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mey fepresent part of 2. }
word, one, two, or three:
w-::'rds but not-moze than
B three wnrds‘

When you Imvc solved
the puzzle, write your solu-
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solution of the pur.'r]:
pnragﬂ.ph, and the twelve
other prizes will be awarded
it order of merit.

The Editor reserves the
right to divide the value of
the prizes should this be
NECASEATY, It is a distinet
condition of entry that the
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cepted as fnal.
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alterations or alternatives
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WHAT'S IN A NAME ¢ For Bunfer suddenly to discover thaet ke ig a ' direct descendant ' of Sir Williom de Bonterre

comes as no great shock te hisa Form-fellows.
the Earl, kis great, greal, greal-grandfather, Count Oliver Shalespeare, The fellow whe

They've all heard about Funter’s counin the Marquis, his uncle

fiddled while the cokes

zvere burning ! But this nete ltitled velation beals them all. Bunler adopte him, as it weve, tock stock, and borrell

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Looking for Bunter !
R, QUELCH, master of the Re-

M move, looked out of his studs
window.

It was ¢quite a pleasant after-
noon, and the old trees in the quad-
rangle glimmered with the green of
SPring.

Mr. Quelch's countenance contrasted
with the afternoon, Tt was not pleasant.

Harry Wharton & Co., coming along
the gravel path near their Form
master's window, noted it; and’ were
quite pleased to reflect that £ was a
]:atf-ho]i]itlw, with “no more Quelchy "
till the following day.

Mr. Queleh, with his head projecting
from his study window, somewhat like
the head of a tortoish from its shell,
glanced this way and that way, like
Moses of old,

Then he I‘.‘leEﬂ out:

“Whartan !

The captain of the Remove stopped ab
once.  His comrades stopped with him,

“EIEE Eil.q_.ril

“Where is Bunter?”

“Bunter 77 repeated Harry.

“Yes! Dunter ! rapped Mr. Quelch.

Where Billy Bunter was, wos quito
mmknown to Harry Wharton, Dunter
being an absolutely unimportant indi-
vidunl, the captain of the Remove was
not really likely to keep himself posted
az to Bunter's whercabouts

Bunter might be in the tuckshop—the
most likely Iﬁm’.‘{.‘mﬂr he might be taking
a snooze in Teddy's armechair in the
study; or he mught be going up amd
down and round about looking fov a
little loan from some unwary fellow;
or he might be scouting in the reigh-
Leurhood of the pantry, like a lion seek-
ing what he might devour. }larry
Wharton, certainly, did not know; awd
still more.certuinly he <id not care.

Mr, Quelch seemed to think that
Wharton oughi fo know where ho was,
-as apparcntly Mre. Quelch wanted Don-
ter just then, Wharten was enploin of
the Bemove, and hend boy in the Form;
and that position carricd responsibilitics

Land duties.
I umils,

But, really, there were
The most dutiful Form captain,
_he most assiduous head boy, could not
go cxpected to know, at any given
noment, just where to lay & finger on
ny member of the Form,

“Ihd vou hear me?” rapped oub Mr.
Juedch.

"Oh! Yes, =ir!" sand Harey.

“Well, where is Bunter 7

tarry Wharton did not explain to BMr.
Quelch that such a gquestion was a littl
unreasonable, and that lie could net be
expected to produce Bunter all of &
sudden, like a conjurer producing a
very fab rabbit ont of a hat. e did not
want to be detaincd for the alternoon.

Obviously, Mr. Queleh was cross; ame
when a2 Form master was oross, he had
to be treated with taet.

“1 don't know, sir,” said Harry.

“Really, Wharton—-"

“Bhall I look for him, s i

“Yes, ot once!™

T YVery well, sirt"
cheerfully as he could.

The Famous Five of ithe Remove were
about to start on s walk over to Chif
Houae,

They wanted to see Marjorie & Co. at
Cliff House, They did not want to sce
Billy Bunter,

Tilly Dunter, evidently, was the order
of the day.

“Bunter was ordered to come to my
study at hall-past two,” zaid Mr. Quelch,
1 have preparcd a detention task for
him. It 15 now threg o'clock, and Le
haz not eome, Find him at once, Whar-

sail Ilarry, o3

tor, and send him here—or, rather,
Liring hirm here!™

“Yery good, siv!”

Mr. Quelel disappeaved from  the
window,

Iarey Wharton looked at his chinne,

“ho’s that!” he romarked. “I've

t to Lunt for Bunter, and goodness
nows where the fnd bounder has ladden
hinesel.  You fellows ean get off, and
teave me to il, if yon like”

“(h, wvot!” eaid  Frank Nuogent.
“Weo'll help von!™

“ Yoz vather!” apreed Dob Chervy.

A magnificent story of
Harry Wharton & Co. of
Greyfriars, featuring Billy -
Bunter in his latest
escapade.

By '
FRANK RICHARDS.
gmmmm Lk

“The rvatherfulness 15
assented Hurree Singh.

Johnny Bull, a fellow of few words,
Lave g grunt of assent.

8o the Famous Five, instcad of start-
ing for CHff House School, started to
ook for Bunter,

WNaturally, thev headed frst for the
uekshop in the corner behind the elms,
‘f Billy Bunter had any money, ik was
sertain that he would be found in Mrs.
dimble's little shop. 5o the chums of
he Remove hoped that he had received,
t last, the celebrated postal-order -he
wad long been expecting from one of his
itled relations.

They found several Hemove fellows
n the school shop; but the rotund figure
of William George Bunter was not dis-
cernible among them,

“You fellows scen
Harry.

“Look in the Form-room,” said Skin.
ner, ‘" He's detained this afterncon.”

“He hasn't turned up for detention,”

“h, my hat!™

“ Do you know where he iz, Toddy ¥
You're his keeper, vou know,” =aid Bob
Cherry.

Poter Todd shook his head,

“Haven't seen him since dinner,” he
answeled,

The Famous Five moved on. Their
next visit was paid to Study No. T, in
the Remove passage, which helonged 4o
the Todds, Bunter, and Dutton, Whaerton
looked in: but there was no ample form
filling up the study armehair to its full-
est capacity. DBunter was not there.

“Pother!? said the captain of the
Remove. “ This is veally too thick, you
know, Where can that fat bounder
hﬂ?“

“Cione oul of gates, perbapes.”

“He wouldn't have the nerve, when
he's under detention,” said Jolmy Budl.
“Perhaps somebody’s asked him to a
fead, That wonld make Bunter {orget
detention or anyiling else.”

“But who—and where ?”

“Lel's root along the paseage.”

Tog Macxer Lignarv.—-2o. 897,

tervifie,”

asked

Bunter
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The chums of the Remove procecded
ta “root™ almg the passage, trying
study after stady.

Mot of the Remove fellows were oud
of deors that fine alternoon; hnt thug
found Aauleverer in Stuwdy No.o 18
teking o rest on hiz sofa.

“Bunter heve, Manly ™

“Fhank gooduess, no!” said his lord-

shug. . . il
“Iave von :cen lum sinee dinner ¥
“T'm tharkful to say 1 havenw't!

Surely you fellows don’t want 1o see
him 1 exclaimeod Lowmd Mawleverer, in
LER bR i ’

“Quelchy  wants him—he's  dodging
detention!” growled the raptain of the
Remove:  “ Where the thuomp can he

Iy ¥ .

Thoe Famons Five went on thewr way.
They found Mark Linley in Study No.
13, swotting Greek, DBut 3larvk had seen
nothing of Bunter,

“Let's draw the bhox.rooms,™ suge-
gested Bob Cherry, I lud's not there,
we'll ‘give it up, and tell Quelchy to go
and eat enke™

The box-rooms were degwn—in vain!
Billy Bunier was not to be diseovered,

The Owl of the Remove veally seemod
to have vamshed into thin atr.

“Well, we've done all we can,” =aid
Havry, " Nowlere else we can look for
the fat rabbit.”

1 suppose he wouldn't be in ihe
hbrary——*

“ Bunter! Not likelw !

“lie’s gone owt,”  said - Nugent
decidedly. ' Let's go and tell Quelchy.
We shall be late at CLiff Iouse™

Y Come on, then "

Harry Wharton & Co. procceded to
AMr. Quelel’s study, aud Tlarry tup‘?ed-
at his Form master's door and entered,

“I'm sorry, sit—I1 can't find Bunter,™

“Really, Whartorn—""  szand My,
Queleh crossly, )

“We've looked everywhere, sir™

“It iz somewhat hard, Wharton, if a
Form master ecannot, on aceasion, re-
oeive a litfle assistance from hiz head
boy,” said Mr, Quelch.

rarton wisely made no reply to that
remark.

He quite understood that an annoyed
Form master must be allowed to blow off
stoam, as it were.

Y ¥ou may go!” added Mr. Quelch
irritably,
" Thank vou, sig "

Wharton closed the door and rejoined
Lis chums in the passage, .

“All sereme,” he said.  “Let's cul,
before we're set to looking for somehody
celse, Quelehy’s rather savage (s after-

. noon.”

And the Famouns Five prompily “eut.”

— iy =

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

Bunter, the Book-worm !

R. QUELCIH was cross.
‘There was no doubt about

Lhat.

Billy Bunler would have
been a trial torany Form master, Toa
Fora master with a strict sense of duty
e was more than a trial,

Me. Quelch had a belief—-really almost
a pathetic belici—that fellows came to
Lreyiviars to learn things.

TEIE'I'IJ woere plenty of fellows ab Grey-
friarz who had mo such intention: and
Wilhamn Ceorge DBunter was one of
them.

Many Form maslers wouklld have given
up Bunter as o had job, and allowed him
t0 reuain in the state of henighted
ignorance it winel he wag quite happy
nid contented,

Tupe Maicxer LIBRARY.~ No. 897,
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Not so Mr. Quelch. IHe had a sense of
duty; and his sensze of duty way some-
times very painful to a feliow who was
lrath obtuze and lgey.

Rilly Bunter wq-l.llg have been satished

with & much leza-dutiful Form: master,
- When Bunter construed “ Arma
virnmaue cano” into *the armed man
and the dog,” Mr. Quelch was m-
clined to tear his hair—or’ Bunter's.

That morning Bunter's “con'™ had
bheen even. more hopeless than usual;
with the result that the Owl of the Re-
.move had been detained for the after-
noon ; and Mr. Quelch had preparved for
hie & nice little Latin exercise. Tt had
taken some of Mr, Quelch’s time; and
Alr, welch's: time, of course, was
valuahle,

And DBunter was dodging detention;
actaally be had not turned up wien
commanded, and My, Quelch’s nice little
detention taslk was left on his hands!

No wonder the Remove master was
Cross, .

He had a nomber of papers to mark
that afternoon; and, that task finished
and Bunter disposed of, he intended to
put m & bappy hour o two ai his
“History of ére}'friarﬂ," which [for
many years had been his relaxation and
his solace. He was going to enjoy an
hour or so looking out books i the
school library—musty old tomes, which
would have made the Remove lellows’
heads ache simply to look &t them, but
in which Mr., Quelch fairly revelled,

With fwo or three hefty volumes
under cither arm, he was gﬂj!"agl to return

i

to s study and sib down to hizs happy
task. ,
And  this  delightful  prospect  was

knocked on the head, so to speak, by the
slackness and disobedience of so uiterly
inzignificant a person as the most back-
ward member of his Form—Wiltliam
Grorge Bunter, :

Mr. Quelch went on marking papers.

He almost jabbed his pencil into the
papers, and it is quite probable that hé
dicgmnct. award so many marks as he
.'might have awarded under nicre pro-
pitious circumstances.

At half-past three he was finished.
Still Bunter had not appeared, and Mr.
Quelch rose from hiz stady table, and
looked out of the window again, to see
whether the Owl of the Remove wes in
sight, By that time Harry Wharton &
Co. were weoll on their way to Chff
House, and safely out of range.

Bunter was not to be seen.

Mr. Quelch's eves glinted under his
contractad brows.

He reflected for somme moments, un-
decided " wheother to seek the missing
junior personally, or whether to give

im a miss until cal-over,

It was possible that the Owl of ihe
Remove had gone out of gates for the
afterncon, tf he had made uwp his fat
mind deflinitely to cut detention; in
which case seeking him within the walls
of Groyfriars would have been a waste
of Mr. Queleh's valuable time.

That reflection decided Mr. Quelch to
leave Dunter over for the present, It
was excecdingly annoying to him, M,
- Quelch was a stickler [or diseipline—and
his commandsz had been disregardﬂd ;e
decd, wiltully disobeyed. Ho did not
want to leave Bunter aver iill roll-call, if
he could help it.

But it was pretty clear that he could
not help it; so he made vp his mind to
the inevitable,

ITo -mentally resolved that DBunter
should suffcr severely for hiz sinz, and
with that he bried to disniias the Owl of
the Remove from Ins mind.  Buof his
cyes were still ghinting as he Jeit hia

study and took his way to tle schoal
Liirayy.

fuct that

L with the
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That ancient dusky spot had the effeck
of restoring his calruness of spirit.
Spring sunshine glimmered in at tho
deep old windows, and glimmered on
calf-bound volumes—stack on stack of
them,

Volumes that the Greyfriars fellows
asked leave to borrow from the library
were nol, as a rule, bound in calf, T'heso

grous tomes were seldom disturhed
¥.anyona but Mr. Quelch. Accordi
to Blinner of the Remove, the He?tﬁ
sometimes took down an  immense
volume of the Scrmons of some earlier
headmaster of Greyiriars, with the
object of “eribbing ” [rom its contents,

nce Terople of the Fourth had dis-
covered Dryden’s Virgil in the library,
and made the happy discovery that it
wha very useful in “con,” and Ceal
Heginald Temple had tipped several
fellows the glad news, cansing & rush on
Dryden's Poetical Woarks.

My, Capper, who was the school
librarian, had been quite gratified by
this develapment of a taste for poetry
on the purt of hizs Form, and he had
rather boasted ebout it in the Mastery
room—till the fruth dawned uwpon him,
after which Dryden's Poetical Works
wera barred to the Fourth.

(Generally the taste of the Greyiriara
fellows ran to much lighter literature;
but Mr. Capper was always ready to
encourage any fcllow who showed a taste
for weighty reading. Indeed, fellows in
the Fourth had been known to get off
detention by asking Mre. Capper’s per-
mission  to  take down some  musty
valume,

Temple of the Fourth was quite an
artist- in that kind of leg-pulling.
Detained for wnpenctuality, or fov
leaving impots umn.:riuen, Temple would
ask “\ﬁ' Capper, in his blandest fone,
whether he could “have a shot at™
Chauvesr, after his dotention, h{rin%'
“yory interested in carly English, sir.’

Whereupon Mr. Capper would beam
on the artful Temple, and, as likely as
not let him off Lis detention, so that he
could pet on with Chaucer withoub lows
of Lime.

Of eourse, it was not oxactls nice o
have to =it in the library with a bulky
volume in inpomprehensible Old Fuglizh
when the other fellows were out ‘enjoy-
ing themselvez, But it was better then
detention, and Temple would have, as
g rule, a detective story with him—to
he slipped into his pocket when Mr,
Capper came along to inquire how he
was getking on with Chaueer,

It waz rather a grievance with the
Remove fellows that their own Form
master, Mr. Quelely, lacked the delight-
ful innocencg of Mr. Capper. They ap-
proved of innocence amd unsuspicious-
nest in & Form mastor.

But with Mr, Quelch such a chicken
wonld not fight. Skinner had iried it
aon once, and Mr. Qualch had guestioned
him closely. afterwards, and elieited- tha

gkiunm' lad not-read a singlo
line of Chaucer, and the last state of
Skinner was worse than his ficst. -

_The Remova master walked into the
Library and glanced round. In one of
the ancient leather chairs & fellow was
curled up, with a huge velume open be-
fore him. It was a junior, and ho wes
lying back at ease in the big deep chair,
great volnme propped on his
knees, -hiding him {rom view. with the
excoption of his {rovsers and fecf,

Alr, Queleh’s lip encled sardonically.

. He could see the title on the bhack of
the preat tome; it waz ‘Stodge’s
Covalier Belguea” Alr. Queleh knew
the date of that volume—1724,

- At that- date the printers bad the
tronldesome habit of ning two different
kinds of tha letter 5™ w0 that “a"



EVERY
MONDAY.

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

oceurring anywhere buk at the end of a !

word looked, as Temple had =said, like
a beastly 1"
ond.

Mr. Quelch could guesz exactly how
much the “Cavalier fleliqu&s," in that
stvle of printing, would be likely to
interest a Lower boy.

He had no doubt that this was one of
Mr, Capper’s boys, and that the happy
vouth had some much lizghter form of
iterature apen inside that great velume,
soreened from view by the hefty ealf
COVEers,

It was no business of Mr. Quelch’s;
he never interfered in the work of his
colleaguwes; Mr, Capper had his own
methods, and the Remove masier left
‘him to them.

he patd no heed, after a sardonic

lance, to the junier curled up in tha

ig chair, and who had evidently not
heard him enter,

He crossed over to the bookease he
wanted, &nd stood bofore it, scanning
the volumes.

A sudden ejaculation broke
silence of the big, dusky room,

1] uﬂ‘:ﬂ. |r:|ﬁ

Mr. Quelch started and spun round.

bimge

The ejaculation came from the curled |

up youth in the big chair, hidden by the

‘big volume: and it came in the .voice

of William George Bunter of the
ove,

It was not one of Mr. Capper's boys,
after all. It waa the missing Owl of
the Remove. There was Bunter, under
his Form-master’s eyves!

Mr. Quelch sot hig lips, and walked
acrosz to Bunter.

The fat junior was still unaware of
hia presence. Apparently he was deeply.
and intently interested in the volume

propped on hizs fat knees,
'bfr, ﬁgeldi halted before him, and |
looked down. on him, over the top o

the great volume.

Bunter did not look up.

His little round eyes, gleaming
through his big spectacles, were fastenc.]
on the printed page before him.

Ho decply was he engrossed in that
ancient bhool, that he did not observa
the Remove master, even when Mr
Quelch towered over him.

Slowly the wrath faded from Mr.
Quelch’s face, and an expression of
great perplexity replaced it

Bunter was reading the book itself--
there wos no ' paper-covered detective
story hidden inside the big weolume.
Amazing az it was, Dunter was earnostly
blinking his way through the dim old.
fasmoned print--wivi such earnestness
that ho was blind to his surroundinga,

Mr. Quelch was astounded..

Astonishod was not the word; he wus
astounded.  Flabberkasted would have
described his emotions, if Mre. Quelch
had ever heard of such a word.

Bunter—of all fellows! Bunter, the
dunce of the Form, the laziest fellow in
the Remove:; Dumter, whe had been
leard to describo the classies as pifla,
and history as rubbish, and Shakospeare
as rot! Mr. Quelch had himself heard

Bunter  delivering  those  valuable
opinions.

And now——

“Dless my s=oul! exclaimed Me

uelch., !

He was quite touched. DBuntor, evid-
cntly, had an unsuspected studions
stratn In him.  This was why he had
ll:::tr atten detention-this was why e
L

failed to a?pe&r in Mr., Quelch's
study—because he was  se  intensely
carncat in his study eof this anciens
volume! Ib was amazing, but there
was! Lor once, Mr. Quelch felt quute
kindly towards his laziest and most barck-
ward pupil, and he felt that he had been
unjuet to Bunter

and worried a Iellow no

kel ey
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‘ Bless my soul! " exclaimed Mr. Quelch, staring hard at Bunter. Bunter jumped,
and the bulky volume slipped from his fingers. Crash !- The weight of thai huge
volume was considerablo. It dropped fasir and square upon Mr. Queleh’s tos |
* Yooooop ! "' The yell Mr. Quelch zave rang through the library. (See Chapler 2,)

“Bless my soul!”
Bunter jumped.
The exclamation startled him, and he
blinked ug at the Remove master.
o

“Oh " he ejaculated. .

The great volume slipped from his
fingers.

Crash !

The weight of that luge calf-bound
vilume was considerable, It went down

with & terrific crash. That really would
not have mattered very mueh, if it had
ona directly to the floor. But Mre

utlch was standing directly in front
of Dunter, and it was upon lus foot
that the ponderous tome landed.

* ¥ ooooop "

The well Mr. Quelch gave rang
throwgh the librarv, swakening overy
ocho of that wsually repﬂsefuf: apart-
maent. And the next moment Billy
Bunter was freated to the extraordinarcy
sight of a greve, middle-aged Forin-
master dancing on one foot, and clasp-
ing the other with both hands,

Bunter and Bonterre !
OH! Ow! Ab! Oh! Qaosaoch!”
Billy Bunter blinked at his
Form-mazter in terror,
was fully occupied with bis toe. There
was & corn on the toe smitten hard by

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
T
“(h, dear ™ gasped Dunter.
At the present moment Mr. Quelsh
the crashing tome; a corn that often

gave Mr. Queleh twinges:; and which
was, indeed, well known in the Lower
Fourth. Wet weather brought on
twingesz of that cornm: and that fact was
so well known in the Bemove that on
rainy days the fellows knew that they
had to boe very, very careful,

It was more than a twinge the Remove
master was feeling now.

Supported, like a stork, on one leg,
he clasped his  injured foot, in deep
anguish, uttering a series of ejacula-
tions. For the moment he forgot even
Bunter. Bk the Owl of the Kemova
was well aware that Mr. Quelch’s atten-
tion would turn to him, sz scon as he
had finished, so to speak, his song and
dance. And leaving the massy tome
whers it had fallen, Billy Bunter
squirmed out of the chatr, and scudded
townrds the door,

* Bunter "'

The Owl of the Remove had just

‘reached the door, when Mr. Quelch's

l

volce called him.

He heasitatesl.

“RUNTER'"™

The fat junior
back.

“Y.g-ps, sir!™” he mumbled.

“Ieturn hore at onee”

Y fmif-=if vou pleass, sir, T—T didn't
—I menn wasn f—I—J——" stam-
mered DBunter.

“{ome here !

(17 Gh' ]ﬂr' !F."

Billy Bunter limpad back towards his
Form-master, The first anguish had

Tee MacreT Lasrary.—MNo, 897,

furned reluctanily
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abisted, and Mr. Queleh bhad abandoned
him in fear and trembling. He romem-
hered the detention he had forgotten;
he realised that he had not reported to
Ar. Quelch when cxpected: above all,
he had dropped a massy tome on & corn
that was not to be treated lightly.
Bunter stood before his Form-master
expeeting something only a little short
of instant annibilation. 5

Mr. ‘Quelch sat down in the big chair
DBunter had vacsted. He croszed one
leg over the other, wineing as he did so,
to give the dimaged fool a rest.

** |+J—1 never meant, sir——" groaned
Bunter.

“1 am aware that wvou f]rn%pﬂd the
book en oy foot by accident, Bunter,”

“Oh ™ pasped Buntor.

“You have caused mo vory severe
pain; but the matter wes wn accident.™
Alr. Quelch made a gesture, dismissing
the accidepi, as it were: painful as its
vesults had been. Billy Bunter blinked
al him in great astonishment,

“¥ou were under detenfion this afier-
noon, Bunter™

“T—1I forgot, sir." e

Again  Bunter waited. for annihila-
tion, To his further amazement, Mr.
Cueleh actually smiled kindly.

“"You were reading this  book,
Bunteri®

* Yes, sir,”

“Tick it up.” y :

Tha Owl of the Remove picked it up.

“It 15 a serrous matter to forget
instroctions given you by your Form-
master, Bunter,”

“Oh, sir

“But I should be very far from dis.

couraging any boy in my Form who
displayed studious proclivities,” said
Ar, Quelch. YT am surprised at this,
Tunter—but will say that am
pleased.”

