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THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

DON'T WAIT FOR AN INVITE . . . JOIN UP RIGHT NOW with—
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A TOUR OF THE SCHOOL. The Remove Passage.

{1)
You won’t find the calm of the Clolstors,
No quiet seclusion is hére,
The fellows aren’t dumb like the aysters,
Or like the old frizre—no fear |
They like to make plenty of clatter
_To let people know they've alive,
If others objeet—what's it matter?
At least, till the prefects arvive!
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AFTER SCHOOL HOURS
Chess Champions

1]
Lon ara ago—well, more or less—
Wwi wﬁ quite o fap,
A grand and thrﬂlin%
Was started in the wf
Mark Linley challenged Hurree Singh
To fierca and iur?ui tight,
And tried to checkmata Inky's king
With bishop, pown, and knight.

game of chess

(2)

He moved 2 rook—wo held our breath,
And Inky lost his head;

With trembling feet, as pale as death,
He tottered off to bed;

He tossed in anguish till the dawn,
Then rose and sought the board ;

With steady hand he moved a pawn!
Jemima! How we roared!

13)

But Linley, thongh.ha dered not speak,
Was ready to ottack;

Ha thought it over for a week,
'Fhen moved the castle back !

Just like o falchion from its sheath
Flashed Inky's eychalls keen!

He squared his jaw and sct his teelh,
And firmly moved his queen !

t4)
Term after term, night after night,
Was finished and begun,
But never a moment ceased tho fight
Of the one snd the—other onel
When hishops, rooks, and knights were
gone,
The queens in combat met,
And etill the gamo went dragging on—
It hasn’t finished yet!

e i

(2}

At times, Horaee Coker comes charging

Right into the place like a chumyp,
And then there is shouting and barging
As Colier gocs DLI*-—-—WII‘.% a bump!
And often when Bunter's been bagging

HBome tock from the study pext doot,
The noiss of his sulsequent ragging

Is just like the Japanese war!

[3)

And yet, through the din and the
roaring, ;
One fellow is ::u.lm!f 1next,
(Hd Mauly 13 peacefully snoving
Till Cherry looks in-—with a squirt !
With teacups and knives jffauil:i,.r clinking,
he passage outside full of fun,
(Oh, pity ma, sitting here thinking
And  wuiting:  but—Whoopee '—I'm
tdone t

THE GREYFRIARS
ALPHABET

JAMES HOBSON,
Captain of the Shell Form.

IT 18 for Bobzon of the Shell,

A Form he captains very well;

Quite easy to pet on with, he's

A very simple chap to please, _

i':nuﬁ-mmpered. rugged, rather ‘plain,
t hoast & lot of brain,

He doesn

il

But Hobby's loyal all the while,

And mects mizfovfune with a snule,
The chicf misforione fwe cnduves

Ia Ilosking and his overtures,

His music-loving stndy-minate,
Composing at a fearful rate

'T'he most appalling screnade,

Alakes Hobby listen while it'a played!
He hears it to the bilter cod. )
Great jumping erackers | What a friend !

ANSWER TO PUZZLE
The sceond train would avrive first.
It's sverage speed is 45 m.p.h., while
the other train's is 40 m.p.h.

: A WEEKLY BUDGCET

i OF FACT AND FUN
By

i  THE GREYFRIARS

! RHYMESTER
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GREYFRIARS GRINS

Fisiror T. Fish liad a8 dud sixpence
recently, But not for long.
- Mr Twigg, dfter whopping a dozen
inky fags. :endls his cane to be decar-
bonised.

While Toddy was out, Bunter kindly
kept his iriod sosses warm by wrapping
himself round them.

Wingate found his chimney smoking
this morning. I[}e gave it a hundred
lines.

Something onght te be done about the
behaviour in the French elass. Moszoo
talks so louwd we can't hear otrselves
speak.

Tom Redwing says that if theve's any-
thing in a fellow, the sea will bring it
out. It often doca!

Angel of the Fourth has been spotted
coming ot of the garden of the Threa
Fizhers, His exeuse, that he was trying
to help o poor little robin with a hroken
wing, has not been well reccived. In
fact, he got ithe bird!
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PUZZLE PAR

Two trains run lrom Counpthield
to Londan and back each day.
The first gocs ap at 6] m.piﬁ‘
and bhack at 30 m.ph.  The
second does 45 mpdi. in cach
direction. Which gots back frse?

Answer at foot of column 2.

TSI e DR T LR L L]
IFFEEEFEAREENEFETERRAERA ALY

IFNEEFEARAEEN ERRSFREd ek A FARAFRAA TR ERREA R

Gosling denies that hie takes whisiy,
rReent g}' doctor’s ordeva.  The ex.
pression of horror oir his face wien ho
talies hiz medicing wounld move o heagt
of stune. I don't think!

After nilling the fwmea of Prout's
cigarz, we know what killed the grizaly
bears! Not his vifle!

I sce n thae papers ‘that steels
toughened glass, warranted not to erack
in any circumstances, has just bern
invented. Now DBaolsover major will be
able to have hia photograph taken.



WONDERS WILL NEVER CEASE !

Mr. Quelch, a master at Greylriars, has been the vieilm

of & wild and reckless rag—and Billy Bunter, the fat and funky Owl of the Remove, not only admits
that he’s the guilty person, but brags of it ]

TER #c BRAGGER |

By FRANK R
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“* Who cares for Queleh ? ** said Bunter, as he strutted about the Rag with his fat litfle nose in the

air,

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Lines for Two !

Al"!
R “ Woaoo-hooooh 1”7
: Mr. Queleh jumpeid,

Really, it was quile a sirpris-
ing ocenrrence it fhe Remove Torm
Boom at Greyfriars.

The rap of the ruler on Billy Dunter’s
fat knuckles sounded nlmost like a
Fiaml-shnt, and the wyell that followed

airly woke the cchoes.

All the Remove stared round, as well
as their IForm-master. .

Queleh had been abont o peoint oul
some detail of intersst—or otherwize—
on o large map that hung over the
blackboard on the eascl. ITis back had
boen partly turned for the moment,

But at that sudden rap and that loud
vell of anguish, the Remove master spun

ronnd and pglarcd at his clazs.
“What—" he thundered, “ Who—"
“Oh! AR! Owl!l Wow!™ howled

Billy Bunter, sucking frantically at hiz
fat Lnuckles, “Deast! Ow! Qooogh!
Wow I
* Buntor—-"
"Whooo-lwoop I howled DBunler.

“8hut up, you asal” whispered Dol
Cherry.
“"Ow!l Wowl Ah! Oh! Qoaoh!™

* Bunter, what——"

Some of the Remaovites grinmed asz
Micky Desmond was scen to slip a ruley
under his desk. Micky, who was sitting
next to Bunter, tried to look as if he
knew nothing about rulers. Perhaps he
regretted that hasty rap when Bunter's

“I've made him sit up once, and I'll make him sit up again !

frantie voell rang through the Form-
room and drew Queleh's attention.

“Bunter,” thundered Mr. Quelci,
“what do you mean? What——"

“Qw i Aly knuckles ! howled Bunier.
“0Oh eriiey ' You beast, Desmond——""

“ Desmand 17

*¥is. sorr " mumbled Micky.

“Did vou strike Bunter with a ruley I

“I—=I—I—" stammered Micky.

“*Yez,” or "No'? thundered Alr.
Queleh.

“Bure, I rapped the fat
knuckles, =aorr 1" confeszed Micky.

“Upon my word! How dare you do
anvthing of the kind, especially in
elass! 1 shall cane you severely,
Ieswond, for such an act 1™

basto's
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Micky opened his mouth, and shut 1%
agpain. Other fellows looked at him.
Bome of them had seen why Micky had
rapped those fat knuckles 8¢ far as
Mr. Quelch could sce, it was o sudden
ithoughtless prank that had disturbed
{the serenity of the Form-room. Harry
Wharton & Co. and three or four other
fellows were aware that Dunter's fat
hand had been shiding under Micky's
desk, groping for zomething there—pro-
bably toflee!

Fat lot I care for beaks I "’

Dut Micky was not going fo tell
Quelel so—for two good reasens. He
was not going to “tell ® on Bunter, and
he did not want to reveal the fact that
I:]rz had brought o packet of toffec into
class.

As Micky did not choose to explain, it
was nobody else’s business to do so,

Mr. Quilch picked up the cane from
his desk, and signed to Micky to step
ont berore the IForm.

Micky roze reluctantly to his feet.

“Yow-ow-o0w-ow ! came from Bunter.

“Silence, DBunter!” rapped Mr.
Quelch.

i YEE, gir ! Yow-ow-on-ow "

“Will you be silent, Bunter??
“Oh, certainly, sirl Yow-ow-ow-ow-
ow ™

Micky was about to leave his place
when another fellow rose to s feet.
That fellow was Carter, the new junior
in the Remove,

“If you please, sir—" zaid Carter.

“What—vwhat bhave vou Lo s&y,
Carter I snapped Mr. Quelch.

“1 think, sir, that Bunter otght to tell
vou why Desmond rapped his knuckles,”
sald Carter.

“8hut up, Carvier I whispered Harry

Wharton,
“Fair Iilav’a a jewel!” answered
Carter. “I don't see Desmond getting

licked for nothing 1™
“No bizney of

Frank Nugent.
“Bilence 1o the class! You may sic

vours ¥ muttered

down, Carter! Buanter, why did
Dezmond rap your knuckles 74
“Owl Because he's a beast, sirl
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Wowl]l I wasn't atter the toffeal”
gaspod Bunter. “I never knew he had
any toffee ™

“Toffce 1" thundered Mr. Quelch.
“Did you say tolfee, Bunter

“0Oh, no, sir! I mean to g2y, I never
regchicd under Desmond’s desk for his
toffen, sir! I never knew he had anyl
I—I was going to borrow a—o—a pen-
nib ¥
_ “Desmond, have you brought toffee
into the Form-room "

“¥is, sorr 1" groaned Micky.

“Hand it to me at ongo |

Mr. Quelch tossed the packet of toffce
inta the wastepaper-basket. Rather to
Micky's relief, he laid down the cane.
Carter’s imtervention had stopped the
whopping, at all events.

“¥ou should not have rapped Bunter's
knuckles, Desmond! However, [ shall
excuse you, in the circumstances,” aaid
Mr. Quolch. “VYou will take a hundred
lines from tho first book of Virgil for
bringing comestibles inte the Form-
rﬂﬂm Iu

“¥is, sore ¥

* Buntores—""

“1—1 didn’t!” gasped Bunter, in
glarm. “1 wasn't after the toffce, sirl
It—it was all & mistake! JI—I1 was
_simg.ly veaching under Desmond's dask
to borrow somo blothing-paper, sirl”

" n my wordl® exclaimed Mr.
Qu&lcﬂ]

“T never knew there was any toffee
there sir!” said Bunter anxiously, “I
naver saw Desmnond put it there when
we came in, sirl Hesides, I don’t like
toffee, sir! Jt—it's one of tho things
I—1 dislike most—"

“Will you be silent, Bunter i

“Oh, yes, sir]l But I never reached

ofter that toffee, sir; I just wanted to
get a pencil—"

“You will take a hundred lines,
Buuter

“Oh, really, sip—"

“And i you ulter another word, 1
shall canc you1? i

Blli;f Bunter blinked at im throursh
his big spectacles, and dJdid not utter
another word.

“You will both bring the lines to mo
before tea I said Mr. Quelch. “If thero
18 another interruption, I shall canc the
offender I¥

Geography was
Remove-room. .

Billy Bunter turncd his eyes and his
spectacles on Carter.  He %'n}*e the new
junior o glare that bade fair fo crack
those big spectacles,

“¥ou rotton sneak ! breathed Bunter.

Arthur Carter was a relative—a dis-
tant relative—of the fat Owl of the
Remove. Bunter had rf.iinicud when he
left his former schaol and came to Groy-
friars, having told every fellow who
wonted to hear, and still more who
didn’t. tha: Carter was a rich relation

his But Carter, from his frst day
&' (iroyiriars, had barred Bunter, and
not & single crumb from the rich man’s
table had come Bunter’s way. So in a
few days: Billy Bunter's deep affection
for hi: rich relation had turned to
scornful dislike. But never had he dis-
liked him so much a3 now

Carter shrugged his shoulders.

"Sneakim_r,h cast 1" hiszod Bunter.

Mr Queleh looked round sgain.

*Are yon talking in class, Bunter i
he esked.

“Oh we, ziel I never opened my
moutt [ only =said to Carter—"

“If vou speak again, Bunter, I shall
double your unposition !

After which, William Georgo DBunter
was dumb

Tue Maicxer Lismany.—No. 1,562.
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THE SECOND CHAPTER.

Drastic Measures |
i ARG 1" said Harry Wharton.
“Look Lere—* ]

exclaimed
Bob Cherry.
He had po timo to say more.

The Famoaous Five of the Removre had
come up to tea. As they reached the
doorway of Study No. 1, DBoh Cherry
was nbout to walk on and leave his
friends there.

Ever since Carter, tho new fellow, had
been in Study No. 1 with Wharton and
Nugent Bob had aveided that study
like a plague-spot.

On this cceasior he was gquite. unable
to avord it; for at the word from the
captain of the Remove, his four friends
euddenly barged him inte the doorway,
and he weat spinning in.

He spun headlong, stumbled owver,
and sat on the carpet, wiih a bump
and & roar,

Four grinning faces looked at him
from the doorway.

b sat up and glared at them.

Having barged him into the study,
Huarry harton and Frank Nugent,

Johinny Bull and Hurreo Jamset
singh, were blecking the deorway, te

bar him from escape—packing their
gorl, as it were

“¥ou silly ossesl" gasped DBob
Cherry.

" Ready for tea, old chap?" asked
Nugent affably.

“ Not herc !'" snorted Dob.

IHe scrambled to his feet, with a red
and wrathy face. But thore was no
getting out  of the study, without

cherging his friends like a bull. The
daoorway was well defended.
“Now, look here, Dob——"" egai(

Johnny Butl _

“Let me get out, you fatheadsi™
granted Bob,

“No exit,” said Nugont,

“You silly ass—"

“MNow don't play the goat, Iob,”
said  Harry Wharton  soothingly.
“We've alwavs fed togelther in thia
study, and we're not going to chnck
it becans¢ veu don't like that man

Carter. He doesn’t bite—" )
“] won't sit down toa tea wiih
Carter. ™

“Well, you can feed standing up like
a horze, if you like that heirer, sup-
gested Johnny DBull,  “What about
that ¥

“Ha, ha, hat"

Bob grinned for a moment, 1t was
not casy for Bob Cherry o resist the
blandishiments of his friends.  Ile lLad
a sunny npature; and even if he dis-
hked a fellow, hiz good 1emper and
good nature generally pot the upper
hand. That made hia deep dislike of
Carter all the more puzzling and
oxasperating to his friciwls,

Thay were a little donbtful, porhaps,
about the new fellow themselves,  Buk
on the whole they did not =zco any
great barm in him. They zaw no good
reason  why Dob  should cut  Study
No. 1 slm&!ﬂ because it was Carter's,
as well as arton’s and Nugent's, Bo
now they wore dealing witly the
difficulty,

*You seo——" grunted Daob.

“The point 18, that wo don’,"
answered Huorry, *Carter’s come here
from wnother school, and I dare s
he's got his own ways; but we don't
pee any reason at all why you shonld
bar hun in this fatheaded waw”

“The barfulness is not the proper
caper, my cesteemed and idiotiec Bob,”
said Hurree Jamset Bom Singh, with
a shake of his dusly head,

“Why not chuck playing the
gshed Johnny  Bull, * Altes

oat
all, i’z

Dbawled Baolb.

not vour way fo bo & sulky acs, Dol

Bob gavo an angry grunt.

g on't like the chap. T dou't
want {o say anything against him, but

can't stand hBimi® he spappod.
“Look what he did the oiher day—
complaining to Quelch nhont Buutey
bagging hiz tuck—~"

“Well, yes, but—="

“And this afternoon,”
“eneaking to Queleh—*

“He mught have held his tongue,”
agreed Harry. E‘“Ht, Bunter ought 1o
have spoken oytre——

“1.know that but—"

“He saved Desmond from geiling a
whopping,'” said Nugent. “*1iezsed if
I Eknow whether a chap should have
epoken or notl I supposo Caricr
t :mi(ght he Dughteee—"

“¥at lot ho cares ahout what ln
ought to do!® growled Bob. “llo
wanted: to land Bunter-into a row.”

“Well, he doesn’t seem frightinily
foud of This ation,””  admitted
Wharton,

*0h, bother the cad I prunted DBoh.
“1 don't want to row with him. 1
want to steer clesr of him.”

“Yon're mnot going to ot this
study I said tho captain of the Re-
move deoidedly, “*We don't cut
Jolinny's study f:ccu.um he's got Eishy
there.  And. I suppose Carter's a bit
better than Fishy.'”

*Worse I g}uﬁtﬁd Bob.

“Oh, rot! The chap’s quite ready Lo
bo friendly with youw—"

“Let mo catch him being fiiendly
with mel"” growled Bab.

“You're an unressonsble ass!”

FWell, if I'm an uvhreasonable ass,
vou don't want me in this study, =0
let a follow get ont.™

“But wo do, old bean. We're too
fond of you to part with yon,’ exid
FFrank Nogent, laughing. [ say,
wo ve pob o cake for teg I'?

“¥ou silly chump|”

“* And two kinds of jam—"

“Iathend ™ _

“And donghnuts—"

“Will vou_ stop talking silly rot®”
roared Beb Cherry.  Now, look here,
J'm going out of thia study before

CUarter conmes u{?."
hester, chargot!  On,

gro alad Doh,

“F Chavge,
Stanley, on!” guoted Frank Nugent.
And the fonr stood ready for a

vhargo.

“Will vou stop playing the goal?”

voared Bab. )
] “That’s what we're asking yom o
0.
“I've o jolly pood mind to LIlF the
Iot .of vou over intoe the passage!l”
haoted Yah.

“ Help 1™ exclaimed Johnny Bull.

“Jia, ha, hal”

“I'm pgoing out of this
“Now chift !

And ho chareed nt the erammed
doorway.

His friends did not shift. They gtag-
gored, wnder the hefty charge; but
they rallied, and grasped theie recal-
citrant chum on all sides, and bore
him back into the study.

Bob was a hefty fellow, but he was
no match for the four, and, cxasper-
ated as he was, he did net think of
punching. But he resisted fiercely,
and there were two or three hecti
minutes 1o Study Neo, 1 before e wos
dumped on the carpet again.

Flo sat there and gasped for breafh.

The Co., gasping also after thaw
etrenuous tussle, pocked the doorway
Egnin, and grinned breathlessly o
im

“You sgjlly fatheads " gasped IDiah.

“Wao'll keep. this up os ang\ as you
do, old chap,” =zaid Harry Whaiion,

(R

study |



“You're teping in this sindy  with
your old pals—Carter and all.”

Bob staggered up. He set his collar
and tie straight, end glared at the
four. Ther emiled back at him.

There was a stop in the passage, and
the keen, penetrating eves of Arthur
Cartor looked in, over the shoulders
of the four.

“Hallo] Yen
excleimed Carter.
fellows never rowed.'

“Only a little friendly argument,”
answered Nugzent.

fellows ecrapping ™
“I thought you

As Billy Bunter's fat hand groped under Micky Desmond’s desk, the krish Junior brought his ruler inte play.

My knuckles 1 ** howled Bunter.

Boli Cherry pave the new junior a
look. The ¢hums of the Remove had
not been ecrapping, though cortainly
they had been struggling rather strenu-
ously. But, it scemed to Bob, at lewst,
that Carter always gave the 1nost
unpleasant turn he could to everything.
Everything, mn faet, that Carter did.
seomed to geb on Bob Cherry's nerves.

“"What's the row about?” azhked
Carter.

Boly compressed las Lips,

“Who said there was
Et‘:{h%{;f_’d, ) ) .
“Well, it sounded lilko ene™ eaid
Carter.  “Sorry to see you fellows fall-
ing ont like thia!” ]

“We're not falling out,”” said Havey
Wharton sharply. “Tt's all vight, Bob
—havo it your own way."

a row?®™ Lo

“Tlave 1t yours" said DBob. “1t's
all right. I'll make the toast, shall
i

“Yi:, old chap. Yon eub swne

bread, Johnune, while T put the ketthe
on and make the tea ™

Toast and tea were soon ready.
Tob Cherry sat down o tea with
the Co. and Carter in Study No. 1.
disliking the new fellow more than
ever, Dbut  determined not o give
himy, at all events, the satisfaction of
geoing o “row ¥ on in the Co.

“0h crikey !
Form-room and drew Mr. Quelch’s aftention.

EVERY SATURDAY

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Tea in 5tudy No. 11

i FRAY, vou fellows !
I “Liet out I snapped Carter.
Billy Bunter blinked into
Study Neo. 1, where six fellows
sat at tea, As his “rich relation™
gpoke, Bunter turned his spectacles on
him, with a glare of lofty and con-
tomphious sCormn.
“DPid you speak to me, Carter?” he
1l uired.
e, I did, yon fat aszal™

5

“I'm not in your study!™ retorted
Duonter. YA fellow con sland in the
passage if he likes and speak to his
friends. I'm not speaking to you—I bar
voul If you faney you're geing to know
e at Greyiriars, because wo're distaut
connections, yvou're jolly well mistaken,
Don't you fellows believe anything he
says about that you know. At home,
we don't know the Carters.”

“You'd be jolly well glad
sheered Carter. " Now clear off 17

“Shan't! Youn make out you're fear.
fully rieh,” went on Bunter. “I haven't

to ¥

You beast, Desmond !

“Then don't,"” said DBunter. “I'vo
told you before not to speak to me,
Carter, I've told you not to preswne
on onr relationship,™

Five fellows grinned. )

Thizs was rather a new line for Billy
Runter to take with hiz rich rolation.
But Bunter had thought it out, and
decided that if his rich relation was
going to bar him, the least Lo counld
do was to bar him back  Having
spent davs and davs in vain efforls
lo hook on to Carter, the fat Owl wps

now taking wp an sttitude of the
lofticst disdain,
Carter did not grin; he scowled.

Mvervhody in the Remove know that
o disliked that fat aud fatuous re-
lutive.  Nobody was really surprised
Iy that. TPew fellows, if eelatcd Lo
Billy Bunter, would have boasted of
if.

“I say, you fellows™ went on
Buuter, “if that chap makes out that
he's & near relation of mine, don't
vou believe hun,  The actual fact is,
that we never speak to the Carters”

“Will you get out?”

“uzz off, old fat man ! said Harry
W harion,

“0Oh, reuily, Wharton—-"

“I'vo tald you to pet out of my study
van fat freak 1" snapped Carter. ’

“Ow !

The fat junior’s yell rang through the

noticed vou spending much since you've
bicen Lieve. I dave say old Carter, your
uncle, izn't so rich ns wo supposed—I
mearn, as he made out! Uve heard my
pater say that he's been bankmrt moro
than onco I Not that we ever talk about
the Carters ot Bunter Court! We never
even mention them [

Cartor rose to his feet, and steppod
to the deor. Ile grasped it and hurled it
shit wilh a sundden slam.

“Yaroooh ™ came o
JHLERE e,

Bunter was, ag e had stated, standing
it the passage,  Bat s fat little noso
was over Lhe frontier, so to speak—it
st havo been, for the door banged on
it!  Bunter's wild roar rang far and

roar from tho

wicle,

“"Yareoh! Yow—ow—ow! DBeast!
Ol evikexy ! DMy nose! Wow! My
boko! Wow!

“Hallo, what's the row, fatty ™ camea
another volee from the passage; that
of Doler Todd.

0wl Isay, Toddy, that beast Carter
banged flie door on my npose=—I say,
fu in ond kick him, old chap, will you?

gay, he called yon a bony freak thw
other day, I'ater! 1'd kick o chap whe
called me o bony fresk !™

“Good oger: I willl™

Tue Macxer Lirrany.—No. 1,562,
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“¥arcoop! Wharrer you kicking me
tor, you beast! Stoppic!” roared
Bunter There was & sound of burried
rggresting footsteps,

we imnuies later, the door of Study
Nu L oopened apgawn, and the fat face
of Billy Bunter looked in.  His fat little
ke was red,

* 1 sy, you fellows—"

“Will you clear off 1" velled the ex-
aspurated Carter.

‘I've come here to speak 1o my pals
suid Bunter. "1 say, you fellows, what
do you think I'd better do abour my
times?™

Jh-

“Wrie them!” suggested Harry
Whiaroon. .

*(h, don't be an asz!’” said Bunter

sgvishly. That resouree,

[upparuuu‘:.',
ad wot occurred to the fat junior. 1
say, WQuelch sard I was to take them in
before tea. Desmond’s done his rlready
—1 naven't had time. It's too late now,
if I'm gowng to have tea with you
fellows, now you've started——"

“That's all I‘."lﬁ}'itr'"jﬂu'rﬂ not.,”

“Oh, rezlly, Wharton! I say, think
Wueleh would motice any difference, if
I teok in another chap's lines?" asked
Bunter “1 mean to say, Lesmond’s
writing is rather like minp, ain’t it?"

“Quite!” said Harry. “Both like an
inky spider crawling over the paper.
But | can’t see Micky doing your lines
for you, as 1}'01.1 got hum his”

“Well, T daresay he wouldn’t—ho’s
selfish, like thoe rest of gnn,” said Bunter.
“But what I mean is, he's dono his lines,
gnd gone into the Rag with Morgan
and Wibley. Well, suppose I borrowod
his [ineg—"

“You fat villain ¥

“1 mean, 1 could write m; amae on
the top, over his—Quelch wouldn't notice
an extra smudge or so. Think Desinond
would mind? asked Bunter.

e A - 1A |
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“Ha, ha, nai”
" Woetl, i needn ¢ menuon it to him,
ull." said Buonter. " He might
Eet waxy about wothimg=he's got an
Irizh temper, you know. Loolk here,
suppose ooe of you fellows cut along
to the swady, and bag the lines! Then
I can tell hum 1 never went into hbis
study, i o asks moe—he might, you
kuow! [ don't want him to cop ine there,
if ne cumes in—1 mean. I'm a bit meors
ariicular about the truth ihan you
ellows——""

* L yuu touch Desmond's fines, you fat
ase, Wueich will scalp you first, and
Micky will zcalp what's left of youn "
roared Bob Cherry.

