


This week ““Referee” tells yon about the methods of “ DICK " PYM, the
English International Goalkeepér of Bolton Wanderers.

T is the opimion of most of the
attackers Efefﬁt_ﬂam football ﬁhnt
good cepers sre very plen-
tifut. ﬁlt i3 anly natural. It is

also own cpinion that, taking one
club with another, the position of geal-
keeper 1s move satizfactorily fGlled than
any oiher position in first-class football.

The foregoing bm_nf'iz true, it follows
that there is much diflerence of opinion
as to who is the best goalkeeper of
modern times. I am not going to be
dogmatic on the point, but El.!l_gﬂﬂﬂt
that, taking everything into considera-
tion, the vote should boe given to
“Dick * Pym, the 'keeper of Bolton
Wanderers, who has often plaved for
England.

There is, of course, one very good
rcason why gmlkﬂﬂg}#rﬁ Ell'];; te first-class
siandard are plentitul o goalkeeper
has a job different fromn that of ‘any
ather pia;ym' on the field. He is essen-
tially “on hia own.”  Moreover, no
matier in what class of foothall 2 goal-
keeper plays, he has the same sort of
shots to deal with—high ones, low ones,
fast oncs, slow ones.  Therciore, w_lmu
the youngster advaneces from minor
football la the top clazs, he has not a
great deal Lo learn i the way of new
problems. _

But the [act ihirt goalkeepers in
all classes of football pet the same
sort of shots is a special reason for
voung goalkeopers toking stock of
ihe way masters do things. And
there iz no man who ¢an be watched
more profitably than Dick Pym.

Fisherman, Too!

The carecr of this goalkecper
provides rather & quaint switch.
Hiz father was a fsherman n
Devon, and it was expected that
voung Dick would also take to Bsh-
ing. He did in his early daye
But from luring hsh inte the net
off the Devon coast, he has turned
round to keeping shots out of the
net at football,

To-day, fishing is his favourite
hobby. As soon as esch football
secason i3 over he dashes off back
to Devon, and joins the lads in the
fishing-smacks. When his foothall
caroer ia over, the probability is
that he will go back to Devon for

for he i3 now interested
firancially in & fishing fleet.

Now, Dick Pym, lika many goal-
keepers, was just “ pushed into the
job.* Ha was playing one day in
e b mative miilage ot Topanam.®
i native village .
Things went badly for T
that day. They had s goalkeeper
whe had been “picked up,” and he
had to pick up some hali-dozen out
of the net before half-tine. The

captain of the side decided upon a.
change. “ You try what you can do in
goal,” he said to Pym. Quite willing,
Dick went into goal ; but he was power-
less te stop the tide flowing so strongly
against Topsham, and before he had
been therc long three more goals had
been piled up against the side.

By this time the captain was in a
pamc, and not 1n a good temper. "1
thought the other. fellow was the worst
oalkeeper in the world,” he =aid to
vm, “but now I know he wasn't!"

His Motto!

In telling that story against himself,
Pym adds that the cutting remark
made by the capltain of his boy team
decided him to be a goalkeepar. 1
will prove that fellow wrong,” said
Pym to himself, And he has done it to
the extent of playing for England.

Now as to the methods of this master
between tho posts. I have said that he
15 a2 good man to watech and to copy.
That means he is orthodox, and I want
to lell you here that in a gpoalkeeper
orthodox methods }!‘JEI:}’. Thero 1s
nobody to remedy the mistakes of a

“DICK"™ PYM got his hands {0 it and turned
what looked 1ike n certain goal Into a corner!
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Ikeeper—hence he must take “snfet
EE " .28 his moito, 3
Thix "B-l.fﬂ? first ™ -idea 13 shown in
the way he does ceriain things. If a
high ball s sent in his direction he
Lkes one quick look at the positiom of
his own backs and of his opponents. IE
he sees that his backs can hold off those
apponents, Pym catches the ball, brings
it down, and kicks it up the field. But
if opponents are In such & position that
they mavy rush him into the net if he
catches tha ball, he doesn't cateh if.
He plays for safety, either punching
gut with his Bst. or, if the shot 15 too
high for him te do that, he slips 1t
over the net with his fingers.
he has time to a::ai{:'il the ball, but

no fime to kick it away, he throws it
away—towards the touchline. He
knows that by throwing it towards the

touchline he is giving himseli more
time to get back into position.
The Great Asset!

But though Pym. plays the goal-

keeper in the orthodex way, and takes
safety first as his motto, this doesn't
mean that he is lacking in courage. He
izn't. There are occasions in the
career of 2 goalkesper when he must
almaost literally take his life in his
hands. When that centre-forward
has the Lall at his toe, and is past
the backs, there is only one hope
for the goalkeeper. He must go
and meet the oncoming forward.
And if the forward kicks the ball
ever such a littla way ahead, then
the goalkeeper must dive for it—
foll length, even at the risk of
landing in haspital, as Pym has
done more than onee since he went
fo Bolton. '

Then he can make a flying save
with the best. Cup Finals are won
by the goals which are scored, but
the Cup can be saved by good gool.,
keeping. Dick PF saved Bolton”
Wanderers in the Final Tie of 192¢
against Manchester City. Tha
Wanderers were a goal up, bui
Manchester were ing on pres-
ture. The ball went to Tom
Browell quite closa in. Browell
applied his head, snd the ball
ssemned to be going into thé corner
of the goal for a certainty. In fact,
the people were yelling “Goall”
But Dick Pym sprang across like
&b ndiad e Ba el i
1ps 15 an r it
round the post A Cop Final
saved by agility. And that is one

thing to look .for ggod goal-

in &
-

Pym ia a great goalk r
becgusa he combines safety grﬂ.
with great courage and marvellous
anticipation.



BUNTER, THE STICHER! They don't woont Billy Bunter ol Greyfriors—the Head has said g0, and so has Bunfer's
tate Form maosier. Bui that malies no differemce to Billy ; he's mode up his mind that he's going back to Greyfriarvs

of ol coats.
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Back to Schoo! !

11 ALLD, halle,” halle!™
H Bob Cherry.

roared

frain wasn

A crowdad
Courthield

, gliding
Junction,

- Many heads—all of them belonging to

Greyfriars fellows—were put out of the
carriage  windows; among them the
head of Bob Cherry, of the Remove,
with its unroly shock of flaxen hair,

It was the first day of the new term;
and from all quarters of the kingdom
Greyfriars men were gathering again
at the old school. More than one train
had disgorged a swarm in Courtfield
Station, and the platform was alive
with them. DMost of thera looked merry
and bright; some of them looked as if
they would have liked the holidays to
last longer. Bob Cherry, neodless to
say, was full of spirits and exnberant
cheerfulness; that Eﬂing his permanent
state. Many voices echoed on the plat-
form; but Bob's powerful tones boomed
above them all as he hailed the friends
he spotted in the crowd—quite unable
to wait till the irain stopped.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Wharton, old
bean! Inky, old tulip!"

Harry Wharton and Hurreo Jamset
Bam Bingh looked round towards the
incoming train. They had arrived to-
gether, and were waiting for tho rest of
the “Co.” Wharton waved his hand to
Bob, and Hurree Singh pgave him =
cheery, dusky grin,

“Hallo, halle, hallp! Bull
here yob ¥ bawled Bob,

Mok yet™

“And Fronky?”

into

Johnny

Reud how he wangles it}
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“Frank’s on the platform some-
where,” called back Harry Wharton,
“Here, don't shove, Coker !

Coker of the Fifth, like the Remove
chums, had come in by an earlier train,
and was waiting on the platform for his
friends, Potter and Greene. Coker
expected them b{y that train, and he
sioved his way forward, regardless of
the fellows who received his hefty
slioves, Mere juniors—fags of the
Lower Fourth—were nothing in Coker's
ecyes—less  than nothing, 1f possible.
Harry Wharton staggered to the right,
and Hurrce Bingh to the left, as Coker
of the Fifth shoved his way towards the
train.

“ Look here, you Fifth Form ass—"
exclaimed Wharton wrachiully.

“My csteemed, fathepded Cokeyr—"
gasped Hurrce Singh.,

Coker gave them a glance,

“Shut up!” he said,

“You silly ass!” roared Wharton.

“ Silence 1

Coker of the Fifth never could under-

stand that, not being a Sixth Form man
or & prefect, he was nobody in particu-
lar, and had no right whatever to order
fellows about. Ordering fellows abont
wasg one of Haorace Coker's many little
weaknesses,
_ He turned his back on the indignant
juniors, and stared at the train. He
expected Totter and Greene by that
train, and he had no time or atteation
to waste on indignant fags,

The train had not yet stopped.
Porters shouted to the erowd on the
platform to stand back. Every window
showed a head or a couple of heads—
fwo or three doors hod been alresdy
racklessly flung open. Voices shouted

A rattling fine long complete school
story of Harry Wharton & Co. at
Greyfrinrs, * starring " Billy Bunter,

the Owl of the Remove.

By FRANK RICHARDS.

and hands were waved, and hats, Db
Cherry’s voice sounded like that aof
Stentor of old, as the train slowed dowu
in the stafion.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Is that you,
Coker?  What's that sticking on your
face, Coker?™

“Eh, what? Horace Coker passed
his hand over hiz face. “ What—?*

“All  serene—it's only your nose!”
satd Bob cheerfolly. “I didn't recog-
nise it as & nose [ar & moment,*

Coker glared.
“¥ou cheeky young sweep!™ ha
roared.

“Same to vou, old bean, and many
of them!"

“Don't make all that row*” snapped
Coker.

“ What

“ Behave yourself!
shindy ¥

Bob Cherry grinned,

Coker simply couldn't help giving
orders. But hiz lofty commands did

Not so  much

not worry Robert Cherry of the
Remove,
“Hame old Coker!” pgrinned Bob,

“Same old cheeky ass! Same old face
like a doormet, and same old manncrs
like a bear!”

The tragin stopped, Bob's carriage
stopping just opposite the apot where
Horace Coker was standing and frown-

ing in lofty wreoth.

The door flew open,

From the open doorway flew Dob
Cheryy,

Ierhaps it was by accident that the
cheery Bob flew into Coler. Perhaps it
was nof.

At all ovenls, there was a sudden and
terrific collision.

Bob Cherry came out of the carriage
a pood deal like a torpedo, and tanded
on Coker's broad chest like a battering-
ranm.

There was a wild roar from Horace
Coker as he staggered backwards and
sat down on the platform.

Bob Cherry sat on Cokoer.
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;“w‘i:}ﬁmp:.:’ roared Coker. “Why, 1

He grasped DBob Cherry with both
hands.

“ Rescus, Remove " ‘ive:]Ir:d Bob.

Harry Wharton and Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh grasped Coker at the same
noment.  YWharton seized his collar,
while the dusky junior annexed his ears
—axtensive ears that gave a good hold.

Coker went over on his back, and his
head tapped on the cold, hard, unsympa-
thetic platform. The roar that came
from Horace Coker could have been
heard far beyond the confines of Court-
fizld Btation. ]

Bob Cherry jumped up -:haanlé.

He stayed only to jerk out Coker's
tie, and to jam hiz hst down on his
dizzy head--the work of & moment.
Therr he walked along the platform
with Wharton and Hurree Singh,
lesving Coker of the Fifth to sort him-
self out. Frank Nugent joined them;
but the chums of the Remove did not
leave the station yet—they were waat-
ing for Johnny Bull

%Icrrm:& Colcer =at up in a dizzy state,
clutching ot the hat that was rammed
down hard on his bullet head, and
raising hiz voice in wrath.

“Oh, here you are, Coker!”

Potter and Greene of the Fifth had
alighted from the train, and they stood
&nﬁ looked down at Coker.

“Ow! I'l smash ‘em!”

“What are you sitting down there
for, old chap?” asked Potter. “Tired?!”

“Yeou silly chump!”

Horace Coker scrambled to his feet.

“Those cheeky fa,gﬁl” he gazped.
“I'm going to smash em! ¥You fellows
eome with me—this wa -

(Coker rushed along the crowded plat-
form in pursuit of the merry Removites,
humping fellows right and left, amid
vells of protest. .

Potter and Greene did not {follow.
They looked at ome another and
grinned. It was just like Coker to
begin the mew term with & row among
the fags, they considercd; but they did
not want any themselves, [f CUoker
chose to start a shindy in a railway
station, Potter and Greene were ready
to leave him io it. And they left him.

“Hallo, hallo, hallol Here comes
Coker " shouted Bob Cherry, as the
great man of the Fifth bore down on

them.

“Shoulder to shoulder!™ grinned
MNugent.

“All handz repel boarders!” chuckled
Bob. i

Coker of the Fifth rushed down on
the four. Coker never counted odds—
which was plucky of Coker, but rather
unfortunate, sometimes, in results. He
swept down on the guartette to sweep
themn practically out of existence.
Instead of which, the four, declining te
be swept, collared Coker on all sides,
jerked him over, and rolled him along
the platform, velling. )

Coler’s hat vanished in one direction,
his neckiie in another: and hiz volce
spread over the whole station.

Fellows who had been hustled out of
Coker's way, rushed to lend the chums
of the Remove a hand, or foot. There
was liftle to be scen of Coker of the
Yifth, under =0 many hands—and fect—
hut there was much to be heard of him,
His remarks were continuous and
emphatic,

“Cave!™ exclaimed Bob Cherry, as
the stalwart form of Wingate of the
Sixth loomed over the laughing crowd.

And the juniors faded away, leavin
Horace Coker sprawlhing, breathless, an
dishevelled, as the captain of Greyfriars
reached the spot.
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“Coker! Is that you, Coker”

“Ow! Grooogh! Yesl Wow!"

“¥You look more like a tramp than a
Greyfriars man! What the thump do
you mean by kicking up a shindy here?”

“Ow! Wow! Those cheeky fags—
wow [—I'll smash 'em—— Grooghl"

“Get up, you ass, and chuck it!” said
Wingate severely. *“You ought to be
jolly well ashamed of yourdeli—playing
fag larks with & mob of juniors on the
platform !”

Coker gasped.

“Fag larks! Me! Why, I—I—]—"
Indignation choked Colker.

“That's enought”

Wingate of the Bixth strode away,
leaving Coker sitting on the platform,
breathless, gasping, and with feelings
too decp for words, even had Coker
retained sufficient breath to utter any.

[

THE SECONL’ CHAPTER.
The Sad Case of William George Bunter !

i H dear!”
O Billy Bunter, once of the

Greyiriars Remove, utlered

that ejaculation in tones of

the deepest and most dismal dolefulness.

First day of term should have found

Billy Bunter en route for Greyiriars

School, But it did not find him there.

Sammy Bunter was starting for Grey-

friars. Bessie Bunter had started for

Chff House. But Billy Bunter—onee of
the Bemove—was not to start.

Bunter had thought it over and aver
during the last days of the vacation, but
1t had secmed too awiul to be true, and
he simply could not realise it,

It was too absolutely rotten.

Injustice Bunter was accustomed lo.
He had never been valued at his true
value st Greyfriars, or anywhere else.
Carping fellowe found fault with
Bunter; testy Form masters never saw
what a perfect character he was.

If he did not rejoin the Remove [or
the new term it was guite likely that the
Remove would not miss bim., If Mr.
Guelch did not see him again, it was
probable that the Bemove master would
forpet his fat existence. The Remove
hoj never been proud of him; Mr.
Quelch had never prized him as a really
discerning ¥orm master would have
done. Still, there was a limit lo in-
justice—or ought to have been. IEx-
cluding Bunter from Greyfriars School
altogether was too thick—it was beyond
the limat.

And that was what had happened.

MNot that Bunter wanied particularly
to resume the absorption of knowledge
from Mr. Quelch, Not that he was tired
of the holidays. Bunter disliked the
end of the holidays as much as he liked
the end of the terms. But There
wa3 a but.

Had Mr. Bunter decided to take him
away from Greyiriars and send him to
Eton or Harrow Buanter would not have
objected. Greyiriars did not think much
of him; but that, obviously, was the
fault of Greyiriars: he might have
received justice in another school.

_ But_ that was not Mr. Bunter's
tntention.

His intention was to place Willinm
George on a stool in his office now that
the headmaster of Greyviriars refuzed to
tako him back for the new term.

That meant work!

Bunter shuddered at the prospect.

It was true that at Greyfriars Mr.
Quelch made him work—as much as he
could! But in an office it would be real
waork—not what was ecalled work &%
schoal.

Bunter naturally felt some contempt
for a school that did not know how to
prize its brighiest jewel. But he wanted

to go back to Greyfriars, It was the
lesser of two evila

And he was not going!

“Good-bye, old bhean! grinned

Sammy Bunter, as he stepped into the
taxi. _",ﬁn& message for the fellows?”
William George eyed him morosely.

:%E afé]dl ﬁt mhku 1 was his reply.

o cha ou're not comin
back this term,” mfi?:! Iﬂa,mmy* L likE
making fellows happy.”

“ Baast 1"

Sammy Bunter grinned and waved s
fat hand, and the taxi rolled away with
him. Billy Bunter blinked after it
gloomily through hie big spectacles.

The sound of the wheels died away.

Bunter turned back morosely towards
the house.

The injustice of it rankled deep in his
fat breast.

After all, what had Bunter done to
cause the iina.d to take such a drastic
step as to refuse him admittznce to his
old school for the new term?

He had simply taken French leave ot

the end of the previows term—or noarl
at the end. ’
He had broken detentionl Well,

fellows had done that before! He had
led his Form inaster a dance! Well,
that was Quelchy's look-out! He had
stayed away from school without leaval
Suppose he had? Ie had started his
vication a week or so before the school
broke up, giving himself leave to do go.
Well, what of 1t 7

If he had gono back on that occasion
he would have been licked. Surely that
was & good and sufficient reszon for not
having gone hack,

Quelchy, of course, had been in a
WAX.

At the bepinning of the vacation
Bunter bhad gmiven little thought to the
end of the vacation. It was not Bunter’s
method to meet troubles hall-way. But
now the end of the vecation had come
and the trouble had to be met.

And the trouble had materialised in
the form of a letter from Dr. Locke lo
Mr. Bunter, stating the Head's decision
—which was that =& recklessly in-
subordinate Lower boy had betier not
return to the school at all.

The Head was sorry, but he was firm,
He was bound to support the anthority
of the ¥arm master, who had been
flouted and treated with the grossest die-
respect by Mr, Bunter's son. And the
decision was final.

Mr. Bunter had had to accept that
deciston. DBilly Bunter's opinion was
that heo ought to have appealed to the
governing board of Greyiriars to call
the headmaster to order. Buch n
decislon was & corying injustice—if it
meant thot Bunter was to do any work!
And it did!

Ha had told his father that he was
willing to go to XEton, to Harrow, io
Winchester, to Fugby—anywhere but o
wark !

Mr. Bunter declined to entertain any
such suggestion. He stated that a fellow
who was turned out of one school was
likely to be turned out of another. Ii
was in vain that Bunter pointed out that
Greyfriars was probably the only school
in the kingdom where hiz uncommon
merits would not have been acknow-
ledged.

Mr. Bunter deelined to listen. It was
the office for DBunter—and Bunter for
the office! Like a sword of Damocles
an office sicol was suspended over Billy
Bunter's head.

Tt was awiull

Bunter rolled dismally inte the house
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The door Aew open, and Bob Cherry came out of the carriage a good deal like & terpedo, and landed on Coker's broad chest
like & batiering ram., ** Whooop 1" There was a wild roar from Horace Coker as he staggered backwards and sai down

The Ford was at the gate, and Mr
Bunter was about to leave for the City.
Bunter blinked at him pathetically.

Mr. Bunter ayed him’ sdéverelr.

“ William I he said, in his fat voice,

William blinked at him.

“1 shall make final arrangements to.
day, William.”

“Oh dear!™ )

“To-morrow you will accompany me
io the City.”

i -“'ﬂw !!u

“1 shall place you under the special
direction of Mr. Snarker, who will see
thaet yon do not laze and slack, as I
fear yon have been accustomed to do at
gchool.”

s ﬂh !Il

“This 13 vour last day of idleness
AMake the most of it!”

HI—1 say—" pasped Bunter.

(13 “F'Ei]?"

“1'd rather po back to Greviriars!™
groancd Bunter,

“That is out of the guestion, as you
are well aware, as your headmaster has
refused to take you back”

“If you wrote to him—>*

“I have written.”

“If you phoned——->""

“I have phoned.”

“If you called to see him—"

“I have no time."

Mr. Bunter rolled doorward.

“I1—I—I say, fathor, if—if the Head
would let me go back, he—he—he
nu‘ght-—" i

“1 should be glad,” said Mr. Bunter
grimly, “Your laziness, idlenesy,
obtuseness, and general incapacity are
more snited for a public scheol than for
& City office, Wi But I have no

*

cn the platform. (See Chapter 1.)

hepe that he will fake you back. I
have no doubt
relieved to be rid of you.
reason he would bel”

It was injustice upon injustice, like
Pelion piled on Ossa, Even in his own
eircle, where surely his merits should
have been known and prized, Billy
Bunter was not appreciated.

It stands to

“Boat—but if he would! gasped
Bunter. “If—if I asked him and he
consented—"'

Saiff from Mr. Bunter.

“You may ask him if you like,” he
said, “You may do anything you
please to.day. To-morrow—the office.”

Mr, Bunter departed down the gravel

ath, apd the Ford grunted away with

im. Billy Bunter blinked affer him
dolefully.

* William I

“¥es, mater?”

“I have a cake for you,™

Bunter brightened.

Mrs. Bunter ot least sympathised, and
her sympathy took a practieal form that
Bunter could understand and aeppre-
crato.

There was consolation in the cake,

But the conszelation ended with the
cake, and the cake did not last loug.
Nothing of an edible naturc lasted long
in Bunter's hands

The fat jumior wandered into the
garden. He was thinking. Thiz was
rather unusual on DBunicer's part, but
he had a problem to solve. At Grey-
friars they were all beasts. Bunter
could not think of & single fellow there
who was not & beast. Yet he yearned
to go back to Greyiriars. There are
beasts and beasts, and Bunter bad & well-

our Form master iy

:J

founded apprehension that he would find
Mr, Bnarker, in the office, a worse beast
than any beast he had ever encountered
at Greyiriars.

Ho was poing back!

EUI‘E]{' the Head could not resist a
personal appeal if Bunter pointed out
to him how unjust it was to take any
notice of that beast Quelchyl Surely
all the fellows would rally round and
petition the Head to let him stay |

It ought to be so at least. DBunter
had doubts, but he stifled them. His
father had said that he could appeal to
the Head if he liked—that he could
de anything he liked that day. His
father undoubtedly would be glad if he
got back te Greyiriars by hook or by
erook, He did nol eoxpect William
George to Emve a prop to hiz deelining
years in the office. Billy Bunter ree
zolved to try it on.

1t was with a palpitating heart that
Billy Bunter sat in the train. He was
going to try it on. Bomehew, anyhow,
he wes going to wedge into Greyiriars,
They were all beasts in Grevfriars,
from the Head down to the porter, from
the Bixth Form to the Second. But the
alternative was work, and that was un-
thinkable!

[RreY N

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
No More Bunter!

OHNNY BULL jumped out of the
train st Courthield, and the Ca.
greeted lhim cheerily and vo-
ciferovsly,. The TFamous TFive

linked arms and walked down the plat-

form, cheerily upsetting Temple of the

TeE Maoner Limary.—No. 1,076,
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Fourth in their career, and bumping
lHobson of the Shell into an automatic
machine. .Tubb of the Third got in tho
way and was left for dead—more or
Jess. Nugent miner of the Second, whe
also got in the way with a cheeky grin,
was spared, being the brother of Nugent
of the Remove. Nugent minor, however,
lad something to say.

“You fellows heard?” he squeaked.

And the Famous Five came to a halt
t¢c hear the newa .

“Heard which and what?” inguired
Bob Cherrey.

“ Ahoui Bunter major.

Now the chums of the Remove had
zeen a good deal of Billy Bunter in the
vac, but they had not seen him for some
dayas now, and had forgotten his exist-
ence, It was inexeusable, but they had.

But, reminded of his fat existence by
Dicky - Nugent, they did not look over-
Jo to remember that he was still an
miabitnnt ‘of the universe,

“0Oh, Bunter!” sald Johnny Bull
* Blow Bunter!* ;

“ Bless Bunter!” said Harry Wharton.

