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Turn Your Spare Moments fo
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Corne Jnle $he
Chice, oyl

Ahwoys glad to hear from got, chums, 5o drop mme a [ine 1o the following address :
The Editor, the * Maognet '’ Library, The Amalgamated Press, Ltd., Flectwoy House,

Farringdon Streed, London, E.C.4.

NOTE.—All

Jokes and Limericks

should ba semt to

clo ""Magnet.”" 5, Carmelite Street, London, E.C.4 (Comp.).

VERY mnow and again I rececive
lottera from readers who would
E like to becoms writers of boys'
stories, and who ask what traming
je necessary to achieve their ambition.
Frequently I am asked to recommend somo
school of story-writing, where, my readers
seem to think, they can be taught to write
yarna that will be * winnera.” Now
these fellows seom to think that writing is
gomething that anyone can do, and I am
sorry to have to disillusion them. Story
writing is an ort, and if you haven’ it ia
to write interestingly, no sshool on
earth can tell you how fo do it. The boat
“ training " is to write as.-mucl-as you can,
and to go on writing until you feel satisfied
that you have really accomplished somo-
thing which is worthy of being compared
with the work of professional writers.
The majority of writers—especially of
boye' stories—took years fo discover
their particular talent.

THEY DIDN'T KNOW THEY COULD
WRITE

stortes until they suddenly discovered the
fact. Jules Yerne, for instance, tried all
sorts of jobs, and didn't make headway.
Then he tried woting for the theatres, but
his plays were gever o success,  Aftor that
he atarted writiog sciontific articles—
and suddenly discovercd that he could
make a success by wrnting stories with a
scientific interest for hoys! It is very
interesting to note that o number’ of his
atories have been dramatised and produced
in Parin with great sueress—in the very
eity whore his own plays proved to be a
failure !

ANOTHER WELL-KNOWN BOYS'
AUTHOR,

Q. A. Henty, firat served in the Crimea, and
afterwards boecame a  newspapor Gor-
regpondent. Later in life, however, he
decided to make use of his own expori-
ences by writing boys' storses  around
them, and he wrote over eighty very

pular yarns for boys. Ballantyne was
another boys” author who had ™ roughed
it, for he served for six years in the
service of the Hudson Bay Company, and
when he camea bock to England went into a
publisher'a office. Beveral years . aftor-
wards, howover, he also broke into print
-with boys’ stories, and soon made a name
for himasli.

Nearly overy writer of boys® stories has
knocked around the world befors settling
down to write, and this is equally true of
the authors who write for the Macx¥eT and
the companion papers.  Quite a number
of the yarns you read are based upon the
personal experiences of our authors, and
that is why the yarns “ ring true,” and
hold the interest of the reader so well.
That's one of the reasons why the MacNeT
tops the ladder of populavity for boys'
papers |

1era’s o question this week which comes
from I3, Tarrell, of Torquay, which is rather
interesating.
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“CAN A WHALE SWALLOW A MAN?®? ™

he asks. Bomobody. told him that it was
possible, but someono clse contradictod
that and said that whales have very small
throats. . It all dependa on the species of
the whale. Some bave very small throats
indeed, but it is possible for certain whales
to swallow a man—the sperm whale, lor
wxample. Some time ago o sporm whale
was captured, and inside it a shark, filteen
feet in length, was discovered !

EXPECT most of yvou have heard
the saying :
'* A RED SKY AT NIGHT
i5 a8 =railor's delight!"” Does a rad
pky at night really foretell the weoather ?
asks Arthur Teliord, of SBydenham. IF so,
how'? The reason is that if the red raya
of the sun are very cleir it indicates that
there is not much moisture in the air.
Therefore thero 13 not bLkely to be any
ruin, and the following day will be fine.
Check it for yourself; Arthor, noxt time
you oo a red sky at night. I think you
will find that the rhymao is fairly reliable.
Now pull up your socha and sit tight!
Here are some

“ RAPID FIRE " REPLIES
to readers” gqueries :

What is the longest period anyone has
fasted * Sixty-five days. A man rom-
leted o fast of that length recently at

iverpool. _
Are there sach thinﬁs as ‘' jumping
mica "  Yes. They have exccedingly

long hind Tegs and tail, and are found in

deserts in  Europe, Asia, Africa, and
Americn. Their proper naume is Jerboas,
Ja Mara inhabited ? Secientists are

divided on thiz question. If the conals
which ¢an be seen on Mars are of artificial
construetion, it would prove that there has
been, and perhaps still s, life of somwe
deseription on the planst—hbut it 13 bound
to be a vastly different tipe of life from
which we aro sceustomed.

18 there such a thing as a ** Blue Moon "
Yes, One night last year the moon was
vivid blue when it arose over Suva, ono
of the Fiji islandz. Thoe phenomens 13
vary rare ; hence the saying : ' Unce in a
biue moon.™

What is a Rukh ¥ This iz another way
of spelling “ Roe —the mythical bird
mentioned in * The Arabiun Nights."

Now wo will have a wvarn. This ona
wing .4 penkoife for J. diartlott, of 123,
Heasla E.,:md Hull.

Rastus : “"Here am a
telagram from de massa in
Africa, staling dat ha am

sending us some lions® tails.”

¢

. Cireus Owner's Wile:
% ** Lions® tails, Rastus. What-
ever do  you .
mean 2 "' i

Rastus : ** Read it yvo-self,
mam. [t says : *Just cap-
tured fwo lions, sendinz de-

tails by mail.’ * F e

WONDER how many of
my readers bhave been
worried by

THE SNOWBALL
POSTCARD

which cne of my readers
tells me he has received. I
know the thing well, and 1
advisa any of you whp
Wh es one of them m]}uﬂqm
nothing to do with it.

the "Ji-'l';gr an American officed—
who should have had mops
senpe—gtarted the * snowball
postcard ™ by mndinﬁ 8 poad

eard to & friorid and asking
him to copy it out nine times
and send on te mnine other
pméalﬁ. The idea was that
each one of them would send
similar posteards to nine other
people and oo the * soow.
ball " wonld go on growing.

Bince then these posteards have multi-
plisd at an astonishing rate beeauss it is
said that whoever ' breaks the chain "—
that iz, he who doss not send on nines mora
posteards—will have badd luck, and many
people are too superstiticus to break the
chain, " My chum wants to know what he
should do. Bhould he pass on tho posts
card ! Yes—he should pass it on to the
fire, or the waste-paper basket, which ia
whare all such posteards addrossed to ma
gal Do know it has been reckoned
that the Poat Office profite to the extent of
about £2, 000 per weok out of foolish poopla
who keep this crazy ' snowball ” business
going T

There is just space for another answer
to o guestion which comes from Herbert
Wilson, of Backworth., Herbert wants
to know

SOMETHING ABOUT CORAL ISLANDS.

He kncws that these are formed by coral
insreta, but would like to know how long
it takes them to make an island. Under
favoursble conditions a coral reef can grow
at the rate of nine inches per year, which
is remarkably quick.

Now, just before I finish up this chat, let
ug have a limerick. R. 0. Mortimor of 25,
Catherinoe Strest, Swansoa, Glam., wins a
pocket-wallet for this attempt :

There is a sly fellow named Snoap,
Who to all soris of meanness will stoop ;
Ha gambles and smokes,
Backs several wrong ** mokes,'"
And oft lands himself in the soup !

Let’s open the black book now, chums,
for I've got another good programme for
you next woek. You'll regret it wvery
much if you miss reading the pgrand
Groyiriars yarn swhich shows our old
friend Horaes Coker, the Fool of the Fifth,
in a prominent light. It's ecalled:

“JOKER'S CRACKSMAN ! ™
Ey Frank Rilcharcs.

and i= a tip-top, bang-up-to-the-mark
varn which will make you want to read
every line beforo putting your Magxer
down. And when you've finished it
there's plenty more good things in store
for yvou—notably the opening story in a

rand new scriea of Bt. Sam'a varna, The
gmt of these smile-raisers written in Dicky
Nugent's most humorous stylo 15 entitled »

“THE MISSING MUNNY-BOX!"

and will ba voted by one and all as being
one of Dicky's preatest masterpicces. In
addition to these fine features thare will
be another stirring instalment of'

"* PETER FRAZER—IRONMASTER ! "™

our grard new ting and industrial
serial, together with another interestin
“ footer ' talk under the heading o
* Inside Information * and, of course, my
usual weokly chat. Look out, then, [or
this bumper number next week.

YOUR EDITOMR.



YOU'LL ROAR WITH LAUGHTER WHEN YOU READ

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Bunter to the Rescue |

b OU fellows coming "

i Billy PBunter asked that
question, and paused for a
reply.

There was no reply.

Probably Harry Wharton & Co. heard
hi?; but if they did, they heeded him
noL.

The Famous Five were standing at the
window on the Remove landing, looking
out into a weeping quadrangle.

Tt was raining hard.

It had rained all day. From early
morn it bhad rained, and it looked like
going on till dewy eve.

In the morning it did not matter very
much, When follows wera in
class, raindrops might splash
unheeded on the window-

anes, and drip from the
sranches of the sncient elms.
In fact, on a rainy day the
Form-room was more grateful
and comforting than on a
fina, sunny day, when the fel-
lows longed to be out of
doors. That morning nobody
had longed to be out of doors.
The rain rained hard but un-
heeded while the follows were
in alazs, But in the aflcrnoon it was a
different matter, for it happened to be
a half-holiday.

When & half-holiday and heavy rain
gimo together, fellows groused.

The Famous Five were not gpiven to
grousing, as a rule; but they groused
now 25 they stared from o wet window
imto a wetler quad.

Foathall was off. Even Bob Cherry
wag disinelined for football. A walk in
that downpour was not inviting. It was
coming down, as Johnny Bull remarked,
i buckets, and Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh observed dismally that the bucket-
fulness was torrifiec. Frank Nugent had
rather dubiously suggested the pictures
at Courtfield.  But nobody wanted to
walk a couple of miles in the rain.
3till, something had to be done with

the afternoon. A half-holiday was a

You've heard of - -
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hali-holiday, and had to be made the
moat of.

Billy Bunter came up to the Remove
landing, blinked at the chums through
his big spectacles, and asked them if
EhE'E were coming; and they did not

el

“IWhat about & rag?” asked Bob
E}Frry. “Let's go and rag Coker of the

ifth.”

“0h, bother Coker I enid Nugent.

"Well, what about Temple? Wa
haven't ragged the Fourth for & long
f.-lnmﬂ-"

“T say, you fellowsg—"

“What about lines?” asked Harry
Wharton, “We've all pot some lines on
hand for Quelch, and this is a chance of
getting them done!”

Fat Bunter!
Deaf Bunter!!
Lame Bunter!!!
Blind Bunter!!!!

But vou'll agree that
BLACK BUNTER

takes the whole giddy biscuit factory!

There wos a general groan,

Nobody, it scemed, was in a mood to
sit down and write lines, The weather
was bad enough withonrt that.

“I say, vou fellows
Bunter,

“Halla, hallo, halle! Hero's Bunter,
turned up just in time |" said Rob, look-
ing round abt Iast. " Let's roll Buntor
down {he stairs and see whether he
bursta 1 '

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Ready, Bunter 7"

The fat junier jumped back.

“T eav, you fﬂdﬂﬂ’ﬂ, no larks! I say,
I cama up to ask you whether you were
comine.

“Where? inquired Harry Wharton,
without much interest. It was unlikely
that the Owl of the Remove would be
able to snggest a resource for that dis-
mal rainy half-holiday.

¥ goared

An Amusing New Long Complete

School Story of Harry Wharton 8z Co.

of Greyfriars, with the Owl of the
Remove taking the leading role.

By FRANK RICHARDS.

THE EXCITING ADVENTURES OF— 3

“I'm going to the films* explained
Bunter. “They've got & new American
crook film at the Marble Hall in Court-
ficld. TI'd like you fellows to coms.”

“Blow American crook flms!” said
Johnny Bull. “Who wants to see such
tripe "7

This is something rather special,”
urged Bunter. “Blood-curdling, I can
tell you! Makes wyou sit up and
ehudder |

“Anﬂf)ndg want his blood curdled?™
asked Bob Cherry, “ Anybody keen on
sitting up and shuddering "

“Rata [*

“1 say, you fe!law:h I wish you'd
come,” said Bunter. I really shan't
enjoy the picture without my old pals™

The Famous Five grinned.

“Which means that yon
want somebody to pay for

yvour ticket™ remarked
Jﬂhl‘.l.l]f Bull.

“0Oh, really, Bull—"

“Beat I

* Look here ! Bunter dived
a fat hand into his pocket
and produced a shilling.
“Look at that! That's for a
bob seat !

"Wonders will never

cease " remarked Bob Cherry.,
“1f i‘mu don't want us to buy
your ticket, what the merry thump do
you want ua forf"

“Your company, old chap,™ eaid
Bunter affably. *You see, you're such
n mico set of chaps, and I've always

liked you.”

“Oh, crumbs!™

The Famous Five regarded Bunter
with renowed interest.  Why the fat
junior was thus buttering them, if he
did not need their services in buying a
ticket at the Marble Hall, was rather
B mystery.

“The flatterfulness iz groat,™ aaid
Huorree Jamset Ram Singh.  * But the
rainfulness is terrific.  The walkfulness
in the esteemed end disgusting rain is
not the proper caper.”

“I'm taking a taxi™

“Ehi*

"That's what T was going to tell vou,

Tne Macxer Lisrarr.—No. 1,137,
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3f you'd let a fellow speak,” said Bunter.
"]{m got a taxi, and it's a shear wasto
to take it alone. All you fellows can
pack into it, and it will cost you
nothiog."

“"Creat pip |”

(13 on FIJ

“Oh, really, you fellows! Look here,
ara you coming?® demanded Bunter.
“1 can jolly well tell you that there’s
plenty of fellows will come if I ask
them. In fact, Skinner’s hinted already
that he'd like a lift in the taxi, and
Sncop says he’d like to come. But I'm
sticking to my old pals.” ]

“1f it’s honest Injun—" gaid Johnny
Bull doubtfully. )

“The taxi’s at the gate now,” said
Bunter, with dignity, “1 pl}unaci for it,
Luckily, Prout was jawing in Common-
room, and I got at his phone.”

“You've actwally got a tamii” ex-
claimed Harry Wharton.

“Yeg; it's waiting.”

“My hatl”

The chums of the Remove exchanged
glances, The pictures wers a resource
on a'rainy day, but they did not want to
walk through the rain to Courtfield.
But a run in a taxi was quite another
malter. . .

As for getting back, the rain might
have stopped by the time they had seen

a pictures. Anyhow, they were
willing to chance that,
“What about it?* asked DBunter.

"I'm .pn_,j-ing‘ for a taxi to Courtfield,
and it's weiting. I can give you a lift
if you'll come. I could find plenty of
fellows to fill up the taxi if I liked, I
can tell vou.”

Harry Wharton langhed. ]
“I've no doubt about that,” ho said.
“What about it, you meni We might

a3 well go.” :

“What about the money market?”
asked Bob Cherry. “TFunds are rather
low in study.”

Th“;ny was :lrn hasty searching of
ockets. Funds, ss it bappened, were
ow among the chums of the Hemove.
But five shillings were found.

“That will ses us through in the bob
seats,” said Harry. “Let'sl™

“Let's1"™ a Nugent.

“Much obliged to wow, Bunter!™
added Bob Cherry. “It's jolly decent
of you to give us the Lft 1™

“The obligefulness iz preposterous,
my esteemed fat Bunter.”

Thanks, Bunter! We'll comel”
Bunter waved a fat hand airily.
“That's all right,”” he said. “¥You

fellows huve stood things for me at
times, and I’m glad to oblige you. Get
your coats, and come on,” 3

And the Famous Five, considerably
cheered by the prospect of doing some-
thing with that rainy half-holiday after
all, got their coats and came on.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

Shell Out !

ILLY DBUNTER settled himsolf

comfortably in the taxi. He took

up & coosiderable amount of

space, partly owing to his ¢iroum-
ference, portly to his desire to make
himself quite comfortable. The comfort
of others wos a less important matter;
indeed, of no importance at all so far
as William Ceorge Bunter could see.
But it was Bunter's taxi; and the
Famoua Five wera gotti tho lift for
nothing, so they made the ‘best they
could ‘of the available space, and
refrained from telling Bunter what they
thought of him.

Certainly the shelter of the thxi was
vary welcome., Outside, the rain cama
down almost in sheets, and it dashed
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noisily on the roof. Mud splashed right
nnd left as the wheels revolved. A walk
to CourtBeld would not have been m&:
able to the hardiest member of the

“Glad we're not hoofing it,” remarked
Bob Cherry, with & glance at the stroam-
ing window.

‘The ?udfulnnsa is terrific,” =zaid the
Nabob of Bhanipur, with a shiver. “On
the present estecemed occcasion the absurd
Bunter is the stitch in time that saves
tho cracked pitcher from going longeet
to the well.”

& ;ﬁ" you fellows——"

Nobody zaid “ Shut up, Bunter," as
usual. It wasz Bunter's taxi, and his
played up politely.

“o it, old fat bean 1? said Bob.

“It's a ripping picture we'ra going to
sea,” said Bunter. "It's called *
Black-Masked Bandit '—*

“Some picture |” grinned Bob, |

“It's firightfully thrilling,” said

Bunter. *I've seen the advertisement
pictures on the hoardings. There's a
closs-up of Black Benito, the Bandif,
with his eyez glittering through his
mask, and a rovolver in each hand.”

“What rotl” zaid Johnny Ball.
“Look here, let's go to the Palace
instead; you can sée a decent English
picture there,”

“0Oh, really, Bull—"

“Much better than that American
crook muck,” urged Johnny.

Bunter sniffed.

“I'm jolly well-going o see the Black-
Masked Bandit ! he said. “You can
jump out of tha taxi if you like.”

Johnny Bull did not like

*“(Oh, all right: let's gee the jolly old
bandit,” he said., “It will be funny,
anyhow.™

“You silly ass, it isn't funny! It'a
sensational and tragio,” soid Bunter.
“Thrills you to the marrow of your
hones | "awker Chew, tha great

American film actor, plays the bandit,
s0 you can guess what it's like. You
should see his oves roll [

“Is it o tolkio " asked Nugent.

“’YEE.J‘J

“Chance to study the Ameriecan
language, anyhow,"” said Frank. “ May
pick up enough to talk to Fisher T. Fish
1a his pative tongue.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

The taxi rolled on swiftly through the
rain. Bunter continued to expatiate
upon the wonderful and thrilling atirac-
tions of the great flm, which had
ovidently made a deop impression on his
fat brain. The ﬂtﬂﬂl‘ fellows, as n
imatter of fact, would have preferred
something a little more wholesoma, but
it was Bunter's taxi, so Bunter was
given his head.

The strects of Courtfield, swept by
rain, wore almost bare of passengers
But a goodly number of umbrellas wera
converging upon the Marble Hall when
the Greyfriars party arrived 1n sight of
that building. The thrilling flm,
featuring Pawker Chew, seemed to
attract the pood folks of Courtficld, The
taxi drew up boefore the ontrance.

Bunter threw open the door, and rain-
drops spattered in. The fat _junior
pusﬂed out his umbrella, opened it, and
extricated himeclf from

the doorway
under ita sheltar,

He turnced back to tho doorway, blink-
ing at the chums of the Remove from
heneath the umbrella.

“1 say, you fellows——"

"Let's got out,” said Bob.

“"Hold on a minute,” said Bunter,
blocking the doorway with his fat person
and his umbrella.

“What on exrth for 7™

"Thna fact jz-—"

“Buck up 1"

“The—the foct

is—" slammered

- Bunter,

THE MAGNET

“What are you burbling about!”
asked Johnny Bull. “For goodness’
ﬁ.aln‘}j let's out of this taxi|”

“0h, really, Bull—>*"

* Look here, Bunher,, what—"

“The—the fact is, I’m sure you fellows
won't mind—"*"

“What 1"

“Ive been disappointed sbout a
ﬁbalrur{é&r," a:pl';::lnedd Etuuntrar. “1
expecting & postal-order to-day—

"ﬂhgﬂk ?"t o *said B

n asn’t come,” said Bunter.

“Let's get out 1”

= And—as my Hgnatnl-u:dar hasn't come
—I'm rather short of ready cash,”
Bunter further explained. *“E'Tﬂ got
just E?E?"huh to pay for admissign—"

“1 suppose ome of you fellows could
lend me five bob to settle with the
driver—*

What?” roared the Famous Five,
with one voice.

“You needn’t shout,” said Bunter.
“I'm nct deaf, Will one of you fellows
I&Ed me five bob to settle for this taxii”

Tnh—iyaq—:ruu honed for a taxi to
the =chool without baving the money to
pay for it 1" ga.‘p&d Wharton.

“Well, 1 couldn't walk in the rain,”
said Bunter. “Talk sonsa! It's all
right if you lend me the five bob,”

- Why, you fat villain—"

I don't care which it is, but one of
yuu,";am& Bunter. “Don’t all speak at
onoe.

The Famous Five did not speak at all.
They glared at Bunter as if they could
g B e e hy B had

ey under i now why Bunter ha
been so keen to give them o lift in the
taxi. It was necessary for somebody to
pay for the taxil

“I say, you fellows, it's jolly dam
ah:mdmﬁ here,” eaid Bumter. “Loo
here, I'll go in and you can settle with
the driver.”

“Let’s get out and slaughter him I
breathed Joh Bull.

“Look here, Bull—"

‘gahu ﬂ;i I;ut&r i mnrﬁd Eob.

 TE erry—

“ Sold ¥’ said Nugent, “Taken in and
done for 1 Well, we jolly well wont pay
for the taxi ™

“ No fear 1"

Bunter blinked ot tha exasperated fve
through his h:gi' tacles.

“I say, you fellowse—"

“Not a red cent I" hissed Bob. “And
we'll jolly well scrag you into the bar-
gain, you fat footling freak!”

Slam |

Bunter suddenly shut the door of the
taxi.

The next moment he exccuted =
strategio retreat and disappeared into
the erowd going in at the ontrance of
the Marble Hall.

Bob Cherry tore open the door and
jumped out.

“ After him 1" he shouted.

“'Ero, 'old on 1" exclaimed the daxi«
driver, who had got down from his seat.
“What about my fare?”

“The chap who engaged you has gone
in,” said Harry Wharton.

" Thot's all very well,” said the driver.
“Four bob is the fare, and a shilling
for oxtra passengers. Five bob, some
of you.”

The juniora looked at one another.

Bunter had vanished in the stream of
people going in, and it would evidently
not be easy to recapture him. Not that
his recapture would have been useful, so
far as zettling with the taziman waos
concerned.

That gentleman was beginning to lock
unpleazant. He had the impression that
ba was dealing with o party of “bilks,™

“Bold 1" said Bob. "Tho man's got
to be paid.”



EVERY SATURDAY

“1 fancy sol” remarked the taxi-
driver, with emphasis.

“That villain Bunter——"

“That rotter Bunter—" ,

“That fat scoundrel Bunter—

“I'm waiting !"" said the taximan.

There was no help for it. The
juniors had uscd the taxi, and it bad
to bo paid for. Five shillings were
sorted out and handéd over to the taxi-
man, who granted, remounted, and
drove away. Five juniors stared at ono
another int the rain. The taximan had
driven away with the cxact sum that
was to have paid for admission to the
Marble Hall. There was no admission
for the Famous Five now.

«1—J—T'll elaughter him!” gasped
Bob Cherry. )

“We can't go in now,” said Nugcent,

“ And we've got to walk back——"

“In the rain—"

“Oh crumbs !

“That fat villain——"'

“That spoofing porpoise—""

“0Oh dear!”

The feclings of the Famous Five, as .

they walked back to Greyiriars in the
rain, could not have been expressed in
words. There was only one comfort—
the prospect of dealing with Bunter
when he came in. To that moment tho
five juniors looked forward with a feel-

ing akin to ferocity.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Dreamer of Dreams !
ILLY BUNTER was enjoying
B himself.

His little round eyes, through
his big round spectacles, weroe
glucd on the screen. f

He was breathless with attention.

The Black-Masked Bandit was going
strong.

The nasal squeaks that passed for
tallting in that great American talkic
film did not worry Bunter, He had not
u musical ear. ]

But he had a feast for his_eyes—all
four of them, as it were. His very
spectacles gleamed with appreciation.

