


THE CONCLUDING ARTICLE IN THIS NOVEL SERIES TELLING HOW THE “MAGNET” IS MADE.

Ready to Read!
N "this story of the making of the Maioxer we have
I nocessarily had to skip some important processes
or deal with them scantily. Bat though we left
the Maoxer last week in its almost completed form, we
cannot skip the making of the illustration blocks, so
must hark back just a mt.

The artista”. work is passed by your Editor, the
sketclics are marked the required size they arc to be
printed, and from them the blocks are made. This is
donc in a department of the works of the Amalgamated
Press, which is acknowledged to be the largest and best-
equipped, and most efficiently staffed in the whole world.

The Process Department!

A large number of big cameras are constantly at
work there, photographing the sketelics or photos to
be reproduced. Each cnormous camera runs on rails
to allow of fine focusing, the picture to be made into a
block being suspended in front of the camera with a
strong elcetric light glaring upon it. :

A photograph of the sketch or photo is taken in the
nsual way, but the result is very difficrent. For between
the lens of the great camera and the sketch or photo to
be reproduced is a screen—a glass which is eriss-crossed
at right angles with very fine lines. The number of
i{lmﬂ ﬁm ti:e] squarc inclil‘

epends on the wariety o
pngﬁr on which tho ﬁniﬁlﬁ:d FRE.E!
jpicture is to be printed.

Beeanse that screen i3 in

A SPECIAL ALBUM AND THREE

ench, and the whole 16t then cast in solid metal and
cnrved to fit the cylinders of the printing machine we
have already secn, But there still remains the coloured
COVer. \

The MaeNeT cover is printed in two colours, and the
process whereby these colour blocks are made is as
intercsting as any thechanical operation could be. The
final printing of the cover iz done in two operations—
first the portions in ome colour are printed from one
block, then the remainder of the cover, in the other
colour, is printed from the second block, this double-
printing being done so cleverly that nowhere do the
two colours become confused.

Any wording which your Editor wishes to appear on
the cover is written on the “pull ” received by him,
and then the printing. of the many thousands of copies
starts.

120,000 Copies per Hour!

The machines which turn out the ready-to-read copics
are colossal aml ingeniouns in the extreme. One of the
very latest types of printing machine can turn out
120,000 copies per hour—all ready for the bookstalls
and newsagents’ shops. The miles of paper—in con-
tinuous rolls, cach of about five miles in length—are
fed mechanically into one
end of the great printing

ress and, with men hover-
ing around tending the
machine and kecping a

ition, the photograph very watchful eye upon its
taken iz broken up into a TOPPING COLOURED METAL ruouing, cmerge at the
very great number of wery other end printed, cut,
tiny dots, these dots, which MOTOR CAR BADGES FOR YOU folded, and counted in
eventually stand up from quires !

the’ gurface of the printing.
block, hcinF for the pur-
pose of holding the print-
g ink., Where there are no dots the ink will not
rint, of course, because those parts of the block are
ower {lian the raised dots.

Getting Rid of Unwanted Parts!

The need for these dots arises because if the surface
of the bleck were just a smooth “face,” all you would
uet from it when the printing started would be an inky
smudge or blur,

The photograph taken of the sketch (or photo to be
copjed) is lllrinted on to metal, then the whole surface
is inked. It goes then into a bath of acid which is kept
always on the move, the acid gnawing away the face of
the metal where there is no ink. %‘E’hem there is a
dot there will be ink, which the acid cannot affect. So
you sco how the unwanted parts of the prioting-block
ore got vid of | .

The result is that the finnl picture is a mass of
raised dots. A *“pull " of ench finished bleck is sent to
your Editor, who pastes down the pictures on his make-
up pages in the position they are finally to ocoupy.
The type is sct around the blocks wherever thicso break
or encroach upon the cdlumn margins, and the whole
page made to look as neat as humanly possible.

Two-Colour Process! o
Ilow tlicse pages ave corrected, a matrix taken of
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printers of his generation eclever as the

' ; ! There the copies of the

N ext WEEk' Maaxer arc scized and

placed in the warehounse,

where they remain until they are whisked off again teo

the great railway termini whence commences their

journey to all parts of Britain and to many corners of
the Empire beycnd the ecas.

Please spare a thought also for that part of the
business. Every neweagent, whether he sells two or
two hundred copies of the Magyer each week, has to
be served unfailingly and prompt to time- They say
that neither time nor tide will wait for manp. It is

ually true that neither railway trains nor MaeNMET
readers will wait for the weekly issme of this paper of

“theirs.

Your Editor perspires to stick to his time-table. The
compositors and block-makers perspire to keep to

Aleirs. And the publishing depariment do ditto in

gigantic and wonderfully successful efforts to get the
weekly batehes of the Maower whisked off to their
near and far-distant destinations on the stroke of the
hour appointed for the fulfilment of gheir job.

. And you get all this for twopence =* The whole thing
14 a modern miracle of science, cnginaeering, and organi-
sation, the like of which the great Caxton—who set up
the first printing press in this country in 1477, a wooden
one !—could not have had the faintest conception, The
were, would
iave forty fits could they wisit to-day tho varied scenes
cf the making of the Magyer!

THE EXD.



A DIFFERENT BUNTER !

that he's o borm big game Tnmier. Ldions, Hgers, elep

But there™s a shock in store for Bunter —in fact, & t’rhois sevies of ahocks |

THE BlG

Here's a spirited yarn of Harry Wharton & Co. of Greyiriars, featuring
William George Bunter in an unusual role. By FRANK RICHARDS.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Skinner's Little Joke !

b Q Juck !

Bob Cherry made the remark
with a sigh as he glanced over
the lotter-rack.

Harry Wharton & Co., better known
as tho Famous Five of the Remove Form
at Greyiriars, had just come in from the
footer-field, ruddy-faced and somewhat
muddy, and they had halted ab the
letter-rack on their way to the chang-
ing-room, hoping that there would be a
letter for, at least, one of them hy the
afternoon post.

But there was none,

“No luek!"” repeated Bob Cherry.
““And no letters means no remittances:
and no remittances moans nothing for
tea but toast! Alas!”

"Waell, hot butterad toast isn't so bad
when you're hungry ™ remarked Johnny

Bull. “Hallo! There's a letter for
Bunter [
‘My hat! So there 15!" said Bob

Cherry, with a chuckle. “I expect it's
Bunter's postal-order come at last—the
one he was expecting when he was in
the Third, you know !

“Whoell, let's hope it is!™ laughed
Harry Wharton. “He'll be able, then,
to pay me that five bob he's owed me
since he was in the Third 1"

“What hopes!” grinned Dol Cherry.
“Here's s young brother SBammy!
Nothing for you, my infant—no good
blinking at the rack1”

HSammy Bunter. Billy Bunter’s minor,
of the Becond Form, gave a snilf as he

eagerly scanned the rack. Then his eves
lit up as he sighted the letter
addressed to his major.

“I say, yes, there 31" he sgqueaked
excitedlv. " That's for me! and it
down, Cherry I

"Not much!”™ said DBob grimls.
“That's addreszed to your major,
Bammy.”

“Well, it's from the pater, and is as
much mine as his!” snorted Sammy
Bunter. “Look here, hand it me—]
can't reach it, Wharton! There's some
cash in it, I bet, and if Billy get's it he'll
keep the blessed lot! I know him; he
alwarys does "

“And if you get it you'll alzo keep the
lot—vou always do, you know!”
chuckled Bob Cherry. © Jevver sec such
brotherly love, vou chaps®™

“No, never!” laughed Harry Whar-
ton. “8till, the letter's addressed to
Billy, and Billy should have it.”

“That's so. On a matter of principle.
Sammy, it can't be done!” snid Enis
Cherry, shaking his hoad, * Better wait
until Billy gets it, and then grab what
vou can.™

*Oh, but, I say—="

“"Rats, Sammy "

The Famous Five walked on, laugh-
ing. Sammy Dunter glowered after
them.

* Mean beasts ! he grunted. “If onl
I could reach I say, Coker, therc's
a letter for voun.”

Horace Coker, of the Fifth, with his
chums, Potter and Greene, came tramp-
ing into the hall. They had been out
for & long welk, and they looked tired,
and muddy, and depressed,.

All three brightoned up a little as
Sammy Bunter called out the news that
there was a letter for Coker.

“Eh? Letter for me, kid?”
Coker. " Oh, pood I

Coke- reached up and jerked his
letter from the rack.

“Whe's it from?"” demanded Dotter
hopefully. o

“Aunt Judy?" asked Greene, holding
his broath.

Coker glanced at the hand-writing,
and noddwd.

“Yez: I rathor expected some cash
from her to-dav,” he said in his lordly
way. “Right! We'll have a bit of &

said

In the seclusion and safely of Gregfriors, William Geovge Bunfer holds the fixed -
honts —wchy, he doesn't core a smap of the fingers for "em

spread—— Eh?

unter ¥ .

“ My letier 1™ said SBammy meekly, “I
ean't reach it, Coker. I wish I was &

What’s that, young

big, strong chap like vou, Coker. If
vou  wouldn't  min reaching it
down—"

“Right. kid!™

In the ordinary way, Horaco Coker
being Horace Coker, would have looke
upon such a reguest from a Second
Form " infant " as check. Dut Sammy’s
llattery was enough. The burly Fifth-
Former jerked out tho letter addressed
to W. (5. Dunter, and threw it loftily to
Hammy, -not even glancing at the
initials, Then he walked on with Potter
and Greene.

Sammy Bunter chuckled, and seuttled
away with his prize. At the window of
the landing above he halted to open the
letter. His face fell dismally.as a sheet
n]:f notepaper was disclosed, but nothing
QR0

“Not even a postal-order for a bob "
groancd Sammy. “Tho pater gets
meaner and mmmﬁ! Hallo! What's
he sav? ‘" Both v and Sammy have
alroady overdrawn your pocket-monoy
for this term, and I do not intond to
send vom more for some woecks——'
Yaoh! Mean——"

Sammy's disgusted musings came to
an abrupt fermination as the letter ho
was +ccading was snatched Irom his
hand by Skinner of the Remove.

Skinner was a fcllow always ready for
a joke. TUnfortunately, thers was
always something mean and unkind in
Skinner's jokes. To creep up bohind a
fellow and snatch away the lettor he was
reading was a typical cimen of
Skinner's peculiar brand of humour.

That was what Skinner did now. Tho
cad of the Remove never played such
jokes upon fellows like Harry Wharton,
or Bob Cherry, or upon any fellow of his
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own weight—or about it;
better. But young Sammy DBunter, of
the Second Form, was fair game for
Skinner's humorous proclivities.

Snoop and Stott were with Skinner,
Being admirers of Skinncr's special
brnng of humour, they chuckled as
Sammy jumped round, his podgy, youth-
ful .features wrathy and startled.

“ Here, gimme my letter back '™ |

“Ask nicely, then, my fat young
porker I” grinned Skinner, helding up
tha letter with one hand and warding off
Bunter minor's grabbing hand with the
other. “Go down on your giddy knees

and beg for it, kid! old om, tiu:rugh!
1s it your letter? 'We know what le-:-u
Bunters are for pinching other people's
lettors.”

“Yah! (limme my letter back,

ﬂu_l'l
7o Not yet, my infant— Hallol I
thought as much |” chudkled Bkinner, as
he glanced at the letter, “It isn’t yours
at all—it's addressed to your major, you
little worm! My hat! Let's sco what
the dear old pater has to say to Billy.
I bet it's something hot and strong!

Fancy being pater to & couple of fat
wamr:.s like Bammy and Billy Bunter,
you chaps!”

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

Skinner chuckled and read the leiter
aloud, still holding off the wrathy
Sammy. The letter ran as follows:

“ My dear William,—I have received
your letter asking for still more pocket-
money. You have overdrawn your

allowance for this term, and I most cer-
tainly will not send you more for some
wecks to eome. I cannot understand
what you do with your money. It 13
only throe woeeks since I sent you two
shillings! If you bother me with any
further requests I shall be obliged to
write ta Mr. Quelch, asking him to
unish you.

PU7ANl are well here. Your Unclo Ted
leaves us to-morrow, and is sailing
for West Africa on the 14th. To-day he
is in town purchasing guns and other
gporting equipment, as, while in Africa,
he hopes to get in some big gamo shoot-
ing. 1 have agreed to allow him
to take Rex with him. T myself shall
be very thankful to be rid of him. Your
mother s quite well, and sends her love
to you, ('}Ir.':::-ur affectionate,

“FATHER"

“Ha, ha, hal”

Skinner & Co. roared at that “aflec-
tionate * letter from Bunter senior.

“What a giddy scream!” chortled
Stott. *But who the dickens iz Uncle
Ted, Sammy "

“Find out!” hooted Bammy DBunter
wrathfully, making ancther grab at the
letter, “Gimme my letter back, you
votters " ] "

“Tall us who Unele Ted i3, then!
grinned Skinner, his eyes glimmering
with mischief now.

“My Uncle Ted, of course !” snorted
Bammy., “He's been staying with us
for some time, and I bet the mater
and pater will be jolly glad when he's

ona, too! He's going on business for

ig blessed firm te Timbuctoo, or somo-
where!  Anyway, blow him! Now
gimme my letter, you beasts!” ;

“Eqrr;r," -gaid Skinner, shaking his
head, “but it wouldn't be right to
hand you a letter belonging to your
mnjar, Sammy !”

“Well, isn’t it to me, too?!” hooted
Bammy. “Hand it over; Billy will
kick me if I don’t give it to him sealed
up again|” . : -

“Can’t help that!” said Bkinner ser-
ously. “As a fellow of principle I'm
bound to hand it ever to Billy myself

Tne Maioxer Lismaey.—No. 1,091,

he Eknew -

You should
lotter,
It's

and see ho gets it safely.
nover open another fellow's
Sammy—not even your major's,

shocking 1"
“IWhat about you—reading Billy's
squeaked Sammy in ignant’.*_ﬁ

letter !
* Look here, just you gimme my=——
foot

“ Buzz off, old infant!™

Skinner playfully planted =

behind my. Then, leaving the fag
laring speechlesaly aftor him, Skinner
ed his chums to his study. Inside the
room, Skinner clozed and locked the
door.

Stott and Snoop
puzzled.

“What the dickens have you locked
the door for?” demanded Snoop.

“And what's the game!” asked Btott,
oyeing Skinner's smiling face curiounsly.
“Why didn't you give tEE: snivelling kid
his letter 7™

“You've not kept it to hand over to
Billy Bunter, 1 £ 1" scoffed Snoop.

looked a trifle

“That's not your style, Skinney!”

“¥our little mistake—] am!”
eemarked Skinner coolly.
mg it over to its rightful owner—dear
old Billy! Only I'm going' to make a
couple of slight alterations in it first|
Anybody got & sharp penknife ?”

Stott had a sharp penkmlfe, and hes
handed it over to the smiling Bkinner.
That humorous youth laid the letter on
the study table, and with great care
and the aid of the penknife, he erased
two of the words in the last paragraph
of Bunter’s letter. Then he got pen and
ink and replaced the two words deleted

with two other words.

SEE IMPORTANT ANNOUNCEMENTS ON
PAGES 14 AND 15.

o

. “Oh! It's o jape, then!” grinned
Snoop. I thuught you must have some
little game on, Skinner! What 13 it?”

kinner sn_ﬁi&d and handed over the
letter for his chums to examine. The
last parﬂgrn?h of Bunter senior’s letter
now ran as follows:

“All area well hera. Your Uncle Ted
leaves us to-morrow, and is sailing for
West Africa on the 14th. To-day he is
in town purchasing guns and other
sporting equipment, as, while in Africa,
he hopes to get in some big game shoot-
ing. I have agreed to allow him to
i:n.ﬁ& you with him, I myself shall be

very thankful fo be rid of you. Your

mother iz quite well, and sends her love
te you, our affectionato,
“*Farnen.”
“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Stett and

Snoop, as they read the last paragraph
of the letter.

“See the idea?” wasked Skinner
blandly. “Isn't it surprising what a
difference two littls words can make!
I suppose Rex is the name of that giddy
Alsatian wolf-hound Bunters always

assing about—his pater bought it
ast holidays, I belisve!  Dut won’t

Billy be pleased when he learns his
Uncle Ted is taking him to West
Africa”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“1 faney I've done that rather well 1™
remarked Skinner, %'Iam:ing over the
lettar again. “I defy—even Quelchy’s
gimlet pecpers to spot the alterations!
Bunter won't, anyway! Now, where's
soma gum, we'll seal the letter up again
and zeo that Billy gels it zalely.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

And, while his chums roared, Skioner
got the gum and sealed up the letter

again. William George Bunter of a
certainty would be excited when he
recoived that letter !

“I'm hand- to

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Glorious News !

i OME IN 1" »

Harry Wharton called out the
invitation cheerily. A good
firc blazed cheorfully in Study

No. 1. On the hob & kettlo steamed
merrily, and a huge plate of buttered
toast reposod there also. The pleasant
smell of hot toast, the iluwing re and
clean, dry clothes, all helped to make
the Famous Five very cheery.

Then Bunter insinuated hiz fat face
round the door of Study No. 1.

ad he known it was Billy Bunter at
the door, Harry Wharton would cer-
tainly not have called the invitation so
cheerily, howavar.

The Owl of the Remove rolled into the
study.

“Hallo, it's Bunter!” said Bob
Cherry. “Well, now wvou've come in,
you can go out again, old fat man!”

“ Oh, really, Cherry—"

“ Buzz off, sharp|” said Harry Whar-

Il-

“Oh, really, Wharton -

“Hand me the loaf!” gaid Frank
Nugent grimly. "I bet you two to one
in slices of toast that I can dot him
with it in the eye Grst time—"

“Here, hold on!” gasped Bunter,
keeping & wary eye on the loaf. “I
say, you fellows, I've just had an awful
disappointment.”

“Yeour postal-order not come?” said
Bob Cherry H}'III?It-hEt-'lGE"jH “Hard
lines, Billy! You've been expecting it
such a ln:mg time, haven't you—years
and years!’

“Ages and ages!” grinned Johnn
Bull. “Time stands stﬂ% where Bunter’{
postal-arder i1z concerned.™

“Oh, really, Bullm— I sy, that
toast smells good, you fellows. I think
I'll stay to tea for once. You sce—""

“You can't stay to tea, but you can
have the loaf,” said Frank Nugent, rais-

ing it aloft. “ Now wptch me dot—"
‘I say, do be muﬁahla—nnﬂ don't
be mean!"” said Dufiter

%a.fhetiegllm
“Matter of fact, I have been disap-
inted about a postel-order, you fel-
hﬂwa. 1 expected onoe this afternoon,
ut""""l’
“Wasn't thero one
grinned Bob Cherry.

“Eh? What letter?” said Bunter,

staring. ;

“There was a letter in ithe rack for
vou,” lauvghed Harry. “HBetter go and
get it, Bunter. hﬁghl:- ba even your
postal-order, after all. Miracles do hap-
pen, even in these days!”

“Ha, ha, ha'!”

“Don’t talk rot! I've just Leen to
the rack, and there isn’'t a rotten letter
for me!” grunted Bunter. “You're
only trying to—" ;

“There was one addressed to you in
the rack ten minutes ﬂ-}%ﬂ, anyway "
said Harry Wharton, “My hat! Per-
haps your minor’s collared it, Billy.”

“That's it!" chuckled Bob Cherry.
“Ho tricd to get us to reach it down
from the rack for him. Better go after
him, old fat man!”

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

Tho chums of the Remove roared akb
the expression on the fat features of
Billy Bunter.

“Well, of all the cheek!” he gasped.
“Ts that a [auli, tf;“? follows? as my
minor got my letter "

“Hao E':Ens after it, certainly,” laughed
Harry Wharton. *“If it isn’t in the rack
now, then you can bet your shoes he's
nobbled it 1"

*Well, the—the——" .

Bunter broke off abruptly, fairly
gasping with wrath. Then bhe turned

in tho lettor?
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and rolled out of tha study, leaving the
door open after him,

“Well, that's ﬁgt rid of him, any-
way 1" chuckled Bob Cherry, closing the
door. " Better lock the door, in case tho
fat freak comes back again. If there
1sn't a postal-order in his letter he's
pretty certain to come back.”

“If there was young Sammy will have
spent it before this.”

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

Harry Wharton & Co. procceded with
ted—without the charming socicty of
the Owl' of the Remove.

Meanwhilo, Bunter was making with
all speed to the fag gquarters, where he
hoped to find Sammy. Unri‘hc way he
cncountered George Tubb of the Third.

“Seen my minor, young Tubb?™ he
snorted,

“Who are you calling young Tubb?™

sniffcd the leader of the Third,

“0ld Tubb, then!” said Bunter.
“ Any hlessed Tubb you like will suit
me. Where's my minor, old Tubb #”

The fags of the Sceond and Third had
little res ar regard for Billy Bunter.
But Tubb, suppressing the cheeky retort
ihat rose to lips, poked an inky thumb
in the dircction of the fags' quarters.

#*In there!” he sniffed.

Bunier made a rush for Lhe Third
Form-room, and sent the door crashing
open. Just inside, two fogs were wrest-
ling together, and as the door whirled
back it seat them sprawling, with howls
of wrath and pain.

“You clumsy owl—1'

“You carcless dummy—"

“It's that fat beast, Bunter—young

Sammy's silly major! Let’s scrag
him [”

“You shut up, youngsters!” snorted
Bill Dunter, glaring obout him.

“Where's my— Oh ™

Ly

** What the merry dickens——?' roared Peter Todd
as Bllly Bunter grasped him suddenly and walized
him round the study.
“Yarpooh ! ™
Peter Todd’s head cracked against the mantelpiece.

“ Stop, you fat idiot!*
There was a loud yell as

{See Chapler 2.)

AN

Bunter had sighted his minor. He
rushed at him, and grabbed him.
“Nuw*, you {ittle rotter ! he snorted,

“Where's letter? Have you opened
it? If you have——"
"{h‘r‘ ] I-IEE'E'U E" ;I'ﬂ-l].l‘("d E&mmfl

rcalising that retribution was upon him.
* Leggo, and slop shaking me, Eilly, you
rotter !"

“Where's my letter 7 roared Bunier,
in reply.

“I haven’t scen it—at least, I haven't
got it ! howled Bunter minor. ' Legyeo,
and stop sh-shaking me ! Rescue, chaps!
Skinner took it from me j'uat as I was—
ow !—bringing it to you."

“Y den't believe it howled Dunter,
in great wrath. " ¥You'vo collarcd the
tip fr:;fam the pater and spent it. I know

ou !
J “1 haven't. Bkinner snatched the
rotten letter from mo!"™ roarcd Sammy.

“Vow! Stop shaking me! Rescue, you
fellows ! on't let a Remove rotter
come here— Yow "

Shake, shake, shake!
" “Check !” snorted Gatty, who was one
of the fags Bunter had scot sprawling.
“Weo're not standing that {l;'; rotter
coming in hera throwing his weight
about, Serag him!”

“That's the idea!™

“(Mollar him "

“Here, hold on, vou little rotters!™

Bunter beecame alarmed then, and
stopped shaking Sammy. Dot his alarm
came too late, “The [ngs strongly

resented intrusions into their gquarters,
and the eall to arms was enough. From
all sides of the room tho faps cama rush-
ing, and the next moment Billy Dunter
went to the floor and vanished under
a swarm of fﬂfﬂ.

F: bellowed tor help, but he bellowed
in vain,

He was bumped, and he was rolled in
tho dust, and ink was dropped over
his face and hair. 'Lhen he was thrown
out into tho passage and the door of the
Third Form-reom closed upon him.

Billy DBunter sabt in the passago, and

asped, and panted, and groanced. He
clt s if he had been through an earth-
guake, at lecast. But ho felt better
after a while and, staggering to his feet,
ho rolled off towards lns own study. Not
for worlds would DBunter have ventured
into the Third Formn-room again just

then.

