room landing.

_Gasping for breath after his exer
tions, the plump master of the Fifth
rolled into the Remove box-room. The
door was wide open, and Bob Cherry
was there, standing ot the open window.

_Nobody else was to be seen. Bunter,
if he had been there, had vanished.
Prout was not likely to guess that a
box had been pulled over a loosa board,
and that under that loose board quaked
s hidden Bunter. He rolled across to
the open window.

“Cherry,” he gasped, “you have
holped Bunter out of this window (™
*Think so, sir 7 asked Bob blandly.

Really, 1t was very obliging of Prout
to suspect exactly what Bob wanted him
to stspect |

“Y have no doubt of it, Cherry1”

“Dear me " said Bob.

“If you were in my Form, Cherry, I
ghould cane you severely I

“8o glad I'm not in your Form [ said
Bob politely.

“Ha, ha, hal” came & roar from the
stairs.

Prout stared out of the window. II
Bunter had gone that way, he had
vanished. Prout had no doubt that he
ﬂmd. Mr. Prout breathed hard and

eap.

“¥You young rascals |” he exclaimed.

“You old rascal IY came a voice from
the stairs, recognizable as the Bounder's.

“What—what |" gaszped Prout.

“ (a0 home, Prout I”

“Roll away, old Pompous 1*

“Hook it, Prout!"

“Chuck him outl" shouted
Bounder.

“HBa, ha, ha "

Prout, purple, rolled out of the box-
room and barged a way down the
crowded stair trmuﬁh packed juniors.
Ha gasped for breath as he went down
the Remove passage again. A yell
followed him:

“ 30 home, Prout |

“(zet off the Sﬂ'ass. Prout

“ Buzz off, old Pompous 1™

“Ha, ha, ha "

Prout was crimson when he got away
and the howla and cat-calls of the
Remove ceased to ring in his eara. He
was not likely to search the Remove
passage again abt tea-time.

But that unpleasant experience in the
Remove quarters had made Prout more
determined than ever, and that night,

the

I.":I'

when all—or nearly all—Greyiriars
slept, Prout carried out his plan of
keoping watch for the elusive Owl. At

the witching hour of midnight a plump
form, in a voluminous dressing-gown
emerged from Prouwt's room, an
ensconced itself in a chair on the middle
landing. to wait and watch.

Harry Wharton & Co., fast asleep in
the Remove dormitory, did not dream
that Prout was on the wa if they
dreamed at all. Billy Bunter, if he was
planning another raid on the larder,
was oot likely to suspect if. In silence
and darknesz, Prout waited and
watched, ready to start at a sound
He heard the chimes at . midnight.
After that there was a sound that he
did not hear. It was his own enorel
Prout had fallen asleep on the watch |
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THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Done in the Park!

' Q00000GH 1" murmured
Potter of the Fifth. _
Something was weking him.
It seemed to Potter of the
Fifth thet a hand had reached out of
the darkness, grasped him, and was
gshaking him. It seemed like a horrid
dream.

But it was no dream. A hand had!
It was the hand of Horace Coker, and,
ga Pottor started into wakefulness, he
heard Coker's voiceo.

“Wake up, Fvluu silly assl”

“What the thunp—-=" gasped Potler.
“Is that you, Cokeri”

*Yes, you dum::gl Wake up "

_ Potter, in startled amazement, sat up
i bed. In the dark he could not see
Coker, so he was unaware that Horace
was bending over him. He became
eware of it guite suddenly as his head
came into viclent contact with a hard
object, and there was a howl.

“Ow! Wow! My nosel Wow!
Cocoogh I

“Ow! I've knocked my head on
gomcething 1"

“Wow! My nose|” groaned Coker,

in anguish. He had left off shaking
FPotter. Both his hands were clasped to
his suffering nose, which had received
an agonising jolt from Potter's hesd.
“Oh, you ass! Oh, you dummy ! Ow1®
Potter rubbed his head and blinked -at
him in the dark. .
“Wharrer you waking me up for, you
ass I he hissed. *1Is the house on bre,
or what?"
“ You've nearly smashed my nogge——"
* dorry—I wish 1'd quite smashed it 1%
saidd Potter. “Can't you let a fellow
sleep? What sre you up to, vou fat-
head
Coker ecaressed his nose for some
moments before replying. There was a

pain in it—quite & severe pain. But he
sonswercd at last:

“Get up! I want you.”

“What for?” snapped Polter.

“1 want you to come with me! Don't
make & row and wake the whole dorm.
I'm going after that fat tick PBunter,
and you're coming with me.”

“B-b-b-Bunter ! -~ stuttercd Potter.
" You—you—you're going after Bunter
in the middle of the night? Mad?"

“Don’t yell! I'vo thought this out!”
Coker condescended to explain, *That
fat scoundrel 1z hidden somewhera in
the Hemove quarters. He comes down
at night to raid grub. The larder’s been
ratded half a dozen times. Nobody'a
thought of catching him at it—nobody
but me, I mean.”?

“You're the man to think of itl”
gasped Potter,

“Well, yes, T fancy T am the fellow to
think of things !* agreed Coker.

_ “Just the man to think of & blither-
ing, hlethering, fatheaded stunt and
wake & fellow up in the middle of the
night to tell him about i1t!” hissed
Potter. “Go back to bed, you footling
chump, and let a fellow sleep.”

“But I want you—-=>"

“ Idiot 1

“1 want you to come along——"

“ Dummy 17

“ Look here, Potter—"

Potter did not speak sgain. He felt
that it was time for action, not for
words! He grasped his iliw, and,
taking aim at the sound of Coker’s voice,
delivered & terrific smite.

Crash!

That smite took Horace Coker hy
surprise. He was not e-x[:-eatmg any-
thing of the kind! Really he mi ﬁt
have expected something of the kind—
but he didn’t! Coker went over back-
wards as if a cannonball had hit him,

and landed on the floor of the Fifth
Form dormitary.

“Yaoo-hooop ! gasped Coker, as hoe
landed.

“Tako that!” hissed Potter. * Now
go on jawing and I'll get up and give
you some more [V

“What on ecarth’s that row? came a
vawn from Greene's bed.

“Only Coker—mad,
answered Potter.

Coker scrambled up, He fairly hurtled
at Potter. The swiping pillow met him
as he hurtled, and he sat down again.
Five or six sleepy voices now demandaed

“Coker’s up!” said Potter. “That
idipt Coker—that blithering asz Coker!
He can't let a fellow slee;l}, and he can't
mind his own business! e dossn't dig
up enough trouble in the day-time, 50

as  usuall”

" to kmow what was up.
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he wants to dig some up in the middle
of the night !™

Coker scrambled up agoain. This time
he did not bhurtle at Poiter. Even Coker
realized that a shindy in the dormitory
was not consistent with the stealthy
silence required for the task he had set
himself,

With a tremendous
roastrained his

Y effort, Coker
E}lugl: wrath and turned
away., Ho could deal with his faithless
iriend on the morrow. DPotter would
keep—and Bunier wouldn't!

The dogr of the Fifth Form dormitory
was heard to open and shut,

"Heo's gone!”™ zaid Groens,

“lLet's hope the beaks will spot him
out of dorm and make him =it up!”
growled Potter,

(oker was really running rather a
risk in getting out of dormitory bounds
after mudnight. All the rules of the
echool were against such procecedings;
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but the great Tlotace, as usual, was a
law unta himself,

His Landling i the Hemove passage
had not taught Coker to mind Jus own
businesa, Like Pront, he had srown all
e more obstinate,  And, like Prous, ho
had hit on the wlea of catching the
hudden Owl when be stole forth from his
hiding-place at night. That wlea, Coker
was assurcd, was o wimer.  Ihs foirh-
less friends refused their aid; Lut ho
was ready {0 “go it” alone! Al e
wont if.

On tiptoe Coker headed for (e middle

landing.  Bunter was sowiewhere up-
SLALrs. The food :1||[r1;||;iu:-j. were dowi-
stairs.  Anyone keeping caveful wateh

and ward on (he middle linding was
certain to cateh lim coming ovr going
if e was abroad $hat pighe.

Coker gave a swlden start.

e was listening keenly for a sound of
the cereepimg Owl! From ile gloom of
the vast landing a seumd caine to his
CArE,

It was not the sound of a creeping
footstep ! 1t was the sound of a snore!
It rombled uanmistakebly  from  the
darkness,

Ay hat!” breathed Coker.

Mo stopped  and  listened  intently.
Thore was wo mistake about it? Some-
where on the landing somebody wos
snaring |

“The blithering young nilot !™ mut-
tered Clokor, He grinned in 1he dark.

ITe luad ot expected his taslk to be so
rasy as this! 1in had cxpected to hear
the Owl of the Renove creeping about,
But ecertainly he  had not  expected
Bunler to sit down in the armchair in

the corner of ihe landing and io
sleep  there! That  was  absolutely
unexpocted |

Snore |

Guided by the sound, Coker crept
across the landing.

He had no doubt, of course, that 1t
was DBunter! Who else could it bo but
Bunter? Whe else was likely to be out
of bed? And it was hike the fat Owl to
sit down and rest after negeotialing many
stairs and drop off to sleep! It was
just like him, m fnct!

Clogser and closer erept Coker!

Ho had his mian now!

