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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Bunier Barges In!
g U NTER I
im ' Not Bunfer 7"
“¥es—Bunler 1
“LGrent pip ™

It was amazing. ]

Greyfriavs fellows stared, as if they
conld  hardly believe their eyes—as
indecd they hardly counld.

Billy Bunter, standing in the doorway
of Hall, blinking in through his big
spectacles, was the eynosure of all eyes.

Tha school was at Jdinner. At the
Remove table there was a vacant place—
the place wsually occupied by Billy
Bunter. Bunter was pot expected to
dinner. Ile was not expected at CGrey-

friars at all. Only that morning Billy
Bunfer had bheen sa-::!-.‘m'l—exﬁlell from
the s=chool! Some fellows thought that
Bunter had had harvd weasure.  Some

t!1nught that it AOTY el him jolly well
right ! Bol few, 1f any, expected to see
him at Greyfriars again after he had
becn  turfed out by his headmaszier.
Yot—thore he was! )

There he was, as large as life, sniffing
the scont of dinner, like a warhor:e
sniffing the batlle !

Fellows forgot dinner, and stAred at
Bunter!  Second and Third, Remove,
Fourth, and RBhell, Fifth and Sixth,
stared at Bunter.
the high table stared at Dunter. Form-
ransters at the heads of their vespective
tables looked round. and if they did not
stare like commeon mortals, at least they
looked at Bunter very, very hard.
Buder bkad the spotheht !

* DBunter ! The name ripplm'l from
table to table. “DBunter! It's Bunter!
It's really Bunier! Oh, scissors!
Buntey 7 ;

Billy Bunter rolled in.
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Even the prefects at £

He headed for the Remove table, and,
in the mudst of the gpeneral amazement,
dropped 1nto a chair there,

" Bunter " pazped Harry Wharion.

jax

“Bunter, vou ass!” breatlied Bob
Cherry.
“Bunter, you fathead!” murmured

Frank Nugent.

Harry Wharton & Co. of the Hemaove,
perhaps, were the least surprized. LThey
knew that Bunter had come back after
Wingate of the Sixth had taken him to
the rvailway station, because they had
seen him dodging m the quad. But
they had supposed that he would keep
out of sight. That, in fact, had been
Bunteyr's infention. But he had
reckoned  without the inner' Bunter.
There were some things no fellow could
stand—at least, no fellow like DBunter,
Missing a meal was one of them.

“1 say, you fellows——" began the fat
Owl of the Remove,

“You howling asz!” whispered Bob
}:hcl-}rr v. “What have you barged in here
or 1"

“I'm bungry ™ said Punter,
dignaty,

“(h, my hat !

“I sav, vou fellows, vou might pass o
fellow something to eat! Zhove that
pie this way 1"

“Do you think they'll let you stop?”
asped Harry Wharton.
“h, really, Wharton i

“Prout's spotied lum
Bob,

Mre, Prout, master of the IFifth, rose
at the head of the Fifih Form table.
Portly and pompous, DProut stared at
the fat junior. iz eyes seemed to he
popping fromt hiz plump foce at the
gight of Billy Bunter in Hall. Every-
body was astonizhed; but Prout was
angry as well as astonished. It was on
the charge of mopping o =quirt of ink

with

murmrecd

over Prout that Billy Bunter bad becn

sacked. Prout locked hike Roderick

Dhu in the poem, at the {ime when dark

H%'hln.ing:q Aashed from Rederwck’s cye!l
‘ Bunter [ boomed Prout.

Billy Bunter did not answer., He was
already busy. He had started on steak-
and-kidney pie. He realised that he
might be interrupted, and that he had,
therefore, no time to lose. Ile gobbled !
The rate at which that steak-and-kidney
pie was disappearing from sight was a
record. Never had even Billy Bunrer
wrapped himself so swifily round a pie !

* Bunter I roared Prout.

Gobble, gobble !

“Upon my word 1™ gasped Prout. e
turned hiz head towards the high table
where the Frefe-ctﬂ sat, and singled cut
Wingate of the Sixth, the captain of
Greyfriars, who was staring at Bunter
as at some amazing vision. " Win-
gate ! he boomed.

“0Oh, wyes! Yes,
Wingate.

“Bunter of the Bemove was expelled
from th# school only this marning !
understood that Dr. Locke had directed
you to take him to the station.”

“Yes, sirl”

“And why have you not done =0, Win-
gate 1"

“1 did g0, sir; but the young ass—[
mean, Bunter—dodged me at the
station, and didn't catch the train! I
reported it te the Head,” suswered
Wingate.

“¥You should not have sllowed him to
elude you, Wingate i

‘“Indeed, sir!” answeretl the Grey-
friars captain coolly; and he sat down
again, and transferred his attention 1o
his dinner—thus making it clear that a
Sixth Form prefect wa: not in need cf
instruction from the masfer of the
Fifth.

sir!” gazped
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Prout snorted, It was Prout’s way to
regard limself as one having authority,
raving, “Do thia!” and he deeth 1t!
e was - constantly forgetting that lus
anthority had its limits. He never
liked Leing reminded of those limita.

Colier of the Fifth jumped up.

“Shall T turn him out, sir 7 he asked.
Coker of the Fifth was always ready to
barge into anything that did not con-
cern him,

“You may sit down, Coker. and be
silent ' snapped Prout. ,

“Oh! said Coker, and he sat down
amd smiles,

Prout left the Fifth Form table, and
strode along to the Remove. It was the
custom at Greyfriars for Form-masters
tn sic ab the school dinmer with their
Torms. But there was no master at the
Remove table. Mr, Quelch, the master
of the Rernove, was absent. Te was
expected back that afternoon; but he
had not vet srrived. Mr., Lascelles, tha
maths master, sat in his place.

Larry Lascelles was gazing at Bunier,
but did not seem dispozed te take any
more active measures. Prout, however,
was the man for active measures. Only
the evening before ho had been drenched
with ink from a sguirt. The sun had
gone down on his wrath, and risen on
it—unabated !

* Iook out, Bunter ! muttered Johnny
Bull.

Ciobble, gobble !

“The estcemed and absurd Prout is
coming !”  whispered FHurree Jamser
Ram 3ingh, poking Buanter with 2
dusky finger.

Gobble, gobble!

“ Bunter [ boomed Prout.

Gobble, gobble!

Trout’s hand fell on Billy Bunter's
shoulder. . He jerked him from his
chair, Bunter, parking steak and
kidney at a terrific rate, was not pre-
pared for sudden movements. Steak,
or kidney, or both, went down ihe
wrong way, and Bunter gave a horvible
gurgle,

“Currrergggh M

“Bunter! How dare vou come back
when yvou have been expelled from. the
school by vour headmaster 7" demanded
Prout. ™ Answer me!”

*Urrrrggh 1

“What have vou to savt”

“Yurrrrrgggh !

“Ha, ha, ha 1"
* How dare you, Bunter !

“Wurrrggh!” gurgled Bunter.
“Leggo! * I'm chook-chick-chuck-chok-
ing ! Gurrgh! Beast! Leggo! Yurrgh!”

Ha, lin, ha!™

*Bilence ! boomed Prout.
no laughing matter.”

“Isn't it murmured SBmithy, with a
chuckle, : -

“hilenca !
At once ™

“Urrgh! T haven't finished "my
dinner ! gasped Bunter, “Look here!
Let a chap finish his dinner !

“Ha, ha, ha "

" Not ong minute—not one moment !
boomed Prout., “Come

“1 say, vou [ellowse—"
“*Come 1"

With a grasp of iron on a fat shoulder,
Prout marched Billy Bunter out of Hall,
Bunter went unwillingly ; but he went—
he had to! Crimson with wrath and
indignation, the Fiith Form “beak ™
marched him out, and they disappeared
from the cves of tha school—leaving
Hall rocking with laughter,

“This ia

Bunter, come with me!

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Prout All Over!

i HEEK I said Dol Cherry.
@ “The checkfulness 15 fter-

rific I agreed Hurree Jamset
Ram Stngh.
“The fact i5,” remarked Johnny Dull.

“We're getting too much Prout.”
“AMuch too much!™ said TFrank
Nugent.

“Well, I hear that Quelch is coming
back this afternoon,” said Harry YWhav-
ton. “We shall be done with Prout
when he turns up.  All the same, he's a
checky ass ™

The ¥amous Five were all agreed on
that, So woera the rest of the Bemove.
Mr. Prout, commonly alluded to as
“0ld I'ompous,™ was rather gething ou
the nerves of that Fornw.

Harry Wharton & Co. came out after
dinner, wondering what had happened
to Bunter. Prout had returned to Hall
with a flushed and wrathy face—alone.
Apparently he had {urned Bunter out.

No doubt a fallow who was sacked
from the school, and who had the un-
common “‘neck ” to reappear after
being sacked, had to be turned out.
But it was no special business of the
Tifth Form master’s,

In faet, Bunter's remarkable reap-
pearanee ought to hive becn reported to
the Head, for Dr. Locke to_deal with
him. His peculiar proceedings con-
cerned Prout no more than they con-
cerned any other beak.

Billy Bunier, the prize * por-
poise * of the Remove, is
aceused of squirting ink over a
Form-master, and in conse-
quence he Is ** booked for the
bullet *> ! Buf Harry Wharion
& Co,, believing in Bunter’s
innocence, stand by him loyally.

- i

But it was like Prout tn take the
matter in hand. He liked taking matters
into his own plump hands. It was Prout
all over!

“I supposa the fat duffer’'s gone, any-
how 1" remarked Bob., "I wonder if he
will turn up again?® -

“Tha wonderfulness iz terrific
chuckled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,
“*The esteemed Bunter i3z o sticker, and
ha sticks like ridiculous glue.”

The chums of the Hemove walked
down to the gates. They spotted
Gosling, the ancient c*:urter, at the door-
Iqa:,- of hiz lodge, and Wharton called te
vin ¢

“Seen Bunter, Gosling *"

William Gosling grunted.

“1 sea My, Prout turn him hout 1" he
answered. “And he esayz to me, savs
he, see that he don't come in again,
Gosling, he says! And I'll see that he
doesn’'t, neither! Wot I savs is this
‘erp—=="

Without waiting for more from
Gosling, the Famous Five walked back
into the gquad. PBunier was gone again;
but was he gone for good? Really.
thera was no telling what remarkable
stunts might ocour to a  wonderful
inteliect like Billy Bunter's,

Like the man in the old stery who was
dead but would not lie doewn, DBunter
was socked but would not go home.
And, in point of fact, the chumns of the
Remove were rather worrisd aboot
Bunter.,

That fat and fatuous vouth had been
sacked for mopping ink over Prouk.

in
L

But nobody in flie Remave helioved nat
he really Lind mopped thut ink over
Prout! And if a follow bhad beon
sacked In error, it was un extremcly
serions matter, and could not be left to
rest wheve i was,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Thera's Don
Pomposo !” murmured WBob Cheres,
catchung sight of AMr. Prout's portly
form under the eclos,

“"What the dickens
asked Nupent.

*Looking for somethong”

Ar. Prout was going along ihe Elin
Walk, peering to rvight and lefe in the
grass and under the trees, occasionally
stooping and peering more closcly,

This was the spot where the ink had
been squirted over him the previous
cvening by some fellow hidden under
the dusky elms—Bunter, according fo
the peneral belief, though the Re-
movites did not believe sa,

As the juniovs glanced at Tum, JMe.
Prout straightened up and looked
round, and saw them., He beckoned to
thein to approach.

They approached,
willingly.  While Me. Queleh was away.
and other masters were taking the
Remove in toen, Prout took the Remova
in third schoel. Outside third school hie
had no morve authority over the Remove
than ony other Form-master. But it
seemed impossible for Proui to get this
into his majestic licad.

“Wharton ! poffed DPront, He was
breathless with stooping. * Pleaso look
up and down this path—you and tha
athers—and sea if yvou can find a book.™

“A book?” repeated Ilarry, * Have
you dropped a book, sic?”

There was no bool: to e seen on the
path.

“X dropped 1t last evening, Wharton,
wien was  attacked—azsaulted  and
—and inked—by that xoung rascal
Banter | It was in v hand at the tine,
and I dropped it. I forget it ai the
mament—" Prout broke off, and
glared at the juniors. *“"Are  you
lan hili% .

The elums of the Remove suppressed
theie merveriment,  They could putore to
themselves Prout's state whoen he got the
ink, and were not surprised that if he
had dropped a book he had forgotten all
about it at the time. Probably he had
I)E*Et‘.t thinking whelly and mlui’;_f of the
ik !

“Arn assault upon a Form-master is
not a lan llill% makber, YWharton !™
thundercd Mr. Prout.

“0Oh, no, sir| Ceriainly not !

“Kindly loolk for that hook at once!”
snapped Prout.

“What sort of a book, sir?"” asked
Bab.

“You have seen the book, Cherrey!
It 15 an account-book—a sort of ledger-—
kept by some Greyiriars bov—soma
voung rascal who had been lending
money awmong the other boys——*

“0Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Bob in-
voluntarily,

The juniors had forgotten—but they
remmembered now—that the account-hook
belonging to Fisher 1. IVizh, thoe busi-
ness-man of the llomove, had Taller o
Prout's hands.

Prout had learned from iliat bools
that some young rascal wa= carrving
on & surreptitions money-lending busi-
ness in the school—Sbhylock on o sinall
senle.

Any fellow in fhe Remove eantld have
told him whose bouvk it uwas; but no
fellow in the Remove hod any intention
of piving Fishy away—little asx thoey
csteemed that cute, simavt,.spry vouth.

Ivow, it scemied, Prout haod lost flo
hook—which was a stroke of luel for
Fisher T Fish, whe had been in a stato
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15 he up to?”

thouegh not very
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ﬂa; terror ever since Prout had got hold
1t.

“1 had not yet discoverced,” resumed
Mr. Prout, “the owner of that raseally

book! I was examining it when I was
sttacked, and it dropped from iy hand.
Look for it at once. It must be here

somewhere.

Prout leaned his porily form on an
elm, to rest after his exertions, E‘vtmﬁ-
ing was rather an effort to Prout, who
had o very wide circumnference to stoop
O¥er.

Harry Wharton & Co. looked at one
another, and loocked at Prout. IEvi-
dently the Fifth Form master was atill
ainder the delusion that he could give
orders to Remove men |

ITowever, they proceeded to leok for
the hook.

Had they found it, it was improbable
that they wounld have handed it over to
Prout. Fisher T. Fish was a worm—
the last word in worms—but nobody
wanted to take a hand in getting him
the sack. Moreover, it was no business
of Prout's.

But they did not find the bool.

They found traces of ink =till in the
grass, whero Prout had been squirted
the evening before. That was the scene
of the “outrage,” sz it was celled by
the beaks; of the jape, as it was called
by the juniors.

But there was no sign of IFishy's
precions book. If Prout had dropped
it there, it had been picked up since.

* WNot here, siv 1 sald Harry Wharton
at last.

Erout deiached himself from the tree,
Several times already that day he had
looked for the missing account-boalk,
and had failed to find it. It was dawn-
ing on him that the lost article was no
longer whero he had dropped it. But
he did not give up hope. He was tired
of tho quest himself, but he saw no
reason why the juniors should not con-
tinua to exert themselves,

“Keep on looking for. it, Wharton 1"
lie said. "It may he out of sight in
tlie grass, or may have fallen among
the trees™ _

“Wea're going up the river this after-
noon, sir ! said Bob Cherry pointedly.

“I‘fiﬂdl}f do  nob nnpertinent,
Cherry ! Look for that book, and if you
find it bring it to me in my stody.”

With that tho master of the Fifth
rolled away towards the Housze, Harry
Wharton o, gazed after his portly
hack,

* Daoes that checky old ass think wo're
really going to root about for his silly
hook " asked Johnny Bull

“"There's no  accounting for what
Prout may think I” said Harry Whar-
ton, with a shrug of the shoulders.
“He thinks we're going to do the lines
he gave us the other day—a thousand
-:af}:h. lﬂet himn think 1* 5

Y Anvhow, we're going up o Popper's
Istand  this H.ftl.‘:l‘[]DEﬂ," rf:mpu.gﬁed
Nugant, “and it's time we wero off.™

And Prout having disappeared, the
Famowus Five went into the House and
up to the Remove passage, to get ready
for the trip u e river to Popper’s
Island, where iﬁey were going to picnic.
Harry Wharton went in gtud;; No. 1 for
his rucksack, to pack.

As he opened the door of that study
he heard a startled gasp within. Some-
body, it seemed, was in the study,

_ Buz as he stepped in he glanced round
in astonishment. Nobady was visible.

“"What the dickens!” exelaimed the
captain of the Remove blankly.

_ Anything up?” asked Nugent, look-
ing from the passage.
I say, you fellows "

The two juniors jumped. From under
ﬂ:ulz study t_ahh:;_ a fat fa;ca. adnrnaﬁl with
& large palr of spectacles, enwer into
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view. Wharton ond Nugent stared
blankly at Billy Bunter!

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Rally Round I

bbgr BAY, you fellows[®
“ Bunter [ Easp-:u:l Whartan.
“ B-Buntar I stuttercd Nugent,

] They had wondered whether
Billy Bunter was gone for pood after
FProut turned him out at the gates.
Evidently he wasn’t] .

The fat jonior blinked anxiously at
the doorway through his big spectacles.

“Any beaks about?” he gasped.

R1d Nﬂ- l.'ll-

" (Yh gl:'ﬂd. 1=

Bunter crawled out from under the
table. He had popped out of sight at
the opening of the door lest the naw-
comer should be a master or a prefect.
But the voices of the owners of the
study had reassured him. Now hs
planted his fat form in the study arm-
chair and blinked at the omazed
juniors.

“&hut the door, you chaps!” he said
uneasily. “Some beast mizht come
along and spot me.”

Wharton shut the door, .

“ Bo-—z0 you'ra here!” he articulated.

Bunter grinned.

“Yeos! That old ass Prout turned ma
out! Like his cheek, you know! I
hadn’t finished my dinner! I can tell
you, 1 was frightfully hungry! I
zhouldn’t have come into Ilall, ounly, of
course, & fellow couldn’t mizss ks
dinner.™ '

“You fat duffer !

“(Jh, really, Wharton! T sup a
fellow has to have his meals!” said
Bunter warmly. “That was a lovely
steak-and-kidney pie, too, and I nover
finished it owing to that old ass Prout
barging inl! I should be hungry now,
if 1 hadn’t found a cake in your cup-
board, old chap.”

MYou've scoffed our cake? roared
Nugent. That cake had been intended
for the picnic on Popper's Island.

““Oh, really, Nugent! I suppose Fou
didn’t want a fellow to starve! Luckily,

found it, and the bananas—-—"

" You've scoffed the bananas?”

“There were only a dozen!™ said
Bunter with dignity. “I was jolly glad
to find a bag of tarts, too.”

“You fat cormorant-—="

Harry Wharton glanced into the study
cupboard. Most of the comestibles for
the pienic had been parked thers.
Nothing of an eatsble nature remained,
It looked as if the picnickers were %ing

illy

to have a rather thin time.

Buntor scemed to think it fortunato that
he had found the tuck in Study Ne. 1.
It did not seem so fortunate to the
pmirlet-nm thereof,

The -two juniors locked at Bunter.
They had been foeling sympathetie and
quite concerned about him, Now thay
were fecling more inclined to kiok him.

There was a footstep in the Remova
passage. Billy Bunter made one jump
out of the armchair and under the table.
He waz out of sight when the door fow
open under & heavy thump.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” bawled Bob
Cherry. “You fellows got the stuff—
we:’ra ready.”

‘ Beast!” came 1 gasp from under the
table.

Bob Cherry jumped.

" Why—what—~who—" he stuitered.

Billy Bunter emerged once more.

“¥You silly ass, you made me jump 1?
he said aceusingle,

“ Bub-Bub-Bunter I stuttered Baoh.

“The esteemed and idictia Bunter 1
ejaculated Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,
hizs amazed, dusky face staring in at
the doorway,

_i;:;lly well that I
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*Thas I:rIithe.rinF idict Bunter ™
ga;gliud Johnny Bull

eay, you follows, dou’t yelll®
howled Bunter. "“Do you woant to
bring the beaks here? If I get spotied
I shall get turfed out again. 2hut that

door and hold your row.”
“* How

“Well, my hat!” said Bob.
did you get hers, you frabjous asai”

I ﬁut. in over the Cloister wall after
that old ass Prout turned me out at the
gates!” explained Bunter, "It was ens
enough to sneak into the House wi
everybody at dinner. So I came up to
the studies to keep out of sight and wait
for you fellows to show up. I was
afraid you mightn't eome up Il?sefnrn ted.
I should have been hungry again—>

“And what are you going to do now
you're here?” d&munda§ Juﬁnny Bull,

“Stay, of course,” said Bunter, “I
never inked Prout, and a fellow can't
be sacked for never doing anything,
Besides, I can't go home! My father
would be waxy—frightfully waxy! I
told the Head so when he said T was
¢xpelied, but he took no notice! School.
masters haven't much sense, you know.
But even a schoolmaster ought to have
enough to know that a fellow ean’t go
home in the middle of the term. Don't
you think zo?”

“ You're sacked !* roared Jolinny Bull.

:: Don't yell o

Look here, you blithering ass——?
:Eﬂn’t— 1'4::11.1:'1‘!”[I
0 you thinkk yom can stay on at

Greyfriars when vou're sacked 7

“Well, T hear that Queleh is comin
back to-day,” said Bu?ll:ﬁr. “He's mg
Form-master, and he's bound to see me
righted. A fellow expocts justice from
hiz Form-master. faney poor  old
Queleh's feclings if he camo back and
fnurgihma gona M

. erikey I pasped Bob., “ Do you
think he'd mind?g;’ 2 '

“Well, it would be rather s blow to
him, wouldn't it ¥? satd Bunter, *“"Tain’t
as if it was one of you fellows going!
But me, vou know——="

“Oh erumbs 1

“Queleh would feel ib!” said Bunter,
blinking serigusly at the five Removites.
“ He rather values me in the Form, you
know! I've wondered somctimes why
he didn’t make me head boy. Wharton
barged into it somehow—"

“You pifiling fathead !

“Oh, really, Wharton'

You know
I ought to have been

ad bow, and it was pretty sly of you
to bag it. I never was sly I added
Bunter, with dignity.

*I‘I']a:;.rry Wharton looked at Lim.

ime we pot off, you men!” he ra-

marked. His sympathy and concern
for Billy Bunter secemed to have
disappeared. Which was not, perhaps,
BUTPrLIITIY.

"Ii _say, you fellows, don't gol®
exclaimed Bunter hastily. *“I haven’s
told you yet what I want you to do.”

“That’s worth staying to hear ! gaid
Johnny Bull, with deep sarcasm.

“Well, we're pals, ain’t we?” said
Bunter cheer.ful%. “1 expect vou
fellowsz to stand by me, after all I've
done for you. I've got to keep out of
sight till Quelch comes back., Ho will
seB am iﬂ"EEhtEd."d l i

* Quelch can’t do anything,” said Bob.
“The Head's sacked you for inking
Prout—="

“I never intked Prout!”

“Well, you took a lot of trouble to

make it look as if you did! Anvhow,
u're bunked, and Quelch can’t
interfere,”

“Oh, really, Chorey—"
“My estcemed idiotic Bunter—
Don’t jaw,” said Bunter. “Yon
fellows ara like a sheep’s head—nearly
all jaw! Let a fellow speak! Now, a3
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the matter stands, the Head makes out
that I'm sacked—*

“Makes out!” gasped Nugent.

*¥es, he makes out that I'm sacked,
80 I shall have to lie doggo. I can keop
in the studies for a bit without bBei
spotted. I can’t go down to Hall to teas,
of course. But you fellows can see to
that. You can bring me something,
Don't be mean about 1t. Whatever you
spend I'll square to-morrow. I'm ex-
pecting a postal order to-morrow.”

“0h secissors I

Now, I told

“That .will be all right!
you fellows this mm‘mngl that Quelch
was coming back to-day—I happened to
hear—" ' L

“You happened to be prying.”

"Beast { I happened to hear the Head
mention to Capper that he was coming
by the three-thirty at Courtfield. I want

Mr. Prout grasped the fable with his

ink-pot shot on io the foor. Bun

ot to meet him coming off the train,
W harton.”
“What the thump for?”

“To explain to him,” said Bunter,
“You'll get in first word that way, sea?
You explain to him that I'm perfectly
innocant and never had aovthing to do
with inking Prout. Get Quelch on our
side to bogin with, see? You might
téll him that I was in dyﬂur study at
the time Prout was inke ’-"

“You weren't !V

“0Oh, really, Wharton—"

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Who's coming "
e,;ar.-uiatqd Bob Cherry, ss & heavy,
elephantine tread was heard in the
Remove passage outside.

