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MR. QUELCH APPEARS AT AN AWKWARD MOMENT !

(An Exciting Scena in the Magnificent Long Complete School Tale of the Chums of Greyfrinrs.)
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For Next Monday :
“

“THE SCHOLARSHIP COMPANY!”
By Frank Richards.

is the title of next week’s splendid long
complete story of the chums of Grey-
friars, Mark Linley, Dick Penfold, and
Tom Redwing are the scholarsh p com-
pany, and they arc all competing in an
essay examinalion. .

Temple, the captain of (he Upper
Fourth, is also competing, but he is
under the thumb of Angel, the rotter of
the Form, and he is mnearly. but not
quite, persnaded into committing a most
treacherous action. His honour
triumphs, and- the story cends happily
—for all but Angel.

“THE SCHOLARSHIP COMPANY !”

is certain to appeal to vou all, so order
your copy of next Mondayv's Masxer at
onee.

FAVOURITE CHARACTERS.

Decidedly Bunter figures as one of the
first favourites of the stories by Mr.
Frank Richards, He iz often abused—
in fact, as often as he is bumped—but the
porpoise remains in the front rank all
the same. He is greedy: he forgets
sometimes what moeum and tunm gigmfy ;
but Bunter, though not renowned for
gencrosity and great nobility of charac-
ter, is E:till—'wr'-’.elﬁll)u,T he 13 Bunter, and he
raises a laugh, and that’s all about jt,

Ile 13 irritatingly stupid, but with it
all he shows qualities not wholly bad.
This is faint praise, but we can let it ro
at that. I expect if we had an election
#s to who came in as No. 1. William
George would head the poll. Or perhaps
it would be a dead-heat betwesn the Owl
of Lrreyfriars and Harry Wharton,

It possible, Wharton has added to his
populariiy since he took over the editor.
ship of the “ Greyfriars Herald,” Socond
Edition. Harry  Wharton has done
better this time than he did in 1915, when
the “Herald” had a run of eighteen
wedks before having to be shut down as a

result of lhe worrping paper shortage.
[le has developed statesmanlike qualities,

Of "eourse, it was all nonsense about a
better captain of the Bemove being.
found. Wharton is cut out for the job,
and he shows tact, An editor has to deal
very largely in tact.

But, as to some of the characters who
get more talked over than others. There
18 Snoop.  Bome readers are warcied be.
cause Snoop bas not turned out altogether
good. He showed signs of reformatjon
at the period that his father tumed up at
Greyfriars. Snoop is never likely to be
the same kind of straight fellow as
Wharton. Tt is not in him,

IL is surprising to find readers standing
up for Skinner as a real, go-nhead sports-
man, [t s a fantastic misuse of the
word, Cur understanding of the term
sportsman 1s a man who plays the game
and shows himself a good loser in aport
and in the game of life, Skinner cannot
be so described. Another reader ja dis-
satisfied because Bulstrade and Smithy
do not go the pace. This correspondent,
would like the Bounder to form what he
calls a “ Gentleman's Club,” and go the
pace. It is a funny thing. this term
gentleman—soiled by all ignoble use, fAs
the poet says. .

“The fine old English gentleman, all
of the olden time,” s -a type which has
nothing whatever to do with going the
Face. The Bounder shows that he iz an
the road to the ideal by throwing himself
into sensible sport, as he has heen doing
of late,
. Of course, Vernon-Smith has a strain of
independence | in  him which eoreates
sudden surprize, You nover quite know
with him. He would kick aver the traces
out of sheer defiance at being reckoned
goody-goody, or becanse . he Wis com-
plimented on bis new maode af life, He
12 not a fellow who can tolergte patron-
age, mealy-mouthed or honest, no matter
which. He would mock such  tributes,
and do something off the line just to
show that he did not care,

Now, is there any rivalry between Bob

Cherry and Wharfon® | scarcely think

BU

can desire,
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isn’t everything

you can call it that. The two get com-
pared, more's the pity. Comparisons nre

never uch good te anvbody. Cherry
and Wharton are both admirable in their |
different ways, but what different Ways:
those are! Bob is more of a humorist—
he is lighter built, as it were, in charae.
ter. %—Ia is a judge of other fellows’
motives; perhaps, too, he is keener, a
shade more subtle than Wharton; but
the latter has had a fairly big responsis
bility on his shoulders, thanks to his
position as eaptain of the Remove,

Cherry is a frec lance. Wharton has to
think of what is the best coufse tb follow
i the score of little troubles which come
to him for consideration and settlement.
You cculd not have a better chief of the
Remove than Wharton. He shows dig-
nity when necessary, but he never ex.
ceeds his richts s eontrolling autherity,
and he is straight as a die,

often wonder which character

readers like beat, know some of them
déspise the Todds, but that is a mistales,
There should be ne despisery in that
quarter, Personally, I appreciate Peter
Todd's attitude witﬁ Dutton. Todd does
mce, acceptable things in a quiet way
and thinks nothing of them. He does
not make a song of a good action.  He
would never dream of writing home, say,
to Uncle Benjamin, on the subject,

All these characters have theit devotees,

know that any mumber of my readers
are keener to hear something about them
and what they do than about the actual
yarns themselves, though you eannot, of
cours& have one minus the other,
Hundreds of mtercsting letters that I
read week in and week out refer to cer-
tain little idicsynerasies of this character
or the other. 1t is points of temperament
r}';h ich readers are eager to get put befozm -

em. :

T the Grand New Serial, entitled
“MONEY,” the first instalment of which
appears in TO-DAY'’S issue of the * Butterfly,”
IS EVERYTHING a lover of good fiction

DO NOT MISS IT in

i
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Squalls in the Form-room !

6é UELCHY'S late!™
Bob Cheriy  ultered
remark curte choesrindly,

The Remove Form were com-
gregatad in the Form-room, awaiging the

that

conung of Mr. Henry hnelch, themnr
masfor.

Air. thaeleh was a2 very punetilious
gentloman, and, was not olten late for
tessons.. Tadeed, tha Remove hiad often
complained  that Mr. Quelch’s views

regarding ponctaality were too exacting,
and be il not give a fellow the chance
of 2 minnte’s grace, :

Baut this particular Wednesday morn-
ing Mr. Quelch was vnusnally late in
mmvicg to take his long=uffering class
through their lessens.

“ Perhaps . he's 1ll,” suggested Snoop
hopefully. “Harve the a]di bird right !

“Rats ! retorted Bab Cherry H-:ul
humouredhy,  “ Ouelehy's nat ill; he's as
tively as ever—T kuow that _;:‘.-]13 well!
He gave me a hunddred lines for jawing
al broakfasz”

“I expoet Le's busy,”
Wharton. the a-tfwm
tain of the Form,
last night,: vou krow,
¢ Histor® of L:-mhmn—
the expl: snakdsi, for he's not been lsle
fm TS

| IM}:H he doesn't come sl all" anid
Brilv. Bunter, the Owl of tha Hemove,
YR Tatin amd Buclid this meruing—
giocoaogh 7

“Ha. Ea bal”

""i" +'re not actually pining for leasons
ta hagin, are we, chaps?" grinned Peter
Todd.  “VFor my part, Quelchy could
stay away all ths morning—amd it's «
halfhehiday this afternoon [

“*Whaot-ho!7

A I:I'!i_’l'ﬁ'}' L'IIIL{E: ﬁE

~3h1 Harvy
curly-headed cap-
“He was joliy lmsy

on his chorished

canversation soon
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arnsa in the Form-room.
extbracied some todes from s poeket.

Billy Bunicr

and commoenced to eat. Sk neY, Hnoomn,
stott, and Bolsover major held a confab

on thieir own; whilat Harry Wharton,
Bolh Cherry, Frank Nugent, Jobnuy
Bull, and Hurrea . Singh—the Famous

Five—and  Souif, Toma Brown, amld
Hazeldene dizevased thewr arrangements
For the afterimon,

Footer was “oll,” Lut the chums of
the Remove had apother very important
cngagentent to [ll.  Marjorie Hazelderne
and her gl chums of Clhiif House Hchonl
had  invited her brother and Harrey
Wharton & Co. to tea that alternoon:
arid, of course, the Grevipars jumors
were looking forward to the eveul with
el CoprerTiess,

Everybody was talking., and many wers
out of their seats, when the door opencd

sudidenly and the gowned figure of Mr, |

Quelch  strode  into  the Form-room.
Behizud him caine Loder of the Sixth, the
sk ::upuuuia_r prefect at Greyvfrars.

“Boya!" rapped Mr. Quelch, his steciy
OvEes YOWINg comp: ehensively” round the
¥ orm-room. * Silenee ! Take your
plices at onee ™

Imimediately the Luza of couversation
ceased, and there was g hurried scramble
for =eata.

The Remove sat very still in their
senl= and looked Best ag Mre, Quelch and
thien. at Loder, whose pyes wera gleam-
1'11-;;, evidently with a certain relish, '

* Boys,”
bhe vory b,um this morning and aifter-
noon, upon work which cannot be left.
So 1 have reguested Loder to take charge
of vor, and he will supervise the momn-
inr's work, You will all maintain the
same diligence and respact towards him
that--ahem -vou give me: and, Loder,
if there are any complangts, you must
“1rr1'i'1mh_,_11'1- with me at once !

“Yes, sir!” said Loder readily.

said Mr. Quelch, “T expect to

A Magnificent Leng
Complete Story of |||
' Harry Wharton & Co.
 at Greyiriars School.

S
FRANK RICHARDS.

e

The Remowite: looked askance at: cach
ather,

T'o have o prefect in eommand of them
was not a usaal ciccnmstance, but Lade:
wius—well, they thewrht that Mr. Queleh
might have made a better choice.

My, Quelely, bowever, seemed gnile
satislied “with  his  arrangemente, - and,
besiowing a severe look upen his Form,
he rustied from the Form-room; lPu‘mg
the Removites flnstered with the news,
aud Loder, staneing in Tront, iﬂﬂkum
apit ~fully al them,

‘The heroes of the Remove and Bader
of the Sixth had often elashed in the
past.  Loder was a-cud and a bully of the
first waler, and Harey Wharton & Co. n
particutar were “downe 7 on him.

There wae no love lost between the
Removites nnid Gerald Leder.. IE he
conld ever do them a bad turn, Leder
alwavs diud it with a cheerful’ spirit, and
'Fi'-~ -'*1; elnl't*i:'-vt? his authority as a prefeet te

i

..E"'Ll- ha gazed at the Removites that
mornming  Loder’'s eves gleamed * with
ﬂali'«:fun:'i o, and h{- H‘Ilﬂ‘llﬂ“f reaolved to

“put them through it

“Oh, my hat 1V murmared Bob Chervy,
it an  updertone, to- Havry Wherton,

“What a giddy go!” Loder - vom-

maud ' We'd Letter look  opt . for

'mtuuﬁs s : s
“Cherye!”  Tlader's voice rang: out

barsh and -'aptt‘t-f ubly, " Cheery, your were
speaking [ : :

“Were 1T asked=Beb Cherry inno-
coentiy,

A faint smigger weént round the Form,
ansd Liowder’s brows-lowered.

“Yes, you were speaking !” he-yelled
furignsky.  “ What were you say gt -

“What wera 1 saviag?" saqid Bob, T
weore talking about sgualls, Loday™

“HSoualla !t ejaculited Loder.-

“Yea, Loder,” replied Bob . sweetly.

Trne MacxeT Lasrary.—No,
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“Haven't you ever heard of squalls at

sea?  They happen in rough weather,
you know!™
Most of the Removiics chuckled.

Harry Wharton, however, looked warn-
ingly at Bob, for he suw the fury glinting
i Loder's eyes.

“You young sweep!”" Tliooted lLoder,
plaving homicidally al Bob Cherry, ** You
—you're trying to make e look a fool
before the Form !

“Oh, Loder,” exclaimed Baob inno
certly, i owouldn't be much use me try.
ing to o that, would ity”

Lbder choked.

Harry Wharton nudged Bob Cherry, !

“Chuck it, Bob, vou ass!™ he mup- !

amrved,  “Loder's getting his rag oul.
Fhere will be squalls in & minute ! |

Unfortunately for Harry, Loder’s quick |
ey sought him out.

“ Wharton ! rapped Loder. - * You
were talking alsa! What were you talk- |
nigr about?”

“Bequalls 7 oreplied Harmvy, with a faint
grin,

“ Wha-a-at?”

“T was talking about squalls, Loder,”
sanedl  Harry Wharton simply. “You
askod me "

Loder gritlted his {ceth as a faint
chuvkle arose from the Remove.

come out here, hoth 3
sraipped, reaching for a cane. “1'll teach
vou to make fun of me!”

Harry and Bob looked ruefully at each
athey,  Loder was empowered to canc
thems, and they could not “ruck ”
agalust it

They lefl. their seats and went to the
front. Loder gave them two cuts on each
haud, © which they bore without a
marmur.,

“There!™ hissed the bullying prefect,
laying down the cane, “Let Ehut be o
wariing not to get saucy again. Bunter,
vou were laughing! Come ont here, and
I give you something to laugh for!”

“Bh, really, Loder protested
Hilly Bunter indignantly.

“Come out here, T say!” bellowed
Loder. *Or shall I fetch you "

Bunter rolled disconselately from his
sral to the front. Loder toock up the
cane and gave Bunler iwo stinging cuts
oli each flabby hand with it.

“Yaroooogh ! moaned Bunter, erawl-
g back to ‘i_:ﬁr!. seat. M Ow-ow-ow-ow 7

The Removites looked grimlyv at Loder,
The prefect grinned maliciously, and sat
il Mr, L}Lwlvﬁ's desk.

“The lesson will commence!”™ he
risped bad-temperedly. ‘' Take up your
books, and mind, if 1 find any slacking,
there’s going to be tronble 17

With glum looks the Removites took
up their books, and the Latin lesson com-
prenced,

Latin wes nol one of the Remove's
strong pomls, and they locked forward
o a gruelling time with Loder.

Within half an hour, Loder had caned
Vve more fellows, and distvibuted lines
czalore,

“Todd!” rvapped Loder, FAxing his
+ves on Peter Todd, “Come aul herve
and wrile me a Latin sentence on the
beard M '

Peler arose, walked to the front,
pricked up the chalk, and stood belore the
Blackboard, considering,

“Buck up!” snapped Loder,

There was a gleam in Peter Todd's
eyes ag he commenced to write on the
bHlackloard.

When he had finished, he stood back,
and Loder and the Remosites gazed al
what Peter had written,

s Latin sentence ran thus:

“Clasar adeum iam forte.”
Loder stared hard at that sentence.

et 9 of von!" ha
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“Clazsar adsim dam forie’” he ex-
claimed bewilderedly. ** What ihe dickens
does that mean, Todd:”

Vimsar had some jam for tea ™ re
phied Peter Todd innocently,

“Ehi?

“Cwsar had some jam for tea!" re-
peated Toddy chicerfully.  “ You know,
Loder © 37 is as good as an i ' in Latin,
LTI A

“Ha, ha, ha!” velled the Remove, im-
mensely tickled,

“You-you—you—- U opurgled Loder,
glaring first at the blackboard, then at
Peter Todd. “You're trying o be
himny, aren’t you?  Take a hundred
hnes for your funoiness, Todd! Cherry,
come here 17

As Peler Todd smilingly went back
to his plice, Bob Cherry sallied forth

i to the Tront.,

chalk, and write a

“Take up that i
“Dﬂ

Lalin sentence ! snapped Loder.
it properly, you bound!”
" Yes, Loder,” said Beb demuvely.

He pondered for a moment, then
serawled  four Jines upon the  black- |
boaid.  They ran thus:

“l1s ab idle, ca res ago, fortibus ea in
F RN
Fortibus es, fortet rax, votis inem,
pesen dux,

Loder gaied blankly at Bob’s cffort,
and tried in vain to translate it,

“That doesn't muke sense, Cherry !
snapped  Loder.  “Translate it your-
seff 1™

*Clertainly, Loder " grinned Bob:

*1 say, Billy, here's a go, forty buses
iha row;
Forty buses, forty trucks, what is
in “em ?--peus and ducks!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” yclled the Bemove.

Loder’s fare went pale. He jumped
from his seal and grasped Bob Cherry
by the coai-collar.

“You cheeky youn
the prefect, whirling Bob around. * ¥ou
dare to make a joke of the lesson! 1've
cothe here to keep you in order, and,
by Jove, 1 will! "Take that!"

He aimoed a blow at Bob’s head, buatl
Bob didn’t take il.  He ducked neatly,
add Loder's sl smote the desort air.

Bob’s foot shot forward, and Loder
went backwards.

I{e happened to be standing behind
the wastepaper-baskel, which was a com-
modious one, and a howl of laughter
from the boys arcse as Loder sat down
in the basket—and became jammed,

jrm

SWeep roared

“Ha, ha, ha!" shrieked the Re-
tovites,

“Grogooogh ! gpasped Loder, strup-
gling to get ont of the basket. * You

young villain, [-—I 5

“\Chat did you do that for, Loder?"
imquired Bob Cherry, staring with a
colical look of surprise at the luckless
prefect. " You'll Lust that basket, if
you're not careful 1”7

“Ha, ha, ba!” roarcd the Form.

Crr-rack! Thud!

Loder wrenched at the basket, and, by
dint of teating ils sides asunder, he
managed to force himself from it, and he
landed on the floor with a bump.

