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BEAUTIFUL'!

Short 5t. Sam’'s Story
By DICKY NUGENT

b HAT’S happened to the
Head 2
The question was on

everybody’s lips.

?wag mu:!::liufr assembly at St
Sam'’s.
to the platform—and a mermer of
amazement promptly ran round Big
Hall.

The Head was different—you could
see it at a glarnse. The crafty
cggspression he usmally wore ™ was
mizsing, and thers was no skowl on
his face. In some strange, misterious
way, lhe had grown quite good-

lovking ! ] :
“It's—it's amazing!” wispered
Jack Jolly, of the Fourth, to his

ils, Merry and Bright and Fear-
ess. “He's not a bit ugly this
mothing. What’s happened to him ?”
“Perhaps he’s had beauty treat-
ment ! grinned Fearless. * Nobody
conld say he didn't need it. His
face would have stopped a trolly-
bus "

“Ha, ha! Yes, rather!”
“Silence ! eried the Head, from

the platform; and, as he spoke, the
St. Som’s fellows notissed another
thing. His veice had changed, too.

It sounded muffied and distant, just
as though he was wearing a gnﬁ

“There’s a big change in the Head
—ug doubt about it!” remarked Fear-
legs, “I've never heard him speak
so softly before ! :

“Quite right, old chap!” said
Merry. “But it’s his face that gets
me. Compared with what it always
has been, it's positively beantiful
now

“Silence ! repeeted Dr. Birchemall,

Dr. Birclhiemall walked on|
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in the same pckuliar, distant voice.
“This morning, boys, we are going
to have an ﬁ..ﬁ.]?. i?mann o

“Good egg!”

“1 dare say, boys,” went on the
Head, “you have notissed something
different about me this morning "
| “Yes, rather!”

“Couldn’t miss it, sir!” called out
Jolly, with a larf. “Yon've grown
ever so much better-looking !

“EL?" cried the Head sharply.

“Your face uscd to be quite pane-
ful to look at, sir,” rattled on the
kaptin of the Fourth cheerfully.
“But, compared with how it used to
be, it’s quite handsome now I

“Yon — you dispertinent un
raskal 1" Fj&]lﬂd EF]?‘#L Emgemal
“How dare you insult my faee ?

Jack Jolly stared.

“I'm not insulting it, sir—I'm

raising it! Tt’s much better now!”

“Hear, hear!”

“You silly yung itl'jlutal" hooted
the Head. “It’s just the same as it
always lhins been 1”

“Then what makes you look so
different 7"

For answer, Dr. Birchemall put
his hands up to his face and pulled
away the front part of it,

“That's what makes it look so
different !* he roared, in his natcheral
voice once move. ‘I was wearing my
gas-mask—that’'s what !

“0h, grate pip ™

The St. Sam's fellows saw daylight
at last.

“Well, who would Lbave
thought it, sir?” gasped Jack Jolly.
“We thought }'au'gl growWh good-look-
ing, and it was ouly your gas-mask

oYer

affer all, Sorry, sir !’
“Awfully sorry!” griuned the
Fourth,

“Bust vou!” snapped the Head;
and e began the AR.P. lesson,
skowling feercely and looking quite
hig old seclf again,

CAN GREYFRIARS GROW
ITS OWN GRUB?

Ashks BOB CHERRY

If any of you chaps wants amn
objeet lesson in liow to beat the
blockade, trat Tound to the Grey-
friars allotments any
sce us digging for victory. It's a
sight for sore eyes!

As head cook and bottle-washer
of the Remove section, I can answer
for it that we are going to produce a
crop of eatables that will astonish the
natives. Our spuds will be spiﬂini,
our carrots eorkers, our greens great,
and our artichokes bhearty jokes.
Our mustard and cress will {m really
hot stuff, and our onions will bring
tears {0 your eyes!

“halfer ™ and.

If T have my way, Greyfriars will
be living on its own garden produce
by the summer. I really don't see
mysgelf why we should have to buy
anything outside. But I admit that
not cverybody seces cye to eye with
me on this point.

Wingate, for instanece, told me he
thought he could do with a slice of
bread now and again, preferably not
made cntirely with potatocs. I hope

Skinner said I could count on him
gs an enthusiastic supporter of the
idea, provided we allowed him fo
grow the things lhe liked best. When
1 said he had only to name them, he
said his chief fancies were kippeyvs,
currant cakes, dates, and bananas.

I ran him down to the allotments

lamm at

the old bean was not pulling my leg !-

i

and made him help me with my
potatoes for being so fearfully funny.

Later, I mentioned the matter to
Bunter, as an cxpert in the tnck line,
After pondering deeply for some fime,
Bunter said he thought it could be
done.

“It's a question of working out
what you want and setting out to get

it,” he said. “Mind you, it would
mean plonghing wup the playing-
fields.”

“My hat! Do you think so?” I

asked, somewhat taken aback.

* Positive,” said Bunter decisively.
“But given that, it could be done.
Withont planning the thing in too
much detail, I should say one should
keeping, say, a couple of
hundred chickens for eggs and Ekill-
ing, you know:"

‘Az many as that, old sport?”

“That's the mimmum,” DBunter
said firmly. “Then, of course, oo
would want a smail herd of cows for
milk, and bullocks for meat; and, of
course, a small flock of sheep for
mutton, with perhaps a few dozen
pigﬂ as a reserve.”

‘Great pip ¥

“ Probably a fow acres of wheat for
flour, and, say, a smatl field of oats,”
went on Bunter calmly, “And, of
course, an orchard for fresh frait and
preserves. A ficld for herbs and
splads, anofher for beets fto make
sugar from, & dozen bechives for
honey——"

“Here, half a mivute; old fat
man * I broke in. “Hemember we're
only pia.uuin?' for a school—not for a
giddy army [

Bunter blinked at me.

“Planning for a school?” he
gasped.  “Oh, really, Cherry! I was
only thinking of what I should necd
mysclf ¥

I sat fhe fat Owl down on tho
carpet and abandoned the discussion.
" Greyfriars obviously can mever
grow its own grub, o long as there’a
an appetite like Bunter’s to satisfy !

WE MUST ECONOMISE !

By DICK PENFOLD

The Law with patriots now combinea
To punish those who waste'with finea.
Then why not do away with " lines P

WE MUST ECONOMISE !

To fight the foe needs lots of pep,

S0 every chap must wateh his step.

Stop wasting precious time on prepl
WE MUST ECONOMISE!

In class we learn of ancient Greeks.

Sheer wasted work except to freaks,
I think we should abolish Beaks,

WE MUST ECONOMISE!



WILLIAM WIBLEY, OF THE GREYFRIARS REMOVE,
BUT AS AN ACTOR
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ANG!
B Clang !
“Oh ejaculated Bob Chervy.

He waa taken guite by sur rise,

A fellow walking under the wide-
epreading braunches of an nnumnt elm-
tree maturally did not cxpect an
object to fall suddenly upon his head.
Least of all would he have expected
that object to be a toffee-tin,

But that was what had happened,

From the branches overhead, thick
with the green of spring, that tofice-
tin suddenly shot, banged on Bob's
Lead, and then clanged un the ground.

’[‘I:te Famous Five of the Greyividrs
Remove came to a halt, Bob Cherry
rubbed his head. A school cap was a
peor protection aguainst a toffee-tin
whizzing down on a fellow’s head.
The chums of the Remove stared
blankly at the tin.

They had been  discussing  the
Easter holidays as they sauntered in
the quad after class. DBut they forgot
the Easter holidays for the moment.

“What the thump—-—"2 exclaimed
IEnnv Wharton.

“What silly pss—"
Johuny Bull.

Bob' Cherry, still rubbing his head,
turned his glance upward. Obviously,
someone was in that elm-tree. The
tofice-tin could not possibly have got
there on its own!

“Bunter ! roaved Bob.

An extensive and extromély tight
pair of trousers met Bob’s view as he
stared up. "Then he pglimpsed a fat

cjaculated

{Copyright in the Tuited Btates of America.

AND AN

NO EEUAL!

“ What do you think of this ? *’ asked the disguised
““{ think you'll get the Head’s bireh, you fat-

with a grin.

IS NOT MUCH OF A

IMPERSONATOR, WIBLEY HAS

n

UBLE /

FRANA | []

lﬁrﬂmﬁﬂ

RicHARDs

Wibley,

head,”” said Wharton, ** if you’re spotted playing the goat I ™

face looking down, iwo little round
cyes blinking through o bip pair of
gpectacles.

“I say, you fellows
Bunter from the tree.

“You fat chump ! roared Bob.
“What the dickens are you doing up
that tree?”

The Famons Five all staved up at
Billy Bunter!

Bunter's ample form was lodged on
a branch over their heads. A fut paw
was holding on to ancther brauch.
But the Owl of the Remove did not
seem to feel very secure.

Billy Bunter's remote ancestors,
perhaps, had been acoustomed fo
climbing trees. But that ancestral

ift had wnot descended to Billy

unter. Buntcr was no climber, In-
deed, it was rather a puzzle to Harry
Wharton & Co. how the fat Owl of
the Remove had heaved his weight up

o sqtmak ed

.“M”mmﬁij‘ll“l_-‘_‘lm

Super School Story of HARRY

WHARTON & CO., of GREY-

FRIARS, with WILLIAM

WIBLEY, the Schoolboy Im-

personator, taking the Ileading
role.

Hm-‘lm—llﬁliﬂmlw‘l

into the tree at all. Now that Le was
there, he looked likely ‘I:u come down
an minute—in a hea!

“Den’t yell, Cherry !” squeaked the
fat Owl above. I shall get into o
row for climbing this free if a beak
or a pre spots me here.”

“You benighted chump!” roared
Bob. Whut do you mean by sguat
ting up in a trec and chucking a
toffee-tin on a fellow’s napper#”

“I d:dn't'” hooted Bunter, °1
dropped it! I jolly nearly fell down!

It was jolly lmrl:j' I only dropped thw

tin on you.

“You thumping chump, I've a jolly
good mind to buzz it back at you!”

“That’s what I want you to do, old
chap! Chuck it np so that I can
cateh it, and then walk away guietly.
et fellows looking tlas
sapecially SBmithy.”

and don't

wa , Bee?
Hmll‘h?':' '
“Well, if Smithy has missed a tin
of toffecs from his study he may be
laoking for it. I don’t mean that
that tin is Smithy's, of course—Dbut
Smithy might think it was, if he saw
it. You kuow how jolly suspicious he

is! I say, chuck it up, will you®”
Billy Buuter bhlinked “down
anxiously.
The Famous Five grinned.
They understood now wh the fal
Owl was parked in the elm. If Bmithy

Tre MacreT LIBRARY.—No. 1,606
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of the Remove was Jooking for a miss-
ing toflee-tin, it behoved the fat Owl
to hunt cover while he disposed of the
toftees.

Having found that safe cover, Billy
Bunter had been just about to begin
on the toffeecs when the tin slipped
from his fat paw and went.

“1 say, you fellows, don't stand
there grinmng like a lot of Cheshire
cheeses—I1 mean cate !" hooted the fat:
Owl. "Chuck up that tin of toffees,
will you#”*

“I think you'd better chuck It
nwp, if it's Smithy's!” said Harry
Wharton, h‘lﬂ.:g;hi:ug+

“The chuckfulness-up is the proper
caper, my esteemed fat Bunter,”
grinned Hurree Jamset Eam Singh.

“1 say, you fellows, don’t be cads !
kowled Bunter. “1I can’t get down—
and get ug:,gﬂm—!’m out of breath!
Besides, Smithy might epot me, and
vou know his rotten temper:- I say,
pick up that tin, Bob, old chap!”

Bob Cherry picked up the tin,

It was fairly weighty. Bunter had
uot started om the contents yet. In
the circumstances, he was not going
to start on them. As that toffee-tin
belonged to Herbert Vernon-Smith, it
was Hob's idea to convey it back to
the owner.

“That'as right !" said Bunter, blink-
ing down. *Now, chuck it up care-
fully, so that I can cateh it! Don't
be & clumsy ass! You know what a
foal you are, old chap! 1 say, what
are you putting that tin under your
arm for, Bob Cherry? You can't
chuek it up, under your arm.”

Boh Cherry chueckled.

“1 ean see Smithy in the quad,” he
answered. “1’ll ask him to chuck it
up. Bunter!”

Yell, from Bunter!

“Youn gilly asa! Btop! Gimme that
tin! Don't you let Smithy see that
tin! He might think it was his—"

“He might ! apreed Bob.

*“The mightfulness is terrific!”
chuckled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“You fat scrounger!” said Frank
Nugent. “That toffee belon to
Emithy, and it's going back to fim;"

“It's mine!” roared Bunter in
alarm. "1 say, you fellows, I never
bagged that tin from Smithy's study.
It wasn't on the table when I went
into the study, and besides, I never
went in, [ never saw a toffee-tin in
Smithy's study—and I left it there,
too—never touched it! Not that I
went to Smithy's study, you know—I
haven't been npear if! 1 say, you
fellowg——"

Five fellows strolled on—Bob with
the tin of toffees under his arm.

IThEI‘E was a fraotic yell from the
elm.

“I say, you fellowg—"

Bob Cherry stopped and looked
back.

*8hut up, you ass !”

“Beast ! imme my toffee—"

“Loder of the Sixth i)

“Blow Loder! (Gimme my toffee !
 "Loder's coming this way! If he

s]]mta you up that tree, you'll get gix !

%I%t up before he hears you !” hooted

ob.

“Oh 1 pasped Buater.
He blinked round through his hig
spectacles. Loder of the Sixth was

Tre Macrer Lisbaky.—No. 1,670,
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coming towards the spot, with his
prefect’s ashplant under his arm, and
an agpressive expression on his face.
Loder had spotted that something
was going on under the ¢lms, and he
waa coming to look imto it—not so
much because Loder was fearfully
kcen on his duty ae a prefect, as
becanse he had a special down on the
Famous Five, and was rather keen on
catehing them out, if opportunity
offered,
BEill
branch.
There was no chance to slither
down and escape : Loder would have
seen him. And there was the strictest
of strict rules about clambering u
the old elme in the quad. Fellows di
g0, at times, but there was always
trouble to come if they were spotted.
“Now, then, what's going on here?”
naked Gerald Loder, in hia most
bullying tome, as he arrived on the

Bunter squatted silent on his

spot.

“We are!" answered Bob Cherry
meekly,

“ What ?*

“We're going on—if you'll step ont
of the way, er.”

And the Co. grinned.

Loder glared at them suspiciously.
He did not look up, and was unaware
of a hi? pair of spectacles fastenmed
anxiously on him.

“Have you been climbing the
trees ?" he demanded.

“Not at all, Loder!™
Harry Wharton pelitely.

“You've been up to something.

“QOnly snuff I said Bob.

“8nuff I" repeated Loder hlank?u

“Yen; we're always up to saufli”
aaid Bob.

“Ha, ha, ha!” ‘

“You cheeky young ass !” cxclaimed
Loder. *I—"

Loder of the Sixth was suddenly
interrupted. Bunter, on his branch,
had slipped, and nearly dropped.
He clutched hold and saved himself
—at the same time emitting a breath-

less ,
“m@ugh 1" gasped Bunter.
Loder jumped, and stared up. The

most extensive trousers in the Grey-
friars Remove met his gaze, and then
the fattest countenance. The Owl of
the Remove was apotted.

anawered

ONE FOR HIS NOBR!

Es UNTER!" exclaimed Loder.

B “0Oh crikey !” '

Loder of the Bixth -strode

towards the elm. He stood below

Bunter’s branch, ataring up at
Bunter.

Harry Wharton & Co. looked on!
Bunter, had he kept silent, might
have esca discovery ! But he was
discovered now! Loder slipped the
ash%lemt. down into his hand.

“Bunter ¥ he snapped.

He was sorry that it was not one of
the Famous Five in the tree. Had it
been, Loder would have administered
2 full six with the ash well laid on.
A couple of swipes would do for

Bunter. Loder was not thinking of
!ettiﬂg him off. He rather hked
c:u:nr-::-ming the ash

“*Tain't me 1"

“What ?"

“I—I—I mean, I—[-T—"

“@Get down at once!” said Loder
sternly. “Come down out of that
tre:ai,’ you young rascal! Get a move
on !

He swished the ash.

Billy Bunter, squatting on the
branch, and clinging hold with both
fat handa, blinked down at him
apprehensively. Bunter did not like
t eh!-:mk of that :;h! I?Iﬂer wia mﬂ:,
perhaps, goin give him what he
wotld have gigven one of the cheery
Co. in similar circumstances. But
Bunfer didn't want any at all !

“Do you hear me?” hooted Loder.

“Oh! No! I mean, yes! I—I
eay, Loder, I—I think I can hear

imgate calling ou ! asped
Bunter. *“Had—had—hkadn't you
better go and—and see what he
wants, erp”

“Get down I
“I—I—I mean, your uncle’s come,

Loder—"
repeated TLoder

“My wuncle!”
blankly.

“Yes; he's come to-day instead of
to-morrow. I—I saw him going into
the House !" stuttered Bunter. “I—I
shouldn’t keep him waiting if I were
you, Loder, or—or you may not get
a tip from him after all.”

Loder stared up at the fat Owl in
the tree. The Famous Five atared
also, This was the first they had
heard of Loder's uncle !

“You young scoundrel ! exclaimed

er. “How do you know that my
uncle’s coming to the school to-
morrow 2"

“Oh! I[—I don't—-"

T Wh-ﬂt ?u

“I—I den't know anything about
it,” stammered Bunter. "f never

heard you talking to Walker about
him, and—and I never heard you say
that the old blighter would ge good

for a tip, Loder.”
murmured Bob

“Ohb, my hat!”
erry.

“8till, if he's come, you—you'd
better go in!™ stuttered the fat Owl.
“I—1I saw him going into the House,
Loder! I—I knew who he was, be-
cause of the—the likeness you know.”

" You eavesdropping young rascal I”
gaid Loder, staring at him. “My
nnele’s nothing like me. He's an old
bean with white whiskers, a foot
shorter than I am.”

“Oh! Is he? gasped Bunter.
“I—I—I mean, that—that's the man
I—I eaw! An—an old bean with
white whiskers, a—a foot ahorter
than you, Loder! He—he's in the
House now, waiting for you—"

Loder of the Sixth was really not
likely to believe that statement., No
doubt he would have cut off without
delay, had he believed that his rich
nncle, who was good for a tip, had
arrived! But he didn't! .

“Will you come down ™ he roared.

“Oh! Yes! No! I—-1 say—"
gas Bunter, and then he added, in
a wild roar: " Yaroococh ™

Loder, reachin uE, made a cut
with the aahplan%. ust the tip of
the ash reached Bunter, catching him
on a fat lep.

Bunter roared.

“Now get down!” hooted Lodesn,



* Do you think I'm going to wait here
for you, you fat young ass? Getb
down at once!"

*“Oh crikey !"

Billy Bunter clung to his branch,
and blinked down. But he did not
get down.

The tip of Loder's ash was enough
for Bunﬁe& He did not want
sample the rest of it.

“j—I say, Loder, the—the Head
gpave me s message for you!” hie
gosped. “You're to go to his house
ut once—he's w:nitinf for you."”

“Get down!” bawled Loder.

“1 say, you can't keep Dr. Locke
waitin 7

“Will you get down?”

Loder reached up and made another
EWipEL. pr was not a patient pre-
fect, and what paticnce he had was
cxhausted. 3

Bunter barely duﬂ%cd that swipe.
The ash crashed on the branch, and
the fat Owl very unearly alig'[md off.
But he elutched hold desperately, and
remained on his perch.

*“Qoogh I"" gasped Bunter.

“Will yon come down?" howled
Loder.

“Oh lor'!” .
Loder glared up and made a jump,
and &WI again.  That

cELump
bronght him withio casy reanch of
Bunter. The ashplant fairly ban
on the tightest trousers at
Scliool.

That aid it!

Bunter gave a fearful yell, and
ralled off the Lranch,

Crash !

It was fortunate for Buater that
Ioder was just underneath him. He
landed on Loder's head. Loder’s head
broke lis fall, and, judging by
Loder's frantic yell, Bunter’s fall had
alzo broken Loder’z lead!

“Whooooooh !* welled Loder.

“Ha. ha, ha!™ shricked the Famous
Five.

