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g READ ABOUT LORD BEATTY'S FLAGSHIP —BELOW!
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VERY boy, of course, knows H.M.S.
Queen Elizabeth by name, though
he may not have had the Inek to
have seen that splendid fighting ship.

-S0 worldwide is her fame, however, that large
numbers of people have come from all parts of
the British Empire, from America and from
the Continent, to have a look over the " Q1.
as the Navy call her—apon the oceasions
when she has been ™ open to vizitors.” It may
be a long time ere such an opportunity recurs,
for the Queen Hlizabeth has now gone on
foreizn servico.

At the end of September she joined the
British Mediterrancan Fleet as flagship of the
admiral commanding-in-chief. This transfer
gives the Queen Elizabeth the unigue distine-
tion of having been, in unbroken snccession,
gsenior ship of the three most important sea-
ooing commands in our Navy, namely, the
Grand Fleet, the Atlantic Fleet, and the
Mediterranean Fleet, which latter has now been
reatored to its old prestige as our most powerful
naval unit. .

Quite apart from this unprecedented record,
the Queen Elizabeth is assured of a permanent
place in 04 annals as one of the most historic
veasels that has flown the white ensign., She
ia named after the Queen Elizabeth who sat
on the throne of IEngland when the Great
Armada was defeated, and in whose spacious
days lived such famous seamen as Drake,
Hawkins, and Raleigh. There have been other
* Elizabeths " in the British Navy. One bore
the euriouns name of “ Elizabeth Jonas,”™ this
being bestowed upon her by Queen
Bess herself to eommemorate  her
having been *szaved like Jonas from
the fury of the sea.” Not that
any whale ever had the temerity
to try to swallow the strong-minded

By JACKSTAFF
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lizabeth Tudor, Dut ihat royal lady was full
of quaint coneceits, and this strange ship name
was one of thent.

H.M.5. Queen Elizabeth was laid down in
Portzmouth Dockvard in 1912 a8 the first of an
improved type of fast battleship for our Navy.
Being the first battleship to carry 13-inch guns
and to use oil fael only, her construction
initiated a new era in warship design,  Actually
she i3 a mixture of battleship and eéruizer.
Beeause of her great hitting power, the late
Lord Fisher secretly sent the Queen Elizabeth,
as soon as she was completed, to help in the
attack on the Dardanclles. Greatly fto the
surprise and consternation of the enemy, she
turned up suddenly aft the Dardanelles in
February, 1915, and for three months remained
there, pulverising the forts with her big guns,
As each of these threw a ton-weight shell that
cost L1000 to fire, the destruetion they wronght
may bo casily imagined,

Fearing that the Queen Elizabeth would he
mined or torpedoed, Lord Fisher withdrew her
from Gallipeli and sent her to the Grand Fleet.
There she remained until the end of the war,
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but did no forther flghting as shie had the bacd
luck to be unable to take part in the Battle of
Jutland, She first came into public promin-
ence when Admiral Sir David Beatty (now
Lord Beatty) chose her to be his flagship, and
it was in her foreeabin that he dictated to the
Gzerman admiral, one night in - Oetober, 1915,
terms for the surrender of the German Navy,
This historie event is commemorated by o
fablet in the cabin where it took place, and
would give the Queen Elizabeth a permanent
name in history if she had no other claim to such
remembrance, But she has the additional
one of having led the Fleet which received the
surremulered German Navy into custody in the
Firth of Forth. After the Grand Fleet dis-
perzed, the Queen Elizabeth, as senior flagship
of the Atlantic Fleet, became a great public
attraction at varions naval assemblies in home
waters, and at some of these the King hoisted,
his standard in her as Head of the Navy—an
unusual occurrence.  Now, as already stated,
she has gome to * show the flag™ in the
Moediterranean,

Althongh her appearance snggests the grim,
hard-hitting warrior, the Queen Elizabeth is a

vessel of beautiful lines, eye-pleasing to look at.
she displaces (that is, weighs) 27,000 tons, is
G600 feet in lengih, and has 75,000 horse-power
engines which give her a speed of abount 28 miles
an hour.  In her are mounted eight 15-inch and
twelve 6-inch guns, and she also

has four tubes from which 21-inch
3 torpedocs ecan be fired under tho
waterline, Like all hattleships, the
Queen Elizabeth is strongly protected
by steel armour, and it wonld cost
ab least £5,000,000. to build a ship
like her at the present day,
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WONDERFUL FREE PLATE.

WOTULD remind all my loyal chums that
there is another-gorgeous photogravure
plate given® away FREE with next
Monday's  bumper issue  of  the

“Magnet.,” This time a light cruiser is
shown—H.ALS. Hawkins. This famous
warship is named after Sir John Hawkins,
the intrepid ‘“sea dog * who sailed the seas
in the days of good Queen Bess, This coming
presentation plate is n perfect specimen of
mmiern photography. 1t measures nine and
half inches acroszs by zix and a half inches
deep. From that you can see the possi-
bilities - of {raming  this  wonderful art
plate and showing it to advantage on the
wall of your den. Nemember this wonder-
ful zerics of Free plates depicts twelve of
the absolute latest types of warships at
present in commission in the RN, The
complete set will make ns fine a collection
of pictures as it is possible to have. And
they cost you nothing! It would be =a
rare pity to loze sueh a splendid opportunity
ag this, and it iz therefore advisable to
place a recular arder for the “Magnet ' at
once. That these beantiful art pietures are
Tre Macxer Linnary.—No. 874,

immensely popular and much sought affer
poes without saying, for every British boy
wiud  girl is interested in the Roval Navy
and its fieet of - steel wallz” Look out

for
H.M.S. HAWKINS

next Monday, and mind yon are
right end of the quene when you call
the newsagents, "Nuff said!
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““ THE VANISHED VENTRILOQUIST !I"
By Frank Richards.

That is the title of next week's magnificent
new long, ceomplete story of Harry Wharton
& Co.,, of Greyfriars. Billy Bunter's ven-
triloquism has landed him in trouble once
again. Expulzion or, worse still in the fat
Owl's  opinion, a flogging, awaits Lim.
Hunter shows a deecided preference for the
former, He would much zooner hbe
“sacked ™ than flogged any day of the
week, D, Locke, however, thinks a Hogging
will meet the ease, IBilly Bunter is in-
formed to this effect and it leaves him
terrilied, Everything iz staged for the
flogeing : Gosling is in Big Hall waiting to
“ hwoist ** the eulprit, Mr. Quelch the Remove-
master iz  there, the whale school s
assemhbled,  Finally the Head arrives. He
gives the word to (osling to take up the
victim. But, amazing as it seems, there is
no vietim!  Bunter has wisely decided to

absents himsell fram  this  ovdeal. I =ay
wisely, for the onteome shows Bunter
setting his own way »fter zll. Make no

mistake about it, boys, this story is a real

treat, showing. Mr. Richards bang up to
form, Don't miss it!
“THE TRIALS OF STORRYDENE

VvViLLA !
By Walter Edwards.

This popular author has already kicked
two splendid goals in the first two stories
of his powerful footer series. No. 3 shows
him still as fit as a fiddle. Nugent Beasley
Ailen is n erafty sort of worm even though
he i3 the son of a baronet, and will stop
at mothing to achieve his ends. The first
part of his plot against young Peter Voyee
sees  him  winning  all hands  down, but
“ Hefty  Hebble & Co. have to be reckoned
with. They come inte the pizinre in fine
style, amd the curtain shows Nugent Beasley
Ailen bowled out and

“ KICKED ouT!"

—e

" GEOQRAPHY!Y

That =eems a pretty dry subject for the
Merald statt to write about, doesn’t it?
But you will be pleazantly surprised when
you come to read the fnished effort. The
Herald's merry band of econtributors ean
extract fun and launghter from the dryest
of anbjecta—even geography. How they do
it beats me, 1 must confess. [ picked up
their MSS. prepared to reject it with a
heavy Editorial frown—what did “ Magnet **
remders want with Geography: they have

(Continved on nase 28.)
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BUNTER ASKS FOR IT'!

there's any trouble it's a hundred to one on Bunter being mixed up in if.
generous enough to think that the trouble should be equally
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Bunter is Wanted !

UNTER!"
“T'm not here!”

“What ?"
“I—I mean—"
“You're  wanted,”  said  Harry
Wharton.

The captain of the Remove was look-
ing in at the doorway of Study No. T.
Billy Bunter was in that study, and as
the door opened Bunter dodged round
the corner of the bookcase, apparently
with the idea of taking cover and keep-
ing out of sight.

But a very large bookease would have
heen required to conceal a youth with a
circumference like Bunter's. Peter
Todd'zs bookease in Study No. 7 was not
nearly extensive enough. Quite a lot
of Bunter remained on view,

“What's this game, you fat duffer?”
asked Wharton.  “You're wanted,
Walker of the Sixth——"

“T1 know," grunted Bunter. “Toddy's
told me, and Squiff's told me. and young
Tubb's told me, and Bob Cherry’s told
me. No need for you to come and tell
me as well.”

Wharton stared at him,

“Well, vou'd better go,” he said.
“Walker's a prefect, and he won't wanl
ty be kept waiting.”

“Blow Walker!”

“Well, I've told you,” said Harry ; and
he turned away.

“1 sav, hold on. old chap!” exclaimed
Bunter. “1I say, I don't want to go to
Walker's study. I don’t want a licking.”

“Perhaps it 1sn't a licking.”

Bunter snorted.

“What else would it he? T suppose
Walker of the Sixth isn't asking me to
tea, is he?”

“Not likely,” said Harry, laughing.
“But he didn't look very bad-tempered.
1 think he's goi a visitor in his study, too,
and even Walker doesn't lick fags belore
visitors,”

“Blow him, and blow his visitor! T'm
not chancing it. Look here, old chap,
vou go and tell Walker that I'm out of
gates.”

*What

“1'll do as much for vou some day,”
said Bunter.

“T dare say vou would,” assented the
captain of the Remove, *‘ Telling whop-
pers is more in your line than mine.”

“ Ohr, really, Wharton Ar

“What have you been up to?”
demanded HMarry., * Why are vou afraud
to zo to Walker's study?”

“T'm not exactly afraid,” said Bunter.
“Tn fact, I'm not afraid of anything, as
you know jolly well. You've known me
long enough to know that I'm as brave
as a lion.”

£ Dh, my hat ™

“But I don't want a licking. Very
likely Walker noticed that some of the
tarts were gone. Mind, I didn't take
any. I never went into his study this
afternoon at all. But fellows are sus-
picious, and he might think I'd had
them, though I was careful to close up
the bag again—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Blessed if I see anything to cackle at!
Look here, old chap, go and {ell him I'm
having tea with the Head.”

“ Better go—""

“T'n not going!”
“YWalker's a beast!
fellow's word if

howled Bunter.,

He wouldn't take a
I told him I knew
nothing about the tarts. If he got them
in for his visitor he would be waxy
about it; he's just the sort of mean cad
to count them, and see that some were
missing, Mot that I had anything to
do with it, of course. I say, Harry, old
fellow. suppose vou go to Walker——"

“What’s the good of my gomng. fat-
head, when he's asking after you?” de-
manded Harry.

“Well, you could own up.’

“Own up to what?”

“ About the tarts, you know.”

“ Phe—the tarts!” stuttered Wharton.

“Yes, Own up thait vou had them. It

¥

—if you owned up, in a frank and manly

wav. he might let you off.”

“But I never had them!" roared
'ﬁ'_i_aartnn.
“What difference does that make?”

saidl Bunter peevishly, “ Walker doesn't
know whether you had them or not, does
he*"”

“S0 T'm to zo and tell Walker lies. in

T =
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Ij there's any grub knocking around William George Bunler is usually on the spot. If

And wohen the Owl is in trouble he is

divided amongst his schoolfellows —Dul not the gruhf

A Magnificent New

Long Complete Story

of Harry Wharton & Co.
of Greyliriars.

By FRANK RICHARDS

order to baz your licking for wou
exclaimed the captain of the Remove.

“Well, after all I've done for you——-"

There was a heavy step in the Remove
pessage [rom the direction of the stairs.
Wharton glanced round, and sighted
James Waﬁ{er, of the Greyfriars Sixth,
in the distance, Walker of the Sixth was

evidently coming along to DBunter’s
study in search of Bunter. As the moun-
tain would mnot come to Mahomet,

Mahomet was coming to the mountain,
“Here he comes!” said Harry,
“Walker ?" gasped Bunter.

[ 11 1"‘}3.7!

“0Oh dear! Tell him T'm not here.
Tell him I'm ill. Say I've been called
home suddenly by a fatal telegram—I
mean a telegram about a fatal illness,”
gasped  Bunter.  “Say—say it's  my
father's funeral to-day, and I had to go.
See "

“(Oh, my hat!™

Bunter dived under the study table.

e vanished from sight just as Walker
of the Sixth reached the doorway.

The prefect frowned at Wharton,

“ Didn’t vou tell Bunter ?” he asked.

“Hem! Yes”

“Well, he hasn't come to my sbudy.
Do yvou know where the fat young 1diwot
i2 %" demanded the Sixth-I'ormer.

“I—I saw him a-—a short time ago,”
stammered Wharton,

It was really rather difficult to answer
Walker without revealing that William
(eorge Bunter was close at hand.

“The voung ass!" growled Walker.
“T've rold half a dozen different fags to
find him and send him to my study. My
nnele’s waiting,  Where the thump has
he got to? Look here, Wharton, lind
the voung idiot, and find him quick. 1
want him”

.L]._]___il

“Don't vou know where he's got to?”

“1—1 think I ecould fnd him,” stam-
mered Harrey.

“ Buck np. then, My uncle can't waat

all day for the voung chump. I've tokd
hint about Bunter's ventriloguism. and
he's curious to hear it done.  Wish I

mentioned it now,”  growled

Walker., *I want the young ass to come

and give us some of hiz ventrileguial
Tue MacxeT LiBRaRY.—No. 874

hadn’

[Copyright in the United States of America. ]
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Tell him I'll stand him half a
good show.

stunts.
dozen tavts if he gives =
That ought to fetch him.”

There was a movement under the
study-table. . A fat face and a large pair
of spectacles rose info view.

“1 zay, Walker——"

The Sixth-I'ormer jumped. The
sudden apparition of Wilbam George
Bunter rather startled him.

“0Oh, there woun are!” he exclaimed.
“What the thump were you huding
under the table for? You knew he was
there, Wharton.”

“You—you sce—

“1 =see that you'd better not waste a
prefect’s time. Take fifty lines,” said
Walker. *“Now then, Bunter, come
along.” .

“(ilad to oblize you, old chap,” s=aid
Dunter affably,

Walker stared at him.

“Yon're going to oblige me, 1 sup-
pose,” he =aid. “But if you call me
old chap again, T'll boot you the length
of the passage.”

“Oh, really, Walker——"

“8hut up, and get a move on!”

And Walker marched away with the
Owl of the Remove—the latter quite
confident and contented now. To *“show
off * his weird gift of ventriloquism was
always pleasing to Billy Bunter, and the
half-dozen tarts to follow formed a grate-
ful and eomforting prospect. A guilty
conscience had very nearly caused him
to miss that reward., Bunter walked
away after the prefect looking quite
merry and bright—not in the least
troubled by the eiveumstance that he had
landed the captain of the Remove with
fifty lmes. That was a trifling matter
for Wharton himself to trouble about.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Too Much of a Good Thing !

AMES WALKER of the Greylriars
J Sixth marched DBunter into his
study in the Sixth Form passage.
A middle-aged  gentleman was
seated there, rather like James Waller
in features—evidently a relative., = The
remains of a tea were on the table,
Walker of ‘the Sixth had been entertain-
ing his elderly relative—possibly in ihe
hope of extracting a tip from the avun-
cular packet,  Mr. Walker adjusted a
paif' of gold-rimmed glasses and blinked
at Bunter, who blinked back at him
through his big spectacles.

“TIs this the boy, James?” asked Mr,
Walker.

“That’s the kid, uncle!”?

“He does not look wery intelligent.”

“He isn’t,” said Walker. *The dunce
of his Form, I believe, and about the
silliest voung as=s abt Greyfriars. But he's
a jolly elever veniriloguist, unecle, as T
told you. It must be a gift, of course;
he hasn’t brains enough to learn any-
thing ™

“Yes, he logks like that!” assented
Mr. Walker.

William Geoyge Bunter glared at
Walker, and at Walker's uncle, with a
glare that might have cracked his spec-
tacles.  Neither uncle mnor nephew
seerned to feel it incumbent upon him
to waste anvthing like politeness on the
Owl of the Remave,

Perhaps Mr. Walker was surprised at
what he had heard of Bunter’s ventri-
laquial skill, on seeing the fat and fatuous
(wl. But t‘r:rta.inﬁr his observations
were not gratifying., And from Bunter's
point of wiew, they were unfounded,
Bunter was quite convinced that intel-
lectnal vigour heamed from his fat face,

“Well, well; let us hear what the boy
can do!” s=aid Mr. Walker. “1I have

Tune Maexsr Lipravy.—No. 874,

been kept waiting rather a long time,
James!”

“Borry, unele,” said Walker meekly.
“The young ass couldn’t be found. But
as vou secmoed interested &

“Certainly. It is very remarkable if
a boy possesses the ventriloquial powers
you hm’:& ascribed to this boy, IPunter,
and——'

“Bunter!” murmured Walker.

“Yes, Bunter! Let me hear him! 1
shall be wvery surprised indeed if he
justifies your deseription, Certainly he
does not look capable of it.”

Walker murmured something under
his breath. Mr. Walker seemed rather
cross; perhaps becaunse he had been kept
waiting, or perhaps beeause’ it was rain-
ing that afternoon, and he had =ome
twinges of rheumatism in his elderly
joints, Walker wished that he hadn’t men-
tioned Bunter ‘and his ventziloguism to
the old gentleman at all; but really, it

*had seemed quite an easy way of gettin

through his uncle’s visit. The visit ha
to ‘be got through somehow,
“(Go ahead, Bunter,” he said hastily.
Bunter blinked at him. He was
wanted to perform; and he was always
ready to perform. Indeed, Bunter often
inflicted his ventrilogquism on fellows in

the Remove who were quite fed-up with 1

it, and who buzzed books at him as a
reward. But on the present occazion

A Five-Pougd ote
and Six Footballs

MUST BE WON FOR

SOLVING THE HISTORY OF
H.M.S5. QUEEN ELIZABETH.

See

“THE BOYS’ FRIEND.”

Out To-day!

PBunter realised that he had power in
his hands. Walker had a rather cross
old uncle to deal with and propitiate,
and if the ventriloquism did not ““come
off  after all, it was very probable that
the old uncle would be crosser than
ever, and that Walker's expected tip
would not come off, either.

So Bunter was in no hurry. In the
circumstances, he was a fellow con-
sidered, and he meant to be considered.

“The fact is, Walker * he began.

“Give us some of your ventriloguism,”
growled Walker. “I've told my uncle
what you can do, Do it. Make a dog
growl under the table, and a voice come
down the chimney, and all that. Same
as we've all heard vou do lots of times.”

“The fact is——"

“You're wasting time, Bunter.”

“The fact is—"

“Look here——"

“Let the boy speak,” said Mr. Walker.
“I doubt very much whether he can do
what vou have deseribed, James. If he
wishes to explain that he cannot do any-
thing of the sort——"

“The fact 1s,” said Bunler calmly,
““that T haven’t had my tea, and I'm
hungry. When 1I'm hungry, the ventri-
logquism—hem—waon’t come. 1 shall have
to take a snack first.,"

“Nonsense ! said Mr. Walker.

“Oh, really, sir i

“Tuck into that cake, 1f wou like,
Bunter,” said Walker of the Sixth, with

| a glare at the Owl of the Remove,

The exclaimed.

“Thanks! I will!”

Mr. Walker gave a sniff and walked to
the study window, and stood looking out
into the green old quadrangle of Grey-
friars. There was a light [all of rain,
and most of the Greyfriars fellows were
indoors. A few determined footballers
were punting a ball about, gathering
mud in considerable quantities,

Walker of the Sixth glared at Bunter
as he demolished the cake. He was
quite well aware that the Remove ventri-
loquist was “on the make.”

“You fat rascal!” he said in a whisper,
as hiz uncle turned his back. * Get on
with it.”

“I'm getting on nicely with the cake,
thanks!"

"My unele’s waiting ! hissed Walker.
“I've got to [l up an hour somehow
before ?1& goes for his train, and you've®
got to entertain him, see? Bueck up, or
I'll smash you afterwards.”

“What did you say, Walker?” asked
Bunter, quite loudly.

Walker choked. He did not venture to
repeat what he had said, in a voice loud
enough for his uncle to hear,

Bunter finished the cake.

He was disposed, like Oliver Twist, to
ask for more; but Walker of the Sixth
was looking so dangerous by this time
flhat the fat junior felt that it would not

0.

“T'm ready!” he announced.

“ Unele A

Mr. Walker grunied and fiurned from
the window,

“Gr-r-rr-er!”

The old gentleman gave a jump az a
dog's savage growl was heard, and he
backed to the study wall,

“James! There iz a dog in the study !

“You innw perfectly.
well that I dislike dogs—that I detest
dogs—that I cannot bear dogs! It is
thoughtless and inconsiderate of wyou,
James, to have a dog in the study when
I wisit you. The headmaster should not
allow it——"

“There 1mn't a dog, uncle!” gazped
Walker.

“1 distinetly heard it growl!™

*“That's Bunter "

“What 7

“It's Bunter's ventriloguism,™

“He, he, he!” cackled Bunter,

“ Nonsense !

“Tt is, really, uncle!” said Walker.
“He's really very elever at imitating
sounds and voices, fool as he looks.”

“0Oh, really, Walker——"

The old gentleman blinked suspiciously
round the study through his gold-rimmed
glasses. He satisfied himself, at length,
that no dog was there, and he seemed a
little impressed,

“ Really, that was quite good, if it was
Bunter,” he said. “The growl was not
wholly natural, perhaps, but still——"

“0Oh, wasn't it!” execlaimad Bunter
warmly, “It jolly well took you in,
anyhow."

“Don’t be cheeky to my uncle,

Bunter,” said Walker. “Now make a
voice come down the chimney.”

"1 scarcely think the boy can do that,”
said Mr. Walker, with a look of great
disfavour at Bunter,

“Go i1t. Bunter!”

“Elp!” came a erv down the chimney.
“'Fre, 'elp! I'm shut up in this 'ere
chimney 1"

“Bless my soul!” exclaimed Al
Walker.,
Walker of the Sixth grinned. Bul for

his knowledge of Bunter's ventrilogquizm,
he would have fancied that somecone was
in the chimney himself.

“That's nothing te what T can do,”
satd Bunter. “T say, Walker, 1T ecan
give yvou a really good show 1f——7

“Get on with it!”
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“1'm afraid I can't do any more unless
I have another snack.”

“You young sweep——

“] have heard enough, James,” said
Mi, Walker. “Let the boy go. Cer-
tainly he seems to have a very unusual
gift,” but he is otherwise, I should sa(f.
a very stupid boy, and he 1s very greedy
and ill-mannered. You may leave the
room, Bunter.”

“0Oh!” ejaculated Bunter.

Walker gave the Owl of the Remove
o glare. He had really depended on
Bunter to see-through the wvisit of Mr.
Walker, and, with a little more tact,
Bunter eould have saved him from a
long and boring conversation with his
affectionate relative, But Bunter, of
course, had spoiled 1t all.

Walker's look indicated what Bunter
was to expect after the old gentleman
was gone,

Unecle and nenhew had quite different
views about that wvisit. Mr. Walker's
view was that his nephew would benefit
very considerably from a long, serious,
heart-to-heart talk, with special refer-
ence to industry in class and economy in
money matters. Walker's view waas that
he had to let his uncle bore him asz long
as he jolly well chose, with a rather un-
certain prospect of being tipped a pound
note when the old gentleman said good-
bye. If Walker bagged the pound note
he felt that he would have earned 1t;
and if he did not bag it—— In that
case Walker's feelings were likely to defy
description.

Now the heart-to-heart talk was to
come, and Walker felt that it was hard.
Bunter might have kept the old gentle-
man entertained until it was time to
catch his train.

So Walker gave Bunter a look, and,
waut for his uncle's presence, would have

LF]

given him something much more
emphatic than a look.

“(iet ont, Bunter!” he snapped.

“1 sav, Walker——"

“ Get out!”

“Well, what about the tarts?” de-

“1 was going

L

manded Bunter warmly.
to have half a dozen tarts

“You've had a cake. Get out!™

The gold-rimmed glasses were turned
on Bunter again. Mr., Walker evidently
disapproved very strongly of Bunter.

“The boy is unpleasantly fat and very
greedy,” he said. “1I do not like the
looks of this boy at all. Send him away,
James.”

Walker dropped his hand on Banter's
collar and jerked him doorward. He
contrived to give Bunter's fat neck a
twist in doing so, by way of reward for
spoiling his programme. There was a
howl from the fat junior.

*Yooooop !

“Tor goodness’ sake, James, get rid
of that unpleasant and noisy bov!" ex-
claimed Mr. Walker.

Bunter's eves glittered behind Ius
spectacles.  Certainly, he had had the
cake, but the tarts were not to be forth-
coming, and Bunter was wrathy., Ie
was not at the end of his ventriloguism
votb.

“0Oh, shut up a minute, uncle!”

“What " roared Mr. Walker.

It was James Walker's voice that
nttered the words, thongh James Walker
had not ovened his lins.  Bunter was
piving a ventriloguial demonstration that
Walker of the Sixth certainly had never
confemplated.

