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CHAPTER 1.
After Bunter !
HEI&%’S )t’hat fat villain?”

“Where's  that

W
burglar 7’

Tom Merry grinned.

Fatty Wynn, of the Fourth Form, was
asking those questions, in tones that were
simply sulphurous.

Katty, who belonged to the New House
at St. Jim’s, had ?'ust. come into the
School House, and

podgy

ie met che Terrible
Three in the doorway, .

“ Where's the fat rascal?’’ continued
the Falstaff of the New Iouse. “Ilave
you seen him?”

“Which fat rascal?” asked Monty
Towther. “We’ve got two in this
Ilouse~Trimble and Buuter.”

“ As well as one who comes visiting,”
remarked Manners blandly,

*“}Ia, ha, ha!”

Fatty Wynn snorted.

- “Pm after Bunter—that fat rotier!
I'm going to slaughter him! It’s time
he was slaughtered.”

“Iigh tmne,” agreed Tom Merry.
“Go ahead, and the School Ilouse will
pass a vote of thanks. But what has
Bunter been doing?”’

“You'd hardly believe it,” said Fatty
Wynn, breathing hard. “ There’s a Himit,
you know, for everybody but Bunter.
1i¢’s the very outside edge. What do
vou think of a fellow who bags another
chap’s aniseed-balls in the Form-room,
where a chap can’t make a row because
thiere’s a blessed Form-master present?
Think of it!” .

Fatty Wynn's voice almost failed him,
in the excess of his wrath and indigna-
fion. It was evident that he regarded
Bunter of the Fourth as having reached,
aud passed, the utmost limit of de-
pravity.

“ AwfulI”” said Tom Merry solemnly—-
as solemnly as he could, “People talk
about the Kaiser. But what has the
Kaiser done in comparison with that?”

“¥cho answers what?” said Monty
Lowther, with a nod.

Fatty Wynn gave another snort.

*Oh, Jdon’t be funmny! I'm after
Bunter—~I'm going to boil him in oil
I'm gving to spillicate him! T'm
goin, i

“But what were you deing with

anseedcballs in the Forme-room 7”7 asked
Mamers severely. “Isn’t that against
the rules 1™

“Of course it is, fathead! That’s how
Bunter was able to bag them Old
Y.athom faitly had his blinkers on us,
whent Bunter slipped his fat paw under
my deek and hagged the whole lot. I
couldn’t say anything, of course, ot
Lathom would have been down on me
for bringing tuck into the Farm-room.
Of course, the fat villain knew that.”
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“Ha, ha, ha!”

“It’s all very well to cackle!" howled
Fatty Wynn indignantly. ¢ They
weren’t your aniseed-balls.  You know
how hungry I get in the morning—and I
had o very light breakfast this morning,
too—only a few sausages, besides the
ordinary brekker, and a cake afterwards,
I was depending ¢n the aniseed-balls to
soe me through, and that fat brigand
bagged them under my very nose.”

The Terrible Three chortled.

They could imagine the feelings of
Fatty Wynn at that awful moment, and
they sympathised; but they were also
able to see the humorous side of the
affair, which was quite lost on Fatty.

“I told Figgins and Kerr, and they
only chuckled,” said Fatty Wynn.
“They actually marched me off after
lessons, and said I waen’t going for
Bunter, I've only just got away from
the silly asses, Now I'm after Bunter! I
want to know where the fat villain is!
I'm going——"

“¥ say, you fellows.”

A fat junior—fatter than Fatty Wynn
—rolled or the scene, blinking at the
Shell fellows through a big pair of
spectaclos. He did not observe Fatty

yon for the moment—but the New
House junior observed him, and his cyes
gleamed.

“ Hallo, here he is!” exclaimed Tom
Merry. “Wynn's just come over to see
you, Bunter—-"

“Oh!” gasped Buntes.

He gave Fatty Wyun one burried
blink, and made a spring for the etaivs.
The New House junior rushed after him,

“Put it on, Bunter!” yelled Lowther.

“Go 1t, Fatt,r 5

“Ila, ha, ha!”

Bunter of the Fourth made remark-
able speed up the staircase, considering
the weight he had to carry.

e blinked back on the first landing,
and saw s fat and furious face behind
him, and dashed on again frantically.

“Stop!” panted Fattv Wynn,

“Oh, dear!” gasped Bunter.

The fat junior came into the Fourth-
Form passage with a wild burst of speed.

Blake and Co. were chatting outside
their study, No. 6 in the Fourth. Blake
and Herries and Digby spotted Bunter
in time, and backed to the wall. But
Arthur Augustus D'Arcy had his back to
the new-comer; and, moredver, he was
holding forth on the subject of the off-
side rule, and he was deeply interested
in hie own remarks—perhaps the only
fellow present who was. His first in-
timation of the arrival of Buunter was a
terrific crash on his back which sent him
spinning forward, to land on his hands
and knces.

““Yawoooop !’ yelled Arthur Augustus.
“Oh, cwumbs! Wha-a-at’'s that?”

Bunter reeled back from the shock.

“Qw! Ah! Oh! Yooooop! Help!”

Faity

Before lic could flee again
Wynn was upon him.

*Yarooch I’ roared Bunter, as the New
Hoauee junior grasped him. ““1 gay, you
fellowe—— Help! Murder! Fire! I
never touched the aniseed-balls, you
know! Yaroooh! Tieggo my neck! I
never knew there were any—I haven’s
eaten them all! Yaroooh! Besides,
there were only fifteen—— Yooeoop!”

“Gweat Scott!” Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy sab up dazedly. “ What is it?
SBomethin’ cwashed into me! Has th:
woof fallen in?”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Blake.
nothing’s fallen in bhut Bunter.”

[N
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“Yoop! Help! Draggimoff i’”
“Oh dear! 1 have weceived a feahful
shock !  Look at the knecs of my

twousahs I’ wailed Arthur Angustus,
“Yarooh! Help!”
“Take that!” gasped Fatty Wymnin
“And that—and that! Yen fat rotter:
%Z}} teagh you to Bag my tuck! Ili—

" YOOp (R

Blake and Co., grinning, seized Faity
Wynn and deagged him off bis victim.
They had no doubt—none whatever—that
Bunter deserved his punishment; but
Bunter was 8cheol House and Wynn was
New Ilonse, and so they laid hands on
Fatty Wynn and yanked him away.

“Lemme gerrat him ! roared Wyns,
struggling.

“Yow-ow-ow! I say, you fellows
wallop him!” howled Bunter. “ Yow-
ow-ow ! Fm hurt, you know! I'm in.
jured ! Yow-ow-ow ! Wallop the beast!”

Blake and Ierries and Dig held the
struggling New House junior.  Arthur
Augustus had no attention to bestow on
him. He was carcfully dusting the
knees of his trouscrs.

“Wilt yon lemme get at the fat
rotter 2’ breathed Fatty Wynn, “T tell
you he bagged my unisemibaﬂa in the
Form-room, under Lathom’s nose, Why,
you saw him yourself "

“Don’t your kunow that this is the
School Héuse, and dogs and New House
chaps are not admitted?” demanded

lake.

“Fathead! T.eggo!”

“ Bump the fat beast " howled Bunter.

“Yah! You fat rotter {” yelled Wynn,

“Ha, ha, ha !’

Kven Arthur Anguetus forget his
trouscrs for & moment, and chortled. It
was very entertaining to Study No. 6 to
hear Fatty Wymnn and Bunter applying
that adjective to one another.

“I never touched his aniseed-balle,
you know,” said Bunter, blinking at the
chums of the Fourth. *““Haven’t tasted
any for wecks, you kuow.”

“Well, my hat!” ejaculated Dighy.
“There’s a $ig seent oé aniseed coming
from sonrcwhere when you open your
mouth, anyway.”

* Yaos, wathoh {”
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“0OL!  TI—I—that is, I—" Bunter
slanmered.  “It—it isn't aniseed, you
cliaps, it’e—it’s onions!”

“Onions | yelled Herrios,

“Yos—no—[—I mean, it's—it's a—a

teoth-powder T use.  Smells a bit like
aniseed.”
“Bai Jovo!” said Arthur Augustus.
‘ou  feahful fabwicatah, Buntah!
Woeally, you fellows, I think you had
bettah let Wynn thwash him. I weally
considah that a feahful thwashin’ would
do him good.”

“(Qh, really, D’Arcy—-"

“Good idea!”™ assented Jack Blake.
“ [{allo, where are you going, Bunter?”

But Bunter was gone.

A door slammed along the passage, and
o key clicked. The fat junior was safe
from vengeance.

“Oh, you chumps
Wynn, “Lemmne go!

“Frog's-march ¥ said Blake.

“Hear, hear!”

“New Ifouse bounders mustn't come
kicking up shindics in this, the respect-
able House of St. Jim’s!” said Blake
severely., “Cive kim the frog’s-march!”

“Yaas, wathah!”

“Yah! School House rotters!”
roared Fatty Wynn, straggling, as he
went back to the stairs in the frog's
anavrch.  “I say, I'll=— Yaroooh! Ok,
crikey I™

““Roll him down !”

“Ha, ba, ha!”

Fatty Wynn went rolling down, and on
ihe lower landing the Terrible Three met
Lim, aud kindly rolled him [arther.
Fatty Wynn was hardly aware whether
he was on his head or his heels by that
time. Talbot of the Shell called up from
the hall below.

s ('ﬂ\'e !"

“Railton 1"
“RBunk !

The School Honse juniors vanished.
Traity Wynn sat on the stairs and blinked
at Mr. Railton. The School Iouse
yeaster staved atb hini

“What ever are you doing, Wynn?
You have heen making a great deal of
noise.”

“Oh!"” gasped Fatty, “I—I--T rolled
downstairs, sir.”

“Have you hurt yourzeif 1”

“Nunno, sir!”

“You should be more careful, Wynn.”

Tho Housemaster guve rather a sus-
picious glance up the stairs; but there
was no onc to bo seen. Fatty Wyun
limped breathlessly out into the quad-
rangle. His chums, Figgins and Kerr,
hore down on him there.

*‘Been in the wars?” grinned Figgins.

Fatty Wynn panted.

“Ow! I'vo been after Bunter!
I've been frog’s marched-—-"

“Ha, La!”

“You cackling duffers, I've been rolled
downstairs—"

“Ha, ha! What did you expect 7"

“Yow-ow-ow! And I haven't scalped]
Bunter!” gasped Fatty Wynn. ”
ow-ow! But I'm going to make him
cringe! I've got an idea, too! You
wait till wo get into clasa this afternoon !
said Fatty Wynn darkly.

And Fatty Wynn limped homo to the
Now House, Etillygwping for breath,

1 gnorted Fatty
¥ Ral

Lowther,

muriiured

CHAPTER 2.
A Surprise for the Shell !
<« H, dear! I wish I'd stayod al
Greygfriars !”  mumbled Billy
Bunter dolorously.
. The fat junior was ensconced
just inside the Shell Form-room.
It was tlme to gathor for alternoon
classes, and Bunter’s place was in the

“Yow:]’

Fourth Form-room. But Fatty Wynn's
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place alto was there. and Dunter was ex-
tremely anxious not to meey Fatty Wynn.
The aniseed-balls were really not worth
the trouble they werc causing hin:; but
it was too late to think of that now.

In the circumstances Billy Bunter was
feeling dismal.

It had seemed to him, at the time, such
a ripping idea to change places with his
cousin Wally, and come to St. Jim's
that plump youth’s rame and place; but
someLow the schemeo hadn’t worked out
as he expeciod.

Certainly, everybody believed that he
was Wally. Dut he had worn out Wally's
good reputztion, and now he was judged
on his merits,

And lis merits really wanted looking
for with a microscope.

The Owl of Greyfriars really felt that
he might as well have stayed at his old
school, where Wally Bunter was winning
golden opinions in his place.

He had left a good many troubles at
Greyfrizrs to fall upon Wally Bunter;
but he was making a good many more for
himself at St. Jim's, so it really came to
the same thing, or nearly.

e blinked out of the doorway, hoping
to sec Futiy Wynn pass into the Form-
room along the corridor, when tas coast
would bo clear, .

Some of the Fourth were going in, but
IFatty Wynn was not among them.

Bunter drew back his head,
grunted.

“Beast!” he murmured. “ Fat rotter,
to kick up sucli a row over a few,anisced-
balls. T told him I'd buy him a fresh
lot when my postalorder comes, too!
Can’t take a fellow’s word ! Yah!”

“Hallo !”

Tom Merry camo into the Shell-room
with Manners and Lowther—the first to
arrive  for classes. They stared ab
Bunter.

“Got your remove intc the Shell?”
asked Monty Lowther. “I suppose T
must expect that soon, from your general
brilliance. I hear that you're a real
credit to the Fourth, Bunty.”

“1 say, you fellows P

“Mallo! Where did that fat frog blow
in from "’ asked Kangaroo, coming into
the Form-room. * You'd better mizzle,
Bunter. Linton will be here in two
ticks."”

“I say, you fellows, have you scen
Fatty Wynu?” asked Bunter patheti-

and

cally. “The fat beast is looking for me.
you know. I'm not going to fight him.

He's not worth it.”

“1 shouldn't,” said Monty Lowther
seriously. “As
qiful, you know.

“That's just it,” agreed Buntor. “If
1 lost my temper, you know, I ehould
damage him. I don't want to do that.
I'm rather a terrific fighting-man when
I'm roused. That's how it 13.”

“Ha, bha, hat” .

“Shurrup " came Talbot's voica at the
.door. Here's Linton!"”

There was sudden silenco as Mr.
Linton, the master of the Shell, came
rustling into the Form-rcom.  Mr.
Linton glanced at Bunter.

“Bunter, what sre you doing hare?”
h» exclaimed. “ You belong to the
Fourth Form!”

“J—I—I just came to—to say gocd:

afternoon to you, sir,” etamnmered
Bunter.

“What ?”

“Y—I— Tt's nice weather, sn't it,

sir?” mumbled the Owl of Greyfriars,
wondering whether it was safe to ven.
into the corrider yet.

“Bunter !

“T hopo you'vre well this afisrnoon,
sir?"”

“ My hat!” murmured Tom Merry,

M. Linton simply blicked at Bunter,

you are strong, be mer-

Three-halfpence, 3

He did not know that the fat junior was
trying to guin time by that genial con-
versation. It looked to him like either
impertinence or incipient insanity,

“ Bunter, what do you mean?

“ Mum-mum-mean, sir 7"

“Leave this Form-room at once!”

*Oh, certainly, sir!”

Mr. Linton turned snappishly away.
But Bunter didn’t. A blink into the
corridor revealed Fatty Wynn coming
along with Figgins and Kerr and Red-
fern. And Bunter drew back his head
again with a jerk. The Shell fellows
were coming in, and they all stared at
Bunter, wondering what a  Fourth-
Former was doing there.

The master of the Shell had gone to
his desk, and he glanced round and
knittcd his brows at the sight of Bunter
still inside the doorway.

“Boy ! he thundered. “Bunter!”

The fat junior spun round.

“Ye-es, sir?”

“What do you mean? Ave you out of
vaur senses? Go to your own Form-
room at once, Bunter!”

“Ye-e-cs, sir! Oh, certainly !™ gasped
Puntcr.

He made a movement to the doorway,
and siopped again. Even Mr. Linton in
the Form-rcom was not so dangerous as
Fatty Wynn in the passage. Fatty
Wynn robbed of his tuck was like unto a
lioress robbed of her cubs. Billy Ban-
ter's feet socmed really rooted to the
floor inside the Shell Form-room.

Naturally, Mr. Linton did not under-
stand. Tie picked up a cane from his
desk and started towards Bunter, It was
not uwzual for a Form-master to cane a
fellow in .another Form. But that un-
written law wa® about to be broken.

“The  blessed  ass!™ murmured
Manners.  “Linton will scalp him if he
doesn't go! T'd rather chance it with
Fatty Wynn myself.”

“It's a case of Scylla and Charybdis,”
grinned Monty Lowther, “ Linton is
Scylla, and Fatty Wynn's Charybdis.”

There was a chuckle, and Mr, Linton’s
attention was transferred for a moment to
bis class.

“8ilence!” he thundered.

“ Ra‘s!t’

Mr. Linton jumiped almost cloar of the
floor as he heard that reply.

Who had spoken was not to be ascers
tained. The voice seemed to conic from
the back of the class.

The Shell fellows, almost dazed them-
selves, turned in their scats, craning
their necks to look for the speaker.

_ There was a silence that cauld be felt
in the Form-room.

_Never in the history of St. Jim’s had a
Form-master heen thus answered in his
own Form-room, and it took away the
breath of both master and pupils,

l\'[rI Linton found his voice at last.

He! advanced towards the palpitating
elass, quite forgetful of Rilly Bunier.,

“What!" he stuttered. *Who—who
spoke? I order that boy to stand out at
cnce—immediately 1

Thero was no reply.

“Who spoke ?” thundered Mo, Linton,

Silence,

“Was it you, Goro:”

CGeorge Gore jumped.

“1 Celtainfy not, sir!™*

“1t sounded like your voice!™

“It wasn't, siv, My hat! I—I nover
apoke!  Did T speak. Skimmyi” oxe
claimed Gore, in great slarm.

Skiropole, who was seated beside Gore,
shook hLis head.