“Un, veally, Cheryy—-"

after

“Will you shur that deor?’ aszked
Carter.
“No! 1 say, you fellows, I'll chanca

11, sard Bunter, “1 haven’t time to do
the Lines betore rea—you fellows will be
Anished  Quelch will wait g bit, too—
blow Quelch [

“Roll away w your own study, fat-
head ! said Nugent.

“Thare’a nothing there,"” explained
Bunter  * Toddy and Dutton have gone
to tea with Squiff. Neo good going to
my study when there's nothing there,
is 1t¥ [ say, you fellows, if vou could
cash a postal order for me—">

(2] Eﬂﬂ.‘l ll‘l

" I'm expecting it to-morrow—""

“Ragm!

“Well, ook here,” exclaimed Billy
Bunter, warmly. *“If you won't cash
a postal order for me, after all I've
done for you, the least you can do is to
ask a fellow to tea! I must sny that!”

Harry Wharton lan ;

“(h, rotl in, fathead!™ he said.
“Make room for the fat porpoise, you
fellows ™

Carter rose from the table.

P A | A v R | - (S [ - - O (-

Grand Book-tengtn Yarn for 4d anly !

Here they are again—Bill Sampsen, the six-gun school-
master, and his lively puplls of the cow-town school

in the far Waestc !
ctheir excliting adventures
Bunthe=and enoy thelr fun and thrlls

*acksaddl-

At all Newsagents and 'Bookstalls

You cannot fail to be enchralled by
loin up today with the

Zd

TN make room for Lim if you want
hita herve,” he suil, curtly. T} eng!™
*Oh, rot ¥ said Harry * Loeck Lere.
Carter, you ought to be able to stamd
yeur own relauion, if other fellows can.™
Can't stand him at sny price!”
answered Carter. * Dut Pm not stoppipg
you other fellows having him, if you
want him., Anylow, I've finished,” or

nearly. ™
“N};hﬂrdg
on that]’
fully, s the new junior went to the
door, “Vour room's better thaw your
company.”
Look

Y Shut up,
Cortey—--—="

Carter scttied the matter, by walking
out of the study, and shutting the doos
after him,

Billy Bunter grinned cheerfully, as
L sab dpwn in the chair vacated by the
new junior. The fowar fellows there were
to tea the more there was for thos=o
present: and as Bunter was proscnt.
that was important!

“Good riddance w bad rubbish?
remarked Bunter. “T say, you fellows,
who's going to make some more toast"

“You can, if you like.” 1

"1 don’t care much for toast! Those
sardines look all r1ghl:-—1'll hava iho
lot if you fellows don't want any!l Any
aﬂiaeﬂ};'

“"No fathead '

“If I stood & fellow a treat, I should
have some sosses! This isu't much
better than tea in Hall.”

“Try tea in Hall,” suggested Nugrnie,

"“Btill, I see you've got a coke! I can
fill up on cake! Don’t open the jam yer,
Cherry=I'm not ready f1ll I've finished
these sardines ! Lﬂ-ﬂi‘: here, don’t you
mop up all that jam, you know.”

“Like Bunter better than Cartor to

will miss you, you can bet
gaid Billy Bunter disdain-

Bunter | heore,

:.;?]&, I:IBO 7 asked MNugent with a
1IIE E‘l‘

“Veal” answered Bob, uncxpecledly.
“1 “should jolly well think g

said Dunter. ‘“*All the same, [eave some
of that jam for me! And dash it all,
Wharton, you might wait for me, be-
fore you start on the cake! Tain't o
hig one, either.?

1f PBob Cherry preferred DBunter's
eampany toe Carter’s, he was the oty
menber of the Co. who did.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Corn in Egypt |

& g™y 1 erikey 1
Billy Bunter rolled iuto his
own study, after tou, amld
blinked 10 surprise. IHis eyeq
aid his spectacles fixed on sheets of
nipot paper on the study table, covered

with scrawled Latin
His cwes almost  popped  through

Lis spectecles in astomislunent.

It had not taken Bumer very long (o
cloay the festive board in Study No, 1.
Having dore so thovoughly, Bunter hod
proposed that the Fomous Five should
all buckle to, and get his lines done for
lnm. B wounld be, as he pointed our,
anly twenty cach, for Ave fellows ]
With  the selfishness that Buniev
mizht really have expected, the chuoms
of the Remove bad declined, and gonn
downsiairs instead.  After which, Billy
Bunter ‘hod asked abour o dozen Tellows,
up aml down the studies, to lend him
a hand, without getting a single offer.
Driven 1o s last resource, the fa:
Owl rolled, at last, inro Srudy Ne. 7, 10
writo the lines himself. It was high time
that ha tackled them, onless troubis
was to acerue. By this time the lines
were due, if not overdue, in Quelch's
study: and the Remove mastor was
valher pariicular abeut such matters



Tt was doubtful, indecd, whether
Bunter could have turned out a hundred
lines in time, by setting to hard work.
And sotting to ﬁnrd work was a thing
that had never had any attraction for
Bunter, ) ;

He was debating in his fat mind
whether to drop in at Queleh’s study,
and explain that he had wriiten the
Yines, but that Toddy had left the
window open, and they :i’m!:l blown away.
And then his eyes, and his spectacles,
fell on that written impot, on the table,
It was like a discovery of corn in Egvpt
it the lean years! .
¢ It was really E.Einniﬁhill'lg. T%mmdhr:i
ore hiz poppilng eyes lay a hundre
linea [ mmp t.luI;II first I:guu'k of Virgil: be-
ginning abt * Avma virwmaque cano,” and
going on to “sub undis.” Whoover had
written thosoe lines had doue the exact
hundred, and not bothered about mak-
ing it 2 hundred-and-one, for the mere
purpeoze of fimshing at & full stop |

But who had done 1t?

Bunter had asked nearly - half the
Remove to help him with thoso lines:
and not a man had offered. Some
fellows whom he had not asked, appar-
ently, had done the whole job unasked.
seldom  or  never did such  things

happen!
“h erikey 1Y repeated Bunfer.

He blinked, and blinked again, at
those Latin lines! He counted them—
exactly the hundred ! The writing was
a ragged serawl, not unlike Buuter's
own—but not quite o bad as Bunter's—
fow fellows in the school could write as
badly as Baunter. That straggling,
geraggy, round-hand might have beon
almozt anybody's—it might have been
Bunter's, if Lie had taken o little more
care than usual.

Whosoever it was, the fellow had doune
DBunter a good turn. Amazed as ho was
to find his lines written for him, the {at
Owl beamed with satisfaction.

This was all right. Queleh might
have believed that Bunter's lines had
been blown out of the study window—
but it was much more probable that he
mighin't! It was ever s0 much more
satisfactory to take in the lines—as
Bunter had not had tho trouble of
writing them.

He picked up & pen, to write his namo
en top of the top sheet, which was the
rule. In the top corner was an thick
Dlack smudge. unter wrote his namo
under the smudge. Yt did not occur Lo
his fat brain, at the momoent, that the
writer's nama had been written there,
and obliterated with ink. That was,
really, natural enough; for finding the
Jines there, on lis studs table, ho had
no doubt that some good-natured fellow
had dono them for him. It was unusual,
anc it was surprising; etill, there were
the lines!

In a cheery and satisfied frone of
mind, Bunter picked up the impot, and
rolled out of ithe study with it. He
found the Famous Five at the foot of the
staircase, and thoy glanced at him, in
surprise as thoy saw the impot in Lis
fat hand.

“You h.'l.t*&n"t donn ronr lies
alrepdy 1™ exclaimed Boly Chevry.
Mlooks as if I have!™ grinned
Bunter.

“You fat villain, if you've hagged
Micky's lineg—"

“Oh, really, Chercy ! I hope I'm not
the fellow to bag another fellow’'s
lines 1" exclaimed Bunter, warmly.

“Why, you frabjous, footling frump,
vou asked ug, in the study, to cut aleng
and bag them for you!”

“Oh! I—I mean—that iz, what I
really meant was, that I wouldn’t have
Lageed his lines!™ explained DBunter.

EVERY SATURDAY

“ Nothing would have induced me to do
ib! I'm rather more particular in such
things than you are, Cherry 1"
Bob Cherry made & movement with
his foot—and Bunter scuttled on hastily.
He tapped at Mr, Queleh’s deor, and
the Hemove master bade himm come in.

_Bunter rolled in, and laid the impo-
sition on the table,

“ My lines, sirl”

“Ohl Very good [ zaid Mr, Quelch.
“Wait & moment, Bunter I'" He picked
up the lines and glanged at them.

Bunter waited, rather uneasily! It
was onc of Qpn’:lcfl’_s. maddening ways, to
examine an unpot—as if it mattered a
botled bean how it was done! Dlore
than once, Bunter had been directed to
write lines over again—Quelch objected
ta a jig-saw puszle of blots and smears.

Bunter always waited, uncasily, in
such circumstances. Now ho was more
nneasy than usnal. There were fower
blota and smudges than his lines gen-
erally showed, it was true; but he
wondered whether Quelch was gomng to
notige the difference of the “fist,” He
quaked inwardly as he saw his Form-
master scanning the lines very closely.

But, to his relief, Mr. Quelch gave o
nod expressive of approval,

“Your handwriting is
Bunter [ he said, :

“I—I—I've been trying x—a% hard to
improve it, sir 1" stammered Bunter.

“It is still very bad—very bad indeed
—a mere scrawl—but it 13 not =0
slovenly as usual, Bunter. It 1z more
like Desmond's hand than yours”

Bunter wondered whether it was
Micky who had written those lines for
him, It was unlikely, as Micky had had
a hundred to write for himself, Bull,
t}m Irish junior often did good-natured
things.

“ Is=is if, sir?" mumbled Bunter, “I
—1T thought my writing was—was rather
bettor than Desmond's, sir 1™

“(On the contrary, Bunter, Desmond’s
writing is rather better than yours,
though both are very bad indeed I said
Mr. %uel{:h. “However, you have done
better than usual, Bunter, ¥You may go.
Kindir tell Desmond that 1 am
expecting his lines, and that they must
bo brought to me st once™

“ Yoz, sir !

Bunter went—gzladly.

Ho rolled cheorfully down Mastors'
T’assage. It-was a relief to have got those
heastly lines off his mind. He rolled

improving,

into the Rag to leok for Micky
Desmond, bod he did not find him
there,

“Seenn  Desinond, you  chapsi”

squcaked Bunter.

“Gono to tako hus lines to Queleh,”™
nnswered Wibley.

“Fht He hasi't taken them—Quelch
lias just told me to tell himt™

“Well, he went up to feteh them.™

“Well, look here, Wib, Queleh wants
Lhii—yvoeu go up angl tell Liun,™
suggesied Bunter.

* Bow-wow [7 zadbd Wibley,

“I sav, Smiihy, aro you goiag up to
thn stadies "

“No " answered the Bounder.

“Well, look here, vou might go up
and tell Desmond—-"

“ Rats 1"

“Beazt! I szav. Alauly, vou're nob
too jolly Iazy te walk up o the studies,
are youl!'

“Vaas !

“'What alwudl you, Kedwing ¥

“Fathead !

“Lazy lott” snid DBunter, seornfulle,
“ Anybody might think it was o mile up
o tho siudies. I suppose T shall lave
to po myself.”

And be wenk,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

Backing Up Bunier!

14 OWLY Moses! I tell wvom,
they'ro S‘Onﬂ 1 roared Micky
Desmond.

M Rﬂt Iu

“How can they be gone?™

“ You forpot to write them, old bean.™

“Phwat!” Micky Desmond was
always a little more Irish when he was
cxcited. “Think I'in o fool entirely 1

“¥Yas, rather, old chap!"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

%mm a crowd of Remove [ellowa
had gathered outside Micky's study. In
the doorway stood Micky, red with rage.
His infuriated veiee could be heard at
both etnds of the passage. He roared,
He raged.

“1 tell yee!” bawled Micky, “I wrote
thim lines, and =0 I did intirely, and
Wibley and Morgan, in the study, seei
me do it, by the same token, and left
thim on the table when I wint down to
the Rag—and Wib remoinded me of
thim, and I came up for thim, and they
wera gone | And I want to know phwat
spalpeen has lifted thim lines from my
study.™

1 say, you fellows, what's up??
Billy Bunter rolled up the passage.

“ Micky says that somebody has lifted
Liis lines ! answered Sguiff.

“Bure, they're gono ¥ roared Micky.
“And I Lift thom on the table.”

“You'd better find them, then!”
grinned Bunter. *Queleh has just told
me to tell you he's waiting for them.”

“How can I find thim whin they'ro
gone ' shrieked Micky, *Some omad-
haun has lifted thun lines. How can
I take thim to Quelch when I can't find
fhim ot all, at all?  Whe's taken my
linea? By the howly smoke, when I find

that spalpeen, T'll rejuice him  to
pewther intively [ I tell you my lines
ara gone !

“That won't de for Queleh ! said
Bunter, shaking hiz head. “Bit too
thin, old ¢hap 1™

“It's the thruth I roared Micky.

“Well, look here, tell vim you Jeft
the study window open, and they blew
away ™ suggested Bunter. “That's
rvather thin, 1 know—but not so thin as
saving that somebody took the linea
away | Thal's no good at all.”

“Listen to the man who knows|"
chuckled Skinner,

“Well, I mean to say, if you're E“_’inﬁ
to tell n whopper, tell a good ¢ne,” sai
Bunter, *It's not the sort of thing I'd
do  mysclf, of course, Bitill, 1it's
absolutely useless to tell Queleli that
poinebody's pineled the lines ! He would
never fall for that.™

“But I tell vez, some zpalpeen has
pinched them intirely I howled Micky.
*“Sure, I'm not going to tell Quelch any
loies, yor fat omadhaun. Somebody wint
in and lifted thim after I wint out of
Lthe study.”

“Well, 1f Quelch Lelieves that, he will
Leliove anything ! said Bunter. **If
vou got away with it, I'll try it myself,
uext time™

“Ha, ha, hat”

“PBut who the dickens could have done
it ?" asked Carter, who wa= in the little
crowd In the passage. “Was 16 you,
Buntor "

*Oh, really, Carier—="

“*You wers saving somelhing of the
Lind in my study, at tea-time!” said
Carter, “A lot of fellows heard you.”

i .E{"B.E-E !::

“0h erumba " exclaimed Hozeldene.
“Was it Bunter! I remetnber onge ha
bagged Toddy's lines, and wuveed
theny———"

“I1 didn’t ! roarad Dunter.

Tue Macwer Lisnary.—No. 1,662,
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“You jolty well did!" exclaimed
Poter 'i‘nidi “"¥You fat brigand, have
bagged Desmond's hinest"

“(Of course I haven't 1" reared Bunter,
indignantly. T told Wharton I wouldn’t
bocause Desmond might come in and
cop mo it his stady. never even
thought of-doing anything of the kmdl
Not the zort of thing I would do.”

“Oh crikey 1

“*Yo thaie of the wopruld I roared
Micky. “ Where are my lines?™

“I don't know anything about your
silly lines ! voared back Bunter, 1
haven’t heen in your study, and none of
those rotters would foteh thew for me.™

“Ha, ha, ha1? ) _

“Have you taken in yowr own lines,
Bunter 1 zrinned Snoop.

“Yos, I jolly well have, and I've got
no use for anybody else’st’ enorted
Bunter. “ As if I’d touch his lines I

“Sure I'll mop up the passage wid

1" hawled Micky, shaking a fist under
g’unmﬁa little fat nose. * I want those

lines.”
“Reast! 1 never—"
“Halle, hallo, hallol What's the

thumping row i

The Famous Five camo up the Romove
possRge. .

“Buntor's snaffled Micky's
said Tom Brown, :

“1 haver't 1 yelled Bunter.

“Ob, my hat! Wo zaw him taking in
hia lines, ahd he neover had time to
write  them ! exelaimed Harry
Wharton, *“Did you bag Desmond's
bines, yon fat bandit?”

“No ™ shricked Bunter,

“Then whers did you gef them? You
never wrote them ™ said the captain of
the Remove, “Hold an, Micky! Don't
slavghter Bunter till he’s had time to
onswer—dead pen tell no tales, you
know.™

“Ha, ha, hal”

“You zce,” gasped Bunter, it was
like this1 A pal wrote those lines for
me—""

“Gammon! Who?"

“1—1 don't know—-"

“¥o poda and little fishes ! ¢jacu-
lated Jolmuy Bull, * Does even that fat
Owl expect anybody 1o believe that ¥

“Tt's true I’ roaved Bunter. “I went
to my study to writo my lines, and
found them on the table, all ready
written, I don't know who did it, but
somebody must have. Anyvhow, I found
them there, and teok them to Quelch,’

“Oh crumbs | o

“That's tho jolly old limit 1”

“It's tree 1" howled Dunter.

Even Bunter realised that it sonunded
mprobable—cspecially with an impot
missing from Desmond’s study 1 Btill, it
was trual

“MTrue " gasped Nugent.
hat 1" ]

“Tf that bo truth, where 1s untruth to
be found 1™ ingoired Skinner.,

“The fruthfulness is not terrific
chuckled Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh.

1 say, you fellows, it's really true!”
5&5;}13{? Bunter. *T say, if you ask all

e fellows you'll find out who did those
I—I thought perhaps it

littes 1™

“Oh, my

E!J

lines for mae.
was Desmond.”
““Ma 1" roared Micky.
“Well, Queleh eaid that the fist was

like yours, old -:.[mé:t——”_

“ Phwat | shrieked Micky, .

“ ¥e—he—he said that the fist was like
Micky's—and you make out that youm
never snooped Micky's lines ™ gasped
Harry Wharton,

“1 wnever did! I-—1 wouldn't!”
gasped Bunter. *Vou might do such a
thing, Whartan, but I—1 wouldn't!
Never 1™ .

“Well, my only summer hat!” =aid
Peter Todd, gazing at the fat Owl in
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wonder. * You bemighted bandersonateh,
can't, you sco that every fellow here
knows that they were Micky’s lines you
took . to Quelch ?”

Billy Bunter blinked round at the
uniors, It was dawning even ob his
fat mind that it was Micky Desmond’s
impot that he had found in his study.

“1—I eay, you fellows, I—1 never
knew it was DMicky's™ he pgaspoed
“How was I to know, when I found it
on my study table ¥ Of course, I thought
some fellow had done it for me.”

“It walked to your study?” asked
Carter,

* Beaag 1™

* You'll have to go to Queleh and own
up 1"’ said Peter Todd. “*You can't
leave Micky in the goup after sncaking
his lines. ™

“Faith, apd I should
ntirely [ gasped Micky.

“TH wateh 1t 1" equeaked Bunter, Y1
found the lines in my study I*

“You did not 1" roared Peter.

1 did ¥ yelléed Bunter.

“Oh, fan me!” exclaimed Johnuy
Bull. *“You &iﬂ]ing orker, are yon
asking us to behieve that somo fellow
snooped Micky's lines and put them in
vour study for vou to find ¥

“I—~1 suppose some—"

“Ha, ha, ha!™

Bob Cherry did not join in that roar
of laughter. His faco set strangely, and
his eyes turned on Cavter, with a gleam
in them.

But he did not speak. The suspicien
that had Bashed into his mind came with
almost the force of certainty: but 1t was
ﬂ'ﬂl'j auspicion ! He sot his lips hard,

“Are vou poing to Quelely Duantoer I
demanded Peter Todd.,

“MNo: I jolly well ain't 1"

" Then wa"ii( jolly well bump you Ll

¥

Ry ot

vou do |

“Hear, hear 1™

"Bn§ him !

VI—I—1 say, you fellows™ gasped
Bunter. © T.-—-—f never—1  didn't—I—I
wasn't [—I—I say—I—)—="'

“¥ou took Micky's lines I" said Harry
Wharton, " VYou've played that trie
before, and now you've played it again.
You've pot fo own up, or get a
ragging. ™

“1 tell you—" yelled Bunter,

“Bag b b

“ Bump him ¥

“Hold on ! rapped Bob Cherry. He
stepped suddenly in front of Bunter,
and the fat Owl, surprised but greatly
relieved, dodged thankfully behind the
sturdiest figure in  the Greyfriars
Remove. “ﬁzmds off Bunter ¥

“What the dickens—" exclaimed
Wharton.

“Don't be an ass, Bob 1”

“Bunter says that he found tho lines
on his study table!” said Bob.

“Da you believe him, you fathead 77

“Keg, T do!™

The erowd of Romoviles staved at Bol
Chevry Llankly.

Nobody i the Remove thought of
taking Bally Buonter's word, cven if he
made & probable statement. And his
present  statement  was  utterly  lin-
proebable. That any fellow would have
snaffied dMicky's lines, to save Bunter the
trouble of writing his own, was simply
an absurd idea. It really sounded hke
the most fantastic of Billy Bunter's
many and various * whoppers " '

“You —yvou-—you believe him?™
gasped e eapiain of the Remove,

“Yes, I da!”

“RBob kpows I wenlds't iell & lie,
don't you, old chap? gasped Buanier.

“I know vou never iofl un:.‘lhinger:l.-zer:.
you fat chump, or hardly ever! ut I
believe yew're telling the troth this
time 1M

“And why ™ demanded Wharton,

“Well, 1 dol” said Bol. *‘Bunter's
had this landed on him, It's not lair to
make him go to Quelch when he was
diddled into taking those liucs ing”?
“What urter rot I
L1} Ei” ALy lu

“ﬂﬂ horg-—-="

“Lot us got at that fat frog 1™

“ You'll ﬁvﬁ to walk ever me first!”
seid Bob Cherry gquictly, but with 2
glint i bis _steady blue eyes. “T'm
standing by Bunter ™

Harry Wharton compressed his lipa.

“Well, nobody's going to walk over
you, fathead 1" he said. “If you really
belicve Bunter wvou're the only follow
heie who does | But wlhat's Mi::-;:g.r going
to do? Quelech will bo after him, and
he's got no time pow to write the lines
apain,

Trotter, the [House page, cawe up tho
passage from the staivs,

:: Master Desmond, Qleasﬂ—-"

Oh, howly Moses!” groaned Micky.
U Mr, Quelch’s study at once, plense,
sie ! said Trotter,

Mieky Desmond drew 2 deep breath.
He ;i;ag.ve Billy Bunter onc look of tervrific
deadliness, and followed Trotter down
the passage to the staire

“That's a licking for Micky,” said
Johnny Bull. ™ And that fat blighter
hagged his lines becauso he was too jolly
lazy o do his impot.”

“Beast| I never—"

Some of the juniors made o mwoevemenlt
towards Bunter.

Bob’s hands eclenched hard, and he
stood like a rock.

Horry Wharton hastily mterposed.

*Chueck 61" he said. “You're o silly
ass, Bob—"

“Bame to you, with knobs on 1

“Oh, rats!™

Bob Cherry took hold of a fat arm
and led Bunter into his study.

Billy Bunter was glad to get on the
safe side of the door of Study No. 13
Just at present the hapless faf Owl was
hardly safe among the Removites.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
After Bunter.!

¢ O TOP 1” yelled Billy Bunter. © Bob,
stop [
t was the following afterncon,

. Hurry Wharton & Co, wero
gﬁrmg out of ﬁa,tna after dinner when
that sudden yell reached their cars, and
they looked round.

After them, cutting along at un-
accustomed speed, came Billy Bunter,

After Bunter, vunming hko o deer,
caine Micky Desmond.

The Famcus Five grinned, Seldem,

or never, had Billy Bunter been scen to
put on such speed,

_He came through the pateway almost
like a stone from & cuatapult,  Micky
shot out after hint. Bunter, breathless,
dod round the Famous Five in tho
vaud,

“HHould him !” gasped Micky, coming
wp panting.,  “ Hould thet thale of the
worruld 17

“T say, you fellows, keep hun off I™

azped Bunter. 1 nin't going to do
ﬁia rotten lines for him ¥

“Hold on!” said Harry Wharton.
“¥What's the row, Paddy?”

But he hardly needed to ask. It was
that mysterious affair of the lines that
was still causing trouble.

Micky's impot, not lhavinge
handed in at the dve iime, lhad been
doubled.  EHeo had two Lhundred lines
ou hand now, instead of one hundied.
And Quelcl, ihough he would double an

Lienny
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Billy Bunter’s wild roar rang far and wide.

“Ow! I say, Toddy, thal heast

Carier banged the door on my nose—go in and kick him, old chap, will you? He called you & bony freak the other day,
I'd kick a chap who called me a bony freak ! ¥

Peter !

fm;wt that was not handed in, seldony
redoubled—his next step was to hand
over & whopping. That afterncon was
a half-holiday; and Micky had many
more attractive occupations for a hali-
holiday than writing linca. But it was
lineg or o licking |

Which, wndoubtedly, was hard cheese,
for Micky had done his lines in the
first place, and they had been handed in
by Bunter. Had he cared to tell Mr.
Quelch su, he would have beon all right
—though corlainly Buntor would have
Leen in serious trouble.

But he had not told Quelch. Al the
fellows thought it was “ﬁ to Bunter to
own up to his trickery. B
no idea of giving him away, if he did
vot. His iden was to sot the matter
right by leaving those two hundred lines
to Bunter. Bunter did not scem to sco
Lt.
“1 say, you fellows, he makes out that
1 Lad his lines yesterday, you know!”
gasped the fat Owl,

“Ho you had " grunted Jolmny Bull.

“1 neve "

#60h, chuck it I said Harry Wharton.
“You had Micky'a lines! IT Quelch
had spotted you, you'd have gone to the
Head for & fAogging 1

“Bure I couldn't tell Quileh ! zaid
Micky., * I'm not going to be a snako 1"

“A snake?’ exclaimed Whartow,
“What the dickens—"

“1 wouldr't snake aboul Lim, and
sind hir up toe the Head—"

“Oh! A sueak! I seol”

“I said a enake, dido't I7 Tt would
serve him right, afther snuking my linos,
but I wasn't going to snake to Quilch.

