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A TOUR OF THE SCHOOL. Inside the Tower.

{1 (2)

A steep and spiral stayr will taka The rising-bell will meet your eye
You up to see the helI and clock, Unless you keep a good look-out,
So niing your step, for goodness’ sake, It's hung where passing heads go by
For visitors may get a shock To give the visitor a clout,

By treading on & stair And then its hollow tone
Is mingled with a groan !

That isn’t really therel

6]
The clock has frequently struck one
For, as it swings from side to su:le,
W The pendulum is sure to stun
| The head with "which it may collide,
While danger ﬂftﬂn uri:
Within the monster's works |
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The bell-rope waits to trip your feet,
The beams will get r::-u m the neck,
Go careful, for the sake of Pets,
Unless you want to be & wreele !
wn tho srairs at East,
The deadly peril’'s past 1
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GrEYFRIARS GUIDE

THE GREYFRIARS

LOWER SCHOOL LAMENT ALPHABET

{To be sung with slow music.)

Weep for the brave! Oh, day of wrath! The Rev. HERBERT HENRY

My tears make heavy sp]ﬂ,'sl'm% !
Bring mo a sack of blackeat cloth
And on my head pour ashes!
Woa unto Greyiviars, fair and fine;
For thee 1 weep this bitter hrine,
Na words can cheer mo up;
Oh, reader, join your teara with mine—
Wa'te been and lost the Cup )

LOCKE, M.A.,, D.D.,
the Venerable Headmaster.

I; is for LOCKL, the Revérend
Headmaster, who is clever awd
A Doctor of Divinity

f Cambyidee []mel.* Trinit¥);
Mo rules the school judiciously,
""{Qt mildly or olliciously,

Forth, forth we went, so brave and
oung,
With Rockwood School to batile; :
Elgvpmi'nd there by mazny a tongue,
ci,' many < rasping ratt]a*
An i."].:.ia we played with
‘zole,
And when we seored a splendid goal,
The Rookwood fellows gazped,
While tu-Iugu-:'s were heard from pole to
pole
And razping ratiles rasped)

“art ™ and

Oh, how our hearts within us burned,
We plaved with skill and science;
Undaunted, our opponents turned
And wunt for us hke giants!
When Silver scored, and scored agdin,
We set onr teeth and tried in vain
To beat the Rookwood skill,
While all tho tongues were dumb with
ain,
Thcpracpmf- raltles =till]

‘ But with a calm auwthorify
When Lovell popped in number three That shows his seniority,
. Wa felt our [ungus bristle | A constant carcful tact is his
And aftor that, the referes, In all scholastie practices,
He went and blew his n}nstIeI Ag daily ho co-ordinates
Wea cannot nlwa‘_?s win, wa know, The work of his subordinates,
Wa're bound to lose at ﬂmm aItImugh Good judgment and ability
Wea'ra zeldem sold a pup o vzea with fzciliby,
Bat now— Oh, l3r.::|n't mjr ﬁml of wae, And muscles strong and sinister
We've been and lost the Cop | A fogging can adminizter
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A WEEKLY BUDCET
OF FACT AND FUN
By
THE GREYFRIARS
RHYMESTER
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STRANGE STATISTICS

If all the words spoken by Coker in
ane ]yﬁar wero collecied in & book, there
would be no sense in it whatever.
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If all the money at Greyfriars were
uk into & hea;lrj fisher T, Fich would
e on it like @ bird

If all the ink nsed in writing lines for
Queleh were pﬂulﬂd into & bucket and
bhalancéd on Loder’s study door, it wounld
garve 4 much wore usciul purpose,

If all the sausage rolls puvchased from
Alra Mimble by Greyirviars fellows last
week wore made of cast-iron, Bunter
would weigh 48.625 tons more than he
doca now,

And if you want o PUZZLE ihiz week,
look at thezo ‘ere yroverhs—:

{1} Where there's no sense there's no
fecling. .

(2) Bad news carvies while mood news
favrica,
{3} A stilch in time saves nine,
(4) Livo not 1o cat, but cat to live.

{5} There’s bound to come a rainy day,

(6) Do unto aihers az you would have
Lheoe Jo {o yvou

(7} Truth and oil come ever upper
mosk.
* {8) Riches take uitoé themselves wings
and dy.

{9 Lonk Lefore yo leap,

Buried in ecach proverb is a part of
your body. Can you «dig them out?

(Selufions ut fool Ef colemn.)

If all the things Me. Prout calls

“unparalleled and vnprécedented” were
ta happén at onde, the vesulk would he
wnparalleled and unprecedented.

TE all the geatz scaved by the Upper
Fourth nga,mtt e Hemove durving the
soazon were (o e erammod *]ﬂu STt
mateh, the Bemote would bhave to zcore
a goal fo win.

[TRCETES im s o B o ST O T L e P . o

ANSWER TO PUZZLE

Nose,  Leg, Chin, Toe, Far,
Flansd, Chest, ol Fye.

Tooth,



BUNTER ON THE WARPATH ! Ever since Arthur Carter has been at Greyfriars he's been

gontinually landing Billy Bunter in the soup !

Now comes the fat Removite’s chance of getting

his own back ! And he seizes it wiﬂ: both hands !
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VENGEANCE!
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Gurrrrrrggh I The deep and savage growl nf a parmuiaﬂy visluus dog saamuti to come from

under Carter’s chair, and the new junior jumped up suddenly.

spread in a flood.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Shirty !

H ! gas Me. Quelch.
“0Oh!” gasped all the Grey-

friars Remove.
Only one fellow that
T'orm looked unconcerned.

That one was Bally Bunter.

And it was because DBunter, being
short-sighted, could not see what every
other fellow could see—the paper
pinned on the blackboard.

Mr. Quelch had let his Form in for
third echool that mnrmng In break
no fellow was suppose enter the

fell pposed h
Form-room; but it was c:!ea.r that some-
onc had entored, for a paper was stuck
on thao blackbuard with & couple of
drawing-pins, which certainly had not
been there in second lesson.

Mr. Queleh gave quite a convulsive
start as ha saw that per. His eyes
popped at it. 8o did the
Remove—except Bunter's, which blinked
unperturbed behind the fat Owl's big
spectacles,

“Oh1” repeated Mr. Quelch,

“¥ou fat chump, Bunter !” breathed
Dob Ehenﬁ;

“EhE hat’s up?” asked Bunter.

“You howling ass "™ murmured Harry
Wharton

“0Oh, really, Wharton

“ Bunter's done it this time ‘” grinned
Smithy.

“The donefulness is terrific! muz-
mured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“You ass 1" hissed Frank Nugent.

“1 smy, you fellows, what's upf”
asked Bunter. in surprise. W hat'
Queleh stariug at oo the blackboard * Is
there anything there 7

!

{Copyright in ths Tnited Btates of America,

e eyes of all the °

“You ought to know!" chuckled
Carter, the new fellow in the Remove.

*Eh? How should I knowi?” asked
Bunter.

Billy Bunter turned his biﬁ spectacles
on the blackboard. Ho could make out
a square of paper pinned thera. He
fancied that there was writing on 1,
but his limited vision could not make
out the writing ‘

"ﬂpmr my word [ said Mre. Quelch.

H;Jon my word {"

eves—and sll other oyes but
Bunter’s—read the lines written on the
paper ont the board. They were written

A tip top, highly amusing sahniul

story of those world-wide favourites

-—Harry Wha;' r;:m & Co, of Grey-
ars.

in the wellknown serawl of Billy
Bunter, and the spelling was Bunter's
very own. It was a limerick that was
written theve, and a dozen fellows had
seen  Bunter showing that limerick
about the Hemove studies the evening
before. But that even Bunter would be
ass enough to pin it up on the black-
board in the Form-room for Quelch to
see, no one had supposed for a moment.
But thero it was. It ran:
“Therc's a master well-knone in the
skool,
Who wollops the chaps something
crool,
Hiz name's kuone to you,
It begins with a 4,
And weg awl of vz think him a
phool 1

All rights resarved,

His eup erashed In pleces and tea
““ Carter ! ** rumbled Mr. Quelch.

““ How dare you ¢ **

Billy Bunter had made the Remove
fellows laugh with that limerick.
Bunter thought the limerick fearfuii;‘,"
funny. ‘The other fellows thought the
sqaelhnﬁiienrfully funny.

But uelch, plainly, was smused
neither by the limerick, nor bf the way
in which it was spelt For a long, long
moment he stoo starmg at the paper
ont the blackboard, as if he could hardly
believe his eyes—as, perhaps, he hardly

could. Thunder gathered in his brow.
Hs gimlet eyes glittered when at last
he turnad to his class.

‘B unter I

“Yes, sir!” answered Bunter, quite
cheerfully.

It was ameazing to the Removites to
pee the fat Owl so cheery and un-
concerned.  Obviously he was booked
for a record row, and if he hed pinned
that paper on the blackboard he could
hardly fail to be aware of it. And as
Bunter was known to be the author of
the limerick, the fellows naturally sup-
posed that he had put it there.

Mr. Quelech picked up his cane, Hs
gc:mtcd with 1t &t the paper on the

lackboard.

“Look at that, Buntorl You placed
it there ["

“Oh, no, sir!” answered Bunter, still
cheerful. * Wharton did, sir.”

Harry Wharton é'umpnad.

“11" he stutterad.

“Wharton 1V Exﬂ!mmed Mr. Queﬂch
“You, wy head boy! Is it possible—"

“Clartainly not}¥ gasped the captain
of the Remove,

“Bunter, how dare you make such n
statement 1 exelaimed Mr. gm—-lﬂi‘:.

“But he did. sir!” gasped Bunter,

Tae Maguer Lisranv.—Na, 1567
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Llinking 8t his Form-master. “Don's
vou remember, sir, in second lesson, you
seked him to 1™

" J—asked—him—to ! gurgled Mr.
Quelch.
“Yes, sir. All the fellows heard

you I exclaimed Bunter. * You wanted
the blackboard in the lesson, sir, and
vou nsked Wharton to place it there.
I never touched it, zir.”

Mr. Cilmlch gazed at him, ;

“I1s that intended for deliberato im-
pertinenee, Bunter?" he denvanded.
“¥You know perfeetly well that I am not
epeaking of the blackboard.”

“Ain’t you, sir?” asked Buntor. “I
thonght ¥ou were, as you were pointing
nt it, sir.™

hore was & chortle in the Remove,
instantly  suppressed as Mr. Quelch’s
gimlot oyo gleamed round.

“1 am speaking of tho paper pinned
on the blackboard, Bunter ! thundered
Alr. Quelen, )

. are you, sir? I ecan't read 1t
from here, sir,” said the cheery Owl,
“If it’'s for the lcssom, sir, may I sit
rearer? I'm & littlo short-sighted, siy,
und I can’t read it.” -

‘jt‘l'i"au nmhwell m-.-u.ré:: of what ia
written on the r untor, o8 you
wrolo it " r-::rmw;-ga ﬁz ] Queleh. ** Stind

out before the dlass, Bunter! ¥You
placed that paper there, an H
“I didn’t!™ howled Bunter. His

cheeriulness departed. Ho realised that
thero must be something on that paper
ihat had made Queleh shirty., *“I—I
haven't heen near the blackboard, sir "
“That paper is written in your hand,
Bunter, and in your disgraceful sﬂzcl’lv
ing 1" eaid Mr. Quelch sternly., k
at it, you disrespectfud young rascal 1*
Bunter, rolling out before the elass,
blinked at the psper on the blackboayd.
{n o nearer view he was able to read
it. He jumped almost clear of the
Farm-room floor as he did so. His little
round eyes slmost shot out of his big,
round spectacles.
“Oh crikey 1” qnspﬁ:ﬂ Bunter. “0Oh
lor’| Oh jiminyV
“The blithering owl!” murmiured
Vernon-8mith. “Did he expect it lo
pmuse Quelch, or what 7" .
“Bunter, I shall punish you with the
goutcst soverity for having written such
isrespeotful nonsense, and, above all,
for having pinned it nup in the Form-
room 1" exclaimed My, buﬂlch.
(T .

“I didn't 1" yelled Bunter
never! I never hknew it was here, sirl
I never put it on the blackboard ! eI
never wrota it I==I'va never seen it
before | It—it’s quite sirange to me,
sirl I never wrote 1t, sir, and I never
gshowed it to the fellows in the studies
laet pight! You can ask them, sir—they
all saw it ¥

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Bilence ! Bunter, bend over that
desk! I shall cane you scvervely,
Bunter, and I shall refer in your report

=

this term to your disrespectful 1m-
pudugllfa. WNot o word! Bend over that

“Oh {or'1 But I nover H

“Bend over !” roared My, Quelel.

“0Oh seissors 1™

The fattest fguro ot Em;;fﬁﬂ.ra Selmol
bent over the desk. Bix times the eane
rose, and six fimes it foll, and exactl
half a dozen times an ear-splitting 3r:ﬁ
rang through the Remove Form-room.

ix. was the customary limit, but Mr.
Queleh locked strongly inelined to keep
on. However, he stopped at six, though
reluctantly.

“Go back to your place, Bunter !”

* ¥arocoh IV )

“¥You will take five hundred lincs ] I

Tee Magner fasnant.—INo. 1,567,
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shall give vou a detention 1lus alter-
noon. Now

“ Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow [

“If you utter another sound, Dunter,
I shall cane you agsain 1"

With o grost effort, Billy Bunter sup-

ressed the sounds of woe, He craw

ack to his ﬁlﬂ{:ﬂ.

Mr. Quelch unhooked the paper from
ithe board, tore it across, and tossed ik
into the wastepaper-basket, And thivd
lesson began in an atmosphere that was
positively electrio,

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Bob With His Back Up!

i O said Bob Cherry.
" Look hers, Bob——
‘! H“ Iu " = -
“My csteemed and idictic
Bob—"

“It's no good jawing!™ :aid Iob
Cherry, “I've said no, and I mean nol
I’d rather chuck Soccer altogether than

lay in the same team with that cad

reer.”

Bob Cherry's friends gazed al him in hel

cxasperation. It was utterly uulike ibe
elmﬂrly good-natured Bob, to take a
line like this. He was good-tempered,

ood-natured, tolerant to & foult; e
fmked on the best sido of everybody and
everything ; he often had a good word
to say even for fellows like 8kinner and
Fisher T. Fish. So his attitnde now
was all the more disconcerting and
cxssperating.

All the Remove knew that he barced
Carter, the new man in the Formm. Buk
carrying a private feud inte foothail
wea beyond the limit, and quito unlike
Bob, And as Tom Merny & Co. were
coming over from St. Jim's that after
noen, Bob was wanted. To stand. out
of tha team, simply becanse he disliked
a fellow who was in it, was uot a thing
that any fellow could do. But Bob, o
parently, was going te do it, all the
same,

“You know you're wanted in the
;;4'11;331“ said Harry Wharton tavtly.
Y Emithy throws his weight about some-
times, because he can’t be spoared—are
vou taking a leaf out of Smithy's book,
Bob 1"

Bob crimsoned.

“Qh, don't be an ass!” he snapped.
*] can't stand that men Carier, aml I
won't! He hacked me, in the Higheliffa
match, and put me out of the game,
Hea didn't care a bean if we were heaten,
s0 long B3 he scored over me! That's
not the man you ocught to play for the
.'E;;':qmﬂmii I'd never play him, if I were
skipper.”

“That must have been an aceident!
Anyhow, you can chance it—are yon
afraid of o hack?” pgrowled Johnny

Buell.
“I tell you, I can’t stand him, and
won't | e would play the same trick

over again, if he got a chance! Buat
that's not all. The fellow’s a reptilo 1™
g;uwiud Bob. "“He's been playing
irty, treacherous trickery ever since he
ceme here. He's up apainst Lhet fat
ass, Bunter—="

said Frank

“Qh, blow Bunter|”
Nugent,

* For goodness’ sake, let that «drop !
exclaimed Harry Wharten,  * Buntory
and Carter. and their silly squabbles,
have got nothing to do with footer,”

“1 tell you—"

“It's no good telling me what I know |
Bunter's gabbled all over the Lower
Hchool that old Joseph Carter is turn-
ing down hiz nephew and taking up the
fot chump—and I dare eay it's all pas
and I don't care & boiled bean whether
it ia or not! Bother the pair of them,”

icd hecauss I've stood up

exclaimed the exasperated captain of
the Remove, “What's all that got 1o
do with Soecey ??
_ “Well, it’s got something to do with
1% 1* grunted ﬁgh. “Carter hacked ma
in & match and stopped my gamo
for Bunter, and
for no other recason, And I tell vou, ll'
won’t atand by and sce that faot foo
diddled and dene by a cunning raseal.”
“Do you feel fearfully concerned
where old Joa Carter leaves his money
if he's got any?” asked Johnny Buli
sarcastically.

“0b, don't talk rot! That's pgot
nothing to do with me. DBut you alil
know. 1hat the old sss wrote to Queleh

ahont Bunter's report this term—~Quelch
told Bunter so, and Bunter teld cvery-
body whao w-:mfd listen. Caricr's out fo
zet him a had report, and dish him with
the okl hean. And he sticks at nothing
at all to get by with it.”

“And Bunter's so keen en a8 pgood
report I said Johnny Bull, still sar-
castic. “He slacks mn eclass, slacks at
prep, slacks at games, snoops grub in
the studics, and writes idiotic limericks
about his heak—he doecsn’t need miwh
p from Carter to get a rotten bad

l'n;:vurh” ,

‘That's his lock-out—so long as
Carter lesves him slone! He's going
to have fair play 1" snorted Bob. “Thas
limerick this morning was anothor
sample—that was Caorter’s work, as I

kironw },‘iull:;f woll.”
“Why, you howling ass!” rosved
Johnny, “We all saw Bunter showing

it off In the studies last night, like il
blithering chump he is*

“I know that! But he never meant
Quelch to sce i 's not such a fool as
that ! Who pinmed 1t up in the Form-
room

“ Bunter, I suppose—"

“Well, you're an. ass, then!
Carfop.”

*¥Yon mean to say you saw him i ex-
claimed Johnny.

“0f course I didn’t!” howled DBaoh.
vs 1he rotter ever let anybody sco
him at his dirty tricks?"”

“Then how do you know#"

“Well, I do know! I know Carier
did 1t because it was done to land that
fat frump in another row with Queleh,
and nobody but Carter is worm enough
to do it."

“0Oh, my hat! Are you going fo say
next Lhat Carter made BDunler write the
Iimerick 1 the brst place 1

“Bunter seribbled that rot becanse
he's a fooll Carter put it up  undor
Quelch’s nose because he’s o rogue.”

“You'd make no end of o judge on
the bench, old chap—finding people
guilty without evidence because you've
got & down on them.”

“The downfulpess on the absunl
Carter is terrific!” remarked Iurree
Jamset Ram Singh. " But—"

“But il's got nothing to Jdo wiil
Roceer ¥ said Harry Wharton, 1
don’t seq putting everything on a fellow
withont any evidence; ut oeven if
yon're right, Bob, it's got nothing to do
with the St. Jim"s mateh.”

“Why do you want to play the
follow i prowled Bob. “He's now
hero—he only came this term. Plenty
of good men m the Remove”

“That's rot " said Wharton at onee,
“1 don’t like Carter much personally,
and you may be right sbout him; but
is that going to prevent me from seeing
that he's one of the best wingers we've
got? He's as good as Smithy—andd
coesn't put on such thumping airs about
it, either.”

“Wcli', he's good at SBoceer | admitted
Hob., “WNot what I should cxpect of
swch a cur; but he can play Soccer,

It was

{e



8Lill, wyou're not short of wingers!
Franky here cap play o good game.”

“Thanks!"” eaid Nugent, [aughing.
“I'd be glad, too| DBur that man Carter
Eﬁmh E,Iay my head off, and you know th

a0,

“Redwing's 8 good man—so is Russell
—s0 13 Ogilvy—old Oggy is the man you
want, A good winger, and as straight

as o st-rin@-—-—”
Harry Wharton laughed.

“I'll take your advice about any man
hut Carter,” he said, “We've got o
prize-packet in that chap! The last few
weeks he's come out wonderfully. You
Lknow it as well as I do, Bob! Therc's
no reason why he shouldn’t play, except
that you'va got & down on him——"

“Well, that's no resson!” said Bob.
“You're skipper! ou're satisfed
willh him, play him, but leave mo out!™
_ “That's not sense,” said Harry, ™ and
l.t: you want it pluin, 1t's not sporting
cither | You've no right fo lct the team
down.”

_ "I should have to let the tenm down,
if that tricky cad got & chance of crock;
mg me in the game, as be did before.”

" Smithy's dnwnrﬂn him, too, but ho
hia=n't erocked Emzlhﬁ”

“No—becnuse Smithy told him that if
lie had any accidents with him, ho'd
rmash him up afterwards. He won't
have any accidents with the Bounder !
seid Bob scornfully. ™ Smithy isn't the
man to take it as 1 did.™

*Well, it"s no good talking !* said tho
captam of the Remove. “1 can't leave
ot a good man sinply because you bar
b, ‘li‘-*ill vou play or not¥"

[ 1] 1E ¥

L %Imt docs it, then ¥

The Famous Five were diseussing the
wratter in the Rag after dinner. The
ftemove football list was posted there.

Harry Wharton crossed over to it,
taking a pencil from Ilis pocket,

Bob’s name was in the list, as riglt-
half. Wharton bad put it there, regard-
less of Bob's repeated declarations that
e would not play iu the same team with
Arthur Carter. Now, however, he had
to take it out.

Ho drew the pewcill through “H.
Cherry,” and wrote underneath it “7.
Redwing.” His frivmds watched him in
silence.

Bob Cherry opencd his lips—but he
closed them agsin,

It gave him & peng to see his namo
marked out—though he had asked for
1f, and indeed nsised on it.  Neither
was he quite satislied with the line he
was taking. FPrivate rows had nothing
1o do with Soceer, and ought not to
have boen carried on to thoe football
field. 8ull, if it tukes two to make &

uarrel, equally it takes two to keep
the peace. Bob Cherry was willing,
and eager, (o dismis personal ani-
mosities for ninety minutes, but he knew
ihat Carter was nol, “The other fellows
rimply eould not ger it into their heada
that any man conld be base enough to
crock o man on Lis owe side, to pay ont
a private score, ub the risk of throwing
awny the game, ot Beb, who had beon
through it, knew.

Still, he was far from satisfied. and it
was bitterly unpleasamt to realise that,
e was folling i the estimation of his
friends,

Ilarry Wharton,  having  finished
making the alteration m the fooiball
list. looked routd at linn—a last muto
appeal. He was more than willing 1o
erase that sheratsa, if Bob made a
RigEI.

Bob hesitatod.

At that monwet. Aritiur Carter came
into the Rar. At w sight of him,
Bob's face bLavdened, -and his eyves
gleamed. The miere =ight of the now
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fellow scomed to have the effect on Bob
of a red rag on & bull.
Carter glanced ar the Famouns Five,

and then at the football list. He raised
his eyehrows a little.

“Cherry out?” ue aszked. * What's
up?™ He looked round at Beb, " Not
{-eling fir, Cherry 1"

Grunt I—lrom Bob. He did not

choose ro answer Carter. The new
junior stared at hum, and then smiled.

“Is it my fault? he asked. "I've
heard the fellows saying that Cherry
won't play in the match if 1 do. s
that the trath, Cherry

“Yes!” growled Bob.

“Is that what you call sporting "

Bob's eyes Rashed.

“*You know a lot about sportingt™
he snorted.  “Is it what you call sport-
mg to stick Bunter's silly limerick up
in the Form-reom for Queleh to see?”

“Ind I3 yawned Carter

“1 know vou did I

“¥on know more than I do, then !
saill Carter, laughing. * I'd never cven
heard of the rot before I saw it where
that fnt ass stuck it up on the black-
boardl _As the fat fool 1= o relation of
mine, P'd have stopped him if 1
conld—-="

"0h, shut up 1™ snapped Bob, in dis-
eust.  “ Bunter's always been a fool,
but he wnas never incessantly landed for
it bofore you came here 1™

“ O, give Bunter a rest I exclaimed
IMarry Wharton. “I can tell you I'm
fed-up with Bunter I*

“The fed-upfulness 1a terrvifie I

“Let's get outl” growled Johnny
Enll. “Bob ecan row with Corter
without onr help.”

“But I'm not geing to row,” said

Carter “1 think it's rather hard lines
that ['m to bo held responsible for every
silly trick played by the biggest foal at
Gregfriars]  If Cherry's so fearfully
noneerned about Bunter, he nnght have
taken that silly limerick away from him
and chucked it in the fire.”
“Bo I woitid have if I'd known you
had an eye on 1t and 1ntended to pinch
it tn stick up in the Forni-room !
grunted Boh. * You've ol been so jolly
sueccessful as vou fancy, though. You've
landed that fat ass, but I'm gong to
Quelch about it. 1'in going to square it
for Buntor if I can.”

Carter staved at him, and laughed.

* Best of Inck 1™ he said. " Quelch may
possibly want something in the nature
of ovidenes if you mention my name.”

“I'm not going to mention your name,
a3 you jolly well know., But I'm goin
to tell Queleh that Bunter never stuck
that checky rot on the blackboard as
he belioves, Queleh knows he wrore it,
but it was sticking it up in the Form-
room that got his goat: and 1 believe
I can clear that up, anyhow.”

Ana with that, Bob Cherry stalked
out of the Rnig. leaving Carter shrug-
ggmg his shonlders. And the football
izt remaloed as iE was

I

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Nor Pally !

