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with it apyway ¥ It's
a jolly sight handsofzer
than Skinner's or Pen-
fold's, or any other
faee -in  the lemove,
because It has strength
of character and good,
Hrm linea,

Skipner likes to make
out that he ean seé a
aort of monkey look in
the arrangomoent of my

features, bt that's
cr:]‘;}i-' his rotten oke,
aud I havewhopped him

for it: and, anyeay,

THIS WEEK BY
PERCY BOLSOVER
(Major)

Study No 10, Remove Form.

if Skinner had hele on
his face he could walk
into the

and. look perfeotly
D Penfold, b

_ enfold, he
haz a bottle-fioze and
& sllly grin, and ‘I'd

WAS born on OGctober 10th,-sixteen and
a half years ago, though I don't remeriber
much about it; but I belleve I was o
well-built baby, with plenty of muscle.

(Crumbs ! He's going to write the story of

hils life |—ED.)
AL the age of five T could whao mllg infant
in the kindergarten T went to ; and I did whop
rudst of them, and I had to stand In a corner
until I had learnt ANT spclls Ant, and BAT
apells Bat, and CAT spells Cat, which took o
long time, Butb T dido't care.

1 was sent to the ¥ernhurst Preparatory
School, though my pater wanteil .t0' send me
to zome gchool for Backward and BEeetle-
braloed Boya. Bub that waa just his joke,
for, though I don't say I'm fearfnlly clever
my brains are as a3 most fellows', an
1'd like to meet the fellow who says “re not 1

Eﬂnls la E&éﬂhd c;}f ].ﬂg.l aeﬂl:enm that I‘il; ;l
end 1 ng about twenty years.—ED.

At ,’Ei‘er::ﬂmmt could whop all the fellows
in the school, and I did whop most of them ;
and the silly old geezer of a Head put on my
eeport that 1 was a slightly badly tempered
and gquarrelsome child, but there waa lots of
good in roe and only wanted drawing out, and
fe hoped before long to draw It out in 8 manper
that would surprise me, or perish in the

fbtempt, | £ : :

He wsed to whop with a muler, bat it didn't
hurt a bit becanse he fanked puiting it on
hard ; and as soon as a fellow n o yall
he would leave off, So we all used to yel Iike
}"gtmda” at the first stroke, and that stopped his
ittle caper.

When 1 came to Greyfriars, I wad to0 big
for the Second, so they I]Uﬂ%ﬁi nig in the Third
with Wiggins, and I the time of my Iifc,
because 1 could whop all the fellows in the
Third, and I 4ld whop moat of thew, and
Wiggins is just a dithering fathead and doeso't
take any notice of anything.

When I was put into the Remove, 1 thuuf.ht
1 could H"ﬁ, on In the same way. But I'm
hound to sdinit that things were different,
bcausé Queleh started educaling me i a way
that was perfectly new to me, aud if 1 had the
cane omco I had it forly times n the first term,
Alzp I atarted off by tryving to whop G
Bulstrode, who was captain of the Form in
thoae dave, Bot Bulstrode is a burly boast
with plenty of pluck, and I bad such a hard
iob t we still haven't settled the matter,
though we're Teiendly enough now.

Then Nap Dupont was put into my study,
and I hegan to show himm who waa cock of the
walk in Study No. 10, bhut he {s such a small
feflow and has such a lot of pluck that I conldn’t
whop him too hard, and in the énd we became
relends. And If there's any fellow who wants
to =ay anything against Nap Dupont, I'm
willing to knock daylight out of him |

I hope in time to enter for the Public 3chools
Boxing Championship at Aldershot, which I
shall win and thus bring the heavywelght title
to Grevitiars. When I lcave school T am going
o Sandhurst and then into the acroy, amd 1
hinpe to be ahle to whop all the fellows at
mandhurat, and also to whop all the ather
offfeera In my mess—just In a sporting and
friendly way, of courso |

BEAUTIFUL BOLSY'!

T want to say a few words about my face,
because Bkinoner and Penfold and other ey
#eses who write in the Maoxrr have nade
jokes about i, though I have whopped them
each time. I think my Gwee s pretty pood, as
faces go, and 1 wouldn't change it for any
other tace ot Groyfriars. What's the matter

rather be a parrotthan

Y poet, snd the Dpext

‘E!I'rmﬁ ilt{; Iﬂﬂl{grathmy face ai_:g grina fi;,;;ﬂ alter

& B i own tores r him,
which wiﬁo be a bit of luck §

BRITAIN!
By BOLSOVER

This is & ltile ezsay on Britain, beravas 1'm
o ﬂ"ﬁ,& d T would
"m prow it, and T wouldn't he any-
thing else for a milion pounds, What nt.hgr
country in the world has produced such
Gt de Lion and Dik T
ar de Lion, a urpin . and. Quecn
Llizabeth 1 (Surely Queen
Elizabeth s the E‘nust
famous man of all —ED.)
There's no other country
in the world where you can
find the Busaex Downe or
the Norfolk Broads or the
Mational orting Cluly or _,
the Boat Hace, and that's
why I'm proud of Britain.
I nsk won, where -else in
the world could you go to
gee Oxford and Cambridge
on the Thames ¥ And vou
nwat admit, If you're honest,
that only old Britain
ean supply your nesd.
'm writing this  before “the Doat Iace,
because the g?p&r goos 10 press weeks before
it’s on sale ; but, anyway, L faney Oxford will
win again this year, and W any Tellow thinks
otherwize he's only got to kay a0, It's about
time Oxford had a ran of lugk, ond I"m backing
Oxlord because my pater went to Oriel when
Le was youug, and would have rowed in th:
Eﬁhﬁﬁﬁ they iEll:iu.'t. thlnkhit E'i-.s 1‘?!: :Im
; bmb, anyway, he got into the
fowls of the boxing and wonld have won thy

Ol 4
key-house at thEmZnn L

med of belng one: in-

Farr and Richard .
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PERCE! Howoy

BROTHER?

title, only lie lind o toneh of hay fever and his
eyes were waterhng, and the other fellow hit
him in the eye before he could seo it
coming,

Fersonally, T think it better to win at boxipg
than to get a rowing blue, because boxing you
do all fourself, while at rowing there are seven
other men helpink you. 3o I hope I have ndw
told you why 1 prefer Britain and why I won't
belong to any other country In the world,

JOKES!

Here are some good Jokes to il up the
paper in case what 1 have written lsu't enough.

A MAN (meeting apother man In the street) -

pay, excise me, butcan you tell me the
qmczla:_ﬂ’t- way to get to the hoapital ¥ ¥

. THE OTHER MAN '%M?iﬂﬁ a joke with
him} : * Yea, rather! Allyon've got to do is
to walk wnder o bus.,” (Mg meant that the
other man—the frst man—would be taken 10
hospital on an ambulance. See i)

ANOTHER MAN (meeting a man in the
gtroct) s ' I say, excose me, cgn you tell me
where I shall catch & tram ¥ ™

THE OTHETR MAN : ** Yes, ‘vou will catch

"t in the smiall of the baeck it l}’au don't get off

the trimliines! " {Though; of course, the firet
tnnn muek bave heen a fool not to have notioed
the tramlines, don't you think ¥}

A LADY {going into a shopd: * Please give
me 4 I { Jljlg’quifrkiy because 1 want to
catell a train 1’

e 1 AMAN IN THE BHOP: “-1'm afraid
m%ﬁr&uuh big enpugh for that, iy, (He
thought she meant that she wanted to ealch
the train in the mouzetrap, the silly pes 1)

MY
DRAWING!

My drawing shows what
T %Jke to do to Wiegil it
I ~eould ~have gob hobd. ol
him. ' I'm: sorry abougt. t}lgr
Llota, but the pen aplytters.
I. bought it off Fihy for
two bob, sud it wax a rahk
Ewindle—thongh, of course,
I whi-!pptwl "hioe for it

et

Epp—

FACTS WORTH
KNOWING

The reseon why Prout iz hald is Ghat he tore
et all his hair In dealing with Cokor,

ARITHMETIC PFROBLEM. 'Thiz morning
Bunber's ecireunderence was G Tt 83 . This
uftermesan 1 I.ruught. o eake biavige o Gianeler
of 118 3 in.  What B Danter's circamferoni
thia evening ¢

There I8 o emaergency stairease outaide the
builiing af Greyiriars, but there da g safe and
vomiortalile ﬂmhl.m}lm which sSkinver teils e
answirs just as well.

There 38 no telepbone heeo for the nae of
jumiors, Lmt they gy Usc g master's 11a|1uum
upon poviment of 2ix wlhops wien couzhd.,

Mes. Munbles  tuckshop dates Dack
Indmgstery dava, b Bact, B neoarly as obd
s the skl oF Dupnie-ioeede toffee o Jer window.

PERCY BOLSOVER

Buolsover s Bolsover major hecause he has
a yvoung brothwr in the Thicd, Perey ig the
Lhergest beflow In tlw Remove and something
ol a budly, thoweh beas now than when be first
carme. Mo bas Jittle t:uuu!-utn'-l,inn it " whop-
prima " fags, and tries to role others by strength
of mgsele.,  Uhis policy odid not pay in Lhe
Hemove™ aid Bolsover has sobered down o
a alow, il'."-u‘l-’}',_l't'lt-h{‘!r abtize lelow, who fes
only very ovensional bursts of ** Fag-zslouehier,”
He's not really & bad Ielow, and is strajght
enoughy in hiz way,  His  most redecming
featore 13 the old and unexpected champion-
ship of little Napeleon Dupont, his French
stud viate, The bwo are great Teiemds, and e
aoe dares try to bully * Bap ™ while Bolsovet
ia about.,  DBolsover §s not brilliank at aport,
thongle he irles hard, amd at boxlng his taclice
are too windmill-like Tor suoeess, though he
has tans of pluck. There are pleoty of worsg
feilows st Grevitiaga.

{ Cartoon By HAROLD SKINNER.)



WE’RE ON! An invitation to spend a holiday, free, gratis and for nothing, is a chance not io

be missed—at least, so think Harry Wharton & Co.

But they little realise what an amazing

series of adventures they are embarking upon.

il

“ All is ready, gentlemen ! ** said Powser.

to the island.”

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
A Bow In The Remove !

HHAR-I{ at ‘em ! pripned Billy
Buanter,

Bome of the fellows in the
Remove passage at Grerviriors

chuokled. Some of them looked serions,

Fvervbody could hear the voices from
Study No.

*Bmithy's going 1t!” remarked Bob
(hecry.

It was nobt uncommon for Herbert
Vernon-Smith, the DRounder of Grey-
friars, to go it.  Bmithy had plenty
of temper, and he did not always keep
it in contral.

It was rather a puzzle in the Remove
how Smiihy's studymate in Study No. 4
~—Tom Redwing=—stood Smathy's
temper. No doubt iF was Lecanse
Dedwing himscli was one of the besi-
tempered fellows in the Remove.

Ofien and often the Bounder's rather
strident wvoice was heard in raised
tones,  Seldom or never was Eedwing s
velee raised., But on thiz special
oceaston Tow zeemed as angry as his
clium., His voice, for once, came loud
and sharp.

"No! I won't!™
"You ecad ™ ecame {the DBoundor's
reply.

“ Ok, shut np ™

“Lelling o fellow downe——"
““Bublbish |

“¥You rotler!”

\ | __

L i [ |'“.': -

“He, he, he!” cachinnated Billy
Bunter, greatly eutérvisined. *I say,
vou fellows, Smithy'a fearfully shirty
abont something. e's calling lus pal
gOme nice names, ain't he?™

“I'd give him somathing to oure all
that, if I stood in Reddy's shoes!”
grunted Johnny Ball

“Same hers 1" remarked Bob Cherry.
“What Bmithy really wants just now
15 n:i jolt on that jaw he's using so
paf{Eial M

R R R r P e e R rrs s

Opening Yarn of a Grand New

Series, telling of the Execifing

Easter Holiday Adveniures of

HARRY WHARTON & CO.,
of GREYFRIARS,

R R R R R P R R R R R R

listen (o

* Oh, the band!” sang
Shinner,
The Detunder’s angry  voice came
AL

“You robfer, T fell rou!
word 1o Oneleh, and it will see me
thrvough. There's no other way ! You
call yonrzolf a pal, and roun won't pull
a dushed beak's leg to see mo throngh.”