“ The blessfulness is terrific ¥

“But have you heard?”’ persisted
Dicky Nugent, who evidently regarded
hiz news, ag yet untold, as of interest.

“{xive it 2 name,” sald Frank.

“Bunter's not coming back!” an-
nounced Dicky.

“ Bunter not coming back? Gam-
mon "  exclaimed Johnny Bull, He

spoke as 1f he considered such news too
good to he true.

“Honest Injun!” said Nugent minor.
“I've had it from SBammy Bunter. He's
back, as fat as ever, stuffing in the
buffet this blessed minute! g]—Iﬂ says
that his major ain't coming back to
Greyiriars at all.”

“Ay only hat!™ i

“Poor ald Bunter!” said Bob Cherry.
"1 suppose the beaks were bound to
como down heavy on him for belting

away from school last term. But—poor
old Bunter!"

“Well, what did the {fat duffer
expeet i asked Johnny Bull. “A chap

can't run away from school when he
likes and come back when be chooses.™

““So Bunter's not coming back this
term 7’ satd Wharton.

“Not this term or any other!” said
Dicky Nugent., “Fancy no more Bunter
m the Remove! You fellows have all
the luck. I don’t sce why they couldn't
have told Bammy to stey at home along
with him.”

“Is Bammy cut up?’ asked Frank.

Nugent minor chuckled.

“Not an awful lot. His appetite’s as
rood as ever, anyhow. I saw him at
his szevenih doughnut!® '

“Ha, ha, hal”

Harry Wharton & Co. walked on,
assimilating the startling news. They
had wondered what would be the result
of Bunter's exploits of the last term—
till they forgot Bunter. DBunter,
appacently, had expected the vacation to
wipe the whole thing out—had hoped,
nt least, that his transgressions would
be forgotten 1n his long absence during
the summer holidays, That was like
Bunter.

“Quelchy was frightfully mad with

him,” Beb Cherry remarked. “He got
old Quelchy’s rag right out. I supposze
he knew what to expect.”

“I'm sorry,” said Wharton. *I can't

gay I shall miss Bunter & whole lot, but
~——poor old Bunter!™

“Halle, halle, hallo, Toddy ™ bawled
Bob Cherry, catching gight of Peter
Todd of the hemnve cutside the station.
“Heard the news?
" T&rddjr locked round end shook his
and,
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* Bunter's not coming back!”

“*Gammon !

“ Bunter minor says so,”

“Wish father to the thought, I
expect,” said Peter. “Bunter will be
back all right in Study No. 7. Fancy
Study No. 7 without Bunter! These
jolly things don’t happen in real life!”
_ Apparently there swould be dry eyes
in Stedy MNo. T if Bunter did nat
materialise that term., The Famous
Five smiled and walked on. In the
High Btreet they came on Tom Dutton,
Bunter's other study-mate in Study
No. 7, and paused to give him the news.
Tom Dutton being deaf, many fellows
did not take the troubls to talk to him;
for which' very reason the Famous Five
often bestowed the pleasure of their
eonversation on Dutton.

“Heard the news, Dutton ¥ asked Bob

Cherry, g}iving Tom a smack on the
uhc:uldnar that made him jump.
] E:h lil]

“Bunter isn’t coming back [”

“No; but guu‘va hurt my shoulder,
you ess!” said Tom, rubbing it. "* You
haven't hurt my back.™

“Oh, my hat! roared Bob. “ Bunter
—not—coming—back=--to—school I

“Oh, draw it mild!"” said Dutton
warmiy. “You're a fool yourself, if you
come to that—smacking a fellow on the
shoulder and nearly cracking the bomne !

“WNot  fool—school!™ shrieked Dob.
“Bunter—"

“ MNew fellow? asked Dutton,

“MNew fellow—no! What do you
mean ¥
“I don't know anybody named
Punter.”
“Great pip! Bunter! BUNTER!”

“0Oh, Bunter! You needn’t yell. I can
hear you all night when you den't
mumble. DBunter was my study-mate
last term. What about him®

“¥You tell him, Jehnny,” eaid Bob,
gasping. “I'm winded!"

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Bunter’'s staying at home ! shouted
Johnny Bull, 1

“In the summer?” asked Dutton, in
surprise. “ Must be jolly warm in Rome
in the summer. I'd prefer Norway
myself, if T went abroad far the vac.”

“Help!" gasped Johnny Bull,

“Ha, ha, hat”

Frank Nugent took up the tale. It
was only fair play to whack it out, when
Tom Dutton had to be told something,

“Bunter's not coming back!” raved
Nugent. .

“l can hear you all right, Nugent!
Bunter's running back, 13 he?” esid

Dutton. “Isu’t he coming by train?”
“0Oh, my hat! No, no! Not coming
back at all,” shrieked Nugent. “The

Head won't have him back. He's not
coming.™

"Well, that’s rot ! said Tom.

“True 1" shrieked Nugent.

“Can't be true! Bunter lives seme-
where in Surrey, and he couldn't
possibly run back all this way, right
across Kent. Trying to pull my leg, or
what?"

Ty HEIF

“Your turn, Wharton,” chuckled Bob,
and the captain of the Remove filled his
lungs and took up the tala.

" Bunter's gonae for good ™ he shouted,

“T'm not Eurpriaeﬁ to hear that”
agsented Dutton. “ Whenever Buonter's
gone anywhere, you can safely bet on it
that he's gpane for food.”

“Not food—pgood ! shonted Wharton.

“Eh? Good food?” asked Dutton.
“Well, I suppose he will get good food
if he can—so long as it's sweet snd
sticky.”

1 think we'd hetter leave Dutton to
pick up this piece of news,” said Harr
Wharton, laughing. “We've told aﬁ

3%

Courtfield, but Dutton hasn't caught on
{o it yet™
. Five or six people were staring at the
Jumwars by this time, apparently
entertained,

“0Oh, let Inky take his turn,” chuckled
Bob, *“Whack it all round.”

“My esteerned Dutton,” shouted
Hurree Jamset Ram Emg‘fm_, “we are
tryfull attempting to impert an

Execﬁ; le piece of preposterous news,”
&4 EM

“The ridiculous Bunter is excludefully
barred from returning to Greyfriars”
yolled Hurree Singh. " He is turned out
of the absurd school 1

"The next momeni, Hurree Jamset
Ham Singh staggered back, that move-
ment being caused by & smart tap on his
dusky nose from Tom Dutton’s knuekles.

The nabob gasped, and stared blankly
at Dutton. at youth, with an exzcited
look, pushed back his cuffs.

“Come on " he shouted.

“Has the esteemed chump gone
gqttg,;] " gasped Hurree Jamset Ham

ingh.

‘' Absurd fool, am I?"” roared Dutton.
“T'll give you absurd fool!- I may be
a little hard of hearing—especially when
fellows mumble as you fellows do! But
calling me names like that—"

“Ha, ha, ha!” shricked the juniors.

“Don't try to explain,” gasped Bob
Cherry. “TIt will take us till the Christ-
mas vae. Run for it|”

And the Fameus Five trotted on their
way, leaving Tom Dutlion staring after
them in indignant wrath, and still
ignorant of the news they had been
striving so strenuously to impart.

By the time the Remove fellows
gathered ot Greyfriars, Tom Dutton
was the only fellow in the Form who
did not know that Billy Bunter wasn't
coming back that term. And o,
naturally, Tom was the only fellow in
the Remove who didn't think that it was
too good to be true.

THE FOURYH CHAPTER.
Merely Buniter !

R. QUELCH snorted—that is,

M if "a dignified, middle-aged

gentleman, holding the im-

_portant position of a Iorm

master n a celebrated public school
could be supposed to snort.

It sounded like a snort.

T'wo days 1n the term were very busy
oncy for a Form master—frst day and
last day. Last day, perhaps, was not
guite so strenuous as first day, but then,
a term’'s fatigue had accumulated on last
day, which made it warse. On the other
hand, ow the last day of the torm, a
Form master had the ﬂﬂ.ppjr rospect of
not seeing anything more aip his Form
for o long time, which was a solace.
Cn the first day of the term he had, of
course, no such solaco. 8o the first day
of any term was not only the busiest for
a Form master, but the day with tho
lopgest and most dismal prospects.

On such a day, when ha had his hands
full with his returning Form, with all
sorts of arrangements to make; boys
to question. doctors’ certificates to glance
at, all sorts and conditions of work of
his own, as well as some few things to
do to oblige the headmaster, Mr. Quelch
did not want Lo hear the cheery ring of
the telephane-bell.

But he had heard it several times
that day already. Lord Mauleverer's
uncle had rung him up for a fow wordsa
Hazeldene's %&iher had oned to

mention that Hazel would be in by a
later train. Bomeone—whose voice Mr,
Quelch did not recognise as that of
Herbert Vernon Smith—head rung him up
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to incﬂﬁm whether he was going to be-
have himaelf this termr—an inquiry that
reduced the Remove master to a state
of cold fury. Mr. Lambe, the local
vicar, had rung him up for a friendly
chat, and promised to ring him up later
on the atbject of certain games of chess
which were-to be played &t the vicarage;
as if Mr. Queleh had time, on the first
day of term, to make any arrangements
about games of chess,

MNow the bell was ringing again, and
Mr. Quelch turned from a mass of
papers on his littered table, giving
utterance toa sound distinctly resembling
a snort, and grabbed up the receiver.

““Wellt"” he hooted, in a tone of voica
which hinted that matters were far

from well.
“Hallo! Is that Quelchy?”
i 1] Whﬂ.t?"
“*T mean Mr. Queleh,”
“ Bpeaking 1™
;'I '[il [ 1 EPI"I:I. Bu%mr I
r. Yualch jumped..
“ Bunter !"
“Yes, sir.”
“Upon my word !
“*“You see, sir—"
The telephone rocked asz Mr. Quelch
i’;mmad the receiver back. He breathed
rd and deep.

Mr. Quelch had been under the im-
prossion that he was done with Dunter.
Bunter did not geem to be under the
impression that he was done with Me.
Quelch.

The Remove master zat down to his
litter of papers again. Mr. Quelch had
forgiven Bunter many of his offences—
after the Head had conszented to write
to Mr. Bunter, informing that gentle.
man that hiz hopeful son could not
return to Greyfriars any more. B,
Quelch had then dismissed Bunter from

his mind. .
Br. Quelch had quite a numer-
ous Form at Greoyfriars, and he

was not sorry to lose the laziest and
most obtuse member of it—apart from
Billy Bunter's innumerable offencez the
previcus term. Bunter bhad not been
sacked, nothing of that sort. He had
simply been forbidden to return to the

school after running away from it. Heo
was done with now—at least, Mr,
Cueleh believed =0, For Bunter, in

these circumstances, to enter into tele-
honic communication with hiz late
orm master, was the height of
impodence. Mr., Quelch fumed over his
litter of papers.
UZEEZIZZZTIZLEE |

Bharp and insistent rang the telephone-
bell.

Mr. Quelch glared at it: T it was
Bunter again But it might be
somebody elza, someb of 1m]irr:rrtam_'!e.
Disregarding the telephone-bell might
mean disregarding some important
matter, A letter need not be answered
—but the telephone-bell must be
attended to. The telephone has its dis-
advantages, like so many of the other
wonderful inventions and discoveries
that make life so much more trouble-
some to us than it was to our grand-
fathers.

Mr. Quelch grabbed up the receiver.

"Well?" he hissed.

“We were cut off, sir,” said the fat
voice of William George DBunter. *“I
was just going to say, sip——"

Mr. Quelch was about to jam the
receiver baok, when he realized that
that would only mesan another ring. Tt
was better to hear Bunter out, and get
rid of him. It would save time in the

long run.

“Bunter! Isthat Bunter?”

“¥Yes, sir! 1 hope you are well, eir,”
said Bunter affectionately.

“¥You young rascal!

¥

“Oh, really, sit—'

“How dare you telephone to me?
What have you to say?”

“I was just going to tell you, sir,
when you interrupted me. I want to
come back to Greyfriava™

“Yz that afl " hooted Mr. Quelch.

“That's all, sir. Youn see——""

“Under no cireumstances whatever,
Bunter, will you be allowed to return to
this school. You chose to absent your-
self from the school last term, and you
must talke the consequences. Y our father
has been duly informed by the Head,
and the matter is at an end. That 18
final and irrevocable.”

“I didn't catch that, sir!
mind saying it again?”’

Mr, Quelch gasped. :

“I thought I'd telephone first, sic,”
went on Bunter, “so that you wouldn't
bhé surprited to see me when—when I
came.”

“If wyou darc to come here, Bunter,
yvou will be ejected.”

“Wha-a-at T

“Thrown out at the gates!” roared
Mr. Quelch. * Treated as an impudent
trespasser I

“B-b-but I want to come back, sir!
I—I can’t bear to part with you, sir!”

“What?"

“I—I'm so fond of vou, air.”

" Bless my soul!” .

“You're s¢ nice, you know, sic”

“¥Youn—you—you young raseal! I
forbid wvou to telephone to me! I
decline to have a single word to say to
you !

The instrument rocked again, as Mr
Guelech  emphatically  replaced  the
receiver. The expression on his [ece at
thot moment might have made Billy
Bunter change his mind about desiring
to return to Greyfriers had he seen it.

Buzzzzzzz! ;

Mr. Quelch gazed at the telephone.
His gaze resembled that of the fabled
basilisk. Had television been installed
in Mr. Quelch’s study, it was probable
that Bunter would have dropped his
recciver in terror.

But what the eye sees not, troubles
lf'u:aiti the heart. Punter persisted cheer-
ully.

Once more Mr. Quelch grabbed up
the receiver. He spoke into the trans-
mitter in a choking voice,

“PBunter, how dare vou! [ shall write
and complain to your father|”

“0h, really, sir—"

Would vou

“Hilehee! Go! Do not dare to tele-
phone again!"
Bang |

The replacing of the receiver this
time came very near to inflicting
reckless damage on thesproperty of the
Post Office Teléphone Department,
Mr. Quelech sank down in his  chair,
breathing hard. It was unspeakable—it
was  iniguitous—that a busy Form
master should be worried and perse-
cuted like this, on the busiest day of
the term. Mr. Quelch almost wished
that Bunter was still in the Remove, so
that he cquld have put in some hefty
work with his stoutest cane.

Buzzzzzz |

" Goodness
Guelch.

It was almost incredible that the Owl
of the Remove should dare to persisk
like this. At lcast, it was intolerable!
Mr. Quelch sprang at the telephone like
a tiger. He wrenched off the receiver;
he hooted into the transmitter:

“You impudent rascal! How dare
you! Do you suppose for one moment
that I will tolerate this unheard-of inso.
lence? How dare you! I repeat, how
dare you persist in telephoning to me!”

“What? What?” came a plump,
wheezy voice over the wires. " Mr.

gracious!” gasped Mr.

Quelch, this languuage—this language,
sir—upon my word——"

Mr. Quelch almost dropped the
receiver as the Viear of Iriasrdale's
volea came through,

It was not Bunter this timae!

“0Oht” gasped Mr. Quelch.
Aht I—-I—=]——"

“I regret that I have —ah—troubled
yot, Mr. Quelech™ The vicar's tone
Wis frccz.in%. *“I shall not—ah—trouble
you again!

*I—I—I—" gurgled Mv. Quelch,

“Enough, sirl”

Mr, Lambe rang off.

“Bleas my soubkl”
Guelch feebly.

Ho set down limply at his table. And
if Bunter fancied that he had made any
advance in the direction of placating
his late Form master, and increasing his
chances of being allowed to return to
Greyfriars, Bunter was labouring under
& misapprehension.

“0Ohl

murmured Br.

e e e——

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Not Taking Any !

ILLY BUNTER rolled out of the
B telephone  box ot Lantham
Station, with a deep
wrinkiing his fat brows.

He had made his appeal to Mr.
Quelch. Mr. Quelch had failed him.
Perhaps Bunier had hoped that Mr.
Quelch would be moved and softened by
the sound of the old familiar voice of
the Owl of the Remove. Possibly he
had oxpected that the Remove master
would relent, that he would hid the
abzent one refurn;: that he would say
that all was forgotten and forgiven,

If Billy Bunter had had any cxpedta-
tions of this sort, they had boen woe-
fully disappointed.

Bunter was not gquick on the uptake,
It was difficult for him to realise that
anyone could regard him as superflucus
or wnadmirable. But MMr. Quelchs
answers had left him in ne doubt.

His late Form master did not want
him back at Greyviriars. He was not

frown

going to intercede with the Head. He
wasn't going to get Bunter off. He
was fed up with Bunter.

But there was aiways an appeal to
Cwsar, so ta speak; and DBunter had
tried the Head's private number after
finishing wilh Henry Bamuel Quelch.
He had not got through te the Head.
The Head's elerk had taken the call,
and rebuffed Bunter ruthlessly.  The
Hcad was  mmaccessible to  common
mortals. DBunter had to give up the
idea of an appeal to Cesar—by way of
the telephone, at all events.

It remaincd to decide what he waa
going to do.

He bad already decided what he waa
not going to do.

He was not going to return home!

Somehow, he had to wedge into
Greviriara. Failing that, ho might run
away and become s pirate or B clnema
actor—he was not cortain which, Hia
bold, daring, enterprizsing nature and
magnificent physique—he considered—
fitted him for & bold and roving lifc
On the other hand, his striking good
looks—he considered—marked him out
for a distinguished carecr on the filma,
But there were difficulties in tho way
—he realised that there were o lot of
difliculties.  On the whole, he would
go back to Greyfriars if he conld.

Bunter was, for once, in funds, having
collected geveral holiday tips  from
varions relatives, Having finished on
the telephone, he rolled away to tha
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“Pagoda ” teashop, and did himself
very wecll there.  He stayed quite a
long time at the Pagoda; and 1t was
well an in the afternoon when he rolled
out again, and bought a railway ticket
for Courtiield.

From Courtfield the country bus bore
Lim to within a short distance of Grey-
[riars School,

In sight of Gregfriars he halted.

Mr. %ue]eh had declared that if he
presented himself there he should be
ejected, Ho knew of old that Mr.
QJuelech was a man of his word. e
more than suspected that Quelehy would
be glad of the chance of laying a cane
about him hefore the eijeetm&nt took
place. He had been able to guess as
much, from Quelchy's voice on the
phone.

If ha entered Greyfriars he had to
keep cut of Quelchy’s sight. So much
was clear. He had to avoid Quelchy
until he had made his appeal to the
Head, and prevailed on that kind-
hearted old gentieman to give him
another chance.

If the Head {ailed him, Bunter felt
that he would be rather at a losa, DBut
he ho for the best. Hope springs
eternal in the human breast,

Tho school gatez wero wido opon;
fellows were going mn and out. Bunter
longed to join those who were going im.

But it was necessory first to ascer.
tain whether Quelchy was in the offing.
Probably Quelchy was busy on the first
duy of term; he wasn't likely to be
moeching about in the quad. Bulb a
fellow eouldn’t be too sure—in the pecu-
liar curcumstances. Quelchy had pre-
vailed on the Head to refuse to allow
Bunter to return to the school. Quelchy
woutld keep him from appealing to the
.Head if he could. That was only to be
expected of such o beast, Quelechy had
:.Iﬂ be avoided as carciully as a mad

og.

Bunter, blinking threugh a gap in &
hedge at a little distanee from the
school gates, watched for a fellow to
pasa to whom he could call, He hoped
o see Peter Todd, or some of the
Famous Five: but any Romove man, ho
felt, was bound to play up and befriend
him in the eircumstances. But Remove
men did not apgear to be strollin
around in sight, and Bunier waite
long and waited m vain. And when
the burly form of Coker of the Fifth
ecame along Dunter blinked doubtfully
al Horace Colker.

Cloker was a IFifth Form man;  dis-
dainful of fags. Bunter was not on
pood terma with Ceoker; at their last
meeting, the previens term, Cokor had
kicked hirm, hard, ou the miscrable sua-
picion that Bunter had bapged & coke
irom his study, It had beon o nice
cake, but hardly worth the kicking,
Bunter hesitated to ask favours -of
Coker of the Fifth. Bnt he was tired of
waiting for help; and he vesolved to risk
it. It was o caze of any port in a
sl Oy, x

He rolled out through the gap in the
hedge.

“1 say, Coker!”

Coker of the Fifch stared at him.

“Voul” he said.

“Yes, old chiap,” said Dunter, with o
feeble grim. .

“If you call me “old chap ’ again look
out [or sgualis? said Coker casaally,
“I den't stand familiavily [rom fags!”

“(0h, really, Coker——"

“1 heard youw'd been turned out of
Greyiriars,” said Coker, staring at him.
“What are you doing here, Banter?”

“I—I'va come back,” x

“But voy don't belong to Greylfriars
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now,” sald Coker puzzled. “All the
school knows that youw're not coming
back this term.”

“I—I've come, you know! The fact
is it's all & mistake,” explained Bunter.

“My Form master has met the Head
against me,"

“QOh, my hat!” _
“Ones I get word with the Head it

will be all right,” said Bunter con-

lidently. “He's soft—1—I mean, he's
just! When he knows that Quelchy has
een unjust he will make it right.”

“Oh crumbs!™ zaid Coker.

“Only I've gpot to dodge Quelchy,”
said Bunter pathetically, “He won’t
let mo see the Head if he can help it
S¢a? He's down on me. I don’t know
why, but he is! Crossgrained old
hunks, you know. 1 =say, Cgker, will
you go in and see where Quelchy ia, and
bring me word if the coast i1s clear for
me to dodge into the school 7

Coker almost fell down in his
astonishment at such a request irom
such a negligible microbe as a Lower
Fourth fag.

He gazed at Bunter speechlessly.

“¥ou can do it all right,"” szaid
Bunter. *“*You ain’t wery bright,
Coker, but you've got sense enough to
do that,”

3till Coker did not speak. He only

azed at Bunter, wondering whether his
arge <ars were deceiving him, or
whether he was hearing aright.

“¥ou'll do it?" asked Bunter hope-
fully., “You see, I've got to speak to
the Heall I've tried to get through on
tho phone, but can’t get him. It will
ba all right when I speak to him. I'm
sure of that! The Head won't lose &
fellow like me from the school if he
can help it, that stands to recason. Go
and see if the coast iz clear, snd bring
ma word o

Coker woke to action.

Ha did not answer Bunter. Such un-
paralleled cheek was unworthy of an
answer from Coker of the Fifth, It was
time for actions, net for words.

Coker’s aotions were energetic. He
made & stride at Bunter, seized him by
the collar, and slung him round. Then
(Coker's boot—a rather large size In
boots—was planted on Billy Bunter's
tight trousers.

“Yaroocogh!™

Bunter flew.

Coker of the Fifth strode on. He had
not refused Bunter in words, but he had
made his meaning clear—painfully clear,

Bunter sprawled in the road, gasping.

“Ow! Oooch! CGrooogh! Beast!”

Coker turned in at the school gates

and disappeared.
Billy Bunter crawled back dismally
through the hedge into the field.

Joker, obviously, was not going to be of
any use to him. The Owl of the Remove
ﬁfiﬁ watched the gates of Greyfriars
from a distance, like a fat Pori st the
gutes of Paradise,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Help Required ]

er ALLO, hallo, hallo!™
“What's the merry jest??

“The jestfulness appears to
to be terrifiel™

The Famous Five were gathercd in
Study No. 1 in the Hemove. They
were making themselves at home once
more in the old school. There was
rather a spread in Study No. 1. The
Famous Five had returned from the
holidays in funds. It was past tea-time;
the chums of the Remove were _hung:;,r,
and the spread was disappearing fact

under their abiacks, while a buzz of
cheery voices filled the old study.

And then the door opened, and
Richard Nugent of the Hecond Form
presented himself, with & grin and a
chuckle, and an envelope in his hand.

Dicky Mugent scemed to be in an
advanced state of merriment. A Second
Form fag was not supposed to come grin-
ning and chuckling inte a Remove
man's study. But Nugent minor
grinned all over his cheeky face, and
chuckled explosively.

“What’s up, you young assi” asked
Ilarry Wharton.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Nugent minor.

“What on earth——" began Frank
Nugent.

