


READERS’ LETTERS ARE ALWAYS WELCOME!
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Your Editor is always to hear from his chums. Write fo

him when you are in trouble or nesd advice. A stamped and
addressxd envetope witl ensure a speedy reply. Letters should be
addressed : The EdHor, THE MAGHET LIBRARY, Tha Am #d
Press, Ltd., The Flestway Mouse, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4.
" A RED NOSE!

LOYAL London reader of the Magxer, who signs

himself “S. A" writes and tells me that he suffers

with a red nose, and wants to know a cure for it.

Well, “3. A" red noses are either due’'to indiges-
tion, or they are constitutional., If yours comes into the
latter category-—n other words, if your parents or grand-
parents sulfered with red noses—I'm afraid there 12 no
cure for you. But if the offensive colour of vour nose is
due to indigestion, I advise you to take o glass of hot
water and sip it slowly before each meal. Chew your food
well, too, and avoid as far as is possible, fatty and sweet
dishes. Also, take plenty of exercise in the open air. Pay
attention to these things, .and your digestion, ditto the
uﬁ'&tilswa colour of your nose, will svon be things of the
pas

EEEPING DIARIES !

Several Magoetites have written me lately on the subject
of diaries. The urge to jot down in a book the avents of
the day seems to be catching. But I would remind my
“Diary ¥ chums that they must keep at it day in and day
out throughout the year, otherwise the value of the diary
becomnes negligible. T know how easy it is to start o diary
in Januery, we will say, for that's the time when kind
aunts and uncles, ete., ﬁmd out these . useful little hooks
ta their nephews and nieces, but by tho time June comes
round, the few moments once given to making the daily
cotry in the diary somehow get overlooked. The result is
vour diary is ipcomplete, and in its incomplete stage it
slways serves to remind you of your inconsistency and
laziness.. Don't let the diary hahbit l:ia ut on one side with
the weak excuse that it’s *too much fng,” for a well-kept
diary will recompense you in the long run. After all, it’s
very nica to be able to look back on events without
quarrelling, so to speak, with your own memory. Stick it,
you diary enthusissts.

HE WANTS HIS PARROT TO TALK!

“E. B.,” of Aberdeen, writes me a long, cheery letter
tolling me about his latest present. And his latesi present
is & parrot. Now “E. B."” 15 jolly keen to make this parrot
talk, and- he wants to know the best way to go about it
At the moment of writing this par, your favourite authaor,
Frank Richards, i in the office, having a look through the
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hundreds of leiters I have received io-day. Bebween you
and me, chums, Frank Richards has a parrot., It's =
beauty, too! I have been pumping Frank Richards aboub
thiz parvet-talking business, and he tells me that one
method of teaching the bivd to talk is to cover the cage in
the L!'.'ﬂni_ng'——t-he} bird being i_rl:aide, of course—apnd then
repeat to the parvrot, slowly and distinetly the words you
wish it to learn. Bo that's that, "E. B." Ierhaps you
will be good enough to let me khow how you progress
should vou try out this method,

MIND YOUR “P's™ and “Q's!*"

“Clarious,"” of Liverpool, having sald a heap of nice
things aboui the Magrer and Mr. Frank Richards, tells
me that he cannoy discover how the phrase " Mind your
P's and Qs " originated. “Do I happen to know?” he
atks, I have made & trip to our special library and have
discovered that the phrase came inte being many yeara
ago ot a certsin lavern where “tick ™ was allowed., What-
ever the custoner consumed was chalked up asgainst ks
vame, P standing for Pint, snd Q for guart.

BRIEF REPLIES !

Alan K. Finley, of Australia, wants to know if he can
have a story dealing with Wun Lung, the Chinese jumiar,
There’s ,one coming along soon, my cham.

R. Ross, of London, s anxious Lo see the story entitled,
“Mobody's Btudy !” republished. Maybe your wish will
be gratified one day, chumn, but if you search your meruory
again, you will discover that that particular yarn appeared
in the “"Gem,” not the Magxer, alihough, of course, it
dealt  with !‘Erneﬁ; Leviegn, who was once a MaGHET
character. Got it now?

Next Monday's Programme :

“THE INTERLOPER !"
By Frank Richards.

Thiz is the first story in the "special request ¥ series of
yarnz dealing with Herbert Vernon-Bmith, betier known
as the Bounder. I'm not letting on at this juncture who
this interloper is—his identity will be made known to you
next Monday. Bub dow’t miss this treat of a story, what-
ever you dol

“THE TRAIL OF ADVENTURE !*
By Lionel Day.

Look out, tos, for another trenchant instalment of this
amazing mystery and adventure story. Jack Horner and
Squell are” booked for a rough passage, but they are
gnilers—and smilers win throvgh in the long run,

“THE SCAPEGRACE OF ST. SAM'S!™
By Dicky Nugent.

If vou miss this latest “shocker™ from the pen of
Dicky Nugent you'll be missing the laugh of the week.
Cheerio, chums! YOUR EDITOR.
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I GOT IT THROUGH FIGHTING!

yellow an’ sky-blue-pink !

I lashed out at um.

you kiow, and only costs twopence !”
JhHE 8o

RE

Every
Wednesday

i

“ Proper black eye, isn't it? Gash, but you ought to have seen 1t this mom-
ing—talk about a beauty | There was about five different colours in it, includin’
You see, there was only one copy of the paper left,
and anather bloke got there the same time as [ did—he lashed out at me, and
I got the black eye—and the front half o’ the paper.
wis The BOYS' REALM we were after, o' course,
about Jack, Sam, and Pete in 1t, and wasn't it good !
out where this chap lived, an’ we swapped halves, We got real matey after a bit, an’ he's going to
join my footer club. But the REALM is always worth a black eye—comes out on Wednesdays,

O SPORT R ADVENTURE
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My bit had got the yarn
When I'd read 1t, I found

Price
Twopence.
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DEAF, BLIXD AXD DUMB !  All these * affliclions *’ haz Billy Bunter fried on his Form-fellows in order 1o gel move
grub, for thut mogic word is the beginning and end of kis fut cxiatence! But his latext © offticlion 7" iy a fair corker
and, o5 wstel, grub iz at the bottorm of il !

"iq.:mmf.n_ Fo '|___
CHUNRLEYS
STORES -
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By

FRANK RICHARDS.

and Billy Bunter—the fat boy who has made millions laugh.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Bunier’s Wonderful Wheeze !

ILLY BUNTER smiled. .
B The smile expanded into a grin
which irradiated his fat face
from ear to ear, .
Then he broke the silemce in Study
No. T with a fat chuckle,
“HE,. he, hal' 3
Billy Bunter was sitting in Lthe arm-
chair in Study Neo. 7 in the Remove,
and he had been silent for at least ton
minules. Thet =alone was a very un-
usus! circumstance. Out of the Form-
room Bunter was seldom silent, When
he was sleeping hiz snore awoke the
echoes of the Hemove dormitory. In
hizs waking hours his fat chin was the
only part of him that received sufficient

exercise, and 1t was generally agrc-ed
in the Remove that it received too
mach. . e

Bunter had been thinking, another

unusual circumstance. ;

There was a wrinkle of deep cogita-
tion in his podgy brow as he sat silent
in the armchair, until it was chased
away by bis expensive grin.

Evidently something unusual had been

" 4 1 = 5
going on i Bunter’s Iat intellect. To
udge by appearances, the outcome of
;|i$ cogitations  was  satisfactory—to
Willttam George Bunter.

He BWinked across the study al Poler
Tould.

Peter was busy with lines, and had
no eves for Bunier. Poter had to write
twe hundeed of Viegil for Mr. Queleh,
and he had {o hand them in before
tea. At such a<time he was not likely
to remember the unimportant existence
of the Owl of the Remove,

i ocav, Peter—" N

Peter ‘I'oddld secemed deaf. His active
pen continned to race across the fools
CHpL
“ Toddy, ﬂfﬁ man—

No reply.

“Toddy 1™ bawled Banter,

Then Peter Toded looked up. to losiow
upon his fac study-mate a glare of Hun-
nish ferocity.

“Bhutl ap 1™

“Oh, realle, Toddy—""

Lk

¥ Quict ! ; ;

Toddy's pen raced on again, Billy
Bunter blinked at him through his big
spectacles, and was silent for a  few
seconds. Then he begen agamm.,

“It's rather important, Toddy., We've
got nothing for tea!”

“Dry up!™

“You've chipped me often enough for
not standing my whack in the study,
Toddy. Y've got a wheezo-—="'

“(Can it !"

“ A top-hole, tiptop, Al wheeze”
said Bunter impressively. “No [fellow
Lut me could have thought of it. It
means a  study  spread—the  biggest
spread of the term, What do you think
of that?™ .

“Has your postal-order come?" asked
Poter Todd, ceasing his labours for a
moment fo indulge 1n sarcasn.

“Nunna! I've been disappointed
E;Hm“ a postal-orders todny, Toddy.

ub——"

“{heese it! I've got to hand in this
impot lLefora teal!™

* Never mind that.”

“It's & licking if I don’t, fathead ™

“What's a licking 7" said Bunter con-
temptuonsly,  “ Don’t be soft, old man."

“Why, you—you—-"" stuttered Peter.

“Nover mind a licking, that's
nothing.”  said DBunter  ehwerfully.
Williatm George Bunter could stand any
number of hckings with the greatest
fortitude, provided that these liwkings
were not administered to himself, * Juse
lislen to me, Toddy., How would you
like one of Chunkley's big ten-hob cakes
for tea?”

" Faihead

“ And ham and eggs?

# Ass 1Y

“And preserved ringer and candied
fruiis?”

““Will vou dry up "' )

“ And nnts and biscwts, and meringnes
and jane-voll?"™

“Rine off 1t

Wouldn't you like 1t!" demanded
Dunter.

“Fes, ass! Are yon golng to stand
all that when vour postal-order comes ™
snorfed Teter Todd. .

“IT'm poing to stanmd it fo-dey,”™ said
Bunter firmly.  *That's what we'ro

R
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going to have for tea, Peter, if vou'll
back me up.”

Poter Todd ceased to scribble lings,
and stared at Bunter across the table,
Funds were short in Study Neo. T, and
commons were shorter, Peter had made
up his mind to ten In Hall that day—
the last resource of the stony, Cor-
tainly, he wouald have liked such a mag-
nificent sproad as the Owl of the Remove
had described. He would have liked it
vory much. .

“If you're not talking out of the back
of your silly neck, tell me what you're
detving at,” he snapped.

“Lend rme vour ecars, old bean,™ said
Buanter, “or one of them will do—it's
as big as two of ming, He, he, he!”

Peter reached for the inkpot.

u say, ouly a joke, old chap,"”
said Bunter hastily. “Leck hcore, wo
ran bag that spread ag casy as falling
off & form. We can have 1t specially
delivered from  Chunkley’s Storez in
Courtfield.”

“And who's going to pay for it ?V

“Cuolehy !

“Mr. Quelch,
eclaculated Poter,

* Just that ! prinned Bunter. * Some
zlunt, what?"

“You howhng ass!™
amazement.  * Hew——' .

“ Just listen 1o a chap for a minute, ™
anid Bunter, “Nevor mind your lines
1O, Do vou rememboer some woeks
ago old Quelchy had a nephow come to
g him "

“What on carth has that to do wilh
i 2"

“Lots ! chuckled Bunter. “ He tele
phoned to Chunkley's Stoves for sonig
tnck to femd the kid.™

gl U

“He was  jolly

L]

our Form master*”

rsu.id Poter in

generous  whout ik,
too,”" sald Bunier. “Not at all the
ELillﬂ'_‘i" 'I-_Ilhl l‘l‘l'i_ll!“'l"l"{'ﬂi HA f':"'“"“' 'I."-'“lil.d
naturally think bim., Ile had iwo or
three fellows in fo tes with his kul
nephew, amd ey sawd 10 was loppiog,
He didn't a=k mwe, for zome reason-—"'

“Probaldy Chankley's couldn’t have
sipplied enongh if he had 27

“You silly nss!  Now, 've been
{thinking about that o Iot,” said Dunlor
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impressively, It was mean of Quelehy
not to azk e, Suppose his schoolboy
nephew was coming agatn fo-day, and
Quelehy telephoned same as before?
Thoy'd deliver the goods right off.
Well, that’z the wheeze. Unly inslead
of Quelelry himself telephoning, Toddy,
J’ﬂli"_Elj]l going to phone, using his name ™

& G

Peter Todd fairly jumped.

“That's it,” grinned Bunter, * You
se6 how simple it is. They get a call
at Chinkley's SBtores—an order to de-
liver goods ta Mr., Queleh at Greyiriars,
and to leave the parcel in his study il
he's out. Well, he's pone out now, and
won't be back, so the coast is clear.”

“Great Scott !

“The parcel’s put in his study and
wo walk it off, anfl‘.}ualchy never {.nm\rs
anything at all ahout it—till the bill
comes m, perhaps nok for wecks,” said
Bunter complacently, “ SBome  stunt,
what 7" )

Peter 'Lodd staved at his fat study-
mate open-mouthed in his astonishment,
Hoe had net known what to expect, buk
certainly bo had never dreamed of ex-
pecting this.

“ And what’s to happen when the bill
comes in " he gasped,

Bunter winked a fat wink,

“Who's to know you phoned, old
man i he asked. - Quelehy can fight
it out with Chunkley 5. WWhat do yon
think of the idea, Toddy? Not the sort
of thing you'd have thought of, what "

“No!" gasped Peter. “ Not at all—
not quiie! I'm not qualifying for &
stretch at Borstal,™

“ Ok, really, Toddy—" :

“When I want to soe what the inside
aof a reformatory is like, T wee up &
stunt like that,”™ caid Peter,

" Look herg—"

"It doesn't occur to you that it would
bo a swindle—what¥”

“If vou're going to say nasty things,

Peter Todd——
Paler rose i'm[n the table. F¥lo was in
a hnrry to get his lines done. Bot even

the lines could wait on an ocvcasion like
this. When it was a question of tuck,
Billy Bunter had about as much respect
for the rights of property as a Dol
thevik, Iunter was often wear the
limit, and when he oversiopped it Peter
felt bound to set him right again, It
was useless to talk to Dunter, Dut
even the Owl of the Remove could un-
derstand a cricket-slump.

Bunter, quite rnisnderal anding
Peler’'s  motive  in yising, nodded
approval,

“That's right,” he said, “Dou't say
naszty, enviows things, Toddv—just play
up, and help me bring off this stunt.
Guelchy’s out, and it's az casy as any-
thing to use his phone, I'll keep waotch
in the passage. Come on "

“T'm coning,” said Veter grimly,

He picked 2 stulnp out of a corner of
the room,

Bunter's expression changed,

He yeahsed that Peler, for soma
reason inexplicable to the fat junior
himself, was not going to play up,

' Look here, Toddy——"

“Where will you have it? inguired
Peter,

“Beast ™

Bunter did not state where e would
have ik, He did not seem to want it at
all, He dodged away 1o the siudy door.

" Yarogoop ™

The Ow! of the Remove gave a wild
howl a5 {he stump lunged against his
fat ribs.

“Have anolher?™ asked Teoddy
sffably.

' Yoeap 1"

Bunter had another—and  anoilier!
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He woirld have had some pore, but by
Rmt tine he hed dodged ot of Study

o, T.

* Yow-ow-ow-ow 17

“Clome back!” exclaimed Peter Lodd,
brandishing the stemp in  the stody
doorway. I haven't finizhed yet.™

“ Yow-ow-wooop !

Bitlly Bunter had finished, if Peler
hadn't. He scudded away down the
Remove passage at top speed.

Toddy chuckied, and slammed the
door of the study. He returned to his
lines, and his pen raced over the paper
again, unintercupted [urther by Willian
George Bunter and  lds  wonderful
wheezes,

THE SECOND CHAFTER.
Kot Taking Any !

b OLD on!™
H Herry Wharton & Co., of

the Remove, were going out
of the Housze -when Billy
Bunter called on them to hold on.
: The Famous Five walked on regard-
€25,

J was s half-holiday, and a half-holi-
day was too procions to bé wasted in
listening to William George Bunter
exercising hiz [at chin.

“I1 say, you fellows!” hooted Bunter,

Five faces smiled, but still the juniars
walked on. Bunter blinked after them
through his big spectacles with a wrath-
ful bhnk.

“Deaf?” he howled;

“Btone deaf!” answered Bob Cherry
over his shoulder cheerily.

And Hurrce Jamszeti Ram
remarked :

“There are times when i is necessary
for the deaf-fnlness to be terrifie, my
eslocmed, talkative Bunter”

And the Famous Five acrclerated.

Hilly  Dunter rushed after then.
Bunter was full of his new and wonder-
ful wheeze. There had been no takers
tn Study No. 7, and Bunter hoped for
better Juck with the Famous Five. Ha
bhoped that they bhad a Ltvle more sehse
than Peter Todd, and would know a
good thing when they =aw it.  The
whecze was really hrifiiant, i Donter's
aptnian. Al that waz needed was
somesie Lo tuke fhe rizk of telephoning
to the BStorea in the name of Mr,
Gueleh, the master of the Reomave,

There was no doubt that Chuonkley's
waald deliver the goods.  Thers was
atill less daubt, if possiie, that William
George Bunter would enjoy the process
of dizposing  of the poods when
delivercd., Uther considerations did not
meatfer.  Only Bunber did not exactly
want to do the telephontug himself., He
was prepared to explain to the other
feliows that there was no risk--no risk
whatever,  Htill, he did not cxzetly
want to do the telephoning.

“I say, vou fellows, held on!” he
exclaimed indignantly, butting into the
path of the Famous Five.

“Dh, all right!” said Dol Cherry,

Singh

“As you ask for it, all vight!”
Bol: Cherry  held on, though nol
exactly in the manner that Bunter

meant. He grasped the fai junior’s eay
and held on hike a vice.

There was a rear in the Greviriars
nuadrangle;

“"Yaroooh !”

“8oy when!” said Bob elicorily,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“"Yargnop! Legpo!” veilod Banier.

“* Bidn’t ¥Ouu as ma o hbaild o op o™
demanded Bob, in surprize.

" Yow-ow-ow! Yes: but-- .7

"Well, I'm holding on--viel: ™

"BReast ! Leggo!™

“There's no salisfying some follows™

A e m——— o E——

satch holy, as le released Bonter’s {at
ecar. T Ftest he pshs & elap 1o bold on,
andd then he asks & chap 1o fet go. He
docan’y know his own mind,”

“Ha, hn, hat*®

Eilly Bunter rubbed iz reddened ear
and blinked at the humorcus Bob with
a feracious blink,

“You silly ass! Hold on— 11
mean, keep off, you beast ™

“"Ha, ha, ha!”

“Just stop a8 minute, and liston to a
chap,” said Bunter, “It's rather im.
portant. I want to stand you fellows a
splendid spread.”

“And you want us to lend vou the tin
to do it ashed Frank Nugent. ** We've
been there before, old bean”

" Not this time—I mean, no, not al
all. I'm standing you a spread that
will cost five pounds, ™

" Whose pounds *” asked Johnny Bull.

“Oh, really, Bull—"

“Has Smithy been dro fl\_:zl some of
his fivers about ¥ asked ]ﬂ?h Cherry.

“Look here, you beast, let & chap
explain,” said Bunter, “It's a wheeze—
a Jape on old Quelehy, and a spread for
ws, I've told Toddy about it, but he's
funky. You fellows ain't funky, ave
yon ¥

“Not ithe lewst hittle bit,” =aid Bob.
“Get it off vour chest, fatty.  Only
buck up! Time's preciows”

And the Famous Five kindly held on
to let Bupter explsin, DBuonter ex-
planed.

They gazed at him silenily while he
expounded his brilliant wheeze.

P'ley were used to Bunier, and they
had supposed that he wa: not able to
surprise them any more. But he sur-
prised them now,

Evidently the Owl of the Remove was
nprable-=or, at least, unwilling—io sec
that’ there was anything shady in his
amazing  scheme  for  capturing  a
gorpeons spread at the exponse of the
Remove master.

“Mell, my only hat!” said ITarry
Wharton, when the fal junior had
fintshed, " That's i, is it ¥
T That’s 067 said Bunter,
W oont, voa L:[lnw.”

“ Better think again,” said Whartaen,
“ 1 suppose it's no use explaining to you
that it iz dishonest "

*“iOh, reallv, Wharton—-—="

“No good telling van that peeple oo
fo chokey for that kind of thing*™

“If you're going to be nasty and
envions, hke Toddy—m"

“1an't he & hrte T sad Bob Cherry,
“lan't he a piddy treasure?  You'll
write to us sometimes {rom Darimoor,
won't vou, Dunter 2

Y Beast [

“1 know now why they founded
Borstal,” said Johnny Bull, with a nod.
1t waz to accommodate fellows like
Bunter.”

funk

“If wvou
dlisdatnhnelly, :

“*Well, without being exactly s funlk,
0 ratlher not be sacked from Grev-
friasrs for swindling,” chuckled Bak
{horry,

“The ratherfuiness i1z terrifie.™
“It's as  safe a5 honees®
Bunter. “Nabody will know

phaoned ™

“Then why don’t you phong#?

“ T, ha, ha!™

"Weaell, you see—vou see——" stam-
mered BEnonder, " I—-'H keep walkch n
ihe paszage, and—and take all the risk.
Mgt

“Wo o sec—quite!” agreed Harry
Wharton, “Well. there’s  nokhing
dowmg. vou fat fraud. Chuck it op ™

Liunter  blinked  wrathfully  taougd,
s hig spoeiacles at the chioms of the
Homove,  This secomd disappointment

1 thought

¥

it—" said Bunter

urged
who
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Bob Cherry changed the key of the box-room to the outside of the door.
jumping up. A genile shove, however, sent him toltering back again.
‘ Catch on now, old [at pippin ? ™" asked Bob Cherry.

(13 Gw ! Wﬂ'w ! Lk
Bunter was a prisoner ! (See Chapler 3.}

“ What’s the game, you beasi ? ** cried Bunter,
He caught his legs on a box, and sat down wiih a

Next moment the door slammed home.

was really cxasperating. Really it was
not much use thinking out brilliant
wheezes, if fellows funked backing him
up o carry them out.

“Well, you jolly well won't have a
whack i the spread, that's all,"™ he
said.

“*And they say stolen fruits are sweet-
est!” remarked DBob Cherry.

“Look here, Bunter,” said Harry
Wharton seriously, “Ohuck it!  Yon
don't scem able to understand what a
rascal youn are——"

“Oh, really, Wharton—

“Dut you've got to chuck ik, sce?
You would certainly get fogged, aund
it might be the sack.”

AN the better for Groyirviars!" re-
marked Johniy Bull.

“Brast 1"

“Come on, vou fellows,” said Whar-
ton. “We've wasled enough time listen-
ing te the latest thing in juvenile
crime, ™

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Beasta!”  roared Buanter, as  the
Famouz Five walked on. “I'm jolly
well going to do it! I'll phone mysclf
—aml I'll joliv well leave vou out of
the spread. Yah! Funkst!"

Bob Clierey paused,

“You mean that, Bunter?”

