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THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

Interesting Informatign About Greyfriars By the Man Who Knows—

———
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A TOUR OF THE SCHOOL.

(1)
You've seen all the sights,
You've sighted the scene,
Up several Hights
Of statrs you have been,
All over tho school you have travelled
In verses 1n thi: magazine.

FAR AWAY and LONG AGO

Now onee there lived o man named Me,
Prout,
Wl'ill:_se head was absolutely full of
Ir:
His chief delight was to wander out,
And with hLis vifle slay the grizly
bear! .

But that was far nway and lonz ago,
He's now as bold az any hag of lavd,
And '!as for sImﬂting—wei’!. his eye's so

E1OYW
He couldo’t hit & harstack at a yard |

Now onee there lived a slim and slender
youth
Whosa name was IIengl in hiz native
Francc;
ITis ways weve not regerded as uncouth,
He studied English when he had the
chance.

But that wos far away and long ago.
His figure now is fat enough for two,
Ho teaches Fronch, is funmer than s

show,
And now he's sonply koown ag “Old
Maosson.™
Xow onee there lived a lad of sterling
hload
ﬂ’f;cr uever drank or smeoked or tock a
ifr s
Ila Ealiled in Noal's Ark and braved the

Yes, Willinm Gosling worked to save
the shup !
But that was far away and long ago.
A pipe and glass he's sinee been kuown
fo All.
To tips he's never eager fo say “No”
A:I:ﬂ[wm-k malkes Gosling absolutely
i

- —

A silly old zportsman named Popper
Went shooting one day in a topper,
Which made tho birds think
He'd been having a drink,
And  they thought it
improper |

exiremely
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Au Revoir,

(2)

Your feet must he tired,
“Fhey're certain to be;
A rest 1s'required,
__ Bo leave it to me—
We'll sit for a while in the tuckshop,
And then you can pay for my teal

(3

You really can’t wait?
H'm! Just as I thought]

Well, hera is the gate,
A cab has been brought,
And Gosling’s expecting e shilling,

And gets? No pounds, nothing, and
nagglt 1

i)
Now jump in vour car
.—'ﬂlcg give us yoiie fin!
Cood-bye, Oh revwah,
Pip-pip and chin-chin!
In futuve, whenever you're passing
You mustn't forget to drop inl
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THE GREYFRIARS
ALPHABET

GERALD LODER,
the unpopular prefeet of the Sixih,

L 15 for LODER—the cad ]

Who'z almost impessihly had:

There's hardly & viee, =mall ar large,
Which cannot be laid to his charge;

His genius for being o beast

Iz worth a tin medal, at leaszt!

A bullv, he makez the fags shetels ;

A toady, he'll grease to a beak;

)

il

A ramblor, he dabblaz in hefe;

A smoler, he likes cipaveitesy

A rake, ha plays billiavd: and nap;

A funk, ne's not keen on a servan:

A slacker, at games ho can’t shine;
A brageart, he thinks ha is tine;

But greatezt of all is the fact

That he's never been jolly well sacked !

ANSWER TO PUZZLE
'l o by boat.
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A WEEKLY BUDGET
OF FACT AND FUN

By
THE GREYFRIARS
RHYMESTER
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GREYFRIARS GRINS

Quelch has just whopped me for bein
slovenly and carcless in the hundre
lines I sent in. I'1l bind the next lot in

"Aorocea with gilt edges.

When we chargedh Wun Lung, the
Chinese echump. with putting smoke-
bombs on the Rag fire, he said: “No
savvy " Had he been Japancze, he
would have apologised,

Fizhor T. Fish haz siarted a loan
ci]uh. At the nmwoment, he's started
TRIOT>,
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PUZZLE PAR

Mark Linley wants ta go to
Lancashire  without touching
Liloucestershirve, Uxfardshire,
Northamptenslire, or Lincoln-
hire. How will he manage it ¥

Amswer at fogt of colymn 2.

a
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Tubly of the Third claims fo have
fonmd a eorions objeet he's never seen
bofore.,  Probalily o picce of goap.

A dog bit Loder in Friardale last
Safwerduy. A statue of the animal will
probabiy be ereeted in the quad,

Carne confizeated Skhinner's cigarotieg
amd rook them away 1o burn ihem,  XNao
doubt e will throw them into his mouth
and set fire to thean,

Gosling says e hikes to mect a man
with the vipht =pian Amd two glazies,
Db Course.

Bol:aver major won his recent fizht
with Snoop. when Snoo)r s seeolds tirew
in the towel nfter the first blow,

Sir IHilton Tepper has shot all the
rabhits and pheasanis on his estate.
LIc’s now starting on the tadpoles.

If Fizher T. TFish is ever a :chool-
waster, he'll be too jolly nican to give
nis scholars lings,



“I'VE GOTTA HOSS!”’

50 5ays Billy Bunter, the prize porpoise ol the Greyirlars Remove.

But borrowing the necessary eash and “° geiting it on ** is a problem-—until Arthur Carfer eomes to

the rescue.
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It’s the ehanee Bunter’s rascally eousin has long been walting for !

BiLoy BUNTER'S Mﬂ
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The Famous Five stood and gazed at Billy Bunter, as the fat junior held the sporting paper open
in both hands, blinking at it with a fascinated blink !

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

A Special Snip!
14 Y gum ! said Billy Bunter.
Buunter’'s  fat  face
excited
His eyes gleamed behind his
spectacies.

The fat Ow] of Greyfviars stood on
the Rewmove landing, leaning on the
banisters, with a newspaper open in
hig hamh, and his eves, and speetacles,
glued on the same.

S0 deeply  intercsted, or  rather
entranced, was Bunter, h;, what he was
reading in that newspaper, that he was
deaf and blind to his surroundings.

FEven the fact that it was tea-time
had slipped from his fat mipd!

“By gum " he repeated. “What a
ehanmt Oh erikey! What a bit ﬂf

lnck finding this paper in Carne's
study ! Oh ::ruml:s[”

Five juniors, comin the Remove
staivease, glanced at € e at Owl of ihe
Hemove, Harry Wharton & Co. glanced
s sccond time—as they neoticed that
Bunter's paper was of a pink hue, and

was

bore thao t:ri:-, in large letters,
“ Sporting Tips.”
Racing  papers were a variety of

literature severely discouraged at Grey-
friars. In faet, any junior found in
pnaseﬂlun of such 2 paper was liable
to “six ™ from a prefeet's ash?! Aoy
genior, in such circumstances, was due
for an inferview with his headmaster—
likely to be a painful one!

And thers was Buupter, with a

gporting paper in  his fat  paws,

rominent in the view of avvone that
appencd to pass!

veral fellows, passing, had glunnud

at it, and grinned. Beaks and prefects

woere not likely to eoine up (o the
Hewmove Ianﬂmg, nnless for a special

reason.  But it was fearfully risky all
the same.

Clarier, the new fellow in the Remove,
had passed and stared blankly ab the
fat Owl, and hurried down the stairs
Then the Famous Five came up, aml,
spotting Bonter and his sporting paper,
sLOp e,

They stood and gazed at him. 1le
did lmt heed them. Ile held the paper
open: in both fat hands, and blinked at
it with 2 fescinated blink, He did nok
Know tlmt. they were there, till Bob
Cherry, stepping forward, took a kiclk
at the pink paper which whipped it out
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UPROARIOUSLY FUNNY

SCHOOL YARN OF HARRY

WHARTON & CO.,, OF
GREYFRIARS.
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of Bunter’s hands and sent it fluttering
on the landing. Then Bunter woke up,
as 1t wore,

“Oht Beast | Whe—what L
gasped Dunter. IHe plunged after the
pink paper and o rabbed it wp. I say,
vou_fellows—" _

“Yon howling ass 1" exclaimed Harry
Wharton. *“*What the dickens are you
doing with that putrid rag?™

“Like Quelch to see you with 187"
asked Frank Nugent.

“Eh? Old Quelch won't be cnmmg
up here," said Buonter. *‘“Never min
Quelch! Blow Queleh! I say, youn

fﬂi!m\;& have you got a pound yeu don't
wang "

“ Lilkely, isn't it!" remarked Johnny
Bull. Greyfriars juniors counted their
cash in half-crowns rather than in
pounds. And if & fellow had a pound,
it was extremely unlikely that he
would not want it !

“I mean to say, can you lend me a
ponnd 1" asked Bunter eagerly. “It's
rather mmportant! In fant fearfully
nu'gmrtn.nt "

“Aust be frightfully important, for
vou to stuff at the tuckshop!” agreed
Bob Cherry, “But have you mﬂui got
room  for-a whole pound’s wort

tuck? Not sfraid of bursting in thu
guad "
“'Tain't  tuck!” snorted Bunter,

“I'm pot alw 8ys thinking of tuck, like
vou fellows——"

“Oh scissors!”

“ Besides, I'll let you havu a_couple
of pounds back for it, if yvou like, in
a day or two!” explained unter “If
I have & pound to-day, I shall hovo six
pounds on Thursday—see "

“MNot quite!” said Harry Wharton,
staring ot the fat Owl. “How are you
going to turn one quid into six? Have
you beeome a magician, as well as &
fatheaded veniriloguist B

“Ti's as casy & fang: off & form

umwd Bunter. “It's in this paper.

m: it a ‘Pmmd on Crackerjack

ha-a-t ¥

“At five to onel Day after the race
sou collect six guids! Pretty easy
money, w hat 7" :

0 peat pip 1"

“The easiness iz terrifiol” grinned
Hurrce Jamset RBam Singh " At least-
fully, it is preposterously casy to gﬁff B
'Tue MacNer Lisrary,—No, 1,568,
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md on the esteomed Crackerjack.

ut it may not be se absurdly easy to
collect the six pounds afterwards.”™

“Oh, that's all right!" said Buntce
confidently. " You've only got to find
a ‘bookie’ whe pays—Smithy knows
one ! That's all right ! ‘

“Well, my on hat [ said Dol
Cherry blankly, *“ Are you taking wp
the Dounder’s jolly old manners and
customs, Bunter? Or are you taking
foder of the Bixth as a model?
Specially looking for the sack 1™

“Oh, don't be an asa!” said Dunter
]:cﬂnsﬁl?. “1 can tell you, this is a
treinendous chance—if only a fellow can
et hold of a pound in time, you know.
I happen to be short of money at thoe
moment, owing to being disappointed
about a postal order. TFive pounds
would come in jolly useful. Of course,
it's not 3o much to me as it i3 to you

fellows—still, 1 should be glad ta have
it. I can tell you, X could do with five
guids |

“And there's no doubt about the five

nquids?™” asked Johnny DBull,
ntensa garcaan.
. “Oh, no! That's all right! Yon see,
il’s & special tip by a man who kiows,”
explained Dunter. " Quick-Eye, of
* Bporling Tips,” gives it as his Special
Snip! He knows, you know! Ile says
here that he's heen giving winners
every doy for weeks | Well, that shows,
doesn't it ?"

“Tho showfulness is net terrifie, my
csteemod  Bunter ! chuckled Hurree
Jdamset Ram  Bingh.  “The ahsurd
%ck-E:,‘m may be talking out of his
absurd hat.”

“Oh, don’t bo an ass! 1le knows™
raid  DBunter. “I say, vou fellows,
Crackerjack ia running on Wednesday,
and you can get fiva to one againsk
him to-day. Who's going to lend me
a pouncd i g

“Boot him 1™ suggested Nugent.

“Beiter go along to Study No. 4 and
hoot Smithy I growled Johnny DBull
“It's Bmithy who's set that fat ass {ho
example how to be a blackguard. I
dave say that rotten paper is Smithy's.”

with

“"Tam’t " hooted Bunter.
“"Well, it's not syoursl” snorted
Johmny., "It cost twopence—and even

you are not fool ecnough to give two-
pence for it,"

“1 found it in Carne’s study | That
beast Carne made mo take lia books
to his study, when he came out of the
Bixth after elass. This paper happened
o 110 wasn't prying rounc
10 be tl | I wasn't pryi |
hia study, or anything like that, yon
know—it's not the sort of thing I should
do. The papor wasn't hidden under
the ecushion in hizs armchair. I—1
happened to sea it, and looked at it,
and when I saw this bit about Crackes-
jack, 1 lthaught I'd borrow the
. 1:3;30:—‘

And Carne’s a prefoet|” snorted
Jolmny Bull.

“He wouldn’t be a prefect long if
the Head heard all thia 1™ said Harey
Wharton. *“Hand over that rap,
Bunter, and I'll shove it in the study
fire,™

“Tll wateh it1" gasped Dunter.
“Therc's lots of tips in this paper! If
I got five guids in hand, after backing
Crackerjack, I intend to go into it
Ernttg' cep—I may clear lots of money
¥ the end of the week. I say, you
fe]lq:-we? who's going to lend me a
guid 77

“Don’t all speak at onee l” grinned
Bob Cherry.

*Ila, ha, hal!”

“Blessed if I can see anything to
cackle at! I say, you fellows——"

“Look here, Bunter!” said {he
captain of the Remova, " Smithy plays

Tie Maaxer Lispany.—No. 1,55%.
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the gont in this stylo, but he has senze
enough te look after himself! You
haven't! Chuek it, sce i’

2 ﬁmﬂt M v

"As a warning not fo go blaggin
like Smithy, n‘u'ifstuﬁ that paper d%m‘ﬁ
the back of your silly neck ! continued
Harry Wharton.

“Good egg!™ said Bob., “Let'si?

“Look hers, you beasts, vou leave
my paper alone!” roared Bunter, in
great dignation.  * Bob Chevry, vou
rolter, leggo that paper—Wharton, you
beast, leggo my ears—if you don't leggo
my hair, Nugent, I'll hack vour shins.
Ow ! Beasts! Rotters! Yoooooogh”

“Ha, ha, ha 1

Billy Buntcr struggled and wriggled
amd squirmed frantically in the grasp
of five pairs of hands. But Lo struggled
and wriggled and squirmed in vain,

It was, perhaps, improbable that the
fot Owl would over raise the neecssary
pound, to bhegin a8 heetic coreer as an
amateur blackguard. Still, the Famous
Five considered it judicions te dis
courage hima from following in ilio
erving fnutstngs of the Dounder of
L:ri;*f: riars, tuffing that valuahle
“rul} ication “ Bporting Tips 7 down the
vack of his fat neck scomned a f:ﬂnd iilea,
ta begin with—so they crumpled it and
stuffed 1t down |

Then they walked on cheerily into the
Remove passege, leaving Billy Bunter
spluttering for breath, gurgling with
imlignation, and making frantia
endeavours to extract “Sporting ‘ips *
from the back of his neek t

THE SECOND CHAFTER.
Bunter In Luck !

i ARTER! What is it, Carter?®

My, Quelel, master of the

Remove, was in conversalion

with Ilacker, master of the

Shell, when the new member of his

TForm camo downstaira

Arvthur Carier came over to the two

masters, and My, Quelch inqgiirwd curtly

vhat he wanted. When beaks were

tdeep in chin-wag, they did not like (lhe
flow of verbosity to be interrupted.

“Please exeuse me, sir 1™ =aid Cavter,
in hiz moekest manner., “Dui I {hink
there is a chimney on fire in 2 Hemove
stidy—I thought that I had beiter Jet

vau know, sr™ )
Mr. Quelech.  “Quite!

“Oh!™ said
Thank you, Carter ¥

He nodded to Hacker, and rustled
away to the staircase at once.  Alv,
Hacker went his own wax, while Mz,
Queleh whisked up the stairs,

C"avter stood looking after lim, with
a faint smile on his fmce: then, as he
turned away, he came face to face with
Herbert Vernon-Smith, of the Remaove.
lie colowred o hittle under the Boundey's
keen, scornful gaze,

“What rotten trick are you playing
this time, Carter?”® asked Smithy, in
very dstinet tones.

“LBEh? don't gquite cateh
drawled Carter,

“T heard what you said to Quelel.”

_“Are you picking up Bunter’s way of
lisicning to what doesn't concern you t”
snecred Corter.

" You told Quelch that & chimney was
on fire in the Bemove!® said ihe
Bounder, unheeding the sncer. “That
was a lie, Carter 17

“L said I thought so0l” eorrceted
Carter. *There's o lot of smoke coming
from somewhere—1 saw it from my
sludy window—"

“It was a liel” =aid the DBannder
grimly, “What did yon want Quelch
upr in the Remove for? Is he going to

anl”?

spot tome fellow you dislike, up to
something 77

“Ha won't spot d},'nu smoking in your
study, or jotting down a letter to Bill
Lﬂdgﬂ;r at the Thres Fishers, anyhow,
as rou're down here |* answered Carter ;
and with that he turned away, and went
out into the quad.

The Bounder cast a dark glance after
him, and went up tho stairs. Ho had
st come inte tho House, and ho knew
that there was no chimmey on fire, orv
he would have geen it from tho quad.
Plenty of fives wore burning ot Grey-
friars, on a cold, elammy February day,
and no doulit there was o good deal of
smoke on the wind; and no doubt My
tJueleh, when he found that nothing was
the matter, would suppese that Carter
had been mistaken, But Smithy had no
doubt whatover that the schemer of the
Remove had some personal motive for
sending the Formemaster up to the
studices, and he wondered what it was,
as he followed My, Queleh up. He wos
1ot far behind, when the Form-master
stepped on the Romove landing.

On that Janding, a fat fHgnce was
wriggling and squirming, gurlemg Al
gazping, and makiog wild chuehes at
the back of its fat neck |

My, Queleh stopped, and stered at it

A minute carlier, he would havn
caught Dilly Bunter, with *“Spovting
Tips” wide-open in his fat  hands,
which would have meant something liko
a thundevclap for Banter, Then Swmithy
wonld have known, at once, why Arthur
Carter had pulled Quelch's leg, and sent
liin theve!

_But “Sporting Tips * was now out of
sight, owing to the friendly ministra-
tions of the Famous Five—stuffed down
Lilly DBunter’s baek, inside his collar.
The fat junior’s frantic cndeavours had
not yot extracted if,

" Beasts I Bunter was howling, as his
Form-master stepped on the landing.,
“Rotters! Cads! Swabs! Come and
get this Enper gut of my mneck, you
rollers! *rrrgﬁhr I'm all out of breath,
you_beastly cads! Yurrggh 1”7

* Bunter 1” snapped Mr. Quelch,
0L Billy Bunter jumped, at his
Yorm-master's wvoice, and ceazed his
anties all of a sudden. “Yes, sir! I
didn't see you, sirl Oh crikey !

“What is the matter with
]]nné:i:r?”x i

“Ohl Nothing, sirl” gasped Bunter.

Up to that moment, theasgt Owl had
heen boiling with wrath end indigne-
ticn, Now he was intensely ﬁlm‘l that
“Bporting Tips ® was down his back,
insteacd of in his fat hands]

Backing winners, at five to one, was
fearfully  attractive, but letting his
Form-master eatch him with a racing
impn::r had no satiraction at ail for
Tunter !

" Then whet are you writhing in that
vidienlous mannes for, Bunter?” de-
manded Mr. Queleh.

“J—I wasn't, sip—"

“VWhat 1

“I—I—1 mean, I—=I was doing zome
—&gme exercises, sir!” gasped Bunter,
“ Bome—sgomn  physieal  jorks,  sir!
Foaercising the—the muscles, sir—™

“If you icll me one more untruth,
Bunter, I shall cono you! Has some-
one  pushed  something  inside  your
collar ™

“Oh! No, sirl There's nothing down
my back—nothing at all. I wasn't try-
ing to get 1t ouf, =sir!™ groancd Bunter.
“Tho:a beasts never shoved n  news-
paper down my neck, sirl Besides, it
was cnly a—a—a lark.”

“I do not approve of such absurd
practical  jokes!™ spid Mr. Quelch
hnvm'elly. “Had I witnessed this action,
I should have punished such unthinking
and boizterous horse-play!l IHowever, i

you,



am glad to ses that you are not disposed
to complain, Bunter.” .

“Oh! No, sir! Not at all, sic!”
gasped Bunter.

*“Vernon-Smith ¥ Mr. Quelch glanced
rcund, “Kindly assist Bunter to extract
a newspaper which some foolish boys
have pushed down inside his collar.”

*“Oh, certainly, sir!” said Bmithy.

Billy Bunter blinked almost in
anguish at the Remove master, ?5
o

Vernon-3mith stepped towards him
rendor first-aid | E.EB was zcared .out of
his fat wits at the bare idea of "Sport-
ing’ Tips " coming to light under
Quelch's gimlet eyes.

To his immense relief, Mr. Quelch
turned, and walked up the Remove ]pps
sage—in quest of that chimney which
was on fire| .

“0Oh crikey 1” gasieq Bunter. *0Ch
crumbs | I say, hook it out, old chap,
now—now he's gona! Oh lor' ™

The Bounder hold of the erumpled
newspaper, and hooked it out, He
jum as he saw what it was.

“You priceless idiot!” he gasped.
“Jolly lucky for you Quelch mever saw
this!| Who shoved it down your baek?”

“Wharton and the other Leasts—"

“Lucky for you they did! Get it out
of sight, fathead, beilore Quelch comes
back 1" breathed the Bounder. “Take
it to your study and shove it inte the
fire, you chump ™ ) ]

Bunter cremmed “Sporting Tips”
under his tight jacket, .

“That's all right,” he said. “I say,
Erﬂiﬂl_y.”lend me & pound, will you?®"

¥ Boast 1"
The Bounder laughed, and walked up

the assaﬁe. i
Biﬁr unter promptly rolled into
Study No. 7 to get “Sporting Tigﬁ =
safely out of sight, till Mr. Quelch had
gono down again, _
Mr, Quelch, meanwhile, was looking
into study after study, in the Remove
passage, after that smoky chlmn-E¥. He
failed to find one. At Study Ne. 13,
which was Bob Cherry's study, he
found o numerous tea-party at tea—but
no chimney on fire. w
Having 6ni hiz investigatiom,
Mr. Quelch was relieved to find that
there was nothi the matter, though
vory annoyed with Carter for h!_avingi
ma.gs such an error, and given him al
thsat trouble for mothing.
Vernon-Smith, in the passage, watched
himn de%?hm at last, with o sarcastic
smile, en the Bounder looked into
Study No. 13, where Harry Wharton &
Co. were at tea.
“Quelch been here after & smoky
chimney 1" he asked, with a grin.
L}‘E: Yes; just gone!™ answered Bob
CITY.
“What the dickens put the idea into
his head ?” asked Harry Wharton.
“Carter 1" snswered the Bounder.

“Carter pulling his leg?” asked the
captain of the Remove. “What a
rotten, silly trick !

“Rotten  enough ! apreed  the
Toonder, * But not so =illy as it locks!
Queleh very nearly caught Bunter with
“Sporting Tips'l 1 hear that you
follows shoved it down his back. [If
you hadn’t, Quelch would have boen on

“The fat ass[” said Harry. “He
would have got six—as well as having
:‘l},lmlf:}}'s eye on him for the rest of the
e,

“ Exoctly ! That was Carter’s game—
aud he nearly got by with it! Nice
chap, ain't he!” grinned the Bounder,
and he walked away to his own study

—leaving the tea-party staring, and Bob
Cherey frowning.

“That cur!” muttered Bob. “At it
agaipn—"

EVERY SATURDAY

“8ix on the bags would do Bunter
good, if he's taking up blagging!”
grunted Johnny Bull. .

*“That’s not g‘,arter’a business [

“Well, no !

“I've a jolly good mind—" Bob
half rose.
“Rot1” said Harry. “How the

dickenz do you know that Carter saw
Bunter’s idiotic paper at all, or that ho
sent Quelch up for that reason, if he
did? You can’t jump on a fellow for
nothing. 35it down, fathead t*

Bob gave a grunt | But he sat down.

THE THIRD CHAPTER,
Nothing Doing !

L1 EEN Hobsont™ asked Hoskins, of
the Shell.
“Blow Hobson!" answered
Billy Bunter peevishly.

Claude Hoskins, at the end of tho
%»assag& thet led to the music-room, was
coking sabout him with a rather
irritated look.

Apparently he wanted Hobby, his
studymate, and pal in the Bhell, Hobby
was nowhere in the offling.

S, as Bonter was, he inguired of
Bunter., Bunter was not in ftho least
interested in either Hobson or Hoskius.
Bunter was peeved

He had reason to pe ved,

It was pretty rotten Bunter thought,
for a fellow 1o be able to pick up five
pounds on Wednesday as easily as
picking up eeashells dn the seashore,
and to be prevented by the lack of one
single solitary pound in hand.

Chances like this did not often come
& fellow's way. Horses, as Bunter knew
from observatior of some sporting
follows in the Lowe: School at Grey-
friars, were fearfully uncertain animals.

It was no end of a catch fo get an |

absolutely sure snip—rttraight from the
horse’s own mouth, as it were.

Bunter had 5“ ikt

“ Quick-ILye,"” of “8porting Tips"
gave Crackerjack as an absolufely ey
tain winner—and " Quick-Eye " know,
At least, Bunter supposed that he did.

hunowing all this, *Quick-Eye ™ put
his knowledge at the service of the
publi¢, through the medium of  Sport-
ing Tips,” instead of backing Crackor-
jack himszcl and making lots of monesr
—which was very generous and self-
denying of #Quick-Eye.”

Bunter was in search of & quid to put
on Crackerjack,

He had a2 penny !

Even that wee o French penny, and
had been rvefused again and again.