11 I a pa!l, Toddy, old man ™
'eter Todd ef the Remove

grurited.  Peter was  feeling

moerry and bright that afier-

noon. Tt was o half-holiday, and he
was in tho team to play 5t Jim's when
they came. And he was =orry for

Bunter—under detention, and with an
unposition of five hundred lines hanging
over his fat head. Soll, he did not want
{10 eash Billy Bunter's celebraret postal
orcler, whiich was always expeersd, but
never came, e groped in his pocket
for o “bob ™

5

“If & bob's any nse——*" he snid.

“0Oh, yea! Rather I¥ smid Buuter. Ilo
held out a far hand Al wa: grist that
came to Buoter’s mill.  “ Thanls, old
chap |l [ say, can you make it two 7*

“ No " grunted Toddy

“1 ghonldn't hke to be elose with

money, like you are, Toddy I” anid
Bunter, shaking his head  *“ Open-
handed gencrosity=—that's my

way !
Sull, if o tellow’s stingy, 1 supposu fm
can't help it I®

_Haviog thus expressed his thanks to
Toddy for the loun of a shilling, Bunter
ehpped the same into his pocket,

“1 szay, don't elear off Toddy 1" ha
added. *“T haven't said what I was
going to say to you. Bo s pal, old
chap ™

Peter stared at him. Ho glared at
him  He had taken it for granted that
Bunter was after o little loan. DBut it
was, apparently, some othor matter in
which the fat Owl of the Romove wanted
him to be a pal. That bob was o sheer
waste, in the circumstances.

“It's about my detention,” explained
Bumer. “Yon know thar awful beast
Quelch has .:Trl'm::n me & detention thia
afternoon | say, Toddy, don't wallk
cut of the study when a fellow's talk-
g to youl 1 say. old chap, I went you
to be a pnl. Quelch thinks 1 wrote that
limoriek——"

“ He knows you did, yon fat ass !™
_ “Well, he thinks 1 did because it wns
jolly elever, and he knows I'm a clever
chap |” admitted Punter. “But that
ain’t proof, you know."

“0Oh erumbs 1" said Toddy,

" 1 mean to say, putting down & clever
thing to me beeause ' clever ain't
fair, any more than pulting down sill
things to you beeause you're a fool, a]gl
chap! You see thati" argued Bunter.

“Fan me " murmured Voddy.

“Well, I want you to be a pal,” said
Bunter. “Yeon go to Queleh, and tell
iuit:}i that I never wroto rthat limerick,
ang——"

* But you did 1™ velled Peter.

“1 wish you'd keep to the int,
Toddy ! What 1 want 13 to get off deten-
tion,” explained Bunter. " You tell
Queleh that [ never wrote that limetick,
to your certain knowledge—see? Ten
to one he will believe you. If he doesn't
there’'s .ne harm done. It's only just
the trouble of walking to his study.
I'd do more than that for o pal.”

Peter Todd glanced round Study
MNo. T. aa if in search of something.

Eilly Bunter bhlinked at him
pat imrI:,r through his big speetacles.

“Youre mnot paying ottentionm,
Toddy 1" he exelaimed., * What the
thump are you laoking for "

*The cushion I

“I'm sitting on itl You den't want
the cushion now, Peter. What the
dickens do you want the cushion fort”
exclaimed Bunter irritably,

“All right1 This book will do " said
Peter. "1 anly want Lo chuck it at you,
old fat man! [Klere you are "

Bang 1

“Ow | Beast! Owl" roared Dunter,
as the volume banged on a fat chin.
“Why, you rotter! Wharrer yvou chuck-
i things at me for? Beast |

Poter, chuckling, left the study
without lingering to explain why he
was chucking things at Bunter.

The fat junior was left rubbing his
podgy chin and grunting with wrath.

There was a step in the passage, and
Lol Cherry locked into Study No T.

Bunier gave him e ferocious glare

“(iet out, you beast1” he hooted.

“ Hallo, hollo, halla! What—*

“Oh! 1Is ir you! 1 thought it wos
that other beast come back! [ say,
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Bob, Tﬂddcg"a just gone dawn the
- passage ! Go after him and kick Lim,
wiil you i*

“Why " asked Bob, laungling.

“Chuckiog & book at a chap, just
because I asked him to go to Queleh’s
study " said Bunter. * Lazy, you know |
Rotten slacker | But I say, old chap,
you can do 1t for me, if you like. Will

you 7 e
“Yes, when I go down. What is it
you want mg to say to Quelehi”

“Tell him 1 never wrote that limericl,
and-——"

“But you did 1 =nid Bab, staring.

“That's just what Toddy raid when
I asked bim!" exclaimed Bunter, in
reat cxasperation, “Ilis very words!

ou seem to be just ds fatheaded as
Toddy ! Can’t you talk sense for onca #?

“¥You fat, Oabhy, frah,;nus freak 1
growlad Bab. “I've a jol ood mind
to boot you round vour stndy ! You nsl
me to go and tell Queleh lies again, and
I'll do it, too ¥

" Beast 1™

Bob. who had stepped into the study,
made a step back towards the deor. He
was strongly tempted to leave the [at
Owl to his fate, but he stopped.

“Look here, Bunter, 1 eame to speak
to you,” he satd. “ You've said that you
did not stick up that limerick in the
Form-room Is that the truth

“1f you're going to hint that I tell
lies, Chorrye—="

“¥ou fat chump 1” roared Boh, “Dhd
You or not ¥

“No, I didn't 1 howled Bunter. “As
if I'd get Queleh down on me like &
ton of bricks! Bome.cad sneaked it
from my study and stuck it up there 1

“ Who do d'l,mu think 7

*That cad Carter, 1 expect I snorted
Bunter  “"1sn't ho always playing
rotten tricks o land me with (gue ele?
He wants me to_get a bad report this
term. If I do, I fose my chence with
old Joe Carter. That's what he wants,
1 believe he'd be glad if 1 got sacked—
and me his relation, too! ¥You'd expect
a fellow to be proud to find a relation
like me at his new school, wouldn's
yout? Dut is he? No fearV

“Well, you're such a fearful fibber,
no fellow can belicve a word you say ¥
growled Bob. * But I believe you never

ut that cheeky rot up on the black-
E-nard, and I'm gomng to G%}mlch to tell
himi 20 It may get vou off"

Billy Bunter brightened.

“Good 1™ he exclaimed. ™ Now you're
ta,lkmi sense ! Tell him at the samo
time that | never wrote 1t, won't you i

“No!" roored Bob.

“1 mean. to say, you may 23 well do
the job thoroughly I' urged DBunter,
“What 1 want 12 to get off detention.
That's important.™

“['m gaing to tell him the truth, yon
fat idiot—just that. amd no more aud
no less |

“You keep on wandering from the
point, Cherry! F.m:rp your mind on

the main pomt—that's getling me off
detention ! And  the Iine;, too, wou
know | If Quelch belioves I never had

anything to do with that limerick, he
will let me off detention and lines!
Dash it all. T think that's worth the
trouble of going to his study and jawing
for & fow minutes!” said Dunter
warmly, “Toll Lim that you know, for
s fact, that [ never had anything o do
with it! Just into his study ard
say—varoooch ! Leggo, you beast!”

Billy Bunter rosred as his fat neck
was grabbed and his fat head bhanged
against the bhack of an srmchair. He
roared frantically

“There 1" ﬁﬂﬁi’]l’.‘-d Bob, and with a
final bang. ho reloased Bunter's fat
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neck and walked out of Study No. T

“Beast 1" roared Dunter.  “Vah!
Rotter ] DBeast! Wow! Beast (¥

He rolled to the doorway, and shook
a fat fist after Bob as he tramped away
to the stairs,

Horbert Vernon-Smith eama aut of
Etutl% No. 4 and stared at him.

“What's Lthat game?” he asked,

'1 say, Bmithy, bold on a inute,
old chap!” eaid Bunter cagerly, “I
say, think it wounld be any Fum‘i if you
went to Quelch and told Liim that I
never wrote that limerick! I'd rather

Cherry did, because Queleh knows you
tell liogme—

[ 1] EI].?II

“8till, it'a worth trying on,” =aid
Bm}mr. “Cherry makes gut ihat he
can't go and tel lies, but I Lknow you
dpq t mind. old chap—it's in vour line,
ain’t it? A few moro won't hurt you
Brithy1 I'd ask Mauleverer, .but, o
course, he's not the sort of chap I
conld ask to do it—but von are, okl
fellow. Go to Queleh and say that 1
never—yoo—hooooop 1™

Why Smithy eut alon
door, and kicked him, Bunter did not
know. But he know that Smithy did—
Emtu a hefty kickl The fat Owl
ounded back inte the study and
slammed the door! It looked as if
Bunter was booked for detention that
afternoon, unless the truth could sive
him! And that was not a_resowres on
which William George Bunter was
accustomed to place much reliance!

to his studs

=

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Alibl {or Bunter !

(OB CHERRY stopped at the door
B of his Form-mastey’s study, and

hesitated, But he had mazlqa np
his mind, and ho tapped af 1he
door,
“Come in1”
Bob ontered.

Mr. Queleh was sceted atb hiz {able,
with a pile of Latin papers before hinm.
He bad ahout -thirty Eﬂfmrs te po
throngh that afternoon bDelorc he was
ot leisere. It was a half-loliday for
ihe Romove, but not for their Form-
master. MNo donbt that was the rogson
why Queleh gave Bob o glance of
impatient inguiry  Interruptions were
not welcame.

“What is it. Cherrs " he vapped.

Bob stood befores the table, with ithe
colour decp in his checka.  TIo had
determined to spoak to Quelche—but it
was not an easy task. DExasperating
ass az Billy Bunter wae, he was going
te have fair play., if Bob eould help,
I'gr the rivalry between i(he two
relations of old Mr. Carter, Bob did
not care a straw—it had. not the
slightost interest for him. But in that

culiar contest between a rogue and a
ool. Bob wae on the sido of thoe [ool |

“It’s about Bunter, sir!” blurted out
Bob 1 think T ought to tell vou, iy,
that Bunter never put up {hat silly
papor in the Form-room this moerming,™
- " Nonsense " snapped Mr. Qu:ﬁh.
“It was in Buntor's hand, and was
certzinly his work, Cherry! What do
ou mean? [ Liave no doubt that many
ovs in the Form had econ it helore.
I judged so by their looks|”

"1 know sir! Bunter did it, but lia
never put it up on the blackhoard!
EHe never meatt vou to sco it

“Oh 1" said Mr. Quelch.

He laid down his pen and sat looking
at Bob's Rurhed face. very attentively,
acrnss the rahble.

The imerick was, of course, extremely
disreanectful, and ought never to liave
bewnn camposed by the fatuous fat Owl.

But Mr. Quelech was no fool—he was
an experioneed schoolmaster. He know
parfectly well that jokes and jests were
constantly being made sbout the
“beaks.” Thcy ought not to have been,
doubtless; but they were! The fact
that Bunter bhad written the limerick
was & amall matter, in comparison with
hiz haviog posted it up in the Forin-
roony.  1hat was the head and front of
his offending, so to speak. Thnt was a
direet insult and defiance, for which
hardly any punishment conld be toa
geverg., I unter had not dona that
lhg cose waos very much altered,

‘Arp you sure of this, Cherry?”
asked Mr. Quelch, after a long pause.

“Pm quwite sure of it sir i anaweroed
Bob. “1 know Bunter never meant
that silly thing to be secn outside the
Form; and 1 know that he would never
Im'-*ar{_md the nervo to put it whero you
gaw it.’"

“SBomeono put it there!” said Me.
Quelch deyly.

“I know, sir—but noet Bunter! Some
slhey fellow picked it up in his stwldy,
amel made thar use of "

AMr !fnrqlclfa look grew sharper.

“Ii that is the case, Cherry, such a
hay ust-have known that the blame
would be laid on Bunter!™ he enid.

‘Bob shifted uncomfortably. He could
not mention Carter; that was sneaking,
and sneaking was barred! AMoroover,
he had no atom of proofl He was
certain; but his certainty was nothing
tn anyona but himself.

“I know it wasnt Bunter, sir|** he
stammered. “I'm sure of that! 1
thought you ought to know.”
~ “Uertainly, 1 should be giad te konow,
if it is the case! But——"

“It was put up i break this
morning, sir! Banter was in sight of
plenty of fellows most of the time. I
saw him in the school-shop for quite ten
minutes out of the fifteen ™

“Clan you state positively, Cherry,
that Bunter bad no  opportunity,
thlrm‘f break, of shpping away uno
served to the Form-room "

“Well, 1 couldn't say so as a foct,
gir, but I'in sure of it,” said Bob. “1
know he was under my_ eyes for two-
thirds of the time, and he never went
near the House at all. And I remeom-
hoy that when the bell went, he camo
cutting across the quad—he wasn't in
1he Honse.”

Mr. Quolch drumimed on the table for
a moment or two, with his fingers. Bob
could see that he was impressed,

“Unfortunately, Cherry, it i3
impossible to trust any statement mado
by Bunter,” he said, at last. * And only
Buntor can know for certain. Flow-
vurer, thero is cortainly somothing in
what yon say. If Bunter was not guilly
of that act of insolence in pinning tha
paper up in the Formeroom, I shall
certainly romit the remainder of lis
mmshntent,”

Hea reflected for & moment.

“Break was at ton-forty-five this
morning,”’ he said. “ You say that you
saw Bunter for ten minutes—"

“¥era, sir—he cut across to the {uck-
shop at once, and was there when X
weat in Ik was only four or five
minutes to 'eloven when he left. And
third school was at eleven.”

My Qlurrlch smiled fa.int:!y.

1 rely npon your word abeolutely,
Cherry ! What vou tell me of your awn
Imowledge I take e & fact. If yon can
find some equally trustworthy boy who
can account for Bunter's time until
third school, you may ask him to comm
lo my study and speak to me”

o "u‘}:'.'-'i'j' well, sirt*
Boly left the study, and Quelch
rosmnnd Latin papers.

Bob's irow waa thoughtful as ho went.



“ ] say, can't
Toddy. *1

He walked across to the changing-

room, whers many of the Remove had

already gathered. )

“(Oh, here you are, Cherry!™ said
Tom Redwing, with a cheory frin. “If
youw've changed your mind, I'm ready
to stand down.”

Bob shook his head.

“No—you go in snd win, Reddy!

I say, did you happen to see Bunter in
hr‘eq,y this mg'mi:llig‘!” i

‘Yes, in the shop—"

“That's no good—I saw him there!”
Bob looked round over & crowd of
follows, “Any of you see Bunter this
morning after ho Eat out of tha grub.
shop, and before the bell went?"”

“What the dickens does it mattor?”
demanded Johnny Bull

“Itr mattors a to  Bunter 1"
snswerad Bob., *“That putrid limerick
was stuck on the blackboard in bresk
Bunter was in the shop till fivo minutes
to eleven. If he did it, ho did it in
those minutes. I want to find somo
follow who saw him at the time.”

“Zetting up a3 a detective!™ asked
Carter, with a soeer.

Bob gave him a glare.
“I'm setting up to stop your rotten
{ricks 1" he snorted. * When it's proved

that Bunter never put that paper thers,
T'll leave it to all the fellows to guess
whe did I

“8ing out, you men " grinned Bquif,
" Anybody see a fat pig rolling about
just "t;efnru third school ?"

“Ha, ha, hal” )

*Yes, I jolly woll did !" zoid Ogilvy.
“Bunter was trying to borrow a bob
from me, just before the bell went.”

"“Bot you he never got it!" grinned
Skinner.

“No he didn’t! But he jawed about
his postal order.” seid Ogilvy. “He

would have got one, if the bell hadn't
rung."

Bob Cherry gave 8 chuckle

“That does it!" he said. *"Was

Bunter talking to you for five minutes,
Oggy, old mant”
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“Quite! It seomed moro like fHfty.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Come on, old man—Quelch wants
te sea 8 man who saw Bunter during
that five minntcs, and can say that he
never went to tho Form-room!" ex-
claimed Boh.

“He might have gone beforo 1 sew
him_______lj'

“No, he didn’t; he was in the ahq{::
I was there. Thias is a jolly old alibi
for Buntor—cleara him all along the
line 1" chuckled Bob, “Come on—
you've got to tell Quelch thatl”

“Oh, all right!™ said the good-
natured Bcottish junior; and he left the
changing-room with Bob.

Cartor cast a dark and bitter look
after Bob as he went. Bob Cherry was
about the last fellow in the Remove who
might have been expected to put In
detective work like this! Not for the
first time Bob had put "paid ™ to the
schemer of the Remove!l The thing
had been landed on Bunter, without a
spot of doubt in Quelch's” mind—and

b Cherry had knocked it completely
on the bead' For it was clear that,
with Bunter’s time all through break
acgountad for, he could not have been
the fellow who had slipped into the
Form-room and pinned that disrespect-
ful paper on tha blackboard!

Hearry Wharton gave Cartor a sharp,
searching look.

“8o 1t seoms that it was not Buntor,
siter allt” heo said slowly. “Was it
you, Carter?”

“Thanks for the question!” drawled
Carter *Was it you?"

“ Wha-a-t "

“Well, you asked mo! Can't I nsk
you I

“Sauce for the gooss 18 sauce for the
gander!” grinned Skinner “ Answer
up, Wharton! Was it you "

“Oh, shut up!” anapped arry.

Ogilvy came back to the changing-
room & f{ew mmutes later. 5

8

- “Bunter's  all  right” said.
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n make it two, old chap ? ** sald Bunter, as Pater Todd placed a shilling in his Iat palm. ** No ! ** grunted
ouldn’t like 10 be close with money, like you are, Toddy,"” sal¢ Bunter.
Still, some fellows can't help being stingy 1™

* Open generosliy—ihal’s my way.

*Queleh has sont for him to let lum off
detention! Lucky old ]ﬁorpnisu I" He
lanced round. “But who the dickens
ound Bunter’s silly paper and stick it
up in the Form-room wns & di

p in the F m{ Tt dirty
trick, whoever did it!”

Many eyes turned on Carter. He
walked out of the ctmnging-rgnm with -
an air of indifference, but with bitter
chagrin and rage in his heart

[———

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Knows How |

1] SAY, Bob—"
I “Oh, don't bother!” grunted
Bob.

Bob Cherty was not in tho bost
of Epirita.

His usually sunny faco was clonded,
and he was walking aimlessly under the
elms, his hands driven deop in hw
pockora.

It was a fine, cold, elear afterncon,
glorious for footbnll.  Bob fairly
earncd to be in his place in the

emove oleven. There were fow things
he would not have given to lina up
with ﬁja friends when Tom Merry & Co
arrivod.

Instead of which he was strolling aim-
fessly about, keeping a distance from
the nhee-riu crowd in tho cha.ngmg.mgm‘
Tt was seldom that Bob felt “ out of it ¥
in matters of games; but he was utterly
out of it now Threo members of the
Co, were in tho team; Frank Nugent
waa with them, and Dob was left on
hiz own

He was wondering, rather dismally,
whether perhaps ho had not made a
misteke in standing ouk.

More than his own keen desire to
play, there was the fact that he was
wanted in tho olevon And Carter,
after all, was not likely to pley the
samo treachorous trick twice—it would
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look a littlo too ?'alpnbla. Bob
realised that he Lad ellowed. his intense
loathing for the cumning sriekster to
overcoma  liia  judgment. He was
noeded in the side, and he ought fo
hiave played, and that fact dawned on
him ns he thought it over—too late to
bo of any use. Wanted or not, he
could not bargn in now and claim the
placo that had been given to Redwing

In that di=mal framo of mind, he was

far from plcased to zee Bunter. He
was fecling solitary; but there were

worse thingas {han  solitude, and
Bunter's compeny was one of them.
Thet, howaover, did not occur to

Bunter, Bunter know, if Bob did not,
that hiz company was & boon and &
blessing.

“Anything wp. asked
Bunter affably.

“0Oh, yea! No! Rell off I?

“1 say, I'vo gol off detention and the
lings, too!™ grinned Bunter. “Yon
ware rather o beast in  the stedy,
Cherry; but it was jolly decent of you
to go _and put it to Quelch, He's let
mo off with the licking I had in the
Form-room. He said that that was suf-
ficient punishment for having written
tisrespectfnl  nonsense—and that he
was satisfied that I pever paut it up in
tho Formy-voom ! It's o bit odd that he
tank your word when he wouldw’t take
mine, ain't i7"

Bah laughed.

“1 mean to ravr. & For-master
ought to take a fellow's word,” said
Bunter. “It would make things so
much ensier, you know. A chap could

old chapi”

got !:-E with angthing. But the fact is,
Quelch ia no gentleman I
£ ﬁss !”

“QOh, weally, Cherry!

) I say, ain't
yor Ph;qmg foothall i
£ ﬂ B

“Oh! Bocauso Wharton's pnt that
ead 1 tha team! I Enow,” saul
Bunter.  *Quite right. old ehapl 1

wouldn't pley in the .ame team with
him, either! No good Wharton asking
me—1 should refusze ™

“Fathead I®

“I zay, I'm going to make that cad
Carter =1t np ! went on Bunter econfi-
dentinlljr". “Ive heen thinking it out,
and I know how, too! He keops on
tandding me with Queleh, to pot me a
bad report. Well, zauce for tho gooso
is sauce for the ganderl Fm jolly well
poing to land him, =sec? I sav, don't
you mention to him about mo being a
vontriloguist.”

“ Bother you and your ventriloguizm !*

#I mean, as he's new here, ho doesn't
know ﬂn?thing‘ about it,"” explained
Bunter. 1 can pull his leg all right.
You know swhat a wonderfol vensrilo-
quizt I am, Cherry—-"

“1 Lknow what a thumping ass you
am :H‘

“Beast! T soy, you seem in a jolly
bad temper this afternoon,” said the
fat Owl, blinking at Bob'a mondy face.
“You've done me o good turn, old
chap! I'd Lke to cheer voun up. I say,
come over to CHE Howse with me and
sen my sister Bessio [

s “0h, my hat!? zaid Bob.

It did nat secm to Inm that a view
of Bunter's sister Bessin would have a
fearfully cheeving offect on his spirvits,

“I'11 take you, if you'll =tand a
taxil" eaid Bunter. “I don’t want to
walk, Might seo Marjorio Hazeldene,
You can talk to Besse, while I talk to
Marjorie,  Bhe'd like thatl  What
about it§*”

“Chump1? ]

“Those St Jin's chapes will be blow-
ing in before long,” roemaorked Buntor.
"’lg want to sca that fellow D’Arcy—
Tie Macxer Lisrany.—No, 1,507,
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rather an old pal of mine. I'H tell you
what, Cherry—you'd like to play——"

“0Of course I should ™ grunted Bob.
“Don't be an ass I

“ Wall, euppase Carter stood out——"

“He won't, ass|”

"Walli he might!” said Bunter. To
Bob's surprise, the fat Owl gave him
a sly, fat wink “I might manago it 1?

“Youl You ass!”

“Oh, really, Cher 1

“Give us a rest, for goodness’ sake !
growled Bob. and he walked away,

more than satisfied with what he had

had of the pleasure of Billy Buntor's
CoOmpany.

“ Beast | squeaked Bunter.

The fat junior rolled away to the
changing-room. There wos & grin on
his face and a sly twinkle in his little
round eyes behind his spactacles.

Bunter was on the warpath |

He had becn thinking this overl In
dealing with Carter, he was nhout as
useful as & fat rabbit dealing with a
fox But there was one  weapon in
Bunter's fat hands of which Carter
knew nothing.

The Remove fellows generally knew
all about Bunter's ventriloquism. They
were, in fact, fed up with it.  They
aldmitted that it was an extraordinary

ift, and that Bunter did nt woll—but
they had heard cnough of it, in fact, a
little too much., and did rot want any
more.

But Caricr, the pow
kﬁﬂw'lpﬂgﬁ ﬂf it Carter was the only
man in the Remove on whom Bunter
could hope to play vu-ntrilo%uial tricks
without getting spotted ! ut Carter
was an easy victim| Now that this
idea had occurred to Billy Bunter's fat
brain, he saw ahcod of him a chance
of scoring over the fellow who was con-
tinually landing him in the seup.

He blinked in at the doorway of the
changing-room.

1 say, you fellows, is Carter heroi®
he asked,

junior, had no

“He was—hut he's gone I” answered
Harry Wharton, “It's not time to
change sot! Roll away ¥

“Hut, I zay, whero is hal”

“I1 don't know—or care, citherl
Cut 1

" Beast 1M

Billy Bunter rolled away in ecarch
of Carter. Quite s masterly scheme
was outlined in Bunter's podgy brain—
founded upon the circumstance that
Arthur Carter did pot know that he was
o ventriloguist! That  weird and
wonderful gift wes—Bunter hoped; at
least—going to land Carter mn the soup,
in which he had =o often landed Bunter
that term.

He found Carter in his studyr—No., 1
in the Remove. The new junior was

sitting by the window, locking over a-

newspaper, when Bunter opened the
door and blinked in.

He put the paper hascily ont of sight,
as the door opencd. It was a pink
paper, devoted to * gee-goes’ and the
activitics of bookmakers. That was a
subjoet in which Arthur Carter was
deeply interested.  With all his cun-
ming. and all his knavery, he was in
actual fact, one of the “ mugs” on which
that noble profession snbsizis! Since
he had fallen from his old unele™s good
groces,  his  pocket-money  had  been
strictly limited: but, such ns it was,
most of it ran away on “ dead corts”
inat came in tenth or cloventh!

But the fellow who had been sackeod
from &t., Maf’s for “blagging” was
very carciul to keep up appearancrs, =o
far as he could, at Greyiviaras. Only
when be was alone did Carter’s sport-
ing papers or cigarottes come into view.

