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THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

NO CHARGE FOR ADMISSION, CHUMS! STEP RIGHT IN WITH
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A TOUR OF THE SCHOOL.

{1)
The dorms are similar, you Know,
For each iz long and wide,
With beds and leckers in & pow
On either side,
There's very little to attract
The chap whe likes a circus,
It's rather bleak, in point of fact,
And pot unhike a8 work-"us?

AFTER SCHOOL HQURS
Black Beauty

Regard it with wonder and_awe,
A sight that s pleasant (o see !
©h, Topper, that shinest on Temple, the
finest ;
Of verses are fechlo for thee!
Behold its black body and brim,
It's far too delighifel for him!

But siow the world rocks in dezpair,
The ztars-in the heavens fall fai!
It's awful, unnerving ! A turl has comne
curving
And landed on Temple's top-hat !
That topper has rolled in the mud—
A enime to be answered in blood !

"]'a:_}n stricken with horror tc: move
Stands Temnle, berceft of his senze !

In stupefied loathing that tricks upen

clothing
Are played in this ecllege for
gents !
Emndir(?im_ﬁrinre. he asks, whero it
1fi,

When fellows ean furl a chap's lid?

And now a vile seoundeelly boot
Has lifted that topper o mile,
Astounding! Amazing ! While Temple

stands gazing,
They're plaving & game with the
tile!
And Cherry—inhnman voung brat!'—
Hag scored a reat goal with ibe hat.

In gibbering rape and dizsmay
He rescuos that topper at last.
Too late, for its glory is only a story,
A tale that is told and is past!
Bespattered and dented and creased,
Black Deauty iz now a Black Beast!
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Mo pictures, cortains, rugs or fire
Ur anything te make
A fellow sleepless with desirve
To keep awake!
But  still, it's healthy, big and elean,
_And deren’t be ornamental,
For pillow-fights havio seldom becn
Conzpicuousty gentle !

(3}
We pillow-hight from sheer delight
In being young and strong;
We'd like to keep it up all night,
HBut. don't for long!

g Irm masters stop ‘that little plan,
L'heiv arguments arve stinging |
And hardly heve we slumbered than

The rising-bell starts ringing !

THE GREYFRIARS
ALPHABET.

MARK LINLEY,
the Lancashire Lad of the Remave,

L. is for LINLEY, a Lancashire Lad,
Ak Learning his Liossons his Labours are

lad ;
He has quite a Ltking for Latin and
_ Lore,
Mot Langnid or Lazy, but ready for
maore |
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s =scholavship made lom despised by
ihie wornis,

Like Skignee amd Bunler for several
TE TS,

Bui Marky was sieady, pood-humoured
and cool,

And sonn wen a place wilth the best in
the school!

At sport he is sound, never flashy or
tarne,

ITe plays fov his echool and the good of
the gameo;

Dl please don't imagine that Marky ia
elall,

A “littde tin saint® with a ring round
Iz shubl!

He may be a hitte morve steady than
SOMTe,

Fut that doesu’t mean he-is gloomy and
luna;

Ele's always at homea o 2 rag or a lark,

Aund Aehtz bke a Tropgn=—pood healih
o our Aark )
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THE GREYFRIARS
RHYMESTER
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GREYFRIARS GRINS

A reader asks why Buwiter wears
glasses in bed. Well, he's so shart-
sighted. he avants to see what he's dream-
ing about |

Festerday, Quelch sent Bunter out of
clazs for half an hour to wash lis neeck.
I'liis morning, thirty-one fedlows turned
wp with unwashed nocks.

Fisher T. Fish js getting so obsont-
minded thot he's just swindled himself
out of fourpence.

The big mirror in the Memaove dorm
is. cracked. We've warned Dolsover
wdjor dozens of times not to logk 1n 1t

Hurree Singh offers to teach any
Romove fellow Hindustani  free of
charge., Well, it might help us to tel)
Coker what he really 1s.
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PUZZLE PAR

Threa bovs had to share two
gier-, one of whivh was twice as
i ns the other. They insisted
on each having exacily the same
amount. How did they monage
to ent the big ple into two exact
halvos?

Answer at foot of column,
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Coker has just asked Mz, Prout to
excuse him  from  clesses  in fature
heeause “his time is rather ocenpied.”
Ho must have forescen that ho would
gob 1L0GD lings!

After Hosking had fintshed one of lis
hrilliant (%) piano studies, he asked the
siell what they thought of hiz execu-
tion., ‘Fhey were strongly i favour of
if, at an carly date.

Bavid Morgan is colleeting sea-shells,
We're afraid this wild excitement will
Lo bad for hhm.

ANSWER TO PUZZLE
They put the small mie on the big cne
and cot round it



COUSINS AND RIVALS! Carter, the schemer of the Remove, lays 2 ¢unning frap for his cousin,
Billy Bunter, in the hope of keeping him ouf of his wealthy unele’s good graces !
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carter crammed Mr. Queleh’s manuseript into the study fire, with the exception of one sheet
which he slipped into an inner pﬂckat !

THE FIRST CHAPYTER,
The Heavy Hand !

NOCK |
“Come ! said Mr. Quelch
irritably.

The master of the Grerviriars
Bemove had, as a rule, a calm, though
sBVEra temper Sometimes he was
wrathy, Bometimes he w as quite fierce.
But he was never irritable in the Form-
roonL.

But DMe. Quelech, at the present
moment, was sitting at the trpewriter
in his stndy, clicking off one more
chapter of fhat celebrated ™ History of
Grevfriars,” which had been his con.
stant companion for twenty years or so.

S0 ho was, at the moment, not a
schoolmaster, but an author. Awuthors
are well-known to be an irritable tribe |
Interruption of their literary labours
mkes them snap like dogs, ov spit like
Cats ]

That knock ot his siudy door irritated

neleh.  Elis hugers ceazed to wander

idly over the noisy keys, and he snapped
“mec i Y
The deor did not open,
Quelch glared round at it
“Lameo in Y he ropeated.
Biitl the door did not open.

Quelch  breathed hard and deep!
ome  fool—some  inzonsate fool—had

tapped at his door by mistake, it
seerncd, and passed on!

Ife resumod trping.

Click, click, ehek, eliek

The frovwn faded from hia brow., His
il dreifred happily back over the

centluvies.  lle became absorbed in the
History of Greyiriars

nock !

“Upon my word !™ sxid Mr. Queleh.

That was what he said; but his tone

was more ﬁmphnt.ic than his words.
“Come in!"” he almost snarled.

The door did not open.

“"Upon my word[” repeated My

Quel -::f]
It could not be a mistake this time!
Saeh a  thing could hardly -have
haf) pened twical Yet no one enterad.
t seemed :.mpnasahle—-—unthinka.l_:rle-—-
that any fellow could be “raggin
the master of the Remove. 1gging
and Capper were sometimes ragged.
Quelch was about as safe to rag as a
tiger in the jungle. Yet there had been
twao successive knocks at his door and no
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An Amazing Story of

Schoolboy Adyveniure, starring

HARRY WHARTON & CO,,
of GREYFRIARS.
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one had entered. It was a rag, or

nothing.
Mr. Queleh rose from his chair,
leaving & half-written sheet in the

machine, picked up a cane, and stepped
to the door.

He opened the door suddenly.

Mo one was in sight in Mastors'
Paszape, Whoever had knocked had
vanished. Up the passage, down the
aﬂsa%e, Queleh's gimlet eyes glitterad.
ike Mozes of old, he looked this war,
and he looked that way, but there was
no manl

With feelings that conld hardly have
been expressed in words, but which were
plainly indicated in his speaking coun-

tepanca, Mr. Quelch shut his door and
returned to the typewriter.

But he did mot recommence clicking
on_the keys,

Inspiration had departed.

Interrupted authors canmot carry om
regardless, At such moments, they are
dangerous to approach. Quelch sat
with knitted brows,

He did not expect that unknown
practical joker to come again. But he
rather hoped that he would! He
wanted to catch him! He would have
given half a term's salary as master of
the Remove to catch him. It was quite
pleasant to think of the cane ringing on
that practical joker's trousers.

Knocl |

Queleh started.

“Come in 1" he snf-pe-:‘.{

But the door did not open. Amaozing
as it was, 1t was that japer again.
This time Quelch did ndt go to the
door.

Ha knew that the voung rascal sould
have vanished, 8s before, by the time
he got the door open. He sat breathing
hard. Theo expression on his face might
have terrified any practieal joker.

He waited !

If that young villain came again,
Quelch was not going te say “ Come in,"”
and give him time to clear] He was
going to mske one bound to the door
and catch him fairly in the ect.

He listhned intently.

Hitherto, he had heard nothing of
the enemy’s approach, The fellow, who-
ever he was, tiptoed cautiously to the
door. But, stramming his ears, the
Remove master hoped to cotch a sound
that would put him on his guard! By
this time he would have given s whola
term’s salary to catch the young rasosl.
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He wondered which young raseal it
was | Harry Wharton & Co. were some-
times given to japing, but they would
not play tricks like this, More likely
‘.’enmn-{}mith—he was almost the onl
fellow in the Form with nerve enou F‘:
to rag Quelech. On tho other hand, this
kind of thing—runaway knocking—was
rather beneath Bmithy'a usual style,
Whoever was doing this was not merel
disrespeotful, but  stupid as  well
Thioking of stupidity naturally made
Mr. Quelch remember Billy Bunter !

Was it Bunter? DBunter had been
more than usually troublesome that
term. Moreover, Bunter had lines,
which he had to bring to his Form-
master at tea-time. He was much more
likely to turn up with some excuse for
not heving done them, If it was
Bunter—

There was a sound in the passage.

Mr. Quelch rose to his fect, his eyes
glhittering. Silently he stepfmd to the
study door, cane in hand. If a knock
come, the young rascal was not going to
czoape this time |

Knock ! .

Quelch grabbed the door-handle with

his left, and the door flew open. His
swiftness was really like lightninf- In
& #plit second more, his hand was

grasping at & collar,

“Oh 1 came s startled gazp.

It was Bunter! There atood the fat
ornament of Mr. Quelch’s Form—his
cyes almost pnﬁpmg through his spoe-
tacles 1n etartled surprise,

He stood there only for & moment!
Then the grasp on his collar whirled
him into the study.

“1—I1—T1 say—" gasped Bunter.

Whack |

“ Yaracooh 1" roared Bunter.

Whaek 1 :

Quelch did not tell him to bend over,
a5 was the pustom ! He seamed snwilling
ic- let go of Bunter, now that he had got
vim |

Grasping him by the back of the
eollar with his left, he laid on the cane
with his right.

Whaok, whaok, whaek!

The whacks rang like pistol-shols!
Louder still rang the frantic roars of

Billy Bunter! He wriggled and
uirmed in his Form-master’s rig’l
a roared, ha howled, and he yelled!

But it booted not! The whacks eame
kard, and the whacks came fast,
Whack, whack, whaek!
Quelch was putting his beef into it.
Whack, whack!
“Ow! Wow! Yow! Varcop! Help!

Stoppit] I say—vyaroooh!" roared
Bunter. “Oh crikey! ©Oh crumbs!
(th eeiszors! Oh jiming! Oh lor' |

Whoo-hoooop 1"

Whack, whack, whaek!

“Thero I" gasped Mr. Quelch. He
was getting tired; though not so tired
as Bunter ! “'Thart will he 2 warning to
}rw Iﬂ

“Yaroooop !

“Leave my study!” thundered Mr.

CQuelch.
“Yow-ow-ow-ow [
Bunter was glad to leave the study.

Queleh hed stopped—but he locked like
rostarting after the interval

Buntar holted! He did AMasfers
Fassage at about 50 m.p.h.

My, Quelch sat down again! He was
feeling better ! Ho waz assured that
there wonld be no more runaway knocks
at his door! He was right—thersa were
nona |

Calmness and peace of mind returned,
at last, and My, Queleh resumed literary
elicking ! Ha dismissed the matter from
his mind.

Bunter did not! It was not so casy
for Bunter to dismiss it}
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THE MAGNET

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Dog with a Bad Name [

i H.H.LLD, hallo, hallo i
1Fw1..at LB
“What's that cad been up

to?" growled Bob Chorry.

The Famous Five of the Remove
were walking in the quad after clasa
They were engaged in a rather warm
argument.

The topic was the mateh with 8t
Jim's, which was booked to come along
shortly. Bob Cherry, the best half-back
in the Remove, did not want to Bgure
in that match, He did not, at all events,
wank to do so if Carter, the new fellow
in the Hemove, was in the team.

Which was disconcerting to his friends,
and cxtremely exasperating to one of
them who happened to be [foothall
skipper.

Argument was waxing warm, when
Beb Cherry suddenly changed the sub-
ject. He was staring towards the
windows of Masicrs” Studies.

On a raw February afternoon, those
windows, naturally, were eclosed. -Bat
one of them had opened, and from with-
in, & Junior dropped into the guad.

It was the fellow of whom they had
been gpeaking—Arthur Carter, the new
Removite,

The window frem which he had
dropped  was that of Prout’'s study.
Prout, the master of the Fifth, was out.

During his absence, it seemed, Carter
had some business in his study, and had
preferred to leave by the window.

Bo swift was Carter’s drop from the
window, that few would have been likely
to notice it. One instant he was at the
window—the mext, standing on the earth
below the sill, leoking quite casusl, &s if
he had just strolled there in the most
harmless way imaginable. Of the five

uniors, only one saw him—Bob, because

¢ had happened to be looking in that
direction when Carter dropped.

The other four glanced round.

“That's Bunter's jolly old relation.
Carter 1" said Frank Nugenk. “What
shout him? What do you mean, Boh

Grunt, from Bob Chierry.

“What’s he been deing in old Prout’s
study 7" he snapped.

“Has he been in old Prout's study?™
asked Johnny Bull
-1 saw him drop from the window,
just_before you fellows looked round.”

“Blessed if I saw him !” said Harry
Wharton. “He doesn't look as if he's
beecn up to anything, Bob!

*Think I'm blind?"

Harry Wharton laughed.

*“No—but you bar that new man, and
vou dislike him so much, old bean, that
you seem to sce something wrong in
everything he does—ar doesn’t.”™

“The esteemed window 13 opened !
murmiured Huorree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Prout might have left it open,” said
Johnny Bull “1 don't see what a
Remove man would want in the Fifth
Form beak's study. Still, if the chap's
heen japing old Pompous, where's the
harm 7"

Biob Chercy's brow darkencd.

“That ead has been up to somothing
ur 'rout’zs study ! he said. “He won't
get nailed for it—he hardly ever does
get naotled for his dirty tricks! If
Bunter gets nailed for it, 1 shall chip
in,”

“Buanter 7 repeated Harry Wharton.

“Haven't I told you, and don’t yvou
know without being told, that that ead
Carter has been landing things on
‘Bunter ever since the term started P
exclaimed Bob,  "If he's ragged in
Prout's study, he's left something to
make it look as if Bunter’s been there.”

Sure——-~"

“Well, T Lnow il’s locked that way
gometimes, but—"

“Oh, he makes me il 1" growled Bob.
* Lock here, I can’t play in the 8t Jim's
match if "that fellow plays. He hacked
me in the match with Higheliffe lass
week, and I was limping for daya after-
wards, 1 had ta go ﬂlé the fisld. Na
good having to send a man off in the 3¢,
Jimi's mateh.”

“That was an accident, old chap—"

“ Aceidents will happen, sometimes, in
Hoccer 1 said Johnny Bull, “ Any man
might get & hack.”

“1 know that! Am I the fellow io do
a song and dance about a hacki”
grunted Bob Cherry. “He fell on me,
when a Highelife man barged me over,
and hacked me a3z he fell—it was just
deliliprate,. Smithy saw him, and he
knows,™

“ Bmithy bars him, like you do, so he's
ot an uwnprejudiced  Judge ! snid
Frank Nugent. ] .

“And why does Bmithy bar him?
Because the cad gave him away to the
beaks,” snorted Bob.

" Bmithy may think so, but——"

“Woll, 1it's no good jawing ¥ said
Hob.  “That cad crocked e in the
Higheliffe mateh, and he'd do the samo
again, if ho felt like it, Hé loathes me,
for standing wp for Bunter, and stopping
his lricks on that fat fool. Whatever is
15 that he's just done, nobody will spot
him—if I don't! He's been in old
Pompous’ study, snd sneaked out By the
window, What does he care about jap-
ing Prout? Not a thing—unless he's got
soma foul play on hand.”

Four members of the famaus Co. ex-
changed a smile.

It was not like cheery, honest old
Bob to teke deep dislikes; he had &
kind-hearred toleration for everybody,
from Smithy, the bad hat of the
Remnove, to Billy Bunter, the grub-
raider of the studies, He could be
friemdly with Bolsover major, wha was 4
good deal of a bully, and with Skinner.
who was artful and mahoious. o
could even sce some good in Flsher T,
Fish! But he barred the new man,
Carter, thoroughly and whole-hesrtedly :
and it was a Fact that ho could see no
good in anything that Carter ever did
or zaid, If Carter had =aid that it was
a fine day, Bob would almost have
suspected that there was some trick be-
hind 1t! To Bob Cherry, Carter was a
dog with a bad namel

“Well, look here,” said Harry, “lot’s
aske him ! If he's ﬁummm:l old Pompuns'
shippers, he can tell ns”

“More likely to tell lics!® grunted
Bol.

“(h. rot! Come and ask him™

Carter wes sirolling away with lua
hands in his pockets, his &ir carcless and
casual.

Harry Wharton & Co. cut after him,
and he glaueed round at them as they
game up.

*What are you on Prout's track for®”
asked the ecaptain of the Remowe,
dircetly,

Carter stared at him.

“On Prout'zs track? What do you
mean ? I'va pot nothing to do with
Prouat.”

“1 mean, what have you done in his
sludy ¥

“Tn his study 1" repeated Carter.

Hizs eyes narrowed at the Famous
Iive, Up to that moment, he had
supposed that hiz sudden and surrep-
titious exit from Proot's study had beon
entirely unobserved. He had noticed
the chums of the Hemove in the distance,
that was all. But Wharton's question
showed him that he had been seen.



* Are you going to tell us you haven't
been in Prout's studyi” asked Bob
Cherry scornfully.

Carter gave him a dark look.

“Hob saw wyou drep {rom
window |” explained Nugent.

“He seem3s very interested in what
doesn't concern him,” drawled Carter,
* Buppose I dropped 1nto the Fifth Foim
beak’s study, and dropped oub agsin
afier looking at his newspapers, what
about it?"

tha

1

s §

)

EVERY SATURDAY

#]1 don’t believa
If anything's happened

like 1" snorted Bob,
a word of it!
there—"

“MNothing  has!” snid  Harry.
“You're making a hobby of being down
on that man Carter, Bob. Chuck it
and ¢come in to tea M

And the Famous Five -went into the
Houze—where & buzz of voices and a
sound of laughter drew them to the
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“Hippopotarms ¥ pugrested Skinner.
"Hal?phg. ha ¥ "

“Blessed if I see anything to cackle
at! I—I barely mnp&g with my lifa 1"
g&s;la-d Bunter, “I say, Wharton, now
vou're here, will you go to tho Hoad
about it? You'd better do it, as cap-
tain of the Form. Go to Dr. Locke
and tell hi '

Harry Wharton stared.
“Go to Dr. Locke and toll him that
Queloh has gone mad!” he gjaculated.

C Rl R TLL R VLR PR (O LN A LT T T
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“ What on earth's up ? ** asked ‘Carter, as he peered Into the study. “§What’s the matter with Bunter ? 1Is he off his

rocker ? **

“ Hiz newspapers?” repeated Harry,

“ Just that! My Uncle Carter has
somme property in China, so I'm rather
interested to keep an eye on the news-

apers fo ses whether the Japanese
ﬁam bombed it to bits! Cherry got any
objoctions 1 asked Carter sarcastically.

“You haven't been japing old
Pompous?™

“Not at all.”

“Nothing happened in his study to
make him go raging to Queleh, to call
Bunter over the eoals? said Bob
Cherry, with sevage sarcasm.

Carter laughed.

“&till got that bee in your bonnet?*
ho asked. “Well, | don't want to gct
inte o row for borrowing the nowspapers
in a master’s study—but if you hear any-
thing's lm[:ge-nm] in I'rout’s study, you
exnt put it down to we, and you can go
te Queleh about it, and I'll come with
vouu! Uan't say faiver than that, can

“ Havdly ¥
langhing.

Wharton

“1l keep you to that 1¥ grunted Bob.

“Do!” said Carter. And he walked
on. wilh his hauds in lis pockets,

Bob stared after hum grimly.

“What the diekens was his game in
thak study " he muttered.

“He's told us 1 saad Nugent,

“3h, rots! You cen believe bim af you

saicd  Flarry

*0Oh ! " Buniler popped hls head out Irom under the table,

it was Quelch ! **

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Starting News !

¢ I SAY, vou follows I
#What the dickens—="
“Queleh has
“Wha-a-t-t 7"

“Mad rs a hatter[" gnsped Billy

Bunter. “Dangerous! Raving!l”

Billy Bunter, in a stato of great ex
citement, was in the Rag, surrounded by
a crowd of juniors. Bome of them wero
laughing, Home looked startled. All
were interested.  DBunter, evidently, had
a startling tale to tell, As the Famous
Fivo cama in, he gave them a blink and
an oxeited sgqueak, They joined Bunter's
audienee, in great surprize.

“Mad 1" repeated Dunter. “Fancy a
—a Form-master, you know, going right
off his onion! And—and 1 went td his
study, you know, not knowing that be
had gone mad, and he got me ! Grabbed
mﬂ__u

“Grabbed
Wharton,

aClutched mael” gasped Bunter.
“ Just lilke o cluiching hand on the films,
vou know."

“ Queleh did ?* exclaimed Bob Cherry.

“Sprang at me!” spluttered Bunter,

gono mad I

you?? gaeped Harry

“Leaped at me like a—s leopard!
Epmn% at me like a—a tiger| Hurled
hamself at me like a—p—a—"

““Is that Carter ? You beast, Skinner, you sald

“Yes: at once, old chap' said
Dunter eagerly. *Don’t lose any time
about 1t."

“I can gee myself doing it 1" gasped
Wharton.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“PBut what's happened ?"” roared Dob
Cherry. “Has anyvthing—"

“th, really, Cherry—m-="

“It's jolly queer, from what Bunter
says,” remarked Peter Todd, “But
Bunter's such o fearful fibber—"’

“Oh, really, Toddy—"

“He's been whopped,” =aid Vernon-
Smith. "“"He says 5n{-.lch whopped him
for nothing.” . i

“Bunter alwavs geis it for nothing,”
grinned Hazeldene, “Never was there
such an innocent chap na Duonter”

“Hadn't vou donoe your lines?"" asked
Nugent, : :

“You szee. it waos hlke this,” gasped
Bunter. “ Do shut HEJ, vou fellows, and
let me toll Whartoni He will have to
go to the Head about it. Quelch will
have to be collared—"

“Collared I” gasped Harry.

“¥es: and put under restroint, you
know."

“Dh crikey (Y

“I mean to say, he went for me with
the cane; but suppose he got hold of
the poker—"

“ The er! Great pipl”

Tue Magyer Ligrany,—No. 1,560,



6

“Or a bread-knife, or something 1"
said Bunter., " You can sec the danger,
now he's gono mad.”

“Js tha madfulnoss torrific 7
chucltled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

WiWell, Histen. I went to his
study—— You see, I was going to ask
him to let mo leave my lines till after
tes, owing to having & psin In my
fingee™ :
B“I’]‘i‘fhich finger ¥ grinned Johnny

ull,

“T don't know. I—I mesn, what
does that matter? Never mind that.
I had a pain in my fnger, and I

couldn’t do the lines. 8o I went to
Quelch—"
“¥ou might have expected a

whopper like that to get his rag out,
fathead 1™

“But I never told him ™ gasped
Bunter. “I never said a single word.
I hadn’t time to speak. I only knocked
at the door, and thene= Oh crikey 1
I say, it mskes me s or  NOW,
really. ,R‘lﬁlﬂh was lhiding inside the
doop—

“Hiding 1"” gasped Harry Wharton.

“ Lurking,” said Bunter.

“Lurking! Oh, my hat ¥

“Lurking just inside the door, like
—like a tiger waiting for his prey,”
said Bunter. “The instant I knocked,
he tore the door open and scized me.
Ha sawed me as sgen as he seed me—
I mean, hoe seized me as soon as he
gaw me—"

“Ha, ha, ha "

“*Tain’t o loughing matter I’ hooted
Bunter. “Fancy & chap knogking at
his Form-master’a door, and his Form-
master geabbing the door open sud-
denly, springing on him, and dragging
him inte the study.”

“YWhat ntter rotl"” eaid Boh,
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¥That's what he did {'" yelled Bunter.
“T—1 wasg fairly fabbergasted | Quelch
hins flways been a beast, of course, but
he’s never been a wild beast before—
that I've noticed. OGrabbing me with
one hand, he pitched ihte ma with
the cane in the other—right and left,
like billy-hot! I hadn’t =aid a wopd.
Ha never even knew why I'd come to
the study—never Lknew I hadn't done
my lines, or anything! 'Tain’t time
to take them 1n vet, anvhow., Not a
word-—nothing ! Just seized me like
a raging lion, snd whopped me right
and left!”

Harry Wharton & Co. stared blankly
at the fot Owl of the Bemove. This
tale sounded more incredible than
usual—though Billy Bunter was well
known for telling the tale.

That such s thing could have hap-
pened was s;mdpl;r impossible. And vyet,
impossible and incredible as it was, it
was cloar that Bunter, for once, was
telling the truth—or as near to it am
Bunter cquld be expected to get, No
doubt he was exaggerating, and piling
on tha agony—that was Bunter’s way.
But his excitement and terror were
avidently genuine. It was clear thet
the fat Owl had been szcarcd almost
out of his fat witse

“I've had a fearful whopping,” he
went on breatblessly.  “Quelch has
hardly ever laid it on like that before.
For nothing, you know! I never did
unf't.hinﬂ'-—nﬂmr said anything! I'd
only just knocked at the door, when it
flewr open, and there was Quelch spring-
ing at me like o tiger! What do you
fellowa think of that?"