“T—1 sayv——"" pasped Walker.

“ James, how dare you!”

“T didn’t speak. T—I It was——'

“How dare vou!” roared My, Walker,
justly indignant.

“Don’t yell 1”

“What! You—vyou said—"

“I didn't! I—I—I never——"

“You did!" roared Mr. Walker,

“Jt was this yvoung villain!” gasped
Walker, shaking Bunter furicusly. “1I
told you he was a ventriloguisg——"

“Nonsenze! Do vou think T do not
know vour voice, James? Do you suppose
that you can insult me, and then fool me
with so. feeble a pretence?” shouted Mr.
Walker.

“ Oh, vou're an old donkey

“Upon my word!"”

Walker, in a state of desperation,
planted a heavy boot on William George
Bunter, and sent him spinning into the
passage.  There was a sudden end of
Bunter's ventriloguism. Iis next remark
was in his own voice, not Walker's, and
the remark was:

“Yooocooop! Dh! Groough! Ow!”

Walker turned back to his uncle. The
old gentleman had grabbed up his hat,
with a face crimson with rage and n-
dignation. Only too clearly did Walker
realise that a pound note would not
materialise.

“ I—1 sav, uncle——"" he stuttered,

“You have said enough, sir!” roared
Mr. Walker. “ 3o yvou hold the opinion,
sir., that T am an old donkey. What—
what?”

“1 never said

“T heard you, sir!
young rascal!”

“I never.
tered Walker.

“ Enough 1"

“1t was that young sweep—

“MNonsense |

“I—1 swear

“ Enough !™

Mr. Walker brushed past his nephew,
and strode from the study. Walker of

LR
&

You impectinent

I wasn't—I—I——" stut-

Ll

* pasped Walker.

the Sixth stared after him in helpless
dismay.

The expected pound note was gone—
gone from his gaze like a beautiful
dream. And fhat was not all. With his
uncle leaving him in this mood, future
tips from that particular relative were
extremely problematic.  Walker, with
his mind's eye, saw a whole series of
pound notes going from his gaze like
unbeautiful dreams

He rushed after his uncle.

“Uncle, I—I tell you—"

Mr, Walker strode on unheeding.

“Uncle!”

The old gentleman strode down the
staircase. A dozen Greyfriars fellows,
in the passape below, looked curiously
at his erimson face, and at the excited
Walker rushing after him. Walker of
the Sixth ecaught him up, and, in his
excitement and distress, grabbed him by
the arn,

“TUnele, T repeat

Smack !

Walker staggered back., His ex-
nsperated uncle had boxed his ears. He
staggered against the banisters, gasping

1

‘for breath.

Mr. Walker strode out of the house.
He vanished from sight, while Walker of
the Sixth leaned on the banisters in a
dazed state, under the gaze of a crowd
of grinning faces.

“0Oh crumbs ! gasped Walker af last.

With a burning face the hapless Sixth-
Former hurried back to his study. His
uncle was pgone, and a dozen fellows
downstairs were chuckling over hisleave-
taking. Walker had only one consola-
tion left—to take it cut of Bunter. In
his study he selected his stoutest ashs
plant, and =allied forth to look for the

T

TG
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the arm. ** Uncle, I repeat——"’

state.

Walker of the Sixth caught his unele up and, in his excitement, grabbed him by
Smack !
His exasperated uncle had boxed his ears. Mr. Walker strode out of the House
and vanished from sight, while his nephew leaned on the banisters in a dazed
“* Oh—oh erumbs ! ** he gasped.

The Sixth Former staggered back.

(See Chapter 2.)

Tur Micxer Lisrany.—No. 8§74,



6

WHO WANTS AN £8 BIKE?

FULL PARTIGULARS ON PAGE 16!

-

Owl of the Remove. And, to judge by
the expression on James Walker's face,
Bunter, when found, was booked for
the time of his life.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Any Port in aStorm [

i ALLO, hallo, hallo

H Bob Cherry was astonished.
In spite .of the dropping
rain, some seven or eight of
the Remove fellows had turned up on
Little Side for football practice. MNost
of the Remove thought it was nov good
enough. But Bob Cherry, Johnny Bull,
Harry Wharton, Squiff, Peter Todd,
Vernon-Smith, and one or two others
were there, rather wet and rather
muddy, but in cheery mood. And all
of them were surprised when a fat figure
rolled down to the football-ground, in

shirt and shorts, ready for practice.
Billy Bunter, as a rule, dodged the
football-ground as though it were a
Elaguﬂ spot. In the finest of weather
e never played if he could help it
Strenuous exercise Ll?nrl never appealed to
Bunter, Given [reedom of choice, Bunter

would have limited his ecxercise to a-

gentle walk to and from the tuckshop.

Yet here he was, on a most unpleasant,
wet afterncon, furning up for practice
on a day when games practice was not
compulsory.

No wonder the juniors were astonished,

““Hallo, hallo, hallo!™” roared Bob
Cherry. “Is that you or your ghost,
Bunter?”

““Oh, really, Cherry——"

“ Bunter as large as life!” exclaimed
Harry Wharton. “What do you want
here, Bunter 7"

“0Oh, really, Wharton——"

“You've missed the way, Bunter,”
grinned Johnny Bull.  *“T1t’'s the other
direction to the tuckshop.”

“Oh, really, Bull—"

Billy . Bunter rolled on the field. For
reasons best known to himself he was
going to practise,

“You really want to join up, Bunter?”
asked the captain of the Remave.

“Of course, T do! Do you think I've
changed to look oni” sniffed Bunter.
“I'm awfully keen on footer.”

“Oh, my hat!”

“And that beast Walker is after me.”

“What?"

“1 eay, you fellows, you'll stand by me
if that beast comes here, won't you1”’

“Oh!” ejaculated Bob Cherry. “You
fat bounder, is that it? Look here,
you'd better roll off 1*

“ Oh, really, Cherry——"

“Buot what's the matter with Walker "
asked Harry., “Weren't you doing
vermtriloquial etunts for him, to entertain
his visitor?”

“Yes; and he wasn't satisfied,” said
Bunter. “Now he’s goihg to lick me,
though I tried hard to please him. It
ain't fair, i it1"

“Tt jolly well isn't, if it's like that,”
saul Harry., " Well, roll in, Bunter: and
if Walker comes along we'll do the best
we can for you.”

And Bunter joined up.

The juniors were playiffe a very in-
formal pick-up with four a side, and
Bunter was put in goal. He was not
likely to be of any use there, but Le was
less in the way in goal than in the field.
So the Owl of the Remove stood between
the posts, and blinked on at the game,
and kept one eye open for Walker.

Quite a lot of excitement can be ex-
tracted from a rough-and-ready game
with four a side, especially when the
ground is slippery. Harry Wharton &
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ol goal.

Co. were going strong, rather breathless

and exceedingly muddy, when Walker of

the Sixth appeared in the offing. They

did not heed him or even see him.
But Bunter saw him, and he quaked

in goal. The goalie on the other side

was taking part in the game as full-back:

and occasionally as half, But Bunter, on
his side, remained between the posts. He
was not leoking for exertion. The foot-
ball-ground was only a refuge from
Walker, so far as Bunter was concerned,
He had supposed that the prefect would
not think of looking for him there. But
here was Walker, with a black brow and
an ashplant under his arm,

As a matier of fact, Walker had locked
nearly everywhere else first. It was as a
last chance that be had walked down to
the junior football-ground, to see
whether the Owl of the Remove was in
sight there, And there he found Bunter,

“Bunter !” he shouted.

The fat junior seemed deaf.

“Bunter, come here |” shouted Walker.

Bunter did not heed. He was not very
bright, but he was too bright to “ come
there * when Walker was already taking
his ashplant in hand for business.

The prefect strode on the field. His
wrath had not deereased, rather it had
been intensified by the trouble he had
had in finding Bunter.

He was prepared to give William
George Bunter so terrific a hiding that
the fat ventrilogquist would be quite tired
of playing ventriloguial tricks on a Sixth
Form prefect.

Bunter blinked at him and. rolled out
It was time for him to follow
the example of the other goalie, and
take part in the kicking and rushing and
slipping and tumbling which constituted
that game,

“Stop ! roared Walker.

Instead of stopping, Duntér rushed
right into the midst of the fray. There
was a howl from Bob Cherry as Bunter
charged him blindly, and sent him spin-
ning from behind.

i D“I'I IJJ
“Look out, you ass!™
* Bunter——"

“ Hallo, here's a giddy prefect 1™

“Stop him!"” shouted Walker, speed-
ing across the wet ground after Bunter.
“Hold him, you fags!”

“Likely, I don't think!” murmured
Tohnny Ball

Bob Cherry jumped up. His first
thought was to slay Bunter for charg-
ing him over. Bob had a feeling in his
back as though a motor-lorry had hit
him. Dut the sight of Walker changed
Bob's intentions at once. The rights and
wrongs of the matter he did not know;
but he knew that James Walker was a
little given to bullying, though he was
not so bad as his friends Loder and
Carne in that respect; also, Bob was of
the firm opinion that it was - a “cheek ™
for a fellow of another Form to butt in
on the Remove field while practice was
roing on.

So Bob gave all his attention to
Walker. He captured the ball, and
kicked as Walker came rushing un.

Bob did not kick for goal. He kicked
for Walker,

Crash !

“Grrrererrer M

The muddy foothall landed fairly in
the midst of Walker's features,

Walker of the Sixth gave a muffled
roar and sat down.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“(Goal 1™

“Well kicked 1"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Walker sat dazedly mopping mnd Tvom
his face. He glared at the hilavious
Removites with a8 Hunnish glare,

3

“You young scoundrels! You—
yoil—-— I—Ill—" Walker started to
scramble up, gripping his ashplant with
deadly intent.

“On the ball!” roared Bob Cherry,

“Play up!”

There was a rush of foothallers, Before
Walker of the Sixth could gain his feect
the rush reached him, and passed over
him like a tidal wave. And Walker,
roaring, disappeared under muddy foot-
ballers, struggling and squirming. And
Billy Bunter, with a grin on his fat
face, sprinted off the football-ground
and disappeared. Bunter’s footer prac-
tice was over for that day.

p— —————a

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Walker Wanis Washing !
Ah! Yah! Yow! Wow!"

i 1!
O The remarks of James
Walker of the Sixth Form were

scarcely intelligible. DBut they
were full of expression.
“Whoop! Yooop! Owp! Gerrofl!
Yaroch ”

Three or four juniors were sprawling
over Walker. Squiff was sitting on his
head, and the Australian junior was a
sturdy fellow, not a light-weight. Walker
found him heavy.

“Gerroff ! Grrrroooch!
gug! Ooooch!”

“Ha, ha, ha ™

Walker Er.rugi;gled frantically.

“On the ball!” chuckled Bob.

The 1muddy footballers scrambled
away from Walker and pursued tha
leather. The hapless prefect of the
Sixth sat up, smothered with mud and
guite out of breath. He sat and gasped,
and gasped, and gasped, as if he never
would finish gasping.

He staggered up at last.

The rough-and-tumble game ‘was going
on, and Walker was strongly tempted to
rush into the midst of the foothallers,
laying out right and left with his ash-
plant.

But he realised that it was not good
enough. He did not want to be the
centre of another serum.

S0 he picked himself nup, shook his fist
at the juniors, and walked wearily and
muddily off the field.

Bunter had vanished—he had not lost
his opportunity, But Walker was not
disposed to resume his hunt for the Owl
of the Hemove. He was feeling the need
of a bath and a change of clothes more
than anything else.

He stamped away towards the House,
and met Carne and Loder of the Sixth on
the way. They stopped and stared at
him, and grinned,

“Hallo! Been rolling in a mud eart,
old chap?” asked Loder.

Walker spluttered with wrath.

“Those Remove fags——"

“You don't mean to say that vou've
let fags get you into that state ?"’ roared

Gug-gug-

(Carne. *“Ha, ha, ha!”
“Oh, shut up!” howled Walker
furiously.

And he strode savagely on, leaving
Loder and Carne chuckling. In the door-
way of the School House he ecame on
Coker and Potter and Greene of tha
Fifth. Coker & Co. were looking out to
see whether the rain had stopped. It
hadn't; but their attention was at onece
transferred from the weather to Walker,

“My hat!” ejaculated Coker of the
Fifth, *“That's Walker of the Sixth—a
prefect, too! Pretty state for a Grey-
friars prefect to go about in! Why don't
vou wash vour face, Walker "

“What ¥ roared Walker,

“Soap's cheap, and vou can get water
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for nothing,” said Coker, * Why, fags

are licked if they don’t wash clean! And
look at yvou !
Walker gave the Tifth-Tormer a

muddy and furious glare. The Fifth,
being a senior Form, were exempt from
the ashplant; but Walker was greatly
tempted to breal that rnle, and lay his
cane round Coker of the Fifth.

“Dirty ! said Coker. “He's actually
dirty—a  Sixth-Form prefect!  What
would the IMead say?"

Potter and Greene chortled.

“T.ook at his collar!” saud Coker,
“Just a dirty rag! I'm ashamed of you,
Walker !

Walker shoved Coker of the TFifth

aside, quite roughly, and strode into the
House. IHe strode in o quickly thai he
almost ran into Mr. Prout, the master
of the Fifth Form, who was crossing the
hall with his usual slow, stately, and
ponderous tread.

“(Goodness gracious!” exclaimed My,
Prout. Ile stared at Walker., “(ood-
ness gracious ! Is that Walker, of the
Sixth Form?”

“Yes ! hissed Walker.

“Are vou not ashamed, Walker, io be
secn 1n public with a dirty face, and a
dirty collar, like some carelesz and un-
cleanly boy in the Second Form?" ex-
claimed Mr. Prout.

is I_I_.l' . L

“Go and  wash

Walker !

Mr. Prout walked on, ponderous and
stately and contemptuous, Walker was
fairly boiling with rage by this time. To
be told to go and wash himself, like some
slovenly fag, was a little too much,

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Walker plared round. Temple,
Dabney, and Fry, of the Fourth Form,
were coming downstairs, and they were
staring at Walker, and evidently they
had heard Mr. Prout’s remarks,

vourself at once,

“You cheeky voung sweeps!” roarcd
Walker,

“0Oh, pad! You look more lLike a
sweep than anvbody else, 1 think,”™
chuckled Temple. *“Why don’i you
wash, Walker?"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Undoubtedly Walker of the Sixth
looked seriously in need of a wash.
From two or three direclionz: came a

]]ﬂ'l-‘r'.[ )

“Wash yourself, Walker !”

“Ha, ha, hal”

James Walker hurried awayr, boiling
with rage. He fairly bolted into a bath-
room, and for some time he was busly
engaged in removing the mud he had
gathered up on the junior foothall
ground. Then he hurried o his study
for a clean collar and tie and a elothes-
brush. It was some time before Walkoer
of the Sixth was fit to be seen in public
in n state suitable for a Sixth-Form pee-
fect.

When he came out of his study he was
keener than ever to lind the Owl of the
Bemove. He attributed all hiz troubles
to Bunter, and he intended to make
Bunter pay for them with compound in-
terest. Amnd as it happened, almost the
first person he sighted was billy Bunter,
as he came striding out of the Sixth-
Form passage.

“Bunter! Iere—-

“Oh dear!™

Bunter ran for it.

“Stop !” roared Walker,

“Ow !

Bunter was not likely to stop. Bul the
heavy tread of the prefect sounded be-
hind him, drawing nearer and nearer;
and Bunter realized that thera was mo
escape. He was flecing past the door of
Mr. Quelch's study, and ke suddenly |

1
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Walker of the Sixth Form ?

‘ Goodness graeious !’ exclaimed Mr. Prout, staring at Walker, **Is—is that
“ Yes ! ** hissed the
ashamed, Walker, to be seen in public with a dirty face and a dirty collar, like
some aneleanly boy in the Seeond Form ? *’ exclaimed Mr. Prout. *‘ I—I—1 "
began Walker, *‘ Go and wash yourself at once ! ** rapped the Fifth Form master,

prefect. °° Are you not

turned, tore open the Remove master's
door, and bolted in.
Walker eame after him with & vrush.
From the fact that Bunter rushed
rocklessly into the study, Walker sup-

posed that Mr., Quelech was out, and
that Bunter knew it. As a matier of
fact DBunter was too scared to care

whether Mr. Quelch was there or not.
Ile was simply bolting into the room
like a rabbit into a burrow.

Mr. Queleh was there !

Ile started up as his door was hurled
apen, and Bunter panted breathlessly in.
11 ‘\E'Thﬂ-t'_” .

“ 0w ! gasped Bunter. “Oh dear!”

“ PBunter ! Why—what—"

Walker came in, with a rush,

“ Now, you young scoundrel

“YWalker ! exelaimed Mr. Quelch, in a
formidable voioe,

“Oh, gad [

And Walker, who had grasped the Owl
of the Remove by the collar, released him
guite suddenly, and stared at DM
(juelch.

—

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Bunter's Lucky Day !

R. QUELCII fixed his eyves on
M Walker of the Sixth, grimly.
. Mr, Queleh's eves had often

been compared, by his pupils,
to mimlets, on acconnt of their piercing
qualities.  Never had they secmed so
like gimlets as they seemed now to
Walker of the Sixth. They really seemed
to be boring into the startled prefect,
“Walker !V

YO

Yes, siv!" gasped Walker,

““ Disgraceful ! " (See Chapter 4.)

“What does this mean "
“Oh! I-I o

“Help ! roared Bunter,
“ Bunter——"'

“Help! Keep him off!” yelled
Bunter.

““Silence, Bunter !"

“Ow! Oh dear! Keep him off! 1
never did 1it!" roared Bunter. I

haven't done anything, and he asked me
to, too! I—"

“oilence ! Walker, kindly explain
what you mean by rushing into my
study in this unruly maneer, in pursm
of a boy belonging to my Form!" ex-
claimed Mr., Queleh,

Walker rasped for breath, red with
confusion. He was gquite aware that lus
conduct had been lacking in the sedate
dignity required of a prefect of the Sixth
Form at Greyfriars.

“I—I—" gasped Walker.
voung rascal—"

“Rindly do not use such expressions
in my presence, Walker."”

HOh! No, sir! Certainly
gasped Walker. “I—T mean——"

“1f Dunter has been guilty of a fault,
and it is wour duty, as a prefect, to
punish him, this is not the way,” said
Mr. Quelch frigidly. * As Dunter be-
longs to my Form, and he is here, I will
deal with the matter personally, What
has Bunter done?”

“ Nothing, sir!” said Bunter promptly.

tSilence ! T am wailking to hear your
explanation, Walker.”

Walker breathed hard.

“ITe was playing tricks in my study,
sir, while my unele was on a visit—tricks
with  his  rotten ventriloguusm. My
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“KIGKED 0UT!"

nnele’s offended, and he’s gone off in a
temper -

“Indeed! That is a serious matter!”
said Mr. Quelch. Ie fixed his cyes on
Bunter. * Bunter, I have had occasion
to speak to you several times on this
very subject.”

“1 didn’t, sivl”

““ What 7*

“I—I mean, I wasn’

“What do you mean, Bunter "

“He wacked me to, sir!” gasped
Bunter. ' Fairly made me come to his
study to show off my ventriloguism,
gir, and I—I—1 did my best, sir, and he
wasn't satisfied,”

“That alters the case,” said Mr.
Quelch. “Did you ask Dunter to come
to your study for that purpose, Walker "

“Yes, sir; t—*

“You requested him to perform ven-
triloquial tricks 1n yvour study ?”’

“Yes: but——"

“Then what bhave you to
ﬂf?il

“I didn’t mean him
stammered Walker,

“1 was only doing what he asked me,
gir !” said Bunter, fecling that he was
getting on. “I'm an awfully clever ven-
triloquist, sir, and I—1 thought Walker
wanted me to do iy best, and 1 did i,
and then he got nto a temper and
kicked me, sir, and he's been after me
ever sinoe !”

“The young rotter——"" began Walker.

Mr. Quelch raised his hand.

“It appears, Walker, that you asked
Bunter to do as he did, but were not
satisfied with the wav he did i1t.”

“Yes, sir. lle—"

“Then wyou have only vourself to
blame, Walker, and it 15 estremely un-
just to punish Bunter. You appear io
me to be taking an unfair advantage of
vour position as a prefect of the Sixth
Form !" exclaimed Mr. Quelch sternly.

“]—I——"  stuttered the hapless
Walker,

“That will do, Walker! 1T insist upon
this matter being dropped at onee,” said
the Remove master, "1 shall not allow
you to punish Bunier. Bunter, vou will
mform me at once 1f Walker should in-
fict any punishmeni upon you in regard
to this matter ?”

“Oh!  Yes,
“Certainly, sir ™

“¥You may go, Bunter.”

The Owl of the Remove quitled the
study, Walker casting an almost wolfish
lnak after him,

b

complain

=

to—{io—io——

| 42

gir gasped DBuanter.

Mr. Quelch eyed the Sixth-Former
sternly.,

“ Let this be a lesson to vou, Walker,”
he said. *“*Ome in your position, a pre-

fect of the Sixth Form, should learn to
control  his temper better. You have
given way to angry feelings which are
disgraceful, considering vour position in
the school! You need say no more,
Walker. You mayv go.”

Walker went, He did not desire to
say more; Indeed, his feelings were too
deep for words.

He strode down the passage in a boil-
ing state. At the corner of the passage
stood William (George Dunter.

IHe grinned at Walker,

Bunter was not afraid of the prefect
now. Mr. Quelch’s study was within
sound of a yell, and Bunter was ready
to yell if Walker laid even a little finger
on him.,

Walker paused, and glared at the Owl
of the Remove. Deeply he vearned to
take Bunter by the scruff of the neck
and give him the licking of his life.
Bunter was quite aware of his deep
vearning, and he gave a fat chuckle,

“He, he, he! 1 szay, Walker, what
about those tarts?” he asked. '"You
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promised me some taris [or entertaining
your uncle. He, he, hel! 1 say, you
won't get a tip from the old johnny now.
He, he, he!”

Walker made a movement towards the
fat junior. Billy Bunfter blinked at him
cheerfully through his hig spectacles.

“Go it1” he chuckled, “I'll yell!
He, he, hel”
" You—you " gasped Walker,

[EL)

“He, he, he!

Wallter contrived somehow to restrain
his feelings. Ile turned his back on
Bunter and strode away, followed by the
fat chuckle of the Owl of the Remove.

Billy Bunter was left victorious.

It was characteristic of Bunter that he
never could let well alone. When he had
the upper hand he could not resist the
temptation to use 16, He was not much
given to reflection, and it did not oceur
to his fat mind at the moment that it
was 4 dangerous game for a Lower
Fourth fag to pursue an advaniage over
a prefect of the Sixth. He rolled after
Walker, and followed him into the Sixth
Form passage,

“1 say, Walker I”" he shouted.

Three or four of the Sixth were In
the passage at the study doors, and they
all looked round as Bunter shouted.
Wingate, the captain of Greyfriars,
called out to him sharply.

“Cheese that, young 'un! Don't vou
know betfer than to come velling here?”

“0Oh, really, Wingate——"

“Cut off I

“T1 say, Walker owes me some tarts!”
“What rot! Cut off ¥

Bunter blinked at the captain of the
school and rolled on towards Walker's
study., Walker had gone in and closed
the door, only anxious to be rid of the
fat junior now. For the presents BDunter
was mmmune {rom punishment, so far as
Walker was concerned; the Sixth-
Former did not want trouble with Mr,
Quelch.

Bunter threw open the study door
without knocking and blinked in with a
fat grim.

“1 say, Walker——"

Walker glared at him.

“Prelty sort of a mlly
vou ¥ said, Bunter.

“Wha-a-at 7"

“You locked no end of a =illy idiot
when Quelchy was slanging you ! eaid
Bunter, with a chuckle. “1le, he, he!”

Walker clutched up a cane.

ass, arcn't

“Lavy it con!” grinned Bunier. *1
don't mind. T'll go straight to My
Quelch about it.”

“Get out of my study!” hizsed
Walker.

“I'm not in your study! T'm in the
passage ! A chap can stand in a passage
if he likes! Ile, he, he! T say, how
much did you expeect to get out of wyour
uncle T lle, he, he !”

A hand dropped on Bunter’s shoulder
and he was spun round, and he gave
Wingate of the Sixth a startled blink.

“Is that the way fo lalk to a prefect,
Bunter ¥ asked Wingate grimly,

U 1—]—I—"

“Come with me.™

“Oh, dear ! gasped Bunter.

Wingate marched the Owl of the
Remove into his study and picked up a
CAane.

“ Bend over !” he said.

“I—I say, Wingate——"

“ Band over!l”

Wk {J}}+ I{'}I': li‘i

Swish! Swish!

William George DBunter howled and
departed from the Sixth Form passage
a sadder if not a wiser Bunier.

THE SIXTH CHAFTER.
His Master's Voice !
HI SAY, vou fellows!”

“Don’t bother !
“But, I say!”
*Cheese it !"

HMarry Wharton had no time to waste
on Billy Bunter. Ile was sealed at the
table in Study No. 1 in the Remove
with 2 sheaf of impot-paper before him
and a Virgil propped open against the
inkstand, He was writing lines from
that great Lafin poet at a great rate;
but he did not look as if he were
enjoyving the beauties of Virgil,

Frank Nugent was at prep, but Whar-

ton had no time for prep vet. Ile had
lines to do in large gquantities.
“What 1s it—an 1mpot?” asked

Bunter.

Wharton grunted,

“Do you think I'm writing out Virgil
because T like 1t, ass?” he asked. “T've
got five hundred lines.  All your fault!
S0 roil away and leave me to get them
done.”