“1 assure you, sir, thut Gore did no

utter  that  extremely  disrespectful
vemark,” said Skimmy, in his solemn
way.
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“1 demand to know the name of the
boy who answered me!"”’ exclaimed Mr,
Linton., “If bhoe does not come forward
I shall punish the whole class, The boy
must be knowrn to several others ot
least.”

There was dead silence.

“Very well,” gaid Mr. Linton, com-
pressing his lips. ‘‘The whole cluss will
be detained for one hour after lessons.”

He turned back to look for Bunter.
But the Owl of Greyfriars waa gone. The
last of the Fourth had gone into their
Form-room, and Bunter had ventured
out into the corridor at last.

That afternoon was not a happy one
{or the Shell. Mr, Linton’s temper was
acidulated, his tongue bitter, and the
weight of his wrath fell heavify upon the
unfortunate Bhell. And the suffering
juniors, while feeling inclined to
‘‘scrag " their Form-inaster, were feel-
ing still more keen to ‘‘scrag ** the dis-
respectful  yvouth who had answered
“Rats!” and caused all the trouble. Bug
who that disrespectful youth was re-
mained a mystery.

CHAPTER 3.
A Terrible Temptation !
JLLY BUNTER rolled into tha

B Yourth Forni-room several
minutes late, The Fourth were
all in their places, and Mr.
Lathom was at his desk, and he gave
Bunter a reproving blink,

“Bunter, you are late!"”
maater of the Fourth severely.

“Sorry, sir!” said Bunter meekls.
#Mr. Limton was speaking to me, sir, 1
=1 didn’t like to interrupt him.”

“Oh, in that case I excuse you,
Bunter,” said Mr. Lathom unsuspiciously.
“You may go to your place,”

Bunter's place, us it happened, was
next to Fatty Wynn of the New Iouse.
He intended to find some other place,
but he found that the juniors had not Jeft
bim any other. Next to Fatty there was
Elem‘.y of room; but the Fourth-Formers

ad spread themselves out to take up all

other available space.
were turned upon the fat junior as he
stood blinking rourd him, It was evi-
dent that the whole Form had entered
into that little joke.

“Whey do you not sit down, Bunter?”
ealled out Mr, Lathom

“I~Y'm just going te, sir,’
Bunter,

T “Well, do so at once.”

“I--I say, D'Arcy, make room for a
ehap,” whispered Bunter.

‘Your place is vacant, deah boy,"”
answered Arthur Augustus, with a smile,

“I'd rather sit heside you.”

“I would wathah not, Buntab, thank
you all the same,”””

‘“ Bunter!”

“Ye-e-es, sir?” -

5it down at once!"

“Oh, dear! Yes, sir! I say, Aluk
yaney-——"

“Go and eat coke, intirely,” answerad
Mulvaney minor cheerily,

“] say, Blako—"

izby, old chap—

“I you old chap me, T'll biff you,”
‘nf“{lered Dig, .

‘Move up a bit, old
fellow '

“Bow-wow I"

“1 say, Julian, be a pal—"

“No fear!”

':.Cardelv;l' ! I say, Cardew—?"

_ “Bless my soul!” exclaimed Mr.
La:thom, peering in great astonishment
TeE Gen Lipnsny.—No. 576..

said  the

stammered

Roylance,

at Bunter. *“What does this niean,
Bunter? Are yoy aware, sir, that you
are delaving the lesson? Do you desire
me to administer chastisement, Bunter?”

The unhappy Owl made a dive for his
seat.

He plumped down beside Fatty Wynn,
palpitating.  The Falstaff of the New
House gave him a ferocious look.

“You fat villain,” he whispered, “T'm
coming out with you after lessons! I'll

get hold of your neck—see? You wait a

bit 1"
“I—1 say, Wynn, old chap—"
“Brererrer!”
“You—you gee, dear old fellow-—--
murmured Bunter,

-

““ None of your soft sawder,” answered .

Fatty Wynn, “‘ And don’t vou dare to
lay vour fat paws on my jam-tart, that’s
all?

“Silence in class!” rapped out Mr.
Lathom.

The lesson proceeded ; but Billy Bunter
was not bestowing much attention upeon
Mr. Lathom. atty Wynn's warning
words had caused him to blink under the
desk ; and there, within casy reach of his
fat fingers, lay a juicy jam-tart, simply
luscious to Bunter's greedy eyes.

Fatty Wynn had apparently provided
against a possible “sinking 7’ in  his
plump insids before tea-time, The jam-
tart was large, it was flaky, 1t was thick
with jam, and it looked very tempting.
Billy Bunter felt an almost srresistibie
impulse to slide his fat hand along the
ledge under the desk and capture it.

But he resisted the temptation.

He tried to turn attention elsewhere;
he even listenéd to Mr. Lathom for some
minutes. .

Vengeance was still hovering over him
for the “scoffing ” of the aniseed-balls
that morning. If the jam-tart followed
the anisecd-balls there really was ho tell-
ing what Fatty Wynn might do.

But as tho afternoon wore on Bunter
debated that matter in his mind, thus

! losiug the advantage of the valuable in-

struction he might have derived Tram

. Mr. Lathom. by paying a little attention

Grinning looks .

3n for a pound.

to the Form-master.

Form-masters and form-work weighed
litde in Bunter's estimstion in ¢ompari-
son with a fat, juicy jam-tart.

He was getting hungry; in fact, he
had got. He generally was huugry; and
the might of tuck made him feel as if he
had been three weeks in an open boat at
gea.

He was no longer sorry that he had
been forced to sit beside Fatty Wym.
He had felonious designs upon that ’)sm-
tart, and now he was ouly waiting for a
favourable opportunity. He had argwed
the pros and cons of the case, and settled
the point. If Fatty Wynn was going to
‘“pitch into him " for bagging the ani-
seed-halls there was no help for it, and
he might as well bag the jam-tart also,
on the principle of being in for a penny
As there was certain
trouble in any case, why not bag the
jam-tart and make it woith while?

That was unanswerable logic to

Bunter's fat mind. And, utterly regard- |
1less of the valuable

information Mr,
Lathem was just then imparting with
regard to the coal-fields of Great Britain,
Billy Bunter watched for an opportunity.

Curious to relate, Faity Wynn seemedd
to have forgotten the tart. He was
listening to Mr. Lathom with rapt atten-
tion, as if he was spéenially desirous of
knowing all about the coal-fields of Great
DBritain above and beyond any other sub-
ject in the universe. His head was
turned from Bunter, and he seemed to
have forgotten the tart, and Bunter, too.
in his intense interest in the subject of
coal-fields,

Bunter's fat hand slid under the desk,

l

RowW OR
SALK.

it sikd along, and he trembled. 11 Fatty
Wiynn had looked round ho would bhave
withdrawn that filching puw bastily. But
Fatty dil not look round. e was listen-
ing to Mr. Lathom as if peails of wisdomn
were falling from his lips. )

The Owl's fat fingers touched the tart
at last, and he drew it along slowly and
cautiously in front of him. It was safe
under his desk at last, and still Fatty
Wyun seemed unaware.

Bunter’s heart way beating fast now.

The jam-tart was his, but ecating it was
anothor matter, He could not sit in full
view of Mr. Lathom, and bolt 2 jam-tart
under his eyes, But great minds rise to
all sinérgencies, and Bunter's rose. What
was easier than dropping a pen, stooping
under the desk to pick it up, and shoving
the janrtart iuto his mouth under cover
of the desk?

Nothing was easier. It would not
take more than a few seconds to bolt
the tart, and he would risc like a gian
refreshed with wine.

Clatter !

A peu and a pencil rolled on the floor
by Buuter's feet. He moved off the
form, and slipped down to grope for
them. Even then Fatty Wynn did noj
Iook at him, but a fat grin might have
been seen stealing over his visage.

Bunter, stooping under hia desk, was
not bothering about . the pen and the
penecil. His fat grasp was on the tart,
and-in an_instant it was jamiaed into his
eager mouth.

His teeth crunched into it ecstatically,
and the next moment there was g fiendigh
yell, that woke every echo in the Form-
room.

““Yaroooh 1 Groogh! Yooooch!
Guggegeeres !’
CHAPTER 4.
Hot Stuff !
““ UG-GUG-GUGGGG! Yooop!
G Groooch 1
Billy Bunter leaped up from

the floor, howling and spluttere
ing as if his senses had suddenly left

im.

He knocked his head on the desk ag
he rose, and heowled again.

Mr. Lathom spun towards him, star-
ing. The Fourth-Formers all turned.to
stare, Bunter was spluttering, sputter-
ing, snorting, gasping, and clutching at
his mouth with frantic hands.

“Groogh!  Oh, I'm burut!
Helpt FKire! Yow-ow-ow!”

“Bunter I” roured Mr. Lathom,

11y

“Yarooooop |
£c "

Yoop!

x i
“I'm  burnt! Yoocop!  Mustardl
Yaroooh |”
“Ha, ha, hat?
“Ts the boy wmadi” gasped NMr.
Lathom. “Bunter! Be silent1 Y cony

mand you to cease this comnmotion a
vnce !
“Yurrrreggghh 1
““Bunter 1”

“(Gug-gug-gug-gugges !’

“Bless my soul!  Bunter, come oub
bLefore the class at once! What is the
matter with you? Ts it a fit? Are you
subject to fite? Blake, are you aware
whether Bunter ia subject to hte?”

“Ha, ha! I-—I mean, no sir! I-1
think not.”

“Bunter! Coumie heve at once! Blesa
my soul. the boy is foaniing at the
mouth! Goodness gracious!”

“Ywrrrgggghh!  Mustard!” shrieked
Bunter. “Im burnt! Yah! You fat
rotter! You did it on purposed Yurooh!
Ow-ow 1**

“Mustard!” repeated Mr. Lathom
dazedly. “Has the boy been cating
mustard—in class, too?7 Bunter, what
does this mean$?
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“Grooogh! I'll him!”

pulverise
shrigked. Buntor.
the time! That's why he wasn't lool-
i Yow-ow {”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Silence! What does the boy mean?
Bunter, if you are nct ont of your senses
—— Why, bless my soul, stop him!”
shrieked: Mr. Lathom.

Billy Bunter, beside himself with fury,
turned upon Fatty Wynn and smote him
hip and thigh. He was aware by that
time that the jam-tart had been brought
into the Form-room for his espceial be-
nefit—Fatty Wynn having previously con-
cealed a thick slab of mustard under the
jaml

Bunter had crunched that slab of
mustard in his mouth, and the cffect
almost lifted the roof off his mouth.

Water was streaming from his cyes,
and his fat face was like unto a newly-
boiled beetroot in hue.

Fatty Wynn jumped vp as lie found
himself attacked. and returned the
assault  with interest. My, Lathom
waved his arms in great excitement, and
shouted to the juniors to drig the in-
furiated Owl off. e \Was convinced that
it was a fit by this time.

Blake and Rovlance and Levison seized
Bunter, and yanked him away from
Fatty Wynn. The Owl was spun out
before the class, still velling.

“Ro gentle with him!” gasved Mr.
Lathom. “The unhavpy bay is not re-
sponsible for his actions.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Fourth,

“Silence ! How dare vou laugh!?
thundered Mr. Lathom. “71his is not a
laughing matter. The unfortunate boy
i3 out of h's sensest Calm. yourself.
Bunter! DPray sirive to cilm yourself.”

““Yaroooh !”

“My poor boy! Pray——"

“Gog-gug-enggir!  Leggo! Yow-ow-
ow!”

“Do not let him go, Blake! Hold
him, Herries! Lay him *gently on the
floor, that will be best! Pless my soul!
I am qnite unacquainted with the treat-
ment of fitst Lay him down gently—very

gently.”

Crack!

“Yaroop!” yelled Runter, as his head
came into contact with the Form room
floor. “Ow! Yow! My napper!
Yooooop "

“Water! Sowmcone fetch water!”

“Don’t vou chuek anv water over me !
howled Bunter. “T ain't in a fit ! Yarooh !
If you don't take vour knuckles out of
my lx‘l,eck, Herries, I'll bung you in the
Hy(!

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Herries, ba careful—>"

“Tain’t a fit!" shrieked Bunter.
don’t have fi's! Yarooh! Tt was the
mustard. Tt was that fat villain. Ow!”

*“The poor boy’s mind is wandering,”
said Mr. Lathom, with deev comp:ssien.

ey

“Thero can be no mustard here. Calm
yourszelf, Eunter.’ v e MR
“It was in the Jam-tart!” raved
Bunter.
“The what? There is no jam-tart
bere, Bunter. Pray—pray strive to

colleet yvour senszs.”

“Yarooh! Lereco my neck, Rlake.
you beast! TII sniflicate you! Yoop!
Take that, Herries, vou rot*er!”

“Oht” roared Herries, as Bunter, get-
ting a foot free, lungred at his wva'stcoat.
Herries sht down quite suddenlv.

Bai “ Jove! ' Poor .old Hewwics!”
ejaculatetd Arthwr Augustus.  “Weally,
Buntauh—"

“Temme ot

Billy Bunter struggled to his feer, and
jammed his snectacles on his little fat
nose. He was snorting like a grampus,
in a state of brea‘hless wrath. Mrn
Lathom blinked at him.

“He did it- on purpose, |
and ‘he, knew I was after that tart all|
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““Bunter!
not in a fit?”

“Of course I'm not!” howled Bunter:

“Then what is the matter with you?
You may leave him alone, bozs. He
does not, I think, require restrsint.”

“Go hon!” murmured Flake.

“What did vou eay, Blake?”

“'Hem! N-n-nothing, sir.”

“You may wo bick to your places.
Now, Bunter,” said the master of thg
Fourth sternly, “tell me what this ndicu-
lous scene means?"

“Wow! It was the mustard! My
mouth's burnt off!” easped  Punter.
“I'm gojng to be ill! I think very likely
1 shall die! Wow! If 1 do, 1 hope
thoy’ll hang Fatty Wynn! Yow-ow!™

“You havo been eating mustard?”
ejaculated Mr, Lathom.

“Tt was in the tart,” gusned Bunter.

“What utter nonsense! ‘l'arts are not
made with mustard—at least, 1 have
never ‘heard of such a thinz. 1In any

Is it possible that you are
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don’t like mustard-tarts. It was ta
punish. Bunter for stealing tha tart. I
knew he’d bag it, and I hoped it would
be a lesson to him, sir.”

*Bless my soul!” Mr. Lathom under-
stood at last. “Wynn, you have no right
to play such childish tricks in the Form-
room. I shall cane you, Wynn. As for
you, Bunter, you have been deservedly
punished for your greedincss. I am
ashamed of you!”

“Ow?”

* Wynn, come hLere, and hold out your
hand 1™

Swish, swish !

Fatty Wynn looled a little green ds he
went back to his seat with his fat hands
tucked under h's arms. But he comforted
himse!f with the retlection that it was
worth it. Bunter was lkely to think
twice, if not three times, before he
bazged tuck from under Fatty’s desk
again.

“Bunter,” said Mr. Lathom scverely,
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| SOUNDING BUNTER'S HEART! |

caso, what were you doing with a tart
in the Form-room, Buntcr—if there is
such a thing as a mustsrd tart, which 1
do not believe for one moment?”

There was a-gasp of merriment from

| the Fourth at the idea of s mustard-

tart. Billy Punier pointed an accusing
fat finger at Wynn.

“1t was that fat rotter—" he began.

“Punter! Iow dare you use such ex-
pressions!”

“I—1 mean it was him who—"

“You should suy it was ¢ he,” Bunter,”
intorrupted BMr. Lathom.

“1t was he—him—he, I mean—he who
put the mustard in the tart, and nearly
blew my head off !" gasped Dunter.

“Wynn! Can you explain this?”

“Yes, sir,” said David Llewellyn
Wynn cheerfully.  “I vut a tart~with
mustard in it under my desk, sir.,”

“You brought a tart here to eat in
the Form-room, Wynn!" exclaimed Mr.
Lathom severely.

“No fear! I—I mean, no, sir. I

»

“yon will etand in tho cornnr till lessons
ar¢ over. I am sorry to punish you like
a little boy, Bunter, but if you act like
oné you must be treated like one. Stand
in the coiner!™

Billy Bunter rolled into the corner of
the Form-oroom, the Fourth-Formers
grinning at him as he went. Mr.
Lathom’'s frown:ng glance restored them
to gravity. But as the lesson proceeded
the juniors glanced every now and then
at the Owl and smi‘ed. B lly Bunter’s fat
features were incessantly contorted as ho
stood in the corner. He wos still feeling
the effects of the mustard.

CHAPTER 5,
Very Mysterious !
(1 I dear!”
O That ejaculation came in-
voluntarily from Will'am

George Bunter, about a quarter
of an hour later, and Mr. Lathom looked
round severely.

Tag GeEM Lierany.—No. 5§78,
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Biily Bunter waa not sensitive, and be
was rather glad, at first, to be standing
in the corner instead of doing the work
of the Form in his place. But his fat
little legs were soon tired, They had a
good deal of weight to support.

He shifted from one leg to the ciher,
and back again, and grunted  anc
mumbled, and finally ejaculated *“Oh
dear!"”

“Kindly bs silent, Bunter!” snapped
Mr. Lathom,

“I'm tired, sic!”