Bunicr was not a light-weight.
The bully of the Sixth erumpled up
under the fat Bemovite. ghag-
gered backwards and went down,
erashing, his shoulders and the back
of his head tapping hard on the cold,
unsympathetic earth. Billy Buunter
sprawled heéadlong over him,

“Oh geissors I gasped Bob Cherry.

“Oooogh!"” spluttered Bunter.

He bounded up.

He gave Loder of the Sixth ome
blink—but he stayed only for ome!
Then he flew! How Billy Bunter
ghifted his weight at such a speed
was a mystery, but a flash of light-
ning had simply nothing on Bunter
as he streaked for the HHouse.

Loder, fairly knocked out by that
terrific crash, sprawled gasping on
the earth! Billy Bunter vamished
like the ghost of a fat Owl.

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the Famous
Five.

They departed from the spot, yell-
ing as they went. It was not judicious
to remain. Loder, for the moment,
was hors de combat: but when he got
up it was perfectly certain that he
would get up in a very bad temper.
Billy Bunter was already gone—and
Harry Wharton & Co. lost no time
in following his example.

Loder sat up dizzily.

reyfriars

ged the Remove Dramatic ie

EVERY SATURDAY

He gas for breath. He rubbed
the back of hiz head. He rubbed
several other places where he had
sustained hard knocks. And the ex-

resgsion on Gerald Loder's face was
ike unto that of a demon in a panto-
mime,

He picked himsolf np at last. He
leaned on the trunk of the elm, gasp-
ing for breath. Hec was dusty, hie was
demaged, and bhe was in the very
worst temper ever. ,

Finally, he picked up his ashplant.
Then he went to look for Bunter!

WIBLEY COMES IN USEFUL !

& IBLEY, old chap—"
“Forget it!”
William Wibley.
“But I say, Wib, old fellow—"
“Am I last on the list?” grinned
Wibley, “You've tried every other
man in the Remove, I think.”

Billy Bunter blinked at him,

William Wibley was in his study,
in the Remove passage, when the fat
Owl rolled in.

Wibley was busy.

After ten that .1%; there was going
to be o show in the Rag. It was
going o be a one-man show—and Wib
was the one mon, The president of
Was
going to give some of his celebrated
impersonations — and Wik could
impersonate almost anybody. His
elastic features could twist into
almost any shape,

Wibley was mrting over . his
property-box. Table and chairs were
almost hidden in theatrical props.

When Bunter rolled in Wib was
standing before the glasg, trying on
n moustache that looked like a black-
lead brush, and twisting his foatures
to euit—apparently lhaving Adolf
Hitler on his list of coming imper-
sonations.

“Look herc, you ass, wharrer you
mean ?"' demanded Bunter, He scemed
puzzled by Wibley's remarks.
come here specially to ask you—0

“Nothing doing ! said Wibley
cheerfully. “I've got nothing on for
Easter, old fat man. I'm going to
he shifted off on an old aunnt in
Derbyshire. You wonldn't like it,
even if I should—and I shouldn’t.”

“Eh—who’s talking about Easter®”
ya Bunter.

ibley locked round at him.
“Aren’t you?" he asked.
“No!” roared Bunter.

said

Lk

“Oh! My mistake!” grinned
Wibley. “I thought you'd got me
on the list.”

Billy Bunter gave Lim a glare.

Per it was o natural mistake
on Wib's part. During the last week
or two Billy Bunter's chief topic had
been the Easter hols, but it was &
topic that, somechow, lhe had found
other fellows reluetant to discuss.

Lord Mauleverer hod never dod
ronnd so many coruners as he had
dodged round during the last few
days. Harry Wharton & Co. generally
waved Bunter off like an intrusive
chicken, Even Peter Todd, his study-
mate in Study Neo. 7, had threatened
to burst him all over the study if
he mentioned Easter again.

“T've 40
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i%gguneﬂ. Bunter had
ibley’s study to talk
ther and more

But, as it
not arrived in
about the hols.
Breaaing matters were worrying

unter. Just now fthe fat Owl of
the Remove was thinking more of
Loder and his ash than of the Easter
holidays.

“Yon silly ass!" hooted Bunter.

“1 wasn't poing to epeak abont
Eagster. Look here, will yon listen
to a chap?”

“Yes—if it's not abount Easter!™
grinned Wibley.

“Beast—I—1 mean, what a jolly
clever chap you are at making-up,
Wib, old fellow!” said Bunter.

“'Member that time when youn nearly
g:ai:- bunked for making-up ae the
French master?”

“Don't I!? assented Wibley.

“It’a wonderful ! went on Bunter,
blinking at him. “I mean to say,
it ain’t only commonplace persons
you oan impersonate; you can make
yourself up ae a handsome and dis-
tinguished-looking chap.”

“I don’t know so much about that.”
said Wibley, shaking his lend.
“That's not®*so casy. It's easier to
impersonate any fellow who's o bit
odd or gqueer——*

“But yon've domne it,” said Bunter,
“Youw made yourself up as me once
and took all the fellows in."”

“Eh,” gasped Wibley—" what?”

“You did, ¢ld chap——*

“Ha, ha, ha I" yelled Wibley.

* Blessed if I sce anything to cackle
at! Don’t you remember making
yourself up as me, and everybody
thought it was me—-7"

“I remember !” chuckled Wih]{:{.
“Handsome and distinguished—oh,
my only spring bonnet and parasol!

ndsome — ha, ha!—and distin-
guished ! Ha, ha, ha! You ought to
go on the talkies, Bunter! Yon'd
make ‘em lough I

“I don’t guite see how youw do it,”
said Bunter, “I mcan te say, you
ain't’ Alooking, wyet you made
urself up jnst like me. I anppose
it's the make-up does it. I say, Wib,
it’s frightfully clever 2 :
he“"gtung P guid Wibley, shaking his

ad.

“EhllP T;Einl: I want ;’" horrow
anything off you, you ass?X
“Dnn’gt- guu%" ;

“No ! howled Bunter.

“Then what are yow calling me
frightful!g clever forfe”

“You silly idiot!” yelled Bunter.
“T I mean, do listen to me, old
chap! I've always admired the way
yon make up! It seems fo me
wonderful I

William Wibley looked at William
George Bunter. He perfectly agreed
that it was wonderful—in fact, mar-
vollous; for Wibley's opinion of him-
sclf was by no means an over-modest
or diffident one. 8till, he had 1ok
expected such .a tribute from Billy
Bunter,

But, really, this scomed n gonuine
and sincers tribute., If Bunter was
not fishing for an invitation for the
Easter holidayz, and did not want t
borrow anything, it was difficuld o
imagine what motives he had for
coming to Wib's study and handing
out flattery—unless it was dune to

Tre Magner Lisrary.—No. 1.676.
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genuine admiration of Wib's great
gifts in the theatrical line.
*1 mean it, old chap.,” asserted

Bunter. “ Wharton was head of the
Remove Dramatic Society before you
came, own. Is he

He had to Hhi
in the same street with you?”.

“Not even round the corner!”
admitted Wibley.

“8mithy thinks he can act; but
car he act like you?" continued

Bunter.
agreed

“ Not
Wibley. ‘

“Why, even I can’t !” said Bunter,

“Ha, ha, hal"

“I wish you wouldn't keep on
caukli&g when a fellow's talking to
you, Wib! [ mean it—you're abso-
ualled I said Bunter.

at any professional on

I.'ll

in his life-time!”

lutely un
“You could
the stage—eany

Wibley smiled and nodded. He
swallowed this whole., He waa in
absolute agreement with Bunter’s
opinion. All  this enthusiastic
admiration from Billy Bunter was
a little unexpected, but it was, in
Wib's opinion, guite well-founded.
Wibley began to think that Bunter
was not such an ass as he had always
supposed. Bunter, it was clear, had
qome judgment.

“Toddy doesn’t think so,” went on
Buunter.

“Toddy's an ass !” said Wibley.

“I've bet him two to one in dough-
nuts that you could take him in,”
went on the fat Owl. " Got up as me,
you know.”

“You'd win ! gaid Wibley.

“Well, look here, just try it on,
then " gaid Bunter. “It doesn’t take
you long to make np—you're so jolly
clever. You've got all  the
thin 3]

“T've got them here—I'm going to
give you, in my show after tea!”
arinned Wibley, * You're one of my
funniest impersonations, old fat
man."”

“Your cheeky beast—I—I—I mean,
that—that's good! Well, look here,
yon make up as me, old chap, and sit
in my study—and see if Toddy spots
vou when he comes up,” suggested
Bunter. “ Make him look no end of
an azs, if he took rou for me, after
making out that you couldn't take
him in."”

Wibley laughed.

“I'm on!” he said. “You'll win
that doughmunt  You kecp out of
si;:;ht, of course™

‘Oh, rather I"
promptly.

Bunter was quite certain to keep
out of sight while the schoolboy
actor was impersonating him in
Study No. 7. Bunter had excellent
personal reasons for that.

“If Toddy doesn’t come up for a
quarter of an bour, he will find your
jolly old double in his study,” eaid
{ViblEE- “If be isn’t taken in, I’l)
eat the padding I*

“What-ho I said Buwnter. “I—I
gay, cap 1 help you make up, old
chap?”

nly h%getting out of the way !
snswered lb[%

“QOh, really, Wib—"

“Shut the door after you!* eaid

TaE MaNer Lisgany.—No. 1.676.
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Wibley, He had already thrown
down the Hitler moustache, and was
sorting out padding—a good deal of
which was reguired to render his
slim figure anything like Bunter’s
ample form.

unter rolled out of the study and
shut the door after him.

In the passage he grinned.

He cast ope blink along the pass-
age towarde the stairs. The coast
was clear so far, er was not after
him yet. Loder was likely to take
aome {ittle time to recover from that
terrific crash under the elm-tree,
Bunter thought. He hoped that it
would be a quarter of an hour before
Loder came up, ashplant in hand.
Loder, he was sure, would head for
his study like a homing pigeon. If
he found Billy Bunter's double there
it would be all right for Bunter—if
not for his domble. Wibley, for
once, would come in very usefnl.

Bunter rolled away to the Remove
box-room. He was going to keep
doggo in that secluded quarter for the
next half-hour and hope for the best.

QUITE A SUCCESS !

i AZYBONES!" yapped Peter
"i[:a:ﬂ:ld. ¢ “ Look here, Bunter,

Wibley grinned.

Toddy was in Study No. 7 when
Wibley arrived there. s

Wibley arrived looking n-:-thﬂig at
all like Wibley. He was about three
times his usual circumference. His
face was—or looked—fat. Big spec-
tacles were perched on his nose. is
now ample form was clad in gar-
ments exactly like Bunter's. He was,
in fact, Bunter from top to toe.

How Wibley did these things
nobody in the IRlemove really knew.
But he did them. Such impersona-
ting stunts were done on the stage,
of course. But Wiblcy was the only
fellow at Greyfriars who could do
them. And really, he did them
wonderfully well.

Peter Todd bLind not the faintest
suspicion that it was the double of
Billy Bunter who rolled into Study
No. 7. He had seen Wibley made up
as Bunter, once or twice; but he was
not thinking of Wibley now. He was
thinking of tea.

“Couldn’t you get the kettle boil-
ing 7 he demanded,

“*0Ohb, really, Toddy——"
Wibley. He had even Billy
fat aqueak to perfection.

“You're too [jlnllj lazy to live,
Bunter ! grunted Feter Todd. “If
on want any tes, though, you'd
tter lend a hand getting it ready.”
g sai, Toddy, about Easter——"
squeaked Wibley,
“Shut np!" roared Peter Todd.
“But | mean to say, we break up
soon, old chap——"’

sg'uenln:d
unter's

“Do you want me to burast you all
over the study?” demanded Peter
Todd. “IHf wyou do, say Easter

in "

“ Beast !

“Now pget out the tea-cups!”
snapped Peter. “If you f you're
an ornament in this study, Bunter,
sou're moking a mistake! You're

not! Make yourself useful, see!™

“He, he, he!” gurgled Wibley.
l_fIi; was Bunter’s fat cackle to the
ife.

Peter stared at him.

“What are you cackling af,
Bunter?"” he demanded.

“You, old chap!” said Wibley, “I
say, is that cake for tea?"

‘Isn’t that why you're here,
instead of scrounging in Mauly's
study " asked Peter sarcastically.

“0Oh really, Peter ”

“Shut up, and get the crocks out
of the cu %oardI"

*Well, I've got something to tell
you !” grinned illy Bunter’s double.
“But 1 that cake’s for tea, 1'll tell
you after tea, ‘l'oddy! 1 like ecake!”

“Don’t trouble to tell me at all!”
gaid Toddy. *“ You talk too much,
Bunter, Get out those crocks !

Wibley, with a cheery grin, sorted
out the tea-things.

There was quite a nice cake on the
table. Bunter, it seemed, was miss-
ing that cake, for the sake of pulling

Toddy's leg. That, really, was re-
markable. Wibley did not know
what a ve werful reason Bunter

had for missing that cake! Bunter
was willing to miss even a cake, if
he also missed Loder of the Sixth!
But that cake had not yet been
cut when there was a heavy tread in
the Remove passage., A wvoice was
heard calling—the voice of QGerald
Loder of the Sixth Form,
“Mauleverer !

“Yaas, Loder?”

“Is Bunter up herer”

“Bunter ! aven't secn him,
Loder !”

There was an angry snort! Then

the heavy tramp of feel came np the
passage.

“Looks as if Loder wants you, old
fat man!” said Peter Todd, glancing
at Billy Bunter’s double., *“ What
have you becn doing to Loder?”

“Eh? Nothing that I know of!”
answered Wibley.

He glanced round uneasily at the
door. Loder's voice sounded as if
Leder was angry and excited, If
Loder, for some reason, was on Billy
Bunter’s trail, it was rather an np-

lncky moment for the echoolboy
actor to be Flajring the part of
W. G. Bunter

The study door was hurled open,
and Loder of the Sixth stared in.

Hiz voice had mnot belied him: he
was both excited and angry.

Loder was damaged! ¢ had a
collection of bumps and bruises, and
aches and paina! He had spent some
time in rubbing embrocation on his
bumps and bruiges. This had made
them & little better; but it had no$
made his temper any better. His
temper was at its very worst.

Loder wanted Billy Bunter—and
he wanted him badly! Bunter, when
Loder found bhim, was booked for

the whopping of hia fat lifel
Loder’s nug was in his hand, ready
for use,

“Oh! Here you are!” roared

Loder, as he stamped into the study,

“I've got you, you fat young
arm:niudrii!"l .

Y —=1I— phy—" etammered
Wible

o hucked awss in alarm a th



bully of the Sizth sbrode at Lim.
But Loder had him by the cellar the
next moment.

It woa a tribute to Wibley's wone.
derful skill in impersonation. Loder
taok Iim for Bunter, just as I'eter
Todd had., But Wibley could have
done without that tribute.

Loder did mnot tell him to bend
over! He wasted no time! Gritping
the fat junior by the collar, Loder
tipped him over the armmchair and
began laying on the ash.

Hwipe, swipe, swipe!

“Ow! Ow! Yow!” roaved Wiblew.

EVERY SATURDAY

“Ow! Yow! Oh! Ow! Wow!
Yow-ow-ow ¥ voaredd Wibley. “Oh
crikey ! Owl”

“Toor old Bunter!"” gasped FPeter
Todd, *“Hard cheese, old fat man—
but if von fall on Loder's hiead oft
a treo "

“Ow! I didn’t!” taved Wibley.
“Yow-ow-pw ! Bunter did! Ow!
I'nlling my lex all the time; yow-ow-
ow! 1 j:}‘l!:_.' well know why he put
me up to this, now—yow-ow-ow! He
jolly well knew Loder was after him
—yow-nw-ow ! I'll spiflicate him!
Ow! Wow! The fat scoundrel-—

7
Newspapers, as a rule, did not
interest the jumionz; but a good

many fellowa had looked ot that
particular picture, which was the
photograph of an old gentleman
with o white beard, a white
:‘nqustnelm,, and a thick mop of white
inir.

Latler of the Eixth had first deawn
attention to that picture on the back
of the newspaper, Loder was rather
glad for it to be seen about. It was
the picture of Loder's uncle—the
unele who was coming to wisit
Gerald Loder that day,

He strngeled frantieally. ow " Loder's unele, it scemned, was
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Unaware of the fact that Harry Wharton & Co. were watching him, the man in the thicket concentrated
on the document in the old gentleman’s hand !

The padding took off the edge of
the swiliiug. But .those terrific
swipes told, all the same. They eame
down like earpet-beating.

“I'll teach you to elimbr up trecs
in the quad, and fall on my head!”
roaretl Loder,

Swipe, swipe, awipe!

“Ow! Yarooh! Leggo! T didn’(!”
yelled Wibley,

Swipe, swipe!

“Ow! Wow! Etoppit!”

Swipe, swipe ! .

“Yarcovoh! Oh crikey! [ sayv—
Yarooooooop [

Swipe, swipe, swip{rf

“There!” gasped” Loder., ITe was

rather out of breath with hix cxer-
tions. “There! That will do for
you, Bunter!™

Loder, feeling better, tucked Lis
ash under his arm and stalked out
of the study. Wihley, fecling any-
thing but better, rolled off the arms.
chair, roaring.

Pator Tadd blinked at Lim.

“What—" he gaspadl,

“I'm not Bunter, you idiot! I'm
Wibley. you fathead! Buunter got
me into this, you blitherer—— Yow-
ow-o0w ! I'll spiflicate him! T'll
squash bim! JI—I—I--I"il n

Wordz failed Willinom Wibley ! He
squirmed and wriggled ont of Study
No. 7, andd squirmed and wriggled
away to his own—Iraving Peter Todd
staring Llankly,

———

BOOT FOR BUNTER :
ke SAY, you fellows——" gaspod
Billy Bunter.

Billy Bunter seemed rather
out of breath.

It was the following day—a Wed-
nesday. and a half-holiday. The
Famous Five were in the Hag; look-
ing, with scveral other CINOVE
fellows. at o picture on the back of o
LOWRPAPOT,

rather o distinguished old sporls-
man. LU'nder the photograph was
the name “Sir William Bird”
followed by any number of initials—
nearly lmﬁ the alphabet, in fact.
Sir William, it was «c¢lear, had
gathered many distinetions in the
course of his life—rather a long one,
to judge by his venerable looks!

Nobody thought wmuch of Loder
himself—still, fellows were interestod
in the unele of any Greyiviars mau
being such a distinguished old nul

“Looks a decent old bean!™ re-
marked Bobh Cherry. “I  wonder
what he's done to Loz all thos:
lettora after his name®”

“Beeret  Serviee!”  =aid  Vernon-
Smith. “I've heard about that old
nut before—he was n big gun in the
Seerct Serviee donkevs’ years ago. He
was in Geormany in the last war. -
right in the middle of the Huns.”

Bob Cherry whiskled,

Tue Macser Lasnany.—No. 1,679,
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“Some nerve ! he said. "I dare say
Loder’s prouder of him than he is of
Loder 1"

"1 say, you fellowse—" squecaked
Bunter iz,

“Hallo, ballo, hallo !* Bob Cherry
looked round. * Want to squint at
Loder’s uncle, Bunter 77

“Blow Loder's uncle ! Blow Loder!
It'sa all Loder’a fault that that idiot
Wibley is after me——"

“Ha, ha, ha "

“ Blessed if I sec anything to cackle
at ! howled Bunter. “Look here, you
fellows, you stop him, see? I ain't
going to be kicked by that beast!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Removites.

Billy Bunter glared ot them. If
they were amused, Bunter was not.

The Remove had roared when they
heard of Billy Bunter's masterly
stunt for landing Loder's licking on
William Wibley., Billy Bunter had
chuckled over his success. But after
the feast came the reckoning. Bunter
was gafe from Loder—but not safe
from Wibley.

Wibley, perhaps naturally, was
fearfully exasperated. He had had
the thrashing of his life—on Bunter's
account. He scemed to yearn to pass
it on to Bunter.

Bunter had led rather a hunted life
since. Twice the previous day Wibley
had run him down and booted him.
In the morning Wibley had kicked
him ip the dormitory before the
Remove came down—kicked him in
the quad after breakfast—kicked him
in break, and kicked him before
dinner.

Now, it seemed, he was bent on
riving him more. Bunter was tired
of it—more than tired. It reall
sreemed as if Wibley "had set himeelf
the task of km?n on booting Bunter
till the school broke up for Easter.

Two or three bootings were better
than a whopping from Loder. But if
Wibley was going to make a habit of
it, Bunter really wished that he had

taken that whopping from Loder ET

instead.