“Oh lor'! That's Prout!” pasped
Bunter, :

He dived under the table again,

He was cnly just in time. There was
a tap at the door of Study No. 1, it
opened, and Mr. Prout rolled inm.

was revealed !

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Painful for Prout !

B. PROUT stared at five rather
M startled and flushed faces, |

Bunter had dived under tha

table; but he had not been

gone & second when Frout appeared.

Harry Wharton & Co. could not hﬂ?

looking, as they felt, rather disconcerted.

Prout's gaze grew grim and stern.

“Is Bunter here?"” he demanded.

“ B-Bunter | stammered Wharton.

I have just leayned,”” boomed Prout,
“ that Bunter haz been seen in the pre-
cinets of the school again. He was seen
in the gquadrangle and he was secn in
the Houss.”

“* Was—was—was he really, siri”
stammeraed Bob.
“There 15 no doubt about it! Instead

“ Oh n:rumbs! e
shouted Bob Cherry,

of leavine, after I took him down to the
gates that extraordinary boy has again
entercd the school surrepfitiously. 1
have no doubt that he iz hiding in one
of the studies.”

“Hiding in & study 1" ejaculated Bob.
“Do—do—do you think 'it's poasible,
)l

“I1 think it very probable, Cherry. 1
am here to search the Remove studies
for him, If you have seen him——""

“We—we saw him .at dinner, sir,”
ventured Nugent.

“I am aware of that, Nugent. If you
have scen him since, I command you to
tell me 30 at ones.™

Prout paused, like Brutus, for a reply.
Like Brutus, he did not. get one. Fither
the choms of the Remove had nothing
to tell him, or they did not choose to
tell him anything. They were rather
wondering whether Pront would think
of lookipg wnder the tuble. HBo was

5

Bunter—in a state of great trepidation,
aardly daring to breathe,

“Which is—I should say. was—Bun-
ter’s study in this passage]” demanded
Frout, having paused in vain-for a

reply. -

‘Btudy No. 7. sir,” answered Harry.

“Very well, I will go therg befora T
search the passage from end to end,”
said Mr. Prout.

And he stepped out of Study No. 1,
much to the relief of the Famouz Five.
They had stood grouped between FProut
and the table to cut off any possible
view of Bunter, and Prout had not seen
the fat Owl.

Obviously he suspeeted that Harry
Wharton & Co. had seen something of

the Owl of the Remove, but he did not
seem to suspect that Bunter was hidden
in that very study.

Y

ump hands, and whirled it aside. It illted over, and erashed, and pooks and papers and
gasped the hapless Owl. ** Hook if, you ass 1 **

He closed the door after him with
rather a slam, A fat face looked oub
from under the table,

“I say, you fellows—"

“Quiet !” breathed Frank Nugent.

“1 say, now that pompous old ass is
gona—""

The door recopencd.

Frout had not gone !

‘“Bhut up I'" hissed Bob Cherry.

But the warning came ioo late.

Prout had heard ! : )

i‘what. ¥ boomed Prout.  “ What: 1
this? 1 heard Bunter's voice! He i3z
here, as I suspected [”

“Oh, my hat!” murmsured DBob
Cherry.

This was rather deep of Prout. He
had suspected all the tume that Bunter
was.parked out of sight in Study Ne. 1,
and had only pretended to depart, He
had mper’ms"i{ tﬂe door suddenly to cateh
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Funter if he was there. And he had
ceught him! There was no doubt about
that! He had heard Bunter's volce—
alluding to him as & “pompous of0 wes.”
Frout recognisecd the vowce, if not the
description. '

“ Bunter ' he boomed.

ND Answer,

“\Wharton, where is Bunter ¥ thun.
dered Prout angrily.

Wharton did not reply.

“ Cherry, where is Bunter i

“i()h, where and oh, where can he
¥ gang Bob Cherry.

But tho Re-

o !

It was not respectful. ;
move fellows were getting fed-up with
Pront and his fussy interferences. They
considercd it was tine to les Prout
know that & Fifth Form beak bhad no
business in Remove studies 1

“ What—what ¥ This is impertinence
exclaumed Mr. Prout. ™ Hurree Singh,
tell me ab onco where Bunter is!"

“The whevefulness is terrific!” re-
rarked the Nabob of Bhanipur,

“J see that vou are all in & conspiracy
to aid this outrageous defiance of your
headmaster’s  authority 1” boomed

Prout. :

“We should not think of defying the
headmaster's  authority, sir!”  said
Harry, his tone implying that he was
not so particular about defying Frout’s.

“1 understand you, Wharton ! 1 guite
understand your mmpertinence | ill
you tell me at pnee where Bunter is

concealed 1" .

“ Mo, sir,” answercd the captain of
the Remove, driven to a direct reply.
“You are not our Form-master, gir, and
if Mr. Queich were here——""

“Bilenézl 1 will not allow you to
bandy words with me, Wharton ! Since
you are in a conspiracy to shield a bo
who has been expelled from the scheol,
I will search for him myself.”

A magnificent complete
Book-lengthgarn for 4d.

BERNARD FORREST, the cad of St.
. but he wanted a place in the first XI,
Vivian Travers, the captain, and speed fE:

hrst-class cricketer,

Prout advanced farther into the study.
He glared round it for a hiding-place.
The cupboard door was open, and a
glance showed that Bunter was not
there. In the farther corner was an old
and rather tattored screen, and Prout
rolled over to it, notning doubting that
Bunter waz crouched behind it in the
corner. Bunter, under the tahle,
watched his plump legs paszsing.

_Bob Cherry stooped and made him a
2lgn to out. As soon as Prout had
drawn the corner blank he was fairly
certain to look under the table, DBut for

the moment the way was open for
Bunter to hobt.

“Cut!™ whispered Bob, under his
breath.

Billy Bunter hesitated to leave his
refuge. There was really no time for
hesitation; if he was going, it was neces-
sary to go while the gowng was good.
But the Owl of the Remove did hesitate;
and PProut, in the eorner, jerked the
screen away and glared E;e.hind it.
Rather to hiz surprise, the corner was
vacant—nobody was there.

Prout revolved on hos axis and glaved
at the Farcous Five across the study
table; then he camwe round the table
agniin. )

“I am aware thet Bunter 13 here!” he
boomed. 1 am perfcctly assured of
that! I am— Ah! Hal”

Bunter had stopped hesitating at last
—rather too late. He was crawling out
from under the table as Prout ciroum-
navigated that article of furniture.
Prout stared down at his podgy back as
he crawled.

“ Bunter "' he roared.

“Oh erikey!” Bunier popped back

under the table, like a fab tortoisa

ping back into its shell, pop-
e did not seem to realise that it was

Or perhaps he only

now too late.

Frank's, was not a

nd of the school,

turned him down Hat. But chance gave Forrest a hold over

Travers and he " put the screw on.”

t was rotten for Travera

to be faced with ruin and expulsion unless he gave Forrest a place
in the team, but he had to submit, There seemed no way out,

at first.

EDWY SEARLES B

o t. But there was,
Don't miss I:hmﬁrand new ﬁnrn of school and cricket b

O0OKS. Ask for No. 435 of—

And Travers found it|

famous

BOYS’ FRIEND Library

On Sale at all Newsagenis and Bookstalls. = = = = &% '\

THE MAGNET

wanied to keep out of Prout’s grasp,
Anyhow, back he went. Prout, grabbing
at him, miszed him by inches.

“ Bunter, come out at onca "

“Oh dear! I—I'm pot  herel”
squeaked the alarmed Owl,
1} wh-lll. ?II‘

“I—f mean—""

" Emerge ! roared Prout.
., Bunter did not emerge. He was think-
ing of anything but emerging, Squatted
under the study table, Bunter sat tight.

“Do you hear e, Bunter?” roared
Prout. It would have been difficult for
Bunter not te have heard Prout. o
could be hourd the length of the Remove
passage,

“Oh lox' ™

“1 command you to cmerge I

“Oh crikey 1*?

M Upon my word! Wharton—Chearry,
lift the table aside at once I
. Wharton angd Cherry put their hands
into their pockets. Tﬁﬁ Fifth Yorm
beak could pive orders if he liked in-us
Lower Fourth study, but getting them
obeyed by the Removites was annother
inaiter,

Prout's face, alread= erimson, becams
Ii‘)urp]e. But he did not repeat his order.
1¢ grasped the study table with his own
plump hands and whirled it aside. [t
tilted over and crashed, and books and
Enpers and inkpot shot on to the Hoor.

unter was revealed. :

*“0h crumbs " gasped 1the hapless Owl,

“Hook it, vou Efs & shm!:t,ed Bob
Cherry, '

“ Bilence, Cherry! Bunter, come with
mal 1 shall take vou to i;aur head-
master, and you—"" Prout leaned over
te grasp Bunter by the shoulder.

At the same moment Bunter leaped u
to follow Bob Cherry’s advice angc hﬁuﬂ
it. He did not look before he leaped,
as the proverb counsels. His bullet-hoad
came with a crash on Prout’s oxztensive
wﬁf%ﬂuatﬁ M led Mr. P

Urrrrr urgied AMr. Prout, stag.
goring back, nﬁndﬁd, r 8

“Oh lor'!” gasped Bunter, silting
down again from the shock.

“Oooooogh 17 spluttered Prout.

He staggered backwards with both
plump hands pressed to his wellfilled
waisteoat. Bunter's head had smitien
hard where Prout had lately parked his
lunch., The effect was simpﬁv tlisastrous,

Gasping, gurgiing, spluttering fechly
but wi_ﬁil}r Prout ’s’rngger&d back and
back till he reached the study wall,

against which he crumpled up, almost
doubled. Horrible gurples came from
him ag he crumpled.

“Ow! I've haﬂgﬁd my head on some-
lhlnﬁ—" gasped Bunter.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“I say, you fellows——"

“Hook 1t, you fathead!” yelled
Nugent.

“Gurrrrgh—stop  him—urrggh—hold
him—wurrggh—I command you Lo—to—
vurrrrggh——" came gaspingly from

rout. .

Harry Wharton dragged Bunter to his
fect, The fat junior gave Frout one
blink through his big spectaeles. For
the moment the Fifth Form master wea
hors de combat—guite unable to deal
with Bunter.

Bunter made a bound for the door.

In a twinkling he was outside the
study.

There was_a hurried patter of foot-
steps in the Remove passage, and Billy
Bunter was gone. Harry Wharton &
Cao., smiling, strode out of Study No. 1.
Horrid sounds from Prout [ollowed
thom.

" Urrrrgh | Upon my word |
Gurrrggh | Bless my soul | Yurrrr?;hl
Wurrrggh! Grooooogh! Ooooogh |2

They left him to it.
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THE FIFTH CHAPTER,
‘Where Is Bunter ?

b 00D old Bunter
G the Bounder.
“Ha, ha, ha "

“Ain't he a coughdropi”
chortled Skinner.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“1 guess this is the bee's knee!” de-
clared IMisher 7. Fish,

“Where is Le nowi"
Todd.

“Goodness knows 1"

“Somewhers in Greyfriars!” chortled
Bob Cherry. “I don’t think Frout’s
hunting him now! Prout was rather
gliort of wind last we saw of him."

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“There’ll be no end of & row about
this 1" said Tom Redwing.

“It's no end of a lark " said Vernon-
Bmith. “Bunter is some lad!l 'The
Head nearly sacked me last term, but
I never thought of staying on if he
did! It's Bunter for original ideas!”

And the Bounder roared.
© “The blithering ass thinks that
Quelch will set it right when he comes
back,” said Nugent. * But——"

“The butfulness is terpifie 1™

“Quelch can’t do anything,” said
Bkinner, “and he jolly well wouldn't if
he could! Stands to reason he'll be
glad to be shut of Bunter.”

“Any beak would!” agreed Dolsover
major.

“0Oh, rot!” .said Lord Mauleverer.
“Queleh ean't like Bunter—I don’t see
how anybody could—but he will want
justice done! Quelel’s a whale on
justice.” )

“Bunter mayn't be such a blithering
whiot as he seems!” vemarked Harvey
Wharton., “ After all, he never did ik
Prout, thouzh he meant to; and he
was sacked for nothing, If Queleh be-
licved that, he would barge in."

“But will he?"” said Squiff.

“1I gpuess be might ! remarked Fisher
T. IMish. “I'll say that i was rough
Iuck on Bunter! He never did it, and
I'll tell & man he hasn’t had a fair
deal ! Wope U™

Some of the fellows glanced rather
curiously at Fisher T. Fish. It was
nok Fishfs way fto help a lame dog
over a stile, or to put 1In a word for
anyv fellow who was down on hizs luel.

e seomed to be making an exception

chuckled

atked DPeter

in Bunter's ease, which was odd en-:u.thL
Ix.”

for they had been anything but ps
But IFisher T. Fish had hizs reasons—
though the other Remove fellows weve
far from guessing them.

A crowd of fellows were in the quad
ciiscussing  Billy Bunter’s anties with
%‘r&a.t exciterment and much lsughter,

t was sheer Iuck, in the general
opinion, that it was a half-holiday that
day. A holiday could not have been
better timed., Sixth Form prefects were
hunting the Owl of the Remove up and
down the school, by order of the Head:
but he had not turned up yet. Where
and when he would turn up was a thrill-
ing question. It would have been simply
rotten to have to go into classes while
this excitement was on.  Fortunately,
very fortunately, it was Wednesday, a
half-holiday at Greyviviars; and fellows
were free to give their whole attention
io Bunter.

And they gave it! Other interests
wers digcarded. Harry Wharton & Co.
had intended to go up the river in their
boat te picnic on Popper’s Island. They
forgot Popper’s Island now. Other
fellows, who had meant to put in cricket
practice, fc-ryi;ut cricket. Fellows who
bad planned eyele spins, left their
ligeers in the bikeshed. Bunter filled

the stage! Evervbody thought of Dun-

ter, and talked of Bunier. TFrom the
most unimportant member of the Ne-
mova, Billy Bunter had snddenly

become the most conspicuous character
at Greyiriars.

Where was Bunter? Where had be
hidden himself? What was he up to?
When would he be found? What would
happen toe him when he was [ound?
Everybody asked these quesiions, over
and over again; but nobody could
answer them, :

All that was known for coriain was
that he had been discovered in a
Remove study by Prout, and had van-
tshed therefrom, leaving Prout mm a
winded and disastrous slate,

That was an hour ago! Nobody sup-
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GREYFRIARS CARTOONS
By HAROLD SKINNER,

our lightning ariist.

Neo.3—WILLIAM GEORGE BUNTER
(The Owl of the Remove)

if only Harold Skinner, wasn’t a
sneak and a toady, his abilities as a
cartoonist and writer of verses would
carry him a long way. Maybe he'll reform
one of these days—who {nuws-?

To sas the Porpoiss at 2 meal
You'd murmur : * Saints defend us ! "'
And that's the reason, you would fesl,
His Tamas s 50 treameandous,

His Jaws work fast in manner grim
At fonsts, when he has held ‘em !

But doss the grub belong to him 7
VWell, very, very sefdom !
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posed that he bhad cleared out of the
sehool ! He was somewhere within the
walls of Greyiciars—but whore?

All the Reomove wished himn luek, In
the first place, they did nol believe that
he had inked Prout. In the scconcl
place, they averred that Prout was a
pompous, interfcving old ass, and de-
served to be inked. In the third place,
it was o tremendons lark !

“Halle, halle, hallo!  Herve's Win-
ate 1" said Bob Cherry, as the Groy-
riars captain come ont of the House
with a frowning brow. "He doesn't
look as if he's found his nibs™

Wingate came over i the grinning
group of juniors.

“Any of you he
demanded.

soon DBunier "

7

“I: hie still Liece? ashed Bob itno.
cendly,

“1 suppose sa! He haso'i been seen
lo leave! If any of vou have seen bim,
YO "  Wingate stared suspiciously
at the crowd of grinning faccs.

“0Of conrse, we'd be sure 1o monion it
ak once, Wingate. if we saw him ! zaid
the Bounder, with & gon, And theeas
was a chuckle,

Wingate grunied and stalked away.
He had little hope of coxtraching any
information  from  Bunter’s  Morm
fellows, He tramped away towards tlue
Cloisters, apparenily to search in that
rather remote spot.

“Old Wingate doesn't seem pleasod &
grinned Tom Brown,

Wingate looked anyihing Lut pleaand.
He had mnlended (o devole that after-
noon to cricket: instead of whieh, lw
had to devete it to hunting up anl
down  Groviviars for an  elusive  fad
juntor, Al the preelecis woere buosy,

Loder and Carne of the Sixith coull
be seen cxploring amove the elns
Walker and Svkes were rooting in Ches
Remove passage. Gwynne was «raw-

ing the box-roomz. IParkinzon aned
North were rambling in the TFourih
Farm  studics.  Other  prefects  wera

hunting in other spotzs. (olkor, of (he
Fifth, whe never could mind his own
buginess, was helping i ile scarch.
But pobodsy else helped. It was up i
the prefects {0 earry oul the Head's
ordors; and it was (heir job; that was
one of the privileges of being a prefect,
So far from helping, it was fairly cor.
tain that the Remove fellows, at Iensi,
would put obstacles in the way of the
searcit, if they could. Al their svi-
pathy was on the side of Bunier.

The Hewd waz seen glincing from lia
study window.  Hiz {face wore a deep
frown,

Dr, Locke was deeply disturbed and
annoved.

It was painful (o him te hove to expal
a Grexfeiaes fﬂ'”:.‘l'-'t---llu:l.ag‘]. probally
more painfol sl o the fellow expolled,
But he had felt e 1o be his duiy, and
hie had done i, and regueded the mnner
as at an end.

S0 far from being at an end, hows
ever, if 2eewed o be anle at the bepgia-
ning ! Buanter, sacked aad torefed o,
was st there!  And talwdy kaew
where he was! Ulnless the next meals
time drew him fovih from lis hiding-
place. there was no telling how long b
might remain hidden,

Sammy Bunter, of the Sceond Form,
rolled up to the Rewovites jn the quad, |
with a grin on his fat face that was $o -
like his miajor's.

“%You men seen T
major?” ho asked. .

“Nobody's scon him since hie bubiwl
Prout ! apswersd Bob

Sammy chuckled.,

“1 say, am't he a gom 77 D aslaad,
“Fancy coming back afrer the lwak
sacked him! Am’t e o coughdrop?
He, he, ! T sax, if any of vou men
have seen him, vou wighe tell e, o
know! I wami io see him befors T
o,

The Removites  looked  synpaathel i
Nobody had ever potiedd mch in e
way of brotheely Jove in ithe Bunler
clan. Bat it was o sign of grace, in
Samipy, 1 e was conecvied aboor his
brather  Billy, now  that I3l was
sachked, -

“O0 courze he'll have 1o go” said
Sammuy,. "1 liear that he buneed matbons
aof ink over ald Prout last nigle- e,
bey he! Can't dmagine where L gor
the nerve ! But, of course, he will have
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to go for that! Dot T say, I simply
must see him before he goes|™

Sammy looked anxious as he blinked
from face to face through his speetacles.

“Sorry, kid V" said Lord Mauleverer,
U Nobody's zeen him. DBut den't worr
foo much=—there’s a chance he may pull
throngh.™

“Eh! Who's
Sammy Bunter.
Lbefore he goes!
penee tY

“*What?? roared the Removites,

“Bixpence I zaid Bunter minor.

The juniors gazed at Bunter minow,
They had rather wondered to sco
Sammy concerned about Billy! The
mystery  was  explained pow! Hoe
wasn't! He was concerned aboui the
sixpenca |

“Hump him1” said DBob Cherry.

“The bumpfulness is the proper
caper 1"

“Here, 1 say—leggo ! roaved Sammy.
as half a dozen indignant Removites
callared him, “Wharrer wvou ot?
What's this game, I'd Lke to knowl
It's true—Billy owes me sixpence, and
I ean jolly well say—— Whooooop 1

Bump!

“0Oh erumbs! Wow! Leggo! Ow!™

Bump |

“* Yow-ow-ow-on-00w [ roared Sammy.

Sammy forgot even the sixpence that
Billy Bunter owed him, as he wriggled
away and fled. Bammy had been
bumped, and bumped hard: and if he
was not sorry for Billy, there was ab
least no doubt that he was sorry for
bimself !

worrying ¥"  asked
“I want to =es him
He owes me six-

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

A Surprisa for Mossoo!

ONEIEUR CHARPENTIER,

M the French master of Grey-

 friars, loocked wup {from his
newspaper N surprise.

“Mon Dien !” he murmured, * Qulest-
que- ¢'ost, cela? Je ne comprends pas!”

It was really very odd.

Maossoo was seated in his armchair
in his study, reading a French news-
aper. Tho window was wide opon to
et in the bright June sunshine from
the quad. It was & warm, sunny Juno
afternoon, with hardly a tbreath of
wind stirring. It was surprising, there-
fore, that the curtains at Mosseo's win-
dow should be 1n motion.

But they were—they stirred, every
fow moments, as if the wind rustled
them; which the wind ecertainly did
not,

They were long and rather heavy,
reaching from the top of the window
almost to the floor. They were pulled
back on eithor side of the window, to
Ieave the latter clear. Ancd a surprizin
sireumstance was that the hunnhpﬁ
curtain on the left of the window con-
tinually stirred as if rustled by the wind,
while that on tha right never moved
at all. )

This circumstance was so singular,
ihat it drow the attention of the French
master at last, and several times he
glanced up from the * Petit Journal,”
andd fixed hiz eves on the curtain.

“Je ne comprends pes, cela! re-
ﬁeated Monzieur Charpentier, shaking
is head: and indeed it was & very
puzzling thing,

He laid the paper on the fable at
last, and rose to his feet. The curtain
wes still again—perfectly still! But as
he watched it, after 8 minute or so,
it stirred !

It was not the wind. It was, evidently
and obviously, something behind the
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curtain that meved, and in 1ts move-
ment stirred the curtain itself. Mossoo
thought of the House-dame's cot, which
had a way of wandering into tho
studies. But, as he gazed, he became
aware of a still stranger phenomenon.
Under the bottom edge of the curtain
& pair of Loots could be seen, now that
his attention was concentrated on the
spot 1 :

Monsteur Charpentier gazed at thoso
boots |

It could not bo the cal—unless indeed,
the fabulous Puss-in-Boots had paid his
study a visit! .

“Ma foi!” gasped Mansienr Char-
pentier, “Ce drole de Buntair—ici!"

He puessed it now! ]

There was somebody hidden behind
that curtain! Btanding beside the win-
dow, eramped to the wall, the hidden
one was completely concealed by the
long eurtain, except for his feet. Those
foct Mossoo had not noticed when he
came into the study and sat down to
his newspaper. ITe would never have

noticed them, probably, had not the
stirring of the enrtain drawn  his
attention. But he noticed them now.

Mongieny Charpentier was aware that
the prefectz were hunting for Billy
Bunter, up and down the school, Bunter
had vanished into some deep hiding-
place. Evidently this was the hiding-
place. Nobody, se far, had thought
of locking for him in a master’s study.

“ Buntair |” exclaimed Monsieur Char-
pentier.

No answer—but the curtain gave =a
sudden jerk, as the fat junior behind
it jumped at the sound of his name.

“Buntair!| You are zere!” said Mon-
sieur Charpentier, " Zat you come out
at vunee vis yourself, mon parcon”

Still no reply!

“Mon Dien! I know zat you are zere,
Buntair ' hooted Monsieur Charpentier,
“*Venez. done! Come out vis you,”

“0h lor’ 1* came o pasp from behind
the curtain. ) ]

Monsieur Charpentier stepped to 1t
grasped it, and dragged it aside. A fat
and gasping junior was revesled to
view.

Mozsoo pazed at Bunter! Bunter
blinked at him through his big spec-
tacles. He was discovered! The Owl
of the Remove was very red and warm
and perspiring. [t was rather 5 warm
corner, packed behind the eurtain, on
a summer’s afternoon,

“I—1I say, sir——" gasped Bunter.

“Mauvals garcon!” said Monsieur
Charpentier sternly, “¥You come to con-
ceal yourseli in my study vhile zat 1
am not here viz me, and ven zat you
hear me to come, you hide behind zat
curtatn! Heureusement, je vous a1

trouve ! Now vou come viz me to ze
headmaster.”
“Oh, really, sir——"" gasped Bunter,
* Come [

Monsieur Charpentier laid a hand on

a fat shoulder, and jerked Bunter from-

hizs hiding-place,

“Oh ertkey! I—T1 say, sir, I—I don’t
want to go to the Head!” gasped
Bunter, “I—T believe he's waxy with
me, sir! Leggol?