“Blessed if I can make it out-—if it
hi;gpened I”  said Harry Wharton,
“Had you been playing any silly trick
at the door ™
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“I'd only jnst ot there!” gasped
Bunter. “I told Toddy I was going,
didn't I, Toddy? I wasz here in the
Rag, I wasn't sure I'd go, you know.
Quelch mightn’t have beliaved that [
had a pain in my finger; he's doubted
my word before, as you fellows know,
That cad Corter ought to have done
the lines for me, and I fold him so.
It was his fault I got them. Yon know
tha beast pot me those lines in class—
dropping & book, and meking Quelch
look veund just as I was putting a
bullseye into my mouth.”

"Never mind Carter now (M

“Well, it was all his fault, and L
told him he ought to do the lines; but
the beast only leughed and went out
Then I asked Toddy to do them: but
he was selfish, as usual—he wouldn'
3o I deeided at last to go end tell
Quelch about the pain in my finger—
see?  Well, Toddy knows that I went
straight to his study from here, don't
you, Toddy?"

“Yes; that's so,” seid Peter, * And

know wou came back five minutes
afterwards, yelling like a Red Indian”

“You'd bave wyelled, I think, if a
mad beak had clutched you, and

itched into ¥you right and left!™
owled Bunter indignantly. “Why,
two or three of the other beaks looked
out of their studies. 1 saw Capper
and W:gﬁina snd Hacker ss I came

AWAY. ey wondered what was up.
I hooked it as soon as Quelch let go—
you bet| Sprinted! I—I1 was sfraid

he might coms raging asiter me, you
knmw*;perhap:a with the poker in his
hand !

“¥You've done nothingi"

“Nothing at all, except knock at the
door. Instead of saying *Come inl
as usual, I tell you he grabbed the door
open, and sprang ot me"

“Well, tlis beats the band!" said
Bob. *“I believe Quelch is doing his
15:.'11111%'1 gtunts, I hesrd the ﬁ]IEklﬂF
from hias window, I believe. He doesn't
like being interrupted when he's on

that typewriter of his. But—"
“But he wouldnt——" exclaimed
Nugent.

“"He couldn’t——"" gaid Johnny Bull.

“He did " howled Bunter, “1I'm not
going to his study again, 1 can tell
vou. I shan't take in my lines—I—I
daren't | Supposze he got hold of the
peker, and knocked my brains out—-"

“Well, he counld hﬂrdl;.r do that,” ro-
marked the Bounder. “He might get
hold of the poler, but ho couldn’t spot
the brains’

“Ha, ha, hal"

“Reast1 Yon can cackle 1* exelaimed
Bunter. “1 jolly well shan’t go to hia
study again—I[ ow that! I think
Wharton ought to go to the Head
ahout this, mean to say, Dr. Locke
cught fo be warned. He ought to be
told that Quelch i3 mad, before he docs
something awful. It happened to be
me this time, but it maght have been
anyhody I say, vyou fellows, supposo
e sprang at the Head ?

“0Oh crikey I

“Well, he might.
spring at enybody. T can’tell you he's
as wagd as s hatter! Lurking just in-
side his study door, and springing at
a fellow when he knocked—"

“Ia that Quelch coming in hepe??
asked Skinner, as the door of the R
reopened,

“Ow! Help!"” yelled Bunter.,

IIe mads a dive for the table, amd
holted underneath it. He disappeared
like o ghost at cock-crow.

“Ha, ha, ha!"* yelled the Removitra.

It was only Carter who had come in.
IIn stared round him in surprise.

“I say, you fellows, keep him off I

A maniae might



enme a sgueak of terror from unders
neath the table.

“Ha, ha, ha't”®

“What on carth's up?” asked Carter.
“What's the matter with Bunter? Is
he off lus rocker ¥V

“Oht  Bunter peered out from
ander the table. “Is that Carter?
You beast, Skinner, you seid it was
hieleli—"" :

“Ha, ha, ha'!” _

Billy Bunter, reassured, crawled into
view again.

Carter stared at him.

“I sav, don't vou go to Quelch's
gtudy, Carter ! exelaimed Bunter.

“Why not, fathead ™

"He's gong mad !

“Wha-a-a-t "

“Mad as a March hatter—I mean a
March hare! He was lharking inside
his study door, and sprang on me like
a savage hper when I knocked——"

The Famous Five left the Rag, and
went up to the Remove to tea, léa ing
Billy Bunter telling the thriiimg talo
over again from the begiﬂninﬁ+ They
o more knew what to make of 1
than the other fellows. That the calm,
sedate, sovere master of the Remove
had -suddenly gone out of his senses
seemed very improbable—to sey the
least. DBut, if things had heppened a3
described by DBuntér, Quelch’s actions
were hard to account for, on any other
theory. Not a fellow eould understand
what it all meant; but Billy Bunter,
at least, remaincd convinced that bis
Form-master had gone dotty — stark
gtaring, raving dotty!  Really, it
]'DE}EEC% like it.

e i

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.,
Desperate Measures !

ETER TODD grinned.

Tom Dutton stared.

Billy Bunter quaked.

Tes was going on, in Study
No. 7 in the Remove, as in other studies,
Probably for the first time in history,
Billy Bunter was not devoting his whole
attention to the foodstuffs.

Bunter was pricking up his fat ears,
like o rabbit alarmed by a dog. Every
footslep in the Remove passage made
him start and quake.

Starting and quaking, therefore, were
almost incessant, as there were, of
course, & good many footsteps in that
passage at tea-time.

#l—J—I say, is—is that Quelch?”
askted Bunter, for the umpteenth time,
when Lord Bauleverer sauntered past
the study door. “0Gh dear!” Ho gave
a gurgle of relief as the footsteps passed
on. I say, Toddy, ain’t it awful?”

“ Frightful 1 agreed Toddy.

“I haven't taken in my lines”
groaned Bunter, “I daren’t go to a
stndy with a raging maoniao 1 i,

Tordelw 17 3 :

“7] take them in for you, if you like,
old fat man.”

“Well, I haven't writien them yet,
vou know! I say, Toddy, it's only o
wndrved:; vou mizht do them and take
thom in >

ST'H watch 181" zaid Toddy.

@ orill, he mav forget all about the
lines, being mad,” =aid Bunter hope-

fully. Do pntly people remember
things, Poter?’ o
“Dunno. You ought.to know. What's
your own memory hike?”
“Beast !

“T sav, is anvthing up, vou fellows®™
asked Tom Dutton, who had been
staring at Bunier in great surprise and
curiostty.

Dutton, bemng deaf, was the onily
fellow in the Remove who had not heard
PBunter's strange and startling tale.
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"Queleh has gone mad 1Y answered

Bunter,
i PRl

“Quelch—mad!” - hooted  Bunter.
“CGone off his dot'”

“Rot 1" said Tom. *I should .have
heard it if o shot had gone off. I'm not
go deal as you make aut.™

*Not shot—dot !
Dot, not shot.”
“Oh, draw it mild! A lot of shota.
How could a lot of shots have gone
off? Do you mean old Prout's rifle,
that he keeps in his study "
= 8“-}!1‘:]1 1? yelled Bunter. =
" Quelch doesn’ keep a rifle in his
study, does he? Old Prout keeps that
old gun because he used to go hunting
with it—though I've heard Price of the
Fifth say that he bought it second-
hand at old Lazarus', in Courtheld. But
Quelch——"

“He's potty !V roared Bunter,

“ammon ! If he's polted anvthing
with ald Prout’'s rifla, what has he
potted !  Tell me that!”

“Quetch has gone barmy!” howled
Bunter,

“1I never knew that.
he was in the army !
of it belore.
army "

: “E'.f.‘jh an:hﬂ”]l 1 b |

rving to pull my leg, because I'm
deaf?” -asked pﬂuttnn crossly, “I'm
not so deaf as vou make ocut. I heard
all you said. It's mews to me that old

uelech was ever in the army—and I

on't believe it, either.”

Another footslep came along the
passage. This time 1t was a heavier
tread.

L1

I don’t believe
I've never heard
VWhen was he 1n the

Bunter knew that tread.
He bounded.
I=I—1 say, Peter, that-—that's

Cuelch 1 he said faintly.
“He's come up to ask about your
lines, fathead !

“Help 1"

“You blithering asg—-"

“Don’t tell him I'm hore, Peater|”
Bunter made a bound behind the back
of the armchair and squatted, invisible.
“1 say, old r:h&%, keep it dark! If he
eprings at vou I'll rush out and help
vou—[ wili, really. Honest Injun!
But—but d-d-don’t you give me away 1"

Therve was & sharp rap at the study
door, and it flew open. The severe
countenance of Henry Samuel Quelch
looked in.

Peter Todd and Tom Dutfon rose to
their feet at once, Bunter did not! The
fat Owl sguatted out of sight, hardly
breathing.

Peter loocked very curiously at his
Form-master. e could deteet no signs
of inzanity in that severa and majestic
countenance. Quelch looked the same
as usual, only he was frowning. But
his frown was aceounted for by the cir-
cumstance that Bunier had not taken in
his lines when due, and that Queleh had
had to come to his stndy to zee about the
matter,

“Bunter!™ said Mr. Queleh, in a
dﬂﬂ{l volen, Then he glanced round the
study. *“Is not Bunter here?”

Thet was a diffienlt guestion for Peter
to answer. Ile did not share Bunter's
terrors on the subject of Queleh’s alleged
msanity. and he saw no reason why tho
fat- Owl shonld not face his Form-
master. But he could hardly let Quelch
know that Ponter had hunted cover
to dodge him. On the other hand, he
had to answer Quelch.

“Bunter, sir?” he repeated. “I—I
don't see him bere, siv.™

That answer was pericelly {rue,
though it sovourgd, perhaps, a hitle

more of the wisdom of the serpent than
of the innocence of the dove!
“This is his siudy !” spapped Mr.

shricked Bunter, .

7

glmleh, ¥ Can you tell me which study
unter is in at the moment, Todd "

“I don't think he's in any of the
other studies, sir!”’ answered FPeter,
again truthfui]j, and again with more
wisdom than 1nnocence.

“PDuatton | Do you know where Bunter
i8?" msked Mr. Que]ch.

“Certainly, sir!” answered Tom, in
surprise. “A man who hunts, sir.’"

“What?" roared Mr. Quelch. * What
de you mean, Duttoni™

“1 suppose that's right, sir!™ said
Dutton, stall more surprised. %A
hunter 8 & man who hunts—"

“Bless my soull I did not ask you
what 8 hunter was, Dutton! Have you
seen Bunter "

“Only Mr. Prout, sir."

“Mr., Prout? repeated the HRemove
master dazedly,

“1 have heard that he used to be a
huntor, sir. I don’t know that I've ever
sean any other hunter.™

“Bunterd” bawled Mr. Quelch,

U Bunter 1V repeated Tom. *Oh, no,
sir; Bunter's no hunter! IFancy Bunter
hunting ! I shouldn't think sae, sir.”

Mr. Quelch, breathing hard and deep,
turned to the door again. As he did
so, his glance fell on tho tee-table, with
fllam and obvious evidence that three
ellows had been at tea. The frown on
kis brow intensified. If Bunter was not
there, clearly he had been there wvery
recently: and Quelch had not seen him
leave the study as he came up the
passage from the stairs,. He fHxced his
eves on Peter's face,

“Todd! Was Bunter in this study?
Is it sible—is it even imaginable—
that that reckless and disrespectful hoy
is deliberately elnding me; his Form-
master ? have :.]read‘i caned him
severely this afternoon. gg‘arﬂnﬂm 1
was too lenient with him, however. Is
Bunter here®"

I—I—" stammered Peter.

Mr. Quelch stared—or, rather, g]lare;]
—round the study. It was really almost
unimaginable, to Mr. Queleh, that
a member of his Form could, or would,
dare to dodge out of ﬁi]!_f!“" when ‘he
came along looking for him! But it
certainly looked as if Billy Bunter had
done so. . e

There was only one possible hiding-
El&ca in 8tudy No. 7, and that was

hind the high back of the armchair.

Mr. Quelch ]%raaped the top of that
high chair-back and twirled the arm-
chair aside on its castors.

Bunter, equatting in
revealed ! .

Me. Quelch gazed at him.

“ Bunter [" he gasped.

“I'm not here! I mean, keep off!
Help "  roared Bunter. " Resctue!
Eﬂ%dl him, Toddy! Kcep him off!

E LE |

“Bunter " shricked Ay,  Quelch.
“What do vou mean?! How daro you?
Are you out of your seuses, Bunter?
Come here at once!™

terrar, was

“Ow! Keep off I sghricked Bunter,
sprmﬁll}g up_end dedging round the
armchalr. Iteep him off, Toddy!
won't be murderad ! HEIEEH

H Bunter 1 gurgled Mr.  Quelch,
“Boy! Are vou mad

“Nao! You are! Helpl™

é Roy 1

Queleh made a elutch. In the fixed
belief that it was a maniac elutching
at him, Bunter waa desperate. He
grabbed the cushion from the armehair
and hurled it.

Bang! .

The cushion landed on Mr. Quelch's
scholastic gown, where that gown
serecnad the third button of hiz waist-
coatl It landed hard.

“ Qocoop 1" came from Quelch.
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gﬂn Etugge red.
s sab down.
Thére was s bump in Study Ne. T.
Mr. Quelch sat, amazed, astounded,
prégthless, pazing at Bunter—indeed,
aslmost gibbering at him.
Bunter did not stay to be gibbered

at, Promptness and presence of mind
oad saved him, for the moment, from
tho maniac’s clutch. But he had no

time to lose. Me bounded to the door,
He grabbed it, and slammed it after
him as he fed.

“Bunter 1" purgled Mr. Quelch.

Slam |

Bunter was gouo;

- .

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Hunting Bunter !

L AVE mo!”
“Hallo, hallo, halla ¥
“Help 1"

“ What—>-""

“Ilide me | He's aftor me !

Seven Tellows were at tea in Study
No, 15—the TFamous Five of the
Remove, and Mark Linley and little
Wun Lung. Seven fellows bounded like
one man, as the study deor was hurled
open and Billy Bunter shot in like &
stone from a catapult, and banged the
door after him and yelled. ;

“I say, vou fellows, help!” roarved
Bunter. “He's after mol  Ho nearly
got mo in my sindr ! Helpl Save mel
Hide me! I say, back me upl Get
hold of the pokor, somoe of you! Have
vou got any cricket stumps or anything ?
I say—>""

“You mad ass !t velled Bob Cherry.
“"Wheo's after you 1¥
“Quelch 1” shrieked Bunter,
“Quelch ! gasped Mark Linley.
“He's madder than ever!" panted
Bunter, He rglil for breath, his
eyes popping through his spectacles, per-
spiration trickling down his fat face.
“1 say, ho ceme up to mmy study after
me, and nearly got me.  If I hadn't
bowled him over with a cusinon he
would have had me ™

“You bowled Quelelh over with a
cushiion " shricked Harry Wharton.

“¥Yos, just in time; pot him right in

the bread-basket " gasped Bunter.
“He'd have had me. I say, he's
medder than cver—grinding his teeth,
and his cyecs fashing fire! I say, if he

comes to this study don’t tell him I'm
here. Tell him I've gone home™

“¥ou blithering  bloater 1" yelled
Johtiuy Bull

“I sax, where can T hide ? Ho spotted
mo behind the armehair in oy study.
You kvow how sharp madmen arel"
groaned Bunter, “I zay, I'll get under
the table, and if all you fellows sig
ronnd elose he'll never seo mao thero.
Aind you don’t give me away 1"

"You potty porpoise——="

“Fattee ole Buntce WII{ funnee
chuckled Wun Lung., “Tinkea fat ole
Buntea gone off lockee. ™

“Beast ! Make room for a chap. will
you?? hissed Bunter. I believe T can
car him coming 1%

There was not much room to squecze
under a study table with seven fellows
=ttting round it; but it was a case of any
port m a storm, and Bunter plunged
wildly among fourteen lega 1i-{n.
squatted, gasping, under the centre af
tha table, surrovnded by legs and feet.

“1 say, youn fellows, can vou heap
him 1" eame o torrified squeak from
under the table.

“Come out of i, you howling asz!”
roarcd Bab.

“No fear! I zay, you fellows, don't
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maove; =it tight, and Leep me out of
sight., If Quelch locks in here, say I've
gone to the Head—or—or say I've gone
home—or—or say Dve fallen down-

stairs ! Bay anything that will keep
him off. T don't mind whal, so long as
you kecp him off 1

“Quelch will want zome keeping off if
Bunter has really been biffing him with
a cushion " gasped Frank Nugent,

“I say, you [Et!’ls}ws& get hold of some-
thing—the poker will do! Get him
when he opens the door! Stun him !

gasped Bunter. “If you stun him, I—

I'll help. vou tie him u L
“Ha, ha, ha1” 'e]leg the Removites,

“¥ou howling chump—

“¥ou barmy bloater—="

“Don’t let on that I'm here! T hardl
got away alive ! groaned Bunter. “i
say, vou fellows, if you all grab him to-

ether, I could get away end go to the

cad. The Head ovght to know.”

*Ha, ha, hal”

“1 say, is he comi

i Can you hear
mad yells or anythin

L ﬁaamd Bunter.
There was a good deal to be heard
from the Remove passapge, Most of the
Form were in the itudies at tea, and
most of them secmed to be turning out
into ‘tha Fﬂssag‘e, Doors opened and
voices called. The Remove seemed to
have been disturbed like a hive of bees.

Through the hum and buzz ecame the
sharp tones of Mr. Quelch, cutting like
a knife.

“Where i3 Bunter? Has anyons seen
Bunter §¥

The Romove master's tread
proached the door of Study No. 13.

“Come out of it, Bunter " exclaimed
Harry Wharton. *You ean't stick
there, you potty ayster, when Quelch
wants yon.”

“Beast! Don't you give me away. I
say, 13 he commng "

“Sounds like it!” grinned Johnny
Bull. *“8ecims to be looking in all the
studies.™

“0Oh erikoy I

The door of Study No. 13 opened.

Harry Wharton & Co. rose respect-
fully to their fect. They stood as
thickly round the tablo as they could, in
the hope that a host of legs would screen
Bunter. Quelch, it appeared, had come
up the passage, looking into study after
study, so he could not know that the {at
0wl was there,

If Bunter had eushioned Quelch, az he
stated, the penalty was awful to think
of. There was no taving Bunter ult-
mately: still, it was something if he
could keep doggo till Queleh had had
time to cool down, Anyhow, the juniors
in the study did not want to hand him
over. A forest of legs hid the terrified
fat Owl fram Queleh’s searching eyos.

Bp-

“Linleg=—— Ol, you are here,
Wharton! I am locking for Bunter |
exclpimed Mr. Quelch.,  “I foar that

something has happencd ia the unfor-
tunate boy. He does not seen in his
right mind. Do you know whera he is?
I think he ran into one of the studies.
I must find him immediately.”

Y Is=—is anything wrong with Bunter,
siv 7 stammered the captain of the
Remove, diplomatically  aveiding a
direet answer.

“I foar so, Wharton, s oction? aye
so very strange. IHowever, he does not
seemt ta ha hore.”

Quelch turned back into the passage,

The juntors looked at one ancther.
If Quelch found out that Bunter had
been in that study all the while it meant
flﬁubiia all rouud; but that could net be
e ;

Thero was only one more study for
Queleh to search—Study No. 14  He
looked into that study, and found Fisher

T. Fizh alepe fhere; then he turned
back along the passage,

As he did so a fot squeak floated out
of Study No, 13.

“1 say, vou fellows, shut that door!
For goodness’ sake shut that door be-
fore he comes back 1

Mr. Quelch jumpoed.

“Quict, you pobty ass!” hizsed Bob
Cherry.
If that mad old a=ze Auds

“ Benst |
m hp
“Bunter 1" It was quite & roar, as
Mr. Quelch reappearoed in the study
doorway. " Bunter "

“Oh crikey I

“Wharton, Bunter is here—I heard
his voice. How dare vou conceal his
presence from me! Ia this a econ-
spiracy I Every boy lere will take two
hundred lines! Bylmh;-r, come out ot
once! Bunter, where are you 1"

“I=—I ain’t under the table, sir!”

g‘asgie]d Bunter.
“Upon my word! Will- you emerge,
or wil you not emerge?” thundered

Mr. Quelch.
instant {?

“I=—I—J won't " howled Bunter des
perately. “I  aiu't going to be
murderad [

“What 1* _

1 say, you fellows, hold him—keep
him off while I pget awayd’ yelled
Bunter, from beneath the table, ®Carch
hotd ©f him, Clerry! - Grak him,
Wharton! All of you liold him while I
bunk 1

“Tha boy is mad!” gasped My
Queleh. *Ha inust be insane! Bunter,
emerge from under that table immedi-
at_Eitj’i , Wharton, Chorry, remove that
tabla I

There was no help for it. The table
was shifted aside. OUnce more a squat-
ting fat Owl was revealed fo Queleh’s
gimlct eyes.

‘Now, Buntoy——-"

_ “Keop off 1™ shricked Bunter, bound-
ing. “Don’t you clutch me, vou
mantac! I won’t he clutched Ly 8
mantac! Keep off 17

* Bunter, you ass——"

* Bhut up, you fathead 1

“ For goodne:s’ sake, Bunter——>

But appeals were lost on the fright-
ened fat Owl. He was too terrified to
heed. He bounded round the study as
Mr. Queleh strode at him,

A sudden shove from Bunter sent little
Wun Lung steggering in the way of the
Remove master.

Bunter dodged out of the study.

“ Bunter ¥ roared Mr. (%!elch. o
flow out of the study after Bunter, hiz
gown streaming belund him.

“Oh, my hat [ pgasped Bob Cherry.

“Oh scissors 1"

The juniors rushed to the door te
watch. In the Remove passage o score
of fellows wera buzzing with wild ex-
citement  Bunter was doing that pas-
sage like ithe cinder-path. His feot
scemed hardly to touch the floor as he
flew. After him rushed Queleh. Queleh
was not only angry: he was alarmed.
He could only suppose that Bunter had
taken leave of lus senscs. Bunter had
to be secured at omce. But Bunter was
not geing to be seeured by a mad Forn-

“Bunter, emerge this

master, f he could help it. Not
Bunter |
"Buntor—stop ! ' roared Alr. Quelch,

;‘Stup that boy! Do you hearf Biop
o M

Nobody stopped Bunter, he flew out
of the passage, across the landing, Ha
descended the stairs three at a time,
bounding like @ kangarco. After him
bounded Queleh, leaving the Remove
passago in 6 roar,
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Peler Todd made guick work of Billy Bunter’s hook.

sat and gurgled for breath, as the

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.,
Merely a Misunderstanding !

.. LOCKE gave so violent a stoart,
that he dropped his pen, scatter-
iuf blots.

Ie pazed in amazement——
almost ineredulous amazement--at a fat,
breathless figure that dashed into his
study. ¥is eyes bulged at Billy Bunter |

Nover had the headmaster of Grey-
friara Bchool been o startled and
astonishoed.

“What—"" pgasped the Head.
“What — what does this  mean ?
What—"

“Help! * gurgled Bunter,

LT} Hﬂ'l- 1 L}

“He's after mo—-"

“Bunter—"

“Ha's mad! "

“PBlesz my soul!  What—"" D

T.ocke started to his feet, as pursning
footeteps reached his study door. ** My,
Queleli—what——="

Queleh panled for breath.

“1 regret, sir, that von should have
been dizturbed by this boy of my
Form— I fear ihat the boy has lost
hig wifge—"? ]

“Coodnose gracions ! "

“"Weepr him off 1™ shrieked TBunter,
% Ol, save me—save mel Keop him off,
giv! He's mad ¥

“ Bunter,” gasped AMre Quelch, * Calm
vourself i

“Keep away ! I wou't be clutched by
e lunatic] You keep him off, girl Oh,
helpi*. Make him go away, sirl He's
mad ! "

Bunter in desperation, dodged round
the Head's chair, as Mr., Quelch step-
ped 1nto the study.

The Ilead gazed at him, dazedly, and
gazod at Quelch.

Mr. Quelch shut the study door.

“T am sorry, sir—"" he pgasped.

fragments dropped
almost

his speciacles.
“The boy appears to be out of his wits!
It is most distressing! Ile actually

hurled & eushion at me, sir, and fled—1I
have been in pursuit of him—"
“Bless my soul ! ¥ repeated the Head.
* Bunter, calm yourself | Endeavour to
calm yourself, my poor boy! A doctor
ghall be sent for immediately! You
ghall have every carel ¥ou have
nothing to fear| Be calm, Bunter”

" Keep him off, sir! ™ moaned Bunfer,
“I ain’'t mad, sir—he's mad !

“This is dreadinll” said the Head
“This unfortunate boy——=>"

“1 will take him awax, =sir

“LKeep him off | shvieked Bunter.
“AMake him go away, sir! I won't be
seized ] I won't be murdered! JI—I—
I won't1?"

* Pray leave him to me, Mr. Quelch ™
gaid the Head, hastily. “Ile appears
to be in dread of vou. Lut not of me.
Perhaps I can ealm him! Bunter, bo
calm! ¥ou are guite zafe with your
headmaster, Buster ! Y ;

“You won't let Lhim spring on me, sy,
like he did before? ™ gasped Bonter.