“You can cackle!” roared the
wrathful Owl. “Look here, that
beast Wibley is after me again ¥

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I say, you fellows, you collar him
when he comes in, will you, and rag
him ™ urged Bunter. “Make him

stop it, see?”
- “Didn’t you cxpect Wib to be
waxy when you landed him in that

whopping 7" asked Skinner,

“Well, I don't mind him being
waxy. But I ain't going to have the
beast booting me! I say, Bob, you
could lick Wibley easy. I say, will

u punch him in the eye as soon as

e comes in?"

“No fear !” ehuckled Bob.

“I =say, Smithy, you tackle the
beast, will you? I say, Wihley says
it's rather rotfen that you weren't
sacked a week or two ago when yom
came jolly near it!” said Bunter,
blinking eagerly at the Bounder of
Greyfriars.  “1 say, I'd jolly well
smack a chap’s head for saying that,
Smithy I

“Bo I will!” said Smithy.

Smack!

“ Yarooooh !
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“Ha, ha, ha!”

*Why, you silly idiet, wharrer
you up to?" yelled Bunter, “I didn't
mean wsmack my hbead, you silly
chump !

“J did ! said Smithy.

HH:E., h:a* !l-ﬂ!"

“Beast! I jolly well wish you'd

been sacked!” howled Bunter.
say, Toddy——"

-Il'I

“Look out!” grinned Peter Todd,
as the door of the Rag opened.
“Oh crikey I gasped Bunter.

The fat Owl of the Remove ducked
and dodged under the table round
which the juniors were standing.
He vanished from sight, as the door
flew wide open and William Wibley
walked in.

A crowd of langhing faces were
turned towards Wﬁ:btey. He stared
at them, and stared round the Rag.

“Isn’t Bunter here? he asked.

“Looking for Bunter?” asked Bob,
chuckling.

“I'm going to kick the fat brute!”
said Wibley. “I’ve only kicked him
four times to-dny, so far, I'm goin
to kick him a dozen times a day ti
we break ui 2

“0Oh, my hat !

“1 can -gtill feel Loder's
said Wibley. “I ean tell you, he
laid it on. That fat spoofer told me
he had a bet on in doughnuts with
Toddy, and made me agree to make
up as him1”

o Eﬂ, lll.l., ha !u

“And all the While it was beeause
Loder was after him—and he wanted
to side-track Loder on to me ™

“Ha, ha, ha !” yelled the juniors.

“Well, you can eackle, but Bunter
won't cackle when I'm through with
him " declared the vengeful Wib.
“I'm after him now, instead of
Loder, and I'll make him wish it was
Loder! Where ia he?”

“0 where and O where cau he be®”
sang Bob Cherry,

“The wherefulness iz terrifie !
inned the Nabob of Bhanipur.
“I believe he came in here!™

ash !”

shapped Wibley. " “He cut down the
passage when he spotted me! TI'11
ive him pulling my leg! I'll give

im getting me his whopping from

Loder! Know where he is?”
“Let him rip!” said Bob sooth-
ingly. *Come and have a squnint at

Loder’s uncle—we've got his mug in
the newspaper here—fearfully dis-
tinguished old eportsman in the
Secret Service I

Wibley pglaneed round the Rag
again; but Bunter was not in sight,
He looked at the newspaper photo-
graph on the table.

"%} gum! What a chivvy for
making up ! he remarked. “ Easy as
falling of a form with all thoso
bushes growing over his mug!"

The juniors chuckled. Wibley
looked at everything from the point
of view of his beloved theatricals.
The distinguished Sir William, in his
eyes, was chiefly interesting as offer-
ing an easy subject for an imperson-
ation.

“By gum! I could do it!” gaid
Wibley. “Rather a lark to make up
ag that old bird and visit Loder as
hiz jolly old unele—what 7

“I shouldn't do it this afternoom,”

chuckled Bob Clerry. "The old
bird's coming to see Loder to-day!™

Wibley gave the photograph
another glanee and left the group at
the table. He glanced into tfne lobby
opening of the Rag—and the juniors
watched him, grinning. They stood
cloge round the table to screen
Bunter from view; evidently, it did
not occur to Wibley that the fat Owl
was there, though he suspeeted that
he was not far away,

However, he was not to be seon,
and Wibley went back to the door at
last. He had nearly reached it, when
a fat squcak came from under tho
table.

“I say, you fellows, is that beast
goue?"

Wih[e; spun round.

“That's Bunter!” he howled.

“Ha, ha, ha "

“Youn swabe, yon were hidin
under the table!” roared
He I'ﬂﬂhf ted to the 1!'.ﬂ.hlﬂr.

u ia rpose

oozling fﬁg?ﬂ

Lim
ibley.
*Come out,
Hop out, you

“Oh erikey! I—I ain’t here
Wibley 1 = ;

“Ha, ha, ha!®

Wibley reached under the talls

witk a foot.

There was a sudden fearful yell
from an invisible Owl,

“Y arooooooh 1*

_Bunter rolled out—on the other
gide of the table. Wibley eut round
the table after him. unter shot
doorward.

“Go it, Bunter !” yelled Hazeldene,

“Put it om, old fat man!” ou-
eouraged Peter Todd.

“After him, Wik !” howled Skinner,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

‘I'h_ud 1

Wibley's foot Janded on tight
trousers as Bunter reached the door-
way. There was a ycll as Bunter
dm# red.

ibley disappeared after him,

Iem';rng the Rag in & roar of merris
ment.

— e

THE SPY !

ALIAQ, hallo, hallo! Enow
that chap?” grinnced Bob
Cherry.

The Famous Five were about a
mile from the school, following a
path across Courtfield Common.

They were walking over to High-
cliffe that afternoon to see their old
friends—Courtenay and the Cater-
pillar—before the two schoolz broke
up for the holidays,

It was a glorious afterncon in
spring, with a brﬁht sun shining
from & blue sky. The chums of the
Remove were enjoying the walk—but
it wos rather a long one, and they
intended to take a rest before going
farther on a seat provided by a
thoughtful rural district council
uu;:l;r a clump of trees by the foot~
path.

But as they came in sight of the
wooden eeat, half screened by the
treea that grew round it, they saw
that it alrmdf had an occupant.

An old gentleman sat there, taking
a rest, as the juniors had intended
to do. He was a small old gentle-
man—no taller than the juniom

L1



themselves—indeed, rather less 8o
than Bob Cherry. He waa very well
dressed, and he had taken off a
kandsome silk topper, displaymmg o
perfect mape of silver hair, which
shone in the sunshine, oger a very
healthy-looking pink face.

Harry Wharton & Co. had never
seen him before. But they knew
him at once, for only about an hour
ago they had been looking at his
pieture on the back of a newspaper.

“Loder’s uncle,” snid Harry.

*The jolly old bird himself !" said
Johnny Bull. “Walking from the
station to the school, 1 supposc—a
long walk for such an old bean!”

Sir Willinm Bird —for it was
evident that this was Loder’s nnele—
did not glauce towards the jumiors,
who were still at a little distance,
He had o document of some kind in
hizs hand, at which he was looking
with great attention with an eyeglass
screwed into his right eye.

Like tha iilmium, he had been
taking a short cut across the
commuon, thomgh in the opposite

direction. and, like them, e had
decided on a rest when he arrived
at the wayside seat.

The Famous Five came to a halt,
looking at him from =& little dis-
tanee. Sir William had placed his
gilk hat on the seat beside him, and
Sir William and his hat occupied
most of the available space on thoe
soat.

“May as well not disturb the old
bean " remarked Harry Wharton.
“We coan keep on !”

“There's another scat at the end
of the path!” said Frank Nugent.
¥Let him have that one to himeself [V

“The politefulnoss to an csteemed
josser of venerable years is the proper
Eq;pc;l“ agrced Hurree Jamset Rom
singh,

Agut'l the chums of the Bemove,
having decided to paszs on, and leave
the old bean in undistur posses-
gion of the wayside seat, were about
to resume their way when Bob Cherry
uttered o suppressed, stortled ex-
clamation,

“Oh, my hat! Look!”

There was a stirring in the bush
that grew high and thick behind the
woadlen seat on the edge of the path.
From the thicket o head locked omf,
just behind the old baronet.

Sir William evidently was guite nn-
aware of it. Not a sound had come
from the man behind him. He con-
tinued to gaze at the document in his
hand. And the man in the thicket,
leaning forward, gazed at it also,
over his shoulder.

Harry Wharton & Co. stood for the
moment as if petrified,

The man in the thicket behind the
seat did not glanee in their direction,
He was unaware of anyonc coming up
the path. He was concentrated on

the document in the old gentleman’s
hand. Ohviously, he was ing if,
or trying to read it.

Hiz profile was turned to the
juniors—they had o clear view of a
sharp-eut face, with blond eyebrows,
and a close mouth, that seemed shut
like a rat-trap. It was a hard face,
rather forcign in look to their eyes.

Whoever and whatever the man
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was, it was plain that he was spying
into that ﬂl:mumentr—whatmr that
docnment might be. From what the
Bounder had gaid in the Rag the
juniors knew that Sir William was,
or had been, connected with the
Becret Service, and it came into their
minds that the document in his hand
might be some official paper.

hey stared in surprise at the
anddenr scene, taken quite aback.
But they realised that the man with
the blond eyebrows was gﬁ'i into
the document, unsuspee ita
owncr, and it was, evidently, up to
them to put the old gentleman on his

“Look out!” shouted Bob Cherry.

“Look out!” echoed the Co.

That shout reached both men at the
seat. Sir Willinm, lowering the
paper, stared round through his eye-
glass,

The man behind him made a sudden

snateh at the document, reaching bef

awi:‘t!y over the back of the wooden
scat.

But as he did so 3ir William rose
to his feet. His mop of white hair
came into sudden contact with the
face of the man behind him. Even at
the distance the juniors could hear
the sound of a crack, as the top of his
head came into violent contact with
a ]z)rumiueut- nose, under the blond
eyebrows.

“Oh 1 g&gﬂbd 8ir William,

“Ach!” cd the other man.

Sir William Bird spun round in
astonishment, the doenment atill

ipped in his hand. The man behind
he seat stagpered back, hiz hand to
his nose, which seemed hurt.

“Good gad!” ejaculated the old
baronet.

With an activity surprising in one
of his rs, ho threw hi f aoross
the seat, grasping at the man behind
it.

But the man with the blond cye-
!Jrnwg_jum "]. back in tin;::. 'lEIndé
ing Sir William’s grasp, he lea
haﬁk into the thicket, toro t.]:_rml:sh
it, emierged on the farther side, and

ran.

Harry Wharton & Co. had a glimpse
of him, cutting across common
with the fleetness nlmost of a deer.
But in a few seconds he vanished
among the furze, and was gone,

“Good gad ¥ repeated Sir William.

He rubbed the top of his head,
which seemed to have been rather
hurt in the collision, though pro-
bably not so much as the other mon’s
nose.

Then he turned his eyeglass on the
schoolboye. They came up, the little
old gentleman seanning them as they
came, Ha sli the decument into
an inner of his coat.

“We thought we'd give you the tip,
gir I"” said Bob Cherry, with a cheery
grin. *“ That sportsman was trying

to rend something over your
shoulder.”

"Thank you very mmueh, my boy I*
aaid Sir illiam. “You are Grey-

friars boys #” lie added, with a glance
at their caps.

“Yes—we're in the Bemove I said
Harry Wharton., “I'm glad we came
along just then, Bir William—if
there's anything private in the paper
that raseal was spying at.” .

9

“There is!” said the old baronet
brieflv. A rather grim look came
over his face for a moment, and his
brows kuitted. Then he gave the
juniors a smile. "Yon scem to know
]I]‘.E-'?”

“Your picture’s in the papers, sir—
we know wou're Loder’s uncle,” anm-
swered the captain of the Remove,

“Yes—I am on my way to visit my
nephew at the school,” =aid 8ir
William. He picked up his hat and
adjusted it on his silvery mop.
“Thank very much, my b
very much indeed! I am greatly
obliged to you.”

“Not at all, sir
Wharton politely,

They capped the old baronct re-
spectiully ns he went, and watched
him stride away up the footpath—-
with a viiﬂmua and springy step, old
ag he looked. Then, the seat ng
now voacant, they sat down for o rest

said Harry

ore resuming their way to High-

cliffe.
Harry Wharton & Co. had little
liking for Loder of the Sixth; but

they rather liked Loder’s uncle, on his
looks, le]y were glad that they had
happened along in time to render him
that little service. But they had
almost forgotten the incident by the
time they arrived at Higheliffe
School—though they were destined
to remember it later.

e =g

BUNTER ALL OVER !

b ET him look out!” said Billy
Bunter.
“I can sce him coming !

grinned Vernon-Smith.

“Let him come [ said Bunter,

Billy. Bunter's little round eyes
gleamed through his big round s
tacles, His fat brow was knitted.
Bunter was wrathy.

The Owl of the Remove was in the
%nad—ehieﬂg because Wibley wag in

e Housc,
It was some time since Wibley had
booted him—buf, according to

Wibley, there wds more to come.
Bunter was fed up with this, He
might as well have had Loder on his
track. It was not much d pass-
ing that whnppinf on to Wibley, if
he was going to lead this sort of a
hunted life in mse%uenm.

Bunter was ready for Wibley now.

In his fat hand was a paper packet.
That packet contained a quanfity of.
electric enuff. The fat Owl put the
hand wntainineq that little packet
behind him, as Wibley was scen com-
ing into the offing.

Bunter was no fighting-man, As a
matter of choice, he would have pre-
ferred to give Wibley a Bgully grood
hiding, and thus put a stop to his
booting operations. But that was nol
practical polities.

Hence the packet of electric snuff.
That was what Wibley was going tv

et if he recommenced booting after
the interval.

That, Bunter thomght, would jolly
well stop him, If that packet was
buzzed at Wibley, and burst on his
nose, Wibley would be too busy

sneczing for the next five minntes or
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s {o have time to think about boot-
ing Bunter,

‘Hook it, Bunter!” chuckled
Skinper. “ He's coming !”

“He'zs looking for you!" grinned
Bulsover major.

“Cut out of gates while there's still
time !” advised Hazeldone.

“&han't!” retorted Bunter. “Let
him come! I'll jolly well make him
sorry for himself, if he begins again,
Ilow him! You watelt me catch him
on the boko with this packet of
snuff "

“Oh gum!” c-i';a-:u]ated ¥ornon-
Smith. “If you're goin’ to chuck
suuff about, old fat man, I'll take a
back scat !

“Same here " Erinmﬂ Skinner.
“Bafety first!” chortled Peter
Todd.

There were five or aix fellows
round Buntor—all interested in the
next booting due, But they did not
remain round him when they learned
what was in the packet in his fat
paw,

Bunter's marksmanship was well
known. Buuter could have hit the side
of a house—if it was a large housc,
aml he was near coough to it. That
was about the limit of his powers as
a marksman.

If Bunter was going chuck
clectric snuff about, e fellow
wanted to be out of range—there was
no telling where the missile might
rraﬂfl—{‘xc{!?t that it was ifairly cor-
tain not to hit the target. If Bunter
was poing to aim at Wibley, nobedy
within range wonld be safe—except-
inr Wib.

“I say, you fellows, where are you
going ** asked Bunter,

The fellows did not stay to explain
where they were poing—they went.
They preferred to watch Bunter's
cxploits as & snuffchucker from a safe
distance,

Bunter had no doubts, however.
He was relying on that packet of
sauff, and he was %ng to land it
rvight on Wibley’as boko. He stood
hia pground, and blinked defiance
through his hig spectacles at William
Wibley, as he came over from the
House.

to

“Oh! There you arc!” ealled out
Wibley.
“Yah ! retorted Bunter.

With his fat hand behind him, he
watched Wibley. He was too busy
watching Wibley to notice a new.
comer who had come in at the gates.

Had he noticed him he wounld have
noticed that he was an old bean, with
a mane of silvery white hair showin
from under his shining silk hat, and,
having seen the pieture in the news-
paper, he would have guessed that
this was Loder’s uncle, Sir William
Bird.

But he did net notice him., He
watched Wibley, with intent eyes and
spectacles.

Wibley, however, noticed the old
pentleman as he came in, and he

aused. He was going to boot

unter; but, naturally, he did not
desire to carry out the booting opera-
tion under the gaze of a vieitor to the
schnol—eapecially a  distingnished
visitor who was a baronet with a
string of letters after his name, and
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who was, or had been, a big gun in
the British Intelligence Department.
Wibley was prepared to wait till Sir
William had walked on to the House.

Billy Bunter, however, went into
action.

Wibley was not expecting action
from Bunter—unless it was in the
form of flight, in which case he was
ready to eut after him,

But Bunter was not thinking of
flight. Bunter was going to take the
offensive thie time!

Wibley had stopped within six or
seven feet of him. At that distance,
any fellow who was mot absolutely
cack-handed could have got Wible
with a missile. Bunter never realise
how cack-handed he was!

His fot hand came ont from behind
him.

“Now,
cumiug!"

Whig !

The packet flow,

Wibley was quite off his guard. He
was cxpecting nothing of the sort!
Had Bunter's aim been good, there
waa no doubt that he would have
scored. That paper packet would
have crashed and burst on Wibley’s
nose, and envelo him in a cloud of
snuff—and Bunter would have rolled
off rejoicing, while Wibley woke the
echoes with sneezes.

But Bunter's aim was not good !

The packet whizzed by Wibley
about a yard from his head! That
was not & bad shot—for Bunter! It
might have been two or three yards!

Bang !

Paﬂsmg-bDWibluy, the packet shot
on for about ten feet farther—and
banged on an object that stopped it
in transit,

That object was the bearded chin
of Sir William Bird.

Sir William was passing at an
unlucky moment. The packet hit him
fair and equare or his eilvery beard,
gtm!il-_;::a per programme—burst when
¥ it 1

“Oh !" gasped Bunter. Sir William
dawned on him, for the first time, as
the packet of snuff banged and burst,

Bir William jumped.

In fact, he bounded.

For a gilver-bearded gentleman, Sir
William was very active. That bound
showed how active he was! He cleared
the quad by a foot or more,

“ Wooopgh ! apluttered Sir William.

“Oh, my hat ! gasped Wibley.

“Ha, ha, ha!” came a yell from the
juniors who were looking on from a
safe distonce,

“ Atchooooch!  Aytishoo!” From
Sir William Bird came a terrific
sneeze. It roared—it almost thun-
dered. “Aytishoo! Wooooh !

“Oh crikey ! gasped Bunter,

{011 beast, you've got it
¢ equeaked,

“You mad porpoise—" stuttercd
Wibley.
“Ha, ha, ha!"

*“Atchooh! Aytishoooh! Chooop!”
Bir William sneezed and sneezed!
His silk hat fell off. His silvery locks
flew wildly in the wind of March. He
was almost doubled up. He sneezed,
and sneezed, and sneezed.

Billy Bunter gave him a terrjfied
blink. Then he revolved on his axis
and flew! What Lodet’s unele would
do when he got over the sneezing

Bunter did not know; and he did not
think of staying to ascertain! Bunter
departed from the spot as if he were
on the cinder-path. "

* Atchoooh-oooh-oooh | gneezed Sir

William  “Agytishooh! (oocogh!
Good gad! Oocooch!  Atchoooch-
atchooh-atchoooh !

b Hﬂ, hﬂ, ha 1

“ Atchoooooh ! Atchooooh ! Onoh I

Sir William jerked a handkerchief
from his pocket. He blew his mnose
with a report like a rifle-shot. But
he ecould not stop the sneezing! He
sheezed, and sneezed, and snecezed,
and sneezed.

Mr. Quelch, the master of the
Remove, came hurrying up. He had
not seen what had ed: it waa
the eneezing that drew his attention.

o dear sir——" exclaimed Mr.
Quelch.

** Atchoooooh !

“My dear Sir William—-2"

u; ishooooh I

“What ever is the canse of this?
What ever—* '

“Qoogh! QOoococh! Woooogh! At-
%ﬂi{;ﬂh Good gad !{l Urrrr gl;;]i" Sir

illiam’s eyeglass to the end
of its cord, and he mr:fgg streamin

ndkerchief, an

eyes with his ha
eneezed, and coughed, and coughed,

and sneezed. “Ooogh! Upon my—
ooogh—word! BSome young rasr:arl—
ocogh—threw something—wooogh—I—
I—I think it was sig-sis-szis-snuff—
Wﬂ-ﬂﬂ%h! Urrrggh t*

“Bless my soul!" exclaimed Mr.
Quelch. " Wibley, did you——m-~"

“0Oh, no, sir!” gasp

Wibley.
" Vernon-Smith——"" .