Guazing at tho screen, Bunter was lost
to time and space. Naturally, he had
no thought to waste on the fellows who
had p&ig for the taxi, and were walking
home in the rain. To Bunter that was
a trifle light as air. He was nol even
thinking of what might happen to him
when he got back to Greyfriars, and
was interviewed by an infuriated
quintette, He was thinking of nothing
but the exploits, which certainly were
thrilling, ﬂlfDBlaek Benito, the Bandit in
the Mask, o

Bunter was an ’umafmn.tn'(: fellow.
Like most imaginative fellows, he lived
in & little world of his own, that only
approximated roughly to the real world,
Ordinary life was npeot  intoresting
cnough for Bunter. Things that really
happened interested him little.  This
gitt of imegination might have made
him, with a littlo moro brains, a poct,
an author, a journalist, or a politician—
in fact, ony kind of dealer in fiction.
Unfortunately, Bunter lacked brains.
His powerful imagination hkad made
him iuto nothing but a reckless fibber,
whoeo fibs nevey carried conviction.

It was this furious trait in Bunter's
character that caused the suburban
villa where the Bunters lived to blossom
forth, in DBunter's fertile fancy, into
Bunter Courk, and his father's old Ford
into a ﬁnllsaﬂu:.rm, and his relatives
into membors of tho peerage.

Like many fellows who tell fbs over
and over again, Bunter came to believe
in thermn more or less himself—much
more, at least, than anyone else be-
lieved in them,

fact that he wounl

 Bometimes, going home for the holi-
days, he had quite a shock at secing
Bunter Court dwindle into a suburban
villa and the Rolls-Royce into a dusty,
creaky Ford.
Greatly Bunter preferred his
aginary world to the real one.
@ films, therefore, hit Bunter just
where he lived, as Fisher T. Fish would
have exzpressed it in the American

language.
At ﬁﬂ films he could let his soaring
imagination take its wildest Hights un-

cheeked.
lived the

Bunter
watched it.

Every time the Black-Masked Bandit
dashed away at top specd on his coal-
black horse, Bunter, in his happy

1m-

film while he

5

T'pnt up, hardly _rrﬁlisi::gr where he was
Tie-up seats a urrying: people,
umbrellas and bowl-rhats seemed not
only horribly commonplace, but almost
incredible after the wild and ‘thril]inf
career of his fat imagination es a black
bandit.

The Black Bandit was still running in
Bunter's obtuse brain as he made his
way out of the Marblae Fall.

Films aslways impressed Bunter
deeply, but never had any film im-
pressed him so deeply as this.

Bunter would have given all Grey-
friars just then for a coal-black steed
and a long-barrelled revolver and a
black mask. He was in a mood to hold
up the bank at Courtfield, as Black
Benito had held up a bank in the wild

“ Hold on & minuts,”” said Bunter, blocking the doorway ol the taxi with his
umbrella, ** 1've been disappointed about a postal-order, and all I've gotf Is a bob
to pay for admisslon to the plctures. I suppose one of you fellows could lend

me five hob to setile with the driver.””

“ What ? ** roared the Famous Five,

with one voice. (See Chapler 2.)

thoughts, was dashing away at top
speed on a coal-black horse, quite for-
getful of the fact that he had never even
Lecn able to kecp on the back of a
donkey at Margate,

When the bandit, surrounded by foes,
ired right and left with flashing re-
volvers, the breathless Bunter was finng
right and left. with flashing revelvers 1
his happy thoughts, never remembering
that ho had a decp apprchension of
loaded fircarms.

‘I'he Lbandit, cornered at the top of a
high building, fung himself across
space to an adjoining roof, and Bunter
followed him in spirit, regardless of tho

r'lp have disliked to jump
across o three-foot diteh.

There was no doubt that Dilly Bunter
had his shilling’'s worth at the Marble
Hall that rainy afternoon.

Wlien i1t was over Dunter woke as
from a dream.

He had been living in the film, and
coming back to reality was & disagree-
able shoek to him.

He blinked round him when the lighls

and woolly West., He would have liked
to stop the motor-bus that ran from
Courlficld to Redelyffe, ns Black Benito
had stop tho stage-coach that ran
from Panhandle to Pie-Crust Guleh, a:mi
yell ““Hands up ™ to the driver, which
certainly  would have astonished tho
driver very much had Bunter done so.

But these things could not bo in the
commmonplace world to which Bunter
lind returncd after his excursion on the
HOTOOM.

Dunter grunted discontentedls.

With a burning desire to be a bandit
—a Dbhlack-masked bandit—he had to
wallk back to school and be a schoolboy.

e was getting hungry, too.

- He w-:mlg have liked to walk into the
Courtficld Hotel, lay & revolver on the
table, and order tho best to be brought,
and then ride away after volloyin

Lullets through the windows in lieu o
payment. Black Benito had done that
on tho screen.

But it was obvious, even to Bunfer,
that it couldn't be done in Courtfield, in
the county of Koent.
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Hea bhad no coal-black horse, no
E ravolver, and r';ghh!mk mask,

perhaps some other qualifica-
tions for banditry. And there was the
policeman to be considered. Bunter,
though he revelled in thoughts of ban-
ditry, could not quite see himself shoot-
ing the Courtficld constable desd in' his
tracks, even if he had possessed the
requisite ravolver. Indeed, the Iact
was that had Bunter been anywherae
near & revolver his chief concern would
have been to get as far away from it as
possible, ¢

Fortunately, the rain had stopped
while Bunter was in the cinema.
Thers was na one in Courtfield whom he
could diddle for a taxi home. He had
ta walk. Black Benito thought nothing
of dashing through the wildest storm
sid the most torrential rain, but in that
Bunter did mot yearn to imitate him,
©n the screen you did not catch cold;
in Iife you did., Bunter was glad
that the rain had stopped when he set
out for Greyfriars.

He wal slong, heedless of muddy
roads and lowering skies. There was a
rzﬁf. exprezsion in the little round eyes
bebind the big, round spectacles.
Bunter was still following the wild
career of & bandit—in his thoughts.

He arrived at the schocl just in time,
Gosling was about to close the gates
when the fat junior rolled up.

Bunter did not hurry, but Gosling
did. Gosling wes & crusty gentleman,
and he took what fellows considered a
fiendish delight in shutting a fellow out
of he bad a chance. It was Gosling's
duty to shut the gates on the stroke of
time, and, thongh not an over-dutiful
man in other respects, Gosling never
foiled in that duty. 1f a fellow was
cutside when gates were closed he
was late, and had to be reported as late.
It was rumoured for financial
considerations Gosling would tha
gote open & minute or two. But thera
was no tip to be expected from Bunter,
E:; Gal::]tmg sccelerated a little to shut
m o A =

_ Bunter, who was in another world

just then, did not heed Gosling, and he

tﬂgfﬂ up in quite a leisurely manner,
ang

The gate closed.

That bronght Bunter to himself.
Gosling, grinning through the bars,
fumbled with the E-:Ly.

“Here, I say, I'm not late|" ex-
ulnm‘mwd hunter, and he ran up to the
gt

He shoved, and Gesling grinned,

Bunter's eyes Bashed.

Gosling, totally ignorant of the film
abt the Marhle Hall, and its vivid effect
on the Owl of the ‘Remove, supposed
that he merely had to deal with a fat
schoolboy., But he was, for the moment,
dealing with a black bandit in the shape
of a fat schoolboy, which was quite a
different thing.

Bunter’s eyes flashed, almost as Black
Benito'a eyes flashed on the screen,
thn}:gl]: the spectacles marred the effect
s liitle, He grasped a bronze bar of
tho gate with a fat hand and hurled it
open, just as Black Benito might have
done,

This was unexpected on Gosling's
part.

The gate was not 3yt locked;  and
Bunter's sudden fierce shove sent it
orazhing back on Gosling.

Crash |

Bump |

“Ow”

Gosling 2at down,
ash

Egl 1
_There was & puddle at hand, Gos
Iing sat in 1t
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Muddy water all over Goss “Back!” he wnapped. “On your
L O e
f gaspe A n our whatter? gaspe o

I'm wet?’%\f{:-wl You mnggigl Wot Cherry. =
I says is this ere— Ow, ow! “My only hat1”
Bunter strode in. “Ia the gu;. ass potty i
Ha gave the seated porier a stare of “The pottifulness is terrific,”
lofty scorn as he passed him, What  “Look here, Buntor—*"
was & crusty old school porter to a Black  Bunter laughed contemptucusly—the
Bandit? scornful, ringing **Ha, ha |” appropriate
“"Hal" exclaimed Bunter. to a Black Bandit,

“Wot1” ejaculated Closling.

“Toke your life, you dogl" said
Bunter.

IiEh-!J.l

Bunter strode on. : ;

Goslin alnwlg extricated himself from
the pudgla and almost forgot that he

was web a8 he gazed after the fat figure
diat&ppenri g across the quad. Bunter’s
mode of address had quito surprised
Gosling. v

“Mad |” murmured Gosling. “Mad
as a "atter ] Mad as o blinking March
'arel Wot I says is this "ere—that
young rip ought to be took to a Juny-
tick asyhim ! Maﬂ as a 'atter |”

And Goeling locked the gates and
ntumﬁd back to his lodge to dry him-
gelf befors he reported to Mr.
Quelch.

Err—

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Alarming }

& ALLO, hallo, hallo 1™
H “Here ho isl”
“Collar him1"
“Borag him P
“Borag the esteemned rotter ¥
Five voices in chorus greeted Billy
] as he reached the Remove
landing.

Wharton & Co. were waiting
thera for him.

The Famous Five were glad to see
Bunter. It was unusual for any fellow
to be glad to see Bunter, but on thi
ocezsion_they were very glad. The
juniors had wa home 1n the rain,
they bad arrived drenched, they had
changed their clothes, and they had
waited for Bunter—and the sun had
gons down on their wrath. Tho passage
of time did not diminish that wrath—
rather, it improved, like wine, with
keeping. Five pairs of eyes gleamed,
and five voices greeted the Owl of the

move a3 he arrived.

2
“Vou fat villain 1"’ roared Bob Cherry, Bob:

" Now gw’ra going to have what you've
asked for ¥

“The askfulnesa was terrific, and the
whatfulness will be preposterouns, you
esteemed epeofer,™

“Collar him 1"

Bunter blinked at the wrathful five,

He had quite forgotten that incident
of the taxi. He rememberod it now.

“I say, you fellows |” he gasped,

“Bag him 1*

“Bump bhim "

“Mop up the passage with him.”

“Burst him [

Bunter jumped back.

Vengeance awaited him
ordinary circumstances Billy Bunter
would have fled from the wrath to come.
But the Bunter who had returned to
school after seeing the bandit film was
a different Bunter from the ono who
had gone in the taxi with the Famous
Five. Bunter's fat brain was still
g?vareﬂ witlr the vivid influence of the

m.

“Back 1" he shouted.

“What 1*

“Hal Btand back! Hands up!®

“Wha-a-a-a-t1*

The Famcus Five halted in sheer
astonishment. Something seemed io be
the matter with Billy Bunter.
ﬂa fat junior gave them a scornful
L1 s

end in

The chums of the Romove gazed at
him in amazement and some alprm,
They feared that Bunter was off his
rocker, as they would have expressed
it. They had never supposed -that he
was guite on it, as a matter of fact.
Now he seemed to them to be quite

off.
Had they seen the bandit film, and
noted its effect on the fat junior, they
might have guessed how the matter
stood. Dut they had not seen that
thrilling #lm, and did not know that
it had caused Bunter’s fat imagination
to run riot.
“Ha, ha!" laughed Bunter.
“Look here you fat idiot—>"
'“-Blh j.hl
“¥ou jolly well spoofed us over that

taxi, and we're jolly well going to
spatch ou l:m.ild-headud " soared
Johnny 1L

“Lucky for you I didn't blow your
braing out!” sneered PBunter, -con-
tem tuﬂuslg..

“Bub-bub-blow our bib-bib-brains
out 1" stuttered DBob,

g ‘tfmg ,,!]mlﬁ know 1" said DBunter
mystertously,

“Eh?* ¥

[ 44 Whati""'

“Bah! I waste time on youl” said
Bunter. “You're beneath my mnotice |
But beware ™

“Great €cott! What are wo to be-

ware of ¥ gasped Nugent.
" Vengeance |" said Bunter, in a thrill-
:IHE' Voloa,
Wha-a-a-t 7*

* Blood-red vengeance! Hai"

Bunter rolied on up the Remove pas-
sage, Not a hand was raiced to stop
him. The Famous Five gnzed at him
as if they were mesmerized.

He rolled into Study No. 7 and dis-
appeared from sight. Then the chums
of the Remove looked at one another.

*What's the matter with him 7" asked
in a8 hushed voice.

" Goodness knows 1

“Gone off his rocker,” szaid Johnny
EH, ﬂ:)hnkiug' his head. “He hadn't far

“Poor old Bunter.”
“Well, wa won’t scrag him if he’s

gone pﬂﬂ;{." said Harry Wharton
EE:I'I*L I—1 suppose it must be

“Can’t be anything else, After all,
he never had ony brain to speak of,”
said Johnuy Bull, “What he bad bas
failed him.”

“He cortainly seemed to be wander-
ing in his mind,” said the captain of
thy Remove. “Blessed if I can mako
it out.”

The juniors went along to Study No.
T and looked in. Potor Todd was thera
with Bunter. Toddy was regarding his
fat study mato with a vory curious look.

Bunter was worthy of curious looks as
that moment. He was standing beforo
the study fire, with his arms crossed on
his podgy chest, a frown on his [at
brow, amj a baleful gleam in his eyes,
looking contemptuously round the study.
His fat lip was curled in a sneer.

* Precions hole IY Bunter was saying.,
as the Famous Five locked in. “Hal
A schoolboy™s study—for mal Ha ¥

“What's the matter with you,
Bunter 7 asked Touddsy.

*“*A pchoolboy’s study, and prep, and
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olasses " said Bunter, with intensifying
scorn. Hel The little know 1"

“Look her

“3Silence * snapped Bunter.

#Zilesce!” ropeated Tod /

: Bunter’s eyes rol behind
his big spectacles in guite an alarming
rl;iri “Rouse my anger and you are
ost [

“0Oh, my hat!™

“Hilence on your lifel" snapped
Bunter. )

Peter Todd gazed at him. TFrom the
doorway the Famous Five gezed. They
were rezlly concerned now.

“#1<~I zay, have you had your tea,
Bunter 1" asked Peter at last.

If anything could have Drought
Bunter back te common earth again
that question should have done it. In

his most inflated moods, Bunter never
was indifferent to the claims of the
inner Bunter. The most unpunctual of
fellows in other msi:-ectsl unter was
never late for a meal. The mere men-
tion of s meal was sufficient to make
Lis eves brighten,

But something evidently had come

over Bunter now. Even the mention of
tea left him cold.
“Tea " he repeated.

“Yes: vou're late.”

“Teal” Bunter's voice rose in a
crescende of scorn. “Tea! Whe's
thinking of tea?"

“Aren't yout" ecjaculated Toddy, in
astonishment,

#MNol" roared Bunter.

“My only Aunt Bompronia!™ eaid
Peter blankly. “You—you—you're not
thinking of—of tea "

“Nol" hooted Bunter.

“ But—but ain't you Thungryt”
babbled Toddy. This was an cntirely
new Bunter, if he was not thinking of
tea whon it was past tea-time.

“Hungry! Who cares for hudger?”
snecred unter. “What are hard-
ships and privations to me? Nothing!”

“Nothing " murmured Peter. “Oh
crumbs! I—I say, has—has anything
happened while you've been out,
Bunter? Had a—a—a knock on the
head or anything?”

“FEnough! What I want, I can take
with my own right hand,” said Bunter.
“"You shut up, Toddy! What are you?
A schoolboy—a commonplace, eilly ass!
Saying * Yes, sir!' and * No, nir{' and
‘* Please, gir!' and * Oh, sir!" to & Form
master! Bah! I'll show them!"

“Wha-a-at will you show them?”
gasped Toddy. * And—and whom ave
you going to show?l”

Bunter's eyves roiled at him, with =0
alarming a roll, that Peter Todd backed
towards the deoor, glad that the Famous
Five were there,  IHe had an idea that
Bunter might need holding down.

“Halt!" rapped ount Bunter.

“0Oh dear!” gasped Peter.
" Btand 1™
@ I—I'm etanding already, old

i}

e

“Fool! I mean, stop where vou are!
I need a comrade [™ said Bunter.

“ A—p—a—kik-kik-comrado " babbled
Peter.

“A trusty comrade.
me?”
,“Jlg-J iz-join you?" stutlered Peter.

“Iilave yon the courage? Dare you
shed bload 7"

Peter jumped almost clear of the

or.

“Shed what?™ he gpurgled.

“Bload [ said Boonter in 2 theilling
voice. " Red blood—ha ! Dure vou stain
yonr hands with gore®”

“Creat pip!”

“Tah! You fear!” hissed DBunter.
“You are uszclesz to me! In my wild

oareer I must ride alone! s

Will vou jein

Begone |

“Mad az & hatter!” whispered Bob
Cherry, as Peter Todd, quite ala
now, almost tottered from the study.

Peter drew the door ehut. .

In the Remove passage the Six
juniors looked at one another with
startled, alarmed faces.

* Poor old Bunter !"™ breathied Toddy.
“I've thought, at times, that T've seen
signa of this coming. Now it's come.”

“What can have inppened to him®"
acked Bob, in & hushed voice. “Some-
thi".ﬁf sent him complotely balmy.”

“Tho balminess is terrific !

“Think we'd better tell Quele¢h?”
asked Nugent.

“ Blessed if T know 1™

“He may get dangerous,” said Frank
anxionsly. * Are—are there any knives
in the study ¥

“Hark I

From within the ¢losed door of Study
No. 7 came a laugh—a low, blood-
curdling laugh. Bunter's voice fol-
lowed.

“Ha! They little know! Ha ¥

“He can't have been drinking !
whispered Bob.

Peter shook his head.

“Then it's insanity!” =aid Dob.
“The poor chap wants looking afler.
I wonder if over-feeding did 1t

There was & sound of regular foot-
steps, in Btudy No. 7. Bunter was
pacing the study.

OTHERS CAN DO IT, SO
CAN YOU!I

The following amusini[iakt has
been sent in by : Henry Hardman,
of Heys Farm, Heapey, Chorley,
Lancs, Henry is now the happy
recipient of a MAGNET pocket knite.

Sea Cook (sarcastically to
new helper) : * Ever boon on
a ship befors 7"

Helper : * SBurs, 1I"ve basn a
gunner In the Hn}rnl Navy.'?

Son Cook: ““Oh! Whell
atart right in, mate, and shell
the peasl ™

When you've got a moment to
spare, chums, have s shot at
winning one of these useful prizes!
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~ Peter Todd opened the door a few
inches and peeped in. Bunter's eyes
rolled round at him at once.

“ Away !" he snapped.

“I—1 say, old chap—-" faltored
FPeter.

“Leave me! Would you provoke my
vengeance ! roared DBunter.  * Would
vou see this study streaming with
blnod? Ha!"™

Poter closed the door hurriedly.

“Quite potty " he said. “Goodners
knows what's done it; but he's a balmy
lunatic now, If he doesn't get better,
wo shall have to tell Quelch. Poor old
Bunter! I've olten wondered why they
gent him here, instcad of a home [or
idiots. He will have to go now.”

The juniors moved away [rom Study
No. Tin o disturbed frame of mind. In
& very short time the news flow up and
down the Hemove passage ihat Billy
Bunter had gono off his rocker. Fellows
camo and listened at the door of Study
No. T to the strange mutterings that
were going on within, Nobody ven-
tured to open the door.  The weird
mutterings within were enough for
then. . :

Bupler remained quife unconscionz of
the unpression he was making on the
Itemove. Ee would have been quite
surprised to learn that the feliows con-
sidered him * balmy." Ile was simply

?

living over again the life of a bandit
on the Glms; imagining himself in
lace of that wonderful film star
awker Chew, lel;hm.;h hia fat imagina-
tion run ura{ with him and enjoying
the resulk t was, in fact, & talkie
film that was going on in Btudy No. 7,
had the Removites only known it. Bug
they did not know that:; and so far
from comprehending that Billy Dunter
was, for the time being, & Black Bandit,
thery only wondered Low long it would
ba before he was taken away o a

lunatic asylum.
M in Big Hall, When he came to

the name of Bunter he was
not grafified by hearing the uzual fat
squeak in  reply. There wasz no
" Adsum ' from Bunter.

“Bunter I repeated Henry Samuel
Queleh, in a deep voice, that might have
caused some uncasiness to a Black
Bandit, and certainly would have made
Bunter uneasy had he heard it.

But Bunter did not hear it. Bunter
was not there. "In the canks of the
Remaove the fat Owl was conspicuous
only by his absence.

Having repeated the name of Bunter
in wvain, Mr. Quelch planced at the
Remove with a glint in his eyes, and
went on with the roll. Bunter was
marked absent from calling-over.

When tho roll was finished, and the
schoal dismissed, Mre. Quelelh beckoned
to Wharton te remain behind,

The captain of the Remove remained,
rather uneasily. If his Form master
was going to ask bhim about Bunter he
did not quite know what to answer.

Bunter, in the opinion of the
Remorites, had passed the border-line
that divides ordinary fatheadedness
from sheer balminess. DBut Wharton did
not want to mention that to the
Remove master,

“Ah, Wharton!" zaid BMr. Quelch,
“Bunter was absent from calling-over,
as no doubt yvou observed."

“Yes, sir,” said Harry.

“He 13, however, within gates," said
the Form master, “It iz very unusual
for & boy actually in the Housze 1o
absont himscli from calling-over.”

“Quite, sir,” agreed Wharton.

“Gosling has reported to me that
Runter acted very strangely when le
came in,"” said Mr. Quelch.

Wharlon was not surprised to hear
it. Certninly, DBunter had acted
strangely enough in the Remove pas
sage. No doubt he had given Gosling &
samplo when he came back to the echool.

"Gosling,” continued Me. Quelel:,
"has expressed lumself as entertaining
an actual doubt of the boy's sanity.”

“Dh!" said Harry.

“This 15, of course, alsurd,” said thn
Form master. “"DBut Bunter must haye
acted in & wvery strapge manner in
cauzo Gosling to receive such an impres-
gion. EHave you scen Bunter sinea Lin
came in, Wharton "

“Yes, sir.”

“l1lave you obscrved anvihing un.
uznal in himi"

Wiharton hesilaled.

BMr. Quelel's keeu eves fixed on Lim
like pimnlota,

“1 see that sou have Wharton,” ke
sad quietly. “ RKindly speak out aws
lell e exactly how the matter stund-.
The boy may need care”

“Well, I--1 thought he scemed a—a -
a lLittle queer, sir,” said Wharlon
relurtantls.
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THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Bunter I5 Wanted !

R. QUELCH, the master of tha
Remove, was taking the roll



g
"Queer ! In what way i

“Well, not quite the same as usual,
sir. secmed to be talking rather out
of his hat—""

ar Whﬁt?ll

“*I—I mean, talking rather at random,
sir "' amended Wharion, 1

"Has anyono else thia,
Wharton "

“I—I think so, sir.”’

Ar. Quelch pursed his lips.

*I must logk into the matter,” he
snid. “Kindly find Bunter and send
him to my study immedictely,
Wharton,"

“Vary well, sir.” ;

Mr. Quelch took his way to his study,
with o very thoughtiul expression
wrinkling his scholastio brow. He had
not attached very much importance to
Gosling’s  statements; but  Bunter,
though within the House, had missed
call-over, and now Mr. Quelch learned
that o number of his Form fellows had
noticed something “queer ¥ about him.
The matter began to look serious.

1t was not pleasant. Thoe Hemove had
been distinguished hitherto h}i' having
for & member the most hopelessly obtuse
fellow at Greyfriars. That was bad
enough, for the 'orm master who had to
deal with him. Mr. Quelch did not
want his I'orm to be.distinguished by

noticed

having & lunatic in it. Heally that
would be the limat.
But to do Henry Samuel ueleh

justice, hoe was thinking more of the
unhappy junior than of himself. It
would be disagreeable for him, but
roally awful for Bunter, if Bunter had
gone mad. Yet Mr. Quelch would
hardly have thought that W. G. Bunter
had sufficient brains to go mad with.

Harry Wharton hurried up to thae
Hemove passage. He looked into Study
No. T and found Bunter there.

Bunter was no longer pacing the
study.

He was scated, or rather sprawled,
in the armchair, with his fat little legs
ctretched out, his hands in his pockets

end a wrinkle in his podgy brow. He
was thinking. - .
There was & biiter, sardonic ex-

pression on his fat face. _

Bunter was thinking of the difference
between life as it was, and life a8 ho
wanted it to be. !

With all the makingas of a bandit in
him, with boundless courage, desperate
hardihood, devil-may-care recklessness,
he reflected, he was etill doomed to the
humdrum, sedate life of a schoolboy—
swotting ot prep in a study, grinding in
the Form-room; subject even to
canal _

Bunter langhed mockingly at that
thought |

Yes, guelchy had the cheek to cane
him and jaw him, pever even suspect-
ing that within thot podgy breast t
the reckless heart of a bandit!