FYe:, I do!  sooried

Bunicr,

“You'll be sorry when zou s=ee me
scoffing a lot of expensive tuck.™
“You fellows wait for me,"” =zaid Bob
Cherry. *“If Buuter's bent on this, I
think I ought to sec him through.”
“What utler rot ! oxclaimed Johnny

Bull, *You're jolly well not going to
:"IFTE a hand in it. Why, it's swin-
ing 1"’

“You mind your own business, Bull 1"
hooted  Buonler. Bob can do as ho
likes, I supposc?™

“Look here, Bob——"" said Nugent,

Bob closed one eve at his comrades.

“Juost hang on a few minutes while
I see Dunter through,” he said, “Ii's
up ko me, really.”

Aud Bob Cherry walked back to the

ouse with Bunter, leaving his com-
rades smiling., Duntor's improession was
that Bob was going to help him with
hiz wonderful wheere, The Co.'s im-
pression was that Dunfer was having
hit fat legp pailed. It remained to be
seen wincht nnpressien was the correct
one,

e g

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Taking Care of Bunier!

i Hls wav!" grinned Bonfer, as
he entered the House with
Lo,
He started in the direclion
of the Hemove master’s study.

Mre. Quelch was out for the afterncon,
and the coast waes quite clear. On that
fine alterncon there were few fellows

indoors. It was unlikely, Bunker con-
sidered, that a fellow would Le ob.
served  sneaking  intoe  the Remove

master’s study ghﬂ use the telephone.
Not that it really mattered very much,
as it was Bob who was to do it. In
Bunter's easo it would have matiered
very much indeed.

But Bob Cherry turned fowards the
ataircasea,

“This way, old chap!” repeoated
Bunter.

“That's all right,” said Bob, “ Come
up here firskt"

“What on earth for?*"”

Bob Cherry did not answer; he
mounted  the stairs. Billy  Bunier
blinked after him impatienthy, amd

followed him up the statrcase,
“1I say, Cherry—"

“Buck up, old fal man!”

Bob Cherry went up the Remove
staircaze mnext, and Boanter followed
him in surprise and ireilation,

“ Leok here, Cherry "

“If I'm going to see you through,
Bunter, I'm poing te do it In oy owwn
wav,” said Dob tersely, “Take it or
leave it."
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wasting  time!”  pgronied
Buonter, rolling along  the  Remove
passage after Bob. * There’s no teles
pnone up here!” ]

Bolr halted where the box-room siaws
turned off from the Remove passage.

“This way ! he said.

Bunter hiinked at him, more and
more surprised and irrifatod.

*The Rewmove box-room 7" e asked,

*That's i1 '"

“What wiv o going there for?”

“T'I tell vou whon we get there.”

“Look here, Bob Cherry——"

“Are vou going upi"” demanded Bob
impatiently,

“No, I'm jolly well not!" growled
Bunter, “We've pot noe time to waste,
if Chunkley’s are to deliver the goods
before tea-tinte. What the thump <o
vou want to go rooting in the box-
voom for§” )

“I've told you I'll explain when weo

S Well: T'm ot

"Well, 1'm not going up

Bob G'lmrry grinned.,

" Wa're

[
4

'*;S’E;nur mistake, old pippin; you
are !
And Beb grasped the Owl of ihe

Remove by the eollar, and propelled
him up the box-roomn starcase.
“Varooogh ! Leggo!" roared Bunter.
“Get on 1Y ]
TI—I won't! I—I—— Stop shoving
1e, you beast! I'm going, wint 137
howled Bunter.
And he went., .
Bob Cherry propelled him  cheerily
intp the box-reom. It was a rather

dusky apartment, lighted only by a
smatr window, which looked out om
roofs, It was tenanted only by empty

boxes and trunks, with some scattered
straw packing and old newspapers
Bunter blinked ferociously at Dob's
cheery, smiling face. It was dawning
on DBuuter's obtuse mind ihat Bob had
reasonus for bringing him to that remote
room, quite unconnected with any jape
on Mr. Quelch, or any scheme for
obtaining free supplies of tuck from
Chunkley’s Stores in Courtfield,

“Look here, woun hbeast, whai's this
game " demaaded Dunter savapgely.

Bob Cherry changed the key of the
hox-room to the outside of the door.

Then Bunter undersiood.

He jumped to the deor; and Dob
Fave hun a gentle shove that sent hnn
tottering back again. Ho caught his
legs on a box, and =ay down with a
Edsp. SRS

“Cately on now, old fat pippini”
asked Bob cheerily,

“Ow.wow ™

“You want to land yoursell Tor the
sack,” cxplained Bob, “I'm going to
see von through—by keeping your fat
paws from picking and sfealing., As
we're going out this afternoon, we can’t
keep an eye on yvou. DBut you'll be safe
in this hox-room '

“Feast 1™ howled Bunter.

“Ti's for your own sake, old [ab
man,” explained Bob, “Think how un-
!"llﬁa&-au’f 1. would be if the bobbies came
for yvoul!"

“You—you—rvou beast

“Think of poor old Eugene Aram,
wlen he walked away with gyves upon
hiz wrist!™ urged Bob.

“Lemme out!” roared Bunfer.

Bol Cherry shook his head.

“The Fourth would <¢hip us no oend
il & Remove man was senk to a reforma-
forv 1" he answered,

*You—you—yonu
Dander.

“We cthall be back in a couple of
hrowirs,”™ said Bob. " I'll come and ot
vou out then. If vou get bored in thiz
box-room, yon can read those old news-
papers, Or you can meditate on your
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votter ™ gasped

sing. Make an effovt, and iry to pgot
it into your thick head that honests s
the best pelicy.”

“Will rou
Bunder, "

“Be reasonable, old bean. I haven's
taken all this trouble for nothing.
What's the good of boxing you up
here, only to let you out againt™

Billy Bunter made a sudden rush. a3
Beob stepped out of the box-room. Lob
Cherry stood as firm as a vock, and
Bunter staggered back from the col-
lision. Bob gave him a cheery push,
and he sat down on the floor.

“Good-bye, old fat man ™ said Bob.

Blam!

Click |

The door closed, the key turned.
Bunter beard the key drawn from the
lack on the other side. ;

He stagpered up and thumped furi
ously an the door,

“ Let ma out!™ he roared.

Bob Cherry chuckled, and went down
the box-room stairs. His opinion wWas
that Bunter, for his own sake, reguired
to be taken care of that afterncon.
Mo doubt he was right, and he was
entitled to Bunter's gratitude. Grati-
tude, however, did not seem to be
Bunter's feeling at the moment. He
thum on the door, and roared and
velled, apparently in a state of tower-
ing wrath. Dob Cherry cheerfully left
him to it.

“Well?™ said Harry Wharton, as Beb
rejoined his chums in the quadrangle.

“ Al serene,”™ said Bob.

“Where's Bunter ¥

“In the Remove hox-room.” i

“What on earth is he doing there?®™
asked Nugent.

“Yelling.™

“He's not going {o staf.v there, I sup-
pose ¥ asked Johnny Bull, puzzled,

“Not if he can help it," apgrecd Bob.
“But my helicf is that he won't be able
lo help it. I've locked the door on him,
and I've gob the key in my pocket,”

“Ha, ha. ha!” velled the Co.

“A “couple of hours under lock and
key will do him good. It will be a tip
what it's like to e in chokey.”

“Ha, ha, hat” .

And  the Famous Five walked
cheerily out of pates, satisfied that Billy
RBunier's wonderful wheeze would not
e carried out that afterncon, at all
events,

lei me ot velled

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
In Durance Vile [

ILLY BUNTER breathed fury.
He roamed up and down the

box-room like & tiger—rather a

fat tiger—in & cage,

box-room was not & pleasand

B

The

lace in which to spend a couple of
Emu‘a on a fine hall-holiday. But it
was Hobezon's choice with Bunter. He

was there, and there was no getting out
of it.

Tor several minutes Buonier Tad
thumped on the deor and roared. Bul
kis voiee was not likely to be heard
fram that remote box-room, cspecially
with most of the fellows out of the
House.  Moreover, he realised that
even if anvone did ecome, the door
could not be opened without the key.

So-he gave up shouting at Jast, rather
oitt of breath, and went to the window.
But one glapee at sloping roofs ouiside
decided Dunter ihat he would nob
attempt to leave the box-room Ly the
window. ]

He was 8 prisoner—until Bobh Cherry
came back with the key. The fai
junior's indignation knew no bounds.

e

This  checky  inferfereres with s
liboriy of actizn was really the fmit.
Morcover, thne was  passing—valuable
thime. Every minute wias prectous, i
he was fo gel the goods [rom Chunk-
leyv®s in thie for tea. DBunier had made
np s fat mind that he would take the
visk of telephoning to ihe siores him-
self, 1f the other fellows funked ik

Having made up his miond to that, it
was really exasperating to be barced
off from My, Quelel's telephone in this
nigh-handed way, Dupter fuoned with
rage as he paced the box-room, Dut
funting did not beprove matters, and lLe
sat down on Lord Mauleverer's big
trunk at last to rest.

After a quarter of an hour, Bunter
felt as il he had been caged wp in the
box-roomn for about & week.,  Bunter
was a gregarious youth; and, fascina-
ting as his sociely was, he never was
satisfied with it himself. Sleeping and
eating were the chief pleasures of hia
fat existence; bub talking came & good
third, He was bored almost to tears
with solitude. He might have taken
Bob Cherry's advice, and medilated on

his sins. He might have found profit
therein. Bub meditation never had
appealed to Wilhiam George Bunter.

“©Oh, dear!”

He went to the door again, and
reabhed the handle, and tugzped and
shook, and shook and tugged.
~ But the lock was strong, and he gave
it up in a few minutes,

Then he rolled to the window again,

and gave another blink at sloping
roofs and gutters, But he shoek his
head,

Nunter

There was nothing deing.
was booked for the im:-mmn till Bolx
Cherry should return.

“ Beast!” he mumbled,

He sat down on  Mauly's trunk
again, and in sheer desperation for
sornething to pass the weary minutes,
picked up a newspaper which had been
uzed for packing purposcs.

It was two or three weeks old, and
Lhe news did not fnterezt Bunter muuels,
anvway., e was guite indifferent io
epoch-making speeches by long-winded

fitical gentlemen. He cared nothing

o  motor-bandits,  and  lesa  than
nothing for breakages in China.

Ag his father was a stockbroker, ha
mizht have found some interest in the
“eity page.” Bub the rize and fall of
the franc did not interest him; peither
did the glowing advertizement of a now
isstic of shares by the Hanky-Panky
Tin Mines, It

e grunted discontentedly over
IO WSPADEr,

Hi found some slight interest in a
news item from ™New York, that livelv
ity where 50 manvy exoifing things
happen, or are invented if they Jo not
happan.

It was headed:

“BANKER'S BRAIN-ZTORM!™

the

heard of brain-stonne,
that they were 3

Bunier had
and waz pwnre

modern addition to the [airy tales of
wedical selenec,

It was quite thrilling reading.

A middle-aged banker, aller a long

and scdate life of respectable banking,
had suddenly developed  hemieidal
tendeoncies,

He had startled the stalf at the bank
Ly a sudden, uvnexpeeted ontlireak of
insane feroeity.  Ha had  felled the
chief cashier with a ledger, and gone
for the janifor with a hatchet, Medical
men were agrecd that 1t was an un-
doubted case of brain-storm.  After
receiving the usual medical care, al the
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" Were you responsible for these—these foodstufis belng placed In my study ? ** demanded Mr, Quelch. ** I—I brought the
** He sald they was for you, sir—special delivery from Chunkley's Stores, sir 1 ™

man ‘ere, suttingly, sir,” gasped Troiter,
“ Nonsense ! '' snorted the Remove master.

(Sce Chapler 9.)

wsual medieal fees, the banker wonld
be quite himself sgain,

Bunter read that interesting news
ilemn carelessly.  Ie was not, at the
moment, mterestod In brain-storms:
though certainly he would have found
some satisfaction in felling Dob Chervy
with a ledger, or cven going for him
with a hatcheb.

But that piece of neows from the
great country where the jmllrnuiists are
gifted with such fertile Imaginations

was  to recur  to Willinm Greorge
Lunter’s mind  later—with  sorprising
results,

He threw the noewspaper seross the
hox-room &t last, and resumed prowl-
ing dismally round the room,

Hzlf an hour ha:d passed; and
another hour and o hall lay before him.,
It was getting intolerable.

Bunter breathed fury. e knitted
his brows, and gritted his teeth, and
brandished fat fisls in the air, Anyone
looking in on Dunter in these moments
might havoe wondered whether the Owl
of the Remove was in the throes of a
bratn-storm.

He resumed thumping on the door
again al last.

Thump, thomp, thump!

He remembeced that Teter Todd was
in his study, engaged upon his lines for

Mr. Quelch. Tt was a good distance to
Sidy No. T; but Dunter banged and
thwoped, and thumped and banged, and
lioped for the host,

%n his great relief, there was a step
on the box-room stair at last,

“What on carth’s that fearful row’”

It was Petér Todd's voice.

"Toddy ! ‘velled the Owl of ihe
Remove.

“Aly hat! Is that Bunter!”

“w! Yes! Let me out, Toddy!™

““Are vou locked in?' asked Toddy,
iy amazement.

“That beast Cherry locked me in fo
keep me sway from Quelchy's tele-
phone ! groaned DBunter.

“Ha, ba, ba!" roared Peter. on the
landing outside. “Good old Bob!”

“Why, you beast—" howled
Buntoy.
“Quite a  bright idea, old bean!

Blick it out!”

“1 want to pet out !’ reared Dunter.

“Well, yon're a bit too wide for the
keyhole,”  chuckled  Peler, “What
ghout the window ¥

“Yaou silly azs, I
neek

“Would that matter *”

“Why, you—you—yon——7
Bunter.

“If wyour meck’s of anvy value, old

should break my

pazped

bean, don't do it," said Peter, I
don't sce it myself; but I'll fake your
ward for it. 1 suppese it's one of thosa
things of no valug to anyone but the
owner "

“ Boast!"

“Wihal aboi the chimney?"” acked
Peter.

“You silly chump! I should get
smothered with soot crawling up the
chimney, you hlith{:rinﬁ ass, '

“That wouldn't do.” agreed Deoter,
““As you never wash, you would be
black for the rest of your life." ;

Y Wou—vou rotter! Lot me ouf, old
chap. '

“You're petting & little mized, Bun-
ter, Let’'s have this clear, Am I »
rotter or an old chap?”

“I--1 =say. Peter. old fellow-——"
proancd Boanter., " Ido get that door
open somehow, old pal!™

“How can 1 get it open without a
Levy Not that I would, anyway, in 1lie
riddy circnnstances,”

“{ict & chopper, old chap, and smasl
it 1" smid Bunter. “ Never mind the
datmage. "

“0Oh, my hat! You'd pay for the
damage, 1 suppose, when Quelchy raised
Cain about t*"

“Uertrinly, old man!"
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“ And when?” asked Peter. * When
your postal-order comes?” : :
“ Yoz ! pasped Bunter. “Certainly!

“Thoe damage would have to be paid
for,” said Peter thoughtfully. * Youle
sure you'll pay for it when your postal-
nrdgfr CONLES ?:'

“Yes, yes. ;

« AH sgm:m, then!” said Petcr. .

“¥ou'll smazh in the lock, old chup?

“Yeog — when  vour  postal - erder
eomes !

“Wha-a-att” N

“Not till then, old bean.”

“ Beast!"” roared Bunter.

Peter Todd chuckled and descended
the box-room stairs agein. Bunters
voice followed him down, in a vartety of
epithets, not a single one of which was
f}? a complimentary pature,

But it booted not, as & novelist would
say. Peter departed, and Bunter was
left in durance vile. If assistance was
not to reach him iill his celebrated
postal-order cnme, Bunter was booked
for & very long Iﬂ'lﬁlf‘.lﬁﬂﬂ.ﬂlenfw Bob
Cherry's return was likely to precede
the arrival of the tal-order.

There was, no help for it. '

Bunter was booked, and he spent tac
ngxt hour rnamingBmun& the box-room.
anathematizing ob  Cherry, and
shalking his fists furionsly, with a face
erimson with wrath, But at long last a
footstep was heard omce more cu iue
box-room stalr.

—— wm, —

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Stieking To It1

ARRY WHARTON & CO. came

H in cheerily at the school gates.

They strolled across to  the

House. 'There, while his com-

rades sauntered into the Rag, Dob

Cherry went up to the Remove quarters.

Peter Todd 1.‘:5511:*& to him a3 he passed

the open door of Btudy. No. 7. FPeter
was still busy at lines. . -

“ Hallo, Cherry! Doing anything:

“ Nothing special,” said Bob, Lalting,
“I've got to let a fat rabbit out of a
cage, but there’s no hurry for that.”

“None at all,"” agreced Peter. " Liks
to do some lines?”

..rlih?ﬂ

“I've got a Jot for Quelchy, and a
lot for Wingate, Old Wingate drardly
ever lpoks at the fist; you can rigk it.”

Bob Cherry smiled.

“Dear man, you'd gel into a row if
Wingate did spot it. I wouldn't give
vou such a risk {or anything. 1 like vou
iop much !

And Bob Cherry sivolled on cheerily
ta the box-room stairs. Thero was a
gound of movement in the box-room as
Bob approached it. He could hear a
tramp of feet and a mumbling voice,

as he stopped at the door and took the
tey from his pocket, and he grinned.

. “PHeast! li’nitr_lr! 'l hek him!
Deast!”

“Halle, halle, halio!™

“Is that yon, sou rotler?” bawled
Buntor.

“Tittle me! Tired of chokey ™" asked
Tob, as ho inserted the key in the lock
and turned it back.

Bunter rolled to the door as it opencd.

His face was red with wrath, and hiz
litle round eves fairly burned behind
liis speclacles, Never had the Owl of
the Hemove been in such & towering
rage.  Only one thing prevented him
from hurling himself upon Bob Cherry
and smmiting him nght and left. Tt was
the hittle circumstance that such & pro-
ceeding would have turped oub more
painful for Bunter than for Bob,

“You awful rotter!™ howled Bunter.
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““Is that what you cell gretitude "
asked Bob Cherry, more in sorrow than
in anger.

*What ?" welled Bunter.

“TI've saved you from committing a
swindle and getting a flogging, and
perhaps the sack, ou weren't worth
it, of course; but I've done it,”" said

Bob. "Can't you thank a fellow "
" ¥ou— you —you ——""  spluttered
Gunter.

ITe did not thank Bob Cherry.

He shoved past him savagely, and
rolled away down the boz-room stair.
Bob Cherry smiled, replaced the key
on the inside of the lock, and followed.
Bunter rolled 1nte Study Ne, 7, and
Bob gave him a cheery snule as lwe
paE the door of that apartment.

“Trot in, Cherry!” called oul Peler.

(11 .I \:r:'h?,g'?

(19 'ma_._ 3
“Good-bye, old chap!”

Bob Cherry disappearcd. ;

“1 suy, Peter, go after him and hek
him,” suggested Billy Bunter. “L'il
hold vour jacket, M youw Like."

“T'll hold your fat neck, if vou don't
shut up, and wring it," said DPeter.

“*Oh, really, Toddy—"

“ Look here, Bunter, you can do some
of these lines,” said Poter., “I've got
s regular cargo. Two hundred for
Wingate, because he heppencd to get a
fnoter on his boke by sheer accident
whén I was punlting it in the quad, and
fifty for er, because he's a bully.
Which =ection will you tackle?"

“I'd be jolly glad to help, Veter——"

“(h, good!” said Peter, in surprize.

“You know what & good-natured
fellow I am, always thinking of others,”
said Dunter,

“Hem 1"

“Only I remember now that 've got
to apeak to & chap,” said Bunter.

And he rolled out of Btudy Neo. T
before Peter could reply.

Willinm George Bunter rolled as far
ags the Remove, landing, where _he
rested his considorable weight against
the ‘balustrade, and setiled down' to
think. RBunier's wonderful wheeze was
atill lingering in his mind. Two hours
had been wasied, owing to thg un-
warrantable interference of Bob Cherry
with his personal liberty. Buot Mr.
Queleh was still absent, and Bunter
knew that ho had gone somewhere by
railway, and would not be back earlwy,
He had heard Mr., Quelch ask Mr
Frout, the Fifth Form master, to take
the 1oll that evening, which proved that
he would be late home.

If there was no time for Chunklev's
to deliver the goods in time for tea as
usual, there was still lime for delivery
for a late tes. DBob Cherry was under
the impression that he had squashod
Bunter's onterprise. But that impres.
sion, a3 it turned out, was a mistaken
OFte.

Bunter thought it out.

The resnlt of his thinking was that he
rolled down the lower stairs, and made
his way cautiously to the Remove
master’'s study.

Az he came info Masters' passage, the
Owl of the Remove looked this way andd
ithat way, like Moses of old: but the
eoast was clear.

He scudded along the passage {o My
Queleh's door.

Just as he reached it, and pui his
fat hand on the handle, the door of My,

I i i i i -l e o i - e i i e
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Prout's study farither 2lon
opened, and the Iifth
cane out.

Ie glanced at Bunter,

The fat iuninr let o the haodle of
Mr. Quelch’s door a< if 11 had suddenly
become red-hot.

He stooped to tie his sheclace. He
hoped that Mr. Prost liad not observed
that he had been about to open the
Remove master’s door, and he waited
for the Fifth Form master 1o be gone.

My, Prout frowned at him.

He was not quite s0 unobservant as
Bunter hoped. Had Bunter gone dircetly
into the study Mr. Prout would havdly
have heeded him, a junior might have
gone to the study to deliver lines, which
could be left on the Form master’z table
in his absence. Bug Bunier's action was
# plain praof that he had been about to
enter the study surreptitiously, and had
taken the alarm.

Mr. Proui came along the pa-sage
with Ins ponderous treead.

the pasage
fornl inacster

*Bunter!™

M Yes, sir! T didn't see you,
sir ! stammered Bunter, *I=T1 was
tying my shoelace, sir !

“Your shoelace 13 tied, Bunter!"

HOh!  Ts—is—iz it, sir:™ gasped
Bunicer. “8o it i=!  Fuof-ful-faney my

1%F

not noticing that ic was tied, sir!

“You were aboui Lo enter vour Form
master's st.udy. Buntoer ™

“ﬂ]’l, l’ll:l_,. $Ii’]"

“1 saw your hand on the door-handle,
Bupior ! boomed Mr, Prout.  “How
dare wyou ftell me such palpable uu-
truths ™

Certainly it was not Dunter’s inten-
tion to tell palpable untruths. e did
not-realise that they were palpable.

“i{h, really, sir! i

“Your surrut}iitic-us conduct, Bunier,
demonstrates that you were about 1o
anter your Form master’s study for no
eood object,”

“0h, sir?"™ :

“What disrespectful prank were voa

mmtending  to play "' demanded  Mr,
Froutl.
“Oh, sir! Nothing of the king! 1--

I was—was taking m my hines sir!”
gasped Bunter.

“Your lines®"” hoomed Mr. Proawd,

“Yes, sir. As—as Quelchy—1 mean
Mr. Queleh, is out, I-=1 was going lo--
to leave themy an the table, sir. We
always do, sirl"”

“Where are your lines, Bunter ¥V

“Where—where are they, =ir?” siot.
{ered Bunler,

“¥Yes, I do not zee them”

“Oh dear!” - :

That very obvious consideration had
eseaped Bunter's powerful intellect,

“I1—I left them in the ztudy, sir. my
study,”  he stutiered. “Fuffuf-fancy
ny forgetting to bring them, sir!”