Now he was almost eaught, as the study
dnor opened sudderly, without a knoek,
and Billy Bunter's spectacles glim-
mered .

_ Bur the pink paper vanished on the
inatant, and with the same movemoent
Carter picked up a %Caesor.”

‘Billy Buntor blinked across the study
at him. He favoured him with a fat
sreer, as he saw the echool-book 1n
hiz hand.

“Ewotting 7" jeered Bunter.

Carter suppressed & grin! That was
exactly the unpression he had wanted
to give, if Bunter had enly known it

“Get out, you fat lout ™ he said.

“Cheeky beast—"

Whiz!

Caesar’s “Gallic War” flow across
the study, and landed on Buntecr's
fat litile nose! No schoslboy ever
found the " Gallic War" grateful or
comforting: but never ad Billy
Bunter found it so disagrocable ss at
thar inoment.

"Ow ! rpared Bunter.

He tottered back into the passage.

“ Bhut that door!” snapped Carter.
He was anxious to get back to the
gec-pees and the odds

The next moment, Carter gave a
jump. From the passage. barking
througl the half-open doorway, camo
s familiar vorco—the voice of Henry
Samuel Quelch, mastor of the Remove—
or elze its twin |

“{farter! Are wou in your study,
Carter i
“Oh!l Yes, sirl” ped Carter.

He jum to his fect, deeply thank-
ful that the pink paper was safely out
of sight!

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Ventriloquial Vengeance !

i ARTER 1"
‘ “Yes, sirl”
“1 have discovered who

pinned that insolent paper
in the Form-room this morning 1"

“Oh!” gasped Carter.

He stood staring towards the deorway
of the study. As Mr. Quelch ‘was
addressing him, he natorally expected
his Form-master to step in.

But iAir. Quelch did not step in!?

As Mr. Quelch, at that mtomtent, was
silting in his own study, busy with
Latin papers, he was not likely to step
mnte a4 junior study |

Billy Bunter was alone, outside the
door. That imperative bark, which
any Remove man could have sworn
was Alr. Quelch's voice, proceaded from
the fat ventriloguist of the Remove!

Bunter was guite an adept in that
kind of thing, Any voice that had an
distinetive  quality, Bunter coul
imitate like & parrot; and there was
no doubt that Queleh’s voice waa dis
tinenve
. I“It- was not I, sir ¥ gasped Carter,

"Bilenee, Carter 1" eame the bark, "1
am perfectly well aware thet you ahb-
strocted rhat paper, and pinned it up
in the Form-room."

“I—I assure yon, sir—->"

*1 repeat, silence ! You will remain
in detention  this afterncon, Cartor.
Take your French books, and go to
Class-rgom No. 10 You will report to
Monsieur Charpentier that I have sent

you."

“ But, sir—" pgasped Corter in
dismay.

“ Enough 1™

“I'm in the football team, sir—tho
Bt. Jim's men will be Lere in half an
hour, and—"



% Jilenece, Carter !

The door slammed, pulled shut from
outside. o

Carter stood staring at 1t in blank
surprise and rage.

How Mr. Queleh had spotied lum, as
tha fellow who had fatnned up the
limerick, he could not begin to guess;
but it seemed that Queleh had-no doubt

pbout it! Anyhow, he was booked for
the detention class, and
help for thatt

In deep and concentrated fury, the
schemer of the Remove sorted out his
to take down

there was no

French elass-books,
Class-room No. 10.
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OW that we have dealt with all
- those players whose job it is to
look aftar thie defensive side of
a football team. it i3 time we
carried on to talk about the attackers.
That is not to suggest that the arackers
and defenders in & football side are
sepanate, and have nothing to do with
each other. _
I havo tried to make you realise, in
these lessons, that the success of a foot-
ball team depends upon the way all the
playvers work to cr, and help one
ancther. The attack and the defence are
really closely linked. Bur for the sake
of simplicity we usually divide foot-
hallera into two classes—attackers and
defendors. 1 propoze to tell you all 1
know about the work of the attackers,
Before we atart. let me got something
off my chest which I feel may be borher
ing you. 1 have an idea that some of
you think a great deal of ths [air
advanced atuff about football which
am passing on to you is ot much good
for the sort of foorball you arc playing.
It is true that some of the things | tell
you about football may not be nccessary
for you just yet But 1 imagine ihat
every boy who plays football wants to
keep on playing when he grows up, and
yearns to bo really good at the game,
Herea 1 tell ﬁ;‘!'uu of thinga which may
seom & bit difficult, because I think that
if you try to do things in the right way
now, you will-find it much easier to do
thom right when )lfuu et to the higher
atandard of football. ¥You see the idea?
I am not content just with making you
inte geod schoolboy footballers, T want
to make vou into Internationals. And
I shan't do that if I lcave out some of
the most important lessons about the
game just because they seem a  bit
untiecessary for tho class of foorball in
wlich you are plaring now,

ALWAYS IN THE WARS

40 to progress with n'rm.nking; ideas,
We'll deal with the eentre-torward
first To be a centre-forward jou

_ have certainly to be & tough 'un—
big, strong, and able to stand a lot of
buffeting. You necd only read the
reports of first-class fooiball matches to
realise what somo - centre-forwards have
to put up with.
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Billy Buuter rolled down the passagfo
to_the stairs, grinning.

He had & pain in his fat little noso;
but he hardly heeded it, in hiz satis-
faction at having pulled Carter's leg so
cump!etelg

Carter had been completaly taken inl
No doubt thht he was surprised that
hie Form-master had barked at him,
without looking into the study. But
ho could hardly doubt that Queleh was
there, when he heard Quelch's voice.
30 far from suspecting Bunter of trick-
ing him, he would hardly have believed
that Bunter could have done it, had he
been told  Without & doubt in his

gl
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To be a star centre-torward,
chum, you've got to be a real
tough ‘un—able to take
plenty of knocks and bruises.
Qur special reporter’s had

some and knows |

that three of the best
have
in tho wars more or less all
Ernest Glover, of

fact

It ia &
centre-forwards 1in the game to-da
beon badl
through this season.
Girimsby Town, hasn't played since the
first day of the smason. Ted Drake, ono

of the stronpest fellows you could
imagine. has been in and out of the
Arzenal team with injury alter injury,
and Fred Steele. of Stoke, has been the
same. Oh, yes, da'-u}u must be tough to be
o centro-forward.

You want to know why centro-for-
wards get hurt more than other ;])Ia.yerai
1 think I can explain fairly easily. The
centre-forward is loocked upon as the
epear-hoad of the attack. He is the man
who is e:?::cted to turn the good play
of his colleagues into goals—the pomnt
of the utmakm}; arrow. You know thar
if the point of an arrow gets blunted,
the arrow docsn’t do its job properly.
Defanders of football teams know that,
toa. They realise that if they can shut
the speai-head out of the game, tho rost
of the attack won't bo nearly so effec-
tive, however well it plays.

I am not saying that it 1a the fault
of tho defenders that centro-forwards get
hurt. Don’t think for & moment that
halves and full.-backs sot out to “blunt
the centre-forward by injuring  him.
What they do i* .0 concentrate on sceing
that the eettre-forward docsn't get the
ball, or be given much room to work it
in.
doesn’t got a look in, two or three
defenders go for him at the samoe timo.
Is it m:]y wonder that groggy knces and
strained musecles are the result?

It is liccawse of -this desive to blunt
the spear-head of the attnck that the
stopper centre-half, whom I told you all
pbout a week or two ago, lLas becn

00TB

IONALNCOACH

Perhaps, in order to make sure he |

9
mind, Carter gathered his Tronch
books for tho detention class.

Bunter was imﬁng at the foot of
the sraircase, when Carter came down.
Carter gave him s scowl in passing.
Bunter blinked at the books under hia
erm, and grinned from car to ear.

He rolled after Carter, as the new
fellow cut away hastily to the chang-
ing-reem. He had to let his captain
know that he would not be playing
that afterncon.

Some of the footballers were chang-
ing now, Others were talking togother

(Continued on next page. )

_______________

|

invented. I mentioned that the instruo
tions the centre-half gets when he goca
out to play a game, are that he must
stop the opposing contre-forward. Ho it
comes about that the chief job of the
centro-forwerd 18 to prevent himeelf
being “blunted ™ by the stoppor contro-
{mlif. And. believe me, that is no light
jo

QUICK OFF THE MARK

ERHAPS the first essential for a
centre-forward, after his strongth
and toughness, is that ho should
be guick. By that I don't mean

that he must bo able to run fast—do &
hundred yards in ten seconds, or any.
thing like that. Hae must be qlll:i-::k in his
movements, and “quick off the mark.™
Whon footballers are running races thoy
don't have them over long distances.
They have races over twenty yards. You
gee, it’s pace over the Arst fow yards
which matters in football, The man
who starts quickest will get there first.
S0 & centre-forward must be quick.

Hc must, of courss, bo & good dribbler
—but that goes for all footballers, what-
ever position they play in. The ability
to use both feet goes for all footballors,
too: but the contre-forward must bo
specially good at it.  He must bo able to
shoot accurately with oither foot, If he
has to change tho ball over on to his best
foot when ho gots a chance to score, the
odds are that the ball won't be there by
tho time ho is ready. It is also import-
ant that s centre-forward should be
specially good at heading, but we have
agrecd that there shall be none of that
in our games for the time being, beeause
eomebody might get hurt.

Even with all these things in his
favour, howover, thers can o
guarantce thet the centro-formard will
overcomoe tha fellows who try to blunt
Lhim. To do this he will Prnbnbly have
to think out all sorts of dodgos, and
wvo secret plans with his colleagues,
to change positions, and that sort of
thing. But I will have some more to
say noxt week about how the centre-
forward can mako himsolf & nuisanco
fo the atannr centra-half, and how ho
can be helped to do thiz by his forward
colleagues.

me Magrer Lianany.~—No. 1,567
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—and all of them looked round, at the
sight of Carter’s angry savsge face.

*Yeou'va ot to. leave me out,
Wharton," sard Carter curtly.

“What the dickens do youn mean®™
unkei:i tho captain of the Hemove,
teatily.

“I've got a detention.

Wharton stared at him.

“A detention! You were here a

ter of an hour ago—have you gone

round collecting detentions since then i

4 That old fool Quelch came up to my
study and told me!” snarled Carrer.
“He's got it into his head that T pinned
up that paper in the Form-room this
morning—you can thank Cherry for 1t;
I've no doubt he worked it™

“Rubbish! I'm sure Bob nover
mentioned your name ta Quelch.™

“Looks az if ho did ¥ sneered Carter,
“I've got a dotention, anyhow—and
I've got to_get to Mossoo's class-room !
I thought T'd tell you.”

“Wall, my hatl"

Certer slouched savegely away. He
waa disappointed, as well as erraged.
It was o redeeming point in his char-
acter that he was keen on Boccer, and

laged a good game. He was atill

ner, pcrgapa, on keaping Bob Cherry
gut of the gams; and it was only his
presence in the team that kept Bob
out, Ho was in his blackest mood, as
ha tramped away to the detontion-
roons,

Harry Wharton drew a deep breath.

“Well, thia puta the lid on | he said.
“ Another man gone from the team—
thank goodness you'ra here, Oggy!
You'll play?®™ ; .

#Like a bird 1" grinnod 'Dgl:!uy.

“And Bob—" said Frank Nugent.

“Redwing's put inm—we can’t chop
and change like that!” grunted the

i+ -

™
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The junior schoolboy who tock on
z¢ highters! 1's Erne
wrence of St. Frank’s, o lightriing

lightweight with a K.0O. in each hs

Read all sbout Lawrence's battles in

the Ring—and his fight sgainst a

blackmasling master who threatens

to expose him at St. Frank's! Get
this tull-cf-punch varn
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uggtain of e Hemove.
Reddy—vou play.”
“ AR wmng—% don’t1” eaid Tom

“All right,

Redwing with o smile. “I'll go and
find Cherry—="

“Look here—" |began Vernon-
Smith The Bounder wae keen to see
his chum in the Bt Jim's match
"LW'-L’ here., Raddy, don't be an
REE——""

* Exactly 1" agreed Tom. “I'm not

ase enough to take Cherry’s place, if
he will plu{y—_-—ﬂ.nd he will pow! You

waut hm. Wharton ¥ ,
“Well, yes, only it's not fair on
vou, sald Harry, slowly.

“That's all right 17

Tomm Redwing left the changiug-
roomn, to look for Bob. He found hin
“mooehing’ dismally in the quad. and
drugged him along, explaming mattevs
on the way.

Bob was looking rather bewildered,
as he came into the changing:reom, but
hia face was much brightér.

“ Reddy says you want me—" he

began.

“Yes; Reddy’s standing outl”
answered Harry. “So is Carter,” he
added, rather acidly, “eo don't begin
on that again”

Bob coloured. -

“I'm ready and willing,” he said.
“['ve been thinking it over, and I don’t
think 1 ought to have stood down.”

“Glad you can sce itl”

“But 1 can't understand Carter
standing out,” said Bob. “What the
dickens is be chucking the mateh fon?
The only decent thing about him is that
he's keen on footer. ]

“He's got a detention. = Quelch
thinks he played that silly trick with
limerick this morning. Carter
thinks you put it into his head I”

1 - { e ] A S § - | S | -, | - - " - - A |

That's Ernest

i Ask for
No. 327 of

Bunter did not know,

“1 never mentioned him to Quelch I
roared Bob.

“ Well, Queleh seems to- have jumped
on. tim, anvhow—whother he's' got it
right or wrong.”

“He's %:t it right{” growled Bob.
“It was Carter! If Quelch has spot-
ted him, serve him jolly well right!
I'd like to see him spotted every time
he p}iaja 8 dirty trick.”

“He, he, he I

Billy Bunter, blinking into the
changing-room through his big spee
tacles. chuckled gleefully Queleh,
his atudy, was blwssfully unconscious of
the fact that he was supposed to have
sent Carter in to detention! Bunter
found that reflection fearfully amusmng.

Bob Cherry glanced round at him.

“Did you know that Carter was
going to be dotaineod, Bunteri™ he
asked.

“*Eh? Oh, no! Not at all, old chapl
How should I koow 1" :

“You told me in the quad that he
might stand out,” maid Bob. " Now

he's got to stand out. Have you béen
to Queleh i ) .
“{Jh, no! 1 bad nothing to do with

it!"” said Bunter hastily " Besides,
ene good turn deserves another, you
know."

“*What 1" :

“1 mmsan to say, you got me off with
Queleh ! sajd Bunter. #Well, now
you're going to play football. Beei”

“What tgr: dickens had you to do
with it1” exelaimed Harry Wharton.

“{h, nothing!"

“'I*‘.hnn what do you mean, «wou fat
ass !

“Oh, nothing at all, old chap " said
Bunter: and be rolled away, leaving
the footballers staring.

Certainly, no fellow in the chatig-
ing-room had the faintest suspicion of
Bunter's part in the affair.

There was genersl satiefaction in the
teamn, Carter, good winger as he was,
was little h!wnaclg personally, and ever
feHow was glad to see Bob Cherry hm:;
in tha eleven .

That satisfaction was far from being

shared by Arfthur Carter. While the
footballers were changing Carter was
resenting  himeself &t Clsss-room

o. 10. where the French master had
his detontion olass—a_dozen hapless
juniors who had extrs French for their
3ins.

Monsieur Charpontior looked st him
a5 he caina in

“Vat is it, Cartair?” he asked. " Vy
you come heref"

“I'm in detontion,
Carter sullonly.

“Mais, but Meester Quelch he hava
not given me your name | eaid Moasco,

“He's just told me to come here.”

“Nht Verres vell! You may tako
ze place, Cartair ™

And Certer took his place in the de-
tention class, and had the plessure—or
ntherwise—of  ahsarbing  additional
knowledge of the beautiful Franch
language. while the Removae footballera
were playing Tom Merry & Co, of
Bt. Jim's.

gir I" pgronted

THE SEVERTH CHAPTER.
Pulling Smithy's Leg !

ERBERT YERNON-SMITH
came up the Remove paesage,
with a black ecowl on his face.

Billy Bunter, loafing in_tho

Epnrwnjr of Study No. 7. grinned at
im.

Why Bmithy was scowling so savagely

but it rather

prmpsed him.  When Bmithy was ina



bad temper avery fellow who had n
view of lim was made sware of the
fact. Greyiriars followz generally
regarded a display of temper as one of
the things that were *not done." but
in such matters the Bounder was a law
unto himself, which was onc of the
reasons why he had roceived his nick-
name,

Bmithy had cause to be annoved.
Like cther fellows in the Remove teamn,
he had looked forward keenly to the
3t. Jim's mateh. Quite aware of his
own quality., Smithy knew his value to
the tecam. and he {iked that value to
ho made quite clear in every match ip
which he played. On this occasion, tha
Bounder had not been at the top of his
form, and the game had been anything
but a triumph for him.

Not only had he failed to scoro, but
he had lost nis temper at a perfectly
fair charge from Figgins of St. Jim's,
which had washed out o promizing
chance, and he had dropped nto seme
rough play, which bad caused his
capfain to call him to order. So, when
the game was avor, Vernon-Smith got
awa,i.; from the changing-room as
quickly as pessible, instead of lingering
with the cheery crowd there. and
stalked away to ivua study with a black
brow. And that black brow did not
lighten, m the very least, at the sight
1.'1!1;';]3:'113.-I Bunter's fat face grinning at
him. In fact, it darkened still more.

“"Bag any goals. Smithy " squeaked
Buntcr.

Ho knew qumte well, from
Bounder's look, that Bmithy hadn’t.
“Find out I" snarled tho Bounder.

“He ho. hol™

It was rathor 1injudictons for Bunter
to cackle, with the Bounder ﬁlaring‘
at him, ir the moad to punch the first
head that eame to hand !

Simithy passed hia own study and
enmo up the passage to Study No. 7
Iic prabbed the fat Owl's collar,
glowed him round, and planted a boot
on the tightest trousers at Greyirviars.

Bunter roared and sprawled

Fecling a little better—though leav-
ing Bunter feehn% a good deal worse—

tho

Bmithy tramped back to Study No. 4,
wont 1 and slammed the door after
hin.

“ Beast ' gasped Bunter

Bunter really had asked for it! Baut,
like many people in this unreasonablo
universe, he did not like getting that
for which he had asked.

ITo blinked out into the Hemave
passage, his oyes gleaming behind his
spectacles.

Thoe Bounder's slamm had rung the
length of the passage. 8o Bunter knew
that lhe had closed his door

He crepy on tiptoe to that deor and
stooped to the kevhole. Throngh the
keyhole he omitted a howl.

“Yaht! Cad! Swanking cadl Yon
can't play footer for toffec! Marbies
15 your game | Yah 1" _

hare was a sound of o chair scraping
in the study a3 Sinithy bounded up.

Bunter did not wait for him

Ho farrly shot into Study No. 3,
which belonged to Ogilvy and Russell.
They were down in the changing-roon,
and the =study was omplty. DBunter
popped in. behind the door.

The next moment Smithy’s door
opened, and he tramped furiously out
into the passage. ad Buuter been
thera something painful would un-
doubtedly have happoned to Buoter.
As Bunter was not there, Bmithy sup-
posed that he had eut back to his own
study, and he tramped up to Study
No. T after hiun.

Bunter. in o stato of mungled gleo
and trepidation, grinned. istoning

EVERY SATURDAY

with his fat ears, he heard the
Bounder stamp into Study No. T

He peered out into the passago,
Smithy haa gone into Study No. 7. and
the coast, for the moment. was clear.

Bunter cut along to the next study
reached round the door., and extracte
the key of SBtudy Ne. 4 from the lock.
Keﬁ in hand. he shot back into Ogilvy's
stucty,

From Btudy No. 7 the Bounder's
voico ‘could be heard:

“You fat votter, whera are you? I'll
burst vou all over tho Removel Where
are you, vou fat pig?”

Bunter, safo in Ogilvy’s study again,
mado no sound. He Efmard Smithy como
back, a few moments later, and go into
hiz own study. Another angry slam
rang the length of the Remove passage,

Bunter did not need telling that
Smithy had shut the door again.

He waited a couplo of minutes, to
give Vernon-Smith time to settle down.
Then, on tiptoe, he crept along to
Smithy's stu%v and insorted the key
into the outside of the lock.

Click |

The kev turned. ]

Bunter suppressed a gleeful giggle.
He hoard an angry exclamation in the
study as the Bounder heard the door
locked on lim.

Tramping feet came across the study
to the door There was a wronch ab
ihe door-handle from withen,

“By gad!” The Bounder's voice
came in concentrated tones of rage. ' 1Is
that you, Bunter? Ts that you, yvou fat
fool? Tl smash you 1"

Bunter made no answer to that.

Boftly. on tiptoe, he crept away to
Study No. 1, where he laad Smithy's
key on the table There was & sound
of sharp rapping on Smithy's door.
The Bounder. a prisoner in his study,
was raging.  whether it was Bunter or
some other fellow who had played tha
trick on him. he did not know: but he
wanted to got at the fellow. whoover
be was.

Bunter grinned as he emerged from
Study No. 1

There was no ono clse up in the
Remove at the time: the footballers
had not eome out of the changing-room,
with the exception of Bmithy. The
Remove ventriloquist had a clear field.

He w&lk’ag slong to Study Ne. 4, and
at the sound of fooisteps Vernon-3mith
shonted from the interioy of the study.

“Hold on, will vou? T'm locked
in i

Smithy could not, of course, sco who
was 1n the passage, but he knew thak
it muszt ba a Remova fellow

Buntor gave a little, fat cough, and
anawered, and hiz answer waz in a voice
gquite wnlike his own fat squeak. It
was a rathor lugh and eharp voice—
the nearest imitation he could make of
Carter's !

*“Hallo! What's up?"

“Romo fool’s locked me in!™ called
hack Smithy “Bunter, I think! Is
that fat fool there?”

“1 saw Bunter downstairs a minute
or two ago,” answered the sharp voice,
which S8mithy never dreamed of guess-
ing camo from Bunter.

‘Eumehada’ elso, then! Is the key
in the lock?”

(11 N-D,"
that Carter?”

inl.ant{liy

asked Vernon-
Bmith. .
He thought that he recognised -the

sharp volco.
o "?ﬂu know it
sharp voice.
“How should I know, vou ass, when
I can't see you I" snapped the Bounder.
“Think I can sea thmugh an oalt door 7"

“You know my votce, 1 suppose”

ia ! answered the

I
cemoe the answering snap. “Why have
you locked yourself in "

o haven't. you fool! Someobody

wonz: out of the

hagdgen the key when I
¥ Look liere, sce

study and locked ma in.
i1 yvou can find it."

“ Likely 1™ i

“Perhaps it was vou locked me in ¥
snarled the Bounder.

“ Parhaps 1t wasz."”

“You chesky fool—"

“Same to vow, with knobs on "

“ By E,‘{um, if I could get at you,
Carter, I'd wipe up tha passage with
you!" hissed Vernon-Bmith. *Will you
let me out or not ¥

“No, I won'tl
are [

There was a savago wrench at the
door-handle, and an enraged thump on
the door.

“¥You <checky rotter! I'I' smash you
for this!” yelled Vernon-Smith.

“You ean't minash a fellow with vour
mouth, and you can't use anything elso.
I'd knoel: f,'q:ru spinning with one hand §"

“Open the deor and try it on ! yelled
the Bounder furtously.

“1 expect you'd hide under tho table
if I did.”

In B8tudy No. 4, Herbert Vernon-
Bmith was almost foaming with rage.
He had been in a bad temyer to begin
with. His temper was now Lhe worst
ever He had po doubt, by this time,
that it was Carter who had locked him
in, any more than he doubted that it
was Carter talking to him from the
other sido of the door. He hammored
furiously on the oalk.

*Will you urlock this door, vou cur I”
e yeolled. “I'll boot you up the pas-
zage and back again! You rotter?
You're doing this because 1 paid you out
for the dirty trick you played on me at
the Three Fishers a week or two ago.
By gum, I'll make you sorry for this 1"

£ [I.t-E ‘!Jll

“You funky worm, let me got at
you 1" roared the Bounder.

“You can come along to may study
whenever you like. You'll find me at
home if you want to go out at the pnd
of a boot."

Bunter, grinning, walked away. Loud
and furions hammering on the insido of
Bmithy’s door followed him, Unheed-
ing, the fai wventriloquist rolled away
down the staira.

Smithy was left a prisoner in his
stndy, raging. How long it would be
beforo he got out, Bunter did not know.
Neither did he care. But he had no
doubt that when BSmithy did get out
there would be a hectic fime 1n store
for Carter. He chuckled at the prospect.

The schemer of the Remove regarded
Billy Bunter with too much cuntemi:t to
dream of fearing any hitting back from
the fat Owl. But, in view of his
peculiar methods, there was no doubt
that Bunter was quite a dengerous man
when he wes on the warpath,

Atick where you

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
A Row With the Bounder!

i ARTER I .
The new fellow in the
Remove sot his lips as he heard
hiz Form-master's voice. DBuk
Lis manner was quito respectful as he
turned round to Mr. Quelch. He dis
liked that gentleman extremely, but it
was not his game to lot Mr. Quelch
Lecome aware of that fact.

Certer was in a most unpleasant

temper The detertion class bhad been
dizinissed at hali-past four, by which
Tm ML“’HET .*-I-I:""." Tﬂ! 1|5‘&1l



12

fime Carter, as.well as fhe rest of the
class, had had more than cnough of
extra French.