“Oh, sir!”? gasped Bunter.

“This old volume,” continued 3Mr,

Quelch, "“is a volume of wvory great
interest, It was written by a man who
remembered the Great XRebellion; and
gives ws meany interesting side-lights
upon the state of our country in Stuart
times, 1 have never ohserved before,
Bunter, that you were keenly interested
e history.”

“ Nunno, sirl” X i

“¥et I find you studying ilis old
volume with obvious interest,” said Mr.
Guelch Eindly, Heoe winced as his toe
¥am him another apgonising twings, but
wes went on with determined kKindne:s.

“I am glad to see this, Bunter.”
* Thank you, sir!” gasped Bunter.

The fat junior was guite merry and
bright now, '
wionsly, he was pardoned for ecub-
ting deténtion and for crashing that
imigﬁ volume on Mr. Quelch's toe. His
unlooked-for studiousness had worked the
nracle.  Already, in hia mind's ave,
Bunter could sce himself bragging to the
fellows in the q&ag. He had outdone
Temple of the Fourth at his own game,
and with the extremely keen and
abservant Mr. Quelch, Bunter could
scarcely believe in his own good luck.
“This is a very unusual volume for a
Lower boy to select,” went on Mr.
Gueleh; “and T could not help obzerving,

Buynter, that you were deeply and sin-.

cerely mnterested in it™

" Yes, sir,” said Bunter,

“What led you to select this rather
rare  and  seldom-perused  volume,
Bunter?”

Mr. Quelch waz really interested,
hsving discovered this unsuspected trait
of studiousness in Bunter

“You see, sir, I—I—" DBunter hesi-

tated. “ My—my father mentioned it {o
me in a letter, sir.”

“Your father—2Xr, Bunter ?®
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“Yes, sir”

“* Bless my soul [

Really, it was o day of surprises, My,
Bunter, the phunp and prosperous stock-
broker, was not a gentleman whom My
Queleh would have expecied to feel any
intergst in an almest unksonn ol
volume dealing with the days of Stuart
Kings and crop-headed Parliamentavians,
Cavaliers, end Roundheads., He was
sarprised that Mr. Bunter hiad ever even
heard of such a vélume. That the stock-
broker had recommended it to his son
for study was really amazing,

“A man put the pater on to it, sir”
went on Bunter, greatly encouraged by
the unusual kindness of his Form master,
and " exzpanding confidentially. **The
man has something o do with the
Heralds' Office, I think,”

L E_h?"l
“The peopla wha work out a pedigreo
tor you, sir, if you get a title,” explained
Bunter.

" Bless my soul!”

“'The pater 1sn't keen on reading, sir,
and he hasn't much time,” said Bunier.
“ But he wrote to me and fold me, and
asked me to find ottt if the book hap-
pened to be in the library here. So I
asked Mr. Capper's leave to come here
this afterncon, sir.”

“"But I do not quile understand,”
said the perplexed Mr. Quelch. :

“¥You zee, sir, my farmly are mon-
tioned  in that book,” suid Bunter
proudly.

“What

“There was a Sie William de Bonterre
who fought for King Charles,” said-the
Owl of the Remove. “There's a lof
about him in that book, sir. Of conrse,
we always knew that we woere descended
from a distinguished family. We're con-
nected with many titled people——*

“What”

“ And, according to what the man told
my pater, sir, the connection of the
Bunters with the De Bonterres conld be
worked out guite easzily., It's only &
question of pﬁying the necessary fees for
thr investigation.”.

“Upon my word!”

*“ Lotz of the fellows in my Form, sir,
don’t believe that T belong to a dis
tinguished family at  all,” rattled on
Bunter cheerily. “I'm working cut my
ancestry, sir, and 1 shall jolly well shut
them up with it! There's no doubt, sir,
that 8Sir William dé Bonterre was the
direet ancestor of my family.”

“¥You absurd bay!"

“*What ™

Bunter blinked at hiz Form master.
The kindness had cepartod f[rom  the
eonntenance of Mr. Quelch.

He understood now., It was not
studiousness that had drawn Billy Bunter
te the library that afterwards had
caused him to dig 5o earnestly into those
musty odd pages. It was the snobbish-
ness which was one of Bunter's delight-
ful characteristics.

“You utterly absurd bhoy 17 exclaimed
Mr. Quelch. “There is not the slightest
reason to suppose that the name of
Bunter is derived from that of Bon-
toren,™

“Oh, really, sir—"

“I find that I have hean deceived in
you, Bunter. Tt was not a desire to
study the history of your country that
led you to peruse this volume, but an
absurd desire to make voursel auat lo he
cther than you are: a particularly absurd
form of snobbishness, Banter.*

* B-b-but—"

“You are a ridiculons hoy, Bunter !

“Buet my pater thinks, sie—"

Mr., Quelch opened his li]ps and closed
them agein. He did not desire to state
to Mr. Bunter's son what he thought of

P you et the example,

1
|

Myr. Bunter's absurdity, If fhe fat stock-
broker chose to believe that he was of
knightly descent, and to pay away cash
to some unscrupulovs adventurer for in-
venhing & pedigree for him, that was Mr,
William Samuel Bunter's own husiness,

“I repeat, Dunter, that you are &
ridiculous -bay!  You are no mora
descended from Sir William de Bonterre
t::;n iI am b’ rapped out My, Cuclch
sharply.

“(th, really, sir! Wou must have
noticed that 1'in a bit different from tho
rest of the fellows—morae avistocratio
and——"

Y Bloss my soul!®

“ Noble, I might zay,” said Dunter—

“dignified! Of course, I know you ple-
betanz don't think so much of these
tllinqs——-—”

Yok 1

l==1 mean, commoners hke you sirl”

“Bunter, go to my study at once! On
the table you will find a Latin task,
Take 1t to the Form-room, and do not
leave the Farm-room unt:l you have com-
pleted b ™

“(h, sy —="

* Another word, Dunter, and T shall
cnne you |

qd {}h E:j-

Dunter backed away in alarm.  Ile
conld not quite see why, bub it was clear
that he had no maore kindness to expect
from his Form master.

Mr. Queleh frowned alter him, possibly
regretting that he had forgiven the Owl
of the Remove {or the crash on  his
favourite corn.

Bunter reached the door, and furned
hack.

“Well ' snapped Mz, Quelch.

"If—if you please, sip—"

"T{ vou have anything to say, Bunler,
zay 1t

“Tf wvon wouldn't mind, =sir, T—I'd
prefer vou not fo address me  as—as

i Buntor in future, sir.”

“What 1"

“1 should greatly prefer, siv, 1o ba
addressed by the historical form of my
—my name—De Bonterre,” said the Owl
of the Remove, "“The—the {ellows
would take it more seriously, siv, ifl—if
Don't you think
g0, sir ¥

Mr. Queleh Jdid not state what he
thonght upon that point.

He strode agrosa the room towards
Bunter with upliftod  hamd. . Billy
Bunter was not 2 keen youth, but he

was keen enowgh to know thab of Mr,

Quelch came within smacking distaneg
there would be & terrific smack
delivered,

He did not wait,

He flew through the deorway, and the
deoor slammed, and there was a8 sound
of flying feet 1n the cornidor, -

Mr. Quelch, with an angry and im-
ipatmnt cxclamation, turned back fo his
woks, dismissing from his mind the fak
and frluvous descondant of Sir Wilbam
2 Bonterre.

— , —

THE FOURTH CHAPTER
Surprising !

id HE hase varlet!”
Eob Cherry jumnped.
Greyiriars was an ancient
foundation, and there had
been a time, deubtless, when such ex-
En&iﬁlmnﬂ had been eurrent there. Possi-
Iy, in the days of the Stuarts, the head-
master of Grevfriars had said Y Gad-
znoks 1 instead of "Rless my  soul!™
IPassibly a Form master would have said
“Q0dds bodkins!” rather than * Upon my
word ! And the Greyinars f{ellows™of
those old days might have called ene
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another varlets and knaves, instead of
fathéads, in momonts of annoyance.

But such expressions, il ever curvent
at ﬂrﬂ}rfriurﬁ, had Lllllit}ﬂhtﬂ'dlf ]ﬂﬂg been
out of date.

do Bob Cherry was astomshed as he
paused-at the door of the Romove For-
room to hear & voice cjaculate: “The

varlet !

Varlets, base or otherwise, were hope-
lessly out of date at Greyfriars, only
cocasionally resuscitated in an historical
by the school dramatic society,

“My only hat!™ murmuored Bob
Cherry blankly,

. Harry Wharton & Co. had returned
to Greyfriars for tea; and Bob, always a
d-natured fellow, had. inguired after
unter. FHis dea was that the Owl of
the Remove must have had a rather
dismal afterncon, and he was going to
azk Dunter to tea as a sork of consola-
tion 5rim, Learning frow: Skinner that
the Owl was in the Form-room under
detention, Bob made his way thither—m
time to hear Bunter characierise some
person unknown as a base vavlet,

Bob stood in the doorway of the Form-
room, so astonished that he could not
speak. He stared at Bunter.

That {at youth was not gelting busy
on hiz detention task, as certainly he
should have been.

He was pacing the Form-room; and
Bob noted, with inereasing  astonish-
tnent, that he was not relling in his
usual styvle, Bunter's modo of progres-
sion, As & rule, was about as graceful as
that of a barrel. Now the fat junior
seemed to bave pulled himscell together,

His fat ciin was held well up: his
plump chest was puffed out. One hand
rested on his podgy hip, a3 he strode to
and fro.

Bob gazed at hin

The Owl of the Remove was struttin
—actunlly steattmg.  DBunter really h
not the correct figure for steutbing. - His
circurnference was against it ITis aspect
was so ludicrous that DBob would have
roared, but for a misgiving that Bunter
might be out of his mind. Tnless the
Owl had taken leave of his fat senzes, it
was diffieult to account for his present
attitude and the words that fell from
his lips.

“’i'ﬁ;.u bazo wvarlet!” ropeated Dunter,
“The zcurvy knave! A De Bonterre
ordercd about by a Quelehh! Ha, hai”

Bunter langhed eardonically.

“0Oh, my hat!” murmured Bob.

He was really conecrned.

He had come there to comlort the
aflicted Owl with the offer of a study
spread. But really it seemed that Bunter
was more in need of a stratt jacket than
of a sproad,

“Knave!" went on Bunter,  “Searvy
kaogve!  'Sdeath!”

Bob gaspuol,

There really had boen o time when a
follow ojanculated *'"Sdeath!™ instead of
“My hat!” or “{ood gracious! But
why the Owl of the Llemove should be
uttering  such  antiquated  ejaculations
was a decp mystery, unless he was
* potty.™

Bob came inte the Form-room,

“Bunter, okl man— —*

The fak junior started, and spun round
towards lim.

S0 deeply had Buntor been immersed
in his mystevious roflections, that he had
not ohzerve]l Bob so far,

“Oh!™ he oxelaimed. *Youl!”
“¥es, old man: Are you |l
DBunter

*MNo, you axzs!”

“What's the matter, then?”

“Eh? Nothing!™

“But thers must be something the
matter,” urged Dob. “Think wvou'd
better go and lie down for a bit.™

i

PRICE
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Bunier stared at him through his big
spectacles.

“You silly ass!™ he saud.
¥ou =eurvy knave ™

“ Bunter, old chap—'

“ Avannt !

“What!" gasped Bob,

* Begone '™ sand Bunter, with a wave
of o fat hand, "“Trouble me not!”

" Pat-tut-brouble you not!™ stuttered
Bob.

*Bah!”

*“Are yvou potty ! gasped Bob Cherry.

" Insolent wvarlet! DBogone!"

Bunter swung round loftily, turning
hiz back on the staring punior. Ile
strutted away contemptuously,

An explanation of this weird mystery
suddenly oceurred to Bob Cherry. He
wondered whether Bunter was rehenrs-
ing. It was possible that Wibley, the
great chief of the Remove Dramatic
Society, had sassigned him a part in
some play he was preparing. Really,
that seemed the only possible explana-
tion of Bunter's strange antics,

* Bunter, old man——" began Bob.

"My name is De Bonterre,” said the
Owl of the Remove loftily. “I will
thank ron to address me as De Don-
terre, or nol at all”

*“To---de—ide Bonterre 1™

4" .ﬂ.’!;}" p2

TAyY stammered Dob.
mean f ves "

“Av, varlet1”

“Iez this o rehearsal #* demanded Dab,
“Are you mugging up o part in one of
Wib's plays?"

“1 mean,

¥

Do you

“ Knave ¥

TE Eh E-H

“Seurvy koave!”

“Oh, my hat!"” gasped Bob helplessly,
Apparcotly it was not a rehearsal, Bob
bad to refurn to his original theory that
1t was “ potiiness

Bunier blinked at him.

“Know,"” he said disdainfully. “Enow
you, eommen fellow, that you are zpeak-
ing to a descendant of S William de
Bonterre, Knight and Baronet in the
reign of Charles the First, Speak
r-elzi.sﬁectiuily te your superiors, or not at
all! ]

,IDI. !!1

*Keep thy distance!” added Bunter.

“Thy ™ murmured Bob, “Thy!
dear "

“Thou art but a common scurvy
knave, and thow speakest to one of
anl%f:tly descent!” explaincd Bunter.

Mlareat pp!”

Lob Cherry alinost staggered.

“The fact is,” went on Bunter, drop-
ping into common or garden English, as
it were, “we've found it out lately. It's
in a book in the lilrary, too, and we're

oing to resume our ancient name of

Je Bonterre, and the pater is going
to sec whether he can get the title
revived., It hes alwavs been in our
family, of cowrse. The pater, properly
speaking, is actually .Siv William Sawmnue]
Bunter—I mean )¢ Bonterre.”

“Phew !

“SB0 now {uu understand,” said Dun-
ter disdainfully.

Bob Cherry understood at last

any ? ** howled Bunter. ** Caitift!™

roared Bunter.

Peter Todd sat up dazedly, holding his jaw.
him further. A {at fist was flourished under Tom Dutton’s nose. ** Do you wani

“Eh?* gasped Duiton,
* Take that ! "' A plump fist caught Tom Dutton on the nose,
J sending him over with a crash and a roar.

** Billy de Bonterre ** did not heed

“Knave ! **

(See Clapler G.)
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Ha burst into a roar.

“Ia, ha, ha!”

"Are vou cackling at me, you
knave ¥ demanded Bunter wrath{ully.

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Eob.

*Silence, caltf " i

Bob Cherry gurgled, Billy Bunter, in
his new charvacter of a strutting descend-
ant of ancient kmghts was too much for

¥

him.

“Oh dear!™ gasped Tob.  “Oh, my
hat! Ha, ha, ha! 8ir Wilham de
Bungster——"

“HBonterre, fathead ™
‘f"E.ir Willinmn de Bonterve fathead
i A

“Look here, you ass—I mcan, take
care, knave—"

“Ha, ha, ha!" shricked Bob,

Billy Bunter glared at him 25 he
wiped his eyes.  Bunter could see
nothing to laugh at; so far 2z he could
see, there was nothing of a humorous
nature in his assumption of knightly
Jignity.

“¥You can cackle, eaitiff,” he said
scornfully.

“Thanks, I will! FHa, ha, hia!”

* Begone ¥

“Oh dear! Ha, ha, ha!”

“If I had my ancestral blade 1 would
split you like a capon!” sad Bunter
feroaiously.

“Oh dear! Oh!™

“Reep thy distance, knave, and treat
your superiors with respect. I mean,
thy superiors,  As for Quelchy, you'll see
that I'll teach him his plaee,” said Billy
de Bonterre. “Let him begin on me
agein, that's all! 'l jolly well tell him
off! I'll show him the dilference
between a De Bonterre and o common
sehoolmaster ! Pil——"

“ Bunter 1

An icy voice in the doorway broke
into Bunter's valorous tirade. .

William de Bonterre broke off guite

Yoa, zir!™ he gasped.

“Have you finished your task?”

" Nunno, sir!”

“Cherry ! What are vou doing here 77

“1—J cama to =peak to-—-to Bunter,
Eil’ a7 ,

“Take fifly lines for speaking to a boy
under detontion.™

“0Oh! Yes, sirl”

Bob Cherry discreetly departed, leav-
ing Mr. Quelch and Willlam George
Bunter to settle between them the
guestion of the unfinished task, Billy
Bunter had evidently spent in day-
dreaming the time that should have
been expended on his task., To judge
by the sound of a whacking cane, and a
dismal howl in the Formi-room, it
geemed that the Owl of the Remove was
not, after all, dealing with Mr. Quelch
in the style of Sir Willam de Bonterre,
but in the old accustomed way of Dilly
Bunter,

When Bunter emerged from the Form-
voom hiz fat hands were tucked under
his arms, and he was wriggling with
anguish, and he did not look in the lea-
kmightly or valerous as he wriggled his
way lo the Tlemove passage.

[t ]

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Bunter’s Latest !

“'j I}"'l'JU fellows—— Ha, ha, ha!”
“What ™

““Ia, ha, ha!" .
Boly  Cherry staggerad o
Study No. 1 in the Remove, apparently
in o stole of hysteria.
He collapzed into o ehaiv and grrgled,
Harry Wharton & Co, were in the
study, and tea was neavly veady. Frank
'BE MacxEr LABRARY,—No, 837,

i there wasn't much difference,” remarked

Nugent had made the tea, Johnny Bull
was buttering the toast," Wharton was
sorting out cups and saucers and plates,
Hurree Jamset Ham Singh was culling
a cake,  All those varvious occupations
Ware Sl.'tEPOI'I.dEd, as the juniors stared at
Bobert Cherry.

*What's the jolly old joke?” asked
Johnny BHull,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

*Fathead ! What—--"

“ Bunter ! gasped Bob,

“lIs he coming to tea?™

“I mnever asked him—never had aj
chanee. DBut I think wery bkely he
wouldn't care to have tea in a common
Remove study. Nothing short of «
kiightly feast in marble halls would do
pow,”

*Eh?

“What 7"

Bob Cherry wiped his flowing eyes,

“It's too good!™ he stutteved.
see, we've been mistaken in Bunter all
this time. We thought him a common
tisrle fat tomd, didn’t we?

[ '[._'I"I'E I.l'll':l !!'!-

“The didfulness was torvifie 1"

“We ncver koew lie was a kmightly
cavalier—"

“A what?”

“ A which 7™

“On his looks,” went on Ilob, “who'd
have supposed that ho was the lineal
descendant of Bir William de Bonterre,
who gadzooked in the reign of Charley
the First. But he "

4§ Ia he EJ‘? .

“So he zpys, anyhow. He's Just dis-
covered it. ft'a got into his head, right
on his brain—if any.”

“0Oh, my hat ! - ;

“Polty as anything,” said DBob.
“"He's been mugging it up, and he's
going to spring it on s, He called me
a—a—— Ha, ha, ha!"

'"“A what 1

“A—p-—a scurvy—ha, ba,
senrvy knave ! shricked Dob.

“Great Seott !”

“JIs tho fot idiot potty " exclaimed
Harry Wharton.

“'The potfulness must be terrific 7

“Well, he waz always so near it that

ha!l—a.

Johnny Bull.  “Dear old Bunter's no
end of a snob, along with his oi her jolly

gqualities, Of all the assos——"

“Ha, bn, ha 1"

“What's the merry jolie "  azked
Vernon-Smith, looking  into Biody
No. L
Bob Cherry  explained, and  ihe

Bounder stared, and then chuckled,

“My hat! This will be worth seeing,”
he zaul. “I thonght T knew every kind
of n silly ass Bunter was, but this is a
new kind, Always somo surprise from
dear old Bunter., Hallo, here e

. |3

comes |

.l G_'I‘_!F}

Bunfer came wriggling up indn the
Remove passage, with his bands 1uckad
under lng arvms.

“Ilallo, «old tulip! greeted
Bounder, ““Had it warm "

“None of your dashed fammihavity,
Smith 1"

ul Eh EJ?‘

Bunter nntucked his fat hands, as i
were, and blinked at Vernon-Smith with
a lofty blink.

Undoubtedly ithe new discovery of his
noble descent—real or fancicd—had got
into Bunter's head. i

All his fat thonghts were rimning an
the subject now, and he was in a sort ol
exalted state, which banizhed what litile
connnon-sensa he had—little enough at
the bost of times.

1l

Yo |

In his own fat mind he was a lofiy
and superior person, and he was far too

inflated with conceit and bombast lo
realize the absurd figure he cut,

“I want you to keep your distance,
Bmithy 1" he said firmly.

“Whaet 1

“You're a commeon perzon,” explained
Bunter, *“I don't want te hurt your
terlinegs, Smithy—but there 1615, You'ro
conmon.”’

“Oh crumbsa I

“Your mname's cpmmonplace, and
you're commonpluce yourself, and your
pater's  ecommonplace,” said Bunter,

t " I'my not o snob, I hope, but I'm hound

to draw the line somewhere, and 1 draw
15 at stockbrokers and stockbrokers’
10013, see it

“My hat! But your own father's o
stockbroker, izn’t he ¥

Bunter pauzed a moment., In his new
pridle as the successor of Sir William de
Bonterre, he had forgotten that little civ-
cumstance.

“Wo," he said ab last.  “My pater
cabbles in stocks and sharces as a—a
pastime.  In a short time he will resume

s nghtiul style and title of Sir William

Samuel de Bonterrse,”

“Ha, ha, ha!” shricked Smithy,

“ Knave I

“ Ha, |m1, ha 1M

£ Caitiﬁ I1-!

Vornon-Bmithh almost tottered awer.
Runter cast a lofty and scornful glance
after him. Then he became conscions of
live grinning faces packed in the door-
way of Study No. 1.

“Hail ! called out Bob Cherry.

as Eh -i]‘l

“Hail, noble knmight 1™

“How's your kalidome?®”  asked
Johnny Bull. * Have you got your hali-
tome with you, Buntey ™

' HET hﬂ-r hﬂ- E” T

“Insolent knaves!" sawd Dunter dis-
daimnfually.

Apparently Bunter had picked up the
phraseology of the *Cavalier Religues
a5 suitable 10 hiz new character.

“Roll in, Bunter, and tell un= all
about it,” said Havry Wharton, langhing.

“I decline 1

[ 1] x‘"i‘ut ?I:I

“1 decline to enter your study, Whar-
ten! I dishke vulgar familiarity—it is
beneath me.™

Bunter rolled on.

Y“Oh, my hat! 1 was going to ask you
to tea!” :zhouted Wharton, as the [ag
junior rolled along the Remove passage.

Bunter halted.

af Eh-l.il!d :

Apparently. in his new-found import-
ance and ari-tocratic exclusivencss, he
was still amenable to the Lenign in-
fluonea of tuck. ;

“Never mind,” said the captain of

the Remove, “we won't shove any
vitlpar familiarity at you, Bunter. Ta-
'[H.I.”

“I szaw, von fellows—"  DBunuer
rolled back. . e
“Fare thee  well, 8Bic  William,

chuckled Bob Chevey.

“Ha, ha, ha!l™ :

“I—-T'l come in to tea,™ zaid Donden
“The fact 12, I—7

“Good-bye !

“1 don't really want to turn vou fel-
lowa dowrn, vou know., I'm gomg in
know you chapsz,” said Bunter. “I'm
keeping up  your acguaintance, am
veally,  After all, I'im no snob.”

“Oh, wy hat!”

“1'm going to iake notice of you,
really,” assured Bunter.  “ I'll come in to
tea, old fellowe”

“You wor't ! ehuckled Wharton,

“¥ say, Havry, old chap—"

Slam !
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The door of Study No. 1 closed hard—
almost on the noble nose of Sir Billy
de Bonterre.