“1f you speak again I shall cane you!”

[ Oh ’7’

Billy Bunter stond silent, shifting his
legs again. Hia little round eyes were
glittering behind bis spectactes now. He
was feeling very injured. His mouth

" wras still smarting with mustard; and the
juniors, instend of being property sym-
pathetic, evidently only looked on the
matter as a joke: - And he—the injured
party—was set to stand in the corner! It
‘was no wonder that the Owl of Grey-
friars felt wrathful, and that he bethought
him of his ventriloquial gift-~which had
earned him more kicks than halfpence,
so to speak, at Grevfilars, but was,
naturally, not known to the St. Jim’s
fellows. Some of them had heard of Billy.

Btinter's ventriloquism, certainly, when

at Greyfriars on visits; but Bunter of the
Y¥ouith was supposed to be Wally Bun-
ter, and Wally did not share his cousin’s
queer gift. RBilly Bunter felt that it would
be ‘quite safc.

Mysterious voices in the Grayfriars
studies were generally followed by
fellows throwing things at Bunter; but
at. 8t. Jim’s circumstances were quite
different. No one was likely to suspect
the supposed Wally.

Bunter cleared his throat with his fat
little grunt, and prepared for business—
glearing for action, ag it were.

Mr, Lathom was devoting his attention
just then to Baggy Trimble, who 'was
discovered with bullseyes in his mouth.
‘The Form-master was giving Trimble u

severe lecture, to which Baggy listened |

with downcast eyes, fervently heping that
the little gentleman would not think of
making lim turn out his pockets. 1In
the midst of Mr. Lathom's lecture a
voice proceeded from the back of the
class,

“(ive us o rest, old nut!”

Mr, Lathom' broke off sudderly.
could scarcely believe his ears.

**Mellish ! he thundered,

Percy Mellish stared.

“Yes, sir?” he stammered.

He

“How dare you intérrupt me, and with |

such a remark, Mellish !
“J¥ didn't, sir] I never spoke!"
““Tt was your voica, Mell'sh |
“Not at all! Someone behind me, X
think, sir!” gasped Mellish,
“There is no one behind you, as you
are iff the back row, Mellish!" It was
you who spoke!” '

T never.opened my lipst

‘“You are on the w'ong twack, Lathom,
old top!"”

* Gussy 1"’ gasped Blake, in amazement
and alarm.

“D'Arcy!” roared Mr. Lathom.

“Yaas, eir?” said Arthur Augustus
innocently, locking up in surprise.

“How dare you!”

“Bai Jove! T do not quite follow you,
sir! Have T done anythin’ 1" asked the
swell of St. Jim’s.

“You spoke! You addressed me as—
as—as old top!” shouted Mr. Lathom,
Juetly incensed at beirig. addresséd as an
old top.

“T, sir? Certainly not! I should we-
gard it as diswespectful to' addwess a
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50" did the juniors

| that!
do it!"

i & N . . wz].are mistakeni’
“Jt—it wasr’t! T swear it wasn't, sirY |’

gentleman of your yeahs, sir, as an oli
top!” said Arthur Augustus warmly,
“[ heard you, D’Arcy!”

“I assuah you, sir, that you. aré

labahin® undah a misappwension. I heard

the wemark made, bug L certainly did not|

make it,”

“1 repeat, I’Arey, that I know your
voice perfectly well, and that yéu made
the remark. %tep' out hera ™

“Don’t go!” came 2’ voice from some-
where.

Mr. Lathom spun round.

“Bless my soul! This is more than
impertinence—it is actusl rebeliion! Who
spoke to D'Arcyi”

“Find out!”

“Wha-a-a-at?” )

Mr. Lathom looked quite dazed—and
All the fellows were
looking round in search of the spealer.

“What--what—what does this mean?” |.

spluttered Mr. Tathom. “Boy! Btep
out at once! I shall chastise you most
condignly

Apparently the speaker was not at-
tracted by the praspect of condign chas-
tisement.” At all events, he did net step
aut. Mr. Lathom was almost purple by

" this time.

“1f the boy does not immediately step
out” 1 shall punish the whole Form!”
thundered Mr, Lathom.

“What rot!”

“Wynn! It was you who spokel”

“Nut at all, sirl” said Fatty Wynn in
alarm. * Never opened my lips; sir!”

“Tt was your voice!” !

“Tt waen't, sir!”

Figgine and Kerr were staring blankly
at iheir fat chum. They, as well as Mr.
Lathom, were certainly under the impres-
sion that it was Fatty Wynn's voice that
had spoken.

“PDon’t tell me untruths, Wynn! BStep
out here!”

“@o and eat coke!”

“IWYNN I ‘

“I—1 didn't speak, sir!” howled the
unfortunate Faotty. ¥ Not a word, sir!
It was somebody else!”

“Nonsenseé! Will you come out here,

. or must' 1 come and fetch you, Wynni"

shouted the Form-master. .
Fatty Wynn reluctanily left his place,

- as Mr. Lathom grabbed a cane from: his

desk, In the corner, Billy Bunter
grinned serenely. The affair of the mus-
tard-tart was about to be avenged.
“Swish, swish ! .
“Now, Wynn, let that be a warning to
vou—-""
" T never spoke, sir!” said Fatty Wynn,
rubbing his hands ruefully. “I assure
you, sir, I wouldn’t speak to you tke
It was caddish, and I wouldu't

“Nonsense! "Go to yaur place!”

“Wotten! This is vewy unjust®”

‘1Y Arcy 1"

“If-you are about to say that I made
that wemark, §ir, 1 assuah you that yoi

“Hold out your hand, I)’Arcy!”

“1 will do as you wequest, sir, bug I
pwotest!™ said Arthur Augustus fiemly.
“Y certainly did not say anythin’1”

“Tt wasn't D’Arcy, sir!” gasped Blake.
“Y was looking af him, and he ncver
moved his lips, sir!”

“1 know D'Arcy's voice, Bluke 1’

“Ratst”

“Blake!
Mr. Lathom,

“1 d'dn't say rats!” exclaimed Blake.
4T didn't! Tt—it—it's somebody ylay-
ing tricks, or else the blessed plade Is
haunted |

*Yaas, wathah, it is a twick of some
sort !’ exclaimed  Arthur  Augdstus.
“Some wottah is lidden heah playin'
twicks 1™ ‘ )

#(Oh, you'te a silly ass, D' Arey? ”

How dare vou!" shrieked

‘have got away wathah quickly.

“Woally, Hewwieg—-72

“Well?” said Herries, staring.

“ Howwies, I wegard that wemark——"

“What do you mean, fathead? T pever
spoke.”

“Silence!” exclaimed My, Lathom, in
bewilderment.  “Really, it does seem
that there is trickery of some sort ! SBurely
there cannot he some extranenus person
concealed in the Formi-room!”

“* Bow-wow 1"

“Who—who—~who was that{”

“Find out!"”

Mr. Lathom was blinking blavkly ab
his class. The voice came from some-
where, but where, was a mystecy. He
certainly could not put his finger on any
of the juniors as the speaker.

*“This— this - this 18 mest exiva-
ordinary {7 he exclaimed at last.. * There
is certainly someone—someliow——-"

“T told you it wasn't me, siv!"” said
Fatty Wynn, with great dignity.

“I—1 belisve you, Wynu. I-I am
sorry I punished you!” gasped Mr.
Lathom. “ But—but really, where—

wherve i@ the person who is speaking? Ip
is most extraordinary! Bomeone must
be concealed here !

Mr, Lathom glanced helplessly round
the Yorm-room. There really was not
any likely place where any person, ex-
trancous or otherwise, could be con-
cealed. He gave a jump as & voice came

' fromy the door.

“Ta-ta, old nut! I'm off!”

“Bless my soul! It is sbmeone in the
passage !’  oxclaimed Mr. Luthom.
“Homeone has called through the key-
hole !”

“ Keep your wool on!”

Mr. Lathom rushed to the door and
shrew.it operi. He rushed into the corri-
dor, his cane ready for action. But the
corridor was empty! If the owner of the
mysteriovs voice had turned the corner
he had certainly been very swift--at all
events, he was not-there.

Puzzled and- perplexed, Mr. Latliom
came back into the Form-room. In his
corner Billy Bunter smiled, and winked
at tho ceiling. Fortunately, the Grey-
friars ventriloguist. stopped at that point,
and the mysterious voice waa heard no
more In the Fourth Formiroom. Bub
there was -much perplexity and great
wraih in the Form, and William George
Bunter felt that the ache in his fat little
lews was avenged.

CHAPTER 6.
Bunter Takes the Cake !

{3 EWY wemarkable !”
That was Arthur Augustus

D’Arcy’s opinion, delivered
when the Fourth were dis-
missed from lessons.

The juniors gathered in groupa in the
corridor discussing the curicus happen-
ings pf the afterncon. Mr. Lathom had
one to his study quite as perplexed as
iis pupils.

“ Wemarkable!” went on Arthor
Augustus, holding forth to a group on
the subject, *“There was some feabful
wottah playin’ twicks in the cowwidah,
you know—speakm’ thwough the key-
hole all the timel”

“Rlessed if 1 see how he couldi” said

lake.

“Mr. Yathom spotted him at last,
Blake-sor, watheh, his voiece. He must
But it
was vowy odd that’he was able to imitate
Patty's voice so vewy neahly—-"

“What rot?” said Fatty Wynn,
“Why, it was a sort of fat gurgle when
Lathom thought it was me speaking :™

“Yaas, wathah—that's what [ meap [”

“Why, you silly.ass—"*

“Weally, Wynn—-"
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“JIlc got your voice all right, though,
Guss;:," said Blake, *I thought it was
you.

“I suppose that is a joke, Blake?”
said Arthur Augustus stifly. * The voice
Mr. Lathom took for mine was simply a
squeak !

“Exactlyt”

“I wegard you as an ass, Blake!”

““Nobody seemed to know. his own tcot
when he heard it,” grinned Levison.
“It's a jolly queer thing. I suppose it
must have been somebody ia the pussage.
But whop was 7"

“That is wathah a mystowy.”

“I say, you fellows —"

“Oh, Bunter knows, of course!” eaid
Blake sarcastically,  * Bunter knows
everything, and a few over. Who was it,
Bunter "

“I say, perhaps the place is haunted !”
said Billy Bunter, blinking at them with
owl-like seriousness.

*“Fathoad }”

““Ass ! .

“I say, you fellows, I've heard that
thera’s a ghost at. St. Jim’s—-the ghost
of some old monk, or monkey, or some-
thing-—"

*“So there is!"” agreed Blake: * He's
never been seen or heard, but he belongs
to the place. But the ghost of St. Jim's

wouldn’t- haunt the Form-reom and
clheek a Form-master. Ghosts don't do
that.”

“Wathah not! You wathah
asinine, Buntah !"

“Oh. really, D’Arcy—

“Bai Jove! The Shell are not cut
vet,” said Arthur Augustus, glancing up
the corridor. * Linton’s just gone by. I
wondah what they are stickin' in the
Form-room for?"”

“ Detained, perhaps,”” remarked Blake.
“Linton was looking ratty. Let's give
’em a look-in.”

Study No.'6 walked along to the Shell-
room and- looked in. They found the
whole Shell sitting dismally at their

aro

dosks. Evidently it was a case of
detention.
Tom Merry glanced at them lugu-
briousty.

“Linton in a wax this afternoon?”
asked Jack Blake, with much sympathy.

“Yes!" groaped the captain of the
Shell. “We're detained for an hour, and
we're on blighted mathematics! Im-
proving our minds—--"

“Not our tempers{’” groaned Monty
Lowther, ;

Y Bai Jove ! That is wathah hard lines,
deah boys I’

“All through somo thumping ass say-
ing ‘Rats!. to..lanton!” said Talbot.
“He couldn’t be expected to take it
smiling."”

“Bai Jove! But it is wathah wuff te
detain the whola Form because one
fellow said ‘Wats I’ Who was it 7"

“Nobody knows; he wouldn’t own
up!” grawled Tom Merry.

Jack Blake gave a sniff. 1

“In the Fourth Form a fellow would”
have owned up at once, tmder the circs,”

e remarked.

“In the Fourth a fellow wouldn’t have
had tha nerve to say ‘Rats!’ to a Form-
master at all!"" retorted Tom Merry.

“My hat !"" exclaimed Blake suddenly.
“Perhaps it was the same bonnder who's
been plaving tricks in our Form-room ?
Somebody’s been yowling in from the
passage through the keyholo, and put
Lathow in no end of a wax, and we can’t
find out who it was !’

“Tt wasn't through the kevholo here,”
said Tom. “It was some sillv.asa in the
class, and we're going to find him out
presently, and T'l scaln him

“I eay, you fellows, I believe tho place
is hannted-—-=""

old chap—safo and sound.

‘“ n,lts "
“What are you doing liere 2" came the
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deep voice of Mr Linton, from behind
the group of juniors in the doorway.
“Bai Jove!”
Blake & Co. did not stop to explain
what they were doing there ; they bolted.
Mvr. Linton frowned, and went into the

Form-room, sibl suspectingil that the
detention task would not be thoroughly
done unless he was present. , Mathe-

matics might have been changed for lcup-
frog in the absence of the Form-master.

The Fourth-Formers gathered in the
Common-room to discuss the incident of
the mysterious voice; but Billy Bunter
did not accompany them. He had other
fish to fry. When the discussion was
over-——without any result being reached—
Blake & Co. went up to Study No. 6 to
tea.

There was a startled movement in that
celebrated apartment as they entered it.
Billy Bunter spun round from the cup-
board, and blinked at them over his big
glasses. ]
“I--I say, you fellows—" he gasped.

“The cake!” roared Herries. * Ic's
aftor the cake!”

“I-1 haven't touched the eake,
Herries !"”  gusped Bunter, dodging
round the table. *‘There wasn't any cake
there, in fact. And—and it’a still there,
Just look!"

*Keep him in the study while I look !”
suid George ITerrics grimly.

Haerries sirode to the cupboard. and
Bunter cast a longing blink towards the
door, where Blake unﬁ Digby and D’Arcy
barred the exit. .

“I-~I say, you fellows, I—I've got a
rather pressing engagement—-"

“You should have kept it before
coming here, old top!"” grinned Dig.
* Now you'll be late for it”

“Yaas, wathah!”

“I-—I say, Kildure’s asked ma to tea !”
pleaded Bunter. “I—I can’t be late to
%en. with the captain of the school, can

o5

“The cake's gone!” roared Herries.
‘“Just.a few crumbs left, that’s all! That
fat burglar has scoffed the cake!”

“I—I say,-you fellows;, I—I haven't,
you know. Besides, it was only a measly
small ,,one, and hardly any plums in

“Collar him 1"

“Hold on!” said Blake, so gravely
that his chums started, and looked at
him. “Don’t touch him, you. fellows!
Bunter, have you eaten the plum-cake 7"

* Certainly not {"

“Then it's all right,” said Blake, in a
tone of great relief, *T

ou haven't eaten it, Bunter. I don’t
inow whether it would be exactly
fatal —" -

Bunter jumped.

“Fatal " he spluttered. * Why should
a plum-cake be fatal, you ass?”

‘It's all right if you haven't ecaten it,”
said Blake. ‘“When a fellow puts rat-
poison in a cake and leaves it for the
‘mice, of course he doesn’t count on a
greedy bounder coming along and
scoffing the cake without asking per-
mission. But it's all right if you haven't
eaten it. I was afraid you had.”

‘ Rat-poison!” said Bunter faintly.

“All serene, if you haven't eaten it}

' You can get out, Bunter!”

“I—1I say, how—how much rat-poison
did you put into the cake, Blike?”
gusned DBunter, his fat face white as

chalk,

“Not more than half a pound, [
know,"” said Blake, with an air of deep
reflection.

“Half a pound.”
junior,
¢ Certainly not more!”

“Yow-ow "
¢ What's the matter. Bunter?”
“Yaroooool: Help! Send for a

shricked the fat

hank goodness.
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doctor! Fire! Murder! I'm poisonedi”
yelied Biily Bunter. “Help!"

“It's all right—if you haven't eaten
tho cake—"
“Help!”

“ You said
“Yarooh!
poisoned "

Eou hadn't—"
[

end for & doctor! I'm

CHAPTER 7.
The Medicine Man !

L Al Jove! Poor old Buntah!”
“Yaroooh!"”
“Pway beah up, DBuntah!

Pewwaps it may not be fatal—
I sincerely twust not 4

“Help! Yooop!”

Billy Bunter collapsed into the study
armchair, howling. = Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy turned to Blake.

“RBlake, you must have been a
fwightful ass to put wat-poison in the
cake and leave it in the cupboard!”

*“How was I to know Bunter would
come along scoffing our cake?” de-
minded Jack Blake defensively. YA
fellow can't foresee these thinge!”

“You weally might have foreseen it,
considewin’ that it 1s Buntah. Bai Jovo,
I might have eaten the cake myself!”
oxclsimed Arthur Augustus. “That
would have been a gweat deal more
sewious!”

“Yarooop! Help! Send for a
doctor!”

* Hugh—"

“Yah! I won't hush! I'm not going

roared Bunter. “I'm

to be poisoned!”
"I'm dying!

suffering  fearful agony!
Send for a doctor!  Yooop!