“No, no! T calin! What an exira-
ordinary delusion!” said the Head,
“What can have made this vnlappy boy
imagine that yvou did anyithing of the
kind, Quelch § "'

“T1 have no idea, sir! An amazing
delusion——-"

“He dul,
“He's mad, sie!
hind his study

"

siv! " babbled Bunter.
Oh erikexy ! Hid be-
door, and jumped ounl at

me=—oh lov' 1! :
“Amazing ! " said the Mead, pue-
inglv, “Poor, poor bay ! Ide Leocke

was not likely to believe that a member
of his =taff Liad ltiddyu 1]_!1.'hi|:|1.1 a door,
and jumped ont at a Jumor!

“1 didn't know he was mad, when I
went to his stndy, siv,” moaned Bunter,
“1 wouldu't have goue, if I'd known,
gir | He sprang on me—"

i

b
i
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The pages, in bunches, were torn up and reduced to fragments. Bunter
info the empty hag on the table, glaring at Peter With a glare that
¢
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“Poor boyl "

“He—he seizged me, and dragged mo
into the study, sir, and pitched into me
with & cane! Oh, dear!{ I told ali the
fellows he was mad, but they don't be-
lieve me, sirl I asked Wharton end
Cherry to collar him, but they wouldn't !
Oh lor*! ™ .

" Extraordinary ! ” said the Head.
“ Have you noticed any delusions of this
Lkind in the boy before, Mr. Quelch? ™

Mr. Quelch did not answer that
westion.  His oyes were fixed on

unter, with a rather startled Jook. Ho
recalled the scene in lLis study, follow-
ing the series of runaway knocks that
hnd interrupted his literary labours,

“ Nothing of the kind has ocenrred, of
course, Mr. Quelch 1™ said Dr. Locke,
father surprised by the Remove master’s
ool

“he bov 13 giving a foolish and
wildly exaggerated account of some-
thing that did actually ocenr this after-
noon | 7 gasped Me Queleh. ™I had
veeasion to cane him for Flaring lis-
respectful tricks at my sludy door "

“1 nover ! " howled Bunter.

“Tie silont, Bunter, please !
the bhoy do, Mr. Quelch? ™

“Aftor class, sir, I was ongaged on
somie literary worle, aned I was disturbed
by & series of kbocks at my study door !
explained Mr.  Queleh. "I caugit
Bunter in the ack, soud caned him—-="

“I never—"' _

M. Locke looked searchingly at
Bunter's fat excited face. That fab
fure was wilidly excited and alarmed;
Imt that was all. It dawned on the
Iicad that Itlmm Wwas some strange mis-
understanding here.

Buanter lwad, ecerfainly, acled like 'a
fellow out of his wils! DBui he was not
out of his wits—it was only that heo
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supposed  for some  extraordinary
reason, that his Form-master was!

*1 never, sirl” repeated DBuntar.
“That's becausa he’s mad, sir! He
sprang on me like a tiger, sir—"

“PBe silent, Bunter! Thero ia some
cxtraordinary misapprehension bere!”
said the Head, “E’ussihiy thia stupid
hoy can explain it. You knocked a$
Mr, Quelch’s door, Bunter—"

“Wa have to knock, siyr—"

“Yes, yes, but you knocked more thon
onge—-" _

“0Oh, no, sir! The minnte I knocked
he jer]::m] the door open and jumped ab
me, sir 1 ¥ gasped Bunter. “'I—]1 didn't
Know he was mad, or 1 wouldn't Lave

“You foolish boy, be silent! You are
sure, Mr: Quelch, that there was more
than one knock— .

“A whole series of knocks, sir—a
miserable and disrespectful trick, to
disturb me at my work!* said Mr,
Quelch, “After it had hap‘peneﬂ
saversl times, I did not call out ' come
in' but stood within the door, ready to
open it as soon as the 3uun,dg rascal
knocked again: I did so, and caught
B?‘nli?l 1: § 23 d Buonter |

Crikey gasped vunter,
“I understand,” said the Head.

[1} But LR ]
“It wasn't me ] " howled Bunter, “1I
nover knocked more than oncel I'd

just knocked, sir, to speak to him about
wy lines, and he grab the door opcn
and clutched me—"

It was you | ” exclaimed Mr. Quelch,
* At—at least——" He faltered a little,
as a doubt crossed his own mind, * Ag
least, I had no doubt, Bunter, as I found
vou knocking at the door, that—

that—"" . 3
“Tt wasn™ 1" wailed Bunfer., “I-—I

thought you'd gone mad, sir, when you
grab me like that—"
my word!?® d Mr.

Quelﬁ?n"l'a-—is—iu it possible—that—
that that ia why you have been acting

in this insane manner, Bunter——"
“Ain't you mad, siri® gasped
Bunter.
“Bunter, ba silent!”™ gasped the

Head. *“Bless my eoul, what a very,
very extraardinary boy! Ia it passible,
Mr. -?‘ueie-h, that Bunter was not the boy
who knocked continually at your door,
but that he came o your study for some
normal reason? In that case, of course,
he must have been very much surprised
when you—hem—when you——m-»

“Bunter had no oceasion to come Lo
my study, sirl Ho had lines to bring
me at teatims, but it was yet an
hour—"

“T came to ask you to let me leave
the lines till after tea, because I'd hurs
my finger 1™ wailed Bunter,

‘Oh " gasg}ad Mr. Quelch.

“Bunter | ere you, or were you nof,

the boy who knocked continually on
“]:a ?ﬂﬁ]ch’s door for a foolish practical
ﬁ L¢ ]
! “Oh erikey! No, sirl I wont straight
te the study from the Rag-—all the
fellows know, sir—I hadn’t been there
e minute—I just came straight up to the
door and knocked, and then Mr. Quelch
grabbed it open, and sprang at me——"
“1 did nothing of the kind ! gasped
Mr. Quelch. ""As I have said, siv, I
wal for another knock at the door,
opened it quickly, and finding Bunter
there, I took him by the collar, before
ha could escape.’

“I quite understand,” said the Head
his face twitching & little, “Dut if
Bupter, as he states, came for a normal
reason, end hod nothing to do with tho
runaway knocks, he was naturally very
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much surprised, and—and startled—"'
“I thought he'd gonoe mad, sicl I
told all the fellows—-~"
“Bay no more, you foolish boy.”
“Well, what was I to think, zir, when
the door flew open, and he grebbed me,
and dragged me in, and whopped me

ap

for nothing—
“Bilence | ¥ rapped the Head.

He avoided looking at Mr. Quelch!
Quelch’s face was growing absolukely
crimson, .

It was plain that Bunter's smazing
antics could only be accounted for hg
his belief that his Form-master ha
gone mad—which meant that he was not
the runaway knocker! Had he been, ho
wonld have known why he was grabbed.
But coming to the study, knewing noth-
ing of the runaway knocks, Quelch’s
unexpected action waa really enough to
mako him think that the Remove master
had gone out of his wits,

Quelch stood crimson and dumb!

ta.lr.HB had, he knew now, mads a mis-
o,
Form think him insane, and he had

punished that member of his Form for hLag

nothing ! It was awful for Quelch !
Dr, Locke pa hiz hend over hia
mouth. He knew that his lips were
twitching, and he did not want the
dismayed and distressed Form-master to
seo him smila,
_ “If you are satisfed, Mr, Quelch, that
it was not Bunter who—-"' ;
“J—I think, probably, that—that—
er—="'" gtammered Mr. Quelch,

“In that case, Bunter's extraordinary
conduct may, perhaps, be overlooke
guggested the Head., “I leave the
matter entirely in your hands, of
course, my dear Quelchl Bunter, leave
my study 1"

Billy Bunter eyed his Form-master
very uneasily as he obeyed. He kept
as far from Mr. ?uelch a3 possibla
23 ho made for the door. Even Buoter
understood now that it was all o mis-
understanding. but ho seemed to have
& lingering doubt of his Form-master's
sanity. a kept his eyes—and epec-
tacles—on Queleh, as he circled round
to the door.

“Go at once, Bunter!"” gasped the
Head.

“Oht Yes, sicl”

Bunter mada a sudden bolt, and
skipped out of the study.

ueleh breathed hard! He looked st
the Head, his face red as a peony.

S regret, siy—-"

“Not at all, my dear %&elchi” said
the Head courtecusly = “Dear me, that
foalish hﬂl:i' has cauged me to blot my
paper | fear that Bunter must be
somewhat of a teial to you im vour
Form, Quelch ™

Which was very nice of the Head, in
the cireumstances, and a littlsa comfort
to {?uclch. as he backed out of the
sludy.

But the hapless Remove master was
feeling the biggest idiot ever, as ha
went; and he had only one consclation
—tha faint hope of discovering who
really had delivered these runaway
knocks ot his study door thet afternoon |

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Spotting the Schemer !

N the Rog thet evening there were
sovnds of mertiment.

My Queleh did not regard it as
& laughing maiter; ncither did
Bunter ! ucleh had caned a fellow for

nothing, which was very worrying and
distressing to a just man like Quelch.
Bunter waa the fellow who had been
cancd—which was, perhaps, moro dis-

He had made a member of his

tressing still! Bué to ths Remove
generally it seemed no end of & joke!

uelch, wrking in weit for the raggoer
and cateh.ng the wrong man, struck the
follows as fearfuily funn{; It waa such
an easy mistake to meke—and really
Bunter's fault, as he had no business
at the study ab that time, and was not
¢xpected there. )

nyhow, Quelch had made that mis-
take, and whopped the hapless Owl
vight and left, while the ragger, who-
ever he was, had got away eafely, and
was laughing in  his_ sleeve. And
Bunter's wild 1dea that Quelch had gone
mad, as the only way of accounting for
his actiona, ma-:?e the fellows yell |

Bumping Queleh over with a cushion,
fleeing to the Head's study for protec-
tion—really, it was the limit! And
Bunter was getting off scot-free, niter
sll that—certainly the only Remove
man who had ever cushioned Quelch
and lived to tell the tale, as it weral

The Removites chuckled over it
They fairly chortled over it. They
laughed and howled over it.  'Only
Bunter's fat face was morose. Bunter
8 grievance. He had been whopped
for npothing! Likewise, he waa satill
feeling many sharp twinges from the
whopping.

Bunter did not bother about the.
dozens of whoppings he ought to have

but never had Ha con-
centrated on that undescrved pne, which
he had had | Ho felt deeply injured.

Another fellow in the Rag was rather
geripug—Bob  Cherry had & grimly
thoughtful brow,

Nothiog had been heard of any
trouble in Prout's study; nothing in the
way of a rag had occurred there, or
certainly something would have been
heard about it when the Fifth Form
master eame in. The Co., therefore,
had no deoubt of Carter's statement,
that he had gone into * 0ld Pompous' *
study to look at the nowspaper, and had
left by the window as the safest egress.

herry had not believed that
statemnent at the time—and believed it
still less now that he was thinking over
the mysterious affair the runaway
knocks.

Inquiry had failed to reveal the run.
away knocker. All that was known was
that it was not Bunter, though Bunter
had got the benecfit of the wvials of
wrath. Bob Cherry thought that he
could guess. Sevoral times, his eyes
fixed on Carter wilth & grim and scorn-
ful glare, which several fellows noticed
—with asmiles. Bob's dishike of the
schemor of the -Remove was well known,
and it was rumoured in the Form that
he was taking it to the length of refus-
ing to. play 10 the same football team
with Carter.

Bob's friends were talking football,
after prep DBob was not listening,
was thinking, and {rowning.

“Look here, Bob, about the 8t. Jim's
match,” said Harry Wharton, at last.
“¥You can’t be such an ass as to want
to ¢ut the match. If you really believe
that Carter hacked you on purpose the
other day—"

“IX know he did !" said Bob gruffly.

“Well, I can’t get it down, old cl}nE).
but, anyhow, I’ll shift him off the right
wing, and put Inky there—get him as
far from you as possible—"

“ Never mind that now!” said Bob.
“Wha do you think did that runaway
knocking ot Quelelh’s door this after-
noon " ]

“Haven't tho foggicst ™

YT tell you, then—it was Carter!”

“Oh, my only hat!” exclaimed
Wharton, in exasperation. " IDloes that
new men do evervthing that's done
theza days? Really, Bob—"

"Well, I'm poinz to put it {o tho



ent 1" said Bob grimly, “I'm rather
curious to see what rotten lies he will
tell about k"

“Oh, don't row with Carter now,
for poodness’ saske! You've dona
nothing but row with the chap ever
since lLie came®

“I'm ready to ehuck it as zoon a3 he
chuclks playing dirty tricks! I'm goin
to stop him from landing that fat foo
Bunter into rows, as far as I can.”

“My csteemed Bob——"" mwurnmired

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

Bob crossed over towards Carter, who
was standing by the fire, in conversa-
rion with Skinner and Bolsover major.
There was a %eneml movement  of
interest in the Rag, This looked. like
a row coming | _

Pob’s friends followed lum, looking,
as thev felt, worried and irritated.
They did not like Carter much, but
there was a limt. All the Remove
knew that there was a sort of rivalry
Letween Carter end Buntet, for the
good graces of old Mr, Joseph Carter,
Cnrter said nothing of 1t—Bunter had
said much A lot, it was supposed,
depended on what sort of a report
Bunter got that term.

Bunter was, for that reason, awfully
keon on getting a good report from his
Form-masler for the terms. That keen-
nesz, however, did not make him show
any desire to work in the Fornm-room,
it did not malke him cease to seamp his
prep; it did not even make him wash
his neck, if he could gct out of it!
Prospects from old Mr, Carter were
uncertain: but had they beecn certain,
they would hardly have made Billy
Bunter anvthing but s fat slacker.

That was Bunter’s own look out, of
course | But if Carter was intexvening
to spoil Bunter’s chance, such as it was,
of getiing o ‘E{‘uod report, and to get
him a particularly bad one, 1t was a
divty trick, and Bob Cherry believed—
indeced, wns quite certain—that it was
the ease.  And 1t was not surprising that
such  miscrable trickery made FBob
loathe the fellow.

In the affair of the afterncon he saw
Carter's cunming hand again, though
no ono clse did.

“1 want to ask you a question,
Carter, ' said Bob abruptly.

The new junior looked round at hLim,
wilh o curl of the Lip.

“Ton't you bar me?” he asked.

“You know I dol” growled Bob.

“Then hadn't you better keep vour
distance?” suggested Carter “1'd
veally rather you didn't speak to me!™

“I'm going to speal, oll the zaine!
Thov're hunting for the fellow wha
banged on Quelch’s door this after-
nooit. I'm not going to give vou away
to the beaks,” added Dol scornfully, as
Carter gave a start, " but it was you 1"

“Think so, if you like,” enid Carter,
shrugging his shonlders, “I'tn really
quite indifferent to what vou thinl™

¥ Dash it all, draw it mild, Cherry [
said Bolsover major. “You're alwars
accusing that man Carter of szome-
thing."

“Only of what he does,” said Dob,
“Dirty trickery isn't pood enongh for

the Romove”
latest, old hean®™

“¥What's the
grinned Skinner, “No fearful wicked-
noss in ragging Queleh, is thore? I've
done_it myself ™

“Noi bt landing 1t on another fellow
is & different story!” said DBob. “1It
was just after Queleh bagped Bunter
at his study door that 1 saw Carter
setting out of Prout’s window.
know now how the ragrer wasn't
canght. Prout was out, and the chiap
hid in his study, crept ount to bang
{Juelel’s door, and ran baek azain, Ile
was using Prout’s study az a bhide-ont,
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and after the row he left it by the
window,"

“Oh 1" gaid Harry Wharton.

""Well, where's the harm?” asked
Bolzover major. * Why,shouldn't het”

“I'll tell von avhy he shouldn’,* zaid
Bob., “Ho knew that that fool, Bunter,
was going to Quelch's study with a
lying tale about "hurting his nger and
being unable to do his linps—"

“ M, Chorry [
Bunter.

“guelch wasn't expeeting DBurnter, as
he had no business there,” want on Bob,
“Carter got his rag out with runaway
knocks, and parked himself in Prout's
stndy when Bunter game along. It was
o bundred to-'one that when Bunter
koecked, Queleh would think it was the
ragger again—as he actually did.”

“Oh gum ! =aid Skinner, “It sounds
thick! 1 don’t suppose Carter knew
anything at all about what the fat nss
was going to do.”

“He cid,” said Bob. "“He was here
when Bunter was gabbling about 1t to
Toddy. Bunter wanted him to do the
lines, liko the fat ass he 15, Wasn't
Carter heve then, Toddy 7

" ¥e: he was," answered Peter Todd,
“Ha clearved off about ten minontes be-
fore Bunier started for Quelelh's study.”

“And now I've told you why 1" said
Bob sovagely. “ What have you got to
say now, vou rotter? Arc you going to
deny that yon were landing Bunter into
another row with Quelch ™

All eves turned on Carter. He was
gquite cool. Bob Cherry had worked it
fo his satistaction, but there was, at all
events, nothing in the nature of proof.

Arihur Carter langhed lightly.

“Quite a Machiavellian scheme 1™ lio
said. * You ought to be a detective, old
bean! Sorry there's nothing in it I
wenk to Prout’s study, as 1 said, to lock
at his wewspaper. I got out of the
window becaunse I heard a row in the
passage, and thought some beak might
spot me leaving by the deor. If Quelch
thought it was Bunter hanging at lus
door I've no doubt he was right.
Bunter's got out of 1t by lving, as Le
usually does™

really, squeaked

“Why, you cheeky Dbeast!” roarcd
Bunter, “I never——"
“Bo vou say it was not you who

ragged Quelch?” said Bob.

“Nat at all! Sorry if it dizappoints

ou.”

: “Then who was 1t 7" satd Boeb Cherry,
locking romnd the circle of faces.
“We're all hera and nobody will give
the man away., No harm in a rag on
Queleh—if ik wasn't & dirty trick on
another Béinove man at the same time.
Mobody need be afraid of letting the
Form lknow. Who was it?”

Carter set his lips. Ile had not fore-
soenn that., There was, s Bob said, no
reason why thé ragger should not own
up to the Form; indeed, be might have
beon oxpocted to tell the story in the
Remove a3 an exploii. y

Te Quelech it was a disrespectful
prank; 1o the juniors it was just & jape.
And o fellow who had japed Queleh,
and got Ly with it. had no reazon to
conceal his exploit from tiie rest of the
Form. .

But Bob waited in vain for an Bnswer,

1

whoever he swas, prefers to keep it
dark 7" asked Carter,

“You're the only fellow whe wonld
keep it dark, beeause you did it as o
dirty trick on DBunter,” said Bol.
“Any other fellow would have done it
just,as & jape on Quelel, and he would
tell us so at once.”

“Right on the wicket !" said Vernon-
Smith. “Cherry, old man, you're get
ing quile bright. Sherlock Holimes was
a goat to von.”

“Blessed il it doesn’t look——" said
Harry Wharton slowly, **Look here,
Uarter, what were you in Prout's study
for ot that verv time?”

“ Looking nt his newspaper,” drawled
Carter. “I've told vou.”

“Only a coincidence that vou were on
tiwe spot when that runaway Lknocking
was going on " snorted Hob,

“Just that. I never knew anxthing
about that till aftcrwards, Catch me
ragering Quelel, when I specially wane
a good repori this term,” said Carter.

“"And vou specially want Bunter to
get a bad one 1™ growled Bob, * Well, I
can't fix 1 on von—vyou're too aviful to
let anything be fixed on you—but every
fellow here with as much sense as a
bunny-rabbit knows that you did it, and
knows why., I faney Quelch wounld
know, too, if he knew that vou were
parked in Prout's study while it was
gaing on,”

“You ecan go and fell him if you
like 1" sneered Carter.

“That's a safe thing to say, as you
know I won't. But I've shown up your
rotten frickery to the Form, and I'll do
the same every time I cateh you at it—
cven 1t you hack me in Boecer after-
wards for deing  it1"  added Bob
savagely.

With that Bob Cherry turned his bael:
on the new junior, and went out of the
Hog, He left his friends looking very
dubiouas.

But Billy Duanter was not dubioms.
e rolled up to Carter, fixed & wither-
ing blink on him through his big
spectacles, and  emibled 8 scornful
sgpuealk.

k4 Cud !l:l

“You fat chump I growled Carter.

“I know your game !” snorvied Bunter
contemptuously, “0ld Joe Carter's
turned yvou down because he's found oub
what a rolten worm you are., He's
thinking of putting me down in his will
instead, becouse he wants to leave las
meney to a decent, honourable, straight-
forward fellow, the sort of fellow who's
a crodit to his Form and his school—"

“Ha, ha, ha!?

“(Go it, Bunter!

“Rlessed if I see anvthing to cackle
at! If I get o good report this term %
mar mean a loz te me,” said Dunter.
“()ld Carter said plainly that it would
Le to my advantage. I've told you
fellows o, Well, all T ean do 13 to go
on being upright and honourable and
straightforward.”

“When did Fou begin?™
=kinner,

“Ha, ha, ha!™ .

“Yah! That's all I ean do,” said
Bunter, “and that cad is trying to dih
el Yah! Cad!”

(Continued on néxt poge.)

gazped

“Wihe the dickens was 167" nmsked
TMazeldene, * We're
all hee. It was

ong of us! E!:am!t
up, somcbody Y

MNobody spoke up.

“Anvthing to say
now, Carter?
asked Dob con-
temptuously,

“Is it my fanlt
{hat the fellow,

‘“ Hey, you chaps?”
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“Will you shut up, vou fat foolI™
snapped Carter.

“No. I won't 1"

“Ha, ba, ha!l”

“Worm I reared Bunter.

“Ha, ha, hal” ;

Carter made an angry stride towards
the st Owl of the Remove.

Billy Bunter promptly dodged behind
Smithy.

“Cad!™ ho  howled,

Rounder’'s shoulder.

o Ha_] ha, ha 1" ,

“Will you let me get at that Int pig
and shut him up, Vernon-SBmith 1 said
Uarter, between his teeth.

“No,” answered tho Bounder coolly,
“I won't. If you want a scrap, get on
with it. I'mx move your weight than
Bunter ia."

“SBwab I” roared Bunfer. *“Rafs!”

said Harry

“Cad 1

over the

“Ha, ha, hal”
“Shut unp, Buntor!”

Whatton, WothiE . Sl Wounl
. c : :

“Shan'tt Bwa .
Beast! Speak !” roared Bunter vic-

toriously, over the Bounder's shoulder.
“¥ah! Rat! Pig! Worm!™
“Ha, ha, ha " yelled the juniors.

Charter, with a crimson and furious
{ace, wallted out of the Rag. He did
not want & serap with the Bounder, and
he did not waut any more of Bunter’s
bright and genial conversation, #o he
hod to leave the fat Owl victorious.

“Y¥ah! Coad! Swab! Funk! Sneak-
ing worm|® camo Bunter’s scornful
saqueak, as ho went.

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

Carter slammed the door. In the pas-
sage he passed Bob Chervy, and if looks
could have damaged, Bob would have
heens left soriously crocked when Carter
had passed him,  Fortunately looks
couldn’t !

THE EIGHTH CHAYTER.
A Preclous Pair!
liis

R. GIDEON GOOCH set
thin lips tightly, and tho
wrinklea on  lus  forehead
despened in sn angry frown.

Coming along the {ootpath in Friae-
dale Wood, Mr. Gooch turned off, and
followed a scarcely marked traclk which
led through the thicknezs of-the wood.
Then hia narrow slits of eyves fell on &
Greyfriars junior who was waiting and
lounging under a big oakdree, with a
cigarette in his mouth,

Arthur Carter did not remove the
cmigarctte as Gooeh came up. He gave
the thin maen in black o careless nod.

“¥You young fool I was Mr. Goocl's
cheery greoting. ]

“¥You old ditto 1" was Carler's polite
ANSWEr.

“You are smoking.”

“8afe enough here. Don't Le an ass,
Gidaonl If you've come along to give
e sermons, the sooner you go back for
vour train the belter.™

“And it waos you,” said Gideon, “who
waa kicked out of 5Bt. Olaf's for had
conduct; you who hardly scraped iuto
another school; you who have no
proapects unless vou ean get back into
Jozeph Carter's favour. A bad report
from your Form-master for your hest
term ieans that Mr. Cartor will nat
even keep you on at Greyfriars. Yot
you cannet behave vourself, with so
much at stake.”

“Cut it out! I'm carvelul,” =aid
Carter. “Nobody's been able to get
anything ob me, 50 far. I've leamad a
lesson from what happencd at 5t Olaf's.
I'm as sharp as you are when yon'ro
didd!inﬁ clients,”
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Mr. Gooch looked at his schoolboy
cousin with an expressiva look. At that
maomient he wounld heve lilted nothing
better than to have boxed the young
rascal’s ears soundly.

But he réstrained that natvral desire.

““Have you anything to tell mei” he

Ena.l‘:{ed.
“Only rotten [uck, all along (he line |
growled Carter. *"That fool I've told
you of—a fellow named Cherry—makes
2 lot of trouble for me. He's wise jo it
and some other fellows are getling wise
to 1, too, owing to him, and if anything
happens to that fat fool he shouts it out
for evervbody to hear that I had a hand
in it, It's pretty awkward.”

“It is un unlooked-for difficulty,” said

Gidean; " but, hke other difficulties, it

wast be overesme. Your task should
lhave been a perfectly easy one. From
what you have told me of Bunter, it
can be only necessary for old Jozcph
to know him exactly as he is to dizcard
any idea of putting him in your place.”

“I know: but—="

“A copy of Bunter's report this term
will go to Mr. Carter. If it is a bad
onte—a  very bad one—le will dizmizs
Bunter from his mind, ¥Yon zay 1hat
he i1z lazy, untruthivl; that e pilfers
food in the studies, slacks in class wrd
slacks at gomes. A far from creditalde
bov, by your description.™

“YWeog: but I never have any luck.
Cherry backs him up oll aloug the hine,
and watches me like a cat.  Another
fellow—Bmithy—has got hiz knife mto
we, too,  And Cherry’s frieinds ave sus-
picious of me.”