Bunter jumped back.

“Ow!  Beasts!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” came & yell from
within the study. X

Bunter was about to roll on loftily,
but he pauvsed. The wind of szelf-im-
portance filled Bunter almost to hurst-
ing; but at teatime he realised that he
also required something of a more solid
nature. And the lineal descendant of
8ir William de Bonterrre was, un-
happily, in his uwsual state of lmnpe.
cuniosity.

He turned back, and opencd the deor
of B8tudy No. 1, and blinked in.

“1 say, you fellows——"

Biff !

A cushion landed on the knightly
countenance of Billy de Bonterre, and
he gave a roar and went Lackwards,

Bump!

“Goal ! roared Bobk Cheryry!

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Right on the
again, Bunter!”

“Come on, Sir Willam. T've ot a
loal ready!” roared Bob Chlerry.

“ 0w ! Wow! Beast ! Caitiff !
(Grocogh !

“ Ha, ha, ha!"

The descendant of the De Donterres
icked himself H{J. and rolled on to
study No. 7, and Harry Wharton & Co.
chorfled, and sat down to tea without
any knightly company.

wicket! . Come in

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
When Knights were Bold !

ETER 'TODD stared at his fat
study-mate William George Bun-
ter as the latter reolled into
Study Ne. 1.

There was a rather thin tea on the
table; funds were not ample in Study
Mo, 7. Pcter had contributed n loaf, a
pat of butter, and sufficient tea for the
teapot; Tom Dutton had weighed in
with a tin of sardines. Bunter, as usual,
had forgotten to stand his * whack “—
a little matter that was very frequently
forgotten by the Owl of the Remove.

unter gave the tea-table a lofty and
contemptuons look. He came into the
study with a strut, which made Peter
stare. The effects of the cane in the
Form-room were already wearing off.
Billy Bunter stood and surveved the ten-
table, and surveved Peter,

“1s that what you've got for tea?”
be asked,

“Just that, old bhean.™

“Do yon think that's a decent tea
for a fellow like me®™

“I think a fellow like vou iz joliv
lucky to get & paw in it." answerpd
Toddy cheerfully. *“DBut perhaps you've
ot your giddy postal-order at last, and
vou are going to pay for your keepn. Is
that it?”

“I've been
postal-order—-="

*1 thougrht 20! Well, shat up, then '™
suid Feter Todd, *Don't leok a gift
Liorse in the mouth, old [af pippin.”

Bunter sneered.

“It's honour enough for sen. Peler,
for a fellow like me to sit down and
Lreak bread with him,"” he said.

“ Break which ™

“ Break bread!” said Bunter. “This
15 not the good cheer (hat a fellow of
wy guality has a right to expect.”

“Blessod if I knew you had any
quality 1" zaid DPeter. “1 thonzht vou
wers all quantity ¥

“Look here, ¥ou
roarcd Bunter,

E What?” yelled Peter.

disappoinied abeut a

L]

insolent Loave!

L.

The uproar in the dormitory
the scene with an ashplant in his hand. The captain
of the sehool opened the door just In time to provide
a billet for a whizzing pillow.

hat ! ** gasped Bunter.

brought Wingats on

E-ﬁsh ! 1] ﬂh, my_
(See Chapter 7.)

“ Insolent caitiffi—"

“Cuitiff " zaid Peter dazedly,

“Low-born caitiff " said Bunter. “In
:he good old times, Peter, I should have
called in my faithiul squire, and ordered
him to give you a round dozen for your
knavish insolence !

Peter lpoked fixedly at the Owl of the

emove, HKnowing nothing of Sir
William de Bonterre and the amazing
cffect of that defunct gentleman upon

Junter’s fat imagination, naturally he
was sirprised.

: ‘;Ia this a game, Bunter! he asked at
ask,

“Silence, koave!”

Bunter sat down to the tea-table.

Thin as the meal was, the knightly
junior was prepared to do it full justice,
anid to annex the lion’s share if per
mitked,

“Pass the sardines!"” he granted.

“Not at all!” said Peter cheerfully;
“this isn't sofictently good cheer, as
vour call it, for a fellow of your quality.”

“0Oh, really, Peter——"

“ I recommend g fellow of your quality
in stand himself a better tea, in some
ather  study,” said Peter Todd, "1
tdont want to rub it in, old fat pippin,
but when o fellow sponges on his study
for a fecd he should be civil., That's a
tip. "

Billy Bunter glared at Toddy.
Fnightly disdain did not scemn to affeet
Peter in the least,

“Thore's such a thing as respect for
one's superiors, Toddy,” said the Owl of
the Rewmove, at last,

“Trot 'em out!” said Peter,

*“I'mi your superior, fathcad—I mean,
knave ! hooted Bunter, I don't mind
telling vou, Peter, that it's come onk
that my family are descended from Sir
William de Bonterre, who fought for
Uharles the First in the great Rebellion
against the crop-cared knaves!

*I Must have been an ass not to mind
his own business!"” yawned Peter. ‘' He
didn't make much of a success of it, did
he? Charley the First had his head
bobbed, sl the same!”

“¥ou'd have heen a  crop-earcd
Roundhead if yoo'd lived in those days,

Peter " said Bunter contemptuocusly.
L I

“Yery likely,” assented Peter,
suppose all those old jokers took the
aide that their bread was buttered on.
Bt this is the frst I've heard of Bunters
in history,”

“De Bonterre—that's how the name
was originally spelt,” explained the Owl
of the Remove. "It was modernised
later; there are documents to prove it.”

“Where are the giddy documents?”

“They can be obtained, if my father
navs the nocessary fees to Mr. Spoophem,
the inquiry apent. There's nothing to
cackle at, Peter Todd, Pass the sar-
dines.™

“Sardines ave not pood cnough prog
for a De Bonterre,” said Peler, shakin
Ivis head. * For a Bunter, all very well,
But & De Bonterre couldn’t be insulted
with sardines."”

“The fact 13, Peter, I'm hungry !

“Ehouldn't wonder,” assented Poter.

* Look here, you heast—"

Tre MacKer LinRany.—No. 847,
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Billy Bunter stretched out a fat hand
te the sardines.

Rap!

“Yoooop !” ]

Bunter jerked lLack lis hand, and
sucked it furiously,

“Oh, wyou rotter! If I had my
gncestar’s  trusty  blade here—ow '—I
would spit you like an ortolan—yow !
You ought to be jolly glad to see a
gentleman of good family at your measly
table—wow ! Look here, you beast, do
you think I'm not going to have any
tea 7V

Peter nodded,

“ Looks like it to me,” he assented.

“RKnave!™

“Fathead ** .

“Cattiff I snorted Bunter.

Peter Todd rose to his feet. He
picked up a fives bet, and came round
the table to Bunter.

“Thia new stunt of yours may be a
funny one, old top,” he said. ' Dub in
the long run it palls, When fellows call
rae names [ generally give them toco.
Like that!”

" Whack !

“ Yarooh!"

“ And like that?” i

“Oh!  Ow! Beast! Chock it!"
yelled Bunter, “ Leggo my collar! 1T'm
not going out of my study! I-I—-—
Yarooch! This is my study, vou rotter,
ain't it? Ow! Yoooup!” e

~Pilly Bunter found: hitnsclf sitting in
the Hemove passage, and fhe door of
Study No. 7 closed on him.

Peter Todd, apparently, was fed-up
with De Bonterre even imore than he
usually was with Bunter, .

Bunter picked himsell up, raging.

Billy Buntcr, of the Remove, was not
nnaccnstomed to being forcibly ejected
from studies where he miade himsclf
objectionable. .

But the influence of hiz newly  dis-
covered pedigree had gone deep,

It was not now DBilly Bunier of the
Remove, but the direct dezcendant of
that warlike old fghtinganan, Sir Wil
himan de Bonterre, that Peier Todd bad
ta deal with,

The fighting hlood of the De Donterves
hoiled in the veins of the Uwl of the
Bemove, .

He waited only to get his breath, and
then he hurled open the deor of Study
Mo, T with n erash.

He rushed in. o

Peter Todd was sitting down to tea
again with Dutton, under the nnpression
that he was done with Bunter till prep.

Never was an impression more  mis-
taken. )

He was, as it were, done }\'llh Dunter,
but he had only started with De Bon-
torre. < :

The fot junior eame in like a whirl:
wind, Right at Peter Todd he rushed,
Litting out with a fat fist.

Crash !

“Ooooooop )" roared Poter,

The fat fist landed fairly and sqoarely
on Petor's jaw, and a deive like that
with Bunter’s terrific weight belund it,
wasz no joke. )

Peter Todd spun off his chair, and
r%:rm%lcd headlong on the fioor of Study
ey LN *

Tom Dutton started to his feet in
amapienent.

Dutton was dead, amd he had Leard
nothing of what had been =aid in the
study. Unaware of the knighily descent
of De Bonterre of the Hemove, he was
wtterly amazed by this warlike outbreak
on the part of Billy Bunter.

“What the thump=—" he ejaculated,

Bunter glared ot him, his very spec-
tacles gleaming with troculence.

“Do vou want any ¥ he roared,
THE Magxer LIBRARY,—No. 897,

Poater Moadd =at up dazedly, Iml{linF
his jaw. He held it in a sort of convul-
stve wiy, as il to assure himsolf that it
was still there, It felt as if it wasn't,

For tha time Peter was out of aciion.
Billy de Bonterre did not heed him
further, Like his knightly ancestor, ho
foft Peter for dead, as it weve, and
tnrned to another foe. Often and often
had DBunter becn kicked by Tom LDut-
tom—hard and deservedly, Now the fat
list of Le Bonterre was flourished under
the astounded nose of the deaf Remorvite.

o ovou want any Y howled Dunter.
A T

“Ehi”

“ Knave !™

Ane with that Bally Bunter landed out,
arfd the astounded Dutton ecaucht a fat
fist witly s nose, ard went over with a
crash and a roar.

Bunter sarveyed lus fallen foes for a
moment, with his  hitle round  cyes
gleaming through his spectacles,

It waz quite exhilarating to the Owl of
the Remove, to feel that e wos o fght-
ireg-mnn, Hke his ancestors of ehivalrous
days, and lo zee his fors spmwlinpi' at his
{eet, as doubtless the erop-eared Round-
heaeds had sprawled at the feet of Sir
William de Bonterre.

DBut it was borne in upon Bunier's fat
mind that thare was one serious draw-
bock to knocking » fellow down. That
was, that the fellow might get up again
and take dinstic vengeance.

Properly speaking, a common person
knocked down by a knightly band ought
to have remamed down till given
gracious permission to rise. Bub it was
clear, from thoe looks of Peler Todd and
Tam Dutton, that swch was not an the
lenst their mntention.

And Billy de Bonterre backed Lo the
door, as prodence—proverbaily  1he
better part of valour—eame to his nid,
and he dizappeaved into the Hemove
pussnﬁm as the two juniors scrmmbled up.

“After him ! panted Peter

“Ow! Collar the fot idiot! Ow!”

Toddy and Tom Dutton rushed into
the pnssage, A fat figure vanished down
the stairense in the distanee, The new-
found conrage of the noble seion of the
tribe of D¢ Bonterre had oozed awny at
hiz fat finger-tips, and Billy Bunter was
in full fAight.

S ———

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Unknightly !

1 ONTERRE

“Bunter '

“Ha, ha, ha!”

In the Iing that evening ihere
wn3 greal merriment.

Bunter was the topic.

Bunter was not there.  Peter Todd
and “Tem Dutton were there, which was
a sufficient reason—iwo sufficient reasons
—for DBunter to be elrewhere. In that
moment of excitement in the Remove

azzagpe, PBunter had understudied his

nightly ancestor, and played vp valor-
onsly, as in the days when knighte were
bold, Eut he had dropped prompily
from the loftiness of De Bonterre o the
lower level of a mere Bunier, and now
ho was keeping out of sight of his on-
raged study-mates.

Thizs really was noet i accovdanes with
knightly traditions. A bold e Benterre
should have feared no foe in slpme
armour, and certainly no foe In Eion
jachet,

Passibly there was somo donly, affer
all, abont the Owl's kmightly descent,
Or possibly the bold knightly hleod had
thinned out a litlle in the course of
generations.

| Be that as it might, certainly the pro-

sent representative of the noble house of
De Bonterre was dodging away from the
wrath ha had provoked, and undoubtedly
quaking at the thought of ihe inevitable
meeting  with Peter and Tom in the
cdormitory that night.

Meanwhile, in the Rag, Dunter'a
latest was a topte that drew forth howls
of merfinent, It really took the Re-
wmove Dby stoem,

It was seldom that Dailly Dunter was
missed when he was not prosent. He
was a fellow whose abzsonce could bo
borue with great fortifude. But on the
{Jl‘cseni oecazion atl the emovites would
wave been glad to see him roll into the
Rax.  All the fellows of a humorous turn
were cager to pull Bunter’s fot leg.
skinner was already planning a series of
japes at the expense of the futuous Owl

But tha fat jnnior did net turn up, and
tho Remove went off ta their dormitory
at. half-past nine, minus the knightly
yvauih,

Wingate of the Bixth came up to see
lights out, and noticed at once that the
Owl waz not in ihe dormitory,

*Where's  Bunter® | he azhed,
“Hasn't that fat bounder come uwp}”

“1 sy, Wingate——"

“Oh, here you are !

Bunter rolled in after the captain of
Greyfrars. Ile blinked uvncasily, at
Peter Tadd and Fom Dutton.  Evidently
he had felt it safer {0 wait till a prefect
was on the seenc before he rejoined his
Form,

Peter Todd did not look at him, how-
ever. By that time Meter hod forgiven
the punch he had reecived, and recovered
from his astonishment at having received

11,

But Tom Dutton was shtill wrathy.
Dutton’s nose was red and swollen, and
there was imin im it. Tom's eyes
gleamed at DBunder, and Bunter notoed it
with mirgiving., Tha blood of the De
Bonterres had boiled in his fat veins o
few hours ago; but seemingly it had
hoiled over, and now it was not ¢ven
simmering,

Lights weve out, and Wingate of the
Sixth was pone, amd Tom Iuiton was
heard to turn out of bed,

DBunter quaked.

“1 say, you follows—>"

“"Hallo, halle, hallo!" chortled Bob
Cherry,  ""Turn out, Bunter ™

“Let's sce vou on the jolly old war.
ath, Dunter,” =aid Vernon-Bmith, I
war you ve been knocking down fellows
right and left this evening. You should
have let a fellow see you at it.”

“I gave an insolent knave a buffet,”
gaid Thunter,

“*Ha, ha, ha!™

Theve war a  chorus  of
Bunter was =fill poing stron
high-flown language of the ri
Bonterre,

“There's nothing in cackle at, you
{fellows,” went on the Owl of the He-
move. " Look here! 1 don't want s
row m the dorm.™

“Out you ot ! said Tom Dulton,

* Look heve, Dutton——"

ad Eh ??.’

T0Oh, yvou <deaf azs ! howlad Dunfer
“Get ek o bedde Thin not goimg to
iight a comnon peieon Y

" Ha, ba, ha!”

“There's soch 2 thing az a fellow's
dignity  to  he considered,” {“HTIEL{HE'H:I
Bunter, “ A fellow of good family, like
me, cunnot demean himself by serapping

chuckles.

with the
ays of De

with a fellow of no family. You fellows
nnderstand ¥
Wa de ! chuckled Bob Chorry.
“Ha, ha, ha ¥’ .
" Are vou getting oul, Dunter!”
“Na " velled the Ow!l of the Remove,
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“Then T jolly well ik wyou where
you arc!” said Dutton. “ Do you think
you can thump a fellow’s nose for
nothing 1

“You were a
Bunter.

“Lh

"Saocy knave M

“T don't know abouf being brave,
said Dutton. * Brave enough to handle
a fat, clumsy idiot like you, anyhow!”

s H‘a? ha, hal”

*Leook here, you duffer—"

“Well, suffer is rather a strong word,”
said the deaf junior. “I'm not going to
make you suffer, Bunter. I'm just
going to swipe you with a [t_N"-‘.‘.rW, B3 B
warning not to punch a fellow's nose—
soe 2

"] say— VYarocoochl"”

There was a roar from Bunter as he
was scized and rolled out of bed.

Bump!

Bunter landed on the floor in a tangle
of bedelothes,

ckinner turned out of bed and Iig[‘hted
a candle-end. All the Remove fellows
sat, with grinning faces, to waich the

roceedings.

- Bunter's amazing prowess in Study
No. 7 had astonishéd the Form when
they had heard of it. It did not seem
that they were going to be further
astonizshed in the same way. DBunter
wrigpled out of the bedelothes, pnd
serembled round his bed.

gaucy knave,” said

1

“Keep him off 1 he reared. o
*Etand ug te him. old pippin!™
roarcd Bob Cherry.  “*Remember your

knightly aunt's sisters—I mean ances-
fors."

“ Remomber how Sir Barrel de Bunter
laid out the Roundheads I urged Johnny
Bull. “Give the caitilf a buffet on thoe
seonee,

“Ha, ha, ha!™

But Bunter was no longer warlike, Hea
fled along the dormitory, dodging round
the beds, as Tom Dutiton started opera-
tions with a pillow.

“Yarcoch! Keep him off 1™

“Ha, ha, ha ™

“(zo it, Bunter!™

“1—I szay, you fellows—"

Swipe!

The pillow ecaught Bunter, and he
went sprawling. He roared as. he
sprawled, with a roar that would have
done eredit to the celebrated Bull of
Bashan,

Swipe, swipe!

The pillow descended on Bunter, and
he wriggled and dodged and roared.
Still the bLlood of De Bonterre did not
boil. Obviously, the Owl of the Remove
had quitc forgetten the wvalorous ex-
ample of his noble ancestor.

He scrambled up and dodged away
again, with Dutton after him. Thero
was & seveére pain in Dutton’s swollen
nose, and he scemed to find solace in
swiping the descendant of the De Bori-
terres,

“1 say, you fcllows, keep him off !
yelled Bunter.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Bunter dodgod and dodeged, with
Ihitton on his track. He fled for the
door at last, with the intention of dodg-
ing out of the dormitory.

g ‘o Dutton hurled the pillow afler

im. ' ' ;

It was a hasty shot, and it missed the
flceing Owl of the Remove, The pillow
whizzed past Bunter, and would have
crashed on the oak door, but at that
mament the door opened.

The uproar had brought Wingale up
arain, with a frown on his face and an
ashplant in his hand.

wvery bullet is said to have its billel,
and Wiogate opened the door just in

time to provide the whizzing pillow with
& hillet. '

e iy hat1™ gaspod D

*Oh, my * pas utton,

Wingate gtspﬂ{l,gﬂ_:mljﬁ as he flow back-
wards into the ecorridor, and sat down
there with a2 heavy concussion.

“Phew! You've done it now!” ejacu-
lated Peter Todd.

“Good shot!” chortled Skinner.

“Ha, ha, ha!”
. Tom Dutton undoubtedly had done
1t.
Wingate of the Sixth reposed on the
Aoor for about the millionth part of &
socond, and then he was up again, and
rushing into the dormitory, ashplant in
hand, ~

He did not heed Bunter; he grasped
Dutton, who had hurled the pillow, = -

Whaak, whaek, whack!

“Whoooop '™ roared Dutton.

Whack, whaok, whack!

Billy Bunter dodged mto bed. . Tom
Dutton was.glud. to follow his example,
when the ashplant had finished whack-

1ng.

%'Vil:tg‘&t-u frowned round the hilarious
dormitory and picked up the candle,
S Any omore of this, and Fll come
along and hend out zix to the whele
dormttory I he said.

And the captain of Greyiciars
depacted,
CAfter that the Remove dormitory

settled down to repese.  Tom Dutton
waz not disposed fo turn out agamn.

*Bix ” was more than enough for him,
Billy Bunter chuckled.

“1 say, you fellows, I'm rather soery
Wingats came iri," he s:lmlljI “1 was Juial
going: to give that ass Dutton & jolly
Bood hiding 1"

“(zive him one to-morrow,” suggested
Peter Todd.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“It's scarcely worth my while to take
any notice of the fellow's insolence,”
said Bunter, *1 shall overlook the
whole matter.,” |

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Yah!”

Bunter settled down to sleep, and his
resounding snore was soon heard in the
Remove gurmitd}r}'. And the next day
he kept his word; he overlocked the
whole cecurrence, and did not give Tom
Dutton a “hiding,"” which was cortainly
fortunate for somebody,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Mr. Queleh is Not Taking Any!

E. QUELUH c¢yed Billy Bunter
rather sharply in the Remove
Form-room in the morning.

Bunter was not in his Form
master's good books.

For once, however, the Owl of the
Remove did not cringe under the stern
eyo of the Remove master,

He roturned that stern stare with a
lofty blink.
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Bunter was still inflated with his
mwly.dim\ruru{i farmuly pride. He ;H'u.']
pondercd over the mattee, and realized
that a descendant of Sir William de Bon-
terre ought not to care a button for a
common schoolmaster, As he had told
the Remove fellows, in ancient days the
Quelches—il there had been any Quelches
at all—must have been seris to the De
Bonterres. They had been varlels and
lackeys, to feteh and carry at the lofty
command of their kmghtly lords.
Really, there was something ridiculous
in the idea of the descendant of the
knightly lords cringing in the presence
of a gescendant. of the varlets and
lackeys.

The trouble was that Mr. Quelch,
varlet or not, was armed with the power
of the cane, This wos a serious con-
sideration,

In ancient days an insolent varlet
could be spitted on a De Banterre lance,
er hewn down by a De Bonterre battle-
axe, or tucked up to the gallows by the
Dr Bonterre minions. DBut in madern
daya these things, howsoever desirable,
were out of the guestion. Mr. Quelch,
cbviously could not be spitted, hewn
down, or tucked up.

Noble blood, as Bunter said bitferly,
was not what it had been. The glory
was departed from the house of Israel,
&3 it were.

Certainly the glory had departed from
the house of Ile Bonterre, if that noble
house was now represented by Billy
Bunter of the Remove.

Between his desire to assert hia lofty
superiorily to commmon persons like
schoolmasters, and his dread of My,
3:.1131{:]1"3 cane, Bunter was in a state of

oubt, and he alternated in quite an
cntertaining manner beiween Impertin-
ence and funk.

He felt that he could at least venture
to return the Remove master's stern
glance with a lofty stare. A fellow could
scarcely be caned for looking & Ferin
master in the face. A cat may look gt
a king, so surely a De Bonterre might
look at a Quelch!

Perhaps, however, it was that chieeky
stare which caused the Remove master
to put Bunter on to construe first of all

Bunter's "eon " was even more hope-
less than uwsual that morning. The
previous evening he had been dodging
Toddy and Dutton, instead of giving the
necessary attention to his prep.

It was, Bunter considered, rotten check
on the part of a commoner fo cxpect
a De Bonterre to bother his noble head
sbout prep. But hie did no venture to
say so to Mr. Quelch,

‘You will commeneo, Bunter,” said
Mr, Quelch.

Bunter did not even know where to
begin. Not that the knowledge would
have been of mnuch use to him, for he
could no more have construed at sight
than he could have written the Enid
as an original work,

“Becond book,” murmured Russell,

* Russzel] 1**

“Oh! Yesz, sir?"

“"Take HAfty lines
Bunter [

“I am wailing, Bunter,™

“Conticucre omnes,” whispered
Ogilvy, taking the risk of sharing Dick
Russell's fate,

He whispered without moving his
head, and fortunakely escuped Mr.
Quelch's attention.

¥ Bunter—"

“Conticuers omnes !” gasped the Owl
of the Remove.