“What~ on earth’s the matter?” ex-
claimed Tom Merry, looking into the
study’ from the passage. “You fellows
killing a pig?”

“The pig's killing himself, to judge
by tho sound,” said Lowther. ““What's
the matter.with Bunter?”

“Yaroch! I'm poisoned!”

‘“ Poisoned |” exclaimed Manners.

“ Hdp!"

‘‘He's eaten a cuke,” said Jack Blake,
closing one eye at the Terrible Throee.
*“He didn't know it was poisoned for
the mice. I didn't put more than half a
pound of the rat-poison in it—not so
much, in fact—and I don't think it will
be really fatal—"

“Yarooh! I'mm dying!”

“Tt was fwightfully careless of Blake.
I am suah the cowonah will blame him
vewy severely at the inquest.”

Billy Bunter burst into a terrifio howl
at the mention of an inquest. The Owl
of Groyfriars dearly loved the limelight
as & rule; but he had no desire whatever
to be the chief figure in a coroner’s in-
quest.

“Yarooh! Help! Where's that
doctor? Send for a medical man! I'm
dying! My—my fect are cold already!
I'm ix awful pain!" p

Tom Merry came towards the suffering
youth with & very grave expression on

is face.

“Where do you feel tho pain,
Bunter?” he as

“ Here—there—everywhere!”  gas
Bunter. *‘Awful agony, like red-hot
pins and needles, and stabbing daggers,
vou know!" .

“Tell me if I touch the spot. Is it
there?"

“Yaroolk!  Leave off punching me,
you beast "

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Bai Jove! T am weally surpwised
at your laughin’ at such a time, you
fellows! Pway have some sympathy!”

A crowd of fellows iere gathering
round the doorway now. A whisper
passed among them, and there was u
general grin.  Arthur Augustus D'Arcy
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eanght the whisper, and he zrinned, too.

Me realised that the matter was not so
s2rious as Bunter supposed.
“Bai  Jove!” murmured D’Arcy.
“You spoofin’ boundah, Blake—"
“ Shush!”
“But it is weally too bad—"
“Yarooch! Have you sent for a
doctor?” howled Bunter. “Tell him to
get a stomach-pump, some of you!”

“Tve got a bike-pump!™ culled in
Levison. “Will that do?”
“Yah! Beast!

1 believe you're glad
I’'m expiring in fearful agony! 'Cell the
doctor to come quick! Ow-wow-yow!”
“Hold on a nunute or two, Bunter!”
exclaimed Lowther. “I'm going! Don't

die till T come back, old chap! Doctor
in two ticks!”
Monty Lowther rushed from  the

study.

But he did not rush for a medical man.
He rushed into his own study and
dragged open the box in which were
kept the ‘properties™ of the Junior
Dramatic Society.

With swift, skilled hands, Lowther
dabbed grease-paint on his face, affixed
thereto a blawck beard and moustache,
and jammed a grey wig on his head, and
a pair of glasses on his nose. He hurried
on a frock-coat, somewhat crumpled,
over his Etons, with a silk mufiler to
cover up his colli. ~ Monty Lowther
was quite a quick-change artist—and
though his change was not very
thorough it was certainly very rapid.

He came epecding back along the
passage, and there was a gasp frcm the
juniors at the sight of him.

“Why—what—" exclaimed Levison.

“The doctor!” howled Cardew.

*“¥a, ha, ha!”

“Hush, my boys!” said Dr. Lowther,
in a deep bass voice. ‘1 hear there is
someone ill—where is my patient—"

“This way, doctor!” shricked Bunter
from the etudy. “Have you got the
stomach-pump? I'm dying!”

There was a gasp from Blake & Co.
as the *““doctor” came in. Tom Merry
jerked Bunter's glasses from his fat little
06O, Bunter was short-sighted, but
even Bunter might have spotted tho
hurried makeup of the medical man.
Without hLis glasses, however, all was
safe.

All Bunter saw was a bearded man in
a frock-coat bending over him,

“Help ! he moaned faintly. “Help!
I'm dying! The poicon’s working
thirough my system!”

* 8tand back. boys!” said the medical
man, in his deep voice.  “Give him
room! Bunter—ahem !—I think your
name is Bunter—-"

* Ow—yes—yow—

“You have swallowed poison?”

“Yow-ow—yes!”

“ An attempt at suicide, T presume?”

“Yoop! No! Tt was in the cake!™
gasped Bunter. “1 never dreumed th:t
that silly ass had put rat-poison in the
cake. I'm suffering fearfally! Awful
ehooting paius, like—like daggzers and
things!” Ow!”

William George Bunter quite imngined
by that time that he was suffering fearful
pains.

“My pour, poor boy!” said the
medical man soothingly  “Calm your-
soli! Let me feel your pulse!”

**Yaroooh !

“What is the matter now?”

“Yow! You're pinching my wrist!
Leggo!™

“T must feel your pulse, Bunter. Bless
wy soul! Five hundred and sixty-nine
—a very high temperature! Keen still
while T nse my stethoseope, my unfor-
tunnte boy 1™

“ Yow-ow !**

The medicul main jammed the end of
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a fountzin-pen into Bunter’s waistcoat,
the juniors lovking on as gravely as thay
could.

Lowther listened attentively at the
end of the fountain-pen with an ex-
pression of owl-like solemuity.

Bunter’s round eyes were fixed in
anguish upon his face, as if striving to
read his doom there,

“Am I—am I very bad?” he gasped.

The medical man eighed.

“My poor, poor boy 3

“Yaroooh !’

“T find traces of fatty degeneration,”
said the medicil man. *“T am afraid you
wre accustomed to over-cating yourself,
Bunter.”

Wow !”

“Qw !
made your will, Bunter?”

“Have you

“Yarooooh !*

“Con’t you save him, sir?” asked Tom
Merry, with a break in his voice.

“1 will try,” said the medical man
gravely. “1 have every hope of savin
his life. Has anyone a stomach-pump?

*““Ahem! Would a footer-pump do?”

“1t would not do, I am afraid. How-
ever, there is another method. Raise
him from the chair.”

Four or five juniors raised Bunter
from the chair. It nceded the efforts
of four or five, Bunter was not a feather-
weight

“ILay him face down on the hearth-
mg,” s1id the medical man. **Let him
touch tho flcor with a slight bump.”
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Bump!

“¥Yarooooh 7

“ (et the fire-shovel—-"

“Here you are, sir!”

“Now strike him gently with the
shovel—the flat of the shovel—while I
count. This will counteract the effects
of the poison. One!”

hack !

¥ o0000p I

“Twol”?

Whack !

* Yarooooh {”

“Be quiet, Bunter! This is for your
own good!” siid the medical man sooth-
inzly. “I think you should strike a
little harder—I see no signs of improve-
ment so far.”

Whack !

“Yah! Oh! Beast!” howled the
patient.

*Ha, ha, ha!”

* Patience, Master Bunter—we are

curing you! This is a new thing in
first aidd—very suitable to your case. Do
yon not feel better?”

“Yow! No! Wow!”

‘“ Strike a little harder——"

hack !
‘tHc)p !:‘
‘“Are you Master

Bunter?”

“No!” howled Bunter. “Worse!
Yaroooh! Lemme alone! Yooop!”

*We must keep up, the treatment till
you feel better, my poor boy. It is the
only way. A little harder, please, Master
Merry }” :

WHACK!

“ Yow-ow-ow-ow-woooop!” roared the

atient. “Leave off! I'm better—much
etter! Yow-ow!”

“*You are stire you are better, Master
Bunter?”

“VYes, you beast! Ow!”

“Do you still feel any pain?”

“Only where that rotter’s been whack-
ing me!” wailed Bunter.

“Perhaps a little further treatment
will ralieve—-"

** Yarooooh !”

Bunter strugzled furiously in the grasp
of his helpers, evidenily determined to
have no further treatment on those lines.
As the fat junior rewred up, his head
came in contict with the medieal man’s
chin. with a loud concussion. It was tho
medizal man who roarad this time.

“Yarooh! You fat idiot!”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“(ive him some more—

“Yaroooh! Help! Murder! Fire!”?

“(ave!” gyelled Levison minoer from
the corridor.

“My hit! Here's Railton!”

The crowd in the doorvay meited
away liko snow in the sunshine. DBui
the juniors in the study could not melt
awav, unfortunately, and they stood
broathless round Bunter, who was sit-
tinz on the hearthrug, roaring, as tho
School House master strode into No. 6.

]

feeling better,

3y

CHAPTER 8.

Not Fatal !
R. RAILTON looked at Tom
M Merry & Co.. and Tom Merry
: & €o. looked at Mr. Railton.
Monty Lowther made himself
as emall as possible behind the other
fellows. He did not want to meet his
Housemaster in  his chavacter of an

amtenr medical man.

“What does this mean?” exclaimed
Mr. Railton. **What is all this uproar,
Blake?”

“This—this uproar, sir?? stammered
Blake.

“Yes. A most extriordinary din has
been rroceedinyg from this study,” said
Mr. Railton sternly. * Someons was
calling for help.”



Every Wednesday,

“Yow-ow-ow! Ow!”

“Ts  anything the matter with
Bunter 77 .

“Ahem! I—I think he thinks he’s ill,
sir,” mumbled Tom Merry.

“T am ill!” howled Bunter. “I'm
poisoned!  Fm dying! Where’s that
doctor? Tlas he gone?”

“Bless my soul!” exclaimed Mr.

Railton.” *“ What do you mean, Bunter?
ITow can you possibly be poisoned 7

“lt was Blake! 1 hope he will be
hanged !¥ howled Bunter. “Maka that
doctor come back! Where iz he? I'm
dying 1

“Ilave you given DBunter awvything,
Blake 7"

*Not at all, sir.”

“He put the poison in the cake!”
velled Bunter. ““ Where's that doctor 7

“There is no doctor here, Bunter—"

“He was here a minute ago.”

“I¥s he wandering in his mind?” ex-
claimed  the Housemaster, * Surely
there is no doctor here—— Why—
what—who—who is that?”

The Housemaster jumped as his eyes
fell upon Dr. Montague Lowther. The
other fellows had screened the medical
man of the Shell as much as they could
~-hut it was in vain.

“Who are you, sir?” thundered the
1Tousemaster.

“Ob dear! I'm Xowther
gasped the humorist of the Shell, !

*“And what does that absurd make-up !
raean, Lowther 7 !

“Only a little joke cn Bunier, sair,” !
murmured Monty Lowther. “Omne ofi
tho characters 1n our plays, sir—Dr.
Killemquick——"" !

“Absurd! s it possible that that |
ridienlous boy supposed you to be a '
doctor 2 exelaimed Mr. Railton. *You |
should not play these absurd jokes, !
Lowther. I presume that there is nothing |
the matter with Bunter?»

“ Nothing at all, sir,” &aid Tom.

*“¥Yarooh! I'm poisoned n

*Be quiet, Bunter, and cxplain to me
why you faney you are poisoned. You
certamly do not look ill.”

“T'm dying, sir!” moaned Bunter,
“The cake was poisoned--I ate it, not
knowing that Blike had put vat-poison
m ip——"

Mr. Railton started.

“Blake! Were yon 8o uiterly reckless
as to put rat-poison in a cake and leave
it where it could be taken »

“Not at all, sir,” eaid Blake hastily.
“Naver had any rat-poison in the study,
that T know of.”

* What ! yeiled Bunter.

The fat junior jumped up. As he
realised that it was a caso of **spoof ™
his fearful agonies departed all of a
sudden,

“He told mael” shricked Bunter,
shaking a fat, furious fist at Jack Blake.
“He told me—-"

“You told Bunter you had poisoned
the cake?” exclaimed the Housemaster
angrily. AT

*No, sir,” said Blake meekly. “T told
him I hadn’t put more than half a pound
of poison in it. And I hadn’t, sir.
couldn’t have, could I, when I hadn't
put any at all 7
er. Railton stared at Blake's meck
ace,

“I am afraid, Blake, that you led
Dunter to suppese-——-> He broke off.
“Did you find the cake in this study,
Banter 7

:‘]Jn ,t;he cupboard, sir, and Blake
sSnd-—

* Whose was tho cake?”

“Ours 1 grunted }Herrice.

“Did Bunter take it without permis
siom??

Silence.

“Y think I understand,” said Mr,

¥
. i
gir 1” !

Railton. “I am alrsid you have been
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playing this absurd joke on Bunter be-
cause he took your cake and zte it, Is
that it?”

“ Ahem !”?

“Beast 1’ gasped Bnnter.

“Yon shoald st play such pranks—
aud you have cansed a great deal of dis-
turbance,” said Mr, Railton. *You will
take fifty lines each. As for you,
Bunter, this should be a lesson to you to
respect the property of others.”

"I mever touched the cake,
gasped Bunter.

“What ?»

“1 wonldn’t do such a thing. sir! I
should diedain to touch a cake that didn’t
belong to me.”

“Bai  Jove!?
Aungustus,

“Bless my soull IF you did not eat
the cake, Bunter, how was it that you
fancied you were poisoncd?” asked the
Iousemaster.

“Oh! Ab—ahem—-"

“ Answer me, Bunter !”’

sir "

murmured  Arthur

Three-halfpence, 9

Mr. Railton simply bLlinked at the Owj
of Greyfriars.

“I hope you believe meo, ~ir!? said
Bunter, with a great deal of dignity.

* Believe you ! gasped Mr, Railton.
“No, I certainly do not balieve you,
Bunter! I have never heard such an
abominable young liar! You will follow
me to my study, Bunter.”

* Wha-a-at for, eir?”

“T am going to cane you.”

“B-b-hut I'm the injurcd party, sir,”
gasped DBunier.  *I—1've been treated
ungratefully for performing sn oact of
friendship—-="

“Follow me!” thundered the Ilouea-
master.

And Billy Banter jumped, and followed

Lim.
“Bai  Jove!” murmured  Asthur
Augustus. “That  bourclah  Buntah

weally does take the cake, you know 1?
“Thke dear boy's sorry he took thad

ono by this time!” grinned Blake.
There was no doubt about that ! Biily

But Billy Bunter couldn’t. For once
even the Owl of Greyfriars was not ready
with a * whopper.” No *“whopper”
that he could think of on the spur of the
moment  would meet the case. Ie
blinked helplessly at the Housemaster.

“You did eat the cake, Bunter!” ex-
claimed Mr. Railton sternly.

L0 I_l___ l___A_."

“Did you or notf”

“T—I may have tasted it, sir,” gasped
Bunter. ** Now I come to think of it, 1
certainly did taste it. I—I only wanted
to seo whether it was—was digestible,
sir. Some cukes ain’t, sir, and—and
T was afraid these chaps might get in-
digestion, so——

*“Bai Jovel?

“It was really kindness on my part,
sir,” said Bunter, growing more con-
fident. “T'm always doing these kind
actions, and never getting any grati-
tude.”

“ Bless my roull”

Bunter came along about five minutes
Jater rubbing his fat hands. He paused
‘to blink into Study No. 6.

“Yah ! was his elegant rcmark,

“Weally, Buntah—"

“Yalh! T despise you! Yahi”

With that Parthian shot Bunter rolled
on.  There was a loud chortle in the
Study as he went. The fact that W. G.
Bunter despised them did not have the
(\"f"(’f. of dashing the epivits of Study
No. b,

CHAPTER 9.
Tea in No. 2!

vy

¢ 'LL make 'em sit up!

I Dunter of the Fourth made that
remark in his own stady, No. 2 in
the Tonrth. Tlis sindy-mates,

Mellish and Trimble, were at tea. Buntee
wasn't at tea.  Bunter had had tea in
il for what that was worth—not much
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to Bunter, who was equal to half a
dozen tear in Ilall.  But there was no
tog in the study for the Owl of the
Fourth, for funds wore low-—as they
generally were with Bunter —- and his
study-mates were not the fellows to carry
a passenger at tea-time—far from it.

Bunter reclined in the armchair, blink-
ing merosely at his etudy-mates through
his big spectacles, like a podgy Peri at
the gates of Paradise. Meilish and
‘Lrimble had quite a good supply, and the
amiable youths enjoved it all the more
owing to Buntfer's hungry looks.

“Hallo! Whom are you going to
mgke sit up?” asked Mellish, helping
himself to picklee.

“Everybody !"” eaid- Bunter compre-
hensively. *I ain’t having & goad timo
at this achool.”

“Whose fault s that?” grinned
Mellish.  “You don’t make yourself
popular, old gun.”

*I was jolly popular at Greyfriars —-**

“Were you ever at Greyfriars?” ex~
claimed Mellish, in surprise.

M I=I—I mean, when I was theve cu o
visit to my cousin in tha Remove,”
stammered Bunter.

“You must have paid a jolly long visit

to your Groyfriars cousin,” said Percy
Mellish, looking at him curiously,
“You'ra always talking about that|
schoaol.”

“ ‘ Better show than this," said Bunter.

‘Jolly good fellows there — and they
liked me no end. You should have seen
the way Wharton and Bob Cherry and
the rest used to praise me. Always wel-
come in any study-—fellows used to com-
pete to get me to come in to tea.”