He was up in a moment, and he made
a spring for Bob Cherry.

Bob promptly darted back, and ran
up the gangway o the back of the Form-

room,

“Haifl-time, Loder!”  he  yelled.
“"You're not gﬂing to  wallop me
again, you know! 'Nuff’s as good as a
feast !

“I'll flay you alive!” hissed Loder,
stamping furiously after Bob., * You

=1
i
i
|

the blackboard. .

imperiment young brat |
to play tricks on me!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the Remove, as
loder chased Bob Cherry round the
Fofm room,

“Go it, Bob!" yelled Peter Todd.
“He won't catch you if you hustle !™

“Take a hundred lines, Todd !” hooted
Loder, diving after Bob, and nearly
falling over Trevor's desk in his hurry.
“Cherry, you young sweep, it will ha
the worse for you if you don’t stop }”
“Rats!” retorted Bob Cherry, chees-
fully. “Go and eat coke, Loder!” -

“Wh-aoat 27 - :

CGo and chop ehips, old spore!™ said
Bob cheerfully. “Can’t eatch me, can
you?”

Bob dashed down the gangway to the
front  again, and darted behind the
blackboird just as Loder came up.

Toder aiso made a dive behind the
blackboard, hut Bob dived round to the
front: again  al precisely the same
moment,

““Hea, ha, ha!” yelled the Remove,

Loder emerged %rmu behind the black-
board, aud Beb promptly senttled round
there again. Then began a wild and
whirling chase round the blackbéard,
IF-_‘;"E; Loder could not catch the elusive

ob.

At Tast he balted, panting, in front of
Bob was standing be-

scoundrel ! hooted
Loder, cFa.ssimmtu]J. “Will you come
ouil and take your gruel? 1I'll eall Mr.
Quelch in a minute I :

" Borry, Loder, old sport!”
Bob, behind the blackboard.
you won't hurt me!” '

" [—]—1—"" choked Lader,

Ite did not notice the pegs of the
blackboard moving eutwards. ~ Bob, be-
hind there, was gently pushing the pegs
forward. i
- Buddenly, out they ocame, and 1he
blackboard fell to the floor with a thud,
It encounlered Loder’s tocs before it hil
the floor, however, and Loder, uttering
a fiendial yell of agony, clasped first one
foot and then the other, and hopped
about in a truly remarkable manner,
causing the Hemove to rear with merrie
ment.

"*Ha, ha, ba, ha, ha!™

Bob Cherry cmerged from behind the
oasel of lhe blackboard, and surveyed
the prancing Leder in elaborate wonder,

“Well, I'm jiggered!” he exclainied.
“That blackboard was jolly loose,
Loder !

" Yaroooogh !

1'll teach you

hind,
“You young

relorted
* Promisge

Yow-ow !" wailed
Loder, whase feel had been . severely
hurt. “ You litile beast! Take that:”

He picked up a large dictionary, and,
in the cxcess of his fury, he aimed it at
Bob Cherry. The book missed Dob
but whirled -across the gangway and
struck Fisher T. Fish, the American
junior, on the nosze, :

“Hyer!” roaved Figsh, “Mind what
you're doing, Loder, you jay! 1 kinder
reckon you can have this hyer hook
back !

And Fish, taking aim, sent the book
whizzing back at Loder. '"

Fish’s aim was better than Loder’s,
for it struck the prelect in the back of
the neck.

Loder didn't expeet it. Besides, he
was al the imoment hopping on one foot.
He was Lowled complately over, and
landed on his back with a resounding
bump.

“Ha, ha, hal” chortled the amused
Removites, _

Bob Cherry took this opportunity to
dart back (o his seat.

Loder scrambled up, grasped a stout
cane, and dashed over to Beb
Cherry.
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“Groooogh ! pasped Loder, struggling to get out of the basket. “You young villamm, I— - — Jomo — — 7 |

“ What did you do that for?* ingquired Bob Cherry, staring at the luckless prefeet.

(See Chapter 1.}

| -

Anger and [uvy  gladed from Loder's
eyes, and his face was grim and resalute,

In thia cncounter Bob was less for-
tunate, for Loder took him unawares;
andd sleiick him a cruel blow with the
cane across the forchead.,

With a cry of pain Beb feli back.
amd with a spring the angry prefect vas
upoti *him, and Lader belaboured Hob
mozi severely with the cane.

Thwaek, thwack; thwack !

“Yaroooogh ! Yoop!”™ eried Boly
Cherry, jainmed in bhis desk and now
aquile at the merey of Loder.  * Rescue,
Remove!  Yah! Ow!  He's murder-
g ne !l
- Harry Wharton darted forward and
grasped: Loder by the arm.

“ Churck it, you cad!™ he cexclaimed.
“You'll do Bob some sertous imjury if
vou beat hme like that 17

“ Mind vour own business, hang you !”
panted Loder, still beating Bob unmerer-
fully with the cane. “IT'N flay the yvoung
rolter within an mnch of his Life! Il
teach him to-defy me!™

Thwack, thwack. thwark?

Bob Cherry, though the toughest
fellow in the Bemose, could not stand
those cronel blows, delivered with all the
fury that Loder was capable of.
eries of agomy arose as the cruel eane
desconded, srd the lnughter died down in
the Forr-poosm.

M LEoder ™ erted

Bob'a |
' reeklessly.

Harry  Wharton,

*B8lop, yvou bully I

Thwack, thwack, thwack!

Harry Wharton’s jaws sel grunly, and
he turnied (o his Form-fellows.

“Hearue, Remove ! he evied. * Drag
the rotten bully away from Bob, and
give him a taste of his own medieine [

“Horrah 177

The boys, excited and anggy, surged |

forward, and Loder was scized in mumy
hands.

atruggling and roaring wildly, he was
dragged away from his vietim,

“Give him =ocks ! roared Poter Todd |

hestily. **We won't be tyrannised by a
bully ltke Loder!  He's a rolter and a
crd, and deserves o jolly goed thatmp-

g L

- = Frear, hear!”

Marry Wharton was quilé-cavried away
by his indipmation. at ‘'Toders un-
warranted . trestment of . Hob, and he
became reckless. :

“ Bump the cad,
*Rag hioy baldheaded ! Britoss never
citail be slaves '

“ Hurrah 1"

Loder was drageed to'the front, vell- |

g frantically. i
“Yarooogh ! You voehg= scoundrels,
I'H eall the Head &)

Bump him ! erted Harry Wharion

TwF

“Let him eall the Head!

Crash !

Loder was on the foor, and mane hardal

' grasped his arms and legs.

Harry  Wharton, Frauk Nugendt,

exeited.  Thes
- trudy. not thinking of the esnsequences of

Dumped

chape?™ he criedud

o L
Jolinny Bolt, Inky, Squiff, Tom Brow i,
Micky Desmond, Vernon-Seith,  and
Petor Todd, with grim resolistion, heaved
Loder up between them, and let -hin
cown again to the floor with a bump.

“ Yaroocogh " velled Leder.  * Oh,
help! Yoooop !

“ e, he, he!” sniggered Billy Buntor,
who,” with Snoop and Stott, and othed
fellows of like kidney, preferred to stay
behdad and view- the fun. *“ Give himg
baans, yvorr fallows!”

Dumyp, bump, bumgp!

Harry Wharton & Co. were thoroughie
Ladee -well -and

snch folls,

Loderwas. a0 prefectz and  could ned hn
with . impamby. . DBat Harry
Whartorr & Co. were ‘thmking of his
merciless treatment of Bob Cherry, who
sbill sel Limply on his desk, gasping and
ribbing his many sere places. iﬁ:iﬂ'
bad lost his head, and new the Removs
ites lost thedr leads: - '

Bump, bomp, bump!

The windows of the Ferm-room [airly
rattled oz Gerald Loder smote the foo -
_ Micky Desmend, the het-blooded Trisks
mnior, rushed ovee to the master’s desk,
took a bottle of red ink, and ponred
over Loder's head, - : :

“ Yerrugh!” spluttered Loder, as lhas
ink went not only r.to his hair, but all
over his frce and into his mouth as welk

Tur MagkeT Lrunapy.—No, £38
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“Gug-gng! You young villaing—-—
Yarumm;{) S

Peter Todd raked a shovellul of cinders
from beneath the grate, and plastered

them liberally over Loder's head and
down his neck,
“Yarcocogh |7 velled Loder. who was

“1'l! have the

im a sorry phght indeed.
You -vou

lot of you flogged fov this!
\utmgn-w-’

“Boys !

The word came Like a thunderbolt in
the Form-room, and e-\enbud;r started
tn -dismay and horrot.

For Mr. Quelch, awe-inspiring and
majestic, stood in the doorwar, gazing
with amazed eyes at the scene of chaos

before him.
“ood heavens ! exclaimed Mr. Quelch,
in & terrifyving voice. ** What does this—
Loder

this dhsrracefnl sfene mean?

goodness, you are coverced in blood !

M

F,culi:r' struggled Lo his feet, ink elream-
ing all down his face and neclk.

e locked a wreck—and no doubt he
felt a wreck, too,

His ]ucktl_ was split up the back, his
[rousers Lorn, his collar wrenched from
1.8 stud, and half his waistcoat-bultons
missing. His head was plastered with
red ink and einders. Ie had cinders
down his neck. Loder’s face was flamin
red, and he wag truly a sight lo see an

wonder at.
“What has happened?” demanded

Mr. Quelch, in hormified aceents. * Lodes,
you are wounded——""

“It—it's ink, sir!” muttered Loder
thickly. “These soung rascals—-"

u I’m sorry, sir,” said Harry Wharton

jrietly, stepping forward. “We did not
intend to go =o far, but we—we lost our
lemperse—""

‘ Lost vour tempers!” exclaimed Mr.
Queleh. “ What do you mean, Whar-
bon "

“Loder was beating Bob Cherry un-
mereifully, sir!” cried Harry, with flash-
g eyes. ““It's true Bob was—ahem !—
a kit cheeky, but he didn’t deserve what
Loder pave him. Why, he—he might
lave seriously injured Bob if we hadn’t
~hipped in! We—we bumped Loder, siv,
lor Ene-m such a brute, and—well, yon
san see the result | We don’t think Loder
is :a:}ita;h]r: for the job you gave him,
uﬂ

“Hear, hear!”
;-mmmuualj"

Loder’s face was contorted with rage
© and passion.

roared the Remove

“They're telling lies, «ir!” he eried.
“From the first they all set out to cheek
me, and they parposely gave me as much
trouble as thev conld, «Cherry assaulted
me, and I went lo cane him. He ran
away, and when 1 caught him I—1 caned

himy—+—"

“You rotter!” panted Bob  Cherry,
striding up.  “You piled into me like
the cad and bully vou are! 1 sauced you,
but T didn’t ask I'n- w hat you gave me!”

“ Look here, sir!” hooted Loder furi-
ously. “They're a set of lying young
scoundrels——""

“ Silence [ cried Mr, Quelch angrily.
“1 have never secn such a disgroaceful
scene 1n all my life. Such an affair is
unprecedented ! Loder, I am afraid you
have pot succeeded very well in keeping
theee boys in order. They were, how-
ever, not justified in causing all this
commotion. You will all be detained,
and spend the (afternoon in the Form.
room here, to pursue the studics you have
neglected this morning !

The faces of the Removites fell at
oLee,

Billy Bunter strode forward, a look of
mdignation on his fat countenance.

“Look here, sir; that’s not fair!” he
piped. * I had nothmg to do with it——""

“Nor had 1, sir |7 ¢rnied Skinner,

“Nor me, sir!” exclaimed Snocop and
Stott simuliancously,

Mr. Quelch waved his hand.

“That matlers not!”™ he rasped
angrily. *“You have missed vour lessons
ihis morning, and the whole Form will

be detnined this alternoon!”

“But sit—-" protested Billy Bunter.

“Bilenee, Bunter!” exclaimed Mr.
Queleh testily. *“ Loder, you will dvpart
from this room and clean yourself,”"

“Ye-es, sir!” muttered Loder, and,
darting a look of venom upon the Re-
move, he stireode {rom the: room.

Mr. Queleh looked round him
and went over to his desk.

“T will personally supervise you boys
until the bell rings," he said. * 1 need
hardly say how ashamed of you I am,
and detention this a,fternﬂﬂn is all too

light a punishment.”
v smd Harry Whar-

“ Excuse meo, sir,’
ton, stepping forward, *‘cannot you give
us some olher punishment? We—we've
got an important engagement this after-
noon, and—and——"

“That is immaterial to me, Wharton,"

said Mr. Quelch icily. ** The whole Form

anzrily,
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reinain in the Form-room!
q“lj

will
proceed to your seats !

The erme, feeling decidedly glum,
and ruing that they fmd allowed their
excitement to get the better of them,
took their scals again, and the remainder
of the lesson was apmi.- 11 oppuressive

gloom. ;

Harry Wharton & Co., and Hazeldene
in particular, were d]EITlEI.] for detention
meant that they would be unable to go
over to Ul House to tea,

They inwardly chafed, and for the
remainder of that morning therc was
mich unhappiness in the Hemove Forms-
roomn,

Boys,

——————

TEE SECOND CHAPTER.
Nothing Doing !

‘ 11, it's beastly I”

O Harry Wharton spoke these
words bitterly, and looked, with
an Extrﬂme_} glum countens

ance, at his chums, who were standing
with him on the steps.

L.essons were over for the morning, and
the boys of Greyfriars -were free till
dinner-time. After dinner was a half-
holiday for all but the Remave,

The Removites felt their misfortune
keenly, and their hearts were much em-
bittered against Gerald Loder of the
Sixth,

“Hang the blessed luck [ growled Bob
Cherry, his usually suuny face elouded.
“What will Marjorie and "Clara say?
Idetained on, the very afterncon they have
invited us to tea !” _

Harry Wharlon & Co were decidedly
glum at the prospect of having lo stay
indaors all the afternoon.

Hazeldene camo up, and his face, too,
was moody.

“Quelchy’s a_beast!” he oxelaimed,
as he came up. “I've just asked him to
let me off, and he gave me fifty lines!
MEI.I]IJI‘IE will be no end wild, and—and
it’s all your fault, Cherry !”

Bob Cherry went red. :
it wasn't all Bob's [ault!

i Nn : ey h]fﬁ]‘-
posed Harry Wharton quietly. “If
Loder hadn’t lost his temper we

shouldn’t have ragged him like we did.
Why couldn’t Quefhj leave us on our
own if he was too busy to take us—or
put a decent pmfact hike ngate ot
Counivtney, in charge 3"

“Well,” grnmlad Hazeldene bad-tem-
peredly, *“it’s jolty hard lick, and I've a
good mind to bunk, and chance it !”

Harry Wharton shook his head.

“Thaft- can't be done, Hazel,”” he said.
“We shall have to send a note over to
Clif House, and—and grin and bear it,
I suppose.” =

Johnny Bull growled.

“Loder ought to be boiled in t:uil"
he said. -

The Famous Five nodded.

At that moment Skinner, Snoop, a.ml
Stott, the cads of the Remnvﬂ came up,
and behind them trotted Bﬂlg Bunter.

Skinner's face was savage as he ap-
proached the chums on the steps.

“ Look hﬂ-re Whart-::m," bagan Skinner
abruptly, “we’re jolly well not goin
to be detained! We did 1:1-::-!:1'11115:1 lg
was all your fault,"and as captain of the

| Remove you've got to get us out of it!”

“Sorry,” replhied Harry Wharton

curtly, **but there’s mno way out,
Skinner. If Quelchy wants to detain
us, we've got to knuckle under. I've

already tried to persuade him to give us
some other form of punishment, but Le's

obstinate, Worried with work, T ex-
pﬁ.:t b
“T eall it a rotten shame!" cried

Bunter indignantly. ** Why should a well-
behaved chap like me be done out of a
half-holiday, just because a set of unruly
heasts like you chaps can’t behave?”
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Billy Bunter received a violent push

“Yerrugh ! ™ he roared, as he disappeared beneath

from behind, and he went
the surface.

sprawling, head-first, into the ditch.

“Splash !
(Sce Chapier 6.) =

L

" Look here, you cheeky voung toad!
" began Bob Cherry warmly,

“I don't care!™ hooted the Owl of the
Remove. *Tt isn't fair, and I'm jolly
well not going to stand it!. Cherry, you
cught to have a jolly good licking!”

“Eh?" exclaimed Bob.

“You ought to be scragged, vou
beast I howled DBunter, swelling with
indignation. ** Wharton, T eall upon you
to bump him Yah! °~ Ow-ow!
Yaroocogh! "

Billy Bunter broke off az Bob Cherry's
heavy hand descended upon Thim,
grasped him firmly, and bowled him
over.

Bump!

Bunter sat down heavily on tlie hard
steps_and rolled to the bottom.

“Ha, ha, ha!” chortled Harry Whar-
ton & Co.

“Yow-ow!” mocaned Bunter,
bling slowly and painfully to his
* You rotter, Cherry! I—I—I—-!

“You'd better vanish, Bunter.' said
Bob Cherry darkly, “or I shall dribble
you acrost to the fountain and duck
]l;uu in! That mizht simmer vou down a

i-l-'H

“Yah!” hooted Billy Bunter, limping
away and glaring at Bob as he departed.
“You're a gang of beustly, mouldy
rotters! Yah! Beasts!"”