“Oh %:Yd ! No, sir!™
“8ir William! Did you see which
bn::y &

‘Grocogh! Oocogh! Atchoooh! No,
I did not—atchooh—1I mean I did not
T E =
which—grocogh—whi !
But ﬂumeunu——grﬂmgh—it- is gnuff—
wooogh—aytishoookh I

Sir William mopped eyes and nose,
and sneezed, and coughed, and gasped.
Mr. Quelch picked up the faﬁen
topper.

“This is shocking !” he exclaimed.
“1 shall inguire most strictly—here ia
your hat, Sir William—perhaps I can
assirt you to the House—"

“ Aytishoooh ! Atchocooh!”

Mr. Quelch kindly guided the
sneezing, snorting old gentleman to
the House. Sir William’e sneezea
died away in the distance,

“Oh crumbs!” Ea.-sped Wibley.
“That fat idiot—

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Lucky for Bunter the old bean
never spotied him ! grinned Smithy.
“Where’'s Bunter nowr”

He locked round. But there was no
fat figure in view |

Bunter was not to be acen! For
the present, Billy Bunter was under-
studying the shy violet. Bunter was
not seen—and he was not likely to be
seen again in & hurry.

SIR WILLIAM WIBLEY !

ARRY WHARTON jumped.

H “What the thump—" he
asped.

The captain of the Remove stared,

hardly able. to believe his oyes. Ha



iﬁ}inkeﬂ at the startling vision before
m.

The Famous ¥ive had returned from
Hiﬁife, and Wharton, as he
wa down the Remove passage, was
not thinking of S8ir William Bird, the
distinguished uncle of Gerald Loder
of the Bixth Form.

It was quite a surprise fo him when
the pink old face, with its mane of
white hair, leoked at him from a
study doorway-—Wibley’'s study.

That alone was surprising. BStill
more surprising—in fiact, oamazing
and unnervin ae the circumstance
that that pink old face and mane of
white hair surmounted a schoolboy’s
fizure and clothes.

It looked, for am astounding
moment, ag if Sir William, while
remaining sixty-five years old above
the neck, had dropped fifty years from
the rest of his person, and become a
schoolboy again from the neck down-
wards.

Which, of course, was impossible—
so it was oo wonder that the captain
of the Remave stared at the startling
apparition with popping eyes,

‘hen e understood.

“Wibley, you howling idiot!” he

o5
e did not recognise Wibley!
Wib’s pearest and dearest relative
would not have dreamed of recognis-
ing him.

nt he knew that it must be Wib—
at his impersonating game again! He
remembered Wibley's interest in the
picture in the newspaper, and his
remark thereon. Wibley, it seemed,
was trying it on; and he had tried it
on with amazing success—so far as
head and face went! The rest was
Wibley in a normal state.

“Step in!” snid Wibley hastily.

“Youn utter ass—"

“Come in, I tell you.”

Wharton stepped into the study.

Wibley closed the door.

The study table was laden with
various props from the property-hox.
Wibley had been sorting out garments
o snit his new atunt. He had an
almost inexhaunstible store. Almost
all Wibley's pocket-money went the
game way—in new supplies for that
property-box.

The picture of old Sir William—
cvidently cut irom the newspa
the Rag—was pinned up beside
Wibley's looking-glass. It scemcd
that he had been using it to work
from in the make-up process.

“What do you think of this?”
grinned Wibley.

“I think you'll get the Head’s birch
if you're spotted playing the goat,
you fathead !” said Harry, “If you're
gecn like thate—"

“I'm not going to call on the Head
like this!™ grinned Wibley.
going to call on Bunter—when I've
finished.”

“Bunter ! repeated Harry.

The Famous Five, since they had
returned, had heard of Billy Bunter's
exploit with the electric snuff. It
was, indeed, the chief topic in the
Greyfriara Remove that atterncon.

“He hasn’t been copped for chuck-
ing that snuff at the old bean,” said
Wibley. ZThey doa’t know it was
Bunter.™

rin,
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“Lucky for the fat assl!” gaid
Ear;y. “But what—"

“You know how he pulled my leg
vesterday and t me a whopping
from Loder of the Sixth——-"

“Ha, ha, ha !”

“Oh, cackle!" snapped Wibley.
“The whopping wasn't funny, I can

teﬂryﬂu! I can atill feel Loder's
aa :H

“Well, ;Eruu'wm booted him for it,
eld chap ! eaid the captain of the
Remove, soothingly, " Forget all
about it."

“Yes—when I've put him through
it ! paid Wibley. “I'm not going to
hoot Lim any more!  Old Bird is

oing” to wallop him with his stick
or snuffing him.”

“You ass! You can’t give lim
away to Loder’s uncle—"

“1'm old Bird "

“0Oh ! cjacnlated Whartou.

“That fat chump pulled my le
and made me make up as him an
get a whopping,” said Wibley. “Now,
as he's keenw on my doing an im-
personation, I'm going to do another
—for his benefit, see? Fancy his
feelinge when old Bird taps bam on
the shoulder——"

Harry Wharton langhed.

“You can do it,” he said. “You
can make up as anybody, I think—
from Hitler to Bill 8ikes ! But——"

“Don’t start butting like a hbilly-
goat! I'm going to do it! But I
don’t want to risk it while the old
bean is around ! Know whether he's

ne?”

“I heard that be tea'd with Loder
in hiz study ! apswered Harry. “I
don’t Enow whether he's left the
school ivet.”

“Well, po and find ont, and come
back and tell me.”

“0Oh, all right.”

Wharton understood now why
Wibley had ealled him into the study.
Wibley wanted to know whether the
genuine article was Eafeif' off the
acene, before he played old Bird for
Billy Bunter's benefit.

The captain of the Remove was
willing to oblige. He left Wibley in
his study—petting on with his trans-
formation—and went down the
gnasage and down the stairs. He
ound the Co. at the foot of the stair-
case.

“Heard whether Loder's uncle's
gome yetr” he asked.

“He hasn't I answered Bob Cherry.
“I saw Loder showing him round the
quad ten minutes ago.”

Harry Wharton looked out into the
quad.

Loder’s uncle, evidently, was mot
gone. He apotted the pink-cheeked,
gilver-haired old gentleman walking
with his nephew, Gerald Loder of the
Sixth.

Loder was very dutiful and atten-
tive to hia avuncular relative:

geibly because, as he said to his
pal Walker, Sir William was good for

& ;:[p
r. Prout, the master of the Fifth,
rolled up, and Bir William stopped
to ame to him—Ioder hovering
gﬂti&ntl}' and dutifully in the offing.
oth Prout and Loder seemed almoat
to tower over the little old gentle-
man. Pront was not a tall man, but

he was taller than 8ir William—
while Loder was a head taller—Loder
and his uncle were the loug and the
short of it.

“I hear,” Wharton heard Pront
boom, “I hear that you arc remain-
ing to dine with the Head, sir! 1
alep shall be having that pleasure

L

with——

“I am glad to hear it, Mr. Prout ™™
said Bir William in his pleasant way.

Harry Wharton turned back inte
the House and went up to the
Remove ge again. Not only
was Sir William not gone, but ke
waa not gnéi:g! If he was dining
with the H that evening, clearly
he would mot leave till late—and
Wibley had to be warned off,

The captain of the Remove had
another surprise when he looked into
Wibley's study again. While he had
been downstairs Wibley had got on
with dressing the part.

In figure, as well as in faece, e was
now like unto old Bird. He was ax
tall as 8Bir William, which made it
easier. He had sorted out garmemts
very closely like those worn :H the
old baronet; and a little padding
here and there filled lim ont.

Harry Wharton gazed at him. Had
he not just seen old Bird in the quad
below, he would have -fancied that
Loder's uncle had come up te the
Remove studies. Wik was the old
Bird to the very lifc now.

“Well ¥ asked Wibley. He jammed
an nyeglass——-ﬂf plain glass—into hixs
eye and looked round at the captain
of the Hemove,

“He's not gone ! said Harry.

“Bother him !* aaid Wibley.

“And he's not going vet—I've just
heard that he's dining with the Hend
this evening with old Pompous— -~

“Blow him !

“Chuck 1t, old man ! said Harey.

“You can’t play the goat like that
with the old Bird about. The Hend
wonld——"

“Oh rot!” said Wibley., “1'd

rather lie was gone—but after all, he
won't comme up to-the Remove! Why
should he?"

“ Look here, you ass, don't play the
poat !”  exelaimed Wharton warn-
mgly, “You kunow the awful row
you got into when yon were spotted
gob up as Frogg "

“I'm mnot going down!” said
Wibley. “I shall get Bunter on the
Remove landing ! That’s all right !”

*It’s not aafe, you fathead! You'd
get a flogping, at least—the Head
would think you were guying the old

]

n__-_.
“The Head don't come up to the
Remove ! Don't jaw ! said Wibley.
"I'm not going to take all this
trouble for nothing. simply because
that ald ass iz hanging about to feed
with the Big Beak.”
“If you'rc spotted—'
“1 said don't jaw!” Wibley, it
was clear, was not poing to give up
his stunt. When Wibley started on a
theatrical stunt, he got his teeth into
it, ag it were; and there was no stop-
ing him., “Look here, wherct's
unter " '
“The fat chump's down in the Rag.
But—"
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“Well, and tell him to come
up ! said Wibley. “I'd rather not
zo down to the Rag if the old Bird's
#till about. I'll sitting on the

settee on the Remove landing when
Bunter comes up.”

“But—" urged Wharton.

“Are you impersonating ® billy-
roat ana'g’rp::d Wibley. "Do leave

off butting ! Go and
come up to the studies I

“How?” psked Harry. “Catch
Bunter coming two fliphta of

u
stairs, if he can hefp it "

“Ask him if he left a tin of toffec
on the landing.”

“Eh? He didn't!"

“No reason why you shouldn’t ask
him if he did 1"

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Qh, all right—I'l] ask him, But
vou're an &8s, wWibl”

“Same to you: cut off "

Harry Wharton went downstairs
once again—te seek Billy Bunter in
the Rag and ask him whether he bad
left a tin of tofice on the Hemove
landing, Bunter, certainly, hado't;
but it was fairly certain that if he
fancied that there was a tin of toffee
lying around loose, he would head for
tiat tin of toffec if it were up ever
so many flights of stairs.

And when the captain of the
Remove was poue, Wibley gave a few
finishing, masterly touches to his
disguise, grinmed at his reflection in
the glass, and left the study.

A minute later, fellowa passing on
the Ianainlg glanced at the pink-
cheeked, silver-haired figure that sat
on the settee by the banisters and
wondered what the dickens Loder's
uncle was there for!

THE OLD BOY !
M . QUELCH started a little.

The Remove master came
up the staircase with a
stern, indeed grim, expression on his
cxpresaive face.
neleh, as a matier of fact, was in
acarch of the snuff-chucker. Some-
body—uobody seemed to know whom
—had been chucking electric anuflf
about in the quad that afternoon,
and a very distinpuished visitor to
the school had got the benefit of it.
Quelech hoped that it was not a
member of his Form who had done
this—but if it was, that member of
hiz Form was going to have an
exciting time, if Quelch ecould wpot
him. He had been making some in-
quiries on the subject without any
rezult—now he was coming up to the
Remove studies fo make some more,
But the prim frown faded from his
face and was immediately replaced
by a polite smile, at the sight of the
silver-haired gentleman sitting by the
hanisters of the Remove landing.
Queleh was rather surprised to see
Bir William Bird there. It was not
the spot where he could have
cxpected to sce the distinguished
visitor. He was awarc that Loder
bhad been showing his uncle zbout the
echool. Now he supposed that Sir
William was taking o ramble round
on his own, as er was not to be
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of Greyfriars,

Sir William was an Old Boy
and no doubt in-
terested in his old school, At a date
which would have seemed prehistoric
to Remove fellows of the present day,
Le had been a junior in the Remove
—and had probably larked om that
very landing !

Banishing the frowm and post-

BEET .

get Bunter to poning the search for the snufi-

chucker, Mr: Quelch advanced
towards the silver-haired old gentle-
man, with a polite smile.

He little puessed the dismay that
his unexpected appearance caused in
that silver-haired old gentleman’s
breast ! Wibley was waiting for
Bunter—and his heart sank almost
into hiz boots at the sight
of his Form-master.

He rose hastily to his
fect.

Hiz first thought was
ﬂigh'tﬂi Bal:- i}i ht waslliﬁv

sible. Quelch was mildly
aﬂﬁprimd to sec Sir William
there at ali. He wonld have
been astounded to see him
suddenly take to his hecls
and vanish into a Remove

study!  That, evidently,
would not do!
Wibley wished that hLe

had heeded Wharton's warn-
ing now. A flogging was
the very least he could
expect fl-:;r this if he were
spotted. He ‘remembered,
only too clearly, the awful
row that bad happened
when he had impersonated
Mongieur Charpenticr and
had been caught in the act.

Beaks did not seem to
underatand or appreciate a
fellow's keenness on
amatenr theatricals. He
had narrowly escaped expul-
gion over that affair of
Moszoo. He realised that ho
was in similar danger now.
This stunt, which was a
lark to Wibley, would be
called disrespect by the
beaks — especially as Bir
William was 8o wvery dis-
tinguished an old sports-

mai.
“My dear Sir William,”
said Mr. Quelch geniaily,

“1 trust you fecl no further ill effects
from the snuff?

“Oh ” b?asped Wihle{. “ N-n-not
at all, r. Queleh. ] ] have
quite recovered. Quite!”

Wibley pulled himself together.

There was po immediate danger]
%;mlﬁh was taking him for Bir

illiam Bird az a matter of course.
Where Sir William was at that
moment Wibley did not know.
Neither, apparently, did Mr. Quelch;
g0 that was all right.

“A  shocking  occurremce, Sir
William ! said the Hemove master.
"1 hope and trust merely an
accident. 1 camnnot think that any
Greyiriars hc-; would have in-
tentionally

“0Ohl No! Not at all, sir ! stam-
mered Wibley, " Quite an accident,
I am sure. Pray say no morc about
the matter.”

“No doubt you have come up to
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lance at your old study,” remarked

r. Queleh, “You were in the
Remove here—before my time—
’ham !u

“Oh! Yes! But please do not let

me detain yon.”

“Not at all,” said the lita
Remove master. "1 am entirely at
your sgervice, Bir William, if you
would like to lock round your old

uarters. There have been some
g]:mngea here, of course, 1n the last
half-ceutury—though, really, the old
school docs not change very much.”

Sir William Bird might very likely
have liked to be shown round the
Remove wmrtera by the Remove
master, illiam Wibley was not at

“* Beasts ! ** he roared.

all keen on it. But there was no
help for it. He walked up the
Remove passage by the side of Mr.
Quelch,

“It was before my time,” remarked
Mr. Quelch pleasantly, Queleh was
no chicken, Eut he had not been at
Greyiriars when Loder’s uncle was
Bird of the Remove! "“"Which was
your study, Sir William P

“Study No. 6, sir,” answered
Wibley, without thinking. That was
the number of his own atudy. What
might have been the number of Sir
William Bird's atudy in those pre-
historic days Wibley had not the
faintest idea.

Mr. Queleh tapped at the door of
Study No. 6 aod opened it. Thres
fellows uscd that study, but it was
em_p‘{;{l at the moment. ; i

“The boys are not here, sir,” gaid
Mr. Queleh. * Pray walk in [*

Wibley walked in.

}.‘h'.:
Y
".'l'i ]

Billy Bunter grabbed the egg out of the hox 2
“You jolly well
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“You do not see many uhau%ea,”
emiled Mr. Quelch, “though I hope
that the study was not in such an
untidy state in your time, S8ir
William."

Wibley certainly did not see many
changez; but that study certainly
had been in an wntidy etate in his
time ! Wib, in fact, was responsible
for its untidincss, His property-box
was open and most of the contents
sprawling over table and chaire and
floor. It was, in fact, as he had left
it not ten minutes ago.

"The—the—the same old study!”
murmured Wibley, Wibley was a

born actor, and his confidence was
refurning.

“The dear old study!

I

rather foolish and thoughtless boy,
ang—="

u'Eh ?n

“¥Yery clever in his own way,” said
Mr. Queleh, “but much too addicted
to theatrical amusements. I have
had to reprimand him on several
oceasions for it. He has some skill
in disguising and impersonating
various characters—indeed, on one
oceasion he actually impersonated
the French master.”

“Hd—did hep"

"He was actually taken for the
French master, and Monsieur Char-
pentier, of course, was very much
offended,” said Mr. Quelch. “But a
clever boy—very clever, thoupgh ex-

tremely unthinking and
reckless, 8nd somewhat
conceited.”
il’ﬂh !J)

“I shall speak to him
very scvercly for leaving his
study in thia untidy state,”

said Mr. Quelch. "You
must not suppose, mg: dear
Sir William, that move

studies are all like this. I
shall speak to Wibley very
severely indeed,” added the
Remove master. And the
compression of his lips
eeemed to indieate that, in
hiz next interview with that
untidy junior, he would not
confine himself to speech !
“My dear sir, please do
not let the boy euffer in any

way because of my wvisit

1 turned to the grinning faces in the doorway.
| this cardboard egg and sent it to me ! **

Just the same as it waa fifty years
ago, Mr. Queleh! Looking round me,
I cap hardly believe that fifty years
hm:ie passed wince 1 last stood in this
atudy *

W?h}eg certainly wounld have fonnd
it very difficult to believe that—as

not more than ten minutes had
passed !

“Dear me!” said Mr. - Queleh,
laneing at the newspaper picture

pinned up by the glass. “Your own
hotograph, Sir William. It muat
ave been cut out of a newspaper by
one of the boys in this study !”

“My own picture—hegad!” esaid
Sir William Wibley, turming his eye-

lass on it " Hew very odd to find
it here! l—I wonder who could have
pinned it up in this study?”

“This study belongs to three boys
~Wibley, organ, and Desmond,”
gaid Mr. Quelch. " All this theatrical
gtuff belongs, I think, to Wibley—a

here I gaid Bir William
hastily. "I should be very
%  much distressed if—"
“Oh! Certainly!
assented Mr. Quelch. I
quite understand your feel-
ing in the matter, 8ir
illiam. Wibley’s untidi-
nees shall pass unpunished
this time.”
“Thank you very much,
Mr. Quelch ¥
Sir William was glad to
hear that—pladder than
Mr. Quelch guessed !
“The dear old study!™
said Wibley. He was an
0ld Boy now, p!aﬁuF his
art as if in one of the
emove shows., “The dear
old achool. Fifty years is a long
time, yet, standing in this study, Mr.
Quelch, I could believe that I was
still a scheolboy!” And Wibley,
looking round the dear old study that
he had quitted only ten minutes ago,
ave a sentimental aigh !

“Quite!” acreed Mr. Quelch.
“Now, no doubt you would like to
vigit the Junior Day Room. Was it
called the "Rag’ in your time, Sir
William 7

“"The—the Rag? ©Oh, yes! I—I
think I—I always heard it called the
Rag, Mr. Qu&]:g."

"Such names cling,” said Mr.
Quelch. “8choolboys are very coms
gervative. Pray come with me, Sir
William.”

He led the way back down the
Remove passage.

Qir Williamm Wibley followed Lim,
in a etate of considerable trepidation.
He would have preferred to remain
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upstairs, which was safer—unless,
indeed, the gennine Sir William had
a fancy for g;:ﬁng hig old study in
the Remove the once-over. But Mr.
Queleh led. and Sir William had to
follow. He hoped fervently that
Loder's uncle was still safe outside
the House, as he accompanied the
polite and courteous Hemove master
down the stairs.

TWO OF THEM !
L YES, I did ! said Billy Bunter

promptly.

Harry Wharton laughed.
Nobody, so far as he knew, had left
& tin of tofiee on the Remove landing.
Certainly he had seen nothing of the
kind there. But Billy Bunter, when
he waz asked the question, answered

with a prompt affirmative.
Bunter was not thinking of the

truth. Truth did not worry Billy
Buonter very much. Bunter was
thinking of toffee—a much more

important thing, in Bunter's estima-
tion, than veracity.