“Ow! Yow!" he groaned. "Oh,
the little beasts! 1’1l smash "em all
to smithercens—somo other timo, Ow!

;;J"i.?ailt until I get hold of young Sammy |
w i

Bunter crawled into the study he
sharod with DPeter and Alonzo Tod:l.
and Tom Dution, the deaf junior. I"qtr'r
was in, and he ¢yed Bunter in astonish-
mont. .

“ [allo, old fat man!" he exclaimed.
“Got caught up in the works of n
threshingauachine, or what?  Or has
one of Mys, Mimbles’ rubbit-pies turned
on yvou*"

“Ow! Ow! It was those voung fionds
in tho Sccond and ‘Third,” -groaned
Bunter. “I went afier Sammy—he
pinched my letter, tho young thief! 1
expect hie's spent what the pater sent,
Wow! ‘Those yvoung beasts went for
mo just becanse 1 was shaking young
Sammy. Grnn-uug;h 2 :

“Ha, ha, ha!” roarcd Peter Todd.
“You ought to have known better than
to Ithmw your weight about in thore,
Billy,”

o {‘ﬁ:*!l, wouldn't you if your minor
had pinched a letter of yours?' hooted
Bunter. “It's nothing to laugh about.
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letter’s gone, and so has my postal-
order that was inside it.™

“Your giddy letter's safe enough”™
laughed Peter. ‘“Isn’t that it on the
table there, Billy?"

And Peter Todd pointed to a letter
reposing on the table-cloth, It was ad-
dregsed to Billy Bunter, and the Owl of
the Remove grabbed it eagerly.

“Tt was on the table when I came in,
a fow minutes ago,” grinned Petor.
“Tooks as if your minor’s not guilty
this time, old fat man!"

“0Oh!” gasped Bunter, “And Sammy
psid Skinner took it from him! He
must have opened it, anyway. If he's
taken my postal-order—" <

" Well, the onvelope locks as if 1t's
been opened,” said Peter. * Better look
inside, Billy!*

Bunter looked inside. Only o shect
of notepaper with his pater's hand-
writing upon it rewarded his eager,
anxious gaze,

Ha gave an inda
the first paragrap

ant snort as he read
of his pater's letter.
He almost stopped reading the rest in
his great disgust when he came to
Bunter senior's remarks regarding his
request for pocket-money. But the fat
sunior read on, mumbling to himself as

e did s0. :

“Mean beast! Fancy asking what 1
do with the mingy tips he sends! Yah!
T'll jolly well write and— ©Oh, oh!
Great Beott! Oh, crikey! What the
hooooop

—

Billy Bunter's musings changed
abruptly as he read the last Ef‘-l‘l!.%l;ﬂ.ph
of ﬁ:mter senior's letlter. o Petar

Todd's great astonishment Bunter gave

a wild whoop of sheer joy and
amazement,
“What the merry dickens—— Hera

roared Toddy, as Bunter grasped him
suddenly, and started to waltz him
round tho study. "EM'E’: you fat idiot!
What the dickens— Yoooop I

Crash !

Unfortunately, Bunter had not looked
whers he was going. His weight almoast
swung the astonished Peter from his
feet, and suddenly Peter’'s heels came

against the fender, and his head came
with & crack ageinst the mantelpiece at
the samo time.

Peter roared, and sat down violentl
in tha fender with a fearful eclatter an
orash, the exuberant Billy Bunter
sprawling on top of him.

“¥You fat idiot!” shricked Peter.
“Gerrup! You're squashing me, you
fat lump of blubber! ¥ow! Gerrup!”

As an aid to Bunter to get up, Peter
Todd gave his fat study-mate a hefity
punch in his fat ribs, Bunter roared
with anguish, and scrambled up quickly
encugh then.

Peter Todd rose, too, red in the face
with wrath.

“¥ou fat idiot!” he howled. “¥You
clumsy lump of imbecility! What the
thump’s come over ;rnui Why, I've a
jolly good mind—"

“Oh, erumbs !’ Bunter jumped away,
rubbing himeelf. “Oh, crumba! 1 say
Peter, it was an accident, old ﬁhapi
Here keep off—" ]

Bunter ran round the table as the in-
dignant Tﬂd%} made & jump for him.

“Hold on, Toddy!” gasped Bunter.
“T1 gay, I tell you it was only an acci-
dent! Look here, lemme alone, and I'll
ask my Uncle Tr:ﬂ to take you with him
a8 well as mo to West Africa. There!
I can’t say fairer than that, can I,
Petor ¥

Peter Todd stopped at that, and eyed
his study-mgte in astonishment.

“West Africa!” he stuttered. * What
the thump are you gassing about,

Bunter 1"
Bunter grinned gleefully. His aches

and pains vanishing at thought of what
the letter mntu.in&g.

“He, he, he! You read that letter
and seo, Toddy,” he said. “I think
T've told E}u agmét my Urm]g Tﬂdh He's

ing to West Afri ou know.

o hava—hﬁsg a few 'million
Peter Todd. “In fact,
the whole Remove's fed-u with
you and your blessed Uncle Ted,
Bunter! But you're not going, you fat
idiot—-" §

“Read it and see,” giggled Bunter,

0s, you
times,” esniffed
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"1 have

hig eyes fairly dancing with joy. “ Read
it, Q'I{:rcm;'rI M hnt% Th'lm iz great!
Bimply too perfectly spiffing for words!
hmp 1+
]A:m:l Bunter gave vent to a whoop of
c0 a .
ETﬂd v grunted and picked up the
letter. His face changed to a grin as
he read Bunter senior's remarks regard-
ing pocket-money. Then Pater came to
the last paragraph, and he read it as
if hardly able turil:ejliwe tha evidence of
i3 OWIN eYes.
‘Well, my only hat!” he ejaculated.

TIT

ole  news—what?” grinned
Bunter. " Wouldn't you like to be me,
Toddy f*  Already Bunter was begin-

ning to fancy himself and put on ans
“Imagine ma shooting lions and figers,
snd wolves and things, while you poor
chapa ara grinding out Latin! Hoae, he,

e! I'm sorry for you, Toddy—really
1 am! But we can't all have wealthy
connections who travel and do things,
can we! He, he, ha!”

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Bunter, the Big Game Hunter !

ETER TODD read and re-read
that remarkable letter from Mr.
Samuel Bunter to his hopeful
son, William George.

He simply could not believe it. Yet
there it was in plain black and white:
a.greed to allow him to take
you. with him."

There was no getting awey from that.

But ‘why Uncle Ted could wish to take
such a fat funk as Billy Bunter with
him jnto West Africa was something
quite beyond Peter Todd's compre-
hension, .

“It's—it's written hera right enough,
Bunter 1" gasped Peater dnmdliri “But
—but, look here, you fat ass! Has your
Uncle Ted ever seen youl"

- “Been me?” ejaculated Billy Bunter.
“0f course, he has! Ha knows jolly
well what a plucky chap I am 1"

“Well, that makes it all the more
mysterious,” said Toddy., “If your
uncle’s seen you and knows you—"

“Of course, he doeal Why—"

“Then be must be absolutely potty to
want to take you with him,” was Peter's
emphatic verdiet. "“No chap in his
l'igI t senses would take you with him,
unless it was into a lunatic asylum, or

a home for lost &%ga."
oddy, you'ro only

“0Oh, really
jealous, you ];uuw,” grinned DBunter.

I can see through you, youngster,”

“¥.youngster ! stuttered Toddy.

“Yes, kid,"” said Bunter, raising lim-
self to his full height—which wasr't
very much—and elevating his fat little
nose, "I shall write to you, of course,
from the jungle, and 1 shan't mind if
ou kids drop me a line now and again.
Il be interested to know how you're
Ecl;tmﬁ on with your lessons, you

0w,

“Why, you—you fat frog—"

“While you kids are mugging up les-
gons in a stuffy Form-room,” grinned
Bunter, "I shall be ﬁ}ghtmg my way
through the jungle with gun and—and
hatchet.”

“ Hatchet i

“To eut our way through the im-

netrable jungle, you know,"” explaincd

unter. ".{'II try to bring you [ellows
back a few tiger and lion skins.™

“0Oh, my hat! Can't you bring us a
fm*:ldc ephant skins?” grinned Peter
Todd,

“Well, I'll bring & fow tusks, but the
skins will cost rather a lot to bring
over,” said DBunter calmly. "1 expect
I shall bag a foew wolves, too, Toddy."
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“And polar bears. Don't forget to
bag o fow polar bears,” said Toddy,
with heavy sarcasm. “You fat ass!
You couldn’t hit & haystack if you stood
B ?urd away from it."

“0Oh, really, Toddy—"

“But this beats mo hollow !” resumed
Peter Todd, blinking again at the
letter. *“ You hadu’t any idea of going,
had you, old fat man?t” :

“Eht Oh, yes, rather! The fact is
Unele Ted thinks a lot of me—admires
me no ond, you know. And the pater
wae awfully keen for me to go.”

“Yas, it sounds lika it here,” grinned
Peter. “He suys he'll be jolly glad to
get rid of you, Billy.” _

“That's only his fun,” said Bunter
hastily. “He's really frightinlly keen
for ma to go. Travel finishes a chap’s
education off, you konow.”

“Well, you'll need a lot of travel to
finish off vour giddy education,” said
Peter -Todd. *Still, this is good news
—ripping news "

“Bplendid !” grinned Bunter. ;

“Lverybody should be Elmd in
fact,” resumed Peter Todd. “Your
pater will bo glad to be rid of you. We
shall be mmpfy delighted to get rid of
you, and you're glad to go, too.”

“hh, really, Toddy——" :

“The only trouble is that vou might
come back again, Bunter!” said Pcter,
shaking his head. “Let's hope that a
giddy tiger or a Polar bear polishes you
off, old chap! This study will be like

adiso without you, and there'll always
mrplﬁntﬁr of grub. We won't have to
lock eoverything up, and fellows won't
have to destroy their letters, plug their
keyholes up, and keep their ntudg:v cup-
boards locked!"

“Beast! Look here—" :

“But it heats me why your giddy
uncle wants you [” went on Peter, eyeing
Bunter very -:unpu,sl{. "Unless he
wants you to practise shooling at, or to
fall back on when grub rums short.
You'll be quite usefu p];nljrmg the part
of & camel's humP. Billy 1" .

“Beast! You'll miss me when I'm
gone, anyway, Toddy!” said the Owl of
the Remove. "I shan't be returning to
Greyfiriars, of course.”

“Good!" exclaimed Peter Todd. “In
fact, ripping!™

“Beast!” sniffed Bunter. “Well, I
shan’'t be sorry; after all, this place 15 &
mesasly hole!’

“Th?" snarted Toddy. “What's

“I've

that " :
“Well, it 12! =aid Bunter.

never been properly understood here,
and I've never had justice. As for
coming back—— My hat! Fancy o
follow facing death every hour of the
day like 1 shall be doing, snd then
coning back and sayiog, * Yes, sic!” and
fWo, sir !’ and sitting on a Dblessed form

mugging up piffle like Latin!”
“Good ! o shan't have that dread
always at the back of our minds,

then |" said Peter Todd, with a chuckle.
“ But—but this beats me hollow, Buntor!
If your uncle had never seen you, or
didn't know vyou, a [ecllow could
understand it. But—but——"

I’eter Todd simply couldn't get over it.

“Don't strain your youthful intclleet
by trving to understand 1t!" said
Bunter, with & fat smirk. “You're
rather dense, if you don't mind my say-
ing so0, Petor! I did think, for the
moment, of asking Unclo Ted to lot yvou
come, too. ¥You could carry my guns,
and act as my boy, you knuw—tfm;.' eall
servants * boy ' over there, Toddy. After
all, perhaps I'd better not, though.
You're rather young ond too big a funk
to take into dangerous country !”

“Why, you—you chocky
spluttercd Peter.

11.

at fropg!

“We'll get into heaps of tight corness
in tho jungle!” said Bunter. “Wa can't
afford to be bothered with duds and
frightened youngsters. I'm  sorry,
Toddy, but it can't be dona! Even as a
servant you'd be a frightful nuisance

a.n-il a washout!” :

““Well, you—you—" spluttercd Peter
Todd.

“You'd be Irightened if you zaw a

mouse!” grinned Bunter. “As for
savages—— My hat! If you saw one
ou'd manage to squeeze into & rabbit-
ole, Toddy! You're an awful funk,
reall , and—— Here, what— Hold
on, Toddy! It's all—— Yooooop!"

Bunter broke off suddenly, with o
howl, and jumped round the table as
Peter Todd grabbed the toasting-fork
and made a rush at him. Had the
toasting-fork touched him Bunter could
scarcaly have howled louder. He rushed
round the table twice with Toddy in hot
and ferocious pursuit, and then made
a wild leap for the door, tore it open,
and bolted out of the study.

Peter Todd chuckled, and replaced the
toasting-fork on the table. If Bunter
really acted like that when hunting big

ame in Africa. there was not any likeli-

ood of his getting any lion ekins, tiger
gkins, or elophants’ tusks to present io
Peter Todd or anyone else when be
returned. DBunter would be lucky to get
home with his own fat skin intact!

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Mr. Prout Refuses !

st 'S true, then?”
I “Must be: I've seen the letter!
Fancy that fat ags—"'
""The fat duffer!”

“"Bunter as a giddy big game hunter |
Oh, my hat!"”

“Lucky dog, though!
gmn? in his place!™

“My hat! Yes, rather!”

The Removitos were discussing DBilly
Bunter's astonishing luck in having the
chance of going to Alrica on a big game
hunt. Not ntfmt they ever supposed
Bunter capable of shooting big pamel

It was true that he was going, for
most of the fellows had scen the jit!l:l:l:::r.
Certainly Bunter had “gassed " a great
deal of :Entn i raspect to his Uneclo Ted
and his proposed travels in West Africa.
To be candid, the fellows were tired of
tho subject. Yet the fact that Bunter
was now going with hi% Uncle Ted, made
tho subject of fresh and romarkable
interest to the Remove.

In his jor and delight at the nows
Billy Dunter had even gone without his
tea—merely satisiving bhimself with a
couple of packets of chocolate Lord
Mauleverer had carclessly left on the
table in his study

For Bunter to gpo without his tea was
a miracle in itsclf. But he had done so,
haeving spent tho time in spreading the
gloricus mnews of his fortheomning
gxpodition far and wide.

Naturally, Billy Buntoer had mado the
most of his sudden fame. Heo was lofty
and dignificd.

Almeost every fellow in the Remove
by the end of prep had been promiscd
cither a tiger skin, a lion skin, or a pair
of clephant's tusks by Billy Bunter.

They wera not likely to be disap-
poiited, however, for, realising Bunter
was never likely to shoot anything—
except by accident—they cherished no

hcges.

till, Buntor was going! In the Rag
that ovening the fellows discussed tho
Owl of the Remove's Iuck, and, though

I wish I was

thoy grinned at his swank, they could
not holp feeling envious.

Skinner, Stott, and Snoop were nearly
bursting iqwar&l with merriment at
the sensation * Bunter's Luck"” was
causing in the Remove.

“Yes, he's lucky!" repeated Harold
Skinner, shaking hizs bead seriodsly.
“I've never envied the fat ass before,
but I do now!"

“Hallo, hera he comes!” gurgled
Stott, as the door of the Ragp opened
and the Owl of the Remove appeared
upon the threshold. “Look at his
swank |

"Welh hasn’t ho cause to swank?
gaid 8kinner. “Come in, Bunter, old
fat man! Tell us about the lions and
things you're hoping to bag!"

" Bing it over again to us!” suggested
Snoop, with a chuckle. “You'll not
have to waste much ammunition, Bun-
tor! There are ncarly thirty fellows in
the Remove, and you've promisced lion
or tiger skins to all of them, not count-
ing the fellows in other Forms vou've
promised trophies to!™

“Ha, ha, hal”

Bunter strutted into the Rag. 'The
laughter did not trouble him st all; he
knew the fellows envied him hiz good
fortune.

Skinner obligingly made room for the
fat junior by the fire.

“Well, I'm going!"” remarked the Owl
of the Remove, blinking at the grinning
faces mround him. [ can't say I'm
gorry to leave Greyiriars. After all, o
fellow's bound to consider his future.
I mnever was built for rnug*g:iﬂF up
lessons in a Form-reom! I'm built for
much hlgﬁar things. With a gun in my
hands——

“A dough-nut, did vou say " inquired
Skinner.

“No, a gun!” snorted Bunter. * With
a gun In my hands I'm ready for any-
thing, That's mel 0ld Prout fancies
himself with o gun: he's always brag-
ging about his thrilling cxperiences in
the Rocky Mountains! DBuot you wait
and see what I can do!”

“I hope Uncle Ted keeps his head
low!” chucklad Bob Cherry.

“You shut up Cherry! I zay, you
fellows, -d’vou think old Prout would
lend me his repeater to practise with®™

“But you don't need any practice,
surely 17 said Skinner, in surprise.

“Well, that's right enough!™ admitted
Bunter. *5ti!l, & little practice won't
do me any harm. I think I'll run along
and sce Prout now. It's Wednesday to-
morrow, and I'll be able to get in & bit
of shooting ir the felds.”

“Oh, my hat!”

"Yes, do!” said Skinwer. “In fact.
come to that, you could ecven do a bit
of shooting in the Rag, here. 0Old
Prout will be delighted to lend yon
his canc—I mean his gon! Co on,
Bunter—da! I'im just vearning to sec
you handle & gun, old man™

“"Right! That's rather a good idea,
Bll_:.gl:m?r! I'll show you fellows some-
thing "

Btﬂl.ruh:-r rolled out of the Rag, a
chorus of chucklez following him as he
wient.

“You silly ass, Bkinner! said
Harry Wharton, “0ld Prout will scalp

the fat chump '™
“Well, doesn't Bunicr ask to be
sealped ¥ said Skinmer. *“The fat

ass wanta gomo of the swank and coun-
ceit knocked out of him,
do that—with his canc ”
All the Removoe juniors woere agreed
upon that point—execepting - Bunter
himself. That fat youth knocked on
the Fifth Form master's study door
and walked in, cooclly encugh. Bunter
TrE MaGser Liprary.—No. 1,091,

Proutk will
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had a very good opinion of himself,
and he saw no reason, if the other
fellows did, why Mr. Prout should
refusa to lénd him hig famous Win-
chestor repeater.

Mr. Prout looked up from the news-

aper ho was rea mg. and eyed
ﬁuut&r inquiringly. The master of
%o Fifth was a somewhat good-

naturod gentleman. But at times he
was a trifle irritable and difficult to
He disliked his leisure being

manage.
interrupted.
“Woll, Bunter?” he demanded.

“Would you mind lending me your
gun for a féw days, Prout 1
asked Bunter, coolly. "1 just want to
Fut in some practice before I eail
ﬂr__._ll‘

Buntcr paused, rather startled by the
extraordinary  expression on Mr
Prout's portly and somewhat pompous
features.

“My—gun!” ejaculated Mr. FProut.
“Bless my soul! Boy! You—you wish
to borrow my Winchester”

“Yos, sir! Only for a—a fow days”
said Bunter, a triflo uncertainly now.
“You—you ses, sir, I sail for West
Africn very shortly, on & big game
hunt, and thnuqht. I'd better get my
hand in a—a bit.”

“ Bless my soul I

Mr. Prout laid his paper down and
glared at the Owl of the Remove.

" You—vyou ingolent, impudent young
rascal I

“0Qh, orikey!™

“] ghall certainly not lend you m
Winchester 1 hooted Mr. Prout. “T'll
i.'F'E'! you & taste of my cano instead,

F ¥

“Oh erumbs 1" gasped Bunter. “I—I
say, sir——"
gr‘‘.‘E‘:il-au:urn:n! Upon my word!” boomed
Mj. Prout, taking a stout-looking cane
from his table drawer. “I can only
suppose that your request is a piece of
impudence Bunter.”

TOw! Not at all, sir! 1 assure you
that I am going to shoot lions and tigers
and t,h'm%n in the—the junglel”

“ What$” )

“In West  Africa, sir,” gasped
Bunter.’ “It's & fact—I'm sailing on

“Nonsense! I do not believe one
word of this rubbish! This, 1 presume,
ia intended for a joke, Bunter!”

l;‘Hunnn, gir] It—it i=n't o joke at
-h _-_._J!'

“That is what you are about to
discover, Bunter! Hold out your hand!
Such impudence—"

“0Oh, crumbs! I eay, sir—"

“Hold out your hand! boomed Me.
Prout. “In the ordinary way I should
report you to your own Form master,
but in this case—a caso of axmphmai
impudence to myself—I shail deal with
you, Bunter! Hold out your hand!”

With 4 groan, Billy Bunter held out
his hand.

Swish !l -

“Now the other "

“Ow! Yow!™

Swish!

* Yooooop 1

Bunter's yelp of anguish reached the
eare of the fellows in the rag. It was
followed by several more, as Mr. Prout
gave Bunter two more swishes with his

Cono,
“I thought Bunter went to borrow

Mr. Prout'a n, you fellows" re-
marked Bob erry, listening reflee-
tively. "It sounds to me as if he's

borrowing Prout's cane! Hark to the
voice of the big game bhunter!”
“Ha, ba, hal” i
“"Here he comes!™ grinned Skinncer.
A trailing footstep sounded in the

TaE Magner Lierany.—No. 1,001

passage, and Skinner threw open the
door. Billy Bunter entered the Ra
tottering along, mearly doubled up wit
ahg.'umh.

Hallo, herc comes the mighty

hunter,” chirruped Skinner. *“Is this
. how you faco death in the jungle,
Buntor 1

'“Hﬂ., ]J.E., hﬂ-lu

"Ow! Wow! Yow!"

“And where's the Winchester, old

chap? You said you were going to show
us_ Haumntrhilng, uf!tgr."‘ oot .
'8 on ractising sta g now,”
explained Bvall: Cherry. * ﬁ.'a why
he's trailing along doubled up like
that |- Where’s your %‘un, Bunter 1*

“Yowl OQOw-ow! rout’s an awful
beast ! groaned Bunter, blinking at
the laughing juniors. *“He—ha licked
me | Igsfuaed to lend me his blessed
gun! Ow-ow! Wall, he cap keep it,
and blow him! After all it's only a—
Ow-ow I=kid's toyl I'm used to using
real guns! Ow! Oh, the awiul beast!
Said I was impudent—licked me as if
I was & blessed ordinary kidl Me,
mind you—a fellow wheo's gding nto
the wifﬂa to face fearful dangers, while
he's cramming blessed lessons into &
crowd of grubby school-kids! Ow!
Jevver know such a beast! QOw, ow,
ow I

“Ha, ha, hal”

Bunter rolled out of the Rag to seek
racuperation in Study Ne. ¥, for a
time.- There was obviously not to be
an exhibition of shooting by the Owl
of the Remove in the Rag that evening.

—

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Real Praciice for Bunter !

is ON'T do it Bob,™ pleaded
Haorry Wharton.
Eﬂg Cherry chuckled.
It was bed-time, and the
Romove were on their way up to the

dormitory. i =
The juniors were in rather a hilarious
mood. The news of Billy Bunter's

proposed travels in West Africa was
undou responsible for this. En-
vious of the fortunate Billy Bunter,
and with no prospects of goin em-
selves, the movites seemed deter-
mined to get what entertainment they
could out of the affair.

And Billy Bunter willingly provided
that entertainment,

Having got over the licking he had
received at the hands of Mr. Prout, the
Owl of the Remove returned to the
Rag to continue the interrupted process
of “spreading himself.” Bunter loved
the lime-light, and he was having plenty
of it now. A fellow who was going into
the jungle to face unknown dangers,
and to hunt big game, was entitled to
spread himseli—in Bunter’s opinion.
When Wingate looked into the Rag to
snnounce that it was bed-time, the topic
of Bunter's forthcoming African t:r:l.f?
was etill going on. unter himself
doing most, if not all, of the talking.