Harry Wharton & Co. smiled as the
corpulent Owl of the Wemove rolled
away, and then continued their gloomsy

o —

If-

Ei'T'E_',II".I'l-
fect.
¥

discussion of the unforlunate events of
the morning.

Skinner & Co. were very savage, but
were as helpless as Harry Wharton &
<o. in the matter, Feeling greatly
aggrieved, they strode indoors to indulga
i the consolation of a cigareite in the
privacy of Skimmer’s study.

Meanwhile. Billy Bunter™ rolled = dis-
consolately into the cloisters, brooding
upon his Jot.

Work in any shape or form did not
appeal to the fat youth of the Remove.

Billy Bunter was the hizgest dunce
and slacker in the Remove, and the
prospect of a half-holiday spent in the
Form-room almost brought tears to his
eves.

“Beasts ! he muttered.  “They're all
beasts!| Quelchy especially—and Loder!
I'm jolly well not going to stop in this
alternoon!” '

Just then Bunter espied Gerald Loder
striding beneath the elms, and, with a
ray of hope, Billy Bunter trotted over
to him. i .

“1 say, Loder,” he said, tugging at
Loder's coat-sleeve and running hr-ﬁind
him breathlessly.  “I say, T want to
speak to vou!”

“ Run away, Bunter!” snapped Loder
irritably. “Tin in a hurry 1"

“But look here, Loder!”™ bleated
Bunter, still keeping pace with the pre-
tect. * About that detention this after-
noon, you know.

I wasn't in the rag

this morning, was I? 1 didn't bowl You
over, and bump you, and shove ink amd
cinders over your na pper, and-—= Youw.
ow! Hi! Wharrer you at”

Loder had turned, grasped Bunler's
nose, and tweaked it viciously.

“Take that, wvou cheeky YOoung
sweep!"™  hissed the prefect bad-tem-
peredly. :

“Yaroooogh! Oh, crumbs!” wailed
Bunter, wnthing in  Loder's grasp.

" Leggo by dose, vou fodder! Yooooo y 1™

Loder let go of Bunter's snub hitile
nose, and, giving him a'shove, sent that
unfortunate youth spinning to the
ground. ;

Bunter smote the lLiard stones with a
lond thud, and Loder strode on his WRY,
leaving Billy Bunter howling.

Harry Wharton & Co. were still stand.
ing on the stéps as Toder walked up. Ha
darted fhem a venomous look as he
passed, but the chums of the " Remove
did nothing but return his look with
glances of scorn. =

Loder made his way
to Mr, Quelch’s study.

“The rotter!”™ growled Bob Cherry.
“He's currving favour with Quelehy
lately. Haven't yvou noticed it? He
thinks that if he gets into Quelchy's guod
books heé'll be made dormitory  prefect
i place of Courtenay. Then, my word, .
wouldu't we have a high old time!™

“Rather!” grunted Frank Nugent

Tae MacyeT LigrarY.—No. 638,
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“Tuader's down on us hke a

f;}u.'n]:f-

mmndred of bricks, and he'll move heaven |
aivd earth to gel more influence over us, ;

h, wouldn't I like to give him a few

dots on the boko, just to show him how |

1 lore him "

“1 got 1n
grinnoed Soguoll.
naw, 1 wonder?
suppose,

“Halle, hallo, Liailo!"”
Chervy, as a (ot form ralled up the steps.
“Heve's old Bunty acain! Come back
to give me that jolly geod licking, old
scout "

“Rats!"” snapped Dunter crossly. ' T'm
fed wp! 1'm going to complain o
Guelehy 17

“(h, are yout"” said Harry Wharton,
“Well, take my tip, Bunty, and keep
off the® grass. There'll be ructions if
you beard the Quelch lon any more.
He's not in a very good temper.

“1 don't care!” suorted Bunter, “T'm

a few this mornmng ™

“%Where's Loder ot 1o
Up to sce Quelchy, 1

exclammed DBob

not going to stand this treatment! 1I'm
going to complam. Beasts?!”
Aud Billy Bunter rolled indoors.
‘“Good-bye-ee, Bunty!” called Bob

Cherry after him. “We'll come aleng
in ten minutes to help you into the sana-
torium !

Billy Bunter growled and cimbed up-
stiirs,

He made his way to Mr. Quelch’s

Arriving ouiside the deor, he heard

study,
the sound of voices pr from
within.

The voices were those of Mr. {meleh
and Laoder.

“1 wonder what they're jawing
about?”’ murmured Buuter, out-
side the door, - “1-—11 listen.™

Billy Bunter bent down and applied
his ear to the keyhole. In ithe matler of
eavesdropping Bunter lhad no scruples.
He was well known as the Peeping Tom
of Greyiriars, and it was JJrom keyholes
that he derived much of bis information.

“Weoll, Loder,” Mr. Quelch was say-
iz, I should be much obliged if you
will stay in and help me this afternoon.
As vou know, T have arrived af a very
unportant stage of my * History of Grey-
friare,’ and T must spend the afternoon
in the library. If you have nothing
movre important to do——"

“T'm quite frec this afterncon, sir!”
said TLoder. *“1 shall be pleased to
supervise the Remove during their de
tention.™

“ Ahem ! coughed Mr. Quelch. *“]
—1 think the Remove had better be loft
as much alone as possible, Loder, after
the disgraccful incidents of this morn-
ing. However, if you will be so good,
perhaps you will look in at the Form-
room occasionally during the couvrse of
the afterncon, to see that the Remove are
behaving properly. If therc is any com-
plaint you must summon me at once.”

“¥Yes, sir,” sald Lodor. “And is
there anvthing else I <an do to assist
yvouf”’ '

“Yoes. Loder, thank you!” said My,

Quel:h in a gratified tone. “There are
u number of old files up m the top attic
which I should like searched. Woula
you search them for me up thero, and

kel e

come down periodically to the Form-|
room to see how the juniors are behav.
gt

“Yesz, sir, with pleazure ! said Loder
sugratatingly., “ And I will release the
BRemove {rom detention at five o'clock.”

“Precisely 1™ replied Mr. Queleh. A1
am mucli obliged to vou, Leder, for 1
shull be extremely busy myself this
afternoon in the library, and 1 do not
wish to be disturbed. You will render
me a great service by keeping an eye
“TuHe Meoxer Lisnary.—No. 638,

crurnbs |

on the Remove duiing their delention;
and, meanwhie, search those old files
for me. Wil you call in here at half-
past twol”

“Yes, sir!” replied Loder willingly. |

“Rely on me to Leep a good eya upon
the Remove, sir. There will be no repe-
titton of what happened this merning.”

"1 hope not, Loder,” said Mr. Quelch
drily. “T am afraid that my Form is—
abem !—the most unraly in the school.
But although strictness and  severity
should be excrcizsed over them, Loder,
justice  and  equily should always be
maintained. ™

“Yeos, siv,” said Loder meekly.

As tho door-handle ratiled, indicative

of Loder's departure, iBilly DBunter
stepped back into the next doarway,
The door of Mre. Quelel’s study

“opened, aud Gerald Loder walked out.

There was a look of satisfaction upon

his face. He was gradually worming
biungelf into Mr. s favour.
Influerwe with the Remove-anaster

meant a great deal to Gerald Loder in
Lizs ecampaign of frightfulness against
Harry Wharton & Co.

Billy Bunter passed Loder,

ta'm at Mr. Queleh’s study door,
curt voice of the Remove-master
bode him enter.

“0Oh, it s you, Bunter'™ said Mr.
Quelch, peering grimly at Bunter over
the top of hLia spectaclea.  “What is
your trouble ™

“T've vome to protest against being
detained this alternoon, sir,” piped
Billy Bunter, unheeding the glint in
Mr. Quelch’s eye, “It's g Hl'lﬂgb}’, Lt

“What I exclaimed Mr. Quelph.

fair trick, sir——

“It’s beastly tyranny, sir —that’s what
I call it!” went on Dilly Bunter glibly.
“1 don’t mean 4o be disresvectiul to

and

1

e

you, sir, but I weally think you ought’

to be shown how unreasonable you are
i detaning the whole Form——"
“Banter I thundered Mr. Quelch.
There was no mistaking the auger
the Temove-master's voice, und Billy
Bunier guve a jump. :
“Ye-es, siv?” im asked nervously.
“llow dare you, DBunter-how dare
you!” fumed Mr. Quelch, rising from
his chair and grasping a cane. ““Yeu
have the elfrontery to eriticise my
decisions, and accuse me of tyranny and
unreasonableness- 7
“Look lhere, sir,” began Bunter,
blinking apprebeusively at the master
thraug!t bhis spectacles. *1 didn’i mean
to——mo
'“-Yﬂ'u
rascal, Bumter!” ! thundered My,
iy

“How dare you! ;
“1 anly came te point ont that I don’t

-

fre an impertinent young .
Quelch. .

deserve to be detammed, sir,” protested |

Bunter eagerly. “It's a shame, sir—
everybody says so !

“Do they?’ said Mr. Quelch grimdy.

“T don’t think T am im the habit of ]

being dictated to by my own papils,
Bunter. I shall chastise you severcly
for your impertinence! Hold omt your
:hamg"” '
haud, RBunter!”
rapped Mr. Quelch.
buivming.with dismay, Billy Bunter
extended a fat and dirty paw. Mr.
Queleh  raised the cane, and it
descended upen Buanter’'s palm with a
stinging cut.
“Yarooooogh I wailed Bunter. *“0Qh
Yoooop I”
“The other hand, Bunter!" said Mr.
Quelch relentlessly.
Whack !
“Ow-wow-ow-ow !”  moaned

Billy

Bunter, tucking his hands beneath his

armpits and doubling his fat body up

as far as it would go. “Oh, my hat!
I'm hurt! Ym::-nﬂgﬁ i '

“1 intended that you skould be lurt,
Bunter,” sexd My, Quelch, laying down
the cane. “You will take wour place
with the rest of the Remove af half-past
two, Lunter, in the Form-zoom. 1 you
disobey e, the eonesguenwes will be
drastie.”

“Yow-ow-ow |7 moaned Duopter,
“You wmay go, DBunter?™ gaid M.
Queleh aeidly,

And Billy Banter went.

B BL= craw led down the passage, moan-
g raost dismally,

Hiz vizit to My, Queldh had been far
from a success. He bad gone iliere
witi a complamd, and jelt with a com-
plaint.

And the hurden of thids complaint was:

“Ow-ow-ow-ow-ow

- THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Plotling a Flet !
Y HAT'® the metter, Dunter?”

W Eilly Bunter was _rolling

down tiie Remove passsage,

gasping aud moesming in a
heart-rending manner, when the deer of
Study Ne. 11 opened amd Hareld
Bkinner looked out.

The cad of the Remove grinmed when
he saw the suflering Owl, but his toto
of voire as he asied thet guestion was
yuite sympathetic, :

“Yow-ow ¥ moaned Bunter, hlinking
dismally at Skiguer. *I've been licked !
Yow-aw 1™

“Poor ehap ™ said Skinner. “*Cameo
in and tell what Quelchy said.”

Bunter rolled inte the stedy. Enecop
and Stott, Skinner’s eronies, were there.
There was a faint haze of tobacco-smeke
i the room.

“What did Quelehy YHik wyom for,
Bunter " inquired Blumer. * Were you
checky 17

“No, I wasn't!” groaned Bunter. ey
merely tried to peint eut io him how
unfair it waas of him to keep the whole
Remove in when some of the cliaps—
me among 'em—hadn’t done anythang.

1
| The rotter got hia rag out over some-
1
4

thing or other, and gave me a couple !”
Bnooj? and Stott chuckled.
“Shame !” said Bkinner, winking at
his study-mates. I say, Bunter, what
did vew bear outside Quelchy’s gtudy

{ door before you weut in ¥V

“HEhi#" exclaimed Bunter, blinking
at Bkinner. “Nothing, Skipner. - I
wasn t— "

“You were lmtenitng at the kevhole,
you spying wormn?” said Bkinner eheer-
“Now, Bupter, what did wyou

hpu‘-!‘ |r'|-'!

= 0h, really, 8kimner-— "7 s
“Cut that out!?” said Skinner curtly.
“We saw you, at the Leyhole,

]

{and i you lLeard auything interesting

we want to hear 1t " : _
you beast!”

“0Oh, really, Bkinner,
muznihled Bunter petulantly. “f only
heard Quelchy tell Loder that he would

be busy in the library all the afterncon,
and wants him to look in at the Form-
rooia now and again 1o see if we ure
behaving oureelven. Loder’s going ‘to
search through some old files  for
Quelchy ap in the top attic.”

“Oh, i he!” exclaimed Skinrer, his
eyes opening. 8o Loeder’s -playing ap

to Quelcly -eh?”

“Ves - the cad!” growled  Billy
Bunier, rubbing his aching  palms.
“Wouldn't 1 like to get my own back
‘on him—and on the lot of 'em I”

1 “Same There, Buniv!” grinned
Skinuer. “Now, let me think of a
wheeze to Mt of detention this
afternoon. - y and Bilott and

T bave a very imporfant engagement
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down at the Cross Kevs, and we ecan'i
afford to spend the afternoon rmgging
lessons the l'orm-room. You say
Quelchy will be busy In tle Librersy all
the afternoon "

Billy Bunter nodded, and rubbed lis

palms gloomily.

1T

Skinner dag his hands into  his
trousers-pockets, and thought doeeply for
#  few minutes. BSnoop and Stott

waited expectantly,

“1've got it!” exclaimed the cad of
the Remove suddenly. * Bunty, old
ron, we'll all get off for the alternoon.
We'll have some revenge on Loder, and
lead those rotters, Harry Wharton and
his ang, up the garden properly, if
you'll do'as I suggest.”

“What's the wheeze?” asked Bunter.

“You've got to work some ventrilo-
quism, for a start” said SBkinner ean-
ningly, “We sha'n't seé Quelchy all
the afternoon, for he's left Loder in
charge of the Remove.
going to spend some of his time in the
top attic, 1sn't he—searching files?"

“Well?” demanded Billy DBunter,
blinking at Skinner.

“Well, supposze we lock Lader in the
attic?” sald Skinner triumphantly.
“The Remove will be free for the after-
nooOIT. for Loder will never make him-
gelf heard up there when he yells to be
let out.”

“Oh, erummbs ! gasped Bunter, ©1t':
too risky, Bkinner ! Why, Loder would
be in no end of a rage when he did get
out! We'd all be licked !”

“No, we neadn’t be,” grinned Skinner
softly. *“Look here, Bunty, my idea is
to shift all the blame on to Harry
Wharton. We'll all assemble in the
Form-roomn at two-thirty, ready for our
detentinn,  Laoder will come 1n, say a
few npice words to ua, and thien hook it
up to the athic—-won't he?”

“1 suppose s0,” said Billy Bunter.

“Well, just as Loder gets out of tha
Form-room door, throw your voice out-
pide, in an Imitation of Loder’s volce,
and say, ' Bunter, follow me! "

“What for?” demanded Billy Bunter.

“Well, you'll get up and follow Loder

—szee " chuckled Skinner. “ But riq::'t
lot Loder see you following him,
Bunter. Follow him up to the attic,

and as soon as he's inside lock the doar
and pocket the key. Got that?"

“H'm !” mumbled Billy Bunter *1
could do that all right, but what about
afterwards 7"

" Listen, old son!” grinned Skinner.
“When you come down frem the atiic,
lock @uelchy’s etudy door oun your wav
back to the Form-room. Then apin the
yarn that Quelchy’s let us all oft deten-
tion, and—"

““The chaps won't believe me!” said
Bunter.

““Perhaps not,” said Skinner. **But
Harry Wharton is sure to go up to
Quelchy’s study to see. You'll go up
with him, of course. Quelchy’s study
door will be locked, but you can work
the necessary ventriloquism, can't you?
Harry Wharton will come back and tell
us all we're let off, and we'll clear ont
of the Form-room for good.
Wharton and his set will clear ont, too.
Qu{!l[‘h}_ 'ﬂ"i.“ II.':I'I.“I i]-“:!-}' i.rl tlli..'. ]ii]l'il 'I_:lu", -']ﬂ'ii
Loder will be bottled up in the attic—
gea? Tf there's a row afterwards,
Harry Wharion will get the blame.
Nobody will dream yon worked the ven-
trilogquism wheeze. You're a clever
chap, Bunter, and I'm sure vou could
pull it off I™

“B-b-but——" Billy
dubiously.

SBkinner winked at Snoop and Stott.

“Look here, Bunter! You're the only
chap who can do it 1" he said earnestly.

said Bunter

liarry:
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“"You're a clever chap, Bunter. and we
rely on you—eh. chaps?”

“Rather!” said Stott. * Bunter’s the
man for tho job! With his brain and
rimrvellons  power of  ventriloguism,
L;nhmi_r could work the trick better than
{: R

“T've always said Bunter was a brainy
chap ! smid Snoop solemnly,  * Why, he
ought to jump at the chance of getting
off detention this afrerncon, and at the
sama time get his own back on Loder
and Harry Wharton & Co.”

Theza words of prase rouwsed Bally
Bunter’'s vanity, He always had had a
high opinion of himself, but, unfortu-
nately, he was the only fellow at Grey-
friars who seomed to hold that opinion.

Bunter could be cnnming and crafty at
tiines, but his wits were generally dull,
and  these words of flattery easily
‘“spoofed " him.