Bunter pictured to himself the sur-
prise and horror of Quelchy, the amaze-
ment of the Remowve, if, when he was
told some day to hend over, he should
suddenly draw a revolver from his
pocket, level it at Quelchy, and thunder
out ™

“Hands up !

It was never likely to come to pase.
That was cortain. But Bunter’s fat
imagination revelled in the fancied
BLONS.

Shakespeare has told us how the Tuut,
with his eyo in a fine frenzy rolling,
gives to airy nothing a local habitation
and a name. When Bunter let his vivid
imaﬁinatian go, he was in the same
mood &s that poet. Fancies became
rcalities to him: he forgot facts, and
lived the role that he had adopted in
hia mind,

S0 it was with him now. Picturing
that amazing sceno in the Form-room,
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Bunter forgot that he was a fat school-

., that he would tremble at Quelchy’s
frown. His brow darkened, his eyes
flashed behind his spectacles, and he
raised his right hand as il levelling an
1 inary revolver. He was thus occu-
pied when Wharton looked in.

“Die!" hissed Bunter,

Wharton started.

Buontor did not observe him., He was
wrapped up in the scenc he was montally
cnacting.

“Die!” ho ropeated. *Cane me, will
you? Ha, ha! ¥You know me not! Ha!
My trusty gun co¥ers your heart! Diel”

unter was glaring at the study table
a3 he made these extraordinary remarks.
2o far as Wharton could see, he was
nddressing the table, or the inkstand
that stood on it. There was no one in
nga study with Bunter; and for a fellow

talk to an inkstand was, if anytlhing
could be, a proof of pottincss.

“I—I say, Bunter—"
Wharton.

Bunter's extended hand dropped, and
ho started from his day-dream and
blinked round at the captain of the
Remove,

“Don’t butt im here!'” he snapped.
“What the thump do you want ?"

"This sounded rather more normal, and
Wharton was glad to hear it

:* %uelc wants :fﬂu,“ said Harry.

! ang Quelchy I

“You've missed call-over, old bean,”
said Harry soothingly.

" Call-over 7" Bunter laughed sardonic-
ally. Call-over—for a fellow who was
dreaming of the wild and woolly career
of a bandit! Call-over! _.Black Benito
had never answered to hisa name at call-
over, Bunter was sure of that, ¥ Call-
over! Ha, ha!™

“Well, fellows have to turn up for
call-over, old fat bean,” said Wharton.
“Why didn’t you, Bunter?"”

I forgot!” said Bunter carelessly.
“Not that it matters! I've no time for
trifles.”

gasped

“Quelchy doesa’t think it a trifle,”

shid Harry, with a smile. “He gets
wrathy if a man cuts call-over.”

“Let him! Do you think I fear lus
wrath?” asked Bunter scornfully. * ¥ou
fellows may! To me, fear is unknown.”

“My hat! You've changed a lot,
then, since Lthe tima when you let Tubb
of the Third chase vou along the
Remove passage.”

“Bahl Let Tubb beware how he
crossea my path,' said Bunter darkly.
“Let him bewara the vengeance of one

who never spared a foe.”

"ﬂ'rﬂ-ﬂt PE;P 1!! ]

“Bopone!” said Bunter impaticntly.
“¥You don't understand me. Nobody at
this school understands me. I may sur-
prise thern some day. It ma.% be soon !
Terror may stalk abroad. They little

know.” ] ] ]

“0Oh dear! Terror will stalk into this
stu if you don't go down and see
Qu . =aid Harry.

: Eag! Trouble me not!™

“ But Quelchy wants ybu—"

“Has the man da to send for me
to go to his study?"’ asked Bunter con-
tt.'mﬁtuauﬁ]}t

“Ha jolly well has.”

“Then take my answer back! Tell

him I defy him.”
I'm likely to tell

. i,: only hatl X
Quelchy that—I don’t think."
o TEIT his
thut

him,"” said Buntor, mlling
oyes with a genuine cinema roll, *
I fear him not! Tall him to beware of
vengeance—the vengeance of one to
whoin blood 13 as water! Gol”

“Oh erikey ™

Wharton wont.

Ho did not go back to Mr. Quelch.
e was not likely to convey those melo-
dramatic mess ! ¢ went to lus own
study, where he conlided to . Frank
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Nugent that what Bunter scemed to
want was a strait-jacket.

A fow minutes lator, however,
Buntor’s footsteps ed the doorway of
Study No. 1, on the way to the stairs,
It had been borne in upon Bunter's fat
mind, on reflection, that hé was a bandit
only in imagmation, and that in actual
fact he wos n Hemove junicr, and had
to obey his Form master’'s bohest lest
worze should befall him, 8o he “went!

Several fellows were on the ()
landing; and they were discussing.
Bunter and his supposed insanity as the
fat junior camp by, Therc was a rush
to get out of his way.

unter blinked round in surprise.
_He was not accustomed to fellows get.
ting out of his way like this. Ewven
Bolsover major, the burly bully of the

move, jumped aside with an
alarmed lock, and was staring back at
Lunter quite nervously.

“I say, you fellows—""

“Eeep calm!” said Bolsover major.
“ For goodness’ zake, keep calm, Bunter,
if you canl”

¢ Oh, really, Bolsover—"

Don’t come near me " said Skinner,
ha:.:kzngt away as Bunter made s move-
mMant.

*0Oh, really, S8kinner—"

“He's got a jolly wild look in his
eye!” mut Snoop.  “I—1  say,
mr'?&thmg ought to be done about it.’

say, you fellows, what's upt" de-
manded Bunter. “ Blessed if you don't
all look as if you were afraid of me!”

The juniors mada no answer to that,
but they backed farther away. Bunter
blinked at them in amazement, but
with a feeling of satisfaction. They
are Ehﬂighﬂi im: ;t.hﬁ ﬁuu]& Ednt be mis-
oken on tha in o made & 8
towards Bolsovor major, and Balsnﬁ:l:*
jumped back about threa feet. There
could be no mistake about it.

Bu grinnod.

He never inspired terror before,
Many a time he would have liked to do
50, but it had never happened.

. Ndw—he did not know why—he was
mspiring it.

The thought was like wine to the
weak head of William George Bunter.
Half-unconsciously, he drew himself
moré erect, f&niinﬁ more than ever like
Black . Benito. These fellows realised,
at last, what a_devil of a fellow he was,
it seemed to Bunter. Ho was getting
the awed respect that had so long been
hizs doe, but which had never been
accorded him before.

Casting a look of scorn at the ring of
nervous faces, Bunter rolled on, and
went down the stairs.

Fisher T. Fizh was coming up the
stair. At the sight of Bunter coming
down, Fishy halted suddenly.

“l—— Wow!"” he ajaculated.

“1 say, Fishy—"

“ Keoep off I yelled Fishy.

nlﬂt} ]:I.I.‘.I]:&'—--'--"

“Oh, Jerusalem crickets!” exclaimed
Tishy, as Bunter came down.
turned, went down the stairs threo at
o time, and vanished into space,

Bunter blinked after him in amaze-
ment.

Bunter had long fattered himself that
he had, like Hamlet's father, an ave
like Mars, to threaten and command.
Never yet had it produced its proper
effect. But now it was producing it
Fishy, fear-stricken, had fled at his
approach. It was rather perplexing to
Bunter, but it was very gratifving. He
remembored that Black Benito had said
that if ha could not be loved, he wonld
be feared. Nobody, certainly, was
likely to love Bunter very much. Butb it
waa evident that they feared him.

Bunter rolled on his way, fecling
several inches taller. But he was
reduced to his former height, az it were,
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a3 he entered his Form master’s study
and came under the steely stare of Mr.
Quelch's gimlet-eyes.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Dark Doubis !

ILLY BUNTER rolled into his
B Form master’s study in a

truculent mood. He was in a
sort of inflated frame of mind—
above himself, so to speak; ready to
indulge in any kind of rocklessness.
But somehow or other the sight of Me.
uelel’s severe features, the cold
glitter in Quelchy’s oyes, had a deflating
effect on him. Under
Mr. %ue-lch‘a Frl m
gaen ho felt like =
%uucturad tyre. What
lack Benite would
have done in the pre-
pence of the Remove
master at Gre-ifriarﬂ
Bunter did_not know:
but what Bunter did
was to drop all of a
sudden into the Owl
of old. One glance
from those gimlet eyes
turned Bunter from a
lion into & lamb. In-
stead, therefore, of
cheeking Mr. Queleh,
as he had fully in-
tended, Bunter almost
crawled towards the
Form master’s table,
and squeaked with Lis
old accusgtomed
humility :

“You sent for rie,
sir?"”

“I gent for wou,
Bunter,” eaid Mr.
Quelch, scanning him,

Quelchy’s look was

always  penetrating,
for which reason his
pupilt compared his
eyes to gimlets. Dut
it was more than
usually penetrating
now,

Bunter observed it,
though hoe was nat
aware that doubts of
his sanity were entor-
teined. -

“1 have reccived o
report from Gosling,

Bunter. It appears
that you wero rather
latp—=*

"“"Oh, ne, sirl" eaid
Bunter, "The beast tricd {o zhut me
ﬂlll Lk

“Bunter !"

“I mean, the rotler—that 15, T mean,
the porter—-"

“Gosling states that vou were late,
and that you pushed open the gato with
violence, causing him to fall,” said My,
Quelch scverely.

“Y think perhaps he had been drink-
ing, sir,” soad Bunter.

“* What

“He was jolly unsteady on his pins,
air."” -
“Really, Bunter—"

“ Anyhow, I couldn’t help him falling

over, sir,” sald Buntor. “He was
clumsy. He"s getting old and decrepit,
sir. Must be fity.”

Mr. Quelch glared, seemingly not

leased by this obscrvation—perhaps
Eecal_tae he was fifty himself.

“Bunter | Do not talk nonsense | he
snapped. “Perhaps Cosling’s fall was
an accident. But I am informed that
you used most extroordinary language.”

“0-d-d-did I, sir?™

Billy Bunter grasped the b
Gosling. Crash ! Bump !
“ My eye ! ' he gasped.

“Gosling states that you called him a
dog.”
“D-d-does he, sici”

*“He does, Bunter.” )

“He's rathor deaf, sic,” said Dunter.

“Deaf " repested Mr, Quelch, _

" Yes, sir,” sa1d Bunter. “ You sce, as
he's getting frightfully old—*

“Lindly keep to the point, Bunter.”

“Dh, yes, sir! I mean, Gosling being
so awfully old—fifty, at lecast—he's
etting deaf, and doesn’'t hear what a
ellow says. I—I—I rcally said there
was & fog, eir.”

“A fog!” repeated Mr. Quelch,

“"Fog, sir] Not dog! Fog!™

Mr. Queclech gave Bunter another
penotrating look. This explanation was

9

“Tho—the fact 1s, sir—" he stam.
mered.

“"Well 27

“I—I was rather wet, sir. I'd been
out in the rain. I—I was drying myself,
sir. 1 was afraid of catching cold—"

“0Oh! It that i3 the truth,
Bunter—"

" You see, sir—"

“In that case, I will
Bunter.”

“Thank you, gir!"

There was a pause. Again the Form
master's eyes searched the fat and
fatuous countonance bofore him. Buat it

excuse you,

- was exactly the fat and fatuous
eountenance to which he was accus-
tomed.

lausible enough. and cortainly Mr.
&.mlch was vnable to deteet any sign
of insanity in the fat junior; nothing
hut the obtuse studidily to which he was
so well accustomed.

“Very well, Buntey, we will pass over
that matter,” =zaid the Remove master,
mitch to tho fat junior's relief, “But
yvou did not altend at calling-over, to
answer to your name. Why was thhs¥"

o =] —]—"

“Hx 1niu”3,'mu-sclf at once.”

ir I_-_. A

1t was not casy for Bunter to explain
himssalf. Ho could not explain, to a

rim and gimlot-oyed Form master that
ﬁe had been happily cccupied in a sort
of day-dream in his study, imagining
himsﬂﬂ' in the part of Pawker Chow,
tha groat Hollywood film actor, and
completely wrapped up in it.  Mr,
Quelech was the last man in the world
to understand such erratic flights of
fanoy. A more prosaic cxplanation
had to be found. l!;nrt_unatﬂi:.r, William
George Bunter was quite free from the
trammels of truth.

bronze gate with his fat hands, and sent it ecrashing back on
plash | There was a puddle at the back of Gosling, and he sat in It,
“Ow! I'm wet! Wow ! You young rip 1" (See Chapler 3.)

; ]ti"u made a gosture of dismissal at
ast,

“¥You may go, Bunter.,”

Bunter went. i

He closed the study door after him
on o perplexed and thoughtful Form
master,

Qutside tho study, Bunter’s manner
changed.

“ Beast1” ho murmured. .

Onco safe away from the daunting
stare of those gimlot eyes, Bunter felt
his courage revive. With a thick ocak
door betweon him and Mr, Quelch, he
felt that he could give expression to
his feelings, :

Ho clenched a fat fist end shook it
at the closed door.

It was unfortunate that Mr. Quelch,
who intended to go along to Masters'
Commeon-room, opencd the door at that
momaoent. 3

Bunter, with his fat fist shaking in the
air, stood revealed under the astonished
stare of hia Form master.

“ Bunter 1* ejaculated Mr. Quelch.
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“Oh1* gasped Bunter.

%o taken by surprize was the Owl of
the Remove, that he stood rooted to the
ficor in the same attitude, with Lis fat
fist in the air.

“Bunter! What—"

“{h dear ™

Bunter let hiz arm fall

* What are you deing, Bunter ¥

“N-n-nothing, aie.”

“Why are you not gonel™.

W I_____ _I_"”

“For what reason, Bunter, were you
standing outside my study door, gesticu-
lating in that extraordinary manner 7

# T gtuttersd Bunter.

“Are you not well, Bunter?”
“Yesl Not 1—1 mean, yes, sic!”
pasped Bunter.

Heo waa relieved, though surprized, to
nbscirm t]]?t Mr. Quelch’s look was more
Anxion an Angry. .

Y 111 may ggﬂ-, Bunter,” said Mr.
Quelch, after a long, long look at the
Owl of the Remaove.

““Yes, sir I’ gasped Bunter,

He hurried away alang Masters' pas-
sage. Mr. Quelch’s glance followed him,
doubtfully and am:muslﬁ. :

His suspicions as to Bunter’s sanity
had revived, on finding the fat junior
outside his door, engaged in making
extraordinary gesticulations. :

Mr. Quelch watched tha fat junior out
of sight, and then went on his way to
the mon-room, in 8 very thoughtful
and preoccupied frome of mind. It
Tooked—Mr, Quelch could not help feel-
ing that it lpoked—as if thia member
of his Form was going oub of his mind,
'That was enough to make any Form
master thﬂughngul and preoccupied.

[

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.

Sopper for One !
o SAY, you lellowsl” :

l “Geg out)” yelled Skinner,
Snoop, and Stott, in an alarmed
chorus.

“Eh1"

EIGH‘ nu* .'!il'

Buntar did not get out.

He stood in the doocrway of Study

No. 11, blinking at Skipner & Co.
thm:gl; his big spectacles, in amaze-
Men

Prep ﬁ over t*]In the Remove ult-:‘]difui:
Buopter had not done any prep; his fa
mind was still running on bandit films,

But Bunter had missed bis ten that
afternoon, and he was hungry—fright-
fully hungry. Even bandit films, and
the imaginary wvision of himself as a
bandit, .could not satiefy the cravings
of ths inner Buntar. d 1t was a
scent of cooking that had drawn him
to Study No. 11 _

Skinner & Co. were having a sausage
supper in the study. Thaaﬂ:tmin odour
of frying sansages spread into the pas-
s-agﬂ,F ﬁd Bunter had scented it.
Naturally, it drew him thaere,

Bunter bad butted in. in the hope of
joining in that supper. The hope had

gen faint, for Study No. 11 was any-
thing bat 8 hospitable study But
Bunter was hungry, and the scent of
the sausages was attractive, and he was
trying it on. . ]

e was quite surprised by hia recep-
tion.

It was mot unusual, of course, for
Bunter to be told to get out when he
butted into a study, especially at &
meal-time. What was unusual was the
obvious terror of Skinner & Co.

They had beerr sbout to sit down to
rupper when Bunter opened the door.
Instead of sitting down they backed
ml:msa the study. eyeing Bunter in
alarm.
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He stared at them, amazed.
“Look here, you fellows—"
began. ¢
Get out | said Snoop faintly.
“?—1 sny, old chap, go to your own

he

study |¥ gasped Bkinner, “I—I think
Toddy wants you.”
“"Go away 1" articulated Stott.

“But I say—"
“You can’'t come
Skinner. “Go awayl”

Bunter stond his ground.

For soma reasom, inexplicable {o
Bunter, these fellows were afraid of him,
Why, was o mystery—but there was no
doubt about the fact.

Had Skinner & Co. kicked Bunter out
he would have been hurt, bubt not sur-
prised. He was 5urpriae-:i now, but ho
was pleased. If fellows were afraid of
Bunter there was no need for Bunter to
be afraid. That was merelﬁ logic. And
Bunter was the fellow to take advantage
of such 2 sitnation. His fat face
assumed a bullying expression.

“Don't you fellows checky,” he
said. “*I've come in to supper!| Lf you
don’t want me, say so.”’

Bolsover major, the bully of the
Remove, sometimes invited himself to
tea or supper in a study in that way.

awpy with it, as i

in here,” said

{Emm;nlllay. he .iqt
were. Bunter bad never been able to-

understudy Bolsover major before. He
quite enjoyed doing it now. A fellow
who was feared hy timid fellows could
do as he jolly well liked. ‘Bunter,
evidently, was feared, so he was going
to do as he jolly well liked! That was
all there was about it.

“Now than!” he ral,:-pe& out. “Do
you want me or noti’

o vesl Of—of course!” pgasped
Skinner, with a terrified eye on a knife
on the table, which was guite mnear
Bunter. What would ha if a lunatic

hold of & knife, Harold Skinner

id not {are to think. But he knew
that lunatics had to be humoured. “Oht
Xes, rather* i

“That's better,” said Bunter, quite in
the manner of Bolsover major in his
most bullying mood. “I 't want

to have to mop up this study., I've
dm% ad Enltu i} er-hms 3

“0Oh, yesl” gasp noo.

“I Isr E:]',:n«:.ﬂ.-* that fn,il’e down,

Buntﬂrl'*méj:anujahd Stott, as Bunter
picked up the knife on the table,

“Eh, whyt”

“Oh, dear1”

“1 say, theze are prime sosses!” said

Bunter. *T ses, you've got six. That
will be three for me and- one each for
you fellows—what?®

*Yes—oh, yeal”

Bunter grinned. Why these fellows
were letting him bully them was really

rious; but there it was, and
E;_uqtar was going to make the most
of i

“You can sit down if you like,” ha
said as he sat at the table, knife and
fork in hand.

“We—we'd rather stand, if you don’t
mind,” stammered Skinner, keeping on
the farther side of the study.

“(Oh, rot—sit down | said Bunter.

“We—wea'd really rather stand”
groaned Snoop.

It was only a table knife that was
in Bunter’s fat band. But there was no
telling what a lunatic might do, even
with a table-knife.

“Please yourselves,” said DBunter.
“PBlessed it T can make you cut. You
ncedn't be 1n such a funk—1"m not going
to lick you if you behave yourselves.
Don’t you want any supper?”
n:‘?-::uﬂjrnu can have the lot, if you
i 'E-?'J

“All right! Pass the salt, Ekinner.”

“(-¢-c-an't you reach it, old chap 1

“I've told you to pass the salt!”
rcared Bunter.
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*“Oh dear |

“If I bhave to come over to you,
Skinner——"

“All—all right! D-dxd-don’t get up,
old echap.”

Skinner approached the table in a

vary gingerly wa He picked up the
salt-cellar and elid it across towards
Bunter.

Bunter reached for it with the hand
that held the knife. Skinner gave &
FE]I? of terror and jumped back.

unter blinked at him.

“"What's the matler with you?” be
demanded.

* N-p-nothing 1” gazped Skinner.

“I'm not ﬁumg to hurt you, you silly
asal"” said Bunter contemptuously

“I—I1 know. It'aall right, old chap 1™

Bunter proceeded with his supper. It
had been intended as a supper for three,
but it was not too much for one—when
that one was William George Bunter.

The Owl of the Remove was enjoyin
himself. The supper was good, an
Bunter was hungry. But that was not
all—what hé was enjoying mostly was
the unusual and gratifying situation.
It was the first time that ﬁilly Bunter
had been able to bully a study into sub-
mission like Dolsover major Heo
resolved that it should .not be the last.

Obvicusly, to Bunter, the fellows were
realising, at long last, that he was not,
a fellow to be trifled with, His very
lance seemed to inspire terror, Even

sover major, in his most truculent
mood, had not been regarded with so
much dread—he could see that, Cer-
tainly he was not aware of the czuse.
But the fact was enough for Bunter,

Whila the Owl of the Remove was
busy with esusages and chips, Bnoop
sidled with an sir of assumed carcless-
niess ulunﬁ]tha wall, to get to the door.
Once at the door Sidney James Snoop
intended to bolt.

Bunter blinked round at him.

*“Where are you going, Snoopey 1™ he

asked.

ﬂnuuf halted suddenly.

“I—1 wasn't going—" he stam.
mered.

“Tired of my
Bunter ferociously.
“Oh, no—no! Not at alli™
*“Btay where you ara, then 1"
“"Oh! Yes, rather, ald chap ™

Snoop slunk back to tho window.

Billy Bunter finished his supper, with
a appetile and kecn enjoyment.
Bkinner & Co.,, in an unhappy group
by the window, watched him, only long-
ing to ece the supposed lunatic lay down
the knife.

“Ja that the lot?" asked Dunter at

k.

“Yes, old fellow! I—I hope you liked
it,” said Skinner meckly.

* Anything in the cupboard ¥

“N-a-no ™

LRI e i d

i at a supper a shapped.
" Measly, I call EHE

“I1—1 say, I—I'll get a caka to
wind up with, old chap,” said Skinner.
"I—I've got a cake in the—the DLox-
TOOIT.

Billy Bunter brightened u

“Cut off,” he said; “and be quick

company ¥  asked

back 1"

“I—I won’t be a jiffy!" gasped
Bkinner. And he fairly bolted from the
study.

Skinner did not return with the cake,
Ha did not return at all.
_ Bunter sat snd waited, with growing
impatience. :

That silly ass iz a jolly long tima!"™

he growled.

“Shall—shall I go and lock {or him 1™
stammered Bnoop.

(Continued on page 12.)
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By “The OLD REF.”

Our special eontribufor is here to answer any of your perplexing * Soccer * questions, so fire in
your queries, chums, and see if you can score a ““ goal ** against him !

HIS week I have to announce, by way of s start, a
discovery which has plessed me. It I that the
readers of the Maower do as they are told. T asked
you to write to me about little football problems :

told you to de so, in fact, and the t%gmium are begioniog to
eome in. That's good. The more INArrior, _

A query comes from Glasgow concorning an incident in a
pecent Glasgow Cup Final betweon Rangers and the Celtic.
What fighta of the past are conjured up by the mention of
those two clubs being in opposition

However, to the point of my correspondent’s letter, He was
witching this Glasgow Cup-tie and noticed that in the courss
of the pame a shot from a Rangers' forward which would un-
doubtedly have gone into tho net was konocked out by the
outstretehed hond of a full-back. Thero was no other way
in which the full-back ecould have provented a goal, and he
poalised that his own goalkeeper was in o hopeless position
80 far oz stopping the shot was concernad.

The referee gave o penalty kick, Meiklejohn, of tho Rangers,
failed to ecore with it, and the mateh ended in a goal-less draw.

Why didn't the referee give o goal, my reader fricnd
asls,secing that itis laid down as a principle that offenders
on the foolball field should not profit by their offences.

Thore is one good and satisfactory resson why the referee
did not give a goal on that occasion—he had no power to do so
under the rulas of football. There are & lot of people who
think that when the referee is absolutely satisfied that a gosl
would have beon geored if it hed not been for a breach of tho
rulez by & defender the official should be able to award a goal
without any penalty kick being taken. T am inclined to aw
with this view. DBut rules are rules, and the referée of a football
match is not put on the field to make the rules: ho is gont
thore to carry out the rules as made by the authorifies.