His -ang,' fear was that Dunler might
wake and dodpe away by one of tha
many passages that opencd off the land-
ing. And Coker was taking care that
Bunter did not do that! DBunter was
going to wake in Uocker's grasp—and
not till that powerful grasp was on him |

Closer and closer he crept on tiptoe
The steady snore went on without &
pause ! Coker had the fainteat gl]l‘ﬂij’ﬂ-ﬁ
of something dark in the armcharr. He
bad no doubt what and whe it was that
snored just under his nose.  How could
he have? ) .

This time Coker wos in Iuck! This
time there were no checky Removites
at hand to intervene between him and
his quarry ! This time it was all clear!

And Horace Coler, bending over the
sleeping figure in the chair, prasped it
muldﬂnﬁ; in o mighiy grasp and dragged
it off the chair with & bump to tho
landing.

And Mr, Prout, thus awakened from
balmy slumber, crashed on the landing

and velled.

“Oh! Ow! Whoooh! Good gad!
Who—what-——  Goodness  gracious—
whoooop "

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Thritling !
w wr ORACE COKER et po Me
T Prout as if the Fiith Form
master had suddenly become
red-hot!  He  jumped  back
from the sprawling hgure tangled in
THE MAGNET LiBrARY.—No. 1,376
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the voluminous dressing-gown. Hae
knew Prout's voice—and 1t sent a chill
of horror and tecror to the very marrow
of his bones. )

It was Prout! It was not Dunter—it
was Prout! It was his Form-master
that Horace Coker had dragged head-
long out of that chair and crashed on

the landing !
Coker gasped. ]
What Prout was deing there at that

time of night Coker could not guess.
Probably Proot, on his side, would have
been equally puzzled to guess what
Coker was doing there! — Both had
turned out that night from an inability
to mind their own business. Dut
neither, of course, guessed that the
other had! But whatever Prouk was
thera for, it was Prout! There was
no mistaking Pront's roar!

“ Who=-what—who—upon my word!
Rasral! Wreteh! ¥You dare—you dare
to sttack me a second time—jyou—you—
oL {“““E{“'ﬁ““' Bunter *

%ﬂ i EII{‘:M:Il:'mlf'i;ﬂ:lr 13‘I‘.q;‘lrmh gee

ortunately, I'rout could hQ MOTE 5
in the dark ::hlm Coker could ! He did
not know who his assailant was!

still, he had no doubt! Who could
it be but Bunter?

That yvoung rascal for whom he had
heon watching had come on him in the
dark and mught him ““!ﬁ"“ﬂ'!. Prout
had no doubt! He scrambled wildly to
his feet! Luckily for Coker he caught
his foot in his dressing-gown and sat
down again! That gave Coker time.

Coker was nI;::rt. one i::f those 'ffﬁillm:'s
avho jump to things, who rise swittly to
l.'-:tc-rjr] em?:rgcm:,rl But Coker could be
swift on occasion. This tume he was
swift! Backing out of Prout’s reach,
he turned and ran! He was not think-
ing of hunting Bunter now. He forgot
Bunter. He was only thinking of get-
ting back to the safety of the Fitth Form
dormitory before Prout could find out
who he was! DBunter had been sacked
on the charge of inking Prout! What
was likely to happen to & fellow whe
bagged him sand bundled him in & heap
fﬁ the flaor? Coker ran as if for his

[

“Rascal! Stop!"” boomed Frout.

He was on his feet again. He heard
the sound of running footsteps and
barged in pursuit.

o PBuntor V' roared Prout. “Stop! I
command vou to stop!”

Coker fled on.

After him Hew Prout. 1

Coker woa not proceeding on tiptoo
now! Fle had no time for that! He
was running hard, and his heavy foot-
steps rang and echoed through the
silence of the night. A deaf man counld
have tracked Coker. Prout tracked
him ecasily enough, Nothing doubting
that it was Bunter Herzmg before him,
Prout chargod after Coker, into the
corridor ihat led to the Fifth Form
dorm,

That was Coker's objective! If only
he reached it, and dived into bed before
Prout reached him! That was all that
Horace” Coler atked of Fate in those
wild and thrilling moments.

Coker won the race! Prous put up
& good chass, but his weight waa
against him. Coker reached the dor-
mitory, barged in, and banged the door
g[iler' him. He gasped across to his

ed.

“Ig that Coler?”

“What the thump——"

Urving to wake  up
House 7"

“You howling azs—->"

Half 2 dozen Fifth Faorm men spoke
at once. Coker had left them awake
when he went, and they had not had
time to get to sleep again: before his
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the whaole

return. They sat up and stared in the
gloom. ]
“That maad ass, Coker——" exclaimed
Blundell.
“Coker, you potty chump——"" hooted

Hilton, .
“Quict ! gasped Coker. * Prout's
after me! Not & word! Oh crikey!”

Coker dived inte bed. He did not
stay to Remove his clothes, or even his
shoes! He plunged in, and drew the
bedelothes after him. He panted under
his blankets, :

“Prout?" gasped Potter. “FPrount?
Is Prout up?”

“What on earth iz Prout doing up at
this hour ?* howled Greena,

YGoodness knows !’ groaned Coker.
“I know he's up, that's gll! He was in
that armchair mm tho corner of the
middle 'anding-——sporing! I thought it
waa Bunter—"

[ £ 1'...""1&!; ?Jl

“And—and collared him——"

"Uollared him?™ gasped Greena,

“Yos; and it—it was Prout!”

TF{}h! :_,.'13 ﬂdﬂi"

“Quiet! 1 believe he heard me comse
for thiz dorm—he was after ma!l Nof
8 word if he barges in! I bumped him
on the landing—thinking he was
Bunter, you know, in the dark—"

“"Ha, ha, hal”

“Bhut up!” hissed Coker. “There's
nothing to laugh at, you dummies—"

“Ha, ha, ha!" rippled along the
Fifth Form heds. Coker could not see
anything to laugh at 1o this unfortunate
error in the dark. But it seemned that
the other fellows could.

“Quiat 1" hissed Coker. “You cack-
ling dummies——"
Did he sea you?” gasped Potter.

“He couldn’t, in the dark! But he
heard me beating it! 1 heard him
after me! Oh dear! Now I come to
think of 1, 1 shouldn't wonder if he
waa up after Bunter, too! And went
off to slesp—""

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“He thinks it was Bunter got him!
Quict 1

There was a heavy tread st the door,
and the Fifth Formers suppressed their
merriment. The door opened, and the
light fashed on. Prout, crimsan with
exertion, panting for breath, stared
into the senior dormitory.

Every head was on a pillow now.

here was & sound of steady breathing,
and a snore or two! Prout gazed at
a slumbering form!

“Is anyone awake here?” azked
Prout, in the innocence of his portly
heart. HMe was happily unaware that
the whole Form was awake.

Potter yawned, lifted his head, and
blinked in the hight.

“*Bomehody there " he asked sleepily.
TOh! Is ti‘mt you, sir?  Is anything
the matter?”

“I am =zorry to disturb you at this

hour!”  gasped  Prout.  “But  that
wretched bﬂﬁ’ Bunter, i3 wandering
about the ouse, &and he had the

temerity to assail mo in the dark—and
he ran in this direction! I am almost
certein that he has hidden himself in
this. dormitory. I am almost sure I
heard the door close '™

“ Bunter here, sir [” exclaimed Potter.
*I—I—I hardly think he'd have tha
cheek, sir! Zhall we look for him ™"

“Oh, let's!” said Greene, waking up;
and quite s number of the Fifth woke
up, and turned out to look for Bunter.

Coker remained where he was.
Getting up would have revealed tha
fact that Ee was in hia clothes. Coker
alfeoted deep slumber.

But a dozen of the Fifth, with serions
faces, rooted through the dermitery,
while the portly form of FProut stood on
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Ejar:] at the deorway, to eut off
unter's eseape, if he was there,

But Bunter was not thera!

Prout was sure, or almost sure, that
he had heard the fugitive dodge into
the Fifth Form dormitory ! till, in
the darkness, and the excitement of the
moment, he could not be quite sure! It
appeared now that he was mistaken!
At all events, Bunter was not there!

“I mm sorry to have disturbed you,
my boya!™ eaid Mr. Prout.

“Not at sll, sic!” said Dlundell.

“Good-night 1™

“ Ctood-night, sir ! i

The seniors turned in agsin, the light
waa switched off, and the door closed on
Prout. Not till hiz alephantine foot-
stepa had died away did the Fifth
Formers chuckle. Only Coker did not
chuekle. Coker could not see anything
to chuckle at. But Coker was the only
fellow in the Fifth who couldn't!

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Trapped !

E. LOCEKEE handed over the Sixth
D Form to Mr. Lascelles, the
mathematica master, left

that Form-room.

It was the following day, and all the
CGroyfriars fellows were in class, with
the exception, of course, of Billy ﬂuntcrr
of the Remove., Where Bunter was,
was sgtill a mystery; but 1t was a mys-
tery that the '}[ewf hoped to solve. r.,
Locke paced down deserted corridors to
the stairs, and slowly and majestically
mounted the stairs,. He crossed the
Bemove landing—into the Remove pas-
sage, and walked along that passage to
the hox-room Etnlr,lglnnmng into every
study as he passed it,

That the hidden Owl was still in the
House was certain.  That he was
hidden somewhere in the Remove guar-
fers was hardly to be doubted. His
hiding-place could not even be guessed
at:; but it was fairly clear that, what-
ever and wherever it was, the fat Owl
did not remain im it permanently.
When all was safe, he ventured forth.
He had been seen in Remove studies,
Prout hed nearly nailed him in the
Remove box-room. Yhat was more
likely than that, while the whole school
was in elass, the Owl would emcrge
from his lair? .Dr. Locke hoped to
catch him in an emerged state !