“It is my duty to take vou to ze MHond,
Buntair! Come viz me ! said Monsieur
Charpenticr. And he led Bunter to the
door,

U A EH-F"_”

“Bay nozzings, Buntair, but come”

" Beast | howled Bunter,

The Owl 'of the Remove was desperate,

It was firmly fOxed in his fat mind
that he couldn't, and wouldn't, be sent
homa! He nourished a hope that it
would be all right when Queleh camel
My, Quelch would, as he expressed it,
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sen him righied—at least Buntor hoped
so0] Anvhow he wasn't poing ! Not if
Bunter could help it,

He clutehed at the study table and
held on sz Mossoo jerked him door-
ward.

“Mon Dien!?
table. Buntair !
“Ehan't1” gasped Dunter. ]
“Zat you lot go!™ roared Monsieur

Charpentier.

“ Beast 1™

Mossoo took both hands to Dunter,
and dragged. Bunter clung to the
table with both hands! Maoszoo was
daterminad. and Bunter was determined.
But something had to go! It was the
table that went |

Bunter, dragged doorward, dragged
the table after him, and dragged ib
over. ‘LThere were plenty of things on
the table, and they all crashed at once.

“Ciel 1™ ejaculated Monsieur Chay-
pentier, “ Buntair, you veres bad boy—
you tres mauvais garcon—=Ciel [

“Leggo, vou French beast!” yelled
Dunter. .

Mossoo let go, for the inkpot was
streaming over & pile of French exer-
cizes on the {loor, and he jumped to
gave them. Buntor jnmped away,
gasping. Another jump, and he had
placed the table between him and the
I'rench mastor,

* Keoep off, vou beast [ he spluttered.

Monzicur Charpentier rescued the
oxercises, 'Then, with glinting eves,
he started round the table after Bunter,

Bunter dodged rapidly round the
table, So lﬂmf as that was betweon him
and Mossoo, he was out of reach of a
clutch,

“ Buntatr !
Mossoo.

“Roeast I retorted Bunter,

“Mon Dieul WVen zat I catches vou,
I smacks you ze head !”

“Yahl”

Moszsoo made another rush round the
table. DBunter «id the ecircuit at en
equal speed, keeping ohead., Billy
Bunter’s movements often resemnbled
those of & tortoise. But now he scemed
to be understudying the hare! Panting
and puffing he whipped round the
table with the dapper little gentleman
after him, and they went round and
round, once, twice, thrice, as i1f they
were playing mulberry-bush.

“"Mon Dien! On en a assez!” gns%&ﬂ
Monsieur Charpentier, “ona of zat has
enoff, 1m0’ ! I call ozzers to catch
you™

He cut across to the door, and throw
it wide open.

“0Oh erumhbs!” gasped Bunter,

A moment wmore, and Monsiear
Charpentier would have shouted out tho
news that Bunter was in his study, and
drawn searchers to the spot,

Bunter had no time to think!
Bestdes, thinking was not in his line!
He knew that he was done for if Mossoo
brought the prefects to the study while
he was still inside ! He acted without
thinking | Moszoo, standing in the door-
way with his head in the passage, of

Laissoz—let go zob

Zat wvou stop ! panted

eottrse, had his back to Bunter ! Bunter
charged !
Something that scemed like =&

battering-ram or a ten-fon lorry, smote
the Ifrench master in the back. It was
Bunter! .

Monsieur Charpentier gave one gasp-
ing howl, and pitched headlong across

the passage.

He crashed there on his bhands and
knees.

“Oh crikey !” gasped Bunter, breath-
lessly.

He whipped out of the study.

“Oht Ow! Ah!l Ciell Mon Dieul



EVERY SATURDAY

-~ J}::ll X F

pnnrreal
=

Bunter's litls round eyes glimmered behind his big round spectacles.
With Infinite caution, the fat 3unin£ﬂ r;he-d the lid of the trunk, and stepped out.
61,

Coooooooooh I came in a gasping yell
from the sprawling French master,

He sat up, dizaily., His nose had
tapped on the hard oak floor and there
was a thin red line oozing frem it.
Monsieur Charpentier clasped  his
damaged nose with both hands, and
blinked dizzily round him. He imc_i a
moment’s ghimpse of a fat figure vanish-
g down the corridor.

e

THE SEVENTH CHAFPTER.
Coker’s Catch !
FIEILER T. FISH, the American

junior in the Hemove, was gif-

ting in Study No. 14. His al;uc_‘l%'-

mates, Johnny DBull and Bguiff,
wern with the crowd of Remove fellows
in tha quad.

Fishy, sitting at his study table, had
an account-book open before him: a
book that Mr, Prout would have recog-
nised, if he had seen it, ns the one that
had dropped from his hands when be
was inked the previous evening. Fishy
was making uﬁ accounts in that book:
but. for once hiz face did not express
the undiluted Joy that he generally felt
when he was desling with money.
Fisher T. Fish was worried: and pmf]-
ably for the first time in his business-
like life money failed to fill his whole
thoughts and give him unbounded
gntisiaction.

A cute, smart, 5!;;':,- guy who had been
raltsed mn “Noo Yark.,” really had no
use for a conscience. But Fishy, rather
to his surpriss, found that he had a
conscience, and that it troubled him a
little.

MNobody at
thought of suspocting,
Fisher T, Fish who ha

Greyfriars knew, or
that it was
“mopped” that

It was a chance for him, if Coker did not look round.
* The cheeky young villain ! " murmured

* Heo must have got out of the window !**

squirt of ink over Prout, in order io
regain possession of his precious ledger.
Billy Bunter had made all the prepara-
tions for that harebrained jape on
Proui: and his fat courage had failed
him at the last moment, and he had not
done it! Fishy had done it, and
thereby reua.pturei that precious book,
which would have spelled the “sack”
for him if Prout had taken it to the
Head.

“Bafety first” was Fishy's chief con-
sideration. He had not the remotest
idea of owning up and taking his gruel.

ut 1t worried him to rcalise what o
worm he was! Bunter was sacked—for
what Fishy had done! Somehow or
other, Fisher T. Fish could not dismiss
it from his mind. Even the figures in
that precicus book, showing the profits
he: was making by lending small sums
among the fags, failed to comfort him.
And when profits failed to solace
Fisher T. Fish, it was clear that he was
very perturbed indeed !

At the sound of foolsteps In  the
Remove ' passage, Fisher T. TFish
hurriedly dropped that account-book
into his desk and locked it. He was
not going to run sny more risks with
that precious book, that had caused so
much trouble alreadsy.

A fow moments later the study door
was hurled open, and Coker of the
Fifth appeared. Fishy stared at him,
and Coker glared at Fishy.

“Bunter here?” demanded Coker.

1 EGFE IJ?
“He's hidden somewhere ! declared
Coker, “I've rooted through all the

studies. This is the last.”

“What the Abraham Lincoln has it
got to do with you?” demanded Fisher
T. Fish, indignantly, “Has the Head
mﬁd.f’ you a prefect, Cokoer?”

he Head might do worse!”

answered Coker, calmly, “If he had
any gumpton, he would pick his pre-
facts from the Fifth Form, not the
Sixth! But never mind that! Have

you seen thet young scoundrel Bunter §
“"Find out!” retorted Fisher 1'. Fish.

“"I'm after him!" said Coker, "He's
mopped ink over my Form master!
ll::theﬁ:ad my beak | I'm not standing for
that 1"

Coker, in point of fact, did not think
much of Prout, personally. He had
a lot of trouble with Prout in the
Fiith Form Reoom. They disagreed
about grammar, and spelling, and many
other things. But Prout was Coker's
Form master. From tho circnmstanee,
Prout derived importance—such import-
ance as he had in Coker's eyes.

“The Head's sot the prefeets to find
the young rotter,” went on Coker, “ Fat
lot of good that will do. I den’t think
much of the Sixth—never did! I'mi
after BDanter! He's about somewhere !
Have you seen him? You secem to bo
the orly fay in the studies.”

“Aw, go and chop chips ! answered
Fizher T, Fish,

Horace Coker looked at him! Then
he strode at him, and grasped him by
the collar, jerking him away from the
table with a swing of his powerful arm.

“Aw!l Wake snakes!” welled Fisgher
T. Fish, “"Lepgo, you pic-faced goob!
Leggo, you pesky gink! Whoop!”

Bang! Fishy's bony head establizhed

contact with tho study door, A hendish
yell awoke tho echors of the Remove
passagre.

“Ilave you seon Dunter?” demanded
Colier.

“Aw! Nopo! Leggo! I guess not!
Ow, my caboza! arocoop! Let upl
Wow I shrieked Fisher T. Fish.

The Mrgxer Lienaey.—NMo. 1,375,
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Ugker droppod him to ihe study Roor,
enovted, and stamped out of the study
sgain, LUoker of the Fifth had a con-
stitpeiional dismclination to mindimng his
vown business, and he was very keen on
the hunt for Bunter. Also he was keen
to show that & Fifth Form man could
handle ihe matter, when the 8Sizth
Form prefects failled to do so.

So far, he had had no luck. Preleels
hab seavehed the Remove passape in
vamn s Now  (Mker had searehed i,
equally in vaip ! Dut onexpected luck
wis just comng to Uoker !

Ax he stepped ol of Xo. 14, at one
vinl of the Remove passage, he sighted
a far lpure, coming from the stairs, at
e oiher end,

Coker staved |

1t was Buntey!

.H'Il']iil_"]_'_"'.". El.”\]lltg
Tuvieds |

“ My bat ™ gjaculated Coker.

Bitly  Buwnter, rooted out of ihe
Frenein sansior’s study, had been driven
it flight again, Bunter had seotiled
np to the Hemove passage, like a
homing  pigeon, hoping to find safely
there.  As the prefects were gone, he
uiight have found safety—but for Coker
of the FFifth ! Coker, as usval, was the
wiohg man in the wrong place!

“ My hat!” rvepeated Coker,

He ziepped back into No. 14, The fat
(hwl's range of vision was much more
limited than Coker's, and he had not
observed the burly Horace at the
u]‘:}msliv end of the passage.

Iad lhe observed lum, undoubiedly
he would have fled downstairs again,
and Coker, wilh the length of the pass-
?g& to cover, would probably have lost
.

HMenee Coker's sirategic retreat into
the siudy.

Therve, ouwt of sight, he waited
Bunter to come up the passage !

Fisher 1. Fish blinked at himn, still
rubbing lis head ! Coker’s strategic
procecdings puzzled Fisher T, ish.

“Aw, what's this gsme, yvou pesky
gock ' demanded .'I:l'islgl}‘.

8l up!™ rapped Coker.

"I guess—""

“Hhot up, or T'll jolly well kick
you.” lnssed Cloker, fearful that Bunter
might hear and take the alarm.

Fisher T, Fish shut up! He glaved
ai CUoker of the Fifth as if he could
have caten him: but he shot up. Tt
was, of conrse, sheer cheek, on Coker's
part, to throw his weight about in
Remove studies.  Stidl, i’ishy did not
see ilow he wasz to stop him; and he did
not want 1o be kicked. So he held his
pedce, and took it out in glaring !

Coker peered round the corner of the
doorway.  He expeeted Bunter to go
mtoe one of the studics—whereupon
Coker would have whipped slong to
that study, and bagged him.  But
Bunter was coming on, right up the
Puﬂgge, and Coker withdrew his heac
imstily. He guessed now that the fat
hunted Owl was making for the box-
room stairs at the upper end of the pass-
age. The box-room was safer than the
studics for the hunted one,

Fhat suited Colker sdmirably! To
reach the box-room staire, Bunter had to
rass the door of No, 14,

All Coker had to do was to wait,
and jump out st him as he passed and
grab hisn,  Onee his powerful grasp
was on the elusive Owl, the thing was
r.]nlnp.l . _f

Tattle dreaming of what waz awaitin
him, Billy Bunier rolled on up thg
nazsage, pasping  for breath as he
rolled,  Bunter was feeling that he was
1ather in Inck., He had eseaped from
Mossoo, and dedged upstaivs  snseen
He had no doubt that 1the Remove

T ALsgNET LIBRARY.—No. 1,375,

fairly  inio  his

for

guariers had been scavched already:
and a spot once scarched, was safer
than other spois. In quite a relieved
frame of mind, Bunter rolled on, till
he came abreast of the open doorway
of Mo, 14, And then Coker jumped!

With one jump, Coker of the Fiith
was on Bunter, and grasped him by the
collar. There was a startled vell from
tha Owl of the Bemove,

“*Yaroooh |

“Got you!™ grinned Coker,

“Ow! Leggo, Wingate, you beast!”
Bunter wriggled in  Coker's grasp,
nothing doubting, for the moment, ‘that
a prefect had got him. Then, as he
blinked at Coker and recognised him,
he howled with wrath, * Coker, you
rolter ! Lepgo, vou beast! I'll hack
yvour shins,*

“Better not!” grinned Coker, “Come
on! I've got you!”

“Gan’t vou mind
ness 5 howled Buuter.

{loker did not deign to reply to that
guestion ! *_-’Lujfi'lﬁw e could only have
answered m the negative,

“Come on ! he repeated,

* Legro! What's it got to do with

youl" yelled Buntey, *You're not a

vour own busi-

g

1
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A GREYFRIARS LIMERICK
from W. ]J. Walker, of 29, Devon-

‘ shire  Street, Monkwearmouth, |
Sunderland. And it well deserves

th
®  POCKET WALLET
I have sent him.—Fd.

At Little Side, where cricketers
meet,
Hurres Bingh performs many a

“ His bowling's mo fast! ™ l
Haid a batsman, aghast.

* Qreansd lightning ia not in the
I same atrest ! "'

Have you got your wallet yet?
LH-' not, there is still time for you

to have a shot at winning one!

prefeck] Lemine alone, you cheeky
1'ntt9r1"

Fisher T. Fish stared out of the
siiedy,

* Look here, Coker, vou leave Buntor
alone 1” he snapped, “ I guess TOU want
to mind your own business, just a few.”
. Rescue, Remove [” squealed Bunter,
in the faint hope that Removites might
be within hearing. They could not have
helped him, in the hands of a prefect;
but they would have helped him fast

enough, in the hands of a meddlin
Fifth Form man. £
But Tisher T. Fish was the only

Removite in hearing,
no ﬁ¥htin -Tt1am.
hE]I:ipter ]iﬂ'ihl
ut 1t was the unexpeected that ha

pened 1 P =

Even Fisher T. Fizsh had his limit!
Bunter was sacked for the sins of Fisher
T. Fish, and i1t was on Fish’s conscience,
Mueh as he dreaded the heavy hands—
and feet—of Horace Coker, Tishy
simply could not stand by mnd zee
Eunter hauled off to the Head by the
Fifth I'orm {fellow. He serewed up
his courage, such as it was, to the stick-
ing point and jumped out of the study
at Coker,

And Fishy was
unter expected no

“Let up, you pie-faced jav!” he
shnuted.
Coker, unheeding, jerked Bunter

along the passage. Then a bony hst
landed wnexpecledly on his ear, and
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A second bony fist
crashed up under his chin as he stapg-
gered, and Coker measured his length
m the Remove passage with a bump
that made the planks ring.

“Ohl” roared Coker, as he hit the
floor., “Ow1”

“Oh crikey I gasped Bunter,

“Git, you pesky gink 1" howled Fisher
T. Fish. * Absquatulate, vou pie-faced
clam ! Burn the wind, you pesky jay 1"

Bunter dashed sway up the passage.

oker, sprawling, roared! TFisher 1. -
Fish sprinted down the passage to the

stairs.
He had knocked Coler down! How
the nerve to do it Fishy

he had found
But he had done

Coker staggorec.

really did not know.
it, and prudence counselled him not to
walt till Ceker got up again, What
would have happened to Fishy had he
heen within reach when Coker got up
did not bear thinking of ! As fast as
Bunter flew in one direction Fisher T.
IFFish flew in the other!

Coker siruggled to his foct !

Y I—-I-T'll——" gasped Coker.

He glared round. Fishy was dis-
appearing across the Rentove landing,

Bunter up the box-room stairs. Coler
made a stride after Fishy, but paused,
Bunter was his game. He whirled round
again and rushed after Bunter. Up the

box-room stairs went Billy Bunter, pant-
ing, and puffing, and blowing. After
him went Coker of the IFifth, sure of his
I_:IJ_T!-F IO,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Putiing ¥t to Queleh !

ENRY SAMUEL QUELCH,
H master of the Ureyfriars
Remove, smiled—a {rosty, bub

genial smule—as the train drew
in_at Courtfield Station.

AMr. Quelch was coming back to Grey-
friars, to resume his interrupted duties
there; and he was very pleased to be
cothing back.

The Remove master had been quite a
long time away. He had been slow to
recover from the effects of an attack of
influenza, and after that, ancther mis-
chanca had delaved his recovery. And
here he was, restored at last fo his vwsaal
health, brisk, and keen, and eager to
ba mn harness again.

Ha was not at all sure that matters
had gone well with his Form duving his
abzence. Mr. Bmedley, the temporary
master who had taken his place, had

iven anything but satisfaction, and
ind had to leave quite suddenily, For
the few days intervenin hetween
Smedley’s departure an Quelch’s
arrival the Roemove had been taken in
turn by other masters and by szome
of the prefects—a state of affairs that
could not eome to an end too soon, In
Queleh’s opinion. Ha had, therefors,
rather hurried his return, and written
te the Head that he would arrive on
Wednesday, instead of at the end of
the week, as originally intended. And
liere he was, locking forward to walk-
ing in the old quad again, chatting with
his colleapues in Common-room:, dis-
cussing Sophocles and Thueydides with
the Head, and, above all, seeing that
the Bemove pulled up sharply, if they
had slacked down during s Jong
mepﬂﬂ. az he rather suspected they

Certainly he had no ider of the state
of excitement that reigned in the old
school that day., He was quite unawavre
that he was going lo find that a member
of his Form had been expelled, and, still
more startling, that that expelled
member wasn't gone, but was dodging
purzuit up and down the school.
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The train stopped, and Mr. Quelch
stopped out. Thers were familiar faces
gbout the station, and le had a
pleasant feeling of homeecoming.. He
was still more pleaged at the sight ‘of
& Remove fellow on the platform, who
ran towatrds him with %uma an cager
look, raising his siraw hat in respect-
ful salute as he did so.

Mr. Queleh smiled, and almost purred.
This was really gratifying, to seo the
head bay of his Form waiting on the
platform to meet him.

It seamed to him very thoughtiul, and
vory dutiful, of Harry Wharton. It
was & half-holidiy, so the junior was
free from classes; but most fellows
would have been thinking of ericket, or
going on the river, rather than greet-
g a returned Form-master !

“pMr. Quelch! 8o glad you're back,
sir ! excloimed Harry. .

Mr. Quelch shook hands with his head
boy very cordially.

“T am glad to be back, Wharton 1™
he answered. “And very glaud to seo
ou, my boy—very pleased indecd!

id you come to meet my train®”

“Yes, sir. I heard from Bunter that
vou were coming by the three-thirty,
g0 thought—>" Wharton paused.
“And—and I'd like to speak to you,
gir. if you'll let me—"

“Certainly, Wharton ! I hope that all
iz well at Greyfriars ?* said Mr. Quelel,
with & rather keen look at the captain
of the Remove, : ;

“Well, no, &ir, not quite,” said Harry.

“T trust that thare has been no frouble
in tha Remove?” )

“1'm afraid there has, sir.” ;

Mr. Quelch's face grow a little
grimmer. He realised now thal it was
not wholly for the pleasure of secing
him again that the captain of the
Remove was there.

“Do you mean that you have some:
thing to tell me, as head boy of the
Forny, Wharton " he asked.

“That iz how it 18, sir.” .

* It must ba something very urgent, if
it could not wait till I reached fhe
gchool,” said Mr. Quelch dryly.

“Tha fact is, sir, it is very urgent!”
said Harry earnestly. “We're all keen
to sea you at Greviriars, sir, because—
well, sir, every man in the Eemove
belioves that an awful mistake has been
made, and wo all hope that vou may be
able to set it right. sie.”

Me. Quelch stared at him,

“That is & very extraordinary state-
ment, Wharton 1 I quite fail to under-
stu.ml' vou. However, you may explain
the matter in the eab pgoing to the
school. Come with me ™

Nothing more was said on the subject
till the move-master and his head
boy were seated in the taxi, buzzing
away down the Courtficld Road towards
Greyfriars.

Then Mr. Quelch turned his glance on
Wharton grimly. ) ]

“You may explain,” he said briefly.

“The last few davs, sir, since Mr.
Bmedley went, the Remove has been
taken in third school every day by Mr.
Prout——"

“1 trust, Wharton, that the Eemove
have treated Mr. Prout with the same
respect that they would have shown to
myself,” said Mr. Quelch sternly.

This did not seem to he & promising
beginning. Wharton coughed.

“(Oh, of course, sir,” he answered.
“But Prout—I mean Mr Prout—'hem |
My friends and I have had some trouble
with Mr. Prout. =ir: but that's not what
I wanted to s!_aeu,k to yvou about. It's
about Bunter.’

“Well,- what of Bunter "

“He's sacked, sir.”

Mr. Quelch gave a jump.

“Do wou mean expelled, Wharton?

expelle This is & great shock 1o v !
1 had heard nothing of it, though' I had
a letter from Dr. Locke yesterday——"

“ It happened this moraning, sir' said
Harrv., * Last evening Mr. Prout was
on the Elm Walk, and somebody mopped
a lot of ink over him. Bunter haz been
sacked for it :

Mr. Quelch’s jaw set grimly.

“"You are not thinking of asking me
to intercede in favour of 2 bov who has
assgulted a TForm-master, Wharton, I
trust [

*(h, no, zsir | Not at all! But we all
helieve that Bunter never did it,” said
Harry hastily.

“You cannot be sertous, Wharton !
You will hardly venture to infer that
your headmaster expelled a boy without
just. cause,” :

Mr. Quelch was growing grimmer and
grimmer.

“MNa, sir: the Head had no doubt
about it, neither hod Prout. But you,
sir, a5 Bunter's Form-master, know what
a fool he is—I mean 3

Mr. Queleh stared at Wharton for &

Bless mcf' soul ! A member of my Fovn
P !

moment and suppressed a smile. His
look was rather less grim as he
answared :

“I think I catch your meaning, Whar-
ton. You mean that Buniter may have
acted in a very feolish manner and
drawn suspicion on himself when he
was not really guilw ™ ) ]

“Y knew you'd see how it was, sir,”
said Harry, relieved. “That's just what
we all belisve has hoppened. I'd better
speak out frankly, sir, and tell you at
once that Bunter planned to jepe Prout
—I mean mop the ink over him in the

uad. All the fellows knew that ho had
rosling's sci(}uri: ready, full of ink. But
nobody belioved that he had nerve
enough to do it—and the fact 15, we
ctill boliove that he hadn't. A fellow
can't be expelled for what he thought
of doing, sir, but never did.”

“Cortainly not, Wharton! DBat—"

“Fellows often think of silly things,
sir, and fancy they'll do them; but
they don't when it comes to tho pmeh,”
said Harry.. :

Mr. Quelch smiled. ] )

“That is very true, Wharton. But it
appoars, from what you say, that the
ovidenon is very strong, indeed coun-
clusive—against Bunter,” he remarked.
“T am sufficiently well acguainted with
Bunter to belicva that his nerve would
very probably fail him when the time
came to carry out such a ‘Thave-
brained scheme. But you say that Mr,
Prout was actually assaulted—"

“Ha was squirted with ink, =ir.

“Home other boy——"

“That's it, sir! Bunter had the
things oll ready, and if Bunter didn’t
carry on it seems pretty clear that some
other fellow found the squirt of ink
where he put it, and let FProut have it.”

"Have you any

1"

”"E'h't:}!_. Be hasn't enoaga neeve; bat
that’s net all,  He bragged in i
Hewove of having done jie— -

“1e  admitted 16?7 exclainn-d  Afe
Creleh.
“Well, sie, he thoughe 1t was all

safe and clear, and he's such an oz -
lie brageed that I had dene it! Up
te then we thought he had: but wien
he saild he had, we know he ladi,
I mean, ho told such o mixed story-—
trving to make out that he had done
it, he made it perfectly elear that he
hadn't ¥
“Did Lhe deny it to the Head ¥
“Oh, ves, gir!  But he's such an
awful fibber, of course the Mead
wouldn't think of taking hiz word.”
=aid Harsy, “I know he eught to be
jolly well licked, sir; but he's doue
nothing to he sacked for. though he's
made the Head helicve that he has!
And—and we all hope, =zir, that now
vou've come back you'll pui the matier
right.™

“1 shall certainly discusz the watter
with the Head,” said Mr. Quelch
guardedly, “If a8 bare possibility
exizts that there has been an ervor. it
is my duty to see the matter set right.
DBunter, I presume, has now left?”

*Yes, sir; but--but he's come back.”

“He has come back!™ repeated Mr,
Quelch.

“He's such an ass, siv}” said Llarry,
“He doesn’t scom fo be able to pet it
mnto his head that he's sacked. Me's in
the school now, keeping out of sight
somewhere, and the prefects are look-
ing for him."

“TUpon my
Quelch.