“ Anything happened, young ’unit”
asked Bob Eherr:.up

“Ha, ha! Yes! Ha, hail”

“Well, what's happened 7

13 Bl.lﬂtﬂl' l:ll

N E.I!. !u

“What

“ Bunter !” shrieked Nupgent minor,
“Ha, ha, ha!” He leaned on the study
door and wiped his eves. *“ Bunter!
He's coma back!”

“ Bunfter come back!™
Wharton, ““How can Bunter heve como
bock? He's gone for good!™

“The goodfulness is terrific!”

“Toddy asked Quelchy if it was true,”
said Harry, staring at the fag. *“He
told him it was! DBunter's not coming

back."”
He's chortled

ejaculated

“Ha, ha!
Nugent minor.

“Yf that is a joke—"

“It is! Bunter’s no end of & joke!"
chuckled the fag. “I was coming in
from Friardale, and I thought 1t was
Bunter's ghost when he jumped out of
the hedge. But it wasn't his ghost—it
was Bunter! He ssked me to bring you
this note. I =zaid I would. He savs he's
coming back. Ha, ha, ha! Bays that
Quelchy has deceived the Head about
him, and that the Beak will put it right
when he knows! Ha, ha, ha!"

Harry Wharton tock the note and
opened it. "The chums of the Remove
read it together, Wharton had half
suspected that Dicky Nugent was E;ulliug
kis leg. But the letter, obvicusly, was
written by Billy Bunter: The sirawl-
ing, scrawling hand was unmistakable.
Still more unmistakable wasz the

gpelling =

“ Dear. old Ha.n.';?,hl’m in & fearful
phix, old chap. I1've come back. I'm
gowing to make an appecl to the Head
to set this matter rite. It will be all
rite as soon as the Head reﬂﬂr_knuws
how the matter stands. Quelzay has
blakicened ma to him, of course or he
would nover have dunn this. ¥ou Enow
that. ]

“I want you to help me get in with-
out that beest spotting me and kikking
mo out. I'm walting 1n the lain by the
old oke. Kum at ongel :

“W. G. Bunter.”

“Well, if that doesn’t take the jolly
old biscuit!” said Bob Cherry. “ Did
you ever—"

“Well, hardly ever!”

“MThe preposterous Bunter must be
fairly ﬂﬂP hiz ridiculous rocker!" said
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, in wonder.

“Why should he imagine that an
appeal to the Head will alter matters?”
asked MNugent. “The Head won't
change his mind. Why should he?

Harry Wharton laughed.

“T sup Bunter thinks he's
wronged, and the Head docsn’t know
what a really lovely chap he is, and he's
going to tell him.”

come ™
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* You fellows want to keep me away from Greyirlars,”’ said Bunter. ** You're afraid I might put you in the shade. Look

here, Wharton, I'll give you my word not to oust you out of the captainey.

I ean’t say fairer than thai.”

** Oh, solssors 1

“ I've always been kind to you fellows, and as for Inky—he can’t say I've been down on him for being a nigger.”

“The howling assl™

"“I—I suppose 1'd better go out and
ses him,” said Harry, doubtfully, “If
ho butts into the school Quelshy will be
in & fearful wax. He's in 2 wax
already about something—I noticed that.
May be able to persuade the shrieking
as3 to go home again.” i ]

“Can't vory well leave him hmgmﬁ
about in the lane waiting,” said Bo
Cherry. * But better keep it dark. Wo
don't want Quelchy on our necks, and
he would be jolly wild if he knew we
wera meeting Bunter near the school.
He would caﬁ it aiding and abetting the
chump. He will go right off at the deep
cnd if l- heara even s whisper that
Bunter a8 within ten miles of Grey-
friarsi® .

“The durkfulness is the proper caper,”
agreed Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh.
“The least said is the soonest mended by
& at-if;v;",h in time, as the English proverb
GA YA,

“Good old Englich proverb{” grinned
Dob Cherry. * Well, Bunter can wait
till we've Ainished ter, and then we'll all

go together, Some of us may be able
to knock a little sense into his fat head—
perhaps "

“The perhapsfulness is terrificl”
Harry Wharton & Co. finished their
tea rather bastily, They did not yearn

in the very lesst for the fascinating
gociety of Billy Bunter; but they were

sorry that the Owl had got it “in the
neck " to such an extent. They were
more then willing to do anything they
could for the fat junior, though certainly
not to the extent of amuggimg him
sepretly into the school, as DBunter ap-
peared to expect. They could sym-
pathiso with a fellow who wes down on
hia luck; but there wae a limit.

(See Chapter 7.)

Williamm George Bunter might think
it probable that the Head would reseind
his deeision after Bunier had explained
to him what a really splendid fellow he
was, and what a perfect beast My,
Quelch was.

But it did not scem probable to any-
body but Bunter. _

Bunter had & high opinion of himsell,
Lut_he had it all to himself, and un-
doubtedly the headmaster was unlikely
to take his word for it that ha was &
splendid fellow who really could not be
spared from the school.

Bunter’s intention of appealing to the
Head, in fact, wos only another sample
of Bunter’s obtuse fatuousnesa., He had
no more chance with the Head than
with the Remove mester—a fact ihat
would have been perfectly clear to any-
ong but William George DBunter.

‘Tes over, the Famous Five left the
study and strolled downstairs 1n a
enzual sort of way and out of the House.
They did not want their mission guessed
by anyone else. There was no use inm
attracting their Form master's wrath to
themselves. And they hardly dared to
think what tha effect would be on Heary
Samuel Quelch if he discovered that
Bunter was at the school gates, secking
surreptitious admission.

Coker of the Fifth met the juniors in
the quad. He stopped them with a
frowning brow and upraised hand.

“Look here, you fags——" he began,

“Want another ragging, old beant”
asked Bob Cherry affably. “We're the
men to oblige you, if you do.”

“That young sweep is

“T'va ssen DBunter !
“Eh, what?

hanging about

the school,” said Coker. “I;a ﬁad the

nerve to speak to me. I kicked him.

1 don't approve of this, That young
rasckl has heon turned out of the school
for insubordination—a thing I never
could approve of. He can't be allowed
to hang round. Bad form, and all that.
If you fags have anything to do with
it, { warn you to chuck it. Bee?”

**Is that all, Coker?”

“1 darcsay vou're going out fo =ce
him,"” esid Coker, with unusual astute-
ness. “I shouldn't be surprised at any-
thing from you disorderly young scamps.
Take it from me, I shan't pecnit any-
thing of the sort™

“Any more?

“No!” roared Coker. *Only—"

“Don't sing it over again,® urged
Bob Cherrv. “We've had it once, andl
that was once too often.  Gentlemen,
chaps, and fellows, Coker iz asking for
it again, and he won't be happy Lill he
guls it.  Are wo going to make Coker

happy ™
‘Eﬁa, ha! Wo are!”

A sudden rush of the Famous Five
strewed Horaco Coker in the guad-
rangle. DBy the time Coker was able to
abandon the horizontal for the perpen
dicular, the chums of the Remove wero
out of gates and sauntering down I'riar-
dale Lane to meet the waiting Owl of
the Iicmove.

— - Eaa

THE SEVENTH CHAFPTER.,
Nothing Doing !
“ HAY, you fellows!"
E *{h, hero you ara!l
“Yes, dear old chaps!” seaid
Bunter.
Bunter's fat voico was full of aflce.
tion—a proof that Williamm Ceorge

Bunter was on the make.
Tae Macxer Liseary.~—No. 1,070,
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He stood in the gap in the hedge, and
the juniors halted in the lane fecing
him. He blinked at them through his
big spectacles pathetically. Bunter was
down on his luck, and the chums of the
Remove were sympathetic, 8till, they did
not see what could be dome. Had it
rested with them to readmit W, G.
Bunter to Greyfriars School no doubt
they would have done it—making that
their self-denial week, as it were. But
it did not rest with thoem.

“Dear old fellows!” said Bunter,
“How 'uili_tﬂ see you again! How well
you're looking! I was awfully sorry to
part with you in the hols!”

“The sorrowfulness was all an your
esteemed side,” remarked Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh. “On our side, my esteemed
Bunter, the joyfulness was terrific!”

“0Oh, really, Imky—-"

“But the sympathize is great in the
present execrable situation,” seid the
nabob kindly, *“ But cut out the soft
sorrowiulness, my esteemed fat Bunter.”

“T wanted to sce wou chaps, you
know,” explained Bunter., “I want you
to do something for me. Buot that isn't
the chief reason. I really wanted to see

ou because—becauze you're o nice, you
Enﬂw.”

Evidently Bunter was a believer in the
efficacy of “solt sawder.”

“Wash all that out ! zaid Bob Cherry

uneeremoniously.

“Oh, really Cherry——* )
“Young Mugent brought in jyour
note,” sald Harry Wharten, “We've

como. Now were here, what do you
wanb, Bunter?’

“*Just to see you again, old chap”

“Wash that out,!” roared Bab,

“Cut the cackle and come to the
hosses,” suggested Johnny Bull, “You
haven't much time to waste if you're

ing your train home.,”

“I'm not catching a train home, old

chaq." ‘
“What are you going to do, then?
demanded Nugent, X

“I'm coming back to Creyiriars.”

“ Fathead ! ] e

“Tm going to appeal to the Head,™
e:piainegﬂﬂgnten lj‘{}f_’[!ua Head doesn’t
know how matters stand. Quelchy has
pulled hiz leg. You see, the Head's
written to my pater, telling him that I
can't come back. I'm not blaming the
Head because T know he must have been
deceived. Az soon as 1 open his eyes
it will he all right. But Quelchy is
against me. That's the trouble.”

The Famous Five gazed at Bunter,
Well as they knew their Bunter, he
surprised therm again, Apparently he
really believed that he had only to tell
Dr. Locke what a splendid fellow he
really was to szet the matter right at
DRoe.

“What on earth do you think you
can say to the Head?' asked Harry
Wharton 23 patiently as he eould,
“ ¥ou van away from school last term,
like a owling ass. You gave Quelchy
a fearful lot of trouble. The Head's
decided not to let you come back.
That ecttles 1, doesn’t it

“Not at all, The Head only knows
what Quelchy has told him, and, of
course, CQuelchy must have misrepre-
sented the matter because he's down on
I:“E-"

“¥ou hurbling chump—--="r

“0h, really, Wharton—"

“Quelchy must have reported to the
Head exaclly what happened. You
know what you erivr:lI I suppose? ex-
elnimed Wharton., “Do you think a
fellow can run away from school and
come back if he chogses?”

“ Exactly, old chap—I mean, 1 didn't

Tee Macner Lisgany.—No. 1,076.

runr away. I—I just left, you know,
and—and didn't come back.”

“Where's the difference?”’ asked Bob.

“Well, if I'd come back Quelchy was
going to lick me,” argued Bunter,

“Are you going to tell the Head that
you didn’t run away from school, but
only left and staved away?® asked
Nugant.

“*¥Yes, old fellow. VYou see, Quelchy
wag down on me. He gave me deten-
tion, and was going to cane me. Hea's
unjust, Well, if I explain to the Head
that old Quelchy was unjust, he can't
veri,;_well punish me, can he? Ti will
boe hiz duty tc punish Quelchy instead.”

“0Oh, my hat! But Quelchy waan’t
unjust I’  shrieked Bob. *“You had
detention because you acked for it, and
you were going to be licked for holting
out of detention. Do vou think the
Head will eall that unjust?™

“Of course, when T explain te him,
He's not a bad sort. A bit of an old
donkey, if you like, but a good sort in
his way, and just,” said Bunter. *“I'va
heard you fellows gay that the Head is
always just.”

“But you've got justice ! yelled Eob,
“Can’t you see that?*

“(h, really, Cherpy—" )

ﬁpfareml}r Bunter could not see it
At all events he was determaned not to
see it. How could a sentence be just
if 1t cauzed Bunter discomfort? That
*w:caa_ i;I'u:nri- the Owl of the Remove looked
£ 1.

“Well, what do you want us to do,
a.n;.'hﬂw ™ asked Wharton.

‘T'vo pot to got into the school with-
out that artful beast Quelehy spotting
me,” explained Bunter. “He told me on
the phone that if I came he would have
me ejected. Ho means 16! You know
what a beast he 15

“You'va been telephoning to
CQuelchy 7 exclaimed Johnny Bull

“¥ez, old chap. He was simply
brutal—absolutely unfeeling. He scems
to have taken a personal dislike to me™
said PBunter sorrowfullv. “I ecan’t
imagine why, but he has.”

“¥ou ecan’t imagine why?™ gasped
Bob.
“No. If he was down on you fellows

I could understand it. That would hbe
natural enough, Voun're ng ¢radit to the

schoal, if vou don't mind my mention-
ing it, old chaps. But why should la
ba down on me?™ arpued Bunter.

“ Evervbody likes me except Quelchy.”

" Great pip "

“It's just a case of personal dislike,”
said Bunter. “It's very wrong in a
Form master. DBad form, voun know;
quite unftting and all that. I ‘shall
explain thet to the Head when I sec
him. I shall point out that Quelchy is
frightfelly badtempered and unreason-
able aud altogether unfit to be a Form
master at Greyiviars at all. Getting his
raz ogut with me like this shows that
he's an absoclute beast. It makes mo
guspect that he drinks or something.”

“0Oh, my only Uncle Christopher I

“That would account for it—if he
drinks I said Bunter. * How can you
fellows account for it otherwise?”

“Help " gasped Bob Cherry.

“Ave you going to sugpest to the
Head that CQuelchy drinks?™ asked
Harry Wharton, in guite a faint voice.

“Well, I thinlk I ought to mention it,™
zaid Bunter. "Taking an ulterly un-
reasonable and wicious dislike to the
most thoroughly decent fellow in his
Form, looks like it, doesn’t it? You
sea that?”

“Ch dear

“1t's all & gquestion of getting to the
IHead, and putting it to him,” said
Bunter. * Of course, if the Head refusca
to give ma justice, 1 shall he in rather

a fix. But you fellows always said lLe
was just.”

Evjdemlg, it was uszeless to argue with
William George Bunter, He was clad
1? ?btu&ene.ﬂsa a8 in asrmour of triple
BUEEL,

“Being down on ma as he is, Quelchy
will keep me from sesing the Head if
he can,” went on Bunter. I know that!
He doesn’t want me to show him up to
the Head. It might mean the sack for
him if the Head really knew how he's
treated me—how he's misrepresented
me—making out that I ran away from
gchool, when I did nothing of the sort,
mgilé,'«-cnlj just cleared ugf, vou know.
Mind, I shan't have any mercy on
Queleh, I shall tell the Head exnctl
what I think of him, and if he's aske
to resign, so much the better.”

“Oh erumba I

“Knowing all that, it's his game to
keep me from sceing the Head,” said
Bunter. “I could tell that from the
way he spoke on the telephone when I
rang him up from Lantham. His voice
was quite savage. Bitter.”

The Famous Five could ouly gaze ab
Bunter.

“8o you see how the matter stands,™
said Bunter. " You fellows must amuggio
ma in, somehow, unknown to Quelch.

e of you can keep a watch on him
—sea?—and when tho coast’s clear, you
can emuggle me in, and 1'll watch for
a chance of getting st the Head. Onea
I get an interview, I've no doubt the
thing will be all right. If Quelchy s
sacked, that's where you fellows come in
—& new Form master won’t ba quch a
beast.. Couldn't be! Now, don't lose
any time about it—the sooner it's fixed,
the botter. In fﬂ.-l:% I'm hungr:,- now,"

“¥You wupspeakable idiot.” said Dob
Cherry, “ We can’t smuggle you into the
school, snd it wouldn't do you any
rood 1f we could, The Head wouldn't
isten to a word of your silly rot, and if
you started telling him %nsh about
Quelchy, he would lick you before you
were kicked aut,

“0Oh, really, Cherry——"

“If you want to sce the Head, Bunter,
the best thing you can do is to walk
up to_the school and ask to see him,”
said Harry Wharton. "“He might—
possibly—let you come in and speak.”

“He might,"” murmured Nugent.

“ Not that it would do any good,” said
the captain of the Remove, * But that's
the only way, anyhow,”

“Don't be & silly idiet, Wharton! If
Quelehy caught sight of me, he would
take ]-::lg good care that I didn't
to the Head. He's efraid of being
showh up if I see Dr. Locke.”

“There's mnothing to show upl”
shrieked Bob., * Quelchy reported to the
Head exactly what happened.”

*“Then why has the Igund turned mo
out?” demanded Bunter.

" Becauso you déserved it™

“X might have expected something of
that sort from vou, Bab Cherry,” said
Bunter hitterly. “You want to keep
me away from Greyiriars! I suppose
vou're afraid of heing put into the shade
if Iglay football this termn.”

£ h:‘

crikay 1"
“"¥You born idiot——" gasped Harry
arton.
“Youp, tonl!” eaid Bunter. " You

want to keeip me away! Look here,
Wharton, I'll make a bargain with you.
I know wou feol uncomfortable about
what would happen if I wused my
influence in the Form agamnst you.
You're captain of the Kemove, but you
know jolly well who ought to be captain,
I'll give you my word not to oust you
out of it.™

“Oh, scissorsl” )

“1 can’t say fairer than that,” eaid
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Bunter, blinking at the dazed chuma of
the Remove. “I've always been kind to
vou fellowa! VYou, for example, Inky—
you can’t say that I've ever been down
on you for being a mgger.”

urree Jamset Ham Singh gazed at
Bunter without replying. Ho seemed
at & loss for words.

“And you Franky,” said Bunter., "I
may have told you sometimes that
vou're rather a milksop! Well, ain't
you? But you can't say I've not been
friendly and pally with you just the
same.™

Mugent breathed hard aod deep.

“ And you, Bull—"'

“What about me?” asked Johnoy
Bull, in o deep voice. .

“Well, you're a reugh beast; with the
manners of 8 Hun, but I've never had
it up against you, I've never once told
you what I really think of you,"” said
Bunter, blinking at him. *“I've been a
good friend to the lot of you—better
than you ever deserved, as you will
admit. Wharton specially! Look how
1 stood by you when you frst came to
Greyiviars, Harry—you remember what
s touchy, ill-tempered beast you were,
gquarrellin wilh everybody—you
punched Nugent in the tram on your
way to echool, T remember—I =ay,
Wharton, den't walk away while a
fellow's talking to you!™

But the captain of the Remove did
walk away., Somehow—DBunter could
not guess why—he seemed fed up. _

His comrades followed hip, just as if
they, too, become fed up with
Bunter for some inexplicable reason,

The Owl of the Remove blinked after
them.

“1 say, vou fellows—" he yelled.

They walked on.

41 BEH.S*E_I.”

They disappeared.

“Well, of all the rotten, ungrateful
blighters ! ejaculated Billy Bunter, in
great dismay and exasperation

The Wamous Five had been drawn
blank, and William George Bunter was
at o logse end once more.

THE EIGHTH CHAFTER.
Outside !
A, ha, hal”
4 Thera were sounds of
merriment 1o the Rag that
evening.

On the first day of term, there was no
prep, and after ealling-over, most of the
Lower School pathered in the Rag.

There was plenty for the fellows to
say to one another on the first day at
Greyfriars! Noto to be compared on
the subject of the holidays, yarns to be
epun, new boys to be criticised; but on
this oceasion one topic reigned supreme.

That topic was Bunter.

The nows had spread that Bunter of
the Remove was not coming back, and
that news had been of interest to s
Forin., DBut it paled into insigmficance,
compared with the news that Bunter,
who was not coming back, actually had
come back after all. )

Bunter was back—not in the school,
where there was no adnuttance for ham
Lut haunting the vicinity of the school
like a spectre revisiting the glimpses of
the moon.

Somewhere outside Greyfriars, in the
dusk of the evening, Bunter lurked—the
Remove knew it, the Shell knew it, the
Third and Second knew 1t, the Fourth
knew it—all the Lower School knew 1t,
and it made them hilarious.

Bunter had always added considerably
to the gaiety of existence in tha Grey-
[riars Remove. But nona of Bunter’s
stunts had ever produced so much
hilarity as his present remarkable stunt.

Skinner was thoe last fellow who had
met him out of gates. The gates were
locked now, and communications cut
off. But Skinnmer retailed his meeting
rith Bunter, w&u}:ing with merrinient,
fo & roaring crowdd,

“He wants to see the Head'!™ wept
Skinner. ‘" He thinks Quelchy has mis-
represented him | He's going to explain
to the Head that Qual::%.:.r 15 a beast!”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Ile iIs going to tell  the Beak that

Quelehy haz  deliberately blackened
and slandered him—-"

‘“Ha; ha, hal”

“Ha thinks it's because Quelchy

drinks, and he's going to tell the Head
EO N

The juniors shrieked.

“Picture the Head's face, if Bunter
got at him and told him all that!”
g‘urﬂ_&d Skinner, wiping his eyes.

“Ha, ha, ha "

“Poor old Bunter!” sighed Peter
Todd. “Was there ever such a howling,
yowling idiot ¢

“ Mever !

“Ha tried to plone to the Head, and
couldn't get im!” gasped Skinner.
“Ho he's going to give it to the old
johony by word of mouth. He thinks
that that will make it all right.”

“Ha, hs, ha!™

“Heo wanted me to see the coast cleay
and smuggle him into the school!”
moancd Skinner. “He's tried somo
oiher chaps, he told me, and they let
him down. He said I could do it easily
enough, and that he would ask me home
inE the nmext hols to Bunter Court if I
cid.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“He thinks Quelchy will kecp him
away from the Head if he can becauso
he's afraid of what Bunter may suy
about him."

“Ha, ha, hal"

“Is he stiil hanging about?” asked
Bolsover major.

“1 left him hanging a]'ht::ut,” chuckled
e's

Skinner,. “1 [ancy ot  some
wheeze of sneaking into the sehool after
dark, like 8 gmddy burglar. He's

going to wedge in somehow, and lie in
wait for the Head! Only he's very
wary of Quelchy.”

“Foor old Bunter!” said Vernon-
8mith, with a8 chuckle. “What gond
does he think it will do him, if he docs
zee the Head?"

“Heo thinks that will zet 1t right! Ile

says he only wants justice! Ile doesn’t
knaw that he's got it."
"HR, ha’ hﬂ-E”

“If we hear any sound to-night liko
a hippopetamus walking about, we shall
know that DBunter's got in,” szaid
Skinner. “He asked mo to leave the
box-room window unfastened for lam."

“Oh gad!™ eaild Lord Mauleverer.
“Poor old Bunter!”

“What on ecarth will Quelchy say
when he knows that Bunter is hanging
about the school, trying te wedge in¥”
said Snoop.

“1  wonder!"” chuckled Bkinner.
“Somebody ought to tell him! His face
would be worth watching "

“Poor old Bunter!”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

No doubt some of the fullows felt sorry
for the hapless Owl of the Remove.
But they could not help being bilarious.
Bunter's belief that the whole matter
would be sot right, if he could onece see
the Head and explain, tosk them quite
by storm. If Bunter did succeed in got-
ting to the Head ths Romove fellows
would bave given much to see the
interview.

Bunter at present was the onl

topic.
Temple of the Fourth, who ha

had =
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magnificent holiday in Norway in the

swmer vae, tried to tell about it, but
ho tried in vain,

“It's spelt *ski,” but you pronounce it

*she "=——" Cecil Reginald Temple was
saying.
“Heard about DBunter?” interrupted

Fry of the Fourth.

“Wo had a yacht—"

" Bhinner says that he met Bunler in
Friardale Lane——"

“And in those jolly fiords—"

“He wants to see the Head—'

“He's hanging about outside now—"

“Ha, ha, ha!™

Cecil Reginald Temple had to give
it up.

‘They knew in the Fifth Form that
Bunter of the Remove was in the offing;
Coker had told them in the games studﬁ-.
Fifth Form men chuckled over it. But
it was not koown, so far, in the Sixth,
and the juniors wondered what the pre-
foets would do if they knew. It was a
remarckable and interesting situation;
something that had never ceccurred be-

¥
¥

fore in the memory of the oldest
inhahit.nn:cu )
Later in the evening the news ap-

parently spread from the Fifih ito the
Sixth; for George Wingate, the captain
of Greyiriers, came along to Study
No. 1 in the Remove, where a party of
junigrs had gathered fo a study supper.
Wingate of the Bixth looked into the
study with & frowning face.