Bunter was prepared to plunge on
Crackerjack—but plunging with =&
French penny was impracticable,

The Famous Five had refused to play
up. Peter Todd had simply kicked him
when he was told of the big idea.
Skinner had laughed heartily, appar-
ently greatly t-ir:lgled by Billy DBunter
as 2 bold, bad plunger on the races—
Lt he had not produced any  cash,
Nobody to whom Bunier had applied
had produced eny cash.  Often and
often had Bunter suffered under a
scarcity of that usefu' article cash—but
never had there been such a scarcity as
now.

With this deep problem on his fat
mind, Billy Bunter was in no mood
tn be bothered by a fathead in the Shell.
e could not borrow a guid of a Shell
man, S¢ he snorted e far from
conrleons reply to Hosking' inquiry.

“Where the dickens is he?™ went on
I[nskins. heedless of DBunter's snort.
“T told him I wasr plaving wmy

5

‘ Fantazia in B minor' inp thoe music-
room after tea. T told him fo weit for
me here. He's not here”

At which Bunter's fat face relaxed
wito & grin.

Hcbby was Clauvdae's pal=-but friend-
ship had its limit. Hobby admired his
musical friend immensely; he thought
old Claude was fearfully clever to be
able to produce all sorts of strange and
startling _noises on all sorts of instru-
ments. But he did pot want to listen
to any of them. o

If the amateur musician of the Shell
was going to ﬁleﬂ.y ane of his own comn-
positions 1n the music-room it was &
sofo bet that James Hobson would get
as far from the music-room as the ex-
tensive lunits of Greyfrisrs School
permitted.

Only Clande Hoskins did not know
that—but Clawde wes surprised and
irritated by Hobby's failure to a 3

“Well, 1 shan't wait for him 1" went
on Hoskins crossly, “That ass Gwynno
of the Sixth wants the music-reom in
half an hour. I can't keep it when o
Sixth FForm man wants it. It's rotten,
but theve yvou are! I say, like to hear
it, Bunter?¥” added Hoskins with a
peculiar mixture of condescension amd
hopelulness,

Lloskins liked follows to listen when
he played his musical works,

It was not easy to get them to listen-
. They would almost as soon have
faced Hoskins with a machine-gun as
with & musical instrument,

Billy Bunter blinked at Claude Hos.
king fhrough his bli spectacles with
devastating blink ifo way a trouble-
some affair enough without Hoskins'
misiz, added as an exira and utderly
unnecessary trouble fo tho rest. The
fat Owl was about to make a reply as
devastating as his blink, but he paused.

Bunter was not in need of musie, but
w was in sove need of a pound, He
woticlered whether it might be possible
io “touch * that ass I-Iu-sﬁius for & quid
if he put himn into a temper by
lister:ing to his tosh.

It wnzs a chance, at least. Hoskina
had plenty of pocket-meoney, most of
which he spent on music paper to spoil
in his study by writing down his com-
f::-sitm_ns on it. Ho might have a quid.
Ie might part with it if sufficiently
buttered.

“It's rather good,” went on Hoskina,
“Here and there & bit like Sinelowinki :
Lut wore modern, of course. I've got
a suceession of perfect fifths that I'm
jolly sure SBmelowiski never thought of.
Come aslong, if you'd like to hesr it.”

“Jolly glad to, old chap!” seid

Bunter affably. “If there's mghing I
really like it's first-class music, Hoskins,

And yours is reslly the thing "
“Eh*' Hoskins gave him guite a
pleasant emile. itherto he had

thought of Bunter, whenever he thought
of him at all, as & fat ass. He realised
now that appearances were not every-
thing. "Thiz remark of Bunter's showed
a keen judgment, & Bne taste, of which
Hoskins had never suspected himn
before. “My dear chap, come on,
then; I'll play the whole thing over to
you with pleasure.”

Bunter rolled dowu the passagoe after
ITaskins,

He ecould not help feeling some
inward misgivings It would be pretty
awful if he had to stand end lieten for
pevhaps half an hour without exiract-
g & gurd from Hoskins of the Shell
when the period of torment was over.

But le resolved to take the risk,
After all, he could stick his fngers in
his ears when Hosking wasn't looking.
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Claude Hoskins sailed merrily into
the music-rapm, pitched open the lid of
the somewhat battered piano, and
plumped on the music stool. He

ed his music—which looked to
Bunter as if flies, frech from an inkpot,
had been crawling over the pu.F&r. He
dashed back & curl of hair trom his
eyes—not that it was anywhere near
his eyes, but Hoskins cultivated that
artistic curl with great eare, and had
a way of dashing it back, Then, as
it seemed to Bunier, he Lit the prano
as if he hated it bitterly. .

The crash of chords filled the musie-
room to overflowing. Claude thumped
and crashed and banged. Bunter eyed
him malevolently through his spectacles,
Hb considered this too thick, He had
come there to listen fo Hosking'
fantasia-—-whatever a fantasia was—and
he wanted Hoskins to get on with 1t
and get it over. Ilaving waited a few
minutes for Hoskine to begin, Bunter
ventured to tap him on the shoulder.

" Hoskins gave him a far-away look.

“1 eay, never mind about practising
now, u{d chap,” suggested DBunter.
“ (et on with the fantama—what 1

“You idiet 1" said Hoskins,

l-lEh'!ﬂ

“I'm plaving” the fantasia |2

“Oh1” gasped Dunter,

“8Bhut up |* said Hoskins,

Bunter shut up.

He rvalised that Hoskins was not
merely banging on the piano from sheer
exuberance of spirits; he was playing
his musical composition,

Bunter's mistake was, perhaps, a
natural one. To sny ear but the com-

ser's it certainly sounded like random

nging on the piano,

A.ﬁ that Bunter could do was to stand
just behind Hoskine where the pianist
could not see him, and press his fat
paws tightly over his fat eares.

This tock off the edge of it, as it
were. : .

Buddenly, with ¢ ternific crash, Hos-
kina ceased. He spun round on the
music stool, snd DBunter whipped his
hands away from his ears just in time.

“Bplendid, old chap!” he Ifggﬁ&i
“1 say, that’s ripping! I say, Hoskins,
thera’'s something I was going to ssk

“That's the fivst movement,” said
Hoakins.

HEh?F’

“Now I'll play you the second move-
ment.”

“Oh crikey !I” _

Bang ! went Hoskins on the piano.

Bmack ! went Bunter's fat paws to his
gars again.

Bang, bang, bangl went Hoskins

merrily; and the much-thumped piano

roared and thundered and groaned
under his vigorous attack, Earder and
harder Bunter pressed his faf hends to
hiz ears, but he could not keep it out—
and he could only wonder in dizsmay
how long it was going to last.

It ceased, and Hoskins spun round

agein. This time Bunter did not
succeed in getting his hands away from
his ears quickly enough. Hoskins

gpotted them in transit.

“ What the dicken=z are you up to?”
demanded Hoskins.

“Oh, I—I was—wns scratching my
ear {¥ gasped Bunter. " I-—I say, Hos-
kins, that—that's a splendid scnata—">

“Fantasia I grunted Hoskins,

“I—T mean fantasia! I szay, old
chap, there was something 1 was going
to ask you—"

“That's all right. If ven'd like to
hear the wariation on the oeriginal
theme, here yon are™
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Thump! Bang! Crash! :

Hozskins was fuing strong again; and
Bunter greaned miserably and elapped
his hands to his ears once more. He
could not help thinkmg that he would
have carned that pound by tho time be
borrowed it—if he did borrow it!

But, to Bunter's enormous relief as
well a3 surprise, Hoskinas suddenly
stopped, before he had tortured the
atmosphere for more than five minutes.
He grabbed a pencil from his pecket
and started jabbing ai the music paper,

Apparently he had -hought of some
improvement in his composition, It
seemed, to Bunter in need of a few

improvements, Anyhow, he was glad
of the rest. Never had silence secined
so golden.

“I—1 s=ay, Hoskins—" hleafed
Bunter.

“Don’t interrupt me ™

“But I wanted te ask vou—""

“¥es, yes, I'll play it all over again
from beginning to end if you like, but
don't interrupt me for a minute,”

Bunter shuddered at the prospect.

“1 say, just listen a minutel” he
gaspod desperately. * 1 say, old chap,
do you happen to have a poundi”

“"Ih? No™

";I—l”want you to lend me & pound
81l

“I've only got fourpence, and I want
1. Shut up ™

“Oh crikey I ) R

“1 shan't be 8 minute putting in a
bit I've just thought of,” said Hoskins
“Wait there. I'll play it over again
and—"

“Beast "

(1} “rhﬂ-‘ﬂ't ?:l!‘

* You—you—you—you silly idiot1”
shriecked Bunter *You've driven me
deaf with that awful row, and you've
ouly got fourpence. Beazt!” .

Having thus expressed his gratitnde
for a musical treat, Billy Bunter rolled
to the door.

Hasking stared after him blankly.

With the door open, Bunter turned to
give him a parting glare,

“"Beast|” he roared. "Assl [Iat-
head! The Head ought to stop you
kicking up thot fearful row! Y¥Yah

Bunter rolled out. Hoskins shot from
the pianc stool, and his foot shot after
Bunter as he rolled.

Crashl

There was s yell from Bunter, and,
like Iser in the poem, he rolled rapidly,
Hosking slammed the door on him, and
went back te the plane.

“Owl Beast!” gasped Bunter, as he
scrambled up. “Owl  IRottex! Oh
crikey |

He glared in wrath at the door of
the music-room. But from the other
side of that door came an outbreak of
sound like an air-raid, mingled with &
motor-bus  accident 1 Bunter rolled
away. He went minus the hoped-for
pound—but it was something to gel out
of range of Hoskinsg’ music |

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Corn in Egypt! :
ﬁ. RTHUR CARTER, by the next

morning, was the only fellow in

the Remove whom DBilly Bunter

had not asked to lend him a
pound.

The Remove was & numeirous Form,
and among so many fellows a really
determined borrowing campaign ought
to havo produced some result.

But the result was nil!

Fellows who -had & pound, wanted,
with & selfishness that disgusted Duntler,

to keep that %aund! Once more it was
borne in on Bunter's fat mind what a
selfish world it wasl

Instead of extracting what he wented
from the MRemove fellows, DBunter
obtained all sorts of things that he did

not want.

The Tamous Five had stoffed
"3porting Tips™ down his back,
Peter Todd had booted him. Lord
AMauleverer told him that he was =
dingy littlo beast. Mary Linley gave
him five minutes of serious talk, for his
owir good—which Bunter would nod
have minded so much had Mark lent
hint the quid as well—which, how-
ever, Mark did not do! Skinner, and
Snoop, and Stott laughed; Bolsover
major roared; Iazeldene chortled,
Sauiff pulled his fat ear, Tom Brown
shied a Latin gremmar at him, Ogilvy
zat_him down in the Remove passage
with & bump. Such were the responses
of the Remove to Bunter's earnest and
urgent request for a quid, that could
casily be wwrned inte six.

Turning one &gﬁlid into eix, by means
of backing Crackerjack at fve to one.
seemed to appeal to nobody !

In sheer desperation, Bunter even
tried Fisher T. Fish—and Fishy almost
fell on his study floor at the bare ides
of lending anybody anything ] Needless
to state, the quid was not fortheoming |

So, in break, on Tuesday mormng,
Bunter was siill quidless, and that
golden chance looked like ﬁmmg him
by. Unless he was *on " that day, tho
chance was gone, as the race was on the
HIQTTOW, .

The amount of tuck to be obtained for
five pounds was dazzling to think of;
and all that was needed was somebody’s
quid to bepin with! And not a man
in the Remove would play up!

Bunter even thnuﬁllgt of agking
Carter—but he shook his fat head at
that hopeless thought.

Carter, of course, ought to have done
it. He was Bunter's relation—a distant
relation, He knew, of course, that
Buunter was in iaa.rfui need of a quid.
All the Remove knew that, Indwg, by
this time, Bunter, as a bold, bad black-

ard, was becoming a standing joke in
the Form. But, relation as ho was,

Carter was unlikely to lend Bunter any-
thing but a bo

&+

ot

Catching sight of him in the guad, in
break that morning Bil{i Bunter gava
him & devastating biinl-: rough his big
spectacles, Carter was locking at him
—and Bunter returned his look, with
all the scorn eod contempt he could
express in his fabt featuves.

“ Beast 1" murmured Bunter.

But for ithe fact that they were rivals
for the riches of old Joseph Carter,
Bunter's velation might have played up
—perhaps !

But, as it was, thers was no hopel

0Old Joseph Carter had turned down
his nephew f[or getting expelled from
Bt. Olaf's, and the fact that he was
considering whether to take up Billy
Bunter in his place naturally did not
produce hormony between theom.

A pgreat desl depended on Bunter's
report that term—which DBunter was
anxious should be a good one, and
Ear%er cqually anxious should be a bad
one

But old Joscph's wealth was far off,
dim, and distant; and Bunter, at the
moment, would have given hiz rather
doubtful prospects of the same for &
quid in hand, to put on Crackerjack!
But for that rivalry, he might have
extracted it from his relation in the
Remove. As even Bunter, hopeful ns
he was, ¢could not hope to pull that off,
he indemnified himself by blinking
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scorn and contempl ai Carter, and as
Carter came over to him the scorn and
contempt  intensified His fat lip
curled, and be turned wp his little
fat nosa farther than Nature had
intended, though Nature bad started it
well on the upward way

“Toothache ?"” asked Larter. :

“Ehi" ejaculated Bunter in surprise.
"Nﬂ.”

“What are you making those faces
for, theni"

Bunter gazed at hum 1n sillent scorn.
His lofty, supercilious look of contempt
wes described by Carter as “ making
faces."

“J1 wanted to speak to you,”
Carter. 2

“Well. don'td" retorted Bunter, dis-
dainfully. “You're not the sort of
fellow 1 want to speak tol”

i ut"-"_"

“ Keep your distance ! Think I dun't
know why you got Quelch up to the
Remove studies yesterday i  sneered
Bunter, “Think [ don’'t know why
you've played one rotten trick on me
after another, since you've been herel
Think I don't know that you want to
get me a bad report from Quelch this
tarm to dish me with old Joe Carterf?
Yah!”

“You fat asz——"

£ Yﬂ-h -IIJ

“Tve heard—"

“] don't care what you've heard—
and I don't want to know! Just keep
your distance &

-“T'va heard that you ve been trying
to bnrrﬂf & guid up and down the Form

waent on

“No bizney of yours. L haven’t asked
ou to lend me one, anyhow " sneered
anter. “Mind your own business—

P l:-:ll'
“ 1§ ﬂuu really needed :ne——"
& 'E"a II#
#7 could lend it to you—="

EVERY SATURDAY

lltil

|

L=
=

I#Eh?l?

“1 shouldn't mand, if you're really
hard pushed for & quid ! said Carter,
while Bunter blinked st bim in utter
astonishment. “ After all, we're rela-
tions, though we're not friends, and if
yow're in & hole I don’t ses why I
shouldn't help you out!”

“Gammon 1”  zaid Bunter. “You
can't pull my legl Yah(®

“Look hers, do you want a guid, or
not " nsked Carter impatiently, *If
you ::1:., T'll lend you onpe, and here
it ™

To Bunter's intensified smazement,
Arthur Coarter drew & pound note from
his pocket.

The fat Owl gazed at it. Ha could
not beliove that Carter was in earnest.
Why should a fellow who disliked him
intensely, and who was his rival for the
crumbs that fell from the rich man’s
table, lend him a pound, when no other
follow in the Form would do anything
of the kind?

But whaen Carter shoved the pound
note into his fat paw, even Bunter had
to bhelieve itl

*J—I—I gay,” he gasped. * D-d-do
you mean it

“That 'ooks as if I do, doesn't it1”
asked Carter. “I don't know what sou
want it for, but if you're hard pushed,
there it izl™

“0Oh erikey |” gasped Bunter.

“Only one thing,” added Carter, turn-
ing back as he was moving dway. “I've
heard somo silly talk that you're back-
ing & horse, or something. I suppose
I can take it for granted that there's
nothing in it."

“ (Oh, no—yes | gasped Bunler.

“What I mean is, I couldn't lend
you money for anything of that kind”
said Carter. ' If it's for anything else,
you're more than welcome. Seei?”

“Oh! It's for anything else 1" gasped
Bunter. “JI—I mean, it—it's for some-

-—

angry amazement, Mr. Hacker rose to his fest and stared across the high back of the armehalr.
crikey ! ** gasped the fat Removite, spioning round in terror, the receiver dropping from his fat band, ** Oh jiminy ™

‘* BUNTER

1 40h

thing elsel I—I mecan, what I really
want this quid for is to moeke a—a—a
contribution to—to—to the School Fund
for—for—I—I forget what!l Seei”

“I seal” assented Carter. “That's
all right, then! I thought 1I'd make it
clear, that's all. You can scttle it later
it the term.”

“0Oh, I'll settle to-morrew, or Thurs-
day, at the latest,” said Bunter. “1
ghall have lots of money then."

“Right-he " said Carter. *Any time
yvou hke |¥
* And he walked awaw, leaving Billy
Bunter's fabt face irradiated by bappy
satizfaction.

Bunter blinked and blinked at that
]&:::und note before he tucked it away

eally, it seemed too good to be truel
It had come like corn in Lpypt in one
of the lean years. It had dropped like
menna on Bunter's fat head, It was a
really amazing stroke of luck.

Up and down and round about the
Remove had Bunter gone, eecking in
vain to» borrow that urgent guid, And
the only fellow he had not asked—the
fellow whom i scemed hopeless to ask
—had. lent it fo him of his own accord!
It was amazing, but immensely satis-

factor,

Bunter had his quid now. All thex
was necessary was to geb it “on ™ that
wonderful horse, Crackerjack, while
thera was yet time. Bunter was going
to manage that gomehow, and he was
goinz to roll in essy money for ever
afterwards.

The thing was quite simple. Ie
would win five ?(unda, and get his
stake monay back too, making six

ounds, out of which he would repay
E&rter hiz quid. That would leave him
five pounds to work on as capital; and
five pounds, at merely three to one on
the next winner, would dpmﬁqce- twenty
pounda! Twenty nds, laid out on

Ter B AGHET ﬁnﬂmf.,-—ﬂm 1,568,
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another winner ar, eav, rour to one,
‘would produce ons ﬁumlrcd poundsl It
was dazzling to think of | )

And Bunter realised that he was being

uite moderate in his calenlations, Ior

ere wero six-to-one winners, seven-io-
one winners; he had even heard of ten-
to-one winnera, Still, it was safer to
ke on the moderate side, he felt, in
making his caleulations. After all, ona
hundred pounds in, say, a fortnight
would not be bad for a chap in the
Lower Fourth, ,

Bunter quite forgot to consider
whether there was anything dingy or
dl&fmmt’ul in such fransactions. A
fellow could not, after all, be expected
to think of everything.

Easy money, in larger and larger
eums, was enongh for Dunter to think
ﬂ{z and he thought of it with eestatic

153,

His fat face was wreathed in smiles
as he went in to third school with the
Remove. He was almost walking on
eir. Indeed, o rather resembled the
classical gentleman in Horace, who was
}ikeﬂtu strike the stars with his sublime
wead.

o, et i

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Wanis a * Bookie ** !

v Y MITIIY I
S “No!” hooted the Bounder.

“Bok I say-—==V
. *“Clcar
Ria

“For gpoodness’ sake, ehuck
Bunter 1" zaid Tom Redwing,

Vernon-Bmwith and hif chum were
walking in the guad after dinner when
Billy %Ju:lt{-r joined  them.  Smithy
naturally supposed that he was after
that quid again; the fat COwl had
already triod the Dounder twice, and
this locked like a third attempt,

“1f you ask me to lend you a quid
again,” said Vernon-8mith, “I'll boot
‘au as far as the pym end i:m:]-: again |

at's & tip 1¥

“"Wha's aakinﬁ vou to lend me a
yidj" detmande unter, with all the
dignity of a fellow who already had a
guid in hia posscssion. “I'm not 1™

Vernon-Smith stared at him, and then
grinned.

“Oh, if it’s not that, cut on!” he
eaid. “3Alind, I mean what I said about
booting you to the gym and back 1#

“0Oh, really, Smithy, I've got a
quid " explained Bunter

“Whosa ¥ asked Smithy.

“Deast! I mwean, a chafn lent it to
me, old chapl 1 say, Smithy You
cut off, Redwing, will you, while I'm
talking to Bmithy B

“No 1" answered Tom Redwing.

“(0h. really, Ii-:r{]winf—l mean to say,
this isn't the sort of thing yon want to
hear, you being a zoody-goody nincom.
poap, if you don’t'mind my mentioning
it 1™ explained Bunter.
"Tooin Redwing laughed.
“I don't mind what rot vou talk, fat-
head, only I'd rather you'd shut up!
v not shut 11{1 g
“Beast! Well, lock here. Simithy,

olf, vou blithering
it,

Im in a bit of a difliculty,” saxd
Bunter. "I've got the quid, and I've
spotted a winmer, Tt I've pob to get

on—sce ! Owing o the silly restric-
tions here, I can’t walk ont to the Cross
Eeys and ask them to put me in touch
with a bookmaker. It might lead to a
Iot of trouble.”

“It might,” agreed the Bounder—
“quite a lot, in fact.”

‘I don’t want to be sacked. They're
down on & fellow pretty heavy for that
sort of thing,"” said Bunter, shaking his
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head seriously., “But you know Bill
Lodgey at the Three Fishers, Smathy.
He takes bets for you, docsn’t he §¥

Vernon-Smith ooked fixedly at
Bunter. The statement was true;
Smithy did know a dingy racing man
at the Three Fishers, and that {lmgi
racing man did take bets for the “ba
hat* of the Romove

But it was not agreeable to the
Bounder to find the Peeping Tom of the
Lower School so conversant with his
affairs. Meither did he like to hear
themn mentioned in open quad, where
anyonc might have passed and heard
Bunter’s squeak.

Redwing, rather uneas
look, gave Bunter a push.

" Cut off 1Y he said curtly.

“Bhan't| I'm talking to Smithyl
Look here, Bmithy, we can get out till
school: and I want you to come along
with me and give me an introduction
to Dodgey—see? You know where to
find him, don't you "

“0Oh gad ! said the Bounder.

Secretly and with great caution, the
Bounder sometimes saw that racing man
with whom he was acquainted. But the
idea of walking off to the Three Fishers
at a moment's notice with such a com-
rade in blackguardism as Billy Bunteor
was encugh to make Smithy stare.

“Will vou ecomin now ¥ ashked Bunter.
“¥You see, I've got to get my bet on
to-day, as the race iz to-morrow. I can’t
get out in the morning to sce Lodgey.
It will have to be done to-day, or not
at all. ¥You ecan put s quid on at the
samoe time, if you like; I den’t mind
letting you have my tip. Why shouldn't
you win a fver, too?” said DBunter
generously.  “Back Crackerjeck, old
chap! Put vour shirt on him! He's
the goods I

“Listen to the man
chortled the Bounder

“Well, t's a sure
Bunfer. “{ne of *
snips, you know.
winners—"

“*How do you know ¥

“He says so in * 8Bporting Tips'"
explaingd Bunter,

*“Oh erikey I

“This smip 13 practically from the
horse's mouth I said DBunter. “You
have a fiver on, Bmithy, if you've got
one! Fancy collecting thirty pounds on
Thursday | Easy money—what i

“Almaost too easy !” grinned SBmithy.
“Want to geb rich guick, Reddy? Take
Dunter’s fip, and put your szocks on
Urackerjack I '

“The fat ass1” said Redwing, who
was staring at Bunter with a mungling
of wonder and disgust. “I suppose
Bunier’s the kind of idiot those rogues
like to get hold of.”

“Just the kind ™ chuckled Smithy.
“Now, look here, Bunter, 1f you've
really tonched some silly ass for a quid,
go and blow 1t in jam tarts, and make
surg of it. You're going the right way
to lose your aquid, and get sacked over
and abovel That cad Carter would ba
glad to sec you at this game; he would
take jolly pood care that Quelch heard
of it somichow.”

“Oh, that's rot!® said Bunter.
“Carter 1sn't such a bad chap in his
way. It was Carter lent me the quid.”

“Wha-at "

“Preity decent of him—what?™ zaid
Bunter. “Ie’s a cad and a worm and
rotter, and all that, but that was pretty
decent,™

“¥ou henighted 1idiot 1™ =aild Vernon-
Smith. “Haven't you sonse cnough to
see that he's done it just to help you
land vourself in trouble i

“Rot! He asked me specially if T
was going to bet with it, and said he

at kis chum's

who knows !
€ thing 1™ sﬂ:id
uick-Eye's’ special
e gives lots of

wouldn't lend it to me if I was,” said
Bunter,

“ And it doesn’t cceur to you that that
was to cover up hia tracks if it comes
out, when you're sacked, that you got
the mnioney from him? asked fhﬁ
Bounder sarcastically.

“0h, really, Bmithy, I wish ¥you
wouldn't keep on jawing about Carter
when I want you to take me along to
see Lodgey 1 spid Bunter pecvishly.
" Look here, will you come along to the
Threa Fishers "

““No, fathead I

“Beast| I supposa I had better ask
Skinner; T belicve Skinner knowa him.
I'm sure Angel of the Fourth does, I
nu%l;ﬁ ask Angel,” said Bunter thought-
fully. "You can go and eat coke,
Bmithy! I suppose you'rs jealous
because vou can’t spot winners and I
canl ¥ahl Well, you won't get a
muruﬁ} sure smips from me, I can tell
you

“Hold on!* said the Bounder, as
Bunter was about to rell off. “On
second thoughts, old fat man, I'll take
a walk with you before elass.”

Bunter turned back at onca.