But I'tn not going to write two hundred
linea beesuse that fat baste snaled my

impot.  Bunter's glzlmg to write thim,
sea? If Quiloh took my fist for his, ho
will take Bunter's fist for mine ™

it Micky had -

¥

TPhat's fair,” said Nugcent.
vou, Bunter "

“Oh, really, Nugent—"

“The fairfulness is terrific " declared
Hurreo Jamset Ratm Singh.

“But I never s=neaked the lines!™
liowled Bunter. *I lkecp on telling you
that I found thom in my study—"

“¥Yon ean keep on telling us that, till
you're black in the feee, and nobody
will believe yvou ¥ growled Johnny Bull,

“ Bob does—don’t you, Bob?"

“Yea ' said Bob Chorry.

“'I'wasn't my fanli some fellow
snafllod Desmond's lines, and pubt them
in my study 1 said Dunter.

“Crammon ™

“1 don't know whoe did it,"” =aid
Bunter, “unless it was Bob——"

“What?" roared Bob Cherry.

#Yon needu’t vell ot a chap” sald
Bunter, blinking at the curly headed
Bob., “I think it must have been you,
as you're the ouly fellow who knows I
didu't do it. If you dud, you might as
woll own up Lo it

Boby looked at him.  The other fol-
lows clwckled—oven Micky, wrathy o
he waz, The expression on Bob's face
ab thai moment wia worth & guines o
bax !

“You—rou—you fab rotter ! gasped
Fob,  “It wos a dirty trick to take
Micky's lines, and leave theny tu your
shiedy 1

“I kfiow it was! I you did E—"

“Ha, hn, Lg!™

HThat's what vou get for standing w
For Bunter '™ chuckled Johnny Bull
“IVes what you might lhave expected,
loo, vou Fathead

“th, veally, Bulll If it was Bob,
J—"

“VYou fat freak ! hizsod Bob. “ Vou
ought to Lave doue yvour lines, and theuy
that ead, whoevor ho was, couldn’t have
plaved that brick ou vou. And if you'd

Yl to

had the sense of a buuny cabbit, vou'd
have known it was a trick, when you
found the lines in vour study.”

“Well, T was jolly glad to find tlwn
there, of course,” said Vunter. * And
if you put them there, Choree, T thiuk
vou onght to admit it. You'ro makiog
all the fellows thick I pinclicd them, w
thia rato

“T did not 1 roarcd Bob.

“Well, I take your word, of course,
old fellow, 8till, o vou did—> '

“Ha, ha, hat"

“Ileased if T see anything to ecackle
nt ! Somebody put those lmnes iu wy
atudy, and it looks—"

“*Anyhow, you had Mioky's lines”
said Bob. “ You ouglit Lo do at least u
lundred for Lim, as vou had them.”

“Bo [ would, if—if T had timne! I—I
mean, I—T would, only—only it wonld
be like taking Queleh iu, yvou know—
deceitful, in fact 1 I - couldn't do any-
thing deceitful,” said Bunler, shaking
his head. "I dare say you could,
Cherry, as you suggest ir, imt—m-r-”

“Ha, ha, ho ™ yelled four members of
the Co.

Bob Cheery gave the fat Owl a glare,
and tranped away up the road.

I1is comrades followed him, laughing.
Backiug np Bunter was rather a thank-
less task,

“I sny. vou fellows, dow't walli away
while a trllﬂp'.-i tallivg * yvelled Bunter.

I sav
Lasle—"  runred

“ Mo,
Micky.

“Keop off, you bewst ! Oh eetloey 17

Billy I:ﬁuuh‘:r Lroke into flight mgein.

Adter him flew Micky, Flis grasp waos
ot Bunter's collar, when the fut Owl,
deapevation, licked backwards.

Micky gave a yvell, ay he exoghi a heel
with his shin, and hoppod,

Leaving hitn hopping, Dusler dacled
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in at the gates again, and dissppeared.

For two' or three minutes Micky
hopped on one leg, and rubbed his
hacked shin. Then he limped in after
Bunter. The expression on his face was
quite alarming. .

It was fortunata for Billy Bunter that
he had had time to disappear. It is
related that the men who struck O'Hara
was picked up sfterwards in so man
pieces that they could not be numbered,
And  somothing like the some fate
loomed over the fat dium-::-r who had
hacked Micky Desmond. :

Fortunately, Billy Bunter had dis-
appeared and he stayed disoppeared |

THE SEVENTH CHAPTEH.
Bob Cherry’s Problem !

AHRY WHARTON & CO.
H stopped at the cormer of Oalk
Lane, near Courtfield Common,

There the five soparated.

The chiwins of the Remove were taking
that walk, that afterncon, to look for
Ponsonby of the Fourth Form at High-
clife. On a half-lioliday, it was very
likely that Pon would be taking a walk
abroad, and very likely indeed that his
footsteps would Jead him in the diree-
tiot: of the Three Fizhers, the disreput-
able iun on the river.

Theye woere two waya of reaching that
delectable resort—one by the back gate
on Oak Lane, the other by the gate on
ihe fow [.![lﬂl by the Sark.

S0, winle Iarry Wharton and Bob
Cherry sauntered in the lane, the other
ihreo memthers of the Co, walked on to
the towpath.

Frank Nugent, Jolmny Bull, and
flurrce Jamzet Ram Singh dizappeared
from sizht. Wharton and Bob saun-
teved at a leisurcly pace, keeping in
sight of the Theee Fishers' fence, which
bopdered the lave for some distance.

Bol's face was rather grim and glum
i cxpression,

It was [ar from being Bob’s way to
nourish o prudge; but he was very keon
ta get within hitting distance of Ceeil
Ponzouhy.

It was a weelk sincea Pon & Ceo. had
vagged him b Lantham Station, and
]vfgt L ficd wp in the waiting-room
there—and  generally Bob forgot an
offenee in much leea than & week., DBud
Pow's rag had had unexpected conse-
guonces, which kept its memory grecn,
as it were. ' ;

“I'm blessed,” said Bob, breaking a
long silence, “whether I know what a
fellew ought to dot” ]

s And Um blessad,” said Harry, with
a smile, “if I can make you out tha last
few days, old bean, First you teke a
dislike to a new iellow, for no reason
that anybody can see—then you stand
np for thag fat villain Bunter against
the whole Forme—"

“Phe  two ihings are conpected !

ronted Bol. “ It was Carter planted
ﬁm,ﬂ:e lines in the fat fool’s study for him
to find I

“Carler ¥ prepeated Ilarry.  “lHow
do you know, Bobi? If vou've got any
proof of anything of the kind, that
aliers the casze, of eonvee,  But how——"

“'hink that cunning razcal would et
anyhody et peoaf 2 grunted Toh,

Wharton's Taen became grave,

“1f there's no pronf. Baln  voo
oughin't to think so.  Just heeause yon
dizlike the fellow—"""

“¥i'z not that, ass! Carter was in the
wluily when that fat idiot eanwe in goli-
Bling ahent Micky's lees oo lefr
Lefore wa finished ica "
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“ Because he can’s stand his relation—
snd no wonder 1" _

" No—becaruse Bunter's gabble had
put the idea of that trick into his head.
Only Bunter’s fool enough to fall for
it. But ho knew Bunter was. What
chance has that silly fathead against a
elever rogue?”

“Bloszed if T make you out. You're
not quite fair to Carter,” soid Harry.
“He doesn’t like Bunter hooking on to
him as a relation—and precious few
fellows would, if you come to that., He
knows perfectly well that the fat ass is
only after his money™

“I know that! I'm not blaming lim
for that! If it were ﬂ:xlﬂu;hnt. do yon
think I should care & boiled bean?”
grunted Bob. “He's herc as Buuter's
enemy, that's what's worrying me. That
blithering ass can’t take care of himself,
and he's so fatheaded, and so bLeastly
unserupidous, he keeps on giving the
cad chances.™

“That's bosh!” said Harry. He
stopped, and stood logking at Bob's
flushed, troubled face. " Look here,
you've said thet when those Highelifie
cads left vou tied up in that waiting-
room, with & hanky stuffed in your
mouth, the day Carter came, you heard
somethin

1 muidn’t- help hearing it.”

“I know, if they cameo into the waits
ing-room and jawed, while you were
tied up behind the door. I saw that
man (rooch, Carter’s  eousin, who
hrought him to the school ihat day.
They choanged irains at Lantham,
suppose, and came into the waiting-
roomn while thoy wailed for the Court-
field train. You hesrd whaot they said.
You've told us that, but not what you
hea pdm——"

“I can’t repeat what I heard frem
behind a door, can I—though it was
thosa Highelilfe cads who fixed me up
behind the door.”

“Well, no; bnt—" Wharton
paused. It secms that what yon heard
there made you take a dislike to
Carter. You said that he waa a cad,
ond that the man with him was a
vascall  Now you sey he's Bunter's
enemy, Does that moan that they were
talking abont Bunteri”

“¥es, 1t does ™

“But they can’t have falked any
harm,* said Ilarry, utterly mystified.
“Carter dudn’t know Bunter, I remocin-
ber, when he got to Grroyfrigrg=——"

“That was gammon. He knew him
all right! Look here,” said Beb, with o
;!.-u:n[a Lreath, * <] better tell you—only
don't jaw about it, for goodnesy’ sake.
I want yonr advice what to do. Mind,
it’s 10 confidence. I can't repeat things
ahout & chap that I heard in =uch a way.
But.—hul—[ﬁnm’s somo raszcality afoot,
and 1t's up against that fat  ddiot,
Bunter. IMow can T leave him to take
what's coming io him#"?

“T'U keep it dark, of course—and
dare say it will turn out to be next to
nothing, after all,”™ said Havey., o1
know Clarter's seen Dunter only once,
before he came, and that was a long
tiwe ago, €0 he ean’t ho his enemy, as
you put 1t. He can't stand him, that's
uil 1

“I you'd heard—"

“Well, get it off your chest 17

“I dont remember every word, of
eorse.” saild Bab, “but that fat oss,
Bunter. thinks Carter a rich velation.
Well, he isn't. Tiunter doesn™t know
why he left 8t. Olaf’s to come heyo—I
tlat  [Te was kcked ont of hin last
aehionl as a bad hat ?

“What rot ! The Head wonldn't hava
Lot i inte Grevlfriars ——"

“Phe  aman Dench wsentroned  that

Carter's uncle hod a ot of difliculiy o
Gxing it." ;

**Must have had—if it's correct 1" said
Wharton dryly.

“Well, never mind that—ihat's no
business of mine, anyhow,” said Bob.
“1 shouldn’t dream of saying a word
ashout that pert But the rotten part
is that old Carter got so annoyed with
the young rascal that he cut hin off:
he's paying his school fees here, and
that's the ﬁmit. He's altered his will,
lenving his cesh to snother relation.™

“Even if that's so, what is thera to
bother you about it? Blessed if T make
you cut.” )

“Fathead ! The new name in the old
bean's will, nccording to what they eaid,
is the name of Carter's re¢lation at
LGreyfriars.™

“Oh 1" said Harry,

“They never mentioned the name!
But.the only relation that Carter's got
at our schaol, so far as I know, is
Bunter.”

“It's guite likely there might be
anothor chap mla.tuci‘ to him, out of two
or three hundred. Bunter's only seen
tha old man otice, and it docsn’t look
likel *

“Oh, I know—I know! But they said
more than that! Carter’s to: play a
reform goame, to get back into old
Carter's good graces, and, at the eams
time, to do all he con to disgrace the
other fellow, making the old man thipk
that the now heir is no Letter than the
old hetr—-see?"

“{Oh, my hat!l”

“Rell, ¥rum the very start, Cavier's
been on Bunter’s trail, and that looks
a3 if Bunter's the vietim—especially as
he's the only fellow, as far as we know,
related to Carter. That's why he
reported that grub raid to Quelch, lost
week, That's why he sﬁ'crke gut in clasa
vesterday., That's why he's fixed Bunter
over those lines. He banked on Bunier

v:mﬁ shown up for snaflling them™

“Thn t" said Harry.

“Twice, since Carter's been  here.
Bunter's had o narrow E‘.S{‘&FE of going
up to the Head! Well, & fellow can't
keep on going up to tie Head ! A fellow
who's alwavs being sent up to the Head
gets sacked. in the long run.” "

“I know. But—"" Wharton shook hia
head.  * Look liere, Bab., a fellow can't
bo sent np to the Head, or sacked,
either, for anything he hasn't done ! It's
all very well to say that Carter’s on
his trail: but Bunter docs snoop tuck
in tho studies. and he does grab anather
fellow's lines if he geis a chance.
Carter can't make him do it.”

“He can take a rotlen advantage of
it when he does it ™

“Well, that's Bunter's look-out; the
fat nss should run straight.”

“Veoa T know that. But that tima he
reported Bunter for a grub raid the
fat aszz hadn't done it. It turncd out
tn bo gome fag or olher. And (his time
Bunter never knew they were Aicky's
lines, [ fell vou I kuow that cad got
thenr out of Micky's study and left them
in Bunter’s. aa sure ns if 1'd scon him
doing it 1" said Bobs ivritably,

Harry Wharton stood silont.

“Well, what do you think " asked
Bob, at last. *I can’t be cortamn 1t was
Bunter those two roblers were talking
shout, a5 they pever meniioned ihe
pame.  But it lovks pretty eclear, ile
wav he's been on the fat duffer’s trail.
It's o fool against o rogue. And from
what thev said, there's o lot of money
at stake.”

“1 don't see how they could know
that—"" : '

“That man Gideon Gooch 8 a
solicitor, and I suppeose he nosed it ant
somehow.  Anyhew, thai’s what he saud.
Caricer saicd he wauld fix lue fellow whae



had cut him out. I remember those
words."

“It's all jolly queer!™ said Harry
slowly. ""If vou've got it right, it looka
as if Old Man Carter has cut his nephew
off and made a new will in Bunter's
favour, and they're out ts get it
changed again. PBat—if you said a

EVERY SATURDAY

word about this, Bob, you couldn't prove
& single syllable.”

Bab flushed crimson.

“Doos thet mean that you don't

wove mo " he exclaimed.

‘Don’t be as ass, old chap! T believo
every word, of course, but you might
very likely be wistaken—have misunder-

1

stoud someihing. If Carter was turfed
out of his last school for playing the
goat, 1i'2 odd that he's shown ne signs of
it hove, in over a woek.”

“Bunter's said that he's cavzhit him
smoking.”

“Bunter will say avything., Nobody
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PROFESSIONAL DODGES

PROMIBED you some more corner
I kick “secrets.”” I must bo carveful
what I tell you, or I shall have
plavers and managers on to me,
accusing me of giving away private in-
formsation. But so long az you remem-
ber the things 1 tell you, and they (o
you good, I don't mind taking the risk.

Look at any nowspaper which prints
photographs of football matches in pro-
gress—one of thoe big Sunday or
Monday newspapers, for cxample—and
vou are almost sure {o find some sort of
picture of a corner kick. Either the
poalkeeper saving, & goal being scored,
or the players bunched together waiting
for the ball to como over. Notice what
an unruly jumble of players there
seems to be.

Believe mie, there is more thought put
into that “junbie ” than you think.
Every plaver has hia eve on & pavticulay
opponent; no one is allowed e stand
unmarked. One or two defenders ave
ready to fall back on to the goal-line
to cover up the goalkeéper in case he
makes a slip. And the attackers are
busy positioning thomselves in  the
place: where they think they will stand
the best chance of getting to the ball as
it comes across.

INeither does the player taking ile
Lkick merely slam the ball into the
middle without any regard for the
colleague to whom he wants it to go.
Very often ho has an arrangement with
one of the players in the middle to pui
the ball across in & cevtain place, or in
& cortain Way.

If you get a chance to seo the Arsenal
in sction, watch carefully when they are
awarded a corner kick, You may seo
Tod Drake, their “pgiant® contre-
forward, stand well away from the goal,
and thean, as the ball comes ovor, dash
in with o huge leap in an endeavour
to head the ball into the net. Or watch
the Arsenal when they are not doing
too well—perhaps a gonl down. Ag
goon as o corner kick is awarded they
bring up one or two of their tall de-
fenders—Juck Crayston or Les Comp.
ton, for example—to try to forco a
goal thet way., In the game against
Weost PBromwich Albion, carvlier this
season, Copton, a full-back, saved the
game by comning up for a corner kick
when there were only five minntes left
for play. |

But remember this: I your defenders
advance for a corner kiels, other players
must be sent back to act as defenders
in tho case of a auick breakaway by
the other sule,

The subjects of this weck’s
“lesson " by our special sport-
ing contributor are corner-

kick secrets—and a warning
about heading the ball,

HEADING IS IMPORTANT
THER clubs adopt thelr own
dodges o help them to score

goals from corner kicks

Girimsby Town work one, and I
have occasionally seen Chelsea try it on
this season, Instead of banging the ball
into the middle, the player taking the
kick passes it gently to a colleague who
is running up about half-way between
the tonchhine and the contre of the field.
T'rom there the player with the ball
can have a shot at poal. The point is,
vou see, that the fellow taking the kick
must not play the ball again until it
has been plaved by another player. He
couldn’t run in from the corner to have
a shot, so be passes the ball te a col-
league, who 15 at hiberty {o do as he
likes,

In the foregoing you have a few of
the dodges which first-class players
“try on* in their efforts to improve
that average of “one in eighteen " goals
from corner kicks, Now let uz take our
corner kick and see how we get on.
The ball went out on the left of the
goal—that 15 on our right wing. We
dectded that, because we wanted our
corners to be taken with the “wrong ™
foot, we would let onr outside-left take
the corners on the right wing. e must
place ihe ball in the “are ¥ and, with-
out moving the correr flag, take the
kick as per ithe instructions which I have
been giving vou.

Now then, wvou forwards, position
vourselves with some intelligence; don't
all crowd 1 the goalinouth. The ball
is coming over—ao nice corney kick, not
too lugh, and about four wyards out
from goal. Char contre-forward jumps,
goets hiis liead to the ball, but sends 1t
over the bar, and the game must be
stavted arain by o goal kick.

I dou't know who taught our contre-
forward about headivg the ball, It
certpinly wasn't me.  You may have
thought of gqueer that I baven't said
anything about headiug up Lo now.
Dou't think I’ have forgotten, or that
I ibink heading doesu’t play an im.

(Continued on next page.)

porigut part in football. 1eading is
unportant, Seveval players Lhave failed
to reach the top rank becauso they have
not been able to head a ball properly.
-[ Fivst of all, T remcmber telling
you et the beginning of this scries
of "lessons ™ that football should be
played on the ground I the game is

Flayad properly there shiould be 1o need
or a groat deal of leading,

The real reason, however, why I have
left heading oul of these notes up to
now 1s that I don't advise you young
foutbullers to got into tho habit of head-
ing a football. During a game a foot-
ball can become very heavy., A sofl
skull, which isn't used to laking bangs,
may casily bo damaged if you head the
balt in the wrong way. Don't think I
am suggosting that you wrap vourselves
up n ¢ottonwool, or that yuu shouldn't
do the things which might burt you.
But there is no point in runniug the
rislk of getting knocked out, or, at the
best, going aboul for days with a severs
headache. The head is a very delicale
part of the anatomy, which needs look-
g after. For the time being, lob us
make it a rule that there shall be no
Lheading in our games.

That doesn't mean that
forget about this important part of
football. Heading practico with w
small dry football can do no harm and
will do o great deal of good. Lven a
tennis ball will teach vou the right and
wrong ways to use your head., The
most important thing to remember is
that you noever head a ball with the top
of vour head; always with the front or
the side. The other thing {o remeomber
is to keep your eye on tho ball all the
time, oven when it iz just striking

our head. It is a greal temptation,

lenow, to shut your eves as tho ball
rofs nearcr.  Force yourself to keep
thewm open, or you will never be abls
to ead a ball acenrately—like * Dixie
Dean, the Everton apd  Eogland
centve-forward, cau, for example.

That is as wueeh about heading as 1
sm going to bother you witlhh now,
Watch low the firstclass playvers Liead
a ball, and practise voneself with w
light ball. Bul, for the tims being..
forgoet nbootl heading =0 far as actus!
games ave coucertied, and sce that vew
feck go 1o the right places,

Tuz Macxer Lisnany,—Nv. 1,502,

WATCH THE BALL

IIAD reasons for uot mentioning
thia heading  business  earlior,

fou st
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clse has—and even if he had, smoking
i3 & zilly trick, but not {*mctiiy a erime,
SBmithy smokes, and we're all Friendly
enouglt with Smithy. Don't bo an ass,
Bob | o

“ He knows those Highelilfe cads, Pon
& Co—"

“"Ho do we, if you come to that!
Anvhow, hw's only et Pon in the holi-

doys, Bt Ulaf’s 15 & couple of hundyed
miica from Highcliffe, so=—"  Harr
Wharton shook his head again. * Loo

here, Bob, the chap’s keen on foolbail,
aud playe o joily good game.  That

docan’t sound like o smoky ass and a

bad hat.™

“Emithy's as good a footballer as any
man i the Remove, and he's a sinoky
ass and o bad hat ! growled Bob.

Harry Wharten laughed.

“Well, if he's no worse than the old
Hounder we can stand him," he said.
“Weo're not sitting on the bench to
;mlgn fellows. Anyhow, what he does
13 no bizney of yours eor Inine.”

“1I kuow that., It's about Bunicr that
I'm worried. I'm net even sure that
Bunzier's his game, but it looks hike it
It might be only dislike that makes him
cough on the fat chump. I've told you
that becavse I want to know what you
think. Well, what do yow think®"

“1I think it all sounda jolly =teep, and
that you muf have got & wrong inpres-
sion from what vou heard that day at
Lantliam,” answered Wharton frankly.
Y5t in the eircumstances, wo might
keop o eve on im and Bunter.”

Yo that's all 've been able to come
16" grunted DBob.

“If tho chap came a mucker at his
last =chool, and is trying to make pood
at Grevlviars, it's to his credin,™ added
Wharten, “He has o right to try to get
hiz uncle's good opinion back, if he
can—in fact, 1t's his duty, If Le's trving
to blacken Bunter, though, that's a divty
game, and we'll jolly soon put a stop io
it. DBut I've seen no sign abaut F||im
of what Inky would call badbatfulness.™

Roby Chierrs burst into a laugh.

* Loolki—" ha said.

W hat—="

O, just look 1

Boly pointed down the winding lane.

The two chums were there, to see if
Ponsouby camne elong to the gate of the
Fhyee TFishars, From the direction of
tho Courifield road Ponsouby came up
the lane, and stopped at that pate. But
he did not come alone. Another fellow
was walking by his side. That fellow
was Arthur Carier, the new junior in
tho Greviviars Remova.

L i

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Punches for Pon!

ABRY WHARTON siared.
Bol: Cherry breke inlo 2

rapid sprint.

Yonzonby had put his hand
onr the gaie ta open it, and it was plain
that his Ureviriars friend was going to
follow hLim in,

But the gate had only started to open,
when Bob arrived, with a rush.

Pon, glanang round, received & shove
ol the chost, which sent him staggering
Lhack into the middle of the lane, where
lio sat down,

Carter stared at Dob, a flush coming
into bis face. Bob pave him no notice.
He fuced Ponsonby, standing bebween
ithe Higheliffe fellow and the gate, He
was giving Pon no chance to dodpe iuio
the grounds of the Three Fishers, where
ho could not hiave been followed.

Harry Wharton was on the =poi by
the timo the dandy of Higheliite hod
gcrambled to his feet.
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“*You—you hooligan!” panted Poi.
What—"

“I've gor you, this time ' said Dob,
!iﬂ'iltll.'!h “Keep away {rom that gaoie,
‘onsonby—banker and billiavds  ean
walt a bit!”

“You rotten ruffian, stand aside!”
suid Ponsonby, his veice thieck with
rage.

“ Look hero—=" began Carler.
Bob gave him a look.
LEE

L ¥ou can shut upi” he snapped.
Cut into that den if you like—nobody’s
stopping you! Pon's not going till I've
icked him ™

“I'm not going in!” murtered Carter,
“1 walked as far as this with FPon!
That's all! Look here, if you've pot a
row on with Pon, you can leave it till
he's mot in my company

“It's not =0 easy to ecateh Pon!®
answered Bob scornfully. *““He got me
at Lantham. with three other fellows to
help kim. Now he's on his own, and
hie's poing to have what he's asked for 7

“It was only & lark, that day at
Lovtham ! muttered Ponzonby. 1
sappose 16 did you noe horm to lese your
train™
,"It didd mere havin than you fancy!
You ragged me and tied me up—Ffour
of vou! You'd b glad enough to rag
agait, if you had a Higheliffe crowd
with you!" =aid Bob contemptucusly.
“Arg vou gomng to put up vour hands,
Donsonby 7

“No!™ zaul Pon between his teeth,

“Look here, Wharton, »ou ought to
=lop (g, as capizin of the Temove,”
exclaimed Carter. ® L've not been long
at Greviriars, Lot I'va heard that
Queleh 13 down on this rowing  with
Highelife. You've gob fricwds at that
ahiool, too! Keep that silly fathead

quieg !

“Pon shouldn't ask for it, if he
thoesn’t want 10 answoered  Wharton.
*1I'm here to see him get what's cowning
to him.™

“Well, I shall stop it, if you won't!”
sunpped Carter. " IKeep vour paws to
rvourself, Cherry, or vou'll have me to
deal with, as well as Pon”

“Back me up,” muttered Ponsonby.

“I certainly shall 1™

“You won't!™ anid Harry Wharton.
“1 don't wanl any trouble with you,
Carter, as you're in my study at Grov-
friars, but if you chip in here, vou'll
have a serap on your hamds ! Dile in.
Boh 1*

Boh Cherry, heodless of Carter, was
already advancing on Ponsonby,  big
hands up, and his eves gleanung over
thon.

Pon cast a hunted ook at the Throe
Fishers pate; but he was barred  off
from it, and he backed away o the op-
pesite side of the [ane

o

Carter  made a forward stop, snd
Harry Wharton momediately  steppud
inta his Wav.

(artor had te stop.

“Keep clear,” zaid Harry quictly.
“It’s man to man—and it was four to
oni: whon theze cads tackled Bob at
Lantham. Yowil have to wait for Pen
to join you i that den.”

