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“ FIRE! FIRE!” YELLED BUNTER.

SMOKING THE FAT JUNIOR OUT OF HIS HIDING PLACE!

(A “* moving "' scene from this wezk’'s splendid 25,000 word schooi story of Harry Wharton & Go. of Areyfriarg—within.)
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WHAT DO YOU THINK OF THIS WEEK'S FREE PLATE, CHUMS?

I'TH H.M. cruiser Hawkins there came
into the Navy a new tyvpe of warship
atd 2 new ship name, Duoring the war
the British Admiralty decided to go

“ one belter " than the enemy in the matter of
fast, iight cruisers, so that mo matter how good
the German craft might be we would have
something able to beat them, Further than
that, we required ' greyhoumds " to hunat
dewn the commerce raiders that the enemy et
ese to destroy our trading ships on the ecean
highways., Some of these raiders, the
mototious Mgewe, had sunk mamny
merchanten that were “ring m-g foedrtulls
apd other articles to the United Kingdom.
Dae of the disedvantages of living in an island
state such as ours, that does not produce enough
food to supply the needs of the people who
imhabit it, is that an enemy whe gets control
of the =ea by means of commerce raiders would
be able to starve us into submission by werely
‘mtting o our supplies of imported food.
t::?;‘mimy kncw this and tried hard to accom-
i t.
» Az part. of the plan for defeating her efforts
we kifd down four special cruisers, of
which the Hawkins wasone, She was
not commenced until 1917, and conse-
guently: took ne part in the war,
Her function being bold and dashing
attack, the Admiralty very aptly

of the

ﬂ'ﬂ-ﬂ-ﬂ-ﬂ{*

¢ By JACKS TAFF

- THIS WEEK -

| _HM.S. HAWKINS.
——

named her after Sk John MHawkins,
of  the most enterprising seamen ‘of
Elizabethan era,
bear s name.

The Hawkin: waa fnished soon after the
Great War ended and was sent to the Far
East. where she is deing duty as flagship of
opur China sguadron. In one respect she recalls
the wessels in which our Viking forefathers
roamed the sea, for she is essentially a ** long
ship." From stem te stern the Hawkins

i
the
She i3 the first warship to

Fareasures 685 fect, and o width onTy 58 feet,

s0 that :h]]F conforms closely to the oll Viking
dezign of " long and narrow ""—the narrowness
being a device for aceelerating speed, Another-

Next Weak:

H.M.S. SPENCER.

(THE WELL.KNOWN
NAVAL WRITER).

point of Interest in the Hawkins Is that she
Fdisplaces only 9,550 touns, This brings her
within the Hmits for new cruisers imposcd by
L the Washington Agreemcent, and, as a con-
- sequence, gll the new cruisers built thronghout
the world within the next few years will he
more of less modelled upon her.

Packed into her long, slim hull is a hage
mase of engines.  These are of 60,000 horse-
power, and drive peared twhbines which_ ean
send the ship through the water at a gpeed of
about 35 miles an hour. One peculiarity of
the Hawkins is that although an oil fucl vessel
four of her boilers are fitted to burn coal, g0
that the ship may be able to keep going should
she arrive at any distant part of the world
where oil fuel is not obtainable. Her main
armament consists of seven 7.5-inch guns,  She
has also a number of smaller ones, four of
which are intended for uen llj;.ﬂi'.llht- alretrafi,
and six torpedo fubes.  * Sister ™ ghips to
the Hoawkins are the TFrohisher,
Effingham, and Vindictive—the
latter was once am aireraft carricr.
The Raleigh, which was wrecked
eff the Canadian coast two wvears
ago, was similar to the Hawkins.
ships of her typo am estimatod
to cost about one and three-guarter
million pounds to build,
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NEXT MONDAY'’S
PROGRAMME !

PRESENTATION PLATE No. 4.

VERY Magopetite will have another
splendid Free Art Plate of dur
glorious Fighting Fleet to add to his
collection with pext Monday's issue

of hiz favourite paper. No. 4 shows H.M.5,
Npencer—Flotilla Leader—a  veszel capable
of speeding through the waves at forty miles
am bour. This fype of fast craff has recently
been senl to the Red Sea to put a stop
to the slave traders, and right well has it
acquitted itself.

Next week's plate is a real masterpiece of
photegraphy. The lines of the ship, the big
puns, ebe., stapd out exceptionally clear.
“uch a superb collection of Art Plates as our

Grand Presentation Series will embrace bas

never been put within the reach of the public
pefore. My loyal chums should make certain
of collecting the complete set of twelve by
placing a regular order for the “Maguet”
at once. 'Jh'rs is pot idle “editorial " chin-
wag, boys; it's a straight tip! Sowre of you
will experience dlﬂnppﬂint-meut if you wvisit
your newsapent on, say, a Saturday and
gxpect a copy of t]:lE old “Magnet," with its
porpeous Freeo Plate, when that particular
jssue of your Imnnrite paper was om sale
the previous Monday.

As will be readily uvaderstood, your Editor
campot limiit the sil.h: of #he paper only to

these thousands of Joyal chums who bhave |

stood by him in the past, nnd as a nataral

comfequelce  there will a host of pew

vreaders hebn to “bap” ""mae superb- Free

Gifts. That's all to the £weod, really. The
Tue Macrer Lisrary. —No, B75.

_-

pew chum will wonder why on ¢arth he has
taken so long to discover the fincst school
story paper on the market. But I don't
want my old pals to suffer. Evervoue can
he satisfied, hewever, if a. regular order is
placed with the newsagent, for he in turn
will .kmow exactly bow many copies of the
“Magpoet © to order. Got the idea., ¢hums?

"YTHE BUNKING OF BUNTER! "

And wnow for a Tfew remarks ahont
next Monday's story of Harry Wharton &
Co. For the benefit of those unacquainted
with the term “bunking,"” it means the
“sack,” the "hullet,” or, to bhe more precise
and proper, Expulsinu. Billy Bunter is still
keen to  receive the extreme schoolboy
penilty rather than face a floozing., As you
know, however, the fat and fatuous Owl of
the Eemove is liable to sudden changes of
mind. Thus, when he is "bunked " he has
the unparalleled auydacity, after a short
interval of two or three days, to turn up
at (Greyfriars, prepared to “let the whale
matter drop”™ and to be reinstated as a
respectable member of Greyiriars once more.
Another stipulation of Bunter's is that the
“flogging " must he counted “off.™  After
a series of nightmare adventures, Dr. Locke

and - Mr. Quelch once again see William
George Bunter “off the premises.” But, like
the proverbial bad ha'penony, he pops up

omce again., In short, he refuses to be
sacked! Mow this latest and moat amazing
escapade of Buoter's turns out you will
learn from reading

“THE BUNKING OF BUNTER "

In addition to this rollicking gehool story
there will be apother long, complete footer
ptory dealing further with

“THE TRIALS OF STORRYDENE
VILLA !

v

Toe all intente and purposes Nugeutl Beasley
Ailen Las shaken the dust of Storrydene from
his hespatted fect.  He has received the fright

of his life. We see him bobbing up again,
however, in new compuany, nonc ather than
a notorious baud of “scallywags ™ rejoicing
in the name of S
“"THE STARLIGHT BOYS'!"

You'lll e more Lhan interested in wext
week’s stirring  story, chums, so don't an
any aceount miss it!

SPECIAL SUPPLEMENT.

Look out for pext weck's srapd Supple
ment. 1f shows Harry Wharton & Co. well
in form. These versatile journalists of the
“Herald " deserve a laurel apiece. ‘Fhey

ean turn their fluent pens to any subject
under the sun.

“THE HOLIDAY ANNUAL."

Another reminder, Imw, that this worll-
fumous anunual is still going great guns. 1
you have made up vour minds to by a
copy—and you really should— there’s no time
like the present for ordering it. 1 wader-
stand from the publishers’ report before me
that the “H. A." looks like creating a recond
sale. The copies can't he turped out quick
coough to meel the demand.

""TMAGNETS" WANTED.

ol prices are offered for copies of the
“Magnet,” Japuary-June, 1918, foclusive.
Will any reader who has stocked his ropies
and is disposed to sell them communicale
" with Lhe Editor, the “Magnet,'" Fleeiway
| House, Ferringdon Street, Londen, F.i' 4
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LENIENCY TUUNAPPRECIATED !

to flog him instead of expelling him from Greyfriors.
headmaster. Not so Bunter, however,
But a flogging —1I"hew !

that ordeal !
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He can face the “ sack "’
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Tribulations of W. G. Bunter !

1 LOW Milton!”
It was Billy Bunter who made

that disrespectful remark con-
cerning the great epic poet.,
Poets, epic or otherwise, mnever n-
terested Bunter wvery much. On the pre-
sent occazion he was less interested than
gver. |
It was Saturday evening at Greyfriars,
“Sunday prep ” was the order of the
day in the Remove studies. In Study
No. T in the Remove, Peter Todd had a
volume of “Paradise Lost™ propped
open against the inkstand. A seetion of
that great poem had to be “prepared ™
for the following morning.

In the Lower JTourth studies, the
heauties of Milton were rather at a dis-
count. Nobody really was enthusiastic
on the subject. Kyen Luecifer, Son of
the Morning, though considered rather a
sportsman in his way, was looked upon
as much too long-winded. Dunter's
private opinion of the whole thing was
that it was “bosh.” And on this par-
ticular Saturday cvening DBunter had
far more important things than “bosh ”
to think about,

Dunter was up against it.

He had looked for trouble, and he had
found it; and now he was wrapped In
trouble and woe as In a garment.

20 when Toddy suggested gently that
he had better give his attention' to prep,
William George Bunter replied crossly
that Milton could be “blowed.”

Billy Bunter sat in the study arm-
chair, with his fat bands driven deep into
his pockets, and a deep wrinkle mn his
fat brow.

His little round eyes were mournful
behind his big spectacles.

There was supper going on in Harry
Wharton’s study farther along the Re-
move passage. In other circumstances,
wnter would have been haunting the
doorway of Study No. 1, hoping for an|
invitation fo join up at the festive board;
or, failing that, an opportunity of wedg-

ing into the study unkicked. Now he
was not even thinking of supper,

When Buanter was no% thinking about
a meal of some kind, it was indubitable
evidence that there was something very
much amiss with Bunter.

“ Better get your prep done, old man,”
said Peter Todd kindly. “No good
getting Quelchy's rag out, you know.”

“Blow Queleh!”

“I'll. help you with -your Milten, if
vou like.”

“Blow Milton ! growled Bunter,

He blinked mournfully at PPeter Todd.

“1 sav, Peter; what do -vou think the
Head will do¥”

“(rive 1t up, old man!
riddy thought-reader.™ _

“You're an unsyvmpathetic
Peler.”

“Thanks!™ 2

“How will you get on withoul me 1
the study, Peter, if 1 have to leave
Greyfriars ?”

Peter Tadd glanced across at his fat
study-mate. Bunter was apparently
under the impression that his departure
from the school would be a blow to Stady
No. T,

This
delnston.

“(Oh, we'll manage to rub along., some-
how, old fat man,” =said DPeter. " Don’t
worry about me, I'll try to bear it.”

“YVou'll mizss me, Peter.”

“Bound to, especially at meal-times,™
agreed DPeter. “There will be enough
grub to go rvound at last!”

“ Beasl !

Peter Todd grinned.

“The fact is, Bunter, T don’t beliéve
the Head has any idea at all of kicking
vou out,” he sawd., “He's just letting
that simmér in your silly mind as a
warning to vou.”

dunter did not look comforted.

“But if I'm not sacked I'in going to
be flogged 1" he said.

“That's all right.”

“Is 1t¥"” exclaimed Dunter, indig-
nantly. “1'd jolly well rather be sacked
than flogred.”

“Well. you won't have the choice,”
grinned Peter, “It's for the Head to
decide. You really shouldn’t ask for

I'm not a

beast,

really was an extraordinary

| trouble, Bunter, if you don’t like it when

After due consideration of Bunter's latest grave misdemeanour, Dr. Locke decides
Most fellows would consider that real ** aporty 7 of their
any day —there's no physical pain atiached io
The very thought sends a shiver down his spine.

I
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A Magnificent New
Long Complete Story
of Harry Wharton & Co.
of Greylriars, told by

» FRANK RICHARDS.
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it ‘comes home to roost. You've been
warned lots of times about playing your
beastly ventriloquial tricks. I've kicked
you for it myself—you know I have.”

i HEElRt .r”

“Now vou've been playing tricks on
a Sixth-Form prefeet, and slanging him,
and =0 on,” said Peter. “I haven't much
opinion of Sitth Form prefects myself,
or of the Sixth generally; but from the
Head's point of view they're the giddy
Palladium of the school, as somebody
savs in some silly book or other. The
Hesd's bound to come down heavy.”

“The Head's a beast!”

“You'll get off with a flogging,” said
Peter encouragingly.

“Ow ™

“It's rather painiul,” said Peter, with
a reminizcent wriggle, “I've been there
myself. Dut vou'll get over it.”

“T won't be Mogged ! howled Dunter,

“You jollv well will, if the Head says
so!” chuekled Peter. “And it will do

vou good. If it makes you chuck up
ventriloguism, it will be a jolly good
thine."

“Yah!”

3illy Bunfer detached himself from the
armchair, and rolled to the deoor. Just
as a prophet is without honour in his own
country, =0 Willlam George DBunter
found little svmpathy in hus own study,

No donbt TPeter knew him too well
to sympathize with him very much.

“What about Milton?" ecalled out
Toddy, as DBunter relled into the
passage.

“Blow Miltan!” repeated Bunter, for
the third time. “DBless Milton! Daother
Milien! Do you think I'm going fo
worry over that bosh now "

Peter Todd shrugged his shoulders, and
returned to his work.  Dunter rolled
along the Remove passage, in search of
the sympathy that was denied him in
Study No. T.

He found Skinner and Snoop and Stott
lounging in the passage. The three
grinned at him.

“allo, vou're looking joyful, Bunter,”
remarked Skinner. “Looking forward
ta to-marrow morning—what 7"

Tae Maaxer LiBrary,—No. 870.

[Copyright in the United States of America.]



+ ANOTHER RIPPING BICYCLE OFFERED AGAIN THIS WEEK! SEE PAGE 17!

Bunter groaned.

“You'll know in the morning whether
you're going to be sacked or only
flogged,” said Skinner. *“Let's hope it
will be the =ack, old man. That will be
a windfall for the whole Form, won't
178

**Ha, ha 1"

Stott,

Bunter gave the humorous Skinner a
reproachful blink, and rolled on. Harold
Skinner was even less sympathetic than
Toddy,

He arrived at the door of Study No. 1,
which stood open. Prep was over in that
study, and the Famous Five of the
Remove had gathered there for supper.
There woere sausages and chips for
supper, and a fragrant odour of the same
floated out into the Remove passage.
Five cheery faces were gathered round
the table, and Bunter blinked into the
study with a bitter Dblink, Harry
Wharton & Co., evidently, were not
worrying over his misfortunes,  They
eould enjoy a supper of sosses and chips,
though the shadow of the “sack ™ hung

ha, roared Snoop and

over the Owl of the Remove like the
sword of Damoeles,
“1 say, vou fellows ” ‘
“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” Bob Cherry

smiled round at Bunter. “Roll in, old
an, and join up.”

Bunter hrightened a little,

He was hungry; he had had only two
teas and one supper so far.

“Well, I'll join you, as you're so
pressing,” he said,

“PDa!” said Harry Wharton, with a
smile. “You're a fat rascal, Bunter, and
yoia ought to be kicked. But you've got
it in the neck, so we'll let bygones be
bygones !

“Oh, ves,
Nugent.

“Here’s a chair, Bunter,” zaid Johnuv
Bull. with unaccustomed geniality.

“The bygonefulness will be ternfic,
my esteemed rascally Bunter,” said
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “You
have very nearly caused me to be beaten
fogfully by the esteemed and ludierous
Head, but the forgiveness is great in
ihe ridieulous cireumstances.”

Bunter sat down.

“1 say, you fellows——"

“Help yourself, Bunter.”

Bunter helped himself, liberally. Hao
was undoubtedly pleased by this hospit-
able reception in Study No. 1. At the
same time, it alarmed him a hLittle, Tt
was because ne was up against it that
the Famous Five were so kind: and it
looked as if they considered Bunter
“ booked.”

“1 say, yvou fellows, do vou think the
1ead was joking 7 asked Bunter, blink-
mg round from face to face with his
mouth full,

“Hardly,” said Wharton,

“But 1 haven't done anvthing, you
know,” urged Bunter. “Just a little
ventriloguissm——"

“You made* Walker of the Sixth
believe that Inky was calling him all
=orts of names, and very nearly pot Inky
& flogging for it,” said Johnny Bull
warmly. “Do you call that nothing

“Oh, really, Bull 3

“If the Head hadn’t eome down on
vou so heavy, vou'd have bagged a
ragging from this study,” said Nugent.

raa

rather ™ assented Frank

“Yes, rather!” ’
“The ratherfulness i3 terrific. But in
the estecmed cirenmstances, the sym-

pathy is great.”

“Tt's pretty eertain you'd only have
to take a flogging, Bunter,” said the
captain of the Remove.

Bunter velped.

“I'd rather be sacked.”

“0Oh, you're an ass!”

THE MacreT IaBrary.—No, 875.

“I don’t care if I'm sacked, not very
much, anyhow,” said Bunter. “I've never
had justice in this school.

really understood at Greyfriars. At
Eton or Harrow I should make my
mark.”

“Oh, my hat!”

“Eton or Harrow would he rather a
come-down, after Greyfriars,”  :said
Johnny Bull. “Better stick to the old
firm-—if the Head will let you.”

“I'm not going to be flogred.”

“Fellows have been flogged before
without raising the roof,” =aid Beb
UT;:E':;. “Why, I've been flogged my-
self,

“You're a tough beast, you-know—"

T‘Eh?]‘!

“A tough beast. I'm delicate.”

“Oh, my lhat! Yes:, vou look
delicate !” pgrinned Bob. “About as
delicate as a walrus or a hippopotamus,
I think.”

“1 say, you fellows, the Head szaid
that he would think it over and tell me
in the morning whether] was to be sacked
or flogged, Do you think he would
make it the sack if I asked him
spectally §

“ Fathead 1"

“Oh really, Wharton &

“You'll get over the flogging,” =aid
Harry, laughing. *“And if it’s a warn-
ing ito you not to play yvour rvoiten
ventriloguial tricks, it will be a benefit
in disgumse,”

“Well, have some more sosses and
chips, old porpoise, and forget about it,”
said Bob cheerily.,

Billy Bunter acted on the first part of
that good adviee, but not on the seeond.
He - made an excellent supper—the
deepest woes never affected Buntcr's
appetite for long.

- But’ when the Remove went up to
their dormitory at half-past nine,
Bunter’s fat face was siill lugubrious.

The danger of the “sack ™ apparently
did not worry him unduly. But the
prospect of being flogged was a night-
mare to him.

Good-night, fatty, and pleasant
dreams !” called out Skinner, when the
Remove turned in.

l]uﬂter groaned,

I =ay, you fellows, T sha'n't he able
to sleep to-night, you know.”

But that was only a little error on
Bunter's part. Five minutes later his
detp snore was echoing through the
Remove dormitory as usual.

——

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Head’s Sentence !
ILLY BUNTER did not

happy the next morning.
Generally, he was very cheerful
on a Sunday. _

Sunday was a quiet day at Greyfriars,
and some of the fellows voted 1t rather
slow, There were no games, and any-
thing like japing or skylarking was con-
sidered bad form. Dut it suited Bunter,
Excepting for an hour with Mr. Quelch
and Milton, and the morning and after-
noon services, the fellows had the day
to themselves. In summer Bunter found
it pleasant to lie in the grass and munch
jam-tarts or chew toflfece., In winter it
was equally agrecable to “frowst 7 aver
a stndy fire in an armchair. So, as a
rule, William George Bunter welcomed
Sunday.

But on this particular Sunday morn-
ing he was booked for an interview
with the Head: and that made all the
difference.

Certainly, the flogging, if flogging i
was to be, would not be admimstered

look

I'm not |

ihat day. No offender was flogped, nr
even caned, on a Sunday. Dut that
really only made the matter worse, For
if Bunter was sentenced to a flogging, he
would have twenty-four hours of awful
anticipation with the flogging to follow.
The thing itself was bad enough, with-
out the horrid anticipation: and Bunter
wonld have both,

So  that sunny autumn  morning
Williaimm George Bunter appeared in the
quadrangle with a lugubrions visage,
looking, as Skinner remarked, 2= if he
had lost an English shilling and found
a German mark,

Even a day on which there were no

classes, mo faggings, and no lickings
m_:ruld not. comfort Punter, in the
circumstances,

When it was time for the {af junior to
present himself i the Head's study, he
was fairly quaking,

The interview was to fake place afier
the hour with DMilton. When Ay,
Quelch, to the great rvelief of the
Remove, closed that great masierpicer,
“Paradise Lost,” and dismissed them, he
fixed his eyes on Bunter,

“You will now go to the Ilead's
study, Bunter,” he said,

EE Dll Iﬂlr'l 1'5

“What? What did yon =av, Bunter?®

“N-n-nothing, sir!” stammered the
Owl of the Remove.
“I thought I heard yon uiter a

ridiculous ejaculation 1 said Mr. Queloh
severely,
f + 'U’I’.'r, no, :ir! Nothing of the kind!

“That will do, Bunter! Kindly
ceed to Dr. Locke's study at onee,”
the Remove master.

“T—1I say, sir i

“ You need say nothing, Bunter,
matter 15 not in my hands.”
~ “I—T mean, sir, I—I hope you'll put
im a word for me with the Head, <"
groaned Bunter. “If vou explained to
him that I am innocent, sir——"

“What? Innocent of what #*

“Of—of anything, sir—I mean every-
thing——"

“BSay no more, Bunter.”

“The—the Head doesn't believe ine,
sir, when I tell him,” said Bunter. * Bt
if vou Ipenti::rnﬂd to him how trathful I
am—""

“ Bilence 1™

“0Oh dear!™

Bunter rolled dismally out of ithe class-
room after the Removites., In  the
corridor he blinked lugubriouzly at the
juniors, A good many of them were
grinmng, just as if this were not a
serious matter at all. It was fearfully
serious to W. G. Bunter,

“1 say, you fellows,” groamed Bunier,
“What's a fellow to do?®

"“fio to the Head, of coursze,” said
Harry Wharton.

“ And buck up,” advised Bob Cherry,
"“The Beak doesn't like to be kept
walting. ™

“Let him wait, and he hothered ®
growled Bunter. “I sawy, you fellows,
will you come with me and swear——*

“Swear?™ ejaculated DBob. “0On a
Sunday, too! My hat!”

“You silly ass!” howled Bunter. “Ts«
this a time for joking? Swear that I
have never done any venbriloguisn:, and
that you know I ean’t veniriloquize, and
=0 o The Head may take your word—
though, of eourse, you're not sueh trith-
ful chaps as I am—"

“0Oh, my hat!”

“1 sav, Toddy, will you swear——"

“Well, you're jolly nearly enough ta
make a fellow swear, and that’s a fact,”
said Peter Todd, “Bul T won't, all the
same, T'll tell yvou what I'Hl do for van,
though, Bunter,™

pro-
el
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“What's that?"
fu!f;r'.

“Ow! No!"

“Sort of feel that vou can’t drag your-
self there?”

“That's just it, Toddy.”

“Well, I'll help vyou out, old fai man,
I'll kick you all the way to the Ilead’s
study.”

“What ¥ roared Bunter.

“Turn round, old chap.”

“What for?t"

“8So that I can begin.”

askedd Bunter hope-

“Ha, ha, ha!” )

* Beast !

Billy Bunter rolled away to the Head’s
corridor. It was true that he had a
great reluctance to repait ‘thither; but
he did not want assistance of the kind
offered by Peter Tadd.

He reached the Mead's
stopped.

Twice he raised a fat paw to tap—
and twice his courage failed him, ancd
the paw dropped without tapping on the
oaken panels.

Bunter groaned dismally.

The Head was expecting him ; and cer-
tainly the Head did not like to be kept
waiting. Indeed, when a junior of the
Lower Fourth kept the Head waiting, it
was almost time for the skies to fall.

The longer the Head waited, the more
waxy he would be when the interview
came off ;: Bunter was aware of that,

But he couldn't help it! His fat paw,
as if endowed with a will of its own,
simply refused to tap at the Head's door,

The Owl of the Remove heard the
sound of a movement in the study. Per-
haps the Head was getting impatient,

The door suddenly opened.

Dr. Locke came striding out—perhaps
to seek DBunter. He strode fairly into
the fat junior.

Bump !

“Oh crumbs ! ejaculated Dunter.

“Bless my soul ™

Dr. Locke stepped back, breathing very
q#it'li!:n Ile fixed an angry frown on
the Owl of the Remove.