“Jolly queer tastes they must have at
GE?{‘ﬁlpxﬁ—!f that’s true [

iich it isn’t !’ ch i
Trimble. chuckled Duggy
¢ Tho fellows.nearly cried when I left
said Bunter. *PBob Cherry simply
couldn’t bear up! My Form-mastey—-"

:“g_our li‘(;r&lmaitara?"

es; old Quelchy—

o How the thump could ho be-vour
Form-master if you were a visitor af the
school?”

“I—I—1 mean, my cousin’s Form-
master, of course! You—you see, I—I
stayed rather a long time.” The Fonn-
master, 8s I was saying, came and shook
hands with ' me when 1 left—like a real
pal.  Old Lathom never treals me like
tl‘la.t. The Form-mastors here are beasts.
This school ain’t up to Greyfriara in any
way. Why, even the lessous are on a
lower scale—you learn the same. stuff in
the Fourth here that they lLave in the
Remove at Greyfriars|”

“You mean the Forms are called by
different names, you silly ass! The
fellows are the same age.”

“ Everything’s rotten here, in compari-
son,” pursued Billy Bunter, who was
plainly in a_pessimistic mood. “(d Win-
gate, the captain of Greyfriars, was really

when——

*“Why the thuwmp should he call you
Billy when you're name’s Walter?”

“I mean, he used to call me Bunty!”
gasped the Owl “‘Look at Kildare licre!
He called me & fat frog to-day!”

“Looks a8 if Kildare knows vou hetter
than Wingate does!”

“I'm getting fed up!” said Bunter,
“Pve a jolly good mind t¢ go back o
Grreyfriars—TI mean, to go to Greyfriars.
Only—~only—"

“Could you go to Greyfviurs if yuu
liked?" asked Mellish.

“Cortainly T could t”

“My Lat! I wish you would, old scout!
T'll tell you what—go to Greyiriars, and
stay thero; and we'll all pass a voie of
thanks L’
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“ Beast )" said Buuier. I it wosn’t
for that cardshurper chap 1 owe money
to, and some little debts, and—and some
other things, I'd jolly well got I'mn not
being treated heré as I expectedl I'm
kept out of games, and I could play any
follow’s head off here. IYArcy 1s stand-
offish, though I was willing to be friendly
with him. I'm stuck in this study, with
two mean rotiers who don’t even ask a
fallow if he’s huugry at tea-time——"

“No good asking—we know |” griuned
Mallish.

“I'll have
Mellish——"

“Yon jolly well won't!”

“No fear!” said Boggy Trimble em-
phatically.

“T call that mean!”

“Call it what you like, old chap—but
vou don't bag our tea!” chuckled Mel-
lish. *Buy your own pickles, my son!”

“I've been disappointed about a posta!-
order: !

"The same ona you were disappoiuied
about last week*" asked Mellish.

“Or the cue you were disappointed
sbout the week before?” chuckled
Trimble.

“Well, I'mi going to make "em ait up—
and you, too!” said Bunter. *1 can do
it, tool I'm an awiully clever chap—-"

‘‘Never seen any signs of it! You
turn poor old Lathom’s hair grey in
clasg !’

Baunter sniffed conlemptuously. |

“T don't mean class work--that rot!
I could tell you something, if T chose!”
said Bunter mysteriously.

*“ Lies, mnst hikely!”

“Brrrr!”

Billy Bunter relupsed into silence, and
watched tho feasters hungrily. He wus
fooling very dissatisfied. Certainly, there
had been no realisation of the. rosy
dreams he had dreamed when he changed
places with Wally Bunter and. came to
St. Jim's. It was his own fault, but

soma of those pickles,

Bunter found no comfort in'that—evens

if he knew it. .

Yootsteps. passed the door, and Bunter

looked up quickly. It was a chance for
tho exercise of his woird powers as a
ventriloquist —and Bunter’s brain always
worked actively when it was a question
of grub.

*Come on, you chapsl” called a voice,

upp@reutly frotn the passage. ** Ain't you.

coming, Baggy! Chance for you,
Buater !
“What’s on, Blake;” called back
Moellish.

“(russy's treat in the tuckshop-—he's
biowing & fver?”’
- “Y'm ont”

Mellish gud T'rimble jumped up at once.
They had uearly finished tea, and the
remnant.was certainly not to be.compnred
with a treat in tho school shop stood by
Arthur Augustus D'Arcy, if that youth

3 ‘was “blowing " a tiver!
chummy . with me—used to call me Billy ¥

I go!” exclaimed Bunter. ‘“‘You
fellows. stay here—-"

“Catch us!” grinned Trimble. *Come
on, Petcy "

And Mellish. and Trimble ran out of the
study, anxious not to be late-at the festive
spread in Dame Laggles’ shop.

Billy Bunter grinned.

o lost no time when he was left
alone. He picked up a bag, und crammed
into it what was lott of the eatables, and
departed it hot haste—in the direction
opposite to that taken by his study-
malos,

Mollish ar:d Trimble rushed dowustairs,
and sped across to tha tuckshop.

They found that establishineni empty,
There was.rno feed gomg on, that was
certain; and they wore puzzled and dis-
eppointed,

*“That beast Dlake was pulling ourl

feg " growled Molliah, *“1lallo, thera's
1’Arcy! Iret’s ask him!”

Arthur Augustus. D’Arcy was sighted
in the quad as the disappointed juniors
camne put of the tucksbop, and they bore
down on him.

* Are you standing a feed?” demanded
Mollish,

“HSowwy, dear boy—noi"”

“Not blowing a fiver in the tuckshop®”
exclaimed Trimble.

“I wegwet to state that I do not possesa
o fivah, Twimble; and if T did I should
not blow it, a8 you expwess it!”

““Blake eaid g0 !"” howled Mellizh. * He
called into our study-—"'

“Bai Jove! I weally fail to compwe.
heud why Blake should have mnde such a
statement, deah boys!”

Mellish and Trimble returned to the
School House, and fuund Jack Blake in
the hall talking to Roylance and Levison.

“Do you call that a joke?” demanded
Klellish sourly,

i E}l?”

“f call it 8 lie, if you want to kuow "
snapped Mellish.

Bluke stared at himn.

“Are  you talking
anmanded.

“Yes, I am!"”

“Will you explain what $ou're talking
about, before I knock your silly head ou
the banisters?"’ inquired Blakeo politely.

“You called into our study that D'Arcy
was standing & feed in the tuckshop——->

“I did?” ejaculated Blake.

*“Yes; you did!”

“ Whent"”

“Five or six minutes ago!”

“I've just come from the Common
room, where I've been for the last quarte;
of an hour,” said Blake. ‘‘Somebody’s
beert pulling your leg!™

“Y 'suppose 1 know your
aneared Mell'sh.

“1 know 1 joly well do!" said Trimble.

* You’re mistaken !” said Blake grufily.
“1 haven't been anywhere near youi
study,”

‘Rats 1™

Blake’s eyes gleamed.

“Don’t you take
demanded.

“You're making a mistake, Mellish!"
said Levison. “I was with Blake in the
Common-room—o was Roylance.”

“Oh, rot! I know Blake's voice!l’

“Samse here!” gaid Trimble. " No
good telling me—— Yoooop!”

Jack Blake's temper was growing warin
by that time. He made a grasp at the
twe, and seized their collars, and theiv
heads vame together with & sounding
concusaion,

Crackt

“Yaroooh!”

“Now do you take my word®” de-
manded Blake.

“Yow-ow-ow! Yes! Yaht Ohi Of
course ! Lezgo! Oh, dear!”

Moellish and Trimble escaped up the
staircese, rubbing their heads. They
came back to’ Study No. 2 in & savage
mood to finish their tea.

But their tea was already finished.

What they had left of 1t was gone—
quite gone! And so was W. (. Bunter?!

{o net" he

s aw
voice!

my word?” he

CHAPTER 10.
Haunted !
EORGE ALFRED CGRUNDY of
G the Shell rubbed his  nose
thoughtfully. and  blinked at

Wilkins and Gunu,

“Jt's awfully queer!” he said.

“Oh, I don't know sbont that{"” said
Witkins.  “A bit stubby, if you like;
bat I shouidu't call it awfully queert”

£ Binbby (" repeated Grundy.
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“A bit pug!” said Wilking, “But I've
seen lots of noses worse!”

““Noges!”  gpaid Grund_v‘
““Who’s talking about noses?”

“Eh? Didn't you remark that your
noso was awfully queer?”

“You silly ass ! yoared George Alfred.
“No, I did not! I wasn’t talking about
my uose!”

“0Oh! You were rubbing it, and you
said—— So I thought——"

*“Don’t be such an ass, Wilking! And
if you give me too muech of your funny
back-chat, I'll make your noso awfully
queer, and your eye, too!"” said Grandy
darkly. I said it was awfully queer,
aund so it is! Blessed if I’m not begin-
ning to think the place is haunted! You
remember what happened in the Form-
voom the other day? Somebody said

Ratg ¥’ to Liuton, and we were detained.
We never found out who it was. Then
there was something of the sort in the
Tourth Form-room, and 1 heard Mellish
and Trimble talking about something of
the kind. And now—— Tt's a corker!”

Grundy rubbed his ncse again very
thonghtfully, but Wilking decided not to
misunderstand this time.

*“I was cuffing Bunter in the passage,”
went on Grundy.,

“What for 2"

“Oh, nothing spectal! T thought a.cuff
would do him good. He’s rather a slithy
cove, you know. I was cuffing him, and
then 1 heard Railton call out to me from
the stairs. Now, I know Railton’s veice,
don’t 137

“You ought to,” agreed Gunn.

“Well, it was his toot. He called out
to me to go to him at once, and I thought
hie wae ratfy. Hearing Bunter yell, he
might have thought I was bullying .him,
or some such rot. However, I went.
And he wasn't there!”

“He'd gone 7™

“Well, you see, there wasn’t anybody
on the staircase at all,” said Grundy.
* Railton couldn’t have got away in the
time, unless he slid down the banisters.
]A H'ousemubcc wouldn’t do that would

e ?

“Ye gods! I rather think not!™

“Besides, Railton couldn’t very well
with his gammy arm. He’s got a bad
fin, you know, Iyrom'when he was in the
Arniy. Then how did. it happen?” de-
manded Grundy. “Isn’t it jolly queer?
I'mn beginning to think the pf;ce is reall
haunted. 1t's a mystery—it puzzles me."”

Evidently Grundy considered that a
niyetery must be very deep indeed if it
puzzled him.

“‘Perhaps you imagined it !” suggestod
Gunu, rather unfortunately.

Gruady gave him a freezing glare. )

“Ts that meant for a joke, Gunn?” he
inquired.

“Nunno 1

“If you're serious, I can only say it
shows you to.be the silly ass I've always
fhought you, Gunn. I don’t imaginc-
hear voices,” said Grundy. “I heau}
Railton’s toot right enough, and lhe
wasn't there ! It beats me!  If the place
ien’t haunted, what does it mean?”

Gunn _did not véuture upon anoiker
suggestion.

‘“What do you think, Wilkins?”

“1 think it’s time we had tea.™

“You silly assg-—""

“Tm éoing to tea with Talbot,” re-
ma‘zrlknd \i;m.k “Ta-ta!”

‘1 was thinking of giving Tom Merry
& Joglc:in,” skid Wilkias, © Asa he Sl
lowed Gunn from the study.

Grundy snorted.

Ho was very much perplexed by tho
mysterious happening -that had happened,
and he had oxpected his study-mates to
enter deoply and seriously into the
puzzling question, Perhaps his way of
receiving suggestions was not encourag:

staring.

- the study
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ing to them. Ag all cvents, they left him
o prabe into the mystery on ‘‘ his own,”
e to speak.

Grundy stirred the fire, and jammed
the kettle on it. He wie thus engaged
when a fat face and pair of large spec-
tacles glimmered in ay the doorway.

“I say, you fellows—I mean, I say,
Grundy—"

Goorge Alfred looked round.

“Have you come back for aneothex
cuffing, Buuter 2"’ he inqaired,

“N-no.”

“You'll gat ity if you don't mizzle.”

“I was going to ask you to tea,” said
Bunter, with (ﬁgnity.

“I don't come to tea with fags.”

“Well, I'll come to tea with you, old
chap. TIt's all the same to me.”

“1¢t may be!” assented GGurndy. ‘“But
it isn’t all the same to me, you fat
bounder, I give you one second to
clear.”

“Oh, really, Grundy—"

(ieorge Alfred Grundy picked up the
tongs, apparently 1o use either as a miis-
sile or as a ‘weapon. Grundy was rather
a heavy-handed yonth, and ho did not
enjoy Bunter's society. Billy Busiter's

| eyes gleamed hehind his glassea.

r "O’r}e second !” said Grandy. * Now,
“0b, don’t play the goat, Grundy 1"
Grundy jumped.

It was the voice of George Wilkins, and
it came——or scemed to come—from under
table.

“Wilkins! What—" s

“Oh, give your ¢hin a rest, Groady !”

“What?”

“You're always wagging your chin, old
top. Dry up!”

Grundy’s face was a study. Ile came
towards the table with the tongs in his
hand. The tongs woere no longer in-
tended for Bunter.

“ You silly chump {" exclaimed Crundy.
“You told me you were going to tea with
Tom Merry, and you sneak into the etudy
and hide wunder the tablo like a silly fag!
Come out!" :

“ Sha'n’t "

“Come out!” roared Grundy.
get the tongs ready for you I”

There was a large cover over the table,
and Grundy could not see underit, But
he had no doubt that Wilkins was there !
He knew Wilking’ voice—as well as he
knew Mr. Railton's!

“Will you como aut, Wilkins?”
oy or you! Gl? and c-alni coke!”

m going to wallop you "

“You cous!dn’t!" o

“Couldn’t 17" roared Grundy, in great,
wrath. “TI'll jolly well show you! If
you don’t come out this minute I'll shove
the tongs at youl” -

" Rnu lll

Grundy stopped, with a crimson face,
and thrust the tongs under the tablo with
a mighty thrust. If Wilkins of the She!l
had been there, there was no doubt that

“I've

4 Wilkins of the Bhell would have been

hurt. But_as it happened the tongs-mat
with no resistance at ell, and that was so
unexpected that Grundy pitched forward
with the force of the thrust and hie nose
tapped against tho edge of the table -
hm'dy! X Rt

*“Yooooop !” gasped Grundy.

“Te, he, he!” .

“I'll give you something to cackle for
in a minute, Bunter! Wait till I've
finished with' Wilkins!  Now, Wilkius,
you rotter——>

Grundy tore oft the table-cover, and
dropped on his knees, to make a frontal
attack with the tongs on- the junior under
the table. But he did not make the at-
tack. Ho remained petrified, glaring
under the tablo as if mesmerised. For
the spaee was empty. Wilkine was not
there }

n
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CHAPTER 11.
Trouble in Tom Merry’s Study !
(] H!”

O Grundy gasped. (
The sight of the Kaiser sitting
under hig table eould not have

surprised Grundy more than the empty
gpace, with no one at all =itting there!

He could searcely helieve his eyes,

“Oh!” he stuttered. ‘““Ah! OL!”

Grundy rose slowly to his feet, and
backed away from the table with an
expression almost of dread on his face.
It was really a most unnerving experi-
ence.

“You—you heard him, Baater?” he
stamumreg.

The Owl nodded.

‘“ Well, he—he’s not there !”

“¥Extraordinary " said Bunter. *Ilow
do you account for it, Grundy 17

“I can’t account for it,” eaid Grundr.
“Unless the school is haunted, theré's
no accounting for it. And if I can't
acconnt for it you can bet that it's unac-
countable !”

“Ho, he, he I”

“This 1sn’t a laughing matter,
Bunter !" roared Grundy, making a jump
at_the fat junior.

Billy Banter made a jump at the same
moment into the passage. He executed
a strategic retreat into Tom Merry's
study, farther along. There were seven
juniors in that study—the Terrible Three,
Rlake & Co. from No. 6 in the Fourth.
There had been a hamper from Miss
Priscilla that. day, end Tom Merry was
whacking out his good luck.

Beven forefingers pointed to the door
as Billy Bnnborﬁinkcd in.

“Qutside !” said Tomn Merry.

‘“Room for one more?”
Bunter.

Monty Lowther jumped up.

“I never finiehed doctering Bunter yes-
terday,” he said. ‘““Get the shovel,
Tommy, and we'll give hiin some more
medical attentions.”

‘“Yaas, wathah!”

“1 say, you fellows—-""

Billy Bunter was interrupted. Grundy
came along the passage, shoved the fat
junior unceremoniouslty aside, and strode
nto the study.

‘‘ Wilkins here ?”” he exclaimed.

“No,” said Tom.

“He said he was coming here.”

“ He looked in, old top; but passed on,
as wo had a party,” said Tom Merry. “I
believe he's gond along to see Kangarao,
if you want him.  Anything the
matter 77

*Yes,” said Grundy impressively. 1
think now that Wilkina must have been
playing a trick, somehow. He spoke to
me from under my table, and. when I
Inoked for him he wasn't there,”

*Wh'

““Unless tho dashed place is hauntad,
it's a trick of some sort!"” said Grundy.
“ As"Wilkins isn’t here, I dare say he wan
around my study somewhere playing o
trick, and-I'm going to let Wilkins know
that he can’t play tricks on me. He's
not hiding here I suppose?”

“No, ass!"

“Is he gone?” eame a voice from he-
hind the bookease in the corner.