“You left a tin of toffec—"

4 YE-E 1.'4.1

“On the Remove landing——"

“Yog ¥

“Bure 7" asked Wharton.

“Yes, quite sure! Did you bring
it down with you?¥ aafml Billy
Bunter cagerly. “It's mine, you
know !*

“No, I dido’t bring it down,”
chuckled the captain of the Remove,
“If yon really left it there, Bunter,
1 :

“1 jolly well did! I say, cut up
and get it for me, will yonr”

“No; I couldn’t de that,” answered
Wharton, shaking his head. And he
joined the Co. by the window of the

ap, leaving Billy Bunter to go after
the tin of toffee which—according to
Bunter—he had left on the Remove
landing !

Billy Bunter gave a grunt. He was
seated in & deep armchair. He was
unwilling to stir. He wanted that
toffee, but he did not want to clamber
up the stairs if he could help it.
Bunter disliked atairs. He had so
much to carry up. As a last resource
he was going up aiter that imaginary
toffee. But not if he could zet any
other fellow to go.

“I say, Toddy, will yon cut up to
the Remove landing and pget my
tofiee ?* asked Bunter, blinking
round at Peter. P

“You can't go yourself ?” inguired
Peter. .

“I'm sitting down!” said Hunter,
with dignity. =

“I'll tip you out of that chair if
vou like I’

“Beast ! I say, Fishy—"

“Forget it, big boy!” abvawered
Fisher T. Fish.

“Hazel, old chap—"

“ Rata 1™

“1 say, you fellows, one of you
might ¢ut up and get that tin of
toffee I left on the Remove landing !
nrged Bunter. *1 say, Smithy,
would you mind-—""

“Quite a lot!” the
Bounder. i

“Beast! 1 say, Redwing—"

*Fathead ”

Toe MagNer Lrerary.—No. 1,676,

anawered



14

“Well,” said Billy Bunter, with a
scornful blink through his big spec-
tacles, “I don't think I ever -saw
ench a lagy lot! I think—"

“Hallo, hallo, hallod Here comes
the jolly old bean'!” murmured Bob
l:fhe:g; as the door of the Bag
ope:

and Lodér and his wuncle

up._gle&red there, ]
After Bunter, perhaps!” grinned

the Bounder.

“0Oh erikey!”

“Look ont,
Skinner.

ﬂnh 1!}1" !H

Billy Bunter had been about to
heave his weight out of the arm-
chair and after that toffee—tlie
other fellows being too 1 o to
do! But at the sight of Bir William
Bird in the doorway of the Rag
Bunter forgot the ee.

80 far, the snuff-chucker had not
been spotted. But Billy Bunter was
very anxions not to meet the gaze of
the old baronet. The old bean
might remember having seen him on

Bunter '  chuckled

the = when the snuff was
ch ! It was aafer to keep out
of view.

The fat Owl dropped back into the
armchair and grabbed up a news-

aper. He held that mnewspaper
directly in front of his fat face—not
for the purpose of permsing it, but
to conceal the fat face from the eye
and the eyeglass of the old bean
whom XIoder was piloting inte the
Ila.%r. Behind that sereen the fat
Ow. TEalpitated with uneasiness.

“This iz the Junior Davy Room,
nnele,” Loder of the Bixth was sav-
ing. *I dare say you remember it.”

"My dear Gerald, I remember it

ectly !” answered 8Sir William.

enst a kindly glance over the
crowd of juniors who were all look-
ing towards him, s cheery smile on
his pink old face. I trust I am
not intruding, my boys—what?”

“Not at all, wmir,” said Lord
Mauleverer, on his feet at once,
“Please come in, sir. Yery glad to
see an Old Boy here, sit.”

“"The ladfulness is  terrific,
honoured eakib!” declared Hurreg
Jamset Ham Singh, a remark that
made  Sir William blink at him—
the nabob’s beautiful flow of English
perhaps surpriging him a little.

“Welcome as the jolly old flowers
in May, sir!” said Bob Cherry.

“0Oh, my hat! murmured Harry
Wharton.

Looking at Sir William, the cap-
tain of the Remove could not have
told whether he wna the genuine
article, or Wibley in his guise! The
two were ag like as peas from the
same pod. But as this Bir William
was in company with his mnephew,
Toder of the Sixth, evidently he was
the real goods.

Harry Wharton was plad, for
Wibley's sake, that the schoolboy
actor had arranged to stay up in the
Remove quarters till Bunter came
up! It would have produced rather
n sensation had he walked into the
Rﬂf just tlien!

11 the fcllews in the Bag assumed
their politest smiles, aa that dis-
tinguished Old Boy came in with

er—except Bunter, who 1o~
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mained buried behkind his
paper

Ah! You are the boys I met on
the common this afternoon,” said
Sir William, with a ntd and a smile
to the Famous Five, azs he came
across to the window.

“Yes, gir,” answered Harry.

Loder gave them a stare. He was
not aware that the herces of the
Remove had met his distinguished
uncle,

Sir William looked out of the
window of the Rag into the quad—
A view that had been familiar to his
eyes, if not to his eyeglass, fifty
years ago, o

“The same old scene, Gerald!” he
remarked. “Hardly a change in all
these years. The gymnasium has
been partly rebuilt since my last
vigit, I think."”

Loder suppressed a

newa-

grin. It was

thi years since the alterations
had made in the nasium
bubt that was a mere nothing to 8ir

William !

“I have not been able to revisit

old school of late?” remarked the

little baronet. “Let me seqi—-:na it
twent ars ago—or thirty—or
f-:rr'l:;r‘.;r %ma passes Very qui:‘ir:kl{.
Gerald. Hardly a familiar face le
—exeept Gosling’s.” )

“Was Gosling here in your time,
pir " asked Bob.

“Yes, lie was
then,” said Bir
young fellow.”

nite a young man
illiam—"quite a

The Remove fellows listened to
that with interest., They - could
Lhardly imagine Gosling, the gnarled
old school porter, as quite a youn
fellow. Still, it was an undoub
fact that Gosling must have been
young—once upon a time.

“Dear me!  There he is now!”
said Sir William, as Gosling passed
in view of the window of the Rag
—and he bestowed a very kind smile
on nlc: hﬂuﬁling, Elul:l touched his
ancient hat res ully in response.

At the same Iﬁgm thj; door of the
Rag reopened.

Bgr. Queleh’s voice was heard.

“This is the Junior Day Hoom, Sir
William. But no doubt you remem-
ber itf”

“Certainly, Mr. Quelch!™
Every fellow in the Rag who heard
those words jumped. en Bill

Bunter lowered his newspaper an
blinked over it.

*0Oh crumbs!” breathed Harry
Wharton, in utter dismay.

Every other fellow was dumb with
amazement. Mr. Quelch and Sir
William walked in together—and
the juniors stared at the mnew PBir
William, and then round at the
other Sir William, petrified.

The little baronet, looking out of
the open window, did not turn his
head for the moment—he was the
only one in the Rag who remained
unconscions of the astonishing mnew
arrival.

“My boys,” sald Mr. Quelch
genially, “this is Bir William Bird,
an Old Boy of this school—"

Loder of the Bixth almost fell
down.

He stared at Mr. Queleh’s com.
panion—he stared at his uncle—and

lie gasped. His nncle was not, so
far as Yoder knew, twins! But
really it seemed as if he was!

“'Igua old familiar room,” said
Wibley, not noticing the silver-
haired figure at the window for the
moment. “The old—" His eyes
fell on the little baromet and he
jumged* “QOh, my hat!” he stut-

8ir William looked round,.

He was about to —but the
words died on his lips at the sight
of his double. He gave a jump and
his iilg]nm fell from his eye. He
grab it, jammed it into his eye
again, and gazed at Wibley. '

Mr. Quelch looked at him, His

eyes ed. He looked at Wibley
and his eyes popped again. He
stood dumb.

There was & moment's awiul

pilence. Then Sir. William apoke.
“Who is this?" he asked.

[P S—— —

WHICH IS WHICH ?

IBLEY groaned.
W He was fairly caught!
Not for a moment had he

supposed that Sir William might be
in Rag. He had been anxious to

safe inside the Rag, lest Sir
illiam might be encountered in
one of the passages. And there was
Sir William—standing in front of
him, gazing at him with bulging

eyes,
Everybody gazed at him.
To Sir William it slmost seemed
that he was standing in front of a
ier glass, looking at his own reflec-
ion!  Still, he knew that he was
not, so0 he could only ﬁﬂ. at
mused

William  Wibley in
astonishment.

“Wheo is this?"" he repeated.

“Who?” repeated r. Quelch
digzily. “Bless my soul! Whe—
who—who are you, sir?”

“I?” ejaculated Sir William. “I
resume that you kmow who I am,
E[r. Quelch, as I have already met
you !”

“Then
Quelch. :
“Twins!” said Bob Cherry,

who——"  pgasped Mr.

in

utter wonder. “But did you ever
gee even twins so jolly like ome
another?*

“The likefuluess is terrific.”

“Is—is—ia this wour brother, or—
or what, Sir William?” stuttered
Mr. Quelch.

The Remove master felt as if his

head was turning round.
“What? I have no brother!”
snapped Sir William. “I am

amazed—astonished—I do not under-
gtand this! I have never heard of
anyone bearing so close a resem-
blance to myself! I might ifancy

that I was looking in the glass, by
gad! Who are you, sir?”
“Oh  crikey!” mmumbled the

wretched Wibley,

“1 presume you know who thia
gentleman is, aa he came here with
you, Mr. Quelch?” said Sir William.

Mr. Quelch passed a hand across a
dazed brow.

“IJ—I am !suitu at a loss!" he
stammered, £ This—this gentleman



fs—I—I supposed—Sir  William
Bird—"

“1 am Sir William Bird !

“Then what — what — how—"
Queleh atuttered helplessly.

“ Do you know who this is,
Gerald ?" exclaimed Sir William, aa
his unhappy double did not speak.

Loder gasped.

He stared at one, and he atared at
the other. Loder of the Sixth did not
know which was his unecle!

Neither did any fellow in the Rag,

excepting Harry Wharton, And
Harry harton would mnot have
known, had he not seen Wibley in the

process of transformation in his stud
in the Remove. Im height, in build,
in clothes, in pink face and silver
hair, the two were exactly the same!
Wibley was a pastmaster at this
game : he was Sir William from top
to toe.

“Oh erikey!” equeaked Bill
Bunter. “I say, you fellows, whi
is which #*

“The whichfulness ig terrific.”

Wibley cast a longing glance at the
door. ib would have given any-
thing in the wide world—even his
theatrical prope—for a safe retreat.
He made a step towards the door.

“This—this—this is most extra-
ordinary ! Quelch almoat babbled, in
his amagement. “This—this man
has certainly represented bimeself to
me as Sir William Bird -

“I am Sir William Bird!" roared
the little baronet.

“Then this man is some impostor "
Zas Mr. Quelch. *BStop, sir! You
will not guit thia room until this
matter is explained! Todd, close the
door at once.”

*Yes, sir I gasped Peter.

He closcd the door, ;

“Oh scissors ! murmured Wibley.

"Loder!” exclaimed Mr. Quelch.
"“Which of these is your uncle?”

Loder blinked from one to the
other.

“I—I—I don't know, eir!” he
stuttered. “I—I thought this was
my uncle, but—but that—"

“Gerald, you young ass, do you not
know your uncle? demanded the
little baronet. “Good gad! If that
man has represented himself as me,
he is an impostor—this is a matter
for the police! . It is fortunate that
I am present when he has attempted
to carry out this imposture, evBE
this man here, Mr. Queleh, and le
pomeone telephone fo the police
station.”

“0Oh crumbs!” murmured Harry
Wharton.

“Who are you, sir?” The little
baronet, his pink face mow red with
wrath, pranced up to his double.
“ Explain yourself! Give your name!
Wlo are you?”

“0Oh dear!” “Egruancﬂ the schoolboy
actor. "“I'm Wibley.”

“Wibley !” repeated Sir William
blankly. The name was new to him.

“Do you mean that your name is
Wihley?”
“Oh dear! Yes!”

“Wibley !" ejaculated Mr. Quelch.

There was a yell in the Rag. The
juniors understood now! is was
one more of Wib's impersonations.
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“That ass Wibley!? gasped Bob
Cherry.

*Oh erumbs "

“The esteemed and idiotic Wibley !*

“That assg—"

“That goat—""

“That chump—-—"

“Wibley !1” roared Sir William.
“Who is Wibley? The name seems to
be familiar herc! Who is this man
Wibley ?*

“You young rascal |” roared Loder.

“Wibley !* stuttered Mr. Quelch.
“Blesa my soul! This—this, then, is
the boy I described to you, BSir
William—"

“What! You have never mentioned
him to me ™

“Oh! No! I—I mean, I described
him to—to——" The confused Remove
master realised that it was to Wible
himself that he had described Wibley.
“Upon my word! Wibley—if it is
indeed Wibley—how dare you—how
dare you play such a prank as this?"

“Did you say boy, Mr. elch ¢
Are you dreaming? What do you
mean by boy, in reference to a man
of at least sixty-five?”

*“This—this is Wibley—a boy in my
Form, sir—"

“ A boy in yvour Form, sir, sixty-five
ears old!” gasped B8ir William,
"What do you mean, Mr. Quelch?
EKindly tell me what you mean, if
indeed you mean anything.”

“I'm Wibley of the Remove, six!”
Fmaneﬂ the unhappy impersonator.
‘I—I'm made up to look your age,

gir.”

“Made up! Nonsense! No such
thing is ible!” anorted BSir
William. ° you suppose for one
moment that you can deceive me with

such a story?

“He's Wibley, sir ! stuttered Eurr‘_;r
Wharton. “In—in the Remove—"

“ Nonsenee !

Mr. Quelch stretched out his hand,

ab the silve beard of Bir

illiam Wibley, and wrenched. The
beard came off in his hand. Another
jerk, and the silvery mop of hair
}nlluwéd*

Sir William gosped.

“"Good gad!”

Wibley, crimson under his make-
up, removed his white eyebrows and
moustache.

Sir William’s eyes popped at him,

Even now, Wibley was not recog-
nigsable. But it could be seen that ke
wWas & , and certainly not a man
of sixty-hve.

“(Good gad!” repeated Sir William
faintly.

Loder of the Sixth gave Wiblcy an
expressive glare. Mr. Quelch gave
him a look that the fabled basilisk
of old might have envied. Most other
faces in %’he Rag wore a grin,

“Good gad!” said Sir William, for
the third time.

“1 can only beg you, Sir William,
to be assured that this boy will be
severely, drastically punished, for

this act of disrespectful trickery.”
Quelch’s voice came like a grindin
saw. “On a previous occasion, this
boy was very nearly expelled from the
ool for a similar disrespectiul imi-
tation of the French master. On this
oceasion he will not be pardoned! I
shall take thiz boy to the headmaster,

Y exercise it!
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Sir William, and you may be assured
that he will be expelled from Grey-
friars this very day.”

“It—it—it was only a lark, sir!¥
groaned Wibley

1] EilEl‘.‘lﬂ&I" 0

“One . moment, eirl!”? said Sir
William. The wrath had faded out of
the old pink face, and there was a
glimmer of a smile there now. “One
moment, sir. This is—is a very extra-
ordinary occurrence—such skill in
impersonation is very rare—no doubt
the boy acted thoughtlessly—2

“I—I mever meant——" mumbled

Wibley.

“Probably the boy meant no dis-
respect, sir ! gaid Sir William. *A
lad posscssed of such gkill must be
under a very strong temptation to
May I beg you, sir, to
take & lcnient view of this boy’s
aotion 7

“Good old sport ™ murmured Bob
Uhti?.

“ After all, it is only a thoughtless
prank, Mr. Quelch ! said Sir William.

It would be very ?ninful to me, gir,
if my visit to my old school were the
cause of sﬂvergtguniuhment to a Grey-
friars boy! ¥ I beg you, sir, to
pardon this boy—I assure you, eir,
that I take no offerice at an unthink-
inipmuk.”

r. Queleh breathed hard.

“If you desire this foolish boy to
be pardoned, Sir William——"  He
paused. “It shall, of course, be as

ou wish! Wibley, you have Sir

illiam Eird to thank for it that you
are not sent away from this school.”

“Thank you, sir!* said Wibley, “I
~—I—1I assure you, gir, I—I meant no
—no harm ! was just—just a lark!
It'e awfully kind of you to forgive
me, sir—youn're a real sport, sir—"%

“You may go, Wibley!” snap&d_
Mr. Quelch. “If anything of this
kind should occur again——""

Wibley did not wait for the rest,
he went

“ After all, enly & schoolboy jest!Z
aaid Sir William. *A clever boy—n
very clever boy!”

Sir William left the Rag with Loder
and Mr, Queleh, a smile on his pink
old face.

“Three cheers for the Old Boy!”
called out. Bab Cherry. And there
was 3 roar of cheering in the Rag
as Bir William's silvery mop dis-
appeared.

BILLY BUNTER'S EASTER EGG !

" ASTER BUNTER——*

M “{Oh, don’t bother ¥

H’But__'_ﬂ

“Get out!” yapped Bunter.

Billy Bunter was mot in a good
temper that afternoon.

It was a couple of days since the
old Bird's visit to Greyfriars. The
Easter hols were getting nearer and
nearer. Billy Bunter had not yet
made his arrangements for those hols
and the matter was getting urgent.

But that was not all. On this par-
ticular afternoon, Peter Todd and
Tom Dutton were teaing out, and
Bunter had Study No. 7 to himaelf.

That would not have disconcerted
Bunter, except for the fact that it
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wag tea-time. There was nothing in
the study for tea! Bunter had had
tea in Hall—provisionally, as it were,
Now le was ready for tea in the
study. But tca in the study was not
ready for Bunter! .

It is proverbisl that it never rains
but it pours. Bunter had locked in
at Lord Mauleverer's study, but
Mauly was teaing with the Bounder.
He had looked in at Btudy No. 1, but
the Famous Five had gone over to
Clif House on their bikes, He had
looked into several other studies—hnut
so far from receiving a hearty and
hospitable welcome, he had received,
in turn, a book, a cushion, and a boot
—buzzed at the fattest head in the
Remove, i

Now he was in his own study,
gearching diligently through the cup-
board in the hope of discovering
overlooked provender—and discover-
ing no more than the celebrated Mra.
Hubhard, when that good lady went
to thg cupboard to get the poor dog
o hone !

So Bunter was disgruntled, and not
in & mood to be very civil to LTrotter,
the House page, when he tapped at
the door and opened the same.

There was bread, there was a spot
of margarine, but that was all—mnot
a ghost of a spot of jam, not a spectre
of & epot of marmalade, mnot the

hantom of a spot of anything else,
Eu it was no fn.-r-:zﬂ:m:h:r.ll'El thtn?]‘m ;:;mm
George Bunter yapped & T

i (}get out!" he ted, “If Quelch
wants me tell him to go and eat coke !
Take your face away, and be blowed
to you !’

““But, sir——" persisted Trotter,
“Shut that door !” roared Bunter,
“But there’s a parcel—"

I:FEh?:H

“ A pareel for you, sir—"

113 ﬂh lll‘

“ And Mra. Eebble gent me up with
]t L

“You silly ass, why couldn’t you
say so?" yapped Bunter. Now that he
aave the Honse PREB Lis attention, lya
saw that Trotter had a parcel in his
hand, “@ive it to me, you idiot, and
clear oft [’ . )

“Yes, sir—thank yom, eir!" said
Trotter, and bhe handed over the
parcel and departed.

Billy Bunter’s disgruntled expres.
sion changed as he laid that parcel
on the table and blinked at it through
his biz spectacles, He wondered
happily whether it was an Easter
CZE.
gﬂﬂmc& fellows liad had Easter eggs
from thoughtful relations. It looked
as if some kind relation hnd remem-
bered Billy Bunter. He counld feel
g cardboard box inside the wrapping-
Enpe:n What could it contain but an

aster ﬂg%?

He grabbed out his pocket-knife
and sawed at the atrin%; His pocket-
knife, of course, was blunt, and he
sawed and sawed.

“Halla, halla, hallo *

Five checery faces looked in at the
doorway.

The Owl of the Remove blinked
round at them. His fat lip curled
at fhem,

“You fellows meedn’t barge in!”

snid Billy Bunter contemptuocusly.
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“You've found out already that I've
got an Easter egg, I suppose? I dare
say you saw Trotter bringing it up!
If you think you're going to have
nn _IJ

“Aren't you whacking it ount?”
asked Bob.

