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'THE FIFTH-FORM MASTER MAKES AMENDS !}

; Hn amusing incident In ﬂr: splendid hng complete nnhul tale in this issus.)
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For Next Monday !

« THE COUNCIL OF ACTION!”
By Frank Richards.

“Our next story of the chams of Grey-
friars is one full of fun and adventure.
Owing to Mr. Quelch and three other
masters of the Lower School having to
be away for the purpose of exammination
in Classics at Oxford, Dr. Locke 1s
obliged to accept the services of four
masters from Higheliffe School, who are
able to relieve the shortage on account of
an outbreak of measles at Highcliffe.

The masters arrive, and very soon
there are ructions in the lower Forme.
Visher 'I'. Fish suggests a Counecil of
Action as a means of retaliation, and

10 TO 1 IT W{IH*'I:"!

=

P..c. 11: “Bother it! I've left my
watch upstairs, and I'm too tired to go
up and fetch it.”

P.-c. 22: “Oh, let it alone, and it will
run down by itself!”

when the Comncil gets to work, trouble
COMIMences.

The fun is [ast and furious, and it 1s
only due to Mr, Prout’s action that the
aftfair is cleared up and peace once more
reigns supreme at Greyfrnars.

I must urge my reader-friends to place
au early order with their newsagent. .

FROM AUSTRALIA,

Harold W. Brown, Glencoe, Burt
Street, Northeote. Melbourne, Victoria,
Australia, would like to ‘hear from
renders, 17-25. This correspondent 15 a
pﬁrt-icuiﬂrlj' brilliant fellow, and though
he says he only writes a couple of letters
a year, when he dces set pen to paper his
observations are worth studying.

THE WICKET BOY!
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Billy: *Yes, it was a splendid match,
ancle, but I was the one who won it.”

Uncle: * Why, you were not plaEiﬂg ¥

Billy: “No; but I was scoring!”’

IT TOOK THE HAT!

A
1. “ What's thts?"” hovted Uncle Tom.
“ Huve you boys heen usiig my best hat

as an Aunt Sally?  Oh, you jyoung
rascals, when 1 get it I'll use the carpet-
beater on youi”
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o Put when Uncle Tom rolled up to}

the wall to rescue his topper he had the
surprise of his life. Those young rascals
had only horrowed it to catch a swarm
of bees. Oh, dear us!

Alexandria.

EGYPT FOR EVER.

There is good reason to believe
was a pleasant duty that fell to
of D. Georgiades, who writes me from

that it
the lot

was Imosk
cheery to get his letter. He says he
felt it his duty to let me know how
popular the Companion Papers are 1it
Egypt. They are appreciated every-
where, and the only difficulty 1s t0 get a
sufficient supply.

Certainly 1t

e —————

ON TRAMP.

A correspondent sends me & splendid
account of the holiday he has been
taking. “I did not bother about lug-
gage,” he writes—'‘just a knapsack and
a few necessaries, and 1 set off.” I live
Qouth London, so T made for Burrey, and
you will hardly beliavé the grand time-L
had. The weather was perfect, so eeveral
nights I slept out. I ran against a farmer
who found me dossing in his hay. He was
a pood ecrt, and asked me in to breakfast.
T spent & day with him, and helped in the
work, for which he paid me. It is fine to
see the country like this. The birds of
a morning about four tuned up
gloriously. I never saw a main road, but
stuck to the byways. When I saw a foot-
path T took it, though it did not belong to
me. I had a book with me about natural
history, and I made notes of some-of tha
hirds T saw. It was the cheapest holiday
I ever had, and I have come back to my
office job feeling ready for anything.”

THE ROYAL NAVY.

A neat, littla official handbook ecalled
“How to Join the Royal- Navy ” will
shortly he obtainable at any naval
recrmting-office, coastguard station, or
post-office. I have many inquiries about
the grand Service. and perhaps my chums
will take note of the new publication, and
make a point of asking for it—that js,
those of my friends wﬁn are cager for
the zee Reys for traihing as seamen are
accepted between the ages of fifteen and
a4 hall and seventecon.

ABOUT THE “GEM!”

I hope that-all my readers are takin
advantage of the esplendid Footb
Anuual which is being given free with
the “Gem Library.” Fooiball en-
thusiasts will, I am sure, be over-joyed
with this litile gift, for in it they have
everything that a follower of football
requires in the shape of League fixtures,
Laws of the Game, articles by famous
players, etc. It is well worth having.
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the nearest man. Bunier and the

What possessed the fat Renfovite at that
5ay ; but with a roar he leapt forward and

{See Chapter 4.)

momeni Bunier was never able to
flung himself like a rhinoceros upon
burglar went down with a ecrash.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Bunter Learns Something !
1 ALF a mo, yvoung shaver!”

H Billy Bunter gave a start.

Bunter, the fattest junior at

Greyfrars School, was stroll-
ing along the quaint little High Strect
of Friardale. e was not paying atien-
tion to anything. He was merely think-
ing how trying it was to. be so hard up
as to have to walk back to the school
without refreshing himself beforehand
at the willage tuckshop.

Bunter was an extremely shoré-sighted
vouth, and the enortmous pair of
spectacles he wore did not seem to help
him much, The Greviriars HRemove, ihe
Form Billy Bunter adorned, had nick-
named lim the Owl, because he was
always making ludicrous mistakes owing
to his 1opaired vizsion. And a lot of the
tellows referred to him as “the por-
poise,” becanse of his insatiable appe-
tite,

“ Half & mo, young shaver !"

Billy Bunter looked up in surprise.

Two big, burly men of the racing-tout
variety stood across the narrow path-
way, an:d blocked Bunter's further [ID-
gress. The Owl of the Remove blinked

at them through his enormons spectacles, §

“Aren't yer going to say good-after-
noon, young gent*” demanded one of
tha men.

He had a very red foce, and wore a
check coat, with a eap to mateh

“G-good afternoon I’ said Billy Bunter
riervously, and with a certain show of

dignity. : '
~_ He did not particularly like being ad-
dressed as “young shaver,” but he was
wiilmg to make allowances for the men
as  they ‘looked roush enough for
poachers.

“Well,” said the man 1h the check
coat, “we're out for imformation, young |
shaver; in faet, we want to know the

lay of the land in these parts, Is Lhere
a school numed Greyfriars ‘eret”

“I belong to Greyfriars.”

“Io! You do, does you *"

i 1"_},{!3+H

“Then perhaps you can answer a few
guestions, young fellow,” said the other
man, touching Billy Buanter affection-
ately on his fat arm,

The Owl of the Remove gave a smirk
as he put his hands into his trousers.
pockels,

“T don’t usnally talk to—to sirangers
in the sireet,” he said

*You don’t kiow who T am, maybe:”
said the burly man.

Billy Bunter shook his head.

“I—I don’t think that I have ever
met vou before,” he =zaid. “If [ have
I've forgoiten you."

“I'm Ted Chester.”

(13 ﬂh !jl

“That’s me,” said Mr. Chester, nod-
ding his head—" that's me.”

There was a distinet scent of strong
rum as the men came closer to the fat
lEaiﬂn‘rita. Billy Bunter backed away a
rttle,

“Here, don’t come so close to me!"
he expostulated. “T'm not deaf, and T
—I've got an appointment, you know.”

“I'm Ted Chester—" ¥ .

“Yes, I know ithat. You've told me
your name before. I am svure I am very
pleased to make vour acguaintance ;: but
I've got to get back to the school, I've
got an appointment, vou know,”

“I'm Ted Chester, and this 'ere iz my
pal—Peter Gaff.” :

ik -I-E'S. L ]

Billy Bunter could see that both Mr,
Chester and Mr. Gaff had had & little
too much rnm before they had started
out to see the “lay of the land.” as thev
put it. Or perhaps they had refreshed
themselves at wayside places en route
—not wisely, but too well,

The Owl of the Remove looked up n.ndl

Complete School Tale of
Harry Wharton & Co.

By FRANK RICHARDS.

Magnificent, Long,

at Greyfriars.

WAARARNANAP

T el

down the old village street. It would
not do for him to be seen talking to two
rich disreputable membews of societr.
If one of the masters or even a prefect
came along, Bunter would be booked Tor
trouble,

Fortunately, the street was practically
deserted. There were two of the vil-
lagers standing in the middle of ihe
dusty road, looking on with a eerfain
emount of interest, Just previously Mr.
Chester and Mr. Gaff had buttonhole:l
the two worthy matives of the villagoe,
and the inebriated. condition of the two
men had caused them some amusement.
It struck them as funny to see one of
the boys from Greyfriare School beiuy
accosted. 2 o

Bunter gave a sigh of relief when he
discovered that there were no masters
or prefects about,

“Peter Gaff's all right,
shaver,"” continied the man.
been pals since we was babies.”

Mr, Gaff gave a thick sort of chuckle.

“ Well, we've come to the right place *
said Mr. Chester, nodding his head i
the direction of Greyfriars School. “He's
‘ere! Ii's good enough! 'E's 'ere!”

"“Is he really?” said Billy Bunter
without having the faintest idea wha?
the man was driving at, but thinking it
kest to humour him.

:: l}}"ﬁﬂb&t‘.’ He's at your place.”

“ Before we speak to "im.” said Mr
Chester, “we want a little information
out of yau. From all accounts, ho's
rather & young rip.. You'll allow that?™ -

(17 -ir'.}rﬂﬂ-+l-

“But we ain’t goin® to show ’im wup
and 'ave him done in without speakin.
a word of warning, all the same:” said
Mr. Chester.” *“QOld Banks might do it _if
he eonld.” *

Billy Bunter gave a jump. 33

“Do you mean Jos Banks, {ho
bookia ?*

“That's the one - Joe’s_all righi: bt
‘o's too ‘ard on -some of 'ﬂm. That
%jl‘l%j]:hﬂ way with me—me and Poicr
o g4 |

“That’s jolly considerate of you, Mr. -
‘hester,”  said  Billy Bunter, siili

Tug MacNer Lisranry.—+No. 658,
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humouring the stranger. “It would be
jolly hard for hiin to be shown up and
doue in without a ward of warning.”

[t wasg all Greek to Bunter. Fle hadu'i
the fuintest idea what the man was talk-
ing about, though the mention of Joe
Banks had made the fat junior prick up
his ears. "The two men were evidently
friends of Joe Banks, and the local book-
maker and racing tipster had such a
bad name in the loeality that Bunier's
curiosily was aroused.

ITe realised that had net the two men
imbibed liquid refreshment so liberally
that’ warm  September afternoon. they
would not have confided all these par-
ticulars to the first chance siranger,
cxpecially a follow obviously belonging
to Greyiriars School, where Joe Banks
woild not drean of showing his lace be-
ceause of his fear of Dy, Locke, the head-
iaster.  But the rum had been a little
too much for the bookmaker's friends.

“Now ithis feller Loder,” went on
Mr. Chester, who was yradually COININE
closer and closer to Bunter, the fat
Hemaovite making every effort to retreat
frcm close contact with him. **Wot is
this feller Loder ¥

Billy Bunter gave another jump.

" Loder ¥ he gasped. “loder’s a pre-
fect and—and a beastly ead and a bully.
What do you want to know about
Loders™

The two men gave a chuckle, '

“Wot don’t we koow?” said Mr.
(*hester. © “This bloke Loder seems a
rretty warm member.”

*“Must be if 'e can beat Joe Banks at
his own game!” chuckled Mr, Peter
Gufk  “Ho, ho, ho!”™ .

Billy Bunter blinked furiously through
his big spectacles as the two men gave
a hearty guffaw. The fat junior was
heginning to see daylight now., Ile was
well aware of Loder of the Sixth's asso-
ciation with™ Joe Banks.

Loder was the worst prefect in  the
school.  Ile consistently bullied the
juniors in the Lower Forms at Grey-
friars, and in consequence he was loathed
and despised by everybody, and Billy
Bunter was beginming to realise that he
was going to gain knowledge which he
might be able to put to good account
later on.

“ITas—has my old friend Loder been
up to his tricks with Bauks again?” he
R

Mr. Chester and My, Gaff stopped
laughing suddenly, and stared hard at
the fat junior,

“So Loder’s a pal of yours, is Te!"”
said Mr. Gaff.

“Yes, rather,” replied Bunier. *“0ld
Loder and I have known one another for
years and years.” :

id {}h !.'?

“What’s my old pal been up io this
firme ¥ _

“What am’t 'e?” growled Peter (Gaff.
“'E's been too smart for old Joe {for
olica,

“Oh 1"

“Joc Banke "ug got an | O U for wot
‘o owes ‘im: but this bleke Loder seems
io 'ave done it on Joe smarter than that.
If thetn papers your pal Loder *as took
from Joe gets into the ’auds of the
police,” there's going to be a nice little
whitewashed room with bars in the
winder for poor old Joe!" :

“Oh crumbs 1 :

“Of course, Joe was being “ard on
vour pal Loder, and was fair pressing
him for the twenty pound: but. Loder
lifted them papers of Joe's all right,
There's encugh evidence in them papers
1o ret Joe five years!™

“Reven!”  corrected Mr., Chester
nespoident]y, '

Ty MacxeT LiBrary,—No, 658,

Fthem ™

UAre  you quite sure Loder's got
- dJoe says g0, ™

Billy Busnter’s cunning lictle brain was
workmg hard.,  There was only one
thing in the world that worried the Owl
of the Remove,
withal with which to purchase unlimiied
rupplies of food. In the secret which
was being unfurled now, Bunter foresaw
tremendous possibilities.  He must set
the missing book into his hands, and,
somehow or other, the I O U which
was In Loder's handwritine, 1e could
not s¢e how he could achieve all this
just yet: but the information already im-
parted by the two inebrinted geutlemen
wias something worth havine.

“W-what's in the papers? continued
Bunter, “How can a lot of blessed
papers pive old Banks seven vears’
mmprisonment ? .

“Well, 1t’s like this "ere. Joe tries to
console . 'imself  that them papers is
legitimate means of making people pay
up wot's owing. But now Joe can’t find

‘em. He says he thinks a judge will call |

it blackmail. It's so
‘e's fair distracted.”
Ii{'}h:u
“Now, young shaver, we've told von
vwot the game 15, naw vou can "elp me. "
“How?"” growled Billy Bunter,
“Well, Joe wants the papers  back,
and ‘e’s gom’ to give me and Peter
Gaff ten pun apiece hif we got then,
Now, would you like to earn a quid all

upset poor old Joe

t1 yourself, young shaver?”

“It all depends,” veplied Bunter
:_-auf,musly. “What do you want me to
do? :

“You get us the papers, and I gives
you a whole bloomin’ pound for vour-
self 1™

“ Not me!1” said Billy Bunier emphati-
callv. “TI'm jolly well not going ta get
it for a mouldy poundmote! ‘Why, a
pound’s not worth ten beb now, what
with income tax and all that sort of
thing !’

“Oh 1™ ; ;

“If vou'll give me the twenty ponunds,
I might entertain the idea,” said Billy
Bunter, very condescendinazly. “Bul
I'm blessed if I'm going to get it for a
pound 1*

Mr, Ted Chester and Mr. Peter Gaff
stared at the fat Removite a litile un-
stoadily, Bunter’s  definite  refusal
annoyed them in iheir present condition.

“So you ain't going to give iwo poor
men 4 helping hand, young shaver?™

“ Not for 2 pound!”

For a brief moment a look of ferocity
was mn ihe black, glittering eves of the
unsteady Me. Gaff, and he stappered
forward as though he would forcibly de-
tain the Owl of the Remove. But his
companion seemed to read his mind. He
pulled down the other’s extended arm
with a muttered ocath,

" 'Hre, steady, Peter Gaff!” hLe said,
“Don’t touch the young shaver., We

know’ ow to get the papers easy enough,

if 1t comes to that, It won't Le the first
crib we've gone for!™
Billy Bunter looked alarmed.

“You wouldn't stand much chance if
mto Greyfriars!”. he ex-|

broke
“YWhy,

you
claimed.
mobbed 1"
“And who by, young shaver®”
“Why, by the masters and the pre-
fecis and—and all the other fellows "
“Let’'s give the young raskil a good
“iding 1’ growled Peter Gaff, lurching
forward. '
Billy Bunter stepped back into the
road in alarm. The iwo villagers had
retired into the Red Lion again, and the
villare street was deserted. He gave a
guick glance behind, and then suddenly

you'd be absolutely

That was the where-

turned on his heels and tore away in the
direction of Greyinars,

The two men seemed to suddenly pull
themselves together,

Peter Gafl sprang after the fat junior
with an path,

“Beize him!™

But it was too late,
down the little strect. Feap lent him
wings.  Puffing and blowing, he soon
widened the distance between himself
and his pursuers. After five minutes ho
pavsed o moment to listen to hear if he
wore pursued,

There was

behind  him.

