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THE MAGNET—EKERY SATURDAY

Interesting School News in a Nutshell fry—:
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THE DAILY ROUND,

(1)

At half-past eight there comes a smeil,
2 scent of sizzling bacow,
Amgl—nait a bit l—yex, -vggs as well,
If } am not mistaken !
Then  Bunter  rums with
speed=—
He vannot run for toffee.
Zxcepl when hé is uear & foed,
And smellz the smell of colfce!

lightning

-

s

'--"'_-.-!;'\-

|

. IF‘EL |'_Il-

AFTER SCHOOL HOURS
Happy Half-Holiday

Some fellows on the river row,
HBomie in the oiver swun,
Some chase the leather to and fro,
Bome ewing it—in the gym!
Oh, isn't it inviting
While the sun still shines?
_ It's better far than wnting
Beastly lincs, lines, lines! ,
Yo, rowing, swimming, HAghting
Ave all much more exciting
That sitting and inditing
Beastly lines!

#ormme chaps are breaking bounds. 1
know, ) ]
And some are braking bikes,
Some fellows to the tuckshop go,
For each does what he likes.
Oh, doesn’t time go flecting
To their own designs? ‘
While slowly I'm completing
Beastly lines, lines, lines! _
They're eyeling and they’ve meeting.
They're langhing and 1they've eating.
While T =it here vepeating
Beasily lines!

Same fellows on the iee ik slip,
Some slip in low resorts,.
Same race or chase or sail a slap,
And some try other sports.
To fresh air sports g0 bracing
How my heart inclines,
And yet I sit here facing
Boastly lines, lines, lines!
I cannot go out racing.
And yet I'm paper-chasing.
On overy sheet I'm tracing
Beastly [ines |

8.30 a.m. Breakfast.

(2}

The' chalps &le in. the dining-hall,
Their, faces washed and eager,
Aund food is served enough for all,
The helpings are not meagre.

A master at each table sits,
And roacds his morning papor,
Though conversation he permits,
He's down on any japer.

(3

And daily Quelchy disallows
The Owl a seventh helping,
Pobr Bunter zets hiz tecth ond vows
The bheast deserves a scalping.
But there ore others to be fed,
Hence Quelch's stern embargo,
S0 Buuter fills himself with bread—
Where doez he stow the cargo?

—— ¢ ——— —

THE GREYFRIARS
ALPHABET

DAVID MORGAN,
the Welsh junior of the Remove.

M i3 for Morgan from Wales,

The land of the mountains and vales;
And Dave i1s a typical =on,

Fe's one of the average run

Of fellows, and isn't unique,

Not terribly strong and not weak,
Not clever, perhaps, but no dunce,
Not poor, and not gozing with bunee,

He's simply a jolly good sort,

A fairly good fellow at zport,
Woll-liked by the decent chaps here,
He's steady and sure and sineere.
With Wibley and Desmond he zhapes
A stady, and always .prepares

To back uwp his chums in & jape,

And then help ihem out of the serape !
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ANSWER TO PUZZLE

The otiter half woere alzo boys. Yow !
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A WEEKLY BUDGCET
OF FACT AND FUN
By
THE GREYFRIARS
RHYMESTER
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GREYFRIARS GRINS

1 Licar that 7.500,000 postal orders are
sold every year. Well, wo hope thet
the other 7,499,999 are not dclayed in
the post

A circular from a Courthield tailor
says that nothing rvemoves dust from
clothes like scientific beating.  Our
suits, of cowrze, are spotless.

A lecture on the wireless vecenily
dealt  with the way o ‘treat pests
FFishy's studymates “pichked up zome
valuable hints.

Gosling agrees with the temperancn
motto : © Down With Drink.” Ie do¢a
it regulariy.

cisssrpensnpadiganprEannidand BN BN EAREENRANENE

PUZZLE PAR

When we ashed Petor Todd if
he had any morae cousins besides
Alonzo, he rveplied: “I have
three cousinsg all told, and half
of them are bovs'” How wras
that possible?

Aniwer at foot of eolumn Z.
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Mr. Quelch recently condemmed the
hiabit of veading books dealing wilh
“Llood and thunder.” I suppose
Virgil deals with milk and roses?

Quelchy has just ordered three new
canes. There's no doubt the armamens
problem 1s getting serious.

There s no tenth in the rumonr ihas
the frogs in  Friardale duckpond
jumped away with startled squeals
when Mossoo paszsed by,

Sir Hilton Popper said vecently that
he'll be hanged if he'll let boys tres
pass on his island. Well, we're willing
to trespass, if he'll carry out his pave
of the bargain.

Bmithy intenda to put up for Pailia.
ment one day. But will Parliament pug
up with Smithy ¥

Colker of the Fifth vecently zaid: T
think T ean play football 1 As a
matter of faor he ecan't do cither.



GREYFRIARS WITHOUT BILLY BUNTER would be like 3 cream-puff without the cream T Yetf
the fat Removite might have received ** marching orders,”’ but for the iatervention of—
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“ Yes, that’s my school—Greyfriars !’ said the fat junior, turning to his companion on the

fHE FIRST CHAPTER.
Caught in the Act!

ILLY BUNTER breathed hard.
' His fat heart beat.
It was
morment,

In the Remove Form Room at Grey-
friers they were busy on Latin papers.
Mr. Quelch sat at his high desk, facing
his Form. But for onee Quelch’s gimlet
eye was not on the alert.

Five or six times had Billy Bunter
blinked at him cautiously. Net once did
Quelch look up. -

A large volume was open on his desk
before him. Quelch was perusing the
game, Deep in_that volame, the Remove
master seemed actually to have for-
gotten hiz Form.

There was at least one membor of that
Form who was gplad to be forgotten,
Only tho master’s oye was likely to keop
Billy Bunter at work. Unobserved,
Bunter was sure to slack,

Carter, the new fellow in the Remove,
liad taken a packet of chocolate from his
pocket, Billy Bunter's ecyes and
spectacles had fallen on it—longingly
but hopelessly. He supposzed, of course,
that Carter was going to scoff that
chocolate while Mr. Quelch's attention
was eclsewhere. He was not likely to
offer Banter any. Deep disliko was
mutual between thosze two relatives in
the Greyfriars Remove.

But Cartor did not scoff that choco-
late. He laid it on his desk and resumed
his Latin paper, Ho ecemed to forget
that chocolate,

Bunter did not forgot it !

Alternately he blinked et Mr. GQuelch
and blinked st Carter through his big
spectacles,

really a thrilling

(Copyright in ths United States of Ameriean.

stite. “‘I'm in the Remove !*’

Neitler observed him.

The choeolate was within his reach if
he stretched out & fat arm. Carter's
eves wore fixed on his Latin paper—ho
had even turned his head a little away,
really as if to give Bunter & chance
Quelch’™ gaze remained glued upon lvs
volume of that entrancing author,
Senecd.

Breathing hard, the fat Owl of the
Remove stretched out 8 podgy arm at
last, and his fat fingers touched the
chocolate.

“till Queleh did not look up. Carter
did not iﬂ{.‘-k round. It was safc as

EXCITING 35,000-WORD

SCHOOL YARN of HARRY

WHARTON & Co., of
GREYFRIARS.

honses, The fat fngers closed on the
packet.

Otler fellows observed Bunter. Somo
of them grinned. Bob Cherry made him
a sign to chuck it—unheeded by Bunter,
Harry Wharton gave him a frown—
qqually  unheeded.  Boftly, silently,
Billy Bunter snaflied that packet of
choo—in a moment it was in hig fat hand
under his own desk.

Wibley nudged Carter. It secmed
only fair to warn him that his chocolato
was abont to dizappear on the down-
warcd patl.

Bui Carter nnlf'

stare  and  fook

made an irvitablo
ne wther notice.

Wiblev left it ot that
A1l rights rezerved, and reproduction without permission strictly forbldden.)

‘Quele

Billy Bunler grinned with satisfaction.
That chocolate was his now. Posséssion
was nine points of the law, and Buntex
did not bother sbout the tenth point.
It served that beast Carter right, Bunter
considerad, Ho had been s thorn in
Bunter’s side ever since he had come to
the school that term. He had landed
Bunter in many rows Emnﬁm his
chocolate was tit for tat—a Roland for
an Oliver ! That consideration satisfied
Bunter's conscience—so far as it needed
satisfying, But Billy Bunter hai an
casy-going conscience, which never gave

um much worry.

Bob Cherry gave him a glare,

Bunter did not mind. ]

So long as Quelch did not glare it Wag
all right. And Quelch never stirred;

hiad seen nothing.

This was rather unusual. But the fact
was that Quelch was bocked for o
lecture that covening on the enthralling
subject of Scneca, and he was giving the
“Epistolae DMorales” the once-over
during class, And—amazing as it was to
the ﬁmmm—ﬂuelch was a3 deeply
interested in Seneea as o Remove follow
right liave been in the *“ Holiday
Annuasl.” Tastes diffcred—widely !

Bunter allowed s minute or two to
pazs to mako all safe. Then, under his
desk, hi=s fat fingers hooked o chunk of
chocolate out of the packet and tranes.
ferred the same to his eapacious mouth.

It was o large chunk | ;

Capacious as Bunter’s mouth was, it
was filled to copacity, Both his fat
cheeks bulged.

He chewed, and was happy.

Bang | .

Carter at last moved. His elbow
knocked a book off his desk, and it fell
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te the floor. In the silence of the Form-
room tho crash of that book on the old

pak planks scemed almost thunderous.

The whole Remove jumped. Mr.
Queleh jumped. He sat up, and his
gimlet eyes gleamed at his Form,

“ Who—what—" he ejaculated.

HBorry, sir,” said Carter meckly.
“AMy book slipped off the desk——"

“¥Fou should bhe more careful,
Carter I snepped Mr. Quelch. " You
should—-" Ha brroke off suddenly, dis-
rn%&rdmg Carter and fixing his eyes on
Billy Bunter, *Bunter, what are you
doing "

Bunter gaspoed.

Hec was fairly caught.

IIo could not epeak—his wmouth was
too full of chocolato for that, He could
only gasp.  With bulging cheeks, ho
blinked at his Form-master with startied
eyes behind his spectacles,

Mr, Quelch stepped from his desk.
Lcoving “ Ad Lucihhum Epistolae ™ un-
regarded for the moment, ho picked up
his cane.

“Bunter !

“Ooogh 1

“Are you consuming comestibles in
clasa?  Answor mo 1

“Wooogh I gurgled Bunler.

“It appears,” said Mr, Queolch grimly,
“that 1 cannot take my attention from
my class for one moment without some
infraction of the rules ocenrring. Not
for one moment "

his was an wder-statoment. Queleh’s
coyes hod been gilued on Seneca for o
good hal-hour | But perhaps, with such
an entrancing author as Scneca it
=eemed like only a moment to Quelch,

“* Bunter, yon are eating 1

“Gurrrggh [”

“Will you answer
thundered Mr. Quelch.

“Groogh! Yes, sir]” purgled Bunter.
“1=—1 didn't! I—I mican, I—I weasn't!
That ia, I—~I mean—— Trrrrrgegh 1

Bunter made a tremendous offort, and
ilie cheeolate slid down itz appointed
way, That effort made him choke and
guﬁp. He choked, gasped, and giurgied,
snd his eyes watercd behind his big
spectacles, '

Mr. Quelch came round the forms.
His face was. grim. Arrived at Buntor,
ho swished tho cane.

“ Btand up, Bunter !

“I~I say, sit——" gasped Bunter,
Y Oocogh!l I mean Woogh 1*?

“Now bend over your desk 1™

Bwipo

Bunter roared,

“You will now hand o mo m:? othar
comestibles you may have brought into
1the Form-room " rapped Mr, Quelch.
“Havo you any othera, Buntey £

“Urgh! Owl Nol”

"Why, what Jis that?”  Quelch’s
?rmllct. eye spotted the packet on the
edge under Bunter’s desk, ¥ Bunter
how dare you! This is a packet of
chocolate!  Bend over your desk
aganl”

20h lor’ 1

wipe, swipo !
“Ow !l Oh crikey! Qw®

Mr. Queleh rustled away taking the
chocolate packet with him. Billy Bunter
bilinked after him with an infuriated
blink that might have cracked his
spectacles.  Mr. Quelch sat at his desk
again, frowning. A man who was mug-
ging up- Seneca for a lecture that oven-
ing did not Iike theso interruptions,
Eunltei:' ltked them still less than Br

ueleh.

Bob Chervy gavo Carter a L%-,']Er.m.

“¥ou wonin 1" he breathed.

Carter glanced at Limn carclessly,

“You toad!” growled Bob, “You

Tue Macxer Lasrany.—XNo. 1,571

me, Bunter?”

THE MAGNET

were pulling ihat {2t chump’s lew on

purpose——:"
“Cherey ! came from the lisgh desk,
“0Ohl Yes sir!” gasped Bob.

“Are you talking in class 17

“Oh!l Yes, six!?

“Take a hundred lines, Cherry 1"

Bob Chorry did net falk any more!

There was silence in the class, as the
Remove carrvied on with Latin papers,
and Mr. Queleh with Sencca—broken
only by the scratching of. pensz, and an
occasional painful squeak from Billy
Bunter.

———iee

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
Bunter Wants a Bunk !

o OB, old cha o
B “Dan’t bother, falthend ™
“But I say—"

“Buzz I
~ “Look_here, give me a bunk up, you
beast I'" hooted Billy Bunter.
Y“What?" ejaculated Bob Cherry.
Bob stared at BJ,IIJ_ Bunter. So did
his friends. So did several other
Remove fellows, in the group on the
path by the Form-room windows.

It was a balf-holiday that alterpoon;
aid the Remove fellows were discussing
& pick-up game; a last practico befaro
tha Rookwood match. now nearly due.
That sobject did not  interest Billy
Blurder! He interrupted it ruthlessly.

“A  bunk up?” repeated Bob.
“What do you mean, you fat dufferi”

“Just what I say—a bunk up!™
answered DBunter. Ie jerked p fat
thumb towards the open window of the
Remove Form Room. “There's nobody
about—except you fellows!  Bafe -as
houses!  Bunk me up before sone
beastly beak or pre. comes fooling
along 1

“Pon’t bo an ass—"

“Will you bunk mo up ' demanded
Bunter,

“MNo!"” grunted Bob. *If vou want
to ask for more trouble with Queleh,
rou howhng ass, you won't get any help

rom me 1"

“Beast! I sav. Whartony——"

“Shut np, ass!”

“ Nugent, old chap—-

"Faﬁlead " said Fraok Nugent.

“Will you give nie a bunk up, Ball "

-H:N , mE= !'I-:l-

“Will vou, Inky?®™”

“The answer 13 in ihe  absurd
negative, my- esteemed fat DBonter 1Y
answered Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Hmithy, eld chap—"

“Dry up, Owl!™  said  IMerbert
Vernon-Bmith. * Now, about that pick-
up, Wharton, if you want moe 1o captain
a side—" :

““Just that!” mzsented tho captain of
the Remowe. *We ecan make up a full
twently-two in the Remove——-"

“I say, you fellows——"'

“Will you shut up,
quired Johnny Bull.

“No, I won't! T'wanta bunk upt I
say, Toddy—"

“Park it, old fat bean " said Peter
Tadd. *“Roll away! Vou jolly well
know e fellow isn't allowed in the
Form-room out of class! Chuck it!”

“That's why I'm getting in at the
window,” explained Bunter. *“Quelch
might ﬁg}t me if T went in et the door.
I say, Hazel—"

“Idiot 1" eaid Hazel.

“Carter—give me a bunk, will you?”
asked Bunter, turning his spectacles
on the new fellow in the Remove.

Being on terms of warfare with his
relative, Carter, Bunter would not, as
a 1ile, have thought of asking him to
oblige in anything. Now it was o case

"

DBunter 2 in-

of ary port in a éterm ! He had osked
every other fellow present, and every
other fellow present had refused. Only
Carter being laft, he nsked Cartor.

“Oh, 1 don’t mind!” said Carter,
unexpoectedly obliging.

“Goad ! You've not such o cad as
vour look, old chapl” sdid Bunter,
“Come en, Fve got to get it done
before dinner. Ten to ona Quelch will
go back for it after dingier.’

This  sounded rather mysterious.
Bunter, appurently, had designs on
somicthing that his Form-master had
left in the Form-room, after dismiss-
ing tho Remove at the end of thivd
sehnnl,

“IHold on, Bunter, you priccless
chump !* said Bob Cherry quictly, aud
his eyes .glinted at Carter. *“Haven't
yvou stnse enongh not to let that fellow
and yow in a rowi”

“Oh, really, Cherry ! I want a bonk
up to the window-——"

“What do you want in the Form-
room, you ax?  exclaimed Harry
Wharton.

Buntor grinned.

“I'm g:}in% to make Queleh sit up ¥
he explained. “8afe as houses! The
beast swiped me this morning—I can
fecl it now! 1 say, you saw him with
that book in third school—I jolly well
know he was mugging it up for his
locture to the Sixthl He left it on his
dezlk"in the Form-room, see? Well,
suippesn ib's gone when ho goes thero
for iti"

Billy  Bunter's grin  widenod—
extending from one fat ear to the other.

Evidently Bunter regarded this as a
good one on Quelch.

Carier laughed—the other fellows did
not. They stared ot Bunter. Playing
tricks on Henry Samuel Quelch, tha
master of the Greyfriars. Remove, was
abhout as =afe an amusement as fwist-
ing Lhe tail of a tiger,

“Yoir Denighted chump!” said Boh
Cherry, “Quelch would be aa d s
a hatiee if sanybody meddlod with his
bk 17

“That’s what I want!”
Bunter. “Sa Ion
it was me, a
important.™

"Well, vou're net going to do any-
thing of the kind., you fat assl Now
shar up and roll off 17

“¥ou nund your own business, Boh
Cherry 1 exelaimed the Owl of the
Remove hotly.  *1 suppose a fellow
cait «lo na he likes, without asking you.
Who asked vou to butt in, I'd liko to
Enow &

Ar which DBeh Cherry'a frionds

rinnrd. All through that term, Bob
“herry had stood up for the fat and
fatuous Owl, and saved him again and
again from the consequences of his own
fatheadadness and  Carter’s  cunnin
trickory, But championing Billy
Bunter was rather & thankless task!

Dol tid not grin. He drew bacle his
rigith foot—and Billy Bunter promptly
dodged out of the way of it.

“Come on, Carter!” he exclaimed
“Como and give me a bunk up 1"

“Auny old thing!” drawléd Carter:
and, wih n sncering glance at Hob
Cherry, he followed the fat Owl to the
Form-room window.

. Other fellows could have clambered
in at thai window unassisted; but the
high stonoe sill was rather beyond
Bunter's clambeéring powera.

Bob glanced at them, with o dark
brow,

Smithy laughed sarcastically.

“ Bunter's the man to ask for it, isn't
het® he vemarked. *“*Ho epecially

explainod
a3 he doczn't know
course | That'a



wants a good report this term ! That's

how hLo's setting about Eemqi!l it."”
“The howling =sss3!” said Harry
Wharton,

“Tho blithering adiot I" growled Bob
Chorry. “That cad Carter has Innded
him in all the trouble he could this
term—ho wangled that row over tho
choca in third school just to get Bunter
in trouble—and now "

" Now Bunter's asking for more, and
Certer’'s happy to hﬂ]fp 1" grinned the
Bounder. ‘*Sgiigiug ellow, Cacter1”

“I've a jolly good mind—"

“Q0h, let the fat chump rip!" grunted
Johnny Bull. “If he gaets six from
Queleh, it may teach him a littlo sense,

Bob Cherry did not answer. [He
gtood watching the two juniors under
the Form-room window, with knitted
brows. :

Bunter had grabbed tho high stone
window-sill, and Carter was bunking
him u[ﬁ from below. It was no ecasy
task, Bunking the fat Owl up might,
indeed, have mads a thirtecnth job for
Harcules, Bunter scrambled, and
Carter heaved, but progross was slow.

“Now, about the sides—" wont on
Harry Wharton, reverting to the mere
im‘Pnrta.nt maticr of the pick-up.

Bunter—"" began Bob. -

“IEh! Bunter's no good,” said the
captain of the Remove., * Bunter can't
play tootball! What do you mean?”

Bunter's hunting for trouble, I
mean! Ha ought to bo stopped!”

“Oh, blow Buntor!” = exclaimed
Wharton. “I'm talking football—"

“Well, 'm jolly well going to stop
him!"” growled Bob. * That cad's not
going to land him this time.”

And, leaving the group, Bob Cherry
tramped across to the Form-room win-
dow. There was no moro timo to be
lost if Bunter was to be stopped.
Hefty as the task was, Carter was
heaving him up, with herculean efforts
ond the fat Owl was now nearly Janded
on the window-sill. . _

A few moments more, and hia woight
would bkave been transferred from
Arthur Carter to the solid stono sill.
Bob Cherry arrived just in timo.

Unceremoniously he grabbed Carter
Ly his collar and hooked him back-
wards, QCarter staggered back, and
ceased to support Bunter. .

Thoe law of gravitation did the rest!
Bunter, being left without any wisiblo
means of support, and not yet safely
landed, fell back, with o startled howl.

He feoll, naturally, on Carter, as that
youth was just under him.

Cartor went over on his back, on the
guad: Bunter went over on Carter, on
Lia waistcont |

There was 8 horrible gurglo From
Carter, as all the wind was driven out

himm under the impact of Billy
Bunter's weight.

# Ooooooocogh 1

“0hl Owl You silly asst Owl®
roared Billy Bunter, scrambling wildly
to his fect, planting a foot on Carter's
face in the process. * You clumsy ass—
ow I”

“Oocoogh "' moaned Carter,

He sprawled, gasping and gurgling.

Bob Cherry grinned. ‘There was n
howl of laughter from the group of
juniors,

“Ha, ha, ha!¥

“1 =ay, you fellows—— Owi®
“Ha, ha, hal” yelled the Bounder.
“Try again, Carter (™

“Uomcghl Whooogh| Mooooh I™
moaned Carter. He st up dizeily,
pressing both hands to his walstcoat.
“Urrgh! I'm winded! Gurrch!]™

“Ha, ha, hat”

Billy Dunter blinked down at him
through his big spectacles,
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“You silly, clumsy ass!™” he hooted.
“You let me fall—"

*“Ooogoogh 1™ ]

“I might have got hurt, if I hadn't
Fallenn on yvou " howled Bunter indig-
nantly.

*“Ha, ha, hal”

“Mooooh ¥ moaned the -wretched
Carter. Ho clasped his waisteoat, and
wriggled and moaned, ]

“I say, Bob, that clumsy diot let
nim down! Lend me a band, old
chap—— -
“Will a foot do?" asked DBob.

“Bh? Nol What—"

- “You'll bave to make 1t dol
it is!” —

“Ow! Deast! Leave off kicking
me, will you?' yellad Bunter., 1 say,
you fellows, stop that beast kicking
me! I say—— Yarooh I

Billy Bunter shot along the path as
if it wore the cinder path. His
nefarious designs on the Form-room
window Lad to be abandoned. The
pressing necessity, at the moment, was
to get out of reach of Bob Cherry's
lunging boot.  And Bunter, yelling,
got out of rcach ot something under
60 m.p.h.

Here

e

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Quelech Takes Bunter at his Word !
BR. QUELCH knpitted his brows.

Under those knitted brows

his eyes glinted.

Quelch had been  busy
since third echool, He had had to seo
the Head about that lecture in the
evoning: he had had to see Monsieur
Charpentier aobout a French sct; Le
bhad had to see Mr. Lascellos about &
maths set, and now there was only
n quarter of an hour left before the
dinner-bell rang.

Fiftcen minutes, however, weore &Of
tcen minutes, to & methodieal man
who never wasted half & minute
There was time for another dig into
Sencca CUVIIIL 8o Mr. Quelch was
heading for the Formt-room, where he
had Iq}ﬁ; Senccg on his desk, intending
to sit down once more to the entrane-
ing cpistles which that ancient Roman
had written to lus pa! Lucilius,

As ho entered the corridor, Quelch’s
bhrows knitted, and his eyes
nt the sight of a fat figure in advance
of him.

He had n back view of that ﬁgﬁ:_m
but he did not need to see DBilly
Bunter’s features to identify him. It
was always casy to identify Bunter by
Lis cirenmierence, which was notico-

able at once, from whatever point of
the compass he might be viewed.

Dunter was in the act of opening the
Form-room atgl barging therein,

Mye. Queleh marched dewn the cor-
ridor after him.

Except in class, fellows had {o gsk
leavo to enter a Form-room. Seldom
did any fellow want to do so. DMy,
Queleh was primly carious to know
what Bunter wanted there.

He arrived at the open deorway and
looked in. Bunter was breaking a
rule; but if he had merely gone back
to the Morm-room for spch a thing as
a2 book, or a penecil, or a map that
he had forgotton, Quolch was prepared
to lot him off with 2 mild reproof.
his object was to split & cane, or intro
duco drawing-pins to a master’s chair,
Quelch was prepared to make an ex-
ample of him.

By the time Queleh reached tho door
and locked in, Bunter had reached tho
Form-master’s desk and picked up
tho velumo.that lay thercon.

It waz a hefty volume, Quelch's

linted.

P eould

5

leelure that evening was going fo deal
with_ Seneen 1o general, and Epastle
CVIII in particular.  That volume

contained aill the celebrated epistles
that Laecmns Annsens: Soneca inflicted
en the long-suffering Luciliug—no
fewer than o hundred and owenty-four,
oll lengthy.

The wvolume waz open al Epistle
CVII, oand Bunter blinked et it, his
very spectacles gleaming with dislike
and scorn.

guelch liked this tesh. How any-
body, not driven thereto by a Form-
master’s cane, could read such stuff,
was o mystery to Bunter.

He ihanked his lucky stars that they
did not do Sencea in the Remove. He
coitld sce at o glance that he was a
tougher beast than Virgil or Cesar.