He related, with vivid imagination,
and in striking detail, what hea had

done in the past in the line. of
"ba.g‘ging” big game and little game,
and he explained all! he intended to

do in the future, in that line. For his
yvarns of the past, Bunter had drawn
upon his vizid imagination, and not on
his memory. It was moro than likely
that his imagination, and not his
prowess, would supply his sporting
yarns of the future,

The Removites could not help grin-
ning &s they listened. Thoy never
baliaved Bunter, and it cntertained
them to let Bunter run on. Buopter

never seemed to realise his fat leg was
being pulled. Nor did he szeem to
mind the grins, and chuckles, and
laughter that accompanied his flow of
elogquence,

By bed-time, everybody was fed up
with Bunter. At telling “whoppers
the Owl of the Remove had excelled
himself, had more than excelled
himself, in fact, as regards swanki
and b &ﬁgin% And all agreed that
he needed a lesson to take some of the
swank and brag out of him.

To bring about this end, Bob Cherry
and Peter Todd—two of the biggest
practical jokers in the Fm-m—hatf ut
their heads together, and had plﬂtte-s 8
deep plot for the discomfiture and
undoing of the swell-headed Billy
Bunter,

,Harry Wharton, who was in the secret,
did not quita approve of it, however.

“Don’t do it, Bob,” he urged, half
]a.ughinfglj'. “Let the silly idiot alone.
You'll frighten his fat wits out of him.”
_“What! Frighten a mighty hunter
like Bunter |" said Bob.  “Perish the
thought! Bunter’s going to face the
danFera of the deep, dark jungle soon;
he'll be facing lions and tigers every
day when he gota there, sup
Why shouldn’t he get a bit of ex-

rience and practice before ho leaves

reviriars?"”

“Fathead! He'll be in a frightful
funk, and he'll howl the schocl down!
It'll only mean trouble for you, Baob.
Chuek the idea, and let Bunter rip!*

Bob shook his eurly head.

“Can’t be did,” he eaid.
Toddy's idea, and wo've made all
preparations now, old bean! It's
rather luﬂkf there’s a circus on the
at Courtfield this week. It'll make
things more realistic for Bunter!
Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here he ia. Make
room for l-'lunter. the mighty hunter,
you fellows!™

Bunter came stumping upstairs with
Skinner & Co. who never scemed to

t tired of pulling Bunter’s leg.

kinner & Co. seemed to be enjoying
Bunter's good fortune much more than
anyone elsa with the exception of
Bunter himself. The cads of the Re-
move looked as if they had been
weapmgi—p-qrha.ps at the thought of
Bunter leaving; perhaps with laughter!

“Of course,” Bunter was saving, "1
wouldn't dream of asking any lellow to
f;ﬂt up & subscription for me now P'm
leaving, Bkinner. 5till, now you mention
it, old chap——""

“Did I mention it, Bunter}” gasped
Skinner. “Blessed if I remember—"

“Well, somebody did,” said Bunter
quite untruthfully. *“It's rather a
idea, and [ hﬂ:-u it'll take the form of
a purse. I shall need plenty of cash to
{tumhaﬁﬂ' vy sporting outfit, of course.
t wouldn®t be quite the thing for me to
suggest 1t salf, of course, but—
Halle, you fellows!™

Bunter nodded rather distantly to
the Famous Five.

“Bhan’'t be sleeping with you kidas
much longer,” he went on. “Soon I'll
be sleeping in the deep jungle, with the
r-::ran’Pf prowling man-eaters in my
cars

“Well, they’ll have to roar a bit to be
heard above your snore, Bunter]”
chuckled Bob Cherry. *“Mind you don't
dream about lions and tigers to-night,
Billy.”

“What rot ! Take more than a blessed
lion or a tiger to make me dream!"

rinned Bunter. " There isn’t o wild

ast living that can do that—or put
the wind up me, either! Wild animals
aren't really an’{t.hing to funk, Face
‘e, and they'll turm tail quickly

It waa
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Bob Cherry looked a ludierous sight as the big llon’s head was dragged back from his head.
Mr. Prout in astonishment. ** What—what—— Cherry | Bless my soul | Cherry—you—you—you—" *‘Ha, ha,
ha [ ** roared Harry Wharton & Co. (Sce Chapter 17.)
enough. I only you fellows could see Bunter’s eloguence ended in a wild howl cheorio, chaps! We'll be back

me——" a3 the missiloe caug;ht his tireloss chin,  prescotly.”
éh&rl‘j’ and Peter Todd ecrept

“We'd just jump at the chance,” said

Bob Cherry. " 5till, on Wednesday,
Billy, ynu'li' have your chance—to win
ﬁ?ﬁn m?'?.’ too 1"

“The wild beast show over at Court-
fisld—have you forgotten?” said Bob
blandly. *There's a chap offering a
fiver to the fellow who'll enter tho lion's
cage with him, Thero's your chance to
show what you can do, Billy. We'll
como and zee you do it![”

“Good wheeze !” said Frank Nugent.

“Ripping ! Just the very thing [”

“Yes, rathor!”

“0Oh, crumbs! I—I say, you fellows !™
said Bunter, looking quite startled,
“That—that's quite impossible !"

“Eh? What rot!” .
“I—1 shall be too busy packing up
to-morrow |7 explained the Owl of the

Remove. '““It's impossibl uite! It's
a frightful pity, m.alf}lgfu I should have
jast loved to show yon chaps how I
wendle wild animals. But—there it ia!
Haord lines, what?"

And Bunter rolled on hurriedly.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The juniors went intoe the Remove
dormitory laughing. For onee, the
vhance c:rg carning an casy fiver did not
appeal to Billy Bunter. Perhaps he
fancied it might not prove to bo so casy
to carn !

Bunter's chin was still working hard
when he elimbed inte bed. But the
fellows were rather tired of it, and as
Bunter scomed disposed to continue on
the subject of African adventurcs, Bol-
sover decided to put an end to it
Bolsover wanted 1o sleep, not to hcar
Bunter, A boot left s hand, and

“Yarroooocogh !’

“"Good shot, Bolsover!” chuckled
Peter Todd. “What a pity you aren't

oing big game hunting instead of
unter "

“That's just a reminder to Bunter I
said Dolsover. “I've got another boot
ready, and I can hit the bullseyo again.
I want to get to sleep, not to listen to a
lot of blessed chin-wag! Going on wilh
it, Bunty?®"

“Yow-ow ! Oh, you beast! Ow-ow !"

That was all the answer sover got.
But Dunter did not go on—the t.hnughl:
of DBolsover’s other boot deterred him.
Soon silence reigned in the Remove dor-
mitory But not for long. In a very
short while a long-drawn, resounding
snore hummed through the room.

It was Bunter—the mighty big game
hunter was sleeping.

It was the chance Bob Cherry and
Peter Todd, his fellow conspirator, had
been waiting for.

As Bunter's rumbling ssere resounded
{hrough tho dark dormitory, tho two
juniors slipped from their beds, put on
their slippers, and donned jackets over
their pyjama-.

“Ready, Toddy?™ asked Bob Cherry
cheerily.

“Yes, rather! All serono !

Soflt chuckles came fromn various heda.
Nob and Petier had made their plans
known to a certain trusted few, who
kept awake to sce them materialise.

“Go  easzy, DBob!" warned Harry
Wharlon. “Don’'t overdo things,
mind !"

“It's Bunty who's likely to overdo

things!"” chuckled Bob Cherry. * Well,

** Good heavens ! ** gasped

Baly
silently from the dormitory. The fellows
“in the know " waited patiently to seo
what happened. It was not long before
tho door cpencd softly again, and two
figurcs crept into the dimly-lit dor-
mitery. They crept in on all fours and,
reaching the centre of the room whera
a shalt of moonlight from the tall
windows lit up the floor, they becamo
visible to the expectant watchers.

Had the watchers not been in the
know, they would have gasped, for the
ligures that crept into tho circle of
moounlight appeared to bo those of a lion
and a tiger!

“ Many hat!" gasped Harry Wharton,
gittking up 1n bed. *“ Bob, vou ass, go
casy "

A chuckle came from the tiger, while
from tho lion came a half-suppressed
gurgle. Then both terrifying apparitions
approached Bunter's bed. Possibly
Buntor's resounding snore had attracted
thom.

The tiger raised itself and, with one
E:w resting on the side of Bunter’s

d, gave the slecping form a hearty
thump with the other.

Thoe next moment, the lion, on the
other gide of the bed, reached out o

aw and dragged back the bedclothes
rom DBunter's bulky form.

DBunter's snore ceased, as he awoko,

“Grooogh I he grunted, rubbing both
his eyes sleepily. " Wharrer matter?
Whe's jolly well—  Why, it ain't
rising-bell—"

Bunter's drnw;y murmuring tailed off
as he sat wp and groped for his specta-
cles, Hastily placing them on his fag

Tne Maoxer Liprary.—No. 1,001,
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nose, he blinked about him. Bunter’s
jaw dropped the mext moment, as his
gaze fell upon the ferocious-looking
creatures by hiz bedside.

Heo blinked from one to the other

dazedly—his sleepy oyes growing wider
and wider as he did so. Blowly the
hair on his scalp began to rise, and a
queer, prickly sensation began to creep
up his spine, Bunter tried to yell, but
hia tongue clove to the roof of his
raouth. Then, gquite unexpectedly, the
tiger openaed wide ita jaws, exposing a
sct -of fino teeth m an apparently ex-
cellent state of preservation,
" That did it! The spell was broken,
and a wild, terrified howl rang out
En_:m the Remove dormitory at Grey-
TIATS.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Not Nice for the Jokers !

tigr 3 ARROOGOOOOOGH 1™
Y It was a terrific howl, and
did credit Billy
Bunter.
“0h, my hat ("
*That's done it
-‘EE“"'—,'
“Yarrooogh I roared Bunter, Hﬂl;ftl!
Murder! Police! Yooopl HE].:]J! d
crumbs! Help! Yarrooooogh!™
“ Grer-ror-rorer [ came from the tiger,
while the lion gave & most realistic
TOAL.
Really, Peter Todd and Beb Cherry
had been practising for some time.
After that fnal shriek, Billy Bunter
dlived under the bedelothes, and lay
there palpitating; shriek after shriek

o £&ven

ugent.

asped Frank
Ef B You fat

Bunter,

and hewl after howl coming in muffc
sounds  from  beoeath the heaving
bundle.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

The Removites in the kuow roared
with laughter. But the others, wakened
siiddenly  and  abruptly from their
slumber by Billy Bunter's wild yells,
and finding what they imagined was a
lion and a tiger in the dormitory, saw
nothing whatever to laugh at.

Thoy yelled in alarm. Scon the whole
dormitory resounded with roars of
laughter, _Ft'ells of fear, and that wild,
mu (ﬁd shricking from Buntur;la hﬂi

“Oh, great pip!” spe ar
Wha.r!ml,gjum i.lll} pﬂut gfa l:?ad* - Eﬂrli
vou silly ass, hook it guickly! Toddy,
you fathead, get ouwt sharp! Eli
crumbs !

Some of the fellows had left their
lbeds and bolted from the dormitory.
Otheys, like Billy Bunter, dived bencath
their bedelothes

Really, it was scarcely to be wondered
at. To be awakened suddenly from slee
by a terrified vell, and to find two suc
ferocious-looking  wild beasts in  the
dormitory was enough to make anyone
lose their head. Alorcover, all knew
that a wild-beast show was performing
at Courtfield, and the thought that
these were escaped aonimals from the
show banished all suspicion of a jape—
had they cver entertaired such a sus-
picion,

If anything, the jokers themsclves
were more siartled than anyone at the
success of their little “leason ™ on Bill
Bunter.  Already [faint shouts an
guEﬂt{ﬂmng‘s could be heard outside the

ormitory.

It certainly was time to depart—to
take Harry Wharton's advice,

“Hook it, Toddy 1" cried Bob Cherry.
“Oh, my hatl That sounds like
Quelchy’s voica! Run for it!”

But the tiger—otherwize Peter Todd
of thoe Rcmove—was already making
for the door, the juniors, amid a chorus
of wild yells, dodging out of his path.
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Reaching the passage outside, Poter
Todd h]i.nﬁud desperately up and down
frony beneath the head of the tiger-skin

ha was wearing. That tiger-skin, like
the lion-skin Bob Cherry was weunr_]%].
which was tied on to bis person wit
lengths of string, had been presented to
Greyfriars muscum by a Greyfriars Old
Boy at somn distant date. And Peter
Todd and Bob Cherry knew what to
expect if it was discovered they had
“borrowed ¥ them, y

Bob Cherry joined Peter Todd in the
passage, and the two funmrn gas _Ed:
as they discovered the place to be alive
with pyjama-clad {fellows. Bobbing
lights woere approaching the Remove
dormitory. From somewhere came Mr.
Prout's ng voice.

“What ever is the matter? What
does this commotion mean, boys? Bless
my soul! Can it bo burglars— Ah!

hat is the matter, Mr. Quelch?*

Apparently Mr. Quelch had appeared
on the scene.

“Oh crumbs! Run for it!” gﬂsﬂcd
Bob Cherry. *“They'll bolt when they
geo us—— Hallo, they've spotted usi|”

It was true enough. ¥rom slong the
passage came a chorus of terrified yells.

“ Look out!”

“A lion] Oh, great Scott!”

“And a tiger! Oh, help! I'm off |”

The bolder spirits bolted, while the
more timid stood their ground—simply
because they were far too terrified to
do asoything clse, They stood as if

e
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rooted to the floor, their white faces lit
up by the ﬂiukcrir‘l:i candles held by the
startled Mr. Quelch and Mr. Prout,

In that moment Peter Todd and Bob
Cherry acted.

Peter kept his head, and made a wild
rush for the group of dimly-scen forms
shivering round Mr. Quelch,

"Took out!”

“Owl ©Oh, help!®

“"Yarrooogh ™

A sccne of confusion followed. The
fellows stampeded—the sight of a tiger
rushing towards them was too much.
It waz also a little too much for Mr.
Quelch, who pasped and dropped his
candle.

As he stood in thoe darkness the Form
master had & brief plimpso of o dark
form bounding past ﬁ]im, to disappear
down tho stairs beyond.

_ Peter had, so to speak, gol away with
it! Like a flash of lightning lo was
making for the museum.

But Bob Cherry was not so  lucky.
Bob had quite lost his head, and instead
of following Teter ho *jibbed™ nt
[acing the gumlet-eyed Ar. Quelch, and
he How in the opposito direction.

That dircction lay past the TFifth
Form dormitory to the little back stair-
case that led up to the altics. Only a
temporary salcty lay that way—as DBob
Cherry was soon to find out!

As in the caso of Poter Todd, wild
confusion followed DBob's desperate
dash. And Mr. Prout dropped his
enndle. In the darknesa Bob got past
safely—nobody secmed to want to face
an oncoming lion|

The BRemovite Iairly flew, and the

sound of his pattering feet—or, rather,
paws—dicd away up the athic stairs.

Then a light flared up again; Win.

ate had struck a match, and an instant
ater he had found and lit Mr. Prout's
candle,

M Gegood heavens!” panted Mr. Prout,
his face white with fright. “ You—you
saw it, Wingate! An enormous lion!
I glimpsed 1t as it bounded past me.
Aht  Mr. Quelech, T am thankful—
thankful indced, that nobody appears to
have been touched!”

My, Quelch hurried up, his
puzzled and grim.

“It'a all right, sir,” said Wingate,
appearing to bo guite cool and collected.
“1f that waz o lion it was the rummiest
cne I ever saw. The first timo I ever
knew a lion race away on two legsa
fancy this must be some joke—"

“MNonsensa!” hooted Mr. Prout, in
great excitement. “Don’t you under-
stand, Wingate—it was a lion—1I eaw 1t
clearlyl An animal escaped from the
show at Courtfield! 1 also saw another
animal—it went in your direction,
Quelch. Quick! Somethiog must be
done, bafore any one gets hurt!”

“ Mr. Prout—"" ]

“Daon't stand thera like dummiesl”
roared Mr., Prout, greatly perturbed.
“We are wasting time; Queleh! All the

sjunior boys had better return to their
dormitories, and lock themseclves in.
Wingate and the seniors had better help
us track down the savage brutes before
blood is shed.”

“QOne moment, Mr. Prout! I have a
strong eusploion——"

*“Queleb, I am surprised—astonished,
sir] ¥Yon do not appear to grasp the
fact that the position is desperatel”
thundered Br. Prout, almost dancing
about in his excitement. “‘Quick! But
we must be armed—armed, sirl 1 will
fotch my Winchester——*

“Mr. Prout, I beg of you to be calm,
girl™

“Calm! MNonsonsze, sirl As masters,
we are responsible for the safety of
thase boys uoder our charge. Do you
wish to see bloodshed——"

“ But, my dear Prout—"

“T will fetch my gun—" )

“Blood will undoubtedly be shed if
you do, Mr. Prout—"

“What, what?® Mr., Quelch—sirl”

“Pray calm yourself, ssr—"

“Am I not calm?” hooted Mr.
Prout, almost beside himself with
agitated alarm. “But we aro wash
time, 1 tell you, Quelch] I will fete
my rille withont another moment's
delay ! i

Mr. Prout rushed off info tho dark-
ness, the light from his enndle flicker-
ing and daneing on the passage walls

face

as he went.

It was undoubtedly plucky of the
pgallant Fifth Form master in such
circumetances, and he undoubtedly

meant well. He was «nly away a couple
of minutes, and when he eame rushing
back he had a rifle in hiz hand.

Hastily ha grabbed something from
his dressing-gown pocket and cramimed
it into his repeater The pockets of
Mr. Prout's dressing-gown bulged with
cartridges.

“Now wa are rcady!” boomed the
Fifth Form master, lns eyes gleaming
wildly. “Quickl Belore anything
serious happens !

“Unlesa you point that doengerous
weapon in  another direction, Mr.
Prout," said Mr. Queleh angrily, * some-
thing will happen—""

“"™onsense! Quelch, you surprise me!
Is it impossible for you, a master, to
rise to such an cccasion and share with

me the dangers—  But we are
wasting timme! Come!” thundered Me.
Prout. " As you appear to be reluctant

to share the dangers of the expedition,
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Quelchk, I would suggest that you jein
the juniors behind o locked door in the
dormitory ¥

“Mr. Prout—sir|" - :

But Mr. Prout, after delivering him-
self of that last cutting rejoinder, had
gone. He dashed away after grnhh:ng
a ocandle from Walker of the Sixth. The
crowd fpllowed him—most of the
scniors, like Wingate, openly grinning.
Poesibly, like Wingate, they suspected
that the matter was not quite so serious
as Mr. Prout supposed.

The master of the Fifth made for the
back staircase, his eyes gloaming in the
candle-light behind his spectacles. At
the bottom of the staircase he stopped
and handed the candle to Walker again.

“Hold it high!” ho ordered, his
voice trembling with excitement. “ Ah,
that is better, Wingate!”

Wingate had switched on the electric
light at the bottom of tho staircase.
The light lit up the f[aces of the erowd
—many of whom were juniors whoe had
ventured to follow,

*“0Oh crumbs!” groaned Harry Whar-
ton, who was among the Enﬂjn “1f
poor old Bob went this way he's done!”

“Awful luck!” groaned Frank
Nugert. “The awiul ass should have
gonoe—"

Fiank Nugent's whispered remarks
cnded as from up the dark, shadowy
staircase sounded a movement, Mr.
Prout heard it, and, with his rifle at
tlwe ready, ho etepped cautiously up the
stalrs,

“Bewnre, boys!” he gasped. “You
heard it! I distinetly heard a voice—a
scufling movement up above. Be care-
fultl %ﬁilﬂw me, and—— Ah! Got
you I

Bang|

Mr. Prout had fired; the report of
his pun sounded terrifying in the silent
school. Fortunately, however, the Fifth
Form master's aim was not true—very
fortunately indeed for Bob Cherry. For
it was Bob right enough. Thoe Remavile
hiad rcached the little landing at the
top of the staircase, only to realise that,
if followed, he was trapped up there,
He had tried the doors of the attics,
only to find them locked.

Then Mr. Prout had arrived with his
gun, and Bob realised that the position
waa indeed desperate,

There was only two things to be done
—cither to call down and give himseli
up, or to make a bold, risky Ind for
libarty.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Poor Old Bob !

OB—unwizely—chose
B COUTEe.
Heo felt sure that the sight of a
raging lion bounding down the
stairs would be enough te stampede his
pursuers, and so give him & chance lo
got cloar.

DBut he did not bargain lor the gallaut
Mr. Prout.

Mr. Prout had often enough in the
digtant past—according to his own story
—faced ferociou: grizzly bears in the
TNockics without flinching. On this oo
casion Mr., Prou: wa: [ncing & reging
lion—or so he imaginec—an:l ho had no
intention of Mlinchine now.

Nor did he. Withont a rifle, Mr.
Prout had flinched. Dut with  his
irusty Winchester repeater in his hands,
le Taced the lien lle dropped on ono
knee as Bob Cherry camo bounding
ttown tho stairs, and—

Ilang !

Nobody had o very clear idea of
what followed—least of all Mr. Prout

tha latter

and Bob Cherry, There were wild yells
of warning-and alarm, and then—

Crash !

“¥arrooooogh !

Bob had ;reﬁled in gheer alarm as Mr,
Erout fired. But he yelled still more as
he slipped on the stairs and went head
long down them.

Fortunately, Mr. Prout broke his fall
—fortunately for him. but unfortunately
for Mr. Prout. The rifle Aew from the
gallant Form master’s pedgy hands, and
clattered on the stairs, ;

Mr. Prout and tha hepless “lion
rolled down the stRir together, landing
at the hottom in o heap with Walker
and Loder, who failed to get clear in
time,

Crash, crosh, crash!

s Yurrmng;h "

"Ow—ow! Yoooop!”

“Help! Oh, my— Yow! Help!”

“My rifla I" bellowed Mr. Prout, from

underneath the “lion.” “My rifle,
Wingate — wick! (Good heavens!
Quick! My rifle! I will soon— Yow-

ow l—account for— Owl Quick!”

They were all well in the light of the
passage now, and Wingate had soon
seen all he wanted to see of the “lien
A lion that went abowd tied up with
pieces of string, and wita pyjamas
showing here and there through joins
in ita skin, was not a lion to be afraid
of in Wingate's opinion.

With a cheerful grin on his face, the
captain of the school grabbed Mr.
Prout's rifle. and in a couple of seconds
he had hurriedly removed the cartridges
and slipped em inte his pyjama
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acket-pocket. Then he obediently
fmnde the empty rifls to Mr. Prout.

Only Mr. Prout's head, shoulders,
and arms were visib. at the moment—
the rest of him being undernecath the
lipn. Loder and Walker had slready
serambled out from the melee—Loder's
face as white as chalk, Walker's heated
and wrathful. Bus Mr. Prout felt the
riflec placed in his hand, end he gripped
it |ig‘||?tt|j'

“Now I have him! Ow! Poooogh!
Stand aside, boys!” he roared. “Ow!
Now! Stand aside!”

“Yarroooogh! Help! Don't fira!”
Bob Cherry was bﬂdli shaken up by
that headlong fall and as he had had
the woight of Walker and TLoder on top
of him, hin felt incapable of movement
for the moment. But he soon found
breath to shrick ard howl as ho felt the
barrel of Mr. Prout's rifle jammed into
his ribs. "Htﬂ&; Don't fire! It's
me—yarrooop !—Boh  Chorry! Yow!
Help! Murder!™

ﬂﬁukl

Failing to hear DBob’s desperate a?*
peal, Mr, Irout pulled the trigger. It
was just as well for Bob Cherry that
Wingate had haa the thoughtfulness to
remove the cartridges.

Click, elick!

“Good  heavens! My  rifle—"
panted Mr. TProui, wrigghng des
perately. "It has—ow !—miseod firo!

