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HARRY WHARTON LETS THE “CAT” OUT OF THE CUPBOARD!

(An unexpectéd development in this week's magnificent 25,000 word school story of Harry Wharton & Co.
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ANOTHER WONDERFUL FREE GIFT NEXT WEEK, BOYS'

BOEVER aims to lead nmst be a ittle

: hit better than those under him,

' Euﬂiu{fr this, the Adminiralty, when

they ormed  destroyers  jate

flotillas, or litthy independent pOUIAGTONS,

provided as fAotilla leaders wvesscls that were

larger and fastef  than the erft that
would ba attached to them. Of these
lepders  H.M.S.  Speneer, which is  com-

manded by Captain Eric Robinson, V.U, i3 a
typical example. As thé leaders are only a
barger kind of destroyer the differenees that
mark them off from the gencral run of the
destwyer classes are not readily apparent
to the untrained eye. Moreover, the fotilia

loadters thewselves do not conform strictly to
one puttern, thoueh the variations are not so
important that they matter greatly, A
description of one gives an adequate idea of the
whole lot.

For the zake of homogeneity, warships are
nswally built in “ classes " or batches con-
raiming several of precisely the same design,
By this method uniformity is oblained so that
& aumber of ships all of the samo
speed and fighting capacity can
be brought together in a squadron
whera they will “all work as
wpe.* This gives certain taetical
sdeantages  over 4 squadron

#sdeiadeirieiototeieieteds

NEXT MONDAY’S
PROGRAMME!

WORTH FRAMING!

LOYAL chum from Stockport writes
“ap enthusiastic letter in appreciation
af the first of the Mia¥Ner Free

™ Plates. “It's a beauty,’”” he says,

s gpd I shall certainly frame it and put it

nn the wall of my deni” Splendid? M)

Stoekport friend will be more enthusiastic

tham cver when he has collected the com-

piete et of Art Plates, and the walls of bis
dem will arouse the admiration and envy of
olb his pals. These wonderful MAGNET Art

Pletes are golng to make a lasting impres-

siem npon my thousands of loyal chums.

They're the best—nothing cheap or shoddy

abont them, MAGNET readers are accustomed

tn the best, and they bave it. Just think
of i, boys! Twelve Gorgeous Photogravure

Platea, each ope a more perfect specimen of

wiat the modern photographer can do than

its predecessor, each one a real pleture in
itself, each ome bearing full testimony to the
pride and csteem in which Your Editor
regards his loyal ehun® and the desire guit-
ably to show his appreciation of their eflorts.

SPREAD THE NEWS!

Here's your chanee, boys, to do the old
VAGNEY a “ hit of good.®  Tell your friends
about these superh Free Qifts; give them an
idea of the qualily of the MAGNET stories—
in short, persuade a’' mon-reader pal to give
your faveurite paper a trial. In this way
vou with be doiag your Editor a scrvice, ta
gy nothing of your pal. Jove, when he’s
r‘%mtl his first MAGXET he’ll 2o just crazy for
Xo. &

Ter MacxET LIDRARY.—No. G670,
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CTHE WELL-KNOWN

NAVAE

Egta kb

ecomposed  of “oadds  and  onds.” n
building torpedo crait this system of ** elaszes ™
or “w * has always been followed. Far
example, the Spencer is one of a granp of five.
Al of them displace 1,754 tons, are 329 feet
lonz, and have 40000 horse-power engines,
which give them a speed of 40 miiles an hour,
That, places them amongst the speediest. war-
ehips ever built, For vessels of theiv type
speeil iz a thing of the greatest conscgunence,
a3 their lmlls are z0 slight that they ecannet
gtand up to a bammerning irom cRemy Huns as
the armoured ship is intended to do. In all
ather respects they arve as efieient as the naval
architects® skill ean make them. The five
they earry in steel cose-

Next ‘W'Hnl
H.M. PATROL BOAT “P" 52.

HM.M. PATROL-BOAT.

Next week's Free Plate shows the P " o2
—u patrol-boat, 'This type nf vessel did some
sterling work during the Great -War, elfectu-
ally putting a stop to the submarinc war-
faure that was sech a menace to our food-
carrying ships, 1it's a splendid action phota,
and oue that will figure very promioently in
the complete zet of Free Gifts when you put
them side by side, ¥You ean’t afford to miss
it, hoys, 50 take the preeaution of ordering
your MAG¥EY early.

——

“BILLY BUNTER'S CAMPAIGN 'V

Billy Bunter has not yct deapaired of rein-
stating himself as a respectable member of
the HKHemove at Greyfriars; he's a  real
sticker! Unable tn find refuge within the
gates of Greyfriars wodil spuch time as Dr.
Locke will * come to his sepses ' and rescind
the sentence of expulsion, the fat jumior
decides to take up «quarters outside the
sehool, but near cnough to make things un-
pleasant for everyboidy in authority. He
eventually pitches his camp, as it were, right
ontside the gates of the scheol, and stead-
fastly refuses to budge. What is more, he
is on the “right side of the law ™ in so
refusing. Here's o gquandary indecd! Dr,
Locke is at his wits’ end. Lucky for him
Coker of the Fifth has no wits to point out
the way he sbould gn, Coker always believes
in doing what he thinks right. Bunter is
foreibly ejected by the burly Fifth Former,
despite tie faect that in so doing Coker is
travening the laws of this ecountry. This
high-handoml measure, however, contrary to
keeping Bunter miles away from Greyfriars,
eventually brinza him baek. In the end
everyone i3 satisfied, but, betwern you and
me, the lbosours rest easy with William
 George Booter. Lock ouk for

“gILLY BUNTER'S CAMPAIGN ! "

amd he prepared to read the finest story
Mre. Frank Lichards has given nz this year.

i

L2

RITERY.

Fak

L yaates on the farecastle auld asfern are directol

eontrotled, just as are the Lig gnns eof the

gueen  Elizebeth, and  they  haye  smaller
weapons for beating off airerait, On their

decks ate gix tubes Tov {iring 21-inch torpedoes.
The Spenecr is now serving in the Mediter-
ranean as leader of a flotilla,  These ** leaders ™
are conunanded by o captain—" Captain (D) "
iz hiis official title—who kas under him a flotilla
of cight destroyers, towards whom he stands in
practically the same relation as the admiraleom-
manding them does to a squadron of big ships.
Destrover flotilles are an integral part of a
fleet’s organization, and accompany it te sch
when it goes as a whole,  Generally they po
ahead of the big shipid to which they act us
seouta and watchdoge, but not infrequently a
flotilla s detaghed on an independent ernise
of Its own. ne of our destroyer Hotillas
nsnally goes “ up the Baltic” once or twice
a4 yvear to sec how the new nations
there are getting along. Having o
leader, or flagship, and a peclect sea-
sping organisation, a destroyer flot-
illa eonstitutes a gquick-movinz,well-
prilered little foree that can be sent
anywhere at a moment’s notice,
Putting down slave traders In the
Hedt Sea is ope job that was
recently assigned to them,

PR A A8 g e e St s Al Al i B e B s S A S A i s

“HELD TO RANBOM!”Y

_ This is the title of the next brillisot story
in our powerinl footer series. ** The Trials
of Storrydene Villa ' make excellent readiez,
growine more exciting as the weeks rall by.
In this coming treat we see Sir Aubrey Ailen
in his true colonrs—a mponey-grabhing wpstart,
with scant ideas of homour and prisciple.
Sir Aubrey moves, lves, and has his being
in ponndsz, shillipgs, apd pence. But therc
i= a masty time in store far him—moBey
cant aceomplish  everythinog. Detective-
| napector pd takes a hand in the plot,
and thipgs begin to ham. -Dorland has cut
his eye-teeth pretty early. Don’t miss this
amaging story, chume, or you will he missing
something extra gond.

SPECIAL BUPPLEMENT!

Harry Whartom & Co. of the * Herald ™
again eome uwp to scratch with a hamoroua
Supplement—they can turn their Huent pens
tes umy subject., Next week's ° Herald ™ will
he well received, L have not the slightest
doubt. Mind you read It!

THE “HOLIDAY ANNUAL "!

I expect mest of my chums have Eollowed
my advice amd ordered their “ Apnual ¥ in
good time. 1f any of you haven't done =n,
take my tip and visit yonr newsagert af
onee. The * Annual ** i3 selling twice as fast
as it did last year—everyone wands a enpy.
If orders are left till Christmas some of you
are going to he disappointed. People want
the best of thinga uL Chiristmas more than
at any other time of the year. That being
=i, the “ Holiday Annual 7 is swre to be well
in evidewce. BWub it is the farsecing peaple
who will seore—thoze who have made certain
of  their copy well in advance, and thus
avoided the rash ot the inevitible F =2ald
out, &ir!'
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NERVE! Few fellows would have the cheek to turn up at the school from which they had been * sacked.”
and a sense of propriety would forbid such a course,
turns up at Greyfriars all right.

THE FIRST CHAFTER.

Bunked !
b UNKED %
“Bunter ¥
“My hat! Bunter’s bunked!™

It  was the one topic  at
Greviriars.

Billy Bunter of the Remove Form
was under sentence to go!

The Greyfriars fellows alluded to it
variously as “ bunked,” o¢ " sacked,” or
“fired "—they had quite a variety of
verbs to choose from., The Head, of
cour=e, would have deseribed 1t as
“expelled.” Dr. Locke, certainly, was
not likely to allude to any fellow as
being “bunked from the school.”

But 1t came to the same thing.

Bunked, or sacked, or hied, or ex-
pelled, William George Bunter was to
quit Greviriars! He was not to stand
upon the order of his going; he was to
ro abt once,

“Bunkings,” otherwise expulsions,
were rare at Greyfriars. Rarely, indeed,
did the Head come down so heavy.

But such things had occurred. Now
there was another oceurrence of the same
sort—and i1t had happened to Bunter,

In the Lower Fourth, or Remove, to
which W. G. Bunter belonged, there
was naturally great excitement, But in
the other Forms the interest was also
keen., Harry Wharton & Co. of the
Remove, were quite concerned about 1t
Temple, Dabney & Co, of the Fourth,
discussed it. Hobson of the Shell said
that it was hard cheeze. Fags of the
Third and Second discussed the matter

quite breathlessly-——especially in  the
Second, where W, G. Bunter had a
minor. In the Second Form, general

regrel was expressed that it was not
Bunter minor instead of Bunter major
who was to be “bunked? from Grey-
frrrs.

Even the seniois falked of the affair—
Coker of the Filth deigned to take
notice of the exisience of the Remove
for once, to the extent of remarking to
Potter and Greene that it was a jolly
good thing, and that 1t was rather o pity
that the Head was not bunking the rest
of the Remove along with Bunter, To

which Potter and Creene agreed cordi-
ally.

Even in the high-and-mighiy Sixth,
the bunking of Bunter emerged as a

topic. Wingate said that he was sorry
to hear it, while Walker scemed sorry
to hear that Bunter was to be sucked
without being flopged first.

But it was in the Remove, of course,
that the excitement was keenest.  All
the Removites felt a hittle concerned for
Bunter. That he had asked for the sack
was certain—indeed, Bob Cherry ob-
served that he had fairly begged and
prayed for it. Still, it was hard cheese—
very hard! Bunter, as the Ilemove
fellows agreed, was more a chump, and
an ass, and a duffer, and a burbler, than
anvthing else. There were worse fellows
than DBunter in the HRemove, in no
danger of being “bunked ” from Grey-
friars. If the Head wanted to make an
example, as Lord Mauleverer remarked,
why couldn’t he have made an example
of Skinuner, for instance? A guestion
which evoked some laughter from the
Removites—excepting  Skinner,  who
scowled,

“1 suppose the Head couldn’t do any-
thing else,” Bob Cherry remarked, as a
crowd of Remove fellows discussed the
matter in the Remove passage. " Bun-
ter really beseeched him to do it”

“He really did,” agreed Harry Whar-
ton., ““He couldn't have expected any-
thing else. DBut I'm sorry, somehow.”

“PBunter's no end of a toad,” said
Johnny Bull thoughtfully. “He's the
last word in toads. Still, T'm sorry he's
got it in the neck like this.”

“The sorrowfulness 1s terrifie,” sad
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.  “ We shall
miss the excellent and  execrable
Bunter.”

“It's rotten!” said Peter Todd, “Of
course, my study will be ever so much
nicer without Bunter in it.  Any study
would be. But I'm really sorry he's got
the chopper.”

“Tt 15n't az if he's done anvthing
really bad, vou Lknow,” observed Vernon-

Smith, “He's only cheeked ihe ITead,
really.”

“Ouly I grinned "Squif.

“Well, of courze, that scems jolly

Bui Billy Bunier is not treubled Ly any such seruples.
IWhat's more, he refuses to be ** sacked "'!

M'vide
HE

A Magnificent Mew Long
Complete Story of Harry
Wharton & Co. of Grey-

friars. By popular
FRANK RICHARDS.
serious  to  the Head,” agreed the

Bounder. “ But it's not really a erime.”

“Bunter piled it on rather. too thick,’
said Harry Wharton, shaking lis head.
“He ecouldn't really expect uanything
else. But even now he's got the chopper
he doesn’t seem to mind.”

“[lasn't sense enough!” said Skinner.

“ITe doesn't realise that it's serious,”
said Peter Todd. “ But il’s jolly serious,
all the same. I know what I should fecl
like, if T were bunked fromn Grexfriars”

“(Chap who's born an ass, can’t help
being an ass!"” remarked Squiff. I 1
wish we could do something for
Bunter.”

Wharton had a thoughtful look.

It was quite certain that Billy Bunter
did not realize the seriousness of being
sacked from the school. But it was
equally certain that he -would have to
realise it later on, when he weni home
and faced his father. Mr. Bunter was
not likely to take such an occurrence
with the equanimity displayved, at pre
sent, by his hopeful son Willham George,

If Bunter had to go, the more cheei-
fully he went, the better, perhaps: bui
Wharion wondered whether anvthing
could vet be done to save the Owl of
the Remove from his fate.

Saving Bunter from the sack would Le
an act of self-denial, there was no doubhi
about that. DBuat the captain of ihe
Remove felt that it was up to him to do
anything that he could. Little as the
Owl of the Remove realised it, jdthe
matter was very serious for him,

“Nothing we can do, 1 suppose,” =nid
Frank Nugent, with a pglance ab ihe
captain of the Remove,

“The Head isn't hikely to lislen to ns”
suid Johony Bull, “ Even if we fell I
we want Bunter to stay! And we can’l
very well tell him that it wouid be o
rather hefty erammer.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“The eramfulpess would be teerific,”
agreed Hurree Jamset Ram  Bingl
“But it is up to us to help the estectaed
and fatheaded Bunter, af it 15 not ioo
late.”

“Anvy old thing,” said Bob Cherer,
“What are vou thinking of, Harey? 1

Tur Mauxer Lisrant.- No. §76.

[Copyright in the United States of America.]
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can sce you've gob some idea in your
head.”

Harry Wharton nodded.

“Well, we might make an appeal,” he
said, “If the whole Form rallied round
poor old Bunter and tried to beg him
off, the ITead might listen to us. Ie
might let Bunter off with a {’fnggmg.”

“Fatty wounldn't like that.”

“Whether he liked it or not, 1t would
he getting off cheap. We might try 1,
at least,” snid Harry.

“Let's!” said Bob Cherry. _

“A flopging won't hurt Bunter—in
fact, it may do him good.” )

“Very likely! After all, he needs 1t.”

“THe dues-ﬁe do!”

“1 say, you fellows—" _

“Iallo, halle, hallo! Iere he is

Billy Bunter blinked out of the door-
way of Study No. T at the ‘crﬂwd pi
fellows who were discussing his fate
the passace.

|23

ey ——

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Bunter is Satisfied !
BIIJIJY BIJ‘T'F];:R WiLs I":I't- lﬂ'ﬂki”g

dismayed.
He was not looking perturbed.
Nobody, locking at Bunter,
watld have supposed that he was under
sentence of the “sack.” 3

He was fat and cheery, and, indeed,
looked more merry and bright than
nsual. Really, he looked as if he re-
garded the “sack ” as a pleasant episode
in his fat career.

“T say, you fellows, you can cut that
out!” he said, blinking at the juniors
through his g spectacles.

id ]Tm ?]?

“What " _ i

“Like your check, I think, Wharton.”

“Wha-a-at 7" T

Gratitude was not a distinguishing
trait in Bunter's agreeable character.

“Cheek ’* he repeated. “If you think
I'm going to take a flogging from the
Head, you're jolly well mistaken!™

“You silly owl!l” roared Wharton,
U T's better than the sack, isn’t it 77

“ Certainly not.”

“(Oh, yvou ass!” )
“I refused to Dbe flogged,” said
Nunter. “I was up for a flogging, and

I wouldn't have it. That’s why I eleared
off, and stayed up in the attics #ill you
fellows came nosing round and found
nie. Now the Head's decided to bunk
moe instead., Well, I don’t mind that,”

"“You don’t mind "

“Why should I mind?” argued
Bunter. “A ﬂﬂggging's a jolly serious
thing, But I don’t mind going home.”

“Your pater will mind,” grinned Bob
Cllﬂl‘l‘y,

Bunter did not heed that observation.
Fvidently he was not worrying about his
father's view of the matter.

“The fact is, I'm rather glad,” he said.

*“"Oh, my hat!”

“1 shall ask my father to send me to
Harrow,” =aid Bunter. “It’s a beiter
show than this——"

“You silly ass!”

“Cheeze 161"

“Or Eton,” said Bunter. “I've mo
doubt that I should make my mark at
Fton., I can tell you, I'm rather fed up
with Greyfriars.”

“Greyfriars 15 fairly well fed-up with
you!” remarked Nugent.

“¥ ghall have a few weeks at home,
without any lessons at all,” went on
Bunter, “That's all to the good.”

ii {]].l IJ’

“*While you fellows are grinding in the
Form-rbom with old Quelchy, I shall be
baving a good time!” grinned Bunter.
“T'm not surprised that you're jealous.”

T'rr Maaxer LiBrary.—No, 876,

“ Jealous ! muwrmured Bob., “Oh,

dear 17 .

“ As for begging we off, and fryng to
ret the' Head to give me a fogging in
stead, vou can cut it ont. Mind your
own business.”

“ Bunter——"

“¥You checky owl—"

“Of course, I can understand that you
don't want me to go,” went on Bunter.
“That’s natural enough. I dont know
how you'll get on without me in the
study, Toddy.”

“Fan me,
Peter Todd,

“Tt will be a big loss to the Form, and
I know it,” said Bunter; “but I can’t

P11

somebody ! murmured

say T pity you much. You'll have to do.

without me.”

“Oh, crumbs "7

“In fact, it serves you right {o lose
me,” said Bunter severely.

“Serves us right I said Bob Cherry

dazedly, “It serves us rightto lose him.
Lose Bunter! ©Oh, my only Aunt
Matilda !

“You've never really treated me de-
cently,” said the fat junior. “Lots of
you fellows have refused to cash a postal-
order for me. You're ungrateful. Mean,
in fact. I hope I shall get into a better
seb of fellows in my next school. Any
change must be for the better, 1 think,
considering what a crew you chaps are!
Don't you think so "

The juniors stared at Dunter.

They did not answer. The Owl of the
Remove seemed to have faken their
breath away.

Bunter wagged a
them.

“So you just mind your own hizney,
and don't bhutt n,” he said. “I'mm satis-
fied, and that's all that matters. If you
feel so bad about losimg me, serve you
jolly well right. See?”

“Oh, erumbs!”

“Mind you don’t butt in, that's all,”
said DBunter,

And having thus put hiz Form-
fellows into their places, as it were, the
Owl of the Remove rolled back iuto
Study No. 7.

“Well 1 Bob Cherry drew a deep
breath. “Well! Bunter does take the
jolly old biscuit, and no mistake !”

“The fat idiet!” growled Johnny
Bull.

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Well, it's his own biznev,” he zaid.
“Let him rip!”

Billy Bunter had efectually checked
any movement on the part of the Lower
Fourth to help him in his emergeney.
It would have been rather difficult, as
well as thankless, 1o “butt in * and ilﬂ'[]:l
Bunter, against his own desire. And
evidently tﬁe fat junior greatly preferred
the “sack ¥ to a Head's flogging,

That preference was not likely to last,
when the seriousness of the situation
came home, at long last, to hiz obtuse
mind, But for the present Williamn
(George Bunter was quite satisfied.

When Peter Todd went into Study
No. T for prep, later in the evening, he
found Bunter reclining in the armchair,
with a fat grin on lus face—apparently
a grin of anticipation. The Owl of the
Remove gave Peter a sympathetic nod
as he sorted out his books.

“Prep, old mani” he asked.

“Yes, fatty.”

“Poor old chap!” said Bunter. “Go
it! No prep for me! No classes to-
morrow | No classes for a week! Dou’t
vou wish you were in my place, Peter 7"

“ Not guite,” said Toddy. * 1t may be
a great distinetion to be kicked out of
school. But I'im not keen on it.”

“0Oh, really, Toddy——"

“ Bunter, old man, have a litile sense,”

fat forelinger at

said Peter kindly. “If yon go to tho
Head in the morning, and tell him you'ro
sorry, and beg him to let you off hightly,
he niight do 1t. He’s a good old sort.”

Bunter eniffed,

“Catech me ! he said. “Sorry for you,
Peter, old maun, but you're Lus@rtF nie
now, and it really serves you right. 1
never really had enough to cat i this
study. You've often refused me o little
loan. I'm szorry, Peter, in o way; but
you really deserve this.”

“Oh dear!” said Peter.

Toddy devoted his attention to prep;
he [elt that Billy Bunter really was o
little too much for him,

After prep, however, Lic gave Bunier
his attention again.

“Have you packed your box?" he
asked.
“Not yet.”
“8hell T help vou 1
“You may as well,” said Eulg}ﬂr'.
i

“Make yourself useful, i;nu know.
can't be ornamental, old_chap, with a
face like that, can yout? He, he, he!”

Peter Todd's hand strayed to a ruler,
But he remembered that it was Bunter's
last night at Greyfriars, and he re-
frained.

“Well, let’s get on with it,” he said.

“I've sorted out some things,” sail
Bunter. ‘““You ecan carry them up fo
the dorm for me—my box is in the dorm,
you know.”

“Right-ho "

“Here you are!” smid Bunter.

“That's Russell's * Holiday Annnal,” ™
said Peter abruptly,

“Oh, really, Toddy

“That’s Dutton’s Aflas——"

“Look here 4

“And that's my fountain-pen ™
Peter Todd.

“If you're going to grouse insteard of
help, Peter A
“That’s Wharton'’s silk muffler——*

“I'm fed up with this, Toddy! Leave
the things alone, and T'll do without
your help,” said Bunter, with dignity.

“You'll do without other fellows” pro-
perty, too, yon fat toad,” growled DPeter,
“T'll sort them out for you.”

“Let my things alone!”
Bunter,

“Fathead !

Peter Todd proceeded to sort. The
stack of goods Bunter had collected was
considerably reduced, by the lime Peter
had finished. Bunter's own: undoubted
belongings wére quite easy to carry up-
stairs, under one arm, The Owl of tha
Remove blinked irritably at his study-
matc; but Peter had his way. And
when they reached the Renjove dorini-
tory Peter took the liberty of looking
through Bunter's box.

He was not surprised to find some of
Lord Maulevereir’s beautiful mneckties
there, as well as some of Smithy’s silk
socks, and a collection of other uncon-
sidered trifles that belonged to anybody
but William George Bunter.

With a ruthless hand Peter Todid
cleared them out,

“Ig this what you eall helpine a
fellow #* asked Rilly Bunter, in a tono
more of sorrow than of anger.

“Yes—I'm helping you to keep out of
chokey !” explained Peter.

“0Oh, really, you know

“(zive me the keoy,”

“What do you want the key for 7"

“"Give me the key!” roared Peter.