“§ worn't mo io Quelch and tell Jum
liez, Smiihy. YVou opght 1o be jollx
well ashamed of voursell for asking.”™

“Iloar, hear ' =aid rank Nugent.

1’3 only a

} 4
BioLyY BUNTERS EASTERTRIP!

I?RAN_V. RlCHARbs

“ Mr. Tregelly, the boatman, will take you across
Tregelly glanced from one to another of the schoolboys.

“1 tell you there’s no other way !
It was almost & roar, from the angry

Bounder. “I've got to got off a few
days before breaking-up. You know
that.”

“I don't know snything of the kind.”

“I'va told youl You can sce mo
throu

“Well, T won't!™

“Oh, you wormn 1"

Harry Wharton stepped along the
passage io the door of Shudy No. 4.

He gave a bang on that door wmnd
threw it open. illy Bunter, and
Skinner, and some other fellows, were
enteriained by the row going on 1n
Smithy's study, but the eaptain of the
Bemove was not in the least enfor-
taaned. He was fecling more disposed
to give the angry Bounder o spot of
what all the fellowa in thoe passage con-
sidered that he was asking for

He looked into the study, meeling a
seowl from Herbert Vernon-Smith, whao
glaved at lum. .

Tom Redwing stood with a flushed
face and set lips.

“What the thump do you want.
Whartou ' snapped Smithy.

< Nothing 1 answered  Harry, “1
ihonght I'd tell vou that your voice
cat be heard all along ihe passage.
ithat’s all.”

* No bizher of vours”

“Do yon wank to bring a prefect
along here to slml yon up¥”

Tuz dMaerer LIBRary.—No. 1,620
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“Go and eat cokel”

“Look bere, S3mithy—"

“ Bt up, and pet out of my study ™

Smithy was on more or less friendly
ternis with Harry Wharton & Co. But
when Smithy'a nqg? temper was
ronsed ho had no civility to waste on
anybody. Probably he would have
checked o Sixih Form prefect at that
swment, had a pre looked in. oo

Havry Wharton compressed his lips.
He did not get out of the siudy, He
madle a step in, his exves gleaming.

* You cheeky sweep——" he began.

“I eaid shut up!”® s=narled the
Bounder.

Tam Redwing hazstily intlerposzed.

“It's all rrght, Wharton! Nothing
the matter, really! Ouly Smithy's a
it stully because I can't do something
he wantz—*"

It was like Redwing {o say what he
could for his headstrong and unrecason-
abla chum, even in the midst of a row.

“Homething  vou  won't  do.  you
rotter i exclaimed  the  Bownder,
* Basy enough, if von hiked! What do
o think of that rofter:™ woent on

eruon-smith. “1ie’z leaving a few
days hefore the vae to join s iather
att oo coasting irip, and he refuses io
u:k Queich to let wme join up.”

Harry Wharion :tared. A dozen
iellows, grinning vound the doorway
of Etud]? Mo, A staved also.

Everyhody had taken it for granted,
as a maiter of .conve-e, that Smithy was
ta blame for the row. So that slate-
ment was rather surprising.

Al the juwmigrs krew that Tom
Redwing, the satlorman’s son, was
coing on a coasting frip with his father
in the Easter holidays, and that he had
leave to go a few days before the rest
went. But that the Bounder wanted to
join up for a trip in a little coasting
craff, 1stead of spending his holidays
in lus usual expensive and magnificent
way, was astonishing. And it was still
mare astonishing if Reddy did not want
him to do so.

Tom Redwing's colour decpened.

“If you'ra going to tell  everybody
about it, Smiihy, you'd better tell
ther how the matter really stands!™
he snapped.

“Oh  crikey!” ejaculated DBilly
Bunter. “ Fancy Smithy going for the
hols in a coasting lugger! I say, has
your pater gone bankrupt, Smithy I

“Gammon ! grinned Skinner.

“0Of course I'm not poing 1 went on
the Bounder. "I want to get leave a
few days ahead of the vac, and that's
the only way,™

YO ejaculated Harry Wharton,
Hea understood now.

“Jost a word to Queeleh would waork
the oracla ! panted the Bounder. “ The
old ass would be glad to hear that I
was going with Redwing. Ho would let
e , like a shot Mo questrons
acked, either. I'my not going on the
lugger—I wouldn't be found dead on
it] I want to get off three days carly
—and Redwing could work it for mie.
And he sava ha won't !

“I should jolly well think so!™ ex-
claimed Harry Wharton. *\What sort
of a rotter do you call yourself to ask
a fellow to go to a beak and tell him
a sfringr of lies

The Bounder's eyes Mashed at him.

“Vve had enough of that {rom
Redwing ' he roared. *I don't want
any from you. Get out of wmy study,
before B othrow you out!”

And the Bounder, with clenched fists,
came towards Wharton, who ztood like
a rock, clenching his own.

Tam Redwing pushed between them
at once. He shoved Bmithy back with
an atm that was twice as strong as the

Tie Magser Tasnany.—No, 1,626,
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Bounder®s, and, with his etler hand,
gave the capiain of the Remove & push
towards the door, .
“Do get out, old chap,” he said.
“*What's the good of & rowt”

Harry Wharton nodded, and stepped
out of the study. Redwing shot the
door after him. The next momoent the
angry altercation was reconnuencing.
The Boundey's voice was louder aud
angrier than before,

vidently, Smithy did not care a
siraw whether that row brought a beak
or a pre to the spotb or not,

Harry Wharton & Co. went out of the
passage, havieg heard quite enough of
the Bounder’s tantrums:s. DPut quite a
number of fellows remained there,
grioning, and, a=z Skinoer put it, listen-
ing to the band !

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Spot Of Ventriloquism !

Y 2AY, you fellows—" squeaked
I Billy Bunter,
“ Shut up, Bauter ™
“Listen to the band i
“But I say—-— persisted the fal Owl,
“1 say, I'm jolly well going to make
Smithy jumpl  Suppose he thought
tuelely had come up—="

“Queleh won't come  up,”  said
Skinner. “He can’t bear this from the
masters’ siudies.”

“You know what a wonderful ven-
iriloquist I am——-"

“ive us a rest|”

“I'm jolly well going to make Smithy
think Cuelch has eome up!® grinned
Bunter. * You fellows just watch ”

Billy Buuter rolled nearer to the
door of Study No. 4. Ilis podgy face
was irradiated by a fat and expansive

ritl,

" The other fellows watehed him, grin-

ning also—while they listened ta the

Bounder's angry voice from the study.
Bunter gave a fat litile cough.

That was the Bemove ventriloguist’s
usual preliminary to a spot of ventrile-
qitism.

Bunter could do ventriloguism, If he
could do nothing else, he could do that,
1Lia gift for imitating any voice that
was a little out of the common was
really remarkable, He had made Fifth
Form {fellows jump by immtaiing M.
Prout's deep boom; he had made Re-
move fellows bound by rapping out the
=htarp, staccato woice of their Ferm-
master behind them. Now he was

going te make the Bounder bound—
which zeemed to Bunter frightfully
funny.

There was no doubt that the Bounder
would bound if he heard Mr, Quelch’s
voice at his door in the midst of his
angry tirade. And, the door hein
shut, he could not see whether Queleh
was there or not when he heard that
sharp voica reproduced by the fat
ventriloquist.

“Urrrgegh 1 coughed Buuter, clearing
ihe interior of s fat neck for the
performance.

“You rotter!” came the Bounder’s
angry shout from within, “¥ou cad!
I've got it all fixed up to join a jolly
party if I can get off a few days ahead
of the vacation. You know I've got lo
join my father when the school breaks
up; he wants mo in Devonshire, drag-
ring me over a lot of landed property
he's been buying theve, I can't get out
of 1t; you know that. I want a few
days off before the vae, and you could
fix it."

“Oh, chuck it, Smithy 1" =zaid Hed-
wing wearily. “Deo chuck it! If ]ym,':’d
ruu]ﬁ* come on thoe sea-trip wiith me

|i!

I'd be jolly glad, and you koow it——"

“*Don't be a fool '

“But I can’t go to Quelch and say
you're coming -with me if you're not.
Do be a reasonable chap I?

I tell you I've fixed it up with
Ponsonby and his pals at Highcliffe,
relying on you ito sco mo i.hmug —"

“The less you zee of those Highelifle
cads the beiter.”

TAre vou golng to give me a4 sernen
now, you namby-pamby nincompoopn ™
roared the Bounder.

*(h, shut up 1™

“You rotter, vou've gob to do (his
for mel Do you hear? You've gol ol
There's no ofher wayl I can wll
Yo L

“Vernon-8mith ! came
from ontside the stndy.

It was a sharp bark.

LThe Bounder's angry rvoar broke off
anite suddenly. That sharp, barking
voiee from outzide penobrated into the
study and startled his ears,

Angry as he was, and reckless as he
waz, the Bounder of Greyfriarvs sab uj
and fook notice at the souund of his
Form-master’s voice.

There was a suppressed chortle in the
passage. A dozen fellows there could
seg the Remove ventriloquist ot his pev-
formance. But the voice was zo0 hke
Queleh’s that they ecould almost have
fancied that Bunter had borrowed it
from his Form-master.

“Oh " come & dismayed gasp within,

It was from Redwing. The bave
thought of Quelch having heavd what
tha Bounder had been saying dismayed
the Bounder's chum.

* Vernon-Bmith 1”7 barked Bunter,
with great enjoyment. I heard what
you were saying, vernon-Smithl How
dara you euggest to Redwing that he
should come to me and utter untruths!?
What do vou mean by this, Vernon-
Smith 7

There was a dead silence from Study
No. 4, The Boundeyr, with all his
headstrong recklessness, was probably
as dismaved as Redwing.

“Oh, my hat!” breathed Skinner.
“8mithy thinks it's Quelch here all
right.”

“Ha, ha, hal” :

“Gas suddenly turned off I grinned
Bolsover major.

“(io it, Bunter!” whizpered Hazels
dane,

“Xe, he, he 1" chortled Bunler,

And the fat ventriloguist went 1f.

Bunter was always glad to show off
his wonderful ventriloguism. Generally
Remove fellows were fed-up with
Bunter's ventriloguial stunts.  Now,
for once, he was getting quite an ap-
preciative audience. DBvery fellow 1in
the passage was prepared to enj::rﬂcf:ha
entertainment of SBmithy's leg being
pulled.

“Vernon-Smith, do vou hear me?”
camo the staccato bark that was eo
amazingly like Queleh’'s.  “I heard
every word you were sa¥ing to Red-
wing. 1 am shocked, Vernon-Smijth—
I am utterly shocked and disgusted! T
thall have no alternative but to punish
vout for this, Vernon-Smith."

“Oh crumbs [ breathed Skinner.

“(zo it, Bunter I'” giggled Snoop.

“ Vernon-Smith, follow me to my
study I” barked the imitelion of Heury
Samuel Quelch’s voice.

The gripnming fat Owl stepped back
from the door. The fellows in the pas-
sage watched breathlessly for what
would follow.. )

The door flew open. From the silence
in that study it was évident that
Smithy was completely taken in. lle
fam:iefl. that his Form-master had heard
hiz exasperated tirade—which he could

|

suddenly
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a utslda. please ! ** said Bob Cherry, ls
about in this study, Smithy ! Get golng

not have failed fo do had be happened
to come up to the Ronove passs
while it was going on—and that Mr.
Quelch had ordered him fo follow.
Vornon-8mith came out of the study
with black brow and comproessed lips.