“You are telling palpable unfruths,
sir!® Loomed Mr. Prout. " Go away at
once, Bupter. If you were 1n my IPorm
T should cane vou for this rascally pre-
varicalion, Bﬂ!gﬂnl’:[”

“—I—-I—

“Begonce!" ihundeyed Mr. Prout,

And DBunter jumped, and begoned, o
fo speak.

Mr. Pront gave an ndignant saovt,
and ooptinued on his Pﬂndﬂrmm and
majestic way to Maslers’ room.

Tt was ten muanutes Taler that William
George Runier peered round a corner
and %mmd the coast clear again. He
trod soltly towards Mr. Quelch’s door
in fear and trembhing. Really, it was
hard lives, when DBunter had thouglhn
of the most brilliant wheeze ever
planned at Greyfriars, that all these
difficulties should keop cropping up ™
hizs way, The slars in their courses
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seemmed to be Dghting against William
George Bunter a3 apainat Sisera of old.

But the coa:t really was clear this
vime, and Buanter dodged inte br,
Queleh’s study and closed the door after
him, and Dbreathed more freelv., A
moment later he was at the telephone,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
A Good Order for Chunkley’s Stores !
HCHUHI{LEY'S Stores [

That answer came through
wlen Buiter rang up.  Chunk-
ley's Stores in Courtficld was

ran on the lines of the big stores in
London,  They had innomerable  de-
partments, innumerable telephone lines,
and inoumerable ditheniiies 1n the way
of getting ab the right person in the
vight departrent, They did not say
“Halla!™ or “Whe's there?" like
pommon mortels svhien the bel rang.
They szaid " Chunkley's Stores,” and
then took a rest,

“Bpeaking from  Greviriars,” said
Punter, *'A— hem—a few weeks apo 1
welephoned an ovder for tuel—"

“Whae?™

“Tuck ™

“Did wou say luck, sied”

“Tuck—tarts, and cakes, and things.
When my—my nephew came here to
visit me,” sawd Bunter. " Mr. Queich
speaking.

Bunter wasz imitating the voice of the
Romove master, and in that line, at
least, Bunter had some gifts, He maile
hig wvoice quite like cuough to Ay
Quelel’s to pass on the telephone,

“AMe. SBqueleh ™

“Queloh I

T0h, AWolely? Yes, sie.
do for vou, Mr., Welch*™

“Quelch ' shrieked Bunter.

Puite so, s, I remember
order,”

“I requice some thivgs in rather a
hurry,” zaid Duonter. 1 awm stahding
a spropd-—"

“EhtT

“I mean. I am—am asking some
janjors to tea, amd I require a large
guantity of thing: to be delivered imme-
diatoly.™

“T am afraid the alicrnoon vans have
|eft, sir.”

Bunier was afraid of that, teo, He
1m|.1.51.:-|.! & morment (0 murmor i—“-e:mmt.hi.llg
spcomplimentary rerparding Bob Cherry,
and went on:

“It's very 1mportant. I simply must
liave the things this afrerncon.  Ix-
pense s no object "

That was quite a true statement—ex-
pense was no objeet to Bunter. Possibly
Mr, Quelch might have taken a different
s ey,

“That will be special delivery, sie”

“That's all right! Take down the
list,” sawd Bunter. *Two dozen jam-
tart3—""

I will put you through to the con-
fectionery deparviment, siv. X vou men-
tion that you desire special delivery, the
goods will be delivered this afternoon.”

“Buck up, theni”

Bunter waited.

Y Chunkley's Btores 7 came through on
the wires, apparently from the confec-
tonery departmenk.

“Mr, Quelch speaking from Grex-
friars, I renuire goods by special de-
tivery this afterncon. A large cake——"'

“That will be the ironmongery de-
partmeut, sir.”

“What—what "

“Rakez ave in the ironmongery de-
partment, =ir. Iold the live, and T will
{ub you Hhrough ™

“xob calies—enkos ' shricked Bunter,

What can we

the

PRICE 9]
TWOPEHCE.

s | ——

But it was too late, the prompt and
efficicnt man at Chunkley’s Stores was
already puotting hLim through to  the
ronmongery departmnent. They nDever
wasted a second at Chunkley’s.

“Chunkley’'s Stores!” came through
pcain.,

“1 want to order cakes and—'

“I am sorry, thiz iz not the depari-
ment, siv. Ironmongery——"'

“Blow woul”

1 Hnl-r]t:jt.?”

“A silly idiot though
when T osald cakes!" shricked
“T want cakes—eakes—eakes!™

Bunter intended to make it guite elear
this time.

“Please hold the line, sir,” came the
courteous reply. *I will put you throngh
to the confectionery department,”

Bunter waited again. He was getiing
a little oxecited now. e was in his
Form master’s sfudy, wsing the Form

?

T zzil rakes
Bunter.
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master's  telephone and his Form
master's name, and the possibility of
being canght there made him turn gqute
vold when he thought of it. In these
circumstances, the up-to-date and effi-
eient systew at Chunkley’s Stores was a
little exasperating.

There was rather a longer wait this
time; hat a voico came through at last.
Unfortunately, it was-only a feminine
volee from the cxchange,

“Are vou fnished?¥”

“No!" velled Bunter.

Then another wvolee, snappy  and
efficient like all the voices at Chunkley's
Htores.

“Chunkley’s Srores!”

DBunter breathed hard.

“Are voua the conleciionery depart-
ment ¥7

wi :\:ﬂ:
office.”

“dh, my hatl”

The efficient voung wan o Lhoe ron-
tiobgery had  evidenily pat DBanter
ihroveh nof wisely but foo well,

this 15 the  general inguiry

e e —— —

“Put me on to the confectionery de-
partment,” groaned Bunter,

“Certainly, sic.  Please  hold
line.™

Bunter held the line.

“Chunkley’s Stoves!” came through
again.

“lz that the confectionery dopart-
ment? hooted Buonter,

T YEE. H-il'-”

Bunter had got home st lasl, as il
were, In spite of the absolutely modern
ard cllicient equipment of Chunkley’s
Stores, he really was on, at last, fo the
vight guarter.

Y Mre. Quelelh speaking from Gres-
friars School. I require special delivery
thiz alfernoon of —*

*Bpecial  delivery  orders to the
Special Delivery Department, =i 1
vou will kindly hold the hine, T will put
you through.”

“0h, erikey!”

Bunter walted earpain. He was
perspiring & little, and he felt that he
was earning that spread—when he got
it

Ltho

“Chunkley's Stores!” came through
azain, shappily but courteons]y.

“Is that the Speeial Delivery Depart-
ment Y moaned Bunter.
“Yos, sir’

“Mr. CQuelch speaking froam Crov-
friavs. 1 require a special delivery this
afternoon of some confectionory  and
things.”

“Yery pood, =ir. If vou will kindly
tate H

“Toka down the hist,™ said Duntor.

“Certainly, sir.”

Bunier conld searesly bBelieve in lias
rood luek.,  "Fhe order was really heing
tukon now.

“Three dozen {artz one large cake--
with marzipan on  top. three dozen
METINEULOg= ——""

re '\"?ESI s.i..tlldll

“Box of preserved fruits, jar
ringer, one dofen cream  pulls,
bottles of ginger-borr—-="

Bunter was poing it, now that he had
fairly starvted, dounbtless on the principle
that it was as well to be lwung for a
shevp as for a lamb. i

“Very good, sir. Is that all, sir?”

Tt was not all, by any means. Bunler
continued, giringE reckless orders for all
the good things he could think of. On
the ecceasion when Mr. Queloly’s school-
Loy nenbew had visited the schivol, and
the Remove master had had o pariy of
juniors to tea in his study, Mr, Quelch
wmd riven guite 8 generous order over
the phone to Chunkley's. DBut it had
not heen anything like =o penerous &s
the order Bunier was giving now. In
the circumstances, Bunter could afford
to be gonerous,

Lut he stopped at last. 3 was o
shipping order, so to =speak; even
Bunter felt that he had ordered cnough.

“ 71z that all, sir?"

“Phat's all,” said Bunter.
them by five o'clock.”

“Iwindly wait one moment, sir.”

Bunter  waited several moments.
Then the voice came through again,

“We can send the goods by special
delivery, sir, to roach the schoel at a
gquarter past five. I trust that will be
salisfactory ¥

“(h, all right,” said Bunter,
will send the account later
Quelch—-to—to me, you know."

“Quite so, sir—the same as belore.
sir. I quite uonderstand.”

“Itold on a minute. T-—1 may be
alwent when the pgoods reach tho
seliool,” gaid Buanler. “In that ease.
instruct your man Lhat they be delivered

Tue Maaser Tieranv.—No. 996,
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iy my study here—the House page will
feil him.™

* Quite so, sir
similar instructions belore.
giri™

“That's all.”
Bunter rang off.

I recall that you geve
Iz that all,

Tl

THE SEVENTH CHAFPTER.
Not All Serene !

[ ALLO, halle, halle ™
Bob Cherry uttered that
ciaculation later in the alter-
noon, as he came upon a
vather surprising sight.

Trotter, the House page, was guiding
a leavily-laden man o Master's
passage.

The man was in uniform, though litile
could be seen of him ancd his unilorm,
sa large and numerous were the paveels
he enrried. On his peaked cap was the
name  “Chunkley’s Stores” in pilt
cktters., And the man looked as il he
had brought & very considerable pro-
portion of the stock at the storea to
Greyfriars. Cardboard boxes  and
cartons and papet bags covered him to
overflowing. Trotter had a perplexed
expression on his face. He had to
belicve the statement of the man from
Chunkley's, that this was =2 spemal
delivery of goods by Chunkley’s special
motor-van at the order of Mr. Quelch.
Bub he could not help being astonished.
What the Remove master could possibly
want with that vast supply of fuck, was
a decp mystery to Trotier,

“What's this game, Trotty 7 inquired
Bob Cherry, stating at the consignment
i great surpriso,

Trotter grinned and shook his head.

“I don't know, Master Cherry; but
the man says that Mr, Quelch ordered
these things special, and they're to be
placed in his study. I s'pose it's all
right,"”

“Oh, my hat!™ gasped Bob,

“This way,” said Trotter, and ihe
man from Chunkley’s, breathing hard
under his burden, followed the page to
Ar. Queleh's study, where the goods
were stacked on the study tablo in a
hige pile,

Bob Cherry stood staring after them.

e understood,

It was past tea-time now. Dob had
heen on his way to the stairs, to go up
to the Remove passage {o fea, when he
sighted ‘Frotter and the man from
Clunkley's, He understood what had
happencd, In spite of the imprizon-
ment in the box-room, Bunter had
carried out his scheme. That was the
enly possible cxplanation.  Obviously,
My, @Queleh had not ordered all that
Inck—though Bob, like Trotter, wouid
have supposed s0, had he known nothing
ahout Bunter's wonderful wheeze,

“My het!" repeated Bob.

He went slowly up the stairease.

e had done liis best to save the
ceregions Owl of the Remove from this.
]I: was done now,and could not be un-
done.  Bob Chorry wondored what wasz
voing (o happen next.

“1—1I say, Bobe-—""

ally Bunter met him at the top of
tlie Remove siaircese. There was a grin
;_ul‘ happy antivipation on DBunter’s faf
H L

“ You=yon image ! zaid Bob,

0, really, Cherry——~"

“You frahjous, footling fromp ™

“"Have thoe things come?’ ashed
Rimter, “Did you see them ¥ I--I've
been waleling from a top window—I
saw Chunkiey's van go round-—*

Tue Magxer Lisrany,—No, 996,

“You frumptions, burbling jabboee-
wock,” said Bob, “They've come. They
will make a stack ncarly to the ceiling
in Quelechy's study, X should think.”

“He, he, he”

“{ all the burbling chumps—=—"

Bunter sneercd.

“¥ou needn't put in for a whack in
the spread now, Hob Cheny. Youn
refused to help bring it off. You're out
of this. [ sha'n't give vou so much as
a penny bon.™

Bob Cherry wenf into Study No. 1
withont replyving, Words wore wastod
on William George Bunter.

The Owl of the ﬁnmﬂre. with a cheery
rin_on Iz fat face, went into Study
No. 7. Peter Todd had just risen from
the table; his extenzive transactions in
lines were completed ot last,

He glanced at Bunter’s grinning,
complacent face,

“"You're looking very chirpy, old fat
man,” he said.

“He, he, he "

“Postal-order come " psked Deter,

“Better than that! The tuck’s
come 1

“What tuck?™

“From Chunkley’s |*

“Great pip! You—you really did
~—" gasped Peter,,

“The man's putting it in Quelchy's
study now,” said Bunier cheerily. “As
soon as he's gone, I'm going to nip in
and bag it., Look here, DPetor, you
haven't treated me really decelitly
ebout this; but I'm not going to leave
a pal out of a good thing. You get

the stuff out of Quelehy’s study, and I'll
let you have your whack |™

“5till looking for a catspaw 1" asked
Peter,

H0h, really, Toddy——-*

Peter Todd gazed at him. DPossibly
Peter had supposed, hitherto, that there
vwas & limit to DBunter's fatuousness, If
50, he discovered now that his supposi-
tion was a mistake.

“You réally mean that you phoned to
Clunkley's—"

“He, he, he!”

" Using Mur.

“He, he, he t’

“And they've delivered the gpoods?™

“He, he, heil™

“And—and the stuff’s in Quelchy's
study now ™ saitl Peter, like a fellow
i a dream,. “Oh, my only sainted
aunt! You're for it thiz time 1™

“Ha, he, het"

Thosze suceessive cachinnations showed
that William George Bunter was well
satishied with the state of affairs,
whether he was “for it " or not.

“The man's gone by now,” said Bun-

ueleh’s name-——

ter. “Lrotter will have gone down-
statrs now. Cub off o Quelehy’s siudy,
Petor.™

“I'm pgoing to Quelchy’s study™
assenled Peter. “I've got to take in
my lines; they'ra just due, as I told
vou, Quelchy fold me he had to have
Lherr by fea-time."

“That’s all right--leave your lines
there when wyou bap the stuff,” said
Dunter. “I'll meet you on the stairs
aud help yvou get it into the box-room,
Bafer there than in the study—a lot of
greedy fellows might want some if they
saw tt. 1 can't stand greediness.”

“And what am I to say to Quelchy i
asked 'efer.

“Quelchy’s ouf, fathead ™

Peter locked at the study clock.

“He's in by this time. I shouldn't he
surprised if e ran right into the man
from Chunkley's ™

“Wha-n-at ¥”

“You left this pame rather (oo late,
Bunter. I suppoze vou would have had
half a chanee in a billion of bringing it
off, if you'd cul in sooner. Quelchy's
back by this time (™

S S

“%—Q-Quuinlry back "
_ “"He told nve that if my impot wasn't
in by hali-past five it would ba

{Im.b!gd i

“You leave it on tha table,” =aid
Bunter, “We always do. I tell you
Quelehy's out—-"

“And I tell you he told me he would
be back after five!” hooted Peter,
“LDrdn't I tell you I had to hand in
these lines by tea-time? Think I'd have
slogged at them all the afterncon, as
I've done, if 1 could have left some of
them till after tea "

Bunter blinked at Peter Todd.

His podgy jaw dropped.

* But—bat—" he stammered. “J—
I know he's gone somewhere by railwov,
I saw bhim take. the time-tdable 13

“Whal about it, fathead?®

“I—I heard him ask Prout to take
vali-call for him!”  howled Dunter.
“Tioll's not till half-past seven.™

*Thal's because he's dining with the
Hoad.™

Y Dudidud-dining with the Head®"”
babbled Dunter,

“ Yoz, ass!?

“Oh erikey I7

Bunter's jaw dropped still Turther.

His ecxpression, as he blinked help-
lessly at Peter "l'odd, greatly resembled
thet of a freshiv-landed codfish.

“If Quelchy 1sn't in Lis stad
said Peter ruthlessly, “he may {1
any tick,”

“Oh dear!™

“He's ay punclual as & clock: and le
fold me he had to have my lines at
half-past five, or before. Ie’s there
all right!"

b Dw,!:;_

“Which reminds me, that I'd belier
cut off, or 1 shall be late. Can’t run
risks with Queichy.”

“Ow ! groancd Bunter., " Wow 1"

FIf yow'd stayed in and helped me
with my lines, old fat man, yon'd have
done better,” said Peter. “Ta-dal
Think over which reformatory you'd
like to lgu le when you're whizzed out
of Groylriars,”

Peter gathered up his lines and made
for the door. Bunter gazed after him
with lack-lustre eves,

“ Pip-pip-Peter I ho said faintly.
“Can’t stop !

Y Bus-sus-see if Quelchy’s there and—
and tell a chap!” meaned DBunler.
“And—and if he's not there, bag the
tuck quick for me!™

“I ecan see my:zelf doing it!"
I’etor,

“Anyhow, let me know quick
there—there may be time for
dodge 1 and clear it off—"

Bunter's voice frailed away, avnd he
leaned on the study door, quite over-
come, as Petor weni down the passape.
After all the trouble, all the risk, after
bargaining with Chunkley's for special
delivery, at an cxira cost fo My, Quelch
—after all, it =ecmed that Bunfer was
to lose that gorgeous spread.

Worse than that—if anvthing could
be worse=—Mr. Quelelh would find ihe
tuck in his study! e wonld want fo
know immediately and  imperatively
Low il got there, and what it all wmeant,
anvhow,

Bunter had not intended Mr, Queleh
to know anvihing about the maiter (1]
Chunkley's hill came in, & week or two
later. That, evidently, would have boen
much safer for Dunter. DBut now——

He still considered that he was safe
a3 far asz that went, OF all the fellowa
who might have used Mr. Queldh's
naniec on the telephone, why should any-
one pick out Dunter? That was all
right—at least, DBunier hoped that it
was, But the spread—ihe govgeous
sproad-—the stack of first-class luck, the
best that Chunkley's could sapply, in
unheard-of quantities—ilal was gope

now, ™
e there

agrood

if ho's
na oo
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Billy Bunter juroped back Inte the passage and fed for dear life. *° Bunter ! roared Mr. Quelch. The Remove masier
As he stepped out of the study he had a view of a palr of heels vanishing

sirode after Bunter, swishing his cane in the air.
But Bunter was gone. (See Chapler 10.)

round a corner.

[ 13 H“nter ! 3

from Bunter's gage like a beautiful
dream,
Billy Bunter leaned weakly on the

door, and groaned in anguish  of spirit.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
A Surprise for Mr. Quelch !

R, QUELCH stepped in ot the
M doorway of the House, aud
removed  his  silk  hat,  and
siu}rped to exchange o word
or two with Wingale of ths Sixtln
Then he headed for his study, At the
corner of Masrers’ passage, he  was
confronted by the portly bulk of Mr.
Trout, the master of the Fifth. Mr.
Jueleh wounld have passed him: but My
rout evidently desired to speak., The
dosire was all on Mr. Prout’s side, but
the Remove master pansed polilely.

“There iz & circumstance I feel it my
duty to mention to vou, iy dear
Quelch!™ said the portly Fifth Formn
taster,

i 1[-‘151_?”

Mr. Queleh looked as mterested as he
could, The ponderous Mr., Pront never
suspected that he was & bove, But that
furt was well-known to all other metn-
boes of D, Locke's staff at Greyiriars,

“During vour absence this afternoon,
iy dear Queleh, I found a box of yvous
Form surrepdilionsly  entering  your
siudy.”

“Indeed ™ .

“Ihe bovy waz DBunler, On seeing
me,” said Mr. Prout, with indignant
emphatis, *he would bave deceived me

by a pretence that he was not design-
ing to enter yvour study. ¥ regret to
sav that he uttered & serics of the mosd
palpable untruths ™

“Ts that so0?” said Mr. Quelch. .

“It certainly 1z so. I mention the cie-
cumstance, sir, as I have no doubt that
the voung rvaseal was purposing to play
son !ri(ﬁ;, and may have returned to
do s when my observation was with-
drawn.”

“PThank vou for mentioning i, MMy,
Erout,™

“Not at all, sir—not at all.” Dboomed
Mr, Prout. . - Any slight service to a col-
lengue. an esteemed colleague—>"

AMe. Ouelch was walking on, and Mr.
Prout stopped at that point, or he woulkl
have been wasting his sweciness on the
desert air. Long, long agoe had AMr.
Prout’s ovatorical style palled on  the
other masters at Greviviars

The Remove master entorsd his study.,

Tt was impr{:lh:nl:l'f-.*, in bis opinion, thay
a fellow like Bunter had plasned to play
any practical joke on his absent Form
muster, and he thought it very bikely
that Mr. Proul was mistalken. HL;: T4EL-
cxpressed opinion was that he wished
AMe. Proui would atfend solelr o the
affnies of the Fifth Porm, andd ol waste
his valuatde time on the Remove, My,
Prout, in the kindeess of his portly
heart, aften batied inte the provinee of
ather masters, amd the amonunt of graii-
bugke L earoed thereby was absolutely
neplipilsle

Hut all thought of ¥ Prout, and of
the surreptiticus or not  surreptitious
Bonder, vanished  from Mre. Queldh's

mind at the sight of the pyramid on his
talle, -

He stared at at.

As Teter had told the Tatuous Owl
Air. Quelch had had a narrow escape of
catching Chunkley's man in the very act.
Indecd, had he not stopped to speak to
(iosling at the gate when he came in,
he would have arrived ih the House
before the man from Chunkley's had
departed. )

The Speciu] Delivery Serviee was a
greal feature at Chunkley’s 8tores. Tl
doubtedly delivery of the poods had boen
very prompl.  Had Br. Quelch remnained
out till alter roll-call, as Bunter hacl
expocted, all would have been well. Thee
goods were rather late for tea, but nol
too late for Dunter. The Special
Delivery had beoen so prompt that the
man from Chunkley's had just esespedd
a mweeting with the gentleman who was
sipposedt to have orderod the poods.

Pt that was all.

Had Bunter arrived to aopnex 1l
poods even before Chunkley™s van had
rolled awayv from the tredesmen’s galy,
he would have heen too late.

Mr, f..;hu.-h'h was there! . )

Ile was there, standing Like a wan 1o
a trange, grziog ot a stack of tuck tha
looked suflicient lo stock the schoul show
prd teave o litkle nver.

“ Bless way soul!” said Me. Queleh,

Tie approached his study tabile, which
was covercd from end to end with boxes,
cartons, bags, and pm'l-.'.l"l's. They wore
piled high. There was no ropm on the
iable for the whole ot without piling
Lhem up, )

Tee Mayvzt Lisrary, - No. 196,
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Doxes of chocolates, hoxes of crecams,
cakes and larts and buns, ginger and
ginger-becr—all sorts of things such as
might have made Mr. Quelch’s woulh
wnter forty ycars ago.

But forty year: on made a lob of dif-
foronce.