“I don't sce how it eoncerns any of
them——"

“It doesa't., They don’™ cive o siraw
about my affairs or Bunter’s” sad
Carcer ivritably. “The {at fool has
gabbled it all ‘over the shop =ince iy
vncle wrote to Quelch asl:.inig about his
rveport.  But thev don’t belicve much,
and den’t care anything. Tt's their
idea of fair wvlay; 1 they tlunk I'm
landing that fat idiot in frouble in an
underhand way they'll stand up for him
like one man,™

“1 understand that. You must be
czutiouz—doubly cautious.”™

“It's all very well to jaw!” grunied
Carter, “ But averi:,'thmg secing 1o go
wrong., I thought I had him oo daw,
and gab anather fellow by mistake—
Amithy—and made an enemy of himn.
Nat that he bothers his hemd abeut it
much; he's not a fellow like Cherry,
That fool Cherry would walk ten miles
to help a lame dog over a stile. He
sticks up for DBunter just because the
fat idiot is a helpless ass.” :

“If vou had been a litile more like
him, Arithur, you would never have beon
expolled from St (Haf's" said Gideon,
“ ¥You might do worse than take him for
a trodel.”

“{3h, don't be a fusl I

“The term i3 wearing on,”  =aid
Cideon. *“You know what is at stake.
You must get a %mr report, and Bunter
a bad one. If Bunter will not land
Limself in trouble with your help——~

“I lielp him all T can in that divec-
Lion,” suid Carter, with a sour grin,

“You must help him more. Buch a
fatuous fool aa you have describe ke

“1 believe there’s such a thing as
fool’a Inck,” gruntia Carter. **He keops
on asking for it. b npever scoms to gek
it—even with my help. The otlier day
lie drew an idiotic caricature of our
Form-master that would have made
Quelch hopping mad if he'd secn it—-"

“You should have contrived that he
saw it

“1 did. I got hold of it and left it
on {ucleh’s talla  Bome other fellow

must have seen t there and snooped it
i time., Anyhow, Quelch never saw it.
ﬁmd only yesterday I had him on teast,

b—

“What happened yestovday, theni"”

Carter snarled out the story of the
rmnawey  knocking at the Removoe
master's door,

Gideon listened very altentivelv. Ilis
toxy face remained wrinkled in thou ht
for some nunutes after Carter haga
finished speaking.

“This may be uszeful,” ho said at last,

“T tell you it was a rotten fazzle.
Bunter got a whopping, but that's no
use;  Quelch  knew ﬁﬂ got it for
nothing,

“From what vou have told me, he ia
the sort of fool to resent a caning and
make some sﬂlpid attempt to got back
ont the master.’

*“Oh, that's Bunter all aver 17

“Llhis literary work sou have men-
tioned=—13 Quelch very much concerned
ahout it?  Daes he value the papers

Lighly %
“Eh? Yes Ie would raise Cain if
anything happened to any of |his
seviblo. ™

“ Bomething might happen to if,” said

Gideon, * Bunter might destroy some
of the papers in revenge for that
caning.’”

“Juet what the silly idiot would do
if lie thought of it, That’s the kind of
Lenighted fathead he js, I suppose I
can't suggest it fto him ! snapped
Carter.  “What are you getling at,
Lideon 77

“*1 will leave vou to think that over.”

“Oh, speak out plain!  snaried
Carter.  **You're not a solicitor in ah
oflice, pulling a client’s leg now; vou'ro
i this gpame with me.  Pui it plain,
Can’t you ever be straight?””

“1T maoke no snggestions,” said M.
Gooeh calmiy,  “Bui it appears to mo
that if somo of those papers were lorn
:fw e’!w::f;meﬂ, a:ud an i:u:l-e sme:L or iwo
ouwnd in Bunter’s study—

COL P gasped Cavtor,

Mr, Gooch leoked at his waich,

“I must walk back to Friavdale for
my tramm now,” he said.  *Think i
over, Arthur—and, above all, be
cantrons.™

Carter stood looking after the man in
Liack as he ercaked away on his creaky
shovs, then he lighted another cigarette.

There was a thoughtful frown on lia
brow when he took his way Dback 1o
{rrevfriavs at last. The schemer of the
Remove was, az Me, Cooch  recom-
mended, thinking 1t over.

- s

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
; On the Scent !

TIIERE was a sound of rending

and tearing in Sindy No. 13,

In the middle ng the reom

stood a large basket; vound that
lnsket sat 1ho Famons Five, tearing and
revdingg. Od newspapers,  ancient
exevcises, all sorts of papers were being
rent to fragments, apd the frapments
dropped into the basket—irom which
any obsorver might have guessed that
the Remove fellows were making pre-
parations for a paper-chase,

¥ive vorees hatled Billy DBunder ar
onee when he opened the door and
blinked in through his big spectacles,

“Tend a hand, Buuter "'

Dilly Dunter rolled into the stude.
But he had not, apparently, come 1o
lend a hand: he mﬁmﬁ actoss 1o ihe
armchair and plumped inio it

“Not looking for work?®”
Johreny Bull sarcozticzliv,

ashl
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Mr. Queleh’s eyes glittered as, from the heap of paper Iragments, he
written the word * Gmytﬂars:” Bob Cherry and his Irfends, m’lns that that fragment bore a word In

“I've coms here to help—" =aid
Bunter,

“Pile in, then!” said Bob Cherry.

SWih e suggestion——"  added
Bunter.

“You can keep the suggestions and
lendd a hand tearing np these papersi”

said Hlarry Wharton.

“You want a lot of paper for scomt,”
saltl Bunter, unheeding., “I can tell
you where to get lots.’ .

“Oh? Fire away, then!* said the
captain of the Remove. “We've been
up and down all the studies and hu%'gﬂd
all the old rewspapers we can got hold
we haven't pot cnough.
neticed & paper in your study, but
Toddy said it was yours. The
* Burglars' Hnnrding-ﬂchmﬁ’ I think it
was crlled: I nearly had it—"

“You jolly well let that slone!” ex-
¢laimed Billy Bunter warmly, “1
haven't finished reading that pet. |
gay, you fellows, it’'s a joily good story
—all about & boarding-school for
burglars, with the headmaster a erook,
and the assistant masters all convicis
A real-life storyr, you know.”

“(Oh, my hat!” gasped DBob Cherry.
“It sounds a lot like real Life !

“Ha, he, ha”

“Thrilling, too,” said Bunter, *I
can tell you that the part where voung
Hurglar Bill get= & gun on the head-
maoster in his sl;ud? i ripping—yrealistic,
and all that: I'll Lelf you about it
He walks into the study ns cool as you
please and seys * Hands up,  head-
mastor——" "

“0Oh ecrikey1”

“And just as he's making the Head
hand over the loot another master
comes in and slugs him on the back of
the hend with & gaspipe,” said Buanter.
“That's the sort of elovy I liko—
realistic 1™

of and

exchanged startled glances.

#Ila, ha, ha!” yelled the IFamons
Five. ]

“Eh? What are you cackling at?"’
asked Bunter, “’Tain’t & funny story !”

“SBort of sounda funny " chuckled
Bob Cherry. “Look here, you'd better
let us have that jolly paper for scent,
Bunter.™

“T'1 watch it! I gave threepence for
it1* gaidd Bunter. “I borrowed the
threepeuce speciglly from Toddy. I
say, the part where the Head shoots
the Scotland Yard man and hides the
body bLehind the blackboard is fine!
And the part where young Burglar Bill
Llows up the school with dynamitg——""

“ Fotel it nlong 1 said Frank Nugent.

“Vou'd like wo read it?”  asked
FPunter.
“Na: I'd like 1o tear it up for
geent U

“0Ohb, really, Nugent! -Look here, I
ean tell vou where to got lota of scent,”
said Buwter, “That's why I've come
here. 1'd go and get it mysclf, only
Quelch might think 18 was me—"

“Queleh ' repeated Harry Wharton,
locking round.

“Well, I mean to 2ay he whopped me
for nothing vesterday,” sald Bunicr.
“IIe wight think 1 was getting back
on hun. I prefer to remain clear of
the mailer personally ™

“Wiat has thar fat idiot got into his
ailly head pnow?' psked Tob Chevrey.
“Ave vou thinking of bagging Quelel’s
Latin dictionaries and (reek lexicons,
you benighted bloater ¥

“MNo fear! What about his * History
of Croviviars'?" asked Billy DBunter,
with a fut and chieery wink.

“What "' velled tlws Famous Five.

“Bincks of 1ty all the scent you want
—nand a bit over '™ said Bunter, “ITe'd
be rather wild, wihat il it went i

i/l ==

i

_ "

picked out a small pleca of foolzea

13

on which was
IEhI‘E (13 mt’lj

“Wild 1" gasped Bob Cherry. *“ Yes,
I faney so—just a spot! ¥ou howling
ass, Queleh would raise the roof if any-
thing hngf&ned to his precious manu-
scripts]  Have you gone quite batchy?”

“Well, I'd like to ece him raising tho
roof, eo long as he didn't p;et after me,™
explained Bunter. “That's important,
of course. He gave me a fearful whop-
ng, and all you fellows know it was
or nothing. He's let me off my lines
since—but what’s that? T say, you fel-
lows, wouldn't it make Quelch sit up if
his History of Greyfriars went?”

The Famous Five ceased to tear and
rend, and looked at Bunter almost in
horror. Evidently he waz in earnest.
The futuous grin on hiz podgy counten-
ance revealed that much,

Any fellow but Bunter might have
shiddered at the thought of what wenld
follow if anything happened to Queleh’s
precious mannseripts., But fools rush
1t where angels fear to tread.

“Pay him out all right,
prinnedd Bunter.

“Fon—yon—you unspeakable idiot!™
gasped Bob Clerry. " Quelch would be
as mad as a hatter!”

“That's what I want.”

“He would go to the Head—"

" Let him {*

“And the Head would sack the fellow
who did it I shricked Bob.

“Well, he couldn’t, if he didn't know
who 1t was " Bunter pointed ont. * Ha

what *"

wouldn't know, vou know! That's all
right.” !
“Let me eatch you poing  after

Quieleh’s papers [

“I'm not ‘gmhg_ nfter them ™ said
Dunter, shaking his head, “I've said
that Queolch might suspect that it was
mme. You fellows go after thom, see?
Wharton would bo best as he's head
box, and Quelch would wever guers that

(Contmuced on page 1{;;1_;-
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(Condinued from page 13.)

he did it! Besides, Quelch would take
his word, if he said he didn't, so that's
all right "

“ I=I—I—" stuttered the captain of
the Remove. “I'm to pinch Quelch’s
papers, and tell him lies about 1t—"

“Well, I suppose you tell one or two
now end then,” said DBunter. “1I
wouldn't myself=—it's not the sort of
thing I eould do; but you ain’t so jolly
particnlar, old chapi”

"Yau—you—you—" purgled YWhar-
ton.

“Bafe as houses,” said Bunter. “We
male Cuelch sit up for giving me that
whopping for nothing, see? You get a
Iot of scent for the paper-chase to-
morrow—tons of it." :

“Luckily, Quelch keeps his pers
locked up, so that fat idiot wouldn't be
able to get at them,” said Nugent,

“He's always got some on his table,
though,” said Bunter, “and he mighs
leave the drawer unlocked, and youn
could get the rest» Anyhow, vou eould
gnafle those on his table. Every little
hcl‘%, vou lnow.”

“That's the chap who wants to get a

m:_'i:ll report this term " pasped Johnny

ull.

*Well, that's sll right, as I'm not
ing to do it,” ssid Bunter. “If
‘harton’s funky, sou do it, Bob!

Yon're not funky, old chan.”

“1 suppose,” eaid Bok Bherry alowly,
“that Buntor can't helge_being & born
idiot! But he can help being a revenge-
fyl little beast! I think we ought to
give him & lesson about that.”

“Hear, hear

“Well, T got a whopping, dida't I%*
argued Bunter, “An oye for an eye.
and a nose for & noze, you know—I
mean 2 tooth for a teoth! I belicve in
paying & beast out."

“Sure you do?” asked Bob.

“Yes, rather!™

“All right! A beast—a very greedy
beast—sncoped s bag of toffee out of
tﬂ;:;EEﬁﬁl.;ﬂj’ vestord ay—->="

“So I'll pay him ont—-="

(1] I‘-"'I SEJ.__’I

“Ha, ha, hat”

Billy Bunter—apparently repentant of
having come to Study No. 1 with that
valuable suggestion—jumped out of the
armchair and belted for ths door.

He was grabbed in transit.

“Yarooh ! roared the fat Owl, a3 he
was twisted over a chair in s hefty
Land. I say—leggo! I say—"

“Hand me that ruler, Nugent.”

“Here you arel”

L | ui;u you beast, if you touch me
with _that ruler, T'll—yarcoooop!”
mﬁﬁd Eml'am' h hop 1

op, whop, whop, who

TFhe ruler I:irl:frh rlng on _Billy
Bunter's trousers. Bunter's frantic
vells rang far beyond Study No. 13

Whop, whop, whop |

“Leave off | Loggo 1 Help!

Yaroop!” roared Bunter. I say, you
fellows, rescuel Make him leggol
Yoo hoop I”

op 1™
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“WNow,” gasped Bob Cherry, *do
still believe in P&j‘ing a beast out?’

“Owl Yesl®

Whop, whep, whop!

“Yarcoh! Nel!” roared PBunter
“MNot at all! I—I don't want te pip-
Elp ay anybody outl Nothing of the

;fﬂu

ind | Never! Yarooooh I
“Burg " demanded Bob, lifting the
ruler,
“COw!  Yesl I—-1 don't

Leggo !

want to pay old ﬂufﬁch out] Nothing
af the sort! After all, i was enly a
mistake ! I—I wouldn't pay him out
ior anvthing 1" ‘howled Bunter.

“Ha, ha, hal"

“Mlind, if you get paying Quelch out
for that whepping, I'm going on paym
you oubk for ﬁnmpm% my toffec!
gritned Bob, “Bauce for the goose is
sance for the jolly old gander! Quito

sure?’
“Ow!l Yes! Wowl Ow 1™

“Then you can cut, old fat ass ! said
Boh. “Hold on & sec. I want to boot
on into the pazsage 1"
y Billy Bunter ﬂsid not held on the
fraction -of a socond, He made ono
frantic bound into the passage, nngd dis-
appeared.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Beastly for Bunter !

id OW much have vou got?”
Peier Todd asked that
uestion as Bunter came into
tudy No. 7. Peter and Tom

Dutton were tearing up old papers for

scent, and filling o bag that stocd on

the study table.

Bunter shook his head.

“Biony, old man!” he answered.
“Aly postal order never camel”

“You fat chump ! I mean, how much
scent have vou got?”

“Oh, geentt”  said Bunter. I
haven't had tizne to find any old papers,
Toddy, and 1f I had, I haven't time to
tear them up. I'mn pretty busy, you
know, one way and another.”

Rilly Bunter plumped down in tho
study armchaie, and picked up a volume
that bore the thrilling and attractive
title, *“'The Burglars' Boarding-School,”
perhaps to show how busy he was!

With his fat shoulders in the chair,
his fat head on a cushion, and his feet
en the table, BDunter fixed his eyes and
spectacles on that thrilling literature,
angd was soon deep in the hectic adven-
tures of “ Young E‘-urg‘lﬂr Bill.”

Peter glared at Him.

""*You haven't time to lend a hand
tearing up scent?” he asked.

“Eh? Nol Don't interrupt a chap
when he's reading ! said Bunter

“Chuck that muek over here,” sald
Peter.

“0Oh, don't be an ass!” said Bunter.
“I'll read somae of it out to you if you
like. I don’t mind doing thatt I
never was lazy, I hopel hiz iz the
chapter where the BScotland Yard man
comes " to the school.  Listen to this
bit., *“Ifa!* ¢ried the Head, “ A slouth
froon Bcotland Yard!™ Bpringing ot
him like a tiger, he bore him—'

“Ie bored him 1" asked Poter.

“*No, yvou fathead—he bore him—

“Not so much as you're boring me,
old fat bean.”

“Bhut up! *He hore him backwards,
with a thundering crash, to the flooy
of the study? ™ continued Bunter.
*!Drawing a dogger from under his
gown——" The headmastor elways had
a dagger under his gown, Toddy,” ex-

lained Bunter.

“He would!” agroed Peter. * Sort
of lhmg a headmaster would naturally
carry aboot with Lim."”

¢ Drawing a ﬂg_?ger from under his
own,” ¥ went on Bunter, *™* he stabbed
the sleuth to the heart—**®
“Some headmaster” said Peter,
“Cun’t see Dr. ke treating visitors
like that! But I supposs things are
differont st different schools.”

“Do shut up, old chapt I tell you
this is good 1" urged Bunter. * Fright-
fully thrillin%-t ‘He stabbed——""

HChnek it,” said Peter. *“That will
do to go on with.”

. Ok, do shut up and listen! ‘Draw-

ing & dagger, he slabbed the tooth—I

rmean he stabbed the sleuth—ito the

heart, and with & fearful yell, he ox-

pired. *“FHa!’' htssed the Head—" If

ou chuek that bopolk at me, you
ast——"

Bang!

Peoter echucked the bhook, sz Bunter
was epeaking, and it landed on a fat
chin. The *Burglars’ Boarding-
School ¥ fell on the floor, and Billy
EBunter clasped his fat chin with both
fat hands, and roared.

& Bﬂﬂ.ﬂt 1::

“MNow get on,” said Peter cheerfully.
“You've got to lend a hand, old fat
frump! 1f you think guu can stick in
that chair, whilo other tellows are doifig
all the work, the sooner you get another
idea, the better.” ]

Billy Bunter rubbed his fat chin, end
glﬂ.rec'f.l

Tearing up paper for scent was not,
perha%, hard work. But it was work:
and _Bunter objected ta work, on
principle. Besides, he was fearfully
wnterested in_ that thrilling story, the
“Burglars’ Boarding-School.” There
was bloodshed in every chapter. Dead

odies lay abont that remarkable school
like leaves in Vallombrosa. What could
any fellow want more than that?

“If sou can't let a fellow read a
book in aco ”  howled Bunter
indignantly. “Look here, ean't you let
a chap have s little peacei”

“ Nevor mind a little peace—what weo
want ara littla picces!™ said Peler,
“Let's tear that rubbish up”

“Bhan't!” roared Bunter.

Peter Todd rose to his feet and
up the bag of seent from the table. It
Was nt-m'igf full.  All the available
supply of paper in the study had been
reduecd  to fragments—except  tho
“Buorglars' PBoarding-Scheel 1 AMost
of the fellows, in the other studics, had
been busy, too; and it was arranged
that the supply from overy study should
be taken alomg to Study No. 13, and
tipped into the big basket there, as soon
as the work was done. Peter had quite
o handsome contribution to make—to

ioked

which Bunter had wnot added onp
fragment.
“Pomeae on, Dutton,” esaid Peter.

“Now look here, Bunter, I'm taking
thtis bag nlong to Cherry's study. to put
in the basket. I'll bring it back hera
and leave it empty for you.”

" Yon necdn't 1" vapped Bunter.

“And if you haven't shoved inkto it
vour share of scent before prep, I'll bag
that precious volume of wours, a it
goes into the bag! See? Mind, 1 mean
that !

“Beast 1™

“Look here, Toddy, Bunter’s in the
Papnrﬂr]mm to-meorrow,” said Tom
ntton, * he ought to be tearing up some
seent. ho won't he oonght to be
kicked.™

“Boot him 1" said Toddy.

“0Oh, don't be an ass—we can't shoot

him! What do you mean? I think
ho ought to be kicked! What do you
think "

“ o ig 1M

“Well, you can say stow it but I
think so, anyhow,” said Dutton warmly.



“What about shoving that silly book
down his neck, then?”

“Food egg Y grinned Pefer.

"Look here, et ont ' howled Bunter.
“Yeou'va gob to take that scent along to
{"herry’s study before you go down, and
—var-ooh | ]fga! Will you leggo ™

Peter and Dutton did not let EO!
They grvabbed the fat Owl and jerked
hin out of the armehair.

The " Burglars’ Boarding-School ™
was crumpled and stuffed down the back
of a fat neck—to an accompaniment of
fiendish yells from Billy Bunter,

The fat Owl wrigeled and roared.
But the erumpled volume was stuffed
down his back, and driven well home,

Then Peter and Tom left the sindy—
leaving Billy Bunter wriggling like a
fat eel, making fravntie eforts to exiracs
the “ Burglars’ Boarding-School ¥ from
ihe back of his neck.

Poter Todd walked along to Study
No, 13, whero the Famons Five woere
still busy, with Mark Lindey and Wun
Lung helpiog them on with the good
work, He tipped the bagiul of secut
info the g basket.

“fRood man!™  =zaid Bab  Cherry.
"How much has Buuter done 1"

*None, so farl™ said Peter. “Bug
he's g:}l}nﬁ to do some—or elze he's
goiwng to bo serry he didn's !

Peter coarvied the eipty bag back
to Biardy No. 7, wherve Bonter was stll
stroggling at the task of extrachion.
He slammed it on the table.

“ There you are, Bunty=—cmpty, ready
for wour i'nt.!” he sai{llf

“RPopet 1" howled Buntor,

Potov, with a cheery grin, joimned Tom
Dutton in the passage, and they went
down together to the Rag.

Bunter continuwed Ins wild stragple
with the * Burglars' Boarding-Bchool,™
It was o considerable time before that
entrancing volume was extracted; aml
by that time, Bunter was erimson and
hmnthlc-ﬁai] and less inclined than ever
to exert himself adding to the supply
uf scent.

Gasping, he pluomped down in the
armehair again; amd the empty hag
un the table remained empiy,

Poter Todd was a man of his word;
and thoere was no doubt that iF Bunter
failed to play up, Pater would collay the
“Burglars’ Boarding-Sehool ™ and put it
im  that bag i small pieces,  But
Bunter, deep in the wild adventurcs of
YO 'Burgiur Dill, forgot Potor and
s dire threat.

Ho sprawled in the armchair and
devoured page after page, till at long
last he reached the thrilling comclusion
of that thrilling volume,

It waa not {ill he had finished it that
he vemembered ihat Bquiff was going to
bake chestnuts in the Rag, before prep.

The fat Owl heaved himself ouk of the
armenair,  threw  tha “Burglars'
Boarding-School ¥ on the table, and
rolled out of the study. Luckily he was
m timo for the baked cheztnuiz! 8o
nll was calm and bright !

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER,
Laying the Trap!

RIHNUR CARTER slepped
guietly into hiz Form-master’s

stucy and shut the door without
a sound.

He stoed for a lops moment. his
hreath coming thick and {ast, his hears
beating unpleazantly.

Ar. Quecleh was in Common-room,
with the other beaks; thero was little
davger of being cought 1o his study.
Carter was not so much afraid of Lhas
a3 of what ha was going to do.
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But, uneasy as he was fecling, he
proceeded to do it Z

He dared net switch on the light;
it he tvrned on a pocket flash-lamp,
and 1t gleamed over the Romove
master’s writing-tablo.

There werse many papers on_ that
table. There was a pile of Latin
exercises, and several letters pinned
under a Papemre:ght.

Carter’s eyes Easmd over {hese care-
lessly, and fixed on a liltle bateh of
manuseript, fastened by a clip at the
COrner,

‘Lhis was what he wanted! It was
a section of Quelch's celebrated History
of Groyfrviars,

It was Queleh’s custom 1o walko the
first cdraft of lus literary works with a
pen, which, after being corrected, and
corrected agnin, were transcribed on
the typewriter, with final improvements,

The mazs of {ypescript waa kept in
a drawer of the table, which was, for-
tunately, locked, and out of the young
raseal’s reach.

Thesa half-dazen sheets of foolacap
werg covercd closely with Alr. Quelch’s
clear, fine writing, with plenty of intep-
lined and marginzl corrections,

Theose few sheets represented hours of
labour, in  sorting over Dblackdetter
manuseripts from  the Behoel library,
and digging deep into dosty old tomnes,

Tho losa of that baich was certain
tn causa Quelch to go off at the deep
citdd, in the most emphaiic manner.

Gum In his ivkpot, jam in his arm-

rhair, would wnever have exgspernicd
WQuelch like damage to his precions
IManuaclipta,

That the Romove masfer, when he
misged ihose papers, would feel & pain-
ful shock, as wecll asz decp anger,
mattered nothing to Carter. He
crumpled the little bateh of foolsca
and erammed it into the stady hre, with
the exception of a single shoet,

The =zingle sheet he slipped into an
inter pocket.

The papers in the five, he carefully
stirred, until cvery vestipe of them
was lost among the glowing cinders.
He was very carcful to leave no sign.
Alr. lfuelnh was to suppeose that the
balch had heen taken away—otherwise,
of course, he would not search for them
—ang i was Carter’s ganme to cause a
search. )

But Uarter was not qguite finizhed yet.
From a pocket he drew a grubhby,
erampled  handkerchief, whio he
dropped o1 the Boor near the table.

From iis grubbinezs, any [ellow might
have gucszed that hanky belonged to
William George Bunter. 'The initials
“W. (. B.7? were in the corner, but they
wera no surer clue to Lthe ownershipl

Then Carter shut off his flash-lamp,
opened The study door, and peered out,

Tite coazt was clear, and he shpped
quictly ont of the study.

It was getting near time for prep.
Most of the Remove were n the
Rag. DBut boked chestnutzs had no
mterest for Carter, at ithe moment. Heo
went up the stairs and strolled into the
Remove passage.

Only one fellow was in sight there—
Fisheyr T. Fish, going futo his siudy
at the other end of the paszage.

Clarter loitered in the doorway of
Study We. 1 till Fishy disappearced into
2iudy Na.o 18 and shut tha door.

Then he cut along swiflly to Tunter's
shedy, Study No. 7.

e did not need his fash-lamp there.
RBunter, with hia vsnal carelessness, had
left 1he light on when o went down,
Carter shut the door, asnd glanced
ruickly and lkeenly round the study.