“I've sawd that I wasn't golug in!™
muttered Carter, b

“Well, T hope it's tine ! said Harvy
dryly.  “Anyhow, Pon's going to be
busy now=—and vou're uci going to indor-
fere,”

Carier stood undecided.  He was in-
tensely irritated and angry, and keen (o
vo to his Highehilo pal’s awd.  Bul o
was clear that he eould reuder Pon no
help; & fight with Wharton would not
belp Pon,  Awd the eaprain of il -
move stomd veady for i,

Meanwhile Pon, very unwillingly, was
getling buse, A tap on bis Jofty noso

decided L to pob up Tz bands, and as
there was no eseape for him, the dandy
of Highelitfe threw himself into tlie
fray with all ihe courape he could
muster.

Wharton snd Carler looked on.

For two or thrce minntes there was
a wild and whirling combat in the lane.
Twice Bob staggercd under hofty blows
—amd twice Pon went down in the mud,
with deplorable results ta s clegant
clobber,

_When he went down for
titne, he stayed down, gasping.

“I give in!” he panted.
o You don't!” answered Bob coolly.
*You're going on till you're licked, vou
rotten funk. Get up ™

“I--1 cant1®

“Phen I'H roll veu mte that diich 1
~ Pon, evidently, could get up—for he
Jiur::ped up like a jack-in-the-box at
that.

Hammer and tongs they went again—
Pon backing, and dodging, giving all
the ground he could,  and eunninely
eirching round, to get nearcr and nearer
o the gate in the fonee.

Suddenly he made a flerce attack,
éat"eszamhg Bob =0 hard that the Grey-
friars yunior had to give a foot or two.
Then, as Bob rallied, PPon spun round,
ran for the gate, put his hands on tho
top bar, oud vaulled over,

He wos gone alinost like a lightning
Dash.

BBoby, red with wrath, made a fierce
rush after him.

Pon dropped on the inner side of the
gate, and eui off at p breathless run
towards the red-tiled building  that
showed at a distanece through the leafess
Lrees,

“ Hold on!” shouted Harry, a= Bob
ptrt his hands on the gate, with the in-
tention of leaping over after Ponsonby.
In bhis exeitement, Bob rather fargot
that the Three Fizhers was strictly out
of bournds.

Harry "Wharton ran to  him,
caught him by the anm.

“You can’t go in there, Bob1” he ex-
cliuimed.

“That cur’s not getting away 17 roared
Boh., “I mayn’t see him again this
term—think he’ll give me  another
chance if he can help it} I'm going to
thrash him—"

“You've given him a good allowanee,
old chap—2

“Rat! T'd hordly storted—"

“Lock here, you're nobt going ovee
that gate, so chock 0! =aid  Harry.
“Tf you got spotied, 1t wouldn®t bo much
use telling the Haad you only went in
for o row with a Highcliffe cad! Siap,
I tell you!”

Bob Cherry grunted angrily, Lut ho
listened to reason. He turned away
fromy ihe gate, and dabbed s nose,
where one of Pon's kuocka had landedl,

“After atl, he had & few!™  ho
muttered,

“More than a few!” said Harry,
laughing. “ You can call it a day, Boh,
go far ns Ponsonby is concerned. Come
and bathe your nose in the pond—and
let'y get after the other fellows.™

“0Oh, all vight.”

Harry Wharton glanced at Carter.

“¥ou've sald that yvou were not going
into the den with Pousonby, Carter,”
e sand. “"What are you waiting fort"

“I supnoze I can wait here if 1 like !

vapped Carter.
Ol eertainly; but as yon'ro new 1o
Greyfriars, I'd better tell you that a
chap spotted ot the Three Fishers s
booked for o flogging, and might e
epclied. And the beaks pnd prefects at
Greyfriara are not so slack as ar Figh-
cliffe—==FPonn  may he  safe, but you
wauldin't be,”

e third

atl



"1 give in 1™

don’t ! *’ answered Bob Cherry coolly.

“Thank you for nothing!™ emecrcd
Corter.

“0Oh, come on!” spapped Bob., “The
follow’s only waitin [I;-r us to torn our
Lacks before he follows Ponsonby in.™

“I'm waiting for Pon to come ont,”
saidl Carier. “He's only pone in to
spreals to a man for a few minutes, I—
L othink.”

“Oh! In that ecase, T'll wait, {oo!”
sidl Ilob saveastically. ‘

“He's not likely to come out whila
you re hanging about.”

“No—nor for & couple of hours, any-
how Come on, Wharton, you don't
wink to seo Cartor going in, I suppose?™
growled Bob, “He's a bit more earcful
than Swmithy—he doesu’t want any Grey-
frines man to spot him.” '

Catter gave Bob a bitier, aud at the
stune time, eurious look.

“You seem to have made ap vour
mind that I'm a bad hat 1™ L vemarvked.
“Any special reason?”

“T know vou've a bad hatl” retorted
Bob, “You wouldn't pal with that
Higheliffe blackguard 1f you weren't”

“I've zcot vou very friendly  wilh
Vernon-Swnith; and 've heard Lhat he
carvies on oxactly as Pon i3 doing!
Are von o bad hat®” asked Carter.

Horry Wharton smiled, and canghi
Balv's arm. ]

“Cume on!” he said.

Tuey teamped away up the lane, Lead.
ing for the wayside pond, for Bob to
hathe lis nose~-which rather needed it.

The pend was past o winding turn
of the lane, and when they reached it
the Uhree Fishwrs gate and Carier wero
out af sight behind.

“PBot vou that cad’s over the pate
Lefore this [ grunted Bob, as he dipped
liis hazdkerehief into the water.

Whnrtenn made no reply.  He did not
ferl =re. in his own mind, abouk
Caeter, nnd it was useless to argue the
oint,  Lnk Lie wondered.

beon

Pubs  dawaged nose baving

EVERY SATURDAY

panted Ponsonby, as he weni down in the mud, with deplorable results to his elegant clobber.

bathed, they walked on to the Sark,
ond joined the other membera of ilic
Co. on the foupaih,

Whether Arthur Carler had followed
Pon into the Three Fishers, as soon as
their backs were turned, Havry Wharton
did not know—and he was willing to

ive the now juunior the benefit of tho
EL{LilJEt, But there was no doubt in Bob's
1eXITuCE.

FESrs S SEEE

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Quelch Comes Down Heavy !

6 EGGD ™ roared Billy Bunter.
“Ye thafe of the woypruld!™
voaved Micky Desrnond.
“Boeast ' howled
“Will vou legpo 7
Billy Bunter had reraained in a dise
appearcd slate fov wost of the after-
noott.  But lowards tea-timo 18 waos
impossible for Bunicr fo conlinue dis-
a}pmrud. e wus very heen to miss
Micky—but miz«ing a mecal was not to
be thought of.

Ile hoped that dMicky had gob over
the hack on his shin iy that time, Heo
hoped, also, that Alicky bad done those
lines.  Anyhow, he had to rizk 1if, or
miss his tea—whick was unthinkabile.

Bul it was rather o coviainty than o
vizle, as he found when he rolled into
the Remove passage, Micky Desmond
ponnced on him, hefore he even saw that
ﬂi\i& Irish jumior wa= in ihe passage at
FLE L

Micky had eecovered, moro or less
fram tho hool. Bt he hod net done the
lines.  Hle had made ap his mingd that
he was not poine to do them. Tt was
up to DBanter—and in that all the
temevn fellows  ageced  with MMieloy.
Eveon Bob, whe Lelieved thak the lnes
hael Lieren ¥ plamtind 7 oy Buader the day
Bfpre, eotesicbeved I]|.’1': 1. wWas et (RIS
fal Owl to e balf,  Fvevvhody else

Buapley.

** You're going on till you're licked, you roften funk !

“* You
Getup I "

considered that il was up o him Lo da
the lot.

With, of coarse, the cxceplion of
Buuter lamself,  Buuter nover con
ricered Lhat it was up to lim Lo do anyv-
thing involving cxertion, '

A dozens fellows in the Remove passage
Iooked on, grinming, as the hapless ol
Owl was collared.” 1o wriggled wid
shook like 2 Fat jelly in Micky's grasp.

“Now, ve podgy omadhaun,” hissed
Micky, “are you going to do the lines®
Lhey've gol 1o be handed in by Lo

roaredl  Bunlee,

booeie.™

L Nﬂ [n “.{
Smithy, make him legro 1

: 'H watelh it ! weivmad the Bounder.

“1 sav, Hazel, old chap—-~"

*Fatheae 1™

“Bolzover—I
chap—"

YE vom “uld chap ' me, T boot von!™
spid  Dolsover major. " You pinched
Dvamend’s lines, yvou fab bnrglar—"

“1 didn't 1™ wailed Bunier, © Desmond.
you beast, ereo! T've rot Lo see Blapls
—I'm going to tea with Muuly=——-
Yaronoop ™

Billy Lander voaved and Towled as
Micky yanked L along Lthe passaze (o
the fap and sinl al the cod, and pul
his Fab head under the tap,

“Yow-ow-ow ! If yon turn that tap
on  me,”  shricked  Bander, “I=I'11--
'll-——— Gurrrrrragh !t

Holding Buder’s head aoder the Lap
with his wight hated, Aicks turoed on
thes kg with s beft !

Fplauly !

Billy Bunler gave o salloealed rooar
as e waler stecamed over lis boead.
e sivuggled frantically,

“Now, you fal
Wlialew,

Onrrregeh D suraled Bonler

“ifm. ha, bt

{’{"rmffmrr:f R Pty 16.)

T Alwexer Lospaey--XNoo LInZ

By,

say,  Dolsover,  old

' LHEYER O

LEETEO



{Continued from page 13.}

“Are you going to do the lines
intoirely ¥ roared Micky.

* Hooooooogh t” ]

“Bunter's getting & wash,” grinned
Skinner. *“Your first this term, old fat
man! It will do you goodi”

“He'a changing already!” remarked
Hazel.

“Gurrggh | Ooovooch! Woo-hoooch 1%
gurgled tho hapless fat Owl. *1 say,
you _fellows—— Cinaocooooooooooogh ¥

*“Bure, I'll hould yez here till yo say
yis 1" bawled Micky Desrnond. * Will ye
do the lines, ve fat spalpeen?”

“ Froocooococgh [

“Ha, ha, hai”

“Cave I” ealled ont Kipps of the
Remove, frora lewer down the passage.
“"Ware beaks (™

Bunter's frantic yells had been hearwd.

from the stairs came Mr, Quelch,
with rustling gown and frowning brow.
Ho gave a thunderous cglavnra:« up the
passsbga towards the crowd at the end.

“Will ye do the lines for me I roared
Miaky

esrmnond.  “Sure I'll dhrown

ez if yc don't, intoirely.”

“Shut up!” breathed Smuthy., * Heve
comes Quelchy, you nsai®

*Grooogh ! say, you fellows—

Dovogh [

“Deosmond !” came in 3 voice of
thunder. * Release Bunter this instant!
How dare you!"

“0h, howly wmother av dosest”
rasped Micky in dismay, and he let go
Bunter as if the fat Owl had suddenly
become red-hot to the touch.

" Doooooogh | pesped Bunter.

Ho sat down with a bump when he
was released. sbreammge with water,
and gasping and Surgh‘n for brenth.

Micky spun round to his Form-master,
his face the picture of dismay, In his
fixed belief that Buntor had deliberately
“snooped " his impot for the day before,
he had been deoply exasperated; but he
realised that he had handled the fat
Owl in rather a drastic manner, all the
SAINo.

“This 13 absolutoly ovtrogeous ™ eox-
claimed Mr. Queleh, “I have never
heard of such a thing! I heard what
you said, Desmond—and I am very glad
ihat I heard it! I shall toke Very
gevere moeasures to sce that nothing of
tiis kind recurs in my Form.”

# J=l—f—=" glamtnerad Micky.

“You were drenching Bunter with
water, to foree him to write your
impasition for youl” thundered Mr.
Queleh, “I heard yon, Desmond !

“*Yis, sorr, but—bit—" i

“Y should cane you severcly mercly
for asking another Loy o write your
lincs, if it came to my knowledge! But
vou have actually bullied Bunter to
eompel him to do so [

“Oih, no, sorr! Yon—you seq=——>"

“I have the evidence of my evos and
my cars, Desmond! I do not tlnonk I
have ever hearvd of anything so uttecly
oufrareons 1™

Micky stood Blioking at him.

The rest of the Removites were silont.

Tew, 1f any, would have [damed
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Micky if he had blurted out the whole

story. Butb he said nothing. Whatever
camo of it, he was not going to
“*enake.”

But Mr. Qucleh’s expression was really
terrifying. He had, as he supposed,
come upon a particularly obnoxious case
of bullying. Certainly 1t loocked like it
= felfuw helding another fellow’s head
vnder the tap till the victim agreed to
do his lines for him! i

“Bunter| Go to the dormitory and
dry yourself at once!” said Mr, Quelch.
“Desmond, follow me to my study!™

“I1 nivir mint—" stammered the
unfartunato Micky.

“T know what I have seen and heard,
Desmond! You neced sny ing !
will make it very clear to all that bully-

in% is not permitted in my Form 1"
" Sure wasn't bullying!™ pasped
Miecky. *You ask any of theso fellows,

sorr, whither they've iver seen me bully-

ing___:u .
fDesmond wasn’t to blame, sirl®” zaid

Vernon-Smith, . ® He could explain—"

“Hava youn anvthing fo =3y,
Desmond 7°

Micky hesitated p moment. The
Bounder's intervention gave him &

chance. and he was strongly tempted to
toll the story of the “snooped ” impot.
But he hesitated only & moment.

“WNo, sorr, only that T wasn™ bully-
g, he said. “Sure, I wouldn't touch
the baste with me litile finger if he
hadn't asked for that same.”

“You will take a hundred lines,
Vernon-8mith, for your impectinent
remark, Bunter, po to the dornitory
at once. Desmond, follow mo"

Billy Bunter, dronched and dripping.
tottered away to tho dormitory stair

CRse.

Miclky followed his Form-master down
thie lower sknirs.

In hisz study, Mr. Quelch, with a grim
brow, selected a stout cane,

Micky breathed hard through his nose.

“You have not written your lines,
Desmond ¥ ropped the Remove master,
€5 NU, SﬂI'I‘“"'"'—'u
"¥You were relying, no doubt, on
coereing Bunter inte writing them !
exclaimed Mr. Quelcl. 1 have never
heard of such o thing., 1 zhall eane vou
with the utmost severity ! DBend over
that chair!”
It was & harvowivg scene that followed

—for ick_',{? )

Mr. Quelch felt it his doiy to be
sovere; and he did his duiy to the full!
There were only six swipes—lut cvery
ane of them rang like a pistol shot—and
louder slill  rvang the recipient's
anguished yells,

“Now,” zai] Mr. Quelel, laying down
the canc.

“Ow! Ooogh! Howly Bloses!
Wow 1" groaned the wriggling Micky.

“Po gilent! You will bo detained on
Saturday afternoon, Desmond, and you
will take five hundred lines, in addition
to your caning.”

“Howly smolke!™ gasped Micky,

“In the cvent of any further bullsing
coming to my netice, I shall report you
io your headmaster M said Mr. Quelch

-sternly.

“T nivir bullied Bonter—="

“Hilence ! Leave my study 1 rapped
aMr. Quelch. *“Another word, and I
ghall canc you agnin!”

“I don't carc!™ howled the oxas-
perated  Dlicky, reckless  between
anguish and indignation. “I nivir did
hul{;r anybody, and ee I mivir did,
b ="’

“TIpon ray word [¥

Mr. Quelch prasped (he cane again,
Three hefty swipea landed on Macky's
Hi“ﬁlmﬂa before he cseaped from the
sy .

In the Remove passage he was
received with sympathy., But sympathy
was not of much nse to the suffering

Micky,
MThe baste!” he said. “Tho bastal
Whipping & man for bullying, and [

niver did—sure, I niver did intoirelyt
I'll make the basto sit up for it Owl
Yow! Wow! Bure I shan’t be able to
gt down for & wake! Wowl Wow!"

And for a long, long lime sounds of
woo and tribulation were heard from
Micky's study.

e

THE TENTH CHAPTER.

Bunter Puts Both Feet In It!

i BAY, you foellows !
“"Turn out, vou fat slacker (™
“I ¢an't] I'm ill!"
Tho rising-bell rang

dewy morn.

The Greyiriars Remove terned ont to
the familiar, unwelcome clang—with the
exception of Billy Bunter. Buanter lifted
a fot head frorn a pillow, and blinked
at the other fellowsa

“Tm il he repeated Hrmly. I
caught & cold yesterday when that beast
De:smﬂng held my head under the

tap—'

“That the latest " asked Cartor.

"¥You ean shut up, Carter! I'm not
speaking to you! No need for you to
butt in!” snapped Bunter. “1 say,
Wharton, youn tell Quelch I've canglht a
bad cold—"

“And all for ten minutes extra in
bed!"” said SBkinner. “Think Quelch
will swallow it, you fat ass

“T've said T il answered Bunter,
with digoity.  “I was drenched with
water-—sgaked all over! It stand. to
reason I've caught a cold!  'm not
cxactly mughinlg or sneczing—il's in-
terual, sec? [ frel absolutely unable to
get out of hed.” _

asked Bob

#8hall I belp youl™
Cherry.
“No, you beast! roared DBunier.
“Can't you take a fellow's word
that he's 117 I've boen feeling i1l all
night! I haven't just thought of it be-
canse I want to stay g

“Ha, ha, ha!®

“Oh, cackle ! said Bunter,
while a fellon’s lying—2"

“Well, your lyiag is enough to make a
cot Jaugh " eaid Skinncr.

“While a fellow™s Iying ill, T meant™
hooted Bunder. “I've gob a tempera-
went

“A which¥™ gasped Bob.

A very serionz temnperamenl——>="

“0L, iy bat! Do you mcan a teme-
perature

“Is it temperature?  Well, whicl-
ever it 15, I'vo gob it—Dbad! It may
turn to measles vr—or plumbago, for all
I know! I simply dare not put o foot
out of bed! Tell Quolch, when you go
down, Wharton, old chap ™

“¥You Ia::m'limiz asa !V gald Harry. “If
vour make Quelch belicve you've pot a
cold, you'll be hiked off to sanmy.

“It's not so Lad as that” said Bunter
hastily. “I—I may feel better shortly.
At  the present moment it's simply
awfull Toll Queleh I'm suffering feav-
fu! ngonics, will you, old fellow ¥ "That
may touch lus hieart, you koow."

There was a chuckle along the Bemove
dormitory.  Billy Dunicr’s cxenzes for
gotbing o few extra minutes in bed wora
many  and  various.  This, nobody
doubted, was ono mors of thon.

Seill, it was possible that Bunter had
eaughi o eold, for thot drenching under
the Pemave tap on YWednesday afier-
roodr Lid been very thorough Ll

in the

al——

“Cackle



hare pos:ihility saved lisn from having
Lis. bedelothes hooked off him.

It he claimed to be ifl, he hiad o right
ta take the risk of disvagarding rising-
hell; it was his own affair] Bat if he
woro spoofing, nobody envied hime his
uterview with Quelch.

Bunter laid his fat head on the pil-
low again. He waa proparcd to re-
cover by the time the breakfast-bell
l‘t‘;ﬁ; Byt this, he considevod, was
F for nearly an extra half-hour in
wd.,  The foct that he hadn't o eold
did not bother Bunter in the
Truily and he were sirangers,

Hoe grinved on his pillow when the
Removites had gone down. Now that
all those noisy fellows were gobne, thero
was a chance for a fellow to got anglher
forty winke, "That drenching under the
Hemove tap had been fearfully unecom-
fortalle at the Hime; but the fat Owl
was rather glad of it mow. 1t was
coming in useful.

Bunter’s eves cloged and bis mnguth
opencd. He was about 1o glide off
inte happy slumber, when there was a
footsiep 1 the Rewmove dormitory.

The fat Owl's cyes closed amd  his
mouth opened. He did noet Lift his head
from tho pitlow, bus he yapped out
irritally :

“Aren’t you all gone yet? Tow long
ara yon gmnglr( to hang obout keeping
a fellow awakn? I say is that you,
Wharton? Look here, you go and tell
ald Quelch T ill—why, f be isn’t
told, the old azs may come up herve to
see why I haven't gone down——"

“BUNTER !

“Oh erikey ! gasped Bunter,

All desive for slumber vanished at
ihe sound of his IForemaster's voicoe.
Bunter fairly bounded.

“Oh loe' I he stutterod.

Hea fixed hiz {errified weyes on Al
Queleh, It wnz not one of the Removo
fullows who had not gone deown-—it was
the Remove master who had come up !
Bunter blinked at him in as mmch
horray aa if he had heen the grisly
rhost of 8 Form-mazler.
 Mr. Queleh advanceed lowards thoe
hapless Owl's bed. Iis gimlel eves
almost bored inte Bunter,

“Bunter, as you did not eome down
with the rest of the Warm, I eamas up
fo ascortzin why. What evpression did
I lear yoit appiy to me, Boapler?”

“Oh crumbs! I=I=—I never called

least,

vow an ase, =iei? gasped Bunter, in
v A

“I lweard you!”  thundered A,
Cueleh,

“Oh, no, sr] F-1 was speaking of
anothier old ass, siel? ;;;:_spm}’ Bunter.

*Bunter i

“I—F—I was, really, #ir! Yeu—vou
ain't the only old a=s as Greviviars,
i, habbled the fagy Owl,

Ale. Quelch gasped.

:: (}:‘;B gt of be 'Mi onee, IE;:ijl’rE'r I”d

n, o=, certainly, sir aspe
Daintor, and ho relled et L

Ho gquite forgoet to be 1! Quelch’s
look did net cnconvage illness, at the
moioent |

“xow bend over thar bed, Bunter!™

“0Oh lor' 17

Mr. Queleh had breaght his care up
to the dovrmitory wiih him; danbiless
gunﬁrsmg‘t]i‘at it mgnt e needed ! Hoe
swizhed b i e s a2 the hapless fas
Owl bent over tho bed.

Whaelk !

Pyjamas weora a very _1;1}5}1‘ protee-
lon against a cane,  DBilly Doanter's
wild yell weoke all the ceboes of the
dornstory.

Whack, whack, whack!

“MNow, Bunteyr—

“Yarpoht  Oh cpikey!
reaved Dagiers UL ddeard

Yaorooon !
(w1

EVERY SATURDAY

“Tf vou are not down in five minuies,
Bunter, T shall come up again!™ said
Mr, Queleh, in a voice rescmbling that
of the Great Hoeo Bear,

And he tucked the eape under his
arm and left the dormitory.

Billy Bunter was down under the five
minufes. He wasz veory anxious not to
give his Form-master the trouble of
coming up againl

He  rolled  out quad,

wriﬁ!ing

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!™ roared Bob
Cherry. “IDid you get awav witl it,
old fat man?"

“Ow! The beast walloped me!™
groaned Bunter. “Faney a Iorm-
master patehing inte & chap when he's
ul! Uhat's hew fellows are treated
here !

“Ha, ha, ha ™

“Blosged if I see anything to cackle
at ! howled Bunter., “I've a jolly
Fm:-cl min:d to go te the Head ahont it
That beast Quelch—m—>""

“E8hut up, ass " exclaimed Frank
Nugent, as Alr. Queleh came cut of tho
House, just behind Bunter.

“Shan't! The beast whopped mel?
roared DBunter. " Whopped ma  for
nothing! Think I'm going to he
whopped for nothing?! I came jally
near chucking o Pil ow at his head, I
can tell yeu! I'd a jolly good mind
to stick 1n the donm, and cliuck a pil-
low at his cheeky head when he cane
up again! I—— Leggo, yon beaszt !
added Buanler, az o hawd fell on Lis
fat shoulder. *Is that von, Desmond,
vou rotter—— {h evikey I

Bunier’s eves popped  twough
spectacles ab Me. mellf:lti

Farly az it wasz, Burter had done 1t
twice that morning ! (ften and often
did the fatuons fab Owl pot his foot in
it! Now he had, az it were, put bath

fect in 1t!
Alr. Quelch did not zpeak. But his

inte  the

his

face was elognent as he led Billy
Bunter back into the louse
A minate later, ihe sounds ihat

vehoed [roon Ale, Quelels study miglt
Lhave touched o lieart of slono,

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER,
Getting Queleh !

ILLIAM WIBLEY iook

Micky Desmond by one

arm, David Morgan tock him

Ly ihe other, and, belwecn

them, they walked him to lis study—
pently but fivmaly,

Alicky had a large, heavy hasseck
his hand—and the hght of battle 1 his
evie.  They had grabbed lim on the
Hemove landing after prep.

Umpteen times that day Dicky liad
confided fo iz study-matez that he was
poing te make Queleh zorrvy for himn-
self “entoively 71 Aicky's wrath waa
transferved, it :a.}:paarad. from Bunter
to  Queleh. The affair of the
“enooped ' impot had been washed auf
of his mind by that severe whopping
in Queleh’s study, from which he was
still feeling twinges, )

Worse than that, was deleniion on
Saturday aftornonn, with five handred
lines to write, Likewise, the impula-
tion of bullying made Micky feel very
sore=—very sore ndeed

Bunter's «elipquencics—or  supposed
dolivguencicae—had been washod out by
ihat drenching under the Remove tap,
Queleh’s remained to be wazhed ont—
and wntil Muky socovered lhis usasl
pood temper his {riemds wore rvather
anxiouns about hin.

Az AMr. Quelch was standing below
thir sinirease 10 conversation with Prowt,

¥

Wib and Morgan guessed whet Micky
was shinking of doing with that hassock.
Far which reason they grasped him and

walked  him off—Micky cunergertically
proiesting  Heedless of protests, they
walked lum  dnto  the stndy  and

slatnmed him mto an armchair,

“You howling ass!” said Wihley.

*Asking for the sack, luok you!
said Aorgan,

Micky glared at them—withont a sign
of gratitude for their friendly offices.
Just ar prezent what Micky wanted was
VORZURLLC,

* Yo checky, fotheaded spalpocns !

gazped  BMicky., " Bure, I'd  have
dhropped it right on his nappey
“Aud what would happen  afier-
wards ¥ inguired Wik,
~ "Bure, he'd be szorry fov  himself
intoirely®
“You porty Celt!” saind Wibley,

“¥ou baliny Hibernian!
yor you've got friends
from geiting sacked 1

“If you think -you're going to slop
me——" hgaoted Micky.