AMe. Queleh’s month did not water now.
It et in & tight line, and his cyes
elintcd,

He was astonished and he was angry.
His first natural supposition was that
Mrs, Mimble had ordered a Eﬂllhlﬁ;'l-
ment of goods for her shop, and that by
smne inoxplicable Blunder the goods had
heen delivered into his study. 1f that
was so, it was a foolish and annoying
blunder, and somebody had to he
searificd by Mr. Queleh’s sharp tongue
for commitiing it,

Tapli

Péter Todd looked 1n while Ay, Quelch
was stil]l pazing at that toothsome sfack.

* Oh, my hat "’ murmured Peter,

Had Mr. Quelch not been thove, cer-
tuinty Peier would have conveyed word
promptly to Bunter, to give the hapless
Owl of the Remove a chance to get the
siuff out of sight. But Mr. Quelch was
thore.

*What iz it, Todd

“My lines, sir,” said Peter meckly.

“Lay them on the table——  IHem!
Lay them on my desk, Todd”

“Yes, sir” 3 .

Poter Todd placed the impot on his
Form master's desk and withdrew, teav-
ing Mr. Quelch still gazing at the fuck.
Mr. Quelch, having gazed sufficiently,
erogsed to the bell, and rang it furiously
fror Tratter. Peter Todd returned to the
Hemove poassage.

Bunter was awaiting lim there, with
an anxious face,

*“I—1 say, Peior,
there 7%

“ It's there all right,” answeroed Peter.

* And—and Quelehy I

“Heo's there, tool™

“Oh lor’ I*

“T left him adiniring ii," satd Poter,

fa—is Lo tuck

“He seemed o bit surprised. Rafther
crazs, oo, T think.”
e 1
Bunlor gronmned.
“Ti's all Boh Chervy's fandt!  Ow ™
“Halio, hallo, halla! What's 1y

fault ¥ asked Boh, looking ont of Study
No. 1, where the Famous Five wore ab
fea,

“Puanier's for 01" zaid Petfer.
bended ile tuck.”

“T saw it coming in,"” said Dob, with
B Irrile

“ Chielehy'z come in, {0o.”

“Oh, my hat!"

“ghiclehy's  found
Harry Wharton,

All the I"amous Five wore looking ant
af tho study now.

“Yes.  Thal fat idiot—that frabjous
ladForethat fontling frump. thought that
Roelchy was siaving oui till roli-call !

“T heard b esk Prouty to take the
rofll 1" moaned Bunter, * What was a
fellow to [hink %

“Well, my hat! Vou've done it now,
Bunier ! said Wharton.

“Tho doncfulness 13 terrific” reo-
marked Hurree Jamset RHam Singh, with
a nodd of his dusky head.

“Ts all your Tault, Bob Cherry!”
howled Bunter. “If you hadn't shut mo
mir i the box-room I zhould have had
the stulf bere two hours ago.  Vou
wasted my tine, and vou've landed mo
it Fhas 8

“Youn silly owl” said Bob, “T was
irving to keep vou from making such a
;rhhtﬂt!ﬁ ‘Idmt'_ of ;l.i*_tmlrse]fi It would
wve come out, anyhow, when Queleh
god the bill from Chunkley's,” ¢ Y

Tug Maaserr Lmanany.-- No. 996,

[ 1 I'i_,'.‘ﬂ

it 87

axclaimed

YTt won't come oqut,” said Bunter,
“Nobody knows I've relephoned, only

vou fellows:. I'm not thizking of that,
It's the feed.”
“WVou'd beiter think of it,™  aaid

Nugent.  “ Quelchy will raise Cain over
tliz, and vou can bet on it he will find
out wie ordercd the stuff in his pamo,
He won't [et the thing rest till he does
End out.”

“Oh, rot!™ sald Dunrer uncasily.

“Is it possiblo that the Dblithering
idiot diwdo’t know that?™ asked Johnny
Bull in wonder. “You o elounp,
whether 1L happened to-day or when the
Mll comes in, it makes no difforence;
you were bound to be spotted.”

Bunter blinked at the chwns of the
Remave.

*That’s all vot ! he satd., “T was too
jolly earcinl. Look here, after landing
me like this, Dol Cherry, and losing e
a splendid spread, the least you can do
15 Lo lend me ten bob gill my postal-order
coines.  'm hungrey.”

“You won't feel like foeding when
Quelehy’s done with you,” sald Beb com-
fortingly.

“:?-ﬂ.F] '!::Il

Harry Wharton & Co. went back inio
Btudy No, 1 to finish their tea. They
had not the shightest doubt thait M
Clhuweleh, would discover the debnguent,
atil would have discovered bine 1f the
matter had remained unknown to him
till the bill camoe in from Clunkley’s.
It was obvions that such an occcurrence
waould Le sifted to the very botbom, and
that the faels would be brought to light.
Bunter, in his fatnouvs self-=aiisfaction,
did not see it, but the other fellows hed
no doubt of it

Bunter rolled inte Study No. 1 after
thier.

"I say, vou fellows—~-™

“Take o pow, Bunter,” said the cap-
tain of the Remove, with vnexpected
kindness, " lfile !

“YWell, it's up to yvou, alier prnniiva]?y
rabhbing me of a splendid spread,” sand
Bunter,

“Fathead ¥°

“Puek in,” said Nogent,  “You need
o keep up your steength, old barrvel, con-
gidertng what vou've pot to go through
shortly.”

T_',.Hﬂ};{_'-r tueked in. Bub he h”lj]-{‘ﬂ:'l
routrd the feastable in Study No, 1 with
srowing alarm.

So far az lis fatnous brain eoold
understand, ho  had been  excessively
cautious, amd had covercd up kis tracks
well, and stood in no danger of dis-
cavery,  hut the opposite oplmon, so
alrviously held by the other fellows, gave
e & guaim of uneasiness.

T say, you fellows, Queleliy will pever
spol me,” he said, with his month {ull,
“How could he?"

“He jolly well willl” said Johony
Bull, 1 dare say vou were scen golhg
to his study, for that mattere™

Bunfer felt a stidll more unpleasant
gqualin, as he remembered AMe. DProut in
AMazlers' passage.

O™ he ejaculaled,

“Quelchy and the Head will nover Jef
it rest til] they've ot voun, vou born
idiot,” said Dob Chervy, It stands io
reason,™

“Then i's np to you,” said Buntor
warmly, “Tt wonld have heen sufe
enough if the stuff had come early.”

“It would have come to the same
thing, fathead.”

It wouldn't!™ howledd  Tanter.
“You've landed me like this. and ihe
D-I'l]_:: thing you can do now i3 to own
upr.

“Own up " repeated Tob lankly,

o ::J‘l’cs—c-'n'n up to Quelchy that your did
l 4

“That—ihat I did it!” gasped Bohb.
* You did 15!

“It's up to you. after landing me-in
this, YVou go to Alr. Quelch, and own
np in a—a frank and manly way, vou
kiow, like—like Erie in the story—-"

“Weall., my hat!” said Ilob.
"“Ha, ha, ha l™

Tiobh Cherry half-rese from the table:
but he sat down again.

"L won't kick yvow, Bunier,” he said.
“Yon'll geb enough from Quelchy and
the Head when they spot you. But
shut up, or else I shall give you a kick
10 o on with.”

Billy Bunley finished ais tea unkicked.

———

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
The Vials of Wrath !

i ESSIR! You rang, sir?” spid
-' I rottor.

Trotter  had  just  seen

Chunkley's van off at the

tradesinen’s gate, He had barely had
tine to confide to the cook his opinion
that Mr. Queleh was getting * bars in
the belfry ™ when the bell rang for hine.
Unless it was = =nse of bats in the
beliry, Wrotter couldn’s understand why
My, Queleh had ordered all that tuek
trom Chunkley’s.  As Trotter said te
the cook, he couldn’t intend to eat it.
M. Querli:h had reached an ape when
e had to be rather careful in his diet.
Had he conzamed all those taris and
cakes and buns and meringues  and
cream pulfs and chocolates and 1inned
pincapples, and the rest, there would
probably have been 2 vacancy on D
Lowke's stalf spon afterwards, And if
Mre. Queleh dide’t intend {0 eat it, what
sdid he intend ¥ Teotter asked cook argn-
menfatively,  “IHe couldn’t,” 'Trotier
declared, *have bought it for a table
bormanent.,”  Lrotter’s speculations were
ent short by the bell, and he repaired
lo Mr, Quelel's study, in & very curious
frame of mind. He was prepared to
dodge, if, as he halfsuspected, the
Hemovrne master was really parting with
Ltz sauity.

“Yessin,” said Trofter, keeping in the
doarway.

Mr. Queleh pointed o the mouniain
of tuck on his txble,

" What does this mean, Trotler 77

“Moan, sir,” said Trvolter,

“Yes. Why have these artieles heen
Lrought to my study ¥ smapped e,
Cuetels.

“"ause you ordered ilom, sir,” said
Trotter.

¥y bt 1M
'rotter hacked n pace info (Lo
passage. He did not Jike the look on

Mr. Gueleh’s faee at afl,

" Are vou out of your senzes, Trolier 77

“I—1I "ape not, sie,” Taktered Froiier.
He hoped thai Mre, CQuelch  wasa't,
either; but he had doubis,

“Then what do yon mean by saying
that 1 ovdered this—thiz rubbish #” said
Mr. Quelch testily, I suppose it has
heen delivered lhiore by :uisi.nﬂﬂ—it must
liave been intended for the school shop.
I canngt understand such a mistake, T
will not allow such mistakes to e made.
I will not be subjected to this annoy-
anen and ineonveninnee, Do you under-
sl me, Trotioe#*

Trotler didn’t; not in ihe least.
could only gape,

“Yeou hear me, Troltor*” snoried ihe
Remove masler, * Were vou responsilda
for these—these foodstufls Leing placed
in my shady ¥

I
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#[—1I bronght the man "ere, suftingly,
gir I" gasped Trotter.

“YTou brovght him here, with ihese
articles 1™ thundered Mr. Queleh.

" Yessir, ™

“And how dared vou do anvthing of
the kind 3"

+F [_I_ ¥

“How dare vou play such a prank!™
roared Mr, (ueleh. “Is it _your desire
to be discharged, Trotter ¥

“Oh, sir! No. sir!” gasped Trotter,
“The mean said they was for youn, sir,
ape::ial delivery from Chunkley’s Stores,
g

“ Nonsense !

“Like 1t 'appencd before, sir. when
vour nevvy was ‘ere, sir,” said 1'rotter.
“Omly there wasn't such a lot that
time,"

Mr. Quelch gazed ot him.

“Do vou mean to tell me, Trotter,
that Chunldey’s voan-man told vou the
goods were ordered by met”

“Buitingly, =ir. Special order by
telephone, he says, the goods fo be zeut
by spectal delivery, sie, I Mre, Queleh
wasi't in, he says, the goods was to be
placed in his study, he says, according
to mstructions given on the teleplone,
he says.™

“I cannot believe itY exciaimod Alr,
Quelech, It 12 incredible! Has the van
pone ¥

“Gone about five minutes, =ir.”

“Extraordinary ' Is it ton laie to
reeall the carman ¥

“He's about “arf-wav back to Courl.
field by this time, sir,” said the wonder-
g Trotber.

"It is—1z absolulely amazing?” ex-
claimed Mr. Queleh angrily. “ Haw
conld sieh a misiake be made® 1 have
ordered  npothing  from Chunklev's—
nothing. It is really extraordinary?
However, if the carman made such a
statement to yvou, Trotter, you are ex-
onerated, of course. You may go.”

Trotter went, wondering more than
cver. Ar. Quelech made a jump to the
telephone, almost as if he had Leen o
kangaroo. He grabbed the receiver off
the hooks, and gave the number of
Chunklev's Stores in Courtfield.  Mr.
Queleh wanted to know what it meant,
snd he wanted to know at once. The
mistake was serious enough.  Apart
from the anvovance of having that stack
of foodstuffs on his hands, doubiless
there would be & bill from Chunkley’s=—
that was cerisin to follow the delivery
of the goods, even if ther had been
delivered by mistake. And to judge by
the size of the pyramid on the Form
master’s sludy table, the Lill wonld be a
leng one. It could net be less than five
pounds at least. Such an error could
not be set right too quickly.

*Chunkley’s Stores * came througl.

“Me. Queleh speaking from Grev
friars. Uerlain goods im-'r: been de-
livered here for me that were never
orderod—-"

“That will be * Inguiries,’ sir. Kindiv
hold the line and I will pul wou
through.” b

Mr. Quelch fumed over the telephone,
Tt was past tea-timme, and he wanted his
1ea, DBk this extraordinary matter liad
to be sel rvight first.

“Chunklev's Stores ™
Tnquicy Department,

“Mr. Queleh speaking  from  Cipeiv.
friars. Corinin oods have beon doliverod
heve by wistake,  NWobthing wns arderc]
Ly me, I declive to aceept these goods,
[ require vou to remove thewn al ooee”

“"When was the order given, sri™

came frvien the

N0 order was given ! sheteked Mre.

Cuizleh,
“1E aan will tell me by what dedlvery

vou reccived the goods, sir, no doubd
the matter can be sot right.”

“The page tells me they came by
special  delivery, not more than ten
minutes pr & guarter of an hour ago.”

“Very good, sir! That will be the
Special Delivery Inguiry. If you will
kindly hold the line I will pubk you
through.”

Mr. Quelch held the line, bat not
kindly., His expression was most- und
kind.

“Chunklex's Blores!™ came
chearfully from the Spegial
Inguiry Office.

“Mr. GQueleh speaking from Grey-
friarsz. A gquantuy—a huge guanbity—
of comestibles leas been delivered here
uring my abscncp——""

“Quite 5o, sir. I remember the order,
I trust the goods arrived in time.”

along
DPelivery
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READ HOW FISHER 7. FISH CAME
TO CGREYFRIARS!

"Hustle " and * Pep "' are the two watch-
words of Fisher T. Fish, the amazing
junior from Mew York, but by the time
the Greyfriars boys have pulled his Amen-
can leg a little, Fisher Tarleton Fish is
forced to the conclusion that England is
not such a " sleepy Ii'l ole island ™ as he
has been led to believe! If yuu‘rc in the
humour for a good laugh read—
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(Mo. 47)

Any Newsagent will supply you
with 6 ropy.
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“Biess my soul! T—"

“The vvder was for Speeial Delivery,
sir.  Our Bpecial Delivery Service 13
absolutely reliable, as you have found,
s, Thank vou, sivl”

“Hold oni” shrieked Mr. Queldh.

Bul the Special Delivery ‘Inguiry
Office had rung off. No doubt the
bright aund efficient young man there
supposed that Mr, Quelech had
courteous={v rung him up to thank Lim
for that prompt delivery, No doubt he
thonghe it very civil of him: but he had,
of cour=c. no time to waste; they were
very bus.y st Chunkley's, Or perhaps
e did not think at all. At Chunkles's
Srores tungs weore speeded up in guite
ah Amerienn manner, 0 naturaliv there
was nol wied theee Tor thinkineg.

Ble. Qiuedel gazed at the telephone.
e would probably bave ground his:
feeth bad Lo possessed liis first or second
teeth, Tub ar Mr, Queleb’s age, and
with bis dental armungements, sreisding

the tecth was rather too risky an ex-
periment. Third teeth would not stand
1t.

He Iooked at the telephone as if Jig
would like to bite it, and rang up again,
Having gone through the lengthy pro-
cess required by the efficient systom at
Chunkley's, he arrived once miore at the
SBpecial Delivery Inguiry Office.

“Mr. Queleh, speaking from CGrev-
friars,” he recited weavily, “Kindly
hold the line till T have finished speak-
mg.  An immense quantity of food-
stulfs has been delivered here——"'

“Yes, sir. Everylhing satisfactory,
I trust, sic®"”

“Nothing of the kind!" hooted My,
Quelch. I gave no order to-day.
Some absurd, some ridiculous mistake
has been made. I require vou to taka
away these -these ridiculous things at
ll,"'_l]'][:'{':!”

“1 am sorry if there has been & mis-
take, sir! What did you order?"

“Nothing ™

“Kindly rake the matier as clear aa
possible, sir.  You say that ecertain
goods have been delivered by mistake,
iy that case, have or have not the goods
vou ordered reached you®"

“Nothing was erdered!”

“ Nothing, sir?”

The sinart young man at Chunkley's
was _evidently surprised. Even
Chunklev's, cfficient as ihey were, did
not. make mistakes like this.

“Certainly not! T have been oot all
tiwe alternoon, and on my return I found
that your man had just delivered these
poods. A Jarge guantitv—isn enormong
auantity of foodstufs.”
"I yeeall the order, sir.
jam-taris i

“ Kindly do not go through the list.
No. order was given by me,”

“Hem! The goods were ordered in
vour natne, sir, at least, Perhaps some
other person speke on the telephone for
vou,’

“No one was anthorised
Impossibde

“ One moment, zir, while T refer to
my ovder list for Special Delivery."

Mr, Queleh walted one moment, and
then a good many more moments, But
the voice came through mgain at last.

“There 15 no mistake, sir.™

“Whal—what ¥

“The goods were ordered Ly tele-
phone, for Special Delivery, sir, and
were delivered as booked. 1 do not
quite understand your cotplaint, sir,”

“I did not give the order. TI vou

have received such an order wnder m
ll?.l'ﬂ'E_, SOMEONE WS 1.]5[11,]'.'! my namo

Theroe doren

lo do  so0.

without authorization!” shricked Mr.
Quelech.
“Indecd!  Are you Me Quelch

speaking T

“I have =aid z0."

“From Crroviciars School 7

“"¥Yes, ves, ves!™

“Then I fail to see where a mista%o
can have arisen, sir. Certainlv  the
goods were u.::r{irerm:iJ wittl instructions to
place them in vour study if vou were
not at howme, sir. It was stated that the
pege would take the earman to voue

study  with  the goods, if you wera
gbsont.  The man hes vot vet returned.
but 1t appears he carried oul il

insbruetions, ™

Mre Queleh gasped.

“You are sbsolutely sure thal (Jiean
good: were ordered dnoany nnnae?S Lo
spdunbbavited.

“There 1= noe donbdt whatever on that
point, e

“Rles iy sonfl”

1 eutinned an pase 17}

T Maoxer Loanany.--Na, ¥k,
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INTRODUCE DICKY NUGENT TO YOUR PALS!

Ll

“FEARLESS TO THE
RESCUE!"

(Continued from previous page.)
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drew a small bisickle-purp from his

pocket, and Fumpaﬂ in breth,
“ Mersy ' he c¢ried. * What meray
would you have shown to this poor girl

head she fallen into your clatches '™

“Wa shounld not have harmed her,
genor,’”” esid the lsader of the gang. “ Wo
were meerly going to give her a dose of
clorry-form and render her wunconshus,
and then kidnap har and hold her to
ransom. Her father—the Senor Birch-
omall—is a riech schoolmaser, Ho haa
a horde of gold in the old onlc chest, and
ha would gladly have paid e fat gam for
the releass of the pretty scnorita—his
daughter.’

“Hig daughter ! " gasped Frank Fear-
less,
JHe turned quickly to the girl

“Are you really Doctor Birchernall's
daughter "

* Y-o-e-a,"” faltered the girl, * but that's
the only thing agrinst me. I'm teying
hard to live it down! And I can't help
being hiz daughter, can L 1"

“Of corse not ! " said Frenk pallently.
“What shall T do with these ruffans ?
Would you like mo to take off my belt
and give then o round duzzon epeace ¥V

“WNo, no! Let them go 1" said Melly
Birchemall, * They hawve suffersd enudl,
judging by their faces, You have robbed
them of what little bewty shey had.”

Frank Fearless turned to the cowenng
cowerds in the roadway. Fle waved his
hand towards space.

“Hop it 1" he said curtly,

And the would-be kidnappers of Molly
Birchemall were only too plad to obey.
They slunk out of sight as fast as their
hurta would allow thern, svaring soitly
in Spannish as they dissppeared.

Molly Birchemall slipped a slim white
hand in one of Frank's. She looked up
at her gallent reskewer with a bewitching
smile,

* My hero ! " she purred softly. “ You
have earncd my lifelong grattytude !
Tell me, what iz your name "

* Franlk Fearlesa. "™

Molly gave & start,

“You ara the new boy—tho boy who
is due to arrive at 5t Sam's to-day ? "

Frank noddoed,

* What hoave yéu done with my father?*”
gasped Molly. * He was ko have fotehod
vou from Fearless Towers.™

“Ho iz zafe and sound,” said Frank
with o grin. “ Owing to an unforchunit
mizsehap on the road, we had to rt
compatny. But he will come rolling
home in due corsze.’

At thia Molly was mollyfied. She had
feared ot first that something dreadful
had happenead,

“May I give vou a lift to St. Sam's,
Misg Birchemall * ** askod Frank Fearloss,
with all the surteey of o night of old.

Molly's eyes sparkled with plezzure,
Sho perched herself on the soap-box
beside hor reskewer, and together they
rode in state through the school gateway,
where Fossil, the porter, stood fossilised
&t the apecktacla,

The Flying Fury, with I'rank Feacless
and Molly and the rest of the mensgery
on board, rumbled and rsttled into the
quadrangle, seattering right and left the
startled juniors, who were playing footer
there. Bnorting like nn old war-horse,
and with clouds of smoke pouring out of
the oxheust, it careered wildly over the
flaggatones.

And that was how Frank Fearless came
to St. Sam's.

ey

II.

if Y hat 1™
* What a guaint old busa 1"
Jack Jolly & Co., the herces
of the Fourth Form at St
Sam's, crowded round the Flying Fury.

* Why,” said Jack Jolly with a lari,
a3 he surveyed the car, *'it's got no
body ! **

“That's no body's business but mine ! *
retorted Frank Featless, as he helped his
charming companion to alite,

Jack Jolly frowned,

“This checky cob of a new kid wants a
jolly  good bumping!"” he growled.
* First he nearly runa us down, and now
he starts being sorey ! Just wait till
Molly Birchemall's gone, and then we'll
put him in his placs 1 7

Molly overheard that remaric.

“You will do nothing of the sort!”™
she ecricd, her eyea flashing, * You will
not lay a finger on Frank Fearlesa, He ig
& brave end pallent hero! Buat for hia
curridge and resorce, I should not be hera
I'.l':l'w..ﬂ
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_ CRAMD SCHOOLBOY-ADVENTURE VOLUMES !
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fa the title of a magnificent Book-length
yurn of schoolboy life and adventure now
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And then, while Franl: Fearless stood
blushing, with downeast eyes, Molly told
all the Tellows how he had reskewod her
from the clutches of the gipsies,

Instantly Jack Jolly & Co.'s attvtude
changed towards the new boy, Plucky
heroes themselves, they were quirk to
retoggniae pluckyness in another. Warme.
11 they shook Frank Fearless by the hand,
chanting at the samo time, " Freeze s
jolly good fellow ! "

Molly Birchemall smiled. Sho gave
Frank Fearleaa a bright nod, snd tripped
lightly wmite the house,

Frank gazed wistfully after her retreeting
Agger, .

* A stunning girl, that ! ** he said. * I'd
have fought o thowsand gipsies for her

sake ! ™

"Mﬁg{v Birchemall's onn of the beat,"
agread Merry of the Fourth. " The Head
duzzent desserve to have such a bawtiful
daughter. He's an ugly.faced old fogey
himgelf,"”

" Where iz the Hoad, by the wayt"
saked Jack Jolly, peering into the rabbit-
huteh asif he eggapectod Doctor Birchamall
to amorre.