“Bunter! How dare vou!’

l—]—-I—" stuttered
“J—I've come, sir!”

door anid

Bunter. |

“1 have waited more than five minutes 1

for yvou, Bunter!” exclaimed Dr. Locke,
“1 was coming to Mr. Quelch’s room
for vou. How dare you keep your head-
master waiting !

“ I+l didn't—"

1] 'l"';r'rhnll-::l'l

“J—I mean—I wasn't—-"

“Step into my study, Bunter!™

“Oh dear!™

Billy Dunter rolled in. IIis fat and
lugubrious face might have moved the
heart of a stone statue. DBut the Head
was angry. Derhaps, like the prophet
of old, he considered that he did well to
he angry. Ilis eyes fixed on DBunter's
faco ruthlessly.

“Bunter! I have considered vour
case,” he said. ** You have acted in a
despicable manner, Bunter.”

“Oh, sir!”

“For the sake of wyour relatives,
Bunter, I shall not send you away from
Greviviars ™

“Oh dear !”

“1 have decided, therefore, to ad-
minister a flogging,” =aid the Head. “ It
will take place belfore classes to-morrow
morning. This pumishment, I hope, will
be a warning to you. You have been
guilty of reckless prevarieation, of dis-
respect to the prefects, and to vour head-
master, and you have very nearly caused
an innocent boy to be punished for your
fault. 'This 1s very scriovs, Dunter.”

11

‘*You don't want to go to the Head ]

“Is—is 1t, sir!

“Do vou not realise that it is?" thun-
dered the IHead.

Bunter jumped.

“Oh! Yes, sir! Clertainly ! he
gasped. “ Awfully serious, sir! I-—1
was just thinking, sir, how—how fright-

| fully serious it was.”

“ You have certainly deserved to be ex-
pelled from the school, Bunter. If I
spare vou this most severe punishment
it 18 because 1 consider you are too
obtuse to realise clearly the wrong you
have done. I trust that a flogging will
meot the case.”

The Head paused. Doubtless he ex-
pected Bunter to look immensely re-
lieved. Any other fellow at Greyfriars
would have welcomed a dozen floggings
rather than have the “sack.” Dut the
views of William George Dunter were
not like the views of other fellows.

] —=" hugim PBunteor.

Dr. Locke waved his-hand.

“¥You need not thank me, Dunter,” he
said icily. “T have decided thus chiefly
from consideration for your father.
You need not thank me."”

“T—I wasn't going to, sir—'

“Eh?"

“ J—1I mean——'

“You may leave my study, Bunter.”

“If you please, sir,” gasped Bunter,
“e-c-couldn’t you make it the sgck—— 2.

“Make it the sack!” repeated the
Head dazedly.

“Yes, sit—make it the sack. You see

T

¥

¥

“HBoy! Do you mean that you would
prefer to be expelled from the school?”
Lhundered the Tead.

“That's it, sir!” said Bunter eagerly.
“Fver so much, sir!”

“Are vou In your
Bunter "

**1-1 hope so, sir.”

““Are you impervious to a sense of
shame—are wvou totally regarvdless of
bringing dizgrace upon your name and
family "

“Yesz, sir ! I mean’ —DBunter stuttered
—*“1—1 mean, I'd rather go home, sir!
You—yon see, sir, I should have a few
weeks at least before I was sent to
another school—that would be so much
to the good——"

“Bless my soul!”
blankly. .

“And then I might get into a better
schoal than this s

“A—a—a better school than Grey-
friars !” gasped the Head. The mere
suggestion that there existed a better
school than Greyfriars scemed a good
deal like profanity to Dr. Locke,

“That's it, sir, Very likely a much

right senses,

the Tead

sa i

‘better one, with a headmaster who would

know my value——="

“Upon my word "

“So—if you don't mind, sir—I'd rather
be bunked,” said Dunter brightly. *Is
it a go, sir? I—I mean, is it all right?”

)r. Locke looked lixedly at Bunter for
a few moments, while the Owl of the

| Remove regarded him hopefully. Then

Dr. Locke came striding out of his study—perhaps

fairly into the fatl junior. Crash !

on the Owl of the Remove, ** Bunter!

didn’t ! ** gasped Bunter,

““ Oh, crumbs ! "’ ejaculated Bunter,
my soul ! ** Dr. Locke stepped back, breathing hard.

““I—1 mean—I wasn’t—"
Bunter ! ’’ said the Head. *‘Oh, lor’ ! *’ moaned Bunter, (Ye¢e Chapter 2.)

i

He strode
¢ Bless
He fixed an angry frown
How dare you ! *’ he rapped. “‘I—I—
*“ Step into my study,

to seek Bunter,

Tug MagxeEr LiBrary.—No. 879,
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his hand straved to a cane. Then he re-
membered that it was Sunday, and did

not pick up the cane.
“ Bunter,” he said at last, “I shall not
expel you from Greyfriare. 1 shall flog

you to-morrow morning in the Remove

Form-room in the presence of your
Form. On account of the impertinence
you have just uttered, I shall make the
flogging considerably more severe than
I had originally intended.™

“Oh lox'!”

“Now you pay go, Bunter.”

Billy Bunter gave his headmaster a
last hopeless blink, and rolled from the
study. His last hope had been dashed
to the ground—it was not to he the sack.
It was to be a flogging, and a fogging
of unusual severity. Junter had long
heen aware that all masters were beasts,
and headmasters special beasts. But he
had never realized before what an awful
beast a headmaster could be. )

He rolled down the corridor in the
depths of woe. DBilly Bunter was fairly
up against it now; and the universe

seemed to him a dismal place, quite un-

worthy of William George Bunter’s

presence in it,

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Unsympathetic!

T really was extraordinary.
I Nohody in the Remove, with the
solitary  exception of  William
(George Bunter, realised how serious

this matter was.

Fellows went on Sunday walks, or
sauntered about the old quad or chatted
in the passages, just as if nothing special
was to transpire on Monday morning.

Really, Bunter could hardly under-
stand 1t,

He was going to be ﬂnEEEd before
classes in the morning in the Remove
Form-room. He was to be “ taken up
by Gosling while the Head laid on the
birch before the eyes of all the Lower
Fourth. Form-room and passage were
to ring to his wails. Greyiriars was to
echo to the sound of his woe,

And fellows went on the even tenor
of their way, just as if it did not
matter. .

Nobody seemed to realise how much
it mattered if Bunter was flogged;
how very important it was that he
should not be flogged! Such heartless
indifference was really amazing to
Bunter. Nero fiddling while Rome was
burning was a mere jest to it. .

Vernon-Smith of the Remove, passing
Bunter in the quad, actually grinned
at the sight of his dismal, woebegone
face. The DBounder of Greyinars
actually seemed to find his lugubrious-
ness entertaining. That really was the
limit. .

Smithy had been through it himself
in his time., Bunter -remembered the
Bounder's last flogging quite well. He
did not remember baving felt specially
concerned about it. Indeed, he re-
membered having remarked that the
Pounder had asked for it, and, further,
that he hoped it would do him good.

But the bvresent occasion was quite
different. This time it was Bunter who
was going to be flogged.

That made an enormous difference.

At such a time—really a serious crisis
in the history of the old school—Bunter
{elt that something ought to be done.
A general protest on the part of the
Remove might have caused the Head to

relent. A deputation of the whole
Form interviewing the Head and re-
questing milder treatment for Bnnter

might have had some effect. This, in
1THE MaGNEr L1BRARY.—No, 870,

Bunter's opinion, was the very least the
fellows counld do.

Instead of which they actually seemed
to forget that Bunter was to be Hoggec
at all, and when he reminded them
they did not appear to sec how il
mattered, anyhow.

It was extraordimary, and it made
Bunter feel very hitter and skrdonie.

“You never know fellows till you
find them out!” he saud bitterly to
Peter Todd.

Toddy stared at him,

“What does that mean,
anything 7 he mmquired.

“T'm going to be flogged to-morrow
morning.*

“Arg voul”

“You lknow I am ["” hooted Bunter.

Toddy nodded.

“Yesz, I know, now you remind me,”
he assented. ** What about 1677

“What about it?” repeated Bunter,
scarcely able to believe his fat ears
“Did you say what about it 7"

“Yes, that's exactly what I said:
what about it 1"

Billy Bunter rvolled into Study No. 1
that evenming for comfort. There were
loasted scones, with nice fresh hutter,
and coffee in Study No. 1. And the
Famons Five had gathered there to
dispose of them before dorm—with
vouthful reckless disregard of the fact
that coffee is an enemy to sleep. Bunter

if it means

found some comfort in the toasted
scones, and he proceeded to annex the
lion's share of themi. DBut as he

munched, his fat face was full of woe.

““ About that Hogging, you fellows——"
he said.

“What flogging 77 asked Eob Cherry.

“The flogging to-morrow morning in
the Form-room o

“My hat! Iz some fellow booked for
& flogging ?” asked Bob innocently.

Bunter breathed hard.

“I am, you beast!” he said. “I've
told you so about a dJdozen times to-day
at least !

““At least!” assented Bob.
like a hundred, old fat man!
exercise-books in your bags.”

“Oh, really, Cherry *

“The Head's wide to that,” said
Frank Nugent, shaking his head.
“¥ou remember when Skinner had it
the Head heard the cane cracking on
the books. Of course, Skinner overdid
it. 1 believe he put in a Liddell and
Scott I

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Make up your mind to it, Bunter,”
sald Harry Wharton,

“0Oh, really, Wharton 44

“Dash it all! PFellows have been
Aogged before!” growled Johnny Bull
“What’s all the fusz about?”

“The fussfulness really 1a terrifie,”
remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
“You must bear it grinfully, my
esteemed funky Bunter!”

“The fact 15, I'm not going to be
flogged,” said Bunter, blinking at the
Famous Five. “I'm too delicate, you
know, The question 15, how am I going
to get out of 17" :

“No giddy how!” said Boh. “Yon
ara booked, old man! What the thump
did you ask for it for, if you didn't
want it #"

“B'Eﬂﬂt!”

“Thanks!. Have
and shut up!”

- Bunter had some more gcones.

“The Head’s refused to sack me,” he
said, “T'm prepared [or that, 1 asked
hitn. e refused, and said he would
lay it on all the harder because I1'd
asked hine. Said he would make me
squirim just because of that !

Eid Mﬂ}‘ﬂ
Put gome

=0lne mnore sC0Les,

“Yes, T can hear the Jlead saving
that 1" chuckled Bob.

“He didn’t put it those words.
You fellows remember once before I
was up against it, and I feflt the school
for a time——"

“And jolly well had to be brought
back I"" grinned Bob, “Don’t try that

1'd rather

n

on again, Dunter !
“1 refuse to be flogged.

go !”

* Fathead !”

“Will yon fellows lend me some
money ?” asked Bunter. A few pounds

would see me through.”

The Famous Five chuckled. They
were not lhikely to lend Billy DBunter a
few pounds to see him through in run-
ning away from school,

“Don’t be an ass, old chap!” gaid
Harry.” “Vake your flogging, and
chuck up playing ventrilonuial irwcks

and that will be all right.” ,
“T'm not going to take a flogging.

The trouble iz that if I go home my

¥

pater will send me back here,” said
Bunter sorrvowfully, “I know he'd
rather have me flogged than sacked.”

“Of course he would !”

“So I can’t go home. If the Head
would sack me it would be all right;
the pater would have to let me go home
then., But he won't have me at homne
anless he's fairly driven fo it”

“Same reason we stand you at Grey-
friars ! said Johnny DBull

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Beast! Now, in the circumstances,
I can’t go home, I'm gomng out into
the wide world—"

“(Oh, my hat!”

“The cold, eruel world!™ zaid Bunter
pathetically. **The least you fellows can
do is to lend me a few pounds.”

“Oh, we can do less than that!l”
grinned Nugent. “You see, we can
lend you nothing at all!*

“If you're going to be mean—"

“We are—we 1s!”

“The meanfulness is going to be
terrific, my esteemed Bunter.™

“Well, if anything happens to me,
remember you're responsible!™ said
Bunter. *“If 1 starve, and wastc away

to skin and bhone 4
“That would take years and years”

said Bob Cherry comfortingly. ' Your
fat would last you ever so long!" _
“I 1may become desperate,” said

Bunter darkly. “If I should go to sea
and become a pirate——"

““A—a—a which ¥

“ A pirate, it will be your fault !”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Bob Cherry.
“Fancy old fat Bunter under the skull
and cross-bones!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Billy Bunter blinked [ferociously. at
the Famous Five.. They could roar
with merriment when he was going to
he flogged in the morning! Just as if
it didn't matter—just as if 1t was somae
other fellow who was going to be
flogged !

The scones were finished. There was
nothing more to be had in Study No. 1
but merriment, and Bunter did not wan:
that. He rose lo go. As he rose he
gave a fat little cough to clear his podgy
throat for a ventriloguial effort.

“Jlow dare you make such a noise in
this study ! came a sharp rapping voice
from the passage. * Disgraceful! Take
one hundred lines each, and hand them
into my study after classes to-morrow "

“Oh, my hatl Quelchy!” breathed
Bob.

The merriment died away saddenly in
Stody Neo. 1. But Harry Wharton, with
a quirk suspicions glance at Bunter,
<teppeil ta the door and looked out. He
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““1 have decided to flog you, Bunter,”’ said Dr. Locke, *‘ instead of exgpelling yeu.
You need not thank me—- "’
all the same to you, sir—I—1I’d rather be s-sacked ! ™

sideration for your father.

““1--1 wasn't going to, sir——'' stuttered Bunier.
‘“ Eh 2 ** gasped the Head faintly.

I have decided thus chiefly from con-
I it’s
(See Chapter 2.)

Lad been eanght by the Greyfriars ven-
trdoguist before,  There was no sigrn of
Mr. Queleh in the Remove passage.

“All serene, vou fellows,” he sald.
“It's Dunter!™

* Ventrilogquism arain ! roarcd
Jehnny Duall, W oJove! I'll-—7

Bunter jumped to the door,

“I1—I sav, you fellows——"

He did not stop to fimsh.  Johnny

Bull was drawing back a large size in
boots, and Dunter skipped into the pas-
sage,

“Blessed if T didn't tlank it was
Quelehy, for a minute,”  said  Frank
Nugent, “It's hich time Bunter was
flopeed for his tricks, T think.”

*Yes, rather!”

“The rgtherfulness is terrific!”

“(Oh, that's all rot, Nugent—jolly un-
feeling, if yvou ask me!”

Nugent stared ab the captain of the
Remove.

“What!” he exclaimed.
ass, what do vou mean®”

Harry Wharton did not answer that
question.  He made a jump into the
passage after the Remove ventriloguist,

“Yarooooh !

Then fleeing  footsteps were  heard.
Wharton came back into the study with
a red face, Nugent's face was also red.
He understood that it was the fat ven-
triloquist who had spoken, and not the
captain of the Remaove.

“Oh!” he ejaculated.
was Bunter, of conrse.”

“Of course it was, ass!™ said Wharton,
rather gruffiy.

“All serene, old man!”  murmueed
Boby Cherry. “1I thought 1t was wyour
voice, for the moment,”

Wharton drew a decep breatl.

“You cheeky

“Rorrv! Tt

“It's tume Bunter gol a lesson for play- |
=aicl, |

g rotten tricks like that,” he

Hoal
F|]1r

lavz it on
bottor, 1

harder the
TRLCeicLp ey

“The
HEOT O
opinion.”

“ Hear, hear!”

And  that, indeed, wes o gencral
opinion in the Grevfrars Remove, Only
one fellow did nor share 1t and that one
was Billy Bunter,  Only Boanter realised
what an awful injustice was going to be

my

done, but he realised it very elearly
indeed.  Amd he sl failled to under
stand why  the Rewove fellows were

unsvimpathetic,

- -

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Where is Bunter ?

e ALLO, hallo, hallo ™ -
The rising-bell was ringing
ot over Gresfrianes =School on

Monday morning,
lob Cherry was the first oub of hed
in the Remove dormitory. Ho came

out of bed with a bound, seattering
blankefs, And Dob, bemg lirst up, was

the first to obhserve that there was an
empty bed in the dormitory,

Bunter's bod was vacant.

Bob Cherrv stared at it in asionish-
ment.  For William George Dunter to
be up before rising-bell was amazing-
indeed, it was a portent.  Dut the bed
was empty,

Tt was not only empty, but cold. Tt
had been wvacant a long time. Billy
Bunter was not only up, buat he had evi-
dently been up over-night, He was not
an ecarly riser in the morning. He was,
apparently, a  breaker of  dormntory
bounds i the dead of night,

“Well. my hat!” ejaculated Bob,

“What's the row? yawned
Tocd.

“DBunter's gone!”

“What"

to- ]

1'etoer

Peter  jumped out of bed. Ilis
example was followed by a dozen more
fellows.,  The news that Dunter was
rane was exciting.

“There's a letter on the pillow ! ex-
claimoed Omilvy.

“ My hat! So there as!”
Ogilvy picked up the letter.  Ap-
parcutly it bad  been written  before

Bunter went to bed on Sunday night,

| for he eonld not have written it in the

dark, and he could scarcely have burned
a hzht in the dormitory over-night with-
oul awakening some  of  the fellows,
yinter's mysterious midnight move had
Leen planned in advance.

The letter was serawled on a sheet
of 1impot paper. It ran:

“ROTTERS!

“1'tn gowng, .

“1 yefuze to be phlogged, especially
when 1 am innoeent, and it was only a
joak all the time. _

“Yore a lott of unsimpathettic beesata.
I desnize vou!

“Yores kontemptuously,
W. (. Brxren.

“1.8,—I skorn the lott of you.”

Harrv Wharton & Co. stared at that
epistle to the Removites and chortled.
Bunter's farewell seemed to entertain
them,

“This is addressed to the ot of wvs”
remarked Vernon-Smuth, " DPerhaps it's
meant for the Head and Quelehy, too,
They will have to sece it, if Bunter's
reallv gone.”

“But 15 he?’ said Harry Wharton
sceptically. * He was gassing yesterday

about running away from sclool,
but——-"

“TTe wanted to borrow money to run
mway on!” grinned DBob. “Bat we

Tar Macxer Lisgary.—No. 870.
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didn’t lend him any. He said he might
po to sea and become a pirate.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“But he couldn’t bolt without any
money,” said Frank Nugeni. “ And he
never had any money. I remember he
told us on Saturday that he'd been dis-
appointed about a postal-order.”

**Ha, ha, ha!”

“It's gammon,”
“He's not gone.
downstairs all right.”

“ Most lidkely,” sard Harry,

There was a good deal of chuckling
over the letter, and over Bunter's new
move, before the juniors went down,
When they came downstairs they fully
cxpected to find Bunter somewhere
about.

But the Owl of the Remove was not
to be scen.

“Bound to turn up for prayvers,” said

said Vernon-Smiih.
We shall find him

Bob.
But Bunter did net turn up for
prayers.

“ Absolutely certain to turn up for
brekker,” said the Bounder; and all the
Remove fellows agreed.

But Bunter did nof turn up for hreak-
fast.

Amazing to relate, a meal was spread
without William George Bunter attend-
ing to secure as many helpings as
possible |

Hi: place was vacant at the Remove
leble in hall, and Mr., Quelch, at the
liead of the table, noted it at once.

“ Wharton ! rapped out the Remove
master,

“Yesz, sir.”

“Where 15 Bunler?®

“1 don't know, sir.”

My, Quelch compressed lus lips. Ie
zai¢d no more, but he looked as 1f he
would have something to say to Bunter
when he should see that fat and fatuous
youth again.

Breakfast finished without the Owl of
the Remove putiing in an appearance.

The Removites swarmed out into the

quadrangle, buzzing with execitement
now. It really looked as if Bunter's
farewell Jetter had been written in

earnest, and the Owl of the Remove had
taken French leave. Once upon a time,
the juniors remembered, Bunter had
“bunked " n fear of a flogging, and it
locked as if history had repeated itsell.

At all events, the Remove ventrilo-
quist had vanished.

He was gone from the gaze of his
Form-fellows like an unbeautiful dream.

Fellows looked for him, up and down
and round about. But he was not to be
found.

Traces of him, however, were dis-
covered in the Remove passage—traces
which geemed to poiut to departure on
the pert of the Owl. The study cup-
board in No. 4 had been fairly sacked.
Vernon-Smith had a good supply of
things there, and Bunter had taken the
lot. There was no doubt, of conrse, that
* was Bunter who had done it.

“Provizions for the vovage, I sup-
poze,” grinned Bob Cherry. “Jolly old
Bunter’'s on his way 1o become a
pirate !”

The juniors roared, but the Bounder
laoked quite serions. Two or three
pounds’ worth of stuff had been pur-
loined from his study cupboard—expen-
sive preserves, bottles of .currant-wine
and limejuice; all sorts of nice and
expensive things, 1If Bunter had taken
them gll with him he must bave gone
fairly well loaded. But it was probable
that he had taken the greater part of
the Bounder’s tuck inside.

THE MacneT LIBRARY.—No. 875.
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On the door of the Bounder's cup-
board a farewell word was scrawled in
chalk :

1] BEEET EII

That, apparently, was Bunter’s thanks
for the supplies he had appropriated.

“The cheeky fat villain!” zaid the
Bounder wrathfully. * Why, I'll burst
Inm if he ever comes back "

“1 wonder if he’s cleared out any
other study?” remarked Tom Redwing.

That suggestion started a rush along
the passage.
study for traces of Bunter,

Traces wére soon found. Lord Maul-
everer's fur eoat was missing from Study
No. 12. Mauly had left s handsome
fur-lined overcoat hanging on a hook in
Study No, 12, The hook was sti]l there,
but that expensive overcoat was €on-
spicuous by its absence,

“Great gad!” said Mauleverer. “My
coat’s gone! That fat villain has bageged”
my coat1”

“He's hbagged my lrnvel]:ing-ruglf"
came a roar from Ogilvy's study. “My
rug's gone! It was on my armchair, and
it's gone !

In several other studies articles were
missed. Evidently Bunter, in the dead
of night, had gone through the Remove
passage thoroughly.

In Study No. 1 Harry Wharton found
that a silk mufler had been horrowed,
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In its place Bunter had left a chalked
message. It was scrawled on the looking-
olass:

“I've borrohed a few things. They will
be reeturned later. (3o and eat coak!”

Harry Wharton burst into a laugh.

“Ie's really gone!” he said.

“The gonefulness 1s terrific!”

“Good riddance ! said Skinner. “ But
there’'s no such luck really; he will turn
up again, like a bad penny.”

“The silly ass will be found and
brought back, as he was before, and he
will get the flogging,” said Bob Cherry.
“ Much better have faced the music and
gol it over!”

“There'll be
Nugent.

“Yes, rather1”

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! There's the bell.”

The bell for classes was ringing. The
Removites hurried down to their Form-
room.

In that Form-rocom, before class, Bun-
ter was to be flogged by the Head in the
presence of the Form. PBut when the
Remavites took their places one place
was vacant: Bunter was not there to be
logged. Gosling, the porter, was already
there: he had bheen instructed to he on
the spot to *“*hoist ¥ Bunter for the pain-
ful process. Gosling had quite a cheerlul
look, as if he had pleasant anticipations.
Mr. Quelch came in, and glanced over
the class and frowned.

““Bunter does not seem to be here!”
said Mr. Quelch in a deep voice.
ton, why 1s not Bunter here?”

“IT—1 don’t know, sir. 1 haven't zeen
him [”

a row!” remarked

Every fellow searched his |

* Whar- |

Mr. Quelch knitted his brows,

Before he could speak again there was
a stately iread in the passage, .and Dr.
Locke entered the Form-room,

He bowed to Mr. Quelch and turned

his majestic glance upon the silent
Remove.
“Bunter! Stand forward, Bunter ™

A pin might have been heard to drop
then i the Remove Forn - roon.

—

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Not a Flogging !
R. LOCKE waited.

D A frown gathered on Lis brow,
He had not wvet observed that
Bunter was not in c¢lass—indeed,
it was not likely to occur to him that the
fat jumor would dare to absent himself
on such an occasion. There were few
fellows at Greyiriars who would have
ventured to disregard a direct command
from the Head, and Bunter decidedly
was not of the stufi of which heroes are
made., Bul it was said of old that fools
rush in where angels fear to tread. And
m foolishness, at least, Bunter was an
easy first at Greyfriars,

Mr. Quelch coughed,

““Bunter is not present, sir,” he said,

i whﬂ-t ?:I:I'

“The boy is absent.”

““Absent " repeated the Head, as if he
could not believe his ears. Possibly he
couldn’t.

“I am sorry, sir, but he is certainly
absent " said the Remove master.

“Is this possible, Mr, Quelch? I in-
formed Bunter that I should be here at
this hour to administer his punishment.
Is it possible that the boy has ventured
to absent himself, at the risk of wasting

my time?’ exclaimed the Head, in
astonishment,

The Removites dared not grin,

It was only too probable that Bunter

had not taken the great value of the
l;ﬁaﬂmastﬂr’ﬁ time into consideration at

!