Tosh as 1t woas—in Billv's valuable
opinion—Quelech was keen on 1. He
actually hked it.© That hefty Latin
valume was one of the favourite com-
panions of Lis scanly leisure hours.
iic had been seen sitting under o
shady eln in the guad perusing that
I}I%‘\ volume.

Fell, he was not going to peruse it
again in a hurry. Dunter wos going to
gae to that.

That volumo was going to disappear,

Bunter wos not going to damage it,
of course. Bunter was an a%s, but he
was not a malieious ass, He was going
ta cart that hefty volume off, and hide
it 10 a box-room, or somewhere,

Sooner or later it would turm up.
n the meaptime, Bunter was going
to cnjoy Queleh’s rage and diamaﬂv.
Quoleh wonld be inguiring all over the
shop for his Soneca. obody would
know whero it was, except Bunter;
and Bunter was going to laugh in his
sloove.

That was the prograomme—destined,
alas !—never to be carried out. For as
Bunter, with Scneea under his fat arm,
rolled towards the door of Lthe Remove-
room, he found himself faco to face
with his Form-master.

Queleh’s eyes were fined on him like
points of glittering steel.

“Oh 1" gasped Bunter,

Crash ! wont Scneca to the floor.

Billy Bunter stood goggling at his
Form-thastor, transfixed with torror.

“Oh1” ho. repented, in s horrified
squeak.

Mr Quelels advanced into the Form-

YOOI
“Wall 7" Lo said grimly.
Ho said " well,™ gut' that was only
o ligure of speech. His Jook did not
indicate that matters were golng well—
for Bunter, at least,

O meancd Buanter, for the third
Limne.,

He had failed to burgle the Form-
roor by the window. Now he wished
that b had failed to burgle it by the
door. He wished that he was anywhere
but in that Form-reom, under the
deadly glint of Queleh’s gimlet eyes.
His fat knees knocked together in
sheer funk.

“Well #" repeated Mr. Quelch grimly,

“0Oh lor' " zaid Buunter.

“What aro wvou deing with that
volume? I presume,” said Mr, Quelch,
with devastating sarveasm, “that you
were not intending to read it, Bunter.”

Queleh had a sercastic tongue., Hre
wither a fellow with sarcasm.
Thia was once of his best efforts.
Bunter, who “skowed ” in Cmsar, and
hag difficu'tios oven with Eutropius,
was not likely to have pinched Sencca
for the purpose of reading him.

But that rvomark, bitterly sarcastio
as it was, gave Bunter a cue,

Obvionsly, he eould not tell Queleh

Tue Maexer Liscary.—No. 1,571,
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ilat he had boen going to hide Seneca

in. n box-room to pay him out. That
was not the sort of thing any fellow
eould tell & beak. Just what he could

ray, Bunter did not know. The truth
was of no use to him, even H he had
thought of it, which he scldom did.

But Quelch’s sareastic suggestion camo
like & ray of light. Bunter jumped st
it- with both feet, so to epeal.

“{Jh, yes, sirl” he gasped.

S What P* exdlaimed Mr., Quelch,
“Bunter, you—yon venture to tell me
that you were taking that velume
wway. to read it1"”

“¥os, sir,’’ stuttered Bunter., Ho
had a’ wﬂg hope of gettin hj)r with
this. *“I1—1 hknow J—I shouldn't have

taken it without leave, sir, but—bnt
I thought sou wouldn't mind me look:
ing at it, sir, as—as I'm fearfully
Leen to—to read Seneca, sir, and—and
zee what he—he—he’s like.”

Mr. Quelch gazed ot him. _

He did not, of course, believe this.
It was nnbelievable. Even studious
follows in the Eemove, even one or
two foilows given to swotting, - never
revenled any desire to dig into Seneca,
Mark Linley or Pﬂﬂfﬂlg, might bor-
row a Livy :from thoir Form-master,
They had pdver asked him to  lerid
them Sencca. And Bunter’s tastes in
literature were really not classical.
glhﬂjl' ran rather in the direction of the

Burglar's Boarding-Scheol,” and ter-
riﬁc&ﬁ;‘w thrilling works of that kind.
Queleh’s breath seemed to be taken
eway by Bunter’s statement. Ile just
pazed at the anxious fat Owl

“You—you see, gir, I—I've heard
a lot of talk about your lecture. this
ovening to the Sixth,” went on Bunter
hopefully,. *1 heard Wingate men-
tion it ‘to Gwynne, -and-—a

¥ Bunter |” ]

“And—and I—I thought I—I'd like
to have & shot at it, sir,”" went on
Bunter. “I—I theught it—it might im-
prove my Latin, sir.”

“Upon my word ! sald Mr. Quelch.

“If—if you'd let me have the book,
sir, when——when you're not wanting it,
I—1 should so much like to—to read
it, sir.” breathed Bunter. * The—the
harder it 1s. the better I should like
it, really.”

“ Are vou asking me to lend you that
volume, Bunter, for the purpose of
tranniatingh gnd studying it?” gasped
Mr. Quelch.

"Yes, sir: if—if yvou'd be so kind ™
gasped Bunter o

There was o chance, at lcast, of get-
ting by with this. Aftér all, Quelch
ought te be pleased at a fellow dis
playing such keenness to study a diffi-
cult author. He had often ragged
Bunter for slackmess. He couldn't say
that this was slack, anyhow. _

If Quelch swallowed this, lent him
Sencea, and let him get away, that was
all Bunter wanted. Certainly he had
no intention of opening the volume and
taking a single blink at the contents.

Mr. Quelch continued to gaze at
Bunter Suddenly he smiled, but it
was & grim smile.

“Very well, Bunter,” he said. "I
find it difficult to believe that such was
vour desire and mtention in taking away
that wvolume, but 1 shall mccept your
statement. You may pick up that
volume and follow me to my study.”

Bunter picked up the wvolume and
followed Mr. Quelch to his study.

Behind hiz Form-master’s back he
grinned,

This undoubtedly looked as if he had

ulled Quelch’s leg and got by, tholgh
EE was rather puzzled to know why he

wasa to ﬁn to the study.
. Tug Macwyer Lisrary.—No.. 1,571
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Arrived in that apariment, Quelch
sighed to him to place Sencca on the
table; then the master of the Remave
stepped to the bookcase, and from a set
of small volumes selected one.

He handed it to Bunter. Bunter
blinked at it. It was a smaller edition
of Seneca. It contained a dozen of the
epistles, instead of the whole hundred
and twenty-four. : .

“That wvglume, Bunter, contains
Epistle CVIII, with which I am speci-
ally dealing in my lecture this eveming,”
seid My, Quelch pleasantly.

“Dudrdid-doca i, sir?” stammered
Bunter. ]

“T will lend it to you, Bunter. This
volume I require for my own use, but
I will lend you that smell volume of
S G thank i 1” gasped Bunte

“(h, thank you, sir [” gasped Bunter.

“1 have no doubt,” continued Mr,
Queleh, with almost ferocious sarcasm,
“that you will find it sufficient. 1 am
keenly interested in this Gnaceiistomed
mterest you display in tho classics,
Burnter. You will {vanslate Epistle
CVIHI—"

“(h, yes, sirl”

“And bring it -to me—"

“Eh?"

“And I will go over it with you,
Bunter,™

Billy Bunter blinked at him in horror.

“QOh 1" he gasped. *“I—I—I =zay, that
—that’s very l:if!—:i!g-:’«.;md of you, sir!
I~~I'm =0 much obliged, sir! If——if T
ret time——" .

“1 advise you to find time, Buntex,"
sard My, Quelch grimly; “for unless
vou bring me that translation within
three days I shall cane you.”

“0Oh 1* gasped Bunter.

“1 shall, in fact, cane you with tlic
utmost severity,” said Mr. Quelch, 1
shall be-driven to helieve, Bunter, that
you have attempted to  deceive and
delude wme, for which no punishment
could be too severe.”

“0h erikey !

“What? What did you say, Bunter ¥

“T—I said thank wou, sirl” groancd
Bunter.

“¥ou may now go, Bunter. Take
that wvolume with you, and remember
that I shall expect fo sce your trans
lation of Epistle CVIII within three
days,*

Billy Bunter tottered from the study,
Mr. Quelch smiled s he went—his
grimmest smile.

Billy Buntor did not feel ltke smiling.

He was landed with a translation of
Sencea. Queolch might as well have set
him a jigsaw puzzle to translate.

Bunter dJdid not smile; he looked,
indeed, like the sorrowful king of
ancient times—as if he was never going
to smile againl

o e e T

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Bounder’s Way!

ERBERT VERNON.-SMITLI
glanced ot o Remaove fellow
who was poing out of pates,
and his lip curled in a sarcastic

H

SOEEE.

He gave Bob Cherry a touch on the
clbow, and Bob glanced round. .

“Look " said the Bounder, nodding
in the direction of the gates.

Bob's sunny face darkenced a little as

he %hi.nnm:] after Carter.
“Carter’s cutting the footer,™ sad
Smithy.

“Looks like 1" said Bob., “Can'd
say I'm sorry. He's a good man at the
game, but I can’t stand him.”

“Why do vou think he's cptting ¥

“Blessed if T know, or caral 1'm wn

interested in Carter,™ answercd Bob
shortly.

The Bounder laughed.

“.1 think you are, old bean. You've
had a feud on with him ever gince he
catme—and I know why, You havdn't
made much of a secret of your belief
that Carter's out to dish Bunter's
chances with that jolly old relation of
hoth of them—old Joo Certer—whe
doesn't seem to be able to make up lus
mind where to leave his money.”

“I1 know that that's hjs game; end
vou know it as well az T do, Smithy,”
suid Bob direectly. * He's played one
dirty trick after another on that fat ass
~—and you've spotted him at it, end so
have L. Only last week—” _

“Yes,” said the Bounder aquictly,
“only last week a fellow who logked
like ,;'Bhﬂt.er tricked the Head on the
telephone, and Bunter was actually
bunked fo it; only it came out at-the
last moment that it wasn't Bunter,
Nobody knows who the fellow was—"'

1 do,” growled Bob.

* Not to prove it i .

“No, asa! That rotten rascal is too
cunning to get anything proved on him.
But I know it was Carter—and I know
where he got the ides, too. That ass
Wibléy miade himself up as Bunter for
ona .of his theatrical stunts; and I'm as
certain that Carter borrowed his props
aud played that trick at the post offico
as if he'd told me about it."

T8ame heore,” said the DBounder.
“ Ghiéss where he's going new Cherry,”

Bob shrugged his shoulders.

“What does it matter? Out of
bounds very likely, the dingy worm| I
saw him that day when old Wingate
spotted him at the Three Fishers. By
rum, if he's cut footer for that kind of
thing=——"

“1 don't think it's that. He's preify
Lkeen on footer; and he could sneak
atong to the Three Fishers or the Crosa
Keys any time. He's got some special
appointment out of gates this afterngon,
or he would turn up for Soccer. I fancy
I know what it 1s, ‘too,” sncercd tho
Tounder. *He's in tow with & men
named Goneh-—a cousin of his, I think—
1 apotted them once. And I fancy that
:_.'u'u’-ﬁknmv move about that than I do,

100,

Bob did not reply. He knew that
Carter, in  his scheming campaign
against the fat Owl of the Remove, had
the assistance of his cousin, My, Gideon
tigoch, but the subject was distasteful
10 hin. ! g

“Ton to one it's Gooch tlus lime,”
~aid Bmithy. * What about kecping an
vvo on the ecad ¥

Bob made a pesture of repugnance,

*No fear V' he answered promptly.

“¥You don’t like the idéa of watlchin®
him #* sneered the Bounder,

“No, I don't!”

“ Tt doesn’t strike me the same way,”
~nid  Vernon-Smith  coolly. “That
frllow’s & crook, Cherry. If it wore
mply o squabble between him  and
Dunter to get after old Joe Carter’s
oney I should care no more about ik
than you would. But when it comes te
laying dirty schemes to get a fellow
punked from the school—and a helpless
ass like Bunter at that—I think 1#'s Limo
somebody kicked 1

“Yes, but—="

“ That cur ought to be booted out of
Gireyfriars,” said Smithy. “ Borstal's
nearer his mark! ¥ don't carc a sivaw
about DBunter—and I've booted him
often enough for pinching tuck frem my
siudly—huat that fellow’s a crook, aned
thie man who's helping him o this ganm
i= angther crook; and I'd take a lot of
vrouble to dish the pair of them.”
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* Will you answer me, Bunter [ ** thundered Mr. Quelch.

Bunter.

2l ?{‘- H

* Are you c;unsﬁmlng comestibles ? ** ** Wooogh | ** gurgled
“Urrrrrgeh 1" The fat Removite made a fremendous effprt, and the chocolate slid down Ifs appointed way.

The effort made himn choke and gasp and his eyes watered behind his big spectacles.

“Ho would I,” said Bob, “but ”

U you wouldn’t let yourself down
to the extent of watching a fellow?”
joared the Bounder.

“I conldn’t, 8mithy! You couldn't,
cither! Look here, it's time we got
along to the changing-room." _

“Couldn’t 1% said Vernon-Bmith.
“I'm not so jolly particular as you are,
old turnip1 I not only could, but F'm
going to! Detectives do it—" p

“You're not a detective,” said Bob
gruily.

“I1f ono Removo man can be a crook,
I don't see why_ another Hemove man
shouldn't be a detective to spot him)’
said the Bounder. “I'm going to do i,
too ! -Coming 7" ]

Bob shook his head. Tt seemed likely
encugh to him, as to the Bounder, that
the schemer of the Rlemove was going
to sce his confederate that afternoon.
But the idea of keeping walch on any
follow was nltogether too repugnant to
s mind.

“PDon’t do it, Smithy,” he
“Come along to the footer.”

"You won't come

“No, I can't.”

“Then give Wharton a message for
me—tell him I'm sovry I'vo got to cut
this afterncon,” said Vernon-Smith,

“Look here, Smithy—'"" vrged Bob.

“8ee you later—with news, perhaps,”
drawlied the Bounder, and he walked
down to the gates and went out after
Carter.

Bob Cherry went along to the chang-
ing-room rather slowly and thought-
fully. In that peculiar contest of wits
with tho schemer of the Remove, the
Rounder was on his side, ond he was
glad of it; he knew only too well that
the cool, Leen-witted Bounder was
better able to deal with an un-
rerupilous rascal like Carter than he
wae himeelf., IPat he did not like

said.

Smithy’s methods, and nothing would
have induced him to jein in the
Bounder’s present enterprize.

He heard Wibley's voice as he arrived
in the changing-reom. William Wibley
was argning with the ecapiain of the
FRemove there, Ho sounded rather
excited.

“What sort of a silly ass do you call
vourself, Wharton 7" Wibley was in-

quiring.

“No sort at all, old bean,™ sald
Harry mildly. * Not, at any rate, the
sort of silly ass to fancy that you can
play Soccer, old top 1¥

“Yaon chump ™

“¥ou can play Hamlot I said tho
captain of the Remove zoothimgly, ©If
we ever play Hamlet you ﬂmﬁ;enpiain
the side—-"

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“But there's a spot of difference
between SHoeeer and  amateur
theatricals,” cxplained Wharton. “ You
stick to theatricals, old bean! Stick to
your jolly old impersonations! You're
tnppinF in that line. You can make
vourself up as anybody——I mean, sny-
body except a footballer I

“You silly ass!” reared Wibley.
can play your head off
Soccer as at theatricals. It's only a
ick-up game, too. Mean to say that
‘m not good enough for a pick-up?”
“¥ea, ves, old fellovt—quite; bus this
iz rather a special pick-up—putting the
men through their paces for the Rook-
wood mateh. Any other time—"

The thoughtiul expression on Bob
Cherry’s frce was changed into a grin,
a: he came in. Al the changing-room
was grinning. Wibley, who had no
erjual in the thentrical line, was not
content to do wha! he could do—he
wanted, like many iellows, to do what
he couldn't do! Soceer was one of the
things be couldn't do.

H"[
as casily at

“Where's SBmithy 7 asked HHarry
Wharton, as Bob came in.

“He wants to cut this time,” sanl
Bob., *“ He—"

“The silly ass!” exclaimed the cap-
tain of the Remove. “He can't ent—I
want him to skipper tho other side !

“Well. he's gone out of gates™
answered Bob, “It—it’s somethmg he
thinke rather important.” Bob

coloured rather uncomiortably, He
conld hardly explain what it was that

had taken the under out of gates
that afterncon.

“Tother the silly ass!™ growled
Wharton, " Sgqutff, vou'll have to

skipper the other side. Now we shall
want another man.” Wharton knitted
his brows. The Removeo was o numerous
Form; but twenty-two men was rather
a heavy draw on the football talent in
the Form. )

“Here I am ™ said Wibley at once.

Harry Wharton locked at him. -

"0Oh! Youl!” he said. “Um! All
right—it’s vou or SBkinner, and I sup-
pose you're as good as Skinner ¥

“Do you mean & million times
better?™® : :
“(Oh, & hillion if you Like! Get into

vour togs ™

And William Wibley changed for
footer; and he played in that I1'}ir:lv:-'s1}:|
with coneiderable satisfaction to himsels,
il not to his skipper,

———

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Shadowed By Smithy !

RTHUR CARTER walked
guickly down Friardale Lane.

He glanced back when ho

reached the stile that gave on

the footpath through the wood. He did
"THE MAGNET ixm:u:r.—}{u. 1,571.



not 5;:31;3705{1 tor & moment that he was
folowed; it was only the habit of
eaution. On-a helihg l.::h;.l;,u Greyiriars
féliows were likely to be about, and he
did ‘ot want to be seen when he joined
up with My, Gideon Gooch.

Two 8ixth Foerm men—Loder and
Wilker—wero strolling along the lane
—tekiog no heed, naturally, of so in-
considerabls a person ms a Lower
Fourth junior. Mmove men werg noat
likély 10 be scen with s pick-up game
on that claimed twenty-two memboers of
the Form. Carter gave the two seniors
& carcless glanes, and eclimbed over the
stile,

On tho fgutﬁnth. he waited o minuto
or two, uniil they had passed-on towards
the village. however. Then he walked

uickly slong the footpath. under the
shadowy branches of the old treecs.

At o distance from the stile, & man
was leconing on a beech—a thin, pallid-
men 1 rusty black, His eyes
rested on Carter for a moment; and
then he left tho footpath and went into
wood. Cartpr turned off at the
same apot, and followed him.

Not till he was a good hundred yards
from tho {mtﬁuth, and in the midst of
trees aud thickets, did Mr. Geoch halt.
Then, safe from observation of a,n:.fn{m
who might pass along the path, he
stopped; and Carter joined him,

Cldrter's expressiod was not  veory
pleasant. His ‘ceusin, Gooch, was help-
ing him in his peculiar camprign—to
get back into his rich uncle's good
graces and get rid of his rival for
the sahe. ut Gooch's assistanee had
not m-:a.iEmI him very much, so far: and
his’ advice was uscless to Carter, his
advice being that that young vascal who
had been expelled from his last school
should follow ihe path of reform, as the
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surest niethod of rvegaining old 3Mr.
Carter's favour.

at  method did not  recommend
itself to Carter, and ho wanted to heay
no more on thet subject.

“Look here, Gideon,” he began, *1

ot vour message, and hora I am; but
it’s rotten awkward coming out this
aflernoon. I've had to eut the footer,
and you know ms well as I do that it's
my cuc Lo get on In games as well as
in ¢lass—cvorything counts 1

“Quite I agr Gooch, “Most im-
portant of u%;l. Lhiowever, 1s consisbent
good conduck.”

Y 0h, wash that ent!” interrupted
Carter irritably. *“If that's all you'vae
got to say—" .

“It iz not! I have s new iden; and
there is no time to lose—the term is
drawing near ita end. ¥You have failed,
and failed sgain—so far from bringing
Bunter to disgrace, the position is un-
changed.” :

“Not quite 1 said Carter. * Every
fime I land him in a row with Quelch,
it helps! A lob depends on his term’s
report; old Joc  Carter is going to
judge by that before he docs anything
definite. - And Bunter has given Quelch
a lot of trouble this term—with Help
from me."

“QOnly,” snapped Gideon, “it has led
to nothing 1" =

“Not my faulk. I'm beginming to
wonder whether there’s anything in it

at all! growled Carter.” * Nothihg
seerns to come off ! What's tlie matter
with you?” Le added irritably, as

Gideon gave o slight start and stared
round suspiciously at ihe surrounding
thickets,

“Dil you heor “somcening ¥ asked
CGooch.

“No, I dido™t™

A rustle—--"
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"k, rot! A rabbit, perhaps[®

“*¥Yon were not followed ?*

“Don't be an ass ¥

“You have told me that a boy named
Cherry-——*"

“Cherry’s. butted in again and again,
but he would no more follow o fellow
and watch him than he would pick his
poeket 1” grunted Carter.

“¥ou bave mentioned another junior
—Vernon-Smith.”

“Well, bo might—only- ha doesn't
care & builed bean about ﬁunt\er._h Why
should he? I got on hiz wrong side by

tting him nabbed in mistake for

unter—but that’s all. He's captaining
one sido in a pick-up match now—tho
pick-up I ought to be playing in*

Gideon stood listening, and watching,
for a long minute, Carter staving at him
with a contemptuous sneer. ;

; Bt.m the solicitor scomed satisficd at
ash.

“You cannot ba too careful, Arthur,”
he said at last. " You have madn
enemies in your school, where it should
have been yvour object to mianke friends.
No one. of course. knows that you aro
meeting me to-day

“Do yeu think I should tell any-
bodyt They might get curious to know
what we have to conteb about !’ anecred
Carter.. He took s packet of cigarettes
from his pocket and lighted ono, Gooch
eyeing him with cold disapproval.

“That will do you no good, Arthur |
ho rapped.

“Oh. give vs a rest! You eaid vou
had & new idea. What is it? If there's
anything to be done, I'm keen enough.”

“ Listen to me, Arthur! It is fairly
clear that you can do nothing. If any-
thing 15 to be done, I must conlrive it
personally 1
"I can't see you taking any risk!”
jeered Carter,

“I intend te take none! The plan
I have formed does pot involve ma in
any risk, or I should not touch itl?
answered Mr. Gooch calinly., “ But,
from what yéu have told me of Bunter,
it looks good. I have thought this cut
very carefully, Arthur. 7The boy has,
you have told me, vicious propensities.”

“"No. Ho's o gr  umscrupulous
little fat nss! But he's more a fool
than anything else !

“You have told me that two or three
wecks sgo he had a fatuous idea of
backing a horse, and his well-wishers
in his Form woero hardly oble to
restrain him from acting in such o way
that ho would have been cxpelled.”

“(h, yes, if that's what yrou mean!
He's idiot emough for anything 1 said
Carter impatiently. *“I lent "him a
quid, that time, to help him land him-
self—but 1t only ended in the qud
roing on tuck.”

“Buppose he mot a sporting man
outside the sehool, who was prepnmci
to fend him monev, take lnm to the
vaces, and generally go to the trouble
and expense of Lelping him to make a
fool of himself. What would he do?”

“Jump at it!" =aid Carter *He
would land himself in anything, with-
out even understanding that ho was
{IGEH% wrong—that's the sort of ass ho
1s. ut how—and what "

“He does not know me, personally,™
said Mr. Gooch. " Alze, differently
dressed. T should have a very different
appearance,”

&'n rter. started.

“You!"” he breathed.

*1 should not be likely to take any
other person into my confidenes, in
stich a matter,” =aid Ar. Gooch dryly,
“ezpeeially o person who wonld play
sueh a part! I liave no wish to bo
blackmailed! Yes, I--once in louch
with.- Bunter, I have no doubt that 1
could econtrive all that s necessary, if




son have described him accurately to
nie. "

“Hy gum
glistening.

“You, of cotrse, must not appear in
thio matier at all,” said Gooch, “ But
vou must contrive, somehow, for Bun.
ter to ba in some spot where I can
make his acquaintance. The rest you
can leave to me."”

By

“1 ecould fix that all right! |
gl You'ro o sporting man, la.ltmﬁ
a voung blackguard to the races——
Carter chuckled, *Oh, my bhat! You
needn't bo afraid that the fat Owl
would smiell & rat! Why, you ecould
land him at the Three Fishers, or tho
Cross Keys, or some such place, and
leave him there to be coppod—caught
right in the acti"

“ Exoctly I™

“Gideen, old man, yon'ro no fool I
satd Carter,

“1 havo boon considered n roguo,
Arthur,” seid Mr.. Gooch. " But ne
-’:__m 1;1:- far, lias aver considerad me a
ﬂﬂ' 113

“This 15 s winner " sald Carter.
“Look hore, we'd better fix it up on
the spot! I tell you, Buater will fall
for this like a gudgeon for bait! He'd
have landed himself long ago if he'd
had any moner. Get right on to it
now."

" To-morrow, thenl”" ssid QGideon,
“If you can manage for Bunter, after

|
E

said Carter, his eyes

clase, to take o little walk—say, in
Friardale Lanc! Could you manago
that 7%

Carter laughed.

“Fasily! There's a  tuckshop in

Friardalo—anybody eould get him to
ga there”

“If I am sitting on the stile, I shall
eco him. I have no doubi that I shall
recognise lim casily enough—"

#A fellow ag fot as. o porpoise, with
n pair of big speetacles, and & voice like
a 'ventriiorﬁlial doll’'s squeak ! said
Carter. *"Nobody elss could be mis-
taken for him. You've seen him from a
iistance, too. That's all right.”

“"Loave the rest to me, then "™ sald
Mr. Gooch, with & sour smile.

Carter lighted anothor cigarotte. Xis
eves were dancing.

For ten minutes or mero the procicus
pair remained -I:!IEI:?HESCITIE the echemo;
und then they separated. It wes too
late for Carter to think of football, and
ho consoled himself by ereeping quietly
in at the back gate of the Uross Kevs,
where he had aequaintances of the
sporting kind. DMr. Goooh wrlked back
to the railway station, to toke his train
back to Lantham.

Thoe spot where they lhad conferred,
in the deep, dusky wood, was left
deserted. Not till after the sountd of
their footfalls had died away was thero
a rustle in the thicketa Then the
Bounder of Groyviriars stepped into view
—had thera been any aye ta see him !
The Bounder was launghing silently to
himsgelf.