“Whartan!"™ he called out.

Harry Wharton looked round.

“What's this yarn about Eunter of
the Remove hanging about the school 1"
gsrud Wingate, "Is thero anything in
1 i

Wharton did not reply.

“('oker of the TIifth szems to havo
seen lnm,' said Wingate. “Have anv
of von kids scen him "

“Well, yes,” said Harry, feeling that
he could moke the admission if the
wakter was known.

“The }ymmg a53 ™ said Wingate, I
sirppose he must have gone home by this
timne, as it's getting late; still, I supposo
I'd better report it to Mr. Quelch.”

The prefect duly reported to Mr.
Quelch.

After an exceodingly busy day the
Nemove master was tni:ing g little rest
in hiz siudy. He had been on the tele-
phone to the vicarage, trying to explain
matters to Mr. o; send he had
found maitters rather diflicult to explam
to that gentleman, So he was thinking
of Bunter—not bencvolently—when the
head prefect of Groyiriars eame in to
veport that the excluded Lower boy was
“hanging about™ the school.

Mr. Queleh’s foce was s study as ho
listened.

“Opon my word! You mean to say
that—that Bunter 13 actually in the
ncighbourhood of Greyiriars—that he
hias been seen here®"

“Beveral fellows seem to have seen
him, sir,” said Wingate, “It's most
unpsual-most surprising——"'

* Nothing surprises me in that wretched
bor,” said Mr. Quelch, compressing his
tips, *'8ueh conduct is quite of a pieco
vwith his conduct last term. Ie appears
not to possess cven the ridiments of
common-sernse. Windly gpeal to Gosling
for me, Wingate, and fell him that
if Boanter should have the unparalleled
impudenee to present himself heres, he
iz not to bo admitted on any pretext
whatever!”

*Certainly, sirl”

Gosling was duly epoken to. And so
it came about that when, later in the
evening, there came a ring at Gosling's
bell, and the sehool potler discerned a
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fat figura at the bars of the gate,
Gosling knew what to do.

Gosling had never liked Bunter or ap-
proved of him. On principle—or for
some other reason—Bunter had never
tipped Gosling.

“Hol" said Gosling. "“Youl!”

“Yes, Gosling,” said Bunter, through
the bars of the gate, with s pathetic
blink at the crusty eold gentleman,
“I'va called to z¢a the Head.” )

Bunter had made up his fat mind at
last to act on Harry Wharton's sug-

tion. It seemed the only way. After
ﬁ!l; why shouldn't &n Old Boy—Bunter,

ke was no lunﬁu a Greytriars boy,
was evidently an Old Boy—why shouldn’t
sn Old Boy call to see his old head-
master ¥ Thero was no reason why not,
so far as Bunter could see. But no
doubt there wera reasons that Bunter
could not see.

"“Hol"” said Gosling.

"Let me in!™ egaid Bunter.

Goeling waved a horny hand at him.

“You cut hoff, young Bunter!" be
spid severely.

::ﬂh, really, Gosling—"

Wot saya 18 this "ere, you ocut
off! You don't belong ’ere, and I'm
surprised at 3you!™ said Gosling.

“Orders is that you ain't to bo let in!
You go 'ome, young Bunter!”

“I say, Goslin ™

Gosling returned to his lodge regard-
lesa. Bally Bunter blinked in at the
bars of the gato dismally, and rolled
away. 'Thers was no admittance for
Bunter, and there was no train home, if
Bunter had thought of going home.
And in the Rag Skinner was remarking:

*Looks like rain! Bunter will get

wat 1"
“Poor old Bunter!™
“Ha, ha, ha!"

When the Bemove went to  their
dormitory that night they did not soon
fall meleep! Bunter was still the topic:
and chucklea and chortles ran from
to bed. The HRemove reed that
Bunter's remarkable proceedings were
the joke of tho semson; and the un-
precedented situation seemed excru-
ciatingly funny—to everyone execepting
William George Bunter,

e Fe gl

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Slim Jim Lends & Hand !

TMP!
B e
There was the sound of a fall

. and the louder sound of a howl.
. Eﬂl;{ Bunter was not good at climb-
ing. He had too much weight to lift,

At a certain point of the old Cloister
wall there wos a place where the old
bricks had crumbled, and tho wall was
sagy to climb—easy, that is, to anyona
but Bunter. The fat junior remem-
bered that spot well; many a time had
Remove fellows, and other fellows, sur-
reptitionsly left the school precincts by
that route, unknown to masters and
i)refects. Many fellows, Bunter knew,
ad got out and got in at that spot;
and now that the hour was late and
darkness enshrouded his movements,
Bunter was trying it on.

Bunter had thought it ot

By that time the Lower School would
be 1n bed; but Bunter had no use for
the Lower Schocl., It was the Head he
wanted.

The Head would not retire to his own
House, and to repose, till 8 much later
hour, ©On the first day of term the
Head was a bosy pgentleman. 1t was
fairly certain that he would be late in
hiz study that fnight. Once Bunter was
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within, instead of without, he would be
able to sneak along to that study, and
see the Head, in spite of the machina-
tions of that unspeakable beast,
Quelch. It was only a question of get-
ung 1.

Now that it was dark, even Mr.
Quelch’s gimlet-eye could not spot him
—and no other eye was likely to spot

him, as sll the fellows were in the
House at that hour. To get into the
school grounds first, and inte  the

House next, was Bunter's game. But
the guestion of getting 1n was a ques-
tion not easily answered.

Any other Remove man could have
negotinted that wall with case, findmg

plenty of hold for hand and foot. Billy
Bunter did not negotiate it with ease.
Ho did nmot negotiate it at all, Thres

feet from the ground, Bunter lost hald,
and descended much faster than bhe had
ssconded. He smote the oarth with a
sharp impact and howled.

“"Owl Wow! Wowl” .

Billy Bunter sat for szome minntes
where he landed, gasping for breath.

Ho rose to hig feet-at last, and set his
spectacles straight on his fat little nose.

" Beasta|" e gasped; apparently
alluding to Greyfriars in genoral.

He blinked up st the wall agein. He
felt a strong disinclination to try that
wall & second time. One bump on the
solid surface of the globe was encugh
for Bunter. L.

If thera had been some fellow inside
to give him a hand wup—but there
wasn't! I1f there had been somebody
outside to give him a bunk up—but
there was nobody! ]

Bunter blinked round in the deep
gloom, in & feint hope of discerning
5Om The place was lonely. The
Cloisters were far from the school
buildings; and much farther from any
other buildings. A little clm.shaded
lang ran along the outside of the old
Cloister wall—but 1t led nowhere in par
ticular, nmud wags szeldem  or never
trodden. Nobody was likely to come
that way, unless it wes a Greyiriars
fellow returning surreptitiously after
breaking bounds.

But Bunter's luck, which had bheen
out so long, secemed to set in again at
fast. It was utterly improbable that
anyone would come along that lonely
path at that hour of the evening:; and
yet that was exactly what ha:q;}pemd.

Bunter was leaning on the wall,
taking a long rest hefore he decided
on another attempt at climbing, when a
dark szhadow loomed up among the
other shadows. Someone was coming.

Bunter blinked hopefully at the new-
COmeLr. : ;

The latter did not see him for the
moment in the deep shadow of the wall,
But Bunter had a view of the stranger,
in & patch of starlight that fell among
the spreading elms.

He saw & small, elim man, with a
soft fclt hat pul]er." down low over his
face. The slim man made no sound a3
he came along; he seemed to be wear-
ing rubber shoes,

Bunter c¢ould not guess who or whak
he was; and he did pot care in the very
least All he cared about was fetting
a bunk aver that troublesome wall,

The slim man in the soft hat camae
quietly along, and Buntor called to him

cnutinual%:
“Hil Stop a minute, will you?”
The man stopped suddenly, as if

startled. He fairly spun round towards
Bunter, and his eyes glittered at the
fat junior under the low brim of the
hat. Bunter heard his quick, startled
breathing, and grinned,
“Did I make you jump ?™ he asked.
The man gasped a little,

“¥es. I—I wag startled,” he said.
He came clozer, and pecred at Bunter,
and a look of relief came over his faco
ng he saw that the fat figure was that of
a schoolboy in Etons. Perhaps he had
expected, or feared, to see someona else.
"1 think I've lost my way, sir,” he
went on ciyilly. “Perbaps you can tell
me where thiz lane leads, miri”

¢ you're going e here, vou've
lost your way sll right,” said Bunter,
grinming. ‘“This lane doesn't lead any-
where—only along to the fir wood be-
h]nd tlhﬂ Eﬂi‘l-ﬂﬂ].”

“Thank you, sir,” soid the man, in
the same goft, civil tone. “I'd better
get back to the road, then. Sure this
doesn’t lead to Woedend 1

“No fear. You'll have to walk
towards Friardale, and turn to the left
at the croszroads for Woodend.”

“Thank you, sir. I'm & stranger in
these parts,” said the slim man. “ Much
obliged, sir}”

He turned to retraco hig steps.

“Hold oni” exclaimed Bunter, %]
want you to help me out. Give me a
bunk up this wall, will you?”

The slim man locked at him and
smiled. In spite of a very keen, almost
hawkish expression in his clase-set eyes,
the sliin man seomed very pleasant and
good-tempered.

“Bchoolboy out of bounds, what ™ he
asked gemially.

""That's it,” sald Bunter. “ Locked
out, you know,”

*1 understand ¥ smiled the slim

gentleman tolerantly. “I have been &
schoolboy myself, sir, I will bunk you
up with plaasure.”

" Good I said Bunter,

‘The slun gentleman approached, and
Bunter prepared to climﬁ. with tho aid
of a “bunk.” The obligin
bunked him-—breathing a little hard as
he got the benefit of Bunter's hefty
weight. Bunking Bunter up really was
a job for a steam crane.

But the slim gentleman got him up,
and Bunter’s fat hands groped over the

strangey

top of the wall. His fat knecs, how-
evor, seemed reluctant to follow,
Bunter pulled, and dragged, 2aud
gasped.

“Give uz another shovel” he stut.
tered.

“ Certainly, sirl”

The shim gentlaman reached up and
shoved, Bunter went over the lop of
the wall, landing his waistcoat om it,
with rather a bump. He gave a pro-
longed gasp, rather like air escaping
fromn & bedly-burst tyre.

“All right now, sie?”

"Ow! Wow! Yes! Grocoghl”

“"Then I'll say good-night, sir, or I
shall be late petting to Woodoend,”

iE Dmh!u
t The slim gentleman walked away,
and Bunter plunged over the wall and
dropped into the Cloisters, spluttering.

e was within the walls of Greyiriavs
at last, if not within the House. He
eat down on the projecting base of s
stone pillar io rest.

And Blim Jim, cracksman, cat
burglar, and several other apreeable
things, smiled as he turned b again
towards tha Cloister wall—not having
the remotest intention of walking to
Woodend. Slim Jim, cracksman and
cat-burglar, had been scouting round
the precincts of the school in the dark,
locking for a favourable spot to effect
an entry surreptitiously and without
noise—and, owing to William George
Bunter, he had found such & conventent

Having been saved & lot of
trouble, in the exerciee of his profes-
Bion, Slim Jim leaned on the wall and
smiled genially, feeling much obliged to
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“ It’s not a cai under tne bed, i’s some fag ! ** hisset Loder, brandishing
* Come out, you young scoundrel ! ** A cautjous head &

his stick, while Walker lunged with the poker.
from under the valance of the bed, Hke & tortolse from

its shell. Loder and Walker jumped. * Why, li's Bunter ! ** (See Chapler 12,

Bunter: and waited patiently for a
later and more suitable hour for fol-
lowing in the direction Bunter had
taken,

THE TENTH CHAFTER.
Bunter Buits In |

i EAST I
B In a deep, sulphurous
whisper, Billy Bunter confided
his opinion of Hareld Skinner
it the might and the stars.

“ Beast [ hissed Bunter.

The Owl of the Remove stood on tha
leads under the box-rcom window. By
that window breakers of hounds had
come and gone, on many and many an
poeasion.  Distinetly, Billy Bunter had
asked Skinner to leave that window
unfastened for him. Skinner could have
left it unfastened easily; it would have
been ne trouble at atl to Bkinner. And
it would have helped Bunter a lot—
helped him to his interview with the
Heod—helped him to return fo the
Greyfriars Remove, which, of course,
would have been a very nice reward
for Skinner. And the beast—the worse
than beast—had not unfastened the
window! It was shut and fastened on
the inside: and, only too plainly,
Skinner had let him down.

“Beast]” satd PBunter, for the third
time.

Calling Skinner a beast was solarcing,
to gome extent; but not otherwisa help-
ful. Bunter was oulside, with no meana
of getting inside. It was useless to
linger on the leads; Bunter was no
cracksman to be abla to open a fase
encd window from the ocutside.

Bunter clambered down from the

leads to the greund, giving up the box-
room a5 a bad job,

There was no entrance that way.
There had to be an entrance some other
way, since DBunter was determined fo
enter. The gquestion was to find it.

The Owl of the Remove thought of
walking round te the door, konocking,
and demanding to see tho Head! But
he '‘gave up that idea 23 zoon as it
occurred to him. Gosling's brutal eon-
duct at the gate showed what he had
to expect at the door. Admittance
would be refused—NIr. Quelch would
appear on the scenea.

Even if Tmtbarr tha tgage, consented
ter take his name in to the Head, would
the Head consent to see him? Bunter
knew that he would not. If he was to
see the Head, it was necessary to leave
the Head no choice in the matter.
Bunter felt that.

Once in the Head’s presence, it would
be different. Dr. Locke could scarcely
refuse to give him ‘s heaving then. In
fact, he would not be allowed to refuse—
no command from the Head should stem
the tide of Bunter's eloguence till he had
stated his case.

When he had stated his case, of course
it would be all right. The Head might
be an old donkey, as Bunter more than
suspected—he might be a bit of a chump,
like all headmasters—~in Bunter's valu-
able opinion. But he was bound to have
some sense. Not much, perhaps—being
& headmaster: but somel

He would be glad—as soon as he konew
the fagts—that Bunter had presente
them to him. No headmaster could
approve of a Form master blackening
and maligning a fellow who was s credit
to the school—deceiving him as to that

ks,

fallow's really splendid character.
Bunter was sure of that. Any head-
master would be glad to know, if he had
been led by the nose into committing an
act of rank injustice, the machina-
tiones of & had-tempered Form master,
who—probably—drank ! =

Bunter had only to put his caze.

And if Quelchy vas sacked, in conse-
quence, Bunter was not golng to pity
him! He deserved no pity.

But—confident as he felt of the out-
comon, once he had put his case to the
Heand—Bunfer was in difficalties at the
prescnt moment. The Head—led by the
nose, of course, by the desighing, un-
scrupulous Quelchy, who had taken an
inexplicable dislike to Bunter—would
not see him if he could help it.  1f
Bunter was going to interview the Head
—and ho was—he had to get inte the
Hounse somchow unseen and undis-
cotered, and waylay the Beak.

Bunter sccuted round the House.

The great door of the House was
closed for the night; other doors were
closed, but probably not locked; Dbut
Bunter could not venture to open one of
them. He might butt into a master or
a prefect at the first step. He might run
right into the arms of Quelchy.

He would have preferred to enter by
the windew of e junior study. But all
the junicr studics were upstairs; and
Bunter was of no use a3 a cat-burglar.

The Sizth Form studies seemed more
hopeful; and Bunter scouted under the

d windows of the Sixth,

These windows were rather high from
the ground, but practicable; Bunter was
(Continued on puge 16.)
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HERE'S ANOTHER MIRTH.PROVOKING YARN OF THE CHEERY CHUMS OF ST. SAM'S—JACK JOLLY,
MERRY AND BRIGHT, NOT TO MENTION THEIR SCAMP OF A HEADMASTER, DR. BIRCHEMALL,

1

UCE-00Q! Cuck-go! Cuck-oo!
Midnite boomed out from the
old clock tower at 5t. Sam’s.
_ No_sound was herd, save the
m-:-anmﬁ of the autumn breeze as it
shreeked through the trees and the
hooting of the owls as they Hitted two

and fro.

RBtay! What is that?

A sinnister, bearded figger, wearing
the familiar skolastick ecap and gown of
s master, springs from the gloom
shaddows of the Skool House, mfg, wit
the stealthy, slinking movement of an
oggsperienced crimminal, sneaks across
the moonlit quad. Tt iz Dr. Alfred
Birchemall, headmaster of St. Sanms !

Needless to say, the revered and
majestick Head of that grate collidge
itad not abandoned the comfort of his
cosy bed for nothing. Dr. Birchemall
didn’t like venturing far by nite. The
1Emu%}|t- of ghosts and speckiers, and
burglars and stray dogs filled his
cowerdly hart with terror. A nice warm
bed, a roaring fire in the great, and a
commic paper and a bag of licorish all-
sorts by his bedside, were much more
to his hiking.

The braney reader will guess, there-
fore, that it was something special
which had brought the Head out on this
partienlar nite, And it was!

As a matter of fact, the Head had
braved the perrils of the quad for the
eggspress purpose of sneaking down to
ihie skool rifle-range and tampering with
the targits.

€Unly a fow short hours before the com-
petition for the cup which General
Crackpott had l;:arementcd had been held,
and Jack -Tr:r{, the kaptin of the
Fourth, had staggered the entire skool
hy scoring 99 out of a possible 100,

And now the Head was making a lash
desprit elfort to chect Jack Jolly of the
prize he had so clevverly won., Onl
one more competitor was left to chal-
lenge Jack's grate score on the morrow,
That eompetitor was young Crackpott,
sonn of the general himself, and the
Head had one very good ressom for

wanting Crackpott to trinumf. If Crack-
pott won the cup, {he Head had been
prommised a free feed, and natcher-
ally he didn’t mean to lose that without
o struggle. Hence his sinnister journey
out of the Mouse in the dead of nite
He was going to sneak down to the
range and bring the targits up to the
halt-way line. At a distance of about
a duzzen vards even Crackpott couldn't
very well fail to score a “bull every
tirne, and the Head had every hope
that he would score 100 and vankwish
Jack Jolly without the slitest difficulty,
ash, crash, erash

The Head's rubber-souled shoes flitted
noiselessly across the duey grass. Ever
and anonymounsly he glanced fearfully
over his shoulders to see if any speckters
were following him. Grately to his
releef, however, the speckters were con-
spikuous only by their absence,

Suddenly the Head jumped.

“Grate pip!” he egpaclaimed aloud.
“Are my peepoers dececving me, or is
that rﬂaﬁy Burleigh of the Sixth on the
Sixth Form green ™

Certainly the Head might have been
eggseused for thinking he was suffering
from a Lucy Nations. At the sollum
hour of mitnite all 8. Sam’s was sup-

ozed to be in bed and asleep, and it

adn't even crossed the Head's mind
:jhat. he would run into a prefect out of
oors,

Yet he conldn’t doubt the evvidence
of his senses. It was Burleigh himself,
the kaptin of 8t Bam’s, And, strangery
still, Burleigh was bizzily engaged in a
most eggstraordinary task, He had lit
a_bonfire right in the middle of the
Sixth Form green, and was poring the
contents of an oilean over it, causing it
to flare up furiously.

“M-m-my giddy aunt!” gasped the
Head, in utter astonishment. “Has the
boy taken leave of hiz zenses, or has
he meerly gone off hia rocker 1#

He crossed over to the Bixth Form

reen in a state of grate perplexity and

awled:

“Burleigh '

The handsome kaptin of the skool

looked up with a start at the sound of
his name, and Hushed slitelv in the
Aickering lhight of the blud-ved Hames.

“0Oh erikey ! he eried. “The Head!
What are you doing here, sir ¥

“What the merry dickens are you
doing here, if it comes to that?” re-
torted Dr. Birchemall sternly, * Are
you delibberately trying to burn down
the skool while the innosent ocoupants
are berried in slumber, or are you prae:
tissing the garstly rights of some
heathen relipion #*

* Neither, sir!” answered Burleigh,
with a Eg'mi “As a matter of fact, 1
aml making sure of geiting lonners
in the fourtheoming Oxbridge Scnior
eggsaminations !

“What the thump has this eggstra-
ordinary performanee got to do with
tho Oxbridge Senior eggsams ™ gasped
the Head, even more serprised.

“Well, you see, sir, my pater, Sir
Armstrong Burleigh, is very keen on my
getting honners, end he has told me
that I can only do it if T burn the mid-
nite oil. So I thought I'd turn out
to-nita and burn some [

The Head glared.

“¥ou silly ass!” ke roared savvidgely.
“Don’t you realise that vour pater was
speaking metaﬁgg&r&tive{ﬂ hat 8ir
Armstrong meant was that you shonld
be ﬁrln% over your hooks at midnite 17

_“But if I pored the oil over my books,
sir, they’d be ruined in no time!"
objected Burleigh., *Burely, sir—"

“Bilence! I refuse to argew the toss
any further at this tims of nitel
Kindly return to the House at ones,
Burleigh, and report to me in the
moyrning !

“ But, sir—"

" Another word, and I'll flog you
black and blew | DBuzz off immejately [

Burleigh, with & shrugg, buzzed off,
leaving the Head to trample out the
remains of his midnite efforts to win
honners in the Qxbridge Senior.

“Bust the luck! Ii anything is sue-
peckted to-morrow, Burleigh is boupd
to remember this meeting ™ hissed the
Head, az he once more persued his
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ecourse towards the skeool rifle-range.
“However, it ean't be helped. Crack-
pott must win the cup, and I'm the
chicken that's going to help him to
do it 1"

And with that the Head set oui to
do his fowl work.

With soft, steslthy tread, he sneaked
over to the riflerange. Pawsing oni
to make sure that he was not everherd,
he entered the dark, gloomy building.
Once inside, it was the work of & minnit
to move the grate board on which the
targits were fized 1nto the required posi-
tion hall-way up the range. -

“Good egg!” chuckled Dr. Birche-
mall, rubbing his bony hands with
mallishus sattisfaction az he regarded
his handiwork. “If the biggest duffer
that ever duffed can't score unlimmited
bullseves at that distance, then T'll eat
my best Sunday topper! Crackpott, mdy
boy, the cup is as good es yours! And,
what's more to the point, my free feed
in the tuckshop i3 as good as won !”

Grinning all over his dile, the Head
gquitied the riflerange, and sneaked
back to the silent Bkool House, And
in o very short time he was fast asleep
and dreeming blissfully of the pork-
pies, sossidge-rolls, doenuis, cream-
puffs, and jinger-pop he was going to
consumea when Crackpott won the cup.

a hundved to win ™

‘G
“Ha, ha, ha!”

A grinning crowd had assembled in
the rifle-range on the following mourn-
ing to wateh the last competitor shoot,
All the fcliows treated the affair as a
lark, for nobody eggspected Crackpott
ta touch the targit, let alone score ten
bulls. 8o far, they didn't suspect the
dirty work that had gone on daring the
nite, tho the more intelligent amon
them felt vaguely that something bha
happened since they were last there.

Jack Jolly, for instance, was ragard-
ing Crackpott’s targit in a very puzzled
welgh.

*Something's happened in the range
during the mte,” he remarked to his
paly, Merry and Bright.

SE—— .

IT1.
 it, Crackpoit i
“You've only got to score

“Greneral

VW hat could have happened ! asked
Bright. ]

“PDashed if T know! The targit looks
easier to hit to-day, somechow. DBut
perhaps I'm only imagining it."

Mr. Lickham also locked eggstremely
serprized when he glarnced down the
range,

“Bless my sole!”.he cried, turning
o lhe Hea.ri'. “Am I mistaken, siy, or
is that targit bigger this mourning ¥
- “"¥ou're mistaken, Licky!"” answered
Dr. Birchemall cheerfully, “Something
wrong  with your ecyesight, erhaps.
Leb’s get on with the giddy washing 1"

The Head was in & jovial mood. Ie
hiad just birched Burleigh till thet graie
senior had squeeled for mersy, and now
he felt at peace with the world, Only
lrackpott's free feed was
rTquirEd to make hiz happiness com-

ate.