“How
Bunter,

“1t's for handling Walker on the foot-
ball-ground this afterncon,” growled the
captain of the Remove. * He's reported
us to the Head, and every fellow who
was there has got five hundred lines.”

“He, he, he;”

Wharton glared at the fat junior.

“Ts it a laughing matter 7 he roared.

“He, he, he!”

“Kick him, Franky! I’ve got to keep
on with these rotten lines.”

“Pleasure !’ said Nugent, jumping up.

“(Oh, really, you fellows!” said Bunter.
“1 sav, keep off ! I say, I got the best
of Walker., I took him to Quelchy, and
Quelchy jawed him till he was green and
vellow., He's taking it out of you chaps
hecause he can't take it out of me. He,
he, he!™

Frank Nugent drew back  his
biaot.

“Where will yvou have 1t ?" he azked,

wi -Er,i_],!'[ |-IJ

Billy Bunier rolled away from the
study, still chuckling. It did not eeem to
occur to him to waste any svmpathy on
fellows who had landed themselves in
trouble in protecting him from Walker
of the Sixth. Evidently Walker, barred
from avenging himself on DBunter, had
found solace in making the footballers
suffer for their sins. Bunter sccemed to
find something entertaining in it,

He rolled into his own study, No. 7.
ITe found Peter Todd and Tom Dutton
there. Dutton was at prep; but Toddy,
like the captain of the Remove, was busy
on lines. He was one of the footballers
who had handled Walker of the Sixth.

Bunter grinned at the growing stack at
Peter's elbow.

“You got it, too?"” he asked.

“Yes, ass! Don’t jaw. These lines
have got to be taken in by eight,” said
Peoter. “It's close on time now.”

“He, he, he!™

Peter glared at his fat study-mate.

“You fellows don't know how to
handle Walker,” said Bunter. “I had
him up before Quelchy—{fairly ordered
him into Quelehy's study. He looked
Lpretty sick when I'd fimished with him—
fairly green and yellow]”

“Cheese 1417

“1 wouldn’t do rhe lines if T were
vou,” pursucd Bunter. “1I wouldn’t be

is it wy fault!” demanded

right

bullied by a fellow hke Walker., Who
cares for a prefect? Not mel”

* Fathead !™

“0Oh, really, Peter—"

“Dryv up, for goodness’ sake! How

can a chap write against time with you

wagging  your chin nineteen to the
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dozen ?” excliimed Toddy impatiently.
“@Give us a rest, Bunter,’”

“What about supper?”

“ Blow supper!” roared Peter Todd.
“The Head's. told us to bring in these
lines at eight, and if they're not in by
eight Mr. Quelch will come round for
them. That means more lines. BSo give
us-a rest.”

“That's all very well,” said Bunter.
“I wouldn’t do them, Catch me knuck-
ling under to a prefect! Who's Walker "

“ You fat ass!”

“I don't think you ought to call me
names, Peter, because you're funky of
a prefect and I'm not!” said Bunter,
with dignity. “ What you want is a little

luck, You want to stand up to the

ixth, and tell 'em to go and eat coke—
like me!”

Peter Todd did not answer that. Ie
had no time for talk, with eight o'clock
close at hand, and five hundred lines to
finish off and take in to his Form master.
But he found time to pick up a Latin
grammar and hurl it at Bunter, as a hint
to be silent.

“Yaroooh!” _ _

Buater caught the grammar with his
chin and roared.

“Now dry up!”

“ Beast |"

“Do you want the inkpot?" roared
Peier. _

Billy Bunter rubbed his fat chin and
glowered at Peter Todd. - He did not
want the inkpot, Peter's pen raced over
the paper. It was on the stroke of eight
now, and some dozens of lines remained
to be written. A cunning gleam came
into Bunter's little round eyes, and he

ave the little fat cough which generally
Eﬂraldcd the performance of his ventrilo-
quial tricks. But Peter was too busy to
heed it.

“Todd, your lines have not reached
me !

It was a sharp, staccato voice from
the passage. Peter Todd pave a jump
at the well-known tones of Mr. Quelch,
the master of the Remove,

“Todd, why are not your lines done?”

Peter rose to his feet. The voice came
from the Remove passage, Bunter having
left the door open. Apparently Mr.
Quelch was waiting in the passage for
Toddy's answer.

A Sﬂfl‘}"_. gip 1"
dong——"

“ Nonsense !"

“Only about twenty more, sir,
been interrupted-—-"

“Take a hundred more lines, Todd

“Oh dear!™

Just at that moment Peter Todd
caught-a peculiar grin on Billy Bunter’s
fat face. Sudden suspicion flashed into
his mind: it really was a little odd that
Mr. Quelch should address him {from the

assage without looking into the study.

eter jumped to the door and looked out.
The Remove passage was vacant save
for Lord Mauleverer and Jimmy Vivian,
chatting by the doorway of Study No. 12.

“You fat villain !" roared Peter, turn-
mg in great wrath on the Owl of the
Remove. “You're playing your beastly
ventrilogquist tricks on me when I haven't
a second to spare!”

“He, he, he! I say, keep off " roared
Bunter, as Toddy rushed at him. “ Only
4 joke—yarocooooh !V
" *Bunter dodged round the table, but
Peter’'s foot was quicdker than Bunter.
It smoke Bunter's tight trousers with a
crash, and the Owl of the Remove was
strewn on the study carpet.

“Yow-ow-ow! Ow! Woop!” roared
Bunter,

“Now give me some more ventrilo-
guism, and I'll give vou some more of
my hoot!” howled Peter.

S0w! Wow!”

gaspr-{] Peter, “Nea I'L-‘f_

I've

Bunter did not seem in a mood for
further ventrilogquism., Pefter sat down
again, jabbed his pen into the inkpot,
and raced on with his lines,

“Todd!"™ _

It was the sharp, staccato voice again.

Peter did riot even look up. He was
not to be taken in twice by Bunter's
imitation of Mr. Quelch's voice.

“Todd, I have not yet received your
lines!” went on the sharp voice at the
doorway.

“Will you shut up?”
without even looking up.

“*What "

“Shut up, you silly dummy !

14 rJ-'Iu':I.d !JJ

Peter glared up, and his zlare was
frozen on his face as he saw Mr. Quelch
looking in at the doorway.

“QOh, my hat!” gasped Peter,

He realised that it really was Lr.
Quelch this time, and not the Greyfriars
ventriloguist,

“Todd “—Mr. Quelch's voice trembled
with wrath—" what—what—what did you

roared Deter,

call me? What expression did you apply
to me, Todd "

“0Oh dear! I—I— "

“You—vyou called me——"

“0Oh, sir! No; sir! Oh dear!” gasped
Peter. “I—I—I didn’t know it was vou,

sir. Oh, my hat! I never meant——"

“Nonsense! T shall take vou to the
Head at once ! boomed Mr., Quelch. *1
shall insist upon a severe flogpging!”

“Owl I—I didn't know. I—-1
thought it was Bunter. Ithought it was
a fellow playing a trick, sir!” spluttered
the hapless Peter. I did really, sir! 1
wouldn’t call you a silly dvmmy for—for
worlds, sir!”

The terror and distress in Peter's {ace
were convincing. Mr. Quelch’s frown

relaxed.

# “I—I thought it was that fat beast—I
mean Bunter's ventriloguism again, siv!”
groaned Peter,

“1 accept your statement, Todd. DBut
vou should be more careful,” said Mr.
Quelech, “And I have not yet received
vour lines. You will take -a hundred
more lines, Todd, and bring them to me
before bed-time.”

“Oh dear! Yes, sir”

Mr, Quelch walked on along the pas-
sage, doubtless in quest of other delin-
quents who had not yet handed in their
HMpoLs,

“He, he, he!”

Peter Todd looked at Dunter. He did
not speak to him. He picked up a
cushion and rushed at him.

Bunter's fat chuckle died away sud-
denly. He made a leap for the doorway.
The eushion caught him as he leaped,
and there was a roar and bump in the
Remove passage.

Peter Todd slammed the door, and re-
turned to his lines. That swipe of the
pishion seemed to have comforted him,
But, to judge by the howls outside the
study, it had not comforted Bunter,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Gets Beans!

6 PLUM cake—"
“Yes.™
“ And a dozen tarts.™

“Yes, Walker,"”
Tubb of the Third, who had tha
pleasure—or otherwise—of fagging [for

EEH
oG
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at Mr. Quelch,

Billy Bunier bolied into Mr. Quelch’s study like 8 hunted rabbit.
heels came Walker of the Sixth, *‘ Now, you litile scoundrel ! ** hissed the prefeet,
grasping the Owl of the Remove by the collar.
** Walker ! ** exclaimed Mr. Quelch in a formidable voice.
Walker. He released Bunter as though he had been red-hot and stared blankly

Close at his

“Ow !" roared Bunter,
““0Oh gad ! ' gasped

(See Chapler 4.)
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Walker of the Sixth, was receiving his
orders. - Billy Bunter pricked up his fat
ears, and blinked round,

Walker of the Sixth had stopped the
fag in the quadrangle, to give him in-
structions. Apparently Walker was un-
conscious of the fact that Billy Dunter
was near at hand; at all events, he took
no notice whatever of the Owl of the
Remove, .

Since the incident of the previous day,
Walker had taken no notice of Bunter.
Probably he had let the sun go down
on his wrath—and allowed it to rise agamn
thereon. But in the maiter of the ven-
triloquial episode in Walker’s study there
was nothing doing—Walker could not re-
vive that matter without incurring Lae
resentment of Mr. Quelch, Bunter would
have been prompt to inform the Remove
master had the prefect called him to
account in the affair which Mr. Quelch
declared was closed and done with.

So Walker, apparently, had let the
matter drop, and ignored Bunier. lle
ignored him to such an extent that he
seemed quite unaware of the fat Owl's
existence at this moment, though Bunter
was not six feet away from him, Re-
gardless of Bunter the prefect called
Tubb of the Third. and instructed him to
make purchases at the school shop for
tea,

He handed Tublb a currency note, and
the fap started for Mrs, Mimble's little
shop. Walker of the Sixth, still oblivious
of Bunter, strolled away towards the

m.
gFEunter blinked after him, and blinked
after Tubb,

There was a greedy blink behind the
fat junior’s spectacles,

The mention of a plum cake and a
dozen tarts was enough to make Billy
I3unter's mouth water. And apparently
Tubb of the Third was to convey that
tuck to Walker's study, for tea—and
Walker was in no hurry to be there to
receive it, The tuck, in fact, would be
left unwatched and unguarded.

Billy Bunter rolled into the House, and
made his way to the Sixth Form passage.
There he looked from a window—with
one eye open for the arrival of Tubb of
the Third.

Prohably no one in the Lower School,
excepting  Billy Bunter, would have
thought of raiding tuck from a Sixth
Form study. Such an enterprise was
altogether too perilous for most fellows.
And Billy Bunter cerlainly was not of
the stuff of which heroes are made. But
the mere thought of cake and tarts was
like a magnet to Bunter, The previous
day he had bagged tarts in Walker's
siudy, and Walker did not seem to have
missed them, Now there was another
chance—and half a chance was enough
for Bunter when there was tuck ahead.

Tubb of the Third came along, and
went into Walker's study, with a parcel
under his arm,

The fag came out again in a couple
of minutes, and walked away whistling.

Bunter watched him out of sight, and
then rolled cautiously along to Walker's
door. There was no danger of Walker
returning ; from the window Bunter had
seen him lounging by the door of the
gyvm, talking to Gwynne of the Sixth.

There was ample time to bag the
supply in the study, and bolt with it;
and if taxed with the raid, Bunter had
his well-known powers as an Ananias {o
vely upon, Even if it led to a licking,
at all events he would have had the tuck.
But the coast was clear—there really
seemed to be no reason why Bunter
should be suspected. There was a fool-
ball match gommg on, on Big Side, and
almost “ all the Sixth were out of the

Tue MacNeT LiBRARY.—No. 874,

‘House. The passage was empiy, and
Bunter, assured that he was unseen,
slipped into Walker's study.

On Walker's table lay the parcel Tubb
of the Third had just brought in. Bun-
ter’s fat hands were upon it at once.

Ilo picked it up, and started for the
door, Then he paused. It really was
too risky, to take the chance of being
seen carrying a parcel away from a Sixth
IFForm study. Moreover, Bunter's fat
mouth was watering for the tuek. It was
tea-time, and Bunter had only had tea
in Hall, and tea in Study No. 7. So he
was hungryv, Two teas did not go very
far with the Owl of the Remove.

He jerked the parcel open on the table,
and in a second a fat and juicy jam tart
was erunching i his teeth.

Tt was a nice tart—very nice! Another
followed it—and another! Then, by way
of a change, Bunter hacked off a large
chunk of the plum cake, and crammed it
into his mouth.

~ Bunter was enjoying himself—his en-
joyment only marred by the possibility
of discovery. But, anyhow, Walker
couldn’t possibly get back to the study
for a few minutes—and a few minutes
meant much to Bunter; he was a rapid
performer in the gastronomic line,
Crunch, erunch, crunch!

The tarts were going fast.

Bunter’'s mouth was full, and his fat
face rather sticky, when the door was
thrown suddenly open,

The Owl of the Remove gave a startled
curgle.

Laoder of the Sixth looked in,

Dunter’s jaws ceased to move.  His
mouth was full—-but even the juicy jam
tart lost its flavour as he saw a Sixth
Form prefect’s eyes fixed oun him from
the doorway,

ITe had caleulaied quite well. Walker,
at the gym, would have had no time to
return and catch him. And that any
other prefect would be walching the
study was a thought that never oceurred
to Bunter. It oeccurred to him now,
rather late.

Loder grinned,

“So I've caught vou ! he said.

“"Mmmmmmmm ! mumbled Bunter,

“ Stealing—what 2"

“Groogh! Oh, really, Loder——"
Billy Bunter bolted the mouthful of tart.
“I—I say—don’t tell Walker——"

Gerald Loder laughed.

“¥You can wait here for him, Bunter,”
he said agrecably, He put the doorkey
in the outside of the lock. * Finish the
tuck, old fat pippin, if you've got any
appetite left.”

“I—1 say., Loder——" stuttered the
Owl of the Remove.
Slam !

~ The door closed, and Loder turned the
key in the lock. Then he walked away,
laughing.

'"“Oh dear !” groaned Bunter.,

He was fair’lz}' caught now, He was
locked in the study—to wait there till
Walker of the Sixth came in to deal with
him. The cake and the tarts were tempt-
ing, but even Billy Bunter had no in-
clination to eat now, Apprehension had
taken the place of appetite.

“The awful beast!* groaned DBunter,
“The awful, treacherous rotter ! 1t was a
plant all the time! Oh dear!”

Even on Billy DBunter’s oblvse brain
it had dawned that he had {allen into
a trap. Walker of the Sixth had been
nursing his wrath, which he could not
venture to wreak on Bunter, The ven-
triloquial incident was closed, So Walker
had bided his time—with this outcome,
Bunter kuew now ihat Walker had de-
liberately spoken to Tubb in his hearing.

Land then walked off the scone, in order

s

|

to tempt him to his fall—leaving his pal
Loder to keep an eye on the study !

More than once—many and many a
time, in faet—DBilly Bunter’s unearthly
appetite had landed him into trouble,
Now 1t had landed him once more.

Billy Bunter waited in. dismal appre-
hension.

Ha was booked now! Had Walker
licked him for his ventriloguial sins he
would have complained promptly to Mr.
Quelch. DBut it was usecless to complain
for being licked for stealing tarts!

And it was certain that Bunter was
woing to get two lickings rolled into one,
as it were, if not three—in fact, he was
eoing  to Fet the heftiest licking that
James Walker could give him! Bunier
the grub-raider was to receive what
Walker had been prevented from handing
out to Bunter the ventriloquist!

It seemed an age to the apprehensive
Owl before he heard footsteps outside;
but it was only a few minutes. The key
was turned back, and the study door
thrown open,

Walker of the Sixth grinned into the
study.

Bunter eyed him uneasily, a good deal
like a fat rabbit eyeing a dog. Walker
stepped in cheerily.

“Loder tells me he caughi you in my
study, bagging my tuck, Bunter,” he
remarked.

“I—I haven't+—"

Walker looked at the parcel.

“A good bit of the cake has gone and

six of the tarts,” he remarked.
“Haven't 1}’1:!-1.1 had Lfmm'f”
“ Nunno !

“Then Tubb of the Third must have
been nmibbling,” said Walker. “T'I1
have Tubb up, if you accuse him. Both
of you can come with me to the Head.”

Bunter's fat knees knocked together.,

“I—I don’t want to go to the Head,
Walker 1" he gasped.

“No? You'd rather I dealt with you
personally 7 asked Walker, with an
agpreeable smile.

“Ow! Yes!” groaned Bunter,

“Well, I don’t mind. Bend over!”

Walker picked up a cane, Billy
Bunter, with dismal forebodings, bent
over a chair. Whack!

“Whooop !”

“Stop that row " said Walker. “My
hat! 1If you make that row over one
cut what will you do when you’ve had
two dozen 7"

Whack, whack, whack !

“Ow, ow, ow ! roured Bunter,

“Dear man!” smiled Walker. “Do
you wish now that you hadn’t plaved
giddy ventriloquial tricks on my uncle
—what 7"

Whack, whack, whack !

“Oh! Ah! Yooooooop!”

“Not that T'm licking you for wour
ventriloquial . tricks, of course,”  said
Walker blandly. “Mr. Quelch ordered
me to let that matter drop, and I've
done so, of course.”

Whack, whack |

*¥Yaroooh 1"

“T'm licking you now
taris — shocking  dishonesty!”  sai
Walker. “ As a prefect, it’s my duty
to deal severely with such things!”

Whack, whack, whack, whack ]

“Yarooh! IHelp!” roared Bunter,

Whack, whaelk!

Often and often DBunter had had to
“bend over ¥ in the course of his fat
career. It was no new experience for
him. But to keep bending while he re-
cetved such terrifie whacks as these was
more than flesh and blood could stand.
Billy Bunter leaped up and deodged
round the study and fled for the door.

Walker's grasp was on his collar in a
second.

“In a hurry?” he asked.

for stealin
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“Yarooch !

“I'm not finished yet, Bunter.”

b I-.[E'].P !JJ
h”fﬁ.l"ﬂ you pgoing to bend over, dear
oy "

“Yarooh! Help! Fire! Murder!”
roared Bunter.

Whack, whack, whack, whack, whack !
Walker of the Sixth held Bunter by the
collar with his left hand, and with his
right he plicd the cane. He put his
beef into it.

Billy Bunter roared and squirmed and
wvelled and struggled. But the rain of
whacks still descended on his tight
trousers.

Two or three of the Sixth came along
the passage, drawn to the study by
Bunter's terrific roaring. Wingate
looked in, with a frowning brow.

“What the thump is all this?" he
demanded.

Whack, whack, whaclk !

“Bunter's been caught stealing,” ex-
plained Walker. “I thought I'd better
give him a lesson.”

Whack, whack, whack!

“Btealing ! exclaimed Wingate. *If
he's been stealing he must be taken to
tie Head.”

“He asked me to deal
Whack, whack, whack! “I'm deéaling
with him. It's all right!”  Whack,
whack, whack!

“Yarooh! Help! Whoooop!”

“What has he stolen, if he’s stolen
anything ?” demanded the captain of
Greyiriars.

“Cake and tarts—’

“Don’t be a silly ass, Walker!” said
Wingate brusquely. “1f the fat young
rascal has been bagging your tuck that’s
not stealing, and you've no right to
call it by such a name, He deserves a
thumping good licking, but you've
given him enough. Let him po!”

Whack, whack!

“Do you hear me, Walker?"

“] suppose 1I'm the best judge in the
matter, Wingate.”

“You may be when the Head appoints
you head prefect,” answered the cap-
tain of Greyfriars,. “So long as T'm
head prefect T'm the best judge—in my
own opinion, abt least. Don't touch
Bunter again.”

Walker eyed the captain of the school
surlily; but he lowered the cane. He
did not care to enter into a contest with
Wingate.

“I dare say he's had enough,” he as-
sented. “You can cut, Bunter! Keep
out of my study after this, if you know
what's good for you!”

“Ow ! iz

with him.”

¥

Wow, wow!
Biliy Dunter squirmed out of the
study. Wingate's intervention had

saved him from a good many whacks
that Walker had intended for him. But
he had had a licking that was about
twice as severe a3 a Head's flogging—
nd it was painful. He groaned and
moaned and howled as he squirmed his
way out of the Sixth Form quarters.

Wingate walked away; and James
Walker of the Sixth tossed the eane on
the table and grinned. 'T'he account
had been squared now, and rather more
than squared; and Walker was satis-
fied. Billy Bunter, ecertainly, did not
ghare his satisfaction; but in an imper-
fect universe it was impossible for all
parties to be satished,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
No Backers !
6 MMMMMMMMMMAMAL !

Peter Todd was quite sur-

prised, as he came along the

Remove passage and stopped

at his study door. A strange, weird
mumbling sound was audible in the

ik

PAINFUL FOR
BUNTER !

i .

explained Walker.

¢ Yaroooh ! Fire ! Murder ! Help ! *’ roared Bunter. Whack, whack, whack !
Walker of the Sixth held Bunter by the collar with his leit hand and with his right
he plied the eane. He put his beef into it. Whack, whack ! Wingale looked in
at the study doorway with a frowning brow.
he demanded. °° I’m giving—whack !—Bunter—whack !—a lesson

“ What the thump is 2ll this?
»—whack !

(See Chapter 7.)

room; and Peter's first thought was
that some animal had somchow got into
Study No. T.

“Mmmmmmm ! Mmmmmmm !”

“What the thump——"

Peter stepped in. Billy Bunter was
standing in the study, mumbling and
moaning. Why he was not sitting down
was a puzzle to Peter for the moment.

[t was quitec unlike Dunter to stand
when there was an armchair  handy.
But the Owl of the Remove had his
reasons.,

“What on earth's the matter?" asked
Toddy.

“Mmmmmmmmmm "
“Is it a pain in your little circum-

ference v asked Peter. “Been over-
doing the tarts?” . ;
“Mmmmmm!  Ow!  Wow! Im

hurt ! Yow-ow "

“Yon don't look as if you've been
enjoying life,” agrced Deter. ' DBut
what is it?  What are you standing
there for like a graven image? Why

don't you sit down?” _
“I—I sha'n't sit down again to-
day ! groaned Bunter. “Ow ! Wow!l"

Peter Todd chuckled.
“Oh, it's a licking "

“Ow! Wow! Yes! That beast
Walker &

“Ia, ha, ha!” roarcd Peter Todd.
“Didn’t you tell me you weren't afraid

of a giddy prefect? Wheo's Walker?”
“Ow! Wow! Wow! Yow!”
“1 dare say vou asked for it,"” said
Peter comfortingly. “ And if you didn’t

deserve it this time, you deserve it for
something else when you didn't get it.”
“Ow! Ow! Ow!” groaned Bunter.
“* Beast I
“Have him up before Quelchy, and

make him furn green and yellow
again ! chuckled Peter.
“ Oy | Wow ! S0 I would, only

Quelchy mightn't believe that I never
touched the tarts!” groaned Bunter.

“Probably not !” grinned Peter. *If
there were any tarts about you touched
them, that’s a cert!”

“PBeast! Ow! Ow! Ow!”

“How long are you going to make
that vow for, DBunter?” asked Peter,
“T've gut15m|m fellows coming to tea.”

“ Beast 1"

“Well, T want them to be done well in
this study—but I'm not giving them
musical  honours,” explained IPeter.
“When are you going to dry up ¥’

“Ow, ow! Yow!"” |

“THl give you five minutes,” said
Toddy cheerily,

“Yah !’

Peter Todd proceeded to prepare the
study table for a spread. e had the
Famous Five coming to tea, and the
Famous Five were fellows whom Peter
delichted to honour. Therefore the pre-
parations for tea were on a rather un-
ustial scale.

Tom Dutton came in to help. TIle
brought a large parcel from the school
shop.

]_!Fun‘r.nr blinked at the good things as
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they were unpacked, with lack-lustre
oves,  As a member ef the study, he was
entitled to stay to the spread. But for
onece the sight of tuck did not buck him
.o much as usual. Walker's licking had
been really a terrific one, and Bunter was
feeling it sorcly. Indeed, he would have
eiven all Peter’s good things for ven-
geance on Walker of the Sixth,

ITe moved restlessly about the siudy,
mumbling and moaning and groamng.
Tom Dutton eyed him curiously every
now and then. Being an extremely deal
vanth, Dutton heard nothing that was
watd in the study, and he did not know
that Bunter had been through a lickng.
So the Owl's queer contortions and twist-
ings and turnings puzzled him.,

“What's the matier with
Bunter " Dutton asked at last.
can't you keep still¥”

“Ow! Wowl”

“Eh?

“TI've been licked ! howled Dunter.

* Kicked 77

“ Licked ! yelled Dunier.

“Oh, licked " said Dutton. “Well, 1
daresay vou asked for it. I suppose
vou've heen bagging some fellow’s prov-
T¢ that ¥

“ Beast !

LY _

“Oh, shut up!” howled Bunter., “1I
vou want fellows to talk to you you'd
hetter buy an car-trumpet.  You tire out
a fellow "

“No need to bellow,” said Dutton,
“1"m not deaf, only a little hard of
bearing.  You'd beiter not bellow at
me "’

“I didn’t say bellow, you silly duffer

[ EFI ':-:I.'l

“ Fathead ! Ass! Duffer!™

“Well, if vou suffer, 'm sorvy, but
you must expect to suffer 1if you bag a
fellow's tuck,” said Dutton. " It's too
thick, vou know, Bunter. You're always
at 1t.”