Gideon Gooch had not hoen mistaken
in thinking that he had heard a rustla
in tho woopd! But the echoolboy
shadower had been cautiouz—thore had
not been o second rustle for him to hear.
Tnseen, unheard, tho Bownder of Grey-
frinva had listoned to almost every
word of that conference in the heart of
tho wootl,

"By gad!” murmured Vernon-Smitl.
“I wonder if Cherry would have got
evor his soruples if he had had any
idea of what was going to be on.”

And ithe Bounder sauntered back to
%}_m sﬁ]mcnl, still lawehing silently to
yiensell,

EVERY SATURDAY

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

Bunter Up Against It !

SAY, you fellows [V
“Ha, ha, ha1” roated all the

£ I
fellows in the Rap .
It was fearfnlly unsympathetic.

Billy Bunter could not help feeling

that the Groeyfriars ERcmove wole &
stony-hearted lot. .
It" was tho following day, and

William George Dunter wns in a state
of woe and tribulation.

Ho rolled into the Rnig, nfter class,
with a woehegone fat face. All the
fellows kpew what the trowble was;
and- thay all teok it as one of the best
jokes of the term.

It was no joke to Dunicrl

It mede all the Remove roar. It
made Buntor feel inchined, like Ieter
of old, to go out and weep hitterly !

It had always been a sorious com-
plaint of Dunter’s that Quelch novor
would take his word! Now Quelch had
taken it—and ho was loss satisfied than
over |

Coaught in the very act of snafllin
Sceneea, Bunter hod adopted his usua
rosourco—fibbing ! Fither Queleh had
believed him, or ho lLad acted as if
ha belioved him! Anyhow, ho had
inken Bunter ot his word |

All that Bunter had to do now. was
to mako that word good! That,
unluckily, was miles berend his powers,
and millions of miles beyond his
inclinations. The bare idea of trans-
lating SBencea madoe lum eringe.

But he had to do it—somchow !
Either he had to do it, or he had to
take the consequences—and Quoleh had
Ezcumaed that the consequences would

vory severo !
The wnbappy Owl blinked round,
through his big spectacles, at a erowd
of grinning. faces,

Bunter himseli conld see nothing
at which to grin. The malter was
seripps—awiully  serious! It meant
nothing less than a sovero whopping
for Bunter! If that was not sorious,
Bunter would have liked to know what
Wasa,

“If you fellows think that this is

funn " groancd DBunter.
“Ha, ha, hal”
Clearly the fellows did !

#Trv sticking to tho truth next time,
old fat hean!” advised Boh Cherry,

Y Noxt time's o pood-—it's this timo
that's worrving me!” groancd Buntor.

“Truthfulness is the eracked piteher
that goes longest to the \mf]), my
estecmed Bunter, and saves a bird in
hand from o stiteh in timn, as the
English  praverh  remarks!”  grionned
Hurree Jamsot Rlam Singh.

I don’t believe Quelch half-helioved
me, really,” saud Bunter.

“Not half 1" agreed Frank Nugenk

“Of course ha didn't 1" said Johnny
Bull. *And he's jolly well caught you
and serve you right, you fat spoofer "
f;;ﬂﬂnstl The gut;sl;iﬂn is, du‘]ﬁa[‘s a
allow going {o do?" yappe ungor.

“Beneca [¥ suggested Harry
Wharton.

“I con't do ihe sinff, of coursa!l I
don't suppose any man in the Remove
could touch it! I know I ecan’tl But
—hug if I don’t, T get o whopping—
and—and Qneleh saic specinlly that it
would bo sovera! That’s what he says
when he means awipes,”

“ITa, ha, hai™ :

“(h, cackle!” said Buntor bitterly.
“T'm for it, and all von fellows can
ilo il:l-' to eackle, afier all 've done for

o,

“Why not fackle it?” asked Tom
Rtedwing, lavghing. " With o dictionary
nnd a graminor, ardd a wet towel ronmd
yvour head-—"

y

“Ha, ha, hat"

“I shall have to tacklo it!” groaned
Bunter, "I shall have to transiate the
muck somchow. But there's yards and
yards of it. Threo or four hundred
linga, at least! It's & beastly cpistle
—which meana ¢ lotter—fancy any man
writing such a lot of rot to o friend,
and fancy any man reading it when ho
got it! I—I wish I hadn't told Quelch
I liked Boneca—who the thump was
Seneca ?  Anyhody know 77

The Removites yelled,

“Aslt  Queleh I soggested  Deler
Todd.

“Well, T can’t nsk him who the beast
was, after telling him I liked tho beast
and hiz beastly tosh] He fancies I

know, vou know."
“Senecn,”  snid | Mark  Linloy,

langhing, *“was a jolly old Roman,
born in Spain in the}guar 4 8.0 He
was tutor to Nero, His Episiles wero
writion to luz old friend Iawilius ™
“I sav, old chap, you scom to know
all shout it,” said PBunter. *“Think
you conld do the translation! I'd copw
it out, if you did—I'm not lazy, I hope'l
I'd do that mueh.”

“Tathaad t"
aold manl!” said Bol

“Tacklo it,
encouragingly. "It will improvo your

Latin no end. You want o repott
thizs torm{ Well, think of Quﬁnh
putting in  your roport, *fGood &t
classics; ospecially fond of diffionli

authors, such as Soneca——""

] ety

“YWell,» look here, von chaps,™ said
Bunter, *it'a got to be done Enmahuwl
My idea 18 this—suppose you all tackle
it1 Many handa make light work, yon
know! You nll take a bit ocach, and
worry through it somehow—then I
copy out the lot——="*

‘Oh, my hat I

“Call next door 1”

“Mention it next Christmasz!"™

“Ha, ha, ha!®

* Beasts!" roared Bunter.

That proposition did not scom to
appeal to the Remove fellowa! They
cculd not quito seo themselves sitiing
down to & feast of Senecs, in order to
pr{}é'lﬂ(* Bunter with a translation ready-
made.

Billy Bunter rolled dismally out of the
Rag, leaving tho follows thore velling.

Carter, who was leafing in the pas.
sage, glaneed nt the fat Owl's lugubrions
faco, and grinned.

DBunter gave him o ferocions glare.

“Beast!” he romarked, in passing.

" Hold on, Bunter,” sald Carter amie-
ably, “vou seem to ho in a bit of a

BCT AT I conld help—
“Yes, I can see you helping I yap
Bunler. “"Think you can pull my leg.

vau beast ¥

“ I wouldn™t mind having a shot af it,”
said Carter, “only I've got to go down
io the wllnlg-c-. Look here, if you'll
for me, I'll have o shot at it whila
you're gone=thai’s fairl If it's bogun,
thoat's Sﬁm-&thmﬁf’

Buntor paused, and blinked at him
doubtiully. It was, as Carvor said,
“somoething,” if he made & beginning
with that putrid translation. Carter,
certainly, was much better able €0 tackle
it than Bunter. On the other hand,
Funter did not want to walk down to
Friardale. He was too lazy to teckle
Sencea, and for the same excellent
reason, he did not want o walk,

“Is it a go?” asked Carter. *It's
only to the tuckshop, to fetch o parcel
of toffee-apples—>"

“Wha-a-t?"

“YVou know TUnele Clegg's tolfec-
apples—you can't get botler ones any-
where else,” said Carter, I ordered
them vesterday, and he told me they'd

E Mannert Fisnany.—Noy. 1,571,
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be ready to-day. I'll 'get thau tronsia-
tian etatted for you, if yow'll g}:‘“
* nter, at

1 go, old chap ! said
poce, ‘
Walking dawn to the village, con-
sjdered merely as a walk, had no _at-
traction whatevor for Bunter! But
fetching & parcel of toffee-apples was
guite another and more attractive preo-

ition. Bunter did not even mind if
it. was a. heavy parcel! Indeed, the
heavier it was, the better he would like
it | . Like Esop’s burden of old, it would
grow lighter the longer it was carried |

“Right-ho, then | said Carter.
me your jolly old Beneca, and I'll get it
oing. ‘The parcel's paiti ‘for—that’'s sll
rig 23

“The beastly book’s on the table in
my study,” said Bunter cheerfully. “I'll
get that parcel all right, Carter, old
chap ! I’ll be back by tea-time! Get
as much of that tosh done a3 you con.”

“It's & po!” said Cartor. _

And he went up to the Remove studies
to get Seneca from BStudy No. T and
start on the same! Lucilinvs Annmus
Zencea had little moro attraction for

arter than for Bunter, but he smiled

3 he sat down to it in Study No. 1.
It was almost too casy to pull that fat
Owl's leg! .

Bubter was going down to Friardale,
He was going to pass the stile on which
eat Mr, Gideon Cooch. The rest was
safely lclt to Gooch. No wonder the
echemer of the Remove smiled, a3 he
sut down to Bencen, and Billy Bunter
rolled out of the House and Leaded for
the gates.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER,
A Wheeze Tor Wibley !

i“ ET out}” said William Wibley
inhospitably. _
Vernon-8mith grinned, and
came in, instead of getting
out,

Wibley was alone in his etudy. IHis
property-box was open, and the table,
the chairs, and nearly everything else in
the study, were covered with theatrien]
gadgets.  Wib was busgy, and when Lo
was busy, he did not hke being inter-
rupted. Henee his remark as the
Bounder came in,

Bmithy came in, all the same, and
shut tho deor. Ho lesned on it, and
watched Wibley, who was combing out
a long black beard, which had got
rather mized and tangled among the
other “props.”

“Want anylhing?” yapped Wibley.

“Yos! I haven't locked in simply for
the pleasure of hearing you yap hke a
dog, old bean,” said Smithy, “I've been
thinkimg out o stunt, which no man at
Greviriars can handle oxeept vou™

“Oh!* Wibley looked a littlo in-
terestael,, “ That means something in the
theatrical ine? ¥

“Exactly!” . )

“Carry on !” said Wib, quite amiably,
Wibley was always willing to listen to
anything -in that particular line. ;

It's s eort of impersonation,” sail
the Bounder. "¥ou could do it! In
fact, vouw've done it once! Last week,
vou. fixed yourself up to look like that
fat ass, Bunter! I faucy that that was
what put a trick into somebody’s head,
too—you Lknow that somebady like
Bunter was seen at Courtfield Post

fice, when the Head was spoofed on
the phoné—--"

“T know."” _

“Well, 1t’s put a trick into my head,
too, said Bmithy. * You can play that
game over again, Wib.”

Wibley looked at him.

“I'm not -playing’ any tricks
Toe Maoxer Lisnary.~-No. 1,571,
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Dunter, if that's what you mean” he
said, “I've got o pretty clear ides that
he's got cnough trickery to look-for from
it chap Carter.”

“ Lot o chop speak, old man! Let mo
tell you something -that I épotied
yostorday [V
_ Wibley listencd, with his eyes grow-
ing wider, while the Bounder gave a
gneeinet aceount of ihe econference be-
tween Carter .and his cousin Gooch in
Friardale Wood.

Ho whistled when the Bounder had
finished.

“What do you think of that?” asked
Smithy, ,

“1 think I'd rather not have done
what you did, ald man!” said Wibley,
rather dryly. “The fellow's o sncaking
toad, 'if you've got it right—but—"

“Waszh that out!” interrupted the
Dounder. “I didw't come here for a
leeture—besides, I've had one from
Cherry ¢n the same subject. I've told
vou how the matter stands. Do yon
think that plotliag cad Carter and his
confederate ought to Lo allowed to
carry oni*

“ No, but—I don’t see how a man can
butt in,” answered Wibley. “You can
warn Bunter, of course, but that won't

revent a_bern fool making a fool of
umself. I dare say he wouldn't even
believe you—lic’s such a fibber that he
thinks everybody tells fibs.”

“¥ou mean, -you think they've got
him this time "

“Well, I"'d warn him,” said Wibley.
*“That's all you can do—but I don't sup+
pose it will save his bacon. Look how
he wanted to po blagging a few wesks
pgo, “hen he fancicd he had a tip for
the races. If there's any trouble ?ying
phout. you can rely on that fat nss to
stick Tus fat head into it. Still, I'd give
lim tho tip.”

“N.G.Y said Vernon-Smith.  “I've
got something hetter than that, Carter’s

mg to wangle it for Bunter to go
down to the village thiz afternoon, and
Giooch is going to nobble him. Suppose
you went ¥

“ 11" ejaculated Wibloy,

“Just you—gat up as Buanter 1

“Oh erikoy I

" That's the big jdon [” znid Smithy,
with o grin.,  *“Gooch docan’t know
Bunter—he's scen him  from o dis-
tance, that's all! Flo's going to wait for
a-fat fathend in spees—in a Groviriars
cap! You could do 1t on your head.”

“ But—but——" Willcy gasped. *Sup-
pose he took me for Bunter--that’s casy
cnough—what then'?"

“0h, lots then!™ zaid Smithy., “I'l
uwndertake to keep Bunter off the scene,
=0 that e won't hutt in at the samoe
time—and without Coarter knowing, too,
You fool Gooceh to the top of his%rmt.—
make him think he's got cevervthing
coming hiz way—and fix up an appoint-
ment with him in some nice shady spot
wiere we can give him a Iesson about
landing Greyfriars fellows in the soup.™

0" Wibley grinned. “By gum,
e rotten rascal ought to be ducked,
and booted—in faet, he ought to be
lynchad 1

“"Well, we can't lyneh him,” said
Vernon-Smith. . But we can make Lim
feel sorry for lnmsclf in o lot of ways.
After we've done with him he will D
tired of angling after Bunter—and that's
what we want.”

Wibley chuckled.

“I'm on ' he said, “It’s no end.of a
lark! If ihe brute docsn't know Bunter,
it's ns easy na pie. Is it to-day?”

“1 fancy he's sitting on that stile now,
watting."

“Then we'll get going.”

Wibley .began sorting “ props " out of
tho lprup&rtpbnx'-,

“1 can’t wolls ont of the schonl as

Bunter, of ecovree,” he remprked, #1X
can take the things in a bog, and make-
% ot of gates; 'snd then stroll along.
ou see that Bunler doesn’t butt in.”
Leave that to me.”

Ten minutes later, Vornon-Smith and
Wibley left the Ilouse together, Wih
-::nyr}-;n:g a packed bag. Ar the gates
Wibley went on his way, with a cheer
grm on his faee, and disappeared,
leaving. the Bounder lounging at tha
gatewgy. Tom Redwing epoited him
there a little later, and joined liim.

“_'!.'."Jltrrnm%1 down ta the footer,
Bmithy " he asked,

““Not just now, Reddy.”

“You cut the practice yesterday, you
know. You want to keep in form for
Rookwood,” said Redwing.

“¥es, but I'm rather buey now.”
“ Busy—hanging about the gates ™

Vernon-Smith langhod.

“I'm weiting for Dunter," he
explained,

“Bunter!” 1epeated Redwing
blankly,

I've an iden,™ snid  the
Bounder gravely, “that our «dear old
porpoise is going out to gel into mis-
chief. Naturally, I'm bound to chip in.
I can’t see a fellow wandering from tha
straight and narrow path  without
utterin® a word in scason, can I7 Yon
know my upright nature.”

“If you medn anything, what do you
mean ' grunted Redwing.

“Oddly conough, exactly what I =ay,"
answered the Bounder, laughing. *Cut
down to the footer, Reddy and leave me
to got on with the good work.™

“0Oh rot " grunted Redwing.

“Here comes Bunter! Cut off, old
man ! Positively, for one oceasion anly,
I prefer Bunter's company to yours,”

Redwing, with anothér grunt, walkad
away, leaving the Bounder in the gate-
way to meot Billy Buntér as he came
rolling down from the House.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Looking After Bunter !
BILLY BUNTER  bLlinked at

ernon-Smith as hin passed him
in the gateway, and rolled out.
The fat Owl of the Remove was
fecling rather bueked.

That rotten translation, which had
worried him o sorely, wns gelting
started, at any rate, If Carter did anly
twenty lines or s0 it would be something.
Other fellows, perhaps, might be in-
duced to lend aid lster. unter. had
three ways in which to get it done, and
there was a sporting chando,. at least, of
gotting it done on  the instalment
sy &slerm.

Anyhow, the beastly thing would ha
started, and that was so much to tha
good. But Bunter was thinking less of
Sencca ithan of the toffee-apples. If a
fellow carted a bag of toffce-apples
about, ho was entitled, Buntor eon-
sidered, to sample themn on the way.
There was no doubt that Bunter wasg
going to sample those toffec-apples. It
was probable that the samples would be
extonsive.

“Whither bound, old fat man$®

Bunter blinked: round at that wvalen
over his fat shoulder. The Bounder had
sauntered out after him,

to the

“h, just & walk down
village ! he answered.

“Pone your wransfation for Quelch '’
erinned fhe Bounder.

“Well, it's  staried,” answered
DBunier ehiearfully. *Uarier's staviing it
for me while I go down to Friavdals (or
him, =oo i



Vernon-8milh looked. at Bunter’s faf,
olituse face with o mingling of curiosity,
contempt, and compassion,  Evidently it
had been cosy cnough for Carter to pull
his leg, in accordance with the arrango-
tnent made with My, Gooch.
“E-'amxl 59” added Bunter. “I'm
m‘;m% nele Clegg's.,” Ha blinked
Lopetully at the Bounder. There was
ample accommodation within Bunter's
circurnference for other comestibles as
well as toffee-apples. “I say, old Clegg
has some jolly good things, bettor than
¥ou get ot the schiool shop, really. I'm
going io fetch some toffoc- app]es f{a
Carter. You know what -::ld Clege's
toffec-apples are like, Bumnihy.”

Smithy gave him n =arcastic grin.
Toffee-apples, it secred, were thoe bait

by wlich that fat fish had been so easyly
hooked. :
If was diffieult for a cool-headed,

Lkeen-witted féllow like the Bounder to
understand such obtusenczs as Bunter's,
Carter was his enemy, as e well know,
Bunter told every fellew m the
Remove that if - he had a good report
that term it might mean great things for
him. from his {%iatsmt aitel rich relative,
old Joseph Carter. He knew that
(larter’a cesire was to “dish ™ lnm in
ihat direction. Yet no suspicion had
crossed hiz fat mind.

In Bunter's place the Baunder would
have becn wary of every word, every
look, every movement of 1115 cnamy. This
happy Owl was not wary in the least.
Ha went straight into the trap like a fat

rabbit !

But Smithy, if he despised such ob-
tusencas, felt & spot of pity, too. The
more he’lph:ss the fat Owl was against
ithe machinations of hiz cnemies, tha
more it was up to o brighter fellow to
land him a helping han:lg

Thet was how Bob Cherry felt—and
iiie Boaidder also, to a lessor extent. It
was altogether too thiek for that fat
duffer to bo caught between iwo cunning
rogucs as if in o pair of pincera,

Smithy walked on by Bunter’s side,
Without Lis intervention, Bonter would
Lhave walked on past the stile, and Mr.
Gooch wonld have found some means,
easily enougl, of gotting him into con-
versation. Ho would not know that
Cleoch was any counnection of Carter’s;
Iie would take him for zome sl}r}rlmg
man, e would know perfcetly well,
as3 85 ho was, that Le ought not to get
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into any. dealings with sneh a man; but
that would not stop him. He would be
like olay in the hands of tho potter—like
a fat fly in & spidec’s wehb.

“Turn off here,” said Smithy sud-
denly. He ntcrppﬂl at a ‘pate long be-
fore the stile camo in sight.

“Eh? That's a long way round to
Triardale,” said Bunter. “It's noarly
twice 83 far across the ‘meadows,
Smithy."”

“Wice walk " said Smithy.

“Oh rot ! said Bunter,

“T'm teaing at Uncle Clegpg’s," said
the Bounder casnally, “I'd Like you to

ioin mo, old fat Liean, if you'd care for .

it”

“What-lha 1 said Bunter. Bunter had
never yob refused an invikation liko
that, and he wes not going to begin

now. “I told Carter T'd be back by
tea-time, but that's all right. But let’s
go by the lane,”

“1'm going by the meadows.

“PH wait for yon at the tuckshop,
{len.™

“You necdu't. IF vou don’t want my
company in o walk you den't want it at
tea,” answered the Bounder.

He opencd the gate.

“Oh, I—I o, old chap!” gasped
Bunter., “I—I'd like a walk, no end!
Ir—it's ripping going  across the

moadows.”

And Lo rolled through the gateway
after Smithy. laong walks did not
appeal to Dunter, but tea with the
Bounder did!

They walked by a winling path across
the meadows, far out of sight of the
slilt in Friardale Lano.

Bunter plugegms] on eheerfully, think-
ing now more of o lavish lea at Unele
Ulege’s than of the toffee-apples,

The RBounder could not help grinning.
Bunter, hke manv obtuze fellows,
fancicd that Le was very cute, that
he knew who was whe and what was
what, Iiut he had nel the remotest idea
why Carter had sent him to Friardale;
neither had he the faintest suspicion that
“mithy hed any motive for taking him
there hy a ronndabout route.  Blissfully
ignorant that there was anything going
on unknown to him, Bunter rolled omn,
thinking of tea at Tlnecle Clegg'a.

Keeping widely clear of Friardale
L.ane, they arriv el in the village, and at
I;'Jn:*!n L‘Irﬂg: 5 -.=’t1m'-
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The bag of toffee-apples, ovdered by
Carter the prévieus day, was in readi-
ness. But Bunter was not immediately
concerned about that now. Tea came
first. Carter could wait for his toffee-
apples till lock-up. They sat down at
the little table in ihe corner of the
village tuckshop, and Vernon-Smith
gave orders in his ususl lavish style.

The next hour was & happy one for
Bunter. )

Heldem or mever did the Bounder
Lbestow his company on the fat Owl of
the ‘Remove. 8cldom did Bunter have
an opportunity liko "this of picking up
the erumbs that fell from the rich man's
table. Bunter was not the follow to let
his chanced, like the sunbeams, pass him
by.. By the time tea was over Bunter
was happy, sticky, shiny, and found =

littlo dtlf‘eultjr .in I}rEathmg‘ -Ei.hﬂ
Cartor's toffce-apples in the bu%
safe now, Bunter had not left himseli

room for o singlo toffee-apploe!

There was a fly in the ointment, of
gourse. He had to walk back to the
school, and he was rather heavily Inden
for walkulg

“Look here, we're going back by the
lane 1" za1d hunmr decidodly. “No

more tramping over the mendows,
Smil [1:,' i4s :
“Not cven in my attractive com-

pany 1" asked the Bounder.

“I'm going hy the lane,” said Bunter,
“Yon can wonder all over t'iu,; shop if
you like—I'm not going to.”

The Bounder laughed. Bunter was
less amenable after tea than befora tea.
There was a difference between ' befora
taking ¥ and *after taking,' as it were.
But S8mith did not mind. What ho got
from Bunter wae cxactly what he ox-
pected to get from Buntcn

There was no doubt that the const was
elear now, and there was, in fact, littlo
more than time to get in for lock-up. Ho
tha Bounder cheerfully gave Bunler hia

head. .
Ad he was done with tho fat 'E}l:‘n'l o,
however, he did not bestow his com-

pany on him further. As Bunter, with
the k of toffee-apples under a fat arm
starter{; at the pace of an old fi
rnail, the Bounder walked off, and the
fat Owl was left on his own—to plod his
woary homeward way, like the plough-
man in the poom |
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THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Taken In!

IDEON GOOCH smiled. ;
Sitting on the stile in Friar
dale Lane, under the westering
sunshing of the spring afternoon,
Mr. Gooch was watching the lanc in the
direction of Greyfriars School,

Ho had little doubt ihat Arthur
Carter would succeed in sending tho fat
idnior where he.was wanted; and he
waited in cheerful patience.

Mr, Gooch did not present his usual
aspect a8 he sat on the stile, The rusty
black clothes, the rusty black hat, and
the n]ﬁstic-siﬂed boots, were gone, His
agquaintances would hérdly have known
Mr. Clooch in his change of attire. Ho
wore 4 grey lounge suib, and, ten shoes,
end a now Homburg hat; a coloured
waistcont, and a spotted tie. He locked
ton yoars younger, and guite a different
rort  of person. Unchanged was his
wolfish face, and his sharp, shifty eyes,

Ho smiled—as a wolf might have
eilod et the sight of & plump lamb—as
those sharp ovea fell on a fat figure
phigging up the Jane.

hig pair of spectacles flashed back
the ravs of the sun !

Godch-watched tho fat junior keenly
#s he came. He koew what to expect;
and this was what he expected !

Certainly he had not the remotest sns-
sekon that the rotundity of that faf
o was cavsed by skilful padding;
that tho ruddy hue in his checks was the
effect of art; or ihat the big spectacles
wera of plain glass,. He had no know-
lodge of Williamm Wibley, of the Grey-
frigre Remove—not the [faintest sus-
picton that his talk, with Carter in tho
wood had heen overheard—he had no
roason for doubt, and he did not dream
of donbting !

This was DBunter !

It had been hia intention to stop the
fat junior in passing with some remark
and inveigle him into a conversation,
to begin with. Rut he was eaved cven
that trifing trouble. The fat junior
camo up to the stile, and stopped.

He blinked at M. Gooch through the
big glasses,

“Mind if I sit here, too, for a bit?”
he asked, in a squeaky voice. "I'm a
bit tired.”

Nothing coulid have happened better,
from 3Ir. Gooch’s point of view,

HMot. at all!” he answered, very
civilly., “Plenty of room.” Ile shifte
slong the stile to make room for the
plump schoolbay.

Buonter—if it wore Bunter=-zat on 1he
top bar, resting his feet on the step with
a grunt of relicf. Wibley, a3 o matter
of fact, was rather plad of a vest. Walk-
ing in that extensive padding was a
little fatiguing,

“Porhaps you can tell me the name
of that building,"” remarked Mr. Gooch,
with a gestnre towards a istant tower
that. showed against the blue sky in the
distance over tho trees.

