





























I'i1shy was no mote scrupulous than Bunter

himself on points like this.

“Gee whiz!”

Fisher T. I'ish jumped.

If I'1shy’s sharp eyes had suddenly rested
on the Gorgon, the sight could not have
startled him more than the sight of Bunter’s
letter.

He read it—he read it again—he stared
at 1t—he blinked at it—and he gasped for
breath.

“Done!” spluttered TIisher T. Fish.
“Gee whizl Great snakes! The pesky
spoofer! Done! Diddled! My ten bob!
Oh, hokey !”

He glared wildly round the study, caught
up the cricket bat belonging to Johnny Bull,
and tore out of the doorway—after Billy
Bunter. He came along the Remove passage
as 1f he were on the cinder path, wild-eyed.

Crash !

“You howling ass |” roared Bob Cherry as
Fisher T. IF'ish cannoned him on the stairs.
“You—you i

“Where’s Bunter?’ gasped Fishy.

“Bother Bunter! You ”

“I want his blood!” yelled Fisher T.

IFish. “I'm going to brain him! Where
18 he ?”

Without stopping for an answer to his
question, I‘isher T. Fish raced down the
stairs, leaving Bob Cherry staring after him
blankly.

“What’s the matter with Fishy?” called

out Bull.

“Blessed 1f I know! Off his rocker, I
should think,” gasped Bob. “He’s after
Bunter with a cricket bat. He’s going to
brain him.”

H»'F]'Shy 1

“What the thump .

Heedless of the excitement he was causing,
I'isher T. Fish rushed out into the quad,
wild-eyed and gasping. He glared round
for Bunter. IIalf-a-dozen fellows rushed on
the excited junior.

“What’s the matter with you?” roared
Harry Wharton, seizing I'ishy by the collar
and shaking him.

“I guess I'm going to brain Bunter—
my ten bob—and the other bob—and the

{

” gpluttered Fisher T. Fish

half-crown

incoherently.
“What’s he done?” demanded Skinner-

“You let Bunter alone, Fishy! DBunter’s
eot friends to stand by him, 1 can tell you.”

“Yes, rather,” said Snoop warmly.
“The fat clam !” shrieked Fisher T. Fish.

“You shut up!” said Bolsover major.
“What do you mean by calling Bunter
names, you skinny scarcecrow }”

“Look at this!” Fisher T. Fish waved
the letter wildly in the air. “Spoof—that
cheque! Oh, Jerusalem crickets! And he’s
had my last ten bob!”

“Quite potty,” said Bob Cherry, 1n won-
der. “That’s an I O U in Bunter’s scrawl.
What’s wrong ?”

“The other side

“It’s a letter

““Bunter’s pater’s fist,” said Skinner. “I
know it. Why—what—oh, my hat! Great

pip !‘H
A dozen eyes saw the letter as Fisher

T. Fish held it up. It was really a surpris-
ing letter—especially to Bunter’'s new
friends. It was short, if not sweet.
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“Dear William,—It is impossible for me
to send you anything beyond your allow-
ance, but I quite approve of your desire to
keep up equal appearances with your schooi-
fellows. I have no objection to sending you
a cheque which you may show about the
school. You will be very careful to return

it to me by the next post.
“Your affectionate father,

“S. BUNTER.”

Evidently that was the letter that had
accompanied the celebrated cheque. Skin-
ner blinked at it with quite a sickly look.
Skinner had expended seven shillings and
sixpence in “sprats ” to catch whales that,
only too clearly, never would be caught!

“Great Scott!” ejaculated Johnny Bull.
“But—but—Dbut he took the cheque to Mr.
Quelch to be cashed !”

“We—we went with him!” stammered
Snoop.

Fisher T. Fish raved.

“He was pulling our pesky lee. He just
went into Quelchy’s study and spun him
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some yarn—asked him to lend him a dio-
tionary, perhaps. I guess I see it all now.”
“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Bob Cherry.
“’Tain’t & laughing matter,” yelled
Fisher T. Fish. “He’s had fifteen bob out

of me!”
“Seven-and-six out

Skinner.
“He owes me twelve shillings” spluttered

of me!” panted

Bolsover major. “Where i1s he? Where
is the spoofing toad ?”
“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Don’t you feel

friendly to Bunter now?” asked Bob.

“Ha, ha, ha!”
“Where is he?” raved Fisher T. Fish.

“I’'m going to brain him! I'm going to
scalp him! I guess I want his blood |”
“Where 1s he?” howled Skinner.
“I saw him making for the tuck-shop
ten minutes ago,” remarked Todd, with a

chuckle.
IFisher T. Fish gave a whoop.

“Then my ten bob’s gone! It wouldn’t
last him ten minutes! I’ll have his scalp{

I’ll have his gore!”
Brandishing the bat, Fisher T. Fish

headed a rush for the tuck-shop, followed

(

fast by Bunter’s new friends, who did not
look friendly now. It was j_USt then that
Bunter, very sticky ﬂI‘ld' shiny, emerged
from the tuck-shop, with exactly ten-
shillings’ worth of tuck reposing in his
well-stored interior. He gave the crowd of
wrathful juniors a startled blink, and, with-
out waiting to ask questions, bolted for hig

life.
“ After him!” roared Skinner.