Good heavens '™

“1la, ha, hal"

Wingate roarcd with laughter, ho
could not help it. Nor was he the only
ono, By this time Mr. Quelch, with a
crowd of scared j;.minra—soamci for the
most part, that is—hnd come cautiously
alonz tho passage.

They catne along just in time to get
a good and clear view of tha “lion "—
through the big slit in the neck -of
which DBob Cherry’s own head, with face
flushed and desperate showed quite

clearly.

“Bless my soul!” ejaculated Mr.
Quelch. “Cherry! Bless my soul! I
guessed—I suspected——"

“Ha, ha, ha !

The crowd howled with laughter.

Wingate and Walker dragged Bob off
Mr. Prout, The Fifta Form master’s
face was a sight to behold—amazement,
alarm, and anger showing upon it. As
yet Mr. Prout could not understand—
the leughter amazed and shocked him.
But as he staggered up with the sid of
Mr. Quelch and Mr. Hacker, who had
i!.:lai como along, his gazo fell wpon the
ion.

Bob Cherr

was on his feat now, and
Wingate ha

dragged the big lion's
head right back from the junior's head,
Bob looked a ludicrous sight, and Mr.
Pl;:.mt. fairly in,g‘gled at him.

G-good esvens! What—what—
Cherry! SBo—so—— Dless my soul!
Cherry, you—you—yog——-"

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Mr. Prout glared dumbfoundedly at
the Remove junior. He gripped his
famous riflec convulsively, and Daob
]u!:llllmad back quickly. Mr. Prout cer-
tainly looked as if ho would have loved
to brain Bob Cherry in that tragio
moment of disillusionment.
F“G-gmd lhu“:pﬁ[" pbnnt::ﬂ the Fifth

orm master, o¥y—boy—so  E was
you! Seoundrel | g:l-—m—-” Words
failed tho gallant Mr. Prout.

“Perhaps yvou would cara to retire to
vour room to recover, Mr. Prout ! sug-
gested Mr. Quelch, with icy tact. ™As
you see, there is really mothing to bo
afraid of, or to» mak: such a commotion
nbhout,*

"Eil.'!"

But Mr. Queleh was only human. [He
had not forgotten Mr. Prout's scathing
remarks o few moments ago, and he
went on ruthlessly,

“There were really no dangers to
face, Mr. Prout. Had you listened to
mo & few moment: age, this would nok
have taken place.” he said eoldly. I
suzpected from ths first that it was a
practical joke oi the part of some
juniors—that they were juniors wearing
gkine pnrloined from the =chool
muscum. ™

“8Bir! [-I-TI—" Mr.
Praont.

“But the matter ia very serious, Mr.
Trout,” went on Mr, Quelch, fixing the
hapless Dob Cherry with a sicely eye.
“The whole school has bheen aroused.
Such ar ontrage must ke inquired into.
The culprits shall be punished with tha
uimost soverity. Cherry. who—— Ah!
Here ia Dr. Locke ™

Dr. Locke, the headmaster of Grey-
friars. came hurrying up carrying an
electric torch in his hand. He looked
very alarmed and anxious indeed, Tob
Cherry groaned hollowly as he sighted
him.

stuttercd

“Whot over iz the matter, Mr.
Prout?" azked tho Head, in amaze-
mant.

“I was awakenad by the rﬁorl.
of firearma! Have burglars Oh 1"
Dr. Tocke had sighted the dismal-

looking “lian. "

“Bless my  soul What—what—
Cherrvy ! Why are voun wearing that
abisurd: thing?" he eaid. in an angry
voice. “ What—what does this nonsenso
mean, Mr. Queleh 77

Poscibly Dir. Lock: saw thato Mr.
Pront was not in o 0t condition to
explain, and so he turned to the calm
and _ grim-featured Remove master.
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Mr. Queich explained in a few brief
words. As he proceeded, Dr, es
brow grew more and more thunderous,

Bob Cherry shivered as the Head
turned to him at length, . n

“Who was your companion in this
absurd and monstrous masquerade,
Cherry ¥ he demandazd icily.

Bob remained silent.

“ Apnswer me, sirl” thundered Dr.
Locka .-

“Cherry, answer Dr. Locke this in-
atant 1" commanded Mr. Quelch.

Bob would nover have answered such
a question, come what might, but there
was no necessity to do so, as it hn.li-

ned. During the silence that fol-
f:‘wed, Peter Todd, his face flushed and
rather unhappy, stepped forward. ;

“1 was the fellow, sir,” he said
meekly, “1 was the—ahem !—tiger.”

There was & giggle, but Dr, Locke's
frowning glance round soon silenced it.

“Very well, Todd " he rasped grimly.
“Was anyone else concerned 1n this out-
rage " ]

“N-nunno, sir! WHB:Ea did it on
aur own, sir!” gasped .

“Yery good [’E The Head, glanced
round the grinnings assembly grimly.
His face becamo grimmear still as his
oyes rested for & moment omn Mr
Frout's famous rnfe. “Mr. Prouf,
kindly oblige mo by—ahem !—removing
that dangerous weapon to a safe place.
I am thankful, indeed, that there has
been no serious—ahem l—accident to-
night I he eaid dryly. " Boys, return
to your dormitories as quictly and
aquickly as possible. Wingate!"

“Bir ™

“You will take the name of any boy
found out of bed five minutes from now,
and report toe me in the morning,
Cherry and Todd, you will report in my
study  at nine o'clock in the mornng,
when I will go into this—this disgrace-
ful afair.”

With that Dr. Locke walked away
with his stately tread, and the sound of
his carpet slippers died away along the
dark passage. Nearly bursting with
suppressed mirth, the crowd broke up

and hastened to their respective dormi-
tories. They intended to in bed well
within the five minutes, Wingate took

charge of the lion skin from the un-
happy Bob Cherry,

s the Remove crowded into their
dormitory, a fat, scared faco peered out
from under Bunter's bed.

“Ow! I—I =ay, you fellows, have
“IEFTFF"'PE—]"H"'B thosa fearful beasts
'E ®

“No, they've come!” chuckled Frank
NMugent. *“Look out, Bunter! Here
they come!"

“Yarrooop! Halp!"

Bunter dived nnder his bed again.

“Ha, ha, ha!" .

“¥You fat ass!” cried Harry Wharton,
half-laughing. “Come out of it.  The
lion and tiger were only Toddy and
Cherey wearing skins taken from the
musenm | Now get into bed, you fat
funk. unless you want to be reported to
the Head in the morning. And if you
do any more swanking and bragging
about facing wild beasts aftor this, we'll
serag vou for tho fat funk vou are!™

*"Ha, ha, ha!”

U0Ow! Oherikey!"  DBunter crawled
out from uwnder his bed, and elimbed in
between Lhe dizordercd sheets. The
langhtor of tho Removites had quite
reassnred him, and he pgave a deep
groan of heartfelt relief. *I—I say, you
fellowa, I knew all the time it was only
a jape.”

“What 7"

“That's why I erawled under the bed,
you know—to put the wind up you chaps

Tee Magxer Liarany.—No. 1,081.

and help the jape on—see. He, he, hel
If you ¢t i:lI'c.lJ was [nightened —"

“(Oh, my hat["”

“1 was chuckling and
time, really!” explained Bunter in a
cool voice. “It was no end amus
mgl to see f;au fallows flying about like
# lot of frightened rabbits. I mever
laughed: s0 much in my life. He, he,
hel OQf all the rotten funks—well, you
fellows take the bun!l I did think the
Remove had more pluck than to——
Yarroooocogh I :

Bunter’s flow of cloguence came to an
abrupt stop as a boot Hew through the
darkness and caught him in the chest.

After that, the Owl of the Remove
refrained from chiding his Form-fellows.
And whon Wingate looked in, four
minutes later, silence reigned in the
Remove dormitory.

A few minutes later Bunter’s snore
was again resounding through the room.
But it waz a long sima before Bob
Cherry and Peter Todd slept that night.
They were thinking of the coming 1
view with the Head at
morning.

grinning all the

) inter
nine 10 the

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Means Business!

it E, he, he!”
H That unmusical cachinna-

tion came from Billy Bunter

when he met the Famous
Five just after alternoon classes the [ol-
lowing day.

It was not the first time, by any
means, that Bunter had giggled and
cackled on meeting Harry Wharton &
Co., though his hilarity was directed
chiefly against Robert Cherry.

Really, it was no wonder. %unter cer-
tainly had the laugh of Bob Cherry and
Peter Todd over the previous night'a
fiasco, for that merning the two jokers
had had s very painful interview wi
Dr. Locke.

Certainly the Owl of the Remove had
not shone as a bold, brave, big gamae
hunter, but he had not got a =ound
thrashing out of it, like the jokers had.
He could afford to laugh, and he did

langh.
"'%{e he, hel"

The Famous Five were just going
down for an hour's footer practice on
Little Side. They met Bunter in tha
passage .just outside Mr. Prout's study
door. unter was hanging about in
rather a suspicious manner, ey
thought. But he quickly changed his
attitude ns ho eighted them, and then
gave vent to the above expression of
hilarity.

“He, he, he!" :
“Something wrong with Bunter's
works again I remarked Frank Nugent.

“Ha's been making that extraordinary
noise all day, chaps. Shall we up-end
him, and see if any of his loose screws

fall out 1"

“Ha, he, he!” cackled DBunter.
“Thini: you'ra funny, don't you,
Nugent? I think Bob Cherry's no end
funny, you know. I bet he knows why
I'm.cackling. He, he, he ™

“You—you fat oss!” snorted Bob,
flushing. “If you don't stop rubbing

that rotten affair in, Bunter—"

“He, he, he! Did the Head lay it on,
Bob 1" asked Bunter. “I noticed you
and Toddy couldn't sit still in class!
My hat! Nico sort of wild animals,
ain't you? He, he, hel”

“You—you fat rotter "

“Good job I hadn't got the gun
mnstead of old Prout!” grinned Bunter.
“1f T'd had it there’d have been a dead
lion and a dead tiger lying about the
school! I wouldn't have missed my shot
like Prouty did!™

“Better dry up, Bunter," eaid Harry
Wharton warningly, with a glance at
Mr. Prout’s door. “Prout's raging
about last night. He'll just be glad of &
chance to lick some of us Removites, you
fat ass”

“"Heo, he, he! Prouty's out,. He's
gono to Courthield,” grinned Bunter. *1
say, you fellows, I'm going to collar his
gtm. Look here, Wharton, I'll let you

ave o shot with it if you'll nip in and
pinch it now. Mind you get some cart-
ridges, though!™

‘“¥ou fat 1idiot I*

“He keeps his * shooter * in the corner
behind the bookease,” said Bunter.
“I've zecn it there. Nip in and get if,
and I'll smuggle it out somehow. Ha
won’t know anyone’s had it if I return
it before he comes back.”

“Well, you young idiot!” spluttered
Harry Wharton. *“If you dare to touch
that rifle—"

“T'm a chap who'd dare anything!”
said Bunter loftily. “My hat! Think a
fellow who's going to face death hourly
in the deep jungle is afraid of old
Prouty? Rot!"

“You silly duffer—"

“Mow don't be such a cownrdly
funk ! urged Bunter. “It won't take a
sec to nip n and get 1t."

“Why don't you nip in and geb it,
theén " asked Johnn ull,

“Why? Oh, well, why should I1"
answered Bunter. “I'Il run enough risk
by using the blessed thing, won't 17
'i’?nu-uhaps do your bit for once."”

“ Ok, my hat!"

“Back me up in this, and I'll see
about letting you have a shot each,”
said Bunter generously. " And—and I'l]
bring you & few things back from
Africa—a few skins and tusks, and
things like that. In' fact,"” added
Bunter, “I may even ask my uncle to
take you chaps, too. All depends on
how you treat me before I go, you
know.”

“You burbling chumpl" _

“There's this matter of a subscrip-
tion,”" explained Bunter, a trifle
morosely, *I've mentioned it to several
¢haps—I—1 mean, they've mentioned it
to me. But nobody secms keen to start
a subseription on my behalf. Did wyou
ever hear of such meanness? I'm very
disappointed. Not that I want it; but
s little present—say, a purse—would
bring back pleasant memories when—
when I'm fig ting against great odds in
the—the jungle.’

“Ha, ha, ha!” d

“Blessed if I can see anyth:ng to
laugh at!” smiffed Burnter. * Anyway,
the subscription can stand over until
after the leaving sale.”

"“Leaving szle!™ echoed Harry
Wharton. “Why, how ﬂ'g'm: know
ou're not coming back againi”

“I'm not likely to come back to a
measly hole like this!" sniffed Bunter.
“ A ftor—after living & man’s life in the
junglo—facing death hourly in foreign
{ands, you khow—is it likely I'd come
back to sit and mug Latin with a
snivelling swarm of inky-faced kids like
vou fellowst"

“Why. you—you owl 1"
gasped Wharton.

“I'm sorry,” resumed Bunter. “ But
it can't bargid—j.rm: kids can sco that!
I shall be holding my leaving sale to.
morrow, and I hope all my friends will
rally round and back me up. Now
what about Prout’s rifle? T'll wait hera
while—" ] : .

“Ves, do!" said Bob Cherry. * Wait
as long as you like, old lard-tub! But
sit down while you're waiting, old chap.

cheeky

Let’s help Bunter to sit down, chaps!™
“Certainly " :
“Hare, 1 say, Cherry—why—
Yoooop ™
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Bump, bump, bump, bump!

Bunter sat down—not once, but many
times.

“¥aroop! Yow! Ow!"

Leaving the fat junior seated on the
linoleum, roaring, the Famous Five
walked on. ‘

It was cold sitting on the lincleum,
and Duntor soon tired of it. Hoe
scrambled up at last, dusty and breath-
less and wrathful.

“Beasts|” he grunted. “What awiul
beasts | Too mean to do & small job like
that for a fellow who's ]murmg for
forelgn lands in less than a week !’

Bunter paused and blinked at Mr.
Prout's study door. If he desired Mr.
Prout's famous repeater, he would bave
ta -ﬁft it himself.

e fat youth looked up and down the
passage, and then, h“mi[ made his
decision, he stepped into Mr. Prout's
study and gently closed tho door. Mr.
Prout's study was furnished to suit his
gsportive tastes, Photographs dep:!utmlgi‘
him, armed with his Winchester, in a
sorts of attitudes, lined the walls.
Rifles, ancient and modern, hung from
the walls with various other sporkin
equipment. And in the corner, behin
the bookcase, were hiignlf-nluha, fishing-
rpé:ls, and his Winchester repeating-
rifle,

“0Oh d1” grinned Bunter. DMy
hat! 'I‘mwa my photo taken sitting
astride a lion or & tiger when I got out
there—like old Prouty sitting on that
blessed grizzly bear thare. I bet he had
it taken in a photographer’s studio,
though. Now, Enu_r the dickens am I
going to smuggle this dashed riflc out?”

Bunter socon solved the problem, how-
ever. Tipping out Mr. Prout’s golf-
clubs from the bag, he stock the rifle
jnside. The barrel still projected some-
what, but the Owl of the Remove got
over this snag by wrapping a piece of
canvas over it, Then ho jammed back
the golf-clubs. .

It was rather a tight fit. but that was
#ll the better, Bunter reflected. 8ling-
ing the- bag over his shoulder, Bunter
pnied his head out into the passage and
blinked up end down. era was
nobody about, and he emerged and was
rolling away along the passage with his
prize, when he suddenly remembered
cartridges,

“QOh, my hat!” he grunted. “What
the thump’s the good of a gin without
blessed cartridges? Oh, blow!”

Bunter returned to the stude, and
aftor five minutes' hunting about he
found sorme cartridges in the tablo
drawer, Mr. Prout having placcd them
there temporarily only that morning.
Satisfied now, Bunter made all speed for
out of doors. )

As ho was crossing the hall—rather
hurriedly—Skinner & Co. planted them-
gelves in his path. Bunter eyed them
gugpiciously. Somehow the knowing
gring of Skinner & Co. made Bunter
wonder what the sneaka of the Hoemove
worn up to, or had been up lo.

Ha little knew ! _ ]

“Hallo! Here's our giddy hig game
hunter going polfing, chaps!™ smiled
Skinner. “Well. my hat!  Who's
things aro those, Bunter '

“Looks like Prouty's {o me!"
Stott.

smid

~ “Great pip! Bunter, what the merry

dickons—"" _
"You mind your own hnsiness,
Skinnor 1" said Dunter, with dignity.

“I'm taking these golf.clubz out to old
Prout, if yon want to know.”

Bunter rolled en. In the doorway he
met Peter Todd. That youth blinked at

him.
“Bunter, you fat esz! What are
vou doing with Prout's cluhs?” he

demanded.

“Prouty asked me to bring "em out to

him,” said Bunter calmly. “I'm off
gn]ﬁ’ng* with him—see?”

“Caddying 7"’ yelled Toddy.

" Rats 1"

Bunter rolled on his way out into the

nad, leavin Peter odd _staring
blankly =fter him. That should satisfy

Toddy, in Bunter's opinion. Actually
it did not; but Toddy was fed-up with
Bunter, and for once ha “let him rip,”
as he expressed it. If Bunter wanted to
risk a licking by bagging Prouty's golf-
clubs he was welcoma to the licking—
that was Toddy's view.

Seores of fellows eyed Bunter blankly
as he ambled on, stnggerindg a littlo
under the weight of the burden. But
he reached tho playing-fields at last
without opposition, and skirting them,
Bunter reached the meadows beyond,
with & sigh of thankfulness.

“Ow! Thank goodness!” he gasped,
dropping the bag on to the ground.
“Phew! Now for that blessed gun I”

Bunter removed the golf-clubs after a
struggle, and leaving § and tho b&g
lying in the hedge, ha sorambled throu
and shouldered tha rifle in 8
approved style. Through the hedge

unter could sce the distant forms of
Harry Wharton & Co. punting a ball
about, and ho grinned cheerfully.

The fat Removite had stated that ho
needed no practice with a rifle. But he
knew that he nceded a great deal of
practico—no ond of practice, as it were.
Hea was going to get some now.

Bunter paused at last, when well away
from any risk of observation, and
loaded tho rifle. It war one of Mr.
Prout's little *treats™ to show
interested fellows just how to load and
unload a gun, and Bunter had scen him
do it more than once. 8o he found the
operation quite casy to accomplish.

All ready now, the Owl of the Remove
looked about him for game. Even as he
blinked about him there was a rustle in
the hedge some yards ahrad. and a bird
rose into the air with o futtering of
WITZS. Z

The bird was a wood-pigeon—oven
Bunter saw that. It flew low for a fow
Hgﬁds, and then seltled again on the

ze.

“0h, good!"” breathed Buntor.

He raized his rifla to hiz fat shoulder,
took carcful aim, and fired.

Bang !

Bunter was really quite startled at the
noise of the report. He really had nnot
expocted it to sound so loud in the

quiet field=. But it Jdid. And the
results stariled Bunter still more.
The wood-pigeon flow  away un.

harmed, but from bevond tho hedee

gounded a shrill squealing, and it made

the sportzman jump into the air.
Bunter had not hit the bird, but he

had undouhbtedly hit something clse.
“0Oh, erikev” he gasped.

—

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Trouble for Bunter !

ANG!
B QOver tho guict ficlds that shot
from Mr. Prout's famous rifle

gounded clearly and :harpI{: It
ieached Harry Wharton & Co. on Little
Side, and Harry Wharton halted sud-
denly with the ball at his toes. y
“Hallo! Yho the dickens is shooting
near the school 1™ he gasped. *“That’s
something jolly unusual, chaps 1™
“Parhaps old Prouty 1" sugezested Bob
Cherry, with a chuckle. “ Hadn't we
better got indoors for safety ?”
Harry Wharton did not grin. A
rather scared look came over hia face.
He was wondering. He glanced in the

direction from which the shot had come,
frowning. He could see nothing, how-
ever, for high hedges screened his view.
"f‘.'nly uls Farmer Grabble Bhuﬂtinﬁ
rats, or crows, or something ! grinne
Frank Nugent. “Let's get on with the

footer.”
“Hold on!"™ s=aild Harry. “What
about that fat ass, DBunter? You

remember—he was hanging about out-
side Prout’s study. He wanted us to get
Prout's gun for him. BSupposing—"
“0Oh, great pip"”
The rest of tﬁe foothallers stared a

ITy.

“Yon think that fat ass has boned
Prouty's rifle?” gasped Jolinny Bull.
“But he wouldn't dare—" :

“ Ho's ass encugh for anything 1” said
Harry. “But he could hardly smuggle
such a thing out of the achool. No, it
can't be—"

“Can't it?” grinned Peter Todd, who
had coma down a few moments after
Buntor had left him. “I fancy there's
somethin in that, Wharton.
wondered what on earth Bunter wanted
with Prouty's golf-clubs.”

“Eh? hat do you mean, Toddy T

“Only that I met dear old Bunter
going ont with Prout’s golf-bag and
elubs!” grinned Peter, light breaking
in on lum now. “I thought the bag
scemed jolly full and weighty. Bunty
wasn fairiy staggering under the weight
of it. Ho said he was going golfing with
Pront. 1 het he's gone shooting with
Prout’s rifle. It must have been in the
bag with the golf-clubs. That’s how the
crafty young scamp's smuggled it ont!

“Oh erumbal That’s it! FPhew!

The startled Removites blinked at
each other. Then Harry Wharton gave
o gasp. _

“Quickl That young ass will be
doing some damage if he isn't stopped—
if it is him! He's about as safe with a

un as he is with other people's grub.
ome on !

“¥eos, rather!” ;

Hurry Wharton started off full-tilt for
the spot from which that single shot had
proceeded, his chums racing ot his heels.
Long hefore they reached the high
hedge that bordered the school grounds
tha juniors heard another sound—a
shrill squealing that grow louder as they
approached. s i

“ﬂg'nﬂtut mmuéma or hET?'EthmEt

anted Harry. “Oh, my hat 1" ;
£ They burst pell-mell through the h;ﬁ!;
hedge and then thoy sot off across
meadow boyond.  Through another
hedge thoy scrambled, and then they
sighted Buntor.

%’!n was stunding by tho far hedge, the
rifle still in his hands, etaring through
into tho field beyond which sloped up
ta the little farm on the hill.

“It's DBunter right enough!” yelled
Bnh" Cherry. “Bunter, you footling

t

M?I‘hu Owl of the Remove wheeled round
in startled alarm.

“Heore, turn that dashed gg}n the
othor way!"” howled Frank :g&nt
“Took out, chaps. The fat idiot's

dangorous!"

“%h, roally, yvou fellows—"

“Drop that gun, Bunter, you fooll”
shouted Harry Wharton, dashing up.
“Drop 1t !"

“T jolly well won't|” gasped Bunter,
glowering at the panting footballers.
“Tike your check to comes butting n
like this. You kids sheer off I'""

“You footling young idiot|"

“Footling idiot wyourself!” snorted
Bunter, though he was looking none toc
easy. "Can't & chap get in & bit of
practice——"

(Continued on page 16.)
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“But what have you shot?” yelled
Johnny Bull. * Listen, you.fellows ("

_ The shrill squealing was still proceed-
ing from beyond the . The juniors
ing f beyond th Eiwdg:a The juni
jumped %o it and peered through. Then
they understood.

In the field beyond was Farmer
Grabble’s donkey, and he was career-
ing about, kicking up his heels and
u:iue-u.i:'ng. Bunter's- shot had merely
lifted off a tuft of the donkey’e hair and
slightly grazed the skin. t the lift-
ing process had obviously been a pain-
ful one for Farmer Grabble's donkey !

“It's only old Grabble's donkey!
Nothing to make a fuss about!" said
Bunter, with a snort. YWhat the deuce
was the blessed thing doing hiding
behind the hadga? If the blessed thing
hadn’t got in the way I should have got
that thumping wood-pigeon [

“You footling, dangerous young
maniac " yelled Harry Wharton. “ You
ought to be in & padded cell. Hand me
that gun at once [

“Bhan't! You go and eat coke,
Harry Wharton!” snorted Bunter,
“Watch me hit that—— Oh, erikey!”