NOTHER little tion arises out of the same incident.
A What do you think of the sportamanship ideas of a
full-back who fists tho ball out when thoro is no
other way of stopping o goal * On tho face of it,

and at frst blush, my reply would be ** Not much.™

Howaver, lat us be fair about thia matter and try to look at
Hofrom tho full-back's point of view without excusing in any
way the breach of rules or o breach of the higheat standord of
l’m-ts.:nnnuhip, The full-baglk iz all sbrung up for & big effort
to provent o goal from being seored pgainst his side.  He is
excited. Suddenly hoe sees tho ball going for goal. Ho can't
ptap it with his head, his body, or his feet, 8o up gocs his
hand. I can quite sco that tho full-back may do this instine-
tively in the stress and strugple of tho momoent. Eo hos no
time to think. 8o don't let us condemn him guite so much
s wo might bo tempted fo do whon thinking over the matter
burricdly.

Footballs are like bicyelo tyros, and motor.car tyros—thoy
burst sometimes—get punclured in some mysterious way.
A pameo can't go on with a ball out of which the wind has pono,
but ccensionally a burst ball mnay lead to an awkward complion-
tion, A seasen or two back Everton weio playing Hull City
in n Cup mateh at Villa Park. Thoy had met twice proviously,
and ench game had cnded in a draw. Henee the affair on
moeutral ground,

Extra time had to be played in this third meeting, and in
the course of that extra time a Hull forward hit a besuty.
Etraight to the net it went—a good which made everyhody
vory oxcited. The ball was kicked up the field to Dixie
Dean, the Everton contre who had to rostart tho from the
middle. No spooper did Dean get to the ball, however, than hs
noticed the wind had gone out of it. The ball had burst !

Ths referea’s attention was called to it, and the Ewverton
players immediately asked the question as to whether the

l aiﬁ:.ul: the side should be allowed to count, in view of tha
ursk :

Wken did the ball burst—prior to its entering the net or
afterwarda ! That was the guestion the referee had to decide,
and this, as he told me afterwards, waa the way his thoughts
ran. When the Everton r picked the {a.ll out of the
net after Hull had scored. the ball must bave been all right,
otherwise the goalkeeper would have drawn attention to it.
Therafors the assumption was that the ball was quite O.K. whon
the Hull forward shot the goal. That was the referee’s decision,
and the goal stood.

But if the rofores had decided that the ball had burst prior
to going between the posts he could oot have allowed & goal.

You can't score o proper point with a burst ball. So
if you are going to score a gooal, don't kiclk the Loll so0
hard that gou burst it. 1 often conelude, when watehing
foothall, that fellows tvy to Durst the ball every time they
gliovot. Somctimes & isn't at all necessary.

But there, I am in dangor of waudaﬁngi off into a lecture on
how to play the game : in danger of telling you that a solb
shot which is well placed out of the goalkeeper's reach is just
as offective a3 a wild bang at the ball which may sond it over
the bar. But I mustn't give lecturcs on tactics just now.

I notice that the linesmon get inte & row becauso

they give n throw-in when, so far as thoe spectators

can ace, tho ball has not been over the line. In
thoso enses I am always on tho side of the linesman, becauso
surely he, right on the spot, should e able to tell whether the
ball has or has not been over much better than the spoctators,
viewing from all sorts of angles can tell.

Sometimes, howerer, the specltators arc annoyed owedng
fo o misapprchension. They sco the ball hicked into the
air, and see it drop on the ine. The lincsmar gigunols
a throw=-in beenuse the ball hos Deen over the line ax it
travelled theongh the aiv. And aoccording To $he o Hee
ball is ont of play wehen it evosses the line, wohether in tho
air or not.

Terhaps you may think this is wrong : that o bLall which
awerves outwards beyond the line and then swerves in again
hefors it drops should not bo considered out of play. I agroo
with this view. It pubs up a bit of a bar against =kill.

Suppose o player is taking o corner kick on A windy day—
when the wind is blowing down the ficld. A skilful player could
use that wind, sending the ball into the air out of play in auch
a way that it would drop in play in front of goal owing to tha
action of the wind. Don't you think that such a player oupght

QUITE froquently, whon I attend football matches,

[ to get tho Lenefit of his skill 1 T do.

Tug Magser Lisrary.—>o. 1,137,
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BUNTER THE BAN DIT!

(Wontinued from page 10.)

“Yea, Tell him to buck up, or it will
it the worse for him !” :
“{c-certainly, old chap !

Snoop cut across to the door. Stolt
rushed after him,
“You ncedn’t both gol!” snapped

Dnnter.

But both went; Stott had no idea of
L:-:.iug left alona in the study with a
maniac. They rushed inte the Remove
passago together.

unter waited.

He waited in vain, Skinner was still
absent, and neither Snoop nor Stott
roturned. Bunter had taken up a knilo
te cut that cake when it came. But the
cake did not come. Iae stepped to the
door of the study at last, and loocked
out, the knife still in his hand,

Figher T. Fish was coming along the
passage, and Bunter called to lnm:

“1 say, Fis]’ly,. seent Skinner i

Fisher T. Fish gave one look at
Bunter and the knife in the fat hand.
Then, with a howl of terror, he rushed
hack along the gaasaga, E-:rited into
Stndy Neo. 14, and slammed the door
and turned the key in the lock.

Bunter blinked alter him..

“ What the thump——" he ejaculated.

Ha stepped out into the passage.
There was no sign of Skinner & éﬂ,
returning.  Little Wun Lung, the
Lhinee, came out of SBtudy No. 13, and
Bunter rolled towards him, 311119 for-
getfol of the knife in his hand. ;

“H'Etl'l’}, you!" he said. *“Seen Skin-
ner—"

“Keepeo away !” velled Wun Lung,
hia almond eyes dilated with terror.
“No killy pool hlP Chinea!”

“What " as@ Bunter,

“Pool lill inee he velly good
faller ; ho likea ole fat Buntea 1™ howled
Wun Lung. “No ki]'[g! No killy !

“You silly idiot—

Wun Lung jumped back into Study
Neo. 13. The door slommed, and the
ke;,r turned.

‘My hat!” gasped Dunter.

It was all very well to inspire fear
and respect; but, really, this was too
much of a good thing, Billy Bunter
rolled along te his own study. He
found Peter Todd there,

FPeter seemed to give a sort of con-
vulsive start ot the sight of Bunier with
s knife in hia hand.

“1 say, Peter—"

“Yes, old fellow,” =aid Toddy, in a
soothing voico. "1 zay, put that knife
down, old chap.”

“Eh, why 1"

“T—I'd rather vou did, if you den't
mind, old fellow.”

“What rot! I say, Peter, it scems to
me that all the fellows are going mad,”

said Bunter.
“M-m-mad?” stammered Pater,
“Mad as hatters!”™ said Bunter
crossly.

Peter gazed at him, ITe knew that it

out ! said Bunter. “What are you
staring at me for in that gqueer way,
Peter,
“Wowowas 11" stammered Peter,
Yes, you were. Are you as potty as
tho rest?"” demnnded Bunter irritably,

“Oh dear! What have you got that
knifa for, Bunter?"

“Eht I picked it up to cut the
cake—="

“Oh, is that all?"

""i_’iﬁai: the thump did you think I'd
got it for " demanded Bunter.

Peoter did not answer that question.
Ile appeared to listen.

“Ts that Skinner in the passage?” ho
cxclaimed.

Bunter stepped into the deoorway to
look,

Poter made a jump at the door, and
slammed: it.

“Yaroooh !”

I'he door caught Bunter on the back
and huorled him headlong into the pas-
58 Ie. There was a bump and a fearfnl
yall

‘The key turned in the lock, and Peter
breathed more freely.

Bunter serambled to his foct,

“You silly ass!” he roarved.
did you do that fori"

“Oh dear!" fmped Petor.

“Let me in, Peter, you silly idiot !

" No Jﬂl}j’ fear ™

Toddy felt better with the door
locked. Billy Bunter rolled away in a
gtate of enraged astonishment. Two or
three fellowa who sighted him bolted
on_the spot. 'They stood not on the
order of their poing, but went at once.
Billy Bunter was left in solo possoszion
of the passage. What was the matter
with the fellows? Unless they had all
gone- mad, DBunter did not know. But
thero was no doubt that he was inspir-
ing as much terror as Black Benito in
his blackest moments.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Black Bunter I

b ALLQ, hallo, hallo!™

H “Look out!”

The Famous Five were in
Study No. 1.

They had gathered there, to discuss
the sirange case of William George
Bunter and to consider what was to
done

If Bunter was “potty,” a3 seemed lo
bo the case, 1t was evident that some-
thing had to be done: and the famous
Five, as the leaders of the Form, were
the fellows to do it

The discussion was going on, when &
fat faco and a pair of large speclacles
glimmored into the doorway.

“1 say, you fellows!"” squeaked the
subject of the discussion.

he chums of the Remove looked at
him, and involuntarily backed away a
little. Harry Wharton & Co. bad
plenty of pluek; but they were not
used to dealing with lunatics, and did
not quite know how to handle such a

"YW hat

was a fothle of lunaties to supposa that eage,

other people were mad, .

' They rush away at the sight of me,”
said Bunter. “Fishy's locked himself
in his study. 2o has that potty hitle
Chinee. I—1 zay, Peter, whera aro you
roing—sneaking off while a fellow’s
lrull!]-nng to ;_r;uu?”

e f—

“Jkinner said he was going to fetch
a cake,” sald Bonter.,  Ile never came
back,™

Petor was not surprised to hear it

“Bnoop and Stott went to fetch him,
and they haven't turned up, -either,”
wont on Bunter. -

Apain Peter was not surprised fo hear
it,
“Blessed if T can make the fellows

Tre Micxe? LIBRARY.—No. 1137

“Keep calm, old chap!” ventured
Bob Cherry.

o Eh EH‘

"“The calmfulness 13 the proper caper,
my esteemed Polty Bunter,” murmured
LIurree Jamset Ram E-mgi: soothingly.

“Look hero——" !

“Don’t get excited,” said Frank
Nugent. *Whatever you do, Bunter,
don't get excited !

“Wha's excited I yelled BpntEr. .
“Hush! When you feel it comin
on make an effort and calm yoursell

That'a tho best way."”

“You silly chump!"

“Watech him ! whispered Johnny
Bull. “1f he springs on us, collar him
all at ance, and hold him jolly tight,”

“I sy, you fellows, what's upt"”

THE MAGNET

“Up!"” repeated Harry Wharton.

“Yea. ave all the fellows gone
mad or what "

“Oh dear!”

“Blessed if I can make it out!™ said
Bunter. *“You fellows are looking st
me jolly queerly ;rnur.melms!”

“Are—arc we?”

“¥You are!™ snapped Bunbee. * Look
herae, if it's a IarE, you oamn chuck il,
I'm IIH:H.'. a fellow to be japed, I can tell
you _

The Famous Five regarded him in
silence. All the evidence was, that
Billy Bunter had taken leave of his
senses. Every fellow in the Remove
was convinced of it.

Skinner had declared his intention of

ocing to' Mr. Quelch about it; Snoop

oclared almost tearfully that nothing
would induce him to slecp in the Re-
move dormitory with Bunter there.

The Famous Five really hardly knew
what to think. But they watehod
Bunter very carefully—and still more
carefully when, after coming into the
study, he turned and closed the door
behind him, and then turned round te
them with a mysterions air

If he was going to spring they wero
ready for him. But %unﬁer ﬁd noe
spring. e blinked at tho five silent
juniors through his big spectacles,

“I eay, you fellows——"" ha began.

“¥es, old chap,” murmured Frank

Nugent, in his most eocothing tones,
“I've got something to tell yon.”
Go ahead,” said Bob. “Keep on

that side of the table, Bunter.”

“Eh, why?

“I—I'd rather you did!” stammered
Baob,

“Blessed if I can make you out,
Cherry! The whole Form seems to
me to have gono potty this evening,”
said Bunter crossly.

“"Do—do they!”

. “Or else its u jape.
jape of some sort,” said Bunter. *But
I'm not the fellow to stand it, I can
tell you”

“N-n-no, old fellow.™

“Keep cool I said Nugent.

“Who's not keeping cool, you fak-
head

“All right—all right!”" said Frank
hastily. "Enght a3 rain! You—you
sald you had something to iell us
Bunter. Do you feel ill ¥

“No, I don't!”

“Qr—or queer, in any way i

“No, you ass!”

““Mot—not any giddiness in the head,
or—or anything of that kind?®”

“No, youw chumpl” :

“0Oh, all right! Don't geb excited i

“Who's getting excited ™

* Nobody, old chap! Nobody at alll
It's all right!”

Bunter blinked round at the five
grave faces through hias big glasses,
puzzled and perplexed. The cliums of
the Remove wers soothing him like =
baby, and Dunter could not make 3t
out.

“Look here, you fellows, don't ;ill.r
the goat!” ho said peevishly. “I've
got an important communication te
make.”

“Oh*

“Before I breathe a word—"

“Belore you whatteri”

“Breathe & word,” said Bunter.
“Bofore I breathe a word, you've got
to swear ; 4

“Wa never swear in 1ho Remove,™
gaid Bob Cherry, shaking his head.

“Don’t bo a silly ass! Yon've got
ta swear to keep the dread secrot”

“The—the which?” ;

“The dread sceret!” said Bunter,

“0Oh dear!”

The Femous Five exchanged glances,
There could be no doubt aboub 1t now.

I suppose it's a
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+ [ say, vou fellows," said Bunter, as Skinner & Co. backed away from him. * Blessed it you don’i all look as If you wera
afraid of me.” The juniors made no answer to that, but backed fariher away., The Owl of the Remove grinned. If he had
never inspired terror before, he was inspiring It now. (See Chapler 5.)

Dread scerets existed in yollow-jacketed

You follows will be the band. TI've foolish film thcy could hardly compre-
rovels, and on talkie films, But in picked you ont” hend. DBut that thero were such
the Lower Fourth at Greyfriars, a “But—but [ ecan't play anything,” fellows they knew; and apparently
fellow who talked about dread secrets said Bob. William George DBunter was ono of
could only be in mneed of medical * Whaty them. ]
nttention. “Wharton can play the Aute s bit,  “I thoonght it out while I was watch-

“What aro you blinking et one and Johnny has & mouth-organ. But ing Black Denilo on the film,"” said

another like that for?" asked Dunter
suspiciously.
“(3h, nothing !
“(io on, old cliap.” :
“Cough up the dread secret,” said

Bob.

“Suwear first!” said Punter. "Dire
danrer may «og our steps, unless the
whole thing is wropped in the darkest
mystery.”

“0h crumbs!”

I can't play on any instrument—cexeept
& football.”

“*You silly ass! I don't mean that
kind of a band!™ said Dunter im-
paticntly, *‘INot s musical band, you
dummy. A band of bandits!”

“ A what of which?"” gasped Dob.

“ Bandits ™

“0Oh, wmy hat]" ]

“SBurprised you, what?” smiled
Bunter, as the five juniors gozed at

Liunter. "It Hashed into my brain.”

“Thero was room for it,” remarked
Johnny Bull, '

“0Oh, rcally, DBull—"

“And what exactly flashed into your
brain—what you ecall » broin?” anshed
tho ecaplain of the Remove, eycing
Bunter very curiously.

“The idea of being a bandit.”

“Oh crumbs ™

“Of courto, there's & lot of limila-

“DPon old chap!™ him nlmost open-mouthed. tions here,” said DBunter. *Mounting

“[h? What are you calling me &  *“Ves, a—a little ! gasped Wharton.  coul-black horses, and hLolding up
poor old chap lor?"” ejaculated Bunter.  * WEEL that's the idea,” said Dunter. banks, aud all thadt. We couldn’t go

“N-n-nothing !” saia Harry Wharton,  “That—that's the iden, is it?" in for thut” i 1
®Get it off your chest old Follow.” % Ves. It eamo into my head while  “You—you think wo couldn't 7"

Buntor blinked mysteriously at the
juniors, and then turned to the door,
stooped, and listened.  The juniors
watchod him as if fascinated. DBunter
goorncd satisficd, and turned back.

T was wnleling thoe filin this afternoon
at the Mackhle Hall, in Courtfield.”

“Pha—the film?”  Light began fo
dawn at Iast on the perplexed juniors.
“The film! Oh!

gasped Dob.

“Well, not at the start, at any rale,
It may como later.  Hat everylhing
has Lo have o beginning,” said Bunter.
“First of all we form the band. I'm

A st bo earciul ol caves- P 8o : «7y, leader. That's understood. My orders
drﬁpp:r'?.m?m said. ﬁ!;][i\!f! gusped Johnny Bull. The aro carricd out unguestioningly. Dis-
O : obedience 15 dealh I

“Our lives may depend on it."

“Phew ! :

“Now to como down to business,”
said Dunler, moro mysteriously than
ever. “I'vo been doing s lot of
thinking—-—""

“TL was a rirping film,” said Bunler,
“Pity you fellows didn't see it! It
might have put ideas into your heads.”™

‘The juniors gazed at him,  They
wero beginning to wnJerstand,  Lhey
had read i the newspapers of have-

“0Oh erikoy!”

‘:11 shall be known as DBlack Bunter,
an RN T 2

“* Bub-bul Dlack Bunter ¥

“Yeos,  DBlack Dunter, ohicf of the
Plack-Mosked Band!® said the Owl of

“%au have?” cjaculated Bob, in in- brained fellows who fell into all sorts the  Rumove impressively.  “I've
volunlary nstonishment. of delinquencics after sceing American thought it all out, you know. ]
T e ves, I'm going to form a band.”  films.  Certainly they hod never ex- The Famous Five gnzed at him.

“A_g—a band?” ; :
“Yes,” said Dunter impressively.
I ghall Le the leader of the band.

pected to Lind ene at Lircyfriars. How
any fellow could he wesak-minded
enough to be led iute folly by &

They scemed to be able to do nothing
(Continacd on page 16.)
Tur Macskr Lisnarny.—No. 1,137,



]ﬂ".:mti’nﬂt from page 13.)

but at him. He had taken their

br LWAY. i
“You fellows will swear obedicnee,

game es—as the membars of Black

Benito's band,” ss “We
ghall go on the treil—*~
“The trail 1"

“In bBlack masks—"

nter.

‘."’ dear 7

nd spread terror whetever wo
go,” said Bunter. “If we shed blood,
thﬂ""""""‘l’

b [ Bob.

“ T {Fh o o terrifiol”

“The dread eecret will bo kept
locked ia our own breasts,” said
Bunter, “This school will be our head-
quarters. We can make s secret lurk-
ing-place in the old prioty. Thero we
can store our booty.

““Our hopots, do you mean?”

“No, I doo't, EM asz| Booty—our
booty! There will be stacks of booty
after our raide—"

“Our—our raide?” said INugent
faintly. * Who—who—whom are woe

ing to raid 1™

“0Oh, anybody! All the wealthy are
viotims of the Black Mask Band,” ex-
plained Bunter. “Basme aa on the
film, you know."

“0Oh, sclesors (" :

“Well, whad do woud think of the
idea 7" asked DBunter.

The jonigrs did not tell Bunter what
they t uﬁt of the idea, They were
relieved to find that Bunter was not,
after 2ll, insane: only a born idiot.
Their feelings overcamo them all of a
suddon, and there was a roar of
langhter in Btudy No. L

“Ha, ha. hal’ . :

Bunter blinked at them in surprise.

“I say, you fellows—" :

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the juniors.

“This isn't a laughing matter!”
roared Bunter wrathfully. .

“Tsn't it 1" gasped Bob Cherry, wipng
hiz eyes. “Oh, my hatl Your mistake,
old fat bean—it is! Black Bunter!
Oh, my hat! Ha, ha, hal”

“Ha, hz, ha "

“Look here, you ailti asses—"

“Ha, ha, ha |" shrieked the juniors.

Tho door opened, and Poter Todd
looked in.

“What's the jolly old joke?" he
asked. “Oh, here's Bunter! I say, a
fellow being mad isa't & Imlgﬁmg‘
matter, vou men!"

F_“Ha, ha, ha!” yeolled the Famous
ive,

“It's ull right, Toddy 1 ed Dob

Cherry. "‘I—Ieﬂ-isn't mad | DEE;PEIms on
the brain! Ha, ha, ha "

“Only the jolly old films |¥ stuttcred
Johnoy Bull. “He saw Black Benito
on the pictures this afterncon, and he
wanis to be Block Buntor the Bandit,”

“Wh-a-at 1" gasped Toddy.

“Black Bunter I” yelled Ei—ob Cherry.
“0Oh, hold me, somebodril Black
Bunter!| Fano me! Ha, ha, ha 1™

“#a, ha, ha!"” yelled Pater Todd.

_ Illy Dunter blinked wrathfully and
indignantly round the study. There
was, 50 far as Bunter could see, nothing
te laugh at. Becoming a bandit—a
black baodit—was surely »  serious
Tue Macxer LigrarRY.—No, 1,137,
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matter for any fellow. But these fellows
evidently were not taking it seriously.

They wera shrieking with merriment.
“B%l:mk Buntael' gurgled Johnny
Bull,  “Ha, ha, hal"”

“1 say, you fellows——"
“Ha, ha, ha ["

“Shut up!” roared Bunter. “1 tell
]’l:l-u—"

“ Ha, ha, ha 1" yelled the juniors.
“Yah {*

Bunter, with a scornful sniff, rolled
ont of the stody. Ha left the Removites
shricking. And it was clear that, if
Black Bunter ever sueceeded in forming
& band, he would nét enlist the members
thereof in Study No. 1 in the Remove,

e R

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
To Be or not {) Bo—a Bandit I
BILLY BUNTER was in & morose

humour the next day.
His fat brow wore a perpetual
. frown.

Although an unprejudiced observer
would have supposed that Nature had
specially designod him for the part,

unter did not like being an object of
merriment. . :

Neither could ha seo anything comio
in Black Buntor. Panditry was not, so
far as Buntor could sce, comic,

To tho cther fellows, it secmed nob
meraly comio, but & real shriek.

Tho whole Bemdve, when thoy heard
of it, yelled. .

They wore relieved of their mi
on the score of Bunter's sanity.
not mad——at all evbnts, no madder than
usual, Heo was only {ilm-mad—cincma-
gilly ! His brain—such as it was—was
Ei\'nrﬂd by the abshrditics of Amcrican

mas3.

There had been such cases before—and
would doubtless bp many such cases
again. Indeed, 8kinner remarked that
there wero fellows who had been sent to
" gchokey ” for tryibg to enact, in real
lifo, what they had seen on the sorcen.
Foolish fellows, with their foolish mindas
stuffed with cinemp stunts, had trans-
gressed the law, apd had been brought
to their senses by & policoman's hand on
their shoulders. Bunter was only ono
more on the list,

The more the Removites chortled, the
more DBilly DBunfer f{rowned. The
hilarity of his Form:[cllows did not have
the cffect of clearing his fat mind of its
peculiar obsession. Tt annoyed him and
exasporated him, and fired him with a
desire to “show ' thom.

' A time will coma 1" ho said dramatie-
ally to Poter Todd; in Study No. T.

Pcotor only chortled.

When Black DBegito, on the screen,
sald, 1n & nasal E._cm'ul-. that a time
would come, it wastintonsely dramatic—-
to Bunter's mind, at least. But the
same phrase produdyd no dramatic effect
in Study No. 7 in the Remove. It only
made Poter chortle,

“You know me Lttle I said Bunter,
glaring at him weathfully, “Ha, ha!

Potor, almoat woep-
ing. "Bon’t! Yor give me a pain 1n
my ribs, Bunter | Don't 1"

TWait!” said Bunter mysteriously.
“Waitl You will sce what you wi
sea 1

“Well, I shan’t eeco anything else,
that's o cort,'" agreed Poter: “and what
am I gomng to sce, you fat fcozling fat-
hcad 7* ]

Bunter did not answer that question.
Perhaps his fat wind was not gquite
clear on that point.

That day was m::liﬁmltﬂr’s happy day.

* Bunter the Bandlit” was a standin
joke in the HRemove that day—an

ivings
de was

“Time will show 1"

[} ﬂﬁﬂlt l"‘ Eﬂ-s
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Bunter wss ths only Remove man who
did not cackle over it.

Moreover, Skinnﬁggs lZI-:s.E l'u:,iu::l||T n!'?t for-

tten the happen in Stud o. 11,
ﬁuﬂer had !ngf-hia terrors for thom, all
of a sudden. It was not because ho was
e deril of & fellow, a reckless handit in
the a_haﬁa of a schoolboy, that thoy had
let him bully them and bag their mépgur.
It was because had supposed him
to be a lunatic! That was an irritating
and humiliating discovery for Bunter.
3till worse, Skinner & Co. indemnificd
themselvea by kicking Bunter whenever
thay saw him that day.

hey kicked him often,
kicked him hard.

It was humiliating for a fellow who
felt the lawless heart of a bandit beating
in his podgy breast, to be kicked by
fcllows like Bkinner and Stott and
Snoop. It was also painful.

But it was useless to tell Bkinner &
Co. that o time would coma! Fven a
statement thot the hour of ven oo
would dawn, only made them chortle,
and thoy kicked Bunter the more.