Billy Bunter ture”

sound of
Bunter

o

fooistepa
Billy

wiped hia

::mrsph-‘iug face, and then rolled off i
the direction of Greyfriurs, thinking

[uriously,

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
Ragging Loder !

THi]?‘ Common-room in tlmdfzienmré
Ol pasgage was crowded, ;
There hn%i been an execiting

chess contest, Frank Nugens
had raised a side to play against a sile
championed by Hurree Jamset- Ram
Singh.  Most of the Removites woere
zood chess-players, and there had beeu a
lot of interest over the evening’s gam.
It had been a close result, but Frank

Nt:lgem’f- tcam were the victors, They
had won three games, and Iurrco
Singh's side had won two., As the last

move was made, aid Bulstrode had been
successfully check-mated, Harry Whar-
ton, the captain of the Remove Form,
pushed back his chair. '

“ Bed-time ! he said, looking at the
clock.

Frank Nugeni yawned.

" Well, we've had an exciting evening,
and I'm tired,” he remarked.

“Half a minute, you fellows!'" safd
Billy Bunter, *“I've wot some news fop
you!"

“Keep it till to-morrow,
laughed Bob Cherry.
now.”

“But it’s jmportant, Cherry! T-—-"

“Never tell us to-day what you can
possibly put off till the morn, Bunter!"

“But 1 tell you it’s important!”

“ Bosh 1™

“It's about Lodey 1"

The Removites halted at the JJoor.
Loder was a sore point with the Re-
move. He was always doing his utmost
to do the Remove a bad turn, and to
report the smallest offence to their Form-
master, My, Quelch. Not that Loder
had it all his own way. The Sixth-
Former often found Harrv Wharton &
Co, too much for him, and the Remova
never missed an opportunity of getting
in a sly dig at the unpopular prefect, and
at times they ragged him unmercifully.

“ Whai's Loder been up to this time,
Bunter?!” said Harry Wharton. * Has
he been going for youi”

“No, it's not_that this time, Wharton.
It's eomeihing 1 was told when I was in
Friardale this aflternoon.”

“Oh, have you been eavesdropping
agam, you fat toad?”

“*0Oh, really, Wharton, J—-"

“Come along!” cried Bob Cherry.
“Let's go up now. Buiter will keep us,
all night!”

W, porpoise !
“We're rtirved

- The Owl of the Rq_ﬁmw snorted

:llngl'iljh

“I tell you it's about Leder, you silly .
fatheads!” 'he eried. “Two awflul
ronghs told me that Loder has been up
to his tricks agein with Banks, the
bookie,” :

“Oh, my hat! What a cad!”

“Bimply letting Greyfriars into the
rand | :
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“Bunter! 1 am coming !> Mr, Prout came along, his dressing-gown flowing in the air, ' The Fifth-Form

master came panting up, breathless and execited,

*My gum, boy !’ he gasped,

“Where isit?™

{See Chapter 4.)

“Rathor !

" What did the roughs say, Bunter:™
eaid Harry Wharton, o _

“They told me a lot of things. You
see, they were the worse for drink, anid
they stopped me in the High Street. Of
course, it was jolly awkward, because
I'm a fearfully particular fellow, really.
I don’t know what my pater would have
said if he had come along and spotted
et

“Oh crumbs?!  Just hark at the
chump!” exclaimed Johnny Bull,

Sixth-Former's tone. It was glways a
bad thing for Harry Wharton & Co.

hends of Loder. Were it Wingate, the |
eapiain of GreyInars, or Tremaine, or

unimpaired.
The respect the fellows feli for Wingate
helped him in keeping things in order.
But Loder was littla regarded. He
was a bully and a tyrant in the first
place, and he had only retained his post

" Well, what did the roughs say,
Bunteri™

“They told me that Loder has been
running foul of Joe Banks, the bookie.
Banks has got an I O U for twenty
pounds, und, in retaliation, Loder
sneaked a lot of papers from Banks; and
if Loder gave the papers to the police,
Banks would be in prison for six or seven |
years, " 23 T -

0¥ Pllew!!’

My hat!™ i :

“The awful cad! He's rnining Groey-
friars!” .

Thers was o thump at the Common-
room door, and the next moment a pale,-
dissipated-looking face looked in...- It
was Gerald Loder of the SBixth. g b

“Why in the dickens haven’'t wyou

young scoundrels gone up to bed yet?” |

suapped Loder. “Can’t -you see the
time?! Mr, Quelch has asked me to sce
“lights-out * in the Remove. Up you go,
you young rotters! I'm in & hurry!” |

Not n single member of the Remove

s })refect by very carefully ke&pi‘lﬁ his
ﬁa (tirharacter from the knowledge of the
ead.

Now that Mr, Quelch had put Loder in
charge for the rest of the evening, the
Sixth-Former was likely to rt-garcf the
duty as an occasion for swanking, and
that was not the war to keep order

among fellows already inclined to be

The Removites strengly resented the|
when the reins of authority fell into the { hundred lLines

North, authority was always muin!ainedl

unruly.

There was a bullying exprétssion upon
his face, which showed that the know-
ledge that he was in authérity in the

. Remwove Form had “ got into his head.” ;

‘A murmur of resentment went up as
he finished addressing the juniors in the
 Cemmon-room. |

¥ Now, then,” he exclaimed, *I don't
~want any of that eilly noise!™

Every eyo was turned upon {he prefect
at once. The Removites stared at him
as if he were someo curious animal that
had wandered inte their quariers.

*““Hallo, hallo, halle " exclaimed Bob

| orders me,

Cherry. " Hark at Loder]"

stirred.

* Nof so much poise !V

Oh crumbs 1 -

¥ Mind, I don't want any cheek [rom
You rats!” said Loder. “T'll give you a
cach to write out bhefore
you go to bed if 1 have any of your non-
sense "

“ My word " murmured Bob Cherry.
“1 can see myself writing them out, oo
—I don’t think I

“What-ho!" said Bolsover major.

*I guess nol ! said Fisher T. Fish, the
American junior.

Loder stnimped his foot angrily.

“Come in!” said Dob Cherry.

There was a laugh, and the prefecs
turned erimson. _

" Cherry, take a hundred lines 1"

“Certainly !” said Bob  Cherry.
*“Where shall I take them to?*

“Take 1wo hundied lines !”

“With pleasure! Where—-"

“If you say another word, Cherry, I
shall cape you!™ ' il

“Will yeu realiy?™

*Ha, ha, ha "

Loder gritted his teeth. "~ 7 - !

“Come here, Cherry 1”7 he shouted, "

Bob ﬂh_l,ari_:j did not stie. = L e

“Thank you, T prefer remaining whera,
I am1{"” he remarked. T :

“Come here!”. - .

" 'Nother time; Loder, old man !"

“Cherry, 1 order you—2a¥

“Dear meo,” said Bob Cliery, *he
Harey I _

“Dear me,” said Harry Wharton, “he -
orderg you, Cherry " : oo

Tur Maexer Lisrary.-No. 688,
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“Dear me,” said Frank Nugent,
“ chaps, he orders him!”

1 guess the silly galoot orders him "

“My aunt,” said Johnny Bull, *he
arders him !"”

';lgrdﬂrs him, you know 17 eaid Peter
Todd.

Loder of the Sixth simply snorted. It
was the beginning of a “rag,” and he
knew it. 'The Hemovites were openly
mocking him, aud as he had started the
trouble he had no right to complain,
IIc resolved to nip it in the bud, however.

11e made a tush across the room
towards Bob Cherry. The Removite
retreated round the big table, which was

too lagge and solid for Leder to ghift it ¢

out of the way.

From the opposite side of it_he emiled
across at the prefect. Bob rather prided
himself upon an aristocratic calm of
smanner, and certainly he did not look
nearly as excited as the Sixth-Former.

“Come back here, Cherry!” rcared
Loder.

“Thanks, T'm all right here !”

“ 1 order you—as a prefectl”

« and I deciine—as a sensible chap

“Ha, ha, bal”

Loder glared round at the laughing
juniors. But that did not prevent them
from laughing. 'They roared ! The red
and {arious face of Loder seemed to
imuse them. The prefect clenched his
hands, as if he would rush upon them,
hittibg- out right and left.  But he
thought  better of (it. Some. of the
Removites looked as if they wanted an
excuse for handling him ; and he had too
ymeh sense still to afford them one.

1o made a rush round the table after
Boly Cherry instead.

Bob Cherry promptly darted round,
and was at the opposite side by the time
the ﬁrefeut reached the spot wherae he
hhad been standing.

Loder halted, panting for breaih.

The Removites simply shrieked. The
sight
atterly lost his self-control chasing a
nimble _junior round a big table was
funny enoungh. Bob Cherry’s coolness
added to the comicality of the scene. As
soon as he stopped he assumed a languid
pose, yawning as if a little bored by the
performance, while Loder was spluttering
and panting on the other side of the

ii‘%]‘]ﬂ‘i
“Ygu—you young hound!” velled
Loder., **I ovder you to come round !

The rag staried again.
ey

1 say, he orders me .

“You hear, you chaps—he orders
T 1

“The silly, lopsided jay orders him, I
guess !

“&ahut wp, - you cheeky = young

scoundrels 1’ roared the prefect,

“0Oh crumbs!”

“Hp orders us’l

“Ha, ha, ha "

Loder clenched his hands, and made a
sidden run round the table again. Bob
Cherry fled again, and round and round
the table they went twice, the Removite
easily keeping his distance ahead of the
Sisth-Former.

Loder pauswd, partly from breathless-
ness, and partly because- the wild wells
of laughter mada him realise what a
ridiculons fizure he was cutting.

He panted at Bob Cherry acrosa the
table.

“You young villain—""

“1 love him for his nice manners!”
murimured Boh Cherry, flicking a gpeck
of dust [rom lis sleeve in a calm, negli-
gent way.

“To-T—-I"1—"

“Fo han!”

“PH—T1l smash you ¥
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of a big Sixth-Former who had |-

“ Pear mie, he's going io smash me,
you chaps!”

“ He's going to smash lim 17

“The honoured and respected, ludi-
crous Loder sahib is going for him smash.-
fully 1" said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,
in his own remarkable English.

“I1a, ha, ha!"

Loder laid his hands upon the table
and made a sudden sprawl across it. Ile
intended to take Bob Cherry by surprise
and catch him before he could escape.
But Bob was watching hima. He had not
time to run round the table; but he
dived under it and came up on the other
side, just as Loder came sprawling across,

Loder rolled off on the floor and stood
where Dob Cherry had heen standing,
gasping. But the table was still between
them !

i 'I"Ia, hﬂ-. hﬂ- !H

Harry Wharton & Co. roared.

“]—I—I—" gasped Loder. ** Cherry,
1—I shall report this to Mr, Quelch, if
not to the Head !

*11a, ha, ha 1™

“I shall report it to M. Guelch first
thing in the morning !"

“Ha, ha, ha 17
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#1—] shull—shall—"

Words failed Loder. He made another
wild rush round the table. Agamn Bob
Cherry eluded him. Then the angry

refect strode from the room, followed

v El'{lﬂl‘ﬁ of langhter from Harry Wharton
& Co,

e S —

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Night-Alarm !

ILLY BUNTER stirred in his
B sleep and awoke.
The cool September night was
wrapped in silence and sleep; the
hour of miduight was long past, and the
latest light had been turncd ouf, the last
door had closed.

The high windows of the Remove dor-
mitory glimmered with silver light.

The Tound moon rode in the sky, and
the light fell in silver flakes in the wide
quadrangle, and glimmered in at the
windows,

Across the dﬂrmitn?
patches, broken by the shadows of the
beds, abnormally long in the clear light.

Rilly Bunier turned his hezd on the

it Iug in ghostly
0

pillow, and gave a prodigious yawn.
L He had awskened, he did nol know

=

why. There was no sound in the build-
ing : not a footstep, not a shuttin door,
as that hour. Faintly through the dim
dormitery came the steady breathing
from the other beds.

Yef whal was that?

Tn the deep stillness a faint creak
sounded, faint, slight, but sufficient to
cately the ear of the awakened Removite
by contrast with the heavy silence.

Billy Bunter started, :

As he lay in bed his eyes were upon a
patch of moonlight that streamed in at
the nearest wimﬁ{gw, and luy in a silver
flood beside his bed.

The patch of hght
darkened.

A new shadow lay on the floor.

It was not the shadow of a branch
stirred “4deross the window by the wind.
It was a shadow, huge, aboormal, ecrie,
but unmistakable.

The shadow of the head and shoulders
of a man.

Billy Bunter lay quiet, breathin
fully awake now, with his heart
like a hammer,

A man at the window!

That was what the shadow meant.

8lowly, cautiously, the fat Removite
turned his head so that he would be
looking at the window-instead of at the
floor. He groped under the pillow for
his spectacles, and put them on, and
blinked towards the window. The glim-
mering esyuare was dorkened by the out-
lines of the form outside.

Head and shoulders.

A black silhouette. ;

Billy Bunter’s fat lips came together
hard. He could see nothing but the
black mass of the head and shoulders;
the fcatures were invisible. Yet 1t
seemad 1o him that the man was lookiug
straight at him.

But that was only faney. He could
sce that form in relief against the moon-
light. The man could not gee through
the glass into the dim dormitory.

Billy Bunter quietly rolled out of bed.
His heart was beating hard, and he was
trembling all over his fat body. He
knew at once that it must be a burglar,
and he realised that only a desperale
man would have ventured the dangerouns
task of climbing up & rain-pipe to the
dormitory window. :

The creak had

had suddenly

hard;
ealing

been caused by an
effort to open the window, The window
was open at the top, like most of the
windows at Greyfriars. The intruder
had only to push up the bottom aash
from outside. DBut that was not easy.
The lower sash was stiff from disuse, and
the man’s position was awkward, on o
narrow sill more than fifty feet from ihe
ground,

A fall meant death—grim death on tho
stones of the quadrangle.

Creak! :

Some jnstrument had been forced
under the lower sazh, and the man was
steadily excrting a pressure {o raise it.
As soon as he could get his fingers under
it, it would be easy to do the rest.

Billy Bunter blinked nervous'y
through his big spectacles,

The intruder .did not know that the
fivst sound had awakened one of the
sloepers, aud that his tell-tale shadow n
the moonlight had betrayed his presence.

Billy Bunter stepped to the next bed,
where Harry Wharton was sleeping.
toking_care 1o keep in the shadow and
not to step oub into the patch of moon-

light on the floor. - _ :
" He shook Harry, Wharton by the
placed a fat and

shoulder, and then
irembling hand over his mouth, The
caution was necessary. .
“ Br.p-r-r-r!” mumbled Harry Whar-
ton, as he awoke. 2
«1Qeauh ! whitpered Billy Bunter,
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“Wh-wh-wh-what—""

$10h, really, Wharton, do keep quict!™

“I'Nl jolly well keep vou quiet, you
fat idiot!” mumbled Harry Wharton.
**What the—"

“B-b-b-burglars!”’

“Wh-what{”

“B-b-b-burglars !’

*Are you dreaming, Bunber?”

“No; they're reall”

““My hat!™

Harry Wharton rolled out of bed.
Billy Bunter pointed to the window, and
the caplpin of the Remove gave a gasp
of astonishment,

&l Ph‘ﬁ“' l:!

“D-d-do keep quiet, Wharton!"

""All right, Bunter, old man. 1 :ay,
we'd better tackle him before he gets
in.®. A shove would send him spinning off
“the window-sill.” :

“(:a on, then,” said Bunier. *You
do it!" :

Harry Wharlon hesitated, and shook
his head. :

“No: we won't Jdo that., Tt would
kill him ; although, I supposs, a burglar
has to take the risks of his business, like
a soldier or a policeman,"”

Nothing ever seemed to upset Harry
Wharton's good spirits. He would have
Jokad if he had been bound to the stake.

“It's—it's no good joking now,
Wharton.”

“All right, Bunter. T.ook here: he
won't get that window open in a huarry.
It's as stiff as anything, We ought to
have some follows here to collar him
when he gets in.”