Mr. Quelch coughed again.

“This is—is unprecedented !” said the
Head. “If the boy is not here, Mr.
Quelch, where 15 he?”

“]T am not aware at present, Dr,

Tocke, I was about to inquire in the
Form——" ,
“Quite so! I will do so.”’

The Head transferred his majestic at-
tention to the Remove.

“If any boy present is aware of Dun-
ter's present whereabouts, let him stand
out and tell me at once,”

No one moved.

““Wharton! You are head boy of the
Form. Do you know where Bunter is%"’

“No, sir !

“When did you last see him?"’

“Last night, sir, when we went to
hﬂd.I,

“Bless my soul! T suppose he has
been seen thiz morning?” exclaimed tho
Head testily. “Has any boy present
seen him this morning?”

*No, sir "

“This is extraordinary! Wharton,
have you any idea what has become of
Bunter ¥

Wharton hesitated.

But it was clear that the facis had to
be known. The captain of the Remave
stepped out from the desks,

“We found this Jetter on Bunter's
pillow this morning, sir,” he said. And
he held out the Owl’s farewell letter.

br. Locke took it and gianced at it.

Amazement was imprinted upon  his
face. In amazed =silence he handed the
letter to. Mr. Quelch. The Remove
master perused it. with compressed iips
and ghnting eyes.
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“Upep my word!” said Dr.
“Is it possible that DBunter has. run
away from school?”

“It would appear so from this, sir,”
said Mr. Quelch.

“Shocking !" exclaimed the Head,

Mr. Quelch coloured. Bunter was in
his Form, and he was to some extent
re:-;punsih]n:: for the proeceedings of the
fatuous Owl. The serious and solemn
oceasion was becorming just a trifle ridi-
culous. - The Remove were there, the
Bemove master was there, the Head was
there, Gosling was there with the Head's
birch—but Bunter was not there. With-
out Bunter it was obvious that the flog-
ging could not proceed. Matters were at
an impasse:; and both the Head and Mr,
Quelch were painfully aware of lurking
erins among’ the youthful faces turned
attentively towards them.

There was a long silence. A red spot
glowed in either cheek of the Head.,

“Bunter must be found at once, Mr.
Quelch 1” he said at last.

“ Most certainly, sir.”

“Doubtless, as his Form master,
will take the matter 1n  hand,
Quelch,” said the Head.

“If it is your wish—certainly !”

““INo doubt a Sixth Form prefect will
reliove you in your Form-room, Mr.
'L,[luﬂlch, Let the matter be seen to at
once,

IDr. Locke swept out of the IRlemove-
room. Fellows in the Remove would
have given a term's pocket-money to
h'l’}it-]l" but they could not venture to do
t. Mo one desired to draw the baffled
wrath of the Head upon himself.

Gosling gave a grunt. He seemed dis-

you
Mr.

appointed. Mr, Quelch gave him a sharp
look.

“You may pgo, Gosling,” he sad
“Your services will mnot now be

required,”

Another grimt from William Gosling ;
and ho went,

Then Mr. Quelch fixed his eves on the
Remove. Those kee*t eyes, oflen com-
pared by his pupils to gimlets, really
seemed to pierce the juniors, and all the

Remove tried hard not to catch thetr
elance.

“1 shall be occupied elsewhere this
morning,” said Mr. Quelch, 1 shall
request Wingate of the Sixth to take

my place here. [ trust that complete
order will be kept—that every member
of my Form will be exceedingly elreum-
spect.  I[ it should prove otherwise—

Mpr. Quelch did not finish, He left the
rest 1o the imagination of the Remove,

But it was very probable that good
order would be kept in the Remove
I'ormn-rocm that day. Bunter's repre-
hensible  conduet  had  excited M.
Queleh’s deepest wrath., At prezent that
wrath was a pent-up torrent—pent-up till
Bunier should be found. Bul il was
quite ready to pour upon any other de-
voted head—as the juniors well knew

Aund nobody in the Remove wanted to)|

provide Mvr. Quelch with a victim.

The Remove master rustled out.

“What larks!”" murmured Bob Choerry.
“1 say, the Head looked rather an ass
this time, didn't he?”

“T’he ra.t'rn:rfulnes:. was” terrific!

“So we're goinr to be tu.Lf-.n h:r al

giddy prefect,” said Skinner. * Chance
for a rag! Who's for ragging Win-

gate "

“ Fathead !™

“No jolly old rags to-day,” said Bob
Cherry, “Quelchy’s on the warpath,

I'm going to be zood!”
“Bame here,” chuckled Johnny Bull.

“T'in gn]ng to be a giddy model tilll]
u[‘fI

Junter's found and Quelchy's - let
steam !"'
“Ha, ha, ha!”

1
Locke.

have been displeased af

“ Hero comes Wingate,”

Wingale of the Sixth eontered the
Form-room. It was his pleasant duty that
morning to take in hand the most unrulv
Form at Greyfriars in the abserice of
their Form-master,

Possibly Wingate anticipated trouble.
But thero was no irouble., Skinner had
sugrested a rag—but Skinner ehowed not
the slightest sign of ragging personally.
Nobody wanted to be singled out by Mr.
Quelch’'s gimlet eye when the Remove
master returned.

That morning the Remove were as
good as gul-,l—mnf-h to Wingate's relief.
The Form master’s cane lay idle on the
desk; not a single impot was inflicted.
When Mr. Quelch came back, Wingate
was able (o report that the Remove had
been absolutely exemplary.

Doubtless Mr, Quelch was pleased to
hear it. Dut as he came back without
Bunter it is possible that he would not
having some
delinguent to deal with.

But there was no delingquent, and the
deep wrath of Mr, Quelch had to remain
in 1ts pent-up state.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Tartaric !

1 O nows?"?’
“ None !
“He's gone!™

(Classes werfe over for
day. and the Remove fellows, 1n
Rag, were discussing Bumnter.

It had been a trying afternoon.

the
the

l!li

than at

nmr

Mr. Quelch had relurned unsuccessiul
from his quest. That he was unsuccessful
was obvious from the eircumstance that
he did not bring Billy Bunter back with
him. Also, he had returned in a tart
and acid temper.

After seeing Mr. Quelch’s face at
dinner the juniors hoped fnrmntl:r that
he would spend the afiernoon also in
looking for Bunter, leaving Wingate to
take the Remove again. He looked
dangerous, in the opinion of his dutiful

Form.

Bubt they were disappointed. Mr.,
Quelch, apparently, had done all he could
in the way of hunting Bunter during the
morning ; in the afterncon he returned
to his Form master’s duties. And thai
his temper was tart, not to say tartaric,

was :00on very clear.

Mr. Queleh was a just man, Not for
untold gold—or any other consideralion,
told or untold—would he have inflieted
undeserved punishment upon any fellow.
But when he was in a tartaric temper
he was wont to inflict deserved punish-
ment more frequently and emphatically
times when his temper was
unrufiled,

So while a model youth might hops
that afternoon to esc lickings, lines,
and lectures, any vouth who was not a
model was in danger ﬂf getting some of
what Mr. Queloh was unalde to inflict
upon Billy Bunter.

Unfortunately for the Remove, that
Form conlained many fellows who were
not model youthe. Indeed, it was impro-
bable that a single model youth couli
have been found within its  ranks.
Faultless characters wmay doubtless

I ﬂ i [”'[H [{14 J

_.fi':i-"

floor of the Form-room.
““ Sorry, sir !’ gasped Bob.
Mr. Quelch sternly.
received two sharp cuts with the cane.

It was by sheer ill-luck that Bob Cherry let a heavy geography book fall to the
““ Cherry ! ** rapped

““ It was an accident, sir !
““ Hold out your hand ! ™’

“* This is getting rather thick ! ™’

““ How dare you [ ™
“ Nonsense ! *" said
Cherry reluctantly did so and
‘“Oh, my hat !’ murmured Nugent.
(See Chapter 6.)

Mr. Quelch.

Tre Macxer Lierany.—iNo. 875,
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exist: but they were exceedingly rare
in the Greyfriars Remove.

9o that afternoon there was an abmo-
sphere of thunder in the Remove Form-
room ; and frequently the thunder rolled,

Harry Wharton received a hundred
lines for whispéring to Nugent. It was
against all rules to whisper in class; and
the punishment was mnot very heavy.
But it was unlikely that it would have
been inflicted, but for the intense ex-
asperation Bunter had caused., Mr.
Quelch was just. But he was just a
little too just. o

Wharton was only the [irst vietim,
Vernon-Smith was the next, with two
hundred linn: for not answering imme-
diately he was spoken to. TPeter Todd
eame third, with an impot for shuffling
his feet. Sidney James Snocp next drew
the wrath of }fr. Quelch for not having
washed his hands. Snoop's hands, and,
indeed, all Snoop, left much to be desired
in the way of cleanliness. He deserved
te land into trouble. But again, un-
doubtedly, it was Bunter’s delinquency
that made the¢ trouble so severe for
Snoop. Snoep had been unwashed be-
fore, without so much fuss being made.
He had :captured lines on that account.
Now he was caned, and sgent out of the
Form-room specially to wash,

By this dime Mr, Quelch had tasted
blood, as it were,

Indeed, the juniors surmised that the
Head had called him over the coals on
Bunter's account, Doubtless the old
gentlerman took the view that Bunter's
Form master should have brought
Bunter up in the way he should go; in
which case he would not have delied the
head-master’s authority in this flagrant
manner,

If the Head ‘had *jawed " Quelchy,
as the juniors put it, it was natural
encugh that Quelchy should pass it on

to the Remove—just as Bolsover major,

after olasses, passed it further on by
cuffing and kicking some hapless fags of
the third.

Still, Mr. Quelch was just. He never
punished without cause. The trouble
was that causes only needed looking for,
and Mr, Quelch looked for them with an
eye as piercing as a gimlet,

After Snoop's discomfiture the Remove
scarcely breathed. They watched their
Form master with painful interest, won-
dering where and when he would break
out next.

Hazeldene came next,

The hapless Hazel actually dropped a2
cigarette from his pockel. Probably he
had never intended to smoke the cigar-
ette—he had it about him for a kind of
dingy swank. But the sight of that
smoke was to Mr. Quelch like a red rag
to a bull.

For five minutes Hazel was standing
np while Mr. Quelch scarified him with
his tongue. Hazel was almost dazed
by the torrent of eloquence: never had

the Remove believed that Mr. Quelch

possessed. so extensive and scarifying a
vocabulary. It was almost a relief to
Hazel when Mr. Queleh stopped tongue-
lashing and took up the cane. But four
cuts with the cane redueced Hazel to a
helpless state of quivering and gasping
for the remainder of the class.

- It was by sheer ill-luck that Bob
Cherry let a heavy geography book fall
to the floor soon afterwards. The erash
of the falling volume seemed like thunder
to the startled juniors.

On any other day a word of repri-
mand would have been enough. On this
special day Bob's clumsiness was
punished more emphatically. - He had
two hands to rub for a long time after-
wards.

Tae Macser LiBrARY.—No, 875.
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This is getting thick !
“Sha'n't I be

“0h, my hat !
Peter Todd murmured.
glad to get out of class!”

“Todd !”

Mr, Queleh’s ears seemed as sharp
as his eves that afternoon.

“Oh dear! Yes, siv!”

“Yoii were speaking to Field."”

Yes, sir!” groaned Peter.

“Take two hundred lines, Todd!”

“Yes, sir.”

“Hard luck, old hean!”
the Bounder incantious!y.

Mr. Quelch’s eye glittered at him.

“Did you speak, Vernon-Smith?"”

The Bounder started.

“Oh- ves, sir.”

“What did yvoun say to Todd?”

“T1 said it was hard luek, =ir,’
Vernon-Smith calmly. )

The Bounder of Greyfriars faced his
angry Form master quite coolly. Any-
thing like fear had been quite left out
of the Bounder's composition; and
perhaps he rather enjoyed “standing
up ? to Quelchy in these strenuous
moments. The Form always expected
nerve from the DBounder; and Smithy
was not the fellow io disappoint such
an expectation,

“What did vou mean by that slangy
expression, Vernon-Smith?”

“T meant that it was rather rotten
for Toddy, sir.”

“(Clan you speak English, Smith?”

“1 hope so, s=ir.”

“1 hope so also, Vernon-Smith, I
should be- sorrv to think that my in-
struction had  left you incapable of

murmured

Yoegad
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speaking vour mother-tongue. If ¥ou
can speak English, kindly do so, and
refrain from the use of wvulgar slang.”

“ Right-ho, sir!™

“What—what did vou say?”

“1 said right-ho, sir.”

“Stand out before the class, Vernon-
Smith.”
Swish! Bwish! i
“You will remember, Vernon-Smith,
not to use such an expression to your

Form master again.”

“Right-ho, sir.”

“What ?” roared Mr. Quelch.

“Right-ho, =ir!” said the Bounder
deliberately.

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

The cool impertinence of the Bounder,
and the concentrated wrath in Mr.
Quelch's face, proved too much for the
juniors. They laughed!

That laugh was fairly frozen on their
lips by the icy glare they received from
their Form master. There was sudden
silence,

“Bo this Form regards impertinence
as amusing !™ said Mr, Quelch. ‘' Ha!
We shall see! Hold out your hand
again, Vernon-Smith!”

“Right-ho, sir!” said the DBounder
hardily.

But the swipe that came down on the
Bounder’'s palm really made him wish
that he had not carried his little joke
=0 far,

He went back to Ius place looking
quite pale,

After that the Gresfriars
fairly walked in fear and trembling.

—

they had been in the ecave of the
(Cyvelopz, with Polvphemus looking round
for his next vietim, they could hardly
have heen more watchful and on the
alert. It was with deep, deep relief that
the Lower- Fourth received their dis-
missal. It really seemed too good to
be true when classés were over atb last.

But everything comes to an end, and
that painful afternoon ended. And then
most of the Remove gathered in the
Rag to discuss matters.

Eagerly they asked fellows whether
there was any news of Bunter,

There was no news.

Squiff even went to Wingate's study
to ask the captain of Grevfriarz, Bub
he returned with the dismal informa-
tion that nothing was known of DBunter
or his whereabouts.

“He's gone!” said Bob Cherry dis-
mally, “He mayn't be found for days.
And if Quelehy is going to be like this
all the time——"

“What a life!” =ighed Lord Maul-
everer,

“It's too thick!” hooted Skinner.
“Quelchy's taking it out of us because
the Head's jawed him over Bunter.”

“He doesn’t know if, but he 1s,”
assented Bob Cherry. “That fat idiok
15 at the bottom of it. Why, we've had
more among us this afterncon than
Bunter would have got from the DBeak
if he'd taken his flogging. The blessed
fat funk!™

“We're getting it instead of Bunter,”
groaned Snoop.

“Well, vou ought to wash, Snoopey
said Johnny Bull, with a grin, “Soap’s
cheap, and water’s free gratis.” _

“1 never thought I should ever miss
Bunter!™ zaid Harry Wharton., * But
if this i1s going on I shall be jolly glad
to see Bunter back again.”

“ What-ho '™

“Even Bunter is better than this
said Hazeldene (]-i.-‘:.ma]l?r.

“Yes, even DBunter!”

“What a life!” groaned Lotd Maul-
everer again,

The Remove wergenot happy. Most
of them had lines to do; many of them
had aching palms to rub.

It eould not be said that Mr. Quelch
had been unjust. DBut there was no
doubt that he had been painfully just.

The Removites were feeling sore in
every sense of the word,

Billy Bunter, doubtless, had expected
his Form-fellows to miss him. He would
probably have felt quite flattered had he
known how they longed for him to re-
appear now. For if Bunter remained
missing, and Mr. Quelch’s temper
remained tartaric till he ceased to be
missing, the prospect before the Bemove
was an exceedingly dismal one.

]:H'
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THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.

Passing It On !

UZZZZZ77)
The telephone-bell rang in Dr,
Locke's study, and the Head
took up the receiver with a jerk.
The Head of Greyfriars was not in
his usual placid temper., The affair of
Bunter had worried him considerably,
and annoyed him deeply. His authority
had been set at nought. The execution
of his senience, which should have been
as inevitable as the movements of the
stars in their courses, had been pre-
vented,  And somewhere in the wide
world there was a truant junior who
might get himself into serious trouble,

Remove | which would mean more trouble for his

1f | Headmaster,
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Tt was no wonder that the wusuvally
calm brow of the Head wore that day
a frown of Olvmpian wrath.

He jerked off the receiver. Earlier
that day he had telephoned to Mr.
Bunter, to ask whether Billy Bunter
had gone home. But Mr. Bunter was
in the City. Mr. Bunter was a stock-
Lbroker, and a busy gentleman, and he
was not at home to avswer the Head.
So the Head had asked that he should
be rung up when Mr. Bunter returned
home; and now he had no doubt that
it was Bunter's father who was on the
telephone.

** Hallo !

“Yes—Dr,
Mr. Bunter?

“Yes, sir! I have received a message
—it seems that my son has left school.
Is that correct?”

“Quite correct, Mr. DBunter. Has
vour son arrived home?"

Should he do
severely  and

Is that Greyfriars?”
Locke speaking.

a¥l

Is that

“No, sir, he has not,
go I shall chastise him
send him back at once.”

“Very good, Mr. Bunter. But le hLas
Iet‘t. Grey rmm without pf-ln11-.-u:rn, and
iz still absent.”

“I1 recommend a flogging, sir)’

“Quite so; but the boy is ab%enr Can
you give me any idea where fo look
for him?"

“None.”

“This iz a very troublesome afTair for
me, Mr., Bunter——"

“No doubt !” said Mr. Bunter gruffly,
“I rely upon vou, of course, to see that
mv son comes (o no harm."

“Reallv, sir, as he has deliberately
absented himself—"

“He is under your care, DUr. Locke.”

“That 15 so; but——"

“The responsibility
said Mr. Bunter tartly.
it placed on my shoulders.

Apparently Mr. Bunter's temper was
none too amiable that day, Perhaps he
had had his own little troubles in the
stock markets—that mysterious region
where you buy what you cannot pay for,
and sell what you do not possess, and
sometimes land a fortune, and some-
times a bankruptcy.

13 NOLUTS, &1 T'

“ 1 cannot ]mw
b |

“Really, Mr. Bunter—"" snapped the
Head.

“Really, Dr, Locke * snapped Mr,
Bunter.

“The boy has deliberately left the
school "

“You do not suggest, Dr. Locke,
that I should keep watch on Greyfriars
to see that a bov does not leave the
?!‘J‘

school ¥
“Eh, what?

“Yery good,
“very pood!
snggest that,

"“"Really, sir

“1 left my son in vour charge, Dr,
Locke. He is still in vour charge. The
respﬂnsihilihy is' yours. (Good-evening,
sir |

Mr. Bunter rang off.

Dr. Locke put up the receiver and sat
down, with a crimson spot burning in
either cheek.

Seldom had the IHead of Greyiriars
lm{.::; so intensely annoved and exasper-
ated.

Had Billy Bunter been present, it is
probable that the Head would have ex-
pelled him on the spot.

But he could not expel a fellow who
was nob there to be expelled. He could
only fume, and swallow his own smoke,
as 1t were.

There was only one relief for the
Head: the ancient system of “passing
it on.” He rang for Trotter, and senl
him to request Mre. Quelch to come to
the study.

Mr. Queleh came,

Certainly not!”

sir,” said Mr. Bunler—
I am glad you do not
Dr., Locke.”

1y
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passage above decided him on departure.
stairs at full speed. “*Ha, ha, hal™

Cecil Reginald Temple went down the Remove staircase, rolling.
On the next landing he sat up and roared. Bui a series of missiles from the

(See Chapter 9.)

“* Yaroooop ! L

He shook his fist and fled down the lower
A burst of merriment floated after him.

Generaliv, the two zentlemen were on
the best of terms. They had many
things in common; (r mflmru was the
lu}gmumg and the end of all things for
both of them; their universe was
bounded by tha old grey walls” of the
school. DBoth of them had a deep in-
terest in Aeschyvlus, and often their
heads were bent over the pages of that
great Greek together, elucidating the
meaning—if any—of some of the more
obscure passages. Often the Head ad-
dressed the Remove master as My dear
Quelch.”

Now all was changed.

The most unimportant member of the
community of Greyfriars had done it
The Head was cross, and the Remove
master was tart; and 1t was all due to
the utterly unimportant and negligible
Owl of the Remove,
*The Head frowned; and Mr. Quelch
looked steely.

“Mr. Quelch——

The Head looked as if he had never
addressed the 'orm master as * My dear
Quelch " in his life.

(17 Eir I." -

Mr. Quelel’s manner
savagely respectful.

“] have received a telephonic com-
munication from DBunter’s father——"

“Well, sir?”

“Bunter, 1t appears,
home.™

“Quite =0.”

“Ar. Bunter states that he considers
the responéibility to be wholly mine.”

“No doabt, sir!” said Mr. Quelch.

The Head breathed hard.

“T do not agree with Mr,
view,” he said.

¥y

was almost

hhazs not gone

Bunter's

“No, sir?” said Mr. Quelch, with an
air of polite interest. ]

“The responsibility, in myv opinion,
falls upon the boy's I'ormi master !” said
the Head 'atr-rnl y.

“Indeed, sir.”

“Yes, mdeﬂd Mr. Quelch,™

There was a short silence.

“The boy must. be found, Mr., Quelch.
He may come to some harm, wandering
about the country.”

“It is probable. 1 have taken all pos-
siblo steps,” said the Remove master.
“T have spent a whole morning secking
to trace le without result. I have
notified the p{:-]mr: If there is anything
further I can do, vou have only to men-
tion it, Dr. Locke. I am cntirely at
your orders.”

“1 look to you, Mr. Quelch, to sce
that 2 member of your Form dm,s not
abse nt himself from the scliool in this
way.’

Mr. Quelch opened his lips to reply.
But the headmaster raised his hand.

“T leave it to you, BMr. Queleh. I
have a right to rely upon you, as
DBunter's Form master. I expect the boy
to be f:}und.”‘

L] I:;lr

“T do not think, Mr. Qua.ch that it
is necessary to say more,” said Dr. Locke
icily.

The door closed on Ar. Quelch.

1t would have astonished, and -doubtf-
less offended, the Head had anyone told
him that he had “]n,wed * Mr. Queleh
because Mr. Bunter had ° “jawed 7 him,
But that, in point of fact, was precisely
what the Head had done.
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Mr. Quelch left the study with a set
brow, his lips tightly compressed. Any
Remove fellow wﬁn had seen Mr. Quelch
coming, with that expression on his face,
would have retired promptly and dis-
ereetly round the nearest corner. Coker
of the Fifth in the corridor saw him
coming. and grinned—actually grinned ;
as if that thunderous brow had some-
thing entertaining in 1t.

Me. Queleh stopped. _

He saw Coker’s grin; and he was 1n
no mood for grinning. As a Iifth-
Former, Coker was mnot wunder his
anthoritv. But any Form master had a
rigtrht to resent impertinence—indeed, in-
solence—crass insolence,

*Coker!” rumbled Mr. Quelch.

“Ves, sir " said Coker, stil] smiling.

“You are in the Fifth Form, Coker.”

“Yes, sir.”

“You are aware, Coker, that the Fifth
i1z a senior Form #”

“Ceortainly, sir.”

“ Are you not aware also, Coker, that
something in the nature of personal
dtgnity is expected of an elder boy 1 a
senior Form? Do you think it con-
cistent with the dignity of a semor
Form, Coker, to grin and chuckle in a
master's face, like an impertinent little
bov in the Second Form—indeed, like an
uncducated street arab?”

(oker started.
He wished just then that he hadn't

grinned.
*I—I—" ho stammered.
“You are impertinent, Coker.”
L1 ]__I ¥

“You are msolent and ill-mannered.

You are a disgrace to your Iorm,
r'ﬂkﬂ'r‘_:j
“0Oh ! gasped Coker.

Heveral fellows stopped to look on.
(Coker's face grew very red. He wished

still more fervently that he hadn’t
grinned. ) .
“T should complain to your Yorm

master, Coker, if I were not aware that
vou are the stupidest as well as the most
ill-mannered boy in the Fifth Form,”
said Mr. Quelch. “DBut even crass ob-
tuseness, Coker, i3 no excuse for insol-
ence. 1 warn you to take care, sir.”

Mr. Quelch swept on—leaving Coker
no longer grinning. Horace Coker
looked round, with a very red face.

“ Dressod vou down mnicely, old bean,™
remarked Walker of the Sixth.

Temple of the Fourth chuckled.

Coker paid no heed to Walker of the
Sixth : Walker was a prefect, and could
say what he liked. He concentrated his
attention upon Temple of the Fourth,
who was orly a junior, and who had
chuckled.

“TFunny, what?” asked Coker. “I'll
give vou something to cackle for, you

cheeky fag!”