Asg Btudy No. T was shared by threa
fellows, hie had to be caveful o land
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the “clue ™ to the missing manuseript
on Bunter, and not on Toad or Dufton. -
Quelch wan to supposs that the fat Owl
had walked those manusoripts off ; and
ithe single sheet that Carter had brought
away wae to ba the clua to Bunter ga
the depredator and destroyer] It had
to lead to Bunter, and Bunter alons, of
the three fellows who used Btudy Ne. 71

Carter's eyes glioted as they fell on
the papercovered volume, with the
startling title eof the * Burglary
Boarding-School,"” Ijr:n%' on the study
table where the fat Owl had left it.

A sour grin ceme over his face.

That volume was well known to be
Bunter's. A dogzen fellows had secn
him reading it. Plenty more had heard
him talking about it. Nothing could
have suiled Carter's purpose betier,

He took the sheet of foolscap from
his pocket, and tore it in halves. Ono
hadf he threw into tho study fire, whero
it was burned away st once. Thoe other
half he slipped b the lenves of
the “Burglars’ Boearding-School."’
Anyone seeing it there would have mr
posed that- it had been used az a hook-
mark, Plenty of feilows marked 2
place in a book with a torn strip of
papoer, or a fragment of an old letter.

Leaving the volume whera he had
found it, Carter slipped gquictly out of
the study, and went downstairs,

e heard Billy Bunter's fat voice ns
he strolled into the Eag.

“1 sayv, you fellows, any more chest-
nutg

*Ma, you cormorant ™

“Well, I've only had a dozen,” sald
Bunter. *“I say, Squiff, yon can have
one of my bullseyes, old chap., I'vo
had wour cheatnuts.”

Billy Bunter extracted three bulleryos
from his trousers ket, They were
sticky, and, being sticky, had mﬂ?ctw]
dust and fluff from his pocket. 'That
made oo difference to Bunter., A bulls-
eye was a bullseye. But to any other
fellow they c'licf' not look fcavfully
altractive.

Sampson Quincy Tley Field glanced
at the sticky lump in the grubby, [ac
paw, and grinned. ]

“Thanks, old bean ™ he said, "Lots
of thanks! But—"?

“1 mean it,” said Bunter genevonsly.
“Take any ono of them you like.”

Squiff chuckled.

“I'm not awfully keen on bullseyes,
old fat Owl," bhe said., “You secofll
them.™

“0Oh, sll right!” said Bunter,

And he dcoffed them. .

“Tend me Four hanky, will sou?”
he asked. I've made my fingers
sticky.” .

“(Can’t you use yonr own, fathead?i”

“1've dropped it somewhere, I be-
lieva I dropped it when that beast
(larter ran into me after olass—at least,
I've not scen it sinoe. Lend me yours,
I say, don't walk away whila a fellow’s

talking to youl” squeaked Bunter; 1
sa% lend me your hanky 1"
ut Squiff did walk eway, Appor-

ently he did not went sticky fingers
wiped on his handkerchief.

* Beast 1™ ﬁruntﬂd Bunter. “Lend
me your hanky, will you, Bob?”
“T don’t think I

“Lend me yours, Wharton.”

“What about stepping into the lobby
and washing your wel"” suggested
the captain of the move. “ Thew
could do with it. You haven't washed
them since last term, you know.'

“¥Yah!"” retorted Bunter. ;

Fxtra washing had no attraction for
Bunter, As nobody had a hanky to
lend, he rubbed his sticky fingers on
his frousers, and was satisfied. In somo
Tug Maower Lispany.—No. 1,566,
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matters, Billy Bunter. was not an easy
fellow to satisfy, but in such matters as
these, he was the most easily saotisfied
of all the Remove.

A little later the Remove fellows
went up to the wsitudies for prep
Carter’'s eyes followed Eilly Bunter
corionsly es tha fat junior rolled into
Sindy No. 7 with Toddy and Dutton,
With prep on hand, Bunter was not
likely to open his book, and discover
the book-mark. And béfore prep was
over, Carter had no doubt that thero
would be a terrific row going on on
account of Queloh’s manuscripts.

He went into his own study, Study
No. 1, with Wharton and Nugent for
prep.

Tha three sertled down to wovrk., as
ususl—Carter with an ear on the alert.
Ho; at least, expected prep to be infer-
rupted that avening.

He was thinking 2 good deal more
onf his scheme for *“dishing ™ the fat
Owl of the Remove, than of prep.
That hint from Mr. Gooch had fallen
Hke gced in fortild eoil. So far as
Carter could see, nothing conld go
amiss with this carefully Igid scheme,

Queleh, when he went back to his
study, would discover what had hap-
pened {o his precious manmseriptz, He
wauld find ]l;untﬂr’a handkoychicf on
the study floor.

That in iteclf would hardly be prook.
Bunter might have dropped it there
while in the study after class. DBut it
wonld bo o eclue. It wonld draw
Queleh'’s attention specially to Bunter;
and certzinly he would remember the
whopping he had given Bunfer ithe
dav before.

What would it look like?

It would look, of course, as if Bunter
had wrought havoe with those precions
eheetz of foolscap, in revenge for that
undeserved whopping—as he was qguite
fool enough to do.

Indeed, had Carter Loown it thatb
very idea had eccurred to Bunter's fat
brain, though DBob Cherry had dis-
couraged 1t so cnergeticallt that the
fat. Owl had given up the idéa.

Queleh wm\ﬁl be after Bunter.

Obviously ho would search DBunter's
study, first of all, for his missing mann-
seripis, if only in the hope of discover-
ing them vet unharmed.

There had to be proof—and there was

roof. The manuscripts were gone;

1t the book-marck in Bunter’s book
vould not escape discovery, Queleh
was not the man to misz anything in
n search, And, besides, a book was
just the place to look for lhidden
}h"l'pl!l.'.?.

His attention being concenfrafed on
Dunter, he wounld search Study Neo. T;
he would find that torn shect nsed as
o bool-mark, and he was not likely 10
want any more proof than that.

What would happen to Bunter. in
the way of punishment. Carter carsl
nothing, What mattered woz, thas
Bunter would be in s Fomn-master's
black books—hig wvery blackest books,
Elis report that term would not only
ba bad, but the worst he had ever had,
and he wounld, in consequence, be doun
for, in 1the direction of old Josepl
Carier.

It seemied a2 certminty this time. On
his own the rascal of the Remove had
had little lock in his campaipn,.  Duat
wilh the help of that hint from Gideon
Goocli, he looked like backing o winuwer
at lnst.  Thinking it over and ouver,
Clarter could see no loophole by which
the fat Owl could cscape frown this cun-
mng snare, He was canght Like a fat
rahbit in a trap.

Tiig Macyer Lippany.—No. 1.565.

THE MAGNET

Clarter had no doubt about that.
Like many another schemer, he forgot
that the mnwst claborate schome is
alw at the merey of chance. And
it maght lbave been useful to him to
remember the ancient maxim, that
“great is teuth, aud it must prevail.”

e

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Bunter’s Contribution !
" grunted  Billy

4“ BI.DW prep
Bunter,
: He blinked morosely at the

study taldle, whera Peler Todd

and Tom Dutton were sorting out
books, Dunter did not like pre-
paration.

It was true that preparation was
rather necessary, if a fellow was going
to learn awnyvthing from the subsoguent
lesson. But Bunter had no desire to
leern anything from any lesson. So,
from Bunter's point of view, prep was
simply one of thoze worries which
echoolmastors inflicted on fellows, who
conld have found lots of pleasanter
cceupations for their thne,

However, prep had to be done. Like
the hail and the rain, it fell alike on
the just and the unjust.

Potoar Todd glanced at the barp on
the table. Ile hardly needed to glance
at it to aseertain whether Bunter had
added thereunto, He could gucsz that
Bunter  hadn’t.  One glance was
enough. That bag was exactly as
Petor had left it—mot a single spot of
torn paper in it. Peter's second glanee
passed 1o that great work of fiction,
the “ Burglars Boarding-School,™
which lay near the empty bag,

“"You lazy asal” said Peter,

“Well, who likes prep?’ grunted
Bunter. “lLot of rot, if you ask me!”

“Never wind prep!  What about
the scent " demanded Peter. *Lhdn't
I tell you yow had to put up your
whack ™

"¥Fou jolly well know I've had no
timme ! vapped Dunter.

“And yoo jolly well know what I
told you would happen, if vou couldn’t
find time 1" szid Peter.

Ile Fi{-l‘.ﬂd up the * Burglars' Board-
ing-School.””

There was o howl of alarmed pro-
test from Bunter

“Yon let that book alone, vou breast!
I'm going to read that again,  Besides,
I can sell 1t for a penny when I'm
done with it. Fishy will give me &
penny for if, and sell it (o some fas
for tuppence—seet"

“Fishy might give vou a pennvy for
it when vou've dopne with 1t," admitted
Peter. "But I don't think he'd give
you a farthing for it when I'm cdone
with 1f, It's going into thizs bag. Lots
of room for ir."”

“Beastt  Ciunme my book!” velled
Buonter.  *1 say, Dutten, make that
Least ginmne my hoels 17

*Rot " answered Dutton.  * No time
for cooking now. We've come up here
for prep, you fat nss 1"

1 didn't say cook—I snid book!?
howled Dunler,

“What's the use of a rcoolicre-hook
new? We've got to got on with prep.
Besiddes, I haven't any  cookery-book,
Think I'm always thinking aboui grub
like vou are®”

“Take my book away from
Least ' velled Fonder

“Well, I don't know abont taking my
ook awaxy fromn a feast—I like a zpread,
wz mnch as any fellow ! What feasy do

that

YORL mean

“Aly book—" shricked Bunter.
“ Look ag wuabi?®

“Oh, vou deaf chump—"

_“I'd jolly well like to sec yon do it!
'1.011 give me a elump, and I']l:‘-jn'lly EOOT
give vou a clout 1" retorted Tom Dutton.
“What do you mean, you far Owl?
Talking about giving a fellow a clump,
just because he hasn’t got o eockery-
bookt How the dickens could I have &
cookery-book 7

“Gimme that boolk, Peter Todd, vou
rotter I yelled Bunter, and he rofled
vound the study table and prabbed at
the “ Burglars’ Eﬂﬂrdihg—&ﬁnult"

Peter held that entrancing volume
over his head, ont of Bunter's reach, in
one hand. With the other, he gave tho
fat Owl a poke on his well-filled waist-
s h led B

urerrgeh I gurgled Bunter,

Ife zat down, m?ddfu]:.u

FPeter, with a cheery grin, proceeded
té tear up the *“Burglars' ﬁcmr-:ﬁng-'
School ¥ for e¢ent! Mo rent it, ind xent
it, agamn and again. He tore it limb
from limb, as it were,

He made quick work of that velume,
The pages, in bunches, were torn across
and acrogs.

As he reduced them to fragments,
Peter dropped them into the cmpty bag
on the table,

‘That there was a half-sheet of written
foolscap tucked away between tho leaves
of that volume, naturally did not trans.

ire. It was torn up aloug with the
caves that enfolded ii.

Bunter sat and gurgled fer breath,
glaring at Peter with a glare that
almost eracked his spectacles.

" Beast 1" he gasped.
:‘ Hear, hear ¥ said Toddy,
Rotter ! panted Bunter.

“Lo 3 1

fEwosh I hooted Bunter, * Tick !

“IWeep it up 1Y

“I'll jolty well make you pax for that
book ' howled Bunter. ?

“I've paid for it once™ grinned
Todedy. “I'm not going to be a twicer |
You ean pay for the next 1

“I've a jolly good mind te boot vou
round the study P yelled Bunter, as he
staggered wpe M1 jolly well would,
O] Y™

“Ooly  vou ean't perform  im-
possibilitics, old fab man!” agreed
Feter. “But I'l tell you what—1'11
boot yon rvound the study instead!”

“Ow!  Brast! Reop off!” yelled
Dunter, dodging round the table. I
say. leave off, will you! I say, old chap
—leave off, vou beast—lock here, old
rotter—I  mean, old fellpw—
yaroooook 1Y

M What arve you kicking Bunter for,
Toddy " asked Dutton.

“For iz good!” answered DPoter.

“What food?™

“Oh erumbs 1

“Plumz? Well, if he's got plums he's
not whacking ont in the study, I'll
jollv well kick him, too ! said Dutton.
“It's mean to hide food away from
the other fellows in the study, Bunter.
You have more than your whaek here.’”

“Ha, ha, ha!" yelled Peter.

He picked uwp the bag, and lefr
E-'-lm.l; o, T, leaving Tom Dutton
booting the unfortunate Owl.

Feter carried the bag up the passage
to Brudy No.o 13, where the IFamous
Five had been bnzy after tea tearing
up scent inte the big basket.

Boly Chiorry and Duarree Singh, Marlk:
Lanley  amd Wun Lung were in the
study now, for prep. ‘The big basket
of scent stood b a corner.

“Halle, hailo, halle!® =aid ob,
looking vouml, * What—"-"

“Seent,”  explained  Poter,
Lipped the bag into the basket,

gs o
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From sumewhare*in the thickets & lump of turf whizzed, hitting Mr. Quelch’s hat fair and square, and knocking it off his head,
“* Good graclous!’ gasped Prout, as the Remove master staggered, with a startled exclamation. * Who—what—""

3 Hurgilurs’ Boarding-School *—Bunter
contributed that.™

“Best thing he could do with it 1” said
o, lavghing. *“He wouldi'’t contribute
that when we asked him.”

“QOh, he did it &1l right when I asked
him,” said Peter. “1 persuaded him.
Ono poke in the bread-hasket did it*

“Ha, ha, ha t"

Peter Todd earried an emply bag
back to Study No. 7. He was gréeted
thora by a glare [rom a pair of big

spectrcles.
'P“Eeustl" hooted Bunter. “Rotier!
Cad! Swab1”?

“ Stop tallking sbout yourzelf, and get
on to prepl” said Peter.

“I'vo a jolly good mind—" roared
Bunter.

“Gammonl! If vou've got onec at all,
it'e a jolly bad one™

“¥ah!” hooted Buntfer,

And he setiled down at last, to prep.
The *Burglars Roarding-School ¥ was

e, and gono for good; and Billy

unter little puessed how very fortunato
it was for him that that pricui‘rﬁs volumeo
had gone for good.

e —

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER,
Quelch on the War-path !

REP i Siudy No. 7, was not
P destined to pursue the usual even
lenor of its way that evening.
A quavter of an hour later it
was interropted.

Ieter and Tom were working, and
Bunter =lacking and grouvsing—which
was the nsnal way of deing prep in that
sludvy—when there was a sharp tap ob
the door, and it flow opon.

Me. Quelel appeared in the doorway.
Behind him appeared Troiter, ihe
page, with o vailier seared expression on
his chubby fage,  Thal expression was

reflectod on threa other faces, when the
three juniors looked at Mr.Quelch,

Scldom had they seen their Form-
master looking so intenzely angry.

He was calm: but it was a deadly
calmness, His lips were set in a hard
line, and hia eyes glinted like steel.

Tho threo jummped to their feet at once.
Peter and Tom looked a little alarmed
—Bunter terrified. He blinked at his
Form-master through hia big spectacles
with popping eyes. There was always
soma sin or other on Billy Bunter’s fat
conscience—and it was unusual for the
Form-master to barge in, i prep,
cspecially with that speaking expression
on his face. _

“ Bunter 1" sald Mr. Quelch in a deep
volce.

“Oht Yes, sir " gasped Bunter. 1
mean, no, sir! It wasn't me, sir!
Coker says I've been to his study—"

“Look at this, Bunter!

Mr. Quelch held up a handkerchief
—an extremely grubby handkerchief.
Ho held it up ig the extreme tip of the
eorner, between finger and thwmb, He
did not seem to like touching that
hanky 1

“Is that your handkerchicf, Bunteri®

“IBh? Nol! Yest I—I dropped my
handkerchief somewhere, sirl” stam-
mered Bunter  “I—I was going to look
for it, sir, but—but I hadn’t tyime—I—
I've heen so busy Lielping the fellows
tear up scent for the paper-chase to-
Morrow, anid=——

“Your tmitials are on that handker-
chief, Bunter.”

“ Thon—then it's mine, zivr ! T-t-thank
vou for bringing it here, siv! I=I'd
Lhave come down for it, if I'd kuown
vou'dt found it, siv—"

“T found this handkerchicf
study, Bunter.”

{(Jht I never knew I dropped it
there, sir]l I—I've heen looking every-
where oleo for it sirl Everywhere™

1 my

“You have been to my study, Bunter.”
“Yos, sir, after class.”

“And you removed certain manu-

seripts from my table!” eaid Mr.
Quelch, in a wvoice like that of the
(Great ih:ga Bear.

Bunter jumped.

“Oh! No, sir 1"

“1 have no doubt that you did,
Bunter.”

“Oh, really, sir! gasped Bunter.
“¥ou'd have seen me if 1 had, siel
You wouldn't hove let me! IHow=how
could I, sir, with you sitting at the table,
glaring at me—I—3 mean, locking at
e .

“] wes not present when you visiled
my study, Bunter.”

“Oh erikey ™ gas Bunter. He
wondered whether r. Queleh wa
after all, *balmy,” as he had suppose
the previous day! * Don’t you remem-
ber, sir, you were sitting st your table,
and you jawed me—"

IiWhlh??#

“I-I—=1 mean, you pointcd out the
errors in my Latin paper I gasped
Bunter. “I didn't mean jawed, sirl I
never say you jaw_a chap, like some
of the fellows, I—I den't call it jaw-
ing, sir, I—I like to hear you jaw—
I meanr—"

“] am not alluding, Bunter, to the
occasion when I sent for you, after
class, to sprak to you about the dis-
graceful state of your Latin paper.
You paid a later visit to my study,
while I was in Common-room.”

“T didn't!”™ wyellod Bunter.

“Then how eame your handkerchief
{here, Bunter”

“It must have dropped when you
wors jawing me, sir—I mean, when you
WRTG Ell:rr.:ml:ing to me about the dis-

graccful state of my Latin paper——"
“That is, of course, possible t” =aid
Ay, elch. “1 eh not condemi
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you without proof, Bunterl Do wou
deny having removed some sheets of
written foolscap from_ my studyi”

KOht Yes, sit! I never touched
them!” wailed Bunter. At that
moment the fu%hﬂwl was flad. Tery
¢lad, that Bob Cherry had discouraged
fim from oarrying on with his great
idea of “payiog out’ Queleh.

Somebody else, it seemed, had bad the
same bright idea, and had done it!

Bunter, looking at Mr. Quelch's ex-
pressive countenance, was glad that he
was not the fellow: i

“(lortain papers,” said Mr. Quelch,
“have been taken from my study. If
they are still in existence, the boy con-
carned will be flogged. f they havo
been destroyed, the boy concerned will
be n::pellcd? from Greyfriars. CRn
hardly Lelieve thar any boy, however
unfecling and unprincipled, would
venture to destroy my workl If you,
Bunter——"

“Jt wasn't me, sirl” groaned Bunter.

“That .is what 1 must ascertain,
Bunter I Do vou know anything of this,
Todd 1"

“ Mo, sir!?
“ Datton 1
tus matter ¥"

“Do you mean Bunter, sir?”

“What! I was asking you if wyoum
know anyihing of this matter,” snapped
bir. Quelch.
. “Bunter’s fatter than any other ghn%
in the Form, ele. He can't help it,
EuRErsa,” said Button,

Do von know anythiog of the matter
to which I have'been alluding, Dutton 1™

“I haven't seen him with a puﬂdin%
to-day, sirl Or any mutton, either!
dmﬁ think it can have beem Bupter,
BT

Mr. Quelch breathed very hard. He
had forgotten, for the inoment, that

Do you know anything of

Toma Dutton was deaf. Now he was re-
minded of it. He gave Dutton up, and
turned to the page waiting at the door.
“Trotter | Step into the studg.”
o YVessir 1™

Trotter stepped ip,

“You will search this study, Trotter,
and hand me any paper written in my
hand, with which you are acguainted.”

“Yessir [V :

The three Removites backed out of the
way, and Trotter proceeded to make the
search, Queleh’s gimlet eye following
EVEEy IOVEermen

It was quite clear that Mr. Quelch ex-
pectedd Trotter to make s discovery in
that study.

He simply could not believe thet any
bay would have had the nerve, or the
audacity, to destroy his precious papers.
Such an act of vandelisrm seemed un-
thinkable to him. The papers had been
taken from his study, and if they had
not been destroved, they could be found.
And ss he believed that it was Bunter
who had taken them, he had little doubt
that they would be diseovered in
Bunter's study. It was, in fact, guite
in keeping with Bunter's fatuous obtuse-
ness, 1o taka away the papers and hide
them, to pull his orm-waster’s leg. He
had done such things befors, and it
looked as if he had done such a thing
again.

illy Bunter's fat knees knocked
togather, as ke watched Trotter search.

o knew, of course, that he had not
touched Queleh’s papers. But it was
clear that. his Form-master suspected
him, and, only too well, he knew that
Queleh would not take his unsupported
word on that subject or any other.

Under Queblch’s direction, Trotter took
every voluse from the bookshelf, and
opened it, and shook it, to make sure
that no papers were hidden inside,

Had the “ Burglars’ Boarding-School *
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been in the study, it would have been
subjected fo the same test—with awiful
resilits for Bunter! For, had that torn
sheet turned wp, in Bunter's hook, it
could hardly have feiled to turn Quelch’s
silzcion mto o certainty.

But from the books in the study, no
dizecovery was to bo made. Every volume
—cven to the school books on the table—
was examincd, DBut the result was pre-

cisely nil.
Trotter looked inguiringly at the
Eemove master.  Mr, Quelch, with tight-

zot lips, made o gesture of dismissal,
and the Houso page left the sindy,
There was nothing further to be done
in the way of searching. Obviously, the
missing manuseriplts were nof there.

uneleh’s eyes fixed on the shivering
fat Owl,

“Bunter |*

“Yos, sirl?
wasn't me, sie ™

“What have you done
papers

“I haven't eecn them, sic.”

“If you have hidden them, Bunter, I
shall be more lenient with wvou, if vou
hand them over to me at once.”

*I—I—I haven't, sir1*

“If you have destroyed them, I shall
make o special request to Dr, Locke ko
expel you from the school.”

“Oh crikey1”

“ Have you mﬂythmg to say, Bunter ¥

*N-n-no, sirl

“I believe,” said Mr. Quelch, “that
some prepoarations are he‘cng made for a

q‘pervnhass to-morrow, Todd | I handed

Viarton a number of old poapers to be
torn"up for the purpose.”

“Yes, sir, wo've got a lot of scent
now,™ said Peler,

“No doubt some of the papers were
torn up in this study §”

“Yes, sir.”

“Bunter ! Did vou tear up my manu-
scripts with the resg ™

Ol crumbs! No, sir!l®  gasped
Bunter.  “I—I never thought of Emmﬁea
thing, sir, and Bob Cherry never laid
1:ta me with o ruler—

“WHAT!™

“I—I mean to say, I—1 wouldn't1”
gasped the hapless fat Owl, “I never
went to Study No. 13 after tea, at all,
sir!  You can ask Wharton and his
frien{lﬁ—ﬂm_y were there when I went

1 —

1t

my

groantd Bunter,

with

“Todd! Coase making signs to
Bunter this tnstant §*

“Oh! Yes, sir!” gasped Peter.

“1 cannot believe, Bunter, that

Wharton, or any other sensible boy,
would permit yon to commit such an
act, with his Lkpowledgs!™ said Mr.
Guelch, “ But if you suggested i+—"

“Oh, no, sir!  What—what I really
kaid was, thot—that I wouldn't dream
of tearing wp yvour papers for scent, sir,
even if you offercd them to me 1" gasped
Bunter. “That—that's what I really
said, sir, and I never said anything
about paying you out for whopping me
for notling, and it was—was because
Beb  Cherry misunderstood, that he
pitched into me with a ruler——"

“Where is this torn paper, Todd "
thundered Br. Queleh. * 1 must examine
it. Whero—"

“It's all colleeted in a basket now,
torn up in cvery study in the Remove,
and it was all put fogether.”

thundered
A, Queleh.

“In Cherry's  study,

“Very good! 1 shall examine it! I
shall examine the whole of it, Bunter,
hardwriting, I shall know what to
bolieve,™

s1v," stammered Peter, “Bome if it was
“Where is tho basket?”
i sir — Bindy

Mo, 13.*

and if I find even one fragment in my
“But T never——

" What ™

“I never tore up any, sir—"

" You have stated, Bunter, that you
did not look for your handkerchief
because you were busy tearing up scent
for the paper-chase to-morrow 1*

“0Oh erikey! I-—I mean—I—I meant
that—"

“That will do, Bunter! You will
know what to expeet, if I find & single
fragment of my papers in the basket in
Cherry's study 1°

“Oh lox’ I
. Mr. Queleh swept out of Study No. 7
like a thundercloud,

Billy Bunter and Peter Todd were
left dismayed—Tom Dutton puzzled and
curions,

“1 say, what did Quelch comec here
for?” asked Dutton.

“He waa after some popers.”

“What rot! Az if a man of Quelch's
age would come here to cub capers!
Besides, he waso't gutting capers! He
looked to me jolly bad-tempered,” said
Tom, *Is anything the matter?”

“Quelch has lost some papoers,™ yelled
I'eter, *Papersi®

“Oh, taperst Well, ho couldn’t expect
us to have any tapers in our study!
Blessed if I sce whob he wants tapers
for, but he can’t expect to find any in
the Remove—we den't use tapers in tho
studies.®

And Tom Duiton sat down to prep
again,

But dBtil'ntEr and Patpr“yweﬁm mu:E
worre ar  prep—espeois unger
The fat Owl of the Remove wailed in
deep and dismal trepidation for what
was to come next,

A —

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Scrap of Paper !