“I1o's really walting for you to come
back, sirl” said Harry hastily, “He
feels sure that you will see him
through, as he never did ink Prout.”

“1 fear, Wharton, that such extra-
ordinary conduct en Bunter's part will
only tend to confirm the headmaster in
his decision,” said the Remove master.
“However, I shall certainly take the
matter up without delay, and I bhave
noe doubt that if Bunter is not  the

ilty party, thoe guilty party will bo
ound.” .

Mr. &!uglc‘h said no more, remaining
plunged in deep thought, while the
taxi ran on to Greyiriars. It was a
very unoxpected state of offairs that

¥

ik

word cxclaimed M,

aweited him on hizs return to the
school, ‘

Wharton, as he sat silent, was glad
that he had acted on the fat Owl's

suggestion to meot Quelch at the station
and be the first to tcll the story. First
impressions counted for a good deal
and he had an inkling that Quelch
was pleased at the idea that his whole
Farm wera cagerly awaiting his return
—to see justico domel There was mao
doubt that if anything could be dons

{Confinued on next panc.)

suspicion ¥’

“None, sir! But
s lot of fellows are
wild with FProut,
and — and 1t cer-
tainly was eome-
body! I know, sir,
that a decent fellow
ought to own up,
when nncrﬁhe-r ::‘hgp
robs the chopper by
IIr‘ni!ii.::il-h'-‘j; hl-i:tpﬁwhu-
over it iz hasn't

Hore ia o strong, woll-built and handsorme outdoor *plene. Wing

nerve cnough to 3 B paigas e i st
span 156 ins, Nothing fo tear or demb. Very .
gﬁ‘;}‘; asgﬂ sack, ‘1| 0 day to your toyshop or storcs and buy one of those grand

“Why do you feel
0 certain that
Bunter did not do
it, Wharton*"

TERN monoplanes
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for the fat and fatuows Owl, Quelch was
the man to.do it. The Head: boy of the
Eemove had done all he eguld for that
woebogone member of his Forme—and
now he could only hope for the best,

A fow minutes later the taxi turned
in at the gates of Creviriars, -and
Gasling touched his ancient hat to Mr.
Quelelr. My, Prout was one of the
first to greet Quelch when he came into
the House.

“My dear Quelch, I am glad to sce
youw back!” said Prout.

“Thank vou, Mr. Prout—I am glad
to be here ! said Quelch.

“And I regret, sir, that you should
have to be informed, on vour arrival,

that a boy in your Form has been
expelled,” said FProut.
‘Indeed, sir!® said Mr. Quelch

coldly. * Perhaps, sir, it may transpire
that that boy in my Form may not be
expelled after all” 3

0

Harry Wharton heard that as

went his way, and he smiled as he
went. '

THE NINTH CHAPIER.
Catching Coker!

w7 HERE'S  that tat rick ™
i pasped Coker of the Fifth.
oker stared round the

Remove box-room.

Billy Bunter had bolted into that
box-room like a fat rabbit into a
burrow. Hovace Coker had been
{;pr{lly more than a minute behind

11%1,

But when he got there, so to speak,
the cupboard was bare! The Owl of
the Remove was not to be seen,

There were a good many boxes and
trunks in the room—prominent amon
them a huge trunk belonging to Lor
Maulevarer, Coker looked round
them, and over them, but Bunter was
not hiding among them.

Where was he?

Coker crossed to the window. Out-
gicle was the flat, leaded roof of an
outbuilding.  Coker had heard of
juniors breaking House bounds by way
of ‘that window and the leads outside.

Had Bunter pone that. way, shutting
the window after him {o delude his
pursuer 7

“The cheeky Foung scoundrel !
hreiaﬂ:mr:l Coker, grasping the lower
sash.

Ha opened the window and leaned
out, to scan the leads. Bunter was not
there, If he had pone by the window
doubtless he waz negotiating the rain-
pipe that led earthward,

Coker, as he Ieened from the
window, locking out, did not, of course,
gee anvthing in the room behind him,
not being blessed with eves in the back
of his head.

He was, therefore, unaware that fhe
lid of Lord Mauleverer's big trunk
lifted, and that a crimson, fat face and
r pair of big spectacles hiinked out
from the intevior.

Eilly Bunier hlinked at Coker's back.

He glared at it!

Bynter had packed himself in the
trunk—really a gr-’.lin-wm'e on his part.
But, large as that trunk was, it was
close packing for the fat junior. And
it was warm!  And it was stufiy!
Bunter was not asuxious to stay therel
If that beast Coker, not spotting him

in  tle box-room, would only have
gonge—
But that beast Coker, instead of

going, was staring out of the window,
a_si] if” expecting to spot Bunter out-
ElCIe,
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- & terrific effort,

Bunter’s little round eyes glimmered
behind™ his big rournd spectacles. It
was a chence fof himm—if Ceker did not
look round ! B

With infinite eaution, the fat junior
lifted the lid of Mau]y’ts' trunk fatther,
and stepped out. ;

Oun tiptoe he stepped to the door,

“The cheeky woung: willain!” He
heard  Cokler’s - voice, buf, 'to 'his
immense relief, Coker did not turn his

head. ““He must have got out of the
:i'mld{:an The cheeky young scoun-
rel i

Bunter reached the door.

He jerked the key from the inside of
the lock and jammed it in the out-
side. . Coker spun round from the
window as he heard the sound.

“ Bunter ! yelled Coker.

He had a full view of the fat Owl
of the Remeve! But it was only for a
second, The next, Bunter had whipped
out of the box-room, and dragged tho
door shut after lim..

With a bound, Coker was across the
rogin, and grasping at the door-handle.

Click!

Coker dragged at the door.

But it did not stiv.

“He, he, hel!” came a hreathless
chuckle from outside, :

Bunter could afford to chuckie now.
With a locked door between him and
Coker, Dunter was all right.

Horace Coker wrenched at the door-
handle. He tugged at it! He dragged
at it frantically; but the door remamed

fast.

“He—he—he's locked it!" gasped
Coker, That fact dawned, at last, on
Coker’s powerful brain. “ He—he—he's
locked the door! He-he's locked me
im!  Bunter! You impudent young
rascal | You cheeky tick! TUnleck this
door at once! Do you hear?”

“He, he, hal”

“T'Il smash youl”

“"¥ah!”

“I'll whop you!" roared Coker.

“Rats.! You couldn’t whop a
motise | retorted Bunter from the safe
side of the door. “¥You can't scrap,
Coker! For two pins I'd come in and
mop up the room with you! Thank
your lucky stars that 've no time to
waste on vou, Coker!™

“Why, you—you—you—
Coker.

“If I had the time,” said Bunter,
through the keyhole, “I'd give you the
thrashing of vour life, Coker! Yah,
fathead !

“—I—T'1 ﬁr_lﬂverisa you ! gurgled
Coker, wrenchmmg frantically at the
u;c-m'. “I'l burst you all over the
sho

‘ ;‘E fou couldn’t!” said Bunter cheer-
K| .

“I—I—I—" stutiered Coker. De-
fiomee from the fat Owl of the Remove
was really the last straw. Coker boiled,
“I—=I—1'll spiflicate you—-=>"

“He, he, hel”

“Will you open this door?™ roared
Coker. -

“I would if I had time to thrash you,
Coker. But I haven’t!”

Coker heard the key withdrawn from
the outside of the lock. Bunter was

oing—and spparently he was taking
the ey with him.

“Btop ! bawled Colker.
door, you fat tick!¥

“He, he, he !

That chuckle was followed by the
sound of retreating footsteps. ‘The Owl
of the Remove was departing.

Horace Coker put both hands to the
door-handle, grasped it firmly, and
wrenched with all his strength. It was
- and it told] The door
did not open; it couldn’t, But the door-

L

gasped

iy

“Open thiz
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handle came off in Coker's mighty
grasp.

It came off quite suddenly, and Coker
Bew: backwards, with the door-handle in
bis hands. He ecrashed against a pile
of lumber and sent it tﬂ]p]:l ing,

“Ow | gasped the burly Fifth Former,
85 & ¢ricket-bag smote him in the back
of the neck, while a heavy box crashed
down on his head. - “ Wow I"*

He sat up, hardly knowing what had
happened, for a few moments, He
rubbed the back of his head tenderly.

The footsteps outside had. died away.
Bunter was gone, Coker picked him-
self up slowly and painfully. "He was
hurt, His head was hard, but the floor
was harder.

“Ow 1" repeated Coker, “Oh erumbat
Oh my head! Oh my neck| Wow "

. The door-handle was off ; but the.lock
still held the door fast; There was no
escape that way for Coker.

For several minutes Horace Coker
raged in the Remove box:room, like a
freshly esught lion in & cage. Ha was
trapped in the box-room, and he had a
prize headache; which was all he had
%amad, o far, by his pursuit of Billy

unter. It was useless to shout to ba
let out—even if he was heard, nobody
could let him out without the key, and
Bunter had the key, Naither was é‘uk'er
keen to let all Greyfriars learn that he
had been caught like o rabbit in a trap.

He went to the window at last. That
was the only way out; unless Coker had
& faney for trying the chimmey, which
Coker hadn’t, Fortunstely, it was easy
to E}%:-Eh away by the window. _

ker clambered out and dropped on
the leads. From the leads hap EWLD
himself down a rainpipe to-the grnundg..

Then he made his way round to the
House deorway.

He had lost Bunter ! And, anxious as
he was to get hold of that fat youth and
knock the stuffing out of him, he was
not feeling inclined to take up the chase
again. His head was alimost splitting.

Coker went to his study in the Fifth,
There he sat down. in his armchair and
rested his aching head in his hands,
And for quite a long time Coker of the
Fa_ft-l{i: dismissed other matters from his
mind,

S

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Quelch Has His Doubis |

MR, LOCKE shook his head..

“No doubt at alll” he said,

“ None !” said Mr, Prout, with
emphasis, -

Mr. Quelch pursed his lips.

The three masters were gathered in
the Head’s study. Mr, Queleh was los.
ﬂil:lg_ue time in getting down to the
aftair of Bunter. Dr. Locke was kind,
considerate, sympathetic. He realised
that it was dlaagreaahle for the Remove
master, on the day of his return after a
long a.hsm::e. to be met by the news
thaet a boy in his Forth had been ax-
pelled from the school,

Prout, on the other hand, was naither
kind nor sympathetic. Prout had been
inked. That, of course, made a differ-
ence. Prout’s view of the matter was,

- g0 to speak, coloured by the ink.

 Abzolutely none!” repeated Prout,
with unnecessary emphasis,  “Really,
Quelch, I am surprised! Bunter was
reported: Gosling for taking the
garden squirt from the woodshed. He
was seen by a prefect and by myself,
with the large bottle of ink he had
taken from the Form-room. It is de-
monstrated that. he- abgented himself
from preparatidn last evening. It was

during preparation that I was attacked,
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Coker grasped the door-bandle firmly, and wrenched with all his strength, It was a terrific effort, and it told ! The door
did not open, hut the deor-handle came off in Coker’s mighty grasp. The burly Fifth Former flow backwards, crashed
against a pile of lumber, and sent It toppling. ** Ow [ gasped Coker, as a cricket-bag smote him in the neck, and a heavy

Can you azk for more compleie evi-
dence 2" )

Dir. Locke shook his vencralle head
again.

The evidence was, indeed, complete
and convincing—at least to tho extent
that the fatuous Bunter had made
everything in readiness for the jape on
Prout,

But Mr. Quelch hll.-d? slightly obstin-
ate expression on his face,

Had Bunter belonged to any Form but
Quelch's, perhaps Quelch would have
regarded the cvidence as conclusive.
But no Form-master liked un expulsion
in his Form, '

Morcover, Quelch knew Bunter better
than the other masters did. He was
awars that Bunter was fool enough to
ﬁlzm such a hare-brained prank. Put
e did not beliove that the fat junior
had the nerve to carry it out. Between
planning to rag a Form-master, and
actually ragging & Form-mnaster, there
was a great pulf fxed.

And Queloh was primed, as it weore,
with Wharton's version of the affair.
Heo knew that the Bemove fellows did
not believe Bunfer guilty, on the woud
of hig head boy. ad Bunter done it
his  Form-fellows would not have
doubted that he had--so it seemed to
Mr. Quelch.

An point of fact, Mr. Quneleh was
rl_%?nt. But the position wa: a very
difficult one. For if Bunfer had not
done it, who had? Who lLad inked
Prout?

Somebody had—unless Mr. Prout was
to be supposed to be, like s rubber
stamp, a self-inker!

There was o short silence in the
Head's study. Prout broke it. Prout
never left o silence unbroken long.

‘I am surprised, my dear Quelch—
quite surprised, that vou are not com-

hox erashed down on his head.

pllet::i{"sntisﬁﬂi And the bhoy's anties
since his expulsion—="

 “Bunter’s  very peculiar
gince his expulsion, raisezs a serious
doubt in my mind, s, sad Mr
Quelch stifly. *“Bven a stupid boy,
like Bunter., would know perfoctly well
that he could not be allowod to remain
here, after assaulting a Form-master.
Yet 1t is clear that Bunter entertains
some hopo of being allowed to stay.”

“Unprecedented impudence on  his
art—"  boomed PFProut. * Unparal-
eled effvontery—=" :

“I am not satisficd!” barked Mr.
Quelch. “I admit that the evidence is
irrefragable, so far as it goes. DBunter,
undoubtedly, planned this foolish freak
and should be severcly caned for having
done so. But if he did not carry it oul,
he does not merit expulsion.”

“Porfectly true!™ said Dr. Locke,
“But—my dear Quelch—Mr, Prout was
drenched with the ink that Bunter pre-
ared for the purpose. You must not
orget that fact,”™

“The poet,” szid Prout, “has re
marlked. that facts are stubborn things. ™
. You questioned Bunter, of course,
sir?’ asked Mr. Quelch, addressing the
Head :

Y Waturally, But ho uvttered such =
tizsuc of absurd prevarieations, that no
doubt was left iIn my mind.”

Mr. Queleh sighed. Ho knew Lis
Bunter. Inmocent or guilty, there was
no doubt that the fatuous Owl would
take hiz usual refuge in prevarication,
Bunter's own statcments counted for
nothing. It was a question of evidence
—nand the evidence was overwhelming,
Yet the Remove master was not
satizfiod,

“As Bunter's Form-master, sir, T am
more intimately acguainted with the

conduet,

“ Wow |

boy’s character,” ho remucked, <M} 1

could guestion him——>"

“If you really think there iz any
doubt in the mattor, Mr. Quelei-—"

“1 do, sir!" eaid the Remove musbee
firmly.

“In that ease, most cortainly you
must question Bunter, and =atisfy vour-
self I suid the Head, a trifle eoldiy.

“No other boy can be even suspecied
of being out of the House,” zaid i:"mni:_
“It was during prepuration, and the
boys were in their studies.”

"‘If cne boy was out of the House uu-
notieed, sir, another may Lave beop,”
rejolned MMe. Quelel.

nort, from Prout,

“As 1t ha;[)pem that Bunioer iz =till in
the school, I can at all avonts oo him
and question bim,"” said the Reamove
master,

“He is here in defliance of hia head-
master’s  sentence of  expulsiont™
snapped Provt. “And it appears that
he 1z in luding.”

“Nevartheless, he iz Leve,” satd Me,
Queleh, “and as soon as he is
found —

There was a fﬁ? at the study door,
It opened, and Wingato of the Sisth
logked in,

“Hove von found Bunter, Wingate™™
nsked the Head., Probably the heoad-
masier of Greyfriars was rether anxious
to get through and bave done with
Bunter.

“Ne, sir!  answered  Wingate,
“We'vo scarched everywhere, and he
cannot be found. Dut Mensieur Char-
penticr told me that the woung ass—
hem! I—I mean Dunter, sir—was
hiding in his study, and got away again,
50 it seems that be is still in the House.
Aud L

{Continuwed on pace 16.)
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(Continued from page 13.)

“And what, Wingnte?”

“Well, sir, after what Monsicur
Clharpentier told me, I went up to have
another look in the Remove passage,
arul fournd ihat the daor of the Romove
box-roon was locked. T had alreads
gearclal 1L oncee, but——"

“If e door is locked. it cortainly
appears that someone iz in the room.”
said the Head, *Did vou not ascertain,
Wingate 77

"1 knocked at the door, sir, and called,
but there Was no answer, ancd [ did not
hear anyone moving, ™
U Obviously the boy is there!” grunied
Prout,

“Phe door can scarcely be locked for
any other reason,” said the Head, 1
will proceed there personally, and I
hardly think that Bunter will refuse to
open e doar ot my command, Please
come willhh me, Mre. Queleh.”

The  lIweadmaster and the Remaove
master left the study together. Mr.
Prout foliowed on, Really, it was no
concern of Prout’s, except from  his
naturnl desire to see the fellow who had
inked him turfed out of the school, Mo
dotibt hie wanted to be in at the death!

In mnjestie proeesston  the  three
masiers procecded up to the Remove
patszagre, where the Eemovites were now
coning n to fen,

Muany eves watched them go!  All
Grevirviues was thrilling with interest in
this exiraordineary hunt for Bunter, The
Hemwove  poassage  was  crowded with
mnios: and as the masters came across
the landing they heard the nosal fones
of Visher T, Fish.

“I gurss that bonec-headed juy has
locked himself in the box-room 1™

“Then they've got him,” said Bob.
“Look herve, T'IL cut up to the box-room
ared give him the tip to clear, through
the keyhole ——

“Cherry 1™ said a deep voice.

“{y, my hat!” DBob Cherry spun
round and gazed in dismay at hiz head-
inaster coming into the passage, followed
Ly Quelch ung Frout,

Bob stared at him, crimson. Dr.
Locke, however, contented himself with
giving the junior a very severe glauce,
aned furned to Me. Queleh.

“It appears certain that Bunter is in
the hox-room,” he said, “Is it possible
for that room ta ba left by the window ¥

“I helieve so, sir.”

“Then will you kindly pass the word to
the prefects to watch outside in case
that utterly foolish boy should attempt
to cacape by the window.”

“Certainly, sir.”

Mr. Quelelh went down the Remove
siarrease again, The Head paced on to
the other cend of the Remove passage
where  the stairs to  the box-roomn
asgended.  Up  those stairs went the
Head, followed by Prout

“l'l‘ht:y'\'e got him this time!™ said

8
“The gotfulness is  preposterous!™
sgrecd Hurree Jamset Ram Singl.,
“PPoor old Bunter !"™ grinng
Bounder,
Tne Magxer Lionarr.—No. 1,375,

tho

{ “got " hine! As 3 matter of fact,

Ii Bunier was in the box-room there
wias no doubt this timo that they had
unfer
wausn't ! With the Lox-room key in his
pocket, Bally Banter had eleared off to

E parts unknown before Wingate came up

atd  discovered  the  locked  doar.
Acrwally. at that wmoment, Billy Bunler

. vas hidden deep—under a bed in the

Reineve dormitory. That circumelance,
howoever, was known only o Bunter—
and to everybody else it seomed certain
that the Dunter-hunters had, at long
bast, “got 7 Dunter.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Sooty !

7 ¥ NOCK !
1 * Buntar 1

Knock! Kpock!?

“Bunter! Bunter !

Neither to the knocking on the box-
voour door nor to the Head's deep voice
came any reply from within the locked
rOOTI.

Had Coker of the IFilth still been
there, no doubt Coker would have re-
plied. But Coker had long gone, by the
window,

There was no one in the Remeove box-
voorn to answer the Head! Happily
unoware of that fact, Dr. Locke rapped
again, harder and harder, and caﬁ:d
again, 1 & volce that grew deeper and

deeper.

“Bunter! I am aware thal you are
there ! Unlock this door at once! You
dizrespectful young rascal, admit me”

No reply!

“Upen my word!" exelaimed the
Head, “This passes all patience! The

boy must be there!”

“ Undoubtedly 1™ said Prout, peering
at the loek. “The door is indubitably
locked, sir—obviously on tho inside!
Baunter is thera [V

“Dunter! Admit me at onco !

Krock | - Knock! Knoel!

“My hat! murmured Bob Cherry, in
thoe ?ﬂ&E&EE boelow. *“Has that fat duffer
Ry y nerve enough Lo keep the Head
out?’

. “Looks like it ! said Harry Wharton.

“He must be there! I suppose nobody's

‘ocked that door on the outside o
taken the key away i

“Why should anybody?'  asked
Skinner, “Bunter's there all right! Bet
you he's scooting by the window,”

“Then the prefeets will get him!”

“ Poor old Bunter !”

Knock! Knock! rang from above.

“DBunter ¥ The Head's wvoice was
deep and angry. “DBunter! You im-
pertinent  boy—you—you  impudent
voung rascal! I command you to admit
mea instantly

Mr. Quelch came hurrying up the
Remove passage. The crowd of juniors
mada way for their Form-master, He
aseended the box-room stairs, and joined
the Head and Prout on the little landing
outzide the door there.

“Has Bunter been scen at the window,
Mr. Quelch?” askod the Head.

*“No, sir! The window is shut
Wingate, Gwynne, and Loder are watch-
ing in case the foolish boy should leave
by the window! But i3 it possible, zir,
that he has refused to opern the door at
your order?” y i

"1t i3 more than possible, Mr. Quelch,”
said the Head in a deep, deep voice. “It
is t.]im foct! He refuses even io pnswer

E' J

“Is the boy in his right senscs?” ex:
claimed Mr. Quelch aghast. This was
rather awkward for & Form-master who
had resolved to do anything that could
be done for the expelied junior.

* Probably not, sir!” boomed Prout.
“Yery provably not, sir! A boy who
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kas the temerity lo squirt ink, sir, over
a Form-master, and to disober the
commands of hiz headmaster———>="
“Please spoak {o Lim, Mr. Quelch,”
eald the Hrad; and Mr. Queleh rapped
on the box-room door and spoke
sharply.
i lguntwl Answer me! It is vour
Farm master speakiog!  Buonter !™
There was no gnswer from the locked
room, ,
Mr. Quelch bit his lip with vexation.
“The boy, sir, appears o treat you
with no more rezpeet than other

members of Dr. Locke's staff!” said
Prout maliciously.

Tha Remove master reddeoned,

“Is he there? he snapped. “I can.

not understand the boy net answering,

if ha is there! Prﬂﬂablr he is not

thare. " :

y *The door is locked !” said the Head.
Somecone, I presume, must be there!

Otherwise, why is the door locked?”

This seemed unanswerable to gentle-
men who did not know-that Bunter had
locked a Fifth Formi man in the box-
room and bolted with the key and that
the Fifth Forfner had long since de-
parted by the window. The beaks wera
quite  ignorant of Horace Coker's
activities that eventful afternoon,

Mr., Quelch rapped &again quites
sovagely. ]

“ Bunter!” he hooted. “DBunter!™

Eche answered; but only echo. Mr.
(Juelch breathed hard ond deep. Prout
gave a spott. The Head compressed his
Iips In & tight line. '

“The door must boe forced !” he said.
“8Bond for Gosling, Mr. Quelch.”

Mr. Queleh stepped down the box-
room stairs and mot the eyes of & swarm
of fellows staring up from the Remove
passage. Al the Remove were on tha
spot now, all keen to watch the latest
im'elupmculs of the amazing Bunter-
vk,

“Wharton ! rapped Me, uoleh,
“Kindly go and ask Gosling 3: step
here and fo being with him tools for
forcing a door.”

“Yes, sir!” answered Harry, and he
went, rather slowly. It was ton minutes
before he returned with Gosling. Durin
those minutes infense oxeitement rei n.eﬁ
in the Remove passage; and on the box-
room landing the %Iead waited with
majestio calm, bot with s glint in his
eyes which boded ill to the Owl of the
Remove. .

Gosling, grunting, came up the box-
room stairs st length. He had brought
o hammer and a cold chizel. The Head
pointed to the lock.

“ Kindly open that door, Gosling, as
quickly as ’Pcrﬁe-ibla!” ha said.

*Yossir! ] ]

Gﬂalm%‘ starfed with chisel and
hammer! Bang! Clapg! DBangl
Clang ! awoke the echoes far and near.

Gosling hammered the chisel in between
the door and the jamb; an effcacious, if
somewhat rough-and-ready method of
foreing open the door. Bang, bang,
bang! Clang, c¢lang, ﬂ]ang!ngﬂcidin
tho chizel in pozition with lus loft hand,
Gosling banged away with his right,

Suddenly the banging and clangin
stopped, and s wild and fearful wye
rang ouk even more loudly.

“Yoooooooop 1”  yelled Gosling
frantically.

Ho dropped the hemmer, with a
crash, jammed his [eft thumb into his
mouth, and sucked it wildly.

