


: WRITE TO YOUR EDITOR ABOUT IT!

- ey ==

NOW ON SALE!

LR AR

~BE

No. 29.

THE
FADDIST
FORM-
MASTER!

A screaming-

; " b B . - I‘ 5 - s . i I . ]y {1[““}7 E_tu_r}'!
Y st of the Chuims
=2 SCHOOLBOYS QWN | IRietices

LIBRARY N?20

ey ——

LT LT ELELTR

SCHOOLBOYS’
OWN LIBRARY

EHIH R IR

mi aﬂl

TON
NERRY’'S
TRUST !

story of Tom {§ e N
Memry & Co.
at St. Jim’s.

{

e ¥ i, .
" §

- SO0pBLS Ow

| LIBRARY ‘Mo3D
MR — '

Get Your Copies
To-day!

e

Tue Maigxer Lmsrany.—XNo, 857,

“‘an editor likes to make ample use of.
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FREE GIFTS !
ENOW for a fact that any par umder this heading is
sure to receive your close attention, for do we not all
like “something for nothing *? And yet, perhaps, in
dealing with such old etainch cflums: I tught not to
make use of that term in italics, for these Free Gifts are
well deserved; you havé done something to ‘carn them, ag
witness the rapid strides the MagxET has made this year,
Thousands of new readers have joined our merry band,
and -you, to a great extent,-are responsible for their intro-
duction, Therefore, if Free Gifts comie your way, 'tis only
right and proper, and there should be no feeling of obliga-
tion. Btil], the heading at the top of this par must remain,
for it is literally in order; 'tis, too, a combination of words
Bt enough of this
chio-wag; you want me to get down to brass tacks,
naturally. Now, these Free Gifts, my chums, are scrumptu-
aus; they're real cut-out action photos that stand wp on
their own bases !

LEADING THE WAY.]

Of eourse, the leading players in the Ausiralian a
Euglish teams sre represented m this series—that with-
out maying, when we are in the midst of Test matches. And
for that reason I take it these wonderful. stand-up photos
are doubly worth collecting. No, there's no catch in this
scheme. There are no covpons to fll _u[p;_ no purzles to
solve. You will remember, the thoughtfal ones amongst
yvou, that at the beﬁinning'. of the year I promised you
these things if vou pulled with me. Well, you've done your
bit; some of . you inore than your bit. . The gcod old
MacKer is still soaring. The result is Fide Gifts’ for you.

WHEN ?

ﬂh:‘hgnt single j‘umrdrl .ﬂl'.'}lif See—Iin ima.ginntit:;t._{rl :‘uu]:la—
i v overy lip. OF cotrseé, Sou ‘are dying: to Enow
G dats ihie e, coal ttrte” eIl it comes. o™ in
a few wecks! gime.. That viay sdund disappéinting to you
at first sight; biit you must realise.that an cditor has to

ﬂ‘;e best advantage. There —“n few
But wait a- moment. Knowipg that.so

and

decided that you should be doubly rewarded for:your loyal
support, Now, listen herel hese' Frea Gilts -in the
Macwer will run conéurrently with similar .Free Gifts in
the “Popular,” Tan't thet a scorcher? What-ho!  You will
buy the MaGXET in the usual way, and you'll. find a Freo
Gift inside it; you will buy the *Popular,” and, hey
presto! out will pop ‘another Free Gift. Apd each paper
will help to build a serics—that word 18 w tha italics,
for this Free Gift scheme’ doesn’t stop with one weck's
issue—of the most famous ericketers amongst the Australian
and English teams. No need for me to remind you about
keeping an eyve open for next week’s Chat—you'll do that
off vour own bat, I'll warrant.

For Next Monday :

“ THE SLACKER'S AWAKENING !™
By Frapk Richards.

Readers have been asking for a Mauleverer story quite
& lot recently. - Well, they'll be pleased to redd next week's
topping varn, for Mauly has quite a lot to do in it, as also
has Ponsonby of Hiﬂ{l-l.‘ii.ﬁe And let me whisper it—-
Marjoric Hazeldene comes into the limelight again, Next
weck, then.

“THE PHANTOM OF THE DOGGER BANK !"™

There will be another grand instalment of thiz powerful
detective story next week—that goes without saving.

THE CRICKETY SUPPLEMENT !

Letters from a representative number of MAGXET readery
all go to prove the popalarity of this Bupplement, and no
one is more than your humble. In next week's
spacial Soapplement, Harry Howell, the Warwickshire and
sogland cricketer -gives us a signed - article;. entitled :
“Ialling Off the Fast Bowlers!” Mind yon read it!

(‘hecrio, chumal
vOTIR EDITOR.
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Being -f-:mlﬂﬂtﬂ o the punishmeni-room doesn't worry
Rilly Bunter of the Remove at Gregfriars, so long as he
can get some grab!

T h THE FIRST CHAPTER.
T The Prisoner of the Punishment Room !

§ o LA ALLO, hallo, hallo ™

TR H Bob Cherry of the Greyfriars Romove had a

| .i[ i powerful voice., According to the Retnove fellows;

|[ i l_ _oven hiz whispar could be heard from one end of the

i Hemove passage to the other. When he fairly let himself. go

the result whs one that the celobrated Stentor himself i:nig%t.
have envied.

Bob was letting himself go now.

It was early morning at Greyfriars; breakfast was over, and first lesspn
not yet die.. In a secluded spot et the back of the school buildings,
screened by two or three old oaks, Bob Cherry was standing, with his head
thrown well back, his mdouth open, shouting., 'And Bob's shout could have
been heard for a considerable radius on all sides,

Far above the tree-tops, peeping out amorng the old red roofs, was a little
dormer window, It was the window of the solitary apartment which was
used at Greyfriars School as a punishment-room.

Bob Cherry’s stentorian hail was directed to that little window,

It was but seldom at Greyiriars that the punishment-room had a tenant.
Indeed, its existence was seldom remembered by the Greyfriars fellows,

For once, however, it had a prisoner, confined within ite solid walls, ils
barred window, and its thick oaken door.

Bill# Bunter of the Remove was there!

Billy Banter, at ordinary times, was nobody in particular, and where ha
might happen to be was a matter of the greatest unimportance. Nobody
ever ininded where Bunter was, 50 long a$ he was not near at hand.

But Billy Bunter shut up in the pugishnent-room was & diﬁg]-'gnt Bunter,
Every Removite could sympathise with a fellow who was down on his luck,
And Bunter was down on his luck, with a vengeance. Never had any Grey.

!

e, friars man been so absolutely down on his luck as William George Bunter

NOW Was.

Hence the litile gathering in that secluded spot behind the school under
the high window,

Harry Wharton and Frank Nugent, Johnny Bull and Hurree Bingh.
stood round Bob Cherry while he shouted. The idea was to convey a word

s 5 of sympathy to Bunter, to let him know that he had not been forgotten.
¥ Bunter had spent the night in the punishment-room—his place had been

vacant at the Remove table at breakiast. What was going to happen to
him no one knew so far; but they knew that it was going to be something
unpleasant. Bo the IFamouws Five had walked round to give Bunter a
cheery word before they went in to class,

“Hallo, halle, hallo!”

Bob Cherry!s poweriul voice rang far and wide. TFrank Nugent put his
fingers to his ears,

Mub had to pul steam on, as it were, 1o make his voice reach to the high
wingdov . Dut at close quavters it was o little deafening.

“Nunter! Hallo, halle, halle! Bunty 'Y roared Bob.

“Lio casv. old man i muemnred Johnny Bull, *They'll hear that as far
o~ Couitfield.”

Tae Macxer Liprany.—No. 957,
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“ Bunter must hear it, unless he's gone
deal,’”’ said Harry Wharton.

“The hearfulness must be Ermt. unless
the deaf-fulness is terrific,” remarked
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. ;

“1 fanecy all Greyfriarz can hear it,”
grinned Nugent. " Go easy; we don't
want to bring Mr. Quelch here.”

: ;'He's heard '™ said Bob. “There he
1= ¥

From the little window high above
& bullet-head suddenly projected. A fat
face, adorned by a pair of big spectacles,
looked down at the juniors.

“I say, you fellows!”

It was the wvoice of Billy Bunter,
faint in the distance gbove.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo1"

“ Goodimorning, old fat man!™ :

The juniord waved their hands to
Bunpter, It was difficult to carry on
conversation at the distance; the exer-
tion was great. And there was very
considerable danger of the shouting
veaching other eaks, It was strictly
forbidden for any fellow to hold com-
munication with a prizoner in the
punishment-room on the rare occasions
when & prisoner was there. Mr, Quelch,
tha master of the Remove, would cer-
tainly have come-dewn heavy if he had
discovered the Famous Five on their
charitable misstion of cheering up the
captive.

Bunter w:!!_.'feﬁ' a fat hand back.

I say, you fellows!” he shouted. “1I
say, I've had o rotten, measly brekker!
Hardly anything io eat. 1 say, can
you get a fellow some grubi”

H:I_ a, ]'1!., hﬂ-]”

The juniors had expected to find Billy
Bunter full of worry and anxiety over
his peosition and his uncertain prospects.
But the fat mind -of the Owl of the
Remove was occupied by a much more
pressing matter. He might be flogged
—ha might even ba “bunked ¥ {from
Groyfriars, But ihe immediate and
pressing question was breakfast.

“I'm frightfully hungry, you know 1"
hawled Bunter from tho high window.
“I say, you fellows, if 1 let down a
string, vou could hook something on it,
vou know., You don't want a fellow to
starve !V

“We'll try——" Harry Wharton was
beginning, when Nugent interrupted
him with & whispered warning.

“Cave!"

"E‘rh?tﬂ—:'

“Guelchy!"

“0Oh, my hat !

Round & corner of the building came
the angular figure of Mr. Quelch, the
master of the REemove. -

Possibly Mr. Quelch had been keeping
an eye open that morning, suspecting
that some sttempt might be made to
communicate with the prisoner. Pro-
bably he had heard the stentorian voice
of Bob Cherry. At all events, there he
was, with a glitter in his gimlet-eyes,
and a thundercus frown on his brow.

There was no time for retreat. The
Famous Five were fairly caught. Bon-
ter, at the window above, shook a fat
fist at the top of Mr. Quelch’s head.
But the Remove master's eyes were
fixed on the five dismayed juniors who
stood befora him.

“Wharton 1™

*VYe-g-es, sir!” faltered the caplain
of the Remove. -

“What are you and your companions
doing herel?”

“Hem "

Really it was unnecessary to answer
tha question. Mr. Quelch knew per-
fectly well what the chums of the Re-
move were doing there.

“* Are you speaking to a boy confined

Tee Magxer Lisrany.—No. 957,

in the punishment-reom?®” went on the
Remove master.

“Hem! Yes, sir.”

“Are you or are you not aware that
communication with a boy in the

unishment-room 13 strictly forbidden,

¥ order of the Head?®"

“Um! Ves, sir.” )

“Then you are deliberately dizobeying
the commands of your headmaster,
Wharton—you, the head boy of my
Form |

“Oh dear!” murmured Wharton.

Really he had not gquite looked at
the matter in that light. DBuat it was
clear that Mr. Quelch was in & very
angry mood, and it was useless to argue
with him. A Form master had to be
given his head.

“*Fach of you will be detained one
hour after class to-day,” said Mr.
Quelch. “If yon are found near thia
spot again you will be caned! Gol”

The Famous Five went without
another word.

Mr. Quelch glanced upward., His ayes
met those of ﬁ-iliy Bunter staring down
from above.

‘“Bunter! Go away from the window
at once!" he called out.

[ 1] Eh T:I‘I‘

“Go away from the window "

“What?’

“Go away from tho window}”
shrieked Mr. Quelch, growing very red
in the face.

Bunter blinked at him. Mr. Quelch
was annoyed with Bunter; but Bunter,
on the other hind, was annoyed with
Mr. Quelch,  Possibly the Owl of the
Remove considered that; being already
booked for severe punizshment, he had
little' to lose by * cheeking ™ his Formn
master.

He put a fat hand to a fat ear, as if
to listen carefully.

“Clan’t hear you, sir,”” he called back.
“Too far off, you know.™

WYan  untruthful and
boy——"

+$Eh?j‘?‘

“You can hear me perfectly well,
Bunter."

“ What 17

“As 1 can hear your voice at this dis-
tance, Bunter, it is perfectly obvious
that vou can hear mine, and you are,
therefore, prevaricating, Bunter 1"
hooted Mr, Queleh. " You will not im-
prove your position, Bunter, by this
studied impertinence.™

“Would you mind saying all that
over again, sir?"

“Wha-a-at?"

HXou see, I can’t hear you at this
distance, "

& . BIIess my soul 1" gasped Mr., Quelch.
=]

“Ind you speak, sir?"

“You can hear every word I utter,
Bunter | shricked Mr. Quelch,

“Not at all, sir—not a word! Not a
syllable ! said Bunter tcheerily, *1
can see you making faces, that’s all,
sir 1"

Mr. Quelch gave a gurgling sound,
and turned away. His angry and in-

impertinent

dignant frown wae described by this
impertinent junior as “maling faces.™
He strode rustling away, and Bunter

grinned after him from the dormer
window. The prisoner of the punish-
ment-room felt that he had, to some
extent, got his “own ™ back on his
Form master—though whether that was
likely to be for his benefit in the long
run was another matter |

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Bunier’s Senlence !

HTHE Head 17
“ Phew |
* Poor old Bunter!”

s “His number’s up!” said
Skinner of the Remove. “It's the sack
this time, for a cert!”

Skinner of the Remove seemed to
find something entertaining in that

idea, Bnt most of the fellows looked
T'EH Erave, -
arry Wharton, 1n fact, looked guite

troubled. If it was the “sack,” he lolf
that it was hard cheese on Bunter.

True, the Owl of the Remove had
asked for it. DBut Bunter was every
kind of an ass, and really it was hard to
take him seriously at al )

Poter Todd was looking worned, too.

As Peter ‘was Bunter's study-mata in
Neo. 7-in the Remove, it might have
been supposed that Peter would an-
visage the prospect of the “sack " for
Bunter with great equanimity, Un-
doubtedly 8tudy No. 7 would have been
a much more agreeable spot without the
Owl of the Remove. Neverthelezs, Poter
was worried and troubled.

A good many Remove fellows had
gathered to “wetch the Head on, his
stately way. Dr. Locke, the headmiaster
of Greyfriars, accompanied Mr.
Quelch, was turning info the old dusky
eorridor that led to the punishment-
room, That corridor led to nowhere
clse, 50 it was obvious that the Head
was going to see Dunter.

It seemed only too probable that he
was goiug to see him to pronounce sen-
tence upon him. His face was very
grave; and Mr. Quelch’'s face was
graver still. The fete of William
George Bunter hung in the balapce,
Was the Head going to pronounce the
dread sentence, ‘‘Boy! “You pre ex-
pelled from Greyfriays!”

“It's too thick,” Pater Todd muttered
to Wharton., " Bunter’s-only a howling
ass, bub the Head doesn’t know him as
wa do, Bunter’s enough to provoke a
giddy saint, but—but—"

* But it's too thick ! agreed the cap-
lain of the Remove,

" Look here, suppose yon spoke to the
Head, as captain of the Form, you
know," suggested IPater.

Harry Wharton hesitated,

“It wouldn't be any good,” he said,
“The fat junior has fairly got Quelchy’s

back up.™ .
“1 know! Dut yvou might put in a
word for him,” said Peter. "It

wouldn't do any harm.”

“T'11 try!™ said -Harry.

And as the headmaster and Me,
Quelch moved along the corridor to-
wards the punishment-room, Wharton
ent in to intercept them. It required
some nerve to interrupt the Head at so

rave & moment; but the captain of the

move felt that it was up to him to
speak a word for the fat and fatuous
Owl.

“If you pleass, sir——"" he began
diffidently. y

The Head stopped with a look of sur-
prise,

“What is it, Wharton 7"

“ About Bunter, sir, if you'll allow
mé to spesk,” eaid Harry, faltering a
little. The Head's expression was kind
enough; but the Remove master was
beginning to glare,

“Kindlv do not interrupt Dr. Locke,
Wharton,” said Mr. Quelch severely,
“Retire at once ™

* But, sir——"

“Retire!” rapped out the Remove
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master, and as the Head made Wharton
& sign to go, he rotired,

Evidently nobody was to be allowed
to put in a word for Bunter. The two
masters went on their stately way, and
Wharton rejoined -the group of He-
movites at the corner of the passage.

“ Nothing deing 1" he said ruefully,

“Poor old Bunter |

“Hard cheese!"

HAwlully hard cheese, 1sn'F 167" said
Skioner satirically. “I1 suppose you
fellows feel 1t & lot! Bull, you'll feel
still worse 1f Bunter stays on, you know,
That would be really serions!™

But the Romove fellows were not in
8 mood for Skinner's little jokes, When
a fellow was down on his luck, it was no
fime to bo funny.

“Oh, can i,
Johony -Bull,

S 8hut up ! sad Sguiff,

“Be decent, you outsider!” growled
Bob Cherry. "It's no joke for a fellow
to he bunked.”

Skinner took out & pocket handker-
chiof and sobbed. Some of the Remove
fellows grinned at that.

o l"-p-IJFw: old Bunter !” sobbed Skin-
ner. “Fancy never seein -p-poor
old B-b-bunter ugain—nevgn;r P}fanl.ﬁ?:g
him. say any more that he's expecting
& p-p-postal-order! Boo-hoo!"

The next moment Bkinner's affected
grief was changed into the genuinc
articie, 83 Bob (i‘l;mrr:,r grabbed his
collar, and banged his head on the wall,

“*Yaroooh 1"

“"Ha, ha, ha!”

Skinner !  growled

“Ow! You rotter!” reared Skinner,
1:1.'r|,gn_;glilnlg1 away from Dob's grasp,
0w ! ¥ napper! Qwit®

Mr. Quelelh looked back along the
corridor,

* What—" he was beginning.

EBofore he had time to procced
further, the Removites had vanished
from sight. Mr. Quelech frowned, and
pursued his way with the Héad,

Taking a key from his pocket, Mr.
Quelch unlocked & large oaken door
that barred the corrider. Leaving the
big door open behind them, the two
masters walked on to the end of the
corridor, and arrived at the door of
the punishment-room.

This was a small door set in & deep
stone recess. The punishment-room
was a solitary spot in the aldest part of
the Greyfriars buildings, and in ancient
days had been a secluded cell for peni-
fents—in the days when Greyfriars had
been & monastic establishment,

The door opened outwards, and was
recured by two strong iron bars that
fitted into sockets-in the stone on either
side. Any fellow barred in the punish-
ment-room had no chance whatever of
getting out,

Mr. Quelch removed the two bars,
placed them against the wall, and
pulled the door open.

Dr. Locke rustled into the room, and
Mr. Quelch followed him in.

Billy Bunter was sitting dismally on
the edge of a little iron bed, and he
jumpad up as the masterz entered.

The little room was dusky, lighted
only by the dormer window that looked
out over the leads and red roofs, and
was barred with iron. There was the
minimum of Forpiture in the room.
On the little table was a tray, bearing
the breakfast crockery, but not & serap
of food. Bunter had finished up
breakfast, such as it was, to the last
crumb,

The fat junicr stood and blinked at
the Head through his big spectacles.
That he was “for it" Bunter knew,
and he was greatly relieved to see that

his .

* ;
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dees any good,” sald the Head sternly.

on the Head, ** to order you a week’s

“* You have been fAogged before and it does not seem that this form of punishment
I—I don’t think a flogging would do any good at all.”
“Oh!* (Sce Chapler 2.)

** Not at all, sir,”* gasped Bunter. * I—
1 have decided,”* went
confinement, Bunter, on a spare dlet.*’

the Head did not bring a birch under
his arm.

Dr. Locke fixed his cyes upon Bunter,

“Bunter " he said in a deep voice.

“Yes, air! It—it wasn't me, sirl"”

i Eh ?!l

-1 mean—"" stammered Bunter.

tQilence! Listen to me, Duntgr!™

“Oh, certainly, sir!” gasped Bunter.
“It—it's such a pleasure to listen to
you, sir.”

“ Bless my soul!” said the Head.

“Tt iz really, sir,” said DBunter. "1
mean it, sir! always listen to you
with pleasure, sir. I don't think that
it's awful to have to listen to vour jaw,
sir, like the other fellows!™

“Bunter!™ ]
“I—I mean it, sir. I think—"

Y Silence, Bunter ! Your Form master
has reported your offences to me, u:jd
they are very serious. You have dis-
laved slackness and idleness for a very
ong time. Mr. Quelch, sacrificing his
own leisure, ordered you to come to his
study for an hour's extra tuition every
day. Instead of displaying gratitude
for thig—"

“0Oh, my hat!" ejaculated Bunter
inveluntatily, Gratitude for ‘extra
toot ¥ wag guite & new idea to him,
Extra toot did not make him feel
grateful—it made him feel homicidal.

“Vou deliberately absented vourself,”
went on the Head. * You scribbled =
ridiculous message to give o false
impression that you had done a foolish
and rash act, on were found hiding
in the Remove dormitory by your Form

master late last night. Tt is impos-
sible, Bunter, for you to be allowed to
conktinue giving such trouble fo your
Form master.”

“I—I feel that, sr!" gauped Bunter.

“Dh! You feel that, Bunter?" asked
the Head.
“Oh, I—I'm quito

o3, sir, quite! C
willing f::;r Mr. Quelch {o stop giving
n;ePF:tu toot—I mean extra tuition,
A bl

“Bless my soul!” murmured the
Head, while Mr. Quelch fixed on Buntor
a glare somewhat like that of the fabled
basilisk.

“I'm sure 1'd
didn't take the
Bunter cagerly.

“8Bilence! You have caused alarm
and trouble in the school, Bunter, and
I have considered. very serious|y whether
to send you away from Greyfriars.”

“Oh, sic!” gasped DBunter.

“You have been. flogged before, and
it does not scem that this form of
punishment does any good,” said the
Head.

“Not at all, sir! I—I don'$ think =»
flogging would do any good at all, sir!
I—I think it would do harm, sir!”

“I have decided,” went on the Head
in & deep voice, “to order you a week's
confingment in the punizhment-room,
Bunter, on a spare diet.”

1} ﬂh !'I‘!

Bunter garzed almost wildly at the
Head. Flopgings and expulsions were
nothing to this, A week in the punish-
ment-room was bad enough—but on u

ThrE Macxer Lirary.—No, 0857,

rather Mr. Quelch
trouble, =ir,” said
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spare diet! Eating was Bunter's chief
interest’ in life. Hiz fat brdin swam at
the awful thought of a week on a spare

1et.

“You will be allowed put twice a
day for m:er::i‘ﬁe, " said the Head. *“The
rest of your uijwill be spent in this
voom, Bunter. r. Quelch will supply
jﬁu_ﬂ'-;it.h tasks fo oeccupy your time™

i pis

" Aceording to your progress, Mr.
Quelch will, at his discretion, lengthen
or shorten the period of détention
said the Head. I shall leave &
matter, from this moment, in Four
Form master's hands.”

S0k dear!"” groaped Bunter.

The Owl of the Remove knew how
much mercy he had to expect from his
intensely-exasperated Form  master.
‘I'be Head, in Bunter’s gppioion, was &
beast, but with certain redeeming
qualities. Mr. Quelch was a beast with-
out sny redéeming qualities whatever.
The prospect was appalling. :

“I recommend to you, Bunter, in.
dustry and application to your task,
said the Head. “ By industry and
respect you may regain the good opinion
of your Form master, which you have

now lost. I have no more to say, ex-
cepting that I frust vou will show
improvement, and thus induce your

Form mester to modify your punish-
ment."”

And with that the Head retired.

Bunter was left alone with his Form
master, blinking at him in dismay.

Mr. Quelch placed a paper on the
table.

“ Bunter——""

“(Oh dear ! e

“1 have prepared an exercise in de-
pnngzt. rve:hs for you.”

