Billy Bunter’s
mwienos  3OObDY-trap

SAY, YOU FELLOwWS!?”

'@‘ Billy Bunter blinked into No. 1
Study, in the Remove passage at

Greyfriars School, through his big

spectacles.

Harry Wharton and Co. glanced
round at the fat face and ample figure
in the study doorway.

“Too late!” said Bob Cherry,
shaking his head.

“Eh ? Too late for what ? ”’ asked
Bunter.

“ We've finished tea ! Not a crumb
or a plum left.”

‘“ Oh, really, Cherry

“ Try Smithy’s study ! " said Harry
Wharton, laughing. “ Smithy had a
hamper from home today, old fat man.”

“1 haven’t come here to teal”
hooted Bunter.

“You haven't?” ejaculated the
chums of the Remove, all together, in
astonishment.

“No!” roared Bunter, “ 1 want
you to lend me——!"”

“ Stony ! ” said Bob, with another
shake of the head.

“I want you to lend me

“ Nothing doing ! ”

“ I want you to lend me your coal-
bucket ! ”’ roared Billy Bunter, getting
it out at last. “ That old leather bucket
you use for a coal-scuttle. Can I have
ite”

L1 What ? »n

The juniors in No. 1 Study stared
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blankly at the fat Owl of the Remove.
Billy Bunter might have wanted to
borrow anything in the way of cash,
from twopence to a ten-shilling note.
But why he should want to borrow
their coal-bucket was a great mystery.

“Will you lend me your coal-
bucket ? ’ yapped Bunter.

“ There’s no coal in it,” said Frank
Nugent.

“ That’s all right ! I can put a couple
of bricks in it. You see, what I want
it for is a booby-trap | explained
Bunter. “ It’s for that beast Smithy !
He’s gone out now—and I want it
ready when he comes back. I'm going
to fix it up over his study door. I fancy
he will be sorry for kicking a chap,
when it comes down on his napper !
What ? ”

And Bunter chuckled.

“Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Bob
Cherry. “ You unspeakable fathead,
are you thinking of dropping a coal-
bucket with a couple of bricks in it on
a chap’s napper ? ”

“That’s it!” grinned Bunter.
““ Make him sit up, what ? He jolly
well kicked me before he went out.
Making out that I'd been at his
hamper, you know. As if I'd touch his
mouldy pineapple. I can get all the
pineapples I want from the pineries
at Bunter Court 4

““ Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Blessed if I see anything to cackle
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BILLY BUNTER’'S BOOBY-TRAP

at. I told him I never touched his
pineapple, and he kicked me all the
same. Suspicious beast, you know. It
wasn’t a good pineapple, either—not
really ripe—I couldn’t have eaten it
at all if I hadn’t found some sugar in
Ogilvy’s study 2

“Oh, crumbs! And you never
touched it | ” gasped Bob.

“No! I told Smithy so, and he
wouldn’t take my word ! Kicked me,
you know,” said Bunter. *“ Well, per-
haps he’ll be sorry for himself when
he gets that bucket on his napper, with
a brick or two in it.”

““Not so sorry as you’d be after-
wards | ” chuckled Bob.
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Billy Bunter blinked into No. 1 Study.

“ He won’t know I did it, of course.
You fellows wouldn’t give a chap
away,” said Bunter; “ he will just

Al walk into his study and get it—cosh !

—and he’ll never guess who fixed it
up. But I say, you fellows, I can’t
waste time—Smithy’s only gone to see
Redwing off in his train—he’ll be back
soon. Hand me that coal-bucket, will
you, Wharton ? ”

“Will I?” gasped the captain of
the Remove. “ Not quite! Only a
howling ass would do a thing like that.
You’d better forget all about it.”

“ Look here,”” roared Bunter, * will
you lend me that coal-bucket or not ? *’
* Not | Shut the door after you.”

“ Beast | ”

Billy Bunter shut the door after
him—with a bang that woke all the
échoes of the Remove passage, as he
retired in wrath,

Billy Bunter was sitting on the
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lose now—Smithy would be coming
in soon. He loaded the leather bucket
with a Latin dictionary, a Selection
of English Verse and a Hall and
Knight, from Vernon-Smith’s study
table. Those three volumes were
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could not fix up his booby-trap from
the inside, or there would have been
no egress from the study for him after-
wards. He had to fix it from outside
the door. Mounting on the chair, he

lifted up the leather bucket, and
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