“Yow-ow-ow!” howlad Gosling.
“Wow! Yow! Whooop! Oh, jiminy!
Yoo-hoop "

. " What ever is the matter, Gosling {®
exclaimed the Head,

*Yarooooop | roared Gozling,

“You are wasting time, Gosling!™
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said Mr. Prout severely. “Yon are
wasling the headmaster's {ime—--"

“Amm't I 'smmered my thumh?”
roared Gmling “1 can tell vou, it's
'urt! I've “ammered my blooming
thumb ! Whoo-hoop I?

“Ha, ha, ha!” came foating up from
tha Remove passapge.

“Ow!l Yow! Wow! 'Ammersd my
blooming thumb, and them young limbs
a-larfing 1" hooted Goeling.

“Please moderate your expressions
Gosling 1 said the Head sharply.
" Proceed, and be more careful 1™

“Ow! Wow! Yow!”

“ Proceed ! enapped the Head.

Gosling gave hiz damaged thumb a
final suck, snorted, and pgrasped the
hammer again, DBang, bang! Clang,
clang |

The door ereaked. The lock eracked
as the chisel waz driven deeper n.
Thare was a sudden snap at last, as the
lock parted. The door Hew open.

ir. Locke strode into (he Lox-room.

“ Now, Bunter—  Why, gooducss
gracious, where 13 the boy?* he
exclauned. He stared round a room

tenanted only by boxes and frunks,

“I1Tw iz here!” boomed DProut. “He
must be here—unless, mdesd, he has
eseaped by the window! 1 pereeive
that it 15 unfastencd.”

Frout threw up the sash and locked
out. ‘Three SBixth Form prefects were
vizible, beyond the outbuilding helow,
patienily watching, like terriers for a

badger,

" %?ingate,” boomed Prout. ““has any-
one emerged by the windew? Has
Bunter emecrgod 7

“ Mo, sir! Nobody's come cub by the
window,”

“Then the boy i3 still here!™ said
Prout, turning back into the box-reom.
“1le 13 concealod—" ,

;']W]mra 7 asked Mr. Quelch sarcasti-
cally.
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Prout stared round, He chsorved
Lovd Mauleverer's big trunk, steppoed
to it, and raised the lid. It was 1he
only trunk in the room large enocvgh lo
hidle Bunter inside. It had hidden him
once, but it was not hiding him now U
That tronk was empty !

“Hao is not here!™ caid the Ilead
blanklv.

“But--but the door was locked, s ™
stuttered Prout. “How could it be
locked 3f no one was here? The chim-
l]l?‘{y, perhaps——" i

rout rolled over to ihe climmney.
That was the only possible hidmg-place,
if anyone was there, It was a wide, old-
fashioned chimney, with room inside Tor
a climber. It was long since there had
been a fire in the grate; but there waa
plenty of =oot in ihe clumney; a good
deal had fallen in the grole below,
Prout bent his head, and shouted up
the chimney.

(Condinucd on néxt page.)

The Fleetway

PATIENCE PAYS ]
P ATIENCE is & cricket virtus, That

sounda a bit like the text of a q

sermon by way of a start this

week, But it’s true. In certain
ciroumstances the batsman must waib
patiently for the bowler to tire himself
out. That was always the policy of the
Australinne when they faced Maurics Tate.
Tate, aa you know, wea about the most
acourate bowler we aver bad ; and about
the strongest as well.

To take the slightest risl with bhim was
penerally fatal. So the Australians used
to etand there, watching every ball most
carefully ; not even tryng to score, but
waiting for the time when Tate was either
taken off or his bowling lost just that last
little bit of fire.

The bowler must have patience, too;
keep ﬂegﬁamg away at the batsman, even
though the possibality of getting him out
seems remote. And the fislders must have
this same virtue of patience.

I have seen fellows in the slips
fielding for hour after hour withoat
cven o half chenee coming Etheir
weafi, But they have gowne on,
gretting vready for each ball that came
dowen ;. always erpecting, hoping,
e patienily waiting for the one
echich iconld be snicked.

Having started off thus, I am going to
ask my readers to exercise their patience
just a little. My lotter bag gets more and
more bulky., I don't complain ahout that,
BBut will you just have a little patience if
the reply te your letter dees not appear ns
goon as you expected ¥ Believe me, it
will not be lost sight of.

THE SECRET OF RUN-GETTING 1

TRANGELY, the first two notes I
S pieked out this week had questions
in them of an entirely opposite

Dt uTe. A reader chum from
Bishop Auckland wanis to know how he
can gob oub of the habit of stone-walling,

What < Umpire’ doesn’t know about cricket #sn't
worth Knowing.
of all * Magnetites'’.
that wants solving, write to him: c/0o The MAGNET,

Hiz expert advice is at the disposal
If you'va an intricate problem

House, Farringdon Street, London, E.G.4.

a3 he calls it. He has plaved in some
matches this season and has stayed in
mte a long time, but fndz it almost
mmpossible to get rons.

The posite sort of trouble is ex-
perienced by a Plymouth reader, and
ericket player. He has a natural tendency
to slog, and finds himself gotting cut quite
quickly in consequence. Thore are all
gorts in this game of ericket, are thera not ?

I am afraid I cannot diagnose for the
first of these two * complaints.* My
friend who can’t get runs has a difficult
problem to solve, and I am alvaid there is
only one way to find an answer—that ia,
by practice. I have given that adwvice
previously, but it cannot be insisted upon
too strongly.

The other day I had a chat with W. A.
Brown, one of the new chums who has
come to England with the Australian team
thiz season. He is about the youngest of
the party.. He told me that when he was
at home at Sydney, striving to make a
name in ericket, he and hiz father used to
get up at six o'clock every morning to do
& bit of practice. And even now, when he
13 in the Australian side, young Brown
can be seen in the hotel each evening
looking for gomebody who will 2o out
with him early to the cricket ground the
next morming to give him somo practice
at tho nets.  That's the way to get on.

I chould like to seo my fviend who can't
score rung, becanse then I might be able
to tell him what is the trouble. I auspoct
thet he has not yeb learnt how fo usze his
feet.

Wielding the bot is only helf the
art of batiing.
t5 the other half. You can't mmake a
seoring shot at crichet unless the
body is behind the bat, and lhe
strength of the hody can’t be belvind
the bhot nnless the feel ave in the
right place.

Are you frm-footed, my chum? I
suspeacht 0.

The other reader who zets out because

| Jonud.

The use of the feet | B

he will slog should be easily cured—he ean
cure this fault himgelf. T am with the
hitter in cricket every time. DBut tlers ig
just this difference between © hitlere—
successful onea and bad ; the cood ones
choosa the right ball to hit. TIiNa reader
doesn’t got out merely berause he slogs;
he ]gets out boeausa he slopgs at the wrong
ball. Anyway, I am prepared to wager;
that iz the renson.

Think back over your recenb ex-
periences, my chum, and then send me
another latter answering this question :
* How often do you make up your mind
what you are going to do with the ball
before you know whet sort ol hall is
coming 7"

The =mecret of run-getting iw
ericket is treating every ball on ifs
merits, Use the straight blode,
with the lowcr cnd of the bat weell
back, to defend your wichels against
the good deliverics.

FATE PLAYS STRANGE TRICKS !
N OW to answer a question conecrning

the lawe of the game, & Dulwich

reader was batting tho other da

ond tried to make & hit. Hn
failod to connect and the bat flew out of
his hand. He went out of his crease to pick
it up, and the wicket waa then * broken V'’
by the wicket-keeper. My friend wanis to
know if he was mpﬂrli;,r “out." The
reply ia in the rmative, What the
bataman should have done, after the bat
had left his hand, waa to stand in hig
crease until the ball became ** dead.”

This reader ia worried by & bit of ericket
history which he read thoe other day. It
was an interestmg story, lor a county
championship was lost to a side becanse
one of their batsmen hit a four from tha
last ball of the first day. Surrey were Lhe
county conecerned, ond the incident hap-
pened in 1920, Somersct batted and scored
158, Surrey's reply had reached the same
total—for six wickéts—when the last ball
of the day was sent down. Bill Hitch hit
it for four, and Sorrey bad a lead on the
first innings, Rain ruled out ericket for
the rest of the mateh®; eand, of couUrsa,
Surrey took the points for the first innings
The sequel to this story—end the
answer to my correspondent—is  that
under the system of seoring thoat season
ames in which neither gide gained a firsk
mnings lead were ignored for champion.
ship ecunting purposes. But for a hirsh
innings load a sids got two pointa, If the
match had been washed out before Hiteh
got that boundary 3o would have had
a better percentage and, a3 1t hgappmaﬂd,
would have won the championship. Fate

lays strange tricks.
# ** UMPIRE.'

THe Ascuer Ligrary.—No. L3S



18

"Runter, if you are thore——"

Frout's powerful voice boomed up the
clhitndey. fnd several Recks of soob
Hoated down, dislodged by the atmo-
spheric dizturbance.

"He is thero I exclaimed Prout.

I am =ore that he iz not there ™
snapped- Mr, " Quelch,

“Yon can see, sir, that soot i3 fall-
ing 1" boomed Prout..  “Obviowsly, sir,
12 has been dislodged by someone in the
chimney. ™ :

“ A shout, =ir, 13 more than sufficient
to dislodgo toot in a chimnoy I

¥ Nonsenze, sir !

“AMr. Urount 1™

“Mr, Quelch !

“The matter may easily be deelded by
Tooking up the chimney,” suggested the
Head mildly.

Quite so, 2! said Prout. *I have
not the least doubt that the hoy is there
—if 15 the only possible hiding-place in
the reom ! Mr. Queleh may think that
the sound of my voice may have dis-
turbed the soot, sir, but 1 do not agree
with Me. Quelch’s opinion—I do not
agree with it in the very least! I have
na donbt whatever, sir, that the boy is
in the chimney, and that T shall see him,
str, wiwn 1 look up.”

And Prout bent his slately head, and
twisted round his portly neck, to stare
up the wide, old chimney,

e did not see Bunter. Bunter sas
not there! But Mr., Quelch was cer-
tainly right in supposing that a shout
booming up the thimney might loosen
some of the ancient soot elinging to the
bricks. Tar, as Prout looked up,
3 flurvy of sool came down,

"Urrrrrggh 1Y apluttered Prout
H:ﬂcﬁenl}z

“My  dear sip-——o?"
Headl.

£ ﬂumch-f:h pes
_E!.:"rm:t fair bﬂ;.:nded back from the
chimney, ¢ apluttered wildly, The
Head and Mr. Quelch gazed }rat him.
Fhe. Fifth Form master zeemed to have
been suddenly transformed into a negro.
BI&-:EL but not comely, he gurgled soof.

Yurrrggh! Oooooogh! Groocogh !
Coooch 1™

“Is the boy there?” asked the Head.

cjaculated the

b L LT EEE T FdsssiFrEda RN NN NREAR FE DA EEREA s N RN AN

TOnggug-zug! No! Wug-wug-wug !
Yurrgeh I

The Head sappressed a smile.  Mr.
Queleh, did not suppress one.  Prout
gurgled wildly.

“I have observed,” zaid Mr. Quelch,
“that the key 13 missing from the door,
Obviously the. door was locked on the
outzide, sir, and ‘the key taken away.
Bunter, certamly, i3 not here! Are you
satisfied, My, Prout, that Bunter is not
here ¥

“Qug!
l‘mut.g

“Let us gol” said the HHead hastily,
perhap: fearing that bhe would not be
able to suppress that smile much longer.

The Eead and 3Mr. Quelch went.
Prout, spluttering, coughing, and
gurgling, following more slowly. Eager
eves were watching in the REemove pas-
sage, and there .was & busz as it was
soon that the IHead came without
Bunter,

H“Thﬂ}"\'ﬁ not rat him ™ breathod Bob
Cherry.

“Good old Bunter ! chuckled Smithy.
“He's leading them a dance! Mora
powar to his giddy elbow.”

The Head and Mr., Queleh passad on.
Then Prout came in sight.  The juniors
gazed at hun, dumbfounded, as he came
down the box-room stairs.

“Hallo, - hallo, hallo!” gesped Bob

Cherry. “ Who—— What's that?”
“P-Prout ! stutterad Harry Wharton.
“Prout? Ha, ha, ha!l”

Prout Elured round him—a socoty
glare ! leckas of soot dropped as he
strode down the passage. A roar of
merriment followed him.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Heo's been up the chimney after
Bunter! Ha, ha, ho [®

“Prout wants 8 wash!”

“The wantiulness of an esteemed wash
is terrific!”

“Ha, ha, ha '™

Prout departed with hasiy steps. He
realised that he was not looking his
best! With eyes gleaming wrath from
& sooty face, he wvanished down the
Remove staircase, leaving the juniors
yelling,

Wog! Yog ! spluttered Mr.
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THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Wanis Witnﬁssa_ﬂr

SAY, vou fellows!” |

“Oh, Jemima!” gasped Bob

Cherry.

The Famous Five were at tea
Ne. 1. There were sosses for
tea, and while they discussed the sosses,
they discussed, of course, Bunter, The
hunt for the Eiusi'm Owl was still going
on, though 1t was growing rather gﬁlii;
tory now. Sixth Morm prefects were
tired of it—even Prout seemed to have
lost his keenness sinee the episode of the

.

in Etudv:

s00f.

Biill, there were hunters, hers and
there, rooting after Bunter, and it was
a thrilling question in the Femove,
where he was, and whether he wonld be
rooted ogt. The Famous Five were die-
cussing that thrilling question when the
study door opened, and & familior fat
figure rolled in. _
J:rﬂuntcr clased the door hastily after
1HL,

He blinked through his big_spectacles
at five staring faces, and sniffe a{ppre-
ciatively the appetising scent of the
LAlsALes.

“Bunter ! pasped the chums of the
Remove,

“Tron't yell it out all ever Groy-
frinvs,” said Bunter. “I =ay, wvon
fellows, I'm fearfully hongry.”

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“Blessed if I sce anvihing to cackle
at ™ said Bunter indignantly. “I've
had nothing since dinner—and I never
finished my dinner, owing to FProut—
nothing except that tuck I found in this
study, and some foffee T found In
Ogilvy's, and some biscuits that Toddy
had—and a calke—"

“Js that ali?” asked Johnny Ball
sarcastically. “You must be famished,
old fat man!"™

“Well, not exactly famished,” said
Bunter, “but fearfully hungry! It's
not much I eat, as you know——"

“Oh erumbs 1™ )

“But a fellow ecan't miss mesls!
That's why I showed up at dinner! It
was jolly risky, but what was a fellow
to de? But I can't go down to Hell to
tea—they'd collar me at onece! From
what 1 can make out, they're hunting
me zll over the shop! It's a bit thick,
as I've done nothing: but there you
arel But I kpew I could rely on my old
pals to stand me some tea, s0 I came
hera! I say, those sosses look good!™

The next moment Bunter ascerfzined
that they tasted as good as thev looked.

“Where have you beeni™ asked
Harry.
“In the dorm [' said Dunter. “I got

under a bed!l After I'd locked Coker
in the box-room—he, he, he! Did he
leg it by the window? If not, he's still
thers [

“Oh! That's how——"

“*Mind if I finish the sosses? Aftor
all, vou fellows can ﬁft something 1o
Hall! T say, 13 Quelch back yet?”

“"Yes, ass, and—"

“Ind you meet him, as I told vou,
Wharton 7" asked Bunter eagerly, his
mouth full of sausage, “Have you ex-
plained to him that FPm perfectly inno-
cent, and that I was with you in this
study when Prout was inked 1

“¥'ve told him the whole thing, and
wo don't beliove you inked Frout. I
haven't told him any lies, and I'm not
going tol” said Wharton grufly.

“ O, really, Wharton—"

“If vou've-got the sense of o bunnp
robbit,” said Nogent, * yon'll see Quelch
at once and tell him the truwth, If
you've gob the ghost of a chance of

tting out of the sack it rests with

ueleh ; baut if you tell him lles—"2
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““ Yoooooop 1 ** yelled Gosling lrintiﬂllm He dropped the hammer, with 3 ¢rash, jammed his left thumb into his mouth,

and sucked it wildly.
the Head.

“Oh, really, Nugent! I want to see
lim, of course—after tea! I'd better
make sure of tea while I've got the
chance, That’s rather important.™
Bunter gobbled savusages at a great
rate. “If yow fellows don’t want any
of the toast—"" . ]

“QOh, don’t mind usi” said Bob, with
BAFCASIN.

“Right, old chap—I won't! You
might make some more toast—there's
on'y a dozen slices! Any more soszes?”

*No, you cormorant!”

“I'll fill wp on toast. 1 dare say
vou've got 8 cake. This isn't & time
to be mean, you fellows! I expect all
n]u:,r friends to rally round at a time like
this 1"

I'he szosses being finished, Bunter
gobbled tonst. Harry Wharton lifted
u cake from the cupboard. Bunter's
opinion evidently was that expressed in
tha phrase familiar to typists; that now
was the time for all just men to rally to
the aid of the party! Bunter's fat
thoughts were generally fully occupled
by \%‘. G. Bunter, and now that was
more than ever the case. In the present
thrilling crisis of his fate, nobody else’s
concerns mattered the least little bit.
It was Bunter first, and the rest
nowhere,

However, the chums of the Bemorve,
convinced that Bunter had pot the
“sack " in error, were prepated to play

up.

Bunter gobbled ecake. HHe gobbled
with one eye on the door, feariul of
heing interrupted belore he had finished
the cake. nt he manapged to talk
while he gobbled. Bunter's fat jaws
were the most efficient part of Bunter,
developed by constant exercizo.

“1 say, yvou fellows, I'm poing to sec
nelech—after I've fHnished this cake!
I'll have another cup of tea, Nugent!

“Yow-ow-ow ! Oh, jiminy ! Yoo-hoop!*
““I've 'ammered my blooming thumb ! ** roared the school porter.

Hoating from the Remove passage.

Four lumps, please—don’t be mean
with the sugarl I saw, you fellows, 1
want you to come with mme to Quelch.
I want vou to be my witnesses.”

My esteemed idiotic Bunter——"

“Den't jaw, Inky; it's wasting time.
Just listen to me. ou see,”  ex-
plained Bunter, " Prout was inked in
prep last night. If Toddy would swear
that 1 was in Study Ne. 7 at prep, it
would be all right; but it’s no good
asking Toddy—vou know what an ass
he is! Wall, it's just as good i we
prove that I was in this study with you
and Nugent, Wharton—"

“But you weren't in this studyl”
roared the captain of the Remove.

“I wish you'd keep to the point,
YWharton I’ sald Bunler peevishly.
“The beaks don't take my word—why,
I don't know! But they'd take vours
and Nugent's, and if you swear 4

“Well, you're enough t{o make any
fellow swear, if 1t wasn't bad form!”
grinned Bob Cherry.

“T1f you swear that 1 was in the study
with you, they're hound lo swallow it.
You can say [ came to help you with
vour Latin, That will be a good reason
to pive for my being in the study, see?
It sounds beiter to be able to give a
good reasen! I've thought about that.”

“ (Oh, you've thought about that, have
vou?” gasped Nugent,

“Yes, old chap; I think of tlings, yvon
know,” soid Bunter. “I1've goi the
braing for it! Then, about that k!
Prout saw me with the bollle of ink.
Well, suppose Bob swears that be saw
me take it back to the Form-room—aov,
better still, that he took it back hime-
self | What about that, Cherry 7 Whai
do you think, old chap ™

Bobh Cherry did not state what he
ihougit. He only stared blankly at the
fat Owl of the Remove

‘“ What ever Is the matter, Gosling ?** exclaimed
L 1] m itllﬁ ‘Iuﬂ ! 13

** Ha, ha, ha ! came

“Then about that squirt,” went on
Buunter. “That sneaking beast Gosling
reported me for bagging it from the
woodshed, it scems. Think they'd take
my word, Wharton, against Gosling's,
if I said I hadn't?”

“Hardly.”

“Well, it’s pretiy thick for a =chool-
porter's word to be token against a
Public school man!®  said  Bunter.
“Disgraceful, I call it! It's up lo o
headmasier to toke & fellow's wonl—
especially mine! What 1 mean is, I've
got a rather pariicular sense of honour
—not like some fellows I could name!
But the Hemd doesu’t take my woud !
said Bunter, shaking his head sovrow-
fully. “It's pretty sickening, but he
doesn't—and that's that! Well, about
that squirt, I think Bull had belier,
give ovidence,”

“I1* gurgled Johnny Bull

“¥Wes: the more wilnesses ihe '|J~Ell-|:':'£".
vou know ! Bob's going to be my wit-
ness about the imk——"

“Am 17" gasped Bob.

“Yes, that's settled; and Bull can
give evidence about the squirt. You're
going to say that you saw me pul ik
back in the woodshed, old follow, Then
it will be pretty elear that some other
fellow took it afterwards, soo?™ .

The exprossion on Johuny Bull’s face
was extroovdinary. It did net indi-
cale that he was pgoing to give the
gvidonce required by DBunter !

Ifarry Wharton rose to his feet,

*Finizhed your tea, DBunivr®™ he
asked,

“Yeq,  unlezs  vou've  gol another
coke "

“Then you'd heller pgo and  see
Queleh, We're not comung.with vou !

We've not going to icll any whoppers!
We're only going to siart you on ilie
Tueg Magxzr Liprany.-~No. 1,375
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wav to Quelel’s study ! T adeize you {o
toll the troth there, 1f youw're capuble of
il. Now, you men, gather round wand
aive Bunter a sfart.”

*Hear, hear 1

Bob Cherry opened the door,  Johnny
Bull prasped Buuter by his fat neck
aned swoung him into the doorway,

e tav, you fellows——"" pgasped
Laater,

" Al together 1™ said Ilarry.

“1 say—— Yarrooooopgoh!™
Liinter,

Five Loots landed on Bally Bunter all
at once! He shot out of Study Neo. 1
like a cannon-ball from a cannoen.

roared

lilie o galleon under {ull sail, was sweep-
ar i his wake.

Bunter pnt on o spurt. He did
Muazters' pazsuage at a speed that looked
as If he i)md a healthy chance for the
School 100 yvards. He reached Quelch's
study with Prout well in the rear.

He did not stop to knock. Thera was
no time for that. He tore open the door
and hurtled into the study.

Mr. Queleh was seated at his table.
ATter tea, with his colleagues, 1n Com-
mon-romm, Queleh had gone to his old
study, and now he was seated there,
sorting  out books and papors, and
putting them in order with hiz wsusl

e landed in the passage with & bumnpe careful precision. The affair of Bunter

il o roar,

The door slammed aftter him.

“Yow-ow | Yaroooh | Boasts 17
voated Buuter,

[ln gtarvicd for the stairs to visit Alv.
Queleh—without the witnesscs he re-
auirecl ! OTE was clogr. even to Bunter's
obtyse dntellect, that he was not
to et 1hose witnesses from Study No. L

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Billy Bunter’s Last Chance !

(4 LENE he st
H * Bunter 17
“It's Bunboer 1"

“ilere's Buntep ™

Tarty or fifty fellows siared ab Pun-
ter whon hie made his appearance from
the stairs. Bunter had to run the
gauntlet of the House to reach Mre,
Guolel's  study  in Masters’ possage.
That could not be helped. His appear-
ance in public, outirelly, caused great
exciternent after his amazing antics
during the day. After being so long in
hiding, he had now emerged into the
public view, and really scemed to be
ask:&n t:'érr it! "

“It's Bunter!” gasped Tem of the
Fourth. “Rﬁallygﬂlmlerl" =

“Bunter, you ass!” shouted Holson
of the Bhell, “Hook it—here comes
Prout |

“Oh loe' 1" gasped Buster.

The neme of Bunter, repeated on all
sides, had canght the ears of Mr.
Frout. Ireshly washed after his scoty
agdventure, but in the worst temper of
his life, I'rout eane striding on the
ECeIC.

*Bunter 1™ he boomed,
here ! Runter——*

“Lut 1 rvelled Temple.

Buuter did not nced telling,

At the sight of Prout's portly,
poimpous form, he cut promptly.  Like
a frightened fat rabbit he raced for

Laxiers' passago.

“DBunter " boumed Prout,

Bunter llew on.

“Tipon uy word I gusped DProut.

He rushed after Dunter. Now that
the clusive Owl was actuslly in sighe
gnee more Prout was not going to let
him ezcape again, if he mu?d Lelp if.

Bunter flew—and Prout flew., A roar
followed them from a erewd of Grey-
friars fellows as they flew into Masters'
passage, both going strong.

“Go it, Bunter [

“Put it on, Prout!™

“Ha, ha. la 1

Iad Mr. Prout detected the fellow
wl shouled “Put it on, Prout!” pro-
bably that fellow would have beon sorry
that he Lad spoken. Bub Prout's atten-
tion was concentrated on the flecing
fat Ggure in front of him.

“DBunter ™ he boomed. “Slopl Blop,
inzfantly '

“Oh crikey ¥ pasped Dunter.