“Well* Goon!™

“Conticuers omes—="

[ I3 wh&t ‘?-J‘J

“ Conticuere omnes—-"'
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“¥Yon neod not repeat the Latin in-
cessanbly, Bunter. I am waiting for you
te constrec!™ said Mr, Quelch, in a
grinding voice.

ﬂ'I LA

[ [ T

“You did no preparation last night,
Bunter 7 asked Mr. Queleh, taking up
hiz cane from his high desk.

“ The—the fact is, si}—"

“Did you or did you not prepare this
lesson, Bunter?™

Bunter was "“for it,” he could see that.
Perhaps, on the principle that it was as
well t& be hung for a sheep as for a
tamaby, he indulged his keen desire to
cheek his FPorm master.

“The fact is, sir, I hadn't time."

" What

“Hadn't time.”

“"You had no time tchpre £ your
lessons, Bunter?” asked Mr. aﬁ;lch, in
An awe-inspiring voice,

““Na, sir! Can’t be bothered with it?™”
said Bunter recklessiy,
“Oh, my hat!”

Cherry.

Mr. Queleh’s face was a study.

Billy Bunter was not of the stuff of
which heroes are made, and there were
%!ent;:r of plucky fellows mn the Remove.

ut assuredly no other Removites would
have ventured to moke an answer like
that.

“You—=your—you cannot be bothered
with preparation!” arbienlated Mr.
Quelch, finding his voice at last.

“Just that ! said Bunter.,

“Stand out before the class, Bunter!™

“Whal for, sir®"

Y1 am going to cane you, Bunter, for
idleness and impertinence

Billy Bunter felt an inward quaking,
Certainly at that moment he felt more
like a Bunter than a knightly D¢ Don-
tarre. But he plunged desperately on.
The eyes of oll the form were upon him,
in wonder and expectation, He was
filling the linelight, And surely it was
passible—barely possible—that a com-
mon schoolimaster might be frowned into
proper subservience by a descendant of
noble knights,

Bunter Siu_l not stir.

“Do you hear me, Buntec?™

“1 hear you, Quelch,”

“What—what did you say?"”

Y Queleh ™

“NBless my soul!™  exclaimed Mre
Quelch, staring at Buanter blankly. The
Kemove fellows were breathless now.

That Bunter was every zort of a silly
az3, agd that his fancied kunightly blood
had got into his obtuse head, they were
aware; but they had not imagined that
it would produce this effect. In breath-
less  expectation they waited {or the
chopper to come down.

Mr. ?uel::h was 20 taken aback that he
could do nothing but stare at the Owl
of the Hemove. lle scemed deprived of
the power of spoech and motion.

Remove fellows had sometimes ven-
tured to cheel their Form master in a
mild way; but this was new and
amazing., Mr, Quelch, indeed, was not
gquite sure that Dunter was in his right
SONSEE,

Bunter hlinked at him, greatly on-
couraged by his silence and immobility,
The fat Owl] of the Remove had the im-
preszion that Mr, Quelch, at last, was
being properly impressed, and realising
that he had to deal with a fellow of un-
usual importance.  Billy Banter pur-
suned his supposed suecess, and rubbed
it in, as it were,

LEE. . B e

murmured Bolb
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“You can leave me out, Quelch,™ he
went on. Y I'm fed-up with this rolten
Latin, anyhow 1

“Shut up, you ass!” breathed Peter
Todd.

“Bilenee, knavel!”

“(h, my hat!™

" As for calling you Quelch,” went on
Bunter, while the Remove master still
stared at him blankly, as if frozen end
rooted to the floor, “that is the way for
a fellow of my quality to speak to a man
of yours. You must remember, sir—I
mean, Quelch—that in the gﬂnd old days
men of your low-born kind had to how
and scrape before my ancestors, and
wera sufliciently honourad if they re-
coived a kick and a cuff from a belted
knight. Hundreds of Quelches uzed to
ohey the orderz of the De Bonterres,
and——"

“The boy iz mad!™ said Mr. Quelch,
addressing space.

“Oh, chuck it!"” said Bunter.

Bless my sonl! Did you—did vou.
say  chuck it?" gasped the Remove
master,

“1 did, knave!™

“ Upon my word !

*Bilence, caitiff 1 said Bunter, with
& wave of 2 fat hand. “I'm.fed-up with
you! Gadeooks! Who are you?"

Mr. Queleh was still staring at Bunter
as if mesmerized. Bunter sat down
victorious.

The Remove master had been reduced
to a proper state of mind, in his [at
opinion. DBunter was done with him.

Unfortunately, Mr. Quelch was not
donge with Bunter.

He gresped his cane hard, and cama

towards the formsz. Idis leflt hand
dmxﬁmd on Bunter's collar.
ad ﬂ:'l' !!J

“Tnhand me!” roared Bunter.

“Wha-a-at ™’

“"Unhand me! How dare you lay a
comimon hand vpon me, you saucy
knave?"

Mr. Quelch did not answer ihat
griestion,

With a powerful grip on Tuntor's
collar, he hooked the Owl of the Re-
move ont before the class

“Leggo " yelled Bunter.

Mr. Quelch did not let go. Ha
whirled Bunter across o desk, and then
the canc rose and fell,

Clonds of dust rose from Billy Bunter's
trousers, and fiendizsh yells from Billy
Bunter, .

Whether Bunter was  nsane, or
whether he was only checky, or whether
he was under an obsession, Mr. Quelch
died not pause to inguire. In any and
evary Cage a I;'I:Lr.'.lﬁ.’rlil'i%l scemed  to
what he needed, and Mr. Cuelch pro-
ceedod fo administer what he necded,

Whaek, whack, whack, whack!

From the lofty superiority of De Bon-
terre the Owl of the Remove came down
suddenly to the erdinary Dunter level,
a5 had happened before. He did not
turn on Mr, Queleh and smibe him with
kmightly  wrath, e squirmed and
wriggled and roared in the prasp of the
Bemove master, while the cane beat the
dust from his tronsers.

Whack, whack, whack, whack, whack!

The vells of Billy Dunter rang through
the Remove-room and along the corridor
aulside. The uprear was terrifie. ;

Me. Quelch did net leave off whack-
ing till nis arm was fatigued. DBunter
was more than fatigued by that time.

Y Now go to your place, Bunter!™

O, 0w, ow, wow !l

“If you were not the F'-’rtlipidl:-st bay in
my Form. Buanter, T should take you to
your headmaster for a flogging.”

Ow, ow! Wow, wouw!™

“Any further insclence from
Bunter, and von will be flogped 1

“* Yow-gw-gw-o0w-wow [

you,
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| “* Bunter ! ** shrieked Bir. Queleh,

the Form-master., ** Avaunt !

Away !
on Bunter and gripped the [at Junior’s ear between finger and thumb. ** Come !** hissed Mr. Quelch,

“Bah ! Stand back, knave !’ said Buntier scornfuily. gasped
Touch me not, caitiff ! ** That was foo much for Mr. Quelch. He swooped down

‘““ What—what——"
(See Chapler 11.)

“Go to vour place?™ thundered bMr.
Queleh,

Dunter erawled te his place. All the
swank of Do Bonterre was taken out of
the Owl of the Remove now. From the
bottom of his fat heart he repented him
that he had ever departed from the
manners and customs of Bunter of the
Remaove, The descendant of the varlets
had bestowed g terrifie thrashing npon
tho descendant of the 4nights, and the
knightly vouth had to take it “lying
donwn™

*“8Bit down, Dunter.™

Bunter promnptly sat down,  Bunter or
I}e Bontoerre, he was preparcd now to
ohey the slightest command  from a
common schoolmaster—indecd, to hang
wpont Liz words and anbicipate  his
shightest wishes !

Gut he rose apain with cqual prormpt-
N85,

“ Please, sie, may T
he gaspod.

Mr, Queleh stared at hirm, and (hen
he smiled grimbty, He realized  that
TBunter ha.n:F -4 mnaturcal preferenes [
standing, al presend. i

“You may stancd. Bunber™

“Thank you, siv!” wabled Bunler.

And he stood through the lesson, wrig-
gling and squirming. Possibly he still
cherished a2 hepe  of  asserbing  has
superiovity i the Remwove: but be
realised only teo clearly that My, Quclch
was nob baking any, and W owas corlain
that there would be no more swank frowm
Vunter 1 the Forns-room,

may I siamd Ll[‘.l':'"

THE -NINTH CHAPTER.
Not Nice for Bunter !

ILLY DBUNTUEERE seemwend raiher
.Llu'r.uhn:d duving the following few
Lhah v s,
The Vekine hie bad received in
the Bemove room seemed to have had a
discovraging offect upon hine,

He could nof, also, be blind o ihe
Fuet that his newlyv.discovered kmghtly
doseent was a great jest i the Remove
—that the foellows considered it, indeed,
LI L L TN '

Voven Visler 10 Vilh chuekled over i,
sl elipped sunder unmcreifully.
Fishier 1, Fizh, Twing o native af the
greal Bepubbie wheve Jagk i3 az gowd

as his master, if not a litile better, had
a natural reverence for anything in the
nature of a title. He would have
haunted Lord Mauleverer like a shadow
had his lordship been able- to  stand
Fishy, which was not the case.  Buf
even Fisher T, Iish, with all his Trans-
atlantic keenness on titles, was not im-
%reszed by the new prospects of the

anter family, and he told the Owl of
the Remove that Bir William de Bon-
terre cut no ice with himn: and, indeed,
he "guessed ™ and “ealenlated ” that
LBunter had no morve connection with that
dead-and-gone Donterre than with Julius
Casar or -Nebuchadneezar,

Bunter remained quite convineod of
the fact himself, and he attached the
greatest smportance to it. He really
could not understand  how the fellows
could rerard such an important matter
as a “serenm,”

I'roaf of biz knightly claims was com-
ing to bamd, he told the pgrinning
Remove [ellows,  His father had en-
gagod the services of the inguiry agent
who—according 1o his own account—was
in clowe toueh with the leralds' Office,
and knew all about pedigrees, and coats-
of-arms, and crests, and sach things
There waz overs hope, Bunter declared,
that the old title woukd he revived, old
Sip Willime ¢ Bonterve having been a
Laronet as well as a kniphk.

A kniphthood  expived  with the
holder, bt a baronctey dide't, and the
Bonterre bavoncicy was still hanging up
sotcwhere, so to speak, wailing for

s claimant 1o take 1t down, M
\i‘hri”'iiltll HHHIHUI BI.I“'LI:‘I', uf Bl_ll'ltﬂl.'
Court and Throgmorten Streel, was

poing 1o be the happy mau.,

Ekinner, 10 the meantine, was pulting
in a litle bistorieal researeln,. Like
Bunley, hie went posing wuto old books
in the sehoal hovarc; amwd the resall of
his nvestizalions was new light ou the
Bonterve Fumilv, Bkinoer had oand
that the Sie Williain froin whom Bunicr
of the Remove claimed descent was the
third Laronct, having  Leen a Caly
eheesemonger 1o the reign of Jawmes twe
sl

Skioner made kapwn this picee of
news i thi Har one  eveaing, ainid
chuehics Fram the jusiors, atd reccived
o lave of weath fonn, Billy Bunter,

“Notling  of  the'  kiwd!™  hoobed

Bunter, *“He jolly well wasn'f o cheese-
mongoer, you rotier [

“Ha, ha, ha'”

“He jolly well was!" prinned Skinner,

“I's one of the oldest baroneteies ip
the kingdom,” hooted Bunter. * It date:
boack to the Tudors or the Plantagonets.™

“ You silly owl!” roared Ieter Todd.
" Deroneteies were invented by James
E!m Iiest, and never heard of Lefore his
e

“Rol!™ anid Bunter,

“Ha, bha, Lhat”

“And that Jolly old King jollv well
invenled the giddy title bhecause he was
hard up, and he seld ‘em at a theusand

omls each,” said Toddy, “That's
Fuwl tti:r: Bonterre choesemonger camie in
or it

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“Hot!" hooted Bunier.

“You sce, 1t's a bit more distinguizhed
to have a late baronetey than an carly
one,” prinned Bob Cherev.  IE was
only r guestion of cash in those dni;;s-,,”

Bunter pave Lob a withering blin

“Ms all rot, of course,” he .spid,
“Really, vou know, T'm not surprized at
vou comtmon [ellows feeling cnvy and
Jralousy like flhis,  You pleboang—-"

“ s what " ejaculated Dol

“Plebeians!  You  plebeians have
abwayvs been up against the patricians,”
sa] Bupder scomnfully, “In i}he good old
days, e ancestors woald have had you
whipped ot the eart's tatl, wath a mag-
ruin to yon,”

" Ae—a which 7

A wmrernin,” seid Bunier,

“Whul the thump's a muerain?®

“Mhai's vour low-born igroracce,” said
Bunter. ¥ A murrain =
v i, of eonrse,™

Lo hop !

“Things have ehangod for the worse,
=aiel Bouter, whose fat mind had been
revelling in contemplation of fhe great
davs when kvights were hoid, * Com.
1o Ipm{flﬂ joliv: well had to too the
line in the good old dars. you Lknow.
Savcy varlets wore whipped, or tueked
up to the rallows, or hac their ears sht.
Une of my ancestors wonld lavve oleaved
vt io the clioe for less olwek thaa
vouwve given e

(Continucd on page 10.)
T Macsur Liprany,—XNn, 697,
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A

DDED o my many olher accoin-
plishrends 13 that of parsman-
shipn, T can do almost anything
with & boat. (In faet, it's no

fonger & boat, by the Lime you've
ﬁnii:s‘.}nf-.l with it, Billy. Ib turns turtle!

Without wishing to boast, bragg, or
hlow my own trumpitt, I may say that
P'm the finest oarsman in the Grey-
friars Remove, bar none. Stroking a
CrOW colnes as easy to me as strokng

a cat. You see, carsmanship ia in my
blood. I've inberited it from my four
fathers,  (Wirst time 1 knew you had

four pators, Billy. Mozt fellows are
content with ene!--Ed.)., One of my
earliest ansestors—Sir Rowlock Bunler -
rowed for Ancient Briton against the
Romans. He did jolly well, too, and gob
swamped out—not with waler, but wiih
congratulations!

Then theve was Sie E:H‘!HEF;TI. Toler,

who was “frst apan ™ i the Oxford oot

in 1266, (Undoubtedly he mwust have
heen the fivst man m the Oxford boat,
if it was ns long apo as all thatl--Td.)
Sir Burleigh was o wonderful chap. It

was eaid nof him that be carvied the
erew on his sholders. T don't seo hm:i
he could have done that, qute,  TE's

rather & tuff propersition, fo ballauee
soven sturdy fellows on your sholders,
and row at the same time. SGll, T sup:
pose we muost believe what the historians
tell us,

Never mind about the past, ihough.
I's the present that I want to wrte
about.

We'lve goi a puoner crew ab Grey-
friars, and you never saw such a sorry
web of spessimens in your life! What
they don't kunow about rewing would
I whole vollumes,

Wharten chose the crew, of covse: and
T can- congratiulate Inm on iz choice.
Wharton himself can't row for tofTy. 've
affered 1o mive hipy tnition, but he has
rejected my ofTer with skorn.

Tow can you reezonably cggepect a
follow to sclect a strong cvew, when he

TeE AMacxer Lisnsry.—No, BOT,

s
“ lilyﬂunmr

i =

EDITORIAL !

By Harry Wharton,
e T T e

HE anonal “ Baftle of the Blues ** has
been [ousht ond wou, T expect, by
the time Lhis issme of the * Herald #
i3 1 your bands. Perhaps I ought

o have taken fime by the forelock, and
produced our special Boating Number in
advauce of the great "Varsily clash, But
rm;tm%; and boat-racing are very popalar at
Lhis timec of the year, so I need not [ear
that this number will wot be topizal.
Boating Week is an aooual funetion at

himself i3 the biggest dufler that over § Ureyfrias, and our semior avd junior crews

caught a crab?

I watched Wharlon's crew al prackiiss,
and 36 was positively panciul, The
seemed fo be competing with ench other
to sco who eould ionke the bipgest
aplash.

“But there! HMow can yon cggspoct a

skinny, seraggy set of fellows like
Wharton & Co. to pull a boat aloug?
Johnny Bull was the anly [ellow i the
crew whe was at all berly, but he was
as clumsy as a hipperpetamus,  What
we want ad Grc-j'ij;':ars is o erew of
strong, strapping, sturdy chiapa like e,
Beefy, brawny feflows with big biceps —
that's what we want! MMy ideal crew
would koustst  of  myscll, my  nnwoer
Bammy, atiy  Wynn  and  Dagey
Trimble, of S Jim's; Tubby Muilin, of
Rookwood ; my consin Wully ; and three
other fellows of equal propociions, Jach
member of wy crew would weigh Four-
teen stone, and we'd fairly wake the
fur Ay, Gressed Lightning wouldu't be
i it, once we gob oo fhe move! (1
would lhave te be a jolly substantial
boat, T'ie thinking, fo accommodain
?j%'l;t- fellovws of Bily DBunter’s bulk,.- -
ik e

I should train my crew on jani-tarls
and doe-naits, and put them  1lirough
& stuff trial on tho river every dar, And
1 should Leivg 1hem Lo such 2 pitch of
perfection that we should pot enly bick
all the vival schools with ease, Dbut
shoald Dbe in a position {o challenge
Oxford and Canlbeidge,

Bome will anigger at thix, and 1hink
it a flite of fancy on mwy part. Dot 1
only wizsh 1 had Tmlf a cllance to show
My prowess as an oavsmwan! Al prescnt,
[ am kept out of the croew by perzonal
jellusy on Wharton's part. Crowded
out of the ericket, crowded out of {he
footer, crowded out of the rowing—such
is miy unhappy fate, dear readers. It's
awfully sad, wihen vou come lo think
of tt. Hewever, ove of these Gno days
I shall ¢ome inlo wy own, aud Billy
Bunter's bravwny boat-crew will ba the
talk of ithe land. And it will he a big
blow to heapeless dualfers like Wharton.

have had a jolly strevwous time. The Wiver
Hark has been the scene of pome tremen-
dogs bussles, and Greyviviars has covered
iteclf with glory against the rival sehocls.
Our semior crew, stroked by burly George
Wingate, ot tuto the final against 5t. Jim's,
and won an excifing race by a quarter of
of a length,.  OQur junior erew—nof whicl 1
huve the bouwour to be leader—alsa reached
the flual, owr opponents being {lie merry
imen of Higheliffe,

There is oo gelling away from the fact

thal ¥rank Courfensy & CUo, are stunpiug
portsmen, and they possess smne sturdy ancd
stout-hearted oarsmen.  In the carly heats
they had defeated Rookwood and Courtfleld
Compty Council School, so we gucssed 1hat
they would moke uis go = all the way 17 in
the final. And they did!
e was a desperate tussle, and pesabted
g dead-heat, both bosls fAashing pass
Ehe winning-pest side by side, with pat sn
inch to clioose hetween them. The roce was
re-rowed after a - hreathwer,”” and Lhis tine
we guined the verdiet by the harcat poszible
margin, I was obliged to set a warm pace
to my men, awd ey respomded geilandly,
Johmuy Bull and Bob Chevey, o particular,
rowing like Trojaus.

On tiiz senson’s Form Johnny Byll i3 tha
st powerful ocarsiuag jo the Reniove, He
puls plenty of vim and vigonr into his work,
apd be woas as [resh as paief. alb Lhe end
of ihe yace, whercas most of us were in
varving etates of collapse. Frank Xupent
was &0 utterly “whacked ™ Lhiat e bad Lo
be hefped ont of the boat.

In the Grexfriars Remove we Dhave 0ars-
TICH=itThd  Oarsmen, Bilty  DBunicr woas
mightily dignant at not heing selected as
a member of vur erew,. He was oldiged o
take o back seal—ool g hark seal in {he
boat, however, o ib would have sunk like
a stoue. The fact iz Buoter iz a massive,
but nof & muzcalar youth., He basn't (ho
stamina for a strengous boat-race, awd, any-
way, e can't vow! The last time he was
i1 i:.nndun Bunter Look ont o bost on tho
Herpentine o order to show off his prowess
before an admiring crowd, The fab dutfer
prompily coapsized, and he would have gono
te a watery pgrave had not help heen gt
haud, We shall have to Be very lhard up
for oavsmen before we call u?ﬁn the =er-
viges of William Georpe Bunter!

There are other grumblers in 1he Remova
who consider they have mol bécy mven A
fair show, but their grumbles aud grievances
are mob going to be ventilated in this lssuve.
We have more important things (o wiile
about, Anpd so—io our mmubions! .

OARRY WHANTOXN,



THE GREYFRIARS HERALD.

T was Satterday morning, the {twenty.
cighth day of Mareh, in the ?‘EIII' Ann
0’ Domini--whoever i hel—
10251
Dr. Birchemoll, the aped nad vennerable
beadmaster of St. Sam's, sat in hiz study
pouring over his kerrespondence. (What was
I pouring over it; Dicky—ink?—Ed.)
Suddenly there was a top on the door.
“ Trot right in!* sald tvhe Head, with his
usual diggnity and decorum.
wad Jack Jolly eof e Fourth whe
euterad. But Jolly looked anythies but Jolly
just then. He looked, o fact, Jolly mizzet-
able—more mizeerable than be had looked
for a Jolly long time. And thiz made Lhe
Head Jolly curicus, ;
“ Golly, Jolly!* he cjackolated. * What
ever s the motter, my Loy )
For Jack Jolly had taken oud his hangker-
cheef, and waz szobbing wildiy.
“ Boo-lwo!"” he wailed, ™ I—I've just had
a tellypram, sir!*
“What of that?'" =zald the Head, in ser-
rize. “I've had tellyprams myzelf, many a
ime and oft, bnt no hones have been
broken. Come, dry those {ears, aod pull
youraelf togelher!™
“ But—=hnt ¥Yom den’t nnderstand, sir!™
wimipered Jack Jolly. " The tellygram 1've
Dad {3 of o trajjick oatove.™
13 ﬂ].-l !J':l

she mig

“It's from my uncle, sir. Tt sarys: * Come”

at once? I am sinking fast.'

“ 0= your unele a zailer, Jolfy "

o Nunne, &,

" He iz not ot zea??

Jaek shook his head.

“ Then how comes he 1o be sinking fast o

“ He means his life's ebbing away, sir. He
iz 'l:-'iurr'—-——-“

“1 darc say T is5!*" mermered the Head.
o Peaple whose lives are ebhing away can't
gn dashing round te the post.ofiis to send a
tellypram [**

0 ezgapoct hie zob sumnlhmly to despatch
W for him, sie" sald Jaeck Jally. “He is
Iying hetween Hfe and deth! I am dredfully
afraid that he wiil explre—*

“ Chuek In his mitt, do you mean?™

# Yensir!!?

“ Then why can't you put it In plane
English? Y am sorry for your uncle, of corse.
I've been ot debt’s door myself, Bof what
fa It you want, Jolly? What con I do for
youn in this time of erysisi*

1 want your permission ta po apd see
my uocle before he breethez his last, sir?

The Head grinped—which was a very hart.
Iess thiog to de in the serkumstances.

“ Trpes your uncle happea ta live at Putney,
Jolly 7 he inkwired, with a sly wink which
the jumior failed to mnotlizs,

“ Mo, st

o Then e lives af Mortlake, T presoom 2™

N, <pp™

o Well, never mind,” zaid the Head. * You
can o and zee him, anyway.™

o Phanks awlully, siet??

And Jaek Jolly made o snivelling exit from
the Head's study.

Br. Rirchemall was smiling as he cantinpned
to pour over hia korrespondence. Even the
fact that bis morning male. Eonsisted, for
the most part, of unpaid bills did vot chase
away the Head's smile. :

There was mmother Lap an Lhe door. This
tim{i the Head's wisitor was Swolter of the
Sixth.