*Look here—oh, gad! Oh, my hat!
Yaroooh!” roared Temple, as the in-
censed Fifth-Former smaote.

The next moment Cecil Reginald
Temple was in full flight, with a red
and burning ear. He hurriedly placed
a staircase gl'mtwneu himself and Coker
of the Fifth,

Reprisals on Coker were out of the
question.  Temple could no more have
dealt with Coker, than Coker could have
dealt with AMr. Quelch. But his luck
was in: Sammy DBunter of the Second
Form ecame rolling along. Bunter
minor, of the Secand, really had no busi-
ness near she Fourth Form quarters—
heing very much like his brother Billy,
it was probable that he was going to
and fro like a lion secking what he
might devour. Whatsoever had brought
Lim there, he came along in time to
capture what Temple would have liked
to bestow on Coker of the IFifth.
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“You fat worm, what are you doin’
Liere 7 demanded Temple,

“Nothing |7 said SBammy,

“Then go amd do it somewhere else,”
gatd Tewmple, = And that will help you
to =tart .”

“Whoop !™ soared Sammy.

Temple's boot helped him, and he
started, Finding solace in it, Temple
dribbled the fat fag as far as the stairs,
and SBammy went howling down., Ceeil
Reginald Temple felt somewhat com-
forted; a fecling that was far from
being, shared by Sammy Bunter of the
Second Form.

Sammy scudded away in  greab
anguish and wrarh. Fortunately, he
came on Trotter, the page, in one of the
lower passagos.

“Mind where you're going, you lout!”
sald Bammy,

“VYes, Master Bunter,” said Trotter.

The shadow of the sack loomed over
Trotier, should he so far forget his place
as to kick a Ureyiriars fellow. For that
adequate reason he nobly repressed his
vearning to kick Sammy Bunter.

*Don't barge into me!”  snapped
Sammy.

“No, Master Bunter.”

“You're a clums=v ruflian, Troiter!”

“VYes, Master Bunter,”

“And a low beast!” added Sammy.

And Sammy of the Second rolled
awayv, leeling a little better. 'Trotter,
the page, looked after lim, breathing
hard and deep.

“If jobs wasn't so 'ard to find——"
murmured Trotter.

But thers was the rob. Jobs were
hard to find, and Trotter’s job at Grey-
friars was quite a good one.  Ho Sanmy
Bunter  volled  away  victorions  and
unkicked,

Trotter went dovwn the lower stairvease,
and disappearcd into the regions below.,
But even Trotter was not without his
reSOurees,

In the kitchen he kicked the eat,

The Head of Greyiriars, sitting staiely
in his study, would have been greatly sur-
prised to learn that he was the primary
canse of a lond and indignant mew that
cchoed through the school kitchen, DBut
there was no doubt that he was |

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Tanirums !

ARRY WIHARTON & CO. did

H not look merry and bright the
following morning.

There was no news of Bunter,

It was really a matter of wonder in the
Lower Fourth that anyone could possibly
want news of Bunter.

But, in the peculiar cirenmstances,
everyvone did,

Every fellow in the Remove wanted to
see the wvanished ventriloquist back at
Greviriars. Above all, they wanted to
see hiim with the Head's birch in full
play.

For, until the Bunter affair was settled,
it was obvious that the lemove were in
for a rough time.

Omn that point there was no shadow of
doubt, no possible probable shadow of
doubt, no pos=ible doubt whatever.

Mr. an-{uh was in his tantrums,

The Remove master was quite un-
aware of having “tantrums.” still more
unaware that his dutiful pupils alluded to
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his stately wrath by suech a name. DBub
really he had them—and they did!

Mr. Quelch was deeply disturbed and
irritated by  Buuter's escapade, 113
anxicty Jlest the truant junior should
come to some harm added to his deep
annoyance. Amnd the view taken by the
Head was intensely irritating to him, and
the Heads ecold expectation that he
would, somchow, produce the missing
Bunter, galled him extremely. Where
Bunter was  Mr. Queleh had not the
faintest idea.  ITe could mot produco
Bunter like a conjurer producing a fat
rabbit from a hat. The thing was 1m-
possible ! i

Being expected to perform impossibili-
ties by a stately gentloman with whom it
was linpossible to argue, naterally had o
most intensely vitading effect on Henvy
Guelch.

A truly great and wise man, Socrates,
for instance, would have borne this rri-
tation with meck placidity, and ecarefully
forborne to visit it uwpon others.  Mr.
Queleh had a bust of Socrates in his
study, being an admiver of that great and
wise man. Bunt on ithis occasion Mr,
Queleh fatled to model his conduet upon
that of Socrates. Ilad that Socratic bust
been able to speak, doubtless it would
have rebuked Mr. Quelch.

For undoubtedly the Remove master
was in a terrifie tantrum.  He had let the
sun go down upon his tantrums, and thoe
sun had rizen again upon tantrums still
more severe.

Woe to the Remavite that morning
who incurred the wrath of the Removo
master !

Mr. Queleh was «<till just. In fact, he
was more just than-ever. Knowing that
he was angry, he was very carcful indeed
to inflict no undeserved punishment in
liis Form. But the number of Remove
fellowas who deserved punishment that
morning—and received it—was a record.

Fellows who “mucked-up ™ their con-
strue  were fairly scorched by Mr.
Quelch’s eloquence.  And there were
several different standards by whweh a
fellow's *‘con ™ was judged. I depended
largely on the Form master's humour at
the time.

In a bright aned cheerful mood My,
Queleh would be playfully sarcastic over
n blundermg construe. Sometimes he
would be kind and patient to such an ex-
tent that it was veally surprising. On
other occasions he would judge more
harshly, and would resort to lines, and
even lickingz, And when he felt very
bad, he would take the view that a bad
con was a delibevate affront offered to
himself — and an affront to a Form
master, of course, waz a thing that had
to be dealt with severely,

On a celebrated occasion when Dunter
had rendered ™ Avina virumque cano ” as
“the armed man and the dog,” Mu.
Quelch had laughed., Any fellow, on this
particular morning, who had construed
Virgil in such a manner, would scarcely
have lived to tell the tale,

Mr. Quelch was not really conscious of
ithe fact that he was wary and watehful as
a lvnx, on the look-out for offences, He
would have repudiated with horror the
bare suggestion that, being wrathy, he
wanted victomns,

But that, unfortunately, was precisely
the state of affairs,

What Mr. Quelch wounld have done had
his Form been composed of perfect
characters who never deserved punish-
ment is rather a problem.

Fortunately, the Removites were far
from perfeet, and many of the construes
were very far indeed from perfection,

8o Mr. Quelch was able to “ take it
out " of them without being in the least
degree unjust,
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It was not & happy morning in the
Remove-room. _

After two or. three fellows had Lieen
scarified, and two or three caned, fellows
became nervous, and really good cons
were turned into bad ones by hesitation
and nervous stammermg.

The harvest of lines and raps and can-
ings reaped in the Form-room that morn-
ing was extraordinary. Every fellow in
the Remove went through it more or less,

And at the end of the class, instead of
being relieved, Mr. Queleh was crosser
than ever. For the view he took was
that, in the midst of his trouble and
anxiety, his pupils were giving him more
trouble than usual—witness the number
of punishments he had had to inflict !

Some of the Remove were perspinng
when they came out of the Form-room.

They longed for news of Bunter,

But there was no news, :

The Owl of the Remove had vanished,
He seemed to have disappeared as though
the earth had swallowed him up.

Inspector Grimes, of Courtfield, had
kindly taken the matter in hand, but he
had reported to the Head that nothing
whatever could be learned concerning the
missing junior,

Bunter had not taken a ticket at the
railway-station, or at any railway-station
within a wide radius of Greyfriars. No
onie had seen him on the roads or paths,
so far ns could be ascertained by inquiry.
He had not gone home. What had be-
come of hun was a mystery. Ile was, as
Bob Cherry remarked, big enough to he
seen, at least, sideways. Yet nobody
seemed to have seen him.

How the fat Owl had vanished so com-
pletely and successfully was a deep
puzzle,

It began to be supposed that something
must havoe happened to him. If he had
gone by the {‘-fi"f path in the dark, no
doubt he had tumbled over. Possibly a
footpad had knocked him on the head.
Possibly he had fallen into an old chalk-
pit. Indeed, if nothing had happened to
him, it was difficult to imagine how he
could have vanished so utterly from all
human knowledge.

Dunter could have wvanished, and the
more utterly the better, without anvbody
worrying very much, but for the conse-
gquences it entailed on hizs Form-fellows,
Mr, Quelch’s tantrums made the matter
ECT10U3.

It was known that Mr. Bunter had tele-
phoned again to the Head, demanding
news of his son. It was reported that
Mr, Quelch had been “on the carpet”
again. Skinner declared that he had seen
Mr. Quelch leaving the Head's study
afterwards, looking like a Prussian Hun.

My, Bunter blamed the Head. The
Head blamed Mr., Quelch. Mr. Quelch
eould not possibly have blamed his ¥orm,
but he certainly acted just as if he did.
Skinner, who saw him leaving the Head’s
study after being carpeted, was given
two hundred lines for “loafing ” in the
assages., He was given an extra
i‘lundrnd for trying to explain that he
wasn't loafing, Lord Mauleverer had a
hundred lines for yawning at dinner.
Squiff another hundred for dropping his

knife. The Bounder was given five
hundred for shrugging his shoulders., He
did not shrug them a second tiume.
Shrugs at that price were much foo
co=lly.

“We're going fto have a jolly afier-
noon, I don’t think,” pgroaned Bob
Cherry, as time for class drew near
ggain.

“The jollifulness will not be terrific,”
remavked ITurree Jamset Ram Singh.
“We shall have to bear it grinfully, my
esteemed chums [
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“ Faney all this bother about Bunter
caid Harry Wharton, “ Anybody would
almost think that Bunter mattered some-
how.,™ .

“And he doesn’'t!” growled Johnny
Bull. )

“Not in the least. But I suppose 1t
will mean a lot of trouble for the Head
if anything happens to him.”" ,

“That's jolly certain!” said Skinner.

“If he's been run over by a motor-car

there will be an inquest, and the Head
will have to go and identify him.”

“Oh, my hat! What a cheery sug-
gestion I growled Bob,

“Well, that blind ass is just the fellow
to walk under a ecar,” said Skinner
cheerily. “1 fancy it's that,”

**Oh, rot!”

“Bosh!” =aid the captain of the
Remove. “Bunter’s all right—only ke's
got out of sight somewhere. But it's
1o0lly gueer how he's vanished like this
without being seen.”

“If he’s at the bottom of a chalk-pit
he mayn't be found for weeks,” re-
marked Skinner brightly.

“Oh, cheege it !™

“Shut up, . Skinner{”

“Ring off

Nobody liked the idea of anything
serious having happened to Billy Bunter.
Had anything serious happened to him,
it would have been rather unfeeling. to
yvearn to kick him for all the trouble he
had given. And undoubtedly the
BRemove fellows yearned to kick him.

Faces in the Remove were quite
solemn as they went into class that after-
noon. Fortunately, that day they kad
an hour with Monsieur Charpentier, in
French; and another hour with Mr,
Lascelles for maths, DBut they had haa
quite enough of Mr. Quelch.

After classes, they inquired again for

news of Bunter; and still there was no

news, ~The Owl of the Remove had now
been missing for two whole days, and all
Greyfriars felt that the matter was
petting serious,

THE NINTH CHAPTER,
Mysterious !

EREBERT VERNON BSMITH
H looked into Study No. 1, where
Havry Wharton & Co. had
gathered for tea—mot a very
cheerful tea-party. There was a frown
on the Bounder’'s face.

“You fellows been larking in my

[ studv 7 he asked.

¥ No, ass!” said Harry,

“Well, I've asked all along
passage, and I want to koow,"”
the Bounder,
raided."”

“Well, you silly owl, do wou think
yvou'll find grub-raiders in this study?™
exclaimed Nugent.

“I'm askiwg all the Remove; I'm
going- to know what's become of that
cake,” said Vernon-Smith, “It was
bad enough to be cleared out by Bunter
the other "night. Now if somie other
fellow is following in Bunter's footsteps,
it's jolly well got to be stopped. T gave
Mrs, I"L-Zimhle ten shillings for that cake
—it was a whacker—and I asked two or
three fellows to tea, And it's gone™

“Bunter's ghost, perhaps,” pgrinned
Bob Cherry. “He's haunting the
Remove passage.”

The Bounder walked away, evidently
very much annoyed. The Famous Five
finished their tea, and were about to

o down to the Rag, when Russell of the

emove looked in,

“Finished with my Holiday Annual,
Nugent?’ he asked.

“Yes; 1 put it back in your study,”
answered Frank.

“Eh! It's not there.”

“Must be there,” said Frank. *I
put it on your table just before class
this afternoon.”

Ruszell grunted.

“Then some other fellow's borrowed
it without asking,” he grunted. “Mizht
have asked a fellow first.”

And Russell walked away.

Harry Wharton & Co. went down to
the Rag, where there was a discussion
on the subject of the missing Owl,
Vernon-Smith and Diek Russell came in

tha
_ rowled
“My cupboard’'s been

presently, both of them looking
annoyed.
“Hallo, hallo, hallo! TFound vour

cake, Smithy ! called out Bob Cherry.

“No!” snapped the Bounder,

“Look here, Wugent, I haven't found
my * Holiday Annual,”” said Russell
erossly. “I've asked every chap in the
Bemove, and nobody took it from my
study. So you see you couldn't. kave
put it back.”

“I did, old chap,” answered Frank.
““Just before elass, T ran into your
study speeially to put it there.”

“0h, vou dreamed it!" said Russell,
“You see, you couldn't have, because
T went up to my study immediately after
class, and it wasn't there then. .Nobody
could have taken . it while we were af
class,”

(Continued on puge 16.)
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EGGIE DUPP of the Fourth—jenerally

known as K. Dupp—was broke Lo the

R wide. His people were awful skin-

flints, and he hadn't
remittanse all the term,

K. Dupp sat alope in his study—an apart-
ment that was as barren as  himself. The
foorboards were bare, bekaw:z¢ he couldn’t
aflord a strip of lino, and there wasn't a
ringle picture on the walls. There was no
fire in Lhe grate, for R. Dupp hadn't the
price of a bucket of coul. Fe had the study
all to }llmﬂ{'If for no one would share such
a cold and cheerless apartment.

Bitterly he realised the papgs of poverty.
Everybody gave him fhe cold shoulder.
Poverty was not a erime, but it seemeil to
be regarded as such at St. Sam’s,

“1f only I was rolling in guids like young
Luker!” groaped the unbappy jusior. *“ Or
even comfortably off like Jack Jolly and the
others! But 1 haven't a 1d. to bless myself
with. I wounldn't care 2d. about my poverly
if the other fellows didn't despize me so.
But some of them are getting 3d. amd 4d.
a week pocket-money, and they keep flaunt.
ing their riches ingny face! It—it's crooll”

K. Dupp broke down completely. His bony
frame was shaken with =obbs.

Suddenly there was a wrap on the door.

“ Come in!" sald K. Dupp.

It was Jack Jolly who entered. . He looked
disdainfully at the pawper of the Fourth,
and tossed a letter on to the table. R. Dupp
suutehed it up eagerly. YWas it possible that
the letter coptained a remittanse?

But, alas! oo check or postle-order flut-
tered out of the envelope when he tore it
open. There was simply a Ictter, nothing
morc.

* Were you eggspecting a fiver?™
Jack Jolly, with a grin.

13 vf"h 1k

“* Well, you know the old proverb: Blessed
is he that eggspecteth nicke, for he shall
not be disappointed! Whe's the letter from,
Dupp?* ;

“ My Uncle Rex. And he prommises to send
me a fiver, on one condition.”

£ Whnts Liu: condition ?*?

““That I win the joggraphy exam. "

Jack Jolly larfed scorufully.

“Poor old Dupp! You haven't an eartlly
chance of winning! Your pollidge of jog-
graphy is nill! Why, yon don't even know
that Paris is the capital of Spain!”

“No, I dido't know that until yon spoke,’’
confessed R. Dupp. °° Joggraphy isn't my
hist quhju't by a Inun way. All the same,
I'm not going to miss this chance of getling
a fiver. I'm goiog in for the exam. ™

“You'll have to buck up,” said Jack Jolly.
“Mr. Lickham's been taking the candidates,
one at a time, in his stody. 1It's a wverble
exam. He asks ydn a string of gqueschuns,
and the chap who gives the greatest number
of correct answers wins the exam.”

R. Dupp nodded.

“I'll po and ree Lickham at onee,”? he
said. *“ And I'll try to remember that Paris
is the capital of Spain, in case thal's one
#f the queschuns he asks me.”

“Good Inck!” said Jack Jolly. “But I'm
afraid you'll come a cropper, old chap.”

R. Dupp hurried away to Mr. Lickham's
tudy. The master of the Fourth was not
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there. Swotter of the Sixth was zitling at
the table.

“1 want to see Mr. Lickham,” said IR.
Dupp. “I'm going in for the jopgraphy

exam. "

“AMr. Lickham’s just heen taken HIL said
Swotter. ‘' He's been sitting in this room all
day, and it's given him room-atism, He sent
for me, and azked me to take on any more
caudidates who came along.”

. Dupp brightened up at this. He would
rather be examined by Swotter of the Sixth
than by Mr. Lickham,

omit down,” sald Swolter,
the following gueschuns.
capital of Spainf?™

“Paris!? said K. Dupp promptly.

“ Where does the Niver Tliames
asked Swotter.

“ At 1ts sorce.'

“And where does it join the zeal™

“ At its month.”

“What are bthe cheel exports of Rughy?™

“ Rugs.

“ And of DBradford?”?

“ Brads.”

“And of Bedford?*

“ Beds."

(X8 Gmd 1!1‘

“and answer
What 15 the

rizge??

said Swotter. *“ We're getting
oo famously! What is the Equator®®

A menagerie line rupping round the
contre of the earth.™ _

“What are the five big contincnts of the
world ¥

“ England, Scotland, Ireland,
the Isle of Man.™

“ Amnel the bipgest oceans?™

“The North Sea, the English Chanoel, and
the Wash.™

Swotter of the Sixth continued to-fire ques-
chuns at R. Dupp, who answered them
without hezzitation, IHe =eemed tuo be
tu:merin[r them right, too, for Bwotter kept
nadiding his head approviogly.

“That'll do,” said the senior at length.
“T don't think any more candidates will turo
un now. The rezzult of the exam will be
published this evening.*

Great was the joy of L. Dupp, a2 few hours
later, to find that i‘;e had come out top, with
fonol marks'!

The candidates who had been examined by
Mr. Lickham had fared very badly; but the
ouly candidate who Swotter of the Sixth had
examined  had  answered every  queschun
correctly !

R. Dupp borrowed a shilling, and telly-
graphed the news to his Uncle Hex.

By return of post came the prommised Aver.
Apd it was corn in HEgypt to the pawper of
the Fourth. He went straight to the tuck-
skop, and started to 40-fy himsel! with jam-
tarts and jinjer-beer. © e wias going grate
guus, when Swotter of the Sixth strolled into
the tuckshop.

“1 say, Swotter,” said T. Dupp eagerly,
“may I stamd you a feed?”

“0h, certainly!” said Swotter. “ By the
wa¥, I must congratulate you on winning
the joggraphy examn.*

R. Dupp beemed all over his dial.

“1 answered every queschun  correctly,
dido’t I?"™ he said.

Swotter sollumly winked his eve at the
junior.

Wales, and

“You might have done, aod you might
nol,” he replisl.  ** Jopgraphy iz pot my
strong point. I['m bot stufl at Latin and

Greck, and T can tell vou the histery of the

world from the time of the Flood down to
the present day. But | don't know the flrst

thing about joggraphy  You might have
failed hopelessly, for all T know., Buot I prave
vou fool marks and chanced it. It was Lick-

ham's fault. He shouldn’t have asked me-to
take over the exam. However, we necdn't
diskuss that pow, IPass the jam-tarts!™

THE ERD.
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EDITORIAL'!

CERTAIN schoolboy once wrote
A a poem on History. It com-
: menced with this couplet :

“ History is very e:u_ltmg

When the reign’s one of bloodshed nd

fighting.”

e wouldn’t be able to say the same
about GEH% raphy, There 1s nothing ex-
citing 1n the knowledge that the River
Thames rizses in the Cotswold Hills, or
that the chief export of Newcastle is
coal. And our hearts do not beat any
-fagter for knowing. that Paris is the
capital of France, or that an island i: a
piece of land surrounded by water,

Geography 15 not ]]D]_IIIU.].EI.I with the
Remove, Our champion “swots 7 don't
seem to mind it, but the majority of
tellows hate it like poison. They much
prefer the French lesson, when they cin
pull the leg of the French master, Mmb
slear Lh.tr[wntmr. And even Latin cmd
Greek-are not dreaded quite so much as
Geopgraphy.

Enowing quite well that Geography
i5 a nightmare to us, Mr. Quelch give:
us a good dose of it dm] Ile fires off
questions like a maehinﬁ—gun_ “Whar-
ton! What are the chief lakes of
Canada?®’ ““Cherry! Where does the
River Bevern rise?”’ *“ Bunter! Which
is the best-known thoroughfare in

London?”

Needless to say, DBilly Bunter
promptly answered, “ Grub Street, sir!”
Bunter also volunteered the informition
that Chelsea was famous for its buns,
and that Ealing was noted for its euls,
Then Quelchy’s cane made him wriggie!

Perhaps some of my readers may feel
rather disgusted with me for having
chosen Geography as the subject of this
week's special number. But their cis-
gust will quickly change to merriment
when they cast their eves over our
comical contributions. Our writers can
extract humour from a most unhumor-
ons subject. I believe if we had &
Special Execution Number they would
show us a funny side to such a grim
topic !

Do not be alarmed, dear readers, lest
we should proceed from a Special Geo-
graphy Number to a BSpecial Latin
Number, and a Special Greek Number,
and a Special “Stinks ¥ Number., -Wa
have no such intention in our editorial
mind. But we really coulkdn’t resist
springing a Geography Number upon
vou; and we hope you will enjoy it up
to the hilt.

Harry WHARTON,

[Supplement &
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ILLY BUXNTER
tareviriars, .
“] know every ineh of this place”

was  talking

he said, **Every stick and stone of
it.
of the building you care to mention.™

I wager you eouldn't!”  said  TPeter
Todd. *“You're such a short-cighted Owl
that vou often make mistakes in direction,
evenn when you're not blindfolded. Look at
the times you've gone into Study Xo. & or
No. 0, in mistake for No. 7!V

Billy Bunter snortéd.

“AMy bump of locality's jolly good,” he

gaid.,  ““The phrenologist said so0."

Y The—Lhe which¥"

“The phrenologist. That's the fellow who
gxamines your eranium apd reads  your
bumps.*

b (B

“He says my bump of loeality iz wonder-
fully developed,* said Buonter. ** My boy,'
e said, *it would be-impossible for you
vyer to get lost.  You have a maryellous
setise of direction, 1f someone were to
Windfold you outside the Houses of Parlia-
ment and ask yvon fo walk to St. Paul's
Cathedral, you'd do it without the slightest
tronble.”  And the phrenologist johnnie is
quite right

“What did he have to say about your
bump of gluttony?™” asked Peter Todd.

' Agg!  There's no sueh thing as a bump
of gluttony. 1f there was, mine would be
under developed. 1 don't believe in stulling,
and making a beast of myself.”

“*“0h, my hat!” gasped Peter. *° Sinece
when have you been a reformed character?”

Billy Buuter blinked at his study-mate
throngh his bhig spectacles.

“You're wandering from the point, Toddy,
he said. “I was talking abont my bump
of locality. If you care to take me on to
the footer field. say, and blindiold me there,
'l undertoke to find my way Lo any given
place.™

“ Done ! said Peter Todd. “ There's a
small towel here that will do very well to
hlindfold yon with. And 1I'm going to tie
voiur hands behind vour bhack, so that you
won't be able to move the towel and take
ely peeps.”

“(h, all right,” said Billy Bunter,

Together they left the study, and pro-
ceeded to the football field.

Harry Wharton & Co. were indulging in
slints at goal, and they stared in some sur-
prise as Peter Todd arrived on tlre ecene,
escorting Bunter.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” ejaculated Boh
Cherry. “ Bunter's not going to play
footer, surely?  Why have you brought him
along, Toddy?

Peter Todd explained.

“RBunter claims to have the bhest bump of
Ineality at Greyfriars.” he said. ‘** And
we're going to put it to the proof.”

Sn saying, Peter proceeded to blindfold
Billy Bunter with the towel. He did it
thoroughly, so that the fat junior would be
unable to see an inch in front of him.

Peter then tied Billy Bunter's hands be-
hind his back, so0 that he would be unable
to tamper with the bandage over his eyes.

" Now,” said Peter, * perhaps you can find
vour way to the gym?”