2 Amid the ironnieal cheers of the
grate crowd, Crackpott raized his rifle
and took aim.

Boom !
There was a flash of smwke from
Crackpott's gun, followed by & huge

clond of smoke. With the air cleared
a little, the spectators saw, grately to
their serprize, that the duffer of the
Fourth had scorad s bull.

“Hooray I" yelled Dir. Birchemall
eggsitedly. “Didn’t T tell you all that
Crackpott iz tire best shot in the skool?
Bravvo, Crackpott! Nine more like
that, and you've won tho cup!”

“Some hopos !* grinned Mr. Lickham.

But when Crackpott followed up his
first suxxess with another shot right into
the centre of the targit, Mr. Lickham
wasn't guite so skeptical.

" {Zrate pip! The boy ean shoot, after
a1l I he merimerad.

“{M corse he can!” farely chirrupped
the Head. “Jolly 15 o meer novies com-
pared with this eagle-eved young sharp-
shooter. He will make mincemeat of. all
the rest of the competitors, beleeve me,
Lickhan !

And, indeed, it scemed that the Head
was going to prove correct, Crackpoti's

third shot was just as good as his first
two, Three more lovely bulls followed
in quick suxxession, and by that time
the irennical larfter. had completely
died away.

Nobady prezzent was more serprized
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than Crackpott himself. The duffer of
the IMourth simply couldn’'t make 1t out.
Previously heo fmd found it hard to hit
the targit at all, ret now he secmed io
bo deing as he hiked with it. Crackpott
was simply amazed. -

Boom! Boom! Boomn! )

Three more shots went unerringly
home. Crackpott had zcored 90 in nine
goes ! ) ]

The spectators were wild with egg-
sitement as he took aim for the last
time. One more bull, and Jeck Jolly
would be vankwished! Every eve was
fixed brethlessly on the targit now,

Boom !

For a moment thers was
Then came a roar.

“Grate pip ! He's done it i

"“"Hooray !

“Well agnt, Crackpott !

Crackpott of the Fourth had gcheeved
the impossible. He had scored 100 owt
of a possible 100 -

Tha Head went nearly potly in his
delite.

“Three cheers for Crackpeit!” he
velled. *I knew the hoy would win,
for he has had the finest tutor at riffe-
work in the world! I refer, jentlemen,
to myseif ! Now, then—hip-hip-hip—"

“Hooray 1"

“And now three more [or the tuter
whose able instruetions made this grate
score possible " prinned the Head,
when the cheerz had been duly given.
“I.at the raflters farely ecchie now,
boys! Hip-hip-lnp—-vm-"

But there was no response whatever
this time, so the Head wisely didn'c
persoo the matter.

The fellows strecmed out of the rifle-
range, eggsitedly discussing the waiegg-
spected victory of Crackpott of the

ourth, and Dr. Eil‘flilﬁi‘ﬂ&lﬂ hurried off
in search of General Crackpott, who, it
was !mnmered. had just arrived at the
skool.

Within & few minnils the only [ellows
left in the range were Jack Jolly and
his pals, Merry and EBright, and Dur-
led 1? of the Sixth.

ack Jolly was natclierally locking a
bit bloo at being whacked by such a
duffer as Crackpott, and Burleigh was
still aching all over from the effeet of

a pawse

(Continued on page 28.)
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“ Now for the fesd | prommised youl?’ rasped Gerteral Crackpotit, ﬂuklnﬂ' up a cupple of custard-ples [n ons hand and &

cupple of froot-tarts in the other,

With a guiok movemant he squashesd

dial. " Yaroocooh! Qug-gugl"

® suckulent pastries all over Br, Birchemall's
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(Continued from page 13)

not ignorant of the fact that Loder of
the Sixth, and his sporting pals, some-
times dropped from a study window
after lights out in the House, and re-
turned to their quarters in the same
WAY.

If a Sixth Form window was left open
—and thet was more likely than not, in
the warm weather—and if the study was
unoccupisd—

The windows of the prefecls’ room, at
the end of the Sixth Form studies, blazed
with light. Most of the Sixth were
g_mhahljr there.  More than half the

ixth Porm windows were dark; and
nearly all of them were open—unfortun-
ately at the top, which was of no use to
Bunter.

But Bunter sought patiently, and his
paticnce was rewarded. na window
was wide open at the hottom: the
window of Walker's study. Bunter
stopped under that window, hopefully.

As there was no light in t.ﬁa study,
evidently James Walker, of the Sixth
Form, was not there. What could be
easier than to sneak into the study—
select a favourable moment for anesking
out again down the passsge—and then—
why, then, all was sercne. Inside the
House were Iinnumerable nooks and
crannies where Bunter could lie doggo
till the moment came for seeing the
Head.

Bunter’s fat fingers reached to the
window-aill.

Walker of the Sixth kept & flower-
box on the window-zill.  During the
vacation the Head's gardener kept a
horticultural eve on that flower-bozx.
Walker of the Sixth, on his return, had
been guite delighted to find that his
geraniums were still gpoing strong. The
geraniums had survived the wacation:
but were not destined to survive the
first night of term.

Bunter eould reach the sill: but he
could not lift hiz remarkable avoirdu-
pois thereon.

But he had to get in! The flower-box
on the window-sill was in the way, and
obstructed entrance. Onr the ground
below it might give assistance.  Bill
Bunter grasped it and exerted bis
muscular powers on it. The box was
only lightly attached to its place—it
came away ab once in Bunter's dragging
hands,

Earth and geraniuma scattered over
and round Bunter. But he did not mind.
He jammed the fHower-box against the
wall and got his feet on it, and thus
raised he was able to get his elbows on
the sill and drag himself up.

Bdunt&r plunged headlong into
gtudy.

Thora was & crash.

A little table stood by the window,
with a vase of roses on it; Walker
heing a fellow of rather artistic and
decorative tastes.
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The table went to the right, the vase
to the left, and the roses right and left.

“0Oh!" gasped Bunter.

He picked himself up—very carefully,
lest he should find any of the pisces of
the broken vase in the dark.

Bunter had intended o enter the
House with absolute surreptitiousness,
without leaving a trace. But he had
already left traces that a blind man
zould have followed with ease. How-
ever, that could not be helped. He was
in the House now, and that was the chief
thing.

He groped his way across the study to
the door.

The door was ajar.

A streak of light came in from the
lighted passage. Bunter put his eyes
and his spectacles to the crack, to survey
the passage before venturing out. He
hoped to find it clear. But the coast
was not clear. BSome distance up the
passage, near the door of the prefects'
room, Wingate and Gwynne stood talk-
ing. In the other direction Loder of the
Sixth sat on a window-seat, with a news-
paper in his hands, And Walker was
coming along the fpam e&. The coast,
evidently, was far from clear.

Bunter popped back from the door,
He could not venture to leave the study
yet. He waited; and had the pleasure—
or otherwise—of hearing the voices of
Loder and Walker approaching, with
the sound of footsteps.

Bunter trembled.

Were the beasts going to Loder™s
study, or coming to Walker's study ¥ " Tf
the latter——

Both of them were Bixith Form pre-
fects; and, of course, if they found
Bunter, they would l;!ﬂzllﬂ.l‘ him at once
and hand him over to Mr. Quelch. That
was a certainty.

Bunter gasped.

Footsteps and voices came closer,
Bunter canght the word “geraniums”
in Walker's voice.

He could not afford to take chances.
He backed away from the door and
blinked round in the gloom for a
hiding-place.

Sizth Form reoms at Greviriars were
bed-rooms, as wéll a= studies. In the
usnal alcove was the usual bed. DBunter
dropped on handz and knees and crawled
hackwards under the bed.

He was only in time,

As the glimmer of his spectacles van-
ished under the bed the study door was
pushed open, and Walker and Loder

CH/ITID 170
j “Come in, old chap!” he said

genially, “They're worth looking
at, I ean tell you. Mimble's looked
after them a treat !”

Loder of the Sizth vawned. He waa
not interested in geraniums. But as
Walker's chum, he gave Walker his
head.

“I can let you have a few blooms to
ghove in your study,” said Walker. “I'll
lend zw & jug to shove them in.”

“Dh, do!" yawned Loder.

“Why—what—"  James Walker
stared at the overturned tabls under the
window, the broken vase, and the scat-
tared roses. “Mgyg hat! That thumping
cat again !

“Phew |”* said Loder politely, conceal-
ing a gric as he glanced at the ruins.

alker was red with wrath.

“11l Lrill:.r well epeak to Dirs. Kebble
about this!” he exclaimed. *“I won't

—— i —mm

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Not the Cat!
-‘?L.%EIEI.'E‘:.I WALKER switched on the

have that rotten tabby cat about my
study | X had to chase the beast out this
afternoon. It's simply sickening that a
man can't leave his window open with-
out that beasstly cat sneaking inl! [
found that brute asleep in my armchair,
you know, and gave it a lift with my
boot] Now look at that!”

Under the bed, Billy Bunter grinned
a fat grin, It was a Fal; burglar, not a
cat ‘burglar, who had done the damage;
but Walker of the Sixth did not think of
guessing that.

“T'Il jolly well bag that cat and tie a
stone round its neck, and chuck it into
the Sark one of thesg days!” exclaimed
Walker wrathfully. “Help me pick up
these pieces, Loder.”™

“I'll watch vou, old chap,” answered
Loder, seating himself on tPhe bed.

A bullet hesd popped back just in
time to avoid a collision, as one of
Loder's boots swung under the bed.

Walker grunted and collected up the
fragments of the vase and the roses. He
had no doubt that Mrs. Eebble's cat had
climbed in at the open window and done
the damage, and he made continuous
remarks about that cat and its owner.
But when he had finished, end locked
out of the window at his geraniums—or,
rather, at the place where his
geraniums shouid have been and weren't
—Walker fairly cxploded.

“Look here!™ he roared.

b WI‘E&t now?”  asked Loder, lazily
detaching himself from the bed,

“My geraniums!” shricked Walker.

“What about them?™

* Look!” roared Walker,

“Blest if I can sea them!”
Laoder.

Walker olmost raved.

“That fiendish cat! It's knocked the
window-box dewn in climbing over it!
Box and geranivms all gone! Look!™

“0Oh, my hat!™

Wealker came near tearing his hair.
Had Mrs. Kebble's cat heen at hand
just then, undoubtedly there would have
occurred & sudden vacancy in the feline
tribe.

“Well, it can't be helped now,” said
Loder philosophically. Loder could
afford to be philosophic—they weren't
his geraniums. “What about that littls
game, Walker?”

“My geraniums!” raved Walker.

“*We were going to play—"

“My geranimms!”
bﬂ‘élﬁankﬂr. Not miuch more time hefore

“B-r-r-rr!"

Walker dropped out of the window
after the geraniums. Loder yawned
again and sat on tho hed. B WAS
interested in baoker, and not at all in
geraniums, But he had to wait.

Sulphurons sounds floated up from
Jamezs Walker, under the window, as he
set the box right, scooped earth back
into it, and replanted his geraniutns,
with a delusive hope that they might yet -
gurvive.

He left the flower-box on the ground
when he glambered back info tho
window with earthy hands and in
furiated face.

“T'Il kill that cat!” he said. *“I'll
kill that demoniac beast! To-morrow
I'll get hold of that Sendish cat and
wring its neck! I won't stand thia! I
tell you I won't stand it ™

“1 wouldn't,” vawned Loder. " What
about banker

Walker grunted, but he nodded. He
washed the earth from his hands, and
Loder locked the study door. Banker
was & game much affected by the
gportamen of the Bixth, but 1t waz an
entertainment that had to be kept
atrictly private. In the vacation Loder

said
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& Co. were accustomed to playing the
"gtddﬂag‘aah” but back at Greyfriars
they had te toe the line—or at least
appear to do so.

The two sportsmen sat down at the
table at last, the window closed and
curtamned, and Walker produced a pack
of cards.

Under the bed Billy Bunter sup-
pressed a grosn,

e was no doubt shocked at such pro-
coedings on the part of prefects of tha
Sixth Form. DBut what worried him
was that Loder and Walker had come to
the study to stay.

cape was impossible now.

Ubviously, the two seniors were pgoing
to play ker till bed-time, when
Loder would go and Walker, naturally,
would remain,

Billy Bunier seemed o ba booked for
& prolonged sojourn under Walker’s bed.

t was a dismaying prospect to lhave
to remain there ti1ll Walker was H-E]'Bﬂgh
pnd then crecp awai{ on tiptoe. 2
would be an hour at least, and Bunler
was slready {fecling cramped and c=-
ceedingly uncomfortable.

It was stuffy under the bed; it was
warm; it was dusty. The boys' maid
had not been so meticulously careful as
she should have been with the broom.
Several times Bunter nearly coughed;
sevoral times he nearly sneezed. A
cough or & sneeze would have betrayed
bim at once. Walker supposed that
Mra, Kebble's tabby cat had wrecked his
windowbox and knocked over his flower-
vase, but he was not likely to suspect
even that detestable cat of coughing or
sneeging under his bed.

Half an hdur passed and the two
geniors were still deep in thelr game.
Dunter remained stilf, and  silent bab
with efforts that were simply agony to
him, A tickle was running up his back,
His fat little nose itched. He had an
impressiopn that a spider had invaded
the leg of his trousors—a most hovrid
feeling.

He felt that he could not stand is
much longer.

Even at the cost of being discovered,
hauled out of hiz hiding-place and ruth-
lessly ejected from Greyiriars, hie could
not stand it much longer.

Only the thought of being handed over
to Mr, Quelch enabled him to enduro it
at all. Mz, Quelch was worse thaun
spiders. .

Something had got inte his nose—
dust, or a fragment of fiuff or sowme-
thing. It was tickhng his noze,

Bunter struggled against the snceze.

He fought a losing %ght.

Heo kuew that the sneeze was coming
—that it rnusk come; that the stoars in
their courses could mot prevent it from
coming. He suppressed it as long as he
could. Crimson in complexion, bathed
in perspiration, Bunter foyght sgainst
that sneezo, and when he could control
it no longer and it came, it came like
an explosion,

* Atchoo-ooo-oooooooooooconh

_The sound fairly rang through the
silent study.

Walker and Loder gave a simultaneous

jump.
g]'gi'hat. the thump——>" ejaculated

Loder.
“CGreat pip! What—— #

“Somebody’'s in the room ¥

“The cat!”

“It sounded like & sneeze [

“Lasten I :

The two seniors, greatly startled,

listened. They felt extremely sporting
at their little game in the study, but tha
thought of beipg seen so occupied took
nwnﬁ&nﬂ the sporting feeling. Visions
of the headmaster’s face, clouded with

wrath, loomed before them. If some-
body was hidden in the study, watching
the SBixth Form prefects unﬁ.rling—-ﬁ—-

“It was tho cat,” said Walker at last
uncasily. ““Must have been a cat. We
knf?w @ beast has been here.”

It camo from the under the bed.
Soine [ag—~"

“It was the cat, I tell you!”

Tho cards disappeared into a hidden

place. With black brows the two seniora
rose from the table, They hoped it
was the eat. The <¢at could not talk
about what it might have scen in the
study. But the sound they had heard
soundad more like & snecze than any
sound made by a cat. Still, cats sneczed
sometirans,
. "Is under the bed!” said Walker
& low, tense voice.  “You see, the
brute was still here when we came in,
and_it's dodged under the bed. That's
it, Loder!”

“Let's sec,” mwuttered Loder. “If it's
tho cat, it's all right.”

“Take that stick and stand beside hi

the bed while I poke under it with the
poker,” said Walker. “When it jumps
out, you !Fc-l: it,*

“Right 1

Gerald Loder grasped the stick and
stood ready to swipe. If it was Mis,
Kebbla's cat that was under the bed,

A AMrs. Ecbble’s ecat was booked for a

sudden and exciting finish fo its carcer.

Walker picked wup the poker and
approached the bed.

Bunter squeezed back as far as he
could to thie wall on the farther side ot
the alcove.

“Come oub, you beast!” Thissed
Walker, lunging under the bed,

Bunter squirmed out of the way of the
pokar and caught the side of his head on
the leg of tho bed. ‘There was a loud
crack and a fearful vell.

“Yarocooch 1

Evideutly it was not the cat!

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Bunter®s Luck !
63 OME out!” hissed Walker,
e He no longer even hoped
that it was the cat. A ‘cat
might snecze in certain cir-
cumstances, but no cat known to natural
history ever velled “Yarooooh I

“Ow !t howled Buunter. “Keep that
poker away! Wow!"

“It's some fag!™ hissed Loder.

“I'll smash hun ™

“I'I1 pulverise him !

“omie out, you young scoundrel ™

“Come out, you spying little beast!”

“I—1 say, you fcllows—" gasped
Bunitcer.

“Come ouk!” shricked Walker.

“Pull tho bed out and we'll got him 1
Lissed Loder.

#l=I eay, you fellowe, I'm coming
out!” gasped DBunter. “Keep that
poker away, you know! It's all right!”

“I'lt give you asll right!” breathed
Loder,

Billy Buntor put a cauntious head out
from under the valance of the bed, like
a tortoise from its shell,

Loder and Walker jumped.

it Bu“mrlll

They stared blankly st the fat junior
asz he crawled out.

Billy Bunter emerged, gasping and
puffing, nod picked himself wup, and
rrumptly put the study table between
imself and the two staring Six-Formeras.

“ Bunter!” gasped Walker. *Bunter
—he's not su ed to be here at all!
I heard a fellow saying he had been
seen banging about the school 1”7

“I say, you fellows——"

" -

*5o you've sneaked inl" hissed Loder,
“ Quelchy will be glad to see you! Tl
thrash you first, snd then take you to
Quelch for another thrashing!”

“Mo firat!” said Walker, picking up

his ashplant.

“I—1 say, you fellows, keep off!"
howled Bunter. “I'm net doing any
harm., I—I came to see the Head——"

“Collar him!” mnarled Walker, “I
know pnow who smashed my window-box
and knocked my roses over. It wasn't
the cat!™

“1 say

it was, you know!" gasped
Bunter,

“I—1 saw lim! I say, you
keep off! I'll tell the Head you were
playing banker !

That was a sheer inspiration.

In another sccond Loder's grasp would
have closed on Bunter from one side,
Walker's from the other. But both of
them stopped short ss Bunter played
that trump card.

They eyed him as if they could have
bitten him. Dut they did not touch
m+

Bunter gasped with relief, He
vealised that his discovery in the study
gave him, to some extent at least, the
upper hand.  Like Daniel in the lion's
den ho was, after all, safe from the
beasts !

“I say, you fellows, you chuck it
you know!" said Bunter, * Nice for you
if I tell the Head about your little
games! He, he, he!”

“You young rascal!” Loder made en
attempt at prefectorial dignity. “How
dardy you insinuate---——=

* Oh, chuck it!" said Bunter, quite
sware of his power from: the expression
on the faces of the sportsmen of the

Sixth, “‘!an two fellows were playing
banker, you've been winning Walker's
money, Loder; and wyou've heen

smoking, too—the study’s thick with it1
Like me to tell the Head about you
smoking and playing cards!™

" We—we've been doing nothing of
the sort, of course!™ said Loder. “If
you dare lo make such an seccusa-
tron-—>"

“If you dare—" repeated Walker,
but in dismayed tones,

"I sin't saying anything if you let
me alone,” said Bunter, with a fat grin.
“I've como here to see the Head: but
that beast Queleh will kecp me away
from him if ke can. He doesn't want
me to have justice. You lot mo out of
this study, and don't tell Quelch—sen?*

Loder and Walker glared at lLim.
Making terms with a checky fag—and &
fag who did not really belong to the
school at all—was a bitter blow to the
pride of the SBixth Form sportsmen,
They would have preferred to collar
Bunter and give him the thrashing of
his life before handing bim over to Mr.
Quelch for further punishment and
ejection. But they did not want—vecy
much they did not want—the fat junior
to retail what he had scen in that study.

They looked at Bunler—and they
loocked at one snother. They resisted
their yearning to secize Bunter and
slaughter him.

In silence Wealker crossed to the door,
uniocked it, and threw it open

““Hook 1t ! he breathed.

Bunter rolled to the door. The hour
was growing late now, and mwost of the
Slixth had gone to bed. The passage was

Car.

Bunter rolled out.

Walker could scarcely resist the im-
pulse to plant & boot behind Him as he
went. But he did resist it. Bunter
rolled away unkicked,

Walker closed the door after him,

" Bomebody else will drop on him and
kiek him out!” he romarked.
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Loder nodded.

“I wish they'd let him come back to
Greyfriars!” he muttered. " 1'd hike to
bove him here for a few days!" :

Loder's expression hinted that thoso
few days would not be days of joy to
William (George Bunter.

Billy Bunter rolied cautiously away
down the Sixth Form passage. He had
had a fortunate escape: but he waos
anxious to get into cover. Loder and
Walker, for their own sakes, obviously
would not mention that they had lound
him in the school. But snyone eise who
sighted him was quite certain to
mention it. But at half-past ten all the
Lower Bchool wore in bed and all the
Tifth, and only a few of the Sixth and

thy masters were still up. Few were
likely to be about the House.
Bunter tiptoed past the prefects

room, which was still lighted, and from
which he heard the sound of voices
Luck favoured him; the whole place
seemed deserted, and there was no
alarm, and Dunter crept stealthily ut
last into the Head's passage.

That the Head was still up he had no
doubt,  On the frst pight of the torm
the Head was not likely to go to bed
early. He was good for an hour at least
yet, Bunter considered.

Footsteps!

. Bunter suppressed a gasp, and darted
inte a window recess, and clothed him.
self in the heavy window hangings as in
& garment.

I'ootsteps and voices! Two masters
were approaching from somewhere—and
thﬁ Tﬂl\‘.‘fﬂ w-‘a‘aalfalinitiar.

i ear Quelch——"
Hﬂa‘g"z deep voice.

Bunter suppressad his breathing.

“A few details I should like to dis-
cusa!”  Bunter eaught those words in
the Head’s voipe.

“Certainly, sir! came the sharpor
tones of the Remove master.

The footsteps passed on towards the
Head's study. A door closed in the
distance down the corrider.

Buunter clenched his fat fsts. Quelchy
was in the Head's study now with the
Head—obviously it was not a propitious
moment for the excluded Removite to
make bis appeal.

* Deast ™ murmured Bunter.

He had to wait! And as he waited he
realised with more and more keenness
that he was getting frightfully bungry.
Hungry, in fact, was not the word for
it; o was famished. He had a feeling
that he could understand at last certain
horrid things that happened in open
boats at sea. Within Dunter there was
an aching void; and even his desire to
be reinstated in the Greyiriars Remove
took sceond place now to the keener
destre to get hold of something—any-
thing—lo cat!

That was the

g Ty mme

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Surprise for the Remove

ARRY WHARTON awcke sud-
H denly, He did not know for the

moment what had awakencd

him, but something had. and he
opened his eyes wide and blinked in the
ploom of the Remove dormitery.

He had an impression that something
had touched hiz [ece while ha was
azlecp, pawing over his face. It did not
seem likely, unless Mrs  Kebble's ear
hed got into the dormitory.

He turned his head from side to side,
blinking, and then gave 2 sudden jump
gs 8 hand louched him in the darkness,
closed on hiz nose, and pulled.

“Ooooch ! gasped Wharton.
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- —————

“Oh, yoi're awake! mumbled =
volee, *'‘YWhat beast 18 it? Is thai you,
Toddy ¥*
_ Wharton gasped again. He knew that
iat voice.

“ Bunter !

“Yes, old chap!”

_Bunter had released the nose, just in
time to escape & drive from Wharton's
fist in the dark.

“You fat dummy!®
captain of thea Remove.

“ (Uh, really, Wharton—*"

Harry sat up in bed. He was uttecly
smazed by the presence of the Owl of
the Remove late at night in the
dermitory.

“What on earth are you deing hero,
Bunter " he stuttered.

“Waking you up, old chap.”
“I mean, how did you get in?"

“Walker’'s window.”

“¥You frabjous asa!”

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” came a sleapy
volce from the next bed, “ What's that
row i Anything up?”

“¥Yes,"” said Harry. “Bunter's up!"

“Oh erambs!™® Bob Cherry, wide
awake at once, sat up in bed, and stared
yh;augh the darkness. *That howling
idiot 1™

* Oh, really, Cherry——"

“How on earth did that fat snail
crawl in here?” exclaimed Bob Cherry,
in astonishment. “ Does Quelchy know
vou're here, Bunter "

“ No feari”

The born idiot bhas sneaked in at a
window,” said Wharton. *“Goodness
knows why. Why dida’t you go home,
Bunter?"