™ Borry to trubble sou, =if,” &aid Swotler;
fhut T've just had a message from iy
grandmother. She tumbled down three flites
of stares, and 15 not egespected to recover.®

i Poor zole!” mermercd the Hewd, ™ And

W

e feakyTpen

1 suppose your grandparent wizshes to soe
yau hefore she—er—kivks the bucket?*

“Yes, sir,”™ =ald . Swotter, whose berly
frame was shaken with sobs.

“Yary well,” said ihe Head kindly.
“You may po, my bay. 1 hope It will he
ap excitiog -race!”* he added, under his
breth, as Swotter took his defarfure, |

A3 soon as the Sixth-Former's footmarks

had died away Mr. Lickham, the master

of the Fourth, a!ppenmi on the seen. He
was in o state. of grate agitation.

“I have reseeved a4 sSummons——* he
began.

“My hat!" said the Head. " What have

0 been op to now, Lickham? Braking the
aw apain-—hey 7"

¥T don'k mean a perilee-court summona,
sir, 1 have reseeved a summons from my
hrother. He i an airman, &5 you Eknow,
and constant Nying has given him a had
:L&ttnck':gf shy-attica. He is at present hover-
Ngm——

“Then he'd no bizzineza to be!” said the
Head., “ He ought io give up flying of
abee

“ Hoverlag between life and deth, sip®
eggsplained Mr. Lickbam. * Much as I hate
ko leave my dewfles at 5t. Bam’s, even for
a few hours, I fe¢l I ought to ask your
permission to hasten fo my brother’s side.™

“1Hd you sa% your brother's side or the
waberside 77 mermered the Head, 1 sce by
the morning paper that the DBoat Race is
due to be rode to-dav.*

I Alr. Lickbam hlushed te the rools of his
nre,

“ Yes, yez, siry but that has nothing to do
with my brother’s iflpess."™ he said.

O Tudesd ! znid the Hemd., 1 shouold
have thought that yvour brother's Hiness and
the BDoal Race were one and the same thing!
Hﬂmawr. we won't wrangle ahout it. Off you

ol

And Mr, Lickham went.

But if the Head hoped to be left In plece
after that his hopes were roothlessly shat-
tergd. Quite m stream of eallers flocked ioto
hia study <durlng the next hour, and it was
astonishing what a lot of illoess had broken
airt among the relations of the 3t Sam’s
fellows, There seemed to bhe o wholesale
epidemic of Ary, newmonia, hooping-koff, and
ather kinds of scariet-fever,

Happily, the Head happesed 1o Be in a
jeenial frame of mind thet morning, and in
every case leave of absence was reddily
granbed,

By the time eleven n'olock eame 5t. Sam's
wna almost draioed of masters and skollers.,
They were hurrying with all speed to the
various dethbeds, which were all situated o
the same plaice-—namely, at Putney |

L] L - + L * L ]

The 530 pwm, ftrane from Waterloo was
crowded with 56, Bam's fellows, returnin
from Lheir visits to the sziek. Evidently all
their relatives bad turnmed the corner, and
were well on the road tn recovery, for the
Bb, Sam's fellows were looking quite wmerry
am) Lright. BSome were weéaring light blue
rosetiez in their buttonlwles; others were
wearing dark blue dittn,
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Mr. Lickham waa on the platform, hot
he did pot wish to be seen by auy of the
&t. Sam's fellows, so he lay dogpo hehiod a
milkcan tl] fthe tralm was about to start,
Then he made a dart for o fArst-class
carridge.

Mr. Lickham scrambled [n, brethless, and
wna gerprized and symwhat aunoyved to find
a berly navvy eitting opposit.

“What iz this low, vulger [lellaw Jdoing
hear?" muttered the Form master. “Js he
not aware that thiz iz a Brst-class carridge,
speshully reeerved for ortocrats and plowtd-
crata i

The navvy regarded Mr. Lickham with a
cheery grin, and the Form master (rowned.

Do oot make grimmaces at me, my good
man ! he said. “¥ou have no I}Euillesﬂ- in
thiz carrlage at all! Corduroy trowsers and
a muffler and a cheap ¢loth cap! You are
a low, common person !'?

The mavvy was still grinniog.

o Kecp ver ‘alr on, guv'nor!™ he zaid. I
got as much right to he in this "ere carrldge
az wob you "ave! Look!®

Aopd, to Mr. Lickham's mmazement, the
navvy perduced a first-class ticket.

" Blesa my sole!™ gasped the Form master.

And then he relapsed into o puzzicd
silence. . -

The navvy drew 4 clay pipe from his pocket
apd lit wp. The lomes of hiz fowl shapgg
made Mr., Lickhom %ol sod splutier. Aod
he codtioued to koff and spluticr az the
trane thundered on fts way. He giared
fearcely at his fellow-passenpger, who re-
mained blissfully unconserned.

The trane was nearing 5t. Sam’s when the
navyy sgnddenly looked up at Mr. Lickham
and spoke. Rot this time his veice was cul-
tured and refined,

" Well, my dear Lickham, and how did yvou
fod that brother of yours? Hasz he climcked
up the piddy sponge, so to speak? 1f mo,
I trust vou wili seud me an iovite fo fhe
fuperal !

Mr. Lickham nearly toppled off lis =eaf,
for his fellow-passepger was none othier than
the hendmaster of 5t Ham's!

“ab, my giddy apnt!™ gasped 1he Form
master, in dismay. * I had po kdear 16 wne
you, &ir, or I should never have allooded to
you as a low, common person! A fhowszand
apologies '¥

* That's all right!*" =aid the Head cheer-
fully. “1 zaw yom on the towing-path at
Putney. I suppose your brother recovered
from hiz illness fo time to take you i{o seca
the Boat Race?™?

Mr. Lickham fAushed erfmzon.

“ Don't be alarmed,” zald the Head. ' I'm
not ];H}'IHE to call yon over the coals for

he Boat Roce. 1WE heén to zee it

myself! Coulda't resist the temptation, you
know, But it was peazeszary for-me fo adopt
this dirguise, in ease any of the Guvvernera
of BE ®Ham'z were knoeking around. I'm not
supposed to be abeent from my duties. 1
gayv, Lickham, wasn't it a stunning race?**

Mr. Lickham was too dazed to answer, and
he stagpered from the train when it stopped
at its destination like & mano in a dream.

That evening the Head wan back n gown
and morter-board o3 wsual, He made tender
inkwirlea asz to the health of Jock Jolly'a
nnele, and Swotter's grandmother, and afl
the other invalida, Amd the fellows litkls.
dreamed that o certain herly navvy who had
blocked their view on the towing-path had
been theie respected and wenperable head.
master]

THE END.

-
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(Continued from page 13.)

f0Oh, my hat!”

“I don't know whether vou ever had
By ancestors, Bob Cherry—-"

“Well, I must have had a few, T
think,” chuckled Bob., “I didn’t grow
all of a sudden, like Topsy 1n the story.”

“Well, 1f you ever had any, my
ancestors walloped them at the Baftle
of Hastings,” said Bunter.

¥ 0h, great pip!” _

“The Do Bonterres were 5 noble
Norman house,” said the Owl of the
Remove., “You can tell that by the
Frenchified name. They came over with
the Congueror.”

“There was no Undesirable Aliens Act
in those days!” romarked. Wibley.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

* And they jnllﬁ well knooked out you
common Saxon churls,” said Bunter dis-
dainfully. “Iota of fellows named
Cherry and Bull and Skinnmer and
Wibley got it in the neck at the Battle
of Hastings, when my ancestors got at
them, ILdcked to the wide!™

“Well, that's a long way back,” re.:

marked Bob Cherry. *I can't say 1
specially remember what happened
my family at the Battle of Hastings;
it wagz before time. But if your
ancestors licked mine, old fat man, it's
]:ngh time that the matter was set right.”

'Eh ?IJ

“8o the descondant of my ancestors is
going to jolly well wallop the desecndant
of youra, and:level up,” said Bob,

“Ha, ha, hal” '

Billy Bunter suddenly dropped the dis-
cussion and retired hurriedly from the
Rag, - amid & roar of laughter. Ap-
parently he did not want the Battle of
Hastings to be fought over again at
Crveyfriars, . It was quite certain that
the victory would not have rested with
the Normans in this case,

“Dear old Bunter!™ said Harry
Wharton, laughing. “He grows funnicr
Evﬂr¥ day.”

Billy Bunter retired to his study in a
morose humour, It was rather unfor-

tunate that he hiad not inherited any of
the I-:mf; tly prowess of the De Tt
terres a with their noble blood. As

for the noble blood, Bunter was gquite
convineed about that. = He was deter-
mined not to crédit Skinner's story of
the City cheesermonger.

When Peter Todd came in for prep,
Bunter eyed him morosely and bitterly.

“It's rather hard cheese, Toddy.” he
said, “This rotten modern democracy.
I suppose. There's no respect left for
noble bloed and ancient hineage, I'mn
treated on a footing of equality by all
sorts of commeon fellows: I even have
to share a study with a poor devil of a
enlicitor's son! Bik sickening, isn’t it?”

“ More than that,” said Peater checr-
fully.  *“It's frightfu'il;,' sickening—for
the solicitor’s son,”

“Oh, veally, Toddy—"

“Lot of difference botween past and
presente’” remarked Ieter. "‘E":nw. s
the jolly old past, you'd have called in
vour minions to put me on {the rack, or
something nice like that, wouldn’t vou ™

* I jolly well would ™

“And in the jolly old present, instead
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of that, a poor devil of a solicitor’s son
takes you i:.ulgr' the collay, like that—"
~ “Leggo!” :

And kicks you for your check, like
that—"

* Yarvooooh ! )

“And :hifts vou out of the study, like
that—""

‘Bump !

Peter Todd grinned cheerily at the
Owl of tha Remove from the study doos-
way., Buanter sat and glared.

“What a change from past to present—

what1* asked DPeter. “Jolly old De
Benterre would have jump ug and
rushed at me with hiz jolly old battle-

axe if I started kicking him. And my
opinion 15 that you'll jump up and rush
for the stairs when I begin kicking.”
Biff, biff !
- Poter Todd was right.
Bunter rushed for the stairs,

[ —

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Soft Sawder !

i OME in, sir!”
Bunter started.
Tt was Bkinner of the Re-
move who addressed him, and
the manner of Harold Skinner was full
of respect—orammed with it,

The Gwl of the Remove stared at Trim.

Bkinner was standing in hiz  study
doorway, and Vernon-8mith was thére
with him. The two juniors had heen
talking and grinning when Bunter came
along, but at the sight of the hknightly
Owl they became grave at once,

“Deign ta enter I said E‘:rnithly.

Bunter eyed them suspiciously.

This, .it. is true,. was precisely the
manner in which a De Bonterre ought to
have been addressed by common persons.
But Bunter had almost given up the
hope of ever being treated in the Groy-
friars Boemove with the respect that was
due to his noble descent. ]

He suspected 2 jape, But Skinner and
the Dounder were extremely grave.

“It's humble quarters to ask you ipto,”
said  Skinner respectiully; *“but we
should be honoured, sir,”

“Pray step in!” urged the Bounder.
“We've got a bag of tarts here. Per-
hops wvour homour will deign to taste
them.”

That decided Bunter.

Jape or not, ho could see a bag of
jam-tarts on the stedy table, and he
rolled in, The discovary of his knightly
descent had not ecaused Bunter's famous
appetite to deteriorate In any warv; he
was slill as fond of tuck as ever. Ie
wonld not have been surprised, when he
was in the study, if Skinner and the
Iiounder had collaved him, and dabbed a
jam-tart on his fat lictle nose; but it was
worth ibe risk.

Iat he was not collared, he was not
dabbed. Amazing as it was, apparently
the twoe juniors were Impressed at last
with Bunter's superiovity, and had re-
solvad to pay bim the respect that was
fris clue.

Really, it was not surprising, when
Dunter came to think of it. The really
swprising thing waz that commeon per
conz had ever ventured to eheelk him.,

“Will yon =it down, +ir?" asked
Skinner.

“0Oh, don't eall me siv, vou know !’
cadil Dionter,

“Excuse e, sir. T know what i3
thie to my bebters,” sad Skinoer fvmly,
" oyou honour my study with your
preaence, sir. 1t 15 up o me o =how thar
I appreciate the honour.”

“Fxacily 17 said the Bounder.
T aerve vou, Bunter?”

“Thanks, old chap ™

“ oy

Buonter sat down.

Skinner and Srnuthy reiatned stand-
ing, apparently feeling that it wonld be
impioper for common perzons to sit in a
knightly presence.

Vernon-3mith rolled the tarts out of
the bag upon a plate, and Skinner took
the plate and presented it to Buater on
bended knees.

Bunter proceeded to deveur the tarts,

ITis fat face was ivradialed with smiles

This was what le had a right to
expect, but what he had almost given ap
m:pee!.ing. In the atmosphere of =solemn
gravity in Skinner's stoudy he ne longer
suspected & jape.  Anvhow, he was get-
ting the tarts; ihere was no mistake
about that.

Tart after tart vanished with great
promptness. It was not very long since
Bunter had had his dinner, but one
dinner was nothing to thé Owl of the
BRemove. He could have demolished
several dinners, and thén any number of
farts. In the gasztronomic line, nt least,
Williarn George Bunter was a man of
prowess,

" Like them, str¥"” asked Skinner,

'IG“‘}EH:I. !1!l )

“We hope ihat you forgive uz, your
honour,” said Skinner. * You sec, we
never really understood at first how
matters stood. Our lowborn ignorance,
you know,*

“'I know,” assented Dunter.

Vernon-Smith eyed the Owl of the
Hemove curiously. It seemed almost in-
credible that even the fatuous fat junior
could swallow this. But Bunter awal.
lowed it as he swallowed the terts, and
with as much - enjoyment. . He was
merely getting his just due, like the
king coming into his own again, as it
were.

Skinner winked at the Bounder with
the eye furthest from Dunter.

“Now that we understand, we're tak-
in(g} our proper piace,” went on Skinner.
“COur proper place iz one of respect and
obedienece.™

“Just that!'™ agreed Bunter,

“The other fellows will come round,™
went on Bkinner. I think they're com-
ing round already. Another tarf, your
worship 7™

“¥es, rather [ ]

Snoop came into the study, He staved
at the sight of Hareld Skinner on his
kneez scrvipg the lordly Bunter with
tarts.

“What on earth’zs this gome?" de-
manded Suoop.

“Game T repented Skinner, ¥ Don't
be disrespectiul o Bunter, Buoop !”

iF Ehl:'.n

“1 mean, De Bonterre. De Bonterre
has kirdly consented to honour this stoudy
for a few minutes of his valyable time,”
said Skinner. “If vou are to remain s
friend of mine, Snoop, vou will ireat De
Bonterve with the respeet due to his
noble lineage.”

Dunter blinked at the gasping Snoop,

“You hear that " he said lofuly.
© U= zuppoze I'm dreaming!" said
SBiclney James Sncop Dlankly, “Lock
here! What arve you wasting tavks for on
that fat dummy "

T RBilewee I =aul the Boender.

" Look here, Smtthy——"

“At a word fron 1de. TDonterre. raid
Skinner, “woshall take vou by the seruff
of the neck and eltuck vou out of the
study, Snoop.”
CEWIL vou.
Snoop.

*Certanly 17 =ald Sogithy, * Az com-
0 ersotis, Wo Dae h”-'ll-t![]. 1] Elhl'.".‘l-' By
order De Bonterre chonses to give us,
That's how i was in the davs of chivalry,
and how it ought to be now.,  Isn't i,
Bunter#"

By pum!™  exclaimed
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“ Exactly 1M .

“Well, my only Aunt Georginal”
ejaculated Bnoop."' [ suppose 1t's o jape,
or are you fellows off ¥your rockersi”

Billy Dunter blinked at him, and
blinked at Smithy and Skinner. He wag
taking in flattery and soft sawder, like
a8 cat lapping milk, and he was already
swelling with importance. He raised a
fat hand and pointed to Bunoop,

“Thraw that baze varlet out!” he
cormnucledl,

Inflated as be was wilth Aatiered con-
ceit, Bunicr hardly expected his two
faithful admirers to earry out that order.
But they did! Skinner and Smithy
elosed in an Bnoap and eollared him, and
Sidney Jumes Snoop, with a yell of in-
furinted protest, was hurled into the Re-
move passage. He landed theve with a
bump and a roar.

“h, good ! chuekled Bunter.

“Any more commands, =ic ¥ psked
Skinner, while the dezed Snoop picked
himself up, and limped away, to spread
the news in the Bemove that Skinner
and Smithy had gpone suddenly masd.

“Yos," said Doater, greatly elated.
"Any move barcts

“Certainly ! Another bag in the cup-
board."”

“Hand them over, then 1"

“Ta hear is fo ohey!” said Bkinner
meekly.

“And jolly well look sharp!” added
Bunter, in o dictatorial tone.

“Yes, sir,” said Skinner, as if he were
answering a Form master.

Bunter starled on the second bag of
tarts. ]

He was enjoying life now.

“May I make a suggestion, your
worship?™  insquired Ternon - Bmith
humbly,

Bunter rlanced at him.

“Epeak, varlet!” he said loftily.

Really, the Owl of the Remove seemed
3“““ to fancy bhimself old Sir William

¢ [outerre come to life again, as it
Wero,

"Wo understand,” said the Bounder
gravely,  “We know our place.
rest of the fellows don’t. Laow-horn
if,‘nﬂraamm you know. Now, my ides is
that if they saw you dressed in proper
style, like wyour noble ancester De
Bonterre, it would dawn upon them how
the land Jres, Seef”

Eh 7

“We've got the things here,” zaid the
Bounder, unrolling a bundle that lay on
the study table. I got them from the
costniier’s in Courtheld.
pay for the hire; but that's nothing
when it's in vour scrvice, DBunter—I
mean, o Bonterre. ™

“Nothing ot ali,”
fatwously.

“1hressed as a Cavalier, vou will make
the fellows really understand how it is,”
cxplained Smithy, “My belief is that
you will simply have to show yourself
to impress the Remove and the school
generaily,  You see, you've got the
igure of a Cavalier—"

“The fine, commanding figure,” re-
marked Skinner,

“The jofty leok and gesture!™ said
Smizthy,

“An eye like Mars, to threaten and
connandg 1™

“Y¥eau'll look just hke one of those
old Yandyck portraits, stepped out of
itz frame "

“Just like that!™

* Handsome and stately

“It will make an impression!™

“Bound to!”

“Cortain !

Slisener  and  Smithy alternated, as
they unpacked the costume from the
bundle. Bunter blinked through his big
spectacies at the silken doublet, the

agreed  Bunter

LR

The

I've had to |

Spanish leather hoots, the lace ruffles
the plumed hat, and the sword and other
appurtenances of & cavalier of Stuart
trmes.  The costume was, rhaps, &
little the worse for wear; (‘E:hﬂe&ﬁ it
had been lent cut by Mr. Lazarus for
plays and fancy-dress eccasions a poodl
many times. It was not, porhaps, in the
cleanast possible state. Bunler, forlun-
ately, was not parbicalar upon such

points,
His e¢yes gleamed behind  hiz
spectacles,

Bmithy's suggestion, amazing as it
way, exactly " jumped ™ with the Owl's
own peculiar ideas. Ilo had not the
shghtest doubt that he would make
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mest impressive figure in Cavalier garh
—not the slightest doubt that in such o
guize he would impress an admiring
school. e bad clanned to bhe a ncble
Cavalier by descont, and in Cavalier
oarly he would lock the part—he was
sure of that.

Smithy and Skinner eyed hun almost
hungrily.

They were sure that Bunter was ass
cnough to be fooled to ahnost any ox-
tent; and they had wasted bags of Larts
on this jape, if ik was not a soecess,  Tf
Dunter I{:’!I ta the bait, it was worth
many bapgs of lavis, 1i1-:::,r considered,
The mere wlea of Bunter siruiting in
the quadrangle of Greviriars in such g
costume made it difficult. for them to

: honour

keep | serious, Fortunately for the
success of their little schewe, they
sueceeded.

As a matter of fact, they need not
have had any doubts, Bunter swallowed
the bait like a greedy gudgeon,

“Jolly good idea!” he exclaimed
heartily,

“You—you deign to approve!” gasped
the Bounder.

“Certainly! 1 mean, ay! Quite a
good idea for a common, low-born fellow
like you, Smithy ¥

“CGh! Ah! Yes! Exactly!”

“May we have the honour of helping
your lordship te dress?” ssked Skinner.
“I know it's an honour—we fcel it!
SEay the word, sir!l”

“Certainly 1" said his lordship,

And Skinner and Smithy had the

of helpmmg Billy Bunter to
change out of %mns into the costume
of a Stuart Cavalier, and with amazin
cfforts they contrived to stifle their
merriment uptil Bunter was safe out of
the study esnd strutting down the Re-
MOVE sage in his remarkable guise.
Then they shricked.

PN P

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER,
The Greyiriars Cavalier !

LU o—=
W
" Great pip!”

These was a  buzz  of
amazement in the Greyfriars guad,
From all sides fellows stared at a ro-
markable fgure that walked, or rather
strutied, in full view in the spring sun-
shinae,

For the moment
recogmsed,

Tha plumed Cavalicr hat was some
sizea too large for Bunter, and it rather
shaded hiz fat face, and hid the gleam
of lhis spectacles. The nodding plume, .
too, nodded into his eyes,

Smithy and Bkinner had had to take
in meveral reefs, asz it were, to make
the Cavalier costume fit Bunter longi-
tudinafly. . Sidoways, they had had to
let it oul & good deal.

In Zpanish leather boots, and szilken
doublet, and lace ruffles, and plymed
hat, and dangling sword, Dunter
stritted along tho gravel path, quite un-
-]:::msci.nus of anything comic in the hgure
10 cuk,

His fat imagination was filled with the
idea that he was impressive—that in this
style he was demonstrating that he was
a worthy descendant of Sir William de
Ronterre.  Almost by this time ho
beliovod that he n:-!;“:,,l' was a e Bon-
terre, and he bad no doubt whatever
that he looked the part. .

Harry Wharlon & Co., coming along
the path, stopped dead as they saw him,
and stared.  From all sides fcllows
stared in amazerdent,

“Who—which—what 1a it?" gasped
Beh Chearry.

“RBunter ! gasped Wharten.

“Bunter in that rig!™

“The fat tdiot! What on cavth's the
came ¥

“ RBunter
Fourtl, *
roll up, you fellows!
admission '

“Ha, ha, ha't”

There was & crowd round Bunter at
onoe.

The Owl of the Remove dashed the
nodding plume out of his eyes, pushed
his capacions hat back, and stared at the
juniors with a lofty, dignified stare.,

1Tis look was crushing and cop-
iemptuons; his very spectacles gleamed
with disdan.

“(Gadzooks!  What means this
solence T ha exclaimed.
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#adzooks ! gasped Bob,

“Dh, my hat! Bunter, yon
dummy—" )

“Bunter, vau terrific fathedd——"

“ Avaunt, knaves!” exclaimed Bunter.
¥ Odds bodikine—"

*Ha, ha, ha [

“By my troth—-"

“0Oh, dear! Hold me, somcbody!”
gasped Feter Todd.

“Who is it—what iz it?" yelled Coker
of the Fifth. *1s the fat c{uﬁer potty
What doos it mean?”

Bunter eyed Coker contemptuously.
It really seemed that, under the in-
Auence of the Cavalier costume and his
{at. inagination, Bunter r_ﬂa.]k)' believed
pimself to be & strutting Cavalier—a
1)s Donterre . of Stuart days, and not a
fat Eﬂhm:f-r l:uyhm all. ood

“artait | he sne .