Neither was the fat Owl happy in the
Form-room.

Dreams of the wild life of a bandit
had occupicd the time that should have
been dovoted fo prep. The rosult was
that Quelch ragged him in class.

Fiorco thoughts passed through
Bunter's fal mind whilo he reccived the
acid edge of Quelchy's tongue.

Ho saw himself—in his mind’s eye—
whipping out a trusty revelver, levelling
it at Quelch, and ordering him in a
voice of thunder to put his hands up. 1t
was a delightful mental picture.

But Dunter saw this only with his
mind’s eye. With his other two oyes,
and his spectacles, he saw Mr. Quelch
tako his cone from his desk. And he
roared much more like a schoolboy than
a bandit, when he experienced the
wolght of that cane.

After class Dunter was the richer by
a coning, two hundred lines, and the
kickings ho had reccived from Skinner

. not to mention nny amount of
chipping from the Removites.
nder such discouragements it might
have been Eugpm-::d that thoughts of
banditry would leave him. Instead of
which, they haunted Bunter's fat brain
more persistontly than over,

It was written of old, that though vou
broy a fool in a mortar, yet will not his
folly depart from him.

So 1t was with W. (. Dunter.

In Study No. T that ovening, Bunter
sat in tha armchair and gloomed at
Peter Todd end Tom Dutton, as they
did their prep.

Bunter cfid no prep. He seemed quile
rockless about that—at all events when
ha was at a safe distance from Quelchy's
gimlet-cye.

Petor glanced at him several timces,
and grinned. He could pucss the
thoughts that were possing behind the
corrugated fat brow.

"“"What abgyl prep, falty 7" DPoter
asked, ot last.

"“Blow prep 1™ snapped Punter,

“Quelchy rogged you to-day 1

* Blow Quelchy 1"

“He will rag vou to-morrow 1"

Bunter aniffed.

“Bah! Who eares for Quelchy #* Lo
sneered.

“Well, vou soomed to, rather, when
he was jawing you in elass 1" grinned
;I‘-.':o-l:!dj. “You sccmed fo care guite a
ot.™

“He will po too far some day ! zaid
Bunter dackly., "1 ecamo jnljlr:.' near
felling him to tho carth this morning 1"

"3o near and yet so far ! sang Poter.

“ Beast 1M

“Fathead!  Get on with your prep,
and don't play the giddy ox ! advised

and they
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Peter. “And don't go to the films any more. They're not
rood for a weak brain like vours, old fat bean.”

“Prep! As 1f I could bring my mind down to prep!™
said DBunter scornfully.

And Dunter did not bring his powerful mind down to e
t"l.l:.p. . AT

He was still glnuming in the armchair, and thinking dark-
rome thoughts, when Peter finished and went dowa to the

In the Remove dornutory that night, smiling faces grected
Bunter when he rolled in.

“Hallo, kallo, hallo! Here comes the jolly old baundit:”
:i1d Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Hands up!"” chortled Skiuner.

““1Ia, ha, ?:m. "

Bunter frowned round at a crowd of grinning faces.

'There was not, sofar as Bunter could sce, anything funny
in his remarkable new stunt. But all the Remove fellows
persisted somehow in regarding it as {unny.

Bunter's fat lip curled in seorn.

““You can cackle ! he said.

“Thanks, wa will!” enid Squiff. *“Ha, ha, hal™

“You can Enlqg'ﬂl'"——-”

“IIa, ha, hal

“Duat you'll sea what you'll sce,” znid Dunkter. *This is
na place for me.”

“Eht" cjaculated Bob. THIS IS A 2 ;

“What do you mean, {attyi"” asked Peter.

“You will know when the time comes,” said Bunter MEC‘ ANO WEEK'
mysteriously. ““Perhaps I shan't be here_much longer. v

Perhaps you're going to have a surprise. I'm not telling

you anything.* Once a year, during Meccano Week, every dealer

“You're not leaving ¥ excleimed Skinner. makes a special display of Meccano. The dealers in

The kncusp said Hisoter; sisilsiore mystatmasly, your district have completed their preparations and all

~Ara your people sending you o a home Ior idiots: is ready for the hosts of eager bovs who are full of keen

”gﬂ, 1‘1:":: hal interest and unbounded enthusiasm to learn the latest
Bnag :

about Meccano. Boys of all ages—full of excitement—

" Now, then, turn in, you kids " said Wingate of tha Sisth, wanting to know about this wonderful hobby.

coming inte 1lhe dormitory. "Time's up. Buck wup,

Bx:lnstﬁ:l’:tt" Meccano is real engineering in miniature—all the
o Wlﬂlt I ojaculated the prefect . parts are miniatm:ta of '[t"tﬂh currcspﬁndingdpadr}:én ree:;
L ﬂh' my hat I* murmu Peter. i . enginecring practice. ey are all standardy an
All eyes turned on Bunter. The fat jumior was giving interchangealle and can be used to make hundreds of

Einﬁm a glare of defiance. Wingate stared at him different working models, That is why Meccano is
ankly. _ : i 2
“ What—what did you say, Bunter?" he ejaculated. tlﬂ“ finest and “;lﬂ?fr “‘;th’ﬂﬂ'“ilhﬂbh' 'E the wﬂl‘:}
Ho made a stride towards Bunter, letting his ashplant there are new thrniia ':'; e {tccann il Al )

slip -down into his hand. Bunter blinked at the ashplant, and there is no end to Meccano lun.

r-,ln_-:i his defiance melted away like snow in the summer sun- Boys1 Do not miss this greatest week of the vear.
1ine. G s

B I mean—- All right, Wingato!” 1o gasped. Visit your dealer at the first opportunity.

#I:ia ]i:albnltcd into bed like o fat rabbit.

c

The nshplnr:h caught Bunter as he plunged inte bed, PRICES OF MECCANO OUTFITS
" Yaroooh !’ 1 id
“Ha, ha, ha!” By Ot b ol 64 et Pt
Wingate smiled, extingmished the lights, and left the Me. 0 Outhft builds 344 | Mo, 3 Outht {Enameclled
l'lﬂi'ltiijltﬂr E Tl;lfr& was a how! from DBunter’s bed and o inedila. Price 5. | ©abinat) """d‘gfiti“"gé"
chuckle from the rest. Me 1 Cutht builds 564 1o -
‘S 0% ou modelr,  Price 101 | Ng§ QUL {Tegont b
Ha, ha, hal . ; No. 2 Outlit builds 612F N, 6 Outhit (Epsmelled
“ Why dido’t you fell him to the earth, Bunler 7" cliortled o m'ﬂgﬂha - :f!f&‘ ];5'?: Cll':]iTﬂ !"“;.,t‘." lﬁﬂti'i
F i 1} (499 £u §. ] 2 =

P'Lt'?jr r&dl:d. him ut hjs Ilnnds bk} b LH hﬂ“‘IE{l nﬂl‘- Chl}rrr ﬂ:nmi:]:a P';‘:'E' 211‘5 H:-!a?..t E"Juiﬁt [i:..l::mf“ld
: I-l{; m}?& ﬁha. !“1‘1 p: - . Me. jlﬂul,ﬁt I:-Fui:ldg E?EF ﬂ-kjriel} buﬁdy HEE-#F-
Billy Bunter did not roply. That ono lick from the cane feee e e e -

had, for the moment, taken the banditry out of Bunter. THIS NEW It is brimful of beautilul il
Sleep fell on the Remove dormitory. DPut had any fellow SEND FOR ,uia brimful of beavtiful illustra.

mi&d avwike ho would have ﬂﬁiﬁ!‘.‘{ a romarkablo eirenm- HE“.'LH'“' RBODK— FREE tions showing the marvellaus 4

engineering models that can be buile :
with Meceana. All the Meccano
Outhits are {ully described and many
ather interesting detnils of this
wonderful hobby are given.

ntanm‘ Generally, Bunter was the lirst to fall asleep, and
his deep, unmusical snore anncunced the fact. But now l
thors was no eound in-the Remove dormitery, save the
stemdy breathing of the sleepers. Bunter was nol snoring.

% was not asleep. ; ; 1

iile the other fellows slept Billy Dunter remained

awake, with dark and direful thoughts passing through his
podgy brain.

It was nearly midnight before Bunter’s snore began to
awalken the echoes. e slept at last.

Dut even in slumber those direful thoughts did not leave

him. He did not, as wsual, dream of tuck, of bonudless
spreads and unlimited feasts, He dreamed that ho was
mounted on a coal-black hroncho, with a black mask on his
plump ecountenance, and that trembling focs fled wildly

before the glittering cyves of Black Bunter. 1o smiled in i b A Y WAN., LIVERPOOL.
L O

~choolboy, but in tho mista and 5 of slecp, at least,
he was Dlack Bonter the Bandit. |

(Continued i the rext page.)

We will send yon a free copy af
this new Meesana Book in exs
ehange for the names and addrezses
al three of your chums,

Write clearly and put MNo. 35
alier vour name for relerence.




THE TENTH CHAPTER.

Wherp is Bunter 2

ARRY TON & Co., the
following day, did not bestow
on Billy Bunter the attention
g0 important a personage

merited. Having choctled over the jest,
they let the matter slip from their
minds, having plenty of thinga to
opcupy their thoughts which seemed, to
l%ﬂm. at least, moro important than

unter and his weird stunts. Bunter

the Bandit, no doubt, was & good joke,

but the best joke could not last for
ever, and Wihiam George Bunter fell
back into the obscurity which was his
natural clement. He was destined to
emerge from it i quite a surprising
way, but of that the chums of the
Remove were as yot happily ignorant.

Bunter was caned in class that
morning, and given more lines. That
drow momentary attention to him.
ﬂ.% class he was not seen. :

as nobody wanted to see him he
was oot aFoc:a.lly missed. _

Poter Todd certsinly missed him at
tes, but he was only too happy to miss
him. When Bunter was missed at a
meal there was enough for the other
fellows, which there seldom "was ‘when
Bunter was present,

80, though Peter wondered for =
moment where Bunter, was, and what he
waa up to, he did not bother his head
about it. ;

After tea, however, Wibley of the
Remove dropped into Btudy No. 7. He
looked round as if in gma.t\‘:g of someone,
and then stared at Peter.

“ Where's that 1diot "' "he asked,

Peter did not need to ask who he
meant.

“MNot here,” he answered.

“*Well, where 15 he?"’

“Haven't seen him since clasd.”

Wibley .
“Jomebody's teen rocting about In
my stude ' promled. 1 supposa it

was that frahipus ass.”
“Tuck myssmip?! geintied Petor.
“No, some of the stage props,” said
Wibley. Wikley was manager of the
Remove Dramatic Socicty, and the
theatrical properties belonging to that
society were kept in a box in Wibley's

atudy.

“#Eh? That wouldn't be PBunter,'”
paid Toddy, in surpfise. “If you'd
missed o coke, of course—'

“] fancy it wa: DBunter,' grunted
Wibhley. “Bomebody’s taken a mask
out of the property box, and a false
beard.”

Peatar jumped.

“Oh, my hat! But—but what would
Bunter wanf with a mask and a false
beard ¥'’ he ejaculated.

“Well, somebody's bagged them!”
rowled Wibley.  “And if Bunter's
oing bandit stunfs to the extent of
bagging things out of my study, Bunter

is going to hear something drop, I ean
gu].’ynu. Don't you know where ho
13 7

“Haven't any ides.”

Wibley grunted again, and left the
study, apparently in secarch of Bunter.
Poter was left with a very thoughtful
expression on his face—a rather startled
look.

But he shook his head in answer to
his own thoughts.

“BEven Bunter couldn’t be such an
idiot !"* he murmured.

But Peter was worried a little. He
knew his Bunter, and from long ex-
perience he eould not help being aware
tt]l:;?t Bunter was idiot enough E’.‘rr any-

ng.

Ten minutes later there was another
caller at Btudy No. 7. This time it
was Herbert Vornon-Smith, and he
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looked round, just as Wiblay had done,
a3 if in gearch of someone,
:ﬂwhham’a thh;hlhi _ire&!g?" he nakf&d+
my ing gone from
your a'tudr. Bmithy ?_553
“Yeos," growled the Bounder. * Some-

body’s cleared out my study cupboard.
I had & lot of stuff. I was going to
stand a study supper. It’s all gone, the
whole bl lot.””

“That sounds more like Bunter,"
agreed Peter.

“ Well, where is the fat villain 7" de-
manded the Bounder. “I'm going to
find him before he stacks it all away."

“Haven't secn him,"'

“Br-r-r-r-ri"

Vernon-3mith | tramped out of the
study, with an expression on his face
that boded ill for the Owl of the
Remove when he was found.

Petor  Todd, looking still ore
tllt:_-u%'htfu'l. went along to Stud 4
and locked in on Wharton and Nugent,

Wharton was rooting about the study,
evidently. looking for something, and
Peter wondered 1f anything was missing
from -No. 1.

“Lost .anything ! he asked.

Wharton glanced round,

*Not u:ncl_:]f'-' lost it,”" hie said. “But
i'{ﬂ blest if 1 know where it can be!
It's my old rucksack. It was hanging
on that nail. If some ass has borrowed
it bo might have asked first.'

“A rucksack !”  repeated  Peter
thoughtfully. “A chap might borrow it
to carry a stack of grub in.”

“But why—"

“8mithy's missed a cargo of tuck
from his study."

" Where's ﬂuntﬂr?_” grinned Nugent.

“Bmithy's [ooking for him. I sympa-
thise wi him when 8Smithy finds

* answered Petor,
“But Buanter wouldn't want to Ea_g
. rucksack to carry away Bmithy's
tuck ‘in,' said Wharton, with a stare.
“He would carcy it away inside his
walstcoat, "

““There’s somecthing else missing,™
said Peter soberly., * Wibley's missed a
mask and a false beard from the
property box in his study.”

“Great pip!"”

“But—but you don’t think—"" ejacu-
lated Nugent, staring at Toddy.

“ Blessed if I know what to think!™
said Toddy.

“That ass Bunter—*

“That idiot Buater——"

“Goodness knows,” said Peter. “I've
read in the newspapers of fellows going
potty over films, and playing the giddy
ox; but—"

“0Oh ¢crumbs! But—"

“I'm going to look for Bunter any-
how, and see what he's up to,” said
Peter. “He belongs to my study, and
I'm his keeper.”

Peter Todd departed, and Wharton
and Nugent looked at one another,
They had almost forgotten Bunter the
Bandit; now they were reminded of
him.

“Even that idiot wouldn't—"" muer.
mured Nugent.

“Goodness knowz, ™

“ Anyhow, ho will have fo turn up at
calling-over, and wo shall see.™

“] think we'd better help Toddy look
for him. Goodness knows what the
potty porpoise may be up tol®

"Let's!" agreed Frank.

The chums of Study No. 1 joined
Peter, and looked for Bunter. Dut they
did not find him.

They locked in the tuckshop first; the
most natural place to look for Bunter.
But he was not thero; and Mrs.
Mimble had not secen him. They looked
up snd down and round about. They
looked in the Form-room; it was: barely
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possible that Bunter had gone thore to
write his lines, PBut the Owl of the
Remove was not in the Form-room.

Other fellows, questioned on the sub-
ject, could give little information.
Snoop had seen him in the Rcemova
passage after class; and Fisher T. Fish
remembered that ho had noticed him
carrying something—it might have beon
& rucksack—in the direction of the
Cloisters. - That was all. Whereyer
Bunter was, he was not to be found,

* Bound to turn up for calkover, any-
how,” said Toddy.

But Toddy did not prove a true
prophet.” When the Remove assembled
in Hall, with the rest of the school, for
the roli to be called, there was one
member migsing from the ranks of the
Lower Fourth. Prout, the master of
the - Fifth, called the roll; and he
marked: Bunter absent,

That, in itself, was not alarming;
Bunter had missed call-over the pre-
vious evening, and had been in tha
Houso all the time. But it had a dis-
turbing effect on the jumiors, Bunter,
appnrent]l;gcthad been rather busy after
class, col ing goods in the studies,
packing them into Wharton's old ruck-
sack, and then—then he had disap-
peared.

“Hea's gone out,” said Peter, to a
group of Removites on the Lower
Fourth landing. “He's out of the
school."

“ Must have gone out by the Cloisters
when Fishy saw him,” said Nugent.

“ And—and he hasn't come backl!"
said Bob.

“ Does ha mean to come back 7" mut-
tered Pater.

“(Zreat Scott !
¥ You—you don't think he's run away
from echool, Teddy?™ ejaculated

Johnny Bull,

Feter gave a hopeless ghrug of the
shoulders.

" Goodness knows what he's donal I
give it up!”

“The huw]mi ass 1" gaid Harry.

“The potty chump "

“The burbling duffer!”

“Well, we can't do anything," said
the captain of the Remove at last, “If
he's not back by bed-time, there'll be a
row. DBetter get to prep.”

And the fellows went to prep.

In every Remove study, now, Bunter
was once more the topic of conversation
—rather to the detriment of prep.

Bunter was gone! Ho had taken a
bag of prowvisions, 'a mask, and a false
beard! The facts seemed to speak for
themselves, Some of the fellows
chuckled over it, But some of them
looked very serious. If the bapless Owl
of the Remove was playing the goat to
that extent it might be comie, but the
consequences to William George Bunter
were likely to be anything but comie.

Poter Todd was quite worriced, as he
went to Btudy No. 7 for prep. Dunter
was rathor trying as a study mate. Ha
did not, perhaps, inspire deep aff
tion. There was no doubt that Eﬁ
No. T was a happier place of a
when DBunter was not therc. Neverthe-
less, Petor was worried.

gtill, worried or not, prep had to be
done. Poter sorted out his books, snd
sat down at the study table.

Az he opened hizs Virgil a folded
paper dropped out.

Peter glanced af it

Then he jumped.

“Oh, holy smoke 1" he ejaculated.

For a full minute Peter stared blankly
at the written sheet that had been

laced in his Virgil, evidently to meot

is eye when he opened the book aé

pPrep.
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“Now then, tum in, you kids!'* said Wingate,
* Time's up !

the Remove dormilory.
* Shan’t |

entering
Buck up, Bunter !
eimulaw&
the Owl of the Remove gave Wingate
deffance. (See Chapter 9.)
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Then, taking it in his hand, he rose
from tilﬂl table snd left"the study, and
went quickly along to Study No. 1.

.

' THE ELEVEKRTH CHAPTER !
Black Bunter’s Farewell |

HAT the thump——"

“ What's heppered ?”

Wharton and Nugent wera
at prep in Study No. 1 when
the door opened, and Petcr Todd came
hurriedly in. ]

They looked up, and the expression
on Peter’s face was more than encugh
to banizh prep from their minds.

The two juniors jumped up from the
table.

Peter shub the door and turned
them.

“He's done it " he gasped.

“ He—who—Bunter 1*

"That fat 1diot 1" groaned DPeter.

‘" But what—" .

“Hao's been and done it1” groaned
Toddy. “The howling idint! The
benighted chump! ©Oh dear!”

“But what has he done? garped
Wharton,

“ Balted 1™

“Rolted !" yelled the two juniors.

“Bunked ! said Peter.

HE Ellt' "r"l']'-lﬂ-t-_“

i 'I_",‘T'hy_.__ll

“The burbling jabberwoelk!" said
Peler. “The unmitigated, foozling fat-
head! Theo frightiul ass! Oh crumhs!™

“But what has he Jdone?* yelled
YWharton.

The chums of Study No. 1 wera pot-
iing alarmed,

“Heo's gonal™

“But what—why—="

“To be a bandit!” gurgled Petler.

“What 12

“

to

the prefect. All eyes turned cn Bunier as

&

|"I " ge ..
A,
-Ilrlllw I‘

“What ? **
a glare of

“He left thia letter for me in my

Virgil 1" moaned Peter.
found it! Oh dearl”

He threw the missive on the table.
Wharton and Nugent stared at b
together.

Tt was written in Bunter's hand. At
quite a distance that missiva could have
been recognised as Bunter's work. The
blots announced as much; the smears
were characteristie.  And the speding
was Bunter' wite his own. The
remarkable epistle ran:

“Deer Petor,—

“When this meats your eye I chall
be gone—for evver! :

" Zarch for me not! You will nevver
find mel From this moment the fuit of
Black Bunter will be rapt in mistery.

“Tell Quelch I am gone. Tell pim I
dnfjri him, and herl defliance in his
teatin.

“Tell the Icad! Tell him I reggard
him with skorn as a fatheaded old
schoolimaster.

“Teall him that he will novver sco
me moar; unless, perchance, the skool is
raded somo dark and slormy nite by
Black Bunter and his band.

“Tell him to tremble! DBlack Bunter
ia roothloss. Dlack Dunier shoza no
mercy to his [oze,

“Ha, ha! ¥You have larfed at me.

“I've just

knowing mo little! Wait! Wotch!
T'remble with dredd
“Beek me not! Deth awates ‘hose

who phollow the trail of Black Bunler.
Vencher not ‘nto the bandit's lare. In
tha depo phorest DBlack Dunter Widds
delfiance io hiz encmeze. PBlud=—krim-
son  blud—marks the trail to th~
sandit's kave.

“Faizwell for cvver,

VPR ite iy T - PERTLET
PSS —=Tremble |

¥,

: .m | 1‘

“My- only hat!” said Frank in a
hushed woice; as ho perused- hnd. re-
pmi'imd that remarkable letter. of fares
Wikl

“Creat Christoplher Colirnbus ! murs
mured YWharton.

“Ain't he a bute? said Toler,
“Ain't he a prizo-packet? Ain’t he the
fattest and frabjouscst idiot that over
was

The juniors gozed at the epistle. and
arod at one another, "T'he mystery of
unter’s nbicnce was solved! With hae
fat brain Elled and fevered with the
films, Buntor hoad gona forth to be A
bandit !

" T]'IE i{ﬁﬂt t"
YWharton.

“The awlul ass!" said Nugent.

“It's no pood slangi vimy,"  eaid
Peter in despoir. *“ What's going to be
dona? ‘That's the question.”

“ Blessed il T know! We don't know
where the fat idiot is, or we might hook
lim back. DBut where 13 hot"

““Ask mo another!" groaned Poler.
“Somewhcre outside Greyfriars—stuff-
m% Smithy's grub, most likely.”

Yharton and N’ugﬂnt grinnod,

“1t's funoy,” enid DPeter. ""But if
won't ba funny for Bunter. I he's
missr;'-;:l at bed-timo there'll be a fearful
FOW.

“He will be missed all right,”” scid
Frank, “That letter shows that he
meins business; and it will last as long
as Smithy's grub lasts,”

“"Hoe may ba sacked for this,™ said
il"’ct:’:r. "“ [ course, that would be no
QEY—

*Rather tho roverso”

“ ¥es, but we don't want the fat idiot
sached IV

“IF wa knoew where he'd pong—->=1

“ But wo don’t!”

“Zomething will have to be done,”
raid Harry. “Let’s eall in the olher
fellows and have a pow-wow.”

Tne MaGxET LiBRARY.—No. 1,157,
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Frank went along the passage {o call
the olher members of the Co. to
council. Bob Cherry and Johnny Bull
and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh arrived
in Btudy No. 1 in a state of consider-
able surprise. Nugent shut the door
carefully after they were in the study.

“What's up?" asked Bob. “Franky
told us to come here—"

B"l'l'lg‘."e'm left prep!” grunted Johnny
ull.

“There is some esteemed matterful-
ness 1" inquired Hurree & .

“Bunter——" began Toddy.

Snort, from Johnny Bull,

“You've called us away from prep on
asccount of Bunter!” he demanded.

“¥Yes,'' said Harry. “ You see—"

“I don't see, and I don’t want to.
Pm& %c:t to be dene. Blow Bunfer!
Eo unter [** i
“Shut up a minute, old chap,” said
the captain of the Remove, “and look
at that lotter."

“What the dickens 13 it?" grunted
Johnny Bull.

“The last farewell of Black Bunter,
the Bandit.”

“Wha-a-a-at 1

The three juniors read the letter.
They gnzed at it with almost un-
belieying eyes.

“0Ob crikey ™ chuckied Bob Cherry.
““That tears 1itl 'That puts the jolly old
lid onl Ha, hs, ha!"

“The tearfulness is terrific!”

“We've got to stop the silly idiot
somehow,” said Peter. -

“YNou- can't stop a milly idiot from
being & silly idiot,” said Johnny Bull.
“Let him rip! He will get a flogging
for this! It will do him good.”

“"He may get sacked.”

“Well, let him! There will be a lot
al dry eyves at Groeyfriars if we don't sce
Bunter any more. on want mo to
take oul hacky and weep into it?"
inquired Juhnoy Bull sarcastically.