Frank Fearloss told the paneful story of
how the towing-rops had snapped, leaving
the Head stranded in the bathehair trailer,
miles away from anywhere, snd not know-
ing the nearcst way to it,

Jack dolly & Co. held their sides, and a
merry peel of larfter rang out. The
juniora never failed Lo be tickled by the
Hoad's misfortunes.

“Poor old Head!" gurgled Bright.
“ Aren't you going back to fetch him,
Fearless *

~""No jolly fear! 1'd rathor walk into a
lion's den face old Birchemall at thia
moment !

* But you'll have to face him later on—
a5 soon B2 he gets back,” said Jack Jolly,

Frank Fearless shrueged s shoulders,

" P'raps the old buffer will have sim-
mered down by then,” he said.

And then ha turned hiz attention to his
peta, who were glad to bo releesed after
their long captivity.

Billy the goat was conducted to the
Head's garden, where he way loft to wander
at will. The rabbit.-huteh woas also cop-
veyed to the garden, and the bunnics were
let locss ameng the Head's cabbages.
There was no fear of them running away,
for they were devoted to Franl Fearlogs.
When they had fed to their harts’ content
thay would find their way buack to their
huteh,

What tho Hesd would say when ha found
that the new boy's potsa had been given
tho freedoin of lus parden remnained to be
heard !

Percy the parrot was the only member
of the menagery who waa not libberated.
Percy was taken in his cage to Jack Jolly's
study, and suspended from the sealing.
He chattered away quite gaily to Jaek
Jolly & Co., who ma?lc s awiul fuss of
him, and fod him with augar through the
bars of the cage.

Frank Fearless found a home for the
Flying Fury in the Head's private garridge,
The parridpe was empty, for the Head
had long age been compelled to put his
Rolla-1iice in pawn,

The new oy was invited o tea by Jollv
nnd Moerry and Bright, who stood him o
fine feed of fricd sossidges, followed by
cakes and pastrys from 1he tuckshop.
After which, to show their adimiration nned
cstean  for ihe gallant hero who hadd
reslicwed Molly Birchemall, they pressed
him to a little jelly.

Frank Featless was sprowling in the
armehnir alter his repost, when suddenly
there was quite & conunotion down in tlie
gacdeangle,

The juninrs sprang to their fect and
rughed to 1he window,

A remarkalde seen greotesd tlodr s,

{Continurd on paye 28,)
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=1 trpst yon will he able te reclify
the mistake, ¥ any, at your end, sir.
Good-hye!”

Chunkley's rang off, .

Mr. Queleh put up the veeciver. For
some moments e was guite dazed. He
realised 1hat the mistake had not been
made at Chunkley's Stores. Someoue
had telephoned in his name, ordering
lhese goods—an absurd practical joko
at his expense, Someonc in the school,
of course, A practical joker outside
Ureyiriars ‘l.!.'a:ml-.{ not have known that
AMr, Queleh was absent ithat afternoon,
and  could  searcely have added the
detail about the page showing the car-
man to the study. 1t was some Grey-
friars foilow who had played this trici
- Mr. Quelech knew now that it was a
trick. Who?

Back inte MMr. Quelel’s mind came
Me. rout’s information. Buuter had
endered his study surreptitiously during
his absenco,

Bunter!

Mr. Queleh understood. .

Bunter was not the fellow 1o risk
playing o practical joke on g Form
master Jike My, Quelch. It was not
merely 8 jeke.  The unserupulous,
imiquitons young rascal had intended
te vonsumie these foodsiuffs—only the
Remove master’s retuen had nipped that
sehere, Al was clear 1o My, Queleh
paw. Iad he remained out of gates
1ill after tea, he would never have found
these woods in his study, He would
have koown nothing of them uniil the
bill eame in from Chunkley's at the end
of the month, My, Quelch saw 1t all.

e whipped open the door of Ins
study.

Hobson of the Shell was-in view in
the distance, and Mr. Quelch called
to lvim, or, rather, shouted.

** Habzon

Yoo, sir i

The Shell fellaw came along, guiie
surprised by the excttement in the face
of the uswally grave and composcd
Hemove mastor.

“Hobsan, will you kindly find Bun-
ter, of wy Form, and tell him to come
to 1y .v-t-m!i' at once, =ip¥"

“Urertainly, siel”

Holson of the Shell horeied awaw,
el Mr. Queleh sicpped back into his
stimdy,  There he selecled hiz stontesd
CRING,

THE TENTH CHAFTER.
Bend Over !

i ALLO, Lalle, halla!  You're
H wanled, old fat bean!™
Bob Cherry made that re-
mark as the voiee of Hobson
of the Shell was beard in the Remove
LHASH
Ilobson was Ring:ng out cheerily:
“Bunter!  Buoter's wanted!  Any-
hody scen a fat pig rooling aboul 7
Wheve's that piflling porker Bunter ¥
Billy  Bunter had  finished lea in
Sty Moo 1. He rose fram the table,
his Tut jaw dvopping a lLitile,
*I=T w0y, you [ellows, who—who do
vou think wanis me ™ he stammered,
"L -1 say, it eno’t be Quelehy, vou
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know. Wha-a-a-at should he want me
for?"

“Faihead!” said Bob.

The door of Sludy No. 1 opened under
the propulsion of James Hobeon's boot,
applicd from without.

“Got a fat pig here, you men? O,
here he is! Your Form mastcr wanis
you 1n las study, fatty.”

“Wha-a-at docs ho want me for.

Hobson ¥

U Rlessed i I know, or care; but
vou'd better put scme coxercise-books
in your bags!" grinned Hobson, “I've
never seen old Quelehy look in sueh a
bait"™

“Is—is—iz he waxy ™

“Waxy ! said Hobson. “Waxy 1zn'i
the word., Ever seen a savago Iun
thirsting for Llood £

Wunne !

“Well, I haven't, cither; but if yon
saw one, yon'd see somebody exactly
bike Quelchy at the present moment!™

“{HI dQ:"-l'!H

“What have you been up toi” asked
Hobson. *It's something a bit out of
the common, 1 should say, i1idqing by
Quelehy’s looks, DBurgling Ins desk #"

“0Oh, really, you beasl!”

“Well, you'd belter travel™ said
Hobzon cheerily. “He's boiling now.
1f your walt bl L boils over yom may
et b worse,”’

And with that kindly advice James
Hobzon betook himself about his own
affairs.

Bunter turned s ghastly face vpon
the Famons Five,

“1—I eay, you fellows, d-d-d-de you
think Quelehy koows ¥

“Looks like it," satd Harry Wharton.

“He—he suspects me of erdering that
stuff  from  Chonkley’s, you  think?®"
groancd Dunier.

“What did you expeet, you fat idiofF"°
growled Johnny Bull,

“Oh, loxr' 1™

“Beotter ent off, Bunter,” szaid Boab
Cherry.  * You won't make it any better
by keeping Quelchy waiting, as Hobby
said, ™

“Bol==but—I—1 say, I—I can't go,
f'ml know., I—I'm not goimg (o be
icked, you konow!”

“Cut off, as21”

*I don't sce why Quelehy shonld sus-
pect me. Bhows a rotten, low, suspicious
reHnd—-"

“For poodness’ sake, go, you ass! Do
you want Quelehy o come np here for
you ' exelnimed Nogont,

S0, lort i

Lilly Bunter rolled to the study door,
It =ecmed almost as 3 his fac lutle leogs
refuscd Lo carey him.

But evidently he had o go when Alr,
Quelelh =ent for him. Matbors would
not  Be dmproved by compelling the
Romaove maxter to come op and [otel-
bhim, Rather the reverse,

Bamnber fobttered down the slairs,

“Well, the fat idiot has done 1t now,”
satdd Dol L,']Iu!l'l':,r 1":}Jr|!:riﬁ[rr;:|,1,.;iugTj_ L
F,IEF]. |.'|.|.[ I L'{]I]Il..i 1.':.' .‘1-'.1:!!] ]!;'II:'I.”‘

Burder drapged himself along to the
Remove master's study.

Tl daor was opan,

Me, Queleh was standing theve with
a cange 1o his hand, and the expression
on his Tace was andoubtedly IHunnish,
thongh perhaps net gquite so ITunnish
as depicled by Hobson of the Zhell,

His eyes glitteved at the sight of the
Owl of the Eemove,

“Come in, Bunter!™

Bunter tottered in, e halted a pace
or ilwo inside the deoarway, blinking
dolorously at Mr. Quelch

' Now, Bunter——"

“i~I didn't, sip 1™

“What ™

L wasn'é 1™

“ma - W e ==

What do vou mean, Duoter 7™

“I—I mean I'm inneceent, sic !’ ga_ape-:l

wnter. it was—was  very likely
Bunt “it as very  likel
another fellow all the time, sig ™

' Buntey!™
M= hope vou can lake wy word,
sir!® gasped Bunter, 1 never did any-
thing of the sort, sir! I—Ive been oud

of Eiutt:s all the alternoon. 1 never
touched the telephone, sip!"

“Thoe—the telephone 7™

Y%es, sir. 1 assure you I onever
dreamed of such a thing, sir. XNothing
would make me do it

“Upon my word!”?  stuttered Mr.

Qualeh,

“Home icllows uze a master’'s phous
when he's out, 2ir,” said Bunier. " XNot
me, sir. I wouoldn't. The—the fact iz,
sir, I—I hardly know how to usc a tele-
phone, and I—T1 don't know Chunkley's
“.l”,’i,'.if'er- sir. I—I hope you believe me,
siv T

“Believe you ! gasped Mr Quelch,

“¥es, sir., Chowan 1 go now 7

“XNo, Bunter!” thundered My, Quelch.
“You may not go!™

“ O, ulz'lrunrhs..'”

“I wans about to inquire, Buanler,
whetirer you had been guilty of the out-
rageons trick that was played here tnis
afternoon. I had very litlle doubd,
Bunter, but it was wmy intention to in-
quire very 1.I1urmlghl¥ before adminize
tering punishment. nquiry, however,
would now be superfuous, as you Arg
condemned out of your own mouth.™
“Nob at all, sir. [-—"

“You telephoned to Chunkley's Slores
upon this instriment this afternoon ¥

“&h, na, sir! I—I was i my study
at the time, sie!”

AL what thme ™ hoofed Mr. Queleh,

HI—=1—1 micay—" )

“¥ou used my name in ondering a
large quantity of goods from CUlnkley's
Slorest”

“Your—=your name, sigi"

“Tt was your infention to consume—
I should say devour-—=ta devour this un-
hoalthy mass of foodstuffs,  Unly my
fortunate return prevented you from
carrving out your iniquitous scheme™

Bunter could nol see anything forfa-
nate about the Form master’s refuri.
Froan his point of view it was distinetly
nnfortunale,

“What have you te say, Bimier?”

“I1-<I—-1—1 am quile ingocent, sir!
Innocent as the=1he babe in apms!™
gasped Bunter.

“ o yvou deny entering my stoady ¥

“Lertainly, =p!7 Bunter was pae-
parcd to deny anything just then,

“Mr. Prout saw you conung lo oy
dndy Ina surreptitions manher.”™

N, na, sir! Alr. Prout was mis-
taken, sir! Yon—yon know what an ol
donkey Mre Prout is, siv?” stammered
Banter.

“AWhat 3" roared Mr, Quelch.

Hlewl—T mmcan--that  is—1 wan'd
doing anything syropstivious, sivl 1-}
Never Was avrupstitious inomy fife, =it
I* p-perbaps My, Prout had been--been
1]1-]i]ulziug, siri"™ angrested Lonter hope-
fully.

"‘:i)rini-cing O and M. Qoeleh dazedly,

“Yes st Yoon—ion hoow peopls
think 1111.'-.:; soe all sorts of thines when
—when they've been drinking

If Bupder cxpected (o improve waliers
by the suggestion that ihe Fifth Form
ma=ter had been ' ceeing double,” Lo
wns dimapponied.  Indecd, his ingen-
1ous sngrestions secued lo tlensily My,
Guelel's wrath,

Y Yau—you insolent  youug rascall
exclaimed Mr. Quelch, "How dave you
make sneh nigauitous suggestions? Youe
vk =hient will he all the more ~overa
[ov your nsolonce |
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“Oh, loc"!™

“1 shall cane you, Bunber, with the
utroost  severity. I shall give you
twenty strokez!"

“Yaroooh!"

“The bill for these goods will be sent
to your father. You will not, however,
be allowed to touch them. I shall ex-
?lmn the matter fully to Mr. Bunter.
f you were a less obtuse boy, Dunter,
if vou were not the most crassly abtuse
and stupid boy at Greyfriars, I should
take vou to the Head and request him {o
expe! you from the school. I amn treat-
ing ¥ou very leniently in sentencing you
anly to twenty strodees of the cane. Bend
over. that chair, Bunter!"”

Bunter fairly poggled at him through
his big spectacles,

It had fatlen to Billy Bunter'a lot,
more than once, to take “siz ™ bending
over & chair. DBut twenty!

And in Mr. Quolch's present mood it
was absolutely cortain t{ut every one of
the twonty would be a hefty one.
Obviously, the Remove master was going
to put his beef into it
“ Do you hear me, Bunter®™
Mr. Quelch pointed to the chair with
his cane.

Bunter heard him. Dozens of.fellows
heard him, for that matter. Mr,
Quelch’s voice was both loud and deep,
and the study door was open.  Hut
though Bunkter heard him, he heeded
not.

Twenty swiped of the enreged Remove
master's cane was altogether too thick.
Bunter know that he had o obeyr. He
knew that rebelliousness wonld enly
nake malbers worse. He koew thab it
was wisest to take his punishment and
get it over.  DBuot it was no use—he
eonldn’t! If the spirib was willing, the
flesh was weak. It was really a physical
impossibility for Bunter o bend over
tha chair and take twenty.

“Bunter, I command you!”

“Oh dear! Ow!”

Mr. Quelch made a skride towards
Bunter, evidently intending to grasp
him and bend him over the ehair.

Bunter jum back into the passage.

It was rof his will that acted: it was
instinet, His fat body carried on, as it
were, without waiting for the direction
of hig fat mind.

“ Buanter | roared Mr. Quelch,

He strode after Dunter, the cane in
the air.  As he stepped out of the
study he had & view of a pair of heels
vanishing round a corner.

“Runtor I

Bunter was gone,

e —

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Brain Storm !

s H, erikoy!™

Billy Bunter groaned.

If ever a fellow in the wide
. universe had been up against
it. William CGeorge Bunter was up
aralnst 1t now,

“He was in Study No. 7. He bad fled
there, like a rnb—l::';it to ifs hole. But
there was no protection in Study No. T.
He had locked the door. Dut what use
was a Jlocked door against  the
authority of & Form matter?

Bunter was for it! He knew that!
And he groaned in dismal terror woul
apprehension.

Mr. Queleh might consider it undigni-
fied to pursue & junior who seudded
WAy to EEE‘:I.}SE punishment. In that
Cose, he would send a prefect to fotch
him. Bunter was only postponing the
¢vil bour. He was making matters
worse. It might be & Heads Aogging
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now, instead of twenty from Mr.
Quelelh, It might be both! DBunter
knew it.  Dut the knowledge did not
help him., He had asked for it; but,
like another tramsgressor of earliot
times, he found the punishment greater
thepn he conld bear.

Bunter . generally depended upon his
wonderful power of fiction to help him
out of a scrape. If “erammers ™ could
have saved now, he was preparcd to
turn out a series of untruths that
Ananias or George Washington would
have regarded with admiring despair.
But that waz all in vain now-—prevari-
cation was futtde. Mr. Queich knew
that he was 'the cuilly party, just as
these beasts had warned him. A low,
stapicious mind had caused Qualchy to
suspect him: 2n ungentlemanly refusal
to take a fallow’s word had finished the
matter.

“Oh, lor’ ! groaned Bunter.

Any resource would have been wel
come to the Owl of the Remove to
escape punishment. But he was at the
end of his resources.

What could he say?

Like the celebrated witness who was
prepared to swear “in a general way,
anythink!” Bunter was not particulap
what he said, so long as it staved off
punishment,  That was the important
poit. And he could think of nothing
—he was at the ond of his tether.

There was a chuckle in the Remove
passage.  The other Remove fellows
were not taking thiz awful erizizs  se
geriously as Bunter was,

o Lmh&_ﬂigg his s’md:i-," said Skinner's
vowee. The potty chump! welchy
will skin kim Iﬁ?‘h‘ﬁ}!" I ¥ g

M Ow!™ groaned DBunter,

:‘ Must be mad '™ giggled Snoop.

“Mad as a hatter, T should -think, to
play the goat like this! Quelchy's
crupting like Vesuvins'™ )

“Ha, ha, ha!

“ Beasts " groaned Bunter.

But he sat suddenly upright  in
chair,

BMlaql!

That word, cavelessly uttered, had
touched a chord in Bunter's memory,
It vecalled the news item he had
perused in the newspaper that after.
noon, while locked up in the hox.-roowm.

Bunter’s eyes glistened behind  |his
big plasses,

He bad done the frick—ihat was
known.  There was no getling out of
that. Dut suppose lie had been tempo-
rarilv mnsane when he had done it!

Ii » New York banker could have
brain-storms, why couldn't a Greyfriars
fellow have bratn-storms?

The newspaper had  distinetly  statod
that the haplest banker had  suffored
from a brainstorm, in the threes of
which he bad felled a cashier with a
ledger, and gone for the bank janitor
with a hatehet.  Bunter's proceedings
had not been o serious oo that, at all
events,

His fat face cleared.

He had sat in  helpless, hopeless
search of a “crammer ” that would
answer his purpoze. Here it was,

If ho did not pet away with it, so to
speak, at least be would he no worse
off. But why shouldn't he get away
with it? The American banker had got
away with it. Brein-storms, in fact,
were quite fashionable in modern days,
like appendicitis and things. In the
sleepy old Victorian days, prople had

t on well enough without either,

ut medical science had advanced by
leaps and bounds since then. All sorts
of dizeases had been brought into daily
use, 8% 16 wore.

Any medical

hig

man would know =

brain-storm when he saw one.  Mr
Quelek, uwnfortunately, was not =&
medieal man, and he wmight share the
ordinary man-in-the-street’s sceptical
attitude towards the fairy tales of
science, But, after all, there must be
such things as brain-storms, or they
wouldn't be reported in the papers. If
& thing was in a newspaper, therc must
be something in it, Bunter, of course,
was not yot old enough to Enow much
sbkout the working of the deily Press,

“T've gol it he murmured,

Bunter felt bucked.

it was a chance. at least-—and it waz
& case of any port in a storm.

There was no doubt about the storm”
It waz abont to break on Billy Bunter's
devoted head.  If that storm might be
averled by another storm-—a  brain-
storm—Bunter was saved. All that was
needed, so far as Bunter could see, was
& little lying. In that line Buntoer had
2 just conflidence in his own powors

There came a tap at the study door.

" ome out, Bunter!” ecalled Teter
Todd's voice, “For goodness’ sake
don't play the fool! Walker's coming
up to fetch von '™

Bunter unlocked the study doae,

A crowd of fellows stared into  the
study as he openad it,

Bunler eaught up & bread-knife from
the table. There was no ledger or
hatchet handy, so he could noi follow
exactly in the footsteps of the Awmecri-
can gentleman who had had a brain-
storm.  Dut a Lread-knife was poodl
enourh,

“What the thump—*"

“Blood ! shouted Bunter,

“Wha-a-ab "

“Plood! Ha, ha!”

F:‘:unrer brandished the bread-knife.

.I-.::a::t]_v how maniacs behaved Dunter
did not quite know. He had never boern
inaide o lunatic asylum; though Remove
fellows had told him often enough thai
he onght to have been. But this seoml

cnough.  If he had become
tﬂngmra_nly---a lunatie, with lomicidal
tondencies, something of this sort woulil
fill the hill,

“Put down that knife!” roared Peler
Todd.

“Han, ha! Dload ™

“Is the fat idiot mad?® exclaimed
Skinner, backing away lastily from the
study deorwax. -

“laroat Scott!”

“Whot——"

fMad!® yelled
Bload ™

He made a rush at the juniors, aml
'-'!’l'i‘!!r' seattered, with startled  exelaom.
tions.,

“Look out!®

“He's gone pobly!”

“Aind your oye!”

Walker of the Sixth came aleng fronn
the stairs. [Fle was commisioned b
Mr. Queleh to fetelh Dunter.  Flo sjare!
at lthn alarmed crowd in the passpge.

“ What's all this ™ spapped Walleer,

“Look out!”

“Bunterts raad ™

“Ho's got a knife ™

Y0, don't play the goat!”  sawnd
Walker crossly, and he came on in il
doorway of Stuly No. T.

Biilly Bunter's fat heart alimost failed
Lim at the sight of a prefect of (-
Sixth Form,  Had 6 been Wingate
Bunter would probably have deappued
his remarvkable seheme {ilm. a hol potaia
Bt it was onlv Walker, and there woyps
many jests i the Lower Forms ol
Walker of the Sizth being a funk,

Bunter carrvied on.

“Ho!" he rowured, brandishing (b
bread-knife, and making a lunge in tha
direction of the prefoct,

Buwnler. “Ha, Lia!
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scaltered with startled exclamations.

““ Look out ! ** ** He’s gone poity } ™

“Mad | ** yelled Bunter, *Ha, ha! Blood ! He made & rush at the juniors, brandishing the hread-knife, and they
“ Mind your eye ! ™

(See Chapter 11.)

Walker jumped back.

Certainly that lunge would not have
reached him. Bunter's brain-storm did
not carry him so far as that. But
Walker took remarkable good care that
it did not reach him. His backward
jmmp carried him right across  the
Remove passage to the further wall.

That was cnough for Bunter. Ile
only necded encouragemnent.

“Blood I he roared.

And he jumped out of the study after
Walker of the Sixth.

“Great mp!”

Walker of the Sixth went for the staivs
as 1f he thought he was doing the School
nuarter-mile. Walker of the Bixth had
no use for a dangerons mantac at closo
fjuarters.

At the sight of the prefect running—a
prefect of the Sixth Form—there was a
Farther seatbering  of the alarmed
Removites,  Fellows seondded to  the
stairs, or up to the box-room, or into
their  studiez, slamnming the doors.

Bunter raged down the passage afler
Walker,

“EBlop!” lie roured. “I'm mad—niad!
Ifa, ha! Btop! Blood! Ha, ha!”

“0Oh crumbs!”? panted Walker, and he
deseended the Remove staircase three
steps at & time,

Sknmer and Bncop were lalling aver
one anather in a franiie offort to gob inta
their study, while Blotl was blocking the
dgoorway. DBuonier rushed towards them,

“Help!” velled Snoop.

“Ob, my hat! Keep off " roared
Sknner,

Stott flew oo the sfudy, and Snoop
after hin,  Skinmer heard Dunter pant-
g close behind him. He rvaced in and
siammed Lthe door.

Hlam !