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Bob Cherry.

it, Bunter |”
And, with a speed that was amazing con-

sidering the weight he had to carry, William
George Bunter fled, with a howling crowd

on his track.

What was left of William George Bunter
after his friends had done with him lay in
the armchair in Study No. 7 that evening
and groaned. Brief——verf brief—had been
the popularity in which William George had
basked. He had gone up like the rocket,
and had come down like the stick, and gag
he groaned in the armchair he wondered

dismally whether life was really worth

“Go

living. Just then it felt as if it wasn’t ]
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An eerie, creepy article from
Mr. Henry Quelch, Master of the Greyfriars Remove

GRETFRIARS ScHooL has long enjoyed the

reputation of being ghost-haunted.
Having been & monastery in the
remote past, 1t 18 not surprising that many
strange stories and quaint legends should
have gathered around the ancient building.
Iivery old school, like every old mansion
and manor house, has its traditional ghost ;
and Greyfriars is reputed to harbour, at
difierent times, not merely one ghost, but a
veritable tribe of eerie visitants.

THE WANDERING FRIAR

szsamu,r, I am inclined to smile at the

majority of these ghost stories, and to
set them down as foolish fancies, bred in the
minds of imaginative schoolboys. The tale

of ‘“* The Wandering I'riar,”” for example,

does not convince me, though I have heard
it from the lips of several Old Boys, as well
as present scholars, who declare that they
have met the ghostly wanderer face to face.
The gloomy and historic crypt is alleged
to be the happy haunting-ground of this
ghost. Wearing monkish robes and a cowl,
and with sandalled feet, the Wandering
Friar is said to patrol the orypt from end

(

the gifted pen of

to end, at the witching hour of midnight,

on certain nights of the year.
I well remember a most startling incident

which occurred some years ago. I was burn-
ing the midnight oil in my study when a dis-
traught junior, clad 1n pyjamas and dress-
ing-gown, burst in upon me. Breathlessly
he told his strangze story. He confessed that
a midnight feast was about to be held in
the Remove dormitory, and that he had
been deputed to go and fetch the tuck-
hamper, which had been hidden in the crypt.
He rolled away the stone at the crypt
entrance, and descended the i1ron ladder.
As he did so, he was startled by the sound
of shuffling footsteps down below. Wonder-
ingly, and with a palpitating heart, the
junior flashed his electric-torch into the
cavernous gloom of the crypt. He then saw,
to his horror, the ghostly ficure of the
Wandering Friar shufling towards him,
and intoning a Latin chant. For a moment,
the junior stood rooted to the spot with
terror. Then, regaining the power of
movement, he was up the ladder in a flash
and rushing, panic-stricken, across the

Close.
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.+ The ghostly figure of the Wandering Friar
shuffled slowly towards him !

I have told you his story more coherently
than it was told to me. The boy gabbled
dreadfully, and kept darting nervous
glances over his shoulder, as if expecting
to see the ghost of the Wandering Friar
standing in my study doorway.

I pacified the boy as best I could, and
requested him to accompany me to the crypt.
where I would investigate his strange tale.
But he shrank at the prospect of going
back, so I bade him return to his dormitory.
Then I set out myself to the scene of the
visitation, armed with & lantern and a cane.
I took the latter in case the ““ ghost ’? ghould
prove to be some mischievous Greyfriars
boy.

I must confess to a slight feeling of trepi-
dation as I descended into the Stygian
darkness of the crypt. The hand that held
the lantern trembled 2 little, and my grip
on the cane became convulsive. Supposing
[ found myself conironted with the Wander-
ing Friar? What should I say? How should
[ act?

However, neither speech nor action proved
necessary, for, although I explored the crypt
from end to end, I saw nothing, and heard
nothing—save the sound of a rat gcuttling
across the stone floor. I came to the con-

clusion that the terrified junior had been
the victim of a powerful hallucination, and
dismissed the matter from my mind.

Oddly enough, however, his story has
been repeated to me at different times by
different persons, and in essentials it hasg
been the same. But until I see with my own
eyes the strange phenomenon of *the
Wandering Friav, I shall refuse to believe
that he patrols the crypt at dead o’ night,
intoning Latin chants!

THE TORTURE CHAMBER

THERE is an old lumber-room at Grey-

friars, isolated from the rest of the
building, and used as a sort of extra box-
room. Here are stored the trunks and port-
manteaus which are not likely to be required
by their owners during term-tim'e.' The
room 18 kept locked, and the key 1s in my
possession.

This room has a sinister history. In the
days of Queen Elizabeth, when the notorious
Dr. Hardstaff ruled Greyfriars with a rod
of 1ron, the apartment was used as a
punishment-room. The scholars of that
period christened it ‘“ The Torture Cham-
ber,”” and with good reason, for many a
birching, of unexampled severity, took place
within those four walls.