Well, Loder's N e 15 €3 4 45 5 5 e 4t 3t
No. 69.—JAMES WALKER.
N2 . 5

A member of the Sixth Form and a
prefect. Is a better type of fellow
than Valence, but has associated too
mich with Carne and Loder to escape
their taint. Not altogether bad, and -
hae shown from time to time that he
has good impulses.

“You'll do it, won't yvou, Bunty?”

asked Skinner. “It will be as easy as
falling off a log, and you are the only
chap who can do the job " :
“T'Il do 16! said Buanter, his little
round eyes gleaming behind his specta-
clez, “I'll spoof 'em all with my ven-
trilogquisim, and we'll all get off. Then,
when Loder gets ont and catches. Whar-
ton, he’ll give Wharton a licking. He,
he, he! Oh, I'm deep, T am !

“ Yes, vou're deep!” grinned Skinner.
“You'll be doing the whole Forin a ser-
vice, Bunty, and you'll be as safe as
houszes! We'll stand vou a fead after-
wards, Bunter, 1f you work the trick
all right!”

*(Oh, good!™
great satisfaction,

Just then the dinner-bell rang, and the
four conspiratora left Study No. 11, and
went to dinner,

Skinner, Snoop, and  Btott chuckled
hugely over the manuer in which they
had duped Billy Bunter. .

Whether Bunter was found out after-

said DBiily Dunter, in

mmmm‘q—Il‘IlMiﬂ-ll‘li‘li“l‘ll‘ll‘ll‘;
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wards or not did not matier to them.
All that corcerned them was how to
evade detention that afternoon.

And Billy Bunter, with those words of
praisa and flattery still ringing in his
ears, felt, like Gideon of old;: that he
was going to render his brethren a great
service, and he inwardly rejoiced.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Bunier Does the Trick !
HEN the clock in the old clack-
tower at Greyiriars indicatedd
half-past two, the Removao
Form trooped disconsolately
into the Form-room,

It waa a nive, sunny day, and the
thought of having to stay indoors when .
the other fellows had their freedom was
like gall and wormwood to themn, es-
pecially to Harry Wharton & Co. an:
Hauzeldene, who had beeu invited over to
Clif House for tea. ;

Harry Wharton had sent a nofe ia
Marjorie Hazeldene, explaining that iha
whole Form was detained, and that, -
less they were reprieved at the insl
moment, they would be unable to take
tea at Chiff Honse that afternoon.

“Oh, I could kick Loder!” growled
Frank Nugent, as he took his place with
the others. *I wonder if*he’s going to
look after us this afternoon?”

“Talk of angels!” murmured Bob
Cherry. ““Here 1s the rotter !"

CGerald Loder, a most unpleasant look
upon hs features, strode into the Form-
room, and gazed round upon tha
Remove.

“All here!”™ he growled. *Well,
you're jolly well going to stop here till
five, you young rascals! Mr, Quelch is
busy this afternoon, and has asked me to
h?ﬂp an eye on you:w Now, get your

ooks oul, and start work at once!
Bunter, you ware talking to Snoop.

Take a hundred lines!”
“Oh, really, Loder——"

Billy Bunter indignantly.
“Take two hundred lines, Buutm "
rappad Loder. “If vou jaw any more

I'll give you a licking, you fat toad!"
el

protestod

Billy DBunter’s eyes glimmered behin
his speclacles, but he subsided. :

Looking rucfully at each other, the Re-
movites took out their books and com-
posed themselves to study,

“I'Il come back in a short time,” said
Loder, looking grimly at the Iuckless
Form. *“Let me find any of you slack.
ing, and there'll be a row! Mind, 1

E

;,:HM‘i“-m-‘immmt‘uameﬂ.n to diﬂcip]iﬂﬂ you, you gung of

young hooligans !

“Look here, Loder; that's ennugh of
vonr slang?” broke in Harry Wharion
sharply. “We're not in the mood tn
stand any of it, so you'd better hold yaur
tongue !”

“Hear, hear!” murmured one or tvo
fellows.

“*Why, vou—you impertinent raseal!”
blurted Loder, glaring homicidally at
Harry Wharton. * For two pins I'd give
you a lhicking. Take o hundred lines,
and don't let me hear your voice again!
Bunter, T'H make your impot five hun-
dred lines if you don't get on with vour
work, instead of glaring at me like an
ape 1™

Dark looks were cast af the vnpopular
prefect as, with just snother grim lonk
at the Remove, he strode towards the
door.

A faint hiss arose as he passed out inin
the passage. He half-turnad on his heel.’
and then, thinking better of it, he strode
down the passage.

As Loder disappearad through the

TueE MacNeET LIBRARY.—No. 638.
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doorway Iarry Wharton & Co. locked | ton, rising with alacrity to his feet.

glumly at each other.

“Perhaps he's releiited, and is goitg to

Then, from the passage outside, eame | let us off.”

Loder’s voice
“ Bunter 1" B
“Yeos, Loder?™ answered Billy Bunter

attic, so 1 hear, doin

“1 think that’s about it,” said Billy
Bunter slyly. *“Loder’s upstairs in the
some work for

londty. Quelrhy.  He's awfully busy om his
“ome herel” i blessed  * Histery of Greyfriars,’ yon
Bunter rolled from his seat, and, | know.”

giving Skinner an artful glance, he dis

T OnOInl.

“Good ege!” chortled Bob Cherry,
appeared through the door of the Form- _l'-eﬂpmg to his feet.

“Let’'s go with you,

rry, and hesr the good news—for

He walled steslthily up ithe passage, | Eﬂmethini@wmns to tell me that we're

and stalked Loder upstairs.
not look hack, but went siraight up, past
the box-rooms, to the attic at the top of
the house. , _

He opened the door of the attie,
entered, and slammed it behind him.

l.oder dud not relish his
task, although he had voluntarily taken
it upon himself. He wished to ingra-
tiate himself with Mr. Queleh, and thus
gain’ more infuence over the Remove.
Urce having gained that influence, Loder
could exercise hisspite and hatred against
Harry Wharton & Co. to the full.

Billy Bunter crept siently up the
stairs to the attic.

The key was m the door, and Billy
Bunter, grasping it firmly in his fat
hand, silently turned if, and slipped the
key into his pocket afterwards.

Loder was shifting boxes in the altic,
80 that the click of the lock was unheard,

“Good1” breathed the Owl of the
Remove, as he crept downstairs agam.
“That's botlled Loder up for a few
hours. He, he, he! He can yell as much
as he likes; he'{l never be heard !”

Arriving on the landing below, Billy
Hunter paused to lsten. Ewidently
Foder had not vet discovered he had been
locked in the attic

Chuckling softly to himself, Billy
Bunter descended to the next floor, and
23 he passed the library he paused to
listen.

Click, click, click!

“Quelchy’s got- his old typewriter
going !” grinned Bunter, as he trotted
away stently. *“He's safe for the after-
nooan, anyway [

He made his way along to the Form-
muster's study. ‘The door was unloecked,
z0 Bunter turned the key in the lock,
removed 1t, acd placed it in his pocket
with the other key. Then he paused to
consider. :

“Nunno!” he murmured. “I'd better
leave the key in the lock, in case old
Quelchy returns for something. He won't
notico 1t's on the outside, instead of on
the inside.™

Bunter groped in his pocket, withdrew
a key, and placed it in the lock. Being
very shortsighied, he did not notice that
lhe khad placed the wrong key in the
ock.

Grunting  with  satisfaction, William
George Bunter ' rolled along to the
Reniove Form-room. A hum of con-
varsation proceeded from thence,

He rattled the door-handle before he
entered, and immediately there was a
hush.

A great righ of relief arose as the Re-
movites saw Billy Bunter roll in.

“It's only Bunter ! said Peter Todd.
“Why, Bunty, we thought you were
Loder returning. How is the rotter?”

“Oh, he's wild because he thinks
Quelchy’s going to let us off this after.
noon!” replied Billy Buater, with a
grin. “You've Fﬂt- to see Quelchy in his
gtudy, Wharton I’

The faces of the Bemove juniors lit
up with hope as Billy Bunter uttered
those wards.

“Qhb. good!” exclaimed Harry Whar-
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Lader did | going to

afternoon's }°

ar good news,
Lones |

“Ha, ha, ha!™

Instantly every fellow was an his feet,
and a general exit was made from the
Form-room.

Bkinner, Snoop, and FStott grabbed
Bully Bunter gleefully.

" Brave, Bunty!” “chuckled Skinmer,
“You've w«nrkﬂdy it fine, so far. Kim
on! Yon've got to work the last giddy
act now!” ;

“What-ho 1" said Busder, with a sk

of self-tmportance. “1've Jocked the }
door, Skinney !
“Bhosh - ai 1" pautioned  Skinner.

“Come on,’ Bunter !” ‘
They hurried ferward to Mr. Queleh’s
study.

The Removites waited at the end of the |

pagsage, whilst their captain approached
My, Quelch’s door. _

Harry Wharton tapped, but reccived
to reply at first.

Billy Bunter pushed his way forward.

Tap, tap!

“(Fo away 1" came Mr. Quelch’s voice,
in an irritated tome, from behind the
closed door. 1’ busy, and cannot be
disturbed 1™

“BPuat it's me, sr--Wharten!”  ex-
cleimed Harry Wharton. “ Muy I come
in, sir? Weu sent for me!”

“Oh, is that you, Wharton 1" said Mr.
Queleh’s voice. *“You eamnot enter,
Wharton, for I have locked the door,
You may tell the Form thet they are
exeused  this  afterncon. On  socond
thoughts, I have decided fo cancel the
detention, ™ 2 e

“Oh, thank you, sir!™ -cried Harry
Wharton delightedly.

As no further wards proceeded from
the master’s study, Ilarry Wharton
deemed the conversation at an end, and
he walked back to his rhums at the end
of the e with a radiant face,

“It’s all serene, chaps!” he said cheor-
fully. “Quelchy’s” relented, and let us

“Oh, gocd!” eried Bob Cherry.
f.‘qlugluhy’a not a bad old stick, afler uﬁ
15 he? Let’s give him three choers!”
“No; don't make a row, he's busy!”
said Harry Wharton hurriedly. * Let's
hop off over to CLff House as soon as
pﬁs!.ls_ible. We sha'n't be very late, after
a 13
“No, fear!”

— Er—

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Geiting Rid of Bunter !

ITH joyful hearts Harry Whar-
ton & Co. and Hazeldeae
donned their caps and over-
coats, and preparcd to start out

for CLif Iouse.

Billy Bunter rolled down into the
quadrangle, znd, seeing Skinner & Co.
chatting together, he went np to them. -

“1 say, vou fellowg——"

“Hallo, Bunter ! said Bkinner, turn.
ing on Bunter. **What's the trouble 77
n‘{‘II’vﬂ“unlﬂcked Quelchy’s study door,
bl e

“You haven't let Loder out, have
vou ! demanded Skinner quir.:kl?&

“Nunno!” eaid Bunter. *“I've still

kevy's in your charge.

1 feel it o my

Price 12d. Order How.

got-the key, Skinner. You can have it,
if you like I”

“No, tharks!” said Skinner Batly.
“You locked the door, Bunty, so ike
L For goodness’
sake, don't lose it!™
5 ‘}Lnt}k hrﬂ‘el"hbqﬂru Billy Bunter, a
echng of alarm begmning to creep over
him. *“How am I e lot Loder oot?™

“That’s vowur business, Bunicr ™ paid
Skinner, shrugging Tis  shoulders,
“ Better think i problem out your.

i
ﬁ‘{'ﬁh §1

“ I've got notlang et all to do with it?™
smd Skinner. “We have been sold

chaps
{ by Harry Wharton that Quelchy’s lot us -

off, and we'ro going out. Wharton's
captain of the Form, so he stands ro
spensible,™ .
“Ye-es!” murmared Bunter, hiinking
nervously ot Blkinner,  * But do you
think Quelehy will find out ¥ :
“He may not,” said Skinner carclossly.
“1t's all according fo whether Loder gets
cut of the attie before five o'clock.™

Oh  crombs!™  murmawred  Billy
Burnter, i
Chuckling  scftly  to  themselves,

Bkinner, Snoop, and Stott ambled avny. ©
Bunter blinked after them, feeling rather

degxmdcﬂt.

ward qualms were bogineing to sssail
him. He thought of Loder, Jocked up
securely in the top attic, and Bijly Bunter
trembled,

“I—I wish I hadn’t dene it ! said the
Owl of the Remove, turning the key over
in hig pocket,  * I—1 ghall have to palm
this confounded key off an somebady, and
lot them pget the blame. Why  shoeoid

or saspect me?  He'll think some-
body eise loacked him im. becanse I
supposed {0 be in the Formm-room, and
ihe other rhave would tunmible.
Oh, ! ']l paimo the key off an
Harry Wharton! I'H go over to Chff
House with him, and work the trick
thﬂm Foe :
arry Wharton, Bob Cherry, Nugeat,
dohnny Bull, Hurree Ringh, Equiff, and
Hazeldene of the Remove desconded the
steps mto the quadrangle at that moment,
a.m:i Billy Bunter rolled ever to thesy
“1 say, you fellows!” he said. ~I'm

coming !”
“Oh, are youl" said Bob Cherrs,
hard at Bunter. “Who szid so,

Ei-:ll'i-l‘.l.g

poipolse 77 .
I said s0!” grumted Bupter, “T1 -1
intended paying Bessie o visit gt CLf
House this afternoon, you: know. I
;n]lfht as well come along with wou
2]

u“_s‘ "
Harry Wharton & Co. lodked raefully
at each other,

Destie was Billy Bunter's sister. a mem-
ber of Cliff Houso ol.  There did not
srem to exist miuch affection betdeen

Bessio and Billy, but Bessie was Billy's
ElE:.rEI', Ilnd HO lﬂ.‘ﬁ'ﬂﬂu]‘] 5tﬂ.p Bﬂﬂiﬂ pay-

[ ing his wister a brothecly visit st ClifF

House i he chose. Whether he would
be welcomed there was another mstter.

“TLook here, Bunter, you'd better keep
off the grass!™ mid.ﬁci Cherry gruffly.
“Lnst time you saw Besgie she chaged
ﬁm] over the chiffs because you raided

er Junch-basket. I don't suppose she’l]
be very pleased to see you, and I'm jolly
sura the other girls won't ™ _

“Oh, really, Cherry!™ pretested
Bunter, glowering. * You're jealons ot
my popularify—that’s what it 1s! You
know Marjorie and Clara are awfully
sweet on me, apd—— Yarooeogh 1

Bob Cherry, loming all*® patience,
grasped Bunter’s ear and gave it a twist.

The Owl of the Remcve yelled and.

squirmed,
“Yow-ow-ow !” he wailed. “ T el
bully  vou  are,

Clara what a beastly
Cherry!  Does Dli.ﬁ‘!i"‘ House belonz to

you? T'm jolly well poing there—see §®
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“ Good graclous ! ** exclaimed Miss Primtosa, gar'ng in horror at Buntar,
this establishment in this—this disreputable eondition ? »’
) L]

Boy, how dare you enfer thz preeinsts of
{dee Chupter B8,) ‘

i

Harry Wharton turned, with a shrug,
ke his chums.

“Let him zo
hkes,” said Harry curtly.
nt tack on to us, theugh.
it-—or, what¥”

“ Rather ™ .

Bidly Bunter glared at the chums of the
Hemeove,

“Oh, reallv, you eelfish leasts, you
Tt Ea;wﬂr_-ii walk, and let ine come with
Yol -—

" “XNo fear 1" said Bob Cherry.
on, bags! Let's ret our bikes 1™

“YWhat-ho "

The seven Removites siyode away to-
wirds the cyele-shed,

Billy Bunler growled, and trotted afler
them as fast as his fat little legs would
g0

“I say, you felows——"" he began, as
the cyele-shed was reached. * Lot e et
an the back of your bike, Nugents”

“Rats 1" said Frank Nugent eheerfully,
wheeling his machive out nta the Close.,
“Go and cat coke, Bonter 1"

Harry Wharton & (o, took their
machines gut of the shed and mounted,

Billy Bunter etood there, blinking
wrathfelly af them, He was fully doter.
wntied to visit CLiff House—for the pro-
speet of & tea such as Marjorie Hazel.
dene & Co. provided was sufficient attrac.
tion, besides his plan of foisting the attie
key on Harry Wharion.

to Cff House if he
“He'd belter
We're biking

“Clome

“Good-bye, Bluebell 1" trilled Baob
Cherry, as he and his chums pedalled
away. “I'll give your love to Bessie, if
you hike!"

*“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Hold en, you beasts |” yollod Bunter
desperately, clutching a eyele near him
and drogging it forth. “I'm coming, I
tell you |

“Oh, great pip!” exclaimed Bob
Cherry, as he saw Billy Bunter scramble
hastity an to the cycle lin had appro-
priated withouvt itd owner's permission.
“The fal toad’s pinched somebody's
jigger, and he's going to chase us to Cliff
House! He'll hang on like a limper
now 1™

Marry Wharton's eves gleamed.

“ Let him follow us,” he said quictly,
“When we are half-way to CIHT House
we'll run into him, bowl him over, and
strand him in some way., That will put
the stopper on his little zame !

“Good cgg !

Billy Bunter, mounted on the borrowed
cyele, pedalied furiously after the chums

of the Remove, as they sped through the
gates of Greyfriars and out into the
Frinrdale Lane,

The Owl of the Remove was not an
expert cychst, and, besides, he had a
great weight to carry,

" Make the beggar work!™

grinned

Frank Nugent, looking back,
Bunter labouring hard behind,

to =co
*“Hea'll

lose some of his fat by the time he's
firmshed 1"

“Ha, ha, ha !"