The studies were all wacant. Dr.
Locke ascended the box-room stair, and
he trod lightly. If Bunter was there,
he did not want the fat Owl to EE‘GEEB
by the window, as Prout declared he
had done once. Almost on tiptoe the
headmaster crossed the little landing,
opened the box-reom door, and looked
i,

He gave quite & start!

He had hoped to spot Bunter. And
he did!

Tha window was open. A fat ﬁgurﬂ
stood nt it, looking out, the gy back
turned to the headmaster. Bunter was
tuking the air at the open window, and
fealing quite safe and securo,

The remnants of a fesst lay on a box-
lid, The Head's eye noted them, and
he similed grimly as he noted, also, that
8 board in the corner of the floor was
out of place.

He knew whers Bunter hid himself
now, and he knew that if the fat Owl
had heard hun coming, he would have
dodged into that cavity, pulled down
he board after him, and left no sign.
t was not by the window that he had
escaped Prout! That was the way he
had escaped! ‘The secret of Bunter's
mysterions dizappearance was revealed
now. Grimmer and grimmer grew ihe

and
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‘“1say, you fellows ! Rescue ! ” yelled Bunier, as Wingate and Gwynne whisked him out of gates. Gosling slammed and
locked the gates, and away weni Billy Bunier, walking and wriggling between the two prefects. The bars of the gates were

crammed with excited faces.

headmaster's face. He was 1al:u:n.lls to
nlseaﬁg when Bunter’s fat voice broke
the silence. The fat Owl of the Remove
was communing with himself.

“It’s a bit thick !” murmured Bunter,
“But, after all, this is better than the
Form-room with old Quelch! T can
stand this as long as the grub doesn’t
run out! And they'll never spot me
here. That's one comfort! That old
ass, Prout, never dreamed I was hera!
And old Locke i3 as bhig an ass as
FProut——"

* Bunter 1V

Billy Bunter gave him a blink!
and whirled round from the window.
His eyes and his speclacles fastened on
the awe-inapiring figure in the doorway.
Buniter nearly fell down!

“Oh P ho gasped. “Oh erikey! The
—tho Head 17-

*1 have found vou, Bunier ! said Dr.

Tacke primly. “You will follow me,
Bunter

“0Oh lor' ™

“*Come |

Billy Dunter gavae him a blink!
Then gtirred! But he did not ap-

proach the Head in the doorway! He
made a jump for the cavity in the fgar
m the corner !

"Bunter ! thundered the Head.

He made a stride forward!

Eﬂﬁ laﬁml 1 d tl h th

iy Bunter plunged through the gap

and disappﬂamg under the floor.

“ Bless my soul!” gasped the Head.

He stood over the opening, starving
down. DBunter squirmed away along the
beams, under the floor, disappearing.

But several things met the Head's
view—a box resting on tha heams, a
bundle of bedelothes, stacked away thera
in the daytime, two or thres bags and
packets. It was plain that Bunter's
sympathizors had kept him fairly well

supplied.

[ ]

“ Bunter !

“0Oh, lor’ 1" eame o gazp from the un-
scen Ohwl.

“Bunter ! Come out at oneo ' rapped
the Head. *I command you to come
out at once, Bunter”

“Oh, crikey [

Thera was a sound of rustling and
erawling. Perhaps Bunter feared that
his headmaster was going to pursue him,
in the space between the foor and the
ceiling belaw |

Dr, Locke was really very unlikely to
undertake such a pursuit! Dut the terri-
fied Owl was leaving nothing to chance !
He was erawling away along beams and
joists in dismal darkness and dust,

“ Bless my soul!” pasped the Head.
“The boy may mcet with some accil-
dent I” That was only too probable, if
Bunthr missed the joists, in the dark-
ness, and landed his weight on the space
botween them. No ceiling ever was madae
thot would have carried Billy Dunter’s
weight,

“Bunter! Come back!” hooted tho
Head.

“ Bhan't 1"

"“What? What?"”

“I'm not going to be sacked ! T nover
inked Prout! never knew anything
about it] I—"

“ Bunter, you will leave Greyfriars at

onca! Wou——-"

“ Beast 1 '

“Goodness  gracions !  gasped  the
Head. .

The rustling, crecping sounds died
away. DBunter was gone inta the

mysterions, dusky recesses belween the
flaor and tho cciling below, Dr, Locke
stoad nonplussed,

Certainly he could not pursue Bunler
inte those narrow, dusky, spidery re-
cosses,  He could hardly ask even a
prefect to undertake such o pursiit,

* He's gone ! ** said Harry Wharton blankly,

Still, Bunter was trapped now. It was
only necessary to wait till he emerged
of his own aceord! Obviensly he conld
nokb proleng his stay in sueh o refread,
now that ail help from his Form-fellows
wans cut off,

Dr. Lecke stooped, and replaced the
loose board, and drew a box over ik
That was to keep Dunter safe while he
left the spot. The elusive Owl was not
to be allowed to begin his wamderings
agan and scek a new hiding-place.

Having thus bagged him, the 1ead
guitted the hox-room, and hurried away,
It was barely five minutes later that ho
returned accompanicd by Wingate of
tho Sixth, who wore an expression of
the greatest astonishment.

At tho Head's direction, Wingate res
moved the box and the plank. and the
cavity was open once more. ‘The prefrct
blinked into it.

“Can you sce him, Wingate *” asked
ithe Head.

“ Na, sir ¥

“"Kindly remain here, Wingaie until
he returns,” said Dr. Locke. “1e i3, of
course, sura to do so sooner or later.
Securo him when he altempls 1o gob
out.”

“Cortainly, sip!*

Dr. Locke left the Lox-room again,
leaving the Greyfriars captain on the
watch beside the opening in the floor,

The Head was feeling relieved as ha
descended thoe stairs. There was no
doubt of Bunter's capture now, and in
& very short time he would be sent home
in charge of a prefeet, and done with.
The sooner that happencd, the better,
in the opinion of the Head, Ho was
quite pleased that matters had turned
out so satisfactorily, mow that he had
taken the affair in hand perzanally.

Matters did not seem so satisfactory
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to the fat Owl, crecping on the joists
among the spiders! Dunter was 1n a
state of woe ! .
His first thought had been only to
escape from the Head! DBut before lon
he was thinking still more anxiously o
cseaping from the dust and the spiders.
He crept back at last, along the joists,
to the opening in the box-room floor.

He hoped that the Head had goune by
that time,
The Head had—long ago! But a

prefect was in his place—and Dunter
Blinked up through dusty spectacles at
Wingate of the Sixth.

“(Oh, there you are!™ said Wingate.

“Beast ! gasped Bunter.

“Clome out!®

“Shan't!” hooted Bunter, desper-
ately. : y :
“T11 wait!” said Wingate, genially,

of - the

“Come out when you get ti
neck

spiders!  There's one on Yyour
“Urry g
En.mtu:-lig Edabhed his fat mneck, and
crawled away agsin, and disappeared,
leaving Wingate grmmng. Tha Gruiv-
friars captain thought that it wonld
probably not bo long before Buntor
decided to cmerge. His game, evidently,
was up; and that shounild have been
clear, cven to the fat Owl's obtuse intel-
1eet, Dut Dunter was desperate.  In the
faint hope of discovering some other
way out, Lic erawled away again. Dust
and plaster and spiders gathered on
Bunter, thick as leaves in Vallombresa.
Anid then
Bunter was no acrobat! And really,
a very active and agile fellow was
needed, to keep to the joists, m‘u:.r.-hnﬁ
about in the darl. The fat Owl slippe
from & thick beam on which he was
creeping, e rolled heavily on tho
space between two beams. ath and
plaster were not likely to stand the
strain!
Crash! Smash! Crash!
Bunter went through!

THE EIGHTEERTH CHAPTER.
Brnter Drops in—and Drops Out |

R. PROUT was surprised,
e had never, in fact, been
so surprized in his life.
Surprised, indeed, iz too

feeble & word. Ho was astonished—
"astounded—flabbergasted |

The school were oub in break; and
:Prout had retired fo his study for =
little well-carned repose in his arm-
chair, He had lost some sleep the pre-
vious night !, Filling the armchair almost
to overflowing with his pertly form,
the ¥ifth Form master leaned back and
clozed his evea. i

e opencd them again suddenly at
the sound of a loud crack! He started
and stared [ _

As he did so, s shower of plaster de-
seended on him.,

“Goodness gracious !’ gasped Frouk.

It seemed for & moment as if his
study ceiling was falling in upon him 1
Some of it, in fact, wasl

Flaster came down in & shower, with
cracking and crashing and smashing |
Dust floated about the reom in clouds.
But that was not the most surprising
thing. The amazing thing was the
m:d:ﬁm appearance through Prout's
criling of two thrashing feet and a pair

of fat trousers.

Prout gazed at them through the
floatin ust, in amazed incredulity.
The ghost of a pair of trousers could
not have startled him more.

“What—what ?  gurgled
faintly.
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Hea wondered dizzily whether ha was
dreaming this romarkable occurrence.

But it was no dream | After the feet
and the trouszers ecame more of Billy
Bunter! His legs thrashed about
wildly. His voice was Lieard |

“Yaroooh | Help! I say, you fellows!
Whooop I

“ Bunter I articulated Prout.

He started up from the chair.