L2 w.!l

“7 shall expect this exercize to be
fnished, Bunter, when I revisit you."”

Groan ! N

“J pow leave vou to study, Bunter.

Mr. Quelch atzs%[:.&d out of the door,
pushed the deor shut, and the iron bars
clanged into place. ‘The footsteps of
the Remove master died away down
ilie long corrider. The heavy oaken
door, half-way down the passage,
slammed shut, shueiting off the prisoner
from all sound of the school. Bunter
was left to silence and meditation—and
study, if his fancy turned to it ;

But his faney did not turn to 1t
Deponent verbe had no attraction for
him.

“0Oh dear '™ groaned Dunter.

He rolled to the little window, and
perched himself there, his head pushed
out between the bara. From that perch
he watehed, his task lyving forgotten on
the table. Bunter was watching and
waiting—waiting for qmrmr?q reak,
and watehing for the sight of some of
the Remove fellows,

Thae Head had told him that by in-
dustry and spplication he might regam
his Form master's good opinion. - Billy
Bunter did not loock much like regain-
ing i, at this rate.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Up a Tree !
ABRRY WHARTON & CO. camo
H eut of the Remove-room,
after second lesson. Billy

Bunter's place in. the Remove
had been vacant that morming: it was
evident that he was not to rejoin his
Form, whatever was to become of him.
Some of the Removites had  thought
of asking Mr. Quelch, but Mr. Quelch's
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expression was nob encouraging. The

Lower Fourth came out for morning
}:rreak, still mystified as to Bunter's
ate.

“Wheat about going round and giving
him a word " asked Bob Cherry, rather
doubtfully.

“Oh, chuck it!"” said Johnny Bull,
“We've had. some, you know., An
hour's deterition this afternoon is good
enpugh for me.”

hartonn shook his head.

“{an’t be done,” he said. “Quelchy’s
ratty enough alrcady; and he's got his
eye on us. I suppose Bunter's still in
the punishment-room."

“"Must be,” said Bob. *Poor old

Bunter! Still, if be isn't sacked, we
needi*fh worry. He's asked for the
rest.’

Peter Todd joined the Famous Five,

“ Bunter's not gone,” he said. “I've
azkod Tretter—be's got orders to take
Bunter's dinner to him while we're at
tiffim. They're going to keep him a
guddy prisoner." _

"‘]?h;l: won't hurt him,"” said Nugent.

“No; it's letting him off l;g t]!:-.
considering the way he chosked old
Quelehy,” said Peter. "1 believe the
Beak would have sacked any other chap
for it; but he knows that Bunter iz a
blithering idiot, of eourse, and makes
allowances for him." .

“That's it,” assented Wharfon.

“*81ill, it's rather hérd cheese, Bhl:t.
up by himself,” said Peter. *“Io won't
got anything extra to eat.”

“Poor old Bunter!” chuckled Bob.
“Fancy Bunter living on only enough
for one chap!™

“And he won't be able to talk, un-
leza he talks to himself,” said Toddy.
“And next to cating, Dunter likes
wagging his chin, OF course, it's rather
a relici not to have him in the study
for & bit. Absence makes tho heart
grow fonder, in Bunter's case.  Still,
it’s hard cheese, and 1 was thinking we
might give him a wond.™ >

“We've got detention for speaking
to him thia morning,” said Bob Cherry.
“You will have to shout 10 make bun
hear up there, and depend on 1t some-
body else will hear, too.™

Peter nodded.

“T know! But I'll
think.™

And Peter Todd walked away—tao
circle round the school buildings and
approach the forbidden spot with ém“
gaution. Squiff came out of the Houso
and called to the Famnous Five.

“Seen the new notice on the board?”
he asked. “Quelehy's just posted 1t
up! From the old chapel to the wall
of the Head's paddock 15 out of bounds
for tho Remove.”

“"What on carth [or?" asked Nugent.

SBquiff grinned.

“Jhat covers the ground for =
hundred vards from the window of the
punishment-reom,” he said. “It's to
keep the fellows away from DBunter.”

chance it, I

“Bo it does!” agreed Wharton,
““ Rettor lm:::[l:; clear! Quelehy will speak
to zomo of the prefects about 167

Loder and Walker of tha SBixth came
out of the House, glancing about them.
They looked very fixedly at the Famous
Five., Evidently Wharton was right;
Mr. Quelch had spoken to the Sixth
Form prefects on the subject.

Loder and Walker moved off, &nd
their steps took them in the direction
taken by Peter Todd.

Harry Wharton & Co.
glances.

“They're poing to seo if anybody'a
meoching round io call up to Bunter,”
said Frank Nugent. “They'll calch
Toddy fairly in the act.”

exchanged

The juniors followed the two prefects,
as far as the old chapel, which wa3 the
new boundary for the Remove in that
divection. Loder and Walker strolled
onward,

“May as well give Toddy the tip,
anyhow,” said Bob Cherry, and he
lifted up his powerful voice and roared:
“*Hallo, hallo, hallo ™™

The twa prefects turned round,

“What tﬂﬂ thump are you shouting
for, Cherry ?" exclaimed Loder angrily.

“"Eh! Can't & fellow shout in morn-
ing broak? asked Bob innocently,

“Take ity lines1"

"1 say, Loder—"

- “And - clear off 1" snapped Loder.
“ Now, then, off with you.”

The juniors departed, and Loder and
Walker resumed their way. They
rounded a corner of the buildings, and
came under the old cak trees that grew
under the high dormer window.

Loder looted round him with a
puzzled air. There was no one m sight.

“That's jolly odd,” he sard. "I was
cortain that that young rascal was yell-
ing to warn some pal of his here.”

“I thought so, too,” said Walker.

Lodder looked up.

‘From the barred window high above,
a bullot head was projectad, a great
deal like the head of & tortolse comin
out of its shell. The big spectacles o
Bi!l;.r Bunter glimmeared down.

*Toddy ! % say, Toddy!” he was
shouting.
~ "Todd’s been here, then,” =aid Loder.
“He must have cleared off when Cherry
warned him.*”

“Toddy ! velled Bunter. " Can't you
answer a chap? I say, Toddy, I'm fear-
fully lufng‘g,”

Loder and Walker, under the branches

of the oaks, grinned. 'The short-sighted
Uwl of the Remove evidently had not
seen Lhom,

“Where are you, Toddy?” bawled
Bunter. *1 saw you & minute ago, yon
ass! I say, Toddy, I've had hardly
uu}'thmg to cat this morning! Toddy!
I sayv, Toddy! Can't you spealk? What

are you keeping out of sight for, Toddy?
You zilly ass, I know vou're there.”

“He knows he's here, does he?™
printed Loder. "I faney I know
whoere he i3, too; he shinned up & tree
when wo camoe ai:mg. what "

Loder leaned his head back, and
stared up into the branches of the oak
trea above hun., Deep among the foli-
age he made out a boot—all he could
sen of Peter Todd—but enough.

“Toddy!” bawled DBunter, from tha

high window.

“You can come down, Todd!"
chuckled Loder. "I know you're thera
—[ van see vour foot, you young ass!™

“h, crumbs!” gasped Walker.

There was a grunt in the oak tree,
and a rustling of the foliage. Peter
Todd came into view, swinging down to
a lower branch. Bunter had eficetually
given him away, and 15 was useless to
romain in concealment any longer, From
the lower branch he looked down on
Lader.

*Drop!? said Loder.
bounds here, Todd !
you.”

Loder slipped his ashplant down inte
higz hand,

Peter's eyes gleamed.

‘I'his was an opportunity for the hully
aof tha Sixth to use his cane, and Loder
did not mean to lose the opportunity.
Ha waved the cano at the junior on
the branch, with & grin.

“Drop!” he rapped gut.

“1 say, Loder!™

“Drop, 1 tell youl™

“0h, all right ™

" You've ont of
Thiz means six for
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Peter Todd dropped—on Loder!
Gerald Loder certainly had not in-

tonded ‘that, bwt that was what bLap-
pened. *© Right on the prefect's head
dropped Peter.
* Yarooooh 1"
Loder “curled up under the falling
junior, and went sprawling in the grass.
oter ‘Todd's fall was broken; and fo
judge by..the fiendish vell fromh Leder,
UGerald Loder was bfoken, tob! :
“Ow! Oh! By gad! -Yopooop!
spluttered Loder, as he sprawled on his
back., with Peter sprawling over-lim.
YO crumbs {fipE__ Pater,
“Collar’ him, Walker—collar . kun!"
velled Loder. “Oh, gad! COwl"
Walker made a clutch at Toddy,
which was, eluded, Peter Tadd jomped
away and fled.
‘Lioder sat up, dazed and broathlees.
“Owr]  Groogh! Stop! Stop him,
Walker! TYou silly ass, why don't 1cu
stop, him?"
‘Loder serambled to his. feet, and
rushed in pursuit.  The bell was ring.
ing now for third lesson, and  Peter

Todd made a straight line for the
Remove Form-room, Loder spotted him
in the doorway. of the ouse, and

spgtted him again in the Form-room
POsILEO. e

“The feeing Peter dashed into the
Form-room, where the Remiove were
athering for third lesson. A minnte
ater, Loder dashed in, grasping his
cane, and red with rage. i
e

“"Now, you voung scoundeel!™
bawled, .
* Lodor !

“AMre Queleh, at his high desk, stared
at Loder, in astonishment and grim dii-
approval. Loder halted suddenly, It
had not oceurred to him that the Re-
mova master was already in the Form.
room—he had been . too excited and en-
raged to think aboub Mr. Quelch at all.

“Oh!" he gasped.” “I-—I didn't see
¥, =ir i

“1 presume nei, Loder, or vou wauld
not  have - unged . such | expressions!”
rapped out Mr. Quelch, 1 presume
not, indeed! JIs thiz. Loder. the digni-
find deportment that becomes a prefect
of the Sixth Form?"

The junicrs grinned. There was not

much  dignified deporiment about
Gerald Loder at that moment.
“Borry, sir!” gasped Loder. * That

voung razeal—I1 mean—Todd—"
“You may leave this Form-reom,
Loder 1™
“ Yoz, sir, bnt Todd—"
“Enough! Leave thiz Form-room.”
A Toder left the Form-room—much
to the reliel of Peter Todd.

ey e,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
After Dark !

ERBERT YERNON-SMITH. ihe
H Remove fellow whoe rejoiced in
the nickowsie of the Rounder
of Greyfriars, ribbed his hands
lhard as ha came up into the Remove
passage some time alter class ithat dav.,
Lhe excpreswion on the Nonwder's face
wina both grim amd glom,  Several
fellows in the Hemove paseape and the
shidy doorwave grinned as 1oy looked
ut i,
“You  Iuel
Tl
“(hy ! Ye
“Pralking lo Bumer?” asked
W hartan.
“Yoi ! prunted the Bounder,
“Hard cliwese, old chap.”™
The Famouz Five had put in their
haur of detention after class, and had
just come up for lea i the study,  The

foan ™" asked  Peler

ITarry

!

8

“ Drop T “PM
tell you ! ™ broke In the prefect harshly.
dropped—right on Gerald Loder |

Loder. ‘I say, Loder——'" began Peter Todd. ‘* Drop, I

** Oh, all right,”’ agreed Toddy, and he
* Yarcoooh ! ™ roared the prefect,

{See Chapter 3.)

Bounder stopped at the doorway of
Study No. 1, still rubbing his hands.

“Three on each paw!™ he said, with
a gritmace. “And Quelchy says that
next time it will be bending over.”

“Better not have a next time,
Bmithy,” grinned Skinner, who was
lounging in the passage. “ What does
Bunter matter, anvhow ! 1 haven't been
rowhd fo see him,"

“You wouldn't " said Bmithy curtly.

“Weoll, what rot!” snapped Bkinner.
“UNobody cares o rap for Bunter!
What's> all this tosh, just because he's
got whar he's asked for?”

“He's down on hiz Inck,” said Bob
Cherey,  “U'hat makes a difference,
Skinnes. ™

“Hosh 1™ said Bkinner, and he walked
away. Bkinner of the Remove, at least,
was not likely to run any risks for the
sake of the fat captive of the punish-
dntesie k=101,

Skinner was in a very small minority,
howaver, Now that the Owl of the
HRoemove was so severely up against if,
there was o good deal of sympathy for
him in his Yorm., Possibly, too, the fact
that i1 was forbidden to speak to him
put a sort of temptation in the way of
the juniors. It was rather a lark, and
rather an adventure, to dodge round the
butldings, keep & keen éve open for
masters and prefects, and call up a word
or two to Bunter. Fellow after fellow
had beeu canght ot it, and a good many
canings had resulted during the day.

Afver one caming a fellow wsually

“chucked " it. Mr. Quelch's canings
were not 1o be deéspised; neither was
Loder's ashplant laid on lightly,

30 towards toa-time the visits to that
secluded spot had dropped off. The
Bounder was the last to try it on, and
the way he was rubbing his hands
showed that he had had to pay & severe
penalty, It was probable that DBunter
was not getting on very fast with the
deponent verbs Mr. Quelch had pro-
vided himm with. He scemed to spend
mast of his time that day st the little
dormer window, blinking out to ecatch
sight of a friendly face.

wice during the day had Bunter
einerged for an hour's oxercize—but
cach time it was while the Remove were
in class. At the end of each hour of
ficedom he had been rounded up and
marched back {o the punishment-room.
For the rest of his Limo-Bunter had been
alone, excepting for the visits of
Trotter with meals, and one call from
Mr. Quelch—to see how Le was getting
on with deponent verbs.” Mr. %}eu:-.lf:h
had found that he was not geiting on
with themt at all, and Bunter was further
than ever from regaining the pgood
opinion of his Form maah;-,r—ifg he
attached any value to that asset.

Mo deubt Billy Bunter was growing
bored with his own company, and
watched eagorly for a fellow to come
round under the window, DBut it was
getting altogether too risky now.

Yernon-Smith rubbed his hands, and
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yubbed them again, and winced. The
Bounder was hard and tough, but Mr,
Quelch had mada him sit up and take
notice, so0 to speak. )

“T've had & word or two with the fat
chump,” ssid Smithy. *“He's got 2
week of it to go through. What seems
to worry him most is that he's going to
have a thin time in grub.”

“q horror's head, horrors accumu-
late, aa jolly old Shakespeare puts it,”

remarked Bob Cherry. Y
“That would hit him hard,’ EE:{T
Harry Wharton, with a smile, 1

wonder if—" Hco paused. .

H] was just thinking the same,” said
the Bounder, *“Of course, he deserves
ol he's got, and more. He's metting off
cheap, in fact. Still, the little beast 1s
up sgeinst it, and if they'ro _ﬂIle': IVINg
him enough grub for one, it will be =
change for him, and no mistake, What
wvice making up & bundle of tuck for
hin 27 ]

“Quelchy would be frightfully wild,”
said Nugent. i Seesen

“1 wasn't thinkin' of mentionin’ it to
Quelchy,” said the Bounder.

“Ha, ha! No! But the preicctz are
on the look-out, as well as Quelehy.
You've just been spotted.”

“ After dark it will be safer,” said
Smithy. *We can get the stuff all
veady, and shove it somewhere In @
bundle. One of us van sneak out of the
House in prep, and give Bunter 2
whistie. He will let down a string, and
we can tie o cord on it for bun to-pull
up the bundle. I told him we'd fix it if
we coutd., Dash it all, the silly ass 1s
a serape, and we might take a bit of
risk.”

“ Agrocd ' suid Iarry at once.

“It will be all right,” said Johuny
Bull, after some thought. *'lhe pre-
fects will chuck it after dark, when
we're all supposed to be in the studies
“afe as houses if we're careful.”

v We'll fix it up somehow,” said the
captain of the Remove. * I don’t blame
Quelchy for giving him & rough time;
but, after all, Bunter's in our Form—
he's a Remove man.”

*Hear, hear!”

Over tea in Study Ne. 1 the Famous
Five and Smithy talked it over, and
arranged the details of the little scheme.

Undoubtedly there was risk attached,
and, in case of discovery, the punish-
ment waz certain to be severe. It had
been noted during the day that the
canings of the offenders had grown more
and more severa, And those camngs
had been merely for © mooching * round
the school and calling up a word or two
to Bunter's window. For smuggling
“tuck * to the prisoner the pumshment
was certnin to bo much more severe.

But the chums of the Remove resolved
to risk it. The thought of the hapless
Owl, locked in the loncly room, with no
ecompany but his own, appealed to their
compassion.  MNobody hatd ever found
Bunter's company entertaining, and it
was not to be supposed that he found it
very entertaining himself,

After tea the jumiors «dropped into
Mre, Mimble's little shop, and varous
purchases were ade, each eontributing
according to his means. Quite a hand-
some spread was collected, and packed
carefully into a bundle and tied up with
string.

That bundle was safely hidden in a
eravice of the old chapel wall, with o
stiong cord wound round it, veady for
use later,

The juniors left it thoae, and were
voery careful to keep away from the for-
bidden precincts. It wus wise to lull
suspivion as much as posable. Indeed,
when dusk was falling, Loder of the
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Qixth was noticed strolling round the
house, with his ashplant under his arm.
And ‘a few minutes later yells were
heard, and Russell of the Remove came
back to the House wriggling. Once
more & sympathiser had been canght in
the oet and sununarily dealt with,

Harry Wharton & Co. went to their
studies for prep. Wharton and Nugent
wore working in SBtudy No. 1, when
Vernon-Smith opened the door and
looked in. It was after dark now.

“Who's goin' 1 asked the Bounder,

Wharton rose from the table,

“ Little me,” he answered.

“1 don't mind goin',” snid  the
Bounder. “In fact, I think I'd better.
You'd get it. hotter, bein' head of the
Form, and a model to all the Remove.™

Wharton shook hiz head.

“It'a up to me,” he said. “I'll go!
You've fixed it with Bunter to let down
& string when somebody whistles nnder
the window,”

“Yes, that'zs understood.”

“ All sereno, then "

The eaptain of the Remove left the
study, and left tha House by way of the
window of the Remove box-room. He
dradppad from the leads to the ground,
and in a few minutes arrived at the
spot  where the bundle had been
hidden. With tha bundle under s
arm, he circled cautiously round the
school buildings, and reached the bunch
of old osks under the high window of
the punishment-room,

The evening was dark—the moon had
not yet risen. All was still and quiet;
apparently the prefects given up
keeping watch., Wharton listened for a
few moments, and then whistled,

e o, —

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Tuck for Buntar!

ILLY BUNTER groancd dismally.

B His first day in the punishment-

room had drawn to a close, and

the thought of six similar days to

follow plunged Bunter into the decpest
tdepths of tribulation.

Tha prospect really was appalling.

Bunler was a gregariocus fellow: he
never was alone when he could help if,
excepting on the occasions when he had
tuck to dizspose of. Then he gencrally
preferred seolitude. On all other oeca-
sions he preferred company, finding
pleasure in listening to the muse of
his own voice, That nobady else shared
the pleasure did not matier to Bunter;
he was not much given to thinking of
anyone else,

(lertainly he would have enjoyed
listening to his own voice now if he
had chosen to talk to himself. Hat that
did not eppeal to him at all.

1Te was dreadfully bored with soli-
tude. Mr. Quelch had kindly provided
against boredom with a task in  de-
pouent verbs. But boredom was better
than Latin verbs, and Bunter had let
his task severely alone.

Most of his time was spent at the
window, blinking out in quest of a
friendly face. In this awful state of
affairs Bunter felt that it was time for
all his friends {0 rally round. It was
doubtful whether Bunter would have
visked a licking for any olher Remove
fellow., ' Duat he cheerfully expecied
other fellows to risk lickings for him.

JIe had had qunite a number of visitors
carly in the day. Later in the day they
had tailed off ; Russell had been the last,
And Billy Bunter, as he blinked from
ihe high window Inlo the gatherin
shades of wnighi, felt neglected an
deeply injl’lﬂuﬁ ITere he was, shut up

did

himself, Jonely and bored, and fellows
not come to speak to him because
they were afraid of canings! Werst of
all, unkindest cut” of all, nobody had
aven attempted, so far, to smuggle any-
thing te ecat into his prison. In_ tho
duylight such an attempt was too risky—
in fact, impossible, But Bunter did
ngt think about that; he was thinking
of the famished state he was in, and
feelmg deeply injured.

The prisoner’s fare had been ample,
in Mr. Quelch's view., It was plain and
wholesome, and enough for one.

Eunough for one, however, was not
enough for Bunter. After a day of such
thin diet he had a feeling that he was
fading oway. He felt that he had
almost forgotten the taste of jaum and
tha Aavour of cake. And all those
heasts were keeping clear of him, when
they jolly well kmwew how frightfully
hungry he must be.

As the darkness despened Bunter
blinked more and more hopelessly from
the high window inte the thic nin%
shadows, and groaned in angonish o
fHpirit. Retter than thizs would have
been a [Head's flogging—or even the
sack from QGreyfriars. Anything was
better than a shortage of foodstuffs.
Bunter was heginning to understand
now how shipwrecked mariners felt in
an open boat at sea.

There was & candle in the room, hut
Bunter had not troubled to light it.
With hiz head pushed throu the
opening of the windeow-bars, he Ei:rliukml
and blinked into the darkness.

Zuddenly there was a whistle below,

Bunter started=—so suddenly that the
back of hizs head knocked on the trans-
verse bar of the window, and he gave a

b
dl"

howl.

“Ow! Waw ™

The whistle was repeated.

“Js that you, Smithy?" shouted
Bunter.

“Shut up, you silly ass!” came back &
call from below.
“0Oh, really, Wharton—"

U Quiet ! ]
Bunter realised that silence was
golden.  Smithy had told him that o

whistle was to bo the signal that tuck
was below, ready to be drawn up, The
Remove fellows had not forgotten him,
after all. Tf there was tuck below,
wailing to be drawn up, Bunter did not
want a master or a prefect to he
attracted to the spot. Without a word
more, therefore, e prepared to let down
a string.

IT¢ had the string all ready, made up
of strips of a handkerchicf, odd hits of
string he had found in his kets, and
other wdds and ends. The end was
weighted with a penknifle, to keep i
from blowing out of reach in the wind.
Dunler reached out as far as he could,
and lowered the siring. Lower and
lower went the penknife, and suddenly
Runter felt a jerﬁcﬂn the string. Harry
Whartan had caught the weighted end.

Wharion tied an the cord, and jerked
the string again as a signal to Dunter
to pull. DBut as this had not been pre-
arranged the Owl of the Remove did
not catch on. Bunter's fat intellect,
worked slowly, when it warked at all.

“71 say, Wharton—" -

“Ehut up, you a=a!” hooted Wharton,
111 Pull !J‘.F

0kt AN right ™

Bunter drew up the siring. In a
couple of minutes his fat hand graspecd
the ond of the cord atlached to it

“Gond ! he marmured.

He pulled on the cord A heavy
weight was attached to i, and Bunter
heard the bunpdle brushing against the
old ivy on the wall below, The tnndle
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reached the window af last and jammed
against the bars.

Bunter's fat hands clutched at it.

His littlo round eyes were ﬁlt‘aﬂﬂnﬁ
behind his spectacles now, There was
tuck in the parcel—plenty of it, to
judge by the weight and the size. From
the depths of woe William George
Bunter was transported to the seventh
heaven.

The bundle was too large to pass
between the bars. DBunter proceeded to
unfasten 1t on the window-sill ocutside.
He drew its contents in, and landed
them safely. One article, however,
slipped from his fat hngers and rolled
off the sill. It was a cake.

“Oh dear!” gasped Bunter,

*“Whooop "

There wos & =udden howl below.
Wharton, standing below and looking up
at the window, had caught the cake—on
his chin., He staggered back and sat
down.

Bunter pushed his head out anxiously.