OB CHEERY jumped, ﬁa a sharp
f@&cﬂmﬂ- at his study door,

ark Linley, Hurree =Singh

and Wun Lung were busy with

prep—but Bob was giving himself a fow

minutes’ rest, while he added a little to

the basket of scent in the ecorner of the

study. Having found some old lctters,

he was tearmg them up, dropping the

fragments in the top of the basket,

which was already nearly full.

Plenty of scent was wanted, and this

was an agrecable change from prep,
especially as the Remove were preparing
Ceesar that evening, and Bob was
always specially bored by that long-
winded ancient Roman,
- “Whaet silly ass—" ejaculated Bolb,
a3 that sudden rap at the deor made
him jump and ecattor fragments on the
carpet instead of in the basket, *“Oh!™
he added, with o gasp, a3 & grim face
looked in. "Ah! Ohl You, sir!”

Mr. Queleh rustled in.

The juniors seated at the table jumped
up.
Bob Cherry coloured under his Form-
master’'s eve, His occupation was evi-
dent—and plomly liad n-n::-l:hin% to do
with Cmsar's Gallic War. In prep,
fellows were supposed to devote them-
selves to prep, and nothing but prep.

It was quite frequent for fellows not
to do as they were supposzed to do—
especially in junior studies! Still, wo
Eﬂﬁow E{'.ﬂ{l to be canght,

“Is that how wyou do your prepara-
tion, Cherry ™ inguired Alr. Quelel.

“0hl Yes—no!" stammered Bol,

“Cherry left off only for a minute,
sir, when he found some oll Ioilors in
his pocket,” said Mark Linley.

"You need not speak, Lanley.”

“Oh, very well, sir!”

Evidently Mr. Quelch was nolb in his
bonniest mood.

¢ four juniors wondered why he



had come to the studr. and what the
row was, anyhow.,  Obviously, there
was a “row " an. They soon learned!

“Is ithat the hasket of scent to be
vsed  in the psper-chase to-morrow,
Cherry ¥ asked My, Quelch, pointing
to it.

“Yos, sip!®

“Is that all yon have?"”

“Oh, wes sr! It will be quite
enough, now that we've had 1t from all
tha studies,” answered Bob, wondering
rather dizzily why Queleh was making
sach an inguiry. “But if rou've got

any move old papers you don't want,
sir—"
“Do not falk nonsense,. Cherry!”
“Qh, yes, sir! As you gave Whar-

EVERY SATURDAY

¥

ton some this meorning—" stammered

Bab.

“Tou are sure that this basket con-
tains the tofal supply of torn paper?”
rapped Mr. Quelch.

“That's the whole lot, sir.”

“Very well! Clear thiz table, please,
and empty that basket in the middle.
Take care to spill none on the Aoor.™

The four juniors stared at their
Form-master. Really, for a moment,
they almest fancied that Billy Bunter
Imci( been right about his mental state.

Such a command was absolutely.
astopunding. .
B astpunding was it that they

blinked at him, instead of cheying.
“Did—did—did you say empty the

Zl
basket on the—the table, sir ¥’ stuttered
Bob blankly.

“I did! Do so this instant!”

“0Oh, all right!"” ;

Utterly amazed, the juniors cleared
books and inkstand off the table, leaving
it clear.

Bob picked up the basket and up-
ended it on the table, the contents
falling out in a very large heap.

It was such a stack of small frap-
ments of all sorts of paper, that anyone
less fiercely determined than BAlr,
(}lu»alﬂh rmight have hesitated to search
through it for a clue. :

But Mr. Quelch did not hesitate.

His papers had not been found im

(Continued on next page.)
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DEFEND AND ATTACK

POINTED out last week the fact
I that nearly all the great teams of

the past could point to strength in

the wing-half positions as one of
their most important socrets of sucepss.
When wo think about the duties of the
wing half-backs of a foothall side, we
ara not surprised tlat this should be so.
I have explained previously that' the
wing-half has two distinet dutiea to per-
form—he must be a defénder and an
attecker. It is not possible to say which
is the more important of these two.
There are the jobs—ihe player must see
that they are both done.

As g means of putting the duties of
a wing half-back inte a nut-shell, which
nll ﬂ% vou can crack without much
trouble, let me summarise them. I like
to think of tho half-back line, and the
wing-halves in particular, as a brick
wall, In the firet of my pictures the
opposing sido is represented by a hard
ball, made of lead, or something hke
that. Thiz hard ball keeps throwing
itself at thoe brick wall, but the wall ia
toe thick to break down, and the hall
just drops to the pround, unable to get
any farther. In that picture the brick
wall 13 representing half-backs who are
very good at the defensive part of thetir
job, but avo not well up in the attacking
side, They can siop the ball—in ‘other
words the opponents—but they can't
send it back the way it has come.

Now putb that picture side by side with
my secontd gne.  In this the half-backs
are represoited by a brieck wall in jusk
ihe same way. The opponents, however,
are represented by o tennis ball. The
tennis ball Lkeeps on throwing itself
against the brick wall. PBut thia time
there 1z a difference. The lrick wall
thraws the ball back again. Do yon see
the moral of the pletures? The half-
backs in the second one are stopping the
opposition, and then sending the ball
back again to iheir own forwards. That
is what the complete half-back is doing
all the time. Dreaking up eppasition
attacks and hacking up his ewn forwazrds
both with actual support and aceurate
pREses.

" OUR(INTERNATIO
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Speed, ball control and dc-
curacy combined with hefti-
ness and artistry go to make
the perfect winF-hﬁIf. Read
what our special reporter has
to say about this all-impor-
tant pusitiﬂg li:-:f the football
e L]

THE COMPLETE FOOTBALLER
YGU can see that to do the "brick

wall ** part of his job the wing-

half will find height, weight,

and strength a great advantage.
I don't say these things are by any
means essential. There was & player
named Tommy Meehan, of Chelsea, who
was well under five and a half feet in
height, yet ha plaved at half-back for
England. Indeed, I am not so sure that
height and weight are so important as
the things whieh are needed to carry ont
ithe other part of the wing-half's duties
—tha supporting and a.ttackiu%' side,
For this thera must be real lcotball
ebility—speed, ball-contrel, accuraey.
In fact, everything which goes to make
up the completo footballer.

If you can combine “heftiness ” and
artistry, all well and good. Players like
Jack Crayston, of Arsenal, Don Welsh,
of Charlion, and Bill Imrie, of WNew-
castle, are just about the ideal. Bi
and strong, really good dribblers, an
first-clazss at sending passes up to their
forwarda.

_As T explained fo you last week it is
impossible for me to lay down the law
as to how much attacking and how
much defending a half-back should do.
He must change his style according to
the play of his colleagues, and the way
the game is going. Always, however,
the half-back who can find time to go
up amongst the forwards, and perhaps
take a hand in the business of goal
scoving, will be the best sort to have on
your sicde. I mentioned Bill Imvie just
now, Do koow that in the emrly
part of this seaton, Imrie ecored more
goals than any other Newecastle playeri

00TB

COACH

ONCE IN A LIFETIME

EXFECT wou have all heard of

Arthur Grimedell. A lot of people

sayv that he was the best wing-half

whko ever kicked a football, In ono
season in which he played at left-half for
Tottenham Hotspur he scored fourtesn
League goals—more than most forwards
score newadaya I also mentioned Don
Welsh s litile way back. I wonder how
many of you went to see Chelses and
Charlton play at Stemford Bridge on
Christmas Day? The people who were
thers saw Wealsh, the Charlton half-back,
score the aﬂrtlaf goal which most of us
3] ::mli,- once 1n & hifed4ime. He dribbled
the ball & good fifty yards before putting
it into the net with a shot which Woodley,
who, doo’t forget, is England’s goal-
keeper, probably didn't see. That gosl
wonld have been remarkable enouph if
it had been scored by a forward., But
Welsh i3 a half-back. He was helping
his forwards in the very bast way.

While I was watching that game on
Christmas Day, however, I mada a little
note on the back of my programme. It
read like this: “Tell Macrer readers—
Welsh going up—the danger.” Looks
rather like double-dutch, doesn’s it?
This is what it meana. Just after Welsh
had scored his great goal, he tried to do
it a second time. But he didn't manage
it. He lost the ball te a Chelsea
defender, who passed it on dowa tho
right wing.

In the normal waﬁ Welsh, who was
the left-half, would have been there fo
stop the inside-right getting away. But
Welsh was still farther up the feld, and
the Chelsea winger had no one to stop
him tsking the ball down and putting in
a centre—from which Chelsea soored a
Eaa]. When that happened, I mnde ﬁy

ttle note to point out to you that when
a half-back goes wup amongst the
forwards, perhaps to try a shot st goal,
someons must fall back to take his place
in case there is any defensive work to
be done. Welsh's move waa a TEI.'E d
ona. The ather players were at fault
in not filling the gap which he had left
in the defence.
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Bunter's study, Bunter denied all
knowledge of them. He had as good
23 admitted that he had, et least,
thought of tearing up those papers.
Now Me. Queleh dreaded that they
were cestroyved, JE that was the fact
hea was going to make it clear, 1f he
conld. Tf the fatuous Bunter had
ndded fragments of the “History of
Greviriars ¥ to the zcent for the paper-
chase, no amount of trouble was going
to provent Mr. Queleh from bringing it

to light!

Standing by the table in Study No.
13, the Eemove master proceeded to
sort through that immense collection of
torn fragments, of all shapes and =izes
—watched 1n silence by the four juniors
in the studr.

Prep, a8 a rule, was regarded as an
extremely unportant function by the
master of the Remove, Now he geemed
to disregard it eniirely. Four juniors
stood idle, while he sorted and sorted
and sorted.again. )

Buddenly his eyes glittered.

From the heap of pnp&r fragments he
picked n small piceo o fmlsca‘% with a
single word written on it. The word
was  “Greyfriara"—and the hand-
writing was his own |

It was a fragment of
papers missing from his study! That
was & cortainty |

Ho necded to search no farther. It
was o case of "ex pede Herculem *—
from that single fragment he traced
the wholo of the missing manuscript |

Mr. Quelch held np that fragment
between finger and thumb. His eves
plitteredd at it.  And Bob and his
friends, =eoing that that feagment bore
a word in Queleh's *fist," exchanged
startled glances. The Remove master
had pgiven Wharton some old papers
that morning to be torn “E for scent;
but none written in his handwriting.
How this fragment came to be in the
seent was, therefore, a puzzle to the
janiors.

one of the

It was no puzzle to their Fonm-
master. He had no doubt on the sub-
ject now. Bunter had torn up thoso
popers | ;

“You may replace the paper in the
basket, Cherrs!?  said My, Quelch
grimly “I have found enough™

“Yos siel” said Bob.

“A guantity of that paper was
bronght from Study No. 7. 1 presume "
said Alr. Quelch. = -

“Yos gir, from all the studies—"

“I have asked you garfimlurlr
tqlmt};er any was brought from Study
No. 1.

“TE‘S, sir.”

“By Buuleri”

“No, Toddy—I mecan, Todd brought
1t here and tipped it into the basket,
sir. lle brought some mora just be-
fore prep, and—"

“Veory well 1™

Alr. Queleh rustled out of the study,
leaving the four fellows perplexed and
ratler scared. Ile strode back to
Stucy No. T with billowing gown.

Billy Bupter. gave & gasp of slarm
when he rmﬁpea.rﬂd there.

Mr. Queleh held up the fragment of
foolscap !

“PBunter! That is a portion of one
of the sheets of paper removed from
wy giudy ! he said. “That paper was
torn up for scemt. My papers have
been destroyed, I have no doubt—I can
have no doubt—that it was done by
yon i*

“I—I never—" gaspod Bunter.

*You will be judged by your head-
master, Bunter| Dr Locke will be in
his stuely in an hour's time. You will
then go therp——"
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“I—1 aay——"'

“I shall be there!” added Alr
Quelech grimly. “I can hold out no
hope io you, Bumter, that vou will
escape  expulsion from  Greyiriars.
Thet you descrve it, for this act of
wanton mnd unfeeling destruction, you
niust be well aware. That, for the
present, is all.”

%ﬁi neloh tI;umE;md mdvn.s. "

Uly Bunter fair B after him.

“Oh erikey 1" he gasﬁag

That was all that Bunter could say!

————

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Way Out!

ARRY WHARTON cpened the
door of Btudy Ne. 1 and looked
out mto the passage.

Frank Nugent joined him in
the deorway.

Carter rvemasined at the study table—
a lurking grin on his hard faco. Hea
had expected pre}i te be interrupted
that evening.d t had been inter-
"2 What the dick

i at the dickens is up?” exclaimi
irg Rk P claimed
_ In prep, fellows were supposed to kee
in thei: studies. Thers were, indect
Eenn'!tma for leaving the same in prep.

ut that rule was disregarded now by
nearly all the Remove,

More than half the study doors were
open. More than half the Form were
out in the passage. There was a buzz
of excited voices.

From amid the buzz came the fat,
disinal, dolorous squeak of William
George Bunter.

“1 sav, you fellows, Pm for it! 1
never did it, vou know! You know I
never did ir, don't rou, Bob

“I know I thought I'd stopped von,
vou fat chump ! answered Bob Cherry.
“If you were idiot enough—" )

“I wasn't geoing to deo it!” howled
Bunter. “Yon jolly well know I
wasn't! I asked you fellows if you'd
do it That's guite Qifferent !

“More in your line!™ remarked
E!{IEIIEI‘,
"1 knew Queleh wounld jump on me,
if I did!"” wailed Bunter. “*T {old you

s0. Cherry! ¥ou know I did.”

“I guess somebody did it ! grinned
Fisher T. Fish. “I'll tell & man, vou're
the nigger in the wﬂﬂdpile. Bunter.”

“Beast ! T never—

“What's up ! roared Wharlon along
tlie passage.

A dozen voices told him. The cap-
tain of the Remove joined the crowd,
and Nugent followed him. Cartor fol-
lowed as far as the study deorway and
stood looking out and listening.

“But why did Queleh fix on Bunter,
Toddy " asked the captain of the
Remove.  “Every fellow in the Form
had o hand in tearing up the scent,
and 1t was all stacked into the same
bazket.”

Y That fat clomp dropped his hanky
i Queleh's study, and Quelch found i
there ! answered Peler

“That was when I saw him, after
class, about my Latin paper !’ howled

Bunter. “It must have been, vou seo,
because I never went to the study altor-
wards. ™

“Hez you!l” grinned Fisher T. Fish,

“1 tell yom I never did—"

"Well, if Queleh found o bit of his
mannscnipt in the scent, some Bemove
man must have torn up his papers,”
saitl Harry, “Nono of your larks,
Sunpthy 17

He gave the Bounder a rather sharep
lank.

Herbert Vernop-8mith lavghed,

“"Hardly I Le said. “T've got sems
nerve—butb not nerve enpugh to meddle
with Quelch’s jolly old literary works!
Not guilty, my lora ¥

*Fancy Bunter baving the nervei®
sald Hazeldene.

“IFools rush in where sngels fear to
tread ! remarked Squiff,

“1I didn't=—" wvelled Bunter.

“Quelch seems tp think you did, if
he's going to take vou to the big Beak
to be sacked!” remarked Ogilvy.

“I don't see that it’s proved apainst
Bunter I said Bob Cherry slowly.
“He might hove dropped that hanky
there when he saw Queleh after class.”

¢ blithering Owl let out to Queleh
that he had the idea in his silly nut,”
seld Petor. ““That did it!”

“Oh, my hat!”

“1 didn't!” roared Bunter. “You
heard me, Toddy! I told Queleh that
I never theught of such a thing, and
that Bob never laid inte me with
rulore—"

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“ Blessed if I*ean soc anvthing to
eaokle at! I jolly well know I never
did it—why, I shouldn't have dared!”
gasped Bunter,

“That bit sounds true!"” romarked
the Bounder.
Bob  Cherry glanced alon the

passage to the hard faco locking out
of the doorway of Study Ne. 1. His
lips set.  Binea he had learned of
Carter’s schome against the fat Owl of
the Remove, Bob was prepared to see
Carter's hand in all the long tale of
disasters that happened to Billy Bunter.
That suspicion was in his mind now.

Yet he had to admit to himself that
that was merely a suspicion, bascd on
liis knowledge of the fellow’s fortuous
trickery. There was not the remotesy
s;:m of evidence to connect Carler with
the matier ot all.

There was o rather strange expression
on Carter's face,

He was as much surprized as anv
ather fellow in the Remove, 1o lear
that a torn fragment of gl’:ﬂi'ﬂh.ﬁ mani-
script had been discovered in the basket
of scent. He had cxpected that discovery
to be made in Bunter's book in Buuter’s
siudy, But it did not take him
long to guess that that hook 1iself
must have been torn up for sceut, and
that that was how it had happened.

“Look here,” said Bob Cherry, amid
& buzz of voices. " Bunter thought of
that fatheaded idea, but he wanted
other fellows to do it—he hadna't the
nerve himself! I don't believo he did
1t 1

“Better 61l Quelch that '™ grinned
Skinner.,  “Queleh Lnows that Bunter
thopght of doing it—and knowa that it
was done! Queleh ¢an put two and
two together! Fle's quile good at
arithmetic.”

“iin, ha, ha!”
~ “Some Remove chap must have done
i ! sand Beolsover major.

“I don’t believe Bunter did!™

“I jolly well didn't I gasped Bunier,
“I zay, Cherrr, was it you did o *»

“What ¥ roared ;

“I mean to sayx, if you did, vou onght
fo own up, now I'm up for the s=ack,
vou know I urged Bunter auxionslvy,
“I know I suggested it—bnt if you did
it, old chap—"

“You burbling idiok !

“Oh. really, 5Imr1';r;—-—-*'-t

HMWhere was Bunter, after I lLiooted
him ont of my study ¥ asked Bob., 'If
he can prove that he was nowhere near
Gutelel’s study—"

“1 was in my etudy, reading thoe
‘ Burglars’ Boarding-SBehool,” that that
Least Toddy tore up for scent after<

Wa e g—



* Bless my soul ! ** exclaimed Mr. Quelch.
chirruped the fat Removite.

“Then vou can't prove—"

“Only my word (" said Bunter. *1
think Quelch ought to take my wordd
I could tell him anything if he would,
you know! But—hse won't!"”

“Ha, ha, ha "

“Oh, don't cackle!™ roared Bunter.
“I've got to go to the Headl Quelch
eave it will bo the sack! I say, you
fellows, what can I doi”

“ Pack your box | suggested Skinner.

“ Beast 1™

“Shut up, Skinmer !™ growled Baob
Cherry, “This isn't a mattor for joking !
That fat ass is for it, if ho can't get out
of this! I don't belicve he did it.
For ono thing, he was too jolly lazy to
tear up any scent.”

“1 never had time, vou know—"

“8Bhut up, fathcad!”

"B‘Eﬂ.ﬁt!"

“TLook here,” zaid Bob, wrinkling his
brows in thought. *'Bome Remove man
did jt—we dou't know who, though I
may have an idea. But whoever did
it, tore the papers up as secent, and I
jolly well know that none camo from
Bunter. I believe he was the only
fellow in the Form whe never lent a
hand—but 1 know ho didn't.”

“Not a scrap I =aid Bunter eagoerly.
“¥You see, I never had the time—"

“ By o, exclaimed  Haorry
Wharton, *if Bunter never tore up any

seent,  he  npever tove up Quelch’s
papers—-—*"
“ I never di 2

“The basket was in wmy study.” said
Bob. “T know Bunter never brought
any there! Taddy did—"

“Not fram Bunter I said Peter, “I
moppe:] up his gory literature, becauso
he hadn't put a spot of scent in the
boagz. ™

“Then if Bundfer did it, how did he
do ity demanded Bob,  “ Quelch found
that scrap of paper in our basket of
scont.  Bupier never contribuied &
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“ Are—are you sure that you have that dog safe, Bunter ? ** 'F-II‘illl!’I= quite, sir { **

n- .,.u-‘_} I' L

“* He's all right with me ! I—1I know how {o manage dogs, sir

single serap! Ho it never came from
Bunter."

“ My esteomed Bob, you ought to be
an absurd detective 1" exclaimed Hurres
Jamzet Ram Singh. * It ia terrifically
cortain that the idictic Bunter was too

lazy to tear up sny scent!"

“Beats Bherlock Helmes!"” grinned
tha Bounder. ““Blessed if I can see
how Bunter can possibly have done it 1"

“We'll tell the Head 50, when Bunter

51" said Beb. "“We'ro all witnesses
at the lazy fat enail nover did .any of
the work.”

“Beast 17

Carter turned back inte Study No. 1
with a bitter loock on his face. He had
thought and thought over his cunning
gscheme, and had been able to deteck
no loophole of escape for Bunter.
Chance—and Bob Chorry—lhiad found

one |

-That  uncxpected  chance, that
Bunter's book had been torn up and
added to the basket of seent, had done

it] MNobody knew that Quelch's paper
had been in that book—but everybody
knew that Billy Bunter had not added
a sinrle, solitary serap to the basket of
seent in Study Neo, 13

The schemer of tha Kemove really
began to wonder whether it was, aftor
all, chance, or whother there was some-
thing 1n roguery itself that fore-doomed
it to defeat |

——

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.

Pulling Bunter Through !

R. LOCKE raised his eycbrowa.
Mr. Quelch glared. .

Bunter was expected in the

Head's study ! An army of the

Remove were not! But quite an army

marched in with Bunter.
The fat Owl rolled in first.  After
himm walked the Famous Five. Then

came Peter Todd, and Bmithy, and
Russell, and Ogilvy, and several more
fellows,. The Head's sludy was a
spacious apartment: but it looked quite
crowded,

“*What—" began the Head.

" What—"" rapped Mr. Quelch.

“1 understood, Mr. that
Bunter alone wae sent for!™ said Dr.
Locke, .

“That in the coso, sir! I ecammaot
imagine why all theso other boys have
come here with hiin. Lesve the study
"l S en ol ir—" began H

ou please, sir— gan Harry
t‘f'hnrtgn. P

1 have told you to leave the study,
Wharton 1"

*Yos, sir; but—"

“One moment,” said Dr. Locke,
raiging his hand. *“ Possibly these boys
have zomae knowlodge of the matter,
Mr, Quelch | In that case, it may ba aa
well to hear what thay thave to say.”

““Is that the case, Wharton ¥

“Yes, gir!”

“We gll koow, sir—"' began Bob.

“¥ou need say nothing, Cherry, unti}
vour headmaster questions youl* said
Mr. Quelch acidly,

“Oh! Very well, sir(” ,

“1 will question Bunter first 1" said

Dr. Locke. “Bunter, do you deny
having ahstracted certain .spapera from
yvour Form-master's study 7

“0Oh, ves, sirl I never did—"

“You deny having torn them up for—
for what I think is called scent, for a
paper-chase ¥

“1 never—"

“Had
Donter ' 3

“Oh, no, sirt I wouldn't!” gasped
Bunter, *These fellows know, sir—
T told them I wouldn't, because Quelch
would guess it was me, sirl I mean,
I never thought of anything of the
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kind, sir! It's not
t]mtg.}] ehould iilltlil-l:fi.'il R b

“shut you tat idio reatne
Feter Tﬂﬁﬁ‘

“Oh really, Toddy—" 2

Hgilencel It in clear,"” said the
Head, “that the l:hm:ig'l':.f- oceurred to
this foolish boy of deing this very
thing, and his statements are abso-
Iutely worthless. I will hear what
these bovs have to say. You will speak,
Wharton."”

“Yes, gir! It's true that Bunter
thought of plaring that silly trick—="

“h, really, Tﬂdd}frﬁ"—”

“Bilence, Bunter.’

“Heo. thought of it, sir,” said Harry,
“but he never did it. He hasn't sense
cnough to understand how serious it
was; but he never thought of doing it
himeelf. And we all know that he never
did it, sir, and we thought we ought
to come here and tell you so.”

“If you know this, Wharton, how do
vou know 1" asked the Head.

“Mr. Quoleh found his papers, or
scraps of them, in the basket of scent in
Cherry’s study, sir. They had been torn
up for ecent. I suppose it must have
Lbeen 8 Remove man that did it; but it
certainly was not Bunter, for he never
tore up any scent, and never went npear
the basket.”

“Indecd '™ said the Head.

Mr. Quelch compressed his lips

“Is it not the custom for all the boys
eoncerned In a paper-chaseé to assist in
prepating the scent ?” asked Dr. Loake.

“Yes, as & rule, sir; but Bunter was
ton. logy—"

“Laok here, Wharton——"

“Will you be silent, Bunter?”

“Yeos, siv; but I never had timo—"

“Beo silent! Proceed, Wharton”

“Punter was the only fellow in the
whole Form that never helped,” went
on the captain of the Hemove. 0
dodged it sll the time. Todd left an
empty bag in his study for Bunter to
fill, and found it empty when he went
up to prep. All the scent torn up in
Study No. 7 was done by Todd and
Dutton, and taken along to Study Ne: 13
by Todd. Bunter had nothing to do
with it."

“Indeod ! repeated the Head.

“The only time he came to Bob's—I
mean Cherry's—study was when we
were all there, and after we went down
Wun Lung stayed in the study. Bunter
never went hear the basket. He never
put anything into Teodd's bag. Not a
single serap came from Bunter.”

“What do you think of this, Mr.
weleh P asked the Head. * Wharton,
understand, is your head boy, and
you ean rely upon him.”
GIT We all say the same, sir!” said Bob
eTry.

“I rely upon all these boys, so far as
their kvowledge extends,” gaid My
Queleh. *“But Bunter himself made the
explicit statement to me, that he had
been too busy tearing up seent for the
paper-chase to have time to look for
the handlkerchief he had dropped in
my studr.”

“0h crikey I gasped Bunter. *I—I
never meant—— Oh lor’ | Oh crumbs 1™
Even the fat Ananias of the Remove
realised just then that truth had its
uses, and reckless prevarieation s
little diffienlties,

"¥Yon hear this, Wharton ? said tho
Head soverely

“Bunter was talking nonsense, sir, as
he always does,” said Harry. “Ho
never did any of the scent.”