“Ha, ha, ha!™ 3

“{iadzocks, this s too much! Have
ab -you ! shouted Bunter, and he hooked
out the Cavalier sword from its scab-
bard.

“(Oh, my hat! Look out!™

“Mind your eye!"

Coker of the Fifth jumped back in a

reat hurry. The Cavalier sword was,

silly

ortunately, made only of tin—Mr.
Lazarus 3'..-.1 not supply the gonuine
article, But it looked wvery dangerous

a3 Bunter flourished it round his head.
The fashing blade caught the rays of

the sun as it flourished.  There was.s.

general backing away of . the Grb:.’frial‘.;
fellows,

“Mind what wyou're at, gyou fak
duffec!” yelled YWhartow.

iid Kﬂ.ﬁ.'lr'E [+

“¥ou shrieking idiot—=—" shouted
Johnny Bull,

“ Varlet "

“Cave!”  yelled Ogilvy. “Ilere

eomnes Quelchy !” .
Who cares for Quelchy ?" exelaimed

Bunter recklessly, . “Let him dare fto;

offer e an affront, and I will spit him
like a partridge.”

“Phew I''

Mr. Quelch came striding up with a
brow like thunder. From his study
window the Remove maSter had seen
that amazing hgure parading the guoa:d,
and for a minute or two heé had not been
able to believe his eyes.

Then forth from his a*uwile, like & lion
from his lair, the Remove masier
rushed, and he was bearing down on
Bunter with an expression on his face
that might bave scared even the original
Bir  William de Bonterre  himself,
swashing cavelicr as he had been in the
good old days.

“"Bunter " shrieked Dr. Queleh,

“Bah'! Stand back, knave!”

“What? What?™"

“Avaunt!  Away! Tourh me not,
caitiff. "

L]

“The boy is mad

“Mad as a hatter!” exelaimed Win.
pate, of the Sixth., “DBunter, you voung
ass, put that thing down at once.”

Y 3death-——"

“ What—what—what i3 he saying?”
stuuttered Mr, Quelch.

ildeath!™ repeated DBunter trucu
lently,

“Bless my soul! Bunter-—"

‘“Base varlet, away with you!"” roared
Runter, bramiishin his tin sword.
“ Another word, and I will cleave thee
to the chine, thou scurvy knave.”

Alr. elch did not wutter another
word, & felt that it was.a time for
actions, not for words, He swooped
down on Buater. .

The Greyfriarz  cavalier fairly

crumpled wp under that swoop. . Reality
came back, as it were, under the graap
of his Form-master.

Tee Magner LisraRry,—No, BT,

-did not resist.

| back the vells of laughter.

There was a howl, as a finger and
thumb that seemed like an iron vieo
cloged on the fat ear of Bunter de Ilon-
terre.

'::E‘?‘lur;:ridiculuus boj—

“Come with me”

* Wow [

With that iron grip on his ear, the
Greyiriars Cavalier was led away., He
He did not clexve Mr.
Quelch to the chine He squirmed
alefig by the side of the exasperated
Form-master sqau-:sa.kmg,

“Ha, ha, ha!” ;

“Oh, dear! Ha, ha, ha!"

A swarm of fellows followed Dir.
Quelch and the Cavalier, shrieking with
merriment. Vernon-Smith and Skinner
were in the crowd now, velling. Bunter
blinked at them, and he understood at
last that his fat lég had been pulled.

“w! You rotters! QOw—="

*Come "™ hissed Mr. Quelch. -

Bunter went. Fis -plumed hat hun
over one side of his head, and his swo
trailed dismelly on the ground, as he
Limmped along with that iron grip on his
fat ear,

Mr. Quelch gave the yelling crowd of
(areviriars fellowz a glance of rebuke.

“Silence !” he exclaimed. * Bunfer's
erass folly is not a laughing matter,”

“Izn't 1#?" murmured Bkinner,

“ Ha, ha, ha "

. The fellows could not help it—even
Mr. Quéleh’s grim frown could not ke
Mr, Quéﬂ:
had said that it was not a laughing
matter | but he was alone in his opinion:
evervbody else was convinced that it
wasl )

Boars of laughter followed the
Remove master, a3 he marched Bunter
inia the House, still with that irem
grip on his car. They disappedred from
sight, leaving the crowd rocking with
merriment.,

“h, deart™ gasped Bob Cherry,
wiping his eyes. *“0h, dear, Bunter
will be the death of me yet”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Bunter—Bunter  the
sobbed Johnny Baull “Oh, my hat!®
{indrooks ! Ha, ha, ha!”

The iuniors reared. In Mr. Quelch's
study, by this time, the Greyiriars
Cavalier alzo was roanng. But he was
not roaring with merriment—far from
1t.

e . [ Ty
——

Thrilling Racing
Story by
Welt
Known
Amatenr

The Nuhﬂg{l Favourite

This thrilliog yarn has béeo written by
Ir. L. Learmonth, the Well-Knoewn
ateaplochase Jockoy witn rode * Mainsail"
in the (trapd National of 1924 Tt im
& vivid ablory that breathes the resl
romeneo and atmosphers of the ‘Turi.
In tells of jockews and clovor rogues, of
bopkimakera indlfferant to erime, and of
erooke of the upderworld who ¥et Xnow
there ia honour smong Lhiewes, Hegin
reading Chizs wobderful ¥ thriller " iB
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THE TWELFTH CHAPTER,
Satistaction !

i OoR!»
B “Hallo, hallo, hallo!™
Bab f_'iwrr;-r grioned as he
lpoked at Bunter. DBut Bunter
was not grinning. His fat face was
Yery Serions.

Bunter had had quite a painful timo
with Mr. Quelch, Fortunately for him,
thé Remove maater, on learning how
the Owl's fat leg had bebn pulied, had
handed out some of the punishment to
the -practical jokers, Bunter had been
licked, and Bkinner and Smithy received
five hundred lines ecach, as well as 3
severe lecture. But they did not mind;
they felt that the sight of the Grey-
friars cavalier parading in the quad viam
worth it. Billy Bunter gave them
deadly looks in class that afternoon;
deadly thoughts were working in the
fat brain of the descendant of the De
Bonterras., After class, ho sought Bob
Ehﬂrri.

“ Where's the giddy clobber?” asked
Bob, grinning.  “Are you sticking to
Etens now, Bunter ¥

“T've been spoofed,” said Bunter.
“That villain Skinner—"

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“0h, don't cackle! That beast
Smithy hired that clobber—what hae
thinks iz a practical joke, I suppose”
said Bunter. “I don't see where the
cke comes in, myseli, I daresny

ithy won't, either, when old Lazarus

asks him to pay for the things, I've
shoved them into the dust-bin.”

“{h, my hat! That's one on
Smithy ! gasped Bob.

“Buat look here, Cherry-—I want ‘o
friend.”

" A—a fﬁian'd?’:' |

es. I'm gowng to bave satizfaction,
" Batisfaction?” .
“That's it! I'm not going to thrash

Skinner—=-"
I wouldo't!™ agreed Bob, ™1
wouldn't thrash Smithy cither. Let.

'ern off, old bean!™

“Well. Bmith will have to shell out
some guids to old Lazarusz,™ said Bunter.
“Herve him right! But it was Skinnec's
wheere - Smithy only  helped  him.
Pulling my leg, you know! I'm ot
going to  thras Skinner—common
scra.meg with fists is rather too um-
dignified for a fellow of my descent.
But I'm going to have satistaction, eo

riend to act for me.”

Bob Cherry blinked at himn.

Bunter, evidently, was still in the
ﬁrlp of s obsession. He was still

uwnter the cavalier!

“"You-—-you! You want a friend to
act for vout” stutiered Bob.

“To take my chellenge to Ekinner,”
explained Dunter.

“YWour—your challenge ™

“Yes, Will you be my second?”

“{h, dear!™

“As the challenged party. Skinner
has the choice of weapons,” sand Bonter,
“istols or eswords, it's all the zame
to e’

‘:r]“'efl, vou ferocious oyster!” gasped

oh.

rkI am

“Pink

“Yes. I sha'n't cleave lum to the
chine,” said Bunter magnanimously.
“PBut—'"sdeath! I shall pink the das
tardly knave!"

“0Oh, my hat! I--T wounldn't cleave
him to the—the giddy chine!” gasped
Bob, ““They have inguesis in thesa
divs on fellows who get cleaved to the
juﬁy old chine. The Head would have
to come and bail you out.”

“Tf it was in the good old days”
zaid Bunter gloomily, “1 would order
my minions to seize the knave, and slit

EOERE to pink hkim——"
i
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his weasand. These times aren't it for
a gentleman o live in. Common people
are checky, and ihey can’t be cleaved
down or tucked ug. Look at Quelchy—
caning me, you know, when properly
speaking he ought to tremble at my
frown. He doesn’t."
that

*MNunno—I'vao noticed he

doesn't! Quite the other way about,
in fact,” stutteved Bob.

“Well,  will youn act for me?”
demanded Bunter. “1 am going fo pink
Skinner, This insult ecan be wiped out
only in blood.”

“Aly dear chap, I'm the ve

r;{ TYhi 1Y
ou want,” satd Bob cordially, - I'll act
or you—Ileave it to me.”

”]ic it 501" said Dunter

And ' the Greyiriars. cavalier rolled
away. Dob Cherry suppressed his mirth
till the cavalior was gone.

Then he went to the Rag, where he |

found . Bkinner
Ramovites.

el @ good many
Skinner waos giving a des-
cription of the dressing-u{a of Bunter n
his study, amd peals of laughter.
“You're ifor it, Skinner,” said Bob.
“"Have vou made your will?™ i
“My will?™ smd Skinmer, staring at

him. “What the dickens are you
driving at?”’
*You'd bettor sign the * Daily Mail

insurance coupon, at legst.  Lve brought

you & challenge.”™

*“ Bunter?” grinned Skinner.  * Well,
I conld: knock -the fat wliot mto
cocked hat with one hand ! L'm ready.”

“As the challenged party, you hive
the choive of weapons——-"

“YWoeapons 17 :.‘E]IIE:{I Skinner,

“Bwords or pistols¥’  asked Dob.
“Bunter demands  satisfaction. He's
asked me to act as his friend in this Liitle
matter. It's to be a ¢duel to the giddy
death. Bunter is going to pink you.
MNawme your weapons !

Skinner gasped.

“1s he a-fnﬂﬁueh a potty idiot?

“He is—he are! ¥You're for it. Never
gaw such a ferocious bunny rabbat in my
life,” grinned Bob., * We've got to fix
thig up, We'll make it Saturday after
nooty, and the duel can take place in the
wood, where Quelchy can’t buth in and
spoil spork.”

_P'?Hn, ha, hal*

“Good cgg!”

There was a roar of lavghter in the
Rag. Dut Skinner looked rather
thoughtiul.

“1 say, a jape's all very well,™ he said,
“but I'm not going lo have Buoter
prancing round me with a real sword.
He miglht o some damsge.”

“My dear man, you can't refuse a chap
satisfaction, alter giving hime a giddy
insult that ean only be wiped out in
blood. That's how Bunter put it——blood.
He's after Llogd!™

[T} Ha' IraII ha El.l

“That's all very well,” said Skinner,
rather uncasily.

“UM course b 5" sand Dob, " Now
you know what to expect, 1'H go and
tell Bunter it's fized ap.”

Auwd Boly Cherry went to look for the
Greviviars covalier,

" Saturday afterncon, i the wood, at
hall-past theee,” he said, " The weapons
will be swords.™

“{lood ' said Dunter.

“It will be o dued o the death,” went
on Bob., (e man will have to remain
dead on the pround [

O

“wBhinuer's out for bLlood, too,” ex-
plained Tab,  "Of cowrse, the whale
thing will have to be kept secret. 1f
you atre kijled-—-""
ik {‘}I“_ :u

“We shall bury yvou in the wood, and
=ay nothing. It will bhe supposed thot
you have vn away from school.”

—

e

{ Lo the death were gquite unknown, so far,
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Billy Bunier advanced a trembling hand
up your trusty blade, Bunter ! ™
lemme pass !

““Now then—choose your weapons,”” sald Vernon-Smith gravely.
with a flourish, picked one of the ** property ** swords from the ¢ase and made
it whistle about his head. ** This will suit me,”” be said. ‘' Now then, Bunter—=""

““Sha'n’t ! " gasped the fat junior.
[--1—I'm going b-h-back ! ™

Skinner,

" Take
LT l-—I""""
{See Chapler 13.)

fowards the remalning sword.

[ L} .I_Tgil !h

“You'd botter write a few letters first,
to b posted after your death——"

* M

“Otherwise your titled relations may
go on sonding you postal-orders when
vou will be in kingdom come,™ =zaid
Tah.

“0Oh, really, Cherry——-

"We're getting the swords and things,
and I shal?tal—:n a spaom—""

* A—p—a spade?”

“*Yos, to bury you, you know.”

" Woe 1

“Or Skinner, whichever it happens to
e, Wa shall have to be jolly secret
about it, of course. Coroner's inguests
are a lot of trouble; and policerncen, of
eourse, don't understand  these little
affaivs of honour hetween gentlemen.
Mot a werd, vou know., Keop it dark.”

Boh Cherry strolled away, leaving the
Groyiriars cavalier with quite a thought-
ful expression on his at face. DBunter
had demanded satisfaction: but, some.
how, he did not scem guite setisfed
now ihat he was—apparently---going {o
got it

S

LE]

e

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER,

Not to the Death !

ATUURDAY was looked forward to
gquite keenly by 2 erowd of
Remove fellows. Jt was to be
quibe a amgue oceasion. Duoels

at Cireyiriars; and, as a matter of fact,
they were never likely (o become betier
known there. BBub all whe fellows in the

seeret preserved a deep gravity on the

subject.  Bunter the Cavalier, and s
natural desire to wipe oul an insult in
blood, seemed to he taken quite ser-
ously—in fact, with A sorigousness that
was not wholly pleasing to Bunter him-
self.

Bunter had wanted his elaims to be
taken with serioueness: he had wanted
to hoe acknowledged: buk mow that he
had his wish there seomed to be a draw-
back somoawhere., On further reficction,
it had oeccurred to Bunter's fab brain
that “satisfaction® was, in. some
respects, not guite satisfactory, A duel
in the French style would have suited
him, with both partiea retiring unhurt
as a matter of course.  IDut—to judge by
the sericusness of the Remove fellows—
this wans to be tha real business.

In Study No. T Pater Todd was prave
as a judge, and wnusually kind to
Bunter. OUn Friday he stood Bunter
guile a gowl spread in the sfmly, with
the remark—which Dunter thought very
tactloss—that it might be the last one
he would over enjoy.

{On Saturday morning, DBunter, alter
deep cogitation, apoke to Bob Cherry in
break.

“T—1 say, Cherry——"

“ Don't worry, old man,” saul Bob re-
assuringly. “It's all right. Either vou
or Bkinney will perish this alternoon.™

“The—the fact is, I—I don't wantk to
perish—1 mean, T don't want Skinner o
perish,” stammered Bunter.  “I-I'm
willing to accept hia apology.”

“ Mothing doing,” said Bob. “3kin-
ner's quite cdetermined. Accommoda-
tion is out of tho guestion,”

Tue Maicner LiBRaRY.—No. 897,
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“0Oh, really, Chercy——"

“Better say nothing more, Bunter,
You'll make the fellows think wou're
funky, which would be an awful come-
down for a De Bonterre.,”

“(f—of course, I'm as brave as a
lion,” said Bunter. “You know how
plueaig I am, Cherry.”

Bob  gravely.

“1  do!” assented
* Jusk 1

“But I'm sorry for Skinner."”

“That's all right. Very likely
Skinner will get the best of it,” snid
" Bob comfortingly. By the way, we've
taken the spade there to be ready,
Would you like your name cut on & tree
near the spot, or anything like that?”

“Dh dear!”

Billy Bunter was very thoughtful in
third lesson. He blinked at Skioner,
and Skinner gave him a ferocious look.
At dinner it was noticed that Bunter
ate only enough for two or three fellows.
The prospect of the afiernoon’s tragecy

affected his appetite. .
After dinner, unter disappeared
from sight.

It was nearly thrie o'clock when Harry
Wharton & Co., seeking him, Found him
in a box-room.

*“Hallo, hallo, halle! Here you ave!™
exclaimed Bob Cherry. " Just time to
get to the giddy trysting-place, Bunter.”

“I—I say, you fellows—"

“Had you forgotten the duel,

Bunter? asked Harry Wharton,
“The—~the fact is—-7"
No time to lose,

= Come on! Skinner

and hiz second will be on the ground
ready by this time,"

“What about =& doctor?” asked
Nugent.

Bob Cherry shook his head.

“No need for 2 doctor. This iz a duel

to the death, you know. One of the
champions pegs out on the spot 1

(Y] ﬂ“" I.r.l-

“We daon't want a doctor, we want a
spade, and we've got that. Come on!”

Bill; Bunter was marvched away by
the Famous Five. Scyeral times his
mouth opened, but he closed it again.
The more he thought about the duel in
Friardale Wood, and of the .:Tmln that
Bob Cherry had so thoughtfully placed
in readiness, the less Dunter liked it
His footsteps lﬂg%{ﬂ as the eliams of the
Hemove walked him out of the school
and along the lane.

“I—I sav, vou fellows, this realle 1s
againsl the law, vou know,” he stam.
mered at Jast,

“ A fig for the law ™ zaid Jolinny Dnll.
rallant Cavaliors are above the law.
Besides, 1t's a secrot.”

“The—~the fact 15—

“Thiz wap™

Billy Bunier was marvched into the
wood. In e leafy glade, Skinner and o
number of Rerove fellowsz were already
waiting, DBunter, with a lingering hope
that- it was all a jape, blinked round
him, hoping to zee grinning faces, DBl
every face was intensely serious.

“Here he izl said Vernon-Smitl,
“You're only just in time, Danter.”

“ Throw that base varlet out! * commanded De Bonterre.

Battered coneelt, Bunter hardly expected his two falthful admirers to carry out his

Skinner and the Bounder closed in on Snoop and hurled

bim into the Remove passage. ‘' Oh, good ! ™ sald Bunter. ‘' Any more commands,
sir? *’ asked Skinner, {See Chapter 10.)

bidding, But they did,

Inflated as he was with

“Tug MacxET Lisnary.—No. 897,
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said Skinmer, with a truculent scowl,
“I'm waiting for you!”
“Oh, really, S8kinner——"

“Where are the swords? ashed
Vwharton.
“Here they ave,” =aid Smithy.

*Chooze your weapons, and measure the
length, vou two. No time to waste.
We don’t want to be interrupted.”

Smithy opened a case—hired for the
occasion from Mr. Lazarus of Court-
field—and two' gleaming blades werc
exposed to view. Bunter glanced at
them and shuddercd. Then his gaze
became fixed on an object leaning
against a tree cloze ot hand. It was a
spade, It stood by an oblong pit that
had been dug at the foot of the tree.

“We thonght wa'd get it all ready,”
satd  Vernon-Smith, following Bunter's
glance,

“0Oh dear!”

* Now then, choose your weapons.”

Skinner, with a Acurish, picked ono of
the “property ¥ swords from the casc.
He made it whistle round his head.

“This will suit moe," he sad.

* Wow then, Bunter——"'

“ o it. Bunter !V

Billy Bunter gdvanced a trembling
hand towards the remaining sword. He
blinked round with an almost haggard
Blink at the stern, severe faces that sur.
vounded him. There was not really much
danger in that “stage ' sword if Bunter
had clutched it. But he did not clutch it.
Skinner's weapon was making  horrid
cireles in the air, end Bkinzar's look was
determined and ferocious, ‘Lhe fat heart
of Bunter the Cavalier failed him. It
was clear that the fighting blood of De
Bonterre had thinned out in the course of
generations, or else it had nob descended
to Billy Dunter at all.  The fat hand
jerked back.

“I—I say, you fellows—*

“Take up your trusty blade, Bunter.”

“Bha'n’t 1" gasped Bunter.

“What "

== You lemme pass!” gasped

Lunter. “I--I'm going back !™
“Coward [ roarved Skinner, " Have at
vou ™

“Yarogoh !

Bunter jumped back as Ekinner made
a pazs at him. The tin sword did not
come within o yard of Bunter; bat it was
engugh for the Owl of the Roemove—too
mnwch, 1n fact,

He spun round and ran for it.

“Halla, halla, halle! Btop ! bawled
Bob Cherry.  * You've not killed vet !

Buntey tore on desperately, He took
one wild glance back, and saw Skinner
chasing after him, brandishing a ﬁlenm-
ing biade, Then he put on speed that
would have done him credit on the cin-
dev-path.

*Stop ¥ roared Johnny Bull, “We're
waiting to bury you, Bunter 1™

Bunter, apparently, did not want to be
buried. IIe sped on,

“0h, my hat I gasped DBob,

“ Ha, ha, ha !

The vell of langhter that rang throngh
the trees veached the ears of the flecing

Owl,
“Ita, ha, ha !
Bunier paused.  He looked back.

Skinner had pitched down the tin sword,
and no lenger looked ferocious, le was
velling with laughter. 'The whole crow
of jumors rocked with mirth,

“0h ! gasped Bunter.

“ Hea, ha, ha "

“ Beasts——""

“Ha, ha, ha!"

" You—vou volbevs!
jape ail along -

“‘Ila, ha, ha!”

*You saucy knaves——-*"

(Continved on page 21.)

I knoew b was &
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THE SMALL THINGS THAT COUNT! A fragment of a letier isx hnrdly a generous clue for a boy deteclive fo work

on, bl a keen pair of ears, a keen pair of epges, and o clear head will do wonders.

menfs qraduclly piece into a whole [
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In & Tight Corner! 1

i ERE, you keep your prying

H eves sway, old son!” ox-
claimed Jack, darting for-
ward, “That bit of paper is
no concern of yours!™

But Yan Dom had already picked it
up, and was staring at it intently. He
was evidently so lost in his study of it
that he did not even hear Jack's
command,

“1 say, Droke, old man,™ he mur-
mured, at last. *This is a fupny sort
of letler, i=n’t 1t7"

“Never mind what it is!"” snapped
Jack, angry with himsell now for having
left it aﬁmut. “Hand it over--come
on, now 1

“Really, Drake,” protested the
Phantom, in an injured tone, ' there's
not the slightest need for you to lose
your temper in that vulgar fashion! I
was just looking at the peculiar form
of type——" ;

“Well, go and look at the pecular
form of your own [acel” retorted Jack,
snatching at the paper. " I've got somie-
thing else to do hs&iggs wasting time with
vou, Yan Dom 1"

“Yes, but half 2 minute.
aw-ow ! Legge, you heast

But Jack Drake did not *“leggo.”
Gently, but fGrmly, he recovercd the
fragment of paper frem the grazp of
the Phantont.

Then he marched that highly indignant
junior towards the door, and poized one
{foot in readiness for a woll-dirceted
kick.

¥ Now, are you going gquietly, or shall
I help you ont?" he muttered ominously.

“Really, Drake!" protesied ihe
Phantom. * ¥Your behaviour is :listinctE%
vulgar. and only goos io prove what
have always said, hmlm'i;r‘, that vou musk
have been very badly brought up,
and--— Here, lemmege! You're spoil-
ing my clobber, you rotler! Take your
dirty paws off me! I— Ow—ow—ow
—varaal 1"

Bump!