‘"1 sy, Wharton——"

IID‘\' !J‘J

“I say, I've dropped a cake! I'll let
the cord down again, and——"

“"Shut up "

"“Oh, really, Wharton—""

There was a sound of receding foot-
steps. The caplain of the Remove was
departing.

“I say, Wharton!” shouted Bunter.

No answer.

“Wharton [ f.'e'llcl:{ Bunter.  The
beast was actually going without stop-
ping to send up the cake again. -
ter quite forgot caution in his excite-
ment and alarm, and he fairly bawled.
“Wharton! 1 say, Wharton!”

A voice Aoated up from below—not the
voice of Harry Wharton.

“"Caught yvou, have IT"

It was the voico of Gerald Loder of
the Bixth.

“Oh, my hat!" murmured Bunter, and
he elosed the window hastily. Evidently
the captain of thea Hemove had been
spotied.

“Silly ass! murmured Bunter. 1
jolly well sha'n't get that cake now!
Fathoad !

With that Bunter dismissed Wharton
from hiz mind and proceeded to light his
candle and examine his prize.

Meanwhilo, the captain of the Remove
was led away, with Loder’s hand on his
shoulder, not in & happy mood., Loder,
with a grinning face, led him into the
House and direct to Mr. Quelch's study.
Loder tapped at the door of that
dreaded apartment and marched his cap-
ture in.

Mr. Ouelch Igoked uvp inguiringly.

“ Another junior communicating with
Bunter, sir!” said Loder. I should
not have canght him only I heard Bun-
ter shouting to him,"

The Remove master frowned,

“Wharton! VYou have left the House
after lock-up for the purpoze of com.
municating with Bunter in the punish-
ment-room, "

Wharton did not reply. The case was
clear encugh. He was only too glad
that Loder had not spotted the tuck
poing up Lo Punter's window.  The
matler was eerions enough without that.

“Qunlv this morning I pave you deten-
tion for the same offence, Wharton 1”7

Mr. Quelch selected a cane.

“Thank you, Loder !™ he said.
niuch obliged to you.”™

“Not at all, sir,” =aid Loder, with »
gmirk; and he left {he study.

Mr. Quelch rose, canc in hand.

“On this occasion, Wharton, 1 have

Y am

vo alternative  bul  to make  your
]'PHHII-*I'!III!IE'IT’[, HOVETE, Idend over ithat
chair 1"

Tt was “six "—and the zix were well
laid on. Harry Wharton wos quite pale
when he resumed the perpendicular.

Mr. Quelch pointed to the door with

the canc.

“You may po, Wharton! Az head
boy of the :&amuve, vou should know
hetter. Kindly inform the rest of the
form that any boy attempting further
communication with Bunter, O
nf}pmaching the spot which [ have
placed -out of bounds, will he reported
to the Headmaster for & fogging.”

“Yeg, sir!” gasped Wharton.

The captain of the Remove was twist-
ing paintully, as he made s way back
to the Hemove passage. A dozen
fellows were waiting for him there,

“Bpotted ' asked the Doundar,

“Ow! Yes!™

“And the tuck?™ asked Pater Todd.

“Blow the tuck, and blow Duntert"
groaned Whartop. “Dunter got the
tuck all right—ow! He dropped & cake
on my head——"

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“You silly asses! There's nothing to
cackle at. He velled to me, and Loder
heard him—ow! I've had six. And
%ueich}r says that any feliow going near
the fat bounder again will be reported
to the Head for a flogging !

The Bounder whistled.

“That does it!” he remarked. ™A
Head's flogging isn't good enough!
I'm kcoping clear after this.”

“Yes, rather.”

“The eclearfulness will be termific,” T

gaid Hurres Jamset Ram Singh.

Wharton went into Study No. 1 to
finish his interrupted prep. He did il
standing. It was guite a long time
before the captain of the Remove felt
dispozed to sit down,

[ ErT

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Sat Upon !

b g OO Oh, good!"
Billy Bunter's fat face was

beaming.

Forgotten now was tho thin
dict of the day, the solitude of the
punishmﬁ-nt room, the dizsmal prospect
in store.  The light of the candle glim-
mered wpon an assortment  of tuck,
which made Bunter's mouth water
simply to look at it. What was happen-
ing to Wharton he did not know, and
he had no time to think sbout that.
That handseme spread on hiz table was
sufficient for Bunter te think about.

One cake had been lost  beyond
recovery~bul there were two other
cakes, Thore was & bag of jam-taris.
There was a bag of biscuits, There was
a bag of meringues. There were apples
and oranges and banapas. There was
half a c¢old chicken, and thero were
baked potatoes. There were other good
things; and it was no wonder that
William Ceorge Bunter beamed over
them--no wonder that e had no timo
to think about Wharton.

“Oh, good!” he gasped.

Bunter lost no time.

He was famished, for onc thing; and
there was danger of interruption, for
another.

The eold chicken and the potatoes
vanished first, and Dunter [elt better.

Then the cakes followed, one after an-
other. .

Posuibly the Removiles, in making up
that bundle of tuck, had supposed that
such a supply would last Bunter for
davs, cking ont the thin dict to which
he was allowanced., T they supposed
a0, however, they did not know their
Bunter.,

The fat junior’s jaws worked a= if by

—

machinery. In these blissful moments,
he was having the time of his life.

The meringues went down rapidly,
and then even Bunter. slacked down a
little, though he was not finished yet.

Other good things followed, more
slowly, but methodically, disappearing
one by one,

“0Oh, good!™
again.

Then he gave a sudden start.

The zound of a key turning in a
heavy lock came to hiz ears. The door
ur the long corrider was being un-
locked ; which portended a visit to¢ the
punishment-room.  The other rooms
along the corridor had long been dis-
used, and were: never wvisited.

From the corrider door, to the door
of the punishment room itself, was
only a®few yards—Bunter had scarcely
a2 minute in which to act.

He acted promptly,

Bunter was neither swift nor active
as B rule, but the present cccasion was
exceptionally important. If the visitor
—doubtless Mr. Quelch himself--dis-
covered that tuck had been smuggled
into the room, what remained of it
would be taken away, and precautions
would be taken to prevent a repetition
of the smupggling.

S0 the case was urgent.

Bunter had turned the jam tarts oub
of the paper bag, amd they lay in
enticing array on the table, era was
no time io repack them in the . bag.
hers was no time to hide them under
the bed. Buntor zwept them off the
toble to the scat of the single chair the
room contained, and pushed the chair
under the table ms far as it would go.
The stack of jam-tarts was hidden
from sight now—unless the chair was
pulled out.

Thet occupied only a few momants.
Then Bunter pitched a bag of biscuits
into a corner, and jammed a tin of
toffes into his pocket. Some remnants
of the feed remained, and he swept
them off the table to the floor; it was
all he could do, for the bars were being
removed now from the door.

Never had the Owl of the Remove
acted 30 swiftly.

The door opened.

Bunter stood up, facing the door,
with a beating heart and a crimson,
guilty countenance.

It was AIr. Quelch who entered.

The Remave master atepﬁed in, and
stood amside for Trotter, the page, to
follow him.

Trotter bore o tray, upon which were
bread-and-cheose, and a glass of milk.
This was Buanter's frugal supper.

Trotter gave the fat junior a com-
miserating look. Then ajl of a sudden
his eves gleamed.  Bunter, from the
direction of his glance, saw that Trotter
had spotted the bag of biscuits lying in
the corner of the lLittle room.

The fat iunior trembled.

But Trotter did not speak. He was
s good-natured wouth, and though he
ilu.g no special cause to like Bunter, he
could feel for a fellow who was down
on his luck.

Trotter grinned,

“Your supper, Master Bunter,” he
said, and he closed one eve at the Owl
of the Remove. It was a “tip ™ ta
Bunter to get that bag of biscuits out
of sight if ﬁ: could,

“Thank you!” stottered Bunter.

“You may go, Trotter,” said Mr.
Quelch. “You may take away the
tray tfo-morrow morning when ¥you
bring in Master Bunter's breakfast.”

“Yea eirl”

Trotter departed.

“ Now, Dunter, you may sit down to
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our eupper,” said Mr. Queleh, “I
gha.il re:rEEin, gz I have to speak to
'I:I-H."
i (Oh, yes, eir!” stawmercd the fat
junior.

For once, Billy Bunter was not very
keen on supper. Bread-and-cheese was
a wholesome diet; but 1% was not tempt-
ing after the excellent things Bunter
had already consumed.

But it was necessary to avoid arous-
ing Mr. Quelch’'s suspicions. And
Bunter, though he was not ‘keen on
supper, was equal fo it, He started
on the bread-snd-cheese, standing st
the table, blinking uneasily at the
grim, rigid figuie of the Remove
master.

“¥You may sit down. to your supper,
Bunter,” said Mr. Quelch, not unkindiy.

Bunter palpitated,

There was only one chair in the room,
and that was shoved under the table,
to-keep its cargo of jam-tarts out of
sight,

Bunter could not pull it out, to sit
on it, without revealing a dozen rich
and juicy joam-tarts to the asfonished
gaze of the Form-master.

“Oh' he gasped. “*Thank you, sir!
If—if you don't mind, sir, !
rather stand. I—I've been sitting down
g lot to-day, zir.”

“As you please, Bunter!”

“Thank you, sir!” gasped Bunter,
much relieved.

Mr. Quelch eyed him keenly. There
was sontething mdeﬁérihnhly uilty and
surreptitious about Bunter's F:mk. But
emove imester concluded that it

the
due to the fact that Bunter had

i

Wi
been slacking, and had neo finished
task to show.

“Itrust,’ vaid Mr. Quelch, in a deep
voiea. *'T trust, Bunter, that you have
not wasted your time to-day."

“Oh, ne, &ir!"” ‘said Bunter. “I—I
wouldn't think of such d thing, sir!™

“"Have you'fnished your task?”

“ Not—nob quite, sir [

“To what extent have you progressed
with it, Bunter "

#I=—I've thought it out, sir,” stam-
mered Bunter. _

“What have vou written down?®"

" N-n-nothing, sirl"

Mr. Quelch raised his eyebrows.

“You have written nothing, Bunter 1"

“Nunno, sir "

“TUpon my word!" exclaimed the Re-
move master. “You scem to be abso-
lutely incorrigible, Bunter.”

Yeu—you  see, sir, I[—I've beon
shinking over it,"” said Bunter. “1—I
have given it '§ loé of—of reflection,
fir.. I—I'm rather keen on deponent
varbs, really, sir.”

“1 presume that you do not expect me
to believe that statement, Bunter.”

“Oh, egir! I—I hope you can take my
word."

Mr. Quelch compressed his lips.

“The Head's advice is apparently
quite lost upon you, Bunter. You have
wasted a whole day in idleness. I have
some little time to spare now, however,
and I will take you through your exer-
cise.”

“Oh, dear!” groaned Bunter.

“Finish your supper, and then we
will begin,” eaid Mr. Quelch grimly.

He stepped to the table and put his
hand on t.Ea back of the chair to pull it
aout, avidently with the intention of sit-

ting on it.

]funtﬂr watched him in terror.

“Oh, sir! I—I:say——"" he stuttered.
#“J1—I wouldn't sit on that—that chair,
gir! It's—it’s rather rickety, sir., I—I
find it more comfortable sitting on the
bed, sir."
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“I=—1 assure you, sir—"" gasped the
terrified Owl. :

Unhbeeding him, Mr. Quelch pulled
the chair out and sat down. It did not
oceur to him to look at the.scat of the
chair before sitting down—he was look-
ing at Bunter.

gquash!

Az the Form master’s weight landed
on the stack of jam-tarts, there was a
horrid squashing sound.

Bunter gasped.

Mr, Quelcl’s face was n study for a
moment ! For that moment ho sat quita
still—on the tarts! Then he jumped up !

The seat of the chair was a 64:'[113,5 ¥
mass of jam and pastry. E?uashm tarts
clung to the Form thaster’s gown, and
whisked round him as he whisked round
from the chair.

“"Goodness gracious|™
Luelch.

‘He stood petrified, staring blankly at
tho- E-qua.ﬂ.h':,; INAss QT H_i-l:: char., And
Bunter, in terrified silence, waited [or
the earthguake. -

gasped My,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Last Straw !

i UNTER ™
B “Ow !* groancd Buonter,

The game was up now that was
clear. :
Mr. Quelch gathered wp his gown and

blinked at the sticky fragments of tarts

that adhered to it. Then he stared at
the squashy seat of the chair again.
Then he fixed his eves on Billy Bunter
and spoke in & wvoice that resembled
thé rumble of thunder,

" Bunter ! What does this

“Oh dear!” _

“Whence came tlus pastry 7" thun-
dered. Mr. Quelch.

“ g

“ Food—unhealthy and wnwholesome
pastry—has been smuggled into  this
room k7 - hooted Mr. Quelch, * Bunter,
1 demand to know at once whence you
obtained this supply of unwholesome
food."

HI—I don't
Bunter. .

“You do not know!" cxcleimed the
Remove master,

“Nunno, sir!
—the tarts belore, sir!
anything about it, sir!” :

“This food has been smuggled to you,
Bunter,”

“Has-—nas it, sir?"

“No doubt-it-was Wharlon—1 under-
stand. now ‘upon what he-was eogaged
when Loder found him below vour win-
dow, I should have pumshed liim more
soverely’' had I been aware of this,
Bunter, vou ‘have becn surreplitiously
supplied with food by Wharton, "

“1—I'm mnot responsible for what
Wharton does, sir!” greoaned the hap-
less Owl of the Remove.

“¥ou must have drawn the food up
to the window, Bunter, by mecans of a
string or cord,"

“Oh, no, sir! I—I wouldn't.”

“It iz useless to prevaricate, DNunter,
now that your wrm:gduinﬁ s dis-
covered,” thundered Mr. Quelch.

*“Jg—ia it, sir? Oh dear!”

Mr. Quelch gave the hapless Owl a
glare, and proceeded to scarch the
room, Bunter blinking at him in dis-
may. The bag of biscuits soon came fo
light, and some oreuges and apples.
Mr. Queleh piled thom on the table,

“Ja that all, Buntec?”

“Yen, sir!" groanod Bunter,

Mr. Quelch rooted under the bed, and

LN
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know, sir,”" gasped

I—1've never zeen the
I—I don't know

found a coiled cord there. He added it
to the pile on the table,

“Is there anything of a comestible
nature in your pockets, Buntec®"

“Certatnly not, sir 1"

“Turn out your pockets|”

“Mum-mum-my pockets, sir?”

“ At onco ! thunderced Mr., Quelch,

Bunter palpitated and turncd out his
pockets. The tin of toffee came to light
and a bag of sweots. ;

“That, I presume, is all," eaid Mr.
Lueleh,  * Bunter, this is an extremely
gerious mattoer.”

[T D“. E"

“This food will, of course, be taken
awny,  FPrecautions will be taken
against a repetition of the offence. You
will not be allowed to defy all the laws
of the school in this manner, Bunter.”

Bunter only groaned, It wae only too
clear now that no moro tuck would ba
smuggled into the punishment-room.

“Every precantion will bo taken,” re-
peated Mr. Quelch, “1I shall leave youn
now, Bunter, but I shall retarn again
shortly. Measures will be taken to pre-
vent you from- calling or making signs
from your window to rebellious and dis-
ohedient members of the Form.™

Mr. Quelch gathered up the tuck—
what remained of it—and left the pun-
ishment-room, and the door closed,
Bunter sat down on Lthe bed and

roaned. His only comfort was that
10 had consumed the greater part of
the supply before Mr. Quelch had
arrived.

He waited dizmally.

In about half an hour Mr. Queleh re-
turned, and he ocame back sccompanied
by Gosling, the porter, :

Coshug - gave  Bunier a.ecrusty gein;
but Mr. Quelch deigned io take nc
notice of him whatever.

“Kindly secure the window as I liave
directed you, Gosling,” said the
Remove master,

“Yossir 1™ :

Buuter watched Closling. with lack-
lustre eve. Mr., Quelch watched  him
with implacable grimness. Obviocusly
the: Remove master did not intend fo
give Bunter any ‘furtlu*rr chance of open-
ing conmnunications by moans of the
window,

There were three transverse ivon bars
set in the littla deep window-frame.
Between them there was spaco enough
for a fellow o put his_ head out, as
Bunter had done many tunes,

- LGosling proceeded to change all ihat.

He had brought a supply of strong
wire with, him, and this he crossed and
recrossed over the bars in a close ne-
work., ‘Tho wire was sccured to the
window-frame by staples driven deep
inte  the wood. 'The knocking of
Gosling's hamner echoed through tho
voom, Al along the dederted corridov.

Bunler watched withi deepening
dismay.

By the time Gosling had fnished =
strong  and - inmmovable - wire network
closed over ithe bars a good deal like a
big spider’s web. s

No space was lelt now for a head to
he put out: ne roow even for a hand
lo pasa throngh to push the window
open.  The window was shut, and
destined to remain so. There were a
ehimmey and a ventilator in the room,
s:0 Bunter did not need air from the
window. He was not thinking of that;
he was thinking of the effectual cutting
aff of all communication with the
Remore fellows. No oue below conld
have heard a shout from the interior
of the punishment-reom with ‘the
window closed. Aud the door, *?f
vourse, could not be approached, as it
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was cut off by the second door half-way
along the corridor. Bunter was as safe
now in the punishment-room as Robin-
son Crusce on his island,

“That will do, Gosling.”

Gosling left the punishment-room.

“ Bunter——"

“Oh dear!" .

“1 trust, Bunter, that you will have
the grace to regret the excessivo
trouble to which you have put me."

Bunter blinked at his Form master.
He was not feeling very repentant on
that zcore, as a matter of Tact,

“I ghall now leave you,” snid Mr.

Quelch. *“You may go to bed now,
Bunter, as I intend to take your candle
HWIF-”

Groan!

“Kindly waste no more of my time,
Bunter.”

“Dh dear!™

Ten minutes later the barred door
ghut in the Owl of the Remove. Mr.
Quelch’s footsteps died away in the dis-
tance.

Far some minutes there was deep
silence in the punishment-room. Then
a sonorous sound echoed and re-echoed
through the lonely apartment. It was
the vigorouz snore of William George
Bunter. The Owl of the Remove had
forgotten his troubles in sleep.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Wazy |

13 IND your eye to-day, you

M fellows,'

Vernon-Smith made that

remark early the follow-

ing morning. He made it after eatching

a glimpse of Mr, Quelch, hiz respected
Form master,

But the Remove fellows did not need
the warning. One glance at Mr, Quelch
was sufficient to make them aware that
they had better be upon their very best
behaviour that day.

At breakfast, Mr. Quelch wore o for-
micable frown.

His Form were very quiet and ¢ircum-
spect. Lemple, Dabney & Co. grinned
across at them from the Fourth Form
table: Hobson and hiz frionds in the
Bhell alza seemod to be rather enter-
tained. Mr. Quelech in a “tantrum "
had his entertaining side—io fellows
who did not belong to his Ferm. In
such a mood the Remove found him far
from ontertaining.

Bunter, of course, was the root of the
trouble.

Mr. Quelch Liad been greatly troubled
and worried by the fat slacker of his
Form, and drastic measures had been
taken. Mr. Quelch consideréd that
that was quite enough, without the
other mombers of his Form jeining up
to disregard hiz anthority, and display
sympathy for a young rascal who do-
served gnore than he had received.

He was displeased with his Form,
and he let them see it. They wero left
in no doubt at all upon that point.

The general anticipation of the
Remove was that thoy would have a
rough time in the Formereom f(hat
morning. They were not looking for-
ward to classes with anything like
cagerneas, For once, 1t was a reliel to
know that there were "maths ” that
day, mathematica being done with Mr.
Lascalles, It was a still groater relick
to know that French fell dus in the
afternoon, Monsieur - Charpentier was
more than welcome as a chango from
Mr. Quelch in his present frame of
mind.

“ All the same, we shall get mustard,”

11

slr.”

As Mr. Quelch landed on
sound.

“‘ Nonsense ! ** snapped Mr. Quelch.
to look at the chalr as he %lu]!ud it out from the table and sat down. Squash 1

the stack of jam-farts, there was a horrld squashing
*‘ Bless my soul ! ** he gasped, leaping to his feet.

“ I wouldn’t sit on that chalr,” gasped Bunter. ** It's—It’s—It’s rather rickety,

It did not occur to the Form master

(See Chapter 6.).

Bob Cherry romarked after breakfast.
“I'm going to be awfully good.”

“Eime here,” sald Harry Wharton
with & laugh, *“I'm glad I put my
heaf into prep last night.”

“Thera'll be trouble, all the same.”
said Nugent. "I sav, Mauly, how much
prop did you get thmuﬁ:h?"

Lord Mauleverer sighed.

“None," he answered.
sleep, and forgot.”

“Ha, ha, ha'!"

“Then vou had better hope that you
don't ¢atch Quelchy's eye this morn-
ing,”’ chuckled Bob.

“What a life!” sgighed his lordship.

“Mlesged if I wouldn't rather be in
{he punishment.room than in the Form-
room this mornin',” remarked the
Bounder.

“Poor old Bunter ! said Maulevarer,

“Mauleverer!™ Mr, Quelch’s voice
struck in, az he passed the group of
Removites in the corridor.

“Oh!  Yaas, sirl” gasped Mauly,
spinning round,

“What did you say, Mauvleverer?”

“I—1 raid * Poor old Bunter,' sir!"
stammered his lordzhip. He did not
like the leok in Mr. Quelch's glinting
oyo.

* Does that remark infer, Mauleverer,
that you regard Bunter as having been

“T went to

unjustly punished?” 'demanded Mr,
Quelch,
“0Oh, sir!l No, sir! Oh, no, sir!”

stuttered Mauleverer.

“1 am glad that you do not mean to
infer that, Mauleverer. I should feel
compelled to punish yan very sevarely
for such an expression of opinion, and

such an impertinent criticism of your
Form master and headmaster!” boomed
Mr. Quelch.

“"Oh, sir!"” gasped Mauly.

Mr. Quelch rustled on with & knitted

brow. The juniors gazed at one
another.

“SBome tanirum!” murmured the
Bounder. “ Mind your eye to-day, my

(L
+

sons—minid your eye

There was no doubt that it behoved
the Lower Fourth to “mind their eye.™
O that point there was not the shadow
of a doubt.

Their worst forsbodings were roalized
when they gathered in the Form-room.

Every fellow who had been = little
careless with his “con " trembled ab
the prospect of meeting the Form
master's eye.

Lord Mauleverer was called on to
construe Grst of all. His “con ™ would
have made the Remove chuckle at any
other time. Dut they were not in s
humour for chuckling now.

Mr. Queleh scarified the unfortunate
Mauleverar with his tongle, and then
introduced the cape into the makter.
His lazy lordship had reason to regret
that he had gone to sleep and forgotten

rap,

; I.Eprd Mauleverer was the first victim.
Bob Cherry came next, for shuffling his
feet, On any other occasion a sharp
word would have been deemed sufficiant.
On the present occasion Bob was re-
warded with three hundred lines. Bob
did not shuffle his feet any more.

First and second lesson passed off in
an atmospherse of thunder., It was an
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immense relief lo the Bemove {o get
out of the Formergom for morning
break. .

But they Jlooked forward to third
lesson with dismay. The afternoon,
fortunately, was to be given to maths
and French. But therc was still third
lesson with Mr. Quelch, and nobody was
likely to enjoy it.

Not & fellow in the Remove walked
round the School House to yell up to
Bunter's windew. The thing was get-
ting past a joke now; Mr, Quelch, only
too clearly, was not to be trifled with.
The vicinity of Bunter's window, already
placed out of bounds for the Remove,
was avoided as if it were a plague spot.

“We're going to have a jolly time in
third lesson ! groaned Bob Cherry.
“It's really all that fat duffer Bunter's
fault. Bother Bunter!™

“Quelchy goes to zee him in break,”
said Skinner, “Let’s hope he will take
it out of Bunter, and give us a rest.”