“I'll watch it,” eaid Bunter, with
emphasis. “If you fellows ean’t be
eivil to n fellow when he mentions the
].'I..'DIE_"

“Ha, La, ha!®

“Cackle !” sneercd Bunter.
vou jolly well ain’'t havin
this, I cau tell you! Yah!

Bunter snapped the string, un-
wrapped the paper, and disclosed a
large cardboard box, He removed
the lid of the same, and a large Easter
egg dawned on him. It was a card-
board egg—Bunter would have pre-
ferred a chocolate one—but cardboard
eggs, of course, were made to contain
c latee and other toothsome
things, so that was all right. There
wag no doubt that it was an Easter

egg.

The fat Owl beamed at if.

“I say, you fellows, look at that!"
he ejaculated. “I ain’t giving you
any, you know. You can’t expect it,
after being such beasts, But look at
it! I fancy this is from my Uncle

“But
any of

George—he’s fearfully rich——*

“Looks to me as if it's beem wnsed
bhefore,” grinned Bob.

“Eh, what?"' Bunter blinked at ths
cardboard egg. On a closer inspec-
tion that cardboard case certainly
looked as if it had sren previous use.
It really looked as if it had knocked
about unregarded for some time be-
fore it had been taken into use ngain.
“Well, supposc it has been mnsed
before—that don’t matter so long as
it's full!” grunted Bunter.

“Ts it ?" asked Bob.

“Yes, it jolly well is{ Look!"

Bunter removed the upper half of
the cardboard egg. It was packed full
—full to the very Lrim.

“By gum, what a cargo!” said
Johnny %ull. “Sure you ain't whaek-
iug; it ont, Bunter?”

“No fear!” answered Bunter om-
phatically. “You ean watch me un.
pack it 1if you like, amd make your
months water—he, he, he!”

“Let's watch ! snid Nuagent.

“The watchfulress will be terrifie-
ally -enjoyable,” remarked Hurreec
Jamset Ram Singh,

“Quite a treat,” agrced Harry
Wharton.

The Famous Five watched, with
grinning faces, as the fat junior &ru-
ceeded to unpack that well-packed
ege.

A rather puzzled look came over
Bunter's fat face.

Hia eHﬂdE? fingers turned omt
erumpl paper—which ho un-
crumpled, expecting to reveal choco-
lates or other comestibles within. He
uncrumpled chunk after chunk, grow-
ing more and more puzzled, Nothin
was revealed within the cmmpleg
chunks. They had been put in,
apparently, for pmﬂ:ing, and to fill
the egg! That big egg had been well
filled, but Billy Bunter really had no
use for a collection of waste-paper.

The stady table, and a considerable
part of the study floor, were covered

with scattered crumples of paper, as
the fat Owl went on.

There was a chuckle from the door-
way. The Famous Five scemed to be
en lgrmg watching Bunter.

‘Bleéssed if I make thisa out!™
ejaculated the flerplexed Owl. “It
seems to be jolly nearly all packing-
paper—~

‘Ha_ ha, ha!”

“Sure you won't whack it out?”
chortled Bob Cherry.

“Yah 1"

Bunter unpacked and unpacked,
There was quite a sen of waste-paper
rvound him when he got to the bottom
of that well'packed egg at last,
Then——

“Oh crikey!” stuttered Bunter.

His eyes and his spectacles fastened
on an egg! It was a small egg! It
was not a chocolate egg—it wns not
a marzipan egg—it was not of the
Easter variety at gll! It was just an

Eg%! -
unter gazed at it! He blinked
at it! He %::-g?teﬂ at it!

“Ha, La, ha " came a yell from the
doorway. “Sture you won't whack it
out, old fat man?"

Then it dawned on Bunter. He
turned his epectacles on the Famous
Five with a glare that almost cracked
them,

“Beasts !” he roarved.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Pulling a fellow’s leg!” howled
Bunter. “You jolly well packed this
old cardboard egg and sent it to
me_'____?r

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“And there's only this beastly litile
egg in it—"

“Ha, ha, ha !*

Billy Bunter glared wrath. He
grabbed the egg out of-the cardboard
cage and turnerd to the grinning faces
in the doorway.

“Hook it!” gn.a‘fed Bob; and the
door slammed, and the chums of the
Remove scompered down the passape,

elling.

“ Beasts !" roared Bunter.

He stood with the little egg in his
fat hand, glaring at it,

That was all the big Eaater egg
had contained—except packing-paper !
Still, on second thoughts, the fat
junior was glad that he had not
hurled it at the practical jokers in
the passage. An egp was an Eggl It
was not much—but it was something.

Billy Bunter breathed hard—he
breathed &eeg. But he had had only
one tea, so far, and an egg was an
ngﬁi He sorted out the saucepan,
and set the fire going, and put the
egg on to boil.

@ boiled it three minnies. Then
he turned it out and jammed it into
an eggcup, and sat down to an cgg
for tea.

Crack! -

Quite a loud crack sonnded as he
tapped the top of that egg with a
spoon. But the eggshell did not
break ! Bunter gave it another tap!

Crack!

Still, to his astonishment, the egrg
seemed to have an uncommonly ha

shell !

Bunter, with a grunt, shoved the
spoon at it! To hie astoniehment,
the speon slid off the egg instead of

penetrating.



He blinked at the cgg. Even if he
had boiled it bard, very hard, it did
not account for this. It was guite a
puzzle.

He lifted the spoon and brought it
down with & bang on the egg. He put
plenty of beef into that bang.

Etiﬁ, to his astonishment, the egg
did not crack.

“What the thump——" gasped the
amazed Owl,

He bent over that extraordina
and obstinate egg, and blinked at it
more closely, did not show n sign
of a crack. Then, as the awful truth

netrated his fat head, the Owl of

he Remove gave a roar of fury,

“ Beasta 1"

He grabbed the egg and hurled it
into the fender.
It crashed! Still it did not crack.

It was o china egg!

—— . G

BUNTER ENOWS HOW !

i IBLEY "
Mr. Quelch rapped out
that name in the Remove
Form Room on Saturday morning.
Since the distinguished Old Boy's
visit on Wednesday, Mr. Quelch had
been somewhat liable to rap and sna
at Wibley. The schoolboy actor ha
been pardoned for his prank, as Sir
William had, requested; but Mr.
Quelch made it clear that he did not
approve of such pranks.

“Yes, air!” murmured Wibley
meckly.

“I have received a communication
from Sir William Bird I rapped the
Remove master.

“Oh! Yes, gir ™

Wibley blinked at his Form-master.
He could uot quite see why Mr.
Quelch was informing him of that
circumstance. Neither could the other
Remove fellows, and they all gave
Mr. Quelch attention.

“Sir William will eall at the school
this afternoon !” resumed Mr, Quelch,
“He desirea to see you, Wibley, when
he comes here.”

“Oh! Yes, sir!” stammered
Wibley.

“You will, thercfore, go to the
vigitors’ room at three o'clock,

Wikley, when Sir William will be
here and will gee you."

“Oh! Certainly, sir!”

That was all! Mr. Quelch did not
state why the Old Boy wanted to see
Wibley—probably ke did not know.

Certainly Wibley did not know, and
could not guess. The little baronet
had fnrﬁiw:-u him for his Eﬁm%ﬂﬂe s
go it could hardly mean trouble. What
clee it could mean was a myetery to
Wibley.

Mr. Quelch dismissed the Remove,
and Wibley went out of the Form-
room in a state of wonder.

“What the dickens ecan he want,
you fellows?"” asked Wib, as the Re-
move went out. “He took it like a
real eport—he can’t have got his
back up since.”

“Not likely!” said Bob Cherry,
shaking his d.

" Might be interested in amateur
theatricals, p&rhaﬁa " said Wibley
thoughtfully, “He loocked a very
intelligent old aporteman.”

EVERY SATURDAY

“He, he, he !” from Billy Bunter,

Wibley gave the fat Owl a glare.

“The mightfulness is terrific!”
murmured Hurree Jamset Bam Singh.

And the Famous Five grinned as
they went out into the guad, An
interest in theatricals, trom Wib-
]1}3’3 point of view, was the hall-mark
of intelligence. But the other fellows
did mnot think it probable that Bir
William shared ib's interest im

'Y such matters.

Still, it was certain that the old
bird must have some very .?chial
reason for wanting to sce Wibley
again, as it secemed that he was
coming down to the school for that
purpose on a half-holiday.

It was all the more curious,
becanse they had heard that =8ir
William was going away, and had, in
fact, called at the school on Wednes-
day chieﬂa to Eahgmﬂ-h ¢ to his
nephew, Gerald er, before he
went. Evidently be had not goune
yet.

S0 there was a good deal of curi-
osity on the subject.

Most curious of all
Bunter,

Curiosity was the most highly de-
veloped among Billy Bunter's many
attractive qualities. Anything that
did not concern Bunter always
aroused his very decp interest.

Really, it was very surprising that
Sir William wanted to sce Wibley
again. Had he wanted to see Bunter
it would not have beenm surprising—
Bunter being one of those attractive,
agrecable fgellnwa. whose acquaint-
ance anyone might have been ex.
pected to want to improve. But why
anybody should want to see Wibley
was a puzzle.

Billy Bunter gave a lot of atten-
tion to that problem. Other fellows
were rather curious, but did not
bother their heads about it. Bunter
hgtherud his fat head very consider-
ably.

e wanted to know, He always
wanted to know. And when Bunter
wanted to kmow, bhe had his own
methods of acquiring information.

At dinner that day there was a fat

grin on Eil]]y Bunter's face, which
was not wholly caused by the satis-
faction he derived from steak-and-
kidney pie—great as that satisfac-
tion was.
_ Bunter wanted fo know—and he
was going to know—and he knew
how! It was, indeed, quite simple—
for a fellow like Bunter.

Wibley was going to see the old
baronet in the visitors’ room at three
o'clock. Any fellow could walk into
the visitors’ room if he liked. What
was to prevent the Peeping Tom of
Greyfriars from walking in, say, at
half-past two, before the distin-
guished visitor arrived?

Certainly he could not remain
vieible during the interview at which
his fat presence was not required.
But could he not remain invisible?
He could. i

Wibley might or might not tell the
fellowa afterwards what the old bean
had wanted, But if other fellows
were left in the dark, Bunter was not
going to be left in the dark. Bunter

waz Billy
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was going to know the whole bag of
tricks.

Harry Wharton & Co. had fixed up
a8 (Pick-up ame for the afternoon,
and, soon after two, most of the Re-
move fellows were in the changing-
room. Wibley, Bunfter noted, went
up to his study. He was not wanted
till three. chody was taking any
]ﬂ:fgﬂ of Billy Bunter--anyone seldom

Nothing could have been casicr.
Before half-past two the fat Owl
strolled away to the wisitors’ room
—in 8o wvery casual and careless a
manner that he would certainly have
excited suspicion—had anyone ha
gﬁleﬂ to notice him. But nobody

The room at the moment was
vacant.

Bunter shut the door and prinned
round the apartment. There was
plﬂntz)ni’ cover for a ¥at Owl—he had
onl select it,

e sgelected a bip settee, which
stood along the wall near the window,
Behind that settce there was room
for Bunter to squeeze in, and remain
unseen. He proceeded so to do.

Ensconced in that hidden corner
the fat Owl grinned. It did net
occur to Bunter’s fat brain that there
was anything reprehemsible about
this. en Billy Bunter was in-

uisitive he forgot other considera-
tions—and he was slways inquisitive,

The fat Owl was careful to make
no sound when the door opened
again.

e conld not see who came in—but
he could hear. Footsteps came
across to the settee, and someone sat
down on it—hardly a2 yard from the
hidden Owl. TUnder the settee he
had a glimpse of a pair of feet—not
Sir William's. It was Wibley—a
few minutes early to wait for the dis-
tinguished visitor,

A few minutes later the sitter onm
the settee rose to his feet, as the
door opened once more. i

Ba

“Please walk in,
Trotter's voice. -

“Let Master Wibley know that 1
am here at once!” came the rather
deep voice of Sir William Bird.

“I'm here, sir ! called out Wibley.

“Oh! Very good!”

Trotter closed the door, and the
little silver-haired baronct came
acrosa and shook hands with Wibley.
Then both of them sat down on the
settee.

The fat Owl curled up behind it,
close to the wall, euppressed his
breathing. Undoubtedly Bunter was
going to Enow,

gir ¥

PIE FOR WIBLEY !

IR WILLIAM BIRD sat silent,
for a long minute, his keen old
eyes fixed on Wibley's face,

scanning it intently.

Wibley waited. |

He was more and more surprised.
For the life of him he could not make
the remotest guess at what the little
old baronet had to eay. Sir William’'s
expression hinted that it waa some-
thing of a serioms nature. Wibley
was curious but inj:entlly puzzled.

“¥You look sn intelligent lad!”
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said Sir William at Iast, apparently
satisfied with his ecrubiny of Wib-
1E$’ﬂ face.

‘Thank wou,
Wibley.

“And there is no doubt that you
arc e-:tranrﬂinari!g skilful in playing
a character part,” aaid Sir William,
“I shonld mnot have bhelieved it
posgible that anyone, especially a
mere schoolboy, could haye done what
yoi. did—but I have the e¢vidence of
my own eyes,”

e scanned Wibley again.

“Everyoue took you for me the
other day—boys who know you in
daily life, even your Form-master!”
he said.

“Yes, sir!"” stammered Wibley.
“I—I'm sorry-—"

“You have mothing to he sorry
about ! said Sir William, “It iz in
vour power, my boy, to do me a very
great service, if you choose to do s0.”

“Anything, sir!” said Wibley
eagerly. “1 shonld jolly well have
ot sacked if vou hadn't epoken up
f?r me. I'd be jolly glad to do any-
thing.”

“Have you arranged your Easter
Liolidays yet?” asked Bir William.

Wibley Dlinked. It was oan
utterly unexpected gquestion.

“Yes—no!” he stammpred. “My
father's in France, helping to enter-
tain the boys nt the Front—he's an
actor, sir., I'm going to be planted
out on an old aunt for the vacation.”

“Would she miss you very mueh if
vou did not go?”

“Not at all, sir! I'ye pgot to go
somewhere, that's all.”

“You wonld be willing to change
your plans®”

“Eh? Yes, if anything turned
up!” said the mystified Wibley., He
wondered dizzily whether the old
bean was going to invite him for
Easter ! :

“Very pood!™ said Sir William,
with satisfaction. “Then therc is
nothing in the way, so far as that
. Would vou be willing to pass

Enster holidays at Eastelift
ge—my place on the south-cast
coast 7"

“0Oh, my hat! Yea, sir, I su
pose so—if you wanted me there!”
stammered Wibley, quite astounded.

“I ghall not be there,” said Sir
William. “But your comfort would
be looked ofter in every way."

Wibley could only blink

“But the ciremmstances,” pursued
the old baromet, “wounld be very nn-
nsual and peenliar, Can you keep o
seeret#

“I—I think goe, siz.™
utterly bewildered,

“Before I prdceed,” said S8ir
William, “I must ask you for your
word to kcep the matter an absolute
seeret. Not o whisper must be uttered
on the subject, even to your best
friends. X am not in a position to
explaia fully, but I must impress
“Ilmn you that the matter is one of
the greatest importance—it may even
be o matter of life or death for me!”

“Oh!" pasped Wibley.

Sir William rose from the settee
and stepped to the door, He opened
it, glanced out, and shut the door
Arain.
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Wibley watched him, dizzy with
aurprise.

o little old gentleman was
making sure that no one was at hand
to hear the communication he was
about to make. ;

He came back, aud sat down again,
little dreaming that a fat Owl waa
hidden bechind the settee, breathlcss
with euriosity.

“I have your promise of seercey?”
he asked,

“Certainly, sir—I can keep a
secret.”

“Ver I gaid 8ir William,
“Now I will explain, so fur as I am

at liberty to do 0. I am about to
leave England on a certain mission
—never mind what. My success, and
gerhnps my safety, depend upon the

cepest secrecy. I may fell you that
I am watched. You will realise, my
boy, that it will be a great advan-
tage to me, in these cirenmstances,
if it is su ed that I have not left
Easteliff go at all.”

“I—I supposc so, sir,” stuttercd
Wihleﬁ.

“What I saw here a few days ago
put this plan into my mind,” went
on Sir William, “In thinking over
the matter, it occurred to me how usc-
ful you could he if you consented to
play the part.”

“The—the part?”

“The part you played n few days
apo, when 1 was lere,” said 8ir
‘William. *Even my own nephew did
not know which of us was his uncle.
Yon will play that part at Eastcliff

I‘mi .H-
¥ gﬁ 1" gasped Wibley,

“Everyone will believe that Sir
Willinm Bird is still at his home so0

}nl;. as you play the part sueeess-
u ¥r

“Oh crikeﬁ"

“1 shall far away,” continued

Sir William. I shall change my own
appearance very considerably—that is
an old experiemce for me.”

“Oh!" breathed Wibler. '“Beeret
Service ?"

* Precisely.”

Wibley's eyes danced.

He understood now, It was that
trick of impersomation that had
cansed this second visit from the old
baronet.

The old bean was poing away on
Secrct Serviece—and the schoolboy
actor was to play his part at East-
cliff Lodge while he was gone. That
he conld do it, Sir William knew, as
he had said, from the evidence of his

owWL eyes,
“Oh pgum!” cxclaimed Wibley.
“I'll do it like & shot, siv! I cam

de it all right—yon can bank on
that "

“That yon can do it, I am well
aware!” saild Siv William, "I have
geen you, and that is suflivient proof
for me. If you comsent——"

“Yes, rather, sip!”

“You understand the need for
seerecy now?” said Bir William,
“Easteliff Lodge is watched by cer-
tain parties who suspcet that I have
been called upon for a cortain ser-
vice, Tley must see me there—after
I am ¢! You nnderstand?*

*1 nuderstand, sir!"”

#It will do you no harm if they

keep watch upon you—and while they
arc watchinq you I shall go my way
unsuspected,” said Sir William. “*This
means success, and, as I have said,
may olso mean safety.”

“I'd do anything, sir, after you
were so jolly detent the other day,”
said Wibley earmestly, “You can
trust me, sir.”

“I am surc of it, Wibley! You
will, I think, find yourself comfort-
able at the Lodge,” said Sir William.
“My man, Jermyn, will remain there
—he will be in the secret—no one else.
Not another member of the household

will know—they will all accept you

as myself. You think you can play
the fnrt?"
“I'm sure of it, sir)”

Wib never was in any doubt that
he could play any part.

“If vou wish to have any of your
school fricnds about you, there is no
objection whatever,” went on Bir
William, *A &nhmlhqfr dpartgr might
make it morc.of a holiday for yon.
But not a word to them of the real
state of affairs, of course—mo one
must know,”

“"You're very good, sir,” said
Wibley. “There's some fellows I'd,
like to ask—could I ask five fellows?”

“Certainly,” said Sir William,
with o amile.

“They're the fellows you met that
afternoon on the common, sir—
Wharton, Nugent, Bull, Cherry, and
Hurree Bingh.”

“I will note those names,” said Sir
William. “Now, my boy, if you have
made up your mind to oblige me in
this matter——"

“What-lio!"” gaid Wibley, beaming.
“I shall enjoy it no end, sir.”

“I shall hope go0,” said Sir William,
smiling, “I am a pretty good judge
of character, I think, and I am sure
that I can rely on you. Now for your
ingtructions. When the school breaks
up you will leave in the ordinary way
—without & word on the subject of
your change of plans. But yon will
procced to Rose Bungalow, at Broad-
ataira, where you will ece me again.
You will bring with you all that you
wim for playing your part.”

ibley nodded.

“At Eastclif Lodge, Jermyn will
help you in every way,” said BSir
William, “He is gn intelligent and
rclinble mian. He will supply yon
wil:Il: e'.'ﬂ;x;jthing you need—mul{ldmg
Cas

“You will be playing the part of
n wealthy man, my boy; naturally,
withont expense to yourself,” said Sir
Willinm. *“Jermyn will have full in-
gtructions. Now, I will tell yon all
I can that will help you in the part
you lhave to play.”

For the next gquarter of an hour,
Wibley listened to Sir William,
almost like a fellow in a dream.