Bunter was interrupted by & loud,

ry shout. He blinked through the
hedge and was startled to see two men
bearing down towards them from the
farm buildings beyond.

“0Oh, Groat tt!”  yelled Bob
Cherry. " Look out, Bunter! Here's
old Grabble ™

Oh crumbs! I say, you fellows, tell
bim the gun went off accidentally.”

“Run for it, you young ass|"

But Bunter had loft it too late. Just
then heavy fect sounded beyond the
hedge. A second later Farmer Grabble,

& big man in gaiters, with a red, angry’

face, burst through the hedge. Behind
him was a farm-labourer carrying a
pitchfork, Farmer Grabbls r{immlf
carried a riding-whip.

Tho sight n:nf this was cnough for
Bunter. He turned to flee with a wild
ell. Unfortunately, though he had =«
ow yards’ start, he took the wrong
dl!ﬂfﬁim. and very quickly came to
grict.

Regaining his feet, the fat Removite

made for the opposite hedge, and
thundered on with the raging farmer in
hot pursuit.

Billy Buntor was so shortsighted that

he did not sce the ditch
parallel with the hedge. The next
moment he had floundered into it.

Bplash |

It was a deep, wide ditch, and well
filled with water. Bunter splashed into
it, staggered a step, and then fell head-
long, mud and water splashing over his
puﬁi_:i; form and features.

a

that ran

rrooooogh | Gug-gug-grooooh '™
It pro.cd to be the ond of the chase,
“Fetch him out, Joe!" bellowed

Farmer Grabble to his farm-hand, as
that worthy came lumbering up. * Fetcli
the young scoundrel out! I'll larn *im
to shoot hanimals {*
Joe obviously did not like the job.
But he ubu,Eu:-d, splashing nlmost knee-
into the ditch. lE.la“u horny hand
THE MAGXET LiBBARY.—No. 1,001,

closed on Bunter, and the fat junior was
pulled ashore like a stranded fish.

He collapsed in a dripping heap on
the grass, panting, groaning, and gasp-

0.

%la was not allowed to rost in peace,
howover. It was Bunter’s unlucky day.
Being now in & suitable position for
punithment, Farmer Grabble procceded
to punish the fat junior. Heo brought
the stock end of the riding-whip into
vigorous action on PBunter's tightly-
stretched and dripping trousers.

Whack, w ; whack, whack !

“Yarroooogh!™ roared Bunter.
“Yoooop ! Oh, help! Rescue! Murder!
X 1 Oh l:]'ik&;i’l Help! Murder |”

“I'll larn youl” bellowed Farmer
Grabble, “I'll teach you to shoot my
donkey, blame wou. Take that, and
that, and that!"

Bunter took them—every one of
them. He had no possible voice in the
matter. He only wished he had. He
howled and -yelled with anguish.

Harry Wharton & Co. came rushing

up. imuld not help grinning at
the sight Bunter presented, gh they
felt sorry for him.

“"Hold on, Mr. Grabble!" gasped

Harry. “The fat idiot's had enough |”
“ Had h, has he?" yelled the

farmer furiously. “Wall, now you kids-

can "ave your turnl Collar ‘em, Joa—
quick 1"

It was rather a large order for Joe.
But he did his best. He made a grab
at Bob Cherry, who happened to be
nearest. Pob dodged him neatly, and
overbalancing, the luckless Joa sprawled
forward on his face on the muddy
grass,

“Ha, ha, ha "

With & roar of laughter, the foot-
ballers bolted out of range, and Joe
gave it up. The fu.rm-!u.:ﬁ knew fram
experience how hopeless it was to chase
the Greyfriars juniors. He had not lived
in sight of the school without getting
experience in that line.

Never mind "om " bawled Farmer
Grabble. “This "ere's the young raskil
we wants, I seed them others como
running 'ere, and I s'pose they 'ad no
hand in it. It's this fat young scoun-
drel. Shootin' my donkey, eh? Crimes|
Hea'd have been shooting my cows if we

hadn't come along sharp! DBring him
along, Joa!®

“Yow-ow! Oh dear! Yow-ow!"
woiled Bunter. “Yow-ow! Lemmo go

now! Pleass lemme gol™

“Not likely ! vowed the farmer.
“ Arter shooting old Ned like you done,

you c[angnmas young scoundrel!l I put
up with a lot from you young gents, I
does. But this "erc's the blamed limit!

Get "1s gun, Joe, and we'll take *iin up
to the skool 1™

Ti Dh d‘mrlll

Bunter groaned in bitterness of spirit
as he heard that., DBut Farmer Grabbla
was deaf to his pleadings. Joo recoverod
the gun which Bunter had dro‘ipcd in
the ditch. It was covered with mud
and dripping. Joe examined it, nmf
then obeying his master's order, re-
moved the remaining cartridges, and
Fnt-:hed them into the ditch. Then ha
1anded the gun to the wrathful farmer.

With Joe's horny hand on his

“drenched coat collar, Bunter ‘wes led

away towards the distant school build-
ings. It wos a sad ending to the first
day's practicsa with Mr. Prout's rifla.

rom a safe distanca the footballers
watched the procession start.

“Bunter's for it!" remarked Frank
Nugent, *Poor old Bunter. 's
asked for it if anybody did. They're
taking him to Greyfriars, I bet|" -

“ Poor old Bunter 1"

inter was undoubtedly “for it »—
though he had elready had more then
he wanted. The juniors abandoned all
thoughts of proceeding with practice—
in fact, it was alr Enwi.ng dusk
and tinte to give up. ay followed
Bunter and his captors across the
meadows and then across the playing-
fields to the quadrangle.

“Hallo—— Oh, my hat! Frout!”
gaid Harry Wharton, as they came 'in
Bight of the 8choal House steps.

‘Acd Quclchy!® grinned Johnny

Bull. “Now for it!*

“Poor old Bunter!” sighed Peter
Todd. .

All the Removites felt sorry for

Bunter. In the grasp of the farm-
labourer, with Farmer Grabble on his
other side carrying the muddy rifle,
Bunter fairly tottered along towards the
steps on which Mr. Prout asnd Mr.
Quelch were chatting. The two Form-
masters had walked from Friardale
together, having et there by chance,
And during the walk they had *made
up ¥ their liitle quarrel of the night
before. They were chatting quite amic-
ably when they sighted Bunter,

“Bless my soul!”™ ejaculated Mr.
%pelnh. “That—that appears to be

unter of my Form ! What—what—"

“And, if I am not mistaken ! boomad
Mr. Prout, his voice growing thun-
derous in- his amazement and sudden
anger, “that rifle, in the hands of our
Ilﬁl-ghiﬂﬂtl_l', Farmer Grabble, is my Win-
chester repeater. Good gracious! This
—this—is it possible—"

Quite suddenly Mr. Prout remem-
bered how Billy Bunter had been to his
study the previous evening to borrow
his rifle. The suspicion became & cer-
tainty as he saw the look of anger on
Farmer Crabble's face.

“ Bless my soul ! he gasped, fixing the
hgﬁ:ﬂcsa Removite with a gﬁare.
“ Bunter—Bunter!—is it possible that

vou—="
“Here you are, my lad ! interrupted
Farmer Grabble, dragging the hnﬂeu
junior before the two masters. * Now
just tg?:" toll your masters what you bin
up to!

But Bunter couldn’t. He had caught
that gleam in Mr. Prout’s eyes, and he
shivered.

“What has  happened, Farmer
Grabble?” demanded Me. Quelch,
frowning thunderously at Bunter.

“This boy—this wretched junior—how
comes he to be in your hands—in this
appalling state?”

“Arsk  "im!”  suggested TFarmer
Grabble, in deep indignation. *You
konows as T aron't too 'ard on  your
young pents, Mister Quelch. I knows &a
boys will boys. But shooting at my
hanimals is bevond the limit1”

“Good pracious! Am I to uwnder-
stand—"

“Bhot my donkey, that's
done!” hooted the farmer. “"Might
have killed old Ned! I don't know
oven now how much the young raskil's
harmed "im! How he's got 'old of &
gun like this an'—"

“"That rifle is mine!” thundered Mr.
Prout, his voice trembling with indig-
nation. “That hoy—that wretched
young reprobate had the impudence to
gf roach mo last evening with & requost

reow it.”
“Bless my soul! Mr. Prout—"
“Buch is the case, Queleh! T took it
upon myself to chastise him. Now—
now—" continued Mr. Prout, with »
gasp, “he has had the temerity, the
astounding audacity, to purloin i, and
to—to go shooting in the fields, appar-
ently. And this, Mr. Quu’leh;j 18 the
result! Look at my rifle, sirl
Mr. Prout almost snatched hig rifle
from Farmer Grabble’s hand. He

what he
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groaned as he examined it. Gone was
the beautiful polish on haft, and shino
on barrel. t was now coated with
mud—mud down the barrel, and mud in
the works, so to speak. Mr. Prout
almost wept. .

“Look at it, Quelch ! he repeated, in
horrified dismay. “ That—that young
scoundrel shall suffer dearly for this
outrage! T shall insist upon punish-
ment of the utmost severity, Quelch. I
shall consider it & favour, sir, if you
will allow me to punish Bunter person-
ally, instead of leaving him for you to
deal with.,”

“Bless my soul! Indeed, Mr., Prout,
I shall certainly raiso no ohjection to
vour doing so!” said Mr, Quelch,
eveing Bunter very sternly indeed. " The
w od boy has richly merited punish-
ment,”

"Which I don't wizsh you to be too
*ard on the kid, Mister Quelch,” inter-
rupted Farmer Grabble, who was not a
hard-hearted man: “I've alrecady laid
into him with my whip. And the kid's
had a soaking, too!" Ea added. * Just
a gnm], sharp talking to, and T'll be
satishied, sir!™

“¥ou may safely leave his punish-
ment in our hands, Farmer Grabble!”
said Mr. Quelch politely. “1 am thaunk-
ful, indeed, that you apprehended him
before he was able to do further
demage. Come with me, Bunter. You
had better proceed to your dormitory
without delay and change your things,
or you will catch a severe chill. Good-
day, Mr. Grabble!™

r. Grabble and his man departed,
and Bunter followed Mr. Quelch and
Mr. Prout indoors, his boots squelching
dismally, and kis fat face reflecting
eloquently the mature of his fm:hn?fh
There was nothing swanky or loft
about William George Bunter just then.
He did not ﬂ-semﬁle, in the least, =
dashing, bold, big game hunter. 3

Harry Wharton & Co. had arrived in
time to hear Br. Quelch’s final remarks
and they felt very sorry for Bunter.
Fortunately they had found Mr. Prout's
golf-bag and clubs in the hedge bottom
where the Owl of the Remove had left
them and Harry Wharton munageﬂ to
smuggle them unscen to Mr. Prout's
room later on. ]

The Removites felt still more sorry

for Billy Bunter some ten minutes later
when they heard wild howls of woe
sounding from Mr. Prout's study.
Bunter was suffering for his sins.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter's Leaving Sale |

UNTER was going
B Much as the fellows had heard
about Bunter going since that

sensational letter had arrived,
they simply could not believe that Billy
Bunter was actually leaving Greyfriars.
The juniors bad not heard Mr. Quelch
refer to it, or anyono in authority.
They hed only heard Billy Bunter
mention it—many a {imeo and oft.
Young Sammy Bunter, Bunter's young
brother, Hatly refused to believe it
When Billy had shown him the letter
Sammy had almest fallen down with
surprise.  Actually, the fat Second-
Former had not read as far as thad
peragraph when Skinner had snatched
the letter from him. But ho had heard
(Continued on next page.)

IWhat are the Ashes?

By “SCORER.”

This feature will be of double interest to the
hundreds of readers who have written
inquiring letters about this subject.

— — -— —

HEN England and Australia meet on the cricket
w piteh, the Test matches are always described as
the struggle for the ™ Ashes.” Really, however,
there are no " Ashes™ to be lost or won. How
came the word to be used, then? Here is the oxplanation.
Away back in 1852 a strong England side lost a match to
the Australians by seven runs. ¢ defeat of England was
most unexpected, for up to then the Australians had always
proved "easy.”
The surprise result caused an English newspaper to
publish a cartoon, showing the death of lish ericket,
and under it wase this " In Memoriam " epitaph :

“In Affectionate memory of
English Cricket,
Which died at the Oval on Aug. 20/1882,
Deeply lamented by & large circle of sorrowing friends
and uﬁuamtances.

N.B.—The body will be cremated and the Ashes taken to
Australis.”

w L &

THJ\T started the idea of England and Australia fight-

ing for the Ashes. DBut though thoers have never becn

“ Ashea ¥ officially, the idea has been kept up in
suceoeding vears.

Soon after the first defeat of Enpgland, a team went to
Australia under the Hon. Ive Bligh. After two of the
three mnatches had been won by England a number of
Australian ladiea presented the captain with a small urn
containing some ashes. He brought tho urn to England,
and it iz onc of tha treasured poszessions of the Lord
Darnley family.

& % -

After the England team bad won the rubber in

Australia in 1911-12. Mr, Tom Pawley, the manager,

got ona of the stumps used in this match. This was
duly burnt, and the ashes were placed in & replica of a
cricket-ball, cased ia gold. This is also now cherished as a
family hoirloom.

TH'IE’RE was also anothor lot of " Ashes ™ provided.

» * "
EN who are selected to play for England in Test
M matches receive eaps, but those given to men
who play in England and in the domimious arc
different. Both eaps are of dark blue. On
those given to players who play for England at home, the

Srmaiin

badge is & erown and the three lions of England worked
in red and gold. The badge on the cap given to England

playin in touring sides shows 8t. George and the Dragon
worked in white.
E J -3 -

professionals who aro playing for England in
Australia got.
payment:

PERHAPE you will ba interested to know how much the

Here are the conditions regarding

1. Four hundred pounds for cach professional, and e
possible bonus on the basis of merit and-discipline if the
tour proves a financial success,

2. First-class fare to Australia and back, and thirty
shillings per week on board ship to cover charges for
wines, tobaceo, ete.

_ & Railway fares end travelling expenses in Australis,
including lunches and drinks on such oecasions, and two
pounds per week for personal expensea.

Washing bills are paid, and an allowance made for tips.
The special merit inen on dha last tour roceived as much as
two hundred and fifty pounds cach as bonus.

L | * &

HEN a Test match was played at Melbourna during
w the 1924.5 visit of the England team, new records
were set up for attendances. On New Year's

. Day, 49,413 people paid for admission, which was

a world's record for ae‘?:aat match, and during the whole

Eﬂ.me tha amount taken at the turnstiles amounted to the
uge todal of £22,499,

L B #*

HAT England makes more changes in her Test match

! teams than Australia is plainly illustrated by the

following facts: No fewer than cleven Australians

have taicn part in st least thirty Test matches

between  Australia and Eogland, but only five Ensliuh

nlayers have either touched or Tns&e& the thirly total. Jack

Hohbs, however, ia tha only plaver taking his_ part in the

present series who has played in at least thirty of these
games.

ERE is a page of Test wmateh history which you are
H innch tos young to remember, and which your
father may have forgotten., In & mateh at tho
Oval in 1884, Australia went in to bat on a perfect
wicked, and Lhe England bowlara were Eractica]] powerloss
to get vid of them. They bhatted tho whole of the first day
for only two men out, and in the end totalled 551—a huge
scora for thoso daya. In the eourse of that Australian
inningk, every member of the England side went on to
bowl—the whole eleven—and T V. Grace not only keps
wicket so that the wicket-keeper could have a turn _ab
bowling, but it iz staled that he fielded 1n every p_l.‘-sslhln
position on the fiold. The best analysis for England in that
innings was returned by a lob howler.
Tug Magxer Linnarr.—No. 1,09
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it read out by Skinner, and he felt
almost certain that what Skinner read
out was not anything relating to Billy
Bunter going with his Uncle Ted.

Sammy, inﬁam:l, was rather bewildered
about it all Ho had even tackled
Skinner about it, and had been solemnly
assured by that humorous youth that
what he had read out was exactly what
was now in the letter—that Uncle Ted
was taking Billy with him !

Yet, though Sammy had read the
letter again, he still flatly refused to
cradit e, my knew exactly 1n
what regard Uncle Ted held his nephew
Billy. fIncla Ted, indeed, had openly
called Billy, often enough, a g‘m&d*’,
lazy, uscless little nuisance. In Sammy's
view, Unele Ted, indeed, was as likely
to take Billy Bunter with him abroad
as Dir. Locke would have been!

But there it was—the lotter said so,
and if Sammy dido't believe it, his
brather did. And as he was the fellow
concerned, that was all that really mat-
tered.

Bunter was going! At last the
fellows were beginning to realise it,

The following morning the Owl of tha
Remove got up, merry and bright, full
of his forthcoming trip to Africa. His
aches and pains had gone—or nearly

one. Mr. Prout had laid on heavily,

ut & night's sleep had oased the pain
and blunted the memory of it. Bunter
was himself again, full of plans for the
present and future.

These included, chiefly, his leaving
rale and a subscription. Wherr fallows
left, they usually hold & leaving =ale.
It was not an important function, and
the business transacted was not big or
sensational. Indeed, leaving =ales were
vanally looked uwpon as & joke and an
entertainment.

his

Bunter was determined that
leaving sale should be important, sensa-
tional and businesslike, That morning
the fat junior gave big game huniing
another rest, while he ﬁent his intellect
upon the matter of the sale. Bunter—
for reasons of his own—had decided to
hold the sale that afterncon—e half-
holiday.

This was rother surprising, for the
Remove team had an away match on
at Rookwood; and Harry Wharton, and

most of the important fellows—fellows I

who were likely to buy things from
Bunter—out of kindness only—would
be away.

Really, Bunter might have thought
of that. Perhaps he did.

At all evenls, ‘;m had decided to hold
it that afternoon. and during morning
break Bunter and Fisher T, Fish. the

cute and sharp business man of the
Rem(;lwa, were zeen with their heads
t ther.

he Removites looked upon the forth-
coming sale as an entertainment not to
be missed.
After dinner a natice appeared upon
the notice-board in the Rag. It read as
follows:

ROLL TU'P! ROLL UP!
ROLE UP!
TRATE LEEFING SAHL!

Owing to the aproaching de-
parture from  Gregfriars
WILLIAM GEORGE RBUNTER,
of the REMOVE, for West Affrika
on a Big Game Hunting Toor, o
sail of his goods and chattells weill
e feld in the Rog this afternonn,
Wednesdoy, af three-fifftecn
promé, by Mr. FISHER T. FISH
Esq., of Neto York, the wwell-nown
and turid-renowned orkshuncer.
Masters, sconiors, and juniors mie
kordially invited to alitend this
Tae Micxer Lisrary.—No. 1,081,

grote sail, wohere rwonderfull bar-
ganes will Dbe given away for
praktically nothing.

Signed
WILLIAM GEORGE BUNTER.

ROLL UP! ROLL UP!
ROLL U/

Note : Pleese don’t forget o come
suplied with cash.

Spesshul Note : Spot cash only —
no tie given !

¥. G. Buniler.

The Removiles roared as they read
that striking notice.

“Wall, this takes the bun!” laughed
Harry Wharton. “Spot cash only!
Isn't that just like Bunter?"

“Ha, ha, hal”

“What a pity we shan't bo here!”
said Bob Cherry. “Really, it's too bad
of Billy. I wouldn't have missed it for
anything—except a football match. He
might have considered little us."

“I'm bleszed if I can understand why
he's holding it this afternoon,” said the
captain of the Remove, wrinkling his
brows. “Why can’t he hold the blessed
sale to-night ¥

“Echo asks * Why " ™ grinned Bob.
“You never know when you've Bunter
to deal with,”

“And Fishy!* -chuckled Frank
Nugent. “ What & combination '*

“Here he comes!” sang out Johnny
Bull. “What's this mean, Bunter?
Why are you helding your leaving sale
this afternoon”

“Too bad, Billy!"” szaid Bob Cherry
reproachfully. " And I did so want to
do you a good turn by offering you four-
wnce for your bike. Can we do a deal

efore the sale, do you think?”

Bunter grinned—rather a feeble grin.

“I never thought of you fellows,” he
said calmly, “Quite forgot sbout that
wretched match, you know. Too bad!
Still, I've got an idea, chaps!”

“"Now for it!” murmured Bob.

“It's rather hard lines on you fel-
lows,” said Bunter. “You'll miss all
the splendid bargains. Still, I'll be
uite fair and generous. If you'd each
like to hand me s quid in advance I'll
bid for you—just tell me what you want,
you know. There's iny bike; 1t's really
& splendid machine.”

Harry Wharton & Co. laughed, but
they did not make any offers.

“Well, pleaze yourselves,” said
Dunter, somewhat grumpily. * You'll
be sorry when you see my bike snapped
up by somchody elso at an  absurd
figure.”

“We'll bear up, old [at bean,” said
Bob Cherry.

“Yah!”

Bunter contented himself with
elegant rejoinder and rolled away,

Ten minutes later, Harry Wharton
& Co., carrving thewr handbags, left
the mi‘mul, bhoarded their brake, and
started out for Rockwood.

A crowd of foilowa zaw them off, and
a hearty cheer followed them. Then the
Removiics returned indoors. Tramps,
cycle-rides, and cinemas were “off ¥ for
that aftornocon. The juniors were too
keen to attend Bunter's leaving sale.

The Owl. of the Remove had rolled
down to the gatc: to see the footballers
off, and having seen them safely into
their brake he hurried back into the
Bchool House. For an hour after that
;Fillilam George Buntor was busy—very

Us¥

that

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Trouble at the Auction !

i ENTLEMEN !™

G “Hear, hear !"

“Go it, Fishy!”
“Tell the world !™

“Ha, has, ha!*

_ The crowd of juniors in the Rag were
in_rather a hilarious mood.

Fisher T. Fish rubbed his bony hands
together as he gazed on the assembly.
Fisher T. Fish was to have & good per-
gentage of the profits from the sale, Fﬁm
Transatlantic junior had his own
n_Bpmmm as to the ownership of the goods

unter was putting up for auction,

It was none of Fisher T. Fish’'s busi-
ness, however, what Bunter was putting
up for sale. His job was to sell the
goods, and to get the best prices ho
could for them—and that job could not
have been placed in better hands than
Fisher T. Fish, of New York.

The business man of the Remove
glanced with great satisfaction at the
crowd of grinming juniors. Behind him
Billy Bunter's fat face showed equal
iﬂlsﬁﬁﬂn' Eki;,mﬂ;:hw“ ha]su thn;aﬂ';u
n offidial capaci ough none of the
other fiarlln::g-.-.r!s:l I-:l:?a:w that,  His aid,
willingly given for & considerable sum
in cash, was to consist of “fake " bids,
to encourage other bidders, it being
understood, of course, that none of the
goods were to be knocked down to him.

“Gentlemen,” proceeded Fisher T.
Fish, *gentlemen, galoots, and gentle
pl']ﬁ'lmﬂh I'm durned glad to sce you
all here. T guess it's no good me tellin’
tall yarns to such a cutes and educated
crowd es I see before me in this hyer
auction-room. I guess I'm goin' to stick
to plqglt:ﬁgta an ﬁgﬁmahnnd not insult
your i igence with tall, fancy tales.”

“Ha, hn,gt?a.l" v

“Good for you, Fishy 1"

:'%::t on wii'h the washing 1”

! guess I'm going to!™ grinned
Fisher T. Fish, ?nl:irfg u ang alarm
clock from the table before him. “ This
hyer's lot one and I guesr T've never
seen a finer ticker. Fit for a duke's
mantelpiece, that clock is. You can take
my word for it, gents! It doesn’t hap-

n to be ticking at this precizo momaent,

t that’s solely because my client forgot
to wind the thing up last night.