It seemed probable enough that Mr.
I?u&lch would “take it out 7 of Bunter,
though doubtful whether the result
would be a rest for Lthe Remove. He
had becn secen going along the corrider
that Jed to the punishment-room with
Lis cane under his arm.

The bell rang at last, and the He-
movites reluctantly repaired to their
Form-room.

Mr. Quelch was net yet there, and
greatly to the surprise of the jumiors,
he had not arrived when the bell ceased
lo ring. As a rule, Mr. Quelch was
punctuslity itself.

“Late,” said Bob Cherry, with a

lance at the Form-room clock, " Giving

unter beans, I suppose, and forgetting
little wa.™

“The forgetiulness is the esteemed
boon and blessing,” remarked Hurree
Jamseet Ram Singh.

“Yes, rather!”

The minutes ticked away.

Mr. Quelch did not appear.

It was undoubtedly a relief {o the
FRemove. Minute after minute ticked
away. and there was no lesson. They
had looked forward to & third lesson
with deep misgivings, and now that it
ligd come they were left to loaf about
thea Form-room in idleness, neglected or
forgotten by their Form master.

I, was amazing, and the Remove
wondered what was up! They were not
likely to guess. What was “up " was
g0 extraordinary, so unheard-of, that no
fellow in the Remove was likely even to
guess what had happened,

g ——

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Turning the Tables !

i EART ™
B Billy Bunter murmured that
expressive word as he heard a

key turn in the corridor door.

He liud hreakfasted—a thin  and
meagre breakfast., From breakfast to
the hour of morning break Bunter had
work to oceupy him. He knew that Mr.,
Queleh would visit him in break to see
how he had progressed. But he had not
tdone any work, His exercises still lay
nntouched on the table, He was hungry.
Having eaten ounly cnough for one, he
was naturally famished., Work was out
of the question,

Instead of wasting his time on exer-
cises, Bunter was thinking over his de-
plorable position,

The Head had told him that he might
regain his Form master’s gpood opinion
by industry and application; but if
Bunter's release depended on that it
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locked as if he would remain 2 prisoner
for the rest of his natural life. Industry
and application were not in his line.
And there seemed no other way—only
that impossible way—of softening the
stony heart of Mr. Quelch.

The first day of lmprisonment had
been bad enough, relieved as it had been
by wvisitors wunder the window and
smuggled tuck, “What was the second

day going to be like, now that DBunter
could not even approach the window,
and it was impossible for tuck to be

smuggled in?

It was awful to contemplate.

Oneo upon & time there had been a
barring-out at Greyfriars, for a cause
that seemed serious encugh at the time,
butr which seemed to Bunter much less
serious thap the present state of aflairs,
Bunter's idea was that the Remove
ought to rise as one man and demand his
releage, and institute a barnng-out if
the Head did not accede.

That was what the Remove ought to
do. DBut it was fairly clear that the
Remove wouldn't do as they ought.

They did not szee eve to eve with
Bunter. They sympathised with a fol-
low who was up against it, but they
knew that Bunter was getting less than
he had asked for.

As for a barring-out, Bunter had sug-
gested that to the heroes of the Remove
before s incarceration, and had thereby
cxcited loud laughter.

A barring.-out on Bunter's account
seemed to tickle the Removites hugely,
the bare idea of it. Bunier could not
see anything to laugh at in the sugges-
tion. Dut the other fellows evidently
cﬂtultgl. for they laughed loud and long
at it.

Bunter, reflecting on his position,
realised that he had no rescue to expect
from the Remove. He had only himself
to depend upon, and in the future he saw
no hope. Nothing but industry, and ap-
plying himself to study, could save him
from hiz punishment, And  these
resources werg too desperate for Bunter
aven Lo consider then,

Bunter waz, howover,
desperate,

Somechow or other he had to cscape, if
only lo bag one stunming feed before
he was recaptured and taken back lo
durance vile.

Az he heard Mr. Quelch's steps in the
corridor without, his little round eyes
gleamed behind his spectacles,

He listened 10 the Remove master
tuking dawn the bars from the deor of
the punishment-room. His breath came
thick and fast. Was it possible—was it
barely thle—to dodge out of the
room when the Form master apened the
toor ¥

Suppose he charged night at Mr.
Quelch and butted him! That would
give him a chance. Such a charge, with
Bunter's weight behind it would be
cortain to Aoor the Form master, and
while he was sorting himself out the
Owl of the Remove could flee. It was
quite feasible, only—

Bunter had almost resolved upon it
when the door was drawn open and Mr.
Quelch entered. At the sight of that
gentleman Bunter's fat heart failed him.
He realised that he would ne more have
dared to charge Mr., Quelch and butt
him over than he would have ventured
to charge a wild tiger in the jungle.

Instead of charging Mr. Quelch he
hacked away and blinked at hun un-
easily through his big spectacles, e
noted, with well-founded uncasiness, that
Mr, Quelch had & cane under his arm.

“Bunier! Are your exercises done "

W nnna, sir !

My, Quelch advanced to the {able.

ErOwWIng

“DBless my zoul! You have not even
touched your work, Bunter!™ he ex-
claimed.

“I—I was just going to begin, sir.”

“1 have been too patient with you,
Bunter,”  said the - Remove master
grimly. “T had hoped, Bunter, that
solitude and meditation would bring you
lo some sense of your shortcomings, I
havs been disappomted, Punter, %.sl:mli
now cane you for your idleness,™

*“Oh, sir!" gasped Bunter.

My, Queleh pointed to the chair with
his cane.

“You will bend
Bunler !

Bunter breathed hard.

Charging Mr. Quelch over was not to
be thought of. But the fat brain of the
Owl of the Remove was working at full
pressure now, Work and short commons,
and imprisonment i1 the lonely room,
and now a ecaning added thereto! It
was more than enough to make Bunter
exert his podgy intellect, on its highest
gear, so to speak,

Mr. Quelch, standing by the table, wes
a little distance from the door, which
stood open. Bunter breathlessly won-
dered whether he had time to scuttle
away by the open door before the Form
master could graezp him.

The Remove master, certainly did not
dream that such thoughts were passing
in Bunter's mind, If ﬁe had thought of
it he would not have supposed thas
Bunter would have risked further
punishment by a futile flight—for, of
course, his pursuit and recapture would
have been immediate.

_ But other thoughts, too, were working
in Bunter’s brain. Suppose he had time
to slam the door on Mr. Quelch!

‘The thought wwade him gasp. Cer-
tainly no ﬂfﬂ-mr Greyiriars fellow, how-
soever reckless, would have dreamed of
shutting up the Form master in the
pumshment-room. And Bunter was pro-
bably the least reckless member of ihe
Remove.  But it was a case of fools
rushing: in where angels might have
feared to tread.

His chief thought was that he had had
enough of the punishment-room, aud
more than enough of short commons.

If he could turn the tables on My,
Quelch that gentleman would be able
to lake a turn in the punishment-room
himself and see how he liked it. As for
the conscquences, they could not be
helped, Bunter was already about as
much up against it as he could be—im-
prisonment, thin diet, and a caning now
due! Matters could not be much worsec.

He blinked at Mr. Quelch, gasping for
breath, with that amazing scheme in his
mind, his heart beating fast.

He had proposed a barring-out to the
Remove, and had been laughed at. But
what price & barring-in? Barring in
Mr, Quelch, and leaving him to sfew in
his own juice, 8z it were!

Mr. Quelch pazed at him.
not  understand  tho
Bunter's excited face,

He made an angry gesture with the

over that ohair,

l]‘[u could
expression  on

Cane,

"o you hear me. DBuntery” he
rapped out.

“h, yes, siv " gasped Bunter,

Was there time for a rush out of the
doorway—a hurried slam of the door?
{(r would the long legs of the Form
master cover the space too quickly?
Would a grasping hand fall on Bunter's
shoulder ¥

“Bomd over that chair at onee, Bun-
ter " commanded Mr., Queleh, And he
swished the cane.

[Cweeddousd an page 17.)
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FMaurice Jate

(The famous Sussex and England bowler, discusses

our bowling chances against the Australians.)
HERE are many questions which crop up eoncernin

I this season’s Test matches to which we should be ﬂ"ﬂ-g

to find an answer from the English point of view. One of

the leading questions, as it has been put to me scores of

times since I got back from the last tour in Australia, is

thiss *“8hall we succeed in bowling them out? Shall we be

able to dismiss the Australians quickly enough to enablo

us to force a victory in three day matches ¥ It is a question -

on which thers can bé no really definite answer, becausc 0
much depends on the conditipns obtaining, and the form of
our bowlers in any pacticular game. But it is certainly
a guestion which provides an interesting topic for die.
cukzion.

FOR "YEARS AND YEARS."

In the first place, as we are all sware, there is a vital
difference between the Test matches played in Australia and
the Test matches played in this country. Out thers every
match is played to a finish, and I confess that it seemed
to me that somo of the Test contests in which we took »art
gut there lasted for years and years. They dido’t, of
course, but I got that impression when we had to start morn.
ing after morning on the business of getting the Australians
out, Over here the Test matches arc limited to three days,
witl' the provieo that if the fate of the * Ashea” depemds
on the last one then that will be played to a definite con-
clusion.

ARE THREE DAYS8 ENOUGH ?

From some pointa of view T think it is a matter for regret
that we do not play the Test matches in thizs conntry under
the same rules 8s in Australia—every one to bo fought to a
finish. However, that is a question which has been gone
into most fully by the authorities, and without inguiring
into the why and the wherefors, I suppose wa may take it
for granted that the difficultics in the way of playing the
games in this country to an end, no matter how long they
take, are insuperable. 8o we have to accept things as they
are; and try to answer the guestion which now becomes
just this: Will three days be a sufficient length of time
or us in which to get the Australians out twice and vet
leave our batsmen with sufficient tine to got cnough runs
to give us the victory we so much desire, and which
I think we have a very good chance of gaiming ?

iN ENGLANW'E FAVOUR.

It can be teken for granted that, given a certain type of
pitch for the Test matches, we shall be able to bowl our
opponents out.  In this country .we have plonty of bowlors
who will, in mi view, be good enough to get rid of the
Australians if the clerk of the weather decides to turn cn
the sunshine after an hour or two of rain. It is in England’s
favour that we shall be at home if we do get this kind of
pitch, because in the first place it will mean that ihe
Australians are fighting under conditions to which they are
not fully accustomed, and in the second place that we shall,
at the last mimute, be able to call up bowlers of our own
who are specially deadly on the glue-pot sort of pitch. :
one answer te the guestion of whether we shall get our
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opononts out is: “Yes, if we get glue-pots.” They might
possibly be able to get cur batsmen out for smaller totals
under the same conditions, but with that aspect of the
case I have nothing to do here.

NOT EASY TO MOVE.

However, it is too much to expect that the Test matches
will all ba played under conditions faveuring the bowlers,
or that if we get this variable weather the luck of it will »ll
go our way. Nor do I think any of us would wish it ro.

‘e don't want the clerk of the weather to beat- ihe
Australians; we want to beat them by our own skill, with
the luek running equal. And when I come to consider the
chances of our getting the Australians out twice in thres
days provided the wickets are good, I am afraid I am rot
optimistic, In saying this, do not let it be thought that X
am running down the ability of our bowlers, We have some
good men—as good, I think, as our opponents will bp able
to put-in the field. But I would have you vemember that
these Australian batsmen are not easy to move. By instinct
and by training they are, firat and foremost, defensive
batsmen. Their play out in Australia does not teach them
to take unnecessary risks, becausze time is of little import-
ance in the matches out there.

THE TAIL ALWAYS
Consider, also, this fact:

WAGS.

That the Australians, for as
long &8s I can remember, have had a reputation for playing
a team in which there were ten or eleven batsmen. The
side now in this country promises to be no different from
those we have played
apainst in previous vears:
it idoes not seem to have any
sort of tail—except, perhaps,
the sort of tail which can
alwars be depended npon to
wag most freely just when
yvou think yvou are treading
an it. ‘Take one example.
In the third Test match of
the last four in Australia we
had sent back six of their
babsmen in the first innings
for 119 vuns, I ever a <ot
of howlers seemed to be
justified in robbing their

ants with glee, el we
were i that position. Alas,
if we counted our chicks it
was too earlv. Ryder camno
in, stayed till he had made
over two hundred, and we
didn't =end the last batsman
hack until the total was only eleven short of five hundrad.
Verily, they are & team of which you can only say they are
all ont when you can see the back of the last batsman.

THE "STICK IT" BATEMEN.

Not for one moment would I try to give the impression
that the Australians are all stonewallers. They have free
scoring’ batamen among them, as doubtless some English
bowlers will find out before the season has run its course,
But these Australians can, if the situation demands it, turn
on the seceotine almost without excoption, The men of the
present lot who have been here befores have shown us that.
Did not Colline bat for nearly five hours for 40 rians in »
Test match at Old Trafford in 19217

ﬁ1 Qucice. dade
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HARRY WHARTON'S CRICKET SUPPLEMENT!

F X Peep aiOrent Pridge! |

WHERE THE FIRST TEST MATCH WILL BE
PLAYED THIS WEEK.

T the south end of Nottingham is a broad bridge
A which carries traffic from the London road over the -

River Trent. This bridge has just received & new
_ goat of green paint, _pickuigput with gold. It is difficult
to say whether the authorities have done this in honour of
the first Test match or not; in any case, the game will be
played within & stone’s throw of thé bridge. ] _

s Trent Bridge ground stands on the junction of the
Grantham road and the road to London, and right in the
centrg is a pitch upon which the hedd groundsman has been
working for close upon six morths, It is on this dpltchrthnt
the first Teat will be played, and ha has produced a wicket
which, will not crack in the hoptest sun, It is essentially a
batsman’s wicket, and it will suit the Australians, But it
will probably suit the England team, too!

A white-roofed stand runs.around fully half of the ground
—from the members’ entrance in Bridgford Road to more
than half-way round the Radcliffe Road side. This stand
certainly will not hold all the pedple who will want to get
into -it, and rows of hes "will be set outside the irom
railing at the front.” The licky omes will probably get a
hetter view from these bénches than the folk in the stand

shind them, )

IHA. riw 'Ei?zcreta stand has Been huilt on the north side of
the ground. It rums from the end of the covered stand in
the old black benches which line the wall on the Fox Road
aside. In this corner of the ground are set the nets, and
they use unusually leng nets at Trent Bridge; they run all
the way from the bowling-peg ‘to behind the batsman,
aithuugﬂ they are covered in only above the wicket.

A’ second new concrete stand has been built between the
benches and the ladies pavilion. The Notfs management
hope that next year they will be able to pull up the benches
glong the Fox Road wall and replace them with yet a third
cohcrete stand, which will mean that there will be stands all
round the big ground.

1 ors Are

The ladies pavilion and the main pavilion are both biilt
of well-weathered red brick, and to the right of the former
pavilion stands one of the two scoreboards. The score-
boards at Trent Bridge are very cleverly arranged.
Behind the board are ten-sided wheels, each side bein
numbered. An aperture is cut in the face of the board, an
the wheels are turned to show the necessary numbers., The
black figures-on the white ground preseént a perfectly fat
surface, and can be seen from the furthest parts of the field.
The spoked wheel makes for easy manipulation, and is
much more simple and effective than the roll of canvas
with l:liumb-ura on 1t which is in use on many county ericket
grounds.
The second scoreboard iz huilt above the covered stand
on the Radcliffe Road side, and is adjacent to tha Press-box.
There are three sets of dressing-rooms in the big, main
pavilion. Those in the basement are used by the club and
ground playert, The Australians will be dccommodated in
two rooms on the first flodr, and a pair of dressing-rooms on
the upper floor will be used by the England team.
: balconies in front of each of the Test Team's
dressing-rooma, each commanding a view of the field. Eazh
room 18 equipped with wash-basins, and there are baths
just across the landing.

On the day of the match s ground steward will be posted
cutside each of the four dressing-room doors, just to sce
that the players are not worried by auntograph hunters and
other peaple, .

The Trent Bridge ground is one' of the finest in the
country, and the wheole of the turf is in magnificent con-
dltlﬂnh from the pitches in the centre to the edges of tne
ground. : :

The Notts Forest football groiind is not very far distant;
it is on the banks of the River Trent, about twe hundred
and fifty yards away, in 4 straight line. The Notts Clounty
football ground is on the other side.of the-river. Boot's—
‘the chemists—have their ground close handy, and there is
vet ancther athletic field between the Trent Bridge ground

lf and the river,

Altogether, MNottingham has five sports grounds, wery
close to one another and near Trent Bridge. But, of them
all, the Test mateh ground is the one that counts at this

. moiment.
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AT THE NETS! .o

A New Series of Articles which will tell you how to
improve your cricket.

No. 3..—FORWARD STROKES.

REABERiﬂ will rc;ma;ihbar tha_tt lu.;_il: wqﬁekil' magllf 8
specia int -of the necessity for playing with a
atrai hlaigjal:, and also stressed the point that the right

leg should never be moved away from the wicket in
the direction of square leg, because to do that destroys the
possibility of uzing & straight bat at once, Of course, this
talk of the necessity for a straight bat does nob mean that
the bat should nover be other than straight.  There are
cortain strokes which demand the cross bat—the cut and the
pull to leg by way of example. The fact remains, however,
that the cssence of batting consists in o straight bat first
and foremost,

A CONTEST OF WITS.

‘The next big principle may sound o little bit silly to yon,
but, believe me, after watching scoves. of young lads at the

nets, and trying to coach them, I am convinced that this

bit of advice is really badly needed. It is: Watch the ball
In fact, I would go a little bit further and say that yon
must ‘nob only watch the ball, but watch the bowler even
before the ball is delivered. Remember that batting and
bowling become very largely a contest of wits. The good
bowler will do everything in his power to try to conceal

from the batsman what sort of delivery he intends to send

down to him, and, for his part, the good batsman will
strain every noerve: wateh most minutely for any mign from
the bowler as to his intentions, Wateh the hand of the
bowler as he comes fowards the wicket, and then wateh
the ball from the very instant it leaves his hand.

The more I play cricket the more I am convinced that
the difference belween the really great batsman and Lhe
ordinary batsman is very largely a matter of eyesight,
Obviously, the sooner the batsman sees the ball in the real
sense—that is, sees what sort of a ball it is, where it is
likely to drop, and so on—the sooner is he able to get into
anitiyn for making a ‘stroke or to prevent the ball hitting

ia wicket.

Tes Macxer Lierary.—No. §57.

A COMMON ERROR.

Connected with this advice of watching the ball there is
another impertant point.  Whatever other mistake you
make, don't commit the blunder of making up your mind
what sort of stroke you are going to play before the ball
i3 sent down to you. I am absolutely convinced that there
are hundreds of young batsmen getting out svery match
day because they decide to I];la;r a particular stroke before
they know what sort of ball 15 coming to them. They
don't treat each ball on its meritz; and may I say to my
voung readers of the Magxer that they won't become good
batsmen until they drop all idea of treating each ball any
other way?

KEEP THE BALL ON THE GROUND.

So that we can report progress in this matter of makin,
strokes, I may divide them under two headings—forwar
play and back play. The good-length ball on anvthing like
a true wicket is the one to which you must play forward.
In making this forward stroke, the left leg should go out
with the bat.. In the case of a left-handed player, the
right leg should go with the bat. Il you have to go so far
out that there is a danger of overbalancing, then I should
say that, generally speaking, this iz » Il which you
ought not to have played forward at. Remember, too, you
right-handers, that in all forward play tha left shoulder
should be kept out, because, primarily, in all forward
etrokes, with the excoeption of Lﬁa big hit which is meant
to go over the ropes, the ball should be kept on the ground.
And you won't keep the ball on the ground if you push out
the boltom of the bat first. There are some coaches who
insist on the young batsman keeping his right foot flat on
the ground even in making a forward stroke; but I can't
say that I agree with this doctrine. I think, if you will
watch most of the leading players, you will see that when
they play a forward stroke they have lifted the right heel
at the moment of impact, and that in completing the
stroke " they drﬂ% tho right foot perhaps an inch or two
over the line, This, of course, gives them the important
]‘t':&r[nw-thmugh which enables them to put power behind the

t.

fNext weel ¢ Covnty Crickefer ' will give you a few
fips on * Scoring Stroies on the Off Side!’ FLook out

for this feature, boys.)
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BUNTER'S BARRING.IN!

(Continwed from page 12.)

"Bunter's fat brain was still at full
pressure. The brightness of s own 1n-
tellect in that desperate emergency
astonished himself. :

Somehow, Mr. Quelch had to be' got
further away from the door. Umce he
was on the further side of- the table,
Bunter considered that he would have
time for a sudden rush and a slam.

Bunter approached the chair, and in-
stead of bending over it as directed, he
picked it up and lifted it towards the
window. The window was.on the side
of the room opposite the door. )

Mr. Quelch stared at him, surprised
by his proceeding.

“You need not move the
Bunter! What do you mean?
mind-—now bend over!" y

Mr. Quelch followed towards the win-
daw.

He was now where Bunter wanted
hini, so to speak. Bunter did not bend
over the chair. He backed bma@hiﬂssli.-
round the table, blinking at Mr. Quelch
acrogs that article of furmiture.

chair,
Nover

“If—if you please, sir!"” he
stammered.
“Enough, Bunter! Come here at

once ™ thundered Mr. Quelch. * How
dare vou deley and waste my time like
ihis! Come here al once and bend aver
this chair!™

Bunter paniad.

It was now or never!

Gathering all his resolution, and tak-
ing his courage in hoth hands, as it
were, he spun round, and rushed at the
Joorway.

In a second be was out of ihe room.

Slam !

Mr. Quelch, for & moment, stood
transbfized. Then he rushed round the
table angd fairly jumped at the door,
prasping  ihe handle.  The handle
turned, and Mr. Quelch shoved hard at
the door.

Put as he shoved, there was a sharp
metallic cang outside. It was the elang
of an iron bay dvopping into a stone
socket. :

Bunter wos just in time—with not a
second to spure!  Mr. Quelch shoved
at the door—shoved hard and harder—
but he might as well have shoved at the
solid ald stone walls of Grexfriars. The
door was fast; amd the RKemove master
was a prisoner in the punishment-room.
The tables were turned, with a
voengeance

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Barred In !

1LLY BUNTER gasped.
B The hrst bar had elanged home

just- i time, sceuring the door,

which creaked under the furious
shove from withine One bar was quite
enough to hold the door; but Bunter
lost no Liwo in slapmung the second bar
into the sockets,

Then he leaned on the wall, amd
panted,
Knovk! Knock!

Al Quelel was knocking furiously on
the inner side of the deor. His loud
and angry vaice could be heard throvgh
the thick oak, Put his voice had no
Lerrars for the Owl of ihe Remove now,

“HBunter! Dmuer! How dare you!
unter 1™

The fal junior grinned breathlessly,

Mr. Quelch was barvred in—effectually
lavrod in! Mothing short of a batter-
mmg-ram wonld have foreed open the
door from the inside. PBunter was as
safe from the Remove master, as if the

length of the equator had lain between
them,

“"Bunter! Have you fastened this
door ¥ roared Mr. Quelch. Through
the thick cak his voice sounded qguite
faint; in the punishment-room itself it
rolled like thunder.

“Ves, sir!" gasped Dunter,

Y Unfasten it immeoediately !

Bunter made no answer to that.

“"You will be fogged for this in-
solence, Bunter!”

“Indéed, sir!”

“Yes, indeed!” roared Mr. Quelch.
“I have never heard of such insolence,
Bunter, open this door immediately 1"

Bunter cast an anxious blink along
the corridor behind him. A dozen vards
away was the old oak corridor door,
which Mr. Quelch had left wide open,
with the key in the lock on the other
side. But no one was likely to come
along that deserted corridor; it led no-
where -but to the punishment-room, He
was safe from observation.

