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HERE WE ARE AGAIN!

Alweays glad to hear from you, chums, so drop me a line to the following addreas ;
The Editor, The ' Magmet ** Library, The Amalgamaoted Press, Lid., Flechicay

Hounse, Purringdon Strect, London, E.C.4.,

ELL, chums, next week’s MacwET

will bo & bumper ono in mors

respects than one. On page 20

of this issue " vou will find
particulars of our Grand New Serial:

“THE ISLARD OF SLAVES |
By Stanton Hope,

the fimt instalment of which will appear
in next week's Macwer., Thiz yarn is
bound to please wou all, Ra it did ma, for
it 18 wrilien by & very popular boy's
author who has good knowlodge of the
subjoet of which he has writften. To add
a tguch of realiemn to Mr. Hopo's splondid
serinl, recontly, mmazing facts scame to
light concerning slave-trading that is
being earried on in Abyssinia and Arabia.
Man, women, and children are being cap-
tured and carried off to & real Island of
Blaves, where they are kept roady for tho
market. For many years now efforta have
been made to put a stop to this barbaric
trade, and it is sincerely hoped that in the
near futura it will be entirely atamped
out. Around this theme of medern
slavery iz written one of .the most
powertul atories it has boen my lot
to read, and now it's your turn to onjoy
the thrills which follow on in rapid suc-
eegsion, Look out, then, for the opening
instalment of :

“THE ISLAND OF BLAVESI™
definitely starting in next week's MaoweT,

Now.for a Greyiriars limeriok, for which
F. Clifford, of 33, Dean Road, Scarborough:,
Yorks, has beon awarded one of our Dandy
Leather Focket Wallets,

A Greyfrlars fellow named Coker,

Sure fanelos himsell as a joker,

But, according to Prout,
His cranium's about
As dense as the Common-room poker.

HE beginning of a new yoar is o
gort of “astocktaking™ time,
and I've been taking stock of the
HH];I:;B snd articles which I hi}vﬂ

commissio to fdar in our or
the current .EP mturally, mk
Richards will continue to send along a
Greyiriara yarn every week, and he tells
me that one of his New Wear resclutions
is to strive to make these topping storics
even better than they have in the

I told him that it couldn't ba done !
These fine have already reached
high-water g:al. and, aa they aro un-
doubtedly the finest schoolboys' stories
published, it is an impossible task to make
them any hetter. - However, you'll be able
to judge for yourselvéa.

I wish you could all have been in the
office the other day—although, of courss, it
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would have beon impossible to squeeze
cven the smallest percentage of you in.
We held what might alinost be deseribed
an

A GATHERING OF THE CLANS!

Frank Richards rolled along to bring in
his latest yarn just at the same timo asg
John Brearley and Stanton Hope ap-
peared on the scens. They hadn't been
in five mimites before George E. Rochester
and “ Old Ref.” came along, arm in arm.
Then Mr. Bhields, the arclist, dropped in,
chasad b;r our special rhymester, who
wantesd him to hia latest * Greyfriara
Correspondent ' masterpiece.  Almosat on
tho heols of those came Mr. " X, and so
the little parby was cémplete. I seized
the opportunity to thern all =it
down and have a sort of “ Round-Table
Conference ¥ regarding the future.

One by one I made them trot out their
wleas of how—if possible—ihe Maoner
conld be improved, and, I may tell you,
I took notes of some decidedly interesting

suggestions which they made.
H. G., of Taunton, tells

me of a joke that never faila to
provoke laughter. Have wyou noticed
how, H you have a pices of coiton or
“fuff " on your coat, some chum is
eortain to pick it off ?

Well, my Tauntor chum got a reel of
cotton the other day, and placed it in hia
ingide m‘.l-mt. Then, by means of a
neadle, he passed the end of the cotion
through his coat, and allowed about
two inches to hang down. Sure onough,
along came a chum who tried to remove
the cotbon. You can judge of hiz ameze.
ment when heo pulled yards and yards of
cotton away as the reel inside unwound !
Try it on your chama! It nover fails fo
oausa  amusemnaent |

——

A Glasgow chum has written to me to
ask for information as to how he can
join the Navy as an enginear. He must
pass an examination for this, and must
ba betwesn the ages of 15 and 16, He
must also be nob less than 5 [t 1 in. in
height, and have a chest messurement
of %1 ina. If he passes the examination,
he will enter wpon an Apprenticeship,
after which he will become an Artificer
of the Fifth Class.

After ithat

IT DEPENDS UPON HIMSELF

how high he rises in the Service. . It i
posaible for him, if ho aticks in, to become
a commissioned officer, and he might even
attain the rank of Enginesr-Cormander.
If he wi ke can entor for the Ordnanecs
or Electrical Branches, Full information

THINK most of my readers ave fond
of pl&ymﬁ harmless jokes on their
chums, an

wallets, * Holiday ™ ond ** Natwre” Annuals, ond Sheffield ateel pemknives.
clo “Magnet,” 5, Coermelite Street, London, E.C.4 (Comp.).
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can be obtuwinod by wnlyg
to the Admimulty. Necdless
{0 say, & boy whoe wishes to
oy anto this branch of the
Navy must be well eduealod,
nnd the examination suljocts
inchade mathematics, English,
weience, aritlunetic, history,
goography, and drawing.

ERE’S acurions-look-
H ing question which
Rob., Walker, of
Middleton, asks me :

DOES A COMPASS NEEDLE
POINT TO THE NORTH?

The answer is : Only under
portain cireumstances | The
neadle points to the North
Magnetic Tole, which iz some considerable
digtence  away from the XNorth Pole.
Consequently, in this country, the needle

ints soveral degrecs west of north,

ut in some parts of the world tho
North Pole and the North Magnetic
Pole are in s straight line, and in those
places thoe needle actually pointa to the
north. However, tho North Magnetic
Pole is not the only thing that causea ihe
compass needle to vary, for thers are
magnelic mountaing in differont parts of
the earth, and if & compass is anywhere
near them, it swings even [arther away
from the true north.

. " »

On several occasions I have passed on
you some eurious

FACTS CORCERNING FIGURES.
This week & Weymouth reader sends along
a ocurious sum. Pub down the digores
1 to ¥ as shown

123456784

987664321

123456784

YB7654321
Then put down 2 underneath, amd il
up the sum. The answer ia unexpected.
It comes to 2222222722,

to

M}r BRELE 14 Tl short, but thare is
just rootn for a joke which has earnad o
andsome gift in the a}wﬁ of a Sheflield
atool penknife for E. John, of 25, John
Btreet, George Town, Merthyr Tydfl, Glam,
Hersa it is:

Unels: *“ Did you enjoy the pariy,
Tommy ? '

Tommy : * Yes ; we had plum cake,
currant cake, and—— "'

Uncle : ** Something else as wall [ ™
Tommy : ** Yes, stomach-ache ! *'
Why don't gou make & point of winning
one of onr useful prizes! I've =till got
plenty of penknives and pocket wallets
waiting to bo won.

Look out for next weck’'s AMaoner,
chums. Frank Richards will keep you
smiling—and  interested-—in his latest
varn of the chums of Greyfriars. lis
ontitled :

“THE MYSTERY OF THE PAPER-

CHASE | **

and ia full of pep 'rigl;i from ithe word
“Gol"” Added to thizs are the wusual
shorter {eatures—rhymes, footer informa-
tion, & bright and breezy ° Greyiriera
Herald,” and so on—not lorpetiing, aa
aforementioned, the d opening instal.
ment of * The Island of Slaves ! Could
yvou wish for anything better 7 OFf course
not |

And, just before I fnish, let me remind
yvou that I'm always pleased to hear from
my readers, Drop me a line any time

you like,
YOUR EDITOR,

AUl efforts to be sent to:

TR



ANOTHER WINNER BY POPULAR FRANK RICHARDS,

! ;"'-:1. ':-‘:,'fi': P2 .
P e : ' -

THE FIRST CHAPTER !
Back to Greylriars.

1] ERE we are, here we are!l
Here we are again !
Bob Cherry’'s volce
raised 1n song.

It was not, perhaps, musical, but
there was plenty of volume. Tew
persons within the walls of Lantham
Junction could have failed to be aware
that Bob was there. )

Bob was in exnberant spirita.  He
looked 28 if he had enjoyed his Christ-
mas holidays, as no doubt bhe bad.

Wa%

Heo stood in the doorway of the on the p

ARTHUR CECIL CHOLMONDELEY—!

No wonder Greyfriars sat up and
took notice when a new boy with a name like

carriage, and waved his hat
to his friends over the heads
of & surging crowd on the
platiorm.

It was the first day of torm
at Greyfriars, and Lantham
Junction was swarming with
roturning Greyiriarse m e n.
The train for Courtfield was
already crowded, and scores of fellows
still hunting for seats. |

There was another #frain to follow
soon after the first; but every fellow
wanted to get into the first train—if
he could.

Bob, ecarly on the scene, had bagped
s carriage for himself and friends.

Johuny Bull and Frank Nugent had
elbowed and shoved a way through,
gand joinod him in it.

Haorry Wharton and Hurree Jamsob
Ram Eingh appeared in the distance,
snd Bob's waving hat beckoned to
thern over the crowd, like the plume
of Navarre in olden davs.

“There's Bob!™ said Harry Wharton.
“Thia way, Inky!"

“The hearivlness of his estecmed

b “ I \] ! i

Eureka !

s

]

i:m ..H

remarked Huorree

terrifie,” r

Jam:et Ram Singh with o chuekle.
“This way, you men " roared Bob.
“Coming " .
There were plenty of fellows in the

volee 18

way. Some of them wanted a seat in
the roserved car-_:riage_—remn-ed by Bob
personally for his friends, on his own
responsibiliiy,

Bob ceased to wave his hat for a
moment while he shoved Temple of the
Fourth, who had a foot lilted to get
M1,

Cect] Reginald Temple found a seat—

atform. To judge by his

that burst in on them !

remarks, it was not a comfortable one.
Wharton and Hurree Singh came push
ing through. Horace Uoker, of the
Fitth Form, whirled round in wrath as
he roceived a shove in the small of
the hack. He glured.

“Who are vou shoving?' he roared.
Quite a superfluons question, as well
as ungrammatical. Colker knew per-
feetly well whom the two LRemovites
wore shoving.,

*You, old bean ' answered Wharton
“Why, I=T'll—" gasped Coker.

Hurree Zingh added another shove,
before Coker could recover his balance.

His balance guite lost, Coker spread
himself on the platform, and Wharton

A Ripping New
Long Complete
Sohool Stary of
Harry Wharton
& Co. at Grey-
friars.

and the Wabob of Bhanipur
“My—my hat!"” gaspe

azzed om,
Coker., *J—
T—I—" He serambled up and rushed
after the twe juniors. Butb the crowd
had closed up behind them, and Coker’s
rush laoded him into the erms of
Heobzon of the Shell, and thres or four
olher Bhell fellows,

“Where the thump are you going,
vou Fifth Form fathead? demanded
Hobson angrily.

Without waiting for a reply, Hobson
& Co. distributed Coker on the platform
ance more.

Wharton and Hurree Bingh reached
tho *reserved ™ carriage, Fry
and Dabney of the Fourth
were arguing with Bob
Cherry at the doorway. They
coased to argue as the two
neweomers pushed them aside
and clambered in.

“Here we are againl”
chuckled Beb Cherry. “The
whole jolly old family., Tumblo ini"

“You cheeky rotters!” roared Fry.
“Look here, I'm coming into that
carriage, seo?”’

“Oh, rather!” gasped Dabney.

“Rush the cheeky fags!” shouted
Temple.

“Come on!

“Line up! roared DBoh Cherry.
“Back up. Remove !

Temple & Co. rushed. But 1t booted
not, as & poet would say., The Fourth-
formers were strewn on the platform,
and their hats went Hying. Other
fellows coming along passed the hats
to one another. Temple & Co. dashed
after them, hatless, breathless, and
furious.

Tre Micxer Liepany.—No, 1,196
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Five cheery faces grinned after {them
from the carriage.

“I say, you tellows

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!
ejaculated Bob Cherry,

*Oh, veally, Cherry, 1t's me
Billy Bunter. *“Let a fellow in, you
know, I say——" .

* Why, it's Bunter!” exclaimed Dob.
“Blessed if I dide’t think it was a
barrel rolling along the platform !”

“Ha, ha, hal” i

“I say, let & fellow in!'' gasped
Bunter. “Be a pal, you know! I
don't want to lose this train. 1 say,
rqu_____:? ;

“Pass, friend, and all's well ! said
Bob cheerily, making room for the
Owl of the ?flemwa to roll im.

There was one more seat in the
carriage, and though DBunter was not
the fe%]uw Bob would have selected to
titl it, he was a Removite, anyhow.

Bunter rolled in and sat down.

“ Shut the door, Bob!™ he gasped.

“We're not starting yet, lathead.
Plenty of room for some more Bemove
men,” answered Bob.

“Look here, we don’t want & crowd
in this carringe,’”” said Bunter. “A
man wants room to breathe. Shut the
door.”

"glta!Zﬂl Ch !

“(h, really arry ™

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” bawled Bob.

HL]
What's that?"

(EE]

' gasped

“This way, Smithy. ‘This way Hed-
wing! This way, Toddy! BStanding
reom only 1

Vernon-Smith and Toin Redwing and
Peter Todd crowded in. There was
g howl from Billy Bunter as his foob
was trodden on.

“Look here, shut that door!” he
bawled.

“This way, Huzel!” shouted DBobk;
and Hazeldens of the Remove added
himself to the crowd in the carrrge.

“My hat! We're getting rather full
up !"* remarked Harry Wharton. *The
more the merrier 1"

With six sents occupied, and four
[ellows standing, the carriage was
really rather, full. But Squiff was
allowed to squeeze in. Then cven the
hospitakle Bob agreed that the limit
had been reached.,

Fisher T. Fish, arriving at the door,
met with a polite but firm negative.

“Aw, cut it out!” snapped Fisher
T, FESE'I' “T guess I'm getting in—1
ain't getting left for the next tram!
You get me?"

“Guess again'™ suggested Bob.

Fishy was not popular, and the
evowd in the carrm%a. did not want
1o squeeze closer for Fishy. :

Fishor T. Fish, however, was obstin-
ate. He inserted s long, thin nose
into the carriage. IHe fully intended

to follow it in, but Bob Cherry took
it between ¢ finger and thumb. _

“Yaooop 1" yelled Fisher T. Fish.
“Ow! Legge! Wake snakes! Carry
wo home to die! Whoooop ™

“Ha, ha, ha!" 2

Bob released tho long nose, and it
was hastily withdrawn from reach.

Fisher %‘ Fish shook a bony [st,
and went along the train.

“1 say, shut that door!™
Bunter.,

“Fathead! The man comes for the
lickets before we start,”  said  Dob
Cherry. “You have to show your
tickets hero”

“ Bhut the door and hold the handle!™
said Bunter. “ You can make out that
it won't open, seo?”

“What on carth for 7" demanded Bob.

“Well, 1 don’t want to bo begthered
by that ticket collector,’” eaid Bunter.
*Just shut the door and kecp it shut |

Tie Macxer Lienan.—Neo. 1,106

howled

* Fathead t™

The train was full now. The cngine
had given a warning shriek. The man
whom Bunter, for some reason, did
not want to see, was coming along
the doors, asking to see the tickets.

He put his head into the carriage
swarming with Removites, and acrowd
of tickets were held up to view. Only
Bunter did not move,

* Ticket, sir!™

“I've put it in my pocket,” ssaid
Bunter. "I can't got it out in this
crowd=—thers isn’t room to move!”

“Must sca your ticket, sir! Please
be quick |V .
“I've dropped it on the Aoor. I sav,

you fellows, see if
on the floor.”

“If you haven't a ticket, sir, vou
must get out ¥

“I gave it to ona of these fellows to
hold when I was getting in!" gasped
Bunter. *I say, you fellows, which of
you has got my tickeb?™

“MNobody here's gob your ticked, you
fat willain 1™

*“Dh, really, Wharton——"
“Look here, sir, if you
ticket—>"

“Have vou got my ticket, Fi';.-mi:;_n.r T

“You jolly well know I haven't !

“Have you got it, Bull "

“ Rats 1™

“Have you got it, Inky®"

“'Tho snswer is in the esteemed nega-
tive, my absurd Bunter!”

The ticket inmspector eyed Bunter

rimly. Possibly he had noticed him

efore on the railway, Bubnter's systom

of travelling at the expense of the rail-
way company had sometimes brought
him into the limelight. The man laid
a disrespectful hand on Bunter's faf
shoulder.

“I've seon vou before '™ he remarked.
“Out you go!”

“Look here, you checky beast— I
say, you fellows, stop him! Lend me
rnuy fare! I say— Yarocooch!”

“Ha, ha, ha !

Bunter landed on the platform. The
door slammed.

“Ow!"” gasped Bunter. “Beast "

The fat junior drifted dismally away
to.geb a ticket. Tiy the time he re-
turned to the platform the train was
gone. Harry Wharton & Co. were
whirling on their way to Greyiriars

you can see & ticket

haven't a

School, minus Bunter, and certainly
feeling none ihe less joyiwl on that
account.

THE SECOND CHAFTER.
A Remarkable New Boy!

g EASTS 1Y
Billy Bunter
contentedly.
Thore wera many ups and
downa in the carcer of a “bilk,” and
on this' occasion the Owl of the Remove
was expericncing one of the downs,
He had lost the train, and he had
to waste his money, as he regarded it,
on a ticket, after all. Really, he might
as well have bought a ticket in the first
pluce. And the ticket inspector had
heen cheeky — distinctly  impertinent !
He had treated Banter like a bilk! He
had laid 2 eommon, plebeian hand on
the shoulder of a Public school man
and jorked him out of the carriage!
Bunter reelly wished now that he had
knocked the fellow down! Bitill, that
proceeding, though gratifying in itself,
would have been followed by a lot of
unpleasant consequences; so perhaps it
was just az well that be hado'
The erowd had thinned down con-
siderably. ‘Thore was ample room in
the next train; indeed, some carvinges

grunted  dis

THE MAGNET

were cmply, or almost empty, When
Bunter rolled along to look for a seut,
he found one carriage with only ono
passenger in it-—a fellow of about his

oW ago, _

Bunter rolled in and sat down and
shut the door. He had a packet of
toffeo in his at. Ha not pro-

duced that in the crowded carriage with
the other Removites, but he produced
it now, and inserted a large chunk into
a larga mouth,

The train started. Punter blinked af
his fellow-passenger as they rolled out
of Lantham,

He had never seen the fellow bofore,
and he wondered whether this was a
new boy for Greyfriars.

With that idea in hizs mind, Bunter
aesnmed an agreeable smile,

Bunter liked new boys.

MNew boys hadn’t heard of hiz cola-
hrated postal order, which Bunter was
always expectin but which seamed
never fo arrtve. Fellows in the Remove
only chiuekled when they were requested
to make an advance on that postul
arder. With new boys it was different,
New boys had & lot to learn.

This new bhoy—if he was a new bo
—looked prosperous. He was a hand-
gome, rather aristocratic-looking lad,
and extremely well dressed. His ¢lothes,
a5 Bunter judged at one¢e, had cost
FONGEY.

Whaoever he was, his people were well
off. Bunter could see that. Bpnter
li#ed fcllows whose people were well
off.

The fellow seemed a little shy, Bunter
thought. He kept to his own cnd of
the carriage, and after one glance at
Bunter stared out of the window,

It was up to Bunter to break the ice,
and Bunter, whatever he was, was not
shy. Thers had never been anything

like shyness about Willlam George
Bunter, ; .

“Hallo! Going to Greyfriars?™ he
started.

The boy locked round at him,

“Yes,” he answered.

“New hid—whati"

* Jost that 1” said the boy cheerfully.
“You've "it it 1" ]

Billy Bunter blinked at him threugh
his g spectacles.

The fellow looked, and was dressed,
as if he might be going to Greyfriars,
F_;:t- certainly his speech did not sound
ike 1k,

“T say! What did you say?” ashked
Bunter.

“You've 'it it]” answered the other
Fellow.

Bunter grinned. L

“T1 eay, you've dropped something!"
he said,

The new fellow glanced round and
glanced at the foor and shook his head.
“MNot as 1 knows of 1" he answoered.

Evidently ho had not noticed that ho
had dropped an “h."

“0h, my hat ¥’ said Bunter. “I say,
are you really going to Greyiriars?
Not pulling my leg—what?"

“Course I ain't!” angwered the other.
“I'm going #to OGreyiriars all rcight.
Loustways, I'm being took 1™

“Took |¥ pasped Bunter.

“Ves Grandfather’s taking me. He's
in a smoking-carriage, Dunged me in
‘gre and lelt ma.”

“Great pip!” said Bunter blankly.

He stared at the other fellow as if he
could scarcely believe his spectacles,

The fellow certainly looked well off,
judging by his clothes. He not only
wore good olothes, but looked as if he
knew how to wear them. He had a
slim, quite clegant figure, which looked
very graceinl in a well-ent overcoat.
His trousers were niccly creased. His
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gloves were good and well-fitting. He
was as clean as a new pin from top
to toe, which Billy Bunter corfainly was
not. Bunter always got grubby on =
journey, and he was generally sticky
with toffea or butterscotch. ,t’uxpﬁmnr-
ances were in favour of this new fellow,
but the way he talked made Bunter
open his little round eyes behind his
big, round spectacles,

“HEver been to school before?™ asked
Dunter, grinning.

“Jest a fow months,™

“My only hat!”

Billy Bunier gove up on the spot all
idea of making friends with this re-
markable new boy., The fellow might
have bagged good cléthes from spme-
where, bub his people could hardly he
woll off if he had been to school lor
only o few months,

“Oh, my "at!” ejaculated the new

Bob Cherry took Fish’s long, thin nose between finger and thumb.

junior suddenly. “Now I let it out!
Grandfather warned meoe not to talk [

“Did he?™ grinned Bunter.

*3till, where's the 'arm? It ain’t no
good me making out that I've 'ad a lot
of schooling, i5 it? TFellers'll know,"

“1 ghould jolly well think they will 1"
chortied Bunter. “He, he, hel What
the thump are they sending you to
Ureyirars for?"

“Grandiather went there®

“Gammon 1"

The boy starcd at Bunter,

“What? What did you say, fatty?"
he asked.

“Gammon ! repeated DBunter, *And
I jolly well dorn’t bolieve you're Euing
io Grreyiriars! You can't stuff me !

*“1 ain't stulling you, image! I don't
want to talk to you, if you come to
that. You talked to me!” said the new

fellow. “You ean shut it as soon as you
like, and be blowed to you!™

“Dh crikey ! gasped Bunter, * What
language |

“If my langnage aint good cnough
for you, you ain't got to ‘car it!” sad
the new fellow, with an angry gleam
in hiz eyes. “And if all the Greyiriars
blokes are as civil as vou, I den't thick
much of them. o and cat coke!"

“What's vour name " acked Bunter.

“TFind out ("

The other fellow turned to
window apain, with a clouded face,

He had looked cheerful Enmlgh*h&
fora Billy Bunter began to talk to him;
but he did not look so cheerful now.

The Owl of the Remove seemed to
ave had rather a depressing effect om
hig spirits.

Bunter finished his toffee in silence,
but ho continued te LIk at the boy in
the other corner.

tho

|

g
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“Then they can't be pertic'ler who
they lets in.”

“Wha-a-at!"” gasped Dunter. “Why,
vou checky outsider—" ;i

“That's enough from wvou!” said the
new bov. “You shut it! Sece? Bust
my buttons, I 'ope they all ain't like
vou at the school ! I'd wish I was back
on tho road pretty soon, if they was!”

“On  the voad?®" repeated Buanter,
blinking at him. *“What were you
doing on the rowd 7

“Find out!"

“1 believe I've scen you before some.
where ! said Bunter, blinking very
hard at the handsome face, Aushed now
with angoer.

The new bov started, and looked
more ¢losely at Bunter, DBunter's fat
faco, with ttg little fat nose and largo
mouth and big spectacles, was one not
pasily forgotten. A look of recognition
dawned on the bov's face.

|k & c .
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“Ow! Leggo!"™

If the fellow was really going to Grey-
friara he was undoubtedly something
new in new boys, Buniter was curious,
and when Bunter was curious he wanted
to know,

“1 say. what was vour last school IV
he uske{{

No reply.

“Deaf " asked DBunter.

“You can find out if vou want {o
know !” snapped the new boy.