“0Oh, dom'¢ be an asa!" said Peter
Pﬁﬂlﬁh';} “I ‘That .Eat idim;.'a in hm:r
8 , 8nd I'm not going to see him
gacked ! ; e

“Might be sent to a lunatic asylum
on that letter,"” said Johnny Bull. “It's
r:widenm] anﬂ;:gh[ll_ Well, that's the
proper placa for him."

“EMLE} herg—-—="

“ Well, what the thump do you want
us to do, Toddy? We can't get tho fat
idiot back when we don't know where
he ia! Think we can break bounds and
walk- 8ll over Kent in the dark looking
for him?’

“Something’s got to be done——"

“He will be misted at bed-time,"” said
Bob Cherry, “and they'll know he's out
of bounds. Every fellow will be asked
tf he knows where the fat dummy's
Fﬂﬂﬂ- and you'll have to produce that
cE}cr. Toddy."

ible |™
“¥You'll have to, fathead, when the
in inquiring after Dunter,” sai
Johnny Bull.
“That will mean the sack for him.
mentions the Head as a fatheaded
old schoolmaster., How will the Beak

like that ™

“That letter ean't be shown to the
masters,”  seid  Harry Wharton
dmtdeﬂi_y,

“No fear!” gaid Nugent.

“If we only knew where the howling
asas was,” said Peter despairingly, “we

could bag him and thrash him and
bring him in—"
22 ettoomed  chums " — Hurrso

Jamset Ram Singh was looking again
at the farewell letter of the Greviriars
bandift—"the excellent and idiotic
Bunter speaks of a lair in a deep forest,
:_th i:.: probablefully  Friardale
0
#That’s the pearest forest,” grinned
Tue Maaxer Lisrary,—No, 1,137,

Bab ﬂherr{]:' ;j “and it's quite as far as
e

Bunter's likely to welk,"
“It's jolly cold for m night in the
wood,” seid Fronk., * at ass must

be right off his rocker o think of camp-
iﬂg out in this weather !

“Well, ha is off his roocker " grunted
Johnny Buil.

“The esteemed idiot speaks of a
cave—""

“There isn’t any cave in Friardale
Wood, that I koow of,” said Bob. “The
Eanre:t Lﬁﬂ. are tzn the bemtﬂ; ?Eter

asn" nerve o QVer cliffs in
e i s

“But thers is old pri in the
wood,”” suggested Hurreame Ram

h,
S‘Lﬁﬁ‘hu': it!" exclaimed 1¥arry Whar-

ton, with & nod. “Ten to cne that's
where the fat chump has 5
“That's it,” agreed Bob Cherry. “He

can't be thinking of a lodging on the
o Mt i) -

4 ve him to it," gested Joh
Bull, “He will inllym;ﬁun got MDEE
with camping out there in this weather.

" Fnt-hﬁu.-:il"rs-n.id Peoter. “If he's not
back by bed-time there will be a-row
and an inguiry, and we shall be bound
Ft.ht:’!l what hwethimcln::. , And i:“thil
8 8 seen by the beaks, it's
wi;&hﬂunt%r.;l' " =

ull gave a snort.

:Wﬂ{ about prepi”™ he asked.

“Oh, blow prep, and blow you!®
o "i'fﬂ'rﬂ all in ‘this,” said Harry.

We've got to save that born idiot from
what he's asked for, if we can. Laook
here, it's two hours or more to dorm.
We can ocut prep, and chanoe it with
Quelch in the morni o

:L'an wo " smorted Johnny,

Yes, old chap! And tho sooner wa
get fﬂng. the better.”

“And suppose we're spotted smeakin
out of the school after dark 7' demand
Johnny Bull,

= E’e‘llﬁaka care nlqls ktn be 4 tted.':]'

will mean a lioki round."

“Lot it " said Peter. e

:Ei_laf.'s all ver E&I;;—"

course it is, an,” eaid Bob
Cherry cheerily. “Now let's scrounge
our coats and get going.” ;

“Well, I thisk it's rot!” growled
Jnhnndy Bull.

Ju.ﬂ.:ﬂ 2 hﬁ"l’iﬁlg dnlivgrﬁd t:hnt opinion,
ull procecde repara for
the expeditiunpwith the r-‘fxt? p fo

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
The Bandlt's Lair !

i RIME 1™
P
remark.

It was not, perhaps, the re-
mark that & flm bandit would have
made on a talkia Alm. DBut Bunter,
after all, was only a beginner.

ra was quite a lot of the Owl of
the Remove left in Black Bunter, so far.

As Hurree Jamset Ram Singh had
sagely guessed, it was for the n:rldg riory
in the wood that Bunter had headed,

Now he was camped there.

Bunter, of course, would have pre-
ferred & cave in a forest. A darksomo
cave in & gloomy forest would have been
more suitable for a bandit's lair.

But beggars cannot be chooscrs.
Thore wera no deep and tangled forests
anywhere near Grevfriars, with caves
in them. There was & wood and an old
ruin, and Bunter had to make the best
of them.

Under the old stone archway, the most
solid remaining portion of the ancient
ruins, Bunter had fixed his camp. The
archway was deep and dark; but it was
impervious to the weather, and that
was an important consideration in the
winter.

Bunter made that
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The front of the archway was partly
open, partly screened by thickets and
draggled bushes. place was, at
least, 8 very good imutation B
robber's h:m_m. s kn;m uthEul;tta.r could
e . hav taken u e business
augdenly._ e . @

Bunter was quite satisfied with it,
He was 1?’“ more satisfed with his
BUpper. was & good supper. It had
been intended for t}}ﬂ_uuppli;!:r of quite
& large party in Smithy's study in the
Remove at Greyiriars. Tho Eaundﬂr
never mlzthﬂl hiﬁﬁi or hiamlrieﬂli;ﬂ in

a matters, rton's old rucksack
bed been packed full when Bunter made
his mysterious exodus from Greyfriars.
Grub, perhaps, was not s romantic item
in the progm But oven the
blackest bandit must eat—and there was-
no doubt that Bunter the Bandit had to
eat, a_;: least fwice as much as any other

in business, So Bunter had
ﬂ hf:ﬁnueu that unromantic but im-

He had reached his lair in the winter
dusk. Had he reached it later Bunter
might have been gcared by the darkness
of the woods, the howl of the wind from
tha esca =& . creaking old
bran the rustling of the twigs, and
the recollection that rough tramps somie-
times camped in m;rmm ruins, Even
in hia present exalted mood Bunter
might have been pervions to such im-
pressions,  But it was not yet dack
when he arrived at the old priory, and
he found it silent and deserted—as it
generally was. It was easy to gather
any amount of firewood for 8 camp-fire;
and under the old stone archway he
built his fire, and the warm and -:I¥eer3r
blaze was grateful and comforting.

From the opening of the mrchwa
strange lights and aia.duwa danced l:-ujrt
over the ruins and over the dark sur-
rounding woods.

Apnyona coming aoywhere near the
place would ::mrf.:r,inlgvjIr have koown at
once that soinebody was in camp there.
But Bunter was not thinking of that.
He was not aware that he had left any
clue to his destination in his farewell
letter. That his disappearanco would
cause & sensation in the school ho wes
sure; the name of Bunter would be on

every lip. That thought was deeply
gtﬂl:-_lfilng,
Night fell darker and darker; but

within the stone archway Bunter piled
fuel on the fire, and there was plenty
of light and warmth. Bmithy's good
things were unpacked round him.
kettle 8 cheerily on the glowin
embers, unter had  thoughtfully
packed Wharton's camping things in
Wharton's rucksack. He made himself
coffes, to wash down the various viands
that belonged to Herbert Vernon-Smith,
but that Herbert Vernon-Smith was
destined never to see again.

“Prima [" said Bunter,

He grinned gleefully

He could not help thinking how prime
it was, Ample as his supper was, he
had plenty left for breakfast in the
morning; and beyond the next meal
Bunter's thoughts seldom wandered.

Having finished a Garguntuan repast,
the world's fattest bandit leaned back
luxuriously on a bundle, with his fect
to the fire. That bundle contained
ground-sheet and blankets for Bunter's
camp.  Bomobody at {}ﬁrfﬁara was
poasibly wondering what had become of
them, and never guessing that thoy had
been raided by a black bandit,

It was true that Black Benito would
stretch himself on the cold, hard ground
and sleep, rolled in his bandit's cloak.
But that part of the bandit husiness did
not appeal to Bunter. Ho preferred
blankets,

Leaning back, Bunter zorted out cf
hiz pocket the mask he had abstracted



EVERY SATURDAY

from the property-box in Study No. 6.
That mask hoe proceeded to put on. He
had tried it on before, but it had been
rather 1in the way of his gastronomic
formances. QGastronomy being over,
unter the bandit donned the black
mazk. The false beard he left in his
pocket. Ho had tried it on and found
that it tickled his fat chin; so for the
present he left 1t where it was,

With the black mask on his face, and
his  glasses reflecting the fire-light
through the eye-holes, Bunter presented
a romarkable aspeet. Probably noe one,
seeing him, would have taken him for
a bandit, or even a {oof But the
fat junior was satisfied that he looked
ithe part. Certainly he felt the part.

Leaning on the bundle, gazing at the
fire, breathing a little hard after his
exertions at supper, Bunter gave him-
self up to pleasant contemplation.

He waz done with Greyiriars now—
done with school life! That was quite

settled.

He had never been appreciated there.
Fellows, quite ignorant of the dark and
direful deépths of hia character; had re-
garded him merely as a fat freak—
merely that and nothing more.

They had never dreamed what there
was in Dunter. Theore was a lot in him
—not to mention Smithy's supper. A
wild and lawless heart, o desperate and
rockloss courage, lurked in that fat
breast—at least, Bunter was perswaded
that they did.

Pleasant visions of the future filled
Bunter’s fat mind as he reclined and
grunted and gazed at the fre

He zaw himself, in his mind's eye, no
longer a schoolboy—chipped by unthink-
ing juniors, kicked ocut of studies at
tea-time, trembling at the frown of a
Form master. He saw himself masked
and armed, stopping cars on shadowy
roads, holding up banks, banging right
and left with an automatic at terrified
fhes. He saw himself charging through
stormy midnights on a coal-black horse.
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He saw all these things with his mind’s
eye. Mo other cye was ever likely to
behold them.

Darknass Iaﬁlik'a a cloak on Friar-
dale Wood. The wind whistled among
the trees, and swung the creaki
branches. The runins lay black roun
Bunter.

But for the camp-fire, blazing merrily,
Bunter might have felt uneasy. IHe was
in an exalted mood—not by any means
his usual self. But the place certainly
was lonely, and Bunter was still only a
bandit in embryo; he did not possess a
deadly automatic, neither indeed would
he have known how to use it had he
possessed one.

Once or twice a elight misgivin
seemed to trouble Bunter; for he raise
his head and peered round through the
eye-holes of the mask, as thoe wind
howled. PBut he settldd down again
mntc’ntedlg. The fire made the old
archway light and warm, and it was

(Continuecd on nexd page.)
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sheerful company., So long as tho firo
was bright Bunter could dismiss
outer darkness from his Foc_lgy mind.,
It was going o bo a glorious lifel

No more classes, no more lessons, no
more Quelch!  With a strong hand
DBunter the Bandit would take what ho
ncoded. If Black Benito could do it
Black Bunter could do it.

Diffculties might crop up, but he

would overcome them—as yet he did
not koow how; but that was in the
future, anyway, and the future could
take care of itself,
- An ordinary fellow wonld not have
found it casy to follow the processes of
Bunter's fat intellect. With a fervid
imagination unchecked by scnse, there
really was no telling what Bunter might
or might not do.

There was no doubt that he was tak.
ing himself seriously now as he sprawled
by tho fire and drcamed of a wild
bandit’a life. That Nature had not fitted
him for such a part did pot occur to
him for the moment.

But he was going to learn that

- Dg: I” murmurod Bunter, raising his
right hand and pointing et the fre,
“Dogl! Diel Pcrish under the yen-
geancoe of Dlack Bunter

Bunter was rehearsing,

Scencs like this were going to bo
guito common in his carcer when he
was oneco fairly in tho bandit line.

All of & sudden ho started.

From the darkness without the arch-
way, which Bunter's imagination bad
transformed into a bandit's cave, came
& sound.

Yt was a footstepl

Bunter sat up a ru[;tly.‘

Dlack Benito, ag caring o footstep
in tho eilence and darkness of the night,
would have smiled sardonically and
reached for s gun. Dunter had no gun
to reach for, so that was out of the
quostion.  Certaiffly he could _hu’va
smiled sardoni Ilg. But he didn’t!
He gasped, |1m1:cq|El iz little round eycs
bulged behind ¢he aye-holes inthe mask.

His fat heart palpitated.

Somecbody was coming!

Tho hour was not yet late, but the
early winter derkness made 1t scem
later than it was. As a motter of fact,
it was not yot cight o'clock, but it
gecmed like black midnight to Bunter.
Anyhow, it was intensely dark, and the
Fandit's lair was at least two miles from
any habitation. i

And somebody was coming—in that
dark and loncly spot!

Bunter's fat heart beat
unpleasantly.

ootsteps approached, .

Bunter sat quite still, his fat ears

strained to listen. ]
that it was

a could mnot nu{rpcﬁu
another bandit—obviously, Dunter was
the only bandit in the neighbourhood.
But it might be a tr&mﬁ—mmc rnuih
and hairy tramp—possibly under the
influency of drink.

Bunter shivered.,

Ha palpitated.

It was not the bold lawless heart of
Black Bunter that was palpitating, it
was the fat, funky heart of the Owl of
the Remove. .

His eyes wers glued on the opening
pf the archway.

The footsteps arrived there.

A  figure tramped through the
ﬂrng‘glmf bushes. A faco looked on
Bunter from the darkness.

It was not a nice face.

It was a hard, stubbly face, with a
broken nose and & cast 1n one cve, It
surmounted a form clad in dirty tat-
tered garments, such &8s a respectable
scarccrow would have disdained. A'bat-
tered bowler hat, of which part of tho

quita

the tousled head.

wngﬁ'inmn;ad on &
Two Ii iggy aigl
stared at Bunter. And although this
horrid visitant was not yet near, a
powerful aroma of spirits preceded him
and reached Bunter. 3 :

Billy Bunter gozed at this hideous
n;fllpa.uhﬂn in horror. Fear rooted him
whera ho sat.

Where was the bold, reckless coura
of Black Bunter? Whero was the ruth-
less ferocity of Dunter tho Bandit?

Gono |

It was not Bunter the Bandit, it was
Billy Bunter, shaking like a jﬂ[ly with
apprehension, who blinked in horror at
the horrible tramp.

At that dreadful moment it was borne
in on Billy Bunter’s fat mind that a
bandit's life was not for him. He woke
up, as it were!

From the bottom of his podgy leart
he wished himself safe back at Grey-
friars—even doing lines for Quelch, even
being kicked out of a study—anything
rather than this!

But this was what the [at and fatuous
Owl had’ brought on himself, and thcre
was no help for it now,

He pazed at the tramp, and the tramp
stared back at him, in wonder. No
doubt the mask on Bunter’s face puzzled
him. The rcst of Bunter was c{}lﬁlnlj"
a fat schoolboy, but the mask did not

rim was missing,
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.-.-..IlI.lll'l.........‘lﬂll“.‘lI-l........
gcem to belong to the picture. The
new arrival spoke at last.

“My heye! Nico and comfy ere, ain't
you! Camping hout—what? All alone
‘ere, youug covey B

“QOh1” gusped Bunter, * Yes."

“Like a little company 1" grioned the
ruffian.

Hﬂ Ij:

“Ow !

[ wnt IE-H

T—I mean yes!"™ gasped Duntler.
“Yes, yes, yosl”

“That's better I said the nowcomer.
“When a eovey don't like my company
I generally dot him one on the beezor !

“Oh dear! I=—I— Oh dear! Owl”

“Supper going, hoy?” said the
stranger, stepping inte the acchway.
“My heye! Wot you got that rag on
your dial for?"

Ed I_I_H-

“Take it orl and let & blokie look at
yer 1™

0w M

“You "car me! When Bill Harker
tells you to "op. you'd beiter "op I snid
tha tramp. “Cot that?™ -

Bunter icr‘kud the mask off. It's
rcmoval disclosed & fat faco that was
pale with tevror. Bill Harker stared
at him.

“Fat Jack of the Bone-"Ousc—what "
he asked, **Well, you asking a bloke to
supper, young covey "

“Ehi No—I-—"
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“I—I mean, yes,” spluttered Dunter,

“I'm glad you mean yes,” said Mr.
Harker, “’cause if you didn't I'd jest
take you by your blcoming fat neck ond
wring your silly 'cad orf, like I would

a chicken. Sesal™

a4k Dw I'Hl

"Nuw Eifr l‘?;" .

gl PO R arocoh 1” roared Dunter,
as a heavy unwashed hand smote him,

and he rolled over, :

He sat up and blinked dazedly at his
unwelcome visitor.

“Want ancther?” asked Mr. Harker.

i ﬂWI Hﬂ ll:ll

“Then 'op i, and 'and out szome
grub.™

“0h, erikey1®

Mr. Harker sat down, and Bunter
hurriedly handed out tho grub. Ha
was not feeling anything like a bandit
now.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Last ol the Greyfriars Bandit !
grunted Johnny

" LLY cold!”
Bull.
“It's never really warm in

November I* remarked Peter
Teodd.

“Look here—"

“Quiet 1" whispered Harry Wharton.

('aution was necessary.

Harry Wharton & Co. wera getting out
of bounds for a good object—quite a
good object. They were going to round
up 8 young 433 end save him from a
flogging, purhnﬁs from the znck, if they
could. Nevertheless, they wero break-
ing bounds after djﬂrk, which was a
serious matter, and so they had to
imitate the gentleman who did good by
stealth and blushed to find it fame,

Had a master or a prefect discovered
the gix juniors stealing out of the Houso
in the dim November gloom, trouble
certainly would have accrued.

It would have been a case of “bend
over ” and “six " for each member of
the Elnrl;;r who were doing good by
stealth. ] _

Ho they were very cautipus. From
the boxz-room window they gained the
loads, from the leads the ground, and
then they stole away like spectres 1n the
gloom, for the old Cloisters.

Thoere was & certain spot in ihe
Cloister wall that they knew, and Bunter

pew, Thoy had no doubt that the iat
Owl had gone out that way, and by
that way went the half-dozen pursuers,

They dropped into the lane and
listened. .Eﬁ was quiet—save an
expressive grunt from Johnny Bull.

“!;ELII serene,” gaid Wharton, * Come
on

“II we're missed—" grunted Johnny.

“(h, we shan't be missed if we'ro
back in tume for dorm. Anyhow, we're
for 1t now—trot |

Johuny Buoll expressed lLis feelings
with another grunt, and the party
trotled,

It was dark, and it waas a little mistr,
and there was s sharp wind from the
gca. The wood, when the juniors
cntered i, was damp and dismal.
Meoisture dripped from thie leafloss
boughs, and when it dripped down tho
back of o fellow's neck it did not add
to bis comiort.

Fortunately, the juniors know every

in the wood, or assuredly they
nover would have found their way in
the clinging darkness, Friardale Wood
wns almost as black as the inside of a
hat. But as it was, they followed the
damp, misty footpath without o fauls,
and turned into the track that led to
the old priory.

“Bleszod if I can understand Dunter
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being here, afier
dark” growled
F Bull, “He's
too jolly funky.”
“The funkfulness
is great, hut the fat-
headedness is tenri-
fie, remarked
Hurree Jamsed
Ram Singh. " The
esteemed Bunter is
not in his usual, or
common and garden
frame of mind."

~"Sort of bee in
his bonnet;” said
Bob Cherry, “The
jolly old films have
sork of mesmerised
him, Bunter's
under the fluence.™

“Mad as & hatter,

au medn,” grunted
31;-]1111:3 Bull, "0Owl
I didn't see that
beastly braneh.”
Johnny Bull rubbed
hiz nosa, which had
egtablished sudden
contaet with adroop-
ing bough across
the th. “0Owl
Loo here, I'm
going to kick Bun-
ter a8 s00D as we

tod him,*” '? TR ]

“"Same here,” said n
Poter. “Mine's the b
firet kick, mind. :
You fellows can “ My heye | " sald the tramp. ** Rice and comfy here, ain’t you. Supper golng, hey P Wol you
take your turns got that rag on your dial for ? Take It orf and let a bloke look at yer.”” Bunter's Ial face was
after me. pale with terror. **Fat Jack of the Bone-'Ouse, what?’* asked Bill Harker. ** Well, you

“Th e kickfulness
i8 the proper caper,”
asgented Hurroe hingh, “and perhaps-
fully it may result in the curefulness of
tho esteemed and idiatioc Bunter.”

“Wea'll kcep it u|I3 till it do said
Toddy., “We'll jolly well cure Bunter
of being 3 bandit, if there’s anything in
bootleather.™

“1f wo find him," grunted Johnn
Bull, “1f he isn't at that beastly ol
pricry after all—"

“Blessed if I know where else he could
be,” said Peter. *“Anyvhow, we'll soon
see.  And when we get him—-"

Peter did not finish, but he breathed
hard. Apparently there was o warm
time in store for the Greyfriars bandit
whon his pursners ran him down,

It wus not an enjoyable walk, It was
domp and dismal and dripping, and
thore was a possibility of being missed
at the school and culled te account.
There was o pozsibility, too, that the
fatuons Owl was not at the old priory
after all. Altogether the chums of the
Remove were not having a happy even-
ng, and it was ne wonder that their
thoughts dwelt on what they were going
te do to Bunter when they found him. If
thay did all they thought of doing, thero
was not likely to be much bandit left,
and really not muech Bunter.

“1Ialle, halle, hallo ! exclaimed Boab
Cherry suddenty,
“"What—"
"Somcbody's

light 1"

Thoe juniors had emerged [rom the
dripping wood intc the open spaco
ronnd the ruing of the ancient priory.
They groped into the blackness of an

there ! There's &

old, disipantled gateway, and tho
shatiered ruins, chiefly masses of
masonry overgrown with  crecpors,

ferns, and grasses, lay befors them.
From across a blackness of spice a

light gleamed. Bob was the first to

:ﬁg}: it, and the party halted and fixed
ir oyes on 1k,

asking a hloke to supper, young covey ? * (See Chapler 12.)

It was not o sleady light. It was n
ruddy glare that dancea and shilfted,
sank, and roso again.

a g camp-fire I said Hnr:;r Wharton.
“That's it!" said Peter. ™ The howl-
ing as3 has lighted & camp-fire. It's in
tho old oarchway over the vaulis,
That's his jolly old lair 1™

“The bandit’s cavel” chuckled Bobh.

“Quietl” said Wharton, “We don't
want tho howling idicy to hear us

coming, and ﬂﬁd]ﬁu aw. I'vo had
cnough of trekking through  the
woods™

“¥Yez, rather! Taka him by sur-
rise,” said Nugent. ‘Il we corner
im- in that archway bhe can't dodgoe
out 1"

“Comae an, then I

Tho juniors moved forward again,
slowly and cautiously. ‘The ruins wero
littered with blocks of Lbroken masenry
and drapggled bushes, and tho darknesa
was thick—made all the thicker by the
glare of the fire ahead. With all thair
caution they stumbled occasionally,
and shina were barked, and there weroe
suppressed cjaculations, :

3ut the prospeet of bagging DBuntor
and kicking him, comforted the pur-
guers. They drow nearer and nearcr
to the opening of the old stone arch.

“Ilold on!” breathed Dob Cherry
suddenly, * Look !

“That’s not Bunter !  breathed
Nugent.

“{h, my hat!™

At a littla distanco from the arch
the juniors halted again. They were
near cnongh now to sce through the
openings of the bedraggled bushes at
the mouth of tho. archway. A figure
eould be seen scated on & bundle closo
by tho firc—and it was not the hgure
of Billy Lunter.

It was the fipure of a burly, rough-
looking, ragged tramp, with a stubbly
face, gently ¢yes, and a drink-inflamed

complexion. 'The juniors stared at
that unplensant figyre. Bill Harker
was not the man that anyone would
havoe chosen to mebt in s ibhely place
on a dark nmight,

o only hat!” whispered Peter

Todd. “That's some beastly tramp
camping in the ruins, Bunter can't be
there—"

“Hark !”

A gruff, surly wveico came from the
archway, The burly tattered man by
the fire was speaking. Ewvidently he
was not alone.

“'Fro, you! Wheres that corfesl™

A terrified sgueak responded.

“Jt—it’s mnearly ready, Oh dear!”

“*Urey  up  with  it!”* growled
IMarker. “Look ‘ere, you fat freak,
I'vo 'it you twico already, ain't 17

Well, if I 'ave to "it you agin, you'll
know it. You ’ear me?"