Bunter leaned on the wall, and
pumped in breath. His fat heart was
thumping, but at the same time he was
grinning victoriously. Captor and cap-
tive had chanEed places, and Bunter
had the upper hand now. How long he
was likely to keep it was another maiier
which the Owl of the Remove did not
worry aoout at present.

Knoeck! Thump! Bang!

Mr. Quelch, on the nner zide of the
door, was growing emphatic.

“ Bunter ! he shouted.

“{z0 it, 2ir!” chuckled Bunter.

“What? What?"

“Go itl"

“Bless my soul! Bunter, will you un-
fasten this door immediately? Have
you barred this door, Bunter?®”

“Yes, sir!"

“Take down the bars at once!™

Bunter grinned. If Me. Quelch ex-
pected -him {o take all thiz trouble for
nething, Mr. Quelch wa: doomed to dis-
appointment.

“ Do you hear me, Bunter?”

“I'm not deaf!”

“What? What?"

“I can hear you all nght.
want me to let you out, sir?”

“What? I command you to do so
instantly, DBuanter!” boomed the en-
raged Remove master,

“Of course, sir, I don’t want to keep
you barred " said Dunler. “I'd
really like fo let you out, sir. JI—I
ouly want you to let bygones be by
gones, sir."™

“What ¥ roared Mr. Quelch.

“Tf I let wouw out, sir, will you drop
the whole thing?®" inquired Bunter.
“* No more extra tool—no more punish-
ment-room—no floggings, or anything?
I think that's not asking mnoch, sie.™

“Are you in -your vjght senses,
Buntor 1"

“Yes, sir! Are ven'

“Upon my word ™

Thump, thump, thump! Crash!
Quelch  was  prebably damaging
hand: by thumping so cnergetically on
the door: and the crash showed that he
had picked up the chair.

Urash! Crash!

There were sounds of Lthe chair falling
in fragments, Mr. Quelch had crashed
it on the door not wizely, but toa well.

Bunter ecast another anxious blink
glong the corridor. He guessed that the
Form master was trying to make him-
self heard in the school.

“YWell, he's asked for i, nmrmured
Bunter.

And the fat jumor rolled away along
the corridor, passing the big corvidor
door that stomd open.

That door he cloied.

Do you

Mr.

his-

The key was in the lock; Mr. Quelch
had naturally left it there, to turn
when he locked the door after his de-
parture, As it happened, it was Bunter
who locked the door—a contingency
that Mr. Quelch had certainly never
dreamed of foreseeing.

Bunter took out the big key, and
shipped it into his pocket. '.l‘ﬁen ha
stood listening.

If Mr. Quelch was still crashing on
the door of the punishment-room, ho
could not be heard, Two doors, and the
length of the corrtdor, hushed the
sounda.

“Bafe as houses!” murmured Bunter,

And he rolled awavy.

Mr, Quelch, in the apartment lately
occupred by Billy  Bunter, was still
crashing, ith a leg of ihe brgken
chair, the Remove master beat oy the
barred door slmost in a [renzy.

Crash, crash, crash!

“Bunter! You young rascal!l
Bunter [

Crazh, crash!

** Bunter I

Mr. Queleh desisted at last,. He
realised that Bunter was gone; he knew
that the corridor door, once ¢ 2
shut off all sounds from the school. He
rushed across to the dormer window.

Then he gritted his teeth.

His idea had been to put his head out
of the window, and yell till he succeeded
in attracting attention. He had for-
gotten, for the moment, the precautions
he had taken {o prevent Bunter from
acting in that manner,

“"Upon my word ! he gasped.

He dragged at the wire-nctting over
the window bars, But Gosling had
done his work well. Under M.
Quelch’s own keen eyes, Gosling had not
ventured to do it otherwise than well.

The network of wire was strong: the
staples were driven inlo the wood dee
and fast., Mr. Quelch could not bl'ug
that network of wire any more than
Billy Bunter could have broken it; he
could not reach the window to open
it. any more than Billy Bunter could
have done so; he could not get at the
glass to broak it; he could not hope to
make his vowce heard (o anyone below,
any more than Dunier could have made
his voice heard, Liko the foolish {owler
in the ballad, he had been eaught -in
his own net. And he remembered, too,
that the ~vicimty below the dormer
window was out of bounds for the
juntiors, with the menace of a Head's
flogging hanging over any fellow who
ventured there!

Really, it was overwhelming !

Me, Queleh was a Ilemug;Iygﬂfng
ﬁnnﬂemau. atel never did anything by

alves. At this woment he rather
wished that lie had not been quite so
thorough,

But who could have forescon this?

Barred in!

It was almost incredible! DBut thera
it was. He was barred in, and he could
not even guess when le would be re-
leased. By this Lime Lhe Remove would
be expecting him in ihe Form-room for
third lesson!

Barred in!

Mr. Quelch's ¢yes gleamed, and he
seized the leg of the chair and made
another infuriated altack on the deor,
His crashing blows echoed and re-
echoed in the punishmeut-room, from
ana old stone wall to another. Possibly
that crashing attack on the door re-
lieved Mr. Quelch's feclings a little.
But it had no other outcome. A final
crash, more foreible than the earlier
anes, causcd the cheir-leg to break inlo
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halves—and ono half flew through the
alf, narrowly missing the Form master s
head.

Mr. Quelch desisted at last.

Quite fatigued -with his efforts, the
imprisoned Form master sat on the edge
of Bunter's bed—there was no longer
a chair to sit upen. He rested alter his
exertions, breathing hard and deep, with
s glittor in his eyes that might have
scarcd Bunter, could he have seen it
The wrath of Mr, Quelch—bottled up
for the present by force of circum.
stances—was terrtific, But, terrific as il
was, it had toe remain bottled up; he
was barred in, and the date of his re-
lease depended upon the late - prisoner
of the punishment-room—W. G. Bunter,

e

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Mysterious !

& SAY, vou fellows!"
I “What 1

“ Bunter !
“Creat pip!"

Thira lesson in the Remove-room—or
rather, the iime allotted to third
lasson—was drnwin% to its close, when
there was a step at the Form-room door.
The Removites, loafing idly about the
room and chatiing, made a rush to
take their places, under the impression
that their belated Form master was
arriving at last. _

But it was not Mr. Queleh who
entered. DMr. Quelch waz far enough
away, and extremely unlikely—in the cir-
cumstances—to ook in at the Remove-
rocm. From the whole Form came-a
shout of astonizshmwent as they beheld
the mew arrival, K was_the .Ample
figure of Willlam George Bunter that
rolled in,

He grinned cheerily at the astounded
jumiors, _

“.hmy, on fellows——"

- Hallo, Ea!lh',_i'i-u'l}n-! Where did you
spring from?' shouted Bob Cherry.

“Quelchy let you out?’ exclammed

arton.

“Exactly ' said Bunter, with & nod.

"You're let off " exclaimed the
Bounder.

“"Looks like 1t, doesn't it?" said the
Owk of the Remove. “I'm heors, ain’t
I, Bmithy

“Well, thiz beats me,"” =aid Vernon.
Smith, in great astonishment. !*Quelchy
has been in & terrific wax all the morn-
ing. I thought he was more likely to
skin' you than let you off.”

Bunter, grinned,

He had no intention of explaining to
the Removites how and where he ghnf:i
left his Form master. Tt was riot olten
that  Bunter realised that silence was
goldef i but in these peculiar circum-
stanees, he realised it, ‘The stor
would not have thken long to sprea
over the whole school, and Mr. Quelch's
rolease would not have been long de-
laved. And that would not have
suited Billy Bunter at all.

Bunter had thought the matter out,
and his idea was that, after an experi-
ance of the punishment-room and short-
age of diet, Mr. Quelch would be willin
to come to terms., Bunler only wnhhuﬁ
him to let bygones he bygones. That
gurely was not much for any fellow to
ask? At least, that was how the matter
presented itself to Bunter's fat intellect,

If Mr. Quelch xfhus-a to be. reasopable,
m-*;r f.rnuld lﬁt |i:1|:nt}ut.dn.n];] ia.li!l wnulﬂ:
o to speak—calm -and brig
he did not choose to be reascnable, he
¢ould stay in the punishmeni-room till
Tae Macwer Lineany.—No. 857,
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reason came to his aid. He had ex-
pected Bunter, in the pumshment-room,
to meditate upon his -short-comings and
amend tlhem. Why should not the
same apply to himself? What was sauce
for the goose was sauce for the gander.

Probably ne other fellow would have
locked at the matler as Bunter did.
Bunter's powerful brain moved in mys-
terious ways ils wonders to perform.

For the present, all was serene. Hero
he was, back in the Remove, and with.
dinner in prospect. Dinner, indeed, oc-
cupied Bunter's thoughts much more
than Mr. Queleh's poculiar situation. It
was, of course, a matter of much
greater importance.

Bunter rolled to hiz desk and sat
down, The Remove fellows eved him,
still astonished. They simply could not
understand how it was that he came to
be at liberty. Mr, Quelch, that morn-
ing, had seemed in anything but a for-
giving mood. Yet here was Bunter!

The fat junior grinned at his Form-
fellows, enjoxing the zensation ecaused
by hizs unoxpected appearance in the
Form-room.

“1 say, you fellows, you seem sur-
prised ! he remarked.

“The surprisefulness is terrific, my
esteomned Bunter."

“ Burprised isn't the word!" said Bob
Cherry. "I simply can't eatch on to
it. ou were given punishment-room
for 8 week, and now here you are let
out on the second day—and Qualchy was
as ratty as anything thizs morning!"

“One of his jolliest old tantrums,"
said Peter Todd, “"How have you
worked round him, Bunter?”

Billy Bunter chuckled.

He was tempted to relate tha master-
stroke of strategy by which he had
turned the tables on the Remove master.
But again considerations of prudence
hald ham back. .

“Oh. I've had & talk with Qualchy 1"
he said airidly. *"The Fact is, 1 teld him
plainly I wasn't standing it."”

" Gammen ™

“0h, really, Cherry——"

“Blogsod if . I  ean urderstand it !

said " Harry Wharten, in wonder.
“Still, I'm glad to see you out again,
Bunter.. 1 hope j'uu'f! have sense
enough not to get Quelchy's rag out
again." :
“Who cares for Quelchy?" said
Bunter trucnlently. “I can tell you, I
jolly well told him I wouldn't stand it.
l put it to him plain. And he let me
out—hom !—in fact, he was quite apolo-
getie

“* Rats !"'

“ Belicve me, he was.,”™ said DBunter,

“These Form masters [righlen you
fellows—but I know how to handle
them "

“0Oh, my hat!"

“Wait  till .Quelchy comes in!™
chuckled Skinner. *“ By the way, where
is Quelchy?  What has he cut third

iesson for?"

Bunter. felt a gqualm. It cceurred to
him that Mr. Quelch's abscoen would
oxcite remark, and lead to inquiry. He
had not thought about that aspect of
the matter before; a [ellow eouldn’t
think of everything at once—at least,
Ttunter couldn't. But S8kinner's question
showed him that’ the Form master’s
absence would have to be accounted for

somehow.
Bunler " asked

* Whera
Wharton.

Bunter breathed hard, 3

“ Gone to cateh his train, I think."

f(oana to cateh a train—and leninq
us to wait for him in the Formn-room?’
yelled the Bounder.

is  he,

— il

“Yes I understand that his grand-
mother’s 11L"

“ His—his grandmother 7" _

“Yes, He's quite fond of his grands
mother, you know."

“NMy only hat! Ind he tell you
that ¥’ asked Skinner.

“Yes, we had rather & chat' said
Bunter. “He's had a letter—I mean, a
telegram, from his—his grandmother,
telling him that she's ill and wants him
at once—aeaf’

The juniors stared at Bunter.

"“"Quelchy's no  chicken,” remarked

Nugent. _"Hls grandmother must be
jolly old—if he's got one at all.”
“8Bhe is,” agreed Bunter at onee.

""That's why Quelchy i3 so anxious abouk
her. Bhe's an oxogenarian.”

# A—a—a whatl "

"l‘.}:u%enarian.“ gaid DBunter airily.
“Frightiully old, you know.”

“Tho you mean an octogenarian?”
ejaculated Wharton.

“I daresay that's it,”' said Bunter,
“I—1I didn't guite cateh the word, in
fact. Quelchy was rather in a hurry."”

“To catch a train?”

* Exactly.”

“I don't know why Bunter is tellin
these whoppers,” remarked Peler Todd.
“But they're whoppers, right enough.
I wonder where on earth Quelchy is all
this time."”

“Don't I keep on telling you?" de.
manded Bunier warmlyv. "“He rushed
off in a hurry to catch his grandmother
~-1 mean, to catch his train because his
grandmother’s ill. 8he's got apopoeitis,
or something."”

“ Avopo—which " yelled Bob Cherry.
““1 mean apoplexy—that 13, “appen-
dicitis, Quelchy told me all about if,
He-was awfully cut np—told me abont
it with tears in his eyes." added Bunter,
by way of convincing detail

“T wonder where he 2% said the
cantain of the Remove.

Bunter's convincing details did not
seem to carry conviction.

"By the way, he gave me & message
for the Form,"” said Bunter. “The ciass
15 dismissed. You fellows can out.”

“I don’t think!" grinned Squiff. *We
want something a bit more official befora

‘wa ent, I think ™

“Yes. rather.”

" Well, lease  vourselves,”  shid
Buonter. “That's how it is. Any of van
fellows got any toffee about you? I'm
fearfully hungry I”

“ Bow-wow "

“Tio you know whether there are any
letters for me, Wharton? I'm expecting
a postal-order.”

“0Oh, rats!"

The Remove [ellows discussed Mr.
Queleh's unaccountable absonce, in
reat wonder. They did not venture to
cave the Form-room until the nsual
hour for dismissal came. But as Mr,
L}:lg!nh had not put in an appearance by
that time, they went.

Bunter rolled out with them, in a
cheery mood.

Whatsoover the fellows thought of Br.
Queléh's failure to appear, certainfy
they did not guess that Bunter had
barred him in the pumshment-room.
Bunter's idea of a barring-out had ap-

ared to them in the light of a jesr:

ut certainly his barring-in would laye
soemed no joke, had they known of it.

At dinner; Mr. Quelch did not appear.

Billy Bunter appeared there, most un:
oxpectedly ; and ali eyes in the dining-
room turned on him. Bunter did not
head. He was devoting his very best
attention to dinner—making up for lost
tume.
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There was no dinner for the prisoner
of the punishment-room: but really that
was a matter of very little consequence,
as the prizoner was no longer William
George Buuter.

— ey

THE TWELFTH CHAFTER.
Called to Account !

ARRY WHARTON & CO.

H turned up for ** maths " with

Mr., Lascelles that afternocon,

Billy Bunter along with them.

Mr. Lascelles gave Bunter o glance. He

was aware of Bunter's sentence, and

was surprised to sce him in the maths

“epl,” He, naturally, concluded, how-

over, that the fat junior had been re-

leazed, as ho was there, and he asked no
questions. .

Bunter did not enjoy mathematics.
But even maths were an imprevement
en  incarceration,  He seemed guite
cheory.

After maths, the Remove fellows had
to turn up in Monsieur Charppentier's
class-room for French, After the French
class, they were at an end of classes for
the day. Then Bob Cherry had time
to write the three hundred lines he had
parned carly that morning for :a.hu!:ﬂmg
his feet while Mr. Quelch was in a
“tantrum,’ .

With somo little assistance from his
cormrades, Bob finished his impot, and
carried it to Mr. Queleh’s study to be
shown up. There was no answer to his
tap st the study door, and he entered
and placed his lines on the table. Mr.
Queleh was not there, and Bob wondered
again where he was. Apparently he
had, as Bunter had stated, left Grey-
friars for some reason of his own. There
seemed no other way of ‘accounting for
his absence. . .

“Queleliy’'s not in,” Bob told his
chums, when lLe- came back from the
Form master's study. “He scems to bo
gone. Jolly quéer buzzing off like that
without o word."”

“The queerfulness  is.
assentéd Hurree Singh.

“T sav, vou fellowe,” Bunter rolled
up to the Famous Five. “I say, what
abrout tea?" -

“Oh, run away and play!"” said Bob.

Now that Bunter was at liberty agaw,
and apparently at the end of his
iroubles, sympathy for him in ihe He-
move had *petered out ™ guite sud-
denly and completely. 1t was not a casn
of absence making the heart grow
fonder. Buanier’s fazsoinating company
did not seem to endear him to his Form-
fellows, somehow,

“(0h, really, Cherry! Aflter what I've
gone through I thinlk mv iriends ouglst
to rally round me,” said Bunter. 1
think there ought to be a celehration--
soit of hogse-warming, you know. |
was thinking of standing a study spread
myself——"

“Go shead!"

“Qnly I've been disappointed about a

tel-order. I think it's up te ven
ellows., I've szpoken ito Toddy about
it, and he only =aid * Rats!" Fancy thet,
you know 1"

Bob Cherry chuckled.

“T think we'll follow  Toddy's
example,” he remarked. “ Rats!"]

“Ratz!" grinned Johnny Bull.

“The ratfulness iz terrifie,
estecemed, Buunter!™

Aud the Famous Five walked awax.
They were thinking of cricket practiee,
not of celebrating Bunter's happy return
to the Remave.

“1 zay, vou fellows, don't walk away
while a fellow's talking to you, you
beasts!” bawled Bunter. "1 say——"'

“Punter!” Loder of the Sixth camo

terrific!™

my

up, a3 Buntgr was pursning the chums of
the Remove, and dropped & hand on the
Owl's shoulder. *Burter! What are
you doing here "

“0Oh, really, Loder—"

“What are yvou deing out of thé
punishment-room ?"  exclaimed Loder.
“How- didd you pget out, you young
rascal

Bunter squirmed ot of the prefect’s

grasp. :

Yorg all 3ight, Todar—:> b gasped,

“Is it!" said Loder grimly, catching
him by the collar. “You'll jolly well
come along to your Form master, you
voung rascal. shall take you to Mr.
Quelech at onee! Yhy, what are you
grinning ati"”

Billy Bunter had grinned invelun-
tarily.

“{ome along!”

“I—I =ay, it's. all right, Loder!
Quelchy--1 mean, Mr. Quelch—Jet e
out, you know——" -

"Then he can say s0,” grinned Loder.
“Come to hig study!™

“Hea's not in hig .study. yoeu know.
He's . left  Greyfriars — his fathor's
dangerously il ! gasped Bunter.

“ Hig father " murmured Wharton,

“Run over by a traction engine,” said
Bunter hurriedly. “ Telegram for Mr.
Queleh, you know. He rushed right off
to cateh a train; only sl:upPe:I to let me
out bofere he went, See?”

Loder stared at him. _

“Do vou expect me to swallow that?"
he demanded. *Come along with me at
onee, you young rascal.”

e TR

Gerald Loder marched the Owl of
the Remove away, with a grip on b
collar. Evidentty his impression was
that’ Bunter had somehow cscaped fromm
the punishment-room.

Harry Wharton & Co. looked at ome
another.

“Quelchy’'s not in his study,” said
Bob. "1 know that! He doesn't seem
to be in the school; nobody's seer him
since morning break. He must have
let Bunter ant——"

“He must have,” agreed Wharton.
“But it's odd. Bunter might havé
dodged ovt when Quelchy wisited hit——
he's fathead-encugh !™

“Rut Quelehy would have been after
him like a shot!™

“Yes. Dlessed if I can make it out!
Lader doesn't think he was let out,
anvhow. Weré they are agaig "

Loder was coming back from Mr.
Queleh's study, still with his hand on
Bumter’s eollar. - He called to the cap-
tain of tha Remove. i

“No, Loder " i

“T tell you he's Jeft Greyfriaps(”
howled Bunter. e rushed off to
catch a train—"

“0Oh, cheese it!".snapped Loder. |

“His grandiather’s dangerovsly ill—
run over by a motor-omnibus,” urged
Bunter. “Mr. Quelch told me so beford
ha. Er[t]ar!edn"]“

'Pry up

o | guppm-e you can take o [ellow's
ward, Loder?”

e

Tiaevio.
LI

i —

Gathering all his resclution, and taking his courage in both hands, as it were,

Bunter spun round and rushed at the doorway.
Mr. Quelch for 2 moment stood transfixed.

Slam !

In a second be was out of the room.
Then he rushed round the

table and fairly jumped at the closed door. {See Chapter 9.)
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“T'd better take you to the Head,”
said Loder. * Come on[”

Bunter gave a yelp.

“J—I don’t want to go to the Head!
I—] say—— Ow, wow! Leggo!”

Heedleas of Bunter's frantic expostu-
lations, Loder marched him away to Dr.
Locke's study. Obviously, Bunter was
in & state of groeat alarm at the prospect
of an interview with the headmaster of
Greylriars.

“There's something up!” said Bob.
HYBuntar's varns don't seem to agree
with one anothar. All Quelchy’s ancient
relations can't be ill at once—his father

and grandfather and grondmother in a
bunch.”
“Ha, ha! No!™

“PBut what on earth does it meani"

“Goodness knows ! .

The chums of the Romove were quite
rerplexed, though they were as far as
ever from guessing the facts. Loder of
the Sixth arrived at the door of Dr.
Locke's study, and kpocked and entered.
Tha Head glanced up in surprise at the
sight of Bunter.

“This junior seems to have escaped
from the punishment-room, sir,” said
Loder. I can't find Mr. Qu-:'lnh; Ay
Iithnught T had bettor bring him to vou,
B r‘ LR ]

“%its so, Loder! Bunter, how dare
vou leave the room in which you were
detained by my order!”

4 J—]——"" gasped Bunter.

“Take him back to the punishment-
room at once, Loder! Doubtless Mr.
Quelch must have left the dosor un-
fastencd by inadvertence.”

#If—il vou please, sir—"" stuttered
Bunter.

“Silence! Take

" Very good, sir!’ ) _

Bunter was marched off agsin, this
time in the direction of the punishment-
room. In the passage he passed the
Famous Five, with whom wera now
gathered a dozen other Remove fellows
—the report having spread that the
Owl was agzin in the grasp of authority.
Bunter gave them a dismal blink as he

im away, Loder.”

ssed.

“1 say, you fellows——"" ha began.

“Bhut up!” snapped Loder.

He marched Bunter onward, and the
juniprs followed, into the dusky old
corridor that led to the secluded room.
At the corridor deor Loder had to halt,
It avas Jocked, and the key was not to
he seen—being at that moment safe in
Bunter's pocket.

Loder tried the handle of the door,
and released it again, perplexed.

Bunter grinuned,

“Perhaps you'll believe now that Mer.
Quelch let me out?” he sneered.

“ Bunter couldn’t have got through a
locked door, Loder,” suggested Peter
Todd.

“Or HAown out of the
gripned the Bounder.

Loder, quite perplexed. retraced his
way. The juniors, growing more and
more interested in the proceedings, fol-
lowed him back as far as the Head's
study. Loder was mystified; it seamed
impossible that the Remove master
should have released DBunter without
saving o word on the subject—and cer-
toinly the Head did not know, and the
prefects did not know. Yet undoubtedly
Bunter could not have escaped through
a locked door,

I¥r. Locke looked up in surprise and
annoyanco a8 Loder presented himself
again with his captive.

“Tear me! What is it now, Loder?’

“The door in the old corridor is
Incked, =if," said Loder., "I ran't get
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window 1"

to the punishment-room. Bunter says
that Mr. Quelch released him—"

“Ha could scarcely have done so with-
ont acquainting me with the ciroum-
stance,” said the Head. * Please find
Mr. Quelch and ask him to ﬁtE}J hare,
Loder. DBunter, remain here for the
present.”

Loder left the study, and the Head
resumed writing. Billy Bunter re-
mained, in a very nneasy frame of mind,
shifting from one fat leg to the other
whila waited. It was tea-time, and
Punter wanted his tea; but evidently
his headmaster was giving no considera-
tion at all to that important matter. The
Owl of the Remove blinked at the
IHead, wondering dismally how this was
gomg to turn out.