Bunter had grabbed at the bLeam as
he crashed through the ceiling. He held
on desperately. %-Ie. hung ond wngglcd

and roared. Plaster and ust
showered down round him.

“Yarcooh! Ielp! Oh crikey!
Wow 17

The fat hands slipped from their
hmﬁ'& and Bunter came down! It was
replly
Prout, starting up from his armchair,

interposed between him and the Hoor,
Bunter fell on Prout!

His fall was broken! And, to judge
by the fearful howl that came from
Frout, he was broken, too ! '

Crash! Bump! Prout was on the
study floor, gurgling. PBunter was on
Prout, }'i‘.lfmg, ust ani plaster and
strav spiders reined down on both.

“Oh, lor'! Xaropoh! I'm killed! I
say, you fellows, help! Oh crikey!”
roared Bunter.

" Urrrrr?;h 1" came in suffocated
%urglcﬂ rom  Prout. *"Wurrrgh !
erroff | Qooooogh 1™

Pront hurled Bunter aside, and eaf
up, breathing dust. Bonter rolled and

rogrod,

Prout gasped for breath, He stared
up at the gap in the ceiling. He stared
down at Bunter

Then he stooped and grasped the Owl
of the Remove by the collar, He jerked
him to his feet.

“You — you — vou he gasped.
“ You—you—you have fellen on mel
~—I—I am hurt! I—I am damaged!
I—]— You—you—"

“Owl Wow ! Ow ! Yooop!”

“Coma 1" gasped Prout.

Prout was hurt! HMea was breathless,
he was shaken, he was rather bruised
and battered. Bot he had got Bunter !

Whether Bunter was hurt, Prout d:d
not inquire. FPerhaps he did not care.
He jerked him to the study door.

“Come |" he hooted.

“Ow! Leggo! Oh crikey! Wow ™

*Come |¥ roared Prout.
_ Buntef eame—he had to. In Prout’s
ironn grasp he was marched out of the
study. A minute later he was marched
into the Head's study—siill with the
iron grasp on his collar |
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fortunate for Bunter that Mr. *p

De. Locke gazed at the Owl of the
Remove, panting, dusty and plastery
and spidery |

“ Bunter ! he ejaculated,

" Bunter, sir!” gasped Prout.
I, str, through the wiimf
study. Ile fell, sir, on me! s
siderably hurt1 My study, sir, is in a

shocking state ! And I, sir——"

“Bless my soul!"” esid the Head.

“Ha
of my
ﬂ.!]ﬁ alel | B

A Fortunately, the boy does not appear

to be hurt !

Znort from Proutl He was not
worrying about thatl His own achea
and paina were coough for Prout to
worey about. ;

“Leave him to me, Mr, Prout,” said
the Head. “Please send a prefect to my
study—or, perhaps, two prefectz | After
the trouble he has given us, we cannot
@ too carcful with this very trouble-
soimma boy."

“I-I—I say, sir—" gasped Bunter.

“Bilence ¥ :

Prout puffed and blew away. Win-
gate end CGwynne of the Sixth arvived
i the study. Bunter was handed over
to them, with instructions from the

cad.

With & stalwart prefect
either fat arm, Bunter mnrchaﬁ away |
His gama was up at last. He was
marched to the Remove dormitory,
wherae he was allowed to take the wash
thut he badly needed and to change his
elothes. Laooking rather more présent-
able, Billy Bunter was marched down-
staiﬁu. He was marched out into the

.

“*I say, I'm not going, you know 1™
gasped Bunter.

“I think vou are !1” said Wingate.

“Bort of I grinned Gwynne,

“Beasts |” howled Bunter.

He was marched across to the gpates.
In the quad many eveas fell an him.
This was the first news to the Remove
of his eapture.

“Hallo, hallo, hallot®
Cherry. *“Dunter!

“They've got

rasping

roared DBob
They've got him 1"
Bunter I yellod tha

Bounder.
“Great  snakes! T ness  he's
cinched 1" exelaimed Fisher T. Ficsh,

There was a yell from Bunter:

"I say, you fellows! Rescue|™

The next moment he was whisked out
of gates. CGuosling slammed and locked
the gate. Up the road to Courtficld,
en route for the railway station, went
Billy Bunter, walking nnd Wﬂgg]m%
batween the two prefects. The bats o
the gate wers crammed with excited
faces staring after him. He disappeared
up the road.

“He's gone|” said Harry Wharion
blankly.

“The gonefulness 1s terrific [*

“Gone " said the Bounder. *Ths
game's up 1*

Bob Cherry's eyes flashed.

“The game's not upl™ he roared.

“We're standing by Bunter! He's not
going to be sacked ! o's geme to
stand by Bunter? If Bunter goecs, we'll
all go!”

There was a roar from the Remaove,
The bell was ringing for third school;
other Forms were going in. Not a man
of the Remove went in. The bell
elan untheeded by that Form.

Mr. Quelch, at the door of the Remove
Form room, waited for his Form to
arrive—but waited in_ vainl Harry
Wharton & Co. had other business on
hand, and they had forgotten Queleh.

THE EXD.
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CHAPTERS

GRAND OPENING

OF A NON-STOP THRILLER !

Siranded !

VIVID blue light illuminatod
the dark, hmndin% expansn
of African jungle far below
the mail plane, flickered for

a second, and was gone.

“Semething wrong!” bawled
dpeedy Jack Carter, pulling frantic-
ally at the controls.

Tickler Jchnson, the mechanic,
stared wide-eyed at the instrument-
board where the compass was swing-
ing in all directions. A Hash seemed
to spring from the various dry
batteries, and, with a cheoking sound,
the engine gave out.

How high the plane was, the two
airmen could not tell, as the altimeter
had ceased to function. 'The ni%ht
was pitch dark, and it was impossible
to see what lay below.

Losing momentum, the machine hggnn
to stall, but, with an efiort, Speedy Jack

ot her on an even keel once more.

ummoning all his skill and past experi-
once at gliding, he managed to get tha

lane into an air current and scoure
gmathing space for g few seconds.

Carter knew well enough that thers
wes & world of diference between
manipulating a I;'ﬁht glider and a heavy
plane, but he had hopes of being able
to glide to safety. The blue flash which
stertied him and seemed to have caused
the trouble, had shown up clearly
enough the nature of the country below,
and he felt himself completely mystified.

The plane .had been flying from
Livingstene, Rhodesia, to Walvis Bay,
on & trial run, and Jack knew, by the
time they had been in the air, that they
ghould be over the desclate Okavangi
Swamp. Yet here they were above
dense jungle, and must be at least 150
miles off their course.

The only solution was that the
compass had been affected somehow or
other, and now they were drifting good-
nesa knows whera |

Lower and lower dropped the plane
while Tickler strained his ng‘gie:i

eyes in an endeavour to pierce the inky
bfmknasa below., There wes nothing for
it, but to take a chance, and Jack lat

of huge

the plane !
arcarrigge.

lide until the ti
trees were I;l:'

rushing the u

By
GORDON ¥/
GREY.

ed and schemed for the
will be master of a Contlnent.
I will sweep all

“1 have
day when
The zero hour is near.
the * whites * out of Alrica and esiablish
a Black Empire with myself at the head 1**
E BLACK TERROR.

—

Then, with amazing skill, he flaitened
out, found s steady stream of air, and
floated along just above tha jungle,

keaping his eves fixed on the scenery.

helow.

“There's 8 clearing!™ exclaimed
Tickler, his eyes accustomed to the dark-
ILEES. :

Just ahead Jack saw a small break
in the denso forest of branches. With a
heartfelt prayer he spreadeagled and
let the machine “pancake.”

With & crash, which seemed to jar
every bone in the aviators' bodies, the
plane hit the ground and sank up to the
wheele In rotting vepetation, and then
slowly tilted sideways.

“Gosh 1" prunted Tickler Johnson, as
they serambled out. “That was a near
one, Speady !

“It was,” replied Jack. " .And,

what's more, I don't l:ry:n'i' how we are

going to get going again [V -
v $11 soon tune up the old bus™ said

Tickler. *“Let's have a lightI”

» of direction, zo, climbing

Jack produced a big torch from his
pocket, but there was no answering
beam of light when he switched on.

“Funny 1” he muttered. I put in a
new battery only yesterday.”

With the aid of & resinous branch,
however, he made a torch, and in a few
minutes Tickler was busy on the engine.

It did not take the mechanio very long
to find out that ignition was faulty, and
that he could get no sparks at all,
Evidently the magneto was out of
action. '

For some time the aviators wrestled
with the machine, and dawn liad broken
before they gave up the attempt.

Daylight showed that they were in the
depths of & dense stratch of jungle, and
all around birda and monkeys shrilled
and chattered. The sun had not risen
high encogh for them to get any idea
. k inlo the
cackpit, they ate some sandwiches and
waited.

Tickler was just finishing off his last
mouthful when his eyes goggled, Fol-
lowing his companion’s gaze, Jack saw
half & dozen natives had appeared npon
the scene and were starng at them.

_negroes wara magnificent physical
specimens, each one standing well over
six_feet in height, with broad shoulders
and rippling muecles.

They were dressed only in loincloths,
But what amazed the two pals was the
fack that each of the natives wore a tin
helmet. Even mora significant was the
fact that they earried peculiarly sheped
rifles, in addition to assegais and knob-
kerries,

" Peace unto vou!” eaid Jack, speak-
ing i the Bantu tongue, of which he
had a fair knowledge.