T'here was a general exclamation, and
all eyes turned on the bookcase. Grundy
uttered an exclamation.

*So he is here !’

“My hat! I—I suppose he is!  That’s
Lis voice,” said Tom Merry, in astonish-
nent.  ““How the thump did ho get be-
hind that bookease?™

“You didn’t know he was there?” said
Grundy sarcastically.

*“No, fathead!”

“Well, I don’t see how he could hLide
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behind your bookcase without your
knowing it, that’s all. He was asking
you if I was gone, too!"”

Tom Merry's lins opened for a sharp
roply, but he closed them again. It was
really very amazing. The bookcase was
a big one, and it stood across a corner of
the study, an arrangement which was sup-
posed to save shace, Behind it, of
course, was a triangular space, between
the bookcase and' the corner of the room,
in which a fellow could have stood; but
he could only have reached it by climb-
ing on top of the bookcase and dropping
down behind. The bookcase was pretty
well filled, and was top heavy for one
fellow to move and replace, and certainly
none of the tea-party had moved it.

Tom Merry & Co. stared at the book-
oase blankly. There were several articles
on top of it, such as foils and a hatbox
and one or two other things, which did
not seem to have been disturbed.

Grundy pushed back his cuffs, and
came -fariber, into the study. The fact
that Wilkins had hidden himself like this
wus proof enough thut he had, somehow,
I)Iayed that trick in Grundy's study—at
east, it was proof good cnough for
George Alfred.

“1 knew he was here,” he said.
can come out of that. Wilkinst”

“Look here, don't kick up a shindy
in_our study,” said Manners. * Wilkins
will keep.”

“Yon

“Yaas, wathah! Pway don’t be a
wuffian, Gwunday,”  said  Arthur
Augustus chidingly.

“T say, you feilm%—"

“0h, cut off, Bunter!”

“T'm éoing to have Wilkins out!”
roared Grundy. “ Do you think I'm
gomnz to be played tricks on? Why, he|

made mo almost belicve that the place
was haunted. George Wilkins!"”

“QOh, go away. Grundy!” came the
well-known voice of Wilkins, and Tom
Merry & Co. could ouly stare.

“How on earth did he get there, deal
boys?” asked D'Arcy.

“Blessed if I know !” said Tom. ‘“We
were all here when he looked i and went
along the passage.”

“You think I'm going to believe
that?"’ sneered Grundy.
“Please yourself !’
™ And go and eat coke !”
“1 twust, Gwunday, that you are not
wefusin’ to accept Tom Meéewwy's word !"”
oxclaimed Arthur Augustus hotly. “If
you arc askin’ for a feahful thwashin’,

Gwunday—-""

Suort from Grundy.

“How did you get there, Wilkins?”
he domanded.

“Tom Morry bunked me up over the
bookease.”

“1 didn't}" roared Tom.

“P’Arcy helped him.”

“Bai Joa, that staternent is an uttah
fabwication !’ exclaimed the swell of St.
Jim’'s indignantly. *“I was not even
awah that you were in tho studay at all,’
Wilkins,”

¢ Likely story !” sneered Grundy.

Tom Merry jurnped up.

“We'll have him out of that!” he
exclaimed. “ We'll jolly well see whether !
he'll repeat that when we can et at him.
Como out, Wilkins, you rotter!”

"Sha‘n,t!”

“We'll soon have you out!"” exclaimed
TLowther. “Lend a hand with this book-
case, you iellows,”

The tea-party .were all on their feot
now in great excitement. The only
fellow who wasn’t excited was Bunter of
the Fourth, who was lcaning against the
doorpost with a fat grin on iis face,

“Bai Jove! I wegard Wilkins with
uttah contempt!” said Arvthur Augustus.
$He is actually beawin’ false witness,

growled Tom,

ouz know. You fellows know I nevah
elped bunk the wottah up.”

“ Help me with this blessed bookease !
said Grundy, grasping the heavy article
of furniture. **Now, then, careful!”

Many hands were laid upon the book-
case, and" it swayed a little away from
the wall. There was a roar as a pair of
foils came tumbling down.

“Yarooh! What's that?” roared
Grundy, “Who's chucking things at
me? Ow, my napper!”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

**You cacklin’ asses—"

* Weally, Gwunday——  Yawooooh !”
yolled Arthur Augustus, as the bookease
swayed again, and a hatbox whizzed
down and smote him on the head.
“Yow-ow! Bai Jove!”

“My hat! Do you keep half your
happy home on top of the bookcase?”
exclaimed Blake, as he dodged a whizz-
ing cricket-bat. * Look out!™

“Better take the things off the top
first,” grinned Dighy,

Tom Merry mounted on a chair and
cleared the rest of the articles off. Then
the juniors grasped the bookcasc again,
and it swayed forward, eatching a little
in the rumpled carpet,

* Look out!” yelled Herries.

The glass doors flew oren, and a shower
of books came forth hke a hailstorm,
There was a crash as Grundy's elbow
went through one glass panel,and a howl
as Blake’s head caught tho edge of the
other door. Some of the juriors jumprd
clear, and the others held on desperately
as the bookcase rocked and swayed.

“Bai Jove !
“Look outl Hold on!”?
o

“It's going!"

““Oh, crikey

“8tand clear!” roared Lowther.

The juniors scrambled hastily. out of
the way as the bookcase lurched forward
and fell. Showers of books, papérs, ink-
pots, chess and draughts, and other
articles, poured out and strewed the floor,
and the top of the bookease crashed on
the tea-table, and the table danced. And
there was a sound of smashing crockery.

“You clumsy asses!" gasped Grundy.

“You silly chump!™ shriecked Tom
Merry. ‘It was vou who did it! What
did you drag it forward for?”

“What a smash-up !" gasped Manners.

* That idiot Grun "

“That dangerous maniac Grundy—"

*Gweat Scott!™
uttered a yell of amazement.
Wilkins?"”

In the excitement of the disaster the
_juniors had forgotten for a moment that
they were removinz the bookcasc to get
at Wilkins of the Shell. D'Arcy was the
first to remember, and he looked in tho
corner for Wilkins. But the corner was
empty. There was no trace of anybody
there.

. “Wilkins "
+¢“Where's Wilkins?

“ Great pipt"”

“Bai Jove! He—he—he’s not there!”

Tom Merry & Co. stared into the
empty corner in blank amazement and
consternation. George Wilking was not
" thero—tliat was certain.

“ How—how--how did he get away?”
stammered Grundy. “I—I say, was it
Wilkins at all, or is the dashed place
haunted?”

“1 say, you fellows——"

*Oh, shut up, Bunter ™
“But 1 say, you fellows, Wilkins is
coming along the passage!” chuckled
Bunter,

“What?"

The fat junior grinned,

“He's just come out of Kangaroo's

”

g_&uttered Grundy.
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study,” ho said chewrfully, ‘““He, hb,
he!”

Arthur  Augustus |
“Where is !

“Wats 1"

“He—he can't have. He was hersl”
stuttered Tom Merry.

“Bai Jove! If he was hers, where is
e now, Tom Mewwy? That is wathah
a puzzle.”

Grundy mopped his heated brow

“It beats me!" he said, It beats me

hollow! And if a thing beats me
hollow——""

“Look at our study!” groaned
Manners, “Look at our bookcaset”

‘“He, he, he!”

“Hallo! You chaps breaking up the

happy home?” asked a cheery voice at
the door, and Wilkins of the Shell looked
in in surprise. “ What the merry dickens
have you been up to?”

The juniors stared at Wilkins as if he
had been a ghost. Indeed, they were
ha'f inclined to think that he was a ghost
at that moment,

“W.W.W-Wilkins!” stuttered Grundy,

“Cweat Scott!”

“You there—here—— Oh, my hat!"
babbled Bluke.

Wilkins stared at them,

“Anything up?” he asked.

“How did vou get out of this studyt”
roared Tom Merry.

“Eh? I haven't been in the study.”

“You were behind tho bookcase.”

“Behind the bookcase!™ repeated
Wilkins in wonder. *T've been having
tea in Kanzaroo's study.”

“Wha-a-at?”

“That's right,” said Kangaroo of the
Shell, looking in over Wilkins® shoulder.
“Wilkins has had tea with us, yon
fellows. What about 2"

* He—he—he's been in your study?”
babbled Tom Merry.

“Certainly "

*Well, my hat!”

“Bai Jove! The place must weally be

haunted !"" said Arthur Augustus D'Arcy

in an awed voice. YT must weally
wemark that I fail to comprehénd this.
Bai Jove!"” .

“We—we—we heard somehody behind
the bookcase. It—it—it was your voice,
Wilkins!™

“Oh, don’t be funny !

“Tt was your voice!” roared Grundy.

Wilkins grinned.

“Well, T haven’t lent anybody my
voice that 1 know of, old top,” he said.
“Tf anybody's borrowed it without my
pernussion 1 think it’s cheeky. But I
don’t see how he conld have, for I've
been using it in Kangaroo's study—
haven't I, Kangy?”

“All the time,” assented Kangaroo,
with a grin.

“Whv, you ass

“But—but—but——"_ pgasped Tom
Merry, wondering whether he was awake
or dreaming. “Tt—it's a trick of some
sort, I—I—"

Tom Merry broke off, He was simply
“beat,” and so were the other fellows
in the study. There was excited discus-
gion as No. 10 in the Shell was put to
righte. Billy Bunter did not join in the
discussion, or in helpiny to put the study
to right. The Owl of Greyfriars rolled
awav down the passago with a fat grin
on his face. .

He was feeling that he was scoring at
last, and Tom Merry & Co. were not vot
done with Bunter on the war-path. B:lly
Bunter ‘was not enioying his sojourn af
S¢t. Jim's as he had anticirated, and it
looked as if the other fellows were nob
destined to enjoy it, either.

”

THE END.

(Don’t miss next Wednesday s Great
Story of Tom Merry & Co. at
St, Jim's—*THE HAUNTED

SCHOOL ! "—by Martin Ciifford.)
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ROBIN HOOD'S RUSE!

1
ASTER PETIERE_ TUBB and his
dancing bear, Barpey, sat at the
door of a hat, one of a number
built around a little clearing In
the heart of Sherwood Forest. During the
week that bad paseed since Robin Hood and
his merry men had rescued himm fromwthe
clutches of the Sheriff of Nottingham, Peter
and the bear had donc little but eat, sleep,
and grow fat, which suited them very well.
Now they watched a broud-shouldered friar
gtirring & big pot slung above a fire in the
middle of the glade, and iclt happy.
Presently he tasted, and smacked his lips.
“It's near ready, Master Peter(” he cried.
“And I'll warrant ‘twill be to your liking,
seeing I mixed it myseli, and there be no
prect't!er hard at’a venizon stew o all Bug-
and.”

“That be so, Father Tuck,” replied Peter,
“and Barney do know it, too. Louk to 'un!”

Barney had risen on end and advanced
towards the fire, whining softly as bhe
always did when he was hungry.

“Nay, brother, stick not thy long nose in
my pot! Be not greedy, or 1 will hestow
upon thee a buffet. Nay, I will wrestle with

, and put thee on thy back, an' thou
comest nearer!” And, so saying, the friar
turned back his wide sleeves, showing a pair
of tremendoua arms, and stood ready.

If ever bear smiled, Barney did. This was
a game his maste rhad taught him, and ke
accepted the [nvitation at once, throwing
his forearms round Frlur Tuck's shoulders
with.a grunt of pleasure. The friar gripped
him n.m} heaved. Barncy shoved with all his
welght, but neither gave way. Round end
round they.danced till, at the edge of the
brook tinkling through the clearing, the
friar's foot slipped, and the pair rolled, with
a mighbty splash, into the shallow water.

They ecrambled out, dripping, and Barney
stood up once again. But the friar shook his
head, laughing.

““Nay, brother. Enough is as good as 2
feast; and I would rather wrestle wi' gooil
venisqp stew than take another turn wi' thee
now. S8hake thy coat, and I will cven change
mine, and we'll'to dinner.”

Which, being done, he blew a whistle. A
Jdozen men, who had spent the night on the
-watch Dy the forest Pntm, came yawning
from the huts, and fcll to with hearty good
will. But scarcely was the. first edge off
their appetites when a sudden bugle-call rang
down the glade, and a party, headsd by
Robin Hood himself, cawe in sight. In theif
mlidst, borne on a litter of boughs, was a
lad of some fourtcen or fliteen years, richly
clothed, but eadly bedraggled with wud, his
head bound up in blood-stained clouts. He
seemed ipscnsible, but rcvived when tho
litter wag’ set down.

“Where am I?” he said in a faint voice.

“Where is my horse?”
. “You be gafe, 1adt” said Robin Hood, hokd-
ing & horn of wine to Lis lips. *Drink, then
talk. That is our rule In the greenwood.
We found you lying like dead, and your noise
with a broken neck beside you. Who might
You be, and how came you that pass?”

The wine seemed to put new life into the
bay. He sat up.

“My thanks to you, good sir, whocver you
may be!” said Le. “My name is Richard
Yitveral, your friend—an’ you need one—trom
this on. Yesterday I came to my manor of
Walmering, wbich lies some way about the
purlieus of this Sherwood, sceing it for the
flvgt time, because I am new come to ling-
land out of Normandy, where I have bided

sincc my father fell a-fighting for England

and her King. Now, this manor has since
then lnin in the hands of my father’s cousin,
8ir Ralph Petterley. Mayhap you kgow him,
good sir?”

o "‘!l have heard tell of him,” replied Robin
rily.

“llg seemis in 2o very good repute here-
abouts.” went on the lad. “But he gave
e welcome, and promised an aecount of his
stewardship in a week from now. This
moining he rode out with me to show me the
houndaries, I on the beast you found me
by. We had comg to the forest’s edge, and
were halted, when from a covert stepped an
ill-locking old fellow, with a red scar athwart
bis face, waving a lighted torch, at the which
my horse took fright, boiting down the path
Into the forest, the bit in his teeth, so that
I could not guide or rein him in, and pre-
sently ran full-tilt into a great oak. Then
1 wakened here.  Prithee, good sir, have
word sent by one of your fellows to my kinx-
man, who doubtless is secking me even now.™

“All in good scason, young sir,” quoth
Robin. “Yet perchance there is more in this
matter than may bc seen at the first glance
Tell me, an' y¢ will, who is next of kin to
you, to take your estate if you had left
your life at yon tree's foot?”

“John Feveral, m{ natural uncle; but
seeing that he hath long been attainted of
treason, and cares not ‘to venture within the
realm, it would seem that the next is this
same 8ir Ralph.”

“ Ah, 1 thought as much!» Robin chuckled.
“Come hither, John Ball! You know Bir
Ralph Petterley?”

“Ay; and If ever 1 have him in arrow-
shout he will know me!” growled Jobln.
“Turned me frgm the house where my folks
had bided time out o' mind, and fook my
cow and plenishing, because I was behind
wi' the rent through the forcst deer taking
of my corn. He could ha’ waited, but, see-
ing .I would lick go man's boots, out I mun

“And you know that black horse this young

gentle was riding¢”

“Sartain sure! That was Courtain. A
gzood beast enough, but never could bide the
sight of flames since the fire in the old stable
when lLie were a colt.” B

“And know you an ili-looking man with a
red-searred face?”

“That would be Long Daniel, that bath
done much dirty work for Sir Ralph.”

“And here is somewhat we found fast to
syour horse’s tail,” went on Robin, holding
up a bunch of thorns tied with whipecord.
“There was a slip-noose thereto, as though
it had been put on suddenly. Now, Master
Feveral, ye have evidence. Doth it not all
show that your good kinsman hath gone
about to compass your death, the which
would greatly enrich him?”

“That is a true word!” cried Feveral.
“Here is ground for stern work. Come ye
with me, good sir, and we will swear to this
before a justice!”

“The law and we folks have nought ta
say to each other,” gald Robin, langhing.
“AMaybe ye have heard tell of Rebin Hood?
1 am he, and these are my pood lullowers.”

The boy rose shakily to his fect.

“J have heard that ya foke toll of the
rieh,” said he. “Well, ye can take from me,
and welcome, if ye willt T ghall still owe
ye thanks for your ald!” And, so saying, he
profiered the heavy pursc at his girdle.

Robin smiled. e

“Nay, lad; you be our gweast. Likewise
you be¢ in sal need of help, secing you ¢ome

C
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By Dick Brooke.

among folks who are wolfish to you for their
gain. Bit we to meat, and recover yourself
at your leisure, while I think upon a way
to be even with Sir Ralph, for the Manor
House is strong, and hardly to be taken by
my force. Hey? What s it, Master Pever?”

“If it please you,” said Pecter, “I .have
been a-list,eningi Now, it seems to me thav
this here Sir alPh. knowing u8 there was
bound to be a spill, most like knows by now
how you have picked up this here gen'leman.
'Tis the way o' the wicked to think all folks

is as bad as theirselves, so if I goes along

to him, like as if I was from you, maybe we
could turn an honest penny. Either he'd be
willing to pay for his kinsman to be give
to his loving hands, or wishful for us to
finish the job for him. Anyways, I can spy
the land. I can talk, having a lot o' practice
at fairs. Let me go, cap’n!”