Jack Drake did not waste any further
words, and the Phantom quickly found

Lk
'

T— Yaw-

.p’_- i _.pl.-'. Jlr e it :
LiuALEIL
N L

himeelf landed with what the novelists

ﬁmmmu{

LY

would enll o “dull, sickening thud " out-
side the door, whick was promptly
glammed in his face.

He picked himself up painfully and
dusted his clothes,

“Heast ! he breathed. " Rotter!”

He was about to amble off down the
corridor, but changed his mind.
~ Creeping back to the door, he pushed
it open, then dedged gquickly back as a

THE OPENING OHAPTERS,.

FERRERE LOCKE, the world-famous
deleative,

JACK DRAKE, hiz clecer hoy astistant.
INSPECTOR PYECROPT, of the C.I.D. ai
Feotland Tard,

Silkk NERTON CARR, a South African mining
ndgnade,

GORIDON, kiz zog,

GERALD ARTHUR BRISTOW, a professional
crook, nephew of Sir Merfon (known also
a3 Arthur the Dude)

Ferrers Locke s engn%ed to find Gordon
Carr, who kaz mysteriously divappeared from
Stormpeoint College, Soon after the sleuth
takes wp Uee case he learny that Sir Merton
Carr—wchoe had maede a hurried journey to
England—hag been found on the Devon moors
apparently dead. On lon of this, Mr, Rennie,
the wmeagier of the Remore at Stormpoint
College, is also nnaccountebly missing.

TWhile Drake proceeds to Stormpoint Ool-
tege, Locke jowrneys down te  Moorrale,
Devon.

n arriral there he discovers that Sir
Merton Carr iz alice—very much alive.
Locke confronls the baronet, and asks him
to erplain Iis actions. But Sir Merton will
exploin noihing. He begs the sleuth, how-
cvér, to throw up the case, which Locke,
naturally, refuses to do,  Thea beging a
hunt for the Golden Pyrantid—a cone of
pure gold, arownd which {: waren gome
deep mystery., Ferrdrs Locke fnds  {he
Pyramid and pocketz . He also comes
Geross a &ecret cave, and, with Paceraft, ke
ceplores il,

Meantime;, Drake, at Slormpoint, 45 follate-
figy up the ofue of a half-beurnt letter fownd
in Mr. Heanie's room. While fe /s huuting
Ffor Further elugs in the mizsing masber's
roon, Adolphus van Dom, o Hemore jumior
contrionly Exeten as the Phantom, appears
it the eoends.

Drake, aware of the Phantom™s propensl-
ties for ‘gosziping '* realisez thal he Jros
Teft the Ralf-burnt lefter on the talde. What
if argre, the Phantowm displagd an unnspal
felerest i it

{Now read on.)
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book, flung with a well-direcled aim by
Jack Dirake, thudded heavily nzainst the
swiltly closed door.

Naothing daunted, the Phantom waited
a mament or two, and then gently pushed
the door open again. Jack’s back was
now turned towards him, as Locke's as-
sistant was busy examining the ashes in
the fregrate, ,

“{H ecourse, if you don'’t wanb to know
who owns t'hcr typewriter that wrote
that letter—" began the Phantom
acpressively.

Jack Drake spun round as if he had
been shot.

“ What's that you say!” he exclaimed,
ecoming forward.

“Don't you dare to louch me, Jack
Drake!' almost shrieked the Skelelon
of the Remove, backing hastily before
Jack's thunderouns look. *I havent
done anything to you—"

“What did you say about z type-
b writer, you strip of hgnorice?” repeated
Jack, breathing berd, and at the same
time fastening an iron grip on the
Phantom’s collar.

- “Yow-ow! Lemme go! You're hurt-
g me, you beast!” howled Van Dom,
wriggling in vain in his frantic attempts
to break loose from Jack’s vice-like

grip.

i Wha!.—dit]—j'm:-—an.y — about — a =
type—

“I~T said T-T'd be awfully glad to
let you inta the seervet of—of the typer
that wrote that letter!” gasped the
Phantom. * But let go of me hrst, you
rotter; you're spoiling my clobber !

With an angry grunk Jack Idrake re-
leascd him, ard Yan Dom staggered
away, backing against the wall and
staring ab Locke's assistant with cyes
that gogpgled with fear,

“Now, then, you walking ghost,"
breathed Jack, ™ just repeat whal you
saul just now. Ido I underziand yon
know somelhinge about the ownership of
the typewriter whieh was wsed to write
thiz letter?”

And ha picked up the hall-urnt frags
ment and waved it in YVan Dom's face.

“Well” began the Phantom, ealmoee

naw, "I won't go so far as lo say—"
THE Macxer Lierany,—No, 847,
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“You'll go eo far just now on the
end -of my boot,” muilered Jack sul-
phurously, “that you' slip off the edge
of the earth, i you don’t be guiek!
Now, come on, out with 1t 1" :

I'he Phantom licked his lips tentatively
Lefore speaking again, He saw at once
thai he had created an impression, and
he reckoned 8 big chance had come his
v ary which ho was net going to let clip
tov o he could help b, -

“[—I say, Drake, old cabbage™ he
mosrmured  sweetly, “I—I'm fecling
avfully peckish, In—in fact, I'm jolly
well starving, you know! They say
voai're a very kind-hearled sort of

chap—-="

Jack Drake smotherod the grin which

rose to his lips, and thrust hiy hand inte
fis pocket.

“How much is it worth?” he shapped,
jingling some coins suggestively.

“AWell, reslly, Deate—

“ Aw, cub out the sobstufi! Is five
boly any good to you?"

The  Phantom's big eyes gleamed
greadily,

“ Mak: it seven-and-six, old fag-end!™
fie murmured gcnﬂ:,l'. i
“You ghastly little blackmailer!
suorted Jack disgustedly, thrusting the
money into the other's ready palm.
* Mow, cough it up, you rotler: What

do vou know about this letbor?” .

The Phantom counted the money with
wrritaling  slowness before deigning to
make 8 roply, even going lo lh-r_iﬂiith
of testing one or two of the coins be-
twean his teoth.  Thon he corefully
stowed them away in his pocket anc
turned Lo Jock, who was regarding him
with a baleful glare, -

“Thera's & lebter *a’ in thal type-
writing,” he whispered knowingly,
H whiuﬁ w slightly out of place. ee
e

Jack glanced quickly at the paper and
then nodded. .

“"That's right enough,” he replied,
“What about 1t*"

“ Also, the type is unusually small and
cloan cutl,” went on the Phantom, taking
his time . about it and thoroughly en-
'.tc%[n.g his {emporary place in the sun.
*“Which means Lhat the machine on
which that lelter was typed is one of
those intecebangeable-type effairz. You
know, & Hammond or a Blick—"

Y Pogsibly,” agreed Jack guardedly.
“But other machines have this small
trpe. It's called * Klite,” and i3 alrnost
umversal to-day."

“I don't know anything about that,”
answord the Phantorn slowly, *“1I'm
not a delective, you know, “That's your
Lusiness, Thowgh Imw you ever got
round old Fervers Locke inlo believiog
rou could deleot a snail’s trail, beats ine !
If T'd been Ferrers Locke——  Here,
Heep your dicky hands off me. you
votter!  You're epoiling my 1'1311%0:.
and—- Ow—yow—yaro—o-oh "

“Are vou going €0 cough it wp sharp,
or shall I shake your bones up till they
aattle?"  thissed - Jack, banging  the
Phantom’s skinny frame hﬁavﬂy againsk
he wall,

“1f—if you'd only give & fellow a—a
breathing chance,"” gasped the Skeleton
of the Remove inﬁnantir. “1 ecould
iell you that old man Mardyke, the
raaster of the Fifth, has » I'gin\mand
typer exactly like thal—"

ack Drake started. ‘Then., withont
another word, he swung round abruptiy
on his heel and hurried from the room,
leaving the Phantom staring aftor him
indignantly, and rubbing himself all over,
to the accompariment of sundry groans
and muttered maledictions.

Tue Macxer Lisrany.—No. 897,

What the Phantom had suggested had
I:‘I-E'lE!I‘li,‘:{I 1] g new line of t!:}tiﬁht- for
Jack Drake. 'The very mention of the
name of Mr, Septimgs Mardyke, the
master of the Fifth, had aroused Jack's
immediate interest,

Jack had not yel eome info contact
wilh the furtive, mean-minded master
of the Fifth, but he had discoverad from
Terry that Mardyke was a shady person,
uni very unpopular with his pupils. The
boy slewth did not, of course’ at this
juncture, imagine for a moment that Mr.
Mardyke coulil have any connaction with
the mystery of Stermpoint Collage., He
felt that it was at least worth while
looking into the Phantom's suggeslion,

As it happened, the time was singularly
ripe for such an investigation, for Mr.
Mardyke was at that moment engaged
with his Form. Jack glanced at his
waleh, and saw that the class would
be breaking up within the next ten
minutes,

“I'll have to put & spurt on,' he
mukbtered,

Through a couple of previous visits to
Stormpoint College to see his pal, Jack
had already mastersd the geagraphy of
the plage, and therefora had ne diff-
calty in locating Mr. Mardyke's voom.

Just to make doubly sure, e knocked
at the door. Then, receiving no reply,
he turned the handle and entered, closing
the door softly behind him,

In o few minutes he had found what he
had come for. and gave a masp of sur-
prise and salisfaction when he saw that
the typewriter used by Mr. Mardyke was
indesd one of the interchangeable-

aype pattern.

He glanced round quickly in search of
some paper, found a blank sheet, and
inserted it in the machine. A few guick
taps on the keys gave him a couple of
spacimen lines,
~ “Jupiter I"" he gasped, at Tast. " It's
the very identical! Dropped letler *a,’
clogged-up letters * o ” and *u,” and green
ink! I wonder what his little game is,
anyway '
 Mor a moment he stood studying the
lines of type and comparing  them
thonghtfully with those on the half-burnt
letier,

- Then sudderly he gasped -and veered
round towards the door, at the same time
thrusting the pieces of paper guickly into

his pocket.
"My hat! Old Mardyke must have
broken up class eartier than usugl! He's

coming along the pasare ! he gasped.

In a flash he realised that it was oo
late to make his escape. Mr. Mardyke's
henvy footsteps were drawing steadily
noater. Jack knew the master’s almost
shambling walk only too well; but, as
il that were not enough proof. he now
canght the sound utg Mr. Mardyke's
rasping voice.

“Just step inte my study, will ven®”
the master was saying. * We can talk in

private there, end without fear of
dizturbance—->"
Juck glanced round him wildly,. He

was exught like o rat in a trap!

——ra

Mystery Talk !

HE footsteps outside the door drew
steadily nearer, and at length
halted, while the door-knob
rattled shghtly as a hand was

placed upon it

Jack Drake felt his heart thumping
against his rvibs. He was not afraid of
Mr. Mardyke. Only a coward at heart
could go in dread of the undersized,
crafty-eyved master.

But he realised instinctively what it
would mean for him tg be found here,

in Mardyke's room, at this most eritical
stage " in kiz investigations. He know
that it was of paramount impertance that
his vonnoction with the ease, and, above
all, his suspicions of the Fifth Form
master, should be kept secret from every-
one.

He glanced round the room desper-
ataly.

His eyes fell on the window, but he

knew in advance that it would be worse
than uselesa to try to escapo that way.
There was a sheer drop of some forty

feet to the ground beneath, and, besides,
even if he attempted this, he would be
almeost certain to attract the attention
of someone in the quad., And he did not
want to be held np with a lot of awk-
ward guestions just now.

The door-knob turned.

Jack's heart sank to his Loots,

Then, just as he was bLeginning to
resign  limself o the inevitable dis-
covery, he caught sight of a tall, narrow
cupboard, sct back in an engle of the
wall, and almost hidden by a large arm-
chair, which was placed in front of it

His naxt movements came as near to
thoze of a lightning flash as any human
being's actions will ever do.

Ha streaked acrosa the room, moving
as silently as a panther, swept the arm-
chair out of the way, dragged open the
door of the cuphoard-—which, he was im-
mensely relieced to find, was unlocked—
and then wriggled into the axtremely
narrow space aveilable, dragcing the
dooar towards him again and liolding it
fast. He dared not close it altogether,
or -he would have been deprived of
sufficient air to breathe.

He had barely accomplished this when
the door of the reomm was pushed open
and Mr. Mardyke enterédd with his mys-
terious companion.

Jack Iirake was compelled to keep
the cupboard door slightly ajar, and by
s0 doing was able to catch just a glimpse
of the room itacdf )

He saw that the man who acrom-
Euniud the Fifth Form master was a big,

urly fellow, with eloge-eropped hair and
hob-nailed boots, which clunped heavily
as hoe walked.

Mr. Mardvke pauvsed snspicionsly as
he entered the room and throw uap his
head, his beady e¢ves narrowing for a
ok, )

“What—what was that®™ he mutfered
nervously.

“Didnt "ear anythink!" growled his
companion, in surprise’

“I'll swear I heard a noize in this
rodm just as we were abont to enter!”
persisted the Fifth Form mascer—'as
if—as if someone were moving about
in here "

Jack held hizs breath. Would Mardyke
notice that the srmchair had been
maved from its customary position?

“ Bogh ! returned the burly fellow,
with o laugh. "There's nobody ‘ere
now, anyway, unlesz, o' course, he's got
the gift of invizibilily—"

And he gave 2 coarse Jlaugh at his
own stuptd joke.

Mr, Mnr{f}-hc veered round with an
irritated frown.

“Ilow many times mnst I renund you
not to raise your voiwep, Hobbs?' he
snapped.  © Remember, I'm  interview-
ing you with the tdea, perhaps, of giving
you & job as gardener here!™

“Meep your ‘air on, guv'nor!" Mr,
Hobbs said.

Ha stared insolently at his  timid
companwen, and then flung himself into
& chair.

“ Always ready for o fren'ly talk!” he
grunted. “There’s nothink like a niee,
affable talk. An' o conrse, thaet's allus
been my motter.  * Affability i3 the
thicf ¢ time,” sayz: I, an’ nothink would
hever—"
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Drake sireaked across the room, swepi the armehair out of the way, and wriggled info the euphoard. He had barely accom-
plished this when the doer of the room was opened and Mr. Mardyke entered with his myslerious companion. {Ses page 22.}

“Silence ™ Ar. Mardyke almost
roared the command, and spoke as if he
were addressing some unruly member of
s own colass rather than s visitor,
“Your mutilation of the King's Inglish
i3 pazitively  unauseabing! 5:"'[ SUR]OSE
nothing on this earth will ever make you
learn to speak properly.”

“I dunno.” Mr. Hobbs =cratched his
head reflectively, "0 course, a bloke
might pick hup a few 'inis mixin' in
yvour igh-class company.  An'  then
there's them blessed Cross Word puzzles.
Wunneriul eddicationa]l discovery they
are, you knew! I was en'y readin' in
the noosp——->"

“YWill you kindly coasze  this detest-
able circumlocution and apply yourself
tr the business in  hand?!” almost
shrieked Mr. Mardyke., “TUpon my
aond, I mever could understand how you
were ever iolerated by & man like the
Chief, an old boy of this college——"

" Mavbe the Chief understands,” put
it Hobbs, with & knowing grin,  * Mavhe
he didn’t 'ave no choiee,™

Mr, Merdyke sniffed.

“Of course, T know that men of vour
—cr—Liype are not above a Little biwek-
mail when it offers profit. I suppose
yo'va  found out  semething-—er-—not
gquite pleazsant regavding ouvr friend—
heyi”

Mr. Hobbs placed his finger to his nose
and winked again,

“ Nothink doin’, 3r, Mardyke !* he re-
plied. “Wot I knows, I knows, And [
zin't goin' te share my knowledge with
nebody elee, neither! But to get down
to business, as you say. The Chief sent

me "ere to see you abont that little affair
of the man called—er-—Rendy——"

“ Rennie, you mean,” cut in Mardyke:
“and, for Heaven's suke, keep your voice
down, man! Weall, what about it? I
suppose  the Chicf knows whal hap-
pened? I gob mio communication =

“That's gust it!” interrupted Hobbs,
“The Chicf does know—not “arf! And
he's ne end savege gbout 1f, Says we ‘as
enough on onr ‘ands with that there
voung upsiart Carr, without addin’ to
ouy worrties.”

1 had no alternative!” returned the
muaster actdly, Y Bennie gob suspiciougs,
He always did wmake a confounded
favourite of that wretched youngster
Carr. And when Carr—er—disappeared,
he raised no end of & fuss,  Anyvbody'd
think it was his own =on "

“Yus; but the Chief says that don’t
constitoot no valid reason fer fixin'
Rennie. However, here's a note. You
can see for yourself what be thinks about
it all.”

And ke pulled something from s
pocked and passed it across to Mardyvke,

1'he master was seated i a position
,Elts:t. out of line with Jack Dirake’s spy-
wle, but Locke's assistant could hear
the ripping apen of an cnvelope, and an
oath from the lips of Mr. Mardyke.

“0OFf course, thia iz all s6 much non-
sense " snapped Mardyke at last, *It's
a pity the Chief can’t come over hére
and see into matters for himself. He
little knows the difficnlties placed in my
way. Rennie made lnmself a nuisance,
He began o find out more than was
good for eny of ws. If I had not done

what I did do, there might have been
the very dickens to pay.”

“{M course, yon know that youn
Carr's father 'as torned up?” retorn
Hobbs, after a pauvse,

Mr. Mardyke. jumped.

*“Has he, by thunder 7 he gasped. “I
heord ho was on the way, Pr. Lambton,
like the meddling old feel he iz, dis-
regarded all my suggestions not Lo worry
the boy's father, and insisted on cahling
ta Johannesbiarg——"

“Meantersay you haven't "eard what’s
happﬂned ¥ interposed Hobbs, in o sur-
priscd tone.  Why, the noovspapere is
full of it this mornmg i

“I'm too busy toowaste tune reading
newspapers |" smapped Mr. Mardyvke,
Y“They're a pack of lies, anywazy."”

“Well, ‘there's no izm' shout &ir
Merton Carr, you en take it from mao ¥
returned Hobbs.: “I only wish .it.was
all a mistake. If you'd take the trovhle
to glance over the late editions of thia
morning’s papers, you'd find a bit o
noos there as'd make you sit uwp and
take notice !

He broke off, and pulled a much-torn
newspaper from his pocket.

“'Ere vare,” he went on, unfolding
che paper, and turning ils pages till
he came to a heavily-marked paragraply
in tha “Stop FPréss,” fMan's dea
body found on Dartmoor—believed to ho
that of Sir Mafton Carr!” "Ow's that {or
a bit o' mental uplift, hey?™

“{ug-good heavens!” stultered the
master, snatching the. newspaper [rom
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the man's grasp and studying the para-
aph intently. *“So—s0 he's dead, is

e? I sea the police belicve there was
a hght. That means he waos murdered—
B} ———

"“!'Ere, back pedal, you [ool!” Hobbs'
voice seemod to have & trace of fear n
it now. “Don’t talk so loud—"

“What on earth does~it makier fo
vou?" cut in Mardyke, with sudden
curiosity, “¥You've got nothing te do
with Bir Merton Carr, anyway.”

“That's the truest word you over
spoke,”  returned ~Hobbs, with ‘an
obvious sigh of relief. "As you say,
what does 18 matter to me? 1 ain't q;{:t
P-t:;hink on Sir  Merton—never a3
a LF S

“What the man was doing right down
there, at Dartmoor, 1 can’t  guess!”
went on the master,-spesking more fo
himself than to his vimtor. * He tamae
to Epngland to lookr into the dissppear-
ance of his confounded son. should
have come straight here, to Storm-
point—"

His voice died away and he suddenly
shot a f;lnnee_ at his visitor, Hoblss
?:aled slightly as he noticed the new
ight which had ecrept into the master's
eyes. Mr. Mardyke rose slowly .from
?.1; geat, hizs eyes never leaving Hobbs'
ace,

“Yeo gods, I've got 1! he cried at
lagt.  “'8ir Merton's body was found
this morning, according to what this
NEWREPET  BRYS. That means he was
attacked only last night. And the spot
where he was f:::unﬁ WAS Very near
indeed to—--"

“'Ere, what are you drivin' at, any-
way !” gasped Hobbs, also springing up.

“You were down there last night”
went on the master, his bheady eyes
glittering now. * You've just como from
there with this messago from the Chief,
and I know he's there, anyway!"”

“Wot the thunder &'you mean, hang
you?™ cried Hob hoarscly, backin
;-_wa:.r a step as Mr. Mardyke approache

im.

. “¥Yon know very well what I mean,
Mr. Ebenezer Hobbs!™ hissed Mardvke,
a triumphant gleam in his eyes. *Just

a5 you know, nobddy hetter, who it
was who attackied Sir Merton—just as
you know who it was who killed him!"

“It's a lie!” almost shouted Hobbs,
etarting baek.

“Oh no, it ian't, my friend!” mu-
tered Mardyle. “And you know it
1sn't—L can tell that by your face,

Yau've gone as white as a ghost, man!
I can sec it all now! Carr was a smarter
man than any of us ever bargained for!
He came to England, found out somehow
where the Chief was and got on his
track right away. “Then:you ran into
him, mnosing round 1n dangerous
aces, and——"

“By Heaven, I'l—"

A roar like that of a2 fesr-maddened
bull burst from the sagging lips of
Hobbs and next instant he had rushed
u?on the frail, undersized figuro of 3r.
Mardyke, whe fell bhack with & sudden
bleat of surprise and fear. .

“T'll larn ve to keep vour meddlin’
tongue gquiet, sce if I don’t!" snarled the
enraged man, fixing his hands round
the master’s scraggy neck and foreing
hlim s_teadily back.

. “Here, keep your filthy hands off me,
you scum 1™ gagped the mastar chokingly.
“Keep away, I tell you, I—help—""

His voice broke off abruptly as Hobbs
pinned him against the 1.1.'a.h and secured
such & grip on his throat that the master
was rapidly going black in the face.

“You just keep your fongue quiet,

ang voul!”  |hissed Hobbs, almost
beside himself with rage and fear, “or
I'll break every bone inm your body for
youl ¥You don't know anything about
this, d’v'ear? I wasn’t anywhere near
the place where Sir Merton was found.
I don't know a thing about it; you under-
stand? I'm as innércent as—as an unborn
babe, d'v'get me? An' if cver yon as
much as breathe anythink else but that
to a livin' soul, your number's up!”

With & snort of disgust he Rung the
Fifth Form master from him, causing
My, Mardyke to slide with a choking
Ea:}p to the fleor, where he lay still,
reathing heavily.
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Then, with a final glance and & mut-
tered curse, Hobbs turned on hizs heel
and lumbered heavily from the room,
closing the door behind him,

Hector Sirood Meets His Maich [
ACK DRAKTE watched and listened

J to the smazing scene with bated
breath.

Though the converzation between
Mardvke and his rofianly wvisitor had
been largely mysterious, Jack realised
fully now that his suspicions regardiag
My, Mardyke's connection with the dis-
appearance of Mr. Hennie had not been
misplaced. On the contrary, they haod
been  startlingly r:ﬂnﬁt'mect and the
dialogue between Mardyke and Haobls
conclustvely proved that, not only did
the master know what had become of
Mr. Renmie, but had actually engineered
that unfortunate gentleman's disappear-
ARG,

In other words; Mr. Rennie had been
kidnapped, or otherwise disposed of, by
Mr. TvTI;rdjkle himself !