“Well, that's why I'm asking you,”

gaid Bunter. “VYou make out you'ro
going te Greyfriars! Gammeon! You
wouldn't be lot in, I can tell you! 1

holong to Greyiriars "' added DBunier,
as If thet clinched it.

The other fellow turned from
window and starcd ab Bunter again.
“Ba they let you " he ssid.

“Eh! ¥esl

tho

OF course !

“ Yoooooop ! " yelled the American junior,

“Youl!" he ejaculated.

"Oh! You Lnow me?”
Dunter.

No answer. ]

The boy turned back to the window,

“T know I've jolly well seen yon
somewhere,” said DBunter. “I believe
it was in the hols. CUan't have been
where I was staving; I was at a noble-
man's place. Hardly the place where
vou'd be scen! He, he, he!”

The handsome fonco was still turned
from him. ‘The cloud had scttled on
it more darkly than ever.

“Look here, where have I scen you
before ! demanded Bunter.

He was intensively inguisitive now.

“Find out!”

“ Look here, I don't want any cheek I
said DBunter warmly. “You nniﬂg to
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Greyfriars—and talking like & bargeo!
o, he, hal™ ;

The boy gave him s dark look.

My grandlathor was at Greyfriars,”
he said, “and he's what they call a
blooming governor of the school now,
so you can put that in your pipe and
smicko 1F, fat [ace '™

“ He, he, he!” chuckled Buuter.
“That’'s good! Whet's your grand-
father—a potman or a pork butcher ¥

“Find out !

“Well, if ho's got any sense he won't
turn up at Groyfriars with you !
chuckled Bunter. “'The porter wouldn't
let him in, [ can tefl you! He, he, he!
]]3!_1:-.%?1::] if I ever heard of anything like
thas I

“Look here, vou shut up!” said ihe
new boy, with another dark lock. " You
keep your head shut, see, or 'l bust
vour 'at over it!"

“Why, you checky sweep,” excluimed
Bunter, “I'd like io see you do it! I'd
jolly well liko——*

Crash ! :

*Yooooop !” roared Bunter, in sur
prizo and wrath.

e had said that he would like to see
the new fellow do it; but he did not
zecm pleased now that it was done !

He struggled frantically to get his
hend out of the hat that wes squashed
over his fat ears.

“Ow! Oh crikey! Why, you—rou—
vou—" gasped Bunter. “I've a jolly
good mind to mop up the carrtage with
you! I=F1—T'1}—"

“'Avo another, on wvour nose?” de-
manded the new boy.

Bunter backed into his corner.

“Ow! Keep off, you beast!
off, you rotter! Owi®

The boy turned away from him and
stared out of the window agsain.

The train clatiered inte Redelyffe
and stopped. Billy Bunter hastily

Hands

jumped out, and rolled along to the
next carriage.

He had had enough of the company
of that very poculiar pew boy. Not
ceven to get his celebrated postal order
cashed would he have eultivated that
remarkable acquaintance any furiher.

——

THE THIRD CHAPIER.
An Unexpected Meeling !

- ALLQ, hallo, halle!”
#Tho jolly old tinker!” cx.

claimed Bob Cherry.

“Ay hat 1"

Harry Wharton & Ce. had turned out
of the train at Courtlicld, and started
1o walk across the common to Grey-
frinvs, Most of the Greyfriars crowd
went on in the local train to Friardale,
but some preferred a walk across the
commeon in the clear, frosty air, smong
them the Famous Five.

From the road, the chums of the Re-
move had turned into the footpath
which led away across the wide comnon
among clumps of frosty hawthorn and
hollows fhlled with snow. And in one
of the loneliest spots on the common
they came in sight of a coke fire burn-
ing in & perforated tin pail, and a
barly man seated on a box near it,
smoking a black elay pipe. Near him
was a little hand-eart. And as they
drew neargr they recognised the outfit.

“Tinker Wilson ! exclaimed Harry
Wharton.

“That very 1dentical Llighter!" said
Bob. *“I never thought we should ses
him again™

The tinker glanced up at the sound of
footsteps and voices. He stared surlily
at the juniors as they came along; and
thon a black scowl came over hiz ill-
favoured face as he recognised them.

li|

e

e
i
i
~mar
L 3

il

i & case of astounding complexity,

No. 270—-THE MYSTERY

GANGSTER

A sensational drame of ﬂntlland. Fﬁatuéi}ig :Eﬁ:ﬁeT?N
#m. By Gilbs sher.

No. 271—-THE DEATH SIGN

A powerful story of starthine theills in which SEXTON

BLAKE matches his wits against a ruthless international

BLAKE in an amazing pro

By Gwyn Evans,

ETH-DL

NO. 272—THE CRIME ON
GALLOWS HILL

A tascinating novel ol baflling mystery in London and

By

tlie country,

Now on Sale - -

1

THRILLS !
BDMHQ’H!

Yarns of SEXTON
BLAKE for

4d.

No. 269—THE RADIO CROOK

An abtorbing detective narrative of SEXTON BLAKE
gt By Bex Eardinge

ONLY !

m ligs

)

ot

nlil

i

rrr— S
em—— b Ul i
—— I L
— - =

. . — " ; o
| 4 -
e [ Ay

_, ‘l
1
.S

“a,

SEXTON BLAKE Library

4°- each.

THE MAGNET

Evidently he knew the Famous Five
again, and evidently he was not pleased
to sce them. Io scowled blackly.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo, old bean !” said
Bob Cherry, as the juniors came up.
" Fancy meeting you T

~Oh, come on!" said E’ugent.

"Hold on a minute!” said Dobh,
“Last time we met this sportsman, in
Burrey, in the hols, he wanted to make
vz stand and deliver. Any standing
and delivering in the programme to-
day, Mr. Wilson?”

_ Tmker Wilson gave him a bluck look,
The Famocus Five had handled him
rather geverely on that past occasion;
end Mr, Wilson was not likely to repeat
the attempt on their loose cash.

" “Cheese it, old man!™ szaid Harry,

Wa don't want a row.”

“Why not?” asked Dob cheerily.
“I'm_fecling full of beans, myself; and
it Mr. Wilson would like his head
banged again, I'm the mun to obligs
him. ™

“Bo you're ‘ere, are
Tinker Wilson., “You was bound to
turn up like u blooming bad penny |
What you deing ’ere, I'd like to know ¥’

“Going back to school, old thing,”
answered Bob., "“But what are you
doing here? Have vou cleared out all
the hen-roosts in Surrey, and come along
to Kent to look for some more?"

“¥ou got & lot of lip, ain't youi”
satd Tinker Wilzon. *P'rlaps I'll moct
vou alono one of these days and take
some of the check out of you !

Ha eved the juniors evilly and with
# sovt of uneasiness, It was easy to
sce that he was surprised to see them
g0 far from the place of their last mect-
ing, and that he did not like it.

“¥ou goin’ to school, are youi" he
muttered. “You got a school near 'ere,

then 7
rather,” said the ¢h$er3 Eob,

ar

you i said

“Yes,
“ Not more than a mile away.”

The tinker started.

"You ain’t going to Greyfriarsi” he
ejaculated.

“Just that!" answered Rob,

“Burn my body and boots !'* muttered
the tinker, staring at him. * Yol coves
belong to Greyfriars! My eye!”

“ Nothing surprising in that, fs

there ' asked Bob, staring at him.
The tinker did not reply. But the
umors could see that that information
1ad a disturbing effect on him; why,
they could not even begin to guess, .ft
did not seem likely that it could con-
cern  Tinker Wilson, whether 1hey
belonged to Groeyfriars School or not.

“Any news of Tatters?” went on
Boh. ‘

The tinker sat silent, pulling at his
foul pipe.

“1_see he’s not with von, anyhow,”
said Bob Cherry. “That’s a jolly good
thing, at any rate”

Tinker Wilson locked at him again,

" You don't know——" he began,

“What 7" asked Boh.

“0h, nothing ! gprunted the tinker,

" We knew that the kid had left you,”
satd Harry Wharton, locking st the
vufian curtously, “We had a letfer
from him in the holidays. He seems to
have found his relations, and they've
{.ak&nﬂllim. IHe's safe froin you now, |
ope.

Tinker Wilson’s narrow oves glitteraed

under his bushy brows, DBut he spid
nothing,
“My hat!” cxelaimed Bob. “Aro

vou still looking for that kid, Wilon 1™

No answer,

“You'd better think twice before von
meddle  with  Tatters  again, Mr.
Wilson,” said Wharton quietly, " Now
h;:’a Et:;}tm{li " ]']'l:flid re]a:ti-:ngi: you'll be
char with midnapping if you try io
get hold of him ngfﬁll."g d Y
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“Who's trying to t hold of him
ag'in?" murﬁ&rj the tﬁlﬂ:r. “1 don’t
over want to sco the young limb any
more. He never wasn't any use to me,
he wasn't; and I was glad to get shut
of him.” , e

“That's & whopper,” said Bob. “He
ran away from you more than once,
and you got after him, and got hium
back again. I don't koow what your
reason was, but you had some jolly

reason  for not wanting to let
that lad go.” ]

“Well, he's gone now,” said Tinker
Wilson. “He's gone Lack to his JJE{IPLE.
gend I ain't seed him since, and don't
want to. And you can tell him so”

“We're not likely to see him, I sup-
pose,” said Harry Wharton, *“Ho teld
us he was with his grandfather, but he
didn't say where,” . . .

“I dessay vou'll be secing 'im," said
the tinker sourly, “and if you do, you
can tell him I done with him. I kep'’
that boy for years and years, and then
%}s run away; and now I'm done with

im."”

“Rather & good thing for Tatters,”
said Johnny Bull ‘

“Interesting, if trual” grinned Dob
Cherry. “It seems to me more jolly
likely that Tatters is somewhere here.
gbouts, and that this rotter knows 1t
god thet’s why he’s here”

The tinker gave n start.

“Is that 1, Wilton?"” demanded
Harry Wharton. .

“Tt ain't!” said the tinker stolidlv.
“1 jest passing through ’ere permiscus,
I'm going on the road for London this
arternoon ; there ain't no trade “ere for
& bloke. .I don’t know nothim’ _nl::nc:l:lt.
the boy, since he run away from me in
Hampshive.”

“Oh, come on ! =aid Nugent.

The chums ¢f the Remove walked on,
the tinker scowling blackly after them.
There was no doubt that had he met
any member of that cheery company
alane, the ruffian would have sought to
pay off old scores. But had nd
the five of them together much too much
for him, and he wus not disposed to try
his luck again,

Harry Wharton's face was thoughtiul
as he walked on with his chums.

He had not forgoiten Tatters, the
tinker's boy, who had found a refuge
at Wharton _l'n:adg!:! when he had run
away from his brutal master. Neither
had he forgotten the crack on the head
that Tinker Wilson had given him when
he had recaptured the runaway.

“If wo hadn't heard from Tatters,
and heard that he was all right, we'd
hava collared that brute, and marched
him off to_ the police station,” said
Harry. “Bot the kid seems =afe
enough from him now. According to
what he told us in his letter, he's with
his grandfather, and in elaver—and far
cngugh away from hore. He dido't give
his address; but the postmark on the
letter was 2 town in Hampshire; and
thet's a long wav from Kent.”

Bob Cherry nodded.

“That's 30,” he agreed. “I suppose
if that bruie iz still after him, he can’t
be looking for him here, Dur——*

“But what?"

“Well, he seemed to think that we
might bo secing Tatters again,” snid
Bob, “and we can’t see him if he's far
from Greyiriars, during term, at least,
If the kid's in these parts, yon can
depend on it that Tinker Wilson is here
to look for him.”

“But it's not hikely,” said Nugent.

“Well, that tough is after no good,”
said Bob. “Ye really enght to have
eollared him and banged his napper
again.”

“QOh, como on, fathead!” said
Nugent, laughing.

“I'd like to see Tailters again.” re
Eﬁr}{ﬂd Wharton. "“"He was & decent
td. ™

“The decentfulness of the esteemed
Tatters was terrifie,” sgreed Hurree
Jamsck Ram Singh. "It would be an
absurd pleasurs to behold his ridiculous
face onee more.”

“But it's not likely.” said Harry,

The chumsz of the RBemove walked on
to the scheool. All the members of the
famous Co. would have been glad to seo
Tatters again; they had taken a liking
to the tinker’s boy whom_they had be-
friended in tho holidays. But it seemed
unlikely that they would cver see the
waif., He had, they knew, found his
people and a home; but they knew
neither his name, nor where he was.
Nothing scemed morve unlikely than a
meeting. Buot it was the unlikely thing
that was destined to happen—and in
circumstanees of which the chums of the
Remove nover dreamed,
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THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Man in Possession [
& SAY, you fellows!l”

E “ Brat1”

“Oh, really, Wharton—"

: " Buzz off [”

“I'm not likely to buzz off out of my
own study!” said Billy Bunler, with
dignity.

1] 1.-5; -ﬂt Tj" .

Billy Bunter was in Study No. 1 in
the IRRemove. when the owners of that
study arrived.

The walk across Courtfield Common
had taken up time. Billy Bunter,
though ho had eome on by the sccond
train, had reaclied Grt:-}'fr[.'lrﬁ belore
the Fomous Five.

Now he was enseoneed in Study Ne. 1.

Harry Wharton and Frank Nugent
camoe In. They found Bunicr there.
And Bunter apparvently intended to
etay.

* Your own study *” repeated Nugent,
“"Your study’s INo. T, with Taddy and
Dutton, you fat freal™

Dunter shook his head,

“A man can change his sludy ot the
beginning of term if lhe likes,” he
answered.  “The fuct i, I'm fed-uw

7

with Peler Todd, 1lle's mean. I never
had cnough to cal in Study No. 7 lask
torm. ™

“You fat ass!”

“First come, first served, you know,"
gaid Bunter, blinking at the two
}unmra through lis big spectacles. “A
cllow ean choose a study at the begin-
ning of term. I've chosen this.”

“ You benighted fathead—"

“¥You can call a fellow names,™ said
Bunter calinly., * But vou can't alter
the House rules. I pot in first and
bogged this study. 'm within my
rights, and I'm staying here”

* Xou fat villain I roarved the captain
of the Remove., “It's our study.”

"It was yvour study lust term,™ cor-
rected Bunter. “It's my study this
term.  Alind, I'll let you fellows in.”

You'll Iet us in!” gasped Wharton,
f;lurillg ot the Owl of ﬁm lemove as if
we could have caten him.

“Yes, old chap! I don’t object to
you as study-mates,” said Bunter. Py
not particular, so far as that goes.”

" Why, you—you—you—-"

_"But it's got to be understood that
it's my study. TI've bagged it It
belongs to me, unless there's an order
from the Form master, Well Queleh;r
will see fair play., e knows the rules.”
. Wharton and ‘Ii\;u'g‘t"l'lt gazed at the fat
juntor.  There was no  doubt that,
strictly speaking, Bunter was within his
rights. Often there was a rush for
studies abt the beginning of tho torm.
Some were better than others, Study
No. 1, for instance, was the lurgest in
the Remove passage, and had two
windows, Bunter was within his rights,
so far as that went; buf the exerciso
of that right was quite another matter.

fellow wanted his own study; and
Eﬁﬂ;amly Wharton and Nugent wanted
GITs.

And they did not want Bil
Bunter. Very gnuc:h indeed thov ::]iﬁ
not me;[t ;E&!- fat and é:_;tunus youth.
oo re, you pi er—="
began Wharton. FITHE b
Bunter waved a fat hand,
“Chuck it!” he said. “It's no good
ar l.img—-—""
‘I'm not going to argue. I'm goi
to kick you out of th " explai
idciok ¥ ¢ study,” explaineg
_“You Ii-:n-]]:|.r well kick me, and I'll
jolly well go to Quelch!” said Bunter,

Fair play's &  jewel. Quelchy's &
heast, but he’s a just beast. o will
jﬂ"_}'”:é"ﬂ-ﬂﬂ call you to order, I can tell
you !

Harry Wharton ponsed.

“You fat freak——" he began,

“It's all right, you know,” said Bun-
ter, “After all, ¥ was your study-
mate when you first came to Groyviriars,
Wharton. Dor’t you remember how
nice it was !’

“I remember how rotten it was™

_“Oh, really, you know! Dash it ell,
if I can stand you, you can stand me,
I suppose,” said Bunter warmlyv., “Yon
with your ill-temper and bad manners!
I can tell you that it's jolly kind of me
to let you dig in my study.”

“It's not your stady!™
Wharton.

“It jolly well is!" grinned Bunter,
“and you jolly well can’t turn me out
of it, o there, Iut that in vour pipe
and smoke it

MNugent burst into a langh.

Harry Wharton did not laugh: he
frowned. The prospect of having Wil-
liam George Bonter as o study-mate for
a whele term was neither grateful noc
conorting. Yoo there wazs no doulit
thar Houwse rules were on Bunter's side.

" Besiedes, there's new men in the
Form this term," wont on  Dunter.
“You woere only two 1o this study, =0
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velehy woutd bs pretty certain to
shove & new blighter in here. You'll
have me instead.” )
L_:l‘l’d lrai-her bhave a new kid-—any ncw
] ___'___J

“Well, there's a new kid coming that
vou wouldn't like,” grinned Bunter.
“T don't know whether he's hoolied for
the Remove; but if he i3, I can tell
you he's a coughdrop. I met him in
the train, and [ can tell you he's
the jolly old limit, Talks lke a
bargee, Some fearfully low rotier—
can't imagine why they're letling him
inta the school at all. 1 suppase you
yuther have a gentleman here.”

“No objection to any gentleman, but
we don't want you.”

* Beast [ )

“Now look here, you frabjous freak,

T‘-EhﬂT gaid,’”” interrupted Dunter.

“Ihis is my study! 1f vou want to
share it with me, I'm willing. 1I not
gut ontl”

“Whe-a- b

“(iet out!” repeated Dunter firmly.
“Vou can hardly expect mo 1o :l:at fal-
lows cheek ne in my own study.

Wharton breathed hard and deep.

gilly Bunter backed away round the
study table. Me was within his rights,
Lut his tights could not interpese be
tween & boot and bis tight trousers.
Billy Bunter had coften been kicked,
Lthongh not so often as he ﬂ:&smvndi
But he had never grown to lika it.

Frank Nugent caught his chum by
tho arm.

“ Chuek it, old man. Let's go and
apeak to Toddy.”

] say, you fellows, what E.hﬂut-“n
study su " began Bunter. "I
$AY, J;.ruu Etasts, don't wﬂlh away while a
feflow's talking to you. :

But the chums of the Remove did
walk awey, and Bunter was left alone

in_his glory. :

m'l‘t::;-,rgprgmﬂdcd to Btudy No. 7 in the
Ttemove, tho study which Bunter had
shared with Poter Todd and, Tom

ston the previous term. Fote as
E;lt io be E'E[:EJI there, but Dutton, i
deaf junior, was unpacking a bag, He
glanced yound at the two juniors and
gavo them a nod and a grin. _

“ {lallo, you're back, Dutton,” said
Wharton genially, He was not at the
moment Eaehn.g genial; Bunter had
banished hig gentality. But it was
nocoszary to be genial to a fellow, who.
having lost Bunter, was to be asked to
tulte him back. It was impossible to
be too palite in the circumstances.

Tom Dutton stared at the captain of
{he Remove. Dutton was deaf. This
wns & sorious affliction, more to other
Romove men than to Dutton himsell.

“ Anything on my face?” asked
D tton.

“ER! No

“Nid o say ves or not”

# MNol" roared Wharton.

“Then why did vou say I was black ?™
domanded Dutton.

*Oh, my hat! I didn’t say you were
Llack, fathead! Back!™
“Slack! Look hero—"

“Back!" shrieked Wharton.

Tiutton got it then.

“Back? What do you mean, back?
Anyhody been sticking something on my
haek ?®  Tom Dutton groped behind
mim. *Where s it?"

“fa, ha, ha! yelled NMugent.

“Look here, if there’s something on
wy back, take it off for me’ said
Dntion. “Frellows are always playing
iricha an a chap because he's deal. Nod
fhat I'm really deaf. T can’ hear you
if von don't momble!”

Tug Maigxer Lisrary.—No. 1,106,

“Where's Toddy?” ssked Wharton,
giving up the atlempt to explain his
opentng remark,

“If you mean my <lothesg—
Dutton warmly.

b '}ﬁ;hnt (A 4 ;

“They're as good as yours, I suppose.
And if they weren't, it would be jolly
bad mauncrs to call them shoddy,”

¥ saud

“Oh erikey! 1 didn't say shoddy,
ass! I asked you where Toddy was?
| suppose he's coming to this study ™

“Well, if you mcan muddy, all right.
You said shoddy—I distinctly heard you
suy shoddy. But il you mean muddy,
1 LE S

“Oh, my bat! ILet's cotl!” gasped
Wharton; and Nugent grinned and
followed him from the study., Tom

Dutlon cast an indignant glire after
them.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
No Takers !

b HUMNLEY ¥
é “It's  spelt C-h-o-l-m-o-n-
Jd-g-l-e-y.” said the Bounder,

“*and it's pronounced Chuwnley
to save time."”

“In the Rewmnove ?'

“I fancy so! The old sport's taken
him in to the Head—he's left a taxi
waiting outside, ‘'hey must have coine
by the second train from Lantham I
didn’t sce anything of them at the
station. The kid looks rather decent—
a bit shy. But the old swell—my hat!"

“What's he like?"”

“Tremendous  swell—terrific  old
sportmaen! You'll see him if you han
on here—no end of a big panjandrum.™

“HKid's pater ¥ asked Ekinner.

“Looks too jolly old—grandfather, I
should think. Or some other remote
ancestor.™

“Ha, ho, hal”

" But how do you know that the new
kid's for the Remove?” asked Peter
Todd.

“PBecavze I heard the old sportsman
¥uy- he'd like to sce Arthur's Form
master, and tha Chiel Beak =aid he
would send for Mr. Quelch."

“With the Head now " asked Toddy.

“Y¥es. The old sportsman is a jolly
old baronet—Sir Georgé Cholmondeley,
of Cholinondeley Castle in Hampshire.™

“My hat! That sounds swellI*

*1f that new kid puts on any airs
in the Bemove he will ljﬂ“_? soon get the
check knocked out of him!” growled
Bolsover major,

“ Dh, rats!™ zaid Toddy.
new kid alone!
airs wvet™

Harry Wharton & Co. heard these
remarks as they came downstairs in
search of Peter Todd. Peter was one
of the gmu{p discussing the new boy—
whom, =zo far, only the Bounder had
seen, and whose rather iZmmpozing name
was Cholmondeley, But tho ehumg of
Stady No. 1 were not interested in new
kid:—they were concerned about thewr
study.

“IHeore you
Wharton,

“Here I am, old bean,” said Peler
Todd cheerily.

“That fat idiot Dunter has stuck lom-
self in my study., and makes out that
he's sticking to it.™

“Leave the
He hasn't put on any

are, Ttllddy--—” began

“Good!” said Petor heartily, ™ You
ere welcome to hime this termn  Aore
than weleome, 11 fack”

“Pon't be an ass, Toddy! He be-

longs to your study M satd the captain of
the Remove warmly.
“1 nll  righte?™ answored

1'1:'::igln : ¢
Toddy. “I'm prepared to give him
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away with a pound of tes. Keep him,
with my blessing.”

“Now, look bere, old chap—we don't
want Bunter in No. 1—"' said Nugent.

“Exactly how I feel about him in
Na. 7,” smid Toddy, with ¢ nod, "It's
a case of two souls with bul a single
thought, two hearts that beat as one
sn't i

“We want you to take him back, you
Enow,” urged Wharton.

“Mow, look here,” said Peter Todd.
“He was in your study once upon a
time. When he lelt, did you want to
take him back ¥

I-‘H-'mjfl

“I1f you did, you've got him now.”

“"Well, we dido't, ass.”’

“Bame here,” said Toddy. “"Eeep
him! I leave him te you, partner i

*“ Look here, old fellow—""

Peter Todd chuckled.

My dear man, if Bunter's really
given my study the go-by, you can't
expect me not Lo rejoice. Lite will be
vreally worth living this term.”

“He'd come back if you asked him,
perha :

“I'll take jolly good care not to ask
him, then'”

“You ecan't expect to land him on
us ! roared Wharton.

“You can't expect me te land him
on myself, if 1 can jolly well get ont
of it! prioned Toddy. “ Look here,
'l let him come into No. T if le
wants to! That's the most I can affor.”

“IHg means to stick to my study ”

" Good M

“He's ?Ia.nted hamszelf there now !