“0Oh dear! Yes”

“*And out some of that 'am. I'm
‘ungry, I om,” said Harker. “Ain't
tasted bite or sup for hours, I sin't!l
This "ere is o stroke of luck, this 'ere
is! You ‘ear me telling you to ’and
ont that "am?"

“Oh dear!
pleasa 1™

“Then wot "ave vou got?"” growled
IMarker, “If I den’t ’ave enough
supper, my pippin, you'll know 1k
You will that !

“There's only a cake left—"

“*And out the cake.” o

Ilarry Wharton & Co., walching in
silenco, saw a fat form emerge into the
light of the fire. Billy Bunter, shaking
from head to foot, brought the cake to
the lounging tramp.

Hoarker took it from him, with a
grawl.

“Now, "urry up with that corfce ! he
snarled.

“Yes—yes—pleaso— Varoooogh 1™
Tee Maaxer Lisrany.—No. 1,187,
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“That'll ‘el you ‘urry!” -said you'll know it, and you can lay to
Harker, as he let out a tottered boot, that!™
catching Bunter on his tight trousers e hall rose from the bundle. That

as he turned away. :

The Owl of the Remove yelled and
sprawled.  Harker chuckled huskily,
and began top déyour tho cake,

“Oh crumbs{” breathed Bob Cherry.
“Bunter's there, and he scems to have
hit trouble.” '

“Who wpouldn’t be & bandit1” iour-
mured Nugent. ]

The juniors suppressed a chuckle,

The Greyfriars bandit had evidéntly
landed in trouble, It was probable
that the prontlsed kickings would not
be. required. It was quite likely -that,
ix  these distreéssing _civcumstances,
Billy Bonter was elready getting fed-
up with the career of a bandit,

Harry Wharton & Co. crept a little
neparer, still without revealing their
presence. They were quite interested
in, the strange proccedings that were
golng on in the bandit's lair,

With pgreat entertainment they
watched . Bunter make the cofiee and
présent it to Mr. Harker. With still
greater entertainment they watched
him rewarded with another lunge of
Mr. Hurker's tattered boot, which sent
Eim sprawling again on tilB old stone

B,

“Yow-ow-ow !" Lowled Bunter.

“*Old  your row!™ growled Mr.
Harker. “You ain't 'urt—not like
vou're going to be if you don't 'old
vour row !V '

Bunter suppressed the sounds of
woe, and stopd blinking in fear and

apprehension at his taskmaster. Thn
remnants of the cake disappeared down
Bill Harker's capacious throat. He

had digposed of all that remained of
Bunter's 'pmai,siuns,. but he did not
secm  gatisfied. He drank his coffee,
and wher he had Gnished it, threw

the tin cy Bunier's head and the
fat jumu'rpdﬁge too '?&té. There was
a clang and & howl.

“Wow!" o

Six faces grinned in the darkness
outside. Evidently the Greyfriars

bandit was having the time of his life.

“Mar then,” growled the tramp,
*“ain't there any more grubf”

“Ow! Noi*

* Ain't there any more corfee?”

“Wow!{ Nol”

“Well, it was a little bit of luck
finding you 'ere, anyway,” said Harker,
“I've 'ad some supper, and I've got
some blankets to slesp on. What the
thunder was you doing ‘ere, anyhow,
you fab fool ¥

“Oh dear!”

"P'r‘a]lgs," went on Mr. Harker, eve-
ing the fat junior—" p'r'aps you've qnt
some money about you. I see you've
got a ticker. Come 'ere!”

“I—I—I—" stammered the terrified
Owl.

“Come 'ere!” roared Harker.

Bunter's fat knees knocked together.
The rufian was going to rob him—not
&mt he had much to lose.

Bunter’s wealth was limited to =a
rolled gold watch and a bad penny.
His carcer az a bandit had been nipped
in the bud, and he was never likely to
add to his wealth by stopping cars on
shadowy roads and holding up banks.
But such as his possessions wera, he did
nobt want to part with them. Moreover,
it was quite probable that the ruffan
would indemnify himself by knocking
him abont when he found how littls
there was to be gained.

Bunter backed away
opening of the vault.

“You 'ear me?” prowled Harker.
“Come 'ere! If I ’ave to fetch you,
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towards the

was cnough for Bunter. With a gasp
of terror the fat junior Hed into the

night. : :
arker plunged angrily after him.
“Yow-ow-ow | roared Bunter, as he
caught hiz foot in a trailing root and
went headlong to the ground, with a
concussion that knocked all the breath

out of his fat person. * Grooooogh!
Ogpoooh 1"

W sssesdaarsnnnsranssiinnansingnaning li-----.!

Here's  Another AMUSING
YARN which wins one of this
week's useful pocket knives. It
has been sent in by : H. McMillan,
31, Elgin Road, Sea View, via
Durban, Natal, S. Africa.

CLOBE RELATIONS |

Two chancs acgualntances
from Ireland were talking
together. " An' so yer name
is Riley 7' wsald one. ' Are
yex any rolation to TIim
Rilay T " “ Very disthant-
iy," sald the other. ' OI
was mes mither's first child
an' Tim was the fenth | ¥

Who's next for
useful prizes?

one of these
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" Gotcher !" gasped Harker, ss he
reached the Owl of the Remove and
bent over him.

What happened next was a surprise
to Mr. Harker. . Bix unseen shadowy
figures closed round him, and six pairs
ol hands closed on him.

Mre. Harker was jerked away from
Bunter, upended, and brought down
on, the stone flags with a ternific orash.

A as like esca inﬁ steam came
from Bill Harker, as he landed. It waa
followed bij' a stream of vivid,.
picturesque language.

“Collar ihe brute!" said Bob Cherrs.

“What-ho !

“'Ere, let 8 bloke go!™ roared Mr.
Harker, a3 his head was banged
forcibly on the stone flags. “Wol's this
ame?! Ow, ow! Ow, my 'ead! Leggo!

aaop !

Bang, bang, bang!

Bill Harker was & burly man, but he
was not much use in six peairs of hands.
He struggled frantically; but he had
Et:l’ﬂlglj" no chance. A geries of fearful
ells woke the cchoca of the woods as
18 bullet head was banged—a f[rantic
vell at every bang.

" He wrestled himseli free at last, and
fled. Who his assailants were, and
what brought them there at that hour
of the night Bill Harker did not know,
and did- not stay to inquire. All he
wanted was to get away—and he got
away as fast as his legs could ecarr
him. There was a crashing in the dar

thickets in the distance, and Bill
Harker was gone.
Harry Wharton & Co. turned to

Bunter. The fat jumor, sprawling out-
side the archway, was panting and
alpitating, pasping and spluttering.

b Cherry grasped him by the collar,
and there was a ycll of terror from

Bunter.

“Yarooch! Keep off I

“You fat idiot—"

Yow-ow-ow! Help! TFire!” yelled

Bunter. “Keep off! Yooop !

“Ho, ha, ha!"

“ Bunter, you fat chum "

“ Bunter, you benighted owl—"

“ Bunter, vou fat bandit—"

“Ha, ha, hal”

Bunter sguirmed inte & sitting
posture. He set his glasses straight on

EVERY SATURDAY

his fat littlo nosc, and blinked at the
juniors.
:f EI_:}?I fel,l?wa gr hadaﬁzéﬁerﬂﬂg.
ttle us " grinne Orry.
“Oh dear|l Is—is—is he gonei”
gasped Bunter, blinking round him into
tho shadows. “That—that awful benst,
m‘l‘n’%;hn—h& nfnu P s
B nefulness 13 terribe, m
esteemed Efiﬂl‘iﬂ Bunter." : y
“0Oh dear!™
_Bob Cherry jerked the fat junior to
his feet. Bunter stood unsteadily on
bis fat little legs, blinking apprehen-
sively rofind him. Harker was gone,
but every shadow was full of terror for
Bunter now. Never in history of
banditry bad there been & bandit so
“iﬁ}tﬂl for the I:-usilgﬁaa. i 4
— ; _Fou owg—"" gag
Bunter, “1—I say—" i
B“]i':rﬂt'a get back!™ growled Johnony
LEE
There was a howl from Bunter.
“Ow! Don’t leave me hera! Ow!
L § say, you fallows, stick to me! Ob
ar!

“;Hm hn.f !&a!" r:;m&i!] 1113&:-_&_ Cherry.
ra you [ed-up wi i1 i
hnnﬂit’i lair nlrfud:.r ;i WD

::ihi s h“!"feucw I—I—I'll

—I say, you g5, I—I—I"ll come

back 1" roaned Bunter. “I—I ain't
gmlﬁ' to a bandit—"

“Mot really ! chuckled Bob.

“Nunno | dear! I—I want to
go back to Greyfriara! Oh crikey! I

—I—I've had an awful time | D-d-don't
leave me! Oh dear! Owl 1 88y,
Toddy, old chap, stick to me ! D-d-don’t
leave me alone! Ow!”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Come on!” said Harry Wharton,
laughing. “Let's get the fat idiot
home—we can kick him to-morrow.
Let's get back before we're missed. Get
a move on, you frabjous chump! I'll
fﬂ.ﬂl‘f our niila.” IIJ 1

—I say, lemme held your arm,
Toddy, I—I might miss you in the
dark; d-d-don't leave me alone!™

“Ha, ha, ha "

It was o very subdued bandit that
trod the dark paths homeward with
the chums of the Remove. The un-
happy bandit gasped and shivered at
“E? sound and overy shifting
ghadow. Ewidently Bunter was fed-up
with banditry. All he wanted was to
get safe back to Greyfriars and to hid
a long farewcll to the carcer of a
bandit. He gasped with relief when
he rolled 1o at the box-room window,

L] L] L) [ ] -

Qutside the Remove Bunter’s remark-
nble adventure weas kept a secret. But
the Remove howled over it. Bunter had
recovered from his overdose of films:
he no longer wanted to bes a bandit—in-
deed, he shuddered at the thought. Hae
would have been glad to forget all
about the whole thing. But it was a
long time before the ove ceased {o
chortle over Bunter the Bandit.

THE EN¥D,

Extra-Special Story of
Harry Wharton & Co,,
for Next Week !

“COKER’S CRACKSMAN!"”

By
FRANK RICHARDS.

Avoid Dizappoiniment by
Ordering Your Copy EARLY !
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READ AND ENJOY THIS GREAT SPORTING AND INDUSTRIAL SERIAL!

PETER FRAZER—IRONMASTER!

They didn’t want Peter Frazer as their

By JOHN BREARLEY.

““boss ** ai the iron works

at first. Bul now they're glad

they've got him, *cause Peter is a 100 per cent he-man !

INTRODUGTION,

Head and sole owrner of Frazer's Ivowe Foundry [
I#ﬁummm:ltﬁuwm}’cfu
Frazer, 6 cheery slrapping youngeer of elghteen
when he arrives in the squalid indusirial city o

M te take over the greal business io
Rim by iz dead nncle. Peler soon realises Uial s
Iagacy has broupht danger wilh it, for he {2 kid-

sapped on Ata way o his new Aome. Jrily
ke escopes, but with anly one clue to the identily ﬂj‘
Ats unknown cnemy ! the man ir complelely
bald, with o lerrible jagped scar running across
}h uﬂ'f e 'Hd*mw L g Prasers
rom manager, Mr. Dimmock, that Frazer
Fbuw:.riamﬂ&-bnnl:m'mmmmg to the
aclivilier of o man named Granger and hs gang,
Peter ig defermined to fight kig enenies tooth and
nail, and he glarts by Enocking out the seoundrelly
Granger in o fight, and then sacking kim. Urod-
wally the poung tronmaster overcomes the ami-
mosity of most of the f en, and he nakes
a greal step foricard in this direclion when he
reslarts the ootball team and enters o

aeay.
{Now read oh.,

=l W o

A Born Cenire !

T was a worrying morning. Mr.
Dimmock zent word down to the
foundry asking Peter to come ap,
and in grimy dungarees he had to

listen to a mournful tale for nearly an
hour., )

Business was no brighter—only small
orders barcly kept the furnaces going.
If oply they could land a big order—
and ba sure of keeping the men—-

Mr. Dimmock’s woice trailed away,
and he shook his grey head dolefully.

Peter forced a cheerful laugh, and
laid a firm hand on his manager’s
shoulder. _

“Buck up, Mr, Dimmock! Things
ara going all right.—:.nH]y sight better
than 1 expected! We'll get that big
order soon—and we'll see to the men,
toa! Come on, now, don’t lock so
worried 1V 2

Dimmock smiled grntn!ulli’.

“YVeou're a great help. Peter,” he
said. “It's for your sake I worry!
Are you really making progress?
Surely there was a [ree fight again last
Saturday !”

Peter chuckled.

“And there was some foothall, teo,”
Iﬁlﬂhg':liinnﬂ{]* “That's why there was a

t' Fi

E}‘iad—: to the foundry he went, and
then, having something to ilalk to
Sparrow about, went over to the load-
ing trucks. Thore was always some
skylarking going on over there, for
Sparrow's set were a mischievous
crowd, so that when he turned the
corner and a yell of lavghter preeted
him he felt no surprizo.

It wa= apparent, however, that som»-
ithinz extra rich and rare was toward,
for prostrate across a truck lay Maester
Sparrow, and his wiry young body
writhed with mirvtl, UGreat tears ran
down hiz grimy [nce.

Around him most of his pals were in
a similar state, all save one, a scared,
woedy-looking lad, who stared at them
dambly +ith puzzled cyces,

. thrusting

As Peter strode up Sparrow lurched
towards him, Eurg!ing. '

“Aw, boss!” he sobbed. #Just at
t' ret time!" He pointed shakily at
}.]he Eeeigliy youth. “le, he] Oh! Ha,

a, ha :

“Haw, haw, haw ™ echood the others.

“He, hel Ho, ho, ho! Ha, ha, her!”
shricked Sparrow, and clutched at the
truck for support.

Seeing that for a second or two he
could get no sense from the yelling
crew, Peter, smiling, turned towards the
object of the mirth.

What's it all about, son?” he asked
kindly.

The lad looked up at him neryoualy.
He was a tall, boay lad, Tn shabb
clothes far teo small for him, wit
untidy black hair, pale face, and big,
intalhgient ayes,

“I1—1 asked Sparrow if—if—"

“Well 1*

“If I could play for the Works!” The
words came in a hurried gabble and
were drowned in a fresh roar from
Sparrow and his friands.

Peter ralsed his eyebrows.

“ Nothing funn that,” he smiled.
“But you'rs rather on the light side,
aren’'t you? Played before?”

“Oh, yes, sirl”

“Where ¢ .

" C-centre-forward, sirl®

This was obviously the cream of the
joke, for at the last words Sparrow &
%}0. became hystertoal. Even Peter
could scarcely repruss a smile, for the
idea of the frail figure before him
hiz way through his burly
halves and backs did seem rather comiec.

However, that was no reason why
tha should be discouraged. Peter
cuffed Sparrow’s shagk head.

“Bhut up that row! What's your
name, lad ‘i'P"

“Osborne, sir!™

“MNew hand "

“¥Yes, sir! Mr. Moller, the chief

engineer, took me on last week 17
"I remember] And, I say, aren’t you

the lad who watched us last Saturday 1V
Osborna nodded.
"All right, my son!

for

You deserve

gomething being our only

=

GRANGER, ths former ruler of
Frazer's Iron Feundry and Poeter'a
implacable anamy,

supporter. Turn out with the others
this afterncon.” 4
And he went off, leaving an

astonished, gasping crowd of loadera
and one l:rﬂll.ght.ed youngster.

That afterrmon he discovered his
centre-forward !

He_put Osborne down as centre for
the Whites, meaning to let the lad
down lightly. Clad in_football kit, the
new man looked even thinner, but there
was an air about him as he trapped a
practice kick and shot for goal that
told Peter he bad played before. Also,
if he was thin, he was wiry!

The fnn;a started, and Whitcs forced
s pgoal kick, Low and hard came
Phairson McDonald’s kick, and Oshorne,
rising 1n the air, nodded it aecurately
to Hammond. Tha inside-right went
off, was challenged, and put it back
to the mew centre.

Without a second’s hesitation the lad
swished it out to the left wing, a second
before Peter got to him, and, taking
the perfect pass, Baker ran round
Elspeth Macdonald and centred. For
once in a way the centre was accurfte,
. Feter had got back to cover the gap
in the middle, but again Osborne just
beas him by a second.

Oneé more his thin e bobbed into
the air, he met the ball slantwise -iih
his head, and Sparrow was beaten hope-
lessly. 'Whites were ;rm up t

Bofore the game had gome another ten
minutes it was obvious to everyone that
Osborne was a born centre,

meEIt he had nan.ﬁl!' but he E“ the
mos:  elusive man Peter had ever
marked. Twice his willowy,swaying run
left the ex-Clayton centro-half standing,
and fed by long, perfect passes, Baker,
the fast left wing, a st and heavy
runner, snorbting fre and enthusiasm,
was giving Elspeth the time of his Jife!
Only his wild centres saved the Colours
goal time and again.

Osborne’s swerving shooting and
accurate headwork, too, soon wiped the
an off Sparrow’s face, and tho littla
cader surpassed himsclf in goal, while
as for Peter, it was the happiest after-
noon he had spentl Together with the
herculean- Mec¢Donalds he at last
organised the defence to cope with
Osborne’s attacks, but the lad trickled
through twice at the finish, and scored
lmtl} li-lmﬂi:. :

After tha game, walking back across
the field, Peter came u:rmg Mr. Mallar,
smoking a reflecetive pipe and, in tho joy
of I;[:s heart, smote the engineor on the
[

But when he explained the sause of
this Moller only grunted.

Trapped in a Cellar !

HAT evening, after dinuer with
Mr. Dimmock in their long,

comfortable roow, DPeter an-

nounced his intention of going

for & stroll, and leaving his manager

comfortably ensconced before the Yo,
sunntered of out.

Tho mwoon had not yet risen, so it was

fairly dark as he turned his back on

the found and walked slowly daown
the lane t led to Maxport’s poor
quartor,
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500 ne found himself among the
narrow streets and dack, crooked turn-
ings of the poorer district. Why he
bad taken this direction for a stroll
when the wide, windy marshes lay &“
s close to hand he was not sure. Cer.
tainly he had -not confided hia inten-
tions tp Mr. Dimmock. Heo chuckled
quistly as he thought of how that
kindly but nervous gentleman would
behava if he knew | -

However, it was the thought of the
Scarred Man that had tempted him
out—the thought that was always at the
baok - of his mind, shelved sometimes
by other problems, but always recur-
l'mﬁl as’ soon as thoy were passed.

.« Thepe was to-night a vague idea that
if he could only fnd the archiwa

where the Scarred Man's thugs ha

waylaid him, and retrace his journey,
some clua or idea might come of it.

The woak and annoying part of the
programme was that he had pot the
slightest idea where the arch was, nor
had he paid the least attention to the
roule. faken by the ancient hansom cab
on the night of his arrival, G

8till, the adventurs had & spice of
thrill about it, and so he carried on,
lounging simlessly ;}unf. and taking
care nat to expose his [eatures to the
aruttaermg street lights.

Spon he ram into an area where
the lights were very few and scattercd
indeed—a place of cobbled alleys and

IN A FORTNIGHT'S TIME

daring to breathe as the little man

the road. The beerhouss door
opencd, and he popped into it like a
rabbit into & warren.

There was a gleam in Peter's eaycs
and & pumping 1n his heart as he lelt
the shadow of the wall.

The boy slipped through the dark-
nesa across the road and past the tiny
inn, shootin a lightning glance
through the 5irt-;.r win%iuwa. 3

The little man was inside, standing
against the bar with Bpider Higgins.
In the corner round a table, wnw%um{'
them, were e other members o
Granger's Gang.” As far as Pecter had
Leen able to see; they had the place
entirely to themselves,

Turning, he stole past the place
again, ﬁ:her wera all bent over the
table, on which the little man had set
his ‘bag. _

For a brief moment Peter had an
idea of trying to eteal into the bar
itself ; but that was impossible, ’

'Coolly, ho fattened hbimself against
the wall and commenced to work along-
gido the window. . ;

When next the ga
the ‘lithe fuati was talk
thin, nervous. fingers
bag, aad the tough
were tense and hard.

Peter turned and crouched against
the door, straining his eara to cateh
the muttered whispers; and
did he become that he failed to notice
tha black fGgure that rose with deadly

came inmlyﬁi?;
ing ecagerly, his
F_]aj.rfng about the
aces around him

i N BUMPER
twisted ways. Once through a low
asrchway hﬂrﬂ-ﬂ.ll.ghi the glimpse of a CHRISTMAS
ghip’s riding-light, and a whiff of cold NUMBER
.&:.MH hu:nlum was nm; Do, rivar.
URvas Ora -3 COny- ;

%ﬁhl T;t himﬁ{f, whioch didn't ‘quietness out of " the chadows in the
trnuhfe him much; but the aimless street behind him,

ble was bwnli a bora. For just a second the figure frore in

¢ m:whld e point of defin- crouching menace; then, with a hoarse
ital king up his mind € return cry of rage, it hurtled forward on 1o
tndy find his way back, when s man the unwary 'Piat-cr, and the pair orashed

p;.zzad aut »f mouth of & -pitch-
lack alley and, without paying any
heed ta him, burried quinkll; down the
nerrow, road to where the dim hg[lr'nhts
of & little beershop shone dingily. o
man cdrried a small leather bag and
walked. with jerky, nervous steps,

Before he had gone two yards he
Elmid under a lamp, and Peter knitted
rows,

*B
!

}'I‘ta-iaan you befora, Sunny Jim
be multered, “And somewhere jolly
important, too [ Now, who the dickens
can yog bel” .

Hundching s shoulders and hugging
tha: wall, ia sidled quietly after the
retrean ﬁgurn before him, tryin
dmpﬁra’tﬁy te remember where he ha
seen ihe man Jast,

Tz, lighta of the bearhouse—the onl
light fg the lane—came nearer, ane
sud:crfy the man before him whistled.

Tho 'sound petrified Peter, freezing
hime instantly ioto a part of the wall's
black shadow. For the whistle that
flonted down the dark lane was the
samo- ng, eweet call that had sum-
moned ancient cab on a certain
memprdble evening! And the whistler

o Taan burrying slong in front—was
tha litde perky, bird-like man of the
booki -ul%mly

ng .
The s#histla was a signal, for down
the road the beerbouse door opened
and a head locked out and was with-
drawn immediately. But not before

tﬂhmugh the door into the ceatre of the
ar.

Instantly pandemoniom  reigned.
The tackler from behind had passed his
arm 1n a sulfocating grip round
Peter's neck, and even as the young
ironmaster fought madly to escape, the
others hurled themselves on him like
tigers,

le went to the dirty floor under a
golid mass of humanity, and lay pinned.
One man darted to the door and barred
it, another brought the smoky lamp
and held it above the captive.

There came a gasp and a erackling,
breathloss oath :

“It's Frazer himself, boys I

Thea, little man, who had retreated
fearfully to a cormer, clutching his bag,
get it down gently at these words, and
rushed forward.

“Petor Frazer!™ pgloated the little
man, peering down. Then, snarling:
“Ropes, you fools! RBind and
Stand E!j" the window, youl
thero, curse you all! Now his feet!™

Granger's Gang, with vongeance in
their every movement, worked with
lightning deftness. In five minutes
Peter lay beneath the table, trusscd
like & chicken and brutslly gagged

Tho light above him snepped out,
Rough hands gripped him and raised
him, and he was carried swiftly out
through & door at the back.

The men marched forward wunhesi-

.ropes from

8o intent

B

gag him|
'%:ightl,r be

THE MAGNET
all the time, telling of under-

ar hagﬁag carried Peter had no
meana of guessing, Suddenly they
stopped. He could hear one of the men
working bolts that sereamed with rust,
and then the air blew in even colder
and fresher. Above the smack of foot-
steps came the low gurgle of moving
water.

Now Peter's ca

echoin
groun
How

rs descended some
steps, old and slimy, on which they
trod with care. They stopped and,
for the first time, dumped their prisoner
on the fAeor. It was wet and covered
with mud.

Mot a light was used as the gang bent
over the wyoung ironmaster, unseen
hands fiercely yanking the binding
his armas. en his wrists
were siezed and jerked apart, rammed
into iron Hoor-rings, and lashed thare.
When the men rose in the blackness
Poter was spreadeagled! X

Hao me awara of a malignant,
freezin whiaper in his ear.