“SHort of 1" grinned Morgan, “Yon
iry to get out of this study il Quelch
has cleared off, and we’ll bung you on
the floor and =it en your lwead ¥

Micky glared wrath. In momenta of
cxciteinent there was no Jdoubtd ihat
Micky needed a restraining Land, and
he was wildly exeited now, Wibley
aud Alorgan stoeod between him and the
door, watchful.

M1 tell you I'm going to get Queleh !
hizsed Micky., “You thry to stop e,
ard, sure, I'll koock both of ver inio
the middle of nixt wake! You eould
no more stop e than von conld stop
the divil whin he was guing through
Athlone!  Now pet away [rom thas
dnre 17

Micky jumped out of ihe annchair.

“Collar him ™ exelaimed Wibley,

Micky's friends closed in ou  lLim.
Obviously he had to be kept in the
study for his own good.

Butbt Micky at fhe nmioment waz guite
Llind to hiz own good. Moking Quelch
sorry for himsell was the urgent busi-
ness on hand, to lue mind.

He gripped the hassoeck amd swang i
round his head,

William Wikley gave a how! as T
caught it with his nose and went stag-
zering across the study, 10 fall in thoe
COTNEr.

The next s'm'lps:- landed on Morgan's
ear, and he relled over on tie carpe
with a proar,

Micky shot to the door,

In a moment or fwo his fricids wonld
have been up again and jumping at him
"I._Ii'mi: o moment or iwo were cnongh fov
AL :!r-l

He tore the deor opoen and ru<hed out
info the passage.

The Remove had gone Jdown aftor
prep, only three or four fellows romain-
mg i the studies. Nobody was in the
passage, or on the landinas.

Micky Desmond =zhot down ihe pas
sago to the landing.

By the time Wibley and Meorgan wern
an their feet In 1he” stwdy Micky was
shooting  acress the landing o he
halusirade.

e looked dowr over it.

Quelch was =il there,
viersation with Ale, ['rout,

Alicky's eyes pleamod down ai the Top
of his mortar-boaed.

Iic lifted the haszock over e Lalus-
frade, caleulated cavefnlly, and lot it
dvop.  Down it went hke 2 plommed,
landing fair and syuare on e, Goelei's
e ar-haard.
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Plop .

Na-r!iar had the elemove master been
g0 surprised.

Ho staggered, tottercd, gasped, and
sat down with a bump.

Prout stared at him blankly.

Instantly Micky backed away [rom
the balusirade, Micky was not much
given to caution, but he realised that he
needed to keop out of sight and remain
undiscovered. The penalty for drop-
ping a hassock on & Form-master’s head
was likely to bo fearfully severe.

(.Irinning, ho backed across the land.
ing—as Wib and Morgan came cutting
breathlessly out of the Remove passage.
" Ho prinned at them as they came.

“Sure, I've done it!"” he chuckled.

Loud exclamations from below told
only too surely that Micky had “done
it.” Excitement veigned boalow,

“You mad ass!” gasped Wibley.

“You potty chump '’ hissed Morgan.
“(ret away—quickt Quick "

Up to that poin. Wibley and Morgan
kad been anxious to restrain their ¢x-
eited chum, but now that the deed was
done their anxiety was to save him from
the consequences.

They grasped him by the arms onco
more and rushed him away, but they
did not return to the Remove studies.
Obviously there would very scon be in-
vestigation in that quarter. They
rushed Micky away by the Fifih Form
passage and down a back staircase. Iu
a very few moments all ihree of them
wore safely off the scene.

[P

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.

A Mystery!
6 QOO0 1 gasped My, Quelch,
“My -dear Quolch—"" stut-
tered Mc. Prout.
“ Ooogh i

“(oodness gracious ! Whet—-"

¥ Bomething—something  fell on—om
my head, 1-—1 think,” gasped the Re-
move master dizaily.

Mr. Quelch sat in,a dizzy state, gasp-
ing. A crowd gathered round at once,
The Remove master's mortar-board
had been knocked sideways, and now it
slanted on his head at an intoxicated-
looking angle, Beside him lay the
hassock. ] 1

Quelch's first dizzy impression was
that Grayfriara was collapsing on his
]\Icad. Forlunately, it was not so bad as
that.

“It was—was—was this!” exelaimed
Prout, turning the hassock over with
iz foot. ** Where, in the name of good-
ness, can this have fallen from "

“It must have depmi ovoer the
banpisters, sir,” said Wingatoe of {he
SZixth, }e stared up.

“Extraordinary t ejaculated Prout.

“Yt must have been done intention-
allw,”” said My, Hacker, the master of
the Shell. “It cannot have been an
accident.” ' _

“Pray let mo help wou, sir,” =aid
Loder of the Sixth officionsly, He gave
the Remove master o helping hand up.

Mz, Quelch tottered to hia feet,

He glanced nt the hassock that had
lmngfg on his head. Ile put his moxtar-
‘i{ﬂard straight. Ilis lips sct in a tight
1T,

Thet hassock had been dropped on his
head. Obviously it could not have got
over the banisters on its own, Someouc
had doneo this—intentionally, as Hacker
said.,  Queleh's Faco was almost pale
wiith iwrath. His gimlet-eyes glinted
with a deadly glink

“By gun i’ came the voice of Colicr
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of the Fifth from the gathermg crowd.
“Zome Remove kid larking with his
beak ! By pum !

“ What sﬁly ass—" murmured Bob
Cherry.

The alarm had deawn a crowd of
juniors from the Rag.

“Whao's up iu the studies?” ashed
Cavter.

*“(Oh crumbs ! Look ¥ breathed Harry
Wharton.

Fifty pairs of eyes were turned up-
ward—sand all of them beheld a fat
face sdorned by a large pair of spec-
tacles blinking over the balustrade of
the Remove landing.

“"Bunter ! breathed Nugent.

“That potty porpooe 3

“ Bunter 1 muttered Carter, his eyes
gleaming.

“Rot!” said Bob Cherry. *Even
Bunter wouldn't bo ass enough fo stay
there if he'd done 161" _

“Tan't he ass enough for anything @™
grinned the Bounder -

Mr. Quelch was already ascending the
stairs, After him went a whele ariny
of Greyfriars fellows.

If Bunter had donme it he was cer-
tainly displaying wncommon nerve oOF
uncommon obtuseness, for he did neot
go; he romained where he was, blink-
g down, apparently not in the least
alarmed.

*“T gav, vou fellows, whal's up?™” he
called out, as the crowd came swarm-
ing up to the landing. )

“ Bunter 1" said Mr. Quelch in 8 volce
that was not lond. but very, very deep.
“Bunter, did you drop a hassock over
the banisiera?

Bunier blinked at him.

“Enh? 0Oh, no, sirl”

“What are you doing here, Bunter?”

“Lh? Standing on the landing, sir,”
anawered Bunter, puzzied.

Thers was a suppressed
the erowd of fellows who had followed
Quelch up. It was an awlully serious
matter, but the fat Owl could always
be relied upon o supply a liitle comic
relief. ;

“Is that intended for impertinence,
Bunter 7 roared Mr, Quelch, He was
ot in 2 mood to be patient wiik
Bunter's obtusenesa,

“Ehi O, no, sir! I—TI haven't done
anything,” gasped Bunter in slarm,
¥'ve been in my, study, sir.”

“Wingato! Will you ascertain if any
othar Remove boys uve in the studies ™

“ ¥es, sir!” -

The Greyfriars captain hurried up the
Remove passage, to look into the
studies, Ho found only two Bemove
fellowz—Lord Mouleverer, yawning over
unfinished prep in Stody Noo 12, and
Fisher 1. Fish counting his money in
Study No. 14. Ho shepherded both of
them along te the landing, whera Billy
Bunter was standing before his Form-
master in a state of quakm{.: alarin.

“These ere all, Wingate '

“"Yes, sir "

““Have you beon out of your studsy,
Maulevorer, bofote Wingate came ¥

“No, sir!” suswered Mauly, in
wonder. “I haven't quite got through
my prep yet, sie.”

“And vou, Fish?"

“Nope " answered Fish promptly.

Mr. Quelch glared at him.

“ Answer me In Engﬁli*h, Fish I he
rapped. “Yes or no!l” ; _

“Nope—I mean nunk—that is, nix—
no, sie " gasped Fish,

“1 say, sir, 1 was in my study, too!™
suesked Bunter. *I nover came out
tili I heard something going on. 1 came
to spo what 1t was, nevgr-——"

Mr. Queclch fixed a penetratin
on Bunter, Ounly 1hat morning

iggle among

glare
unter

had been whopped twice! Only that
morning Quelch had heard him declars
that he hed o jﬂﬂi’ good mind " to
chuek a pillow at his Form-master’s
head ! And a hassock had actually been
Yoliucked * at that majestic head |
“Someone,” eaid Mr. Quelch, in &
rinding voice, “ dropped a hassock over
the banisters, to fall on my head. You
ware here, Bunter.”
41T wasn't, sirl” %‘1’-}311.3:1 Bunter.
“I'd only just come. shouldn't have
waited for vou if I'd done il, sir.”
“Hafe bet!” pmrmured Skinner.
“This morning,” said Mr. Quelcly, in
the same grinding tone,  “I heard you
utter a threat, Bunter, which Itas now
been carried out.”
“Oh orikeyv! I-I
sir 1" groaned Bunter. *“I=—I wouldn't
chuck a pillow at your head, sirl
Besides, it wasn't a pillow, siv, if it was
a hazeock.”

pever meant i,

“That 1is immaterial,” said Mr.
gueInh. . | L-n.?-mt you very strongly,
unter. Why did you remain in your

study after preparation was over?”

“I—=I—I—I was mugging up Latin,
ir! I—I—I'tn rathlier leen on it, 8ir,
as—as voul may hatve noticed.”

“That statement iz uniruthful,
Bunter., If yvou cannot tell the truth, I
can only conclude—"

“Oh erikey! I—I—T mean—-"

“I will give yon ome more oppor-
tunity, Bunter, to explain why you
remaiued up here ofter the rest of the
Form had gowe down.™

“I=I—I'd rather net tell vou while
Toddy's here, sir!” gasped Bunter,
with an anxiouz bDlink ot Peter Todd,
who was staring at hiin from the crowd.

“What has Todd to do with iti"
anue‘g@d Me. Queleh,

“Well, he mi}ghr, make & fuss about
the tofiee, sir!"” gasped Dunter. *"He
might thinlk I'd had it.™

“Hsa, ha, hal”

“ Silence ! Bunter, tell mo at onece
what—=""

“Never mind the toffee, DBunter”
put in Peler Todd, “ That's all right.”

YOy, all right, then,"” said Dunter,
“The fact is, sir, Toddy lelt some
toffee in the study, and I—I ate it, sir.”

“To vou mean to say, Bunter, that
vou remained afler your study-mates
had gone down, in order lo consufnoe
comestibles belonging to Todd "

“Oh erikey ! Nenwno, sirl I mean,
Toddy didn’t mind me having tho toffee.
Did youn, Toddy, old chap? 'Toddy
knows that I shall stand him some toffee

when my postal order comes. I'm
expecting a postal order, sirt——"
‘That will do, Bunter | You deny

having committed this outrageous act "
* (Oh, yos, rather, sir! I—I wouldn't !

“Very well!” said Mr. Quelch,
between his closed lipse.  *“In such a
very serious matter as this, there must
be absolute proof. The boy concerned
will be reported to Dr. Locke for a
public flo iing‘ Thoe facts will bo
ascertained before long., You are under
suspicion, Bunter.”

“(Oh, really, sir—"

“You nced say no more I¥

Mr. Quelch turned and rustled awany
down the stairs. The expression on his
faco as he went was very eloquent.
Nobody envied the hassock-hurler when
ho was discovered.

“J pay, vou fellows, fancy Quelch
thinking it was me, you know !" gasped
Buntor, as the Removo master disap-
peared. “Of course, I'd like to drop
o ton of bricks on his nnﬁper. after
whopping me for nothing, But—"

#yeou must have been o silly oass to
stick there aftev doing it 1™ said Carter.

“Eh? I've said I didn’t do it, you
beast t”

Corter laughed.
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I haven't just thought of it because I want to stay in bed !

Cherry.

“1 soy, you fellows, I nover did, yon
know 1" exelaimed Buntor. = I wsay, I
wonder who did?  Did you, Mauly 12

“Oh, gadl Hardly '

“YWas it you, Iishy ™

“1 guess vot, old-timeri” grinned
Fishor 1. Fish.

“ Well, nobody clze scems to havo been
up in the studies,” said Bunter, "It's
a bit of n mystery, ain’t it?"”

“Nob fearfully mysicrions, as every
fellow heve knows you did it 1" answered
Carter.

“1 =ay, vou fellowa, I think inost
likely it waa Carter!” s=aid Billy
Bunter., “1I¢ would like to land it on
ine.  Ha's alwars teving to get me into
u row, becauwse I won't take him ap as
o relalion——->"

“Ha, ha, hal?

“Carter was in the Rap, with us,

when it bappencd, fathead!™ said
I'[m'ri,_r Wharton. ‘ _
SOy, was he?™ =aid Bunter. * Then

'y blessed if T kueow who it was. 1
know it wasn't mol*’

“Queleh knows it was, old bean ™
grinned Skinner.

“ Beast 17

Until dorm, ithe maiter was discussed
in 1he Rap, and fellows were guite
unable to make up their minds whether
Bunicer had done 1t or not. It was a
rockless act, which did not lack like

Bunter. On the other hand, it was &
fatheaded aer, which dJdid look like
Bunicrl  Bopter's own statement, of

conrse, did not weigh a feather’s weight,
ono way or tlio other |

Thive fellowe in the Romove know
ithat it was not Bunter. DBul  thoz:e
three said no word on the subject.

If, indecd, the charvge was oflicially
fastaned on the fat Owl, and Bunter was
up for punishipent, Micky Desmone had
guly ane thing 1o do, whieh was ta own
up and inke lus grael; and he would
nol have lesitated a moament ta do 2o

EVERY SATURDAY

=

“1 say, you fellows ! *? said Bunter, sifting up in bed and blinking at his Form-fellows, ** I've been Iw!;nﬁ

I've got a temperament !’
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il all night !

** A which gasped Bob

“* A very serious temperament ! ** hooted Bunier.

But unless it came to that, cbviously,
the least said was the soonest mencded.
8o the maiter remained, for the present,
a myslery.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Loder Takes a Hint !
I ODER of the Sixth glanced round.

study window, looking out into

the sunny, frosty guad, after
elass the next morning, when iwo
they passed. One of then was Curter,
the new fellow in the Remove, 1he other
Skinner., Carter's voice [losted clearly

“Well, we all know it was Dunter!
Of course, nobody’s going to give him
sway—nob thot the fot azs needs mueh

“Quelch i like the jolly old school-
master in the story—a beast, but a just
beast 1" chuckled SBkinuer. “ e won't

¥ Basy enough to prove.”

Loder fixed his atteution on Carter 23
the now junior made that remark.
FEoder's duty, if he could, to discover
tho reckless young rascal who had
dropped that hassock on  Quelch’s
att duty; and though the other prefocts
were “prowling ¥ on the  subject,
Gerald Lioder bad given Hee matier no
of fact, like Quelely, and was not in the
least sorry that a hassock lhad banged
on hizs head.
keen to show what o zealous and
capable’ prefect he was, if it could be
tlong without taking any troubie. So he

Loder waa standing at  |his
Hemove juniors strolled Dy, talking as
fo the prefect's cars,
giving away. Qucleh knows, all right.™
sitin Bunter without proof.’

As a Sixth Form prefeet, it was
majestic napper.  Loder was not o whals
ithought at all  He did not, as a matter

Seill, Loder was a prefect, and he was
waa quite keeor 4o hear whar {lavter i.l:ul

to say., Most Greviriars prefects would
have jibbed at gefting information by
overhearing talk among the juniors.
bt Loder was not particular.  1lo lent
Carter a very attentive ¢ar.

Bkinner had not poticed (he prcfoct
ab his window, If Carter had, he
not reveal the foct.

M Blessed f T see it satd Skinmer.,
“Bunter was on the. =pot, but ihai
doesn’t really look as.if he did it. He
would have bolled.  How's Queleh going
fo prove iti"

“"There's the hassock,” sabd Carter.
“They've got that! Can®t they find out
whom it belongs to?"

“ Dozeus of them knocking about tle
studics,™ said SKinner,

“0h, yes; but I faney there's one
missing from Bunter's study to.day,”
grinnegd Carter. “If I were Quelch, I
should ask Bunter whether he hod one,
ancd whether he still has it."

Tha two juniors paessmd on, Taudder
losking afler them curiously as they
welnl. '

It wus clear that boile of them helieved
ihat Bunter wos the unknown hassocl-
hurler, and Carter's suggestion strnek
Loder as wseful. e had a suspielon
that Carter had spotted him at the open
window, and had intended his words
1o be heard by officgal eara,  If e
fellow had chosen  thet sarreptiiions
methad of “snecaking,” it il nok
imatter to Loder: he was going to ack
un the suggestion

Il left hi= study and wend do il
donrway af the Flonze, Aost of e
Reawnovites wore oub 1o the guad afeer
clas=. Ele called to Peter Todd.

“Where is Bunter, Todd ¥

“HHe went up to the study
clasa.” puswered Poter,

Loder turmed and went to the staies.
Potor whistled, That ingniry, from a

Tie Macuer Liskary.—No. 162,
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profect, looked #s if they were on the
track of the hassock-hurler.

- The bully of the Bixth found Buntor
in Study No. 7 in the Remove, travel-
ling slowly but surely through a packet
of butterscotch. .

The fat Owl blinked round in elarm
ot the sight of & prefect looking in.

“I say, Loder, it wasn't me ™ he ex-
claimed 1n a great hurrcy.

“What wasn't?" grinned Loder

“Oh! Anything! I mean, nothing!™
stammered Bunter.

“I've come here to ask you a ques-

tion, Bunter! You'd better tell me the
truth 1"  said Loder, adopting his
most  bullying expression “Thero

used to be m hassock in thia study, I
understand i

“Eh? Oh, yeal” Bunter blinked ot
him, *1 to have it on my chair,
Loder, because ithe isble's so beastly

high. I use & cushion now,”

Loder laughed. [Meslly, there was
not much need for investigation in deal-
ing with a follow like Bunter,

Where is it now ! hoe demanded,
“Eht 1 don't know!
“Is it in this study 1™
“Nunnp! You see—"
“Yes, 1 seesl” grinped Lodor.

#Follow me, Bunter. 1 fancy your
Form-mastor would like to hear some-
thing about that hassock 1™

“T—I don't supposs Quelch cares

You spo——"

about it, Lodor! A chap's allowed to
;:_I;mck; away an old hassock if he
een™

“That depends on where he chucks
it!" said Loder. *Are you coming,
Bunter, or do you want me to lead you
alnnig h;r your ear?”

“1—I'm coming! But—"

“Sharp's the word 1" almptpud Lodor.

Billy Bunter rolled out of the study
after Leoder, and [ellowed him down
the stairs to Masters’ Passage. He was
feeling unoasy—Bunter slways folt un-
easy when he approsched his Form-
master's study. At tho same time, ho
did not look so alarmed as Loder might
have expected.

Loder tapped at Mr. Quelch’s door.
He entered, followed by the fat Owl,

Mr. ?uﬂ]ﬁh glanced at the prefect in-
gquiringly.

“What 13 it, Loderi"” .

“T've been making some inguiries,
sir, into what happened last evening,”
explained Loder, with a  dutiful
smirk. “As the prefects were asked to
investigate, I've been giving tho
matter a good deal of sttention.
think therc can be no doubt now that
it was Bunter, sir, from what I havo
aseertained.”

“You have made some discovery,
Loder " exclaimed Mr. Quelch.

There was no doubt that tho De-
move master was koen on news.

1 think 8o, eir! I thought of in-
quiring whether such a thing ps a has-
sock was miming from a Remove
study. It appeara that ono is missing
from Bunter's study, so I have brought
him to you, sip.”

“(Oh crikey 1" gasped Bunter,

¥Thank youw, Loder!™ said Mr.
Quelch, “I had not thouglit of that
line of investigation. It was vory
thoughtful of you. Buntéer, joun had a
hassock in your study "

"l No, sirf”

“Ho admitted to me a fow minuies
sgo, sir, that he had!” said Loder.

“I didn't?” howled Bunter. “It
wash't mine; i was Toddy s—"

“It was in your study ?" ropped BMr.
Quelch

“Oli, ves, sir! Toddy keeps all his
Tne Magner Lisnary.—No, 1,562,
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things in my study, as it's his studs,
toog—-"

“Is it in the study now ¥"

“MNo, sir!”

“What haz become of it?"

“1 don't know, siv! T chucked it
awoy-—-"

“ You—you threw it—"

“Yes, sirt”

“Upon my word! Then you admit,
Bunter, that yon were guilty of the
asseult upon your Form-master last
eveing ?” thundered Mr. Quelch.

Bunter jumped. )

¥k, no, sair! Oh crikey! I mean,
I chucked it away, sir—I didn’t chunek
it at your napper, sir—— Oh lor'!
It wasn't the same hassock, sir! Oh
erivmbs ! Nothing of the kind, sir!
I—I chucked 1t sway becauso it was
worn- out, and sll the stuffing coming
ont all over the floor, sir, and——"

“That will do, Bunter! ¥You had o
hingsock in your study, and it i3 no
longer there! Last night a hassock
was dropped on my head, and 1 have
retained 1t in my possession. Nothing
could be clearpr——="

*“But, sir, I never—"

“Bunhter, you will come with mo to
your headmaster! Loder, I am very
much obliged to you 1™

“Not at all, sir!” said Loder, with
another smirk.

* Follow me, Buanter!™

“Oh lox'!™

Bunter rolled after his Form-master.

At the corner of the passage they
passed Carter of the Remove. Carter
glanced at them and smiled a cat-like

amile as be watched them arrive at Dr.
Locke’s study.

“Very good indeed!™

He stood quaking, while his Form-

Why Queleh supposed that ho was the
up with Bunter. Alrcady the Head's
a Head's flogging, if spolted. Dr.
and strong.
superhuman faculty for getting at the
the truth was of any wse to him. For,
“T am vory glad, Quelch, that a dis-
pline of the' school. Buntor——"

o Bay,
“0h, wes,

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Passing It On!
i V ERY good!" said Dr. Locke.
Bunter was entirely unable
to sea anything good in the
maltter at all.
master explained to Dr. Locke that the
author of the unexampled outrage with
the hassock has been discovered.
hassock-hurler, Bunter did not know,
But he could see that Queleh did. If
the Head took the same view, ik was all
e¥o was sworving towards his birch,

Everybody Lknew that the man who
hnd bonneted Queleh was booked for
Locke scemed ready to get on with it
at once. Billy Bunter was far from
ready. Bunter's objections were deep

He had only one hope—in the fact
that *old Locke” waa well-known to
be n "downy bird,” with sn almost
truth!

Seldomr was the truth a resource of
Bunter's! But in this instance only
in point of fact, he had not hurled that
hossock, end lied no idea who had,

“Very good!” repeated Dr. Locke.
covery has been made.  Buch an
episode could not be suffered to pass
without serious debriment to the disci-

“I didn't ' wailed Buuter.

“If you. have anything
Bunter——" .

didn't! I
wasn f——"
“I should explain, »ir,” said Mr.
Quelch grimly, “that I myself heard

cir! ) §

this boy utter a threat to hurl a pillow
ot my 5

*Ia it possible, Mr, _

“That—that was_ only gas, sicl”
wailed DBunter "1 never meant tol
[—I—I .shouldn’t dare! Lots of fel-
lows would like to chuck a pillow at
your head, sir—but they never do——"

“What ! roared Mr. %u&lch. _
“Follows have ofton said such things,
sirl They never do 11! I've heard o
chap say he would chuck Mossoo across
the detention-room—but nobody’s ever
chucked himp—"

“*Be silent, you foolish boy 1” said
Dr. Locke. “Mr. Quelch, you have
other evideneo beside foolish talk on
the part of this stupid boy?®”

*Naturally, siz, Bunter was on the
spot when iuvestigation was made. In
view of his denial, I allowed the mattee
to remain in abeyance.  But a Sixth
Form prefect has now discovered that
a hassock is nussing from his stady—"

“Bloss my soul!” said the Head.
“There could hardly be more conglu-
sive cvideucoe than that, I think.”

“1 quite agree, sir.”

“I will hear you, Bunter, if you have
anything further to say! The hassock
missing from yonr study, it can hardly
he doubted, is the one that was flung
over the banisters at your Form-master.

4] e —

uelch

Did you——"

“It wasn't, sir!” howled Bunter
“It conldn’t be, siv! You see, it's 1m-
possible 1"

“And why sot" demanded Dr.
Locke., “Where iz your hassock now,

Bunter, 1f it 12 not the one in Me
Quelch’s study I

“It  wasn't mine,
Toddy's.™

“ Answor my guostion—wheroe is 181"

“1 don't know, air! How could 1
know?!” wailed Bunter, “1  don't
ia}:l_-}w what the dustmen do with the

inga.

“The—the—the whabi"

“Dustmen, sir.”

“What do you mean, Bunter? What
can the dustmen have to do with this
matter " cxclaimed the Head.

“Well, I suppose they took it away,
sir 1" said Bunter. " They take all the
rubbish awey. don't know what they
de with it. You see, sir, Toddy
grumbled about that old hassock burat-
ing an dropping stuﬁing‘l all over tho
shop, so I threw 1t away."

“Whoere did you throw it, Buntert”

“Inte & dustbin, sir.”

“And when did this cccurt”

* Last terin, =sir.”

“Last term ! ejaculated Mr. Quelch
blankly. :

“Ye3, sir! Toddy made out that I
wore it out, Decouse I used it to sit on
nt prep in the siudy, and then he
gmugeg Lecause I chucked it pway,
because it was his and—"' :

“ Has there been s hassock in your
study this tern, Bunter?