The football match was over, and
therc was-the usual noisy crowd in the
changing-room. Carter heard that Grey-
friars had won by three goals to two;
but he waa not much intercsted in o
game in which ho had not played, and
he was not in & mood to join a checry
crowd.

Heo was disturbed deeply by the fact
that Mr. Queleh had gpotted him as the
trickster in the Form-room that morne
ing. How Quelch had spotted him he
could not hegin to guess, for he was
ecrtain that he haed bheen unobserved
when he erept into tlie Remove room in
break to pin Bunter's absurd limerick
up on the bleckboard, But in the eir-
ciimstanees he could not doubt that
WQuecleh had, and it was a blow to him.

11is dpmulinr gamo at Greyiriars
required cantion and secvecy. It was as
good as done for if Mr. Queleh came fo
know, or cven suspect, that he was zim-
Eg to get Bunter o bad report for the

S¥ITL.

To his surprice, Mr, Queleh’s oxpres-
slon wa3 quite kindly, Carter was
lounging mandily in the quad when
3WM1cﬁMihhh Certainly Mr.

uelch did not look as if he had been
quite recontly very displeased with the
junior.

“Yes, sir I® muttered Carter.

“You are moccupiod at the present
moment, I think, Carter. I should like
you tu go down to the post office.”

*{h, cerfainly, sir!™ said Carter.

He had not tho shghtest desire to
obliga Mr. Quelch, bat his manner was
yuite meek and respectful, ]

“Thank yow, m 1" said Mr.
Queleh, quite amiably It was my in-
fenticn to walk to the village, and 1
prospised Mr. Hacker to bring back o
ﬁﬂﬁta! -order from Friardale. I am un-
“‘ablo to %o, however, and I should be
obliged, Carter, if you would do =0.”

"1 sghall ba glad, =ir1” zatd Carter,

not very truthiully. “I was thinking of
g £pin on my bike”
"YU Wery good!™ =aul Mr, Quelch.
“Tako this Emund note, Carier, ape
bring & postal order for one pound, and
take it to Alr. Hacker when you come
back.”

“ Yoo s

Carter took ithe ponned note and the
odd coppers to pay for the postal order,
and went away to get his hieyele.

His cves gleamed winder fuiﬁ knrtted
Lrows aa he went.

It was a relicf to goe that Queleh
appeared to be no longer incensed with
bim. Still, Queleh had, as he believed,
given him a detention that afternoon,
and now he had the check to use up
what was left of his half-haliday. Carter
had & maheions nature, and the thouglht
gecurred to his mind of letting that
peund note blow away by accident—in
which case, his Form-master wonld have
;md to indemnify Mr. - Hacker for the
oS,

But, malicious as ha was, ha Jdid nob
aflow maelica to ect the upper hamd of
vcantion.  He wheoled his hike owr,
mounted it, amd rodo sullenly oway fo
the village.

Ho was back in half an honre with 1he
prostal order in hiz pocket. Ilaving put
upt hiz hike, he wont into the Houose.

“Halle, here ho 3! called
Skinner, o8 he appeared.

Caviopr loaked rennd.

ot

Ttali o dozen

fellons  were Jonking  oi hinn and
grinning.
MAngtuinr uptt? azked  Carter,
puizled.
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"You ta  know !
Skinner,

“Bmithy's as mad as o hatter 1" said
Hazeldene. " When are you ghoing 1o let
hun out, you ass? Guard with your left
when you do '™

" What the dickens do you mean?”
exclaimed Carter impatiently. “Is any-
thing up with S8mithy? Not that I
L

“ You don't know " ¢huekled Skinner.

“How should I know? Pve just bheen
down to Friardale. Anything happened
sinee the mateh ¥

“Look here, wasn't 1t vou?" asked
Snoop.  “Didn’t vou loek Smithy in his
study £

“Of course T didn’t, fathead! Did
anybody "

“Bomebody jolly well did, and Smithy
thinks that it was you.™

* What rot |

Carter went on his way to the study
of the master of the Bhell to deliver the
postal order, leaving Skinner & Co.
chuckling,

He tapped at My, Hacker's door and
opencd .

M: Hacker and 3r. Capper were in
the study, deep in talk.

Hacker glanced round impatiently at
Carter.,

“What ia 87" he snapped. Hacker
generally enapped.

“The postal order, sir. Mr. Queleh
rsked me to feteh it from Friardalp for
vou as he was not going out.™

“Oh, very well! DPlace it on the
table, Carter; put & paper-weight on
it,” sard Mr, Hacker, and he turned
back to hig convebsation with the master
of the Fonrth.

Carter id and left the
study.

He went up to the Remove passage,
rather wondering what had happened
there during his absence: Thero was a
erowd of Romove fellows in the passage,
tnostly collected outside the door of
Study No. 4.

Carter stared at ibemn as hie came up
the passage from the staivs,

Thump, thump, thump! came from
Sludy Na, 4.

Fallowing ithe thwnps came ibe on-
raged voice of the Bounder.

“Will some of yon get that key and
let me out of thizt™

“Mobody knows whare the key ig,
Smithy ! called back Tom Redwing.

“That cad Carter’s got 101" roared
ithe Bounder. *“(an't yon find that
votter and got the key off him, rou
dommy 77

*I think he's gone oul of gates,
lenked for him.”

“Why on rarih did the mad ass play
this silly  iviek ¥ exelaimed  Harrey
Wharton. “You'll have to wait till
Clarter comes 1, Snehy™

“I'H smash him " yelled the Bounder.

“1 sav, von fellows, hwere he cames i
squeaked Billy Bunter.

* allo, hallo, Lhallo! Here's Carter 1™

“Carter, vou ass, where's that key "
exclaimed Harry Wharton. ™ What the
dickens cdo vou mean by lecking a fellow
in his study and taking the key away ™

“Oh, don't bBo an ass!Y snapped
Carter. “I'vé done nothing of the
sort | I haven't beem up here at all
since 1 came out of detention

“Is that Carter ¥ Vernon-Bmith, in
the study, heard the now juniors veice.
“You rotten cur! Unleck that doov!
Do yvou bear me

“13 it locked ¥ acsked Carter.

“Is it Jocked?? repeated IHaorry.
“Yes, it's loched, and 8milhy's been
locked in for an hour or mote. Didn's

¥

T

TaNg, 1 didnel”

otrglid grinned

as hidden

I've

“Bmithy scema to think you did 1Y said
the captain of the “l :
e

Remove dryly.
you've got the key, you'd better
Bmithy out befors he brings the prefects
up hero with that thundermg row |

“Where's the key, Carter?” asked
Redwing

“How should I know where it isi”
snapped Carter. I know nothing at all
abou! -4.”

*“Will you make him hand over that
key?' came the Bounder's fierce yell.
“Take it away from him, Reddy! Aro
you afraid to handie that cur ¥

“Oh, don't be a fathead, Smithy "
said Redwing. “Carter says Iin knows

nothing about it.”

“Fool! Idiot! He locked me in!®

“1 did not ! snapped Cartor, ™ What
ihe thinnp's put that silly idea into your
head, you assi"

“Ill smash youl Oive Redwing that
key 1”7

*1 haven't got any key, you dummy !

Thump thump, thump i

“You'll have Quelch up bere goon at
this rate, Smithy I” zaid Peter Todd.

“1 don't care!l T'll have the whola
school up if that cur doesn’t unlock thn
door! Think I'm going to stay locked
in this room ¥ yelled Vernon-8mith.

“He, he, he!”

“Make that cad hend the key over!
I tell you he's got it! He slanged me
from ontside the study after ho'd locked
me in! He dared not do it with the
door epen! Ha locked me in, and {old
me to stiek here! T tell you he told
me so through the deor! Now do you
believe he's got the key

“1 didn’t I yelled Carter.

“You did 1" yelled back the Bounder.

“You're dreaming "

“T'HIl smash you !"

“Look here, Carter, if you've got the
key—"  said Ilarry Wharton im-
patiently.

“I haven't, and I don't know any-
thing about it:1 Don’t be a fool1”?
snarled Carter.

And he went away to his own etude,
went in, and slammed the door.

The juniors in the passage looked at
one another.” They could not make this
out,

From Btudy No. 4 came the sound of
{he Bounder's furious hanging.

Thump, thump, thump!
Thump !

Dang t

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Wingate Takes a Hand !

INGATE of the Bixth came np
ithe Remove staircase, with lus
sshplant urnder hia arm and a
grim frown on his face.

A Yrow ™ in the Remore was far from
uncommon But the row that was going
on now was rather outside the Jimit.
The Bonnder, in his rage, did not carn
who heard him banging on the locked
door; he would not have eared if it Lhad
bronght the headmaster on’ the secne.
He banged and banged.

Bang. bang, bang! rang from Bindy
No. 4 as Wingate came striding into the
passage

The buzz of voices died away at tho
sight of the prefect.

“*"Ware pre's 1 murmured Nusent,

Dang, bang l.on the door

“ Stop it, Smithy | Wingate®s coming 7
calledd ant Redwing anxiously.

“1 dont't carel”

Darng, bang, banz | i

“ Btop that row 1" roared Wingate, as
he stroae up the passaze. “You noisy
younr sweepa! Do sou know rou can
ho heard all over the Houze? Who's
banging on that door §”
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Billy Bunter heard an angry exclamation in the stuﬂy,
The Bounder's volce came in concentrated tones of rage. ** Is that

EVERY SATURDAY

it

i

|

1]

DO
| it i
! [r'_bfﬂit

as-i'emun-ﬁnﬂth heard his door locked
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gad |
yon, Bunter ¥ 1Is that you, you fat fool ? I_?il smash

you!" The fat Removite made no answer.

“ Imithy 1"
locked in."

ang, bang !

“ Btop that at once, Vernon-8mith t”
And st the voico of the captain of the
school even the reckless Boundor censed
io bang “Now, what dovs thiz mean,
Whartont? Is ".'-'ernnn-%mlth locked in
his study 1"

“Yes, Wingate” :

“8ome eilly lark. 1 suppose. Whao's
got the key? .

“Nobody here,” said Wharton, “Woe
heard Smithy yelling and banging when
wo came up, that's all.”

“Vernon-8mith1 Do you know who
has the keyi”

“Yeal Carter{” howlcd the Bounder.

“Did Cartor lock you ini"”

“Yea™

“Where's Cacter, Wharton 7

“Tn his study—my study,” answered
tho captain of the Remobvo " He says
he doesn’t know anything about it.”

“Well, I'd better seo him. If you
make another round from that etudy,
Vornon-3mith, I'll give you six when
the door's opon 1*

Wingaie walked down the passage to
Atudy Ne. 1, and the crowd of Removites
followed him, ;

The Greyiriars captanin throw open
the door.

“¥You hare, Carter "

[ 1] Ilm hﬂl’ﬂ." : !

“ Vernon-3mith says you locked him
in his study.”

“Vernon-Smith's a focl I

“An excitnblo ass, at any ratel”
agreed Wingate. “Didn’t you lock him
D S

“Queer that he should think yon did
if you didn'tl” said Wingate, with a
sharp look at Carter. “You'voe not gob
tho keyt"

(1] Hﬂ IH-

“1 eay, vou fcllows, there's a key on

eaid Wharton. *Ile's

the table 1" squeaked .E:ill;gr Bunter, *1
gay, is that Smithy's key 1™

%‘ﬁngnm glanced at the study table.
Ho had not noticed a key lying there,
but ho notieed it now. He picked it up.

“1s this yours, Carter?” he msled.

L] ] Hﬂ 1!J

“How did it como here, then ™

“I don’t knowt I suppose it belonas
to Wharton or Nugent; theoy share this
study,” answered Carter.

“1s this yours, Wharton 1"

Wingate held up the key for ingpee-
tion by the erowd of Iemove fcllows
ountside the doorway.
“ Ne,” answered Harry.
“Yours, Nugent 1"
* Not mine, )
Wingate's brow set grimly.

“Bo there's o key lying in vour study,

Cartor, which appears to belong to
nobody. We'll sce whether it fits
Vernon-Smith's door. It looks ns if 1t

might.” ; . ;
Carter stared at the key in Winpate's
hand, breathing hard. _
“1 nmever put the key there,” he said,
1 never saw it in the study at all. I
don’t know mwthinﬁ about it,*™
“How did it get here, then ™

“1 don't know, unless Wharton or
Nugeat loft it 1hore.”

“We haven't been in the stmlfr," Eajdl
Harry ot once. “ Wa heard Smithy kick-
ing up a shindy when we came up, and
went nlong there. Neither of us has
been in the sindy at all”

“Well, I know nothing about tho
kaw,” said ter. )

ingate lonked at him, ond, without
speaking agnin. walled out of tho study,
ey in hand. Ele pushed it into tho lock
of 8tudy No. 4 and turned it, Obvi-
cusly, it was the right key The door
opened, . .

Vornon-8mith, red with rage, was
revealod. He made a swift stop to the
open doorway, his hands clenched.

“Where's Carter?” he breathed.

“Hold on, Vernon-8mith 1* said Win.
gate quictly. “Never ‘mind where
Carter 18. I found this kqir in his study,
but he says ho never put it there. What
made you think he bad locked you ini*

Bmithy made no reply to that. Ho
wanted to get at Arthur Cartor and hit
out right and left, but he did not want
to drag o Sixth fi'arm prefect into the
matter, But it was too late to think
pbout that. Now that Wingate was on
the scene, the matter was in official
Liands. )

“]1 asked you a question, Vernon-
Bmith1” said the Groyirinrs ecaptain.
*1'm waiting for an answer.”

“] don't want a prefect to take ik
up 1 muttored the Bounder

“¥ou shonld have thought of that
hufuriﬁﬂ11 kicked up such o hullaballoo |
I've taken it up nowl Answer my ques-
tion at once 1™

The Bounder stood silont It was not
the first time that he had hod enuse
to regret the outbreak of his uncon-
trellable temper, He was now E}lﬁ.ced in
the position of “telling ™ on Carter or
vefusing to answor a prefect—the first
cxtremely disagrecablo; the sccond
hardly possibla,

“Wall? rapped YWingate.

“I—Yd rather not—"

“¥You can cut that ontl You told me
Carter had tho kew, and I found it in
his study. How did you know it was
Carter—if it was "

“Jlo elanged mo through the door,
after locking me in!” muttered the
Dounder at last, :

There was no holp for it.

“Theat setrles if, rhen '

And Wingate walled back to Bindy
No. 1, slipping his ashplant down from
under his arm into his hand.

{Continued on page 16)
Tne Macuer Lirrany,—No. 1,587
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(Continued rrom page 13.)

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Quite a Mystery !
QRTIUR CARTER eyed the Grey-

friars captain furtively and un-
casily us he came back into
~ Bwdy No. L.

Behind Wingate came a crowd of tho
Temove—tho Bounder's red and angry
face among the others,

Smithy's only destire just then was for
Wingate to get off the scone so that he
could begin on Carter!  But even thoe
reckless Bounder could hardly think of
heginning the punching while the pre-
foet was present.

Billy Bunter, wodgoed in tho crowd in
the passago, woa grinning cheerily. All,
fl‘ﬂlliﬂ Bunter's pomt of view was going
well,

Carter was gomng to get six1  Herve
him right| Smithy was going to thrash
Carter when Wingate was gone! BServe
Lim right againl Smithy would collect
gome damages 1n the processl Bervo
Smithy nght! Altogether things looked
good to the 1at and fatuous Owl of the
Romove. Both of themn were beasts, and
Loth of them were going to get toco—so
that was all right |

Wingate swished hia ash,

“Tt geems that von locked Vernon-
Smith in his study, Carter! I dare say
it was meant as a joke, but you can't
play jokes that eause o row all aver the
1House | Bend over that chairl”

Clarter set his lipa. _

41 never did anything of the kind,"
ho said. “If Vernon-Smith says I did
he's either dreaming or lying.™

“1 found tha key here——""

“] Jon't know who put it thero—I
hindn't been in the study 1™ _

“Vernon-8mith saya T—nu slanged Lim
{hirough the door after locking him in.™

“Ho must have dreamed 1t 1"

Wingate looked quite perplexed. Ile
was thero to “whop” the canse of. tho
nproar in the Remove; but he did not
want to whop the wrong man. Carler’s
angry denials puzzled him.

“Well, one of youn scems to he o
rogular young Ananias!” he said. “ Bt
I'm going to got at tho truth 1l Step in
here, Vernon-Smith 1"

The Bounder pushed into the study,
his oves gleaming st Carler.
only Wingate's presence that kept his
knuckles away from Carler's foatuares,

“Yeu said that Carter slanged you
{hirongh the door, Vernon-8mith "

“¥Yes, he did 1" grunted the Boonder,

“Yon say you did not, Carter "

"1 did not 1" ;

“¥ou lying curd” hissed ihe Bounder.
“7 don't care whether Wingate believes
vou of not, but I'll make vou sit up for
ikt Wow I The Bounder
broko off, with o volp, an Wingnte gave
him a flip with the ashplant.

“That's enough from yon, Vernon-
Smith 1" said the Gregiriars captain.
“PDon't talk =0 much. ne of you i3
lying—ond that one is maing to get thoe
whopping of his life when I spot him.
Did you seo Cartar when ho locked
yodi im

‘s AMyoxrr Listant.—XNo. 1.567.
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~ "No; he pinched the key while I was
in anothor study,”

“Then it wos only his voice you
heard

“Yoes; but 1 know his voice ! Besides,
he said he was Carter !

“Wall. that sounds plain enough !
seid Wingate, ™ Any of vou know any-
thing abeut it He glanced out at the
crowd in the passage.

“No: most of us were in the changing-
room after the foethall,”™ answered
Harry Wharton, * Nobody scews to
have been up hero. Smithy cleared off
the minute he had changed, but the rest
of us did not come ap till some time
later,”

“1 never came up at all 1™ snaﬁped
Carter.  “°1 was in detention till haif-

ast four, and after ] camo out of

0300’3 class (,ftml-:h asked me to go
down to Friardale, and I went. 1 nover
came up here till after T got bacle.™

“Liar 1" said Vernon-8mith grimly.

Whop t

“Ow 1" gasped the Bounder. * Look
hero, Wingate. keep that ashplant to
voursolf "'

“T'H give you =zix with it if I have
any more cheeck from yow, Vernon-
Smith. What time was tho football
match over, Wharton "7

“Boon aftor four.™

“How long before you camo up to
vour study, Vernon-Smith "

“About ten minutes,” grunted the
Bounder.

“How long after that before you
wera locked in?'

“ A fow minuntes, I suppose.”

“"You were locked in before half-post
four?"™

“Yes, long before.™

“Thon, if Cartor was in the detention-
room till half-past, he ecannot bo the
follow who did it

“He's Iving 1

“Wao'll see about that ! I supﬁpnse you
know, Carter, that I shall ask Monsiour
Charpentier what timme he diamissed his
class " :

“ You can ask him aa soon as you like,
Wingate! If he doesn’t toll you that I
was in his class till half-past four you
can give mo six—or sixty, if you like I

“By puml” exclaimed Hazeldene,
from the passage. “That's right,
Wingate,™

“How do you know, Hazeldene F

Enzel grinned. )

“Because I was in Froggy's detention
class, too,” he answercd. " Blossoo
turnrd us oub when il elrock half-past
four.”

“Carter was thero 7"

“Yea® he came in after the rost, buk
he teft when we all did,” answercd
Hazel, “There. was aneollier Remove
chap in tho class, too; he can tell you
the same | You were there, Snoop.”

“That's right,” said Snoop. " Carter
was with uws there till hali-past four,
Wingate! If Bmithy had told us the
Lime he was locked in T conld have told
him that it wasn'l Carter that did it.”

Herbort  Vernon-Bmith's  foce was
auite blank for a moment or two.

I1c had not doubted for & moment that
it wos the new jupior who had locked
him in _and taunted him throwgh the
door.  [Te had known nathing about tho
time at which Mossoo had dismissed the
tetention elass,  Ile would not have
believerd Clarter’s statoement on that sub-
jeet: but the evidence of Iazeldene and
Mnoop settled that.

The Bounder had to realiso that it
was r:h!x;siaul impossibility for Cartor
ta have locked his study door before
hall-past four, And Le Lnew that it
was well before that time that it had
bren locked, ;

Wingate's face grew grimmer as he

fixed his eyes on the Bounder. Ile took
a business-like grip on the ashplant.

“ That clears Carter,” he snid. * Some-
body else played that trick and landed
the key in this study while Carter was
in detention. Now, Vernon-Smith, I
want to know why you mamed Carter.™

There was o wriggle and a stirring in
the crowd packed outside the study.
Billy Bunter was trying to wriggle
BWaY.

Bunter had wanted, and had obtained,
a front place to sec the whoppings,
Now he was very keen on getting out of
that front place !

The turn the investigation was taking
rather alarmed Buntor, It dewned upon
his fat brain that 1t would be judicious
to fade out of the picture,

But there was no escapa for Dunter.
Nearly all the Remnove—a numperous
Form=—were packed round the doorway
of Study No. '11 Nobody was going to
shift to let the fat Owl wriggle awayl
Bunter had to stay whero he was !

“ Don’t shove I” came several voices

“1 say, you fellows—" 1

“ Shut ut% Bunter! Stop shoving I

" Now then, quict therol” rapped
Wingate. “I'm waiting for Jou to ex-
plain yourself, Vernon-8mith.”

Thoe Bounder stammered,
quite at o loss ;

“I1—I—1 thought it was Carter! The
follow owned up he was Carter—besides,
it was Carter's voice—""

“That's rot1” said Carter. “I've
heard no voice m the Form just like
mine,”

“Well, it sounded exactly liko yvours,™
snarled Vernon-Smith, “and don’s
quite believe yet that it wasn’s 1™

o | AGY, FOU fellows, do let o fellow

Ho was

NES—-

“ Shut ap, Bunter "

“Y say. Bob, old chap, lemmo got
out—"

“ Bhut up, you ass 1*

“You scemn to have made 8 very
sxtraordinary mistake, Vernon-Smith,”
said Wingate, “Some other fellow
seems to have locked you in and led you
to bolieve that it waa Carter ! I'm going
to find that fellow out! Who was up
here at the time "

Y think"

“Hardly anybedy,
Harry Wharton,

“Did you see anyono when you came
up, Vernon-8mith "

“Only Buntor.”

“Bunter|” repeated Wingate.
“Where's Bunter now? Oh, hero you
nre, Bunter! Step.in! Why, what's the
matter with the young assi'

Billy Bunter did not step into the
study as bidden! ﬂilh‘; Bunier made o
frantic effort to erash through the erowd
behind him and escape |

There was & how] trom Bob Cherry ns
a fat elbow crashed into his ribs—a yell
from Poter T'odd as his toes were ground
under & heel. Billy Bunter barged liko
an insane hippopotamus in his desperato
endeavour to cseapel  Thoe ecrowd
swayod round him, ’

“Punter [ roared Wingate,

“Oh crikoyd" :

“ Pueh that young ass in horo

“0Oh lor't }i—I say, you fellows—ch
erikey ! Ow ™

A dozen hands shoved Bunter, and he
went headlong into tho study.

“Ow ! spluttered Bunter. *Oocooh ™

And he sat down, with & heavy bump,
ab the feet of the Greviriars captaln.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.

Alas for Bunter?
BILLY BUNTER s&xt and blinked

gaid

1‘“

up at Wingato of the Sixth,
gasping.
Wingato stared down at Dilly
Buanier.



“You youps ass!” Looled Wingate.
Hl—1 say——" DTunter sevambled vp
and backed as near the deor 28 he
could. * It—at wasn't me, Wingate |
“What wasn't youi”

_"Oh!  Anything! I—I mean, noth-
ing 1" gasped Bunter. “I wasn't here,
vaw know! I was downstairs when

Smithy saw me-up here—"

“Wha-a-t? Was it yvou played that
frick . en Vernon-Smith?” demanded
Wingale.

That sunspicion was in every mind
now, It could hardly {ail te Dbe, after
Buynter's frantic endeavour to get off
the scene.

“0h, no! You see, I—I wasn™t here

gusped Dunter. “DBesides, the heast
kicked mo—vyou know you did, Smithy
“Ha, ha, hal”

“That iat -chump!” exclaimed the
Bounder blankly.  “I thought it was
Bunter at first—ond then 1 heard
Cnrter’s voleg ontside—="

“You didn’t!” gnppod Carter.

“I thought I did | It was that blither-
ing Owl playing his rotten ventriloquial
tricks—I zoo that now "

“I wazn't!” yelled Bunter. “I never
hid i Ogilvy's study while you went to
mine, apd I pover got your key away.
As for putting it in Cérter's ﬁtudﬂ; I
never thonght of such o thingl Why
should I? I wogn't thinking of paying
him ont for getting me inte such a row
with Queleh this mormng 1*

“Yon fat chymp ! gasped DBob
Cherry,

“Ha, ha, hat"

“PBunter oll the Lime ! grinned

Skinner.  “Jolly old Bunter on the war-
path! You might lave pnessed ik,
Smithy 1"

" You shut nlpi Skimner ! Yeu'll mako

Wingate think it was mel” gasped
Bunter. “1 eay, Wingate, I never had
anything to do with it, you know, It
was Carter that Smithy heard outside
s stuady”
“¥ou woung ass” said Wingate,
“We'vo alroady got it clear ihat Carter
was in  detention clazs till half-past
four.”

“IWeall, I never knew that, of conrse,”
eaid Bunter. “How was I te know
what time Frogey sent them off 1%

“Da you mean vou'd hove loft it later
if you'd known that?” azked Wingate,
staring at him.

*¥os, of course [

“Then it woas Fou i

“Oh, not It wasn't!” gasped Bunler.