“Eh! That's my school—Grex-
friara ! answered tho fat youth.

“Yon belong to Greyiriars?®™ asked
Mr. Gooch. He had already noticed the
UGireviriars cap on the fat junior's head;
and he had no doubt that this was
Bunter: but he hed to make sure,

“Oh, yes, I'm in the Remove”
answered his companion on the stile
“¥You know anybody at Greyfriars?'? he
added.

“Nol? replied Mr. Gooch untruth-
fully. “I am upacquainted with any
CGreyfriars boys. Very glad to meet
one!” A cigaretto-case appeoared in his
hand. *I suppose you do not smoke?’
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“"Don't I just, when the beaks and

prefects ain’t about I"* answered the fat
vonth, with o wink at Alr. Gooch. .

Mr, Gooch leughed and held ont his
case, The fat schoolboy selected &
smoke, Billy Bunter, in Wibley's place,
undoubtedly would have done the same,
and Jighted 1t
light it. He stuck it in his mouth, and
left it at that.

Gideon drow a folded racing paper
from his pocket. As he openad it, he
noted, with a eidelong eye, that the fat
junior’s speetacles turned on it.

“Not interedted in such things, I sup-
pose 1"’ remarked Gideon, '

“¥You bet your hife!” answered thae
fat schoolbow, with another wink.
course, & chap doean’t get a lot of
chances at school. They keep an eyo on
usz, But I can tell you wo jolly well kick
over thoe traces sometimes,  There's o
follow in my Form named Carter——""

“Carter ! repeated Mr. Gooceli, wilh
& ftart,

“No cond of a sportsman! Ile was
whopped the other day for polrhaunt-
ing ]I I dare soy Le'll Lo sacked Lefore
nng 33

“Oh ! pasped Mr. Gooch.

HNew chap this term,” wenk on the
fat schieolboy chattily., ™A regular old
ﬁkﬁ‘l‘ﬁl]’l ;i;’rcrught him to the school—""

Wl b

“8Bome sort of a lawyer johnny—
dressed in black, with fishy cves—yon
ehould have socn  him—fearful ald
blighter 1™

Mr. Gooch breathed hard. Tt was he
who lhad taken Arthur Carter to Grey-
frinrs at the beginning of the term.
Thie flaticring desceripbion was, there
fore, of himseif! He was pglad fhat he
Ttad made sa complete & change in his
appearance. Obviously—ta Mr. Goocli-—
this fat fellow did not know that he was
Gooclh ¢

CGideon was very much inclined, at
that moment, to tipg the fat fellow off
the etile, and land him in a heap in the
lane. He did not think of giving way
to that inclination, however.

“Mean beast, that fellow Carter!”
woent on tha fat junior.  “Cateh him
lending  half<a-crown, even to a rela-
tion !

“A relation 1™ zaid M. Gooeh.

Mot that we're really reloied, yon
know! The Carters are very distant
relations of the Bunters,™

Alr. Gooclhi’s eyes gleamed wih 2
fishy gleam.  Ile knew already, of
conrse ; but he wanted to he guile sure,
He was quite sure now, This romark
could only mean that the fat fellow was
Bunter.

Really, lie did not seem to have any
nae for his cunving, in deabing with this
fellow ! Bunter scomed to be dommg his
work for him |

“Auything good in that paper?”
aidded the fat  jnnior, wiih another
blink at'ihe rvacing paper in Ay, Gonogeli’s
Irancls,

Mr. Gooch =smilecl.

Woaveral things, lin answered, *if
they iutevest youl The [act i, thiz 1e
my linge of buzsiness.’

“Oh, I guessed that one!” said the
fat junior cheerily. 1 could see at onee
that you were a =zporting man.”

“You arc an obzervant lad, Alaster
Dunier.”

“Woll, I faney 1 hknow my way
about,” said the fat Jumior com-
dacently.  “I'm rather wide, you
L:mwl I'vo gobt my eye-teeth eut! 1

say, mind if 1 look at that paper?”

" Plenscd 1 _

Mr. Gooch was, in fact, vory pleased,
Tie had not expected to have much difi-
cenlty with DBanter, after what Carter
Lind told luim abont iha fab Owl DBut he

L4 ﬂf

had hardly expoctod 16 1o be so casy &s
this, The fatuous young ass was simply
ssking for it, !
He handed " Bunier ? the paper, and
noted, with satisfaction, how cagerly hia
eyves and spectacles. hxed on if.
But the fat fcllow blinked up sud-

But Wibley did not denl

oy,
“Might bo spotted here!” ho said, "I
should get into a fearful row if a pro
saw me with this paper,”
“A pre?"” repecated Mr. Goocl.

“Profect!" explained the fat school-
hoy, A prefect would report mo to
the Head! Look here, if you don't
nmiind letting mo have & sguint at' this
paper, I'll step out of sight—anybody
night pass along this lane"

“By all means!” smiled Mr, Cooch,

The fat junior slippetl down an tho
inner side of the stile, and moved ap the

footpath,
Mi:.a Goochr followed him, smiling.

A dozen yards from the stile, the trecs
screened them from  view in Friardalo
Lane. They also cast o dusky shade
over the fat face: which was all to tha
pood from the schoolboy actor's point
nf view, Ho had completely taken in
Gideon Gooch; but he preferred to shun
close ohservation as much oz possible,

“I.#av, this looks good!' ho ox-
¢laimed eagerly. *Man here says that
Bouny Boy iz a cert for the threc o'clack
next Wednesday—and you can got fouy
to one! What do vonr think '’

" Quite a d thing. "

“You really think so?"

“Quite "

“1f a chap only had a chance of got-
ting something on|” sighed the [at
JUnLar.,

“Perhaps I eould help you thers”
auggested My, Gooch, “1 am acouainted
with a good many bookmakers,™

“*Not much use to mo, thongh—I"m
stony ! 1 den't suppose Cartor would
lend me & quid again® :

*Betting can be dove on eredit!? sand
Mr. Gooch, watching the fat juniov
narrowly, *1 could arrango that for
mi“l
C " Could vou peally ¥ asked the fat
junior, with great cagermess. "1 =aw,
voun ore & sport, Mr, You haven't
told me your name 17

“Reobinson1” said Mr. Gooch, "My
dear fellow, I can fix this quite easily.
A friend of mine at the Three Fishors—
1 are say yvour know the placo—"

“IDon't I1* The fat !:l;unmr winked.,

“I could meet vou there and arrango
the matter with o sporting friend—"

“I sav that's rippinlg! What about
Saturdav—that’'s o half-holiday at my
school? A fellow can geot away on a
half-holiday. ™

“Make it
Caoch,

“Well, look here, a chap has to hao
earciul, zaid the fat junior cantionsly,
“It's the =ack if a fellow's spotred at
that show,”

Mr., Gooch’s eycs
rmnanent,

1 fancy Carter wouldn’t weep if his
relation in the Remove was bunked,
1Ie he, ke! DBut I'm not taking ony
rizks, vou know,” .

“A follow cannot ba too carveiyh™
agreed Mr. Gooch.

“Suppose I trot along Oak Lann
abont three on Saturday s

“ Voo sant Mr. Gooch sofily.

“There's & gate therel Suppose yon
were sort of epotted around-—"

" Mxacily.” :

“ You could give me the tip
safe to go m at the gatel If not, I
could manage the foneo.” .

“Quite a good iden!™ smiled Alr

Caoclt,  * You will find me ar the gata

Saturday ! agreed Aln

pleamed for a

if it wern



of the Three. I‘nhms in Oak Loane ai
three on Baturday.”

“Sure vou con managoe ik $"

“0h, quite! I shall be very glad to
sea you there, Master Ei.mter,” said

ideon with unusual truthfulness.

“Good ege, then!|” The fat junior
looked ot his wateh, *I1 sav, T shall
hme to be clearing ! Bit of luck meet.
.3"‘3“ Mgz, Robinson, wasn't it? Yon
1.mn forget Saturday £

“I nover for {;f-t an appointmeént,™
gmiled My, Cooe

g g

|”l

Carter ceased to support Bunter, The
Iat Removite, being left without an
visible means of support, fell back
a stariled howl. Carter went over on
his bask and Bunter landed on top of

him.  “ Oopodopoogh ! '  gurgled
Carter, “Ow ! You silly ass!?”
roared Bunter.
“0. K., then!™
And ajfl:r_*r a8 fow more words with his
new  friend, Mr. Robinson, the fat

nior rolted awoy, and Elamin:rmi OvoLr
ho stile info Friardale Lane.
tie disappeared from Mr. Gooch's

eyos,
ifr. Gooch n:l{!;{)nrmd in another
direction. He was feeling satisfied.

If cver there was an unthinking, com- 1

placont, fatheaded o83, asking for
tmuhlo. it was Arthur Carter’s relative
in the E;r-n;,rfnaﬂ Removal That waa
Mr. Gooch’s happy refloection. He had
had o do simply nothing in this matter
—only leave the fat fool to act nccord-
ing to his follyi Ile had cxpected it to
bo onsy—but not so casy as thial

On Baturdny afternoon Billy Buntor
would be safely landed inside the most
disreputable resort in the district. My
Googh wonld very easily arrenge for
him tn bo caught thera. It was no
wonder that Ciideon smiled as he wenb
his way,

Probably he would not have smiled
eould ho have scen the fat junior whom
ho had lately intorviewed—in o quict,
seolnded spot, discarding his outward
resemblance to Billy Bunter in order to
walk back to Crerfriara as Willinm
Wiblay.,

I"-ﬂiuit Giudeon was happily unawave of
iha

| ]

THE TENTH CHAPTER.

Unexpecied !
UNTER I
Me. Quelch rapped ool ihat
name when be was about 1o
flismisa tha Remova after shivd
arhanl on Satarvday morning,

A3 Bob Cherry hooked him backwards, .

EVERY SATURDAY

“ Ya-c-0n, sir 1" mumbléd Bunter.
Heo gur:sa-:-,d wliat was coming.
And he guesscd correetly.

“ 1 shall l:xtpech to see your translation
of Seneca hefore tea-time, Bunter," said
Mr.. %ne-ic]t_.

“0Oh  erikes—I moan,
gesped Bunter,

There was & grin B.lcm the ranks of *
the Ilomove. T. ch’s faco was
sarious—indeod, mmra--hnt no Removo
man believed that ho really oxpeeted to
pet that translation from '§3unh::r. Or,
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at all events, Im expectation musk have
been vory ahgl
He was nmg ﬂm fat Owl o chanee to

ye as good as his word, ithat was all--a
sork of grim jest on Quelch's part,

‘I—] haven't finished it  sir!”
stammered Bunter. “I-—I'm getting on
with it, sir, but I—I haven't finished 1t."

“I am glad to hear that yon are
%ttmg on with it, Bunter,” said the

Remove master, with grim  gravity,
“This _afternoon being o half-holiday,
vor will be fres from classes, and it will
he an exesllont opportunity to finish it.”

“¥—T1 was going out ihiz afternoon,
R P

“T recommend xon not o do so,
Bunter, until yon have completed that
tronslation ' said My Quelch, And he
tlismissed the Form.

Hlih Buntor relled ont, Ingubrione.

Que eh probably donbied whether the
fat Owl had even started on that diffienle
translation. But it wos, 1 point of fact,
started; Carter had started i6 and done
phout fiftoen lines, which Ilunter had
;.!l-':ly coptogl out in his ewn sprawling
it

Bunter had fully intended 1o have o
shot ot it himself and acdd o little there-
unta,  PBnt lazineszs, a3 nsual, had
supervencd.

Ulapying oul the 1ine: Carlor had done
for hum was a suflicient exeriion fov the
fat Owl, and he had left it at thal,

Hcmg‘ froe from clazsea  for the
remainder of Saturday gave him o good

opportunity, ns Mr, Queleh pointed out,
of getting some more done, But Bunter
i::n.slr:ﬁt looking for opportunities of that

ine

Besides, ha had something on that
afternoon, Mo was going over to Cliff
House Hchool to sco his sister Bessie.
Bticking in his study, grinding ot a
Latin translation, had no atiraction for
Buntor,

Carter had dono that dismal epistlo
i'mm “Id do que quaoris™ as far as

‘magis Jaxat.” That left yards and
yards to be done, It wuu 8 hefty aftor-
noon’s work for DBunter—if he had
tackled it

Ile wns not thinking of tackling
Iin wos thinking {'lf dodging :H
the question “ how "
able,

“I say, you fellows, you're not play-
ing football this ofternoon,” he said,
hooking on fo the Famous Five in the
qued. “I know you've got gamos
practice with Lascelles; Lot that's nob
till four. I say, what abont a spot of
tho elassies ¥

At which five Fellows chuekled,

“Rlessod if 1 mee anything to eackle
al’ You heard what Quelch said,”

vapped Bunter. “I'm not oeking yon
ir:. do thoe lobt! If T show up o gond bit
it will keep Qurlﬂh auict! I've got a
clomk done—"

{Continwed on page 16.)
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(Continued from page 13.)
“You dhave!” e¢jaculated Harry
Wharton.

*“Oh, yes; Carter did it for mo (™

“Carter 1 exclaimed Bob Cherry.

“Oh, not for nothing 1" jeered Bunter,
“1 went down to Friardale for him, and
o did ‘it while T went—see ? Still, there
it is: I've copiad it out and it will do
for Quelch, Over o dozen lines. Well,
:}uppasa you fellows do a dozen cach,

tE.n-a—h-—-

“The supposefulness is terrific i

“You ser, I've got to get over to Cliff
House' this afterncon,” urged Bunter.
“I've promised Bessie I'd go. She’ll
he fem-fuli?' disappointed if she docsn’t
spe me——""

& Gammon 1

"y, really, Bulil r
fond I am of my sister Bessie,’
Bunter reproachiully.

“ Exactly 1" assented Frank Nugent.

" The exactfulness is prepostevouns.”

“Besides, she's had a cake from
Lowme—"" went on Bunter.

*“Ha, ha, ha

“Oh, stop cackling!” howled Bunter,
in oxasperation. "1 don’t wank to miss
that cake—TI mean, I don’t want to miss
Bessie. How many lines of that putrid
Een%’ﬂea will vou do for me, Wharton?"

ka fix _IIEIJI

You know how
¥ gaid

“PBaast ]! How many will you do,
Bob " . .

¢ as many ns 1 «an do while T'm
riding my jiggert” 1

"‘E—;h! fow many will vou do,
Nugent 1"

“Same numbor ns Bob 1"

“What about you, Buil?”

* (o and eat coka ™

“yah! Rotter!l I say, Imky, old
chap, vou don't want to go fooling about
o & bike with games practico later.
Will you do o bateh of that bosh for

me "

“4The answer iz 1n  the absurd
ative,”
MEWell, of all the rotters!” said

Dunter, surveving the Famous Five with
s blink of devastating ecorn. Y Of all
the cads—of all the. rotters—of oll the
mouldy swabs—— I say, you fellows,
don’t '-.m‘ik off while a chap’s talking to
rou |

v But the Famous Five did walk off,
With the eelfishness that Bunter veally
expected of them, they weré going oub
on their jiggers, instead of sitbing down
to Seneca amd producing o translation
for Bunter to palm off on My Quclch
as his own,

Uitil the dinnor-bell rang Bunter was
& busy man, He was not busy with
Seneca, of conrse, He was busy looking
for somo Remove man to vender firsl-
aid 1o this extremity |

Peteor Todd declined, without thanks:
Wibley, with & cheery grin, told hiwn
that he had a theatrical stunt on for
that afternoon and no time for Seneca
or anything else; Skinner reoared with
laughtor at the request, as if Bunter had
been telling him & joke; and about o
dozen other fellows told Bunter to go
to slmE and dream again, or to go and

Trne Macxer Lisnary.—No. 1,571,

THE MAGNET

eat coke, or. to go and chop chips] Noi
a single fellow Wwas prepared to touch
Seneca |

Bunter's fat brow was worricd when
ho rolled in to dinner. Ie found some
consolation in the ecircnmestance that
there was  steak-and-kidney pie for
dinner: but even that was only a tem-
parary consolation. _

After dinner ho was faced with the
awful prospect of sitting in his study,
and tackling " that wunspenkable heast,
Seneca. It was awiul to think of, but
the fat Owl had to think of it.

And then the unexpeéted happened.

Resciie came from an uttetly un-
looked-for quarter. Carter of the Re-
move tapped him on the shoulder as
he stood in deep and dismal pondering,

He blinked round irritably.

“Hard luck, Dunter!™ said Carter
amicably, “1 heard you saying i
ﬂfg:]\‘j that you wanted to go _out this
afternoo. nything special ¥

B Oh, vee,  rathorp ! anawored
Bunter. * I-—I sav, Carter, Hf—if you'd
— He brokg off, realising how
hopeless it was,

But it was not so hopeless as ho
supposed,  CUnrter had lis own reasona
for wishing lis relative 1o go out of
gates that afternoon. IIe had had
word from Mr. Gooch, and know all
about that appointment in Oak Lanec.
Certainly, he had no idea that 1t was
n cake at Gl House that called
Dunter forth to tho opon spaces. Ile
naturally suppoesed that it was the
appointment with Mr. Gooch.

“The fact is, I'll lend you a hand,”
said Carter.

“Will you really?” gasped Dunter.
This scomed too good Lo be true.

“Why not?” saul Carter. “ After
all, we'rn relations.  If von want to
geb out of gates, T’ Lurn out [fifty
lines or =0 for you. I can tackle the
stuff oll right.”

“Oh crikey I'" gaid Bunter, *TI-—I
say, Carter, you ain't half such o benask
as I've always thought! You ain't,
raally 1™

“Thanks! Woell, T mean it. You
can eut off as soon as you like”

Bunter lost no time in cutting off.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Backing Up the Bounder !

ERBERT VERNON-SMITII fol-
lowed the Famous Five when
they went down to the bike-
shed.

There was a cheery grin on the
Bounder's face,
“Going for a spin?" Lo asked.

B Yy k by four, for Lascelles,”
answored Harry.

“Like my company?”

“Eht Yes if voo like™

“The likefuluness will be terrifie, my
estecmed Smithy,™ :

Aund Smithy wheeled out his machine
with tho others.

“We're poing round by the cliffs,”
said Bob Cherry.
“Mind ecoming Convifickl wapi®

asked the Dounder,

“No. Put whyt”

“I've got a reason.”

*Oh, all rightt”

Somewhat puzzled, the chums of the
Romove mounted, and rode with the
Bounder towards Courtfield Common.

At the cornor of Qak Lane, Herbert
Vornon-mimith slowed down.

“ Stop lhere,” he saild.

“What on earth for?” asked Johnnw
Bull impetiently.

“ Bocause I want you to, old bean™

Jolhmmy  Bell grunted, but he dis.

mounted. The other fellows did tho
same, eyeing the PBounder curiously.
They- all understood by this timo that
8mithy hpd some gpecial reason for
jorning up with them that afterncon.
“What's on, Bmithy " asked Harry,
rather abruptly.

“I want you men to lend me a
hand.”

“I1 what?"

“Bticking a4 man iple & dich.”

“Wha-a-£7"

Thoe Famous Five stared.

Smithy grinned at their surprised
focoes,
B“Hﬁf that's o joke——" began Johnny
nll,

“It 1sn'g 1

“Well, then, if you think we'rn
fggng to help you do anything of tho
zind, you're a silly ess!™  grunted
Johnny, “Let's got on, you fellows'

“Wait till I tell you who the man
ie,” said the Bounder. **Yon'vo all
heard of hino—relation of the npew
chap's, Carter. Iliz nama’s Gooch™

“(ooch "  repeated Bob Chernrr,
with a start.

“Lots of timo vet”’ ndded the
Bounder. *QGooch 13 going to wait for
Bunter ot the gate of tho Three

Firhers, ot three™

"What? syelled Bolb.

“How do you know fhat, Smithy "
asked Harry Wharton, very quictly.

“I'll tell vou: but, first of all, nre
vou ready to lend me 2 hand ¥

“I any," said Bob Cherry prompily.
“If that roscal is pulling that fat
chump’s leg in that way, I'll be jeliv
glad }i’ﬂ stop him."”

“Bame here,” said Frank Nugentf.
“El'lt ]

“Tho butfulness is terrific,” mur-
mured Hurreo Jamset Ram Singh.

#1 don't sce how vou Lknow anyvihin
about it, Smithy,” szaid Jehnny Pull,
“Mean to sng[ Bunter's told sou?™

“Hardly, Hep doesn’t know,”

“Heo doesn™t ktnow [ gasped Jolinnv.

“ Not o suspish.” .

“liook here, what are vou deiving
at, Smithy i’ exclaimed Harry Whar-
ton. “Youw've just said that Gooch
will boe waiting at the Three Fishers
for Bunter, and now you say Bunter
doesn’'t know.”

“Sounds 0 bit mixed, doesn't %1
grinned tho Bounder. "But I'll make
it all clear, if vou'll give mg s chance
ito speak, Bunter doesn’t know; but
Wibley does.™

“Wibley | What's Wibler got to de
with i7" ]

*“He's Goocli's Dunter,” grinned (Le
Bounder. i

“You howling osz! What do rou
mean 7

“*1'm going to tell you. DPark wyour
bikea in theso trees, and get out of
sight. Can’t be too carefnl. Gooch iz
g wary bird, and I won’t want to eatch
hia eve iill I caich his neck. This
way 1"

Utterly mystified, the Famous Five
parked their machines in the clump of
trees at the corner of the lane, Therr.
rut of the general viow, they looked al
the Bounder for an explanation,

Emithfﬁ proceeded to explain.

They listened to him in utter wonder,
But when the Bounder had finished,
every faco in the five was grimly sel.

“Tho worm!” said Bob__Cherry.
“Tho rotter! The toad! ¥ou—you
found all that out on Wednesday,
Smithy, whon—" N _

“When I wasn't so jolly particular
n3 vou, old bean,” said the Bounder
lightly. “Lucky for our doar old
porpoise that I wasn't, what? Buntor
would have fallen for this—fairlr nnze
dived into ! ™



Bnagk feom Jolpny Boll,
T4 would have been his own fault
if he Jdid1™ he growled. “Gooch
couldn’t do anything with him, if he
wasn't. ready to play the goat!l™

“Oh, quile] ™ drawled the Bounder.
“But I don't sce letting a couple of
gharpers put it ncross a  fool who
doesn't linow cnough to go in when 16
raing,

“0h, vos, that's all vight, of eourso 1

“My 1dea iz to make Gogeh tired
of angling after Dunter,” said the

Boundor.  “Ilo's epotted this time;
but e mayn’t bo spotbed noxt time.
It Lie*as fod-up thia 1ime, it may kﬂng
him ciaﬁ'! the grazs. A roll in o dite
may - b P
“Good egpl”

comeg  Wildey "' added tho
Bounder, glancing through the trees ot
the road.

“Eh? That'a Dunter!” gaid -Johnny
Bull, stnringhﬂ.t the fat figure that camo
rolling up the road.

“Look again ) grinned Smithy.
The Famons Five stared hard at the

approaching figure. At the first glance
they would have said, without doubt,
that it waz Billy Banter. The fat

figure, the ripe-apple complexion, and
the gleaming spoctacles, were uninis-
fakahble.

But on a elezer view (hey could dis-
cern the fact that it was not Buntor,

though the neweomoer bore not  the
glightest  resomiblance 1o William
YWibley.

#lg—is—is that yeally Wibh?" ejacu-
lated Bob Cherry. ,

“Really and truly,” grioned ihe
Bounder, “Gooch docsn’t know Dunter
so well as wo do, of conrse—and that's
guite good cnongh for him."

The fat junior rolled nearer, and
stopped at the elimp of trees, Iivi-
amutly ke cxpeciedd o find gomeonc
talEFY

“1 gay, vou fellows—" Lie sgueaked.
And =o lifohle waa hus imitation of the
fat Owl of the Romove, that the
Famous Five could hardly believe that
it was not, after all, Buanles.

“All  screnel”  called  Dback
TBounder.

“You're ready?”

AN reedy! Six of us here!”

HGood epg !

The fat
Lane. _

The Famous Five stared after if, till
it disappeared np the winding lano,

“Well, my hat!?  breathed Bob
Cherry. “That beals dhie band 1*

“The bLeatfulness s tereific ™

“Coma onl” said Vernon-Smith.
“Leave the jiggors hern, I've fixed it
all np with Wih, T know yon follows
wonld play np, when I told you.
Wib's gomg to get thot voiler exactly
where we want him."

Vernon-8Smith led the way, and the
Famouz Five followed him in silence.

They entered the field at the side of
the lane, following the inper gide of
tle hedgoe for somo distance,

; "Ii'ha Bounder stopped at a gap in the
cdgo.
“Hers we are I’ hoe murmured.

T.onking through the gnp, the juniors
could eco across the lane, bovdered on
ihe farther sida hy the fenee of the
Three Fishers. The gate was somo
little distanco farther up. Below that
fonco was & shpllow diteh, contalning
littla water, but wory considerable
quantitics of mud.

“Keop in cover!l”
Bounder.

And the Qreyfrviars nniors, keeping
in cover, waited.

fho

%gum rolled on uwp Oak

whizpered the
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THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Getting Gooeh !

IDEON GOOCH stood leaning
on  the gate-post, his face
shaded by his Homburg hat, a
cat-like smile on his face.

Thoe gate was wide open, and every
now and then some habitue of the place
passed i or out. They took no notice
of the man in the grey lounge suit and
the Homburg hat, lounging idly there
—evident] waiting for somebtme.
Neither did Gideon take any notica of
them. He was watching the lane for a
fat figure to appear in sight—and heo
had little .or no doubt that it would
appear. ]

Bunter had fallen for this, like a fat
gudgeon for bait! There was no spot
of remoree in the cold heart of the man
with the fishy eyes. Mr. Gooch’s chief,
occupation in life was laying snares for
the feet of his fellpw-men; and the hap-
loss Owl of the Remove was only ono
more fly in the spider’s weh.

If Mr. Gooch had had & conscience, he
might have satisfied it by the argument
that the young raszcal was only going
to get that for which he was asking.
But it was long since Mr. Gooch had
posscescd the luxury of o couscience.