“Right-ho1” ha said cheerily.,. “Ba
e sport, old fellow| Come on l”

*Look here, 8mithy—" began Tom
Redwing.

“ ¥ou shut up, Redwing 1" interrupted
Bunter warmly., “You lcave Smi
alane [

Vernon-8mith closed one eye at Red-
wing, who stared, and then langhed, as
the Bounder walked away with Bunter.
Redwing gueased, thuu?g Bunter did
not, that that walk befors class would
not terminate at the Threo Tishers,

Arthur Carter was lounging near tha
gates, perhaps keeping an eove on
Bunter to see whether he went out.

He glanced very curiously st Smithy

and the fat Owl, as they went out
together,
. Probably, seeing Bunter sotting forth
i company with the bad hat of the
Remove, Carter conclnded that all was
going well for his peculiar schemoe,

It was worth s pound, the youn
raseal considered, to =ce the fatuous Ow
dish himszelf completely.

Tt was for this kind of thing that
Carler had been expelled from his last
school, and had lost the favour of his
rich unele, DBunter was not likely to re-
place him in that favour if he was
sacked from Greyfriars for the sameo
kind of thing. If Carter had a con-
seiepee it was satisfhed by the fact that
Bunter, judged by his present actions,
was no better than himself, Probably,
however, his conseience did not trouble
him very much.

and

Havin seonn  Vernon-Simith
Bunter .depart, and having noted the
direction raken by them, Carter strolled
beek into fhe guad, with 2 sour smile on
his face.

Smithy and Bunter walked up the
road, Bunler.hapz;::' and satisfied at the
id2a of getting his quid on Cracker-
jack before clase, and nothing doubting
that he was going to mect that cstimable
gitizen, Bill Lodgey. The Bounder, whao
knew that Mr. Lodgey was absent at the
races, and who had no intention of going
amywhera near the Thiee TIishers,
doubted 1t very much.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Bamboozling Bunter !

H ERBERT VERNON-SMITH
halted.
*Here youn are ™ he said,
“Um 1" =aid Bunter rather
doubtfully.
They had stopped in Qak Lane, where



ghat winding lane was bordered by the
high fenco of the grounds of the Three
Tishers.

A high fence did not appeal eory

much to Bunter He was not fond of
climbing as an exercize.

reover, there was a8 ditch along the
bottom of the fence  There was not
much water iv it, but there was & good
deal of mud, and the mud was sticky,
smelly, and unpleasant A fellow who
sli in glimbing the fence was very
likely to eit in that ditch—a most dis-
agreeable possibility

EVERY SATURDAY

*I say, why oot go on to the gate i
asked Bunter. “We can ses whether
there'a anybody about, wyou know,

befora we go in.”

“"Too jolly risky I” said the Bounder,
shnkm,? is head

“Well, look here, there's another gate
on the towpath; let's go round that

way."”

‘?Tuu far; we should never get back
in time. I'll give 13'-}1: a bunk up,” said
tha Bounder. “I'll land you at the top
of the fence all right.”

“I'd rather go in by the gate”

9

“(Go, then; I'm not stopping you "
“Beast! I mean, givo me aiuni: up,
ald -:sh:f: )
- *Buck up, then. We can’t hang about
hora for ever!” said the Bounder

im}ggti&mtiy.

illy Bunter managed to got across
the narrow ditch without tumbling in,
From the ditch thers was & narrow
grassy slope np to the fence. Dunter

ig_luﬁ s rather precarious fooling on it by
olding on to the fenco with his fat

hands,
(Continued on néxt page.)

CHANGING POSITIONS .

OW, then, centre-forwards,
must et out to find ways and
means of getting rid of that

bogy of ours—tho o i
cnntrevhaﬂ.g He has been put ﬁ::nig
bottle us up. We mustn't allow him to

do so—that's all there 15 to it

o may try, &s many centre-forwards
have triod, to do the job by wandering.
The centre-forward's real place is 1n
the centre of the field But if he can-
not get by the middle route to goal, he
must find another road Bo he wanders
about, out to the wings, back towards
his own half of the fisld; anywhere, so0
long &3 he keeps the stopper centre-
half on the move The idea s, you
sgee, that the opposing centre-half, who
has been given instructions to stick to
hie man like glue, will follow the
centre-forward wherever he goes. If
he does this, there will be a gap lelt
down the middle of the feld

That iz where the inzide-forwards
come-into this picture A footboll team
without a centre-forward is not really a
football team at all S0 when the
centre es wandering about, taking
tho centre-hall with him, someone elso
must nip 1o to take the centre-for-
ward's place  And that, of eourse,
requires perfect undeestanding between
the centro-forward and his colleagues,

I have never seen this interchanging
of positions donc so cleverly as it was
done, and I believe is still f::::mg done,
by Horatio Carter and Bob Gurney of
Sunderland don’t think anyenoe will
argue with me when | say that it was
the clever combined play of these two
which did more than anything else to
win for Sunderland the Championship
and the Cup in succcssive scasons,

T'wo s=easons ogo, when Sunderland
won fhe Championship, they scored
9 roals in the season  You might
have cxpected that Bob Gurnay, the
centro-forward of the side, would have
ot most of those But he didn't
Carter, the inside-right, ecored tho
same number of goals us Gurney in that
egonzon. Lhe iwo of them “bagged ™
ol eacl.

The reason was sunple. Although he
appearcd on the programme &s congre-
forward, Gurney spent no more time in
thet position than did Carter. They
kept changing places, so cleverly and

W

-

-

~OUR{INTERNATIONATNCOACH

The hardest worked players
in a football team are un-
doubtedly the inside forwards.
Our special sporting con-
tributor explains their various
duties in this interesting
article,

so quickly, that the opposing centre-halt
didn’t kunow which one he was supposed

to be marking. ‘The result was that
they helped one another to score no end
of goals.

A BIT OF EVERYTHING !

N present-day football there is
dehnitely another job which falls
to the lot of the inside-forward—
to help the centre-forward ecarry

out his task of beating the stopper
centre-hall. The addition of this extra
duty has mado the job of the inside
man, without doubt, the hardest nnd
most strenuons of all. He must be a
bit of everything Defender, attacker,
fine dribbler, able to give good passes,
o marksman, and an all-round help to
his colleagues.

T once heavd Ray Westwood, Bolton
Wanderers en f England inside-left, and
ong of the best inside-forwards in the
world at the present moment, sum up
the mside-forward's job very well. lo
said that the inside-forward, {f ho iz
doing his job well, iz a *fetcher, &
sehemer, and s finisher,™  Let's pull
that to pieces, and sce what the man
who knows meant by it

IMirst of all, the inside man must be
a fulcher. This means that, if the half-
backs are a bit overrun, and can't give
much timo to feeding their forwards, as
I told you they should, the inside-ior
wards must go back and fetch the ball
for themsclves, without waiting for it
to be sent up to them. To do that they
must be strong, as hali-backs are, and
good tacklors.

After they have pone back to feteh
tho ball, they must bring i1t up to their
forwards, What do they need to
enablo them fo do this? The ability
to run with the ball, and keep it under
complete control while they dribble up

- Ml

fisld. 8o far, so gocd. 'They have
gone back, and hsve brought :Ea ball
%%ﬁta their other forwards. What now?
¥y must either keep going on them-
selves, or pass to a colleague, Bub they
can't do any passing until they have
firet of all drawn opponents out of posi.
tiop by beating one or two Fln:.rer: and
naking othor defenders leave their
“posts * to come across {o tackle them.
That means tricks—tho schomer part of
Westweod’s description coming im.

SURPRISING THE DEFENCE !

E k:}aw, don't we, that you
can’t keep on doing the same
thing in football? ¥om must

‘ _Blways be introducing some-
thing different.  When the inside-for.
ward has done his tricks, the defendors
will soon get to know his ways if he
always passes to a colleague. So some-
times he must go right through on hia
own, tqkmi_tlm defence by surprise,
?m:] doing his share in tho goal-scoring
ine.

Ray Westwood himself i3 about the
best of the lot nt thiz surpriso dash
throngh.  Watch him, if you get the
chance. With tho ball st his fect, and
the defonders waiting for him to pass,
ho will suddenly get moving m:lgI go
right through the whole defence like a
streak of lightning. Ho has everythin
which cnables him to do this  Spee
off the mark, o fine body swerve, ball
control, and, once through the defence,
he can finish with a shot which the goal-
keeper sometimes never sees unti? ha
turns round to pick the ball out of the
net, That's Westwood, that was! ¥ou
know the sort of business.

Funnily enough, one of tho greatest
goal-scoring inside-forwards of all time
was also a Dolton Wanderers inside-
laft. Way back in the seasun of
1920-21, Joo Smith scored 38 goals for
tne “Trotters,” as I3olton Wanderers
are calied. Harry Clifton, the present
Chesterfield inside-right, 1s going all
out to beat that record this scason.
Dut I am pretty cortain that, when the
summer comes, Cliffon, and many other
inside-forwards, will feel like o good
long rest. To be s fetcher, a schoiner,
and B finisher in football i3 no weak
man's job. .

EE Macower Lienany.—No. 1,568,
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The more fcliva Bounder joined him
there, and proceeded to bunk him up
Bunter was not easy to bunk.

He grabbed at the fence and dragged,
and the Bounder heaved from below;
but so much weight required a good
deal of lifting. Progress was slow.

“Owl” pgasped Bunter. "“Wowl
You're pinching me, you beast1 Ow ¥

“(let on with it, fathead 1" panted the
Bounder. “Do Fou think I'm & steam
crane? Geb up!

“Beast 1" gurgled Bunter.

He clambered and the Bounder
shoved, and he got his fat paws to the
top of the fence. There he clung and
hung, with his feet nearly a vard shove
the earth. A !

At that point in the proceedings
Vernon-Sinith ceased his efforts, In-
stead of bunking Bunter further, he

urnped back smeross the ditch intoe the
ane.

Bunter, hanging on, squeaked at him
over o fat shoulder.

“1 say, Smithy, you beast, bunk me
up! I say—"

“Can’t you pull yourself up nowi”
gqueried the Bounder.

fNol” howled Bunter,

“I rather fancied you couldn't,”
agreed Smithy.

“Will you help me up or noti™
shricked Bunter,

“Not,”  answered — Vernon-Smith
coolly.
- “Why, you—you—you beast [* gasped

Bunter. “You can't leave me hanging
here like this, you awful rotter ”

#¥You won't hang long,” said Smithy
reassuringly. * Your weight's against
it, (ﬂﬂ fat porpoize. You'll drop preity
ECHOIL.

THE MAGNET

“I shall fall into the diteh!® welled
Bunter.

“ Exactly.”

“Why, jou—vou—you awiul beast!”
gurgled the hapless fat eportsman.
“Have you heen pulling my leg all thia
time, you awful cad ™

“Have you guessed it? Cum! With
a brain like that, Bunter, you oughtn't
to be satisfied with spotting winners—
vou ought to be Prime BMimster at
least.™

“Beast !" yelled Bunter.

“Qo it

“Rotter ! shrieked Dunter.

“Hear, hear 1™

“(Give me a bunk up, you swab [

" Bow-wow |*

“Help me get down, then "

“You'll get down all right, scon. The
law of gravitation will do that much
for you |"

“Cadl”

* Beast 1"

Billy Bunter made a frantic effort to
drag himself up the fence, but he made
it m vadin.

His fat hands elung to the top, but
hoe had no chance whatever of pulling
hiz weight up and getting an arn over.

All that Bunter could do was to hold
on. And it was elear that he could not
do that for very long.

It was only a matiter of minutes be-
fore he would have to let go and drop,
and there was no footing on the grassy
slopz under him; dropping meant going
into the muddy ditch.

That was an awiful prospect |

Bunter was not quick on the uptake
but he realised now that Smithy ha
had no intention of getting into touch
with the desired bookie. Smithy had
been simply pulling hiz fat leg. Really,
Bunter might have gooszed that one, for
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the Bounder, when he went blagging,
was not likely to take such a companion
as the fat Owl on such an expedition.

Buu;ter uessed it now, at all events,
Smithy had bunked him up there with
the intention of leaving him hanging

till he dropped—as a warning to him
not to play the goat. Certainly, sfter
Fiumpmg in the ditch, Bunter was
ikely to be too busy seraping off mud
to have any leisure for thinking about
]:n::i:_:lluuj:-. I
e hung on, gasping and splottering.

Vernon-8mith watched hinl'.::, with E-;-
cheerful grin, for a minute or two; then
he walked away down the lane towards
the school.

He was through with Bunter,

“Brithy ! yelled the fab Owl, as hbe
heard the Bounder’s receding footstepa,
“1 say, Smithy, don’t gol You can't
leave me here like this, you beast 1"

“Good-bhye, Bunter [ called back the

Dounder, _

“Uome back, vyou cad!” roared
Bunter. *Come and help me downl I
say, old fellow—— ©Oh, you roiter] I
zay, dear old cad—I mean, dear old
chap——~"

“Ha, ha, ha!” fBoated back from the
Bounder, and he turned a corner and
disappeared.

“Beast 1" shricked DBunter.

Bmithy was gone. He was walking
back to Greyiriars, laughing=—actually
langhing—as he went, as if there was
sonlething funny in the predicament in
which he had left that bold, bed black-
guard Bunter |

“Oh erikey I gosped Bunter.

He clutched desperately at the top of
the fence. He made another frantio
effort to drag himself up, but it was in
Yaun.

One of his fat handz slipped from its
hold, He clutched wildly to get hold

again, but could not reach. He huog
with one hand.

“Ow! Help!” velled Bunter. “0Oh
erikey |  Smithy, 3you beast! Owl
Help! I'm going! Yarocoh 1"

{The other hand slipped from the
enee.

Bunter shot downward.

His feet hit the grassy slope below and
slid, and there was o loud and heavy
splash as Bunter sat in the ditch.

Splash |

“CGurrrggh 1V

e sat and saquashed in six inches of
soft, slimy, odoriferous mud. The
ceents gtirred up round him were most
unpleasant.  Slimy mud squashed and
splashed aver his trousers as he sat. His
fat legs almost disappeared in it, and
ps he wriggled and squirmed the smell
stirred up from the mud could almost
have becn cut with o knife.

“Owl Ow!l Groooogh! Oocoooghl™

urgled Bunter. “Urrreggh!| Wurrgh |
%}1 dear! Oh crikey! Owl Qoooch I*

Crackerjack, and odds of five to one,

uite disappeared from Bilij' Bunter’s
at mind. He struggled and wriggled
to

et out of the diich, wiﬂhini rom
the bottom of his fat heact that he had
never set out as a wild and woolly
backer of winners—at least, in company
with Smithy |

————

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Muddy !

I ALL(O, halle, halle [
H “What the dickeng—"
“Is that Bunter?
“Taking a mud-bath, old
fat mani" 3
“The mudfulness is terrifie”
Five coyclists pulled up, and dis-
mounted, in Oak Lanc, at the sight of



a fat, muddy, gasping fgure crawling
out of a ditch.

Bob Cherry, leaning his bike against
an oak, ran to render aid.

Bunter was in  difficulties.  He
crawled and clambered; but the thick
mud stuck to has fat legs, and 1t did
not seem easy to extract them.

Bob Uherrl:;' grnsped him, and the fak
Owl was jerked out, almost like & cork
from a bottle.

Ho sat in the road and spluttered.

“Urrgh! Deast! Trying to pull my
arm olf, or what?" he gasped. I
think you might help a fellow without
pulling his arm off. Urrgh! Oh
erikey, look at my bags!™

“Iow on earth did you get info that
ditch ¥ asked Bob Cherry, quiie
puzzled, “'Did you walk into it?"
“Oh, don't be a silly assl Think
't walk into a ditch 7" snorted Bunter.

“Well, what were you in it for®"
asked Harry Wharton, *'Like mud ™

“Beast! It was that brute Smithy 1**
groaned DBunter. "“"He did it ILoolk
at the state I'm in! Muad all over my
bags! I'm soaked with muod [

“ Smithy shoved you in the ditch?®”
exclaimed Frank Nugent.

“Ow! Yes! The rotter! Groogh!”?

Bunter staggered to his feet, Ilo was
splashed and spotted with mud from
head to foot: bub hls trousers were in
a really awful state. Thick, slimy mud
caked them all over, and his boots
wera quite invisible in their nuatmg of
mud. Bunter was of the mud—muddy.

“1 .say, you fellows, I cav't walk
back to school like this 1™ he groaned.
“1 say, I shall have to scrape soma of
thiz mud off. All of you help, will

vou? Ciet handfuls of grass, and
scrape—see {
The Famous Five looked at him.

They were out for a spin before after-
noon class—mnot out on & mud-scraping
expedition. On the other hand, Bunter
was in an awful state, and evidently
required a lot of an::m{}ing*

“0h, we'll mll help!”™ =aid Bob.
“But, look here, Bunter, did Smithy
ghove vou inte that ditch? I can't
make that eut. Why did he?”

“Becanze he's a rotten cad " hissed
Funter. “Pulling a fellow’s leg. He
bunked me up and left me there, the
rotter |

“Bunked you up?" repeated Dob
blankly, “On that fence, do you
mean? Why the thump did youn want
to be bunked wup on that fence?™

% %h, never mind that 1” said Bunter
hastily, “Look here! Get hold of
some grass, and rub this mud off.”

“All  togetherfully I'* =aid Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh. “Many hands
rmake light work to the well, and
save & stitch in tume, as the English
proverb remarks.”

“Hold onl* erid Bob gquietly.
“That's the fence of the Three Fishers.
Is that #vhere you were going,
Bunter ¥

“Find out I'* snorted Buantor.
“"What's the good of ztanding there

and jawing, when I've got to got all
this mud off ¥

“Bmithy wouldn't help that fat
idiot go out of bounds, Bob,” said
Johnny Bull, “He plays the giddy ox
himself; but he wouldn't help that
blithering chump do the same.”

“Of course he wouldn’t,” said Harre
Wharton, “He never did anything of
ihe kind.” '

“Didn’'t ha?* hooted Bunter. “He
jolly well did, the cadl Bunked me
up that fence, and left me sticking
there, the beast, and walked off,
laughing."

“Ob 1" exclaimed Harey, He caught
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on now. “Pulling wour silly leg, I
suppose. He knew you couldn't get
over without a steam derrick to lift
Fou,

“He left wyou *o drop into the
ditch ¥ ejaculated Nugent.

“¥es, the beast!” groaned DBunter.
“Now look at me. I say, you fellows,
do scrape off this mud, “instead of
jawing 1" .

“Bo H:m wera going out of hounds?”
asked Bob.

“Oh, no; not at alll I—I was—was
just climbing that fence to—to lock
over " explained DBunter. “Besides, I
suppose I ean do as I like. You ein't
a Sixth Form prefect, Bob Cherry.”

“No,"” said Beb. “I'm not a Er&f{-ut,
nor & mud-scraper, either| He
stepped back to his bicyele. *You

fellows coming? I'm going on.”
“1 say, you fellows, don't go " velled

Bunter. *1 zay, hcip me scrape this
mud off! I wasn't going out of
bounds. ¥You needn't think I was

going to see Bill Lodgey, and get my
pound on Crackerjock—I wasn't! I
don’t know Lodgey. In faet, I've
never heard the name.”

“You fat, frowsy, foozling fathead !”
said Johnony Bull, “Serve vou jolly
well right! I've a jolly gcrn mind to
stick you back in that ditch myself!

roared Bunter, as the

Come on, you men [’

“ Beasta 1
Famous Five remounted their machines,
and rede onward. “I say, vou fellows
— [h ecrikey |”

The cyelists dizappeared in a bunch
down the lane. If Billy Bunter col-
lected mud on an expedition to see a
bookie, Bunter could clean that mud
off himseli—and he was left to do the
same,

The fat junior shook a fat and muddy
fist after the cyclists as they went, and
set to work mud-zeraping.

It was a weary task.

He grabbed handfuls of grass, and
scraped at the mud. He seraped and
seraped and scraped, and rubbed and
rubbed and rubbed,

Mud came off in lumps and chunks
and showers, Billy Bunter gaspad,
abil gurgled, and spluttered, breathless
with his exertions,

But at long, long last he had cleaned
off the worst of the mud, and ceased
to scrape. He stood panting for
breath.

_ There was a jingle of bicyele bells
in the lane, and sgain cyclists came
into view—thres this time.

Bunter blinked round hopefully. Ha
hoped to see Hemove follows of Grey-

friars.

Instead of which, he beheld Pon-
sonby, Gadsby, and Moenson of the
Highelife Fourth.

They staved at him as they rode up:
and Bunter gave them a muddy scowl.
He had no help to expect from High-

cliffians.
“What's

“0Oh gad ! ejaculated Pon.
that 1"
MGreyfriars cad ! grinned Monson.

“I've heard that they never wash at
Grevfriars; but that's the giddy
Im:&_!t"
“What a ' specimen [ grinned
Ciadsby.
The three eyclists  stopped and

better hurry. Yeu'll be [ate for olass
at Highclific," said Bunter anxiously.
“It's & long step from here.”

“Oh, weve got & few minutes to
spare, if you want any help!” said
Ponsonby hluur.llé,'. “I see you've been
scraping off mud., Like any help?”

Bunter blinked at him suspiciously.
He would have been glad of help to
get off a little mora of the mud before
he rolled back to Greyiriard. But he
did not trust the bland Pon. Like the
wise old Trojan of ancient times, he
Eq?.red the Greeks when they offered
girts.

“Oh, nos that's all right1" said the
fat Owl hastily, "Don’t you trouble
It's all right now.”

“No trouble at all,” said Ponsonby.
“In fact, we're glad to have met you.
Ain't we, you fellowst"

“YVery ' grinned CGadsby,

“ Fearfully I agreed Monson.

“We're going. to help,” sald Pone
sonby, " Can't miss a chance like this
of doing a fellow a friendly turn, You
seem to have seraped off o lot of mud,
Bunter, We'll give yvou some more to
scrape off—what ™

“ Hear, hear 1" chortled Monson,

“I—I say, kee{g off, you boastst"
yelled Bunter, *Oh, you rotteral Oh,
you Higheliffe cads! ¥Yaroooh

Fon & Co, with grinning faces,
barged Bunter back into the ditch. He
sat in mud once more, ml;.lelchin :

“Ha, ha, ha!" yelled Pon & Co.

Apnd they remounted their jiggers,
atnd rode on, velling.

“Oh crikey I' gasped Bunter,

Once more he struggled and crawled
and elambered out u% the ditch. Onee
more he stood in the road, streaming.
After all his efforts and exertions, he
was as muddy as cver, or a little
tuddier.

But he was tired of mud scraping.
He set out for Grevfriars as he was,
squelching mud at every step. It was
a muddy, tired, dismal and dreary Owl
that frailed in at last at the school
gates,

[u-

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

Just Like Queich !

ETHUER CARTER eyed his
relative, Bunter, wvery curl-
ously, in eclass that afternoon.
He was wondering whother

the fat Owl had suceceded in getting
119 ﬂllr?:

He knew quite well why Bunfer had
left the school with Smithy—at least,
he could guess accurately enough. DBut
he did not know that Southy had only
;_meen pulling the fat Owl's egregious
e,

He hoped that Bunter was on. Onee
the obtuse fat jumior was invelved in
racing itransactions with a disreputable
racing man, the rest of the scﬁemcr‘n
task would be easy enough.

Bunter was not the sort of fellow to
be able to carry on such a game un-
detected. But if he had a chance of
escaping detection. Carter was ready
to put paid to that. He was going to
make sure that Bunter was spotted—
once he had put hLis podgy foot In it
Lut had he?

(Continued on next page.)
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Bunter did not look Fke a fellow who
had carried out & successful transaction,
He locked morose and worried. Carter
was left in doubt.

The Owl of the Reémove was, in fact,
decply worried! Getting on that day
meant laying the foundation of a
fortune! And he was not on yet—
owing to the iniquitons Bounder |

Mr. Quelch was giving his Form some
valuable instruction in geography. But
Bunter had no mind for geography that
afternoon. His Form-master'a voice was
gimply an irgitating drone to Bunter's
fat ears. His intellect, such as it was,
was éoncentrated on the urgent business
of glettm on. I would be simply
awful if “ Quick-Eye’s ” special snip won
that race on Wednesday with Bunter off
instead. of on ! )

Geography passed Billy Bunter by
like the idle wind which he regarded
not. If Mr. Quelch noticed his un-
usually thoughtiul look, and fancied
that he was giving unusual attention to
the lesson, M. 5uc~lch. WwWas in error.
Bunter did not hear a word of Quelch's
geographical instruction.

But all at onee the clond was chased
from Bunter's fat brow, and he smiled.
He hiad thought of a way.

Why not phene that man Lodgey ?

Smithy, az many fellows knew, had
sometimes bagged o master’s phone to
ring up & racing friend. It was the kind
pf reeckless thing that the Bounder
would do just to show fcllows what a
devil of a fellow ho was! ;

Bunter would have liked to be a devil
of & fellow hike Smithy—but, on the
_other hand, he had no liking for risks.
In fect, he dishiked them extremely.

Calling up a racing man on the phone,
at the rigk of being canght in the act by
8 beak, did net appeal -to Bunter, Bug
suppose he could conlvive 1t during
class, when all the beaks were busy and
the prefects in Form with the Head!
That seemed a safe proposition.

All that was nceded was an excuse for
getting out of Form for ten munutes or
g0, Excuses came rcasily enough to a
fellow whe regarded the iruih 03 a
stranger with which he had no desire to
make acquaintance,

Bunter thought this idea over, and
thought that it looked good ! It did not
take him leng to think of an excuse for

tting away from the Form-room,

aps wera uired in that lesson.
Bunter slipped his map under his desk
out of sight and got lgnm%.