“Hs, ha, ha”

“ Firstclass quality; jewelled in every

link,” continued Fishy, raising his
voice. “A real, gili-edged bargain,
gentlemen, What offers for this silver-

mounted clock with bells on, and made
in—

* America 1" sugﬁ'eﬁted Bolsover, *I
offer tuppence. want something to
take potshotz at with my new airgun.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Gentlemen, do be serious!” pleaded
Fishy. " Now, what offers? One mis-
guided, slab-sided humorist has offered
twopence. Waal, to get pgoing we'll
start with that absurd figure.. What
further offor:, gentsi?”

And Fisher T. Fish rapped smartly
on_his rostrum.

Further offers did not come qluiul:l:.'.
Tho fellows knaw that clock. It
was & cheap slarm clock that had re-

sed, for terms, on the mantlelpiecs

tudy No. 7. Bunter had always
claimed that it was his clock. Peter
Todd allowed him to cloim it, simp!
because Peter would have been asliame
to own it himself. Actually, it had
been left behind by a previous owner of
the study ages ago.

“YWaal, I puess I am surprised,” went
on Fishy, as no further bids were made.
“This handsome clock, gentlemen—just
look at it. A real bargain, geniz. An
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With the raging far-
mer in hot pursuit,
Billy Bunter made a
bae—l:nemi:trr tth&
hedge. oriun-
ately, however, he
was too shori-
sighted to see the
ditech which ran
parallel with it
There was a splash
as the Owl of the
Remove floundered
inte it. “*¥Yar-
oooogh ! ** he yelled,
waler splashing over
his podgy form and
features. “ Gug-
gug-groogh ! **

{See Chapler 0.)

nnredeemed Flodge, I should imagine,
from Bunter's uncle’s pop-shop.”

“Ha, hs, ha "

Even that lailed to make the bidding
brisker, and ot last Fishy, in deep dis-
gust, was obliged to knock down that
ancient timepiece (o Dolsover. The
clock was passed over to Bolsover—alfter
he bad handed over the twopenco—but
it nover reached him as a clock. Some-
how it descended to the floor, and for
scveral wild and whirling sceonds that
¢lock was passed from boot to boot amid
an uproar of yells and laughter. Dy
the tume Bolsover rescued it it was a
badly-ben* chunk of metul, springs
and wheols, and Bolsover grinned and
kicked it through the open window.

Compelition was a trifle more keen
for the next lot, It was a crickot bat.
Once it had had a name printed on thoe
blade, but someone had guite recently
seratched it off. Only Bunter himself
knoew who that somoeone wasa,

“Well, I'm blowed ! gasped Snoop.
“1 never knew that fat ass owned a bat
at all. He's boned that from some-
where.”

“Oh, really, Sooep—

"Ha, ha, ha!”

“What offers for this really boautiful
bat 7" bawled Fishy hurriedly. “All
tho sporting gents present can see what
& genuing bargain this ia at any price
below o quid. Did you say ten bob,
Redwing

“No, I didn't,” grinned Redwing.
“But I'll offer five beb, providing I
have a guaranteo that 1t belongs to
Bunter.”

“*Ha, ha, hal”

“Any advance on five bob?* shouted

-

“Did yon

Fishy, hia eyes gleasming.
say six, Skinner?" ! :

“That's right—six bob,"” said Skinner
cheorfully.

That bat was well worth more than six

shillings—as Skinner could ece. But
other fellows had come to the same con-
clusion, and ot ten-and.six tho bat was
knocked down to Vernon-8mith, who
wasn't apperently, quite so suspicious
of Bunter as his chum Redwing.

The bidding and selling grew brisk
after that. A pair of good boxing-

loves fell to Vernon-8mith for five
ghillings, and a pair of footer boots—
obviously not Bunter's own property,
though he claimed Lord Mauleverer had
given them to him—were snapped up by
Ceeil Reginald Temple of the Upper
Fourth., Then in quick succossion o
silver peneil-case, a pocket-kmfe, a
silver watch, and another pair of box-
ing-glovea fell under the hammer, and
the eyes of Dunter and Fisher T. Fish
gleamed greedily. o

Really, it was surprisin
had possessed so man
was common knowledme, of course, that
Bunter had been “cadging " round the
fellows for days for things to offer nt
1|ia|f.u=tiun- Bgt most of t:l_ml lots were
really good, ond were certainly genuine
hargiin:. Jud ing by tho resulis,
Bunter had undou ly excelled hun-
self at the “cadging ™ game.

As the money began to roll in, the
faces of Fishy and Billy Buonter grew
brighter and brighter. Drisker and
brisker became the bidding, and Dunter
fairly perspired as he handed up the
“lata ” one by one to the auctioneer,
who disposed of them rapidly and
cfiiciently.

that Buntor
useful things., It

Fisher L. Fish was a fellow who loved
to drive o hard bargain. It was really
aurprising that he did. not insist upon

arder bargains now. Porhapa he was
in & hurry to get through with the
sale.

Now and sgan lIlinﬁﬁ,_tltlh obviously
had long been Bunter’s own properly
came up fer sale—familiar things. A
roar of cheers and laughter weut up
as Punter'a famous gremophone was
placed on the rostrum by Fisher 'I'. Fish,
The bidding for that was not brisk. It
was knocked down at last for a shilling
to Tubb of the Third who said he
wanted the case to make a cage for
iz whito mice.

Still, a shilling was a shilling, and it
helped to swell the pile of cash accumu.
lating on the rostrum,

Billy Bunter grinned benevolently.

Fisher °T. Fiaﬁ rubbed his bony hauds
towether,

“Whuat about Bunter's bike?” yelled
Russell. * Buck up and shove that up,
Fishy I"

“Ha, ha, ha!®

“PBunter's machine has been pur-
chased by private treaty,” explained the
auctioneer, who head himself given
Bunter—or, rather, promised him—ive
shillings for it. "It will, therefore, not
be put up for auction ot this sale,
gentlemen,”

“Who's the philanthropist?” asked
Ogilvy., “You, f‘:.shy‘.i”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Gentlemen, 1 guess I'm here for
businrss, not to hear little jokes," said
Fisher T. TFish hurriedly. " Now, I'll
ask vou to lock at Lot 15, hyer. A real
dmuﬁ' hoto-frame, fit to hold =a

THE RET Lisrany.—No. 1,081,
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president's likeness, 1 Ei)um_ What
offers? Did ﬁm:: n-a.r a bob, SBkinner 1"

Ekénn&r i the soft impeach-
men

S Any advance on o bob1” bawled the
Trénsatlantio junior. “What? No ad-
vance on & bDob for this solid silver
frame? Jerusalem crickets! Oh, holy
smoke ! Of all the tight-fisted jays——"

“"Knock it down to your pal, Skm-
ner,” suggested Bolsover.

"55[5-. Ea ha 1®

Mast of the fellows had spotted
Skinner's game by.this time. But they
were 10 a hilarions mood, and they
roared. :

“Waal, I swow !” exclaimed Fishy, in
deep disgust. “Gentlemen—did
“{'i? one-and-threepence, Wibley 7

ibley badn’t, but he grinned and
nodded: After all, the frame looked. a
jc-llg good “one, and was worth.it. He
m his money, and he took the frame.
t groved to be the lasi sale, though

it wasn't the last lot. Fishy reached
behind to Bunter, and the Owl of the
Remove handed up & camera.

“That's the last, Fishy,” whispered

Bunter, fairly gasping {for breath.
“Buck up! I'm hungry, and Mrs.
Mimble's got soma ripping rabbit-pies.”

Fishy placed Lot he last of all—

on the rostrum. It was really & hand-
some camera, small, and compact. And

& glance showed that 1t wasz a New.
As it was placed for all to see, Ogil
of the Remove gave a gasp. He shm;i

his way nearer to the rostrum, and then,
a8 he got a nearer view of the “lot”
he gavo & ruar.[ " he bellowed

* Bunter, you fat rotter !" he be :
“That's m Fc?n:ﬁeral"

“Eh? Your—your camera, Ogilvy®™
f“ped Bunter, ‘' Oh, really, you know,

thought it was Bob Cherry's—I mean,”
Bunter correoted himself hastily, “I
thought it was—was mine 1™

iE a, hﬂ., hllll

There was a roar of laughter at that.
Ogilvy's face fAushed, and he shook &
fist at Bunter.

“¥ou fat rotter!” he hooted. “I
see it now! I lent that camera to Bob
Cherry days ago.  You must have
pinched it from his study, you fat
th]FEII:':I Oh erik Oh

. erikkay ! ,» really, Ogilvy,
that's rather thick!"” said Btil:lteE rﬁ-
covering himself gquickly and drawing
himself up with dignity. “I hope
you're ashamed of yourself for making

auch a wicked, unfounded charge ngainst
me.’’

ll]

uese you're off your cabeza,
ﬂgﬂ?yﬁ’ said Fisher T. Fish, a trifle
uncasily. “If this is your camera, then

T guess=—-""

"“Of courgs it’s my camera!" howled
Ogilvy. “Russell here knows it well,
and several other rhaps here, too, I
lent it to Bob Cherry——""

“D-dud-did you? gasped Bunter.
“Oh, fancy that rotter Bob Cherry
giving me & thing that didn't belong
to him! I'm ﬂurErisad at Bob, I must
eey! T hope you'll understand that it
gin't my fault, though; and that, as it
was fman to me for my leaving sale,
1t belongs to mo now. Ain't that only
fair, you fellows?”

o i—la, ha, ha I

“Fairl T'll jolly well give you fair
you fmt rotter[” yelled ggihr?. w1t
you've damaged it I'll jolly well smash
you | Hand me my dashed camera,
Fishy 1"

“T guess not,” said Fisher T. Fish
coolly, ™1 reckon this hyer camera
was handed me by my client to sell, and
I guess I'm going to sell it. I kinder
guess and calevlate that— Hyer, keap
off, you mugwump! Yoooocopl”
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Ogilvy had grabbed at his camera—
if it really was his—and Fisher T. Fish
had unwisely pushed him away. In the
scuffie the camera was knocked off the
rostrum and erashed to the Hoor.

That did it. Fisher T. Fish howled
ficndishly as Ogilvy's fist took him in
tha eye. Bunter yelled still mora
fiendishly as Ogilvy's other fist landed
on his podgy little nose.

Bunter took it quietly—at least, he
did not hit back. Fishy did; and the
next moment the rostrum went erashin
over ns ho and Ogilvy waltzed an
danced about, pummelling each other
often and hard.

A seene of wild confusion reigned
after that. Billy Bunter took advantage
of it to cease lmg-ging his nose and to
start gathering the money to ather.
Fortunately—for his purpose—Fishy had
already put most of it in a cloth bag, in
readiness to go, and Bunter soon scooped
uF- the rest. Than, like the Arabs of
old, he stole silently away with it.

Saveral fellows saw him go—quite a
number, in fact—but they were too help-
less with laughter to attempt to stop
him had they wanted to. And scarcely
had Bunter taken his stealthy deparbure,
when Wingate and Walker, having
heard the rumpus from afar, came
hurrying into the Rag.

They asked no questions and passed
NoO FemAarks. Thrﬂr‘ just sat to work with
their ashplants. ien seconds the fight
between Fisher T. Fish and Ogilvy was
over, and in ten seconds after that the
room was empty.

The great and sensational leaving sale
was over, and Billy Bunter was already
doing his best to relieve himself of the
burden of the proceeds in the tuckshop.
From his point of view, it had been a
great and plorious ruccess. But, though
the sale was over, its results certainl
weren't—as Billy Bunter was to fin
out.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
The Reckoning !

7 URRAH!”
H “How many?’
_ Dick Russell.

“Two—ocne "

“For Grer;i-friara. of course?"”

“Yes—we've licked 'em!”

“Hurrah 1" :

It was o much louder cheer this time,
and it did not come from the footballers
in the brake that was just drawing up
before the gates, but from the crowd of
follows waiting for the return of the
Bemovye team. :

“Yes, we've licked 'em!" grinned

ballowed

Bob Cherry. “Jimmy Silver and his
men put up a ﬁgod fight, but—"
“We must have put up a better!”

laughed Harry Wharton, his face ruddy
and cheery. “It was a jolly good game,
anyway "'

“* And three more cheers for little us (™

“Ha, ha, hat"

The footballers dropped from the
brake in a laughing, triumphant crowd.
They were surrounded by tho fellows
waiting, and esco , in the wintry
dusk, through the gates and across the
Close to the lighted hallway of the
Bchool House. !

There was always a good reception ab
Greyfriars for returning footballers—
whether they had won or lost. In this
case they had won, and there was no
mistaking the nature of their r ion.

After reporting to Wingate and Mr.
Quelch, Harry Wharton & Co. left the
rest and went up to Study No. 1. ‘They
had already had one tea at Rookwood
beford ]E“iﬂ%. but they were quite
ready for onother “snock.”

And they had one. A fire was quickly
made, the kettla put on, and acon the
were devouring boiled eggs and bread-
and-butter, with jam, and still more
bread-and-butter to follow, and & big
plum-cake to wind up the meal.

They had just finished, and were feal-
ing happy and satisfed, when Bob
Cherry gave a sudden chuckle.

“My hat! I wonder how old Bunter's
leaving sale went off"" he remarked.
“Let's go down and find out. 1 bet
there was some fun—especially when his
bike and gramophone were put up!™

“"Blessed if I know what else the fat
ass has to sell I” grinned Frank Nugent.
“Yeosz, lot's go down, chaps!”

“*Hold on!"’ said Harry Wharton.

For some time Harry had been glane-
ing about the room in rather a puzzled
manmner. L

“Hold on!"” be exclaimed, still look-
ing -round the room. “ Haven't you
noticed that the study loocks queer—
bare somehow? What's gone from the
mantelpiece "

(1] Mj huh -Irlll‘

As the other juniors glonced round
they also noticed something unusual in
the aspect of Study No. 1.

“Phew! You're right, Harry!” said
Frank Nugent, looking suddenly serious.
““Blessed if it doesn't look as if gidd
burglars have beenr heral Why, where's
the giddy study clock?™ ;

“And my photo-framc!"’ said Harry
Wharton suddenly. “I =ay, this looks
queer | Here's the photo I had in it—
& gilver frame it was—but that’s gone!"

“There'as more than that pgonel”
gasped Nugent. “Look at the | lessed
cupboard, too! Somebody’s been in here

rum ing 4 . i

“Anﬁ oning 1hings, too!” said
Jnhnn_'f Bull grimly. “Phew! What a
mess [’

The study cupboard was in & mess—
the lower cupboard, that is, where the
juniors kept various sporting equipment
and all kinds of things in everyday use,
They were just staring blankly inside,
when a“knock came to the door and
Ogilvy entered. He looked rather
queerly at Bob Cherry, and he also
looked none too good-tempered.

“0Oh, you've got back, then!” he

grunted. *You licked 'em, I hear.”
“Yes, two—onol A jolly good
game ! 5
“Oood! I say, Cherry, my pippin.
I've got

bone to E-in::k with you! YWhat
about my camera?”’

“Eh? What about it? Oh, sorry 1
didn't bring it back, ald bean!” grinned
Boh. '""It's still on the bookease in my
study. I’ll trot along and—" .

“It jolly well isn't!” snorted Ogilvy
wmthi{llly. “1 suppose it's idiotic to
ask you, but—did you give the dashed
thing to Duntor?”

d Bob.

“Punter | yelle
not! Whyt" _ ;

“He says you did—for his rotten
leaving sale!" snapped Ogilvy. “ It was
E:ut up for auvection, and whon I went for

“Of courss

im nbout it he said you'd given it
himé;; L

] , grea i 1

Bob gimr pgfnmd blankly at Ogilvy.
Then he doubled up and roared.

“Ha, ha, ha! ar old Bunty! 8o
that's how he's been gotting his stuff for
his giddy salo1”

“Jt's nothing to laugh at, you foot-
ling owl!” hooted Ogilvy., “Now. my
camera's smashod—it'll cost ten bob to
get it repaired, you mnkliqg idiot 1"

“It certainly 1sn't nr't.;;thmg to laugh
at,"” agreod Hur:r;f Wharton, eyoing
Ogilvy curiously. “But, come to that,
Ogilvy, what tho thump are you doing
wearing my tiopint left that ticpin
on the mantelpicoe here this morning



EVERY
BATURDAY.

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

PRIOBR
TWOPENCE. a

It’s a tiepin that you don't see every
day, and was brought from India h{
I:I:Ji'_ uncle. And it's pretty valuable,
believe I j

_ “Wha-whai?” gasped Ogilvy, with a
jump. '

“1 sup Buntoer put that up for
sale, did he?" said Harry grimly. " Did
you buy it at hia auction, Ogilvy?"”

“0Oh, great pipl Yes, I gave a couple
of boh for it. I rather liked it. Oh,
my hat! And it's worth—"

“(Goodness knows what it's worth, but
I wouldn't lose it_for anything!" said
Harry quietly. “I’ll give you the two
bob back for it.”

Qgilvy silently removed the tiepin
from his tie, and handed it to Harry.

“You jolly well won't give me the
two bob back 1" he snorted, “But I'm
oing to take it out of Bunter’s fat

ide! I think we'd better go and look
for the fat burglar, and— Great pip|
That must be why Toddy and Linley
were after Bunter's blood a few minutes
ago. They were raging!” _

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Bob Cherry
5Llﬂdemiy catching sight of a silver panmi
CABO dpmje«ntmg from Ogilvy's pocket.
“And did you buy that pencil case at
the sale, too, Ogilvy? It belonged to
ma this morning. Bunter must have
boned it from my study.”

“ Oh-crumbs | "

Ogilvy's face was scarlet, With a
voar of rage ho made a jump for the
door. He was swiitly followed by Harry
Wharton & Co., who, with the exception
of the chuckling Bob Cherry, were
breathing hard with wrath.

In the passago they found thot the
Scottish junior %ad collided with Squiff
of the Remove. Squiff appeared to be
in a towering rage—a very unusual
thing for him.

“fBean that fat thief Bunter any-

where?" he was roaring. “I'm going
to smash him into little pieces. LVyou
know what he's done? Collared my

spare footer boots and sold them by
auction at his confounded leaving sale.
I found Wibley just trying 'em on 1"

“(Oh, my only hat!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Bob Cherry.

“It's nothing to laugh at!” roared
Qquiff. “ And that isn’t all. The fatk
rotter’'s mlso boned a pair of boxing-
gloves of mine—they're missing, any-
way. And they're not the only things
that have disappeared, either. Oh, the
—'tll]rE""_'-'” :

“This iz getting jolly serious|” said
Harry Wharton, frowning. “So this
is why Bunter held his leaving sale this
afternoon., I thought it ruminy at tho
time. It was so that he eould raid our
etudies whilo wo were away, and bono
things for his leaving sale.”

“Phew! You—you've hit it|"

“The scheming fat burglar!™

“It's the absolute limit!"™ gasped
Squiff. “I heard DBulstrede yelling
wbout something when I rushed past his
study, and I bet he's missed things, too.
T believe there were heaps of things sold
at the blessed sale—and I bet precious
little belonged to Bunt——"

“Yarrooooogh |7

A distant howl interrupted Sampson
Quiney IfHay Field. It was in thoe un-
mistakable tones of William George
Bunter of the Remove.

“That sounds like Bunter now !
chuckled Bob Cherry. ‘'Some of the
avengers have collared him for a cert.
Come on |™

But the rest of the Removites wero
already rushing in the direction from
which that wild vell of woe had come.
Rarely, if over, hed such a crowd of

juniors been so duaferutu'lr eager to gob
within reach of William George Bunter.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
More Trouble for Bunter !

{1 FEEL better now 1™
Thus Billy Bunter sz he slid off
tha stool in Mrs., Mimble's tuck-

shop.
Billy had dona himself well—very well,
im]eeg. Really the world seemed o
kindly place to William George Bunter
just then. He had nearly eleared Mra.
,Jﬂnfl.imhlc'a shop of tarts and cakes, and
sausage-rolls and lemonade—all Bunter's
favourite delicacics. Moreover, Bunter’s
pockets were stuffed with toffes and
chocolate—and he still had a consider-
able amount of cash in his pocket.
“Ripping | murmured DBunter, his
fat face very shin% “Those sausage-
rolls were a treat, Mrs. Mimble1”
Mrs, Mimhle beamed upon Bunter.
She didn't always beam on Bunter—not

by a long way. It wasa vory rare thing
indeed for the tuckeshop dame to beam
on Bunter. Certainly he was her best

. customer. None the less, Mrs. Mimble

always looked upon the Owl of the
Remove with a very suspicious eye.
And she had always wanted to ses his
money before she served him |

On this occasion she had seen Bunter’s
money—plenty of it. That was enough
for Mrs. Mimble. 3

Bunter had kept her very busy indeed.

But he was satisfied now—for the time:

being. Mozgover, the dusk was sottling
thick in the Close outside, and it was

very near closing time for the tuck-

shop.

S0 Bunter ed off the stool, breath-
rather bard.

e nodded to Mrs. Mimble, and after

10
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blinking into the misty, dusky Close, he
started off for the li hted doorway of
the School House. ut as he drew
nearer and nearer his footsteps slowed
down, almost of their own accord.

The fact was that Billy Bunter, now
the feast was over—Ilor the time bein
was beginning to feel rather uneasy, He
wondered if, after all, that feast had
been worth the reckoning he ran the
risk of having to face.

Bunter grunted, and his footstepa be-
came slower.

Tt would be a bit too thick, he reflected
bitterly, if trouble were to follow that
blissful feed in the tuckshop. It seemed
scarcely creditabla that the fellows might
kick up a fuss about a few measly things,
Yet they might! What did they care
about the feelings of a fellow who, in a
fow days time, would be shaking the
dust of Greyfriars from his feet—would
soon ba facing death in the deep, dark
jungles of West Africa?

Nothing at all, Bunter told himself.
He knew them only too well. They
aven might be jolly glad to be
rid of him—they'd said as much more
than once during the last few days.
Bunter burned inwardly with righteous
indignation at the pathetic thought of
their heartlesa disregard of his feeliogs
in the matter. Certainly the fellows
had backed him up splendidly at the
sale. All the things—excepting that
beast Ogilvy's camera—had been sold
and paid for. DBunter had now spent
most of the money, and hiz purchases

with it were now, at that moment,
causing rather a disturbance in
his interior, But the fellows had only

backed him uwp for their own ends—

because they knew they were petting
real bargains.

What would they care 1if trouble
followed about the few measly things
he had “supplied” for his sale?
Nothing at all!

And there would be trouble—Bunter
had an uneasy, growing certainty on
that point.

It was teo thick. ¥Yet the only thin
was to go indoors and face it if it di
come—hoe couldn’t stay out in the Close
all night. The footballers had re-
turned—he had heard the checrs while
in the tuckshop. They wauld
excited—too elsted at their victory to
bother about anything for that evening.

At least, he hoped they would!

Bunter rolled into the lighted Hall
and went slowly upstairs He {felt
obliged to ‘go slowly chiefly because of
the weight he was carrying inside him.
Really ho wished he had not had those
last few smusage-rolls|
. All the fellows seemed to be in their
studies—they usually wera ab that hour.
Bunter felt thankful for that. He
reached Study No. 7 safely and entered
cautiously.

It was as well he did =0, for as he
entered Peter Todd, who happened to
be rummaging in the cupboard at the
moment, looked round and saw him.

He gave & roar.

“8o hera you are, you fat burglar!”
he roared. “ You've come back at last,
have you? I've boen hunting every-
where for vou this last few minutes—so
have a good many fellows for that
matter.”

“0Oh dear! 1 sus-say, Peter—dear old
fellow! 1It's all right! Look here, if
it's about my— Ow |

Bunter turned and bolted for his life.
Toddy, with a ferocious gleam in his
eyes, had not waited for his explana-
tion—if it was to have been that. He
had jumped round the table for Bunter,
and not liking the look in his study-
mate's eves, the Owl of the Remove had
not waited.