~Hil  Wait for me, you heasts!”
yelled Bunter, his fat little legs going
like clockwork as they manipulated the

pedals  of the horrowed cycle.  “1
c-c-cean’'t  keep uwp  with  yeuy——
Grocangh 1

“Ha, ha, ha!"™ roarved the cyelists
ahead.

Labour as he wounld, poor Buntor conld
not catch vp to them. j

He clutched his hendle-bars ughtly,
aid dug with all hia might at the pedals,
so that he puffed and gasped like a
£rempus, ;

Harry Wharton & Co., niding easily
aml smoothly, grinned at the sizht of
Bunter's strenuous efforts to catch up to
them.

Soon Harry Wharton gave the signal
to slow down, :

" Let him come up,” he said, grinning
“and, Boh, you can barge into him and
scid him spinning into the bask. He
might fall nto the ditch, bat we can't
help that 1™

*IIa, ba, ha'"

They relaxed speed, and pgradualiy
Billy Bunter drew level with them. He
siruggled up alongside Bob Cherry, on
the extreme odge of the lane,

&6 g

iroooogh! You beasts!” he gurgled,

Ipu!ﬁng like 2 pair of very old bellows.
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“You're trying Lo get rid of me—I can
gee throngh it! 'l tell Marjorie” when
1 get to (Ml House, and Yowp!
Yarooongh!” : .

Boh  Cherry’s  handle-bars  suddenly
went round in BDunter’s direction, and his
front wheel crashed into the bicycle that
Bunter was riding.

Az DBob's machine lurched into his,
Billy Bunter gave a fiendish vell, lost his
balanes, and floundered sideways.

SOl erumba ! pasped Dob Chorry, in
ovident alarm.  ** Loak out, Banter!™

“*Yooooop!” waned Buniar, collapsing
on the grassy bank, which he had struck
witn a loud thud.
Cherry ! You did ihat fer the purposc !
Y Y Go bon!” grinmed  Bob  Cherry.
“Sorry, Dunter, and all that, you know !
Being  strictly  honourable  vouths, it
grieves us much to sce you riding a bike
which doean’t lwlong to yvou, without
permission,  So lest the jigeer should
ceome  to forther  harm, Bunty, we're
going to take care of 1t

“Oh,  you—you  roliers!™  Lowled
Runter, leaping to his feet, " Don’t take
that hike! I 5

But Bob  Cherry had already die-
monutited, dragired the fallen machine up-
right, mounted his own jigger. and was
niow riching both machines away,

Billy Bunter glared fuviously at Bob,
and the othors chortled with merriment.,

“Guamme  thal  bike hack!”  velled
Buanter fuvionsly, *I'll give you a2 good
hiding, Cherry h

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“Don’t waste time on that fat
chump!™ said Hazeldene impatiently.
“Let's get on to Chff House as soon as
posstble,™

“Right-ho!”  satd Harry Wharton.
“It's no go, Bunty; you can't come with
us to Cliff House. Wavewell!”

“Yon rottera——"

“Ha, ha, ha'”™

Harry Wharton & Co. ®ere soon spin-
ning merrily up Friardale Lane towards
Cift House, taking Bunter's borrowed
bicyele with them.

“ The rotters!"" mumbled Bunter, ram-
ming s hands into his trousers-pockets
and blinking furiously after the fast-
disappearing Removites, “Wait il
thevy get back to Greviriars: they’ll cop
it from Quelchy! I—— Oh, lor'!”

Billy Bunter suddenly made a great
discovery,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Thz Ariful Bunter!

‘“ H crumbs!” waspid Bunter, in

O dismay.  * The—the blessed

key's pone!”

He groped desperately in his
pocket, but the key which he had placed
thore was gone. :

Billy Bunter blinked around him - in
dismay.

“My word, what 2 go!” lie murmured
dolorously, “I—I ‘must find 1it! Oh
dear! It must have fallen out of my
pocket when that beast Cherry bowled
me off the bike !

Billy Bunter went down aon handa and
knees in the prass, and blinked about
him for the key.

If he failled to recover lhat key e
would-be in a sorry plight indeed. There
was only one key to the attic in existence,
Bunter shivered at the contemplation of
the attic door being broken in before
Loder could be released.

*I—T'll find it, and shove it back in the
fock ot once!” gasped PBilly Bunter,
erawling down the bank and gazing at
the waters of the dilch ai the hottom, 1
—1I wonder if it fell in the ditch? Oh
crumebs! T hope not!”
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“You clumsv rotter, |

The ditech wag full of green slime and
murky water. Billy Bunter knelt on the
brink and blinked dismallv at the ditch,

So engrossed was he with his dismal
thoughts that he did not notice a
gquartette of stylishly-dressed schoolboys,
weartng  the Higheliffe  school  cap,
approach the bank from Friardale Lane.

“Hallo!” eoxclaimed Cectl Ponsonby,
turping to haa zatellites, Gadshy, Monson,
and Vavasour. ““This looks
worthy Bunter of Greyiriare.
dhickens 1s he squatting down there by
the ditch for? He's simply asking to be
shoved in!”

“(h, absolutely!” grinned Vawvaszour.

The nuts of Highelitfe chuckled.

They were out for a “lark,” and in
Billy Bunter they saw a ready subject
Tor their humour,

“Shush-sh!”  whispered  Ponsonhy,
creeping down the grassy slope towards
Bunter, whose back was turned, *TI'll
tip the beggar in and give him a bath.
All these Greyirars fellows could do with
a httle exira water, applied externally !”

(radsby, AMonson, and Vavasour
chuckled hugelv as they watched their
leader approach Billy Bunter from the
reart.

Bunter’s eyes were roving amongst the
weeds of Lhe diteh, in search of the miss-
g kev, when suddenly he received a
violent push from behind, and he went
sprawling, head-first, into the murky
waler and slime of the ditch.

Splash !

“Yerverugh ! roared Bunter, as
disappeared beneath the surface,

The nuts of Higheliffe chortled
mightily. Bunter’s .head reappesred
soon afterwards, covered in green slime
and muddy weeds.

“Yooooogh!” moancd Bunler, goug-
ing mud oul of his eves. * Gervrugh-gug-
gug ! : : :

““Ha, ha, ha!" roared Clecil Ponsonby
& Co.

Bunter glared at the Higheliffe fellows

and gurgled.

“Yervugh! You rotlen Higheliffe

beasta!" he moaned. *“Oh deae!”
“How did it feel. Bunter?” chuckled

Ponsonby, “Wet®"”

he

Billy Bunter struggled to get out-of |

the ditch. . He was almost out, when
Ponsonby raised his elegant foot, gave
Bunter a push in the chest, and sent him
floundering baek agam. . '

“ Yaroooogh!” roared
“Rescua, Greyfriarg!”

“Ha, ha, ba!” howled the nuts of
Highcliffe. * Poor old Bunter!”

“Yow! You beastly rotters!” mbaned
Bunter, standing waist-deep in the ditch.
* Lemme out!”

** What were you looking for, Bunter?"
mgquired Ponsonby amiably, * Anythin'
worth findin'?"

“Yes, 1t wasg, you rotter!"” spluttered
Bunter. Then a cunning gleam came
intn his eve, “I was looking for my
pocket-boolk 1™

“Your pocket-book!™ said Ponsonby,
in surprise. ‘“"That's a fat lot to look
for, Bunter!” :

“Yes, a jolly fat Iot!” said Bunter
warmly, ** Why, the five-pound note that

Bunter.

my pater sent me this morning was in.

it !

The eyes of Cecil Ponsonby & Co.
aopened wide,

“A fiver in wvour pocket-book!” cx-
claimed ¥onsonby, looking hard - at
Bunter. “Don’t tell fibs, Bunter; we
can't swallow that!"” :

“1 tell you it's true!” said Bunler
calmly. “My pater sent me a fiver, and
it's in the ditch somewhere. That beast
Bob Cherry bowled me off a bike, and
the pocket-book fell out of my pocket into

} the ditch!™

like the’
What the

-

“0Oh, by gad!” exclaimed  Monson,
nudging Ponsopby. *You'll never find
it, Bunter!"

“Why not?’ demanded Dunter art-
fully.

“Well, we saw a tramp pick a pocket-
book up from behind that bush over
there, didn't we, Pon?"” said Monson.

‘Yes, rather!” said Pomsonby. ** Your

pocket-book must have flown out of your
pocket and over to that bush, Bunter.
No good lookin’ in that ' ditch—your
giddy pocket-book’s gone! . We saw a
tramp run off with it just as we came
ltp!”
““Oh dear!" gasped Bunter, concealing
his- merriment at his own game of
“spoof,” and the way in which Ponsonby
& Co. imagined they were “spoofing ’
him. **Are you certain, Ponsonby?"

“ Positive !” grinned Ponsonby.

“0Oh, absolutely!” chimed in
sour.

Billy Bunter serambled up out of the -
diteh, and this time Ponsonby & Co. did -
not deter him,

Billy Bunter was in a most frightful
condition, for he was coverad from head
to foot in green slime and weed=z and -

Vava-

miud, and the nuts of Higheliffe staggered

away from him.

“I should advise you to get back lo
Greyfriars and clean yourself up!”
chuckled Ponsonby.

‘“Ha, ha, hal”

Billy Bunter growled and. shivered.

“I'm going to find P..c. Tozer, and
put lum on the track of that tramﬁ who's
run off with my pocket-book,” he said
sullenly. *"Did- you see which way he
vwant, f’nnmnbjr Y e

“Towards the wvillage, dear boy!”
grinned Ponsonby. * You'll never find
ihat pocket-book, I'm afraid!™

“Groooogh ! gasped Bunter, shiver-

ting in his wet and muddy garments.

“I'm going to have a jolly good try.
You rotter, Ponsonlyy, T'll get my own
back ‘on you for ducking me in that
ditch ! : -

“ Ha, ha, ha!” roared Cecil Ponsonby
& Co,

Billy Bunter glared at them, and,
growling under his breath, he stuelched
away.

Ponsonby turned to his companions
with & chuckle when Bunter turned the
bend. :

“(Good idea of yours, Monson!” he
said. “ We'll find thalt giddy pocket-
book, eh?™ ‘

“*Oh, rather !’ said Vavasour, with a
vacant grin.  “QGoin’ to search the
ditch yoursell, Pon, old fellah}"

Ponsonby glared at his chum, and the
other two chuckled. _

“We'll hurry back to Highcliffe and
get some old nets,” he said sullenly.:
“If we drag that ditch, I rockon we'll
soon find Dunter’s missin’ pocket-book.
As we're rather on the rocks at present,
a fiver would be worth the troubls, eh,
dear boys?t” ! :

“¥Yes, rather!” grinned Gadsby.

o, chuckling mightily over the .
manner in which they had hoodwinked
Bunter—or, rather, how t{hey thought
they had hoodwinked Bunter—the nuls
of Higheliffe ambled down the lape in
the direction of Higheliffe  8chool, in
order to got some nets with which to
drag the ditch. '

Meanwhile, Billy Bunter sguelched on
his way up the lane, but instead of
bearing for the village, he took the
pathway which led to Pegg, where CL
House Behool was situated. :

“Groooogh ! he gasped, shivering in
his clammy garments.  “1'll pay Pon-
sonby out for this! He swallowed my
yarn about the pocket-book in the
ditch. IHe, he, he! L'll go over to
Clit House, and arrive in time for tea.



Every Monday.

When the girls see me in this condition
they're sure to take pity on me, and—
and make a fuss of me. Then 'l tell
Harry Wharton that Ponsonby and his
gang are looking in the ditch for may
pocket-book, and get him and the clhers
In  set about  those Higheliffe cads.
HI_'*{'-r-l‘] Goodness knovws how Loder
will get oot of the atiic.  SBerve the cad

right if he slopped there all nicht ! He's
i beast, and Quelehv's a Dbeaet, and

Whartan’s a beast, and Donsorhy's
beast-—they're all Frasta ! Broerr?!?

And, thus  soliloguising, Willzans
George Bunler squelclied on his weary
way o Chit House.

b

exclatmed Ar.
“How extraordin

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Startling Discoveries !
g EAR  me!”
D Queleh,
ﬂ-l'f-" _|:.'

The Remove - miaster
standing oniside his study.  1le had
just  come down from the hbrary in
order Lo fetch some tnore manuseript-
paper. e had found his study door
locked., but, seeing a key in the lock,
had tried to turn ot

But the key would nel turn,. Greatly
perturbed, Mr. Quelch withdrew the key
from ihe lock and looked at it.

“Good gracious!” sad Mr. Quelch.
“IL s not the key of my study at all.
It appears (o resemble the key of the
atiic. [ wonder if Loder is still up there?
He must have locked my stady, and leit
this key in nuostake; alihough I ean
imagine no motive for such procedure.
However, I will first of all ~isit ihe
Farm-room 1o sece if the boys wnder
detention are behaving.,™

Mr. Quelch, pockeling the key, slredc
away to the Hemove Formi-room.

As he approached he hstened for
sonnds of chatter, but heard none.

“They are very quict—ahem [—un-

wsually quiet ! murmmoured Mr., Quelch.
“Perhaps Lodor—— Dud-dear me”

I1e opeped the door of the Form-roomn
and gared within.

It was empty.

A grim  expression
Queleh’s foce.

“They are goue—they have disobeyed
orders, and absconded !” exclaimed ibhe
Remove-amaster, his eyes ghnting with
anger. " Loder could net have given
them permigsion 1o leave. 1 will go
upstairs and interview Loder.”

Gritting hiz teeth with rage, Mr
Queleh strode upstatrs to the attic, whore
he realised Loder must be.

crossed  Mr.

As he gained the top landing a wild S 5 it S e e e 48 e 8 4

cotmmotton assatled his ears, coming from
the regron of the atiie.

Thuwmyp, thump, thump!

“Good heaveus!” cexclaimed My,
Quelch, hastening his [ooisteps forvward.
“What ever can be the matter?  Can
that be Loder shouting !’

“Help ! yelled the voicr of Lader
from behind the dosed door of the alie.
* Lemme out 1" ,

Thumyp, themp, thump!

Mr. Quelch grasped the haudle of ihe
voor atd shook it.

The door, he found, was locked.

Loder evidently heard someboedy at
the door, for hus ;.’ﬂ“i tnercascd.

* Lemme oul !’

“Great SBeott ! exelaimed Mr, Queich,
“Loder, is that you 1"

“Yes, you idiot, it's me!” hooled
Loder, forgetting M. Quelch in his blind
rage and fary. “Buck up and open

this eonfounded doar, will you 77
Mr. Quelch, setting his teeth, with-
drew the luai from lus pocket, inseried
it 11 the lock, and opened the door.
When the door was opened Lodor con-

was
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frented ham, his foce ved and zugry, his
eyis gleaming,
‘Hn foll back when he saw Mr. Quelch.

‘Loder I exclaimed  Mr,  Quelch.
“What has happoned?  Have you been
locked in 7™
“Yes. T have, sir " snarled Loder pas-
sionmlely, Y mome young rascal mioesd
have come up here and locked the door.
I've been thumuing on the door and
shouting for over balf an hour,™

_"Uﬁnd gracicus ! sawd Mr. Quelch,
his jaws settivg hard., “lIs it possible
that this 15 a trick of oue of myv pupls?
Are you aware, Loder. that the whaole
Formi has absconded from the Form-
room ¥

“Wha-a-al?' slutiored Loder.

“Not one single boy remains under
detention, Loder!" szid the Remove-
masier tarlly. * Do yeu know anylhing
about 11, Loder?”

eelf

' No. 76—_EDWARD WILLIAM {

SMITH.

Hio a brotker in the
Remove, Not one of the shining lighis
of the Fifth, but quite a decent fellow .
la every way, and just -the sort o
distingaish  himself- in coe way or
another at some future date. Bhares
Study No. 2 with Terence Filagerald,
with whom he I8 on excelleni terms.

Smith major.

“No, sir; I've been lockod up here
all the time ! saed the enraged -prefect.
“Those young rascals have played Us
trick right enough.
known that you were going to be in lhe
Library all the aflernoon, go they hit on
the i1dea of locking e up here and
absconding. They wonld have let me
out at five, 1T expect, whew they would
all hove returned, and taken thow places

i ithe Form-room againl”

My, Quelch started as the passibility
of what Lodeor suggested dawned upon
him.

“ Dear me, you musl be right, Loder !
he  sand, " The uwntmitigaled youug
sconndrels ! Loder, you must go oul and
find them, and bring them back again.
Then 1 shall have a reckoning with the
whole Form.™ :

“Yos, sir!” said Loder, nolling Inath,

Together the master and the prefect
descended the stairs, ;

Mr. Quelch went in search of anothey
key to his study, whilst Leder, after put-
i on ecap and evercont, strode forth

They must have

o Frank Nugent, and Squiff.

=

Three-halfpence. 13
fromm Greylriars on a hunt for Harry
Wharton & (o,

_His heart was forious and angry within
hira, and he longed for the tinie when
ne should find the wayward.Removites,
bring them back to Mr. Quelch, and
watch them being punished for their de-
lingquencies,

- Foir Loder was quite under the tnapres.
sion that Harry Wharton & Co. had
locked him ia the attic in srder to
abscond for ihe afternoon.