It wasn't?* yvelled Wingate.

“XNo. not at alll I wasn’t here, vou
goo! I couldn’s have locked Smithy in

when I wasn't here, could 17 Besides,
he heard Carter’s voice—and my voice
nin’t anything like Carter’s. can’b

imitate voices, Wingate, or anything of
that eort! ou can aslk any of these
fellowsl They've often heard me”

Thera was a8 how!l of laughter in the
passage. IEven Vernon-Smith's angry
face relazed into a grin,

Carter was staring at ihe fat Owl
blankly., It was guite o surprise to lum
to learn that Bunter was the man.  But
it was no surprise to Lhe other inllows,
well aequainted a3 they were with the
fnt Owl's ventriloquial trickery.

Wingate swished the ashplant. FEvi-
dently, he had got the right man at
last | ‘Theve was no foriher donbt on
that. pnint.

“You'ra up for =ix, ¥ou vonng ass "
he said. * Bend over that clair I

“But it waso't me, Wingate | wailed
Bunter. “I keep on telling you that I
was somowhere olse at the timel! The
foct is, I was out of pates, Besides, that
beast Smithy kicked mo. I only asked
him whether he'd taken any goals, and
he kicked mo. You jolly well know yon
dird, Smithy 1
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“Oh, my |bat!?” sud Wimpgato.
“Where were you when Vernon-Smill
was lockod in ﬁi.ﬂ rtudy, Bunteri™

“Out of pgates!” answered Bunter
promptly,

TAnd where did Vernon-Smalle Lick
vou

“On the trousers!™

“Ha, ha, ha!? came a slvick from
the passage.
‘t"f ingate grinned—he eould not Lelp
it.
"You benighted young ass, I mean,
where were %'nu when  Vernon-Smuth
kicked you?" he gasped.

“0h| T-I—-1 wis—whs—was—I
moan, he never kicked me!” stuttered
Bunter, “I wasn't here, you soe, so—
g0 ho couldn’t have! When—when I
say ho kicked me, I—I mean that he—
he didn’t 1

T0h, gad!™ saind the Groyliiars cap-
tain. “6“*‘:1131’1 must enjoy having i,'ﬂn
in his Form, Bunter! Sort of pupil to
make a Form-master merry and bright |
Now hend over that chair {®

“Wha-a-t for?” gasped Bunter, © [—
I haven't done anything, Wingate!
I hope you can fake my word.'

“Bend over that chair 1

“Oh lor* 1

Billy Bunter bent ovor the ¢hair.

Wingato wiclded the ashplant wilh o
wactised hand 1 Six fimes it swiped on

unter's tight trousers, to an_ accom-
paninent OF loud and lamentable howls
from Bunter.

Then the prefect tucked the osh pnder
his arm.

“That's that 1™ he szaul. “ Any mors
iricks of this kind, Bunter, and you'll
get it harder next time [™

“Yow-ow-ow-ow [

“You'll take a hundred lines for kicl-
ing up that shindy in yonr study,
Vernon-8mith ] I'll mention it to your
Form-master, Now, no morn noise in
this possage—if I have {o comp up
agein, I'll! whop you all round.”

And Wingate walked away to {he
stairs, his duty done. ]

Buntor waa left wriggling.

Smithy gave hirn a look—and left the
studyl Hix from a prefect’s ash was
nnnu;h for Bunter, even in Smiihy's
opinion, and he left it ab that, But

artor’s eyes were glinting at the wrig-
rling fat Owl with o deadly glint.

“Ho il wns you I he said, between his
tenth, " You ‘made that fool Smithy
ebieve it was I, fo land me in o row?”

“ Paast M

Clarter mada a quick step towards the
fat junior, ;

Bob Cherry mado ono just as quick,
from the passage, amd imlerposed.

*“Hands off I ha saad prufily.

*8tand aside, Cherry 1™

“Put me aside, if Ton want me
aside ¥ retorted Bob. “I'll ba plad to
hiandle you, you cur 1M

“You've heard that fat rotter admit
playing a dirty trick—I might have got
cix from Wingate, as well as a raw with
Smith ¥ hizzed Carter. “ Are yon stand-
ing up for foul play like thati™

“You know all about [oul play ”
atswerad Bob seornfully. “You've seb
that fat fool the example, and he's
fallowed ik! It was o divty trick, if
Bunter had sonso enougrh to understand
it=—hut it was no dirtier than sneaking
his silly limerick and pinning it up for

nelelr to see in tho Porm-room!
You've got zome of your own medicine,
and if yon don't lilke the taste of it
that's your look-out.™

Pl smazh him 1™ reared Carter,

“Get on with it—yeu'll have to smazh
me fivsgl Get out of Lthe stedy, Bunter,
vou fat ase—I1 ean’t stay here for ever.
‘That fellowr make: me sick.”

Billy Bunter rolled out of {he study.
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Carter mnde & movement to Sollow,
hut Bob, al the decrway, stood like u
lion E:ﬂ the > .

Carter onded~.ea matter by slamming
the door. )

A few minntos later Vernon-Smith
and Redwing, in Stody No. 4, locked
round, mg the deor opened., and a fat
face looked in.

Billy Bunter, #ill wriggling from tha
ashplant, blinked into the etudy.

“I say, Bmithy——" ho burbled.

The Bounder grasped a cush'on! Ile
had let Bunter off once, but 1if tho
fatuous Owl had come to ask for it, he
waa welcome to it
M1 say, old chap, ain’t you going to
lick Carter?” nsked Bunter., “1I say,
I'd jolly well lek w chap for locking me
in my stndy ! I would, reallyl I say,
E-_hmghg, yon ain't funking Carter, ave
yon v

Whiz!

Crash |

Bump !

The cushion landed almost like a
cannon-ball on Bunter's well-filled waist-
cont.

Bunter went backwards into the pas-
sage like a stone from a eatapult, and
landed thore roaring,

“Como hack when you want
moro I sald Smithy, as le
door,

Bunter did not come hacl for more!

IE[EII Ism:-m-nl satiaficd with what hie haod
11

EQIO
ehut  the

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Bitnter Begs for It!

i ARTER I
Arthur Carter staried as

the sharp, scid voice of Alr.

Hacker, mestor of the Shell,
rapped out suddenly from an opon
sturly window.
It was in break, the following morn-
ing: and Carter was lounging in the
quad on his own, with a far frow
pleasant expression on hia face.

The trick Billy Bunter had played on
Lim the previons day had ﬁllrprisﬁrl armd
5ilm1h:i] um, and alarmed him a little
also.

Hitherto, ho had regarded the fah
E}vﬁi Iﬂ{[ the Remorve mi an obtuso nlnﬂ
nnthinil as8, poworiess ogainst lus
m:lmmin;ﬁmwers{-ﬂ. gort nfgfnt dayt-
board at which hoe ecould pitch darts
without danger of any of them coming
baek at him.

It was quite o surpriso fo him, and nof
2 pleasent one, to find that Bunter
could hit back—thongh it wae true that
the haploss fat Owl had not had mueh
luck in his hitting back. And there hed
heen a Fqut of unscrupulousness i
Bunter's fatuous scheme, not unlike
Carter's own! It disconcerted Carter
very much. A rogue does not like to be
the victim of mf:lmr}'_—nn burglar likes
to be burgled! In truth, a rogue wonld
have no chance in life at all, but for tha
fact that the average man plays the
gane,

Carter was thinking, not pleasanily,
over this new and unexpected develop-
ment, when Haolier's sharp voiee rapped
from tho study window,

He sappressed a scowl, as he glaneed
round,

Hacker, ns master of the Shetl, had
rothing to do with Remove fellows, and
had no right to call them. Still, a beak
was a beak |

“Yes, sir I” answered Caorter, glanecing
np at the window.

¥*Kindly come to mwm study at ance,
Carter ' rapped the acid voice from
wilhin the study.
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Car{er breathed hard! Nobody but
liis own Form-master. or the Head, had
8 right to give hine rhay order®  How.
cver, he had o ywo He suppoees hat
Hacker must have -owmwitung o ray
nhout the er-= . .« had perfored
for him the Qay before

“Very well, sir " ve atswerea =ulkily

And he went alone to 1the door

He would hardly have done so, had
he been aware that Mre, Hacker wes in
Common-room, and rhat a far ventrilo-
quist was grinning at bim from behind
the curtain of Macker’s window!

Billy Bunter was on 1l warpath
again |

Having spotted Carter lounging on
the path under the windows of AMasiers'
Studics, this bright idea had oceurred
to the Remove ventrilogist

As Carter staried for the door of the
Ilouse, Bunter stavied for 1he door of
the study |

Carter, cotning i, mer i ot the
corner of the passage, and gave his fat,
grinning tawt 8 seowl in pas-ing.

- "He, he, he!” followed b from
Runter, as he wem up the passage,

In the sacred precine: of Masters'
Btudies a fellow could nor kick a fellow;
0 Carter woent on his way unheeding
the fat Owl.

Bunter rolled cheerils o
onad.

He rather hoped thar Carrer, finding
mobody in the study, would wait shere
for EHacker. and get 1vi0 8 row!
Ifacker, who was eallee (e * Acid
Drop ™ in his Form. war noet o nice
{empered man, and not Hkely o be
pleased at finding a Hemove fellow 1
his® stndy—and he waes ceramly not
likely to believe Carier’s explanation
iliat he hed called him in, when he had
done nothing of 1he kind

Billy Bunter feh that he war getting
on guite nicely—on v warpirh ! "He
rolled out into the yuad, grivming.

Meanwhile, Carter srrived ar Mr
Hacker's study, 1apped. and emercd
Lle stared angrily round an canpty study

Why Hecker had cailed him from the
window and gone away hefore he could
arrive, was rather a mysiery

TTndecided wha: 10 do, Carter stood
waiting | It Hacker had called hiwm,
and stepped out for @ mowent to speak
to eome other beak., he would expec
him to wait He waited. wi'h growing
Aoy e,

As he stood there, his eyes fell on the
postal order he had placed on the
study table the previous day  Hacker,
E\'idenll{. had nel posted it o1, It lay
where Carter had left it. under the

it the

pa}.pe -weight
Io pav it only & careless glance.
Then he glanced out of the= doorway,

tn ser whether Hacker was vonnng.
Nobody waa in sigh

Puzzled and angry, ne waired He
had nothing special to do in break;
but he did pot want his time taken up
biko this, by the master of another
Form., [Ilo starcd impatidntly from the
window.

A fat and grinning face met his view !

Billy Bunter, in t%u‘.- uad, was blink-
ing at that window. through his big
spectacles, and grinning from one fat
ear to the other

“Oh!" eojaculated Uarter.

A sudden suspicion shot into hs mind.
He remembered the trick ar Smithy's
tleor the previous day Bumer had got
nway with that, by scne weird rrick of
imutating voices! e had met Bunter,
n3 hoe came to Hacker's siudy—going
away from some master’s study
evidentlyl All was sudilenly clear to
{‘arter | Ele had been tric [
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He drow o deep, deep breathl i

Hacker had not ealled him at all—it
was that fat idion pulling hiz leg, with
his weird ventriloguia trickery, as he
had pulled Smithy's. And if Hacker
cane in and found him there—

A spasin of rage went” through him.
With all hiz eleverness, all his conning,
he had been taken in like 2 baby by a
fellow he regarded as a fat fool, with
hardly enough s2ense o go in when it
rained |

He turney quickly towards the door.
He did vot want to be caught there by
Hacker, to stamyme. out an explanation
to & sharp-tempered and suspicious man,

But he pavsed as he passed the wable.
His oyes fixed on the postal erder undor
the paper-weight !

He stood—with his face whilening.
The thougln that had como into his
mind almost frightened him.

S0 for, in hiz pecubiar campaign
against Bunter he hal raken advamage
only of the fat Owl's own faults and
fatbles —~of which the name was legion.
Bur this—- .

Possibly, rascal as he was, he would
pever have done 1t, but for the spot of
unserupulousness Buv er had revealed.

That  secmed soIme SOt of fEEE]J'Iﬂ
justification o him—rogue against
roge !

‘or a long moment he stoed un-
dicided—then he peered, with 8 whito
face, from the door. Had anyone heep
in sight, he would have left the study
withont ecarrving out the dastarvdly
scheme that had flasned into his mind.
But there was no one in sight—the coast
was cloar

He stepped back to the table, pif}lﬂd
g the ]Ilnﬁral order, and slipped it into
his pocket. Then he Jeft the study
swiftly.

A minute later he was in the guad-
rangle, strolling with his hands in his
pockets, with a casual sir.

He strolled away 1o the old Cloistors,
and, having made sure that no eye was
on him, folded the postal arder and
slipped it into & slit cut in the lining of
hiz jacket with & penknife. Tt was safo
there till wanted.

Relieved in s mind, though still un-
decided how the scheme was to
carried out, and wndeed not quite oo
tain that he would carvy it out ar all,
he tefi 1he Cloisters.

A minnte or two later the bell rang,
and the Remove went in for third
school.

Billy Bunter's fat voice was—as nsual
—audible as the juniors gathered at the
Form-room door.

“I say, you fellows, my postal order
never came '

“It mnever doez, does ™ asked
Johuny Bull

“Well I wos expecting a postal

order from one of my titled relations,
vou know! These delays in the post
office are a bi! annoying ! said Bunter.
“1 say, Wharton, what about lending
me the ten boh——""

“MNothing about lending you tho ten
boh, old fat man,

“1 mean the five bob, old chap—"
smenced Bunter.

“Ha, ha ha "

“Tt's pracucally certain to come to-
morrow " urged Bunter. “I've been ex-
pecting it for some time™

“ Whole terme. o fact!” remarked
Bob Cherry.
“{h, ceally, Cherrs! 1 say, old

Fellow, you nugat lend me the five bob [
Une good twn deserves another, you
know ™

“You've done me » pood turn?
asked Bob, 1= that how vou deseribo
bagging my toffee from my studyi"*

"1 never bagged your toffeel 1
haven’t been in your study | DBesides, [
suppese you' e no going to make o fuss
about a spot of tolfee—there was only
ene chunk in the bag. I'm not talking
sbout teotfee, You were jolly giad to
Elar in the football march yesterday, I
cnow that”

“Jolly glad!” agreed Bob.

“Well, then, one good turn deserves
another ['* said Bunter

" Anybody know what the fat chuam
means, if he means anything 7" aske
Bob. )

“Well, you wouldn’t have playved if
Carter had played, you know thatl”
said Billy Bunter warm!ir. “And who
got him inte detention ¥

“Eh! Quelch did!®

“Hep, he, he ™

“What are you going off like an alarm
clock for, you fat aast™

“He, he, hel! That cad Carter
thonght it was weleh I chuckled
Bunter, “ But if he'’d looked out of the
study, ho wouldn't have secen Queleh |l

He, ho, he!™
Efﬂr}r fellow on the ‘?1::_&1 starcd ot
Bunter, Carter, who had just arrived,

stared with the rest The short-
sighted Owl] of the Remove had not
noticed him ecoming up the passage.

Harry Wharton, with a im fac
stepped to the fat Owl, and droppe
a hand on a podgy shoulder.

“What do you mean by
Bunter " he asked, very quietly.

“{3h, nothing! I had nothing to do
with it, of course! BStill, one good turn
deserves another, and Bob can't deny
that he was: jolly glad o play in tho
St. Jim's match aftor all. I think bo
niighe let me have the halfcrown on
:!:1_:,- postal order, after all I've donoe for

"

“My only hat!™ gasped Bobh, “ls
that what you meant when yon were
gabhling to mo in tho quad? Was
Cartor fool enough to let you pull his
leg to that extent 77

“He, he, he!™

Carter, hizs face almost livid with
rage, made a stride at tha fat jimior.
Io understood now. Bunter's words,
added to lis discovery of the fat Owl'a
ventriloguial  trickery, made 1t
suddenly clear. That was why Mer,

uclch had not shown the expseted
signs of being “wrathy * with him.
Quelch knew pothing of the matrer. It
was not Queleh who had ordered him
mnto detention on Wednesday ! It was
the fat -.'ent.riln-q’uist of the DRemove,
imiéuting Quelch’'s voice, outside his
stuay !

“Why yon—you—you rotter!” ho
ﬁ{tsped‘ almost choking. * You—you

id that—you took me in—you got me
g detentron, and I thought—"

“Eh? I didn't see you, Carter! Oh,
no! Nothing of the kind! I say, you
fellows, keep him off 17 yelled Bunter.

Bob Cherry interposed just in time,
sud spun Carter back with e heavy
shovo. .

“*Ware beaks!"” murmured Bkinner,
as Mr. Queleh appeared in tho passage,
coming up to the Form-room door.

Carter controlled his fury. He wont
into the Form-room with the rest of the
Remove, his lips sct hard.

Ho had sat through the previous
afternoon, in the detention-class, at
extra French, instecad of éﬂﬁ;}'iilg’ foot-
ball-——and- he owed it to Billy Bunter!
The lazt =pot of remorse was banizhed
from his heart now—his mind was made
up. The fat fool was not only asking
for it; he was begging for it~ and 1
was coming to him !

Billy Bunter had set his podgy iech
ou the warpath; but he little guesse
whero that path was to lead him |

that,



* Someone seems to have locked you in your siudy, Vernon-Smith, and Ied you to belleve that It was Carter,”” sald ‘Wingate.

* I'm going to find that fellow out. Who was up at the time 7 ** There was a sudden commotion as Billy Bunter made

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Stump for Bunter!

e QORK here, Bob—"
“Oh rats!” saxd Bob
gruffly.
Four exasperated glarca
were turned on Bab. is "feud " with

tho new fellow, Carter, had tried the
paticneo of his chums many times ihat
term; but nover so severely as now.
Now it soemad tried to hmniinga;mint.

The Fomous Five wero in the Rag,
afror class. Harry Wharton had a
criclket stump in his hand.

That sturmp woas intended for Bally
Buntor! Three members of the .
wero in full agreement; so were nll the
Remove, except Bob Cherry. Bob, as
usual, was standing up for Bunter.

He was the fat Owl's only defcnce,
Dchind Bob’s sturdy fgure Billy Bunter
was blinking in alarm at the angry
Removites.
the Rag aftor ¢lass, to tako
and ho would have
the present moment, but for Bob! DBob
staod like 2 rock in the way. :

“You're setting yourself up apainst
the whole Form, Rob,” =aid IFrank
Nugent.

“Cheek I grunted Johnny Bull

“The cheekfulness is a littlo terrifie,
my estecmed Bob 1" said Hurree Jomset
Ham Singh mildly.

“Chock it, Bobt* said Alark Linloy.

“Barma him out of tho wayi”
excluimed Bolsover major, * What are
you waosting time talking to the cheeky
ars fori®

“1 say, you fellows—" sqneaked
Bunter.

“RBave vour hreath, old fat frump !
said Peter Todd. * Yow'll want it all
for yelling, in a minutoe.”

“Beast 1" greancd DBuontor. Y Aun't

on going to do anylhing for a pal,

oddy ¥

his grnol;
been taking it, st

Ho had been walked into
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& [rantle effort to escape.

“Yog—I'm going to have a whack
with that stump 1™
“Boast 1"
“Will vou _get out of the way, Beb,
and Et‘fn"Ph playing the fool?™ asked
a

Har rion, very quietly.
“No 1" answered %&J

“Look here, Cherry!"” execlaimed
Squiff. “Don't bo & goatl You know
what that fat porpoiso has done.

MNobody cares a straw for his rows with
hiz relations: but when i} comes to
keeping & wman out of a [football
mateh——"

“We beat Bt Jim’s without Cartor 1"
sald DBob.

“Thet's not the pointi"

“Oh, yes itmi‘;,! to some cxtent,”
answered Bob Iy. “We mightn't
havo beaten them, with Carter in the
team—crocking any man he happened
to dislike.”

“Qh, ot 1" ,

“The rotfulness ia terrific.”

“What do yon think, Smithy 1 asked
Boh. ‘“Carter had an accident with
me in the Hi;:gh(ﬂiffﬂ match. YWhat did
yon tell him#

The Bounder shrugged his shoulders.

“I told him that if he an
accident with mo, I'd _have one with
him," he answered. ‘‘Ho hasn’t yot|”

“That's rot, Bmithy!” sasid Lisrry
Wharton.

“Ts it 1" sncored the Boundor.  'Well,
1 can tell vou this=if Cartor over hacks
me like he did Cherry, accident or not,
I'll give him the same back, and one
aver for interest! He knows I.hn.t,‘ or
he'd have done it already. Ho Jikes
nie no more than he does Chorry.”

“ Well, that’s neither here nor thoro 1
said Herry Wharton impatienily, *
happen to bp footbnll captsin, &nd
put Carter into the eloven. Buntor
took it on himself to shift him out. Is
Bunter 1o decide who's going to pley
far the Hemove?”

|
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“Hardly! You're n fool to play
Carter—but yow'ro skipper!” said the -
Bounder. *“I'd who ﬁfm black and

blue for meddling, if I were sl-;i['}per.”
“A Danicl como to judgment ™ aand
Peter Todd. “You hear thot, Bobi”

“¥Yon can Jeave Bunter alone I said
Hob. “That ia, unleas you give Carter
the same! DBunter kept a man out of
the 8t Jim's match with his silly
tricke—well, Cartor put & man out of
the Higheliffe match with hig foul play |
Bunter's a fool—but Carter's a rascal!
No scneo in wi:mpfmg tho fool and
letting off tho rascal.”

“Bomething in that!" egreed the
Bounder. "Ehru:r got sawoy with 1t=—
".Th!}' not Bunter "

“7 sny, yvou fellows, I nover did it!”
wailed Buntar. **I wasn't thore at all,

vou know! [ was somewhoro else when
I did it! Honour bright!"

“Bhut up, you fat ass!"” gronicd Bob.

“ Beoast I'

“lwook here, Bob—"

] Raml‘li

“I sny, you fellows, I nover did it.
and I won't de it againl!” howled
Bunter. “That cad Carter has heen
after me over since he came. You
jolly well know it Woell, if he's after
me, why shouldi: | get a.fm:; liin #
Not that T did i «on know—T didan't 1"

“You get after him all you like, you
fat idiot, but not to the extont of
meddling in the football!” esid iho
captain of the Romove. * You'vo got
{o bs made to understand that, you
frabjous cuckeo 1™

“I—I understand it all right, oll
chap 1" gasped Buntor. “I—1 under-
stond perfectly, old follow. I'll taka
your word for it! I will, really.”

“Ha, ha, hat"” i

“You're going to have a dozen with
ithis stump—""

“Brast [
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“ Will sou get ont of the way, Bob?”

Nol" answerod Bob siubbornly

Harry Wharton breathed deep and
hatd.  Next w Nugem, Bob was his
best chum  But he was capram ot the
Remove; and vobody b Bob was able
to find any excuse for Bumer's trickery

Football muiches weors  inportant
matters n the Remuove—amd tor &
selected player 0 be (rickeu nto

missing a %htﬂh was altogerher beyond
pardon. The tact rhut Carter had uot,
after all, been - mfll}a wanted, made
no diference to that Newher did Bob's
contention that Carter war a foul
player; for the gemoral beliet wax thdt
the unfortunatwe episode wm 1ne High-
cliffic mateh bad been an aceident

The captuin of the Remove wiula not
have rotreated had any athe  tellow
stood in the way Ho he could hardly
do so because it was ono of his gwn
friends who opposed the advnnistration
of justice !

“Last time of asking, Bob!” he said
“I'm. sticking bere!”

“We shall have to shift you !"

“(xot on with irl"

Bob’s jaw squared. and tns blue eyes
gleamed. He was not giving way an
imch against all the Form.

Wharton mm};rer-ﬁed hiz hpe

“Bhift him " he -aid curtly

The pexi fev minutes were axeitiug

& dozen fellow: shifred Bob
Cherry—but rthe shifting war no eass
taskl | .

He hit out ¢n all sides. apg he hit
hard—and there wap =& vald and
serambling  russle erer Loddo and
Johnny Bull mixed ovp on the Hoor—
Ogilvy went across them—RBussell: <pur
one way, and Redwing another—Harry
Wharten wentf cvér' his back and
Nugent stumbled over his lews erashea
into Hurree Singh esnd brought the
MNabob of Bhanmipn 1o the Rem

But more and more hands grazped
st Bob, aud he was drageed headlong
awny.

He went dowwn ot last, -nill reasting,
and crashed and half a dezen follows
sat on him to keep him there

Harry "'Wharton stageered to his fret
Ha rubbed a painful nose.

“You silly fathead ! e wazpod.
“Now some of vou put rhar far chump
across the table !

“1 say. you fellows. leggo! 1 sav—

varcoch "' roared Bunier
Bob, heavilv o0 an  wasped and
heaved. But hsalf a dozer grinning

fellows pinned him oelplessly  down
Bunter was plumped on the long rable,
velling with apprehension

Very soon he had sometling more
serious to yell for The dérncket <tump
rose -and fell with rhvihinic whacks

A dozen reports like pisiol-shots rong
through-the Rag Thew theo-apnain of
the Remove threw aside th <tymp

“You can cmt you far chump!™ he
gnapped, rubbing hi: nose agamn

-& '!] Il'l
i t him ouc!”
“Beast 1"

'Bu.nt&r" few Three or four boota
Eglped hlenﬂ': -n-uh_nt' the Rag. and he
isappeared. velling.