It wos all pie to Wibley. If
Wib had been onsked what sort of o
holiday he would like, this was what
he would have chosen. For some
weeks he was going to play a part—
Eeeping up an impersonation day
after day—the most gorgeous
theatrical stunt he coumld ever have
dreamed of., At the same time, he
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William, little dreaming that Bunter was hidden behind the settee, breathless with curiosity.
““Jt may be a matter of life or death for me ! ™

would be ‘Eajiﬂg Lhis debt of grati-
the

tude to kind-hearted old bean
who bad saved him from getting
sacked. It was sheer joy to William
Wibley.

Sir William rose at last.

He was evidently in a very pleased

and satisfied frame of mind—though
hardly so pleascd and satisfied as
Wibley.

He shook hands with the schoolboy
actor again, and left the visitors’
room. hen he was gome, Wibley
pirouctted round the room, gloating.

“Gorgeous !"” he said aloud., “ Top-
ping! Tip-top! Oh, my hat! What
a catch! ~What a scoop! Hurrah!™

Wibley seemed to be walking on
air when he came out. When the door
shut after him a fat figure crawled
out from behind the settee,

Billy Bunter blinked at the door
that had closed on Wibley. He
gasped.

“Oh crikey!” said Bunter.

LODER DOESN'T LIKE IT!

ODER of the Sizth stared, Then
he frowned.

Loder was surprised, and,
plainly, e was annoyed—he looked
very much annoyed indeed.

n Monday morning, Loder was
looking in the rack for letters. Some
juniors who had come along to do
the same stood back to wait for Loder
to get through. Among them were
the Famous Five and some other
Remove fellows—ineluding William
George Bunter, Bunter, perhaps, was
haping that Lis cclebrated postal

order might have arrived, and he
blinked impatiently at Loder through
his big spectacles.

There waa, as it ha{:pcned, no letter
for Loder. His eyes had fixed on one

that was sticking in the rack,
addressed to Harry Wharton.
He stared at that letter—he glared

at it! Not that Gerald Loder, as
a rule, was interested in the corres-
pondence of juniors. But he knew
the hand in which that letter was
addressed, It was the handwriting
of his distinguished unecle, Sir
William Bird.

He glanced round, saw Har
Wharton among the juniors, an
called to him, frowmng.

“What the dickens does this mean,
Wharton #” he snapped.

The captain of the Remove looked
at hm.

“What and which?®" he inquired
politely.

“This letter iz for you!"” snapped
Loder, He took it down from the
rack. “I'd like to knmow what the
dooce it means.”

“Eh? What?
the astonished junior.
that it matters to you, Loder!
from my uncle, I suppose—"

“It's not! It's from my uncle!™
snapped Loder.

i Wh-&'-ﬂ-‘tr?J;

“You weren't expecting to hear
from my uncle ?* asked Loder, staring
at Wharton's astonished face,

“No; why should I?” said Harry
blankly. i

“J mever knew vou knew him at
all.”

Why?” ejaculated
“1 don't see
It's

“We met him last week, when he
was bhere,” answered Harry. * Blessed
if 1 know why he's written to me,
though.”

e, he, he!” from Bunter.

Billy Bunter fancicd that he knew !
Bunter knew more than the Famous
Five were likely to suess!

Sir William had said, on Saturday,
thant Wibley could have those five
fellows with him for the holiday at
Eastcliff Lodge, Thf‘l:p had to be
asked—and clearly ibley could
not, in the circumetancesg, ask them!
The fat Owl did not doubt what waa
in that letter.

Loder scowled over the letter.

He had, as a matter of fact, hoped
that there would be a letter for bim-
gelf in that handwriting; and there
was not! Gerald Loder cultivated
that wealthy uncle very asaiduously.

Sir William had been, as Loder had
hoped, good for a tip the previous
week., But that tip had taken unte
itself wings and flown away, Loder
having put it on a horse that he
fancied. which had, unfortunately,
come in eleventh.

Loder had written his uncle a very,
very affectionate letter since. He bad
hoped that that would be good for
another of the same. Apparently, it
hadn’t been, as there was no letter
for Loder. Which annoved the sports.
man of the Sixth, who bad several
little bills to meet, and the sight of
a letter for Wharton, wnstead of him-
zelf, added to his annoyance.

“Waeall, T don't catch on to this!™

erunted Loder. "I don’t see why my
THE MacreT Ligrany.—No. 1.676.
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unele should write to you, Wharton.

You can open the letter—and yon'd
better tell mo what's up.”
“1 don’t mind, in the least,”

answered Harry. .

He took the letter and opened it,
his friends gathering round, quite
curious to know what the old Bird
hiad to say to the captain of the
Remove. _

“I say, you fellows, perhaps it's to
nsk yon for Easter!™ grinned Billy
Bunter.

“You fot ass!” said Bob Cherry.
“Zir Willianm doesn’t even know our
names.”

“"He, he, Lie ™

Harry Wharton's eyes opened wide
as he looked at the letter. They
opencd wider and wider in astonish-
ment.

“ My ouly hat I'; hie ejaculated.

*Well?” grunted Loder angrily.
“If you've l%eén greasing up te my
nuele, vou voung rotter—"

“Don't be a fool!™ answered
Wharton nnceremoniously.

“What ¥ roared er.

“Ton't he a fool I snapped the
captain of the Bemove, “I've hardl
apoken to your uncle. Do you thin
I'm after tips from him, the same as
yvou arc voursclf ?”

“Harry, old man—-" murmnred
Nugent.

loder's face was a picture.

“Tell me what's in that letlor at
onee 17 he snarled.

Perhaps Loder really suspected that
a tip might have got to the wrong
address.

“Thiz leltter concerns my Iriends
and myself,” said Harry. “If you're
curious about it you can hear me read
it out to them.”

“We're in it?"” asked Joluny Bull

“Yoes; listen !™

Harry Wharton procecded to read
vut the letter. his comrades Iistoninf
with great interest, and Loder with
4 anrpriscd and angry face.

“ Eaetcliff Lodge,
“ Kent.

“Dear  Wharton,—I  had  the
pleazure of making your acquaint-
ance, and that of your friends, when
I visited Greyfriars on Weduncsday.
I have not forgotten the service you
rendered me that day. If you anmd
your friends—OCherry, Nugent, Bull,
and Hurree SBingh—would ecare to
pass the Laster holidays here, you
would all be made mére than weleome,
I should be very glad if you ean all
come,—Y ours gincerely,

“WitLran Birp.”

“Well, my only hat!® said Bob
Cherry.  “Buater hit it, Hce's asking
us for Easter!”

“He, he, het™

“I—1I supposc it's beeanse of what
hinppened that ﬂﬂ% en  Courtficld
Common,” said arry Wharton
blankly. *Jolly decont of him, any-
how. We haven't fixed up anything
for Epater, and this—"

“This looks good ! grinued Bob.

*The goodfulness is terrific 1”

“Qive me that letter !

Loder snatched it from the hand
of the captain of the Remove without
waiting for it to¢ be hauded over,
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*lLook lere—" began Wlarton
nngrily.

‘I don’t understand this,” snarled
Loder. "“My uncle's going away—at
lenst, he intended to go away; he snid
80 when he was here, He can’t want
n party of fags about the place while
he's away; and still less when he's
there, I shonld thgnk !F Is the old ass
going potty, or what &’

Loder glared at the letter, But he
conld not glare into it anything but
“i'hﬂ'it Harry Wharton bad read ount
of it. :

*“The old ass !'" he snapped.

Loder's dutifnl affection for his
distingnished uncle did not seem nble
to stand much of a strain!

“Is that what vou ealled him when
he was here, Loder?” asked Harry
Wharton contemptuously. “Give me
my letter, pleasc !

er tore the letier ﬁuvaﬁg'e'i;r
across, and across again, and flung
the fragments at him!

“I'm not having this!” he snarled.
“You'll answer that letter with a
*no"—see? I won't have you sneak-
ing round the place! I may be going
there myself in the hols, and I don’t
want Hemove fags abont. Tou'll
write and tell the old asa that wou
don't wont to come.”

Harry Wharton looked steadily at
the bully of the Sixth.

That invitation for Eastor, as far
as he conld see, could only have been
founded on the incident on Courtficld
Common, when the man with the
blond cyebrows had been spying, and
the cliums of the Remove had given
the old baronet warning. It seemed
to him n kind thouglht on the part of
a kindhearted old bean. Whether fo
accept the invitation or not was a
matter for discussion—till Loder
sunpped out Lis orders on the subject !
Then Wharton made up his mind nf
once. I Loder of the Sixth fancied
that lhe could dictate in this matter,
it wns time Loder was told where ho
got off !

“Do you hear me?” snarled Loder.

“I'm not deaf!” answered Harry.
He glanced round at his friends.
“You fellows like the idea? I do!”

* What-ho ! said Bob.

“We'll go!” said Johnny Ball.

“Yes, rather !” snid Nugent.

“The likefulness is terrific!”

Loder breathed hard, and bhe
breathed deep! Thia was defiance,
pure and simple; and the bully of the
Sixth was noft to be defied—if he
could help it !

“I've told you that you're 1o refuse

that invitation., Wharton!” he said, ©

boetween his tecth. “I won’t have you
there—a crew of fags [

“Youn can go on telling me till
you're black in the face, if yon like,”
retorted Wharton,  “I'm going up to
my atudy now to write a lettor
accepting the invitation.”

“Hear, hear I” grinned Bol) Cherry

Loder's cyes phnted.

“Yon won't te your study,
Wharton—you’ll follow me to mine
and take six, to begin with!” he
snarled. “Follow me at once !

And Loder stalked away.

“He, he, he!  You're for it, old
chap !” gigrlod Billy Bunter.

arry Wharton did not lheed the

fnt Owl of the Remove. Neither did
lie heed Loder of the Sixth.

“You fellows coming up to help
write the letter?” he asked. “Wu
mny as well get it done.”

“What about Loder?”

" Nothing about Loder I

“Oh, all right!*

And the Co, followed the captnin
of the Remove up the etairs to the
studies.

Loder, in his stndy in the Bixth,

icked up bhis ashplont aud waited for

‘harton. He had to go on waiting!

A FACER FOR.LODER !

E. QUELCIH frowned.
The Remove master was
sitting on a bench under
one of the ancient Greyfriars elms,
after third school. |
On_that bright and sunmy spring
morning, Quelch had taken a pile ot
Form papers nnder his arm into the
quad and sat dowm in that shady
spot to enjoy the fresh air while he
corrccted the papers.
S0 he wos not pleased when a
bunch of juniors strolled towaxrds the
spot and came to o halt on the other

“eide of the massive truuk of the old

clm.

Really, the Famons Five of the
Remove might have selected some
other spot for a chat, as their voices
reached the Form-master round the
elm and rather disturbed his conecn-
tration on those Form papers,

However, Qucich concluded that
they did not kuow that he was Lhere:
the thick trunk of the clm hid him
from their sight. Certainly he did
not guess that those five members of
his m had planted themselves on
onc side of that big elm because thoy
knew that he wos on the other! i
could not have imagined any motive
they might have had for so doing.

preover, after exchanpging a few
words, the juniors were silent. They
seemed simply to want to stand there
and gaze over the quad towards the
House. That did not worry Quelch,
and he resumed pencilliuﬁ Form
papers, and almost forgot that they
were there.

But he frowned again as a fat
voice eame to his eavs:

13k

“L say, you fellows !

“Buzz off, Bunter!” came Harry
Wharton's yoice.

“I say, old chap. Loder's looking
for you!” chuckled Bunter. “I say,
yvon never went to Lis study in break.”
“1 had a letter to write, fathead !
“1 eay, hadn't you Letter dodger”
asked the fat Owl. “Loder can scc
you standing thore, and he’s sure to

spot you.”

“Run away and play, Bunter !” said
Bob Cherry.

“Well, I can jolly well tell you

Loder's after yon!” said Bunter. *I
say, yon fellows, are g-}u really gguing
fo old Bird's place for Easter?”
“We have writben to accept Sir
William Bird's. kind invitation for

Easter, if that's what you mean.”
“1 eay, Loder don’t like it.”
“Laoder can lump it !

“ Well, you'll get six,” said Bunter.
“Loder don't want }'-;11 there. He



wonldn't want Wibley, either., He,
he, he !®
“Wibley I'* repeated Harry Whar-

ton. “Has the old bean asked
Wibley, tog?”

“He, ha, hel” ]

“You cackling cachinnating octo-
pus, what's the joke?”

“That's telling,” grinned Bunfer.
“I'm not aa.yi.ngh anything. I can
keep a secret, I hope.”

“ What secret, blitherer F* ]

“Oh, nothing ! said Bunter hastily.
“There ain’t any secret, old chap, and
I'm not going to tell it to you. No
fear !™

The Famous Five stared at Bunter.

Bunter was shaking his fat head.
Even Billy Bunter realised that what
he had overheard in the visitors® room
on Saturday was not ant item of news
to be spread all over the school. It
was ¢lear even to Bunter's fat brain
that the matter was serious.

Generally, anything that went into
Bunter's fat ears ran off the end of
his lengthy tongue. But the fat Owl
had kept that length tongue
muzzled, so to speak. unter was
going to keep that sccret.

But Bunter had his own ways of
keeping sccrets,

“A fellow kpnows what he knows!”
said Bunter. “A fellow may have
found out something, or he may not.
I'm not telling you anything. The
old bean would be fearfully shirty
if he knew I Enew.”

“If who knew yon knew what,
owle"”

“(Oh, nothing! I don't know any-
thing—not a thing!” said Bunter
hastily. “And it's got nothing to do
with Wihley, either.”

“Do you mean that Wib's told you
what the old Bird wanted to talk
about the other day?” asked Bob.
“He's told nobedy else.”

“He, he, he!”

“You cackling ass——"

“ Oh, really, Cherry! I say, Whar-
ton, here comes Loder! You'd better
cut ! chuckled Billy Bunter. “He's
got his ash. And look at his face!
Ain't be shirty! He, he, he "

Harry Wharton & Co. looked at
Loder of the Sixth as he came over
from the House.

Loder had spotted them at last,
standing under that elm. But they
did not cut. They had their own
veasons for remaining where they
were for that interview with Gerald
Loder.

*Oh, here you are. you young
scoundrel,” said Loder, as he came up,
happily unaware that his words
reached the ears of a Form-master op
the other side of the big elm. “I
told you to come to my at.mli?, Whar-
ton. You did not come. Now bend
over and touch your toes!”

“What am 1 to be whopped for,
Loder?” asked Wharton calmly.

“Have you refused that invitation
from my uncle to his place for
Easter 7 demanded Loder.

“No. I've accepted it for self and
friends.”

“¥You cheeky little sweep! I've
told yon that I shall drop in there
during the hols. Think I want a
crew of fags about?”

“I don't think you matter,” said
Harry cheerfully. “I suppose Sir
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William Bird has a right to ask any
guests le likes. We're certainly
mng."

“We are!” agreed Bob Cherry
“We isg I

" We'll see about that,” said Loder
grimly. " Now bend over, Wharton,
and touch your toes. BSharp!”

Loder awished his ashplant.

He could not understand the lurk-
ing grins on the faces of the Famons
Five. But they knew, if Loder did
not, that every word rcached Mr.
Quelch.

Loder, in fact, had walked into a
trap. The chums of the Remove had
been waiting in that spot—with

uelch in the offing—for Loder to spot

em. Now he had dome it. Loder
certainly would mnot have ventured
upon stretching his powers as a pre-
feet to such an extent had he known
that a master was within hearing.

The next moment, however, he
knew,

There was a rustle of a gown on the
other side of the big elm. A lean and
angular figure emerged into view
round the massive trunk.

“Laoder!"” barked Mr. Qucleh.

“0Oh!” gasped Loder.

He ceased to swish the ash, and
stared at Quelch in dismay.

Quelch’s gimlet eyes fixed on him
with a petrifying glare.

“Loder,"” he thundered, * what does
this mean? You, a prefect, were
about to administer punishment to a
junior—a boy of my Form—for no
offcnce—none whatever—but for per-
sonal reasons which have nothing to
do with school discipline! What docs
this mean, Loder?"

“0Oh, I—I—" Loder stuttered.

Mr. Quelch raised hia hand.

“Go!" he snapped. " You certainly
will not administer any such punish-
ment, Loder. I shall speak to your
headmaster on this subject. am
surprised at you, Loder! I am dis-

ustéd with you! I shall mention
this to Dr. Locke. Go!”

Loder went.

He almost crawled away., His face
was crimson, and his feelings werc
deep—very deep. But he dared not
utter a word in reply. Never had
the bully of the Bixth loocked so
utterly crestfallen as (Gerald Loder
did as he sncaked away from Quelch’s
uplifted hand and gimlet eye.

r. Quelch gave an angry snort,
returined to his seat, and continued
to correct Form papers.

The Famous Five exchanged a grin
and sauntered away. They were fin-
ished with that spot now—mnow that
Loder had walked into the trap.

“I say, yomu {fellowa!” unter
rolled after them, grinning. "I aay,
did you know Quelch was there?”

“Did we?” murmured Bob Cherry.
“Ha, ha, ha!”
And the Famous Five chortled,

2

William Wibley was going early.
Wibley had leave to go a day before
the rest, and the Famous Five were
seeing him off at the gates. They did
not ﬂx?mt to see Wib again till next
term, little dreaming how soon they
were to see him, and in what guise.

“Have a good time at Eastcliff
Imd% .7 said Wibley, grinning.
“Tell me all about it next term. I
shall be really intercsted. Ta-ta!”

And Wibley departed, grinning
from ear to ear, leaving the Famous
Five rather puzzled. hey did not
sc¢e what there was specially for
Wibley to grin at.

Wibley had rather a peculiar sensc
of humour; but there was nothing to
Amuse him, so far as they could see.
in their coming holiday at Easteliff
Lodge.

The chums of the Remove walked
back to the House. Class was over
for the day, and they had some pack-
ing to do. As they came up to the
Remove landing, a fat figure sitting
there turned towards them, and a
large pair of spectacles fixed on them
iu{;uirmgly.

“I say, you fellows, seen Wibley ?"
asked Billy Bunter. “I'm waiting
here for him to com: up, but he hasn’t
come, "

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Blessed if I ser anything to cackle
at " said the fat Owl, hﬁnking at
them. “I want to see Wibley
specially as we break up to-morrow
I m;;, about Easter——*"

“Naothing about Easter, old fat
man,” said Bob, *“We're booked for
the old Bird's show., Try next door.”

“We might as well travel down to-
gether,” said Bunter.

£ Whﬂ.t PJ!

“I've heard Loder talking about hir
uncle’s place. "Tain't a mansion like
Bunter Court, but it's a decent show.
A chap could have good hols there.”

“0Oh, my hat!” said Bob. “ The old
Bird asked us, because we did him a
little service. Think he will ask you,
becaunse you chucked snuff at him 7

“Well, he doesn’t koow I did,"”
answered Bunter. " Besides, even if
he did, he won't be there, so it's all
right."

illy Bunter grinned—a complacent
grin. The hols were often a problem
to the Owl of the Remove. But
Bunter had been doing some think-
ing, and on this occasion he fancied
that he had solved that knotty

problem.

“He won’t be there!” repeated
Harry Wharton. He stared at the fat
Owl. *“He has asked ua there, fat-

head! Think he's asked us to stay
there while he’s away

“He, he, he!”

“The old bean was Eﬂi?ig away, I
heard ! remarked Frank Nugent. "1
heard that he came to sce Loder
because he was going! 1 supposc

(Continued on the next page.)

BUNTER !

11 00D hols,
old chap
“Same

to you!” grinned
Wig'ley.

s _

It was the day
before  breaking-
up.
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he's paat it off till after Easter”

““IMs, he, he!* chortled Bunter,

“What is that fat pargoyle
curgling about?” asked Bob. *I
suppese you don't know anything
about what the old Bird’s doing,
Bunter 7

“Don’t I!” prinned Bunter, “I—
[—I mean, of—of course not! How
could I¥ He, he, he! Not a thing,
of conrse:! But I say, vou fellows, 1
taney I zhall see you in the hols, It's
rather a jolly place, from what I've
heard Loder say, and a fellow might
o worse.”

“Just walking in and mentioning
to Bir Willinmm that you've come:™
asked Johuny Bull sarcaztically.

“I1 fancey I can fix it up all right !
1 mean to zay, I don't see how Wibley
conld let o fellow dewn in the
cirenmatanees.”