His eves suddenly gleamed. In
repose. they looked like a fish's; now
thoy looked like & hawk's Tha
cxpected fat figure rolled into sight.

Coming up the lang was the fat youth
ho knew as Billy Bunter. Mr. Goach
had only feared that some mischance
at school, such as & detention, might
have prevented his victim from keep-
ing_the appointment,

Tha fat junior rolled cheerfully np.

“Oh, here you are, Mr. Robinson !*
ho said, Deezily.
"Hera I am, Buanter!™ answered

Cideon, with an agreeable smile, and
o made a movement to pass i at the
open gateway.

“Hold on, though!™ eaid the fat
junior. “'Bit too risky going in at the
gate, Mr Robinson! Alight be any-
body about.”

“No one is in sight, at the moment,”
gaid My, Gooceh, reassuringly, with a
glanca up and down the lane.

“You never -know!” said the fat
junmior. Y Carifer thought there was
nobody about, when he was copped here
last weck—but Wingate happened to bo
coming down the lane, and spotted
him! Look heres, there's a place where
the fenco can be elimbed, with a bunk
up—you come and lend & hand.™

“Oartainly, if yvou like!” assented
Mr. Gooch. Ha was willing to agreo
to anything, so qu% as he landed, his
vietim inside those forbidden precinets.

* This then I the fat
schoolboy.

He turned, and relled haeck the way
e had come. Gideon walked by his
side. About & bundred yards fromn the
zate, the fat junior stopped.

The lane, at that point, had a cork-
serew winding turn in it, shutting off
the view from both directions. On one
sido was iho Thiee Fishers fenee; on
the other, a high hawthorn hedge, with
4 gap in it

“ Hero'a the placel” thoe fat
jurior, )

Mr. Gooch glanced at the diteh that
ran glong the bottom of the fence. Ho
did not fancy standing on the slimy
slope of that diteh, to help the fat
junigr over the fencot  Io was not
aware, at that moment, that ho was
hoaked to make a much closer acquaint-
ance than that with the dilcht

But ho had no time to meke a remark
on the subjeet, There was o sudden

WAY, sald

gaid

i7

stirring  in. the hedge, and Herbert
Veruon-Sinith lcaped out of the gap

idecn gpave s start, and stared ak
him.  Following the Bounder, cmme
five other active Agures.

They were all round Mr. Gooch,
alitost 1n the f-n.-.'in]a:ii:yqr| of an oye.

Ho caught his broath.

ha Creyiriars caps told him, at
once, that they were Bunfer's schopl-
follows. How and. why they hadf
appeered on the scene so auddenfy, was
8 mystery to him. But the wary
ragcal knew at once that it meant
trouble.

“ What—"" ho began.

Ha had no time for more.

“Barge!"” rapped the Boundar.

And the whole party barged as one
Man.

Gideon Gooch, was no athlete:; but
had he been, he could hardly have with-
stood that charge from helf-a
Ehﬁdy fallows, y

o went  staggering  towards the
ditch ! AR

On the grassy verge of if, he made a
wild attempt to recover his balence:
hut he had no chance! As he stag-
geved theis, he woas barged agsin, and
he went over backwards, headlong, into
the ditch.

Aplash |

Full length, in cozy mud and unclean
water, he landed, on his back |

His legs disappeared under tvater and
mud, Muddy water rippled over his
waisteoat,  Ilead end shoulders, rest-
ing against the opposite slopo of the
ditch, remained visible—the rest of Mr.
Gooch was invisible.

Utterly omazed, as well as enraged,
by this sudden nnd uncxpected happen-
ing, he lay there, glaving up at the
junioras in the lane.

His fat friend relled off the scena at

onee.

It was no part of the Boonnder's
schema to allow Mr. Gooch to discover
that he had been “spoofed” by a dup-
licate Bunter!

Had Mr. Gooch made that diseovery,
no doubt he would have eontrived,
sponer or later, to get into touch with
the genuine Buuter.

As he splashed into the ditch, Wibley
rolled off down the lane—as un-
doubtedly the genuine Bunter would
have done in his place.

Having led Mr. Gooch into the trap,
Wibley was done with Lim; the rest
was safely left to the Bounder & Ca.

Mr. aoch havdly noticed his
dﬁﬁarturu- i

o was not thinking of Bunter now;
but of drenching water and smother-
ing mud.

He lay and wallowed in it, splutter-

IME.

‘gi:.: fellows lined the edge of the
diteh, smiling down at Linmn.

Gideon's glare of deadly rage only
mada them smile the more.

“"Wet in there, My, Gooch?"” asked

the Bounder, -
“Is the wetfulness terrifie, my
esteemed  rascally Gooch?™  inguired

the Nabob of Bhanipur.

“Tit moddy 77 asked Johnny DBull

“Urrrggh 1" gasped the hapless
Giooch. “You young ecoundrels—
ooogh! L shall report this outrige to
your headmaster—grooogh I

“0h, dol'" said Horry Whatton. "I
dare say the Head will glad to hear
oll about i, Mr. Gooch ™

“My—my name 115 nob Gooch ™
gasped Gideon, “ What do you mean?
My nameo is—is Robinson.”

“It was Gooch the day you came’ to
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Greyfriars with & new chap t* remarked
Frank Nugent. '‘Have you changed it

gince ¥"

“You see, we all know youl”
explained the Bounder, “Yon've
changed your clobber, but you can't

chenge that gas-mask you call a facel”
“Do come along and ses tha Head 1™
grinned Beb Cherry., “He would be
frightfully intereated to know what you
were up to, Mr. Gooch:" ]
Gideon struggled to an wupright
position. He stood in the ditch, with
mud over his calves, snd water over
his knees. Water and mud streamed
down him, from head fto foot.
“What—what do you wmeani” he
spluttered. *1 met that lad, Bunter,
quite by chapee—"
“You weren't:going to take him into
the Three Fisherst?”  asked the

Bounder.

"1—I—no; certainly not! ‘What do
vouu mean?” stammered Gideon. *I—
I—I—you young rascal—I-——"

"There's n resesl  here,” nﬂe:d
Bmithy. “Not a woung rascal—an
old rescal, and his name is Cooch,
alins Robinson! Den't be in too great
o hurry to got out of that diteh, Gooeh |
You're goiug in again, 1f you do!”

Cideon, glariog with rage, scrambled
up tho side of the ditch.

" All hands on deck!"™ chuckled the B

under.

And the clambering rascal was
grasped, as he came, and hurled back
agsin, This time he rolled over in tho
bottom of the ditch, end his face went
undar.

“Urrrreregeh 1™

Heo scrambled up fraptically. Thiek
nozy mud cover his faco, and he
gurgled and gn for breath. Ho

stood in the ditch, & pillar of mud.

“Ha, ha, ha!1" reared the Removites.

“Grooght  Oooch " spluttered the
%mtvih Gideon. “ You—you—ovoogh !

regh 1"

“P'hink that will do, you fellows?”
asked the Bounder,

“Ha, hal Ves.”

“Then we'll leave it at that. Only
chew on this, Mr. Gooch,” said Vernon.
Zith, “You'd better drop the
sequaintance of Greyfriars  fellows
Bunter has friends to look after him,
if e hasn't sense enough to look after
himself | Next time we catch you at
that gaine, you'll get it worse! Chew
on that, and give Grevfriars a wide
barth 1"

“ Urrrrggh 1

The six juniors, laughing, walked
away down the lane, returning to the
clump where the hu;;.'elea were parked.
They disappeared from Mr. Gooch's

sight. He was only too glad to zeo
them go! Drenched and dripping,
cakeidd  with  evilsmelling mud, ko

crawled out of the ditch.

He squelched_away towards the gate
of thoe Three Fishers. That was the
nearest place where he could got a
wash—and & wash was what Mr, (gnwh,
ut the moment, was most pressingly in
need of. It was not, after all, Mr.
Cooel's lucky aftornoon !

—

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Let Down !

A BTHUR CARTER came down to
games:pyactico at four o'clock,
with the rest of the Remove,

_ It was * compulsory ” practice,
with Lurry Lascelles, the games wnaster,
in charge; and on such oceasions, no

cllow was allowed to “out.”

One fellow, bowever, -was absent,
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that one being William George Bunter!
The schemer of the Bemove grinned

fo himeelf as he noted that ciroum-

stance. Ho bhad no doubt where tho

Owl of the Remove was, while the. rest

gﬁ d;he Form were gathering on Litile
i

Thera was, indeed, little doubt whera

Bunter would have been, but for the
intervention of the DBounder, and
Wibley's stunt of playing Bunter's

double.  But, in peint of fact, Billy
Bunter, little as Carter gl_l;ws.aed it, was
over at CLff House, helping sister
Bezsie dispose of a cake from home;
happily unawara of the trap that had
been laid for him, and -of Carter’a
belief that he had been caught in it

After the practice, when %arter laft
the changing-room, ho waa on the alert
or news; ahd was somewhat surprised
to hear nothing.

Ho saw Mr. Quelch at the door of
the Clommon-room, in conversation with
Mr. Prout. obviously undistorbed;
clearly %lll_*lﬂll liad heard nothing of
any member of his Form having landed
in  trouble, He noticed '&’ingata;
Gwynne, Loder, sand other prefrois of
the Sixih Form, who did not look as
if anything unusual had come their way
during the aiternoon.

It was rather o puzzlo to Cartor,

The plan had been cut and dried.
unter was to be safely landed in tho
Three TFishers, and the headmastor of
Greyfriars apprised, by telephone, that
a Urreyfrinrs bovy was in that dis-
roputatde den. Tho fat Owl would be
“ghafled " there, and that would ho
that |

The whole thing should have been
over and done with beforo this; yet
nothing, apparently, had happened.
_Cavter went into Hall to tea, at tea-
time, sorely perplexed. It looked as if
something had gone wrong with that
schome, cunningly as it h:ﬁ been laid;
thouglh he could not guess what.

After ten ho went up to the Removeo
studics, still perplexed and puzzled:
and, a3 he arrived on the Remove
landing, ha gave a jump, sl the sound
of o well-known voice:

“1 say, vou fellows !

Carter stopped dead on the landing,
staring.
A mumber of the Remove fellows

were there; and DBilly  Bumdesn. who
had apparenily come upstairs s few
minutes before Carter, was addressing
then:,

Carter stared blankly at his pedgy
back. DBuntex had come in, while ho
was at tea 10 Hall; and here he was;
not, evidently, landed in o row !

*1 sax, seen Clarter?” asked Buonter.

“Clarter ¥ repeated the Hounder,
with ‘a grin. “Are you getting pally
with Clarter, old fat top?”

“Well, hardly,” said Bunter. *But
Carter's not snch a beast as he makes
out, Bmithy¥T I couldn't have gor out
this afiernoon, if he hadn't offered to
do my Sencea for me.”

“What ! gasped Bob Cherry.

“Pretiy deeent of him, wasn't iti"
snid Bunter. “Not what I should have
expected of him. 5till, he did.”

‘Frightinlly decent 1" chuckled the
Bounder. “I  wonder why Carter
wanted you ic get out of gates this
afterncon, Buntor i

“The wonderfulness is terrific ™ mur-

mured Hurree Jamset Rom Singh.

Bob Chervy set his lips. His oves
gleamed at Carier. coming up  the
Remove steirease. The chumzs of the
Renmove did nob  need tﬁliinF why
Carter had wanted the fat Owl to bo
at liberty that afternoon,

Vell, I've got to go to Queleh,”
want on Bunter. e zald T was to
ghow mp that rot at ten-time—nnd it's

past ton-time now. T've gob to copy out
all that Carter's done for me. Seet the
elm‘;; asnywhere? Ho's pot in  his
study,”

“There he iz, just behind you, fats
head 1" said Skinner.

Billy Bunter revolved on hig axis

“0Oh, hers youw are, Carter,” ha
squesked. "1 say, how much have you
done of that puttid Beneca?” Ha
blinked enriously’ at the new junior.
“I say, what's the matter ¥ Evon tho
short-sighted Owl could see that Carter
was amazod and disturbed. “Looking
ot & fellow as if he's o ghost | Anything

up i “Whote

“0Oh, na!” Carter gasped.
have you been, Dunteri”

“Eh? What does that matter? You
sald you' t 8 chunk .of Seneca done
for me while I was gone out—-="

“Where have you been?” hissed
Carter.

“I'va been over to CLUT House, if
sou want to know ! answered Bunter,
“Why shouldn’t I? What do wou
mean "

“To CL House !"

“ Yes—Bessio had a eake; I menn, T
wanted to sce how my sisler was getting
on at hier school.  Look here, obout
Seneca——" i

Harry Wharton & Co. had their oyas
on Carter. The DBounder winked at
them, and Willisam Wibley gave a
chuckie. With all his cunning, and sl
his self-contrel, the schemer of the
Remove could not conceal how utterly
he wos disconcerted.

“Will e answor a chap?™ hoocted
Bunter, “I tell yon I'vo got to m%:i'
the tosh out ond take it to Quele
How much have you done 1"

ikone ! gparled Carler. "“CGo and
eat coke [

“But you sald—" yelled Bunter, in
consternation.

“0hk, shut upt™

Carter tramped acress the landing,
:]\-ent inta his sindy, ond slammed ﬂgo

Oar.

Inlly Bunter blinked ofter him, and

then blinked round- st tha fellowa on

the landing, in almost specchloss
indignation, : _
On the previous oceasion. when

Bunter had gome down (o Friardala
for those {offee-npples, Corter had dene

g “chunk "’ of Seneca for him. So, on
this occasion, Hunler had had no
tlonbis,

He was not aware that Carler had
expected lum to be brought in, in ecus-
tody of a master or o prefect, to be
taken to the Head and * bunked "—
in which case, of course, Scncca would
not have been r{*ql“imr]. Clarler had
not taken the troulde {6 (o wnnecessary
work.

“I—I—1 =ay, vou {fellows " %nﬁpz-{'l
Buntcer. “Did you hear him?¥ BRY,
I never even asled him {o do it—he
offered ! Pulling o fellow's leg like
that! And—and he hasn't done it ¥

“You shouldn’t get your translation
done by another chap, old {at bean!™
remarkoed Poter T-Dﬂ!E

“I saxr, he's lot me down!™ groamed
Bunter,  *What an awfnl cad, yon
know! I ean’t copy it out if he hasn’s
clorve it can L9

“Hn, hat Hardly ™

“Well, what'zs a fellow goine to da®
I've got abioal fifteen lines of that {osh

thet Carler did the other day. Thpe
wont't be enough for Queleh, out of
four hundred ! Oh erikey 1™ DBunter's

fat face waz a picture of dismar. “I
suy, you fellows, what ean I sax Lo
Queleh ¥
“Tell him Ilessie
s:.tggasl:ml Rliinner,
‘Ha, ha. Lial™

had a cake!”
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“* Barge | ™ ru- Vernon-Smith. And the Greylriars pariy barged as one man. Gideon Gooeh, unable to withstand

the charge, went staggoring backwards. into the ditch, §
o R Bl Nk,

“Beast! I ecan’t tell him  that
Carter’s lot mn down—ho wonld make
g Yoarful fues phout another chap doin
it for mo!” pgroancd Bunter. " 1—
eay, you fellows, you'll have to stand

mo in this. Look hore, suppose I—
I'd done it—and--and suppose somo of
you uscd it to light a study-fire hy—b
misteke! Vou con po and tell Quelch
that, Wharton—"

“Can 11" gazped the captain of the
Homove,

“Yes—he'd toke yonr word! He
mightn’t take mine—he’s doubted my
word mora than once, a3 yon know, I
wigh Queleh was more like FProut—
Prout always takes a fellow's word in
the Fifth: and I can tell youn, somo of
them find it jolly usefull I s=ay,
Wharton, ent down and zeo Qnelch, and
say—— Yaroooh | Leggo my neck !

Yhake, shakel

“Ow! Will you legzo my neck?™

“Ha, he, ho 1"

Bunter jerked his fat neck away,

“Beast 1" he voarcd. Y1 say, Dob,
on'ts not sach a vollen  beast  as
NVharton ! Will von po to, Quelch and
BAy=-goTraway, rYuu voiter !

Fia, ha, ha!”

Bunter dodged a hoot, and  rolled
away dismally to his suuly to collect
the small section of Sencen that was
roady for Quelel.

He hoped  that Queleh might Dbe
plaented by ihat small seciion, and
would give him iime 1o deo the rest
But it was o very faink hope.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Iliz grim snile was dirceted
at the fat senanent of his

Six for Bunder !
' Fornt, Willinm CGeovge Bunter,

. QUELCIT siniled-—grimly.
Nunter was laio with bis iranslation,

but that did not surprise Queich. Ha
did net, in fact, expect Bunter to bring
a transiation to hia study at all. He
cxpected him to bring an excuse: and
his cane lay on the table, all ready to
reward Bunter.

The fat Owl did not look as if he
expected to give satisfaction as he
entered his Forme-master's study. He
almast crawled in.

But he had, rather to Quelel’s sur-
wise, o paper in his fat hand. This
coked as if he had done something, at
least, on account of his task. uelch
WAS ?r?ared to go cosy with a fcllow
who had done his best.

* Bunter; Mr. Lascelles has reported

you as absent from gomes practice this
afterncon 1 "was Mr Queleh's begin-
ning.
“5)11 1" gasped Bunter. He had for-
gotten all abount games Fﬂmme and
Lascellos. He was not likely lo re-
memhber such infles when there was a
enko in the olling “I—I-1 lorgot,
gy 11

“Youn shonld not forget, Bunter I

“[—I miean I—I waos s hard at work
an—on Scneca, sir, I—I thought T-—I'd

hetter ot on with it sir, as—as I hadn't
finisle i
“T sghell take that as an  escuse,

Bunter, if you can show moe a transla-
tion of Epistle CVIILY said the Remove

master grinly . . )
finished it, air!

“F—I haven't | :
mumbled Bunter, * 1-'—1’:’(: done quite

—quite a lot—I mesn——

“Let me sece what vou have done,
Dunter.”

The fat Owl passed the sheet to his
Porm-master, wga examincd it eare-
fully His coyebrows lifted. Fally
Bunter watehed him anxiously. Was

elch going to be a beast? 1l
feared =0,

: 1 Full lepgth, in cozy mud and unclean water, he landed
* Urrrggh ! ** gasped the hapless Gooch.

*This translation, Bunter, is fairly
good——"" said Mr. Quelch.

“I—T'm 2o glad, @ar.”

“It is very much better than I should
have expected of yow, Buntoer®

“J—I worked tearfully hard at it

s1p—?
“ Bue—" gaid Mr. Quelelh ih 2 deep
VOO,

Bunter guaked.

“But what do you mean, Bunter, by
bringing me hardly more than a dozen
lines out of sowe hundrada®®

“I=F couldn’t get it finished, sirl I—
I've been slogging at it like—like any-
thing 1" groaned the fot junior. * Swot-
ting like—like anything, sir, all through
a half-holidoy ! i oven forgot games
practice, sir.”

* Are you telling me, Bunter, that you
worked at this {ranslation this after-
noon 3

* Every inipute, sir!™

“Upon my word! I saw you go out
of fa,h:-s; very soon after diuner, Bunter,
ang—"

“ (Oh -erikey M

“T warned you not to do 5o, Bunter!
However, you-did so. I obscervod you
thundered Mr. Quelch.

“I=—I—1 mcan, sir,” gasped the un-
happy Owl, “I=I was going to work
at it all the afterncon, sir, because—
Lireause 'm so keen on it:; but—but |

had to go and =see my sister at Clift
House.  She—che's ill, siv—awfully
ill 1

* YVour sister at Clf Honso i 2177

“"VYaa pir:; and=and she was—war
asking to see me. I—1 felt that I—I]
had to go, sir! We're such an affee
tionate family—>"

“ Ara you prepared for me to tele
phone to Cliﬂp Housze, Buntor—"

ail Ehgll‘- i "

“And ngquirg—

THE 'E'I aeNET LispanT,—No. L5T1.



20
“Oh crikey ! I--I—I inecan, Bessio
izn't 1ll, er!” gasped Bunter, “1—I

mean that—that ¥ wanted to see her
beeause I'm so fond of her, sir! It had
nothing to do with a cake !”

“A cakel” :

“VYes, sir—I mean, no, sir! Bo far
a3 I know, Bessie never had a cake from
Lome. Besides, I don't care much for
cakée—especially plum eake! I—

“You need say no more, Bunter!
You made an untruthiul statement to
me! 1 gave you an opportunity of
making your words good. You have not
done s0. Now "—Mr. Quelch stretched
out his hand to his cane—"if you had
translated half this epistle, Bunter—
even a quarter—I should have been
lenient with you; but to bring me a
dozen lings—"

Mr. Quelch rpse from his chair.

“Bend over that table. Bunter 1"

“Oh crumbs I

“ At once I” rapped Mr. Quelch.

Evidently Quelck was going to be a
beast | . .

There was & sounl like the beating
of carpet in the Remove master’s study.

When Mr. Quelch laid dewn the canc
and pointed to the door, Billy Bunter
wriggled away like a fat eel.

Really, he.might as well have had that
whepping on Wadnezday, All his gifts
a3 an Anamas had only succeeded in

stponing it. In fact, it would havo

n rather better to have had it on
Wednesday—as, in that case, Bunter
would have got over it before this. Now
he still had it to get over,

“Owt Yow! Wow”

Thoszo sounds of woe announced Billy
Bunier's return to the Eemove,

He wriggled into the Remove passage,
mMoaARIng.
“Had it bad?" asked Bob Cherry.

“Ow! Wowl Yes! I knew Quelch
was going to bo & beoast!” groaned
Bunter. “And—and he was! Wow!

I say, Bob, old chap, you might punch
that cad Carter for letting me down!
O 1#

“You shouldn't—="

_“Beast!” roared Bunter. “I've had
six—all swipes! I'm jolly well géing
to punch that cad! QOw”

Bunter, as a rule, was ne fighting-
man. But Carter's nefarious conduct,
with six from Queleh’s cane added,
were too much for any fellow to stand.
Bunter ' rolled along to the door of
Study No. 1, and hurled it open with a
crash. :

glared in
spootacles.

Carter gave him an angry pglare in
retu&n. but £

“Got out, you fat fool I he snapped.

“I've hiad six {¥ roared Bunter, Res

“Berva you right 1™

“You let me down t*

“Get ont 1

Billy Bunter spluttered wrath.
did not gel out. iie rushed in.

through his big

He

Eanig!

A fat fist landed unexpectedly on
Carter’s scowling face, and the new
junior went over backwards.

“There!” pgasped Bunter. “Take
that, vou ead [*
Bump !

Carter, with a vell, landed on his
back. There was a roar of laughter
from the fellowe in the passage,

“Ciood man, Bunter ! Goal 1” chuckled
the Bounder.

“Welt hit1”

“Man down ¥

“Ha, ha, hai”

Arthur Carter sat up, with hiz hand
ko his nose.

Billy Bunter backed to the door

Tae Magwer Lisrary.—Neo. 1.571.

THE MAGNET

The expressagn on Carter's face was
alarming

If over a fellow deserved to be
knocked down Carter did, in Bunter’a
opinion. Knockiog the fellow down
was o just retribution, and a very safis-
factory proceeding, so far as it went.

But the drawback to knocking a
fellow down waa what he might do when
he got up again, That was less satis-
factory. g

Carter looked as if he were going to
do zomeihing drastic as he scrambled to
his fect.

Buntor backed hurriedly. .

i Carter leaped after him, almost like a
irer

oy Cherry stepped between just in
time. Carter crashed on him, and &
shove from DBob sent him staggering
back agsin.

“Cet out of the way ' he velled.

“I'm sticking here, you cur!”
answere: Bob coolly. “You did let
Bunter down, and you've had your nose
punched for 1it—and serve you jolly well
right ] And if you want & scrap, you
can scrap with me, not with Dunter!™

“Hear, hear ! grinned the Bounder.

Carter panted with rage as he dabbed
his nose with his handkerchief. The
handherchief waz spotted with crimson.

“Coming on 7 asked Bob.

“et out of my study ”
Carter.

Ho slarmmoed the door :

““All serene, old fat man !” said Bob,
laughing. *“Cartor isn't poing to touch
you {* ‘

“Oh, I'm not afrai! of Carter!” said
Bunter breezily, “I've a jolly good
mind o go into that stady and give him
another 1™

“3hall 1 open the door?”

“Oh, nol After all, T knocked the
follow down., D-d-d-don’t open that
door 1*

“Ha, ha, ha!™

Billy Bunter relled away to his
study, stili wriggling. e wriggled and
wriggled. Btill, there was consolation
i having knocked Carler down, a
still more in the fact that he was, at
long last, done with Luecilius Annwous
Sencea |

snarled

E———— -

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.

Rogues in Council !

FTLR class, on Monday, Arthur
Carter wheeled out his bicyele,
and rode away at a good pace.

Only ene fellow noticed him
go—and that fellow was Herbert
Vernon-Smith, who grinned a sarcestic
arin a3 he went,

That Caorter was puzzled and per
turbed by the inexplicable failure on
Haturday, the Bounder know, and the
Famous Five and Wibley knew. But
only the Bounder took the trouble to
keep an eye on him, out of class. As
this was Carter's {irst expedition out of
gates sinco Baturday, Bmithy hed no
doubt that he was going to see Gooch
again, and find out what had happened
—little guessing that there were seven
fellows in the Hemove who could have
told him.

Carter rode awny—heading for the
Lantham road. He had had a letter
from Gooch, but in that letter, of course,
his cousin Gideon had not made any
refercnee to Bunter, lest it should pos-
sibly meet other eyes. But he had men:
tioned that he was walking fo Lantham
Chase on Monday afterncon, which in-
dicnted that Carter was to see him
there. Mr. Gooch was too cautious to
py'. & word in a letter which, if seen,
could excite suspicion,” or even surmise,
ITis frequent conferences with Cafler

woere=-0s he believed, st least—utknown
at the school.