*“Better not let him get in. Ha may
hava a revolver. I—I believe he's one
of thosa awful rotters who stopped me
in  Frardale, They locked like
burglars.”

“Well, look here, we can’t knock him
off the window.-sill.  Hang it:; a man’s
life is & man's life, even a burglar's!”

“Yes; but lock here, Wharton! He
can't get in. He may have a pistel.”

Harry Wharton wrinkled his brows in
thought.

Creak !

The window was creaking, but it was
hardly moving.

“I—1. say, Wharton,” whispered
Bunter. “I’ll get out and call Wingate
and gome more of the Sixth, and Mr
Prout, He's got a gun.”

“Good! That's the idea! Cnt off!
Keep in the shadow: he may be able to
gee you if you get into the light.”

Billy Bunter nodded his head, and
carefully keeping out of ihe patches of
moonlight, made his way to the door
and silently left the dormitory.

Harry Wharton stepped to - Bob
Cherry’s bed and shook him, awakening
him with the same precautions as when
he himse was awakened Ly Bunter,

“*What’s the row?"” whispered Bob.

“Burglars! Look at the window!”

Bob Cherry looked and gave a start,

Creak |

“My hat!”” murmured Bob Cheiry. “1
say, Harry, who do you think he ia*”

“Bunter says he thinks he might be
ons of the men who stopped him in
Friardale, and told him all about Loder's
afair with Banks, the bookie. T dare
say Bunter's right for once.”

“What's the fool think he's going to
get out of this dorm?"

“Perhaps he thinks Loder lives here,
and he's come after the papers Bunter
told us about.”

“By Jove! 1 wonder!”

The two Removites watched
silhcuette at the window keenly.

Creak ! ;

"The silhouette suddenly disappearad to
*“e side of the window, and there was a
.Jf-lrntvhing noise for a few moments.

“1—I wonder whether he's

the

gone "
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“ Here’s the very thing for the guy!”

“] guess I'll make the silly jay swing thirty feet !’’ shouted Fisher T. Fish.
The Ameriean junior held a strong stick
above his head, and the next moment he leapt up and caught Billy Bunter a

gasped Harry Wharton.  *That's jolly
curious!”

“We had better wake the rest of the
dormitory,” whispered Bob . Cherry.
“We mustn’t let the brute get away!”

“Wait & moment! Hark!"

Through the silence of the night, from
somewhere downstairs in  the school
building, rang a prercing cry for help.

“My hat!” cried Harry Wharton.
“That's Bunter's voice! Something's
happened. Come on!”

FOURTH CHAPTER.

At Dead of Night!

ILLY BUNTER crept out of the
Remove Form dormitory, and
blinked around unsteadily as he
gained the landing at the top of

the staircase. All was quiet, and the
whole place wrapped in Btygian darknesa.
The Owl of the Remove was glad to be
out of the dormitory. He had a door-
way now between him and the midnight
marauder, and he felt safer in conse-
quence. But he missed the moonlight.
He could bLarely see his hand before his
face so black was it at the top of the
staircasge. "

“Oh crumbs!” he grunted to himself.

THE

resounding thwack across the seat of his trousers. (See Chapter 6.)

“How on earth can T be expected to
walk about in this? It ain't safe, for one
thing.”

For a moment Bunter thought of re-
turping to the dormitory and getting a
box of matches to help guide him on his
mission. DBut he changed his mind sud-
denly, and groped his way slowly down
the wide staircase.

o i get old Prout first " he multered:
“Prout’s got a gun, and it ain’t safe to
face a beastly burglar without a gun.”

Slowly but surely the Remorvite
crawled downstairs,

Creak !

Bunter suddenly staried as a sudden
croak from the gloom came to his ears.
It sounded as though someone else was
quite close to him, and the tremblin
junior ciutched” the banister hard, an
stood waiting, with -his -heart in his
mouth,

Creak, creak! The sounds were faint,
would have been imperceptible in the
daytime, but in the dead stiliness of the
night they were perfectly-audible to the
stramming ears of the fat Remeovite.

Someone was stealing along stealthily
at the bottom of the stairs. Billy Daater,
clinging hold of the banister-rail in a
grip of desperation, thought he caught a
momentary glimpse of a dim form Ritting
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by in lthe darkness. But it was too blaek,

and Buniter's nerves were addled by
imagination as he stood, - waiting
anxtously. .

Whether the visitor bhelow was -Ted

Lhester ov Peter Gaff or not, 1t was per-
fectly clear that there was someone about
who was not upon an honest errand.

Billy Bunter “waited and waited; but
after a time he decided that whoever had
been Below had departed along the
passage. The Owl started to move down
again, and with his heart in his mouth,
he¢ gfoped his way along the corridor as

far as Mr. Pront’s bed-room door. :

He turned the handle cautiously, and

crept ip.

I'.[r,,g’mut, the Fifth Form master, was
.in bed, There could be no doubt about
that. Snore upon snore awakened the
echoes, and Billy Bunter gave a start of
gurprise at the volume of sound. He
switched on the electric light, and Mr.
Prout was revealed lying on his back in
the centre of the bed, with his mouth
wide open and snoring sonorously.

The fat Removite rolled across ihe
carpet and caught the Fifth Form master
by she shoulder of his pyjamas and shook.
. But Mr. PP'rout was a sound sleeper.
In his young days Mr. Paul Pontifex
Prout had been brought up to a life of
adventure. He had hunted the bear in
th;; Rockia{; and ﬂlﬂjﬂ lions dfn dEenLr_a[
Africa, and spent -days an ys . in
t_mdrg’ down wild animals. In those
days Mr., Prout had slept on Nature’s
bedstead, the -bard and unsympathetic
earth, and now the comfort of a feather-
bed made Mr. Prout a very difficult
gentleman to rouse from his slumber. He
gave a grunt as Billy Bunter shook him.

“ Mz, Prout, sir! Hi! Wake upt”

Billy Bunter shook away at the sleep-
ing master’s shoulder, until it locked as
though Mr. Prout’s py]]‘a.mu jacket might
be rent in two. “The heaviesi sleeper in
the world could not remain unconscious
for long under such treatment, Mr.
Prout gave a prodigions yawn as he
opened his eyes under the buffetin
which Bgnter was now exerting wil
boith hands. r

“ Quiet, sir!” muttered the Owl of the
Remove anxiously.
gir. It's burglars!”’

The Fifth Form masier sat bolt up-
right in a moment.

“PBuntor! What's that?” :

“B-burglars, sir! Quick, sir! There's

“ Don’t make a row, |

burglars in the schoel, and we want your

help with a gun,® - -

“Tiooud heavens, boy!"”

Alr. Prout flung back the bedelothes in
amazenient, and sprang out on lo the
floor. :

‘“Bring a gun, sjr—quick! There’s a
man trying to get into the Remove
dormitory I” urged Billy Bunter ex-
citédly. 3 '

“ Burglars? Boy, you astound me!”

“It's true, sir ! *Come along, sir!”

“But I must put on some clothes,
Buter,” said Mr., Prout breathlessly, “1
cantiot parade .the corridors hnd dormi-
tories in my pyjamas, Hand me my gun.
I will load it first.”

Billy Bunter blinked round the little
bed-room. .

“Where 1s ii, sir?”

“Good heavens!” muttered the Fifth
Form master. *“It is not here. I left it
in the master’s room, Bunter, my brave
boy, you must feteh it whilst I dress. 1t
is 1n the corner behind the door. I was

showing it to Mr. Capper only last
night. I have had a new trigger fixed
on, and—" :
“Yes, sir. Hurry up!” gasped Hnﬂ’y
‘PBunter.. “The burglars will get away.”
“{3o ihen, boy!" snapped Mr. Prout.

“ Bring me the gun!”

“ Al right, sir!”

Billy Bunter rolled across the bed-room
in his wonderful striped pyjamas, as Mr.
Prout gathered up his trousers, The

L next manute the QOwl of the Remove was

ont in the passage again, and makin
stealthily for the master's room, whic
was situated at the other end of tha
passage. Billy Bunter was feeling better
now that Mr. Prout had been roused.
When the Fifth Form master arrived
with the gun the fat Removrite realised
that the burglars would be faced on
equal terms.  Almwost janntily Bunter
proczeded down the paseage. He had
practically recovered hizs nerves com-
pleiely, and any thoughtz of immedinte
danger had quite gone, when, suddenly,
out of the darkness came a multered
oath. .

“(rikey !* Look out, Peter!”

“QOut 'im, Ted I**

Bunter’s heart went down to the soles
of his feet. Within a yard of him he
could see through his enormous spectacles
the burly-forms of two men. h

What possessed the fat Removite at
that moment Bunter was never able to
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sav ; but something within him seemed to
give him the strength of a rhinoceroas,
With a roar of fear and exultation, he
leapt farward, and flung himself upon the
nearest .

Bunter and the hurglar went down
heavily, and the passage floor fairly shook
as they crashed,

IEHE]FIJJ

The Owl of the Remove gave a pierc-
g seream of “ Help ! as the second man
dashed madly away down the corridor,
leaving his compaunion to fight it out as
bhest he ronld,

“Help! Murder! Thieves!” roared
Bunter, gripping the man round the
throat, and throwing the whole weight of
his fourteen odd stone on to the des.
nerate marandér.

“Let me gn! T'll bash

pu "

“Help ™

Bunier was beginning to feel that the
strnggle could not last in his favour, as
the wrglar franticall struggled to
regain his ‘position. 'They rolled over
with a crash against a hard bundle g‘h;g
at the foot of the staircase, and there
was a jingling metallic sound 23 some
loose articles fell out on to the floor,

* Help ! Murder !"" roared Billy Bunter.
“Thieves! Rescue!™

“*You young fiend!” muttered the
burglar, with an oath, as he became
undermost again, and Bunter raised his
fat fist and brought it down with & crash
on the man’s face.

“* Bunter !"

There was a reassuring cry from along”
the corridor. : '
“Bunter, I am coming !™
Mr., Prout came dashing along, his
dressing-gown flowing in the air. The
Fifth Form master came panting up,
F breathless and exeited,

Let me go!

“My gun, boy!” he gasped. “Whero
is it?” -
“J—I—1 haven't got it!" grunted .

. Billy Bunter. “ This—this fellow stopped
me. Help, sir! Ow "

*“Hold him, Bunter!”

“Quick, sir; he’s—he's winning!” -

. “1 will fetch the gun and shoct him !
roared the excited Fifth Form master.
He almost fell over the bundle of loot
lying in the passage. as he flew along to
the end room.

“ Help 1" .

Billy Bunter gave a howl of mingled
rage and astonishment as Mr. Prouf left
him to continue the grim struggle. The
fat junior felt his sirength leaving him.
He lost bis grip on the struggling man’s
throat, and the next moment he rolled
over, and his head creshed against the
banister post with a loud thump.

i E]W 112 ;

“You young fiend !"” gasped the mian,
struggling to his feet.

He gave the Owl of the RHemove a
violent kick in the ribs, and Bunter gave
a groan as he realised the man had re-
gained his freedom. Mr. Pront conld he
heard coming along now ; but he was teo
late. The desperate burglar realised
what it would mean if he waited. The
mastar had a gun! With a muttered
oath, he t:u.mrmrilg and dashed madly down
the passage, and turned the corner jusi
‘as Mr. Prout gained Billy Bunter's side.

“ Bunter I*

i "'IF'.FES 1!!

“Stand aside now, Bunter!
shoot the man "

“He's gone, sirl”

“What 7"

I will

“He's gpone, sir! He's escaped. Yeou
shouldn’t have left me !

“Nonsense, Bunter! BStand aside at_
ohee !

id }Ie!‘E Eﬂne I"’

“Mind, I will shoot him ! T will put'a
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shot into his leg. He will then he nnable
to escape.™

“ But he has escaped !"” howled Bunier.
“1le’s gone along the passage, and whilst
vou're talking about ﬁumtiug him, he's
gatting away "

“Hark! What's that?"

There was a sound of scurrying foot-
steps, and a jumble of excited conversa-
tion at the head of the stairs, and Billy
Bunter realised that the members of the
Remove Form dormitory were hurrying
down in response to his wild cries for
Lhelp—help’ which Mr. Prout, in his ex-
citement, had failed to give at the critical
moment. Even now the Fifth Form
master was o excited that he would not
credit Billy Bunter’s statement,

““Steady, Bunter, my lad!” whispered
Mr. Prout. ‘‘They are returning to the
attack !"

* Where ?"

“Shoo! Down the stairs!
aside to give me a clear range !”

Bunter could clearly distingnish Harry
Wharton's voice.  The captain of the
Remove was leading the rest of the
dormitory cautiously down the stairs;
but Mr. Prout seemed deaf to the
juniors’ voices. He raised his repeater
to his shoulder, and pointed the muzzle
up the staircase.

“Halt, or I fire!"

The Fifth Form master’s voice rang out
sternly, and Harry Wharton, who could
be dimly seen in the gloom, halted sud-
denly, and there was an excited babel ol
voices behind him,

“Hands up, you scoundrels!” orderad
Mr Prout. *You would dare to hreak
into this educational establishment with
intent to thieve! I warn you that non-
compliance with my instruetions will meet
with instant action on my part!”

“[t's Wharton and the rest of the fal-
lows!” growled Bunter. “If you fire
yvou'll kill them !*

- Silence, Bunter !

“Don't fire, =ir!” shouted
Wharton, in considerable alavm.
I -Wharton !

“1 do not believe it !
gscape ! Hands up !”

There was a sudden commotion hehind
Mr. Prout, and Mr. Quelch and Wingate
arrived on the scene. They had hur-
yiedly thrown on their dressing-gowns
and shuffled along in bed-room slippers.

“ Prout ! eried Mr. Quelch.
this? Has anything ocenrred? Good
heavens. Prout! You have o gun!
What is this?"

“ PBurglavs |

ki t‘;"hat?lﬁ

Stand

Harry
“1t 1s

It is a trick to

“ Burglars, sir!" said Billy Bunter.
“I caught one, bui—but Mr. Prout
vouldn't help me, and the burglar

escaped !

“(Can we come down, Mr, Quelch?”
shoutad Harry Wharton. * We are here
to help. We heard Bunter yelling out for
help ¥

“ o not move, Wharton ! commanded
Mr. Prout. “I believe the scoundrel o
be conecealed on the stairs. 1 must have
an uninterrupted range.  Otherwise, 1
cannot be held responsible if anyone is
hit when I fire.”

“Ar., Prout!” gasped the Bemove
Form master., “You cannot lire! - You
must not ! I insist upon you putting that
gun down! You are imperilling the lives
of the boys!"” ;

“ Nonsense, my dear Quelch !" snapped
My, Prout. “1 have been accustomed
to the use of firearms the whole of my
life! I have used this weapon for years,
and in tighter corners than this.”

“Do not point that gun at me ! cried
Mr. Quelch, as the Fgl.f‘ih Form master
swung round on his heels io expostulate
with him. *1 order you to put that gun
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down at once! Tt is obvious to me that
the burglar is not here now 1"

**He would find it difficult to gef away
aven if he were here ! laughed Wingate.
“If wo could not deal with him, I am
willing to eat my dressing-gown.”

“It is easy to talk in that way now,
Wingate ! snapped Mr. Prout, “Itisa
was intercepted by Bunter of the
Remaove."

George Wingate flushed erimson in the
darkness.

“I came the moment I woke up, #ir,”
he said. “1I heard cries for help, and you
forget that my bed-room is not in this
wing of the building. Mr. Quelch will
bear me out when I say that for a minute
or two we could not locate the spot from
whence the cries were being shouted.”

“Wingate is quite right, Prout,” said
Mr. Quelch tersely. *I must now ask
voti to unload that gun.”

As Mr. Prout solemnly opened the
breech, Wingate turned to Billy Bunter,
who was dragging along the gundle of

was o gasp of astonishment as the con-
tents of the bundle was revealed. Forks
amd spoons and sporting cups and
trophies were there galore,

“The place would have been ran-
sicked ' exclaimed Mr. Quelch. " 'Win-
gate, you will at once organise parties to
scour the building to see whether the
sconndrels are still under this roof. 1If
they have escaped, it would be a waste of
time to go in pursuit. It is dark, and
escape 18 pasy.” '

“ Right, sir!"" said the captain of Grey-
friars, “I will do as you suggest at
once, "’

The whole corridor was now crowded
with excited boys. Beniors, juniors, and
fags had fairly ﬁﬂﬂk?ﬂ down to the scene
pof the etruggle, and it was an easy
matter to find volunteers to set out and
ssarch the building, Within five minutes
Harry Wharton and Bob Cherry came
panting back with the news that they had
fonnd an open window, and marks on
the sill showed that human beings had
recently scrambled through, and had
dropped to the ground-—a matter of a
dozen feet.

ol

“What s

Mr. Quelch, Mr. Prout, and Wingate
went and inspected the spot, and when
the last of the searchers had returned to
report no signs of the burglars, Mr.
Quelch definitely decided that the
marauders had made their escape through
the window.