“Wibley ! What's Wil got to do

with it:r™
“ O, 11(-1.1&:1{3;! Nothinge at allt®
said Buwnter hastily. “Don't youn

fellows pet it into your heads that
Wibley's got anything to do with it !
.lﬁc* hosn't—mnot a thing ! Hoew conld
[

“What the thuymp—"

“Nothing of the kind. of conrse !
said Bunter breezily, * Still, at the
same time, a fellow knows what he
knows! A fellow can’t expeet a
fellow fo keep a fellow's eecrets,
unless u fellow is eivil to a fellow,
what

“Whet n lot of fellows ™ said Boh.
“"Do yon happen to mean anything,
or are you just talking out of the
back of vour neck?”

THE MAGNET

“0h, really, Clierry ! What I mean
iz, if Wibley wanta five fellows, I
don't see why ke shouldn’t make it
the round  half-dozen ! argued
Bunter,

“Does Wibley want five fellows?”
nzked ITarry Wharton, mystified. 1
heard that Wib was going to his aunt
in Derbyshire. =he must be a jolly
hospitable annt if she wants him to
take five fellows along with him.™

“He, ho, he

“Anyhow, we shan’t be with Wib
these lals,” said Nugent, “So what
tlo you mean, you bleating blitherer>”

“Won't vou®" grinned Bunter.

“No, nsg; we're going to Easteliff
Todge, We shan't sce any Greyfriars
fellows there, unless Loder pushes in
some time.”

“That’s all wou know ! chuckled

Bunter. “Mind, I'm not telling yon
anvihing. There isn’t anything to
tell, see” 1'm not keeping scercts,

or anything of that sort! Alwelutely
nothing of the kind, Stll, I think
Wibley might like a chap to come. 1
menn to s=ay, I'm the sort of fellow
that makes o party a succcss—as you
chaps know. I faney Wibley will ask
me, when I mention the matter to
him."

o his aont’s in Derbyshire, do
vou means" azked Bob blankly.

“El? Cateh me gninf to his old
aunt's in Derlwwshire ! I'll watch it 17
grinned Bunter, “No fear!”

“Then where—and what

“That’s telling ! chuckled Bunter,
“1 ain't telling you fellows any-
thing ! Not that there's nn;thinp; to
tell, you know. &till, I've been

*p

Juniors in Revolt achieve

"THE REBELS
VICTORY!"

Down with petticoat rule!
That's the war-cry of the rebel
Hemove of St. Frank's, and
they're not letting up in theic
revolt nntil the mistresses have
been sacked and the masters
reinstated ! How  the rebels
achicve their object makes 2
thrilling yorn ! 1t's book-length.

FFYOUR NEWSACENT AL WOT A COBY /N STOCK ASK WM TO
ODROEFR ONE EOR YOu f

thivking it over, and I think I'd
Letter see Wibley ns we're breaking
up to-mprrow, gay, you fellows,
shall we travel down t{'r,r;‘etheri-‘”

“We'ra going to Easteliff, fat-
head—="

“Eh? Bo am [, if T ean fix it up
with Wib—and I rather thiok I can,”
said Bunter.

“What has Wibley got to do with
it?” shrieked Bob Cherry.

“0h, nothing! Nothing at all ™
said the fat Owl, realising that the
gecret was in danger. “ Absolutely
nothing. X don’t know anything
about it, of course—I never heard
the old Bird falking to Wibley,
naturally., How could I, when they
were in the visitors® room all by
themselves, and I certainly wasn't
in the room at the time! Nowhere

near it,"”

“My only hat!” ejaculated Bob
Cherry. “Did that fat foozler play
Paul Pry when the old Bird was
talking to Wibley that day? Wib's
never told anybody what it was all

about.”
“He's not likely to!”  prinned
Bunter, “Catch Wibley saying

word ! I'm not going to say a word.
cither! L wasu't there, you know--
and as for hiding behind the scttee.
I never thought of such a thing ! Not
the kind of thing I would do !

The Famous Five gazed at Bunter !
Wibley had said nothing about that
interview with the little old baronet,
though a good many fellows had been
curious. But they could sec now that
Bunter knew

“You fat villain !”
of the Remove. “You ought to be
jolly well kicked !

*“Oh, really, Wharton—"

“Mean to say you parked yourself
in that room and heard what the old
gilid had to say to Wib?” exclaimed

al,

“Eh? No! XNething of the kind!
I was in my study at the time. I
never heard a weord, and I'm not
going to tell won what I heard.
cither, 0 you meedn’t ask me! I
can tell yvou the old Bird would
be shirty if he knew I knew anything

said the captain

. abont it 1™

“About what. vou fat ass?”

“Oh, nothing! Nothing at alll 1
say, you fellows, where's Wib? I've
been sitting here an hour or more,
and he hasn’'t come up—know where
he is 2%

“In his train by
answered Bob Cherry.

“Wha-a-t ¥"

“He's gone——"

“Gone ! yelled Bunler., “ You sillw
ass!  We dou't break up till to-
morrow "

“Wib's pone a day carly *

“0Oh! The beast!™ howled Bunter.
“They mnever said anything about
that—they must have arranged it
since—the beast !”

“S0 you heard what they said, you
fat eavesdroppere”

“0Oh, no! I say, sure Wibley's

one? Perhaps I can catch him up !

illy Bunter heaved himself up from
the landing seat. “'I say—"

“Gentlemen, chaps, and beloved
‘carers,” said Bob Cherry, " goodness
koows what the old Bird had to say

this time ™




to Wib—and nchody wants ta know
but Bunter! Bunter knows! As
Wib’s gone, he can’t boot him ! Let's
boot him for Wib

ﬂﬁm' hﬂﬂr E”

“] say, you fellows—— TYaroooh !I”
roared Billy Bunter. *“I say, you
beasts, stoppit! I say, I've got to

et after Wibley, and say—

ow-ow-ow-ow-ow !’

Billy Bunter forgot all about
Wibley and holidays at Eaateliff
Lodge as he flew up the Remove
passage with the Famous Five in
pursuit. He roared as he flew,

Five boots, in turn, landed on the
tightest trousers at Greyfriors; and
every thud clicited a fiendish yell
from the fat Owl

“Ow! Oh! Yow! Wow ! Yarocoh !”

Billy Bunter hurled open the door
of Study No. 7 and bolted inl A
final litt from Bob Cherry’s foob
landed him in that study—ond
Bunter rolled and roared.

And the Famous Five, leaving him
to roll and roar, walked away to get
on with their packing !

AND BUNTER!

i HAT ass!”
- "“That chump "
“That fooling fathead.”

“That bloated bandersnatch!™

“That terrific idiot!”

The Famous Five nttered all those
romarks together, m various tones
of surprise and exasperation. .

It was the following day. A train
hiad landed the chume of the Remove
at the little station of Eastcliff, on
the sonth-cast coast, ..’

They alighted from the train with
bright and cheery faces. From the
station platform they had a ghmpse
of the blue sea, rolling in the dis-
tance, under the bright spring sun-
ghine, They had becn told that Sir
William's car wounld be waiting at
the station to carry them to the lodge,
and they were about to start for the
car whemn an uncxpected sight dawned
on them.

It was the sight of a fat figure
descending from another carriage
elong the train.

They gazed at Billy Bunter.

Bunter, it seemed, had canght the
game train. They had not noticed him
at it, but they noticed bim now,

The fat junior blinked round
through his 'big spectacles, epotted
the five staring juniors, and rolled
up to them with a fat grin wreathing
hie fat foce.

“T say, you fcllows——" he squeaked
cheerily.

“You pernicious porpoise!” roared
Bob Cherry. “'What are you doing
hore 2"

“He, he, he!"

“Bump him !" said Johnny- Bull.

Billy Bunter backed pmmﬂly.

“1 say, you fellows, no larks| It’s
all right—TI mean, it will be all right
when I sce Wibley—"

“Wibley ! howled Bob,

“I—J mean Bir William!” stai-
meored Bunter, ;

“You mean Sir William ![" repeated
Harry Wharton. “When %qu* say
Wibley, you mean 8ir William!
Pottyr"

“He, be, he! [ mean to say, I

EVERY SATURDAY

missed Wibléy yesterday owing to the
beast going off early. But when I
gee him here—-="

“Wibley's mnot bhere, you fat
chump !
“Oh! No! Of—of course not! I

mean, when I gee Sir William——"
“Mad as a hatter!” eaid Bob

Cherry in wonder. “Look Lere, you

fat ass, the old Bird's in the car,

‘waitiodg for us. He said over the

phone that he would be here to mect
us when we came——"

“I know all that!" grinned Bunter.
“I heard you fellows talking about
it! It's all right! I can fix it wi

1]

Wibley ns scon as I see him—'

“The blithering owl seems to have
Wibley on the brain!" said Johnny
Bull, “You won't see Wibley again
till  next term, you dithering
dummy !"

“Eh? Oh! Yes! No! It's all
right—I mean as soon a3 I see Sir

| BACK-CHAT!

By Skinner, the joker of the Remove.
“HUMORIST " (Shell).—"1Is

it trme that Loder may be
barred from First Eleven
cricket this year because he's

guch a * bad hat

Nearly true; the real reason,
we learn, is that he's such a
rotten “howler !

“KEEN ON GRAMMAR?”
(Third).—"What ~ is wrong
with this sentence: * Bunter
gaid lie were not hungry.”™ .

Easy! “Bunter said he
WERE hungry,” of course! .

R. R. (Remove).—" How still
Greyfriars geems in the black-
out! Not a sound from the
School House, not a whisper
from the lodge, not & murmur
from the tuckehop——"

_ Exactly! Not even the Cloi- |
“gtirg ' !

8. J. 8. (Remove).—" Quelchy
dishes ns a lot of tripe.” _
And apparently takes us. for

!

. t-h'ﬂ “ﬂ‘.l!.:l.ﬂllﬂ ¥
L

William—— He, he, he! He will ask

me to hop into the car. Yowm’ll see!
I can tell you that Sir Wibley—I
mean Sir William—will be jaﬂﬁ' civil
iasmu as I speak to him. He, he,
el
“¥You howling ass—"
o Yﬂh IH‘

The Famous Five walked out of the
station, with their suitcases,

Billy Bunter rolled after them,
with no suitcase to carry: Bunter was
travelling light—as usual. Perha
he felt that he could rely upon Bir
William to see him thromgh—in the
peculiar circumstances.

" Qutside the station was the car, the

¢hanffenr standi:ag by, and, . sitting,
ge

in the car, an ol ntleman whom
the Famons Five knew at a glanee-
or thought they did.

A pilfk face, with a rim of silve
hair under a silk hat, was turn
towards them, and .an eyeglass
gleamed in the sunshine.

The old Bird stepped from the

car, with a smile of welcome.

3

“Glad to see you, my boys! Tumble
in! Ggod gad! t's thisp”

The eyeglass gleamed at Bunter,

Bunter blinked at the pink old
face.

For a moment & horrid doubt smote
him. If this was Wibley, he was plesf
ing the part to the very life. To
the chauffeur, obviously, he was 3ir
William Bird; 1o the Famous Five
he was Sir William Bird, ' Was hef

Billy Bunter wondered, for an
awful moment, whether he had gone
to sleep behind the settee in the
vigitora' room at Greyfriars and
dreamed it all,

“What is this?” repeated BSir
William, scapning’ Bunter. ~“ Did you
bn‘l;,:a bring this- with you? What is
ity

It was Sir William’s deep and
rather throaty voice to the last tone.
If it was Wibley, he was not merely
playing-his part—he waa living it.

“What iz it?" repea Sir
William. “What is it doing here?
What?"

‘The Famous Five grinned. Really,
Bunter might have been something
out of the Zoo by the way the
baronet spoke.

“HRoll off, Bunter, you fat ass!”
said Johnny Bull.

“Shan't!” hooted Bunter. Heo
blinked at the pink old face and
blinked again, and he coumld not be
sure. But he was going to try it on.
“Twook here, I can Eﬁ; well tell
you that I jolly well know the whole
game, and 1f can't jolly well be
civ[illé‘[’ll jolly well give you away—so

ah !

? Sir William gave a start.

The Famous Five looked on in
wonder., They couldl not begin to
make head or tail of this. They did

not understand Bunter in the least;
but Sir William, it seemed, did.

He looked at Bunter!

And the fat Owl—quite sure now
—prinned and gave him a fat wink.

‘gﬁ William breathed hard.

“Get in, my boys!” he said.

“What about me?"” grinned Bunter,

K GE-t' in-‘l”‘ .

Sir William stepped  in.

Harry Wharton & Co. looked at
him—and looked at the grinning fat
Owl, They were simply dumbfonnded.

What it all meant they could not
begin to understand; but onme thing,
at least, was clear—Billy Bunter was
going to be a member of the Easter

liday parfy !

That, at least, was clear, and, as
the car rolled away, the fat Owl of
the Remove %’I‘ill_‘.l’l.l!ﬂ. wikh hqliﬂ
estisfaction—safely lamded for -
Easter lhols! Though, if Billy
Huntér conld have foreseen all that
was to .follow, he mipht not Have
been 8o happily _satisfied. For-
tunetely, Bubter conldn’t!

THE ERD.

An amazing heliday advenisre lies
before Harry Wharton & Co. and
Billy Bunter! Tn next week’s story,
they hove evidénce that they dre up
agiinst a secret foe who is watching

their svery movement. Don’t nliss
“The Mystery Man of Easteliff
Lodge,” whatever you do, in next

week's MAGNET.)
Tne Mao¥er Liprary.—Na. 1.676.



THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

IL&.L""'.?E been numi'z_zg_ through a
huge bhatch of letters from my

1

this occupation gives me o great deal

of  pleasure. ~ Without exception,
every -letter -is couched in such a
fricndly tome that I feel that-it is
from .a genuine "pal; even where
there are criticisms—and these are
rare—these are of a very  minor
description, . and_ the writers in-

variably end up on the friendliest of .

_ ‘ trouble is, ‘that it
is extremely- difficult :for a  busy
Editor to find time to send a per-
';m;ml reply to the writer of  every
otter.

nates. - The onl

THAT MAP!

There is a chorus of praise for the
map of the Greyfriars neighbourhood
which was published in our issue of
March 2nd. Many readers report,
that, they have pasted it up om a
sheet of cardboard for future refer-
ence One reader points out that it
would have been lédlpful if the’posi-
tion of Sea View, the bungalow
which figured so prominently in the
lagt cries of stories, had been indi-
cated on the map. I agree. The
artist had been at work on the map
for' so lomg—for it wads a long and
painstaking task—that he evidently
neglected this opportunity ‘of bring-
ing it right up "to date’ However,
I should ‘Lﬂhm the pozition of Sea
View as being on the CLif Road;
just about in the position of the “C "
i the waord ClLiff,

STILL GROWING !

The cireulation .of the Magxer is
still growing apace. Az many of you
readers liave recently, remarked, the
old " paper in all itz thirty and more
yeura of life hag never been so good
or so umversally appreciated as now
Anid"that in itgelf brings a big prob-
lem iu ity train. Every week new

readers are picking up the Maoxer,
and * that, means that some of the.

renders, and ‘T must say that -

Your Editor is always pleased to hear from
his readers.
* Magnet,” The Amalgamated Press, Ltd,

Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London, -

Write to him : Editor of the

E.C.4.

regular readers have to go short.

Weo are ready to print as many
MagneTs as ave required each week,
but we are not allowed to print more
than are ordered by the newsagents.
There must be no wasting of precious
paper in wartime. That means that

gach of - you must give a regular

ovder for the paper to be reserved for
you each ‘week, ' if you want to be
certain.of your. weekly.copy " If you
don’t, you are sure to * get left,” and
that would spoil your whole week,
wouldn’t it? I have to refer to tlis
matter at frequent intervals-because
of the number of complaints’ I con-
tinue to. receive of the difficulty of
obtaining the Maaxner

"Tell your newsagent to save you a
copy regularly, and all- your  difli-
culties will be solyed.” If you have
trouble, wtite to me at ouce,

NEXT WEEK'S STORY !
Harry Wharton & Co.;° light-
heartedly r:n'njr'in%- their Easter
holidays at JEﬂm‘n: if Lodge, have

. embarked upon one of the most ‘ex-

citing adventures’ of . their career,
although they are as yet far from
realising the fact. Old Bir William
Bird is up to his bushy eyebrows in
Seeret Service intrigue, ‘and certain
parties are well aware of this  Hence
thie cloge wateh that is kept upon his
house. In the next story, entitled :

“THE MYSTERY MAN OF EAST-
CLIFF LODGE ! ™

Frank Ilichards in his own happy
style givés you a taste of what is
in store for you as this grand holiday
gories runs ifs conrse ou will vote
it -the real goods—or I'm a Dutch-
man !

One final word to each of my pals
—mako up your miud that before the:

end of the week vou will obtain at.iy

least one new reader for the good old
Maener, and thercby earn the best

thanks of
YOUR EDITOR

—r o e o i B e i SR T
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“MAGNET” PEN PALS

A free feature which brings together
readers all over the world for the pur-
pose of exehanging views on maticrs of
wmuluwal inferest.  If wou wish to reply
to @ notice published here gou must
write to the Pen Pal direct. Neliccs for
publication should be aeccompanicd by
the ponpon on this page, and posted to
the MaGRET Pen Pals, Flectway House,
Farringdon Street, London, FAL4.

R. Lockhart, 6010, Durocher Avenue,
Apt. 2, Outremont, Montreal, Quebec,
Ganada; 14-17; stamps; Britich Ewpire,
France, amd U.é..ﬁ..; al l'ettcrr: answered.

J. Hill, &20, . Gilmour Strect, L'eter-
borough, Untario, Canada; 12-16; chemistry,
photography, and .sports; anywhere.

. Miss L,  Soavelevsky, Maison D'Arras,
Rughy Road, Clifton, wr. Rughy, Warwick-
_ 4-16; booka,
ginging, and apimals; Capada or New
Zealand. . ; J

Miss K. Q. DParry, 16, Victoria I'ark,
Bangor, North Wales; girl correspondents;
13-14; jazg, sports, fllms, and books; any-
where in Ecgland except Lormdon. o

L. Enlbbs, 97, BRound Road,
Green, ' Erdington, _ Birmingham;
Brit,ini’: Empire,- except Englaml.

T. Harrop,: 9, Crabmill - Lane, ‘
Coventry; 16-19; sports, dancipg, Dbirds'
eggs, and eycling; all letters answereal.

‘A. Thomas, 36, Mdddock Street, Burslem,
n-Trent; - 16-18; shorthamd . sl
general topics, :

E. Payne, 76, Demesne Road, Whalley.
Range, Manchester, 16; 17-20; dancing,
films, billards, and indoor sporls. )

Migz Ir. Lynch, 7, Bull RKing, Drogheda,
Eire, Ireland: cricket, golf, tennis, and oi-
door games, ) N '

D. Gigli, Stainsh
Derhy; stamps,

l]'J:'r-_eI:ea
15-16;

Foleshill

E House, Smallcy, - or.
table -teonis, and short-
hand; Canoda.-

J. Brown, 25, Manor,  Street, - Falkirk,
Btirlingshire, Scotland; boy correspondents;
11-13; general topics: ; ]

A. Toms, 16, S8tation Road, Fillen,
Bristod; 14-15; reading and flms; awy-
where; all letters anawered.

K. Charleswarth, - 14,7 Kinnaird HRoad,

Shiregreen, Sheffeld, 5; 15-17; anywhere;,
all letters answered. . 1

s I Orefing la, WiHlcott Road, - Acton:
Hill, W.3:; snywhere; all Jetters answereil,

J. A. Biddell, I.auff'mim,- 13, Leslic Road,
Hillsborough, Sheffield; anywhere,

J. Boberis, 1, -Heronden Cottages, Ten-
terden, Kent; 18-20; stamps and general
m;[:!a: Malta, Gibraltar, New Zealand.

." Brown, 152, Gordon Street, I'reston,
Lancs; 14-16; stamps and coinz; Scollamd
andl ‘ﬂ'a!es. ; d

J. Charnock, 42, Jefferson Streel, Everton,
Liverpool, .55 13-15; - stamps, films, aml
general toplca; apywhere but DBritizh Isles.

Miss D, Hosie, 228, Manchéster Dond,
Burnley, Lanes; 13-15;"general topies; and-
where, except British Isles. . . .= =

E. A. Floyd. 95, Laundry Road, ;éhirle_t',

Warren, - Bouthampion; hoy nfrrnspélmici*nt-::
ms; Scotlanmd,

14-16; skating,  fee hoekey, 6
Canada,- amed U5 A,
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