“I'm_coming bhack to Greyfriars, old
chap. It will be all right when I've seen
the Head. and explained to him."

“ Fathead

“That beast, Quelchy, iz with the
Head now,” said Bunter. *“Chewing the
rag, ¥ou know, like a pair of old women
—you know what masters are when the
begin to jaw. I can't sec the Bea
while Quelchy is with him—the brute
wouldn’t give me & chance to speak—he
don't want me to show up his wicked
tyranny and misrepresentations to the
Head 1"

“Idiot [

‘: And U'm hungry!” added Bunter.

‘Do you think this dormitory iz a
tr:n-sbnﬂ 1" asked Bob Cherry. “If you're
real%y lmgrgr—-—-"

*1 am, old chap—frightfully.”

“Well, I can offer you a pillow—"

“ What

“COr a bolster—"

“ Beast [

“Or a pair of rubber shoes—"

“Ohb, shut up, you beast! Haven’t
you got anything to eat in the dorm?”
asked Bunter

“Ha, ha! No!™

“Don't make a row and wake up all
the chaps, Cherry. 1 don't want the
Beaks to know T'm here till T've seen ithe
Head and set matters right. T say, you
fellows, I must have something to eat.
It's all locked up below stairs—I can't
get at anything there What am 1 to
doi”

“ Keep quiet, and let us= go to elesp |
asted Bob Cherry.

*Beast! T'm hungey 1*

“Well, of all the howling 1diots!” said

Harry Wharton 1in  exasperation.

“Haven't you the sense of a bunny-

rabbit, Bunfer?"

“More sense than any chap here, and
chance it,” said Bunter. “Ii { were a
silly ass like you, Wharten, I'd go and

g for admission to a home for idiots.
I I had & brain like yours, Cherry, I
wouldn't trust myself outside a lunatie
asylum. Look here, chuck up talking
rot, and help & fellow! I've got to have

stuttered the

Bl

and mast of them wera chuckling,

something to eat. Is thers anything in
your study, Wharton 7"
“Oh, yes! There's an armchair—"
“You silly idiot, do you think I can
eat an armchair?” hissed Bunter.
“Well, you can eat almost anything.
You're welcome to try, if you like,
anyhow,”

“¥You awiul rotter] Lot you care if ]
perish with hunger under your very
eyes !” said Bunter bitterly. * After all
I've done for you! I had my tea at the
bun-shop at six, and I've touched
nothing since, eéxcept a pork-pie and a
bag of caramels and some toffce and
caka I

You

“0Oh, my hat!
famished I said Bob ﬂherr_z'
ally. " Don't begin on ugl ¢
15 against the rules "

must be
sarcastic-
annibalizm

“You silly chump! Is there anything
in your study——"

*A table and bookcase—"

“You—you rotter!” hissed Bunter.

“Isa this & joking matter? I tcll you
I'm famished ! IHow can I interview the
Beak when I'm actually perishing with

hunger 7

Bob Eherr? chuckled,

“Well, if I'd known you were coming,
old bean, I'd have laid in a snack for
you-—a few legs of mutton, and a couple
of dozen pork pies, and a few lonves
and pnundﬁ of butter—enough to keep
you going till morning. Bu o

¥ Beast1 I tell you—m-"

“Oh, gad! Is that Bunter?” came
Lord Mauleverer’s voice. The murmur

of talking in the silent dormitory had
ewakened his lordship.

“¥Yes, Mauly, old chap! I've come
back !

“Good gad [®

“T'm hungry, old fellow ! Is there any-
thing in your study?®
£ ‘Eﬂﬂ.ﬂi!”

“You don't mind if T eat it, Mauly?™

“Certainly not—but you must be
awfully peckish if you can ecot iy
study furniture,”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Billy Bunter breathed hard and deep.

The situation was serious; indeecd,
tragic, But these beasts poraisted ion
regarding it as comie.

Five or six fellows were awake nﬁw,
vob

a man realised the seriousness of the
situation. DBunfer's amazing recturn to
his old dormitory in the middle of the
night only made them chuckle.
_ “Well, you fake the cake, and po
olly old error, Bunter,” said Vernon-
mith. “What do you expect to happen
to you when you're spotted in the
school "

“It will be all right when I've seen
the Head and explained, Zmithy! I
sa¥, is there any grub in your studyI”

" Laots 1™

“Do you mind if I eat it1"

#Ves ¥

“ Beast I

“You frabjous dummy 1" said Peter
Todd. *“You unspeakable frabjous
bandersnatch! I've a jolly good mind
to get up and bolster you! You'd better
go straight to Quelchy and ask him to
give you a bed for the mght."

“"He would turn me out in
morning, you ass!"

“That will happen, anyhow, you fat
chump I

 Boast 1™

“There's some grub in my study,
Bunter,” said Monty Newland. * ¥You
ean waolf *t if yvou like, you fat duffer.
It's in the cupboard.”

“Thanks, oud chap! 1 wonder wyou
fellows ain’t ashamed of ﬁursﬂws.
letting a chap down like this, Newland's
usually mean, but he's setting you an
examplo now,” said Bunter.

the
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" Ususlly what 7 asked Newland.

“All right, old chap, I don’t mean
exactly mean,” said Bunter reassuringly.
“"Tll tell you what—I'll be your pal
when I come back into the Remove, I
mean it "

“You won't alter your mind 7™

“No, old fellow.”

“"You'd better! T shall kick you if
you start ;:rnﬂmg on to me.”

““Ha, ha, hal”

“You cheeky beast! T—T mean, T'll
get down to your study. You can go
to slee a%lam, '1‘nddg. and be blowed to
youl shan’t speak to you when I'm
in the Remove again. You can consider
our frrendship at an end [

“Hurrah I ejaculated Peter Todd.

L] Yﬂh '!:I-:r.

Billy Bunter rolled away, and the
door of the dormitory was heard to open
and shut softly, aving discovered
where there was food, Billy Bunter had
no more time to waste, and he lost not
A moment irn getting down to the
Remove passage, and into Study Neo. 9.
Most of the Remove were awake by that
time, and there was a buzz of voices and
chuckles along the row of beds.

“Of all the burbling chumps ! said
Peter Todd,

“0Of all the howling idiots!™ said
Johnny Bull.

- *0OF all the terrific and preposterous
JEE:{:;{?]EH'EE " gaid Hurreo Jamset Ram
ngh.

* What on earth will happen to Bunter
when  they spot him in the morning?’
asked Frank Nugent,

“QOrder of the boot, short and sharp 1
chuckled the Bounder, “Quehrhiy will
Jick im before he goes! Ile won't miss
a chance like that I

“Ha, ha, ha!

“And he thinks it will be all right if
he explainz to the Head!” chortled
Skinner. “I hope he won’t forget to
tell the Head that he suspects Quelchy
of drinking! He really ought not to
leave that out I

“Ha, ha, ha "

“Poor old Bunter 1

The Removites seftled down to sleop
sgain. Once more silence and slumber
descended on the Remove dormitory,
though it was destined to be broken
agaln before the night was much older.

— ——

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Nap !

£ HAT'S botter 1™
T Billy Bunter uttered that
remark in tones of heart-felt

satisfaction.

The Remove studies, of course, were
all in darkness; that part of the house
was quilc deseried at night. But Bunter
knew his way about the Removo
quarters well enough, and he had
groped to Newland's study, He did not
venture to turn on the 'Eigﬁ‘s, or to sirike
s match. Until he had seen the Head
and set matters right, he could not ba
too careful.

Thero was a glimmer of starlight at
the study window, and that was enough
for Bunter. IHe groped to the study
cupboard, opened it, and groped within,
A large cake met his groping fingers.

It was only & three-pound eake, o did
not last Bunter long., But he felt ever
to much better when he had pocked it
AWAY.

Lifs once more seemed worth living.

He groped further in the cuphoard,
and found a bag of biscuits. The bis
cuits followed the cake. Two or threo
bananas turned up next, and went to
ke’?j'; the cake and the bisoults eompony.

ore seemed nothing more.  But
Bunter was not the fellow to leave such

Long after the Iast iig!ﬂ in the great bullding of Greyiriars School was out, and

all seemed safe, Slim Jim

important matters to chance; and he
groped in his pockets for o matehbox to
investigate. Then he imnade the inter-
esbing discovery that he had no matehes
about him.

“He could not venture to turn on tha
light in the study. It would show. from
the window, and if anybody happened
to be in the guad—— Really, it was
not safe!

But Bunter was still hungry, and his
grori{:ng fingers failed to find anything
further in the cupboard of an edible
nature. If there wis anvihing eatable,
it would be a sin and & shame fo miss
it. Vet, turning on the light was risky,
he knew that.

Still, ab that late hour of the night,
there could hardly be anybody out of
the house to witness the illumination of
a Remove study window. Bunter
wltlf:d across to the window and blinked
out,

Clear nutumn staclight fell on the
guadrangle. There bad been a shower
of rain; but it had eleared, and the
starg had come eout brightly. Bunter
starced down ceutiously and watehfully.

“Beaszt!™ ho muttered.

Semebody wos therel At the dis-
tance, and in the uncertain light,
Bunter could nob recognise who it was,

negotiated a rainplpe, and penetrated
high window into the House in approved cat-burglar siyle | (See

by wavol a
gfmpter 14.)

But he szaw, for o moment, a dark,
moving shadow that flitted swiftly.

He szaw it only for & moment, and
then it was gone. But it was some-
body, he know that; and the light in
the study window would be seen if he
turncd it on,

He rolled back to the cupboard and
resumed his groping. Long and with
painstaking care he proped, and sue-
ceeded in &nocking over some erockery,
which smashed on the floor.

That, however, did mnot matter; a
littla noise in the Remove quarters was
not likely to be heard in the distant,
occupled  rooms. Monty Newland,
perhans, might think that it mattered:
but Bunter was not hn'f.—'imringr about
what Monty Newland might think.

Thera was no more grub in the cu
board; or, if there was, Bunter could
not find any. He gave up the zearch
at last,

He had, at all events, ftaken the keen
edge off his appetite. Ho could hoid
out wow. Doubtless the Head would
provide him with supper—when ho had
set matters right with the Head!

The question was, how long was that
beast Quelchy going to stay with the

Tae MaicNeET LIERARY.—XN0. L1076,
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Head? Until he had gone, it was use-
less to attempt to interview Dr. Lodke.
Bunter sat down in Monty Newland's
armchair while he pondered over that
guestion. Su they jawed for am
hour—it was iik-e-.ljr encugh. The way
wmasters could jaw, when they got =
chance, was amazing; Bunter had
noticed that lots of times. Coker of the
Fifth had got into a row once for being
heard, by authoritative ears, to remark
that when the masters got together in
Common-room, they cackled like o lot
of hens, %uu]chy might stay up to
midnight talking rot to the Head--the
kind of tosh that the schoolmasters do
talk! It was intensely exasperating to
s fellow in Bunter’s peculiar position;
but there it was,

He felt that he might as well take a
little nap while he waited. He was
sleepy — awfully slespyl He was
fatigued with his uncommon exertions
that day. It was safe enough to take
& nap in & Remove 5t-ud_i'mnﬂb-:rd3‘ Was
likely to come there until a boys' maid
arrived in the early hours of the morn-
ing with broom and brusghes, o

ﬁunhar'a eyoz closed behind his big
spectacles,

He decided to talke a nap for half an
hour—that would leave a safe margin.
At the end of an hour he was still fast
usleep. Had anyone passed along the
Romove passage—which, fortunately, no
one did—he would have beoen surprised
to hear a d and reverberating smore
issuing from Btudy No. 8. It was for-
tunate for Bunter that he was so far
from the inhabited portions of the
Housze, or that hefty snore certainly
would have betrayed him.

In the Head's study the headmaster
and Mr. Quelch finished their discus-
EEPI%'I!;. They bade cne another good-
night.

Mr. Quelch repaired to his bed-room,
and turned in. The Head walked down
the passage to the private door that led
into his own House, and disappeared.

Lights were out; the last door had
closedy darkness end silence  and
slumber enwra.pémd Greyiriars School
from end to -end,

The Head, 5Iﬁe€ing the sleep of the
just, was not likely to hear any expla-
nation, convinoing or otherwise, from
Rilly Bunter that night! Mr. Quﬁ]ch,
slumbering peacefully, had forgotten
Bunter and all his works.

And in Study No. 9 in the Remove
William George Bunter snored on undis-
turbed; his ﬁﬁ:ﬂE-l'l::nl::r’ﬂ nap growing
longer and longer.

In all the great building of Greyiriars
2chool thers was only one person whe
was wakeful and active; and that
?E-rmn was not, by any meanz, a Grey-

riaTé man.

Slim Jim, the ecpt-burglar, hed long
smnce climbed over the Cloistar wall, in
the eazy, accessible spot Bunter had s6
obligingly shown him: and Bunter—
—though hoa did not know it—had
caught o passing glimpse of hizs shadow
stirring in the starlit quad, And long
after the last light was out, and all
seemed safe, Blim Jim had negotiated
a rain-pipe and penctrated by way of o
high window into the House — in
approved cat-burglar styvle. Silence and
thumber reigned round him—but Slim
Jim  was active—very nctive, indeecd,
and very wide awake,

Buy

“The GEM LIBRARY”

Every Wednesday. trice 2d.

Toe Maener Lisrary.—No. 1,076.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAFPIER.
Not Nice for Slim Jim !

Ll H! Oh dear!”
0 Billy Bunter awoke.
It was not like Billy Bunter,
once asleep, to wake till he
was forcibly awakened. Even the rising-
bell did not always awaken Bunter i
the morning, and some Remove men
had to awaken him with a wet sponge,
or a hurling boot, or a swipe from a
pillow. In the Remove dormitory of a
morning there was always somse
cbliging fellow ready to do this. With.
out some such oid, it was unlike Bunter
to awaken, especially before day had
dawned. &

But circumstances alter cases. Bunter
was sleeping in an armchair now. It
was guite a comfortable armchsir for a
little nap, so leng as a fellow stayed
still in 1t. But if a fellow turned in
hiz sleep, he was likely to turn out—
which was precisely what Bunter did.

Had Bunter been in bed, he would
have turned over comfortably without
cven opening his eyes, and snored on
regardless. But when he turned in the
armecheir, he naturally rolled off it;
and he awakened quite suddenly as his
fat person thudded on the floor, and s
bullet head came into contact with the
fender.

He zat up dizzily and robbed his head.

For o few moments he could not
remmember where he was, and supposed
that he had fallen out of bed. Then
he remembered, and picked himself up.

He rubbed his sleepy eyes, and ro-
placed his spoctacles on hia fat little
nose,

Iie wondered what the time was. Ho
was still eleepy, and wanted more sleep;
he feit that he could have done with
about twenty-four hours more.  5till,
ho was ﬁlad that he had awakened.
That night was his only chance for
interviewing the Head and getting the
matber sob riﬁhh Obviously, 1f that was
left over till the following day, his
chance was gone. Two Sixth Form men
and a dozen Removites knew that he
was in the House; and in the daytime
his presence could not be kept a secret,
Quelchy would swoop down on him like
a bird of prey; and all that he had to
expect, in that case, was a record
thrashing, and summary ejection from
the precinets of the school. He was
thankiul, as he groped hiz way out of
the study, that he had not overslept
himself in taking that little nanp.

Buot the decp silence of the glﬂuse, HES
he crept down the Remove staircase,
gave him a misgiving. Hod he over-
slept himself, after ali—had he
awakened too late to carry ocut his
plans?

If the Head had left his study, and
E:}Se back to his house, and gono to

c.i —

“0Oh dear!” groaned Bunter,

He could not see his watch in the
dark. He had ne matches, and he
dared not switch on any lightss. He
hoped that he was not too late; and,
anyhow, it was easy to put that matter
to the test. If the Head was still up,
there would be a light in his study,
which Bunter could see under the door
—and if that Dboast, Queit:hj_r, was still
with him, they would be talking, and he
wonld hear them. 8o BRunter, with
great caution, g*w:f;md hig way stealthil
towardas the Head’s passage to investi-
gate. It was rather cerie, groping about
the great, ailent building in the dark,
nnd Bunter did not like it at all, But
hoe did not know how late it was, and
he hoped that the Head was still up.

Still, it was a relief, when he groped

into the Head's passage, to see a
glimmer of light in the distance.

That light cams from under the door
of the Head's study.

“(Oh, good!” gasped Bunter.
There was 8 light in Dr. Locke’s
study. That settled it. The Head,

obviously, must still be up!

The burning uestion now was
whether that beast Quelch was still with
him. That could only be aseertained by

listening at the Head's door for the
sound of voices.

Bunter hesitated some moments

It was easy enough to creep silently
along the passage and listen at the door
for voives; but suppose the door opened

ust when he was there, listening, and
uslchy came out!

It waz an awful possibility !

But it was cvidently a risk that had
to be taken, if Bunter was to interview
his headmaster at all, and convince that
gentleman that he was a misjudged and
wronged youth, who ought to be allowed
to return to l.'ira:.rfriars, and, indeed,
welcomed thers with open arms.

Bunter made up his fat mind to it,
and crept along the %nssaga a3 stealthily
as & cat on the trail of a mouse.

He reached the door of the Head's
study, and bent to the keyhole and
listened breathlessly.

Not a sound—not a murmur of &
voice! For a long minute, for two long
minutes, Bunter listened, his heart
growing lighter. No one was talking in
the study. Obviously, had Mr. Quelch
still been with the Head, there would
have been a sound of talking—one or
both would havae been chin-wagging.
Quelchy, evidently, was gone!

Bunter bmathej' more freely,

Quelchy was T:-ne; but the light in the
study showed that someone was there,
and that eomeone, of course, could only
be the Head. Had Bunter known that
it was now past one o'elock in the morn.
ing, he might have wondered at the
Head staying up so very late, even on
the first night of term. DBut he did not
know that midnight had passed.

Tha

He still hesitated at the door.
Head must be alone now, and it was his
chance—the chance for which he had
taken so much trouble and se many
risks. The Head would have to listen
to him—there was no beastly Quelch to
stend between—and the Head could
scarcely fail te be convineed by
Bunter's eloquence. The fat juntor
stood breathing fast, screwing wp his
eourage to the sticking-poing.

The study was so very silent that ho
wondered whether the Head had fallen
asleep in his chair.

But suddenly from the silence of the
room came a sound— a metallic click!

Bunter started.

It sounded like a lock opening. An
ordinary sound enough, but stariling in
the silence.

A faint rustling sound followed.

Bunter understood—or thought he
did. The Head had opened his safa to
tako out some papers, or to put papers
away. It was a natural cnough procead-
ing on the Head's part. It was only the
sudden sound, after the deep silence,
that was startling.

Another soft rusile! The man in the
study was handling papers—papers that
had a very eoft rustle, just like bank-
notes. Bunter grinned at the idea of
the Head counting over his money, in
the middle of the night, like some old
miser,

DBunter resolved to wait a few minutes
longer. It was necessary to catch the
Head in & good temper, if possible; and
the Head was not 11@:&13 to be pleased
if he was found )ﬁnng over his bank-
notes in his safe. Bunpter waited to boar
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the safe door closo, and fo hear the
Head sit down again.

But thers was no sound of a door
closing—no sound of anyone sitting
down on & chair. There was rustling
and rustling, as if quite & lot of bank-
notes were !b&ing handled and stowed
away in a pocket, 'That was exactly
what it sounded like, at least, 1mprob-
able as it scemed,

Then silence ! :

Bunter had not heard the Heed sit
down, but na doubt he was sitting down
by this time., He scemed to have
finished at the safe, at any rate. Billy
Bunter raised s fat hand, tapped at the
door, and entered the study. And Blim
Jim, the cat-burglar and cracksman,
swung round from thoe open safe with
& suppressed howl of alarm,

L L] L] - L L]

Rilly Bunter gazed at the man in the
Head's study, petrified.

Ha was taken utterly by surprise.

Not for a single instant had he
doubted that it was the Head who was
in the study. It had never crossed his
r:fim:l that it might possibly be someons
else.

Ha gazed at the slim man, recognising
him immediately as obliging gentle-
man who h hal him with a
“hunk " over the Cloister wall earlier
that eventful nipght.

He did not speak or move. He stood
rooted to the floor! The open safe—the
man standing at it, with s last bundle
of notes that he had been examining
before cramming them into his pockot—
all told their tale, clearly enough even
for Bunter's comprehension.

It was not the ad! The Head was
gone to bed long ago. It wasz & burglar
whom Bunter had surprised at his nog-
turnal task!

A wrcal treasure house of
knowledge for the boy who

Ao e

wants to know to do

what
and how to do it.

He realised it in a flashing instant,
with a terror and borror that deprived
him of speech and movement.

He could only stand gazing at the
ppparition, more dreadful to his terrified
eves than a grisly spectre.

The cracksman, as startled and sur-
prised as Bunter, réturned his gaze, for
the moment nonplussed.

Up ta that moment all bad gone well
for Blim Jim. Two hundred pounds had
been packed away in his pockets. The
lock of the Head’s safe had given him
pcarcely any trouble. It was one of the
poftest jobs that Slim Jim had aver
struck. A few minutes more and the
last of the valuables in the safe would

have been packed away in capacious
Pn-nkﬂt.ﬂ, and he would have been -.:ree.?»
ing back to the window he had left
open, and descending the rain-pipe with
the agility of a eat. Only 8 few minutes
morg——

Slim Jim breathed hard, and his teeth
came together with a sharp click. The
ook in his eyes showed that Bunter had
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plenty of reason to be terrified. The
little matter of knocking a schoolboy on
the head was not likely to stand between
Blim Jim and liberty.

With one hand he jammed the last
bundle of banknotes into his pocket—
with the other he gripped a short steel
jemmy ; then he leaped.

*“Yarocooh!”

Billy Bunter’s yell of terror rang
through Greviriare snd awoke every
echa of the House.

He was in danger, though not in such
danger as his terrified faney painted. It
was Blim Jim's intention to give him a
tap on the head to keep him quict for
ten minutes or so, while the cat-burglar
vanished into space. Buntor's terrified
vision saw battle, murder, and sudden
death before him, but really it was not
guite 80 bad as that.

Dupter's movements, a2t normal
moments, resembled those of a tortoise
trained on easy and leisurely lines. But
at this abnormal moment Bunter's move-
ments resembled those of a cat on hot
bricks.

Tha instant Slim Jim moved RBunter
maved, and swift asz the cat-burglar was
the terrified Owl of the Remove was
gwifter.

How he did it Bunter never knew, but
he did it. His hand was still on the
handle of the door he had opened to
enter. He had not moved it: he had
been petrificd. Ho made one wild,
frantio backward leap into the passage,
dragging the door shut as he did se.

Blam |

It was a large and heavy caken door,
but it moved Lize lightning in Bunter's

1
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asp and slammed with a noise like

. Slim Jim certainly had never
imagined that the fat, frightened school-
boy could move so ewiftly. He hit out,
and the steel jemamy crashed on the
closed door.

“ Halp!" shrieked Bunter.

He did not run; he dared not run.
He knew that if he ran the door would
bo ﬂi)ﬁﬂ in a twinkling, and that awful
burglar rushing him down. Franticelly,
instinctively, unthinkingly, but tena-
ciously, Bunfer clung with hoth hands
to the big handle of the door, exerting
his strength—great at that moment, in
his frantio terror—to keep the handle
from being turned on the inside.

Hg felt the grip of the burglar on the
handle, on ths inner side of the door;
he felt it turning.

With hysterical strength Bunter held

it back. It should not turn; it must not
turn. The door must not cpen!
“Help! Help! Help!”

Bunter hardly knew that he was
shrieking, But he was, with a ghriek
that rang and echoed and roared
through the silent House.

“Help! Help! Help!®

Groyiriars fairly rang with it.
Voices shouted—footsteps  echoed—
lights flashed! The whole House was
n,waI]_tImimqi. Hal

“Halp ! elp ! Help!
Murder! Fire 1!?j .