“ Fipe!”

“Ho won't

“Splendid ! said Toddy heartily,

Wharton and Nugent cxchapged a
glqnﬂe. Obviously, therea was nc-tl'.rhhg
oing, 80 fa- as Poter was concerned.
Really, it was bardly 1o be expected
that a fellow who had lost a siudy-
rabe  like William  George Banter
would be anziouz to have him back,

“1 say, Smithy!" murmured Whae-
ton.

*Hailo!” grinned the FRounder,
Perbaps he guessed what was coming.

“You're only two in No. 4—you and

!H-

Redwing,” said Harry. * ¥Xou may get
the new kid planted on you. If wvou
had Bunter, vou'd bhe three o the

i{*;:]df and praciicazlly safe from the new
1 r:Iil

“I'd rather ba saie from Bunter,
thanks."”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“You fellows should have got in
carly 1 chuckled Skinner. “A (ellow
can bag a study, according to House
reles. Bunter was first in the field.”

“1'd like ta see him bag my study 1
rowled Dolsover major, “I'd give him
Touze tules !’

“Then Wharton wauld have to eall
vou to order, as bhead of ihe Formi:
grinned Skinper. " House rules are
Houge rules! Az the matter stands,
Wharton will have to call himsclf to
crder, and report himself to a prefect,
if he kicks Bunter out of the study.”

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“Haullo, here comes the old sports-
man " szaid Vernon-Smmth, as a tall
genlleman, with an cyeplass gleaming
in_his eye, appearcd in the offing.

Harry Wharton and Frank Nugent
glanced with some interest at ihe tall
pentleman, 3 he passed at u litile
distnnve.

They had sven that eld gentleman
liefore,

The name of Chalmondeley was
fwmiliar to them, Both of fhem re-
membered the old gentleman who had
stopped in a ear near YWharion Lodge,
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in the vacation, to make inguirics. He
had  1nquired  concerning  Tinker
Wilson, though for what remson the

chums of the Hemove had no ides.

“That's the old johnny!¥ murmured
Nugent.

Wharton nodded.

“SBeen him beforet”
Bounder.

“Yes, in the hols,” answered Harry.

“You Lkoow him, then?"

“0Oh, no! He spoke to us, that's all,
on the road.™

“"T.ooks a terrific old swall 1" said the
Bounder. his glance following the tell
gentleman.

azked the

with him™
_ “No. What's he like?”

“Looks decent—rather shy, 1 think.
I hope they won't shove him in my
study tE he's really coming into the Re-
move.’

|II |l
ke iiq'l_l
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" If vou had Bunter——"

“ Bow-wow "

“Bunter sava there's another new
kid—onp he met in the train,® said

Nugent. " New kid, who talks like a
boargee, according to Buonter.  Scen
himi”

“No; I haven’t heard of more than

one kid for the Remove this term.
Ope's one too many!” said the
Bounder. *“Halle, Redwing!”

And Smithy burried off to his chum.

Sir George Cholmondeley did not
glance at Wharton or Nugent; il he
naticed them at all he did not recog-
nisa themn again among a crowd o
other Greyfriars Juniors. They were
not specially interested in him. or in
the relative he had brought to the
gchool. They proceeded to laok for the
other moembers of the o, to consult
them on the question of the study.
Having Billy Bunter landed in Study
No. 1 for o whﬂit-:: torm was not to bo
thought of —if iz could be helped. The
gueslion was, how was it to be helped?™

Bolb Cherey and Horree Jamset Ram
Ringh wore found unpacking in Ne. 13
Mark Linley and lithie Wun Laung were
also there.

#“Hallo. halle, hallo! I hear won've
got & now study matf-"’ clmckled DBab,
gs the two junior: looked into No. 13

“Seen the kid who came &

T ¥
! :

o =y

" Ah, vou've heard!” said Wharton.

“PBunter told us! Like the ideat”
“ Mot the least little bit! That brute
Toddy won't take him back if he can

help 141" growled Wharton,

“"The blamefulnesz is not terrific, my
esteemed chum!'  prinned Hurreo
Jamzet Ilam Singh.

“Weall, 1 suppose not,” admitted
Wharton, “If you men woula like
Dunter in this study——""

“Thank you for nothing!" grinned
Bob.

“The likefuluess would net  be

g terrific.”

“We're fonr gail Mavk
Linley, laughing.

“No likee fatree ole Bunice!™ anid
Wun Laung.

“Beotter kick him

Bob.

“Can’t; he's got the Howse rules on
his side. It's heastly mean o bag a
man’s study—but there you. aret"

“0Oh, we'll think of o way! zaul
Bob cheerily, “Toddy ought veally to
havo him—he’s harvdened to him.™

“Toddy's jolly well got to have him,
He can't expeet to land the [at oyster
on us. PBut how—"

“The howlnlncss

question.”

already 1

||”

out!"’ suggested

iz a terrifio
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Temple & Uo.,
smothered fn Ink,
and locking con-
siderably the worse
for wear, were rolled
down the Remove
staircase |

Wharton and Nugent walked on to
No. 14. Johnny Bull was there, with
Squiff end Fisher 1. Fish. Jolnuy
grinned at his chums as they looked
in. Evidently he, too, had hecard of
their new acqulstt.mn

“I hear you've got
term ! he remarked.

“He's planted himself in our study,”
said Harry. “Got any idea how we
can root him out, without breaking
House rulest"”

“Try a fivez bat!”

o Yuu fellows like him lere?”
MNugent.

£ "‘-n joll fear 1"

“Keep him!™ chockled Squiff,

“1 guess I'Hl make polato-serapings nf
hin if he horns into this study ! sand
Fishcr T. Tish.

Tho hapless two wanderced back 1o

Bunter (s

skl

Study No L. Rilly Dunter was taking
his ease in the avmchair (here. He
blinked 2t them through Ins  big

spectacles and prinned,

4“1 zgay, you fellows, it's rothier mice
tec be together apgain in this study,
ain't it?' said Bunter affably.

“ Fathead "

“What about a study supper?” asked
Bunter. “T'd like a study sepper with

Tae Maoxer Laenanvy.—No. 1,196.
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my friends ever so much oetter than  “Unfortunately, the boy 13 too old for
tbe ‘do’ in Hall. You can azk your that,”

friends—after all, they're my friends, “Then a private tutor——

a0, 1 was going to stand a really " Certainly that is what I should have

i

decent  spread, but I've been dis- advised,” said the Head. “But Sir

appointed about a postal erder. In Ucorgo— H'm!™ ;

the cireumstances—"' “ A somewhat opinipnated gentleman [”
*Oh, ratg!” said My, Quelch,

: very opinionated  gentleman 1
said the Head,
“But, sir—"

Wharton and Nugent left the stody
again, Billy Bunter gave a fat
chuckle. Bome fellows would have felt 1 - :
reluctant about butting into a study The fuct is, I did not care to refuse,
where they were not wanted, and where but the matter m!:tﬂ_lﬂh’ is difficult,
they received the marble eve and the SE’;I the Head. “You noticed the
lrozen mitt.  MNot so William George [ fprd :

Bunter. Nothing but a boot would . Tdid! His l":":"l";f made a favourable
have shifted Willlam George from his Hﬂptl'ﬂﬂmﬂ!.}ffnlmg, > Saill'il the ”Remn‘-’&
naw quarters; and in the unfortunate 'I]E‘?:l::i_f"t , He looks inte Ilgmﬁ. v h
vircumstances & boot could npot be 222 mi MEREILN, 10 80, & ISLULE G

: : R eier 00 will soon make up for lost time. But
iﬂlpt?;jlfgg.wa%ngt:?ngl‘ﬁﬁgfgiﬁ:s if William if you take him fiIlh.:L the Bemogve, ho

will, 1 think, be quite unable to deal
with the usual Ferm work. e,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER. “Then the Third Form !” suggested
Mr. Quelch.

A Surprise For Mr, Quelch, “] fear that he would be quite um-

R. HENRY SAMUEL able to deal with the Third Form work,

QUELCH, the master of the Mr. Queleh.”

Remove, had a thoughtful cx-  **Then the Second [*

pression on his countenance.  “Even the Second Form work, Mr.
First r.laﬁ of term was naturally a busy Queleh, would be far beyond him, from
day with Mr. Quelch, as with every what I gather”
other Form master. Mr. Quelch had  Mr. Quelch ﬂupﬂrﬁﬁﬂﬂ a snort,
been extremely busy when he received Dr. Locke! it sugpested that a
a message from the Head, requesting Doy should be placed in the Remove, the
him to call in that gentleman’s study to Lower Fourth Form, when he is not

se¢ Bir George Cholmondeley, of Chel- equal o the work of ‘the Second
mondeley  Castle, Hampshire, M. *?“rm? he exclaimed warml}':
Quelech  had  left many important The diffieulty is, that he js too old

matters to take care of thomselves for Tov the Second Form, and the same
a time, while he had the pleasure, or "E!}'hm to the Third. He 1% of the
otherwize, of being introduced to Sirc mi‘;ﬁ‘gﬂ age of a Rﬁ’m'ﬁ"ﬂ_bﬂ.?- .
George Cholmondeley, of Cholmondeley | !l at 1= a  difficulty, certainly;
Castle. He had not been wholly plégsed Y

3 “If he is left at Greviriars at all, Mr,
clthor. TRhat pld “cportaman e tie~ Queleh, he must be placed in a Form

3 : L : v which he is unsuitable, =0 far as his
perative meod " Me. Qoo haq Attainments go. So it socms reasonablo

: lace him in one that suits his age
found ~the = Head looking rather .4 o, "aq far ir George appears to
worried ; and Bir George Cholmondeley 40007 0 0 ceh on his side 1y
locking rather grim; and a handsome :

£ ; “ 1t does not appear to me reasonable
new boy looking rather shy, and very 4, place him at Erﬂﬂri&rﬁ at all, in the

silent. The new boy had been dis- poenliar civenmstances, sir.”
atched, under convoy of Trotter, the ™ @Y yov00 with you. But there is cor-

Iouse page, to Mrs. Kebble, the dame. tainly g difficulty in refusing a request

Sir George Cholmondeley i'!a,f.’f VErY g very urgent reguest—from a member
shortly aiterwards taken his leave, of the governing body. ™
leaving Mr. Quelch with tho head: e S0l g DAY L 0 said Mr.

master, Quelch.
Mr. Quelch looked thoughtful; and " The Head coughed.
the  headmaster  locked  werried. “It is vorv irregular, and very un-
,ﬁppm‘_r:nt]:,r the new boy ot Greyfriara gspnal,” he said, “Y am placed in a
was in some respects rather more zomewhat difficult position, Quelch: and
troublesome than new boys genovally T must place myself to some extent in
wore, ] . . Your hands. 1 ean ask of veu what I
“I am bound to say, sir, that this 15 should not aquite care to ask of Mr.
somoewhat irregular!” said Mr. Quelch. Wisgins ar Mr, Twigg.”
“Undoubtedly I said the Head, Mr. Queleh's face cleared. Az a
“Very irregular indeed P said Lhe Form master, he objected very strongly
Rt;mﬂvp maater, to the new boy in his Torm. DBut when
'‘Quite so!” said Dr. Locke. “In- the Head put it on the ground of
deed, had not 8ir George heen a personal friendship, there was nothing
member of the governing body—" more to be satd,
Ha paused. _ “If vou put it like that, sir,” said
Alr. Quelch looked sympathetie, Mr. Queleh, 1 can only say that vou
Covernors, next to parvents, were the may rely upon me in every way.”
bano of a schoolmaster’s life. : “Thank you, Quelch! T was sure that
But a povernor of the school—* vou would take that view,”™ said Dr.
m::rrnurmi r. Locke. " Locke. “'We must remembor, too, that
“I understand, sir! But— .. whatever may be the rezson why this
"I had never heard of the boy, until bay has been so strangely neglected, it
Sir Georga wrofe to me a fow davs s eortninly not his own fault. He will
ago,” gaid the Head. “He explained zome day occupy a great position in life,
that. owing to certain eircumstances into  and must be prepared for it. Cortainly
which he did not desire to enter, his 1 should lave reccinmended o fow
grandson’s education had lbeen neg- onths, at least, with a eood tutor,

leeted.” before placing him at school. Dut Hir

Me. Quolel pursed his lips. Coot - :
“Natorally, ho desired the bayr to of ]Lg-? HISRY. 3R, REXE AONE A At

rnfoy hﬂis old school,” went on  the “T will do my best with the boy, sip '
I'.Ii-;nd. “That iz very natureall” aaid My, Queleh. “I had better sco
But a preparatory school—" him, and ascertain twhat ean be done.”
Tue AMagxer Lisnany.-—No. 1,196, "1 have instrucled Trotter to take
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hum to your study when lLe has seen
Mrs, Kebble, I am very much obliged
to you, Quelch,”

" Naot at all, sie

Henry Samucl Queleh Jeft the head-
master; and returned to his own atudy.
He was in a thoughtful and not a
pleased state of mind. A boy who had
never been to a prep school, had never
had a tulor, and apparently had never
bad any education at all, was to be
lunded on bim—a meost extraordinary
stato of affairs. . Buch a boy, certainly,
wag entitled to every consideration and
ecave—but not, =o far as Henry Samuel
G@uelch could see, from Henry Samuel
Juelch, He had 2 numerous Iorm to
handle, and plenty of work on his
hands; and this would mean scparate
ihstruction for s solitary momber of the
Form, apart from the rest. It was not
only troublesome and irksome, but
really locked like being impracticablo.

Mr. Queleh enter his study. He
had left it vacant; but it was not
vacant now.

A bhoy was sitting in Mr. Queleh's
special armchair.

He did not risze as the Form master
entered.

Mr. Quelch looked at him.

It was the new bay, whom he had seen
for a few moments in the Head's study,
with his grandfather.

He was quite a good-looking boy,
clean as a new pin, and nicely fmmgg
But evidently he did not know enough
to rise to s feet when an elderly gen-
tleman entered the study, whom he
must have pguessed fto be his Form
master.

“Cholmondcley [
Quelch.

“Yes"” said Cholmondcley.

am your Form master! You will
say "smir’ when you address a Form
master,”

" ¥es, sir,” said Cholmondeley,

rapped  out  Mr,

“And rise to vour fcet, sirl Ilave
you no manners

Cholmondeley rvose to his fcot ab
Ofce,

“I "ope o, ir,” ha answered.

Alr, Quelch almost jumped.

“You—you—you whatt” he ejacu-
lated.

“I 'ope so, sir.”
“Do ;zgu mean that vou hopo sa?”
gaspod Mr, Quelch,
“Yes, sir, that's wot I said,” answered
Cholmondeley. I ‘ope so, sirl”
“Tpon my word I said Mr, Quelch.
ITe stared at the boy. The colour
came intoe Arthur Cheolimondeley's faes.
Mr, Queleh's eyes almost pencetrated him

like gimlets,
“You are the grandson of Bir
Ceorge Cholmondeley, of Cholmondeley

Castle 7 demanded Mr, Quelch,

“Yes, sin” )

“You are, I understand, heir to the
title 7%

" Jest that, sie "

“There must be some mistake here,™
said  Mr., Quelch in bewilderment,.
“There must bo some—some misappre-
hension. I cannot understand this.”

“1 knowed they wouldn't want mo
‘ere,”  said Cholmondeley, his faco
clouding. "1 knowed 1t,"

" ¥You—you what "

"1 knowed it,” zaid Cholmondeley.

*“Do you mean that you knew it

Cholmondeley reflected for & moment.

“Yesz, sir,” he answered., “I dess
you're right, sir! ¥You being a school-
master, gml’d know better'n o bloke
like me.

“A—a—g-—a what?"

" Blake, sirl"

“Bless my sond [

Alr, Queleh gazed st ihe bey.

(Continued on page 12}
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the estimation of all followers of the game, Right
through the story of football you will find Aston Villa
_mentionad. Many records stand opposite their name.
There iz only one club which hins won the English Cup as many
times as the Villa; the championship of thﬁ‘imﬁ Division hosg
boen theirs on many oecasions, and they share with Blackburn
Eovers the honour of having been in mermbership of the First
Divigion aver since it was formed.

Everton, of course, had the distinction of never havi
dropped out of the top class until they went down at the \Egﬁ
of lpat season. Everton seem likely t¢ come back again after
& atay of the minimum duration; but it is not of Ewverton I
started to write this week, but of the Vills.

A reader of mine who is obviously vory keen on the ** Claret
and Blues,” as they are often~galled, is upsot over a rocent
match played on the Villa grovimd, It was botweon Aston
Villa and Derby County and was piaved at a time when thoso
two clubs were struggling hard for a‘lpading place in the table,
Vorr goon after the match started—and when only one goal
had been scored, Biddlsstome, the young goalkeeper of the
Villz, was g0 badly hurt that he had to leave the fold,

TEE name of the Aston Villa football club stands high in

T is always an awkward question for s ecaptain whon o
I substitute from the remaining playera has to bo found to
take the place of an injured poslkoepor.
EBilly Wall:er, the skipper of the Villa, ceriainly
Tackled the problem in a munly way—he went in
goal himaelf.

The mateh ended in the somowhat unusual score of six goals
to four, Derby County being the winners. Now to gob right
down to the gist of my good roader’s lotter,

“1 am ebsolutely certain,” he writes, * that if tho Villa

alkeeper had not been hurt they would have won the gamo,

consider it guite unfair that a side which has a goalkeeper
hurt should hove to fill his place with some other membér of
tho team, In fHrst-class football I think & subetitute should
be allowed whon the goalkeopor ig so hurt that he cannot con-
tinuo."”

Lot me say at onee that this supporter of the Villa has my
whole-hearted sympathy. Seeing that in spite of the sbsence
of their regular goalkespor the Viila scored four poals and only
had six scored against them in the match to which rofetence
is made, I agreo that it is a remsonable assymaption that the
Vitla wonld have won if they had not lost the services of their
custodian,

What i3 more, I agres with my correspondent that thers js
something wrong with the rules which make this gsort of heppen.
ing possible.

Against the allorcance of substitutes for injured
players, as a geneval thing, therve is mmuceh o De
gaid. Bwl for the life of me, I comnot think of ¢
zolid arjgpnonent against allowing « substifulc, wehio
s not alreadyy in the game, do toke the ploace of an
mpured gonllecper.

clusion that the goalkeeper of 8 feotball team is a different

aort of footballer frova any other member of the side.

Ho specialiscs in tho use of his hands, whereas the use

of tho hands of tho other }_:Iu.j.mra iz forbidden. That Luing e,

it follows that whon o goallkespoer is hurt and has to leave the

field gome plovor not aceustomed to fhe duties of the position

Iz to take hiw puacs, A hali-back may quite easily Lecomos a

good full-back in an emsrpency, or a forward may do quite

woll as 8 hali-back. But no forward, hali-back, or fuil-back
can hope to distinguish himself as a goalkesper.

Une of the arguments sgainst substitutea being allowed o

ET dossn’t require sny deep thinking to arrive at tha con.

When in doubi write to
“Old Reof." He'll be only too pleassd to
amooth ﬂrut.l};?ur aocccar problema. Write
to him : ¢/o The "“ Magnet,”" and then watch
oul for his reply.

take the place of an injured player is that a man might fake an
injury in the latter stages of the game when he was merely
tired, Now pgoalkeepers don't got tired : they hawe little
runoing about to do. Indeed, the complaints which I have
moatly heard from goalkeepers, on cold days, is that they don’t
have enough work to koop themsolves warm. I know of gosl
keepers who wear three gweaters on very cold days.

The rolera of foolball have ofter cxpressed
themaeclves dead againsd Hhis idea of substitutes
for injured ployers. DBut even they once wené 1o
the length of suggesting, by their action, that it
wwas good that a substitule should be allowed for
an injured goalkeeper.

Many years ago Walee were playing England in an Inter.
national mateh. In the first ljynF the game, the Walsh
poalkeoper was so badly hurt that he could not continue, It
se heppenod that another very pood gosalkesper was on the
ground, so he was called up to take the place of the injured
goalkeoper during the second hali of the match.

rE don't want football to develop along baseball lines;
we don't want 2 dozen players lined up just outaide
the touchlino to be ssnt on the feld at the whim of
the manager of the aide. DBut we do want suhb-
stituies for injured g-:m!ke%pem. That, anyway, is my opinion,
and, wanting suhatitutes, 1 shan't be happ

v till we get them.
It is meithgr fair nor sporfsmanlike that a side should have to
struggle through three quartors of the game—as the Villa had
to do in their revent match ageingt Derby County—with a
forward in goal, and only ten players in a&ll.

An interesting question reaches me from Gatesheod, whors,
as vou know, they now have a Northern Third Division side—
the side which was once called South Shields.

Hera 13 the guery:

“ Do you think it 48 weise for the veferce of o
foothall malch to ueknowledge o mistake he may
ke, trid e should e proceed 1o rectify #4177

In tho first place, let me say that I see no reason at all why
any referse should consider himself " too big V' fo acknowladga
a miglake, I den’t cave how good a refores moy be; he will
make a blunder now and then, and he will not lose any of the
reapect of the watchers if he acknowlodges tho error

To give an instance, a referee may whistle for offside and
then suddenly discover that away on the other side of the
field was a defender, behind the man whe had playved the ball,
whom he hkad not noticed.,  Having been ™ guilty ™" of on error
the roferce should scknowledgs it, and the way in which ho
ghould do this is by throwing the ball down.

HEART the other day of a ense in which a referse fook
tho wrong measures in frving to corvrect an error. During
an attack he thought tho Ball was going over the line
and ho blow his whiatle p frpetion too soon.  Actually the

ball did not go over the line, so the referes then waved for the
piay to continue.

Thiz woaz a error of judgment. Haviag
tehixtled for ping to stop the referee conld mof,
corvectiy, ask for it te De oomiinned s if nothing
frcedd  frappenod .

The zounding of the referca’s whistle automatically stopa
the game, and the ball becomes * doad.” What the roforen
should have done, in the eass reforred 1o, i3 throw tho ball
dawn at the spet whora it was when he blow his whistle in
QEror,

“ OLD REF.M
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(Continued from page 10.)

“Bir George Chalmondeley, of Chol-
mondeley Castle, Hampshire, was 2
governor of Greylriars, a baronet, and
an mmmensely wealthy man. One
glance at him was suilficient to show
that he was, az the Bounder said, a tre-
mendous swell.  Yet here was his grand-
son, heir to bis title and his great
wealth, ipﬁakiﬂdg‘ in & way that Trotter,
the page, would have disé{uined* It was
amazing — bewildering, For some
moments Mr, Queleh could only paze,

Sir George bad explained that, for
unknown rcasons, his grandson's educa-
tion had been neglected. But that it
could have been neglected to this extent
had certainly never occurred to AMr.
Quelch,

“Have yon—have you over bheon to
school before?™ gasped 1he Remove
master at lask.

“Grandfather said I wosn't to talk
about anything ‘ere, siv,” said the new
boy, after o moment’s hesitation,

*You must answer your
master!” rapped out My, Quelch,

r‘s"ﬂr:,.r wnt:.rjll, gir! I _I]:Tm to ?nhm! for
n low months, in a village a long (im
back,* g g 5

“A village school !

£ T-E'S, ECEE.”

“And is that all?”

“That's the blooming Jot, sir.”

“You must not say blooming! Bless
my soul! I—T cannot understand this!
Upon my word! I—I suppose you can
read and write 7

“Oh, yes, sir™

" Have you any lmowledge of Latin$

“What's that, sip?”

AMr. Quelch almost fell out of his
chair.

. "¥ou—you do not know what Latin
81" he cjacalated faindy.

“I'm sorry, siv! I knowed it was no
good sending me ere,” said the new
oy miserably, “But  pgrandfather
wouldn't ‘ear o waord!™

}‘J:Il_'- Guelch was touched.

I—T am afroid you are a lifile out of
place here, my bov, in the—the cir-
cumstances,” he said slowly, “But—ns
you aro here—we must do ony best! Tf
you are willing to learn—->"

“Aorc’n wiﬂing, sit,” said the now
boy cagerly. “I'm ready to work my
blooming ‘ead off.”

“Bless my soul! Please do not say
blooming!” gasped AMr. Queleh. T4
15 a—a—a word that is not wsed here,
You must never say blooming.”

“I wen't never say it agin, sir.”