Billy Bunter grinned expansively.
But thio cxpression on the Bounder's
face caused tho grina io die away from
other faces. WNWever had even the
Bounder of Groyviriars been seen lo look
so savage and sullen,

e etared down the passage; then
he staved at the erowd of Removites,
Having been ordered by Quelch’s voiee
lo follow Quelch, he naturally expectod

to see Queleh there. DBut no Quelel
WS there,
Tor o moment the Bounder was

utterly mstonished. Thers was no time
for ql.;:leh to have got out of the pa=-
ango before he opened the door, even if
Queleh had run for it—which, of course
he couldn't have done, For one amazec
moment it seamed to Smithy as 1f his
Horm-mastor must have melted asway
into thin aiy,

“Where—" he gazped.

“He, Lhe, he!”

“Whore's ueleh §
Bounder, * Whore——"

“O where and O where can he be?™
sang Skinner.

“Ha, ha, hal”

Then the Bounder gmspﬁd it E%uo]{-h
was not there, and hadn't been there;
aonly Queleh's woice. The expansive
grin on the fat face of the Remove
ventriloguist enlightened Smithy,

“ Bunter——"" he stuttored.

“Te, he, he I

“You—you—="" The Bounder made
a spring, almost like a ti%m‘.

he fat grin vanished from Dunter’s
fat face; he gave a yell of alarm.

“Oh crikey ! It wasn't me, Smithy1
Besides, it was only & jokel Can’t yon
—vairraooh I—take a jig-jug-joke? Yoo
LWooop ! Beast! Legpol"

gasped  the

iy
Epid’

EVERY SATURDAY

e
,HI. v

- 24 :-:55'

ing to his fect.
1Y Smack !

Thump, thwnp, {hunp !
71 say, vou fellows——*

Thump, thamp, thump!

“Yarpoh! It wasn't me, you beast!™
yelled Bunter, wriggling frantically in
the Bounder's angry grip. “1 never—
I wasn't—T didn't—I wouldn't—I—
Yarooh! T sey, vou fellows, draggim-
off | Yooooop 1™

Thump, thump, thump!

Tom {Redwing stepped from the
study. He grasped Vernon-Smith by the
shoulder and wrenched him away from
Buntoer. :

“That's cnough, 8mithy I” he rapped.

“Let me go, you checky {fool!”
panted the Bounder.

“Better out, Bonter!™
Skinner.

Billy Bunter did net need {elling
that, The moment the Bounder's grasp
was off himm Bunier flew, a yell floating
back a3z he How. ;

“Will you let me go, Redwing®”
roarved the PBounder, crimson with
rage. ]

“Ne,” answered Redwing eoolly.
And his grasp did not relax till Billy
Bunter, yelling on his top note, van-
ished down the Ruemove staircase.

grinned

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
About Easter !

i BOUT Liastop—*
A “0Ol dear!” sighed Lord

Aauleverer.
“ Anyihing the  matter,
Mauly 7 asked Billy Bunfer in
SUFPLIiSe.
“Yaas.”
“What iz ik, old chap?”
“Youl”

" Look here, yvou silly fathead—I
mean, look here, dear old chap—"

“Clomin’ I called out Lord AMaule-
vOrer.

r!-r g o

** Reddy may stand your tantrums, but you can*t throw your weight
* Ow!*’ roared Bob, as the Bounder landed an open hand on his face.

“1 say, there’s nobody calling you,
Alanly———!

Whether fhere was anybody calling
Lord Mauleverer or not, his I:;:rdship
answered the call, Ho answered it
swiftly, leaving Billy Buniter blinking
afier him throngh his big spectacles
with & very irritated blink.

“ Beast '’ buwoathed Bunter.

It was annoying. In break tha
mornitig Billy Bunter had tracked Loxd
Maunleverer from the Form-room, he
had rounded him up in the quad, and
he had been just g:}ingh to begin o

leasant chat on the subject of the

aster holidays, when Mauly rushed off
tn this unaceountable manner.

There was o chuekle elose st hand.
and Billy Bunter blinked round at five
prinning faces—thoza of Harry Whar-
ton & Co. The Famous Five secmedd
rather entertained by the sbrupt end
of Bunter's interview with Mauly.

“1 say, yon fellows, what's (hc
matter with Mauly ! asked Bunter.

“He told you!” grinmed Pob Cherry.
“Youit”

“Ha, ho, hal?

“(Oh, really, Cherry! T say, are you
fellows fixed up for Easter?” asked
Bunter. “ We break vp in & few days,
vou Lknow.”

“The Gxfulness is terrific, my
esteemed Bunter,” answered FHurree
Jamset Ram Singh.

“Well, I expect I shall be at Maule.
verer Towers,” said Bunter. “But I
don’t seem to be able to get anything
definito out of that shilly-shellying
us3, Mauly. ¥You saw how he rushed
off just now.”

“We did,” grioned Frank Nugent.

“Well, he rushed off just like that
vesterday, when 1 was going to speak
to him about Faster——"

“Not really?”

Bull.
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“Yei, really, and ihe queer thing
i, that just the same thing happencd
ihe. day before——"'

‘Ha, ha, ha!”

“Bleszcd if I zec anything to cackle
at!? =zaid Bunier erossly. A fellow
wants to know where he stands, you
krow, I’ve heen wondering whether
1 should be abl: to give you a week,
Wharton, If you'd like me io pub in
a week at Whartan Lmlgl_.‘ i

| don't mmd.”

“ijh1? Billy Bunter's fat  [aco
brichtened. Iarry Wharton's reply
eonld hardly be considered a pressing
and enthu=iastic inviiation, but it waa
more than good enough for a fat Owl
who, as per usual, found dillicuities
in Iﬂl]tillf himself out for the hols
“ That's all rvight, old chap!l Count
cn e for a weclkl I may be able
1o make it longer, I don't get things
fined up with 3'-1&1.1.]3 "

“Da!” sawdl Wharton.

“Well, I'll do my best for vou,”
gaicd Bunter, " Wharton Lodge isn't
nmch of a place—hardly what I'm
accnstomed to—but I'll give wvou all

1he thne I can. I can’t =zay more
than that, can 1" )
“3ake it 1be whole wvae” =aid
Harry.
“oh!”  Bunter blinked at him in
eurprize. Thiz was very unusual.

It was, in fact, o very unusual that
a brighter fellow than Bunter might
have pueszed ihat there was a catch
in it somewhere, !

For, fascinating fellow as Billy
Bunter knew himself to be, the life
and soul of any parviy, it was an un-
doubted fact that Greylrmars fellows
did not, as & rule, yearn for his come-
pany in the hohidays,

Why they did not, Bunter didn't
kunow, DBut he knew thal they did
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not.  They zeldom Big in
doubt on that point

“Well, look here—dazh
make i1t the whole wae,” declared
Tuniet.. “Berve Mauly jolly well
right, for not being able to make up
his silly mund 1

“Lh, my hail”

“Poor old Maniyi

“ITa, ha, hal"?

“Will the cthiee fellows Lo ibhere ™
azhed Buater, blinking round at grein-
ning faces, and wondering why they
were prianing, “Of course, you can
askk anybody you like to your own
place, Wharton——7="

“Oh1” gasped Wharton, “Can I
Thanks 1"

“5tll, I dont see that you want
Cherry there,”” said Bunter. “He
plaved rotten tricks om me last fime—
|':-1.:]Iiul;:;l a cushion from under & fel-
low's head when he was going to have
a nap, and all that. I feel bound to
say that I should like it better if
Cherry wasn't there, Wharton.™

That was William George Bunter
all over. Willlam George ounly re-

any
it 1—TI'Il
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quired the smallest spot of encourage-
ment to spread himself,
Harry Wharton laughed, .
“That's all right,” he said.
“Cherry’s not coming to Wharton
Lodee these hola™ :
“Good I said Dunter. “And if

Bull was left out, too, I zhouldn’t
uring.”

“Johnny isn't coming, eiiher.”

“Oh! Billy Bunler looked safis-
ficd. “ Nothing ggainst you, Bull, old
chap, but you're a bit of a hooligan
shout & place, you know.”

“Am 177 queried Johnny Bull, in a
deop, growling voice, not unlike that
of 1the grent huge bear,

“"Yeg if you don’t mind my men-
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Concealed onn  the
island where the St,

Trank's cadets are
camping out is a
hoard of gold. D3y

chance Nipper & Co.
discover the hoard in
a secret vault: but
their success is short-
lived, for they find
themselves shut in by
cnemies also sccking
the treasure! What
happens makes a
thrilling story that
1o boy should miss,

iioning 1k Bame wilh von, Cherrv—
always rushing about and kicking up
a row. I can stand Nupeni—"

“Thanks!™ said Irank, Iauvghine,
“But I shan't be there, either, okl [
mah.. You won't have toe stand me”

“Only Inky coming i asked Bunter,
rvafher perplexed.

Generally the Fameus Iive were 1o
be found 1n a Lunch, both at schicol
and on holiday,

“The anpswer iz in the esteomed
negative,” grinned IHurree Jamses
Ram Singh. “1 shall not be at the

estimable Lodge, Dunter.”

£an
+

“Us iwo by our ourselves—what
asked Dunter, blinking at the caplain
of the Remove.

“0Ob, ne, I shan't be t{here!l”
arls_'g"t]tr?eﬂ Harry Wharton cheerfully.

ig 'll.l.n-

“Ha, ha, hal” _

“What do vou mean, you ~illy asz?"
demanded Bunter warmly. " ilow can
you azk a fellow home {for the hols
if you're not going to be ihere?”

“But I haven’t msked you, oll fat
bean! I said I dida't mind," potuicd
out the captain of the Remove. *And
1 don't mind—not in the least.”

*You—you—you blithering diof I
roared Bunter. “Think I'm going o
spend the hols with Enur old unclo
and aunt at Wharton Lodge®”

“0h, nol They won't be ftheve,
githor |

“Wha-a-t 7" stuttered Bunier.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roarved the Co.

The expression on Billy DBunter’s
fat face was really worth a guinea a
beox at that moment.

“Then whoe will ba there?™ hooicd
Bunter.

“ Nobody.™

“ MNobody ¥ howled Bunler.

“Only a caretaker, as the zervants
will be given a holiday, everybody
Lbeing away—""

“Why, wou—you—you—" gasped
Benter. *You—you—you——  Is—is
ihiat why you said you don't muind

“Exactly. If I was going to Le
there, I should mind very much,"” ex-
mained Wharton. “But sz nobgdy
will bLe there, nobody will mind—*"

as vou . like,"

“Ila, ha, hal”
]nn%
of the DRemove

“Stay thers as
said the caplain
heartily, “There won't be anybody 1o
make the bed, or cook—in {act, there
wor't be any food. DBut émt m thao
whole vae, if you like—I don’t mind.
Really and truly, I don’t mind at all”’
“Beast 1" roared DBunter.
“Ha, ha, hal®

13

The TI'amous Iive walked away
chnrthmi;’ ]
Billy Bunter glared afier them wiih

a8 glare that almest endangered bis
btz spectacles.

Bunter wasz not wvet fixed for the
lols, and he had a lingering misgiv-
g that he might still be in an un-
fixed state when the school broke up
for Easter. Dut he was not thinking
of a-r:milat.ing that invitation to Vhar-
ton Lodpe. ;

He blinked round again for Lord
Mauleverer.

But the bell was ringing for thind
school—break was over. Billy Dunter
had wasted his ttme, having lis fat
leg pulled, and there was po dime
Ia?t to traclk MMauly to his lair.

Gilly Bunter rolled away to the Re.
move IMorm-room, his fat brow oo
rogated in a frown that was like unto
the frightful, feariul, frantic frown of
the lord high executioner.

The Owl of the Greyfriars Remove
was still unfixed for Easter, It looked
like Bunter Court—unless somctlane
else turnced up,



THE FOURTH CHAPTER,
Chucked Outl

ERBERT VERNON - 8MITH

kicked open the door of Study

No. 1 in the ERemove, and

wallted in with & knitted

brow. TIive follows looked at him
rather oxpressively.