1-I'What'__?l‘

{‘Whﬂ_’-‘"‘"”

“(arent Seott 1™

From the Sixth o the Second, every
Greyfrinrs man was wide awake.
Evory master was awake and out of
bed. The House hummed with sound.
From all directions footsteps camo

hurrying along. Electrio lights Hashed

Yarooogh!!
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and Jungles.
into illumination in ETIErj' room  and
PAEIAEE.
“Help! Help!”

Dasperately Bunter clung on to the
door-handle, determined that it shounld
not turn; fiercely Blim Jim twisted at
it to turn it. It was one of those big,
old-fashioned, oval handles, which turn
only one way—fortunately for Bunter.
All his strength, and all his weight, was
thrown on that handle to keep it from
turning back, to keep the dreadiul
burglar shut up in the study: to keep
the erashing jemmy from Bunter's
precious head! Fear 13 said to lend
winga; and terror may lend a tempor-
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ary and fictitious strength; certainly
Bunter succeadod in heeping the door
fazt, while the desperate cracksman
wrenched within in vain. Neo doubt
Bunter would have been beaten in time
—but time was exactly what Shim Jim
was not given. A whole alarmed House
was pouring to the spot, and when at
Inst Blim Jim tore the door open and
leapt out, he leapt out into a crowd.

THE SIXTEFENTH CHAPTER.
For Valour !

L1 ALLO, hallp, halio!™
H “That's Bunter!”
“The howling ass, he's
fallen downstairs, or some-

thing."

"fém jolly well igu:ﬁr.tg to soe

In the Remave dormitory, as in every
other dormitory and bed.room at Grey-
friars, there was wide wakefulness and
immediate activity as Billy DBunter’s
gigantic yells rang through the night.

arry Wharton was the first oub of
the dormitory. Baeb Cherry and the
rest of tho Co. were awift behind him.
That wild and frantic yelling showed
that something had happened to Bunter
—something more serious than a tumble
m the dark.

“Help, help, help
from the Head's passage.

Harry Wharton & 5'; found them-
selves in a surging crowd making for
the spot. Lights wera on all over the
Eouse. Wingate of the Sixth, with a

oker in his hand, was rushing into the

end’'s passage ahead of the others—
Mr. Quelch, half-dressed, was at his
heels: Mr. Prout, tho master of the
Fifth, woz to be seen brandishing =
rubber hot-water bottle, which he %;m’l
snatched up in the moment of alarm,
though nobody could guéss what he waus
thinking of doing with it. As the ex-
cited crowd swarmed into the Head's
corridor, the figure of the Head himself
appearcd from the other end in fAowing
dressing-gown, with alarm in  his

1" pame tha shrieks

majestic face. Eleetrie light flooded
the passage, w»nd revealed William
G!Jﬂl'ft‘: Bunter clinging to the door-
handle of the Head's study like o
limpet to a rock.

L Bunt'}r ¥1

“What—"

‘:HE:'E Fﬂt'trl:u

“What the thump——" -

The meaning of Dunter's amazing
attitude was not clear. Why a fellow
should cling to o door-handle and yell
for help was rather a mystery.

But the mystery was cleared up in
another moment =as the door was
dragged away from Bunter, wide open,
and a slim, desperate man leaped out
inte the passage, dropping banknotes
as ha leaped, and brandishing a steel
jernmy in his wpraised right hand.

“Burglars 1"

“Look out!"”

“Collar him 1

Clang! Crash! Crash!

Slim Jim, no deubt, had some hope of
fighting a way through; but it was a
delusive hope. Wingate's poker met the
whirling jemmy with a terrific clang
and crash, and poker and jemmy few in
the air together and crashed to the
fioor. The next instant the helty cap-
tain of Groyfriars waz on 3lim Jim
with a leap, and they rolled over to-
gether, struggling,

“Help, help, help ™ )

Eunté}r w.agr still yelling frantically,
apparcntly unconseious, in his terror,
that help had come.

But nohody heeded Bunter for tho
mament,

It was = case of all hands on deck to
deal with Slim Jim, who was fighting
more like a wildest burglar than a
common or garden cat-burglar.

“Back up, BRemove!"™ roared DBob
Cherry, as he hurled himself into the
frav. And the cracksman, who had
almost wrenched himsslf away from
Wingate, went down heavily again with
Bob Cherry's arm round his neck., And
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Harry Wharton had an arm round Slim
Jim’s waist the next moment, and
Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh had hold of
cne arm, and Johnny Bull had taken
poszession of the other. And Coker of
tho Fifth plumped down on 8lim Jim’s
chest ns bhe sprawled, and punched af
Slim Jim with terrific energy. And
Walker of the Bixth trampled wildly
on Blim Jim's thrashing legs, and
Loder punched him, and Coker, with
excited impartislity.

“Becure him!” boomed the Head's
deep voice, "“A—a—a burglar! Dless
my soul!l Secure him!"

“The securefulness is  terrificl”
gasped Hurree Jamset Eam Bingh.

“Ow!” came an anguished moan
from under a hesp of Greyiriars
fellows. *“Chuck it! I give inl I tell
youu I give in!  Ow, wow, ow!”

*Becure him, but do not ill-use him
unnecessarily [ said the Head, benevo-
lent even towards a burglar.

It really looked as if there would
not be much left of 8lim Jim when the
Greviriars lfellows had finished with
him. Dut the Haad intervened, and the
hapless cracksman was allowed to rise
to his feet—half a dozen follows holding
him by the arms and the cellar. Blim
Jim stood gasping and spluttering in &
dishevelled and exhausted state, com-

pletely winded. Danknotes lay like
snow about the passage, disim'gad from
Slim Jin's well-Alled pockets during

the wild struggle.

“"Bless my soul!” said the Head,
gasping. “He is a—a—a burglar, and
he has robbed my safe] Goodness
gracious! Keep him securs, my boys!”

“We've got him all right, sir!"” snid

Wingate,

“Owl Help! Owl Helpi®

“Shut up, Bunter ™

“Eut ‘lu"F'Eﬂ gave the alarm?” asked
E:‘[Ji', Q'ueiﬂh. *Somcone was calling for
elp [7

“Yes: who discovered this—this mis-
ereant at his nefarious work?” asked
the Head. “He has robbed my safol
Pick up those banknotes, please! Tha
total should be three hundred pounds

and——

“DBunter ! exclaimed Mr. guelch.

“Oh dear! Yow-ow-owl elp ¥

“Bunter | The Head adjusted his
glasses and stared at Bunter, forgetting
even the burglar for the moment 1n hia
amazoment. ' Bunter, what 13 Bunter
doing here, Mr. Quelch?"

“I do not profess to account for any
action of that stupid and absurd bay,
sir,” answered Mr, Quelch. *I cennct
imagim_haw he came here at this time
af the night.”

* Bunter—what—""

“Ow, ow! Ow, wow "

“Tt was Bunter gave the alarm, sir,”
gaid Harry Wharton.

“* What—what 1" : :

"It was Bunter, sir,” saxd Wingate.
“He was holding the door of your
study, sir, end keeping the burglar ghut
in the room when I came up.”

*Bleas my soul [

The Head gazed at DBunter. Mr.
Quelch gazed at him. The whole half.
dressed erowd gazed at him, Blim Jim
gazed at him, and his_gaze was ex-
tremely inimical. Billy Bunter blinked
round him and realised that he was safe
now, and his courage revived. The
Head was there, 1f Bunter wanted to
interview him; but Mr. Quelch was
there also; in fact, all Greyfriara was
there. Bunter fixed one eye on the
Head hopefully, and the other uneasily
on the Remove master.

“Buntoer !" said the Head in & deep
VOICE,
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“Ow! Yes, sir!" gasped Bunter. L1
—if youw'll let me explain, sir——"

"It appears that you have saved me
from o very heavy loss, Buntor——"

“Oh!” gasped Dunter.

“A  very seriows loss indeed, for
which I cannot but feel grateful, in
view of the risk you have token, and
the eourage you have shown.”

Bunter's cyes opened wide bohind his
big spectacles. This was rather unex-
pected. Bunter had known all about
the risk he was taking, and he had
taken it beeousze he couldn't help it
But he had known nothipg about the
courage he had shown—in fact, he did
not remoember having shown any, But
he was more than willing te toke the
Head's word for it.

“Yeur presence horo i inegplicable,”
said the Head. "“"You were ?nrhiddﬂn
to return to this school—"

" You—yon see, sir—"

“¥ot you are here—"

-I:l-I_I_:I-:I

“And your presence, inexplicable as
it is, has saved me from a most serious
loss, and it appears that you have
shown great courage and—and deve-
tion,” said the Head, “for a boy of
your ycars to intorvene, single-handed,
and Fmrunt. a burglary, is remarkohle.
Greyiriars boys, I hope, will always dis-
play courage in times of peril; yot I
should mot have oxpected a Lower
Fourth junior to face a desperate
mid ru%ht- maratder single-handed, with
such—I must use the word—such reck-
less and indeed foolhardy courage.
Nevertheless, foolhardy as vour conduct
appears, Bunter, I cannot but commend
voil. I compliment you wupon your
courage, if not upon your prudence.”

Bunter could hardlﬁr believe his fat
enrs.

The Remove fellows found some diffi-
eulty in crediting theirs! Billy Bunter
complimented upon his eourage, though
not on his prudence! If there was cne
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quality Bunter never lost in the hoar of
peril, it was prudence! His prudenco
at such timez was remarkable. His
couragoe never had baen conspicuous!
The Bemove fellows could not help feel-
ing that there was a catch in this some-
whera,

The Head, in fact, was under a slight
misapprehension,

_Bunter was not the fellow to set him
right.

He was willing to let it go at that!
Besides,. he saw light ahead—like a
wrecked mariner, he saw land! In this
mood, the Head was not hkely to kick
him out of Greyfriars—even that un-
speakable beast, CQuelehy, who was so
unjustly down on Bunter, could scarcely
want to kick out & fellow who had
acted with  reckless and foolhoardy
courage in saving the headmaster frow
a sericus loss.

“1 do not understand your presence
here, Bunter,” pursued the Head.
“Tut it has proved fortunate for me.
You shall explain to me to-morrow.
But if it means that you desire to re-
turn to Greyfriars, and that your
father so desires, I shall certainly
reqguest your Form master to overlock
your rcbellious conduet of lnst term,
and to ftake you back into the
Remove.”

“(h, sir!? gasped Bunter.

His fat face beamed.

“Undoubtedly, sir,” said Myr. Quelch.
" After Bunter’s very meritorious con.
duct to-night, I should have begged
vou to give the boy another chanco at

1z .school. ™

Bunter blinked at him. This from
Quelchy |  Apparently Mr. Quelch was
not the frightiul beast he had sup-
posed 1 :

“Oh, sir!™ gasped Bunter again,

The Head waved a hand, dismissing
the matter.

“Mry. Quelch, perhaps you will telo-
phone to the polico station for a com-

“Relp! Help!l* shrieked
Bunter, olinging desperaiely lo
the door handle of the Head’s
study. There was a rush of
feet, and masters and junfors
appearsd as H from nowhere.
The mystery was cleared up the
next moment when Bunter was
dragged away, lor the door
opened wide, and a slim, des-
perate man leaped out into the
passage, dropping banknoies as
he leaped, and brandishing a
steel jemmy 1 (See Chapter 16.)

stable to be sent for this man! Wip.
gate, you will no doubt sit up for a
time to Wwatch him, with some of tha
SBixth Form. My boys, the rest of you
will return to bed at once. Bunter, you
may go to the Remove dormitory with
the Remaove.”

DBunter went, as if he wera treadin
on air! The Head, whose learned an
majestic mind was above small details,
had overlooked the trifling fact that
there was, at present, no bed for
Bunter in the Remove dormitory. But
Peter Todd genercusly shared hia bed
with the Dwf of the Remove—Bunter,
of course, taking four-fifths of it, and
grumbling sleepily at Poter for want-
ing s0 miuch. And to the questiona that
raincd on Bunter from the execited Re.
movites, he returned only one answer——
snore !

It had come off!

MNobody had expeeted Bunter's in-
tended appeal and explanation to the
Head to produce any result; and overy-
body undoubtedly was right there.

Yot 1t had come off |

The tl{)]'mfll and explanation wero not
mace—they were not needed! Bunter
way pardoned on his merits!

It was, as Dob Cherry said, fool's

fuck! That Bunter had been lucky
could not be denied; that he was a fool
was still less deniable. The Remove

pereed that it was fool’s luck., DBunter
had butted in suecessfully; and, on tho
whole, the Remove congratulated him
—if not themselvea. Blim Jim probably
regretted the hutting-in of Bunter.
But he did not matter, anywary.

THE END.

(LPhere will be agnolher mapnificent
yarn of Harry Wharion & Co. in next
week's Maghe?, chums, enlilled: " The
Secret of the Schooner!”  Mind wou
read 1)

Tue Macuer Lrirr.—No. 1,076,



WHO SHOT HAROLD WENTWORTH ? Thal's what cvergone is asking, end that’s what Ferrvers Locke, our slick
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Whe's Guilty ?

¢ HOT 1"
S The word went from mouth

to mouth smongst that gigantic

aszembly in hushed and horror-
stricken tones, Eyes from overy section
ef the spacious imund_ﬁted on that
huddled heap of humanity.

Drake plucked Ferrers Locke by the
arm, almost pinching the detective's
Hesh in his nn:mtg.

“&hot, guv'nor!” ] .

Bubt Ferrere Locke was leaving his
ssat and making for the gnngwa:}' with
rapid strides. Drake followed him like
one in a dream.

As they elimbed over the short balus-
trade that flanked the stand, Samuel
Bigways, the managing director of the
Sparsdale Athletic, reached the uncon
scious figura of his star outside-right.

“Shot! CGood hehvens!” .

Bigways' ruddy face turned s eickl
pallor as he knelt beside Wentw
and slipped an arm under the poor
fallow's neck to raiee him, A moment
later the club doctor was on the scene
with his bag. Without a word he cut
the black-and-white jersey from top to
bottom with a pair of sharp scissors,
and gazed critically at the wound in
Wentworth's chest. o

# Missed the right lung h{lsnmathing
under an inch,” he grunted half to him-
self, and then busied himself with spong-
ing the wound and bandaging it.

In the meantime, Ferrers Locke and
Drake had reached the scene. A cordon
of policemen barred their passage, but
a word to the irspeotor in charge saw
Locks and Drake passzing through.

Samuel Bigways turned an anxious
face on the celebrated detoctive.

“*This iz dreadful, Mr. Locke!” he
murmured hoarsely. * Dreadiul!™

Locke gave the managing director a
quick glance.

“I1 waos not aware that yon knew me
by name, sir.”

Bigways' flashy features assumed a
ghost of a smile.

“Who does not know London's
greatest detective ™ he replied.

Farrers Locke was not listening, how-
ever. His keen eyes took in the position
of the still iigure on the ground, lying
just whera it had fallen, noted the posi-
tion of the chest wound, and then turned
towards the stand, :

“Tt's not difficult to sece from which
direction that bullet came,” he confided
o Jack Drake.
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h};iléakﬁ‘ﬂ,ﬁe:ma followed those of hiz
chiielr.

“But I didn't hear & shot, did vou,
guv'nor

Locke shook his head.

“There was too much cheering and
noise for oné¢ thing,” ho remarked
slowly. “But I fancy this bullet came
from & gun of the noiseless variety.”

Once more he studied the unconscious
figura of Wontworth, once more his
shrewd grey eyes travelled to the stand,
and then almost imperceptibly he stif-
fened, Next moment he turned to find
Samusl Bigways' cyes bent upon him.

“Mr. Locke, I would give anything to
know the dastard who did this,” said
the dircctor.

o+ Hum !IF

That was all the reply he got from
the detective.

“He's coming round.”

It was the medico who spoke, and
Locke and Drake immediately turned
their attention to the injured footballer.

Wentworth's eyesa ﬂic{mred open, his
good-locking festures wrinkled to a
spasm of pain; then he jerked his head
towards Foerrers Locke, as if inviting
him to coma nearar.

Locke did so, end stooped over him.

“] wanted to see you,” seid Went.
worth in laboured breaths. “I-—I have
something—eomething i1mportant to—
f-D-—-'-'“

iz words were drowned as Bamuel
Bigways suddenly flared up, his big red
face red with wrath. : z

“Get back!” he boomed, waving his
arms at the little group surrounding the
wounded outside-right. “Let the poor
boy have air.”

¥ ciokia wave hir:o uniok wlanos:of dis:
approval, and then bent his head to a
level with Wentworth's face. But the
footballer had lapsed into unconscious-
ness sgain, and whatever he was minded
to  tall i?errnr:a Locke was never
uttored,

“Bring the car round,” thundered
Bigways, suddenly beckoning to his
chauffeur in the stand. “T'll take the

r boy home—-"

“To the hospital,” put in the doctor.
“This poor chap's in 8 bad way. T ha;r,"ll
have to operate to extract the bullet.”

“Hospital be hanged!” stormed Big-
ways in a loud woice. “No Sparsdalo
man shall to a hospital while I have
a house at i?a diap-u:uvgf:".:Ll Dostor; ring u
the best surgeon you know of, and te
him to procesd to my house in Caven-
dish Square at once.’ ;

“Tir. Mackenzie's tho man," said the
medico, “ But his fee—"2

st Joam inshe
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Bigways snapped a finger scornfully.

“I—%;‘:: gea? all hat do I care
what his fee is! It's poor Wentworth
I'm thinking about!”

A cheer went up from fthose people
who heard that gemerous-hearted state.
ment, and Bigways coloured ﬂ!lghl‘.l{"{._ 1f
he had intended to bring himself into
the limelight as the man who looked
after the well-being of his club members
&5 no other director in Leagus football
did, he could not have contrived it
better. The nows soon spread round the
ground that S8amuel Bigways was going
to take care of Wentworth at his own
palatial house in Cavendish Square,
regardless of cost, and cheer upon cheer
rang ouf.

“The car's here, sir.” y

The chauffeur touched his hat as he
addressed his masfer.

Samuel Bigways motioned to the pros-
trate outside-right. o

“Take him up carefully,” he said in
n soft voice, “and get bim to the car.
1'il follow."

Willing hands took hold of Harold
Wentworth and lifted him. IFor one
moment his eyes flickered open again,
and they rested on Ferrers Locke plead.
in%‘lju oxt sccond Samuel Bigways
bulky figure came between Locke and
the mmjured player, and Wentworth was
carried slowly and gently to the wailing

/T,

A dead silence settled on the vast con-
course as the car drew off. Then a per-
fect babel of noise went round.

“Who shot him?"

“Was it a shot? I dida't hear any-
thing.”

“I'd like to have my hands on the
sconndrel for a couple o' minutes!"

“Same hersa!™

For a few moments Ferrers Locke
stood like a statue; and Drake, still
overwhelmed by the tragedy, wondered
vaguely what was passing in his chief's
mind.

Then Ferrers Locke walked to the
grand-stand, taking as his point that
section which was in a direet line with
where Wentworth had fallen. .

It brought him dead level with the
spmiag i:-n:-'xh set, axi:;ra ftm the exclusive
use of such important personages as
directors and their friends. Behind the
box, of course, stretched the tiers of
seats for the ordinary spectators. No

liceman barred his way as Foerrers
cke, after viewing the box for some
time, stepped into it.  Beyond a

crumpled programme, and two or three
pieces of torn paper, there was nolhing
to see.
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Yor a few seconds Locke stood facing
the spot where Wentworth had fallen.

Then ho turned and gazed at the tiers
of seats behind the box. Jack laoked
at him with unchecked euricsity in his
yvouthful features.

Locke returned the plance with a grim
expression tightening the corners of his
mouth,

“Would yon care to sit in any one of
those tiers of seats, Jack, and take &
pot shot at a running figure on the
ground itself 7™ he asked.

: “tI"-Tu fear, guv'nor!” Drake said at
ast,

“*And why not "

“*Because it would he a ninety-nine
chance to one that I should hit semeone
1o front of me, and not anyone running
along the pitch,”

Locke smiled.

“Good for you, my lad,” he said. “De
ou notice, tow, that directly behind this
ox there's a wooden partition which

almost obscures the view of the first row
of spectators?

Drake nodded,

“ And what would you think, Iﬂ]i') lad,
if T ventured to say that the bullet
which knocked out Wentworth came
from a gun levelled in this very box "

Drake started,

“*Burely you're not suggesting—-—"
“I'm not sugpesting,” interrupted

Ferrers Leocke quietly. "I feel con-
vinced in my own mind that the shot
was fired here. You will ebserve that
from here there 1= an uninterrupted
view of the pitch. Good! You yourself
admit that a pun being fired from some-
one higher up in the stand is next deor
to an impossibility. It's more than
that, for 1 saw for myself how the bullet
had entcred Wentworth's chest. It was
almost on a dead level with the front of
this box, shg‘h_tli,' deflected towards the
ground, certainly at not a sufficient
angle to assume that the shot was fired
from a position higher up than this, '

“But there was only Samuel Bigways
and another fellow in thiz  box,
guv'nor.”

Locke nodded grimly.

“1 am guite well aware of that™

“Then who do vou think fired—fired
the shot? ped Draka.

Locke smiled faintly.

“I'm not a magician, my lad,” he
said genily, “and to venture to name
the scoundrel with such poor evidence at
my disposal would be unwise in the
extreme. Guesswork, as you know, is
one of the thinga that a detective should
eschow,™

“But if, as you say, the shot came
from here,” said Dl‘ﬂ.ﬁﬂ, “it must he
either the dirty work of Samuel Bigways
or his companton.”

“ Exactly,” returned Ferrers Locke.
“Which of the two, I'm going to make
it my business to find out.”

The Watcher,

& UV'NOR, there's that

G chant Clifford Morgan !

Drake touclhed Locke

lightly on the arm as they

sauntered out through the back of the
stand.

The detective returned the pressure,
and higs keen eyves followed the dirvction
Drake indicated.

Jome ten yards away, regarding them
intently was the figure of & burly fellow,
clad in & lounge suit that was sur-
mounted by an unprepossessing phy-
siognomy, made all the more forbiddin
by reason of a dirty cap that wag pulle
down over one side of the head in the
accepted style of the * tough.™

The man's furtive geaze dropped
bencaith Locke's fixed stare, ans 413

mers

seemed, for the moment, that he would
bolt into the crowd that was pressing
at the oxit gates. He thonght betfer of
it, however, for as Lecke and Drake
approached, the unprepossessing features
broke into what was intended for a grin.

“How de do, Mister Locke !

The detective halted and fixed a
shrowd pair of eyes on that ugly face.

“You've not forgotten me, then,
Morgan?” he said easily.

A blaze of halred shot into the eyes
of the man, and his lips parted in a
snarl, revoaling a row of dirty, damaged
teath,

“MNor forgiven,” he said hoarsely, "I
ain't forgot how yer got me three years
hard. I'm running straight now, but if
ever I can seitle my score with you,
Mister Interfering Locke, I'Il willingly

do rarmthet' streich of chokey, curse
you ™

Locke smilcd.

“Well, that’s outspoken encugh. Sall,
I'm lad fa learn you're ronnin
straight., Mr., Bigways has yet to hmﬁ

vau out—eh 1

Morgan started.

“How did you know that Bigways
and I was acquainted? he asked sus-
piciously.

“ Aecqueinted 7" snid  the detective,
rawing his eyebrows, " Should yon not
say that you're in his employ ™

Morgan’s mouth opened in astonish-
ment.

*As groundsman,” went on TFerrers

Lacke.

“Ho! And how did yer know that?"”
asked Moxgan.

“There's not much T don't know about
my customers,” said Locke, with a smile.
“Still, I repeat I'm glad to hear that
E:u’ra ronning straight.  You weren't

v any chance in my rooms last night,
were you '

Morgan laughed, and if he wers act.
ing he did it vemarkably well,

“ Not blooming likely," he returned,
with some heat. “If I were cracking
eribs, which I'm not, I'd give vour show
a wide berth after the last lot.”

Locke eyed him with a penctrating
gaze. ;

“(Glad to hear it,” he said at length.

Because I wondered whether you were
the kind friend who broke in last night
and attempted to riddle me with my
own revolver.”

Morgan's eves lit up with exeitement,
“Did someone do that? Struth!”