There was a long pause,

“8it down, Cholmendeley,” said the
" Remove master, at last. “I—I must
talk to you and—and discover what ven
know, if indced you know auything,
Do not be uncasy, my boy—yon have
only kindness and consideration to ex-
peet from me, if you do yvour best here. ™

“Thank you, sir!™ said Cholmond
gratefully,  “I'll do my Ialmnnning-l?l—ﬁ¥
mean any bally best, siv?! I—1 didn’t
mran to sy blooming! Rally, sir.”

“Yon must not say ballv—it is worse
than Blooming{” almost moaned Alr,
Guelch.  “Dleasa nover use =uch &
dreadful word again.”

won't, never,
mondeley obediently.

And he sat down. For the next
quarter of an hour, Mr. Quelch talked
to Cholmondeley—fecling 2 good deal
like 2 man in a dream. At (he end of
that time he rang for Trotter und sent
the page for Harry Wharton,
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sir,”  said Chol-

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Ragglng for Somebody !

ECIL REGINALD TEMPLE, of
the Fourth Form, joined Fry
and Dabney, of that Form, at
the foot of the Remove stair-

ease, with a warlike gleam in his ey,
Dabney and Fry gave him inguiring
looks.

“It's all serene!™ sald Temple. “I've
spotted four of the brutes, so Wharton's
on his own in the study.”

“Good ™ said Fry.

“Oh, rather ” agroed Dabney.

“MNot that I'd object to tm{ling the
whole gang of them together, you
know,” remarked Temple casually.

Fry and Dabney refrained {rom
smiling.

They knew exactly how eapger Cecil
Reginald was to tackle Harry Wharton
& Co. in bulk, as it were. The wary
cautiousness Lemple was displaying
now was a measure of that eagerness.

_ " But it’s better not to get mixed up
in @ shindy with a lot of fags,” added
Temnple.

" Aluch bettor ™ apgreed Fry.

b, rather!”

“Still, they've got to learn that they
can't cheek the Fourth and push fellows
out of a railwaﬁy carviage,”™

“0Oh, rather!™ ;

“Cherry and the nigger are in thewr
study,” went on Temple, * Bull’s in his
study; and Nugent is in the BRag.

Ho s in Study No, l—so it musk
be Wharton on his own.”
"You're a™~jolly old strategiet, old

bean," said Fry.

“You see, wa don’t want & noisy
shindy, The fellow’s got to have a
ragging, but we don’t want a giddy
i 14

“We don't, old man. Let's get on
with it before the other fags butt in and
get in the way.”

“Come on,” sald Temple.

The threa heroes of the Fourth as-
cended the Removo stalrcase In a casual
sort of way, The carly winter dusk was
falling thick, but the hght was not yet
on in the Bemove passare.

That suited Temple & Co. all the
better. They wore not, 2s a rule, par-
ticularly retiring or modest youths; bub
on lhe present oceasion they did not
want a lot of hmelight,

Tha insult to the dignity of the
Fourth at Lantham railway station had
io be avenged; but Temple & Co. gor-
tainly did not want a shindy with the
Remove., They did not want o battle-
royel with the Famons Five in o bunch.
They were going to give the eaptain of
the Remove the raggming he deserved,
and retire from the spot with prompt-
ness and dispatch.  That was ever so
much better than a noisy shimdy—and
immenscly better then facing the un-
commonty hard hitting of the Famous
Five. :

They stopped at the door of Study
No. 1.

Mozt of the Remove men were down-
stairs; others in Ltheir sindics. Only one
Hemove man wis 10 the passare at the
moment; amd that was Fisher T Fish.
And Fishy was not at all hkeiy to
interfere in & row.

“Listen!” grinned Templa,

From Study Neo. 1 proceeded
sonnd of o snord,

“Ay hat! YWhat a jolly old trumpet-
ing " mwrmured Fry.  “Is Wharton
making that row ™

“ Come on”

Tomple opened the stinly door quietly.

There was a live burning in the grate,
but it was burning low, The licht was
not turned on.

the

THE MAGNET

Only a fuingk, rosy glow of frelight
illumij:mtml Study ﬁ.. % =

The armchair was pulled hefore the
fire and in the m—mcgair a sleeper roe-
posed snoring,
mB:Hy Hunteg ?rns tir::ing ono of his

any naps. Perha 15 journey to the
school that day ﬁsud tiJrud hlim; or
perbaps he was just lazy.

Anyhow, he had fallen asleep in the
comfortable armchair before the warm
fire, His snore was going SLIONE.

Of Billy Bunter's claim to the study,
and of the fact thet Wharton and
Nugent had left the fat intruder alone
there, the Fourth - Formers naturally
knew nothing, They Lknew that Whar-
ton was net with lis friends; and that
somebody was in Wharton’s study; so
they naturally concluded that it was
tha eaptain of the Remove.

Not being ecats, thoy could not see in
the dark. They wcre aware that the
Junior in the study was snoring in the
armchair and theoy had ne doubt that
the aieeﬂer was the fellow they sought.

‘My hat! He's going it!” murmured
Fry. “Must be nice for the men in the
Remove dormitory if Wharton always
snoves like that.”

" 0Oh, rather!™ chuckled Dabney.

“H}:shl" murmured Temple.

M Well, we're going to wake him,
am't wel” psked Fry,

“Held on ™

Tomple groped over the table and
bagged an inkpot. Tt was hali-full of
ink. Fry and Dalmey chuekled softly,

The sleeper was going to be awakened,
but not in an agreeabls manner,
Temple cautiously epproached the arme
chair from behind.

As a matter of fzet, his caution was
not nocded. Billy Bunter was not likely
to wake casily. But Temple was not
yet aware that the sleeper was William
George Bunter,

¥ry and Dabney suopprossed their
chuckles and watched theiv great leader
in the dim glew from the fire.

Eecil Reginald Temple lifted the ink-
pot over the head of the slecper. Sud-
denly he wup-ended it.

Splash!

Ink doscended
slumbering face.

Billy Bunter was nobt ecasy fo wake
But that awakened him. IHe came out
of the land of dreams with a jump.

" Groocoooogh ! spluttered Bunter, as
his eyes opened behind lLis spectacles,

“Ha, ha, hal”

“ Warrrroooooch I

“Bag him!" gasped Iry.

Bunter staggered to his fect, inkw,

in & stream on the

amazed.  The three Fourth-Formers
bagged him as he vose.
Hump !

* Yaroooooh I
“Ha, ha, ha!”
"Rag him
“Give him 1
“[h, rather!™
“Yooooop! Yurrregzh! Groooogh
spluttered Bunter wildly. *I say——m
Q ' Yarooogh! Wheooooop ™

The next few minutes were like a
fearful nightmare fo Billy Bunter. Heo
was rolled over, hmnﬁmd on the floor,
hiz eollar and tie jerked out, hia hair
tousled. He yolled and howled and
curgled frantically. :

Teomple & Co. had it all their own
way.

They had sagely iackled Wharton—
gz they supposed—on hia own, away
from the Co. Dut they had not ex-
pected it to be so eagy as this. Even
alons and against three they had ex-
pected Wharton to put wp something
like a zerap., Dot this was simply pie!

They aquite enjoyed those hectic
minutds.

(31
L
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“That will do, I
think!" chuckled
Temple breathlessiy.
“Like a littla more,
vou cheeky fag?”’

“Grocoogh [

“Ha, ha, hat"

Leaving the hap-

Hemovite
aprawling and
sqtirming and gurg-
ling on the fHoor,
Temple & Co. left
the study.

Hr:rlz:ri saﬁnds of

rgling and gasp-
lsrl:lg followed them as
they went.  Bunter
was making frantic
efforta to get his
second wind. :

Temple,
and Fr
to the

Dabney,
walked back
emove stair-
case, smiling
cheerily. But on the
landing they came
to 8 sudden as
tounded halt. A
Ramove man was
coming up the stairs.
And the eves of
Temple, Dabney, and
Fry almost bulged
gut of their heads
as they saw Harey
Wharton.

THE EIGHTH
CHAPTER.

A Burprise for Harry
Wharton!

A R R Y
WHARTON
stared at the
three.

They came to a )
halt on the landing, blinking at lum in
petrified amazemont, as if he had been
the ghost of Harry Wharton.

“My hat " gasped Fry.

“Great pip!"” gurpled Dabney.

“You!" stuttered Temple.

“Little me!” assented Wharion,
“What's up? You look as if you'd scen
a Fhus[:!”

“Oh crikey !" .

Evidently the Remove man ragged in
Study No. 1 was not the captain of the
Romove, Evidently Toemple & Co. had
made 2 mistake in the dark. and some-
body colse had got the kind attentions
intended for Harry Wharton.

“Grooogh! Qoooch! Gug-gur-eug!™

A woeird fipure stapgercd out of Stady
No. 1.
It was a fat figure, in a wild and dis-
hovelled stote, its [at featuves stroam-
ing with ink.

“Grooogh! IMooogh! Oooch! Tensts!
I say, vou fellows— Yocoopmeh !
spluttercd Billy Bunter. .

Wharton switched on the landing
light, William George Bunter was re-
vealed in all his glovy.

"Great Christopher Columbns
ecjaculated Wharton.
“Oh! Ow! Wow! Grosogh! I—I

sar—— Wooooooch !

“Bunter [ gasped Toemple. )

“ Oy 1" exelaimed Wharton, I think
1 catch on! Did you think it was I
that was in the study? D've been with
Wingate—— Ha, ha, ha!”

“Groogh! I say, you fellows—
Coooch 17 i
“Tet's get out of this!" breathed

Fry, as five or six -Bemove men camoe
out of their studies, drawn forth by the
strange and incoherent remarks from
the Owl of the Remove. :

But it was not so easy fo get ont as

LT

“ Like Greyfriars, Cholmondeley ? " asked {he Bounder. ]
never knowed I’d like it—1I blooming well thought I’d just ate it I'™

L L Rk |
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it

LN
ve wta‘ha!” said Tatters. **1
Vernon-Smith stared at the

new junior in utier astonishment.

to wet in. Harry Wharton stood in the
wav; and he stood like a lion in tho
path.

“No you jolly well don't!”
Wharton. “Roll up, Remove!
those Foonrth Form rotters.”

Temple & Co. made a rush to cseape
down the Remove staircase. Harry
Wharton coliared Temple, and whirled
him rwound on the landing., Fey and
Dabney turncd back te the rescue of
their leader: but by that time Bob
Cherry and Hurree Singh, Johnny Bull
and Bquilf, Vernon-S8mith and Red-
wing, and several other Removites were
on the spot.

Temple & Co. were collared on all
sitdes,

said
Collar

“I—I sav. vou fellows!™ enluticred
Dunter.  “ Lok at e !™
“Mu, ha, ho!™

Thoe Removites Toaked at him, They
roared as they looked.  Billy DBunter
was a sighl for gods and men and little
fislics. .

“Who's bLeen rageing
chuekicd the Bounder.

“I sav, vou fellows—"

“Puanter's booged my study, and they
seem o have taken lum for me in thoe
dark,” said Wharton. *“AMuch oblized,

Bunter ?V

Bunter !
“Ifa, ha, ha!” .
“Beast! I'm all inky—"

“Ha. ha, hal™

“Took at me!™ velled Panter. “T'm
smuothered  with ink! I'm d::&lmhud
with k!  I've got some n my
mouth—"

“Ha, he, ha!”

" easis ! Groocogh !
I've got ink down my

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The Bounder rushed into the study.
1To ecame back with o large lbettlo of

Urirrrggeh'!
back—""'

ink. Temple & Co., wriggling in the
erasp of half 2 dozen Removites, eyed
that bottle apprehensively.

“Look hiero—"" gasped Temple.

“QOne good turn deserves ancther,”
prinned the Bounder. * Bunter doeso't
matter, of courspe—"

“0Oh, roally, Swithy—" :

“[But vou can't come here ragging
Romove  paen. Where will you have
1k *"

“Ieep off 1™ shricked Tnmp'lv.

“AMy esteerned  ‘Temple,”  chuckled
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, “who ever
15 saucy to the goose must be sauey to
the gander, as the English proverb
remavks.”

“ Oooonooch | spluliered Temple, as
the Dounder swamped ink on his well-
Lrushed head.  “ Grroooeogh !

“IHa, ha, hal”

“That will de for Temple”
Harry Wharton, *“Kick him owut!”

“Whoeooop " )

Cectl Reginald Tewple went colling

sand

down the Remove staircase. [He rolled
and roared.
“Your turn, Fry—-" )
“Look here,” posped Fry.  “Yon

Dooorh !

jolly  well Yaasach!
Cirooogh

Ink swamped over Edward Fry, and
clothed him like a garment.

“That's ecnough for Fry;
out !

Fry of the Fourth rolled affer
Temple. Dabney made o wild effort to
break loose before his turn came. Pt
threo or four pairs of bands beld hin
fast, and tho Dounder approached hitn
with the ink hottle .

“¥our turn. Dabuney ! "
“Oh crmmhbs ! I say~— GCrooooogh !
(Coniinued on page 10.)
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(Continued

fram page 13.)
Dabney aquirmed under the ink-bottle
that was up-ended over  him,

“Woooooch !V

“ Kick him put I

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Dabney rolled after his comrades.

Three haﬁlﬂu Fourth-Formers—re-
pentant of that raid on Study No. 1—
fled wildly, spluttering ink as they
fled. A voar of leughter followed them
from the Remove passage.

Billy Bunter had watched the ragging
of the raiders with some satisfaction.
Dut matters, othorwise, were not satis-
factory for the Owl of the Remove. He
was in an awful state,

“1 say, you fellows, look at me!”
groaned DBunter.

“Berve you jolly well right'!” an-
swared Wharton. “You've bagged this
for bagging my study,”

e righttal

¢ rightfulpess iz terrific!”
chuckled Hurrce Singh. “The washful-
nesz 13 the proper caper, my esteemed
inky Bunter.”

M Bunter will have fo start the term
with a wash, after all!” chuckled the
Eounder, “You'll simply have to wash
now, Buntar "

E Ea' hﬂ-_,, ha I'*

“Have a good one while you're
about it, old fat bean, and make gt last
the rest of the term! susgested Boh
Cherry.

L1 B{:ﬂﬂt !‘M‘

Billy Bunter staggered awar in
search of a wash. There was no doubt
that he mneeded one: even Dunter
realised that, strong as were his ob-
jections to a reckless use of water.

He loft the Removites chortling. So
far the bagging of ancther's fallow’s
study had not turned out fortumate for
Billy Bunter. He hed bagged more
than he had bargained for in No. 1 in
the Remove,

“ Master Wharton 1

Trotter, the page, came up the Re-
e starrcnse,

“HMallo, kid! Anything wanted
asked Harry. 3 $

Mr, Quelch, sir, in hiz stude.”
answered Trotter,

“Right-ho!"

The captain of the Remove proceeded
to his Form master’s study, lirtle dream-
mg of what awaited hm in Hener
 Somuel Queleh’s room,

He tapped at Mr, Quelel’s door.

" Come int”

Wharton entered.

“You sent for me, sir—"

oo Yes, Wharton!” said Mr. Quelch,

This is & new boy in the Remove—and
I desirc—why—what—""

Mr. Queleh broke off in astonizhment.

Wharton's eyes as they turned on the
new boy fairly started. He stored at
Arthur Cholmondelay in utter amare.
O p—

oul” he pasped.

“You!” repeated the new fellow in
equal surprise,

“"(freat pip! Tatters'™
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THE NINTH CHAPTER.
“ Taifers 1 **
1 ATTERI ™
Harry Wharton repeated the
name, staring blackly at the

; new junior. He could scarcely
beliove his eyes,

What had become of the waif who
had E-m%?d from the hands of Tinker
Wilson harton had not known—till
then! He had wondered whether he
would ever see Tatters again, But he
had never dreamed of seeing him at
Greviriars.

Arthuf Cholmondeley, grandson of Sir
George Cholmendeley of Cholmondeley
Castle, was Tatters, the tinker's boy!l

“Tatters!” said Wharton dazedly.

“You, young Wharton!” stuttered
Tatters,

“My only hat!”

“If this 'ere ain't a blooming sur-
orise!’ grinned Tatters,

Mr, Quelech stood dumb.

He was too amazed to speak for some
moments. He could only stare at the
tWa JUnLoTs.

But he found his voice at last,

“Wharton! Do you—do yvou know
this boy 1"

“Yes, sir,”" answered Harry, with a
smile. “Yes rather! It's Tatters.”

“Tatbera!” repeated NMr. uelch
blankly. “What do you mean, Whar-
ton? Tatters is not a name.”

“I ain't called Tatters now, BMaster
Wharton,” said the new junior, with a
grin. “I got & name of my blooming
own now. Cholmeondeley = the name,
sir—though I ain't quite got on to spel-
ling it {et.”

% Cholmondeley ! ropeated Wharton.

]

“My hat! Are you the new kid—the
grandson  of that old sportsman—I
mean——""

“What-ho1” said Tatters, grinning.
“ Arthur Cecil Cholmondeley is my
blooming name, sir.”

“Cholmondeley! I have told you not
4o use the word blooming '™ rapped out
Mr. Quelch.

“Oh! Yes, sirl Borry, sir,”’ said Tat-
ters. “But I'm so surprised, sir, at
geeing this here bloke—"

“Thisg—this what?"

“This here bloke, sir—"

“Bless my soul! Wharton, T ha:d no
idea that Cholmendeley was acguainted
with any Greyfriars boy. You did not
tell me so, Cholmondeley."”

“1 never knowed, =ir," answeroed
Tatters. * Why, you could 'ave knocked
me down with a coke "ammor. sir, when
I saw thiz bloke come in "ere.”’

“Wharton! Where have ryou secn
Cholmondeley before ¥

“At home, in the hols, sir,” answered
Harry.

“Took me in and looked arter me.
like o good 'earted bloke as he is, sir,”
suid Tattors, “That was when I wus
with the tinker, sir, like I've told you.”

“Dear mo!” gajd Mr. Queleh. “This
is—is very odd indeed! Did you be-
friend this boy, Wharton, when ho was—
a—a—a tinker ¥

“We stood by him, sir, my friends
and I, helping him to get away from

¥

Tinker Wilson,” said Harry. *I—I
haope—=»" TFle broke off. “I suppost
Mre. Qualeh Lnows all about you,

Tatters

“That's orlright, sir,”” said Tatters.
“SBir George fold me not to falk ‘ere
about them things, sir, but I told Me,
Quelch, him heing my school master,
and me bound to do everything he tells
e, ™

“Oh, goad!” said Wharton.

“*Chelmondeley has acquainted me
with his—hiz peculiar past, Wharton,”

THE MAGNET

said Mr, Queich. “Bot it iz his grand-
father's desiro—a very natural desire—
that the circumstances should not be
generally knows in the Remove.”

[£] Dh H 'ﬂfI

ite, sir,” said Harry,
het your friends ere aware

shall 3&3’ n
* You sav

hing, of course.”

“I'll give themthe {ip to say nothing,
either, sir! I—1 mean I'll warn them
nok to tall about it.”

“1 sent for you, Wharton, as my head
boy,” he said. ‘Cholmendeley’s edu-
catign hus been—ih'm—neglected—he i3
not—not precisely like other boys in the
Remove, at—at present! Knowing you,
Wharton, to have a reliable and—and
serious chavacter, it was my intention
to place this new boy in your study, and
ask you to do all in your power to—to—
in short, to befriend him a little, and
help him to =zettle down hers.”

*0Oh, yes, sir,” said Harry.

“As b appears that you are already
acqualnted with him, and apparently on
friendly terms—"'

“0Oh, quite, sir,” said Harry.

“In that case 1t will be sll the easior
for vou to carry out mv wishes with
regard to this new boy, Wharton,”

“Certainly, sir,” said Harry. “I'il
bo glad to do everyihing Y can, and my
friends will say the same when thoy
know."

“I am glad to Lear it,” zaid My
Quelch.

Astonished as he waz at finding the
tinker's bay already acquainted and on
fricndly terms with Greyfriars fellows,
1% was undoubtedly o relief to Mr.
Quelch.

His head boy, if ho liked, could be of
o great deal of assistance in helping
that very peculiar new fellow to shake
down intp Greyfriars ways. It wos
really a stroke of good fortune to find
that the captain of the Hemove was
already interested in him in o fricndly
way.

Cholmondeley’s faee had been rather
clonded and worried before bhe cap-
tain of the Remove entered the study.
But it was beaming now.

It was plain to see that he was glad
and joyful te meet Harry Wharton
again in the big school whera he had
supposed that he knew nobody—czcopt
perhaps  the fat  fellow  he Dad
encountered in the train, and whom be
had not seon since.

Tatter's face was bright, and his
oves shone, Mr, Quelch, glancing ot
hirm, smiled very kindly, The one-ttime
tinker's boy looked very attrackive wilh
that happy glow in his handsome facoe.

“This 1s—h'm--guite fortunate,”’ said
AMr. Queleh. *“T had no—no idea of—of
this! You szeem pleased to see this
bor again, Yharton."

¥ ¥es, rather, sir,” answercd Harry.
“%We all liked Takters.”

“Tatters! Why do you call him by
that peculiar name, Wharton 3™

“I only knew him az Tatiers, sir,”
zaid Harry. :

“I was always called Tatters. sir,
meaning rags, when 1 was with Tinkee
Wilson, sir,” said Cholmondeley. "I
never knewed that I 'ad any other
name. Tinker never would tell me, if
he kneowed.” :

“ Tiless rar soul!™ said Mr. Quelch.
“You had better not use that—ihat
very strange appeliation hore, Wharton !
The less that iz said in the Removo
about those wvery unfortonate experi-
enees of Cholmondeley's, the better.”

H I guits understand, sir,” said Harry,

Biut there was a good deal that
Wiharton did not uedesstand, e was
pleasel 1o soe Tabters amain; that was
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cortein. But to see him at Greyfriars
as & new boy and as the grandson mud
heir of Sir George Cholmondeley of
Cholmondeley Castle was simply stag-
gering. Ho remembered now that when
he had scen Bir George that day m
Surrey the old haronet had been In
scarch of Tinker Wilson. But that the
tinker’s hoy was any connection of the
old gentleman had naturally never en-
tored hig head.

“It appcars, Wharton, from what I
have been told,” said Mr. Quelch, “ that
Sir George Cholmondeley’s grandson
was lost—at all events, his grandfather
lost sight of him owing to certain family
troubles, I believe, into which we necd
not enter, and the boy was discovercd
in the charge of & wondering tinker.
He has been reclaimed and acknow-
leged by Bir George and sent to Grey-
friars. You appear fo have made
Friends with him when you supposed hhﬁ
to be a tattered waif—a tinker's boy.

Mr, Quelch paused, and coughed.

“I am very pleased to think that

you will be friends with him here,
Wharton! I am sure you will do any-
ihing you can!™

“ Cortainly, siv.” y .
“Chalmondeley, you will go with
Wharton,” said Mr. Queleh.  “Chol-

mondeley will be placed in your study,
Wharton.”

“Very well, sir.” "

Tatters left AMr. Quelch's study wiih
the captain of the Remove. Mr. Queleh
was left looking very thoughtful—very
thoughtiul, mdeed.

In the corrider, Wharton stopped
and looked at his companion with a
smile. Tatters grinned at him cheerily.

] ean hardly helieve it’'s really jon,
old bean!" said Harry. “Fancy seeing
you hera—a Greyfriars man, too!”

“ Joot faney ! grinned Tatters. ]

Then his  expression changed, his
bright face clouding, e gave the
coptain of the Remove a doubiful,
tronbled look.

“I—L say!” he stammered. *I—I
nover had any idea of seeing you here,
sir ! aver dreamed of it!  I—1 say,
if—if you—if you

“Tf what?” asked Harry, puzzled.

“Well, vou was good and kind to me,
that tima back in  Surrey,” said
Tatters, “‘That unele of vourn was
going to get me a joh. But p'rlaps you
won't like me bein’ ‘ere—bein’ friends
with me, sceing as I'm a tinker's boy—
I mean, I was a tinker's boy! If—if
you’d rather me leave you alane, sir,
vou say the word and T'H keep my
distance.”

“ Fathead "” answered Harry,

Tatters looked rehicved.

“Well, vou see, it's different ’ore,”
hy gaid, “Course. I'm Chelmendeley,
and my  grandiather’s a  hlooming
haronet, which I suppose makes me as
pood as any foff. Sl I ain’t a toff—
I'm jest a tinker’s hoy—until T learn
botter, anvhow., 8o I—I thought——"

“Ay dear aszs, I'm jolly glad to see
you here, and jolly glad that sour
grandfathor found vewn.” =aid Harrvy,
“ame on!  You'll find the aother
follows just as glad to sce yon as I
11 P

Tatters' face wag brizht again,

“You're awlully good, sir!” he zaid
grafelfully,

Harry Wharten Janghed.