Bunter handed over the key, and Peter
locked the box,

“I'll give vou the key back in ihe
morning,” he said. * When it's too late
for you to shove in my boots, or Bob
Cherry’s trouserz, or Wharlon’s top-
h“h.j,

“Beast 17
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Really, Billy Bunter scemed to have
an itpression that he was fully and justly
entitled to take with him on his home-
ward way any trifling thing that struck
his fancy, It was, perhaps, fortunate for
him that Peter had helped him to pack
—certainly it was fortunate for some other
Remove fellows,

When the Lower Fourth came up to
bed many curious glances were cast at
Billy Bunter.

He was gaing in the morning: his
v

father had already been warned to expect
hitn home. Obtuse as Bunter was, the
juniors expected him to show some sign,
at last, of realising that he was in a
serions position,

But there was no sign of it,

Bunter was fat and cheery and self-

satisfied, and evidently under the im-
pression that he was in for a good thing,
Groyfriars was not worthy of him; and
he was going to shake the dust of Grey-
friars from his feet with scorn. That
was all there was about it. That night

—his last at -Greyfriars—Bunter slept

quite soundly; and for the last time his
deep and resonant snore echoed and re-
echoed through the Remove dormitory.

—d ——

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Going !
DR. LOCKE wore a worried frown.

It was a misty, weepy auturmn
morning; the weather was not
enlivening. But it was not the

weather that caused the worried frown
to corrugate the brow of the Head of
Greyfriars.

That morning the sentence of expul-
sion was to take effect, and Bunter of the
Remove was to go.

Bunter's offences had been manifold.
He deserved, he had fairly asked for, the
sack. DBut the Head was worried.

- It had fallen to his lot to expel Grey-
friars fellows before. But in such cases
there had been some serious fault—some-
that ‘called for drastic measures. And on
deep reflection, the Head could not help

i
|
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_done.

feeling that Bunter's offence was more-
that of obtuseness than anything else.

If any other fellow had done what.
Bunter had done the Head would have
expelled him without ruth. Buk, then,
no other fellow, blessed with his seven
senses, was likely to do what Bunter had
If Bunter had so acted, it was
because he was a howling duffer—though
the Head, of course, did not think of
him as a howling duffer.

It scemed hard that a schoolboy should
be turned out of his school while any
extenuating circumstances could Dbe
found. Having had a night to think
about it, the Head was in a more
merciful mood in the morning, and he
wondered whether he could not, after all,
let Bunter off that final drastic sentence
and allow him to escape with a flogging.

The Head touched his bell at last, and
sent Trotter for Mr. Quelch.

Mr. Quelch’s face was rather grim
when he came into the study.

OFf late there had been much stress of
feeling at Greyfriars, owing to the reck-
loss proceedings of Bunter of the Re-
move. During the days that Dunter
had remained in hiding, causing the
keenest anxiety to his Form master and
headinaster, Mr. Quelch’s temper had
been extremely tart, not to say savage,
and the Head's usunal equanimity had
been greatly disturbed. So the two
masters had met upon somewhat chilly
and acid terms, and neither had yet
quite recovered.

“Vou wished to see me, sir ¥ said the
Remove master formally!

“Yes, Mr, Quelch. I have been con-
sidering the case of Bunter,” said the
[Tead, taking no note of Mr. Quelch’s icy
manner. The Head had recovered some-
what his good temper, and he was
willing to give Mr. Quelch a chance to
“e¢ome round.”

“He leaves this morning, I under-
stand,” said Mr. Quelch.

“Quite s0.”

“%You wish me to arrange to see him
to the station?"

The Head conghed.
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“It cannot be pleasant for you, M.
Quelch, for a boy in yonr Form to Ll
expelled from the school.”

“It is not pleasant, siv.”

“T have been wondering
Dunter could be dealt with =a
more leniently, Mr, Quelch.”

‘“Indeed, sir.”

“ His transgressions were veTy serious
and—"

“Yery serious Indeed.”

“Ho deliberately hid himself away to
escape a punishment to which he had
been sentenced, causing us much needless
anxiety. It was a flagrant defiance of rll
authorvity,”

“Tt was, indeed.”

“&uch conduct could not possibly he
passed over, Mr. Quelch.”

“1 agree, air,”

“ Nevertheless "—the Head coughed
again—*it appears to me, Mr. Quelch,
that Bunter's conduct was dictated more
by stupidity than by any deliberaie
intention to flout authority.”

“Very probably, sir.”

“If you, as his Form master, take the
zame view, 1 think that perhaps Dunter
might be given another chance, and
allowed to remain at Grevfriars™

Me. Queleh nodded.

“T think vou are right, sir. Bunter i«
a very trying pupil, and certainly gives
me more trouble thau any other boy in
the Remove.  But I should be sorry to
see him expelled from the school.”

“Very good,” said the Head. “Then
perhaps, Mr. Queleh, you will see Bunter
and tell him that, if he will come to me
and apologise for his conduct, I will
reseind his sentence, and a flogging wiil
close the matter.”

“Certainly, siv !’

“ Doubtless it will Le a great reliel {n
his mind.”

“ Doubtless, sie.
at once.”

Mr. Quelch left the headmaster’s study.
Billy Bunter's box was in the hall, read,
to be taken out to the station eab. Thai
cab had been telephoned for, and Buntey
was awaiting its arrival. He was catch-
ing an early train, and was to leave

whether
Kghte

I will tell the Doy

¢

““ I say, you fellows, don’t you wish you were going instead of staying here with old Quelchy ? ** said Bunter. ““Shush ! i
murmured Bob Cherry. ** Quelchy !’ ** Blow Quelchy ! ** said Bunier, blinking round at the Remove master.
Mr. Quelch sternly, “ How dare you ! "’

“* Bunter !"" said |

(See Chapter 3.)
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bofore the fellows went in to class. He
was sitting on his box now, with g group
of Removites rouwnd him, talking away
quite” cheerily, with a grin on his fat
face. _

“7 say, vou fellows, don’t you wish you
were going, instead of staying on here
with old Quelchy!” he said, as the
Remove master came along.

“Ghush ! murmured Beb Cherry.

“Cave!”

Bunter blinked round. _

He saw Mr. Quelch approaching, but
Lis terror of Mr. Quelch was a thing of
the past now. He was leaving Grey-
friars, and he was, .therefore, no longer

under the autherity of the Remove
' So Bunter was prepared to be

master.
very free and easy with Mr. Quelch.

i Hu?iler__h-

“ Hallo 1™

“ Wha-a-at?”’ ejaculated Mr. Quelch.

““ Hallo !’ repeated Bunter familiarly.

The Remove fellows loocked on 1n
silence. Mr. Quelch’s face was a study
for some moments,

““ Bunter! Is that the way to address
your Form master?” ;

“You're not my Form master.

“What " ;

“Tm bunked; sir,” said Bunter cheer-
fully. “Y'm just going to sce the last
of this rotten old show——"

“This—this what "

“This rotten old show,” said IEuni;er
coolly. “And I'm jolly glad of it. I'm
fed-up with it, I can tell you.”

Mr. Quelch breathed hard and deep.

“Bunter, 1 have just seen the Head
concerning you, Dr. Locke is prepared
to rescind your sentence——"

“Qh, my hat!”

“(Go to the Head, Bunter, and offer
him an apology for your mutinous con-
duct, and Dr. Locke will admimster a
flogging, and you will be allowed to

remain at Greyfriars.”

“No jolly fear!” =aid Bunter
romptly.
2 “tha{?” exelaimed Mr, Quelch.

“ Allowed to stay at Greyfriars!” sald
Bunter contemptuously. “1I jolly well
don’t want to stay.”

“ Bunter! For your own sake, I

LE

advise you— iy
“Keop your adviee, sir, till I ask for

it.”

“What? What?"

“ Bunter, you crass ass——" breathel
Harry Wharton.

“Shut up, Wharton,”

““ Bunter ! whispered Petcr Todd.

“Shut ap, Toddy!”

Billy Bunter fixed his big spectacles
on the Remove master, and grinned.
Ile was feeling quite secure in “cheek-
ing ' Mr. Quelch. That was a pleasure
he would have allowed himself many

times beforc, had he dared. Now he
|

dared ! _ .

“As for staying at Greyfriars, .
wouldn't be found dead in Greyfriars if
1 could help it,” said Bunter. “I've
never been treated decently here. The
fellows are a very scratch lot. And—
if you don’t mind my sPcakmg plainly,
sir—so are the masters.’

“ Bunter !” gasped Mr. Quelch.

“Not up to my style, really,” said
Bunter. ' Scarcely my {:'LH.ES, in fact,”

“DBless my soul!” _

“So you can put that i your pipe
and smoke it, sir, and you can tell old
Locke to do the same,” said Bunter
victoriously.

“Who—what 7"

“(d Locke,” said Bunier eoolly.

“Are you alluding to Dr. Locke?
stuttered Mr. Quelch.

“Yes, sir—I mean, yes, Quelch,” said
Bunter,, '
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" Keep your wool on!” said Bunter

“Kik-kik-keep my woal onl!l” re-
peated the Remnove master dazedly.

“Yes, I'm not a Greyfriars chap
now. 1'm done with Greyfriars, and
with youn, Quelch, and with old Locke,
ton,” said Bunter mdependently, “1:]11
fed up with the lot of you, T don’t
want any cheek, from Jyou or the
‘Head.™

“The boy is mad!” murnnured My |

Quelch,

“I'm speaking to you now ds one mnian
to another,” said Bunter. “You be
civil, and I'll be civil. Thesc chaps can
ioe the line, and say yes, sir, and no,
sir, and please, siv, and oh, sir! Not
me! Not little me! I'm out of 1t now,
and if you talk to me, Quelch, you talk
to o t'fjlmf.r who doesn’t care a dashed
vap for you, or your scowling, either!

* Bunter * murmured Bob Cherry.

“Shut up, Cherry! I'm done with
Greyfriars, Quelchy, and you can tell
old Locke so, from me.” _

“VYou certainly have done with Gre;::
friars, you impertinent young rascal,
thundered the Remove master.  “1 have
a great mind to admimster a severe
caning before yon go.”

“Here comes the cab, siv!” called out
Vernon-Smith., :

“PBunter! There 15 ithe station cab!

'Go at once.”

sneercal  Bunter.
Don’t sup-

“Jolly glad tol”
“Good-bye, you fellows!
pose I shall ever see you again

“(Oh, we'll see you some time, Bun-
ter,” said Peter Todd.

Bunter shook his head.

“You jolly well won't, Toddy,” he
caid. ' At my new school I shall have
to be rather particular, and I can’f l}n.;.;e
you butting in. Sorry, but there it 1s.

“0Oh, my hat!" gusped Peter.

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the Removites.

“Doesn't he take the jolly old cakel”
gasped Bob Cherry. “Bunter, old man,
are you trying to make us all weep
briny tears when you're gone?”
~ Mr. Queleh locked out of the door-
WwWaY. .

'?Gﬂ-t into the cab at once, Bunter!”

The Owl of the Remove blinked round
at-him. It was quite a happy feeling
to Bunter, to be no longer under
authority, and to be able to talk to
so terrifying a personage as Mr. Quelch
as “one man to another.”

“What's that?” he asked coolly.

“Take your cab at once, Bunter.”

“That's all right, Quelchy,” said
Bunter cheerily. “Don’t you butt in,
you kmow."

“Bunter !” the
master,

The Remove fellows expecled lo see
their Form-master gtride out of the
house, and take Bunter by the scruff of
his fat neek. Dut no doubt Mr. -Qjﬁ&]ﬂh
felt that such a proceeding would be
undignified. IHe gave Bunter an ex-
pressive look—a very eéxpressive look—
and stepped back into the House.

Billy ﬂunter grinned round at the
juniors, '

“That's the stuff to give Him,” he
remarked.  Who cares for old Quelchy,
what 1"

“You silly owl—"

“Shut up, Wharton! I don't want
any more of your cheek! I've had
enough of it, and a little over!”

Harry Wharton burst into a langh,

“1 won't kick wou before you go,
Bunter,” he said. * But be a good chap,
and don’t keep on ashking for it.”

“Rats!” :

Billy Bunter stepped into the cab at
last., He sat down, and grinmed the
grin of conscious superiority at the

gasped Remove

e i

the matter

il

junigrs. Evidently Buhter regarded
his departure as something ‘in the nature
of a triumph.

“Well, good-bye, you honndets1” he
called ont. Piﬂf{y rotten for you to
be hanging on here, isn't it?7 8iil, it
serves you right, Tell old Quelchy,
from me, that he can go ahd eat coke.”

“¥Yea, we're likely to tell himi that!"
chuckled Bob Cherry.

“ And tell the Head—-"

“0h, cheesa i, Bunter!™

“Good-bye, fatty !

“*And jolly good riddance!” prowled
Peter Todd,

"“Yah!”

That was Bunter's final farewell, The
cab rolled away with the Owl of the
Remove in a state of eomplete and [at
satisfaction,  William George Bunter
was gone, and, as Skinner remarked; he
left plenty of dry eyes behind him when
he went,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Gone !
ILLY BUNTER was gone!

B The once-familiar fat [igure
had vanished, and that day there
was a vacant place in the Re-
move oo,
That day Lord Mauleverer's construe
was the worst in the Remove—having,

hitherto, been the worst but one! The
departure of Billy Bunter made the
differenco.

That day Mr. Queleh found his
labours, as a Form master, considerably
]ighteneﬂ.

That day it was possible for the Re-
move fellows to leave their study cup-
boards unlocked with tuck therein.

That day, for the first time on record,
there was no mention of a postal-order
which Billy Bunter was expecting. That
day, indeed, as Hurree Jamset Ram
Bingh observed, was really a day
worthy to be marked with a white
stone !

The departure of Bunter was, it had
to be admitted, a general improvement
all round.

Skinner remarked that
proved the landscape.

And yet the fellows somehow missed
Bunter a little., He was a familiar
object to their eyes; his ways were not
popular, but they were used to him,
and the Remove did not seem quite the
same without him, It was likely io be
some days, at least, before the fellows

ot used to having no Bunter in the

orml.

But the fiat bad gone forth, and
Bunter had gone forth hkewise. He
was home again, and some of the fels
lows were curiouz te know what kind
of a reception he had met with at the
Bunter home,

That Mr. Bunter had received him
with enthusiasm, they did not suppose
for a moment. owever fond a parent,
Mr. Bunter couldn’t possibly want
Bunter at home, that stood to reason,
in the opinion of the Remove., People
might stand Bunter, but how could any-
body want him?

Indeed, it was probable that his arri-
val home had been an eye-opener for
Willlam George Bunter. It was very
probable. indeed, that after his inter-
view with his father, he had wished
himself safo hack at Greyfriars.

- But the die was cast for., William

George. He had burned his boats be-

hind him. His Iast words to Mr. Quelch,

duly reported to the Head, had settled
for him.

Bunter -had asked for it, and he
had got it, and there was an end of

it even im-
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“* Open the gate, Gosling ! ** ordered Mr. Quelch. :
Bunter out. At last the vice-like grip of Mr. Quelch was released from the Owl’s
70 home at once ! *’ said Mr. Quelch sternly.

“If you are found

“ Yessir 1 Gosling swung the gate open and the Form master marched
fat shoulder. : _
within the precinets of the school again you will be dealt
with severely ! ** ** Oh, really, sir——'" (See Chapter 6.)

““ Bunter ! You had better

Bunter, =o far az Greyfviars was con-
cerned.

Undoubtedly, Bunter supposed that
hiz departure would be an irreparable
loss to the Remnove, Upon what grounds
he based this supposition, nobedy could
even begin to guess.  DBut there was
no doubt that he supposed sa. As a
matter of faet, in two or three days, the
Remove went on the usual even tonor
of their way as if such a person as Wil-
lingn George Punter never had existed
or belonged to the Form.

skinner declarcd that Pefer Todd was
lnoking younger since Bunter had gone,
Certainly it was a relief to Peter to
find at tea-time food supplies in the
study eupboard, and he found lus rather
limited finances considerably eased by
not having to stand Bunter's whack in
fhe study tea, And all. thie fellows
agreed  that  they had  heavd quite
enongh about the postal-order that Bun-
ter  was always expecting, and
akbout his titled relations, and did not
want to hear any more about either

So Bunter was gone, leaving dry eyes
behind him.

In a few days the bunking of Bunter
hardly emerged as a topic in the Re-
move studies, and in the other Forms
Dunter was forgotten as compietely as
if he had never existed.

There was one fellow at Greyfriars
who mdght have been supposed to
nourish sowme tender regret.  That one
was Bunter minor, of the Second IYorm,
But it was not observed that Sammy
Bunter displayed any special signs of
orief.

True, he came along the Remove pas-
sagpe the day after his major went in-
guiring whether Bunter had left any-
thing behind him in the study or the
Remove dormitory.  Sammy apparvently
regarded himself as heir-at-law if any-
thing had been left behind.

But nothing had been left: and with
that discovery Bammy's interest in his
major seemed to come to a sudden end.

Some of the fellows wondered
whether Dunter’s plump  sister, Bessie
Bunter of ChHff Housze, would feel con-
cerned about it. The Bunters were not
noted for family "afection.  But on

Saturdayv afternoon, when Ilarry Whar-
ton & Co. were pgoing down to foot-
ball practice, they observed a plump
figure rolling in at the school gates, and
recognised Miss Bunter of the Fourth
Form at ClLff House School. .

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! It's Dessie!”
exclaimed Bob Cherry. “I—I wonder
whether she's feeling worried about
Billy's being bunked.” .

“She doesn’t look worried!" grinned
Johnny Bull ‘

Miss BPunter spotted the Famous Five,
and came over to them. They raised
their caps very politely. If Dessie Bunter
was feeling cut up about her brother’s
fate, the chums of the Remove were pre-
pared to be very sympathetie.

“3o Billy's gone ! was Miss Bunter's
first remark

“Yes, Miss Bunter. Hard cheesc
wasn't 1t 7" said Bob Cherrv. *“We—
we all miss old Bunter, in—in a way.”

“The missfulness i3 terrifie, my
esteemed Bessie,” said the nabob of
Bhanipur,

“Did he leave any message for me?”

“Hem! I—I think he must have for-
gotten, in the—the hurry, you know,”
said Bob Cherry.

Miss Bunter breathed hayd,

“The fat bounder!” she said.

(1] Eh-:'!

“The awlul rotler!”

fL {']h :IT‘

“He owes me two-and-six!" explained
Bessie Bunter.

“D-d-does hei”

“Yes. Just like him lo sneak off with-
out equaring!”  zaid Bessie Bunler
indignantly.  “If it's left over till the

holidays, he will nmever square. You
know Billy!”

“Hem!"”

“He didn't leave it with one of you
fellows to hand to me?’ asked Miss
Bunter, blinking inquiringly at the
Famous Five,

“Nunno!”

“Just like him! Now I've walked all
over here for nothing!" =aid Bessie
Bunter. “1I thought he might have left
it with one of you. You're gquite sure
he didn’t?”

“Oh, quile!”

“What an awful rotter!” said Bessie,
“Think he may have lefl it with Sammy
for me?"

“ Boatter ask Sammy."

“T'1l jolly well box his ears when 1

spe  him ain!” esaid Bessie Bunter
discontentedly. : : :
Harry Wharlon & Co. raised their

caps again, and walked on to Little Sidk,
smiling. Evidently Miss Bunter was not
guffering from any very keen pangs of
griel on Billy's account.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Blows In !

1 ALLO, hallo, hallo!"
H “What the thump——"

“Bunter !

Harry Wharton & Co. staved.
Nearly a week had elapsed since the de
parture of William (George Bunter from
the classic shades of Greyfriars, .

Much water passed under the bridge:
in a week!

Already Billy. Bunter was only a
memory in the Remove—nol a very
happy memory, and growing dimmer
datly.

And now

Here he was; not a memory, but n
the flesh! "The Famous Five ecould
scarcely believe their eyes when the
latter fell on Bunter.

Here was Willimin George DBunfer,
rolling up the path in the guadrangle,
looking as if he were on the point of
bursting through his Etons—just the
same Bunter as of old,

“Bunter!"

“What !”

“1 =ay, you fellows——"

“What on earth are you doing hera®”
exg@laimed Harry Wharton, 1n amaze-
mentk.

“Oh, really Wharton

“You've come back to see ua?” asked
Frank Nugent, " Bunter, old man, an
expelled chap isn’t allowed {0 come back
on visils,”

“1 shouldn't be likely to make a long
journey to see vou, Nugent.”
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“Ohl"

“I've come back!”

“ (Come back?’ repeated the Famous
Five, almost dazedly.

Bunter nodded.

“Yes, I'm fed-np at home.’

“0Oh, my hat!”

“I've  had a rotlen
Bunter lugubriously. .

“Pidn’t you expect that?” grinned
Johnny Bull.

“Th{‘ pater was a regular Tartar!”
said Billy Bunter dismally. **He said I'd
disgraced the family, getting sacked from
gchool ™

“So you had.”

“Oh, really, Bull—"
“He duln’'t rejowe
chuckled Bob Cherry. .

“Nunno! He secmed simply wild and
waxy,” said Bunter. " He's rr;i'us,pd to
send me to Eton or 1Tarrow. He jawed
me no end for wasiing the fees. It seems
that he paid the term’s fees in advance
for me lere. Of conred, the Head will
veturn the balanee, 1 fold him so. Bui
he said that he wouidn’t have me &i
home for twice the money

““Ha, ha, ha'"

“Plessed if I sce anything to cackle
at ! T eall it unfeeling.” said Bunter,
“What do vou think? e says that, as
I've failed to make good st Greyinars,
he isn't going (o sendd me to school any
more ! ) .

“Well, thal’s what you want, 1an't it—
po mare Jessons®

fiae ' sand

to sea you'?”

“Ves, But he says T <hatl have to
work.”
“Work! Youi”
ork! You!

%Yoz 1" groaned Buner. “ Ale! Awlul,
jsn't it7 e says he's going to find a
place for me in his office—and put me
under & man who'll see that I carn my

gerew 1 2
“Oh, my hal!

“Greyfriars is  Detlee than  that!”
groaned Bunter. i
“Much hetter, T c«hould think!™

grinned Johnny Ball. " What a puy you
didn’t think of that a litile eavlier!”

CWell, T thought I was going io Ilt!.‘l-"‘r'
a pood {ime,” sakl Bunler. *[1—it's
turned out quite differently.”

The Famous Five cuuckled.

“It's all very well fo eackle,” =said
Billy Bunier imndignamtly. “Ib's not a
laughing matter for me, I can tell you!
H'he paler hasn't lipped me a single
brown since I've been home, 1've been
stony all the time. I haven’t even had
enough to eal! The cook complained
about ‘& pie she said was missing. and
ihe pater pave me six with his walking-
shick,”

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the juniors.

“T say, you fellows——"

“Well, but what are vou deing here,
Runter?? asked ibe captain of the
Remove.

“T've come back. as I told vou. T—i
say, do you thiuk the Head will say any-
thing #?

“0Oh ¢crumbs! T faney so!”

“TThink Quelehy will say anvihing ™"
asked Bundler, blinking anxiously at the
Famous Five,

The chums of ihe Remove sunply
stared. Heally, 1t waz hard 1o take
Bunter seriously at any time. Dul for a
fellow who had been expelled from the
school lo suppose that he could come
back because be found things uncomfort-
able at home, was really the limit |

“Oh dear!” said Bob. " Does vour
futher know wvou've come back here,
Bunter

“No. I—T told him T was poing away
for a time, and he said 1 could go as
soon as I liked, and the Jonger I stayed
away the better!” mumbled Bunter.
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YO course, he'll e jolly glad {o bear
that 1t's all right here.™

“But it isn't all vight, old bean. Are
yvour'going to march inta the Head's study
and tell him you've come back, affer
he's bunked you? exclaimed Johany
Bull,

“I—I'm going inte Form with you
fellows this afternoon——""

s Phﬂ“- Ir:ll

“Quelchy will find e in my old place,
you kuow, just—just as if I'd never
rone,” said Dunier hopefully. * D-d-d-do
yvou think he’ll say anything nasly®”

“Lreat Scolt! 1 imagine so0!”