“ Please, sir, may 1 fetch my map?®™

Mr, Quelch had unrolled a big map of
Euwropos aver the blackboard, and was
sbout to point out things which he, if
not his Form, considered worthy of note,
when Bunter squeaked. .

He glanced round at the [at junior.

“Your map, Bunter [ he repeated.

“Yes, eirl I can’t see that map from
here, sir—I'm short-sighted ! Can I fetch
my map from my study, sir?”

* Instructions wers given for maps to
be breught in for this lesson, Bunter,”
said Mr, Queleh severely.

“J—1 forgot, sir ¥

“You $h-:|-uir;l1 not have forgotten,
Bunter! You will take & hundred lines
for having fnrlgl;ﬂtten your map, and you
may look at Cherry’s,”

“Oh crikey I

“What? What did sou say, Buntex 1

“I—I—1 zaid thank you, sir " gasped
Bunter. : :

Alr. Quelch gave him a grim lock and
resumed operations with the pointer.
Bob shoved his map along so that
Bunter could get & view of it. But
Bunter did not favour it with a single
blink. He was not interested in maps|

This, he thought bitterly, was just
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like Quelch | Instead of getting out of
the Form-room he had got a hundred
lincs] KFor the next ten minutes Billy
Bunter sat in bitter and morose
reflection,
Then his fat squeak was heard again,

“Pleasze, sir—"

“¥You are interrupting me, Bunter 1™

“¥es, sir, but I left the tap turned
on in the Remove passage, sir. May I
go and tnrp it off 77

Mr. Quelch gave him a fixed logk,

“You left & tap turned on in the
Remove passage, Bunier §”

“Yes, siy ¥

“And you have only just remem.
bered it 7"

“ Ye-g-ps, sir ™

“1 shall cane you for ha.vi:r:g left o
tap turned on, Buntorl harton,
kindly go up to the Remove passage and
turn off the tap there.”

Mr, Quelch stepped towards Bunter,
pointer in hand,

Harry Wharton rose to leave the
Farm-voom.

Bunter could have groaned !

“¥ou may hold out your
Bonter 1 said Mr. Quelch.

“l====I--now I—I think of 1it, sir,
I—1I never left the tap turned om, siy!l”
easped Bunter.

“¥You did not leave the tap turned
on ! exclaimed AMr. Quelch,

“ONA-ne, s

“Wharton, vyou may sit down!
Bunter, stand ui:- ! Bend over that desk,

hand,

Bunter1 I shall cane you severely for
this prevarication.™
“Oh crikey!” gasped DBunter, in

fismav.

Queleh had been iﬂing to give him
one on the palm for having left the tap
turned on! Now he was 1g;r:-mg: to hand
it ouk more severely ! The hapless fut
Owl had made matters worse instead
of better !

“Da xou hear me, Bunter ! rapped
Alr. Quelch.

“Oh! ¥Yez, sir! I—I mean, I did
leave the tap turned on!”  pasped
Bunter.

Vf¥ou did lcave
ejaculated Mr. Quelch.

“¥es, sir! Full on, running all over
the shop, =ir!” =aid Bunter cagoerlv.
“Bhall—shall I hold out my hand, siv?"?

Alr. Quelch gazed at him,

“Bunter, stand up! Bend over that
desk inmunediately 1 I shall eane you
with great severiiy, Bunter, for these
repeated prevarications,”

“QOh loy' 17

Whack, whack, whack!

“Oh! Ow!l Wow!” reared Bunter.

Whack. whack, whack !

“Woo-hooop ™

Alv. Queleh returned to the black-
board.

Hilly Bunter woggled with anguish
as he sat down again.

Geography resumed its weary way
after that interruption.  Billy Bunter
gave it no more attention than before.
But he did not interrapt again. Hae
had quite given up the bright idea of
phening Billy Lodgey during class,

ib turned on?M

THE KINTH CHAPTER.

Quile a Surprise for Mr. Hacker !

b HAT old ass Hacker——"" hissed
Hoskins of the Shell.
“Yes, old chap—" mur-
mured Hobson scothingly,

“That old swab—"

“Oht Yes! But—*"*

“ That—that—that skinny old gar-
goyle I’ zaid Hoskins, “Does he think
I'm going to stand it7 Does hel”

“Um 17 said lHobson,

Billy Bunter gave the two Shell
fellows a blink of anunoyance. He had
worry enough on his fat mind without
two silly asses in the Shell interrupting
his reflections with. their nonsense,

After class Bunter was in the quad—
debating, in the deépths of his podgy
intellect, that troublesome problem how
to get on. It was o settled thing that
he had to get on—the only question was
how 7

That beast Smithy could get on when
he liked, but the stars in &mir Courses
scemned to be fighting against Bunter,
as they fought against Sisera of old,

Still off, Bunter was meditating that
problem as he leaned on one of the old
Ureyfriars elms, when Hobson and
Hoskins stopped guite near him.

Hobby was trying to soothe his chum.
Ilobby was a really devoted pal, and
ke would have done anvthing for
Hoskins except listen to his mume,

Apparently something of an unteward
nature had happened in the 8hell Form
Hoom that afterncon. Clande Hoskina
waz deeply incensed against the Acid

Drop, a3 Hacker was called in his
Form.

“Takin it away, you krow!”
hreathed Hoskins, ' Actually taking it

away—teking it away from a fellow.”
“Well, if a chap starts writing musie

in class, old chap—after all, we were

doing Latin prose with Hacker—"

“1t came suddenly inte my head.
You know how things flash into a
chap’s mind ! said Hoskins, “I was
never satisied with that bit in my
fantasia—I knew all the time there was
something wanted—and then, this after-
noon, it  flashed into my mind—
diminished sevenths, of course—iha very
thing.”

“{it Yes! Quite!™ Hobson made
saclhing gostures. Old Claude had the
artistic temperament and often required
soothing like a baby! “But Hacker,
you know==he doesn’t understand,”

“The vandal ! said Foeskins,

“Yes: bu ¥

“The Goth ! hissed Hoskins,

“(th, yes! Bygt—"

“The Philistine 1"

“You see, old chap, 1t was Latin
prose, and Hacker doesn’t know a thing
alout extinguished seventeenths——"

Y Dinunished sevenths, you ass!"

“I—=I mean, dininished sevenths)
Can’t you write it out over againi”
azked Hobson., *“I=I'll help, 1f you
like.”

“Fathead !I"* said Claude ungratefully.
But really, help from a fellow who
called diminished eevenths * extin-
cuished seventeenths ¥ was not likely to
be of much use to a musician, Hobby
could kick a ?:nal with any fellow in the
Lower Bchool at Grevfriars; but what
he did not know about music would have
filled large volumes. He admired his
musical chum immensely; but it made
his head ache to look at his musical
works: while listenming to them was
bevond the powers of endurance.

“Think I can recall that phrase!”
eroaned Hoskins, It flashed into my
mind, and T joitted it down—a eombina-
tion of diminished eevenths with perfect
fifths that, I can tell you, would make
them sit up and take notice at the
Cueen’s Halll I'd been at it a quarter
of an hour before Hacker zpotted me !

f course, I'd forgotien Hackerl 1
forgot I was in class, really! Then ho
mkﬁs it away] He's taken ik to his
study.”

“Couldn't you make up something
elso instead ¥” suggested Hobson help-
fully. "I mean to say, it all sounds
much the same when it's played, doesn's
iri

*Idiot 1" said Hoskins,
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i uw
duwn.li

Hobson, discouraged, stood silent. Se
far as he ¢ould see, 1t did not mnatier
much what old Claude jotted down on
the music-paper. Whatever he jotted
down, 1t mace an unearthly row when
it was played-—and Hobby did not sec
much difference between one unecarthly
row and another. DBut he realized that
these fine distinetions meaut more to old
Claude than to him,

“I'm gﬁin%’ to have it back!” said
Ioskins, “'I'he fuest composition of
modern times isn’g umi to stick about
Hacker's study, andgsu can jolly well
tell him [* There was no false modesty
about the musical genius of the Grey-
friars Shell.

“But, I say—"" mumbled Hobson.

“The old Geth is gone out,” =aid
Hoskins,. “I heard lum tell Quelch!
He's gone to Courtfield. Ten to one he's
left it on his study table.™

“But he will migs it!" gasped Ilob-
son, *He will be on your trail, old
chap, if e misses it when he comes in,”’

“Let him "' said Hosking recklessly.
8o long a3 I get it back safe, never
mind Hacker! I'll give him time to get
to Courtlield, and then I'm going {o
nig: into his study and bag it [

‘But——" urged Hobby, in dismay,

“That's settled 1" said Clande Hos-
kins, *Let's go down to tho gotes, and
sea whether the old Goth is out of sight
FcLll
Billy DBunter blinked after the two
Bhell fellows as they went, Bunter was
not interestod in the disaster to Ioskins'
diminished sevenths, Ile did not know
what a diminished seventh was, and did
not want te know., Buk he was intor-
ested to learn that the master of the
Shell had gone to Courtficld., Thoves was
a telephone in Hacker's stndyv: and if
Hacker was on his wav 1o Courlficld, it
was Dbound Lo be anfa for o fellow 1o

legs thrashed wildly.

borrow his phone, This looked as if the
problem of getting on was solved |

Bunter rolled away to the House,
while Hoskins and Hobby walked down
to the gates to scethe last of Hacker.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Come and hel
us punt this ball, Bunter!” roared Bo
Cherry, who was punting a footer, after
class, with @ dozen other Remove
fellows.

Bunter snorted, and rolled on., FHe
was not likely to waste time punting a
footer, with a dazzling vision of vast
wealth trembling in the balance!

He rolled into the House, and gave a
cautious blink along Masters' Passage,
No one was in sight there, and the doors
were all closed.

On tiptoe, the fat junior crept past
Mz, Ouelch’s door. Almest without a
sound, he reached the Shell beak's study.

Swiftly he opencd the door and
stepped in, shuiting the door aftor him.
A IRemova fellow had to be very caveful
about being seen eptering the study of
the master of another Form—where, of
course, he had ne buziness. Dunter pot
out of sight from the paseage as gquickly
ns possible,

Once safe inside Hacker's study, e
breathed more freely. Ile was safe there
for as long as he liked, if Flacker was
on his way ta Courtfield, It did not
oceur to Bunter, for the momaoent, that
perhaps loskins' information was ill-
founded.

Hosking had heard Hacker tell Quelels
that he was poing to Courtficld after
class, lle supposed that he had gone!
Bat that, really, was no proof {hat
Hacker veally had gone! Hosking was
liable 1o make mistakez! In fact, hc
seldorm made anvihing else !

Safe in the stwdy with the door shut,
Billy Bunter ent siraight across lo M
Lacker's {elephone,

W

L

.:‘IEQ

il

Beasts I * There was a loud howl from Billy Bunier, as the sash shut down across his podgy back, pinning him
Outslde the window, he iwisted round his head and blinked furlonsly through his big speciacles. Inside, his fat

1Ie did not even blink round the study
first—but had he dove so, he would only
have abserved the h}iﬁ: back of tho arm-
chair in which Mr. Hacker—as an actual
fact—was sitfing at the moment !

Hacker, sitting theve, and toasting his
toce at the fire, was considering whether,
after all, e would walk to Courtfield,
as the weather scemed to threaten rain,
If he was going, it was more than
time he started | %Imkina, indeed, sup-
pozad he had started! But he had not
veb finally made up his mind that he
was going to start at all, It was very
cosy 1 has study. It wae very clammy
out of doors. In that undecided state,
Alrv., Hacker was rather etartled and
extremely surprised and annoved, to
hear his study door open without &
knock—and then to hear a fellow cross
the study to the telephone |

In angry amazement he rose to hia
feet and stared across the high back of
the armchair,

e stood petrificd as he gazed at Billy
Bunter.

Bunter. at the phone, had lis back
partly turned towards Hacker, and, of
course, did net sep him.

Ilaving no doubt that that study wae
nnoceupied, alter what he had heard
from MHosking, Bunter was thinking only
of the nrgent matter in hand—ringing
up the Thres Fishers, and getting in
tonch with Bill Lodgey there !

He lifted the receiver from 1he hooks.

voice camme  through from  the
exohiange,

*Number, please !

Billy Bunler never gave that numbaer,
There was a =sudden roar of wrath in the
stindy.

“ Punder 1Y

Bunter Jumped,

“Oh erikey [ he gasped.

(Cantinwed on page 16.)
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(Continued from page 13.)

He span reund in terror, the receiver
dropping from his fat hand. It hung
Bt the end of the cord, whils the hapless
fat Owl blinked at Mr. Hacker, his eyes
almost poppin thmufh his spectacles,

bk jiminy " gurgled Bunter.

“How dare youl!” reared Mr,
Hacker., " Upon my word! The ymper-
tinence—the msoclence—of Quelch’s boys,
passes all bounds! I shall take you to
your Form-master, Bunter |”

“Oh lox* I ; x

“ Number, ﬂease ™ came impatiently
from the exchange. “Will you please
give the number ™ .

Mr. Hacker grabbed the receiver and
jammed it on the hooks. Then

o grabbed Bunter., He marched Bunter
by his collar out of the study, and down
the passage, to Mr. Quelch’s door.

“Oh crumbs!” came a startled gasp
irom the cormer of the passage!

Clande Hoakina was just coming round
that corner when he sighted Hacker and
Bunter.

Having failed to spot Hacker from
the gates, Claude had taken it for
granted that he was well on his way to
Courtfield, and was heading for hie
study, and a confiscated sheet of music
there! But at the sight of Hacker, with
a fat Removite wriggling in his grip,
Clande Hoskins realised that Hacker,
after all, hadn't gone—and Claude
faded promptly out of the picture.

Billy Buntér would have been glad to
do & fade-out, too! But Bunter had no
chancs of fa&ing ouk !

Bunter was marched into his Form-
master's study, He left it three minutes
later—doubled up like a pocket-knife,
and uttering sounds of woe! And for
%mte a long time after that, Billy

unter forget all about Crackerjack,
and the uwrgent necessity for getting
ool

THE TENTH CHAFTER.
Loder Looks Into If!

ODER of the Bixth whistled.

Walker shmgg‘ed his shoulders.

Carne looked fromn one to the

other, with a deep wrinkle of
worry in his brow, :

The three men of the Bixth had mes
in coneclave in Carne’s study, after
m“‘ '] Fl ¥

Carne of the Bixth was in difficult
waters; and his pals were ready tfo
help him, if they could—Lut they did
not quite see how.

In Carnoe's armchair, the seat cushion
was thrown back, It wasz a large and
heavy flat cushion fitted to the elwair;
and Clarne of the Sixth was in 1he habit
of slipping under i1t any sort of paper
he preterred to keep out of the pencral
view. It was quite a safe hiding plaes
for such things—and never, till now, had
1t proved unsafe,

nt now—the deecp wrinkle of worry
in the brow of Carne of the Sixih Form
showed that something was amiss,

“*That's where it was 1" Carme pointed
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to the chair. “TUnder that cushion! X
always keep my racing papers there!
But—it's gone 1"

“Bure you didn’t shift it yourself?”

asked Walker.
. "Of course_ I didn’t1” snapped Carne
irritably, "It was there yesterday. I
woeint to the place for it to-day, and it
was gone.  I—I suppose ‘the maids
wouldn't think of spying under that
cushion ! “Trgtter wuufdn’tl But—who
can have taken it?"

“Well, a beak wouldn't ! said Loder.
“If & beak spotted © Bporting Tips " in a
Sixth Form man’s study, that man
would go up to the Head so quick it
wotld make his head swim | Can't have
been a beak, or you'd be telling Dr.
Locke about it, not us, this minute.”’

A prefect—" muttered Cearne.

“We're prefects! No other pre
could or would butt in, except head
prefect, and that's Wingate., And

Wingate would never dream of poking
hizs nose under a eushion in a chair.
Iz he that sorti™

“Well, no,” said Carne. “I don't
like him—but I know that! Gwynne
or Sykes or Bancroft—""

“They couldn’t butt inl It wasn't a
prefect, any more than it was a beak!
Some junior—" said Loder.

“Bome young scoundrel that vow've
'f:fhnpped, perhaps I suggested Walker,
By gum, if he shows that paper
about, and tells where he found it—"

Carne's face was quite pale.

"“That's ss good as the sack!” he
said. “The Head might go easy with
another man—never with a pre. He
would call it betraying his confidence,
and all that sort of bunk,”

“We've got to get hold of that
paper !” seid Loder decisively. “If it
comes ont that it was found in vour

study, Carne, yow've up for trouble—
and you E:E{: well night never pull
through. here, do you know of
any junior who's been to the Et-ltd;;'
since tha last time you saw the paper 7%

Carno reflected.

“Bunter!” he snid. “I sent Bunter
heve with mly books after class vester-
day. I pulled the lazy little heast’s
ear, 83 ho did not seem willing.”

“Bunter | That’s that fat littlo scoun-
drel in the Remove—always spying and
prying " said Loder. * Just the littla
swab to nose out & thing that a fellow
wanted to keep ont of sight.”

“"But—if he got it yesterday, it's
Llabbed all over his Torm by now—
twenty-four hours ago!” said Carne, in
a seared wvoico.

Loder looked grim.

“1f Bunter's gob s racing paper,
Bunter's breaking a very strict rule of
this school!” ha said. “He will take
tho consequences. supposa there’s
nothing on tho paper to show that it
was vours*"

“Think I wrote my name, and the
rmavmber of my study on it?" grunted

Carne.

“That's all right, then!” Toder
rose to his feet. *I'vo heard a romone
—I needn’t mention that it was in his
study—that Bunter of tha Removo lias
a racing paper. I’'m bound to look into
it, as a prefect. If he spins any silly
varns about having found it in o Sixth
Form study, the result will be pretty
serious for him.”

“Cth, my hat!” said Walker.

“T—E'd rather it was kept quiet!™

asped Carne.  “I—I can't face the
Tead and tell lics, Loder. I haven'd

your norve,

“ Leave it {0 me” said Loder,

Fle put Carne’s official  ashplant
under his arm and left the study.

Carne ol the sixth waz left in an

extremely uncasy mood. Fe was quita
terrified by that mysterious disappear-
ance of a racing paper from his study.
Walker of the Sixih was feeling uneasy,
too—wondering whether Carne, if he
was up for the sack, might blurt out
awkward things about other fellows.

But Gerald Loder wns quite eool aa
he made his way to the Remove
quarters. Loder had no doubt that he
could handle this matter efficiently.

It was near tea-time, and Remove
men were gathering in their passage.
On the Remove landing Loder came on
the new junior, Carter.

“Is Bunter in his study, Carler?” he
asked.

“I think 50, Loder,”™ answered
Carter—and his oyes gleamed ns he

watched the prefect walk up the
“Hallo, Ballo, hallo! d

allo 1allo, alle I murmure
Bob Dhe;r:;.

The Famouz: Five wers in the pae-
sage near Study No. 13, and they all
looked at Loder of the Sixth es he
eame upr from the landing.

“What does that Sixth Form_rotter
wanb in our passage?” granted Johnny
Bull. *0h, my hat! Is he after
Bunter
NLD%M stopped at the door of Study

o

“Looks as if he's heard something
about Crackerjack,” said Nugent.
“Poor old Bunier!™

The I'smous Five moved along to-
wards Btudy No. 7. 8o did » dozen
ather Remove fellows, Loder had

wite au audience as he threw open
the door of Bunier's study and stepped
110,

Three fellows were in that study—
Bunter, Peter Todd, and Tom Dutton.
All three looked startled at the sight
of a Bixth Form prefect. Buch o visin
could only portend trouble for somo
member of the study.

“ Bunter ! rappe‘ﬂ? Loder.

“Ye-e-c3, Loderl” stammered the
fat Owl, with his eyes and spectacles
very uncasily on the bully of the Sixth.
It wasn't me, Loder!”

“What's this I hear about you
having a racing ﬁaper, or something
of tho kind, unter?” demanded
Loder.

“Oh erikey ! gasped Bunter.

Loder's idea was to siartle Bunfer
into an admission if he had the miss-
ing paper. He sncceeded perfectly !

Startled dismay and tervor were only
too clearly depicted on Billy Bunter's
fat and fatuous conntenance.

“Well i rapped Loder.

“T—I—I haven't!” gasped Dunier.
“Nothing of the kind, Loder! I—I've
* Bporting

never secn Tips' in my
life 1" . ]
“That will do!” said Loder. *Hand

it over at oner, you dingy young

rascal ! don’t know whether I ought
to take wvou to your Form-master
about Lhis! Ifand over that paper

{hiz inslani!™
“I—I haven't gok it !"”

gasped Bunler.

“¥ou can ask Toddy—he kuows! Il
saw ="

“"Bhot uwp, veu fat ass!™  lissed
I'eter,

“0Oh, really, Toddy—"

“I'm waiting for that paper, Bunter !”
sald Loder. “IE you keep me wait-
ing, I shall call 3lr. Queleh up ™

“*But—but I haven’t got it!" wailed
Bunter. “I never had it, Loder, and
ni;l q'ifn"b l_l_ull.ln:rn behind tho books on tho
shelf—-

“1le, he ™
passALE.

Loder slipped the ash down into his
hand  1l: was sura now, and fully

[im, came from  iho



entitled to exevcizse his suwthority as a
prefect |

Whop {

“Wow [ roared Bunter.

“Will you bhend over that paper?”

“Owl No! Yes! All rightl I
say, Loder, I—I only found 1kl I—I
did, really! I—Dll tell you where I

found it—="
Whop 1
“"Yaroop M

Buater made & dive for the book-

shelf and dragged ¢ Bporting Tips ™
mto view fmmgﬁ(; hiding-place behind
the books there.

Loder took it from him, glanced at
it, and slipped it into his pocket.

“ Anvthing more of this IE:iu{l herg ¥
he demanded.

"Ow!l Nol!"” groaned DBunter.

“1 shall keep an eye on this stady IV
sald Loder, “This sort of thing in a
junior Form—by gadl Bunter, bend
over that chair 1"

“0Oh crikey 1V

Bix times Loder’s ash rose and fell,
amid loud howls from Bunter. ‘Then
Gerald Loder tueked the ash under his
prm again and walked away.

Billy Bunter wrigegled and groaned.
Twice that day lbad Quelch whopped
him for his sins—aund now he had cap-
tured o thivd swiping {rom Loder of
the Sixth !

Lightning, it is =aid, never sirikes

twice in the same place; but wl‘:pi:r-
pings, unfortunately, did.  And Billy
Bunter was feeling very much hurt!

He wriggled and writhed.

“Who wouldn't be a sporteman?®
asked Skinner, in the passage,

“1ia, ha, ha!t”

“Ow! Wow! T gay, vou fellows—
wow ! I say, what beast sneaked o a
pre asbout that—-wow-—paper? Wow!”

“ Perhaps Carne missed it1” grinned
Johrnmy Bull. *Feeling bad, Bunteri”

“Owi Yes!®

“Berve you jolly well right!”

(] Bﬂﬂﬁt I-” .

In Bunter’s study there was tribula-
tion and wee! Puat in Carnc's, in the
Sixth, thoere was satizfaction, at all
events! That was no ecomfort to
Bunter ! Bunter wriggled, and could
not be comforted—and almost withed
ihat he had never started on  the
carcer of a Lold, bad blapgzer at alll

THE ELEVENTH CHAFPTER.
No Exit ]

{ IHAT you have wronged me,
doth appear in this!”

That suri)risirg: statement

rected  Billy unter's fat

cars as he toiled up the boz-reom
staircase a couple of hours later.

It was the voice of William Wibley,

of the Remove, that proceeded from

the half-open door of the Remove hox-

roo.
breathed hard

Billy
deep.

hnhnclil, he had supposed, would be
in the box-room. nstead of which
severnl fellows were there, the light
was on. and William Wibley's voice
was rolling out Bhakespearian lines,

Bunter reached the landing and
blinked in, his eyes gleaming with
wrath behind his spectacles. .

It was past lock-up, after which no
fellow could leave the House, except
by special leave from & master,

Bunter had to leave the House if he
waa going to see Bill Lodgey; but he
could net, of course, ask leave from a
master to pay a visit to a disreputabls
bookmeker at a disreputable “pub,”

Bunter and
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Bunter was not bright; but he was
bright enough to realise that. .

He had to got out surreptitiously, if
at all. The box-room window was the
casiest way, well known in the Remaove,

The fat sportsman had intended to
cut out of gates after tea and get back
bafore lock-up. But that licking from
Loder had put paid to the idea. By
the time Bunter had recovercd from
that severe whopping sufficiently to
give his attention to the urgent business
of getting on, it was too late, and he
darcd not risk being missed at call-over.
After call-over came lock-up; and
Bunter had either to break bounds in
secrét or else give up the whole idea
of backing Crackerjack with Carter's
quid, and thereby losing the chance of a
Life-time |

Bunter was not going to lose the
chanee of a lifetime if he could help
it. 8o here ho was—with designz on
the box-room window |

Unfortunately, there also was Wibley
of the Remove, spouting Shakespeare.