Harry Wharten & Co. had come up
fo tea n the study. Smithy was more
than welcome to tea, if that was what
ha had come for. The chums ng !:ha
Remove were hospitable, and willing
to be friendly. ut Smithy did not
look wvery friendly. And the kicking
open of the deor did not indicate that
he was in a good temper—rather the

TBVerse.
“"Hallo, hallo, lallo!"™ said Bob
Cheryy. “Is that the way yvou learned

to open o door in your millionaire's
mansion at homo, Smithy "

“Don't be a feolt”

“Phanks! Did vou come here to
ask for a boot?"

Vernon-Bmith gave the cheery Bob
& ecowl. PBut ho checked the anpgry
veply that, only too plainly, rose to
his lips.

Ho had not come into Study No. 1
for a row. But ho looked in o mood
for a vew, as undonbtedly he was
Mot aconstomed to controlling his ill-
bumour, tho Bounder found it diflieuls
th be acivil. . )

The Famous Five smiled.

Smithy's face was expressive, and
they could soo that he wonld have
liked to slang them all round, and was
only restrained by the fact that he
wanted something. What he wanted
they could not guess, but clearly ho
had some reason for keeping his angry
temnper in check.

“Bquat down, old man, and put on
a smile 1” suggested Frank Nuogent.
“Wo're just on the holidays, zou
know—so why not leok merry and
I:ariFIhH”

“1 haven't como to ten!” prunted
the Bounder, He kicked the door shut.
“Look herel I suppose you fellows
are Lized up for Easter?”

0O, ves, all eub and dried |7 said
Harey.

“Anvihing specially good T

“Woll, rather pood,” eaid Iarry,
rather suvprised by the Bounder's
inkerest in the matter.  “We're all
going off with Bob—his pater's getting
busv on Nalional Service stunts—*

fIe that all "

“Well, wo shall be in camp, and
may get some flips in the air,” said

I}nrry. “Major Cherry’s running a
arne=—"
“Oh, all ripght! TIf wou've fixed,

vou're fived I said the Bounder ireit-
ablv, “Yon wounkln't care lo change
it for o trip on the Devonshire coast,
I suppose ¥

“Well, no, thanks all the same'”

The Famous Five were more and
more surprised.

Smithy, 1t seeimed, had ecome (o ask
them on a Devonshire trip in the
vacalion, Plenty of fellows would have
jumped at it—indeed, the Famous Five
would havo liked the idea quite a lot,
if they had not been otherwise booked.
Bat why Bmithy should have arrived
in an angry and irritable temper to
extend that mmvitation was quite a
puzzle, ‘ ;

“Well, look here,” said the Bounder,
aftor a pausc, ik won't be » bad frip.
My father’'s in Devonshire now, end
T'in to join him as soon as Grevfriars
breaks up.  He’s on business there, of
course—nhe's always on business! He's
beent buying land up and down the
cofsl—and an island off the coast, too,

Mr. Vernon-Bmith's sagacity
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I hear—one of his speenlations, youn
know, and he wants me to go through
it all with him,”

The Bounder gave an angry shrog.

Ho was, s o matler of foct, Leenly
interested i the business operations of
Samuel Vernon-8mith, millionaire.
Smithy was n chip of the old block.
His father took him inte his confidence
in  every woy, preparing him for
handling the liuge fortune that wounlkl
same day be Ins.

But, at the moment, Mr. Vernon-
Smith’s plans did nob coineide with the
Bounder's, That was the rub,

“You seo the newspaper sometimes,”
grunted Smithy, “and 1 suppose you
Lislen-in sometimes to the gabble they
cail news on the radio. Evervy two ov
three months there's what they eall
a orisis and & seare. TLand In Devon-
shire and Covnwall will soon cost mora
that in Hampstead, if it poecs on
That's where the poter comes in—pget-
ting in before the erush.”

“0h1” eald Earry,

“The pater’s always a step ahead of
the market.” Smithy's face lost iia
irritalle expression as he dwelt on
"-H'Erﬂ
bought some old island out 1n the
Atlantie for o few thousands—and all
sovrls of places—ond every idiotic erims
and cvery silly scare will pub up the
value, Look here, 1t wouldn’t be o
bad trip—volling about Devonshive in
s car and sailing out to an Atlantic
izland.”

“Sounds pood!” said Bob.

“From what I hear, there used to be
shngrlers on the island—big sea-caves,
sid all that!™ said Smithy. ~*That’s
in your line—you fellows like risking
vour neclks, and iaking o chanco of
gotting drowned !

The Tamous Five chuckled.

“Well, why not tﬂmnﬁa over, then?”
asked Vernon-Smith, “I'll try to be
as nieo as I can—and the pater will be
plad to have vyou or any friends of
mine, And Queleh and the Head would
give vou leave to start carly.”

“Start early 1 repeated Havry.

“A few days before the voc”

“Oh 1
Quelel's head hoy,

“You'ra Mr. 1
Wharton—trusted, and all that!” The
Bounnder tried to repress a sneer, but
didl not guite sunceced. “You're all
favourites of Queleh’s!”

“Don't talk silly rot!” gronted
Johnuny Bull, “¥ou mean that we
don’t get Queleli’s rag out by cheekin
himm in olass, and don't get whoppe
for breaking bounds and emoking
ﬂigarettns i

The Bounder's eyes gleamed. But ho
repressed an angry retort.

* Anyvhow, you've o jolly pood chance
of getting carly leave,” he soid. " Your
people would ask for you, and you'd
et it all rvight. I suppose you'd be
glad to get off 7"

*Yeg,” eaid IHarry slowly, “but
I——" "He fixed his eyes on the Bounder
rather grimly. “¥ou know wo heard
n good deal of your row with Redwing
vostordny,” he said guietly,. “I dom's
wank to be suspicions, Smithy, but
this looks to mo like another trick of
the same sort! If we did join up for
the Devonshire trip, and if we did get
catly leave, and if we did leave with
vou—do vou mncan that you'd slip
awavy and go off on vour owni”

“Oh1* cjaculated Bob Cherry.

Snort from Johnny Bulll Johnny,
at least, had no doubt about itl

The Bounder scowled, )

“What would that matter to sout”
ho muttered. "Wo all go off &8 few
days corly, i we ecan fix if, and I'm
sure we ecan.  Queleh thinks, at this

7

end, that L'm with vou=-at the oller
e, you tell my father that I'm
corting along at the usual time, when
tha school breaks up”

“Cut off at that!” said Harew
Wharion. "You're going to mako wuse
of us o spoof Queleh, as you wanted
to do with Redwing! Try some othor
study ™

"Look herg——="9

“Anvhow, we're fixed for Easter,”
rapped the coptain of the Remove.
“and if we changed our minds, we
certaintly  shouldn’t chonpe them (o
put up & spoof on Quelch and help you
to get off on 8 blackguardly trip will
that Higholiffa crow. Don't say eny
more (Y

““You
faool 17

The Bounder’s temper, held in clieck
till then, broke out savagely in his

disappointment.
do!  Betier travel !

“That will

said Harrv, “Wo Jdon't want a row
with yow, Smithy, just before the hols
Leave it af that ! R

“You mob of dashed little Dricg!”
ronred the Bounder. *“I might have
lkwown I'd get nothing bub a sermos
tn this study "

“You might Lave known that wvon
wouldn't find spoofing rotters like your-
gelf here I exclaimed Nugent. * Bhur
up and lnzz off ¥

“You checky milksop

“Ouiside, please!” said Bob Cherry,
rising to bis feet, “ Reddy may stand
vour tantrums if he's ass enough, but
vou can't throw your weight sbout in
this study, Smithy! Get going!”

Bmack |

“Ow 1" roaved Bob, as the Bounder,
quite losing what remained of his
temper, landed an open hand on bis
face with a loud concussion. ]

The next moment, Vernon-Bmith
was in the grasp of two lpuwerful
hisnds, and struggling savagely.

Harry Wharton threw the study
tdoor wide open.

“Chuels the cheeky fool ount, Bob!”
he said.

The Bounder went whirling through
the doorway, He landed with a crash
i1 the Bemove passage.

There bLe sprawled, and panted,
erimson with rage, He bomnded wp,
and roshed back into the study,

him this time.

goody-goody, namby-pamby

¥a

Five fellows met ]
swepk him off his feet, and tossed him
into the passage azaiu, bumping.

Harry Wharton closed the door.

Vernon-Smith did not open ib again.
That second crash in  the passage
gcemed to have satisfed him,

The Famous Five sat down to ten.

“0f all the rotters——" grunted
Johnny Bull,

“Oh, Smithy ain't a bad chap!”
gnid Bob tolerantly, *EHe's got a lob
of gpood points, He's had his own way

too mmuch, and he's got a spot of the
blackguard in him—but he ain’t o bad
chap, really. I darc say he will have
got over s tantomns by the time we
see him again”

That hope proved ill-founded, how-
crer.  When the TFamous Five saw
Smithy in  the Rag after tesn he
bostowed on them the blackest of hinck

seow s, Waidently., he was far from
having got over his tantrams.
THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Aceldents Will Happen !
1 o for et asked DBilly
Bunter,

In morning break, the Owl
of the Remove was blinking
up al the letters in (he rack with an
ahxicus blink.
Tie Blsexer Lappany.—--No, 1.680.
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Billy Hunter was expecting a postal
crder, It seemed rather a lorig time
on itz way to Greylriars; bat hope
springs elernal in the human breast,

"Nol” grunted the Bounder,
Smithy was taking down a letter,
addreszed to him in his father’s hand.

“Bute 1 asked Bunter. “I'm oxpect
ing a postal order !

“Qh, shut up, you fat owll”

Sniithy's reply was far from polite.
Smithy had never been famed for
politeness at any time; but of late,
what manners he had seemed to have
quite deserted him.  He was per-
peteally dizpruntled. .

Havipg fised wp a pgorgeous tup
wilh those entertaining young entle-
nien, Peonsonby & Co. of Highelifie,
Bmithy had taken it for granted that
he would be able to wangle earl
leave for the vae. Now he had learne
that he had taken i{oo much for
grnnmd. # 8 & -

Hs had to join his father in Devon-
shire when the school broke up. That
was fixed and imntutable. But Pon &
Co, were pefting away early; and i
Smithy got away early, tono, that made
it all right. Tom Redwing could have
seen him throngh by letting Queleh sup-
pose that he was Joining him for the
sea-trip in old John Redwing’s lugger.

Redwing had let him down, as he
Tegarded it. ’
Spoofing Quelch was a ight matter to

the reckless Bounder. It wasnot a light
matter to his more thovghtiul cnmm.

Harry Wharton & Co. had failed him
in their turn. The Bounder probably
had not heped much [rom them; but it
hacl been a chanee, and he had tried 1t
on. It had failed, and wovw he was non-
plussed. o

He had ne idea of giving up ihe
planined trip with Pon & Co. It was
like the Bounder to grow wmore and
more cbstinate the move difficalty and
apposition he encountered. i

gﬁt how he was going to work 1l
ha did not know. It was useless to ask
Mr. Quelch himself; Queleh would have
wantod to know oo much! Smlthi;’s
svstem of epeofing beaks naturally did
not make beaks trust hin.

So, being thorenghly dizsgruniled, and
having no politencss to waste on any-
hady, e snapped Billy Buntes's head
off, as it were, receiving an indignant
glare from the fat Owl n response,

“Look here, you checky beast——-"
began Bunter.

“Shut up, you fooll”

Smithy was opening the letter from
his father, and he had no use for
Bunter's conversation. ‘

The fat ventrilogumist was inclined to
rap out Queleh’s voice just behind the
Bounder, which certainly would have
made Smithy jump. But he was rather
too close to Smithy’s boot for that, and
he grunted, and turned to the rack
Aagain.

“1 say, 1sn't thabt one for me,
Smithy ¥ asked the fat Owl, blinking
up at a letter a liti!le out of his reach,

“Will you shut up #”

“Look here, you beast, you tell me
whether that letter’s for ane!” hooted
Bunter, “You know 1'm a bit short-
sighted ! )

“1It’s for Cherry, you blind Owl ™

“Oh! Is it 77 said Bunter. “ Well, if
it’s for Cherry hamd it down, and I'll
take it to him. }e's pone out without
looking for letters.”