“The naslyfulness will prolably be

terrific, my ridiculons Bunter!” grinned | tense excitement for his eyes to

Hurree Jams=c. Ram Singh.

“TI—T'm ehancing it!"” saidl Bunter.
“If—if he Nods é in my place, as—as
usual, he==he mayn't say anything. Yon
fellows keep rouinl me and walk in with
me, and—and I sha'n’t be seen till I'm

in the Form-roow, See?”
“ Oh dear!”
“Hallo!” VYernon-Smith came up.

“Is that Bunter, or his giddy old ghost?"”

“It’s me, Smithvy, olld chap! 1 suppose
you've missed me®"”’

“Why the thrump should you suppose
that, Bunter?”

“0Oh, really, Smithy—"

“But what on earth is ihe fat bounder
doing here?” exclaimed Vernon-Smith,
in astonishinent.

“He's come back!” gasped DBob
Cherry. “He's going to wedge into

{ class this alternoon, and he hLopes that

Quelchy won’t say anything.™

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the Bounder.

“I—1I say, vou fellows, keep round me,
vou know ! Back me up—""

“Ha, ha, ha!”

““Hallo, hallo, hallo! There’s the
1olly old bell!” exclaimed DBob Cherry.
“DBunter, old man, that’s the way 1o the
gates !

“(Oh, really, Cherry!
class!™

“But you're not a Greyinar: [ellow
now, you know ' urged Frank Nugent.
“Have a little sense, Bunler ™

*Oh, reallv, Nugent— -"

“Cut off, old bean!” grinned the
Bounder. “Go while the goiar's good.”

Billy Bunter blinked mournfully at
the grinning juniors. He did not make
any moverment to go.
had resolved to try. his  luck
Remove Yorwe-room, hoping
best.

Harry Wharton & Co. walked away
towards ithe School House, and the Owl
of the Remove rolled along with them.
They came into the Form-voon: passage
togpether, and there was a howl firom the
Remove fellows there, at tho =ight of
Billy Bunter.

* Buntar

“What the thump——"

“I've come back!” =aid Bunier.

“Uome back!” yelled Skinner. *“Ha,
ha, ha [

“Oh, my hat!” howled Peter Todd.

I'm coming ihto

ithe
the

111
for

L

“He's come back! Ha, ha, ha! You
“fat, frabjous duffer, roll ount before
Quelchy sees you [”

“(Oh, reallv, Todd £

“Begad! This does really tako the
cake, wou krnow!” remarked Lord
Mauleverer. “Don't vyou anderstand

that you're bunked, Bupter:™

“(Oh, really, Mauly—"

“Here comes Quelchy!” murmured
Redwing, as the lean form of the
Remove master appeared at the end of
the passage. .

The Removites scudded into  their
Form-room and togk their places. With
them went Billy Bunter.

He dropped inte his old place in the

Rewove; amd a gast of lavghter swept A

through the Form-room.  Whether it
was obtuseness, or “neck,” or both, the
Removites did not know; but eertainly
Billy Bunter was playing a part no ex-
pelled fellow had ever played before.
The laughter died away as Mr.
Quelch’s firm tread sounded outside the
doorway,
There was silence
master entered.
What he would sav—and do—when he
found Billy Bunter in his Form once
more was a keenly interesting problem
to the Removites,
In breathless

ns the Remove

silence they waited,

-

Apparently hel

|

1 tug yourself !

Quelch—waiting  with

watching Mr.
fall upon

Biliy Buanter,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Outside I
K. QUELCH raised his eyebrows
M in astonishment,
He raised them so much
that, for a moment, they really
seemed in danger of disappearing over
the top of his head. ~

His eves fixed on the fat face of Wil
liam George Bunter, sitting among the
Remove follows as if he had never lelb
Greyfriars at all _

To say that Mr. Quelch was astonished
iz to put it mildly., He was astounded
—in fact, dumbfounded.

He gazed at Billy Bunter, and for
nearly a minute a pin might have beeu
heard to drop in the Remove Form-
FOONI. The Removites were more
| breathless than ever. They knew that

this was the calm before the storm.

“Bunter 1" articulated Mr. Quelch at
last. * Is—is—is that actually Bunicr?”

Fy YE‘E, Sir.”

““Bunter, bless my soul I

“G-g-good-afternoon, sl
the Owl of the Remove.

“What 7"

“J—I hope I see you well, sir,” saud
Bunter. “I—I hope you haven't had
much rheumatism, sir, in this beastly
rainy weather,”

“ Bunter ! _

“ Nice afterncon, isn't it, sir?”

“Bunter, what are you doing here?”

¥

ventured

! “I—I've come back, sir.”

“You have come back to Greyiviars !”
satd Mr. Quelch.

“Yes, sir,” said Bunter brightly.
“T'm willing to apologise to the Head,
sir, and to you, and to—to anybody you
like, sir. 1—1 don't mmnd a nt.”

Some of the Hemovites grinned. Dut
they did not dare to laugh. The expres-
sion that was gathering on Mr. Quelch’s
countenance did mnot encourage laugh-

ter.

“You have returned to this school,
Bunter, after being expelled” ex-
claimed Mr. Quelech blankly.

“Yes, sir. I—I missed you very
much, sir M

(L Eh?-".l

“It’s such a pleasure {o see you
again, sir,”

Mr. Quelch’s jaw shut like a viee.

“You—you see, sir, you—you were

always so—so mnice, and—and T alwars
admired you so much, sir—"

“That will do, Bunter.”

“Yes, sir. “I—T haven't got 1wy
books, sir. I—I suppose I can borrow
some of Toddy's—"

“You will not need any books lhere,
Bunter. This 15, I suppose, another
example of your astounding impudence ?
But if you really fancy that you will
be allowed to return to Greylrars as il
nothine had happened, yon are deceiv-
Leave this Form-room "
[E] Eh?""‘

“ And this House [
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O . sav, sir——" it, sir,” said Gosling, “ Wot [ says, sir, | dervisively.  “You go ‘'ome, Master

“T am surprised that your father has
allowed you to act in this—this un-
precedented and  unheard-of manmner!
A remonstrance will be addressed to Mr.
Bunter without delay. In the mean-
Lime—go [

“(Go where, sir? To my study " azked
Bunter

“You have no study here, Bunter,
as vou know very well.  Leave this
room, this House, these premises alto-
gether ! .

“[—I've come back to stay, sir—

“Wharton !

“Yes, sir?" sald Harry.

“Kindly take Bunter to the gates,
and see him off the school premises.
Tell Gosling that he is not to be re-
admitted under any circumstances what-
cver.”

“0h, really, sir—"

“ Gilence, Bunter !

Harry Wharton rose to his fect, It
was not a congenial task that had been
assigned to him; but he had no choice
but to obey his Form-master. He tapped
Bunter on the arm, )

“("ome on, Bunty, old chap!” he said
rently,

Bunter blinked at him, and did not
move,

“ o with Wharton at once, Dunter !
exclaimed Mr. Quelch. .

“PBut—but T don't want to miss les-
sons, sir,” sald Bunter. “I—1'm s0
jolly keen on—on work, as you remem-
ber, sir.”

“Go ! thundered Mr. Quelch.

Bunter quaked; but he sat tight. Tll_l}
Remove-room  at Greyfriars was  lus
haven of refupe; the alternative was
home. And that seemed a terrible
alternative to the Owl of the Remove.
Considering Bunter's magnificent des-
eriptions of Bunter Court, it was sur-
prising that he did not ‘want to stay at
that imposing residence. But he diudn’t
—it was quite plain that he didn't.

“If vou do not immediately accom-
pany Wharton, Bunter, I shall remove
vou from this room myself!” boomed
Mr. Quelch.

crnh. aip M

“Are you going?”

“You—you see, Blr—

“ Enough !

Mr. Quelch strode across to Bunter.
He grasped him by the collar, and
liooked him out of class, landing him
in the middle of the Form-room like a
fat fish.

Bunter spluttered,

“Oh! Ow! Groogh! I—I say, sir—
Teggo—— T say Oh, dear! Oh,
my hat !”

“Clome!” said Mr. Quelch,
erinding voice,

With an iron grasp on his fat shoulder
Billy Bunter was marched out of the
Form-room. The heavy tread of Mr.
Quelch, and the faltering footsteps of the
Owl of the Remove, died away down the
passage,

There was a rush -of the Remove fel-
lows to the windows. Those windows
were crowded with faces, to watch the
further adventures of Willlam George
Bunter.

He emerged from the House with Mr.
Quelch—still with the I'orm master's
vice-like grip on his shoulder, Right
down to the gates Mr, Quelch marched
the hapless Owl of the Remove,

“(rosling !

The porter came out of his lodge. He
stared at Bunter.

“(osling, this—this boy has retarned
to the school, unpermitted. You should
;‘:Dt have allowed him to enter, Gos-
ng.”

“Whiclt I never seed him a-doing of

L

¥

in &

again, Gosling,”

marched Dunter out, and then at last
the
shoulder.

pnce ! said Mr. Quelch H-.‘l.'nrel_j,r.
you are found within the precinets of

severely.”

closed _
glance at Bunter, he walked towards the

voung Dunter,” said Gosling. ** A-shoving
in when a man's back 15 tnined !

Bunter—you clear hoff I

now—he won't =ee you. Let me in,
there's a good chap!” _
“T don't think!” said Gosling

is this ‘ere—"

“Kindly see that Le does not enter

“Werry good, siv!”

L1 i 'I' o L]
Open the gate, Losling,

“*Yeossir.”

The gate swung open,

ATr. Quelch

viee unclosed fromn the Owl's fat
“PBunter, you had beiter go home at

EI.I[
Greyiriars again- vou will be dealt with

“QOh, really, sip—"

“You are, in fact, trespassing here,”
said Mr. Quelch, “If yon were not so
stupiedl you would realise the absurdily
and bad taste of your condnct. Now go
home at cnee. Do vou hear?”

“0Oh, ves, sir!”

Mr, Queleh walked Ln{_:};, and the gale
after  him. - Without another

House,
Gosling grinned sourly through the
bars of the gate at Bunter.

“ Pretty goings hon, 1 don’t thiok,

Ho 1"

L]

" I—1 =ay, Gosling, old man
“Wot 1 says s this ‘ere, young

“Let me in, Gosling!" urged Bunter,
“0Old Quelch has gone into the Housce

W Em ek
.."'-F'I
o

ate
-
e

.T.‘LI.

Buanter. Wot I advises you to do 1z this
‘ere—you o ‘ome”

“Gosling, old chap—"

*“*Huh!"”

Gosling grunted and wallked back to
iz lodge.

“Gosling ! ealled out Bunter appeal-
mgly,  The porter did not turn  his
head.

“(rosling, old fellow!™

William Gosling went into Lis lodge,

“Uosling you rotterl”

No answer,

“Gosling, yvou checky ead!” howled
Dunter, * Do you hear me, vou cheeky
fd donkey ¥

No answer came {rom Gosling’s lodge,

Billy Dunter blinked np and down the
road dismally, It was a long walk back
to the station, and Dunter did not Like
long walks, Desides, he did not want to
ro. He looked this way and that way,
like Moszes of old, and then he turned
to the gates nram.,

When Gosling looked out of his lodge
half an hour Iater, a fat figure was sull
lingering at the gates, DBilly Bunter
had not gone.

There he was—haunting the gates of
(ireviriars like a podgy Peri ai the galo
nf Paradize, DBunter was a sticker—anid
now, undoubtedly, he was sticking !

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Talk on the Telephone !
ARRY WHARTON & Co. wore
very circtunspect in the Removy
room that afternoon,
Mr, Quelch was in a tart

H

huironr,

The amazing retorn of Bunter had suv-
orised and deeply ireitated the Remowve
master: zeallv, it seemed to Me. Quelch
that he never would have done with the
worry of Bunter,

h—

*“ You silly owl, Bunter ! Where are you ?’’ There was a [at chuckle and the
sound of someone crawling out from under a bed. *‘ Under my bed, by gad I ™

turned up again like a giddy

drawled Lord Mauleverer. *‘ Ha, ha, ha ! ** roared the Removites,
bad penny !’ chuckled Skinner.
Quelchy will do with him this time ? " (See Chapler 10.)

““ Bunter's
“ 1 wonder what

=

Tur Alacyie Laagany,- No. 876,
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When a fellow was expelled from the
cehiool, the school had a right to sup-
pose that it had seen the last of the
follow in question. But Bunter seemed
like the gentleman in the story, who was
dead but would not lie down, He was
expelled, but he was not, apparently,
done with. Like a spectre he had re-
tiurned to haunt the scene of his former
existence. It was extraordinary—unpre-
redented—exasperating. Mr., Queleh
found quite a large number of expressive
adjectives descriptive of such conduet.
He almost- regretted that he had not
caned Bunter before waiking him out of
gales, :

ITe determined 1o speak very plainly
to Bunter's father on the subject. My
Buuter ought to have seen that this did
not happen.,

When classes ended, Mr, Quelch pro-
evcded to the Head's study to acquaint
b, Locke with the singular oceurretice
of the afterncon.

He found the Head in a good humeur.
'he Head had been doing Greek wiih
tha Sixth, -dig iIIIT deep into the
mysteries of Sophoeles;: and the Head
always found pleasure in that. How
niuch pleasure the Sixth found in it was
another matter. .

"A  most extraordinary occurrence,
sr——""gaid Mr. Quelch.

“Indeed, Mr. Quelch?”

* Bunter, sir—""

“Bunter 7' repeated the Head absently.
He was =till thinking of Sophoeles, and
his mind was three thouszand years away.

“Bunter of the Remove, sir—"

“(h, Bunter!” said the Ilead, coming
hack with an effort from the dim ages of
the past. ““Certainly! The boy I was
compelled to expel from the school a
weeck ago. Quite so! What is if, My,
Gaeleh

“He had the unparalleled impudence,
sir, to present himself in the I"drm-room
tg-day.”

“Wha-a-at1"?

Dr. Locke jammed his pince-nez on his
nose and blinked in amazement at Mr,

Quelch.  He totally forgot even
sophoeles,
“Bunter—here! Mr. Quelch—what—-
w hat—-"

“It is amazing, siv, that the hoy should
act in so—so unprecedented a manner,
and that his father should allow him to
do so.”

“I am astounded, Mr. Quelch,
impudence—"

“ Such insolence, sir

“ Such amazing effrontery——"

“Such reckless disregard of all pro-
priety——"

“He s gone now, I presume®” ex.
cluimed the Head.

1 turned him out at once, sir.”

“Very good! Very good indeed, Mr,
Quelch.”

“Probably hae

Sueh

will not venture o

vepeat such an act of insolence, sir. But [

no doubt you will agree that his father
-hould be communicated with.”

“Certainly, Mr, Quelch., His father i3
very seriously to blame.,  Perhaps yau
will make the necessary conmnmnunication.”

“Certainly, zir, with vour leave.”

“Pray do so, Mr. Quelch,”

“Then I will telephone, i,

“Very pood.”

Mr, Quelch returned to his own <tudy
and proceeded to ring uwp Mr. William
Samuel Bunter at once.  The Head had
heen glad to be relieved of the task of
remonstrating with My, Bunter; he
thrank from saying anyihing disagree-
able to anvhody. iui} Mr, Queleh had
no =uch objections. He intended to put
it very plainly to William  Samuel
Bunter,

I'ne Maaxer LiBrary.—No. §ib.
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He compressed his lips when the reply
came through from his trunk call.  The
reply was that Mr. Bunter was not yet
home from the City. .

“Very good!” said Mr. Quelch, in a
tone of voice which seemed to imply that
he really considered it very bad, and he
rang off, _

But he was not disposed to wait. He
proceeded to ask for another trunk ecall,
this time {0 Mr. Bunter's number in the
City,

ing to his own affairs at his office while
iz son was causing trouble at the school
fro;mn which he had been expelled. Mr.
Quelch was prepared to interrupt a busy
stockbroker in the midst of his dealings
with bulls and bears, with contangoes
and backwardations, without ruth.

When My, Quelch received a reply to
his second trunk call, it came in a hoarse
voice that was obviously not M.
Bunter’s,
learned that Mr., Bunter had left for
home,

The Remove master murmured some-
thing under his breath. He was an
economical gentleman, and he often
found cause for complaint in his tele-
phoue bills, Now there were two trunk
calls to go down—for nothing. It really
was very trying to the temper,

|
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But Mr, Quelch was fairly on the war- |

ath now. Once more he rang up Mr.

unter at home,

This time, fortunately, he found that
that gentleman had come in; and
Wilhiam Samuel Bunter's fat voice came
through over the wires.

“Mr. Bunter—"

“Mr, Dunter speaking, What is 1t?

“Mr., Queleh speaking, from  Grey-
friars——"

“Mr., Squelch o

“Quelch!”

“Did you say Squelch

“Y did not say Squeleh!” hooted the
Remave master., I said Quelch!  Aly
name is Queleh, I am your son’s former
Form master at Greyfriars.”

“Oh, very good! What is it, Mpr,
Squeleh—I mean Quelch 1

“*Your zon wrs here tlhis alternoon
and—-"

“Eht"

“Your son---

“Naturally., 1 zuppose nothing has
oeenrred to cause the Head to send my
second  son away  [from  Greyfriars!”
There was an inflection of sarcasm in
Mr. Dunter's voice.

“I am not alluding to Samuael Bunter
of the Second Form, sir. 1 am alluding
to William George Bunter, formerly of
the Remove.”

ai Eh E]‘!

“Your son, William, who was expelled
Fram the school, has had the audaecity to
peturn here 1 hooted Mr., Quelch,

-3

My, Bunter was apparently at his,
office ; but he had no right to be attend-.

From a cavetaker, Mr. Quelch,

[ this.

“Indeed!™

“Yes, indeed, sire,”

“1 understood that he was going to
visit [riends,” said Mr, Bunter. * No
doubt he was referring to friends at
Greyfriars. Really, Mr. Quelch, this is
disagrecable to me. No doubt the boys
miss him, but a visit like this should not
have been arranged, in the circum-
stances. Surely you see this.”

Mr. Quelch breathed hard.

“You son came here uninviied, eir!”
he gasped. “ 1 have rung you up, s,
to point out to you that it must not
occur again,”

“It is for you to see that it does not
oceur again, sir!” spapped Mr, Dunter.
“My =on was dismissed from Greyfriars
for reasons that appear to me totally in-
adequate. I have been put to great
inconvenience. The affair has been .a
trouble to me. Wlhen 1 placed my son
with Dr. Locke I did not expect him to
be returned on my hands like this.”

“Your son's conduct——"

“His conduct, sir, whatever- it was,
was doubtless the outcome of his train-
ing, which was in your care’™

*“Wha-a-at?” _

“And now;” resumed Mr. Bunter in-
dignantly, “after handing my son over
to- me suddenly, almost without warning,
you allow him to revisit the school, you
encouragdé him to return o

“ Encourage him ! gasped Mr. Quelch,

“If it is your wish that he should ve-
turn to Greyfriars as a pupil, I will
consider the matter,” said Mr. Bunter.

‘“Bless my soul! I—T—"

“I am, I think, prepared to consent to
At all events, I will consider the
matter, and give you a favourable answer
if possible.”

Me. Quelch almost dropped the
recelver,
“In the ecircumstances, 1 have no

objection to my son staying on at the
school for a few days, till the matter is
finally settled.”

“Sir 1™

“1t would have been beiter to com-
municate with me first. T nlust say, Mr.
Quelch, that there seems to me somle-
thing eurreptitious about your en-
couraging Willilam to come back to the
school without my knowledge. Still, if
you are anxious to have him back, I can
make allowances.”

“I—I—1 4
failed him,

“We will leave it at that,” said Mr,
Bunter. “I will see about it, and let

you know whether T can consent to my
son's resuming his former place at Grey-

Mr. Quelch’s voice

friars. Tell the Head that T will give
him a favourable answer if possible,
Good-bye.”

“Sir—Mr. Bunter—lislen fo me——"

Only a buzz on the wires answered Mr.
Quelch. William Samuel Bunter had
rung off.

The Hemove master siood and stared
at the lelephone. Already he had three
trunk calls to pay for; and Mr. Quelch
was very careful with his money. Dut
he felt that he could not let the matter
rest where it was, with Mr. Dunter
under so singular a misapprehension,

50 a fourth trunk-call was required.
It was some time before Mr. Queleh got
through. A young lady at the exchange,
deeply iuterested in the problem of
choosing between bobbed and shingled
hair, mistook the mumber, and Mr.
Quelch found himsell in conversation,
after a time, with a gepntleman living at
Brighton, who seemed quite cross when
he found that he waa not the gentleman
required. But the exasperated Remove
master ot through at last—to receive
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information that Mr. Dunter was gone
out for the evening.

Mr. Quelch put up the receiver with
feelings almost too deep for words.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Tea in-Study No. 1!
HARL{Y WHARTON & CO. came

up to the BEemove passage to

tea, after punting a footer about

till dusk. Wharton had a parcel
under his arm, The Famous Five were
“teaing ¥ together in Study No. L
Nugent turned on the light, and the five
juniors tramped cheerily into the study.
Naturally, they expected to find the
room empty. But it was not empty.

There was a shout from five voices at
once as the light came on.

“ Bunter "

“[—1 say, you fellows

“ Bunter! My hat!”

There he was!

The Owl of the Remove was seated in
the study armchair, evidently waiting
for the captain of the Remove to come
in. He blinked at the astonished juniors,

“Burprised you—what?” he inquired.

“Well, yes, rather I” ejaculated Harry
Wharton. * What the thump are you
doing here, DunterI™

“I'm hungry.”

1] EII?IJ

“T suppose voun fellows are going to
stand me some tea.”

“You can’t stay here, you ass!”

“0Oh, really, Wharton—"

“llow on earth did you get here?’
exclaimed Nugent. “Mr. Quelch thinks
couw're gone,”

Bunter grinned.

“OFf course, I wasn'l going,” he said.
“My people are not expecting me home.
I've come back, you know.”

“You awful ass ,

“I tried to get that beast Gosling to
lot me in again,” said Bunter. “He
wouldn't !  Unfeeling beast, vou Lknow.
I've tipped hiin lots of times—at least, 1
was going to tip him. Dut it was all
right—I got in through the Cloisters.
T came here to wait for you, Harry, old
chap. I knew vou'd be glad to see me.”

“What on ecarth put that idea into
vour head?”’

* Oh, really, Wharton——"

“Well, now vou're here the sooner you
hook it the better,” said Johuny Dull.
“Can’t you understand that you don’t
belong to Greyfriars now?”

“(Oh, really, Bull—"

“ Bunter, old man, you'd really better
ro,” said Harry Wharton, * I'm sorry,
old chap, but you really asked to be
bunked, you know; and now you're
bunked, anyhow., Quelchy will be fear-
fully wild if he finds you {mn: again.”

“Yeos, cut, old man,” said Bab,

“How can I cut when I'm hungry "

“ Bunter "

“Frightfully hungry,” said the Owl
of the Remove impressively. 1 had
lunch at a railway-station, and I've had
nothing =ince, excepting a few tarts and
a doughnut or two and a cake. 1 sup-
pose you fellows don’t want to see me
cxpire before your eyes.”

The Famous Five exchanged glances.

Billy Bunter was “up against it,” there
was no doubt about that, Thev felt a
natural inclination to help a fellow who
was down on his luck. DBut really it was
a difficult matter to help Bunter. The
fat Jjunior did not seerm to realise that he
no longer belonged to Greyfriars, and
that he was now a stranger there. They
could guess what Mr. Quelch's feelings
would be like if he discovered the ex-
pelled junior on the premises again,
Entertaining Bunter in the study was
likely to be a dangerous business,

1

“Well,” said Harry Wharton at last,
“we shall get into a thumping row if
Quelchy finds Bunter here. DBut——"

“0Oh, feed him!” gruated Johnny
Bull.