He blinked over a fat ehoulder. Prout,
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“Is Bunter

“Btop 7

oing octcupations.

was on Mr. Queleh's mind, but while
the expelled Owl remained in hiding it
cotld not be dealt with., And Quelch
had almost succeeded in dizmissing that
worrying affair from his thoughts, in
his happy satisfaction at bemng back
in his UIEC]unrtera, with his old, familiar
Fle was reminded quite
suddenly of Bunter as the door flew open
and the fat junior hurtled in.

Bunter came in like & whirlwind. He
was going too fast to halt, and before
e knew what was happening, he had
cannoned into the study table. He
clutehed ab it wildly for support.

The table rocked under the shock.
Books and papers shot from the tilting
table-top, showering over Mr. Quelch.

“Oh lor" I pasped Bunter,

“Bunter 1" shrieked  the
urasbor.

“Oh erikey!™

“How dare you—->"

Me. Quelel: made 2 clutch At o cane.
At the zame moment the portiy figure
of Prout appeared, breathless, in the
doorway.

“Hal I have caught vou at last, you
yvoung rascal i panted Prout.

“Owl Koep off 1" wyeliecd Buanter,
dodging round the study as Prouk
rolled 1n. 1 say, =ir, keep him off!
Oh dear 1V

“Mr Frout!” barked
master. Hiz wrath was
from Bunter to Proutl.
this mean? Why, sir; may 1 ask, are
vou pursuing a boy of my Form, s,
in my study "

“Bir!” gasped Prout. “INow that
Bunter i3 found I shall sececure him and
take him to his headmaster. sir, for
Liis sentence of ecxpulsion to be carried

into effect, sir |”

“You will do nothing of ths kind,
Be. Prout! This boy belongs io my
Form, and I shall deal with him, sir,
and I shall brook ne interference, siv,
from any other master at Greyfriars!"

“If—if vou will take him to the Head,
Mr. Quelch—" 3

“1 shall decide that matter, sir,
whelly on my own initiatrve IV lmu_tal:l
Quelech. “I am in ne ne of advice,
sir, from any other member of Dr,
Locke's staff.™

Prout breathed hard, He had, as
nstal, exceeded the limit. Now that
Mr. Quelch was back at the school],
Prout had no shadow of a pretext for
dealing with Remove fellows. That was
up to Quelch.

Tiere was nolhing for Prout to do
but to vefreat—which he did, with =
very bad grace. The door of Mr.
Quelel’s study closed after hum  with

o bang!

Billy Punter grinned. Quelch had
“put paid " to Prout in s way that
won Bunter's full approval.

- But the grin diMF off his fat face as
Mr. Quelch's gimlet eyes {urned on
him grimly.

“8o you are here, Bunter !V said the
Hemove master.

“¥Yea, sir! paspod Bunter. “I—I
came ab onece, sit, az—as soon a3 I knew

Hemave

the Remove
transierred
*“What does
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vou were back. I knew you'd sce me
vighted, sir!”

Me. Quelch's prim loock relaxed a
little. PBunter, evidently, had come out
of hiding, and come to hia Form-
mnster's study of his own accord. By
thus delivering himself up into the
hands of suthority the fat junior made
it clear that he relied on Quelch to save
him. And that reliance could scarcely
be founded on anything but the know-
ledge of hiz own innocence, If he veally
had inked Prout, even DBunter could
not have been obtuse encugh o fancy
that Quaelch would stand by him,

“You see, sir, as my_ IMorm-master,
you'rse bound to see justica done,”
gasped Bunter. “¥ knew you would, as
soon o vou camne back, sir. Now you're
here it will be all rightt”

Mr. Queleh’s countenance relaxed
still further. Heo could hardly help
being touched by this faith in ham.

"ﬁunt&r. answer e one question, ab
once, and truthfully., Did you, or did
{ﬂu not, throw the ink over Mr. Prout
ast evening on Llm Walk 17

“No, sir! Never!” pasped Bunter,
“I—I mever thought of such a tlung,
sir! MNever dreamed of it!" g

Ae. Quelch's face graw grim apain.

That Bunter had not actually inked
I'rout, he believed, But that he had
not only thought of it, but ?‘rapared {0
do it, was certain. Bunter’s ineradic-
able propensity to prevarication made
matters difficula for the Remove master.

“Bunter | For your own sake, tell
e tha truth ¥ enapped Mr. Quelch.

“Oh, sir! Yes, sir! I hope I'm not
untruthful, sirt” said Bunter, a remark
which proved that Bunter had a hopeful
nature.

“You certainly plenned the absurd
practical joke on the Fifth Form
master,” said Mr. Quelch. “On that
point there iz no doubt. You were out
of preparation when Mr. Prout was
attacked. You s‘a‘lawd Cosling’s aquirt,
charged with ink, in readiness, and I
have no doubt that you left the IHouse
with the full intention of vsing it. When
Mr. Prout was on the Elm Walk you

* were on the spot, the squirt in your

hands."

“It—it wasn't, sir 1"

“I am perfectly assur
Bunter.” .

“J—I swear that it wasn't, sir 1"

“Then where was it?”

“Tnder my arm, sir ¥

it Whﬂﬂv'ﬂr'ﬂ-t g ]

“Tt was, really, sir!” gasped Bunfer.

Mr. Quelch pazed at that heopeful
member. of his Form. He did not
speak for some moments, Bunter seemead
to have taken his breath awey. )

“You incredibly obtuse boy [” =said
Mr. Quelch at last. “When I say that
the squirt was in your hands, I meun
that it was in yvour possession. Cannot
vou understend that ¥

“Well, sir,” said Dunter, in an
injured tone, “if you don't say what
vou mean, sir, how's a fellow to under-
stand? I know I mever inked Proutl
I never even thought——*

“If vou do not tell me the truth ak
once, Bunter, I shall take you to Dr.
Locke and request him to send you awey
from the school.” ] ) -

“0h lor'! What I mean 13, sir, &
man can’t be sacked for having thought
of inking & heak. T.ots of fellows think
of things. Coker of the Fifth said once
that he was going to punch Prout, but
he——*

“Never mind Coker now. Tf you
actually did not commit that outrage,
Bunter I shall do my best for you.
Tell me tha facts.” -

Even Rilly Bunter realised, at that,
that it was time to come down to the
facts, little s factz appealed to him |

gasped Bunter,
that it wns,
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With a guestion here and thers, and
& grim, steady stare that warned Bunter
not to wander too far from the strait
and narrow path of veracity, Mr. Quelch
drew the whole story from him.

Bunter, evidently, bad done every-
thing except the actual inking of
Prout! But he stated—and Mr, Quelch
beliaved—that he had left the inky
squirt under the elms, unused, and got
back in at the window of the Rag, and
thera had heard Prout’s yell when he
was inked by some person or persons un-
known. If this was true, some other
follow had been secretly out of the
House, had found the squirt where
Bunter had left it, and inked Prout with
it. But whom that fellow was, was &
mm;:lletﬂ mystery to Bunter, and to Mr.
Quelch, also. gither did there scem
much  probability of that fellow's
identity ever commg to Jight,

“Very well, Bunter I said Mr. weleh
at last. “1 will take you to the Head
now, and see what can be done. If Dr.
Locke does not alter his deciston you
have only your own folly and untruthiul-
ness to blame. Whether you remain
here. Bunter, or leave, this should be
a loszan to you to tell the truth, Now
come with me ™ ]

And Billy Bunter, etill hepeful that
Quelch would see him righted, followed
his Form-master from the study.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
No Luck!

e ITARTON I”

0 ?EE, sir 1¥
“Have you
lines ¥ .

“ My—my lines!” stammered Whar-
ton. He had completely forgotten those
lines for Prout.

2o had the other members of the Co.
They were not likely to be thinking of
those lines on a day of such unusual
and extraordinary excitement in  the
sehool, Indeed, had they thought of
them, they would have supposed that
Prout would let the matter drop, now
that Quelch was back and in authoniy
aver his Form. That would have beeu
tactful, at least. But Mr. Prout,
though a gentleman of many gualities,
did not shine in tact. )

Moreover, hoe was deeply and in-
tensely annoyed, Ho had over-stepped
tho limit of hiz province, as he often
did; and Quelch had enubbed him.
That snub rankled.

Harry Wharton & Co., and most of
the ltemove, were in the Rag after tea,
disoussing the affair of Bunter. All the
fellows knew mow that the Owl of the
Remove had shown up, and gone to his
Form-master; and they were quite amii-
ous to know the result, Bunter might
be a crass ass, an untruthful duffer, and
an irritating fsthead—tha Remove
freely admitted that he was all these
things, and many more. But he was a
Remove man—he was sacked for what
he had not done—and his fale was a

written your

matter of intense interest to the whole

Form. Mr. Prout, rolling in st tha
door of the Rag, found the room in &

buzz of talk. He called sharply 10
Whearton.
Inimical glances were caszt at Prout

by many of the Removites. A voica—
unknown—was heard to murmur, “Old
Pompous !*

“Wharton, Nugent, Bull, Cherry,
Hurrce Singh!® Prout recited the
names, * ¥You were directed to hand in
your lines by tea-time, Have you
written them "

“No, sir!” answerced five voices st
Ghnce,

(Continued on next page.)
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“This is deliberate defiancs, Whar-
ton ™ aaid Mr. Prout.

““ Mot at all, sir ! said the capiain of
the Hemove, with great respect of man-
ner, whatever he felt, * I told you, sir,
when vou gave us tho lines, that oanly
oir own Form-master could give 1mpost-
tioys in the Remove,” ;

Pront’s plump face became purple.

At that moment, Prout would have
given much to cane the head boy of
My, Quelel’s Form!  But now that
Ehivich was back at Greyfriars, ecven
Uront could hardly think of doing that.

“Wo are willing to go to Mr. Quelch,
siri? added YWharton, in the same re-
epectful tone. “If he tells us to do the
lines, of course wo shall de them at
onee, sir.”

“OF course I gaid Bob Chorrey,

“Enough " gasped Mr, Prout, 1
shall take wyou to vour Form-master!
Iollow me at once,”

“0h, certainly, s,

The Famous Five followed DProut
from the Rag. They left the room n
an oxcited buzz behind them.

Prour  mavched  ponderously o
Masters' passage, with the five Bemaov-
ites i bis wake, But he did not have
to go so far as Mr. Quelch’s study.
Coming down the passage from that
study.  with  Ihilly  Bunier, was the
Bemave maszter. They had started on
their way to the Head,

“One  moment, Mr. Quelel—"
Praot raised o plump hand,

“What iz it, sir ¥ asked Mz, Queleh,
icily, his glance passing the Fifth Form
;TEH_ET.L"F, to the bunch of juniors benind
pim.

“These boys of vour Fortn, sie——'
Prouts plump hand waved at  the
Famous Five. *SBince you are here, sir,
1 placo the matler in vour hands.
During vour absence I have taken the
Bemove in third school at the head-
master’s request: and I do not conceal
from vou. sir. that I am glad—vory
glad—to  have mnothing further to do
with them., But T am bound to tell 3on
that these juniors  have refused—re-
fusedd. spe—to write 1mposilions given
them by me™
Mr, Queleh knitted his brows.

“Is 1t possible?”  he  exclaimed.
“Wharton, explain this at once! How
dare ven refuse to write lines, given
vouw in school by a master placed in
anthority over you by the Head?™

“The lines were not piven in school,
sir [ explained Wharton, “When Mr,
Prout gave us lines in third school we
did them, jnst as if you had given them
to us, sir.”

“Then I fail to understand——"

“The lines were given us out of class,
sir' Alr. Prout had ne more right to
flim us lines, than Mr. Capper, or Mr.

acker, except in third school.”

“You hear him?”

_ boomed Prout,
“You hear him, sicr?"

“I hiear him, Mr. Prout!” said the
Remove master aeily, “ Max I ask xon,
sir, whether the statement 15 correct
that the impositions were given out of
school 17

“Certainly they were, sir, for an out-
regenns disturbance in the guadrangle.”

“Buch o disturbanee, sir, should have
lwen reported to the headmaster. in
miv abisence P said Me. Queleh,. 1 am
lound 1o uphold the view of these boyvs
of my Form that they are ammenable to
no authority bub my own ond  the
Head's."

“ Ale. Queleh ™ gasped Prout,

“Surely, sir, vou would take excep-
Teon to the act, if I were to give lines
to IMifth Form boys!™ said Mr, Quelch,

“Wowhat ¥"' stuttered Prouf. *"You
would scareely venture, sir—I repeat,
you would searcely venture—"
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“Quife so!” said Me. Quelch, ieily,
“1 have no more authority to give im-
positions to the Fifth, sir, than you
hava to give them to the Remove. In
third school you had my Form in
charge — in  the guadrnnglq. vOu
certainily had not! Neo more, sir, than

Mr, Capper, or Mr. Hacker, as my
haad boy verv rightly stafes.”

“8ir " pasped Prout.

“Tha matter,” zaid Mr. Quelch,

firmly, “ends here! If you care to lay
a complaint before me concerning the
disturbancs you speak of, I will tnost
cortainly deal with it. But I insist,
Eitl‘,f upon dealing with my Form my-
.EE ‘.'J

Mr, Prout scemed on the
ehoking.

The Remove master made the Famona
Five a sign to go. They wenl—and
contrived not to grin till they were
round the corner.

Prout, in an almaost apoplectic state,
stood gazing at Queleh. Quelch turned
to Bunter.

“You will now follow me, Bunter, to
the Head's study.”

“.YE'E, Eil_'!"

Prout, in a sort of france of angry
indignation, watched them go. But he
woke suddenly frem his france, az it
were, and rolled after them. He
arrived at the door of Dr. Locke’s stady
with Dunter and the Remove master.
Cheleh stopped at that door, and looked
round at him.

“If wou have business now with Dr.
Locke, Mr. Prout——" Le began.

“I have. sic!™ sad Prout, m a
choking voice, “the same business vhat
brings sou here. sirl I insist upoen
being i:resent when Bunier 15 dealt
with, am concerned: in the matber,
sir., as the master assaulted by that
reckless and disrespectiul boy, and I
imsist upon being present. I shall not
allow a wvoung ruffian. sir, to escape
justice, if I can help it."”

Mr. Queleh compressed his lips, and
*taﬂ:ed at the headmaster's door.

He entered with Bunter, and Prout
vatlod .

“AW! You have found Bunler, Alr.
CGuelel I said v, Locke, with a glance
at the fat Owl that made lim quake,

“He came to my siudy of lis own
accord, sic " said Mr. Queleh, “I have
now heen able to question him, as you
gave me permission to do”

“And vou are satisfied that thero iz
no doubt in the matter?™ asked the

point of

Head.
“No, sir! T am salished that thers
13 very  considerable  doubt in the

matter,” answered the Remove master,
“To be frank, sir, I am abszolutely con-
vinced that this boy of my Form did
not commit the act for which he has
been sontenced to expulsion.™

snort, from Prout!

“It 15 irne, sir. that he pianned the
act, and doubtless might have carried it
otit had not his courage failed him.”
said Mr, Quelch. #Tar that, I sugpost
that he should be severely Hogpod——*

“Oh lor'!®

“Bilenee, Buntor !

“0Oh dear!  I—I mean, yes, sir.”

Dr. laocke wrinkled his brows in
ihought. He had great faith in Mo,
Queleh’s judgment. On tho other hand.
the evidenee against the fatuous Owl of
the Bemove was about as complete as
evidence conld be. .

Br. Prouvt stood frembling with sup-
prossed wrath, Mot s doubt was o las
plump mind that Bunter was the guilis
party,  Pwice, in the short space of
time since his reiurn, Mr. Quelch had
snubbed the fussy, nterfering Filth
Forim master. Now, it seemned, he was
tryving fo save that boy of his Form
from just punizhment for an outrageous

"THE MAGNET

act of which FProut had been ihe
victim! Prout's feeli wara hardly
to be restrained, evan in the majestio
presence of his Chief! But he contrived
to contain himself while the Head of
Greyfriars considered the matter.

Dr. Locke spoke st last.

“I am bound to respeet your judg-
ment, my dear Quelch! At the same
time, the evidence aﬂmars to be abso-
lutely coneclusiva. . however, DMr.
Prout agrees with vour view i

Dr, Locke!” Prout could contain
himself no longee. ‘I do not agree with

Mr. Queleh’s view! T am diametrically
opposed to i, sir! I have been
assaulted, sir, smothered with inlk—

drenched with ink, sir—by this boy in
Mre. Quelch’s Form ! Thera i3 no shadow
of doubt in the matter! Mr, Quelch,
who was not even present in the school
wien the outrage took place, chooses to
disregard the plainest evidence and
proof ! I have a right, sir, to ask you
to enforce the sentence already passed
on_this wretched bov.”
Dr. Locke nodded slowly,

“¥ou certainly have such a right, Mlr.
Prout,” he answered, “and you, my
dear Quelch, will, I am sure, acknow-
ledge 1t."

He paused a moment. Mr. Quelch
stood silent and prim. Billy Bunter
blinked almost in horror at iis head-
master through his big spectacles. The
fat Owl had relied on Quelch to “ses
him rvighted,” as he expressed it. Ha
had convinced Quelch, and Quelch had
done his best ! And it had all gone for
nothing !  Bunter was still fo be
expelled !

“Oh erikey 1" groaned Bunter.

“Bunter!” said the Head.

“Oh lor* 1

“You will leave Greyfriars this day!
I shall now send for a prefect to take
:-'::tu]tuIﬂula_ .-:.ts:t.icm,:]- J

“I—=I—T never did it, sir!” paspoed
the wretched Owl. g

“Bay no moere, Bunfer!"

“I—I never dreamed of it! I never
touched the garden squirt, and I never
liad that bof pi;c of ink My, Prout saw me
wifth i

“Silence ! How dare you utter false-
hooda in iny presence, Bunter?
=ilence I

fFDh l:'rikﬁF |rJl:

The Head touched the bell for
Trotier. The page was to be sent to
fetch a prefect for Bunter! Bunter's

u?‘-e was up! He was to go! But waa

&

There wasz a tap at the door, and
Trotter looked in.

“You rang, sir—"

“Yesa, Trotter! You will— Bless
e Head broks off with

e LH] roka oif with 2 gasp as
Billy Bunter made a sudden jl.'Fmppfc}r
the door. Trotler was in the way, and
Bunter had no time to bother ahout
Trotter. Trotter went flying under a
charge like that of an” escaping
rhinoceros. He crashed, and the fat
Owl of the Remove recied from the
shook, recovered himself, and dashed
down the passape.

“Ow 1 roared Trotter. “Wow [

“Bunter 1 shrieked the Hoad.

“Bunter " pasped Mr. Quelch.

“Bunter * roared Prout.

But answer there came none !

Butiter was gone!

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Rebellion in the Remove!

& ENTLEMEN—"
G “Hear, hear "
“Lentlemen of
movg——
[ES {-:ﬂ if !r:l.i - A
Bol Cherry, standing on the table in

the Rae-
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¢ 1 have no doubt whatever, sir, that Bunter Is up the chimney,’” said Mr. Prout, ** and that I shall see him, sir, when &

Took up ! ** ‘The Fifth Form master bent his stately head, twisted round his portly neck, and stared up the wide old chimney.

* Urrrrgh 1 spluttered Prout suddenly, as a flurry of soot came down. “ Oooococooogh 1** He fairly bounded from
the chimney, looking llke a megro and gurgling soof.

the Rag, was “going it.” Bob waa not
much of a hand st speech-making, and
he was very red, as all eyes turned on
kim, but he meant business, )

The Removites chesred him vocifer-
ously, From some of the Fourth Form
fellows in the Rag, on the other hand,
came a suggestion that he should
cheese it, dry up, ring off, and chuck it !

The Rag was crowded with juniors,
Prominent amangbtham was Billy Bun-
tor—gasping for breath after his flight
fromn the Head's stu Bunter had
panted out his tale of woe to t{nym]m-
thetic ears, so far as hia Form-fellows
were concerned., ‘Temple, Dabney &
Co. of the Fourth did not scem so
s;n.rmgnthahc.

“(Gentlemen, chaps, and sports-
men——" resumed Eob.

“ Hear, hear1” ]

‘Give us a rest!” suggested Cecil
Reginald Temple.

“0Oh, rather 1" said Dabney. _

“8hbut up, you Fourth Form ticks!™
roared Johnny Bull, “We'll jolly soon
shut you up if you don't 1”

“Yes, rather!i” . )

“The ratherfulness is terrific ¥

“ Zentlemen—"" went on Bob. * Look
here, Temple, you dry up—sea? I'm
talking to the Kemove——"

“You're talkin' to the Removel”
demanded Temple.

* ¥Ves, you assl”

“Then why did you say ‘gentle-
men ' 77 ingquired Temple.

There was & laugh from the Fourth
Formera at this stroke of brilliant wit
from UCocil HRegineld. But the Re-
movites were excited, and i no mood
for Dbrilliant wit from Temple or
langhter from his followers,

“Turn thoso ticks out 1™ shouted the
Bounder,

“ Kiek
major.

‘e out!” roared DBolsover

“Oh gad! I say, lock here—"
EmEer.l EII}{;]{'.*, wishing, too late, that
e had not been guite so witty |
Temple was interrupted. He was sud-
denly up-ended by a rush of Removites,
and went bowling doorward. Dabney
and Fry, and others of the Fourth, re-

gisting valiantly, were driven after him.
For three or four minutes there was a
wild and whirling state of affairs in the

Rag. Then the passage outsido was
strewn with gasping Fourth Formers,
and the door was slammed on them.

Bob Cherry, wiping a stresk of
erimronn. frem his nose, reswmmed his
elevated position on the table,

* Gentlemen—" recommenced Bob.

*Wa've had that I’ remarked Skinner,

“Shut up, Skinner I”

“1 say, you fellows——"

“Shut up, Bunter!”

*“Go it, Bob 1” called out Harry Whar-
ton eneuuragjngI]',;+ )

“Well, look here, you men,” said
Bob. * Emnmthm,g*a got to be dome
about Bunter. He's sacked! Ile hasn't
done what he was sacked for! We all
know that, if the Head doesn’t] We're
not standing for it 1"

““ Hear, hear "

“Bunter's a silly ass and a fatheaded
tick, and the biggest fibber that ever
fibbed—" went on Bob.

“Reast 1 howled Bunter.
you fellows—"

“Shut up, Bunter 1"

“But,” went on Bob, ¥ fair;ﬂu%v'a n
jewel ! Even a fat and frabjous freak
like Bunter ia entitled to fair play! In
fact, he’s more entitled to it than other
foHows, a3 he's too big a fool to take
cave of himself |

“Ea, hla, ha "

" Beast I

“It's old Prout!"” went on Bob, '0Old
Pompous had to throw his weight about

“I savw,

and ask for trouble, and he got itl
Blow old Pompous, if you ask me!”

“Hear, hear!” roered the Remove,
Every man in the Form was willing to
“blaw " old Pompous |

“Bunter being a howling aszs makea
no difference,” said Bob. * Bunter's &
Remove man, and & Romove man isn't
going to be bunked for nothing !

* Never "

“If it was left to Quelch it would ho
all right | Queleh knows ! Now, we all
jolly well know that Quelch believes tho
same as we do—that Bunter never did
ink Prout! Quelch doesn't think he
ought to be sacked, any more than wo
do. Qur Form-master’s opinion is good
enough for us 1™

“Hear, hear| Good old Queleh 1

“There isn't much doubt that Queleh
would have got rouwnid the Head bt for
old Pompous! Ha ean't mind his own
business | Are we going to have o man
in our Form Eﬂ.ﬂﬁd to please Old
Pompons ¥

“Not if wo con help 31" said Squiff.
“Bur—" ] ]

“Wo've got to help 1" said Bob
resolutely. ™ And my opinion is that it's
a msatiter for the whole Form, and wa'rs
bound to stand- by Bumter and one
another, and got fair play for that silly
ass 1"

*Hear, hear 1”

“I'm not barging in to talke tha Jead,™
went on Bob, with a very ved facoe.
“There’s better men for thet in the

Bemove, Wharton's {-.n}l}t-nin of  tho
Form, and I'm m.'ui{ to follow his lead.”
“Carry on, old bean!” saud Harvry

Wharton. “I hack up everything vou're
saying, but I don't quite sco what's to be
done. ™
“Samo here, az far as that poes ! con-
fessed Bol.  “All I've got, clear is this—
that a Romove man i8n't going to be
TEE MagNET LIBRARY.—No. 1,375,
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sacked for nothing., and that we'rs
bound to stand by Bunter! And I'm
sianding by him, if I stand alone—and
that's thar ! ]

“The alonefulness will not be terrific,
my ecteomnd Cherey ! declared Hurree
Jamsat Ram  Singh. Y Your idiotic
friends will baeck you up with ridiculons
l'u:ﬁeerherfuhmss."

Ha, ha, ha!”®

“But wihat—" ashked Waugent.