The Bounder turned away without
replying ; then he turned back.
Letters were never safe in  Billy
Bunter's hands; they were so liable to
come open by accident, After what had
happened in Bindy No. 1 the previous
:'FHE MaGRET LiBRARY.—NO. 1,526;
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day, however, Smithy's feelings towards
Bob were far from eordial. If Bunter
wanted to take that letter to him
Buoriter could. If anything happened to
it Smithy was not going to worry, He
handed the letter down to Bunter, and
walked away with his own.

Billy Bunter blinked at that letter
through his big spectacles. IE was
plainly addressed to Bob in Major
Cherry’s hand, which Bunier knew
quite well; Bunter knew many things
that did not conecern him. Onrly too
clearly, it was not a letter for W. G.
Bunter. o

The fat Owl was interested 1n 1it, afl
the same.

He rolled out into the guad, where
Bob Cherry was punting a fooler with
hiz friends, not having yet locked for
letters, DBunter blinked at him from
the distance, and then zat down on a
bench under one of the old elins, with
the letter in his hand.

Bunter was not going fo open that
letter. He would have disdained the
thought | He wriggled it aboung in his
fat hands, without even admitting to
himself that he hoped it would come
QReE.

FT he fack was that Bunter had reason
te he keenly interested in that leiter
from Major Dhﬂrrf.

Bunter was still unfixed for Kaster.
Lovd Mauleverer was still irritatingly
elusive.  Harry Wharton, he had
learned, was not going home, =0
Wharton Lodge was washed out. What
the Famous Iive were going to do
Bunter did not know ; they had not told
him, and seemed, indeed, not to wani
him to lknow. )

Bunter wanted to know. His owh
;_:I:ms depended on theivs—if that ass
AMauly let him down, as seemed only
ioo likely. Trom a word caught Lere
and there, he had an ihmpression that
they were all going off with Bob, but
not to Bob’s home. This was much too
varue for Bunter. e wanted to know,
nnh in that letter, he had no doubt, was
the informnation he desired.

An unscrupulous fellow like Skinner
night have opened that letter with the
steam of a kettle in his study. Dunter
was incapable of such unserupulonsness.
He was far above such mean iricks as
that ! .

Unless that letter came open by acel-
dent, Bunter would never know what
was in if,

Somehow or other, it did come open—
by aceident., Pevhaps the flap was not
stuck down very tightly—or perhaps a
fat thumb, accidentally, had something
te de with it.

Whatever the cause, the envelope was
open before Bunter had wriggled it and
twiddled it for more than a few
minutes.

Reading another fellow’s letler was
absolutely nothing to Bunter, e would
not have opened it. But now that it
had come open by accident, he had Do
seruples about looking at it

"'8!1 crikey ! ejaculated Bunler, as
he looked.

“Dear Bob,—I'm =orry to tell you
that the plans we have meade for your
Easter boliday must fall through., 1
am sure you will realize, my dear boy,
that a man who has volunteered for
Wational Service is nob quite his own
master. 1 am required to undertake
traininge of recruits in an air camp, and
I cannot, of course, even delay for a
single day. I am letting you know 1n
plenty of time to make other arrange-
ments for your school holiday, and hope
ihat you will not be too much dis-
appointed, or your friends, either.

“Your affectionate i'ﬂther,
“R. CHerEY.”

Bunter stared at that letter,

Ha prinned.

Whatever i1t was that the Ifamous
Five had planned for that vacation, it
was now, obviously, washed right out.
It had depended on Bob's father, and
Bob'a father was called away—the call
of duty.

“He, he, he!” cachinnated Bunter.

Bunter was amused, Whatever it
was, Gthe heasts hadn't been simug to
ask him, so serve them jolly well right §
They wouldn't bo looking so merry and
bright if they knew what Bunter knew.

& bell for third echool interrupted
Bunter’s entertaining reflections. Ile
jammed the letter back into the
envelope and shoved it into his pocket.

For the present it was all right in
Bunter’s pocket. Later ¢n, he could
think of some way of passing it on to
ihe owrer, without revealing the fact
iliat 1t had passed through his fat
hands. In the meantime, Bunter cheer-
fullv dismissed it from his mind as he
rolled off to the Form-room,

Hr——

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Is Wanted *

ié AN'T 1Y zaid Smithy
<Oh, all right I”
Redwing’s face clouded e
littla.

The Bounder grinned.

“Don't be an ass, old manl I ean't
come out this afterncon because 1wy
father's coming! I had a letter from
him this morning.”

Redwing’s face cleared at once.

That afterboon Redwing was going
up to Hawlkscliff to join his father, whe
was putting o esca 1n his coasting
lugger early the following merning,

It was y&t some days to break-up,
but the sailorman’s son had special
leave. Iinding Smithy locking vather
lees  disgruntled that afternocon, he
asked the Bounder to go up to Hawks
eliff with him, hoping that the late dis-
agreement had blown over.  IE was very
painful to Tom to part with his chum
on bad terms, and perhaps at the last
minute the Bounder fclt the same, Ab
all events, he was now more friendly
and cheoery than be had been for days

aszt.

e I'll walk a bit of the way, though,”
said Smithy., “The pater can’t get in
before half-past five.” :

“You nustn’t risk  missing  hin,
Smithy. But I'd be glad of your cow-
pany as far as you can come.”

“Coma on, then.”

Harry Wharton & Co. said good-bye
to Redwing at the gate. They lookedl
after the rather ill-assorted chums &
little curiously as the two went up
Friardale Lane together. ]

“Smithy seems to have got over his
tantrums 1 remarked Bob Uher?.
B““'I'[ma he did!” grunted Johnny

Lidl.

“Well, I'm glad he's chucked rowing
with Redwing, anyhow,” said Tarry
Wharton. “1 suppose he's given up
that fatheaded ides of getting off with
Pon & Co. now he khows it can't be
dmﬁ.”ti Smithy givi p any idea

“Catch Smi giving u y ide:
so long as it's F..‘fzi,t].'ma.ucﬁai:i and obsti-
nate and unreasonable 1” said Johnny.
“More likely he's thought of some way
of Etz:{rgling it, and that's why he's zo
bucked.”

Which sage remark the chums of the
Remove had reason to remember after-
wards ] ]

Vernon-Smith and Redwnﬁ' walked
in silenca for sume time. pdwing's
face was bright and happy, and the
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* Herbert !

Bounder, glancing at it, felt s twinge
of remorse. +E-m1ﬂ1t" Iﬂﬂih" was not, as
Bob had said, a bad sort—when his
teraper was not ronsed or his lordly will
crossed. And at the bottom of hia heart
he was deeply attached to his chum,
gften. az he slanged him in the study.

“Forget all sbout it, Reddy,” said
Vernon-Smith, after o long silence.
“You knew I was an unpleasant brute
when wou were fool enough to chum
with me.”

Redwing langhed.

I knew vou were one of the best
fellows breathing, Smithy, if you'd only
do  yourself justice " he " answered.
“I'm jolly flad ]}'ﬂu’ﬁ} come to under-
stand that I couldn’t do as you asked.
I knew yon wouldn’t want me to efter
you'd given it a little thought.”

The Bounder laughed in his turn.

“¥ou don't know mo vot [ he said.
“But it's all vight—you're not much
like me, Reddy, and I don't think I'd
like you any better if you were. I've
ihought of another way out—that's why
I'm being o nico now I  He chuckled,
“1 hope you'll have a topping time on
that jolly old barge. I dare say vou'll
enjov it more than you would a trip
with Pon & Co.”

“I'm quite sure of that!" said Red-
wing quictly, * And—end I with you'd
chuck that wdea, Smuthy.”

“T'lIl wateh it,” said Emithj{_: “T've
gobt to cut right off when we break up
to join my father. I ean’t turn him
down, and I don’t want to, either{ But
1 want to shake a loose leg first for o
few daya, Tho pater’s written that he's
dropping in to-day; he'd had to return
to town, aud he's got something or
olier on at Folkestone, so he's giving
me about o quarter of an hour of his
tremendously valuable time, I'm goin
to ask him to get mo off, with the llead,
a bit early for the vae."

“Oh 1" eaid Redwing.

“He conld work it if he liked," said
Bmithy. ;

Redwing was silent. It was not for
him to preach to his chum, but that
spob of unscrupulousness in Bmbhy was
# sore trouble to his honest, straight-
forward mind.

“If he doesn't play up, I've got
another way[” went on Smithy. I
won't tell you what it i3, beeauso 1t
would make you pull a faco as long as
a fiddle. But I’'m handling it all right.
You can bhank on my pgetting awarv
three days before the rest.” The
Bounder's  jaw  jutted aggressively.

“I'm not a fellow to be beaten when
I'm set on a thing.”

“I wish you were sometimes,
Emithy.” :

“Rot! Let 1t drop!™ =aid the
Bounder. *“Look here, Reddy, old

man, after my run with Pon & Co. 1
shall be in Devonshire with the pater,
and 1f vour father comes round by Bide-
ford and Clovelly in his jolly old lugger
wo may see somelhing ﬂf]ﬂﬂﬂ another in
the hols—see 2V

Redwing's face brightened again,

“We're going to work round the
gouth coast and up the west coast”
he said, "*In o week or two we shall he
running past that island you've told me
of, that your father's bought off the
Devon coast, We're sure to put in at
Bideford.”

“"Giood man P said Smithy.

And they walked on, in amicable dis-
cussion, till Smithy had to turn back
at the corner of Pegg Lone, Redwing
went on, on the long framp up to
Hoawlkscliff, his heart licht for having
parted with his chum on the old
friendly terms, and all the Bounder's
angry words washed out of his mind.

Vernon-Smith walked back to Grey-
friars, with o thoughtiul frown on lus
face. He, too, was glad that he had
had his voruly temper in hand before
Tom left; mnd for some time, az he
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How dare yvou suggest sueh a disrespectinl trick I'* It sounded like the deep, rich, rolling voice of Vernon-
Smith's father. The Bounder’s ¢yes almost popped from his head in alarm and amazement, a5 he spun round to the door.

wallied, he was thinking of Tom and
what he thought a holiday—helping his
father work a littlo lugper slong the
coast; a holiday that had ne sppeal for
Smilhy., Smitliv's taste ran to theatres,
cxpensive hotels, moagnificent cava, even-
ing clothes, and cigarcties—~with a spot
of racing and voulette thrown in if he
had the chance. It was not for nothin
that Bmithy had been pweknamed thie
Bounder at Greyfriars.

But as he drew near the school
Vernon-S8miith's thoughts concentrated
onea more on himself and his own
plans. He was glad that Reddy was
ang to have the kind of holiday he
iked, and he himseli was geing to have
iho kind of holiday he liked—for s few
days at least, if he could wangle if;
and he cons'<lared that he could,

“Seen DBunter?” he asked Lord
Mauleverce, as he came into the quad.

“*Yoae," sirhod Mauly.

“Well, where is he ™

“Watchin' for me on the Remove
landin', I think. That's why I'm
walkin® in the quad.”

Vernon-Bmilh went inlo the House.

On the Remove landing a pair of big
spectacles turned on hiim as he came up.

““Is that youn, Maulv, old chap? Oh!
Beast 1" Bunter gave a grunt of dis-
appointment as he saw that it was the
Bounder, Then he added: 1 =ay,
Smithy, seen Danlyi I wonder why
lie cloesn’t como in.”

" Never mind Mauly,” satd Vernon.

Smith. “My pater's coming this after-
noon, Banter—-"

“Botlier your pater!”™ grunied
Dunier.

Buntor weas not in the remotest degree
interested in Bmithy's pater!

Vernon-3mitli's eyes gleamed for a
momeént. Bunter had, for that moment,
a narrow escape of being booted across
{lhe BEemove landing.