It was hali an hour belore Loder re-
turned, He came back. with 8 very
peculiar expression on his face.

“Wall, Loder, where ia Mr, Quelch?”

“He cannot be found, sir.”

“What ™

“Mr. Quelch is not in the school, sir."

— — -

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Whacked Out !

B. LOCKE rose to hiz feot.
D To zay that he was astonished
wanld be to put it mildly, He
was astounded.

“Do I understand you aright, Loder?
You say that Mr. Quelch is not in the
school ' ]

“I've asked nearly uv&tybﬂdJ' in Grey-
friars, sir,"" said Loder. * WNobody bas
seen him since second lesson in the Re-
move-room this morning. ™

“Blezzs my soul!”

“Some of the Remove juniors saw
him going towards the punishment-
room, sir,” said Loder. ““They have not
seenl him since. I find that he did not
ceme to the Form-room for third Jesson,
and there was no third lesson for the
Lower Fourth this morning. They
waited in the Form-room, but Mr.
Quelch did not come there,”

" Rxtraordinary !"'

The Hoad scemed unable to helieve
hiz ears. Tt really was incredible that
=0 sadate and grave a gentleman as Mr.
Quelch could El.'m played a prank like
this. For a Greyfriars Form master to
disappear, leaving his class to wait for
him in wvain, was unprecedented—in-
credible—unheard-of. Yet it seemed to
have happened,

“Thia afterncon the Remove were
taken by Mr. Lascelles and Monsicur
Charpentier,” went on Loder. * Other-
wize, I suppose, they would have idled
about, as Mr. Quelch certainly i1s not
here to take them. I have asked all the
masters, sir, and they know nothing of
hiz movements.”

“1 cannot understand this,” said the
Head.

“Bunter eavs that Mr. Quelch left the
school suddenly after releasing him,"
satd Loder. 1 did not believe 2 word
of it, but H

Dr. Locke turned his glance on the
Owl of the Remave.

“Bunter 15 apparently the last person
who saw Mr. Quelch,” he said. “He
may be able te enlighten us.  Bunter,
did your Form master visit yon in the
punishment-room this morning *"'

“Yes, sir,” mumbled Punter.

“And what tronspired 7" demanded the
Iecad.

Bunter tried hard to collect his fat
witz, His usual fAow of invention did
not Aow =0 ecasily under the stern,
questioning exes of the Head.

“You—you sec, sir—" he stam-

mered, ' He—  I—I mean he—he
came and—and told me to—to cut—="

“Mre. Quelch told you to cut?”

*Yea, sir.”

“1 do not quite comprehend. What
did Mr. Quelch tell you to eut?” asked
Dr. Locke. “"Do you mean the leaves
of a book?"

Bunter blinked at him.

At Greviriars the IHead and the fags
both =poke the same language, but the
had different varieties of it. ?hgliﬂ-
a5 it was spoken in the Lower Lourth
was not always easily comprehensible to
the headmaster.

“I—1 mean, szir, he—told me to
bunk," stammered Bunter.

Dr. Locke frowned,

“Do you mean that Mr. Quelch told
you to got”

"“Yes, gir,"” gasped Bunter.

“Then why do you not say 50
directly? I warn you to give direct
answors o my questions, Bunter. You
left the punishment-room with the per-
mission of Mr. Quelch "

“ Ex-cxactly, sir.”

“*And where did Mr. Quelch go?"

“He—he left to catch his train, siz,”
mumbled Bunter.

Dr. Locke raised his eyebrows,

“Mr. Queleh left to cateh a train®”
he exclaimed. _

“ Bo—so he said, sie!”

“Mr. Quelch told you that he was
going to catch a train?"

“That's it, sir!” said Bunter. The
Owl of the Remove hardly realised that
he was Iying, in his intense anxiety to
keep the Head [rom suspecting that Mr.
Quelch was barred in the punishment-
room. That the truth must como out
sooner or later was certain; but Bunter
had no time to think of the future. The
present was enough Tor him to deal with
—indeed, & little too much, as it turped
oul, :

“This i3 very extraordinary,” said
the Head. “I can scarcely believe that
Mr. Quelch hurned away to eatch a
train, without notifying me. Yet he
does not scem to be here ™

He fixed his eyez on the Owl of the
Remove again.

“Did Mr. Quelch give you & mes-
sage for me, Bunter, when he left?"" he
asked. "I presume that he must have
done so, as apparently he stopped to
speak to no one else”

Az the Head obviously expected a
reply in the affinmative, it was in the
affirmative that Bunter replied. Desides,
ho realised that it was quite ineredible
that & Form master had suddenly left
the school, without sending at least a
word to the headmaster.

“Yes, sir!” he mumbled.

“What was the message ™™

“"He—he was called home, sir—all of
a sudden—to see his grandiather, who—
who's been run over, sir.”

Dr. Locke almost jumped,

*Iis grandfather "

“Yes, sir, his p-p-poor grandlather.™

“Are you in vour senses, Dunter?
Ar. Quelch can have told you nothin
of the kind, Mr. Qlll}h.'ll has no grand-
fathor. "™

“Hasn't ha, sir? I-—I
his father, sir—"

“He has mno sarviving,
Bunter 17

", dear!” gasped DBuntet. “I-T
forgot, sir—what Mr. Quelch realy
sail, sir, was that his brother had been
run over by o telogram-—"" '

“What?

"Il mean he had s telegram saying
that hiz brother had heen run over,
sir!" stuttered DBunter. *That—-that's
how it was, air!”

mean—his—

fuilor
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the
Head, Surely Mr. Quelch, if destitute
of parents, had a brother at least!
Bunter hoped that he had, at all events.

“The—the telegram came quite sud-

denly, s=ir,” gasped Bunter. “Mr.

lech was quite—quite knocked over,
gir, Ho told me with—with tears 1in
his eyes, sir.”

Loder was watching the Owl of the
Remove in growing amazement. That
Bunter was lying was clear; but his
reason for doing so was not clear at all.

“It can he ascertained, sir, whether
Mr, Queleh had a telegram this meorn-

Bunter gasped and Llinked at

ing," zaid Loder. " Trottor would have
taken it in. I eon azkh—"
“I==I mean—=-it was a telephone!”

gasped Dnnter, in & great hurery, ““Mr,
Queleh bad a telephone=-I mean a tele-
phone call—his brother rang him up lo
tell him he was ron over——"

“[1iz brother, who was run over, tele-
phoned to him® exelaimed the Head,
almost petrified,

“¥eg, sir—no, =ir—I mean, the
doctor  telophoned—-from the hospital,
sir, whore My, Quelel’s father—I mean
grandiather—that is to sav, brother—
whera his brother was taken alter thae
awful acoident, sic, Mr, Quelch told
me ﬁ” about it, sir—he was—wnas
awfully cut up. He was caerying, sir.”

"Nn{mm:nscﬁp FHE:

“"He—he was, sir! IMe rushed off,
and told me to tell you, sir. He—he
hatd just time to cateh his train,”

“Buonter, I do not believe one waord
of your absurd amd contradictory state-
ments,” said the Head, in a grinding
voicas,

“Oh, lor* 1™

= | WK i F

Vo

L1 Lﬂﬂil‘ ! 1

——
b

; unlocked the door of the punishment-room.
sir," said Loder.
Bunter's——"" But Mr. Quelch did not
walt lor Loder to finigh.
prefect and fluttered a
with filying gown.

out, sir.

gasped Mr. Queleh, as the prefect
L1 Yﬁ
*“The Head sent me to let ]I'D‘ll,

He fairly flew past the
rusiled down the corridor

(See Chepler 14.)

“If Mr. Quelch gave you a message
for me, repeat it to me at once, and
truthfully ! thundered the Head.

“¥Yes, sir!” gpasped Bunter. e -he
sald—"

“Well, what did he say?"

“He—he said he—he had to see the
dactor, sir—""

“To see the doctor'™
Head, dazedly.

" Yes, sir—he was suddenly taken ill,
Et_rrd ho—he rushed off to zee the doctar,
sir! MNoft to catch a tramn, mir—to sce
the dactor. That's what I really meant
to say, sir!” gasped Dunter,

The Owl of the Femove was petling
rather confusced., In a calmer moment,
even Bunter would scarcely have hoped
to get away, so to speak, with this re-
markable seeond edition of his stary.

The Head stared at him as if dumb-
tounded. His silence encouraged the
hapless Ow] of the Remove.

“That's how it is, sir. He—he's gonn
to the doctor's, sir—for—for an opera-
tion, I think, sir. He may be gone for
days. In fact, he specially =said he
would be gone for days. You're--
you're not to expect him f,a;~k, sir.""

“Loder! Kindly hawd me that
cane!”

“Uertainly, sir”

“Bend over that chair, Bunier!"

“Oh dear!™

Whack, whack, whack, whack®

“ Now, Bunter——*

“Yarooooh 1"

“Bilence I

repeated the

thundered the Iead.
Y Now, Dunter, tell me the trailh ot
onee, Arrother falsohood and I shall
cane you again. Jt 15 clear that you
know where Mr, Quelch is and for

some unknown reason you are aifempt-

mg to deccive me, Where is your
Form master 1"

& I_'I_-_'_"_I‘!‘

Whaek !

The Head was at the end of
his patience. Although Bunter did
not seem to suspect 1t, his headmaster’s
time was of wvalue; and more than

enough had been wasted on Dunter, in
the Iead's opinion.

“Ow, ow, wow!” wailled Bunter.

* Answer me, boy—the truth ¥

Whack !

“Ow!l He's in the punishment.-room,
siv!"” howled Dunter.

“What 1"

“Great pip!” gasped Loder,

“It—it was an—an accident, sir!
walled Bunter. “I—I closed the door
an him quite—quite by chance, sir—
nover meaning anything of the s=ort,
sir—I—I wouldn't—"

“Mr. Queleh ig in the punishment-
room!"” gasped the Head, *“In that
cage, why does he not leave the punish-
ment-room? Is it possible that you have
had the audecity and effrontery to
fasten the door upon him#"

“I—I think———"

Whack !

“Ow! Yes! He—he—he's barred in,”
yelled DBunter. “*Oh, dear! Stoppit!
The—the door got barred somehow [™

" Bléss my soul ™

“'The eorridor door’s locked, too, sir”
said Loder staring at the Owl of the
Remove. ' Bunter must have locked it,
and taken the key™

“I—1I havon't—""*

Whack!

{Fantinued on page 27.)
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A PORTUNE AT STAKE! Fervers Locke and his asgistant have risked their lives a scove of times in order fo discover
the hidden weolth of Brek Kafel, and at last comes the time for Ferrers Locke to test his theoiy !

An Amazing New Detective Serial, featuring Ferrers Locke and his boy assistant, Jack Drake,
( Introduction on page 23.)

Jack Drake Rides in Siafe !

ROCTOR shook hands with Dirake.

‘Then, to Jack's eager demand,
he expisined

there. p |

“When I got the false order not to be

how they were

At the quay I obeyed it,"” said Proctor. |

“Then you disappeared. Well, an' I
was mighty nsrvous, though the message
was a3 you had gone off to Brek Katel
by land from Reykjavik. I soon found
that was a lic. An' Tom Harper'll tell
'a I was like a madman. I was ravin’
somethin® powerful when who should
step out o the Leith passenger-boat but
John Carr. - He had some men wi' him,
too. Baid he -could’t rest at hiome.
The firm was goin' to Jericho, anyway,
50 he packed up an’ cleared, meanin’ to
bs in- at the death agen Stromsund
forbve all. 'Course, I tald him my{
yvarn. An' he was a ravin’ lunatic, same
w3 me, and nigh clapped me in 1rons.™
Jack smiled faintly.

“We cruised we didn't know where,
But, somehow, we found ourselves
edgin’ up to the nor’ard, round to the
Brek Katel coast, Then we spoke a
steam-whaler that had wireless. They
told us they had picked up & funny
message in morse, It was: LOCKE N
COAST ICEL. Then two buzzes Ehat
might mean anythin'. 'Course, John
Carr an’ me we pounced. on this bright
bit o' news like a starvin' oat jumpin'
on & mouse. Yve shoved the sea in front
of us for the
could.

“We saw a steam trawler makin'
down from the nor'ard, an' we hailad
Iier, me speakin’ through a megaphone,
I asked .them if they'd picked wp any
curions message. by wirdlesd, They
satd: ‘ What message?' Like a fool I
told 'em; but I'm a seaman, I am, not
a "tec. Wither me if the feller talkin'—-
skipper he was, hang-dog =ort o' faced
enfian—didn’'t well-nigh drop to the
deck when he heard what the message
was! And hang mb 1f they didn't "hout
ship there an' then and go stormin’ off
for the nor'ard once mdre!

Teae Maoxer Lisrary.—No. 357,

north coast fast as we!

“*John and me we was mighty puzzled.
Then we reckoned she must be one o
Stromsund's trawlers. _Bo we gingered
up the stokers, an’ gave chasze,

“We'd been drivin’ hard for a long
while, an” the trawler ahead had ‘the
heels of us. But we followed at a smash-
in" paoe. Then we lost her, but kept on
the course. Soon, we see & thin,
spiral o' smoke on the horizon, an’,
closin’ in wi’ the land, blest if we didn't
see the smoke was on a headland, an’ a
:istﬂ:im trawler was anchored under the
and.

“Sha up anchor an’ cleared off soon’s
we hove nigh. An’ we let her go, judg-
in' a3 you were all here, wanting assist-
ance. We down wi' our hook, left a
strong party in charge o the trawler,
an’ & heap o' us came ashore, armed,
and followed a crowd o' men staggerin'
slong with a great bundle o' what looked
like blankets in the distance—-" _

“Stuff for smoking us out of this
cave,” interrupted Jack.

“Ho wa see when we got here. Well,
we kept cover, an’ then we heard a bit
o rifle crackin' an’ a fight. Strom-
aund’s men were closin' in on these
clusters o' rocks. We spread out, an'
attacked to one side, where one man,
we could see, was busy wi' a rifle,
mighty gingerly wi' his shols, too, so we
judgecd thers was a shortage of ammo,
an' he was keepin' men from gattin‘ to
n position where wos the on’y bit o
herbage in the place, it seemed—"

“That was Mr. Locke keeping Strom-
sund’s men from getting an enfilading
position at the water-hole,” said Jaeck.

“Ay, ay, that was it, but we didn’t
know that till we got here, o' course.
Well, we let 'em have it. An' things
brisked up considerable, 'Twasn’t long
afora we had 'em sll runnin’ like billy-o
—an' here we bal”

“Where's Mr. Carr?” asked Jack.

“Chasin’ the remnpants o' Btromsund’s
party off his bee-autiful park-like estate,”
chuckled Proctor. " Peter, here, is very
an:musﬂtu meet hiz old shipmate again,
and—

“Ah, that T be, .B]'a_z_es,:’ said. Peter
Dieane anxiously. “ When'll he be back,
Blazes "

Shouts sounded outside, and someone
came rushing into the eave. Deane, with
a yelp, leapt forward, and placed his
great, horny handa on John Carr's
shoulders. Carr stared at him blankly
for a second or two. Then he clasped
at the poor, white-haired castaway,

Peter Deane!  Peter Deane, by all
that's wonderful! Or am I dreaming ¥"

“No dreamin’, John,” said Proctor,
leaning on hizs rifle.  “That's Peter,
right enough: Ain't he grown young-
lookin' and handsome P

But Carr and Deane were pumping at
each other's arms. And Peter was saxy-
ing, wildly:

“See what I got o' yours on this 'ere
perishin', witherin’ Brek Katel vou own,
John.” And he whisked off the seal
sking from the Viking “treasures.”

Carr advanced in wonder. In the arhi-
ficial light it leoked like riches. nntold.
The tawdriness of the hoard was not
apparcnt. Carr's cyes seemed to start
out of his head.

“Qo—szo0 this was 11! le said in
wonder. “This iz what Stanislau Strom-
sutid wanted Brek Katol for?”

“1 reckon so,” said Peter, well pleased.
Ferrers Locke stepped forward.

“Mr. Carr,” said Locke, “this iz all a
welcome extra to vour good fortunes,
But I havoe something richer than even
this to show you. Since Stromsund and
hiz men have got away in their trawler,
we won't bother further abont them—
vet. We ara here, on Brek Katel, whero
we would all have to be to finish up thiz
case. Peter, later on you'll lead me to
that place where you before saw Strom-
sund blasting. We will first examine
that. Then, to-morrow, Skipper, we'll
have boxes of dynamite ashore, and Lhat
packet I handed to yvou for yvour caro in
Reykjavik, with the map and the bear-
ings on 1t We'll see what sort of an
uncuk dinmond Brek Katel is.”

The small party from the Stormeock
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settled down in the cave. The man
force had gone back, to stand by and
defend the trawler, 1f necessary. So,
after Dirake had been examined and
found to be sound enough, seve for #
terrible - bruise which. was causing him
zo much pain, Tom Harper and a couplé
of hands were lelt with Jack, and the
rest set off in the wake of Deane to'see
the place where Stromsund had been
blasting 0 many years ago.

They camo back after an absence of
seven fmu:rs- All were exceedingly tired,
and ready for the meal Harper had pre-
pared, Jack had already fed on the food
he had been usced to, before his holiday
jaunt with Locke and Langsom on DBrek
Katel. And sweet he found the bread,
and palatable the tinned meats and
vegetables,

““How are you, my boy?" was Locke's
first greeting. :

* He looks a ‘very $mat deal brighter,”
gaid Lapgsom, his handeome, fair face
smiling down at Jack. *“He is the boy
who can joke at the cannon's mouth.™

“1 feel great, sir,’” said Jack. “I ean
cven tell it iz only numbness that 18
keeping me helpless—unable to bend at
the waist. That'll pass off. What did
you find, sir{"”

“0h, nothing but a mass of tumbled
rocks. We can tell nothing till we get
the dynamite up. Now, friends, a meal,
then sound sleep for our trek to-morrow.
When we get back to the spot, we'll eee
what'll turn up—encouraged ‘t;!;.r a fow
sticks of dynami o . ]

“ After Skipper Proctor turmng up n
the nick, sir,” grinned Jaoeck, “I sha'n’t
be surprisaed at anything a bit of dyna-
mite might turn up.”

The party fed, and smoked and
chatted, then slept. And carly the next
morning thoe stores f{rom the trawler
arrived. ;

Locke had his marked map—the n-
formation that had been obtained at
such great risk at Ingholdt Farm,
Stromsund’s home. And to evervono i
surprise, Jack Drake got on his fect and
walked as best lhe could to the entrance
to the cave.

“What's that for, Drake?" d-u::manlt]mf
Locke sharply, “I told you to lie shill.”

“It's to show I'm all right, sir, and
ready to go to take part in blasting
operations.” said Jack.

Ferrers Locke laughed,

“ What nonsense,” he said. ' My boy,
it 13 hard for you, after having partict-
pated in ell our dangers, to be denicd
the thrill of secing the mystery solved by
an immense unheaval of rock and gravel,
But it must be so. I would like—"

Here Langsom rose and held out his
Liand,

“The way is fairly good to travel,
Herr Locke,” said the big Dane, his
cyes twinkling as he looked at Jack.
“When we have taken the hirst load of
dynamite and other things to the place,
1 will return with the trolley and wheel
Jack acrosz like—what is it you say?—
like & nursemaid taking a baby for a—
whut 13 1t yon sayi—ah'—for an airing
in the park!™

¥veryone laughed heartily.

“An' I'll go wi' Mre Langsom an’
gitvo him a .‘-:F_H:]l 11k pt::&hitl' the trolley,”
suid Tarp Harper,

“Ea owill I, mate!?”

“Me, too. Too bad for the young
gennelman to be left out o' what he's
boen zo invallyuble in solvin’—"

“Here's another—"

TTH pash him at the trot,” said Peler
Deane,

“1'd carry ’im on me back if there
weren't no trolley,”

“ What about it, sir?’ asked Jack,
turning to Locke and lavghing. _

“H's & rash man who disregards Eubhc
clamour, Drake, my boy,” smiled Locke,
““2p, a3 you are not dameged internally,

ou can go on the trolley if you like.

me “thing. is certaim—you cannot walk
it, nor will I permit such an attempt- to
be made.”

So Drake went on the tralley.

They arrived at the place after a trek
of five hours. And Jack saw a great
tumbled mass of rock, In extent about
the size of a big football ground.

“(Gosh, Stromsund used a bit of dyna-
mite te heave dp that lot!” said Jack.

“This is one of the spots marked-with
bearings,” said Ferrers Locke, as he
cama over and stood beside Drake.
“The men are just finishing. We have
got B stick of (i}fﬂﬂ.mit-ﬂ here and there
throughout the mass.”

The work was completed soon. Then
kll were ordered to take-cover. Locke,
Drake, Langsom, Carr, Proctor, Deane,
and one or two others got down into the
cover they had chosen.

Jack saw the fuses lit, then the men
running away from the wide, tumbled
areea of pumice rocks. SBoon all were in
cover, and anxious eyes watched as the
fuses smoked merrily away.

At last 1t came! An explosion that
seemed to send a tremor throughout the
firmament was heralded by a mighty
unheaval of great rocks, billowing clouds
of dust and smoke and flying stones.

The very world seemed to burst before
their eyes. Then came the sound—a
rolling, dull explosion that trembled and
re-echoed from the jokuls beyond.

John Carr bit his lip as he watched,
tanse, his fortunes to be made or marred
by what that terrific unheaval would
roveal.
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FERRERS LOCKE, the private delective of
Daker Sireet, and

JACK DRAKE, hiz boy assistant, have been
enfaged by

JOHN CARK, owner of the Carr Jfishing
Reet. {0 track down a steam trawler of
Icelandie design, which, with name and
number covered, has been cruising the
Dogger in misty weather for the purpoze
of wrécking the gear of Coarr's boats.
Thiz mysterious versel, dubbed the
Phantom by the Asherfolk, iz carrying
out ile foul purpose under the leader-
ship of

SCAR HOSKING at the didding of

STANILAU STROMEUND, tohose sole object:
it appears, {& Lo inipoverich Carr, in the
hope of making him dispore of Brek
Kuatel, a big streteh of land in Tceland.

BLAIZE PROCTOR, admiral of Carr's fleet,
and ekipper of the Stormcoek, on tohich
Locke and Drake get off . in cheare.

L] L} m L ] L] [

After a  series of thrilling encounters
betweernt the two trawlers the Phantom ix
eaptured, The investigator and his erew
then eteam for Imgholdt Farm, Iceland, the
faunt of Strowmsund, where Locke and
Drake pgoin the confidence of FREDERIC
LANGS0OM, Stromsund's steward. The trio
aré tinable to reach the Stormcock again,
kawaver, for they are captured by the
enemy and warooned on Brek Kalel, but not
before Locke wmanages to lap o wireless
message for help.

Following & track of human footprinida,
the marconed trio enler g cave, where they
meet PMETER DEANE, whe has been
marconed on Lthe island jor years. Ajfier
S;lpplyi:ig food and drink, Deane tells hia
story.

Stromennd relurns Tater, to find Locke &
Co. full of fight. Bombarded with Mying
lumng of roek, Stromaund and hia satellites
are beating a retreal, when Blaize Proctor
and John Carr unéxpéctedly come upon the
HCERE,

{Now read ong

And o= the last of the scaring rocks
turned to come to earth, Carr was the
first in the open, rushing forward, deaf
to the warning shout from Ferrers Locke
to look out for stray lumps that had
gone higher than the rest,

Ferrerd Locke and his party followed
Carr, Langsam, Tom Harper, and a few
others manfally trundling Drake along
on the trollcy.

What wonld they find turned up from
the strata below that thiok, lava-rock
surface of Prek Katel?

A fortune for a so far unfortunate
man, or a worthless mass of rubbish
that would dash his hopes of business
suceass for evermore to the ground?

Ferrers Lotke and Jack Drake were
as anxious as John Cgrr himself to see
what ‘that trembling upheaval had re-

vealed.