“The feedfulness is the proper caper,
in. the esteemed circumstances,” re-

marked Hurree Singh, “and then the
worthy and ridiculous Bunter had better
depart hookfully.”

“Jolly decent of you fellows to stand
by me like this,” said Bunter. *Of
course, you ought to, after all I've done
for you.”

“0Oh, my hat!”

“ Look here, Bunter——"

“J say, you fellows, I'm famished.
It's rather unfeeling of you to waste
time talking when I'm famishing.”

Harry Wharton & Co. spread the table
for tea. It was only too certain that
they were booked for trouble if Mr.
Quelch  discovered their proceedings.
But they felt that they could not turn

¥ il
- 1
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good ! said DBunter, when he had dis
posed of cnough for four, “I'li hava
some more of thal ham. And a few
more cggs.”

“Won't vou try tle cake, Dunter?’

“I'm coming to that.”

Bunter eame to the eale presenily,
and disposed of the whole of it DBy that
time he had taken the Lkeen edge off
his appetite,

But he still went on, so long-as a
erumb remained on the table. Bunter
did not believe i leaving anything un-
finished.

The news that the Famous Five had
an unexpected guest in Study No. 1 had

1
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old fat man! Rising bell I
blinked peevishly at Bob.

the sponge over his fat features.

‘* Hallo, hallo, hallo ! ** shouted Bob Cherry, leaning over Bunter.
‘* Grooooogh !’
“‘Don’t make that row, Bob Chenty, when a chap’s
trying to sleep. I—whoooop ! ** The fat junior yelled in alarm as Cherry squeezed
‘“Ha, ha, ha!’’ roared the jumiors.
(See Chapter 11.)

““ Wake up,
Bunter opened his eyes and

the hungry Owl empty away.  They
decided to take the risk.

Dilly Bunter was soon going strong,

Supplies for a tea for five had been
brought to the study, Frank Nugent
hurried back to the school shop. Supphes
for ten at least were required, if Bunter
was to “tea ™ with the Famous Five,

Bunter's fat face beamed over
festive board.

He scemed guite to have forgotten his
peculiar position, in his keen interest in
the Foodstufls,

His tronbles, evidently, had not
affected his appetite, It was doubtivl
whether any imapginable troubles could
have done that. If the universe had
come to a sudden end, Bunter's last act
irobably would have been to bolt a last
mrried meal while the final crash was
going on,

L[] = =’
"l sav,
K

ihe

voil  fellows, this is really

spread  along the Remove passage.
Fellows came along to stare iuto the
study at Bunter, really scarcely helieving
their eyes when they saw lim  there.
There was chuckling and chortling all
through the Remaove.

Bunter grinned and nodded to the
fellows as they looked in. Ile seemed to
faney that he was holding a kind of re-
ception.

Ho was finished tea at last: and then
the Famous Five considered that ib was
time for Bunter to go. In fact, the
sponer he went the better, before wrath
descended upon the devoted heads of his
kind entertainers. But Buuter had no
1dea of gomng.

He leaned back luxuriously in fha
armchair, unfastening the lowest button
of his waistcoat. Even Dunter's stowago
capacity had been rather severely taxed,

THE Magxer Lisrary.—No. 876.
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MORE GORGEOUS ART PLATES COMING ALONG, CHUMS!

The chums of the Remove looked at
frim,
“Well, Bunter—— "' =aid Wharton.

“Jolly good feed,” said Bunter, “If
vou fellows don't mind, I'll take a little
nap.”

“ But——"

“You might put someihing on the fire,
Wharton.”

“Yez: but—"

“ And I dare say you want to get along
o vour own study, Cherry. You're
rather noisy, with your big feet——"

s El,. ?J‘j

“Well, don't make a row. anvhow.”

Bunter elosed his eyes comfortably,

“My hat!” said Bob Cherry, with a
deep breath, gazing at Billy DBunter.
“*[—T suppose a fellow had beiter not
kick him, in the giddy circumstances.
But he does beg to he kicked, doesn’t
he 7

Skinner grinned into the study.

“You fellows want to see Quelchy 7"
he asked.

“Good lord, no!” ejaculated Wharton.

“He seemsz to want to see you—he's
coming, anvhow.”

*“Oh, crumbs!”

Skinner walked off, chuckling, The
Famous Five stood in dismay. Appar-
cittly Mr, Quelch had become aware that
-nmething of an unusual nature was pro-
coding in the Remove passage, and was
comngz to investigate.  DBilly Bunter's
eves reopened behind his glasses,

“T say, you fellows, is that (h,
iy hat 2

My, Queleh stood in the doorway of the
ndy.

“What—— Bless my soul! Dunter!”

And the Form-master pgarzed spell
bound at the Owl of the Remove,

THE NINTH CHAFPTER.
Exit Bunter !
yvou doing There,

b HAT are
Bunter ?” i
“I—I've bLeen having tea,

sir ! gasped Bunter.

“How dara you come here?"

“J—I told you I'd come back, sir.”

“T’pon my word! This passes all
patience ”  exclaimed the Remove
master. “ Wharton, you have admitted
Bunter fo the House—knowing that he
15 expelled and not allowed to come here
at all-—"

“Weo found him here,
Wharton.

“Then you should have informed me
immediately of his presence. That was
vour duty, as head boy of the Remove.”

“'W-a-w-as it, sir "

“TIt certainly was, Wharton. Instead
of that, it appears that you have been
entertaining him—welcoming him to the
school which he had disgraced, and from
which he was expelled with ignominy.”

“Oh! We—"

“Hach of you will take five hundred
lines,” hooted Mr, Quelch. “As to-
maorrow is a half-holiday, you will remain
n the IForm-room and write out your
lines, until they are finished and handed
in to me.”

“Oh dear }?

“Tf there is any repetition of this con-
duct, Wharton, there will be a severer
punishment to follow. Bunter is deliber-
ately flouting the Head’s authority in
coming here, and you appear to be en-
couraging him to do so. You should
know better.”

LR

sir,” gasped

L I
“ Enougl ! yunter, follow me @
once,”

“I—T say, sir, I—1'd much rather stop
hora——"

Tur Macrer TIBRARY.— No. 876.

“¥You will go home at once, Bunter.”

“T den't want to go home, sir.”

“That is quite beside the point,
Bunter. Are you really obtuse enough
to suppose that vou can return to Grey-
friars after being cxpelled TV

“¥Yes sir!”

“Bless my soul! Really, Bunter, I
scarcely know how to deal with you,”
cjaculated Mr. Quelch.

“T—I'd prefer to let hygones Le by-
pones, please, sir,” said Bunter. “I'm
willing to overlook the whole thing, sir.”

“1 shall not waste further words on
yvou, Bunter. 1 shall remaove you from
the school; and if you come here again
1 shall punish you severely. Although
you are no longer a Greyfriars boy, 1
shall cane you if T find you within the
precinets of the scheol again.”

ur':l'h .['Cll'. 1|:|.:

“Follow me!"”
master,

Billy Bunter guaked, and followed the
Remove master from the study. A crowd
of Removitez watched him pgo down-
stairs in the wake of the angry master.
Mr. Quelch strode out into the duskw
guadrangle, with Dunicr at his heels.
The Owl of the Remove blinked to and
fro, apparently considering the paossi-
bility of dodging awavy in the shadows.
Mr, Quelch seemed to read his thoughts,
for he came closer, and dropped his hand
on, Bunter's shoulder, There was no
dodging for Bunter.

“Come ™ snapped Mr. Quelch,

The gates were closed and locked for
the night. Alr. Quelch led Bunter to the
master's private gate, which he opened
with his own key. Billy Bunter blinked
dismally into the shadowy road oulside,

“ Now go, Bunter ™

“I—I say, si " stammered Bunter.

il Gﬂ l”

“I—1 ecan't stay ont all nizht, sir.
I—I haven't my railway fare home”
gasped Bunter, “If—if anything hap-
pens to me, sir, vou'll be responsible.”

Mr. Quelch breathed hard,

“What is the amount of your ratlway
fare home, Bunter 7"

“ Beven-and-six, s

“Third-class?” snapped the Remove
master,

“"Five-and-six, sir,”

“I will give you five-shillings-and-six-
pence, Bunter. T do not desire that you
should suffer for your folly to the extemt
of remaining unsheltered for the night.
But take warning, Bunter, and do not
come anywhere near Greyfriars again.”

“I—I want to come back, sir!”

* Nonsense ™

“I shouldn't like to have any Form
master but you, sir.”

“What

“You see,
mueh——"

“Take this money, Bunter, and go.”

Bunter took the money, but he did not
go. His fat feet really seemed glued to
the soil of Greyfriars.

Mr. Quelech stood with his hand on the
gate 1mpatiently.

“Will you go, Bunter, or must T push
you out of this gateway foreibly ¥ he in-
quired,

“ (vh ]'ﬂr:- !u

Bunter rolled out dismally.

“Now, be sensible, and go home at
once,” sald Mr. Quelch, preparing to
cloze the gate,

“Hold on a minute, sir! I—T can't get

¥

home on five-and-six——
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thundered the Remove

LR}

eir, T—I like you so

Rsi

“That 15 your railway fare, Bunter!”

“I—-I shall want a taxi from the
station at the other end, sir!™
“You may hbave a taxi from the

station, Bunter, or from anywhere else,
if you have the pecuniary resources to
remunerate the driver,” said Mr. Quelch,
“Otherwize, doubtless you will walk.”

Slam !

The gate closed, and Mr. Quelch
turned the key in the lock. From over
the wall floated an ejaculation:

“ Beast I

Mr. Queleh compressed his lips and
walked back to the House, extremely
angry, but relieved to think that Le had
done with Bunter at last.

In the road Billy Bunter stood for
some minutes, with five shillings and six-
pence 1n his fat hand. He rollied awey
at last towards Friavdale,

When he reached Friardale he did not,
however, head for the railway-station,
He dropped mm at TUncle Clegg's little
tuekshop in the High Street.

After his tea in Study No. 1, it might
have been supposed that even Billy
Banter waz “full insule™ for a time.
But perhaps his walk had made him
hungry, Ov perhaps Mr. Quelch’s five-
and-six was burnming a hole in his pocket,
At all events, he rave his orders 1n Mr,
Clegge's shop, and was soon consuming
tnek at a great rate.  And the amount
of tuck he consumed waz of the precize
value of five shillings and sixpence,

THE TENTH CHAFPTER.
A Lodging for the Night !

o ICK {or wus!” grunted Bob
Cherry,
“The micefulness 1z lerri-

ﬁi‘ I,”
Really, it was not nice. Tive hundred
hines each had been rewarded the
IFamous Five for their hospitality te

Bunter; and they did not like the pros-
pect at all. A half-holiday spent in
grinding out lines in the IForm-room was
not in the least attractive,

“ Bother him!" growled Johnny DBull,
“Blessed if Bunter isn’t as much trouble
after lre's gone as when he was here!”

" More ! =aid Bob.

“Thank goodness he's cleared now, ab
any rate, % suppose we ve seen the last
of the silly owl!”

“Have we?¥" sand Harry Wharton
dubiously. “I'm not zo sure of that,
The fat ass simply can’t wnderstand that
he's not in the picture now.”

“HMe won't, vou mean,” grunted
Johnuny Bull. “It's just his thundering
neck., I wonder Quelchy doesn’'t wallop
him."”

“You think he'll come back again,
Harry ?” asked Frank Nugent, with a
whistle.

“Well, T sha'n't be surprised to see
him, anyhow,”

“Blessed if T should be surprised at
anything from Bunter,” said Bob
Cherry.

The episode had itz serious side for
the Famous Five, as it had led to five
hundred hines for a hall-holiday. DBuf
the rest of the Remove cackled over it
loud and long, DBunter's amazing pro-
reedings were the only topie in the
Remove that evening, and fellows in
other Forms dizcussed them also with
loud launghter,

Bunter, evidently, was determined o
ecome hack to Greylriars if he eould,
Too late he had repented him of his
folly, and had realised hiz mistake,
Either he could not, or would not, see
that it was too late. He scemed fo hope
to gain his point by sheer peraistence,
After what had eccurred, most of the
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Remove fellows fully expecied to see
lim again on the morrow, Skinner re-
marked that he would hang on till_he
was licked, And, to judge by Mr.
Quelch’s looks a hcking was pretty
cortain, if Bunter showed up at Grey-
friars again.

Bunter's idea, apparenily, was fto
yegard himself az still being a Greyfriars
chap; ‘and his expulsion by the Head as
n trifle that could be disregarded—a
trifle light as air. It was not Tikely that
ihe headmaster would share that peculiar
View,

The Remove fellows were still discuss-
ine Bunter in the Rag, when Wingate of
the Sixth looked in, his appearance
announcing that it was bedfime, :

The Remove fellows went up {o their
dormitory. Dob Cherry glanced up and
down the room when the light was
turned on.

“ Looking for Bunter " grinned DPeter
Todd.

Bob laughed.

“Well, I'm blessed if T should be sur-
prised to see him here,”™ he said.

“The surprisefulness would not be
great,” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh.

Bunter was not to be seen, howerver.
The Remove turned in, and Wingate
put out the light and retired.

A minute after the captain of Grey-
fiiars was gone a still, small voice was
heard in the Remove dérmitory.

“1 zay, vou fellows!”

“Great Scott!” yelled Bob Cherry,
“He's herel”

“0Oh, myv hat!”

““That beast iz gone, isn’t he?” went
on the still, small voice.

“You silly owl, Bunter!
yvou "

There was o fat chuckle, and the sound
of someone erawling out’ from under o
Lrexcd.

“ Under my bed, by gad!” cjaculated
TLord Mauleverer.

“Ha, ha, ha!t” )

“Well, this beats 1it!" suil Vernon-
Smith,

“He's turned up like a giddy bad
penny  agiin,”  chuckled Skinner. "I
wonder what Quelchy will do with him
this time? He can't very well turn him
out to graze at this time of night.”

“1 say, you fellows, I'm ready to turn
in. Have those rotiers taken my bed
out of the dorm "

“You sillv owl, did you think wvour
bed would be left here in case you
chantred your mind and eame back®"
demanded I'oin Brown,

“0h, really, Brown—

“You can't stop here, Bunter,” ex-
claimed Harry Wharton, sitting up in
bed, in almost a state of econsternation,
“You can't, really!”

“I'm jollv well going to!”
qq"I_'lI[nw did you get m again?” asked
Squill.

“I got in the Lack door and dodged
np here,” said Bunter. “What was a
fellow to do? T couldn't go home,
Quelchy lent me my third-class railway
fare; but I'm not travelling thied,  All
very well for Quelchy—a twopenny-
ha'penny schoolmaster, Not quite good
enough for me.”

“0Oh ernmbs!”

“Besides, I had a snack at Unele
Clegg's, and the {ive-and-six went,” said
unter. “I'm stony. Of course, I know
iy old friends here will stand nie a small
loan, in the circumstances.”

“Who arve your old friends liere?”
azked Skinner, with interest. “This is
the first I've heard of them!”

“Oh, .really, Skinner——"

“But yon can't stay here, Buanter,”
said the captain of the Remove, * You
kuow five of us ot five humleed lines
cach for standing you tea-—---"

Where arve

¥

“Ile, he, he!”

_“Why, the fat villain 1s eackling!” ex-
claimed Bob Cherry indignantly. “IHe
thinks 1t's funny!”

“He, he, he!™
“Roll out of thiz dorm, Bunter, hefore
I come to you with a bolster!” shouted

Baob.

“I'm waiting to turn in, old chap.
Of course, I'm sleeping here. Which
of you fellows is going Lo whack out a
bed with me?"

“The whichfulness is terrifie.”

“1 suppose vou don’t want me to =leep
on the floor?” =aid Bunter. I know
you're selfish. But theve's a limit!"”

“I ecan see myself sharving a bed with
vou——I don't think!” chuckled Skinner,
“In a two-foot-six bed, there's two-foot-
three for Bunter, and three inches for
the other chap. Who's keen "

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“The keenfulness is not tervifie!™

“1 say, you fellows, I'm tired, you
know. Look here, if vou like to give mo
half a dozen: blankets, I can slecp on the
floor.”

“You fat duffer, you ean't sleep here
at all!” exclaimed Harry Wharton im-
patiently. “ You'd better go down at
onee and speak to Mr. Quelch, and ask
hith to pui you up somewhere for the
night.”

“Most likely he would lick me.”

“8Berve you jolly well right if he does.”

“0Oh, veally, Wharton——"

“Clan’t you understand that you don’t
belong to Greyfriars now " howled Bob
Cherry.

“That's unfeeling, Cherry.”

“Buat can't you understand
head *"

“I don’t care to discuss the matter
with an unfeeling chap! Took here,
two of you fellows could whack out one
bed and let me have the other. Bee?
I'm really sleepy.”

I:EHut-F.!!I

“-Rﬂt EJJ

“Buzz off "

“The departfulness is  the
caper, my esteemed Bunter.”

“T guess it's up to you to vamoose
the ranch,” remarked Fisher 1. Fish,
“Light out, Bunter !"

“0Oh, really, Fishy——"

“Well, I'm blessed if I know what's
going to be done with the silly owl!™
said Bob Cherry at last, “I say, some

it, fat.

proper
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of you, anybody mind my sharing a bed
if I give mine to Bunfer?”

“You jolly well won't share mine™
said Snoop.

“That's understood,” said Bob. “1I
mean any fellow who washes himself,
of course!™

“Ha, ba, ha!”

“Why, you checky beast———" began
Snoop.

“Shut up, Snoop! Turn
Bob,” said Harry Wharton,
manage it somehow.” )

“Right-ho! Bunter, vou fat willain,
you c¢an have my bed!” =aid Bob
Cherry, turning out. ““I shall get a hick-
ing for it to-morrow, but I suppose it
can't be helped.” _

“Well, a licking won't hurt you,” said
Bunter, “Don't make a fuss about a
trifle like that.”

*“What

“Be a man!” said Bunler,
me, you know.”

“Ha, bha, ha!” yelled the Bounder.

in here,
“"We can

¥

[4] l";'ku

“Are you still giving him  your bed,
Cherry, you ass!"”

Boly Cherry breathed hard.

“Yes,” ho said. “Take it, Bunier!

If you weren't sure of a licking and a
boot in the morning I'd give you my
bolster, hard, But turn n, and shut
u IJ:

I::‘Ahm-'n all, shut np " said Nugent.
(1] Y;-]-Il_ !.‘!

Billy Bunter turned in. Toed Maul-
everer called to him.

“If you want some pyjamas, Dunter,
I can lend you some.”

“That's all right, Maulv; T've token
some from your box already.”

“Oh, gad! Have you?”

“Yes, old chap! I knew vou wouldn's
mind.”

“0Oh, rad!"” said Mauly.

“What on earth's going to happen in
the morning, when they find that [ut
frog here?” said Hazeldene.

“Goodness knows !

“I say, vou fellows, dry up, will you?
I want to go to sleep. Fellow can'
sleep with you chattering like a lot of

magpies.”

“Izn't he nice,” said Peler Todd. * So
grateful, and all that. Such tact and
delicacy.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I really wish you fellows would dry
up,” said Dunter peevishly, “You

(Continucd on page 16.)
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PUBLIC sehool
ground for the plunderer, if he ecan
only surmount the ohstacles which

iz a happy hunting-

A

stand in the way of his gaining
speeess to the building.
The Head's safe usually contains much

that is of value., In the lihrary wre many
tare editions of books, which are worth their
weight in gold. There are also o good many
gold and silver trophies which are well worth
vhe trouble of locating—from {he burglar's

point of view.

] L] £

Gireyfriars School has often been the scene
ot an attewrpted burglary, and oeccasionally
@ suecessful one.  The first burglary of
wlich there is any authentic record oceurred
e 1782—the days of the highwaymen., A
purty of plunderers forced their way into
the school building, and made off with a
hig haul of wvaluables. The burglary must
have been cleverly |ﬂanm=:1 for nobody saw
the burglars arrive, nobody was disturbed
during their visit, and mnobody saw them
leave. 1t waz not until the morning that
the school awoke to the fact that it had
heen plumdered.  The stolen property was
assessed at over five hundred pounds.

&

nly a few months later another burglary
vas atlempted. But on this occasion the
intruders walked into o hormets’ nest. A
special vight porter had been engaged, and
he kept watch from a room in the school
tower., From this vantage-point he saw a
number of shadowy figureg crossing the Cloze
at midnight. Instantly he rushed down and
enallenged the intruders, levelling a blunder-
bwzs at the gang. Then he raized the alarm
hy means of a stentorian shout. The fellows
came dashing down from their dormitories,
lad in the nightgowns which were worn at
That period, anil the burglars were speedily
-'-'.l.]:rt.urEd. In those ““unhappy far-off days ”
burglary was regarded as s very serious
erime, amd the members of the gang were
seitenced  fo trapsportation for a  long
preriod. This
sl effect, for Greyfriars was free from the
nnwelrome  atltentions of the burglar for
MIENHY  Years,

-
=

*
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I 1833, however, there
epidemie of borglaries, the sehool being
visitedd and  plidersd three times in the
<wnie year, On two occasioms the burglars
were canght red-handed, and on the other
oecasion they made what the Amerieans eall

Y ente getaway.

war  quite an

= ] k]

An attempted Durglary in the year 1854
vis ot withouwt its humdrows side.  The
=rhinol porter had been specially Instroected
tao kecp wateh and ward for barglars ; and
o dark  December night he peeped from
his bed-room window  and saw a numher of
bl clambering aver the sehiool wall.  The
poarter, wlhoze name was Craven, was also
craven by nature,  Although armed with a

Ty Macwer Lisrary.- No. 876.
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pistol—which had been provided in case of
emergenecy—his  eourage  failed him  com-
pletely. He made numerous efforts to load
the weapon, but his hands trembled so
violently that by the time he accomplished
the performance the burglars had broken
into the building, and were beginning to get
busy in the Head's study. Then the terri-
fled porter, fearing that his lodge would he
broken into, and that he wounld suffer per-
sonal unlvncr. fired wildly from his window
into the night., The pistol-shots were punc.
tuated by wild shouts of “’Elp! Burglars!®
Jave me!” The slumbering sehool was zoon
awakened; but, unfortunately, the hurglars
Were fu:emlrtmd by the din that the porter
wis making, and, leaving their plunder
hehind, they Immedlz.r fled from the school
premigsez, and escaped by scaling a bhigh
wall at the back of the building.

W 4 @

“The biggest burglary in the school's history
occurred inm 1580, The burglars had the
aszsistance of a treacherons member of the
schiool domestie stall—a mapservant named
Morley. He admitted them to the school at
dead of night, and handed them a bunch of
keys which enabled them to enter many
departments of the school where valuables
were kept. The looters got away with a
rich haul, even the strong-room having been
qurrmsfully rifled. Bot Morley, who had
been promisod a big share of the spoils,
never received it. In his fury Le gave the
burglars away to the aunthorities, and the
gang, when arrested, promptly rounded on
‘ﬂl_}lli‘}’.r and told of the part he had played
in the affair. Morley strenuously denied
his complicity in the burglary, but he was
conyicted and sent to penal servitude with
the others. Since that time no manservant
has been engaged at Greyfriars uuless he has
been able to produce the highest credentials.

& *

P

A determined amd suceessful effort to hreak
into the school was wmwhade during the
Sommer Vacation of 1505, But the burglars
went empty away—or very nearly.  All the
achool valuables had been locked in & room
in the tower, amd the maraunders did not
think of looking there. However, they ob-
tained a few “unconsidered trifles ™ from
the masters” stondies, and made off in a
motor-car.