All boys were immediately ordered
back to the various dormitories, whilst
Mr. Quelch and Mr. Prout visited the
Head, and related to the astounded Dr.
Locke what had occurred.

T —

THE- FIFTH CHAPTER.
Mr. Prout Makes Amends !

ILT.Y BUNTER sat in the big arm-
chair in Study Ne. T. '
The bell for the first class would
be sounded in a few minutes now,
and his study-mates, Peter and Alonzo
Todd and Tom Dutton had already gone
along the passage in the direction of the
Remove Form class-room. But William
George Bunter was not feeling so anxious
about the class-room. He sat in the big
armchair and hastily looked through a
sheaf of loose papers he was holding in
his hand.

The papers were evidently of greal
interest, because every now and again
the fat junior would pause, and his eyes
would open wider and wider.

“0Oh crumbs!” he muttered now and
again. “Fancy the chap being such a
rotter 1"

Every now and again he would refer

pity you could not be here when the man |

loot. Lights were turned on, and there
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tto the individual as a “cad " instead of a
“rotter.”” Bunter was obviously not
going through his preparation or any-

: thing connected with lessons. He never

. evinced half the interest in his lessons as

lhe did in the sheaf of papers on hia fat
knees, | ;

“My hat!” he grunted. “Ii's jolly
lucky I felt into the bundle ! Who would
have thought those rotten burglars would
Ih&va shoved the papers in with all that

ook " ;

And Billy Bunter tarned the pages over
again, and read the long stragghng hand-
wrging which decorated. each folio of the
wad.

‘“ Fancy getting into the clutches of a
‘cad like Joe Banks!" murmured Bunter,
| sitting back in the chair. Bily Bunter
| had made himself quite comfortable. A
'big cushion was there to rest his head
'upon, and he crossed his fat little legs as
' ha leaned back and schloquised.

His adventure with tha burglar on the
previous night had been the talk of the

'school. He had been bombarded with

| questions and inquiries the whole of

| breakfagt, and for once in a way the Owl

’;i}f the Remove was almost regarded as a

- hero.

Some of the juniors had wanted to
kunow u.-h;,r he didn’t hang on to the nud-
night visitor when once he had got hi.
Skinner told him that he ought to have
sat on the man if he wanted to lay him
out, and Snoop, who waa one of Bkinner’s
cronies, had giggled at his leader's
humorous rama,:gk. :

But, taken on the whole, Buntet's
behaviour in the affair had been re-
garided as highly satisfactory, and there
were very few juniors who had mads
fatuous remarks. Thiz was the first
opportunity the Owl of the Remove had
had of being undisturbed. He had tried
to get down to No. T Study before break-
fast, but the shower of guestions he haid
had to answer whilst he was dressing
gave him no chance, and the sheaf of
Ea;mrﬂ which he had extracted from the

urglar’s bundle of loot had remained
wnder his pillow until he was ready to
como down, '

“Those rotters who spoke to me ves-
terday must be awful crooks!” mur-
mured Bunter. “Faney them finding
that cad Loder’s study and pinching
theses ! My hat, won’t that cad Loder be
fuming over it!”  And Billy Bunter
resumed his attention on the closely-
written pages.

Suddenly there was a tap on the door,
and Billy Bunter hastily shuffied the
papers fogether, and crammed them
under the cushion seat of the armchair.
Wo sooner were they out of sight when
the handle of the door was furned, and
Mr. - Prout, the Fifth-Form master,
poked his head into the little study.

“Ah! Here you  -are, my ‘dean
Bunter !" ecried Mr. Prouif, advancing
info the room. R

The Owl of the Remove showed: signs
of confusion in his flushed face, and he
gave a nervous cough as he ran his hand
along the front of the chair, to satisfy
himself that no si of the incriminat-
ing papers were showing, He did net
rise from hi¥ chair; but Mr. Prout evi-
dently did not notice this little lapse in
Bunter's manners. . FHL X

He drew a chair up to the fat junior’'s
side, and gazed long and earnestly at the
Removite. c

“ Bunter,” he said at last, T feel that
I should make you an apology.” :

“ Wowhat, sir?”

“1 should like to #ssure you, my dear
boy, that what I did last night was what
%ltinught was right, and was my proper

ut .!‘l

"-},If- voil had hel
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to fetch the gun we should have nabbed
one of them at least.”

Mr. Prout pursed his lips and gave a
nervous cough, and then adjusfed his
pince-nez, and then pulled hig tie
straight, The Frith-Form master, for
once, was at a loss for words. Any boy
but Bunter would have appreciated the
spirit of the master’s words; but Bunfer
was notoriously thick-ekinned and rude.
Mr. Prout knew this, but he felt rather
flaored by the abruptness of the junior's
remark, i

“ Banter,” continued Mr. Prout, "I
do not think you guite underatand’ me.
Last night you aroused me out of a
deep sleep.  When I realised that we
were face to face with the [}rnspm‘.ts of o

e with des-
torate men T dare say 1 allowed myself
to. become mtrhllllg' excited. Ahem! Er
—as I have already said, what I did was
what I thought was right, and was my
proper duty, I—I should not like you
to think that I had failed you by not
Lacking you up at the critical moment.™

“1 didn't exactly think that, sir. I—
I—" »

“Well, well we will say
ahout it, my dear boy,” interrupted Mr.
Pront. I have come in to see how you
are at the headmaster’s expressed wish.”

“T think I'm all right, sir,” said
Bunter. “1 thought last night that I
had broken my spine and both of my
lega. They are very painful, sir.”

Mr. Prout rather fancied himself as a
professional medico, and he drew his
chair a bit nearer, and took Bunter’s
Ieft hand m his,

“*Keep quite stil, Bunter, my boy,”
said Mr. Prout, *“JI will just take your
pulse. Hallo, who 1s that1” .

The door opened, and twe juniors

1 rorae

dashed in, They gave a starl of surprise
as they saw ilr. Prout, with Billy
Bunter's hand in his,

“Ohl Sorry, sir!” gasped Harry
Wharton. “I—1I dida't know you were
in here.”

“ Veory well, Wharton.”

“I—I came in to see Bunter, sir
Quelch sent Cherry and 1 te find
Buntier. First class has started, and
Bunter ought to be there,”

Billy Bunter sank back into the arm-
chair and gave a deep groan

“Bunter iz unwell,” =aid Mr. Prout.
“ After his desperate struggle last night
I do not consider that that iz very sur-
prising, You may tell Mr. Quelch, with
my compliments, that I am in here with
Bunter, and as—as a man with a great
deal of medical experience 1 do not con-
sider that Bunter is in a fit and proper
condition to attend classes. At any rate
not this morning.”

“Thank vou, mr!” said Harry Whar-

Mr.

ton. *“I will give Mr. Quelch your
moessage,’’

“Go along, then!™

Harry W’.ﬁartnn and Bob Cherry tip-

toed out of the little study, and closed .

the door to very gently, The captain
of the Remove had his suspicions about
Bunter, He knew the fat junior was
an expert at the art of mahingering., In
fact, Rilly Bunier was i{he greatest
“lead-swinger ™ at Grevfriars, and as
he had shown no signs of mickness when
he dressed, and certainly no signs of a
had appetite at breakfast, it made Harry
Wharton and Bob Cherry very suspi-

ciows as they proceeded along the
Remove passage, _

As the two juniors left the study
Billy Bunter gave another groan. It

wias deeper than the first, and more pro-
longed, and Mr. Prout looked alarmed.

‘“Do you feel any serious pain inside
you, Bunter, my dear boy?!” he said
kindiy.

“0Oh, ves, sir I’" moaned H!:IHE-EI', ut-
ting his handkerchief up to his fat face.

“1 feel as though two of my ribs have
been fractured.”™” :

“But—but just now you said you
thought it was” your spine,”

“Yes, sir; it's the spine as well, you
gee,

#il ﬂh I!l .

“I've got shonting pains up my legs.”
i~ “Then I fail to unﬁcrﬂlfnnd the case,”
said Me. Prout, ‘' Your pulse is normal,
and your tolour is the sameo as uenal, and
I certainly do not think your tempera-
ture is above the normal, You are an
extraordinary youth, Bunter.”

The Owl of the Remove gave another
groan.

“1--T think that T shall he all right
soon,”” he grunted. “I think I should
like to go for a short stroll in the fresh
air.”

* But your legs, my boy!"”

“They're feeling a bit better now,
air,” sawd Billy Bunter. * Tt'e—it’s only
now and again that T get the shooting
paing.’"

“But how do you expect to walk with
an injured spinal column?” exclaimed
Mr. Prout. “It would bhe highly
dangerous to take any exercisa if vour
spine is mjured. I certainly could not
snction a  stroll, as yon suggest,
Buriter,” j

The Owl of the Remove sat ug in the
armechair and swayed his fat body back-
wards and forwards two or three timea,
When he stopped he turned his fat face
towards the Fifth-Form master.

“You see, sir, it's ever so much
better. I dare say, after a stvoll, it will
be quite all right. I'm—I'm always
better aiter a stroll, you know, sir.”

Mr, Prout ro=e from his chair,

Bunler 1”7 he said, after a pause. 1
ghould regard such a proceeding very
gserionsly. In fact, I should take wvery
SeVere MEeasures in ﬂuﬂiﬂhiﬂﬁ vou. After
your effort against the burglar last
night 1 should prefer to think that you
are not showing deceit now,”

“Oh, really, sir, I—"
“That is Enﬂugil, Bunter,” -said Mr.

?ﬁ#mmmmmm
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“1 trust you are not deceiving me,

Prout. “T am eorry 1 even suggested
it. . If you really think that a guiet stroll
will do you good, I will certainly give
ou permission,. 1 will go along to Mr.
atll‘h"h at once and explain your absence
to him.” . '

“Thank you, sirl”

“T will go at once, Buriter,” repeated

Mr. Prout, making for the door.
*“Meantime, you are at liberty to rest
here, which 1 strongly recommend; or,

if you choose, you may take a stroll in
the fresh air. A little freedom either
way may help you to forget the terrors
of the rught.™ '

The Fifth-Form master stamped dut
of the room, and as his footateps sonnded
nlong the corridor Billy Bunter gave a
browd grin on his fat face, In a flash he
had extracted the bundle of papers from
under the cushion, and for an individoal
with mjured legs and a damaged spine
he showed wonderful alacrity as he
rolled across the study and rammed the
papers amongst the rubbiah in the cup-
board under the study hook-case.

“TIl give old Prout a few minules
to get clear,” he muttered aloud, “and
then 1I'll go down to the village and find
Joe Banks. He's sure to be in his old
haunt. If I can get that rotter Loder's
I O U out of him by promising the
return of the g:_tpesm 1 shall be all right.
That’ll teach that bullying cad a lesson.”

-Billy Bunter gazed out of the window.

The sun was shining brilliantly, and a
etroll down to Friardale wowld be a

very pleasant way of spending the moru-

ing. The Owl of the Remove was noi
a keen scholar, and a morning off pleased
him immenseiy.

He could hear the confused murmur of
voices from crowded clasi-rooms, and
he pave a broad grin on his fat face as
he listened. :

“Well, it's safe enough new,”
hitile table, “T’ll make a move.”

The Owl of the Remove opened the
door and rolled out into the passage.
The long corridor was guite ‘:Eanertnd,.
and he hurried along and out into the
sunny quadrangle. émling, the porter,
was standing by the bike-shed, and he
stared after the fat junior as he strolled
out through the big iron gates at the
entrance. If Gosling bhad been oulside
is lodge he would have stopped
Bunter for being out of classes at this
hour of the morning, but it was a long

grunted, snatching up his cap from the-

way from the bicyele-shed, so Goshug -

took no action,

e w——

THE SIXTH CHAPTER,
Different Theories !

6 \WENTY POUNDS "

I Billy Bunter repeated the
remark for the twelfth time, as
he ran through the little slips

of paper m his fat hands. His visit io
Mr. Joe Banks had been an unqualified
success, He had found the rascally beok-

maker in the little parlour of his Licensed’

house, and Bunter had come to business
at once, .

Joa Banks was waorried.

He showed traces of it in every line of
his wicked face. The loss of the ers
had beén a constant nightmare to him.
It was worse because of the uncertainty
of their whereabouts. He had misse
them immediately after an angry mter-
view he had had with Gerald er, the
black-sheep prefect of Greyfnars School.

Joe Banks had been pressing
the twenty pounds he owed him. Debts
spread over many weeks of gambling, and
which had been temporarily fixed up by
T O U promissory notes, and the chmax
had been reached at that interview when
Banks had threatened to expeose the
Sixth-Former to his headmaster,

-
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~ ““Perhaps

you can answer a few questions, young
his hands into his trousers-pockets. **I don’t usually

fellow,”” sald the man, The Owl of the Remove gave a smirk as he placéd
talk to—to strangers in the street,’” he said.

{(See Chapter 1.}

fortunately for Joe Banks, he had been
cailed away for a minute or twe, and in
ihat time, brief a9 it was, Loder had dis-
appeared, and 2o had a precious sheaf of
pepers belonging to the raseally book-
maker.

It was a coincidenre that Loder and the
papers had disappeared at the sanre time ;
but i spite of that Joe Banks could not
ewoar that the Greviriars prefect had
talten them. 'The matter had worrvied Joe
almost to his wits’ end; and in despera-
tion he had called in two ehd-tmme
acquaintances of his, who had spent the
last five years in bhis Majesty’s prison,
Ted Chester and Peter Gaff had been
rommissioned to search Loder’s study in
the middle of the nighit, with what result
the reader knows. !

Then finally Joe Banks™ anviety had
been allaved at last. Bunter had arrived
and made the bargain. In exchange for
Loder’s 1 € U's and five pounds the boeok-

of

agais.

maker could have his precious papers
back. Joe Banks leapt aé the offer. ‘The
fivar would be paid over on receipt of
the papers. As a proof of good faith, the
10 U’s were surrendered there and then,
‘And ibus it was that the Owl of the
Remove raolled into Study No. T at the
end of the morning with Loder’s in-
eriminating I O U’s in his fat lktle hands.
‘“Pwénty pounds !’ repcated Dunter
“Fancy spending twenty pounds
on & lot of rottem racehorses! 1
Halle! There's the bell for diamiesal.
Those reiters will be along here now. T'll
shove all the papers together, and fix 'em
up later.”
“Billy Bunter relled acress to the cup-

' board under the book-case, and pushed

the neat little bundle of T O TFs on top
of Joe Banks’ papers. He elammed the

 door te, and pushed vp the catch. There

was no key te the cupboard. It had been
lost ever since Bunter could remember.

But that did not matter very mmuch,
because neither Peter nor Alonzo Todd
ever used the cupboard, and Bunter had
i never seen Tom Dutton,-the deaf jumor,
take a single article out of it. In fact,
the cupboard was so full of rubbich that
nobody teouchbed it. The dust on the
rnbbish was thick and anecient, and 1t
looked as though at least another dozen
years would roll by before anyone vein-
tured on spring-cleaning 1t out,

The Owl of the Remove looked hastily
round the study, and then harned away
downstairs, As a rule, all the juniors—
especially the Removites—rallied in the
guad when classes were disnnssed. Books
| were flung into the various studiee, and
the owners woull scamper down to the
gquadrungle withouk apy waste of time.

It was a gofgeous September-day, and
Bunter kuew that he would find most of
his Form-lellows ontside now.

Tug Masxer Lisrary.—No, 658.




* THE BEST 4" LIBRARY §®~ " THE BOYS' FRIEND™ 4" LIBRARY. "o

As he gained the passage leading to the
doer through which all had to pass, the
Owl of the Removo was swept along in
a flood of excited 'Friare. It was Wed-

neaday, and lessons were over for the |

day, so there was every reason for an
exuberance of spirits, i

“IIallo, hallo, hallo!”
Cherry, as he found himself wedged up
against Billy Bunter., *1lere's the
porpoise !’ '

“0h, really, Cherry, I—"

“Come along, Buuter ! laughed Bob.
“You're just the fellow we want. We'ra
#oing to reconstruct the crime.” :

* What crime 7" :

“Why, last night's crime, of course !”
snorted Bob Cherry. “ We had an argu-
ment in class this morning.. Old Quelchy
said he thinks we imagined a man at the
dormitory window,”

“That's awful rol! I saw him 1™

“I know that! 8o did Harry, and so
did Franky !"