“ (th, certainly!” replied Dunter.

Harry Wharton & Co. stopped playing foot-
hall, and watched their plump schoolfellow
in great amusement.

Billy Bunter set off at a brizk, confident
pace. But he wasn't going towards the
gymnasium. He was making a hee-line for
Rig Side, where a First Eleven match was
in progress.

“Am I going right, Toddy?"

Bunter at length.

“I'm not giving you any information.” said
Peter. “Your bump of locality ought to
direct vou, seeing that it's the most mar
vellons bump of its kind.”

Billy Bunter walked on.

Supplement ii.]
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He marched

I could walk blindfolded to any part
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haldly on to Big Ride, and he crossed in
féont of the goal just as Wingate of {he
Sixth was in the act of shcoting.

Crash !

The ball came with such force frome Win- |

gate’s foot that it took Willy Donter umder
the chin, amd Enocked bim backwards into
the net.

BT HE

““Ha, ha, bha’?

Billy DBunter lay Aonndering in the net,
wondering if an earthounke had hit him.

“Is this a wew game, Buntey ™ demanded
Wingate, striding to the spot.

“Ow-ow-ow ! 1'motrying to find the gym ™
wailed Bunter., 1 want to prove to Toddy
that 1've got the best bump of locality at
Greyfriars, so 1 offcred to walk to the gym
hlindfolded. I seem to have lost my bear-
ings a hit.*

“You have!" zaid Wingate grimly.
I'll 2oon put you on the right track.
is= the way to the gym.*™

And the ecaptain of Greyfriars proceeded
to dribble Rilly Bunter off the field. The
fat junior roared with anguish as Wingate's
hefty boot propelled him along.

Bunter reached the exit of the footbali
ground. Then he picked himself up, and
miade his way towards the school building.
It was a fairly simple matter to follow the,
path.

Peter Todd, in order to give Bunter more
freedom, had now leosened his hands; but he
wilked e¢lose beside Bunter, to make sure
the fat junior did not cheat.

" On reaching the school building, Bunter's
troubles started afresh. At last, after
groping his way round sundry passages, Billy
Bunter's hand came into contact with a
door-knob., He concluded it was the door-
knob of the gymnasium. With a chuckle
of triumph, he threw open the door.

“ Bunter, you ass!" hissed Petler
warningly. * Come back!™

But the warning camg too late.

Billy Bunter rolled into the gymnasinm—
as he supposed it to be—and started to grope

THE DUFFER!

By Dick Penfold.

EOGRAPHY is not a game
At which I'm over-skilled ;
With mountains, hills, and lakes,

and rills
I'm not exactly thrilled.
One fact, though, 1've contrived to pgam—
Lishon's the capital of Spain?

“But
This

Todd

I don’t know if Mount Everest
Is twenty miles in heigirt;
Nor can I tell how many dwell
Upon the Isle of Wight.
{One fact alone absorbs my brain—
Lisbon's the capital of Spain!

The Thames may rise in Oxfordshire,
Or Somerset, or Surrey;

No odds to me, that 1 can sce,
Then wherefore should 1 worry?

[ simply chant the dull refrain—

“ Lishon’s the capital of Spain.™

Geography's a beastly bore,
I hate it, heart and sonl!
An outdoor game is my chiel aim,
Scoring the winning goal.
To Quelchy, though, I'll make this plain—
Lishon's the capital of Spain!

But Quelchy gives an angry glare,

I feel an awiul ass.
o Penfold,”? he eries, *“ you're much too wise!
~ Btand out before the class!
My pointer now will give you pain—
MADHID'S the capital of Spaini®

HERALD.

[ l"’/];,r |

AAmusin Shorl gFﬂt“}f

of GreyfFriars

for the box-horse and the parallel-barz. He
wits thus engaged when a heavy hand fell
upon his shoulder.

“Rov! Bunter! How dare you invade my
study in this absurd manner! What do you
want here? And why, pray, are you blind-
folded?*?

It waz the terrifving voice of My, Queleh,
the master of the Remove.

“ 0 crumbz!* faltered DBilly DBunter, in

dismay. 1 thought this was {he gym,
sir!  I'm trying to find the gym. But my
bump of locality seems fo have led me

astray.™

JAre. Queleh frowned.

“ Remove that bandage, Bunter, and ceasa
these ridieulous anties at once!” he exs
claimed.

Bunter removed the towel. He was only
too glad to be rid of it. Then he blinked
apologetically at Mr. Queleh, and beat a
hurried vetreat from the study.

eter Todd was outside, chuckling.

“ %0 much for yvour bump of locality,” he
sail. " You've no idea of the geography
of Grevfriars, Fancy mistaking Quelchy’s
study for the gym! Ha, ha, ha!” :

“Give me another test,” urged Bunter.
“1 sha'n't make a mistake pnext time. Look
liere, Toddy. Let me find my way blind-
folded from the footer fleld to the tuckshop.
And if T walk there direect, without going
out of my way, will you promise to stand
me a feed'???

“Certainly M said Peter.

Billy Bunter was blindfolded onece mare, on
the football fleld, and from there he walked

direct, without a second’s hesitation, to
the tuckshop!
Az Bob Cherry remarked afterwards, it

must have heen due to some law of magnetic
attraction. Or perhaps Dunter bad scented
Mrs. Mimble's newly-baked pies afar off.

At all  events, Billy Bunter walked
straight to the tnckshop without faltering,
amid Peter Todd was obliged to stand him
a feed, and to admit that Bunter's bump
of locality was not altogether a failure!
= TRE EKD.

HOWLERS'!

(Collected from exercise books of
certain Greyfriars' fags.)

DICEY NUGENT:
“ The cappital of Beljum is Brus:acls.
is noted cheefly for its sproutls.
E ] - L]

GEORGE TUDBB:

* The famows Bridge of Size, at Vennis, i3
so called hekawse it is the biggest bridge in
the world.”

1t

- ] L
BOLSOVER MINOR:
“The echeef exports of Germauy are
German mensles.”
- » »
GEORGE ALFRED GATTY: .
* The Eddystoue Lighthouse was builb

hundreds of years agno by a man named
Fddie Stone.”
E E | L
WINGATE MINOIR:
“The Seilly Isles are used as a place of
exile for people who are off their rockers.”
& * -

PERCIVAL SPENCER PAGET:

“The cheef seaside resorts of England are
Birmipgham, Sheffield, awd- Wolverhampton.
Not many people bhathe at Blackpool, be-
kawse they prefer the water to be nice and
clean. Black poola are not very nicé. The
best place for fresh-water bathing is Bath.”

- F 3 E |
ERNEST MYERS: .
“ Afumbles is a town in Wales. It is
ealled Mumbles bekawse you can't under

-

stand what the inhabitants are saying.”

| THE MaeNeET Linrary.—No. 875



16 THE SCHOOL-STORY PAPER FOR DISCERNING

BOYS AND GIRLS!

—

(Cantinued from page 13.)

“] don't see how anybody ecould,”
-agreed Nugent, “But I put it there
right enough.”

“It's not in the study now.”

“0Oh, rot!* said Nugent. “I'll go and
look for it there, ¥ you like.”

“Do, then; but you won't find it.”

Frank Nugent, a little crossly, went up
to the Remove passage. But he came
back to the Rag empty-handed.

“Well, found it?" asked Russell,

“No; it isn't there.”

“1 told you so. Where is i, then?

“T1 know I put it there,” said Frank.
“That's-all T jolly well know about it.”

“Oh, rot! I lent you that bhook
before I'd finished it myself. It’s' rather
thiek to lose i1t for me.”

“1 haven't lost it, you ass! T tell vou
I put it on wour study table, and left
it there.”

“Then it flew away, I supposze,” said
Russell sarcastically.

“0Oh, rats!”

“ Liooks to me as if somebody’s playing
giddy jests in the Remove passage,” said
Peter Todd. “Smithy’'s cake and
Ruszell's * Holiday Annual "—it’s just as
if Bunter were back again.”

“Bome fellow from another TForm,
most likely,” said Bob Cherry. “The
Fourth were oyt earlier than us this
afternoon.”

Vernon-Smith and Russell acted on the
hint.  They left the Rag, to inquire
among the Fourth Form fellows for a
missing cake and a missing volume.

But they made no discovery; nohody
in the Fourth admitted knowing anv-
thing about the missing articles. Which
was naturally annoying to Smithy and
Russell, and they did not soon drop the
subject. Smithy's cake, it was probable,
was gpone beyond recovery; whoever had
purloined it had doubtless disposed of it
internally. But the “Holiday Annual ™
could scarcely have been disposed of in
that manner; and Russell wanted it, and
meant to know what had become of it.
When Harry Wharton and Frank
Nugent came up to Study No. 1 for
evening preparation, Dick Russell looked
in on them, ‘

“Found that * Annual ’ yet, Nurent ?”
he asked.

Nugent gave him an angry look,

“Look here, Russell, I'm fed up. T've
told you I took your blessed book back
to vour study. That ends it.”

“It doesn't—mnot till T get the hoolk™
sald Ruassell. “¥You'd better look roun-
your own study for it.”

““‘Rats! You can look if you like.”

“Look here, Nugent—"

“Look here, Russell—"'

“0Oh, let’s look for the blessed thing !”
exclaimed Harry Wharton, and the
three juniors rooted out Study WNo. 1.

But the “Holiday Annual ” did not
come to light. The missing volume cor-
tainly was not there.

““Are you satisfied now, Russzell?™
snapped INugent,

“Of course I'm mot. T gave six
shillings for that book,” said Russell
tavtly, “T suppose I'm entitled to read
it after giving six bob for it. You
shonldn't have borrowed it 1f wvon
weren't going to take care of it,”

Tag MagNET LiBRARY.—No. 875,

“T1 tell you—" roared Nugent,
“What's the good of telling me you

put it in my study, when it’s not
there?"" demanded Russell. “I dare say
vou intended to and forgot. You've

put it down somewhere and forgoticn
where. I think you might try to re-
member, as I want the book.”

1 put it in your study.”
“Oh, rats!”
Russell left Study No. 1 and slammed

the door after him. Nugent's face was
red and wrathy; and Wharton regarded
him inquiringly.

I suppose you're sure, Frank

“0Of ecourse, I'm
Nugent.

_ “Well, keep your wool on, old chap;
but it's jolly odd that the book seems
to have vanished.”

“Bomebody's borrowed it, I suppose!”
growled Nugent. “I'm jolly well fed up
with it!”

““But a chap who'd borrowed it would
say so, Russell's asked all the Remove
from end to end.”

Snort from Frank Nugent. Harry
Wharton sagely dropped the subject, and
devoted his attention to prep.

Prep was still going on in Study No. 1
when there was a tap at the door, and

§23

sure .

Temple of the Fourth came in. Cecil
Reginald Temple was not looking
amiable.

“I want to speak to you, Wharton, as
you're head of the Remove,” he said
sharply.

“Go ahecad!
know.”

“ Bother your prep! Some dashed fag
haz been rooting about 1n my study,”
said Temple, “I can jolly wnl{ tell you

Cut it short—prep, you

that if somebody else 13 taking on
Bunter's old tricks, there will be
trouble.”
“Oh, my hat! What's happened
now !

“I've missed some things from my
study., I was standin’ a supper to some
of the I'ourth, and I got the stuff in
this afternoon, and left it in my study.
I've just missed it—ham, and a cold
fowl, and a lot of tuck. It's no{ good
enough, I can tell you!”

“You cheeky ass!” exclaimed Nugent
indignantly, “It was some fellow in
vour own I'orm, of course!”

“It wasn't! I've asked up and down
the I'ourth, and besides, it's yvou Remove
fags who raid tuck like this,” said Cecil
Reginald loftily. *“I don’t say you chaps
personally, but some kid in the Remove.
It's got to be stopped! I want my stuff
back. If it isn't handed back, I expect
it to be paid for—seo?”

Wharton and Nugent rose to their
feet. Neither was in a mood to stand
anv swank from Temple of the Fourth.

“TIt's some I'ourth TForm chap, of
course,” sald Harry, *“And it looks to
me as i he's been raiding Remove
studies, too.”

“Q0h, don't be an ass,” sald Temple.
“I'm puttin' it to you as captain of the
Remove. I think you ought to see that
my stulf’s brought back to my study.”

“The boot's on the other leg. Smithy's
missed a cake, and I think you, as cap-
tain of the Mourth, ought to see that it's
brought back to his study,” retorted
Wharton.

“I didn't come here for any fag
cheek!” shouted Temple. “We're not
grub-raidera in the Fourth.”

“We're not in the Remove—now
Bunter's gone, anyhow.”

“Oh, you fags are all much of a much-
ness!” said Temple,

“That’'s enough! Travell™

I want .

snapped |

“You want help? Right!” And Harry
Wharton and Frank Nugent proceeded
to help Tewmple of the Fourth to travel.

Temple travelled at a great rate. The
speed at which he travelled through: the
doorway of Study No. 1 made his head
swirn,

He arrived in the passage in a velling
heap.

“0Oh, gad! Yow-ow!
rotters! I—I—I'll—"

“Want some mmore helpt” asked the
captain of the Remove,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I1—I—TI'll " gasped Temple,

“Lend a hand, Franky !

“Yes, rather!” grinned Nugent,

Two or three more Removites came
along to lend a hand. Cecil Reginald
Temple went down the Remove staircase,
rolling.

On the next landing he sat up and
velled. But a series of missiles from the
passago above decided him on departure.
He shook his first at a crowd of grinning
faces, and fled down the lower stairs
and vanished,

You cheeky

—

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The Bounder Thinks It Out!

ILLIAM GEORGE BUNTER
was still missing from Grey-

friars, when Wednesday morn-
ing dawned on the old school,

The Head’s flogging, which had secared
away the Owl of the Remove, had not
taken place yet—indeed, it seemed pro-
bable that it never would take place now,

For the matter was getting serious,
More and more of the fellows believed
that something must have happened to
Bunter.

There was no doubt that the Head was
alarmed, and that Mr. Quelch was grow-
ing very anxious, His anxiety took the
form, chiefly, of tantrums; but the
juniors saw easily enough that he lived
i dread of hearing alarming news
about Bunter.

Even Mr. Bunter, at the Bunter home,
was displaying uneasiness—in the midst
of his weird operationa among the bulls
and bears and stags, and other fearsome
beasts that haunt the purlieus of the
Stock Exchange, he found time to won-
der what had happened to Billy,

Mr. Bunter's uneasiness took the form
of telephoning to the Head, and making
gruffer and gruffer inguiries after
Bunter. He seemed to consider it use-
less to come down personally to Grey-
friars, and certainly he could have done
no good there; and he was vervy busy in
the City. DBut he told the Head that if
Bunter was not found, he would come
down on Saturday in person to see abouf
16,

The Head of Greyfriars, secluded in his
scholastic retreat, did not even know that
the Stock Exchange was closed on Satur-
days, and he wondered why Mr, Bunter
chose that day. And he hoped fervently
that something would be heard of
Williamn George earlier in the week. He
did not want to see Mr. Dunter; he most
decidedly and most carnestly did not
want to see him,

The Head wa: growing very restive
under the stress of this worry. In  the
Sixth I'orm room., the great men of the
Sixth found him unusually tart in tem-
per. Generally the Head would treat the
Sixth—the Palladinm of the school—with
polished courtesy. Now the rough
showed through the smooth, as it were,
Loder of the Sixth was told that he was
careless, Carne was told that he was
slovenly. Walker was even told that he
was stupid. The Head very nearly told
him that he was a fool, but fortunately
stopped short of that,
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It really looked as if the Sixth were
going to ret from the Head what the
Remove were getting from Mr, Queleh,
if this worrying affair of Bunter did not
come to an end. .

Really it was amazing that so unim-
portant a personage as the Owl of the
Remove should eaunse so much annoyance
and disturbance throughout Greyiriars,
But there it was. ;

The more the Head was worried and
troubled, the more it scemed clear to
him that Bunter's Form master was re-
sponsible for this outrageous conduct on
Bunter’s part, and the more plainly he
intimated that opinion to Mr. Quelch.

So Mr. Queleh, in these days, went
from bad te worse, so far as the
“tantrums M were concerned.

Wednesday mormng was, as TMrd
Mauleverer pathetically remarked,
simply horrid, in the Hemove room.

The awful possibility that something
serious had happened to Bunter, weighed
on AMr. Queleh’s mind. If nothing had
happened to him, how could he have
vanished so utterlv? Inquiries had been
made far and wide. A reward had been
offered for information. But it was
clear that no human eve had seen Banter
sinece he had =hpped oot of the Remove
dormitory in the small hours of Monday
MOTIINE,

The thought of the deserted challk-pits
near Conrtlield made Ar.  Quelch
shudder.

In such a mood of mingled anxiety and
alarm and anger, anything like bright-
ness on any face was taken as an affront,
il not an actual personal mmsult, by the
Remove master. Certainly, in the pre-
sent cireumstances, the Remove fellows
were not likely to look very bright. They
were not, perhaps, worrying about
Bunter: but thetr Formm master was
worrying them, so it came to the same
thing.

The Remove fellows felt that they
never would get to the end of Wednesday
morning, and their only consolation was
the faet that Wednesday afternoon was a
half-holiday.

A3

of the Remove.

That half-holiday came just in time to
keep them from a nervous breakdown,
according  to  Bob  Cherry.  Really,
matters in the Remove were growing in-
toleralile,

“It's all Bunter's [lault,” Harry
Wharton remarked in the gquad, after
dinner, “That fat ass is causing all the
trouble. Look bere, Le's pot to be
found.”

“We can’t find him!” groaned Bob.
“Td like to find him gquick, and kick him
hard., it we can’t find the fat owl.”

“Looks as if something happened to
him before he got far from Greviviars,”
saidd Harrv., “He's never been seen, and
a fat owl like Dunter would be vemem-
bered by anybody who'd seen him., I'm
really a,fi':_a.id3 that something's happened
to him. What about hunfting for him
this afternoon.”

“Where ¥ prunted Johnny Bull,

“Blessed if T know, but we might pick
up a clue somewhere,” sanl the captain
“He must have gone
somewhere when he left the school, 1
suppose,”

“Rather like leoking for a needle in
a haystack,” satd Frank Nugent, * IHe
secins to have vanished hke a siddy
ghost.”

Vernon-Smith came along and joimned
the Famous Five as they were discussing
the matter. There was a thoughtful
frown on the Dounder's face, and a
rather curious expression i his eyes,

“Somebody’s been 1n my study this
morning,” he said.,

“That grub-raider from the Fouvth
again?"” asked Harry Wharton. All the
Remove had decided that the mysterious
grub-raider belonged to the TFourth,
strenuously as it was demied by Temple,
Dabney & Co.

“Looks hike 1! Somchody’s scoffed
my things while we were at class this
mnrnmg."

“But the Fourth were in class, too,”
sald Harry.,

“Dut a fellow can make an excuse to

get out of the Form-room,” remarked

i

Bob Cherry. “We know that nobody in
the Bemove did, so it's clear it was a
Fourth Form chap.”

“What's missing, asked
Wharton.

“Some stuff T got in a parcel Irom
home — chocolates  and  grapes and
things,” said Vernon-Smith, “1 left the
hamper m my study, and 1t's empty
now.”’

“It's  getting too thick,” growled
Johmnny Bull,  *1t's as bad as having
Bunter back again, Let’s go and rag
the Fourth this afternoon.”

“Qood  epg!”  sad  DZob Cherry
heartily. “We've had enough rvagging
from Quelchy., TLet’s pass it on to the
Fourth.™

“ Hear, hear!”

“0Oh, let the Fourth 1est a Lit,” said
Vernon-Smith, “ What we want 1z to find
that fat villain Dunter. 1t looks as if
we're going to have a dog’s life till he
CURIILEY S .I.-'E.L.']"'L.”

“Tt does,” said ITarry.
really getting near the limat,
be trouble if he keeps on.”

“The esteemed likefulness i3 not worth
the livefulness, in the present execrable

Smithy ¥

“nelchy's
Thera'll

' cirenmstances,” remarked Huveee Jamset

Ram Singh, with a shake of his dusky
head.

“PBut we can't ind Bunter,” growled
Johnny Bull. “T'd give anything.to be
within kicking distance of him. DBuab it
can't be done,™

The Bounder’s cyes glimmeread,

“I've been thinking,” he said. “I
think I've got an idea. Bunter may not
be so jolly far off as you think.”

“He's disappeared,” said Nugent.

“1 know. Just as il the giddy earth
had opened and swallowed him up,” saud
the Bounder. “Dut the giddy earth
hasn't, all the same. Dwoesn't it strike
you as jolly odd that not a single soul
seems to have set eyes on him since he
left Greyfriars "

“Tt's odd enough,” agreed Wharton.
“T,00ks as if he may have tumbled into
a chalk-pit or something.”
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to the character pamed,

MONTAGUE NEWLAND,

I and, starting with any three letters im it, make up a three-
word phrase about this world-famous character.
the letters, M, N, O, conld make “ Money's No Object,” or
A, 0, D, could make “ Acquaintances’ Opinion—* Decent.” ™

Remember that the initial letters of each word of your effort
must be contained in the words Montague Newland, although
! yon may use any other letters of the alphabet to follow, and
also nse the same letters more than once.

When yvou have thought out a good answer fill in the coupon
herewith, taking care to write your effort amd your name
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“ Bunter's too jolly careful of his fat
earcass for that. Ile’s somewhere all
right : and as we know he had no money,
what's he living on all the time?" said
the Bounder quietly. * You fellows re-
member he wanted to borrow money of
vou to bolt on. You didn't give him
any. | don’t suppose he had enough to
take a railway ticket. Well, a chap
can't travel far or fast without money—
especially a fat slacker like Bunter.”

“MThat's so; it makes it all the more sur-
prising that he vanished like that as soon
as he got outside Greyfriars.”

“It would make it jolly surprising—il
he got outside Greyfriars,” assented the
Bounder,

“If " repeated Wharton. .

“¥es, They've been searching for him
everywhere outside the school, and
haven't found a trace of him. But
there’s one place where nobody’s thought
of looking.’

”_“"h&rel?"

# Inside Greyfriars,” said the Bounder.

e

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Smoked Out !

ARRY WHARTON & CO. stared
at the Bounder. His words took
them utterly by surprise.

“ Inside Greylriars " repeated
Bob Cherry.
“My only hat!”
“ Smithy——"
my

“ywWell, that's
%ounder coolly, *1I don't say I should

ave thought of it—only this grub-raid-
ing has set me thinking. Bunter's idea
was to dodge -his flogging, -‘and he was
willing to take the risk of running away
from schodl for that. But he hadn't any
money; and I don't believe he was a
fellow to start on a journey in the middle
of the night, either—he hadn’t the nerve
for it. But he was cute enough to make
fellows believe he had bunked, while he
was hanging somewhere about all the
time. Lots of places where he could
hide."”

* Great Seott !

It was a startling idea to the Famous
Five,

(Certainly it had never occurred to them
that Billy Bunter, searched for far and
wide outside the school, might be lying
in some secluded hiding-place within the
school walls all the time.  Yet now they
thought of it, now that the acute
Bounder had suggested it, it really
seemed more probable than otherwise.
The mysterious grub-raiding in the Re-
move and TFourth studies would be
accounted for, on that theory. For cer-
tainly, if Bunter was hidden somewhere
in the school, he could not live without
eating—without, in fact, having plenty
to eat. That was a most important con-
sideration to Bunter,

“] supposoe it's possible!” said Harry
Wharton, after a long and thoughtful
silence.

Johnny Bull gave an expressive grunt.

“And he's giving us all this trouble,
and laughing up his sleeve at us all the
time !” he said.

Bol Cherry drew a deep breath.

“Ty gum! If he's in the school we'll
jollv well find him, and rag him bald-
headed,” he said.

“The ragfulness will be terrifie.”

“It's awfully thick. if Smithy’s right,”
said Nugent. “Giving us all this
trouble, and alarming his own peoplo
becansg——"

“(Oh, Bunter wouldn't think about
that,” said the Dounder, with a laugh.
**All he's thinking of is to keep his fat

Tue Macxer Lirpary,—No, 875,

idea,” said the

hide away [rom the Head's birch, I'm
eoing to look for him; you fellows can
join up if you like. I'm fed-up with
Quelchy’s tantrums,”

“Bame here!'

“The samefulmess is terrifie”

IHarry Wharton nodded,

“The sooner he's found the better for
him,"” he said. “If this goes on it won’t
be a Hogging for him—it will be the
sack. And if he's in the school all the
time he must be found sooner or later.
Let’'s look for the fat bounder—but
where "

“In the old tower, perhaps——"
Nugent,

“In the Housze!” szaid the Bounder.
“He's somewhere where he can sneak
out while we're in class, and raid our
studies. Somewhere in touch of the
Remove and Fourth studies.”

“That's so.”

“We'll begin in the box-rooms,” said
Vernon-Smuth., “If he’s there at all, he
must be hiding in the disused attics.
Let's draw the attics, and see.”