+ ;

The last big burglary ot Greyfriars was
very  ingeniously planned, The Old Boys
sent a football eleven to the school, and
among them was a felow who masqueraded
us Dick Chester, a famous goalkeeper of the
past. Whilst a econeert was in progress in
the evening, the impostor, with the aid of
accomplices who had heen lurking outside
the school, plundered the place from end th
end. Then came the startling revelation
that the real Diek Chester had been killed
in the war, and that the man vwho now
assumed his name was an impostor. e was
promptly arrested,
perty was recovercd,

ED]TI:.D BY HARRY WYWHARTON

aml all the stolen pw:hl.

| Babies Number of ihe

Week Ending November 22nd, 1924.

ANSWERS TO GORRESPONDENTS.

AIR PLAY " (Chichester)—"1 think
that Rilly Bunter ought to have a
trial in the Remove Eleven,™
Believe me, if Dunter had a ** trial,””

he would bé “ condemned ** by all eompetent

“judges !

Y Carious P (Lewlsham)—"Tz Mr. Quelch's
typewriter a portable one?”—No; it is
a - cuombersome, old-fashioned  machine.
Quelehy’s manuscript, however, is portable,
The other day he left it lying on his desk,
and a sudden gust of wind ‘‘carried it
away |

R. J. B. (Manchester).—"1 think a Special
‘Herald " would be
jnlly interesting.”——We've already had a
Special Number dealing with the ““ Babes *
of the First and Second, if that's what you
maoan.

Epeed Limit *  (Blackburn)— Coker of
the Fifth seems to be a perfect terror on his
motor-bike. How many fatal accidents does
he have per day?”"——Well, he couldn’t have
more Lhan one, could he?

Mabel J. (Llandudno)—Billy Bunter
claims to be a splendid all-round sportsman.”
The only thing * all-round * about Bun-
ter is his circumference !

“ Heraldite * (Haztings).— Have you gol a
musenm aft Greyfriara Yes, rather! 16
containg all sorts of interesting curiosities.
There are lots of old coins which would make
a collector's mouth water > there are relies of
ancient wars; and there are also some stuffed
birds. Billy Bunter envies them, He wishes
he could be * stuffed !

F. J. B. (Taunton).— Why doesn’t
Skinner of the Hemove turn over a new leaf,
like Vernon-Smith did ?*——Because he hasn't
Smithy's strength of character. It was pos-
sible for the * Bounder,” as we used to call
him, to rise on stepping-stones of his dead
self to higher things; but Skinner doesn's
want to rise. He szeems quite content to
remain a rofter.

i
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EDITORIAL'!
N publishing a special nwinber dealing
with the disciples of the immaortal

William Sikes.

But although T know nothing about bur-
#lary from within, I have seen a good deal
of it from withont. (Greyfriars has been
bargled on several oceasions since I have
been here, and I have sometimes had the
pleasnre of assisting the authorities to cap-
ture the merry burglar.

(M course, the modern burglar is seldom
of the “ Rill Sikes * type. He is well-dressed,
polished, and polite. But he is not the less
a scoundrel because he wears fine clothes
and has suvave manners. There iz little, if
anything, to be said in favour of the
burglar.  Often he has brains enough to
follow - an honourable profession, but he
doesn’'t choose to. He will tell you that
humanity is divided into two elasses, the
looters amd the looted, and that he prefers
to be a looter. And when he is caught--
a3 he iz fairly certain to be in the long
run—he often whines for merey and leniency,
and forgets the wrong he has done to his
unfartunate victims.

I don't think that anvhbady, afker read-
ing this issue, will bave the slightest desire
to hecome a bhuvglap!?

HARRY WHARTON.
[Supplentcnt i

OT being by profession- a burglar, T
have no special qualifications for
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O0M ! Hoom!
The crandfather clock in the school
tower - struck two. Bot it was a
cupple of hours fast, =0, in reallity,
it was midnitc—the witehing hour, when
churchyards yawn oand graves give up their
dead.

Jack Jolly stirred restlessly in his bed in
the Fourth Form dormitery and awoke.

It was o wild night. The wind wissled and
shireeked around the old turrets and towers
of St. Sam's. The rain beat agzainst the
windows with a series of sickening thuds,
and ever and anonymously came the mufled
roar .of the lightning and the fitful fashes
of - thunder,

“What a night!” muiiered Jack Jolly,

with a shudder. “ I'd better get out of bed
and shut the windows.”

As he did so he happened to glanze down
into the ruadrangle. 1t was pitch dark;
hut prezzantly a sheet of lightning lit up
the seen, and Jack Jolly distinetly saw a
Jark, - sinnister-looking figger stealing across
the quad.

Was it a funtom figger or a homan form?
No, it could not be a fantom, bekawse Jack
Jolly could hear the crunchicg of fect on
the  gravel, _

Instantly the thought Hashed into Jack's
mind :

“ A berglae!?

It was an ideel night to commit -a berglary
at St Sam's. The Head and the masters
had long sioee retived for the night,
the plaice was rapped in slumber.

Peering into the gloom. Jack Jolly lis-
~oned with all his eyes. Amd prezzantly he
heard the sound of a window heing raised
Jown below, The berglar was breakiog into
the box-room !

Jack Jolly hastily rowsed his fwo choms,
Merry and Bright., He threw a jug of eold
water over Merry, and he woke Nright by
hashing him on the lhead with the empty
g

“ Quick, you fellows!" panted Jack Jolly.
© Blip into your toges, and come downstares
with me! I've just seen a herglar break
into the bilding!™

@ Sure it wasn't Blade of the Sixth return-
ing from one of his pub-haaoting eggsped]-
tions 1 asked Merry.

“ Quite sure! It's a berglar, right enunfl!
And it's up to us to capture him before
he rifles the Head's safe! Buck up!”

The three chums jumped into  their
toges, and rushed out of the dormitery and
lopt down the stares six at a time.

Jack Jolly led the way with an electrick.
toreh, and Merry and Bright were hard at
his heals.

Round the winding corridorez Lhey went
m't:iii they reached the door of the Head's
stady. |

Juck Jolly lifted a warning fourfinger.
Then he stooped down, and applied his ear
to the keyhole, He could hear lond eggs-
plosions within, as if somebady was blowing
open the Head's safe with dynamite.

andd

Bang! Boom! Hong!

“Can you hear apything, Jack 7™ wizpered
Morry.

w1 fapey T heard a zlight noize™

suswered Jack Jolly.

suddenly- a tall form in & dressing-gown
loomed up in the ecorridove. 14 was AMr.
Lickham, the master of the Fourth,

“ What are voua boys doing here?" he de-
miitinled.

“We're on the track of a herglar, sir,™
epid Jack Jolly.

“ 4 berglar? What wvensensc!  Go back
o your heds at onee ™ .
“ Byt there's a berglar in the Head’s
study,  #ir!"  protested  Merry. o Lissen!
IMdn's you i miise like Vesoovius in
erupilion?'?

“ N, Merry; I aid pot ! proarcd Mre. Lick-

Supploment #4,]
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Fand tennassity of a wild animal,

ham. who was looking very pail and aggi-

tated. “ Return to your dormitery at once!®

“Nn jolly fear!™ muttered DBright.
“ We're going to investigate this affair first!”

So saying, he threw open the deor of the
Head's study, and the three juniors rushed in.

A thrilling seen met their gaze. The room
wis fludded with electrick light, and a
desprit-looking ruflan was neeling in front
of the Head's safe, the door of which had
heen Blown to hits with dynamite.

The berglar spun round with a savvidge
implication. Instantly he wipped out a
hrace of blunderbusses, and fired uwpon the
introoders.

One of the bullets went elean through the
panel of the Heads bookease, and berried
itself in the cover of a book, entitled * How
to Shoot Straight.”” The other bullets passed
harmlessly through Jack Joliy's curly hare.

“ Collar the broot!™ cried Jack. © Sweep
him off his legs, and make him lay down
his arms!?

Qur héroes hurled
glar, and a {feerce habd-to-hand
ensued.

The berglar fought with all the ferossity
But he was
overpowercd af last. Just as Jack Jolly sat
on his face, the Head came in in his
pijjamers. He had been awakened by the
zound of the eggaplosions.

“ What the merry dickens——" gasped the
Head, in amazement.

“We've bagged a berglar, sir!* said Jack
Jolly.

themselves at the ber-
struggle

“\y hat—I meap, my morter-board! The
f rotter must have had designs om  that
shilling postle-order 1 keep in my safe! It

was very plucky of you, my bhoys, to tackle
a rulfan who was armed to the teeth! Hallo,
Lickham! What do you want?"” added the
Headl, as the master of the Fourth came in.

“ 1T just looked in to see if 1 conld be
of any' assistance, sir!” stammered Ar.
Lickham.

“Yes, you can, You can take charge of
that sinnister skoundrel while I go and tclly-
fone for the perlice. The tellyfone in this
study i5 out of order, and T shall have to
g and use the opne in my dining-room. Yon
bovs can buzz off to bed. Mr. Lickhamn will
louk after the jolly old berglar!™

Jack Jolly & Co. retired, and the berglar

IF YOU MET A BURGLAR!

What would you do if you met a
burglar face to face?

PERCY BOLSOVER:

All depends on the size and stature of
the said burglar. If he was a puny, under-
siged weakling I should give him such &
pasting that he would have to bhe sent to
the special Home for Bedridden Burglars,
But if the fellow was a Samson—a ToweTing
giant I should turn tail and run for my
life!

ALOKZO TODD

If [ encounntered a bmrglar fuee to face
I should reason gently with him. = My
dear good man,” 1 should say, wagging my
forefinger to emphasise my remarks, L
implore ‘you to desist from your nefarious
enterprise! Turn aside, 1 beg of yon, from
the broad road which leads to the—er—
treadmill. It is not too late, even now,
to mend your wayvs. I you will wait bere
n moment I will run to my study and feteh
vou a little book called * From Burglar to
Rishop; or. The Reformation of Percy
Pincher.,” When you have read it you will
he fuil of vemorse for your cheqguered past,
and will turn over a new leaf.” 1 have no

donbt the burglar woubl be very impréssed..

was Jeit with Mr. Lickbam, while 1he Head
went to call up the perliec.

The Head was only absent a cupple of
minnits. But when he returned to his study
there was no sign of the berglar. Mr. Licka
ham wasa alone in the spartment,

“ Dash it all, Lickham!” said the Head
angrily. ““What have you done with the
berglar?™

AMr, Lickham hung his head.

“1—1 let him go!* he muttered.

“ Grate pip! What did you do that for?%®

“1 may as well confess,’* gaid Mr. Lick-
ham in & low wvoice.. * The herglar was my
brother—an ex-convict. It was arranged that
he should rific vour eafe to-night, and that
we should go halves with the loot., T tried
hard to preveni those jumiors from getting
to grips with the berglar, but I failed. How-
ever, a4s soon as you left me alone with him,
I permitted him to hop through the window,
Ton't send the periiee after him,- sir, I
implore you! Remember, he is my own flesh
and blud !

The Head frowned.

“1 hardly know what to say to you, Lick-
ham,” he said, “This i8 a most paneful
revvelation to me. Striekly speaking, you
are an accessory after the faet—or, rather,
after the loot. 1 beleeve you're as big a
berglar as vour brother!™

o« T admit it, sir!’? mottered Mr. Lickham
mizzerahly.

o Well, I suppose T ought to ask yom to
hand in your reziggnation. The guvverners
would have a fit if they kpnew that one of
the Form masters here was an apostle of the
late William Sikez, But 1 will let you oft
this time. When next you plan a berglary
see that it takes plaice at one of the bi
liouses outside the school! Don't come an
bergle my safe! Dash it all, man, that’s ke
hiting the band that fecds you!l”

“ Thank you, sir!®” said Lickham huskily.
“1 shall not forget this kinduess. In fature

1 will conflne my Dberplarious activities to

t‘nm houses of the rich gentry in the dis-
ricet."?
« That's the idea!™ said the Head, with a
smile, * Chin-chin, my dear Lickham !’

“ Good-might, sir!®

The Head and the form master went thelr
respective waye, and nothing more was heard
of the attempted berglary at 8. Sam’s,

THE END,

-—-ﬂ—”

I am hoping to feet a good many burglars,
g0 that 1 can add them to my seroll of
converts.

LORD MAULEVERER:

If T met a burglar, hegad, T should just
give him a polite *“ How d'ye do?** and pass
on, I shouldn't dream of zerappin’ with him.
Serappin’ is the most exhaustin' form of
exercise I know, DBesides, T shouldn't like
iny eclassical beauty to be marred by a
couple of hlack eves or a bulbous nasal
organ !

FISHER T. FISI:

Say, ho, if I met one of those burglar
guys, I guess I'd deal him a sockdolager!
eckon he'd think an earthguake had hit
him. It would be all up with the galoot
if he stopped one of my straight lefta.
Guesy he'd feel too mighty sore to do any
more bureiing !

HAROLD SKINNEH:

I helieve in keeping on the right side of
burglars, They're dangerous ecustomers if
yon oppose them. If 1 were to meet one,
stagpering along with a sack of loot over
hiz =houlder, 1 shonld simply say: ® Halves,
partner!”  And if he refused to share out,
I <hould just wish him good-night, and clear.
That's the most tactiul way of dealing with
a memwhber of the Bill Sikes® tribe.

TrE Macxer Lierinry.— No. 576
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(Continwcd from page 13.)

cheeze it, Toddy! You're like a sheep's
head, vou know—jolly nearly all jaw!”

“1—1 won't slaughter him!” gasped
Peter. ““After all, Quelchy will do that
in the morning. I only hepe he'll lay
it ou havd.”

xalyi?

Billy Bunter's deep snore was soon
heard in the Remove dormitory—a fami-
liat and unmusical sound which the
Removites had never cxpected to hear
there apain. And Douter slept soundly
—in spite of the uncerfainty of the
OOrrow.

Pra s S—

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
No Brekker !

LANG! Clang!
‘ The rising-bell rang out over
(ireyfriars in the misty morning.

In the Remove dormitory the
juniors turned out, and many grinning
glances were turned towards Bob

Cherry's bed, in which Billy Bunter was
still snoring.

Harry Wharton and Bob had passed a
rather uncomfortable night; junior beds
were not built for two. But Bunter
had been comfortable enough; which
doubtless was the important matter,

He seemed in no hurrj{ to leave his
bed. He was still snoring when the
Bemove had all turned out.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” shouted Dob
Cherry, leaning over him, *Wake up,
Bunter ! Rising-bell !”

“ Grooogh 1"

“Turn out, slacker!”

Dunter opened his eyes and blinked
up peevishly at Bob.

“Don't make that row, Cherry, when
a fellow's trying to get a snooze. T'm
not petting up yet. After all, T don't
belong to Greyfriars, so therg’'s mno
reason why I should turn out yet.”

“TLots of reasons,” said Bob cheerily.
“(One reason 18 that I'm going te yank
the hedclothes off you—like that—""

“Yaroooh !”

“ Another reason is that T'm going tr
squeeze this giddy sponge over you—like
that—"'

“Whoooop !

Billy Bunter turned out.

He proped for his spectacles, and
iammed them on his fat little nose. and
pave Bob a wrathful glare.

“You beast! T've a jolly good mind
to lick you!™

““Ha, ha, ha!™

“ Buck up. Bunter.” said Harrv Whar-
ton. " The best thing vou can do 1s to
sneak out quietly as soon as the doors
are opened——"

“I'm not going!”

“Do vou think you can stay here, fat.
head 7

“Oh, really, Wharton——"

1Lhlly Bunter's morning toilet did not
take him long: it never did. DBut when
the Remove fellows went down Bunter
staved in the dormitory. Ile was in no
hurry to show up downstairs. In spite
of his amazing cheek, the Owl of the
Remove was feeling very uneasy as to
his reception there,

T#e" MacweET LiBrARY.—No. 876.

= ] e e, B W

“7T say, Wharton,” he zaid as the ecap-
tain of the Remove was going, “ hold on
a minute! Think the Head would
notice me at prayers?”

“Bound to, ass!”

“Think T'd betier keep out of sight
till brekker?™

“You'd better keep out of sight alto-
wether, if you know what's good for
}.b“_n

“T ean't miss brekker, of ecourse:

| that's important. But perhaps T'd better

come in rather late, after Quelchy has
had a bite or two,” =aid DBunter
anxiously, “Ile's always crabby before
brekker, vou know—most elderly people
are, and then they hike to take it out
of somebody. I'll give him a chance to
et over his early-morning tantrums be-
fore T show up, I think. What do you
think, old chap®”

“T think wou'd hetter scoot as soon
asa vou pet a chance of scooting with-
out being seen.”

“0Oh, go and
Bunter.

When the Greyfriavs fellows assembled
at the breakfast tables Bunter was not
on  view. Mr. Quelch was looking
rather cross as he sat at the head of
the Remove table. Perhaps his experi-
ences with Bunter the previous day had
made him cross; or perhaps it was, as
Bunter said, a case of carlyv-morning
tantrums, not unusual in an elderly
rentleman. Certainly  the
master looked a little more placid when
he had disposed of bacon and kidneys
and a cup of tea.

Then there was a stir in hall, A fat
figure rvolled in and sidled up to the
Remove table.

Mr. Queleh stared at  it, bereft of
speech. Tt was the first intimation he
had had that William George Bunter
was once more at Greyfriars,

There was & murmur throughout Hall,
Fellows looked round from all the tablea,
Even the great men of the &ixth, at
the top table, planced round at Bunter,
The ghost of Banquo at the festive
board scarcely cansed more commotion
than the amazing apparition of Billy
Bunter in Hall at Greyiriars.

1 say, vou fellows, make room for a
chap " mormured Bunter, :

Mr. Quelch found his voiee.

“"Bunter !

eat coke!” growled

“G-g-good-morning, sir!”  stuttered
Bunter,

“You—vyou-—von are  here  again,
Bunter I articulated the Remove

master.

“Yes, sir! Sorry 'm late, sie!”

*“Lale !” repeated Mr, Quelch.

“Yes, sir—late for brekker, sir.
not often late {or meals, sir.”

“That’'s +rme!™ murmored Skinuer,
And there was a chockle along the
Removae table,

Me. Quelch rose to his feet, There
were  thunderelouds  on Lis  brow.
Skinner remarked, afterwards, that he
wouldn't have been sprprised if the Old
Scout had had a it on the spot.  Fortu-
nately, Mr, Quelch did not have a ft.

“ Bunter, have you passed the night
in this school ¥

“0Oh, ves, sir!”

“And where! demanded Mr. Quelch.

“In—in my dormitory, sir.”

“You have no dormitory here, Bunter,
as you do not belong to Greyfriars."

*Oh, really, sir—-"

“Wharton, did Bunter stay in
Hemove dormitory last nighi ¥7

“Yeos, sir,” said Harry,

“Yon allowed him to do so®

Y Hem 1™

“You are head boy of the Remove,
Whartonn! You allowed this boy, who
does not beiong to Gresfriars, to star

I'm

the
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in the Remove dormitory, well knowing
that his presence was nnkunown to me.”

“Yeeg-¢-p3, sir.”

“You should have informed mie at
once, Wharton, that a—a person who did
not belong to Ureyfriars was trespassing
11 ]:hﬂ school.”

“Oh ! murmnred Harry.

“That was your duty, Wharlon,
head boy of the I'orm.”

“Wa-a-as it, sir?”

“lIt was!" snapped Mr. Quelch,

Harry Wharton was silent. Tt waz all
very well for Mr. Queleh to tell Lim that
that was his duty; but nobody in the
Remove agreed with the Form master on
that point—least of all Wharten. But
argument with a Form master was not
feasible, =0 Harry =aid nothing more.

“You have an imposition of five
hundred lines already, Wharton, Tt is
now doubled.”

“0Oh, yes, sir

PBilly Bunter had squecezed himsell inle
a seat, perhaps hoping that Mr, Quelch's
wrath would be wholly turned upon the
captain of the Remove, and that he
would escape notice. If Billy Bunier
hoped that, however, he wos doomed to
disappointment, _

Mr. Quelch's gimlet-eye, which had
been almost boring  into Wharton's
fHushed face, now turned on Duonter and
bared into him instead,

“ Bunter !”

“Yes, sir,” murmured the fat junior.

“Leave this table at opee!™

“*I—I haven't had brekker, sir.”

“You -will not breakfast here, Bunicr.
Leave this table, and leave this hall. At
once, sir!” thundered Mr. Quelch, as
Bunter showed a great reluctance in
moving.

The fat junior rose unwillingly to Lis
feat,

“I—T1 say, sir, I'm awfully hungry.”

“That is your own concern, Bunter.”

“I—I'm famished, sir.”

“I desire no information whatever,
Bunter, on that subject. Leave this hall
at onee, before vou are ejected.”

“But, sir * stammered Bunier.

“You will go down to the gates, and
request Gosling to let you out,” said
Mr, Quelch. “If I find vou within the
precincts of Greyfriars when [ quit this
table, I shall deal with you as a
trespasser. Go!”

“(Oh dear !

Billy Bunter gave his former [Form
master a pathetic blink., But pathos waa
wasted on Mr. Quelch. He glaved along
the table at the Owl of the Remove.
Bunter blinked up and down the table
at the Remove fellows—he found that
most of them were grinning. Bunter
had, apparently, expected to carry off
matters by si:eer “‘cheek,” but Mr.,
Quelch was not the kind of gentleman to
he “cheeked.” Reluctantly the Owl of
the Remove detached himself from the
table and drifted slowly out of hall.

He disappeared from sight, and M,
Quelch with a red spot glowing in either
cheek, sat down again. Breakfast at the
Remove table finished in a rather eleciric
atmosphere,

0ns
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THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Still’ Bunter !

i OESN'T Le take the jolly old
bun 7

“Ha, ha, ha "
“Where 15 he now

“Gone, I suppose.”

“Poor old Duntey!”

The Remove fellows chuckled as ihey
came ont after breakiast. The adven:
tures of the expelled junior were becom-
ing a standing joke in the IPorm by {his
tline, DBunter’s cool cheek; in supposing
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that he could come back to Greyfriars
aftez being officially *‘bunked ™ by the
llead made the fellows chortle. [t
really was the limit,

Bunter was not to be seen in the quad-
rangle, and the general supposition was
that he was gone at last, But Peter
Todd walked down to Gosling's lodge
anel asked a few questions, and came
hack grinning.

“Gosling hasn't seen him,” he said.

“Then he's not let him out?” zaid Bob
Cheryy.

“ Mo, still
w here.”

“Oh, myv hat!”

*“Ha, ha, ha'”

“Good pad!” exclaimed Lord Maule-
verer.  Will he have the neek to tarn
np for class?”

sl ]—'}i]{.}\‘; lJJ

“1 think he's got neck enough for any-
thing,” chuckled Skinner. “Quelchy’s
face will be worth watching if he finds
Bunter in the Form-room.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

For onee, the Remove Leenly antisi-
pated fivst lesson. They were quite
eaper to get into the Form-room that
MOrning.

There was some liitle disappointment,
however, when the Lower FFourth came
in. Dunter was not to be seen in the
Remove room.  Mr, Queleh came in, and
his gimlet-eye gleamed over his elass,
The juniors guessed that he, too, would
not have been surprised to see Buntfer
i here,

Bunter's abont some-

“Has anyone here seen Bunter since
Ireakfast?” asked AMr, Quelch, scanning
the Remove,

No answer. Evidently no one had.

“T trast,” =aid Mr. Quelch, *“that he
has now left Greyfriars. Anyone aiding
ar encouraging him to trespass in ihe
school will be dealt with very severely.
Please hear that in mind. all of you.”

The Bemove received that admonitipn
in respectful silence,

Most of the Removites fancied that
Bunter was =till within the walls of Grey-
friars. He was not likelv to start on his
journey home without his breakfast.
Neither was lhe likely to give up bis
extraordinary scheme of replanting him-
self, a3 it were, at Greyfriars, until a
licking awakened him to realities,

The blackboard was required in the
losson, and Mr, Queleh glanced round
for his chalk.

“Wharton !

“"Yes, sir.”

“Kindly fetch me a chalk from ihe
eupboard.”

""Yes, sir.”