Then Bob Cherry was allowed to rise
to -his feet

Rod and rumpled, he glared at lus
Eriends. Then without » word be
tramped out of the Rep

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Tea in Study No. 13

T tea-timme Billa Bunter rolled
into Btudy No 13 awl blinked
round tha: apartnuwnt threangh
his big specracles

Mark Linley, knceling st the study
Tue NET Lispagy. =N L3567
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fire, was making toazt, Little Wun
Lung. standing at the table, was
buttering the same as fast as made.
Bob Cherry was sirting on a corner of
the table, with & rather moody expres-
sion on his face.

But 1f Bob had not forgotten the row
wnp the Rag, Bunter had dismissed it
from his fat mind. If he still felt a
few twinges from the apphcation of
the stump, the prospect of tea com-
farted him. At the approach of a
meal-time, all lesser matters naturally
slipped from Bunter's thoughts.

“Early 7 ‘he asked breezily, %1
thought 1 wouldn’t keep you fellows
waiting. Anything to cock? [I'll lend
a 'hang.”

Bob Cherry gave him a rather grim
lcok. He was championing Bunter,
and he did not regret it; but Bunter
war* not exactly a credit to his cham:
Eigu He had told Bunter to come to
is study for a talk with him—one of
those heart-to-heart ralks.  But a
heart-to-heart talk. though possibly in-
structive and beneficial, had no greas
atiraction for William George Buntgr;
and he certainly would net have come
for that alone, So Bob had asked himn
to ten.

“Qh, here you sre!” he grunted.

“Yea, old chap,” said DBunier
cheerily “1 say. did they damage
'on in the Rag? He, he, hal You

ooked awfully funny with all those
fellows sitting on you He, he, hel”
“Did 17" breathed Bob.
“You foarfully; vour arms and legs
stiching out—just like a lobster, you

know."” sad Dunter.  * But, BAY.
what have you got for wa? Some
thing beside toasszt, 1 hugm? If my

tal order had come——"

“I've got something to say to you,
Bunter.™

“All right. If you want me to cut
down to the tuckshop, say the word,
old chap, I'll go”

“About vour row with Carter—'

“Ol.  bLlow Carter!” said Bunter.
“TI've jolly well paid him out. I'll
pay him out agaiu, too—see if I don't!
I siv, have you got a cake?”

i

“Now, listen to mel” said Bob.
Hoeart-to-heart-talks were & §] i_'tle
difficult with Bunter's eyes roving

about the siudy in quest of foodsiuffe
EHowever., Bab got on with it.  “That
sad Carter is on your track, and he
won't stop at any dirty trick to dish
vou. But dirty trckery isn't an ex-
ample to be followed—sea 7"

“Tsn't it ?” nzsked DBunter.

“No!” voarcd Bob.

“All right, old chap. Can 1 get
an*}':hing cut of the cupboard ™

YWill yvou listen to me "

“I'm istunin;.i, old fellow: but 1
mav as well help get tea, while I'm
listening. I don't mind if you po on
talking, of course,”’

There waa a chuckle from Mark
Linley; and Wun Lung grinned. Bob
Cherry  rostrained a natural impulso
ta boot Bunter out of the study.

“Look here.” he said, *vou can play
all the tricks you like an Carter, as
he plays them on you; but you ought
to E:i,n,v the game, even if he doesn't—
e ¥

“Think so!” asked Bunter.

“Yes, you oass!”

“All righr. If there's a cake, shall
I ger it out of the cuphoard " asked
Bunter.. *“I don’t mind telling you
I'm rather hupgry”

“Thar fellow’s a sneaking, scheming
cur ™ said Bob  *That's not tho sort
of felow wvou'd like to bo, Bunler.®

“No fear! Upright and honourable
=kindest friend and noblest foe, and

all that—that's my sort,” said DBunter.
“1 say, shall I begin on the toast*”
“That trick you played at Smithy's
sfudy yesterday was mean,”’ said Bob.
“So it was tricking Carter out of the
football match. You can’t do dirty
meen things because he does them,
Bunter, Can't vou see that?”

“0Oh, yes! Any sardinesi*

(1] “"hﬂrf'?"

“1 like sardines with toast,”
plained Bunter.

“I've been standing up for you, be-
cause that rat is after you!" said Bob,
heedless of the important question of

ex-

sardines. “But I can’t stand up for
a fellow who plays dirty tricks the
same as that cad himself. And, look

here, Buntor, it pays better to keep
straight.”
“That doesn’t appeal to me,"” said
Bunter cheerily. “I dare say that's
ow you look st it, Cherry; but I
an’t earo whether it pavs or not. 1
just go etraight, because it's my
natore,'” :
“Oh erumbs ¥ gasped Mark Linley.
“Fatteo old DBuntes wvelly funnee,”
chuckled Wun Lung. * Muchee good
olde Bob Chelly talkee 'long Buntee."
“You fat idiot?” roared Bob,

“Oh, really. Cherry! If that's how
vou talk to a fellow after ssking him
to tea in vour study—""

“ Bhut up, dummy, and listen to mel
Try to get into your fat heed that
henesty is the best policy, even if there
was no other reason for being decont
Lock at that cad Carter, for instancel
YWhere has all hia trickery got him?
MNowhere, g0 far, Can't you esee that?”

“Well, I fancy I'm the fellow to put
paid to & cad like that,” snid Bunter,
*I've got brains.”

“Oh crikey 1V

“I'll handle him all right,” said
Bunter confidently. “1 say, this is
jolly good toast; but you might put
the butter on a bit thicker, Wun, 1
liko plenty of butter on my tosst. 'l
make that ead eit up, don’t you worry
You sce, with my wonderful ventrilo-
quism, I ecan pull his leg all right,

I'm ing to make Quelch think
ﬂarm:ﬁf :Euaeking him in the Form-
room He, he, ho "

“You're pot!l"” rcared Bob.

“Th? Why not?"

¥ Because it's a mean trick.™

“Wouldn't Carter do i, if ho

could?" demanded Buntcr, through a
large mouthful of toast.

“Yes, he would: and that's a resson
why wou shouldn't, or any decent
fellow. If 1 catch you playing dirty
tricks, I'll jolly well boot you—seo?”

“Well, 1 like that,” Baid Bunter
warmly. “T'm pot the fellow for
dirty tricks, 1 hope. I like that from
%'nu. Who let his skipper down in a
ootball match. just because he had o
row on with one of the men?”

Bob gared st him, speechless.,

Bunter blinked round the study.

“1 eay, have you got any sardinos,
Linley?" he asked. “] don’t scem to
be able to get any sense out of Cherry.
He can't talk sbout anything, excepd
his silly rows with Carter.'

“In the cupboard,”” said Mark,
laughing.
“0Oh, good !V

Bunter rolled aeross to the study
cupboard, and got busy with sardines.
Bob Cherry watched him in silence.
Heo realised that he was not making
much progress in that heart-to-hoart
talk with Bunter.

: “Look here, Bunter!” ho said, at
ast.

Any more sardines?” gsked Bunter.

“No " velled Bob.
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“Oh, all right! No need to howl at a fellow. Fm not
deaf, like Duttom. One tin of sardines isn"t much. Look
here, if you fellews dor’t want any, I'll finish them. They
go all vight with toast. I suppose you're going to make
some moro toast, Linley. You don't seem to have much of
a spread héré: but a fellow can 6l up on toast.”™

“Will- you histen to me, Bunter 1"

“Well, I'd rather you gavo mo & rest, old chap, if you
don't mind. You've a bic lika a sheep’s heal, you Enow—all
iaw. Blessed if I ever saw such & fellow for chip-wég | 1f
vou'd let a fellow spesk, I was going to tell you that therc's
a row on in tho Shell.”

“ Never mind that I .

“Well, I don’t mind it, of course,” said Bunter. * Hacker
cpn make ont that tho 8holl fellows go pinching in his study,
if he likes. I say, he's had a-lot of thetn up, and.asked
them about a postal order he makes out he's missed. I dare
say the old mes has got it .n his pocket all the time—you
know Hacker. 8ure there asin’t any more sardines? What
about this jor of bloater paste? I'suppose I can open it?”

HOh, gum ™ said Bob.,  "That’s the fellow I've rowed
with iy pals abeut—that I punched Wharton’s nose for—*

“Berve him right 17 said Bunter. “It's time Wharron had
hiz nose punched—altogether toe stuck up, if vou sk me.
I wonder you've never punched it before, old ¢chap, with the
airs and graces he putz an! I used to be in his study vwhen
he first came, you know; but I had to get out—I couldn’t
gtand it! Not that Toddy's much better—he’s meani I
say, is theve any more bloater paste? [ suppose you've
got somathing for tea, afler asking a follow here 1™

There waz a -tramp of fect in the passage, and four fellows
lecked in, Mark Linley and Wun Lung grinned welcome.
Bob Cherry stared. Harry Wharton, Frank Nugent,
Johnny Bull, and Hurrco Jamset Ran. S8iugh walked i, and
the captain of the Remove deposited a parcel on the table.

“ Well, what do you fellows wanti” asked Bob grufily.

“Tea 1” answered Havry cheerily. “We've brought our
grub along 1"

“I say,
eaperly.

And he proceeded to do zo without delay, :

“You've got Corter’s company in your own study,” =aid
Bab, with sarcasmn. -

“We prefer yours, old bean " said Frank Nugent affably.

“The preferfulness is terrific!™ grinned Hurrce Jamsct
Ram Bingh.

“ After sitting on my head in the Rag 7" growled Bob.
B';Fﬂthin; in it to damage, was there?” asked Johnny

ull.

Bob stared at him, and then grinned. .

Billy Bunter, turning good. things out of the parcel,
boamed. o

“1 say, you fellows, this 15 n spread ! he exclaimed.
“Cherry asked e to tea, but he doesn’t seem to have any-
thing but toast. I =ay, what a ripping cake! ¥ou fellows
treated me rottenly after class, but I never was a chap to
owe grudges ! I eay, there's two pots of jam. Bhall T open
them both "

“Open anything you like except your mouth!™ said
g;;:htﬂu_v Bull. “For goodness’ sake keep that shut for a
1

“Beast [ _ i g

Doly Cherry looked rather unmrtamli at his friends; but
he was more than glad to meet them half-way and let the
row 11 the Hag be abolished, as if 1t had never happened.

“Hit down, you chaps!” ho said. “1 was rather an ass
to stick up for that fat frog. There's n cricket stump on
tive shelf, 3 you'd like to give him a few more whops.”

“Why, yon beast~——" yelled Bunter, in alarm.

“"Ha, ha, hal”

1 say, vou fellows—"

“Pack in the grub and shut up, Bunter 1

And Billy Bunter promptly obeyed the first half of that
injunciion, though not the =econd.

kt’i! vnpack that for you I exelaimed Billy Bunter

THE FIFTEENTH CHAFPTER.
A Row in the Shell |

HAT thera was 8 “row ™ on in the Shell, ns Billy
I Bunter had mentiened in Study No. 13, most of the
House knew before dorm that night.
Troubl: in the Shell was not uncommon, for Mr,
Hapcker, the mastor of that Form, was o suspicions man, wilh
g sonr temper and an geid tongue.  Shell fellows would
ladly bave “swopped ” him for dny other beak at Grey-
g-im. Hobson, the captain of the Shell, had been heard
fo breathe dire threats of coming back some day as an Okl
Boy, and whacking Iacker with his own cane.
But the present row was rather ogut of the common. In

the Rag that evening soveral ot the Shell fellows told fellows
of other Forms about it, with deop and thrilling indignation. |

{(Continued on next page.) i
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The Acid Drop it seemed, made ouf
thiat there was & tal order tmusan
from his study table! Ht had mmese
it when k= hud =at down to wrie a
latter, :n which he had intemded ro post
it. That was just before tea Tea in
the Bhell studies had “ren disagreeably
interrupted

Every Bhell man wno had been 1in
Hacker's study since class. and s good
mang. who hadn't, were called on rhe
e.nr‘pei.' .

“The old goat!” said Hohson, 1o =
crowd of juniors in the Rag Thus dis-
respectfully did Hobb ercribe  his
Form-master “The bonvy old goar|
Making out somuvbody’s shoopad & gquid
out of his studyl {f course, nobody

has! You all know Hacker!”
“Don't we!” sud Bob  Cherry
sympathetically :

“Ho says he it yvearordny -sent
soOmMe Rar:iw kidg;:; fetch it [ think."
said Stewurt of the Shell. “and left
it on his table ,under 4 paper-weizht
till he wanted it. Well. tf he did. 1t
might have gone any time—and any-
body might have had it.  He never
missed it till he came to write n silly
letter to his stlly nephew of somwe silly

“8Billy old ass!"” said the Bounder.

“(Cheeky too!" said Hoskins of the
Shell. “He rooted me out of the music:
room to ask e sbout it because ['d
boen in his study after class! [ was
practising Caskowiski's sonata in Db
major, you know and wha dr vew
think he =aid? Told mo to stop that
noise while he spoke to met”

At which there was a chuckle in the
Rag! Claude Hoskins was no end of
a musician, vith & raste for modern
composers, and Elacker. with all his
faults, was nmet the only man ot Grey-
friars who rvegardcd Haobby's musical
offects as 8 noisal Follown had hecn
heard to deseribo them as o harrid
din | _ _

Still, it was agreed that it was like
Hacker's cheek to interrupt a Tellmw,
inquiring about & poetal oarder which,
of course, he hadn't lest at all.

*“In his tronsere pocket, mort likely [
snid Hebson “That's the sort of old
(YT ial He lost a !nnrir ngﬁm and
suspected every man in_ the Form in
turn of snooping it out of hiz desk. and
it turned out he'd shoved it inta his
trouscrs pocket. instead of the packet he
thought he had! That's the kind of
footling asa Harker iat"

“1 sup it's «till in hia studv all
the time I ssid Harrv Wharton

HOF course it in! He's laid o hook
on it. or something ™ najilrl RQiewnrk.
“No good telling him snl

“RBut he ecar't think it's ninehed !™
exclaimed Johnny Bull  “That wenld
ha rather thick even for the Acid
Prop.”

“Well, he jollv well daes rlink ro!™
aaid Hohson " He docen’t pxactly sav
so—perhana he's ashamed to bur he's
had man afrer man up. auestioning him
1ike a dashed detective! T iollv nearly
fold him to shit pn?' Onlv. af canrzeo,
vou ean’t tell 8 heak that™

“Hardle 1" grinmed Rals Cherry

“You follows erouse ahout Queleh, 2t
~henn

times I growled S Wonldn't
T like to swop Hlacker for him?
YWounldn't T tust' Oueleh 'is 2 enuch
drop. but he's ot <wenart  Hackor's a
fool 1™

UWhen did Hacker miss it aszked
Clarter

“Pve told von ~jnst hefore tea '™

“But.if he left 1t there since yvester-
day, it might have gore ane time "
said Carter

W Just what 1 was soying!”
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Btewart. *“Of courss it might—if ib
weht at ail] But, of course, it never
you sce anything of

did.”
2] Did i':.
Bunter?” askod Carter. _
Billy Bunter blinked round through
hia big spectacles.
“Eh?" he cjaculated. * Whati”
“Did you sco anything of Hacker's
postal ordet when you wera in hia
study 1n break this morning ! asked

Carter dehberately.

A sudden silence followed that
question.

As nohody outside the Shell had eny
business in Hacker's study, it had not
occurred to anyone, so far, to think of
any fellow outside that Form in con-
nection with tho matter. Neither, ap-

arently, had it occurred w0 Mr.

acker | It was pews to all the fellows
that a Removito had been in Hacker's
study that day.

Bolr Cherry's eyes flashed.

Iu Btudy Na, 13, after that heart-to-
heart talk with Bunter, he had alinost
made up his mind to fet the fat Owl,
ae it were. rip. But at that gquestion
fromn Carter. Bob saw the hand of the
schemer at work agsin. He broke out
angrily, before Bunter could answer,

You rotter, are you trying to make
out that Bunrér was in Hacker's study ¥
Aro you trying to stick this on Bunter,
vou cur?” :

Carter shrugged his shoulders. )

" Before you nlm% out the compl:-
ments. why not ask Bunter whether he
was there or not " he auggeatrd. “I'va
no doubt he will tell you.

“You weren't there, Bunter 1" asked
Bob, looking round at the fat Owl.

“MNot if old Hacker's going to think
that -] snooped his postal order | said

Bunter “No feart” .

“Wha-a-at 1" ga.:imd Bob, while the
other fellows yelled.  “You howling
nss, Carter says you wera thero. Wera
yvou, or noti"”

“Well. vou know what a fibber Carter
in!" said Buanter “Don’t vou helieve
n word Carter saya. He'd jolly well
like. to stick this on mel T don’t believe
that chop could tell the truth if he
tricd  Hle's my relation, I know, but
ho's not  truthful—net much of the
Runtor side of the !‘an;:il:nr in him! The
Carters are & low lot IV

“Wero you in Hacker's study this
marning. you fat frumge?“ J

Bunter appeared to be deep in reflec.
tion for 8 moment or two.

“Weoll, no.” he anewered. “On the
whole T wasn't. I went nowhere near
Hacker's studr ! Mind. 1 wouldn’t mind
tolling you fellovs, but if Hacher got
ta hear of 1t he might think I'd snaffled
hiz putrid postal order. Bo the fact is,
I wasn't there—nowhere near the place |
Carrer joliv well knows it, too, if he'd
own up  He possed me a8 I was coming
aowavy "

“{Yh erumhbs 1"

“Dhd you see the postal order while
vou were therp, vou fat ass?" asked
Harry Wharton,

“¥No--I never looked round the room

at all! Besides, 1 told you that I
wasn't there t* :

“Well, my  hat!” said Hobson,
staring at the fat Owl  *“Hacker

would wanr to know what a Remove
may waiz up to i his study if he
ko™ .

“Well, Carter was there. too,” said
Bunter. “ He was going there when [
came awav! [—T1 mean, of course,
when 1 never came awayv, a= | wasn't
there, you konow.™

“¥ou benighted chump,” said Bob
Cherrv. “Why on earth did you go
to Hacker's study "

“1 dida't, old chap 1™

“Was he theret” asked Peler Teodd,

“Eh? No fesr! T Evew he wes
jawin in Common-teom, or
s!;_-euhfn‘t have [J]:ékﬂli his study to pull
Carter's leg 1" chuckled Bunter. *'You
gee, I made that ass Carter think that
Hackor was calling him, with my
wonderful ventriloquism, you know !
Ha cut off to Hacker's study at oncel
He, he, ha!”

“0Oh,” said Bob, *that waa why you
went there, you fatheadi”

“Oh, no, Iynﬂvar went thero at allt”
Bunter shook his  head decidedly.
“Don't ﬁau get making out that I went
to  Hacker's study while ha was in

mon-room, Cherryi IHe might
hear of it, and you know what a sus
picious beast ho is™

Carter laughed,

“If that postal order doomn’t turn
ﬁ%e.l shell have my own ﬂgini-:}n about
what's beeomne of it—but it's no bizney
of mine.. Hacker can sort it out for
himself."” .

" ¥ou can keep vour opinion to your-
self, at any rate!” growled Bob. "1It's
the sort rotton opinion & fellow like
you would have,™

“Thanks!" yawned Carter, and ho
walked out of the Rag, leaving the dis-
cussion still going on.

By bed-timo, half the Lower Bchiool
knew that Billy Bunter had bLeen in
the study from which the postal erder
had beern missed, And a good many
fellows wondered whether Bunter could
have explained, had he liked, what had
become of it!

R it

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Catching Carter !

URRERRERGGH |
Arthur Carter jumped,
The Remove were at hreak.
fast, in the morning. %aleh,
who always breakiasted with his Form,
ast ot the head of the table. Other
beaks breakfested 1n Common-rootn, or
sometimes 1n their studies, snd often
the Remove wished that Quelch did the
same: for there was no doubt that,
early in tho morning, Quelch was no}
BRnl e Dad diepand ok nd
ntil he 18 ol egg: &
bacon, Quelch was undoubtedly grim.

Like many middle-aged gentlomen,
Quelch was a little norvy and testy
before breakfast, bui did not realiso
that an empty interior was tho cause
—he was more prone to think that the
fault lay in others, whe irritated him.

He imaproved considarably, and reok
a8 brighter view of life, aftor the very
first mouthiul and the first draught of
teal Before breakfast was over, he
would often be gquita gonial.

Unluekily, Quelch had not yet started
on the provender when Carter pavo
that 5u5d£:n convulsive jump and
dropped a eucr

It was hardly Carter's fault! ]

A deep and savage growl under his
chair was cnough to meke any fellow
jump. Tt sounded, to Carter, as if a
i:artmularly vicious dog was just at his
egs, and he éumpm His cup crashed,
in picces, and tea spread in & flood.

A gimlet eye transfixed him from
the head of the table.

“Carter!” came Quelch’s deop

corth aro you

rumble, “What on
How dare youl 3Sik
down at once!"

doing. Carter?
“There's o dog under my chair,

air 1" gaﬁped Carter.
“Whart Nonsense | Sit  down
immediately 1"
uelch’'s lopk, and tone, weoro awe.
i torrifying 1 But

:inapirmg—-—a!mmt r
Carter did not heed his master's voice,
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““1 say, you tellows--leggo !

1 say—yaroooooh ! ' roared Bunter.

-

&

Whack, whack, whack !

1

The stump rose and fell,

and Bunter wriggled wildly. Bob Cherry gasped and heaved, bul hall-a-dozen grinning fellows pinned him helplessly down,

Ho was ot gomng to sit down with his
IE%B in reach of that vicions dog!

tanding up. he pushed his chair
hack and stared under it, and under
the edge of the table. To his astonish-
ment, no dog was to be seen.

“Carter I almeost roared Mr. Quelch,

“Ir—it was a dog, sirl” stammered
Carter.

“Nonsense! I repeat, nonsensol
There odn be no dog in Halll It
Lhm;f? iz a dog here, point it out io
e,

“#1—1 can’t see 1t, sir—but—"

“Take a bhundred lines, Carter! If
you do not sit down this instant, I
shall send you out of Mall without your
breakfast "

Carter sar down.

He was angry and puzzeled. The dog
appeared to  have growled ravagely
under his chair ang then departed,
which was perplexing, Other lellows,
near Carter, had heard the growl,
though Mr. Queleh, at the end of the
long sable, had been out of hearing,
and they wore puzzled, too.

Billy Bunter, blinking across the
table at Carter grinned. And several
fellows, spotting that grin on Bunter's
fat face, caught on to the fact that the

Remove ventriloguist was at  wark
BEAIN,

Harry Wharton made 2 sign to the
fat junior to *‘chuck ” it. Buontoar
favoured him with 4 fat wink in
rCApONSe.

He was vor disposed to chuele it
Ventriloguism was his only mathod of
getting back ot Carter, and Bunter was
on the warpath !

Gurrrrerrh !

Carter jumped a%mn at tho growl
nader his chair, and dragged his logs
up instinctively, with a gasp of alarm,

“Carter ! rapped My Queleh.
“Will you keep atill? Cannot sou sit
still at 1able. Carter? What is the

matter with vou. Carteri™

"It's that dog apom, sir!" gasped

E}nr}:.:'r. *“1 den’t want io bo bitten,
glr !
“Upon my word ' Mr. Quelch rose

to his feet, with an expression on his
face like thar of Roderick Dhu, on the
ncoasion when dark lightnings Aashed
from Roderick's eve! *1 will ascertain
for myself whether there i3 & dog
prosent, Carter, and if there is not, as 1
am sure there is not, I shall cane you.”

_“r]; heard him growl under my chair,
siT,

“¥You did nothing of the kind,
Carvter, as there is certainly no dog
here. But we shall see | said the
Roemove master grimly.

~ He came along the table, and the
jumora rose from their places to give
hitn & clear ficld for investigation.

No dog, certainly, was to be =ecn on
the apot. Mr. Quelch stooped and
glarad under the table. He beheld a
forest of legs end feet, but nothing else.

He rose again, with a gritn brow.

“There 1 no dog here, Carter! I
was perfectly sssured that theve was

not, and | havo now ascertoined the
fact] Explain yourself.”
"I==I—I1 heard him; sir—"" stam-

merred Carter,

“1f you heard & dog here, Carter,
witere i3 the deg? Point out the
animal to me!” snorted My, Quelch,

Carter stood helplessly puzeled. 1io
rould not point out & non-existent dog !
Mr. Quelch waited one moment—no
more |l The he pointed to the door,

“Go!" he said, _

MI=1 heven't Fnished my breakiast,
BT »F

“Leave the Hall at once, Carter, and
wait for me in my study ! said Mr
{fueh:h “T <hall cane you when I come
there! Not a word morel! Gel”

Carter. with set lips went.

Mr. Quelch returned to his chair, and
breakfast was resumed—Billy Buater
grinning with cheery satisfaction.

Bome of the jumors, wha had-
“tmbled * to the fat Owl's trick, gave
him expreszive locks. But expressive
looks were wasted on Bunter! Tlo had
scored over Carter—and that wns what
Bunter wanted ! Carter had o hundred
lines, and was going to have o caning |
Tha fat ventriloguist of the Remwove
had & happy and satisfied feeling that
o was getting his own back,

“You fat chump!” whispered Dol
Cherry, "Dida't I tell you yesterday
not to play mean tricks—"

“Oh, really, Cherry——"

“You ecan't let Carter take
Heking 1™

"Can't I7" grinned Duonter,

“If you de,™ hissed Dol into a fat
car, “I'll jolly well boot you round the
guad after brekker™

" Beast |”

“¥You pernicious porker——"

“Cheryy " camo 4 deep rumnble,

“Oh! Yes, sir!™ pasped Dol
looking routd.