"Mar I speak, sir?" asked Poater.
"You may, Todd, if you have any-

thing to say. bearing upon the matter.”
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“Bunter fancied that Mr. Queleh wasz
angry with him for losing his handker-
chief, and told the first silly lio that
came into his head,” explained Peter.
“He always does, as Mr. Queleh knows,
BIF."

“0Oh, really, Toddy—"

* Bilence, Bunter !™

“I don't think Teodd ought te make
out that I'm untrathful, =, said
Bunter.

“Ba silent, you foolish boy !

"We’ia all wii!:nesse% sir, that not ta
serap of paper from Bunter went into
the basket of scont,” said Frank
Nugent. “He couldn’t possibly have
put in what Mr. Quelch found there.”

“If that is the case, Mr. Queleh, and
theze boys ﬂcf;pea.r certain of what they
sav—"" said the Head slowly.

Mr. Quelch’'s lips flosed ‘Kavdir,
Bitterly incensed as he was, he wanted
to bhe just. Very much indeed he
wanted to visit dire punishment on the
voung rascal who had destroyed his
precious manuseripts, but he did not
want to land it on the wrong man.
There was a brief silence. ]

“In view of this, sir,” eaid DM
Quelch, at last, “I can only ask you to
leave the matter open, pending further
investigation.”

“That appears to be the only
resouree,’” said Dr. Locke. * Boys, you
may leave my study.” x

And the army of juniors marched
out, Billy Bunter ':g'a&?irtg with relief
when he was onca safely outside the
dreaded door .

“1 say, you fellows, I'm jelly glad
that’'s over,” he said. *I E'T]ri'* I wonder
who regged old Queleh’s silly papers?
Some pal of mine, I expect, paying him
out for giving me that whopping for
nothing, Was it you, Toddy?”

“ Idiot t

“Well, you can tell me, old chap,”
said Bunter., *“I shan’t give vou away,
of course. Was it you, Cherry "

“*Fathead !

“Well, it ‘must have been somebody,”
said Bunter. “One of you fellows, of
conrse. I don't sea why wvou can't tell
me. If it was vou, Cherry—— Owl
What ore you grabbing my collar for,
vou fathead £ )

Bob Cherry did not explain why he
was grabbing Bunter's collar, Ex-
planation was unnecessary, as DBunter
knew the next moment.

Bang !

“Yarooh I roared Bunter, as his
bullet head established contact with the
passage wall.

Bang!

“Ow! Wowl
L‘E Eﬂ !:II‘

tang |

“ Yoo-hoo-hoooooop " roared Bunter.

And the army of juniors marched
awey, leaving Billy Bunter rubbing his
head and glaving after Bob with tha
deadliest glare of which his big
spectacles were capable,

Yoo-hoop! Beast!

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Paper-chase !
i YGUR boys, Quelch ' said M.

Prout,

“¥es," said Mr. Quelch
shortly.

He frowned.

It was the following afternoon—

Wednesday, and a half-lieliday, The
Remove paper-chase was on.

The two Form-masters were taking a
walk that afternoon by country lanes
and weodland paths, and they were a

good many miles from Greyfriars when

-+ thoy spotted the paper-chase.

Quelech was stalking, and Prout roll
ing, by a glade in Redelyfio Wood, when
the nate of & distant bugle reached their
ears. Then two juniors came trotting
in sight—Wharton and Bob Cherry—
scattering ecent from the bags of torn
paper slunig over their shoulders,

The two juniors looked bright and
cheery and very fit, and were Eﬂdﬁn?ly
enjoying the run across country—quite
a pleasant sight to Mr, Quelch’s eyes.
But he frowned. He could not help
thinking of fragments of the * History
of Greviriars ¥ mixed with the zcent the
hares were scottering as they van.

That morping, in class, Quelch had
been sharp, indeed neid—lilke a bear
with & sore head, as Skinner disrespeet-
fully deseribed it. Not a clue had been
found to the vandal who had serapped
hiz papers. The one thing clear was,
that it was not Bunter; but it might
have been almost any other fellow in the
Remove.,  Quelch’s Form was a
numetons one, so he had plenty to
choose from,

The Remove fellows themselves could
not guesa who the culprit was. Hob
Cherry suspected Carter; no ong else
had even & suspicion. But they ell
knew that Bunter was not the man.

Queleh had, more or less, to take tho
same view; but doubt lingered. Heavch-
ing in%ﬁr}' had revealed nothing. Cer-
tainly he was not going o risk giving
Bunter another unjust punishiment. Ono
mistake of that kind was more tlian
enongh. But he was not sotisfied that
Bunter was not .the man, and tho fat
Ow!l had found him guite unpleasant in
closs.  Quelch was  just, but Billy
Bunter found strict justice rather an
uncomfortable thing. DBunter was called
to order for every fault that morning,
and as the name of his faults was legion
he had had quite a héctic time,

Tragments of paper scattered behind
Wharton and Bob Cherry, left o

trail through the wood; but the ring of
the bugle behind ehowed that !he? ad
been sighted. They put on speed, and

came racing past the spot where the two
Form-masters stood, L

“Halle, halle, hallal There's
Quelch 1¥ ejaculated Bob, in passing.

They ran on, and disappcarcd into the
wood. Then on the paper trail came
the pack into sight—Vernon-Bmith and
Squiff leading, Mavk Linley and Carter
just behind, and a dozen more

ovites strung out after them. Tho
pack rushed on, and disappeared into
the wood after the harce.

“A healthy sport, Queleh!™ boomed
Prout. - s

“Oh, timte ¥ snid Mr. Quelch.

Stragglers of the fmcls came on aller
the main body, singly or in twos. Last
of all rolled Billy Banter, puiling and
blowing.

Me. Queleh gave Dunter a epeeial
frown as he passed.

The fat junior, spotting hiin, put on
speed and vanizhed after the rest

Then the two IForm-masters resumed
their walk. ‘

Hares and howods ran on, with a long
run  before they civeled back to the
school., But there was ene member of
the pack whe was no louger running.
That one was Ihlly Bunter. And there
was another if Bunicr had known ik

Bunter was not fearfully keen on
paper-chases.  In  fact, he disliked
heaving iz weight aleng the paper
trail ns nmch as he disliked the lobour
of tearing uvp the scent.

Bunter had kept unp with the pack,
g0 far, for one reason, and one roason
only. D'eter Todd Lind been kecping an
eve on L.



Peter's idea was that they did not
sinck in Study No. 7. This was ratheyr
hard on Bunter, whose fat existence
was ofie perpetual slack, so far as he
eould make ik 8o,

During that run, Bunter had stopped
to rest three times, and tried to dodge
away four timea Seven times had
Petor's boot started him on the trail
again, regardless of tha loud howls of
protest from Bunter.

4o long as they were crossin
country, there was no help for 1, and
Bunter rolled, and plunged, and puffed,
and blew, and gave Peter deadly
blinks, and thought with ]nngmﬁ of a
study armchair and a study hre to
frowst over. But in the intricate paths
of Redelyffe Wood, Bunter's chance
came at last 5

Amid trees and thickats, Peter’s eagle
eve looked round for him—in vain. And
he had to keep on minus Bunter !

Bunter’s idea of a paper-chase was
to “chuck * it at the earliest possible
moment and pick the shortest route
homeward. Now he was, at least, Iree
to plod his homeward way, like the
waary ploughman in the poem,

The shortest ent to Greyfriars, from
thet part of Redclyffe Wood, lay across
the land of Redmay Farm. DBunter
knew where to find s stile giving access
to the farm—and he knew, also, that it
was adornad by a large board—
“Trespassers will bo Prosccuted.”

He did not bother about that, Mr
Bedmay’s objection to strangers root-
img over his land, and disturbmmg his
flocka and herds, did not matter so
much aa the more imEurt.nnf- fact that
it saved & mile on the homeward way,

Ho, once safe from Peter's a:agla eyvea
and active boot, Bunter rolled in search
of that stile, recklessly ready to trespass
at the risk of being prozecuted=-and
happily ignorant that another member
of the pack was following him.

A fooipath led to the stile, and Bunter

almoszt reached it when he discerned

open

two figures ahead of him, standing at
the stile.

“Beasts [ murmured Bantor. And
ho halted, . _

Ha apghud thet disrespectful epithet
to Quelch and Prout! a two Form-

mastors stood there, looking across at
the attractive, sunny meadows beyond,
dotted with sheep, their backs to
Bunter. .
Obviously, Bunter could not disregard
that warning board under the eyes of
his Form-master. He leaned on a tree
to rest, and walted for the beasts to go.
Prout’s boom reached his fat ears
“Oonte, Quelch! A vory ?Ieaaant
walk scross these meadows—"
"“You see the notice, Pront?”
“Really, Quelch, we shall do no harm
to tha farmeor’s sheap if wo walk across
these meadows! Alorcover, I have no
deubt that it is an ewpty threat. How
often are trespassers prosecuted §*
“Rarely, perhaps; but once would be
toe often, if the proscouted person hap-
pened to be oneself,” said Mr, Quelch

drvly.
*I doubt wvery much whether tho
farmor has a right to put up that

notica at all, Quelch.

“Pozsibly not,  DBut' I shonld prefer
not to contest the matfer in Courtheld
County Court, Prout 1"

Grunt, from Proutl

The portly master of the Iifth had
more weight to carry than the long,
lean master of the Hemave, and short
cuts appealed to him alumost as much as
to Billy Bunter.

“ A bad example to the boys, Prout,™
added Quelch,

“Ii any were presont,
grunted Prout,
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He glanced round—and spotted a fat
figure on the footpath bcehind, at a
littlo distanee,

“Qh1” he ejaculated. )

Quelch glanced round, and emiled
faintly.

“That is Bunter,” he =said. *“A
schoolmaster cannot be too careful, as
you gee, Prout| If Bunter saw us dis-
regard this bodird be would be en-
eouraged to do the same. Indeed, it
may boa with that very intention that he
is thera! I had better speak to him.
Bunter 1™

Billy Bunter faded into the wood.

Porhaps he guessed what Queleh was
going to say. Anyhow, he had had
enough of _auelch or one day. He
tur}:;md a deaf ecar and backed out of
1Ei t’l

r, Queleh frowned. Ho was almoest
gure that Bunter had heard him. 3till,
ha could not be guito suro.

“He is gone!” said Prout, with a
rather yearning eye on that short cub
home.

“Probably not far!” snswerced Mr.

Quelch. ]

“Really, Quelch, I think—— Why—
what—what—what 15 that?” Easqed
Prout. *(Good gracious! What—"

Whiz! Crash!

From somewhere in the thickela a
lump of turf whizzed, hitting My
Quelch’s hat fair and square, and knock-
ing it off hia head! ]

&‘}m Remaove master staggered, with
a startled exclamation. His hat
drﬂft_?p'&ﬂ at his feet, accompanied by the
turf,

“(Good graciousi™
* Who—what—" i

Mr. %uelch ut 8 hand on the stile to
stendy himself | He gazed as 1f trans-
fixed at his hat on the ground. Some-
ona had hurled that turf from the
thickets, and knocked his hat off—and
only 4 minute ago he had seen Bunter !

The ecxpression that came over Mr.
Quelch's face was itively terrifying.
Yor a moment or two he stood, then he
grah’hed up the hsat, jammed it on his

ead, and rushed back into the wood
in search of the turf-hurler.

He was not likely to find him.

gasped  Prout.

Arthur Carter was ulreaﬂg cutting
after the pack at top speed, leaving
the 'GTI of the Remove to face tho
music

THE EICHTEENTH CHAPTER.
Quelch in & Quandary !

1 H crikeyl” gasped Billy
Bunter.
Peering out of the thickets,
to ascertain whether Quelch
and Prout were getting a move on,
Bunter's e:t(ea almost popped through
his spectacles nt the sight of Quelch’'s
hat filying off uvnder the crash of the
whizzing turf.

Who had done it, Bunter had not the
faintest idea.

Ho had not given Carter a thought.
It was not likely to occur to his fat
brain that the rascally voung schemer,
after seeing Mr. Quelch, had dropped
behind the peek in the h%pu of spotting
just such a chanco. Had Buntor kept
on the run no such chance could have
como Carter's way; but, as usoasl, his
own fat slacking was his undoing. As
it was, he had played ints the young
rasenl’s hands as mr;;g]&tﬂ!y as Carter
himself could have wished.

“Bunter 1” he heard Mr. Queleh's
voice, on 4 high note. * Bunter{”

“Oh erumhbs 1"

“ Bunter | Where—ch 1 ¥Yon are hera|
You young rascal—rvou disrespectful
voung rascal " thundym‘cr} AMr. Queleh.
“How dare youi”

5

Billy Bunter blinked at him in terroe,
“I—I say, I haven't done anything 1"
he ped.
“You threw that turf—"
“Oh unke]]lrl I dida’t1"” shrieked

Banter. “0Oh lor'! It wasa't mel Oh
lor'l I never—'7

He jumped back, with unusual
activity.

%uelch had a walking-stick in his
right hand. With his left he reached
at Bunter. )
What he was going to do with the
welking-atick in hia right, efter he had

rabbed Bunter with his left, the fat
wl did not need telling.

Bunter did pot stay to be grabbed!

He dodged, and flew.

“Bunter!” roared Mr, ‘%uaif:h.
“Stopl I am going to punish you
inost severely ! Stop I

That really was not the way to make
Bunter atopl Being punished most
saverely had mno altraction for him
whatever!

Hiad‘::rflted, and after him rushed Mr.

2

Prout gave a gasp as a fat figure flaw

by him, bounded at the stile, and
car&umci over 1t.

“8top that boy!” shricked Mr.
Guelch,

Prout clutched—too latel
_ Bunter was over the stile, and speed-
ing across the meadow, his fab little
legs going like machinery! Bunter's

gne fized idea, at that moment, was to
get out of reach of Mr. Quelch and his
walking.stick! Nothing else mattered,

“My dear Quelch——" ejaculated

rou

Quelch did not answer him. His long
lega whisked over the etile, and he
rushed after Bunter, ards announc-
ing thet trespassers would be proee-
cuted failed to interest him at that
moment. Heo wanted to reach Bunter,
,E)gst as keonly as Bunter did not want to

reached !

“Bless my soul |” gasped Mr. Prout
as pursued and pursuer vaniched across
the green meadow,

Billy Bunter, ss & rule, was no
gprinter; but he put up quite & mrpris-

ing speed at this moment. He fairly
whizzed !

“Hi I" roared 8 voice, as he shot past
g barn. "“"Hil BStop1”

Bunter did not heed, even if he
heard | barking dog was heard in
the baro. A red-faced man, in gaiters.

and armed with & pitchiork, rushed
out inte Dunter's Wway, to stop him.
Trespassera wera & worry to Mr.
Redmay, but he had reslly never beheld
such o flagrant case ea this—a school-
boy bolting bfy his barn, under his very
oyes, and refusing- to I:I'E!Ed_htﬁ ¢all to
stop! He rushed to stop him |

No doubt, the {armer expected
Bunter to stop at once as he jum
into hiz way. But Bunter did not stop.
With ucg:h and his  welking-aticlk
behind, hoe dared not! Buomter charge.d
wildlv on, lowered his bullet head, and
butted |

Taken by surprise, the farmer sat
down suddeoly,” with & bump that
almost shook his farm.

Bunter careered round hint and
charged on.

The farmer sat and spluttered. A
big mastiff came scuttling out of the
barn, and pranced round the sitbibg
man, barking industriously.

Bunter seudded on. He was winded,
and gurgling for breath; and though the
February v Wdas wid, perspiration
clotted his fat brow, : ]

Even with Mr. Quelch’s walking-stick
brandished behind, Bunter could not
have kept it up much longer. He
plunged through a gap in hedge
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into the moxt field, and bLlinked back

over a fat shoulder.

To his sarprise, he saw no pursuer—
neither Mr, Queleh nor the farmer |

It was an immenso relief 1

He tottered on, towards @ cart that
lay at rest with its shafts to the ground.
It was the only apot where he couled get
a rest out of sight.l There was styaay in
the cart, and Bunter rolled inta 1t with
a gasp of thankfulness. He ecould only
hope that Quelch, when he came on,
would pazs.that cart, without guessing
that Bunter had taken cover in if.

But Queleh had Bunter only known if,
was not coming on'l
- Queleh had arrived at the spot where
the farmer sat splultering: and 1t was
a ease of “ihus far and no farther.™

The stout man in gaiters clambered
fo his feet, picked up his pitehfork anl
T;!ﬁi‘uﬂ. at tho Remove master, blocking
s way! It was altogether too much
for My, Eedmay's patienee! A school.
boy had bolted across his land, anc
kuocked him over in transit. Now a
man I o omuddy hat ancd an overcoat
was following on—regardless of the
rights of propertyl The farmer was
wot shanding this, at any prical e
field the pitebfork threateningly in front
of Mr. Quelch—and the Remove master
halted and backed away & step or two.

“Off with von, you trespassing
rascal ! rvoaved the fnrmer.

“My pood man—" pgasped Alr
Gueleh,

“Food man vourself ! " retorted Mr.

Redmay., "UGet out, or I']] set the dog
an vou! Ilere, Toothy!"
. "1 am a schoolmaster—I am follow-
ing a boy belonging to my Form—I
must sk your to execuse mo—"" gasped
Mr, taic't.

“You & schoolmaster!™ hooted the

farmer, “If yow'ro & schoplmaster,
can't you read? ™ .
“Ehl What? Yea! Certainle.”

"Then vou've read that board at tho
stile, and vou know that this is private
lancd, and vow're trespassing ! " snorted

r. Redmey,

THE MAGNET
O] Yes! D=

“Trampling over my land, and dis-
turbing wy sheep!  There's boen n
pitchifork missed from that bam )
derve say you had it ™

Mr, Queleh fairly guregled, It was
true that he waz trespassing—he conid
not .d‘?“l'? that! But 40 bo sucpeeied of
having “pinched ** o piichfork from o
farmer's barn, was really toe much.

“How dare you! ™ he gasped. " You
are insolent—]——"

“Beize him, Toothy!” roared Mr.
Redmay. "“Get himl Get that tramp,
Toothy 1
. There was & regular tornado of hark-
ing from Toothy, and he carcered ats
RMr. G%u-:s il
Quelch was no coward: but a big
mastiff rushing at him, with i:r:'gi jaws,
was 4 serious proposition. He backed
swiftly awav, whacking out with his
waltking-stick!  He stumbled in the
stubble, and the stick shipped from his
grasp as he threw out his bands to save
himself., Leaping up, weaponless, the
Hewove wmaster dodged wildly.

*“Call that dog off, you stupid man!
he velled.

“Beize hime Toothy ! roared A
Redmax, waving the dog on.

Queleh  dodged, and  hopped,  and
jumped ! Close au band was the harm—
one of these ancient buatldings with =
thatchéd roof sloping down at one end,
to within three feet of the ground. My,
Queleh grabbed at it, amd swung him-
self out of Teach,

Toothy had o stop below the ecaves,
glarin up at him, aypd Dbarking
fnrim:ﬁm My, Qualch, clamped on -the
thatched slope; pasped for breath, and
stared cdewn at Loothy.

“Will you call vour dog off 7" he
sivieked.
“MNo, I won't!™ retorted the farmer.

“You came on my land without leave,
and I dessay yvou was after anothey
pitehfork——"

"Tool ! ™

“Oh, all right! T ain't fool enough
to 'ave my tools pinched, il I can stop
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it! You get off my Iand, asz soon as
vou like ! Watch him, Toothy ! ™

*1 cannot remain here! ™ shrieked
Mr, Quelch, 23 tha farmer turned to_go.

“Who's asking you to? ™ retoried A,
Redmafh
“Call that dag off.™
*Wateh him, Toothy

‘The farmer tramped away in the
direction Billy Buntar had talen.

Mr. Quelch shoutad after lom, wn-
heeded. Then he stared down ot
Toothy=-watching him1 The mastiff
had ceased to bark: but he watched,
with a steady eye. 'The more My,
Queleh looked at that big, poworful
mastiff, the less inclined he felt to conmo
to close quarters with him.

e cast a despairing glaneco back the
way he had come, wondering if Frout
could help bim. Redelyiffe Wood was a
dark line in the distance—tho stilo whero
e had left Prout was out of sight.
Frout had not followed. There was no
hel{) for Quelch.

Io looked at Tootliy again ! He liked
ithe mastilfz looks less than ever. ITe
glanced after the favner—bub 3Mr
Redmay had alveady disappeared be-
voirul & hedge.

* Bless my goul | ™ gasped Mr, Queleh,

He remamed on the 5};ni-illg thatehed
roof. He had to remain there, till tho
farmer chose to return and call off tho
mastiff. Obviously, the farmer did not
intend fo return soon—if at all!  He

1

EFJ

was giving that trespasser o lesson! It
was awful for My, Quelchi ‘
But there was noe help for it! The

cold winds of Febraary blew round hin,
as he bunched himsélf on the slope of
the barn, and watched Toothy, while
Toothy watched hun, The long, long
minutes, weary and dreary minutes,
passed, wlile Mr. Quelch, a helpless
gtmcmer. squatted on the thatch like
atience on 4 monument |

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.

Bunter the Brave!

ILLY BUNTER hardly breathed,

Hiz fat person was only hall-

hidden by the straw in the cort,

in which he had taken refuge.

Anyone looking in, over the side of the

cart, nwst have spotted him.  So the

sound of foolsleps wsropping close ab

haud, was a tereifyving one to hie fas
ears !

Unaware of AMr. Quelch’s dilermma,
he expected the Remove master to come
on in pursuit, any moment; and hoped
ferventty that he wonld pass that cart
unsuspecting. DBut the footsteps  stop-

o !
p"he hapless fat Owl Euprrnssnﬂ his
breathing ! Kf thiz was Queleh, he was
done for! Dut lie soon learned thab it
was not Queleh, as he heard @ deep
voice from the man he conid not see.

“Seen o boy erossing  this  field,
CicorgeT ™ :

“No, sur—I only just coom—"

“F dare say he's far enovgh away by
thizs time, the troapassing young
seoundrel ! Well, I've got the other! ™

Bunter heard a clmekle—anpparentiy
from George! ;

“I zee un, Mr. Redmay, snir! Stick-
ing on the roof of the old barn! klaw,
Iraw, haw!" ]

Angther chuckle—this time {vom Ale
Bedmay !

* Let him stick there, George | I"1'aps
he'll learn 1o keep off a farmer's
land ! e says he's o schoolmnster ! TE
e 15, how'd hie like me to walk into his
cchool any time I pleased?  Preople

Printed in Fegland and published aver
E}ﬁm 4.

b pbliiied_sveir. Shtnriy Ay Jle Fropnoe
rartiasmen g [ R -

Eluhwrip!iﬁ"ﬂd raféa: Enland apd Abroad, 1la. per Aannom: 5a &d.
Gordon & Gotel, Ltd,, agd for 3cnth Africs: Cemtral Bews Agpcovy, Lid.—Saturday,

om, E.C.4,

Streat, I
Eple

for aix ihanths.

nts, The Amalgamated Press, Ltd., The Fleotway Homea,
Registered _
Agrots for Australia and Hu&mni.ﬂ_d:

Februney 19th, 1338

Forringdon Birect,
Canadian Magazine

SHELT

for tromsipission Ly



seem to think that a farmer's property
is everybody's property, George.”

*They do so, zur.” :

“He can stick there as long as he
likes! I've got to go over to Court.
field. Don't you go near the barn,
George.”

M No, zur”

“Toothy’s watching him! He won’t
?uess that Toothy wouldn’t bite a man
or love or money, till he tries to get
ewayl "

“Hew, haw, haw!™

“Heo won't try it on in & hurry 17
chuckled the farmer. “Toothy looks as
if he'd bite his leg off ! He's frightened
plenty of tramps, and they never know
that he's as gentle a5 & young lamb, and
takes the children for rides on his back !
ilia looks do it 1 I fancy that trespasser
won't risk it till dark, at the earliest!
When he does, he will be all right—
Toothy won't touch him1 ™

George gave a szerics of throaty
chuckles,

He seomod greatly amused, by the
idea of the trespasser remaining cor-
nered on the roof of a barn, in terror of
a dog that would not have bitten him
for love or money |

No doubt it was funny, from the point.

of view of the farmer and his man—
though far from funny to Mr. Quelch,
who judged Toethy on his looks, which
wera formidable enough to scare the
heftiest tramp.

“I'll send one of the children to take
the dog away, at dusk, if he's not
gone 1 " chuckled Mr. Redmay. “He
can have a fow hours of it, and learn to
keep off other people’s property!
Schoolmaster indeed!  P'r'aps he'd
like me to turn my sheep into his school
play-ground ! Why not, if he can walk
about my land whenever he likes? TI'll
learn him.”

Another throaty chuckle from George |

“Get. the horse, and take this .cart
over to Giles’ Corner, George! ™ added
Mr. Redmay., “Keap elear -of the old
baru 1™

" Yes, zur."”

There was a sound—a glad sound to

Billy Bunter’'s ears—of retreating foot-

sfeps,

'lEhe fat junior ventured te peer out of
the cart. ; .

Mr. Redmeay was disappearing in one
direction wi a vigorous stride, no
doubt on his way to Courtfield. An
ancient rural entleman — evidently
(eorgae—was toddling away in another
direction towards a mass of buildings
in the far distance, going to fetch a
horse to take the ecart away to (Giles
Corner, " Thoe coast was c¢lear!

Billy Bunter waited for both figures
to disappear £rom sight, and then
clambere:d out of the cart. It behoved
him to be pone before George returned
with the horse.

IThe fat Owl grinned aps he blinked
back towards the fleld he had crossed
in his flight where the barn was.

He was quite as amused as the farmer
and hiz men by Mr. Queleh’s extra-
ordinary predieament.