“0h, no, sir! This terra I've used a
cushion on my chair. Toddy can't
grumble about that, becavse I borrowed
it from Maulv's study—"

Me. Quelch gazed at Bunicr a good
deal like a gorgon. MHe had taken it
for granted—he had had no doubt what-
ever—that 1he hassock missing from
Study No. 7 was the one that had been
dropped on hia head. DReally it was
pretty good cvidence, atill, if the
hassock 1u 8tudy No. 7 had been thrown
awny last term, it clearly wasn't the
came hassock, and couldn't bel

“If this ts5 true, Bunter, why did you
not tell Mr, Quelch so 1" cxclaimed the
Head.

“He never asked me, sir®

Do voa believe this staterocnt, Me,

sir; 1t was



Quelch ' The boy Todd can be sent for
to corrohorate it or otherwise,™

Mr. Quelch breathed hard and deep.

“I1 think, sir, that it is unnecessary !
If thix boy had had e common in-
tolligence io mention that he had had
no hassock in his study this term, X
chould not have supposed-—**

“Quite  so0,” asconted the Head.
“Bunter zhould have made that stare-
ment immediately.  Tle could hardly
bave supposed that rou werg inguiring
about an article that was thrown away
hefore the Christmas holidays, But—"
He coughed. I it was not Lhe sume
hingsgek——"

Mr. Quelch
decper,

“1 still suapect Bunier very strongly.
sir. Bal it 15 a matter for proof, and
the proof appears fo be lacking. I
vegret, sir, having wasied your time.”

“Not ot ell, Me, Quelch! I amn only
foo anxions for this inatler 1o be
cleared up,”’ =aid the Head palitely.

“Mm-may I go now, =rf? gasped
Bunter.

' You may go, Bunier™

The fat jumior made alimost a bound
for the doar.

Mr. Queleh followed him more slowly,
with a spot of colour in either cheek.
The Head was always courleous, but
Quelch knew periectly well what he was
thinking—that ths matter shonld have
been probed a litiloe decper before a
busy headmaster's lime was wasted on
it.

That, Quelch yvoalised, wase the case—
Iy should have eliciied all these details
before taking Bunter to the Head.

On tho other hand, Loder, whe had
taken up the elue of the missing hassock
in the first ploce, showld have elioited
fhe details i‘u:fm‘a bringing Bunter to
Lueleh. Had uwot Loder acted hestily,
jumping 1o conclosions, Mpe Quelch
would nol have Followed his example.

Loder of the Sixth was loitering at
the end of the passage. Perhaps he ex-
pected & word or two of commendation
from 3y, Queleh for his zeal and per-
spicacity. If so, & Jisappointment was
coming ta hine.

“The maiicr iz now eleared up, sir,
¥ trust,” said Loder, with his dutiful
simirk,

Quelch’s eyes ghinied at hin.

“The matter 13 nobt cleayed wup,
Loder,” ho answered icily. “You have
wasted my time and yeonr headmaster’s
by your thoughtless carclessness,”

“Wha-a-at, gir?” stuticred Loder.

_ "It tranzpives Lhat Bunier’s hassock
is missing from his study, Loder,
because it was thrown away last term.
You should have ascertzined this fact
beforg making a report to me. You
Lhave been wery remiss, Loder.” )

With that, Quelch stalked on, leaving
Gerald Loder storing.  Evidontly there
was no commendation coming Loder's
WaY.

By gad " breathed Loder,

He went fo his study snd picked up
his ashplant. With that instrament of
punishment under his arm he welked
out into the quadrangle and locked
rvound over the fellows there.

He was looking for Uarter,:

Ile had taken o liat fron Carter,
with the result that lie had made a fool
of himself, and reccived the sharpest
cdge of Mr. Queleh's tongue as a
reward. He could not handle %Jl::liﬂh,

elch

breathed havder and

but he could handle Carter,
had. paszed on his annovanes {o Loder;
Loder was gorig to pass it on-to Carter,

He soon spotted the new Removite.
Arthur Carler, in the guad, was watch-
ing Bunter with 2 pusrled expression on
his- foer.

EVERY SATURDAY

Bunter had Leen ‘;I? before the Head,
with the certainty a flogging, and a
sporting chanee of the *sack.” Yet he
had rolled out of the Homise locking
quite cheery and satisfied.

Naturally it puzeled Cartor, and
Loder, catching the cxpression on his
face, knew beyond doubt that the young
rascal had intended him to hear those
words spoken wnder hiz study window.
Carter had been surreptitionsly sneak-
ing, and was perplexed to see no vesult
accrue therefrom.

Loder had no poarticular objection to
“snerking,” on priociple; but in this
instance it had led to Loder making o
fool of himsclf and getting *jawed ™
by 2 besk, which made 2 lot of
difference,

As Carter stood starin
Loder came u
plant slipped
hiz hand.

Whop !

Carter gave a sudden vell and o
bound, as that wnexpecied whop landed
cn his trousors, _

“0Oh! Owl” he yelled,  * Whaf——*

Whop |

“Qh crumbs

: at Bunter,
behind him, The ash-
rom under his arm into

Carter leaped away

and spun round, staring at  Loder.
“*Look hern, whal the thump do you
mean ¥ What—"

Whop !

Carter bolted withoub watling  to
ascertain why Loder was whopping him.
Whatever the reason, there was no doubt
about the fact, and Carter just dodged
n fourth whop, and few.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Glory for Bunter!
i W HERE he got the nerve from

heats me!  said the
Bounder.,

“Me, too,” aprecd
Jkinner.

“He's not such a funk as he's always
made out!” remarked Bolsover major.

* Fools rush in where angels fear to
tread | grinned Hazeldene,

“Well, yes, but fancy Bunter—"

“ Beats me hollow 17

“And ho's got by wilh . They'll
never spot him now!” said Bmithy.
“Fancy that fat wass ragging a Form-
mister, and getting by with it1°

“ Jolly old wonders will never coase 1™

Billy Bunter, listnning with all his fat
cars, grinned. Bunter was sprawling in
an trinchair in the Rag, after tea, when
the gther fellows eame in.

They did not notice him there as they
discussed the matter that was still 2
thrilling topie 11 the Remove—tho
honneting of Henry Samucl Quelch with
a hossock from the landing.

After the lopse of o day, it certainly
leoked as if the hassock-hurler was goin
ta gpet by with it. No discovery h
been made, exeept Loder’s, which hed
turned out to be a mare’s nest.

It was known that Bunter had been up
hofore the Head : hut it was alsa known
that he had cecaped unscathad.

Few fellows tdonbted that Bunter had
“done  it.” The ihreo fellows who

knew better were keeping it fearfully
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a reckless ragger, would hardly have
ventured tc  hounet Quelch with a
hassock. or anything else. Bumber,
never supposed to be reckless, had done
what the Bounder would never have
ventured to do. 8o it was no wondey
that the Removites wondered,
Bunter; a~ he sprawled unnoticed, and
listened to the tuﬁk; grioned, with a sly
leam in his little round oyes, behind
12 big round spectacles

At firsr Bunter had, pnly been anxions
to prove that he hadn't done if. At the
game time he was cgther elated at hein
regarded as & bold, bad ragger, who ha
the unheard-of nerve to rog encli & man
as Quelch, :
. Now, the dangor heing past, the great
idea  germinated in “Bunter's  fat
intellect, of claiming the credit of that
hold, bad rag

Often and often. had Bunier cnvied
Smithy, who gwanked as a fellow who
did not care a bealed bean for beaks or
prefects, Bunter would gladly have
trodden the samo recliloss paih, bnt fov
the awkward fact that he hado't
Bmithy’s nerve to carry out & rag, or
Bimithv's hardihoed to endure the con-
sequences if the, came howne 1o Lim,
It was not of much use for Billy Bunlcre
to sct up a: o devil-may-care desperado
when the mere kritting of Quelch's

bhrows made him quake.

_Now, however, his bold, bad reputa-
tiom was, &8 1t were, ready-made for
him.,

Who had bunged that hassock at

uelch, Bunter had not the faintest idea.

hoever it wa  ho was keeping it
frightfully dérk—as it Sehoved him lo
do. He, whoever he might be, was not
likely to eut in and rob Buntcr of the
credit, if he laid ¢laim to it

Bunter did not, of céurse, fhink of
laying ¢laim to that distinchion, o far
as Queleh was concerned., e waos
ihinking of spreading himself in (he
Bemove as s bold, bad Bunirr whe
feared no foe.

For which rcason he grinned cheer-
fully as he heard the discussion going
on behind the high back of the arm-
chair 1n which his lazy, foi limbs
sprawled.

Ho vose from that srmchair, and
blinked over the back at ile group of
juniors through his spectacles;

“1 say, you fellows——" he squcaloed.
“0Oh, here he 12 1" said Vernon-S8mith,
“What did the Head want you for {o-
day. fatiy 1"

“What do xon  think "  primned
Bunter. “I pulled his leg all right!
He, he, he!” ‘

“MNat 50 jolly casy te pull ihe Head's
ln%l" said Skinner, staring at hun.

unter chuckled.

“Was 1 flogged?” ha asked eom-
placently. © Backed—what? No fear !
All you want is nerve, you knew, deal-
g with the beaks! I was all vight!”

“Then it was you?” oxclaimed
Bolsover major. = = |

“Didn’t . you think 1t was?” asked
Bunter calmly.

“Well, ves; but—"

“Of course, I rely on you fellows
to keep 1t dark,” said the fatuouns fat
Owl 1 don't went Quelch on my
track. All the same, I fancy he'll be

(Continued on next page.)

dark. And it was
a matter of surprizo

and keon  interest
in  the Remove,
First, that Bunter

had ever found the i roal

nerve to <o 1t and
eecond, that he had
not  been bowled
pALE,

Bmithy, who was
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a bit more careful after this. I told
him to his face that I'd chuck a pillow
at Tis head! You wouldn't bave had
the nerve to toll Quelch that, Smithy

“Hardly,” agreed the Bounder., ™ Nor
vou, either, yeu fat fraud! OQuelch
lweard fuu gassing by accident.” -

“Weil, did I bung a hassock at him
or not?” demandod Tdunter “I said I
wonld—and did I or not? By gum
if T have any more of his old buck, T I
let liim have an inkpot next time—and
the ink in it, too " _

“¥es, I ecan see you doing
grinned Smithy, .

“Well, I can't sce vou dmpgmg o
hassock on his head,"” sneered Bunter,
“and then waiting, as coo] as an ee-
berg, for him to come upl You'd have
ent off if you'd done it, Smithy I”

“Liko a shot!” assented Smithy.

“Wall, did I?” grimned Bunter. *No
fear | Just stood there and waited for
him to come up! T'm not afraid of
Queleh, I can jolly well tell youl You
follows may be! Not me! You sce,
'vo got nerve "

Tho Bounder laughed.

“Well, old fat bean, you'll want all
vour nerve 1f Queleh getz on your
iracl 1" he said. 1 shouldn't brag of
it too much, if ¥ were you”

“Who cares for Quelch ! said Bunter
valorously. “Let him whop me again,
that's all! T'll make him sit up agsain
—see? I don't mind all the fellows
knowing I did it1 In faet, I'd rather
they knew! Thev'll jolly well see that
1'm not the man to stand any nonsense !
Fat lot 1 care for beaks!™

With whiel, Billy Bunter rolled out
of the Rag, with jt}is fat little nose in
the aiv. He was fecling tremendonsl
bucked. Even the reckless Bounder ha
ta take second place as a wild ragger
to the follow who had bonbeted Quelch.
This was glory !

Beofore very long the mews spread
it the Remove that Bunter had
admitted it.

Most of the fellows had already
believed so, though they still wondered
where he had found the nerve. 8o few
wero surprised.  But one member of

iet”

the Remove was surprised—in_fact,
wstonished.  That one was Micky
Desmond.

Micky had been in his study after tea
getting somo of his lines done. He
heard the nows when he came out, fine-
ing 8 dozen Remove fellows in the
passape discussing ik

“Heard " ecalled out Skinner.

“Phwat 7 asked Micky,

“Chap who  honneted ueleh,”
erinned Skioner. * No seeret about 1t
now, "

Micky stared at himm. He bad had
itme to reflect since his wild and reck-
lezz act the night before, and from the
bottom of his %]aart he wished that he
had not done it.  All he could hope
for now, since it was done, and could
not e undone, was that it would remain
a sgecret and gradoally be forgotten,
So Rkipnor's statement that it was no
socret now rather glarmed him.

“Fhwat do ye main intoirely ?¥

gagped Micky., * Sure they haven't
found oupf—"
“Oh, nol! DBunter's only told the

Remove so far ! chuckled Skinner. It
won't get ont till he spins the yarn
outzide the Form. No sncaks in the
Bremove™

“Bunter deesn't know——" 2

“He jolly well knows he did it! We
all knew he did it, and now he's owned
up to at.”

Micky Desmond blinked.

“ Owned up to it i he gasped,

“Yes: told all the Formn”
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"Howly Moses! Bunter's owned up
to diiroppin’ that hassockh on Quileh's

napper t*
“Bragging of it right and lefe!”
chortled Skinner. “The only man in

the Form who ever gol away with a rag
on Quelch—if ha has got away !”

“Bet you Quelch will nail him sooner
or later ! said Carter. *(uelch 15 no
fool. He knows Bunter did it as well
s we do.”

“Yes, but he's got to prove it."

“If he hears that Bunter has been
bragging of it up and down the Form,
he won't want much more proof I

“The fat omadhaun!? exclaimed
Micky. “He niver did it! Phwat is ho
saying he did for whin he didn’t "

“He did, you ass! We all know he
did 1” answered Skinner. " He's let if
out now because he thinks 1t's safe.”

Micky Desmond, with quite a_dazed
cxpression oti his face, made his way
along the passage to Study No. 7. He
heard Bunter's vowce as he looked in.

“You sce, it was like this, Toddy. I
told him I'd heave a pillow at his head,
and he whopped me. 8o 1 jolly well let
him have t—right on his napper, you
know! He, he, he! Did you pguess I'd
done it, LToddy 7

“Yes, 1 did,” answercd Peter Todd.
“DBut now you say you did, I've got my
doubts.”

“0Oh, really, Toddy—" :

“You fat spalpeen!” gasped Micky
Desmond, “ Are ye saying ve bonneted
Quilch with that hasaock ¥

Bunter blinked round at hun.

“That's it, old chap!” he said com-
placently.  *“Got himm right on the
napper over the banisters! You
wouldn't have had the nerve—what?
Tic licked you as well as me, but I'll
be: vou'd never have bunged a hassock
on his napper! He, he, he! It wanted
some nerve, I can tell you!” |

Micky pazed at him blankly.

“ Yop=—you—yau did it?"” he gasped,
like a fellow in & drean:

“ Little me 1™ said Bunter. “The only
chap in the Remove who had the nerve
to do it, too1” ‘

“0Oh, howly smoke ! gasped Micky.

He almost tottered away. .

.That evening, in the Rag, Billy
Bunter was the eynosure of all eyes.
He enjoyed it thoroughly. For the first
timo in history the fat and funky Owl
of tha Remove was able to show off as
a wild and reckless ragger who had
brought off the wildest and most reck-
less rag of the term. It was unaccus-
tomed glory for Bunter, and he fairly
rovelled in it. Indeed, he seemed likely,
like the classic gentleman in Horace, to
strike the stars with his sublime head !

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bob Does his Best!
BE‘B CHERRY frowned.

Saturday afternoon was fino
and bright, and wmost of the
Greviriars fellows had cheery

faces when lessons were over. But there
was one member of the Remove who
looked ns if most of the troubles in the

universe had dezcended on his young
shoulders.  That one was  Hlicky
Desingud.

All the Form agreed that it was fear-
fully havd eheese on Micky., He had
detention  for  the half-holiday  and
innumerable lines, and all bocause of
that fat owl Bunter bagwing his unpot
carly in the week., Plenty of fellows
would have regarded Micky as fully
iustified in letting Queleh know how the
matter really stood; but Micky did not
{ake that view, and go there wues vo help

for it. IIc was fecling dispesed to hang,

draw, and quarter William George
Bunter, but not {o give him away to &
beal,

It was all the harder because thero
was o Form mateh on that asfterncon
with the Fourth. In that match tho
leading spirits of the Remove football
world stood down to give the lesser
lights a look-in, and Micky was one of
the lesser lights in Soccer. He was not
only lesing his Lalf-holiday, but losing
his chance of playing football for the
Farm, which was really the limit.

Bol Cherry's frown was cansed by the
sight of Mickyv's deleful and dolorous
countenance, As tho only fellow in the
temove who did not belicve that Bunter
had snooped that impot, Bob did not lay
the blasme on Bunter, being the only
fellow who did not. But hc had been
thinking thoe matter over, with the
restelt that he looked for DBunter to put
it to him. . ; :

Had Bunter “suooped * Micky's lines,
certainly nothing would have induced
him to reveal that fact to Quelch. The
conzequences  would  have  been  too
painful But what had really happened
was much less serious; he had found the
impot written for lkim, as he supposed
by another fellow doing hin a %!:H:I-Ei
turn. Quelch had been o schoolboy
hims~lf once upon a time, and he would
surely realise that, in such cireum-
stancez, a fellow wonld make use of the
lings, Buauter's punizhment, if any,
would be light—mniuch less severe, at any
rata, than what was coming to poor
Micky.

True, Punter was not, as a rule, tho
fellow te fmce any music, howsoever
light., But. in view of his reeently
developed  boldness and  badness, 1t
seemed more probable.  Bol, like all
the Remove excepting three, believed
that Bunter had bonneted Quelch. The
follow whe had done that would surely
not be afraid to own up to a small faule.

He found Bunler blinking through hia
big spectacles at the window of the
tuckshop. [He was ontside, instead of
inside, Dbeeause, his celebrated postal
order had nol vet arvived.

Bob tapped him on the shoulder.

“Looking for vou, old fat man!™ Do
gaid amiecably. .

The Owl of the Bemove pave him o
hopeful blink. .

“1 sav, old chap, if you've gobt a half-
erown you don't want——" hec began.

*Borry, I haven't !”

Grunt from Bunterl Ile turned back
to his contemplation of the tuckshop
windew, with o total lack of interest in
Boeb Cherry.

¥ Look %ew. Bunler, about Des-
mond—" began i

“ Blow Lim ¥ grunted Bunter.

“He's got detention this nfternoon |
It's going to keep him out of the fuot-
ball,” said Dob.

“1'd take his place, if Wharton asked
me, L shouldn’t mind playing for the
Form! e would have to ask mo
civilly, of course.™

Bob breathed hard. .

“ Look here, vou coull get Micky off,”
o said. “If Quelel: knew that lie had
really done his impot the other ?lra.;.-,
and lost it, it wonld make o lot of ditffer-
euee.  You're not to blame, as vou found
it gtuck in your study. If Queleh knew,
o would go cosy with Micky—"

“He held my head under the tap—2"

“Well, res, but he thought you'd
snooped his impot——"

“Ag if T would!” said Buniter indig-
vantly. “ Drenching a fellow all over
like that! Blow him!™

“Buppoze you go ong jet Queleh

now——="

“I'l wateh it



“Look here, Bunter, it's up te youl®
exclaimed Bob. “ Quelch won't do more
than %-iw: you lines, and I'll help you
with them

“More likely to whﬂ? me.”

“Well, you're not ofraid of & whop-
bean. -eix-cn i{.‘.TIll;ﬂ «v.lu;l‘.”f ﬁmd

b. encouragingly y, the fellow
who bunged & hassock on Queleh’s head
uughrn’z to be afraid of anything!”

“"Eh I* Bunter blinked at him. *“Oh,
ves! I'm afraid of nothing of course!

ou know my pluck [

“Ah! Um! Yes! Well, look here,
oo and tell Queleh that you found those
lines in your study, and thought a pal
had done them—that's the truthl
qlmieh is no fool—he knows when a
chap is telling the truth. Very likely
he will let you off, for coming and own-
ing up in & manly way, Bee? If he
rives you the lines over again, I'll deo
them for you."

“Um " said Bunter doubtiully.

“It will show that you've got the
Iéléllfk to do the right thing 1" orged

“Vm1? sard Bunter. " You don't
think Quelch will whop me?*

“Not at all likely.”

* And if there's lines, you'll do iliem ¥

“ Honour bright!*

“Oh, all right then,” said Bunter,
“I'lh go to Quelchl Presently,” he
added cautionsly.

Billy Bunter was quite willing, indeed
keen, to show that he had plenty of
duek, il there was no danger involved.

ut he wanted to fecl gquite sure about
thet. That was rather nnportant.

“* Mo time like the present,” said Bob,
“Logk here, I'll come with you.” He
shpped *his hand through o fat armn,
and led Bunter off towards the House,

Billy Bunter went willingly enough—
vitell the House was reached.  Bui at
the door he pauscd.

."3-"-1'—1 gy, I=—=I think I'll leave it
till later——" ho stammered.

“Come on, old bean.”

“But 1 say—" mumbled DBunler
fecbly

*This way!™

Bob slmost dropgged DBunter into the
House They got as far as the corner
of Masters' Passage, and then Bunicr
jibbed like an obstinate horse.

" Look here, leggo my arm!® he
higged. “T'm going all right, but—but
1 don't want you to come to Queleh's

sing, old

stndy | Lugﬁ:} my arm!”
Bob jerkid ot the far arm.  Bunter
ftung back  Really, it was not easy

work, getting Bunter up to the scratch.

Obviously, if Bob let go the fat arm,
Bunter was not going to procced in the
dircetion of Queleh’s stucdy.  He was

ing to procced in oxactly the opposite

trection ! Bob did not let go.

“Mow, look here, Bunter, if Micky
hos to eut the footer, you'll very likely

get o rageing.” he said. " Yau Jdon'y
wart thar™
“Oh, no! But o

*Well. come on, then 1*

Bunter came on—reluetanily,

They arrived, at long last, 2t Alp.
Queleh’s study door.

'ﬂcih tappod at the door with his free

and.

“Come in!" said the deep voice from
within,

Bunter gasped.  The sound of his
Forme-inaster's voice did it Al the
boldness  and  badpess of bold, bhad
Bunter departed on the spot! One
thing was Axed in Dunter’s far mind=—
he wasn't going into that andy ! B
the grvip on hisg fal arm was hke sdecl?
Bunter had to nse teategy.

He grasped the door-handle

torned at. )
Do, under the impression

and

that he
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Micky Desmond’s eyes gleamed as from tha landing above he looked down at

Mr. Queleh, who was in conversation with Mr. Prout.
hassock over the balustrade, calenlated carefully, and let it drop.

Then he lifted the
Down it

went, like a plummet, landing fair %’Td s?uare on Mr. Quelch's mortar-board.
op

was gaing vt the siudy, released the
far arm at last.

Bunter would  have cut-—but  theras
was o donht that Bob  would  Lave
grabled him before he was out of
reach.  FHle had to prevent that |

e made o guick step bock and gave
Bob o sudden shove. Taken by sarprise,
Bob: Cherry erashed agoinst the door,
The cdoor bemg unlarched, 1 Aow opeu
wnder Dies weiglht, and Bob teppled back-
wards bto  the suady At the szame
moment, DBunter cut down the passage,

Alv. Quelelr stavted up from his chaar,
staring. It was enough to make lim
stare, the sipln of o member of his
Foarm kpeeking the doar open, erashing

o his  stuedy, amd polling on the
Carpuit !

“Chevry ¥ gasped dr. Queleh.

“Oh ! stattered Bab.

He bouncded to s feet. lis face
“Crinson.

Mr. Quelch, from the ather side of his
wiiting -rable. glared atb hom

“Cherry ] What does this meoun?
What, ”
“Oh ! Hovry, sie!” stomanered Boh,

I —=1—I—somecbody pushed me, sir—I--
I fell against the door—-"

“Take o hundred lines, Chopry! Fi
vou play soch an absurd prauk azxain, |
shall cane you!l Ge!™

Bob Cherry went—with deop foclings!
e spent the next ten minutes looking
for Billy Bunter, with the intention of
Looting that fat yauth all over the gud,

But ke did net find him. Billy Buiter
was voery careful not to be found |

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.

Bribing Bunter !

1 URE it's harrd lines, and- so it
ia!™ proaned Micky Desimond,
“We'lll rap Bunter!™  soid
Morgan,
“Phat won't ot e ot deontion.®
Tuw Maicsrr Lasnany —No. 1,562
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"It won't I” said Wibley t—hﬂghtfqllr.

Follows were going into the changing-
room. Micky watched them, with a
gloomy brow. It was time for him to
g6 into detention. Detention, never at-
fractive, was less attractive than ever
now. It was not even a detention class,
which wes bad enongh. Micky had to
sit in the Form-room on his lonely own,
and write lines. "And the other fellows
would be playing football, and DMMicky
might have been playing, too! It was
kard lineal

Carter was in the Remove team, KHe
came in to change, with the others, and
glanced at Micky at the doorway. He
smiled slightly at the expression on
Mio%y’s dizmal face.

:' Ypul’m out of It;i’fﬂ]:ﬁ esked.

"Yie " groa 1icky.

“Well, you're an ass! Nobody would
bleme you if you let Quelch know about
yvour impot being snooped. Ten to cone

uelch would let you off.” ;

“Think I'm a snske?"” snorted Micky.

Carter shrugged his shoulders, snd
wenb in. .

Micky gave a deep, deep sigh, and
turned fo make his way to the Form-

room,
“Jf that fat chump ewned up about

snooping the impot—" muttered
Wibley.

“ Catch him !” grunted Morgan.
“Well, ho might!” said Wibley

thoughifully. “ Bunter will do anything
for a feed! I've égcvt an idea.”

Wibley hurried away in search of
Bunter. He found him in  the

Bag,
frowsting over tha fre.
accupied in searching through sll his

pockets, one after another, in the hope j

of unearthing a forgotten bullsaye|
*“{Oh, here you aret!” said Wib cheor-

fully. “Come up to my study, Buntor!
I've got a toffee-tin—one of those seven-
pound tins—"

Bunter fairly bounded out of the arm-

chair.

“*What-ho 1" he said.