And he swore .dire vengeince upen
them.

e e T

L

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Catching it Hot |
6% Y het 7 exclaimed Bol Cherry,
“What's this coming?”
“Bunteel” excloimed
Johrny Buall,

In the sitting-roomi at Chil  1ousa
School a4 merry party was congregated.
Harry Whaston & Co. and Haszeldene
were thore, with Afarjovia Hezellone and
her girl chums. Tea was over, and ihe
chuws of Greyfriars and the Ciff Honse
girls were chatiing merrily.

Huppening io laok ot of tha w tridonw,
which overlooked the gate, Bob Cherry’s
startled eyes “beheld a fat figure, drip-
ping wet, and plastered with weeds and
shme and mud, enter the gate, and roil
up the pathway.

“Bunter!” exelaimed Marry Whartan,
frowning. ** My hat! Helooks as thongh
he's been taking a header in the duck-
pond !™ '

Mavjorie Hazeldene, Clara Trevlyn
Phyllis Howell, and *Flap ” Derwent
crossed to the window, and they gave
little gusps of surprise and horror when
they beheld Billy Buliter.

- Y hoad gracious ™ eried Marjarie, It
s rgally Bunter! Poor boy! He's wet.
and completely covered with borrid mud
and weads " .

Clara Trevlyn sniffed emphatically.

“1 expect the young chump has been
up to some sort of uuschief ™ she said.
“What a nniaaice he ig!”

Harry Wharton & Co. looked worried.
They had imagined that they had got
rul of Bunter for good. They had nat
bargained for him turning ve again, and
it this borrible condition !

“ Exeuse me, Marjorie!” said Iarry
Wharton. “T'I! go ont and interview
iﬂunf’?r, and see what's the matter with
L. : i

“Ho will 1! zaid Bob Cherry grimly.

“Bame here!” “sad Julmiygrﬂuil,

“ The zame herefulness of my esteome)
and ludicrous self is terrific ™! mnrmured
Hurreo Singh, in his weird and wonderful
Lnglish, [ollowing his chums to the door.

Hazeldene turned with-a grein to his
sizder. o ot S e

“Is all vight., Marjorie!” he said.
“We'll settie with Bunter.  We don't
want hum here, Jdo-we?” -

“Ahem!” coughed Marjorie. “ Your
are too candsd, aren’t you, Hazel? - -

CUlara Trevlyn and Phylis Howeldl
suvd e, e 5

Ouiside, Harry Whaston & Co. aceosted
Billy Bunter. -

“Well, you fat worm!” suid Harry
Wharton grimly. * What's the mattor®”

“Oh dear; ' dud-dying. 1 believa!"
moaued Dilly Bunler pathetically, * Pvo
hesn nearly kiiled by those rotters, Pon-
sonby and his gang 1™ ]

Harry Wharton started.

**Ponsoniby ! he exclaimed. * Do you
mean io say that you've been sst shout
by Ponsonby & Co. of HighclifTer”

“Yow! o don't Tunk 'm tethng
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lies, do wvou, Wharton?" growlad Dunter. !
““Hoon after wvou roblers ieft me in the
lane, Ponsonby aud his ‘garg ecame up
and chucked me in the ditch ! Grooogh ™
EBob Cherry chuckled.
“Poor old Bunter 1™ he said
yvoi set about ‘e’
¥ JI—1 had a flerce struggle viih Pon-
sonby " said Bunier, glowering.  ** But,
I say, wyou fellows, T spruced ‘em up
properly. He, ho, he!”
“What are you cackling at,
duffer 7" demanded Havry Wharton,
“He, he, he ! giggled Bunter, in quile
a cheerful manner, ctnsidering that he
was supposed to be dying. “ Pon asked
me what I was doing down there by the
ditch, and I told him 1 had Jdropped my
» pocket-book, containing a liver, into the
ditch, and I was looking for it! Pon
said he'd seen a tramp run off with it,
just to get me out of the way. I left
the cads there, and they're goinug to hunt

“Didn't

yoli

for my fiver. He, he, he! Oh, I'm
deap, I am !

Harry Wharton & Co. looked 1in
astoulshment al Bunter.

“My hat!” exclaimed Harry Wharton.
“You artful little bounder. Bunter! You
say Poun and his gang are siill there?”

“Yes. He, he, he!' gigeled Bunter.
“Look here, Wharton: il's up to you
to go down there and give Ponsanby &
Co. a jolly good licking! ook what
they've dons to me! Defend ihe rights
of Greyiriars, you know !

Harry Wharton & Co. looked grimly
at one another,

Fierce warfare exwsied belween the
chums of Greyfriars and Cecil Ponsonby
& Co. of Higheliffe. Many times of late

had Ponsonby and his troupe of young !
rascals sallied forth against Greyfriars |

follows, and nmalicionsly rageed  them.
And Harry Wharton realized that if an
opportunity now presenlad ilsell for hin
1o refalinte on the Hichelilfe nuts he
niust seize it. : :

“Are they shtill searching thal ditch,
do you think, Buonter?®” asked Harry.

“Yes, the roiters!" said DBuuter.
“They're sure to spend a jolly long time
looking, too, for they'll never find the
fiver, It was only my liltle jnke., He,
he, he!”

Harry Wharton turned swiftly to his
chums.

“I say, chaps,” he said, “if we ean cop
those Highclilfe cads on the hop. now’s
our chance. I—I suppose Marjorie will
excuse u3 if we run off in a hurrv®”

“Oh, she'll do that all right!” sad
Hazeldene. *Come inside, and I
gx‘plain 1"

‘I'll come, too!" said Billy Bunter
aagerly. *1 say, wyou fellows, is tea
over?’ !

“Yes, it ig, you greedy chump!” said
Bob Cherry grimly. “Look here.
Bunter! Just yon wait out here. You
must not pollute the atmosphere of ClLff
House with that horrible-smelling weed
you are covered in!”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Billy Bunter glowered, and scuttled up
the path afier Harry Wharton & Co.
“You beasts!” he roared, “I'm
coming in, and—— Oh crumbs!"

He stopped, as a tall, angular female
gtrode up the garden path, regarding
him through a pair of large lorgnettes.

It was Miss Penelope Primrose, the
austere mistress of CLf House.

“Good heavens!”  exclaimed  Miss
Primrose, gazing horrvificd at Bunter.
" Doy, how dare you enter the precincts
of this establishment i this—this dis-
reputable condition ™

“1—I—]—" gasped Rilly Bunter,
quavering under the glinting eyes of Miss
P'rimrose.
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Harry Wharton & Co. and Marjorie
Hazeldene & Co., now together in the
sitting-room, looked through the window,
and smiled when they saw the angry
mistress confrouting Billy Bunter.

“You dirty. offeusive little creature
rapped Aliss Prinrose, in a sharp voice.
“Remove yourself from this garden at
once! Do vou hear, bov—at once!”

“Look here, Miss——"" began Billy
Bunter.

“Silence ! shrieked Miss Primrose, in
a voice which inspired fear in Rilly
Bunter's breast. * Depart imumediately,
vou disreputable young rascal !”

(zlaring in the direction of the window,
Billy Bunter turned and rolled disconso-
lately away. Miss Primrose slammed the

je

gate behind him, and followed him with

her eyes until he had crawled from sight.

“Well, that’'s got rid of Bunter!”
langhed Harry Wharton, turning to his
girl chums. “ Will you please excuse us,
Marjorte, for we have—er—important
business to attend to?” .

“You see,” broke in Hazeldene, wilh
n grin, “ those beasts, Ponsonby and his
friends, are lurking about here, and we
must be after them. They've just ragged
Bunter, as you see, and we're going to
rag them. You don't mind us scooting
off, do you, sia®”

Marjorie Hazeldene
laugh.

“By all means go ont and find Pon-
snnih;r,““she said. “He iz a horrid boy,
and—

“And I hope you give him and the
other little rascals a jolly good licking "
spid Clara Trevlyn emphatically. “Tf I

gave 4 Imerry

had Ponsonby here, I'd give him a
hiding myself 1" _
*Oh, Clara!” remonstrated Marjorie

Hazeldene, and the chums of Greyfriars
rrinned.

“T mean it ! satd Clara. * Bob, you’ll
give Ponsonby one for me, won't you?”

“What ho!” chuckled Bob Cherry.

Harry Wharton & Co., thanking Mar-
jorie Hazeldene and her friends for the
tea and the pleasant time thevy had had.
donned their caps, and left Clif House.

“We'll soon find Pon & Co.,” said
Harry Wharton, as they mounted their
cycles and pedalled swiftly down Red-
clyffe Lane. “ You find that extra bike
a bit of u wusance, don’t you, Bob?”

Y Somewhat,” replied Bob Cherry, who
guided the bike ihat Bunier had bor-
rowed. “ Anyhow, wo'll overtake Bunter,
and allow him to ride it back to Grey-
friars, shall we?”

“That's not a bad wheeze,” said Harry
Wharton.

Round the next comer they came upon
Billy Bunter, plodding along, a ma’un-
choly look on his fat and dirty features.

He brightened up when the chums of
the Remove stopped and allowed hkim to
mount the cyele they had taken away
from him earlier in the afternoon.

Together they sped on their wav in
search of Ponsonby.

They léls Pegg behind, and whizzed
up Friardale Lane.

Buddenly Bob Cherry gave a shout.

“I sea the rolters!” he eried. *“ Ha,
ha, ha! There are four of ‘em. in their
shirt-sleeves, dragging the ditch with an
old footer net!™ '

In the distance they could see Pon-
sonby, Gadsby, Monson, and Vavasour
dragging the ditch with a net.

“He, he, he!"” sniggered Billy Bunter.
“My little joke worked fine, didn't it,
Wharton? e, he, he!”

Ponsonby & Co. were by now feeling
extremely savage. Dragging the dirty,
slimy ditch was not a nice job, even for
a reward of live pounds. But so iar
Bunter's pocket-book nad not been
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forthcoming, and the nuts of Hirhcliffe
were feeling savage and “fed up.”

Ponsonby, happeninz to look up, saw
the Cirewfriars party speeding towards
them om their cveles.

“"Ware Greyfriars cads!” he ex-
claimed. “ That fat chump Bunter is
with 'em. Oh, by gad, I see it now!

He's fetched 'em over here, and they'ra
going to rag us!”

“Oh dear!” gasped tha other thres
nuts.

Ponsonby looked swiftly round him,
and his eyes lit up with a gleam of in-
spiration.

* Pull up some of those wet turfs!”
he said. *They'll make fine ammuni-
tion, and we’i{ keep Harry Wharton
and his set off 1" )

”ﬂ'h, fing 1"

As Hurry Wharton & Co. pedalled up,
Ponsonby, (Gadsby, Monscn, and Vava-
sour donned their coats and proceeded
to pull up a number of turfs from the
wet bank of the ditch.

Harry Wharton and his chuma dis-
mounted, placed their eyeles against the
hedge at the side of the lane, and pro-
cecded to reconnoitre.

“My hat!” exclaimed Bob Cherry.
" The rotters are pulling turfs, and—-
Yow-ow! Yerrrugh!"

Bob broke off as a dank turf, pro-
pelled from Ponsonby’'s hand, whizzed
across from the ditch at the other side
of the lane and siruck him well and
truly in the mouth.

“Yah!” came the voice of Ponsonby,
raised in defiant tones. “Keep away,
_l:p;ﬂu Greyfriars rotters, or you'll catch it

ot "

Whiz!

A perfect hurricane of turfs sailed
through the air, and the Grevfriars fel-

lows had to scek shelter behind the
hedge. :
“Oh, crumbs!”  exclaimed Harry

Wharton. “Don't give in, you fellows!
Two can play at_that game, and we’ll pull
a few tumfs. Buck up!”

“What-ho!” :

The Removites set to work with a
will, pulling turfs from beneath the
hedge, and as Ponscnby & Co. deluged
them they returned the five.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.,
Buntier Gives the Game Away !

HIZ! Flop! Thud!
W The air was soon  full of
whirling missiles, and in the

: battle of turfs Ponsonby &
Co. came oft second best.

The aim of Harry Wharton & Co. was
deadly and true, and Ponsonby & Co.,
uttering yells of anguish, were forced
from their vantage point by the diteh,
and they retreated in disorder  behind
the hedge at the side of the lane.

“Hurrah! Keep it up, lads?"” ronred
Bob Cherry lustily, aiming a turf at
Vavasour, which caught that youth in
the back of the neck, and caused him
to- howl dismally. “Give ’em bezns!
Greviviars for ever|”

““Ha, ka, ha!™

Ponsonby & CUo., ducking their heads
to avoid as much as possible the hurri-
cane of turfs that whirled upon them,
dashed down the lane. A fusillade of -
turfs followed them.

Harry Wharton & Co. were still hurl.
ing turfs when Ponsonby spotted Gerald
Loder striding up the lane, his brow as
black as thunder.

“Here's Loder, one of their prefects!” .
gasped Ponsonby. “Yow-ow! We'll
get our own back! (Get behind that
bush and pelt Loder with those turfs!
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Ie'll think Wharton & Co. are chuck-
ing them, and they'll get 1nto no end of
a row !

“1h, gﬂ-ud 1" breathed his followors.

The awe was still full of whirling turfs,
for Harry Wharton & Co. were warming
to their work. Ponsonby and his three
companions sought shelter behind a
hush, picked up some turfs which had
fallen there, and sent them wlurhug at
lLoder, who was stiiding up the lane in
search of the missing Removites.

Whirs! Thuod!
“Yaroooagh!” roared Loder, as a
mirky turf struck him in the eye. *“Oh

crumbs! Wh-what the—— Ywoooonop!”

Another turf, proceeding from some-
where behind, the hedge, hit Loder in the
mouth, and caused him to stagger back,
paspiiy.

“Gerrrugh! Yooooogh!”  moaned
l.oder, struggling to his feet and mop-
ping mould out of his mouth and cyes
amd cars.  “I'm h(:ing pelted, and-——
thi, the young sweepa !’

For Loder at that moment caught
sig}:t of Harry Wharton & Co. hurling
turls.

“Ha, ha, ha!" came the voice of Bob

Cherry.,  “ Keep 1t up, boyvs! One for
s nob! Ha, ha, ha!”

And Tonszonby, hiding behind the
hedre, sent a  turf at Loder, which
siruck bim behind the ear and made

hima bellow like a bull

Loder strode down the lane, gouging
dirt out of his ear.

“Wharton!” he howled, coming full

upon the chums of the Remove. “*You
bittle  hounds! I'll murder you for
this!"

“Oh crunbs |7 gasped Nugeni, * Half-
trine, chaps ! It's Loder!”

Loder's face, where dirt did -not con-
veal it, was suffused with fury.

“You young scoundrels!” he hiseed,
“¥You darve pelt me with turfs—me, a
predect [ I— "

“We weren't pe!tinﬁn vou, Loder!”
said HHarry Wharton calmly. . We were
chucking in the opposite direction, at
soma Highcliffe fellows.™

“Don't tell lies! panted Loder.
“You deliberately pe!tm‘l me!  You'll
pay for this, you rascals, when you got
back to Greyfriars! Who locked me in

tue attic?”

“Eh"

“Romebody locked me in the attic!™
howled Loder furiously. "I know it was
one of your set, Wharton! You locked
me up and broke detention—"

“We didn't break detention!"” ex.
claimed Harry Wharton hetly. ** My,
Quelch gave us permission to gn!"

“Why you--you young liar!” panted
Loder, copnvulsed with fuary. ““ Mr. |
Quelch did no such thing! He's been

11 the library all the afternoon, and was
astounded when he came - down
funnd the Form-room empty! I—I was
lovked up in the attic all the time, and
—and—and 2

TL.oder choked. In his excess of anger
he could fnd ne words with which to
pivee utterance to his feelings.

Harry Wharton & Co.
numlrrini{ glances,

Suddenly a heavy, hasty step sounded
on the lane, and, louking round, they
bheheld Mr. Queleh  striding  fowards
them, Tury and rage glinting from his
CVes.

“Al,” said Loder, seitting his teeth,
“rnow you'll eateh it, you young rascals!
Mr. Queleh dide't give you permission
to leave the Form-room, and you know
i! !'!I‘

Rilly Bunter blinked apprehensively
at the Remove-master as he approached.

Mr. Quelch’s gimlet eves swept the
whole assembly, and then became
focussed on Billy Bunter,

exchanged

and |
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“Bunter!” exclaimed Mr. Quelch,
fixing that nervous youth with his steely
eves.  * Bunter, you )

“Tt wasn't me, sir!” wailled Bunter,
going pale, * Please, sir, 1L wasn't my
fauit 1"

Mr. Quelch locked amaredly at the
fat Removite.

Bunter, overwhelmed withh nervous
apprehensions, and his guilty conscience
pricking him, mistook Mr., Quelch’s
severe looks. He quite forgot that he
was in a condition warranted to make
any human being sfare, and imagined
that Mr. Quelelt had found him out, and
was now about to seek vengeance.

“It was all Skinner's idea, sir
wailled Bunter, his fat knees knocking
together with fright. “1I didn’'t ven-
trilogqmse ! Tt wasn't me !V

“Bunter,” rapped Mr. Quelch in a
ihunderous voice, “what are you talk-
ing about ?"