“Are you guarrelling wiih another
Remove hoy at  the breakfast-lable,
Cherry 79

“01, no, sir ™

MIndeed! I judged by rvour expres
sign that you were doing so, Cherry,
Kindly ropeat to me what you were say-
g to Bunter.”

L

Lhak

LI} I""""‘I"""‘“ L

“1 am waiting to hear you, Cherry.”

“Will you tell me. this instant, what
vou were saying to Bowdor 1™ thundered
Al Quelels.

“I1—I—I was telling him he was a=—p
pernicions porker, sir!1” gasped Dob,

“Ha, he, ha!l"”

“Bilenee! Cherry, you will take a
Imndred lines for using =nch expressions,
Now be stlent.'”

Amd Bob  =and
Lrekker,

Tie Macwer Linuany.—No, 1567,
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THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Carter’s Chanoe !
!1 RTHUR CARTER sent into his

Form-master's study with an ex-
pression on his face hke unto
that of a demon in &
pantemime,

He was still puzzled about that growl
under his chair, and tho remarkable dis-
appearance of the dog after Emwlmg:
but he knew that be had heard what he
had heard, whether Quelch bolieved it
or not. Now he had to wait a good
twenty minutes in the Hemove master’s
=tudy, with a caning at the end of that
Iong wait

He stared angrily round the siudy,
wondering whether there was a chance
of ploying some trck thero to worry
Cnelch—payment in advance, as it were,
for the caning he was going to recetve.

Dut tie shook his head ar that thought.
Anything that happeued in ‘that study
could bardly fail to be traced to the
fellow who had waited there during
Lreakfast in Hall _

But that glance round brought to bis
attention a pile of letters that lny on the

IForm-master’s table.

Ho knew that thess would be the
letters for Remove fellows. It was one
of Me. Queleh’s many duties to lock
aover correspondence addressed to mem-
Lers of his IPorm

Most of the letters, which naturally
were from home, passed with o cursory
glance, bur oeccasionally there was one
that the Form-master had to stop in
transit, or order to be opened in his
presence. But for the fact thar all
correspondence passed under & heak’s
cve,-somo Groyfriars fellows would cer-
tpinly lhave reccived communications
they were better without,

After Quelch had glanced over the
Ivtters it was Trotrer's duty to put them
up in the rack, to bo taken by the !:rn]ya
in break. Queolch generally did the
glancing after breakfase,

Sceeing the pile of letters, Carter
stepped to the table and looked at them.
Hiz resson was thar there might be a
ietter for himself among them. At the
moment hic had no other thought in his
nind.

But he forgot lo look for a letter for
himself as he spotted an cnvelopo

addressed to “W G, Bunter.”
His cyes fixed on that letter,

In break that morning Bille Bonter
was going to find & letter for limself,
and no doubt would hopc—until he
opencd  it—that it moght contain his
long-expected postal order. After open-
ing, that hope was likely to be dashed.

Carter stood looking fixedly at that
lettor. . ]

A strango expression was coiing over
his face. . ]

He stepped quickly to the door, which
he had left open, and shut it quietly.
{heo be stepped back to the table.

Hiz e¢yes fixed -on Bunicr's letter
again. He picked it up with fingers
that trembled a little.

His thoughts were racing.

Ever since he had opurloined the
postal order from Mr. Hacker's study
the previous day he had been wondering
=ad pondering how to *plant ' it on
the fat Owl in such o way as to make it
irnpossible for suspicion to be directed
towards himself

To barge into Bunter and thrust it
into & pocket, or to drop it into hiz box
i the dormitory, would have been casy,
*aat futile. It would noet be found with-
eut & scarch being made, and it was
very unlikely that any search for
Hacker's wmissing “quid ¥ would
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made in Quelen’'s Forn. But a still
mora doterring circumstance was the
fact that Bob Cherry suspected him,
and had a watchful eye on him. Tt was
known that he, as well as Bunter, had
gone to Hacker's study while the postal
order was there [He Enﬂw—m leaszt, ho
did not doubrt—that if that pestal order
turned up on Bunter, Bob Cherry would

uess, and would announce at the top of
his ﬁnweyfuI voree that Carter had put
1t where 1t was found.

He had to think of something a little
more subtle than that, and so far ho
had been unable to do so.

Bunter had to spond that postal order,
or there was, he realised, nothing in the
schieme at ET!.

e had thought of leaving it some-
whers for Bunter to “ind,” %:::r Bunter
was exactly the ass to think that * find.
ings were keepings" DBut even Bunter
was hardly aszs enough for that, since he
had heard that the postal order had
Inf::m missedd by Haeker and inguired
SIT0E.

The young razeal had beon, therefore,
at o loss—letermined to enrry on with
the scheme somehow, but, undecided
how, Meanwhile, the tnl order was
hidden in the lining of his jacket, safe
from discovery.

Now, with that letter for Bunter in
hisa hand, he knew what he could do,
and what he was going to do.

Bunter was expecting & postal order.
Carter, of course, had heard all about
that, liké every other fellow in the
Lower 8chool at Greviviars.

If he fournd a postal order in his
letter, what eould he think, cxeept that
it had been sent him from home?

The handwriting of Mr. Bunter on the
envelope, and the Surrey postmark,
showed  that  this  etter came  from
Bunter's home, More likely than not it
contained an answor to 4 request for
cash, probably in the form of advice to
Bunter to keep within his allowanee, 1If
there was a postal order in it, all the
better Carter had ounly to change one
for the ofher.

He breathed hard, his heart beating
thickly

He wondered whether lis  evil
counsellor, Gideon Gooch, would have
approved of this schome, or whether the
cunning lawyer wounld have thought it
ton risk_'i.

Yot where was the rizk ?

_He had ot least ten minutes, more
likely a guarter of an hour, before Mr,
Quelch arvived in the study.

To open the lotter with steam, slip in
the purloined postal erder, and close the
flap again--what could be easicr?

He did not even need to leagve the
study.

In the fender stood a httle copper
eleetric kettle, which Mr. Queleh used
when he nepded hot water in the study
for any purpose.  Carter had only to
switch it on and wait a minute or two
for stcam to issue from the spout.

Ho hositated.

. When Bunter found that postal order
in his letter, what was he likely to do?
Cut off to the tuckshop instant y—therg
was no doubt about that, He might azk
Mrs, Mimhle at the scheol shop te
change it for him instead of waiting
till he eould go down to the post affice.
That maitered nothing, so long as he
spant 1.

The short-sighted 0wl of the Remove
was not likely to notice the stamp of
the issuing office on the slip of paper
which shewed that it had been bought
in Friardale Morcover, that stamping,
like so much Post Office stamping, waa
indistinet.  In detective-stories lotters
are rraced by postmarks, but in real life

& postmark is enly teo lkely to be
uiterly wdecipherabe  f anvone wishes
to make it out. It was tho samoe with the
stamping on postal orders sometimes,
especialiy in little village post ollices,
Carter had to look elosely to make out
* Friardale " in the ecircular stamping.
Bunter would have had ro screw his eyes
behind his spectncles to make it out,
“iﬂld he was not likely to lock at it at
all,

That waz nll richt ]

A preater difficulty was the fact that
in sending s son a postal order Mr,
Bunter would natursily ill in his nome.
This postal order was not filled 10 as
payable to anybody.

If Carter thought of dipping Mr.
gutlchs pen in the mk, and flling in

ufiter's namoe as payee, he dismissed it
at  onee. He dared do such a
thing, ] ‘

sull, prople somotimes omitted to fill
in the payee's name before posting o
postal order. If Bunter senior was any-
thing like Bunter junior, he was very
likely to be careless in such matters.
Anyhow, Bunter, linding the postal
order in his letter, could havdly fail to
believe that hia Eather had soent it to
him, and the fact that hizs name was not
on it would make no difference,

That, too, was all right.

Three long minutes passed  while
Carter was thinking it out, with per-
spiration on his brow. Then he
stooped and switched on the clectric
kettle and weited

He had plenty of time yet—more than
amiple time; but his heart beat in throbs

1

a3 he waited for the kettle to boil.

But he had no doubts. This time he
had the fat sweep on the hip. It was
not merely a matter of getting him o
bad report. This meant the sack from
the school, and a crashing cnd to all
Buntor's hopes and prospects with old
Joseph Carter! This scheme was per-
fect, without a faw—unless, indeed,
there was somcthing in rascality itself
that insured its own defeat. And
Corter had not yet learncd that honesty
was the best policy.

Steam came bubbling from the spout
of the copper kertle in the fender.
Cartor held the envelope over it and in
a few moments the Aap leosencd. He
shut off the switeh.

Carefully pulling open the fap of the
envelope, he drew out the letter from
within. He planced at it. It was brief:

nat

“Dear William,—I have received your
lotter—the zeventh this torm, all in the
saie strain.  As 1 regret that I am
unalde to send you anvthing beyond
vour usual allowance, I recommend you
not to spend so much money on postage
stamps.— Your affectionate father,

“W. 5. Bunrter”

Carter grinned for a moment over that
letier from home. But his face becanie
at ohee very serious. This waa not the
sort of letter that was likely 1o be accom-
pamnied by a postal order for a pound,
Foven Bunter, {athead as ho was, would
be surprised and pozzled to find e
“guid ¥ in the onvelope with such o
leiter as that. .

There was only one way of getting out
of that difficulty. Carter dropped the
letter into Mr. Queleh’s study fire.

Bunter might be surprised at receiv-
ing a postal order without an accom-
panying linc; but the postal order, after
all, was what he wanted, and he would
naturally suppose thar Mr. Bunter had
been in a hurry.

Taking the feldod postel order from
its hiding-place in the lining of his
jacket, Carter slinpad it inta the cmpty



envelope. He stuck down the flap again

with & spot of Mr. Quelch's gum.

Then he repleced the letter where be
had found it—in tho pile on the study
table.

GHancing at Mr. Queleh’s clock, he
was surprised to see that he had not

ot been ten minutes in the study. It
Jiad seemed much longer than that.

Ho stepped to the window, which was
open, to let in the morning air of early
epring, and stood lecking out into the
ruad while he waited for the Remove
nagier (0 appear.

_ Ten minutea later there was a scurry-
ing of feet and whooping of voices in the
quad +- the Greyfriars tellows came put.

Billy Bunter blinked at him standing
at Mr. Queleh’s windaw, with & fat grin.
The next moment Bunter yelled as Bob
Cherry's boot landed on his trousers.

Carter turned away from the windaw
as Mr. Quelch entered the study,

Aftor breakfast Quelech was in &
bonnier mood. He picked vp his cane,
and told Carter to bend over; but it
was merely a flick, and Carter lardly
knew whether he wos caned or not when
Luelch told him to go.

He want.

Mr Quelch sat down at the table to
look over the lettevs, littla dreaming
what had happencd there. )

Carter went out into the guad, with a
sour smile on his face. His thoughts
were concentrated on what was gomg to
happen in break when the letters wers
taken from the rack. Iirst and second
school scemed very long to Carter that
worning.

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
Like a Charm !
L I EA’E‘F you fellaws, is there one for
me "
Billy Bunter, in bresk, blinked
anxionsly up at the letter-rack.
Bunter was, as usual, expecting a
postel order. He had been expecting it
evér since the torm started, and it had
not vet arrived. But hope Eeprings
cternal in the human breast.
“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here's one for

you, Bunter ! said Bob Cherry; and he
reached down a letter to the fat Owl.
“Oh, good!” said Bunter. “I say,

vou fellows, I wonder if thiz iz my

postal orderi¥ T ;
“The wonderfulness is terrific{”

grinned Hurree Jamset Ham Bingh.

EVERY SATURDAY

“Well,, it's really over-due, you
know,” said Bunter. “I've been expect-
ing it for some time, really. But I'm
afraid this letter is from home, by thoe

="

“He's afraid it's & letter from home 1"
chuckled S8mithy. “0 dutiful and affec.
tionate son and heir ¥

“Ha, ha, ha* _

“Well, I mean to say, I was expecting
a letter from one of my fitled relations,
with & postal order, you know; but this
can't be it, as there’'s no crest on 1 o
oxplained Bunter, * Besides, it's_the

ater’'s fist. But it may be sll right.

'v& written to him half a dozen times
at least—" 4

“Beven times!™ sald Peter Tedd.

“Eh—how do you know 1t was seven,
Toddy #*

“ Becatse you borrowed & stamp from
me ev time. You'd have writlen
oftener if I'd stood the stamps.”

“Oh, really, Toeddy, I'll pay for those
stamps if my pater's sent me a tip n
this lerter [” eaid Bunter. " After all,
he might. It doesn’t feel as if there's
mueh in it. 8till, you never know, you
know,™

Bunter did not seem in _an urgent
hurry to open that letter. Fis pater's
“fist * on the envelope seemed to have
damped him down, as 1t were.

Possibly he knew how unlikely it was
that Mr. William Bamuel Bunter had
weighed in with a remittance. That
lettar was more likely to contain sage
advice on the subjeet of economy.
Bunter had been there before, so to
speak, and ho knew. And he had little
use for sage advice. It was not legal
tender ot the tuckshop !

However, he jabbed a fat thumb into
the envelope at last, which was Bunter's
elegant way of opening a letter, and
groped within with hin'fat fingers,

One fellow, lounging at a little die-
tanes, was watching bim covertly whild
affecting to read a fetter

That one was Carter

Other fellows who happened to be
there were concerned about their own
correspondence. Rome of them cast

‘rather envioua glances at 8mithy, who

carelessly drow a couple of pound notes
from a letter, But no fellow in the
Remove was likely to cast eovious eyes
nt Bunter.

But a sudden chirrup of glee from the
fat junior drew attention on him.

“Oh erumbs! Oh, good! Oh erikey!
Ripping I ejaculated Bunter,
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Many eyes turned on him then,

“What on earth’s that?” exclaimed
Boh Cherry, staring at a printed slip
of paper in Bunter's fat fingers.
“Don't—ch, don't say it's your postal
order1 The shock would be too great,
old chap !

*“Ha, ha, ha ‘

“1 say, -you fellows,” trilled Bunter,
*it's come |”

“Fan me ! gasped Peter Todd.

“(Oh day worthy to be marked with a
white stong 1" said Hurrea Jamset Ram
SBingh solemaly. . .

“1 say, you fellows, this ia all right t*
chortled Bunter. "I say, the paicr's
sont me a quid 1™

“Glorious I” grinned Bob.,

“Gratters, old fat man 1" said Ilarey
Wharton, laughing.

“¥ou'll have to pay pounda on that
postal order, Bunter | declared 8kinner.
“ Eh—why 1” 3 .

“It'a been such a jolly long time
coming, it must be oub of datel” ex-
plained Bkinner. “ Any whiskers grown
on it

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Yah I retorted Bunter. “You don't
aoften get a quid, S8kinner, and chance
itl T say, you fellows, a whole quid!

e, he, he 1™ ;

“Hold on, old fat boan 1" said Toddy.
“Make sure it's a tip! ember your
last postal order; your pater sent it for
something special. Better see what he
saye in his letter beforc you blow it on
riotous living.” 3

“There ain't any letter with it 1” said
Bunter, blinking inte the envelope.
“That's rather odd, too Generally the
pater sends & letter, but not & tip; this
time he's sent a tip, but not o letter 1

“Well, that's o change for the befter
in his manncrs and custorns 1 remarked
the Bounder. “I'd cncourage him io
kcep that up 1®

:%ia. ha, a.f!l’;] p —

say, you fellows, I'm going to stanc
o sprend ith thisP" seid Bupter. I
shall liave to have a snack in break, of
conrse Put a whole guid —"

“There won't be much left for n
spread if you have a snack ! remarked
Skinner. " Better stand the spread m
break.”

“1 say, Wharton, change this for me,
will vou? 1 can't go down to the post
office in break.” .

“Pleasod 1" said the captain of the
Remove, lrmghin$. “I've only got mine-
pénce, but if you'll take that for it—"
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“0Ol. really, Wharton! Look here,
Simithy, i‘uu’m got lotsl (Cash tius
postal orvder for me, will you?”

“1 will if it's a real one!" said the
TDounder, with a chuckle. 5

“Well, look at it, you silly ass| It's
not filled in, either, so you can fill your
awn name when you cash it—sec? Guve
wo a pound note for it, 8mithy.”

Vornon-Bmith took the postal order
and glonced at it. Obviously, it was a
real and genuing postal order, and the
Ttounder slipped it carelessly into his
noteease and handed the fat Owl ono
uf his pound notes in exchange.

With that note elutehed tight in a fat
uand. Billy Bunter shot out of the House
and icaded for the tuckshop  After him
walked Skinner and 3noop and Fisher T,
{izh.  With a whole guid in his posses-
sion, Billy Bunter was worth cultivating
i—:s an  acquaintance—temporarily, at
castl

Arther Carter walked away, with a
glearn of satisfaetion in his eyes. It
waa through now i

Bunter had reeeived that postal order
—~flacker's postal order—without a
glimmering of suspicion, He had
changed it, and it was too late to recall
{hnt action. Whether lie changed it at
the tuckshop or the post ollice or with
one opf the Bemove fi'“ﬂ'l'r'-'l!l- inattercd
nwothing. He had changed it, and the
fact ecould, and would, Le bronght home
1o b, .

When Lhe was tazed with ir it would
ngt bo of much use for him to say that
iur had taken it out of that letter from
o ?

Wi conld—or would—bhelicve such o
slatement?  His father, if relerred to,
could only say that there bad been no
viostal order in the letter at all.

That Ensm.l order could be proved to
he Hacker's—the sumber on it would
prove that; o reference to the village
post office would establish the fact!

The schome had worked like a charm
—tho fat Owl had taken thc bait like
o fat gudgeun. All that was needed
now was for Hacker’s attention to be
tirawn to the fact that Bunter had been

THE MAGNET

geen changing a postal order for a
ound—after having been seen in
acker’s study! To that, the hard-

hearted young rascal now dovoted his
thoughts—rvhile Billy Bunter, with the
assistance of two or three temporary
pals, disposed of his unexpected tip at
tho school shop—with very littlo left ont
of the pound, when the bell rang for
third school.

THE KINETEENTH CHAPTER.
Spotted by Smithy !

ERBERT VERNON-SMITIL
H_ breathed hard, and his eyes

glitterad. :
He stood in his study—with
o postal order for twenty shillings'in s
hand, staring at i, and his face
hardencd, and hardened, as he stared.
Hia tecth came together.

“ Snoofed 1M he muttered aloud. “By

ad! Spoofed! By gad! I'll—"
%IE shuat his teeth again.

He dropped the postal order into his
pocket, and left the study. It was after
dinner, and most of the fellows were
out in the gquad. The Bounder went
out of the House, and locked about him.

“Cherry 1P he called.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!"™ Bob Cherry
was punting a footer with some Remove
follows, but he glanced round as the
Bounder called. .

“1 want you a minute.”

*Oh, all right 1" :
raiher

Bob  jeined Vernon-Smith,
wondering at the havd, grim look on
the Bﬂunﬁnr’s face,

“ Anything up?” he asked.

“Yog—lots] Come along with me—I
don't want to shout it ont all over the
schopl—at present, at least [V :

Bob, in wonder, walked with him
wnder the clims, leaving the other fellows
punting the ball.

'r‘ ﬁ.E]mt on carth’s oup, Smithy?” he
askid,

“1 don't quite know!l I'm going to
know ! I thought I'd speak to you brst,
as vou seem to have set yourself up as

il

THE ARTFUL DODGER!
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plete story of the chums of St.
Jim's you'll agree that there
isn't a dull moment in it!

Now on sale at all

GEM

2ad

Newsagents

that fot fool’s chief champion! Wherc's
Bunter t” i

“In the tuckshndp. I expect, if he'a
got any of his quid left.” .

- Mﬂ quid 1" said the Bounder grimly.

“What do you mean? You gave him
2 pound note for his postal order—"

“For old Hucker's postal order:”
answered Bmithy, 1n the samo grim
1one.

Bob Cherry stood guite etill. That
answer from the Boonder bereft him of
speech for & moment or two.

“ Are you mad, 8mithy ?” he asked, at
fast,

&F KE 1'.1 .

“Hag Carter been pulling your leg,
vou fool? 1 noticed in the Rag last
night that he was trying to male capital
out of old Hacker fancying that he had
lost & postal order——* .

“1 noticed it, tool” eaid Vernon-
Bmith. “That's the chief renson why
I'm spesking to you, instead of Quelch,
and why Bunter i=n't being taken to
the Heed to be sacked this minuwe™

“If sou're not mod. what do you
mean?” growled Bob, " DBunter seems
to have gone to Hacker's study yester-
day, but he never touched hts postal
ordor—he wouldn't. fool as he is. Carter
put the idea into fellows’™ minds—that
was his pame, the cad! Are you idiot
enough to think that Bunter's postal
order to-day was the one Hacker

rmssed _
¥ Mxactly-=as it'a the same one™
" Ihon't an ass!"

“I've got it here,” said Vernon-Bmith

quicetly. * Look at itl” ]
“Looking at it won't make it
Hacker's!” growled Bob, * Bunter got

that postal order in a letter from his
father this morning, as you jolly well
know.”

“1 know he.said so! Does Bunter's

ater live in Friardale, a mile or so
rom Greyfriars?” msked the Bounder
sarcastically.

" ¥ou know he doesn’t.”

“Think he'd drep in at Friardale
post office tu,get a postel order theni"

“How o<ould he, fathead, when ha
lives in another county 7" gnapped Bob.
“What the dickens do you mean?”

“1 mean that that postal order wns
bought 1n Friardale on Wednesday this
we:,-ﬁl” answered Smithy.

“It wasn't, and couldn’t have been”

* Look at the post olfice stamp on it.”

“0Oh, rot!” growled Bob.

But he looked, and bis face changed
a3 he made out the blurred stamping—
FRIARDALE, with the date. He gave
the Bounder o startled, almeost scared
look. _

“ Bmithy " he gpasped.

“If old Bunter sent young Dunter a
postal erder, 1t would be bought either
in Surrey, where he lives, or in London,
where ho goes to business " said Vernon-
Smith  *hi couldnt and wouldn't be
bought in Kent, near this school.”

“1 know! But—"

“A postal order for a2 E-ga:n.uh:’f. bought
at Friardale on Wedne . has been
taken from Haeker's study. This is o

ostal order for a pound, bought at

riardale on Wednesday Don't bo a
fool, Cherry! You know thizs is
Hacker's as well as ] do ™

" Good heavens!™ breathed Bob.

Ho gazed at the Bounder in horror.
It was Hacker's tal order in Smithy's
hend: he knew that now The Bounder
5I|pfed tt back wnto his pocker.

‘What made you think—" gasped
Boh

*1'm

no fool 1™ answered Smithy
coolly.

“I thought, this morning, that
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Bunter had taken thet postal order
fram his letter, as all the fellows
thought. I was only surprised that he
got it at.all. But—it struck me as a bit
of o coinecidence, afterwards, Bunter
golting o postal order for & pound
when o postal order for s pound had
just been missed from a study he went
into without having any business there.
Ho I gave it the onec-over before letting
it go further! When I made out the

ost office stamp ou it, of course, I knew
1t was Hacker's.”

“ But———" stammered DBob.

“But,” said the Bounder, " I've been
Eipu-l_lfl;'t{,—-but was it by Bunter, or some-
body clse?” ;

“Who else? What do you mean?”

“I've been thinking !” sesid the
Bounder, with a sneer "1 know what
it looks like on the face of it. Bunter

saw that postal order on the table when
he sneaked into Haecker's study yester-
day—he bagred it—and he pretended to
receive it by post this morning, to
gecount for having it. e thinks 1 shall
cash it next time I pass the post office,
and that that will be the end of if,
Hacker's suspecting  fellows up and
down the Shell—nevor dreaming of a
Remove man! Safe as houses! That's
what it looks like.”

“1 can’t make it ont! I'd never have
believed—]1 know he snoops tuck, and
he's an unserupulous lirtle beast in a
good many ways, but this—*"

*J said that that’s what it looks like ™
paid the Bounder deliberately. * But
t%(ings ara not always what they look
like, old bean! Haven't you ever heard
that appearances are deceptive?™

ik -|:|-‘|,'I|I'—M

#As soon as I saw what it was, 1
jumped to it at once that Bunter had
taggcd Tacker's postal order, and
spoofed me intg taking it off his hands.,
That will be the general opinion, if this

gets out,™ _

It must get out1” snid Bob. “If
Bunter pinched it, the sooner he's
sacked, tho better T'd never stand
a thief, I know that.” _

“But did he?” said Vernon-Smith.
“I'm not a fellow to act in & hurry—
and I got - some second thoughts on tho
subject. ‘There’s two or threa queer
little eireumstances about this, Cherry.
There's a fellow in the Form whom we
krow to o an that fat fool's track.
Two or threo weeks apo, e gave me
away at tho Theea Fishers, thinking it
was Bunter thero—-and nearvly got me
hunked. T paid lim out for that, and
let it drop! Dut I haven't forgotten!
I'vo got & good memory! Well, Carter
knew all about that postal order—ho
had gona to fotch it Yor Hacker, on
Wadnesday, when I was locked in my
study=—vou - remember?  And Carter
went to Ilacker’'s siudy yestorday, o
wrll as Buonter.”

“11o zaid he never went in—"

The

*That, for what hn =aid !
Bounder snapped hiz fingers. “Look
here, Cherry, if Bunter pinched that
ogtal order he's going {0 bo sacked.
ut did he? Is it possibla that that
cnedd Carter wangled this somchow 17

" Haw cowld he®™

Tha Bounder shool his head.

"] deon't know! If DBunter never
inched 1, he found it in hia letter from
wome,  as ho said; o Carter, if ho
wangled ik, must have got it into that
letter somehow.”