“All right!” said Robin. “Three of yon
go with lim, but lie hid when he comes to
the Manor House. An' you can get pence out
yon man, Peter, a 'iair third shall be your

portion. Get to itl
W a low, rambling house, surrounded
by a ﬁigh wall and a deep, water-
filled moat, crossed by a drawbridge that
was always kept raised. When Peter, leaving
his companjons hidden in the brudhweod, ad-
venced to the moat-side and shouted, a loud
barking answered him, a face appeared at an
arrow-slit in the low tower above the gaue,
and a harsh voice inquired his business.

“I come from the wild wood on the matter
o' a black horse,” said Peter. “A good
beast, but dead. There is also a saddle,
likewise something that was in it.”

“Alive or dead?” asked the voice.

“Well,” said Peter cheerfully, ““tis alive at
this present, but there be allus time for
t'other, which is what I come to see &bhout.”

At this the windlass in the tower began to
creak, aud with a gr hi
of unoiled bolts the
scended.

“Come over!” said the voice.

Peter obeyed, found himself at a door,
climbed a stair, and entered a little room, lit
by narrow arrow-slits. A man, shroudeti. in
a cloak, sat by the windlass, a dagger glint-
ing in his hand. .

I give ye warning that if it's mischic?
you be after I will give you no mercy!”
said he. *“Now, what is this you babble of ?”

“A horse, a thorn, a flaming torch, and a
lad who is, mebbe, in some folks’ way,” re-
plied Peter holdly. “ We be no fools under the
greenwood, and can put two and two together
as well as most. We reckons either to tell
tho lad what we thinks and put him on the
road to the King's justice, or bring him back
to you. We ain’t partic’lar about hLis health.
What, we thinks on is money most times, Sir
Ralph.”

The knight, threw back the hood of his cloak
and stood up.

“It seems y¢ hnow me, fellow! Well, no
matter; I will be plain, 'This lad is dear to
me for his father's sale, and 1 would not have
his mind poisoued against me with wiid talcs
such as the folks hefeabouts take pleasure to
telt of me. Ishe much hurt? I searched long,
hut tfoumji only the Lorse, zo feared tha
worst,»

— -

1I.
ALMERING MANOR stood some
two miles beyond the forest's edge,

ing and scr hing
narrow bridge de-
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¢ e is hurt, but net o much &3 ho might
be,” snswered Pcter. “But for fifty goluen
ducpts we will bring him to the wood’s edge
over yonder in whatever case you choose.”

< Filty ducats! Yet, an' the lad be dying,
*tis worth it—to soothe his last moments, poor
boy!» said 8ir Ralph, ©Fetch bim to the
little thicket by the pond at sundown to-
morraw and the money is yours!"

& ponet” cried Peter, * We will bring him
in a covered litter wi' all the care o' the
world, Give ye good-even, Sir Knight !»

% A black beast he is!" said he, rejoining his
comrades. “He would ha' us do the lad to
death, or near it. Well, maybe we will find a
1ad that will bave the Iaugh of him.”

But, despite their entreaties, ho would say
RO more.

On his return to camp he went straight to
Tohin Hood, and talked long with him before
turning In for the might,

Nexy day, as dusk was coming on, a small
bend of foresters set down & litter covered
with a canvas tilt in the midst of the little
thicket by the pond where Sir Ralph had
tnade tryst., A man who had been lurking
there for near ap hour thrust his scarred face
cautjously from the covert.

% You have him?" he asked, in a whisper.

€ Ah! O coursed What else do you reckon
we'd be here for?” replied Poter. “But who
Le you, and where he your master and his
money ?”

L) § called Long Dam, and the moncy will
ba to hand when ‘tis needed. But you sure
didn't go for to think as the master would
Lo fool enongh to trust hisself to a gang o'
rinagate knaves like you "uns, did ye?” said
Dan. €I Le taking & bit of a chance myselt
Lelike, but needs must when the devil drives.
Now, lef's ba’ a peep at the goods.”

“He he m.ightg poorly,” said Pefer. It
Tou axes me, i'd suy &3 he ain'y got much
chance, goiug on az he (3.7 He grinned slyly.

Long Dan lifted the canvas and Iooked down
on the face of Richard Feveral. He lay
searce breathing. His eyes were closed, and
in the flickering light of a single torch looked
#3 though he were near death.

«There's som=one as we knows on will be
pleased to see him looking that way, Ireckon,”
sald Dan. ©I zin't; bui that don't signify.”

«1t don't! So mow for the ducats!® said
Peter. ¥ No tricks, now!"”

«There ain't none intended!” growled Dan.
And, burrowinz under the bushes where he
kad waited, ke drew ont a leather baz. © This
bera’s the money. Count it if you winis to.”

«We ain't taking it on trust. Here, you
Icok to it, gnod Sir Friar!® said Peter.

Ho slipped from the circle that clozed
arcund Dan, and Friar Tuck was at onca
;pst in the glocm Ezyond the ring of torch-
izlit.,

Very slowly, often pausing to bits a coin
¢r ring one upon a stons, the friar wmade the

count,

G All told.™ said ha at length. “3ome ba
clipped and some sweated, I doubt, But we
ke mot Jews, tharefore we say nought more
about them. And now, Master Dantel, seeing
you ha' none wi' you, and ha' but one pair
of hands, I will e'2n take an end of yon litter
to help, these othbars heing uneasy of coming
r:n;’ther this way. Together we can manags

& Thenkee kindly ¥’ said Dan, “'Tain’t very
far.® And while the group of outlaws melted
nto the forest he Luid hold of the fromt of
the litter and lifted as Tuck hade him. “My
hones !” he ejacnlated. Tt he-terril:le hesvy !
Who'd ha' thought as a lad would weigh that
muchz”

“*Tis tne litter that weighs,” explained
Friar Tusk, ©it being made o' green bougha.
Heo that ye do not stumble, for 'twould ba.
ir‘-l work hurting the boy after gertivg him this

b e

“0h, ay:" %rxmtc.l DPan under his hreath.
« But he'll be hur:ed worse before he's better,
I'm a-thivkingt'*

TFor a fittle there waz sllence; then, when
they bad left the shadow of thes freea and
come out uron the road close to fhe Manor
Honze, something stirred abead, and a voice
challenged sharply.

&It he mo, Sir Palph, snd one other—a
gocd friar,” replied Dan,

¢ Have ve cot my Linsman?" nasked the
knight, stepping into sight. “Ay, I see ye
Bave! Set him down, Good father, ye have
my thanks. And gocd-might to ye! We ean
earry this to my honse alone.”

Tuck turncd away, but his eyes mever left
tho shadowy figure, for they caught the glint
::1 something brizht {hat slid from the
ight's slecve &3 he stooped over the litter.

THIS
WEEK'S

“ MACKET.”

 Hey, Richard, lad, i3 It well with ye??
oried Sir Ralph. ©Speak! Or have those
forest thieves done ye hatm? Speak, lad!™
And with that he thrust the long, slim
dagger through the canvas,

Then an amazing thing bappened. There
was a grinding jar as of steel breaking upon
steel, the canvas tilt was rent suddenly to a
dozen pleces, and, instead of Richard Feveral,
Barney, thoe bear. a chain-maijl shirt gro-
tesquely adorning the upper part of his body,
rolled from the litter, and, with a Merce,
growling roar, sprang af Sir Ralgh.

Yes, Barney! Peter had kept him at hand
in the wood, and, while Dan had watched the
counfing of the ducats, put him in Feveral's
place, and bade him lié still, This the well-
trained beast had done until the dagger broke
upon the shirt which Peter, anticipating just
such fonl play, had girt upon him. Yes, he
was a good bear, but the jar spoiled his temper
for the moment.

& Witcheraft 1" sereamad Sir Ralph, and fled
for the drawhridge, Barney hot on his heels.
Ha reached It, set foot on it, and then, with
a wild cry, plunged headlong into the black
waters of the moat as Barney's flailing paw
smote home.

«Bills and bows!® bellowed Friar Tuck,
¢lose behind the avenger. “Over, lad! I'm
wi* ye!” And together they crossed the
parrow bridge and stopped at the half-open
gate. “Hold we this pass till the lads come!”
he auid. And from under hils gown drew a
heavy, knotted club,

Liglits were flashing {n the courtyard below.
Half a score men snaiched up weapons, and,
bawling for their leader. dashed into the arch-
way, to recoil as Tuck's club and Barney's
paws beat down the foremost,

< Bring bows !» shonted one.

But before it could be done there was a
clatter of hoois, a rush of fet, and Richard
Feveral, with Robin Hood by his side ,and
liadf the Sherwcod band at his back, swept
the defenders ciear into the yard.

« Down with yonr arms!” shouted Feveral.
“ye know me for your rightful lord! Know
also that Sir Ralph went about to procure
my dealh that be miglht inherit my lands!
Now he hath paid for it, being drowned in this
foul water here! Will ye serve me faithfully 2

“That we will!? thev cried; and came for-
ward to swear theit obedience and loyalty.

It was later—so much later that the sun
was warming the high tree-tops—when the
alierwood men straggled none too steadily
back to their forest home, their pouches well
lined with silver pennics from Feveral's store
and their heads singing pratzes of his good
wine. Peter and Friar Tuck marched on
oithar shie of Barncy, each with & hand on
his hack—to steadv him, of course.

< An' ye go on this way, ye way he a knight
heiore ye dic!” mumbled Tvck.

& M-an-mehbe ™ stattered Peter. @ B-h-hhut
I t-t-think B-Barney will be first {”

«“0f what Order, think ye?” said Tuck
sleepily.

¢Of the Bath.” replicd Pater. ©Who is
f-fitter for the B-Bath than ona wearing &
b-bear skin$”?

THE END.
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has lovely eyes!” said cousin

3 E L
Ethel dreamily.
it was on the oceasion of oue oi
cousin Ethel's numerous flying

visits to Mrs, Holmes. Figgy's invitation to a
study spread had been graciously acce ted,
and, after the meal, Figgins, Kerr, and Wynu
wore grouped round their honoured guest in
tront of a blazing fire. When cousin Ethel
made that reflective remark Figgy's paturally
tong visage lengthened perceptibly.

& L-lovelx' oyes!” he muttered.

% Yes. And simply adorable hair!”

& A-q.ndorable hair?” repeated poor Figoy,
while Kerr and Faity Wynn looked on in
amazed silence,

Dub cousin Ethel dld not appear to notice
cither Figgy's discomfiture cr the others'
amazement.

% That's the only word that describes it!”

PRICE 15> ORDER NOW.

l:he said, €It's adorable! Yes, Tommy 15 &
ove!” T

¢ Who—who i3 Tommy?" Figgins choked.
<Surely, Ethel, I—I—you—you can't m=an

Tom M——
No more could poor Figgy sa‘. The lump
in his throat simply would mot let him. He

was amazed, bewildered. He would never have
credited this had it not come from cousin
Ethel's own lips! He wondered vaguely
whether he was dreaming.

Cousin Ethel gave him a sympatbetic glance.

«Tommy is an angel!” she continucd, €I
love himi He carrics himself so perfectly,
too! His manncr, his walk, his whole bear-
ing—”

< Don't t? Flended Figey. <Who—who is
Tommy? Tell me!”

Poor Figgins looked the picture of broken-
hearted dejection. He stared straight into
the fire, his chin in his cupped hands. He did
not uotice that cousin Ethel was looking ab
him in a way—well, a way in which she never
looks at any of the rest of us!

“Then his tail!” she continued,
Figey’'s earnest entreaty.

Figgins looked up. Amazement
all over his face,

« His—his t-tail?” he stuttered.

Cousin Ethel looked surprised,

“Yes, his tail!” she repeated.

= B-but fellows don’t have t-tails!™ stams
mered Figey, forced to consider the awlul
possibility of cousin Ethel having taken leave
of ber senses,

~Boys! Who over is talking about hoya?®
cxolaimed cousin Ethel, in a tone which im-
plied (tlhab she wis not aware such creatures
existed.

& Weren's you?” Figgy asked, kope gleaming
in his eyes again.

“0f course not, you silly”

« Then—then who on earth—»

Cousin Ethel laughed till the tears ran down
Ler cheeks.

«0h dear !* she sobbed. wioing her eyes with
her handkerchief. ¢TI am so sorry for takin
vouin! I am, really! I—I was talking abou
Mes, Holmes' pet Persiant®

THE END,

ignoring

was written
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A BALLAD OF TOWSER!

By MONTY LOWTHER.

Good old Towscr! A toast to your name!
Thesc verses are written to show

How deserving you are of your fame—
According to Herriecs, you know!

You're a wonderful bhulldog, old chag,
And all of us worship you so.

You would eat out of anyone’s lap—
According to Herries, you know!

You will make fricnds with everyone, t00,
And even old Gussy (althougir—

Wall, T can’t say old Gussy lkes you)—
According to Horries, you know!

Then your instinct’s the talk of the town,
Though mean fellows say that you're slow.

(You can track down a Eipper, I'll own)—
According to Herries, you know!

As a house-dog you'd really excel;
You'd soon bring a burglar to woe.
At the sight of your molars he'd yell—

According to Herries, you know!

Your dear master’s command you ohey,
And that of Tom Merry & Co.

(But you don't obey me, by the way)—
According to Herries, you know!

You're 2 champion pal in a fray;
You'd daunt e'en the hardiest foe.
You wonld keep a whole regiment at hay-=
According to Herries, you knowl

But I don’t really mean to he hard.
We admit, dear old Towsy, though slow,
fou may he, you are trusty on guard,
And determined and dogged, WE know.
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BROBBSHBH

HERE is quite a lot to tell ahout
Bernard Glyn, the inventive genius
from Lancashire. But it will not be
necessary to tell it all. Reference to a

few of his many inventions will serve our turn
as well as a complete and detailed list of them.
And, indeed, such a list would be impossible.
Glyn is always at it. We have heard very
little of him lately, but that dces not mean
that he has been idle. Some time before long,
1 dare say, we shall learn of something else
that will astonish us.

Glyn is quite unlike the other St. Jim’s
inventor, His dodges work. Skimpole's never
do.

There is another difference. Skimmy's in-
ventions are for the henefit of humamty.
h“l 's are usually for the amusement of St.
Jiw's,

I have no doubt that Skimmy reads Emer-
son, who told us to hitch our waggons to siars.
What that means you may think out for your-
selves; and if you cannot muke sense of it you
will not lose much. For it really is not vory
practical advice ; and when Glyn is busy upon
i mechanical dog or an automatic Arthur
Augustus he never thinks of it, I aia sure;
whereas it might well be in Skimm‘)"\‘ mind all
the time that he is inventing a flying-machine
that will never fly, or a collapsible submariue
that collapses at the wrong moment and never
comes up again.

Glyn’s talent is hereditary—to some extent,
at least. His father was a famous engineer,
who made pots of money. That is another
way in which Glyn has the advantage of
Skimmy. Money is always tight with the Shell
genius, whereas the Fourth Form inventor
has what Reilly might call *lashin’s and
lavin’s of it.” But if Skimmy had as much
cash asz his rmival he would still be very far
below him in practical ability.

Bernard Glyn's people live quite mear St.
Jim’s—at Glyn House. Both his father and
his sister Edith, the pretty girl with whom
Ratty fell in love, and whom Kangaroo saved
from peril when a horse ran away with her,
are very hospitable folk. and there has been
many a merry parly at Glyn House. Do jou
remember the one to which Baggy Trimble
went uninvited in borrowed plumage? That
sticks in one’s mind; but there have heen
plenty of others ungraced by the presence of
the heir of the Trimbles.

But Glyn is not a day boy. Probably it is
hecause he likes the full association with
rything that goes on at school, which is so
ult for the fellow who goes home after
vlasses, that Bernard himself elected to be a
hoarder.

There is a madel railway in the grounds at
Glyn House: and no doubt some of you will
recall how Glyn took his friends at 8t. Jin's
to sce it, and how Gore and Mellish malie-
iously tried to upset the train when its own::
and Tormy Merry were whirling round at a high
speed. The brakes were applied only just in
lime, and the train was pulled up a yard or
#0 from the jagged fragment of wood that
must have overturned it—with possible {ragic
results that the two young scoundrels had
not sufficiently taken into account. The twe
took cover in the house itself. Mcllish, the
less guilty of them. escaped; bhul Gore was
caught in Glyn's electric chair—his tre.
catcher, as he called it. The chair w
workshiop, and when anyone sat in it a bell
at once started ringing, and coomner or later
the butler's attention was drawn. Also, when
anyone sat in it the hottom collapsed, and the
sitter was douhled up, legs and hody much in
the shape of a letter V. Skimmy, who was one
of the party Glyn took along, had sai in it
hefore Gore, and its mechanism had been ex-
plained to him and the rest.

Many other interesting things were on view
in Glyn’s workshop. Of course, there were
aeroplane inventions, What inventor has not
dabbled in that kind of thing? There was a
burglar-stopper, in the shape of a bar with
an clectric current, easy to grip, but im-
possible to let go,

There was another armchair, but that was
in Glyn's study at St. Jim's. When anyone
sat in it the arms closed round him, ana he
could not get, out. Skimmy sat in it, and
Glyn wheeled him ovt of the room and left
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him in the passage. Herr Schneider sat in
it, and the crusty Herr was not at all pleased.