Peter Todd chuckled.

“Anvhow, don't wriggle about the
<tndy like a centipede, Bunter,” went on
Dutton. “Can’t vou stand a licking like
any other chap? You make too much
fuss of 1t.”

“Oh, cheese 1t 1"

“Seize what?’ asked Dutton, lookine
round,

“Tla, ha, ha!" velled Peter,

T don't quite understand vou, Banter,
What do you want me to seize?” asked
the deaf junior, quite puzzled,

“ 1 didn't say setze 77 shricked Bunter,

you,

“Why

“Snecze? Why should I sneeze? I've
nod got a enld.”
“0Oh, mv hat! Give usz a rest!”

howled Bunter.

“Nothing of the kind., My chest is all
right, I've certainly not got a cold on
the chiest,  DBlessed if T don’t think you're
wandering 1n vour mul, Dunter 1™

Billy Bunter gave it up at that point,
Conversation with Duiton was rather too
strenuous a task for him,

There wasz a tramp of feet in the pas-
sage, and IMarry Wharion & Co. eane
along, and five cheery faces looked into
Stwdy No. 7. Billy Bunter gave a deep
groan—partly eaused by his aches and
pains, partly by his desire for sympathy,
The Cao. stared at hin.

““Hallo, halloe, hallo! What's that
chastly row ?” asked Bob Cherry. *1s
Bunter understudyving the Great ITuge
Bear?"

“Ha, ha, ha !™

“T sav, vou fellows, T'm in awful
pam I groaned Bunter. “That bheast
Walker has given me a fearful licking.
ITe made out that I'd bagged his ecake
and tarts. You fellows know whether
I'd touch a fellow's tuek !”
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“IMa, ha! We do!”

“We does " chuckled Johnny Bull.

“The knowfulness 1s terrvific!” grinned
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“And the awful beast deliberately
planted the tarts there for me to bag,
and got Loder of the Sixth to walch for
me,” groaned Bunter. *What do you
think of that for a prefect of the Sixth %™

“What did it matter, if’ you never
touched them I grinned Nugent,

“0Oh, really, Nugent—"

Peter Todd pointed to the cleck.

“Time's up, Bunter [

“Eh? What do you mean, Toddy 2™

“T1 grave vou five minutes, aned veu've
had nearly ten, You've got to chuck
groaning now."”’

Groan !

“Do vou hear, Dunter "

Groan !

“Then I'll jolly well give vou some-
thing to groan for!” said Peter, and he
picked up a shipper,

Billy  Bunter
feroctously,

“You unfeeling beast !
cot any sympathy ¥

“0Oh, lots!” said Peter. “I'm going
to show my syvmpathy by slippering you,
if you don’t shut up. Bee?”

“ Reast !'r:

Billy Bunter Jecided not to groan any
more.  As a matter of faet, the pain was
wearing off, and Bunter was getting
more interested in the good things on
the table. But he did not sit down to
tea, He took his provender standing.

Over tea he explained to the Famous
Five the iniquitous duplicity of Walker
of the Sixth. Harry Wharton & Co.
chuckled.

“You see, he couldn’t lick me for the
ventriloquism, after what Queleby sand,
so he fairly trapped me with those tarts,”

him

blinked at

Haven & yvou

proaned Bunter.,  “Dirty trick for a}
Sixth Form prefecl, wasn't it#°

“Not  nice,” agreed  Wharton,
“Walker's rather a ead. But you

shouldn’t have plaved tricks on his uncle,
and vou shouldn’t have bagged lus tarts,
You've only got yourself to blame.”

Bunter glared. .

“Does that mean that vou're not goimng
to take the matter up?” he demanded.

“Just that!”

" As captain of the Form, vou're bound
to stand by a fellow who's bullied by a
Sixth Form beast!”

“Keep vour hands from picking and
stealing, old fat man,” sugpgested Bob
Cherry.  “Then vou'll be all right.”

“1 say, vou fellows, you're bound te
back me up. You've said lots of times
that vou won’t let the Sixth bully the
Remove, ™

Harry Wharton nodded.

“When you get a licking for nothing

vau can mention i, he said. * When
vou get  licked for bagging anothey
fellow’s tuck, it serves you jolly well
right !

“Hear, hear ™

“The hear-heavfulness iz tervifie, my
c~feemed Tat Bunter,  Honesty 1z the
bzt pitcher that goes longest to the
well, as the Enghsh proverh saxs!" re-
marked TTurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Tla, ha, ha!”

Even Bunter grinned at the English
proverb, 1 spite of his aches and pains,
his woes and his grievances,  But the
Owl of the Remove continued to be very
morose over tea—though his moroseness
did not affeet his appetite in the very

NSWER

EVERY MONDAY._PRICEZ®

MAGNIFICENT ART PLATE OF H.M.S. HAWKINS —NEXT MONDAY!

least.  Evidlently he considered that it
wias up to the IFamous Five to take up
the quarrel, and make Walker “sit up ™
in his turn. But it was elear that there
was nothing doing. No doubt Walker of
the Sixth had erred on the side of em-
phasis in the matter of the licking; but
there was equally no doubt that Bunter
had asked for it. And the Famous Five
charitably hoped that it would do him
good,

After tea, when the Co. strolled out
with Peter Todd, Billy Bunter gave
them a truculent blink.

“Ho you're not backing me up?” he
=ail. “ You're going to let Walker lick
a Remove chap for nothing—practically
nothing—and let him rip? {""p"a!], I'm
going to take the matter into my own
hands, and if you don't like the result,
you can lump it. I know what I'm going
to «do.”

“What’s that, fatty?"

“ That’s telling ! sauid Bunler mysterk
ously.

“Iathead !”

“Yah "

Billy Bunter was left alone—tao grunt
and groan as long as he liked, and to
turn over in his fat mind his scheme of
vengeance on the iniquitous Walker, in
which, apparently, Harry Wharton & Co.
were to be involved. Tt was a matter of
deep consideration for Willlam George
Bunter, but a trifle light as air to the
chums of the Remove—though, as a
matter of fact, they were to be reminded
of it very seriously before long,

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Something Like a Slanging !

AMES WALKER of the Sixth Form
J locked up from his Livy and
frowned. It was some davs since
the affair of Bunter, and Walker
of the Sixth had almost forgotten the
existence of the Owl of the Remove.
Bunter had been licked—thoroughly
licked; perhaps even too thoroughly—
and so Walker dismissed the matter from
his mind as finished and done with. 1I&
was easier, of course, for the matter to
be forgotten by the licker than by the
lickee, so to speak, A licking 1s one
of the many things which it 15 more
blessed to give than to receive, Tt was
natural that it should linger longer in
Bunter's memory than in Walker's,
Walker was busy now. It was Satur-
day afternoon, a fine and sunny autumn
afternoon, and nearly everybody was out
of doors., Walker was kept in his study
by the stern necessity of mugging up
Livy, He had not tﬁn slightest desire
for a closer aegquaintance with Titus
Livius, and he was absolutely indifferent
hoth to the history of Rome and to the
classic language in which Livy had
written thereon. He had been utterly
uninterested even in the reported dis-
covery of the missing Books of Livy,
though he would have been very in-
terested fo hear that the books already
known had been lost beyend recovery.
But it was a case of needs must, The
Head had heen taking Walker very
severely to task in the Sixth Form rocom
that, morning, and Walker had been
“through ™ it. Livy was due again in
the Sixth on Monday, and Walker
realised that the Head would have a
special eye an him. 8o, instead of join-
ing the other seniors at games practice,
or accompanving Loder and Carne on
one of their little kalf-holiday excursions,
Walker of the Bixth was putting In some
weary and dreary hours at Latin.
Tt filled him with a {erocious hatred
of Titus Livius, and imbued him with a
longing to knock together the heads of

(Condinwed on page 17.)
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! THE FOLLY OF
j+ FIREWORKS !

4 By Billy Bunter.

Pre st et e reres e -

HEN you come fo Anna-lies it,

‘NH what's the use of fireworks?

You pay quite a lot of munny
for them, and they are gone in
a flash,

True, the same thing can be said of
grub. But then you get your full whack
of enjoyment out of it, whereas with
fireworks you simply scorch your togs
and blister your fingers,

If one of my titled relalions was to
send me a “fiver ” I should cxpire from
shock—I mean, I should not drecam of
blewing it on freworks, even if it arrived
on the morning of the “ Fifth.” 1 should
spend it on grub, and be sattisfied.

There was a time when I used to go
in for fireworks. But I have had so many
paneful eggsperiences that T'll never
touch the beastly things again.

Two vears ago somebody sent me a
box of fireworks. They were very damp,
and I was afraid they wouldn't go off;
so I thought it would be a sensible plan
to put the box of fireworks in the fender
to dry. They not only dried, but after

abeut two minnits there was a deffening |

explosion, and the whole box of tricks
went west! If ever I have occasion to
dry fireworks again, I shall hang them
out on a line, or something !

On another oeccasion I reseeved a pre-
gsent of a bundle of skyrockets. 1 kept
themi until Bonfire Night, and then
started to let them off.  Bkyrockets,
indeed! Why, not one of them rose more
than six inches from the ground. They
were the most awiul "duds ¥ I'd ever
seen—hadn’t a kick in them!

s

On vet another oceasion I was walking |

about with & pocketful of assorted fire-
works—squibs and starlights and golden
rains and Roman candles—when some-
thing caused them to explode, and I
found myself in peril of being roasted
alive! My Eton jacket was Eton away
by the flames. Fortunately, Bob Cherry
saw me on fire, and promptly put me out
with a fire-distinguisher. But for his
pressence of mind my life would have
paid the four-feet,

You will see, therefore, that I've no
reason to bless fireworks. And the next
time somebody sends me a box of the
beastly things I'll either put them up for
auction, or else offer them in exchange
for a hamper of sollid, substantial, sattis-
fving tuck,

G. B. 8. (Chester)—** Yon were once ex-

pelled from Greyfriars—undezervedly, 1 know.

What did it feel like?¥"——It felt so jolly
pnpleasant that 1 don't want an encore!

“ gportsman 7 {Harrow).—" Who is the best
hoxer in the Greviriars Sixthi® Rather a
knotty problem to decide. Wingate, Gwynne,
and Faulkner are all first-class fighting-men.
Perliaps Wingate is a shade superior to the
other two.
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THE FIFTH ! i

A Ballad of Bonfire Night.
By Dick Penfold.

- +++4i

4

SING of Fawkes, the cunning Guy,
I A scoundrel sleck and sinister,
Who once aspired to blow sky-high
The King and every Minister,
The famous “Fifth ¥ we celebrate,
And make it quite a jolly day;
At Greyfriars Bchool, at any rate,
We keep it as a holiday,

Bonfires are lighted in the fields,
They burn and blaze right merrily;

What rapture and delight it yields
To happy youths—yea, verily!

With hideous guys we feed the flames,
And dance around with merriment;

With rockets we have glorious games
And many a weird experiment !

Masters and prefects join the fun,
And share our youthful jollify;
Then, when the revelry is done,
A feast of finest quality
Is set before us in the hall.
We eat it with avidity;
Of course, friend Bunter's “on the ball,”
Gorging with great rapidity !

The glories of “The Fifth ¥ are great,
And Guido's name we venerate;
The eelebrations on this date
We trust may ne’er degenerate,
We love to see the gay sparks fly,
We love the romps and revelry:
Then. here's a health to good old Guy,
Who planned his deed of devilry!

M b 45 £ § 9 5 £ s ¥ 85 €S

RESULT OF MAGNET
“CHARACTERS”

COMPETITION
(Harold Skinner).

In this competition a prize of
a Gent's ‘*Royal Enfield"”
Bicycle has been awarded to:

HAROLD BAILEY,
138, Belasis Avenue,
Haverton Hill,
MIDDLESBROUGH,

for the following line :
“ DEALS *—HIS IDEALS,

Another ripping Bicyele
offered again this week!
See page 16.
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| EDITORIAL!

t By Harry Wharton.

$reerrtrresrsrerrre -+~

There is megic and sparkle in
the words. They conjure up
visions of a blazing bonfire, of

grotesque guys being fed to the flames,
of rtockets soaring sky-high, and of
spluttering squibs and lively jumping-
craclkers.

Guido Fawkes was a }:ﬁretty thorongh-
going scoundrel, by all accounts, but
schoolboys never judge him too harshly.
He has bequeathed fo us ome special
night in the year when we can stay up
lato and enjoy our fill of fun and
freedom,  Therefore, we take off onr
hats to the arch-plotter who smuggied
harrels of gunpowder underneath the
Houses of Parliament.

The eustom of celebrating Guy
Fawkes' Day is dying out in =ome parts
of the country, but we still obsceve 1l af
Greyfriars. For several days Dbefore-

BDI\IFI RE NIGIIT!

hand fellows are busy buying fireworks.

Sometimes, in their impatience, they lef
them off before the greal day arrives.
One misguided youth ignited a jump-
ing-cracker in the Remove Form-room.
It capered all over the place, and finally
scorched a hole in the tail of M.
Quelch’s gown. The culprit was called
out before the class, and there was a
fresh display of fireworks.

At Greyfriars, on Bonfire Night, we
always have a torchlizht procession to
light us down to the field where the bon-
fire has been built. DMost of us are
armed with effigies, and we hurl them
on to the bonfire with great gusio. I
made a guy last year of Mr. Prout, the
master of the Fifth, but 1t was so
unlike him that he failed to recognise
himself. Which was fortunate for the
guy-maker ! This year I have made a
guy which is a faithful representation
of Horace Coker. That burly yonth has
made repeated efforts to capture the
guy and prevent it being burnt on
Bonfire Night; but Coker be
unlucky !

Of course, I have been hombarded
with econtributions for our special “Guy
Fawkes ” Number. Stories and artieles
and poems, all dealing with the fun of
“The Fifth.,” have poured into my
canctum. I have selected the best, and
the remainder have been consigned to
the vawning depths of the waste-paper
basket. Alonzo Todd's “Ode to =
Smoking Effigy ” is one of the rejeeted
contributions, I daren’t publish any
odes to smoking effigies. The authorities
don’t approve of smoking! I am sorry
that Alonzo should so far forget himself
as to deal with a banned topie!

will

Harey VW HARTOXN.
Tue Maoxer Lierpany.— No. 874
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EOB CHERRY :

Of course, *“"The F:ith ** should bo cele-
brated! Let us have one evening in the
vear, at feast, when we can stay up until
after midmight, and prance around the
merry bonfire, and explode our squibs
and jumping-crackers, and loose oflf our
skvrockets,  Some poetical johnnie las
written

“Remember, remember
The Tiith of November,
Gunpowder trezson and plot.
I se¢e no reason
Why gunpowder treaszon,
Should ever be forgot.”

And neither do I! Let us keep the
exploits of good old Guy Fawkes ever
green in the memory !

GERALD LODER:

Guy IFFawkes' Day is merely a festival
for fags. They delight in rowdvism and
revelling, and in making night hideous
with their vells. But dignified members
of the Sixth Form—and especially pre-

THE

E’I = ECS[Ebrared *

| fects—have no

V d « | »
Shoss Tk o

5_:':5-:.1 would imagine

]
¥4 pur confriouters weould Qweé o unanimous ‘TL":F

Bur there are cranks k killjoys even af Greylriars,
— &5 will pe feen pelowr, ——

use for these =ort of
capers, Guy Fawkes' Day should be
ubolished, and the making of guys should
be strictly prohibited, 1 hear that my
fag has made a hideous guy which 1s
suppased to represent myself. Wait till
I lay hands on the little brat! Tl cuff
and clout him until he squeals for the
nmercy he will never get|

BILLY BUXNTER:

" The Fifth " should be sellybrated, of
cerse: but I don't agree with the prez-
zant method of sellybrating it. Let’s have
a banguett instead of a bonfire. Let's
have feasting instead of fireworks. The
latter are all very well in their way, but
they're no good for human consumption,
You can’t have squib-pie or starlight
stew ! It is true that after the firework
display we always have a supper in the
dining-hall; but why not let the proseed-
ings start with supper, and continue with
supper, and end with supper?

ALONZO TODD:

At the risk of being considered a

GREYFRIARS HERALD,

erank, I must say that I emphatically dis-
approve of Guy Fawkes cclebrations,
Ifireworks and bonfires are exiremely
dangerous, and many shocking mishaps
have ocenrred at Grevfriars on © The
Fifth,”"" I know a fag in the Second
Form who severely scorched his stoek-
ings, and another who burned himsel
so badly that the tip of his finger-nail
had to be amputated. Then, again, we
never get to bed until after midnight,
and the loss of one's beauty sleep 19 a
calarmty. On the morning of the Sixth
of November we all lock haggard instead
of handsomme, I will now tell vou the
tragic tale of a boy whe was once thrown
on to a blazing bonfire in mistake for a
guy

(Spare us, Lonzy '—Edl.)

WILLIAM GOSLING:

Wot I says is this 'ere: “I don’t hap-
prove of all this "anky-panky wot goes on
at Groeyfriars in connection with this "era
Guy Forks. Why should we keep 'is
memory green, 'l was a hout-an-hout
scoundrel as ever was! Tried to bhlow
up the 'Ouses of Parlyment, "e did, Wish
I'd been the gate-porter there, an’ caught
him in the hact! 'E wouldn't 'ave got
no mercy from William Gosling, the
destructive pest! It fair makes my blood
boil to think about it. An’ it will be a
good think for Grevfriars when Guy
Forks’ Day is demolished. Why, last
year one of the young rips of the Remove
exploded a cracker underneath me feet.
I thought the end of the world ‘ad
come,
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GUY FAWKES ALPHABET!

By FRANK NUGENT.

A’s the APPLAUSE when the bonfire's
1gmited,

And all dance around it, cntranced and
delighted.

B's for the BONFIRE, w0 merrly
blazing ;

The glow, seen [lor iiles, iz iruly
amazing,

(* 15 for COKER, the greaiest of guys;
For this I shall soon feel his [ist in my
eYes,

D is for DUTTON, who's =0 hard of
hearing,

It seems like a whisper whern evervone's
cheering,

E's the EXCITEMEXN'T which everyone
shows,

When soaring through s¢pace a big <ky-
rocket goes,

F's for the FIREWORKS, of all soris
and sizes,

And when they explode what commo-
tion arises,

G 1z for GUIDO, ihe baze Spamsh
plotter,

Whom, history tells us, was rather a
roiter.

Tre Maicner LiBRany.—NoO. §74,

IT 15 the HEIGHT to which sky-rockets
SOAr ;

Thex’ll travel to Mars in a fow years or
more,

Iis for INKY—high jinks has this nabob
With Wharton and Johnny, myself, and
the gay Bob.

leaping
Towards Bunter's form as the porpoise
hes sleeping.

K's for the KIDS in the Third and the
Second.,

On the night of the “Filth” they go
mad, it is reckoned,

L's for ihe LAUGHTER, light-hearted
and gav;
Far éver the fields it echoes away.

M’s jor the MASTERS, who share in
the fun,
And let us stay up till a quarter to one.

N 1= for NUGENT, who scribbles this
ViElse
For gay "HERALD ” readers to chant

and rehearse,

0t for the ODOUR of guys that are
burning.

In their fiery furnace they're twisting
and {urning,

J's JUMPING CRACKERS, so merrily,

P's the PROCESSION, lorches
ablaze,

On which every fellow is

with
eager to paze.

Q is for QUELCHY, who makes matters
warm

For those who give firework displays in
the dorm,

R’s for the ROCKETS which scream
overhead,

Disturbing the slumbers of people in bed.

5 is the BQUIB—quite a fiery young
fellow,

I threw one at Gosling, who gave a loud
bellow,

T's for the TORCHLIGHTS, which
flicker and flare,

And need to be handled with caution
and carc.

U’s for the UPROAR from hundreds of
voices _

When everyone revels and romps and
Irc]olces,

V’'s for the
around
To see the big bonfire upon the school

ground,

VILLAGERS; all fiock

W's for WHARTON, the chief i our
Capers,

Right ably he edits the prince of boys’
papers,

Yon
extra penny for this

(Flattery, thy name 1s Nugent.
shall bhave an
couplet,—IEd.)

X, Y, and Z leave me stumped for a
rhyme,

S0 good-bye to GUY FAWKER.
here’s to next time,

[Supplement i,
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THE GREYFRIARS

USK was beginning to fall, and
the Guy Fawkes' festivities at
Greyfriars were about to com.

mence, Ingenious guy-mokers
were putting the linishing touches to
their guvs; and the members of the
torchlight procession were assembling in
the Close.

A big bonfire had been built in a
distant field, and Gosling, the porter, had
received instructions to light it as soon
as it got really dark. Gosling grmnbled
a good deal at having to perform this
duty. He declared loudly that he
“didn’t ‘old with these ‘ere Guy Forks
celebrations.” But the Greyiriars fellows
were too jubilant to take any notice of
Gosling.

Skinner of the Remove was strolling to
and fro in the Close, waiching the fel-
lows emerge from the school building
with their guys.

Bob Cherry came staggering down the
School House steps with an effigy which
represented Loder of the Sixth. Loder
saw the effigy, but failed to recognise
it as a counterpart of himself. Which
was perhaps fortunate for Bob Cherry.

Then Dicky Nugent came running out,
with an effigy of his Form-master, Mr.
Twigg. Nobody would
whom the guy was supposed to represent,
but for the fact that a big placard was
pinned to it, bearing the inscription :

“THIS IS8 THAT TIRANT TWIGG!
He is about to be burnt at the steak !

Skinner gave a chuckle.

“1f Twigg sees that placard, there
will be a dead fag found lying about!”
he said.

“1 want Twigg to see it!” =aid Dicky
Nugent, with a grin. ‘“‘Then he'll know
exactly what we think of him!"

Skinner's attention was diverted at
that moment by the appearance of
Alonzo Todd and Billy Bunter. They
carried a guy between them. There was
nothing to show whom the guy was sup-
posed to represent, Indeed, 1t was a
poor specimen of an effigv. It was
simply a sack, stuffed with sawdust, with
eyes and nose and mouth painted on it
with luminous paint. The guy mighi
have been anvbody: and Skinner stared
at it in great perplexity.

“I say! Who's that guy supposed to
represent 7"’ he asked.

Billy Bunter grinned.

“I'll give you three guesses,” he said.

“Right !" sand Skinner. *“The ex.
Kaiszer ?”

i NG_I,

“Mr. Pussyloot Johnson?"

“Try again !™

“Guy Fawkes himself 7

“Wrong every time,” =aid Billy
Bunter. “I'm surprized that vou can’t
recognise this guy, Skinny. 1t's a per-
fect imitation. No need to put a placard
on it, pointing out who it 13, It's Coker
of the Fifth, of course !™

“Great pip ! Coker would be pleased !

“We manufactured this effigy our-
selves, my dear Skmner,” said Alonzo
Todd, beaming. *To my mind, it'i% the
cloverest guy of the whaole lot.™

Supplement iii.)

have known |

“Rats! Ii’s not a patch on mine,”
said Bkinner.,

“Yours? Why, I had no idea you had
mace one !

“Well, I have. And it's a real beaunty.
The Perfect Guy, if 1 may say so. It's
so skilfully made that you'd have a job
to tell it from the original.”

“Where is it 7" asked Billy Bunter.

“You ecan see it from here,” said
Skinner. *‘It's an effigy of old Prout. I
left it in the library. And if it isn't a
lifelike representation of old Prout, 1'll
eat my hat "

Dunter and Alonzo took their stand
beside Skinner, who was pointing up-
wards to the library window.

In the half-litht a motionless figure
could be seen. And from a distance, at
any rate, it certainly bore a remarkable
resemblance to Mr. Prout.

“71 left it sprawling in a chair, close
to the library window,” explained
Skinner. “ Perhaps you fellows would
like to run and fetch it? I'll look after
your guy for you.” )

Both Bunter and Alonzo were very in-
terested in Skinner’s guy. They were
curious to see what it looked like at close

uarters. Was it a betler guy than
their own? If so, Skinner was to be
congratulated.

[

“Come along, Lonzy!” said Billy
Bunter. “We'll go and fetch this won-
derful guy of Skinner's. But I'm willing
to wager a dish of doughnuts that 1t’s not
such a beauty as ours.™

The two juniors hurried into the
building, They failed to hear Skinner's
soft chuckle as they went.

They found the library deserted, save
for the sprawling figure in a chair by the

. window.

The greater part of the room was
practically in darkness. DBut a fire was
burning in the grate, and its rays illu-
minated the figure at the window,

Billy Bunter gave a gasp.

“Tt—it's Prout to the life!” he ex-
claimed. “1'd no idea Skinner was such
a clever guy-maker.’

Alonzo blinked the
figure,

“JIt is indeed a wonderful imitation!”
he declared. ‘““The hair, the features,
and even the clothes, are identical with
those of Mr. Proul.”

“Well, we'd better carry it down,”
said Bunter. “I'll take the feet, and
you take the other end.”

The juniors were astonished to find
that the weight of the guy was consider-
able. Bunter lifted it by the feet, and
Alonzo by the head; and it was with the
utmost difficulty that they heaved it out
of the chair,

“My hat! What a weight!” panted
Bunter. “We shall never get the
beastly thing downstairs [

Suddenly there was a
Alonzo.