There also were five or six other
Removites.
It was, apparently, a reheavsal,

Wibley, tho great chief of the Remove
Dramatie Society, was getting ambitious
—ho was going o give “Julins Cwesar.”
Rehearsals were often diffieult matters
In the Rag, fellows persisted in talking
instead of sitting round like silent owls,
as, of course, they ought to have dome
when Wib had a theatrieal stunt on—
in Wib's opinion, at least. There was
not much room in a study; besides
fellows would barge into a study. How
eould fellows rehearse in Wib's study
when Morgan might begin playing hisz
flute, or Mick Desmond demand, in loud
and vociferous tones:

“Have yo seenne Virgil? Where the
jooce is that Virgil ¥

Wibley had selected the box-room—
convenient for a rchearsal, though
inconvenient at the moment for Bunter.

“You have condenmed and notes
Lucius Pella for taking bribes here of
the Sardians!” continued Wibley, who
was, apparently, taking the part of
Cassius in {the play. “Where in my
letters, praying on his side, because I
knew the mamn, were sh%htcd off 1

“You banged yourself to fight in
such a corpse,” answered Russell, who
seemed to bhe Brutus, taking a sguint
at a rather taitered and indecipherable
zcriph.

Yell fram Wibley |

"CGet it right, fathead ]! What do you
mean #? i

Russell took another squint,

“You banged yourself to write in
such a serape,” he amended.

“Tdiot 1” yelled Wibley.,
 “Here, I say,” broke in Ogilvy, “that
ain’t in Shakespeare! You've got it
wrong yourself, Wib!”

“ Dummy I roared Wibley. 1

“That ain’t, either1” said BSouiff.
“Dash it _all, Wibley, you might get
vour own lines right when you're taling
the rehearsal and ragging fellows for
forgetting their lines 1™

“I've got my lines right!” roarcd
Wibley. .

“Well, there i=n’t either ‘idiot' or
‘dommy’ in my copy,” said Squiff,
“ What Cassius saye next iz: ‘ As such a
times ——

“Y was talking to Hussell, asa!
You wronged yourself to write in such
g cause, you ass!™ roared Wibley,

“Fh—I haven't written anything1”

gaid Ruszell. *What ecauze do you
mean 1"
“Fathead! Assl That's Bruius

line 1 raved Wikley. .
“Oht Is it?” =aid Russell, with
another squint at his seript. “Oh, all
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right!  Fou wronged K‘:E“EE to write
in such a cause. You're sure it isn't
scrape, Wibley 1*

“Tdiot 1

“I say, you fellowg—"

“Get out, Bunter!” hooted Wibley.
“You're not in thisl Den't interrupt]
Look heve, got out| Shut that door!”

“Yes; get out, old fat man!” said
Bob Cherry, who was sitting on Lord
Mauleverer's big trunk, waiting till
wanted. “8hut the door after vou ¥

*“I zay, vou fellows, Qualeh is coming
up here 1" said Bunter. “FHe's seen a
light in the box-room, I think! You'd
better elear I

“Quelch can come up, if he lilkes, fat.
head! No harm in rehearsing * Julius
Cmzar' in a box-room,” answered Bob.

*I—I—I mean, he—ha—he said there's
a lot of row ing on here,” asaid
Bunter. “He's gﬁugmg up his cane.”

“If Quelech interrupts us, I'll jolly
well shy * Julius Cmsar’ at him ¥ ex-
clzimed the exasperated Wibler, * Shut
up, Bunter | Now, then, Russell [*

“You wronged yourself to write in
such & scrape—I mean, caunse,” gaid
Brutuns, i

TAF such a time as this, it is not
N f———t!

“1 say, you fellowg——>"

" Shut up, Bunter IV shrieked Wibley.

"I say, I—I belicve T can hear Qoeleh
coming ! HMe's in a fearful temper |”
urged Bunter. “I—I came up specially
to give you the tip.™ 3
. “8hut wp! At such s time as this,
it 13 nol meet—>"

Wibley earried on with Cassius’ speech
regardless of Bunter. Bunter eyed him
with an exasperated blink.

It was true that ik was no buginess
of the amateur theatrical performets if
Bunter broke House bounds after
lock-up,  They had no right to stop
him if he chose to crawl out of the
hox-reotnn window and clamber down
from the leads. But it was quite pos-
sible that they might, sll the same-—
especially Bob Cherry, who was wery
likely to think it up to him to save
the fat Owl from hunting for trouble.
Bunter did not want to rtisk being
stopped ; this was almost his last chanece
of getting on. He could not get out in
pr&]f, and after prep came dorm.

“I say, Bob—" he recommenced.

“Blut up, old chap I”

“But, I say, Wharton asked me to
tell you he wanted you in the

sind 4
& '_[y'ell him I'm busy !

“1 think it's rather important, old
chap. I—I think he—he's fallen down
andphrn-l-:en his leg—"

“Wha-at " i

“I'd go, old chap, if T wera youl”
said Bunter, eveing Bob cagerly. “He
—he was groaning in awful agony—"

Tob Cherry rose from Lord Maule-
verer's frunk.

Bunter’'s fat face brightened. Once
that beast was off the scene, he could
risk it; Bob was the likelicst one to
stop him in transit,

Boh eame towards the box-room door.
There, to Bunier's surprise and annoy-
auel::, he grasped the fat Owl by the
neck.

“Y don't know why you've come up
here telling erammers, old fat por-
poise 1” said Bob. “But if you think
it’%‘ funny, I don’él Take thatl”

apl

“Yoooop ¥ roared Bunter,
head tapped on the door,

“ And that ¥

an  his

Tapl
“ ¥ow-wooop 17
“ And now buzz off before I baot you

down the stairs 1" said Bob cheerfully.
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He rolled Bunter out on the landing
and slammed the box-room door on him.
The fat Owl, gurgling with wrath,

stooped to the keyhole, and yelled
through 1t:

" Beast ™

Then he rolled away.

Wibley & Co. carried on with * Julius

Cresar,” evidently booked in that box-
room till prep. %[‘hem was no way ouk
for Bunter :

Already that day it had seemed asg if
the stars in their courses were fighting
against Bunter getting that guid on
Crackerjack. Now, clearly, they were
up to the seme game again. The fat
sportsman began to wonder whether he
p?cﬁﬁ would got that quid on Cracker-
jac '

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
In or Out?

] BAY, vou fellows !
Billy' Bunter rolled into the
Rag. After lock-up & good many
of the Remove were thers, among
them the members of the famous Co
who were not attending the box-room
rehearsal. Carter was there, and he
was still in doubt as to whether his
intended vietim had got in touch with
& bookie. He gave the fat junior a
very pencirating look as he rolled in.

It was dark outside, and the light, of
course, was on in the Rﬂﬁ- .
Bunter rolled across to the windows.

The Hag had windows on the guad-
rangle. It was rather a long drop for
a fellow like Bunter; still, it was prac-
ticable. Onrly 1t was rather awkward
for a eportsman to break House bounds
under the eyes of two or three dozen
other fellows, Nobody was likely io
call the aitention of a master or a
gmiﬂn#; still, it was injudicious. Bnt

unter was—or thought he was—equal
to that little diﬂ"‘-c'ﬂltt!:.u He pulled the
curkain aside, opened the window, and
blinked out into the dusky quad,

“Shut that window. fathead ! called
out Bolsover major. * There's a beastly

draught 1"
He blinked

Buntor did not hecd.
round at the Co.

“Heolp a chap out* he said. “I've
left my Latin grammar on the seat
under the elms, whera I was mugging
it up after class. I shall want it in
prep.”

“Azs|” paid Harry Wharton, “Ask
Quelch for leave to go out and get it:™

“1 don't want to see Quelch. He
who me this afterncon through
Hacker making out that I went to his
study. I can cut across and get it all
right,” said Bunter. * We've got Virgil
in prop to-night, so I shall want my
JEneid,”

“Your /Eneid ! said Iarry, staring.
“Have vou left that out in the quad as
well as your Latin grammar ¥

“I=—I mean, my Latin grammar !
amended Bunfer hastily. “ Yoeu might

help & fellow down, Wharton. It's
rather a drop.”

“Fathead | Ask Quelch, and go out
at the door.”

“I'm nob going to ask Quelch! Ie
m}:r%htn'h believe me,” explained Bunter,
“He's doubted my word before, as vou
- Enow.”

“What doos that silly ew] want fo go
out infe the quad for?” asked Johnny
Bull, staring at Bunter,

“Haven't I just told you?"" demanded
Bunter, “I've gob to get my Algebra.
I left it on the seat—I mean, my Virgil
~—that is, my Latin grammar. I want
it in prep presently.”

Tneg MAGKET LisRART.—No. 1,568,
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% 8hall I eut out and get it for you "
aslked Johnny sarcastically.

Had Bunter really left a hook out of
the Houwse he would certainly have
jumped at that offer., Now he did not
junp. -

“0h, yvou'd never find it!” he said.
“You're rather an ass, old chap-—thanks
gll the same! Lend me a hand out of
this window, Nugent.”

“I'll lend you some school-books in-
stead,™ suggested Nugent, with a grin.

“0Oh, I'd rather have my own books,
old chap! I don’t believe in borrowing
books—or borrowing at all, if yvou come
ta that. Neither a borrower ner a
lender be, you know, as Efokeshﬂve
savs—I mean Bhakespearve. Inky, old
chap, give me & hand out of this
window, will you "

“The answer is in the absurd nega-
tive, my 1diotic Bunter !

“Beast ! I spy, Bmithy ”

“Go and eat coke I snid the Bounder,
“'ltiﬁmt Imkiilg rm?tﬂfi ,

“"Rotter ! =6y, Redwing—"

“ Fathead "

“Toddy, old man—-="

“You're not going cut, yvou howling
ass 1" said Peter Todd. ¥ It's a whopping
for breaking House bounds.  Haven't
you had enough whoppings for ono
day ™

“Well, you sece, I've got to get my
gromeiry book—-="

“What a collection of books Bunter’s
left out in the quad!™ remarked
Skinner, “ A whole school outfit!”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“I mean my Algebra—that is, my
Latin Virgil=—grammar! Well, if you
cads won't lend a fellow a hand, I can
manage without. Keep that door shut.”

“You fat ehump ! exclaimed the cap-
tain of the Remove. “Stay where you

are.”
He put his

“¥Vah 1" rolorted Bunter.
head out of the window, and blinked
into the February dusk. "I say, one of
vou might help a fellow

* Nobody's going to do anything of tha
kind, fathead !”

Carter came towards the window,

“I don't zee why Bunter shouldn't
fetch his book in, if he chooses,” he said.
“I'll help you out, if you like, Bunter.”

" Oh, thanks!” said Bunter, in sur-
prize.

Thiz was the sccond time that day
that Carter had vnexpectedly come to
the rescue. Bunter began to think that
he had rather misjudged Arthur Carter.
This, Bunter thought, was jolly good-
natured of him !

Other fellows did not get that im-

ression, however. Harry Wharton &

0. gave Certer rather grim looks.
Wharton came over to the window, '

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

“I mean what I egay,” answered
Carter. “If Bunter wants his book for
prep, why shouldn’t he feteh it int™

“¥eos, rather!” said Bunter. *Lend
me & hand, old chap!”

“You know that Bunter is lying, the
same 23 we do,” said Harry Wharton
unceremoniously. I don’t know why
he wants to break bounds, but he's not
left & book in the quad, and he's not
geing after it, and you know it."

“1 don’t know it. I don’t see why
ven should set Bunter down as o liar
every time he opens his mouth,” said
Carter coolly. “He says he has left a
ook out, and T suppose he knows what
he's talking about. 1'm going to help
him ount. ELLH. we may &3 well have it
clear,” He turned to Bunfer. **You've
really left o school-Look out in the quad,
Buntey 7

“¥oez, rather! Cerlainly 17 answered
Bunter, premplly,

*Well, it's againzt the rules to go oub
in lock-upzs, but Queleh wouldn't mako
much fuss about a fellow going out for
a schogl-book. I shall certainly help
vou out if you want to go,”

“Thauks, old chap1”

Vernon-8mith looked round.

“You fat frump!"” he said. “Carter
knows you're poing out to hunt for
trouble, and he's going to help you all
he exn.”

“Yah!" retorted Bunter.

Harry Wharton eet his lips. It was
clear t0 every fellow in the Rag that
Buuter was, as ususl, prevaricating, and
he could nobt believe that it was not as
clear to Carter as to everyone else.
Hemembering Bunter's attempt to get in
at the Three Fishers that day, Wharton
could make a guess at his real inten-
tionts, and he strongly suspected that
Carter could, also. At all events, he
was not going to let the obtuse fat Dwl
get on with it

Carter helped the fat junior into the
window. As Bunter sprawled there,
with his fat head ouiside, and his fat
legs  still  inside, Harry Wharton
grasped Carter by the shoulder and
spun himm away.

Then he grasped the window-sash and
shut 1t down.

There was a loud howl from Bunter.

Az he was half oub of the window, the
sash shub down acrozs his podgy back
and pinned him there,

Outside the window he twisted round
his head, and blinked furiously through
hig big spectacles, Inside, his fat legs
thrashed wildly. .

There was: a roar of laughter in the
Fag.

Carter stageered three or four paces
away, Then he recovered himself and
game back towards the window with a
red and angry face,

“You cheeky egd ! he panted.

“Btand bacl 1"said the captain of the
Remove quietly: “If you lay a finger
on that =azh, Carter, I'll knock you
spinning 1"

“Hear, hear!” lﬁinned Johnny Bull.

Carter clenched his hands.

*What are vou meddling for " he ex-
claimed. *What business i3 it of vours
if Bunter goes out to fetch n book P

“0h, shut wp!” said Harry uncere-
moniously. “ You're not landing that
fat fool in trouble this time, Carter!
Stand back, 1f you don’t want a scrap
on your hands!”

Carter, for a moment, looked like
gpringing af the captain of the Remove:
but he thought better of it, and stood
back, with a shrug of the shoulders. Ho
did not want o serap with the captain
ot the Formi; neither would it have been
of any vse to him, for the other members
of the Co. were ready to see that he did
not let Bunter out.,

Meanwhile, Billy Bunter was strug-
gling and kicking frantically. Hia in-
furiated voiee was heard from without.

“Beast! Lomme go! I eay, you
fellows, make him open that sash!—I
say, I've got to fetch my Crackerjack—
I mean, my Latin Algebra—that 1s, my
grammar ! Will yon let me out of this,
you awful beast ™

“Will vou come in if T lift the sach,
fathead 7 inquired Wharton.

“INo!” yelled Bunter,

“Hand me that eushion, Mauly I

“¥Yans, old beant!” Lord Alauleverer
handed over the eushion from his arme-
chair.

Wharion swung it in the air.

“Cloming in. Bunter

“Beazr! Noi! Rotter! Nol™

Whop !



*! Hallo, what are you going to do with that rope ?'* asked Peter Todd, genially, as he looked Into ﬂ:;e
“Eh? One, you ass !

necks have you got, Bunter 2

The cushion descended, hard and
heavy., The yell that emanated from
William George Bunter rang across the

guad.

“¥Yarooch! Owl TYowl 8Stop it,
Wharton, you beast! I eay, Carter,
make him stop bl Wow [*

“Coming in, old fat man

“¥arooch! No! Beast! Owl®

Whop !

“Ha, ha, hal"

“Like to come in?" _

“Owl Wow! ¥es, i you likel®
howled Bunter. Tweo whops from the
cushion secmed to be enough for
Bunter., “Open that window, wou
beast! I'll come in! I—I want to
como in.™

Harry Wharton laughed.

“"Well, if you want to come in I’ll let
you 1n 1" he said.

£t HB; ha” hﬂ. {2

The captain of the Remove pushed up
the sash.

Bunter, whose word was not often his
bond, made & wild effort to wriggle out
8z soon as he was released from the
pressure of the sash.

DBut as Frank Nugent grasped one fat
leg, and Johnny Bull the other, he had
no chauce of wrig;gling out. He had to
wriggle in. He landed on the floor of
the Rapg with a bump and a howl, and
Harry' Wharion closed the window,

Ruuter sat on the Boor and roared.

“Ow! Deast! I'll jolly well get that
quid on Crackerjack, all the same, and
blow the lot of you!l DBeasts! Ow 1"

“What about booting him?* asked
Johnny Bull.

“Good ege! Go it "
Dilly DBunter did not stay fo be
booted. Ile jumped away and scuttled

out of the Rag, and the hour of prep
found Bunter still within the walﬁ of
the llouse, and the quid as far as
ever from getting on Crackeriack.

EVERY SATURDAY’

|

i
R

el 11 s
————

R L L.

Wharrer you mean ? **
you'll want it later [ ** explained Peter.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.

Roped In |
i RETD 1" gaid Bunter bitterly.
He blinked moresely at tha
hooks on the table in Etudg
MNo. 7, and at Peter Todd an
Tom Dutton, who were sitting down to
prep.

No fell::-g' in the Remove, probably,
really liked prep, but it was one of the
things that had to be done. Toddy and
Dutton wera getting on with it. Bunter
had no idea or intention of getting on
with it. Much more important matters
than prep cecupied his fat mind.

Bunter waz gotting quite desperate.
Somehow, anyhow, he had to get that
?utad on Crackerjack before it was too
ate,

He had no doubt that Bill Lodgey
would teke him on, once he got into
touch with that frowsy gentleman.
On that point, Bunter was right. He
was, in fact, exactly the "mug" that
Biil Lndge%_ liked to mect. Mr,
Lodgey would have had no objection
whatever lo annexing Bunter's quid.

But the dilicultics in the way of

get-ting in touch with Mr. Lodge
seemed insuperable. They were cnoug
to discourage any fellow, cexcopt a

follow who saw before him a dazzling
vision of wealth—easy moncy to bo had
for the trouble of picking it up
Buntcr was not going to lose o for-
tune, eimply because & lot of meddle-
some fellows butted into his private
atfairs. Not Bunter.

Everybody scemed to be against
Bunter—even  the  Bounder, who
dabbled in bets and gifc-gccs him-
self. From only one fellow, in fact,
had he received any help or sympathy
~-and that fellow was his rival, Carter.
Which really might have enlightened
Bunter, had he possessed the intel-
lectual facultics of the average rabbit,

=l |,

== = il i
study. ** How many
“ I mean, you'd better not break i

Dut the average rabbit was an inicl
lectual prodigy, compared with the fat
ornament of the Greyfriars Remove.

Bunter was as determined as ever
He did not touch his prep; he did not
even think of it, except to dismiss the
gubjcct with a sniff of scorn.

Prep—at such a time as this! Nero
fiddling, while Rome Lburned, was
nothing to it.

Poler and Dutton worked, while
Bunter sat in  the armchater, and
gloweredl over his big speetacles,

He was anxious for prep to be over,
Flans had formed in Bouter’s fak

brain; but to ecarry themn owt, ho Load
to have tho study to himsclf,

“You'll got into a row with Quelel,™
Peter Todd warned him, when prep
was half througle.

“Blow Quelch!”  snorted Dunter.
"Whao cares for Quelch?”

“If he puts you on con—"

“Blow con !

Bunter apparcently was bent on
understudying  the schoolboy in tlio
song, who “scamped his prep, and who
skewed his con, whenever his Fomn
beak put him on.”

“Didu't you tell me you wanted to
geh o pood report thiz term ¥’ nsked
Petrr.

“Eh? Ves™

“Is this how you're sciting aehout

gebting 169"

“Oh, rats!”

Peler gave a shrug and resumed
work. *rosontly  he  stooped  and

glanced under the table, Beveral timea
hiz foot kicked against sormetling there,
and he wondered what it was,

He stared at o coil of rope.

“What ithe dickens—"" he .ejacu-
lated.

Bunter sat up.

“Hoere, you leave that alone!” bho
cxclaimed.
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®*You blithering Owl!® exclaimed,
Peter. “What have you sneaked that
rope into the study forf" .

“{h. nothing!" said Bunter hastily.
“In—in fact, I—1 didn’t bring it here.
I pever got it out of the Fitth Form
box-room, Peter I—1 wonder how it
got in the etudy really.”

Poter Todd gave him e fixed look,
and then resumed prep, without further
remark, much to !gunwr'a relief.

Prep was over at last—to Bunter's
further relief, And he was glad fto
seo that Toddy prepared to leave the
stody at once. He had dreaded that
the ﬁ-e:mt might hang aboutb.

“Come on, Dutton!” said
“Coming down to the Rag?"’

The deaf junior glanced round the

study.
“Fhat bag? he asked. "I can’t

Peter,

?m?a bag at do you want & bag
arl"”

“Rag |” roared Peter.

“Rng*? A bag for rag? What do
ou mean. Toddy? Vou're not col-
ecting rage, 1 suppose?” asked Dutton,
in astonishment.

“Oh erumbs ™

“Plums! If you want a bag for
Biums. there's & gapm- bag in the cup-
ard, if that's what you mean. Where
are the plums?”

Without sanswering that
Peter took his deaf t}‘:&! by
and led him out of the study. _

Bunter grinned with satisfaction
when the door closed on them.

He got busy at once.

There was not much time, betlween
prep and dorm, for an expedition out
of bounds. But it was now or never.
The fat junior drag the ooil of
rope out from under the table. It was
guite & long rope He had mede =
eollection of box cords in the Fifth
Form box-room, and joined them to-
gether with uncommon industry. He
hed doubled them and trebled them,
to mske sure that they would bear
his weight

Now he fastened one end to & Ie%
of the ermochair. with a multiplicity o
koots to make sure of it.

The other end he carried to the study
window. N

Descending from a study window, by
means of & rope, was not an exploit
that appealed to Bunter. Bub it was
s case of any port in a storm, This
was his last chance of getiing on
Crackerinck, unless he broke dormitory
bounds after lights out—a very desper-
ate resource. Bunter had thought it
out, laid his plans, and made up his
fat mind WNow he was going to do
it—at least, he thought that was.

Unfortunately, as he put a fat hand
on the window to open i, the stud
door rcopened. and Peter Todd locke

ueation,
8 arm,

in.

“Hallo! What are you going to do
with that rope?”’ asked Peter gemally.
rEleEr blinked at him with a deadly
a1EN] .

“Hegit. 1 thought you'd gone down
to—

“I sort of fancied wvou would,”
soreed Peter. “How many nocks have
you %ut. Bunter ¥

“Eh? One, you assl
mean ¥

“1 mean, you'd better not break it
You'll want it later,” explained Peter.

“0h, don't be an azs ! T sy, is that
Wharton ecalling you?

“1 don't seem fto hear him.™

“1 think I'd go and see, Peter, I—I
think he wants to speak to you about
the football.”

“What are you

I’G‘EI'E le
Oh, nothing [''
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“Not thinking of sliding down it
from the window?”

“(Oh, no: nothing of the kind! I'm

not going to get out of the window,
Taﬂdg;."
“Right in one; youw're not,” sesented

Peter. “I'm going to ses that you
don’t, old fat ass!l”

Peter Todd grabbed the rope; then
he grabbed Bunter.

. “Hands off, you cheeky beast”
roar unter. are— Ow

ed B Lock b Qw!

If you bump me over on the floor,
you rotter, I'll—— Yaroohl!”

Bump |

Bunter landed on the study floor.

Peter cheerfully lt:mEﬁd the rope
round him, and tied s knot. Bunter’s
fat arms were pinned down to his
podgy sides, Then Peter wound the
rest of the rope round the armchair,
and knotted it again

“That all right!” he asked.

““‘Beast 1" roared Bunter.

“I'l give you o look in _before
dorm,” ‘said Peter. “Au revoir, you
bold, bad blithering bloater!”

“Don't you leave me tied up like
this, you ge:a.:sl;-l" yelled Banter, wrig.
I.;iﬁ wﬂd!;} in the ru;:ltir. b‘ I t&-ﬁff-
y— I say, you rottem bru
I say, old chap—dear old beast—I
meﬂein dl-ea.r old chap~—— Ohk ecrikey "

am

The study door closed after Peter

Todd. ;
Bunter was left to wriggle.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAFTER.

In the Sillly Night !

INGATE of the Bixth saw
lights out for the Romove
that night.

Probably he noticed a good
many smiling faces in the dormitory.
Among them, however, was one that
was not smiling.

Billy Bunter’s fat face was morose
and grim.

By that time all the Remove knew
that Bunter had, somehow or other,
got hold of the necessary guid, and
was frantically eager to get it on that
wanderful horse, Crackerjack, who was

ging to win at five to one—perhaps !
ft was quite a joke in the Remove by
this time. .

Tho case of a fellow who was taking
up blagging, and begging earnestly
for the sack, had its serious aspects
But it was rather diflicult to take
Buntzr, the blackguard, seriously. His
fatuous essay in blackguardism strack
the Bemove fellows echiefly as funny.

Now that it was bed-time, and the
Lower Fourth shepherded off to their
dormitory, most of the fellows econ
sidered that Dunter was safe

Even if he thought of taking the
desperate step of breaking bounds
after lights out, he was not likely to
got on with it. Onee his fat head was
on the pillow, Bunter was booked till
morning. There were gsome things that
Bunter could do really well. 1o could
eat more than any other fcllow at
Croyfriars. ITe could talk the hind-leg
off & mule. And he could slecp in a
way that left Rip Van Winkle merely
an mlso ran. In that line the Seven
slecpers of Ephesus had nothing an
Bunter, Whatever plans Bunter might
make for that night, it was fairly cer

tain that Morphens would get the
upper hand, and that the fat Qwl
would not  stir again, when onee

slumber’s chain had bound him.

That it was his intention to get up,
eficr going to bed, the juniors soon
had evidence, thourh fortunately for
Bunter, Wingate diﬁ not suspeet 1t

“Bunter'|” rapped out the prefeet
suddenly.

“Eh? Yes, Wingate.” Bunter,
sbout to clamber into bed, blinked
round at the captain of Greyfriars,

“You frowsy little slacker, what the
dickens do you mcan by gmr:lg to bed
with your socks on?” demanded
Wingate.