“He tried to push the windew up,”
said Bunter, as the stream of juniors
gained the open air. Harry Wharton &
Co. and most of the Remove fellows
strolled across to the dormitory building,
and stared up at tho window where the
previous night's visitor had appeared,

“Waal,” said Fisher T. Fish, the
American junior, “T guess that guy must
have had wings to get up there !

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Johnny Bull went down on his hands
and knees, and inspected the hard ground’
for traces of ladder-marks, - There was a
slight depression under the window, and
the investigator pointed it oul to the
group standing around.

“There you are, Linley!" he said. *I
suggested that he had used a ladder. Of
course I'm right! Just look at the
mark '" _

Mark ILinley, the Lancashire junior,
bont down,

“ Where's the mark?"” he said. I

“Yon

don't see one.”
“What !"" cried Johnny Dull.
mean to say you can't see a mark here *"
Aund Bull pressed his finger on the spot,
“1 can see a mark on your finger—an
ink-mark 1™

“Ha, ha, ha 1 ~

Johnny Bull gave a snort of disgust.

“Well, T bet you any money yvou like
it's a ladder-mark. It’s the oniy way the
burglar could have got up to that
height !

f‘ﬂut we looked ont of the window a
minute after his shadow disappeared, and
wo didn't see n ladder,” zaid Haorry
Wharton. * Personally, I think he got
on to the roof somehow, and hung on by
the gutter, Then when he found he
couldn’t open the blessed window he
drew himself on to the roof again, and
hurried downstairs. He would just run
into Bunter then., If you asked me to
reconstiuct the crime that is how I should
put it.”

“How could he get downstairs if he
was on the roof, nss*" said Bolsover
major.

“Chmb  throngh
course, you idiot !
time upon time 7"

Bolsover major put on & thoughtiul
fruw;:, and nodded hia head in agree-
men

“Perhaps you're right,” he said.

“Well, what do you think he did
Inky ?” laughed Harry Wharton, turning
to the dusky Nabob of Bhanipur,
“You're generally full of nobby jdeas.”

' Hurree Jamset Ram Singh showed his
white teeth in a pleasant smile,

“If my worthy and ludiorous chum asks
me,” he eaid, in his weird and wonderful
English, “I would say suggestfully that
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the {rapdoor, of
Haven't we done it

cried Bob .

l.a man stood on the esteemed ground here

standfudly, and pushed a scarecrow up
stickfully.”
*“ITa, ha, ha!” roared the Removites.
“What on earth would be the good of

‘that, Inky, you duffer 1" exclaimed Bob

Cherry,

“Well my esteemed and idiolic
chumpa, 'it would a very good idea
wheezefully, because it kept our worthy
and  ludierous captain in the dormitory

with the wind upfully whilst the man’s

pals downstairs lifted the idiotic silver.”

“Well, I'm hanged !” gasped Frank
Nugent. “That’s.a jolly ingenious idea,
Inky, if you like I '

“I don’t think much of your detective
notions ! grunted Billy Bunter. * If you
ask me, you're all off ths map!”

“Just hark at the fat’ chump!” said
Bob ﬂh&rrf. “ Ot of the mouths of hogs
and porpoises shall we have words of
wisdom !

“Oh, really, Cherry, you know I'm
jolly good at detective work., It’s ounly
vour beastly jealousy if you exy I ain't
any good !

“Well, what's your idea of it, DBun-
ter?" said Harry Wharton.

“It's not an idea at all. I can show
vou exactly how the burglars got up to
the dormitory window."

“Can you tell us how he got down
again ?"

“Of course I can!”™ growled the fat
junior., “ Here, Nugent, old man, yoéu
and Mauly and Wharton and Linlevy and
Johnny just give be a bunk up!”

1] ‘"“':hat !"l!' .

“You see this tree,” epid Bunter, roll.
g acrosa to a tree standing about ten
yards away from the wall of the building.

“Just give me a bunk up to this
branch '™

Harry Wharton & Co. exchanged
glances,

And if Billy Bunter had not
been so short-sighted fla might have ob-
served the famons chums winking at one
another in a very knowing manner, Bob
Cherry and Frank Nugent leaned down
and caught hold of I%lmter'a fat lega.
Lord Mauleverer and Harry Wharton
stood with their hands under Bunter’s
fat arms, and half a dozen others of the
Removites stood by, ready to give an
extra heave when the time came.

“Steady, you fellows!” cried the Owl,

““That'a all right, Bunter! Say when
you're ready |"

“Well, raise me gently. T don't want
to fall, you know ! '

“We sha'n't let you go. Now, then,
all together! One—two—three!"”

On the word *Three!” the Removites
worked. Billy Bunter was hoisted up
into the air, and his fat body swayed dan-

‘gerously for a moment whilst he raised

his fat arms and groped about for the
overhanging branch of the tree.

“Ow! Where iait Oh crumbs! I'm
—— Oh! That's got it 1"

Bunter’s handa closed on the bark, and
the Removites scattered from beneath

him.

“Hi! Don't let go!" howled the
swinging Bunter. *“I ain't safe yet.
Ow 1" '

“IHa, ha, ha!”

The Owl of the Remove swayed to and
fro, and it looked as though he might fali
to the ground any moment. It was a long
way to drop. At least, it wae for Bunter,
because of his fourteen-odd stone in
avoirdupois. Billy Bunter didn’t faney
dropping all that distance. -

“Go ik porpoise!” langhed Bob
Cherry. " Show us how tha burglar got
up to tha dormy window !

“ Ha, ha, ha!" .
. “ﬂl‘r:i" You c,adg! I'_l'ﬂ fﬂ“inﬂ'! I—'*

“Ha, ha, ha!"”

| Dilly Bunter’s face was a ruddy lue
from the exertion of his suspension, and
his fat legs swung to and fro through the
air as the Removites stood around [faugh-
ing merrily,

“What did he do when he got that far,
porpoise !” asked Bob Cherry. * You've
only got a thirty-feet swing to do and
You'll land bang in the centre of the
window-sill.*

LT3 Gmnh !!‘l )

I guess I'll make the silly galoot
awing thirty feet!” shouted Fisher T.
Fish. “Ilere’s the very thing for the
guy 1"

The American junior held a strong
stick above his head, and the mnext
moment he leapt up and eaught Billy
Bunter a resounding thwack acroes the
seat of his trousers, There was a yelp of
rage and pain as the dust arose in a cloud.

“Ow! Gerooh! Stoppit!”

““Ha, ha, ha!"

Thwack, thwack, thwack!?

Fisher T. Fish wielded the stick un-
mercifully, and a howl went up from the
swinging Removite.

“Oh! Stoppit! Cerooh! Gerawary,
you beastly ead !" roared Bunter.

**Ila, ha, ha!"”

Thwack, thwack, thwack?

“Ooooer! Wow! Yahooh!”

Thwack, thwack, thwack !

“Brreerch! Oooooph! Wow!
out! Hi! I'm c-cecoming!”

With a last shriek—a long, piercing
shriek—Billy Bunter let go, and he
rushed throuch the air and met the hazd,
mm;tmgatlmtie ground with a bump.

Crash !

“*Ow!” wont Bunter,

‘“Ha, ha, ha!"

The Removiles fairly shrieked with
langhter as Bunter landed on his back.
The Owl gave a roar: but Bunter saldom
received any sympathy from the juniors,
and as his roars increased so the
Removites decreased. By one's and two's
they left the Owl to his fate, and in less
than twoe minutea Bunter was ai?nﬁ n
his misery, with no one to commiserate
with him. -

T.ook

el el il

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER,
A Surprise for Loder !

ODER, the prefect, was looking

I out of his study doorway. There

was a frown of ill-temper on

Loder's face as he glanced up and

down the passage. FEoder wanted a fag,

‘but he did not want to baw] “Fag! at

the top of his voice along the passage,

a3 was customary with the great men of
the Sixth when they required service.

Loder, prefect as he was, was the black
sheep of the Sixth, He fr uently re-
quired services of his fags that would
have got him into serious troubla wilh
the powers-to-be if the matter had
become known.

Some of the Sixth knew the kind of
fellow he was, and shrugged their
shoulders at it. But it was only in the
Upper Fourth and the Remove Form
that his character was really known in its
true light, for from the Lower Schoo!
Loder picked his fags, and in return for
their services frequently initiated them
into ks own iniquities. e

Loder gave a grunt of annoyance; but
the next moment his face lighted up, as
there was a step in_the passage, and a
Junior came along with a book under his
arm.

It was not very light in the corrider,
and the prefect shaded his eyes to ses
who it was. He gave a_start of surprise
as he recognised the junior.

“Bunter " he cried. *“Come heres,

tease! You are just the one I want!

} I was going to send_for you.”
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“ Oh, really, Lioder!” grunted Bunler,
as he came rolling vp. *1 was jusk
coming along to see yow.™

ik Eh?]]

“1—1 want to talk a little matter over
with you, Loder.”

“Come mto my study ! snapped Loder.
“ Vg, rather, come into what’s left af it
after those fiends have paid their visit.”

Toder led the way in, and Bunter
followed on his heels. The fat Removite
gave a gasp of surprise as he blinked
around the disorderly study. The bur-
glars had done their work well and truly.
The whole plare was upside down, and
papers and bhooks and ornamenta Littered
the whole place.

“G.good gracious!” gasped Bunier.
s“Haven't they inade a blessed miess of
the place!”

“The mad fiends!”

‘“ Aren’t you going

angrily.
tidied up, Loder?”

muttered Loder

to get the room

“Of cotirse 1 am, you fat idiot! But
all the rooma in this passage are alike, |

and the fags are keeping clear because
they don’t imcy' the joby of clearing up.”

“Oh, I see, Loder !

“Now, Bunter, I want you to do a
little job for me. 1 want you to run
down to Friardale. Tt won't take you
long, and Fll give you a bob to spend
upon yourself,™ :

The Ow!l of the Remove blinked
through ks enormous spectacles, and
could not help but seo tha tense and
anxious look on the prefect’s face, It
was plain even to Ranter that Loder was
worried. He showed it in his !gﬂ, an
‘i the nervous manmer in which he
fidgeted with his hands.

“ T*m very sorry, Loder, old man,”’
said Billy Bunter, “but I can’t go dawn
in Friardale. Where do you wanit me
thigal™ ' :

“To take @ message to Bainks—Joe
Banks.”

‘i The bookie, Leder?"”

_#V.yes; I believe he does interest him-

self in horse-raeing. 1
sort of joke Pve got up against him. I
only want gm to give him about half &
dozen werds, and you needn’t stay fto
argwe with him !

Wi ﬂh !.H :

“You see, these confounded burghars|

cleared ont all my papers, and they—
they took some betonging to Banks. I
m

was minding them. I'm sure you won'f
niind just running down to see him. It
wer'h take long, and I know a bob’s a
hob to you kids in these bard times,”’

“Put FPve hurt my leg,” said the fat
Removite. " About an hour ago those
yotters—Harry Wharton and the rest—
pished me up a free in the guad, and
fell almost from the top.”™

Loder frowned.

“Look here, you lazy young scoun-
drel, that sort of yarn won't wash with
me! I jolly well intend getting some-
body to go down to Friardale amd if
you don’t go I'll make you stay here and
clean up my room instead!”

+Oh, really, Loder, I'm jolly well not
going to do your beast wur[z for you,
and you had better be ecarefal what you
eav to me, tool”

“ Whatt"

The indignant Sixth-Former glared
furiously at the fat Removrte.

«¥ say you had better be careful what
vou say to me, P'm not here to stan

¥k

a.n:.rlnﬂnsense from you, Loder!
id LF3 : 3

“ Bveryone knows what a rotten ead
you are. In fact, you're the worst
bounder in Greyfriars.
iake it from me that Pm not going to
stund any of your rot mow!”

But—bui this is &

)

But you ean |
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Loder could hardly believe his ears. He
stood and glared at Bunter as thou h

But Billy Bunter was not in the mood
to be very strongly impressed” by  the
| Gixth-Former's glare. He just stood
calmly in front of him, and blinked
through hiz enormous spectacles.

“Y,0ok here, Bunter, you beastly,
crawling, fat idiot!” exclaimed Loder
hoarsely.
this burgling affair to stand
thing from yom!

this. sort of
Unless you decide at

Banks T shall give you the hiding of your
lifet Now: then, what is it to be?”

“ Neither ! replied the Owl of the
Remove thickly., “If you dare to touch
me 1 shall take those I O U’s of yours
P to the Head!”

Gerald Loder staggered back against
the littered table.
“ What's that?’* he gasped.

“¥ ghall take the I © U’s that you
gave that rotter Banks and show them
' to Ir. Locke!” growled Bill? Bunter

firmly. “1 can tell you plainly, Loder,
old man, I'm not going to stand any
tommy-rot from you in future!”

“Those 1 O st gasped Loder.
“What in the blazes da you know about
my I O U's to Banks? Answer me, you
fat raseal!” '

“J know = -jolly lot,” replied Bunter.
“ And not only that, but Banks has given
them to me. I particularly wanted to
have them, Leoder, old man. I-1I
thought you would like to buy them back
from me. If you den’t, I know the Head
collects stamps and things, and 1 dare say

vou're talking in riddles. What do fcm
know about any of my 10 Ua? I-I
 don’t mind admitting to a fellow like you,
| Bunter, that I—I have written a few
'] O U's from time to time. It’s rather
 convenient en oceasions, you know.”
|« Especially if it's for & sum of twenty
pounds, Loder ¥’ ;
“You—you know that T have given
that scoundrel Banks 1 O U’s for twenty
| peunds?”’
" Billy Bunter gave & fat
“Of course 1 do, Loder,

¥irn.

' he replied.

handed them over to mei”
“ (tpod heavens! Is that true?”
“(Oh, really, Leder, you don’t think

T should tell fibs to you? That's just Itke

you rotters in the Sixth, you never want

' to beliave a chap.”

Loder pushed himself away from the

 table, and he drew himself up to

movite, * 5

“Iook here, Bunter }”” he said thickly.
“ Tt seems to me that you are under the
 impression that yeu have got some sort
 of a stranglehold over me. I don’t mind
admitting to you, ine spite of the fact
that I'm a pre?ent and you're a—a fag m
the Lower School, that 'm more anxious
than you can think of. When those con-
 founded burglars broke into the school
last. night ﬁ)ey got away with some
papers I had. 'Yhose papers were saving
 mo from being ruined here, and now that
they' ve gone everything is up as far as
 T'm concerned ™ - ' .
| +#Qh, really, Loder, I—"

*“8hut up, ]ﬂﬂu fat toad! I owe Banks

| twenty pounds, and the scoundr
| pressing me for all he's worth. But so
 Jonig as 1 held those papers I had Banks
checkmated for ever and anon.” -

“ Buk don't I keep on telling you that
Tve got the I O a?" shouted Bunter.
' “"Banks gave 'em to me this merding.”

L

he could have slain him with his look. |

“T'm not in the mood after|

once to take this message down to Joe !

he would buy them frem me."”

I.oder bit his hps hard

“Look here, Bunter!” he said
anxiously. “As far as I'm concerned |

“Didn't T tell you that Joe Banks has |

hig full |
1! height, and towered over the fat Re-

13 |
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“Yon mean that?”

“Of course he did!” replied Bunter,
“And I know all about your rotten
papers, Lader. I've got those as well.”

“*What?” R !
- Loder’s voice rose almest to a stream
as he s=tood trembling in every ° louly
before the fat form of Billy Bunter. The
Owl of the Remove could hardly believe
his EEBH a8 he saw how down-and out
was the usually bullying prefect. Sk

“I've got them,” repeated DBunter,
“and P've got the I O U', too. I can
tell you I properly pnt the wind np that
rotter Banks this morning.. He is going
to in—e me five pounds when I take him .
back his rotten old papers.  Jolly lucky
for me that the burglars didn’t gpef-away
with their lot. I found the papers i
the bag, all ready to be taken.® '

“ Five pounds!” gasped Loder. “De
you mean to say that he's only going 7o
offer you five pounds for the papers!
Why, they're worth every sou the scoun-
drel's got! I you’ll give 'em to me T'll -
bleed the scoundrel white before he has
‘em baek ! Where are they? Bring them
here! Il give you the five pounds. It's
 every halfpenny I've got in the world,
and T was going to give it to Banks fo
keep him quiet for a-time. I'm hanged
if he shall gh! Ha, ha,

ve it now, thou
ha! I should say not!”