“¥You wished he’d better luck—eh?"
said Locke pleasantly. “But can you
tell me how the revolver vou and your
friends lifted from my rooms three years
ago should be left behind by my visitor
n? last night 7"

Morgan shrugged his shoulders.
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HOW THE ETORY OPENED.

Ferrers Focke, the famous Baker Strest defec-
tive, 18 devoling Afe affention lo rounding up o
mmzasjme‘mﬁ of erackenen tohich hag ﬁm
opergling in the West End of London with
great success, At the outret an atlempt in made
on hig life. By greal ingenuily Locke escapes,
and ¢ chance clue Aim lo suepert that
Kiz aseailant was O Morgen, an er convict,
whe in now employed as & groundsman ot the
Sparsdale Athletic Football Club.  TWith Jack
Drake, fiz boy asgistant, Ferrerg Tocke goer 1o
the Sporsdale versus Arsenal match, It wants
au{ﬂ;ﬂ ;ﬁmges mﬁﬂ time when Harold Wend-
Ed . ar otteide-right, races away
with the mzf determined to notch the wwinning
ﬁ::”ﬂr his side, TMW& are n!z:{;wwhw‘é

goal scems o cerla E Mwl% endtor!
ia&ﬁm!aﬂn aﬁmﬂﬂm. ksre_ruﬁe;i
rughing g, terrifuing dizcovery !
the Sparsdale winger has been ghot [ g

(Now read on.)

¥

“Hanged if I know,” he answered.
“In  the profession ""—Locks smiled
faintly at the description of the cracks-
nan’s trade—'' guns changa 'ands time
an’ time agin.”

“Exactly,” said Loeke., ™ 8till, I dare
say I shall find out in due course, Good-
afternoon, Mr. Morgan—and keep on
running straight.” 2

He passed on with Drake, leaving
Morgan glaring a hatred at him thet
was no longer masked now that he was
not face to face with the man who had
sent him to cholkey for a "etrefch.”

“But if looks ecould kill, iriend
Morgan i3 Killing me at this present
moment,’’ remarked Locke, a3 he
wended his way through the crowd.

Drake looked back, ond caught the
animal ferocity on the ugly face of Clii-
ford Mergan.

“You're right, guv'nor,”
“You're riddled!™

The detective laughed lightly, and
thereafter was silent as he gentl
“shoved ¥ his way towards the still-
crowded exit.

The pair of them were within three
vards of an exit when of a sudden some-
one gave Drake a vicious jab in the
back.

“Oh!' gasped Drake involuntarily.

Locke turned as he heard that cry,
and as he did so a knuckly fist caught
him full over the ear.

He stumbled and fell. Jack, recover-
ing himseclf, saw hia chief fa!lling, 58w
a sea of ugly faces round him, and
squarcd his shoulders. At a glance he
could see it was a frame-up. The pamr
of them were being forced into a
quarrel.

“You—you with the face,” growled
one ruffisn, “ wot yer glarin' at? Wang
a taste of my Ast?”

Locke had

Dirake did not reply.
taught him to keep a still tﬂ]‘]%llﬁ when
drzafing with individuals of the * tough *
type.

But to kecp a still tongue, and hands
merely on the defensive, when three
toughs were squaring up to him, was
more than he could stand.

A dirty fist !unged out at him. Jack
swopt it aside and planted a blow on &
stuhhl& chin that drew a howl of pain
from the ;Qm’EJERt.

“QOut him!

As Locke regained his bhalance, and
saw what was happening, he stepped to
Drake’s side,

Biff! Smack! Thud!

Three blows he landed, and cach ons
drew a grunt or a howl of pain, bubt it
was an uneven contest in more senses
than one. It seemed that at least seven
or cight roughnecks had set Drake and
Locke aside as their especial prey. In
a moment the two were fighting for their
lives against foes who knew no code that
came within a mile of Queensbherry rules,
Blows from behind, from the front—any-
where where they could be asdministered
without harm 1o the strikers—rained
upon Locke and his assistant,

“RBack to back, my lad!™ gasped
Locke, & trickle of ¢rimson running from

his lip.
anted Drake,

be said.

“_Rrght-hu. guv'nor !
tr}rm%‘ to forget that a black eye and a
split iF were painful. *Take that, you
rotter ™

“That " was a beauntifully-timed upper-
cut which lifted one of the roughs
literally off his feet.

“Police I

“*Up 1t, mates!”

0f & sudden the attack melted away.
Locke and Drake were loft standing
back to back, panting heavily and con-
siderably the worse for wear, what timae
thoir late assailants vanished as quickly

Tar Mucner Lisranv.—No. 1,076,



26 THIS GREAT TEG AND FOOTER SERIAL IS BOUND TO APPEAL TO YOUR CHUMS !

as if the earth had opened and swal-
lowed themnm up. :

Three policemen hurried to the scene.

“What's all this——" began one, and
then ke recognised Derrers Locke.
“ Sorry. =ir,” he added.

Locke smiled.

“0Our friends like the odds on their
side, officer,” he said, calmly wiping his
cut lip. I really believe it was their
charming intention to lay us both out.
That's the correct term, isn'd it "

The constable smiled grimly.

“Thore scemed to be enough of them,
Mr. Locke., How did it starti"

Locke explained all there wasz to ex-
plain, which wasn't much, in all con-
BOIETICG,

“A put-up job,” was the constable's
comment : and the Beker Street detec-
kive nodded.

Drake, chancing to look towards the
great grand-stand, started as he saw the
lurking figure of Clifford Morgan. A
suspicion came intg bis mind that the
old lag was vesponsible for the attack.
Could Drake have been within earshot
of Clifford Morgan his suspicion would
have developed into a certainty.

“That's part of the account paid off,”

Clifford Morgan was murmuring to lum-
self. “Bit o' luck mecting the boys like
that. Wish they'd done the job proper,

though."

Unfortunately for Drake, and doubt-
leas fortunatelv for Clifford Morgan,
those words were uttered only in a whis-
per. Next moment the old lag had dis-
appeared, and Locke and Drake, havin
put themsclves to rights, walked out o
the ground, hailed o pamsing taxi, and
drove off to their rooms in Baker Street.

“A very eventful alternoon, my lad,”
said Locke, as he leaned back on the
cushions. “Hirst an  unwarrantable
attack upon a footballer, then an un-
warrantable attack upon cur two selves.
What's the inference "'

“That the two things are 1in
manner bound up in each other,’
Drake thounghtfully.

Locke, pulling at his briar, nodded.

“I1 think  yow're right,”” he said
slowly., “I’'d give anything to know
what Wentworth wanted to say to me.”

“Why not give him s look in ot Big-
ways' place to-morrow ' ventured Jack.

“ Exactl;r what I'm going to do,” said
Locke. ‘Somehow, 1 think there's
going to be a big tussle between Mr.
Samuel Bipways and yours truly. It
would be worth my while to look into
his record, I'm thinking."

“Here we amre, guv'nor!” called out
Drake, as the taxi arrived at their door.

He jumped out, and as he and his
chief entered their flat o fgure, muffled
in a heavy overcoat, steppea out from a
doorway -:ri) esite.  If cither Locke or
Drake cou c? have identified the figure
they would have had the shock of their
lives, for it was Fred Bulsome, the
Athletic’a centre-half. What he was
doing watching the house of Ferrers
Locke waos best known to himself. Cor-
tainly it was not the usual occupation of

BOme

* sald

a professional footballer se high up in
the ladder of fame as was Ired
Bulsame.

— ey

At Dead of Nighi !

ERRERS LOCKE sat bolt upright
E in his comfortable leather arm-
chair and sniffed.

It was close on two o'clock in
the morning, and the famous sleuth was
enjoving his last pipe. Daker Street lay
s:ifl dnd silent urider the stars. Drake
had retired to rest hours sinee,

Sniff! .

Locke rose from his chair and pulled
his dressing-gown about him. ‘Then he
trod swiftly and nowselessly to the door
and openad it, ; .
) A faint whiff of smoke blew into his
alte,

§ i — e s

Action!
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“I thought s0,” he muttered. “Fire!™

He moved swiftly along the passage
and opened the door that gave acccss to
the stairs, but he shut it on the ns:ani,
for great volumes of smoke gushed inte
the passage, almost choking him.

“The fiends!” he muttered, _

In less than a mipute the detectiva
was shaking his assistant by the
shoulder, :

“Step lively, my lad,” he said coolly,
az Drake's dawning consciousness told
him that something unteward was hap-
pening. “Step lively! The place is on
ﬁl"lE.' !:ll

T Dh 1”‘

Dirake was out of bed at a bound.

“ Nip round to Einﬁaﬁing's reom and
wike him,” said Locke guickly, “while
I get on the phone for the fire brigade.™

Jack lost no titne. When he returned
with Locke's Chinese servant, who was
still rubbing the sleep from his almond
eyes, Locke was replacing the receiver
on the hooks.

“Good job I saf up,” he remarked
coolly, knocking out the dead embera
from his pipe, “othorwise wo should all
have been irizzled in our beds!™

Drake was about to ask & number of
questions, when through the guistness
of the night shrieked the bell af the fivst
Are-englne.

"Here they are,” said Locke. ™ Don't
et panicky, my fad. The fire is in the
ower hall. We're quite safo now,”

Yot for all Locke's words it was just
on an hour before the firemen, drawn
from all parts of London, had put out
that conflagration, by which time a great
crowd had been atiracted to the scene.

“Thank you very much,” said Locke
calmly, as the Commissioner announced

that the fire was definitely under con-
trol. *Much of a blaze "

“1I should just think so, Mr. Locke,”™
returned the Commissioner of the
brigade. * Another guarter of an hour
and the whole building would have been

a ruinl”
“Comiorting thought,” smiled the
detective, hat was it—petrol 1"

The Commissioner nodded.

" The place must have been swamped
with it,”" he said. * You'll want a new
staircase. This one will just about srand
up for a couple of days, with gentle yse.
Your hall is a ruin, and—"

Locke waved him to a chair and poured
out a glass of refreshment.

“So it was petrol,” he murmured, not
hearing the Commissioner’s thanks as he

accepted the glass of liquer. “Trom
; ll:hﬁ same quarter as last night, I expect.
Buzzzzrzzz!

A furious toesin on the telephone bell
interrupted his further rofmarks.

The detective smiled grimly as he
neared the instrument. At the back of
his mind was the convietion that the
call came from the same party as that
of the previous night.

He was right.

Ho. .~THE FOOL OF THE BCHOOL! i
A Roliloking Lomg Btory of Harry Wharton & Cg., the Merry Chums of Greyfrisrs, The same coarse voice—the same
By PRANE Rln}tfanﬂa. hatred Eir:rwm iy it
O i o A e 3 Bilver & Co., of Bookwood School, 8 «Who's speaxing?”
OWEN OONGUEET. ug. dbnmy Eilvee " A * Ferrers E.oc!-'.e, began tho detective,
and he chuckled at the imprecation that
THE SEXTON BLAKE 4d. LIBRARY. | rcsched bim from tho other cnd of the
No, 157 —THE MYETERY DF THE PHANTOM BI..H.#IH‘!I.II-‘EIH ! '“éﬂ Du"‘m Eti". a]iv.e_.,._.ah? CHT&E
Pascluating Blory of strangs Mystery, In 1 bectl ! :
my R SR e e e i o T g e e ok of Eaten e
an 1703 .3 T
the Author of the Dr. Huzion.Rymer series. : i s Bahy ot B el ou il
No. 159.—THH RIDDLE OF THH MILLION-POUND BET! your beby-fa assistant.
A Bensstlonal Tale of » Gigantlo Tur! Swindls in oconseotion with the 3,000 Gulneas, “I should try & little more petrol next
& Iﬂﬂ * = PF H H
Mo, 160 FHE OASE DF THE FATAL TAXIOAR. time,” replied o easily,
Bexton Einke and bis Aeistant Tinker in & Dramabic Yerm of Senaationsl Mystery. His caller rang off with B savage
oath: and, although the detective intor-
- rogated the opoerator -at the exchange,
Frinted and published avery Saturday by Propristors, Amalgamated FPreas, Ltd., The Fleetway Houss, Fa on Street, London, E.C.8.
Adrertiser f : Tha EI . A -
ik t:r: ﬂﬂl:'::hd Eﬁlﬁmﬁ T r aﬁh;:; lnunﬂ':%r ?Efsﬁmm B ﬂf istored for trans agacios Post. Bubscrlption

Auriralis sod Now

nd: M rarey Gordon & Gobch, Ltd, ; And [oF Cansdal

x months. Bols mgents Bouth Africs
EImn:';hl Hﬂl&ih..

*mimﬂan n?lni:drj':n A Ltd s aganin for
Ttd, mn:L.— Saturdsy, Beptensber B9th. 1926,



EVERY
SATURDAY.

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

FHIDE

TWOPEMGCE. 21

all he eould learn was that
the call came from o eall-
box in South Lendon.
“Was it the some chap?”
aeked Drake, as FLocke
aced the room, a thought.
ul expression on his in-
tellectual features.

Tho dotective nodded.
"1 wonder who
ratter 15" said Drake.

“1 can tell ]J/:UI.I that cuite
casily,” replied Ferrers
Locke, as the Commissioner
intimated that he had to
go.
“"You ean?" gasped
Drake, in amasemoent.
" Then who was it7"

“Mr. Samuel Bigways,
the managing director of
the Sparsdale Athletic,” re-
turned Locke gquictly. - “ His
effort at disguising  his
voice 'is about the world's
worst, I should sav.
heard him at the grﬂum}
to-day as Director Bipways
—I heard him just now ns

tha

crook Bigways, with =n
arso voice ™
“Let’'s hop round to his

house and see the blighter,”
said Drake engerly.

Locke shook his head.

“No use,” he replied.
“The operator told me that
the call came from a box-

office in South London.*”
But Drake was persistent.

" Well, let's phone him at
his house in  Cavendish
Sguare,” he said. “We can
say we are inquiring aftor
Wentwarth.” d ¥

“Not a bad idea,” said
the detective, and he crossed to the
telephone,

Three minutes later he was facing
Jack Drake again.

“As I expected;” he remarked. “The
butler informed me that hiz master was
not et home, But if you care to waste
& little more of your beauty sleep, you
can trot ronnd te Cavendish Square, in
disguise, and wait for Mr. Samuel Big-
ways to return. It's quite possible that
he will arrive by tazi—hiz own car
waottld attract foo much attention to his
moveinents. When he’s paid the man
off, follow the taxi, and seo if j’nu can
find out where the driver picked up s
fare.”

“Right-ho, guv'nor!”

Drake bounded out of the room, and
was soon busy transforming himself into
& wail of the streets. Having pre-
sented himself to Ferrers Locke, and
earned a word of commendation on his
make-up, he let himself out of the
house by means of the back staircase,
mingled & moment or so with the now
departing throng of sightseers, and then
made all speed for Cavendish Square.

It was a chilly job hanging around
Samuel Bigways* house in the small
houre of the morning, but Jack stuck it
manfully. His reward came as a taxi
turned the cormer of the square, and
finally came to & halt ocutside the big
mansion which belooged to the Athletic's
mansging director.

_From an a_.dilamnt doorway Drake saw
Bigways alight—saw him pay off the
driver.

Locke's assistant, drifting by in the
approved manner of a waif on the .
out & coin, memorised the number
ol the cab, and was about to ask the

) _, i i

1 of
i

A % RSN
3§ A1 /LD AN, -

|" % W,

R By

driver for a lift, when a figure in a
heavy overcoat, treading as neiselessly
ns & cat, pamsed him, and touched RBig-
ways on the arm.

There was something familiar about
that tall, sturdy figure, and Jack racked
his memory to place it. in vain, But he
pricked up his cars when Samuel Dig-
ways half-raised o clenched fist as if to
strike the man in the overcoat,

“You fool!”™ higsed Bigweys, in a8
passion. " You bungling foel! Yon
will—"

He broke off with & snarl of rage as
Drake drew level,

* Could Eou spare a cove wols down
on his luck a copper to get a bed fer
the night?" whined Drake, in cockney
accents, peering into the faces of the
two men. “Could you, guvnor?® I
ain't 'ad & crust for— "

Ow !

Samuel Bigways reached out a
massive hand, gripped the youngster by
the shoulder, turned him, and planted a
well-shod foot on his patched trousers.

“Run away, young unl!™

Drake had to run away; he couldn’t
help it, for thera was a powerful drive
behind the kick. He sprawled, face
downwards, on the pavement, but there
was & strange exhilaration surging
through his m%; for, brief as the
glimpse had been, he had recognited in
the man in the big overcoat Fred
Bulsome, the Athletic's centre-half!

“ What did he mean " muttered Drake
to himself, a3 he lurched to his feet and
raced down the square after the fast dis-
appearing tail-light of the taxi. “Is it
possible that Bulsome fired our rooms#”

Drake hurried after the taxi, saw it

stop at-& coffee-stall, and, with the usual
cheek of a Cockney waif, engaged the

Ferrers Looke moved swiftly ar::-ng the passage and opened the door that gave access
to the stairs, but he shut i€ on the insiant for great volumes of smoke gushed into the
passage, almost choking him..

(See page 26.)

driver in conversation as both of ihein
sipped theiv cups of coffee.

*Hwell bloke, vour last fave. guv'nor,™
zaicd Peake. “That's old Bigwayve, up
at the Athletie. Pick 'im up at a night
club, mate?™

Tihe taxi-driver smiled down at
vouthful interrogator.

“Don't get night clubs at Blackiviars.
sonny. . Funny cove, though, that mev-
chant. Got out of one cab at the bridge,
dismizsed “im, and then hailed me.”

Drake drank his coffee, bade good-
night, or good-morning, rather, to the
taxi-driver, and crept back to Baker
Street at about four in the morming.
He grimaced © as he mounted the
blackened stairs of iz chicf s rooms, and
congratulated limsclf on " a  naveow
cscapd - Three. minutes later he was
clascted with Ferrevs Locke. telling Lim
his experiences of the night,

Locke listened, without any shadow of
cmotign Aickering across his face, a2
dJack moentigned the swecting  between
Bigways and Fied Bolzomoe.

“The ploet gets thicker,” he said
sitnply.  Tlen, after a panse: * Jack,
my lad, there iz somecthing decidedly
fishy about the whole of the Athletie
team—:‘-murﬂm:g ihat demand: a close
and persenal investigation. Do you
know what I am going to Jdo*

Drake shook lis head.

“I'm going to get & place in that team
as a playing member,” said Locke
slowly, “or I'll cat my hat!™

“Jove, guv'nor!” exclaimed Drake in
exciteraentt “What a whecoze !

hijs

(Wil Ferrers Locke get @ place in 1he
Sparsdale Athlctic?  Sce next weck's
rousing instalment; boys.)
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his fearful birching. “-n, E|tﬂ""ﬂthl3!‘,
ﬂ:r.".' -.]uln L look a yory :appy lat.

T ean’t creddit it ! said Jack Jolly,
1{"""{lldl‘t5; the targit .with prate sws-
lzltmn “To think that a silly ass like
Crackpott can SLOrE 1001 There must
be sométhing fishy in 4t 1™

"”J.imra jf;:llj- well 15! gprowled DBur-
leigh,. " As a matter of fact, the Head
has dene his best to trake it casy for
Crackpott all along. - TIé wanted Crack-
pott-to win, and now he has suxxeeded.”

“DBut  how could the. Head affect
Lrnckpntt's shooting?” asked Merry.

"By bringing the tnrglt nearer !”
answered Durleigh,  “Can’t you sce
what he's done F7 .

“(Zrale pip. so ho has ! eried Jack
Jally eggsitedly.

“No wonder Grackpott scored ten
bulls 1" gl]npqd I-]:ngjn; “*Why, when
vou look at it, the fargif's only about
a duzzen vards away !’

“ Nobodv copld.miss it from that dis.
tance ¥ added. Marry,

v Bggsaelly ! nodded Burlei h “ And
1t's ‘1o "aixident, either., The FHead

moved the- tergit so  that Crackpott
could win' to-day |

nite, he eropl down and performed. his.
base dq&mﬁa ~avhile  the  skool was
vapped 1o slumber 1* :

And  then DBurleieh  tendecly . rub-

bing his annatomy at the reckollestion
of Bk recent flog furg. deseribed how
Br. Birchemall ha caught him burning
1]‘1& midiite oil.

Just w5 ho conclooded his story there
was a movement from the doorway, and
a tall, soljerly f:ggrr entered.

“0Oh erike Crackpoti's pater 1
; q%gc]‘&umd ack Jolly.

he neweomer houghed,
"th-& right, young man! I

Like a theef in the:

Licueral LI'I{'L[‘}GH’ Purely bjr axxi-
dent, 1 bave just overherd your eonver-
sation, 1 apologise for Hve's dropping,
my bovs ; but, at the same time, I'm
jﬂ]h plad 1've learned the trooth I

can assure you, sir, that what 1've
told is the trooth!”  said Burleigh
crnestly,

“Eggsactly I And now,
Crackpott grimly, “I am going to nd
Dr. Birchemall, I prommised him &
free feed 1f miy bovy won the cup——7

“Ah ! eggsclained Jack Jolly & Co.
and Burleigh.

“And I'm going to kecp my prominis,”
woent on  the gencral,  * Birchemall
shall havo. his feed all right. But
perhaps by the tlme I've done with him
the old scamp won't want it!”

With that Lhu general stalked out, fol-
lowed nag‘erfy by Ja::k Jolly & Co. and
the kaptin of the skool.

On root they colleeted a large crowd,

® said General

and by the time they found the Head

half the skool was at the menersl’s
heels.
“Ah, here he is!” gaid Ceneral

Gmckpntt at last,

“How do you do, general ¥ eried the
Head, farely beammg. *“ Doubtless you
have herd the result of the grate simﬂt-
ing mmpehtmn 1

“I have!" rephed General Lrﬂfkpﬂttu
“And doubtless you will want the feed
1 prommised you now, sir—hay ¥

“What-ho !” grinned the Head.

TWVery 'nell then. Follow me ™

Drr. Ell‘ﬂhﬂﬂ’m" cheerfully accompanied

the general to the skool tuckshop and

sat up at tlu:- counter on a high stool.
i I‘ac:-w, sir,” rasped General Crack-
pn:nr,fr “what would you like to begin
with ¥
Dr. Birchemall considered carefully.
“Perhaps I'll start w-.th some custard-
pies and jam-puffs,” he answered
thoughtfully. “After that I'll have
some froob-tartz and doenutts—"
. "“That will do for the prezzent I in-
terrupted General Crackpott, pickin
up & cupple of custard-pies in one hang

and & cupple of frool-larts in the other,

“Here you are, sir

And, with a qumk movement, General
Crﬂ.r:k[mtt squashed the suckulent
pastries all over the Head's dile. :

“Yaroooooooh! Gug - gug - gug!
Woonooop !"  shrecked the ¥ -:-.ad in
serprize and dismay. “What are you
dmng of, general 1"

“Giving you your free feed !” grinned
Crackpott's pater cheerfully,  “Lot's
see, now! You did say jam-pulfs
didn't vou?"

Whiz!

o Ya.mcr-:rnr:rup " roared the Head, s a
cupﬁﬂ of jam-puffs desconded on his
skollerly head.

“Ha, ha, ha!"™ roared the crowd.

“ And then some doenutts I went on
the general, reaching out for a dish of
du-.uutf.s farthur up the counter.

“Keep 'im r.:rﬁ'“’ Ehrm-hr:d r. Birehe-
mall, dod m wil

Covore oves wnth i_19.:11 and pasiry,
the Head rush-_d from the tuckshop.

“Half 2 mivnit! I haven't finished
%wng you }mir free feed yet!” yelled

encral Crack

Evvidenily t\Pe Head had had enuff—
mﬂm than enulf—of his hiost's free fead:
'M‘-'t.r Geveral Crackpnit mende up
nr the absence of his guest by mwt:;t
the erowd of fellows in instead, WE
a3 they had the feed of their lives
averything turned out for tho beat.

At the concloosion of the feast
the gencral handed over the gold cup
—not to his son, but to Jack J u?[;r And
while the Head sat up in hia studdy
nashing. hie feelth’ at the thought of the
froots of victory he had missed, +h
merry jonoiors of St Earma ma&t&i
General . Crackpott and his cop in
fowing jinjer-pop!

THE END.
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