He flew, loaded up to the Plimsoll
lino as he was, He went along the
passage like a champion on the cinder-
path, and after him went Peter Todd.

“Come back, Bunter|” roared Peter.

“Yah! Beastl”

Bunter did not come back. He went
down tho stairs at a surprising speed
considering his bulk. Peter went after
him, shouting threats and warnings.
The only Jeor on the p a down-
stairs that was open was the g, and
knowing it was likely to be cmpty at
thet hour, Bunter flew inside and
banﬁed the door shut.

There was no key in the lock, but
the fot junior grabbed a form and
fairly rushed it to the closed deor. Then
he grabbed another, and jammed that
against the first one, The next moment
Peoter Todd reached the door and turned
the knob :

“Yarrooocogh I Bunter yolled in fear-
ful apprchension.

“Come out, you fat frog!” bawled

Poter. *“Open thiz dashed door, you
fat burglar! Fll teach you to zoll my
dashed things for your blessed leaving

galal You'll leave Greyiriara on an
ambulance when you do go!”

“Ow " gaspad "Bunter through the
koeyhole. " I—I sus-say, Pater, old
fallow, don’t be so mean! Don't—don't
forget that I'm leaving Greyiriars soon

at you will never ¢ee mo any more.
I may get aovoured by wild beasts, or
savage natives, you know. ¥You'd be
sorry you'd been unk-kind to me then!
Dear old fellow, remember the good
times wo've had together |”

“ You- yon—  Open this dashed
door, Bunter 1" hissaed Peter Todd.

Tug MagyeT LipEart.—No. 1,091
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“Owi 1 say, I'll make it all right,
Peter, old chap! I'll bring you back
some lion ekins and tiger skins, an‘d
pome tusks—ivory, you know, Ib's
frightfully expensive, I believe, That'll
maﬁm it right over your measly old
things. Besides, I never took 'em. It
must have been that awful rotter,
Skinoer ™

Bang, bang, bang! :

Toddy flung his weight against the
door. Evidently Bunter’s generous offers
did not appeai to him, His measly old
things were, possibly, more valuable
in his eyes than all the skins and ivory
tusks that Bunter wasz likely ever to
get. As ho bombarded the door Bul-
strode came along.

“3een that little worm DBunter yet,
Toddy 1" he snorted ferociously. “He's

in thero now? Oh, good egp! We'll
jolly soon have the fat little beast out
of that 1"

“Owl Oh erikey!" sounded through
the kerhole.

rash, crash, crash ! i
Eulatmﬂu and hi"atgr Tndddptu; their
weight against the door, an ar
thaajrg meﬁ‘cu.mu the barricade. The
forms were sent spinning away, and a
howl arose from Billy Bunter as he
wenbt with them. DBut it was more a
how! of dire appreliension than of pan.
For the door flew back the next instant,
and the two avengers dashed in and
grabbed their quarry.

“Yarrooocoogh !

Bunter’s yell was enough to awake
the colebrated Seven Sleepers, and it
was that vell Harry Wharton & Co.
heard from the Remove passage, and it
very soon brought them rushing to the
spot—and other fellows who were In
search of Bunter also.

Retribution was at hand. Bunter had
boasted end bragged of his remarkable

luck when face to face with savage
Eaam. It remained now to be seen how
he would ezt when face to face with
savage Reraovites!

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Only Skinner’s Little Joke !

i ARROOCOOGH I
i It only needed another wild
vell to direct Harry Wharton
% Co. to the spot, and they
very soon heard it. Indeed they-heard
a constant succession of yells after that
Grst one.
“In the Rag!” gasped Harry Whar-
ton. *Come on ™
They rushed downstaire—Bob Cherry
going by way of the banisters. He
reached the Kag first, and he darted in
through the open door. Bunter was
struggling and yelling in the grasp of
Bulstrode snd T
“Yarroooogh !
wasn't me ! tell you I never touched
vour measly stuff! Yow! TYoooop!
Ow-ow ! 1t must have been a—yow-ow !
—burglar! Bosides, I only—yooop [—
borrowed the rotten thin{,a! Ow-ow |
Leggo! T'll pay 'em all back! Yow!
I tﬁ vou 1 haven't spent all the—
Yowoooooop 1"
“Pinch our things and sell 'em, would

ou?" roarad George Bulstrade, “My
t! Of all the norvel We'll make a
dashed example of the fat £ this

time ! Hallo, hore’s some more chaps!
The mora the merrier| Bump him!
Roll him over! Jump on him ! Smother
the fat rotter in ink! Boil him in o1l I”

Y arroooooogh *

Bunter's wild wail of woe reang far
and wide. It was recognised by many
of the fellows who Iﬁﬁi};enﬁd to be hunt-

ith

h.% for the hapless am E'aofﬁe Just
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oddy.
H'glpt Murder! It DBut—

then, and it scon brought them to the

Rag,

EE alse brought Mr. Quelch,

He was almost running when he came
nlong the corridor and stopped ab the
open door of the Rag.

He blinked in at the scone, astounded
beyond measure at what he saw.

Buntor was quite invisible at the
moment. But from somewhera beneath
the heaving mass of avengers came his
mufled howls.

Yarrooogh ! Ow-ow ! Yooop !
Gerroff | Ow ! Help | Police! Murder |”

It was more like a shriek now, Mr.
Quelch stood in the doorway almost
t.r?tnsﬁtmil_" Then he found his voice.

It was like the deep boom of & big
drum.

“0h, my kat!"

“Look out] Quelchy 1™

Mr. Queleh’s well-known tones had an
immediate effect on the raggera. They
scrambled off Bunter. It was just as
well for that fat youth's health that

they did so. He lay on the dusty floor,
his chest heaving, his fat cheeks pufiing
end blowing. He seemed quite ond

yelling now.

“Boys!” Mr. Quelch's voice now re-
sembled tho roll of thunder. * Boys,
how—how dars ul Such
defiance of law and order—such scandal-
ous, outrageous conduct | Blesz my soul !
Is that Buntor? Bunter—wretched boy !
Can it be—is it possible that you are
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causing trouble again! Is it possible
that you are responsible for this—this
disgraceful nproar "

“Ow! Groooogh! Oh erikey! Ow-
ow! Ow-ow-ow! Groooogh!” gasped
Bunter,

“Get up this instant, sic!” thundered
Mr, Queleh, “ ¥ou hear me, Bunter?"

Bunter heard, but he did not heed—
he couldn't. But Harry Wharton and
Potor Todd helped him to stagger to
his feet. Foter Todd was looking n
trifle remorseful now as he looked at
the hapless Owl of the Remove. Cer-
tainly Bunter had descrved a record
ragging—and more, much more.

u

“Bunter 1" gasped Mr. Queleh., T
demand to know at once, sir, what this
amazing sceno means,”

" Ow-ow 1" ]

“Wharton, I think you had better
e::‘!ﬂuiu [* snid Mr. Quelch iecily.

Oh crumbs!” groanad Harry,

“I am waiting, Wharton I” thunderad
the Remove master. “"What is the
meaning of this disgraceful outrage?
Why were you all, apparently, attack-
ing Bunter ¥ If you do not explain with-
out further delay I shall take the matter
before Dr. Locke for him to deal with.
Now "

Harry locked at his chums, and he
looked at Buanter. But there was no
help for it—he knew that, Better for
Mr, Quelch to deal with it—and Bufiter
—than the Head. In any case, it was
hopeless to think of keoping DBunter's
gins secret mow. A few minutes’ cross-

examination of the fatuous and obtuse
Owl of the Remove would soon toll Mr.
Quelch all he wanted to know.

Harry met hiz chums' eyes, and he
read approval there. Bunter gave him
& desperate blink of WATDING, but
Harry ignored it—for Bunter's own

good.  The next moment Harry was
oxplainin ealing as lightly as he
could with Bunter’s transgressions.

Mr. Quelch stared as he proceeded.
As he ended he gave something ro-
sembling a snort. 5

o

“ Monzense — utter nonsense "

snapped. “Bless my soul! Bunter !
b ! Yes, sir "
“You have acted in & most repre-

hensible manner |
scandalised that

A AaMmMAze
ou can have dared to
procecd with such & bare-faced decep-
tion! . You are porfectly well aware
that you are not leaviog Greyiriars in
order to go abroad. It is all stuff and
nonsensa! Pah!"

“0Oh, really, s-sus-sic 1" gasped Bunter.
“"These fellows' will tell you it's true
n:nmlg:h. My Uncle Ted's taking me.
That's why I wanted to borrow Mr,
Prout's rifla last night—to practise
shooting for when I get there, sir.”

“Bless my soul! Bunter, I really
begin to think that veu really believe
what you state I

“It—it's true enough, sir said
Harry Wharton. “ At least, we've all
scen the letter.”

“What latter is this?" domanded Mr.
uelch, hiz brow grim. “Bunter, I

emand to see that letter if you estill
have it in your possession,”

Bunter had, and he produced it, a
big slab of sticky tofee adhering to the
envelope. But the letter inside was
slean enough—or tolerably clean for
Bunter. Mr. Quelch read it. Skinner
of the Remove shivered a trifla as he
saw Mre. Quelch's knitted brow. Skinner
had a very wholesome respect for Mr.

welch’'s astuteness—if not for Mr.

olch himself. !

But Mr. Queleh looked up after a
moment.

“This appears to be all in order,
Bunter,” he said, in astonished accents.
“ But—really, this is too much. To my
knowledge we have not yet received
from your father any official communi-
cation mgu.'rﬂlni the matter. Your
father should have acquainted Dr.
Locke or mysclf of his decision in regard
to the mattar, Bunter™

“Owl Yes, sirl He—he's a very
busy man, sie!”

Mr. Quelch sot his lips.

“It iz very strango indeed,” ha said
dryly. “You are not at all the sort of
person I should imagine a man, goin
to Afriea on such an dition, w-uuig
be likely to take with him, Bunter. It
is very strange. I will telephone
without delay to your father. No boy
will leava the room until my return.”

Mr. %u]nh’s steely glance swept tha
room. o boy was IiE&Iy to leave the
room after that. Mr. Quelch came
back five minates later. The room was
in & buzz, but silence fell instantly as
he came in. The Remove master's face
was very grim—very grim indeed.

He looked =&t unter. Bunter
shivered under his steely glare.

“l have spoken to your father,
Bunter, He was very amazed and
ahgry indeed when he heard what you
have told me. He says, as I cxpected
almost, that it 13 utter nonsense. Ho
had no intention of allowing you to go
abroad, and vour uncle has no intention
whatever of taking you with him.”

“Qh! Oh crikey |”

Bunter almost collapsed.

“He states,” resumed Mr, Quelch in
terrible tones, “that the letter he sent

i!]l
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“ We'll Jolly soon have the fai little beast out,* said Bolsover. *‘ Put your beef into i1, Toddy ! ** Crash, crash, crash !
The door gave way at last under the combined weight of the two juniors, and the forms behind It went crashing up against

Bunter, sending him spinning backwards. ** Yaroooh [ ** yelled the fat Junior.

must have been altered in some way. In
his letter he referred onlyto a wolfhound
—a dog named Rex that is to seccompany
your uncle to Africa, with your father’a
permission, You, Bunter, were not
mentioned in connection with the matter
at all.™

“Ow! Oh dear!”

“Let me see
Bunter " .

Bunter handed over the leiter again,
with a deep, deep groan. All his hopes,
all hiz=dreams, all his ambitious pro-

ammes were falling about his head
ike a pack of cards.

Harold Skinner saw Mr. Quelch ad-
just hia spectacles, and begin to scan
the lotter closely—very closely indeed.
Harold Skinner started to sidle towards
the door—vary cautiously.

But Mr. Quelch, as was well known in
tha Romove, had the eyes of a hawk.
His voice rasped out at once.

“Skinner, I said that no boy was to
leavo the room before my return. That
order still holds good. I will ask you
presently why you appear to be so
anxious to leave the room at this junc-
ture in the proceedings.”

“0Oh dear |*

Skinner returned. Mr. Quelch locked
up from the letter.

* Bunter,” he said grimly, * you have
been the victim of &' somewhat cruel
practical joke. Two words have been
erased from this letter, and two other
words substituted. The sentence which
should havo read: ‘I have agreed to
allow him to take Rex with him’' has

thet letter again,

been altered so that it now reads: *I
have agreed to allow him to take you
with him." *

“Owl! Oh crumbs!™

“Did any other perzon sce this letter
before you, Bunter?” asked Mr. Quelch,
with a sharp glance et Harold Skinner.

Bunter told him what had happened
to the letter,

“Ahl So Skinner had Lhe letter. and
Skinner brought it to your study," said
Mr. Quelch, turning all his attention
upon that shivering practical joker.
“Very pood! Very good, indeed!
Qkinner, I will ask you now why you
wished to lozve this room a few moments
ago. Unless you tell me the truth here
and now T shall takn you to EIEIII-i.ﬂ that
to Dr. Locke. I am waiting.’

Skinner did not keep him wailting
long. He knew the game was up.

“It—it was only a joke, sir!" he
gasped “'1—I never thought it would
make all this commotion, sir! 1—I'm
gorry, air 1™ .

“1 am very glad to hear that, Skinner,
As you have confessed to me, I will deal
with the mattar myself in my own way.
Bunter |

“Owl Yes uirl”

“T shall not punish you further.
Possibly, you have been punished
enough already. But you will come
to my study this evening at six—I
wish to speak to you regarding your—
your econduct over that—that absurd
suction,”

“Qw' Yeasir|" :

Bunter gaspod with deep relief. A

(See Chapter 13.)

lecture was a mere nothing—he had
expected tho sack or a licking. But 1t
was Skinnor who was to get the licking
—that much was certsin.

“Boys dismmiss!” proceeded Mr.
Quelch * 8kiuner, come with me 1"
And Skimner went. Somohow the

joke did not seem such & scream to
arold Skinner just then—far from it !

* ' - ] |

Skinner got the licking all right—a
licking he was not likely to forget for

a long time. -

Nothing concerning a trip to West
Africa, with pros of hl{gnmﬂ
shooting, weas heard after that by the

move—from Billy Bunter. No more
wonderful stories of derring-do in the
deep jungle, of terrific combats with
mad bulls and mad dogs, of bullseyes
shot at incredible distances from his
deadly rifie, werc heard again after
that from the lips of the fat and fatu-
ous Uwl of the Remove. He seemed
to have lo=t all interest in sporting
mattera of that nature. Dut it wos a
long timo before Harry Wharton & Co.
forgot the weird and wonderful antics
of Eliy Bunter, the Big Game Hunter,

THE END.

(There wili be another topping yarn
o} Harry Wharton & Co. m next week's

AGNET enfitled: “FROM SCHOQL
T0 HOLLYWOOD!" There's bound io
be @ rush jfor this BUMPER FREE
GIFF NUMBER, .E be J?'H- {;j.:;:r mﬁ:} qui'ﬁ
i) ng your ordcer KiI
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LT

Reward at Last ¢

ITH a final, mocking laugh,
w the Chevalier hurled iia
cutinss straight above the
heads of the attackers, Tt
vaught One-Eye on the head, sending
him staggering to the deck. Then, with
a mocking wave of his hand to th
mutineers, the Chevalier turned an
leaped, I'LIH-IIIIT%‘ through the air to join
Roger in the black waters beneath |
The night was iike piteh, for drifting
clouds had obscured the moon; but
Roger, keeping himself afloat as well as
he could, was guided to the Chevalier
by the splashing sounds in the water.

“Are yo thero, monsieur1” he called
]i:;lilt. and the well-known voice answered

m:

AV, lu.d! and etill alive! 'Tiz a
tough position we are in, lad, but we
ha' in tight cornars before.”

The Celestine, still drivem on by tho
wind, was rapidly receding from them.
The two trod water, and gazed in her
direction, marking her by the yellow
light that streamed from her stern
windowa,

“The end o' the Celestine " muttered
Roger softly. *And what, now, 13 to
become of us, lost as we are swimming
in sirange  waters. wi' no hope o

rescue 7

“Bo of good cheer, Roger, lad !” said
the Chevalier, who had heard Roger's
muttered words. "We are well away
from that floating hulk o' treachery;
and, by my troth, we're still alivel
Btrike out, ladl Who knows but that
fortuno will vet smile on us?

His worde were intended to cheer
Roger up: but actually the Chevalier
himself was feeling anything bub opti-
mistic. To be condemned to swim for
life in strange watcrs, where but few
keels sniled, was by no means a joyful
prospect. Yet in & few minutes came

TEE Maogxer LisrarY.—No. 1,081.
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{Introduction on next page.)

evidence of the Chevalier’s good scnse,
Roger, who was keeping afloat with
long, easy strokes, felt his hand touch
something that fAoated on the waters,
and he gave a ory.

“What ha' we here? he ﬁ:ﬁp&d; and
then, by the pale starlight, ho perceived
o floating object. “'Tis the settle]" he
eried. " Tho sottle that ye Hung through
the stern port!”

“Ay, lad!”™ was tho Chevalicr's
answer. 1 had the miod that it might
perchance be of some service to uys.
Grip fast hold o' it, Roger, for 'twill
support our weight, I do not doubt.”

The twe companions took opposite
ends of tho settle and hung on by their
grips. The settle ﬂﬂllﬂ-’Eﬁ low in the
water, but it was of sufficient buoyancy
to support them, and it relieved them
of the necessity of kicking and striking
out to keep themsaolves afloat,

"Twas mightily uncomfortable in the
water, but yet it was better than the
certain death that would have been
their lot had they romained in the
Celestine, The water, too, wos warm,
although, as time grow on, a coldness
began to  strike ﬁlmugh them, and
secmed to chill the marrow in their very
bones. The nmight drew on wearily,
and it seemed that the morning would
never dawn. Together they clung there,
not even speaking, for fear of wastin
their breath. Never had time secme
to drag so much for BRoger, and ever
in his brain waa the fear that some
shark would coms nosing around them.

Yet it secmed that Fate was aiding
them now, for nnuiht of the kind hap-
poned, and, after what scerned centurics
of waiting, o faint, pale flimmer in the
castern skies betokened the coming of a
new day. Then came the sun, with its
gleaming rays, and with great sudden-
noss the veil of night was dispelled, and
the two found themselves hanging to

t ey

LS z L r
PRy v ; d F ..-.‘r

i I:'I. rane '-!':h-“'"':“"‘-" o f‘q:,-_" [

'\-.. 1r kg IF'."‘;: Af}: 1 \‘.. ?.I t
A vy, ' !

tho settle and floating on the calm
waters of the ocean.

Hardly a ripplse was to ba scen. A
faint, warm breeze played about them,
though, as thoy turned their heads to
sweep the waters around them, not a
siﬁ'i:lt of land nor sail could they sea.
The Chevalier scrambled higher and
higher on the scttle to gain o better
view, while Roger wu.itcda,.

Auddenly the Chevalier turned to his

young companion.
“ Look j'ail Roger, lad!” he cried,

pointing with outstretched arm. “ There
15 something Hoating on the water—
wreckago of somo sort, bolike ™

He slipped back into the water, and
came nearer to Roger,

“An' wo can get tho wreckage to-
gether, lad,” he said, “we might, per-
chance, be able to make something of
a raft from it, "Tis worth tht eflort,
Roger, and we ha' time au enough to
apare.”

_Roger, who had turned in the diree.
tion in which the Chevalier had pointed,
wasted no timo; but as he cought mght
of the tangled masa of wreckage, gha
swam out vigorously in tho direction.
Heoe gave a ery of joyful surprise as ho
gaw therc o tangled mass of ropes and
spats, and then, taking ono cnd of a
rope in his hands, he swam back to the
scttle. Then he and tho Chevalier set
to work to bring ull the wreckago to-
gether. Their hopes were increased by
tho fact that there was a mass of canves
tangled around the wreckage, which the
Chevalier announced might, perhaps,
be improvised into a sail.

It was toilsome work fastening the
wreckagoe together, for there was much
of it, and, handicapped as they were
by having to swim in the water while
tgﬂf worked at their task, the time
Eﬂ.sa-ud slowly. But at last a crude raft

ad been constructed, with the settlo as
& foundation, and spars and planks
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lending it added buoyancy. One thin

was hoisted and lashed into posi-
tiom to serve ns a mast upon which o
sail eould be hoisted.

Then the two clambered out of the
water and tested the raft. It was slight
and frail, but it bore their weight, and,
though it was covered by water, and
pitched and rolled perilously ing the
gwell, it was better than hanging on by
their fingers, with the certain know-
ledgo that should their strength fail
them they would ship from the settle
inte tho water.

“"is mighty queer that this stuff
should ha' been floating so near to us,”
said the Chevalier. * Furthermore, 'tis
not wreckage, as 1 first supposed, Roger
—'tia new stuff, and bears the evidence
of having been but a short while in the
water. ore I not certain that we had
none but enemies aboard the Celestino
I could almost ha’ sworn that someone
had thrown it overboard for our especial
benefit.”

Roger gove a start as a sudden
thought struck him. :

“The lad Jem!” he cried. " Might
it not ha' been he that flung it over?
Monsicur, we did not see the lad—and
from what I ha’ seen o him he 15 not
one to desert his friends!”

“Heaven help the lad an’ Slim or

One-Eye find out he has done thisl”
muttered the Chevalier. *Yet, an’ it
has been hizs hand that has helped us,
then must we be thankful that he is yet
alive; for, sink me, ¢'en the discovery
of the treasure would be naught to me
an’ I kept not mgagmrd to aid the lad.
and carry him k te England and
his rightiul inheritance!™ =

He busied himself with the r:ﬁflgmg of
& sail, and Roger lent what help he
could,

“Wa ha' no choice of where we will
sail, lad,” said the Chevalier. “We
must trust to the breeze!"

Slight as the breeze was, it filled out
the little sail, and the ralt began to
move unsteadily over the waters, But
still no welcome sight of land came to
gladden their eyes, and no sail was to
be perceived. This was, gerhapa, some-
thing for which they had cause to be
thankful, for the only vessel likely to
he sailing in thoso waters was the
Clelestine, and they had no desirs to be
thrown again into contact with One-
Eyo and his fellow-rogues. On the next
accasion thoy might not have been so
fortunate to czcape the attention of the
pirntes. :

Mow, as the sun rose higher in the
sky and beat down mercilessly upon
them, the pangs and torments of thirst
and heat were added to their suffer-
ings. Their lips were cracked, and
their throats parched, and they’began
o fear that the madness that oft assails
men sot afloat without food or drimk
would come to thom.

For a whole day they suffered. and

then night came with ita velvet black- .

nezg, and all was blotted out save the
twinkling stars high up in the heavens.

Cold now began to nssail them, for
the change from tha inferno-dike heat
of the day to the O‘mtdnnsa of mnight
wns terrific. Still, they strove not fo
lot each other know the tortures they
wera undergoing, and nssumed a jesting
mood which neither of them was feel-
ing.

Ttler weariness came to them, and
Roger felt that he weuld have given
anything to drop off to sleep. But that,
ha %new, was dangerous in 0X-
trome, for there was ever present tho
poseibility that he might slip from the
raft and be drowned.

Finding thot the desire to sleep conld
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not entirely be shaken off, he lashed
himself to the little mast and dropped
off into an uneasy slumber.

S0 passed the night!

The sun was already high in the
heavens when he opened his eyes again,
and it was to see the Chevalier scram-
bling to his feet to survey the horizon.

Listlessly Roger waited, and then sud-
denly a cry from his companion made
him fling off the lashings which bound
him to the mast, and jump, also, to his
feet on the swaying, frail ralt.

“Land, Roger lad!* cried' the
Cheyalier: and his voice croaked in his
throat. “Hee, ladl Our deliverance
from our tortures is at hand!”

Tha breeza had freshened in the
night, and the raft was making good
headway. On the horizon, looming up
hopefully, Roger could see the msty
blue outline of an island.