Jack Drake positively thrilled ai the
prospect of conveying this most impor
tant information to  his  beloved
“guv'nor,” Ferrers Locke,

ut meantime, Mr, Mardvke was loft
alone in the yoom and, thoungh Jack
conld not see him, he could gulaar the
master’s  laboured, almost sobbing
breath, as he 3praw19d’,. for the moment,
helplessly on the floor,

ack waited in tense expectation,
wondering if Mardyke had been very
soriously hurt. Locke’s assistant knew

that he had been the unwilling witness
of a struggle which might casily have
ended in .a tragedy. had not the man
Hobba remembered himself just in time,
The Fifth Form master was as putty in
that great, hulking ruffian’s hands,
Aftar a few moments, Jack heard
sounds of Mr, Mardyke dragging him-
gelf fo his feel, aceompanted by much

groaning and & string of distinetly
unscholarly language.
For & moment, the master stood

srwaving in the centre of the room, his
hand tenderly caressing his throat.
- Then he moved acrosa to a mirror amd
inspected  himsellf minutely, adjusting
his collar and tie and generally endeay-
ouring to make limself loaock more
presentable,

“Thank Heaven that scoundrel left no
noticeable marks!” muttered Mr. Mar-
dyke, a: he surveved his injured neck
in the glass. "1 should have had a
dickens of a jeb explaining it away to
the other masters. But IEII et oven
with the brute yet—T'll have him crawl-
ing at my fect, whiming for mercy,
before I've done with him, the rufhan!”
- With which comforting reflection Mr.,
Mardyke turned and made his way from
the room, banging the door heliind him,

Jack Dirake waited until the sound of
the master’s footsteps had died sway
down the corridor.

Then he pushed. open the cupboard
door and clembered ont, taking a deep

breath as he did so.

! “Gee, I'm glad to get freo of that
“ blessed wupright coffin!” he pasped.
- " Another ten minutes cooped up N

there and I'd have been a subject for
Dan ingquest !

He stood in the centre of the room
uncerbanly for a mamoent, wondering
what he should do next Tis first
impulse was to take advantage of the
- fact that he was once again alone, and
_turn the place inside out in the hope
“of finding some cloes. .

- But he decided that 1t would he wiser
to get clear of the place, for the
present at any rate. Mr. Mardyke miglt
return at any momcent, and Jack had
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the applause ! **

Strood came ihunﬁari_ﬂg on agaln, to meef a straight left, beautifully delivered,
landing full on his mouth and sending his bullet-head baek with a nasty jerk.
* Pile i on, Drake | ** shrieked the Phantom. ** Send him io sleep ! I’Hl lead

(See page 26.)

no desire to come inta conflictk with
the Fifth Form master at this critical
Juneture.

He crept out of the roomn, closing the
door nowselessly behind lom, and  bas-
tened off down the corvidaer.

Dy, Lasmpton had very thoughtfully

vovided him with a private room for
Eia own wse, in addition to hiz being
allowed, at Val Terry’s express request,
i share his study.

Joack felt he wanted to be alone for
the present and decided he wonld go o
the rogm set aside tor him and think
things out.

He was pleased
reached it, that a weleowe fire blazed
in the grate aml a lodle of the latess
nowspapers  lay rveady to hand. D,
Lounplon was a severe man, bat he was
also possessed of vare noderstanding ard
knew Jack's pas-ion lov newspapers.

But Jack did net do jeore than glance
at them now, for his mind was oo
crowded with other mathers, :

He sat down in ithe armchanw before
-the fire and gave hims=elf up to thivking
out what next should be Jdone.

Thera were threa elear courses open lo
him, and the difficullty - was lo decide
which was the wiscsat,

Shouldd he communicate divect with
Forrers Locke, informing tiw detective in
detail of what had happened, and await
his instructions ¥ '

Jack gravely consideved s course,
until he vealised that 1o Jdo this would
niean the loss of at least Torty-eight hours
ere Locke's reply could reasonably be
expeeted to arrive at Stovmpoint,

“That would. be o wicked woaste of
time 17 he muttered at last, shaking his
head, “ond thme is tremendously jm-
portant with us just now.”

ta find, when he |

He decided against this method, and
turned to the second idea which had
occurred to him, which, briefly, was that
e should go at onee to Dr. Lampton, lay
all the facts before him, and leave the
Head to send for My, Mardvke, and
comapel him to tell all he knew. Cer-
tainly thiz course would make for rapid

rosults and would bring things to a head |

for miore guickly than any other,

But here again wiser counsgls pre-
vailed, There was, Jack realised, as
miuch against as for this line of action.

After all, Jack had nothing bayond his
hare word to substantiate his staternents,
Mr. Muardyke would only have to pretend
to bé highly astonished and indignant,
and to deny, categorically, every word
Jock Drake might say against Iim, and
Jack could de nothing against that.

Besides, such an action wauld only put
the Fifth Form master wise regarding
Jack's  suspicions, and the man “would
then take elaborate steps to bafle Locke's
assistank at every turn.

Also, Mr. Mardyke's angry denials, and
Jack's inability to hring proof of what,

after all, must mevitably appear to Dr.

Lampton to be a most wildly senzntional
statement, might conceivably turn the
balance against Jack and cause Dr.
Lampton to be angry over what he might
reasonably term an unjustifinble attack
on the honour of one of his masters,

No; it was only teo plain that this
course waould not work.

There remained but one other line of
procecdure, and that was to await develop-
ments, to keep n studious watch on Mr.
Mardyke, and, il necessary, shadow him
whetever he went. Sconer ov later he
would be bound to give bimself away,

even of only by the =hightest hint, and !

then the way would be clear for Jack to
ielegraph to Lockea,

The more he thought about this last
plan the more Jack preferred it above
the other two. It might mean a certain
amonnt of delay, but Jack failed to sea
bow that was to be avoided in the cir-
cumstances, A$ any rate, it was quite
evidept to him that nothing but failure
was to be expected from being too pre-
cipitate, and Jack felt positive in his own
mind that if Locke himself were here at
Btormpoint Dhe' would do precizely the
same thing.

“¥os; I guees that's the best way—to
wait and watch !" muttered Jack at last,
“ And, meantime, I think I'll take a little
stroll and get a bit of fresh air, I can't
scem to get the stiling feeling of that
bleszed cupboard out of my lungs yet 1

He rose from his seel and left the room,
making his 1-.':-1',; down to the big stretch
of ground on tho west side of the school
known as Big Quad.

Thanka to the little scene in Mr. Mar-
dyke's reom, Jack had been prevented

fromy. turning up in Hall for the midday

meal, which was now over, But he did
not mind this so much, for he had had a
good breakfast in Lotdon that morning,
and had. followed this up with a tasty
synack on the train, while en route to
Stormpoint.

He strolled neross Bigp Quad towards
the Cloisters, which marked that part of
the college which was mn disuse. Btorm-
point had once heen an old monastery,
and only the more modern side of it was
now in use as a school, the rest having
been left ih g state of crumbling, pic-
Euresque ruin, _ )

Az he was approaching the Cloisters
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Jack suddenly helted, and his brows drew
gogether in a frown.

From & spot & fow yards beyond one
of the erumbling walls, had come the
sound of voices—voices with which he ws
anly too familiar. '

In the ordinary way he would haw
tsken no notice of this, but he had sud-
denly ceught the mention of his own
name, and that by a Fifth-Former with
whom he was scarcely on the best of
terma,

“That's Hector Strood, or I'm dream-
i:;g{.‘” !;:e ::mttamd.l “IBuay hull]:uing- one
of the fags, as usval, 1 su L

The \f{ﬁ?& lie had hmrﬁpﬂ.‘?:s raized in
tones of anger,  Evidently Streod was at
his old game of frightening the life out of
one of the juniors.

Jack had had previous encounters with
Hector Stirood, the bullying Fifth-
Former, and he knew well enough that
Strood could no more zpeak civiily to a
‘junior than a leopard could change its
spots, .

ke caught uE_ his breath as the next
words came to his cars. ;

“Don't you fry to lie to me, you miser-
able bag of bones 1" It was Strood vight
encugh, and his voice was thick wilh
apger. 1 tell you [ saw you talking to
that meddling schoalboy detective, that
fellow, Jack Droke——""

“It's not true, Strood!” eame the re-
sponse, in & high-pitched key, “I—I
mean, ovenr if [ was speaking to Drake,
what has that got to do with you? I was
only—  Here, keep your filthy hands
off mie, you beast! You're spu‘rfi’ng my
clobber, and Ow! Yow! Yarcop!™

“Gee-whiz ! pasped Jack, “That's
the Phantom in trouble again!®

He started forward at a run now, for he
knew that unless he interfered something
elrastio would happen,

Aside from the fact that Adolphus van
Dom, the Skeleton of the Remove, stood
a poor enough chance at the hands of
Btrood, there was the additional danger
that Strood would force the Phantom to
talk—an easy onough matter, as Jack
Drake very well knew.

The Phantom was never so happy as
when he was the centre of attention, and
though he meant no havm, his methads
of creating a stiv were not always strictly
in accordance with good taste,

Jack Drake streaked aecross Big Quad
and dashed round the ®loisters till he

f came to an open, moss-covered pieco oi

ground surrounded by
walls of the ruined wing.

Here he caught sight of the Phantom,
wriggling and bleating in the fieves grip
of & heavily built, red-haired fellow, who
waz at this moment I.El}ga.g{ud in his
fuvourite pastime of twisting the hepless
junior's arm.

“Tot me go, you beast!"” howled the
Phuntom, between his gasps of pam.
“I—I'll tell'you all about 1it, honest, 1
will | But let me go first. You're spoil-

the crumbling

ing - clobber! I swear I'll tell you
everything, you rotter! I'll—— Ow!
Yowp ! ara-o-oh 1"

His excited wourds broke off in a hmﬁ
of genuine anguish as Birood twisted his
thin, bony arm steadily back, cansmg the
tears to rush to the Phantom's eves and
his teeth to clench together in an ecstasy

of pain.
“Hera, let him alone, you rotten
bully ! shouted Jack Drake, as he

pounded across the green towards the
strogeling two. )

At the sound of Jack’s voice Hector
Strood swung round, dropping the Phan-
tom"s arm. ‘The Fifth-Former's face wos
livid with rage as he scowlad at the new-
COMEr. :

“Oh, =0 vou're on the spob agoin, spy-

ing, as usual, are you, Mr, Sherlock,

Holmes junior 1" he sneered.

Jack’s eyos blazed. . .

“I was not spying, and you jolly well
know it, vou rotten coward !" he Hashed
back.

“It's no business of vowrs what I
choose to do here!” snarled Strood, ad-
vancing in a threatening manner,
“You're nobody at Btormpeint, only a
darned, meddlesome outsider !

He turned on his heel, and was about
to advance upon the hapless jumior again,
when he felt a vice-like grip on his arm,
and gasped as he was hiterally flung round
face to face with Jack Drake,

“Bay that agoin, Hector Stropd!”
breathed Jack, “Go on, say it agamn!”

Strood wrenched himself free,

“eep your interfering paws off me,
Deake ! he snepped.  “I'm not here to
be spied on, whoever else may be! Con-
fine your snecaking, prying methods to
some of the oilhers—ihe Phantom, for
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instance, Prowl round his study and seo
what you can pinch under the pretonce of
picking up clues! Hare, kee;} your dis-
tm‘tc?} you rotten little prig, I— Ow-

ow I’
Y Ho Lroke off with & wild well as Jack
Dirake, hiz temper petting tho better of
him, suddenly flung wp hiz hand and
brought it against gtl'-:m-d‘s face with a
resounding slap.

“Now perhaps you'll EF}-H"’ panted
Jack, beginning to wrestle out of hys
cont,

“He, he, he!” cackled the Phantom,
dancing round them with glm;-, *Hock 1t
into him, Jack Drake! Give him beans!
I'l]l be vour second !V

He fell back with a pasp, as Hector
Strood fAung oot one nem amd sent the
bopy junior spinning. ;

Then, without troubling to take off his
jacket, the Fifth-Former bore down upon
dJuck Drake, his fnee working with rage,
his fists waving in the air lhike an over-
worked windmill,

Jack sprang lightly to ene side, and
Strood went stlm'ﬁ:ling past him, Then
with a growl, he pulled himzelf up, i'm‘caé
himself to be more controlled, and forth-
with took up an attitude which Jock
knew spelt the real thing.

Hector Strood was no mean boxer. In
fnck, he might have developed into some-
thing =zensatioral were it not for hiz un-

vernable temper, which had,.on count-
058 proviows occhsions, opused him to be
howled out of the ring In gvm.

He fell now inte his old pose—a queer
half crouch, with his long left extended
nnd his right avm perosas his ehest, his
ayes glowering in an expression of sullen
but dangerous ferocity and hatred.

There was something almost sugpgestive
of the gorilla in the bully’s attitude as he
now squatted low, and then shwffled for-

ward, with a cuvious, Anpt-footed glide.

Jack Drake dropped into lus guad just
in fime. But even then he was unable to
revent the coming of that great, slashing
eft drive. It sent him spinning away,
and ere he could properly recover his
balanes Strood was on him again, ' his
long, lithe arm darting in and out
through Jack's guard, and pummelling
him till the whele world scemed to
spin round,

For a moment it seemod a eertainty
that Drake would be knocked out.

And then the tables were swddenly
and dramatically turned,

I:‘ﬁ'ith a suddlup dexterous {wist Jack
shpped under hiz opponent's long arm
and flashed away.

Then, almost before Strood ecowld
realise 1t, Jack had streaked back, thrust
aside the other's guard. and landed
three sharp, vicious jabs in quick sucees-
sion on his gpponent’s broad chest and
muscles.

Pile-driving punches they were, and
they sent Strood staggering back with a
wasp of dismayed sarprize,

But he came thundering on again, to
meat with a straight left, heautifully
delivered, landing full on iz mouth, and
sending his bullet head bLeack with a
nasty jerk.

He spun vound hike a top, stagpered
awaly, i el trnT}' l_:r:.-' the utmost effort sone-
ceeded in recovering his balanee. Then,
with a hali-strangled cry of rage, he
rushed forward again.

“Pile it on, Deake! sereamed  the
Phantom. *SBend him to sleep. Tl
lead the applavze ™

Hard atep of the Phantom's excited

| shouts there came o concerted roar of
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Bogistencd, EE? ~_:ra.u5&|n|j:um by wvanadian Megsazine Post. Subscripilon
rieal

Oantral Mows Ageney, Lid. Bolo ogenta [or

Australis and New Zealand: Measrs. Gordon & Gotch, Lid.; apd for Canada, The Imperial News Co., Ltd. (Cavada)—Saturday, Apuil 181h, 1925,



RESULT OF LIMERICK COMPETITION N° 7— BELOW! o7

approval, and Jack gasped as he realized
-what he had not noticed before.

A crowd of fellows, mostly juniore,
haed collpeted, apparvently from nowhere.
and had formed-themselves into & ring
rcund the contestants., Jaok caught a
fragmentary glimpze of Val Terry and
Howrard ]'i’a.}'m:r, who were grinning-
delightedly, and now beégan to jom in
the shouting,

“Liive him gocks !

 Push his vgly dial in 7

“Liood old Fighting Drake!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

But Jack Prake bad no iime ta listen
1o them.

Heetor Strood was rushing at lim
again, his face bruised and bleeding, lus
cves glittering with ungovernable rage.
That lazt blow from Jack had snatched
away the last shred of self-control, and
Btrood had become " the savage ¥ again,
as he had denc so often before. It
meant the rumation of all his hopes,
and every one of the execited onlookers
sensed the meaning of it in a flash.

“He's savaging again!"”

“Btrood’s lost hiz head !

““Now's your chanes, DrakeV?

A concerted howl went up from the
crowd, but Jack was too busy to rotice
it.

Btrood had closed in on him  again,
hiz long arms moving like pistons, and
next wstant the two were swaying
together in a fierce exchange.

To hose not in the know, it almost
scemed as if Strood was steadily blot-
ting out his opponent. But such was
very far from being the case,

Btrood was fighting like a human hue-
ricane, but two-thirds of his efforts were
wu_stn:in )

In his blind - rage e missed. his oppor-
tunities, and was too. slow—seconds late
in “his delivery.

Again and again the hthe, muscular
arma of Jack Drake asmothered ani
blocked epach wild, fury-driven punch,
sllowing the bully’s fists to swing. to
right and left, then returning swiftly
with & batter of blows, to dodge. back. to
distance again,

It was a real old-fashioned Hight with
bare fists-=z steady, merciless gruelling,
with' no gquarter asked or given. '

.:'irxd at last it ceme to its Inevitable
LA $13 8

Strood, by a temporary change of for-
tune, had 1.E'{;-r!u:u-u.l fﬁ : &
corner, and was trying to smother him o
but even oz the long arms reached out to
meke their clinch, Drake evaded the
afiovk, slipping again undeér ths out-
stietched arms.

‘Than his fist thudded on the broad
side of the bully, causing bim to stagger
sideways with a gasp.

Strood came on again: but this time
Jack was just too swift for him, his fist
emashing into -the bully’s mouth, check-
ing hiz headlong rush.

wift as lightning, Drake followed this
up with a right hook. and Strood col
lapsed with a heavy crash to the ground
and lay still,

Warning the Phaniom !

{5 NOCKED outi"
K “(Cheers for Drake!™
“Thus are the mlg_htj.r faller

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Jack smiled faintly as the crowd, rea-
lising that the firht was at an end,
suddenly surged round him.

Hectar Strood lay  still for some
moments, breathing beavily.  But at
length he stirred, and Jack stepped for-
ward to help him up. :

“Urok out of my way, confound you

"The Fifth-Former angrily throst aside
Jaex's extended band and serambled to

M

I.I'J

s opponent into a }

hiz feet, swaying gidtlilf'f

Then he glowered vound upon the others

malevelently.,

“Lot of grinning jackasses!" e
‘hooted, " Buppose you think it’s a
blessed cireus®™

“With vou as the performing cle-

‘phant ¥ asked Val Terry.

“Ha, ha, ha!” -

Strood glared. opened biz mouth, but,
thinking better of it, turned on hiz heel
cnd slouched away in zullen silence. He
had been bhadly hattered, and only his
amazing strength and stamina saved
him from a day in sanny.

Joack Drake's fists were not made to
be played with, as Strood had learned Lo
his cost.

“YWhat was all. the. troubla abour?”
asked Howard Rayne, coming forward.
- % 0h, only Btrood was bullying the
Phantom ! answered Jack, who was elis-
inclined to talk.

Val Terry moved forward at a glanece
from Jack, and touched Rayne on the
4P,

“Laet's barge off, old fruit!” he mut-
tered. “ Drake's down here on biz, and
f},;‘!ue::t he'd rvather be left alone for a

I. .?.l‘

_ Howard Rayne nodded understand-
ingly, and followed in the wake of his
leader, The rest of the juniors, follow-
ing  the Remove captain’s example,
melted away, the Phantom being last of
gll to go.

But just as ho was moving off he gave
a smothered sgoeal as he telt a sudden
grresting grip on his bony arm.

“Keep your hands off me! You're

RESULT OF " CROSS WORDS™
LIMERICK COMPETITION No, 7.

. THE FIRST PRIZE of £5 for the
bost “last line ™ sent in has been
avwarded ta:
Tromas Cox,
80, Aubroy Rosad,

Chessels.

BRISTOL,
for rounding off the following versoe:

“I guess I'd knock spots off you, Fry!1”
Baid Fishy, his pluck l'unm;'ng high.
“You're a swanking galoot,
Who could do with a boot—=""

with:

“But the fFish,” like the *warm,
didn't try.”
THI TWELVE C(ONSOLATION

PRIZES OF POCKET-ILNIVES for the

next best have beenr awarded to the [ol-

lowing : '

Isabel Austin, 17, Pitevoft Road, North
End, Portsmouth.

Harcld Bowhker, 5 Cranbourne Road,
Waterloo, ﬂ&imtﬂn-unfle1'-i.¢ﬁ&.

Willtam J. Burr, 58, Grosvenor Road,
Leyton, London, E. 10.

G. Calver, 47, dlildmay Road, Chelms.
ford, Essex.

Basil Culshav,, 439, Smithdown Road,
Liverpool.

William E. Day, 73, High Street, Green-
hithe, Kent.

William €. Edbrocke;, 22, Oddfellows
Row, Bridgend, Glam.

(i. Lourence, 113, Petherton Road, High-
Ly, London, N, 5.

Ceo, B, Shaw, 8, Addisan Way, Hamp-
stead Garden S3uburb, Leondon.

Arthar  Steele, 14,

< Cardiff,

Bernard Walliz,, 14, Egerton Road,
‘Bishopston, Bristol. '

Wm. Wright, 30, Forbes Street, Wost
Gorton Manchoster.

for 2 moment.-

; e cﬁﬂ
i

Penarth  Road,

=y ——

iling my clobber—" he began; and

g
Fthen subsided into stlence as he caught
‘a atern look from Jack Dreake, whe had

stopped him,

A word with yeu, wy pippinl” mat-
tered Jack, deawimg the Skeleton of the
R&H}Nu round w bond i the rained
wall,

“Uop-cortainly ; of--of comrse. Drake,
old frait? stammored the Dhantoor,
with =uspicious frendliness,  * But-- hat
first leave go of my arm.  You're huret-
e me amd spothing wmy clobber™

“Hang vour clobber!? snapped Jack.
outwl vour clobbor !?

‘ell, ¥ st say——7" protested ihe
Phanton.

“That's just what you must not dol”
returned Jack, with a glare, 2

“Must not what!” inquived Adelphus
van Dem my an impured, myacified tone.
“'Pon my sonl rake, vour are he
hmit. always t.n’lkiug i riddles 1

*That's an improvement on the way
vou tglk,  anyway,™ vejoined Jack.
“When vou talk, everything you say is
as plain as the nose on your face. That's
what I want to warn you ebout.”

“But what 1 want to know——

“You know a jolly sight too much
already '™ snapped Drake impationity,
“Now, look here, van Dlom, if over I
catch you as much as whispering & aoli-
tary syllable to a living soul about
what you found in My, Rennie's study
'l skin you !

{Naw Tawk gul for nerf weck’s pippinsg
cirktabment of thee powerful deleetice
serial, chums. Young Jack Divake searcs

where clevercr aud ollder headz fudll)
i 2 L L]
+*% - Y
BUNTER, THE CAVALIER!
(Continwed frum page 20.)
13 enananArensnenan Ao 3 S
“ .

“Fia, ha, ha ™ yelled the Removites,
And the wood echoed with merriment as
Billy Bunter de Bonterre, with a face like
unto a freshly beiled beetroot, lunped
OWRY,

LE]

There was a letter in thoe rack [ov
Bunter when ho reached Greyiriar:. 1%
was addressed in Mr. Bunter's hand, and
the Owl of the Remove jerked it open, in
the faint hope of discovering a postal-
order inside.

There was no postal-order, but there waa
o paregraph that made Bunter blink, Tt
s

“By the way, it will be better to say
nothing to anyone about the matter §-
mentioned in my last letter. The
mauiry agent I told you about has beon
suddenly arvested on a churge of fraud,
and it transpives that he hus no connee-
tion whatever with the Hervalds' Office, I
have learned, too, that Sir William de
Bonterre died childless, which makes it
voary improbable that we are descended
from bim. 1 hope yow-have '-not made
:m; reforence to the matter.”

ostibly the uproarious meerrimoent of
the Remove fellows over the deadly doel
might have had the effect of curing
Bunter. This unexpected news gave hig
cure the finshing touch, and put the lid
on, =0 to speak.

Billy Bunter would have beon glad to
forget the whole thing. But he wus nob
allowed to do 50 in & huery. Ho was
more than fed-up with the subject by the'
time the Remove fellows ceased chortling
avar Bunter the Crvalier.

(Phere will be another magnificent
story of Harry Wharion & Co. next
week, ﬁn;a;m entifled “The Schoolboy
Seulptor,” featuring Dick Rusecll of the
Greyfriars Remove, Mind you read itf)
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