And Loder of the Sixth gave a hoarse
chuckle at the idea of it.

“Will—will you really give me the
 money, Loder?” said Bunter, *Homnest
Tnjun 1" :

“(3ive it to you, you fat idiot!”
Loder. “1 should think I
- beastly little bloodsucker "

“ Oh, really, Loder—"

% Fatch them here, Bunter!” inter-
rupted the Sixth-Former. “I1f you've got
the papers and the—the slips of paper
that T signed I'll give vou the money.
CGo on, Bunter; get them and the money
is yours!”

“There won't be any hanky-pavky,
Loder!”

“Retch them, Bunter.”

. #“Well, give me the money in advance
in good faith, and all that sori of thing.
Clome along, Loder. That's only fair,
' you know.”

“ PBring them here, you fat young
rotter "

“But will you play the game, Loder?
You know W{:lt- a cad a.ruq & bully you
are as ¢ rule. After all, yon might go
for mé as soon as I bring the papers
Fap.” ;

L “J—T won't, Bunter. Go along! 1
want them.” i ' )

“You'll pay me the five pouands for
the 1 O U's?® ' A,
- “Nel Il pay gﬂu the fivey for"the

pers and the T O U's.™ ° . -

“QOh, but you said first of all you'd
give mo five pounds for the 1 0O Us
alope. That rotter Banks has promised
to give me five pounds for the papers.
Surely your rotten 1 @ U's are worlh
something? If they aren’t, 1 su
I' may as well hand them to the
Perhaps he'll like to have them."

“Qhesh 1” hissed Loder.” “Nol 20
lond, you blackmaihng young rotter |
Somebody might hear ™ b

“Oh, really, Loder, I—
| “ghut up V" roared the

“Go and fetch them. T'H
pounds for the T O U’s.”

Billy Bunter gave a satisfied sort of
grin as he rnlleg across te the door.
| “Thats & bet, FLoder!” - he said,

blinking round at the-prefect throu
his big es. “*Five pouunds for the
_'IGU".-‘F._’ AL ol _

.. Tue Macser Linzaky,.—No. EEE

2t

gasped
will, you

—_—

i

ead.

-

give you five
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“That's right.”

“Thera's five of them, value twenty
pounds.”

“Well, hurry, Bunter!” pleaded the
Sixth-Former. *1 am anxious abwout
them. Tt will be a tremendous weight
off my mind.” :

“Right-ho, Loder., old man!™ said
Billy Bunter. *1'l be back in a jiffv 1"

———————

.+ THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Peter Todd Sets Things Alight !

e ODD! Dutton!” '
l Thump !
‘“ Peter, old chap!”

Bang !

“Toddy, old man !
low!”

Bang, bang!

Billy Bunter was standing outside the
door of SBtudy Neo. 7 in the Hemove-
Form passage, knocking and calling. He
had been knocking and calling for five
ruinutes, but reply had been vouch-
pafed from wﬁ?ﬁ:‘h Yot he knew per-
fectly well that Peter Todd was there,

Todd, old {fel-

for when he had first tried the door |

the Owl of tha Remove had heard Peter
Todd talking to his cousin Alonzo Teodd
and Tom Dnitton, the deaf junior. And
now he could hear an occasional move-
ment on the part of the occupants of
-the estudy. Billy Bunter's study-mates
wera there, but they seemed to be

pfflicted with an unaccountable denfness.
“Toddy !

Bang!

“Toddy, you rotier!"

Crash !

“Algnzo! Peler! Dutlon, you ass!™

Thump, thump, thump!

“The rotters can hear me!” exclaimed
Mily Bunter wrathfully.  * They must
kvow that I'm here.”

Johuny DBull of the Remove came
nlong at that moment, and he stood by,
with a grin on his face, as he watched
Billy Bunter thumping on the door.

*My hat " grinned Bull, “If Toddy
Aopan’'t hear that he must be shockingly
deat! Never mind, Bunler! Knock a
little londer !

“I'll kick the blessed door down if
- he doesun’t open it !"”

““ Hallo, hallo. hallo!™ eried Bob

fherry, coming on the scene with Harry
Wharton and Hurree Bingh, “ What’s the
trouble now, porpoise? More burglars,
or just a little exercise? You'll bring
old Quelchky or one of the prefecits on
the scene if you make foo much of
that row!" :
. “Hang old Quelchy!"” pgrowled Billy
Yunter. ¥ I'm gomg into my own stody,
I can tell you! I want to fetch some-
thing for Loder. Do yon think I'm going
{o stay out here whilsl those three rotlers
are inside 7"

Thump, thump, thump!

Biity Ii%untﬂ-r resutned his attack on
the panels again. . Beveral other fellows
heard the row, and they came along to
“gee what was up.

“1 say, dear boy, can't you pgel in,
begad 7" asked Lord Manleverer, as he
arrived. ** What’s the maller, begad 7™
* *“The-door's locked.”

“Weld, knock, my dear f[ollow)’
the schoolboy earl.

“I've been knocking, vou
Mauly!" prowled Billy Bunter,
won't let me in!”

Bang--bang—bang !

Thump—thump—thump ! ;

Billy Bunter was getting thoroughly
exasperated. He was beginning to have
fears for the smfoly of his precious
documents, and his state of fesling at
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said

idiot,
“They

being dented admitlance was making him
furious. But the door was locked, and
no notice was token from within of the
clamour.

The interest in the scene by the Juniors
i1 the passage was growing.

Thump! Bang! Crash! Billy Bunter
brought his boot into play, and, though
he could net kick through the sohid oak
panels of the door, he made them creak
and groan.

*“Here, I say, draw it mild, Bunter!"
said Bob Cherry. *“ You'll have a master
or clse a beastly prefect on the scene in
a minute "

“I don’t care! T'm going in!"

“It's a hit thick of 'Boddy,” satd
Harry Wharton. * After all, he shares
the study with Bunter, and he ought
not to lock himself in like that without
answering o knock."”

H Hmidgss,. there's Alonzo and Dutton
1y there as well "' langhed Johuny Ball.

“Oh, they're evidently in the game.”
said Harey Wharton. 1 don't quite see
why Bunter should be kept out in the

passage.”
“I'm jolly well not going fo be,
eilther,!” cried Bunter, with emphasis.

Bang, bang, bang!

Crash—crash !

“You'll have Quelchy here. as sure
as & gun!” said Bob Cherry. “ Hallo!
What a beastly smell of burning "

A whilf of smoke ecurled upwards from

i the crack under the door of Btudy No. 7.

and a streng smell of burning pervaded
the passage.

The Removites sniffed through their
nostrils, and looked puzzled.

“What on earth are they up to?" said
Harry Wharton, trying the handle of the
door.

“It's locked !” grunted Rilly Bunter,
“Look out! I'm poing to kick the
boeastly panel in !"

“Don't be a howling dummy!” said
Havry Wharton. *“What's the use of
doinig that? You'll only have to brass
up the cash for the damage.”

“Well, the cads shouldn't lock me out!
I ain’t done any harm to them 1"

“Stand aside for a second,” said Harry
Wharton. “IMl try them.”

The captain of the Remove Form
fapped at the door.

“Open the door, Toddy!
Wharton.”

“It's me, too!"” shouted Billy Bunter.

There was a sound of the key turning
in the lock. The door of Btudy No. 7
was opened, and Peter Todd’s cheerful
counlenance came o view.

Peter Todd was looking vory business-
like. He was in his shirt-sleeves, and

It 13 I—

his face was running with perspiration,

A clond of smoke curled out iuto the
passage as the Removites gazed in sur-
prise af the aight.

Harry Wharton stared at Todd. »

“Hallo! What's the game, Toddy?
Are you decorating the study "

“ Not quite that !"" laughed Peter Todd
pleasanily. * The place haa been in such
an awful mess for ages we've decided to
clean it ut a bit to give uz more room.
We're making a bonfire of the stuff we
don’t want."

“Oh, is that all it 57" exclaimed
Harry Wharton. *“Then why in the

dickens didn’t yon let Bunter in? 1It's
his stndy-as well, isn't it ?" .
“I know!" cried Peter Todd. * And

a great pity it is, too! He makes thae
place into a regular pig-sty with his
idiotic litter. Half the stuff we've
cremated has been Bunterngs rubbish.”

Billy Bunter gave a grow! as he
pushed open the door and rolled n.
Alonzo Todd was tearing np papers by
the ream, and as he tore it up he cast
the rubbish on to the blazing fire which

was burning with a roar up the small
chimney. Tem Dutlon, the deaf junior,
waa just-staggering away from the beok-
case with the last load of dusty documenis
waiting for destruction.

“Why in the dickens didn’t vyou
answer my call, Todd " growled Bunter.
“I've been out there for ages.” :

“Never mind that, you fat toad!”

“DBut T do mind - '

“Well, we didn't want your fat car-
case in the way while we were spring-
cleaning. Now the place is a bit clean
we can sce where we are. Any way,
what's the hurry? Iungry1™

Billy Bunter’s eyes brightened up, and
he blinked round-the little room greedily.

“'Well, considering I haven's had any-
thing to eat for over two hours, I should
think I am® hungry. I could just do
with a snack. Here, look out, Dutton,
you ass!" : :

Tom Dution, the deaf junior, knocked-
into the Owl of the Remove with ihe
loaded basket he was carrying, and Billy
Bunter nta%gﬂred back.

“Borry, Bunter!” cried Dutton. -“T
wish you would “look where you are
going, though 1

The Owl of the Remove gave a grunt
of annoyance as the deaf junior threw
the contents of the basket on (o tho
Llazing fire W the grate, and Alonza
Toadd stirred the pile up with the poker,
and there was a roar as the flames licked
their way up the chimney.

“Mind you don't set the giddy schonl
on fire!” laughed Peter Todd. * Thosa
old papera and things don't half blaze.”

‘It 1s quite all right, my dear Peter,”
replied Alonzo Todd, who appeared 1o bea
in charge of the cremation department.
“1 think that’s the lot out of the cun-
board, isn’t it, Dutton?"

Tom Dutton turned his head.

“What's that 1" he said. =l
- *That's the lot, isu't it ?" repested
Alonzo.

Duiton was very deaf, and it was a
difficnlt matter to make the jimior under-
stand at times. He looked surprised jist
now,

“Why i3 il rot!” he said. :

“1 didn't say anything about rot!"
shouted Alonzo Todd. “I asked you
whether that was the lot.”

There was a chuckle from the juniors
standing at the doorway as the deaf
Removite gave a snort.

“1f you say I'm talking rot, there will
be trouble !” he shouted.

““Have you emptied the cupboard®"”
roared Alonzo.

“So I'm a regular old Mother Hub-
bard, am I, vou rotter?”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You idiots can langh!" said Peter
Todd. * But how would you like to have
a deaf chump like that in your study?
He's so blessed deaf there's about six
fights a day here just because he
imagined sométhing’s been gaid that
hasn't.”

“Look here, Todd!"” shouted Dumnter
suddenly. * What have you been up to?
Have yvou been clearing that cupboard
under the bookcase?"

“OF conrse we have, fathead!™
#“B-but—"  Billy Bunter looked
frantically round the study, and then
from the cupboard to the fire. * But
have you—have you been burning it *"

“That's the iden,'" said ~Peter
Elansantlf. “ Now you're here, you ean
alp us to fAnish the good work., We'll

slanghter Dutton and put him on the

Are.”
The deaf junior and Alonzo Todd were

still shouting hard at one another, when

Bunter sprang across the room and Aung

(ﬂﬂnﬂnqaﬂ on page 20.)
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INTRODUCTION.

Varcus, an upright, honest gladiator,
;o hosen to wrestle with Nabis, a famous
" reck champion of Nero's court.

The contest takes place at a huge feast

in Nerco's palace,

~ Among the slaves waitling at table is
“one Bunice, a young and beautiful
" Briton, who is loved by Marcus. Eunice
inenrs Mero's displeasure, and he turns
angrily to the soldiers about hin

“'P'ake this careless chit and give her
three hundred lashes!” he thunders.
“ Nt one Jess—you nnderstand !

“Have mercy, sire ! the girl pleads.

Marcus hears the dreadful commaml,
and rushes to the room where the punisgh-
meni is being carried out. He flings
himself upon the brutal soldiers, and
fights a grim hand-to-hand contest. The
“odds against him look like telling when
there comes a startled interruption,

“ Hold ¥ a terrible voice cries,

Waro stands before them, and for a
moment the young gladiator’s life hangs
by a thread.

‘Then the great despot {ells Marcus that
he will forgive hlm and allow him to
anarry Eunice if he s successful in eatch-
ng a pirate called Strongbow, the Rover
—a man who has waylaid a large number
of Nero’s shipe at sea. Marcus sels off
with a company of splendid men, and is
instrumental in ambushing Stronghow’s
Heet, and capturing the outlaw. At the
conclusion of the fight. Btrongbow
declares that Marcus i3 his long-lost son;
but although the boy does not quite be-
lieve him he allows him his parcle. A
party is formed to search the istand for
Strongbow's treasurve.  Mareus and his
mien are in a large cave when they dis-
cover an old man bound to the rocks.
To the consternation of Marcus, he {ind=
that he has at last discovered his father,
and that Strongbow has deceived him.
Meantine, whilst the landing-pariy are
awny, Stronghow contrives (o escipo
ashore, and, finding Marcus and his nwen
in the cave, he rolls a gigantic rock
againsl the mouth,

Aurcus and Leo escape fron: the cave,

and whilst returning to the Cougueror
for help are again cauptured by Strong-
‘bow. The two gladiators are taken
abourd the rover ship, and are sentenced
to walk the plank. . Marcens, bound and
blinil-folded, is first, and he disappears
into the sea. .

(Ncie reaid on. )

The Tables Turned.

& the blue-green waters clozed over
Marcus, there happened on the

ship a surprising thing.

; Leo had coutinued:to strain
and wrench at the cords binding his
wrists, and, even ss_the plauk had over-
balanced, carrying Marcus with 1t over
the vessel's sde, Leo felt the bonds
slacken. _

He was a strong youngster. His train-
ing as u gladiator hud made his mmscles
as hard as steel and given him an ox-like
strength. He put forth all the eifort that
was in him, strained again at the cords,
and burst them with a snap.

Mis arms flew out, and the two pirates, |

who had been standing on cither side of
him, suddenly and snexpectedly sat on
the deck, hurled there by cach recelving a
stinging and simultancous back-handed
blow in the face,

Like an arrow released from a bow,
Leo leapt towards the bulwarks, and, as
Jtrongbow tried to stop hum, Leo gri}lme:'l
Lim about the waist, swung him igh
above his head, and hurled him bodily
over the vessel’s side.

With a mighty splash, the rover chief
struck the water and disappeared; and
on the deck of the ship Leo was fighting
Lke a demon to go after and rescue Ins
friend.

To give the piral> sailors their due,
nona of them were lacking in pluck, and
man afler nian Hung himself at the
gladiator as he got his hack against the
bulwarks and laid about him with a
heavy club he had snatched from the
hand of the first man he had felled.

Whilst it lasted it was a terrible com.
bat. Leo, thinking of tho fate that harl
been assigned to his chum, was ™ sceing
red,” and not a man vecoived a blow
from him without being stretched,
stunned and Uleeding, an the deck.

Thud!

T.eo abruptly hurled the club into the
face of tha nearest pirate, and, ere the
wmn could fall, had him in Ins arms.

By the seruff of his neck and his leg,
Leo whirled him aloft, much as he had
done with Strongbow, and now he threw
him lengthwise ut the others, bringing
Jown at least halfi a dozen of i%lEt]'l
1 a confused and huddled heap, and
momentarily leaving himself unmenaced.

In a Aash he had turned, had leapt to
the bulwarks of the vessel, and taken a
swift, clean dive into the sca,

Just before he stinek the water he
glimpsed’ Strongbow striking out 1o re-
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ﬁnin he vessel. and, as hie came up after
is header, he saw Marcus rise to the
surface and sink again.