“7f you call me &ir,’ vou young nsa,
von'll give the whole fhing awaw at
ence.  You don’t want ta do that, Call
me Wharton I

“Ts seems ralher a cheek!™
Tatiers.

i .l’lﬁ:i !ll ]

“Conrse, I'll do as you tell me!™ zaid

said

Tatters, *7I say, it’s a slice of luck mo
finding you 'ere like this, =ir*

“ There you po aguain ™

1 mean, Wharton "' grinnod Tatters.
“¥on feel sure the other blokes will
flIEE‘%" the same obout it as you does,
E1F

*Ypes, rather—and if vou call me sz
again I'll punch your nose.”

Tatters chuckled

“Comoe on!” said Harry., *This is
the way to ithe Remove passage—and
to our study.’”

“T'm arfer you! said the heir of
Cholmondeloy Castle cheerfully.
Az they arrived in the
passage, the Bounder met  them.
Vernon-Smith gave Wharton a  ned,
and east a curions glance at the new

junior.

“That's the now kud,” he remarked.
“I?."-an planting him in my study, are
! -\.r.:':r _!I‘

“No!" said Wharlon, wilh a smile.
“In mine™

“Oh, good! Like  Grevfriars,
Cholmondeley, what you've seen of 7
asked the Bounder civilly.

“What-ho!" said Tatters. “I never
knowed I'd like it—I blooming well
thonght T'd jest *ate it—but finding
Master Wharton there, esir, I'm as

Bemove
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WMeased as blinking Punch, and you can
iny te that.'

And ho walked on with Wharton,
leaving ¥erbert Vernon-Smith rooted
ta the floor, staring after him with
wide-open eyes and wondering whather
he was dreaming.

THE TENTH CHAFTER.
Bunter Declines to Stand if!

ILLYI BUNTER was not in a

(. temaper.

gﬂ‘ljle wasp in Study Neo. 1—lus
own etudy now. Ie had washed

off the ink, and put on 2 elean collay,

He was [eoking bolter for 1. Dut he

was oot in a good temper.

There was a deep frown on his fat
face, os Harry Whartom arrvived in the
study with Arthur Cecil Cholmondeley,
nlins Tatters,

Billy Bunter had changed hiz study
that torm, in the full expectation that
it wonld prove a change for the bettor,

S0 far, however, no benelits had
acerucd.
ANl he had hapoed =0 far was a

ragring from the Fourth Form men,
intended for the rightfnl owner of the

study.

17

On the first night of the term, when
most of the fellows had brought buek
something of an cdible nature, o study
supper was usunl. Bunter's fat thoughis
had dwelt on the study supper in No. 1.

And he bad learned that thero was
to be no study supper in No. 1. The
Famous Five were standing o study
supper, and asking several fellows—not
including Bunter—but they wero stand-
ing it in Ne. 13, Bolb Cherry’s study,
instead of No. 1,

This, of course, would not have made
any differcace to Bunter bad he been
on the list of guests. But he wasn't!
And when he mentioned to Bob Cherry
that he would drop in for supper Bob's
answer was to the cffect thet if ho
dropped in he would drep out again,
heavy and hard.

Evidently there was a Eh::l: and a
conspiracy on, among the chums of the
Remove, to make Bunter's study-
bagging null and woid., It was not
much use to bag the study unless he
hagged the good things that went with
the study. He did not want to be leit
in MNo. 1, like Robinson Crusoc on his
island, while tha fellows were feasling
in another study.

Bunter was fecling deeply injuved
and deeply wrathful, It really locked
a5 if Wharion and Nugent weren't glad
to have him back in Neo, 1. How they
could possibly dislike the company of
such a fascinating fellow as William
(eorge Bunter was @ puzzlo—to
Bunter! DBut it looked like it! Nat
that Bunter would have bothered much
about a weleome had he been ndmitted
to @ full shave in the fleshpols of Egypt.
DBut apparently he was going to be Jelt
ouk,

Indeed, Dunter's last stale scomed
likely to be worso than his first. Haod
he stuck to No. T ha would have
claimed, ag usual, & whack in what was
going in his old study. But Peter Todd
cortainly was not Jikely to ask him
there as a guest,

That was, in faet, extremely nn-
likely. It looked aa if Bunter, bebween
two stools, would fall te the ground.
He lanked like mussing study soppers
oltopaether,

There was supper in hall, of conrse.
But Bunter had intended to iake
supper in hall as a hors d'ceuvre, before
supper in the study. . - t

Ho W aunnoyed, ndignant==
thoronghly crabby, in fact—and in this
frame of mind Wharton found him n
the study when he arrived there with
the new junior. In his keen inlerest m
Tatters, and the unespected meeling
with that youth, Wharton had forgotten
Cunter—people often did forgek Bunior,
important as he was. Now he remom-

red him.
he"ﬂh. my hat!" cjaenlated Wharton.
a%ant Then we shall be four in the

im

stndy ! :
Billy Bunter blinked at him throngh

his big spectacles—a devastating blink.
That hlink conveyed Dunter’s  scorn
and contempt and wrath—and onpght 1o
have withered the coptain of the Re-
mave on the spof. . .

#T've got a bone io pick with xou,
Wiharton,” said the Owl of the Re-
mMove.

“(Vh, po and eat eokal” ,

“What about tho stady snpper?’

« ~Nathing about it, so far as you're
concerned, fatty.”

«1 want you aml Nugent to under
stand  this, ond to understand 1t
elearty 17 hoated Dunter. "1 you want
me to stay in this study yon've got to
treat me drecently,  Bee?’

Tap MicseT Lispary.—No. 1,186
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“Jf we want youl” ejaculated
Vwharton blankly.

“ Yes, 1f you want me.

“Put we don't want you!" roared
W harton.

“0Oh, really, Wharton 1"

“Now shut up!” said Harry. "If
vou're going to stick here, don't talk
so much. Thiz new kid is conung into
this study ™

“TRot!" roared Bunter.
want four in a study.”

“We don't

“Quile right; we don’t!” agreed
Wharton. “Hot out, and make 1t
three!"

Bunter blinked at the new fellow.
Hia little round eves gleamed with
wrath behind his big, round spectacles.

“Why, that's the ¢utsider 1 met in
the traint”  he exclaimed. “The
merchant whe talks like a bargee. I'm
not having him in this study Wharton,
I'm not partieular—I can stand you and
Nugent, frinstance. DBut 2 man has to
draw a line seomewhore, and 1 draw 1t
at that bargee.”

“You've seen thiz kid already?”
asked Harry. . _
“Y told von I'd met him in the

train!’" snoried Bunter. * Nice sort of
a blighter to let into Greyiriars—il
they've really let him in™

“Don't bo a silly owlt” _

“That's the fat cove I met in the
train.” said Tatters, with a nod. *“I
was ‘arf nfraid the other blokes ‘ere
might bo like ’im, and I can tell you
it made me ‘ate the idean of commg
Tere,¥

“ Listen lo him!" gasped Bunter.

“Oh, dry up!” said Harry.

“T've seen him before somewhere,
too,” went on Bunter, blinking at the
new junior. “I know I had when I saw
him in the train. Hce's keeping it dark
where I saw him."

Whaurton started a little,

He remembered that Billy Bunter had
seen the new junior as “*Tatters.” Cor-
tainly, the boy had looked very different
at that time in rags and tatters. Bui
Avthur Ceeil Cholmondeloy had rather
distinctive features, and Dunter evi-
dently remembered him, though the
change in his outward aspeet was so
great that he did not immediately con-
nect Cheolmondeley of the Remove with
the tatterod tinker's boy,

It was really unfortunate from the
wint of view of keeping “dark ”

‘atters’ previous history at the school

Tatters’ weird variety of the English
language was sure to cause a lot of
comment and wonder, and 1t was
ohviously better for the tinker story to
be suppressed in his pew surroundings.
Indeed, Sir CGeorge Cholinondeley had
carefully irpressed that on his grand-
son. 1t was for that reason that
Tatters bad not been allowed to com-
maonicate s new name to the boys who
had beiriended him when he wrote to
Harmry at Wharton Lodge in the
holidays. But if Bunter know, the fat
was in the fire.

Dilly Bunter was scanning ithe now
hoy’s handsome, flushed face with heen
interest and curiosity.  He waz per-
plexed to knew where he had seen him
before, and he intended to find out.

“Whera was 12 I saw von bhefore®”
demanded DBunter, blinking offensively
ab the new junior,

“Find oul ! answered Tntters.

[ know his voice, teo,” said Bunter.
“He was dreessed differently when I saw

him before. That must be it! Soeme
low blighter—"
YRhut up ! voared Wharton.
“R2bhan’t ! lwoted Buniter, '] tell

yoir I'm not_having that low beast in
ghis study. I shall complain to Quelch 1
Tue AMacnwer Liapary.—No, 1,156,

THE MAGNET

“Quelch has sent him here, fathead !Yihat fellow veally here at Greyfrinra

“Then I'll jolly well complain to the
Head! That's not the sort of fellow
I ean associdte with.”

"Bust my buttons!” said Tatters.
“You ain't going to associate with me,
not if I knows it! I wouldn't touch you
with a barge-pole |

“You cheeky rotter 1

“You mind 1f I ’it ’'im in the eove,
Mastoer Wharton 7" asked Tatters.

“INot at all [

“Then 'ere goes!™

Billy Dunter backed hastily behind
the study table.

“Here, you keep off!” he roared.
“I'm not going to soil my hands on p
low rotter like you! You keep off |™

“FPull his nose," suggested Wharton.
"It doos Bunter d to pull his pose !

“Oh, really, Wharton——"'

Tatters iulinwcd Bunter round the
table, He was a pabivit and good-
tempered fellow, but Billy Bunter would
have tired out the paticoce and good
ternper of o saint. The Owl of the
Remove dodged, but Tatters rounded
him up in a corner of the study and
stretehed oot finger and thumb to a fzt
little nose.

But he did not tweak that fat little
nose, a5 Bunter deserved. He dropped
Iis hand again. Tatters had a od
meaemory and a grateful heact, and he
vremembered that Bunter had given him
a hift in o car on the day that Tinker
Wilson was chasing him. ‘That little
service had not cost Bunter anything,
but it had been very useful to "Latters,
and he remombored it.

“Arter all, let *im run on if he likes,"
he said. “’Ard words don’t break no
bonaos, sir®

" Better kiek him 17 said Harry.

Tatters laughed.

“He did me a good turn that day
when Tinker Wilson was arter e, sie,”’
he said, “I ain't going to "urt the fat
idjit.”

“Oh, my hat! Cheese it, old bean!"
exclaimed Wharton hastily. -

“DBust my buttons, I forgot ag'in!”

Bunter jumped.

Ha remembered now !

He nceded only “the slightest elue to
put him on the track, and Tatters’ in-
cautions words had given him the ¢lue.

“Why, it—it—it’s that ragged tinker !™
relled Bunter. *Ib's that ragged robin
i gave a lit that day in Sussex! My
only hat! What's that tinker doing at
{ireyiriars, Wharton?"

“Oh, dry up ! snapped Wharton.

“Where did he get those clothes?”
jeered Bunter. * Ho hasn't changed hia
voice or his manners, but he's jolly well
chan his clothes! He, he, he! He
wasz In rags when I saw him before, He,
he, he! And he jolly well wanted a
wash ! Mean to say they've let a tinker
come here azs a Greyiviars chap? Il
write fo my father asbout this!"

“Shut up!” roasred Wharton,

“A  tinker!” yelled Bunter. A
blessed tramp off the roads! T suppose
he stole those clothes!”

“Look ‘ere——" suid Tatters,

“But what's he here for " demanded
Bunter. “He can't be here as a Grey-
frinrs man! What does it meant”

“Go and eat coke IV

“¥ am "ere as & Greviriars man, yon
fat himage, you,” said Tatters, f;'lml.'ﬂr-
ing at the Owl of the Remove, *and I
can tell you I ain't standing much more
of your old buck! You give me a lift
that day when Tinker Wilson was arfer
me, and 1 ain’c forgot . But rou got
to be civil, see?™

“A tinker ! chortled Bunter, 0L,
my hat! A tinker at Greviriars! Look
hore, Wlharton, what's the game? Is

and in the Remove?”
“Yes, you fat idiot!"

“And he's coming into this study 1
“‘iefzi iﬁrlmad ™
And do you think I'm going to
stand it?" roarcd Bunter, gee

“I think you've got to,
dummy !

“Well, I'm jolly well not!” roared
Bunter. “If that slommy rotter sLay e
heve, I go. Beet"

':*Fntheadj”

I mean it 1 said Bunter. “My hat!
I wender what my titled relations would

think of this? Is that | : 2
heret™ v Rlow " seg g

“Yes, idiot!"
‘E;Th&u I'J:tiiI ﬂ&ﬂt!” :
anter rolled to the door. Alrea

he had begun to doubt his wisdom 1:}:!;
bagging Study Neo. 1. "Latters put thg
id on, as it were. A mere tinker—a
fellow whom DBunter had seen in ra

and tatters, unwashed and forlden, lﬁ
was altogether too thick | Had Buntor
known that the onetime tinker had
come to Greyfriars as the grandson of
& rich baronet with the high-sounding
name of Cholmondeley, no doubt it
would have made a difference. But
Lilly Bunter did not know that, In
whatever mysterious way the tinker had
scraped into the school, Bunter did not
suppose that he had any money or that
hﬂr was anything but Tatters, the tinker.
.To let a tattered tinker, or even o
tinker no longer tattered, come betweon
the wind and his nobility was obviously
impossible.

Bunter paused in the doorway to look
back and to bestow on the Aushed, dis-
tressed Tatters a glate of overwhelming
contempt and seorn.

" Keep vour old study, Wharton " he
said. “Keep it! I'm not fond of slum-
mmng! Keep it for vour slummv
friends! I daro say the tinker will
pick your pockets. He, he, he! I can
1olly well tell you I'm going to write
to my father and get him to complain
to the governors about this—letting a
putrid tinker into the school. Disgrace.
ful, T call it! Scandalous! Yeu can
Ey;‘e vour hooligan all to vourself |

o !!1

JAnd with that Billy Bunter turned on
his heel to walk haughtily away,

The lofty haughtiness of his depar-
ture, however, was somewhat marred as
Harry Wharton let out a foot which
landed with terrific force on Bunter's
tight trousers,

* Yarooh !

Instead of walking away haughtily,
with his noze in the air, Dunter flew.
He came down in the Hemove passage
on his hands and knees, with a erasl.

“Yow-ow-ow ! DBeast! Wow 1" roared
Bunter.

He rolled over, 3at, and roared,

But he sat for only a second. Whar-
ton came ot of the deorway and drew
Lack his foof, with the evident intention
of repeating tho application,

Bunter did not want any  more.
(Gienerally, Bunter did not know when
lie had had encugh. Dut he knew now!

He picked himself up and fled.

Wharton turned buack into the study.
Tatters was stlent, with & glum look on
his flnshed and troubled face.

“ All serene, kid ' zaid Havey.

Tatters nodded, buf his faco wa3s
iroubled. The fat and fatuous Owl
of the Remove had wounded his rather
genzitive feelings.

“I's all right,” said Harry: “ Bunter
doesn't matter ! Bunter’'s nobody—leas
than nobody, in fact! Thank goodness
he’s gone! He might have stuck to
thiz stady for the Hﬁmle term.  But—

vou f[at
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the Iemove
now about—

I'm afraid all
will konow
abont—"

“Oh, here you are, Harry !
Frank Nurgent entered the
stundy. “What did Quelchy
want, “\*."hgh—d Whﬁ-—-u:uu
—=Tatters 1" Nugent jumpoed.

“ Mo, sirl” smd '1P::T.Lm‘£
doubtfully.

“It's 'Tatters, Isn't ib7"
eagped MNupent, staring at hin.

“Tt  was,™ =aid Harry.
“But he zcoms to have found
his people singe we saw him
iast, and now he's Cholmon-
deley of the Bemove.

“My only hat!”

“1f you don’t want me 'ore.
zsir=—" mumbled Tatters.

“Fathead! Give us your
fist | said Frank.

Tatters prinned and gave him
his fist.

“I'll call the oither fellows”™
anid Harr{+ “They'll all be
ju%’ lad to see Tatters.”™

a%eft the gtudy. In a fow
nunutes  he  returned  with
Johnny Bull, Beb Cherry, and
Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh.

“This iz Cholmondeley, the
new kid,” he began.

And there was a yell from all
thros.

“Tattors ™

“The Tatterfulness is tere
1‘|§¢I” o Bat Fi
‘My only hat! & i 1A 1
Tattors gnrg!:lt Billy Bunfer  Kaitles 10 mendg ! j F
end =ll his works. E"..’ﬂ-:l.'_j? Fened Eﬂnter OvEer H'I'E / .
member of the Famous Five hayictars  and Harry

greeted him cheorily, evidently
wlod that he was there.
Ha could afford teo forget

He 10 down. *Why, I—I—
William George Bunter. ’l——* ejacula'tﬂd Bo"
Cherry.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Bunier’s Quest,

“ HAT do you wanti”
W Peter Todd asked that
question.

He did not ask it in a
friendly, weleoming, or cordial tone.
Far from it. He ashed it curtly,
gruffly, grimly. ‘

ﬁnybﬂ%y might have fancied that he
was not pleased to see Williain George
Bunter roll into Study No. T in tho
Demove.

" Oh, really, Toddy ™

"What do you wankt?’
Toddy.

“Look here, you beast, [ suppose
I can come into my own study 1™ ex-
claimed Bunter warmly.

“No. 1's your study,” answered Poter,
“As if I'd desert my old pal,” said

repeated

Dunter. “0f course, I'm st.';ckinf ta
you, Toddy! ¥ou know my loyal
nature.”’

“That's all very well,” szaid Peter,
“Lut you planted yourself in Study
No. 1 for the termi, and you've no
1ight to get uprooted again like this.
Ge back to where you bolong 1

“I belong here!” roared Dunter.
“Those beasls aven't having the study
supper in MNo. 1, after all—just because
1 was there—and—and—I heard Mugent
tell & chap that they were going to
tea regulariy in No. 15 this term—just
because I was in the study, you know !
After all I've done for them!

" And—and they've brought a low
rotier into the study—that fairly Jmt
tho lid on. That waz a thing I couldn’t
possibly stand ! Desides, I wasn't rﬂ:ﬂl{
going to have that study, Toddy!
woui'gn't. desert an old pal like youl

Wharton & Co. looked up
in anger, as a Kettle camo

I say, what have you
Petor Todd chuekle
“Well, T thought it was too jolly

good fo be true ! he remarked.
“ (3, really, Peter!™
“Have they Licked yon out?”

I shook the dust of that study from
my feet with scorn and contempt,” said
Bunter loftily, “I say, Peter, did you
kaow that new kid in the Remove was
n tinker®”

“Wha-a-at 1™

A ragged, tattered tinker!"™ said
Runter. “I saw him in the hals, and
befriended him—you know how kind
and gencrous 1 am to the lower classes,
S0 long as they keep their place, of
course. He's & tinker.”

“YWhat on earth have you got into
your head now?" asked Teter in won-
der. "“Thers's only one new kid in
the Remove that 1 know of, and hia
name's Cholmondeley, and his grand-
father brought him heve—a terrific old
swell who lives in a jolly old castle [”

“That isn't the one” said Dunter,
" This cne's a tinker—I1 tell you 1 saw
hisn when he was tinking—1 mean
tinkering ! He was 1o rags and tatters,
in fact, he was called Talters from
hizs rags, and as dirty and unwashed
as—as—as—-—" Bunter puuwsed ior a
COIMPATTS0L.

“Az your own bonny sell®™ ashed
Poler.

“Beast! 1 can't make out why he's
let into Greyiriars,” said Bunler, *It's
shocking, ain't if, Peter? WMy people
will kick when I tell them about it.
1 think the Iload must be off hiz rocker,
Peter! Quelch, too; faney old Quelch
having a tinker in his Form ! Wharton
docsn't seem to mind having him in
his study.”

:i;ﬂl. for supper ¥
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“Wharton isn't such o jJolly old
aristocrat as you, Bunty."

“Yes, that's 1k, I suppose.” SBarcasm
was wasted on Bunter. " A follow of
really good family {eels this sort of
thing. ;@

“Well, they can keep their tinker—
they jolly well won't have me, too,
I can tell them.”
“Perhaps they'd  rather
tinker [ 5uﬁgest¢d Peater.

“Oh, really, Toddy "

“1 jolly well know I would-or s
tailor—or a candlestick maker!”

“Wharton begged o to stay,” said
Bunter. *He came to the door alter
me, end—and begged me to stay, 1
turned up my poset

“Rot! It won't torn up any farther."

“Beast " roared Bunter. * Dut I say,
Peter, what's that about & new kid
named Cholmondeley? I haven't heard
of him. Is ho in the Remove!”

Peter grinned.

“He iz—hoe are!” he answercd.
“(randson of 2 terrific old swell who
livea in a ecastle. Jolly old haronet,
and the kid's heir to the title. Pols
of money ! .

“1 say, where are you going, Bunter?
Haven't you another munute for your
old pal?

Apparently Bunter hadn't! ]

He rolled out of Study Ne. T, leaving
Pofor ehuckling. -

A now bhov whoe was heir (o o
baronctey, and had pots of money, was
an object of decp interest to William
George Bunter. -

He lost no time in getting down to
the %ag to inguire after that inferesting
youth. .

It did net eross DBunter's fat mind

Tre Alacxer Lippary.—No. 1,100
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fvr a moment that he had already met
Cholinondeley.

vobody, certainly, to hear Tatters
lalk. would kave guessed that he ‘was
the grandson of a rich baronet. Nobady
who had seen him as Bunter had seen
Litn that day in tho holidays, would
have dreaned that he was heir o a
title, and pots of money.

Billy Bunter could nobt be cxpected
to guess all that. Having turned the
iinker down with utlter eontempt, the
fat Owl hurried 1n search of the
baronet’s  prondson, without the
rehwtest suspicien thab they were one
and the same,

“I say, Zmithy, old chap!” He met
the Bounder on the Remove staircase
und stopped him. *1I say, have you
sen the new kid?”

“Yos—and hoard him,” grinned the
Bounder.

“*YWhere iz he!™ asked Dunter eagerly.

“1 saw him with Wharton.”

“1 don’t mean that rotter(”

“Eh* There's only one new man
in the Remwove that I've heard of,”
gatd tho Bounder, “and that one’swith
Wharton. Belicve he's been put in
Study No. 1. You'll have him for
vour study-mate.’

Bunter sniffed.

“I'm not staying in that study,” he
explained. “I draw the line at tinkors.
Wharton he%ged me to stay, but I
had to_tell him it couldn't he dene.
I say, Smithy, did you kpoow that new
kid waz a tinker?®

“A tinker® ejaculated the Bounder.

“Mends pots and kettles and pans !

chuckled Bunter. *“He was called
Tatters."

“Tatters [V

“That was what he was called—and
s jolly good name for him, teo”
chuckled Bunter. “A ragged tinker,
vou know.”

“YWhat on earth are you burbling
about?” asked the Bounder in aston-
ishment. “How could a ragged tinker
come {o Greyfriars?™

“Blessed if I know—but he's here,
I say, Bmithy, go along to Study Na. 1
and call out 'Keottlea to mend!'*
suggested Bunter, with a fat chortle.

“I would only—only I'm in rather a
N R ar  —

hurry. I sav, have you seen the other
new kid?"

“MNever heard of him."

Dunter rolled on down 1he stairs.
On the next landing lLe came on
Skinner & Co., and stopped again.

“1 say, you fellows! Have vou bheard
that there’s a tinker in the Remove
this term?” trilled Dunter

“A what?™ howled Skinner.

“A tinker! If you've got an old
kettle that wants mending take it along
to Study No. I said Bunter. And he
rolled on leaving Skinner and Snuoop
and Btott staring aftee him blankly,

In the Rog Billy Bunter found a goad
many juniers; but their was no un-
fumiliar face among them. He blinked

round in vain in search of a4 new
Removito,
“1 _say. vou fellows. =een (hol-

mondeley ** he called out,

“I saw him come in with
sportsman!” answored Bguiff,

“Where is he nowi”

“Blessed if T know."