“Right-ho !

The Famous Five went into the House
with the Bounder. In the HRemove
passage they came on Peter Todd, and
Toddy was  acquainted with  the
Bounder's suspicion. Peter caught on
at once.

“It's =0, he said. “Clear as day-
light. I wonder I never thought of it.
Let's draw the atties.™

The seven juniors proceeded up the
sfaircase to the Remove box-room.
Farther up the narrow stair there were

said

bseveral atties, belonging to the ancient

buildings, and never used. Old lumber
had been stacked in some of them, and
unnumbered spiders had made their
happy homes there. Dut the empty,
dusky rooms were searched in wvain;
there was no sign of an occupant, and no
sign of the dust having been disturbed
recently.

The searchers reburned to the Remove
box-room rather discouraged.

Vernon-Smith, however, did not seem
discouraged. He had given the matter
a good deal of thought before speaking
to the ¥Famous Five. In the box-room
he pointed to & square wooden trap in
the ceiling. That trap gave access to the
space between the ceiling rafters afd the
slanting roof of red tiles. In the roof
above there was a corresponding trap,
designed for use in case of fire.

The juniors looked up.

“Up there !" ejaculated Bob,

“That's about the safest place for
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him,” said the Bounder. “ And I uotica
that two boxes have been dragged undes
the trap—look! Somchody’s stacked one
on another—and 1 faney 1t wa- Bunter
getting on to the roof.”

" Looks like it."” agreed Whartan.

“I say,arc we going crawling over the
giddy rafters, looking for the fat
baunder up there 7" asked Nugent doubt-
fully,

“No need,” said the Dounder coolly,
It 'Buntur’s there, we'll make him come
out,”’

“He jolly well won't answer, if vou
vell,” said Peter Todd.

“There's more ways of killing a ecal
than choking it with eream,” said the
Bounder. “ ILeave it to me.”

“Go 1t!” said Harry Wharton, quite
willing to leave it to the Dounder,
though a hittle puzzled.

Vernon-Smith opened one of the hoxes
and took out an armful of straw packing.
He stacked it in the box-room grate,
closed down the damper, and Lhghted it
There was a howl of protest from the
juniors as the room began filling with
thick and acrid smole,

“What the thump 2

“ Smithy, vou ass Y

There was a rush out on the landing.
The smoke eddied and thickened n the
room, Unheeding i, Vernon-Smith
stepped on the stacked boxes under the
trap in the ceiling and pushed up the
trap.,

A thick volume of smoke rushed up
into the space above, spreading under
the sloping tiles of the roof.

“Hire!” shouted the Bounder.

He jumped down from the boxes, and
joined the juniors en the landing, out-
aide the open door of the box-room.

“Oh, my hat! What a wheeze!”
chuckled Bob Cherry. “You're a giddy
genius, smithy, old man! If Bunter's
there—"

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Fire!” velled the Bounder.

The box-room was thick with smoke
now, eddying up into the roof through
the open trap. Harry Wharton & Co,
Wﬂite(T breathlessly, If Bunter was
there, there was little doubt that the
alarm of fire, backed up by the smoke,
would draw him out of his hiding-place,

They had not long to wait.

Beyond the smwoke there came a
sudden yelp of terror, and then the
sound of a erash!

Something  heavy —very  heavy —

dropped from the trap-door in the ceiling
upon the boxes helow. From the hoxes
it rolled to the box-room floor with a
heavy bump.

“Yaroocooh !

It was the familiar voice of the Owl
of the Ramove,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Bmoked out!” velled Teter Todd,
“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Bunter!”

“Ow ! Fire ! Ielp ! Rescue !
Yoooop!” came in a terrified howl, and

a fat figure bolted out of the smoky box-

room and cut across the landing to the

stairs.  And it bolted right into the
waiting group of juniors, and half a
dozen pairs of hands closed on the Owl
of the Remove and held him.  The
vanished ventriloquist was captured at
last.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Af Last!
BILLY BUNTER wriggled in the

erasp of the Removites,
His fat face was terrified.

“Ow! Leggo!™ he howled,
“TFire! The house iz on fire., you r_lum;
mies! Run for tt—run for your lLivesd

Fire! Help! Leggo!"
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“Ha, ha, hal”

“1 say, you fellows, are you potty?”
chrieked Bunter. “Do you want us all
to be burned to death? Help! Leggo!™

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the juniors.

Bunter struggled frantically to escape.

His impression was that Greyfriars was

on fire, and that there was not a second |

ty be lost. But, in spite of his franfic
struggles, he was dragged back into the
box-room, velling and wriggling.

Vernon-Smith pushed up the damiper,
and the smoke was directed wup “the
chimney. Nugent opened the window
wide., The smioke cleared off from the
box-room.

Billy Bunter's struggling ceased.

It dawned upon his fat brain that
there was no fire, after all. The Iast
fragments of the straw burned out in the
grate.

Bunter blinked from one fellow
another through his hig spectacles.

“You—yon beasts I”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“There wasn't a fire!” gasped Bunter.

“Only a little straw ih the grate!”
grinned the Bounder,

“¥ou—you rotters!

FX]

L.

You've taken moe

in !
“Go hon!”? chuckled Bob Cherry.
“Von knew I was there!” howled
Bunter,

“Qmithy suspected it!” chuckled Peter
Todd. “So that's where you've heen
all the time, Bunter, while the Head
thinks you've run away from school.”

Bunter grinned.

“Rather neat, wasn’t it?"” he asked.

“Neat!” ejaculated Wharton.

“Yes. You fellows wouldn’t have
thought of strategy like that,” said
Bunter complacently.

“No, I don’t think we should,” said

the captain of the Remove.
not, at any rate.”

Billy Bunter closed the box-room door.

“Keep this dark, of course, you
fellows,” he said.

“Keep it dark!” repeated Wharton.

“Yes. You're not going to give me
away, of course.”

The juniors stared at Bunter.

That fat and fatuous youth seemed
quife complacent again now. He sat on
a box and blinked at the chums of the
Hemove.

“I say, you fellows, of course, you
can't give a chap away,” he saixd. “I
rely on you.”

“You've-got to show up!” said the
Bounder grufily.

“No jolly fear!”

“Po you think you can stay here, and
come down raiding our studies when
%mil want prub?” demanded Johnny

ull.

“Well, a fellow must cat,” said Bunter,
“T brought a good bit of stuff with me,
you know."

“From my study!” growled Vernon-
Smith.

“1 shall settle for it, of course,” said
Bunter, with dignity. “You ecan keep
an account, and I shall square every

“I hope

penny. I'm expeeting a postal-order
shortly, from one of my titled rela-
tions.”

“0Oh, my hat!”

“The grub gave out, and a fellow had
to do something,” said DBunter. “1I can
tell yvou it was jolly lucky Smithy had
that cake in his study, and lucky that
Temple had laid in the stuff for a supper
yesterday.  And your hamper to-day
came in very handy, Smithy. Did
Russell miss the © Holiday Annual *?"

“The ‘ Holiday Amnuveal’!” exclaimed

Nugent.

“Ves. I bagged it from his study. T
wanted something {to  read,” saud
Bunter. “You see, a fellow can't sleep |

gll the time,”

¢ Atchooo—chooo—atchooooooogh ! ™
what——'" he began. *‘Ow!
rapped the Form-master,
ment ! ** He nearly
round the boxes, *‘ Bunter!”

Atchoo [ *’
recovering from his surprise ; ‘‘someone in-conceal-
collapsed in a:itunlshment as he strode forward and looked
[ ﬂw : 1
me, sir. I—I—I'm not here, sir !

Mr. Quelch jumped, “* What —

“ There is someone else here,”

groaned the fat jumior. “‘If iso’t
Oh, lor* I (See Chapter 13.)

“So it was you!” gasped Nugent.

“The fact is, it was a bit of a bore,
hiding in the roof all on my own,” said
Bunter. “I couldn’t really have stood
it, only I'm not the fellow to submit to
injustice. I refuse to be flogged. The
Head is bound to relent in time—don’t
vou fellows think so? Even Quelchy will
get a bit tender-hearted, thinking of me
wandering about the world on my own,
without even enough to eat. See?”

The juniors stared blankly at Dunter.
Apparently the Owl imagined that lhis
absence would have a softeming effect
on the Head and his Form master, on
the principle that absence "~makes the
heart grow fonder. Dunter’'s poweriul
intellect ‘was generally “out ™ in its cal-
culations. But certainly it had never
before been so far out as this.

“ You—vou—you fat dummy!” gasped
Bob Cherry at last.

“0Oh, really, Cherry

“You—you think Quelchy is getting
tender-hearted 1 roared Johnny DBull
“Why, he's been like a wild Hun ever
since you went—or since he thought you
went, you fat idiot! When lie sees you
again he will zealp you!”

“QOh, really, Bull—"

“ And the Head’s in a royal wax,” said
Wharton. “I hear that he's been rag-
ging even the Sixth. He jaws Quelchy,
and Quelchy jaws us! Fhere's been an
awful time in the Remove!”

Bunter grinned.

“Tt’s not a langhing matter,” hooted

¥

¥

| Peter Todd. “I ean tell you we've been

through it, you fat bounder, and all on
your account !"

“Sorve you joily well right !” retorted
DBunter.

“What?"

“You never treated me well, after all
I've done for you, too!” said Bunter.
“Serve you right, Toddy! BServe you
all right!”

“ You—you—you——>" gasped Toddy.

“T—1 say, you fellows, don't you
really think the Head will relent after
feeling anxious about me and all that?”
asked DBunter.

“No jolly fear! 1T think he'll take it
out of your skin for upsetting cvery-
thing, and the longer you keep it up

the harder he will lay it on,” said
Ilarry.
“0Oh, lor'!”

““The best thing you can do is to show
up at once,” added the captain of the
Remove.

“I'm not going to be fogged.”

“Tt will be worse than a floggzing 1l
vou give the ITead any more trouble.
It will be the sack!™

Bunter sniffed.

“J don't carc! I'd rather be sacked
than flogged. I told the ITead so! I'm
jolly well not going to be flogged, 1
know that!”

“ Look here, you crass ass——"

“¥You fellows have found me,” pur-
sued the fat jumior calmly., “Well,
that's all right. I can trust you. You

are not going to sneak.”
Tue Macker Lisrary.—No. 8T
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Harry Wharton & Co. looked at
him. Vernon-Smith knitted his brows.
They had only thought of finding
Bunter, and hooking him out of his
hiding-place. But they realised now
that that was by noe means the end of
the matter. As Bunter zaid, they could
not sneak. And to report their dis-
covery to the masters was not in the
game,

“Tt's all right,” went on DBunter.
“The fact is, I'm glad yvou've found me,
as I can trust you. It's a bit lonely up
here by myself, and it's rather danger-
ous coming down looking for grub.
You fellows can come up here for a
chat sometimes when 1it's safe i

“0Oh, my hat!™

“"What cheek !”

“You can bring up grub, too,” =aid
Bunter brightly. “Don't worry about
the money. TI'll settle up al round
when this affair is over and I get my
postal-orders again.™

“Great Scott "

“You—you—"

“Look here! Do you think we're
oing to keep it secret that you're
ﬁiding in the school while the Head's
woreying himself and everybody else
over your dashed disappearance?” ex-
claimed Johnny DBull

“Yes, rather! You shouldn't have
butted in!” said Bunter coolly. *“ Now
yvou've butted 1n you've got to keep it
dark !"

“Why, you—you——"

“Oh, really "

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! BSomebody's
coming !” exclaimed Bob Cherry, as the
box-room stairs creaked under s heavy
tread.

Bunter jumped.

“ —T say, you fellows, that's Quelchy’s
hoof !” he gasped. ‘“Not a word—don’t
say a word—oh, dear!”

“Quelchy !”

Tt was Mr. Quelch's well-known tread,
and it was already on the landing out-
side the box-room door. There was no
time for Billy Bunter to clamber into
the roof again. The fat junior dodged
behind the two stacked boxes in the
middle of the room and crouched there,
shaking with apprehension. IHe was
barely in cover when the box-room door
opened and Mr. Quelch, with a frowning
brow, - strode in.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Chopper Comes Down !
R. QUELCH fixed a stern
M rlance on Harry Wharton &
Co.
The jumors looked at him.

What had brought the Remove master
to that eequestered box-recom they could
not guess, But he was there!

Mr. Quelch looked at the juniors and
then looked about the room and sniffed.
The last eddies of the smoke were
clearing off by the open window.

“What has been going on here,
Wharton?” demanded the Remove
master sternly.

* Hem !”

““My attention was drawn to smoke
pouring from the window !” said Moy
Quelch grimly.

1 Uh !u

“Have you been playing dangerous
tricks with fire here at the risk of
setting fire to the achool?” exclaimed
Mr. 5ueich_

“ Nunno, sir!”

“'I'hen what has happened? There
was a great volume of smoke, though it
seems to have cleared off now. You
have given me the troeuble of ascending
these stairs. What does it mean?”

Mr. Quelch looked at the grate. * You
have been burning straw "

“Ye-e-e3, sir. Quite safe. In the
grate, sir!”

Behind the boxes DBunter crouched

and quivered. If Mr, Quelch had
advanced a few more steps into the
room he must infallibly have eeen
Bunter. But as yet the Owl of the
Remove was unseen, and his presence
unsuspected. But Mr. Quelch was in a
very tart and suspicious mood. Some-
thing had been going on in the box-
room, and the Remove master meant to
know all about it,

He, pointed to the open trap in the
cetling.

“What does that mean? You are
well aware that it 1s strictly forbidden
for you to elimb there on the rafters.”

“We—we haven't, sir—"" stammered
Peter Todd.

“Who opened the trap?”

“1 did, sir,” said the Bounder.

“And why?”

No answer.

“I intend to inguire very thoroughly
into this,” said Mr. Quelch grimly.
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The Remove master had a cane under
his arm. He let it slide down into his
hand.

The juniors stood monplussed. From
where they stood they could see Dunter
crouching behind the boxes and blink
ing at them with beseeching blinks. My,
Quelch  could npot see him, and the
l!ll_uliﬂle'ﬂ; realised that they could not give

im away and hand him over to punish-
ment. But obviously there was punish-
ment coming for somebody. Mr. Quelch
was plainly in the “tantrum ™ etate;
indeed, more so than ever.

There was a pause, and the pause was
broken in a sudden and startling
manner. A last eddy of the clearing
smoke caught Billy Bunter, and he
sneczed, He felt the sneeze coming on
and strugpled against it. He resisted it
almost frantically, and for o moment or
two held it at f:-ay. Then 1t came all
the more emphatically for having Leen
checked.

** Atchoo —choo — atchooooooooooogh !
Grooogh "

Mr. Quelch jumped.

“What—what——"

“Groogh! Atchooooooooh ™
~ “There 13 someone else here—someono
in  concealment—what—what " Mr,
(%unk‘-h strode forward and looked round
the boxes.

Then he very nearly fell down in his
astonishment,

* Bunter !

“Ow! Atchoo!”

“ Bunter !” roared Mr, Quelch,

“Ow! "Tisn't me, sir!”

“ Bunter !”

“0Oh, dear!” gasped Bunter, Ow!
Oh! Oh, lor "
~ Mr. Quelch’s iron grasp on the fat
junior’s shoulder jerked him to his feet.

Bunter stood quivering in that irou
grasp like a wvery fat jelly. TFor an
awful moment there waus silence. Mr.
Quelch looked at the open trap and then

at Harry Whartou & Co., aud he
understood.

“Bunter! You have been in hiding
here?”

“No, sir!” gasped Dunter,

“What *"”

“I—I mean yes, sir"
“¥You boys found him
sume '™ asked Mr., Quelch.
“Yes, sir,” said ITarry.
“Very good. I think I wunderstand
the whole matter now., Bunter, vou
have lain in concealment here, causing

here, I pres

anxiel:]y to your friends and relatives, to
L your headmaster and to me?”
“I—I—I—" stuttered Buntor.

“You deliberately: gave the im
pression that yon had run awav from
school, Bunter, careless of the trouble
you gave."

“You—vou see, sir

“This 1s—1s—i1s unspeakable,” said
Mr., Quelech. * You have thrown the
whele school into a state of disturbance,
Bunter, in order. to evode a deserved
punishment for a time !”

“I—I—I don't want (o be Horged!"
gasped Bunter,

“You unscrupulous boy

“Eh1”

“You young rascal ! Come with me!"

With the iron grasp on his shoulder,
Billy Bunter was marched out of the

. -1

box-room. In a statc of guavering funk
the hapless Owl of the Remove was
marched down the stairs. Mr. Quelch

was taking him to the Head to answer
for his many sins,

“Well,” said Bob Cherry after a pause,
“Bunter's found now. It's all the betier
for him."”

“The betterfulness is terrific.”

“He will get it hot, but he was bound
to get it—he had toe have 1t," saud

(Continucd on page 27.)
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The Pact !

mean honses of Storrydene
far

HE
huddle together as though
warmth and mutual support in a

Jum district known as the

Ditches., It was towards this squalid
quarter of the town that Nugent Beasley
Ailen mwade his way on a chilly morning
m early November,

Tt was a wretched day—a day of
Stygian gloom and frowning cloude—and
the slight fog hung oppressively over-
. head. A curions stillness reigned over
the Ditches, although occasionally a
narsh, husky cough floated eerily through
the mist, as though in peevish protest.

Iife is never a thing of beauty in the
Ditches, but a November fog seems to
blot out any spark of brightness that
ever struggled for existence in its mean
styeets.

The raw
Ailen woul

loom that enveloped Nugent
have affected even the most
incurable optimist, yet the young man
looked very smug and self-satisfied as he
made his way to Racknell’'s Rents, a
block of inhospitable tenement houses,

Attired in a light tweed overcoat, a
grey bowler, and white spats, Nugent
looked a “‘sport ™ of the first water—a
picture of blatant affluence. A more in-
congruous figure amidst such squalid sur-
roundings would have been hard to find.

He turned into Racknell’s Rents and
mounted the narrow stone steps.

Looking round for a lift, Nugent's
smug smoile vanished as he found that the
Rents did not boast such a luxury. -He
had regained his high spirits, however,
by the time he reached the fifth floor
and halted upon the draughty landing.

Facing him was a door, innocent of
varnish and in a state of pitiful dilapida-
tion. It creaked protestingly as the
opulent visitor kicked it open with his
fost. Crossing the ihreshold, Nugent
found himself n a shabby living-room,
and he sniffed with marked disgust as
he gazed round at the worn linoleum
and a few pidces of cheap furniture.

“What a hole! he muttered.
wouldn't keep a dog here !”

The sound of footsteps came from un
joner room, and a momient later a hag-

rd-faced young man came through the
f:dm‘] red curtains. He pulled wuwp
abruptly at the sight of his prosperous-
looking visitor, and the unmmstakable
light of fear dawned in his dark eyes.

“'Morning, Coyne!” said %ug&nt
briskly. *“Nice litile place you've got
"!H!I‘-E !H

- He waved a vellow-gloved hand as he

made the remark.

iiI
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“Yea, sir,” answered Coyne, uncer-
tainty in his manner. *It does me very
well, sir.”

“H'm! That's rather a pity,” said
Nugent, taking a gold cigarette-case
from his pocket and extracting a weed.
He lit up, gazing at the haggard-faced
young man through a haze of aromatic
smoke,

“I—I'm afraid I don’t understand,
sir,” said Coyne. “I've never com-
plained ; I'm perfectly satisfied.”

“Exactly !” smiled Nugent. ‘" Periect
gatisfaction is mot good for the =oul, my
dear Cloyne! Adversity is a tonic——"

“I reckon I've had more than my
share of adversity, sir,” put in Coyne,
his pale features iwisted into a rueful
smile. “First my mother's death, and
now my wife’s illnesg—"

“By the way,” remarked Nugent,
“how is Mrs. Coyne?”

“PBad, gir,” said the footballer, glanc-
ing over his shoulder towards the faded
red cartaine. “The doctor’s fee is stiff,
and the special food he’s ordered simply
runs away with the money !”

Nugent Ailen nodded his sleek head,
but there was no sign of sympathy upon
his bloated features,

“You know, Cowyne,” he drawled,
adopting the patronising air that he
sometimes borrowed from his father,
“vyou people of the lower class have ro
right to indulge in the luxury of these
expensive illnesses!”

He continued to smirk at his own
cheap cynicism as he watched a mantle
of colour overspread the footballer’s
haggard features. Every human imstinct
prompted Coyne to send his hard fist
crashing into that smug face, yet he
knew that he was at the mercy of this
bounder, who seemed to take a fiendish
delight in a fellow-man’'s tragedy.

“Tt—it is kind of you to have inquired
about my wile, sir,” said Coyne, praying
that there was nothing underlying the
unexpected visit. _

“Yes,” smirked Nugent, flicking his
cigarette-stump into the grate. "I am
the soul of kindness, Coyne, although
there are moments when my tenants
think me hard. My tenants, for instance
those—""

“Your tenants——" began Coyne, a
puzzled frown puckering his brow.

“Exactly I’ smiled Nugent. **As you
know, these tenements were bought by
my father, Sir Aubrey; but what you
don’'t know is that he has very gener-
ously passed them over to e, 1 am
your landlord. An agent looks after my
| affairs, and he tells me that you are some
! months in arrears with your rent,
" Timea are hard, (‘orne—devced hard—

i

THE LIMIT ! That's what they think of Nugent Beasley Ailen in Storrydene. | and T scarcely know how to make both
But he's worse than that. Bailing in oil is too good for the likes of him !
Get ready to kick him out of the Villa, boys !

ends meet !’

The footballer knew this to be n lie
of- course, for Sir Aubrey was reputeci
to be worth half a million; so he won-
dered what was at the bottom of the
affair.

“My wife will be better soon—"
began Coyne, a pleading note in his
vqge; and MNugent waved the remark
aside.

“Soon! It's always fsoon' with yol

ople !” said Ailen brutally, his suavity
dropping from him like a cloak,
“You've either got to pay up or get out,
for I want these rooms for my personal
use. That may sound strange, but I
can't afford to live in decent chambers
whilst people like you refuse to pay
their debts.”

Again Coyne knew that his visitor wis
lying, but he also knew his would be a
hopeless case if he took it to court, for
Sir Aubrey was chairman of the local
bench. A suspicion, half formed and
v came to him, and a flush mantled
his haggard cheeks. Nugent, seeing that
flush, understood.

“Yes, my dear Coyne,” =aid thé
latter, ‘‘there are more ways than one
of pnymi_ our just debts!” He smiled,
stroking his little moustache. *‘Indeed,”
he continued, ““I think we might come
to an amicable understanding !’

His words were full of meaning, and
the footballer nodded.

“Go on, sir,” he eaid, lowering his
voice and glancing towards the room of
sickness. “I'll—I'll do anything!”

“Bplendid!” said Nugent. "I like a
man who can rise to an emergency. You
are in a position to do me a favour—
quite a trivial service, you know. In
return, I shall see that you are not
troubled about this wretched rent busi-
ness! I am not a man who believes in
beating about the bush, so I will go
straight to the point at once.” 8
paused, taking another cigarette from his
massive pold case. “As you can imagine
I am not in Jove with the brass- ace_t.i
young hound who has taken my place n
the team——"

“You mean Voyce, sir?’

Nugent nodded.

“Qhut up!” he said. “I'll do the talk-
ing. We are at home to Ironville
United to-morrow, and it is my wish
that I should play in the team. 'The
directors will not hear of it, however,
for they regard young Voyce as a little
tin idol on wheels; so my only chance
of playing rests with you.”

Cloyne positively gasped.

“Me? he asked. “Wh-what can I do?
You're not suggesting that I should—"

“Not at all!” put in Nugent. I do
not believe in violence—at least, nob 1n
the present case! My plan is quite
simple ; for all you have to do 1s to stand
down !”

Coyne's mystification chowed plainly
upon his haggard face.

“But how?’ he asked. “I know I
don't look very well, for I've been up all
night; but I shall be fit enough to turn
out against Ironville.”

“Pardon me,” smiled Nugent, *“you
will not be fit enough! The stramn of
nursing your poor wife is going to prove
too much for you!”

“B'ﬂt—'—”

The footballer was more bewildered
than ever.

“Listen!” said Nugent, walking acrass
the faded linoleum; and in low, tense
tones he outlined his scheme,

Tee Macker Lisrary.—No. 875.
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The Taunt !
Sﬂ'l‘U[HL‘.\.Y was a typieal November

dav, damp and ecold, but the
wretched weather made no differ-

ence to the high spirits of the
thousands of Villa supporters who
swarmed along  ore Street to  the

gpacions ground out at Bedwell Park.