Nothing really ecould kave happened
maore fortunately for Burter,

Over hio hedge hio had a glimpse of
the ancient barn and ita thatehed roof,
gl a figure elamped on the slope of
that roof.

That was Me. Queleh, watehed by a
terrifying-looking dog that would not
hava bitten him for love or money if
e had tried to éscapz.

Billy Bunter chuckled

Bunter was not afraid of dogs that
would not bite. A& dog that was as
gentle as a young lamb, and took
children for rides on its back, had o
terrors for Bunter. Afler what he had

EVERY SATURDAY

heard, Bunter was pot nervous about
that dog.

Queleh evidently was. Blinking at
the distant figure, squalting on tha
sloping thatch, Dunter could see that
his Form-master was watching soma
object below the eaves. But %m was
]t!ﬂ.klﬂg o !'Ilﬁ\"(-!“'l{!ﬂt,

“He, he, he!” chortled Bunter.

he farmer and George being gone,
and Quelch crouching on the roof of the
barn, the coast was clear for Bunter,
ard he stavied on his way.

But he stopped again.

He was clear of Quelch, so far as that
went. Unfortunately, he had to see
bim again at Greyiriars. Quelch, obvi-
ously, would not remain a perieanent
fAxture, on the roof of ihat barn,
Sooner or later he would blow in at
the school, and it was fairly certain
that his temper would not be improved
by his cxjueriences on Redmay Farm.
It was a dismal prozpect for Bunter.

But Billy Bunter's fat brain was
working. It eccurred to hunm that, if he
resened Queleh from that awful predica-
ment, Quelch could havdly whop him
afterwards, especially for something he
hadn’t done,

Rescuing Queleh from a dog that
would not, according to his master, hito
for love or money was not really a diffi-
cult or dangerous task.

Had it been either, Billy Bunter
would have had no use for it. Bui it
was neither. It was as casy as falling
off a form.

Billy Bunter halted, turned, and
rolled back the way he had come—
towards the barn in the last field.

ﬁtanding in the gap in the hedge, he
blinked at the barn, at Mr. tsﬂe]uh
cramped on the sloping thatch, and
Toothy, squatted below the eaves,
watching him.

Mr. ?ueich'ﬂ eyoes, wandering roun
the landscape in a sort of hopeless hope
of help, fell on Bunter, and he started.
He had not expected to see the fat
junior there again.

To his surprize, Bunter came rolling
from the gap in the hedge towards the
hain. Angey as he was with him, Mer.
Guelch could not sce him rolling into
danger without wawning hun., ‘He
waved a hand at Bunter, and shouted:

“Bunter' Take care! There i3 a
ficrce dog here! You had better go
away at oncee !

Bunter rolled on, regardless. From
information received, so to speak, he
knew exactly how fierce that dog was

“It's all right, =ie!” he called ouwt.
“I've comie back to help you I

Y Nonsenze ! Go away at once !

“I can’t leave vou like this, sir.” said
the dutifnl fat Owl. “1'N hold the dog
while you get down, sir.”

“I canuot allow you {o take the risk.
GCo away at onee, vou foolish boy !™
exelaimed Ar. Quelels.

“Iv's all right, sir. I've got & way
witlh dogs" said  Bonter  cheerfulfy,
“They—they like me, zsir. I=I'll chance
it 2"

Guorreeerggh D came a  deéep  growl
from Toothy as he spotied the now-
COMET.

He turned his head towards Bunter,
with a display of 1eolh that was posi-
tively rervifving. Buanter eamne to a
suclden halt.

He liked Toothy's looks no more than
Alv. Queleh did. A dreadful doubt came
into iz miml that perhaps the farmer
aver-rated ihe lamb-like docilifty of that
nmastiff. If Toothy’s temper was any-
thing like his looks, DBunter would
liave liked 1o e a hundred nmiles away
from Tasthy, and would have preferred
a thousandd, .

The growl was lellowerd by o hurri-
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cane of barking, Toothy pranced a
Bunter, and pranced round inm, with
bark after bark.

Almost did the fat Owl turn tail anc
bolt out of the field. Still, even Bunte
eduld not fail to obscrve that, thougt
the mastif pranced round him, anc
barked like a machine-gun in action, he
made no attempt to bite,

_ Taking his courage in both hands, a:
1t were, Dunter advanced on the dop
andﬂstrétch;qc}d m::;: a f?t hand %n %im.

“G-ggE og ¥ gasper unter.
" G-g:;f-gmd old d-d-doggie 1"

Had Toothy snapped, Bunter would
have bounded, and would probably not
have ﬂn}:ped on the hither zide of »
couple of fields.

But Toothy did not snap. A fat hand
fastened on his collur. Toothy took i
like & Jamb.

Bunter’s courage revived.

He held on te that collar—an easy
task, as Toothy made no objection what-
£var,

Mr. Quelch, from the roof of the barn,
gazed in wonder.

“I've .got him,
Bunter victoriously.

“Bless my scul!™ excleimed Mr.
Quelch., " Are—are—are voun sure that
you have that dog safelr, Bouteri”

“Oh, yes, sir! Right as rain!”
squeaked  Bunter cheerily, *“'Tain't
casy to hold him, sir, but I've pot him
all right. T—I can hold him while you
get out of the field, sic”

Mr. Queleh, though with eonsiderable
doubt, slipped off the roof of the harn
Toothy emitted a sevies of lowd harks,
But Billy Bunter's fat hand was firov on
the collar

“Fi'a all right, sir I celled ocut Bunter!
“If you get out-of the field, sip—"

“I shall certainly not-go and leave
you with that dangerous dog, Bunter !”
gasped Mre, Quelch.

“It—it's really all right, sir. Look
how quiet he is now I've got him. I
can hold hin all right,” really, sip.”

“If you are sure, Bunter—really, the
dreadful animal seems quite tame with
you—if you-are certain »

“0Oh, quite, sir!” chirruped Bunter.
“He's all right with me. I—1 know
Iow to manage dogs, sie”

“Very well, Bunter ! I will go. And
1 am very mueh obliged te vou, my boy,
and very pleased {o see you display so
nmch courage. 'The dog seems very
guict with you, hut vou have certeinly
run a very considerable risk. I shall
rxcuse yvou for vout disrespectful act,
Bunter, for which I intended o punish
you most severply——— '

“But it wasn't me, sir! I never
chucked anything at your hat ™ gasped
Buuter.

“"Very well, Bunter, Im the circum-
stances, I shall aceept yvour asturance:™
said Mr. Queleh.  “And H von dve

uite, quite sure that you are safe with
that dog—-"

“Oh, yes, sir! DBot—bot he's gettin
a bit restive. If you wouldn™® min
hurrying, sir—"

"I shatl go at once.”

Mre. Queleh started back towards the
stile with long and rapid strides, A
volley of barks [ullmwcf}him, snd Al
Queleh, though hie disdoined ta run, ecr-
tainly walked very quickly—very quickly
indeed.

He disappeared acress the meadew
towards Redelyffe Wood.

Billy Bunter, his fat face wreathed in
grins, released Toothy's collar at last,

Toothy blinked at him and trotted
away inte the bharn.

Bunter, with his fat grin extending
almost from car fo ear, rolled on hia
way by the short cut across Redmay
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Last Laughable Instalment of

“ THE FORM-MASTER'S SECRET 1" 2 SN

By DICKY NUGENT

* Tnapector of the per-
lice to sco you, gir!™
Binding, the 8t Sam’s
age, made that breth.
ANNOWDCemens, os
he shoved his boolit head
into Doctor Birchemall's
atudy.
The pext moment a
mml:g in the oniform of a
ice-inspector walled
g:%k!}f inte the room.
He had a batchet face,
well-chisalled fastchers,
a pair of gimlet eyes and
8 voice a rusty fila,
“ Name of Cutts—
Tospector Cutta, ot your
gervigs! ™ he cried. 1
understand that you
have detained somebody
in eonpection with the
yung

The Hoead rabbed his
hands glecfully.

“Ri on the wickst,
j r,"" he chortled.
“ Hig name 18 Lickham
~I. Jolliwell Lickham.
He is the missing junior's
Form-master,”

** The dickens he iz 1 "
g’ackulntad Inspector

uita.

“I euapeckted him
right from the moment
when I heard Bullion
hoad vannighed,” grinned
the Head., " You sgee,
inapector, hava re-
cently found oot that,
unbeknowiy fo me, this
Lickham has at some
time in hia career been
hobnobbing with a lot
of low, ¢common trampa.”

“Jumping trun.
cheonas | Are vou
gerious T "

o Haer mors 80,
inspector, I messure you !
Jnlfftr before Bullion Em

sared, two wvillanous-
ooking raskals come
to Bt. Sam’s, claim-
ing that they had
come to sea Lickham.
I have it on the best
orthority that they
carrivd out their in-
tention., In falt,
Lickham and his
pala,”™ said the Hemd,
with a shornful enrl
of his lip, " wore
actually scen near the
skool tuckshop with
their heads togethor
—obvigualy plettiog

the dastardiy
crime 1
“Myhat 1™

“ Bhortly afterwards,
Bullion wae seen walk-
ing towards the tuck-
ghop. Shortly after that
the two tramps were
obegerved leaving St
Bam’s, carrying between
them & sack which ab-
viously econtained n
farely weighty burden.”
The Head ‘Pawaed and
shrogged: * Need T teil
you, inspector, what oas

undoubtedly inside that
sack &

Inspector Cutts' eyes
gleamed.

*“1 fanay I can make

8 protty good gueas,
Doctor ﬁimhamali," he
raspad, “The sack

contained tuek ™

*“ Ass ! " grunted Doe-
tor Birchemall, **1
don’t mean tuck. 1
mean yung Bullion.

The inspector started
wviclently.

“Hal I seo! You
are implying that this
wag how they kidnapped
the yungster ¢ ¥

“ Eypeactly 17

The inspector wissled.

“Few! If what you
tell me is correet, sir,
this mian Lickham seems
booked for a E:}ﬂd long
gtretch | Does he konfess
to the crime ¥ ™

“Not =0 far. Dut
vou'll soon be able to
make hin konfess if vou
put himy through the
third degreo,” said the
Head eagerly. “Weo
have an oggsellent ecol-
lection of instruments
of tortcher in the skool
mussum if they are of
Ony 1ge——"

“* Thanks for the offer,
but I'm afraid we are
not allowed to use third
degres methods,” said
the inspector rewfully.
“1 egujjest that you
conduct me to the pri-
soner and ollow me to
talk to him myself.”

“Wiih plezzure,
gpector | This way

Doctor Birchomall led
the officer out of his
study and up the stairs
to the punishment.room
where he had incar-
Mr. Lickham.

in-

j ¥

cerated

Outside
apartment, he dived into
his trowsia pocket and

that dredded

projoocced a key. He
winked slyly at Inspector
Cufts.

“Have your hand-
cufls ready, inspector,”
he wispered. = We'll
take him by serprize and
render  him arse de
combal before he knoowa
wo'vae arrived 17

" Good wheeze ™
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Silontly and stelthily It was a youthful]peckted of doing tho|who was hiding in the
] ingerted the | voice from the doorway ; | kidnapping himself 1 ' | woodshed, was not the
key in the lock: then, | and the mecr sound of it | asked the inspector in {Mr. Li bham who had
with e swift movemeont, | was suffishant to make |astonishment. reskewed the juniors
he turned it, flung open | the Head and his visitor “Ha may have beon | from the kdutches of the

the door and bounded } nearly jump out of their | once,” said Jack Jelly, | kidnappe:s.

imto the roome-the in-
spector closa at his heels.

An instant Iater the
two caine Lo a dead stop,
uttering & simuliancous
ery of amazemont.

“GONE 1™

The bird had flown!
Mr. 1. Jolliwell Lickham
had vannished just as
though the floor had
opened and swallowed
him wp! But the real
egpsplanation was by no
meand Ao gensational as
this, a3 the newcomcra
could sce when they
turned their eves o the
winder.

Two of tho iron bars
that barred the winder
had been removed [ror
thoir settings completely!
Jo any idiot could =ce
that the prisoner had
eacaped by olimbing out
of the winder and down
the ivy. Doctor
Birchemall and
the inspeetor could seo it
for themeelvas.

“ Bust it!" hist the
Head, ' Ho has slipped
through our fngers—
and I'm certain that he
wase the evil jeenius
behind thie kidnapping
atunt 1 Some people
say he gould never have
done it becawso he had
a hart ol gcld. But,

personally, I am con-
vinced of his gilt."”
* Tteally, this is most

unforchunit,” rasped the
inspoctor. “ With
Lickham in our hands

weo Atood some chance of
finding Bullion. But
now he has escaped I'm
afraid that the quesiion
we shall never be able
to anawer ia: YWhere 1s
Bullion 1t ™

“Here I ™

skinsg,

"*What the — who
tho—-k"

“How the — where
thB i

“BULLION!"
shreeaked Doector

Birchemall suddenly.
“It'a Bullion=—or his
ghozt 1

!'H

“1'm no ghost, sir

larfed Bullion. £ T'm
here in the flesh mght
eniff—thanks to I
Lickham 1 ¥

CAWHA-AT #

* Fakt, sir ! " grinned

Jack Jally, whe, with
Merry and Dright and
Fearless, now appeared
behind Bullion,  ** Mr,
Lickham tracked down
the kidnapperas to their
lair and reskewed tho
whaolo , lot of us hHE
properly gave thom
beans, too, didn't he,
you fellows 7

oL YHE, Iﬂt.h:[.'-rl 1}

“But isn't Lickham

the man who was gus.

“ but not after what we
gaw to-day, sic!”

“* Woe—wa have evvi.
dently made a garstly
mistake | ' stammerod
the Head, whoe hardly
knew whether ho was
on his head or hiz heels.
“But whero is Dy
Lickham now 7"

“T know, sir! " wined
another neweomer from
the doorway ; nnel
Toadey minor appearc:d.

“ You know whero Alr.

Lickhom iz, Toadey "
wrapped out Doclor
Bircheinall. * Then

tell what vou Lnow at
onca |

" Please, sir, he's in
the woodshed, hiding
amongst the wood!”
wined Toadey minor.

“ Come on ! ** aaid the
Head.

There was a rush to[4

the door.
Nobody, of corse,

dresmed for o moment
that the AMr. Lickham

RS ME

—
—
e

nl

RALD

e

February 19th, 1938,

]
4

Mr. L Julliwell Lickharm
had preserved
tho seervel. of his
tramp  uazin,
Duaty Lickham,
only  too well
for that !

Thes all
rushed slown-
atatra  and
aeress the quad
to ithe wmrood-
ghed.

Mr. Likham
was thero right
enzlf. Pat hae
didn't stay
when he gpotied
the crowd, He
fively How from
the  wondshed
and headed for
the mates at top speed!

“lemraealone! I'm

innersentf™ he yelped,

as he tore aeross the
nad. “1 nover Lkid-
napped Jjullion | ™

They rén him to earth
at lsst—-near Fosail's
ladge by the gates.

HARRY WHARTON CALLING!

Is the old custom
of sending out rorman-
tiec cardse on Valentine
Day really reviving or
not ?

If Greyfriars can be
taken as a reliable
guide, it cerfainly is !

A dlistinet softening
af the feclings of many
prominent reshilents
was noliccable  this
year, as Valentine Day
dreww near. On in-
cquiry I learvwed that in
each ease the resident
affected was either go-
ing to send or had
sent aliready a berib-
boncd card fa some

juieir  domsel whose
clhigrins had smitlien
i f

Talke Bolsover
majorr, for instance. I
Dumped infto it in
the gquad wearing o
gurect and soulful sint-
per on his  balile-
scaried face, IHe was
inhaling the fragrance
of a daffodil.

He shyly confessed
thatl Ive woas on ki way
to post a valentine fo

one of the goung ladies
el showe people fo

their seafs at the
Courlfleld Uinernal
Later on I apolled
Dob Cherry sitting ab-
stractedly in the Rag
::i:'..hd a é}meﬂ in his
and and paper on the
table ore  him.
Blushing violently, he
agled e if § knewo a
word fo rhipne with
“odimplea, e looli-

Led awfully reproach-

ful when I suggested
“* pimples.’”

Yes, pou've gucsscid
it! He was compos-
g a valentine of his
e to send fo Map-
joric Hazcldene!

Other he-men siml-
lavly affeclted were
Tom Brown, Rake,
and Morgan in the Re-
move, Temple in the
Lpper Fourth, and
Hobson and Stcwcart
in the Shell. For a
couple of days these
fellowezs wandered
abotut the school lool:-
ing like lost shecp—
and they all made a
yush for the postman
on Falentine Day !

Imagine thelr cx-

1 [ e ——— et .

citcnienl when they
found thot there weorve
about helf & dozen
valcwdines for each of
them., Dut  excile-
inent soun changed o
rage they found
out sort of valen-
tines fhey were.

It seerned that Skin-
ner and.a numbor of
other oristas had
seized the opportunily
Lo semd off g few horc-
made  talentines  of
their cup. And, al-
though I hare not
been able fo secure o
apecimen to prove iy
point, I enn assure you
that the)) were not at
all « wogiltintentary !

T..% jcem ta have
done yane good, any-
way. The chaps reho
were afflicted with the
disedse fave beoame
quile vl  sinee
thejy . theiy
Falentint Day post.

So, altkougle this
gear's lalentine Ihay
fras Drokbnall records,
I feomeyy ) oy prove o
hit of a: frast in the
jutmre,

Meet pou agqain next
wweek, olums !

ILIRRY IWHARTON.

Then Mr. Lickham
received a big serprize.
For tha f{irat Limo he
gpotted Bullion.

“* Bullion! " he gaspod.

A moment later he
had o still bigeer scr-

prize, when, instead of
seezing Lim and putting
him in irons as he epg-
gpected, his persewers
geezed him and lifted
him shoulder-high !

“ Hip, hip, hooray | "
thoy cheered.

* Good old Lickham!"

* B-b-blesa my sclel **
stuttered Mr. Lickham.
when they started carry.
ing him back to the
Bkool House to the tuns
of “HBee the Conkering
Hero Comes.'"  * I must
be dreeming | ™

But il was no dreem,
a8 Mr. Lickham realisod
m the end. Putting two
and two togother and
making five, he come to
tho eorrect concloosion
—that his euzzin Dusty
had turned up trumps at
last and dono gomothing
that was redounding to
hig crodit !

Tho scllybrations end-
ed at last. Inspeetor
Cutts went away cply -
handed, but happy in
the nollidge that Bullion
had been foued. My
Lickham, in the privocy
of hiz study, sank into
an armehair sl breeth-
ed {reely for tho tlrst
tiine for many days.

DBuat e had not boen
breething freely for more
than a cupple of soconds
before o toap on o
winder set hnn gasping
far broth oncoe mors !

It wias Dusty Tackham
who threw up the sash
ond let himself in—and
at the ssme moment
Jack Jolly & Co. cntered

e

Mr. Lickham's study by
the docrway |

The hercea of the
Fourth had come to the
concloosion that they
would ask the moaster
of the Fourth for an
eggeplonation of all the
strange happepinga that
had recently taken place
in the Bt. Sam’s Fourth.
But when they spotted
the two Lickhams thoy
could see the eppsplana.
tion for themaelves.

“Grate pip! Thero
are two of them!"™
gasped Jack Jolly.

* Quite correct, Jolly,”
groaned Alr. Lickham.
* Come in, all of you, and
clogo the door. This is
my cuzzin—Duaty Lick-
ham't!"™

“ Don't worrit about
introductions, Izaak!"™
grintied Duosty Lickham.
“We've met  afore,
hain't we, yung jents 7

“Yes, rather?!” grin.
ned Fearlesa. ™ And we
thought all the time
that you were our own
Mr, Lickham. Wo know
batter now ! "

Theskoolmasters
tramp larfed.

“Hall T ‘ope, yung
coveys, is aa you'll keep
hall this 'org under yvour
‘ats. ‘Cawse  why ?
*Cawse I don't want my
cuzzin ‘ero to giﬁ into
trubble. &ce ¢’

* All sorcon, Dusty 1"
f_-iriunad Jack  Jolly.
“Wo'll bo as mum as
ovsters. Won't we, you
fellows 7 °*

* YXes, rather!® eor-

nazed Fearless and Merry
and Bright.

A gleem of hoap eame
mto Mr. Lickham's eyes.

Ha knew that Jack Jolly-

& Co. were stownch
enuff ; but what asbout
hiz euzzin Pusty ¥ He
glanced ot Dusty, and,
to his grate releef, found
that there was & beeming
amile on hia grimy faee.
" Er—do 1 gathor
your  remarks,
Pmsty, that you will no
longer be stoying at St
Harmn’s ? 7 he stainmered.
" Yuss, Jzask, that's
right ! " prinned Dusty.
“ Hall I come back for
reclly was me bundle
wot I left be'ind in this
‘erg study. Gimmo me
bundle an® hoff I go! ™
“ Thank poodness!™
mormered Mr, Lickham.
He picked up the
bundle, tied up in a red
gpotted handkercheef
that restod on the Hoor
beside his deak. Dusty
took it and carefully ticd
it to the end of lus old
stick. Then he slung it
over hia sholder and
stopped out of the win-
der again.
“Toodlo-00, vou
covays | "’ heeried. " An’
thanka to one an' hall
for givin' me a blinkin'
fine time at St. Sam’'al ™
“ Don't mention it]"
chuekled Jack Jolly.
“ Mind you kesp wot
you know to your-
selves | " grinnod Dusty,
a2 he wvaonnished.
Mesdiess to sav, they
did !
THE EXL.

STOP THESE SLANDERS!

Roars GERALD LODER

I am o kind-hearted sort of chap, usually. (Great
pip —Ed.) It tokea a lot to
pationt and forgiving at that. (Ye godal—Td))
Bug there is & limit to my patience, and T am gaing
to say here and now that this week the limit has
been reached.
heen uttered about my private life—chiefly by mem.
bers of the Remave
repeated, my potionce and kindness will at last coo
to en end, and whatever little worm it is that
slanders me will be torn to pieces ond strewn nil

t me. BIO VOIY

Cruel and malicious slanders hove

orm. If these slanders are

, over the Sixth Form . So get that !

The tale that theso tatthng tongues have
told is one which will be treated with the
contempt it deserves by those who know
my blameless character, (Phew! Fan me,
somebody !—Ed.} Briefly, it is that 1
visited & low tavern called the Peal o’ Bells
in Courtficld, played cards with some verv
common fellows, and cheated (choated, mok
you! Me!) and finally got thrown out on

my :I".Iﬁl‘.:'[-l:-

Admittedly, I did gﬂ to Courtfleld ; but
a8 for the Peal o' Bells, perish the thought !
The place to which I actually went was a
mill Ia:r. 1 ,

As I sat down, quietly eipping my glass of
milk, some quite refined Poli'lﬂwa wh% WerD
there oaked me if I'd join them in & noughis-
and-crosses tournament. With my custom.
urlgr Eﬂnlitemms, I emilingly accepted and wu
played.

There was, I admit, s slight differenco of
opinion afterwards as to the rules of tho game,
| and when wo loft the milk bar I was in o
slight huff. But, of course, the suggestion
that I was" thrown out is mm;lg] absurd, X
mey hove flicked one of the uiluwa lightly
on the tip of the nose and he and his fliends
may have eniffod audibly and made restrained
gestures of disapproval et me.

But nothing more than that !

These arc the facts about the trivial incident
on which elanderous tongues heve bosed their
ridiculous tales about me,

Now that I have revealed the entire truth
about it, I hope that the alanderers will hide
their diminished heads in shame snd for evey
hold their ce |

(What a hope! As we go to press news

reaches ue that Loder has been on the
carpet before the Head and received a dress-
ing-down and s month’s * gating.” If our
readers beliove the Head gave er all that

for getting involved in a noughts-and-crosscs
arpument in a milk bar, they can do 0, Wo
know what we think about it ourselves '—Ed.)

HE LET THE SIDE DOWN!

Gatty, of the Becond, is in disgrace in the
Lower School.
We undorstand that he washoed his hands

betore his Form-master gave him the order.

MY FORM IS THE BEST AT

GREYFRIARS!

By H, H. LOCKE, Esq., D.D., M. A.

A5 hemdmaster of Grey[itars,
L suppose 1 should preservo o
feeling of complete nmpartiglity
towawls tho wvarious Forma in
I trust, therofore,
that my readers will not regard
it as o wenkneas on my part
when I confess that the Form
which I vsually teach—namely,
tho Hixth—ig, in my opinion,
tho best Form at Greyiviars.

L have read with preat inter-
est the articles which have pre-
cedod mmea, and i is grotilying
to me to know that each Form-
master has so steunchly advo-
culed the claims of hiz own

the school.

Form.

B !
ob  Creyiriars
griclual atagzea,
this

training

stage.

Frymmo

Neveriheless, Tostill feel
that the sixth iz the hest.,
surely Uas iz only as it should

It i3 the aim of owr education
to  train
intellipenee and  facultica hy
It iz not to be
expectod that tho rosults of
eghould
maturity before the Sixth Foun

If the Rixth Form wera not
tho best wlb Ureylfriars, in fact,
it would shiow that something
had gono wrong with the pro-

Tho Sixth Form owver which
I preside at present is a Form
of which any schoolmaster
might bo proud.

ingate is an idcal head boy,

possessing great strength of
character and exercising n fino
influence over the entiro school.
He ia, in asddition, & pgieat
clossical  echolar—which  en-
honces him coasiderably in my
oyea 1

Faulkner, Wynne, Haommers-
ley and North support hiin
nobly, as do most of tho Sixth.
And, though thers are one ov
two weaklings who geek 1o
make up for their lack of
character by apeing the lees
desirable babits of grown-ups,
they ore in a negligible minority.
~ Bo I feel that I am justificd
in comsidering thot the Bixth
ia the best Form at Greyirinre—
and I hope that it will always
¢ o the samo |

the

reacl