“Qh!" gasped Bunter,

And there was & general grin up and
down the Remove dormitory.

Bunter, evidently, had left his socka
on to save the troublo of putting them
on when he turned out in the mgbhh
That was evident fo the Remove, but
to Wingate it appeared only a specimen
of Bunter's lazy slackness. <

# [—I— It—it's c-c-cold, Wingate |
stuttered Bunter. “I—I've kept them
on to—to Leep my feet warm, you

know.”
“0old 1 asked Wingata. EqL g%tipped
“lake me

his ashplant into his hand.
to warm vou?”
“Oh!” gasped Bunter. “N-n-nol”

Ha discarded the socks, and crawled
into bed. 1

Wingate put out the lights, and the
Bomove were left to slumber.

Instead of slumbering, however, most
the juniors chuckled. Obvioualy,
Bunter intended to break bounds that
night. Equally obviously, he would be
fast aslesp when the time came! Where
fore did the juniors chuckle,

“Like me to call you, Bunteri™
asked Skinner. ‘' About midnight—
what 7"

“Ha, ha, ha " )

“Give Bill Lodgey my kind regards 1"
chortled the Bounder. * Put something
on for me, won't you, Bunter"

“]1—1 say, you fellows, I'm not gomn
to break 'Ec:unda to-night 1” sgueake
Bunter, “Don't any of you fellows stay
awake.”

*VYou're not, old fat man!"” chuckled
Poter Todd. "If I thought you were,
old porpoise, I'd tie you up agaio."

(1] B‘E‘ﬂ.ﬁt IH

“This 13 Bunter’s way of getting &
good report from Quelch for the term,"
remarked Hazeldene. * Quelch is sure
to give him & jolly mood ome if he
catches him out of dorm to-night.”

**Ha, ha, bhal”

“Oh, he won't be rough on a sleep.
walker,” said Smithy, ‘““and DBuntez
won’t go, uuless he walks in his gleep 1"

“I'm not going, you fellows—really,

you knogw! T'm going to sleep! I don't

;u ij?ze I shall ocpen my eyea till rising-
all,

“Even Bunter tells the truth some-
times, by accident!” remarked Bob
Cherry.

“Ha, ha, bhal”

Bnore |

*Gono to sleep, Bunter?” called out
Nugent.

“¥Yez, old chap—fast asleep I

“Ha, ha, ha ¥

“] eay, you fellows, don't keep on
cackling, when & fellow’s asleep—""

“Ha, ha, hal” yelled the Remove.

Snore ! .

Billy Bunter, with great astutenes
alfected to go to sleep. Ile enored an
snored ! Ile could see that his inten.
tion was quite well known to all the
Torm, thouch he could not guess how
they knew! DBut they did know, and
it would bo il.ist like some of the beasts
to stay awake and stop him when he
stavted on the wild and wooll
So he proceeded to convince
he was fast asleepl

Ior about five minutes Bunter, wake-
ful, made sounds of snoring. Thon the

genors became genuine. Bunter had
dropped off {

razzla !
em that



With his eyes shut and his mouth
open, the fat Owl of the Hemove slept
and snoved,

“Bunter!” called out Ilarry
Wharton,

Snore |

" Like a doughnut ¥

Snare |

Evidently, Bunter was really aslecp
this timoe |

Once asleep, he was safo till rising-
bell. Other fellows went to sleep, and
at fen o'clack only one member of the
Form was avale.

That one was Arthur Carfer!

Carter, of course, knew Bunter's plans
for tho night, as well as the rest. I'rom
that ¢ircumstance, ho knew that Bunter
had not yet made the plunge that he
wos so anxious for Bunter to make. Ho
knew, too, that now Dunter was asleep
nothing but the rising-bell was likely
to awaken himi—if even the risingbeil
did. Billy Bunter often snored on
while the rising-bell clanged, till
roused out by a friendly boot or a wet
EpOnge. L x

Carter lay awsake, thinking it over.
For another hour he waited. When
half-past ten chimed, the chime was
followed by DBunler’s steady snore.
Carter sat up in bed as eloven drew

ﬁlﬂl. ] 2

In the glimmer of starlight from the
high windows he could dimly make out
the other beds—from one of which pro-
cceded thoe unending melody of Billy
Bunter's snore |

He reached out, and picked uop a
slipper.  Taking careful aim, ho
whizzed 1t across to Bunter's bed.

It dropped fairly on a little fat nose!

smack |

Bunter's snore was suddenly changed
into a stariled squeak ! Kven DBuntor
awakened at a shpper smoacking on his
nosa |

" Dooooh I squeaked Bunter.

His eyea onpencd, and he blinked
round him in the gloom. Carter's head
was on his pillow again, and he made
no sound.

¥ Oooogh I’ repeated Bunter. “ What
—qoogh |

He sat up.

Thae slipper had slipped off, after
smacking on hiz nose. Bunter did not
know what had swakened him, but he
had & pain in his nose, and he rubbed
it. And hoe was awakel

With wakefulness came recollection.
He realised that while fully intending
to remain awake, he had dropped off to
glecp | By sheer luck he had awskened.
He crawled out of bed.

There was a gleam of light. DBunter
had beorrowed Toddy's electrio fash-
lamp from the study, all ready. By ifs
beam he locked at his watch!  The
watch had stopped. DBunter breathed
hard.

Ho knew that it must be late. He
had intended io turn out at half-past
ten, which was late cnough to he safe,
but not too late to catch Mr. Lodgey
at the Three Fishers. He realized now
that it wasa Jater than that. And as ho
stond shivering by his bed he lheard

eleven chimes, one after another,
tlm:m{h the stlf];.r night. It was cleven
o'clock !

Evidently, he had no time to lose.

With iufinite caution Bunter dressed
himself in the dark. There was no
sound in ihe dormitory but that of
steady breathing and a whisper of the
wind in the old trees in the quad. The
Remove were fast aszleep—and Bunter
was very eareful not to awaken them.

Dressed at last, the fat Owl groped
his way, slowly and cautionsly, to the
door, littlo drcaming that s wakeful
ear was lislening for the slightest sound.
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That car canght the sound of a door
opening and closing.

Carter grinned in the darkness,

Bunter was gone !

Carter had socceeded perfectly. It
had only boen neeessnry e waken tho
fat Owl—onnd he had awakened himl
Tha rest could safely be left to Bunter
himself

That unspeakable ass was going out
of bounds, at cleven o'clock at night!
Had Bunter desived to play Carter'a

ame for him he could not have played
it better!

One thing was nceded now—the dis-
covery, by Mr. Quelech, that Bunter's

was  emply in  the Remove
dormitory |

Carter smiled into the darkness.

Bunter, coming back from his nighi-
prowl, would find his Form-mastor wail-
mg for him! Whether he lied, or
whether he owned up, there was no
doubt that Quelch would learn where
Lie had been, and why. It was, in all
probability, the sack for Bunter—
at the very least, it was o Head's flog-
ging, and o report, that term, fhat
wonld kneck into small pieces any
chance he had of getting into the pood
graces of old Joseph Carter! And the
schemer of the Romove grinned into tho
darkness as he slipped ont of bed and
crept to the door—after Bunter|

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Three in the Dark !

¢ Y —I wouldn't ! murmured Hobson
of the Bhell,
Claude Hoskins sniffed.
“Perhaps yvou wonldn't!” Lo
said. " But I jolly weH would—and I

jolly well shall |

2]

nov Hﬂ.ﬂ'p:'n?' my musig, I know thatl
He's capable of pinching if, I belicve,
if he vnderstood 1ts valuoe I

Flosking buckled his braces.

“Everybody's in bed now,” he said,
“It's safe as housea Anvhow, I'm
gomg, Caich me letting him keep my
musig¢ 1

Jlande IToskina was grimly deler-
mined, [Te had spent quite & long {ime
that afternoon—in class, before Mr.
Hacker's ove fell on him—in seribblin
down that remarkable combination o
perieet fifths and diminished seventhe,

which e had no doubt was one of tho
most  remarkable things in_ modern
mugic—as perhaps it was. To recall

the exact vhrasing of these mayvellous
bars was imposzible; he had to get lis
copy back, or the masterpicce was in
tlanger of bheing lost to Hoskins—aud
lost 1o the world |

It was worih a little risk-—in faet, it
was worlh & lot: A lot or a litile,
Claude was going to risk it.

“But, I say—" murnmured 1lobby
feebly. * Buppose Ilackep—=——"

“T'm going,™

And Hoskins went

James Hobson was left in a state of
dismay—the only fellow awake in tho
Zhell, but too alarmed for his chum
to thank of going 1o slecp again.

Teally it was a rather serious matter
for any fellow te break dorm bounds
at eleven at night and go down to root
in 8 master's study for an article that
had been confiscated by that master,

And really, Hobby could not help
thinking old Hacker—Acid Drop, as he
was—was uot fearfully to blame for
having taken away the musie Cloude
had writien down 1n class when he was
supposcd to be doing Latin prose.

(C'ontinued on next page.)

“But suppose
Hacker's i

“He goes (o roost
at hali-past ten,
like clockwork.
That's why I've
waited till eleven.”

“Some of the
other beaks may be
up and—"

“I'm chancing
that 1"

“It means an
awful row if you're
copped, old man 1”
sal I:fu!:laﬂn, with
almost tearful
earnesiness. H
was sittin ug I
bed, in the Bhell
dormitory, peering
at his chumn, who
was tucking
pyijamas into
trouzers.  “*Tlacker
will miss that sheet
of musie from his
study, in the morn-
ing, even 1f you got
it_'_"'”

“Let hum! It's
minge, oin'g 1£7"

Yo bui—"

“TI'd have had it
this afteriioon if
the old goat had
pone to Courifield,
as ho told Quelch

he would ! OF|§ pyococundme the 3 i .
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Hacker was not an amiable Form-
mester, but even an amiable beal might
have jibbed at tha* and come down
rather heavy

It was certzin that he would be
awfully exasperate} if he found that
the confiscated paper had been taken
from his study He would know ab
once, of course, that Hoskins had
snooped it. In all Greyfriars, Hosking
was the only fellow who attached any
value to that arrangement of perfect
Bifths and dinnnished sevenths,

On the other hard, it was quite pos-
eible—indeed, probable—that THacker
had thrown it into hes study fire or his
wastepaper-basket.  Hobby could not
help hoping thar he had done one or
tho other; %r.-r, in eithor casze, he would
not {hen miss 1t and get on old Claude’s
track in the morning .

Hobby ‘was anxious for his chum; bub
Hosking was too keer on recovering his
musical composition, to be anxious for
himself. Still, he wa- very quiet and
very cautious as he stole away from the
Shell dormitory

Late as it was, somsa of the masters
might still bhe up, though there was no
doubt ihat Hacke, would have gons to
bed. Some of the Sizih might still be
up, in their studies, though that was
unijke'i}u

Hoskins did nov want to bo “copped,”
as Hobby expressed it.  He did not
want whoppings. lines, or detention,

| he wanted wa: that spot of mar-
vellous musie—mera:y that, and nothing
more. . “Copped ’’ out of his dormi-
tory, he was not likely to get hold of
it, so he waz cautious and doubly
cautiouga.

Creeping across the big landing te-
wards the etairs, Claudo Hoskins
stopped suddenly hi. heart beating.

The darknes wa- almost like pitch.
le could see nothing; but he could
hear—indeed, his cars ware very much
on the alert. And he heard o sound.

It scemca to hin like the sound of »
stealthy, shufiling footfall coming out
of onc of the many passages that
opened from that extensive landing, all
thie dormitories being on the samne fioor.

EHo listencd, wira quickening heart-

ts, for & repetition of the sound. If
some beak were prowling about—

Again came the sound—soft, stealihy,
and ecautious; but te his intent cors
unmistakably that o: & cautious footfall.

He stared i the darkness in the
divection of that sound.

A.a sudden gleam of light nearly
blinded him He blinked. The next
moment the light was gone again.

Hoskins knew what that meant.
Someonc coming along in the derk had
turned on & flashlamp for a second to
pick his way.

Wha the dicken. wos it}

Some young rotter going out of
bounds, perhaps. Vernon-B8mith of the
Remove, or Angel of the Fourth, or
Price of the Fifth? Or weas it & masler
or & prefect, prowling? Euaka_ané
prefects did prow! at times, Sometimes
a master would come up to give a dor-
mitory the once-over acker had been
known to prowl when suspicious that
some dormitory raid or pillow-fight was
schoeduled to take place after lights-out,
Suppose it was Hacker? r that
E’il'ﬂﬁ.‘:t-ﬁj‘ﬂ{! blighter old Quelch?
Hoskins felt extremely uneasy.

But his cue was silence and cover;
and ho backed silently across the land-
ing to the banisters and crouched thers
to give the unknown ene plenty of space
to pass on to the stairs i
- Faint footfalls camc in tho eilence;
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then he heard a grunt. He started s
he heard that

It was wildly impossible that a pis
could have got loose in the House an
started wangering about in the middle
of the night, but it sounded awfully
lika it

But really it ecouldn’t ba that.
Besides, & wandering pig could not
have turned on a flashlamp.

Flash came again It was nowhere
near Hoskins, but he crouched low
against the banisters and watched,
Whoever it was that was crossing the
big landing to the stairs had turned on
tho beam of the flashlamp again o sce
his way.

Thero was an answering flash to ﬂ]B
flash of the light: it came from a pair
of big spectacle- perched on a little fat
nose, _

The light was shut off again: but
Hoskins knew who it was now—that fat
es3 Bunter of the Bemove |

Why on earth Buuter of the Remove
was wandering out of his dormitory at
that hour was a mjfsferg: to Hoskins,
but it did not intercst him; he only
hoped that the fat chump would not
kick up & row and somebody while
he—Hoskins—was on the track of the
musical masterpioce.

Another glimmer
from ‘the staircase. Bunter was creep-
ing down the stairs Hoskins watched
over the banisters in the darkness,

A gleam: sgain—from the lower land.

came=—thiz time

ing. Apparently Bunter was heading
for the Remove, for he did not
appreach the lower stairs, Anvhow,

Heskina was done with him. Bunter
had gone up the Bemove gﬂmag&.

He crept away from the banisters and
approached the stairease. Dunter was
off the scent—if Bunter mattered.
Hosking roached the stairs—and there,
with a sudden heort-beat as before, he
halted again.

There was & stealthy step in the dark-
ness behind him—at least, Claude Hos-
kins was sure that therec was.

He spun round and stared breath-
lessly, Was some other fellow out of
his dormitory as well as Bunter? Or
waa it & beak this time! Perhaps a
beak after Bunter: Hoskins panied a
little as he tried to penetrate the gloom
with his startled eyes Passibly his
panting reached ears as intent as his
aewn. At all events, there waz no
further sound from the landing.

For a long mnate Hosking stood
listening ; Lut al! was still, and he con-
cluded at last that he must have been
mistaken hlistaker or not, he was
going down to Hacker's study alter that
musical masterpiece

And, stepping stealthily on the stairs,
he went.

T —

THE SIXTEENTH CHAFTER,
Tracked !

RTHUR CARTER stood silent,
A listening, his ears intently on
the stramn.
He hardly breathed az he
stood and streined his sharp ears.

He was not man minutes behind
Bunter. )

Silently and stealthily he had fol-
lowed the fat junior from the Remove
dormitory. He hid to make sure that
Bunter was actually out of the House
before he causzed Qualeh to turn out and
coma on tho scene

That Bunter had left the Remove
dormitﬂr;.' with the intention of * break-
ing out’ and getting away to szee the
much-desired bookie, Carter had. no
doubt.

All the Remove knew DBunter's an upper window,

gamea, and Carler as well as anyone
else.  Still, he had to be sure.

Bunter was nok, in ordinary cireum-
stances, given to breaking out. But he
had been known more than once to pay
a nocturnal visitto a study where some
fellow had left & cake or a bag of
doughnuts; it was even rumoured in the
Remove that Bunter bhad burgled the
larder in his time. )

That, indced, was much more hke
IBUIlf'EI‘ than breaking out at night to
SC8 & TACINE man.

Carter did not want to fake the
serious step of rousing Mr. Quelch and
bringing him on the scene only to find
that the fat Owl was guazling o cake
in Bmithy’s study or a bag of Jam tarls
in Bab Cherry's study.

It was easy enough to follow the fat
Owl, watch him leave the House—if he
did so—and then proceed to the awalen-
ing of Quelch.  Pitching & chair or
something down the stairs would in-
fallibly bring Quelch on the scene
whether he had gone to bed or not;

and it would Ieave no clue to Carter’s

hand in the matter, az Hhe would be
back in the dermitory, in bed, before
Quelch arrived on the spot But first
of ail he had to make sure that Bunter
was outside the House.

That there was anoiher fellow from
another Form abroad in the hours of
darkness, naturally did not oceur to
Carter. )

He was certainly not thinking of
Hoskins of the Shell—whom he hardly
knew, and of whose missing musical
masterpiece he knew nothing whatever.

When he heard e soft and stealthy
footfall on the landing he had not the
slightest doubt thab it was Bunter’s.

Whose ¢lee could it be, creeping In
the darkness? .

Carter stopped. He heard a panting
breath from the Eli:ﬂ:um and knew that
an unseen fellow had turned at the top
of the staivease and wasz listening.

He hardly venlured to breathe! He
had mno doubi—he never dreamed of
doubting—that this was Bunter; and
if Bunter took the alarm, the gome was
up—the fat junior would scuttle back
to his dormitory like a fat rabbit to its
burrow.

For a long minute Carter stoed,
BNXIONS.

Then, to his relief, he heard faint
sounds from the stairs, which showed
that the fellow ahead of him wae going
down |

All was welll ‘

With redoubled caution be followed.

Feeling his way by the polished osk
banisters, he trod on tiptoe, careful not
to make the slightest sound.

But the fellow ahead of him was not
quite so cautious. Relieved of his
apprehensions, Claude Hoskine was
pushing on his way; cautious, but not
so cautlous as the young rascal who was
tracking him in the belief that he was
Bunter. ]

On the lower landing Carter stopped
agnin, listening intently! He ra
expected Bunter to make for the Remove
passage, and the box-room there, with
its convenient window on the leads |
As, in fact, Billy Bunter had actually
done, hardly fwo minutes beforal

But the fellow ahead of Carter did
not do so! Hoskins had po business in
the Remove passage !

Carter, to his surprize, picked wup
sounds which showed that the fellow
ahead was descending the lower stair
Cads0.

Although, at that hour, everybody, or
nearly everybody, was in bed, this was
more risky than breaking out b
Carter wondere
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“ A boy of j Form, Quelch ! ** sald Mr. Hacker, in bis most acid tones. ** Perhaps you will ascertain why he Is here—and

has, apparently, been here all night | **

FB:-\’ﬂiﬂij' whether Bunter was, aftor
all, eading for the pantry—in which
case he had all his trouble tor nothing !

Hs wanted his rival for riches snaffled,
but for something rather more serious
than hiﬁgmg & ple from the pnutr:r.-.

Ha followed on cautiously, as before,

Likely enough—hec hoped, at least—
the fat ass intended to climb out of a

round-floor window, or unfasten some

ack door—or perhaps sneak out by way
of the Bixth Form lobbyl Anyhow,
he was going to track him, wherever
he went!

At the foot of the big staircase he
psused to listen again. He could eco
nothing—not a glimpse of the fellow
he was tracking; but again he heard
faint and stealthy sounds! To his
amazement he realised that the breaker
of bounds was heading for Mastcrs'
Passage.

It was trua that there was a door
on the quad, at the end of that passage.
But it was fearfully risky to uso it, if
a besk l_mﬁpunﬂd te _be up! ®iill,
Bunter might prefer that risk to that
of clambering out of a window ! Bunter
was no whale on climbing 1 ] ]

There waos no gleam of light in
\[asters’ Passage——not a single, solitary
gleam from under any doeor. Neither
was there a sound, nor a glimmer «of
light from the Common-room. Evidertly
all the masters had gone to bed.

Carter caught another stealthy
footfall, and another! Then they
stopped—nowhere near the outer door
st the passage’'s end. The unseen one
had stopped at a master’s study |

Carter heard a deor handle turn.

In ronewed amazement he realised
that tha breaker of bounds was entering
o beak's study !

Evidently—to Carter—DBunter's game
was to drop from a4 master's study
window to the quad-——uite an casy
mode of egress, 1f a fellow had the

Mr. Quelch stared at Carter like 2 man in a dream,

junior slept on.

nﬂﬂ;e te use B master's study as & way
out

A door opened guietly, and shut as
quietly ! The breaker of bounds had
gone wto a study !

It was Mr, Hacker's study that he had
entered.

Outside that door, Carter stood still
—waiting |

Still in the firm and fixed belief that
he had heen fracking Bunter, he bad
no doubt that, in those moments, tha
fat Owl was elambering out of Hacker's
window=—and he gave him time to get
on with it, and get through.

Listening intently, he could hear no
sound of an opening window. Either
Bunter was very stealthy and cauiious,
or he was already gonel But Carter
was 10 no haste. He gave his victim
plenty of time. Ile allowed five long
minutes to clapse. .

Then, and not til} then, he put hia
hand to the door-handle, turned it, and
opened the door of Hacker's study.

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Hoskins Knows How !

LAUDE HOSKINS shut off his
electrie-torch.
He shut it off promptly.
The sound of the door-handle
stirring was enough for Hoskins!

Instantly the atudy was dark.

There had only been a tiny gleam of
hight from a #iny pocket-torch 1n
Hoskins' hand—but sufficient for him to
search among the books and papers on
Mr. Hacker's table for that priceless
sheot of music.

Quite reassured, and nothing doubting
that he was the only fellow up, apart
from the fat Removite whoe had gono
up lhe Remove passago, Ioskins had

“* Carter 1*° be rapped. The

arrived i hizs beak’s study, shut tho
door after him, and started looking for
that sheet of music-paper, on which
were written symbols that looked like
mad ants and insane centipedes, but
were really erotchets and quavers, semi-
quavers and demi-semi-quavers, sha
and flats, perfect fifths and diminished
sevenths, ond other things of s liko
musical nature.

He had brought the tiny torch with
him, and he flashed it over the table—
hoping that it would reveal that musical
masterpiece.

But 1t did not!

There were Latin papers, thera were
all sorts of exsroiscs, t were books,
thero were some nuwsxpum—but thera

was nothing that 1| like & pro-
cession of mad ants and Insane
centipedes |

Hoskineg' music was not thero!

That Hacker would be Vandal

to destroy that priceless work, har
occurred to oskina,  Confiscated
articles were generally handed back et
tho end of the term, if of eny value.

Unfortunately, Horsce Hacker did
not know that Hoskinsg' musical works
wera of any wvolue. He nover even
51‘:5{:[-1:'.112[] that ! .

Never for o moment had it oceurred
to him that he had in his Form e

reater  musician  than  Beothoven,
flanam, or Mozart. Never had he
dreamed thet a fellow in the Shell out-
Wagnercd Wagner, and out Korsakeffed
Korsakoff |

Had to relate, Hacker ragarded that
amazing contraption of perfect fiftha
and duninishod sevenths as rubbish,
and, as rubbish, he had chucked it into
s wastepaper-basket [

Hosking could have found it in a
minute, by looking into the place which

Tie MaAgNET LisEagy.—No. 1,568,
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any other Greyfriars fellow could have
told himm was the proper place for itl

But Hoskinsg never thought of the
wastepaper-basket,

He rooled anxiously over the table,
silently and cauntiously, but very
thoroughly, and at the end of four or
fve minutes he had to reslise that the
masterpiece was not there!

Where had that unspeakable swab
Hacker put it?

Locked it up in a drawer, perhaps!
Desperate thoughts of smashing open &
locked drawer fitted through Claude
Hosking' mind.

But they wvanished suddenly at a
sound from the door; Fromptly he
shut off the torch1 He stood broathless.

The door was opening |

e was caught |

But was he

osking acted promptly.

Even as the door opened he ducked

sitd dodged under the table.

Under the table he was out of si%ht
if the light came on—and ho was, ad

he only known it, in close proximit
the missing masterpiece, for his elbow
touched the wastepaper-basket as he
crouched 1

He tried to still his breathing {

If Hacker caught him there—

He had no doubt, of course; that it
was Hacker! Who but Hacker would
be coming to Hacker's study, between
cleven a‘e%uck and midnight? Why the
master of the Bhell had come down he
could not guess; but he had not a
vestipe of doubt that it was Hacker!

He waited for the light to fHash onl

But it did not come |

It wan too dark in the study to see
anything. Foi what mysterious reason
Hacker entered without turning on the
light had Hoskine guessing—but ho was
gﬁ:& of it! )

The draught aleng the floor told him
that the door was still open. He heard
a faint sound of soft footstops crossing

to tha window At the window was a
pale gleam of starlight, between
curtains partly drawn.

That glimmer was blocked by a form
that stood and looked out of the
window! Hosking could discern that
much.

He was lost in amazement |

Why Hacker came down at that hour,
entered his study in the dark, and then
stood staring out from the window into
the quad was a mystery that no fellow
could be expected in penetrate.

But there it was—amazing os it was,
it was happening; and it gave Hoskins
& chance to ecscape. ; .

The figure at the window obvigusly
did not know thet he was in the study !
1f he stayed there withoat furping on
tha light for a few moments all was
0.KE. lor Hoskinal

Silently Hoskins crept out from under
the tabkle and reached the open door.
He was not thinking of further search
for the missing music now, he was think-
ing only of getting away safe from
Hacker. )

In & matter of seconds he was in the
doorway. The figure at the window had
naot stirred. He was quite unconscious
of Claude Hoskins |

That was plain to Hozkins!