“Hasn't anybody seem him¥®' inguired
Bunter anxiously. *“*It’s rather impori-
ant.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Dleazed if I see anvthing to cackle
at. If you think I wantk to speak to the
chap because he's gob pols of money
yau pe——="

“Ha, ha, ha ™

Billy Bunter rolled out of the Rag
He was quite cager lo find Arthur
Ceotl Cholmgndeley. But Avthar Ceeil
Cholmondeley seemed nowhere to be
found. )

A cheery bunch of juniors came in
sight: the Famous Five and Tatters.
The Co. were taking the new [ellow on
a walk round the IHouse.

Bunter blinked at them.

Then he dodged into a near-by study,
luckily ompty, and grabbed o kettle.
The next moment he was out in the
passage again, and making for the
gtalrs,

“Kettles to mend 1 yolled Bunter.

Harry Wharton & Co. starced round.

“Halle, hallo, halla! What——"

“Kettles to mend!” howled  Bunter
over the banisters, dropped the kettle,
and vanished,

the old
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"Why, T—=I—I'll—" gjaculater Dob.

“Oh ecripea!™ said Tatters. “ Blow
that there blooming image! 1've a
good mind to go arfer 'im and give
him a wipe round ihe kisser!”

A dorzen fellows who heard that re-
muark turned round. It was not the
Greyfrinrs way to stare at a now
follow., But in this case they simply
couidn’t help it.  Fellows looked at
Arthur Cecil Clholmondeley az if they
were petrified. Coker of the Fifih
came over to him,

“Hete,” said Coker. “ What the
thump de you mean? Who are youl
Where did you spring [rem?”

0, shut wup, Coker,” said Harry
Wharton nather uneasily.

“What sort of a merchant is this™
said Coker, staring at Tatters. * Whar
does it mean

“What's biting you, cover?’ asked
Tatters.

The Famous Five walked him
rather hastily, leaving Coker staring.

“Well, my hat!” said Coker hlunkly.
“Idd you hear him, you men? IMd you

Ot

hear bim, Potter? id you hear him,
Greene "

“My word!” said Potter, starving
after Tatters and his friends. “What
is Greyfrinra coming to?”

Arthur Cecil Cholmondeloy was

already attracting attention at his new
school. It was probable that he would
soon attract a lot more,

Meanwhile, Billy Bunter was rooting
along the Remove passage in search of
the baronet’s grandson. He did naot
find him there. Bunter rolled down (o
supper in Hall at last, and blinked up
and down the crowded tables in scarch
of the new fellow. But Arthur Cecil
Cholmondeley was not at supper in
Hall.

Bunter wondered where on earth he
was. He could not be with the Hepd
o the Kemove master all this time.
Where he could possibly be was a
mystery. Bunter hurried over his
supper and did not stay to eat more
than enough for three fellows; and
resumed his search for the baronet’s
grandson. But his scarch was in vain;
Arthur Cecil Cholmondeley seemed to
have vanished as ecompletely asz if he
had been the ghost of & baronet’s
grandson.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.,
A Study Supper !

RETHUR CECIL CHOLMONDE-
A LEY, sezted at the iable in
Study No. 1, was locking guite

merry and bright.

Billy Bunter having shaken the dust
of that study in seorn from his ariste-
cratig foet. the study supper was, after
all, held in that cclebrated apartment.

Good things hod been unpacked from
bozes and the table pgroaned, as a
novelist would say, wnder the goadiy
viands,

Several Remove men had heen asked
to- that suppar. No. 1 was filled to
capacity. oter Todd was there; and
Yernon-8mith and Tom Redwing, and
Squiff, and Tom Brown, and - Monty
Newland, and Lord Mauvleverer and one
or two more. The party had been
asked before Tatters happened: snd
recheps the Famoos Five wondered a
littla what cffect Uatters would kave on
thern, But after all, Tetters had to
meat them: and it was just as well for
thom to meet him in the study of the
captain of the Iorm, on  obviously
friendly terms with the leading spirits
of tha Romove. It gave him a leg-up,
ms it were.
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There was no doubt that Tatters sur-
prised the company. ;

Being by this tume at his ease and
feeling merry and bright, Tattors had
last his first shyness and talked froely
end cheerfully.

iz flow of Engilish cortainly startled
the Removites.

Even Lord Maulevercr, whosa man-
ners were irreproachable, opened his
wyes a little wider than usuval, for a
moement. Bub [or that, however, Mauly
gave no sign,

Some of the fellows jumped.

It was startling to hear a Greyinars
nien ejaculate *Oh cripes!™ or * Bust
my buttons!” It was almost unnerving
10 hear him gpeak of a fellow as a
“eovey ¥ to refer to ham as 'am, and

passage, keltle and all.

clang from the kettle and a yell from “ How
Cholmondeley

Skinner.
Tatters coloured.

“1 s'pose that fat bloke has been

telling all the coveys!™ he remarhed.
it ean't bo ‘elped. Arter all,

“Well,

There was a blokes already,’

21

' wont on the Dovnnder.

do vou like the coveys here,

“Fine | said Tattors.

“RBlooming nice — what?” zshked
Smithy. T e
“JFost that,” szotd Taetters. "1 was

1 dessay T'd 'ave let it out myself sooner afraid there might be a lot nwre like

gr later,” _

“About the Highcliffe mateh,” mur-
mured Wharton.

“Vou play football, Cholmondcley?”
satd the uedoer.

“ Ain't never 'ad a chance,” answered
Tatters. “But I'm going to. These
coveys are going to put me up to 1£."

“That's very decent of these coveys!”
said the Bounder gravely,

the Bounder.
have knowed "

that fat cove. Bunter, what 1 “uppencd
on in the teain. i
Ie:nm:x'ﬂd there wouldn't be a lot hike

But I might ‘uve

-

im.

“¥es, there's only one Bunter.” said
" You might, as you say,

“You'll be at the fooler {o-movrow,

Smithy " snid Nugent,

“Yes, I shall come along with tle

Lo eggs as heggs.

It was gquite uonerving to see bim
ent with a knife,

Undoubtedly, Sir Georze Cholmonde-
ley would have acted more wisely in
keeping his newly-found grandson at
home for a time, while he was trained
a little in iho manners and customs of
givilised society,

Possibly Sir George did n .
uaining to take place in his own
:rna?mﬁcent mansion, however, Pos-
sibly he did not want bis grandson
about Cholmondeley Castle till he had
been licked into shape a lttle; and
had transferred the licking into shape
to & distance,

Anyhow, there was no doubt that
Tatters eamo as a surprise {o the Re-
move men.

Stll, manners were manners; and the
supper-party took Tatters as urbanely
as they could snd affected not to ob-
sarve his ways. Unly on the Bounder’s
face lurked a faint sativical smile; a
smile that Bob Cherry felt a strong
inclination to knock off with his

not want that

knuckles. Only the Bounder showed
eny desire to draw Tatters. Tatters,
quite unsuspicious, was easily drawn,

“How did you get on with Quelch "
askad Smithy. Smithy was really won-
dering what on earth the ERemove
master had thought of this remarkable
new follow in his Form.

“Bpifing I answered Tatters. “He
seems a decent sort of old cover.”

“Covey?™ repeated the Bounder in
hiz silkiest tomes, * You'll exeusc me,
won't you—but I don't seem to know
that word. What's a covey?”

“Why, a bloke,” explained Tatters

“Oh! A bloke! I see. And what——
Whooooop!™ roarcd the Bounder, sud-
denly, as Bob Cherry rcached for the
volfee-pot and a stream of hot coffee—
perhaps by aceident—jerked  over
Vernon-8mith's knees.

“Sorry ! said Bob politely.

“Y¥ou clumsy asg—-""

“ Aceidents will happen ! said Boh
hlandly. . .

The Bounder mopped his knees with
his handkerchief and had nothing more
to =ay for a time. Harry Wharton
tnened the talk to foothall; a topie that
imlerested all the company.

There wasz a tap at the door and
Skinner of 1he Remove looked in,
There was & cheery grin on Skinoer's
foce,

In his hand was o kettle

“Ja he here?” asked Skinner, locking
round the study.

“Whot' asked Wharton.

“The tinker."

“What 1

“I hear that there's a tinker here,™
gaid Skinner., “'This keitle wanis
mending and if you've pot a tinker
Berg——"

Whiz! Bump!

Half o loaf landed on Skinner's shaip
pose, and he disappeared mig the

GREYFRIARS
CORRESPONDENTS.
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The MAGNET rhymester
s still golng greal guns.
Vernon-Smith, the Bounder
of Greyfriars, is his latest
vietim fo rank in this
popular feature,

daiwnikg

To witnes: 32 jewrjul a thing

DEJR PATER~My birthday 413 I hope if will neve be my lot

(A foct dhat I nentioned
before) ;

A nd wlilst T was musing and yowning,
And woting atl birthdays a bore,

I got gpour most wonderful offer—
“ Just choose amy gift you desire!”

How sporting! I hasten {o proffer
My thanks te a genergus sire.

(I wanted an gereplane badly,

To skim Like a bird throwgl the Blue;
While the engine was thunderving madly,
Aned the eurth was receding  frow
TIEW. .
To glide ovér mounimgin and ocean,
To fly in the face of the sun,
fuspires in my hreéast an émotion
$hat no other prospeet has done!

the Head, when I made {(ac
sugoestion,
Faokerd gruve as @ solewmn old owl,
“ Dless my xonll Tt ir out of
gquesiion,”
Said he, with a penderous seowd.
“A boy of fiftcen vy & phot!t

A sehofar of mire on the wing!

But

the

A metor T then meekly mooted,

A ripping rogd-racer, for choipe,
At thiz, Dr. Locke Jairly hoated !

I gugiled at his thunderony voice.
“A rar for o junicr schoolboy

To drive af @ neck-breaking speed?
I wmake #f an unfailing ruele. 00,

Such stupid régucsiz not Lo heed

A speed-boat, to conguer the Channel,
The Head also vicwed with alarm.
Why doesn’t be wrap me in flonnel
f oqronder, to Reep me from hoerm?
I'm burred from the joys of the arriwuy
The speedway t¢ alve foboo;
Nor aune £ lo flash through the foarricoy—
What iz a poor beggor lo do?

'm afrate I must ask for a ratile,
A Kite, or a penny balloon;
fhr @ box af ter solidicrs. for battle,
(A slilling will buy o plitecnt);
fir, if my demands are too drastic,
Pleass zenl! me o ;mr:.i‘u of sherbet;
Fornive me for beine sorcasiie,
But, pater, Pm fed-up!
FYours, HERRERT.

“Bhut up, Southy 1" whispered Red-
Wik,

The Boupder did not heed, It amused
him to make fun of the new junior, all
ihe more becanse the innocent Tatters

could not see that he wus  being
“rotted.”

"We'll et down to practies to-
morrow, 1at = Cholmondclev.”  said

Harry Whavton, Ile rather wishdd that
he had not asked the Dounder 1o that
study suppor.

“That’'ll  be
choerinlly.

"It will  be spilfing suidd  the
Donnder =olemnly, “You'll mect all
ihe othor blokes there, Cholnrondeler,™

There was a suppressed clmekle from
ore O TR0 gquariors,

“Yan've mei & goed many Remove

prime " said  Tatters

¥

other blokes,” answered the Bonnder.
“Agz It's not a compulsory day, 1 ders
gay a good many of the coveys will
give it a msz, Sut I'm not that zoit
of bloke. you know, You see, 1 like 1l
blooming game.”

“Pasz the coffee-pof, Franky,” aiid
Bols Cherry in a sulphurous tone.

“Here you are[” .

The Bounder bastily backed his chait
fromn the table and rose.

“T think I'i be moving on™ Lo
rematked blandiy. “I've got ro see a
binking bloke in the blooming Rag.
So-tong 1

The Dounder departed from  the
stwdy, leaving some of the party looking
irritated, and others stroggiing to sup-
press a ohnekle,

Tne Magxer Ligrary.-—No. 1,198,
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The atmosphere was rather more
agteeable when the Bounder had gone.
Nobody else shared Smithy's sardonie
desire to poke fun at the mew boy.
Tatters, guite unconscious that fon had
been poked at him, went on cheerily
with his supper,

“I1 say, you fellows—"

fat face and a large pair of spec-
tacles glimmered in at the door,

" Buzz off, Bunter!”

Billy Bunter cast a hungry eye af the
well-spread table.

“J say, iz that tinker here?"”

“Get out, you fot dummuny 1%

“Dash it all, T'll come in, all the
same,” said Bunter. * 'm no snob——

“Not at supper-lime!” remarked
Peter Todd.

“Oh, really, Toddy I” Bunter rolled
in, “f say, you fellows—— Wha-a-at

are youw gomg to do with that poker,
Bob Cherry, you beast?"

“Guesza IV snid Bob., '

Bunter backed to the door again.

“If you think I want your m-[.:;:lﬂ_';.'
supper, you're jolly well mistaken.” he
gnid  “I'm no gnob, as T szaid, but T
draw the line at sitting down to table
with a tinker. Yah!™ :

'The Owl of the Remove jumped back
into the passage, jusﬁ in time to escape
# lunge from the poker, . )

Ihatga. moment later he blinked in

again.

“I say, you lellows—"

“Get out!” roared Johnny Bull
“Laok here: I'm lopking for a chap.
said Bunter. *I can’t find that new
kid, Cholmondeley, anywhere? Do you

know where lie 132"

" Cholmondeley 7" repeated Wharton,

“¥oz, There's a new kid in the
Remove pamed Cholmondeley—Arthur
Ceeil  Cholmondeley, 1 hear,” said
Dunter. “He seems to have vanished.
The fact is. I know his people, and 1
want to look after him a Wit Know
where he 121"

The sxﬁuper-party stared blankly at
Bunter. Evidently he did not know that
the *tinker ® was Arthur Cecil Chol-
mondeley. . : o e

“ You—you know his people®" articu-
lated Wharton,

*Yes, In fact, we're rather related,”
gaid Bunter. “The Bunters inter-
marricd with the Cholmondeleys in the
reign of Henry the Ninth.”

“0l, my hat 1" _

“We're quite connected,” said Dunter,
“Most of the best familics really are,
you know, in one way or aunother. I'm
going to look after that kid Chol-
mondeley a bit, as I know his people.”

“Great pip!”

“Why, you ‘owling hass—"" began
Tatters, staring at the fat junior.

Bunter held up a fat hand.

“Don't you talk to me, Tatters, or
whatever your name ig,” be said. “'I'm
not a snob, but I draw the line at
tinkers. You shut up!™

“* Put, you silly himage—"

o Stk nE, I tell you! Now, then, you
follows, where's that new kid?" asked
Bunter, “1 want to find him. It's
nothing to do with Lis having pots of
money, of course,”

“Ha, ha, ha ™ : :

“I'm going to look after him a bit
and take him under my wing,'" ex-
plained Bunter. “As he's a sort of
connection of our family, ' thinking
of asking Quelch to pet him in my
stndy.”

“%a, ha, ha!” ]

There was a roar of lavghter in Study
No. 1. Billy Bunter blinked at the
supper-party in surprise and irritation.
He could see nothiog te laugh at.

“Look here, you men, if you know
whore Cholmondeley 15, just tell &
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fellow 1”7 he snapped. "The fact is, T
want him in my study. And there's
a poord many rotters would be glad to
bag him, as he’s rich.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Blessed if I see anything to cackle
at! Leook here, do you know where
young {:Imlnmnriuley 15, or don't you "
ronted DBunter,

“Ha, ha, ha " shrieked the' juniors.

#0h, my 'at [ gasped Tatters. " Ha,
ha, ha!»

“1 =zay, you fellows——" ;

* Better and hunt for him,
Bunter 1Y gasped Bob Cherry, © Better

go, anvhow, or you'll got thiz poker!”

“But, I say, you [ecllows, somebody
must know where Cholmondeley i3, sald
Bunter anxiously, *“I can't make out
what's become of him. I hear that he

was  with  you some time  back,
Wharton,”
“"He waz!" chuckled Wharton.

“Well, where is ho now "

“Echo answers where!” chuckled the
captain of the Remove,

“The wherefulness is terrifie, my
esteemed  idiotic  DBunter ¥ chortled
Ifurree Jamset Bam Singh.

::Hﬂ, ha, ha "

Beasts 1"

Billy Bunter departed, closing the

door after him with a terrific slam. He

rasumed  his  baffling quest for the
baronet’s grandson, leaving the supper-
party 1n Study Ne. 1 in a roar,

T

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter, the Hunfer |

€4 ODDY, old man!”
Peter Todd eume back to
study No. T after supper, and

found William CGeorge Bunter

there. There was quite a  worried
look on the fat face of the Owl of the
Remove,

“It's jolly queer, isn't it}" said
Bunter, blinking at Toddy through his
spectaces.

“Talking about yourself, as usual?™
asked Peotor,

“ You silly ass!” snorted Bunter.

“Bx the way, what are you doing in
this study?” nsked Peter,

“It's wy study, you beastl! I say,
Toddy, it's jolly queer about that new
man, Cholmondeley, T know he's here,
because I've looked <t the Form list.
His name's down there—A, C. Chol-

mondeley. ‘That shows he's here all
right. Bat where has he pot to,
Toddy 1"

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Toddy.

“Plessed if I see anytlnng to cackle
et ! Look here, you ass, if he hasn't

t o study yet, we might get him
wee,” spid Bunter. “Bec? Stands to
reason he would like to reom with me.
Being a fellow of good family, he's
bound to wank to chum with one of his
own sort.”

“"Yo gods ! said Peter.

“And I dare say he could stand you,
Peter,” went on Bunter.  “Don’t say
too much at first, you know. Don's
wmention about your father being a
mensly solicitor, and all that. Becing
me treal you in a friendly way, ha will
take it for granted that you're all right.
Sea? After all, new kids don't know
their way abouk, of course, and ;nu’l]
pass if vou don't talk too much.’

FPeter Todd did not answer that, He
gazed nt Bunter.

SO0 course, vou look a bit of a freak,”
gatd Bunter thoughtfully, “but that
can't be helped. I'm not azking you
to got out of the study beeauze I'm

going to have Cholmondeley bere,
Peter.”
SO0 gasped Peter. “You're not¥”
“No, old chapl I wouldn't turn

down an old pal. Besides, I want you
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to help me bag him. T'll bet you half
the Remove will want to get hold of
him,” said Bunter. “A new kid with
pots of money is worth having in any
study. Skinner would jump at the
chance, ¥Yon know what Skinner's like !
He's the kind of chap to get hold of &
new fellow, and get him 1o his study,
sum&ﬂj because he’s rich.”

““Is—is—is hoT" stutterad Pecter,

“He is!™ gaid Tunter, shaking his
head, “and there's other fellows in the
Forrm no better than Skinner™

“There’'s one, ab  least,”
Peter.

“More than one, I'm afraid,” said
Bunter, shaking hiz head ngain. “ The
fellows in the Remove don’t all have
my high prineiples, Poeter. In fact,
precious few of them! But the question
15, whore is that chap Cholmondeley?
Have you seen him 77

“I'wve seen him 1 admitted Peter.

"-.pnkﬂu to him #" asked Bunter,

“Yes, I've spoken to him.”

“That's rather unfortunate, in &
wa.i;,” sald Bunter anxiously. “It's
rather a pity he didn't see me firat, if
he's coming into this study. Sceing
firgt may have made a bad impression.
Does he know you belong to this
study 1™

“1 dare say he does™

“Well, it can’t be helped, 1 suppose,
bhuugh it's unfortunate. I hope he
hasn't t the impression that we're
a lot of ountsiders here. That would
keop him off the study.”

Peter Todd glanced round, as if in
search of somothing,

“I hopo you didn't have {oo much
to say to him, Peter. You see, you
don't cateh on to it yourself, but you're
quite likely to get rather on the nerves
of an aristocratic chap. I make a lot
of allowances for you, as an old pal,
but you can't expect that from & new
chap. You may have spoiled the
whole thing.”

“Where the thump did I put that
fives hat?"” said Peter 'Todd, staring
round the study,

“You don't want a fives bat now,

rasped

Peter; {or goodness’ sake, have a little
gense,” said Bunter. “We want that
I can tell you

new chap in this study.
he will come in jnii‘.:!,r ugeful at toa-
time, especially when 1 happen to be
disappeinted about a postal order.
That occurs sometimes, as vou know, I
say; do yon know where he i3, Petert"
“Oh, here 1t 13! zaid Peter, taking
a fives bat from the study cupboard.
Dunter blinked at him,

“You eilly asz, what the thump do
vou want o fives bat for?” he snapped,
“You're not going to play fives now,
I suppose? Can't you give me your
attention, you fathead 7'

“That's just what I'm going to do,”
answered Peter,

“Well, do? said Duntor peevishly.
“We've got to peb this seitled; the
new man may be bagged already, for
all we know. 1 may go to Cholmonde-
ley Castle for the Easter holidavs—yon
noever know, O course, I shouldn't
want you there, Peter, Thero's a
limit. In fact, if I make & pal of this
chap Cholmondeley, I shall want you to
keep your distance generally. Not too
much of your blessed familiarity, you
know, when Cholmondeley's about.
You catch on®”

“ Just going to!” said Peter.

And he caught on—io Bunter's
collar, Bunter was slewed round and
then he diseovered what Pefor wanted
the fives bat for.

Whaek!

* Yarosoooh [

Whack [

“Qw!¥ poared Bunier. “You silly
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chump, wharrer vou up ito? Keep
oft ! .f(ﬁtej? that bat away, you beast!
Yaroooh |

ﬂﬁmcki 'El'i’haclii w ’

* Beast A ! arooooop b

Whack ! Whg;:g-::?c! i

"Whg Peter Todd was cutting up rusty,
in this extraordinary way, Bunter did

not know.  Dut he knew that Peter
was cutting up rusty. The fives bat
left no doubt on that point. It fairly
rang on Buntor's tight trousers; and
the Owl of the Remove wriggled and
ronred. )

“QOw! Wow ! Help! Fire Yaroooogh!
Wharrer you up to? 1'll jolly well

lick youl! Whoooop! Help! Fire!
Whooooop 1"

Whack|] Whack! Whaek!
“There,” gasped Peter. “1  foel

better now 1™

Bunter ¢id not scem fo feel better,
Liko the young man of Hythe, who was
shaved with a seythe, he Jid nothing
bnt wriggle and writhe!

Peter Todd tossed the fives bal back
into the cupboard, toszed Billy Bunter
on to the hearth rug, and strolled out
of the study. The voice of William
Georgo Bunter followed him, in tones
like those of the Bull of Bashan,

"Wow-ow-ow-ow.ow.ow !

Bunter scrumbled up, splultering,

“Beast! Oh cl'jkui". thw ! What's
the matter with the beast, I wonder,
losing  his  temper like ihat  over
nothing ! Owl ow 17

Tt was some litile time before Billy
Bunter felt equal to resuming s search
for the clusive Cholmondeley. Poter
had laid on the fives hat net wisely bnt
too well. But he left the siudy at last,
and rolled down to the Rag.

Thera was no prep on the first night
of the term: and a ¢rowd of fellow- had

party.

Unless Chaol-

gathered in the hn.
nmiondeley had vanished into thin air,

which  seomed  1mprobable, Bunter
hoped to find him in the Rag. As his
name appeared in the Form list, it was
certain that he was at OGreyirinrs;
indeed, Peter had stated that he had
actually seen him and spoken to him.
It really was amazing that Dunter
could not get 1n fouch with him.

The Owl of the Remove blinked
round the crowded Rag.  But there
was no unfamiliar face to be spen, The
Famous Five were there now, and
Tatters was with them. But Tatters

was nob the new boy that Bunter
wanted.

“1 szay, vou Icliows!” called out
Bunter.

“ Halle, hallo, hallo”

“Have you seen Cholmeondeley 2

“Ha, ba, hal™

‘' Beasts 1™

Why that question  should cvoke
nothing but & roar of laeghter, Bunter
could not understand., He volled awoy
it wrath., There was one guarter in
which he could seck accurate imforma-
tion: ithe Hemove master was bound to
know all about Cholmondeley.,  Bunter
didd nab, as a rule, yearn for an inter-
view with My, Queleh; buat the matier
was getting serious now=—there was nob
mueh time left for bagping the new
fcllow. It was only too likely that he
wias already bagged by some unscrupu-
lous fellow—quite unlike DBunter—wheo
had an eve to ms “ pots of money.™

S0 the fat junmior rolled away to
hlazters Siudics. He found Mr.
Cfue]:-h in conversation with Mr. Prout
thore, in the corridor. Tor o junior
Lo mterrupt the conversation of fwo
Form masters was, of courso, cheek;
but Bunter had no choice In the matter.
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There was no doubt that Tatlers surprised the supper-
It quite unnerved the juniors to see him eat with
a knlfe, but they aflected not to notlce it,

“Please, sir——" began Bunter.
}_Mr. Queleh  turned & gimlet-eye on
v,

“What is it, Bunter?”