The “ghost ” of Dr. Hardstaff is reputed
to haunt this lumber-room. Nobody has ever
seen 1t ; but from time to time persons pass-
ing the door have been startled to hear
strange swishing sounds emanating from
within, as if a birching were in progress.
The swishings have been accompanied by
moans and groans of a truly terrifying
nature.

The last person to hear these extra-
ordinary sounds was Wingate, of the Sixth.
Now, Wingate is the last person in the world
to harbour delusions, or to be tricked by his
own 1magination. He is sane, lei'el—heagled,
and practical. On hearing these mysterious
sounds, he came to the conclusion that a
““rag ’’ was in progress.

The door of the lumber-room, however,
was locked on the outside, and the room has
no window. How, then, could any “rag-
gers ” have pained access to “The Torture
Chamber *’ %
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Wingate summoned me at once, and I
arrived on the scene just in time to hear
the last faint yelps and moans. Instantly I
unlocked the door and flung it wide.
Together we rushed into the room—only to
find nobody there!

I do not pretend to be able to explain this
mystery. Whether the ghost of the in-
famous Dr. Hardstaff had returned, and a
birching scene of long ago had been re-
enacted, or whether the queer noises we
heard had some perfectly innocent and
natural explanation I cannot say. But I
frankly confess that the mystery of ‘‘ The
Torture Chamber *’ impresses me far more
than the story of the Wandering Friar;
and I am hoping that sooner or later some
satisfactory explanation will be forth-
coming.

A VERY SOLID GHOST !

URING last winter a strange story cir-

culated throughout Greyfriars, to the
eliect that a ghostly figure had been seen
making its way in the direction of the school
kitchen at dead of night.

I took no official cognisance of the story

until I heard it from the lips of my col-
league, Mr. Prout, who declared that he had

actually seen the apparition when making
his final tour of the building. Mr. Prout
described it as a terrifying spectre, of
abnormal proportions, and clad in white.
Instead of gliding gracefully, as is the

habit of most ghosts, it waddled along in
an undignified manner, emitting strange

gasps and grunts.
““I hastened to my study to fetch my

Winchester repeater,”” said Mr. Prout,
‘“but on my return I saw nothing of the
fearsome apparition. It had vanished
utterly.””

I discovered next morning that a rabbit-
pie had also vanished utterly from the school
kitchen, and I decided that this was a case
for prompt investigation. Accordingly, I
kept watch the next night, taking up my
position 1n a doorway which commanded a
view of the kitchen door. My electric-torch

was ready to hand.

[
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Shortly before midnight I was startled by
the sound of approaching footsteps and
gsomewhat laboured breathing. I watched
and waited, until the footsteps halted almost
opposite me. Then I heard the handle of
the kitchen door being turned. Instantly I
flashed my torch, and there was a squeal of
alarm from the ‘‘ ghost,”” whom I recognised
at once as Bunter major, of my Form |

The fat and fatuous junior had draped
himself in a sheet, thereby giving the impres-
sion that he was a ghost. For several nights
he had successfully carried out a raid on
the school kitchen, but he was thwarted on
this occasion. In a moment I had him
squirming in my grip, and marched him
along to my study for condign punishment.
In vain the wretched Bunter pleaded that
he had been walking in his sleep, and that
he knew nothing of the repeated raids on

the school kitchen.

The fat and fatuous junior finds his carcer as a
‘““ ghost’’ coming to a painfully abrupt end !

I addressed him very sharply, first with
my tongue and then with my cane; and
from that time onward no *‘ fearsome
apparition ” has been seen prowling in the
vicinity of the kitchen at dead of night!

THE END
)



YOU'VE heard of England’s
stately homes,
How beautiful they stand,
Lifting their tall, majestic domes
Through all the pleasant land.
There's Wharton Lodge and Temple
Towers,
Mansions of every sort;
But none can beat the home of ours,
The princely Bunter Court |

'Twas built for good Queen Bess, you
know,
In days of past renown ;
Sir Tucklesse Bunturre bought the
show
For fifty thousand down.
His banquets were the best in Kent ;
He was a grand old sport, >
And Drake and Raleigh always spent “Z=i BN
Week-ends at Bunter Court | e

Sir Tucklesse perished in his prime;
He ate a truly ‘* whopper "’ tea |
And since that bold bad baron’s time

Our family’s held the property.
Once Pater took to letting rooms,
When funds were rather short,
And all our vassals, serfs, and grooms
Were sacked from Bunter Court |

You ought to see the noble park;
It covers half an acre.
But don’t go near it after dark, 58
Or you’ll become 2 ‘‘ Quaker ” | s
Sir Tucklesse Bunturre’s ghost then s
haunts, :

’ = -
#4=- With jingling spurs, he takes his 55

1 = jaunts /3:‘?: 307 *;,TFE*

By night at Bunter Court! V%
Bob Cherry says i1t’s all a myth,
iy And Wharton, in a pally way,
d ““r Agrees with Bull and Vernon-Smith

That Bunter Court’s an zlley-way |
“ You're jealous as can be, you

beasts | "’

I furiously retort,
' Because you can’t attend the feasts

We hold at Bunter Court | ”

m b
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