Une of the natives, who was wearin
a brightly polished ankle-ring, steppe
forward. Heo was evidently the leader
of the party. Thinking it wisest to put
on 2 bold front, Jack elimbed out of the
wrecked plane, clegely followed by
Tickler.

“Where did you come from?” azked
the native, |

Tha two sirmen gasped, mmuech too
astonished to answer. It was amazl
enongh to find a erowd of natives arm
with tin helmets and rifles. To be ad-
dressed by one of them in English, with
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s strong American accent, was alto-
gether too disconcerking.

" Aro—are you an American T asked
Jack.

* American ™

The native's voice sounded puzzled,
and 1t was evident from his face that he
did not understand what Jack meant.

"To what tribe do you Iminnglz and
what distriet 1z this ¥ asked Jack.

“Wo belong te King Hercules, and
this is his country,” replied the native.

“ King Heroules?" gueried ‘Tickler.
“Who 15 ha™

It wos the turn of the natives to be
nstennded. - .

“Yor must know. It is impossible
ithat anyone ﬂhﬂu}d not know our king.
lic makes the light and power, gives
us food and drink, and everything else
wo require. With one touch he can kill,
and with another restore to life again.
Ile provides us with the Amarobs who
do all our work, and we are his humble
slaves.

At these remarkable words all the
natives raised their right arms in the
Roman salute, . ]

“1 should like to see thiz king of
vours,” remarked Jack, wondering not
a little at what the native meant.

A grim smila lit tha black man’s
features,

“That you would have to do whether
you wished it or not,” he smid, for it
is commanded that all strangers be
brought to him, either dead or alive!”

There was 8 suggestive note in the
voice which did not bode wrll for the
audience which the twae white men
were to have with King Hereules.

The Black Giant!

ITH military precision, the
W natives formed a guard round
the white men, and at a sharp
word of command from the

leader, the little party moved off.

At a brisk marching pace they pro-
reeded down a leafy aisle. Suddenly
there was o seratching neise mn tho
branches above, and the party halted
as an enormous male gorilla dropped
right in their path,

Instinctively, Jack’s hand dropped to
tho service roevolver strapped at his
waist. But before he could draw, onc
of the natives had raised his rifle
There was no report as the thick, mus-
enlar  finger contracted round the
trigger, but the gorilla staﬂed enddenly,
coughed, and then pitched forward en
its face.

“Well, I'm blessed !" said Tiekler
hoarsely, as they marched on past the
tdead animal. “ How was that done?”

“ Ask me another?” shrugged Jack.
“There's something very startling in
readiness for us, unless I am much mis-
taken.” .

Tickler possed 8 hand over his fore-

head.

“It's all too moch for me” he
groaned. “Do you see the anklet that
chap's got? Well, if I dido’t know it
was impossible, T would swear that it
was chrominm plate”

Jack nodded. .

“Tt is chromium,” he saud.

“T-but, 1t can"t—"

Tickler's words broke off with a gasp
as the two prisoners emerged from the
darkness of the forest

Btretched out before them was a great
plain, and on it stood o sight which
dazzled them. Right in the centre

stood B city of steel houses: row upon
row set in orderly array all converging
on & central massive tower. The tower
was & shiny, jet black, except where the
polished windows canght the rays of the
zun, and fashed them back with dazzling
brilliance.

On the near side of the plain were
ficlds of mealies in which dark figures
worked with odd, jerky movements.
Qvor to one side was a compound in
which were cows and goats. IFar away
on the side beyond the city, stood long
E‘il.llldll'.t%‘.ﬁ like workshops, and a per-
sistent humming noise scemed to hang
aver overything.

Wide roads, made of some material
like conerete, crossed the Elnin, dividin
it into small squares, each one of whie
was apparenily laid out for some
definite purpose, whila at each inter-
soction n? tho roads stood a litkle tower.

The leader of the natives stepped to
the nearest tower and pressed a button.
Immaodiately & “light flashed from the
mast on top of the tower, and a long,
rockot-like wvehicle came speeding a8t &
terrifie rate along the concrete road from
the city, It stopped in front of the
little party, and a sliding door openecd
gutomatically.

The black leader stepped in and indi-
cated to the white men that they were
to follow. Rather gkl’ggnrls. Tickler
and Jack secrambled aboard. The door
elid back into position, and the rocket
machine shot forward. There was ne
bumping or jolting, just emooth, easy
movement, although at the rate the
ficlds elipped past the windows, Jack
knew that thev were travelling at wel
over six miles a minute. What puzzled
the two pals was the entire absence of
any apparent motive power; there was
just & faint humming noise, and that
was all.

In a little over a minute, the machine
reached the eity and came to a halt
before the jot black tewer, Armed negro
puards were posted at the massive steel
doorwar, but they stoed aside, and the
door shid noizelessly out of sight.

The two airmen were led into a lift
which shet rapidly uapwards without
stopping until it reached the topmost
storey,

Beckoning to his prisoners, the negro
stepped from the lift and passed a,'lnnﬁ
a wide thickly ecarpeted corridor unti
he reached a bright steel door, Here
ha pressed a bubtton and waited., In &
few ecconds a biue light flashed, and
mstanﬁiy the native prostrated himsclf
at full length as the door slid open.

“Come inside!” boomed 2 deep base
VOICE,

The native, trembling with & mixture
of fear and excitement, ushered the two
airmen_inte the reom,

By this time Jack and Ticklor had
almost got past being amazed, but tho
sight which mct their eves made them
gazp. Tho room was. spacious and lofty,
with enormons glass windows on all
sides, giving a view of the surrounding
conntry for miles.

Te one side was & large control board,
covered with switches, dials, and lamps,
all of which glowed with & brilliant blue
light. Opposite this was a larga steel
desk. littered with drawing instruments
and plana.

Most striking of all, howaver, was the
firure of the wan who confronted the
twe pals. He dwarfed the six-foot
native who had acted as their guide,
and towered above the white men like
a giant, :

“¥ou have done well,” said the black
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giant to the guide, displaying a
grotesque-looking set of gﬁldp mat!:f

He took a_chromium-plated ring from
his desk snd handed it to the native.

Evidently this was a great honour, for
the man seemed overjoyed. Slipping
the ring on his ankle, whare it jangled
against the other, he prostrated himself
onee more. :

“You may go,” zaid the black giant,
and the other backed out.

Jack and Tickler gazed in wonder,
mixed with admirstion, at the mag-
nificent figure befora them. There
could be no doubt that thiz was the man
who called himself King Hercules, and
Juock was forced to admit that he looked
every inch a king, and a Hercules.

The man's features were similar to
those of & pure-blooded Zuln, apd ke
wore on his head the ring of elephant-
hair which denotes the full-%lmvﬂ
warrior. Ha was dressed in & garment
which had been made from the skin
of a huge leopard.

A Sinister Motival

UR s few seconds the huge negro
F stared at Jack apnd Tickler, and

the look on his face was

_decidedly not pleasant. Findin
that his captives returned look for lﬂﬂi
and did not wilt under that fierce,
malignant gaze, he abruptly commanded
them to ba seated.

“Who are you that you should come
spying nto my domains?™ he asked
suddenly.

“And who may you ba?’ demanded
Jack boldly. “I've lived in Africa a
long time now, but I've never heard of
you before—although I freely admit
you've got plenty to shout about.”

e negro smiled, evidently pleased at
the last faw words.

“1 am not surprised that you have
never heard of me,” he gatd. ™ No while
man has—yeat 1"

There was o world of meaning in the
tone, and once more that fierce look of
hatred spread over the black man’s
face. Slowly it disappeared, and he
eontinued. ;

“Perhaps I ought to introduce myself.
1 was once George Hercules Washing-
ton, of Harlem University, New Yori,
but now I om Hercules, King of the
!'i.nmzuiu: You, my friends, are the
first whita men to see me sinca I
ascended—or assumed—tha throne of
Africa; but vou will not be tho last !

He stood up and displayed his mag-
nificent body, showing proudly a
colossal biceps and the enormous leg
muscles.

“Look, whila you can, on the first
king of all Africa—perhaps king of the
worid ! Look while vou can, Fi:nr vou
have not long to live.”

Hercules strutted up and down like
n peacock, and it was evident to the two
Britishers that he was & man eaten up
with vanity,

“If you kill us there will be awkward
mnquiries,” said Jack calmly, although
his heart was beating furiously.

“"Bah1” spat Hercules. “Do wyou
think T am a fopl? Will thera not be
inquiries if T let you go? Besides, what
do I care for your zoldiery? 1 have
hare the means of wiping them out com-
plsgitel,v’ befora they pget within Sffty
miles [

Ha waved his arm towards the glow-
ing contrel board and laughed wildly.

‘Dehold the brain of the Black
Empire! The brain which will drive
every white man out of Africa and make
me master of a continent [
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Hercules craned his thick neck for-
ward and glared at the white men with
B demoniae expression,

“You, white trazh, think you are
clever, think you possess all the know-
ledge and the power, that science and
learning are In your hands entirely.
Bah] DBekinod that board and thoze
controls is & power which your greatest
ecientists have scarcely dreamed of—a
power for which they have been search-
ing and searching without success,
Parhaps one day they will And it, but
then it will be too late, for it is mine—
mine—mine " ]

He burst out once more into that wild,
crazy laugh, which made Jack and
Tickler shiver. . 1

Carried away by his own entliusiasm,
and perhaps finding for the first thme an
audience who could really grasp what he
meant, Hercules told the two airmen of
hia plans.