“Yaroooh ! roaved Bunier, :

He had eaught tho door with s nose,

*“Lock 1! screamed Snoop, * Shove
the table against it! Put the desk to
it. Help!”
_ There were sounds of hasty barricad-
g,

In the Remove passage DBunter was
left alone—meonareh of all he surveyed.

He was getting away wikth it!

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Looking for the Lunatle !

(L ONSENSE ™
N “He's mad, sirl™

" Nonsenso
“Mad as a hatter, sirt”

“ Nonsense!” roared Mr. Queleh.

The Ilemove master looked quite
excited,

Mr. Queleh was sometimes cross, some-
limes very angry, cecasionally in a rago.
But he had seldom or never been in so
towering 4 rage as he was 1n now.

It really was the limit.

O his sludy table were shll stacked
Lhe piles of tuck ordered by Billy Buoler
in hiz name. The merve sight of them
had the effect on My, Queleh of a rod
rag on & bull.  And Bunter, alter that
miquitous  trick, had recklessly, rebel-
liously, fled frem punishinent.  Mr,
Queleh had selected his stoutost cane for
Buanter. IIe had been left standing with
the cane in his hand and fury in his face.
He hoad sent a profect to fetech Bunter
back. And the prefect returned empty-
handed, with a report that was ﬂﬂ}]t’:llv
lated fo add fuel to the flames of the
Form master’s wrath.

Mr. Quelch F]ared at Walker., He
was angry, and, like the prophet of old,
fre felt thel ho did well to be angry.
Tt his look was almost alarming. Any-
one leoking at the Remove master ab
that moment might have suspected that
it was Mr. Queleh, and not a wember
of his Form, who was sulflering in the
throes of 8 brain-storimn.

* Nonsense!” hooted Mr. Quelch for
the fowrth fime. “How dare you,
Walker, stand there and make such
utterly ridiculous statements!™

“I—1 assure you, sir—" stamumnered

“ Nonsense 1

#I-=I"ve seen him, sirl”

“* Nonzenso 1™

#Pho—the ather ;I":'lgﬂ. AT fl‘ig[a[‘ﬁtmd
ouk of their wils [

* Nonsense [

o ‘jlr'hf::,* were running like—Jike rabbils,
sir !

“ Nonsense ¥

Mr., Quelch's vecabulavy semned Lo ba
limited. But what it lacked in variely
it made up in ewmphasia.

o fairly shouted at Walker of the
Saxth.

“ Perhaps you'd like to sce for your
solf, gir,” soud Walker sulkily.

“Tak! Certainly I shell see for my-
self,” snorted Mr. Quelch. ™ 1E Bunter
is playing some absurd trick I shall soon
bring him to reason.™

“Twok out for the bread-knife, sir!”

“ MNonsense M

“He's got it in hizg hand Y

' I":ﬂ“ﬂﬂ nse !.:Jl

“He's wildly exeiled—-"

i I*Ecrn{it:nsc‘." I frorid

My, Quelch, gripping his eane har
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sivode out of the study, leaving Walker
of the Sixth biting hiz lips. Bunter's
woceedings  had undoubtedly  givon
Valker the tropression that Lhe had lost
his senzes—not that he had many to lose,
Mr. Quelch cvidently had quite a dif-
ferent opinion, If Bunter was out of
his senges, Mr. Quelch had not the
slightest doubt thut he could restore him
1o sanity by a liberal application of the
cane. ‘hat, at Jeast, was the mnethod
Ar. Quelch intended to use.

He strode away to the stairs, his face
like & thundercloud. He found Harry
Wharton & Co. on the Remove staircase,
going up. The Famous Five had been
in the Rag when they had received the
atarfling news that Bunter had gone
mad. They decided to go up to invest-
gate. Mr. Quelch, coming up the stairs
&t the uﬁlu:ll,tl.nlt-.5 overtook thoem.

“Wharton,” he rapped out, “ what is
this? What is this ridiculous prank that
Bunter is playing ¥

“Wea were Just
ualiir! the L'.:L[F'ra,in of the Remove.
[ellows say he's gone potty.”™

o Whal—‘—whutiﬁ? s

#1=1 mean, burmy, sir!”

“You mean what?  hooted
Queleh.

“Mad, sic!”

“1f you mean mad, Wharton, why do
vou not say what you mean? Cannot
vou speak the English language ?™

“ Yeopees, sie™

“Then kindly do zo when addressing
your IForm master,™

“0Oh, yes, sic!™

“Where iz Bunter now #7

“In the Hemove passape, sir,”

My, Ouelch whisked on.

The Famous Five looked at one
another with peenliar expressions. They
did not kpow what to make of the
matter ye¢t, or whether it was to be
taken sorionsly.

“If this is gammon=—and T suppose ik
is—Buntor is fairly asking for iL,"” said
Fob Cherry.

UThe gammonfuloess iz
aopined the Nabob of Bhanipur.

“2eill, he might be mad,” said Johnoy
Bull. * After all, he never was very
far off if. He hadn't far to po.”

“ But—-"" satd Wharton,

“Yeet's go and see”

The chums of the Remove followed
Alr, Quelch up. Only the Form master
was in the Remove passage when they
reached it, and he was looking like a
lion seeking whom he might devour.

“Where is Dunter, harton " he
boomed.

“ LI don't know, sir.”

“I have looked in his study. He iz not
t!m&e.” No doubt he is hiding in another
study.

Mr. Quelch was almost flaming now.
He really looked mg if he thought of
baginning on the Famous Five with the
caln, 5o cager was he to use it on some-
body. Harry Wharton & Co. kept at a
rezpectiul distance, Whether Bunter was
mad or sane, thore was no doubt that
Mr. Quelch was the more dangerous of
tha two.

“Bunter ! shouted Mr. Quelch.

Ha heard & sound in Stody No. 11,
and hurried to the door of that apart-
ment, He knocked loudly on the door.

There was o howl from within.

“Go away 1V

“(Get away, vou mad idiot!”

“*Wha-a-at?" stuttered Mr., Quelch.

His voice was not heard in the study,
Skinner and Bneop and  Stott  were
[I‘ﬂ-ﬂflﬁlury piling ehairs and fender on
the barricade,

“Lro away ! yvelled Skinner,
ui alone, vou potty rotter !”

“Good gracious !
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ing up to see, sir,”
“Thao

M.

terrific,”

“*Leave

“You mad villain, clear off 1™

“Upon my word!” gasped DMr,
Quelek. = Skinner, vou shall be Hogged
—vouw  shall  be  expelled—you—you—
you=——="" Words failed the indignant
Remove master,

“Oh erumbs!™  ZBkinner heard him
then.

”"IE'S Quelehy ! I—=I sax, =ir,
VR

“You young razeal-—"

“I—L thought it was Bunter. siri”
gasped Bkiner, Y He—be-—he's after
us with a kmfe, sir!"™

“ Nonsense ! Open thi:s door at once '™

 “Is—is Bunter there. sir!” quavered
Saoop.
“Pah!  Are you concepling Bunter

in this study?” thundered Mr, Quelch,

e, my nat! No fear!"
“Pah ™
Mr, Queleh turned awsy, boiling.

His infuriated cve fell on the Famous
Five,

“Look for Bunter at onee!™ Lo cor-
manded.,

“Oht Yes, sip!”

Mr. Queleh rooted furiously along the
Remove passage. Never had he been
40 anxious to see anvbody as he was
to sec Bunter. William George Bunter
often zaid that he was a much-sought-
after fellow. Dut he hawd never been
sought after belore so eagerly as thiz,

Bang ! The door of Study No. 14 was
locked, and Mr., Quelelr banged on it
with a bang that made it jump.

“Uh, Jerusalemn crickets!™
nasal voice from within, * You get, you
potty  mugwunp! I zuess 'l make
Ei}*alﬂ-.“t'raping:i of you if vou lbutt in

Ere.  You vamonose ionstanfer,’”

“Fisli 1" roarcd Mr. Queleh,

YOh ! Gee-whia! Yes, sirt”
Fizhor T, Fish.

“1s Bunter theret™

“No, sir! Nope! T guess not! He's
gone mad, sir—"

“Take five hundred lines, Fish, for
talking =uch uwtter nonzenze ! roared
BMr. Queleh.

“0h, holy smoke !™

Mr. Queleh raged on.  Dub Buuter
was nok in any of the studies. Alean-
whiie, Bob Cherry, looking up the Lox-
roonet sinir, had made a dizcovery,

“Hallo, hallo, halle ! There's a light
on in the box-room '™ he exclaimed.
“Come on, old beans [

The Famous Five ran up the stair
to the box-room. The gas was burning
there; and they sighted William Georgo
Bunler, sitting on Lord Mauleverer's
trunk, with an old newspaper in his
fat hands.

They stared at him, It was not 2
moment -when they had expected to find
Bunter reading a newspaper. They
were nob aware of the particular news
item in that particulay paper, or that
Bunter was reading the report over
and over again, in order to rvefresh his
memory concerning the svmptoms of
brain-storms.

The Owl of the Remove jummped up,
however, as they came in.

“Bunter, you ass—""

“ Bunter, you owl—="

“Bunter, veu prize idiot-—---"

“Ha!" yelled Bunter, grabbing up
the bread-knife, which he had laid an
the trunk, and brandishing i, ~ Blogd !

CInEe  f

frasped

“Crreat pip!”
“I'm mad-—1 mean, T've goi a braiu-
storm! Ha, ha! Go amd el @uelelis

I'm not safe! Ha, ha?”

“ My esteemied fartheaded Dunter—-"

Mr. @ueich’s volce boomed up the
stair,

“Ts he there?™

“Yez, sirt™

The rapid footsteps of the Romave
master were heard ascending the box-
ooty =lasr.

El:nn'r and coasel

hecped  Ehew,

Lrandishing the bread-knife. A sudider
I:‘ha'ﬂgc camme over i,

Now was the time for a ternilie
paroxysm of maniacal fury, lo conving-
the Bemove master iliat he ceally had
&  brain-storm, But 1 ol oy
materialise,

Bunter's fat koeos knocked togoelhe
85 he heard the Form master moaniiog
the stair, -

“0h, lor' i he gasped.

He dropped the bread-knife Lebind
Lord Mauleverer's trunk, asz Mr. Quelcl,
appearcd in the doorway, Tt woas horng
i upon lbliy Bunter's fat mind that i
was Line to Fecover.

UNTER '™
alafees wan
“Where—where am I:" he gasped,
I—1 think I've had a=—a braiostorm.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Me, Quelcl’s
alrmost wolfish,
“What #"
“Where am 2" gaspra Dunfer, “j—
“Wha-g-at®"”
“ Brain-storm, sie

A Complete Recovery !
B
Bunter palpitatod.
I—1I don't seemn to cetoember anything
the paper.**

Like the mar i

“ Like—like what " artienlared By
Cruelely, ‘

U I=I ihink I am recovering now.
oir,” said Bunter hopefully, *I've has
u brainstorm, sir”

BMr. Queleh  secived peotrifiad. Neo
doulit e had heard of brain-siorms

But he certainly had nover expected i
hear of one in the Grevfriars Memove

Harry Wharton & Co. gazed Llank!
al Dunter.  They were Leginning 1
understand now,  DBut it fairly “toos
their breath away,  Evidentlv Buonta
had been reading some stoff in the
newspaper, and had derived this exten
ordinary :tunt therefrom. Bt givings
it to Mr Queleh was something Ik
twisling fhe tail of an cnvaged tioe
It was n case of fools rushing in where
angels might fear to (read,

“I—T hope vou understand, sir,™ sai!
]}tulrtr, with diminishing hopefulies.,
“You—you know what o brajrestory is,
gir, It—it comes on o fcllow suddends
and-—and he docsa't koow what he.
doing.  Having done i1, he's nof
responsible.  Just o toneporary heain
storm,”’ :

Really, it was hard lines that Bunte
should have to educate his own For
master like this on the subject of the
fairy tales of science. But he realised
that e had to make the matter elear.

“You—yvou can see it all in—in the
papeor, Eil‘, if—if rou don't understmiel
brain-storms, sir,” said Dunter. * There
it iz, siel"

Mr. Queleh, too astounded to speak.
ook the newspaper mochanically. Hi-
dazed eves fell on the pews item tha
had inspired Dunter with Lis Jatest ano
most amazing stunt.

He read it in a dazed zort of wa,.

Bunter watched lum  hopefully.  H.-
could see no reason—abzolntely
reason—why ke shouldn’t bhave a brsin
stormy,  as well as a2y New Vork
banker,

" Bunter 1 gaspad  Mr. Queleh ai

lust.  He lozled the newspaper (o e
floor, and fized his exes on Dunter « ik
the glare of a basilisk,

“That's how it was, aie,"" stanrimese

Bunter.  “I—Dve had a Dbraja-stos s,
st

Y Bleaz my sonl 7

Y"Fellow  with & Dberainestorm, e

doesn’t know what he's at, That's Lo
T—I rame to relephone to {akice' -
thiz afternooa, i, Ii—ir was cotwong
on then,™
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‘Billy Bunter dropped the bread-knife as Mr. Quelch appeared In the doorway.
“ Where—where am I ¢ ** he gasped.
I—I think I've had a—a brain-storm—er—aer—Iilke the man in the newspaper,

was aimost wolfish. Bunter palpitated.

“ -I—1I don’{ seem to remember anything.

sir 1" (See Chapler 12.)

iy
** Bunter ! ** The Remove master's glance
“ What 7™ “ Where am I 7 ** gasped Bunter.

“ Ft—it—it wes coming on i stuticred
the Remove master,

* Yes, sir”

s Boy U :

‘=1 did it, sir, not knowing what
I was doing, and without remembering
aivthing about it afterwards, sir. My
aund’s an absolute blank, sir—I haven't
the faintest recollection of telephoning
tuﬁhunkley’ﬂ, ﬁir,;"m

i wipd !

™ Irp?ndr;:l}: t know how—how 1 came

Lerg, zir,” went on Bunter. © Is—is—

19 this the Bomove box-room, you
fellows £
“(h, my hat 1™ said Boh Cherry.
“T—T don’t know how I pot here”

aatd Bunter. “1t's all a blank, sir. I
didn't bunk up here when I heard you
coming ugp the Remove staircase, sir,
st pot heve withoud knowing how.”
1« this bov in hiz right senses?"
demanded Mr. Queleh, addrozsing space.
Wigh, ves. sir, now—I-—I've re-
covercd,™ snid Bunter, “ Ain't it—ain't
it wonderful, sie?”
“l—1—1 =17 gasped Mr. Quelch.
“I—I'm sorry if--if 1've done any-
thing amdss while-while I had my
Lrainestorm,  wr,”  stmomered  DBunior.
SO course, 1 wasn't respensible, T
Jon't remember anvthing I did--tele-
phoning to Chuanklex’s, «ir, or wagging
n bread kpife abonl in the Hemove
passage. Not a ihing, sir. My mind’s
wheolutely  blank alterwards, pest like
that mew in the newspaper, sir.”

“Ha, ha,
Five.

“Oh, really, you fellows——"

“8Bilence ™ roared Mr, Quelel. * This
is not a laughing matter.”

The Famous Five did not agree with
their Form master on that point., But
they tried to suppress their merriment.

“T'm surprised at you fellows,” said
Bunter reproachiully, “It's a jelly
serious matter, I cane tell you, for &
fellow to. have & Dbrain-storm. Mr
?ueluh kunows how serious it is. Why,
that jobnny in New York floored the
cashicr with & lediger, and went for the
janitor with a hatchet, Then he re-
covercd and his mind was a porfect
blank, just—just like mine.”

*Bunter!”  sinticred the HRemaove
master, " I—I1—1 hardly know how to
deal with you,”

“1'm all right now, sie,” said Bunter,
“Tt—it was bad while it lasted, sir, but
it's pone--quite gone, now.™

“Js it peossinle, Buder, that you
expect me to believe a single word of
your ridienlons and untrathful  state-
menis T

“{h, siv!™

“You have resd a ridiculous report in
a newspaper, amdl upon that, «ir, you
have founded this  absard  story!”
thnndered Mr, Quelel,

“{M, roally, sir—=—-"

“Jlaw dare vou tell me sineh palpable
Falselwonds, wretclied boy *7

“Bul -biet iUs quite troe, sivejust-—

ha!” yelled the Famons

just like the johnny in the newspaper,
gie.™

“ Bilence I

“Oh!'" gnsped Bunter. Tt really
looked as if Bunter’s word was not to
ba taken again: and as if Mr. Queleh
did not believe in brain-storms at all,

“If you repeat one word of that
foclizh story, Bunter, I shall take you Lo
tho Head for a fogging.”

“ e [
“Rut for your extracrdinary obiuse-
nest, which is perhaps somec  slight

excucs for youw, you should be given s
public Aogging, sir”

* Wow I"

“1 intend to deal with you myself,
Come.”

Alr, Queleh dvopped his hand on
Bunter's shoulder.  Bunter, having
bolted once from punishment, the Form
master di& not i”tﬂ-l:.;d }l_in trust h;m:'
again, ¢ grippe unter's  [ab
shoulder like & stEEI vice, and led him
out of the hox-room. P

Dunter tramped down the slair with
the Remove master, in the lowest of
spirits.

“Wall, my hat!” said Bob Cherer,
with a decp breath, “If that fal frump
doean’t talke the whole cake.” .

“The cakefuluess is terrific.  The lick-
fulness of the csteemed idiotic Bunter
will alse ho great.” .

“Not much doubt about that,” said
Harry Wharton, ““The fat dufler has

Tre MasxerT LIBRARY.— Mo, 956
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fairly begged and prayed for it this
fime, "

" The chums of the Remove followed
on. In the Hemove passage, most of tho
Removites wére gathored now. An
excited crowd watched Mr, Quelch and
Bunter rogréss  towards the lower
stoirs, the Remove master's hand
gripping the fat junior’s choulder It
was understood in the Remove now that
it had been only & false alarm; that
William George Bunter weas not
dangerous,

Cerfainly, be did not look dangerous
now. He limped along by the side of
Lis Forra master, in & c¢rushed and
crumpled state, Ho blinked at the
fl‘l.llnillg' juniors with lack-luslre eyes as
e, passed them.  Bunter, personally,
could soe nothing to grin at, Whether
he sulfered from brain-storms or not,
there was no doubt iliat he was going to
suffer from lns Form masfer. It was
an awfully serious matter, as Bunter
realized ; glll'- the other Bemovites did
not seem fo realise it at all, They
grinned as Dunter passed them, and
cven chuckled,

“8o the fat idiot was only spooling
all the time” said Skinoer. “Qf—of
course, I wasn't really taken in™

“0Oh, of course not,” said Peter Todd.
“ ¥on bolted inte your study and bolted
the: door, just hecanse you weren't
frightencd. ™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

C“Well, T hope he gets a jolly good
licking for it,” said Skinner viciousiy.
“There's a limit™

“But what was the game? asked
Souiff,

“CGelling out of 2 licking ! gurgled

Cherry.  "“FLooks like being a
suecess—I don’f think.”

“Of all the idiots—*

“A  brain-storm ! gurgled Bob.
“He had a brainstorm' He read of
one in & newspapor—and tried it on—on
Quelchy ! Poor old Bunter!™

A crowd of the Removites followed
down the staircase, at a respectful
distance. They saw Walker of the
Sixth meet the Remove master and his
prizsoner in the lower hall. Walker of
;Lﬁtsmth gave Bunter a rather uncasy

“You—you've got him, sir?? he said,
Snort, from Mr., Quelch.

L

“1 sm surprised st you, Walker, for
boing deceived by a trick—a pable
trick, a device to escape a woell-deserved
punishment ! ha snopped,

“He—he looked dangerous, sir!™

¥ Nonsensa "

“The other fags thought—"

“Nonsenze! You have made yourself
look ridiculous, Welker—abzolutely
ridiculons !’ )

And, leaving Walker of the Bixth fo
digest that at hiz lcisure, Mr. Quelch
marched bhiz victim on. ¥He marched
Bunter into hiz study, end there re-
leased ]1im"-5ta.nding'{o&twéen the Owl
of the Remove and the door., Billy
Bunter was not to bolt a second time.

Y Mow, Bunfer—""

“Oh deak!™ groaned Bunter.

“I ehall give you twenty strokes, az I
told you, for your iniquitous conduct
thia afterncon. I shall give you ten
strokes in addition f[or having plaved
a further prank and attempled {o
deceive me,

“0h, lor' | _

“Bend over that chair, Bunter.™

“I—1 savy, sir—"

“At onee!"” hooted Mr. Qualch.

Y Bemng innocent, sir—-"

“Will you bend over that chair, Bun-
ler ¥ shrieked Mr. Quelch.

“I—1=I'd rather not, sir,
don’t mind!” gasped Bunter.

Mr. Queleh stepped into the doorwary.

“Walker!™

Walker of the Sixth came up.

“Will you kindly hold Bunter over
tlea :chair, while ¥ administer his
punishment, Walker 77

“Covtamly, zir! said Walker, with
alacrity. ile was nob feeling very
ardable {owards the Remove master
just then. But he was quite willink to
oblige him in ihat litlle matter—eager,
in fact.

Ho grasped Billy Bunter by the
ghoulders, and \*.'h[ri'ed him fece down
ovor the chair

“Yaroooh!™ roared Bunter,

The cane had not fallen yet; Bunter
was yelling in anticipation. But the
next moment he had good and sufficient
cause for yelling,

Whack, whack, whaek!

 Yooou-oo0-oo00op 1

Whack, whack?

“Yarooch! Help!”

if yon
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Whack, whaok,
whack!

“Help! Fire! Yarocooogh!"

“Coase those ridiculous noises, Bun-
ter!” hooted Mr. Queleh, a5 the cane
went up egain. .

For the second time Bunfer was dis-
obedient. He¢ did not coase the
ridiculous noizes, Rather he fncreased
them. As the cane whacked again on
Williamn George Bunter, the voice of
William George was heard almost from
one end of Greyfriars to the other,

Whack, whack, whack]

“Yoooooop | i{elp!"

Whack, whaclk!

“Oh, my bhet! murmured BRoh
Cherry, ic_the passage. “Quelehy i
going it! I never knew the old johnny
was such an athlete !

“Poor old Bunter!”

“hTt will cure his brain-stormz!" said

ob.
“Ha, bha, ha!”

The cane was still whacking rhyih-
mically. Bz!_[l;.' Bunter’s yells rang far
andl wide., Towards the end of the in-
fliction the strokes fall a little more
lightly. Perhaps Mr. Quelch thought
that Bunter had had enough. If so, for
once Bunter was in full agreement with
his F He had had enough

orin master,
und to spare.

“There, Bunter!” gasped Me, Queleh
&b last,

Vigorous gentleman as he was, he was
a little tired, though not so tired as
Buntﬂrq-

* Yow-ow-ow-ow "

“¥You may gol”

H Whoooop!

Bunter went.

Sympathetic juniors gathered round
him and took him back (o the Remave
passage. At every step Bunter lot oul
a deep groan. He was piloted into
Study No. 7 in the Remove, whero he
sank down, collapsing in the arm-chair.
He reposed in that armchair for about
the millionth part of & second, and then
leaped to his feet with a howl.

* Better not sit down for a bit, old
bean!" said Peter Todd.

“Yaroooh!"

It was some hours before Bunter zat
down egein.