He could not get out until Glyn got the spring |

into working order—agd Glyn did not get the
spring working until the German master had
mentioned that he was disposed to overlook
the little matter of an electric-bell—not the
official bell—which had caused him to dismiss
his elass ten minutes before time,

You have already been told how Glyn and
Dane and Noble came to share a study. There
was some squabbling hefore that was settled;
but it has worked out all right in the long
run, and the tvio are the hest of chums, almost
as inseparable as the Terrihle Three. No
doubt Kangaroe and ihe Canadian jnnior
grumble now and then at the mess Glyn's in-
ventions make; no doubt they sometimes find
themselves shut out of their own study when
Glyn is specially busy; bui they can stand
that. After all, something does come out of
all  Glyn's labour, and something worth
while, too.

The line machine was greatly worth while,
for instance, What schoolboy would not
weleeme a machine that would make the
getting of lines a matter of no linportance
at all? And that was how the things worked

M
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out while Glyn's invention was in use. It was
the machine that did them. But Gordon Gay
got hold of it, as will fall to be told when
one deals with thal enterprising youth; and
it was but a short time that Shell and Fourth
revelled in the knowledge that lines were no
longer hard lines for them,

Then there was Towser the Second, a very
lifelike imitation of Herries” famous hulldog—
lifelike enough to fake in and frighten Kpox
of the Sixth, anyway. And there was the
mechanical man.  The mechanical man was
over seven feet high, He walked with a jerk
heavy stride, and from his eycs came a te
rible glare. The very shadow he cast was
appalling. He was designed to scare the New
House fellows; bhut he started by scaring
Herries and Dighy, who saw him in the dark,
and be nearly scared the life out of Mellish.
Mr. Selby was greatly alarmed, and cven
Kildare jumped when Le saw the monstrosity.
It was Mellizh who sent the antomaton into
the room of the ill-tempered Third Form-
master; and Mellish bad to ¢o and confess
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or to have the gloves on with Arthur
Augustus. That was the allernative; but
Mellish wangled out of it after his own crafty
fashion. IHe confessed—that he had been pur-
sued by the figure, and had run into Mr.
Selby's room in sheer desperation. Which was
2 Jong way off heing a full and true confession’
may easily he guessed.

Skimpole the Third was Kerr in disguise,
But Skimpole the Second was another of Glyn's
fuventions, It was really a wonderful piece
of work, and Glyn was naturally proud of it.
It blinked its eyes and moved its mouth. It
did not talk; but to those who know Skimmy
well that might be regarded as a distinet im-
provement upon the original,

At the time when Glyn perfected his inven-
tion Skimmy was busy on a very special
michine of his own—a weird arrangement of
wheels and—er—other things (I am not an
engincer) which was, somehow or other, to
revolutionisc domestic service hy doing all the
work that servants are kept to do. He
showed it to Binks, the page—this-was beforo
the days of Toby—and Biuks, rhaps too
much ifnpressed by its dread possibilities, per-
haps merely clumsy, contrived to wreck it.
Binks might have left that alone, if be really
did it with intent, for Skimmy's inventions can
be guaranteed not to throw anybody out of
work by working om their own aocount.
Iut the wrecking of the machine happened
after the day when both Glyn and Skimpole,
too ahsorbed to bother about classes, were
ahsent from the Form-room, and Mr. Linton
went in search of them. Glyn heard him
coming,«and slipped into the chest in which
he usually tept the figure. The irate master
took sSkimpole the Second for the original
Skimmy, and grew still more irate when to ail
he said the dumb figure returned no word,
He sfarted in with the cane, and the figure
fell with a crash. Mr. Linton was greatly
alurmed; he feared that he had dome the
harmless Skimimy some deadly injury. The
heart of the figure did not heat, Glyn's genius
stopping short at tke provision of a heart.
Mr. Linton rushed off to tell the Head.
Skimmy, who had entered the Ferm<oom the
moment after the master loft it, was able to
prove an alibi; and it was well for him that
be conld, as the master naturally supposed a
trick had heen piayed upon him, And Giyn
had to confess,

But that was noi the end of Skimpole the
Seeomd.  He was nsed to take im Herr
Schueider, who had sentenced the real Skim-
pole to detention. The figure was substituted.
The Herr found ont the trick that had been
played upon Lim, and went to fetch Dr.
Aolmes. Meanwhile, Skimmy himself ecame
bhack. and the figure was thrust into the cup-
hoard. The sequel was rather unpleasant for
the genius of the Sheil, into whom Herr
Schneider thrust a pin in vrder to demonstrate
to the 1cad that he conld not feel—an error,
as it turned out.

hen Glyn made the fignre talk. It was
done by meaus of phonograph records. Of
course, it conld not carry an a conversation;
but that did not make it unlike Skimmy.
Whien yon come to think of il, Skimmy does
not! converse; he harangues, declaims,
speechifics.  The figure did that—all abeat
determinism, and heredity, and environment,
and so on,

And after that Kerr hecame Skimpole the
Third. But what he did in that role, mas-
querading as the figure, not as the original,
waould take too long to tell here, and has not
much to de with Glyn, anyway. In the event,
when Kerr was bowled out, he was ransomed
hy Figgy's returning the automaton.
was the patent bowling inachine, too,
It was in the form of a tripod, with the legs
weighted down, From the top of it projected
a dise, with a number of arms; there were a
long spring, and a crank, and a handle, and
a kind of feeder trough., It worked, though
at first it hardly worked with the perfection
Glyn had expected. It smashed some of the
Form-room windows; it went wrong suddenly,
and fairly rained halls npon Gussy at the
wicket. ¥¥ut these things were due only to
minor defects, which could be and were over-
oome; and the thing was obviondy not ounly
usefnl, but yvalnabis, Bernard applied for a
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patent; but there was some wangling, and
Levison—these were his bad days—got into
heavy trouble for trying to steal the Shell
follow’s invention.

Then there was the mechanical Gussy. That
weas ‘really great vulie. CGussy came in while
Glyn ‘'was at work on it, and was flattered
when told that hie could help—that, in fact,
he was the only fellow who could. Rut it wus
only as a model that Ulyn needed him y and
when he touched the handle which worked

the figure, and tumbled it oft the tahle, Glyn

tumbled him out of the door, and Arthur
Augustus wanted to defer u proposzed visit Lo
the ‘cinema till he had given Glyn the usual
«feahful . thwashin’,? so much more often
threatened than ecarried out.

,Gussy, always patriotic, was especially so
about: this time. He would not go to the
cinema after all, because American films were
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fFor Next Wednesday &

s#THE HAUNTED SCHOOL!”
By Martin Clifiord.
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It s not nccessary to say much about nest
week's story .to anyone who has read this
week's, for it must be obvious that Billy
Bunter has not finished his ventriloquial
dodges, ond that we are sure to heur more
of them in this yarn, .

Will Bunter be caught out? That is the
question. .

And it is a question which I am nof going
to answer here.

Are you telling all your chums about these
great yarns? You should do so; it is greedy
to keep anything so good to yourselves.

I really do net think that the GeM has ever
had more humorous stories than these. To
my mind Billy Bunter licks the much-vaunted
Charlie Chaplin into a cocked hat.

THE “PENNY POPULAR."

Don't overlook the fact that there are tales
of St. Jim's appearing regularly in this ripping
paper,;which has just been restarted after a

eriod of suspension due to paper shortage.

tie reappearance has been a triumphant
success—even a bigger success than we antici-
pated, and that is saying quite a lot.

Besides the St. Jim's story each week, there
Is another of Greyfriars, a school about which
all GEM readers know something, and one of
Rookwood, which is also more or less familiar
to them.

But if you really mean to get the paper you
muit order in advance.-you know. ‘The price,
by the way, is at prefent three-halfpence.
War conditions have not yet disnppeared, and
war prices have not yet come down.

THE “MAGNET ' SERIAL.

Do you remember Johnny Goggs' visit to
gt. Jim's, told of in the GEM eighteen months
or 50 ago? That popular charatter is now at
Rylcombe .Grammar School, ‘and the serial
which has just started in the *Magnet »—

" Qogge, Grammarian "—

tells of his doings there; of how he made the
Grammar School fellews believe him as simple
as he .looks: of-how he made friends and
enemies there; and 0 on. Before long Tom
Merry and. many other of your favourite
figures 'will be apnearing upon the scene, too:
You should read this story.

Upulit

A AN ANANANNANNANAANANAN
NOTICES.

Corresponderee, ete,, Wanted bv—

J. Sitenhof, 24, Lytton Road, Leytonstone.
K. 11—with readers, 14-16. interested in form.
tng a theatrical party. .

Miss Rita Lee, 17. Lewisham fligh Road,
New Cross, 8.E. 14—with readers in the United
Kingdomn.,
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on_exhibit. He {ricd to keep others from
going, too. Glyn seized on the craze of the
moment, and . D’Arcy the Second spouted at
length ‘about the iniquity of going to see
Ameriean films, and so failing to support pro-
perly British industries. 1t completely took
in Kangaroo when tried upon him. Glyn had
got Gussy to talk into the phonograph, of
course.

But before that D'Arcy the Second had
taken in Knox, very tuch in the same way
as Skimpole the Seecnd took in Mr. Linton.
Knox knocked the flgure over, and fancied
that he had killed Gussy. He even oftered
Glyn five pounds to keep dark about it—to
cléar out and let someone else find the sup-
posed corpse. All Kngx's concern was for
himself, and he thoroughly deserved the had
time through which ¢lyn made him go.

Towser was taken in. He bit the leg of

Theee-hatfoence,

D'Arcy the Second, but did not find 1t meaty.
Herries, not yet in the secret, was qujte
dlarmed—more for Tow:ser's sake than for
Gussy's, it is to be feared. however. But the
real_fun came when Gussy himself met bis
doutble, and got the automaton's head into
chancery, and smashed the wax face beyond
recognition, and was horrified by what he
had done.

Glyn's inventions take up most of his spare
timie; ‘and, though he is far from being a
duffer at games, he has not the same keenness
for them that his chum Kangaroo has. If was
at Kangaroo's suggestion that Tem Merry
made him skipper of the Shell. Second Footer
Eieven in the Sports Competition, and Glvn
proved then that he could keep Roal in fine
style. But it is not likely. that be will ever
want to dispute honours with Fatty Wynn, or
even with Herries.
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Editor’s Chat.

F. George, 28, Mouni Pleasant, Southville,
Bristol—with readers anywhere intercsted in
stamps and back numbers,

Miss Rose Bagnall, 162, Green Lane, Walsali,
Statts—with girl reader, about 14, living in
Australia, 1ndia, or Africa.

R. A, Matthéws, The Bothy, R.H.8. Gardens,
Ripley, Surrey—with readers interested in
postcards and stamps. He can put corre-
spondents in touch with exchange and educa-
tionul elubs..

¢. B. McMenamin, P.0, Box 120, Montreal,
Quebee, Canada—with Teaders, 14-16, in the
British Empire.

A. Walker, 20, Hustlers Row, Meanwood
Leeds, wants members—12-14—for  Junior
Sports and Hobby Cluh,

J. W. dpencer, §, Dogford Road, Rayton,
near Oldham, Lancs, wanis to hear ‘from
readers for the Mersey Correspondence Club.
Members required, aged 16 or thereabouts,
The M.C.C. is a serious collectors’ clul.

Miss N. Brown, 61, Scarborough Street,
West Hartlepool—with girl readers, 18 and
upwards.

F. McCarthy, 32, Surrey Grove, Walworth,
§.E. 17, wants readers for amatcur magazine
and correspondence club. Nagazine, - 3d.

Charles E. Boyd, 118, Cemetery kKoad, Don-
caster—with readers, 1315, in Judia or
Austraiia. .

Eric W, Hutton, 52, S8tapleton Road,
Bristol, offers to write stories for amateur
magazines. .

Alick Morton Eglantine, Rathmines Road,
“mhlin, wants members for the United
League; circulars hectographed for clubs an
small  magazines, Stamped  addressed
envelope for catalogue.

Back numbers wanted by—

M. Ridley, 94, Wessex Flats, Wedmore
Street, Upper Holloway, Londun, N.19—uny
numbers of GEM, “Magnet,” and * Penny
Populur * before 1916. 2d. each otfered; 3d.
double numbers.

Euward MucPherson, P.0. Box 311, Port
Elizabeth, South  Africa—¢ Boys’ Friend »
Library, Nos. 7, 11, 14, 15, 24, 32, 33, 41. Bix
'shillings offered, Write first, %

James O Leary, B4, Cockburn Street, Dingle.
Liverpool—¢ Magnets * and GEMs of or before
Christmas, 1912, 2d. each, Write first.

Alfred J. Sharing, 32, West Terrace, North
Ormeshy, Middlesbrough, Yorks—GeMs and
« Mugnets,” 1400 Any condition, Write first.

Miss -Annie Parker, 94, Livingstone Road,

Hbve, Sussex.—GEMS, 483, 484, 485. Double
price offereda.
Max, Nochimovitz, P.0. Box 128, Oudt-

shoorn, Cape Province, South Africa™* School-
boys Never Shall Be Slawes,” “ The Honour of

a Jew." ‘3d. offered for each,

. Sam Joseph, P.0, Box 159. Oudtshoorn, Cape
Province, South Africa—% After Lights Out.”
“‘The Boy Without a Name.” &l offered.
« -y Cherry's Barring-Out,” 3d; «Schoolboys
Never Shall Be Slaves,” ¢,

Leonurd Jacobson, P.0. Box 30, Oudtshoorn,
Cuape Province, South . Africa—®8chool and
Sport,” Is. ollered : & Greviriars v. 8t. Jim's."
«The Sports of the School” «RBunter the
Prize-Winner.” «The Greyfriars Cricketers,”
34 each with postage.

§. Entwistle, 34, Cranbrook Street, Bethnal
Green, [, 2 Maunets,” 238.280; GEMS, 50-20D,

Gordon F. Anderson, 5. Seymour Street,
Ohservatory Road. rear Cape Town, South
Africa—GeM, ® A Sailor's Son ¥ and following
four numbers; also “ Maguoet,” same numbery,
Write first.

and Vernon-Smith tales.
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A. Harris, 8 Townshend Road, Richmond,
Surrey—GEMS, 518, 519, 521, 522, 524, 525. 526,
528, 530, 532, 535.

“Cedric, F. ¥. Rickard, 1724, Hollingdean Ter-
race, Ditchling Road, Brighton—¢ Rivals and
Chums,” "« $chool and Sport,” ¢ After: Lights
Out,” A Stolen Holiday »; ©Muagnet,” 187,
3d. for Libraries; 11d, others,

Nigel Van Biene, 9, Station Road, Finshury
Park, N.—¢%Nelson Lee Library,” 1-50; 1s, for
No. 1. Write first,

L. Turner, 49, Western Road, Wolverton,
Bucks—GeM and ¢ Mugnet » Christmas Nume
bers hefore 1916, 2d. each. Write first,

Arthur Johnson, c¢/o Spring Valley Mills,
Farsley, near Leeds—“Magnet,” 504, “The
Greyfriars Barring-Out.” 3d. and postage.

F. S. Beney, 38, Nelson Road, Hastings—
“ Magnets,” 179 190 149..148° 160, 363. 373. 388,
302, 239, 243, 267. 275, 167. 171, 283, 264, 240.

Harold Ashton, 148, : Admiral Street,
Dingle, Liverpool—GEMS. 466. 467, 468, 470, 471,
473. 474. 476, 480, 485, 400. 497. Double price.
Write first. -

Miss Helen Florence, 31, Nightingale Road,
Wood (ireen, N.22—GEMS, 511. 488, 471, 475
alsn tales of Levison hefore 452: and Cardew
Write first,

E. J. Blundell, 19. Kingston Road, Long-
flect. Poole—any “ Magrets » before 540. 1id,
offered. Write first. .

(eorge Lowrey,- 33 Craven Road, Wood-
house Street, Leeds—« Magnets,” 397, 309, 387.
2d. each offered,

PEACE !
By Erarst Levison.

When the Armistice was signed and the thrill-
ing news was read

fom Merry callud his
them all he shid :

« o celebrate this day we'll have a dormitory
spread!

'liegemen bold, and to

The dorm that night was crowded, but we all
squeezed in at last,

The candle-ends .were lighted, and the door
was bolted fast.

And everyone was thanktul that the cloud of
war had passed.

There were good things there in plenty, and
at least four kinds of jam,

And New House mixed ‘with Schoo! House,
like the lion with the lamb. .
And every fellow ate his fill—as much as he

could cram}!

("I‘uin'L' true! 1 didn't have half enough!—
Bagley Trimble.)

Then Mefry rose and made a speech; the
propér thing to do.

«1 think.” he said. *that all of you will quite
endorze my view,

That as between the .Ilouses we are coek
House of the two!”

“Rate!? came a score of voices, and
“ ffurrah '™ Ahove the din,

«Rag him!” ‘*8crag him!” “Bump hir |»
“cume from Figgins, Kerr, and Wynn,

‘Then Figgy rapped a sharp command to all
his men; “Pile inl”®

The Shell dorm must have sounded like a
barnyard full of gee:e,

When Mr Railton forceq the door and caused
the fight to ceasc.

“We're sorry, sirt? {_ai,d Tom, “We met
16 Celebrate the rhack!”