The home club’s colours were very
much in evidence, manv “fans ™ sport-
ing black-and-white silk hats and enor-
mons rosettes, and the itinerant vendors
of coughdrops, fruil, and nuts were
doing o fine business. The proceedings
were further enlivened by mnusicians who
couldn't play and songsters who couldn’t
sing, whilst an immaculate nigger with
a thraaty voice seemed anxions to ex-
tract teeth at a penny a time. The gen-
tleman of colour sold tooth-powder as a
side line, whieh savs much for his busi-
ness actnen, e bad a pull both ways,
as it weere. r

The turnstiles started clicking mervily
a3 soon as the gates were opened, and
every inch of space secemed to  be
oceupied fully a quarter of an hour before
the advertizsed time for the kick-off.

Business was looking up with Storry-
dene Villa., and Jonas Teimble, a diree-
tor, was heaming he watched the
stemdy influx from the balcony of the
club-house.

“Hoppy's the drawing card,” he
declared, turning to Craggs, another
director—" Hoppy and young Voyee!”

Craggsz, i, taciturn individual,
nodded his big head.

“ And Sir Aubrey, 7 goop, wanted to
drop the kid!” he scoffed. _

Nobody—with the possible exception
of Craggs—lknew anything about a goop
or its habits, although a goop scemed
to be any person with whom the director
disagreed.

“We're going to slop that sort of
thing!” prowled Trimble, scowling
across at the portly baronet, who was
smoking a big cigar at the far cnd of
the balcony. “This isn't a one-man
show any longer. As for Nugent, the
puppy, he shouldn’t have becn signed
on in the first place. He can't kick a
ball

“That's so, Jonas,” apgread Craggs:
“and if we btould only get Tibbitt and
Grizele to back us up we'd heave the

il =

young monkey out on his neck! Is he
playing for the reserves to-day¥”
Trimble snorted.
“Not hkely!” he growled. “He's

pleased to stay at home and call himself
a [irst reserve! Ib strikes me that he'd
be better employed selling programmes
and chocolates, only he might make &
mistake with the change!”

“Reserve, is he?” grinned Craggs.

“Sure!” grunted Trimble.  “ But he
doesn’t stand an earthly chance of play-
ing, thank goodness! All our lads are
fit, and we shall have the same eleven
that beat Mersey Albion, unless some of
em get run over on their way up to the
ground.. Mister Nugent will take a back
seat to-day—and keep it! Iven old
Tippitt, who licks Sir Aubrey's boots, is
petting a bit fed-up with the young
bounder. Voyee 1s the kid for me!”

“Same here,” declared Crages, feeling
for his pipe.

Peter Vovee was the unknown youngs-
ter who had taken part in a trial match,
and had been asked to sign forms that
same evening ; and within a week he had
led the famous Btorrvdene club against
Mersev Albion, and had, in addition,
accomplished the hat trick.

This was something like a record, and
it at once became obvious that he was
a new force in football, an outstanding
personality, and the newspaper men
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searched feverizhly through their die-
tionaries for superlatives with which to
deseribe the new *star.”

Leaving school premalturely on account
of family mizfortunes, his father having
speculated unwisely on the advice of an
unserupulous  Anancier, the youngster
had tried to zettle down to clerical work
but he guickly found that he was stifled
within the four walls of an office. The
open air called insistently to him, and
he decided to try his lueck with Storvy-
done Villa, VFoothall was in lns blood,
and his wonderful display in the seratch
mateh had made an immediate impres-
sion upon the divectors. The unkowown
vouth was an undoubted * find.”

The one person who did riot welcome
the newecomer with open arms  was
Nugent Deasley Ailen, the manager's
san, and he did everything in his power
ta make his father serdd young YVovee
about s business, But  weight  of
opposition wenlb against Nugent, especi-
ally when it became obvious that he haid
a  personal  groevance against Voyee.
Peter, as a2 matter of fact, had been
Ailen’s fag at Rundle'z, but the nature of
their quarrels was not divaleed o Sir
Aubrey or the directors.

MNugent, mean-spirited and vindietive,
had done everythine in hiz power lo
make things uncomfortable  for Peter,
and his«jealous rage. had known no
bLHITIL‘IH ‘l-‘n.'IIIL"t'] 1'.]I|;_.'! THC {':{,"T]tl'lf'fﬂl'u'ﬂ]'[‘I ]"I:-.I.I:I.

scored three remarkable goals agamst
Mersey Albion,
Never missing  an opportunity  of

making himself objectionable. Nugent—
an objectionable younz man  at  any
time—found his cheap sneers and covert
zibes very poor weapons against  the
armonry of Peter Vovee!s habitual good-
humounr; vet most of the plavers realized
that the breaking-point was fast ap-
proaching. There would, they declared,
dawn a day when Peter’s snule would
freeze upon his lips, and 1t was then that
Nugent  Beasley Ailen would have to
look out for squalls. Peter, of course, was
a conuple of stones lighter than Nugent,
but he was in perfect condition; whilst
Atlen, on the other hand, was fHabby
and runming to fat,

As nsual. a quarter of an hour from
the kick-off found the dressing-room a
seene of antmation, for the plavers wero
like a erowd of schoolboys now they had
struck a winning streak. Nugent, =it
ting on a locker near the window, did
not add his harsh voice to the lLight-
hearted banter,

Leaning back, with folded arms, he
kept his frowning gaze upon  Peter,
hoping to emibarrass the voungster: and
the bhig fellow writhed as Peter econ-
tinned  to 1gnore his  very  presence.
Nugent reached that stage of pent-up
feeling where he wanted to do his enemy
a phvsical injury, and i1t was with this
end in mind that he opened fire,

Peter had ehanged, and was standing
in his footer rig, a magnificent specimen
of virile voung manhood: and his casy
demeanour, that subtle something that
ts breeding, taunted Nugent with the
fact that he, the son of a baronet, lacked

something that this “ common pro ™ pos- |

sessed,

A muttered expletive broke from
Nugent's thick lips, and he flushed hotly
as Peter turned to him with smiling
eV oS,

“There are times,” sail Nugent, being
deliberately  offensive, “when I should
like to remove that grin from vour face.”

The remark, nttered in a lowd voice,
rang through the room, and every eye
turned towards Ailen.

“And thore are fimes.,” remarked
Peter quietly, “when I wish you would
trv. "The present 15 one of them!”

The youngster was still smiling, but

the e¢lear  brown eves  had  become
strangely harvd, and the lean jaw was seq,
altering the whole expression  of the
face,

Peter Voyee looked dangeron= at that
moment, so Nugent DBeasley  Ailen
changed the subject,

“That was a wice little bt of Iuff von
had with you this morming, Vovce,” he
remarked, hiz bloated features twisting
into a coarse leer. “I've had myv eves
on her ever sinee 1 came dovwn from my
Varsiby !

Slowly, very slowly, the smile faded
from DPetec’s hips, amd his tanned face
wits absolutely expressionless as he looked
straight mto Nugent's hittle eyes,

“1I bep vour pardon,” he said, =peak-
ing very distinetly,

“1 samid that it was a nice bit of fluff
vou  had with vou this  moraing,”
repeated Nugent, “Brown  hair and
eves,  Pretty hitdle bit of goods!™

“And yvou've had yvouwr eves on her
ever =imee yvou wore kicked out of vour
Varsity ¥ asked Peter: and his taunt
went home, bringing angry blood {o the
other fellow’s face,

“You nmund vour own blamed busi-
ness!™ shouted Nugent,  looking as
though he would leap from his perch

aril  howl  Dbimscif  at  the grim-faced
youngstoer,
“T am.” sand Peter. * You see, that

rirl happens to be vy sister!”

Thoere was a ine shade of meaning in
the quietlyv-spoken words, and it was not
lost upon Nugent Atlen.,

“And what about it ?7 he demandad.
“Aren’t 1 pood enough to know her, the
davghter of a bankrupl ¥

“As a matter of fact,” answerced Peter
“vou're not !

A deep chuckle hroke from * efiy "
Iiebble, the giant back, and the sound
had anything but a soothing effect upon
MNugent Ailen. e swallowed hard, his
heady eyves pogeling from his head.

“Why—why, yvou penniless rotter, you
dare talk to me like that?” he shouted,
“You .

“You need a little talking to some-
times,” put in Peter quietly. * You're
not a fit person to know any girl, and
T'm not at all sure that T would intro-
duce you to a self-respecting hoa-con-
strictor ! The voungster became con-
idential.  * You know, Atlen, vou're a
most unpleasant type of fellow. There
15 something about you that leaves a
nasty taste i one's mouth, 1f vou can
get my meaning. Take yvour face, for in-
stance. T'hat 15 an offence, you know.
You're all right, because vou're behind
it: but—"

A shout of laughter echoed through
the dressingroonm; but Nugent, secated
by the open window, looked like o person
petrified,

“To return to your face—much as I
dislike doing  s0,”  continued Peter.
“(‘an nothing be done for 1t7 Why not
buy a mask? TYou've no consideration
for your fellow-men; you've——"

A howl of rage broke from Nugent, as
he prepared to leap from the top of the
locker, and the next moment a sponge
flashed through the air, caught him full
in the face, and sent him backwards;
and a shrick of fear rang out as his
legs shot upwards, and he disappeared
through the open window !

The Ruse!

T was but a short drop to the flower-
I bed, but Nugent Deasley Ailen
found no erumb of comfort nor con-
solation in the fact, Escaping with
nothing worse than a severe shaking,
although his immaculate smit was badly
soiled, he looked scarcely sane as he
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going to——**

Plop, plop ! !
thick with flying missiles,

fierce attack.

e

** Look out ! *’ roared Nugent in a blind fury.
The rest of the exclamation was lost
as a number of sponges whizzed through the air, Flop !
Plop, plop, plop ! ! ' The air became
Gasping and stuttering,
Nugent raised his hands and staggered before the :
(See this page.) ) J

(3] 1!“1

scrambled to his feet, and raced round
the clubbouse to the playvers’ entrance.
The terrvific kick he aimed at the door of
the dressing-room split one of the panels,

“TLook out!”™ he roared, rushing into
the room. “I'm going to kill—"

The rest of the bloodthirsty threat was
lnst as another soaked sponge whizzed
through the air and ecaught him full in
ithe mouth, sending his head back with
an unpleasant jerk; and that shot, fired
by Peter Voyce, was the signal for an
intensive bombardment,

Plop!

Plop, plop!!

Plop, plop, plop ! !!

The air became thick with flying
missiles, and the stuttering, infuriated
Nugent raised his hands and staggered
before the fierce attack.

Sponges to the right of him, sponges
to the left of him, they squelched and
they soaked him; sponges in his eyes,
sponges in his ears, they moistly pro-
voked him; and the laughter of foot-
bellers volleyed and thundered.

Nugent Ailen found it difficult to
balieve that there were =0 many sponges

in ‘the world, whilst the yelling players
wondered why the trainer had not
ordered another hundred dozen. Am-

munition was giving out, just when the
bombardment was at its height.

The attack was slackening off by the
time the din brought Sir Aubrey and
Spudge Dixon on the scene, and the
pompous baronet |halted in almost
comical amazement as his eves rested
npon the bedraggled figure of his
drenched offspring.

Sir Aubrey, in a moment such as this,
always jammed hiz gold-rimmed monocle
nto position.

“Nugent,” he said severely, * what
i5 the meaning of this?  Is this some
foolish joke on your part? You're not a
child now, yon know, and yon must curh
your high spirits!”

Nugent Deasley Ailen breathed hard,

Was it a foolizhi joke? Ile must curb
bi< high spirits!  And he was soakad to
the <kin !

stuitered.
“Do I look as though I've been enjoying
a joke, you old idiot?” he demanded
fiercely, grabbing his father by the lapel

“You—yon—you—"he

of his frock-coat and shaking him. “I've
been attacked—assaulted—and by these
roughs! I'll have the law on them!
You're a magistrate! You must give
them five years apiece! Do you hear?”

The question was superfluous, for
Nugent’s bellow could be heard outside
the clubhouse, where a crowd of in-
terested listeners had congregated.

“ Perfectly, iny boy,” answered Sir
Aubrey; and he glared up alt Spudge,
the elongated trainer. “This 15 no
occasion for ill-bred amusement, Dixon,”
he admonished. * Now—er—about this
note from Coyne——""

“Hang Coyne!” shouted
wildly. *What about me?”

“T will attend to you later, when—
said the baronet.

“But I shall catch
declared his moist son,

“You will do mnothing so incon-
siderate,” said Sir Aubrey severely.

It seemed extremely unlikely that a
person so pompous and self-important
could have a sense of humour, yet lis
remark- gent the players into shouts of
laughter.

The referce popped his head into the
room at this moment, and he also Jooked
in surprise at the scene that met his gaze.

“Are you fellows nearly ready?” he
asked, spluttering in an unofficial
manner as he caught sight of Nugent.

(2]

“You've got less than three minutes !

“Worry mnot, lad,” bade Spudge.
“Eleven handsome young Englishmen
will grace fthe sward i a malter of
seconds!  Avaunt! That's Latin for
‘HHop it "

Sir Aubrey, frowning at such levity,
turned to Hefty Hebble, the skipper of
the side.

“ Er—Hebble,” he sand, his manner
patronising, it seems that Coyne will
not he able to furn out this afternoon.”

The burly back looked =erions,

Nugent

¥1

cold and die!”

““Has anything happened to his wile,
sir?” he asked anxiously.

“T think not,” returned the baronet
shortly. * But that is beside the point.
Coyne, I understand, has had scarcely a
wink of sleep for the last few mghts, and
the doctor has warned him against play-
mg to-day. Coyne should have told us
before, of course, for he has cut things
very fine. We have but one reserve
available—Mr. Nugent—and he will play
in Coyne's place at ingide-right !”

Something very like a groan broke
from two or three of Hebble's men.

“Why not play ten meni” asked
Sceplre meaningly.

Nugent looked almost dangerous as he
clenched his fists and glowered at the
smiling winger.

“That's the sort of thing I have to put
up with, guv'nor !” he declared. *“ We'll
have a clean sweep of the wha}l}e bunch
r

before I'm through with them !

“ Meanwhile,” said Ilefty Hebble, “it
might be as well if you change. We're
due on the field in half a minute !”

Scowling and muttering, yet with an
exultant -thumping of his heart, Nugent

| Ailen strode across the dressing-room,

and commenced to divest himself of his
soaked clothing; and seldom did his
smouldering paze leave the stalwart,
brown-haired figure of Peter Voyce, His
ill-humour vanished as he shpped into
his black jersey, and there was an un-
pleasant gloating smirk upon his heavy
features as he prepared to follow the
other fellows out of the room. His
scheme of revenge was working like a
charm ; and Peter, glancing across at his
enemy, was puzzled at what he saw in
the depths of Nugent's eyea

“Fverybody ready?¥ asked Hefty
Hebble. * You all right, Ailen?”

“Of course I am!” grunted Nugent,
“ And—er—Hebble !”

“Hallo?”
The burly back was szcowling as he
swung round.
Tne Macxer LiBrary.—No. 8§75,
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“Kindly remember that I am © Mister’
Ailen to you fellows!"” said Nugent with
dignity.

“Then get a move on—Mister Idiot ™
prunted the skipper, and he strode away
down the corridor.

Under Cover of the Fog!

IIEAVY, brownish gloom en-
A velﬂp{:t.f the ground as IHebble
and his men trotted across the
cinder-track and took the field,
but the weather conditions were not bad
epough tfo depress the thousands of
“fans " who had parted with their pieces
of silver at the turnstiles.

“Villa! Villa ™

“Here they are!”’

“There’s Hoppy !
for Hoppy ! _ _

Hoppy Hawkins was the pgoalkeeping
genius whe had been with the Storry-
depe club for less than a fortnight.
Droppipg from the blue, as it were, he
hiad introduced himself as the greatest
eustodian_ of the age, and within a
matter of mindtes he had proved that he
‘I"I-':gtsk practically unbeatable between the
sticks,

A voungster of sixteen or so, with
sharp, biedlike features and bright eyes,
he was seldom seen without a green
Homburg*hat that was about three sizes
too lgrge for him; and the fact that he
had a" weoden leg rather added to his
bizarre apprarance,

His happy smile and masterly goal-
kecping  had quickly made him a great
favourite  with the Storrydene crowd;
and he now shared popularity with Peter
Vovee,

“Now, three of the best for young
Poter ! roared o clavion voice from the
grandstand.

Threo resounding cheers were given
with all the power of leathern lungs, and
the ground was still in a state of pan-
demonium — chattering rattles, tin
trumpets, and blaring bugles contribut-
ang their quota of ear-jarring sound to
the din—when the stentorian voice n
the grandstand again made itself heard,

“Blow me, lads, if that ain’t our little
Sizsy L

Red-faced - anid execited, the speaker
gtood up in his seat and pointed towards
Ailen,

Nugent DBeasley had been known as
Bizay since "his inept display against
Newcastle Athletiec, though why the
effeminate name should have been be-
stowed upon the illustrions son of Bir
Aubrey is a profound mystery that
nobody troubled to nnravel.

Sissy he was, and Sissy he would re-
main as long as he stayved in Storrydene,

Every eye in the crowd searched
through the light- mist for the some-
what obese figure of Nugent, and a
moment later a shower of questions and
remarks broke out from all sides:

“What do YOU want, Sissy?”

“Got your knitting with you, Sissy?”'

“Where's old Coyne?”

“What have you done with Coyne,
Hefty "

Three of the best

Strange though it may seem, Nugent:

showed no signs of displeasure at receiv-
ing such a hostile reception. e mevely
thruzt his hands deep into his pockets
and smirked, and his hittle eyves were still
upon the well-knit figure of Peter Voyce
as he strolled across the turf.

Coming up with the referee, he ad-
dressed the official in the patronising
manner he adopted towards soeial
inferiors,

“What do you make of the weather,
Morecroft ?” he asked.
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Morecenoft raised an anxious face to

the sky and gazed round.
“It wouldn’t surprise me if we had to
abandon the game later on,” was his

verdict. “It looks as though we're .in
for a pig of a fog. DBut I hope I'm
wrong !

“S8o do I, old man,” smiled Nugent.
And he lied.

Another deafening outburst of cheer-
ing announced the fact that the visitors
had taken the field, and the sky cleared
as Berrington led, his men across the
einder-track. Ironside looked a very
trim erowd in their red jerseys and white
kniclters, and the first thing that struck
the speetators was the uniform- height
and build of the eleven. The average
football team is made up of all shapes
and sizes, but there was not a man In
the visiting side that was a shade under
five feet eleven in height.

Ironville had been dubbed the “Team
of Giants,” and mnot without good
reason,

The teams, according to the official
programme, would line up as follows :

Storrydene Villa—DBlack jerseys, white
knickers,

Goal: Hawkins. DBacks: Grace,
[1ebble,  Half-backs: Denning, Thirl-
boy, Craye. Farwaxds: Sceptre, Coyne,
Voyes, Noyle, Dattle.

Ironville United—Red jerseys, white
knickers,

Goal: Berrington. Backs: Harrop,
Lloyd. Half-backs: Coward, Cross,
Brand. Forwards: Cohn, Page, Smith,

Cole, Corner. _

. There was only.one change, of course,
Nugent, Ailen playing in place of Coyne
at inside-right.

There was little in the toss for choice
of ends, for the air was very still—too
still thought many weather prophets in
the erowd. Luck was with Derringtom,
however, and the Ironville supporters re-
garded the ineident as o good omen,

“Well done, Jack!”

Jack Berringon, a big, imperturbable,
smiling giant, was a great favourite with
the folk from Ivonville .way. Fven the
most trying situation failed to  flurey

hitn, and he remained cool and smiling )

=

during the hottest bombardment, 1t
was rumoured fhat he would be
“capped 7’ this scason, but the prospect
of “keeping V' for England did not scem
to disturb his serenity of mind,

Taking up his position between the
sticks, he pulled his cap over his eyes,
and lounged easily against an upright,

and even when the ball went. out tﬂ"|

Sceptre, and the winger beat Cohn and
Coward in turn, the smiling glant re-
fained his unconcerned attitude. Idaw-
ing tricked the left-half, Sceptre sprinted
off down the line in characteristic
fashion, his head thrust forward, his
arms extended, and a wild yell broke
from the Villa supporters when the out-
side man shot off at a tangent, out-raced
Harrop, the back, and took a terrific
drive at goal.

Dropping to his knees, Berrington
rathered the ball in his great arms,
weighed it in his right palm, and then
threw it out to Brand. And the right-
half, getting his fair head to it, sent it
out to Corner. Tall and thin, with a
mop of black hair that had a trick of
falling over his eyes, the winger took
the pass on the run, and set off towards
the home goal, and Craye, shooting
along the turf with outstretched leg,
just  managed to push the ball off
Corner’s foof.

Taking the throw-in, the half-back
placed  the ball perfectly, and Peter
Vovee, with a elever overhead kick, sent
leather soaring clean across the

ground to Beeptre. And Sceptre was

the corner Aag.

‘almost mad with jubilation.

ready for the pass. Coward, who was
following the Hect-footed winger like a
shadow, was tricked for the second time
in a matter of minutes, and again a wild
vell broke from the Storrydene fans as
their man went away down the line, his
feet twinkling as he ran,

“Up, up, UP!” roared thousands of
voilces, hoarse with excitement; and
then a sudden silence reigned as Harrop
and the winger raced neck and neck for
Pulling up with a jerk,
Sceptre tried to bluff the back, but a
burly leg shot out and the ball went
over the line,

“ Corner "

The shout was like a thundervelap, and
the referee pointed to the flag.

“Now then, boys!”

“Let's hear from you!”

The crowd of players in the gofilmouth
looked eager and expectant as they
watched Sceptre give the ball a twist
with his fingers, and a hush settted over
tho ground when the winger, having
taken three jerky hops, swung his foot.

Boomph !

Sailing gracefully through the air, the
leather swerved in flight, and a fitful
gust of wind, coming from nowhere,
caught it in speetral fingers and earried
it past Berrington's outstretched hands,
A moment later the ground was rock-
ing with a tumult of sountd.

Seceptre had scored from a corner kick,

T U‘ﬁﬂl II‘]‘

“ Well done, lad1”

The Storrydene “fans ™ were not in
the habit of concealing their emotions,
and on the present occasion they went
1 ‘Hats and
caps soared into the air like o mass of
crows, and the grand-stand seemed to
tremble with the thunderous volume of
Fﬂ]lll‘ld;

The only player who did not grip the
flushed winger by the hand u*mﬂgﬂﬁgent
Ailen, the passenger; but he was wear-
ing a smug smile as he strolled up the
field.  The crowd was quick to notice
this attitude, and many were the personal
remarks that were hurled at the young
I,

“Hi!l When are we going to hear
from you, Sissy?"

“Pull your socks up!”

“It is strange,” remarked Nugent,
falling into step with the referee, *“that
the lower orders are never happy unless

they are being impertinent to their
betters!”
Morecroft, a hard-bitten, pgrey-faced

man, looked down at the speaker from
his superior height.

“Really?”’ he said, raising his eve
brows. *“I'm very fond of the fans, and
if there is one individual I dislike it is
the incompetent amateur who gets inko
first-class football through influence., |
understand that you play such a fellow—
a purse-proud young bounder with the
manners of the pigsly—""

He did not n'r'rii-;fl his remark, for
Ailen, red-faced and fuming, had faded
away, wondering whether Moreeroft had
gone out of his way to be rude,

“Common cad!” muttered Nugent.

Pheep |

Touching the ball to Cole, Smith
darted forward and snapped up the gquick
return, and he was a very surprised
young man when Peter Voyee took the
leather off his toe, passed to Noyle, and
started a three-handed passing move
ment. It was clever work that be-
wildered Cole and Drand, and Lloyl
looked somiewhat worried as the three
forwards swept down the field, carrying
all before them,

Short-passing is always a pretly sight
to wateh, but Lloyd probably had his
own views upon the matier at that



EVERY
MONDAY.

— —

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

PRICE g
TWOPENCE, 2

]

'Shaking like a person with the ague, Ailen was led off
came fo a halt, ‘the terror-stricken prisoner looked down and fou
And at his feet—so near that he could have kicked it—was an empty coflin,

(See page 26.)

the path and guided info the heart of the coppice. When the party
nd that he was standing upon the edge of a yawning abyss.

““0oooh ! ** gasped Nugent in terror.

moment., Rushing at Batile, he was just]
oo lale to inlercept a pass to Noyle,
and Noyle, timing the back’s second rush
to a fraction of a second, pushed the
leather along the grass to DPeter Voyce.
And Peter. standing on the edge of the
penalty area, did not hesitate, Taking
a first-time shot, he sent the ball crashing
againzt the erossbar; but he made no mis-
lake as he caught the sphere on the
rebound.

Boomph !

Berrington was seen to leap acroes the
roalmouth—but he leapt in vain. The
hall was already twirling in the back of
the net, and Storrydene Villa were two
poals up.