Ho rolled joyfully u{- to the Remova
pfter Wibley. In Wib's utug}r_ he
blinked round for the toffeo. ibloy
lifted a large tin out of the etudy <¢up-
board, and placed it on the table,

Bunter's eyes, and spectacles, fairly
gloated over it. It was n seven-pound
tin, and the inscription on 1t was
“Blunt's Super-Cream Toffes!” A
Bac—ket of toftee would have delighted

unter. A seven-pound tin quite
dazzled him!

“(Oh erikey " gasped Bunter. '

He stretched out a fat hand to the tin,

Wibley pushed it :

“Hold on!"” he eaid " Don't touch!
If you'd like that tin, Bunter, you can
have it—if Micky's let off detention.”

“Oh, really. Wibley—"

“You got him into n row with
Queleh 1 said Wibley, *®nooping his
tnpot—-="

“1 didn't! I've told you—=-"

“Well, there's the tin!" said Wildey.
“1f Micky's let off to play Seoccer thix
afternoon, it's yours. Otherwise, buzz

pra

Dilly Bunter did not buzzroff. Iie
secmed unable to talie his eyes off that
tin! Only Wibley's intervention lept
hiz fat lands off it

#1—I—1I say, let—let's talk it overi™
sugpested Bunter, " 1—I'll have some of
the toffces while—while we tallz it over,
old chap.”™ ) :

“You won't!” ssid Wibley. “You
can have the whole tin if Micky's let off,
1t's up to you, and you know it."

Bunter paused. Bob Cherry had failed
to get him up to the scrateh. DBut seven
pounds of toffee was seven pounds of
toffen! He paused—he hositated—hut
be made up his fat mind.
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He was busily |

THE MAGNET

“I—I—1'll do 161" ho gasped.

“Do 1" said Wibley.

And Bunter did!l He rolled away
down the Remove passage. ‘

Wibley, grinning, watched him over
tho banisters as he went downstairs,
The fat Owl hesded for Masters'

&,

 For the second time that afternoon
Billy Bunter arrived at Mr. Quelch’s
door. There, for a long minute, he
paused. But the lure of toffee was too
strong, and he tappod and went in.

Mr. Quelch loo vp from Latin
papers. @

What iz it, Bunter 1"

Bunter h]ini-:ed et him., Under the
gimlet eyes he wished himself out of the
study again. But he thought of that
magnificent tin of toffees, and tock his
courage in both hands, as it were.

#I—I—J——"" he began.

“Be brief | rapped Mr. Quelch.
“Oh, yeal TIt—it's about Desmond,
gir,"” stammered Bunter. “I—I think
I—1I ought to tell you, sir, as Micky's
ot defention and he wanta to play foot-
all, and—and Bob thinks you won’t be
very waxy——"

“What "

“I—I mean, that—that impot, sir"
asped Bunter, “It was really

smond’s, sir, that—that impot last
Tuepday, sir—"

“It was Desmond's (™ ated Mr,
&uelch blankly. “What? 1 remember

at I remorked on the writing! Have
you come here to tell me, Bunter, that

you deceived me by using enother boy’s
1] I__‘__i“

ines as your owni"
“0Oh, nol!” gasped Bunter.

“You took Desmond’s
thundeted Mr Quelch.

“0Oh, nol! JI—I found them in my
study, sir(” poasped Bufiter. *Some
beast-—1 mean. some fellow—took them
and put them in my study, and—and I
thought a chap haui‘r done them for me,
ﬂ',“‘ji',',*““d so0—:s0 1 brought them to you,
Bir

o Ugnn oy word |7 exclaimed My

ualeh.

“Only Desmond thought I had
pinched them, sir, snd—and that was
why he wanted me to write the next lot,
and held iny head under the tap——"

“Upon my word!"” repeated Mr
QHEIEE. “If this is true, Bunter, who
was it that placed Desmond’s lines in
vour study "

“1 don't know, sir! It was & roften
trick—-it's made all the fellows think I
pinched the lines, except Beob Cherry!
Of course, I thought a chap had done
t’t;mcr]n fpr me when I found them in my
study.

Mr. Queleh pazed at him.

“Rren 1f this statement 15 correct,
Bunter, you aro very well aware that
you should not have brought the lines
to me as veur own ™ he said sternly.

“Oh, yea! ¥ mean. no, sir!”

"And why have vou come to confeoss
this to me now. Bunter?"

“1—I thought 1 ﬂuiht to—io own up,
i | DBob Cherry thinks you wouldn't bo
very waxy if I came and told you the
truth, sir.”

“You utterly absurd boy! Desmond
should have told me that he had written
lis lines if he had really done so. As
vou have told e this of your own
peeord, DBunter, I shall not punizh you
for having used another boy's lines, ™

_"1 h, good! I--1 mean, thank you,
giv 1"

“But if it should occur sgain—"
said Mr. Quelch in o terrifying voice.

“Oh, no. sir! If I ever find lines in
my study agamn I shan’t be taken in lile
that 1" pasped Bunter. *I never Linew
that they were Desmond's—"

lineal”

Mr. Quelch EM’G him on extremely
penetrating look.

“It 13 very singular, Bunter, that
some boy should have taken Desmond's
imposition and pleced it in your study 1

he said elowly.

“Yes, sir! When you said the fist
was like Micky's I hit it was Mick
whe'd done thera for me. But it turne
out that they wero hia lines, that he had
left in his study, and some boagt-—-="

“I believe your statoment, Bunter,
extraordinary as it 18l seid Mr
Queleh, “I am glad that you have como
and told me this. You may ‘E:.”

Bunter shot out of the study.

Mr. Quelch remained some moments
in Am ed thought. Then he left theo
study and went to the Form-room.

Micky Desmond was there, with a face
as long as a fiddle. He gave his Form-
master 8 dismal look.

Mr. Quelch smiled faintly.

“Destond, have learned from
Bunter that your imposition was written
I:sh Tuesday, and taken from your
study—="

o 5h I gasped Micky. * Yis, sorr 1™

“¥ou should bave told me &0,
Desmond 1

“Sure’ I'm no snake, sorr, snd I
couldn't give the fat basto sway—I—I1
mean—

“¥You suppnsed that Bunter had taken
the lineat’

*Yis, sorr.”

¥ 1 beliave Bunter's statement that the
linca were placed in his study by some
unknown person. make an
inguiry into this. But you supposed

that—
“0Dh, wis, sorr |"
“Y should not have doubled the

imposition if I had known, Nevertho-
less,” said Mr, Quelch sternly, “you
should never have thought of making
Bunter write the second imposition for
you, nnd most certainly you should
naver have used such methods, Desmond.
You desvrved the coning you received.”
“Oh! Yis, sorr!™

“*However, in the circumstances, I
shall cancel the rest of your punish-
ment,” said Mr. Quelch, “You may
leave the Form-room, Desmond.”

Micky’a distnel face brightenod.

“Thin I can go and play [uthall,
gorr?" he gasped.

“¥You mayl” said Mr. Quelch,

Micky seudded out of the Form-room.
At the corner of the passago he found

Wibloy and Morgan waiting for ham,
“"Have they started yit?" pgaszped
Micky.
"Nywthey'rﬂ still in the changing-
r?fnmi" grinned Wibley, “You've got
off

“¥Yis! Bure I wish I'd niver bonneted
Qailch! Come on 1" iﬂ.&pﬂli Micky, and
he careercd away to the changing-room,
just in time to catch the
before they came out.

Billy Bunter watched the three, as
they went, with a cheery grin. e Liagd
earned that toffeotint  And he rolled
up to the Remove to bag his reward !

Tha seven-pound tolfve-iin stood on
the table in Wibley's study, where L
Liad left 36, Tt was Dunter's now | The
fat Owl of the Remove gave it one
jovous blink, end grabbed 1t. e toro
oft the lid and grabbed at the toffees
within—and grabbed vacant spoce |

He blinked into the tin!

Then, as the poct has remavked. s
change came o'er the spivil of lus
dream !

The tin waz empty !

Dukter gazed at it! He blinked inlo
it [ e gasped.

Only  bribery and corruption  Lad
induced Bunter to do the right thing!
Wiblev Lad bribed and eorrupled him

ootballors



to oo lo Quelch! And he had hiibed
r,m_;tl corrupted lum with an empty toffee-
in

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
Boots for Bunter!

£ HAT cadl!® mmttered Bob
Cherry.
“He can play {ootball |?

answorad Harvy Wharton.

“So con all the Remove 1

“We can't leavo o man ont of games,
Bob, heeause you've got a foud on with
him 1" said the captain of the Remove.
“Don’t be an ass, old chap !

Bob gronted. ;

Bob was one of the mighty men of the
Remove who were standing down that
afternoon to give the lesser lights a
look-in. But as Micky Desmond was oub
nf the team there was & place to bo
lilled, and Boh was going to fill it. He
was keen onough fo play, though a
match with Temple, Dabney & Co. of
ihe Fourth was not much.of a game,
But his cheery face darkencd when
Carter came in to change.

Deeply o3 he disliked the new juniorn,
Bob admitted that he could Ela}* CoT.
Clarter was, or offected to be, keen on
tho game, and there was no doubt that
e had shown up remarkably well in

ames proctiee. Hovry Wharton, in

act, had an aye an him for the Remove

eleven, and ho was going to “try him
out” in the Form mateh. Whethey
{!avter was,. or wns not, tho *rotter ™
ihat Bob believed him to be, the foothall
coptain had to consider him from the
point of view of Soecer,

SWoll, look here, sou won’t want
me,” snid Beb at last. “Lots of fellows
will jump at the chance as Micky's
stunding out.”

“"Now, look hern, Tob,™ said tho
eaptain of the Remove quietly, *this
game with Temple’s lot doesn’t matter
much, but if Carter goes on as he's
started he will have to be played for the
Remove in big fixtures. You can’t cavry
vour rows with him into Boceer,”

“Well, no:; but—-"

®Well, then, chuck it!"™ =aid Iarry,
“¥You can punch his head after the
rame if you like, but until then wash it
ont—son §7

Bob grunted egain, Ilo was not the
follow to carry private feuds into foot-
hall, but it irked him to play in the
rome team with Carter. o stood un-
decided. with a foothell boot on and the
uther in hiz hand.

“If that fat ass Bunter had plaved up
Micky would have got off,” ho mutterad,

“Weall, ho hasn't, and won’tl  And
E : ¥

“Iurrroooo ' came s suddon roar
in the doorway. “Hore I am, in tolme
—phwat? Hurrreo!™

Micky Desmond careeved into the
changing-room, c¢ollided = with Boh

herry, and sont him staggering.

Bob dropped his  bont, staggerod
against Wharton, and rent the captain
of the Remove tottering axainst the
wall.

“You mac aszs!” he gasped.

“Sure I'm in  toime,” prinned
Aicky., “IHould on a mmmute or two,
Wharton darling, while I change,
Hurroo ¥

“Has Quelch let vou off 7 nsked
Harry.

“Bure, and he has intoirely ! Where's
me shirt?  Whera's me boota?  Has
innybody seen me boots#Y

Carter glanced acrose ab the Ivish
junior

“80 you told Quelch?®' he pshed.

#Tould him, iz 1t3" snapped Micky.
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“Bure I tould him nothing! Bunior
wint and tould himn.™

“Punter did!”  exelaimed Carvier
E_ulankl'?r.

“Faith, and he did, and ii'z o brolh
ov a bhoy he iz, too!"™

* Bunter told Quelch he had snooped
anr linee the othor day!™ oxclaimesd
chany Bull.

Alicky chuckled.
. “No; he tould him he found thim
in his study., Quilch belaves him—
and sure so do I now. 1 belave inny-
thing, now I'm let off to play futball.
Where's me boots? Whe's got mo
boots 1

Bob Cherry lavghed. As Micky had
turned up in time, he was not wanted,
after all. He was glad of it, nob only
for Micky's sake.

“Well, Dunter’s coming out, omd no
mizstake I'" said Frank Nugoent., “ Bon-
neting  Quelch with & hassock, and
!-him going and owning wp about znoop-
ing a fellow’s lines. Where's Bunfer
getting all this nerve from?i"”

“The nervefulness iz petting  tealy
torrifie,” remarked I[Iwrree  Jamset
Ham Bingh.

William Wibley, in the doorway of
the changing-room, chortled. e knew
how Bunter had serewed up his cour-
age to go to Quelch. And he was
ﬁl‘ﬂ&ﬂj cotertained by the thought of

unter’'s fat face, when he looked into
the toffee-tin in the stody.

The Fourth Form footbnllera were
alveady in the field, and the Romove
follows were ready to join them thero;
but they waited for Micky to change.

Micky wes ready at last, when o
fat figure loomed up at the doorwary.

“I say, you fellows, 13 Wibley here ¥'?
squeaked  Billy  Bunter. 91 say,
where’s that beast Wibley? Where's
that rotter Wibley? Whore's that cad
Wihlay 77

*Hallp, halle, hallol What's ihe
rowi” asked Bob.

“Where's thet swab Wibley ¥

“Heve I grinned Wibley.

“PBeast] There weren’t any toffoes
in that tin!" roarved Bunter, shaking
g fet fizt under Wibley's. nose,
“Rotter] You said you’d stond moe a
scvun-gouud tin if I wont to Queleh,
and there weren’t any toffees in the
tin "

“What 1" exclaimed Ilarry Wharton.

“1 say, you fellows, what do you
think 1" pasped Bunter, breathless with
indignation. “He took me up to his
stily, and showed me n seven-pound
toffce-tin, and said I could have it if
I got Desmond off detention, amed I
went to Quelch, and got him off, and
ﬂer there weoren't any toffees in the
tin.

“"Ha, ha, ha "

"B that was why—=" pxelaimed
Bob Cherry.

“Not p single toffec!” velled Bunter,
mei ihat]  Pulling a [ellow’s leg,
vou know, He soaid seven pounds of

toifee—--="" .
“I didn't,” chuckled Wiblay., =1
sattd a seven-pound toffee-iin. I never

said there was anything in it"

“Ha, ha, hal”
“You can have the tin,” added
Wibley. "1 =mid you could have it

and von can have it.™
“What's the good of an empty tin
ta me?" ronrcd Bunter. "0Of conrae,
I thought it was full of toffces”
“Now I wonder what put that idea
into vour head.” romarked Wibkley.

“Ha, ha, hat"
“You—you--you  beast |” gasped
Bunter. “I wouldn't have gono to

Quelch if I'd known, I might have
ot whopped=—you never koow—with
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a beak. And thers wasn't any tclfee
in the tip—""

“Ha, ha, hat"

“Blessed if 1 sow aﬁgﬂlil’lg’ to cackle
at! Ap cmpty tin=—

“Bo you gad to be bribed to o s
Quelch, you far villain!” chuckled
IMarry Whartoh, And you know you
deserve to be booted—"

“Oh, really, Wharton-——"

“And vou've come hero to be
hootoed—""

“Eh? 1 haven't?

“Your mistake: wou havel! All fo-

other I called ont the capfain of the
temove.

vy {-Ia, ha, ha !;’H

“1 say., you fellows. stoppitl T an
— Yaroooh! Why, ].Inuplg-}ﬂmt.ﬂ, Iﬂ"{
Yoo-hoopl Leave off kicking me, w#Fu
rotters | I say——— O Helg-1
Fire! Murder! Wow! Yaroooppl!
The Remove foothallers erowded ol
of ihe changing-room, and what
seemed to Bumter lLike an  infinite
numhber of foorball beots landed on
liim.  As a matter of fact, it was anly
vleven, but it seemed to Bunter like
seores, if not hundreds

Bunter's view was that hs was a
fellow with a grievance, and ho was
far from realizing that he deserved
to ha booted But it was clear to the
othey fellows. and booted ho wwas,
Whon the  Removites passed on, chort-
ling, the fat Owl was left sitting and
gasping. ;
. Ile was still sitting, and still gasp-
ing, when the game started on Little
Mitde. TFor quite & fong timoe Bunter
sat and gasped, K was a dismal and
breathless Owl that tottered away at
laat—still gasping

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
The Secre! Out |

i EARD abowm Bunter?”
TWhat about Bunter®?
“ Bonneted his beak 1¥
“Not Bunteri™
“Yes, Bunter ™
That sort of talk was going he
ronnds, l‘lf and down Greyviriars
Schaal. t first it had bheen heard
only in the Remove. but, naturally, it
.e.gmad! to other Formé Buch an item
nof news conld not fail to spread.

Investigation into that startling hap-
pening was still going on.  Mr, au{'h"!:
was not likely to let it rest. The

Eref&ﬂts were supposed to be feaviully
ennn on tracking down the coficnder.
Loder, cortainly, was not bothering
about it any further. but the rost of
theo. prefeets were doing all they could.
S0 for, no discovery si'nam:I boenr made;
but while beaks and prefects remainod
in hlizssful ignorance, sil the Remaovo
Enew—or-—at least. thought that they
know=—and - fellows in  other Torms
know—more and more of them.

Bonneting & beak was a rather un-
nsual exploit It was the sort of thing
that the 'Bounder might have done,
fromy  rockless swank. though even
Smithy would have thought twiee, or

thrien, hefore dropping a hassock aon
Queleh’s august rmgpcr That o hot-
headed Irish vourh had done ik in

hoste, and repented of it at loisuve,
nobody thought of guessing. It was
supposed to be the deed of o epecially
mad ragger. But thar that mad ragger
was Billy Bunter, was most amazing.

Fellows in_the Remove had supposoi]
that it was Bunter. amazing as 1t was,
and when he openly admitted i, thepe
conld bardly he eny doubt an e
sulijoct.

Trr Macxrr Lipmary.~No. 1,502,
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Bunter not merely admitted it, he
swanked about it, Hec bragged of it
Ha gloried in it )

It was sheer satisfaction, to the fat
and fatuous Owl. to’ be stared ai iu
the quad, as tho wild and reckless
ragger who . had bonneted hLis beak.

By Monday, his famo had spread far -

and wide. i
They knew all about it in ihe Fourth
ond in the Shell. Cecil Reginald

Temple of the Fourth stopped Bunter
in the quad to ask him about it. Hob-
zon of the Bhell come to his study to
gob particulars, They talked about it
in the Third and the Second. Even
in the Fifth Form it was heard of, and
on Monday afternoon Coker of the
Fifth stopped Bunter, and asked him
1f 1t was so.

“¥eu bunped that hassock on your

heak's napper  last  woek ™' asked
Coker, ,
Bunter grinned happily.

“Sort of,” he answered airily.

“Well,"” eaid Coker, “you've pol a
nerve 7

Which filled the cup of Bunter's
satisfaction. A Fifth Form man had
stopped him in quad, and told hLim
that lie had a nerve, Dunter felt, ak
least, an inch taller when CUgoker,
whistling, left . him, A few minutes
later he saw Coker pointing him out fo
Patier and Greens of the Fifth; and
Epttﬁr and Creena stared round at

im.

Rolling happily away. Buntor caught
tlic voice of Tubb of the Third, speak-
ing to TPapet and Bolsover minor of
ihnt Form.

“That's Bunter—chap who banged a
hassock on his beak's napper! Some
nerve—what ¥

“Choeky ass!” said Paget.

“Yes: but what a norve!”

Billy Bunter grinned cheerfully, By
that time Bunter had ceased to wonder
whe really had bonneted Quelch.
Obviously the genuine culprit had too
rattch senze to felk about i, Sansn
was not Billy Bunter's long suit.  Ile

0

THE MAGNET

had acouwired 2 new and  reckless
repulation, outclassing even Smithy n
that line, and he revelled in it

Indeed, - by this time, Bunter almost
believed that he really had bonneted
Queleh ! Anyhow, his glory, such as it
was, was skfo; nobody eclse was likely
to claim such & dangerous distinetion.

It was rathor an extraordinary siina-
tion, that while masters and prefects
were trying to spot that reckless raggor,
nlmost the whele of the Lower School
knew who the ragger was, and discussed
it froely

Dut nobody, of course, thought of
giving Bunter away to the powera; and
widely and freely as his cxploit was
discussed, fellows were careful to say
nothing sbout i1t within hearing of
official ears.

It was quite probable, however, that a
topic discussed all through the Lower
School, and even in Fifth Form studies,
woluld reach, sconer or later, offlicial
CATsS, "

It was 1f Bunter had only Lknown it
a- ecortginty | On Tuesday morning, in
break, Carter joined the [at Owl in the
quad.

Billy Bunter greeted him with o dis-
dainful and inimical blink: but his
expression changed when Cavter spoke.

“Did you drop hali-a-crown under the
olms, Bunfer ™™ ho asked.

“#%as,"” answored Bunter promptly.
ITe held ont o fat hand., “If you've
picked it up, it's mine 1

“1 dido't pick it up, as it wasn's
mine,” answercd Corter. “I thought
I'd ask you—--"

Bunter did not wait far him to Gnish.
Ho rolled away by the Elm Walk, 1f
half-a-erown had becn dropped there,
Bunter was prepared to believe, on the
spot, that he had dropped it.

tarter followed him under the olms.

Bunter, blinking anxiouzly along the
path, did not ohserve the porily figure
of Mr. Prout in the offing. Carter did.

“I say, Bunter!®™ Carter did not
speak loudly, but he knew that his voice
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reached the Fiflth Form master. %1
say, I wouldn't talk so muelh about bon-
neting Queleh, if T were you. If 3 got
ont—-"

“Roo ! answered Bunler, “Think
any man in the Hemove wonld give moe
away? Tho fellows wounld serag a
snealk, I can jolly well tell youl I say,
whero did you seo that half-crown?”

“It was about here somewhere, Now,
if you'll take a tip from me. Bunter,
vou'll shut up about dropping that
hassock on Queleh’a napper—"

“Rais1” retorted Bunter.  * Think
I'm funkyi™

“It Quelch heard—"

“Who's afraid of Queleh?”

“Well, if you're not, all right 1" saud
Clarter. “But, look here, Bunter,
honest Injun, did sou really drop that
haszsock on Quelch ¥

“You jolly well know I did—the aniy
man in the Form whe'd have had the
nerve, tool!” said Buanter. “ Smithy
awanks abont not caring o bean for the
beaks—but Bmithy wouldn't have had
the nerve.  You wouldn't, either! A
Fifth Form man told me I'd got a lot
of norve to da it! So I have! 1'at lot
I care for beaks, or prefects either!™

Clarter langhed.

Mr. Prout, at a short distance, had
furned his head, osnd was siaring
blankly at Bunter.

“But, I say, where did you sco that
half-crown ?” asked Bunter. “ It's mine,

vou know—I remember hearing it
drop.™
“Oh, my hat! posped Carter

©Well, if you heard it drop, you know
where to look for it 1"

And he walked away, Bunier hblinking
after him in great annoyance.

“ Beast 1" hooted DBunier.  “1 den't
helieve there was any half-crown at all !
Rotter I

And Bunter rolled away to the school
shop, in the hope of finding Lovd Maule-
verer there.

Mr. Trout gazed after him as he went,

* Goodnesa gracious ¥ gasped Prout.

And the Fifith Form master walked o
the House, with nows for Mr. Quelch.

When the bell rang for third schoal,
and Billy Bunier joined the Reomove
going in, he little dreamed of what
awalted Lim. e had secon nothing of
Prout vnder the clins, and had not the
remotest idea (hat his brag was, as il
were, coming home to roost.

The Iemove gathered at their Form-
room door, and when My, Queleh came
aleng to let them in, the expression ou
hiz face caught many eyves.

“dlind vour step, you fellowa!™ whis-
pered Skinner.  © Quelehy’s got his rag
out over somothing,®

“ Henry looks shivty 1 murmured Bols
Cherry,

“The shirtiness 13 tervific 1"

That something was “up ™ waz elear
to all the Remeve. Mre. Quelch’s foce,
always severo, was extremely grim, atl
his eves glinted. Like the young man
in the Alpine poem, his brow was set,
his eyes beneath, fashed like a falehion
from its sheath. Trouble, 16 was clear,
was coming to somecbody; and the
Removites wondered uncastly whom,

They took their places in the Foum.
room in silence, every fellow on his bost
hehaviour for once. Nobody knew, o
far, where the thunderbolt was going to
fall—only that it was coming.

Ar. Quelch stood facing his eless, and
tho Remove waited almost Lreathlessiy.
It was coming now !
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The name was rapped out like a rifle-
shot. And the other fellows breathed
more freely. It was Bunter who was
“for it.” And most of them guessed at
once why., Something had leaked ont
about Bunter's exploit with the hassock.

The fat-Owl pave a jump as his name
was rapped out. His eyes popped at
his Form-master.

“Oh! Yes sir I gasped Bunfer, “It
wasn't me B

“Stand owt before the
Bunter P’

“Oh lox' I1*

Bunter almost tottered out.

Form,.

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.
Seif-condemned !

4 UNTER | :
“I~I didn’t, sir! gasped

Bunter. ®It—it wasn't me [
Bunter did not know yet of
what he was going to be accused. %ver:,r
other fellow in the Form-room:® had
Eumd. But Billy Bunter's powerful
rain was not guick on the uptake,

But he could sce that he was going to
ba aceused of something, and he was
prepared, on general principles; to deny
anything and everything, On any and
every subject the fat Owl was prepared
10 lell anything but the truth.

“It has come to my knowledge,” said
AMr Quelch, in a deep voice, *that it
was you who committed a disrespeetful
and guirageous attack on your Feorm-
master one day last week, Bunter. I
had the very strongest auspicion of yvou
at the time; but in so scrious a matter,
I fclt bound to wait for absolute proof.
T'hat proof is now in my hands.”

“Oh crikey

“¥ shall take you to your headmaster
to be dealt with,” pursued Mr. Quelch,
“Whether Dr. Locke will administer a
flogging merely, or whether iﬂ-u will ba

expelled, } cannot undertake to say.
The decision rests with your head-
master

“0Oh crumbs 1™

“ Howly Moses!” breathed Micky Des-
mond. He sat in his place, locking on
i dismaoy.

* Wharton, I shall leave you in chargo
here for a few minutes, while I tnke
Bunter to his headmastor.