And—at the doorway—Claude stopped.
His eyez gleamed. hat swab Hacker
had confiscated his priceless music—and
shoved it somewhere where he could not
find it! That swab Hacker had come
down' in the middle of the night and
stopped his search for the missing
ntusie ! That swab Hacker was going
to be made to sit up for the samc—as
easy o6 falling off & form! THoskins
knew how |
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With great care and stealth Hoskins
extracted tho key from the inside of the
door. He made no sound.

Equally soundlessly he inserted it in
the outside of the lock!

Then suddenly he drew the door shut
from the passage side and turned the
key, with a sharp click!

Heo did not care if Hacker heard him
now ! Hacker could not ses through o
locked oak door |

From within the study came a startlod
exc ation |

Hozkins did not stay to listen to it !

Ho cut away !

A fellow who had locked his beak in
hia study could not get off the scene too
quickly I Hoskins got off it very quickly
indeed! He almost raced !

In about a minute he was back in the
Shell dormitory !

Haobby's voice came from the gloom.

“That you, Claude?” _

“It's me |" breathed Hoskins, He was
tearing off trousers in great haste.

¥ Got 161"

“No! But I got Hacker "
“ Hacker 1" gasped Hobson.

“The old goat came down, and never
turned on the light—gdodness knows
whgl e never saw me ! I got out and
locked him in I '

“Oh erikey I

“He can rouse the House, or stay
there till morning—blow him ("

“0Oh erumba 1™

Claude Hoskins tumbled into bed.

“Oh jiminy 1" said Hobson.

He was alarmed! Hoskins was
amused ! Neither of them dreamed thas
Mr. Hacker was fast asleep in bed, as
he had been for thoe last hour—and that
Arthur Carter of the Remove, locked in
Hacker’s study, was wondering dizzily
who had locked him in, and why |

el S

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bolster fer Bunter !

ILLY BUNTER breathed hard
and deep.
Heo almost snorted with fury.
Bunter was at the door of the
Romove box-roon:.

His plans were cut and dried. The
rehearsal party had stopped him from
using that mode of exit early in the
evening. But the rehearsers were all
fast asleep in the Remove dormitory
now. There was nobody to stop Bunter !

All he had to do was to gat into that
box-room, clambar out of the window
on to the leads, slide down the rain-pipe,
and that would be that!

Why the box-reom door did not open
readily, as usual, to his fat hand Bunter
did not realise at first.  But he knew
that it did not apen! Then it dawned
on him that the box-room was locked
and the key gone.

He breathed fury.

That beast Bob Cherry had done this,
of course! That beast had guessed wh
Bunier had interrupted the rehearsals
of “Juliuve Cwmsar®” in the box.-room,
Bunter saw it all! The rehearsers were
Ecme—hut unfortunately one of them

ad locked the box-reomn door and taken
away the key. leat the fat Owl should
seck egress that waw after the rehearsal.

“Beast 1" hissed Bunter.

There was no way out by way of the
Remove box-room for the sportive Owl
of the Remove !

With deep {eelings, the fabt junior
tramped down the hox-room stair again
into the Remove passage.

He had to find some other way out!
He disliked the idea of going farther
downstairs, but there was no choleo in

the matter now !l The door of the Sixth
Form lobby was his next resource,

Breathing wrath, the fat Owl crept
away down the Remove passage again
to the landing at the end,

Hs had almost reached the lower
staircase when a sudden alarming sound
startled his fat ears—the sound of some-
body running up the stairs in the dark!l

Bunter jumped. -

He almost squeaked aloud in his sur-
prige and alarm ! .

In the darkness he could see nothing,
but he could hear distinctly the burried
footfalls on the stairs.

Of the proceedings of Hoskins and
Carter that eventful night Bunter, of
course, knew nothing! He had not the
remotest idea that any fellow but him.
salf was up |

That Carter had tracked Hoskins to
Hacker's study in mistake for Bunter,
that Hosking had locked him in in nris.
take for Hacker, and that Hoskins was
cutting back to his dormitory with more
Eﬁ&ed than caution, after that exploit,

e fat Owl naturaﬂy could not guesa.

All Bunter know was that somebody
was running up the lower stairs in the
dark directly towards him.

Visionz of frowning beaks, of Bixth
Form prefects on the prowl for breakers
of bounds, deoced before Bunter's
terrified mind.

He turned and fled.

He cut across the landing to the upper
stairs and bolted up those stairs like a
frightened rabbit. i

Un the dormitory landing he paused a
second to listen. The footfalls were
following him, coming up the upper
staircase.

He bolted on. . 2

Breathless, scared out of his fat wits
in terror of feeling an official hand
grasping his fat shoulder, Bunter
scudded into the passage leading to the
Remove dormitory. ]

The footfalls behind him followed no
farther. They died away in the
direction of the Bhell dormitory!
Hoskins had got home |

By the time Hoskins reached the Shell
dorm Bunter reached the Remove
dorm. He grabbed open the door and
scuttled in.

“DOh crikey 1" gesped Bunter when he
was sefe inside, amd he shut the door
and cut across to his bed.

Bump 1

Yelll i

Bunter pumped into tho bedstead in
the derk. He stumbled and sat down.
Hiz startled howl echoed along the
Remove dormitory.

Five or six fellows awoke| Three or
four voices betame audible.

“Who's that?™

“ What's that row "

“Is thﬂi.t Buﬁmtar v

‘That fat chump—"

Peter Todd sat up in bed, groped for
s moetchbox, and struck a mateh. The
flicker revesled a fat, Eturfl«ad face and
a pair of gleaming spectacles,

EEuntef 1 huw%edp%eten

“ Bunter, you blithering Owl 1™ hooled
Bob therrjl'(.

e u

“Ho wo s after all ! chuckled
the Bounder. “How the dooce did he
wake up? Has there been a thunder-

cla_p?

“By gum, I'll boot him all round 1ha
dorm 1¥ exclaimed Peter.

“I—I say, you fellows, quict 1" gasped
Bunter. “ For %‘mdnﬂss' eake quiet!
They're after mel Oh crumbs!™

“Who's after you, you Owl?"™

“A prefect, I think—it might he
Quelch! He nearly got me on the
stairs| Oh crumbs! He may be hers
any minute | gasped Bunter.

Bunter kicked off his shecs. Without



waiting f{o remova anything eclso he
pliged headlong into bed and drew
the bedclothcs over him., He was in
torror every moment of tha dormitory
door opening, to reveal the sternly in-
quiring countenance of Mr, Quelch.

“Have you been out?” demanded

Pcter.
“Numuo! I—I couldn’t get the box-
room door open 1" gasped Bunter.
“"Ha, ha, ha 1"
“If it was you, Cherry, you beaste—"
“Right on the nail, 1:3:,1 fat man |”

chuckled Bob,

_ “I say, Peler, put that light out, you
idiot 1" gasped Bunter, as Toddy ignited
g candle-end. “I tell yon they may bo
here any minute! I was chased up the
steivs and across the landing !

“Can't hear anybody coming [ said
Smithy,

“Ha was after me! Ha must have
#pottod e somehow in the dark ! T tell
yoit he chased me up the stairs and
aeross the landingl I—I think he
miszed me there and cub on towards the
Shell dovp ! But if he comes here—-*

“If he comes here he will ze0 me
holstering you for breaking bounds after
lights out!"” said Peter Todd, gmetting
out of bed,

“Beast | Will vou be quiet?” hissed
Bunter. T shall be taken up before the
ead if I'mn spotted 1™

“Well, why shouldn’t sou bhe 1™

" Deast [M

Peter Todd picked wp the bolster from
his bed. He stepped towards Bunter,
with the bolster in both hands.

The fat junier blinked at him in
mingled wrath and apprehension, He
did not want the bolster—and still less
did he want to be spotted, if the prowler
of the night came to the HRemove dormi-
tory looking for the breaker of bounds!

But a3 there waz no sound outside the
dormaitory, it was evident that nobod
was coming to the other fellows, anﬂ
Peter got on with the good work

wipal

(1] E}..ﬁ.. I

Swipo !

" Yaroooh I" ]

Swipe, swipe, swipel

Peter had & heavy hand with a
}m]f.teﬂ He swiped hard, and he swiped
ast.

Billy Bunter wriggled and howled
under hia blankets, as the swipes
descended.

“Leave offl Gerraway! ©Oh, you
rotter ! I'll punch your head, Toddy!
Wow! Oh erikey! Will you stoppit?
Beast! Oh crumbs! Owl?

“Give him a few mora for me,
Toddy I called out Bob Cherry.

“I say, you fellows—wow!
Wow 1" roarcd DBunter.

Bwipe, swipe, swipe, swipe!

“Oh! Ow! ow! OQoococh!™ howled
Bunter.

“There ' goasped Toddy, * Feel liko
breaking bounds again, old fat asafd
Feel like going on the tiles now?
What i .

“Wow! PBeast! Oh scissorsl”

Peter coased swiping at last. He was
rather broathless, and a little tired.
Puntor wias more than a little tired.

Oh, you boast——"*

Ow 1

*(h, mT' hat1”  exelaimed tho
Nounder suddenly. " That fat ass wasn'g
the only man up! Look 1™

“Carter 1" exclaimed Harry Wharion,

“Great pip 1"

“Carter's gone I'?

The Bounder had been the first to
notice Carter’s empty bed, in the flicker
of the candle-light] But a douen pairs
of eyes were turned on it now. Tha
Remova fellows etared at the empty
hed, Carter was not in the dormitory.
The bedelothes lay turned back, as he
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had left them when he jumped out, to
follow Bunter,

The Bounder chuckled.

“If o beak comes up here after
Bunter, Carter’s game 15 up ! he said,
“You'd better be bast asleep if & beak
blows in, Bunter.”

"Ow!l Wow! Yow "

Petor blew out the condle and got
back into bed.

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
Schemer’s Luck !

RTHUR CARTER stood in Mr,
Hacker's study in the dark in a
state of mingled rage and terror
and astonishment

quite unenviable.

Never had a young rascal been taken
g0 completely by surprise.

He had not doubted for a moment
that Bunter had got out by way of
Harker's study window. For what other
reason could the breaker of bounds have
coma to Hacker's study at all?

Looking from the window into the
starlit quad, he had had not the
remotest suspicion that anyone was in
the study with him.

Only the sudden shutting of the door
and the clicking of the key in the out-
side of the lock apprized him of that
fact—after the unseen one was gone !

Ho stood in dizmay and ndge.

Turning the door-handle only proved
beyond doubt that the door was locked
on the outside. He was a prisoner in
Hacker’s study.

Who had done this?

Bunter, of course ! It could only have
been Bunter—so far az Carter could
seal The fat Owl had known that he
wae [ollowed, and had deliberately
trapped Carter in that study! It was
tha only explanation he could think of |

He stopped to the window agsain, and
groped over the fastening. hen ho
wasz sural Tha window waa fastened on
tho inside | Nobody could have fastened
tho windew on the inside sfter getting
cut, Bunter, therefore, had not, after
all, got out of that window! He had
been hidipg in the stody—to eatch
Carter | Carter had no doubt of ity
after thinking it over for a fow minutes,
It seemed clear enoughtl

And where was Bunter now?

Gone out to see his bookie, or funa
back to hed? He was bardly likely to
go out, if he knew that Carter was u
:Edhﬁ-ﬁer him. More likely gone ba

e

that was

A mora ]ix:emin question was, what
waz Carter himseli going to do?

Hp waa a prisoner in the siudy! o
would not be released until somebody
opened the study door in the morning—
unless he banged on the door, and woke
up somebody to come and let him out
sooner |

Had he been sure that Dunter was
out of the House, Carter might have
ventured on that desperate step.  What-
aver the outcome to himself, the breaker
of bounds would have been spotied.

But he was not sure—in fact, hae
thought it very unlikely. Bunter must
know that there was a risk, at least, of
Coarter making a row in Hacker's study,
and waking up a bealk ! In such circum-
stances, oven the fatwous Owl would
never veoture to earry on! No—he had
g)unﬂ back to hed] As, indeed, the fat
(Owl had done, though for different
reasona from thoso imogined by Carter.

What was he going to do?

Bunter wes safe—if he was back in
the dormitory, there was no evidence
that he had ever left it at all, Carter
could not even say for cerfain that it
was Bunter who had locked him in that
studg | He had scen no onel
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For long minute after minute, the
hapless schemer of the Remove thought
it over and over.

The enly coneluwsion to which he eould
como was that he ¢ould do nothing ¢

He was locked in that study; and he
had to stn;b.r there, There was no way of
egress but the window, which would
only let fhiim out of the House, and
mako matters worse.

e had o stay where he was! There
was, perhaps, a remote chance of alip-
Fmg out unseen, when someone un-
acked tha door in the morning | Remote
as that chance was, it was all that was
left to Carter.

In a state of bitter rage and fury, he
had to make up his mind to it! He
threw himself, ab last, into Mr. Hacker's
armchair—to sleep, if he could!

_But it was not easy to sleep in the
carcumetances, What was he going to

say whoen he was caught in the morming 7

That he had spied on Bunter, and
followed him, in the hops of betraying
hin? That was not exactly a story
that auy fellow could tell—especially as
the fat Owl would promptly deny having
lefs the dormitery at all!

Carter th::m,?ht it over and over. The
truth was useless to him, end he could
not ihink of an untruth thot would
sound plausible.

He was still thinking it over, savagel
and dismally, n:hanngmiddig?hiz l:-r:r-vulE‘:ﬂln::-u:fi"'r
gut over Greyfriars, It was futile to
keep on thinking over a problem that
had no solution, and he shut hia eyes
and tried to sfgup. But ha was too
alarmed and disturbed for slumber.
After what seemed like a century to the
wretched young rascal, he heard the
stroke of ono,

Then, at last, he nodded off.

Onee  asleep, ha remained asleap,
Hour after hour chimed from the -ﬂﬂ-BE-
tower, unhcard end unheeded,

The grey February dawn crept over
the school at Iast; and another sound
woke the echoes of Greyfriars; the clang
of the rising-bell |

Carter did not hear it.

A fellow who bhad not gone to sleep
iill one o’clock in the morning was not
casy to wake. He slept on.

The rising-bell ceased—unheard
{:fart&r; and da did nuE! ]:i;&n.r the o 3
of apening doors, and footsteps, an
voices, Fash na!esg in Mr, ﬁukﬂr’n
armchair, he hesrd nothing. In the
Remove dormitory, fellows turned out,
and saw, with amazement, that Carter's
bed was still empty—that Carter had
been absent from the dormitery all
night! Where he was, and what he waa
up to, they could not fucas-amd ¢er-
tainly did not dream of guessing that
he was asleep in & Form-master’s study.

Carter slept on—and did not wake at
the sound of a surprized exelamation
outside the door, and the click of a key
in the lock.

Mr., Hacker had ecome down to his
study, and was naturally surprized to
find it locked on the outside.

Unlocking the door, and opening it,
Mr. Hacker stepped in—and gave &
jump, almost clear of the floor, in his
gatonishment at what he saw |

He stood almost petrified at the sight
af .o Hemove Jumior in s armcheir,
hali-dressed, and fost asteep !

* Upon rnfv word 1"  pasped Mr
Ilacker. Really, he could hardly believe
his exos |

He made a stn&é‘.uwarda Carter—then,
pausing, he walked out of the study,
returning a couple of minutes later wi
Alr. Quelch.
“A boy of your Form, Quelch "' said
the Acid Drop, in his most acid tones,
Tue Macxer LiBEARY.—No. 1,563,
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“Perhaps you will ascortain why he is
herﬁﬂlﬁe has, apparently, been here all
night |
r. Quolch staved at Carter like a

man in a dream! Never had he been so
astonished, And he was quito as angry
as astonished,

“Carter!” he rapped.

Carter slept on. )

The Remove master stepped to him,
{:msped him by the shoulder, and shook
vim vigorously.

Cartor's eycs opened, and he starcd
round him.

“Qh!" he glaa:})e;1.
ile stood ore the fwo masters,
Crimson.

“What does this mean, Carter?™ de-
manded Mr. Quelch sternly, " 'Why arve
vou out of 3your dormitory? DMr.
Hacker informs me that he found his
study door locked, and you here. Lx-
plain vourself at once !

#]—I—]—" gasped Carter.

“What have vou done in my study "
asked Mr. Hacker bitterly.  “What
rascally prapk liave you played leve,
Cartor %

“Oh, nothing!” stammerrd Carter,
“[—I—I was locked in, sir!” ;

“I.am aware that vou were locked in,
as I found you s0,” answercd Mr.
Hacker. “I reguire to know why you
werp herve at all” 4

“Iuplain yourself at once, Carvtee!”
stiapped Alv. %L&lch. . )

“J—I—I woka up in fthe night, sip !
~tammoeved Carter. “I—I heard a noise,
and came down to see—"

“Nonsense 1Y said Mr, Hackes,

“If that is true, Carter, you shoukd
have dene nothing of the kind,” said
Mr. Quelch sternly, “But someane
vlse muost have turned the key on yom.
Who was itt” E

“J—-I never saw anybody, sie. J—I
heard a noize, and—and camec down,
and  then suddenly the dJoor was
locked .

“An utterly absurd story !" said Mr,
Hacker, *Prosumably you came here
with others to play some reprehensible
prank, and your associates played this
trick on you, Is that the truth?”

“Oh, ne, sir! I—" .

4 lenve you to deal with this boy,
Mr, Queleh,” said Mr. Hacker stiffiy.

“I ehall deal with this boy as he
desorves, Mr. Hacker,” answercd the
Remove master, with egqual stiffness
“Follow e to my study, Carter (™

Carler alinost limped after his Form-
waster to his study. In that aparviment
Alr. Quelch -selected a cane.

“Tor what reason you left Four
dormitory durving the night, Carter, I
co not know,"” said Mr. Quelch grimly.
“Your explanation is scarcely credible;
but even if trus, it does not alter the
fnet that you have broken dormitory
bounds after lights-out, which is a very
serious matter. I shall cano you very

soverely, Carter. DBend over that

chair 1™ . :
'The Remove did not see Carler again

till prayers. Then they =zaw him

wriggling like an eel.

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.
Sticking Like Glue !

ILLY BUNTER was in the worst
temper ever that morning.
. Carter gave him black and
bitter looks, which the fat Owl
Jid not even notice in his preoccupation.
Aorning classes were o dismal and
dreary worry to Buanter.

THE MAGNET

Owing to the mishaps of the night, the
fat sportsman had not, after all, got
out, and morning found him as far as
ever from being on thul wonderful
horse, Crackerjack.

There was trouble with Queleh, too.
Bunter was put on con, which, he
refleeted bitterly, was just his Iuel:.
Having been too busy about sporting
matters the previows evening to have
any time for prep, Buntee's construe was
Ve Worse l];an wsual, It was always
ihe worst in the Bemove, but on this
cecasion even Samimy Bunter of the
Second Form might have blushed for it.

Quelech, fortunately, did not know that
Bunter had neglected prep in favour of
rasing  matters. But he knew that
Banter had done no prep, and he ve-
warded him for the same with two hun-
dred Hnes.

All this was very discouraging to a
sportsman.  In break Bunter was
strongly tempted to chnek up the whole
Hli:ig. and expend Cavier's guid on
fuck.

The tomptation was strong, and it was
not the kind of temptation that Bunter
wis aceustomed to resist.  But, wonder-
ful to relate, he resisted it. Only a foew
mwore hours, and—if he sneceeded 10 get-
fing on—that quid wonld be turned
inte six  quids—the begioning of a
sfream of guids and quids and quids,
and then more and more quids! Heally
it was worth waiting for.

Buntor resolved to wait. There was,
after all, vet time. Crackerjack was
going to run in the two-thirte. Any
time up to half-past two & sportsman
eottld get on. It wasz a hali-holiday
ihat afternoon. A fellow could get out
on o bike immediately after dinner. It
was the lost, last chance, but the gamo
was nobt up yetl

The fat Owl settled his plans during
{hird school.

After dinner Billy Bunter strolled
into the quad in a careless, easual sors
of way—a way so_very careless, and so
very casual, that 1k wonld have excited
suspicion, even if he had not becn sus-
pected alveady.

The Famenz I'ive, with grinnin
facez, strolled in the gquacd also, and,
intensely to Bunter's annovance, where-
ever he strolled, they strolled.

He walked under the elms, and they
walked under the elms. He went to the
school library, and they went to the
school library. He rolled into the gym,
angd they walked after him. He went
down to the gates, and down fo the gates
they went in his wake. He repaired to
Big Side, where Wingate and his merry
men werg at pames praciice,  The
Tamous Five displaved an equal intervest
in Bixth Form Boecer. Ile joined &
group in the quad who were listening to
Uoker of the Fifth saying uncompli-
mentary things about his Form-master,
Irout. ITarry Wharton & CUo. lent an
car to Coker just as long as Bunfer did.
Finelly, the enraged and exasperated
Owl rolled down to the bike-shed, and
the bike-shed proved equally attractive
io the Famous Five,

Then Bunter resorted to sirategy. IHe
conld sce that they suspected him and
were watching him. Even Bunter could
see what was ss plain as fhe sun at
noonday. Stll, he was the fellow for
strategy |

“I say, you fcllows, come over to Cliff
Ilouse with me?” asked Bunter
casually,

“ Just the thing 1" agreed Bob Cherry.

“We've got fooler practice later, but
lots of time for a spin frst.”

“I say, though, I'd stick to footer
practice if I were you,” said Bunier
cagerly. * You want to be in form for
thoe Rookwood mateh, you know., Why
nof go down to pames praciice now "

“ And niiss the pleasure of a spin with
vout?" asked Johnny Bull. Y No fear ™

Bunter breathed hard.

“ My t:i'jre's punetured,” he remarked.
#1 shall have to go and ask some fellow
lo lend me a jigger. You fellows got
vour machines out while I'm gone.”

“0Oh, borrow Carter's !™ said Bob. I
hear that he lent you a quid, and I'in
sure he would be equally pleased to lend
you & Jigger for the same veason.™

“1 shall have to ask Carter.
shall have to go and look for him."

}_”A[I right, we’ll help you look for
am,

“ Don't trouble—"

“No trouble at all, old chap!”

Billy Bunter rolled out of the bike-
shed with feelings that could hardly
have been expressed in words. Ilis only
hope now was to dodge those brutes
efter starting on the spin.  Steategy
might veb do it

Carter wae found in the quad.

“1 sav, Carvtep-—"

“Get out, yvou fal rolter!” snarled
Carter.

“Th? What's up? asked Dunter.
“ I say, will you lend me your bike?

Carter’s expression changed. Fe did
E?lionmd tellimg why Dunter wanted a

Tt

“0h, sll right,” he answered; *yon
can have it if you like t¥

Billy Bunter blinked round at the
Tamous Five., They were grouped at
a little distance while he spoke to
Carter. But they were not looking at
him; they were looking towards the
football ground. If this was a chanee,
Bunter was not going to lose 1t.  He
seuttled back to the bike-shed as fast as
his fat little legs could go.

There he took Carter's machine from
the stand and wheoled it out. He gave
an eager blink round through his big
spectacles. Had those beasts forgoften
him? It looked like it, for they were
not on hand., Swiftly Bunter ran the
jigger out, mounted, and pedalled away
up the Courtfield road.

This was an unexpected stroke of
luck! Really, it seemed too good to be
true |

Alas1 It wast

Five minutes later there was & merry
jingle of bikes behind Bunter.

The Famous Five came up with o
rush. They smiled cheerily on Bunter.

“Mearly missed you, old mean,” éaid
Bob. “Why did you start without us
after asking us to ride over to Chff
House with you?"

Bunter did not answer that question.
As he was riding with bis back to the
direction of CLff House School, and as
the Famous Five had come after him,
it was evidently not in that direction
that they had thought of sceking him.
They knew his intended destination as
well as Bunter did. Indeed, he doubted
whether they had really lost sight of
him at all, as he had so happily sup-
posed.

“(oing the long way round, Bunter "
asked Johnny Bull affably, “Wae shall
have to go through Oak Lane and down
the towpath to get to Cliff House this
way.”

I—-1I
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“A Eguﬂd spin while wo're about it,”
said Frank Nugent. “We'll race you,
if you like, Bunter, only we don’t want
a start.”

Billy Bunter breathed fury as he
turned into Oak Lane. On that lane
wara the gate and the fence of the
Three Fishera. Bunter wasz heading.for
the gate: he had had enouph of the
fence already. But how he was to shake
off those sticky beasts was a mystery.
_“I—=1 say, you fellows, I'll.race you,
if you like," said Bunter suddenly, a3
the gate came into view. “T'H beat you
to—to Chiff House! Put it on 1*

“ Right-ho 1"
Five cheer
fat rider slowed down  Once more
Bunter could hardly believe in his good
luck. They shot onward past the gate

of the Three Fishers,

Bunter slowed, and jumped off at that

gate. _

Then, with lightning speed, five
cyclists whirled round and came whiz
mﬁ-h:a.ek. Lhey cireled round Bunter
and dismpnnted.

2 Stﬂgpiug for o rest, old fat man?®”
asked IBoh.

“I—I—1I got a—a puncture " gasped
Bunter. “¥You fellows keep un;g]{-—r]l
-‘::r‘ﬁrfaliﬂ you when—when I've mended
it:

“My dear old bean, I'll mend it for
vou ! said Bob Cherry. * T'm rather a
dab at mending punctures. Where is
167  The tyres seem quite hard.”