J rocky ground. He heaved et the
‘broken pieces of rock, the sweat

standing out in beads on his forchead,

The others deew ap. alongside, and
Ferrers Locke stepped out across the
broken ground nearer to the centre of
the upheaval., Here the Baker Stroct
detective went down on te his knees, like
John Carr, and began to shift the
broken rocks te see what the substrata,
turned up by the dynamite, had to
reveal.

Carr was now nervously picking bis
way across towards Locke, The others
watted on the fringe of the broken
ground,

“ What—what i3 there, Mr. Locke?"
asked Carr, and there was a break in his
voieo. “I see nothing of value.”

Ferrers Locke straightened his back.

“Den’t give up hope yet,” ho said.
“I'm eafraid I can dc';Fs-mmr nathing of
any value. There's a lot of pumice
stone; but a million tons of pumice stone
out on Brek Katel won't make a man's
fortune for him."

“Then—then it's all & frost?" querted
Carr,

“Net necessarily s0,” replied tho de-
tective, *'It's Brek Katel. It's a Jand
of disappointments, But that it is a land
of supreme richness I am sure. What-
cver good Direk Katel bolds, she hides
wost effectively. It is a terrible land, a
crucl land——"

“Cruel it is!" growled Joln Carr,
clenching his fists in the intensity of his

Alarm by 'Hl_ghﬂ
OHN CARE had fallen en to his
knees beside the first break in the

feeling. “I am a ruined man. I can-
not now mect my creditors. I hava
ryined others—"

“Steady yourself, man ! said Locke,
rather roughly. “Don’t talk of ruina-
tion yet. We have other areas in this

extonsive, rock-strewn land to explore

vet, Let us get back to the others.”

Locke and Carr retraced their steps
aver the tumbled rocks and joined those
standing at the lip of the shallow crater
made by the dynamito explosion.

Proctor gripped Carr’s hand as soon
as hiz employer and friend was beside
him. The old trawler master's face was
grave and sympathetic.

“Ye don™t need to say aught, John,”
he said huskily, *''We could see, by your
own actionz, and the actions o Mr.
Locke. It's all a foozle.”

Carr groanéd aloud.

“Why did Stiromsund blast at this
vory spot all those years ago®” asked
TProctor of Ferrers Locke,

““Ta find what we have failed to find,"
replied the detective. “He haosd mining
engineers with bim, who can sco by face

Tae Mauser Lierary.—No. 957,
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surfaces in the rocks things we cannot
seq, Furthefmore, we do not know that
Btrormsund found what he was looking
for in this spot. He may have struck
it in one of the others. And they are
each a four-days’ trak from hore.”

Langsom stepped forward from his

lace beside the trolley on which Jack

rake sat, as keenly alive to the job
m hand az any of them.

“"Herr Locke," began Langsom, “1
have specialised in geological surveys in
my Iceland. Perhaps my knowledge may
be nszeful to you—"

*If you can find gold in a stone,” said
John Carr bitterly, “if you ean find
jewels in pebbles, 1f you can find plati-
aum in useless grit!”

“Perliaps you would make a survey
aeross the blasted arca with me, then”
said Ferrers Locke in reply to Langsom.
“I. tog, consider m}'ﬁelf RG  rmedal
geologist, Bub I see no signs of com-
mercial value in  the stuff we have
turned up by our charge of dynamite.
Come uﬁ:mg, Langsont, we'll have
ariother shot.”

The twain examined the broken

round for three hours, but they camc

ack beaten,

“Whatever richness DBrek  Katel
pwns,” said Locke, wiping his hands on
his handkerchiof on rejoining the group
at the edge of the crater, ““she keeps it
safoly locked in her stony breast.”

“Mavbe Stromsund was disappointed
here, sir,”” put in Jack Drake. " He must
have had hetter luck at the other points
of his survey, marked on your map.
He wouldn't have gone fo such lengths
es to run the risk of sending out the
phantom trawler on the Dégger, to
wreck Dr. Carr's gear, so impaverishing
him as to make him sell his most un-
desirable estate——"

“Quite =0," replied Locke. “My re-
construction of the whele case hinges
on that, Well, friends, it won't do any
of us any good to atand moping ‘here.
Ao back we go, os quickly as we can.”

The partv reached the cave just after
dark.. And then all =at down to a meal,
and after that a conference.

The best thing to do now 15 fo get
back to the frawler,” said TLocke.
“ Proctor, vou will navigate the Storm-
cock to such points on the coast as will
put us in closest posaible touch with the
other areas marked on my map—the
places where Btromsund had made the
cross and the jotted bearings. Mr. Curr,
you, Langsom and I, will be the survey-
ing party—and Peter Deans, of course.
flis knowledge of this barren land will
prove of the greatest assistance to us.

¥ Dur first point from which to strike
inland iz about forty mileg to tha west.
‘There a safe anchorage must be found
for the Stormeock, the surveying party
will go ashore, and a camp egnt party
to form a camp and wait for the return
of uws surveyors,

“Harper, I think von had better take
command-of the camp depot party. The
idea i3, of course, Lo minimise our hard-
ship, for a four davs' trek inland on
Brele Katel is no mean undertaking.”

" What about me, zir?"” asked Jack
Drake. *“I'm beginning to feel #t
encugh to push over one of these bi
iokuls, and by the time the Stormcoc
gots to the next anchorage I'll be as fit
as a hddle——"'

Locke smiled as he broke in on Jack's
words.

“No, no, Drake, miv boy! Not the
next trip. If we make no discovery
during that exeursitm, perhaps you will
bo fit to set ouk with us on the next
one.  You must stay with the skipper
oit the trawler and be rnﬂ.d;p for action
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therg, if necessary. SBtromsund may
still bo nosing about 1n his vessel, you
know. Indeed, I feel sure he is, 50 a
strict watch must be kept on the Stoerm-
¢ock while we are away inland.”

“Ay, ay, sir!"” said Proctor heartily.
“The Stormcock be our only link wi’
the south, and I reckon we must watch
her as carefully as we watch this here
tirek Katel.™

S0, with that much settled, the tired
party hauled out the bundles of
blankets, divided the warm coverings be-
tween them, and snugged dewn for the
night, having arranged protection in the
way of & couple of sentrics outside
throughout the few dark hours.

The next day, Deane havin
look over the cave which had been his
home [or so many vears, the party set
off for the boat, the Viking “treasure ™
having been loaded on to the trolley for
conveyguee to the trawler.

On board the Stormeock, Proctor soon
had everyene in & bustle of preparation
for the departyre of the steamer from
that spot. The ancher was weighed at
dark, and tlie stout vessel thum her
way to the westward till dawn, when the
patent log had mgjsmre;:l-a run of forty
reviles.

Skipper Proctor now headed the
trawler in [or the land. -and, with the
hand lead sounding, constantly forward,
the Btormeock groped her way in to-
words the rocks, to the accompaniment
of the leadsman's deep, rhythmical calls
of : ** By the deep—ten!™ “ By the mark
—nine!” “And a quarter—eight!"
And so on, as ho called out the depth
of the water in fathoms.

The north coast of Iceland iz well
charted, and Proctor had made for a
daop fjord that opened for & few miles
well into the barren land.

The old skipper wai perfectly happy
imm his work. He hked nothing better
than groping into places new to -him.
And, by the lime the sun was well up
the trawler was steaming slow between
the precipitous sides of the fjord.

Everyone was interested in their new
haven, Even John Carr looked about
him nagerly. For all these barren rocks
were his, and everything in the way of
¢ natural harbour for deep draught
vessels, as Ferrers Locke said to him as
they leant on the rail, was of the highest
importance—if Brek Katel really held
anything of commercial value,

Dirake waz up and about, though he
had to admit he couldn’t run and leap
iust yet. And as the boy stood beside

ko, Carr, and Langsom, he drank in
the wild scene of this rugged, steep-sided
fjord with the greatest interest, It
scemed like exploring, though the whole
place was charted and had been well
surveved by %mmrnumnt surveyors=the
coastal part of it, at all svents,

Thea fjord teok a tum to Lhe east about
a mile from the entrance.

“Wea sha'n't be able to go far beyond
that turn,"” caid Skipper Droctor from
the bridge. *“*The fjord narrows a lot
round there, an’ the chart marks it
shallowing rapidly, We: be registerin
six fathoms now, an' a clear bottom, an
that's sufficient for any freighter to float
put an’ in, if so be as there's anything
in that witherin® land to freaght away.”

They scemed to be landlocked when
they made the turn.
“There be little enough room for us to
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swing to one anchor,” said Proctor, “an’
1t narrows more- farther on, 8o we'll
bring up here.”

Proctor rang for the engines to stop,
and then ordered Tom Harper to let go
the anchor. The great rusty hook went
down with a roar of out-running chain
cable. And the Btormeoock swung slowly
round in the stream, till she wasz riding
head to her anchor.

“Good holdin® ground,” said Proctor.
“8he be sll right. Now, sir, ye can go
ashore wi’ your party as soon as ye like.
That there shelf o' rock over there looks
to me like a fine natural wharf, T'll
land ye all there, an’ while you're away
I'll just sound out the haven, an’ sec if
there's enough water alongside any o
those natural roeky wharves, for a steams-
ship to lie moored: Yon's an important

oint, if this here haven is to be a har-

ur o' commeree.”

During the afternoon all the stores
needed for the depot camip were ashore,
and the crew of the Stormcock worked
hard till dark, getting the gear up on
the higher ground above the bounds of
th% Ijﬂrd. P

ocke gave Jac rmission to u
and have a look ﬂ?&ﬁhﬁ country, aE:thE
youngster accompanied one of the carry-
ing parties up to the top.

He saw a level stretch -of barren, stony
land, just like that on which' Peter
Deane had lived, It was a great plateau
stretching away to the snow-capped
jokuls in the distance,

He returned to the trawler., The climb
had made him a bit tired, and he saw
the advisability of his staying with
Proctor instead of accompanying Locke
and his party on their exploration jaunt
inland. Indeed, he had fo admit to him-
sell that he was not yet fit for such a
fatiguing and hazardous journey.

The next morning Locke set off with
hiz company. Jack and Proctor climbed
to the high ground and watched them
out of sight, Then they returned to the
Stormoeock.,

Proctor set his anchor watches, and
Jack Drake put in 2 word, as the men
were being told off in reliefs, fo watch
out for other dangers than the mere
dragging of the anchor.

Y Etromsund’s still about,” :aid Drake,
“and he'd like nothing better than to
capture the Stormeock now, with such a
hig party ashore on that awful platean.”

The men growled out their agreement
with Jack, and said they'd be ready for
the villain any time he cared to turn
up.

1 reckon we be strong enough not to
worry at all about Stromsund,” said
Proctor, as Jack and he turned in that
night in the skipper's little state-room.
“We've got a fAne, strong company o
picked men.'”

“You're right,” said Jack, in a tired
voice, as he deew his blankets close up
round his throat; “"but wo must guard
against surprise, all the same.”

Skipper Proctor and Jack sle
soundly, the only noise on deck being the
gteady tramp of the two men on anchor
watch. The trawler rode to her cablo
ns q}:tietlg.‘ as in a lake.

The night was dark, though short.
The season of perpetual light had Pl]!:ﬂ.ﬂd,
and no midnight sun zhed its eeria light
in the fjord.

Jack slept like a top. But an hour
before daybreak he was awakened sud-
denly by the rush of feet above, and the
sound of a gasp.

He sat bolt ugright, with a sharp word
of warning to Skipper Proctor. Proctor
roused, and was fully awake in a second.
‘Then the state-room door burst open, and
one of the men of the wateh came lurch-
ing in, _

“Up xe get, skipper!” he gasped,
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“Bill's rousin’ the others.
There be four beats comin’
np the fjord under muffed
ORTE. An' from what wae
can ece o them they be
packed tight wi' men—"

“On deck ™ barked Proc-
tor.

“"FEvervoue to stand to!™
barked out Jack, as the
man whisked through the
state-room doorway.

Then Proctor and Drake
hastily pulled on their
trousers and boots, and
dashed out on to the deck,

Crippled !

HE bustle on the
Stormcock was seen
by the approaching
boats, which were

now very near. A wild yell
wenk up from the men in
the attacking boals, and
now, knowing that they had

been  seen, they lashed
eavagely at the water with
the oars, and the boats
forged shead towards the
Btormeock from  different
quarters.

“Defend after - deck

strongest!” bawled Skipper
Proctor, as he ran aft, fol-
lowed by Jack Drake,

The boats bumped against
the Stormeock’s side, and
& rattle of pistol-shots
sounded from them, the
bulletz spattering the Storm-
cock's rail, as a protecting
barrage for the boarders.

Grappling-ivons flew over the Htorm-
cock’s bulwarks, and clanged o to the
decks., Une or two held on the gun-
wales.

The fining now ceased, and men’s heads
appeared u%m‘u the gunwales,

AL them, bullies " shouled Proctor,

“Throw loose the hiooks I cried Jack,
a3 he ranged up alongside Proctor and
three trawkermen, to meet the first of
the boarders on their side of the boat.

A fiereo fight developed, And the
forms of men went Imrt-fing overside, to
fall with o resoundimg =plash into the
watey as the men of the Stormcock
repelled the attack.

A huge man, bulking big as a bulleck,
loomed wvp before Jack,  And  the
i{ﬂﬂllg;—l#r dueked, und rushed in Jow,
[ gl'].ppt'd the laig aegets roacnd the w ui.ﬁl,
R'nggi'r fasbiion, awd hooked ot his sea-
booted legs with his fool,  The man
ciashed over hoavily,

As he went down, Jack =aw his face,
andd the boy gaspaed,

“Hear Hosking!™

Hosking, snarling ke o wolf, was up
i an imstant, and he camo for Jack,
hia eves blazing terribly., Io had a
huge marline spike in hiz hand, and
Jack deemoed it wisest again to duck.
and try dodging lacties. I was ont of
the question for him Lo pit his strengih
against the strength of this brute. And
his back hurt him terribly ab every
atronuons effort.

Drake got in a blow or two as hoe
dodged about, just missing 1he terrible
sweep with the marline-spike by inches.
Then he tri;}pﬂd. and went Hying on his
face. The fall was his salvation, for a
brutal blew aimed at the back of his
head just miszsed as he pitched forward.

Jack squirmed round. He  had
tripped over a big fender made of
coconut matting,. There was & line
attached.

Grasping this line, the boy rose to

hizg full height, and swung the Inige
fender round hiz head. Then he let go,

and the fender Hew towards Scar
Hosking, catching him full in the face.

It was not a damaging blow, of
conrse, for a fend-off, though hcavy, is
padded to take shock. But it brought
Sear Hosking down {lat on his back
with a gasping curse, and Jack was
on him in an ionstant,

A swift glance along the Jdecks as he
leapt on Hesking told Jack that the
fight was going il with the Storm-
cock’s crew. Men were lillering through
the defending sereen here and there, anl
a fair-sized group of the aftnckers was
gathered on the bridge.

One man saw Drake with a scientific
wrestling  hold on Hosking, Ile leapt
down, and Drake had perforea to leave
Hosking and tackle his new assailant,
to preovent himself from being laid out
senseless with the heavy splicing fid his
new attacker carried,

Skipper Proctor was jammed up
against the boat chocks, hitting out
desperately. DBut he was surrounded
hi' attackers, and wasz about done, for
hiz gasps were painfully audible be-
tween the dull thud of blows amd ihe
thumps of falling men on the decks.

There was very little shouting., Aund
a3 Jack turned hka a tiger to meet hia
new aszailant, Hosking lumbered to his
fect, and, secing Jack and the other
struggling, sprang in.

Drake was helpless in the grip of the
fwo men. Ho was Jdragged to the state-
room, pitched in head foremost, bring-
ing up against the bulkhead with a
shock that momentarily robbed him of
his senses. i

Az he dragged himself to his feet,
another form camwe hurtling into the
state-room, and down Jack went again.
The newcomer was Skipper Procior.

The old trawler-master was exhausted.
And he sprawled on the floor end

Jack Drake gripped his man
round the waist, Rugger fashiom,
and hooked at his sea-booted legs:
with his foot. The man crashed
over heavily, and, as he fell,
Jack saw that it was Secar

Hosking,  (See this poge.)

-

iay there, ilhough conscious, without
making any effort to get up. He had
not an atom of sitrength left in his
limbs,

Jack tricd the deor, It was lecked
from the outswde. He erashed his
weight against it, tha jar occasioning
a fresh shoot of agony in Lhe small of
his back, where the big bruise was.
Amd the only answer to ithe crash on
the door was a coarse laugh outside.

“Bhipper,” zaid Jack, *the Storm-
vock’s taken !

Procior dragged himsell to a sitling
posture with . a groan,

1 dudn’t reckon ws a fvawler manned
only by a complement o' fishermen,
lthe Stromsmud’s, could have zo many
e, he gaspod.

“Thers ara other trawlers than the
ona  Stromsund  brought the guv'nop
anel me in to Brok Katel,” soid Jock,
“1 suw Hosking in the serap. In fact,
il was Hosking and another who downed
. And Langley was on the bridge
with the men wha had breken through
our line,” .

“Ty hokey, an' that's bad hearin',”
groaned Proctor. * Then—then—"

“It means Stromsund lias bean joined
by at least one of his other trawlers—
prabably two more.”

“Mr. Locke didn’t reckon on this.”

“No. The last wo knew of IHosking
was when we left him a prisoner at
Ingholdt Farm:. He must have rushed
to his trawler as soon as e was free
and brought her round to Drek Katel
al. once,”

“4Aan'—an' Tangley’'s maybe got
anothier trawler to replace the onc sunk
by the collision wi’ the barque.”

“Exactly! Stromsund scems to have
plenty of vessels under his orders.  Ah,
they're weighing the anchor.™

The skipper snd Jack listened. The
anchor winch hissed and rattled, and
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the Storincock gquivered as the chain
cable was wound in.

“R’y hokev, they mean to steam out
an' marcon the shore party!” cried
Proctor. “An' I wonder what they'll
do wi’ usi"

“They won't -give us safe conduct
back to Revkjavik., to put the law in
working against them, that's a sure
thing," sawd Jack. _

He broke off with a quick exclama-
fion as the door flew open, and another
form came hurtling in. It was Mae,
the engineer, and Mac's sandy-coloured
head at one spot was matted with blood.
He flopped down on a locker seat and
groaned.

“ Ah kenwved this would happen! Ah
kenned it a' ‘the time,” he groaned,
“wi that dirrty keelie Sear Hoskin® at

the - back o it. Ah kenned it a' the
time! Oh, ma poor heid! An' the
engines !’

S What obout the engines?™ asked
Jack.

“They're goin’ to criople 'em! Ah
heard Hoskin' an' Stromsund talkin'
abogdt it.: They're ghin' to eripple ma
poor ould coffee mll!” _

But the clang of the engine-room bell,
and the steady, slow stamping of the
engines, did not scem to bear out Mae's
remark. . 3

The trawler began io quiver under
her power, and the sense of mevement
was felt by those in the cabin.. The
bow-wash was heard, and, by the slew-
ing of the trawler, they knew she was
being headed for the see. .

Jack loeked out of opne of the port-
holes. into the greving darkness,  Dawn
was breaking. slowly, and the sheer
fﬂﬂkf of the fjord slipped by one. after
another.

“What- happensd below, Mae?™ askogd
Proctor, who was guickly recavering
from hig exerfions in the fight..

“Oeh, when I was roused from my

bunk by Bill, I tumbled oot, an' ordered
the bankin' of the fires, an' both
stokers'to stand to. Ah took the engines
meself, waiting* for signals. frae the
bridge. Then Ah heard the fight, an’
no signals came through the telegraph.

# was geltin' a good heid o' steam
up, but' I didia ken what was happenin’
above, o' courze. Ah was standin' to

at the throttle,” accordin’ to orderz in-

cmergencies. - Then yon kacked-faced
Hoskin' comes tearin' into th' engine-
rdom, followed by & bleary-faced speci-
men that micht be the:proprietor o’ a
Brig'toon tavern.”

“Stromsund,” broke in Jack.

“T didna ken the man. . But Ah soon
found he was the chief. . There was a
crood @' others ahint him, an’ though
Ah did ma best wi' a spannar, they had
me grippit in a meenit. Ah was
slammed in ‘the lamp locker, an” I heard
the wasters talkin'. ‘ We'll mak’ well
t' th' nor’ard,’ Bleary-face was saying,
¢ then we'll tak' th' connectin’ rods oot
o' her an' leave "em for the. ice.’ - That

means we'll be helpless through the
autdmn  equinox on- the edge o, the
Arctie, an’ when the ice comes it'll

carry us all doon on Brek Katel again,
an’ there won't be a good gaun screw
astern av her to drag us clear.”

““By hokey!" roared Proctor. “The
fiends! Ye see their lay, laddie? Leave
us crippled for the ice-field to drive
south. 'Tis wreck for a certainty!”

“On the rocks of Brek Katel. -And
it'll all lock so matural,” said Jack., *1I
sea!l Stromsund's & cunning brute——"

“He's the worst eriminal unhung!”
stormed . Proctor. © “Ye don't knoow
what it mearns, in a helpless craft on the
edge o' the Arctic, embayed by the
winter ioce, an' & murderous, rocky
coast t' th' south’ard."

"Well, we don't want fo get too ex-
cited abont it,” said Jack. " You don't
noed mueh imagination fo know what
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it means. The thing 15, what are we to
do about it

“Do? What can we do, wi’ the ship
in strong hands, an' us cooped up an'
helpless. If I had that there bunch o
scallawags— "
1‘“{'h&1‘e‘s one th{tlalga we r:?ln il:n. nmj],
that ia & raving about it all, skipper,
anikd Jnctﬁp- “Tug;:ake it all calmll;pfrill
be the best way for . us to hit on some
sort of a plan, if any plan there be.”

For a day and a.half the Stormcock
plugged northwards. The three
prisonera in the state.-room were fed,
but only sufficient food to keep them
alive was given to them. Bread and
water was their lot, and rot much at
that. i

Through the portholes the prisoners
could see two other trawlers steaming
along beside the Stormeock. And a
heavy .wash was running towards the
north-west—a following sea.

“The wind's. foul for gettin’ clear o
that  ice,” growled Proctor. “Wi' &
fair wind to run south, we'd stand =
chance, under any scraps o' canvas we
could rig up. For I take it they'll
make a job o' it, an’ strip off our sals,
too,™ :

“You can reckon on that, 3kiplpl.!r."
said Jack, “Stromsund won't do things
by halves. Ah, what's this "'

Thoe engine-room -bell was heard to
clang. The engines stopped their stamp-
ing, and the Stormcock-slowed down
rapidly and was soon wallowing like a
log in the seas.

or_three hours some sort of work
Was 1n 'prn?reas, and E:Ia.ng:mg blows
were heard from the engine-room. Then
a commotion -was heard on_ deck.
rDrake,- Proctor, and Mac put their
heads together -to 5&31‘ out of the only
porthole that.waould give them a view,
A group of men wera strugeling to the
side of the trawler, carrying romething
heavy, which they heaved overside by
canting it over on the rail.

“ There me fine vounectin® rods ™
gmnu&d-.l‘gz. “An' ye can bet they’ll
smash up the slide valve or somethin’,
so's we can't rig up the engines some-
bow."

The state-room door was unlocked,
and Drake, -Proctor, and Mac stepped
out on to the deck.

- Btormsund, Bear Hosking, and Lang-
ley held them up with revolvers,

“Just to say gooad-bye,” said Strom-
sund, with a fiendish laugh. ' Feel the
ni|in in the air? Smell the ice? Well,
it'll -freshen vou all up. ¥You have a
staunch ship.”

Proctaor, with a roar like an infuriated
bull, rushed -at Stromsund, and so sud-
den was lus attack that Stromsund was
struck before he could: fire. Tlown he
went to the deck, and Drake and Mac
leapt in and struck up the firearms of
Hosking and Langley as their weapons
were swung round to send bullels erash-
ing into Skipper Proctor’s broad back.