He had, az he said, been a professor of
the Negro University in New York, but
all his life and outlook had been warped
and embittered by the homihiating
treptment meted out to negroes by the
white population of the States.

Partf out of a spirit of revenge, and
parily for his love of the work, he had
devoted vears of research to finding out
the secret of cheap, abundaent power.
All the time, behind him was the burn-
ing impulse of avenging the countless
wrongs heaped upon his fellow blacks
since the deys elaving first began, )

Hercules had tried electric and atomie
energy without finding what he sought,
but et last he accidentally stumbled
upen what he believed was & means of
harnessing radium activity. Keeping his
secret to himself, he had tried to secure
n large enough quantity of radium to
put his experiments to a real test.

But once again he found himszelf foiled
by the domination and greed of the
w{;itﬂ man. The only commercial radium
in the world is mined in the Congo, by
natives, under the direction of a few
Belgians. Output is deliberately re-
stricted, in order to keep up the price,
and in thizs Hercules saw a crying in-
justice to the world at large, and par-
ticularly to the negroes 1n whose country
the wonderful metal is found.

Givin 1;!7 his University post, ha had
travell 1 the wilder parts of Africa
in the hope of discovering ancther

radium supﬁlf. and had succeeded in
tracing pitch-blende deposits in Portu-
ese west Africa, Tt had not been
ifficult to persuade a lax administration
to set aside this portion of the district
as & native reserve 1n consideration of
certain pavments to various oificials,
and then Hercules had set to work.

Abandoning all connection with white
civilisation, bhad gone in with the
iribes, and, by =zheer forca of hia
enormous body and well developed
brain, had made himself recognized as
chief over a wide area. )

Then, slowly, and with caution, he
had trained the natives to mine radium
and iron. With elaborate care he had
ensured that not & word should leak
through to the outside world. The
Portugunesa officials had quite encugh to
do wglmut worrying aboubt the native
reservation, and ss there was never any
trouble therse and the country was mostly
thick jungle, hard to traverse and reek-
ing with fever, they left it zeverely
a]m‘ﬂi

As soon as he had got his first s?p_hr
of radium, Hereules started off in
carnest. With the energy generated he
had iron smelted and steel houses built.
Gradually, as the supply of power in-
creased, he extended his work until it
had reached the hiEhly developed stata
tnat Jack and Tickler saw all around
them.

Mechanical men—Amarobs, as Her-
cules called them—performed all the
manuel labour, directed from the
nearest control tower, all of which were
in turn directed from the main tower
where Hercules had his hesdguarters.

Rocket-machines, driven hy the same
force, sped to and fro, while beyond
the city, the rows of workshops turned
out everything that would be required.

Even the mining, crushing, and re-
fining of the radium was now yerformed
hf the activity it generated itself, and
all the black inhabitants of the Eltﬁ'
had to do was perform two hours wor
each day watching a machine. For the
rest, they spent their time learning
mechanies, in physical training, or 1n
military exercises.

Revenge !
PEEDY Jack Carter drew in his
hr@mh when  Hercules  had
finished. Thera was something

admirable about the way this
black giant had worked, schemed, and
persevered, and wet, behind it all was
that sinister, devilish motive,
Hercules enjoyed the impression he
had made on the two Britizhers, and led
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them to the windows where they could
gaze out on the scene. ]

Away to the north, between the lines
of factories and the surrounding belt of
jungle, the plain was packed wilh row
upon row of shining motionless figures,
There were thousands of them, all
standing with a sinister quietness brood-
inq over them, _

“What are those?” asked Tickler,
pointing to the mass of figures,

Hercules laughed.

“They, my friend, are the Amarch
warriors,” {m chuckled sardnninalli.

“What are they for?” inguired Jack,

“They are to drive the whites out
of Afriea,” said Iercules, “They are
made of steel and can be operated in
just the same manner as the other
Amarobs you sea working in the fields
Two hundred and fifty thousand of them
on the march will take a great deal of
stopping. You see, they are quite im-
pervious to either bullets or bayonets.”

“But not to high explosives,™ said
Jack cheerfully. )

Hercules turned on him with s snerl
and stretched out & huge hem-like fist.
Then, suddenly relenting, he dropped
his hand to his side. ‘

“You are quite right. High explosive
is the only Ehin% to stop them once
the‘l'i' gt %ﬁmg‘.- ut never fgnr, there
wil plenty more where tney cama
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from, and if my experiments are success-
ful they will be sguipped with weapons
af their own, far more dangerous than
any you know of.”

Wide-eyed, Jack pictured a scone very
much as Hercules had visualised it. An
inexorable horde of iron men pouring
on to a defenceless town., Un and on
tho Amarobs would march, Lreathing
death and destruction; behind them a

_dinbolical guiding genius who ordered

their movements.

The very thought made him shiver.
There could be no deubt that this black
demon meant what he said. That mad
light in his eyes proved it all too ob-
vieusly. No wonder Hereules intended
to kill them. Porhaps quickly and pain-
lossly, maore likely by some diabolical
torture, for his bhalred of tho whites
consumed everything else.

Jaek’s brain worked quickly: as they
wera to die in any case they might as
well kill that hoge black devil fivst. It
would be doing the world at large 2
very real service,

Once more he thought of the unm-
suspecting cities and the black terror
which was nearly ready to be released
on them. ‘Then whipping out a heavy
revolver, he fired point blank at kler-
cules, aiming for the black man's heart.

Before he could press the trlﬁgm‘ i
second time, however, he felt himsell
seized in an iron grip and swept off his
feet. "The gun waosz snatched from his
hand, and he was lifted high 1n the air.

At the same time o terrifie blow
caught Tickler on the head and laid
him fat.

“TFools 1" shricked IMercules. "Tocls!
Do you think I would permit you to
egome  hers  without being ready for
treachery ¥

He shook Jack like a rat, and kicked
viciously at the prostrate Tickler. A
wave of passionate anger swept over
him and he flung Jack down with
sbunning forca beside his unconscious
friend.

As Hercnles paced up and dewn, the
fit of trembling and anger seemcd to
become more violent.

Pressing a button, he waited for a {ew
seconds, and Jack's senses were just be.
ginning to return when the door slid
open and two armod men appeared,
followed by two of the Amarobs,

The natives bowed obsequiously and
Jack dinly observed that the two
mechanical men also bowed with o jerky
motion. It struck him as being oddly
comical that the steel monsters should
bow to the man whese brain conceived
tlem.

Herenles pointed to the two men lying
on tha floor,

“Take them away,” he ordered.

The men stood azide and the Amarobs
marched forward, bent down, and each
picked up one of the white men in a
vige-like grip.

Jack felt & shudder as the steel claws
tore his clothing and ripped his flesh,
but Tickler was still unconscious,

“¥Your wishe=, Master? asked one of
tho guards. “Arve they to be thrown
into the iron furnace ™

Hereules was beginning to eool down,
but he sprang forwavd as Jack lifted
hiz head and feebly muttered: * Alur-
derer 1= .

For a moment Hereules looked as if
he would tear the white men limb from
limb himself. The {wo guavds shrank
back fearfully, lut the iJmpassive
Amarobs stood motionleze,

“No,” snarled Flereules. “The furnace
is too good for them. Let the Amarobs
take them down into the snake pit. Tt
will be useful as an experiment.”

Tae Macywer LiBRriRT.—MNo. 1,376,
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The guards bowed; the Amarobs
bowed, crushing their human burdens
more tightly as they bent ther
steel bodies forward. Then the party
wheeled about and marched out of the
room, leaving Hercules glaring angrily
at his control board, for one of thae blue
lights had suddenly turned to red and

was fashing excitedly,
T Amarch brought lickler back
to his senses. He ‘struggled to
froo himself from that relentless
iron grip, but found he could scarcely
move. ]

With an effort he craned his neck
round and paw that Jack wasz in a
similar  plight.  Keeping ‘exactly
abreast. and moving ih ‘perlect unison,
the pdir of steel monsters bore their
prisoners forward. _

‘On' batween -the long rows of sheds, in
which the busy bum of machinery could

The King’s Deputy !
HE glare of the tropical sun and
the jerky movement of the

ba heard, out past the hordes of motion-,

less steel men, the two PBritishers wero
carried until they came to a deep,
circular pit, where the’ Amarobs halted.
The two armed natives advanced and
red over the side, drawing back
astily as angry hisses greeted them.
Apparently ugdecided as to what they
should do, the black men held & low-
toned conversation. ‘From snatches which
resched him Jack gathered that they
were” not quite surée wh )
the vietims into the snake pit immedi-
ately or await further orders from their
masier.
From his cramped position Jack saw
ancther fgure coming towdrds the little
roup. e new arrival was & particu-
arly villainous-looking milatto, wha
was  dressed like a Euoropean and
carried & heavy sjambok.
“Wheat's the trouble?” demanded’ the
mulstto. cracking his whip..
One of the natives bowed
explained their difficulty,
Fools [ enarled the mulatte, for no
a rént reason.
¢ stalked round the Amarchs and
scowled at the two prizoners. . Qut of
sheer brutality he flicked the wupgly

low and

gther to throw'

the snake:
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rhinoceros-hide thong across Tickler's.
face. The ;-uungtster winced, but did
not make a sound. .

“You cowardly brute !” eried Jack.

The mulatto laughed—a harsh, un-
pleasant. laugh—and struck Jack with
the handle of his whip.