Wharton erossed to the tall wall-
cupboard at the end of the Form-room,
in which easel and chalks and rolled
maps aiud other paraphernalia were kept.
He opened the big door, to take a chalk
from the box on the shelf, and the next
moment he uitered a startled ejaculation.

(L) Dh :-'il

In the shadowy interior of the hig
eaphoard was a rotund form. A pair of
large spectacles glimmered therve, with
Billy Bunter’s little round eyes twinkling
hetund them. The fat junior’'s face was
dicky—evidence that he had found some
-ort of a breakfast somewhere. He
hliinked mplovingly at the captain of the
Hemove,

“J—I zay, old chap, d-d-don’t give me
away ! he gasped, under lis breath,

Wharton nodded silently, e econld
not give the fat junior away, thourh
keeping his presence dark meant more
1rouble as soon as Mr. Queleh discovered
it Wharton Thad aceaniulated a
thon=gncd lines alreadv—a heavy aflter-
awoni's work for his half-holiday. He
wandered whether he would soon have

‘ir*i':ligil to write out from begiuning 1o
end.

‘Mr. Quelch’s eyes gleamed round.

“Wharton! I am waiting for the
chalk !

“QOh! Yes, sir!” said Harry hurriedly.

He took the chalk and returned to the
blackboard with it. He left the cup-
board door an inch open. Bunter's fool
was against it, and he could not shut it
without risk of attracting attention.

“Thank yvou, Wharton.”

Mr. Quelch took the chalk, His eye
dwelt for an mstant on Wharton's face,
which was a little lushed. Wharton had
been considerably startled by the sudden
discovery of William George Bunler in
the Form-room cupboard., It was an
unfortunate cirenmstance that nothing
ever escaped Mr. Quelch’s gimlet eye,

“Wharton!” he snapped, as the cap-
tain of the Remove was going back to his
lt{‘f‘-k.

“Yes, sir?”

“You have left ihe cupboard door
open.”’

i {J‘h !!1‘
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with every copy
of next week’s
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Order your copy now, boys!

“(lose it abt once, Wharton! I dis-
like slovenly and careless habits in my
Form. Doors are made to shut, not to
be left open 1™

“Oh! Yes, sir,” murmured Harry.

He returned to the cupboard and
pushed at the door. But Bunter's foot
was still in the way.

“ Let me shut the door, you fat idiot!”

breathed Harry, in the faintest of
whispers.

“0Oh, really, Wharton—"

“ Quick !

“T say, I shall be suffoeated in here,
with the door shut!”

“Quick, you silly
Harry,

“Look here——"

“YWharton!” Ay, Quelch’s vorce was

breathed

[ ]
=
a5%,

very deep. ““What are vou doing
there? Why do you not return o your
place?”

“ Just coming, sir!” gasped Wharion,
All eves in the Remove, as well as
Mr. Queleh’™s, were on Wharton now.
All the fellows thought his proceedings
rather singular,
“Well, come!” snapped My, Quelch,
Wharton pushed the tall, heavy door
hard, It had to be shat, whether
Bunter was suffocaied or net; that,
really, was a minov point, There was a

PRICE-
TWOPENCE.
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squeak in the ecupboard as ihe door
closed. Bunter's fat leg was shoved out
of the way by the push.

“Bless my soui!  What
exclaimed Mr. Quelch,

“Wha-a-at, sir?’

“Tg there an animal in that cupboard,
Wharton 1"’

“ N-n-no, sirt”

““I distinctly heard a sound-somes
thing like a rat squeaking,” =anl Mr,
Quelch,  “TPossibly Mrs. Kebble's cal
may be there.”

“I—I didn't see anything of a cal,
sie.’?

“Look again, Wharton. You cannof
he too caveful.in such matters, It would
be heartless to risk shutting up an animal
in a cupbeard,”

i5 Lhab?™

“0Oh, yes! Very well, sir!” pasped
Wharton.

He opened ihe door again a few
inchez. To open it wide was to rveveal

William Ceorge Bunter, Mr. Quelch’s
eyes now being fixed on the spot. Keep-
ing it a few inches ajar, Wharton peered
into the eupboard,

“The cat isn't here, sir.”

“Yon certainly cannot see into an un-
lighted cupboard, Wharton, without
opening the door.  Open 1t wide at
once ! snapped Mr. Quelch. *“Really,
Wharton, you are acting very foolishly
this mormng. I fail to understand
vou L

“Oh dear!™

Wharton pulled open the door a few
more inches—as wide as he could open
it without revealing Bunter. - From the
dusky interior Dunter’s imploring bhink
was fastened on him.

“The—the—the cat i1sn’t here, sir!”
rasped Wharton,

Mr. Quelech uttered an impatient ex-
clamation, and slrode across the Form-
room to the cupboard. He jerked the
door from Wharton's hand and hurled

it wide open.

“ Now, what—what—— Bunter!"”

“Ow! TI'in not here!” gasped Bunter,

““Ha, ha, ha!” came in a roar [rom
the Remove. They understood now the
singular proceedings of Wharton,

“Bunter!” repeated Mr. Quelch.
“DBunter! This passes all paticnce!
Wharton, you knew that Bunter was

here [

“I—I—I " stuttered Wharton.

“¥You knew that he was here, and you
wera deliberately concealing his presence
from me!"” thundered Mr, Quelch.

IFI_I EE

“Fetch me my cane {from my desk,
Wharton !™

Wharton fetched the cane.

Rwish! Swish!

“I am sorry to have to deal with you
like this, Wharton!” Swish! "I regret
it very much.” Swish! “You will
realise that it is entirely wour own
fault.” Swish! *“Now go back to your
place !’

The captain of the Remove went back
to his place, squeezing his hands In
anguish.

Then Mr. Quelch’s piercing eye flixed
on Bunter. The fat junior was squirm-
ing with terror in the cupboard,

“(Come forth, Bunter!”

“0Oh dear!”

“Do you hear me, Bunter?”

“ No, sir—"

“What 7"

“T—I mean ves, sir!"” gasped Bunter,

“dtand  forth ut once!” thundered
Mr. Quelch.

Wi {]“‘l l’l‘

Billy Bunter volled reluctantly out of
his refuge. He eyed the Form master,
and especially the Form master s cane,
very uneasily. Billy Bunter wanted very

Tre Macxer LiBRARY.—No. 876.
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much (o come back to Mr. Quelch’s
Form. But he had a deeply rooled

objrction to Mr, Queleh’s cane.

Trgr n moment or two the Remove
fully cxpected Mr.  Quelch to lay that
cane eniphatieally round DBunter, DBut
the ansrv gentleman reztrained himself.

“Were 1 still yowr I'ormn master,
Burter, I should chastise you with the
utmost severity [ he boomed,

“Oh dear !

“You have returned here, Bunler, 1n
rpite of my express commands.,  You
have been expelled from this school, yel
you are here, Very good! You will be
detained now unfil your father canr come
and take you away perzomally. T chall
lock you in the punishment-room, and
communicate with him at once by tele-
phone. You have vonrself to thank for
this, Bunter. Come!"

* I—TI say, sir—="

“ Silenee !

Mr. Quelch grabbed the fat junior by
the shoulder, and marched him out of
the Remove-room, Thersa was a gasp
from the Remove,

“Bunter again! My hat!”

“This is the finish ! reiarked Vernon-
Smiih. * Good-bye ta Dinnterl”

“T wonder? grinned Bob Cherry.
“* Bunter's a sticker!™

“The stickfulness 1s terrific!”

“Belter mind your p's @nd q's s
morning,” murmured SEquiff, " Quelehy
i3 in o royval wax. I'm going to be jolly
good when he comes baclk !

But Mr. Quelch, as it happenad, did
not come back. Gwyine of the Sixth
came in soon afterwards {0 take the Re-
move in hand, and they wonderad what
was detaining their Form masier,

BRIGHTON READER
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THE THIRTEENTH CHAFPTER,
Personally Conducted !

ILLY BUNTER relled inlo the
punishment - room, under the
gevere eyve of Mr. Quelch. The

Remove master placed the kéy in
the oeutside of the lock—a proceeding
which Buntar watched dismally.

“JT—T1 =ay, sir—"" stammered Bunier.

“You need say nothing, -Bunter. You
will remain lecked in this rocm until your
father takes you away.”

“J—I don't want my paler to be
bothered to come here, sir,” mumbled
Bunter, *“He—he's busy in the City,
you know, sir.”

“That is not
Bunter,”

“The fact is, sir, I—T'm ready to come
back to Greyiriars,” said Dunter, I
shonld much prefer, sir. to let bygones
be byzones M

Slam !

The closing of the door, hard, inter-
rupted DBunter's observations. The key
clicked in the lock.

“* Peast ! gasped Bunter.

Mr. Quelch heard that complimentary
aigculation us he walked away with the
key in his pocket. It did not soothe his
ruffled temper.

He procecded to his study at once
and rang up Mr. Bunter's City number
on the teleplione. Tt was quite probable
that, as Bunter stated, his father was
busy in the City that morning. That,
however, was no concern of My, Quelch’s.
Mr. Bunter's first duty was bo take his
obnoxious son away from CGreyfriars, in
Mr. Queleh’s opinion, howsoever busy he

for you to decide,

=

WINS AN £3 BIKE THIS WEEK!
L

might be among the bulls and bears and
<tags of the Stock FExchange,

e was fortunate in getting through to
YMre. Bunier's office after only a short
delay. A volece—not Mr, Bunter's—
inquired his business.

“Kindly ask Mr. Dunter to come fo
the telephone at once,” said B, Quelch
sharply. “Mr. Quelch speaking, con-
cerning his son.”

“Sun Life?” inquired the voice.

“Eh?”

“Sun Life—very well.”

“1 repeat——"

But Mr. Bunter's clerk was gone.

My, Quelch breathed hard, He had a
faint recollection that Bun Life was the
title of an insurance company. If secmed
that Mr. Bunter’s clerk supposed thet he
was ringing up the stockbroker on the
subject of insurance shares.

A fat voico came through
moments later.

“ Are you there?”

“T am here——"

“Very good, Mr. Simons speaking, T
presume,” Mr, Dunter rattled on
cheerily, “Sun Life thirty-five and a
(uarter——"

lLEhrl-,l.".F

“"hirty-five and a guarter to thirty-sig
and a quarter——"

“ PBless my soul! I—"

“In my opinion, a ise of a point is
extremely -probable, Mr. Simons,” went
on the stockbroker. *“If you have de-
cided upon this investment, T should
recommend an immediate purchase.”’

“Mr. Dunter——"

a feswr

T will take down vour insteuctions
o 28]

"GOING——GOING—GONE !
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That would seem to be the
vltimate fate of Billy Bunter
of Greyfriars as suggested
bythe accompanying picture.
The sluggish waters of a
Friardale pond are grad-
ually submerging Bunter
and his haven of refuge. l
No. it’s not suicide ! Bunter |
has no intention of burying
himmself and his troubles so |
tragically; he means to
“ un=expel ”’ himself and get |
back to Greyfriars, Gee!
he’ll have to look slippy,
won't he? That reminds
me—there's going to be a
record rush for next week's

MAGNET LIBRARY.

You chaps who don’t make a

point of ordering your copy

regularly will have to look

slippy, too! If you miss mext

Monday's ripping Greyfiriars
story

“BILLY BUNTER'S
CAMPAIGN!”

to say nothing of the spiendid
Free Art Plates, you'll feel iike
kicking yourselves.
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‘Later in the afternoon an express irain rolled out for Courtfield, with a fat j

unior hidden under the seat of a first -class car-

riage. Bunter had solved the first part of his problem; but what was going to happen when he arrived at Courifield and was,

collared as a ** bilk »” was a question to which he did not know the answer.

(See Chapter 14.)

r—

be confirmed, of course, in

L

now, to
writing——

“] did not ring you up to talk about
stocks and shares, Mr. Bunter,” hooted
the Remove master.

n'v,.j",rhat?:j

“1 desire to speak about your son——->7"

“Do you mean Sun Life?”

“T do not mean Sun Life!” howled
Mr. Quelch.

“Tet us have this quite clear, Mr.
Bimons——"

“T am not Mr. Simons !” shrieked the
Form master.

“What? What? I understood—
really, sir, let us have this clear. I was
expecting a eall from Mr. Simons, with
regard to the purchase of Bun Life
shares. Are you not Mr. Simons?”

“Certainly mot !

“ Kindly tell me who you are then
said Mr., Bunter with some asperity.
“Are you a rvegular customer of the
firm*?

“1 am Mr. Quelch of Greylviars—"

“Dear me! 1 have done no business
for vou, Mr. Quelch, but, of course,
should be very pleased to do so at any
time—no introduction 15 necessary In
vour case. You are interested in
msurance shares?”

“No, sir, I am not interested in in
airance shares!” ghricked the Remove
master.,  “I take not the faintest n-
terest in insurance shares, or in any
1-.11191-”51mre5. of any description whatso-
P vieT,

“Then why liave you rung me up,
Me. Quelch, and asked my clerk about
Sun Life?”

“T have done nothing of the kind. 1
was I‘EfEI‘l'il.J’g to vour son—your

William—"

R

O §

“T really wish, Mr. Quelch, that you

would make vourself clear when you
telephone to a busy
now discuas school matters——

I cannot

¥

office.

“ Your son is here again.”

1] Eh?!!

“PBunter has had the effrontery to
return to this school again, and I have
locked him in a room. He is waiting
now for you to come here and take him
away.”

“JIs that a jest, Mr. Quelch??

“ A—a—a jest ?” stuttered Mr. Quelch.
“(prlainly not! I am not in a jesting
maoaod, sir.”

“¥Vou surely do not suppose that it
is possible for-me to leave the Uity and
come down to Grevfriars at a moment’s
notice 77

“Tt certainly is not possible for your
gon to remain here.”

“Then send him away.”

“ T have done so twice, and each time
he has returned. e will not stay
away !” hooted Mr. Quelch, " Ile must
be taken away at once.”

“This is absurd, Mr. Quelch!”

“What 77

“1 certainly cannot come to the school
to-day. Neither have I any desive to
make such a long journey at any time
for such a frivolous reason. 1 eupposed
that William had gone to stay with his
Uncle George. Tell him, from me, to
go there at once.”

" “That is not sufficient, Mr. Bunter,
[ insist upon vour taking this boy away
or sending someore with authority to
remove him 1

No reply.

“Sir! Do yvou hear me
Silence,

“ Are vou theve, Mr. Dunter " The

FEL

Remove master fairly hooted into the
transmitter.. “ Are you there?”

Apparently Mr. Bunter was not there.
Either he had rung off, feeling that he
had wasted enough time on a gentleman
who was not interested in stocks and
shares of any description whatsoever, or
else he had been cut oif, A sweet,
feminine voice came through.

““ Are you finished "

“No, I am not—I—"

“Do you wish for another three
minutes "’

il I_T'—‘I_'__j,

Mr. Quelch hung up the receiver—or,
rather, he jammed it on the hooks, The
telephone rocked.

“Bless my soul!”  exclaimed M
Quelch. “TUpon my word! This is—is
—is sheer insolence! I1—I—1 "

Mr. Quelch whisked away to the
Qixth TForm room, where the Head was
busy with the Sixth and Sophocles.
After a few words with the Head,
Gwynne of the Sixth was sent to the
Remove room to take charge of the
Lower Fourth, and Mr. Quelch took his
coat and hat. e hurried to the pumish-
ment-room and unlocked the door.

Billy Bunter Dblinked at him as -he
looked .

“ Bunier!
come here and take you away—-—-

“(Oh, good!” ejaculated Dunter,

“What?"

“1—1 mean—-"

“1 shall, thercfore, lake you away
wyself,” said Mr. Quelch, in a grinding
voico. “Where is your hat. Bunter ™

Y left it in my dorm, sir.” _

“To you mean the Remove dormitary,
Bunter 7" _

THE MaGNET LIBRARY.— No. Jib.
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“Yes, sire”

Vol etely it at once—stav, I will come
with you.”

“J—1 say, sir—

“ Silence."”

Mr. Quelch marched Dunter to ’r_hn
Remove dormitory, where the fat junior
had left Lis hat, Ther he marched him
out of the Ilouse, and out of gales,
Banter cast a longing blink backwards,
and a verv doubtful blink at Me, Quelch.
"hen he went guietly. Bunter was nob
as a rule very sagaeious, but he had
~pracity cnough to perceive that Mr.
tiueleh, in his present mood, was not to
Le trifled witlh, So he started for the
railway-station by the Remove master’s
side, .his fat little legs going like clock-
work to keep pace with the long strides
of Mr. Quelch.

Not a word was exchanged during that
walk to Courtfield Junction. Mr. Queleh
strode along in grim silence, with a set
face.  Dilly Dunter roled on by his
<itlde, puffing and panting. Long before
Courtlield was reached the fat junior was
winded. But he dared not halt. When-
ever he slacked down a gleaming, gimlet
eve was turned upon hin, and Bunter
bucked up again as if he had been
plectrified.

Courtfichd was reached at last,

In the old High Street Bunter bhlinked
this way and that way, with a lingering
hope of dodging Mr. Quelch. DBut he
iitl not venture te try it en, The
ltemove master, in his present mood,
was simpiy terrifving., They entered the
station.

Mr. Quelch inguired for {rains and
Lought a ticket. He took a platform-
ticket for lnmself, and marched Dunter
an to the platform,

“Take vour ticket, Dunicr.”

“1—I sav, sir——"

“Well 7 snapped Mr. Quelei

“That's a third-class ticket. sir.
acenstoraed to travelling first.”

*1I should be sorry, Bunter, to have to
box your ears in public. Take your
ticket,”

“0Oh! Yes, sir! "Thank you, sir!”

““1 shall see vou into your train," said
Mre. Queleh, *You change at Seven-
oiks.”

“Oh! Yes, siv!”

Me, Quelch waited, with suppressed
fuming, for the train to come in,
came i of last. Mr. Quelech opened a
carriage door. He was leaving nothing
to chance. Bunter had his railway ticket,
and he had no money ; it was impossible
for lum to take a ticket back to Court-
iield. even if he had the temerity to think
ot doing so. He could go home—he
could go to his Uncle George—or he
rould even go to Jericho, so far as Mr.
tJuelch was concerned. All Mr. Quelch
desived was to see the last of him,

“ Step in, Bunter.”

“I—I—I =ay, sir

An iron grip on his fat shoulder helped
wanter into the third-class carriege. Ie
plumped gasping into a corner scat,

Sang !

Mr. Queleh closed the earviage door.

Bunter blinked at him tlwough the
window., He was prepared to jump out
again, if Mr, Queleh cleared off. But
Mre. Quelch had ‘no intention of clearing
off till the train was gone. Bunter dis-
ially realised that he was booked for a
joirney as far as Sevenoaks at least.

“I—TI say, sir, are yon having a lunch-
basket put in for me?"” he gasped.

“Certainly not, Bunter.”

The gnard was slamming the doors,

“Stand clear there!”

Mr. Queleh stepped back,

TuE MicxeT LIBRARY.—No. 076
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Tt rolled away with
Bunter, and he vanished from the sight
of the Grevfriars master. And DMr.
Quelch, much relieved, left the station
and walked back to the school. DBunter
was gone at last.

—a

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Gone !
HERRY WHARTON & CO. came

out of the Remove room as Mr.
Quelch arrived at Greyfriars on
his return from the station.

. They saw their Form-master come in.
He looked rather tired from his long
wall ; but his brow was a little clearer,

“Let's ask him what he’s done with
Bunter I suggested Skinner.  Skinner
had already scuttled up to the punish-
ment-room, and ascertained that the Owl
of the Remove was no longer there,

“You ask him, Skinner!” grinned
Bob Cherry.

“No jolly fear!” said Skinner
promptly.

The Remove fellows were very keen to
know what had happened. Dot no

J—
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“CHARACTERS”

COMPETITION
(Herbert Mauleverer).
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member of the Form was keen on gues-
tioning Mr. Quelch on the subject. Ile
passed them and went into the House.

That Bunter was no longer at Grey-
frimrs was clear. The Removo fellows
looked for him, but did not find him—
thougl really they would not have been
surprised, at any time, to see the Owl of
the Remove start up into view.

“We're done with Bunter at last,”
Mazeldene remarked after dinner,

“The donelulness is terrific.”

‘1 wonder !” murmured Bob.

Tt was a half-holiday that afternoon,
being Wednesday; but not for five mem-
bers of the Remove. Harry Wharton &
("o. had to pay for their hospitality to the
“bunked " junior; and instead of going
down to games practice, the IFamous
Iive had to turn into the deserted [orm-
room, and sit down to lines.

Mr. Queleh kindly came in to sce them
started. Now that the worry of Bunter
was off his mind—for good, as he sup-
posed —the Remove master was a good

| deal

less tartarie, Ile was, perhaps,

5 b I
RESULT OF MAGNET 7 ;

The expiress rolled out of the station. [ toucned a little by the sight of five down-
William George | cast faces in the dusky old Form-room.

He coughed.

1 am sorry that you are detained this
half-holiday 1" he said.

“Thank vou, sir!" murmured Wharton
hopefully., Of old the Eemove fellows
knew that Me. Quelch's bark was worse
than his bite.

“The sorrowfulness of our esteemed
selves, =ir, is also terrifie,” said Hurrce
Jamset Ram Singh,

Mr. Quelch coughed again.

“You have acted very thoughtlessly,”
he said., “I am willing, however, to
make some allowances for the concern
vou doubtless felt for that foolish boy
who lias been expelled from the school.
As 1 have taken measures with regard to
Bunter, and he will trouble ns no more. 1
think 1 may take a miore lenient view of
your—your unreflecting conduet.”

The Famons Five waited hopefullsy.

“You will write one hundred lines
each,” said Mr. Quelch. * Bring the lines
to myv study when written,”

“Thank vou, sir”

Mr. Quelch quitted the Form-room,
and left the Famous Five to it., They
smiled at one another.

“We shall get some football after all,”

said Ilob Cherry, "Chuck Virgil over
here.”
And five pens were soon travelling over
the paper at a greal rate. Five cheery
aces presented themselves spon after-
wards at Mr. Quelch's study door; and
five impositions, very mnicely written,
were handed in to the Remove master.

Then, in a cheery mood, Harry
Wharton & (fo. joined the rest of the
Removites on the football field.

- & - L] L

Exaectly what had happened to William
George Bunter the Remove fellows did
not know, though they discussed the
matter o good deal. DBut they had no
doubt that he was gone—for good.

Doubtless they would have been sur-
prised had they been able, with the eye
of Asmodeus. to follow the movements
of the Owl of the Ren.ove.

Billy Bunter had arrived at Sevenoaks
—having had no choice in that matter,
There he had to deal with a knotly
problem—how te get back to Courtficld
on the next express, without possessing
any money to pay for a ticket.

Bunter had not the slightest intention
of going hoeme—or of going to his Uncle
George. DBunter was going back to
(Greyfriars—somehow or anvhow; he had
been “bunked,” but he simply declined
to recognise the fact. It really seemed
to be Bunter's view that expelling a
fellow was simply a sort of practical joke
on the part of the Head. )

Later in the afternoon, an express train
rolled out for Courtfield, with a fat
fignre hidden under the seat of a first-
class carriage. Bunter had solved the
first part of his problem—and what was
going to happen when he arrived at
C'ourtfield, and was coliared as a * bilk,"
was a question to which he did not know
the answer !

But on one point, at least, there was
no doubt—Greyiriars was not done with
the Owl of the Remove. More—much
more—was to be heard at the old school
of the *bunking " of Bunter.

TIIE END.

(Xow you can look forward fo “ Billy
Dunler's Campaign "—nexl week’s grand
extra-long story of Harry Wharton &
(‘0. of Greyfriars. A winner all the
wayl)
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THE ** BOYS !

s

Somewhere in the shon quarters of Storrydene as chaoice a gang of scoundrels as one could meel

in o day's march are to be found. Having found them. you weill be surprised fo discover that their leader ix Nugent
Deasley Ailen —he of the bespatted ject and the pluck of a rabbt.

e

A

The Re-Play !