_“And that's for you, Mr. Frazer!”
it gloated. “This is an old dock, bub
the water rises. And now in half an

hour, Peter Frazer, wo shall be in your
foundry, and my little bag will do o
much damage you'd be bankrupt to

rel;;a.i.lr I:m-i;! Elu? you hear that, you
schoo soum Mgn. are going to
suffer becauge they've worked for you!
But vou won't be there, Peter]! You'll
ba here, with the water lapping, lap-
pin Ah! And no “hm]ing

Good-byo,

sailor-man to trick, either!
m% young friend—you duﬁz” ]
ne of the men growled. The voice
ceased, and its owner rose. He
stowed a venomous kick at Peter's

BE SURE YOU GET IT!

prostrate bad&_ﬂmra was s scraping
and hasty shulling of feat. A ng.
Then silanca, '

Silence !

A black, damp, nIanlu_linf darkness
descendoed like an actual weight on Peter
when the echoes of the clesing gate
ceased to ring in the underground cellar,
And for al minute he remainad etiff
and still under the horror of it

Fresontly came the'low murmur of
water, leaking slowly into his prison.
It grew deeper and deeper, until it
gurgled and ewayed around the bov,
and already his body was half auE-
'E““Fﬁ:j* the cold gripping him like an
icy band.

Granger's Gang had bound him with
diabalical cleverness, for they had left
him stretched out to his fullest extent
between the iron rings, so that he
could exert nothing like his fullest
strength with either arms or legs.

With tecth clenched on his gag amd
faca whitening under tho effort, Peter
strained ficrcely at his bonds. Water
gan to epl across his face. The

cod was increasing every minute with
awful spead, and at lest, utterly spent,
ho ceased pulling, and lay inert. A
second later, howoever, despair laid
hands on him, and he threshed and
writhed in a last terrific effort.

The cffort failed. Completely done,
Paoter lay still onee more, gasping and
choking.

AYoung Peler Frarer iz in about the
tightest corner if's possible o be in.

Fill i i
Adstralis and Kew Ze

aland ¢

Peter bad recognised it. tatingly. Stone flags echoed beneath Buf he's not the one.to guil without a
= “Hpider Hlﬁginul" he breathed. their- feet, and presently the air blew fight! Whatever you do, chums, don"t
®Dh, my aunt! ] cold with a disgusting dankness. But miss next week's thrilling instalment of
_Ha stood absolutely still, scarcely onward the party went, their footsteps this powerful serinll)
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A New Bumper Book at a Bargain Price 26
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Grand Stories of
Gripping Adventure

T At Sea—In the Air—Among the
Redskins—School, etc.

If you are a lover of adventure—if you
revel in the delights of lively stories -of
gripping action—at sea and in the Wild
West—you will enjoy everv page of the
A e POPULAR BOOK OF BOYS' STORIES.
e Scouting, flying, motor-cycling—in fact
i *11{:""1:. every phase of adventure is represented in
.- NW l the budget of ripping yarns in this splendid

new, all-fiction Gift Book. And there are
many fine illustrations, including a plate in full
colour. This wonderful new book costs only
half-a-crown. It is a book that will keep you
happy during the long winter evenings and one
that you will want to read again and again.

The POPULAR BOOK
of BOYS’ STORIES 2’6

On Sale at all Newsagenis and Booksellers. Buy a Copy TO-DAY !
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BOWMAN MODELS

it

Steams 1: miles!
Watch ct ?‘muu}g al your local shop

November 25th-30th is ** Bowman Week ”—inake a note of it—

for in every good model train shop throughout the country

durifig that weék you will be able to see Bowman locos running
undeér their own steam.

You'll be able to see for yourself what a difference Steam does
make to a model railway .... See the realism. ... the long non-
stop runs with heavy ceaches.... the power!

What’s more these steam locos—these Bowman’s—don’t cost any

more than clockwork. You really should go along to your dealer
to see how well they're built.

THE MAGNET

E{:m::n = "ih""f‘“ 3

and hﬂ’-""

t.
annh' '[.:pmu.ac 94 'J

L E“Elh ﬂ"
{iauge.

BRI TANK LOTCO 265

BOWMAN STEAM LOCO 234

mmw than Loco 300. Will —a super product in every way. Really good
?a’w "6 heavy . tru I+ miles on one filling!

nu’kmf—-m fact a reai mode! express. ‘But t at's
ust the thing for the young- m-:n:lel engineer who not al

wints 4 powerful yet hanﬂsumetank oco. 2 2 IG

you should see it draw heavy coaches

for 1 ong non-stop runs. You'll be. surpns&rl the
Length 10t ins. 07 Gadge, Pru:e power this loco has got. l:nme and see it runmng

stage "0d.) yourself | Length (with tender) 207hs.
Gonage “d E’nmlgm tlgm:e of Loco (postage 1/-) 27 / 6

Tender 716 exira

W(Bdﬂmm /

qITISH & GUARANTEED
B

Thiz Bowman Book will-tell you all about these and
all the other Bowman productions—including the
special new track that's strong enough to stand on, yet
costs no more than the usual tin plate sort—The rolling
stock—and marvellous stationary engines, specially
designed for driving Meccano and other models.

The Book uf Bewman Mbéels, the Steam Engines, and the Locos qre
obtainable all Halferd's branches and good stores everywhere.

BOWMAN MODELS (DEPT. 464), DEREHAM, NORFOLK

0-11-29
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Fpoke.

1
ETTER for you, alp! "™

handed over o letter aa

Dr. Birchemall, the revered and majes-
tick headmaster of 8t. Sam’s, snatched

from the page's ) grosp. i
ATy Bee

it rl
%M.muwﬁw rather epgstrac

the Head serving .m._mmu:ﬁn tha tucksh

counter. But 8t. Sam’s had grown u

to tho eggstraordinary site during .ﬁ&
who
the shop, had leitb
Head while she wont

Emfﬁuﬁ EEMMF Dame Grubbe,
usually manni

it in ¢h of ﬁ
on the Beveera, Noodless fo say, .the
Head had made the mest of his oppor-
tunity. Blool meals had beon out down
to 8 minoimum and tuckshop prices had
been egent up to 8 maximum. St Sam's
had farely groaned under tho tirrany of
ihe Propheteer Head, And meanwhile
Dr. Birchemall and his assistant, Mr.
Lickham, had been living in & land fowing
with milk and hunny—or, at least, does
nutiz and jam-puffs 3

“ I ti a postal-order, Birt"
miEﬂ@mﬂﬂwa .mmnrrﬁ.w. as the Head in-
serted his thiumb in the envelope and ripped
it ...ummn.. i

“1 am nlways e cting something,
Lickham [ ™ mﬁﬂmmmﬁa .n_.a_mm Heoad., "1
dreamed last nite that I received a lawyer’s
letter informing me that a wealthy
admirer had dyed and left me his vast
fortune. I wonder if this letter will
make my dream come true!"

“1 gincerely hope so, sir "™ eaid the
master of the Fourth, fervently. " Pogsi.
bly you will then bo able to repay me tho
ten bob I lent you o cupple of terms
back 1 ™ :

Dr. Birchemall loftily ignored his
ossistant’s broad hint ond glarmnsed over
s e id his jaw dropped

B B0 AW ped.

“Oh, crikey 1™ ho mermered, half to
himself.

“How much is it, air ?"* asked Mr.
Lickham curiously.

“How much 13 what 1" asked Dur.
Birchemall, peoring over «the top of the
letter with an eggspression on his dile
that gsemed almost tragicls

Mr. Lickham larfed.

“I'm referring to the le

ke about. wt's what t
about, len™ it 17

“No, Lickham, it ia notl™ grunted
ihe Head. " As a matter of fact this
sotter is from Dame Grubbe 1™

" Oh, my giddy aunt ! "' eggsclaiméd the

aoy  you
lotter's

raster the Fourih, looking awfully
sartons.  ** What does the old bean say,
h—.-.. ﬂ %

“I will read the lotter out to you,
Lickbam,"

Dr. Birchomall Bloo his nose violont]
to hide the omeotion he felt, then r
the following aloud :

Deay Siv,

I arme taking the ibborly of writing
o imjorm you thal 1 shaeill orrive
back at SE. Sae’s on Tuesday
afternoon. I trussed that you have
been  deing  cggsellent  bizsiness
during my absence. 1 noliss you
haven't sent mce ony of the instal-
wnents of 105, per weel: which gou
arranged to pay e, soe hindly have
the full amount ready for me when
I return.

Glad to say I ame in good health,
eggscpt for hooping-coff, nunips,
scarlict ferer and mcasics,

Hoping thiz finds you as it leaves

bl Yours respectively,
- Celic Gruablice,

“Few!"” whistled Mr. Lickham, as
Dr. Birchemall conclooded his recitol.
“And today is Tuesday. Then the
game iz up " ;

* It certaindy looks like it," admittod

TuE Macxer Liogary.—No, 1,157,

Binding, the school pago,
trotted into the tuckshop uﬁwm

%? mﬂ.qﬁaﬂnm._wa:
ocomily. ** Bles-
sod if I know
what to do now.
There’s  hardly

oash loft, and
we've aaten half
the stock. What
Dama Grubba
will aay when
she finds out I
hardly dore to

contemplate.'
“Well, it's
nothinig to do

with me, any-
way,” said Mr

Lickham with o
shrug. **1 have
meerly been your

asgistant — some
people tite say
your - dupe !—
and I shall refuse
to maoke mysell
ﬁﬂuﬂmmaﬂ_. for
o shortage."
“"You will,
will you?l"
enortetl Dr
Birchomall. * So ko e
that's the tituda at for allowi
you to __an,nﬂ_p:a grub ma feod o LMW
ment ! But you don't getout of it so
ensily as that! If I go to chokew, my
doar Lickham, wvou'll como with ma!™
* Ch-ch-chokey 7" stuitered Mr. Lick-
ham, & cold swet breaking out on his

brow.
“Chokey ! " gaid the Head, with a
ﬁ_m.ﬂ larf. " Handenfis and mannacles !
orking the jolly old treadmill! Years
and years of sollitary confinement in &
FEsmu dark dungeon overrun _..w‘. ratta.”
“ Oh, ratts | " mterrupted Mr. Lickham,
“ You can’t roally mean that it is possibul
wo shall go to prison over this affair i
“That's whot I'm afraid of, nnyway,”
said the Head, tugging his beard thought-
fully, * Women are such mercenary
croasturca. I have no hopo whatever that
Dame Grubbe will view things in & reason-
sble light, and if she duzzent we shall
undoubtedly go to qued. That is,
PTHILEEEEy

" Unlesa what, sie P" asked e, Lick-
ham, who had gono pail and haggard at
the meer thought of going to durance vile.

“Unleaa 1 con think out o ._u;__._m_m
whoeze to get us out of our fix—and
beleeve I can | ™ replied the Hoad, knitting
his brows in thought.

“Thank hevvanl™ Mr.
Liskharm. f

Dr. Birchemall remained borried in
thought for about five minnita. At the
end of that time he suddenly smiled.

mutterad

The smile ch to & grin, the grin to
a chuckls, the chuckle to a lari, and the
larf to o roar.

“ Ha, ha, ha! Ho, ho, ho! Oh, my
giddy aunt! What & skeem ! gos
the Head. * Lickham, my dear lellow,

you should thank your lucky slnrs you've
got ﬁw: jeeniua like mysclf to look after
Hnmu,.: hear the wheeze befora I do (hat,
gir 1" gaid Mr. Lickham. " Trot it out
and I'll seo what I think of it.”
Dr. Birchemall wipad the toars of merry-
mont from his eyes and condescendod to
oggs lnin. .
wﬂ_amw.: he said, *the wheooe 13
this : to arronge for o burglary Lo take
ace in the tuckshop somewhcie ubout
Enm._..ﬁEw_ 3.“.._31..4. e e
* A—a bur, 5 Mr. Licke
ham, 1n :ﬂ%._..w_m‘u,mgimw:‘nu? M Dat—
but don’t you think, sir, that quite enufi
of the atock hos vanmished sleeady @™
The Heuwd lorfed. :
* ¥You are very dense, Lickham. When
1 eaid & burglary [ didn't mean a real
o, 1 don't guite savvy yob,"
fessed Mr. Lickham, scratoling Lis nappor

to be a torrific szm

of tuck, 1 say ‘appears’ advisedly.
for in reality it will be meerly a collection
of empty wooden cages and biskit tins
Hoa T°

“Well 17

“ Just after dinner.time, when tho
shop is crowded with boys making up for
what they didn't get in the reguvlation
skool meal, I shall suddenly u..whn into the
back parler and yell out: * Halp, help !
I have beon robbed !'?

“* And what then 1" asked the mistifiod
mngter of tho Fourth,

The Head chuckled,

“ Then you take a hand in the gnme, my
mEuHEnrrnH -

1] .ﬂ ik

“ Eggsactly ! Just as I yell out, you wiil
dash out of tho back r, wearing
muask, There the loaded car will bo waiting:

for you. Jumping into it, you will starr
up the enjine and drive recklessly away
to the gates."

“ M-m-my hat ! " stuttered Mr. Lickham.

* The erowd will chase you, bub nateher-
ally will be unable to catch you up. You
..E_um drive to a lonely part of the country
und dump the cases in a field, Thon yon
will drive back, and aonounce thab yuu
found the car abandoned in o country
lane."

“ @-g-grate pip 1 "

.:me_m little skeem will shift the re-

gpongibility for the shortage of stock
completoly off our shoulders,” cgpsplaingsd
the Head. " We shall have duzzens of
witnesses to prove that a large quanbily
of stook was pinched, purlcived ga:0d
appropriated. Dame Grubbe will
be forced to reckermiso that we are.
entirely blameless. Theral Don’t you
think it's a stunning wheezo 7"
“H'm! I don't know eo much abow
that ! said Mr., Lickham dewbously.
“ Don't you think it would be a better
idea if you took the. part of the burglar
ingted of mo 7'

Y Not ot all. You are far better suitod
to guch a part than I am. Come, Lickham !
Weo will closa the shop and foteh the cx
round to the back entrance.”

Bo saving, the Mead linked arme wilh
hisg reluctant assistant and waltzed him
round tho counter out of the tuckshop
taking caro to lock the deor aller them.
No gooner hud they vannished than u
fat figger emerged from bLis lnding-placy
at the back of the u_“_.‘..mm*

Tubly Barrell, tho fat boy of the Fourlh
—{ar it was he—Ilooked through the winder

I rﬂnﬁﬁﬂ.-mﬁ & bogus burglary. Savvy 1" | fat chuckle.
1 Con~ —

after the retreating Oppera of the two
maeters, and gave veat to his feelings in a

MMy hat! The deep bounders [ e
mutterod aloud. * Dashed I don't go sud

It was said of cMhes the best laid
schemes of micedd men gang aft
agley, and in noge is this more

apparent than the! Dr, Birchem-
all’s brief prapeié of the St.
Sam’s fishop !
————

in bewil- tell Fack

dermont. Jolly about

¥ Proy oggs- _ this. He'll

lain a | give 'am

ittle  fur- | bogus burg-

ther sir.”’ _ lary 8"

“With Btopping

plezzure | © only to grab

grinned Dr. acurrant
Birchemall. “ My idons eako, hall a duzzen
= to load up my motor- | pork-pies, » cupple of
car with what appear: 1ina ' of pineapple

[

= L

chunks and a pot of .
strowborry  jorn, Tubby lot himself out
of the tuckshop by the back entrancso
and rolled back to the Skool House,

And in less than five minnits, Jack
Jolly, the kaptin of the Fourth, knew
vvery detail of the Head's little ruse !
} in tho tuckshop and congumed

jami-tarts and jinjer-pop with a
strange sir of egzspectancy about them.

Jaclk Jolly and Frank Fearless joinod
1hem after o few minnita, and a good many
inkwiring eyes wera turned on the twe
lieroen of the Fourth as thoy trotted in.

“ Work tho oracle 1" whispered Merry,
into Jack Jolly'a ear. .

“Yes, rathor1™ replied the kaptin of
e Fourth, in s subdewod voiece. * The
iTead's old car was standing at the back
of tha tuckshop, H.ﬁE_mx._....uﬁ_E. with atull.

I kept guard while nk emptied tho
petrol tank—and if Lickham gota away

11,
FTER dinner that day, a oI,
erowd of  jnniors  assemb

dickament he
waa  in. He
turned round to
the shop, then
gank back into
hiz s2at with a
groan of despair
a8 ho anw o crowd
of yelling juniors

ing towards
bim.

An instant
later Jack Jolly
and hia followers,
all of them larfing
fit to bust, sur-
romnded the car.

“Got ¥you,
= you villanl"
¢ oried Jack Jolly,
trinmfantly.
" Now send for
the perlice, somae-
body 1 "

“Oh, prate
pipl You
mustn't—you
simply mustn't
o thatl™
groaned the
* pandit." “If
vou imajino I am a burglar yon aro
making & big mistake. Asa matter of fact,
I am Mr. Lickhom | * -
With those words he wrenched off hia
mask, to reveel the well-known fizz
of Mr. Lickham, tha master of the Fourth.
Neodless to say, the erowd farely roared
with larftor as they saw Mr. Lickham's

ail, terrified foce. And they yelled
ouder still as the Head came upon the
seen, his claassiclo dile the picture of dismay

* Bless my sole | Then you—you have.

kaptured t desprit erimminal 1 "' be

apod.
i Ha, ho, ha t ¥

“ Crimminal, be Dblvwed 1’ spoke up

Mr. Lickhan. ' I mite have known some-
thing would have gone wrong with your
haro-braned bleesed skeem | Look at the

Eﬁmmdn....n"muun__wamiuﬂq”:
s m_vf ha, hat* .

“1 don't know what you're talking
about, Liskham 1" eried Dr. Birchemull,
trying to bluff it out. * By tho look of
things, it seoms that you were making o

wow, he'll be a living wonider 1

“* Ha, o, ba y

Beforo tho larfler hind dicd away there
wos o sudiden yell frora the back of the shop
to which the Head had just trotied,

“Helpt Munler! Yerlice! 1 have
eon robbed 17

“MNow for it1"” grinned Jack Jolly.
“ Follow me, you fellows 2

“ What<ho ! ™ e

A erowd of oppsited juniors followed
iheir leader into the back parler, whore
o Head wos found, ringing hia hamla
in what scemed to bo an aggomny of greef.

“ Quick, boya 1" he yelled, ** A desprit
masked bandit has just pinchod half tho

stock ! You will just bo in time to eateh
him i
“YWo'll eateh bim, sir, nover fearl™

eried Jack Jolly.

" Yoa, rather ! ™

With that the juniors rushed out of the
rear of the tuckeliop, leaving the Head to
wtap ringing his hands and to start lurfing
aloud at the suxxess of his skecn metead.

But he didn’t larf for long.

When the juniors streamed out of the
<hop they spied tho desprit masked bandit
ritting in the driver's seat of the Head's
opr, 'Tho ear, s bewtiful Rolls-Hice, not
mmare than forty youars old, wes fithed with a
solf-gtarter, anel the bandit had antiasi-
pated being oble to start up without
difliculty.

But the bandit got o rude shock |

Inetead of lurching oft towarda tho gatea

desprit effort to purloin half tho tuck-
shop 1™
Mr, Lickham glared, ‘
“Prying to make oo responsibul now,
are you ¥ M 130 hooted. ** Woll, it'a not jolly
will coming off 1| Now you've let mo down,
1 intend to make a clean breast of it to
Dnamo Grubbe when she returna [ ™
“ D¢l sornecne montion my pame B
Everybody ewung round at the sound
of the feramine voico, and there wos a
buzz from the crowd as Dame Grubbe
herseli wos seon Lo stulk upon the scen.
“ Darme Grubbe ! ' gas the Head.
“ At your sorviss, sir!" said Dumo

Crubbe, with o curteey, * Mite a lady ink.
wirs what all this horo ia about T "
“(Oh, n-p-nothing!l™ etuttored Dr.

Birchemall, ** 1 assure you, ma'em, that
Lickhmn and myscli are gquite innosent
of any wrong-deing. 1f you think for onec
singlo moment that we ever drenmed of
grranjing o bogus burglary, you're quito
mistaken | Isn't she, Lickbam 7"
“ s, ha, ha 1 " shrecked the juniors.
Mr. Lickhoro enoricd. o
=+ don't appeal to mo for snpport, ar |
he ¢ried. ** I've had enuff of your braney
wheezes for ono day. 1'm mnim to tall
Dame Grubbe everything and face the
giddy musiok, weather you like it or uot 1
r. Birchemall’s faco turned s sickly
grec. ’
“Don't wou beleove him, Dame
Crubbe | * bo ercd f(rontieally. * Lick-
Lam always was an awiul fibber, wasn't

“ DR, BIRCHEMALL WOULD ROB A MOUSETRAP OF ITS CHEESE!" SO SA DICKY NUGENT, AUTHOR OF THE AMUSING ST. SAM'S YARN BELOW.
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'the Head. Tnstead, she listened to Mr.
Lickham, who told her the plain, unvav-
nishod troth about the shortape of the
tuckshop stock.

* You see, I—I moan he—that io to sy,
gines Dr, ER&HEE-E haa dﬂﬂ nnm..nh__unﬁl
the capassity of proprietor our tuck-
shop,™ mu,_dm_ Mr. Lickham, :m.E_u bear
making hay while the sun’s been shining.
By that 1 mean, Mra. Grubbe, this raacal
here—er, I mean Dr. Birchemall—has
beon making potte snd potta of money
while you have been away. Steeling the
tickshop prophets to be precise.”

“What 1" Dams CGrubbe. clmost
swooned, * Mr. Lickham, do you really
mean to say that Dr. Birchemall, whom
I have alwaya rospected as & gentleman,
has stooped a6 low aa to rob a poor defense-
less old lady like me of ler Lroad and
butter " .

“Most certainly I do, ma'am,”’  sald
Mr, Lickhoam meekly., “Jen't it the
truth, boys?"

Jack Jolly & Co. did not choose to
answer., To acenss their headmestar of
being a rogue and o vagabond would mean
floggings and lines galore, boih of which
they could well do without.

“ Not only has Dr. Birchemall robbed

M continued Me, Leikham, * but he
1as starved the boys of St. Sam’s and thus
foreed them to add to his m__.mnﬂﬁﬂﬁmn:uu

buying extra grub at the tuckshop.™
:H,mﬂ?nnw | " ghreelked Dame n_.n_w_ua
* And what have you done to stop him,
Lickham 7"

“ Nothing, ma'am.

*“IWhat 1"

“"Let me e ain—— :

Tho tuckshop deme listened in Eervified
amazement to the -Emﬂ of tho terrifick
fpeds in which the Head and his assistant
had induljed n;ﬁﬁa. QOnly when Mr.
Lickham had fini did ehe spealc.

“ Bust me!" she eggaclaimed, then.
* Nover in all my lifo have X -._EH.E sk
goinga-on: L ghink thdt the Heatimastor
of this grate skacl should dessend to boyua
burglarics i I'm sheoked and dih:usted,
sir. It wauld esrvoyou right if 1. pleocd
the magter in the hands of the perlice L2

* Meray 1 ** howled the Head. -

“Well, perhaps I will be mmsiful,"
said Dame Grubbe. *' 1 shall, of coree,
demand full kompensation for all hortnges
of stock, oven though it takes you years
to pay mo. Apart from that, howaver, I
ghall take no action, eggsept to pgive you
a piece of my mind."” .

And the tuckshop dame then proeceded
to give both the Head and Mr, Lfckham
o piene of her mind—with the aid of the
umbrella she was carryiog |

The ancient brolly rose and fell over the
backs of the two Jentlemen with deadly
aim, and roars of aggerny went v from
the two misereents while clovds of duss
filled the air.

Thwaek, thwack, thwack 1

" Yarcooooo | "

* Woocooop 1

* Urooooo |

Noodlesa to say, the fellowz were all
delited to sco the 3¢, Bam’s propheteera
wiling their just reward at lust, Thoy
ﬂ_._._.m..._ until they almost bust their sidea
anil evervbody agreed that the fun was
worlth all the trubbles they had previcusly

encure:l.
On the following day, the uausl mecals
wore restored at St Som's and the took-

sliop priccs wont back to their nonnal

lovel.
It remaina only to add thet Dr. Birchem.-
all is etill peying Dame Grubbe kom-
nsation by weekly insialments, ond ia
ikely to go on wﬁiam them for wu long
timme Lofere he achieves a settlement.

IME ERD,
(Thers will be another amusing yarn of

You eooe——-"

at territick speecd, Head's Itolls-ltico

sitoply refused to budge an inch ! ’
the bandit's face turned white bebind

Lis black mnask as be realised what w pros

he, hoya Say ‘yes,’ for goodovss'
Yeako 1 ™
_ al .n..nnf_ ._."E._. hat ¥

But Damo Grubbe wasa't listening to

Jack Jolly & Co. at Si. Sams tn nexs
_Hﬁl“.u MaoNET, entitled ' THE MISSING
MUNNY-BOX 1" IR raise the lovdest
_Enﬁa cver, chusnd.)