“Address me as  Exccllency " he

rowled, “I am Mister Leopold, the

ing's deputy " o

Jack turned his head away in disgust
at the repulsive face of hi=z tormentor,
and this only served to infuriate the
mulatto, .

“Throw the white trash into the pit
at onee!” ha bellowed. * Death from
the bite of a puff-adder iz long drawn
and painful 1" _ ;

* Yes, Excellency,” replied the native
obedidntly i

The: Amarobs marched forward with
their jerky movements, stepped into
space, and fell headlong into Llh_e_'_})j_t,
with the two airmen  still " clutched
tightly in their steel arms. - '

" Leopold stood at the edge of the pit,
grinning hu%eliy at the prospect of
secing the helpless prisoners struck
down by the deadly snakes.’

He was so interested that he did not
se¢ the big, shining, bullet-car, uzed
only by Hercules himself, come shoot-
.1_.115 at terrific speed towards the pit,

ack closed his eves as he felf him-
self falling. He had caught o glimpse
of the appalling scene below, and it
was not plessant to lock upon.

The pit was about ten feet deep, and
had sides which rose smooth and sheer.
The bottom was’ literally covered with
a writhing, hissing brood of Sérpents,
their forked tongues darting in and out,
and their beady, lidless eves glinting
lika jet buttons -

As the steel figures crashed fo the hard

floor the angry hissing increased. But
snake: drew back.for a moment.
Thetr fright was only momentary, and
their’ situcus bodies quickly came glid-
ing forwdfd once more.
- A puff. adder ,reared its. vemomous
hégd--and struck *- once, . twice,” at
Tickler's neck. ,Anothe? swollen reptile
erawled  ovér Jack's face, and with a
shudder of fear he felt the fangs sink
1nto his_hand,

At that instant the bullet ear reached

he orin

the pit, and Hercules jumped out. With
one leap he was hbeside the mulatto,
trhc:f[ gh}gl:il cackling with insane laughter,
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With the flat of his hand the gisnb
negro sent Leopold flying, and lea
into the pit. Careless of the angr
reptiles hissing and sgmrmmg aroun,
his bare legs, he bent down snd picie
up the shattered Amarobs and their

living burdens. _
The strength displayed by the black
'fl:rr, without

Man wWas 2noTindus,

“apparent effort, he cast the two n:-?eﬁ

figures out of the pit. Kicking savagely
at the distended jaws of the snal
which were coiling and striking at hi
he bunched his magnificent body, and,
with a prodigious leap, jumped out

the pit. _

The whole business had teken place
so guickly that Leopold was only Just
picking himself up.

The mulatto's lock of savage glee had
given place to one of ‘abject terror,
and shivered with fear
before his master. ;

Hercules did not tske the slighteat
notice ©f his lieutenant. With a_swift
movement of his powerful haods, ‘he
tore the two lads from the grip of the
now useless Amarobs. .

Then, with the touch of a qualified
surgeon, lLe examined the snaké-bites.
Fortunately, the victims had la ed into
a mereiful unconsciousness, and Hercules
stared at their drawn faces.

“Tt is not teo late!” he wmuttered.
“The radium cauteriser will soon put
you right. Radium! What a wonderful
power ¥ : :

Still muttering, Hercules picked up
the two boys and stepped into the bullet
CAar.

Next instant it was fashing its x:.‘cnﬂg
back to hiz marvellous surgl
laboratory, leaving the sullen and
angry, but ~ thoroughly frightened,
mulatto behind.

' (Gee, boys! Here's o sensafional
wari to one of the most thrilling ad-

venturé yarns evér written. Be sure
and read mnext week's pripping chap-
ters., Meanwhilz, fell ol our pals

about Jack Carter and Tickler John-
pon—{liey'tl just revel in their exciting
edventures!)
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SPORTSMAN REQUIRES SMART LAD

To help him whilst training for the
Throwing the Cricket Ball event at the
School  Sports. Must  possess  speedy
evele  and  poweelul  held-glasses.—G.
BLUNDIELL, Fifth Form Games Study.

EXPLAINED !

Sir 1lition Popper has becomo a spocial
canstable,

This, no doubt, explaina the eurious
printing error 1 a recent number of the
“Courtheld Gazette,” where he was referred
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GREYFRIARS
100 YEARS AGO

Lest Saturday’s excursion by tho Groy-
friars ambling Club was the most successful
funetion cver organised by this enterprising
soctety. Tho day being a whole holiday
given by the CGovernors to cclebrate the
rotlwoy company’s deeision net to build a
line tn Priardale, the club was ablo to wander
unmsually far alisld, and to view beautiea of
Naturo hitherto resarded as inaccossible,

Promptly at nine o'clock, having mede
their beds, breakfastod and listened to the
headmaster's brnof address, lasting only two
hours, on ™ Rembling as & Means of Improving
Characier i the Young,” the members
aszembled outside the School House, They
presented a fino pieture of well.dressod youth
m tiwir {op lats, tailed eoats, and light-
colourcd pantaloans, and drow muechfavourable
voramont {rom the matics they passed on the
first stogo of their journey.

The ramblers wero lorfunate in having
with them Professor Burbler, from Frinvdale,
who was requested by the headmaster to
give them moral insiruction during the walk,
Tho professor marched in the midst of the
ramblers, and spoko eloquently all doy on
1he gins and follies of youth, and the uuhappy
fate which would, he fearsd, overtake most of
those present.  BMany of the ramblers were
vizibly affected, tears coming to the eyes of
quite & nwnber, while othera grooned and
moaned ot {requent intervals, One and all
were oxecedingly glad to bo able to enjoy
sueh antiplifting discourso while they mnhﬂ:d.

The ramblers took tho direetion of Prog
villege, wheneo they proceeded to Hawkseliffo.
MHere, in the shady gardens of the Ship Inn
overlooking tho sca, they partook of & hght
meal in Lhe shapo of grilled herrings, steak-
aml-kidney pudding with polatoes, cabbape,
and pn-rq.ni}{'.nﬂ, boiled plum.pudding and
bregd and cheese, and ciler to wash them
daown with.

Professor Burbler, who contented himself
with two lwlpinga of ovorything, took
advantoage of tho cecasion to deliver a leoturs
on the perils of overcating, which was much
udmimc}.

In the aftetnoen the ramblers went inland
again, and by a circuitous route made their
'wufr Lo Courtfield Commnon and =0 baclk to the
college.  Many picturcsgue spots wore visited,
each of which gave the professor materinl for
6 fresh discussion on the wisdom of Nature
end the sinfulness of youth.

Altogether, it was a most enjoyable outing,

The only ineident which marred the
rmnblors’ complete hoppiness came at tho
end of tho day, when, by some unexplained
mischance, the professor collided with one
of the party end fell into the pond at Friardale.

(Weoe don't wonder at i, cither '—Ed.)

Dicky Nugent's
Weekly Wisdom

Hocking says that Coker's the last man on
earth: you ean imajine compesing mewsie ;
but [ can hardly take that in.

. Why, Coker 13 always making a song about
semetling or other !

“I'M POISONED!”

A sensational  lawsuit
against & well.known bun-
shop proprietor seemed an
absolute cort last Weoednesdoay
alterncon, following g remarlk-
able scene at the counter.

Just at the hour when
Uncle Clegp's was crowded
with a fashionable threng of
Greyfriars juniors partaking
of ginger-pop and ice-cream,
Bunter of the Remove, who
had just polished off hall a
dogen mmixed iecs, let out o
frenzied howl of: *1'm
poisonad 1

The effect was electrio.
The gay buzz of chetier
stopped dead, and there was
a rush to save Bunter as he
slid off his stool and staggered
acrosa the {loor of the tuck.
shop.

It was seen at once that
Bunter’s face was a ghastly
white. Somebody suggested
sending for a doctor, but
Bunter feebly groanod woul
that it was not necessary.

“ It's all right, you fellows,”
he whispered {aintly. " Noth-
ing to woiry abouf, really,
It's just a simple caso of
poizoning.  Just a week or
30 in bed and perhapa’ holiday
at tho seaside afterwards will
put me right again. 1 know
what caused it. It was that
iee-cronm. Frobably gone
off a bit."”

“*Wot's that about my ice-
eream 1" asked Uncle Clogs
sharply from the other esido
of the counter,

“Gona off a bit,"” said
Bunter fecbly.,  * Probably
made from mpure materials,
vou know, OF course, Uncle
Elegg, 1 shall have to bring an
action against you,"

“What 7" yelled Uncle
Clege.

Bunter’s Tuck-Shop Collapse

“ It will ba distasteful to
me o have to go to law with
an old pal like ?rum” sighed
Bunter wealkly, ™ but I bave
a duty to perform—protect-
ing other members of the
publiec gpainst the eameo
experience, you know, Don't
worry, Unecle Clege. I don't
suppose it will cest you more
than eighty or & hundred
pounds all told.”

“ What 1" ehrieked Unelo

Clegg.

" %i'n.turaﬂf, I shan’t touch
the money myeelf. It would
be mgainst my principles to
profit out of o eople's
misfortunes. I shaIF just
deduet my incidental exponses
—doetor's bills and the sea-

side holiday, for instanco—
and give the rest to charity,”
oxplained Buntor weakly.
“* All right, you fellows, I'm
ready io go now. Betier
ring for a taxi.”