There was a look of triumph on the
face of the Chevalier as he turned to
Roger, and his hand fumbled ineide his
shirt for a waterproof package which
he bad worn around his neck continu-
ally. Roger knew that the paeka.ﬁe
contained the papers relative to the
treasure—the chart of Black Dog Isle,
the letter of Sir Richard Greatorex, and
tho story of the Irish sailor who had
saved the nobleman’s son.

The Chevalier's eyes brightencd as he
consulted the chart.

“gink me, lad, if I do not believe
that the isle that lies before us is the
one for which we search!” he cried.
“Mark ye, 'tis unlikely that there be
many islands in these waters, and we
know that when we left the Celestine
we were close upon the rongh position
that was scratched on the locket.

r, lad, Fato iz on our suflei, and we
ha' beaten the gallows’ scum e'en now!
Sea ye how the high land o' the island
corresponds with the chart. Glory be,
lad, we ha' triumphed 1" X

And Roger, az he eyed the misty isle
that lay bofore them, felt a thrill run
through his very bones. Was this, in-
deed, Black Dog Isle—the isle upon
which was hidden tha long-lost treasure
of Blackbeard the pirate?

The Haappamﬁ_m:! the Celestine.

L HE wind and current bears us

I on, lad!” econtinued the

Chevalier. “I can see no

sign o' the Celestine. Sink

me, an’ I do not believe that we hal

spotted the island while One-Eyo and
his rogues still search for’t!"

Nearer and nearer the freshening
brecze was speeding them to the island.
Even as they watched, the land loomed
up ever nearer, until at last they could
geo the stretch of breakers which un-
doubtedly marked the %ﬁmm of a reef
guarding & lagoon. ut, even as it
seemed that they must be dashed upon
the reef, the eurremt swerved and bore
them along parallel with the coast of
tha island.

The Chevalier watched anxiously for
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Fired by the spirit of adrvenfure, young Roger
R:Erﬂﬂl and his palland comrade, the E'hﬂﬂh;f,
sail in the schooner Celestine, for the Spanish
Main. _In their possession iz the charl of
Biack Dog Istand, on which a greal treasure
lie Buried, bul they have first to find the gold
focket which glves the longtilude and latitudes
of the island. After innumerable perils, the
fivo advenlurers caplure the locket Irm_;lbx&ﬂ{gu
(One-Eye and Slim. two rvillainous pirales, bul
the latter turn the fobles hf slirring wp muling
ont board the Celestine,  The ondy way of escape
Jor the Chevalicr and out of the cabin in
which they are trapped is by I:mpin? nfo the sea.
Roger goex firel, wohile the Chevalier keepi Uie
blood-thirsly atlackers of !ugﬂ.

{(Now Read ]
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gome time, and then, thrusting back his
waterproof package into his shirt,
turned to Rogor,
“Think

ink ye that ye ha’ strength
to swim to the land, lad ?"ﬁh;::}:ﬁilf

Bink me, but it seems that ve will be
borne beyond it otherwise, ¥et “twill be
h}"“ﬂﬂ means an easy swim."

I am ready, Monsieur, to run what-

ever risk faces us,” Roger answered.

Aught is batter than to remain on this
raft without food or water, Perhaps on
thﬁ island there is water.”
o Fnl‘;i“t!;!i [nd."_isaid the Chevalier,

» thon, wa will a i
nn# ol bandon this raft
ogether Roger and the Chevalier

pﬁun ed into the sea, caring naught for
the danger they ran from sharks, To
remain on the raft meant nothing but
exposure to the broiling rays of the
sun, and a horrible death from thirst.
To essay the swim that lay befora them
was to tax their energy to the utmost of
ita capacity, but it was the lesser evil,
. Manfully they struck out, and though
it seemed to Roger that the sea was
dragging at him and seeking to pull
him down to its depths, he battled on.
It seemed to him that he swum for
hours, but ever the Chevalier's en-
couraging words were shouted out to
him, spurring him on to greater efforts,
Then,-with a mighty relief, ho felt his

feet strike tho sand, and kmow that he

had managed to reach the beach.

The silver sand ran down to the
winiar'a odge, and stretched, above the
high-water mark, to where tho waving
fronds of tall palm-trees raised them-
selves up to the skiep, swaying in the
breeze.

Roger scrambled out of the water and
staggered on across the sand, a di
fee m% in his head, and his senscs reel-
ing. uﬁdenly awrﬁthinp, went black
ahout him, and, with a groan, he caol-

la helplessly on the sand.
hen Roger regained consciousness it
wis b il hiznastt shisttarcd ‘hy the

shade of a palm-tree. His face was wet,
and his lips were moizt, and he beheld
the figure of the Chevalier bending over
him. One hand supported Roger's head,
the other held half a coconut-shell filled
with water,

“Thank Providence ye are well, lad I
said the Chevalier. * Drink! We are
lucky, lad, for not far from here a
stream runs down from the high land
and trickles into the sea, While ye ha’
rozted I have looked about me, and am

ﬁn::!g convinced that this iz indeed
Bl Dog Islal”
The water tasted like nectar to

Roger's parched throat, and revived
him wonderfully. After taking his fll,
the fynung adventurer rose painfully to
hia feet, and gazed around him,
“Sa we ha' triumphed 17 he said.
“Ay, but only partially,” said the
Chevalier. “‘Our quest was to save the
lad Jem.” His face grow stern and his
iaw set firm, like iron. “If aught o
warm has come to him, Roger, I vow
that I will not leave the Main till One-
va and 8lim ha’ paid the price o* their
villainies. But, come, let us find what
comfort we can on this isle.”
Roger and the Chevalicr walked
slowly along the beach, for both were
wearied with the sufferings they had
undergone. They could see the reef
stretehing far out to ses, and, knowing
that it would encloso & lagoon, they
made in that direction. Nor were they
disappointed, for whon they had
breasted & rise they beheld beforo them
s peaceful lagoon basking in the sum,
ita surface almost as calm as o mill-
pond, =ave where it was broken by the
Tae Maiaser Lisrary.—No. 1,081,
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leap of a Bying fsh that darted from
the water, only to dive back again some
little distance farthar on.

It waa o picture -of wondrous peace,
and Roger found 1c hard to believe that
such a spot had once been the haunt of
pirates es cruel and merciless as over
men could be. In fact, the lagoon that
lay s0 peacefully beneath the burming
Bun hadp witnessed deeds of the greatest
violence; had seen men done to death
most cruelly. The blue waters of the
lagoon had been d scarlet with the
blocd of Blackbeard 3 victim
men lay beneath its calm surface.

“See, monsieur !” said Roger sud-
denly, catching at the arm of the
Chevalier, “there is a hut yonder by the
far end of the beach I
" From where the two stood they could
just make out the lines of & hut, broken,
and falling to pieces, set in a little
clearing tgat stretched between the
forest and the beach of the lagoon. No
smoke curled upward from its roof, and,
indeed, by the creepers that wreathed
around its walls thoy could see that

ears must have elapsed since it was last
inhabited. But Roger and the
Chovalier were weary, and needed
shelter, and in their present state oven
a pigsty would have seemed a palace to
thom,

With renewed hopo in their hearts the
two trudged on over the soft sand to
the hut. 'Twas indeed a ramshackle
E}l&ca. and tho logs with which it had

cn constructed were rotted and broken
g0 that there were great gaps in the
walls and the roof.

The door hung brokenly upon rusted
hinges, and it needed the combined
efforts of Roger and the Chevalipr to
force it open, 8o overgrown was it with
¢reepors. But at last it swung back
and the'two passed inside. The roof o
the hut was broken, and through the
great gaps the sunlight poured, lighting
up the whole interior,

“Ware proof needed that we are

treading in tho footsteps o' Blackbeard
snd his men, Roger,” said the
Chevalier, “we ha it here. Look,

lad ™

Roger looked, and for a moment &
thrill of horrot ran through his veins as
his gaze fell upon a mouldering skeleton
Iving outstretched on the floor, the hfmﬁ

ngers of which clutched at the rotte
flooring. Near one of the hands of the
skeleton lay & rusted sheath-knife, And
there was something else lying amongst
ita bones, too!

It was s dagger, a long, curved
dagger that was rusted s different
colour! Only too well did Roger realise
what this meant The man whose
skeleton lay thers had been struck from
behind by the dagger of a murderer.
As Roger raised his eyes, h;u BATW
evidence of tho work upon which the
men had been engaged when his life
had been cut short by the assassin’'s
blow.

Words were rudely earved in the wall
of the hut—words which seemed to leap
into life as I‘t;ger gazed at them. For
thay wero words that he would pe'er
forget 1

“WHERE THE DEAD MAN LIES,
HIS STARING EYES—"

The carving tailed off, with a scratch
where the falling man had apparently
dragged his sheath-knife down with him
as he went. Only too woll did the scene
tell its tale of the tragedy which the
hut had witnessed s0 many years
before !

and dead it

so0 quickly and s0 tang

That was s+ much sas the man had
carved ere the knife had been plunged
into hint Roger could not refrain from
repeating the words,

Ay, lad," said the Chevalier quistly.
“The dead man's eyes—the clue to the
treasure " :

He fumbled in his shirt, and dre
from it a waterproof packet, which he
had kept in thst safo hiding-place for
some considerable time now. With-
drawing the chart of Black Dog Isle
from the packet, the Chevalier consulted

“Judged by the chart "tis not far to
the place where tho treasure is hidden,”
ha said. "'Twill be safer for us to lose
no time, Roger, for at any moment One.
Eye and 8linm may sail the Celestine
into the lagoun, Let ws find the
treasure, lad, and move it to some safer
i\lama. where none but we two will

now.” He looked around the hut, and
then gave a ¢ry of triumph. For in ono
corner of tho hut lay two rusted spades
that were yet still serviceable. * The
spades whic: buried the treasure!™ be
cried. "““Take one, Roger, for those
same spades shall dig it up!™

Reoger glad to ba away from the
gruesome sight of the skeleton, picked
up a spadoe the Chevalier taking the
other.

Roger was the first to leave the hut,
and as he did s0 he gave a cry.

“What aile ve, lad?™ asked the
Chevalier

“Look, monsieur!” Roger ﬁointﬂd.
with a hand that trembled slightly, to
the lagoon, int» which & vessel was then
sailing. " The Celestine ! One-Eve, Shm
and the rest o' the rogues are here!™

— e

The Dead Men’s Eyes !

OR &« moment Roger and the
F Chevalier stood  motionless,

watching the Celestine as she
sailed gracefully into the lagoon.
They heard the rattle of her cable and
the splash as her anchor dropped ovor-
board, and thea the Chevalier seized

Roger by thoe arm.
gkmmd. “We ha'

“Quick, lad!” he
no time to lose! Take to the forest,

where wu can. make our way to where
the treasure lies. We ha' not a minute
to spare!”

~ The two wheeled round, still carry-
ing their aﬁadua, and plunged into the
undergrowth of the forest, judging their
direction as best they could.

Suddenly Roger pointed to a treo that
was near at hand—a portion of the bark
of which had been hacked from it by
an axe. Farthor ahead ho could see
another tree similarly treated.

“Tho trail of the treasure!” he cried.
“The trail 18 blazed! We ha' but to
follow 161"

This, indeed, was a discovery that
would zave much precious time. In the
days of Blackbeard there was, no
doubt, a track t.hrnu%h the forest, but

ed had the undor-
growth grown tnat it would have been
obscured had not the pirate taken the
addlitionu.l precaution of blazing the
trail.

Hard as the going was, however, and
although the undergrowth tore at their
legs and ankles, and ripped their
clothing, the two comrades plunged on,
heeding nought but the necessity of find-

ing the treasure and removing it to some

safer hiding-place.

The journey through the forest was
like & nightmare to Roger. Ho knew
that it would mnot L. long before QOne-

Ef*e and his scoundrels lgnﬂ-ﬂd on the
isle. One-Eye, not posscssing the chart,
would not be able to make directly for
the hiding-place, but he would un-
doubtedly set his men searching for
clues, and they would come upon tho
blazed trail and follow it! Had the
ad?ﬂll;l:urera not removed the tremsure
by then, One-Eye would not scruple to
kill them where they stood:

_On—ever on— they stumbled, despera-
tion lending them speed and energy, till
at last, when it seemed that they must
drop with exhaustion, they suddenly
stumbled out of the forest into a rock
clearing. Roger's eyes opencd wide wit
horror as he saw the scene that was
spread before him, for half & score of
skeletons lay arcund the clearing, in
attitudes that showed death had been
sifdden and violent.

Almost unconsciously Rogor found
himself chanting those lines of Ono-Eye's
song :

“Some sent to rot by the pistol shot,
nd some by the dagger’s blow,
Butl}ha dead men's eyes they tell no
1e3
Of the secrct they do know!™

The song was trun! The skoletons
that lay there had once beon men—men
who had been sent to rot by pistol shot
and degger blow! Blackbeard had been
merciless, All who knew his sccret—
oven the men in the hut—had paid
for their knowledge with their lives,

But the “dead men's oyes” which,
according to the song, “told no lies ¥—
to what did thie refer?

Roger next noticed that every skeleton
had been turned on its side, and the
whole of them arranged in a rough
circle, as if looking inward to the centre
of the circle.

“They all point to one =
Roger. “ Monsieur, tho
eyes tell the secret!™

“Aye, BRoger,” was the Chevalier's
answer. “And so let's to work!"

Together Roger and the Chevalier
drew linea upon the ground with their
spades—lines that stretched from
one skeleton to another. When they
had [inished they saw that all the lines
met in the centre in a ten-pointed star! -

“Dig!" eried the Chevalier.

Instantly the two set to work on the
hard soil, and their spades clanged as
they wiclded them with all their might,
fighting against time, for at any
moment they feared One-Eye and his
rogues would be upon them.

It was hard work, indeed, and the
perspiration stood in great beads on
their brows ere they had mado much
improession upon the ground. Yet they
would not halt & moment, for the work
was urgent. “T'was no work for weary
men, yet did they labour at it, lest tho
results of their many trials should prove
to ba like Dead Sea fruit,. and the
treasure for which they had scarched
and fought so arduously, should, after
EIII. fall inte the hands of One-Eye and

1.

Deeper and deeper grew the hole, till
at last Roger's spado struck something
that gave out a metallic clang! 'The
sound was liko a tocsin of hope to their
ears! Their cfforts redoubled, and they
plied their spades mightily. Now thep
could see a great iron-bound chest held
firmly by the hardened soil.

Swiftly they dug away the soil, and
at last they had cleared it sufficiently
to reveal two handles—one at either end
of the chest.

t1" eried
ead men’s
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Throwing their spades to one side,
they seized the bandles, and, aiter much
m*uggllugi and tug?;mg:, pulled the chest
clear of the hole they had du%._ ]

There was a light of triumph in their

eyes as they set it down in the ring of

gkeletons. 'They had forgotten now the
nearness of their enemies, and all their
thoughts were for the treasure!

Bewzing one of the spades, the
Choevalier dealt & mighty blow on the
lock of the chest. It was old and rusted,
and the blow was sufficient to break it.
Then, with hands that tremibled with
cxcitement, the Chevalier lifted up the
lid of the chest.

Roger caught his breath as tha sun-
light struck wpon the treasure now
Pevealod ! :

_There were sword-hilts of beaten gold,
studded with jewels that Hashed blind-
ingly as they reflected the rays-of the
sun; there were golden cups and
chalices, wrested, no doubt, from the
Spaniards; there were rings that had at
one time graced the fingers of the pas-
sengers of the ships which Blackbeard
had looted; and there svera doubloons
snd pieces of eight in mighty profusion
—a treasure surpassing e¢ven their
greatest hopes.

“At last!"” gasped Roger. “We ha'
gained the tressure, and come to the end
o our guest!™

“Not so0, lad!"”’ The Chevalier's voice
was low as he spoke. “We ha' gained
the treasurc—true! But ye must not
forget that much o' 1t belongs to the son
of Sir Richard Greatorex, and that my
guest was to find him !”

* I had forgotten,”” said Roger, a trifle
shamefacedly. “The sight o' tho

treasure was too much for me,"and I had .

thought we were safely away from One-
Eye and 8lim. But we ha' yet to beat
them, and save the lad from- their
clutches.”

*And had ye also forgotten that tho
Celestine lies ' the lagoon ! continued
thoe Chevalier. “Come, Roger, we must
ghift this treasure, lest——""

He broke off suddenly, for from the
forest beyond had come cries” and the
gound of fcet tramping through the
undergrowth.

The Chevalier swung round, and his
hand went quickly to his side, secking to
find hizs rapier. But it was not thore.
All the weapons' which he and Roger
had to defend themselves with were the
two spades with which they had brought
the treasure to light! 3

“The pirates!” gasped the Chevalier.
“One-Eye and his wolves! They are
here ™

The End of the Quest !
TDGETHER thci stood, ready to
1k

face the foe, knowing in’ their
hearts that they had but little
chance oven of saving their own
lives, much less the treasure. The sounds
of mwien pushing their way through the
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forest, came nearer now, but still Roger

and the Chevalier stood like statues.

“They come, Roger!” said
Chevalier. * Fight to the death !

“Ay!"” answered Roger, through his
clenched tecth. * ¥Yet, an” 1 must go,
I vow I will take cither One-Eye or
Slhim wi' me!”

Nearer came the sounds, and tighter
did the twe clench their inadeguate
weapons. Then they saw the under-
growth part and several men sweep 1nto
the clearing. The time had comeo!

Rogoer raised his spade high—and then
let it fall from his hands as he heard
& cry of amazement come to the lips of
tha Chevalier.

“Long Tom!™ the Chevalier had
gasped. “‘Is it ye indeed?” :

The leader of the men paused, rushed
forward, and then came to a salute
before the Chevalier.

“Can I belicve my eyes, cap'n?” he

pasped.  “Sink me, o' we thought ve
an’ the boy were food for the fishes long
ago.”
Roger could hardly believe his cyes.
hese men who had come so suddenly
upon them were. none ‘other than the
loyal men of the Celestine's érew—the
men who One-Eve and 8lim _had bat-
taned below in tho fo'c'sle of the vessel.
Aud they were led by Long Tom, the
boatswain's mate,

“How come yo hore, Long Tom?™
cricd the Chevalier.

“¥o had bettor ask this youngster,
sir,” was the reply. "“"Twas he who

ihe

(2 ki

freed us when the pirate scum had

trapped us below.”
Te the utter amazement of Roger an
the Chevalier the man pushed forw

the figure of Jem—the powder-monkey—
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the son, #s they now knew, of Sir
Richard Greatorex! 3 :

“Jem!” eried Roger. "Right glad
am I tg sea yo alive! Bub—but what
happened 7%

“I was for-ard when the
attacked ye in the stern cabin,” ox-
plained Jem. "“Bo intopt. were they
upon the attack that they overlooked
ine, and 'twas easy for me to cut along
to the fo'c’sle and knock off the fasten-
ings o' the hatch. So great waz the
rcuffle aft that none cvould hear me at
work for'ard. Then we rushed from the
f'c’sle, but by that time yo had gone
overboard. Throughout the night we
battled, but I had time -to cast over
board somo planks and spars, thinking
that they might be of aid to ye.”

“And they were, Jom,” said the
Cheyalier. “For to them we owe our
lives.”

“At last- we vanguished the pirates,
sir,” suid Jom, “Then we searched for
this isle, but did not find it until to-
day. We saw the blazed trail, and
marked that men had passed along it.”

“And now ye ha' come in time to aid
us get the treasure aboard,” said the
Chevaliev. “ But what o’ 8lim and One-
Eyc? Did they fall i’ the fight?”

“Nay, sir,” said Jem. “We took
them alive, and now they languish in
chains in tﬁq lazavet. But few o' thoso
who had joined them live to tell the

tale.™
Tha

rogues

."Lad_, ya ha' done wonders!”
Chevalier patted the youngster on the
shoulder, and then turned to Long Tom.
“And ye and your comrades shall ha’
neught to grumble about,” he went on,

for there is treasure enough to repay
yo all for your loyalty. 'faka ve the
treasure, lads, and let us back to the
Celestine. And then—England, lads, wi’
glory in our hearts and treasure in our
pockeata ' ;

He turned to Roger, and there was a
smile wreathing his, lips. |

“8o we ha' triumphed, Roger,” he
said, “ And One-Eye has forfeited the
pardon I once gave him. He and Slim
shall hang 1" Jamaica, whila we sail
home wi' our quest accomplished. Your
hand, Roger, for "tis to ve that I owe
thig sucecess. An’ ne'er has man had o
better comrade with whom to sail the
main. "’

Roger's hand went out, and . there,
with hands firm gripped, thoy stood,
their work accomplished, the treasuro
won, yot with a seeret:longing in their
hearts that the adventures they had
undorgone would not be the last they
would face together.

THE END.

(A preat story dhis, chums—wlat?
And wou've thoroughly cnjoyéd every
line of it, haven't you? Well, now laok
out for the grand opening instalment of :
“THE BLACK HAWK/!” which will
appear in next week's BUMPER FREY
GIFT NUMBER of the MAGNET.)
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Dollars, dollars, dollars!| Fisher T. Fish, the cute American
junior in the Greyfriars Remove, lives, moves, and has his being
in dollars, His " pop *' (that’s his father) has the same obsession.
And there's a million of these dollars waiting to be picked up in
America if Fisher T. Fish and his dad can pull off a deal—a deal
which involves Harry Wharton & Co. and other prominent Grey-

" chaps. “From School to Hollywood''—the first of a

friars
umgque sertes—will be one of the star items in next week's bumper

issue. Make sure you read it.
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THERE'S ROOM FOR YOU ALL,

If you want to know anything, ask your Editor. If you need advice, he's the
chap to give 1t you without any fuss. He's your pal, remember that, so write
to him occasionally,, If you've got any extra good jokes, he's willing to give
you pocket-knives and wallets in exchange for 'em. He's got a full page to
- himself and his pals in next week's MacnET, and all subsequent issues. But
don't think it's a dry page. There are laughs in it, information in it, and a
aght good Fm:ﬂm of fellowship and genuine interest. So " come into the
ofhce, boys,” in a big crowd; there's plenty of room for you all!
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THRILLS IN THE AIR! Grand New Serial !

By
GEO. E,
ROCHESTER

Auther of
" The Bzlldog Breed,” ete.

Here's a story of a thousand thrills, written by a fellow who knows
his job, for Mr. Rochester was a pilot n_E.umum the Great War.
You'll get the **atmosphere " of this topping
story right from the first chapter; you'll
almost imagine yourself in the cockpit
of the Black Hawk's fighting plane ; you'll
catch your breath as his dreaded machine
hurtles earthwards in a hundred and eighty
miles an hour dive; you'll live through all
the Hawk's amazing adventures, hairbreadth
escapes, and dare-devil antics in the air,
when he meets the fighting bloods of the
: , 4 No matter the odds,
this smiling-faced captain in the British Air Force keeps on at

BLACK HAWEK,

But you'll read about his amazing adventures in due course.
If any * Magnetite ' misses this wonderful story, he'll regret it.

UNRIVALLED TONIC LAUGHS!

He's a real lad 1s
Dr. Alfred Birche-
mall—the amazing
creation of Dicky
Nugent, the tame
“orther 7 of the
Second Form at Creyfriars. St.
Sam's 15 the scholastic establishment
over which Dr. Birchemall ﬂ...ﬂmE_mF
and—ijingo, boys, his pupils have a
hectic time of 1t

Next week Dicky Nugent kicks off
with an A.l. hrst-class * jewelled-in-
every-moment " series, which tells of
the arrival of an astonishing new boy.

Clevercove is the new kid's name,
and he's a clever cove by nature.

Jack Jolly & Co. of the Fourth
welcome him with open arms, for
he's a lad after their own hearts,

If it's laughs you need, then
the St. Sam’s fellows, in the hands
of Dicky Nugent, will supply 'em.

Make their acquaintance next week |