“ He's stopping for tea 1o the study [

Tue Macwer Lisnany.—No. 1,626
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went on Swithy, At least. I'w going
to ask him! Like to come?”

Eilly Bunter almost jumped.

‘The Bounder's study in the Remove
was next to Mauly's, the one into which
Bunter was keenest to butt. But he
seldoma had a chance of butiing mto
Study No. 4. That study was like unto
g land Bowing with milk and honey;
but thers was always, so to speak, a lion
Lt;ﬂ the path—in the shape of Bmithy’s

t.

Seldem did Smithy let the fat Owl
butt in. And on an occcasion when his
father came he was least likely to do
s0. On_the rare occasions when Mr.
Samuel Vernon-Smith tea'd in his son’s
study at Greyfriavs, Smithy sorted oub
better company than Bunter's,

“Pulling my leg?” asked the fat
Owl suspiciously. Really, that invita-
tion sounded too good to be true

“TFathead! Coming?” asked the
Bounder irritably.

He wanted Bunter, for some inys-
terious reason; that was certain, or he
would not have asked him. _E:':muthi,' was
no long-suffering fellow like Manly,
neither was he good-natured like the
Famous Five; no fellow that he did not
want ever buited into Smithy's smdslr.
any fellow

Why hoe wanted him,
would have found it hard te guess,
ezpecially when his father was there.

But evidently he did!

“Certainly, old chap!” chirraped
Bunter. “I'll stand by you, old fellow !
I undevstand what vou want, old bean,™

Vernon-Smith started.

"You understand ' he exclaimed.

“0Oh, ¥es, ratherl Il ]!:»Ia‘}‘ up i
zald Bunter reassuringly. “1'1]l let your
pater fancy we're friends! Rely on
e

“Wha-a-t "

“If you want te show off to your
Fater that you know decent fellows here
‘Il see you through,” assured Dunter.

"You fat idiot——"

“0Oh, really, Bintthy »

Vernon-8mith again  eontrolled  an
impulse to kick Bunter across the
landing |

For whatever mysterious reason he
wanted Bunter, certainly he did not
want to show Itim off to his father as o
special school friend ! Really and truly

unter was about the last fellow at
Greyfriars that he would have sclected
with that object in view,

“Cut down te the tuckshop and get
something for tea,” he said. “You can
changas this pound note.”

“What-ho | chirraped Bunter.

He rolled away happily.

Lord Mauleverer, in the quadrangle,
sighted him and walked round the clms.

But for once Mauly need not have
taken the trouble to dodge! Bunter
had forgotten Mauly and the Easter
holidays; his fat thoughts were concen-
trated on the coming feast in Study
No. 4.

Bunter czpended the pound note on
tuck for tea—and thero was no change
out of it. Neither was thera guite a
pound’'s worth of tuck when Bunter
arrived in Study No. 4; the fat Owl
took rather a long time to reach that
study, but he had not wasted his timo |
He arrived sticky and jammy and
beaming.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Why Bunier Was Wanted !

R. SAAMUEL VERNON-
SMITH, millionaire, leaned

back in the best armchair
HStndy Mo, 4 and crozsed one
pTu]:l'rlf leg over the other and smiled
genially.
THE AlagxET LisRiRY.—No, 1,626,
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An extremely busy pentleman, Mr.
Vernon-=impith had not long Lo stay.

ile had whizzed up from Devonshire
to London on some urgent business call.
Now he was whizzing down irom
London to Folkestona on some other
urgent business call.  Early on_the
morrow he would be wlizzing off to
Devonshire again.

FHe had exactly half an hour to give
his son—a pause in his whizzing! He
declined tea in the study: he was going
to dine at Folkestone, WNeither, prob-
ably, did schoolboy tuck appeal to Mr
Vernon-Smith very much. 1;11-3 was long
na?é: the age of jam tarts and cream
puifa,

Bunter, fortunately, was not!

He was having a good tea—an ample
tea! The fact that the millionaire did

. not want any tea was a welcame factk to

Bunter. The fact that Smithy pave all
hia attention to his father, amd did net
seemn to want any either, was another
welcome fact. ¥t left all the more for
Bunter.

Buiiter waz quite equal to all de-
mands, Bunter was prepared to clear
the table.

Dut, busy as he was on parking the
foodstuffs, Bunter could not help feel-
ing a little puzzled at being there at
all. True, he was tho kind of fellow
that any fellow might have becn proud
to show off, as a fellow he know, to o
visiting relation. Bunder had no doubt
of that.

Still, even allowing for ihat, 1t was
a little perplexing. Only DBunier was
having tea. The champing of his podgy
jaws went on incessantly, like the un-
ending melody in Wagnerian musie.
1Ie had little time for speech—but if
he gpoke, the Bounder shut him up at
once.  Clearly, Bunter's conversabion
was not wanted. .

Unless BSmithy wanted fo exhibit
Bunter as a really remarkabls con-
sumer of foodstufTs, it was inexplicable
why he had bim there at all, and was
standing him ihat ample spread.

With no spread, of course, there
would have been no Bunter! He was
not the fellow to stand a fellow's pater
for nothing !

Only the sgpread brought Bunter
there, and kept him there! And all
Smithy seemed to want, was for Bunter
to sit there and shut up!

Mr. Vernon-Bmith glanced at him
once or twice, perhaps wunclerm% why
hiz son had him there! "Then he forgot
his existence, ;

The millionaire was talking to his
son, with considerable =satisfaction, of
his deals in land, houses, mansions, and
cottages, in the glorious county of
Davon. He was very keen on taking
hia son over all those new acquisitions
in the holidays, and Smithy wasz keen
enotugh, too—once his little run  with
Pon & Co. was overl

Mr. Vernon-3mith ran on  almoest
without a stop: his fat, rich, rolling
voice filling the study.

_Smithy listened with dutiful atten-
{romn.

Tor one thing, he was interested iIn
the subject. Keen business dealing had

lenty of interest for him. And though
gmit v would have scorned to scuttle
off at an alarm of a bombing raid, he
had no objection to making profits out
of the faolish people whoe cﬁd. And
Mr. Vernon-8mith's latest business
deals were going to bag enormous
profits; when the next crizis sent the
seuttlers scuttling |

For another thing, SBmithy particu-
larly wanted t¢ get hiz father into the
best humour possible, with a view to
the requezi he had to make.

So Mr. Vernon-Bmith's rieh, rolling
vaiee rolled on, while the Bounder
listened and Bunter ate! Smithy heard
and heeded—DBunter heard and did net

Vernon-Smith, at length,
glanced at his watch, and rese to his
feet. Then the Bounder came to the
yoint that was in his mind, He hoped
hitle [rom it, but he was going to try
it on. If it failed, he had anoiher
echemoe up his sleeve, as he had told
Redwing.

" LIivervthing's arranged, what?" said
Mr. Wernon-Smith. “Come straight
down to Devonshire when you break up
here, Herbert——-="

“I was going to ask you somelhing,
father 1" said Smithy meekly.

“Well 7

“SBomo fellows have asked me for a
few days before bBreak-up, if I can get
off | If you'd speak to the Head—"

“Who are theyi"

mmithy had hoped that hiz father

would not ask that question. But the
hope had been faint.

“Some Highelife fellows—" he
faltered. With all lis faults, ihe

Bounder would never have answeorcd his
father untrathfully.

Mr. Verpon-2mith's plump face grew
grim. He was an indulgent parent—
over-indulgent. But thersa was a limit.

“One of them named Ponsonby i he
asked,

“Well—yes I?

GGrunt, froin. Mr. Vernon-S8mith.

“I've told vou, Herbert, that T don't
like you knowing him. He's a young
rascal ! What sort of & holidavy aro
you going to have with this Ponsonhy ¥

“Oh, runnin’ round in & car, and—
and 2 .

“I can guess tho rest!” satd Mr.
Vernon-Smith grimly. “Wash it out!
MNow come down and ses me off.”

113 Bﬂt Lr ]

“That’s enough, Herbert | Drop that
suhlj&ct E

Vernon-Smith dropped it, at once.

There was nothing doing, and he knew
it. Obediently he went out of the study
with his father, and down the stairs, to
oo himm off in the bir ecar that waited
belaw,

Billy Bunter was prepared to sus[p-anﬂ,
for a moment, the demolition of the
foodstuffs to say good-bye to Mr.
Vernon-Smith. Bat he was not called
on to make that sacrifice. Mr. Vernon-
Smith, having forgotten hig existence,
did not remember it.

He left the study without a glance at
Bunter. The Bounder followed him,
and Bunter was left on his own,

He did not miss his company'! He
had better company-—spread on the
table. Bunter munched and crunched,
and -erunched and munched.

He was still munching and crunching
when, ten minutes later, Herbert
Vernon-Smith came back to the study.
The g Rolls had rolled &“aé with the
millionaire: Samuel Vernon-Smilh was
whizzing an his way to Folkesione.
The Bounder came in and shut the
door. g

Then ke stood looking at Bunter.

Bunter munched and crunched. He
was slowing down—but thers were sull
entables on the teble, and Bunter was
not the man to leave them there.

“Haven't you finished yet, you [lat
porker 7 asked the Bounder,

Bunter blinked at him.

“Oh, really, Smithy! If thait's the
way you talk to o fellow, after pressineg
him to come to teg—"

“Weall, chuck it for a bit! I want to
speak to you."

“You can speak while I eat crenm-



pulls. I suppose”  Bunler weni on
munclnng and cruncling, ]
“The other day rou plaved a silly

{rick on me, lLiere. making oul that

gelch was in ihe passage!”  enid
VernonSmith.
“EhL Bunter looked alarmed.

" Look here, you beatt, are you going
to rake that up—after asking a fellow
here! I never did it realiv—bhesides,
as I told vou ob the time, it was only
8 joke—" :

“That put an idea into my head
whenr I was thinking it over after-
wards,” went on Vernou-Bmith,

“Eh? Ikd I ]

“You had Quelcl’s voice to 2 T, Fue
Ieard you do D'rout, and AMonsieus
Charpeniicr. Now, you've been listen:
ing t¢ my father for half an hour! Do
vou think you dould pick up his voice¥”

Bunter stared. He cven forgot
cream-pufiz, in his astonishment,

“Lh* Yes! OF course I could!™ he
amswered. ' But wihn—-"

“I think yon could!” said the
Bounder, with a nod.  “ You're thoe
biggest fool at Grevfriars—von can do
nothing else, but yoit ean do that *

Y Look here, vou cheeky beast ¥

“IWell, that's what I want xou fo
do ! said Vernon-Bmith, “If you can
do it, Bunter, I'll stand vou n guid
That's why I had rou here--lo lislen to
him—"

“Oh Y pasped Bunler

“And if you can do 1=

“Do *if 7 shout it grunted Bumier,
“Yon knew what a vonderful venivilo-
guist I am, Any voice a bit out of Lhe
common—easy a3 pio lo me.  And a
throaty gruat like thaf——"

“What?”

“A throaty grunt like ibal comes
easlest,”

Vernon-Smith's eves glittered.  The
sehierne -he had in his mind couid net,
by any stretch of the nmagiuation, be
called respectiud to his father. Bub a
word of disrespect from any  other
fellow roused his bitterest e, He
made a step towards Bunter—with sp
cxpressive &n expression on his face,
that the fat Owl jumped up in alarm.

“Ilere, you keep off, you lbeast !
gasped DBunter. “I1—1 didn’t mean a
throaty grunt! I-—I mean a rich, decp
votee, like an=—an—an orean! That's
what I really meant o say, Smithy.”

“You fat fool—"

“J-j-just like an ovgan, old chap!™
protested Bunter, “Full and rich and
deep, and—and mellow—naol like a pig
grunting at all—~"

The Bounder ¢hecked bis tomper.

“Well, gpive me o sample of what von

&+

can do, and lol's make sure!™ he
snapped. )
“Wait till I've finizhed thosge ercam-

uffs—*

“You fat pig—~

“Oh, rﬂulF'_l;', Smithr! The faet ig,
I1—I alwars ventriloguise betier after a
mieal, and—and I haven't finished yot”

Again  tho Bounder checked Tis
temper, and he waited, with angry im-
patience, till Bunter bad finished the
cream-pufis. The fat Owl cast a long-
ing blink at o cake that still remained.
Iut Bmithy was leoking so dangerous
that he hesitared to begin on the cale.