MID-WEEK match seldom draws
such a big crowd as a Saturday
afternoon fixture, vet the re-play
between Storrydene Villa and
Ironville United attracted *““fans ’ from

A

all parts of the country. A dozen motor-
conches plied between the town and the
outlying villages, whilst three special
trains arrived from the North and
decanted a small army of Ironville folk
beneath the lofty glass dome of Central
Station.

The unexpected influx amounted to an
invasion, and Fore Street echoed with
the shouts of the enemy.

“Up, Ironville 1™

“Up, up, up, the Reds!”

“We're the boys who make no noise !

“¥ah, yvah! ¥Yah, yah, YAH!™

Everything suggested that there would
be a record “ gate " up at Bedwell Park,
and the Villa directors, standing about
on the balecony of the clubhouse, rubbed
their hands—metaphorically, at any rate
—as they listened to the sweef music of
the clicking turnstiles.

“Hm! Ah'! Most satisfactory, I
think,” declared Sir Aubrey Ailen, the
chairman of the c¢lub, jamming his
monoele into position. “ My only regret
is that my son is not playing, Tippitt ™

Tippitt, the funercal-faced undertaker,
fawned upon the portly baronet as he
made reply.

“Yes, Sir Aunbrev,” he said, in his

thin voice. “We shall all miss Mr.
Nugent !"
" Youn bet we will,” put in Jonas

Trimble, another director. *“We shall
miss him in the same way that we'd mniss
a pet corn. We are jolly glad to be nid
of him!”

Red-faced and glowering, Sir Aubrey
Ailen swung round upen Trimble,

“To listen to a conversation that does
not concern you is scarcely the act of a
gentleman,”  declared  the  pompous
baronet, swelling visibly., * ¥You are m-
glined to forget the deference due to my
rank !”

H |
STORRYDENE

VILLA
Walter Edwards |

No. 4.—THE STARLIGHT BOYS!

“You're rank, right enough !” growled
Trimble, turning away.

“J beg your pardon, sir!” thundered
Sir Aubrey.

“T =aid * Your rank’s right enough ' "
explained the other divector, glancing
over his shoulder: and a chuckle broke
from the other people on the balcony.

Saturday's game had been abandoned
owing to fog, a thick brown curtain hav-
ing deseended with dramatic suddenness
and blotted out the whole scene; and the
home side was leading by two goals to
one when Mr. Morecroft, the referee,
had come to his decision, declaring the
match off.

It was not only the importance of the
re-play that had attracted forty thousand
people to the mid-week mateh; 16 was,
in many cases, just morbid curiosity that
was the magnet, a desire 1o gaze upon a
yvoung man who had escaped death by a
hair's-breadth on the previous SBaturday.

For Peter Voyee, the young man in
gquestion, had been shot ai by a mys-
terious gunman, the bullei grazing his
temple and stunning him,

There were all the elements of drama
about the extraordinary affair, and the
Sunday papers had made the most of the
sensation.

Briefly, the facts are these.

The game had been in progress for
about fiftcen minutes or so when a
brownish pall had descended, enveloping
everything ; and a moment later a single
shot rang out. The sound of the shot
wae still reverberating upon the damp
air when the fog lifted for a moment,
and the players were horrified when they
saw the still form of Peter Voyee lving
upon the turf, a trickle of blood flowing
from his temple, his face ghastly, as
though i death, ‘

Then the fog, still playing its part in
ihe drama, descended once more, and the
gpround was still bathed in a brownish
rloom as the injured player was carried
across the grass to the dressing-room.

A Dbrief examination by Dr. Mace
showed that Peter’s temple was merely
orazeds yet the fact remained that he
had had a miraculous escape from death.

The local police had raken the matter

in hand, and on Tuesday they told the
Press that either a fool or a madman
had fired point-blank into the fog; think-
ing nothing of the possible consequences,

All the players had been interrogated,
of ecolirse, but nothing of a suspicious
nature had come to light

Sir Aubrey, indeed, had scoffed at the
mere idea of questioning the footballers.
and there was certainly something to he
said for his point of view.

After all, it were scarcely credible that
anybody, knowing he was going to take
part in a vigorous game, would ecarry 2
loaded revolver about with him,

The theory was not feasible ; it did not
hold water.

Ho declared Sir Aubrey.

But Peter Voyee could have thrown
much light upon the mystery had he
wished to do so; and so could Hebble,
Sceplre, Thirtboy, and Hoppy Hawkins.
(Guessing that Nugent Ailen was the
assassin, they had kidnapped him and
threatencd to bury him alive; and so
frightened had he been that he had con-
fessed. Their purpose accomplished.
they had hinted that be should cleav
right out of Storrydene, and on Tuesday
morning the baronet announced that his
son had sailed for America,

Whether Sir Aubrey had been told all
the facts of the case was something
known only to himself; but his attitude
towards Peter and the other players had
not changed. He remained his pompoits,
overbearing, dictatorial self, but le
showed no sign of marked annosity.

Standing upon the balcony, with lus
podgy hands thrust deep into his pockets.
and a fat eigar between his lips, he gazed
with contemplative eyes upon the ever-
changing panorama; and he gave a start
as the reedy voice of Mr. Tippitt fell
upon his prominent ears.

Seowling, he turned his head.

“Eh? What?” he demanded fercely;
and the lantern-jawed undertaker

| squirmed at having roused the wealthy

haronet’s displeasure,
“J—[ was speaking of Mr. Nugeni,
Sir Aubrey,” said Tippitt. “A nice lad.
Tr¥. MAGNET LiBRARY.—No. 876
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A thorough gentleman! DBut he was
misunderstood "

"The *thorough gentletan ™ had been
kicked out of his '"Varsity over a very
unsavoury betting seandal, but this did
not wergh with Tippitt.

“Well, what about him?” snapped Sir
Aubrev,

“I asked you the name of the boat he
sailed by, Sir Aubrey,” said Tippitt.

The baronet grunted.

“It"s {ike your confounded check!” he
growled, “I think it was the Baronia,
one of the latest grevhounds!"”

The undertaker, who had lived every
moment of his drab life in Storrydene,
tried to visnalise the broad bosom of the
Atlantic. - A three days' trip to London
would have been an experience for him,
hut to have gone to America No,
the whole thing was beyond him,

He searched aboub in his mind, seek-
ing the appropriate remark. .

“"T'hen he is a long way from the white
walls of Old England, Sir Aubrey,” he
=and brightly. _ ,

The baronet muttered something, h!s-:
smouldering eves upon the undertaker’s
hatchet features.

“0f eourse he is, you idiot!” he
suapped,  thoroughly  irritated by the
banal remark. “He's hundreds of miles
away by now "

But the baronel was wrong, for Nugent
was not more than a few hundred yards
away.

He was, in fact, wedged in the crowd
behind the north goal.

—r

Hard Fought !

1" wanted ten minutes to the adver-
I ticed time for the kick-off when Sir
Aubrey Ailen gave the order to
close the gates, and tllmn’:: did not
appear to be a square inch of unoceu-
p%!fd spaca when Hefty Hebble, on the
ctroke of half-past four, led his men
across the broad cinder-track and tock the
field.
The first glimpse of the famous black
jerzeys was the signal for an outbhurst of
thunderous cheering, and rattles, bugles,

and bells united in making an car-split- |

ting din that must have been heard all
over the town.

“Villa, Villa, Villa!”

“(Good old Peter!”

“How's the head, lad?”

Peter Voyce looked a perfect specimen
of virile rnun% manhood as he trotled
along beside Thirlboy, the centre-half,
and he did not appear to be any worse
for his experience of Eul.m:r.h,ly.

Hoppy Hawkins, a bizarre figure,
with his green Homburg hat and wooden
leg, nlso came in for a personal ovation,
and his keen, birdlike face was alight
with good humour as he took his place
between the sticks, He had been with
the Villa for less than a fortnight, yet
e was a great favourite with the Storry-
deve supporters,  And well he might
e, for he was undoubtedly ofte of the
finest eustodians in the country,

Ironville United came out on the heels
of the home side, and thelr supporters
lacked nothing in the matter of leathern-
lunged enthusiasm.

“Up, the Reds !
“lr'i;rl | Iron!™’

“We're the boys who male no noise!
“Yah, yvah! Yah, yah, YAH!"
Berrington and Ilebble exchanged
hearty grips when they met for the toss,
and Mpe. Morecroft, the veferee, was
siiling as he pazed up at the cloudless
ey, _
“No fog this time,” he predicted, his
mind going back to Baturday's ‘game,
Tar MacweEr Lisrary.—No. 876.

“Hebble, T see that vou've got to play
without your star turn !”

“You mean Ailen?” grunted the
brawny back. “ We may be able to
manage without him. I'm not a vindie-
tive sort of chap, but 1 hope he falls
overboard [

The choice of ends fell to the Villa,
and Hebble decided to take advantage
of the sltght breeze, and within a matter
of seconds the teamd lined up as
follows:

Storrvdene Villa ({black jersevs, white

kuickers):  Goal, Ioppy Hawkins;
backs, Grace, Hebble (captain); half-
bhacks, Denning, Thirlboy, Craye; for-

wards, Beeptre, Covne, Vowce,” Novle,
Battle,

Ironville United {red jersevs, white
knickersj: Goal, Berrington {capiain];
backs, Harrop, Llovd; half-backs,
Coward, Cross, Brand; forwards, Cohn,
Page, Smith, Cole, Corner,

Taking a quick glance at his wateh,
the referee blew a sharp blast, and sct
the garme in motion, and the first thrill
of the maoateh ecame within a matter of
seeonds.

Paszing  to Cole, Suwuih darted past
I'eter, and snapped uvup a heghtning re-
turn, and =0 unexpected was the
manceuvre that Thirlbov, for once in his
life, was taken at a complete disadvan-
tage.  Making straight for the home
goal, the Ironville centre-forward
showed that he had a remarkable turm
of speed, and the manner in which he
shot awav to the left, pushing the ball
pazt Graee, brought a frantic yvell from
the United’'s supporters.

“Tn with it, Dicky !

“Take a shot!™

Smith, by this time, had reached a
very awkward angle, his chance of secor-
ing being about fifty to one against, so he
steadied himself, paused for a brief
zecond, and placed a perfect centre. the
ball dropping within a couple of feet of
the goalmouth. .

“Heads ! roared the “fans” from
Ironville; but they reckoned without
Hoppy Hawkins. Stooping slightly, the
custodian braced lns museles, and then
shot straight into the air. and such was
the power behind the skinny fist that
the ball did not come to carth until it
had travelled fully half-way down the

0RO BROSRRRBRRODORDEDRORRRRORD

NUGENT BEASLEY AILEN.

1 and he  waited

field. It was a prodigious feat, and the
packed ground thundered with whole-
hearted applause,

Trapping the leather, Scepltre swung
round and tore awayv down the line,
and everything went smoothly with himn
until he eame wup against the burly
Harrvop, who zeemed to have left his
usual sunny smile at home. Harrop,
tight-lipped and stern, looked like a
man who meant to accomplish some-
thing or perish in the attempt, and hi-
one idea ab the moment was to rob the
flying winger of the ball. That, he
knew, was going to be no easy matter,
for he could net forget what had hayp-
pened on Saturday.

Bracing lhimself, the brawny fellow
ambled ont to meet Sceptre, and he de-
cided that the present was an occasion
on which he would have to employ his
poundage. So, maoking.a sudden dart,
he used his weight, and all would have
been well had he come up agninst some-
thing more stable than {'fliEIF‘NDE’EHIIJT:I'
i, As it was;, he went floundering
across the turf, and he could not pull up
until he ecrashed against the paling-
with a force which threatened to wrock
the Frand-stand.

Shaken aund breathless, with a callows
roar of laughter dinning in his ears, Le
turned slowly, and gazed towards the
Ironville goal, and he was just in time to
sce DBerrington hurl himself bodily al
a shot that was a winner all the way.
Eluding the outsiretched fingers by 4
bare irch, the ball thudded against an
upright and darted into the net, and
Harrop, a rueful smile upon his heavy
face, gave himself a severe mental
kicking.

“Goal !

The long-drawn-oui roar threatened to
split the heavenz for that goal was as
spectacular as it was unexpected,

Taking his kick from a wellnigh im
possible angle, the winger had placed
the ball with perfect judgment, and the
newspaper seribes alterwards declared
that 1t was the most brillilant goal thal
had been scored at Bedwell Park thal
SCAZ0T.

An almost uneanny ealm settled upon
the erowd as the plavers lined up {or ihe
second time, and Dicky Smith was sml-
ing grimly as he looked from one pari-
ner to the other. Lowering his voice,
he made a remark to Cole, and that
voung gentleman nodded with perfect
understanding.

And Smith was still looking at Cole
when the whistle shrilled, but 1t was
Page who received the pass. Having
slipped past Coyne, the inside man sen
Cohn away with a perfectly placed
ervound pass, and the winger, taking the
ball on the run, sent the too-importu-

nate  Denning  reeling  with a  hefty
charge. He then bore down upon
Grace,

And the back made no mistake on this
occasion, Dicky Smith had taught him
a lezson.

Bending low, he placed his big hauds
upon his knees, and grinned amiably.
until the wimnger was
almost abreast of him before he mowed.
Then, still smiling, he darted at his
man, and the effect of his terrific kick
was twofold. :

The ball, in the first place, went wing-
ing clean across the field to Harry
Novle: and Coln, in the second place,
had his legs cut from under him, and
turned a complete somersault, landing
on his back.

The crowd had no eyes for Coype,
however; Peter Voyce held the centre
of the stage,

Taking a pass from Noyle, the centre
forward swerved past Smith, and set his
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‘s Well done, son ! ** shoufed the ** fans,
Thud, thud ! went ithe bladders, descending upon the
faded away quickly as the police bore down upon them,
and amaze. Battered and bleeding, the youngster was lying

* hitting the Villa’s cenire-forward with their bladders. ** Peier’s the boy for s ! **
amazed youth’s head and shoulders.
and when the crowd caught sight of Peter they gasped in horror
ominously still—victim of a well-organised attack. (See zage 24.)

The disguised ** enthusiasts **

brown eves upon-the Ironville goal, and
such was the excitement that both
players and spectatora seemed to lose
their heads. Ewven the stolid Harrop
was affected, and no sooner did he bring
Peter down in the penalty area than the
referce stopped the game and pointed to
the whitewash blob.

He had given a penally against the
visitors, and it was Erasmus Hawkins
E‘_hﬁ hopped down the lield to take the
ek |

The Penalty !

r IIE lean-faved lttle goalkeeper
was still wearing his-green Hom-
hurg hat as he hopped over the
springy turf, his whimsical smileo

heing very muach in evidence as the

langhing crowd . overwhelined him with
wild shouts of cncouragement.

“@Good old Oppy!” roared the ex-
vited ** fans,” and vatiles and bells joined
in the riot of sound.

“Hefty * Hebble usaally took the
penalty kicks, and all the players, in-
clnding Hoppy Hawkins, had been very
surprizsed when he had jerked a thumb
and assigned the important task to
somebody else.

A small section of the home crowd
declared that Hefly was throwing a cer-
tain goal away for a whim, and to thesa
caplious critics Hebble turned a smiling,
confident farce,

“Just wait a pmoment, my lads,’
growled.

Hoppy's birdlike facse was in repose
as, with the players spread out on either
side of him, he prepared himsell for the
kick, and the din «died down to a breath-
Jess. hush as the referee placed the
whistle to his lips.

" he

Every eye was upon the quaint figure
bencath the Homburg hat, the whole
universe seemed to stand still, the ten-
ston was almost pamful. Then——

Pheep!

Flapping his armz like wings, Hoppy-
Hawkins took three short steps, balancerl
himself upon his wooden peg, and swung
his right leg.

Boomph !

Short and sharp came the sound of
contact after that effortless movement,
and there was scarcely a person in ‘the
crowd who was able to follow the flight
of the ball. Where Hoppy stored that
amazing force of vpropulsion was a
mystery, for there seemed to be very
litile power behind the kick.

(14 Gﬂal 1?‘}

Berrington certainly hurled himself
hodily “across the pgoalmouth, yet he
might just as well have jumped for the
moon for all thé success that rewarded
his wild effort. And it was mot only
the unsuspected power of the shot that
heat him. He wyushed away from the
ball instead of towards it!

That in itself was something that he
was never able to explain away. It was
incredible, uneanny, something that had
never beforo happened in the whole of
his .playing career, and Jack Berrington
was a very puzzled young man as he
scrambled to his feet and fished the
twirling leather out of the net.

“Where did that one go to, "Xrbert ?”
velled the Storrydene supporters, and
the vast ground rocked with the thunder
of voices,

Still smiling whimsically, Hoppy Haw-
kins removed his Homburg, bowed to
right and left; and set off towards his
goal, and he and his burly skipper ex-
changed & ponderous wink in passing.

The home side was now two goals to
the good, and Smnith and his pariners
looked very grim as they lined up for
the resumption of play. They were not
without hope, however, for the news-
paper men had lauded them as one of
the finest poal-getting. combinations in
the country;  yet  Sceptre’s  brilliang
effort and Hoppy's miraculous penalty
kick had done nothing to strengthen
their morale.  After all, the mighty
Berrington had been heaten twice in a
matter of minutes, and that in itself was

something unheard of, & disaster of soine

magnitude,

“ Passing thie ball to Page, Smith seb
hiz lina in motion once again, and so
determined were the forwards that they
swept down the field and managed to
reach the Villa's second line of defence,

-and here disaster awailed them—dizaster

in the porson of Hefty ITebble.

Still wearing his famous smile, the
hurly fellow intercopted a pass thai was
meant for Corner, and stood firm and
rocklike as the winger charged him,
Then, Coruer having bounced off him,
Hebhble sent  the leaiher forward fo
Peter Vovee, who was gazing reflectively
at the azure sky.

So preoccupied did Peter look that
Cross, the Ironville ecentre-half, had
ceased to take much interest in bis
charge, but no sooner did the pass come
his way thau Peter's lethargy dropped
fromy him like a cloak. Trapming the
ball, he swung rouud and went away
down the field, zud the roar of voices
broke aut ancw.

“Up, Voyee!l!”

“ (10 through on yvour own, lad ™.

To go throngh on his own was Peter’s
intention, of course, for he had left his

Tue Macxrr Linraky.—No. 876



2'DON'T BE DISAPPOINTED —ORDER NEXT MONDAY'S *'MAGNET™ NOW!

inside men well in the rear, but Harrop -
and Llovd made it guite clear that there
was going to be a certain amount of
opposition hefore the Villa notched their
third pgoal, Hard-eved, tightlipoed,
and determined, the big fellows ex-
changed understanding® glances, and
closed in upon the flying forward, and
had their massive shoulders sandwiched
Peter Voyce it is tolerably certain that
they would have flattened him .into a
species of cigarette paper. But it was
not to he, for Peter moved just a frac-
tion of a second faster than scemed
bhumanly possible, and the two backs,
coming - together with bone-shattering
farce, reeled dazedly away from each
other, the physical shock being tremen-
dous. .

Pétor Voyee did not wait to commis-
erate, but went off towards the Iron-
ville "goal, and the erowd, worked up
to a pitch of extraordinary enthusiasm,
Jost every vestige of self-control,

“ Shoot !

*In with it, Tad!™

“0Oh, beauty, sir!”

£ {.F:ﬂ-ﬂ.l !FF

A low shot, driven from the edge of
the penalty area, had flicked the tips of
Berrington's outstretched fingers, and
foynd the net.

Never had Peter known such a scene
of pahdemonium as greeted that goal,
for no sooner did the ball eross the line
than a knot of wild-eved, hoarse-voiced
fans swarmed round from the back of
the net and bore down upon him in a
velling body, Smothered in black-and-
white favours, they had big black-and-
white check caps that were pulled well
dawn over their eyes, and their beauty
was further enhanced by false noses and
detachable beards, Waving pigskin
bladders, they 'yelled shrilly, and per-
formed a grotesque war-dance round the
lierp of the hour, and the air trembled
with the roar of laugbter that broke
from all sides of the packed ground.

Flushed and bewildered, Peter re-
mained quite still, and smiled at the
hysterical fans, yet he felt anything but
comfortable as they ‘elosed in upon him
and bore him to the ground in sheer
exuberance of high spirits,

Being popular was all very well in its
way, thought Peter, but this was going

a bit too far, Closing his fists, he strug-
gled and fought to get to his feet, but
he was overcome as his admirers fell on

top of him and thumped him until he
was breathless.

“Well done, =on!" shouled the fans,
hitting  him  playfully with their
bladders.

“ Peter's the boy for us _

Thud, thud! went the bladders, des-
cending upon the dazed youngster's
head and shoulders.

Peter was lost to the sight of the
crowd, for something very like a Rugger
scrum was taking plade in front of the
Ironville goal, and a warning yell broke
from the fans as a dozen laughing con-
stables came pounding across the turf.

“Look out!”

L4y {:‘ﬂl}& !.F]

To state that the fans faded awav is
to deseribe the manner in which they
vaulted the railings and disappeared
into the crowd, But it was not their
lightning disappearance that brought an
imvoluntary shout from thousands of
throats,

The startled eves of the crowd were
upon Peter Voyeo.

Battered and bleeding, the voungster
was lying ominously still upon the grass,
the victim of a calious andwell-organised
attack.

Snarling cries for vengeance filled the

¥

air, and a free fight started behind the

Ironville goal. But the hooligans had
disappeared by the time the ambulance
men arrived on the scene, and Peter
Vovce, still unconscious, had been car-
ried slowly from the field of play.

And Nugent Ailen, wedged in the
cn_ll.ﬂlh behind the goal, was smiling
evilly,

ITis scheme hed worked like a charm.

SRR

The Meeting !

HE vast ground was slill in a state
l of indeseribable turmoil as
Nugent Ailen thrust his way
through the human maelstrom on
ihe sloping embankment and fought his
way towards the exits,
~ “The dirty hounds!” he shouted, acdd-
ing his hoarse voice to the riot of noise.
““After 'emy, bovz! Which way did they
go? Lynch the skunks!”
Nobody took the least notice of
Nugent, however, -for his well-simulated
indignation was merely a ripple upon the

torrent of emotion that was sweeping all

round the ground, carrving everything
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before it; and certain it is that nobody
recognised the fleshy, unshaven ind-
vidual in the shabby brown suit, the bir
check cap, and the red muffler, for Sir
Aubrey’s offspring looked a mechanic to
the life, a football “fan " who had
rushed straight from his bench in order
to see the replay between the Villa ani
Ironville United).

Still shouting hoarsely, with his eyes
blazing fire and -his fists clenched, he
forced his way through the crush ard
succeeded in . reaching an exit, and he
breathed a little more frecly as he left
Bedwell Park in the- rear and set off
along the desertcd Fore Street.

A cautious young man in most things,
he did not mean to run the risk of being
recognised when the ecrowd surged
through the town after the game:; also.
he had a most important appoinmment to
keep,

_The Ditches, with its wmean streels,
littered gutters, and spirvitless blocks of
tenement houses, is not the most
shvoury quarter of Storrydene, so the
appearance of the pgreasy mechanic in
the brown suit aroused neither interest
nor comment.

Slouching along Little Smith Street,
Nugent ‘Ailen made straight for the
Marquis of Grandy, and it must be con-
fessed at once that the nobleman dil
not do justice to his exalted rank.
Shabby and disreputable, the * Marquis ”
was in the last stages of decrepitude, and
his hangdog expression suggested that
he had fallen upon lean days.

Pushing open the swing-door with his
shoulder, NMugent passed into the bar
and nodded to the man behind the

counter,
“Anyone arrived yet, Bean?" he
asked, jerking a thumb towards the

rusty red curtains at the end of the

room.