Carter realised that Gooch, for somo
reason of his own, wished to keep clenr
of Greyfriars; for the spot indicated for
the meeting was cight miles awav., This
was out of school bounds, which made
it all the safer, in o way, though risky
in another way. DBut Carter had to take
the ri=k,

Heo rode hard and fast, and covered
the pround T'Etf' quickly. Whera the
high stono wall of Lantham Chase
bordered ' the Lantham road, Gideon
Gooch was sauntering to nnd fro, when
Carter arrived there. At sight of the
cyclist, Gideon crossed tho road and
passed through a gap in o hedge on the
other side, and Carter, & minute or two
later, wheeled his machine through the
gap and joined him.

Well,” he rapped, “how did it go?
Fve been on tenterhooks sinco SBatur-
du:,ral? can't make it out! What hap-

n AF

“Those young scoundrels have enid
nothing about 1tT” asked Gideon, hia
thin lips closing as if ho were biting off
the words,

“Who " cxelaimed Carter, 1n astonish-
ment.  * What—-" :

“ Bunter has said nothing ¥ ]

“Bunter?! Nol I never spenk to him
—especially sinee Baturday—wo had n
row.” OCarter rubbed his pose. “But I
got from him on Saturday that he had
been over to Ohff House—he has o sister
there, you know. 'That means that ho
never kept the appointment with you, I
mfp-nsa—but—hut I can’t understand it
—I1 thought—"

“He did 1™

“He did?"” repeated Carter. “The
fat rotter told me ho had been to Cliff
Housg—" _

“Ho may have dong so, after he left
moel Very likely he did!l Ha left mo
immediately after I met him in Dgk
Lane, as it happened.”

“But why? Yon were going—"

Gideon gritted his teeth.

“What happened was quite unfore-
scen,” ho answered. * I was attacked by
a mob of schoolboys——"

“What ¥ gaapn::i:{ Carter.

"Bix of them—DBunter's friends, I sup-
posc—anyhow, Greyiriars juniors——"

Carter stared at him.

“But nobody knew! Dunfer never
said anything—I"'m cortain of thatl
Even that fat fool has sense enough not
to spread it all over the Form that he
was going out of bounds to a place like
the Throe Tishora., I'm ecrtain that he
never said a word.”

#“They may have been on ibe zpot by
chance, of course,” said Gideon. '*They
came suddenly through a hedge. I havo
eecn them all bofore—they wero tho boys
who wore on the towpath one day, when
yon met me there—"

“Yernon-Smith and Wharton's gang!
Yes, I know they were ont on Baturday
afternoon——"

“They came on us, a fow moments
after Bunter mel me, and attacked me
like & gang of booligans,™ hissed Gideon.
*They knew me—by name | Uhey knew,

or suspected, why Bunter was with me.
They said s0.”
“(h gad !
“They pitched me into the dileh—"
“Great pip !

“That is why I told Fon to come lo
cistance from the schoeol to-dayv. 1 dn
not want te risk running into that mol
again,” said Gideon. “If yon are sure
thnt Bunter hiad said nothing at the
school—"

“I'm quiie sure,”

“*Thon they must have heen tlere by
chance, but they scem {o know a great
deal too much for onr safcly or com-
fort,” sald Conch. “1 would gladly



report their conduck io their head:
master, but—I do.not desivre Pr. Locke’s
attention to be drawn o the matter, of

conrze.™
“Hardly ! But—what Jdid Bunter do
whely those fellows g0t on vou?” asked

tho amazed Carier.
“He ran off immediately™

“He would P sneered Carter. ® Not
that he could have helped you much, if

WOXDER liow von lhiave all been
geitmg on with %;nur stiudy of the
offsiede yule? Those of you who
havo bad ihe chance to play ome
or two games sinca our chat last week
will probaldy vnderstand more abont
offside than those who have had to be
content with drawing diagrams on
aper, atd working ouk  possibilities,

n football it is alwayvs bhetter to tr
things out on the held than to wor
them out on paper. You may learn
a 'great deal by thinking about your
football problems when you are not
actually playing, Tt abways take the
first opportunity {o put your ideas into
practiceo,

We aealt with the main }mrt of the
offsido rulo last week. All that remaing
now is to tell you rhe various “ifs and
buts,” as I call them, Herve is one.
You can nover be offside if you are
behind the player with the ball,

If two members of the same side are
running up the field, perhaps with only
thoe gonlkecper in front of them, they
arc all right, =o lopz oz the one in
possession of ihe hall keeps 1 front of
tha other. Keep behind the ball, and

ou will have nothing to worry about,

g men shonld remember this fack
when contrmg tha ball. If the outside
forward c<an centee the ball “back-
wards,” there will be no danger of his
gotting offande.

The next if and bat is not really
a vory imporiant one, because the
oceasion will so seldom arvise: but wao
might as well do this ofiside job
properly while wo ave at it.  The rule
gays that a player camot be offside in
his own half. This means that so long as
he is standing in his own half of the
ficld=—the half of the field which his side
18 defending=—he iz not ofiside, oven if
thero are no playera ai all befween him
gnd the opposmg gool. Naturally, it
would ba very rare for tha full-backs
of a side to go so far np the ficld that
they went over the holf-way line. It
might happen, of course. That is why
it s mentiomed in the rales of thoe
game.

THE “HANDS " RULE

HERE ove othier occasions when
vou may leok as though wou
are effside, and are not.
player can't he offside when the

ball countes to him direct from a. goal-
kick, a corner-kick, or a IOW=1r.
Neote that 1 was caveinl to put in the
word DIRECT. If the centre-forward,

EVERY SATURDAY

he'd siu{'ed. B¢ that was why it was a
frost? You didn’t see Bunter agsinf:

“1 wes two or three hours eleaning off
mud 4 anerled &ideon. “I was in a
shockinig state—dreadful! The boys
have said nothing about it?"

“Not a word—I should have hcard
scmething, if they had! What rotten
luck ! Are you game to try againi™

“One swallow does not make a

This week's interesting tooter
article by our special sporting
contributor deals with the
“ifs and buts™ attached to
the oft-side rule,

for sake of example. is standing 1n an

offside position when his goalkeopor
takes o poal-kick, and the ball comes
gtraight to him, be is not offside. But
if it is helped along by a member of
the same team, the ceotre-forward may
he offeicde.

That 15 pretty well all T have to tell
vou about the offside rule, except that
when a frec-kick is awarded for offuide,
the player taking the kick cannot score
a goal dircct from that kick. The ball
must be touched by another player
befora it enters the net. Now go to it
lads, and work out your own problems,
if you can, [If wou can’t, find some-

y who knows all about it, and get
them to cxplain it to you.

I want to go on talking to you about
the laws of the game, but as T ddn't
want to bother vou with encther com-
plicated one, 1 think I'll deal with the
question of “hands” That's casy and
straightforward. Everybody knows that
only one member of o football team is
allowed to use his hands, and that is
the goalkeeper All the other players
might just as well leave their hands and
arms in the dressing-room, if they were
detachable. Hands and arms must not
be used In any way whatever on the
ficld of play. Half-backas have to uze
them when they throw in the ball, and,
of counrse. anybody may uvse them if the
ball is'”dmg.” But when the ball is
in play, hand:s and arms
botter forgotton.

The only point over which people
can go .wrong in connection with tho
hands rule is this. It is only when a
player wses his hands or arms inten-
tionally that he 13 penalised. I in
order to bring the ball under control
or ta stop it reaching an opponcnt, or
sorpething like that, o F]n}‘nr deliber-
ately plays the ball with bis lhiand or
arm, the rcferee must award a free
kielk to the other side—a froe kick from
which,. unliké the onc for offside, a goal
can be scored dirces,

are much

2

summer 1" said Gideon with a shrug of
his narrow shoulders “1 failed on
Saturday through en- mslocked-for
chanee—31 shal not +fail nest time.
Bunter, I am quito assored, .is eagor to
carry on his dealings with Me: Robinson
—that iz the main peint. It.is only a

question of scoing bim, without rivk of
infervention from those young ruffians

(Continued on next page.)

THE REF. 18 THE BOSS

URING the course of a game,
L) however, it will often happen
that the ball will bounce u
nnexpectedly against a playoer's
haml. Or perhaps it will be kicked
thera by another player, or a player
will, in falling. touch the.ball with his
hand as he stretches itout to zavo him-
self  In cases like that the referea must
not award a [ree kick. It is for him
to decide whether a playoer handles the
bull deliberately or nnintentibnally, Tf
it 1s deliberate hands, then it's a case
for o free kick. If the player couldn’t
help  it—didn’t hanille the hall poe-
poscly—then the play proceeds o tho
normal way. I ought to fell you that
hands, for the purpose of this rulg,
inciudes the arm, right up as far as
tho shoulder. If a player intentionally
sticks out his shoulder to play tho bhall,
that i1z hands.

While we are on tho subject of hands,
Iet me tell you of a littla lesson which
some friends of mine learnt during a
%a,mp they were playing the other day.

heir goalkeeper was mii“md-r anid had
to go off the ficld., They asked the
referce if thoy could make anothor of
their plavers the goalkeeper. The
referce must always be conaulted if you
want to change the goalkecper, "f‘i'm
referca gave thom permiseion, of course,
and one of the full-backs put on the
Eﬂnlie’s jersey, and became tho goal-

ecper, being sllowed to use his hands

After obout tén minutes, the proper
goalkecper was ready to play agein
During a lull in the game, l!:p l::urnﬂﬂlry
put back his jersey, and took up hia
place between the posts  In oo few
minutes the other side attacked, and the
goalkecper had to make a savi. The
referee  immediately blew his whistle,
and awarded a penalty kick for hands.
Why ¥ DBocauze when the proper goal-
kecper ecame back he didn't ask the
permission of the referee. Tor il the
ref knew. the full-back was still the
{.;nn!kﬁe er;  When another player
wandled, the referee had no choico but
to I'quniir.-:r: him for hands.

Rather funny for a foul to be given
acainst a  goalkeceper for handling.
Yes, but there is also a lesson, The
referee 15 the boss in lopthall, Den't
da anvthing which he doesn't know
about. Tf you arc in doubt, ask the ref
I1e'a the man in chirge of the gdme,
aml what he zavs goesl

Tune Macrer Ligrart.—No. 1,371
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who seem to have set themselves up as
hix guardian engels.”
rler nodded,

“It was rotten Iuck—but it could
hardly happen again,” he said. “That
twute, Cherry, was nt the bottom of i,
I expect—seeing you with Bunter, and
recognising you !- So long os you steor
clear of him, 1t's all right.”

“1 shall be very careful of that !

“But how will vou get in touch
arnin 7 asled Clarter.

1 ghall sea him at Lantham, which
13 & safe distance from tho school,”
answered Cideon.

Carter shook his head.

“Ie’s too joHy lazy to cover the dis-
iance, or half of it,” he answerddd. *
mtg:lhb get him to go to Friardale,
verhaps—"

“That is too near the school in the
present circumstances. 1 have no doubt
that Bunter wounld be guite willing to
rake the train to Lantham, if he recoived
a frec ticket for the circus there™

“I supposo he would: but what good
would that do ¥ asked Carter, puu?ei

“It will be.a hooked seat. and the next
seat to it will be occupied by his friend
Mr. Robinson—a bappy ehance medt-
g ! said Gideon. "1 have-both ticketg
m my”pu-cket now, for Wednesday aftor-
J0I1.

©Oh 1" oxclaimed Carter.

The circus performance lasts two
Lours—from three till five. During that
time there will be ample opportunity for
Mr. Robinson to renew his pleasant ae-
quainfance with Master Bunter, and
mpko arrangements for another meeting
~—ian different-circumstances, ™

Carter laughed.

“ liasy ag falling off a Form 1 he said,
“The fat frowster will jump at o chance
of getting in anywhere on the nod. Ho
won't care whera the ticket comes from,
I ean work -that all right.”

“Exactly,. For instance, you have
the circus ticket, but somethi
vents you from going, and you offer it
to Bunter. It is quite natural that
You should give it to your relation.”

“Quite "' grinned Carter.

When Carter rode back to Greyfriars,
there was a ticket in his waistcont
%n-cketr—destmeﬁ to pass into Billy

unter’'s possession  on  Wednesday.,
And neither of the two schemers Lad
the remotest idea that the Bunter to
whom ihat circus ticket was going was
quite a different Bunter from the onc
with whom Mr. Gooch was acguainted.

Al S

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.

A Spoke In the Wheel !

L ARBRY, old chap—-"

H Hilly Bunter,

honoyved tones,
_ Harry Wharton laughed.

~ Hilly Dunter’s veice was friendly—
indeed, affectionate, It could hardly
have been more so had the captamn
of the Bomove been a long-lost brother,
newly discovered, Without being un-
duly. suspicious, Ilarry Wharton could
not help suspecting that Bunter was
aware that he had had a remittance
that morning.

It was after dinner on Wednesday,
and football filled the thoughts of mosl
of the Bemove fellows. With the
Rookwood match at hand, the ecaptain
of the Remove was keeping his men
vigorously up to the scratch. Bunter,
however, was not thinking of Soecor,
Un compulsory dayz he had to think
of it, much to his discomfort: but on
other  occasions, he dismissed such
trifles from his fat mind.
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THE MAGNET

“Nothing to cackle ab old chap,”
siid Bunter, “The fact i3, I'm rather
stumiped. If yon had & half-crown
you didn't wanf—=>

“I've got four half-crovns—"

EE GI!" “:}ﬂ !?:I'

“But I want themn"

“Oh, really, Wharton—"

“But I'll remember this" sald tho
captain of the Remove gravely, “and
if T over have one 1 don’t want, I'll
shell it ont at once. Now roll off, old
fot boreel 1

Billy Bunter did not roll off. If the
cnptein of the Bemove was the happy
possessor of four half-crowns, Bunter
gaw no veason why he should not annex
at lenst one of them—if not two I

“X say, don't be a beast, old chap!”
hao urgml’. “ Ty glc-t just my bare rail-
way fare to Lentham—that’s all. I
shall have Lo cul tea as the cireus isn't
over till five, Bec? I con get some fea
at the Pagoda-—only, you see, I've bean
disappointed about & postal order this
morning——"" i

“And thi= aftornoon you're going to
be disappotnted about a half-erown,”
zaid - Whavton sympathetically.

“Beast! I—I mean, dear old
chap—-~"

“Ha, ha, ha!*

“(h, dow't cackle! T say, I shall be
jolly hungry when I come out of the
cirens,” said Bunter persuasively, “I've
ot just my fare to Lantham-—"

“Then how are you going to pay for
admission to the circus ¥ :

“That's all right! I've got s ticket,”
cxplained Bunter., “Carler gave me his
ticket—"*

“Carter did " )

“Yes, ho doesn't want if, as he's in
the foothall this afterncon. He j!:}'“:r'
well wouldn't give it to me if he'd
wanted it Limself, you bet!”

Harry Wharton looked hacd at the
fat Owl. ]

“Carter’s given you a ticket for the
circus—as o reward for iunctung his
nose on Saturday?” he asked.

“Well, I'm his relation, you know,”
said Bunter. “ The ticket was sont to
him, and he can’t use it as he's wanted
in the football. I rather think it did
Carter good, punching his nose the other
day.” - Runter grinned “He's been
juﬂy eivil ever sinee, and now he's given
me that cirens ticket. He lenot me two
bob for my fare, too.” .

“Then you'd better go and ask him to
lend vou half-a-crown for your tes,”
suggested Wharton,

“Well, he wouldnt. 1 mean, I can't
very well ask him. I think you might
lend me half-a-crown, old chap, as you
had & ten-hob note from veour uncle
this morning. I'll settle out of my nexs
postal order, of course.” _

“You fat oss, are you trying to puil
my leg—or what? Carter would be
more likely to give you & boot than a
ticket for the cireus.”

“1 tell vou he's been jolly civil sinco
I punched his nose—""

* Fathead 1™

“¥ell, look ™ snoried Bunter, and ha
extracted a square of cardboard from
his waistcoat pocket. “Look at that!
Seeing's believing” ]

Harry Wharton looked .at it. It was
undoubtedly a reserved s=scat for the
Lantham Arena, price five shillings.

*Carter gave you that "’ asked Harry

vor quietl‘}‘.

“Yes. Why shouldn't he?”

“And lent you your fare to
Lontham

"“Well, the ticket wouldn’t have been
much use without the fare. I angﬂsa 1
couldn't walk it,” said Bunter. *1I told
him I was stony. Look here, 1f you'll

lend mo bnlf-a-crown, old chap, T'1
settlo on Baturdar, 1'm expecting o
postal order then from one of wy iiﬁed
relations———"

“hAss ™

I say, don't walk off while n chap's
talking to wvol, you beast!™ roared
Bunter, “I say, bhave xrou seen
Mauly 27

Withont  answering  that  cuestion,
Harry Whartion walked away quickly.
It was getting pear time for the foot-
ball, aud Remove fellows were gather-
ing in  the changing-roomn. The
Bounder was going in with Tom Red-
wing when Wharton arrived, and he
glanced round as Harry tapped him on
the arm,

At Wharton's lool Vernon-Smith left
his chum and moved away with the
captain of the Memove out of cavshob
of the other fellows.

*What's up?"” he asked tersely,

“1 don’t koow that anything is,
Smithy,” answered Wharion, “But
after what happened last wesk-—
Look here, what would vou think if
Carter gave that fat ass Bunter a ticket
for the circus ot Lantham and lent him
his railway fare to go there®”

The Bounder Ianghed,

“1 should fthink that ho hod some
jolly particular reason for landing
Bunter at Lantham,” he answered

“Well, a chap doesn’t want to be sus-

icions,” said Harry. “But we know
ww he got Bunter down to Friardale
the day Wibler met thet scoundrel
Gooch at the stile, Cavier doesn't know
we know about that—but we dot™

“We do—we doea!™ agreed Smithy.

“Well, what do vou think, theni®
asked Ifarrp‘ uneasily.

Vernon-Smith I.a.ug:i.xed again,

“1 think that the lesszon wo gavo
Gooch the other day wasn't enough for
him. I fancied he would be fedaup;
this looks as if he i=n't, Oniy he pre-
fers to keep at o safe distance. I
Carter’s getting Bunter over to Lan-
tham this afternoon. it means one thing
~—and one thing only=———"

“And that is—"

“To put him in touch again with thot
rascal Goaoch 1" The Bounder shrugged
his shoulders. “What ¢lsef You know
it as well as I da”

i “’El]i I couldn’t hel I.hinhin‘é—-”

“That's 1§, ns safe ay houses . You're
sure I

“Yes, vos! He's poi the ticket and
the railway fare—and he got them both
from Carter—"

“That settles it! Gooch will be hang-
ing sbout the Lantham Arena waiting
far him to turn up,” said tho Boundar,

Harry Wharion nodded. In view of
what he already knew, he could have
little or no doubt of that.

“1 suppose if w2 mave that fat ass &
plain warning-——" he said slowly.

“Fat lot of good! What's the nse of
tatking sensc to o born idiet? Ten to
ong he wonldn't believe & word of it,”
sneered the Bounder, “ Anvhow, he
would use that cirens ticket. Once he's
in touch with Gooch his number iz up
here. MNob that it matters a lot—"

“Well, it docs!” said Harry. “Ha
hasn't sense enough to go in when it
raing: and those rotters are not going
to lead him inte mischicf if I can do
anvthing to stop them.”  Ilo knitted
hia brows. “Iiy pum, if it could be
proved, I'd put it up to i;uelch, bt——*

“Leave this do me™ said Smithy.
“Bunter izn't worth the trouble, but
we'ro going to see him through all the
same. If Gooch wants another lesson
:1?9'11 give bim one—and malke it a stiffer

O,
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Spluttering with wrath, Billy Bunter rushed in. Bang ! A fat fist landed unexpectedly on Carter’s scowling Idce, and the

schemer of the Remove toppled hackwards.

“ But how ¥’ i

“ Bunter isn't poing to use that ticket,”
frinncd the Bounder. “ 1l sce to thab.

fancy 1 can pui a spoke in A
Gooclh’s wheel—with Wibley 1o help.
Wib's keen on this game; it's right in
hiz line. Leave it Lo me”

“Well, g0 long as ithat fal ass doesn’t

“ P fix that all nght. Gooch iz going
to seo thoe Bunter he knows, not the
Bunter he doe:n't know 1™ chockled the
Boundor,

Harry Wharton langhad.

*1f you can fix that, Bmithy—"

“ Easy a3 folling off a form! You
keop that cad Cerler from butting in.
He's in the changing-room now; kecp
hitn there, Uet the fellows changing;
I'll join you ou the ficld when I'm
through.”

 Right-ho 17

The captain of the Romove wont into
the chenging-room. Some of the juniors
were alroady changing, Wharton ac-
celorated that process ond led his men
down to the ficld, Carfer among the
rest, The pick-up game started without
the Dounder.

r— ——

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
' The Other Buntfer !
(14 I

SAY, Smithy—"" squeakod DBilly
him. ile was glad to see Smithy. 1o
had not yet suceeeded in fnding Lord
Mauleverer, and was siill minus the
little loan he regu'-ced to see lim
through that afternoon.
Vernon-Smith cortainly waz not a
romising subject to “touch ” for a
pan. He had plenty of moncy—more,
indeed, than was good for him—Dbut lia
had a great capacity for {aking care

Bunter,
The fat Owl did not know that
the Bounder was locking for

of it. Bur Billy Bunter had a hopefnl
nature, and the Bounder at the moment
looked uneomnmonly genial. Ele gave
Bunter quite o pleasant nod, which was
CHCOUTaEing.

“Hallo, old fat lop! said Smithy
agrecably.

“71 sy, old chap, I wes dizsappointed
about that postal order I was cxpecting
this morning,”” said DBunter, with a
hopeful blink at Smithy throngh his big
=poctacles,

“Hard luck?” the Doander
sympathetically.

“It's practically ecrtain to come to-
morrow,” went on DBunter still move
hopefully. “It's from ane of my iithed
relations, you know. I vou could fend
a fellow half-g-crown, Smithy——"

“ Anything special on? asked the
Bounder carclessly,

“T've pot & ticket for the elvcus at
Lantham,” cxplained Bunter. *“It's a

zpid

jolly good show, and I dow't want lo DO

niizs it when Pve pot o ticket, you know.
Only I shall be late back for tea. Bee i
“That's a pity 1"

“Eh? Whyt :
“1 was going {0 azk you fo {ea m my
study.”

“Oh1? =aid Buntor.

“It's poing to be rather a spread,”
remarked Vernon-Smith. “Butb if you
can’'t manage it—"

“My ‘dear chap, I'll manage it all
right I'" said Bunter promptly. Tea in
the Bounder's study had great atbrac-
tions for the fat Owl! Even the connter-
attraction of the cirens would hardly
have made him miss one of Bmithy's
lavish spreads,

“You'd hardly he back in time,” said
the Bounder, shaking his head.
have to cut ont Lantham, Why not go
to the pictures in Courtfield, instead?
They've Eﬂt a jolly good picturo at tho
Conrtfield Palgee.”

** There ! ** gasped Bunter.

“You'tk

“‘ Take that, youcad [ **

"Bur I've got tho ticket for ihe
crrene—="

Tl tako that off your hands, il you
like! 'Flhiere’s a Remove chap whe'd
like to go, and I can pass it on to him."”

“Ob, good ! cxclaimed Bunter. " It'z
a five-bob ticket, Smithy——"

“That's all right.”

Billy Bunter beamed.

The sgquare of cardboard camg
promptly out of his waisteoat pocket,

Billy Buntor was glad to get that five-
shilling ticket for the eireus—ior
nothing | But there was no doubt—1io
doubt at all—that he would have pre-
ferred the five shillings )

Fivo shillings in hand, the pictures ab
Courtficld, and & spread in the
Bounder's study, completely washed ous
the rival attraction of the cireuns!

The Bounder, with a cheery grin,
handed over two half-crowns, en which
Billy Buntor's fat fingers closed eager]y.
Hcksiipped the circus ticket into Ing
cket,

“Five-thirty in my study 1 he said.

“What-ho 1" said Bunter. "T'l} be
back in time, 8mithy, you bet,™

And ho rolled cheorily out of gates, (o
catch the motor-bus for Courtfield, in a
very -happy end satisfed mood.

The Bounder, equally satisfied, walked
away to the House. l}e went up to o
Remove studies, to look for Wibley.

Ilo found that youth in his study,
Wibley’s scrvices ms & footballer had
Leen declined with thanks thoat after-
noon; and he had retired to his study
and lils theatrical gadgoets,

“Husy 1™ asked Vernon-Smith, as ho
looked in. ;

“Not too busy for footer, if you'ro
standing out agein !' eaid Wibley.

Smithy chuckled.

“I'm not 1™

“ Then take u{’qur face away and Lury
it 17 pranted Wibley.

“There’s & circus at Lantham—"

T'ue Magner -Lusriry.—Nw. 1,571,
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“Blow the eircus at Lantham.”

# And you're going, old chapl”

[ L] R-Dt- ll]‘

“And thero's the ticket!” added
Vernon-Smith, throwing it on the study
iable. * Better got oing—you have to
Le at Lantham by three”

Wibley stared at him,
circus ficket.

“What the dickens——" ho began.

The Bounder explained.

“By gum!” said Wibley., “Is that
rotter at it againi Looks liko it, if
Carter gave that frt ass this t_mi:ef.
Gooch waiting at the door for him, I
gnppose ™

o Gil in the opext secat!™
Bounder. _ :

“¥es, that's it, very likely I Wibley
hepan sorting out his *props ' at once.
“Well, if he wants to sce Bunter, he
shall zes PBunter—tho same Bunter!
And if he wants another lesson, he will

t it—and a stiffer dose this time!

11 fix him all right 1"

Wibley packed a bag. .

The Bounder left him to it, and went
down to the changing-ropom.  Ten
minutes later, William Wibley was
poing out, with & bag in his hand—
containing the necessary outfit for
transforming himsclf into Billy Bunter's
double. There was & cheery grin on
Wib's faco as he went,  Anything in
the theatrical lino was pie to William
Wibley, and this stunt meant a happy
afternoon to the schoolboy actor—with
the circus thrown in. .