“Got going, will yoeu!” snapped
Smithy.

“I=—1 think it would come betier,
after & spot of cake—"

“{ret going, or I'll boot yvou round
the study I roared the Bownder.

Evidently he was tired of waiting!

“ I—I—1 mean, I—=I'd rather have the
cake afterwards—"

And the Remove ventrilogmest at last
got going.

* I'RLZES OF TIVE
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THE EIGHTH CHAPTER,

Smithy’s Scheme !

ILL.Y BUNTER gave his fat little
congh. 1le was ready. i
Why Smithy wanted him te
imitate the millionaive’s volce
was qhile a mysicry o Dunter.  Btill
if Bwithy wanted that sample of his
wonderful powers as »  veniriloguist,
Bunter was ready to oblige.

Ounly he would sather have polished
off that cake fivst! Ele was tiob guitce
suve that it would still be at lus dis
posal after the performance. Ii was
penoyving: for i was o scriinpioos
$;¢;1l:.e_. and Dunter etill had space o
11,

“Currgeh '™ coughed Duanter.

“Oh, gel foivg, do!™ suapped
Tpnngler
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MORE PRIZES FOR
OVERSEAS PALS!

XN e Overseas Rection of tho Kovember
I " Footer-Stamps” Conlest, PRIZES OF
TEN SHILLINGS have Lecn nwarded
to ihe {ollowing Lwo competitors whe enb-
milled entrics with the bighest tetals of
Tuouls™ seoTed:
Stanley Gregory, 220, College Aventieg,
Penang, Straits Satiiements.

Basil Smith, 12, Flat Westeliffe, West
Street, Durban, South Africa.

SHILLINGS have been
for the twenty poxt-best soores
which rapged from 173 down to, and in-
¢luding, 94 *poals,” the winners being:

D.B. Avebibald, North Vaneouver, Cangda,

Iemnis Arlow, King William's Town, Cape
Provinoe, South Africa.

Tpewis Bell, New Glaszow, Kove Scolbin.

Saw Clhar Beng, Penang, Straits Settlements,

Mike Dorvisnk, Box 372, Iernic, British
Columbia, Camada.

A, Carew, Northern Dhodesia.

Leslie Cavter, Auvckland, New Zealund.

Yoo Chew, Singapore, Straits Settlements.

Tan Aik Chu, Singapore, Straits Seillo-
fmnganl =,

Nonakl Emberg, Quebee, Canada,
M.‘s:tlw Tiang Eue, Perak, Federated Malay
ibates.

J.oGarrard, Jolannezburg, Sonth Africn.

W. 4. Goodwmng, Collardy, New South
Wales.

H. Harvey, leedervilie, West Australia,

Jerpme Horne, {-'EE}E Town, South Africa,

renttl Koinwlozki, ﬁﬂlﬂﬂru,‘ Canada.

the

anzend el

gl:{mrles Fang, Ferak, Xederated Malar
alakes.
1“IL . Prinole, IPort Elizabelh, BSoulh
Tric..
Y & Wong, Peral, Federated Malay
Stales,

ti.' . Zowves, Johaonesburg, South Africa.
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Aluch, from Smithy's point of view,
depended on whethor the Gr&;fri&ﬁ
venivilogquist could deo it Nothing, so
far as Bunter could see, depended on
1t: wnd he was not o Le hureied.

YO0, veally, Smithy——**

“Will rou get  poingt¥
Smithy,

“Not if vou keep on Interrupting
me ! zaid Bunler firmly.  “T'm will.
ing to entertain you with ey wonderful
veptrilogquism afrer you've stood me a
spread—Dbut i you keep on inteviupt-
ing ma—>""

“H you want o to boot you, vou
won bt have to ask agamn ™ howled the
impaiient Dounder. “Ii you can twin
pui an imitaiion of my father's voice,

etb on amd do ir «n that T shall
inow.”

“ Herberg !
sugly & dizrespectful  trickt" come a
deep, rich rolling volge dehind the
Bounder.

hisscd

FHow dnre!:.'nu suggest

1

Ilervert Vernon-Smith leaped clear
of the #loor in his amapzement ond
alarmn.  Lle spun ronod to the door,
EAEpIng. )

Lle ¢ould only enppose that hie father
had, unespeotedly, come back for
sotnething, and reached the study just
in time to hear bis words. lle could
hardly suppose anything else, when he
sicddenly  Leard Mr. Vernon-Smith's
uninistakable voice bebind him !

1is eyes almoest popped from his bead
ng he snw that the door was still ghut.

Ilis father was nob theve—baut the
awazed Dounder, not catching on for
the woment, epencd tho deor and
looked into the passage.

Iie hiad & glimpze of Harry Wharion
&i Co. coming mto tea—but of no one
¢lse,

“Ie, he, ket came a faint cackle
from Dilly Bunier
The  Boonder

leoked at b

Then he shut ithe door of the study
and looked st Dunter again with a
deadly gleam in his eyes. He undex-
siood now what bad happened.

“You fat rotier!” Ie breatlced
rage. “It was you—"

“Ile, he, he!”

“By gad, 'll-—=Ill—" panted the
Boundor.

“ITere, you keep off, yon beast!™
trelled Bunier, sRipping vound the table.
“You asked for it, didi’t you, you
Least?"

Vernon-Smith  pansed. Certainly,
he had asked for it; but be had not
expected it to come éuet like that! Vdr
the moment hio had believed that Lis
father was there—and even now il was
hard to believe that the Hemovo ven-
triloguist had rveproduced that dis-
tinctive voice =o exactly. But it was,
at all events, the proof he wanled
that Buntcr could do it

“It wez yoni” he repented.

“0OF course it was!” grinned Bauler,
“I've heard wvour pater talk, uft'er-
enough, when [e's been here—and I've
Lean listeninge to him for the last hali-

turned  again  amd

hour. I could do it on wny head!"
Vernon-Smith eved him., It was
really o remarkable gift, Ho lhad

heard stars oo the radio giving imita-
tions that were no better than ihis—
somo of them not so good. Obviously,

it was o gift; Bunter could have done
nothing that reguired a spot of bras,

“Tike another samplei”™ grinned
Bunter.

“Go it!” snid Vernon-Smith.

“Yeu are 2 voung vascal, Herbort!
Lot me eatch you poing off with Pon-
sonby, that’s all!” came the rich, roll-
ing voice. : -

It cane from Bunter—obviously, this
fime! Dot it was the fat voice that
had been volling in that study that
afternoon! The Remove ventriloguist
had it to the last tome.

“Well, my hat!” Bmithy drew a
deep breath, “That does itl How o
funli!iE you can do anything of the
Eind ”

“Oh, really, Bmithy—"

“Bat vou can do it—that’s wha
matrers.” Vernon-Smith looked at his
watch. “Dlents of time to got to
Courtficld and back before lock-up.™

“T'Il finish that cake while you're
gone, old chap——" _ .

“You fat ass! You're coming with
e 1"

“Fh?  What do you want me to
come 1o Conrtlield fort” asked Bunter
in astonishment.

“To get on the phone there at {he
post oflice,” grunted the Bounder.
“On  tho fuffuf-phon "

tered Bunter.
Trne Macxer Lmnary,.—No, 1,626
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“ And egil up the Head—"

“The Head!” gasped Bunter.

*And speak in that voice you've just
put on——" went on Swmithy.

4 :fr.he Head will think it's my pates
& ]

Fiony

Tl siick besule you amd tell {c-u
what to say!” suapped the DBeounder,
“You can play veoeal tricks, hbut you
haven't any sense——" ]

“Look here, I'm jolly well not poing
io phone the Head and pull hiz leg '™
cxclaimed Bonter in alavm. “Why, o
fellow might get floggad——"

“Where's the risk, yon fat
Even 1if it came out ihat my pater
hado’t phoned, nobody would know von
did.  And it cant come out—ihe pater's
off to Folkestone now—and io-morrow
tie will be back in Devonshire—"

“Yez—no—but—hbot I'd rather not,
Smithy ! I—=I'd rather stay heve and
—and finizh that.cake——"

“Bhut vwp, fool! Ay pater saw thoe
Head for a few minuntes while he was
here—and ringing him up will Iook as
ik he forgot to mention something, see?
I've got 1t all cut and dvied. Come and
get your cap—" :

“I—1 say, it—it’s a jolly long walk o
Counrtfield—"

“Weo'll.go on the hne”

“And a jolly long way back

lJ‘E/;,l]. stand you a taxi back.”

“0Oh!*  Bunter hrightened consider:
phly. “That's all rightt Bua—-"

“And Tl leave you ot the bunshop
with a quid to blow, if you pull it off
all right.” ;

“Oh1" gasped Bunter. * I—I'll come
mean, I'm willing to cblige you,

aza "7

EE]

—

Smithy—being a pall Of course, I
can't take money me you! Iardly
the sort of thing I could do.”

“ Please ourself about that!”
enapped the Bounder,

“I mean to say, if you weren't such a
bounder, Smithy, you'd know that a
fellow couldn’t touch your meoney I gaid
Bunter, with scorn. “I'm not the
fellow to secept money, I hope! If you
like to lend n.e n pouan i

*¥You fat fool I i

“Vou can call a fellow names,” said
Bunter; “but I ean't, and shan't,
accept money from you! ‘There's a
Hmit, though I hardly expect a fellow
like you to understand it. Dut if you
like to lend me a pound, I'll settle out
of a postal order I'm expecting on—on
Baturday.”

The Bounder breathed hard, It was

not his way to be patient—especially: -

with & fatuous ass like Bunter. But the
extraordinary scheme he had planned
for gotting away from the school a few
days before break-up depended wholly
and solely on the Remove ventrilo-
quist. Bunter, for the moment, held
the trump cards in his fat band.

“If you agree to ihat, all right!”
said Bunter. *If not, there's nothing
doing! F ¢an do wilh the quid—I
addmit thatl TI've been disappointed
about a postal order! But if you fancy
I'm a chap you can give money to——m->"

Smithy choked down an almost irre-
sistible desire to tuke Bunter by his fat
neck and bang his fat head on the table.

“All right I ‘he hissed. * Now ecome

on 17

And=that important point being
cetfled—Billy Bunter came on.

He stayed only for o mouthful—a

large mouthful—of ecake, and with a
e¢hunk of the same in a fat paw fol-
lowed the Bounder down the passage to
the stairs.
Ten minutes later they were rolling
away on the motor-bus to Courtficld,
Tre Maaner LisRARY.—No. 1,626,
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Billy Bunter's fat mind still rather haz

a5 1t what the Bounder exactly wanice
hin. to do, but dwelling with great
satisfaetion on the prospect of a quid
al the bunshop abnd a taxi back.

—— g ——

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Tricked On The Telephone !

TREZL
Dr. Tocke, bheadmastor of
Greviviays, cut off a sentuinic

 short,
tclephone,

Ar. 3'—"3["1% with whom he had been
cingaged in conversation, waited for he
call to be daken.

On the Head’s writing-table lav a <hip
of engraved paper, which bore :ilio
treures “ £250," and the signature of
2. Vernon-Sundil,

Alv., Vernon-Smith had seen the Head
duving his brief call at Greyfriars. He
Fad stayed five minutea in the head-
master’s study, and left the Head a
little breathless when he lefs, ITe had
also Ieft o cheque for the hand-ome
sum of X250, a confribution 1o 1he
Covernors' fund for AR.P. shelters at
Grayfriars School.