With s speedy overarm stroke for
which he had been noted in SWImMINE
contests in Rome, Leo propelled himself
towards the spot where his chum had
vanished. ;

e reached it and dived, searching
blindly at first with his hands, then with
his eves ag well, as they became accus-
tonied to his greenish surroundings.

ile saw the bound and helpless form
of his chum before him, struck out, and
geized it in his arms, Kicking out
vigorously with his Jege, he shot to thies
surface, his strong oarm supporting
Marous so that his head was above the
water. DBut, as he whipped_away the
bandage from Marcus' eyes,. Leo found
that they were closed, and his comrade

- UNCOLNECHOUE,

Already some dozen men had leapt
from the pirate vessel, and were mow
swimming towards Leo and his helpless
burden, their knives gripped between
their teeoth,

Leo’s jaw set harshly, and he struck
out away from them  He kuew, Jiow-
ever, that they must surely overtake
him. Ho could mat hope to swim as fast
as they, hampered as he was with the
absolute dead weight of his friend.

Yet he meant to give them a run for
it; and he mlmmles‘ using his ona free
arm and legs with all his strength, and
fairly shooting through the water. Duk
aurely, if slowly, they gaimed upon him,
until he could hear the sharp breathing
of the foremost man—a villainous-looking
half-caste,

Leo slowed down suddenly, and with all
his strengih kicked ont at the man. Tlie
suddenness of the move took the pirate
completely off his guard, and he had no
} ime to avoid the gladiator's lunging
oot,

Ii eaught him fairly and squarely in
tha face, driving his knife between his
teeth and badly cutting his lips. ¥or a
moment he sank, and by the time he had
recovered himself sufficiently fo rise
again Leo was awny once more, and had
gained many yards. Others had passed
the half-caste, however, and weve threat-
ening to overhaul and surround the
plucky lad. :

Ho felt that the position was hopeless.
Stronghow, doubtless mad with rage at
his ducking, had probably ordered his
men to kill them: both without further

TaE MAe¥ET LiBRARY.-—No. 028
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I Nearer, ever nearer, the Conqueror sailed, A perfect fusiliade u} missiles descended upon her row. Strongbow knew that he -

had reached the end of his tether, and meant to fight o the last man ! (See page 18.)

delay, judging by the weapons they car-
ried, Once let them come up with him,
and the doom of both him and his
senseless chuni would be sealed.

He put forth every ounce of sirength
to keep them at a distance; but the odds
in their favour told, and four of the mur-
derous swimmers had soon drawn within
a fow feet of him, 'y

Again he kicked ant at the ncarest
marn, and again his fodt got home in the
fellow’s sparling face. Then, as lLeo
struck out aguain, feeling that the end
was at hand, he heard loud hails from
the ship, and wendered what they could
moean.

Swiftly he turned his head and shot a
glarwe over his shoulder as he swam, and
e could have cried out in surprise at
what he gaw.

The pirates no longer pursued him,
One and all had swung about and were
swimnnng like madmen back towards
their ship.

For o moment Leo trod water and
slared after them, hardly able to believe
liia eyes. Then, as he looked the ather
way, the sudden abandoning - of their
chage was explained. :

To his joy, he saw the gigantic Con-

gtieror sailing round the islind and |

making tlowards him at her topmost
speed, ler sails bellving and evéry pair

n hoarse cheer, though only the retreat-
ing pirates heard; and, anxious to get
IMarcns oul of the water at the earliest
posaible moment, he turned and struck
out to meet the great ship,

The Conqueror was fast, as vessels
went in those iimes, considering her

THE MaGXET Lisrary.—No, 658.

@l haste t5 return to the Congueror and
résene yvon, though, hy Castor,. it would

How fares Marcus?”
of her oars swiftly at work., He htterod |
‘making with-all speed after the pirate
ship. After a swift glance towards it,

bulk, and it was not long era she was
nearing the swimming gladiator and his
burden. As she swept abreast of him a
small boat splashed into the water, her
rowers stilled their cars, and her speed
was slackened.

Four burly sailors tumbled into the
smaller eraft and rowed swiftly o meet
the swimmer. In another few seconds
strong, friendly hands were lifting the
unconseious Marens aboard, whilst Leo
rested for a moment, clinging to the
boat's sule.

A moment later he was given a hand
in, and the boat was rowed back to the
Conqueror.

" Wae sighted you from the hills on the
island,” one of the officers of the vesesl
explained, when Marcene had been lifted

aboard and Leo had followed. ** We had
come ashore to scek to recapture the
cattiff, Strongbow, who broke his parole

and saddenly leapt overboard and swam
to the island. We saw the other pirate
ship, and you and Marcus being forced
inta the boat to be rowed to it. We made

ki

seem that we were only just in time!"”
Leo gripped his hand. = |
“The main thing 1s. that you were in
time, Tacon,” he said. * But sfand aside,

The vessel wus again on her way,

Léo ‘moved to where -Marcus lay on the
deck, tended by anilors, who were ad-
minigtering the equivalent of artificial
respiration, : 2

The young gladiator, whosa*hands, of

1

course, had beon freed, loocked very

white, and showed ne signs yet of re-
COVEring consciousness, Inguiries Leo
made, however, swept away his anxisty.
Marcus, the satlors declared, was pet
danger now, though a few more
seconds beneath the water would hayo
made all the difference, and cost him his
life. 1t was only a matter of time.

He would regain his senses presently,
aud soon shake off the effecis of his
slibinersion,

As Leo iurned away, and beckoned to
the officer, Tacon, his thoughts had gone
to vengeance,

“We've got to eapture that veasel 1™
he said through his teeth, pointing
across the sea to the flying pirate craft.
* Btrongbow 13 aboard it, and unless we
take him back to our mission has
failed.”

The officer shaded his eves, and stared
for a moment at the fugitive. !

“We are gaining on her slowly,” he
said, with conviction; *'and they cannot
keep up that pace for long, O Leo. Re-
member that they canpot change thei¥
oarsinen as often s can we, and tireéd
men do not row fast. What hast beconre
of the men who went with yon to thé
island? Ave they, perchance, aboard,
and the prsoners of Strongbow?™
~ ““Nay, nay! They are on the isand,
mmprisoned, as were Marcus and 1,70 a
cave there,” Leo answered, F

And quickly he told the officer every-
thing--how Mareus had found his father
npon the islund, how Strongbow had sent
the boulder crashing into the mouth of
the cavern, and how he-and Marcus had
escaped, only to fall in with the fuggher
batch of pirates and- be ecaptured by
them, - e
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¥ As soon as we Lave land youder tub

by the heels—i[ ships have heels—we
must return to the island amd rescue
them, Tacowu,” he concluded. * Already

they will tihink our
strange.’”

The officer nodded, turmed away, and
issued a sharp, cvisp order. The men at
the oars responded to it with a will, for
it had commanded the utmoest speed.
They bent their backs to their task, and
pudled with all the power of their arms.

In twenity minutes g fresh order
brought eyery available man, who was
not either rowing or guarding the cap-
tured pirales, to the centre of the deck,
Another command sent them to relieve
the oarsmen, and, in turn, they rested.

Leo stood i the bows, and his eyes
werer riveled upon the retreating vessel
ncross the sun-caressed sea,  Presently
ihe pladiator twmed away with a smile
of prim satisfaction. Yes, the Con-
tyeror was ganung right enough, if only
slowly, :

" The miéster is comning back to life,” a
razlor announced, stepping forward and
addressing him; and, with a nod, Leo
hastened to where his friend lay on the
unck,

He fouud Muarcus’ eyes wide open, and
#5 he Knelt - beside him the young
gladiator  stretched forth his  hand
weakly and clasped that of his chum,

*I have heard how you saved me,” he
said simply. “1 owe you my life, Leo.
I canst searce find words to thank you
properly, but-—-" -

“ But nothing, Marcus'” Leo scoffed,
“1 did only what you wouldst do for me
in similar circumstances. By Bacchus!
But I thought it was all over with us
both; and if 1 needed thanks, I should
find them—and reward, too—in seeing
you alive, and in being alive my un-
worthy self ! What wouldst you do?™"

**1 want to get to the bows to wateh
the chase after Strongbow, my friend,”
Mareus answered, making a plucky effort
o got upon his feet, and succeeding,
with the aid of two of the sailoys who
had been restoring him.  *“If means
much to me to see him captured,”

*You would be better 11 your sleeping
(uarters,” Leo protested doubtfully.

* Nay, I could not lay there and know
not what was happening on deck, and
how the chase waus faring,” Marcus re-
turned,  * 1 shall come not to harm.
The sun is so hot that alveady my clothes
are dry—or almost so; and if you will
brimg me a draught of wine, I shall be
my old self again. As I do not indulge
m it as a general thing, it will bave good
effect, and put new lite into my veina.”

Lieo saw that he was not to be turned
from his purpose, and, signing {o the
sailors to assist his friend to a place in
the bows of the vessel, he himself went
off i search of the wine Marcus had re-
yuested, :

When he returmed with a gourd of it,
he. found that the sailors had fashioned a
seiat for Marcus out of a eoil of rope and
some rugs, He waz seated upon it, his
argis on the ship’s side, aud his goze
u:pml the rover lJt}RL. ,

““We are beginning to gain upon her
fast, Leo!” he said, his voice unsteady
v.jth excitement ; and he was right.

The ireshness of the men who had
relieved the others at ithe Conqueror’'s
vars had told, and the gap beiween the
two vessels had been sensibly lessened,

Marcus drank the wine, and a touch
of colour hegan to steal into his cheeks,
Leo regarded him a trifle anxiously, not
liking the unnatural brightiness of his
eyes, He again urged him to rest, but
Marcus only shook his head. e meant

notn-appearanee
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to see the chase and recapiure of Rtrong-
bow through before he sought his sleep-
g quariers,

Face to Face With Strongbow !
HE pursuit went on ihrough the
blazing afternocon. About every

twenty minutes the oarsmen were

changed, one lot of sailors sitting

by and resting, whilst. (he others pulled
for all they were worth,

Nearer and nearer crept the Congueror

to the pirate craft, until at last they

were within hailing distance,

L.eo made a trumpet of his hands.

“Hold!” he shouted. **Stop, or we
will sink you!"

No notice was taken by the fugitive,
and Marcus turned towards Tacon, his
face stern and detertnined.

“ Ram her!" he ordered tersely,

The officer gave a gesture of  assent,
and, swingivg round ou his heels, ad-
dressed the men at the oars, urging them
to make a last strenuous effort.

He issued other comumands that caused
the sailors who had been standing by to
gather up swords, javeling, bows and
arrows and slings, and the vessel to be
put full at the flecing rover,

A formidable shower of
arrows rattled upon the Conqueror's
deck us she forged her way ever neaver,
Three of the sailors were struck, but not
wjured seriously; and, like a grim mes-
senger of vengeance, the migﬁty vesse]
sailed on in pursuoit,
~ I'rom a matter of tweniy yards ihe dis-
tance between the {wo ships was
decreased to a dozen, Marcus and Leo,
peering over the bows, could see that the
rowers on the pirate craft were straining
every muscle to make sufficient speed io
elude them, but it was all to no purpose.
They might just as well have attempted
to race the wind, :

Nearer, ever nearer, the Conqueror
sailed. A perfect fusillade of missiles
descended upon her now, and one of her
men fell, never to rise again, and two
more were sent, groaning, to the deck,
arrows quivering in their bodies. Strong-
bow knew that he had reached the end
of his tether, and meant to fight to the
last man, the lasi drop of I:}I::rmi

Six yards, now only a few feet,
separated pursuer and pursued, and
Marcus gave an order for the pirate to be
given a taste of her own medicine. The
men respouded with a will, and arrow
after arrow, stone after stone, was rained
upon her, felling her nondescript crew
left and right., DBut worse was to come,

Cries of alarm came Trom the smaller
vessel, s the Congueror came inexor-
ably on, ronning f:_ﬁl tilt at her,

. Strongbow, who was in the centre of
the deck, a sword in his hand, frantically
screamed orders, and, too late, the shi
was swung round to attempt to rua{:
away at a tangent and avoid the impend-
ini collision,

“rash !

For a moment the gigantic bows of the
(‘onqueror had towered over her, then
had caught her a rending, broadside blow

stones and

that smashed in her timbers like the shell

of an egg.
Panic reigned upon her. Completely
losing their_heads, men rushed insanely

this way and that; others fought to lower

the boats she carried; still more fought
with each other to reach the side, and
take the slender chauce of escape held
out by swimming. :

Already her bows were dipping under
water, and the part of her deck that
remained above it was practically flush
with the sea. It was g scene of terror,
chaos, pandemoninm |

“Keesp your eyes eom Strongbow,”

s

‘gladiator

Three-halfpence, 17

Mureus said coolly, his hand resting upon
Leo’s arm, *“The others can go, 1f the
cill escape drowning. We will pie
those up who prefer to be taken prisoner,
but it’s Stroughow who is important. He
must be taken at all costs, Ah, see! Ho
15 going to dive!" -

“"Leavo him to me!” Leo rapped,
making to clinb the vessel’s side.

“Have a care! He's a knife helween
hia teeth !"* Marcus shouted, as his friend
raised his arms ahove his head prepara-
tory to diving,

But if Leg E&ard he paid no heed.

But, thei, he was as near to fearless a9
a man can hope to be, and the fact ihat
an adversary was ormed was not likely
to trouble him muach.

He had seen Stronghbow leap into the
waler, and strike away from his doomed
ship. Whether the pirate contemplated
attempting the long swim back to the
island, or knew of other land that he in-
tended making for, it was hard to say.
Eertainty he was desperate. He could
expect no mercy or consideration from
Marcus or Leo now, after his two
atterupts upon their lives, and to be
taken to Rome meant death.

As Leo came ‘up after his dive, and
shook the water from his eyes, he saw
Strongbow swimming swiftly some yards
ahead of him and away to the right. The
gladiator started after him, and as he
looked over his shoulder and saw him,
the rover chieftain redoubled his efforts,
and swam with the speed of a lively seal.

What followed was really a pretty con-
test, though it did not last long. Leo
turned upon his side, and swam with the
great, sweeping overarm stroke that waa
s0 essentially his, and in the matter of
half a minute he was so near to Strong-
bow that a few more strokes would enable
hin to throw his arms about him.

The pirate suddenly turned, snatched
his knife from beiween his teeth, and
waited for the gladiator, treading water.
There was murder in the rover’s eyes,
and Leo watched him keenly and warily
a9, pausing, he, too, irod water.

Strongbow abruptly made as if to turn
and swim off once more. Then, as Leo
followed, Strongbow ﬁtuiped and made a
savage lunge at his breast with his
weapoir, But Leo could also be cunning
and show strategy, and as the knife
swept down towards him he dived with
the speed of lightning.

Stronghow felt his ankle seized in the
gladiator's powerful hand, and he was
dragged beneath the surface. Then,
before ke quite knew what was happen-
ing, Leo had whirled him beneath him,
and was gripping him about the body.

Locked together, the two men rose
through the waters, but only the head of
Leo was clear of the surface. Strongbow
was held under water, and as his knife-
arm was pinned tightly to his side by
Leao’s grip, he was as helpless as a child.

Probably the pirate thought that the
gladiator intended to drown him, but it
wag only sufficienily long for him to
become dazed and enfeebled that Leo
kept him under the waves. As soon as
struggles weakened the gladiator
allowed him to rise, and whilst he held
the pirate’s head clear of the sea with .
one hand, he snatched the knife from his
well-nigh nerveless fingors with the other.

Choking and gasping to regain his
breath, Strongbow atiempted to fling him
off. Before he knew where he was Leo
had him over on his back ‘and his neck
held firmly in the crook of his arm. The

Eimﬁa}f had turned on his back,
and now, kicking out with his legs and
uging his one free arm, he propelled him-
self and his captive in triumph to the
Clongueror, : '
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He had scarcely reached if, s&seen
Strongbow hauled aboard and made
sccure with both handeuffs and leg-irons,
and followed himself, than the wrecked
pirate ship foundered.

Her stern vose high in ihe air, and,
with a terrible snddenness, she went
plunging  down into the fathomless
depths, leaving innumerable bubbles to
mnark the spot where she had been. and
those of her ralble crew, who had not
already left her or been dragged down
with her, struggling in the water.,

Men from the Congueror had already
At off in boats in anticipation of the
vessel sinking. They began to pick up
those of the pirates who did not elect to
throw theinselves upon the mercy of the
geh and swim awav.