“Help!
wriggle 1"’

There was a convulsive movement on
the [I:lt‘t ﬂf the gy, Hi”_}l Bunlter lost
his nerve completely, and lel go of the
feet as if they had been red-hot.
Alonze was similarly unnerved, and he

ak motionless

shriek from

It's alive! IU's beginning to
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let #a of Tiis end. Their burden fell io
the floor with a crasl,

“Yaroooach!”

A wild vell of anguish rang out.  And
Bunicr and Alonzo wyelled, too—with
terror ! ‘T'hey both wanted to turn and
flee, but panie rooted them to the spot.

Slowly and painfully the guy sab up,
and then siaggered to its feet, And in
that moment Bunter and Alonzo realized
the awful truth—that it was not a guy at
all, but Mr. Paul Prout in person. _

Skinner had planned a jape on Ins
schoolfellows, and it had suceeeded up to
the hilt,

The cad of the Remove had seen Mr.
Prout asleep in the library, and that had
given him the idea. He had spoofed
Bunter and Alonzo that the motionless
figure in the chair was an effigy. _

For a full moment Mr. Prount was n-
capable of speech. When he dil find his
voice, it resembled the booming of
breakers on the beach.

“Bunter! Todd! You—you have
dared to lay violent hands upon a master!
You shall pay dearly for this appaling
outrage! You took advantage of my
slumber to perpetrate a savage atiack
upon me!"”

“Nunne, sir!"” gasped Billy Dunter.
in slartled tones. **We wouldn't attack
you for worlds, sir! The—the fact is, we
—we thought you were a guy !”

This was not very flaitering to Ar.
Prout. It was like adding insult to in-
jury. Mr. Prout's secret opinion of him-
self was thal he was rather a fine, dis-
tinguished-looking gentleman., To be
1111istakun for a guy was altogether the
it !

“You—you spluttered the in-
censed Formn-master., *“What grounds
had you for supposing T was a guy *”

“Skinner pointed you out, sir, from
the Close,” explained Dunter. “We
could see yvou in the chair by the win-
dow, and Skinner said it was a wonder-
ful guy he had inade himself. Of course,
if it hadn’t been so dark, we should have
known differently. But when you were
sprawling in that chair asleep, you—yon
looked for all the world like a guy, sir!”

“Be silent, R

i

Bunter! roared Mr.
Prout, becoming purple in the face, “I
shall report this outrage to your Form-
master. As for Skinner, T will take it
upon myself to deal with him. Send him
to e at once !

The japer of the Remove was duly
summoned into the presence of A,
Prout, with whom he spent a very pain-
ful five minutes. Six on each hand was
his reward for having pulled the legs of
Bunter and Alonzo. As for those two
bright vouths, they got off scot free,
their Form-master realising that the
attack on Mr. Prout had been made
quite innocently,

The Bonfire Night celebrations were a
great success, and were thoroughly en-
joyed by all—with the exception of
Harold Skinner, who spent the cvening
in his study, sulking like Achilles in his
tent.

THE ERD.
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HISTORIC BONFIRE
NIGHTS!

A record of some amazing Events I
at Creyfriars School. Chronicled by

GEORGE WINGATE.

NOVEMBER the Fifth has always been a
red-letter day at Greyfriars. Ever since the
time when Guido Fawkes plotted his deep,
dark plot to *“undermine ** the Dritish Con-
stitution, and to send the Houses of Parlia-
ment sky-high, the auniversary of the event
Lias been kept up at Greyfriars—sometimes
with the ronsent of the headmaster, and on
certuin occasious without it!

L L ] &

THERE have bheen many casualties and
calamities, and thrills ‘and spills, in connec-
tion with Bonfire Night. In the seventeenth
century the school had a narrow escape from
being burnt down, the bonfire having been
carelessly constructed in close proximity Lo
the building, towards which a strong wind
was Dlowing. Some of the outbuildings actu-
ally caught fire, but a hard-working amateur
fire-brigade  of schoolboys prevented the
flames from spreading to the main building.

. . *

THERE were fireworks in those days, bub
they were very crudely made, extremely dan-
gerous, and gave forth an odour that was
anything huf pleasant. We read in the
achool records that a pupil named Palgrave
was expelled Tor exploding a firework in the
Form-room. Nowadays, such an offence would
hardly warrant expulsion; but, as 1 say, the
fireworks of that period were so dapgerous
that the Form-room might easily have been
set on fire. As it was, the Form master’s
gown was severcly scorched

L L ] L

IN 1336 the fiat went forth from the head-
master of that time—Dr. Grimstone-—that
Guy Fawkes Day was no longer ' to be
observed at Greyfriars. Al flreworks sent
to the boys were confiscated by the authori-
ties, DBubt the scholars of that period did

not mean to be deprived of their excitement
and enjoyment, and several crates of ﬁE:-
o

works were smuggled into the school.

THE GREYFRIARS HERALD.

honflre was lighted on the night of “The
Fifth,” bot the Head aod the masters were
startled out of their slumbers by 4 series
of loud explosions. On turning out to in-
vestigate, Lhey foumd that a pyrotechnic dis-
play was in progress in the Close. Fireworks
were being “loosed off ' in all directions,
and the scene was illuminated as if by flashes
of lightning., On the appearavce of the
anthorities the fellows bolted back to bed,
but the ringleaders were discovered in the

morning, when there was a “ birching
parade " which lasted nearly an hour!
- . .

DR. GRIMSTOXE was_unlucky in his
efforts to abolish Guy FaWkes celebrations
at Greyfriars. For in the following year a
sporting governor named Sir John Loriog
arrived at the school, bringing with himegn
ample supply of fireworks [or distribution
amongst. the boys. &ir John distributed the
fireworks in Big Hall, greatly to the annoy-
ance and chagrin of the Head. He also
ordered the crection of a huge bonfire, and
he himself took part in the festivities which
followed, while Dr. Grimstone sat in his study
and sulked,

L] ] L

IT has always been the custom to light a
honfire on one of the high chalk downs over-
looking the sea. 8t. Michael's Mount, on
which the bonfire is erected, is five miles
from Greyfriars; and in 1835 a party of
Remove boys broke bounds in order to wisib
the spot, and take part in the revels. They
had already enjoyed the Guy Fawkes festivi-
ties at Greyfriars, but apparently enough
was not as good as a feast in their case!
At one o'clock in the morping & prying
masber went the rounds of the dormitories,
and discovered that seven boys were absent.
He roused and informed the headmaster,
into whose arms the delinquents walked on
their return. All seven were sentenced to
expulsion; but the sentence was afterwards
rescinded, and the offenders received a public
flogging instead.

L L .

GUY-MAKING has always been a favourite
pastime at Greyfriars, on the approach of
“The Fifth." An effigy was once made of
the notorious Dr. Grimstooe, and, amid scenes
of the wildest enthusiasm, it was cast to
the flames, whilst the Head looked on,
danecing with rage. He made strenouous
efforts to discover the inventor of the guy,

but that youth’s identity iemained * wrapb
in mystery."
* .

NOBODY ever reads the School Rules
Llese days. There are S0 many of them,
and they are worded in such a solemn and
pompous style. that very few fellows would
care to wade through them. In 1870 a new
riule was added, to the cfiect that it was
forbidden to make elligies resembling any
master or prefect of Greyiriars. This rule--
to quote Shakeapeare—has been  “maore
honoured in the breach than in the obsery-
auce,” for scarcely a year passes without
fzuys being wmade resembling certain un-
popular masies: and prefects. Last Fyear
there werc no less than a dozen effigies of
Loder of tie Sixth, who does not seem Lo
be exactiy a pnblie idol!

L L L 3

IT i3 a very difficult matter to suppress
guy-making., The effigies are made in secret,
and are mob produced until Bonfire Night.
Even then it is no eazy matter to discover
the identity of the guy-makers, for their
faces are gencrally disguised by grotesque
masks. Last year there was an effigy made
of Mr. Prout, and he ordered me to discover
the maker and bring him to justice. 1 knew
that the culprit wa: a member of the
Iemove Form, but, try as I would, 1 could
not discover hLis name,

{Bob Cherry pleads “ Guilty!"” Butb, as it's
an ancient offence, Wingate, he hopes yow
will take no action!—Ed.)

® . -

THE question as to whether Guy Fawkes
celebrations should be abolished cropped up
again this year, and the Head called a special
conference of masters to discuss the matter.
Mr. Larry Lascelles pleaded eloguently in
favour of the Quy Fawkes anniversary being
kept up; and Mr. Hacker, in an embittered
speech, nrged that it was high time that
“ this ridiculous tomfoolery,” as he called
it, was brought to an end. Finally, the
matter was put to the. vote, and by a
narrow majority it was decided that Guy
Fawkes Day should be observed as hereto-
forec. When the verdict wans made public
the juniors and fags cheered wildly, and
danced around in high glee. But, so far as
the seniors are concerned, it is a matter of
indifference to us whether ““The Fifth"™ is
kept up or not. We bave left our Iagging
days behind us, and are no longer seized
with a frenzied desire to ignite squibs or to
send sky-rockets soaripg into space!
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cent “ Ttoyal Enfield ** Bieyele,
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the letters, S, 1, M, could make * Scoumdrel in Miniature,”
5, 8, A, could make “ Skinner's Shady Ally.*

Remember Lhat the initial letters of each word of your effort
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vou may use any other letters of the alphabet to follow, and
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Hannibal and Fabius. If a fag had been
at hand, probably Walker would bave
cuffed him, or perhaps kicked him—as
he eould not kick Livy., Fortunately for
Tubb of the Third, his duties as
Walker's fag did not bring him to the
study just then,

In this pleasant mood Walker was
startled by a sudden socund ab his study
door,

It was the click of a key turning in
the lock.

Ho frowned.

1t was rather a surpricing incident,
The key should naturally have been on
the inside of the door. Apparently, how-
ever, it was now on the outside. Some-
one had surreptitiously transferred it
there before Walker had come into the
stily, and he had not noticed it in slam-
ming the deor shut.

Now, it seemed, he was locked in his
E-tu{I;r.

Walker breathed hard.

He was in a mood to cuff any cheeky
fag who eame within reach, and some
cheeky fap was plaving tricks on him !

Leaving Titus Livius on the table,
Walker rose and crossed to the door. He

rasped the handle and shook it. The
ﬁﬂﬂr did not move; undoubiedly i1t had
heen locked on the outside, Walker
rapped on the panels with his knuckles.

“Who's there? Who's locked my
door?"” he shouted.

“My esteemed Walker—
volce ¥rc:+m the passage outside.

Walker jumped.

He recognised the voice, and he easily
recognised the peculiar mode of speech,
There was only one fellow at Greyfriars
who talked like that. And it was not
likely lo occur to Walker that a fat ven-
triloruist was imitating the well-known
“lingo ? of Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,
the Tndian junior of the Remove,

“ [Hurree Singh, you young raseal

“My esteemed fatheaded Walker——"

“What !"” roared Walker,

“T have lockfully fastened you in your
esteemed study, my excellent and exe-
erable fathead——"

“You cheeky young villain !

“You cheeky old villain !”

“Wha-a-at !"

“Now I am going to tell you what I
think of you, my esteemed disgusting
Walker! You are a beastly bully !

“TInlock this door!” shouted Walker.

“ Rats [

“You voung scoundrel——’

“The rath-ﬁmsr; 15 tervifie !

“TUnlock this door at once, and T'l]

came a

LR

give vyou the licking of your hfe!”
roared Walker.
“Bosh! You couldn’t lick a rabbit,

my esteemed funky Walker ™

*I—I—I * gtuttered Walker.
“Shut up!”
Walker stared at the locked door,

almost dazed. The Remove were, in the
opinion of many of the Sixth, a cheeky
Form., DBut certainly no Removite had
ever ventured to cheek a Sixth Form
prefect like this before.

“D-d-d-did you say shut up?” gmasped
Walker,
“Yes! You talk tooe much, my

esteermed Walker!  You are a gasbag!
You are like a disgusting sheep’s head—
all jaw!”

“Great gad!"” gasped Walker.

“Won are an esteemed bully,” went on
the voice cheerily on the safe side of
the locked door, “but you only bully
fags! You are afraid of the Tafth!”

Walker spluttered.

“You are a funk, and a bully, and a
beasily cad, Walker ™

“T—I'm dreaming this?
the dazed prefect.

Really it was rather difficult to believe
his ears,

“You funk at football, my esteemed
cowardly Walker! You run away from
the boys in the village!”

Walker gasped.

“You are the silliest ass in ih{!z, Sixth,

my esteemed fatheaded Walker!
“Unlock this door!” shricked Walker,
almost in a frenzy.
“(Go and cat coke, Walker 1"
“1'1l thrash vou! I'll smash you! I—

Y murmuared

-1ril—"

Walker hecame ineccherent,

“Youn couldn't thrash a tom-eat,
Walker! You can’t box! Tubb of the

Third could lick you if he likedl”

1.‘_'[__1_ I__!!'

“Shut up, Walker! Your jawlulness
is terrific, and your esteemed voice 15 like
the grinding of a saw!”

Walker grasped the door-handle with
both hands, and dragged at it frantic-
ally. Livy was quite forgotten now;
Walker had only an intense desire to get
to elose quarters with the Removite who
was cheeking him in this unheard-of
fashion.

But the locked door refused to budge.
Walker gave it up, and rushed across
the study to the window

It was rather a jump from the study
window to the ground, and rather an un-
dignified mode of exit for a Sixth Form
prefect, But Walker did not care about
that. He wanted to get at Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh, and he wanted it
badly.

There was a erash as the window was
thrown up. Walker of the Sixth leaped
ant,

The crash of the window was followed
by the hurried retreat of the junior in
the passage,

But it was not Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh who retreated., It was Billy
Bunter, who had so skilfully and un-
sernpulously imitated the volee of the
Nahob of Bhanipur.
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- .
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TION. ASK YOUR NEWS-
AGENT FOR A COPY TO-DAY,
CHUM!

Bunter scudded out of the Sixth Form
passage alb once, and scuttled up the
lemove staircase,

He was safe in Study No. T in the
Remove by the time Walker, rushing
into the Housze, reached the door of lus
own study.

Walker came along the Sixth Form
passage with a rush, hoping to find the
cheeky voungster still there. But the
passage was empty. The key was still
in the outside of the lock, and Walker
unlocked the door and threw it open.

He stayed in the study only long
enough to snatch up a cane. Then he
rushed ont again, to seek Hurree Jams=ct
Ram Singh,

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Up Against It !
H.ERHY WHARTON & CO. saun-

tered cheerily in at the gates of

(ireyfriars. The Famous Five

had walked down to Chif House

2ehool that afternoon, and Marjorie and

("lava had joined them on a ramble along

the c¢liffs.” Now they were returning

from their walk, and thinking chiefly of
tea in Study No, 1.

Skinner of the Remove called to them

as they came in. Harold Skimner was
rrinning.,

“ Look out for Walker I

“Hallo, halle, hallo! What's the
matter with Walker ?”  inguired Boh
Cherry.

“Qf course, you don't know !” grinned
Skinner.

“Of course we don't, as we've been
out of gates all the afterncon,” answered
Bob. " Anything up?”

“ Lots,” chuckled Skinner. “Inky haid
better put some exercise books into his
hags before he sees Walker.”

The Nabob of Bhanipur looked sur-
prised.

“My esteemed Skinner, I am 1ot
aware of having done anything to excite
the wrathfulness of the excellent and

execrable Walker,” he said. “1 have
not even seen him to-dayfully.”
“Vou've talked to him, though,”

chuckled Skinner.

“How the thump could Inky talk to
hini without seeing him %" asked IIarry
Wharton, staring at Skinner in astonish-
ment,

“Oh, keep it up !” said Skinner, laugh-
inr. Walker may believe you don’t
know anything about it—perhaps. My
opinion is that he won't.” And Harold
Skinner walked away, grinning.

“What the thump does the fellow
mean 7 asked Johnny Bull.

“Goodness knows. One of his little
jokes, I suppose,” said Bob. * Let’s gel
in to tea, and hother Skinner.”

The Famous Five walked across to the
School House.  Lord Mauleverer was
sunning himself on the steps, and he
cave (he Famous I'ive a rather curious
ool

“Tetter keep out of Walker's way,
vou fellows,” he said,

“What on earih
Nugent.

“Well, after the way Inky slanged
him——"

“My esteemed Manly, the slangfulness
has not been terrifie,” said Hurree Jam-
set Ram Singh. “1 have not spoken
wordfully to the esteemed and idiotic
Walker to-day.”

Lord Mauleverer slared,

“Oh, begad!” he ejaculated. * Well,
T was only warnin’ youn. Walkev's ragny’
about it, He's been lookin” for you all
over the school.”

“ Looking for Inky?” -exclaimed Bob,

The Macxer LiBrary.—No. 874,
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i .‘.I.-F]i'lﬁ.”

C“What rot! There's some mistake.
Inky's been over to Clilf House with us,
and he's had nothing to do with Walker,”

*(f course, if you say so, it is so,”
assented his lordship..  “But 1 don’t
cateh on. Walker’s beenn raisin’ Cain,
askin' fellows right and left for Inky.
He says Inky was slangin' him in the{
study.”

“*What rot!”

Harry Wharton & Co. passed into the
house in a puzzled mood. Why Walker
of the Sixth should be on the way—path,
with the nabob as the special object of
his wrath, was & mystery to them.

“Oh, here you fellows are " .exclaimed
Vernon-Smith, as the chums of the Re-
move came upstairs. “Look out for |
Walker,” |

“(Oh, blow Walker !” exclaimed Bob.

“The blowfulness is terrific.”

“Well, he's in a tearin” rage,” chuckled
the Bounder., *“I suppose all you fellows
were in it

“In what?” yelled Bob.

“Slangin’ Walker in his study. Any-
how, Inky was. Walker's on his track
like a giddy Hun, 1 say, Inky, it was
rather thick, you know.
known Walker would be wild.”

The dusky face of the Nabob of Bhani-
pur was greatly perplexed.

“The wildness of the esicemed Walker
does not concern me, my esteemed
Smithy,” he answered. <1 have not
slangfully addressed a word to the ecx-
cellent and disgusting Walker.”

“Draw it mild, old man,” said the
Bounder, laughing.

“My esteemed and Iudicrous Smithy
J§ ="

“Well, it's your own bizney,” vawned
ihe Bounder. “ Anyhow, you'd better
look out for Walker, Whether you did
it, or whether he only dreamed it, he's
after your scalp.”

“0Oh, bosh!" said Bob Cherry.

“The boshfulnessz iz terrifie,”

Harry Wharton & Co, went into Study
No. 1, Their reception had surprised
them considerably, and they suspected
a “rag " on the part of the Remove, So
far as they were aware they had given
no cause of offence to James Walker of
the Greyfriars Sixth, and fhey saw no
reason why he should be on the war-
path on their account.

Thev sat down contentedly fo ifeca in
Study No. 1, dismissing the matter from |
their minds. But a few minutes later |
Hazeldene of the Remove looked in at |
the epen door.

“Inky here?” he asked.

“The herefulness is terrific.”

“ Look out! Walker's coming ™

“The comefulness of the esteemed
Walker 15 a matter of comulete indiffer-
ence to me, my esteemed Hazel.”

Hazeldene laughed.

“Well, he's got a big cane with him,”
he said, “Look out for squalls. Bui T
suppose vou expected a row after whal

you did "

Hazel strolled awav, amnd a few
moments later Walker of the Sixth
reached the study, It was more than
an hour since James Walker had been
glanged through his locked door, but his
wrath seemed to have improved, hike
wine, with keeping., His face was red
now, and his brow like a thundercloud.
He had & cane gripped in his hand as
he strode into Harry Wharton’s study,

“You black scoundrel !

“My esteemed and cheeky Walker!”

“1 saw you come in from my window,"
said Walker, glaring at the dusky nabob,
“You dodged out of gates before T could
get at vou, Dut I've got you now !”

Turg MAacReET LiBRARY.—NO. 474,

¥

i

You must have l

OUS FREE ART PLATE!

“What on earth's the matter?” asked
Harry. .

“1 dare say you know all about it,"”
sneercd Walker., “ Very likely you were
in the passage with that black rascal all
the time, Still, I can’t prove that, so
I'm dealing only with him, DBend over,
Hurrce Singh.”

Walker flourished the cane.

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh regarded
him with surprise, but calmly. Juniors
were supposed to bend over when brdered
to do so by Sixth Form prefects invested
with the power of the ashplant. DBut in
this instance there was not likely to be
obedience, Hurree Jamset Ram Singh
had no inftention at all of being licked
for nothing.

“My esteemed Walker

“Nuff said!
Walker,

“The bendfulness will not be terrific,
my ludicrous Walker.”

* Look here, Walker,” exclaimed Bob
Cherry., “ What's Inky done? Give it a
name before you start in with the lick-
ing."”

“You know jolly well what he’s done.
Anyhow, he knows. Hurree Singh, get
to that chair and bend over!”

The nabob shook his dusky head.

“The lickfulness is not the proper
caper in the esteemned circumstances,” he
gsaid. "I declinefully refuse.”

“For the last time !” roared Walker.

“You're jolly well not going to lick
Inky for nothing,” exclaimed Harry
Wharton indignantly. “We're standing
by you, Inky, old man.*

“Yes, rather,”

“Back up, all the giddy family [ ex-
claimod Johnny Bull,

The Famous Five were all on their
feet now, and all angry and indignant,
But they were not so angry as Walker,
He had had to bottle up his wrath for
more than an hour, and it was now at
bursting-point. He made a rush at
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, and grasped
the dusky junior by the collar.

“Now vou black brute!”

Swish !

The cane came down with a {errific
swipe, and the yell of Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh could have been heard far
beyond the limits of the Remove passage.

“ Rescue ! shouted Bob Cherry,

“Collar the bully !

" Down him!” shouted Wharton,

Walker of the Sixth had no time for a
second swipe with the cane.  He was
collared on all sides by the excited
juntors, and he came down on the floor

e said.
Bend over!” roared

| of Study No. 1 with a crash and a roar.

— —

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER,
Handling Walker !

i AG him!”
*8it on him 1"
Y Bump him!*

Walker of the Sixth struggled
in the grasp of the Famous Five. His
cane was Jerked away, and Frank
Nugent tossed it out of the study win-
dow. 'T'he prefect velled and shouted
as he strupgled; and there was a rush
of feet in the Remove passage,

Like wildfire the news spread through
the Remove that the Famous Five, in
Study No. 1, were *““handling a prefect,”

Handling a prefect was a rarec enter-
tainment ; doubtless all the more enter-
taining on account of its rarity. The
Remove rolled up almost to a man to
see the show, Outside Study No. 1
tho passage swarmed with the Lower
Fourth, buzzing with excitement,

“Tt's Walker——"

“They're ragging him——~

¥

“Bull's banging his napper—"'

*“Ha, ha, ha!™

“My hat! There will be a row about
this!"”" gasped Skinner. “You can’t
bang a prefect's napper, you know."”

" Bull seems to think he can!” grinned
Yernon-Smith,

“Ha, ha, ha! ®

Bang, bang, bang!

Certainly Johnny Bull appeared to be
under the impression that he could bang
James Walker’s head on the study
carpet. For he was doing it with
emphasis and energy.

Walker roared with anguish.

_He had not had the slightest expecta-

tion of waking up this hornet's nest in
visiting Study No. 1. It had taken him
quite by surprise. Even now he could
hardly believe that it was not some
horrid dream.

But it was no nightmare—it was a
grim, ghastly reality., He, James
Walker of the Sixth, a prefect of Grey-
friars, was struggling in the grasp of
five angry juniors—and struggling in
vain, IHis head—the head of a Sixth
Form prefect—was being banged on the
study floor. It was a terrible reality.

“Give him jip!” panted Bob Cherry.

“Leggo !” spluttered Walker. * Stop-
pit! I'll smash you! I'll report you
to the Head! I'll have you sacked for
this! I—I Yaroooh !

“Go it!"” yelled Snoop. “Take your
money's worth, you fellows! The Head
will bunk you for this, so take it out of
Walker while you can!”™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Help !” roared Walker,

The Sixth-Former was a burly fellow,
but he had no chance against five juniors,
all in a warlike and determined mood.
He had hit out right and left, and all the
five had received hard knocks but it
was indubitable that Walker was getting
harder knocks. The contact of his head
on the floor was frequent and painful.

“I say, you f[ellows!” Billy Bunter
grinned into the study through a
buzzing crowd. * Wingate's coming!"”

The Famous Five did not heed. They
were all hurt more or less by Walker's
reckless blows, and they were excited and
angry. They were taking a great risk
in handling a prefect. So they seemed
bent on getting their money’s worth out
of Walker, as Snoop expressed it,

Bang, bang!

Fiendish yells rang out from the hap-
less Walker, as his head smote the study
carpet again and again., That was the
sonund and the sight that greeted Gerald
Wingate, captain of Greyfriars, as he
arrived at the doorway of Ilarry
Wharton's study.

The juniors in the passage made way
for him., Wingate stared into the study
with a black brow.

Ile seemed scarcely able to believe his
eyes for the moment, as he saw a Sixth
Form prefect being mercilessly ragged
by a mob of juniors.

* What—what—what——"
Wingate.

ITe rushed into the study.

Harry Wharton & Co. were hurled
right and left, and Walker sprawled, un-
assailed, on the floor, breathing hard.

“What does this mean?" roared
Wingate.

The panting juniors backed across the
study., Walker still sprawled and gasped
and panted. Wingate stooped and

rasped him, and helped him to lis
cet.

Walker stood unsteadily, with one
hand on the study table, gasping and
gasping, as if gasping for a wager.

Wingate eyed the Famous Five grimly.