A brownish haze was creeping over the
sround when the players lined up for the
resumption of hostilities, and hfitful gusis
of wind plaved tricks with the ball when-
gver it was lifted,

The early reverse put the visitors on
heir mettle, and it was obvious that they
meant to thrust their way through the
gpposition, relying upon their superior
weight to sweep everything before them.
Their tactics were scrupulously fair, how-
ever, even though two or thres of the
home players were senl staggering.

It was a human avalanche that
descended upon Hoppy Hawkins, and for
a full minute he was called upon to deal
with rasping shots from all angles; yet
his quiet smile was in evidence all
throngh the ordeal. Hopping aboul be-
neath the crossbar, he ueed his bony
fists with perfeet  judgment, and he
thought he had a ehance of easing the
pressure by throwing the ball out to
Nugent Ailen, who was standing apari
fromn the mass of players that seethed
ronnd the goalmout il.

voared lhe

MGet rid of it, Sissy!
Storrydene fans. And Nugent, ln.ainu"]
his head, kicked blindly, lashng ouat

with all the power of his foot. It wae a
magnificent shot, and it gave Iloppy
Hawkins not a ghost of a chance; and
Nugent, grinning smugly, had scored his
first goal of the scason.

But he had netted for
United !

What the home team’s supporters said
to Nugent need not be recorded in eolid
print, but the fact remains that they
were obviously displeased with  him.
Shouts, hot and ﬁlll]lﬂllrnlls. were hurled
at him from all sides, but he was
brazenly unrepentant as he turned on his
heel and strolled away towards the
centre,

Nena of the players spoke to him, bul
a homicidal light burned in the eyes of
Hefty -Hebble, his skipper.

The light was getting worse. a
brownish vapour creeping up from the
north in waves, and to Berringion,
lounging against a goalpost,. Girace and
Hebble looked like phantoms. Hawkins,
in the Villa goal, was blotted out.

Mr. Moreeroft looked anxions as he
placed the whistle to his lips, and scarcely
had Peter Voveo put the ball in motion
than a curlain of brown fog descended
and swallowed the players up.

A shout of surprise and laughier went
up from the crowd—a shoui that was
hollow and eeried; and faintly came the
voices of the plarers, calling each other
by name,

The whole thing was uneanny,
myslical, and the footballers were
groping their way towards the grand-
stand, when the air was split with a loud
report.

Crack !

It was the unmiztakable seund of a
shot, and at that second the curlain of
fog lifted, vevealing the outstretched
form of Peler Voyce, a rivulet of blood
irickling from his forchead,

Tronville

Peter's Idea !
N ATURE was in playful mood that

afternoon, for scarcely did ehe

reveal the still form of Peter

Voyce than the curtain of foyg
descended once miore, blotling out the
whale seene from the wild eyes of the
erowid,

The damp air was vibraiing with
shouts, of course, and a thunder of feet
<hook the turf as hundreds of people
vaulted the barriers and raced across the
Frass,

“Young Voyce has been shot!”

“Iv's muorder !

The Lragic words passed from lip to lip,
and an ugly snarl drifted through the
brown fog.

Heblble and Thirlboy were beside
Peter, and they lost no lime in lifting
him and carrying him towards the club-
housge, being guided solely by instinet and
Spudge Dixon's roar of *This way!
This way, Helty 1"

Once in the dressing-room, Ieter was
placed tenderly upon a hench; and he
opened his eyes and smiled wanly as tho
door was thrust open and the doclor
bustled into the room.

Dr. Mace was gruff and sarcastie, bub
he was a man who knew his job.

“ITallo!” he grunted, glaring down ab
Peter's pale face.  ** What have you been
up tod What do you mean by gettuing
chot1”

A swift examinalion followed, and he
shook his tousled head,

“Warm  waler, somebody!’" s
snapped, “There’s nothing to worry
about.  Might have been worse—muca
worse, What happened, young man?”

He put the question as he commicnced
to bathe the youngster's forehead.

Trar MaaNeT Lisrany.—Ne. 673
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“Y don't know exaclly,” confessed

Peter. “The fog came down, and I
stood quite still, and then I heard some-
one walking towards me. I said, ‘Is
that you, Noyle?' and a moment later I
think I saw a flame. Anyway, I didn"
know anything more until I came to just
I-'uw-ll'

The doctor pursed his thin lips.

“H'm! Strange—very,” he grunted.
“You've no idea whe was near you, [
suppose "’ )

It so happened that Peter was gazing)
straight at Nugent Ailen at that
moment, and he saw the fellow give a
slight start.

“No,” he answered, after an age-long]
pause; and his eyes were still upon
Nugent.

The referee, anxious and worried,
joined the group, and he heaved a sigh{
of relief when he heard that nothing
really serious had happened.

“But,” said Dr. Mace grimly,
might have been murder!”

Poter was strangely pale as he sat up,
yet he was very calm for a young mnan
who had .escaped death by a hair's-
breadih.

“Are we going to carry omnf"
asked.

The referee shook his head.

“*No; the fog won't lift again,” he
answered. “I have abandoned the
game. You don’t realise it, voung
Voyce, but you've had a prettv bad
shaking, so I suggest that you run off

"it

he

avooomam PP AT

- TELL ALL YOUR PALS
ABOUT THIS WONDER-
FUL OFFER, AND

imw&&aﬂamm
home and get to bed. You'll be fit
again in the morning.”

“You're right—quite right,” said the
doctor. “One of you fellows see him
home.”

*“ But——" began Peter.

“You'll do-as I say!” snapped the
doctor testily. “You ecither go to bed
or else I put you on the sick list for

a month! Whal's it to be?”
“I'l go to bed, sir,” said DPeter
meekly.

Hebble, Sceptre, Thirlboy, and Hoppy
Hawkins accompanied the youngster to
the little house in Park Villas, and there
did not appear to be much the matter
with the youngster as he and the other
players sat down to a “high tea.” Cold
meat, pickles, and bread and cheese
vanished like dew before the sun, and
no sooner was the hearty meal at an
end than Peter rose and smiled round
al his guests.

“1 promised SBawbones that I'd go io
bed,” he said,- “but I didn't say for
how long, so.I think I'll turn in for
half an hour!”

A shout of laughter broke from the
others.

“Then we'd better clear off,” said
Hefty Hebble.

“By no means!” returned Peter. I
want you all to come upstairs and sit
round the patient’s bed! I've got some-
thing I want to get off my chest!”

True to his promise, Peter slipped
between the sheets, but he appeared io |

be a very robust invalid as he addressed
the grinning pros.

He put a sudden guestion,

“Who do you think fired that shot?”-
he asked,

“Nugent Ailen!? said Hebble, with-
out a second’s hesitation.

“It seems a bit thick to aceuse him
off-hand,” remarked Thirlboy, “wet I
wouldn't mind betting that he's at the
bottom: of the dirty business.  Voyce 13
the blue-oved boy with everybody “else!”

“I agree with you fellows” said
Hoppy, his eager, birdlike face rather
Alushed, *“But the thing is—how are we
going to prove 1t?"

“I'll tell wyou,” snid Peter readily.
“Lend me your pretty pink ears!”

Peter spoke for less than a minute,
but the end of that period found Hefty
Hebble and his friends convulsed with
laughter,

“All we require is an orange-box,”
said Peter,

“T'll fake that.,” grinned Hebble.
“My fathers a carpenter.”

Buried Alive!

HE last stroke of twelve was still
reverberating wupon the chilly
night air when Nugent Beasley
Ailen groped his way down the

T

-

H.M.S,

steps of the. Storrydene Sporting Club
and set off through the brown fog. The
unsteady manner in which he tacked his
way along the wet pavement suggested
that he had been imbibing too freely.
Nugent was the type of young man who
thought it very clever to order.a large
whisky-and-soda with a lordly “air, and
on this particular evening—it was the
evening  following the game against
Ironside VYilla—he had insisted wupon
buying drinks for anybody who would
be bored with his company. The in-
evitable had happened, of course, for
Nugent had crossed the narrow line
that divides sobriety and the other
thing.

The fact that the pavement rocked be-
neath his feet did not seem to worry
the young “bleod ™ in the least, and
there was a snatch of song upon his lips
as he reached the massive iron gates of
Dene Lodge, his father's mansion. The
Lodge stood in its own grounds, and
Nugent had to walk up a Mdong drive in
order to reach the set of rooms that
had been.furnished for his private use.

Fuddled thongh he was, he seemed to
have no difficulty in finding his way
through the fog; but he had the fright
of his life when a number of phantom
figures loomed up through the mist and
threw themselves upon him.. '

Par v el B L Ly
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Nugent,

Ile tried to shriek, and foflnd that he
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could mnot articulate, and a second later
a gag was thrust between his tecth, his
arms were bound, and a sack was
dropped over his head and shoulders.

Groaning feebly, he shuddered, for he
had a horror of sufforation.

“Struggle,” hissed a terrible voice,
“Inn-:l we'll fll you with lead!  Get
that?”

Shaking like a person with ague,
Nugent Ailen was led off the path and
guided into the heart of the coppice,
and he was almost paralvsed with Tear
when the sack was whipped off lus head
and he was able to get a glimpse of his
captors.

Standing in the light of a small
torch, the fgures would have .struck a
shaft of terror into the stoutest heart,
for they were dressed in smocks and
cowls, the eye-slits in the cowls being
rimmed with scarlet.

And Nugent, in his terror, thought
of blood !

But that was not all, for the horror-
stricken young man looked down and
found that he was stunding upon the
cdge of a yawning abyas—and at his
feet, so near that he could have kicked
it, was an empty coffin!

Everything was. ominously still; the
whole universe seemed to slumber; and
the flickering torch flung eerie shadows
in the brown fog.

“To-night,” said a gruff voice, ter-
rible, sepulchral, * you die!™

A wheezing gasp broke from Nugent

Var Wi S B Y

GIVE YOUR FAVOURITE
PAPER A TRIAL!
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as the rag was jerked from his mouth,
and he would have fallen had not
strong hands gripped him roughly.

“But—but—why——"

His voice was a whisper, his face a
tragic mask.

“An eye for an eve,  a tooth for a
tooth, a life for a lhife!” chanted the
sepulchral voice. * Peter Vovee—"

“But—but I didn't do it!” breathed
reat beads of cold perspira-

tion standing out on his narrow Fnre-
bead.” “ He—he didn't die!™

“That was no fault of vours!” de-
clared the voice. “You shot 1o kill,
gnd therefore yon must die! Do you
nfimit your gult?”

“Yes! No! I—I—"

Nugent Ailen was scarcely sane at
that moment.

“You admit?”

“Yes! Yes! Anything!” cried the
wretched Ailen, his staring eyes upon
the coffin., I didn't mean it! Have
mercy ! This is murder—murder!”

He of the sepulchral voice made an
almoat  imperceptible sign, and ten
seconds later Nugent Deasley  Ailen
was stretched out in the coffin, his face
a ghastly sight 1n the yellow flame of
the smoking torch.

“Lower the body!” commanded the
leader.

Silently, slowly, the coffin and its
petrified occupant were dropped into

e — e —
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the depths, and Nugeni did not resaim
the pewer of speech wntil the shock of
landing jarred- every hone and nerve
in his body. :
“1t’s murder-—cold-blooded murder '™
he shrieked, fighting madly to free him-
self of the ropes that bound him.

“Listen!™ said he of the sepulchral
voice, standing on the edge of the abyss
and  locking  dawn at  the horrified
vietini,  ““This  meorning, when the
blood-red sun rises over the hills, we
shall  return to complete our work!
To-Jay at dawn we shall cover your
vold beady with purifying earth! Yon
will be no more, Nugent Beasley Ailen!
The miracle may happen, however, and
vou may escape, for the Brothers of
the Crimson Triangle are not without
merey ! You will find a knife in the
bhottom of your coffin!  And now mark
well the words of the Brotherhood of
Vengeanee! Should you escape frem
your hving lomb, you arve advised not.
io come within a thousand miles of
storrydene, for as sure as you do so
you will dic! We have spoken ™

- L] L] L] L]

Pawn broke cold and chilly, but ne
hleod-red sun peeped over the hills,
And neither did the Brothers of the
Crimson Priangle loom up throveh the
sk,

Perhaps they guessod (hat the oranpe-
hox was empty!

THE END.

(Don’t wmiss next Monday's sensationel
feng  complete  footer stary, by this
puplar auther, The raseal, Nugent
Beasiey Ailen, iz introduced in fresh
witige, with a mesk to corver lis bloated
Fruturez!  Look awl for the title: “ The
Stardight BoysI” and he prepaved  for
sunmeething ewtra gaud.)

—_—

THE YANISHED VENTRILOQUIST.

(Cowtinucd fram page 20,)

Nugent, “*H the silly ass had had the
sense ol o bunony rabbit he wouold have
faced the music and got it over.”

“Yes, rather!”

Harry Wharten & Co. came dovwn from
the box-roomn.

The mystery of the vanished ventrila-
quist was a mystery no longer. In ien
ninutes or less all Greyfriars knew that
Billy Banter was back—ihat he had been
found hiding in the House and had never
breen outside Greyfriars at all.

It was an amazing discovery, and it
wis diseussed up and dewn UGreylriars
with greal excitement. The next ttem
on the programme, as the Bounder ex-
pressed it, was the flogging—long e-
ferred, but bound to comne off now,

But the school, rather to their sur-
prize, were not summoned to. Big Ilall
to witness an execution. Neither was
Gosling sent for to the Tlead’s study.
There was infenze curiosity to know
what was geing on  in that study.
A crowd ef fellows rathered at the end
of the Head s corridor to wait for Bunter
to appear. Skinner, in a venturesone
meod, crepd as lar along as the Head's
doar, and returned with the imformaiion
that the beak was going hot and strong.

The Head’s door opened at last.

Billy Bunter came out.

e walked dawn the
jauntily.

A crowd of fellows surrounded him at

corridor quite

ance. Curiosity was at burning-point
Friwy .

* Buntep——->»"

Buonter smuled.

“I'm let o the Hogging, hecause
'I_.'!

“ Because what

“BHecause ' osacked.)”

“Hacked 1 velled the Removites,

Bunter nodded calmly,

“¥es. The 1lead says that what I've
done is too serious to be punished by a
Hogging,” he said cheerily., 8o no's
sacked me instead,  See®”

The juniors stared at Bunter,

“macked M said the Bounder, “And
you—you—you don’t mind?”
“No jolly fear!” said Bunter. “1'm

fed-up with Greyfriars! 1 shalk get iny
pater to zend me to a better school than
this——"

“Why, you checky Owl——"

“And I hope T shall meet a more
tlocent  set of fTellows,” said Bunter.
“Clouldn’t change much for the worze,
anyhow 17

“Wha-a-at 7

“Sorry for you chaps, sticking here
grinding lessons, while I'm poing hoimme:
to-morrow morning ! chuckled Bunter.

And the Owl of the Remore rolic
on, leaving the juniors almost speechless,
Fellows had.been “sacked ™ from Grey-
friars before; hut certainly ne hapless
victim of that severe sentence had cver
before taken it like this! But Billy
Bunter’s powerful mtellect moved 1 ils
own mysterious way, tls wonders to per-
form. And that evening one of the most
cheerful faces at Greyfriavs was that of
Willtam George Bunter—umnder senten:e
of the “sack.”

THE END,

(Ml Buwter has wob yel shalben the
et of Greyfroers from his fect, Tleros
i deltale heap of fun in stare for yuw,
hefore W, 6. B “haps 00,7 Mind yuu
read e Bunking of Bunter! '—next
wech's eipping seltaul stary.)
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ENGINEERING FOR BOYS

Any boy can build this model of a Shipyard Gantry with Meccano. All the Strips, Rods, Pulley-Wheels,

- can build hundreds of models with Meccano and they will be just like real machines. No study is required to
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build with Meccano.: full instructions are included with

A every Outht. ANY TOY SHOP WILL SHOW YOU
s A MECCANO OQUTFIT OR GET ONE FOR YOU.

fl Meccano Improves Every Year

The new parts recently added widely ex-
tend the application of Meccano and make
possible hundreds of newand bettermodels.

' f Gear-Wheels, and other engineering parts are included in a Meccano Outfit, ready to be put together. You
a
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A new and splendidly
illustrated book, telling
of all the good things that
from
land, willbesentpostfree
to those boys who show
this advertisement to 3
Send us their
names and addressesto-
gether with your own.

ownname for reference.

MECCANO LIMITED,
BINNS RD. LIVERPOOL

Ask your dealer to show .you samples.

Free to Boys

Meccano-

35 after your

The MaoxeT FaBramy. —No, 875,



EVERY
28 MONDAY.

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

PRICE
TWOPENCE.

YOURS for

GENT'S LEVER

=\ WRISTLET WATCH

AS ILLUSTRATID.

¢i A REMARKABLE BARGAIN

Handsome, Gent's sizo Lever Wristlet Waich,
compiete with leather strap. Best quality
polished Nickel Silver-finished Case. Luminous

ands and Trial to see time in the dark.

S g * arefully adjinsted kever Movement, Jowelled
%. | 'i,:-' k Balauce, warranted For 5 yenrs, I-_.u:_l. Terme.,
T iR

S o OUR UNEQUALLED TERMS.
= L . ; o L

ﬁ"_ﬁ'ﬁbg—- S0 sure are we ‘that you will be more than

e B ¥ delighted willh this handsowe Walch, that we

gand (b post paid dpon reeetpd of Gde only.

i After receipt you send 1/6 more, and the
(& babanee by instalments of 25 per month until
: caly 18/- is paid. Price, full cash with arder,
or balanee within T days of recelpt, 156/= only.
i Beduced feom 25/-, Cash relueoced willingly
L) : if pot absolubely salisfied and Wateh s retturged

: s within 7 days. Send F.O. or stamps at
onee Lo—

SIMPSONS (BRIGHTON), Ltd,

QUEEN’'S ROAD, BRIGHTON, SUSSEX.

{Dept. 663), D4,

JOIN THE ROYAL NAVY
AND SEE THE WORLD.

THE FINEST CAREER FOR BRITISH BOYS.

Boys are now wanted for the Seaman Class (from
which selections are made for the Wireless Telegraphy

and Signalline Branches). Ages 16¢ fo 17 yars.
Men are also required for

STOKERS - - - Age 18 to 25
ROYAL MARINE F'I}REES - - w ¥ 4y 23

GOOD PAY. -~ - ALL FOUND.
EXCELLENT EHA.HEEE- OF PROMOTION,.

Apply h;.r'[ﬂunrm the Becruiting Stafl Officer, R.2. & B .M., 55 Whitehall,

London, 8. W:1.: "1, Covantry Hoad, Birmingham: 121, Victoria Stroet,

]]rl.sm.. cED, Ilmnmata Manchester; 116, Hye Huil Newcastle-on-Ty¥no;
or &, Washtngtom Perracd. Queen’s Park, Southampton.

HEIGHT COUNTS

in winning success, - Let the dirvan System increase
your height, Wonderful results. Send P. C. for par-
ticulars and our £100 guarantee to Enquiry Dept.,
AMP., 17, Stroud Qreen Road, Loedon, N. 4.
etc.—Parcels, 2/8, /4. Ventriloguist's

MAEIGTHIGKS; Instrument. Invisible. Imitate Birda.

Price Hdteath. 4forl/-.—T.W.Harrison, 288, Pentonville Rd., London, N.1.

FI’L"MS A F'HEE § —Our Bpecial Sampls Plece CINEMA FPILM,

with BIG BARGAIN LISTS, FREE to all scnd.-
ing 24d. ahmn for post and pkg.—A. E. MAXWELL, George St.,

Hasztings.

11 TOOLS in Case

Balea Price
(Postage 3d.)

This Handsome GCase with 11 usefu! Tools, including Hammer,
alao Free Gift of Pocket Knife with 2 blades. The log l*d
Send P. {} 1/6 to-day! Xmas Novelty Catalogue Free!

THE LEEDS BARGAIN CO. (U.J.), 31, Kendal Lane, Leeds.
LUSHIN SELF-CONSCIOUSNESS,
U SHYNESS, TIMIDITY.

Simple T-day Permanent Home Cure for mLin:r 58X, N0
Auto suggestion,” deild, ete. Write-at once, mention “M.G,,
and get full puﬂr‘ul.nlﬁ quite FREXR privat-&ly‘

U.J.D., 12, All Saints Road, 5T. ANNES-OMN-SEA.

cuwnuv FILMS Lateat Comica, 100 ft. 1/3, post free. Com-
¥ plete sulyects from 5/-"per reel. Stamp for

Sales, Hire, and Exchange Lists . —FILM EXCHAKGE, 11, Bargate, Lincoln,
FHEE FUH I—-".fcnt.rir-:nnum{s’ Instrumenls piven "Free to all
gending Td. (P00 for Sample Trick and New

Ilustrated List of Magic Tricks, Novelties, ete.— P, FEARING, Travancore,
Seafield Road, Colwyn Bay. (Large Parcels of Magic Tricks, EfE and &5/- j
Cure yourself as I did. Par-

ST“P STA-MMEHIHG! tienlars Free —FRANEK B.

HUGHES, 7, SOUTHAMPTON ROW, LONDON, W.C.1.

STAMP COLLECTOR'S OUTFIT
I AND 60 DIFFERENT sTamps X o s Joi

Triangmars, British Colopials. Just request approvels

LISBEURN & TOWNSEND, Londdn Road, leerpoul.l

HN

Make boxes, pipe racks, phote frames,
and so on in your spare time. It's a
delightful hobby — one which earns

you pocket money without much
trouble. Get a Hobbies Qutht and
start rnight away. They are complete

from 4/- te 57/6, fmd ree designs are
given every week with Hobbies.

YOU SHGULD] Get this Catainguei

READ
HOBBIES Eﬂ-ﬁ! 640 d:ff_l:rnntfdgngnu
EVERY WEEK I E?ﬁm:ng:u. %1.:]?[?0 i;l::.tes.-
PRICE 2d. trations. Price 9d. or
WEDNESDAY.y__ 1/ »ost free.

Send for a specimen Hobbies
and  free illustrated lists,

HOBBIES LIMITED,

Dept. 34, Dereham, Norfolk.

The name of nearest Branch or Agent
sent upon receipt of postcard.

ITh-l.‘.l'ﬁ are 22 pastimes lhnwnl

AIEI

buys a soperbly made No. 300A Mead
Gramophone with beautifully coloured giant i

oak case and 40 tunes. 300 Model 37/8 cash 1y
= Lo record bayers. Carriage paid. 10 Days'

Trial, Exquisitely inlaid Table Grands and
cichly carved mahagany Floor Cabinet maodels
ar WHOLESA FACTORY PRICES.

"1 Write for art catalogue. -
'ea. Co. (De pt.ﬂﬂ-}uﬂirnﬁnnlmm-

DON"T BEE EULILIED
Special offer, TWO ILLUS. SAMPLE LESSONS from
my Complete Course on JUJITSU for four penny
gtamps, or a Large 1llus. Portion of Course for I.O.

3/6. Jujitsu is the best and simplest science
r.uf gelf -deferrre and attack ever invented.
g Learn to take care of yourself under ALL
circumstances. SEND NOW. (l2st. 20 years.)

UETAWARA ¥ (Dept. A.P.}, 10, Queensway, Hanworth, Feltham, Middlesex

GREAT NEW GAMES

“POPSKIT'" muakes a fascmntmg
appeal to boys of all ages. No more
dull ETt‘TIiIIg.E- Invaluable for train-
ing the eye. Strongly built gun, with
captive missile, best turned skittles,
and rules., boxed complete. The hest

indoor game extant, Absolutely
harmless.

Ko.1 .. a as’ @)=

No. 2 {HITJH”EI' fu:c} s .. 3lg

W POPSNOOKA,"

the wonderful game of skill, 8/6, post [ree.

FRANK CLARKE, g, WHITTALL STREET; EBIRMINGHAM.
Be sure o address " GCAMES™ Department.

GHOUSE ?5 STAMPE FHEE sent with BLUE

LABEL APPROVALS Azk "for GQift Xo. 1 and send Poslage. —
B. L. CORYXN, 10, "n"..l'l-'r Crest, Whitstable, EKent,

HEIGHT INCREASED :.42 i it ariiutesy, droen

. CLIVE, 8, Seafieid Road, Colwyn Iliw [I’:u'trca.. testimonials, stamp.]

CUT THIS OUT

i The Magnet.' PEN COUPDN. Value 2d.

HBemd T ool these coupons with only 2/9 direct to the Fleet Pen Co.,
119, Flect Street, E.C. 4. You will receive by refurn a splendid British-
nade 1der, Gold-Nibbed Fleet Fountain Pen, valve 1006 {(fins, medivm, or
broad nib), If only one cowpon ig'sent the price-is 3/9, 2d. wing allowed
r-ench extea coupon wp o 6. [ Pocket Clip, 44d.) Satisfaction guaranteed
er cash returned.,  Special New Ofer—Your own name in gill letters
co cither pon for 1/- extra.

Lever Self-Filling Model with Safety Cap, 2/- extra,
15 11-23

Tromlarge packet