“Very well, eiv!” answered Harry
with a glance of commiscration at-tho
huﬁiem at Owl,

uniter did not look much like a bold,
bad, mad ragger now. Hia eyes were
}mppmg, and his jaw dropping. His
at face was the picture of woe and

terror. His podey  knees  knocked
togoethor.
" But, I—1 say, siv 1" squeaked Buntor

desperately.  “I1-I didn’tl I never
did, sir! I was in my study

“I will histen to no further vntruths
from you, Bunter!” sald the Remove
master sternly.  “I have said that proof
i3 now in my hands! Not only is it
known to me that you are the culprit,
bt I have reason to beliove that the
fact i3 konown to the whole FParm.” Mr.
Queleh cast a very severe glanco over
the Form. "1 have no doubt that every
boy lierve present is aware of it 1"

%uery v there prosent tried io look
as nneconscions as he eould. Botb it was
iuite casy for C%uc:lch'a gimlet cye to
road that they all knew

“But I never did, sivl?  wailed
Bunter. “It can't be proved when 1
uwever did, sir! How ean it?"

“From what I learn, you were not
mily guilty of that outrageous act,
Bunter, but you have actua boasted
of it]” said Me. Queleh sternly.  *In

EVERY SATURDAY

break this morning, Fou weke leird
boasting of it to another Remove lire™

“Ob crummba! I—1 say, sir, i7--if
Carter says———*

“Carter has said nothing, Buonter! 1
should not be likely to listen to informa-
tion given by one hoy against ancther,”

Bob Cherry gave o start, and his eyes
flashed round at Carter. The latier sat
with hie eyes fixed on Bunter.

Bob drew a deep, hard breath, Carter
could pot have gone to Quelch with tho
stary. Mr. Quaoleh was not & master
te whom a sneaking story could be told,
But it was plan that Carter was mixed
up in it somehow. Bob knew, at least,
he was certain, that tho schemer of the
Rentove had contrived, somehow, to give
the wretched Owl away.

“No boy has given mp information !
said Mr. Quelch. *“XNo boy would be
L:o:rmiued to do so. Your foolish and

aztful words were heard by o membeor
of Dr. Locke's staff, DBunter,
reported them to me™

“Oh ler’! Bat I—I never——"

“In break this morning, Bunter, you
were heard to state, indeed to boast,
in speaking to another Remove boy,
that you threw the hassock—-"

W] wasn't, sir!”™ gasped Duanter,
“ Nobody was there, ut Clarter. At
lease, I didn't see anybody.”

M Mre. Prout heard you from a short
distance Bunter,”

“Did he, sirt Oh crikey! But—but
I never said anything to Carter, sir!_ Ho
made me go there, making out that there
was a half-crown, ond NOVeE  EXW
Prout! Oh crikey! But—but 1 never
said anything to Carter, sir! I never
said & word toe him, sir]! You can ashk
him, eir—he will remember all 1
sat-———"

“That will do, Bunter! Not only were
you guilty of that sutrage, on your own
statement, but you have actually made it

who

o matter of boasting 1™ said My. Quelch,
sternly. ‘How any h;u:,r_ could  find
matter for hoasting, i’ a foolish,

reckless, and disrespectful aet, passes my
comprehension: but you have done so.
You will now go with me to Dr
Locke—" .

“ But I never, sir!” yelled Bunter, in
desperation. * I—I—I made ont I did,
sir, but I—=I never did! It was only
swank, sir I

“You need sav ne more, Bunter!”’

“But 1 didn't, sirl” wailed the
unkappy Owml. “All the fellows thought
g0, and I let them think so, just for
swank, sir! I nover did it really! I—I
wouldn't!  Oh dear! I wish I hadn't
said T did ! Oh crikey IV

“Follow me, Bunter 1™

“I1—1I don’t want to go to the llecad,
sir 1" groaned Bunter. % Hoe—he—he
might think I—I &id it—"

Mr. Quelch dropped an ivon hand on
the fat Owl’s shoulder, and led him out
of the Form-vrooimn.

Bunter gave & squeak of lervor as he
wont.,

If over a braggart repented him of
his breag, the hapless Owl of the Removeo
did ai that moment.

For several days Bunier had glovied
in the reputation of a bad, mad ragger,
and enjoyed 1t thovenghly. Up and
dovwn the Romaove had Bunter swanked
az o devi] of a fellow who would bonyet
a beak as soon as look at him!

He did not look very much like a devil
of a fellow vow! He qgualked, 23 Mr.

neleh Ied him out. Ile seemed harvdly
able to draz his fat limbsz along. After
tha feast lind come the reckoning, and
repentance cime too late! Oub of his
awn mouth be was condemned, and
thevre was no hopo for Bunterl  Hia
cla_*:ucfgmg footatops and dismal squeak
died away Jown the passage.
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In the Ee::mh‘e,wlﬁﬁ juniors looked at
one  another,  Wibley "and Morgan
looked at  Micky Desmend, Micky
looked ot his desk. _

“Well, t's ouwt now!" said Harry
Wharton. " Poor eld Bynter! If he'd
had the sense to hold Lis tongue sbous

1 :

“The senscfulness of the idiotic Bunter
is oot terrific!” said Huwrrea Jamset
Ram Hingh. “'The bragfulness is too
preposvcrous.’

“Ran’t it jost Iike him, to spout it out
with o beak standing at his clhow 1" said
the Bounder. * Bunter altl over—"

“Well, it was bound to come out
sooner or. later, with that  fat oss
swanking about it all over the shop!®
said Johuny DBull.

Dt T alh I saietit B i ped

" Dash it all, you might have stop
bim, Carter, if Prout was in the ofling,”
exclaimed Peter Fodd,  * You're not
a bhind Owl Iikn Bunter—~you must have
seen Prout, if he was near cnough o
hear.”

“Newver noticed him P answered
Cartor coolly. ¢ Other side of o trec
I expect. I haven't the faintest
iclea 5

“That's a lie? rosved Bob Cherry,
starting to his feet, his faco crimson,
and hiz eyes [ashin “You pulled
Bunter's leg into mbkmg him give him-
self away whoere a beak counld hear him."

Carter spun roand.

"What?"' he gasped,

“Bob ¥ exclaimed Wharton.

"Chuck it, old manl™ said Johnno
Bull * As if any fellow would be ca
cnough—rotter enough—-"

“'lgmw it mild, Cherryl" said the
Bounder.

"“Oh, dun’t talk to mel' roared Bob,
Aaming with angry indignation. “This
ian't the first time that cad's tried to
land that fat idiot in the soup; and ho's
got away with it this time. And I'll
tell you this, Carter—if Buntor gets o
flogging. I'l) give you the bigzest hiding
you ever had in your life.™

Carter sneered.

“I'm not the only fellow Lic's bragged
to, am 1" he asked “Ho's told every
i‘f.ﬁluw. who would listen to Him, in tho
Remove and out of it. He'a told
fellows in the sonior Ferma He's
shouted it oot all over the school. He
happened to be bragging to me when
Prout heard him. that's all. He will
get & flogging, and he joliy well deserves
it for dropping a ha on Quelch's
head ! You know that as well as I dot”

“¥eas, 1 Enow. that!” snapped Bob.
“But it wasn't your bunness to get-him
p Rogging, you rotterr smecak! You
wangled this—' .

M Hure Bunter ain’t gong to get a
Hogging ! eaid Micky Desmond, rising
;u'ﬁ.s feer. “I'mv going to stop it
mtoirely.”

“How can yxon stop it, fathead?™
grunted Bolb Chervey. 5

“Huro 'm the wan did the
thrick "

“"\Wha.a-ti"

“Youi” roared & Jozen voicea.

“Yiz! Met” groanced Micky “And
a thumping fool 1 was, too, and by the
same token I was sorry afther I'd done
it but sure I ain’t going to let that
fat amadbann take my gruel for me!”

All evea fixed on Mwcky Desmond, as
he laft hiz place, and wont to the door.

His announcement utterly amazed the
Romwove. Not a [fellow, excoptin
Wibley and Morgan, had dreamed o
nns.JJr_-cling the real culprit Least of all
had Carter ! :

Carter's eyer-seemied to staré from his
hea-:{; nsl Il{.'lh stared dnt E;I}e Ii'mtr:j' ﬁuumr.

“Youl" he ped " You 7 -
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A FISHY AFFAIR!

Spasm No. 2. of—
“THE FORM-MASTER'S SECRET!™

—a Sensational Serial, featuring [ack Jolly
& Co., the Cheery Chums of St. Sam's,

By DICKY NUGENT

* Goodness grashug ! * Lickham ! ™ - gasped

Doctor Birchemall { the Head, in heorrified
made that romark. axxents, "“Liﬂi{hu,m t
The Head of St. Sam’s | My dear siz |
wag on his way to take Wotcher, old
the Sixth, and he had | COVEY : -
just ceught site of Mr, |, Dootor Birchemall
ickham. 1115-31:{#-&};- it i o
It was o bright and s m&tl Liukhii:'n E.t”
froaty mnrlﬁnig, and the %"m o e}{;’
Head was feeling foll of Jgﬁpn taher old
life ; but as soom as he| ... » smed M
Nr. Lickham he | aritem ooty yha
::‘:; Sl o L-.l{:kh;u.':L (w'a the
. : o | EIMe
b r?mm grashus ! Doctor Birchemall
ﬁHﬂP cﬁ;.lf d  hardl gazed at the master of
beleeve his eyes! Y{the TFousth in sheer
!’ gmazemont.

The master of the
Fourth was a most neat
and tidy person, as &
rule. But not on this
occagion ! For some
reason which the Head
did not underatand, Mr.
Lickham was now dressed
without the slitest re-

ard for his appearance.
%Iiu shirt was dirty and
ha had no collar on hie
neck. His mortar-board
waa stuck on hig head at
n rakish angle. He had
a day’s growth of beard
on his chin.

But what took the
Head's eve most of all
was & bundle which he
carried on his sholder
at the end of a atick.
It was tied up in & Ied
spottoed handkercheef
and it gave tho laat
touch of untidyness to
the oppearance of the
maater of the Fourth,

“ What io the name of
hevven iz the matter,
Lickham 7% he ecricd.
" Your appearanco !
Your axxent | What has
happencd to you ?

* Nothink's ‘’appened
to me, old covey!™
chuckled Mr. Lickham.
“I'm as right as nine-
pence ! Yuss! Comin’
along of me as fur as my
claps-room ¥ V-

The Head nodded
dumbly. He had to pass
tha Fourth Form Room
to get to the Bixth, any-
way, and it did not ocour
to him that he was
serving a very uscful
gurpuaa to the Fourth

orm master by show-
ing him where his Form.
YOOI WAl ;

Naturally, the Head
did not dreem for a
moment that the man

1%

o

i
e .

GREYFRIARS HERALD

MY FORM IS THE BEST
AT GREYFRIARS!

Says P. P. PROUT, M. A,

Every Form in a schoo! reflects tho wersonali
of the Form.master. ¥ Lol

If the master ia weak and slaclk, the Form will he
weak and slack, too. If the master is strong and
cﬂiemint,rt,h& Form will surely bo the same.

It 13 for this roason that I claim, without fear of
contradiction, that tho '
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he took to be Mr. I such & low, common |they had always known lafore this ‘ere fire ! j Lickharn took u ] ha ;
Jolliwell Lickham was, |voice 1" [tu be wvery partickular | Yusg! -4 of honner in l:l;g Eﬂ”ﬁ hrf:?:sn IM’I’ s
in aktuel folkt, * Dusty " Dusty Lickham lookod { about his grammar and | * Wantany help, sit?” | and  tonsted n la “ Thoey kep' them ai
Lickham, the cuzzin of | gerprized, . pronunciation  simply |asked Bright. * We'll { herring on the end of | the fish shop,” grinned
tha real Fourth Form 'M_v‘ voice  hain’t [ nocked them all of a|ioast them for you, if | Mr. Lickham’s cane with Dusty Lickham. ** But
master and & moember|low an’ ecommon, old | heap. you like. Wo can use | an eguepert hand. T've got some nico soft

of the tramp class.
* Dusty " Lickham was
tho living image of hia
cugzin, and seven the
braniest fellow mite have
been eggacused for failing
to tell them apart: so,
of corse, the Head stood

no  earthly chance of
spotting the frawd !
“Hero'a your Form-
room, Lickham!™ ho
soid brethlessly, when
they reached the Form-
room. ‘' Befors you go
in, mite I ask you one
or two questions ¥ Firet,
why arc you speaking in

HARRY WHARTON

Br-v-r-y-10!

That's how we feel
wt Gregiriars at the
fime of going o
preas |

The temperature is
sorncthing below zero
tnd the Schooel Ilouse
sysfem of ' cendral
heating, such as it is,
has ceuscd o funclion
owing to a burst pipe.

For heat we're veiy-
ing cntively on coal
fires, and though coal
fires are all very fine
and large when you're
near them, they cut
ne fce when you're
not! And believe me,
chums, there are n
good many cold spols
i the School ouse
just nomp !

You might think
that owr secreations
wder these cireum-
stances are confined
to roasting chesinuls
and ploying chess.
But, strange as it may

CALLING!

secin, nost of us are
spending oz mmuch
titne outl of doors af
present os we nor-
mally doe in  the
summer ferm.

Footer is off owwing
o the froten staie of
the plaging fAelds.
But we're putling in
plenty of practice af
oross - eounfry  run-
ning i yreadiness for
the ©Open Cross -
cauniry Handieap
whichk lakex place
later in  the ferm,
And when we're not

running, we're
shating |
The shating has

been topping since we
returnced to  schaol,
and it doesn’t stop
witen darkness  sels
in, either. On Hie
contrary, s then
that the fun really
begins, for while the
froat lasias they are
havinyg the Lirond
stretch of waler on

the other side of
Courificld Common
It up by fairy lamps.
The Head has been
a real spovt. Hnuow-
g how fetr and foar
belivcen are oy
chances of skating, he
has been giving us
late lenve fo go shalting

erery evcning, Miss
Primrosc having
granted the same
concession te the
Cliff House girla,
we've been meeling
Marjorie & (o, on

the ice and allogether
we've been hoving a
ripping Rime.

But all good things
gt come fo an endl.
The FEnglish climate
being what it is, [
date say that by the
time I come ta pen
nexl wecek’s chal, we
shall be swellering in
a winoy heat acave.
Here's o owr next
meryry meeting,
chhams, anyroay—
wheatever the weather,

NARRY WHARTON.

covey ! he said. “ My
mates allus say  ‘ow
posh I speakst
“D-d-dear mel But
rour dress ! gaaped the
ead. " Why ain't you
—I mean, why aren't

vou wearing a collar 1 "

“*awass 1 Cates col-

larg—they stops e

breethin' proper ! ™
“GGood hevvens ! But

the bundle, Lickham-——

thoe bundle on  your
eholder ! What is in
wr™

“Fish for me break-
fagt 1" roplicd Dusty
Lickhan. “Which 1
hain't 'ad time to "ave
me breckfast yeot. So
"ere it ia | Sce vet later,
old covey ! ¥

With these words, the
bopus F:ﬂrmunu,:atﬂr
walked mto the ¥Fourth
Form Room — leaving
Doctor Birchemall to
stugger on to the Sixth
Form Room  hardly
knowing whether ho
war on his head or his
heela !

Tha Fourth aoll roso
to their feot respectively,
when Dusty Lickhwmn
atrolled in. They blinked
when they saw how he
woag dressed and what he
Was carrying.

" Good-morning, s,
they mannideed to eay.

0w du, VU
masters !

Tho Fourth gasped.

“ Eggseuss mo, sir,"
eaidd Juck Jolly Jeintly.
“Did wou say  f'Ow
doy vung masters 717

“Yusg!

“ My hat !’

Tho Fourth  farely
flopped into Lheir seats !
These amuzing  words

"rome the lips of & inan

) arithmetick, ace T Wot's

“* Wot's the lesson ¢
agked the false Form
master, cheerfully. “Is
it readin', writin® or
grithmetick ¥ Wotover
it 15, 1'm "ot at it, you
beot "] Yusst™ _—_—

* Q-g-grote !

"Ang o mI;aI:.er of
fakt, eir, it's Latin,”
grinned Jeck J-:rilf.r.

yourself,

* But pleasa
of corse |

]“l\-‘;;ct.tn! I'tl do thq‘t
oriright, yung covey!®
chuekled thg freekich
beale. *“T'H ' mmake it

two an’ aix "
“ ight, sir!”

“ Wrong 1 larfed

« Dusty Lickham. * Two-
4 an'-six is ‘arf-a-crown !

Get me 1

“Ha, ha, ha ! "

The Fourth simply
could not understand
what had happened to
their Form-master. But
whatever it was, they
found him in his present
mood & distinkt im-
provoment on the storn
tirant who usually held
tho raina of offis in the
Fopurth Form Room.

Dusty Lickham de-
posited his bundle on
hia desk.

*Well, yung ecoveys,
that's enuff of arith-
metick 1 *" he eaid, ** The
next thing as fur as I'm
congerned is bhrealefast.
‘Cawso why ¥ "Cawsce 1
hain't 'ad none | ™

“Ha, ho, hat"

Tho © Fourth larfed
sgzaoin, Then they
gasped.

To their utler ainaze.-

ment, Dusty Lickhom
had unwrapped  his
bundle and brought to

light & larga eolleotion
ntg]fmah lmﬁinga!

“Haw, haw, haw!™
Lhe chuckled, gloatingly,
a8 he apread thein out on
hia desk. * Thoy ain't
‘arf prime, ain't they
They moke meo fare
smack my lips to look
at em ! "™

** Beg pardon, sir, but
gre you woing to eot

them  raw 7" asked
Frank Fearlesa,

“Not 1o, yung
master 1 grinndd
Dusty Lackham., *I'm
g-goin’ 1o cook ‘em

==

our penholders for toast-
ing-forka”

* A blinkin’ good iden,
yung covey I gald the
bapgia orm-master,

“1'll uee this "ere cane
meself, but the rest of
Ol CHTL UAG YOur pens
olders. f0o wants to
'rﬁ]p E 1

There wae a rush.
Nobody Pas likely to
waut to Jieep on sitting
at & cod desk while
there was a chance of
getting warm in front
of the Form-room fire ;
and everbody felt that
toasti WITINgS was o
jelly  sate bettor than
leasons, ary day.

Bufore you could say
“Nifo! " half-a-duzzen
fellows were neeling in

front af o fro, holding'

out herrings on tho e
of their penholders. Tho
rest of th Form crowded
round them, while Dusty

?Er;g goon tho oader
of frying herrings filed

the Form-room. It was
not long before it penny-
iratedother Form-rooma,

Just when thoe herrings
were gizzling nicely, the
door bust open, Tha
Head looked in, his noso
twitching and o look of
sheer disbeleef on  his
skollerly dial.

“ Fisk 1™ ho shrocked.
** Bless my sole ! ™

“It ain't =ole, old
covey !" ecehortliod
Dusty Lickbam, cheer-
fully. " It's herrin®!?

‘“Ha, ha, hat"

Docter Birchemall's
cyes rolled focreely in
their  sockits, Iia
socmied on tho vergo of
an apolojatticle fit.

* Cooking fish in the
Form-raom! " he gasped.
* Why, it's simply un-

herd-of | What has

roes !t

“Ha, ba, ha 1"

“Why not 'ave =
taster while you're "ere?”
went on the bogus Form-
master. ** Try this one,
old covey! It looks a
good 'un 1"

So saying, he turned
to the gaping Head, and
rammed a large herring
into hizs open mouth.
Dinetor Birchemall col-
lapsed on the floor.

“Groooo ! Yuroooo !
Gug-gug-grooop ! he
ghroeked,

“ My heve! The old
covey don’t scom to like
it | remarked Dusty
Lickham, in serprize.
“Hre ! Lemme get it
hout for yer! ™

He got it qut with ohe
terrifick  wrench. A
moment later, the Head
waa on his feet and
malking for the door at
top spoed.

Doctor Birchemall had
had emnuff of the sup-
posod Mr. Lickham for
onoe morning. And
before  long,  Dusty
Lickham was to lern
that*he had had enuff

of him altogether ! of tho

(What  will ?aﬂ: en
when  Dusty  Lickham
gets  marching  orders?

For the answer, sea next
week's rib-fickling instal-
ment )

BIS *CANDIED" GPINION!

Deamond hns received
o birthday cake from
his native Troland from
which raising hove ocei-
dentally boon omitted,
In expressing hia feelings
agbout it in a rich Irish
brogue, ho ia underatood
to haveo said that the giﬂ.
w3 moat un-* raiEin .

Lknown

Fifth Form=—my Form—is

the best Form at Greyfriars,

Tho logic of it is unanswerable. I am,
without doubt, the bost Form-master,
~—which, for the benefit of tho more ioporant
of my young readers, means * therofore —
m.'{ Yorm iz the best Form |

f I were ssked why it is that I am ench an
cxcellent Form-maoster, I should be inclined
to say that it ismy wide and varied experience

Eryra

world that has given me such an

advantage over my loss successful eolleaguee.

Unlike thoso
content to spend all their time in tho slieltered
seclusion of a school, T have journcyed abroad
and scen strange lands and etronge customw
with my own eyes.

The result is reflected in my pupils. Sco-
their eves flash when I tell them storics of
my big-game-hunting exploits |

goentlomen who have e

Why, 1 have

them follow my warns with such

concentration that the effort has cansed them
to full asleep from sheer exhaustion !

When I think of Blundell, Bland, Fitagerald.
Potter, Groene, and others, I fecl proud of
my lads—but not holf so proud, I am surc,
as they feel of me |
execplion that proves the rule—tihe rula (hat
the Filth is the best Form at Groyfriara !

As for Coker, he ia tho

able !

Fisher T. Fish, walking
in the quad, found a
shilling, another shilling,
and vet angther shilling,
Hir beaming smilo losted
till he diacoveraed the hole
in his trouscrs pockor |

e i e ——

IS THIS WHAT HE MEANT 1

Coker tried out 8 sccond-hand cor from a
Courtfield garage. last weok and drove it
straight into the river.
with weilness when hauled out again—which
makes us suspect that Coker did it on purposz.

11¢ has always maintained he'll nover bo sat-
isfiod with & car unlesa it’a “ atream ".lined,

It was wall hned

BULL’S A JAPER—NOT A
MUSIC-MAKER!

Declares CLAUDE HOSKINS

I've deae it !
1 made up
M'vo doneo it !

would !

Johnny Bull may boast that he
alung 1ue out bofore the rchearaal,
Bull is a joper—
It’s juet the
kind of thing he would boast about !

Tho fact remains that X
his-wretelhind band without his know-
‘Lo moral vietory rests with

Probobly he will,
not & mgc-moloer |

mng it.
mae !

You muy ask what possible motive
I could %=ve for wishin
with such™s motley crew of musie.
1 hasten fo cxplain my

killora,
ensoil.

Ho ele':s as Bull's band may be,
I belioved that one musician of
genius, by setting an example to the
guuly thomn in the night
Thia was m{

rest, could
direction.
{}crining the band, and
¥

it !

I leavy it to yon *' Grovirisre
Herald " roaders to jrudre whether 1
did tho rght thing or not in going
to the teomuble I did gver it.
a jolly yneamfortable 1ime I ean

tell you !

my mirel to do it, snd

I've played an instrn-
ment ing Johnny Bull's so-colled
band, jusf as I promised myself I

g io play

reazon for
atill atnnd

Knowing
well that tho
one thing Bull
could not
atend in theo
band was tho
presence of
one single
musician  of
note, I went
to wyoung
Wihloy, sworo
himtoseercey,
and asked him
ta disguiseme,

sfayed in

nodded.
“ You'll

I've finished

her son !t ™

I had | etudy nobody

il 1lemove.

Wibley, as you know, is really hot
stull ot wake-up. After 1 had told
! him I wanted to be disguised as any
Ecmove chap who was not a member{down and get busy, old hean ! ®

L couldu't very woll speak, or my
voico would have given me away, so
I tootled on the French horn instead.
Everybody scomed to  think
awlully funny, though what there is
funny in o couplo of notes on the
Froneh horn T ontirely fail to sea.

Well, I sat down and, as Ball
valgarly put it, ** got bugy.”

The differenco that

of Bull's band,
mo and siweed e up from all angles.
Then ho enapped his lingers and

makae o
Brown,” he said.

own mother won't know you from

Tho kid was 0s pood as his word,
taer. When I walkod oot of Ilnsihorn made 1o that band had to be
heard to he bhelicvedd !
tone nnd verve wmul all E_:mris nf

to o anyhody but young Brown of
|thin:—.-_ﬂ.

Wibley wulleed round

wrfeet Tom
y the timo
yau, Browny's

with

would hove teken me

M lans
wamfwgil lnid.
I went along
o my study
and folched
the big Fronch
horn which 1
have recently
bocn learning.
Then I margl;-
ed boldly
down to tho
Rag., where
Jolinny Bull's
hand wwaa just
beginning a
rolioaraal.

Bull simply
heamed at mo
when I march-
el n with my
French  horn
slung over my
shouldor.

“Good old Browny ! he yelled.
“ That's just tho thing wo needed to
2ivo us a bit of background

Bit

this

my [Freneh
I guve them

Bt of eorse the ienomannt

kids took it all the wrong way.
Thay seemed qmta regontiul bherause
I drowned their hideous din !

Even po, I think things would
have gono well if Brown himsecll hal
not arrived. Unfortunately, ho il
arrive !  Althiough up to this timo
he had not belonged to the bund, it
soomed that he played the concertina
and had chesen this particular day

to lf.-ﬁin up !

o young asa wolked in with hie
concerting and tho rost of the band
stopped playing.

I didn’t know thot. I was too
immersed in my musis to notice it.

In fact, the first thing I knew
ahout it was whon I paused for o
breath and had the strangé and
unpleasant oxperience of receiving o
discharge of blue-black liquid against
my lips from the mouthpicee of tho
French horn.

I dropped
laa‘wd to my foct with o wild shriel.
Only then «did T realiso that my
secret was 4 sceret no longer ancd
that Bull had avenged himeclf on
me by filling & water-pistol with ink
and sguirting it into tho Frenel
horn !

I know that the sympathy of all
musical renders will go out to we
in this imglorious end to wny bold
attcmpt to create o real band ont of
Jolmny Bull’s noise.makers,

1 mtemd to be worthy ol yonur
avinputhy, dear readers—by trying
yet agrin 1o put Bull's band o the
right road to mousienl suceesa! You
wail phd sea ]

the instroment wwul