“Yow-ow-ow!” wailed the Owl of the
Remove, visions of fearful wrath to
come floating before his inward cye.
“ Please, sir, 1s wasn't my idea! Ii was
Bkinner’s, honour bright! He told me
to lock Loder in the attic——""

“What!” shouted Loder, slriding for-
ward.

“Yow! Keepimoff|"” wailed Bunter,
scutthing back and grasping. Harry
Wharton’s arm. “It -wasn't my fault!
Skinner suggested it
all! And 1 didn’t
Wharton imagined it!"”

Havry Wharlon gave a start.
began to realise now what it all meant.,

As for the olhers, they garzed open-
mouthed at Bunter, thought he
must be rambling.

1“

of his neck, and shook him.

“Bunter! You mizerable vouilhi!” he
exclaimed. “ What is this you are tell-
ing me? You locked Loder in the
attic—""

“Yow-ow!"” howled the terror-stricken
Bunter, blinking fearfully at the master
through his spectacles. “ Skinner sug-
gested 16! He made me do it——"

“Skinner made you do it!" said Mr.
Quelch  grimly. " What clse did he
make you do, Bunter?”

“ Nothing, sir!” howled Bunter, con-
tradicting himself. * I've done nothing!
It was ELII Wharton's fault! He—he
sal :

“Excuse me, sir,” said Harry Whar-

ton quietly, stepping forward. “Ihd
vou iell me this afternoon that the
Remove was excused detention?”

“Certainly not, Wharton! I did no
such thing!" exclaimed Mr. Quelch,
“How was it that you came to receive
such an intimation ¥"

“I--I don't know, sir,” said Harry.
“PBunter gave me a message that yonm
wanted me in your study, and when I
got there, the door was locked, but you—
you told me that the Remove was ex-
cused detention.™

“1 certainly do nol remember doing
so, Wharton,” said Mr. Quelch tartly.
“Bunter, you muserable boy, can it be
possible that you are at the bottom of
thiz? T heard you mention ventriloquism
just now, and I recollect that you are
mmbued with—er—the propensity  for
ventriloguism. Did yen——" :

“Yow-ow! Skmner pnt me up to it,
sir I'" wailled Bunter, ﬁning pale, *“ He
wanted to get off for the afternoon, and
shift the blame on Wharton. e asked
me tg weork the trick, and said I'd never
be found out——"

“The young rolter locked me in the
attic ! hissed Loder, clenching his fists.
** He worked the whole trick himself—"

“1 didn’t!” wailed Billy Bunter.

“Bilence, DPunter!” rapped Mr.

He planned it |
ventriloguise ! |

H::E

They
Mr. (im:-lch strode |
forward, took Billy Bunter by the scruff |

r’
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QRuelch, “I see the whole miserable plot
now. Skinner Inveigled you into his
scheme to evade detention 1'3115 afternoon,
and yon, foolish and unserupulous youth
—collaborated with him. Bunter, 1 shall
punish you maost severcly when we reach
Greyfriars., Loder, you will kindly con-
tinue your search, and find Skinner ™

Loder locked malevolently at Harry
Wharton & Co.

“I belicve lhese voung rotiers
Bunter uap to it, e

ut

he snarled,
b1

sii |
“They've all escaped detention—

“It's not our fault, sir!” spoke up
Wharion, flushing. * We left the Form-
room fally believing that we did so with
your permission. We had no idea—""

“I do not blame you, Wharton,"” said
Mr. Quelch tartly. “Loder, I am not
at all satisfied with the manner in which
you have managed the Remove to-day.
[ am move than sorry that I placed you
i charge of my Form this morning, for,
had I not done so, this unfertunate affair
would potl have taken place. You appear
to bear animosily towards certain mem-
bers of the Form which I do not at all
agrec with. Tt is a wrong spirit, Loder,
and not worthy of a prefeet!”

Loder ground his teeth and fairly
sepitirried.

“Please fnd Skinher, and ring him
in!" siid Mr. Quelch, * You other boys '
will follow me to Greyiriags.  DBunter,
cease that snivelling !

“Yow-ow-ow ' moaned Bunter. “TIf
wasi't my idea, sir! [ pointed out to
Skinner how risky it was, and how
wicked it was to do such a thing—"

“Silence, miserable boy !" rapped Mr.
Quelch.  “*Follow me to Greyfriars1”

Fravry Wharton & Co. took their bikes,
and followed the Remove-master to the
school. :

Arvriving  at Greylriars, Mr. Queleh
ovdered Bunter to [ellow him at once to
his study, :

Ihlly Bunter went, and the ten minutea
which followed were extremely painful
ones for him.

When he emerged, he was bent almost
double, and his groans and gasps of pain
were truly heartrending to listen to, .

And ten minutes later Harold Skinner
was marched upstairs by Loder.

Skinner's [ace was pale and haggard,
arid Loder had lo push him along.

Inside Mr. Queloh’s study the cad of
the Remove received the severest eaning
he had had for weeks, and when he came
aut of that dread apartment, he was as
limp as a rag, and could hardly crawl

away.
The Removites discussed the matter
animatedly. They chuekled over the

affair, and voted it the best joke of the
term, inasmuch as they had not been de-
tained, after all, and Gerald Loder, their
old and bitter enemy, had f{allen from his
high estate with a bump,

That evening sounds of turmeil and
sirife proceeded from the interior of
Study Neo. 7 in the Remove passage.
Upon mguiry being made, it was dis-
covered that Harold Skinner was seeking
vengeance upon Billy Bunter. IHarry
Whatlon & Co. humaunely rescued Bunter
from the grasp of his adversary, and
bumped Skinner well and truly.

serald Loder’s soul was black with
fury against the herces of the Remove,
but he was powerless to seek the ven-
geance that craved, _

His influence with Mr. Quelch wasy
gone, and, in the days that followed, he
ground his teeth with bitter fury whent
ever he thought of it.

THE END.

( Another grand long story of Harry
Wharten & Co. next week, entitled: * THE
SCHOLARSHIP COMPANY!" Order yowr
copy EARLY.) :
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Here 15 2 very simple way of obtaining
COM “Ea s
Procure an ordinary Jong cluy tobacee-

pipe, the bowl of which should be filled’

with very small pieces of coal. are-
fully cover the top with seit clay, awnd
put the bowl in the fire, with the long
stem protruding through the bars. Now
wiatch s end of the pipe very closdy,
and see whal happens.

Very saon you will netice o lghi-
colourcd smoke 1seuing from the mouih-
prece, bul after a lime this smoke dis-
appears.  uil what happenz if you hold

a highted mulceh Lo the moulhpiece of the |

ppe?  lmediately a  beight yellow
flame appoears (g, 1)

‘he gas now burning is the same gas
as 18 buret in yomr house, althaugh this
latter, of course, is nnrch purer.

If you now take the pipe from the fire,
allow it {o cool, and then break it, Yo
will be sirprised to find that its contents
have changed i appearance, for in place
of the conl, you will sec what looks like

IRLE T _;.'i ; ]
i i i
& ¥
i I i
1
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¥
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Fig. 1.—Simple Gav-neaking.

a cmder.  Thas is the coke. Thus yvou
have pmpulastured pas from coal, at the
same Limne producing  eoke.

——m

EXPERIMENTS WITH CARBOHNIC
ACID GAS.

An a previons chapter, when deseribing
how to irake a miniatare cannon. it was
cxpiained that the  panpowder ™ with
which the “shell 7 was fired is in reabity
carbonie¢ acid mas.

It may not be amiss ta show how
te ‘generate i, m order that you may
dhacover for yourselves somre of ile pro-
perties. _

“There are several ways of obtaining
carbonic aewl gas, but most of these are
of a complicuted natures The following,
however, is an extremely simple method :

Take a 6oz or 8oz, flask; and (it it with
a cork with a hele,”in which may be
fitked o piece of glass tubing,

This tubing should be bent twiee at
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INTERESTING
EXPERIMENTS.

AMUSING TRICKS WITH
SIMPLE APPARATUS.

rightl anghes, as shown in Fig. 2, and the
longer end shouid be sllowed to dip into
a large ‘glass:

Into the flask pour a little lemonade,
siwda-waler, or ginger-beer, and after re-

ptacike the cotk and tube, heat the fisk |

by means of o gas-burner or spiritlamp,
You will notice that bubbles of gas

Fig. 2.—A Carbonic Aoid Gas Experiment,

are given off, and, as this gas is consider.

' ably heavier than arw, it will, after: being
forced up the lube;

displace the air in
thee glass and gprodually GU it
whelther the glass is full, hold a match
i the top.  1f the match is extinguished,
the glass, which s full, may be removed.
Iu this way several glasses can be Rlled,
eare being taken to cover ecach with a

f'
\Q

'

flig. 3. —Pouring Carbon Diexide

from One
tlass to Another, -

glass plate or cardboard dise to prevent
ciffussan.

From this experiment you will have
discovered the throe main propertics of
this gas—commonly kmown' as carbon
dioxide-—~that it is colonrless, is con-

i

To test |

T

sidevably heavier than air, and will not
support combustion. . s high density
affords: another interesting. experiment,
which eonsists’ of peuring. the gas from
one gloss to anether (Fiy, 31 -

Take two glasses, one full of mir, and
the other containing the carbonie ackd
gas, uud into each plunge a lighted
match. The mateh, O{F cowrse, will burn
Iif'::-; thie glass l_‘nntﬂ.ining air, whiist it will
‘comes in contdet with. the earbon dioxide.
You have thus clearly shown which glass

contains air, and which contains gas.

Now take the glags containing the gas
and pour its contents inte the other
glass in exactly the same way as you
would pour m water. Apain lest with
a lighted match, and -you will find that
the gas has passed from one glass to
another, - thus proving -‘that it s much
heavier than ar.

Next take two glasses, one containing
air and the other carbenic acid gas, and,
by means of a clay pipe, blow a soap-
‘bubble into each, carefully watching the
different inanners in whi(‘i" they h-:-Eavn.
That dropped into the glass containing
air will sink to the boltom, where, com-
ieg in ¢ontact with the glass, it will
burst.  The other bubble, however, as
soon as it veaches the gas in: the gl'm,
rebounds, owing to the high density of
the. carban  dioxide; but after a time,
whei it has settled down, it will Hoat
maotionless on the surface (Fig. 4).

A

Fig. 4.—8eap-bubblesin A (air) and B (carbon
o, digxide), '

. Before. you fmish experimenting yon
ghould’ know how to detect the presence
of carbon dioxide. Take a hittle lime-
woter—a pennyworth of Wwhich mmy be.
obtxined at any chemist’s—and r it
into a . glass cont#inmg - carbon dioxide.

Bhake the. glams, and’ carefully obseeve

the cha which takes plage. The lime-
water, which was previously eclourless,
has assumed a certain milk , and ¥

aliowed . to  stand, ' the white powder

canstg this mitkiness will sctile at the

bottom of the glass. This powder preves
to be caleiumn carbonate, or chalk; which

15 always formved when lime-water comes

m eantact with carbon diexide, so that
you have-here a means of detecting the
presence  of carbon dioxide. Breathe
{um. a litﬂ_eihhﬁm-ﬁgl:er,' id you wﬂL
earn _ from the milky appearanee it &
once assumes, that the air we exhale
contams a certain gquantity of this in-
leresting gas. - :

immediately extmguished when it




Every Monday.

Our Grand Neuw

Boris’ Timely Aid.

e HERE is no good lying here,”
| siid My, Sherwell.  * Zome-
thing has get to be done, and
' quickly, too. Now then, all
of you, jump to vour feel and start laok-
mg aboul. We must try and find some
other way of gelting out of this dreadful
place, ™
It was with some difficulty that they
aroused themselves, for (he thick fumes
of the lava made them drowsy, like the
gleepiness of extreme cold. To suceumb
wotld mean certain death,

The whole paily staggered to their
feei, and  rather  aimlessly began to
wander about their death-trap.  TLarry

pushed on u little farther than the others,
Almost unconscionsly, for he was harely
m possession of his senses, he stumbled
along the wall, holding to it with one
hand for support,

Suddenly, #= his hand paseed along the
cuneven  gurface; something made  him
stop. In an instant he was fully aroused.

“Cuine heve, Mr, Sherwell 1™ he called.
“1 think I have found something !

With a couple of strides the producer
was at his side. At Larry's request he,
Lon, passed hiz hand over the wall,

“You are vight, Larry,” he said, after
a moment.  **There ig a slight current of
fresh aiv coming through., We must take
tarns al getiing a breath of air. 1 don’t
know where it comes from, bul it is
fresh,””  And he stooped down and took
th a4 large draught of the life-giving
({ |l"':|.r‘lﬁ":1t. "

“Wonga fivst 1™ eried Dick. *Give the
poor little begwar a chance!®

And he hurried up to the hole with
the maoukey in his arms. He was only
just in Lime. In a few minules Wonga
wonid have suffocated, for, like all
mcnkers, he had delicate lungs, and the
sty wiv of the lava-stream was certain
death te him.

Idick held him to the erack in the wall
through wlich the air was coming, and
alter a few breaths Wonga lifted his
head and showed that he felt betiar.

COre by one the others filled their lungs
witlh atr, the whole party clustering
round the tiny crack which meuant life
and bope for tfwm.

In low whispers, to save their hicath
as mucl a5 possible, a council of war was
held.

“1f we are careful we can hold out
Lere for some few houre,” said Mr. Sher.

dventure Serial
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well, If anly we could lei. v, Harland
knew where we are, he would come and
get us out of this awlul plaee. Have you
any suggrestions, Rackett #”

“No,” said Lhe operator
fairly up a tree™

"I believe Wonga could help us if
he were not so ill,” said Dick, “He is
such a cute little chap, T know be conld
find some solution to the difficulty.
Couldn’t you, Wonga®™

But Wonga was too sick Lo take any
notice,

All the same, ! was Wonga who put
them on the track of their next dis-
covery. In one of his struggles for
breath he slipped from Dick’s armas and
fell to the ground. Instantly Dick
stooped {o pick bim up, and in ri”uing €0
his hand strock on something which gave
a metallic clink,

“What is that*™7 asked AMike,

I is a ring ! oried Dick., It is a
rivg i the wall, Mr. Sherwell. Look 1™
And he Hashed his torch on the spot, * It
is a small iron ring fastened into a areat
gtone "

A WA AL AL ANL AR A A

READ THIS FIRST.

e, Sherwell, producer of the
Southern Filni Compuany, aecompanied
bu his stoff, set out in search af the
Silent City, which iz sitwated in the
wilile of South America,

The staff includes Tom lackett, the
opevator; Tubby Bouncer, a conedion ;
ick Grainger, Mike Rafferty, wawd
Larry, three boy chums @ tun HETriti s,
Tung Wu, a Chinaman, and Ouambe, a
nigger; also bhree anivials, Augwstus,
an elephant, Wonga, a chimpoizer,
aied Boria, a boarhound,

Mr. Sherwell's chart ix facomplete,
and he has only a vague idea as to the
posilion of the Silent City,

Fou Rackelt obtains many wonder-
ful and interesting films en rowte,
Latey it is discovered through Wonga,
the chimpanzee, that o rical' film
company is makiug for the Silent fTity.

Later Dv. Harland, an Euglishman,
wwho has been masquerading ameng a
savage tribe as a Y anagic-man,” joins
the porty.

Later they arrive at a wolled towrn
occupicd by dwarfz, and Tom Rackett
secuyes o filme of a chart tattooed on
the back of ane of thein. The party ix
trapped in a cavern, aid i@ in donger
of sufforation from fumes of a stream
of molten laca which ruus throwgh the

i place, (Now read on,)
VAN ANAR VAN AN A AAN VAR ALY
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By DAGNEY HAYWARD.

B W W A

“Ttois a chance!™ said Mre, Sherwrtl
excitedly. “('omne on, all of you, give
a hand, and let us pull as hard as we
can 1™ :

As many of than as could do co put
their hands on the ring, and were about
to give a mighty tug, when Mike held up
his hand for silence.

“Hist!” he said. “Sure and I thouglit
I heard a noise the other side. If we
make a quel noise, bedad, we may_hear
o agrain '

Dead silence fell on the party, although
the vile fumes made them long to
cough.

Sure enough, from the other side of
the stone they heard a sound, It wae a
whine, followed by a short, sharp bark
which made Tung Wu dance with joy.

“Bollis!™ he cried. . * Good doggee,
he come findee us!  That is Bollis’
votee 1

“T believe the Chink is right,” said
Tom Rackett, “Boris! Boris!” he
called londly throngh the air-hole. * Good
dog, Boris!”

This thme it was uninistakable. With
short, sharp barks Boris answered his
imprizoned friends, and they heard him
sciatching froodically as though to pget
at them. For their part, they tugged
at the ring in the wall no less frantically,
though shortness of hreath robbed them
of much of their strength.

Dick and Tom Rackett were throwing
all their might iuto the job, whilst the
others were taking a breather at ‘the liole,
when suddenly the sione gave way. The
next moment Boriz was through the gap
and nearly knocking them down in his
excitement.,

“Come along!” cried Mr. Sherwoell,
“ We must nol waste snether moment in
this death-trap. Get ihrough that .open-
ing, you boys, and we will follow on ™.