Not till after prep that evening did
he show any signs of recovery. Theu
he said to Pater Todd:

“ Peter, old chap "

“Yes, fathead 7"

“That tuek in Quelchy's studv.”

e .“I-F-EI_].?"

“It’s taken down to the pantry.™

“Well 2’

“A fellow could gol
pantey.™

“Wihat "

“You've just the fellow to do it
Toddy—a clever chap like vou! And--
and it really belongs to me, yvou know.
Look here, you bag it, and we'll go
halves! What do you say, Toddy "

Peter Todd did not say anything, Iie
picked up a ecricket-stump and stepped
towards Bunier, and that fat and
fautuous youth departed from Study
Ne. 7 in haste. Dunter aiever saw again
that enticing consignment of tuck from
Chunkley's, though he heard a good deal
aboul it when hiz father received the
bill, And the only outcome of Bunter’s
wonderful wheeze was to provide ihe
Removites with a stapding joke for the
rest of the term—and that joke was
Bunter's Brain-storm!

THE ExDh.

(Don't wiiss the apening starvy fn the
rémarkalle zerics dealing with Verngu-
Smith, otherwise the Rownder, whick
ateirds o nert week's Magser, Nole the
title, ehumer “The Taterloper P and he
grepared for something cxtee good,)

whack, whack,

wte the
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An Amazing Story of Adventure and Intrigue, with a strong human interest,

The Escaps

ACK tried to make his high-
itched voice sound very resglute,
ut at the back of his mind was

alwavs the terror that he might
have to pass from threais to action.
He would have hated to have fired the
revolver, He backed acrosz the floor
talking to Jim. :

" Comie on, Jim-—let’s get out of this

Jim Bnow ran to hiz side needing no
further orders—only toe glad at the
prospect of ecseape. Az his emaciated
body touched Jack an amazing thing
happened. Suddenly, all the lights
wept out, and those strange under-
ground rooms were plunged i 1impene-
trable darkness. A little whimper of
tarror oscaped frem Jim Snow, and
Jack's grip fastencd re-assuringly upon
that thin arm.

“Bteady 1 he whispered.

He was more than a little frightened
iimself, but the other’s terror-—=tho
necessily of thinking for both of them
--gave him courage. From behind
him came the faint futtering of a silk
robe.  Instantly Jack backed against
the wall dragging Jim  with  him.
Vagucly now through the darkness he
spemed to detect the ontline of a weird
fipure.

It was the Chinaman. When hpe had
called Sauall off to attend {fo Dlack
Michael, the Oriental mu:t have cun-
pingly slipped his arms free of the
bonds with which he had been hound.
And pow he was coming to take his
revenge,

In the darkuess he was discerniblo
simply 25 & mass of blackness, and it
was pernaps some  sixith  sense thai
Jack wnconsciously possessed  which
made bim realise the close proxiumily
of the man whom Riack Aichael had
veferred to as Brilliant SBing.

He was standing on the threshold of
the smashed door, obviously listening.
Then he moved forward a few steps
and Jack cantiously passed his hand
along the wall until he felt ihe door-
way. A movement forward with lis

FEES

arm, the touch of that silk robe, and
he had realised .that beiween DBrilliant
Sing and the doorway was a gap just
big cnough for Jim and himself to
pass through.

To speak was out of the question. but
Jack was still clasping the other boy's
AT, He pull hm pently along.
There was no need Lo exhort Jim Snow
to make no noige. The wail war too
far gone in terror to utter a sound.

Now, they had slipped behind the
igure of Brilliant Bing; now they had

ained the outer room. Cautiously

ack felt his way towards the door that
gave admittance to  those twisting
passages and the chute beyond., And,

B T R N N e Y i AT Tyt

WHO'S WHO IN THE STORY!

JACK FORNER, a etocky ponngster of fourleen,
crpharted by thee Greal Wor, is given thilg Lhe
ciare of his unele,

GCEQRGE PARRKER, whe treals the lod se
g:r:frrﬂy thef Jack vong eway from Dane's
arm,

BLACK MICH AEL, a mpeterime dvndividuel,
e vigite FParfer and offers him the gum
af fawr hurndred pownde Af ke will deliver
Jack bida hig hands,  Fn e fewurse Tof
bareining i transpives hal Jack 13, keir o
a title and extoles whick will aulortically
gf‘. te Black Michael showld Jack Horner
aie,

Knowing notking of there m;:'ngs, Jack,
accompanted by Ais faithfnl dog, Squall, 48
trecdying along when he espies a parly of men
hard on hig trel.  Boarding @ passing lorry
fie eludes them and reaches the London docks
ofiere Ko fimede o mear Rewme ith BILI’,
FBOWEKER, skipper of the anenkei=-boat
Ewmerald. Laler, JIM SNOW, a waif wha
comes abaard e barge for food, 18 capitired
i Jock's glead by the ngente of Black
Michaed, and imprigoned in o wlleinous
Oriental den by the riverside, Sywall soon
wicks v the scent, however, with the resull
fhad Jock Locobes The vndergronnd cellar omd
contes face 1o fuce with B lack Mickael, who
affcinpis Lo huypnoficd ki,  Ihd once again
the wolf-dog savee (ke situvalion. He {=epg
af s enern’s eoat the sohile Jack seizes Bis
retolver, _ﬂ".ﬁe fablss fhwg furned the grel-
goouundrel ig forced to release the wailf,

" Now, put your hands up | " erders Jock,
facing Black Michael,

{(Now Head On)

even as he pgained it, thera was &

sudden pandemonium.

Though Jack could not see, he
realisad instantly what had happened.
The Chinaman, in his slow, cautious
movement  forward, had  {ouched
Squall, The wolf dog, believing that
someone was aboubt lo inlerfere with
the task that had been alloited to him
of guarding Black Michael, had sprung.
The Chinaman was down and Black
Michael was wp. His volce rang
through the darkness:

“The lights—you fool-—stab him!”

Jack opened the deor that led intn
thoso Lwistin% assapes, As he did
g0 he removed Lhe key. Tho tumuit
grew londer than ever. It was like
soma protesque game of Blind Man's
Buff, 1n which those three men in
there were colliding with one another—
gripping one another—hopelessly pre-
venting each other [rom doing what
they wanted fo do—-with Squall, a
raging demon from the woods, always
carcering aboubt them in the darkuoess
with his lean powerful jaws.

Jack gave a low whistle, There was
a swilt patier of feet, The next
instant he felt the comforting warmth
of Bquall’s hend uvnder hiz hand. He
closed the door quickly and turned the
kev in the lock. At any rate, for the
moment, they were safe,

“Come, Jim ! he whispered, ¥ Come
—aquickly 1™

Holding Sciuall by the collar, he let
the wolf-dog lead him down those twist-
ing passages to the foot of the chute.
There they found their further pro-
gress barred. In vein Jack teied 1o
¢limb that steep slope only to come
fumbling back apain, Above him, he
could ece the little square of lLight
which showed the still open irap-door.
It was so near and ycb so [ar. fre
was the way of their escape. But how
were they to reach it? To climb thnt
gredased chute was an mmpossibility, and
he realised only too well how e-.'m-i
moment was of importence. Blac
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Michael tnust have furned the lights on
now and be searching for them., Booner
or later he would have discovered the
way of their escape, He bad only to
send men to that trap-deor, leading on
to the descrted quey, and they would
be caught.

. Then something happened which
frave him an inspiration. Whenever he
tricd to  eclimb  the chute.  Squall

serambled on ahead, apparently finding
ne difficulty with his claws in securing
g foolhold on that preasy slope,

“ Jirn, T see what we must de! Jack
oxclaimed  suddenly. “Come here,
Souall—-"

The dog erouched down at Jack's feet.
Taking the rope that Jun still carried,
Jack fastened one cnd io the dog's
collar.

B Up with you, old fcllow!™ bhe ¢x-
claimed, .

Squall scemed o realise instantly
what was expected of him. Backiog a
little he took & run, leapt, it scemed,
almost half-way up the chute, and fhen
began to scramble painfully up the
last strebeh, while Jack paved out the
rope behind him, Now they could see
his huge, furry figure standing at the
trap-door, outlined against Lhe night

BEY.

“Lic down, Bguall!” Jack urged.
“And don’t moyve!™

The woll-dog 1immediaiely squatied

on the pround. Jack furned to  his

cnm{:a nion.
B

Tp with vou, Jim!” ho whispered.

Holding on to the rope, his feel
gometimes shooting  from  under him,
Jim_l]:mu!ed himself up hand over hand,
to the trap-door. "As soon as he saw
that e was safe, Jack followed suit.
In less than a minute they were all
three standing on  the mouldering,
deserted quay.

A feeling of exultation took posses-
gion of Jack. In spite of all obstacles
he had won through. Single-handed,
he had braved the terrors of that
mysterions Oriental den; single-handed,
he had rescued Jim Snow and brought
himi away 4n  safety. MNow 1b was
simply a queslion of getting back Lo
Brentford and the Fmerald.

In taking this course, Jack had io
rely upon Jim's knowledge of London.
As. far as he was concerned, he hadn't
the faintest idea where he was, or how

Let
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fo peb back fo the place from whicl
he had started.

“Jim, I suppose we've gob to walk
it]  You muost show me the way., 1
doen't kuow anything about London.™

In the half-light, he could sdée the
boy's white, twitching face.

“If we walks, they'll cop us!” he
gasped.  “This Terc's Limeﬂmme, and
it's chock full of chinks and dagoes
and they'll be watching for ws”

“But if we don't walk how are we
to get back?” Jack protested, feeling a
sudden sinking in his self-confidence.

Jimi pecred across the edge of the
quay., The tide had almest run out
now, and beiow thonm streteched & muod-
bank on which the iwo harges were
resting.  An  exclamation bi‘ﬂ]:{:u from
Jim's lips.

“Lamme! Buot there®s a hoat there,™
he whizpered, “*That will take us back
to Brentford, and nobody'd know."

Jack realised in an instant the wisdom
of thiz plan., To attempt to make their
way through the streets in that guarter
where the gang would be on the watch
would be far too dangerous; but if they
trusted to the thoroughfare of the river
they would be safe.

Without a word Jeck swung himself
off the quay and dropped into the mud,
He sank up to his knees. and with great
labour he ploughed his way across to-
wards the boat. Jim and Squall followed
him, Now at last they had reached it.
It was a dirty, disreputable boat with o
lot of water in the bottom, but it had a
pair of oars, and that was the main
thimg.  Jim and Squall scrambled
aboard, and as they did so Jack pulled
in the anchor and pushed the littla craft
off into the tide.

At the same moment, from behind
them, came the clatter of footsteps.
Looking back, Jack saw eight or nine
men rushing along the quay towards
the trap door. Though he could not
distinguish their faces, he knew only
too well that they weore Black Michael's
gang., hastening, too late, to close the
exit by which their victims had escaped,
_ The sight urged Jack to haste. Fling-
ing himsell on the szeat, he thrust the
oars 1nto the rowlocks and began lo
pull with all lis strength. Up in Cum-
berland he had been trained (o the oar
on the lakes, but he soon discovered
that the Thames was a very different
proposition to those stnooth, currentless
streteies of water,

Az he pushed out on {o the tide the
head of the bLoat was earried round.
FPulling strenuously with his right oar,
he made a noise with the rusty rowlocks.
SBomething made him look Lack towards
the shore. What he saw there filled
him with o fieree alarm.

That sound lad betrayed ihe where-
abouts of the fugitives to the gang.
Jack saw the men leap down from the
quay and begin to rush along the maud,
cvidently in scarch of a boal in which
to pursuc them. The sight made Jack
redouble his effortss. He pul all kis
strength inte the car. CGradually, yard
by yard, the boat shot out farther and
farther into mid-stream. The moulder-
ing quay and the tali, tumbledown Luild-
ings, which hid such sinister scerets,
gradually receded inte the distance.
Could they esvape? Jack wondered.

Even as he asked himszelf the guestion
he heard the rhythmic beat of oars.
Jun, who was seated in the stern, turned
quickly.

“They're  a-lollowing of us he

asped.  *Oh, wmate, what are we to
do? If they cateh us they'll Eill ust™

“Dut they haven't caught us wvet,"
Jack replicd, as he strained with all his
strength ut the oars. “We muost hope
for thie bost.”

pra
.
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“ The Canal Transpori Co.”’

ORTUNATELY the night was
F dark, and over the surface of the
'l‘h:-ig‘:lt-a faint wisps of mist were
gathering. The sight cheered
Jack, If only they could get farther
acroess the river they might elude pur-
suit in the darkness. He rowed with all
iz might for ome of those cloud-like
masses of vapour that were fAecling
aiross the surface of the river., When
it enveloped the boat he turned deliber-
ately inshore egain,

As he emerged from the mass of mist
he logked round. The boat that was
following them was still on ity old
course, evidently believing that they had
gone straight abiecad. Jack took courage
at the sigirt. If he could keep up this
game of hide-and-seek on the river e
might yet win through.

Bat even as he watched he saw their
pursuers stop rowing, as if to look about
them. A tug, followed by a string of
barges, came rushing down upon Jack's
boat. He rowed frantically aeross the
bows, the tug hooting threateningly. A
wave canght the little cockleshell and
made it rock dangerously from side to
side. Water rushed in over the side.
To Jack it almost seemed as if the boal
were sinking beneath his fect. He called
to Jim.

“Come and bale, or wo shall sink !
he cried.
 Galvanised into petion by that warn-
ing, Jim Suow groped about under the
seat of the hoat, and presently found
an old can, With this he began to bale
out the water from the battom, while
Jack continued his plan of moving from
one wisp of mist to another.

And then abruptly he heard a shout
and the sudden rhythmic beating of
DS,

“There they are!™ a volee shouted.
“There's fifty guid to split among you
if you cateh them!"

It was Black Michael's voice, and the
sound of it filled Jack's hoart with a
feeling of utter helplessness. They
were going to be caught! There was
no escape from this dark, sinister foree
that was pursuing them. He felt very
tired, end only his indomitable pluck
kept him rowing. Nearer and nearer
drew the boat.

And now, glancing over his shoulder.

Jack saw what looked like a yellow wall
swoeeping down to meet him. It was the
for. only he eould reach that com-
forting obscurity they wizht be saved,
alter all.
Taking a firm purchase with his feet,
he put all he knew inlo the work of
rowing. The hoat shot abead. 34l
twenty yards separated him from his
pursucers, Now the bows thrust thon-
solves into that advancing wall of fog,
and everything of a sudden was blotted
ok,

But Jack kept his head. There was
stiil a chance that the pursuing boat
might tumble upon them. 1t was a case
for strategy. Risking overything, he
turned the boat so that it shot across
the path of his pursuers. It was a2 dan-
gorons pame, but it succeeded. A fow
minutes later and he heard the voices
of his pursucrs between him and the
baul.

“Confound this feg!  Where
blazes have they got to?"

Jack waited 1o hear no more, Ll
once more fell to the work of rowing
straight across the river.  The voices
receded into the distance. For half an
hour he plegeed on, whilst it almost
secmed as if hus arms must break, Then
at lust be pavsed, resbing lis oars ou
the water.

“T'in about done in, Jim!™ he ex-
clatmed, **I musk have an casy.”

thie
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suddenly one of the crew rushed forward with a length of wire-sirengthened rubber piping. From the norrle attached came
a hiss and then a fet of sealding steam was directed against {he men who had scrambled on deck, causing them to fall back

in wild disorder, yelling with anguish. (See page 26.)

It was: slack wafer now, mmd Lhe hoat
hung motionless on the bosom of the
viver. Jack leant fovrward, hiz elbows
resting on bis knecs, feeling more tired
than over he had felt in his life. 15
hand: were blistered, and  he  longed
with every ounee of his being for a8 i,
however hard it might be, and sleep.
{ne thing was certan=—he didn't wang
10 row any niore,

ITe had been sithing Lhere molionless
for the better part of five minutes when
ke fell. a nervous toneh on his shoulder,
Locking up, he saw Jim's white, terre-
feedd face.

“They've seen us, mate ! whispered
Jim. “They're after uz agan!”

Jack blinked his sleepy eyes. While
he had bopn resting there the fop had
fifted with tlee southerly wind that bned
arison.  Now from bank to bank of the
g{ent esluary evervthing was vigible in
the moonkight.  Ancd coming towards
them, not & hundred yards away, was
the boat manned by Black Michael's
FRIE,

The sight nerved Jack 1o a linal offort.
Sore though his hands were, he bhegan
to row  again, bat now withoot any
spring or buoyant ewervgy. The boal
seomed to hanp like a lump of lead
in the water, and ever nearcer and
nearer drew their parsoers.

He could see Black Michael standing
np it the bows, the tiller in his hand?
watching them, The moonlight Lt up
hiz white, strained face. Standing out
there in the darkness of the nipht, 1t
wemed like some incarnate evil forec
ithat was boaring down wpon them,
Every vard that Jack rowed, the follow-
g boat, manned with six oars, seemed

to cover four times the distance. They
were being overhauled rapidly,
A graan of despair  escaped Tram

Juek’s hipe.  ITow ceull they possibly
aope to avoul their vuithless porspers?

Alead of them loomed up a string of
barges attached to an anchored tug,
ovidently waiting for the turn of the
tide.  Wearily Jack pulled alongside,
hardly knowing what he was doing, but
vapuely carrying out hiz original plan,
that secaned 2o hopeless now, of ng-
ragging across the river, and liding
wlhen over It wns podsible, )

slowly the boat crept along that Line
of harges. Jack rnaﬁﬁnd he could go
very little further. He cust one des-
pairing glance ai the harge alongside
A name leapt at him—"The Coanal
Transport Company.”

He repeated that name stvpidly o

imself,  *The Canal Transport Com-
}mn}'!" He had seen it zomewhere
wlore. It waz  curionsly  familiar.
Awd then his tired brain soddenly

found the assoviation for which it was
seeking,  Why that was one of the
companics for. which old Bill Dowker

worked,  Not twelve hours ape Jack,
in his role of supor-cargo o fhe
monkey-hoat Ferald, hatd  pone
through the aecounis between  Bill
Bowker and The Canal Transport

{'ompany, in*order ig seo that the old
man was not robbed,

And as he remembered 2]l ihis, =
sudeden wild plan Tormed ilself in lis
mind.  Without o word to Jin, he sum-
I.I'l:ﬂll'll':ll l_.lrl EI.“ Eli!-': ".'.'ﬁl:'l‘i‘!'lg !‘-T.i_'l'i"‘]l.ﬂih I'I.I'H:I
rowerd as swiftlv az e could up that
ling of barges to where the blunt-nosed
fug, with it steam up, was hanging at
anchor.

The tide was alveady heginning (o
turn,  The two  ropes by which  ihe
barges were attached to the tng were
'lwgilmi:ng ta hang slack. Just az Black
Michacl's hoat =hat round the ecorner
of the last of the barges, Jack came
alongsula the tng. Puilling out a lamd
e grasped the gnnwale.

wan in an apen shivk and blue

linen trousers, covered with greaze and
an oily rag in his hand, appearcd on
desk and stared at hin. 1

“What the blazes are you knocking
all the good paint ofl the sides of the
Barsaparilla for? Don't you know as
she's the smartesi tug on ihe Thames?”

To judge by what he had scen of her,
with l]wr blistered =ides and her air of
having been seriously everworked, Jack
might have been excused for formnng a
very  poor  opinion of o general
standard of smartness prevailing amonyg
the tugs on the Thames. Dol be wasn't
ithere to argue such nice }*mhltﬁ, He
was {here to beg for safety and proige.
Fpn from the geng who were pursuing
.

“Ath, if won please, =iy, may we
come  aboard?. Weo  belong lo the
mwonkey-boet Emerald at DBrentford.
And, pleaze, sir, we've Jast our way
and—and those men in the boat behind
ng are irying to colch ws™

The man leaned ever the sonwale of
the fug and teok a view ef the boat
that was following. i

“What's the name of the skipper of
ihe Enerald? he demanded,

“Till Bowker, sir, and if vou please,
zir, 1 am the boy aboard! 1 live with
Mr. and Mrs. Bowker!™

“YWhat, are vau the boy as ran do
all old Thil's totting up for him? He
was a-lelling me of vou. And he's
beon looking for you—always supposing
yvour name's—what i3 your namei”

Jack cazt ong frightenced glance over
lis shoulder. Dlack Michael and the
pang were drawing ever hearor,

“Juck Horner, -sir!"

Whatever suspicions the man  might
have had, were now clearly allavad.

“"You're tho lad! He telephoneid mo
down to the offier &t Rolherhithe --mnid-
night tt was, and it proper =scaved me,
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being rung up on the telephone like

that, He thought as you might have
ne along of me as I didn't leave
ﬁ:entfurd by train ontil seven. You

come aboard, my ladi” oz

Jack, without any further invitation,
serambled over the side of the tu,% fol-
lowed by Jim end  Sguall Mack
Michael's voleo rang out across the
wator,

“Hi, yvou—that bor's mine.
him 17 . .

“Who's the guy that's throwing his
weight a,h{aul'.?g'u Jack's new friend
inquired.

Jack, a little incoherently, explained
that Black Michael was & brute and a
murderer—that the men with him were
scoundrels of the worst type—that they

I want

had tried to kill him that night—to all

of which the other listened more than
a little puzzled.

“I dunno what you're talking about,
sonny, but I ain’t going to have any
blokes giving me orders. We'll give
these lads & lessont”

He took & whistle from his pocket
and blew it. Instantly, four men
scrambled up on 1o the deck of the tug,
and ot the same moment & number of
other mien appeared on the line of
barges 1n tow. .

‘“ Boys—there's some guys here frying
to make a rough house, Just give "ecm
what for, will you? We're gommp to
get under weigh now, but if they make
trouble just slosh "em good and hard I

As he cpoke he leant over the side
of the tug, picked up the anchor of the
rowing boat from the stern and threw it
far out into the river. At the same
moment the donkey-engine in the bows
of the tug began to revolve, dragging
up the anchor, Thero was the clang of
& bell as the man took his place at the

YOUR PAL WANTS THE BEST PAPER! SHOW HIM THIS ONE!
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wheel, The tup bepan to tremble
violently, as the screws revelved.

Jack, who had taken up a position
with Jim by his side in the small deck-
house, looked back. Black Michael was
still standing in the stern of his boat
holding the titler, his face livid with
excitement, his body moving backwards
and forwards as he urged on his rowers.

“A hundred to be split among you
if you catch him!™ he eried. " Row,
you lazy hounds, row!?

e —

Touech and Go !

WEPT on by the lash of their
S leader’s tongue, and by the
thought of the reward he was
offering, the erew redoubled
their offorts. Befove the tugp could
develop any speed the beat waz along-
gide. Hands grasped the punwale. Six
men jumped from their seats and swung
themselveson board. Black Michael him-
self took a spring and landed on the
stern of the tug.

“The boy!” he shouted.
the hoay!"

%o far their rush had succeeded. The
pang had met with no opposition.
Jack, erouching against the deck-house,
felt for & moment as if, at the wvery
last, he was going to be seized and
carriocd away. It scemed as if there
was only Sguall to help him.