Aud on the huge vesszel from Rome
Strongbow was bewg bound securely to
one of the masts.  He was not to be
allowed a chance to escape for the second
kiine,

* ™ " ] - M ™

The time had passed rpickly  for
Marcus, and the long voyage back to
Rome was almost at its end. Antinm
would be in sight within an hour, and
bis mission almost ended.

He was smiling happily as he lisiened
to the merry chaff and chatter of Leo,
who stood with him in the Conqueror's
bows, for it seemed that the best of gaod
fortune was his, and to him the future
looked bright and smiling.

Strongbow and the majority of his men
had been captured, as well as six of his
ships, which, each with o number of
prisoners on board, sailed now in ihe
Congneror's wake,

It was a trinmphal relurn, and his
reward was to be Bunice. He sould pie-
ture the joy and love in her eyes as she
learned he had succeaded, ard he held
ber in his arms,

Just for 2 moment a frown hovered
upon his brow.

He was thinking of his father who,
together with the six sailors, had, of
course, been hauled out of the cavern on
the island as soon as a body of men from
the Congueror could reach the hill with
ropes,

Marcus had left the old man in
Alexandriaz. There had been just time to
veturn there and arrange for him to be
vared for in the city before setting out
on the long voyage back to Rome.

It had huort Marcus deeply to have to
part from him so soon after finding him
and knowing him for his father ; but it
wonld have been madness to take him to
Rome until some assarance was received
from Nero that he would be left un.
molested.

True, it had been before Nero's reign
as emperor that Anthony of Antinm's
league for the suppression of slavery had
been broken up, Marcus’ mother niue-
rdored, and the lad himself, then a baby,
kidnapped and left on a poor man's door-
step, pﬁ:t Anthony's name would still be
rememberad as a political offender, and
S0 great a despot was Nero that he conld
nat be relied upon to pardon him, in apile
of the great service Marcus and his men
had rendered the eppMnunity.

Yot surely, thought Marens, he could
prevail upon Nero to look mercifully upon
his father's case; whilst, after all, if he
could not, as Eunica would be freed and
his wife and he himself released from fhe
sehool of gladiators, they might join his
father in Afriea.

Poor lad! I enly he had been given
- the power to leok inte the future. fo

realise to the full the hlack treachery

and crnelty of which Nero could be
capable, there would have been no
happy smile on his lips as now. _

It was just after tEe fall of dackness
that the lights of Antinm appeared ahead
of theun. The sailors raised a cheer that
must have carried to the shore.

“Our voyage is ended, Leo!” Marcus
eried, clapping him upon the shoulder,
“In a day or two you shall dance at my
wedding !

“I wish you all happiness, you and
your bride, old friend ' Lee said « uietly,
suddenly serious. I wonder i}, per-
chance, Nero is still here in Antium? It
was hinted that his stay wonld be a long
one, :

“Suppose we go ashore and make in-
quiries?’  Dlarens  suggested, as  the
vessels nenred the harbour and cast their
anchors. “T shall be expected to report
to him at the earliest peossible moment.”

Leo nodded his agreement, and accord-
mgly they gave orders for a boat to be
lowered and rowed themselves ashore.
They had seavce set foot on land, how-
ever, when they became awarve that the
town was in the grip of some wild excite-
ment. People stood about iu little knots,
whispering together, others stared at the
sky i the divection of Rome, and more
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than once Leo and Marcus caught the
words “ the fire. "

Mareus stepped up to an old fGzsherman
and tonched his arm.

* Tell me, what is wrong 7™ he asked.

For a moment the old man stared at
him in apparent amazement; then, as he
studied his clothes, he gave an cxclama-
tion of understanding.

“Ah, you have just come off the sea,
master,” he said, “or yon would know
that Rome is blazing, and that the city
runs red with blood and is in the throes
of revolution !

Marcus recled back as if he had re-
ceived a heavy blow between the eyes,

“What part of the city 13 burning ?
Knowest you that?” he asked hoarsely,
kis face deathly" white beneath its tan.

“"Tig said that the outbreak is so
serions that all of Rome must becomo
charred ashes, master,” the fisherinan
I't_'I:IrliEd. 4 ’

Marcus gripped his shoulders, and in
his anxiety and excitement gently shook
him to and fro as he rapped:

“The Palatine, and Nero’s palace?
What of that?" .
~ “News has just reached here that the
fire spreads in that direction, master.
Perchance, you have friends there?” the
old fellow asked sympathetically,

Marcus stageered awafy from him, his
hand gripping upon his friend’s arm in a
manmner that bruised cven his tough flesh,

Mareus” brain was reeling, e felt
sick and faint with anxiety and dreaa.

Order Next Week’s “GEM” NOW!

Rome on fire—so badly ablaze that the
entire city was threatened with annihila-
tion! Why, il meant something too ter-
rible to imagine! If the nows were really
not exaggerated, it was a blaze of a mag-
nitude the like of which had never been
dreamed of before !

Mareus could picture it only as an in-
ferno out of which no living thing could
escape. And Funice was virtually a
prisoner in Cwmesar’s palace in the Pala-
ting, which might even now have been
drawn wto the all-consuming maw of the
Hames.

“You heard, Leo—you heard®” hae
almost moaned. “I must go to her—go
to try and save her, though I fear she
may be already dead ™

“Yes, go-—go now—at once!” Leo
urged, his band upon his shoulder. I
uiﬁ return to the ship and see that all
remains well there until you come back.”

Marcus was choking. He dared not
trust himself to speak as he sought his
friend’s hand and gave it a quick, warm
clasp—perhaps the last he would ever give
it, Leo thought gravely. He felt that
Marcus would scorn risks when he
reached the blazing city, and probably
sacrifice his own life in an attcmi;t to
reach the spot where the girl he loved
wag last known to be, But it was useless
to try to turn him from his purpose—»
quite useless.

Marcus went rushing away through the
gloom. Nero had supplied him with
ample funds when he commenced his
voyage, and he had an abundance of
money left in his possession. He shouted
for a horse, and when a man who hired
them out understood that he was bound
for Rome and hesttated about letting him
have one of his animals, Marcus literall+
threw money at him until ho brought out =
the fastest horse he had and gave him &
leg-up on to its back. =

Then, it was away through the town,
past the ghostly-laoking cypresses and the
white wvillas, on inte Laurentum. and
thence into Ardea. At Aricium, half-way
to Rome, he found Lis herse go tired that
he purchased outright another, and
pressed on, at last reaching the steep hill
beyond Arieium’s white walls,

He plied his whip and urged his horse
up the incline at its greatest speed, know-
ing that when he reached the summit L
would be able to gee Rome itself.

At the tgp of the hill the wind Sung
the odour of smoke into his face, and as
be reined in his steed and gazed ahead
and downwards, a terrifying sight greeted
him-—so0 terrifying that he eaught in hia
breath and stifled a groan of despair.

For miles around the lower ground was
enveloped in a pall of black, choking
smoke, ~which blofted out towns,
aqueducts, trees, and villas, d lay
one huge, lurid glare, a veritable sea of
fire, that lit up the sky with a blinding
rachance, ; : e e

It was a seeno ab once grand, awe-
inspiring, terrible, and masked the posi-
tion of doomed Rome—Ronve, where the
girl he loved better than life itself had
been held in bondage Nera. = ..

Marcus spurred on his horse, though his
brain was numbed with dread and he
reeled in the saddle, o

“ Had she escaped from the palace and
reached a place of safety ™ he asked him.-
self. “Or had she fallen a victim to the
blood-red horror that had fallen upon the
once-magnificent eity?”

(This magnificent story will be con-
trnued in next weel’s issue of the
MacxEr. Order now.} _ 7
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1. P.-ce. Short had heard that Terrible 2, ':lhi}ﬂﬂ works of art uttmLLmi t-he eve 3 l: was a simple matter to get Terri-
Toenails, the outlaw, was in the village, of T. T., the outlaw, and so he strolled ble T. when he gof Inside. In two two's
so he made a bold bid at capturing in for a little mental recreation, P..c. he was behind the bars, and then P.-e.
him by placing a few cinema bills over Short getting himself up, meanwhile, as Short showed him his helmet. Clever
the police-stalion. a cinema doorman. feliow, Bhort! ;

JUST THE SORT HE REALLY WANTED.

I0FFICE "LL?-
=

ICINEMA
THEATRS

2|

KHUCKE
ouT
IWANTE

1. “No, you won't do! Clear off 1 2. “Well, if we won't do,”" they 3. Then ‘that surly old manager saw
growled the cinema manager to Billie warbled, as they Fbrn-unh*d to <how the about fifty stars and as many comets by

34 ls who had aoplied for the Mmanager their strength, “we may as Hu time those lads had finished with him,
an IR PRS;TROOL MR BTN well show you what a good thing you are “What sort, =ir, of a chucker-out, sir,
vacant position advertised. missing.” do you want, sir?"” zaid Billie.
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papers away .in a dirty old cupboard,”

round. " ¢ 0 | T
How much longer ate you going to keep
e wailing 7-

. g ' L

- - R T . pT R, SRS i

F3

LODER’S

r— e meie

EFL & = o™ e ey '

open the cupboard door. He gave a roar
of anger as he notbd the empiy shelves,
' “Todd, you rotter! " Tadd, vou raving
idiot " he shouted. *“ Have von burnt
all the stuff that was in here®"”

rax

" Yes, ass!

; Hverything 7" howled Dunter. * All
the papers®”

i That's the idea 1"

4 You've saved nothing*”

“I hope not, you fat chump! When 1

spring-clean 1 do it properly. What was
the wood of keeping the rvotten stuffy
1t's been sthere for vears, and there was
aboul an theh of dust on it. It was only
old papers and impots and magazines.”
“It wasn't! Tt wasn't!"  shricked
Bunter.  “I shoved some important |
papers in ihere this morning 1"
“Ob, my giddy aunt!” {rxrlairnﬂdk
Peter Todd. * You weee an ass! IHave
we burnt the lot, Alonro®™
“Yes, we've finished now,"” replied
Alonzo. 1 wish you would take Dhatton
away. - He won't let the subject drop
when once he misunderstands one.”
There was a roar of anguish - from
Bunter as he heard the fata}f reply.
“Oh, you idiots! Oh, vou chumps!
Oh, you mad rotters!” hLe roared.
" Bunter sounds upset ! laughed Dob
Cherry. “What a lively home to live
in Ir:l: )
““Ha, ha, ha!” L
“You've burnt my papers! Oh, you
beastly cads!” ok T 1
Y Well, you shouldn’t shove important

said Peter Todd. “IHow in the dickens
hid "you expect us to go through every-
thing? ‘There”ain’t time when you're
spring-cleaning for that sort of thing !"

“'Ha, ha ha 1> Ly

Y Hallo, hallo! Cave, you fellows!
cried ‘Bob Chetry. “ Here .comes that
cad Loder ! - Lidoks as though he's an the
war-path, too!” . = s
“T'he Removites in the passage made
waly. as Loder 'the prefect came. striding
yp. There was an angry frown on his
%l!."t':_ a8 he pushed his way inta Stody
T S ey
. & Bunter here?” he eried, looking
**Ah, here you are, Bunter!

|

T*F

I told you to come back at
cnce. Where are those papers?”

** Burot!” ‘roared Bunter.~ * Burnt fo
a blessed cinder !” .

P What?® . e G,
hese idiots have had

4
" o &

a clear out,

‘. ' AContinued from Pag: 14.)

i " - . = P b ]
| him - furionsl v

i Sod L]
iy 3 . -
- ik r
i
-

“-I'jl teach T'_'il'f.lfl'l].'h'.l talk
like that te a prefect '™

i

fire.” . - : -

An enormous sigh of reliof
fl‘mﬁ'“lh-“_ Sixth. Farmer. 2

“le-is it true®™ he wisped, T

“Yea, it's quité e 2, Loder,”™ said
Peter Todd. " I'm very soirv; but how
was | to know that Buuter shoved some
important papers nto the blessed cup-
board #

There was a groan from Bunter,

Y Of course, it wasn't vour fault ™ said
Loder. *“Are vou quite. sure thev're
burnt " % :

P’eter Todd pointed to the Dlazing mass
of charred paper in the grate,

“Look at it " he sand,

Loder felt -abivost like dancing round
the table as hercalised what it all ek,
Somewhere 1 that blazing heap were his
wretched 1 O U's.  Joe Banks inerimi-
nating papers didn’t affect the matter
now. ~ The one bad counterbalanced the
other. e was snfe.

U Well,  perhaps—pechaps it doesn’i
matter,” he said. * Dunter was looking
after the papers for me. and—and 1 don't
nund so longe as they are burnt,™

“Dut T do!” roared. Bunter,
about my fiver from —from-——from
. Lhe "fat Removite ‘siddenly stapped,
and Harry Wharton-& Co, looked at him
in surprise: . -

“"Hallo! It looks as though the por-
poise has been up to some tricks.” said
Harry Wharton.  “Buyrely the papers
couldn’t have been waorth' five pounds [

“You'd better keep that. mouth of
yours closed, Bunter !™ snapped Loder,
turning oo™ his- heels. " “When you've
cooled down a bit you can come and
see me.” | UG, -

“Here," cried Bunter,
off to. Loder, you cad?
get I want a Bver from yvou ‘as wel.
You promised. it to me, vou kiow.™

Loder’s-face was a study. :

He turned round and faced Bunier as
though he eould kill the Mat Removite
on the spot, - .. - :

“Give me my five pounds, Toder!"
howled Banter.” *1 got vour blessed
I O U’s, and you'll jolly well give me
the five pounds! Tt doesn't make any
difference even if they have been burnt !

“You young hound!” shouted Loder.
“Do _you dave to suggest that I have
been writing out 1 O 17"s?" 2

“Well, have vou ever—"" . .

" ¥You'll bring a false accusation against
me, will you?" eried the angry prefect,

and 'the_r shoved m*flfctiuing on to thht.:

went upy

i "n‘h'il_mt

—

" where are vou
Duon't you for-

] f_*_%ml he boxed Bunier's cars right a Efd
etl. : *

The fat junior squirmed and stengeled
and yelled TS e i :

“Btoppit! Ow?! Don't be a cad! I
don't accuse you ! : g

“Then what ‘are you talking about "
demanded Loder, still thumping.

l—T don't know [ o T--T—1-"

Thump, thump, thump! .

“IHere, hold on!” exclaimed Ilarry
Wharton, coming forward. | * Thai's
enough. of that, Toder!” o

Loder stared at him, b :

“Do you dare to interfers , with a
pefect, you young hound " =9

“Yes, I do, when he's actine like a
hooligan I”" retorted - Whartor. ~ “ I tell
¥ou yon sha'n’t handle a member of the
Remove like that! Hands off 1"

“Hands off ™ shouted Nugent ard
Bob Cherry. :

Loder hesitated. The Remavites wern
rendy to spring at him, and his grasp
upon the Owl released. - Billy Bunter
took advantage of it, and tore himself
away, and promptly dodged round the
tabile. v '

“ I-=I think he’s had enough ! panted
Loder. “He won't bring pccusations
against me again in a huvrey ! "

And the prefect sirode from the stud ¥

Loder made his way up to his untidy
study, and threw himself into an arm-
chair, Now that his anxiety was over,
the reaction set in. He felt the .strain
of the last few .days.  Bumter's cruel
threats had distracted the Sixth-Former
almost  to desperation; and even when
the crooked youth had Reld the vipper -
hand by the passassion _of the atolen

papers he felt howed dowh by worry and
anxiety. e o
Now that it was all ever  he -fal
ready to drop.. -/ - : b
For some minutes he sat there, with
his hands pressed up to iz thrabking
teniples, and then he got up and serivwled
a hasty note to/Banks. In a few words
he told him of the ;;llﬂsl';nmtinﬂ' of his

=

papers and  of the s ips  he huﬁ"_aulr-'.
réndered  to Bunter, and wheii “it was
written Lader felt better, - Whether.the

lesson he had learned would berighis him
it was hard to say: bul he brightened up,
and Harry - Wharton ™ & =88, - of- - the
Rémove were Jeft:“alowe . in peace for
several days.which was something to_be

‘thanlkiul f"ﬂr ML e i T ekl
Ti wis a queer thing that thé Remaye
should be allowed-to-sharesa - boo from
“Loder’s Luck!” -+ . - Ton 12
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C Anather grand story of “Hearry-W hars
ton &= Co. will appear. in_next week's

seizing. Bunter by the hair and shaking |
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