To Leaward !

O5KING closed with Drake. and
H Lﬂ.::ﬁlay with Mac, who, tlmu[i'h
small and not so voung as he

had been, was a tough nut in

figrht.

W?ililﬁ his companions were still st ru?'gﬂ-
ing, Skipper Proctor, his bearded face
torrible _in_ its rage, lifted Stromsund
clean off his feet, and carryving him to
the rail, with & mighty heave he sent
the bulky form of the villainous {rawler-
pwner overside into the sea.
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! 111§e men in éll; 'fhﬁa.% hard by, lavgh-
ing, bepan to fish fop Stromsund with a
boathook.

Skipper Proctor now lurched into the
fight E}tween bis comrades and Hosking
and Langley, And, tearing Hosking
from Jack he gave the youngster the
chance of snatching at hﬂﬁkmg"a re-
volver, with which the ruffian had been
doing his best to brain Jack in the
hend-te-hand struggle.

Drake now sprang back:

“Brop! he yelled. "“Stop, Langley
and  Hosking—or I'll shoot you where
you lie ™

Mac and Proctor heard the detective
assistant’s sudden shout, And they tore
themselves away from their opponents.

La:,;:gley was groping for.his revolver,
l“EIt. ack sent & shot whistling past his
Wris

" Mever mind that, Langley,” snapped
Jack. “Put your hand cut again, and
I'll maim it! Get up and clear off,
sharp, or we'll tip you overside inta the
Fea, same as Stromsund——"

“8tay!"” roared Proctor. * Bow, what

be ye thinkin' of? We'll hold 'em &s
hostaged—make Biromsund ‘give us
spares for the engine, or—-"
- *No . skipper,” said Jack curtly,
jerking his head to Langley and Hosk-
ing as a sign for them to get_over into
their bgat. “ They'll "mﬁ; sond an
armed party over if we try that game.
Amd perbaps finish us off at once,” he
ddded, in a lower voice.

Hosking and Langley made quick
tracks for the boat riding at the Storin-
vock’s quarter. . And the boat then
moved away across the water towards
where the other trawlers were rolling
and recling; lying-to in wait for the
" boat. =

Btromaund, dripping wet i the slern
of the boat, Yose an shbu{' his great
fist at the Btormcock. ~ Froctor, still in
a blazing' fury—and Jack now saw how
he had earned his name of “Blazes ™ in
the North -Sea Fleet—bellowed out his
defiance in good, round nautical terms,

The boatload of men boatrded ane of
tha trawlers, the boat was hauled
sbhoard, and the steamers got under
way, and were soon distant on the
tumbling sea to the south-west. Then
Jack Drake and his two companions
settled down to their work of finding out
whera therr ;hipmate& had been im-
‘prisoned, in order to set them free.

The crew had been imprisoned in
various places. The ship's bunch of
eys, which had been taken from
Proctor, was found in the wheelhouse;
and as the three went through the ship.
their numbers swelling as they relessed
half-starved men from the erows
quarters, the lamp-room, the forepeak,
etc., Jack tried to calmy Proctor.

“We're all relying on yvour scaman-
ghip now, skipper,” said Jack, "so it's
your duty to stop blazing away at our
misfartunes and sec what can be doneo
in the way of getting ihe Stormeock
moving. Maybe we could rig np some-
thing jurv-fashion from tarpaulins to
get the trawler steering——"

“Bhe’ll not steer anvwhere but to the
not'ard,”  growled  Proctor,
calming down, “But ye're right.
up to me to do me best now.”

They had lbeen left plenty of stores.
and they all made o lhearty meal of
tinned beef and bizenits, and hot coffec
which the cook was not long in prepar-
ing. The trawlerboy was a good cook
but a bad sufferér, and he was loudest
m his lamentations at their predica-
ment. But Skipper Procior seon put
him to rights.

“Blow fthe paff, Loy ! he Lellowed

It™s

quickly .

—_—

“Or, Fll come the old mor'ard ¢ the
Dogger smack skipper bisney with ye!"

And this being the first™ time the
trawlerboy had. seen Bkipper Froctor

living up to his name of Blazes, he

counted the danger of the advancing
tce as -napght compared to his fresh
danger at Proctor’s hands, Aund he be-
came the most wi]iin{;- and hardest-
working person on the ship.

They rigged up sails made of tar.
pauling sewn together. And with these
mijzerable contrivances on the fore and
mizzen masts, the trawler’s head was
brought roupd to Fface the south-east.
But she would point there, and no more.
She sagged two vards to leeward—that
is, towards the north, for every yard
ahead. And Proctor stamped about 1n a
fresh rage.

(The chaneea . of ithe Stordeock’s
battling throuph to safely are about a
hundred to one against; bul there are
stout hearts uboard her. Mind you reatl
rcet week's fine instalutont, -’mfﬂ'

BUNTER'S BARRING.IN!
{Continwed from page 21.)

“I—I mean, here's the key!” howled
Bunter,

“Bless my soul! ' Loder, take that
key, and please lose no time in re-
leasing Ale. Queleh! "Aszk him to come
here immediately. Bless my sonl !

Loder hurried away.,” Billy Bunter
would giadly have followed him from
the study; but a glanee from the Head
stopped bhim.  Bunter had to await the
arrival of his Forlm master—and he
faivly eringed as he waited. It was
borne 1 vpon ns fat mind, at long last,
tlrat barri in Mr., Cueleh was not
quite #o brilliant & wheeze az he had
suppozed.  Under the stern eve af the
Head, thoe hapless Owl waited and
qua ke,

et ey s

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Alas for Bunier !

Unprecedentod !

it NHEARD of!
i ] Incredible !
Mr. Quelei, pacing e

punizhment-room with swish-
ing gown and thunderouws brow, mur-
mured thoze words te himsclf,

It was six o'clock.

Fer soven heours the Remeve masier
had been o prisoner in the punishmernt
room, bharred i Uy the weepeakable
Banter.

WINNERS OF “PARS” No. 10.

A Table Footer Game has been awarded
to each of the following competitors :—

Edward Fry, 55, Malden Hill Gardens, New Malden, Surrey.
T. Woolford, 101, Caleutta Road, Tilbury Docks, Essex, - )
E. Evans, 533, Elizabeth Street, Walworth, 3.E. 17.

L. W, Stevens, 20, 5t. Margarets Avenns, Harringay, London, N, 15,

F. Enight, 46, Dickens Road, Portsmouth, Hants,

Arthuar Healy, 42, Dieppe Street, West Kelsington, London, W, 14,

D. R. Hopper, 8, 8t. Matthew Strect, Boulevard, Hull.

Honalkd Burt, 7, Huotton Grove, North Finchley, London, N, 12,

A, Beed, 51, Daniels Road, Nunhead, 8.E, 15. :

DPemnacd Boaner, 80, Edward Street, Grimaby, Linca,

A, T. Bullen, 10, South Street, Guildford, Surrey. _

P, G. McNamara, 7, Carlton Terrace, Waterworks Road, Edgbaston, Blrmingham,
F. Moore, 7, Cross 3treet, Welllngborough, Northants,

+, Harrizon, Old Dalby, Melton Mowhray.

J. T. Stephens, * The Nook," Childswickham, nr, Broadway, Glos.

‘pened.

.an

Hia déseription” of the incidepk, was
undoubtedly correct. ¥ was unhesrd .
of, ‘it was uaprecedented, it was in-
credible] But the unheard of, the un-
precedented, the .incredible, had hap-
For there was Mr., Queleh,
shut off from all- Greyfriars, barred in
the. narrow- roem,. pacing and pacing—
a good ‘deal like a tiger in a cage,

It was not only an cutrage on the
Form madter's dignity, though that was
bad enough. It was not only an act
of mutiny, though that was of sgermeus
seriousness, But Mr. Queleh was
hungry. He had bad no lunch, -be had
had no tea. He -gwas not so keen on
such matters as his -hopeful pupil, W. G.
Bunter. Nevertheless, the demands of
his inmer man were peoremptory, Ho
was hungry, and he was more and more
onraged with every passing moment,

And there was no help.

He would be missed, of course, and
seavched for,.but who would think of
searching for him in such a quarter?
If Bunter held his tongue, the truth
might never be known till the fat junior
chose to speak. A night in the punish-
ment-room, without supper, was a dis-
maying prospect. And the next day,
the next, and perhsps the next]

Mr. Quelch paced and paeced.

He had hammered on the doov till he
was tired, but hi¢ knew that the sounds
could not _be heard.- He had made at-
tempts to reacli the window, but Gos-
ling had-sccured the wire over it too
well. The Remove master was a help-
less prisoner, reduced at last to pacing
and pacing and pacing, and contem-
plating  the nrobable length of his
imprisonment. And {rom that contem-
plation he derived no solace.

How long was he to stay there?
What did that young rascal, that young
scoundral, that young villain, infend?
Did he intend anything, ¢r had he
simply dismissed the maiter from his
fainous and unrefleeting mind 7

Suddenly the Form master ceased
paving, aml listened. There was the
grating of 2 key in a lock, and then
footsteps in lhe outer corridor. Then
a sound of hars being removed from
stcne sockels,

He sei his lips Lard.

Weas it Bunter returning, or—= Tho
nonr oponed, and loder of the Sixth
appnared,

iCanfthuwed :ﬂrfrf{m’.]
Tur Macxer Lippany.—No. 957,
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Recalling some of
the most thrilling
finishes in Test
LT TR LT L LA
HF, Test match between England and
Australia which began at Notting-
ham last Saturday is the 110th
game in which the chosen of the
iwo eountries have faced each other In Test
matchea proper. Natorally, in the course
of such a long series of matches there have
Leen come exceedingly tight finizhes—matches
in which the result has hung on a .thread
until the very last ball has been bowled,
Indeed, there have heen so many close
finishes that I sha'n't have space in which
io recall them all here. But the most
mamorable of the #fights may well be
recalled—a few of the games when we have
all worked ourselves up to fever-heat, when
we have been swayved this way and that
with tense excltement.

It i5 not really easy i{o decide which was
the most exeiting mateh of all, but cer-
tainly there was ome- in the last series of
pemes out in Augsiralia which takes a lot
of beating. This was the third game, played
at Adelaide, and when I tell you that in
the conrse of the mateh there were no fewer
ithan 1,467 runs scored, then T think you will
agree that o margin of eleven bhetween the
two teams at the finish was as close as could
reasonably be expected,

THE AUTHORITIES PROVED GOOD
FROPHETS !

The match was a specially vital one for
England, for we had then lost two of the
Testg, and had to win the third to keep
n fighting chance. England was over &
eandred behind on the Arat innings, but, dis-
misaing the Australian: for the moderate
seore of 250, had a chance to win. Our
fortunes ebbed and fAowed wuotil, when closa
of play eame on the gizxth night, the game
was [n that remarkably excitiog position
that we required 27 to win, and had ftwo
wickets to fall. Could we do it on Lhe last
ilay T

The authorities in charge of the ground
ot Adelaide decided to admit the people free
fo this last thrilling stage of the struggle,
and pearly forty thousand people attended
fn see whether the last two wickets of
England could get those 27 rups. Gllligan,
the captain, was out when we still wanted
18 Lo win. Strodwick was last man in—
what exciting fnoishes this Surrey wicket
keeper has taken part in!=—bui the hopes of
an English vietory did not materinlise. With
12 runs still wanted, Freeman, of Kent, was
vaught by the wicket-keeper, and all that
remained waz the entbusiasm of the Auvs-
Lralian crowd, who dashed wscross the feld
to carry their heroes ghoulder-high to the
jraw Eliom,

80 far as Teil matches in this country are
concerned, perbaps the summer of 1002 pro-
vided ua with the most éxciting time of all,
‘or b that wyear there were (wo of the
witmes which hung by a thin thread. For
sheer breathless *“on the rack ™ business I
imve never been connected with any sporting
vvent which equals the Test mateh at 01d
Trafford, Mapchester, fu that memorable
voar of 1902, The details of the scoring
iang't matter, but you can get a good picture
of what the fnizh was like when [ tell you
1hat when the last mon came in—Fred Tate,
e fother of Maurice Tate—we wanted sight
fins Lo win.

LOSING BY THREE RUNS.

Yow, Tate bhad no sooner gob o the
vicket than rain began 1o fall, and an
wdjonrnment had to be made for three

pusrters of an hour. Try to realize, if you

can, all the peni-up feelings of the people

diging 1hot perind of waiting |._._....__=.._ the rain
THE Macxrr lasisiy,—XNo. 857,

NEXT WEEK: "KILLING OFF THE FAST BOWLERS!" m.q H. HOWELL, THE WARWICK AND ENGLAND CRICKETER.

HANGING B ATHREAD!

5 B B S 3 0 O D 3 et N 1

Matches between
England and Aus-
tralia. By * Umpire.”
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censed, and then try, if you can, to imagine
the feelings of Tate, who was really mo
hatsman. Kindly, but misguided, people
would insist on giving lim advice, and when
eventually he went to the wicket to face
the bowling once more heé was as white as
& theet. From the very Brat ball he recelvesd
Tate scored a boundary to leg. That was
four of the runs knocked off. One more
smack like that, and England would have
won. But it was not to be. Tate blocked
the next ball, just as if he had made up
his mind that, whatever happened, he would
not move his bat from the front of the
wicket. But another ball came down, broke
at least a foot, and scattered the stomps.
England had lost—by thres runs;

The people who write for the Tress are
always supposed to be calm as cucumbers
on all these occasions, but T could tell you
of writers who, during those last few
minutes, could not hold their hands steady
to write a single word, and of an Australian
seribe who jumped from the Press-hox and
dazhed across the piteh to be among Lthe
first tao congratulate Clem Hil on  the
victory which his side had galned.

A SEEMINGLY
HOPELESS TASK!

Almost equalling in excitement that Texl
mateh at Old Trafford was the oae which
was played at the Oval in the same summer,
In these days one often gels the impression
that ..Eme;ﬂ- alone has the men possessed
with the fighting spirit, but this match
shows that oor Colomial consins have o
monopoly of this virtue, In the last innings
England were set 203 runs to win-a gigantia:
total, really, considering thut the wicket hail
become really treacherons. How bad wies
the pitch, and how seemingly hupeless Ehee
task of England, caon be gathered from the
fact that five of our very besl batsmen had

gope back to the pavilion with o mere
bagatelle of 48 runs on the hoard. It
seemed . Lo be all over bar the shonting.

Then camie Gilbert Jessop, prince of big
hitters, who throughout his career mever did
anything quite so wonderful as on Lhat day.
He didn't worry about the pitch being bad.
He set about the business of knocking the
Apstralian bowlers all over the plaee,

A PLUCKY WIN!

While Jessop was at the wicket 180 ruons
were added in seventy-five minutes, and of
this number 1he * Croucher ™ made T,
Even then, of conrse, the viclory was uot
England's without a grim stroxgle; and
when George Hirst and Wilfred TRhodes,
Lhose two dour Yorkshiremen, came together
for the last-wicket stand England still
required 15 runs to win: It was a mighty
tazk, bul it was in good hands, and slowly—
painfully slow, some people called il, becausa
of the pain which went with the exclte
ment—the rons were  knocked  off,  and
England won by one wicket.

For my last story of a tmilling fnish
let me take you back a little Turther into
history—to a mateh at Sydney in December
of 1504, Im the firat ionings Australia mado
naf—sirely enough to win any game, Hot
the gallaut men of England put wp o fght.
Alrs! the odds were so great that, on the
morning of the last day of the game., Aws-
tralia wanted only 19 roms to win with five
wickets to fall, Overnight rain had fallen;
the sun came out 1o make a bowlers
paradise, and Johnny Briges and Bobby Pecl
got rid of those last flve Aunstralian batsmen
for nine rons, giving England ope of the
most sensational victories in the whole serics

ul vontosis4a
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HEN batting, Arthur Richardson, ihe! Between ericket and football there is often this
Australian, adopts what is commonly, big point of difference. In football we have shois
called the two-eyed stanse. This iEjseuned in, and at cricket we bhave matches rained
scapcely surprising, perhaps, in view &.ﬂm
the fact that he wears spectacles while at th§ — e

wicket,

The new captain of the Yorkshire second eleven

e

w Mr. R. C. Chichester Clonstable, With a namn
“Why don't you read Macaulay’s books "' askedy . : : '
a literary man the other day of his friend, and hel: =° that we hopo he won't forget himsell and run
was startled to get this reply: “I know he's 4/ opponents in instead of running them out
first-class cricketer, but I didn't know he wrold, __ T :
books 17 Walter Brearley, who wae at one time a most
: excellent fast bowler who got a lot of wickets for
According to Frank Foster, the captain of s|Lancashive, is now known at Lord's as the

cricket team should always be ready, when thingsjewtimist. He is acting as voluntary coach to a
are going badly, to brighten the outlook with abowling class at the E,...m.- ‘s headquarters, and this
few cheerful words, How would this do for i his stock remark: W e need new bowlers jn
sample when your opponents have made 400 this. country, and T feel certain I can find some.
without the loss of & wicket: “Come on, my e
lads! They're nearly all out !” g the Australian,

withaut
Mot every crickeler has so fitting a __.__h."_._.m..ikﬁ-.q.m_u_ follow that when he was a boy he had his
Bowles—as the new Woreester man, He is alwayi{knuckles rapped al school 30 often that he doczn't
trying to live up to his name, and succeeds wheg mind an occasional tap on them now.
he “bowles * them out.

Jack Gregory, th very often bats
laves on his hands, but it does not neces-

—

Cecil Parkin says that fifteen players should Le
regular attendance at the Tetisammoned to each Test matcl.  Perhaps the
in Australia, aud Jack IHobbs suggestsilancashire man will add to our knowledge by tell-
that we ought to copy the same 1dea 1n Eng w..ﬂ_.__._..a us how many players should be summoned
Such a precaution would vuriafter the match for not deing what was expected
players being referred to az “ them,

Masseurs are in

matches

rortainly prevent
hig stiffs.” ‘of

Phots shaws Maurice Tate missing "' Herbyl CoHineg in a ' caughl and bowled ' during
ike Fourih Test Malch againat (MaAvsicaliang ol Melbourne, 1325,
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“Paul Pry” gives
us a few tips about
Grimmett, the “hop-

AVING ron the rule over the whole

o'-my-thumb"” Aus-
of the Australian cricketers now in
this country, I am going to award

n first prize to Grimmett as the

most interesting character of all, In several
ways he iz really quwite unigue., In the frst
place, you should sce him standing alongaide
Jack Gregory. This fast bowler, a8 you
know, is well over zix feet in beight, but
Grimmett, on the other band, is the smallest
member of the whole party, for, even when
he stretehes up to bis full limit, be can only
just touch Ave feet two. There iz a story
bo the effect that on one occasion when the
Australinns were travelling by train they
took Tall tickets for 8fteen of the men wed
ont half-fare ticket. This half-fare ticket
was given to “little boy " Grimmett, for it
is added that he gol through with thae half-
fare tickef., T tell youo that yarn As it was
told Lo me, but I don't suppnoze it §s really
true; but clearly & fellow who only stands
five feet two in his socks can’t be said to
have overgrown his strength.

In auddition to beipg the zmallest man in
e team—a regular bop-o'-my-Lhnmb—tGrim-
mett is also an interesting character from
other pointx of view. MNeally, he I8 fenny
wlhien he i< bowling, with oquick little
“stammeriog M strides, as tliey have very
properly been ealled.  Then he is dilferent

from most gond bowlera in that he brings
his artn more round than ove

A DRAMATIC CHANGE!

Don't make any miztake abont Grimmett
haing & good bowler, howevéer., He |has
porliips (he most wonderful command of
lepgth of any man at peesent in top-class
crickel, and hax aleeady ostablished some-
thing of a repulation even mpainst Ewoglizh
hatsmen, althongh this iz, of eourse, his
firsl wisit Lo Lhis country. 1

One of the most amazing Lhings ahout
Test crickel from the Awmstralian standpoint
i the manner in whivh they have from Lime
o Lime produced fellows who Bave heen
wonderfully successful In their 8t Test
match. Orimmett §s one of these Tellows,
When onr feam wos  last  in Australia
Grimmelt did not play in oony of the first
Fivar games: hwt as in Lhe fourth mateh Lhe
Aunstruliang lhad been well beaten. the
seleciors evidenlly {lought the time had
come bo make a change in their team. The
change was o dramatic and unexpected one,
fur they brought in * Clarrie "—that s
wiat everybody calls Grimmett in Australia
~for the Afth matel.

A FINE AMNALYSIS!

The last Test mateh was pothing more
ar lesz Lhiam a pergonad iviemph for £his
pewoeamier to Test "erleket.  Im the frst
inpings e ook five wickets for 45 rons, and
in the scennil inoiogs e did even hetber still,
sending #ix of the bLe:b BEogland batamen
back Lo Lhe poavilion, and only having 37
runs Bt off him. Thus ke Look in his Arst
Test game cleven wickels for 52 runs. What
a start! Clem Hill, who knows as much
bt Test ericket from aetual experiencs as
most people, describedl that  bowling  per-
formauce of Qrinnpett’s as one of the best
I had ever wilnessed. Xo wonder he was
immediately car-marked fur the trip to
England,

Now, T want to Lell you zome more strange
Lhings which I wormed ounl of Grimmett
when I tulked to him. You see, I can
nlways ask questinns of a little man muoch
mare confdently than T ean of a big one
hocan=e 1 am nok eo lEkely 16 met punched
Bapd Tor being  checky,  Well, Grimmett

1lvwiekets
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tralian who skittled

England out in one

of last year's Test
Matches.

is not only the Peter Pan of the Aus
traliuns, but he is aulso the rolling-stone.
strictly speaking, e fsp't an Awstralian st
all, for he was born in New Zealand; and,
incidentally, 1 may add that he is enly the
second New Zealander who has heen given a
cip for playing with an Anstralian team in
Test matehes. His home In his early ility =
was at Wellington, in New Zealand, and, like
almost every boy who starts to bowl, he
thought that the owly way to get wickeis
was to send the ball down at cxpross speed.
He gob some wickels with his fast bowling
ag 4 lad, too; but one dey his schoolmaster,
who was alse his cricket tutor, noticed that
when he became tired be bowled a few balls
with a leg break.

ACCURACY OF LENGTH.

I don't know whetlhier his schoolmaster
told him that the fellow who bowls fast to
ket wickets when Do can get the samo
number of wickets—or possibly more—hby
bowling tlow Ig very foolish. TIn effect, hiow-
evir, that is what Grimmeit's twtor told
him.. The lad wouldn't believe it, and ho
told me that whenever the master was away
when he played in a cricket wateh he alwaya
bhowled fast, but when the master was there
e lead to bowl thoso zlow log-Lreaks.

c.

¥. QRIMMETT.

Rather paore than fen yearg ags the spieit
of adventure seized Grioiett, aml one day
It sailed For Sydney. There he played
cricket, and, just to IHustrate his roaming
disposition, let me Lell you that he played
in every Siate in the Awgstralian Common-
wealth before settling down at Adelaide.

Many people describe Dim a3 a ~ googlie ™
bowler, and It #3 certainly true that la
zends  down the “wrong "un " from time
to time. Huob 1L 8 the remnrkable accenrhcey
of length, coupled with o “zipp "™ off the
piteh which mekez lns leg-brenka so dan-
gerous, and which enibles him o get most
of lis victims. Indeed, such an authoriiy
a% Jack MMobha bas fold me that Grimmelt’s
“wpong 'un —his geoglie ball—can be scen
i mile off. Like oll thwe Avstralians, he.can
bat & bit when neccssary, bub not cnough Lo
Juatify him in Lulking about it a lot,

(fdur Travelling Corregpoacdent hag some-
thing lo zay about Seteliffe, the Jauoun
Yerkshire plager, pext week, Miud you read
thiz article)
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