But asz those words left Black
Michael's lips & change came over the
seene.  Suddenly, ong of the crew of
the tug rushed forward from the stern
holding the nozle of a long wire-
strengthened rubber pipe. There was
a hiss, and from the nozzle of that pipe
there came & jot of super-heated steam.
It was directed against the men who

] want
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had scrambled on deck—at their faces
and hands, There was a yvell of pain—
sereams  of anguish—and the next
moment the deck of the tug was swept
clear—except for Black Michacl.

“That's the stuff toe give ‘em!™ the
man at the wheel roared. * But there's
one guy left, Jock, Give it "im all "ot
and steaming ™

But before the man could direct that
jet of steam towards the figure in the
stern, Black Mirhael had leapt and
landed on him, There was a groan as
the man slipped to the deck. * The
skipper of the tng glanced over his
shoulder, looeening his hold of the
spokes of the wheel with one hand m
order to make s signal.

“LComoe on, bors! Lend us a hand
here, will vout™

Apparently  that appeal was
addressed to the men on the barges, for
now, without wasting any time, they
began to swing themselves aecross the
tow-rope to the tug. Black Michael,
his face distorted with passion, was
shouting to the gang in the boat along-
side to come aboard. Once more those
men began to swarm over the side, It
was Black bMichael himself who rushed
at Jack while hiz companions closedsup
bohind him.

Jack all thiz time had held Squall's
collar, but now he realised that his only
hope was to loose the wolf-dog.

“ At them, Sguall ! he whispered.

But in that confined space, faced by
desperate, resolute men, the dog’s move-
ments were hampered. As if identify.
ing his master’s principal enemy, he
rushed straight at Black Michael. As
he did so threc of the gang flung them-
selves upon him, bearing him to the
deck. Iack Michael, shipping side-
ways, reached out his hand and caught
Jack by the collar.

“You little brat! T'll make you pav
for this! Qut of it now! Come on!”

With a powerful pull he dragged the
boy to the side of the tug.  Finding
that he_was about o be thrown into the
rowing-boat, Jack twisted himself round
and dropped face downwards on the
deck, clasping his hands about Dlack
Michael's logs. Somebody caught him
by the ankle, but he held on desperately,
Now he felt himself being dragged
across the gunwale. He could see the
boat below., Hands were stretched out
to drag him off the tug, A blow was
aimed &l his head, but, missing it, hit
him on the shoulder, hurting him pain-
fully.

“Eguall 1
“ Sguall '™

From behind him there came what
almost sounded like a violent eraplion.
Hearing his master’'s despatring eall.
the wolf-dog hacd struggled to his feet.
Wiik .'i.wifl,ﬁ..' snapping jaws he freed
himself from the men who were trying
vetk to hold him. The next iustant,
fwisting to the right and left, swinging
on his feet with the agility of a dancer,
ho had eleared a space about the bov,
(htly Dlack MMichael stood there, one
hand on Jack's shoulder,

“ Rl that cursed dog, somebhody ™ Lo
st ted.

As the words left his lips, fhere was
a rush of feet along the deck. The men
from the barges were beginning to reach
the tep. and the real fight with Dlack
Michael’'s gang for the possescion of
Jark Horner liad begumn,

Armed with wooden hatons, crow-hars.
anid any weapon npon whaeh Uhey bodd
had fime to lay thetr bhands, die men

he eried in despair,

Printed ond published every Monday by the Froprietors, The Amnlgamatcd Press. Lid, The Fleclway biouse, Farringdon Siweer, Lomdon, B4,
E. 4, Hoeglatersd for trapsmission Ly Cunndian

agazime 'osi. SuliarTipt b
Eale agenta forr

Apeney, Lid. .
THET,



EVERY
MONDAY.

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

PRICE
TW ﬂlﬂtﬂtlt

from the barges stormed across the deck
of the Sarsaparilla, Aas man after man,
having swung himself .across the tow-
rope, set foob on the tug, he rushed
with enthusiasm into the fray. Of the
rights or the wronge of that oncounter,
it was obvious that they knew nothing;
but a fight was a fight, and not to %u
migzed,

An enormous man, with the arms of a
Hercules and a close.cropped golden
beard, rushed into the meles, looking
not unlitke the phantom of a Viking.
Az he wielded the heavy block of wood
ke carried, his blue eyves shone with
almost berserker fury, and ho shouted
and sang at every blow., Jack, hangin
despereiely over the edge of the side o
the tug, holding on for dear life—while
the men in the boat alongside sought to
drag him down, and Squall twisted and
snapped all round the spot—heard that
CHOrIIous voice.

“'I mever harmed an onion.”  DBut
you ain't an onion, my lad. Plop for
you! "I never mean to try.” See what
your mother thinks of your face now,
my beauty "

“That's the stuff to give 'em, Dick!™
the man at the wheel exclaimed. " Chuck

the dirty dogs in the water! IE'll ba the
only chonce of & washing any of "em
will likely ever have.”

The fight, as far as the expulsion of
the invaders from the deck of the tug,
was over in less than 2 minute,  Jven
Black Michael had sprung over the gido
of the Sarzaparilla. Like a2 good
general, he was quite prepared to lose
baitle if he might win a war; he was in-
different to the defeat of the gang pro-
vided he could secure Jack.

“Get the boy !” he shouted. “ (et tha
boy! Twe hundred to split among you
if vou secure hime.™

Most of the gang, however, were dazed
by the blows they had received. Two
were  lying  wneonscious  belween the
thwarta, and therc was not one who did
not bear a mark of their ancounter with
the bargecs. But that appeal to their
- greed ronsed them to a last effork.. Jack
was snized by the collar of his coat—by
hiz arm: one man even fasiened his
Rngers in his hair,

“pPpll1™ shouted Blaeck Michael
frantically. “Pull!™

All this time the tug was gathering
specd, and to the strain upon Jack’s hold
was added the growing force of that
motion. He felt his fingers slipping. He
had only one hand with which to hold
on. In ancther moment he must let go.

“Bquall1” he gasped. " Squall!”

As always in the moment of extremity,
he turned to his faithful dog. If Squall
couldn’t help him, he muet fall into
Black Michael's hands.

The bargees, now that they had
clearad the deck, were amusing them-
selves by pelting the ocecupants of the
boat slongside with whatever missiles
they could find. Jack's desperate situa-
tion meant nothing to them. As far ag
they knew, ho might belong to the party
in the boat, .

But Squall heard, and undarstood.
His job was to free his master. In an
instant he had launched himeelf across
the side of the tug, falling with his full
weight upon the men who were standing
up, pulling at Jack. They went down
like nineping. Only Black Michael still
clutched frantically at the boy's eollar,
Hguall leapt at him.  Streaight at his
throat he leapt, his jaws opened to make
that wolf-like slash at the other’s neck.

{Look out for some startling develop-
menis in nexd week's thrill: inglal-
ment of this powerful periel, chumasl)

The men who play in a Soccer Inter-
national match ard  entitled to six
pounds, over and above the wages which
they receive from their clubs, of conrse.
But the playera may, if they like, hava
s medal insicad of ths money, and of
the e¢loven England players who ap-
peared in the last Interpnational, five
npreferred a medal to the maoney.

O

England has not won an Internationsl
mateh for two years, her last victory
Ifgégg & single goal effair at Bwansea, in

The Arsenal have about as strange =
collection of players g any club in the
country.  On their books there iz one
Knglish Internztionsl player, two Welsh
Internationals, two Irish Internationals,
angd ope Scottish International.

B

In reply to a correspondent, a trainer
of a foothall team is not allowed to go
on the field to stieud to an injured man
without the consent of the referee.

Golf is now & part of the “ordered
fraining of the Arsenal players. On
fours days a week—unless there s a mid-
weaek match, of course—the players are
tnl:e,n:] io & golf course for at least one
round.

The ball which is wsed in the Cup
Final iz slways chosen by the referce.
He has sometimes ss meny ae thirty
from which to select, and the choice 13
not AR easy one.

|

(ieorge Camsell, the demon gorl-scor-
ing centre-forward of Middlesbrough,
says that he sometimes comes to the con-
clusion that apposing centra-halves ara
froth-blowers, Anyway, their mothods
suggest the chorus:

“The More we are together
The Safer we'll be.™

London has three clubs in the First
Division, and three in the Second Divi-
sion, but not one plaver from any of
these six teams was considered good
enough to play for England in the last
International match,

In Spain they have a novel way of
rewarding the successful player. As the
speciators go through the turnstiles to
sea o match they are piven 2 voting slip,
on which they record their vote as to
the best player in the game. The player
whao receives the biggest nember of votes
iz afterwards presented with a bull's ear
in gold.

Al —

Coalkeeper Edward Taylor was born

in Liverpool, and played for several

"---l-

amataur cluba in the city., DBut he had
te go to Oldham, and then to Hudders-
field before he gained real recognition
in Liverpool. He now, of course, piays
for Everton.

Jusk recently Totlenham Hotspur
Enﬂ.jrﬂd in their side three men who wers

rn at Edmonton, and these three wera
shoulder-to-shoulder, as it were—Sanders
at centre-forward, Handley at inside-
left, and Dimmeck at outside-left.

As there iz divect connection botwwen
the rules of footbell and records, it may
be recalled that Joe Smith and Bert
Freeman each  scored  thirty - sight
Leapue goals in one sesrson before the
off-sida rule was changed, &nd 'David
Brown, of * Darlington, scored {forty.
Last season, wnder the-new off-sida role,
Cookson searcd forty-four, but now Cam-
soll, of Middlesbrough, has gone better
than all, '

The name Jeremigh 13 not associated
with - optimism, but Everton regontly
secured a player with thia name—
Jeremiah Kelly—tio help them to cacape
relegation.

On February l5th—the very first day
for considering applications for Cup
Final tickets—all those at five shillings,
seven-and-stxpence, and ten chillings
were ovor-epplied for.

1 mr——

EY

Of the fourteen clubs relegated from
the First Division since the War, only
four have regained a place in the
promicr section, and one of the
gquartette, Notts County, dropped down
again. The other thres are Deorby

ounty, Manchester United, and The
Wednesdary,

Within the last five years sixteen
layers have ]efﬁ-Muwﬁe{d Town for
ootball League clubs, and for eleven

of them—vyouths thoy ecquired for the

asking=-they received £6,000! Some

“ mdrgery M)

Ben Cross, Burnley’s small but cleyer
inside forward, is regarded na the best
billiards player among Association foot-
ballers in Enst Lancashire,

¥ m—r——

Here are some figures abont the hold-
ing capacity of Wembley. There will be
tickets for 91,504 people at thia season’s
Cup Final. The terraces will hold 53,325
spectators, the enclosures having seat-
ing accommaodation. for 14,827, and the
stands have 23,352 seats.
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ONK, honk!
Clatter-clitter-clutfer [

‘ranle Fearless sat ot the

steoring-wheel, and  his  car--

which e Lind prowdly erissened the Flying

Fuary—went dashing through towns and

villidges ot an alarming specd, eating up
the miles with a veracious appytite,

There waa no special necd to hurry.
Trank Tearleas wni on his way fo St
Sam's, where ho wog to start his edduca-
tion; and he was not due lo arrive at
the school at any spessificd time,  But
the new bov was bringing all his peta with
him=—his tame poat, his bunnies, his
white mice, snd his parrol - and he dida't
wont them to suficr the discomfert of
travelling any longer than wis nessessary,
Ho was soxions to relesse them from
their coops and eapes, so that they might
wander at their own zwest will in the
Mewd’s garden, or 2ome other eonvenient
pince at 5t Sam's,

And then there was the Head himself
to be thought of —though Frank Fearloss
wis not thinking of him just now,

He had picked up Doctor Birchemall
on the road, many miles from 56, Sam’s,
and was now bringing hum to the school,
Heally, the boot ought to heve been on
the other foot ; and it was the Head who
should  have been  eonducting  Fronk
Feprleas, But as the Head was riding
in the bathchair-trailer at the bask—
perched upon the new boy's lugpage, in
eninent peril of los life—t woas obwvions
that Frank Fearless was the leader, and
Dactor Birchomall the unwilling follower,

Clank.clonlt | Clank-clonk | Toot-toot !

The Flying Fury secmod to think that
it wasz on e motor-track ot Brooklands,
for 1t hopped round corners at a trooly
alarming rate, and polloped along  the
King's Highway like a mod thing,

Az he roshed through space, with all
the wild reckiessness of hiz natwre, Franlk
had a flesting vision of startled podestrians
zenttling into the bhedge, like rahbits into
their hurrors,  He had a vision of hiorses
and carts being hurridly dewn in to the
side of the roml; of prambulaters being
pushed inta ditches to aveid his mod
anrush ;3 of people whe shouled, and
hooted, and  jesticnlsted, waviog  their
arms like windmills,

* Bhe seems Lo be running casfer now,™

I1.|-Il.-|(r i

e
bt e ML =

A
Ticklish
Tail
of a
New
Boy's
Sensashunal
Arrival
at the
seet of
Learning
Known
as
St. Sam’s.

mermered Franle Fearless,  © Thers's not
50 much bumping and rattling in the rear.
I daren't tumn my head to look, or T shall
lose control ; but 1 suppose old Birche-
mall's all right.,"

Then ha raised Ins voice 1o a shout.

" Aro you oll right, sie 2?7

* Ma.a-a !’ bleeted the poat,

Franl: Ferrlesa chuckled.

“ I don't mean you, Billy, T moan the
other silly goat at the back,  Arve vou
nice nnd comfy in the trailer, Doctor
Hirehemall * T hope youn're wa_uF.":n.._
after my lupgapmo all right 177

Frank strained hia ears to
eoteh the Head's reply above
the feerce rush of the windd.
But there was no re-
BPONEG,

Frank was strongly
tempted to tarn
hiz  head o
hava o decko
o aee that
overything
was all
right : Lut ho
dared not, while
they were iravel-
gz b that el
pace,.  all hibs fackul-
tics had fo ba lkon-
gontrated on the atecring-
wheel, and tha whito ribbon
of road ahead,

Frank Fearlesz pumped
in breth.

“T beleeve the old bufer's mone fo
sleop ' e muatterd.  ©he jle-jogsing
of the tradler st have had e soothine
effect om hime,  DBut it's net safe for lim

Snorting like an old war-horse, and with clouds of amoke pouring out .u.ql.
the exhaust, the Flying Fury, with Frank Fearless and Molly Birchemall
aboard, rumbled and rattied into the quadrangla.

DRI, Pl I, M e,
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to take forty winks wlhile he's perched on
top of my lugpage. A sudden lurch when
we're toking a corner, and he'll be thrown.
I'd better slow up, and wake him."

The Flying Fury slackened speed, and
prezzantly it jolted abruptly to a stand-
gtill, with a suddenness that cansed Frank
Fearless” to topple aver bockwards from
the soap-hox on which he sat., He landed
feirly in the middle of his menagery,

which waa piled on to the shossay.
There waa & startled bleet from
13illy tho goat, 4 corus of sguecks
from, the rabbits, aml o shriil
protest from Perey tho perrot:
" Keep off the grass, yon
silly asg !
Frank Feorless stag-
gered  to his  fect,
earessing (he back of
hig eramimgn, which
hadt collided with
a corner of tho
rabibit kel
Then his
glanen
wandered 1o-
wards thoe
trailer—or whero
the treiler  shonld
have heen— and he
o Promptly forgob Jos
hurts in liig  astonnigh.

ment,

The trailer had ddisap-
pofrod !
Frank’s  personal  lugpoge,

Langisting  of & portminntos andd
a oenpple of suiteensea, hod  wlsn ghiz.
appeaved !

W.Fﬁ. aied least—of Yess importancs 1l
the luggoage or iho trailer-—the passenper
had disappenred ! .

Frank Pearloss mbhbeod hig fyed i
astone=hoeni,
C My only amnd!? ho  ejackulated.

s

What's bevome of the trailer, and 5N
Tz, and old Bivehemall @ Mave they
been spirvited away #7°

Amd thien lie notiszed that tRa fowine.
vope, which had comnected with the bagh-
chadisdrailed 1o 1he cary, Il =napped in
tha middle,

Franlk Fearless hurst ont Jarioe.  Hao
roalised thot somewhors on the romed-—
doubiless many ilea i 1he senr <o
trosler nnd its cargo woere strancded !

“Hua, lha, ha! Okl Birchenall will o
raving hike a madman 1" chortled Fraol,
“He'll nash s tecth 4 he's footllose,
amlt fear hiz hair till he's bald ! Jolls

neer that 1 never notissed 1le auxidens.
Why dicdn't the olid huffer shout to e e
minnit the ropo snapped §°7°

Hud Franlk Fearlees bt hoown it, tho
Hoad  had  certainly  shouted, in that

| fateliul minnit. He had Lellered to Frank

o

TR .

at the top of lns lungs, Tt the new hoy
wad going at nearly ifty miles an hour, at
the time, owl the Head's fronticlk shout
had been lost on the wind.

“Bhall I go back and piek him up 1

mused Frank, *“Or shall T loave it to
some Good Swmmaritan of & . motorist
to tos the old buffer along to St Sam's ?

F'rfaps that will be thae beat thing to deo.
I don't fecl like facing old

Birchemall
at the moment. I'd sooner faco a sav-
vidge heest in the jungle!  He's
honnd to be in A Hunnish viood,
sl he'd very likely flay ine
alive § M

And g0, having decided
to leave the Head to his
fate, Frank Tearlrss
reswned bis sent on
the soap-box ; and
the Flying Fury,
witly its woin-
niture 200
o hoarel,
lopt for-
ward 1ileo
B thing de-
menteed,

The narrow
lnne f..".cmm:_...ﬂ o =i,
sams owoa  penchiod
withowt miszhaps -un-
._n_..:...n..w u_...:._n __.._U_u.__un. HE ._”_._.m_..a..T
haps o eallision with o floclz
of pipere, Al another witly
fiodrov of sheep, ancd anolhor
witl o berd of chickens, Beveral
villidpes, too, wero  swddenly, de-
prived  of  dheir Oldest Taladshie
tants: but theae  =lly okld  palfors
shomled have known better than (o walk
vight foto the bonnet of o respeetable
mebarist’s car,  What haed happened ol
wlhat, woull shortly happen again —was
theie own Tuneral !

T the lealy Tone whieh Ied up to the
gefinl,  1Pranle  Fearless janmed on hia
Fayreatles el sleaw o elomweie L0 a0 mmeere ervowl,

He did thiz bekawse his attention Tewd
Beent mivetdad =l mvadi] aloaen A T
sl of o charnung yous By, wl cogee

rripping along the Lape Hke oo foirs,

Ed

=1

"l Wik souet lings vory ....,.m::mzh skl
wingope ahoak 16 e Ly s
T u._.__.__.__.__m_”_...l.. ._.___...n...._"."__._ 1l ”_._..___m T. _:._.._.
by boh-nniled Baoots

uru._ jnt

Frank Fearless eraned forward on s
aomp-hew seat, fowd walelo-d e with o
Pessidedd gave,  Mlihough sl was qoilo
(vae bndeed vards sway, bie took in overy
et of Joer—her Basian figreer, hor stalely
eurridpe —which sl was  dreiving  alond
with ber fect-—the tilt of hee soubib litle
oz, the dlivaple ot m_.::._m.__.r.. iy ek ehieele
respret Dl sl the cov drooping of hor
cyvehished, Theze, aml many other points,

"THE SCAPEGRACE OF ST. mrz_mﬂl__qu MONDAY'S HUMOROUS **SHORT GOMPLETE'!

did nok escape

tha eagle eye
of Frank Fear-
leas,

TTWhont &
pecch!™ he
mermerad to
himaelf, *f What
a bud of blush-
ing bewty! 1
almost feal lilic
stopping her,
and saying :

“Whero are you
going to, my
pretty mad ¥
*Wilt come  for
& joy.ride T He
not afraid 17

Bhe’s thoe most

porfeet  apossi.
men of girthood
I'vae aver
strucl 17

Not that

Trank Fearleas
was in the halat of striking girla; but
this was indeed a striking pirl. The
Flying Fury was now erawling along like
an ungainty tortuss, and the youthiul
driver mever once tock his eyes off
tho bewitching figrer that was coming
towards him.

It was & jolly good job he didn't, for at
that minnit & startling thing happenod.
Thera was a crackling of twiges and a
crunching of feet, and suddenly a
mymber of powerfully built ruffana
burat their way by sheer Lroot
foree through the  hedge, and
lept out into the roadwsay.
Fearaome « looking ruffans
they were, with ugly brown
faces, and chokers round
their nox, and capa
pulled  down  over
thetr oyed and ears,
Franlk Fearless
s al o plonss
thatthey

were the

Eipsing—
not the pieec-
mal, Isw.abiding

gort of  pipaies,
but real ruff  dia-
monds,
They meant  mischeot

now, as ihey bore down
upan the bhewtifol girl who
was trpping along the lang,

“Stop, pop! Pop, stop!
cried Molly. :

Frank Fearleas stopped his cae desald,
Hiz oyes (hashed fire ;oall big aooselea weso
taght,  Ile hacl heen instrockiod how to

L =

uge his fists, and ho mentelly resolved to
give those gipsies gip.

* Malaedictoz [ " erfe@d one of the men,
in Spannish, * Por bacea! Collar tho
serorite ! ™

Tha pirl stopped dead as the brootal
raffans surged eround hee,  Bhe shrank
baek filee o startled fawn, her big blue eyes
wide with terror,

“Help! Help ! " she eriedd,

Fronk Fearless was out of his car helore
the words were out of hiee mouth, Clenehing
his fiste, hie roshed into the ganp of gipsics
there must have been quite & duzzen
of them—and atarted hitting out right
and left,

Frank's whirlwind: attack toolk ile
gipsies completely by surprise.

“Carmmbo ! gasped their leader, as
Frank's fist took him full in the mouth,

cand Lis teeth rattled down his throat,

“Has somo fury been let loose
ug 17

“Yargooo ! roared emother of ihe
gipsies, a8 Frank's fist erashed Lbetween his
eyes.

And the othera fell back with angry
snarls, Some of them drew their endgels,
for they were the sort of men who cudgelled
braina without stopping to think. Frank
Fearless also caught the glitter of an ovil-
looking dagger in ono of the fellows’ hands,
He spezed the rufinn by the rist and pave it
a sudden twist, and the blaggard dropped
the dagper with & sgqueel of pain.

With odds of twelve to one against him;
Frank Fearless fought fearlesaly, and with
feerce ferossity. Ho was used fo facing
bigeer odds” than this. The [act that his
%ﬁﬁs_a:m were armed did not deant him.

o had a cupple of arma himaelf, and he
uacd then to good parrpuss.

The girl looked on in wonder and ad-
miration, Men were dropping all around
her lko skittles, Her gallont reskewer
was dorting here amd there, dealing oud
hefty punches which wonld lmve fellod
an ocks. TFor Frank Feoarless was ag
atrong ra o lion: and benesth his Eaten
jachkot beat a brave Brittish hart,

The gipsics worg beaten Lo their nees
now. They sprawled on iho gronned in
varioua aftvlades of angwish, whining
aril wimpering for meray.

Franlk Fearless larfed harshly as he

MILONE

({Continued on nexd puge.]

Looking woary unto deth, and beft nearl

- dubble, the Head of St.
Sam?’s cama limping through the quadrangle, dragging behind him a
bath-chair, plled high with luggage.
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