“0Oh, I—1I thought it was a puncture,
but—hut it isn't ¥ gasped Bunter, “I—
I'1l (g:et on again, You fellows start.”™

“Oh, we'll wait for you ' said Harry
Wharton,

“The waitfulness will ha an estecmed
pleasure |” grinned  Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh. “Take your own time, my
absurd and idiotic Bunter !

- And the Famous Five leaned on their
Jiggers and smiled nt Bunter., He did
not smile back. He zlared.

“Look here, you lieasts, vou mind
your own business!” yelled Bunter,
giving up strategy at lack as a bad job.
“1I don’t want vour company! Under-
stand that? I'm fedup with yvou! Get
aut, and leave a fellow alone '™

“Fou don’t want our company?”
asked Bob.

“Na, I don’t I

“What a coincidence ! We don’t want
vours, oither1®

H i-fﬂ, ha. ha ™

*But we're sticking to vaw, all the
same, old fat porpoise,” grinned Bob—
“sticking lo you like glue til half-past
two 1

“You'll be glad of 1t lafer!™ =aud
Harry Wharton, laughing. “It's really
horrid to he sacked, DBunioy,”

“The gladfulness will be tevvifie.”

“Teast '™ roaved Bunitsr. “Lonk
here, U'm going in here, nnd vou're jolly
well not #oing to stop me—zpe ¥

“Well, you may be right,” remarked
Bob, “but 've pot quite a different
apigion myzelf ! My idea i= that you're
not. In Fact, I think thar if you don't
zct away fram that mate, I'm going to
pnot vou--like that!™

* Yarnooh [

“TH do the same,’
ikl

*Yao-hoop '

“What abeut siiting him in the ditch
gaint” asked Nugent., “That did the
triek all right when Smithy did it 1"

“Good egg! Bag him 7

“Collar him 1

Billy Bunter rnshed Carler’s hike
back into the middle of tha lano, and
remounted in hot haste. LMo did not
wanb to sit in thabt ditch again. His
gxllzermnﬂe in that ditch was one that no
‘ellow could possibly went to repeat,
e shot awar on the bike,

¥

znid Johnny Bull,

cyolists shot en—and one.
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CoME INTO THE OFFICE, BoYs AND GIRLS!

Your Editor is always pleased to hear
from his readers. Write to him: Editer

of the ¢ Magnet,”

The Amalgamated

Press, Ltd., Fleetway House, Farringdon
Street, London, E.C.4.

ALLD, everybody ! Your-Editor
H calling !

I feel that it is up to me
this week, choms, to make some
Hiﬂiﬂ for having leit out my little
Chat this last week or two. Although
I say it myself, I never realised this

articular feature was so popular as
1t apparently is  Ac you know, I try
fo please everybody, and accordingl
I have introduced new features, such
as the “Qreyfriars Guide,” and the
speeial  Football  Axticle, both of
which seem to meet with everybody's
approval Well, as the saying is, one
can't get a guart into a pint pot!
;Leeardinﬂl’;,*, something had to be
“dmppmr* temporarily, to make
room for the new features, and I
decided that it would have to be my
Chat. The result is, that T am in the
black books of some of my readers.
I therefore bow my head in humble
apology, chums, for the omission. &
much for that.

As well as receiving many letters,
I very often get rung up on the
pltoite.  Ounly this morning a certain
reader phoned me up to tell me that
he disagreed with the answer to tha
puzzle that appeared in the * Grey-

‘tfriars Guide “—issue of the Magxer

dated January 22nd, 1938—and which
read as follows: “Two trains Tun
from Courtfieldt to London and back
cach day. The first goes up at
60 m.p.h., and back at 30 m.p.h, The
second does 45 m.p.h in each diree-
tion. Which gets back first?” The
answer was : “The second train would
arrive first, It's average epeed is
45 m.p.h., while the other train’s ia
40 m.p.h.” For my chum’s henefit, 1
will prove the correctuess of the
answer. Suppose, for instance, that
the distance from Courtfield to London
is GO miles, the first train would take

one hour to do the outward journey,
and two hours—travelling at 50 m.p.i,
—to do the return journey, making
three hours in all. 120 miles in three
hours is therefore 40 m.p.h.—a slower
speed than the second traim, which
travels at 45 m.p.h in both dircetions.
Got it now, chum?

L

e ri—

Did yeu notiee the chap with foot-

‘ball on page 217 It only took 61

Bournville Cocon Coupons to sceure it,
and it is full size and just the ver

thing you are requiring for mateh
practice. There are lots of other gifts
obtainable, too, and you can leawn
all about them in the 4d-page Book
of Gifts offered in yeturn for the
coupen in the Bournville advertisc-
ment. If you read earefully you wilt
hind that there is also a Free coupon
ineluded with the hook,

Now for next Saturday’s super story
of Greyfriars.

“CARTER TAKES THE COUNT!”
By Frank Richards.

With all his cunning, Avthur Caxter
Itng failed, so far, to black Billy
Bunter's character and redeem Lia
own. But he's uot given up hope, by
any means! Next week, he plays the
most  despicable trick imaginable.
Furtunﬁh:l{_}', however, just when 1t
looks like heing all TP for
Bunter- No, to say more would
give away the plot entively, and this
I don't want to do. Wait until next
Saturday, chums,. when yow ean read
and _enjoy thiy spanking fine story
of Harry Wharton & Co.

YOUR EDITOR.

“ After him ' roared Johnny Bull,

“Tally-ho 1* yelled Bob.

There was a clatter of bikes behind
Bunter. Puffing and blowing, the fat
Owl put on desperate speed. He shot
out of the lane into the Courtficld road
acain and whizzed on to the school.
After him earcered the Famous Five,

Avthur Carter, at the school gates, was
logking up the road, wondering whether
Bunter had at lazt got away with 1t
and crossed the Rubicon, so to speak.
He stared at the sight of the fat junior
in frantic flight, with five laughing
eyelists whizzsing after him,

He gritted his teeth as he watched
them coming. Only too clearly, Bunter

ad not got awaey with it. He was not
vet on, and not likely to be on. The
chums of the Remove had seen to that!

Many and wvarious had. been Billy
Bunter's attempts to get going on tha
attractive career of an amateur black-
guard. Every one of them bad been
nipped in the bud. Carter had given
him all the help he wanted—in vain.
There was going to be no blagging for
Bunter.

It was 8 tired, breathless, and per-
spiring fat Owl that rolled into the bike-

shed and let Carter’s jigger run where
it liked there. The lock that Billy
Bunter gave the Famous Five as they
followed him in was veally blood-
curdling.

Quite uncurdled, they smiled at him.

‘R;ijpmg race I” zaid Bob Cherry
heartily. "I never thought you could
put it on hike that, Bunter ¥

“ Beast, 1™

“Coming down for a spot of gamcs
practice now £ asked Nuogent,

“ Rotter 1"

“Taking a
Wharton.
igo 1"

“Swab "

o Anjthinﬁ the matier, Bunter? asked
Johnny Bufl, »¥You seom shirly about
something 1"

1 Yﬂ EIJ

Half-past. two chimed from the clocks
tower. Billy Bunter groancd.

The gamo was up. Crackerjack was
runming now. Ik was tao late for &
sportsman to get o After all his
offorts, Billy Bunter dras still off.
Carter's quid was still in bis pocket,
but the dazzling vision of boundless

Tre Mioser LipRany.—No. 1,568,

; rest1”  asked  ITarry
“AI right! We'll sit down,






HELPING THE HEAD!

Another Rollicking Instalment of
“ THE HUNTING HEADMASTER!™

By DICKY NUGENT

On the morning after
the commical insident in
tha jim, Jack Jolly & Co.
duly kept their promise
to give the Head & real
lesgon in riding on a real,
live horee.

On the previous day,
Doctor Birchemall had
been all at sizes and
sevens ; but now he was
dressed-up to the nines.
He wore white riding-
breeches, top-boots, and
his usual  scholistick
gown. He had evvi-
dently decided to save
vp his topper for the
day of the hunt, for he
ptill wore his workaday
mortar-hoard,

Altogether, he looked
8 bit of a freek. But, as
Frank Fearlessremarked,
be had never looked
nnythinghi else, B0 there
was npothing serprizing
sbout that!

The chums
Fourth fansied
could detect a slite air
of anxiety about him, as
they walked down the
lane with him to Mug-
gleton, and when they
roached Jobbs' Livery
Stables, where they were

of the
the

hiring the hores, their
sugpishons became a ceor.
tainty. The Head had
one horse after another
brought to him befors he
could find one that was
dooile enuff, A meer

gwish of the tail was
suffishent to scars him.

“* Take this feroshus
beest away ! *' he cried,
time after time. ** I want
& horse that is -really

¥ | for 1  he cried.

guiet and inoffensive—
ngt a flery, untamed
steed like this!™

Mr, Jobbs, the owner
of the Livery stables, be-
an to turn quite sars
astick,

“If you want some-
thing really docile: to
ride on, eir,” he eaid,
“why not give the
idea of & horze and hire
a eheep instead ¥ "

“Bahi" retorted
Doctor Birchemall ; and
Mr. Jobha shruﬁged and
walked off to tetch wyot
another of hiz mounts.

At last, however, the
Head found one to his
liking. It wasan old cab-
horse with nock neoze
and bony ribs, and Jack
Jolly Co. sniffed
ordibly when they saw
it. But the Head gave a
whinny of plezzure.

“Aha! This ia the
mare I've been waiting

tell at & glance that

-she’ll obey every order

from the gaddle—and at
the eame time there's a
touch of clasa about her
that makes a strong
a?paal to s shrewd judge
of horseflesh like my-
EEI-F-"

“True enufl, sir,”
grinmed Mr. Jobbs.
" That's eggaactly what
the catomoat man ro-
mazked about her this
morning |

*“Ha, ha, ha!"

“ Oh, ratta ! "’ grunted
the Head. And he
stalked out of the stables
in high dudgeon, the

“1 can |
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gr]i]nnipg Fﬂ#ﬂh Fiﬂm
ollowi im, le
the eabhorse with them.
They sadjerned to a
field near the stables
befors Doctor Birchernall
venchered to mount his
hired steed.

As they did so, a St.]

fiam’s junior, whao had
heen waiting behind a
tres at the side of the
road, joined stelthily in
the procession. If Jack
Jolly & Co. had turned

“Ha, ha!' chuckled
Snarlery to himself
“ Wouldn't the Head be
wild if he knew that thas
tin of itching-powder was
going to be emptied on
his horse’'s bhack just
underneeth the saddle? 1
only hoap nobody looks
round before I do the
deaprit deed ! **

The cadd of the Fourth
wag carrying out the
thrett he had made to
have hia own back on the

round, they would have
reckernised Snarler @ but
they failed to do so, and
Snarler mannidged to
draw near them without
being notissed.

There was a gloating
grin on the face of the
cadd of the Fourth—and
& misterigug-looking tin
in his hand,

HARRY WHARTON

The first bouts in the
t Remove Bozing
%pianahip have been
fought, and in anocther
eolumn Vernon-Smith
gives you a brief account
of them and explaing the
present position.  Next
weel, if things go aceord-
ing to propgrammme, the
air will be cleared con.
piderably and we shall
know who's who and
what's what and be able
perhaps to make =&
ehrewd guess at the
name of the probable
champion,

BMeanwhile, another
topic i3 beginning to
loom in sporting die-
eussions at Greyfriars—
tho annual cross-country
run, This hardy annual
is run os an open handi-
cap and as the handi.
eapping is done by that
keen judge of athletics,
Mr. Lascelles, every en-
trant from tho loftieat
penior down to  the

CALLING!

inkiest fag is agsured of a
sporting chance of win-
ning,  Half the school
bave entered already.

Not many fellows go
into really serious train.
ing for it, most being cons
tent to rely on their
normal guota of footer
and gyvm work to keep
them in trim. I have,
however, seen one or two
foot-slogming round the
pleying-fielda during the
past week and the Third
and Second Forms have
held a coupls of paper-
chasea by way of pre-
paration,

Neither the handicap
nor the course have yet
been decided on, 80 we're
all very mueh in the dark
at presont. Notwith-
standing this, whiapers
as to the likely winner
are already poing the
rounds. I have been
told (1) that Blundell is
unbeatable thiz year, (2)
that nobody stands an

parthly against North
and (3) that Coker is
going all out for the
avent. About the firat
two I am unable to give
an authoritative opinion,
but Coker strikes ma aa a
very probable winner if
he can reproduce the
form I saw him, display
near Friardals thig week.

He happened to stecr
hizs motor-bike by acei-
dent through an open
gatoway into a farmyard
crowded with chickens
and the farmer came
after him with a shotgun.
Coker left his machine
temporarily where it had
erashed in the farmyard,
and I don't thiok I am
oxaggerating when I toll
vou that he streaked out
of that farmysrd at a
good thirty miles an
hour !

But perhaps he will be
unable to achievo that
dizzy epecd on the day of
the race |

More Groyfriars tit-
Lita next weely, chums !
—HARRY WHANRTON.

Head——and he was doing
it in hiz own pekuliar
way !

Not many fellowa
would have thought of
the idea of putting itch-
ing powder on the back
of the Head's horse ; but
when it camo to weerd
and wonderful ideas, you
could alwayva rely on
Snarler to come up to
acrateh.

With an unplezzant
leer on his lips, he crept
nearer and neavrer Lo the
ald eabhorse till he was
near enufl to touch it.
Then, while he lifted up
the saddle slitely with
one hand, with the other
he emptied the contents
of the tin of itching-
pewder underneeth it.

“ Now to dodge back
into & ,Plﬂ.E:EI of conscal-
ment ! " he mermered,
“ 1t will toke a minnit or
two for the powder to do
ita deadly work ; but at
the end of that time, the
fun ought to be well
worth watching ! ™

With theso  words,
snarler pocketed the
empty tin and refrected
silently to a hiding-place
on tha other side of tho
hedge.

“ Now for it, boys!"
he heard Iloctor Birch-
emall say, as he reached
the hedge. * Hold her
tightly while T jump into
the eaddle ! ™

“T, T, sirt*" grinned
Jack Joly & €o,

Grinning all over his
faece, Snarler peered out
from the hedge.

Jack Jolly & Co. wers
holding the horse, ready
for the Head to mount it.
Jolly himself was holding
its head and Fearless
held ita tail, while Merry
and Bright each had one
atirrup. As Snarler
watched, he saw Doctor
Birchemall put one foot
into Merry's stirrup and
swing himself up into the
saddle. He mannidged
it vory well, too, eaggsept
that he swung his free
leg rather wide and
caught Bright a nasty
biff on the chin with his
foot.

Clonk |

“ Yarooooo ! ' ehrech-
ed Bright, dropping his
stirrup and dancing
about like a cat on hot
brix.

* Bright, you raca,ll;.:'
should be more carcful 1"’
Eried the {.Ihﬂﬂdt..' o FIEI.‘IIE{
ropping the stirrup jus
when I wanted it | %a’hjr,
gnu mite have made me

urt myself | "

* Y ou—you—-

“I sujjest that you
stop yvour song and dance
act at once,”” said the
Head soveerly. * Then
perhaps we can get on
with the washing—or,
as the vulgar mite put it,
prozeed with our eques-
trian rchearsal !

“Shall I load the
mare, 8ir T "' asked Jolly,

* Thanks, if you will,
Jolly ! I must say that
thia mara i3 just the
animal to give konfidence
to ome who has been too
long absent from the
gaddle. She is aa steady
as a rock and-——— Ow !
Wow ! What the merry
diekens !

Doctor Birchemall
broke off with a gasp of
dismay. The mare,
which had seemed as
steady as a8 rock when
he had started talking,
had become as wobbly
us a jelly by tho tune he
finiahed 1 Tts back
started rippling like a
corkserow, ils lega shook
like aspirin leaves and
ita head hegan to go
round in eircles.

Snarler's itching.-pow.
der had begun to do its
deadly workk! But tho
Head and hig helpers, of
corsn, knew nothing of
thig, The only thing
they could think was

3

e r— S r—

that tho mare was going
to have s.§t.

“Youd better dis-
mount, gir, while you're
aafe [ tried Jack Jolly.

But that was more
easily rsid than done.
Before the Head could
take evenone foob out of
the stimp, the mad-
dened mare hed broken
away from the chums of
the Fourdh, Then it
started doing stunts that
would Zpve made it im-
poasibut for the cleverest
ciroua rider to dismount
M safeyr—let alone a
meer THgvice like the
Head.

: If'lirat- JE:::Ilire.n rmm:it i;l'l
circles, bying to catc
its own ta.:]m.g Then it
galloped up and down
with its back wobbling
wildly in all directions.
Then il stopped aond
stood on three legs and
made frantick efforls to
soratch ,1“ back with the
fﬂ‘l‘ﬂ'hl ﬁ

FrenZzied howls of fear
rang out from the Head,
aa be waaoarried through
this w and wonderful
performince.

“Help! Reskew!
Save meil"” he shreeked.

But ¢ was rather a
tall ordsr to save o man
from & mount that was
carcering round in this
freekish fashion. Jack
Jolly & Co. soon found
that the'task was beyond
them.

Forckunitly, the pro-
blemy “was evenchally
solved by the horss
itaelf.: It suddenly
reared \iEJ onits hind lega
and sarted gpinning
round likes a top, and the
Head, after elinging to
its neck: for a few turns,
was flurjg off at a tanjent
and laniad in & heap on
the tuil,

Bumyj) |

* Ow.ow-ow-ow-ow ! "

“*Hut, sir ' asled
Jack Jglly, as he and his

pals dilwd to  the
reskew:”

“Owl Yes! Groooo!
I've ined my spine

and bfwised my brane.
box anf shattored my
sholder ia_liirﬂ.ﬁtumd my
foot ans Ow ! Hero
comes ‘hat beestly ani-
mal aghin!™

And ihe Head jurnped
to hia 1est and seurried
out of thoe way of the
oncomitye mare with
remarlk:ible sgility for
one wlio was suflering
Feemy nld those injurica.

The Head wore a very
worried frown, 83 he
waiched the frantick
anticks of the animal he
had tried to ride.

“It'a o beestly nuis-
ance ! " he groaned., I

simply must turn out |y

with the County Hunt if
it can possibly be man-
nidged. Yet how am 1
to do so if T can’t ride ¥

Jack Jolly gave o
sadden wisale,

“I've got a brane-
wave, sir! Buppose I
turn vp instead of you !

“Wh-a-g-at ? "

"1 cen easily do it,
sir,” said the kaptin of
the Fourth ecagerly. * I
can put on a false beard
and paint a lot of rinkles
on my face and build up
my mnose with putty.
It’s the easiest thing in
the world to imitate o
funniy face like yours,
gir |

** Ha, ha, ha ! "’ roared

Merry and Bright and
Fearless.

Doctor Birchematll
tumf;_l rod.

“ If you're trying to be
funny, Jolly W8

“ Not a hit of it, gir I ¥
aaid  Jolly cheerfully.

*“ I ean dress myself up

| 80 that you and I will
look ag like aa two peas.
Mounted on horsobaclk,
nobody will twig that
I'm not the right height.
And after the hunt, of
corse, I can slip away and
ou can join tho part

instead—just as thoug

vou've been with them
all the time !

The Head's eyeos
gleemed.

“By Jove! That's
rather a ripping wheeze,
Jolly, when you put it
like that | Do youreally
!-h%nk you ¢an mannidge
ltl E L]

““ Cartain, sir 1 "

“Then it's & gol!"
grinmed  the  Head.
** Mum’a the word, boysa !
Now we'll go back and
tell Mr. Jobka about the
pekuliar behaviour of his
horse.”

Doctor Birchemall
led the way back to the
stables, grinning happily
Onee more.

And as he and his
helpera marched away,
Snarler, who had heard
every word, grinned even
more happily in hie
hiding-place behind the

hedge.
“gﬂu, ha, ha!" he

] chortled. * Now that 1
Enow the old fogey's
next move, I'm geing to
take & hand in it. This
is going to be the joak of
the term by the time I've
finished ! Ha, ha, ha!"

And Snarler relurned
to St Sam's, farely
hugging himself I

(Lovek out for more fun
ard frolic din next weck's
sparkling wnstalment 1)

HE MUST HAVE LOST
THE THREAD!
_Bolore visiting the
Sixth Form Debating
Society recently, wo wore
told that Gwynne hed a
remarkable gift for
stringing words together.

50 we wera hardly sug-
prisod to find that he
soon got himself tied up
in knota,

GOSSIP FROM THE
PREFECTS' ROOM

The prefects are to dis-

cuss & resolution “ That
the ashplant should be
abolished.”

The rumour that Loder
will propose an adden-
dum “ .. .and reploced
by ths cat-o'-nine-tails "
is stated to be prema.

turp:

o GREYFRIARS FROM

FRESH ANGLES

2. My Greyfriars Patients.
By DR, PILLBURY

The Greyfrinta known to me is a particularly
hil_nl::an school, made up of all sorts and conditions
of boys.

There are some who want to go straight into the
spnatorium for e finger-ache, and others who have

to be carried in under violent protest even
if they are dangerously ill !

Let me eay thia sbout them at once: a
fitter crowd of youngsters I can never h
to find anywhere! The powers that be at
Greyfriars believe in every boy getting his
due share of fresh air and healthy exercise,
and the result is & wvery high etandard of
general fitness,

Of course, there ars exceptions. One
Emung fellow named Bunier attains a vary
ow gtandard of general fitness, but makea
up for it by reaching & most exceptionally high
standard of general FATNESS, ~ Perhaps this
13 why I see muore of him than of other boy
in the school. Bunter is apt to be taken ill
at regular intervols. Incidentally, those
intervals usually coincide with examinations |

On one occesion when I was called in to
attend Bunter, I found him with o face that
wad deadly white and a tongue that waa
covered in spots. Only after a lengthy
examination did T discover that the white on
his face was French chalk, and that the apota
on his tongue were eplashes of paint !

But Bunfor is a law unto himself, and
there is nobody else like him in the achool—
luckily for Greyiriars!

Most of my calls at the school arise out of
minor accidents on tho playing fielda or
cccurring in the course -::F some foolhardy
Premk or jape. How many times I have
wad to attend boys for broken bones or
fracturcs following on a ride down the
banisters or o climb up the School House wall
to a dormitory I really cannot say. Hun.
dreds at least, I imagine |

A  high-spirited crowd, these OGreylriars
boys, I assure you. And I would not have
thon otherwise !

COMPETITION BOUTS ALL

THRILLS NO FRILLS!
Says H. VERNON-SMITH

If anyone tellsa you that I
preliminary
bouts for the Remove boxing
mpionship, wearing a hard,
E}qual grin, and eame awoy
dancing with enthusiasm and
with my face illominated with
a new-born respect for young
era—
because 1'm not that kind of

went to watch the
champ

hoxera, don't belisve

a guy!

But if I Jid happen to be
that kind of & guy, I assure
you with my hand over my
I hove
gseon sines I camo to Grey-
friars would have worked that
change in me more clicctively.

The fact i3, my dear sports-
men, those preliminary bouts
were an eye-oponer to  all
e spectators
who knoew anything about the
In brief, it was
o cass of all thrills and no

heart that nothing

those among
glove game.

frills !

Before the evening started
with the first 3-round scrap

between Bolsover major
Bulstrode. -

Larry Lascelles

warnod the crowd

it
been given, thoe crowd would | to Penfold.

necessary, L

and

had

hove been on their feet and
yelling in tho fivst minute ! evening

t'h&t, o treat.

applouse was sllowed except Eia‘yad aodd flashes of skill,
at the end of sach round,
and the warning proved very

on poinis.

rowi

F it must

NATTOW IMAarg
Penlold

] & rattling
- | goiones and

tancously and
even.

mand in the

WLE

Mind you, there was about
a8 much acience in it as there
would be in a boxing-match
between a couple of
elephants, but those who
enjoy &, good afr:-ndml.:
with plenty of hard glo
and no quarter given, had a
Bulstrode,

eat his woightier opponent

Squiff and Brown wero next
i the ring, and their diaplay
wng just aa refined ae their

redeccasors’ had been rough.
ot the werdiet, but
ave been by a very
in of pointa.
and
= followed, and soon waded in
on whirlwind lines.
od fight, with
rd-hitting both
A featured prominently,
g both boxers out for blood.
gl At theend of thesceond round,
{ they floored each other simul-

ut Penfold took com-

- and started punisluing the
* Afrikander ao severely that

Larry stepped in and stopped
not { the fight, awardmug the palm

The first knock-out of tho

Rausaell, the victim being Peter
Todd. I am told that Todd
hit the boards so hard that
the impact dizlodged several
bricks from ono of the School
House chimneys. This is
what is commonly known as
baloney, but it was cortainly
8 genuine knoclk-out,

Redwing and Linley followed
and gave o fine clean-out
display of the noble art.
They were so close together
on pointz ot the finish that
Larry took the unusual ste
of declaring them bo
winners, and passing them on
io the next stage.

Cherry and Wharton re-
ceived byes in the firat stage,
and the only fight loft wae
that between Johmmy Bull
and your hmnble. Modesty
forbids that I should doscribe
in graphic detail what I did
to Bull. I won by a knock-
out in the second round, and
wa'll leave it at that.

S0 now we are loft with tha
following : Cherry, Wharton,
Russell, Brown, Bulstrode,
Redwing, Penlold, Linley,
and myself.

Whe will be the winner out
of this littlo lot ¥

I'll give you ong gucss as
to what I think myself |

wild

scrap
SENg

who dis.

Delarey

This wasg

and

honoura wera

third sesaion

delivered by