“This is about the limit!" he said.

stutiered
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Bang, bang ! Fiendish yells

was the sound and the sight that greeted George Wingate, captain of Greyiriars, as h
No.1. * Yaroooh ! Stoppit—grooogh ! Help !’ roared Walker. *‘‘ What—wha-a-t ? >* gasped Wingate.

rang out from the hapless Walker as his head smote the study carpet again and again. That

doorway of Study
(See Chapter 11.)

as he arrived at the

“1 won't ask you to explain this to me.
You ean explain to the IHead!”

“We—" began Wharton.

“That's enough! Come, Walker!”

“Ow! Ow! Oh! Moooh! Grooogh!
mumbled Walker., *“Ow! Grooogh!
Gimme wour arm, old chap—I'm about
done! Oh, my napper! Qw!”

Walker left the study, leaning heavily
on the captain of Greyfriars. The
Removites crowded behind the two pre-
fects as they went, howling with
laughter.

In Study No. 1 Harry Wharion & Co.
were panting for breath, after their un-
common exertions; and they certainly
were not laughing. They realised enly
too clearly that the matler was serious.

Handling a prefect was not a matter
to be passed over lightly: and Walker
had been handled most drastically. It
was probable that he had collected iwo
or three dozen bumps and bruises in
Study No. 1 in the ten minutes or so
he had spent there. Only ten minutes—
but every minute of the tem had been
crammed with incident.

“Well,” said Dob Cherry, with a deep
breath. “We've done it now.”

~ Hurree Jamget Ram Singh rubbed his
dusky nose, where Walker's knuckles had
landed with effect.

“The donefulness is
remarked.

“We'd do the same again,” said Harry
Wharton, * Walker's not going to bully
this Co.”

“No jolly fear!”

“But it’s up to the Mead now,” said
Nugent dismally. The Head always
backs up the prefects! He’s bound to,
in a way. We're for it !

Skinner grinned into the study,

“You're for it, all right,” he remarked
agreeably.  * First train home in the
morning for five! What a giddy surprise

terrific!” he

for your people when you get there!
It's sad, isn't 163"

Skinner said that it was sad, but he
did not look saddened. He seemed to
find the prospéect amusing.

“QOh, shut up!” snapped Johnny Bull.

“Five model youths bunked in one
day!” said Skinner. “It's really sad—
heart-breaking, in fact, We shall miss
you no end Yarooooh !

Skinner faded out of the study door
way, as a heavy cushion whizzed across
and caught him on his sharp nose
There was a savage yell from Skinner,
but no more of his airy badinage.

“J say, you fellows,” squeaked Bunter
. 9 [
from the passage, " Quelchy’s coming for
£
you.

“Let him come!"” grunted DBob.
Bunter gave a fat chuckle,

“PDon't you wish now that you'd
backed me up the other day?” he said.
“It would have turned out better for
you, perhaps. Your own fault—you
asked for it.”

“What do you mean, you fat ass?”

“1 know what I mean,” grinned
Bunter, “I know——"  Dunter was
interrupted by the arrival of Mr, Queleh.

The Remove master’s face was cold
and stern as he glanced into the study.

“You will follow me to the Head!™
he said. “All of you who were con-
cerned 1n this riot. Dr. Locke intends to
deal with yvou immediately.”

“Very well, sir!” said Harry,

The Famoua Five, in rather dismal
spiritg, followed the Remove master to
the staircase. The Hemove fellows were
left in & buzz of excitement. What
would bappen to Harry Wharton & Co.
was a burning question in the Form to
which they belonged. The matter was
serions—deadly serioug; and the punish-
ment ecould not possibly be light.

Skinner declared that it would be the
“eack,” and evidently hoped that he
would turn out to be a true prophet, All
the fellows agreed that it would be a
Head's flogging at the very least. Sym-
pathetie glances from most of the Remove
followed the culprits as they marched off
in the wake of Mr. Quelch. IHandling a
prefect was o serious offence in the eyes
of authority; but in the eyes of the
juniors it seemed something rather in the
nature of a tremendous lark,

“Well, they've asked for it,” said
Billy Bunter in Study No. 7. * They've
fairly asked for it, haven't they,
Toddy ™

Peter Todd grunted. He was feeling
concerned and anxious, while the Owl of
the Remove, on the other hand, was
ETINIINE.

“Tf they'd backed me up when I asked
them, and made Walker sit up for lick-
ing me, it wouldn't have happened,”
argued Bunter. “I warned them.”

Toddy stared at him.

“What do you mean, Bunter? You
hadn’t anything to do with this, had
you "

“0Oh, no, of—of eourse not!” said
Bunter hastily. “ Nothing of the kind.
I've heen out of gates all the after-
noon.”

“You haven't! What have you been
up to¥?’ asked Peter suspiciously.

“ Nothing.”

Peter Todd eved his fat
with deep suspicion. Bunter gave him
an uneasy blink, and rolled from the
study, He realised that he had talked a
little too much—not an unecommon occur-
rence with William George Dunter.
Meanwhile, the TFamous Five, in the
wake of Mr. Quelch, had arrived at the
Head's study, where they found Walker
of the Sixth, still dusty and dishevelled,
with Dr. Locke.

THE MacxeET LiBRany.—NoO. 874,
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THE TWELFTH CHAPTER,
Up Before the Beak !

R. LOCKE fixed a stern look on
D the chums of the Remove.

Seldom had the five seen the
kindly old Head looking so angry
and severe.

“Wharton and you others, T ocan
scarcely credit the report I have received
from Wingate and Walker. Is it pos-
sible that you Lower Fourth boys have
ventured to attack a Sixth Form prefect
in vour study, to assault him with
violence ?”

“We didn't begin it, sir,” said Bob
Cherry.

“What?"

“I—1 mean—

“Walker informs me that he visited
your study, Wharton, to inflict a well-
deserved punishment upon Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh. Hurree Singh re-
fused to take his punishment, and you
all supported him in his refusal and
attacked Walker. You do not deny
this "

“No, sir,” said Harry.

“You understand, of course, that 1
shall deal with this breach of discipline
with the utmost severity!”

Wharton drew a deep breath.

“If you have any explanation to give
the Head, Wharton, give it at once,”
gaid Mr. Quelch,

“ Certainly, sir! We think we did
right,” esaid Harry.

“What?" exclaimed Dr. Locke.

“Walker came to my study to bully
Inky—I mean, Hurrce Singh—who was
having tea there,” said the captain of

the Remove. “He was whacking Inky
;f;::-r nothing. We were bound fo stop
lm‘ll

“My esteemed friends stood by me,
honoured sahib,” said Hurree Jamset

Ram Singh. *“The boundiulness to do
go was terrifie.”

“Were you not aware of the offence
Hurree Singh had given, Wharton?”

“Inky had done nothing, sir.”
“The nothingfulness was great.”
Dr:. Locke raised his hand.

“If yvou believed that Walker was
about to punish Hurree Singh without
cause, that is some slight extenuation of
your conduct,” he said. “ But you should
not have supposed so. Walker informs
me that this afternoon, while he was
working in his study, Hurree Singh
locked him in, and shouted a series of
insulting words to him through the
locked door. He continued this unheard-
of insolence till Walker left the study by
the window and came round to the door.
For such conduct I should have ad-
minigtered a severe Aogging had Walker
reported the circumstances to me. By
punishing Hurree Singh himself, Walker
was really dealing lightly with the
matter.”

The Famous Five blinked at the Head.
They could not suspect that grave and
reverend gentleman of wandering in his
mind. But really it seemed like
Hurree Singh's eyves opened so wide that
the whites of them gleamed in startling
contrast to his dusky face.

“You understand now, Wharton

“No, sir!” gasped Harry. “It never
happened, sir.”

[ 1 ‘l‘?l‘at ?J‘!‘

“1f Walker's told you 50, sir, he hasn't
told you the truth,” said the capiain of
the Remove,

Walker's face became crimson,

“Dp. Locke!" he stuttered. * Am-—
am—am I to listen to this? Am T to be
accused of making a false accusation

Tus Macxer Lisranry.—INo. 874
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nay

against a junior®
fairly spluttered.

“(Calmm yourself, Walker! I am mnot

likely to take the slightest heed of sunhl

a statement,” said the Head. “ Wharton,
I almost think you are out of your

q4

senses. How dare you!”
Wharton looked at the prefect.
Walker's indignation” was obviously

nuine enough, And, besides that,

arry was well aware that the prefect
was quite incapable of such an act of
rascality as bearing false witness. Yet,
what he had stated to the Head was cer-
tainly unirue. It seamed that there was
a ghastly mistake somewhere.

“Walker must have made a mistake
somehow, sir,” said Harry. %I can't
imagine how he made it. But he did if
he thinks that Inky locked him in his
study this afternoon. I can’t believe

| he's lying, but he’s made a silly mis-

take.”

“The mistakefulness is terrific.”

“ Hurree Singh, do vou deny locking
Walker in his study?”

“(Certainfully, honoured sahib "

Walker opened his lips, but the Head |
signed him to be silent. The brow of
Dr. Locke was growing more and more
stern.

“You deny shouting opprobrious
epithéts to Walker through the locked
door of his study, Hurree Singh?”

“The denyfulness is great.”

““Walker, you are absolutely certain |

that you recognised Hurree Singh's
voice?”

““ Absolutely, sir " gasped the prefect.
“ Besides, there’s only that one chap in
the school who speaks in such gueer
English.”

“The esteemed Walker is mistaken,”
said the nabob warmly. “I speak the
fine and best English learned under the
most knowing moonshee at Bhanipur,
and if it differs from the English of this:
esteemed and ridiculous school, the
queerfulness is a boot on the leg.”

The Head's face twitched for
moment.

“That will do, Hurree Singh,” he
said. “It seems impossible, Walker,
that a mistake can have arisen in these
circumstances,”

“Quite impossible, sir!"™

“1 accept your statement unreservedly
of course, Walker., I shall now dea
with Hurree Singh, and then——"

“May I speak, sir?” exclaimed Harry.

i ':::'uu can have nothing to say, Whar-
ton.

“Only the proof, sir, that Hurree
Singh never did anything of the kind,
and a dozen witnesses to bear out what
I say.”

“ Nonsense !"

“Hurree Singh was with us all the
afternoon, sir.  We went out of gates
soon after dinner, and came in at tea-
titne, only a few minutes before Walker
came to my study.”

“Phat is impossible, Wharton, in
view of what Walker tells me!” said the
Head sternly. “TIs it possible that you,
a boy I have always respected, are
descending to prevarication?”

Wharton Mushed erimzon.

“There are plenty of witnesses, sir.
Let Walker say at what time he heard
Hurree Singh at his door, and we’ll

o

prove where Hurree Singh was at the |

time."”

“Tt was four o'clock!” enapped
Walker.

“That settles 61" exclaimed Dob
Cherry., © We were still at Cliff House

at four o'clock. We'd iust walked back

there with Marjorie and Clara. Inky
was with us, sir.”

The Eixth-Furmarl “ Imposasible !

“A lot of the girls there saw us, sir,”
said Harry. ‘““And we spokd to Miss
Primrose, the Head of Cliff House. If
you care to ring her up on the telephone,
sir, she will tell you that Hurree Singh
was in-the garden at Cliff House at four
o'clock this afternoon.”

Walker stared at the captain of the
Remove.,

“Yon young rascal!” he exclaimed.
“You know very well that Miss Prim-
m will tell the Head nothing of the

n 'ﬂ

“If she does mnot, sir,” said Harry
Wharton, looking at the Head, and
taking no notice of Walker, “we're
ready to be flogged, or .expelled from
the school, or anything you chooze. But
it's our right to have Miss Primrose
called as a witness.”

“If you demand it, Wharton, T am
bound to accede to your reguest,” said
Dr. Locke sternly. “Do all you boys

say the same?”

“Yes, sir!” chorused the Famous Five;
and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh added
that the vesfulness was terrific.

Waklker looked perplexed and startled;
the Head a little nonplussed. The tele-
phone was at his elbow, and the matter
was easily put to the test. By the
answer from ClIf House the Famous
Five were prepared to stand or fall. Mr.
Quelch was scanning the faces of the five
members of hjs Form very keenly, and a
thoughtful expression had been growing
on his own frowning countenance,

“One moment, sir,” he said, as Dr.
Locke stretched out his hand to the
receiver.

The Head looked at him,

“ It occurs to me that it is possible that
a trick has been plaved,” said the
Remove master. * Walker is certainly,
speaking what he believes to be the
truth 1n stating that Hurree Singh
insnlted him through the locked door of
his study. My experience of these boys,
however, is that they are oxtremely un-
likely to resort to fnfs&hmd. There is a
boy in my Form, sir, who has a trick
of imitating voices with remarkable
H-Eﬂl.lrﬂ.-ﬂj".”

Walker gave a jump.

“Bunter!” he ejaculated,
bea#t of a ventriloguist!™

The suggestion was enough for Walker,
He understood,

“Walker!” exclaimed the Head.

*1 beg your pardon, sir! I mean

“May I send for Bunter, sir, and will
you question him?” said the Remove
master. “ There i3 evidently a mistake
in this matter, and I suspect very
strongly that Bunter of the Reinove
could throw light upon it.”

“My hat!” murmured Wharton.

The Famous Five, as well as Walker,
understood now. Dr. Locke knitted his
brows and touched a bell. A minute
later, Trotter, the page, was sent to
fetch Master Bunter to the Head's study.

“That fat

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Alas for Bunter !
BILLY BUNTER entered the Head's

presence with a woeful expres-
sion of doubt and dismay on his
fat countenance.

A summons to Dr. Locke's study was a
summons that could not possibly be dis-
regarded, though Bunter bhad felt
tempted to bolt into cover as soon as he
recelved it

In fear and trembling the fat ventrilo-
quist of Greyfriars rolled into the
dreaded apariment,



EVENY PRICE .
MENDAY. THE MAGNET LIBRARY. TWOPENGCE. 21
What the Head knew, and whether he | call it a divty trick, siv. Taking a fellow “Thank you, sir!”™ gasped Bunter,
knew anything, Bunter could not deter- | in!” “(-a-a-can I go now, sir?”

mine. DBut it angured ill to be called
before the “DBeak ” at the time when
the Famous Iive were up for judgment.

“DBunter,” said the Head quietly.

“Yes, sir! No, sirl I didn’tl”
gasped Dunter,

“¥You did not what "

“Anything, sir—I mean, nothing! I
wasn't there.”

“You were not where, Bunter ! ex-
claimed the Head in perplexity.

“ Anywhere, sir—1 mmean, nowhere!”
gasped Bunter,

“(Collect vourself, Bunter,” said Dr.
Locke severely. “1 desire to put a few
questions to you., You will answer them
truthfully, and if you do so you have
nothing to fear if you are innocent.”

Bunter suppressed a groaun. If inmo-
cence was the only thing that would see
him through, T was indeed a rotten reed
for the fat junior to lean upon.

“You will have justice, Bunter,’
the Head kindly.

“Oh dear!” mumbled Bunter.

Az a matter of fact, that was just what
he feared.

“Did you lock Walker's study door this
afternoon, and address him with insult-
ing epithets, imitating the voice and the
—the somewhat pecubar mode of expres-
sion of Hurree Jamset Ram Singh ?”

“Certainly not, sir! I wasn’t there,
sir ¥ pasped Bunter. “If Walker says
it was me, sir, he's mistaken. We all
know what a fool Walker 1s, sir!”

" Bunter 17

“All the Sixth think him a silly ass,
gir,” said Bunter. “I'm sure you won't
take any notice of Walker, sir.”

Walker's face was a study.

“FLLIH'.EI', answer my question—yes or
no.’

“Yes, sir! No, sir!”

“IDo you mean yes or no. Bunter?”

“Whichever you like, sir!” gasped the
Owl of the Remove. “I—I don’t mind,
sir! T—I don’'t mind at all.”

“Bless my soul!” said the Head.

The Famous Five stood silent, They
were quite assured that the Greyfriars
ventriloquist had been playing tricks
during their absence at Cliff House that
afternoon, and they had no doubt that
the headmaster would elucidate the facts.
Walker was quite assured of it, too, and
he was looking at Bunter as if he would
cat him,.

“Did you play this trick on Walker,
Bunter?” asked Mr. Quelch.

“No, sir. 1 never even thought of it,"”
said Dunter. I wasn’t in the Sixth
Form passage at all. 1 was out of gates
all the afterncon.”

“That is not correct, Bunter,” said the
Remove master sternly. “I myself saw
you in onec of the passages this after-
noorn.”

“That-—that's what I mean to say,
gir,” stuttered Bunter. “I—I was in
one of the passages all the afternoon.”

said

“Oh, my hat!” murmured DBob
Cherry. _ -
“As for imitating Hurree Singh’s

voice, I couldn’t do it, sir,” said Bunter.
“I'm not really a ventriloguist at all;
it's a mistake, sir. Desides, I told these
chaps they ought to back me up, and that

they wouldn’t like the result if they
didn’t. They can’t deny it.”
“Bless my soul!” repeated the Head,

looking at Billy Bunter very curiously.

“T warned them,” said Bunter,
“They'll admit it if you ask them, sir.
They never backed me up. They said I
asked  for the licking for bagging
Walker's tarts. I never bagged them;
and, besides, Walker put them there
specially to catch me bagging them.

“Upon my word!” said Mr. Quelch.
“Bunter, will you make an effort and

ptry to tell Dr. Locke the truth. if you

are capable of felling the truth ™

“Certainly, sir! As my Form-master,
you can bear witness that I'm the most
truthful and honourable chap in the
Remove, sie !

“Oh dear!”

“T deny the whele thing, sir!” went
on DBunter. *1 deny it all from stari to
finish, sir, lock, stock, and barrel. I'm
as innocent 25 a babe, sir, T am really. 1
never got hold of Walker’s study key
while he was talking to Loder in the
quad. It never occurred to me to put it
on the outside of his door. As for
watching him when he went to his study
{o swot, I didn’t do 1t, and if Walker saxs
T did, he’s prevarieating, siv. 1 was 1n
my own siudy at the time.”

“ At what time, Bunter?” gasped the
Head.

At the time Walker went to his study,

gl

“If you were in vour own shudy at
the time, how do you know the tnne
Walker went io his study 27

Bunter gasped.

“1—1 mean, I—7J didr’t, sir! 1 never
knew! 1 wasn't aware that Walker
went to hig study at all. That’s what I
really meant to sav, siv. T—T1 hope you
can take my word.”

“Take vour word ™ repeated the ITead
dazedly.

“The takefulness will not be terrific, I
think.” murmured Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh o his comrades.  And the Co.
agreed with Inky.

“Bunter!” exclaimed the Head.
“ Your extraordinary prevarication leaves
no doubt on the matter. You played this
impertinent trick upon a Sixth-Form
prefect; and basely allowed the blame to
fall upon Ilurree Singh, who knew
nothing of it.”

“Tt's clear now, sir,” said Walker.

“Quite clear, I think,” said Mr.
Queleh.

Billy Bunter blinked [rom one face io
another. He was more and more dis-
mayed.

“I—I assure you, sir, it's all a mis-
take,” he gasped. “*T1 should not dream
of talking to a prefect like that, sir! I-—
I respect the prefects too much., I don’t
think them a lot of swanking chumps,
sir, like most of the fellows.”

“Bless my sounl!"

“I don’t rveally, sir! 1 wouldn’t
dream of slanging Walker, and saying
such things to him, sir. 1 wouldn’t throw
it in his face that he funks at football
for worlds, sir.”

Walker crimsoned, and the Famous
Five grinned,

“Was a remark to that effect made at
your door on this occasion, Walker?”
asked the Head.

“Yes, sir!” gasped Walker.

“Then Bunter must have been there,
or he ecould not be aware of what was
.Saifl;.‘”

“(Certainly, sir.”

“Bunter ! You have condemned your-
self——" ;

“1—T1 didn't, sir! I—T never did. I—
I—— DBesides, it was only a lark, sir!”
howled DBunter, I was only pulling
Walker's leg, sir, and I mever did 1t,
cither. If it wasn't Fnky, most likely it
was one of these chaps—Bob Cherry,
perhaps—"

“What!"” roared Bob.

“gilence, Cherry! Dunler, you have

said enough !

“¥You can not go, now, Bunter,"” said
the Head, in a deep voice. “ You are
guilty, Bunter, of a dastardly trick. You
caused a Sixth-Form prefect to inflict an
undeserved punishment upon an innocent
boy, and caused his friends to commit a
breach of discipline in his defence. You
are to blame for all that has ocenvred,
Bunter. What have you to say?”

T nh’ T{]t"" 11

“Walker, vou realise now that Hurree
Singh was guiltless. In the circum-
stances, doublless you will be willing to
pass over the conduct of these boys, who
acted rashly, but perhaps naturally,
under a misapprehension,™

Walker seemed to swallow something
with diffieulis,

“Oh! Yes, sir! As you think best,
sir 1" he paspad.
“VYery good! Wharton, and you

others, vou will take two hundred lines
of Virgil each. In consideration of the
deception practized by Bunter, T shall
not make vour punishment more severe
than that.”

“Thank vou, sir!" murmured the
juniors,

'** As for you, Buntepr——"

“I—I zay, si-—"

“¥You need say no more, Bunier.

You appear unable to open your lips
without uttering absurd prevarications,
I shall consider your case,” caid the
Head sternly. “‘It may be my duty to
send yon away from Greyiriags.”

“Oh dear!”

“ At the very least, T shall administer a
severe flogging.”

[T Dw !!‘l

“1 shall consider the matter, and you
shall know my decision to-morrow morn-
ing,” said the Head. * You may go!”

“1—T say, sir, being innocent——"

“Go!" thundered the Head.

And Billy Bunter quaked and went.

The Famous Five followed him from
the study. 'The affair, which had looked
so awlully serious for them, had turned
out well after all. DBut the fat face of
William George Bunter was the picture
of woe as he limped along the passage.
TTe blinked dismally at the chums of the
Remove.

“I—I say, you fellows!” he moaned.

“You terrific rascal!” said Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh.

“Oh, really, Inky——'

“We'd jolly well rag vou, Bunter, if
vou weren’t getling it in the neck,” said
Bob Cherry wrathiully, “If you're
zacked, it's no more than you deserve—
and if vou're flogged I hope the Head
will lay it on hard.”

“ Beast 1™

That evening there was considerable
speculation in the Remove as to Bunter’s
fate. Skinner offered two to ome, In
dough-nuts, that it would be the sack—
the Bounder offered even money on a
flogging. The interesting question was
discussed far and wide; but for once, the
active jaws of William George Bunter
were still;  his rattling tongue was
silent. Billy Bunter was quaking with
dread apprehension; and, like Rachel of
old, he mourned and could not be com-
forted.

¥

THE EXD.

(There is anather splendid story af
Harry Wharton & Co. in next _ﬂfﬂﬂdﬂy 8
bumper issuc of your fatrourile paper,
catitled: “THE VANISHED TVEN-
PRILOOUIST!  On no account st
you miss this fine treat, boys.)
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High shots, low shots — all arc one to Hoppy.

BRAVO, " HOPPY ''! Most of you have seen some good goalies between the sticks, buf I'll warrant none of
you have cver seen a "keeper to come up to Hoppy Hawkins,
Jingo, he's like a strealk of Lght

TRIALS OF STORRYDEN

He's only gof one leg, it is true; but, by

You try him, boys !

E VILLA!

2

By WALTER EDWARDS. |

No. 2.—The One-Legged Goalie.

The Slight Breeze !

L OU'RE half a minute late,
i Voyce !’
Nugent Beasley Ailen glared

across the Storrydenc Villa
dressing-room as he snarled the rebuke,
but his hot words had no perceptible
effect upon the brown-haired, brown-eyed
voungster who had halted upon the
threshold, & quiet, enigmatical smile
upon his tanned featvres,

Calm and self-possessed—irritatingly
so, thought the fuming Ailen—DPeter
Vovee glanced at his watch.

“1 don’t think I am—" he began;
and the Villa eaptain interrupted
fiercely, his close-set eyes blazing, his
big fists clenched.

“Don't argue with me, confound you !”
he shouted, working himself into a white-
hot passion, “ You haven't been with
the Villa for more than five minutes, yet
vou think you can stroll in just when you
like! But you can't, Voyce! You're
a paid member of my father’s club, de-
pendent upon the Villa for yvour bread-
and-butter and whelks—or whatever you
pro’s live on—and T'll have you know
that you've got to conform to the rules
that have been drawn up by Sir Aubrey
and the other directors! You may think
vourself a very fine fellow, blowing round
with your Rundle’s colours up, tut the
sooner yvou realise that vou're a pad
servant, and no better than the rest of
them, the better will it be for evervbody
concerned ! I'm boss here, Voyee, and
my word iz law! You will oblige me by
making 2 mental note of that fact! Un-
derstand ¥

Peter nodded, quietly amused by the
outhurst.

“Yes,” he answered quietly; “but 1
am stil! of the opinion that T'm not half
a minute late. And why should you go
off the deep end, Ailen, seeing that I'm
amongst the first to arrive?”

He nodded towards Dattle, Novle, and
Coyne, three of the band of sycophants
that fawned upon Sir Aubrey Ailen and
his olfspring,
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“That's beside the point!"” shouted
Nugent, shaking his fist. “It's all a
matter of diseipline! 1 told you te ke
here at ten o'clock, vel wou rolled up
just when it suited your convenience ! Tt
won't do, Voyee; I'm pgoing to put my
foot down! I'm boss here, and my word
is law !”

“You've said that before,” remarked
Peter. “1 shall begin to believe you in
a moment !"