““Sean ¥ Merritt—he who was warned
off ever the Light o' Night scandal in
the Twelve Thousand Guineas—nodded
his eropped head—a round, bullet head.
with round, beady eyes and a little round
nose like a cherry. Secan was something
of -a mystery to the denizens of the
Ditches, even though it is not considered
etiquette to take a close interest in the
affairs of your neighbour, But anybody
could see that Scan was doing well, even
though trade was bad. = He ran a car
and went to race meelings, and his
customers wondered how he did it. The
point was not discussed openly, however;
that sort of thing was not done in the
Ditches. Besides, Sean was very useful
with hia hands.

Sean glanced round furtively before he

made a verbal reply to Nugent's
question,
“Foxy's here, and Jackson awnl

Gumper; -and the others are comin'
along,” said the ex-jockey. “I ‘ear that
the old doings up at the ground went off
all Sir Garnet!”

" Nugent Ailen prinned.

“You bet they did!" he returned,
slouching across the sanded bar, My
idea about the weighted bladders was a
brain-wave! You should have =seen
young Voyee alter the boys had finished
with him !

“Bashed. him, did they®"
Scan. “Did they “out” "im*%”

“He certainly went for a quiet ride on
a stretcher!” smiled Nugent callously:

grinned

‘and the grin died out of the ex-jocker's

face.

“I—I suppose it's all right?" aked
Sean uneasilv.  “You know what 1
mean The boys dido’t it ’im tco
ard?u

Nugent Ailen shrugged his bottle-neck

1 shoulders.

2! ““And what if they did?"” he demanded.
Hasn’t he been aszking for 17 You're
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Covered by the automatics, Hebbkle and his men were each tied {o a separale tree.

Nugent Ailen’s eyes glittered as he-

watched the operation through the narrow slits of his mask. ** Adieu, gentlemen,”” he said, making a mocking and elahorate

bow.

*“ 1 hope to have you released in a matter of hours !’

(Sce page 27,

up o your peck in it, anyway, so I don’i
advise you to squeal !

Having glared at the scared-looking
Sean, Nugent passed through the eur-
tained doorway into the tawdry parlour,
but he had no eyes for the gilt looking-
glass, the gaudy china ornaments, . and
the cheap furniture, Cro=sing the lino-
levin, he entered a small reecess and
opened a door, and he showed net the
slightest hesitation as he deseended the
thight ol narrow steps taat led down into
the inky blackness,

The steps led to the cellars of ihe
house, and the stuffy atmosphere was
heavy with the reek of stale spirvits and
beer, Moving cantiously, Nugent passed
along the narrow passage and came to a
baize-covered door, and here he paused,
hstening intently.

. No sound came to his straining ears,
however, so he raised his hand and
rapped vpon the baize,

Tap! Tap-tap-tap! A pause, Then,
Tap tap! Tap!

The door was opened at onece, and
Nugent, with a nod and a grunt, passed
into the strange apartment.. A long
table ran the whole length of the place,
and vplurned barrvels, eight in number,
served as chairs, A dozer  candles,
jammed into bottle-necks, spluticred pro-
testingly and threw a flickering light
upon the scene; and the shadows that
were cast were mocking and cerie. The
air was foul with liquor fumes and the
smoke of cheap tobacco, and the siained
deal table was littered with bottles and
glasses, dice and cards,

The cellar looked like the {hieves’
kitchen of one’s imagination, and the

three  voung gentlemen who greeted
Nugent with & grin completed the
eture,

The man pamed Gumper was o gnome-
like imdividoal with repulsive features
and - a - stumpy body; he was an ugly,
simian ligure in the yellow Hickerving of
the candlea,

Durrell  ecould

“Yoxy ™ have been

called nothing else, for his every glance
and movement was vilpime,  Jackson
was a burly lout with a loose mouth and
a receding forehead, and he pave one
the impression of being a mental bank-
rupt. He was cunning, however, with
a certain amount of brute courage ; so he
served his purpose with the notorious
Storrydene © Doys.”

The “Bovs” were known and feared
all over the North, no race-meetin
being free of their sinister presence; nnﬂ
it was common knowledge that they
made a comfortable living by blackmail
and bullying, Alzo, they were open
to tackle any shady job that had money

in it.. They were pests of the worst
kind, brutal and anserupulous, and it
went 1l with anyone who came up

against them.

How Nugent Ailen became aequainied
with them during his short sojourn in
Storrvdene is something known only to
himse!f and Secan Meorritt, bot the faer
remains that he had been installed as
their leader.

The ** Boys,” of course, were quick to
recognise a young man with wealth and
a genius for organisation ; and they also
saw In hun a fat pigeon to be plueked
should he ever break with them.

They would bleed him dev, and then
“apht ” on him.

“Isn't it time the others were here?”
asked Atlen, seating himself at the head
of the table and reaching for a bottle.

“They're comin' along, guv!” grunted
Gumper, showing his stained teeth in a

leer. I wonder if vounz Yoyvee has
got over ‘is ‘eadache! Weighted
bladders! You're a one, you are,
guy "

The flaitery put Nugent Ailen into a
better frame of mind, and he was wenr-
ing his w=ual patronising smile as he
greeted  the other “Boys ™ on  their
arrival.

“Any news!" he asked eagorly.

Blimper, a flashy man of the book-
maker type, shook his mascive head.

“Not a word,” he answered, his voice
thin and wheezy, as he perched his coarse
body on a barrel. * Some say that he's
gone lo hospital, but perhaps it's only
o rumour !*

“Well, that’s one out of the way,”
smiled Nugent., “It's a thousand to ore
against Voyce playing on Saturday ™

Ilach member of the gang had seated
himself npon a barrel, and the unshaven
faces that grinned i the vellow candle-
lieht were ghoulish  and  repellent,
(ilazzes were eharged, and the rumble of
gruff voices died away ; and all eyes were
upon Nugent Ailen as he rapped on the
top of the table,

“About  Saturday’s  business,” e
bhegan, thorouzhly at home in his role
of leader. *“J want no bungling and noe
aquestioning, for this is poing to be the
biggest thing that the * Boys ' have ever
brought off. What's more, it's poing
to make the whele country sit up; and
['m the ouly wan in the world who could
have thonght of 1t 1™

“"Far, "car!" growled the hooligans,

“Ain't e a one? grinned Gumper.
“PBrains—that's what it is! Wish I'd
had an Anniverzary education!”

“Bhut np!” growled Blimper, theast-
ing an elbow into Gumper's ribs,

“Shut up vourself !"  snarled the
gnomelika little ruffian: and, without
the slightest warning, he enatched at his
elass and  flune  its contents into
Blimper's coarse features, " Auv more
lip,” he warned, “and you'll git the

elass an' all !

Seldom did the cunning leer leave
Gumper's flat features. but once he lost
his temper he was a thing to be fecared;
he hecame an animal, savage and
forocious. There was not one of the
“hoys ¥ who was not afraid of him en
occasions; and Blimper, burly fellow
that he was, was a coward at heart.
The Blimpers of this world always are.

Taking a spotted handkerchief from
his pockel, the big man mopped his

Tre MAGNET LiBRARY.—No. 876,
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streaming features, and gilared at the
squat figure by his side; but he made
no attempt to avenge the insult,

“Now, then, you fwo!” shouted
Nugent Ailen.  “Cut that stuff right
out! This is a business meeting !

“’Ear, 'ear !” growled one of the other
“boys,” his smouldering eves upon the
moist Blimper. *“Put a sock in it, you
two !”

“What's the lay, guv?” asked Foxy
Durrell, who was rolling a shag cigar-
ette with thin, talonlike fingers.

“1 will tell you,” said Nugent., “As
vou know, the VYilla are playing Ben-
stone, at Benstone, on Saturday, and
they will do the journey—a matter of
five miles—by charabanc. Now, the
charabanc belongs to Hedges, and
Hedges, T happen to know, is up to his
eyves in debt to Blimper., {Is that so,
Blimp

The big man nodded his bullet head.

“ That's s0,” he growled. “0Owes me
fifty of the best, 'e does!”

“That's splendid!” smiled Nugent,
who:e heavy features were slightly
flushed. “For it means that we've pot
him where we want him! What's
more he will run no risk. You will go
to Hedges and tell him that Foxy is to
drive the coach on Satorday, and if he
starts to squeal you can mention a little
matter of fifty pounds. But I don't
think Shady Hedges will squeal, especi-
ally when he knows that he's on a
tenier.

““I have made 1t my business to find
out all about Baturday's arrangements,
s0 I know that the Villa eleven will go
to "~ Benstone early in the morning—
about nine D’clﬂci’. I think they're
going, to take part in a knock-out hil-
liard match with the other team: any-
way, 1t's something like that,

“The road between here and DBen-
stone isn't very busy in the ordinary
way, %o there'll be very little traflic

about at nine o'clock on Saturday morn-
ing. In the afterncon it will be dif-
ferent, of course, for the whole of Storry-
dene will be on the move,

“Now for the plan. Foxy, disguised
as a driver, will be at the wheel of the
charabane, whilst Jackson will act as
conductor, and all will be merry and
bright until Tumbly Hill is reached,
when Foxy will swing off the main
road——"'

“But that's not tho wav to Den-
stone ! put in Foxy Durrell quickiy.

“OfF course 1t isn't, vou idiot ! fAashed
Nugent angrily. “ Keep your mouth
shut ! Turning down Tumbly Hill, you
will pretend that vou've lost control of
the charabane, whilst Jackson will vell to
the players to keep their heads. Reach-
ing the foot of the slope, you will swing
round by Fir Coppice and come to a
halt ; and the res! of us will be waiting
for you.™

“And what happens then?" asked
Foxy Durrell, his little eyes goggling
with inferest.

“T'll tell you,” smiled Nugent, who
looked wverv pleased with himself.

He said no more until he had unlacked
the door of the cellar and satishied him-
s¢lf that the passage was empty; and a
gloating grin  distorted  his  heavy
features as he walked across the stone
Hoor and perched himself uwpon his
barrel, '

Speaking in a low voice. he then out-
lined his scheme for kidnapping
storrydene Villa eleven; and his words
brought wild shouts from the “boys.”

“AIn't e a one?” gurgled Gumper

admiringly.  “ Brains—that's what it
15! Brains!”

the 4

The Hold-Up !

HIE United plavers were as happy
as a crowd of schoolbovs as the

trim little charabane rnoved
smoothly along the road that
winds between Storrydene and Den-
stone: and the only fly in the cintment

“was the absence of Peter Vovee, the new
centre-forward.

- Been by the doclor on the previous
evening, the brown-eyed  youngster
had declared most emphatically that he
was fit enough to play: but the gruff-
voiced practitioner had other views upon
the matter,

“I wouldn't let vou turn out if
meant playing a man  shore,” he de-
clared, finality 1n his  tone. fNo

“ buts,” voung man! You don't plax!”

Peter, thercefore, was left behind, but
he was going to follow ot with Spudge
Dixon, the trainer.

The charabane was nearing
Hill when the driver increased his
speed slightly; and then the plavers,
who were shouting lustily about night-
time in Italy, saddenly forgot ihcie sone
and addressed a few terse remnmarvks to
the driver. who had turned oft the main
road.

“Not that wayv, vou asz!™

*8traight on !™

“What aie vou doing,

Grripping the wheel with
hike Onpers, Foxy Durrell shot a seaved
rlance over his zhoulder and szhouted
wildly ; and the players were quick to
understand what had happened,

“The thing's out of control!™ cried
Hefty Hebble, springing to his feet,

“Make a jump for it!"” yvelled Crave,
rripping the zide of the ecar,

“Stay where you are!” advised Jack-
son, the conductor. “Tt's a straight
road, Keep your heads, gents!”

“I'm thinking about my neck!™
grinned Hoppy Hawking, a whimsieal
little smile twisting his bivdlike features,

The charabane was tearing down the
steep incline like a mad thing, rocking
from side to side and raising a densze
cloud of dust, and it was not until Fiv
Cloppice came in sight that the driver
managed to gain conirol, The hedges
ceased to flash by; the rush of biting
air became less painful.

“It's all vight, von chaps!” shouted
Hebble. “We're slowing down !™

Swinging round the corner, the car
came to a standstill, and a little nervous
laugh ' broke from three or four of the
fellows.  After ,all, there are more
pleasing  things than being aboard
a runaway charabane. It had been a
nasty experience, and the players were
truly thankful for having escaped with-
out broken limbs—or worse,

“Well done, old sonu!"™ ecried Hefry
Hebble, leaping over the side of the car
and grinning up at the foxy-faced
driver,

The other fellows followed their skip
per's lead and alighted, and they were
standing in an ammated bunch when a
gruff voice came to their ears:

“Hands up! And look lively !™

Swinging round, the players found
themselyves covered by six masked figuzes
that were standing on the edge of the
thickly-wooded coppice, and such was
their surprise that they gazed stupidly,
their eyoes wide open and their jaws sag-
ging; they could not believe the
evidence of their eves,

Yet there was something verv real and
compelling about the six gleaming aunto-
maties that covered them, each bope

Tambly

idiot ¢
skinny, {alan-

I looking as big as a soup plate.
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“Tlands up ! snapped 1he leader onee
more s wd los Jean armigger-linger
twilehed 2 <ilem wavning.

Wondering whether the wheole thing
was an elaborate joke, Iefty Hebble
viised T arms above lus head; and the
plavers, as nsnal, Tollowed his example,

“T don’t wizh 1o eonvenience  yon
mare  than abrolutely  necessary,
pontlemen.” zawd the leader of the hold-

warn you that

i=

np men, “‘hut T must
we shall not hesitate to shoot if voo
shiow the =lightest sign  of—cr—inter-
fering with one plans.  To put up a
fight would he very heroie—worthy, in-
decd, of soch magoificent speocnmens of
manliood-—~but 1 trpst 1hat none of you
will be 20 vash as to rob the Villa of
vour services—for all time! Yon =ee,
it 15 our habit to shoot fo kill, gentle-
mien ! Muerely o wonnd a man 15 to
waste a bnllei ! I Lope T make my=elf
clear 1™

“You've clear cnough, Nister Gun-
man!” growled Hefiy Hebble, looking
threatening and ngly.  ** But what's the
meaning ‘ot thiz Fiycal bn=iness ¥
Robhery ™

The leader chickloo.

“That 13 a harsh term, s, he de-
clarad, “ bt I supposze it amounts 1o the
=~ LIy T]l]llH’.u

“What's the game:”
Ly hack,

“Your cariosity, n the civeamstances,
is perhaps natural,” smiled the man with
the gun; “hbut I fear there 13 no time
in which o give you full details of this
coup! You will know everything
aood  Lune, Meanwhile, gentlemen, |1
shall be obliged if you will step into the
wood and make for the elearimg which
yvou will find in its heart.  Again I warn
vou that there is o bullet for any fool-
hardy indivilsal whe iries fo vaise the
alavm or escape”

demanded the

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.
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Ranging (hemselves according to plan,
tho masked figures cscorted thew ecap-
tives into the middle of the coppice; and
once inside the clearing, which looked
almost cervie in the bleak, white light of
a November morning, Foxv and Jackeon
produced many leugths of vope and set

to work without a word from  their
leader.
Everything was  going  smoothly—

according 1o plan -and Nngent Beasley
Ailen was congratulating himself vpon
his genius for oveanization,

Covercd by the antomatics, 1Tebble
and his men were ticd to separate trecs,
And the eyes of Nogent Ailen were

wleaming as he watched the operation |

through the narrow slits n his maszk.

Their task at an ond, Jackson and
Foxy stood back and admired their
handiwork: and Nugent, remoyxing his
slonch hat, swept the helpless foothallers
an claborate Low.

“ Adien, gentlemen,” he =anl mock-
inglv. 1 hope to have you released n
a matter of hours! My one regret is
that your centre-forward, DPeter Voyee,
is not with yvou !”

“You sconndrel!™  =aid  lebble
flereely,
“lrag  them.” commnanded Nugent,

“They'Il talk themselves to death other
wise 1

The order was carvied out swiftly.

“Onee more, adien,” smiled Nugent

Still =miling, he turned and thrust
his way through (he bushes, his men
following upon his heels; and a minute
or so laier ihe muffed throb of a motor-
engine liltered through the coppice,

The “hold-up ™ men were making a
opl-away  in the players’  charabane.
This was the unkindest cut of all!

Poglar to you!

PRIEE 2?-
TWOPEMNCE.
The Mystery !

HE massive ormola  clock was
striking eleven when the fele-
phone” bell  whireed, amd S
Aubreey Atlen snatched the re-

The ehairman of
was nob a ' swect-

ceiver off its pereh,
Storrydene  Villa

“tempered mwan ab any time, but on this
particular morning: he appearved to be

at war with the warld.

Scowling and muttering, Lo clapped

~the receiver fo his car amd barked mto

the mouthpiece,
“Well 17
“Is that Ailen?”
“No, 1t =0t "
“Then *
“Phis is Sir Aubrey Ailen!

You're

‘not talking to a pork butcher, you know,
TI'm a haronet!

Who ave you ?”

“This 15 Benstone United——"

“Then you're Peglar?”

“No, I'm not! I'm Mister Ralph
So now we know how
wa stand !

Red-faced and apopleciie, the bharonet
snorted into the mouthpiece.

“What Jo you want, anyway "

“Where's your team?” asked PPeglar.
“They said they'd be here just after
nine, and now it's past cleven ™

Again Sir Aubrey snorted.

“You're talking through wyour hat!”
he barked. *“T'hey left here over two
hours ago—by charabane !”

“7 don’t care iI they left in snow-
shoes,” said Peglar, “They haven't
arrived at this end !”

“Rot!” snapped the baronet. “What
can have happened to them en route?”

“Perhaps the car skidded and glipped

“down a drain,” suggested the Denstone
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THE STARLIGHT BOYS!

(Continued from previous page.)

pertinence, Peglar,” declared Sir Aubrey
pompously. “I shall have something to

sny about this business, so I ghall be

obliged if you will phone me as soon as
the players arrive!”

i R.igil'[-]rﬂ. old son!” said Peglar; and
the baronet's little eyves - blazed

*“ Look here, my man!” he shounted. }

L]

“Do you hear? Hi! Are you there

Peglar, as a fact, was not there, so
Sir Aubrey replaced the receiver with a
savage force that threatened to wreck
the instrument.

Ten minutes ticked away, and then the
phone bell whirred once more.

“Well?” snapped thoe baronet., “Is
that you, Peglar?”

“No, ttis.me, Sir Aubrey!”

“And who the blazes are you ?”

“I'm -Hedges !™

“I :don’t caro a hang if you're
ditches !" snapped the baronet amiably.
“ What do you want? . Xou're the second
nuanipe who's phoned me this morning !

“I've had a message through to say
that my charabanc—the one you hired
this morning—lias been found in a side
turning out near, Brampton, and——"

“What! Brampton! That's miles the
other' side of Benstone. There's a
mistake—-"

“I don't think so, 8ir Aubrey,” de-

e e
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clared Hedges. “The car was empty,
and there was no sign of the players nor
the driver! It's a proper mjystery, this
is!"”
i -

Sir Aubrey Ailen was a very angry
ran

“All right, T'll look info it!” he said.
“Phone mev if you hear any more
nows !”

As Hedges had declaved, the disap-
pearance of eleven stalwart footballers
was a profound mystery.  Mounted on
bieyeles, groundsmen and clerks scoured
the countryside round Brampton, but not
a trace of Helfty Hebble and his men
could they find.  The Btorrydenc side
had wanished, as though into thin air,
and they were still missing at two
o'clock—half an hour before the adver-
tised time for the kick off,

Stridimg up and down Ralph Peglar's
office, Sir Aubrey Ailen raised a pudgy
hand and stormed, threatening to put
the whole eleven upon the transfer list,

a1l ﬁr_-:: the whole team!” he
voared. “1’'ll bundle "em out neéck and
crop!, It's unheard * of—scandalous!

The 1. A. shall hear about it !

The minutes were ticking away, and it -

wanted a quarter of an hour to-half-past
two when the door of the office opened
and a scared-looking rroundsman hesi-
:-Iﬂl'l: upon the threshold, a letter in his
and.

1
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“Feller asked me to give you this, me
lord ! said the man.

Striding forward, Sir Aubroey
snatched the envelope and ripped it
open; . and his little eyes positively
bulged from his head as he read the
following message :

“Your men are safe—for the time
being—but something wunpleasant will
happen to them unless yow carry out our
instructions to the. letter,

“We are holding your eleven to ran-
som, and on your promise to pay one
thousand pounds (£1,000). they will be
released in time to play agamst Benstone
this afternoon.

“But don’t give-that promise lightly,
Sir Aubrey Ailen, for we do anot takt
kindly to treachery. To play us false is
to sign your own.death warrant.

“Bhow yourself upon the balecony -of
the clubhouse, and if you are holding a
white handkerchief in your hand =we
shall "knmow that you promise to pav.
Fail to put in an appearance, and Hebblo

Land his men are doomed,

“Arrangements for the pavment of
ong thousand poiunds will be made
during the next twenty-four hours.

“THE STaRLIGUT Boys.”

(Don’t miss ncxt week’s wonderful
footer  story—""Held ~ to  Runsom!
There's a big surprize in store for you,
ehuma.)
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(abroad Gd.) ‘and asking Lo sea Approval Sheota.—M. FLORICK,

% - 179, Asylum Road, Peckham, London, S.E.15.
3 to &5 lps., wilheut applances,

HEIGH.F' IHGRE”SED drugs, or  dieting. Complatn

Qourse, 6f-. ~ 0, CLIVE., B, Bealleld Road. Eulws‘n Bay. [Particulars,
testlmontols, stamp.] The * Clive Systemn " oever Talls,

WHEN ANSWERING ADVERTISEMENTS
b PLEASE MENTION THIS PAPER.

.
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+ 1189,

T
MAGAZINE 2
' '-;"\Ff_EEIH‘IEE/";
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R W
s

your height. :
ticulars and our 2100 guarantes to Enquiry
AM.P., 17, Stroud Green Road. London, N.4.

YOURS for

Thia handsome foll-aizod Genot's Lave
Watch eent upon recoipt of 8d. Aftor
approval aend 1J= mars, the balancs
may then be paid by 8 month]
Instalhmenteof @ /-ench QuArant
& years. Chain Froe withevery watch. - Ladies® or
Gent's Wrist Walcherin stock oh sams tarms. Cash
returned o full if digsatiefled. Ssnd 8d. now ta—

SIMPSONS (BRIGHTON) Ltd. (Dept. 122)
P4, Queen's Road, Brighton, Sussex.

MAKE YOUR OWN
ELECTRIC LIGHT

These wonderful Dynamos light brilliantly 4-8 volt.
lamps and are very ensy to work, 58.  LISTS FREE.
GREENS (Dept. A.G.)y 85, Now Oxtord St., London,

HEIGHT INCREASED 5 . Complete
IN 30 DAYS. / Course.

Ko'Applinnoes. KolDrugs. Ko Dletlng. The Melylo Strong System
KEVEH FAILS. Full particulars and Testimonials, staip, —
Melvin Birong, Ltd. (Dept. 8), 10, Ludgata Uill, London. Eng

including 1/« 80. AFRICA and nth&r'l

Dept.,

D.

: "]5 nl.E. STAMPS FHEE fina Hritlah Colonlals. - Ask for HHUJ.*

LABEL APPROVALS No. 3 and send Postage, — B, L. CORYN
10, Wave Crest, Whitstable, Eenat.

CUT THIS OUT

““The Magnet." PEN COUPON. Value 2d.

Send 7 ol thesa coupons with ‘only 2/9 direct to the Pleet Pen Cor,
Fleet Street, B.C.4. You will reeoive by return & splendid British-
made 14ct. Gold-Nibbed Fleet Fountain Pen, valuo 1046 (fine, medium, op
broad nib). 1If only one coupon is sent Lho price is 3/9, 2d. being allowed
for each exira coupon up to G, {Pockel Clip, 4d.) Satisfaclion guaranbesd
or cash returned. Special New Offer—Your own name in gill loiters
-of either.pen for 14- sxtra.

Lever Seif-Filling Model with Safety Cap, 2/- extra,
22-11-24

-