“Coing to sack the Head snd run
Cireyfrinrs on vour own, according to
vour own ideas, old bean?” asked
Slanner blandly—a gquery that drew o
sniprer from Snoop and Btott.

“iviclk  Skinner, somebody!”
Harry Wharton. :

“ Whooop I” roared Skinnor, as several
fellows o Eg‘ed. _Bkinner realised that,
in the present state of feeling in the
Remmove, it was no time to be funny,

“I'm not saving that I've got it all
eut and dried " said Bob. “But I'm
saving this—that if Bunter sticks here, I
sticl by him and help sll I can. And
we'll jolly well keep Inm at Greviriars,
beaks or no beaks [

{0, my hat 1™

“What larks ! chuskled the Boundar,

said
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Liz eves glistening al the prospect of a
torvilie “ row.”’

“A prefectk may drop in here for him
anyv monnle ' said Peter Todd.

“Lot him " anorled Dol I a pre-
fect drops in we can drop him out again,
I suppose 1™

“'.Fm draplulaess will be terrifie,™

“It's up to the Remove !’ said Bob,
“We've got to stand by a Bemove man
who's not getfing  justice, espﬁcmlly &

helpless fathiead hike Bunter——

“Beast

“But 1: Dunier sticking?” asked
Sequelf.

“Yes, rather!” said Billy Bunter
prompely.  “I'm jolly well not going

home! You szee, my pater would be
fearfully waxy, as 1 told the Head—
though he didn't scem to think that if
mattered——"

“MHa, ha, ha!"

“Blessed If I see anvithing to cackle
at! I'm not going 1" roared Bupter., “ 1
neyer inked Prout, did I? Think I'm
roing to be sacked for nothing? i |
thought Guelch would see me righted
when he got back. Well, I dare say
Quelch will root out the fellow who did
ink Prout sconer or later; he's a downy
bird. and fearfully keen. I know this
muel—I'm not going io be sacked! If
thiey turf mo out I shall jolly well come
back again !

“ Brave, Bunter ™

“Let o prefeel come here for me !
added Bunter., wiith o war-fike look.
I Jolly well put paid to him! Il
*knock him spinning [

“Ha, ha, hal” voared the Remove,
guite taken by storm at the wden of Billy
Bunter koecking a Sixth Torm prefect
spitining.

In the absence of danger Bunter was
always as bold as a lion. At present
there was no prefeei on the spot, so
&3] [.i_"j' Bunter did not fear prefects—not

llE a
“1 mean it ! roared Bunter. * You'll
gee ! Tl some Sixth Form cnd come
here afier me, that's gll ! Let him——"
The door of the Rag was fung open.
Loder of the Sixth looked in.
“1Is Bunter here?" snapped Loder.
“0Oh lov 1" gasped Bunter,

#*Oh. here you are, you fat sweep!”
growled the bully of the Sixth, and he
strode into the Rag, with hand out-
stretehed to grasp Bunter,

“Now's your chance, Buonter [ velled
the Bounder. " Krnock him spinning !™

“Ha, ita, ha !
1Bi.‘_-£,I‘Ft!B“nFM‘dH JEE- km:ucl:h[.ndm% of
the Hixth spinning. 0 gave the pretect
a terrified !LlinI-:n'ga,nd dggdged ruul:]}d the
leng table. Loder, with an angry scowl,
rushed after him, and Bunter promptly
dived underneath the table and yelled :

“1 zav, vou fellows, keep him off { I
say—— Yarooooh !

“Come oul of that!™ shouled Loder
angrily.

“Pw! Rescue! I zay, you [ellows—
WDT‘-‘ !”

“ Leave Bunter alone, Loder I shouted
Bob Cherrv,

“What "' roared Loder, glarin
in amazemoent. *“What? What
gay, Cheryy 1"

*I eaid leave Bunler alonesand I
mean what I saw ! :

“Tale five hundred lines, Cherey |7

“Five hundred rats 1™ retorted Bob.
“Get out, Loder! You're not wanted

roune
il you

here 1"
“Ontside, Loder!” shouted Vernon-
Sraith, The Bounder was alwavs ready

for a shindy.

“*Turn him ount "

“ Buzz off, Loder |™
~ Loder of the Sixth glared round him
in amazemoent and wrath, Thiz was re-
beflion—rank rebellion! For a hand to
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be raised apainst a prefect was nnheard-
of. Dut mauy hands were raized now—
all ready to be laid on Gerald Loder.
Wildly exeited juniors surrounded hion,
The Bounder gave him a push, Bolsover
major a shove. and then an uwnknown

foot landed Dbehind Loder and he
totterod.

“Why, ryou—you-—you—" pazped
Loder., “You young ewceps! au
;If'lﬂ_lll} rasenls ! You'll be sacked for
thas 177

“Yes. I can see the Head sacking a
while Form!” grinned the DBounder.
“Eather a big order, Loder—even for
the Beald! Get out1”

“Turf him out 1™

“ Dutside, Loder I

Leoder, utterly amazed, hardly Lknow-
ing whether he was on his head or his
heels, found himself whirled and shoved
and imstied to the door. He hit out an
all sides furiously—and that was the last
straw, Many hands were laid on him,
he was whirled off his feet, carried
bodily to the door kicking and strug-
gling, and hurled out headlong.

There was a heavy bump and a loud
rosr as Loder landed in the passage.
Bob Cherry slammed the door of the

Laoder !

Rag.

“Bo much for said the
Bounder, laughing.

Dut Smithy was the only fellow wha
langhed. ixeited as they were, in-
dignant as they were, the Removiles
realized the seripusness of the matter
They had handled a prefect. And the
penally ab Greyiriors for handling o
prefect was the sack.  And they had
done it! Bob Cherry broke a rather
grim silence.

“We're for it now!" he said. "The
Flead can't expel a whole Form, We've
got to stick together in this, whether we
like il or nott We're for it, and we've
ot to seo ik through”

And the FEemove knew that that was
0. WWhatever the outcome of that re-
Lellion, they had to stand together and

see 1t throuerh

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER. -
To Go, Or Not To Go!

& s MPOSSIBLE 1 exclaimed D,

E Locke.

He stared at Loder,

Impossible as it seemed to the
Head that & Greyfriars Form was in &
state of rebellion, Loder’s aspect indi-
cated that it naetually was eo. Never
before had a Bixth Form prefect pre-
sented himzelf in the Head's study in a
dusty, untidy, dishavelled state, his
ceollar and tie forn out, and his hair &
mop.  Loder, obviously, had been
“through " it! He wes gesping for
breath as he made his startling report.

“It’s so, gir!" panted Loder. “Bun-
ter’s in the Rag, and the whole mob of
them set on me—-"

“ Fxtraordinary I” said the Hend.

Pt | was pitched oubt on my neck,
Bir—

“Amazing ! said the Head, His face
seb grimly. " Perhaps I had better doal
with this matter personally.’’

e rose from his chair, picked up a
cane, and shipped it under his arm, A
cane ovidently was needed in the present
stafe of affairs in ithe Remove., Leaving
Loder of the Bixth panting, Dr. Locke
procecded 1o the Bag.

IN:.EIS of l;h{? -:m!;%t;eak there had
Blready spread. 8 HES WaS
crowded with excited fellows of ali
Forms. The door of the BRegp was
closed—from within could be heard a
buzz of wvoices. Mr. Quelch, with =«
very troubled and distressed expression
on his faco, had arrived at the doos,
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and ho was knocking at it when the

Head appeared in tho ofling.
“Wharton! Are you there, Whar-

ton 1" called ocut the Remove master.

“¥Yes, sirl” ecmne the answer from
within.
*“This door appears to be locked!

Kindly unleck it at onco }*

“ Bunter's here, sir—"'

“I am aware of that, Wharton!
Bunter is wante 2

“I zay, vou fellows——" came a fat
squoak.

“Wa're standing by Bunter, siri!™
It was Bob Cherry's voice this time.
“"We're not letting him be sacked 1™

*The sackfulness is not the proper
eaper, sir, in the esteemied and ridicu-
lous etrcumstances !” eaid the cheery
voice' of Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
“Wa are sticking to the ridiculous
Punter like ahsurd glue 1™

“Hear, hear!” came a dozen woices.

Mr. Quelch stood nonplussed. This
was an extremely dizconcerting state of
affairs to greet him on his return fo
his duties at Greyfriars. His position
was mada all the more awhkward by
his own belief that Bunter was unjustly
expalled. He bowed to his chief’s
suthority, as was his duty; but the
Bemove fellows were evidently taking
ancther view of the matter.

Dr. Locke joined the Remove master
at the door. Ilis usually kind face
was cold and grim,

“Is it possible, Mr. Quelch, that
vour Form is in a state of rebellion
agninst aothority 7 he asked.

“YI am sorry to tay that it appears
g0, sir!® answered the Bemove master
uncomfortably.

He ateppedy beck to give placn to the
Head—not sorry, perhaps, to leave that
majestic gentleman to deal with the
rabellious Remaove.

“Open this door immediately 1" said
the Head, coldly and sharply.

“Is Bunter to ba sacked, sir?” came
Bob Cherry’s voice.

“What? What? Bunter iz certainly
tc be expelled! You are aware of
that. Thera will be other expulsions
if this riot continues !

“We're sticking te Bunter, sir!"

"Cherry! How dare yout”

“Bunter never inked Prout, sir!
Soma othor fellow did 1

“The mattér iz coneluded and
finizhed with, Cherry! Bunter! I
command you to coma out of that
room at once !

“0Oh crikey |

M You dre there, Bunier—"

“0Oh! No, sir! I-—I'm not here—"

“"Bless my soul ™

“I—I mean, I'm not going to be
sacked, sir!l You see, it's impossible,
sir. 1 npever inked Proug! nd my
father would be feazfully waxy—="

“ Bunter !

“Very likely he would whop me,
Hr-__ll

“Ha, hs, hal”

“As I haven't done anvthing, I don't

think I ought to be sacked, sir] Do
you ?”

"Upon my word! Bunter, you ares
expelled from this school, and will

leave Greyfriars immediately I pasped
the Head.
“1 jolly well shan't, and chance it!™
*What? What? Bunter, are you in
your right sensesi”
“Yeau, sir! Are you, siri®
“Wha-a-at 1"
:;Ha. ha, hal”

Bunter I gasped the Head. . “You
—jyou 1mportiment young rascall I
command you to give yourself up at
once '

“No fear!”
Dr. Locke gazed at the stout ocaken

door before him. It wes locked, and
there was a sound within of the big
table being draghged against it. The
Head breathed hart and deep. Ile
was barred out of the Rag—and the
axpelled Owl was within, and his Form-
fellows, hittle perhaps as they estcemed
him, were determined not to give him
up. For soma moments the Head
stood with & brow like a thunderclound,
wotched curiously by the crowd in the
passage, who wondered how he was
going to deal with this extraordinary
situation. He glanced round at last
and beckoned to a profect.
*Walker I
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“¥Yos, ir™
“Pleasa go oub of the Tlouse, and
enter this room by the windew, and
unfasten the doer.”
asped Walker.

“Oh! ¥Yes, sirl”
doparted-—-rather

Walker of the Sixt
slowiy The Head did not, perhaps,

realise the difficulty of the task he
had assigned to Walker, Walker did!
The Head's wordas had been  heard

inzide the Reg, DBob Cherry erossed to
tne wintdow. A dozen fellows Tollowed
him. The window on the quad was
wide open, and they did not close it.

(Continued on Fpage E-B]i

COME INTO
THE OFFICE, BOYS.

Ahways glod te hAear from ygou,
ofiurns, 8o drop me o line to the
follewing address : The Editor,

The " Magnet '’ ELibrary, The
Amaigomoated Pregs, Lid., The

Fleetway House, Farringdon
Street, London, EC.4. A
stamped, addreased envelope

will ensure o reply.

chest this week, chums, i3 to

advise you, one and all, to teke

advantage of the remarkeble
offer on page 21 of this issue. The
MagreT Stercoscope, believe me, i3 some-
thing worth having. All you wro asked
to pay for this wonderful sciontifio instru-
ment and the six fascinating stereosco
cards is one shilling. Just think of the
hours of fun and amusement you'll get
out of thess stercoscopes. Send for one
now while thers ig tirne, for this excaptional
offer to MagNET roaders may never be
repeated.

THEﬂmtthingImtt&gutﬂﬁmy

Evor tried to invent anything, chums ?
I'vo just been looking through o list of
SOIMD

ODD INVENTIONS

which have heen patented in London,
What about gmmnpﬁnnﬂ records that you
can eat ¥ Sounds good, eh T The idea
is to impress tho tune upon chocolate or
toffee, so that when you are tired of the
mugie you can break tho * record ™ up
and chew it1 Then there is & cigaretto-
holder with an attachment of a little
wooden  figure. When o cigarette 8
smoked through thia holder, the little
figure dances and gives acrobatio displays
between the smoke rings. For the lazy
person there is a clothea-brush which
needs no *elbow grease ™ to work .
You simply have to lean up agaiust it.
and the brush doos all the rest 1

The oddest invention of the lot, however,
iz a now mouse-trap. It is perfect in
svery way—so perfoet, in faet, that its
intmeate machin would mako it cost
nearly a hundred pounda! I don't think
many people will be fitting thesa traps
into thoir houses |

N OW for a fow
RAPID-FIRE REPLIES.

The River ihat Changes Iis Course.
(" A Magmetite,” of Loughton}: The
reader who sent me the information re.

arding the Montana river did not give
1t position. In the state of Montana,
U.8.A., however, here are saveral rivers
the names of which do not appear even on
large-scale American maps, and [ assume
that it is one of these, the name of which

is only known locally. Will any Amcrican
reader who can givosome more information
regerding the Montana river, please drop
mo & linel There is & Montana Creek
in the Yukon, but this ia apparcntly not
the river in question.

Amatsur Theatrical Co mPaqus in Ireland
{(Jimx O'Bullivan, of Dublin): There are
certain to be many of thess in yemr
neighbourhood.  If you write to the Editor
of any Dublin paper, enclosing a stamped,
nddressed envelope for reply, I feel sure
he could give you the information yon
require. will make a noto of your
suggestions, and will probably be able to
de something rogarding them later.

‘* Heavy Water ** (* Magnetito "} : Thia
is the name given to an oxtromely powerful
poizon which American scientists have
discovercd. A few drops of it aro said to
be sufficient to poison 8 whole resorvoir,
Perhaps thig is why there iz so little in-
formation available concerning it. Secien.
tists are still experimenting with it.

Do Oysters Produce More than One
Pearl ? (G. D., of Hastinga) : Certainly,
Over a8 hundrod and fifty pearls have been
found in a single oyster. But, of coursa,
this is an extremely rare oceurrence,

Where Is Ivernla ? ("' Magnetite,” of
Clapham) : This iz o names used by pncient
writors for TIreland. Other names by
which Ireland was known ave Hibernia,
Ibernin, and Icrne.

Horo is 8 question which is puzzling
one of my Hornchurch readers. He has

| heard that thore are

SAILORS WHO NEVER GO TO SEA,

and he wants to know how that is possible,
Thia statement I8 quite correct. Some
men have spent the greater part of theip
lives aboard ship and many have iravelled
hundreds of Lthousands of miles—and yob
they have nover been to eeal Sounds
strange, doesn’t it—until you remember
that all the great lakes of the world hove
gteamers running on them, and oven tho
captuin of these steamers, while they are
setilora, need never have set fool upon a
seq-going vossel |

[T .,

_Bpace is running short, chums, so it's
time I told you what the good old MagerT
has in store for you next week. You'll
sertainly * got a kick " out of :

** BUNTER, THE DODGER ! ™
By Frank Richards.

It's & really first.class, tip-top yarn
of the popular chume of Greyiriars,
There arc cxeciting eituations goalore in it,
and no ** Magnetite " should mizs i

And whatover you do, be sure and road
the opening chapters of our pgrawd now
nerve-tingling vonture story : " THE
BLACK HERCOULES!"-—further par-
ticulars of which appear oo papge 27 of
thia isaus. I['ve rea avm? line of it, aud,
baliave me, it's & winnor !

A " Greyinars Herald "' supplement,
of courae, will be found in noxt woek's all-
atar programme, not forgetiing Haorold
Bkinner's cartoon and anothor interesting
ericket chat with "' Umpire.”

So long, then, chumas,
YOUR EDITOR,



CONCLUDING CHAPTERS OF OUR DETECTIVE THRILLER !

.....

Two Fatal Blunders !

[ HO first learned of the
W strange disappearance of
this man Tankerhead "

asked the disguised Locke,
cross-examining the plane’s passengers.

“I did, sir,” answerad the steward.
“We were zix or seven miles off ihe
coast, when I entered the cloak-room.”
Ha paused.

“I saw immediately that something
niest have happoned, sir,” continued the
steward, ' becauss the cmergency daar
was wide open. And—and "—he faltered
—" 7T saw & pool of blood on the floor.”

*What did you do " asked the detee-
frve gpuiedly.

*I rushed into the saloon, =ir,” pulped
the steward, “to sce if all iy passengors
woere present. And I saw that the
gentleman whe had booked a passage
with Mr. Villiers here was missing.”

fhat is _correct, officer.”” broke in
Villiers. “My friend Tankerhead had
left me about three or four minutes
before. I was getting o trifle uncasy
myself at his prolonged absence, when
the steward ecame 1 with the dreadful
news. "

Locke cved him keenly.

“And why, sir, were
uneasy ¥

Villiers' face lengthened.

“Well, I suppose T must tell you, but
poor Julius has been rather nwrduins
things lately. He was run-down, an
kept telling me when he was depressed
tnat he was gomng {0 put an end to
himsalf.”

Locke's eyebrows lifted.

“Is that s0? Now, tell me, Mr.—Dr.
Villiers, did you hear any sound of a
rovolver report? Did any of you hear
iho report az of a pgun being dis-
charged '

There was a general shaking of heads.

“That indead seems strange,” re-
marked the detective levelly.

“Phe noise of the engines, sip—-"
began Villiers helpfully,

“But you forget, Mr. Villiers, that the
cabin of the plane is practically sound.
proof zo far as any noise from ike out-
side engines are concerned.”

ITe paused and saw Villicrs stiffon.

you growing

OO R S . i i

“It would be heard.” continued the
dotective, “unless, of course, the
WEeRRON Was fitted with a stlencer. You
follow my reasoning, Mr. Villiers?"

Villiers, not so sure of himself, gave
a sickly smile in agreement.

“ And,"” continued Locke grimly, " ihe
evidenee already available—for the body
of the man was picked up atb sca—pgoes
to prove that the pun found in his
pocker was not fitted with a silencer [

Apain Villiers stiffened.

“The weapon found on the body,”
added the detective relentlessly, fixing
his gaze on Villicrs, " had not even been
discharged. There were six live cart
ridgez! Now, gentlemen, you will see
why I am questioning you."

Villiers licked his dry lips. He had
o feeling that the ground was slipping
heneath his feet, He had a horrible
facling, too, that he would be searched
—and the search would reveal the pre-
sonce of a revolver fitted with & silencer,

which mnestled under his arm in a
shenlder holster.
To his great relicef, however, his in-

quisitor did not pursue the point of the
undischarged weapon.

With all eyes vpon him, Locke was
now gazing at a long envelope, which
a scarch of Tankorhead's coazt had
brought to light. Despite the fack thak
it was addressed to the coroner, the de-
fective slit it and withdrew the con-
tents. What he read brought s gleam
to hiz eves, for the document ran:

I ohove deeided to put ar end o

things. I cannol sleep. I am fired
af lefe, ¥ leave everything I pozssas
i this world fo my good friend

Merpyn Villiere, and ask his forgive-
nieay o taking this weay out.

(Signed) JULITAE TANEERHTAD,

A wvery interesting  decument.”
Locle mutterad to himself, and, look-
ing up, found Villiers' eyes burning
upon hnn.

“Ig that his letter to the coroner,
sit I asked Villiers. “Burely you have
no right to open %™

Starri FERRERS
LOC detective,
and his clever boy
assistant, JACK
DRAKE.

It was a fatal blunder—and ¥Villiers
realized it the moment the words hoad
left his lipes. o

“Were yon aware, then, 3Mr, Villiers,
that Tankerhead had written this te the
coroner 7" asked Locke sternlvy.

“MNol Of course not!” retorted
Villiers, “That 1s, I mean— Ah!™

“Then why should wou I]Hmp to the
conclusion that thiz 13 a letter to the
coroner 7' demanded Locke. “For the
finding of this decument in Tanker-
head's overcoat has been kept a close
secret. Isn's that so, steward ™

“1 haven't told a soul, sir, excopt tha
inspector who took charge of evervihing
when we landed,” veluntoered the
steward.,

Lacke smiled.

*1 think that will econclude mr in.
vestipation with moest of you, DM
Villiers, I must ask vou to remain; vou
others can go.”

Villiers began to tremble. On each
sitde of him he saw a stalwart constable,
Behind him was Inspector FPrecroft.
Before him was thizs smooth4ongued
individual with the black moustache
who had dared to open a8 letter
addressed to the coroner.

In a fever of apprehension, he saw
his late teavellers fle out of the
Customs shed, Then he faced Locke
with a shew of bluster.

“AMav I ask why I am detained, sir?™
he snapped angrily,

“You may,” came Locke's reply in
crisp, even tones. “You are detained
on the charge of having murdered
Julius Tankerhead 1

A pin might have Dbeen heard drop
in the Customs shed as Locke spoke
those words. Villiers rocked on his
feet. Dimlvy he became aware of the
two constables closing in on him,

“You are slso charged with the
forgery of this document,” continued
Ferrers Locke, “for thers are unmis-
takable signs that it i3 a forgery.
Why "—he sneered—"you even forgot
how to spell the name of your dear
friend Tankerhead when yvou forged his
gignature. You omitted to put in tha
ﬁn:}l ¥ -EI I_"_HI

“I didn't ! Involuntarily the denial
barst from Villiers, ¢ I
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Ha recoilad, realisinﬁ again, too late,
that he had made another fatal blunder.

Locke smiled at him coldly.

“I took a chance there, Mr. Clever
Villiers,” he remarked, “and you- fell
for my bait. The ature 13 spelt
correctly. In fact, thmgﬁr is clever
enough to send you to gaol for twent
years should our other charge brea
down. But don't let that worry you.
We have plenty more charges !

He looked meaningly &telInspector
Pyecroft, who zidled out of the door and
gave a message to the constable who
was keeping guard cutside.

“In fact, von will be accused of tha
atternpted murder of one Christopher
Dean,” began the detective. “You re-
member, Mp. Villiers, you and Tanker-
head insured his life for & hundred
thousand pounds when he attempted his
double crossing of the Atlantio. Ah*—
Locke's lip curled—"1 see that jogs
your memery [

“I den’t know what you are talking
about ! shouted Villiers. *“This 13
monstrous | Let me gol I demand——"

He broke off, and something like a
scream leit his lips as the door opened
and & young, wellset-up individual
etrode into the room.

" Dean—Dean—" :

There was hysteria in Villiers' voice
now., He shrank back and covered his
face with his hands.

“"Calm  vyourself, Villiers!™ ecame
Locke's cutting  voice.  “ Christopher
Dean it is—in the flesh; not a ghost'!
You will also be charged with the
atterapted murder of a mere boy—Jack
Drake 1

Apain the door ocpened, and this time
Jack Drake entered, clear-eved and
composed. Again an inarticulate eory
cscaped Villiers; again he recciled and
covered his face with his hands.

"He, tos, is alive,” continued Locke
relentlessly, " but no thanks to you, you
murderous villainl You left him to
dieg in Ivy Cottage, you remember, and
expected Ferrers Locke to die with him.
A very ingenious plot, my clever
friend, but it failed. To your con-
science you can add the names of a
Mr. Morris, who is beyond this world,
and to a certain lorry-driver who died
a3 & result of the injuries he received
when the car you had commandeered
collided with him !

Villiers was frothing at the maouth
now; his eyes were wild and staring.
Who was this stern-faced inquisitor who
knew so much of his past life? Where
had he garnered his mformation?

The detective watched his capiive,
with a triumphant smile. Ho knew the
wild thauFﬁts which chased their way
through Villiers' terrified mind.

“There are other charges, too,” he
concluded, “but I don’t think we shall
need them—charges which concern
certain sporting events, like football
matchies, horse-raging—you remember
you substituted 8 crack steeplechaser
for a poor horse—and swindling on a
large scale on the result of a South
African horse-race when you already
knew the result of the race. Your ¢om-
faderate, you will remem
ing in his car below the offices o g
gentleman names Jules Martinez? Ah,

I see vou are impressed by wha. I
know I - !
“Who—who the devil are youi”

Villiers literally screamed the guestion.
“(Cursa you! Who are you! What s
your pame " :

The answer came in the form of a
quick movement of the detective’'s hand
which brought away his disguise.