It was at that moment
that Bob Cherry felt impeliled
io examine Bunter's ghastly
white face. He made a
surprising discovery, Bumnter'a
change of eolour had appar-
ontly been caused by a hurried

WOULD YOU BELIEVE IT?

e

applicalion of white powdered
chalk 1 ¢

Bob  hastily called a halt
to tho arrangoments for
ordering a taxi.

£ Anj'hndér else hecn eating
ice-cream 1 he asked.

About tweniy other juniors
had been doing so.

“ Any of you feel ill 27

Nong of them did! G

Then Bob's eye fwll on &
newspaper which Bunter had
been reading duriog his orgy
of miEEdI icea. g
“ "Highty pounds
after poisoned imau-tm.L:J.:x:ﬂﬂ'z:IE
he read aloud. * Funny
eolneidenece, this, Duntert®

The crowd thought it
funny, teo. Tho sympathetie
buzz suddonly gave place to
a roar of laughter. Bunter
gat up and tool notice.

*“ Look hers, if you think
I got the idca out of that
paper, you're jolly well mis.
taken,” he aai(il. * Matter of
fact, I haven't even seca tho
blessed paper, and even if I
had, I wouldn’t deoseend to
guch a trick. I'm too mueh
of a gentleman I *

Well, of course, we all
konow thaot. But strangely
enough, from the moment of
Beb's find, Bunter recovered
rapidly ;
the matiler over, he informed
Uncle Clegg that he hed
dacided not to sue him for
damagea after all,

He’ll “Owl” QOver
This!

Bunter announces that from
now on he will ignore any;
one who addresses him by
nickname. He says he can’
understand why  anyone
ghould use a nickname when
it’s g0 easy to promounce his
real name.

Well, it is rather difficulf
to see what ** Porpoise ™ #
serves [

and, on thinking |2

LOOKING FOR TROUBLE

(T E L EE

Shortly after the arrival of
the midday post one day
L recently, Skinner marched
ut of the School Houss
wearing & very peculiar look
on his lace, ]

Walking up behind
Bolsover, he gave him a
i&rﬁﬁﬂ thump on the back
nd remarked: * T say, old
chap, why do you wear that
hideous mask instead of
walkiﬂ]g about like the reab
of ua '

Hoving  recovered  his
balanes and breath, Bolsover

howled : ** What mask, you
manias § ‘
“Borry ! said Skinnor,

after he had examined Bol-
sover’s face more closely.
1 thought it was a maask,
'but I can see now that it's
your own face. My mistake,
il eogut !

** Bolsover’s emotions at that
explanation sent him almost
eross-eyed for a few moments.
Eventuslly, he gave vent to
them by grabbing Skinner by
Yo collar, holding him out at
arm's length, and administer-
ing what is technically termed
s sock on the nose !

Strange to relsie, Skionper
did not seem at all upset.
i Though he had to hold o
handkerchicf wp to  his
demaged mnasal organ, he
fooked quite cheerful as he
went his way.

A minute later, he ran into
Templo of the Fourth, Much
to Temple’'s surprise he
-promptly struck a fighting
Attitude and asked in a sinister
ooice: * Whe's an idiot 17
“¥ou are, of coursel”™

replied Temple, quite natur.
4 3}}. and immediately received
'the full force of Skinner’s
{@pcklaa on his chin for his
.Eﬂlml

Ho promptly retorted

Skinner’s Strange Game Explained

is always boasting

that ke can beat most Hemoviies

at weight-lilting. Jolinpy Bull,

bowever, took bim on end

shilted 8 weight which Bolsover
had tailed to bndge |

William George Bunter’s record
time for washing and dressing
is seconds, ty-aine
geconds were oceupied (o dressing
—th!a r_amvﬁiglrilg  second hEIi.:nE
ampls, in Bunter’s opinion, for
bis sblutions |

2 i

and cracked their herds together

they Iell wpon him vengelully

As Bob Cherry remarke
delight to bark and bite |

AT — | R : £a1
When Skinner sneaked up behind Jeorge Wingate, the captain of
bis cronies, Sucop and Stolt, £, is an all-ronnd ath-

. . late. He n'latmi the pole jnmp at

7 Ieot 10 inches, beating Tom
North by am inch | Loder fried,
but came a cropper [

by landing one on Skinner's
right aye.

Skinner got up, nursing an
eye which oven o layman
conld tell was going to be
highly discoloured at an
early date.

Still ho wasn't dismoyed !
For somo reason, he seemod
almozt pleased with himself !

Within live Tinntes,
Skinner had suweccedod in
getting into trouble on snmilar
lines with Bulstrode of the
Remove, Hobaon of the Shell,
and Tomlinzon of the Fifth,
as a result of which he had
collectad a nice crop of very
noticenble injuries.

The amazing thing about it
was that the remains of
Skinner, after that heetic
five minutes, were just ns
cheerfual aa ever |

To a crowd of inquirers,
anxious to know whethor he
had gone completely off hia
rocker, Shkinner gave an
explanation of his unusual
conduct,

“ The fact i8," he said, "1
received o letter from my
Unecle Matt by the midday
post to say he'll bo looking
ma up this afterncon. Now
I haven't seen this particular
untle for years, but I happen
to remember that he was
always e great lover of boxing
who had no time for fellows
whe dido't go about with
thick ears and other souvenirs
of battle,

* The last timo I sow him,
he didn't give me s penny,
although he'’s simply rolling
in eash: and my pater
afterwards told me it waa
becguse he thought I looked
too mollycoddled and soft |

* This time, 1'm taking no
chances-—and if I don't get

a fiver out of him on [t}

strength of these black oyes
and bruises. I shall bo wvery
much surprised t *

We regrot to have to inform
our readers that by {his
time Skinner is a very much
surprised man.

As eoon g8 Unecle Alatt

gaw Bhkinner. be snorted!
“ Dhispusting | Monstronus :
Pah! Huh! Grrorrght?”

and a lot of egqually uniriendly
rernarks.  While Skinmer was
dizzily wondering what it all
meant. he turoed on his heel
and returned with all speed
to the siation!

From inguiries since made
at home, Ekinner has learmed
that during the tast year or
g0 Uncle Matt has given up
the sportimng lide and becomoe
a etaunch supporter of the
Anti-Boxing Crusade instead.

Hatumiig., be did mod
approve of Bkinner's battle-
searTed appearanco.

Nor, we might mention,
did Mr. Quelth, when he
spotted it. Up to the time
of poing to presa, Skinoer 18
still unable to sit down as a
result of his interview with
the master of the Remove
gver the matter.

Loaks as if this is Skinner's
unlucky week, chaps!

Tom Redwing has

conatracied
i seiling dinghy entirely on hia

own. It occupied him 400 hours.

The ¢raft gave every satistaction

when tested by *' Smithy " and
* Reddy ** in Pegg Bay |

4. §.1 Fleua s an adept at ‘hrow-
ing the Ansiralian boomerang.
He learned he knack from an
?haﬁitilllm :.l:ui can thm:rt iin::ﬂ
26 & boom..sng retn

to his Band |

FOREIGN PHRASE
BOOKS ANNOY LODER

* Foreign phrase books annoy e intensely,”
remarked Loder, the celebrated black sheop,
ray spark, rorty dog, and peneral sportsman,

to & " Greyiriars Herald ™ ropresentative
the othor day, * Ishall probably tuke sool lier

trip to the Continont this sumaner; but 1
question very much whether T shall trouble
to talo a phrase book with ne,

" Look at the uselesa phrazes they trans-
lute ! * Direet me, if you please, to the Art

] Musedm,' forvinstance. Who the ﬂ‘tum[} witnks

to go to o blessed art musoum ¥ Then
there's *It's o fino day to-day. is it not ¥°
Abzolutely futile !

* The sort of phrase thoy ought to iransiale
is: " Do you happon to know a surs snip for
the two-thirty to.-day ¥’ There'd bo soine
senso in that. Dut they don't do 21

For ence in o way wo guite agreo with
Loder, Lt really is time somebody sot ahout
revisitg those old-fashioned waorks ol relerence
and bLrought them up to date. In case any
of our readers fvel Like doing it, here amv o
few suggestions for phrases which would bo
found particularly useful to travollws of
Loder's stamp.

“ Hi, you! Gimme a paclel ol eigarciles
and laok sharp, too 1™

“ Get ont of my way, hang you

“Where's the nenrest easino {racccourse) "

“ My luck is simply atrocions.”

“1 deny that I have pinched this fady'a
{gentleman’s) counte r2,*

“ It i3 my monoy, not hors (his)."”

“ 1'm Engligh ; you'd better not aveest mwe 1"

“All right ; 1'll go quictly.”

“Thero ia no need to use handeufiy,”

Weorkiing on these lines, you could seon
produce o now, coriginal ond awlully uselul
phrase hook. Loder would simply love it ?
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That’s Our Conclusion!

Alonzo Todd hos sent us his now J0GU00-
word novel to eriticise,

Our chicl objection to it i that it lacks
finish !

Skinner sa ha would have moule v
oexeellent bowler if he'd been born belore the
advent of overnrm bowling.

Ho alwava did strike us aa an usder-
handed kind of chap

------

Without Foundation!

Lilly Bunter is willing to admit the truth
of tho allegation that he recontly pult a
shilling on a borse.

He wishos to deny most strongly, bowover,
the story that he is thinkiog of changing hia
pamoe to Billy Punier /

Just So!

The fact that Upper Fourth rogpors bound
and gagged Mauleverer in his study last week
didn't put the languid lord off his stroko ; lw
pimply wont on snoozing.

Sleoping the eleep o
epeak |

the truascd, so to