“No insolence!” fumed the Villa
skipper, looking positively warhke., It
suddenly oeccurred to him that he was
Tl]i_ll’i.i.I]H' rat I'll"!' #n ass ﬂr ]li[”!‘i{‘].fj J‘lllf] I.i.]‘:'
knowledee did not add to his peace of
mind, “ Change into your footer things
at once! You aren’t paid to stand about,
grinning like an ape! Do vou hear what
I say*" he roared, filling the dressing-
room with a volume of grating sound.

“No,” answered Peter quietly ; * speak
up, old man!”

The door opened at this moment, and
Spudere IDixon, the elongated trammer,
strode into the room, a hig red hand
curved round his right ear,

ITe paused, listening.

“Burely my ears do not deceive me!™
he ecried, a faraway look in his colour-
less eyes.

“What's the matter with vou, idiot "
grunted Nugent Beasley Ailen,

“1 thought I heard a charabane call-
mg to its young,” said the trainer,
l.l.hllt'_l‘T

A shout of laughter broke from the
players who had entered the dressing-
room at his heels, but it was obvious
that the Villa captain saw nothing even
faintly humorous in the whimsical re-
mark.

“That’s enough of this rotting!” he
cried, scowling at the smiling faces,
* You've turned up for a couple of hours’
practice, not teo listen to the iInane
babbling of an i1diot !

A wintry smile fRitted across Spudge's
cadaverous features.

“That being =0, lad,” he said, *“we
shall expect you to maintain a tomblike
silence

¥

The remark raised another shout of |

merriment, and again Nugent failed to
see the point of the joke,

“Look here, Nixon—"" blazed Ailen,

“ Dixon. lad, Dixon,” put in the lean:
limbed trainer, “We Dixons ecome of
very old stock, one of my ancestors,
Dicke the Ravenous, having been head-
coschman to Mrs, Boadicea! I suppose
yvou never saw  her in her four-in-

hand——"

“Shut np, vou marrulous, half-witted
rargoyle !” shouted Nugent, trying to
make himself heard above the din of
laughter. **Haven't 1 ordered you fellows
to get changed? Do you think I'm
talking for the fun of the thing "

Nugent Beasley was a  very angry
young man al that moment, and he
looked quite capable of throwing him
self upon Spudge Dixon,

“That's right, sir,” put in Covne, the
ferret-faced inside-left, his bright, beady
eyes upon his capfain,  ** We're wasting
valuable time!”

“Hear, hear !” said Scepire and Battle,
g]_:sincing across at the son of Sir Aubrey
Arlen,

The three forwards had never been
really popular with the other fellows, and
now they were showing themselves in a
new and less favourable light. Why they
should have fawned upon Nugent Ailen
was a mystery; but human nature itself
is a mystery. Perhaps they thought it
very fine to be able to ¢laim friendship
with the son of a real live baronet, a man
who was reputed to be worth half a
million pounds; but the fact remains that
they fawned wupon Nugent as they
changed into their footer rip.

This seevile attibude was not lost upon
thoe other fellows, and Kerryway and
Efmdgr_- Dixon  exchanged puzzled
glances.

Nobody commented upon the business,
however, and ten minutes later the foot-
ballers trooped on to the field.

This was the first oceasion on which
Nugent Ailen had turned out for prac
tice, for he had scorned the mere sug-
gestion on his arrival at the c¢lub, exactly
a week before,

Coming down from his "Varsity—he
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had been sent down over a particularly
unsavoury betting scandal—he had made
it quite clear that he, the son of Sir
Aubrey Ailen, the chairman of the club,
was going to rule the roost.

The Villa had struck a bad patch, and
it was Nugent, declared the baronet, who
was going to stop the rot. Swaying the
other directors with but one exception—
that exception being Jonas Trimble, the
suctioneer—Sir  Aubrey had dropped
Kerryway, and installed his offspring as
centre-forward and skipper of the side.
But Saturday’s game against Newcastle
Athletic had been a tragedy—farcical,
painful. _

Selfish, pig-headed, without a grain
of football talent, Nugent Ailen had
made an exhibition of himself, and it was

largely due to his poor play that Storry-
dene gad been beaten by three goals to
nil.

The defeat meant mothing to Nugent,
however, for he was smug and self-satis-
fied as he sirolled languidly from the
field of play; and the frantic yells of
discust and derision that ecame from all
parts of the ground merely brought a
smirk to his fleshy countenance,

Monday evening found a thirty-minute
trial game in progress, the Villa reserves
being opposed by a team of local talent;
and the oustanding player of the inatch
had been Peter Voyce, the brown-eved
youngster who had aroused Nugent's dis-
pleasure by being half a minute late.

It.had been obvious to everybody that
the stranger was a ‘“find,” a Boceer
gening, and he had been rushed into
the presence of Sir Aubrey. Everything
was going smoothly when the door of
the hum*cﬁmr&m was Lhrust open, and ‘a
wild-eyed Nugent declared that Voyce
must not be signed on. Voyce was a
wash-out, an outsider! Every goal he
had gcored was a fluke!

It was at once apparent that there was
bad blood between the two youngsters,
and Jonas Trimble, a shrewd man, had
ot minced his words in denouncing
Nugent's attitude.

Peter, as a matter of fact, had fagged
for Ailen at Rundle’s, though the latter’s
reason for hating his late fag was some-
thing he did not disclose to the amazed
directors.

Weight of opinion had gone against
Nugent, and Peter Voyce had signed pro-
fessional forms for the famous c¢lub: and
the youngster could still hear his enemy’s
wild threat.

“Don’t forget that T ean make things
dashed hot for you!” Nugent had
shouted, ** And if you take my tip, you
will clear out whilst you're safe! That's
a fair warning, and you can make your
choice! Are you going to sign, or are
you going to clear out "

“I'm going to sign,” said Peler
quietly, And he knew quite well that
his life with the Villa was nol going o
be a bed of roscs.

The following morning—Tuesday—had
started wunpleasantly enough, Nugent
Ailen going out of his way to be
officious. Yet the new player was
emiling quietly as he strolled on to the
fiell between Kerryway and * Hefty ”
Hebble, the giant full-back.

“He's a mnice little fellow {o have
about the house!” grinned Helfiy, naod-

ding towards his Dbottle - shouldered
skipper. “Don’t let him rattle you,
kid !

“T'm not likely to, old man!” smiled
Peter.  “I've had the pleasure of
meeting him before "

His companions turned upon him in
purprise, their eyes wide open,

“You don't say so, kid,” said ITebble.
“When A

“Iut I do say so!” smiled Peter.
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And he trotted away, thereby giving lLN_ugEIH-'a, sleck head would fill the bill

them a broad hint that he had no desire
to discuss lis personal affairs,

“Hoppy 1"

ORDON, the Storrydene Villa

| gonlkeeper, was anything but a

genius, and the nightmare spec-

tacle of his life was to see the

ball placed upon the whitewash blob

within the penalty area; so Tuesday

morning’s practice started with a bom-
bardment of his goal. _

i Each player took a kick, and the first

six shots beat the unhappy Gordon all

ends up. And Nugent Ailen did not

improve matters by treating the flurried
custodian to a lot of pungent abuse.

Gordon became red, angry, and ner-
vous, and so poor was his display that
Nugent's criticism turned to a running
fire of abuse.

“What's Lthe maiter, man?" shouted
Ailen. * You're about as much use as
a tailor's dummy—but you're rnot so
ornamental ! What’s the trouble? Are
yvou paralysed, or have you got a pain
somewhere? An idiot could do better
than you!”

“Right!” growled Gordon, siriding
out of his goal. “Have a go,.old man.”

FREE!!!

Magnificent
Photogravure Plate of
H.M.S. HAWKINS

(Light Cruiser)

|| GIVEN AWAY WITH |
EVERY COPY OF NEXT
WEEK'S “MAGNET”!
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The custodian made the obvious re-
tort, of course, yet the ground echoed
with the shout ng laughter that greeted
his invitation,

As for Nugent, he was at an utier loss.
He had looked upon Gordon as a docile
butt for his caustic remarks, and now
the fellow had insulted him before the
whole team. It was mnot good enough,
thought Nugent, and his close-sci eyes
were gleaming unpleasantly as he took
a threatening step towards the scowling
goalkeeper.

“What do you
blusteringly,

“(Oh, go and chew coke!” growled
Gordon, who was thoroughly fed-up.
“I'm getting tired of you, Ailen! You
should he in a nice comfortable homne,
old man!”

The son of Sir Aubrey Ailen looked
flabbergasted as he glared into Gordon’s
smouldering eyes,

“Have you gone off your head. man?"
he gasped, Do you know whal yvou're
saying 7"

Gordon nodded grimly.

“Sure I do!” he growled. “ And if
you don’t lake vour face away I shall be
tempted io dot you one on ihe nose!
I'm in & nose-dotting sorl of inood
to-day "

The goalie was burning his Loats with
a vengeance, but he wanted something
to happen—something of a violent
nature. He felt like punching eome-
| thing, and it occurred to him that

mean {”  he began

| matters up if 1 drop you !

to perfection. g

| Nugent was wondering what chance he
would have if it came to blows, and he
decided that the brawny goalie might
prove a difficult proposition,

Discretion, in the present case, would
be the better part of valour., So reasoned
Nugent Beasley Ailen.

“1 shall report you to the directors,
Gordon,” he declared, “for £ 15 1m-
possible to run a team if one or two
players are going to defy those n
authority ! T shall see that yon are
dropped for the next week or so. What
happens after that will depend wupon
tyourself !

The wordz came as a bombshell, and
Gordon looked almost stunned., Ilis
stock was aiready low, and to be dropped
from the First Eleven might do lum
irreparable damage.

His heavy jaw jutied like the toe of a
boot as he stepped up to his skipper.

“You mean that?” he asked.

“T always mean what I say,” returned
Nugenl airily. The effect of his threat
had not been lost npon the Villa skipper,
s0 he was wearing his usual smirk, lle
knew that lie held the whip-hand, and he
was fecling very pleased with himself in

consequence,

“You're going to drop me-—ch?”
grunted Gordon, his mighty [fists
clenched.

“Such is my intention,” answered

Nugent Deazley Ailen, still smirking.

“Then,” esaid Gordon, “it will level
Put ‘em up!”

There was no mistaking the meaning
of the words, and icy fingers seemedl to
close round the eraven heart of Nugent
Ailen. His heavy jaw dropped, and the
light of fear dawned in his close-set cyes.

**1 wish for no violence !

“Bul von're going to get it—bucket-
fuls of it!" growled Gordon, looking a
terrible figure in his wrath. “I'm going
to knock vou down and jump on your
head, after which I shall feed you with
handfuls of mud! T've already served a
couple of terms for manslaughter—
killing people is a kind of hobby with
me !—und this iime I shall get off lightly
because I'm a good customer !  Fm sorry
for vou, Ailen, for I:«,’u::l.f.'ﬂ.: too young and
beautiful to die; but something inside
me—something that 18 etronger than 1
am—is goading me on!” He was leg-
pulling. of course, yot he looked capable
of anything at that moment. “The time
' has come when T must break out aguin !
I am hot-headed ; my brain is on fire!”

“Then why not wear an ashestos cap,
my dear fellow?” put in a drawling,
cultured voice; and the players found a
stranger in their midst.

The newcomer was a youlh of sixtecn
or 20,  OFf medium height, he was dressed
in a shabby rainproof and a green
Homburg hat. And had his headgear
not been three sizes too large for him
it would have fitted him to perfection.
As it was it rested upon his prominent
ears, and the rezulé might have heen
fatal had the hat shpped from its meor-
ings. “ Found smothered!” would have
been the coroner’s verdict,

The face beneath the Homburg was
pale and birdlike, the nose being long
and pointed and the eyes bright. The
muut]h. thin-lipped and expressive, had a
whimsical twist at the corners, and,
stranger still, the newcomer possessed
but one leg.

e looked perfecily sell-possessed as
he moved across the turfl and joined the
crowd of footballers, all of whom were
regarding him in amazement, Nobody
had seen him approach; he had ap-
pearcd as mysteriously as a genic.
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C'oming to a standstill, he removed his
green hat and swept the wide-eyed com-
pany an elaborate and not ungraceful
bow.

“Pray pardon this
men,” he begged,

intrusion, gentle-
his mellow voice

being strangely out of kecping with his.

somewhat bizarre appearance, “I could
not help being a reluctant witness of
the unpleasantness that followed Mu.
Cordon’s singularly inept display be-
tween the posts. It was tragical, gentle-
men! I weep! Excuse me!"” He
dabbed at his moist eyes with a red-
spotted handkerchiel,

Having overcome his emotion, he ran
on ;

“As a man, Mr. Gordon i5 admirable
in every way, but as a goalkeeper he is
no more than a nevice!” The birdlike
yvoung man smiled across at the burly
cuseodian.  “There are few pgoalkeepers
in the country who are worthy of the
name; the breed, I fear, is extinet.
But wait! With one cxception, gentle-
men !
age is undoubtedly Erasmus Hawkins,
for he combines uncanny agility with
inspired anticipation and quickness of
the eyes with perfect judgment! For-
wards have died of a" broken heart
after having played against him; for
Hawlans is unbeatable!  His brilhance
of ntellect i3 equalled only by his per-
sonal beauty, but all his fine gualifies
and virtues are overshadowed by
magic of his goalkeeping !

The stranger paused, smiling round
at the company.

“Gentlemen,” he cried, “I beg to in-
bicduce myself to this exalted assembly !
Hoppy Hawkins—very much at your

service [V
T company of a madman. Haw-

kins may have been harmless,
but that he was mad was obvious to
everybody.

“Don't laugh at him, you fellows,™
warned Kerryway., “He's got bats in
the belfry, poor chap!” Ie turned and
nddreﬂsmf the young man benecath the
Homburg,
son ¥

“1 come,” answered Ioppy, “from
the Valley of the Moon. My bed-reom
ts upstaivs in the cellar!”

A chuckle broke from the players, but
the expression upon Nugent Ailen’s face
was a study in conflicting emotions,
Storrydene, he told himself, was peopled
by idiots. First Spudge Dixon, then
(rordon, the man-killer, and now this
fellow who lived in the Valley of the
Moon !

Nugent breathed hard, and wondered
if he would suddenly wake up.

“My time 15 wvaluable, gentlemen,™
saidl Hoppy; “but T can spare five
minutes in which to give you a demon-
stration of perfect goalkeeping !

“Humonr him!” bade Kerryway, in
a stage whisper. " Right, old man,”

Signed On!

HE grinning players were fully
convinced that they were in the

“Where do you come from,

he smiled, turning to Hawkins, * Get
between the sticks, will you #”

Bowing gravely, Hawkins hopped
across to the goal.

“I shall require three balls, gentle-

men,” he said, “for it iz my wish that
vou should bombard me!  That you
will score a goal 13 beyond the l‘ec-l-.:ims
of possibility !*

The balls having been produced.
Hoppy Hawkins removed his shabby
raincoat, folded it neatly, and placed it
in the back of the goal.
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The greatest custodian of the.

the.

“I am ready, gentlemen,” he an-
nounced, his brght, birdlike eyes

twinkling.

Peter Voyce, Kerryway, and Hebble
were going to do the shooting, and the
arranged that they should slam the balls
home in guick succession,

“Go!" eried Hawkins, crouching very
low, his skinny fingers ouestretched.

Boomph !

Boomph ! !

DBoomph! ! !

Liess than five seconds separated each
shot, yet Hawkins, moving with the
Sf:rcecl of light, managed to accomplish
three brilliant saves. A right and left
dizposed of two of the balls, and the
third . he tipped over the barv, and he
smiled quietly as he watched the ex-
pression  of  utter amazement that
dawned upon the faces of the foot-
ballers.

“Could—could you do that
son?” asked Kerraway, looking
l'l!.l.?.ﬂ[.{.

“Indeed T could,” answered Hoppy.
“That’s what I'm here for! Put a
little ginger into the business next {ime.
BSaving those taps was child’s play to a
man of my genius!”

“Was 11" grunted Peter Voyee, who
had a very strong suspicion that the
stranger was enjoying a joke at their
expense.  Placing the ball on the
penalty blob, he reiraced his steps and
fixed his brown eyes upon the goal-
keeper; then, taking a short run, he
swung his foot with all the power at his
command. It was a magnificent shot,
and not one custodian in a hundred
could have saved it, yet Hoppy, flitting
across the goalmouth with the speed of

again,
rather

an arrow in flight. shot out a long arm-

and pushed the leather round the
right,

“Oh, good save!" shouted Gordon.

“Well done, son!” roared Kerryway.

There was an immediate rush to test
the amazing stranger, of course, and
every player on the field tried lis luck;
vet the end of ten minutes found Hoppy
Hawkins unbeaten,

up-

He looked quite cool when Nugent
Aitlen called a halt.

“DBut—but where on earth did vyou
learn your football?” asked Hefty
Hebble, his  broad face beaming.
“Youre great! You're—you're won-

deriul ["

“I know,” smiled Hoppy modestly.
“And now, sir,” he said, turning to
Nugent, “do you wish me to sign forms
for vou?”

Taken by surprise, for he could not
picture a man with one leg and a
sturmp 1n proflessional football, Nugent
was longue-tied for the moment.

“0OFf course began Kerraway:
and his skipper turned upon humn with
something very like a smarl

“This 15 my business!’
Nugent,

“Then get on with it!"” returned the

snapped

‘burly full-back.

Tegnoring the remarlk, ad-
dressed the stranger.
“You'd better come along and see Sir

Aubrey Ailen, my father,” he said, " He

arranges these things!”

“Lead on,” bade Hoppy, taking his
rainproof from Peter YVoyce and thank-
ing the youngster, with a wink. * But
one moment ! Smiling his whimsical
smile he walked up to Gordon. * And
what do you think about it?” he asked.

There was no hesitation npon Gordon,

“1I hope you're signed on, old man!”
he declared heartily. “I'm not in the
same street as you!”

“Well said!” smiled Hoppy Hawkins,
extending slim, muscular fingers. *“Jt
gives me great pleasure to shake hands

(B E]

with a gentleman and a sportsman!

Nugent

And in  this
Hoppy Hawkins
sStorrydene Villa.

did
of

strange fashion
join  the ranks

THHEE o'clock on any Thursday
solemn econclave in the chilly
choosing Baturday’s side—was at hand.
to the rule, and each director was in his
As usunal, Sir Aubrey Ailen, obese and
table, and ranged on either side of him
presence of a real live baronet.
Lirizzle, the owner of a thriving wet and
Jonas Trunble, the little auctioncer,
in a black-and-white check morning-suit,
buttons on his white spats, and in the
Fumbling for his gold-rimmed monaocle,
into position., It was obvipus from his
“H'm'! Ha!” he began, his swarthy
men, to nominate those players who will
This was his usual opening, and he
“Hear, hear!” murmured the directors
castle Athletic left much, very much, to
of praise for having signed-on a new
“What about the centre-forward?” de-
Nugent. “Do youu think you're entitled
“The question,” remarked the baronet
“He was like a dear old lady!" de-
and glared back at his aceuser, whilst
“1 must ask vou to remain silent,
are never helpful, so the least you can

Nugent Does the Right Thing !
afternoon found the directors of
Storrydene Villa  sifting in

board-room up at Bedwell Park.

Important business—the business of

The Thursday following the Villa's
three to nil defeat proved no exception
place when the clock spoke with three
tinny chimes,
pompous, was occupying his roomy arm-
chair at the head of the baize-covered
were his fellow-directors, most of whom
locked acutely conscious of being in the

The distinguished gathering included
Tippitt, the lean-faced undertaker;
dry fish business; Cartwright, the dairy-
man; Craggs, the eoal merchant; and
Seated upon Sir Aubrey's right was hia
offspring, Nugent Beasley Ailen. Arrayed
Nugent looked a ““sport ” from the top
of his sleek head to the natty pearl
eves of Tippett & Co. he was a vision
of sartorial splendour,
the baronet gave an irritable cough, and
endeavoured to fix his refractory eyeglass
fussy manner that he was not altogether
at his ease.
features distorted as he strove to keep
his monocle in place. “ We meet, gentle-
represent Storrydene Villa on Saturday
next !
had come to regard the laboured state-
ment as an oratorical gem,
dutifully,

“Last Baturday’s game against New-
be desired,” continued the baronet, *“and
I think I am entitled to a small amount
goalkeeper to replace Gordon, whe is
the weak spot in our side!”
manded Jonas Trimble, half-rising from
his echair and pointing straight at
to a row of meaals for having sizned
him on?"
pompously, “is  scarcely  relevant,
Trimble! I rule it out!”
clared the auctioneer.

Nugent Beasley Ailen flushed hotly,
the directors looked somewhat uncom-
fortable,

Tritnble !” said Sir Aubrey severely. his
monocle slipping from his eye. “You
do is to leave the affairs of the elub in
more capable hands than your own!

Hm! Ha!”

“Hear, hear, Sir Aubrey!” bleated
Tippitt.

“Hear, hear, Sir Aubrey!” echoed
(i rizzie.

“You see, Trimble,” said the baronet,
“the meeting is against you!”
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“Oh, get on with it !"
auctioneer, disgust stampec
angry face.

“ That,” remarked the baronet blandly,
his eyes upon the grinning sycophanis,
“is my inteniion ! However, it might be
as weli”i{ you will remember that you are
not at present gracing a cheap-jack’s

rostruam !

A giggle broke from Tippitt & Co. Sir
Aubrey was a great wit! He was call-
ing the auctioneer a cheap-jack!

The baronet was smiling as he ran on.

“ Hawkins,” he said, consulting the list
upon the blotting-pad, “will play in
goal, for I have managed to rush his
papers through. My name and—er—
position did that, Grace and Hebble will
remain at back, and Denning, Thirlboy,
and Craye will operate at half-back. I
need not go on, for we shall have the
same forward-line as on Saturday last!”

“And the same forward-line will in-
clude the quiefly-dressed genius on your
right, I suppose?”’ asked Jonas Trimble,
his eves smouldering as they rested
scornfully upon Nugent's loud checks,

The baronet nodded,

“That is so!” he smiled, with a proud
side-glance at his scowling son. “I think
we have agreed that Mr. Nugent was
rather—er—out of his element in strange
eompany ! Professional football is so
different. He is, as you know, an
amateur of some standing——"

“He is, as you know, a wash-out of
long standing ! interrupted the irrepres-
sible auctioneer. “ What's more, 1 pro-
test against his inclusion in the side that
js going to meet Mersey Albion! We're

robably booked for a licking, anyway,

ut with Mr. Newgate in the team we
shall be swamped for a certainty! I
don't wish to be rude to anvone, but
what Mr, Newgate——"
“ Nugent, confound you

upon his

snapped Sir
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Boomph !

“Go !’ cried Hawkins, his skinny fingers outstiretched.
Boomph ! :
separated each shot, yet Hawkins, moving with the speed
of light, managed to accomplish three brilliant saves.

Boomph ! Less than five seconds

(See page 24.)

Aubrey's offspring, looking flushed and
warlike,

“But what Mr. Nugent—confound you
—doesn’'t know about Soccer would flF
books!” continued Trimble.  *Just
think of last Saturday, when he made
a laughing-stock of himself and lost the
game for us! He's not in the same
street as Kerryway, whilst the new
youngster—what’s his name? Voyee, isn't
it?7—could lick his head off ! That kid’s
a marvel, a genius, and I say that he
should be given a trial with the first
eleven!”

He glared round at s [ellow-
directors, who were gaping at him in
witle-eyed amazement,

“ What’s more, if vou've got the back-
bone of an eel yvou'll hack me up! This
is becoming a one-man show, and there's
got to be an alteration! I hope we're
all sportsmen here; but there's nothing
sporting in watching the ‘ gates’ getting
smaller and smaller, The takings are
falling away every week, and a poor gate

hits us where it hurts most—in the
pocket !

This was sound ecommon-sense, and
Cartwright and Craggs exchanged

glances. Both were hard-headed busi-
ness men, so Trimble's argument made
an instant appeal to them.

Sir Aubrey was quick to notice their
change of expression, and he coughed
and fumbled for his monocle. Cart-
wright and Craggs had never had very
much to say, for they were somewhat
overawed by their titled chairman; yet
it looked as though they might not see
eve to eve with Sir Aubrey over the in-
elusion of Nugent in Baturday's team.

“Trimble,” said the baronet hurriedly,
“appears to have an absurd prejudice
against Mr. Nugent, and T think I am
voicing the opinion of all the directors—
the rvesponsible directors, that is—when
[ sav that Mr. Nugent shall continue to

lead the attack! All he lacks is pro-
fossional experience: therefore, he must
turn out regularly for the first eleven!™

“What's the matter with the vre-
serves?”  demanded Jonas Trimble.
“Let him play for them!”

The suggestion brought a smug grin
into Nugent's face, whilst the baronet
waved the words aside with a pudey
hand,

“Pray don't be more ridiculous than
Nature made you, Trimble,” he begged.
“Ts it likely that the son of a baronet, a
gentleman by breeding and education,
could ferget his social standing and asso-
cinte with the more mediocre type of
profeszional >

“Football iz a leveller,” declared the
auctioneer, going very liot inside the
collar, * Social standing and all that

*kind of rot doesn't count on the field!

It's the player that counts! It doesn’t
matter whether he’s a duke or a dust-
man, a'rajah or a rat-catcher!”

“You're impertinent, sir!” thundercd
the red-faced baronet, thumping the
table with his fist. 1 demand an
apology, Trimble, and 1 mean lo get
it 1"

“What for?" asked the auctioneer, his
face a study in chernbic immocence.
“ What have I said now "

Sir Aubrey spluttered and eoughed,
knowing that he had walked into a trap.