“I'm looking for Cholmondeley, sir,”
sald Bunter., ““*As he's an old fricmd
of mine, I'd like him in my study, siv,
e

“Cholmondeley has  already  been
assigned to o study,” said Mr. Quelel.
“You may go, Bunter.”

“Oh'!  pasped  Bunter. “Which
study, gir?

“Wharton's study! Go!”

“Oh!" gusped Bunter. And he went!

His littls, round eyes glittered with
wrath behind his spectacles! That was
whny thosze beasts velled whencver he
asked after Chelmondeloy—hecavnse they
had already got hold of the fellow with

“pots of mouey.” Bunter saw it all
oW,
He rolled back to the Roag. 1llarry

Whurton & Co. grinned sz he rolled in.
Bunter's cager guest of Arthur Ceeil
Cholmondeley, added 1o his lofty disdain
for Tatters, stewck them as comic,

“HHalio. halle. hable!™ roared  RBob
Cherrv. “Found him veb, Bunter ™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Beast ™ roared Bunter. “Look licre,
Wharton—TI've jally well fonnd vou out
now  You've wangled it with Quelch,
vout beast, He's told me that he's put
Cholmondeley in vour studs ™

“Hae, ha, hal™

“Well, where iz he?” heoted Dunter.
“1 can jolly well tell you that he won't
stay 1n wvour study, when you've gob
that low-class finker there, You can’t
expect 15, I'm gomg to offce 1o let
him chango into my sindy.™

“"Koteh me  changing
study 1" chuckled Tattors.

e AMaexer Lierary.—XNo. 1,186
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“*Youl" snorted Bunicr contemptu-
cnsly. “Whao's talking about you, you

sweep? I'm talking about Cholmon-
delep—-"

“Ha, ba, ha!”

“Look here, Wharton, you beast, tell

me where the chap isl  You sce, 1
know the fellow—"

“Ha, ha, hal” ]

“Heo's an old pal, in fact. II you
think you're E‘Qil‘l%‘ to butt in between
me and my old friend Cholmondeley,
}'D“’rﬂ——”

“Ha, ha, hal” shrieked the Famous
Five.

“Whera is he$” roarcd Buater.

“FHa, ha, hat” .

Wingate of the Sixth looked into the
Rag. It was bed-time for the Remove.
The Lower Fourth marched off to their
dormitory. Billy Bunter blinked round
him in that apartment, certam now
that he would spot the elasive new boy.
But to his astonishment the only new
faco in the dormitory was that of
Tatters, the tinker. :

When Wingate came to sce lights out,
Billy Bunter was sittiug up in bed.

“I say, Wingate!” he called out.

“Waoll 7" The prefect looked round.

“One of the fellows hasn't come up.”

“ What ™ J

The CGreyfriars captain glanced over
the beds. Every bed was ocoupled.
He frowned at Bunicr.

“ What do vou mean, you young asst
All the Form's here.” .

* Cholmendeley—the new kid—"

" Cholmondeley §* repeated Wingate,
with a stare.

“Yes—he's a new kid—chap I know
well,” said Bunter. *“I've beon looking
for him and can’t find him anywhere.
He hasn't coma HE to bed.”

The prefect blinked at him.

" Are you potty, you young ass?” he
demanded. }

“(Oh, really, Wingate—m-">"

“ Cholnondoley is here.  What  tha
thump do vyoun mean "

“ Herce!” repeated Bunter blankly.

“Whera 1 .

“There, you young duffer—in the bed
next to Nugent's. Can’t you seo three
yards with your spees?”

Bunter blinked at the bed nest to
Nugent's. It was occupicd by Tatters.

“Eh! That isn't Cholmondcley I” he

gasped. “That's a blesscd tinker!
mEﬁn, :‘.’Jhnlmnnde!er—nchup I know
wel l—"

“Ha, ha, hal”

“(Oh, go to sleep!” said Wingate;
and he turncd out the light and left
the dormitory.

“1—1 say, vou fellowsg—"

“Ha, ha, hal"

“That—that—that tinker ifsn't
Cholmondeley, i3 het” pasped Bunter.
T'he dreadfuf truth was Euwuing on his
fat brain at Iast,

“Ha, ha, ha{"

“{h crikey "

Billy Bunter was silent for a few
moments, while he assimilated this
amazing discovery. How a tinker's boy
who dropped his M's could be one
and the same with Arthur Ceaeil
Cholmondeloy, grandson and heir ot a
rich baronet, was an unfathomable
mystery to Bunter. DBub, amazing as it
was, it evidently was so; and Bunter
felt his aristocratic prejudices against
the tinker melt away.

“You beasts1” pasped Dunter., ** Why
didn’t you tell me?”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“J—I—1 say, Cholmondelcy—"

“Fat'eand | satd Tatters,

“1 say, old chap—"

" 3tow it1”

“* Good-night,
fellow | .

Tneg dMacser Lisnary.—INo, 1,186,
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“Rats 1™

“Ha, ha, hal”

“ Cholmondeley, old bean—-:"

“If you don’t stow it,” said Tatters,
“l pet out of bed and take a piller
to you!"

And Bunter gave it up.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Nothing Doing [
RTHUR CECIL CHOLMOMN-
A DELEY, otherwise Tatters,
took his place in Form with
the Remove the following day.
He found himself an object of general
interest in the Lower Fourth,

One of this week's DANDY
LEATHER POCKET WALLETS
| has been awarded to : Edward Keith, of
- Dalintober,” Campbeltown, Argyll,
iwimse Greylriars Emerick 15 Mlus-
, trated herewith,

{[BILLY BUNTERS A SOLDIER COMPLETE,
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Every follow in the Form knew more
or less of his strange story, m“"ﬁ. ko
the longth and activity of DBilly
Bunter's tongue.

That a fellow with the high-soundin
nama of Cholmondeley, whose grand-
father was a baronet and lived in &
castle, should have spent his carly boy-
hood as a travelling tinker, was odd
enough, and naturally drew attention to
the new fellow.

Some of the {fellows called him
“Tinker,” and some ecalled bhim
“Tatters ™; but Cholmondeley did not
mind. In fact, he preferred his friends
to call him by the name they had known
him by; and as now there was no secret
to keep, thanks to Bunter, he remained
“Tatters * to the Famouna Iive,

Tatters sat in the Form-room with the
rest of the Remove; but he was given
s separate task by Alr. Quelch, The
simplest work in the Remove was [ar
beyond him at present; even Buohlop
knew more than Tatters knew of school
subjects. But Dr. Quelch found him
attentive and obedient and painstaking,
and, rather to his own surprise, found
thet he rather liked Tatlers.

Billy Bunter blinked at him several
timos in class, with a friendly and in-
gratiating blink,

Bunter could have kicked himself for
his unfortunate mistake. IHe had lLad
the first chance with the fellow with
“pots of money,” having met _him in
the train on his way to school. But how
was a fellow to pucss that a fellow
who talked like a bargee had pots of
money?  How was a fellow to guess
that a tatlered tinker was the grand-
son of & rich baronet?

Bunter felt that he ecould not hlame
himself for his error. Btill, it was very
unfortunate.

His ingratiating blinks passed un-
noticed in elase. When the Remove
turned out for morning break Bunter
rolled up to Arthur Cecil Cholmondcley
in the corridor.

“1 say, Cholmondeley——" he began,
“Cholmondeley, old clhap! I say, old
fellow I Don't walk away when a
fellow's talking to you, old thing I

But Tatters did walk away. Iie
joined Harry Wharton & Co. in punting
about a footer, hecdless of Buuter,

Bunter waylaid him at the deor of
the Form-reom in third school. But
Tatters possed him by like the idle wind
which he regarded not.

“Can I pass you anything, old
fellow 1" Bunter asked at dinner.

No reply.

“ Anything you'd like, Cholmondeley $*

“I'd like wyou to shut wpl™ said
Tatters.

“Beast! T mean, I say, old chap——"

Tatters remained deaf.

That afternoon, in elass, Bunter was
pnusuelly thoughtful.

was not thinking about his lessons,
as Mr. Quelch might possibly have sup-
posed. Ho was tsiul{mF of ways and
means to undo his unfortunate error
with regard to the baronet’s grandson.
Actually he had been landed in Chol-
mondcley's study the day beforo—right
on the spot to gather the crumbs that
fell from the rich man's table, and he
had shaken the dust of that study from
his aristocratic feet—under an_ unhappy
misapprehension.  He was debating in
his fat mind whether it was too late to
retriove that falso step.

MNaturally, he had no attention for
Mr. Queleh, or for the valuable instruc-
tion 1n English history that Henry
Samuel Queleh was bestowing on his
Form.

(CPontinued on poge £3.)



CONCLUDING CHAPTERS OF OUR STIRRING SOCCER YARN !

By JOHN BREARLEY.

WHAT'S QONE BEFORE.

Jormes Brennan, ownsy of the Raillon Hovers
F.Q., 18 robbed of hig sav and Lken fatally
injured by rome unknown exeaidant. Further
ditanters follow, wndil Jimmy Bremngn, the
deud g son, 8 foreed to =ell his house {o
Charles Th od, manager of the Ratlton
Eank, in order to carry on, Delermined fo
find out who ts at the back of the plot to wreck
the Rovers, Scotlond Fard connives thal Time
Osborne, of the Secret Service, should piay
for the Rovers, Tim proves a great asset to the

arud the great coimes whet the Ryvers
sucegad ih gaining the ship of the League,
B b e Ve

red fmas aid taken to a diniler-
w houfe Boawe distance out of Railton He
W radctted, hmeeter, th the nick of time by Tim.
Hiz ana unmasked, prove fo ba Alr,
Thurgood, the bank manager, and Mr. PRITip
Brennan and Tony, his uncle and cous
rispeciively. Jimmy": uncle ¢ Killed in an

aftempt to ercape, and Tony and Thurgood are
prid i'r: a cell g]‘s ‘arwait I.i‘eﬁ':' Ericl,
{(Now reqd o)

Jimmy Smashes Through!

ND so, to all intents and pur-
A poses, finished the great Rail-
ton case, as it was ecalled.

The trials of Thurgood, and Tony
Brennan were sharp and short.

Thanks to the drastie fra Ti:!_'ﬂ
Osborne had so ¢]v:=:w:=rig laid, their
defences were bare and feeble; the

pair dissppeared from the dock to
well-earnod senteoces at Dartmoor.

For cne hectic week the affair
pttracted aitention throughout the
country, especially to  sporting
Britain; then other sensations eropped
up to push it into the limbo of for-
potten things. Only in Railton was it
remembered for many a day, and the
cheer that greeted Jimmy on his first
appearance for the Rovers after the
trial strained the throats of forty
thousand spectators, The rest of that
came wag fought out to the sound
cf boarse whispers,

Now, too, began that sterm period
of football—the last half of the
scason, with Wembley and the First
Division dangling temptingly before
the eyes of the ¢lub. The Rovers
had lost their fragile but brilliant
centre-forward, for Tim, of counrse,
had been recalled to Scotland Yard.
For two matches they retricd Thomas
in his old position, but again he
proved a failure, and lost them their
place in the Cup battle. Back to the
regervez lie went.

Then Bill Nye tried an experiment,
And for the rest of the scason he
groused at himself for a “derned old

HE'S VANQUISHED HIS
ENEMIES . . . . HE’S
WORKED WONDERS WITH
THE ROVERS' TEAM OF
DUDS ! NO WONDER
RAILTON GOES MAD OVER

JIMMY BRENNAN!

 —

fool ¥ for not having tried it befove.
He moved young Graysom up from
the reserves to imside-right, and he
puf Jimmy in to lead the line. There-
after the Rovers forwards became the
“ Galloping Five ” once more, a dash-
ing, fighting sguad of youthful
terricrs who aftacked like maniacs
from kick-off to time, and shot hard
and true and often!

By its very boisteronsness at first
the team lost some matches. But, win
or lose, the Rovers, playing top-speed
footer all the while, came back fo
their old fame of years ago. It was
well known that most of the clubs m
the First Division were praying that

Railton would gain promotion. Their
drawin wer became tremendous;
NEver ore had the home ground
known snch congistent, enthusiastic
“ gates.”

As for the “idol of Railton,” he was
in his element, JYimmy's old reckless
stubbornness had given place to a
quiet confidence. e Firs and the
Ttovers—they were all he thought
about now. The former he meant fo
buy back as soon as he could afford
it, and after that he intended turn-
ing the Rovers imto a company, =0
that never again would elnb or ground
be open to attack. Meanwhile, lhe
meant to drag that club—by main
force, if meed be—up into the Tirast
Division, where it belonged.

The sunny day in May came round
at last when, amid frantic cheering,
the black-and-white quarters elashed
with the blue of Millwall in the end-
af-the-senson battle that was to decide
the promotion problem for that year.

Away in Londom, the Spurs were
playing Everton in ancther wital
same.  The struggle for League
honours during the last three wecks
had become intense, and now Railton
headed their rivals om goal average
only.

A clear-cut victory over the
Thames-siders to-day was esscntial, If
the Spurs and Everton drew—and
Railton lost—— But no one in
Railton could face that hideous pros-
pect. The team must win!

For all that optimism, however,
when the whistle blew for half-time in
that agonising Railton v. Millwall
match that day, a ground full of
home supporters stopped cheering
and relapsed into gloomy murmurs,

Tre Afagzer Lispag:.~—No. 1,196



26

The Rovera wera two poals down
already—fairly and sguarely out.
played by the bustling Londoners,
who had piled up an early lead and
then sat down to enjoy it

A fiery-eyed Tim Osborne, who had
motored all the way from London just
in time for the kick-off, pranced up
and down the Rovers' dressing-room
during the interval, his usual serenity
scattered to the winda.

“Big stifis! Howlin’ galoots I* he
raved in disappointment, until Jimmy
and Miller slung him out on his neck.
Even then he put his face round the
door again, snorfing excitedly :

“Ping-pong’s wour right pgame,
Eimmr%mn;an EFIE a kindergarten,
you chump! Yah!”

A damp towel missed him by an
inch.

Yet, when the wily Timothy re-
turned to his seat beside Henry
Sylvester for the second half, hLis old
quaint smile broke out once more to
note the expressioms on the Rovers'
faces ns they took the field. The half-
time news from Tottenham eaid “no
score.”

“We'll pet some football this half 17
he murmured, and rose to join in the
thunderous, appealing welcome.

#Now, Tovers!
Rovers 1™
“Come on, the First Division elub ™

Up, up, up, the

“Sock it to ‘em, Jimmy! Up,
Railton
Plainly the Rovers meant business.

Millwall kicked off. Their inside-
right slammed the ball to his wing
man as Miller tackled him, but Blake,
intercepting, drove it back. Atkins
raced away—centred—Jimmy flicked a
header towards the right-hand cormer
of goal. It was a typical Railion
raid. But at the very last seeond,
Yuill, the Millwall ‘keeper, tipped
the leather over the bar,

A shout arose:  Cor-ner!”

To everyone's disappointment, Pay-
ton's kick went behind. Straight from
tha goal-kick, however, the
came again, storming down the
middle with Jimmy ahead and in pos-
sesgion. A sliding tackle robbed him;
the ball skidded to Grayson. Coolly
as any veteran, the ex-reserve drew
a man, and slipped it back to his
leader. The red-headed centre,
side-stepping his marker, stampeded
for gpoal again.

Like lightning the TLioms' backs
closed in on him, He nursed the ball
beautifully until they were almost in
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charging distance, then, with perfect
judgment, he flashed the ball through
them, midway between poalpoets and
corner-fag. Payton, racing in on his
toca from the touchline, took it im
full stride. Yuill ecame out of his
goal—and the wing man let fly.

Then the Rovers were only onc
down !

“Goal! Goal!”

“That’s a Raiiton goal, lads! Eeep
it up, Rovers!”

The Millwall defence
teeth., This was what the¥ had fearcd
—an overwhelming rally by the Rail-
ton forwards, too tricky to tackle,
too fast to mark. Grimly they set
about hanging on to their slender
lead: o cﬂ-:-um of fcrvent protest
rected each kick to touch.
“Win-dy !

“Keep it on the island 1”

But the Rovers knew all about such
tactice. They were like men pos-
sessed, all out to win., Ewery maon
there knew what it had eost Jimmy to
keep the club going. Defeat in the
last and greatest match of the year
was unthinkable !

In a swaying, racing line the
slashed their way towards Yuill, the
ball flashing from man to man till
the spectators prew dizzy and hys-
terical, watching its vivid advanee.
Time and again they seemed bound to
seore. Buf always some hard-fighting
Lion would check the raid at the last
moment, and the disappointed for-
wards would fling a  brief, grim
glance at the green-jerseyed ‘keeper
as if to say:

“Not now, perhaps—but soon !”

They would not be denied.

Fifteen minutesa from fime, in a
whirlwind attack, the equnaliser came,
A foray by Millwall had broken down
in the home penalty avea. Harve
nipped in to clear, flicked the ball
to Blake; and from Blake the move-
ment spread like a flame, running
from Riley to Miller, Atkins, Miller
arain, and over across to Payton,

“Ro-o-vers I

“Mill-wall I

Going all out, the winger picked
up the ball, pushed it past a back,
hooked it chest-high across to Jimmy.
There was no time to pull it down
aud shoot, the Lions' centre-half was
almost at his shoulder. 8o, taking
off stifly in his stride, the young
leader met the poss with a lithe
swing of his head and powerful
shoulders. Yuill dived full length
for the sizeling header. He was just
too late.

The scores were level !

Of that closing period of a preat
mateh no one, not even the Railton
reporters, had any clear idea. The
air was thick with flying hats and
programmes, clicers thundered round
the ground lke broadsides, and
Tover and Lion flung themsclves into
the game, spurred by the fever of the
orowd and the glorious f{renzy of
tlhiose last™few minutes,

Strive as gallanily as they might,
the Londoners could not stem the
mighty flood that poured dewn on
them now. Turning, twisting,
dribbling, and passing, the Rovers’

set  their
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Without steadying himself, Jimmy swung his right loot, and sent the ball smashing into the net !

forwards, backed by their hard-
driving halves, crashed into  the
vrangl attack.

Millwall zave up the widficld

hattle, retreated doggedly to pack
their goal. Shots of every description,
from  whizzingy goround-drives to
aceurate headers, poured in on the
’hq‘:t:pr:'r, wha covercd himself with
glory, while {wo tired but cool-eved
Lbacks helped him mizght and main.

The ball whistled in front of
Jimmy, just inside the visitors® halk,
IMe trapped it in & flash, knocked a
half-back fiying, and went away in
a lightning, zigeag dribble, swerving,
side-stepping, the ball at his toex.
Ahcad of him his forwards spread
nut, seeking for gaps, waiting for
lhe well-known, accurate pass that
presently wounld come.

The Lions waited for if, {oo. They

crouched  warily, cach marking a
nean,
But that pasz never arrived.

At the cdge of the penalty arvea,
after a  dazzling  corkscrew run,
Jimmy lifted his head quiﬂklg. A
thin youns man in the stand suddenly
realised his intention. Leaping intn
Lhie air, he flung up his arms.

“That's it, Jimmy! Go yourself
v sereamed.

The crowd took it up.

“Go on, Jimmy "

“On your own. ho

“Mark that red-head!
Millwall 1#

Appeale, cheers, and yells rose fo
an indescribable babel as Jimmy,

e

Mark him,

%glidin past a  would-be tackler,
weaded suddenly and fiercely for goal.
He had forpotten his comrades, for-
sotten everything save the appalling
diu and the fact that he must score—
must seore fo lift the Movers into the
First Division!

Mozt szcore! Al he could see was
{he ball, writhing before him on the
rreen earpet, Lers darted at it from
nowhere, and he steerced it past them;
men, sobbing for breath, barped into
him, and he fended them off or
swayed away.  And always the ball
ran hefore him—nuearer and nearer bo
those white posts.

At last blue jerseys scemed  all
around him. Btill he fought on in
the oreatest dribble of the scason.
Suddenly the men in blue fell away—
he was clear; and inta the picture
came a green jersey this time, with
two gallant Dhands shooting out to
pick the ball from his toes. Ewen
as they almost elosed round the
leather, however, his twinkling toes
hooked it away from that fatal grasp.
He side-stepped the "keeper daintily.
A roar as of tortured demons hooled
in his car:

“Shoo-oot, Jimmy! Shoot! Shoot !™

Without steadying Thimself he
swung his right leg. His vicious hoot
hit the ball with a solid plunk—it
scemed to shoot away into the dis-
tance, and all at ﬂhnfa he saw :511; ﬂ:ﬂi
in rgeously, perfectly, right be-
twg{ser%’ﬂ tha uprights and into the
empty net beyond,

A coreat shout rolled acain to the
skies ;

“Goal I

I'hen Miller, Grayson, and Harvey
scemed io hurl themselves from the
very ground, and Jimmy vanished be-
neath their fanatieal embraces.

Somechow or other the hball was
kicked-off again, but mo one scemed
to Tweed much. The crowd was still
cheering that marvellous, intoxicat-
ing run; there were but a few scconds
still to go. Mardly had the ball been
got in motion when, clear and shrill,'
cnme the final whistle,

The Rovers had won the game—and
promotion.

- . - & [}

If the whistle had been a trumpet-
eall, the erowd eonld not have rallied
gquicker. Out of the estands and
terraces they pourcd, hmrling them-
sclves recklessly on to the ficld of
play, surrounding the laughing,
panting, fleeing Rovers and hoisting
them into the air.

Round the ground Jimmy and his
men were borne on the shoulders of
cheering lunatics, up and down until,
exhausted but supremely happy, they
were carried to the stand, where Bill
Mye fought his way to Jimmy by
main force, and hauled him over the
raila.

“ Spee-eech, Jimmy! Spee-ee-ech!”

It was an historic afterncon., After
five long seasoms the Rovers were
zoin u}i again, Breathlessly tle

facxer Liprsny.—No. 1,196.
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young player-owner turnced to face
the erowd. He held up his hand.

“Thanks !" he panted at lask, when
the pandemonium ceased, * Thanks—
all of you! And next scason—we'll
try to de as well—iu the First
Division !™

With that his own footballers
closed round him and rushed him to
the dressing-room. Following 1n
their wake ran Tim Osborne, with
tears of excitement staining his hot,
dust-grimed cheeks, and Henry
Sylvester trying hard to recover his
dignity without a hat or collar!

“Now, lads, cne last cheer ! roared
a brazen-throated supporter.
“All together I

“ Up—the Rovers!”

The battlecry sounded in  the
dressing-room below. George Harvey,
pmshing Jimmy forward, faced the
ofher men.

“And now a private cheer of our
own, fellows! For our own lad, who's
given up a fortune for us and pulled

us through. Hip—hip—-="
Tt was the best cheer of the
altornoon !
THE EXD.

(W hatever you do, chuns, don’t miss
the opening instalment of “ITHE
ISCAND OF SLAVES! further par-
tivulners of which appear on page 2 of
tisis dfesue. It Rieks off in nezf week's
bumper number of the DMagxer, Order
gour eopy in good lime!)

Lr——

e

=

Spr=—

HERE'S ANOTHER PRIZE-
WINNING JCKE

for which Miss W. Ryder, of 34, Hoxton
Road, Ellacombe, Torquay, has been

awarded o of ouy useful

SHEFFIELD STEEL PENKNIVES.

Littie Jimmy had been sent io
echool for the fArst fime and his
mother was anxious fo hear what
had taken placa, '*Wall, Jimmy,"
she said; *"and how did you get
on 7" “"Quite all right; mummy,"’
gald the Little one: ""but | didn't
get the pressnt.' " Present?"’
gqueried the fond parent. ‘*What
present, Jimmy ?'" " Wall," an-
awered Jimmy, ‘“teacher aald to
rme; °‘Sit there for the present,’
and 1 sat thers Al the morning
and didn't get it!"

Make a point of winming one of these

THE MAGNET

CHUMLEY FOR SHORT!

(Continued from page 24.)

Twice Mr. Queleh spoke to him, un-
heeded, and he was picking up his cane
when Bob Cherry drew DBunter’s atten-
tion with a kick under the desks. Thero
was a yelp from Bunter,

“Yow-ow I

“Bunter ' hooted Mr., Quelch.

“Ow!  Somo beazt kicked e, sizl™
gasped Bunter.