Smithy also grinned a cheery grin as
lio joined the foothallers on Little Side.
IHe bestowed & wink on the captain of
the Bemove; and Wharton, glancing at
Carter, smiled.

Carter, with all his keonness, and all
hiz cunning, had not the remotest sus-
picion. When the pick-up game was
over, he made it o« pownt to ascertamn
that Bunter was out of gates. That was
oasy cnough to ascertain—Bunter, wun-
doubtedly, was oub of gates!

That the fat Owl was in Courifield
Picture Palace, with his . oyces andl
spectacles glued on a thrilling filn,
Carter did not know., IHe had no doulit
that Dunter, in those moments, was sit-
ting in the reserved scat at the Lanthoum
Arena, watching the circus, and enjoy-
ing the renewed acquaintance of his
sporting friend, Mr. binson.

Neither had Mr. Gooch any  doubt.
The fat junior in the seat next to him
swas the fat junior he had met before;
and Mr. Gooch would have been very
much surprised to learn that that fat
junior's name, in the Form list at Grey-
frinrs, was not William George Bunter,
Lot William Wibley | Mr., Gooch never
dreamed of guessing what a very diflor-
ent Wilbam it was! He remained in
happy ignorance of the fact that there
were two Buntere—and . that this Bunicer
vas not the Bunter he wanted, bul the
othicr Bunter |

and at the

gaicd tho

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Big Idea!

ILLIAM WIBLEY was prin-

W mng when he answered {io hLis
nama at eall-over in Hall.

Wih had enjoyed his after

noon. Ile had enjoyed the eircus—ant

till more had he enjoyed pulling the
rascally leg of Mr Gooch.

After call-over, Wibley went up to
his study. His study-mates, Morgan and
Pesmond, were in the Rag;: but Wibloy
was not left alone for long. In a few
minutes, the Bounder camo in, and tho
Famous Five followed him. All the
Co. had been told how the matter slooad:
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amd all of them were keen to bear
Wibloy's news.

Smithy carcfully shut the door.

* Now——"" he said. .

“Right as rain!” chuckled Wibley.

“That réscal was there?” asked Bob
Cherry, with a knitted brow. :

“In tho next seat " assented Wiblaey,
A lmppﬁ[ﬂhancq. you know-—and 1 can
tell you, My, Robinson was quite pleased
to renew hiz acguaintance with hig
voune friend Bunter. So was his young
friend Dunter!”

“Then there’'s no doubt about it,"
said Harry. “ That was Carter's game.”
I’I“ The treacherous toad!™ multercd

013,

“Look here, you men ™ said Johnny
Null, “This 1sn't & matter for us to
keep in our own hands! It ought fo
ga to Quelch.”

“Yes; but—"

“II the lessor we gave that rotter
had cleared him off all right—but it
hasn’t 1 said Johnny., * This shows that
he's keeping on at the game., Wa've
pot on to 1k this time—we mayn't gob
on to it noxt time ! Quelch is our Form-
master, and he's the man to sec that
that scoundrol doesn't pet at a fellow
in his Form, and lead him into bad
trouble.”

;i know P’ said Harry slowly. “But
—but—""

“Let's hear wha: Wibley's got to
gay I'" interrupted the Bounder. ™ Hawvo
vou made another -a.p?pmnt:ment with the
toad, or what, Wib?"

“Exactly " grinned Wib.

“Where ¥ asked Frank Mugent.

1 Ham !!F

“Here?" exclaimed «ll the juniors
tﬂg&lh&r. ]

‘Not in the school " ejaculated Bob
Cherry.

“Why not?” grinned Wibley.

“Oh, my batl”

“ Ten't, that just where we want him ¥
ashed Wibley.

“Bul — when?”  gasped  Tlarry
Wharton,

“To-night !"” _

“To-night ! lLowled Bob, “Afior

dovin, do you mean?”

“Just that ™

Thoe Co. stared blankly at William
Wibley. They had not known exactly
what to expect to hear from himr; but
certainly they had not expected that!

“That—that man Gooch i3 coming to
the school, after lights out 1 exclaimed
Iarry Wharten, " But what—why—
how 77

Wibley waved an airy hand.

My dear chap, I'vo got it all cut
and dried 1™ he said cheertly. “This
time wo get Gooch—pget him hard and
fast; and thero won'’t be any next time !
Iis idea was for his g:ung friend
PBouter to {urn up next turday—but
his young friend Bunter had a bhetter
one than that! And when he found his
xoung friend Bunter was keen on break-
g bounds after lights out, he jumped
at it with both feet I

“I—I suppose he would I' =aid Harry,
“DBut—-' -

“My csteemed idiotic Wibley——"
minrmured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,

“Let's hear the rest!” said the
Bounder.

“(io it, Wib 17

Wib, chuckling, went it!

“It's all fixed up,™ he said., “Bunter
—(Gooch’s Bunter, of course—is going
to gob out of the dorm at ecleven to-
night. Gooch is going to be on the spot
io help. At that time of night, of
course, ho won't be expecting to mect
any of the fellows who ducked him in
the ditch. He will expeet. all those
niee hoys to be tucked up in their little
beds, fast asleep™

“Bo we shall be, fathead " said Bob
Cherry.

“1 think not.” demurred Wibley. “1
rather think that some of us will be
busy aftor lights-out. If it's a bit of a
riskk for us, it's rather moro than a risk
for Goocli. It's a dead cert for him!
Thiz time, my beloved 'enrers, we get
him Ly the short haire! As Shake-
speare remarks—"

“Oh, blow SBhakespeare!”

“As Bhakespeare romarks—" per
sisted Wib.

“Got on, pgs [

“As Shakespeare remarks,” repeated
Wib serenely, *'tis thae sport to sce the
enginecr hoist by his own petard!
That’s what's going to happen te the
Gooch bird! Eeo's out to eatch Bunter,
He's going to be caught. And, as Inky
wolld sy, the catehfulness is going to
be terrific.™

Wibley was evidently in
and imunensely pleased with the way he
was handling this affair, But the
Famous Five eyed him very dubiously.

Breaking dormitory bounds at eleven
at night was rather a scrious matier,
oven for a good object..

“Do you mean that the raseal’s
actually coming into the school 17 acked
Johony Bull

“ Actually, old bean! If ho didn't we
gouldn’t nobble him. ¥ou see, his young
friend Bunter explained to him that le
would need a little help In getting oul
of bounds, The spot selected is the
Cloister wall, Gooch will find the place
easily enough. His young friend Bunter
can pet ont of tho House sll right, but
n fat bloke like Bunter needs a little
help in getting over the wall, Beel
Was Gooch ready to give him that little
helpt”®  Wibley chortled. ¢ Hi,r dear
chups, he jumped at it! Lapped it up
itke croamn.”

* But-——" gasped Bob.

“When the v}ﬂ“}" old eclock strikes
oleven,” said Wibley, “the Gooch bird
will he waiting in that little lane beside
the Cloister wall. His young friend
Buntor will give a whistle, When he
Liearvz tho signal, Gooch will hop over
the wall and  help DBunter out—
perhaps 1

“Oh crumbs [

“Hiz idea is that once he's gpot his
voung friend Bunter outside the school
at eleven at night the game 13 wonl”
chivruped Wibley. " 8o it would be, of
course, if he was dealing with that
idiotic Owl, All Le would have to do
wonld be to strand the blithering idiot
somewhere, and let him be snaffled out
of boundz at night. His number would

in greal spirits,

Le up then, with a whop! What ¥
Yoz, rathor! But——"
“But,” chortlad Wibley, “when

Gooch lhops over the Cloister wall to
help Bunter out, he won't find s young
friend Bunier thers. He will find quite
other parties, And he won't get out
again az casily as he got n.”

“Oh 1" pasped Bob.

“In fact, he won't get out at all,” said
Wibley =crenely. “Having got 1nlo
Cireyfriars, he will stay in Greyfriars,
and fo-rmorrow morning he can t‘l-:piﬂlll
to the Head what e eame for—if he
like="

“Wha-a-t?"

“ith crikey !

“That,” seid William Wibley, "“ie
the big ider. As Bull remarked, we've
got on to it this time, but we mightn't
get on to it next time, so there isn’t

ing to be any next time. After

ooch’z interview with Dr, Locke in the
morning, do you think he will worry
Cireyfriars againi™

“Hardly. Dut—"



“Wash out the buts,” said Wihlﬂfu
“That's the programme. We get (idoeh,
and ho can wriggle out of 1t how he
likes, He can tell the Head his name's
Robinson, if ho has a fanecy to; but I
rather think he won’t, as he came herg
at the beginning of the term as Gooch.
What the dickens he will sdy I" dom't
know. But it’s a free countryi he ean
say what he likes. But if this doesn't
stop his ﬁa\‘ﬂﬂ I’ll eat my propevty-hox
and all the props in it.”

The Bounder chuckled.

“This is & winner,” he zaid. “Ho

may get run in as & suspicious
character, frequenting with felontons
intent,*

“Oh, my hat |* _

“One of us can bag the Ley of
Gosling's woodshed,” said Wibley., *Wo
can fock him up safe till moruing.”

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

“And we'll see that ke gels a good
awdience in -the morning,” went on
Wibley. “Gooch is going through it,
my beloved 'earers—right through it-—
tind if he's handed over to the police, ell
the better. He can oxplain that ho
‘hutted. in to help a Greyfriars kid break
bounds at might, if he likes. I don't
tkink that would help Lim much with
the EHead.”

“Not & lot!” chortled the DBounder.
“opdness knows what will happen to
hun, but whatover 1t iz 1i's comung to
him.” .

“Yeos, ratioer IV )

“The ratherfulness is terrific!”

“Not & word outzide this study ! said
Wibley, ) i

That night, when Wingate of the Sixth
pirt out the l:%ht for the Remove, thero
were seven fellows in the dormitory who
were not thinking of sleep. hen
eleven o'clock chimed the rest of tho
Remove were safe and sound in the
rmbrace of Morpheus; but seven fellows
wers - wida awake—very wide awake
indeed !

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER,
Trapped !

IDEON GOOQCH Listened, and lus
cold, fishy cyes pleamed with
satizfaction,

Low, but clear, came the
sound of the whistle over the stone wall
of the ancient Cloister.

Mr. Gooch had been some time on the
;,P:t. His young friend DBunter, at

ntham, had described it exactly to
him, and he had found it casily enough.
But ho had arrived eerly to make sure,
snd he had been in the dark lane by
the Cloister wall a good half-hour when
he heard the signal,

It was an absolutely zafe spot. The
narrow lane ran hetween the old stono
wall and a dark fir plantation. Seldom
used by day, 1t was never used by night.
Thick ivy hung over the old wall, com-
pletely sereeming Mr. Gooch as he
waited. Mo one was likely to spot him
there, and no one did. With an casy
mind Gideon waited for the whistle
from the fat junior within the wall.

Mr. Gooeh had had no doubt of suecess
in dealing with that fat youth. But his
success had been remarksbly casy, That
untoward incident in Oak Lane had
only postponed the inevitable. The casy
trick with the eircus ticket had brought
him in contact again with his young
friend Bunter. And Mr. Gooch had
been not merely willing, but eager, to
help his young friend in his desire to
hreak school bounds at night. It was
all clear now. The gamo was in his
ham:;s—a.t. least, he had no doubt that it
WAS
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That fat young ass was coming out,
with Gooeh’s help. He was not getting
in again., And now the moment had
come. As he heard the low whistle over
the Cloister wall, Gideon grasped thoe
ivy and swung himself up. It was cosy
cenough to him to clamber over the ivied
wall, though it would have heen difficult
enough for Bunter without assistance.
That assistance the obliging My. Gooch
waz only too willing to render.

Tt was the work of hardly more than o
moment to clamber over.  Mr, Gooch
dropped hightly withm,

He pecred round in the decp gloon.

“Here 1” he whispered. .

What happencd next scemed like a
fearful dream, a hovyid nightmare, {o
Mr. Gooch.

He expected to sce Bunter there, 1o
cid not see Bunter. ¥eo had a vague
glimpse of shadowy forms in the dark-
ness, and then he was grabbed on all
sides, and eame down on 1ho stonoe Hags
with a heavy bwmp.

He vas too uilterly amazed and faken
aback even to think ef resisting for a
moment or two.,

e sprawled on the flags, gasping and
spluttering.  Then, 25 ho started to
struggle, he found that 1t was quile
futile, At least lislf ao dopen pairs of
hands were grasping him, and ho was
powerless,. h

“Who—" pozped Gideon.  *'What
the—"

“Good-evening, Mr. Robinzon !" said
a. cheery veice, and there was s chucklo
from the gloom. *'That ia, if yvou ave
etill Robinzon. Or have you called as
{ionch ¥

“Who—" panted Mr. Gooch. lle
peered wildly at Jim faces smd figures.
“Whe are you? Who=—why=—how=—"
ho spluttered helplessly,

“Stand the tond on his fect 1

Gooch was jerked up, but e had neo
chance to struggle. Hach of his arms
was held by two sturdy fellows, and
angther had o grasp on the back of his
collar. He wrnggled convulsively, but
e had no chance of geiting loose.

“Got him ! mormured a voice..

“The gotiulness 13 terrific t¥

“Release me 1 panted Gooch. Y I—
I—i,it w.i’II go awsy at once!l I—I
Wi

“I dave say vou wounld; but & Lurglar
1sn’t getting off so easily as all that.”

“A—a what® T om not a burglar,
you young fool ! Arve you mad? [—I—

*Not & burglax 1 ]

“MNo,” gasped Mr, Gooch; “nothing
of the kind "

“:‘[l‘lmn i.:vhat are you doing here 1"

£y | _-'"I".' AF

Cideon stammerad helplessly. He was
caught and sceur by whom he did not
know and could not see in the darkness,
but there was no doubt about the fact.
How was he to cxplain lis presence af
that hour of the night within the pre-
cincts of the school 1

As a solicitor, My, Gooch undersiood
Iww very serions it was ta bo found,
and caught, on cnclosed premiszes at
night. He could hardly explain his
real object in coming therc!  Awdl
other cxplanation there was nonol

“Will you—will you let me go? lo
panted. “I—TI assure you thot I am
not—not & burglar—ile idea i3 simply
absurd—you secm to know my name—
then you know that I am a relative of
a boy here, and certminly not a Lur-
glap—""

* Are you calling on your relation at
this time of night?” |

“Ohy, no; but—"

 After tho Ilcad’s silveri™

i2

“No," gasped. Mr. Gooch. “Notlivg
of the kind! "Please let me go —"

e wrenched st hia pinioned arns—
and wrenched in vain, He peered
raviepely et the dim faces round hiwe
IIo eould not make them out clearly;
but he had o suspicion, by this {uwe,
wio had collared him.

“You are the boys who attecked e
in Oak Lance a few days ago!™ he
breathed. “I am sure of it—"

* He's guessed it 1"

"Whot & brain!”

“"1Ia, ha, hat"

“Will you release ma? You know
that I am not a burglar!” hiSscd Al
Liooch. “You kunow perfectly well—"

“Wo know we've caught you bur
ziing ! Bring: him along-—~"1

“I—T will shout for help—" panleu
Ale. Gooei. -

“Ohy, da! We'll take vou straight
to the Head, if you like (¥

{inoch shivered.

“Please et me go—release mel I-

T Aren't you goin

“N-no! But—I beg of you—'

“This way! You're going lo he
kept rafo till morning. r. Govcl-
Robinson, and then you can exploin
that you're not a burglar 1”

And there was another chuckle as the
~hadawy ii[gurﬂs led Mr, Gooch pway.

Terror lay hke ico on the wrefcheol
rascal as he went.

ITiz presence within the sehool pre.
cinets was atterly impossible for him to
explain, He cleng ' to one: faint hope—
x very faint one—of somehow geiting
away before he was taken before per-
sons i authority.

“I'hese boys, he could, see, weore juniors
~-boys of Bunter's ¥Form, as he Lnew.
They did not, ﬂ[iﬂnrentiy, intend to
maveh him off 1o the Houso ond hand
him over at once. That respite was all
Le hadl

IIn had almost forgotten Dunter, in
hiz terror and confusion. But, as he
waa led away, he realised that Bunier
was not there. Wibley certainly was:
but e waes not playing the jpark of
Bunier’s double now; and Gideon had
not thoe faintest wdes that he was tho
“Bunter ¥ his had met at Lanthan.
Thera was no sign of the fat jubior,

Buuter had not turncd up, os
arypnged! These fellows had! They
lad learned frem Bunter what was in-
tended—that seemed clear! Ef  thaet
encounter in Osk Lesue had Decn 2
chanee encounter, this certainly was not
—it was not by chance that o wob of
juniora wero out of bed at eleven o'clock
at night, and waiting for him to drop
into their hands like & ripe apple!
Bunter—intentionally or net—had given
hira away! That was the only conelu-
sion to which the shivering rascal coulkl
como! Not that it mattered much now
—the pressing problem was how to got
away !

That was a problem thot Me. Gooch
was likely to find it very difheult to
solve. Harry Wharion & Co. had no
intention whatever of letting him got
wway! Having walked into o trap of
iz own making Mr Gooch was booked
to stay in that trap!

Where they were taking Lim Gideon
did not know—only it was o relief {hat
ihoy did not approach the House.
Late as tha hour was, several lights
still gleamcd in distant windows, and
Gideon cringed with apprehension at
the bare idea of being marched in to
moeet mastei’s astonished cyes

But they went nowliere mnear ihe
lighted windows! They stopped at last
at & small building, fvom which lighted
windows were out _of éight.

Tae Macrer Lispany.—No. 1,575

to shout for help¥™
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One of thon produced o key and we
locked the door. My, (ooch was

marched into the bulding—a shed ol
suine sort. ;

Witliin tho shed the darkness was
more intense. There was a glean from
a flash-lamp in an unscon hand.

" 8ticlk him on that bonch [

Gidvon was backed to & bench, the
Lack of hia knees banged on it, aud
Le sat. .

“You—vou are leaving e biere?" lic
panted.

“Yes, Iike your guarters?"

Gideon Gooeh did not reply;: but he
gasped with roliof. If he wore lefs
there till mormng he might yel get

aaway—unseen, unquestioned ! Tiut
that lLrief hope was quickly extin-
zuished.

“Got the cord "

“"Hore yvou arol”

“Wukeo the brute safe!”

“You bot!”

“TFor mercy's saloe,” groaned Gideon,
a3 thoe cord weas rup round his bony
limba, *J—I—"

His voice trailed off.

The cord was knotted round him,
ponder the Leoeh, the knots carelully
tind ont of his reach. He heard an-
uther chuckle, and then the juniors weoro
gone—the door closed and locked on the
vutside.

A few minutes later Harry Wharlon
& Co. were climbing in quietly at the
window of 8 box-room and tiptosing
Lack to their dormitory. They slept
soundly enough when they Lurned in at
ithat lato hour.

But there was no sleep for the razeal
wlio sal tiod to the bench i tle wood-
shed ! )

in rage ond terror. Gideon Gooch
coamuted the weary minutes to dawn!
e wrenched ond  wriggled, ond
wriggled and wrenchied, but theroe wai
e escapoe for him, and ho gave up ihe
vein stlempt st last. Ilo Larvdly dared
to think of what the dawn would bring
~—yet the night seemed endless. What
was poing to happen to him when he
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waz foand in the morning was uncer-
tain; bubk one thing was certnin—that,
after thns, Lie was done with Greyirisrs,
deno  with Carter, and done with
Bunicr! On that point, at least, there
wus o shadew of doubt |

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.
A Startling Diseovery !

i SAY, vou fellows, what's up®"

“ (3 peling 1 apswered  DBob
Cherry,

“Ih? What about Gosling 1

“He's pomng round to his shed.”

“Well, he always dorz in the morn-
ing,™  said. Billy Bunter, puzzled.
* Nothing specinl about that, is thore "

“Who knows?” prinned Bob., *“Let’s
an and see, anyhow,™

Billy Banter blinked at the Famous
Five in  ingquisitive surprise.  After
Lireakfast in the morning the clhomns of
the Remove were quite interested in the
movements of old Gosling, the ancient
porvter of Greyfriars.

Nut often did Gosling interest them;
Lut on this particular morning they
watched him with ecager interest. when
e eame away from his lodge. Gosling
had missed the key of his woodshed from
itg usual naill, and his gnarled brow
wore 4 frown as he tramped away to
the shed. , .

Why the Famous Five were interested
sitlly Bunter could not guess. But 1t
waz clenr that they were, and Bunter
wanled to know. 8o he rolled after
them as they strolled after Gosling.
Vernon-Binith  and  William Wibley
came cubfing across to join up, and
other follows, zcenting that something
was “on,” followed. Among them was
Avthur  Carter—little ucssing  the
atlraction that the woodshed had for
geven members of his Form that bright
spring morning !

Carter was happily unaware, so far,
of the happenings of the night. Ho
had been fast asleep when the soven left

Cralii--— -1

@ Jopanese bombers, under orders
to destroy America’s wvital link
between the Pacihc and Atlantic
Oceans, take off from mystery traw-
lers. After them speed Kit
LConnaught and his boy gunner,
harassing them in a desperate
atternpt to prevent them reaching
their objective—but the bombers
race on! [ his 13 just one of a host
of thrlling incidents from Arch
Whitchouse's great story.

MODERN
BOY QUT TODAY
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the dormitery on tiptoe—and fast u:elﬂl_elp
whon they tiptoed back to it O
knew nothing of the arrangement made
at the Lantham Arena the previous
afternoon  between  * Mr. inson
and his voung friend., He expocted to
see Gildeon Gooch before long, to
learn from him how the plot was pro-
gressing ! Certainly, he never dreamed
Lhiow soon he was to sec him and
where !

“Lost vour key, Gosling ¥ asked the
Bonnder, as the ancient gentloman went
snerting to lis shed,

“Which I ain't lost it, but it’s been
tonk off the nail!” grunted Gosling.
“And if any young himp has been
larking in that there s.hegl, I'll report
im 17

“Why, theve's the key in tho lock,
Gosling [ said Harry Whearton.

Grunt from l.'icn.r-linFI .

“1 know I mever left 1t there!™ he
growled.

Hg turned back the key and threw
open the door of the woodshed.

Gosling had little doubt, after missing
that key, that some of the young
“imp=" Lad been “lacking ™ in his
woadshed—a thing that had happened
more than onee. gh rather expected to
find something amiss-in that shed. But
he certainly did not expect to find what
he actually found! _ ]

“Goo!1"” pgasped Gosling, in amaac-
ment, as he stared into the shed.

e stared blankly, his eyes almost

opping from his gnarled countenance.
FI-;: seaimed hardly able to believo thoso
ancient eyes!

“Goo ! he repented Llankly,

“What's up, Gossyi®
Wibley. 1

“My ovo!” stuttered Gosling. “'Ere,
who nre you? What are you a-doing
thore, a-setting on my beneh?"

“1 say, you fellows, there's somebody
in the shed!™ yelled Billy Bunter, in
great excitement. “I say, the door.wae
locked, but there’s somebody in 11"

“Who the dickens—" exclaimed
Poter Todd. ‘There wero s dozen
Remoave fellows on the spot, as well as
the Famous Fivo., :

“Bome tramp gotting a lodging for
the night, or what?" exelaimed Carter.

“PBut the door was locked " said
Hazeldene. “ How the dooce—"

grinned

“What's all this 'ore?” bawled
Gosling. *1 says, who are _“':;nu, and
what are you a-doing ‘ere? by, bust

my buttons, if he ain't tied up '

“What?” yelled a dozen voices.

The juniors crowded round Gosling,
at the doorway. They stared inte the
shed. All oyes werp fixed on the man
who was sitting on the bench, with
Lknotted cords keeping him in that
positton;  his  haggard face turned
towards the door.

“Jallo, halle, hallo, who's that?”
clinckled Bob Chorry.

“ Anvbody Lnow that sportsman?”
asked Johnny Bull.
“I'vo secen him before, 1 believe [

exclaimed Peter Todd.
remember where, but I've scen
somewhero 2

“1 believe I have, too!” exclaimed
Squiff. “DBut how the thump did ho
got heroe—tied up like that?”

Gosling tramped inte the shed, and
gtood staring at the wretehed Gideon.

The doorway was crowded with
juniors, staring in. There werc seven
fellows who wero not surprised to sce
him there!

Somn of the other fellows thought
they knew his face—doubtlezs having
spenn Mr. Gooch on the day, at the

him
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heginning of the term, when he had
‘brought Carter to Greyfriara But there
was -one fellow who knew him st the
first glance—and whose face became
uite pgle at the sight of hun  Arthur
arter gazed at his Counsin Gideon, like
s fellow in o dream !

“Now, my man, who are you, and
ow did you get mn ‘era?"” demanded
Gosling " Mow, then, answer up "

Gideon Gooch gasped.

"Pleass let me loose1™ he gasped.
s —] was brought here—it was a—
a foolish practical joke. I—=I-—let me
loose, please—""

“Mo. Curry V' said Goshling grimly.
“You ain't getting locse in a 'urey,
Mr. Whoevar-you-are |
to Pm-:h something 1

“T say, you fellows, Quelch ought to
telephene for a hobby 1 exclaimed
Billy Bunter “1 say, Wharton, you
cut in &nd ask Quelch to telephone for
a bohby I

Gogch's ayes turned on the fat face
blinking in at the -:!-:m-rwa% through the
h!g spectacles. A spasm of rage crossed
+is awn face.

That Bunter ¢id not know him from
Adam, naturally, never oecurred fo him.
He knew Bunter—or fancied he did ! |

“¥You young seoundrel1” he panted

—

Bunter gave him a surprised blink.

“Eht ou speagking to me?’ he
askead,

“¥You young villain " hiszed Gideon,

wriggling with rape. He had not the
eliphtest deubt now that Buonter had
deliberately landed him in this.

“What the dickenz does he mean?™
exclaimed the puzzled Owl " What is
he calling me names for?"”