“Ferrers Locke! Ferrers Locke "
babbled Villiers. “I might have known
it! The man who has defcated me at

Y WAS Wi
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evary turn! The man behind the
scenes [

Locke bowed slightly.

“That will be all, Villiers, until we
meet again at the Old Dailey. Take
hml‘il Wy Pyecroft—and watch him
“-'E +JJ

But the words were barely out of the
detective’s mouth when Villiers reached
for the revolver in his shoulder holster,
drew it clear, and took quick and
vicious aim abt the man who had
brought about his dewnfall.

“Guv'nor—" .

Dirake saw the peril, and lashed out
with his foot.

Crash! Crack!

The revalver barked dully, for it was
fitted with a silencer. The bullets missed
Locke . by inches only, for Drake's
timely lunge with his foot had knocked
the weapon aside. But Villiers wasn't
beaten yet. He wheeled, almost in the
same moment, snatched a hold of
Inspector Pyecroft, and twisted himzelf
behind the CL1.I). man's broad back.

The revolver jabbed hard into Pye-
croft’s spine.

“Now, vyou clever policemen,”
screamed Villiers, “one move towards
me, and this guy goes west 1™

He laughed trivmphantly as he saw
Locke slawly lower tha automatic
which had suddenly appeared in his
hand. To cehoot now was to nvite
certain death for the innoeent Pyecroft.
Using the helpless (LLD. man as &
shield, Villiers backed tawards the door,
keeping the gun levelled at Locke and
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Drake in turn. Tt was great bluff, for
Villiers knew he had fred his last shot—-
he had commeneed that fatefol return
journey with but three live cartridges.

Ferrers Locke seemed to read s
thoughts, for in his present position
with Pyecroft as a shield Villiers could
have wiped out the lot of them if his
gun had been fully loaded.

And even while this reflection fashed
through Locke’s mind Villiers backed
out of the door, eallously elubbed Dye.
croft with the butt end of his gun, and
ran—ran with the frenzy of despair.

After him roshed Drake and Dean
and Ferrers Loecke, the latter with
levelled revolver.

Crack |

The gun spoke as Taocke aumed for
the fugitive's legs, bubt the bullet went
wide, for Villiers continued his head-
long bolt for [recdom-—and gotting be-
hind cover of a big four-engined Air-
ways plane. darted off to where a single-
seater De Havilland Moth lay already
fuelled and with engime ticking over.

Mechanies in attendance seattered as
the wild-lecking fugitive with the re-
volver menaced them. When next they
leoked, Villiers was elambering into the
plane and pushing forward the throttle,

The engine burst into full song, the
underearriage wheels began to turn as
Villiers removed the brakes holding
ithem in check, and hy the time Locke
ancd his companions raced up, the plane
had gathered speed and was swooping
across the nerodrome,
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STARTS NEXT WEEK—
AMAZING STORY OF AFRICAN ADVENTURE!

Telling of the thrill-
ing adventures of Jack
Carter and Tickler
Johnson who, while
flying over the vast-
nesses of the African

jungle, crash and
land in the clutches
of the most remark-

able man of all
times — KING
HERCULES!

King Hercules, as this big negro calls himself, has discovered hitherto
unknown radium deposits, and with the power generated by this wonder-

ful method he has built a great city in the heart of the jungle.

And his

intentions are to sweep all the * whites” out of Africa and establish a
Black Empire with himself at the head ! .

BE SURE AND READ THIS STIRRING STORY, CHUMS—IT WILL
HOLD YOU SPELLBOUND FROM THE VERY FIRST CHAPTER.

Jt commences in next week's bumper issue of “ The MAGNET."
Crder Your Copy Now 1
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In the sigle-scater Moth, Villiers
laughed witle the frenzy of a madman,
I'here was precious H ttle he kmm about
fyving, having been too afraid of the
business ta continue with the course of
mstenetion be had once paid for and
sturtogd upon. Bubk pow what little he
had learned came to lis rescue--or so
it seemoed.

He pulled back on the jovstick when
the pﬁunu b gathered fiving spewd
and zoomed wp into the air. Un.
consciously he banked the plane wildly—
s wildly, in fact. that he lurched to the
loft of the cockpit. His elutching
fingets, sceking a steadying hold some-
where, fustrncg round the throttle lover,
EUnknowingly, Villiers reduced the
power thrust of the engine to a mini-
mum a5 he jerked back, and closed the
throtile lever.

The vesult was terrifving and catas-
traphie. Tilted at an engle of forty-
five degrees, and suddenly robbed of
that forw ard thrust of the engine’ which
ix cssential to o climbing turn. the nose
of 7 the plane immediately fell, sicken-
gl

Paike a sfopm e plﬁmf' sereamedl |;":|'I'I'|I|Il-
wards, fwisting round apd vouwd in oa
shuttlecock movement, -

In the cockpit, wild-cxed and frenzied,
Villiors wrenediod at the jovstick and
the engine throattle in vain, He knew
that hiz last moment had come.  And
as thase same fear-ridden eves eaught a
glimpse of a whirling wing-spread as
the plane iu:Lvlml arthwards for the
ingvitable orasli, Villievs, with the fear
of death npon him, conjured vp o vision
af an accusing foeo” Julins ‘Panker
head s

It peered st him with a hHxed and
deadly stare—a-figure of reiribution, I
wns the last thing in his Life Mervyn
Villiers over -remenibered.

The plane boried itzolf f-::rl.n fcw:-t deep
into the soft turf of the acrodrome with
ali appalling evash ‘that rocked the
-ground for a hundred yards around.
Wings buckled bark on the fuselage in
aw inoxplicable”™ mix up. Then before
the aerodrome ambulanee ‘could reach
i  wreckage the splashing, gushing

ol Baved p dn & mighty Dblaze.
(,1 vaf im:guua of orange and red flamoes
billowed out 11 an all-enveloping cloak.
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hiding  from il horrified gaze of
Ferrera Locke and his compantons the
ghastly end of the rean who had plaved
f!l(‘h an important part in cach of their
1% (5.

Locke's face was grim and set as he
icd Trake and Christopher Dean away
from the ghastly seone.

“Well, like all criminals, he beat
himself.” he znid soberly. “Ihs own
vanity amd conecit were his nndoing.
'lf"'nmr-, voen follows, let's gpet back to
Baker Sirect. Our work is done M

“XYou're forgetting Pyeeroft, gav'-
nor ' Drake reminded him, and [mrntml
to tlhe doorway of the Customs shed
putside which o stalwart fignre was

lolling, -holdhig an aching head between
two bruwny palms,

ANOTHER TIP-TOP: ECH'D'D‘L
TALE TO READ!

“CUSSY'S CRICKET PARTY!"

Sia: ring the old. favourites of
jl:‘n s— Tom Mcrw & Co.

—in a 'rollicking lofg slory

of -fun and adventure.
It appears in this week’s grand
number of our companion paper

The GEM

On Sale Now - - Price 2d.

D you goet hoa 57
who, having only just come to, was un-
aware of what lhad happened ont there
un the acrodromoe,

Locke shook lis head,

“Na! 1 didn't get Kt But no one
will ever see Villiers alive ag'nn H
plaved with death and- Jost '™

THE EXND,

panicd Pyecrofi,

{(Whaterer wou do, chwms, don't miss
the opewing  chapters  of: “THE
BEACKR HEROCULENMM=pn .:rm{;::n:l.r;
story of Afrieaw n.r."rmnrw introduci
Fack Curvice and Tieklir Johnson, dm*
wail  pilols, and  King - LHur-er’e.g, f;l".rr
blaek terver!—which aill, appear in
next  week's  bumper  dssve  of  the
Magxer.)

~ his ehes were Tpulled,”

BACKING UP BUNTER!

(Continued from pogs 23.)

Standing at the open windew, they
warlted for Walker of the Sixth.

He arrived in a fow minutes. o
leoked rather dubicusly at the faces
withitr.

“Look here, I'm coming in?" sakd
Wn!l-mr.

O, do! said Bob Cherry.

“Whe's stopping weu?” grinned the
Bounder.

Walker of the Sixth grasped the
broad stone =-|n, andl swhng himself up.
He barged in at the open t‘-llld{-‘-‘r
JImmediately gix-or-seven pairs of hiands
closed on him.= What happeted® next
spemed  liker a fearful nightmave to
James Walker. IHeo hardly knew what
bhappened to him. DBt he koew that
hiz nose-tweaked,

and an inkpot

hiz collar  jerked off, .
‘He was " m &

empticd over his head !

shockihg state: when'be was  pitched
back  into the quad; bitt he was glad
to .[:r't timmf
e 10 pasped © Walker! 0w
f.‘rnc:-ugh Wondogh 1
*Clome on, YWa '!-uul R

“Try it on ag.ﬂm “ald bean
“ila, ha, ha' _ .
Walkey dud nok tey mwoon agnin.

tottered away to report failure,

1[.'

The Remeve,  vietertoos . for  the
wment, at least, remained in . posses
sion of the 'Rag—aud of Milly DBunter!

What wnz pomg to harmun neaxt
poboddy eonld fell !
Tanter, the bone of contention, was

safe for the present. . Sacked Ly the
Head, he was still at Geevfriars, and
the Remove were determined to keep
him thers!,  Obviously, such o sifua.
tion could  not last ]u:-ng‘ But how it
was ‘gojng to turn out nobody conld
ErOn Eieas
THE EXD.

(“BUNTER THE DODGER " is the
titles of the um:.{ grand yurn iR thirs
nagnificent series, starving the chums of
fircyfriars. Be swre and read thiz top-
ping aack, ehams; wou'll enjoy cvery
tine of itl)
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GOLFERS, NOTE!
The Courtfield Golf Club wish me

to deny the rumour that their course
was destroyed by earthquake yesterday,
I have no hesitation in stating that it
was quite all right before 1 played

Common-room.

i on it.—P. PROUT, M.A., Masters’

8 ——— S

No. 90 (New Series).

EDITED BY HARK¢ WHARTON.
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Al, Al Al!
Nlﬂmbe.rs of the Ancient Drder of
Remove Redskins are asked to note
Pon. & Co. are picnicking on Popper’s
Island next Wednesday afternoon.
War canoces will start from the boat-
house at 3 o'clock sharp. Bring vour

June 23rd, 1934. |

OWIl

CHERRY, Study No. 13, Remove.

tomahawks |—(Signed) BOB |
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GREYFRIARS
100 YEARS AGO

Those whao thought that George Wharton,
of the' Fouwrth Form, could nover surpass
the heighis of impudence to which he had
alrcady risen, received o rude shock on the
college ericket fiold last week.

One would have imagined that be had
achieved gquile enpurgh alvready to satisly
the wmipet ardent sceker alter notoriety,
During his _shwl earcor at Greylrinvs, as
renders ol these noles are aware, he haa (1)
led a rebellion of juniors, {2) supnressed 1he
time-lhonoured practice of ™ bullying * and
(-3} rovolutionized the Greyfeisrs game of
fontbull. :

" But theso exploils, seciningly, are not
enough to salisfly CGeorse Wharton : and on
sSaturday last he added to them by publicly
criticising the Greyhiars style of  ericket
and demonstrating a4 new siyvle which he
states (with what autherity none can say )
i5 being played at cerioain other achools
nowveadiay s,

Hia demonstration, which was ecarried out
on the ericket ficld with the aid of a number
of young Greylriars sportemen, was watched
by o Jarge erowd. It aroused much hostility,
especially among the sonjors.

As o gune, it i3 much more eomplicated
than cricket as wo know it. Two wickels
are used instead of the single wivket which
12 abways wsed at Greyivines and two strikers
play togeiher, both having to mn te the
oppesiie wickel o seore a single noteh.,  As
mauy as cleven players are allowed on the
ficld to oppose thoe strikers, and the objection-
nble ** throwing ball "' or * overarm pitel,”
i3 freely permilled,

Readers will gather from all this that
Whartow’s game, judged by conveniional
Creylvinrs standards, i8 not cricket at all,
but just a vewfangled hoteh-poteh. TFor all
wo know or care, 1t may have o teraporary
vogue, Bnut Greylviara will sicadfastly set
her face against such a profentions mixture,

Wharton should be tulI:l not to go too far.
He hos escapod scot-free out of most of his
exploits. Let him understand in advance
that there will be a different story to tell if
he interferes with the cricket of our fore-
inthera !

{{f 18 dnteresting lo niole that in spite of these
Protestaleons  of loyaliy do the single.wicket
game, il was not long before (reyfriars abolished
. Linder-arm bowling scon went, too=ils
end being Lustened, no doult, by the skill at-
tarned by several players who became over-arm
bowlers after George Wharton had shown them

how much more could be done by it than by the
oid methods j—10d.)

BUNTER'S LONGEST
DAY THEORY

rH_L':a'.tF.'u vou've overlooked i, we waonli
menticn that we havo almost roached mid-
sumiier and the longest dav,

Which reminds us that Billy Bonter refuses
Lo belivve that it really i the longzess day.

He says he lougest doy in the werld's
Bistury was the day when hoe wol lost on the
Like aud weat without dinoer and tea !

RAKE GOES TO SEA

“A Sailor’s Life For Me!”

Determination was  writ
large over Dick Rake's coun-
tenance 43 he strods down to
the gates one day last week.
There were other wunusual
features about him, too. He
was wearing a white sailor
ecap in place of his straw hat
and he ecarried o bundle of
something  wrapped in =2
spotted red ham{E‘-:arehiaf on
the end of & cricket stump
aver his shoulder.

H Goeing hiking ? 7 a “ Grey -
friata Hevald "' representative
askod him curiously.

“Hiking! Bah!l" eaid
Ralke, who had a distant look
in his oyea. “ I'm going to
sem

The " Herald ™ representa:
tive misunderstood him and
asked : * To sea what ¥ ™ and
this guestion drew from Rake
the surprising weply: “To
see the sSeven seas of Lhe
world, vou ass! To saee
strange foreign poris where
men  are men and  sehools
don't exist ! Tn other wonrds.
I'm fed up with school life
and I'm going Lo beoeomo a
sailor 1"

* Groat pip
~The " Herald * representa-
tive  was  surprised—and
Bnle’s friends, one or {wo
aof whom happened to be in
the wvicintty, were alarmed !
They were aware that he had
recently  been up. on the
carpet over his prep. and also
recoived in unlucky sequence,
two or three swishings from

refects for sundry offences—
ut they hadn't anticipated
that it would affect him to
the extent of driving him t{o
sca |

“ But—but you can'tf*
objected Morgan, falling in
besils Roke.

“0ld man, you mustn't !

said Wibley, falling in on the
other side. " DBe reazonable,
you knoow!"

* Just what I am being
retorted Hake, " It's un-
reasonable to expect a man
to root about in a giddy achool
all his hife. I'm beingr more
reasonable than that—I"'m go-
ing to sea!"

And all their arguments
were in vain,

CQuite a crowd accompanied
Rake to PEFE Villaga, which
was evidently to bo the start-
mg-point for his marntime
career. There was a good
deal of curicsity to Lknow
exnctly how one became a
sailor, and fellows who heard
about Rake's decision didn’t
intend to misa the chance of
linding out all about it.

g n
+

For ihe henefit of thoso
who were not there, we may
zay that if Rake is to be relied
on, going to sea is as easy
as rolling off a log.

(Al you have to do is to
F1F]1 out any fair-sired vessel
yimg at anchor off the conat
and hire a boatmon to row
you out to it.

Mind you, even that ian't
a8 easy a8 it may sound lo

You sce, it happened to be
rather choppy in the bay and
the little tub Rake hired to
take him to the ehip in which
he bad decided to instal him-
self pitched and tossed in a
moat alarming fashion.

Before he had left the shore
more than ten yards behind,
Rake bhad bogun to change
eolour. At a distance of
fifteen wyards his face was
deadly white, At {wenly
yards it was turning green.

Suddenly, Rake's pala on
the heach saw hon making
imploring gestures to the old
salt who was doing the
rowing, The next thing they
knew was that the boatman
was turning his little cralt
back to the shore again !

“DBut I thought you said
vou were roing to sea 7" ox-
ctaimed the * Greyfriars
Herald ¥ representative, as
Fake stagcercd on to the
beach again., " Thd you for-
get soracthing 7"

“Mmmmmmm f Y waa  the
only reply BRake would give—
and he hasn't said much more
than that about it since.

Ae econ as his eomplexion
had returned {o normal, he
dizearded hizs nauticnl head-
gear and bundis and returned
to Greylriars, where he has
remained vp to the time of
going to press.

Some fellows” ambitions are
exsily salisfied. Rake's am-
bition for a life on the ocean
wava Seeme to have been satis.
fied with two minu{es of it:!

Dicky Nugent's
. Weekly Wisdom

Bince Kipps, of the Re.
move, bought & trick sword
and started studying eword-

heen sedly negleckied.
Better look out, Kipps!
If you don’t stop swallowing

soms people.
it wasn't easy for Rake !

WOULD YOU BELIEVE IT?

potting it in the neck !

swallowing, his lessons have.

that eword socn, you'll be—{
v at,

SIMPLY MUST SAVELIVES

River Corps Too Keen

When Tom DBrown started
i Corps of Life-savers to

trol the banks of the Sark
ﬁ.ﬁn the bathing season,
u*ery%bdy said it was a jolly
gaod idea.

Later opinions are not so
enthusipstic. Even & pood
idea can be overdone, and
post {ellows have already
‘tomne to the conclusion that
there’s a danger of Tom
Brown's hife-saving idea being
very much overdono !

The life.zavers hegan apera.-
bions last Monday, and up
o the time of going to press
they are officially reported to
gave eaved fifteen lives !

On those figures they've
rertainly justified their exist.
snee, and we're as ready as
anyome  to cheer. There's
only one thing that stops us.
“« NOT ONE OFF THE FII-
TEEN ILIVES “BAVED"
WAS IN THE SLIGHTEST
DANGER |

Temple, of the Upper
Fourth, 'was the first of the
#ictims. He was ewimming
perfectly soundly and con-
tentedly in the pool when
there was o yell of * Life-
savers, ahoy!” Three fel-
lows promptly plunged into
the water, surrounded Temple,
srabbed him by the hair and
ears, and pulled him to the
ghove.

Temple had assumed that
it was a Form rag,  When the
life-savors told him, apparent-
ly 1n all zerionsness, !-Eat they

had been saving his life,

iTempla’s jaws dropped and |

he just etsred at them. He

hasn’t been the same fellow

smnee !

- Wa haven't the slighteat
jeciion to that little inci-

of courge. The life.

savers are welcome 1o fry
ont their stuffi on as many
:':{ the Upper Fourth as they
ike.

But we do put our foot
down whon Tom Brown and
his merry mon start life-
saving stunls with Removites
—-particalarly in cases where
the said Removites are quite
capable of looking after their
own lives!

Erown & Co. already claim
to have saved, among others,
Eob Cherry, Jolnny Bull and
Redwing of the HRemove—
and these three happen to be
three of the sirongest swim-
mers i the Form !

We funcy they’ll beeome &
bit subdued, though, after o
little incident that occurred
on the rmiver yesterday.

Trever and Deamond, two
of Browny’s [lollowers, toolk
it on themselves to plunge
in and rescue Tnbb of the
Third,

Neither of 1hem, asz it
happens, are wvery strong
swimmers, and in o matter of

gaconds both were in diffi-
culties in midstream.
Fortunately, the fag they
had set out to * save " iz one
of the finest swimmers in
the Lower School, and ho was
able 1o give them sufficient
help to efable themn to return
to the bank. The life-zsavers,
therefore, had the unusual
experience, for life-savers, ol
having their own lives saved !

Our heartiest good wishes
still go out to the Rewowve
Corps of Life.savera.

But {or their own sakes as
well as ours, we hope they’ll

canduect their Iil‘c&m-ing with
a lhttle less enthusinsm in

E fulure !

IN MORE WAYS THAN ONE

Smithy offered a pound to any Removwite who succeeded
in riding the bucking rule in Popper’s Mead for two consecu-
tive minutes any Wednesday afterncon ; but nobody lms vet

claimed the eash,

The remarkable thing about ib, too, is that enthusiasm

for that gquudlet seemms to be wanin
weeks aitendances hyve * fallen o

rapidly ; in the last iwo
" gonsiderably !

NO WONDER!

FPazsing a eollection of caravans near Greyfriars the other
day, we noticed Mr. Prout, who never tirez of country life,
regaling the Romany folk with yarna of his hunting deys.

he seepne reminded us of

an old song: * Listen to the

Cipsgies Yawning,” or something of the kind, we fancy!

GREYFRIARS FACTS WHILE YOU WAIT!

To prove the existence of Buntfer

Court, his magnificeat, but
fictitions home, Bunter once
produced a

; fhntnémph of an
umpressive czstle. Uoiorlunalely,
Skinoer recognized it 2z a little-
Epown castle belonging (o0 a

scottish peer |

Rake is the roller-skating cham-
pion of the Remove. He can beat
anybody for speed—but when he
bowled over . Prout, he wesn’t
fast enough to cocape the vials
of wrath! 'When Prout had
Frizhed, Rake felt * rolled ™ as
Bat as a “‘gkate ** ]

Fisher T. Fisk is ¢ greatl hareains
bunter, and was very pleasad witk

au alerm-clock which he snappae "

up at a ssle—iiil it went off ot

lonr in ths morning, rousing the

reat of the Remove te Lomicidal

fury 1 Fisby's " alarm ¥ way
‘¢ sttiliiog M |

* hrower, Bolsover major is eager
imitaie him by ** cuflining '* &
victinz with knives, He was very

gonoyed when both Snosp and
atott refozed point blank to act aa

vilunteery to be ** cutlined ** |

Having sesn a professipnal koile-

Keeniy in fyi
Frauk dukicaid

intarested
Mugent las

Thers waz a Caplafn Paccooye
at ths Baifle of Trafalvar—but
gseversl modasl aeroplanes. His Ceeil

Ponsonhy, of Higheliffe,

chums werz interested fo fry out does not take after his hergic

some of Nngent's latest models— ancestor.
and their fying performances, sz ecad,

“Ioky ** . remarked.
“ astoundiogly tecrific *? )

He iz & spesk and
Ha put up his fists against

ware:-Peter Todd the other day—-but

Toddy won 1

ARE THE FOURTH
RE-ARMING??

Delegates’ Sinister
Conference Tactics

To a auperficial observer, the recent Diig-

Farmament Conforence between the Romove

and the Upper Fourth was a tremendens
success. The Fourth delegates scomoed to
agreo to almoat every proposal put forwand
Ly the Remove delegates, and thers was an

Falmosphiere of geniality and goodwill presend

which made the future of Dissrmament seen:
VOrY Tody.

There wore some in the Remove, however,
who deteeted something slightly sinister m
tho excessive friondliness of the Upper Fourth.

"They felt that Templo answered Yoz ' oo
Hitle ‘too quickly when asked whether he

R

would support the total abolltion of land
mines and study doorway booby (rape.

They had an idea that he assentod all oo
eazily to Bob Cherry’s proposul that, for 1ho
purpose of comparing arms, one holster
alipuld be regarded as equal to two pillows,
and two pillows as cqual to five pen.shootrrs,
Apart from all that, ihey regarded with
doep suspicion the way the Fourth delegates
kept on smiggering and digging each uhlwr
in the rihs all through tho conference.

Thinking over it aiterwards, somo of the
Remove delegales felt thal thers must hbo
more bohind all this than met the eye. The
question that logieally followed that 2na-
picion was : ARE THYE FOURTH SECRET-
LY RI-ARMING ? _

Waell, dear readers, the * Greylriars
Herald ™ ean answer that questicn bere ad
ngw !

As soon as tho conlerence was over wo sent
# specia] representative up to the Fouwrth
Form dormitory to find out what he 1Eﬂ1t|li
about the present state of Upper Fourth
OTIMAmEent. . .

By sagming his shoulders, opening his
mouth, and letting his tongue loll oub, hn
waa abla to give tho guands the improssion
that he was a member of the Upper Fourth.
He thus gained access to a corner of the dotin
whieh strangers are not usually allowed to
enter. .

His discoveries are amazing !

The Fourth bave sceretly accumulated o
stock of arms large enough to enuble them
to declare war om tho rest of Greyliiwrs at
auy moment they like with every chance ol
Buig COER. )

Bolsters, pillows, pea-shooters and anununi-
tion, sont, four, and treacle, not to mncopiion
ogrs of Wnmense agoe ars ptorud in amading
yuantity M this secret arsenal! <

Zo there's now no longer muy nead fo asa
the question, ** Are the Feurth Re-avaieg T

Thev've alveady re-ammed ! .

Awiul shwne that the work of e hzarma-
ment Confercnes should be vendercd Tutily
ign'e it ¥

Nob that it really matters bwo honis

To toll vou the truth, we ig the Hromove
have been looking on the Fourtly with sese
pivion for seme time-—and, Just Lo e sum
of our continned supremacy, wove georetly
r¢-armed ourselves a long thue ago ]