“I asked vou @ question, Bunter !V

“Oh! Did you, sir! I—I mean, I—1
heard wou, siv! I—JT was paying attcn-
tion all the time, sir.” _

“1 asked yvou,” said Mr. Quelch, in a
rumbling voice, * what did King Vor-
tigern give the Saxons for their help
against the Picts and Seot=i"

“Pots of money, sir——-"

“Wha-a-at ¥ stuttered Ar. Queleh.
Ignovant of the important matters oe-
cupying Bunter’s fat mind, he was sur-
priged by that answer.  “Upon my
word ! ¥You have not been- listening to
me, Bunter! Who was INing Vor-
figern ¥

“ A-—a new chap, sir.”

“A what?” cjaculated Mr, Quelch.

“*J--I—1 mean—*

“Take o hundered lines, Bunter.”

“0Oh log' '™

Bunter tried to give a little attention
after that, 1t was irritating, when he
had matters of so much preater conse-
quenee to think out. Tut such was life !

After schoeol, freed from the trivial
mabiers that My, Quelch deewmed 1me-
portant, DBunter was able to give his
whole fat attention to the things that
really mattered. Tatters walked away
with IHarry Wharton & Clo., and Billy
Bunter repaired to the Remove passage.

e might have becn scen, a5 a
novelist would say, leaving Study No. 7
with a stack of books under his arm,
which he convered into No. 1. Ie re-
mained there with hiz property.

Meanwhile, Harry Wharton & Co,
woere taking the new junior for o stroll
ronnd the school. On their woy back
they called in at the school shop for
supplies for tea, laden with which, they
walked back to the House, They came
up to the Remove possagre in a cheery
crowd, and Boly Cheyry kicked open the
door of Study Ne. 1.

“*Hallg, halle, halle!™ he ejaculated,
as a fat figpure rose from the study arm-
chair. “Iz that Dunter, or a porpoiso
escaped from the Zoo#”

“0h, really, Cherry—"

“"Want anvithing, Bunter!”
VWharton, as the juniors came in.

*(Oh, really, Harvry, old chap-—?°

“Wall, et off,” said Nugent.

“Oh, really, Franky——"

“Haool 8! said Johnny Bull,

asked

EVERY SATURDAY

awn study, I suppose,” said Bunter. "1
say, you fellows, you can stop to tea”

“Wa can stop to tea 7' ejaculated Dob,

“¥Yes, you're quite welcome,” snid
Bunter. “In fact, I—I like to sce you
fellows about the study., After all,
we're pala! I say, Cholmondeley, old
man, I've deeided to dig in this study,
after all. I was only j-)-joking yester-
day, you know! He, he, .IJ'ue g
h,“M&' ‘at!” paid Tatters, staring ab

im,

“I'm no snob,” said Bunter, I don't
mind you being a low rotter, old chap.
Dash 1t all, I've stood Toddy, and I can
stand you! HSay no more about it.”

Harry Wharton gave the Owl of the
Remove an expressive look, and placed
the study door wide open.

“Travel I he said laconically.

“Now, look here, old chap—"

“Bunk ¥

“Yes, 'ook it, you blooming freak!”
sald Tatters.

“I—I say, Cholmondeley, old bean,
I—1 never really turned you down, you
know! Only my little j-j-joke! The—
the fact is, I rather like you! Shut
that door, Wharton, old fellow.”

“Qet on the other side of it first.”

“0Oh, really, Wharton!  This. bein
my study—"

“Are vou travelling "

“No!” roared Bunter, “TI'm jolly
well staying here, and I've jolly well
brought my books, and I'm jolly well
gﬂinﬁr_" ]

“We'll give you something to cure all
that I said Bob Cherry checrily, * Now
then, all kick together!  One—two—
three—go [V

*“ Yarooooooh !

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Billy Bunter travelled. He travelled
at expross spead. With six boots lung-
ing behind him, Bunter fairly flow. A
flazh of Lightning had nothing on Bunter
at that momoent,

Bump !

Whiz, whiz, whiz, whiz! Bunter’s
books followed him out. A Latin
grammar landed on his ot chin, a dic-
tionary on his fat noese, other velumes
on various parts of his portly person.
For some moments volumes fell round
Bunter like leaves in Vallambrosa,

Blam!

The door of Study No. 1 closed.

“Ow! DBeasts! Ow !

Bunter staggered up. Evidently there
was nothing doing. Even Billy Bunter
realised that now. Slowly and sadly he
tottered away to No. 7. There he made
the interesting discovery that Toddy had
had his tea—and there was nothing left.
Bunter sat down in the armchair and
groancd.

E

THE EXD,
{Muke snre you vead the nexd yarn in

: “The hookiulness is the proper caper, this topping scrics, ontitled: “"THE
usﬁful,pm”*-tf"dw' chums. my estcemed and absurd Bunter,” said NYSTERY OF THE PAPER
YOU DON'T KNOW WHAT YOU Huireo Jamset Ram Singh, CHASE ! TYou'll vote it a real corker,
CAN DO UNTIL YOU TRY! “I'm not likely to hook it out of my eclumst)
MAE"‘; _THIGHS ebte,—FParcels, 2/d4, 5)6. Ventriloguizt's HQME
Instrument. Tnvisible, Imitate Dirds.
Pricedd. cach,4forl/-.—T. "r'irl'.ﬂ H.l?l“iEll}rl. 239, Pn:rlall?r-;;ﬂ l'i!E'Hl‘[T}.lgﬂﬂﬂ": :f? E{E:I%::F::T CINEMATG GRAPHS
FLE Trgd,

“BOY KING"”. TRIANGULAR PKT. FREE!

110 diferent including world"s youngest fuler,
TOGWNEEND (T.J.5.),

e

e

2k, weslage only,
LIVERPOOL,

LISBEURN
Anmrging Coorse, Bfa,
Bouk, — ETEBETMN G

BE TALL Road, LONDON, N

Your Height inepeaged in 14 days, oF money back.
femd STAMEP WOW [or Froe
%‘H’EETEH, 28, Dean

Gample Fllm i/
and 275, post frep.

3 1
NS\ FILMS ALL LENGTHS & SUBJECTS.

iy

Ay FORD’S {PsptA %), 2167 arign

FILMS AND ACCESSORIES.

PROJECTORS *4riiryirom

Film Spoole, Rewlnders, Lighting
tn, Screons: ﬂpru:ufm. ate,

MAGIC TRICKS .57,

1hem an Feur pals—yonu'll acore &wery ime,

AND PUZZELES.-— Brfiiing, amnsing, meys-
Jumsl b thivne for parcy .
Satinple scborfion, Y06, wilh
Tisr of 150 Tricky, Puziles, and Jokes—JFohn J, Richards, Coventry,

ey

GROW TALLER!

ADD INGHEHR to your heixhs,
Details fres. - JEDISON, 30,
BOND STREET, BELACEPDOOL.

APPROVAL APPLICANTS. forl Gy coniricn

including Greenband.—WAY, Mareton Grove, WALLASEY.

BLUSHING,

SHYNESS.—For PEEE parficnlars simple home
e weite M.
Row (Box 16T), LONDON, W.0.1

NUGHES, 7. Southammpton

STOP STAMMERING ! {ursyovisell 25 IO, Par | 300 STAMPS
HUGHES, 7, SOUTHAMETON ROW, LONDONMN, W.C.1, L

LL

FGH Gd cabroad 10-% dnchudige Aiepesi, Itae
bitgions, Ol Daslaa, XNigowrka, New Sonbth

Walea, odd Coaxar, pie,—%W, A, WIITE, Engine Lone, LYE, Stourbridgs.
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TOBACCO HABIT CURED

Remowve boys who hove eontracted the
harmful and perfiicious habit of smoking
cigaretios, pipes, or cigars, are carncsily
requested Lo call ot the undormnoied address.
I promize to break them of the habit
within five minutes. Hundreds of suc.
cessful cures already aceomulished !

THE ELQEE.-E% SATURDAY

Edited by
HARRY
WHARTON,
F.G.I%

LATEST
EXTRA

‘GOOD

15

ARE

mﬂ- ﬂtﬂ.nﬂwz mil’s !  Puareols of clothing should bo
ah Rl addrezsed ;
— ALONZO  TODD'S MISSIONARY

Apply : 11, 8. QUELCH, Eaq.,

Masters’ Passage,

LAUGH

ANNUAL MARBLES CHAMPIONSHIP

ALL NOISY ON THE
SECOND FORM FRONT

The first thing that struck me in the Second Form room where
the great annual Marbles Championship was fought out was
boohy-trap which the Second Form faps had erectoed over the
by way of a welcome to their Third Form opponents, Ho
laughter and applause went up when the fags fou vy had
sccurod bigger game atill, in the shape of a Removite !

“ Grogogh ! I gasped. * You young rascalsg—-"

* XNo time to listen to old fozeys!" enapped Dicky Nupent.
" Here's the Third, If you want to stay and see the game, old 'un,
youn'd better ba quiet 1™

And Nugent minor hastily dodged behind the desk before I
could give an nw.mﬁ.awimwm reply with my foot. Having come to
report on the match, I overlooked the matter and took up my stand
by the “ alloy * which had been marked out on the floor.

The mysteries of marbles are unknown to me, but judging by the
mrofessional eriticisms of the inky-fingered past-mastera who
ryarmed round the ' alley,” the game is quite as thrilling as
American football or cock-fighting,

The rules of the game, unfortunately, seem to be in a chaotie
state, and as there was no nmpire, the contest was stopped at
frequent intervale while Tubb and Paget, and Wingate minor of
.tE Third, and ﬁpﬁw and Myers and Nugent minor of the Second,
indulged in acrimontous debate. The listener's impwession of the
fame was something like this:

Tap! Click!
-—r_.:,. “Foul!l™
. .. £ mﬂ.&“_u.maq

* Do you say bosh to me, Gatty 7™

“ Yes, and pifflo, too, Tubby !

** Hear, hear ! ™

., Don’t you * hear, hear’ him, Myers 1"
* Rata I'
*“ And many of 'em ¥

* Look hers, Nugent minor s

“ Look lera, Paget M

ie ..H-.ﬂ.HH H b ]

And o on.  With the audienes joining
in enthusinstically, the din was terrifio |

After about on hour's fleree argument, interspersed with one or
iwo grim throws by tho mavbles players, thers was a wild outbreal
of cheering on the part of the Second Form * fans ™ and T gathered
that Dicky Nugent and his fellow-conspirators had won the geme,
The cheering was interrupted by a chorua of “ Yahs !" and dark
reforences to foul play from the visitors. Tubb even went so far
aa to pick up the head of a herring from the fireplace and put it
down Gatty's neclk.

That did it | Uttering elirill demands for vengeance, the Second
JFormers flung themselves at their guesta. Tubb & Co., with yells
of © Buck up, Third ! and * Socl it into em ! ' met the onslaught
witlh bloodthirsty gles, and in a few eeconds the Form-room
resernbled a battlefield,

I decided that it was time to retreat. Marbles can probably be a
pentle, uplifting pastime, but es played in Greyfriars fag circles, it'a
sbout as gentlo and uplifting as a bull-fight !

TOPICAL TEASER

Wiy are Removo foothallers a very modest lot 7—EBEecouse there's
Little Side about them.

What’s the difference between Bunter hoating and someons
eriticising his weight ¥—One’s Fatty on the Sarl, and the other's
sarey on the fat !

Who's the most disreputablo fellow in the Eemove *—38, Q. 1
Field, because he's always " Squiify.”

Why does Mra. Mimble make one think of Robin Hood ?—
Lecauss she runs the GreyI'RLIAR TUCKshop,

What's the difference between Prout’a stud
ni greengrooery !—Une's Prout's Irusscls an
Blrouts

carpet and a stock
the ovther's Brussels

MAJESTY OF
LAW DEFIED

OLD OFFENDER

Horsee James Coker, of no
aceupation, was brought up on &
warrant, charged with uging s
motor-cycle possessing an ineffi-
cient silencer. Prizsoner, who was
tugged into the dock by a dozen
powerful wardera, réfused to
plead, and kept up a deafening
roar of abuse throughout the
proceedings.

dergeant Dick Russell, for the
prosecution, said that Coker was
an old customer, who had besn
before the Court many times for
assaulting the police and for other
erimes of violenee, The facts of
the caso were that Coker waa
testing the wretched econtraption
he thought fit to call a motor.
eyele (laughter) up and down the
gravel path near Little Side while
the Remaove were atfooterpractice,
The noise of the engine was terrific,
and not only put the players off
their same, but alse prevented
their hearing the comments of
Wharton, who was licking them
mto sghape at the time. He
(Serjoant Ruasell} sugpested thaot
the maximum penalty permitted
by the law be inflicted.

Mr. Justice Wharton (sternly):

“ Prigonor at the m.m.M mqruﬂ :w.ﬂ__w
o1 tao eay in r dafence 1 7

i m:_.mm.u:mm.____ Amuhnﬂﬂmﬁmu_,__ S 1

smash you! Tl spiflicate you!

'l jolly well——"

Judge : * Will somebody kindly

supply him with an efficient
silencer for that great, gaping
envorn in front of his fnce 7

{Laughter.)

After Coker had been provided
with an efficient silencer in the
shape of a muffler stuffed into his
mouth, the Clerk read out a long
list of previous convictions.

Judge: “Looks as if this
merchiant i3 ag bright o specimen
aa you'd find outsmide Dartmoor !
I fine prigsoner ten dozen jam tarls,
with the alterpative of a dozen
atrokez with the map-pole and a
bottle of ink inverted over his
head.”

As prisoner made no attompt
to pay the fine he was rushed
sway to the Exeeution Shoed and
the sentence was carried oub with
the uwimost rigour. 1t is hoped
that the exemplary punisliment
moted out to Colzer will warn
future delinquents that W Grey-
friars it doesn't puy Lo set the low
at delianes |

SET

.

-

The firat thing to do in testings §
wireless.set ia to fake the HT
hattery and place one hand on the
positive terminal and the othero
the mogative. If you jump upi
the air with a yell, it's positively

negative, it's positive it fan't!
oxt, talte out the valves om

by one and dash them to the flogr,

It they break, it shows they're no |

while if they survive, Hﬁ__q !
probably won't be any more good, |
anyway ! .m

The accurnulator should be th
noxt article to engago attention
Parhaps you feel a doubt as ko b
whether 1t containg acid ar not!
Very well; just slop some over §
w‘%ﬁu%.nn and mmﬁ iWMM& happens

it burns rapidly.spr
in your clothes, .q__q%._m"_ H.EFMN than m
that it's acid all right. _

Little remains to be dom}
beyond taking out the warishlh
condenser and jumping on it;

malke 1t much more varianble thaa §
it was before. #
To reassemble the set. pat all
the valves in the wrong holes anl
connect  up  all

&

ot

e S ey

terminals where the negative ought §
to and wice versa, Hi ..—
earth the aerial and nerial ﬂ_w
earth, then switech on. If .ﬂam
iear & sound like a muffled exple
sion, followed by a shriek, you'll
know  you're  listeming-in  to
Chicago.

RADIO REPLIES, :

* Bowsy ”  (Btudy No. 10).—
What you heard was not Pckimg
but Stett in the next study, prac
tising on & onc-string fiddle. |

}

_..ﬁmu_mu.mnma_. ta bBe thoero ot Hhe
tima !
* Przzrep V' (Btudy No. 0

gends us somethinz he has just
hought from DBlanklcey's in Court.
field and oaks why he can't pel
the National FProgramme on it

The reason, °° Puzzled,”' iz thet
(Continued ! foor of wext column,)

H.O.T.BATTERIES |

Bantiar almost resulted in swords

A WIRELESS }

GROW FAT,

e
S

January 17th, 1931.

pe

THOUSANDS OF CANNIBALS

For lack of wann trousers, socks, ovoer-
coata and woollen wests, Oh, my fricnds!
Panse and consider their great necd hefore
vo oxchange your discarded habilitwents ot
the doyr for an aspidistra or & papor wind-

CATCHING COLD

SUIPLY BOCIETY,
Hoemove Fassago.

e T

KISSING INSTEAD OF KILLING

Sensalion-followed sensation b

reyiriars this weel,, when o mis-

piterstandi between  Paul
Prout, I9sq., M.A., the master of
s Filth, and Monsieur Char-

two and coffes for ona! It

faried about an hour after Prout

working, but if the results am§ Frogay

s beor fool, yea
i Prout fairly jumped, but in view

% Wil the fact that he and the Fronch
atrong enough to stand the strain, Buter had been bosom pals a

il Frogry had been for a walk,
§iorme which they had diseovered
fivntor out of bounds and marched

m back for six on the hand.
left him, Prout heard

im say : ““Zat man Prout, 'e is

___u.

sment before, cama to the eon-

fhwion that his ears had misled

§ Noxt time they met, Mossoo

tinctly heard DProut remark:

*Ohdear ! Iere comes that frog-

atine bounder, Charpentier

_uu

“Vat vou say to mo, jan't it 17

i [ u..m..H-_n_m

Prout _n.n_w_%m .m.num_lmmm,

“1 haven't said anything, vet.

ot is w_,,ﬁ roatter with you, my
BIT

¢ "Ver' funny ; Teink I'car you,”

aid M. Charpentier, looking ver
the effect of this last move iz b Bumivionz k 5 :

Per'aps, zen, 1 am

nistaken viz myself.'

‘ And he let it po at that.

1y
tho positivs {h

But
mngely enough the same thing
urred again sovoral times alter

m.ﬁnmwﬂ thought he heard
oot call him  *' that French
list " and  ““that snail-eating

wmigner ' ¢ on the other hand,
oyt H_.m.:m_:._ he heard W-.nﬁm..%
Hirees himm as ** fat H..rw_m.ﬂ d E..-.m_

UEnglish fool wiz no brains.'
oot and Fropgy became dis-

ly cold to one another.

|i The climax was reaclied when
mut caught the Frenchy's voice

Aying ** Prout is zo beeg liar; ze

iggest pame 'a over shoot is vab

o call ze bunny-rabbit | 7

1
170 Prout,

whose big-gamo-
miing prowess is supposed to be
% long suit, that statement was
m a red rag to o bull. He

Jged over to M. Charpentier,

fid sont you & toast-rack instead

4 on, for 10 foolscap sheets

ifly foaming at the mouth.

div Replies.
anfinted from previows column.)

ankley's have made o mistake

swireless.set.  Next, please !

..E.En__ Fam " (Study No. 9).—
Degpite insulation, the oscillator
it being too near the differential
action condenseras, il detector
id cot! iz affected . . Y and
] We
ve Juat enough brenth left fo
___."_ r: Same to you, ' Radio

“How dare +ou, sirl™ e
roared. * For Ewm pins, I would
twoale your mizerable nose 17

“Vat! Vat! [Is it zat you
'ave been drinking vhisky t"”
gusped Mossoo, An nstonishment.

*1 advise youto go to your room
m:%‘uam you say, slesp "im off, isn't
it?’

“¥illain! Not content with
calling me a liar, you now seek to
blacken my character atill further
by saying I have been drinking |
hooted the master of the Fitth.
*“ 1 demand an apology ! ™

* Zen 1 too demand ze apology,”’
said Froggy, waving his arma about
pxcitodly. I also am insult, vun,
two, treo timez and more ! You
apologise to me, n’esb.ce-pas § "’

“ Apologise be dashed, sir!”
snorted Prout. ** What you neood,
Mossco Charpentier, is not an
apology, but a thrashing ! ”

“"Ha, ha!" langhed M. Char-
pentier, sardomically, * Try 'im
eef you like ! Per'aps I trash you
instead, yvou beeg swanler, az you
gay t ™

Prout’s pafionce vanished sud-
denly, at that, and he longed out
at the Frenchman's boko with
| deadly intent. But Frogey eluded
him and managed to get hold of
hias opponent’'s ¢ar and give it a
savage twish,

* You vill "ear from me again 1 7
he yelled, fiercely, then turned on
hia heel and hurriodly beat if,
W.E..Eﬂm._ Prout almost purple in the

ace.

Developments were swilt after
that. Half the School watched a
messenger deliver o note from
Prout to Froggy and an even
larger crowd watched Trotter, the
page, carry baclk the Fremechy's
reply. What that reply was we
could casily puess when we heard
that Prout had been caught having
a wild sword-fight with hia reflec.
tion in the mirror in his study.

In a stato of eaper anticipation,
we in the Remove got up long
before rizsing-hell next morning,
and scouts weore sent out to shadow
the movements of the two prinei-
pals in the drama. When they
cama hacl to report that they had
both quitted the liouse, wo fairly
rughed in parsuit.

Then Bunterattracted atiention.
On the way downstairs he was
chuckling ; on the steps of the
Housge he was laughing; and by
the time he was half-way across
the guad, he was roaring. We
mmvestigated the cause ; and then
the truth come ount. The row
between Prout ond Fropzy had
becm ennard entirely by Bunter's
venbriloguism ! o had  been

havinge lis own baelk on them for

HOW TOTEST| FORM MASTERS FIGHT DUEL

reporting him, by imitating their
respective voices at favourablo
momenta !

We couldn’t help sceing the
funny side of 46 ; but it was Loo
bad to think'of sllowing the old
freaks to fight 6 duel on account of
Bunter's little tricks, so we yanked
him along to confess.

Prout and Froggy wore dis-
covered behind the ¢ Eﬂ_m__ i their
shirt-sleeves, armed with swourds
and ready for anything. They
glarod, when they saw us; but
when they heord what Bunter,
with numerous promptings, was
able to tell them, the glares
voanished, they discardgd their
deadly weapons and Froggy
solernnly  kissed his opponent
instend of killing him! Bo de-
lighted were they that up to the
time of going to %_.__wmm they haven's
even reporied Bunter !

WANTED AND OFFERED,

WHY THROW AWAY YOUR
TEETH 1

We guarantee top prices {or un-
wantod false teeth. Offcra ‘made
alac for glasa eves, cork leps,
artificial knee-caps And leather
earg,. Once a client, always a
client! Bring along your spare
parta to the Old I emy,

FI1SH & Co., SBtudy No. 14.
FOR SALL.

Owercoat with Astrakhan collar.
Also white rubber cuffs with lifa-
like dizmond links printed on,
black eombrero hot and mittena
and spats. Ownor retiring from
the stage owing to Inckof a “ie
tion, Apply WILLIAM WIBLEY,

Study No. &

GHOST OF
GREYFRIARS

A thrill of fescinated liomor hos
swept through the School at the
report that o ghost hnas appeared
at Greyirviars. BMr. 1'rout is the
gentleman 1o whom we are
indebted for most of our informa-
tion, It appears that he had just
discarded his spectaclea alter o
long evening's reading and wos
walking upstairs to bed when e
saw on the landing o ghoatly
apparition, holding ita head in ita
hands.

Mr. Prout, who is rather short-
sighted without his glaszecs, cannot
swear to ita being a hend, but con-
fesses that it waa a round object
very similar in size and shape to a
human headpiece. On his ap-
proach, the ghost glided away I
the direction

of the Re-
move dorme-
itory. At
lagst, it
went away
in that

direction:
Mr, Prout is
not quite
suro about
the ghdm

park, o8 414
thinks that
perhaps it
walked or
ran.

On mxmm% preesed to describe
the ghost, Mr. Prout stated that
it appeared to be short and fat—
something like Bunter, in fact
‘I'he circumstance was immediately
brought to the notice of our Prize
Forker, and although nobudy sug-
gested 1t, Bunter at once demied
the possibility that the ghost had
been himself and the “head ™ &
pudding from the kitchen. By a
strange coincidence, it was after-
wards found thet a pudding wos
actunlly mizsaing from the kitchen
and that a trail of crumba led up-
atairs to Bunter’s bed. Naturally,
these inoxplieable discoveries did
not oxplain the ghost. Investi-
gators of the aupernatural have
spent days on the problem,

but the mystery is still unsolved.

[rere—
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AWCTION SAIL

Rare Collections Presented Free

Dicky Nugent, Awetioneer, will dispose of the following lots in the

Seeond Form Iloom to-nite at 7 eo'tlock prompt.

Collectara amd

urged to seeze this opportunity and roll up in their thowsunda |

Lot 1. Unecl eollection of sigarette.cards,
Lot 2. Rare collection of matehboxes.
Lot 3. Several handaum ginny-pigs.

Lot 4. Job lot of ma

Any follows turning

w:?m..aﬂ:-...i? ?wm.gww.
up with thie intontion of lar

et sattorm.

ting about will he

presented free, grattis and for nuthing, with a rave collection ol

thick oors!