**Ha, ha, ha!”

“DBlessed if 1 ecan- seo anything to
cackle at! I say, you fellows, T don't
like hiz looks! I say, he looks fearfully
savage! T say, Queleh ought to tele-
vhone for a bobby, to run him in."

“uie a pood ideal” chuckled- the
Bounder. *“*What do voun think of it,
Carter 27

Carter did not heed the Bounder's
gibe. His oves were fixed on Gideon,
almost starring from livs head.

My, Cooel’s eves passed. from Bunter
ta Carter. He had a gleam of hu{‘at-. at
the sight of him. His look at Carter
was elgaguont.

“Out off ta Queleh, Cartor 1™ went an
Smithy, “Tell him that somebody’s
EELI%’]H. a burglar, and lockod him in
Gnsling’s shed. ™

“¥What -you got to say for yourself,
my man?” voered Gosling.

“Will you let me looze " gaszped the
wretched Gooch, “I have bheen hero
for hours!

“No, I won't ! said Gosling. * Looks
to mae as if you come in 'ere to pinch
something, and you was caught, and
tied up ‘ere. You can jest stay where
you are, my man, while I let the 'Ead
know.”

“1—1 will give you five pound: fo
release me ! panted Gideon.

Snort, from Goshng.

“1'd like to know whose pounds they
wasz ! he vetorted. *What was yon
doing 'ere, when yeu was caught and
stuck in my shed? You can wait 'ere
till the 'Ead comes. I'm going to fetch
him  now."

(iosling turned hack to the door.

Arthur Carter shipped into the shed.
Iliz one thought was to get his Cousin
taideon away before he was reeognized—
hefore any of the masters could come on
the scene. How and why Gideon was
gove, was a hopeless mystery to him,
but ho knew that he had te get him
away, if he could, hefore the Headl
CORa,

But there was no chonee of ihar
Gosling gave hun a glare.

i, (S
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“¥You get hout, Master Carter!™ he

enorted. " I'm pgoing to lock up this
are shed till the 'Ead comes!
Houtside 1™

“ Look hora=—'

*Houtaide I" ropoated Gosling firmily.

And he jpushud Carter out, stepped
ﬂll]lt after him, asnd banged the door
s,

Carter stood panting. Gosling turned
the key in the lock, drew it out, and put
it in his ftet. Then le tramped
away to call the Head!

Carter, with a faco liko chalk, almost
tottared away.
He was glad to hicar the clang of the

27

helle for class, That drew tho ecrowd
away from the wood-shed, at Iogst.

As the buzzing crowd of Greyiriprs
follows strode away, the Heoad was
obsarved, comnin mujl}atiﬂaﬂ')i on the
BRI, f'l::r'ﬂuw-.:d closely by Goshing.

The Boundor winkod at tho Famous
Five None of them envied Mr. Gooch
his interview with the Heoad.

Thera were soven grinning faces in
the Bemove when BMr QueF lot his
Form inte the Form-room—and . there
was one that was far from grinning |
Carter hardiv knew how he got through
lessone that morning !

(Continucd on next page.)

You come 'ere.

Come InTo THE OFFice, Boys AND GIRLS

Your
from his readers,
of the ' Magnet,"”

Editor is always pleased 1o hear
Write to him : Editor

The Amalgamated

Press, Ltd., Fleetway House, Farringden
Street. London. E.C.4.

VER been “had,” chums? No,
E it’'s not April Fools” Day! 1
was caught the other day, and

1 want-fo get my own back by catei-
ing you fellows. You've got some
idea of the thickvess of o cigarette-
waper, haven’'t you? Well, suppose
1t were possible to fold a cigarette
saper in halves sixty times, what
eteht would 1t reach? Think it gver,
ehums, before making any rash
guesses, You'll be surprised .when
ou see the answer, which appears
at the end of this chat.
Having reecived 2
lettters referring to the

“ SCHOOLBOYS” OWN LIBRARY,”

I fecl that 1 ought to give you a
few details about the eurrent issucs
of this popiilar 4d. library. * Detee-
tive Bunter !” —No, 328—la an excit-
ing and dramatic story, telling lhow
the fat junior of Gregfriars, by slicer
luck, solves n myistery which has got
a detective and the police guessing.
“The Rebellion at Packsaddle!” is
the title of No. 320, and the yarn
deals with- the thrilling adventures
of those old Gew favourites, Bill
Sampson, the six-gun schoolmaster,
and his lively pupils of the cow-town
schoal, Finally, “The Housemaster's
Revenge I"—No. 330—is a powerful
tale of o master who, nursing a bitter
grievance against Bt. Frank's, sets
out to bring disgrace on the school.
These grunﬁ numbers are now om
sale, and each one is well worth the
fourpenee it costs.

One of my Liverpool readers, whao
apparently is not earning much as
a clerk in a local office, writes to
ask me if T can put him on fo a
profitable spare-time cmployment. My
chum must understand that sueh is
not easy to obtain unless he is gifted
in some special  way——with, say,
musical, literary or artistic talenta.
Carpentering and wood-carving can
he made to pay, so ean the making
of faney artieles, if only a market can
be found for oune's goods. Breeding
fowls, eanaries, rabbits, and other live
stock pays under favourable condi-
tions. Then there is photography and
=ign writing. Such ];ﬂ-hs as envelope
addressing. with its ill paw, I do vat

number of

to "dish " himsclf cumpietelj b

advise, and 1 eauntion my chum uot
tn have anything te do with firms
that advertive home employment and
then demand anp initial ontlay on the
part of the worker.

-

“You've got to smile when you say

gond-bye "™ You all know this
ercat hit of Gracie Ficlds, don’t you?
But it’s not everyone who can smile
when they say “ good-bye;”  Arthur
Cavter, for instance, docsu’'t smile
when he saya

“GOOD BYE, GREYFRIARS !

The schemer of the Hemove has playcn
with fire just long enough to burn
his tingera! Instead of getting Billy
Bunter ¢xpelied from Qreyfriars, he
aets kicked out himself. For a whole
term Carter has been  scheming
againet his rival, Billy Bumter, «t::nlj‘utll;_ir
i3
own actions. Bul there’s no shedding
of tears by Harry Wharton & Co.
when he goes; in fact, they are glad
to see the back of him!

As T informed you in last week's
chat, Frank Richards has been hard
at work om o new scrids, thé “firet
yarn-of which I have just had the

pleasure of reading. And what a
corker it iz, tao! Yernon-Smith
invites Harry Wharton & Co. to

accompany. him ob an -Eaﬁter'trip to
his millionrire father's ramch ‘way
out on the rvolling praivies of Texas
—the land of hold-ups and cattle-
rustling. Take it from me, chums,
you're - booked for the most thrilling
series of school-adventure storics ever
told. What Frank Hichards doesn't
know about the wild and woolly West
isn't worth knowing. Once you've
got down to read this yarn you won't
want to leave it, and when you come
to the end of it you'll look forward
to the next story cvery bit as
anxiously as Billy T‘E]untﬁ-r looks for-
ward to his next meal! Ton’t forget
the date of the opening yarn—next
Saturday week.

Gee! T'd almost forgotten—the
answer to the cigarette-paper ques-
tion is—several million miles—in-
evedible though it may seem.

YOUR EDITOR.






DOCTOR BIRCHEMALL'’S

MICROPHONE!

Screamingly Funny Scheol Yarn of
Jack Jolly & Co. of St. Sam's.

By DICKY NUGENT

Boom ! Boom ! Boom!
* Bless my solo 1™
Mr, Lickham jmped.
Tho mastor of tho-St.
fianm’a Fourth wee taking
his Form in joggrafy.

Lessons at St. Sam's,
ng o rule, wera con-
ducted in an atmosphero
of ponce and quietude.
No gound Droke the
atillnnss save the mer-
mor of the Form-magtor's
voies and thoe eccasional
ghrocle of some  un.
forchunit fogz heing wal-
loped in another Form.
O

On  thia partickular
morning, things had been
even cuieter than: uroal.
Nothing had happened
to disturh the seronity
of the ntmosphoro.

And then, suddenly.
liko a bolt from the blue,
had comao ihis deffening
TDAT,

Boom ! Boom ! Boom !

“What  tho  merry

Form-master and pow-
pils jumped to their feet
In amazemeont. .

“What 1z it, siri"

| gasped Jack Jolly,

“Ia it on earth-
q.uaka 7" nsked Fronk
Fearlozs.

“ Ask me another,”
replied Mr. Lickham,
nitting his brows in per-

loxity, “I1've mnever
Eﬂar{l such an  egy-
girgordinary sound in
my life ! It's loud ennff
to deffem o chap; and
yet at the samo timo it
sounds somewhat like
a yowman voice.”

“ Just what I swas
thinking mysclf, sir,"
eggrclaimed Jack Jolly,
“ Do you think it possi-
bul that soms awful
giant, like wyou ronad
about in legends, has
takon it into his head
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Well,
happenings at Groyfriars lately, and no mistake ! 1t

HARRY WHARTON

CALLING!

wa're having some weird and swondorful

pretty severs shock to some followes when 1

wont ond won the Remove boxing championship.
Now, to add to the confusion, Mouly, of all peopls n
the world, bas awakened [rom his winter sleop and

won the open cross-countiry run !

I ran in the race mysslf and. I can assure you all
that thore was no fluke about it.
easily than most of the =

Alauly won more
ctators imagined. He was

- o e ag fresh as paint at the finish, The fact is, that Maul

Ty

Mr.

Lickham shnd.
dered slitely.

“I sincorcly hoap
not, Jolly, I'm sure!
My hat! Thero it Is
again !

Boom ! Boom ! Boom !

" Wo can't put up with
this 1 ™ cried gm:k Jolky.
“Dao yon mind, sir, if
wa go and inveatigato §

“ Do onythin f Jally,
so long as it ie likely to
put a stop to this garstly
row!" maid Mr. Lick.
ham, sticking his thumhbs
into his cors to shit out
the noise. " All T ask
iz that you do it
quickly +

“ ATl geroon, sir!™
grinned the kaptin of tho
Fourth. " Coming along,
you fellows T

“ Yes, rather 1™

scrambled out of their
tesks and galloped alter

their leader wit woo];s
of onthewsiasm. , s
Merry  put  it, giant.

hunting was huﬁe{:]‘ than
joggraly, any old day.
L eeY, Thia ¥ ingy
roved to bo & hit of o
agko, Whon they got
oputaicde the Form-room,
thoy found that the
noise was proseoding
from the Sixth Form,

A glance into the
Sixth Form Room was
enuff to show them that
the * giant "
Jolly’s imagination was
nothing more than o
mierophone which Dr.
Birchemall was  nsing
to nmplify his voice !

The microphone was
connocted np to o power-

“ Blosz my sole ! to visit St. Sam’s 7V The Fourth-Formers!ful lond-speaker; and
T F e v T - e

theugh an unknown in | going to be dpﬂﬁ-ﬂr.'ﬂ by

M AULY B AGS THE the marathon world, is{dozens of older fellows

MARATHON!

Stunned Crowd Silent as Slacker
Triumphs!

What silly nse snid the
ngo of miracles was past ¥
Whoever ho was, hoe
would have had to sit up
and rub his eves if ho had
aponn tho finish of the
Opon Croszs.country
Handicap last Wednes.
day! TFor, beliove it
or not, Lord Mauloverer,
champion slacker of the
Remove, defied the best
long-distance mon in the
sohool and won on the
post  after the most
gruelling race on record !

This someational win
should have been accom-
panied by thunderous
cheera from an enrap-
tured crowd. It wos not.
On tho chntrary, Mauly
~won in o silence that
could have been felt.
The spectatora  were
astnnned  into  stupefied
eoma |

Tho ‘“* Grey[Tiars
Horald,” bavin had
time to recover from its
firat ahn:rc}k, ia nnvir] ﬂ.'l:ge
to put thinga right by
E«EL[I]IFHE for -three checrs
for the vietor! Let it
rip, chaps! ‘Thanks}

Having dono that, wo
ought really to eall for
an cxtra one for DBob
Cherey. For Mauly would

never have lined ap for
tho start if Bob had not
-anied him off the sofn
in Study No. 12
and led him up
to the dorm by
his ocars to
change inlo
ranning togs!

Muu%y looked
& cert for last
place when he
rolled down to
the gatca for the
start. Ho wuiuz
yawning ol
shivering ond
making  feehla
proteats, as Bob
piloted him
neross Lhe quad,
When Mr.
Laszeelles sig-
nallecd him off
in the ‘handicap, he
ombled down the lane
as if next weck wounld
have done.

Then Bob Cherry gave
him o well-directed kick
to speed him on his way ;
and Mauly wvelped and
como to life!  After o
last rub at his tired oyes,
he brole into a ran and
decided to take the race
seriovaly. And Zsa that
moment on, things began
to  happen! Manly,

slim and long-legged and
has the cut of a mnner.
He soon began to justify
his appearanco !

Firet he passed Brown
nnd Squiff ond other
Remove chaps who had
been given o longer start
than he ; then he mopped
up & wholo crowd m‘p Eg&
who had started out
first.. In less than ten

minuies, Mauly was in

fthoe lead and running
quito nicely across tho
muddy meadows  nnd
ploughed ficlds that were
featured }wﬁminnnﬂy
throughout the conran.
Taking the lead at that
carly stage in the taco
of course meant little.
There were the heavy
battalions of sentors in
the rear to contend with
when thoy got into their
stride, and the chancea
weree that Manly wns

befero tho race wwas half
.

But the funny thin
wna that the seniora &
pot into their stride-—
and yet somchow were
unable to pass Mauly !
At the halfoway mark,
our cheery old languid
lord wae still footing it
merrily across the ficlds
with the heost ronners
in the school behind him !

With threc-quarters of
the distance ecowvered,
gormno of tho craclks began
to think it was timo
Mauly was dislodged.
Wingate, North, and
Blundell all put on o
spurt and passed him.,

But their triomph was
brief and their spurt
camo & littlo too early.
Mauly drew level again
and lept level; and
when they reached tho
last lap in  Friardale
Lano, he was still suffi-
ciently frosh to challenge
the threo big "ons and
beat them in n desperate

1 inish.

A at day's work,
Mauly ! You've brought
honour and glory te the
Femove in the last way
we ever expectotl ron to
do it andd wo're proud of
von !

If ihiz iz the kind of
result vou get from yoor
celobrated snoozes on the
sofs in Study No, 12,
YO €A COTYY 011 I007-
ing for tho rest of the

term. We won't stop
von |

of Jaek -

it wns working so well
that the Head's voice
was forcly making the
Farm-room winders rat-
tle. It was working o
little too well for the
Sixth, by thoe look. of
them, foér” they all hed
their hands held over
their ears and their fares
lookoed awfully astrained.
They locked such a
eomieal gite thot the
Fourth Formers could
not help larfing.

“Ha, ha, hat' they

* roared.

“ Ho, ho, ho! ™

Then i-h?{ Hf.-}:i:l
stopped epeaking. ¢
lnnﬂgﬂ Tﬂ%?ld Eﬁ the
door with & frown ; and
the juniors’ larficr died
down into & corng of
meor chuekles.

“Boys!” cried thoe
Head majestickally.
“3What ia tho mraning
of thia hera ?  What
do yon think you're
doing of ¥

“"That's what we'd
lika ta nsk you, sir!”
grinned  Jacle Eolly
**Afr. Lickham told us
wn rould come and find
out what was canamg
ell the row. 1 fapsy ho
thought it was on corth-
guakag 1V

*Ha, ha, ha !"

A Bileneo 17 wrapped
out DNoctor Bivchemaoll
“If you ardo by ony
chanen referving to my
amplifying g}t—-—-——”

** Right on tho wickot,

gir !
“ Tn that easzo, T would
havo voun know thet I
have bought it for tho
purpnss of bringing St
Sam’s up to dato ! All
tha hest skools nowadays
have lond-speaker equip-
ment to ensare  that
everybody hears, So
why not B¢, SBam™a TV

“Is that a conun-
drom, sir "

“ No, Jolly, it ia not !
This microphons is thoe
lnst word in elactrical de-
gine,™ saaid Doctor Birch-
omall, with a smirk, “1

hought it absolutely ro- | B

gardless of eost. ‘They
charged mo onc-and.-six
for it ot tho loeal storeat””

“{ente pip ! M ed
Frarless. *?ﬁ}n }'mﬁf:l];nk
it wns worth all that,
¥

* I ghould think it waos,
Fearless ! This littlo ont-
fit 13 cuarantoed to turn
n whisper into a thundar.
elap,  Jnet lisgen 1

The ITead inrned his

s

mouth t6 ihe mierophone
again awdsaid : ** Twice
two! . dessid it in a
meer wasper, but when
it camo mut of the loud-
speaker it was a deffen-
ing avnhench of sound |

Burleigh, the kaptin of
S5t. Sam's; jomped to
his feot  In Burleigh's
opiniort the joask had
gone fma-couff, But he
was egarcd the trubble
of pretoting, for at that
moment Dinding, the

| page, agpeared with the

nows tfes Sir Frederick
Fungues was waiting for
the Patin thoe Visitors
Room. °.

Thesa was 4 mermer of
relect ‘Bom  tho Bixth
when thuHead had gone,

“ Thauik goodnesa for
that ' egried Tallboy,
“If be had coarried on

any lomger with that
mierophice it would
have busted my «or-
drums ! "

“ Bamzhere | ¥

The ¥ =rth TFFormors

grinpe.. simperthetick-
nily, )

=l ; g wa oan do
to heg, . '« vsked Jock
Jolly,

“F enly wish yom
conldy Is31!” sighed Bur-
leighy “Tho Head is
going, to wse thiat micros

phone far tho rest of the | B*®

torm  wlees. somothing
happena ™

* Heo's evon going to
inflict il on mfm of
tho skoa " said Sfrotter.
“* Ho #3: us this gmorn.-
ing thit no'a poing to
give o leture to the
whola_s'-o0l in Big Hall
to.-m nite ; and it's
gimply wd sololy be-
cawse Be wants to uao it
on o biger awdiencs ! '

“1'm airaid it'e be-
yond thy powor of you
yungaters to help,"” said
Burloigk ' * I don't mind
telling ym thot I'd wil-
lingly give & pound to
anybody who could per-
suade 4he Hpoad to atn;o
using thei microphone 1V
Jack “Telly's oyos
leemedd,

“My . hat! Do yon
really- £ & that, Bur
leigh

* Yesg, rather 1™

“Wolll seo what wo
ean do,; then 1" grinned
tho knpdenof the Yourth,

And  affer momning
classer Jack Jolly kept
his promiss, He and his
pals ademed to their
ptndy and held o sollem

Leatninil of war,

L

L)

by

What was deecided at
that couneil remained o

-goeret. But it mnast have

been something eoattis-
factory, for passors- by
heard the horoes of the
Fourth simply busting
their sidea with larftor.
Next day, with the aid-
of Fossil, tho porter,
Doetor Birchomall fixerd
up the lound-speaker ap-
paratus on the platform

.
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in Big Iall in readinesa
for the groto lecture.

The lecturo waos to he
on tho subject of ** The
Faces of the Earth.”

Half on hour beforo
tho lecture startod, when
Big Hall was still in
dorkness, four dim fig-
mite have been socn
eneaking ﬂtﬁlthil% up to
the platform. wo of
themn carried bhetween
themn a peil nearly full of

s -ntq%

>

but, judg b the
chucklia %ll'f]a% mﬁld be
heard at frequent intor-
vals, there was a jolly
good lark in progress.

Half an hour later
their labonra were ro-
warded.

Big Hall was packed
to the doora for Doctor
Birchemall’s lecturo.

Grinming all over hia
foce, Doctor Birchemall
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atalled up to the micro-
phono. He put hiz mouth
¢loso to the instroment
and bellowed into it for
all he was worth.

“Boys!"” ho yelled.
** Let me bogin by saying
that I am a white man
le'l.d. LE ]

Pagf !

It seomed almost mag-
ical ! Even as the Head
was cloiming to be o
white man he turned into

made him as black as
tho ace of spades!

The Head staggered
backwards with a yell—
hiz sentence unfinished.
Tho skool gﬂﬂp{‘d. Then
they roared :

““ Ha, ha, ha’l

Stately reniora and
inky faga alike held their
gides and howled and
shreeked with lariter.

Natcherally, Poctor
Birchemall did not larf.
He gasped and sneezed

B 2L K i &,, iand shook his fiste and
@ .“-.; I’!IH 'hupped about like a cat

on hot brix. And then,

42 finally, ha gave it up in
gfg?..*ﬂﬂiagust and rushed away

to tho nearcst bath-

f room.

He was followed by o
grate roar of larfter from

% tho assombulled skool.

i Two minnite later,

Burleigh was cheerfully
haonding ¢ver a ¢TIi8p,
rugsling pound note to
Jack Jolly.

Five minnits later,
Jack Jolly was spending
his well-earned prize in
the skool tuckshop for
the bennyfit of the
Fourth.

“I fansy after this
that we shall hear no
more of the Head's
microphone,” he grinned
s he munched away at a
lushus jam-tart.

And fw was quite right.
Doctor Birchomalls

“ mike ¥ which inatantly

is in more ways than one o particularly da

horse, If wo over hold another series of
boxing championship contests, it wouldn't
surprise me in tho least to see him beat all.
comers—provided, of courze, Bob Cherry,
is there to wake him up in time for his figh1s,

Speaking of waking up out of winter slecp,
the spring pnets seermn to have mado their
annual reappearance. I have had quite a
number of them invade the editoriel sanetwn
this week.

Dick Panfold, of eourse, is always with us,
Ho finds inspiration in ordinary things all
through the year, But the fellows who get
their inspiration out of leaping lammbs ood
budding E*Iu-nﬂhﬂs and carcfrco cuckoos, just
make & brief appearance once o, year and then
thoy fade away. Hosking, tho Shell musician,
is one. He rolled up with his oonual effort
this week. So dild Coker of the Fifth, and
Rusaell, ]{im::: and Linley of the Romove,
and many ot .

Take a look at this.
Coker’s poem 3

It's tho first verss of

“ Oh, spring, ch, apring, oh, good old spring !
It's grate that wyou'ro reterning!

For buds that bloom and birds that aing,
I'm yerning, yerning, yerning!®™

There are ninotcen more like that, but
perhaps one will suffico. And here, I think, I
will leave aprin% poets, -

How do you like our ** Greyiriars From
Fresh Angles" peries? My unusual con-
tributors on this subject seem to be throwing
qguite a lot of new light on our famous old
gchool. The series has proved very popular
at Greyfriars. We all to see ourselves
as others see us sometimes—even if the result
is not always flattering ! .

I hope that the powers that he will not
take mo to task for printing o contribution
from Mr. Banks, the * bookie.” Needless
to say, he is no friend of minc—nor of anybody
olso at Greyfiiazs, if we are to beliove what

GREYFRIARS

ANGLES

5. Where are the Sportsmen of Yesterday?
Asks JAMES JOSEPH BANKS

Timo was whon there was a
nico liftle circlo of sporting
voung gentlomen at Grey.
triars. What I moan iz, young
sportamen as wos game for a
littlo flutter and kuew a thing

or iwe ohout the Bpo

rt of
Kings, In them good old days
I had move than one client at
ithe school who would put a
quid or o fiver on his fenny !
for the Swindleham Handieap | is 1his herc : WHERE ARE
ar ihe Diddlsham Stakes as | THI RSPORTSMEN OF YES.

cool as you lilke.
ing a hair, too !
grand old motta,

don’t speculate,
accumulato.”

FROM FRESH

loge hizs money without turn-

he wvoun i lomen
those dﬁ;-rs Eﬂ:-liiu;;‘ﬂd in ihat

vou con't
They know as
thoy could trust honest Joo
Banka to pay out if they won,

What I would liko to know

‘e to-day !
Master

did,
smiling.

Yes, and | on sharp

Alaster

of | Upper

“1f you | movo.

geont, sco 7

straight, I don’t sce much of

[13 Cﬂdc]l ¥
Bixth, for instance, used to be
what [ call a real sporting toff,
Paid mo quids and quids, he
and always come 1
Yot when I see Inm
in Courtficld Hipgh Street laat
week all he does 1a givo me 8
nasty sort of scowl and walk
! Same with Mastor
“ Bilton " of the Fifth and
* Pennoy
Fourth and DMastor
“* Bernon-Smith ' of tho Reo-
Theso ain't their real
names : they're just names 1
faked to put the narks off the

All these young nobs used
to be regular customers of
mine in daya gone by.

‘Courar, I dare say things

' loudspeaker had closed ho says.! . o

-s::ut:lhuu:‘le{;aamfnihﬂ;ﬂ 2:1:1: 3 tlg?ﬂ};mn?eﬂ:] it was not | down for good ! Next Wﬂdﬂk.ﬂ Tﬂtﬁl?FlﬁPffgﬂnﬁ LG Un';]ﬁ
this down on the floor | really magick. Whathad | (Don't  miss  *° Well E::“ %Iﬂﬂ']lm B m%;ft' miss it 1 Pyl
undorneeth the miero- | happened was that Doc- | Rowed the Fourth 7 V— [TRY BUT P ,
phone. What opgsnetly | tor  Birchemall’s broth jnest week’s  hilorions Hore's all the best, chums, till wo meet
they did with it could not | had blown out a grate | boat-race story by Dicky | next week ! A AR
bo scen in the darkness, | eloud of soot from the | Nugent ) H. y N.

TERDAY ? I tell you is stricter at Groyfriars than

what they was, and maybo
they find it harder to give me
the sporting commisaions they
uged, But I've got an iden
of my own that that ain't tho
whole story.

A short timo ago I just
looked in to sco if I could
apot any of my old clients,
and 1 did. And, blow mo
tight, afore I knew where I
wasg, I was out in the roadwoy
agein on my neck !

This incident acema to mo
to reveal the true focts of the
situntion.

The facia i1z as followa:
Greyiriars ain’t tho school it
was and 1ho sportsmen of
{natﬁrdny ain't sporlsmen no
onger.

It's o blooming shamoe
but thero it is !

of the

up

of the