“Nothing! Nothing!” he mumbled,
doing vicious work with his monocle.
“What were you saying?”

This was a climb down, in all truth,
for evervbody present knew that the
baronet had made his fortune out of
Ratto, a vermin killer that was widely
advertised as “The Radents’ Death-
Knell ™

“1 was saving,” smiled Jonas Trimble,

“that football is a great leveller,
What's more, T suggest that Nugent

Tine MacxeET Lierary.—No. 874,
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who is too much of a snob to play with
the reserves, should chuck the game alto-
gether, Football can do, without his sort,
and he can always take up a really aris-
tocratic sport—like snakes-and-ladders or
polo or shove-ha'penny !'™

Nugent Beasley Ailen jumped to his
feet, hiz fleshy body quivering with
rage. _

“Look here, youworm-eaten antique 3"
he shouted, shaking a big fist at the
auctioneer.  *“ You mustn’t forget that
yvou're speaking disrespectiully of the
captain of the team! You're in the
minority in this business, for the other
directors insist upon my fturning out
against Mersey Albion! What 1s more,

1

“One moment, lad!™ put in Cart-
wright; and he was silenced with a black
seaowl,

“One or two of the players have made
a song about Voyce,” continued Nugent,
“but what he did on Monday was merely
a flash in the pan! He's done nothing
Tl'i’l!ilf']iﬂ.t}lﬁ F_niﬂ{![& f-.hl:"n, aﬂd"'-_"”

“He's not had the chance!” prowled
Trimble. “He's a better footballer than
you'll ever be—even if you live to be a
thouzand, with blackbirds nesting 1n
yvour beard! Voyce should be given a
trial against the Albion, and I insist
upon the guestion being put to the
vote !”

A smug little smile flitted across Sir
Aubrey’s swarthy features.

“An excellent suggestion, my dear
Trimble,” aatd the baronet, glancing at
the other directors. “ Much valuable
time would have heen zaved had this,
one of your rare brain-waves, matured
somewhat earlier | Gentlemen,” con-
tinued Sir Aubrey, having allowed that
shaft to sink in, “we will vote in the
usual manner, those in favour of my
son's inclusion 1n the team holding their
hands up! It is a mere formalitv, of
course !"

He was flagrantly optimistic about the
whole business, for he was gloating as
he looked aeross at Jonas Trimble; but

his oily smile vanished when he saw that
only two of his sycophants were voling
in Nugent's favour.

Cartwright and Craggs had not moved,
and they were flushed and defiant as
they met the baronet’s blazing eves.
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“Do—do vyou {fellows realise
you're doing?” asked Sir -Aubrey at
lengilh.  “You're going against my
wishes! DMy wishes, you understand!”

The two directors nodded, :

“Ay, we understand,” said Cartwright
doggedly. “We've seen your boy, and
we've seen young Voyee, and we think
the new kid should be given a trial !”

Sir Aubrey snorted,

“0Oh,” you do, do you?” he cried.
“Then let me tell you that my vote—
ihe vote of the chairman—swiys matters
in favour of Mr., Nugent! You think
it 15 three votes to three—a deadlock:
but it 1sn’t ! Mr. Nugent plays against
the Albion !

“I think not, guvnor!”™ put in
Nugent. “I am perfectly wilhng to
stand down and let Voyce take my

place !™
P when he saw his name upon the

baize-covered notice-hoard in the
dressing-rooin,

He was down to lead the attack against
Mersev Albion ! There could be no
doubt about that—it waz down in black-
and-white !

“You're in luck, lad,” said Spudge
Dixon, greeting the voungster on IFriday
morning.  “I've just left Strawherry,
and he said Nugent stood down to make
way for vou! 1 don't cotton to the pup,
but it seems dashed sporting of him !”

“1t does,” agreed Peter thoughtfully,
a troubled light in his clear brown eyes.
“It sounds preity low down to say so,
but it is most unlike hun "

“This self-sacrifice stunt?™ queried
ile elongated trainer. It has certainly
gol me guessing ! How does that zaying
go? ‘A leopard cannot change his spots,
nor an Kthiopian his shirt’ "

Peter was chuckling as he moved
away, making for the dressing-room;

——

Villa v, Albion !

ETER VOYCE could scarcely
helieve the evidence of lus eves

and he enjoyed every moment of the

light practice that the plavers put in
before midday.

IHoppy Hawkins had already settled
down in his new home, and he continued
to amaze the other fellows with his
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prowess between the sticks. His agility
was extraordinary—even for a man with
two legs—whilst his sense of anticipation
was positively uncanny. Moving with a
speed that was almost bewildering, he
was always in the right spot to get his
safe hands to*the hall: and he had been
beaten on only two occasions since he

joined the club on Wednesday morning.

Both Peter Voyce and Hefty Hebble had
managed to find the net, but many were
the occasions upon which IToppy had
saved their efforts with almost con-
femptuous ease,

Of himsell Hoppy would say nothing,
so the players regarded him as the Ty s-
tery man of the team. Where he hailed
from, or what he had been doing in
Btorrydene on that eventful Tuesday,
were matters known only to himself;
and it was not long before even Nugent
tired of putting guestions to him. He
had dropped the dramatic, bombastic
attitude of Tuesday, and it was now
quite obvious that he had his full share
of humour and intelligence. Indeed,
Peter Voyce declaved that their new
goalkeeper was “ jolly nearly human.”

Peter and Hoppy got along very well,
the one-legged youngster having taken a
bed-room in the Vovee's little house in
the town. But Hoppy did not exchange
conflidence for confidence. Ile remained
a mystery, even to Peter.

Peter had told his new pal about the
misfortune that had overtaken his family
as well as touching upon his life at
Rundle's.

Mr, Voyce had speculated unwizely
upon the advice of a  well-known
financier, and it was not until too late
that he discovered that he was the dupe
of a rogue. The Voyces were ruined.

Peter, having lefi Rundle’s at the end
of the term, had =zought work in Storry-
dene, only to discover that office life
didn’t suif him.  He declared that he
could not breathe. He longed for the
open air. And it was the search for
healthy employment that had taken him
to Bedwell Park., TFootball was in his
blood. He loved the game, and the idea
of playing for the famous Villa had been
most alluring.

Then—wonder of wonders!—he had
been signed on, and within a week heo
had been chosen to lead the team apainst

| Mersey Albion !

For once, a beautiful dream had come
true.

Nugent, who had seorned the sugges-
tion that he should turn out for the re-
serves, travelled with the First Eleven
on Baturday morning, and Sir Aubrev
also made one of the party in the special
coach. Both the baronet and his son
appeared to be in the best of moods, and
the players wondered what had come
over them, Nugent even went out of
his way to be friendly with Peter Voyee,
but it eould not be said that the young-
ster was effusive in his treatment of the
baronel’s son. Taking his mind back to
his schooldays. when he had “fagged”
for Nugent Ailen, he was suspicious of
this good-fellowship; vet once or twice

he asked himself whether he were
wronging Nugent,
It was hittle less than a two-hour

journey to Mersey Town, so the special
trains were packed with Villa supporters,
and no sooner did the plavers step from
their coach and make their way along
the platform than the domed station
echoed with a thunder of human veices.
The Mersey Town “fans® made a
point of giving visiting teams a right
ﬁarﬂhanc journey

d. for six months.

Lid., The Flestway House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4.
Begistered for transmission by Canadian Magazine Post.
Sole agents for South Africa: The Central News Agency. Ltd.
Canada, The Imperial News Co. Ltd. (Canada).— Saturday, November Bth, 1924,

subseription
Sole agents for



— OF **BAGGING’* THE SUPERB FREE ART PLATE OF H.M.S. HAWKINS!

27

io the football ground was a triumph of
livge-hearted sportsmanship.

The Albion had every right to boast of
one of the finest grounds in the country,
for over [ifteen thousand pounds had
boen spent on it during the close season,
yet it looked as though every inch of
space would be occupied upon the occa-
sion of the fixture with Storrydene Villa.
A never-ending stream of humanity
surged along Market Street towards the
ground, and the Albion’s colours—hblue
and white—were in evidence everywhere,
flags and streamers being displayed from
almost every window, ‘

The Mersey folk would rather go with-
out their dinner than their football.

Reaching its destination at last, the
visitors' charabanc turned through the
sliding doors, andd came to a standstill 1n
the paved yard, and the first person to
grect Siv Aubrey and his men was Sandy
Wilkinson, the famous old International
who managed the Mersey Town. team.
He seemed to exude hospilality from
pvery pore of his skin, and Peter Voyce
ilnvilled as the famous player gripped his
palm and smiled down at him. -

“I've heard of you already, sonny,”
said Sandy, bringing a flush to the
voungster’s smooth cheeks. *‘Dut keep
vour head—keep your head !”

Peter wished to say something, but he
found that he could not articulate. But
his heart was thumping against his ribs
m a most alarming fashion,

Sandy Wilkinson chatted genially as he
o ihe way to the visitors' dressing-
coom, and he had won every heart by the
{ime he nodded and strode towards the
door, -

“1 think evervthing’'s O.K.,” he said,
“hut don’t be afraid to shout if there’s
anything else you want. Good luck,
hoys ! He paused, a smiling giant fll-
ing the doorway, and his grey eyes were
fixed upon Peter Voyee. “You've a bit
voung for your job, sonny,” he said; “ but
keep vour head! That’s a golden rule,
and it is as well to remember it on and
off the field!”

Still smiling, he swung out of the
dvessing-room and strode away down the
echoing corridor; and the heart of Peter
Voyee thumped anew as he thought of
ilie old International’s kindly advice,

“We've cut it pretty fine, you chaps,”
coid “ Hefty » ITebble, who was to skip-
per the side.  “ Jump round the cage !”

“The Albion are pretty hot stuff this
vear, aren't they?” asked Thirlboy, the
eentre-half,

“Mustard ! said Sceptre laconically.

“&iill, T don't sen that we've anything
to worry about,” smiled Peter. * We've
got Iloppy !

The goalkeeper's birdlike
iwisted into a gentle grin.

“You can stand- on me, boys,” he said,

“Teot us down, my son,” growled
[Tebble, ¥ and we shall jump on you!”

The players langhed and chattered like
a crowd of light-hearted schoolboys as
ihey changed into their foetball rig, and
it was obvious that the thought of defeat
at the hands of the redoubtable Albion
had not entered their heads. Hoppy
Hawkinz, the ponlkeeping wizard, was
the  vose-colonred  spectacles  through
which they regarded the fortheoming
game, wlhilst Peter Vovee had proved
that he was in the frst flight of cenire-
forwards.

Grace and Hebble—on their day—ecould
put up an impregnable defenee, and
Thirlboy had a happy knack of = bottling
up " even the most elusive centre-
forward.

The Villa’s chances looked rosy, and
soldomn had the Storveydene side felt =o
optimistic about the result of a game.

features

ACall it what you Dk !

“By the way,” said Hebble, five
minutes before the kick-off, *'I wonder
what's bappened to our mascot, the
gentle Nugent?”

“ He's probably having a whisky-and-
sodn with the dirveetors,” said Scepire.
“And he expects to keep fit!"”

Nugent's voice echoed down the cor-
ridlor at this moment, and Hoppy smiled
across at his skipper.

“Talk of—angels !” he said, And then

- the door was thrust open and Nugent

Beasley Ailen strolled into the room.

“ Er—Voyce,” he said, adopting that
patronising air that made him singularly
objectionable, “I've changed my mind !
I think I shall turn out, after alll”

The Three Goal Vietory !
lT was Hefty Hebble who broke the

silence.
“You—you think what?” e
asked, his voice low, his jaw thrust
out like the toe of a boot. *Say that
again, will you?”

“Certainly ! smiled Nugent. “I've
-*.:Iﬁﬂ'n;l;ed my mind, I shall turn out, after
ﬂ_ ‘i

“Then I advize you to change your
mind again,” growled Ilebble, *lor
you're certamnly not going to play this

afternoon !

A wave of angry blood mounted to

Nugent's narrow forchead, as he glared
acro:s at the scowling giant who was
swinging a big boot by its laces,

“And who the blazes are you to tell
me what I shall do?” he demanded, tak-
ing a step across the room.

“I'm skipper,” returncd Ilefty, “and
my word 13 law !V

“ A word from Sir Aubrey——"" began
Ailen, conscious of the hostile glances
that were burning into him, _

“Bring him along!” said ITebble,
“There’s no time to waste if we're going
to settle this business before the kick-
off !

Nugent was somewhat nonplussed as he
glanced round at the footballers. Even
Covne, Novle, and Baitle, his syco-
phants, refused to meet his eyes, so he
decided o take a new line.

“My father, as the principal share-
holder in the club, will insist upon my
playing I he declared.  *“What have
you to say to that, Hebble 7"

“YVery little ! prowled the giant. “I
chall simply sit down on that bench and
refusze to budge !"

“You mean that you'll refuse to turn
out 7"

“That’s about the size of i-!" agreed
Elefty.

“ And I shall sit down beside you—if
there's room,” murmured Ioppy, with
hiz gentle smile.

“So shall 1,” said Peter Voyce.

“ And me !" put in three or four voiees,

Nugent Ailen, standing very still,
wondered if it were all a dream. He
beeame unusually pale, and  his jaw

speped as he looked round at the deter-
mined faces.

“Dut—but—but thiz iz nmiiny!” he
gasped at length,

“Mavbhe,” nodded Ilefiy  ITebble,
We've pgot
nhout a enuple of minutes, <o what aboui
it, Mr. Ailen®”

Siv Aubrey's son hesitaied for some
seeomdd=, biting his lower lip,

Things were not panning ont accord-
ing to schedule, for it was ebvions thal
the whole side was veady to defy hinn,
to tell him to do his worst,

In declaring that he wonld stand down,
Nugent had had a sinister  plan  of
vevenge culb and deied, and hiz eleventh
lronr avmearatiee in the Albian dressing-

—

rocm had been part of the business.
Knowing that young Peter Voyce would
be elated at his selection to lead the
Villa, it haa been Nugent's intention to
wait until the last moment before dash-
ing the cup of happiness from the young-
ster’s lips. It was a cruel and callous
plan, a plan worthy of the son of Sir
Aubrey Atlen. DBut Nugent had made
the mistake of thinking that he could
either frighten or bully the other
players into submission.

One glance at the set faces showed
that the players were determined to
stick to their guns. Theirs was the
stronger will. They were backing young
Voyee to a man.

Nugent, in bringing his father’s name
into the business, had hoved to play his
trimp eard, yet the footballers—ecommon
pros—seemed to think as little of the
baronet as they did of his illustrious
SOM.

It was very humiliating, and Nugent
had to confess that he was beaten—for
the time being, at any rate,

Swallowing hard, he glared across at
“Hefty " Hebble.

“Have your own way. and be hanged
to you!” he growled, his features dis-
torted with rage. “1 hope you lose by
a dozen goals!”  Then, with a final
spowl at the smiling Peter, he swung
round and left the Toom, slamming the
door behind him,

“As I remarked before,” said Hefty
Hebhle, *he’s a nice little thing to have
about the honse!"

“I don’t think we've heard the last of
this affair,” said Peter Voyce quietly.

“ And neither do T, my son,” grinned
Hebble. “Still, we beat him this time,
and that's something.”

A minute later he led his men on to
the field, and the roar that greeted the
famous black jerseys proved that many
thousands of Villa sunpdrters had made
the journey to Mersey Town. The
greatest shout of all was for Hoppy
Hawkins, of course, and he removed his
ereen Homburg hat in acknowledging
the thunderous ovation.

The great game started on the stroke
of three, and fortv seconds later Hoppy
Hawkins was called uvpon to save a rasp-
ing shot from Dines, the Albion centre-
forward. The vell that greeted a
masterly clearance broke from every
throat in the erowd. A terrific punch
sent the ball almost to the half-way line,
and it was Peter Vovee who trapoed the
leather, swung round, and set off dBwn
the field, a erowd of players at his heels,
They counld not catch the youngster,
however, for he scemed scarcely to touch
the ground as he made for the home
poal. Vet Kempton, the right-back, was
cool and unhurried as he ambled out to
meet the visitor. His nonchalance
amounted to a challenge, and the
Albhion “fans ” hugged themselves as
they waited for their “pet” to bring
the flying youngster up with a painful
jerk.

Having waited quietly, Kempton snd-
denly darted aeross the turf, bringing his
massive shounlder into play, yvet so quick
was Peter that the burly back encoun-
tered mothing more than air, with the
result that he stageered, lost his balance,
and sprawled on all feurs, an unlovely
and inglorious spectacle.

The hysterieal yell that split the tense
silence lacked sympathy, but it was
quickly drowned in the wild roar ithat
greeted Peter Vovee's goal,

Ivading Cannaon, the right-back, Peter
netted with a shot that might have
beaten the master, Hoppy Ilawkins, and

(Cantinued an next page.)
Tne Magurr Lirrsnry.— No. 874



THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

PRICE
TWDPEHEE.
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the Storrvdene fans were wild-eyed and
almost delirious as hats and caps and
papers were flung high into the air.

Tearing down the field, Hefty Hebble
lifted the flushed voungster into his arms
and bore him tm'-'ftrda the centre line,
the “baby in arms * struggling and kick-
ing to free himself. The packed ground
was still rocking with a ecataclvsm of
noize asz Dines. hard-eyed and tight-
lipped, kicked off.

The Albion lost no time in making
another attack upon the vistors’ goal,
and the manner in which they swept
down the field was a revelation in short-
passing tactics. But in Hopoy Hawkins
they .were up against something unique
in the goalkeeping line.

Cool as an iceberg, the bombardment
did not sepm to Hurry him in the least,
And time and again a roar of “GOAL ™
was followed by the reverberating groan
of disappointment,

The Albion pressed

for fully ten

minutes, and then came another 1:111'1'11.I

for Peter YVovee again went away on his
OWII. Pressed hoetly on all sides, he
emerged from the erush with the ball at
his toe, and his scoring shot, taken from
a vard outside the pulmlh area, was an
effort that will live for ever in the
memory of every fan who saw it.

The Albion fell back on the defensive
after the second goal had been scored.
and the visitors still had a two-goal lead
at half-time,

Defensive tactics never won matches.
vet the heme team gave little thought
to attack in the second half. They con-
centrated oh keeping the other side out,
and all went well until exactly one
minute from long whistle, Tt was then
that Peter Voyee scored his third goal
and accomplished the hat trick, and the
only person in all the thousands who did
not shout congratulations was DNugent
Ailen.

The son of Sir Aubrev was standing
on the balcony of the clubhouse, and the
expression unon his swarthy face was noi
pleasant to behold.

“T1l get even with him for this,” he
muttered, his smouldering eves upon the
brown-haired youngster who was being
shouldered up the field, “and soon !"

(Wil Nugent Beasley Ailen square his
account with Peter Voyee? Next week's
ripping story—" Kieked Out!"—will ca-
Hahten you., A great story, this, boys!
Dron™t miss i8/1)

e —

NEXT MONDAY'S PROGRAMME

(Contivved from puge 2.)

enough of it, I'll warrant in the class
rooms. My blue peneil waz in readiness
my “reject * frown had begun to dawn th
moment 1 commenced Harry Wharton'
editorial.  And then, like the sunshine we'w

seen so little of this  year, it suddenl
faded out. I was amused—deeply inter
eated, The blue pencil was not needed

neither was the waste-paper bhasket; for thi
supplement turned out to bhe a Inll Winne
all along the line, Mind you read it, bhoys!

THE HDLIFA"I’ AMNMNUAL.

Tt needs little “ehin wag * of mine t
impress upon my readers the unprecedentsf
value-for-money proposition offered to the
public in the form of this world-Tamon
Annual. It's selling like hot cakes all over
the globe. Some of yon will be disappointed
if you leave your order too late—there's
only a limited number of copies left oo
ilu-.1!:11ur1-'.et. Take the tip in time and act
on it.

— e

AN ASTOUNDINGQ OFFER!

All my chums are :at.mpﬂ:; rr_;mmmmndenl
to obtain a copy of thiz week's, “ Boys
Friend,” now on  sale. Our t"nmpu,nlnn

Paper is famed for itz grand competitions.
This time it iz offering a Five Pound Note

amil Six Mateh Footballs as prizes  for
dgolving  the history of HMS, - Ques
Elizabeth, It would be a pity to mis

this record chance.

your €ditor.

to record buyers.

Trial.

buys a superbly made No. 300A Mead
Gramophone with beautifully coloured giant |
metal hora, extra loud sound-box, massive W-

oak case and 40 tunes, 300 Model 3T/8 cash
. Carriage paid.
Exquisitely inlaid Table Grands and
richly carved mahogany Floor Cabinet models
at WaOLESALE FACTORY PRICES,

ﬁ Writeforart catalogue.
e Co. (Dept. G223, Birmingham,

10 Darys’

JOIN THE ROYAL
AND SEE THE WORLD.

NAVY

\
NS

THE FINEST CAREER FOR BRITISH BOYS.

Bova

in Wll]lllﬂ% SUCCER8.
your height.

HEIGHT COUNTS

Let the Girvan System increase
Wonderful resulta.
ticulars and our £100 guarantee to Enqguiry Dept.,
A.M.P., 17, Stroud Green Road, London, N. 4.

STOKERS -

A
send P.C. for par- il Bl d

ROYAL MARINE FDHEES - - s

are now wianted for the Seaman Class (from

which selections are made for the Wircless Telegraphy
and Signalling

oranches), dges 151 to 17 years.

Men are also required for

Age 18 to 25
17 ,, 23
ALL FOUND,

- -

EXCELLENT EH&HCEE OF PHBHDT[UN

London, 5.%.1.:

Bristol;

HOME GCINEMATOGRAPHS
FiLms AND ACCESSORIES

OUR NEW ILLUSTRATED LIST NKOW READY.
Bend postcard for copy, post fres.

FILMS3 from 1.*- m-r

I.DH'DDH" W.C. 1.
:m.: Street.

Apply by latter to the Hecruiting Staff Officer, R.N. & .M,
521, Coventry Road, Birmingham
289, Df-ﬂn_ﬂ.gntn, Manchester;
or ﬁ. Washington Terrace, Queen’s Fark, Southampton.

55, ‘.‘-’l::lehali
121, "-’Lf'r_:rm “'-FI::rHFt
116, Rye Hill, Newcastle-on-Tyne :

pnut

MACHIKES
from HB 100 feet,
FORD'S {:m t.
ot 13, RED LION S
attended to Enirance
EEEEEE !
WE SEND ABSOLUTELY

to all who send postal order

NOVELYY CO.,  Dept.

EFIREE! EFEREE!

THE MYSTIC DANCING CHARLIE CHAPLINMN
(gixpence) for our Illustrated
Catalogue of Magic Tricks, Puzzles, Jokes, ete.—THE ECLIPSE
J, Francia Terraca,

FREE

This handsoms full-sized Gent's Lever

YOURS for

Walch sent upon receipt of 8d.
approval send 1 /= mora, the balanee

D,

Aftor

may then be pald by 8 month]
instalmentsof 2 /-each. Guarantes
9 years. Chaln Free with every watch. Ladiea" or
Gent's Wriat Watchas in stock on samas tarme. Onal
returned in full if dlasatiafied, Sond Sd. now Ta—

94, Queen's Road, Hhthtun. Sussex.

LONDON, N.19.

MAKE YOUR OWN
ELECTRIC LIGHT

These wonderiul Dynameos light brilliantly 4-6 volt
LISTS FREE, g
GREENS (Dept. A.G.)y B8, New Oxiord 5t., London.

jamps and are very casy to work, Bs.

KEYER FAILS.

HEIGHT IHCHE&EED
IN 30 DAYS.

Ko Appliances. NoDruge. Ko Dlsting. The Melvin 8trong Byatem
Full particulars snod Testimonlals, “aml;;' f—
Melvin Btrong, Lid. (Dept. 8.), 10, Ludgata Hill, London, Eng

Complete
Course.

9/

PACKET STAMP MOUNTS
SET FIVE BRAZIL

I'!Inu WAR & AHHIETIGE}AIL FREE to genuine a ﬁ.a"““u Ian

LUE LABEL APPROV
Gift 2 and send Postags.—B.
10, Wave Orest, Whitstahla, Eaut

Ask for
Coryn,

Instruments mv&n Frae to_all

FHEE Fu“ '_F:eerﬂﬂ!rirnﬂnqgifhiil’ 0.} for Bample Trick and New

Ilustrated List of Magic Tri:;h
Beafleld Road, Celwyn Bay.

Novalties, etc.—P. FEARING, Travancore
{Large Pnrculu of Magio Tricks, 2/6 and 5.}

HEIGHT INCREASED 35

3 to 5 ins., without appliances, drugs,
Complete System, 5/-.—

Q. OLIVE, B, Beafield Road, Colwyn Bay. [Partics., testimonials, Humr]
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When Answering Advertisements
Please Mention This Paper.
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CUT THIS OUT

““The Magnst." PEN COUPON. Value 2d,

Send T of thess coupons with only 2/8 direct to the Flaat Pen Co.,
119, Fleat Streat, BE.C.4. You will receive by return a gplendid British-
mads 14ct, Gold-Nibbed Fleet Fountain Pen, value 10/6 [ﬂllﬂ. medium, or
broad nib). If only one coupon i sent the price is 3/9, being allowed
for each extra coupon up to 6. (Pocket Clip, 4d.) Enuﬂ:t't.inn guarantesd
or oash returned. Special New Offer—Your own mame in gilt lettars
on either pen for 1/- extra.

Lever Self-Filling Model with Safety Cap, 2/- extra.
8-11-24