“That's imposeible, Emithy.”

“Ia it? Letters have keen opened b
steamn hofore nowl 1 know it sounds
thick—hut it'a possible. Bunter said
theroe was no letter with it—hoe needn't
have said so—it waz jolly odd. Supposo
Cacter found an old onvelops of
Bunter's, patelwed 8 up, ond put it in
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the rack. That would account for mo
letter being in it.* '
Bob started.
“You seem to think worse of Carter

than 1 do!” hLe said, slowly. Do
you think any fellow could such a
reptile ¥
‘I think Carter could F*
“But—but—" muttered Bob. * It's

possible, Smithy—but—but it's almost
impossible !  An old envelope. after
Bunter had nﬁped it open and thrown
it away—— And then, how would he
get 1t in the rack with the others® He
wasn't out of the Forin-room before us.”
“ No—it doesn't sound very feasible
admitted the Bounder. *But it tha
letter was delivered this morming. he
couldn’t  have got at it—Quelch
has them all in his study, till cthey're
ut out for the fellows.” The Bouunder
roke off, with a sudden jump. = Why,
you fool, Carter was in Qun}fch‘s stucy
this morning—more thav ‘a quarier of
an hour there by “himself—don't vou
remember 7 ?uelch sent  him * there,
after Bunter playved that fool trick of
the growling dog under the tablp—— 1"
“0Oh 1 gazped Bob.
The two looked ot one another!

Bob's face was ﬁlﬂh‘:—thﬁ Bounder's
bitter and cynically sardonic.  Both
lknew, now.

“The rejpt.i!e " breathed Bob. * The
worml  The snake in  the grasst
Smithy, ia it really possible that—
that-—-~"

“MNobody would believe it, I sup-
pose,” said Smithy, with his sneering
grin. “No proof—there never is any
proof with éartcr—[‘m found the cur

out, and you've found him out; but
your own pals are fed up with your
down on him—thoy wouldn't believe

this, ten to ona!l And yet I know that
Carter had Hacker's postal order, all
ready to plant on thar fat fool, and
that he got it into Bunter’s lctter, just
as if I'd seen I doing it 1”

“If wo enild prove t—

“We can’t~—ouly to ourselves.”

“I den’t sce oven that—"

The Bounder laughed.

“If this is Carter's work, you've only
gob to wait for his next move! This
wan't ‘serve his turn, unless he gets
Hacker on Bunter's track. 1f ho did
this, and I know ho did, that's his
nexk step®

“The fellow's & crgok P® munitered
Eaob, “just o crook ™

“ Al that!” agreed Smithy., “Bad
to the bonal Well, T loso & quid over
this—but I'd losa a dozen to dish that
hound, Hacker's going to find his
rostal order in lis study—and that will
Em that! I shall be late for ¢lass this
afterneon”

“Th, why?”

“Decaouse I shall have to waib Lill
Ilacker's gone in with the Bhell, heforo
I ecan nip into hiz sindy ! Iallo, here's
dear old Bunter! Ile doesn’t look as
if he's under the chepper, does ke I

Bilty Bunter rvolled wp, happy and
shiny, and sticky.  Je gave tha two
juniors & checky bLlink through his big
spectacles.

“T say, Bmithy, T've been looking for
vo 1 he said. “look here, old chap,
T was going to stand & spread, out of
that quid paicr sent me, hut-—it's fone !
I hardly know how it all went—hut it
haat Tt'a surprising hew a few things
ak the tucleshop mount up, ain't wi”

“Vory 1" apreed the Bounder.

“Well, ]ﬂnﬂi here, old chap,™ said
Bunter. Y1 had a postal order this
morning.,  You know that!  TFellows
make a lot of jokes about a chayr ex-
pecting 2 postal order—but it came all
right, didn’t 1832
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“It did 1" mssented Smithy, while
Bob Cherry stood looking, at Bunter's
fat, sticky face in.silence.

“"Well, then, you. jolly well know
that it’s all righe, what?" said Buntor.
“Now, I'm expecting another postal
order—{rom one of my titled relations,
you know. You can rely on ity Smithy
—it will come, just like this one dirf'.

you know. I'd like to stnnd that
spread. after .saying, | would! DI'm
Fzmg to sak you, g_mithyl Will you
end me' the quid?*

The Bounder laugheod.

" WNo " he answered,

“I' mean to say, that postal order's
certain o come to-morraw I explained
Bumer. “It won't huft yoii to lend e
u quid till to-marrow, Smithy ! Tt will
be in the rack ro-morrow morning, just
ay thiz one was this morning ! You
ran he absolurely sura of that” '

“You're sure that one this merning
vame from  your pater®™ asked the
Bounder. watehing Bunter's fat face
intently.

“Eh?  Yes, of course!  Bunier
blinked at him in astonishment. It
was in his lorter from home”

“Sure it wasi't lacker's?”
Smnthy.

" Hacker's I .Bunter Jjumped., “ How
couldd i+ be Hacker's, you ass? What
are you getting at, Smithy "

Y Like mie 1o ring up your pater, and
eak him whether he.sent you a pound
postal order 7 asked: Vernon-Smith.

“Eh? You ecan if you like! Why
should I eare?” askod the amazed Owl.
" No bizney of yours, but you can if you
hk“{,f‘ﬂu zilly fathead$® "

“Well, 1 won't,” =aid the Bounder,
laughing, “and I won't lend you an-
othér quid, cither!  Roll away, old
tub "

“ Beast 1"

Billy Bunter volled away.

Smithy and Bob Cherry czchanged o
look. Both wero quite certain now, It
was clear cnough to thom, that Dunter
believed that that postal order had
come 1n tho lettor from Mr. Buntor,

“That seliles it, T think? drawled
Smithy.

"It dors®  Bat—that roptile—that
cur—" 13ob almost choked. *That
enako onght to by kicked out of Grey-
friars—l  ought to boe  sent  to
DBorztal—"

Yo may be, hefore ho's much older !
This kiud of game doesn’t pay, in the
long run! ¥l bet you ten to one that
ha  will dish  himself, instead of
Bunter, by the time he's throught
Anyhow, we're dishing him this time 1

Herbert  Vernon-8mith  was  five
minutes late for class in the Remowve-
room that afternoon. My, Qlunich duly
gavae him fifty lines for tho same—
which did not disconecit ihe Bouudoer
Ha winked at Bob. Cherry, as he went
te his place.

askod

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.
Not as Per Programma!

R. ITACKER hbreathed hard,
M amil ha breathed deep.

Ilr was intenzely annoyed.

1havkor  was  often  an-

nayed=~quite trivial Hangs anvoyed the

Acid Thop.  But thns  veally, was

VOrY annoying.

For a whele day he lhad bern in a
state of acid suspicion, on the subjeet of
that mizsing postal nvder! Acid drop
az he waz, he sheauli fiom the suapicion
that it haed Lboen sialen from lus study—
neither was he suxions 1o make it
appear that thern was a4 pincher in
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THE HUNTING
HEADMASTER!

New Serial—First Instalment

By DICKY NUGENT

“Whereiznhe 1 ™

Jack Jolly, of tho 8t. Sam’s
Fourth, asked that question in
eggsasperated tones. His  pals,

earless and Merry and Brght,
ghook their heads.

* Give it up,” said Bright.

“It'a o mistery,” sad AMoerry.
*It's not like the Head to dis.
appear liko this—especiclly ot too-
time ! ™ '

* Blow the blessed Head, ony-
way 1" said Frank Fearless, with
tippical recklesaness. *“* He anid
he wanted our impots h}’ ton-time.
end we've done them. If wo leave
them in his study, wo've done our
bit—whother he's there or not!"

Jolly and Merry and Bright looked
dowbious. That mite have besn
all right with an ordinary head-
master. DBut  Doctor  Alfred
Birchemall was nn ordinary head-
master. Quite 1hoe roverse, in
jukt !

When the Head hoad eaught
Jack Jolly & Co. humping Snavler
that morning hoe bhad ordered thom
all, Snarler inchided, to hand him
filty lines by tea-time., And when
the ead said * hand,” hand was
what o meant |

Dut now that tho horoes of the
Fourth had dons thoir linca thoy
could not find the Head to hand
Lim over the impotsa.

Thoey had to logk for him in all the

f

likely plares, in.
cluding the tuck-
shop. the Jupior
Common - room,

-

Gr

*

EVFRIARS HERALD
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il'

HARRY

We have become so
need to regarding Bob
{‘herry o3 the champion
hoxer of the Reémove
that it scems  quito
strange to hear of any-
one doubting his

and the Second

Form-room— but
without suxxess.
him in any of thesc places.

Where td look noxt was o bit
of o puzzln; and yot the Co. felt
vory dowhbions about-meerly dump-
ing tho impots on his study table.

“Your idoa would be all right,
Fearlesa, old chap,' remarked Jolly,
“if only the Head wasn't such a
hoostly tirant, The worst of it is,
if we loavo the impots in his study,
a8 likely as not hie'll say we weren™
cerrying out his instruetions, and

iva us all o whopping with his

irch.™

* True enuff 1 nodded Fearless.

“Hallo! Hera'sSnarler ! Perhaps
hae knows. Seen ithe  Head,
Snarler ¥ ¥ .
“No; I'm looking for him,”
wlad Snarler. I want o

iend him this impot.*

“ Looks as if we'ro all in tho
snmo boat,"” grinned Jack Jolly,
“ 1 wonder where the thum g

“ Lissen ! "' ejaclulated Dright
at that instant.

The Fourth Formers lissened.

To their grain relecf, they then
heard the Hend's voire.

““That’s tho Head right ennft,"

place whero we didn't lock—the
jim! Come on, vou fellows!™

Grately serprized at the Head
Beoing in such a ploce at toa-time,
the juniora moved off towards the
jimmynasitm, As they drew
nearer, tlmg; distingwished his voice
more clearly and their serprize in-
creazed when they found that he
was shouting out crica usnally
heard on the hunting.field.

* Yoicks! Gee-npl Tallyuho!™
ho was yelling.

“ Grate pip!  What's the old
buffer up to 7' asked Jock Jolly
wonderingly. * Hashe taken leave
of his senges ¥ "

Fronk Fearless grinnod.

“ 1f you ask my opinion, he said
good-bye to them a long time ago 1

““Hg, ha, ha l "™

* Tally-ho ! Talls-hao ! A
hunting we will go!™ came the
Head’s bellowing voice from the

jim. “Yoicka! Whoa, maro!
Gee.up 1"
iE ;l v h“-tl ! i1

The Fourth Formers hroke into
n run—and a eupple of scconda
later broke into the jim.

TRAGEDY IN A FUN FAIR!

tightly  =set

arl  back
huneched. ho sprang at the

despair wos in every line
of his face. He wos utterly

By §. Q. I. FIELD |

What attracted Fiagaly
abhout the new pin-tablo
saloon in Courtficld High
Btreet waa the sign “ AD.
MISSION FREE." Fishy
never can resiat anything
iree.

I was with Tishv, so,
although tun fairs are all
out of bounds, I wont in
with him.

Thopin-talstes, of enursze,
were not free. They rost
a poenny & go. But there
wis ¢ne attraction from
Yighy's point of view.
Fachh pin-table contained
an announcomont that if
you seorcd 5,000 yvou won
& sixpenny box of choco-
Inten.

Fighy gezed Iong ond
hard at that notiee. Fven-
tunlly he drew out his
pursge, took out o penny
from it, and put it in the!
glot. It must have been
an unusnally thick one, It
stuck.

{

Fishy tvied to pull it
bhack again, J& Fouldn’tq
come. Ho tricd to press it
in. I wouldn't go. A look
of alarm came into Fishy'a
batchot face,

*1I guess that prinny
looks it's stuck,” he
aaid. ** Whero's the guy
that looksafter the joint?1 ™

train haek. Maybhe tho
guy won't be back from
his ten”

Well, {ho puy that

looked after the joint hiad
%nne out for a eup of tod.

ho only official lcft was
an undorgized kid who was
now to the place and had
no iden how the machines
workad. What waa
gtill more alarming
to Fich was thot he
hod no pennics for
refunda to dissatis.
field customers,
oithor,

Fishy weont baek
ta the pin-tahls, Ho
thumpod it, he rat-
tlerd 1, he rocked
it. ho kiclked if, ho
climbed on top of
it, ke went down on
hig hands and knees
underncath it.
Nothing heppened.

he penny still
obatinntely refused
to budge, '

Fishy's alarm
char zed {0 com-
PX  panio.

1 gucss wo gotta do
somothing 1" he wyelled.
* We've only got ive min-
utes bofore we ecateh our

“ Mora than likely,” T
agresdd. ' What are vou
going to do abont it "

[ S s =
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Fishv nnawerod hy decds
—not words, With lips|

pin-table. Hig thumb de-
secended on tho Fl’ﬂtﬂ!ding
portion of his penny an

he made a desperate on-
slaught. Then he changeod
his tnectics and storted
wreatling with the whole
machine, Minuto afier
minnute thoe fenranme strug-
gle went on, till at insr,

I KT =

.
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@

with deop and tender sym-

pathy. I told him the
dreadful news that we
could wait no longer or wo
waould miss our train.

Never as long as T live,
flear readera, shall T forget.
the heartrending  proan
that burst from Jishy's
ipa et that announce.
ment,

I led him awny. Blank

bowed down with inexpres-
gible gricf.

“My penny ! he kept
on moaning.

Back at Creyfriars, he
broke down completely.
He was token to tho eanny
gnd kopt in bed in a
darkened ward. Sotrow
had shattered his health.

Since that black day ho
hes alowly recovered, and
now he iz out and about
again,

It would be nico to be
able to any that every-
thing turned out all right
in the cnd=—that he went
hack to the pin-table
saloon and reeovored hia
ponny. Alsal I can tell
von nothing so pleasont as

When he did po back it
was only to find that all the
pin-tables had gone and
tha ploce was lockod up.
There was a sign up in one
of the windows: *“TO
LET.”

Fishy «didn't collapse
ngan. ITo wos beyond is.
Ho ijust uttered o bilter,
hollow langh ond passcd
on. And though, to out-
ward appearances, he i3
still the samo, we who
know him well lknow that
tho light has gone out of
Fishy's life. Ho is n
broken man beeanse tea-
gedy eame Lo lum in o fun
fnir.

Awlnl an’t it ?

There, aa large na lifc ad

ag natcheral, was-Doctor lighe

all.

e

I

He wos wearing o tophat in

place of his usual mortehoard,

and s was gitting, of al
agtride the vaulting-horse—
up and down on it just asi
& real horse, toking him ol
gond gallop |

laces,
bhing
it *rns
&t &

More amaozing still, he Wﬂim'ﬂ".l'}f-
ing & honting-horn which ¥ tied
round his sholder by o Igth of

string ; and as the junion

od

in, he raised thia horn to¥s lipe
and blew a loud, unmowsiufblast
on it.

To-ra! Honk-honk! Trm!

“What the merry di
garped Jack Jolly.

y I!‘Il

8 noXt moment, Doectel3irch-

emall reckernised that
introadera present and lo
instrument again. His

Fonrth Formers. i

** Well, boys ? " ho wrapy
thanks isir | *
1] WHFHI""E

* Protty well,
%nsped Jack Jolly.

wore
the
mrhat

shifty eyea fixed sternlyfr the

{out.

rought you the linca yougve us

to do, sir."

“Good cxp ! M anid t.h;f,
hisrefined way., ** Loet's m "

in

The Fourth Formers trod over
to the vaulting-horse and od

over their impots one I
Doctor Birchemnall glanced
them breefiy and nodded.

“Veory well, hoys," &

in my study till I.reton
geram—or, as the vulpgar.
it, you may gol"

“ You may leave them G:rlttble

one.

frough

snid.

Mow
put

The juniors turned to g DBut

Jolly hezzitated.
“Ahem! Are you sum

all right, eir 7" he asked. Yfyou.

like, sir, I'll call o doctor.”
The Head [ocked ae
“ A doctor, Jolly ® -
“Why, to see if you
potty, of corsa i "
“Ho, ha, hal® |
Doctotr Birchemall plard
“Potty ¥ How dare v
surh o thing, Jolly ¥
malica you think I've gone
“ Thia funny gome you
ing," onswered tho lapti
Faourth,
horse. *

fenl

vitd?
sfor 7 *’

gono

Jjeut
evor
| T

Py

ointing to the witing-
::-u’msjttingnna ocen

horse and acting as if it"s anl one.

If that's not pott y—-="

Bur the Head didn’t allofpa to

finish that scntcnee.

“You nilly
hooted. ** I'm not playing
Joliy | I'm practising |
hunting ¢

“Wha-a-qt 1"

“ Diraw it mild, gict ™

“It's trua!l ™ roarced th
Y 1've heen invited to turm
the County Hunt ond
potting in trim for it ! ™

“Oh erumal ™

“ Years ago,'” snid Dor
emall, ecolming himself |
mitey offort, * I was nn
tho saddle.  DBut recently,

vung ag?

hio
mao,
ing

Tead.

Fwith
P juat

has hecomo o little rusty, I have
come to the concloosion that I had
better ]_:.nlrsh it up a hit before I go
to the hoonds. Seot

“1 bet it enn do with i, sir! "
chucklied Jolly. * But what's the
good of a wooden horse liko this
gir ! Tnke my tip and hire o horse
from the stobles at Muggleton,
instead.  We'll come with you to o
nuiet apot to-
morrow and Imlp
you_ if you like.’

Doctor Birch.

emall’s eves
gleemedd.
“By Jovo!

That's rot at all
6 bod idea, Jolly.
I will take ad-
vantage of vour
offer with plez-
zure. Meanwhile,
I don’t think I
have wasled my
time here to-day,
To prove what I
sy, 1 will show
you how I ean do the galloping
motion. Watch out ! "

With these words, tho Hend
leaned forword in his imoginary
snddle and started bobbing up and
down &0 fewriously that the
vaulting-horge farely rocked. The
juniors jumped back hurriedly.

“ Goit, gir | ** grinned Fearloes,
Nump, bump, bump |
“Yoielka! Tallz-he! Ceecap,

_miy b{:-nnE,' mars ! " eried Doctor
‘Birchemnall.

The wonden horse rocleod wildly,
but tho Head was so eggsited that
ho failed to notiss any danger $ill it
was foo Inte.

Tho crash eame at last. Tho
horae rocked over on its side lepy
for an instant. Then'it pitched to
the floor with o bum at shnok
the jim, and the Hnmlp itched ovor
with it, yelling feendishly.

Bang! Crach1l Wallep!

“Yaraoooo! Ow.yow 1™

Jock Jolly & Co. rushed to tho
reskew. But Snarler, who never
wasted simperthy, did not join
them. Tnstead, ho opened his
mouth- and  farely yelled with
larfter.

“Ha, hn, hn?t ITaw, haw,
how! Mo, ho, ho!* he roarad.
And hp kept it wp till Doctor
IBirchemalil waa on hia fect apain,

That was tathor nnferchunit for
Snarler. The Head was just in tho
mood to Inok for a wiktim, and
Snarler fitted in with hia regnire-
ments niecly.

“ Bnarler! Ow! How dare you
larf at your beadmaster's mis-
fortunes ?  Waw !  Yollow mo!
Wooooop ! hoe gasped, ns he
limped awny. A

And Bnarler stopped larfing and
followed him. And pretly soon
there was a sonnd like a rarpet
being beaten from the divertion of

shrecks and howls of aggerny {rom
Snarler,

When Snarler staggored awa
from the Hend's study at fast, ho
was black and blue all over—and
he was also seeing red !

‘ I'll got my own back for this 1 7
he vowed in vengeful axxents.
“ By the time I've finislicd with the
Head, he'll wish he'd never had

the Hearl's study—aremmpaniod by

anyth¥g to do with horao riding 1

(TWhat darl scheme 42 forming in
Snarier's brain ? For the answer,
read next weelk’s hifaricus instel-
went 1)

~ THOUGHTLESS!

Skinner really should be mare
careful in eloss,  What can you do
with a chap who nnawers the geo-
grophical question:  *“ Where do
we gt gur tohacea i by sayiog:
“ At the back door of the cizar
shop in Courtfiold 1

1 = ENpPreraacy.
No. 281, EDITED BY HARRY WHARTON, February 26th, 1938, ‘< ot some of our
readera have faken it
e i — into their heads to ask
Nobody had seenn | said Fearloss, * He's in the one| An amazing site mot the lack of practice, my horsemanship T thevs lmit s

dnrk horse amongst vs who
might dispute Bob'a claim to

v | tho {itle. Somo of them have

aeked tho pertinent mquestion ;

* How long is it since he do-
fended it, anyway

_ The answer to that guestion
is that the boxing champion-
ship of tho Remave is not o
ett-and-dried affair, raled and
judgedd by any kind of boxing
hoard or athletic commission.
It eimply happens to Lo the
apinion of most fellowa that
Boly Cherry ia tho bost hoxer
in tho Bomove, and that's
that !

Tut since somo of Toi
readers have raised tho mat-
tor, it hins oconrred to me that
it would be a hright idea if wo
got to work and held o sories
of contests to moke auro that
thero ia no mistake about it.

I havo been turning it over
in my mind for a weelt or two,
and finally I have put it to an
improvised committes of Re-
move sportamen.

I feel you will all beo pleased
to know that the iden has met
with an cnthnsinstie recﬁp-
tion. The committce has de-
cided definitely to hold a com-

tition to find the chaompion
noxer of tho Remeove, and the
firat ronind of tho eompetition
will be held next week,

How's that, chuma ? Nice
worl, eht 1 Lknew you'd
liko it !

WHARTON

CALLING!

Let me add that the com-
Eehtmn i3 poing to be no
ole « and - eorner  Lusinesa,
either. We have approached
Mr. Lnseslles and Wingate
onnd obtained their sanction
and mpport; end the con.
testa will all talo place in the
aym hefore qualified judges ol
e noble art. Bests will bo
provided round the ring for
ctators, ond all I wish ia
that our readers conld he thero
to ece the fun.

I am looking forward ta the
competition ecagerly myself,
ond I may say that, in Epitoe of
onr old friendeship, I shall try

my utmost fo go one better
than Boh. ¢ “

I have srranged for Vernon-
Smith to report on the fights,
and you con rely on tho
Bounder giving you a erisp
and rocy account of all that
happens. Look out for his
first special avticle nest week !

All the very best, chums!
Hanry WmanTox.

BUNTER IS SURE TO BE
RATTLED!

The Head ig thinking of
forbidding tho horrowing of
other fellows' hikes.

If this compels Dunter ta
uso his own old jigger again,
it will bo a “ratthng ™ good
idea.

m“

PUNISHMENT TO FIT
CRIME!

Coker, who is still at Iarga
with hig mntor-hike, wwonders
what he is likelv to pot for
knocking down the kitelinn
garden {encing.

Our snggestion—a* gnting."”

GREYFRIARS FROM FRESH
ANGLES

Behind The Tuckshop Counter
By JESSIE MIMBLE

1.

Deario me ! A nico task you
boys have set mo, writing for
the papers at my time of lifo !
_'Wﬁl . well, T eon only tell folles
in my own way how Creyfrinrs
Bchool appears to mo from ho-
hind tho tuckehop ecounter!

What it mostly seomsz like ja
jnat a colleetion of himpry bays,
all clamouring to be served first |

Bless ma! The way thoy
strugzle and push, you would
think they hnd had nothing to
eat for a weele ; and yet, as like
na not, they havo anly just
finished their dinner

Bat that's not to gay that all
the eustomers in my shop aro
alilie. Dearir me, no | There are
fat onea and thin oncs and rich
oneg and poor enes—and, in
Fact, o more mived esllection of
hova vou enuld never wizh to
meet, ddeelara,

The boy wha wonld like (o e
my best eustomer is really and
truly tho worst.
Billy Bunter, and n mora greedy
or gilly boy ¥ nover wish to ser,
The thinga that hoy has eaid 1o

to oot mo to allow him eredit
would {ill 2 volume ns hig a2 my
conkery.Lndk !

Lord Mauleverar spends more
than anyvhedy clso in my shop,
and a very nice, agresable sonng
mnn his lordslup ia, too,

the hovs with wvery little to
spend ara great favourites of
mino ; and, on the other hand,
thera aro one or two of my most
rofitable customers of whom 1
wve n very low apinion.
Master Loder, for instance,
comoes in with 21l the airs and

Hia namo ia

groees imaginable and tnlks to
me 032 il I wero dirk henecath his
food,
will
vesterd
rude than wsual, and it provoked
ma =0 mueh that I task ono of
oy jom torts and sguashed it
on hua fuce. Tt was a theeepenny
one, foo;
Master Loder’s manners
consider it wel! worth the ex.
pense.

Put I think maybe hn
ho moro respectful aftor
ay. Ho wwos even more

bt if it improveas
ghall

Yes, it'a true that T have my

trinla and troubles in the tuel-
shop.
makes up for them, Onoa sunny
airminer’s
change my bttlo shady noak
vneder the clma for n mansion, I
onn 0gsurg you. JIt'a nico to eco
the old selisol buildings aeross
the quad and the green playing.
ficlde in the distance. And even
though the hoys aro bewildering

But ithere's a Iot that

wontled

el ay I not.

But T don’t want you to think | with ol their orders, their
I just like the boys for what thoy | pranks ond prattlinge keep mo
spend. Oh dear, nn! Some of | young.

And naw T enn ece a crowd of

them walking ovor from foot-
Lall,
Master
Cherry, nt the {iront. 8o I must
stop writing and got haek to my
work |

with these nice boxs,

Wharton and Master

(Spare our Llnshes '—Tin)