What & velief it was to taste pure aie
once again! ‘The air of the passage wha
bad eneugh, but it was invigorating com-
parved with the awful ‘atmosphere of the
place they had just left. The three hoys
and Tung Wu went first, Mr. Sherwell
aid Forn brought up the rear. Dick
carried Wonga, who lifted up his head
as soon as the cocler air of the passage
ettered his lungs,

“I wonder where ihis will bring us
oul? said Dick. ““Tt must lead out into
the open, or Boris would not have boen
able to find nus.” :
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“Yes; good old Baris!” said Mr. Sher
well, patting the faithfnl hound's back,
“You have saved our lives this time, old
chap! We owe our lives to you, Boiis!”

Boris fawned round his legs, and
seemed too delighted Lo do anvthing hut
yap contentedly.

For a few yardz they made their way
along the passage withowt any difhculiy,
Then suddenly Dick stumbled Cagninst
something, and fell to the gronnd,

Mr., Sherwell switehed an his torch,
and flashed it upon Dick. As he did so
he started back by surprise,

"Take care!” he eried.
body lving there,

“Yea,'
looked at it more closely, “Ib 1= a native
rignt enough, and Boris has killed Lim,
Mae, here are the marks of his teoth '

“There 1z g
It is » native !

They turned the body ever, and fonnd |

the marks of Baris® fangs in the man's
voeck., It was evident that he had becn
on guard in the passage, and had boeen
allacked by Boris and killed befoso he
could vtler a sound.  They shuddered.
though it was the corpse of an PIHTY, it¥
they thought of the herrar of mectine
death in that dreadful place.

Pushing the body ta one sido, for
was no question of horving it, as
was no tune to be lost in geiting
as quickly as they could, the whole party
trurried on down the passaks. Afier
ubout ten yards, however, the smoll of
sulphur grew stronger, and by the light
of their torches thev saw thal the lava-
strearn had reappoared, and wae rURTNE
by the side of their path.

“I have an idea,” said Mr. Sherwell,
hulting suddenly. “ We don’t want them
to find that native guard of theirs Iving
dead in the passaga. Let us fotel, the
body and throw it into this lavariver.
It will be n decent burial for it, #nd may
S4¥e us mora {rouble from the pigmies,

He would not allow any of the hovs
io take parl in this aruesome jubly, but
together with Tom Rackett and Tung
Wa fetched the corpse and placed it in
thn stream of Aowing lava,

" Now let us go on.’” said Phack, when
‘the men retwrned from their imsk.
“ Wonga =till feels i1l, and T am not over.
fond of the stifling smel myszelf,  Shall
1 lead the way"

“Ay, lead on!" said My, Sherwell.
“Be careful how yon go, however. We
are uncomfortably near this river of lava,
and a false step may mean disaster "

Flashing his torch before him, Dhek
led the way along the path, which grew
narrower with every step.  The evil-
smelling stream rolled slowly and steadlily
on by their side, and were it not that
& breath of fresh air wors blowing up the
passage they would all soon have been
avercome with the sulphurous vapour.

Presently the nath rtopped completely,
Dick flashed his torch across the lava
and saw that the path continued on the
other side, but to reach it they would
have {o cross the six fect or so of the
deathly river. Cauld tirey do 117

~ We shall have te,” said Mr. Sherwel],
when the question was put to him.
have simply got to get seross. There is
no going back now, and this is sur only
chavce.  Can ven jumnp at, Larey 777

“I think s0.” was e answor,

As if to sef a good example,
look a leap and landed ﬁifﬂ]p
other side, where he stood wailing for
tirem with his longne hanging from
his mouth.

“"Me eclever man !V
“Way buck in China
big holes.
Py 17

thorp

there
Lway

Bors

¥ on the

said Tung Wi,
nwe jumpee voliee
Mo takee Wonga and jumpen

e,

(1] "‘I“ !1:_

&gatd Tom Hackett., wha had |
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Mr. Sherwell switeched on his torch, and flashed it upon Dick. As hs did so

he staried back in surprise,
lying there.

“Take earzs!'*" he gried
It is a native !

“There is a body
(Sem thiz page.)

“Yoes, give him Wongn.” said Tom
Rackett. “The Chink can carry hun
over better than voi can, Dick.™

Clasping the chimpanzee Lightly in his
arins, Tung Wu took a flying leap and
landed casily by the side of Peris, Larry
came next, and then Mike, with a terrific
shout of “ Hurran I" made a wild SPring.
But just as he took off from the bank s
stone slipped from boneath his fret,, he
stumbled slighUy and barely touched the
olher bunk before he slipped backwards,
In another moment he would have been
i the strexn of flowing lava if Tung Wu
had not sprungz forward and snatched
him back. from an awfuol death.

"By gum, that was a narrow shave '™

gasped Larry.  “You were nearly in
that tiree, Mike!”
“Yes, begorra!” said the Trshman.

el

Tung Wu, me bhoy, vou have suved
my life.  Sure, and [ don’t think my
heart will ever start going again! If
L was not alive [ should be dead. sure !

“Are von sure you are alive Hew;
Make " asked Diek, with gz laugh, as
he jomed (hem.

“No, bejabers, it is more dead than
alive I am fecling at this mement !

By this time Tom and Mr. Sherwell
had successfully negotiated the stream

of lava, and the whole parlty hastened |

along the path, which was steadily grow-
ing broader, whilst the air was becom:
ing purer with every step they took.

“We ought (o be out in the open
soon,”  said Mr. Sheiwell, © “Thank
goodness. wo  have left those terrible
sulphur vapours behind. How s Wanga
tiaw 17

Wonga was feeling belter. As he
heard his name he climbed ont of Tung
Wu’s arms and zlid te the ground. Run.
ning up to Mr. Sherwell, he slipped his
arm through that of the produccr. and
walked along with him gaile contented!y.

A sudden twen in the path brought
them all te a siandstill.  Refare them
wias the gleams of daylight for which
they had beew longing over sinee that
dreadfel moment when the rock had
closed behind themn.  But against this
patch of light were the dark Ggures of

& couple of dwarfs, evidently guards,

who stood there motionless, Epear in
hand.

“Have they seen us?” Whispercd
rick.

" Lhey huve probably heard us,” was
the answer. **We will try and steal
cloge to them: Maybe wo shall be able
‘0 overpower them before they can give
an alarm.” ;

It was a tricky picce of work, . to steal
tp in the darkness, knowing that a single
Haize step, » single crunch of a loose
slone, would put them in the hands of
ithese spiteful little mean» They were
within abeut ten yards of them. when
‘Boris suddenly sprang forward, and with
thut terrible strength of his, caught. one
of the dwaris, burted his fangs in the
man’s throat, and brought him to the
ground before he could utter a cry.

. At the same instant, Larry and Dick
raised their revolvers,, umi.;{moting._tu-
-gether, emptied their revolvers at the
remaming dwarl who stood at the door

It had all been the work of a fow
‘seeonds.  The silenice of the passage had
suddenly echoed with -the crash of the
‘pistols, and: then silence onee more fell
‘npon the scene. '

“Quidck, nmd feleh the bodiss 1y,"" madd
Tom: "If these dwarfs see their deacl
men lying there they will know that we
are abt hand.” :

“What are’ we lo do now?™ asked
Larvy, when ence agairn thﬂ;.r bad reached
the safety of the passage. “Whijle I wWiks
helping Dick with that dead man 1 had a
lonk around. We are in the eity still,”

“There is nothing to do but wast untit
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night,” said Mr. Bherwell. “We will
‘hide here until darkness falls, and then
we can steal ont and try to find D
Harland,”

*1 should think he will
s, said Dick, _

“Yes, 1 cxpect he is in a rare stow !”
" “Talking about a stew,” said Mike,
“I have nol gol over the slew I nearly
made myself.  Begarra, Tung Wu, 1'il
leave you all my fortune in my will 1"

“Me rather have it now,” smiled the

- Chinaman.  * Me velleo poor man. Me
no wanb to wait till you die.”

Passing the limne in low, whispered
conversation, they slowly wiled away
the day, until presently, looking at the
apening at'the end of the passage, they
saw, .that the daylight had faded, and
that the palch of sky was covered with
twinkling stars.

“Thank goodness!” sighed Mr. Sher-
well, wilh relief in his tone that spoke
volames, *Now that night has fallen
we shall be able to make for Harland’s
eamp with less misgivings. We have
spent longer in this awful prison than I
thought. Now let us push on, boys!
Boris can go ahcad, for he'll scent danger
better than we can. Tl follow Boris
with Rackett, and you boys and Tung
Wu can bring up the rear.”

Bo saying, Mr. Sherwell sent Boris for-
ward. The dog instantly obeyed, and,
wilh his nose to-the ground, left the
cavern, snifing every inch of his way.
The rest followed very cautiously in
single file, ;

It was a blessed relief to be out in
the open again after the choking atmo-
sphere of their prison. Under the in-
fluence of the fresh air Wonga very soon
completely recovered, and hung on to
Dick’s arm as the boy walked along.

The night was rather cloudy, but
every now and again the moon shone
fitfull
exactly what the party wanted.

be looking for

Mr. Sherwell, ahead with Rackett,

was thankfol when he recognised certain
buildings which they passed in the morn-
ingg when in charge of the native guard.
The boys also saw thal they were cover-
ing familiar ground, and knew that,
mﬁuﬁa they were held up by natives,
they would discover IMarland’s camp.

As the leader and the operator followed
Boris, who was now only a few yards
ahead, by
moon ‘they suddenly saw the dog leap
into the air, and, with a low, savage
growl, the faithful hound sel upon a
dim form standing in shadow,

Mr. Sherwell and Racketl stood still,
The boys and Tung Wu had both heard
and seen the ineident, and stopped in-
stantly. ; |
figure hurled to the ground, with Boris
at his throat. Then the dog relaxed his
deadly grip, and for a moment stood
over and sniffed at his enemy. At the
same instant a spear, ita poisoned head
gleaming in the moonlight as-it flashed
through the air, hurtled past Mike and
Larry as they crouched near deep gloom.
For a moment the moon shone bril-
liantly, and in that second Larry and
Mike fired simultaneously at a stunied
figure, whose arm was still poised afier
throwing his missile,

The quick, sharp report rang out with
startling clearness in the dead stillness of
the night, and went echoing among the
great rock temples and buildings, The
hgure of the dwarf fell prone to the
ground. .

With hearts beating quickly with ex-
citement and dread, all waited a few
seconds, crouching in the friendly
shadows.

With revelvers at full cock, they stood
hraathlesslv to see whether any fresh

through the eclouds, which was

the light of the unceriain |

They also saw a small, dwarfish |.
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attack might be made,
occurred. ~

Just as Mr. Sherwell was about to give
a signal for all to advance, a low murmur

But nothing

was heard a long wayv hehind.
th"Hark 1" whispered TLarry. “What's
at?™

The murmur was growing to a hoarse
roar, the roar of baifled hate an revenge
of the savage mind, '

“Dwarfee he velly soon see us no
longer in cavee!" whispered the Ching-
man to Dick. “ And he comee plenty
quick afier us. We Lettar plenty runnee.”

“Rush for it, boys! Follow me and
Boria!” came Mr. Sherwell’s order.
“Wo must make u dash for the camp
as hard as we can pelt!” '

There was not an instant to lose, and
everyone knew it

Dick snutched up Wonga in his arms
without a moment's hesitation.

It was a rave for life. Freedom and
friends in front of them, but death and
perhaps torture behind them if they fell
into the hands of the pitiless sAVages.

- Never did the fugitives bless the INOoNn,
uncertain as it was, as they did on the
night of that frightful pursuit.,

Stumbhing over one another, tripping
up over tree-roots and rocks, they never
llmuaed an instant in their dash for free-
dom.

The hoarse murmur of hate and lust for
blood grew more and more distinet as
the dwarfs followed hot in iheir wake.

It seemed to the fugitives that long
ago they had passed the spot whare Har.
land had stood to bLid them farewall.
Surely they could not now be fap AWAY
from Dr. Harland’s camp.

“Come, lads " cried Mr. Sherwell en-
couragingly, seeing that Mike and Larry
were gelting spent. “ Keep your peckers
ap!  Just one more little effort and
we shall be there. Ses!” he shouted,

19

in his. excitement. A hght—a light}
It’s the camp fire, boys! Hurrah !

And he pomted to where a faint glaw
among the irees, some foew hundred yards
away, made the most welcome sight tho
boys had ever seen,

Mike and Larry were, mdeed, ax-
hausted. By ill-luck Larry had {fallen
and sturnbled more than anvene. and had
received soine nasty cuts and bruises,
while Mike had continued to splutter and
eough a good deal, owing to the novious
fumes of the cave still causing tronble
in his lungs. .

The faithful Tung Wu was  adlso
nearly at the end of his tether, for,
though hardy enough, he was not in
training for running, and many a tine,
owing to his watchful care, he had saved
the boys from very nasty falls. BDick
was getting breathless, hut refused Tung
Wu's offer to carwy Wanga.

Mr. Bherwell's cheery words and en-
couragement bucked up everyone for a
last final effort. As they ran and stum.
bled on through the darkness, for the
clouds were getting denser and the
maoon consequently less helpful, they
knew the remorseful-dwarf savagés wera
slowly but surely gaining upon them. X

Suddenly a spear hurtled past them.
Then another, and another! One fell in
front of the boys and Tung Wu. and
missed Tom Rackett by a few .inches.
And growing closer and closer always
were the malignant cries and shouts of
their pursuers.

“Btick to it, boys! Wa shall do it!”
gasped Mr., Sherwell, “Only another
hundred yards, and we shall be in
safety 1"

With a desperate effort they all made
one last spurt.

At every yvard-they took the welcome
flare of the camp-fire spurred them on.
A few more spears came whistling by
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harmlessly. Then, just as Larry thought
ho could not go ancther step, Mr. Sher-
well gave a shout of joy, and Larry
stumbled up against him, and then fell
against a stout pallisade.
“We're there!” gasped Mr. Sherwell.
“At the camp, boys! They've en-
trenched- themselves, so I suppose they
expect trouble. The leader then gave a
shout. He was immediately answered by
Dr. Harland himself, who appeared un-
expectedly from an  opening in the
stockade which had escaped their notice,
£ I'm thankful you're back, Sherwell !"

said the doctor heartily. “I was very
much afraid something' had happened to
you. Are you all safe? The boys,
Rackett, and Tung Wu?”

“Right as rain !” answeraed the leader.
“"But we've had to run for our ljves!
We've been pursued nearly the whole
way !

Very quickly the pgrty entered the
camp, and were surprised to see that Dr.
Harland had made a small but very
strong  barricade round the whole of
the  expedition, Mules, wagguons,
packages, ' tents, baggage, men, and
animals were all snugly enclosed by a
stout pile of cug trees and brambles,
which completed a rough circle of about
a hundred yards in circumference. :

“ Why, what is the meaning of all
this?* asked Mr. Sherwell, looking round

plished.

BUSPICIONS.

trouble, Sherwell.
adventures."

their

conld

with approval and wonder at the work
Dr. Harland and the men had accom-

“To be forewarned is to be
armed ! replied the doctor.
‘haviour of the natives has been very
Several of them have been
prowling round, showing a very hostile
and warlike -attitude.
of poisoned spears have found their way
to our httle fort, but no harm’s been
done. So I got the buggage-men, Tubby- Hearland says he found him, after we had
Bouncer, and every available man to ! ;
work, and we built this stéckade round
the camp. I fear there is going to he
Now tell tne all your

While Mr. Sherwell and Rackett re-
counted all their doings, Tung Wu and
the boys.bad a resl, and the faithful
Chinaman, exhausted though he was,
prepared as good and well-cooked a meal
as ever the boys had tasted.
ale, and were shortly joined by Mr,
Sherwell and Tom Rackett, the leader
told them what had occurred in their
absence, and how splendidly Dr. Har-
land had prepared for a possible nttack.
Long since, the natives who had been in
pursuit had quieted ‘down, aid no longer
howls
heard. Harland was convinced that they
were holding & council- of war,

" Now, boys,” said Mr, 8herwell, when

-4

the mealsgns over—Rackell had gone to
develop his #film of the taltooed native,
und guiet reigned over the. camp—*T
think we've all had a most wonderful
escape, and T think you'll agree with me
that our release in a great measure is
owing to Boris,” : g -
“Good old Boris!” cried all the boys:
“How on earth he traced us at all
18 & mystery ! said Dick. e =
“Well,” returned Mr. Sherwell, “Dr.

'r'{'ll'l-]-

“The be-

A good number

beer taken off, sniffing Tound the open-
ing from the rock-temple where' we made
our exit. If you remember; I was stand-
ing quite near there when the dwarfs
first began to parley with us; and Boris
found & small pocket-case of mine, which
he brought back to the camp. R

“Harland then watched him again
leave the camp, and followed him to the
temple entrance again. Nothing would
induce Boris to leave this spot,  so
Harland loft him alone, We can only
assume that Boris somehow or ather
scented us, for he must have slain the
guard and gone up the passage. which
led to the chink in the wall behind which
Tkve were imprisoned. The rest you

now."” : trr

(Another grand instalment of this
splendid serial next week. Make sure of
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of - execration be
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for list.—JACK M. FINN, Magdalen Street, Colchester. 3

INCREASE YOUR HEIGHT

SEVERLAL INCHES WITHOUT APPLIANORS.

[ I ROS8 BYSTEM NEVER FAILS.
P. ROSS, 16, Langdale Road, SCARBOROUGH. T

Prios 7/8 complete. Particulars 1id. stamp.

k2

WHEN ANSWERING ADVERTISEMENTS __ -
BE SURE AND MENTION THIS PAPER. ~™d
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