Mr., Vernon-Simnith was a somewhat
overwhelming gentleman.  He always
left Dv. Locke, when he came, wirll a
tired feeling, inclined to gasp a little.
Bul on thiz occasion, thougn five
miinutes of hiz energetic presence had
anade the headmaster feel tived, as was
usual, he had cortainly left a pleasant
imipression  behind  him—with  the
cheque. If¥ was the largest conivibn-
tion that had been made to the AR F
fund. :

The IHead was discussing that litrlo
matter with AMr Quelech when ihe
{glephona  bell rang. He stared o
little at the voice that came throurh.

“Dear wie " he ejaculated.

Mr. Quelch half-vose,

Quealeh 1

“Pray do not go, Br,
said the HMead. “It e Mr. Vernon-
Smith., Yes?” he went on, into the
transmitter. “Dr. Locke is speaking.™

It was a rich and rolling voice that
came through over the wires.  Dr.
Locke Lknew ithat voice—or, at least,
had no doubt that he did. Only an
hour ago that vielr voice had been roll-
ing in his stndy.

“Dr. Locke, I am sorry to trouble
you, but there iz ome small matter 1
forgot to meuntion while speaking to
"‘r'{..'l'l.]-"

“Indeed ! =aid the Head.
proceed, Mr. Vernon-Smith 1™

“1 remembored if, sir, on my way,
and have stopped at f}anterbug'v. to
ring you up,’’ went on the million-
nirg’s velee, "It concerns Herbert
It slipped my memory while I was
speaking fo you. A little favour, sir,
which I hope vou will be so kind as
to grant.”

2.

*Cartainly,
saidl Dhr. Laocke.

“1 should he very glad, sic, if [ler-
hert could be allowed to join me in
Devenshire, & few days before the date
of breaking-un at Greyfriars?”

“Oht”

*1 desire his presence there, siv, for
vory particular veasons, in connecticn
with certain business matters that 1
wish him to understand. 1 supposo
the matier can he arranged ™

Dr. Locke paused a moment,

“I should ba much oblizged, «ir,”
went on the, millionuire’s voico, which
D¢, Locke was far from dreaming piro-
eooded from a personage who was any-
thing but a& millionarre,

“One morent, 50l said Dre. Locks,

and reached out to the

“Pray

Yernon-Smith '

“Your ron's Form-master is now with
i, and 1 will speak to him on the

Sithject:” .
“Very good, sirl" _
Di. Lecke turmad to Mr. Quelch.

“Mr. Vernon-Emith desires that his
ks may be granted a few days’ leave
hefore the Easter holidays begin, Mr.
Quelch. He wizhes bim to join him
i Devenshire. 1f you bave o objec-
tion—"

The Henewve master pursed his lins
a little,

Mroithy was wnot ihe fellow in his
Form to whom he was specially keen
1o grant concessions,  Ile wap the most
iroullerome fellow in the Hemaove,
Me wa: a fellow upon whom Quelch
had a su=picious and dounbting eye. He
was ¢ften caveless, and often lacking
m respect, his own_ account, M.
Quelch would not have been disposed
i grant i1he elightest concession in
sach & matier 4o Herbert Vernon-
i th,

But a reguest from a parent was,
of course, anolher matter. It was
searcely possible io refuse such a re-
guesti—espedially in view of the hand-
conse cheague that lay on the Head's
table.

“1 do not se¢ bhow Mr. Yernon-
Smith can be refused, sir,” =aid the
Remove master, affer the briefest of

pauscs,

“Quite zo,” apreed the Head.

Ho turned back to the telophone.

“¥Your szon will be permitted to
leave before the usual date, sir,” he
gaid.  “On which lf&rhﬁula_r date i’

“Te-morrow, Dr, - M

“Very well. T will speak to Vernon-
Smith on the subject,” said Dr, Locke.
“Hao will Jeave to-morrow, sir.”

i “I’;l:lmnk you, Dr. Locke! Good-bye,
sir

“Good-hye I .

Dy, Locke replaced the receiver,
Mr. Quelch was not looking wholly
pleased. e did. not in_the ledst con-
sider Ierbert Verngn-8mith entitled
to an exira holiday; and he disliked
exirerpely any interruption of regular
Form work. And, like all school-

masters, he cbjected to the barging
in of parents.
However, the matter waa settled

now, and was dismissed, and the two
masters resumed the discussion of the
A R.P. operations that were to go on
during the school helidays.

* Perhaps you will epeak to that bo
of your Form, Mr E!ueleh, and tell
him what has been arranged,” re-
mwarked the Head, when the EHemove
masier rose to Jeave the study.

“I will do =0 at once, sir.”

But Mr. Quelch was not able to do
0 quite &t once, for when he re-
turned io hiz own study, and sent for
Herbert Vernon-Bmith, it transpired
that that member of his Form was out
of gaten. Exactly how that member
of hiz Form had been occupied out of
gales, certainly did not occur for one
mnaent to the Remove master’s mind.

At lock-np, however, he saw Vernon-
Rmith, and called him, into his study.

The Bounder came in with an ex-
pressionjess face, but with a rather
nuick beating at hizs heart.

The trick he had played, with the
assistance of the fat ventriloguist, was
rafo  enonph—undizcoverable, so  far
as Brithy could see. But in the event
of discovery, tho consequences would
e gimply tervifiee. A shocked head-
m:aster, an apgry Form-master, and
an exasperaled father, formed a trio
that even the hardy and reckless
Bounder would not have cared to face,
As he etood before his Forme-master,
Smithy, perkape, wished. for a moment
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“If Smithy stands me a holiday,” said Bunter, ** why shonldn’t I let him show off as a fellow who knows fellows like ma at

school ? Ome good furn deserves ancther.”

that he had nor played that exira-
ordinary trick.
But he was soon reassured.

“I have to tell iuu. Vernon-Smith,
that your father requested Dr.
Locke to give you leave to go to-
morrow, instead of at the end of the
term,“ ‘said Mz, Queleh.  *This re-
quest has been gﬂmted and you will,
therefore, make preparations for join-

ing your father in Devonshire to-
morrow.” ]
“"Thank wou, sir! said Vernon-

Smith demurely. L
And he did not grin till he was safe
cuiside the study.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.

Bunter, Too !
ié GE,_-"LTTEEE-, old man!" eaid
Skinner.
“Thanks™ yawned the

Bounder.,

“Bome fellows have. all the Iueck”
reinarked Deter Todd., * I{ﬁammﬁ
round gloricus D’E‘i'ﬂﬂ, while we're sti
saving ‘1’133 sir,’ and * Oh, siz? and
‘Piaase. sir,” and *Ne, sir!' ™

The Bownder grinned.

He had his leave, and he was going
the next day. But he was nm Eoing
to the glorious count Devon,
where his father certm:ﬂj;r Wuuif'l Lave
been very much Eurq:md to see him
before the schoel broke up for Easter.

Cuite s different progromme Wwas
beiore the Dounder.

ITo was joining up with the festive
Pon & Co. Their plans included s
brief trip sncross the Chaunel, and o
flutter at the casino in Boulogne, It
was going to be gorgeous—irom the
Bounder's point of view. Afterwards,
he was poing fto join his father in
Devonshire, as if he had come straight

money, but no disiinctlon | **

:;I»n from the sechool on breaking-up
day.

Smithy was in high feather,

Not ouly was he ggumg to have a
high old time, but he had had his own
way, which was an important point to
the .obstinate and arrogant Bounder.

“1 suppose your patnr wangled it
while he was here,” remarked Bols-
over major. “Did yon {iell bim you
were going on the spree with that
Hi heliffe erowd B

tht Didn't you hear what Toddy
5:114'.'[”” asked the “Bounder mn:m::nli
“I'm poing down fo Devonshire."

“1 don’t think," grmnerl Skinner,

"My dear n::hap, that’'s why I've got
gpecial leave.”

“Changed your plans, since you
were rowing with Reddy in the stady
the other dav?” asked Johuny Bull
sarcastically.

“Oh, guite !

“Gammeon!” grunted Johnny.

The Remove fellows were in the
Rag before prep, and Smiths's strole
of good luck was an interesting topic
thore.

Bmithy had got his leave, but few

fellows believed that he was going
down to Devon. ‘That row in Study
No. 4, not long apo, had not heen

forgotten—neither ad the I'amous
Five forgotten the other row in Btudy
No. 1. Smithy had geined hiz point,
and was poing off with Pen & Co..
That waz the general opinion, which
was well founded.

“Bot how the dickens nre vou go-
ing to Ox it with your pater® onzked
Hazeldene curiously., “If he's asked

leave for you, he will expect you,
won't het®
“Ee, he, he!” from Billr Bunier.

:mﬂay gove the eachinnaiing fat
Owl o warning look, Fle had to trust
Bunter—in the peculiar l:-n"-eumsfnm-r-ﬂ
Bur he was uneasily awarve of ihe

L Oh, my hat!* *“ You saa,"-enntlnueﬁ Bunter, * these Smiths have tons of

length of Bunter's tongue. and ths
dificulty Bunier found in holding the
SRINE.

Bunter favoured hiun with
wink.

“All right, Smithy,” he said re-
a.sal.umg'h g & am’t geing to say any-
1;'1m!€Y Te heo, hel”

hat do vou know about it, fal-
head ?* asked Bob Cherry.

“U]‘a nothing ! He, he, Lie'™

"' going down to Deven, of
course,” sald the Bounder. “If an-
Lhodv doubts it he can ask Quelech
(ueleh knows.*

S The kuowfulness of the estecined
Quelch 18 probably not tervibic, my
esteened spoofing Smithy ¥ remarkedl
Hurree Jamsot Ram Singl.

Harry Wharton was l:}ﬂng
l-:{hplﬂ‘l.' at iha Dounder.

Tywice Smithy had tried to gain that
point by trickery, and had failed. Ivow
Lie had succeeded, and the captain of
tie Hemove could not belp suspecting
that there was some sort of trickery i
it, somwewhere. However, that TWas no
I.ms-?tmss of his, ithongh he had his owe
opinion of the Bounder's schemings awd
shivlllings, and he said nothing.

Emlt!n" was evidently tremendous!y
hueked, and few fellows were likkely to
Lr_'l!mc: that e was so bucked at the
}uc:spr:et of gelling down to Deven a
ow davs oarlier than would nov mally
have been the case, Something more
exhilarating than that was plainly 1
the Dounder's mind.

When the Remove went up to prep
Vernon-Smith  strolled  cheerily  into
Sudy No. 4, and sat down Lo smoke n
cigareiie there.  As he was leaving
on the morrew he had ne prep to do
that ov {"'IJ ng, and be sat thinking over
hi= plans fov the morvow, and grnnsing
theousl: the sinoke af the cigaretie.

(€ endinued en page 16}
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The grin ket his face when the study
door opened and o fat face and a large
pait of spectacle: looked in.
~ He gave Billy Buuter an unweleom-
tng glare.

“1 say, old chap—" began Bunter.

“Hetter not be spoited out in prep,
you fat ass!”.said Smiihr.

“Oh! You're rvight!” agreed Bunter

and he carc into the study and shut,

tho door aftey hinn  “Bafer wside the
stud y=—what

That certaiuly was not what Bmithy
tad meant. ¥e glanced round for a
missile

Billy Bunter blinked at him.

“Better not chuck that diel: at me,
Smithy ¥ he remarked calmly.

Vernon-Smith breathed hard. On
gecond thoughts he realised that he had
Leller wnol, and he dropped the
dictionaty.

“Cut!” he snapped,

“I've dropped in for & chat—"

“You fat idiot "

“Oh, realiv, Smithy—>"

“Will you get outl” s

“Nol” said Bunter cheerily. “I've
got something to say to vou first.
fou're going off to-morrow, Smithy.
I've got you early leave. He, he, hel
I say, I wonder what the Head wonld
say if he knew who phoned him "

unter chuckled.

Smithy did not chuckle. The bare
idea of Dr. Locke learning Low he had
been deluded cove him o cold feelin
down the bacle He gave the fat Ow
a deadly glare

“But it's all ﬂﬁht— * grinned Bunter.
“The Head's rather a sofr old duck!
I say, though, it gave me rather a jump
when he said Quelch was in the study!
Didn't it yout”

“0h, shut up 1”

“Well, to come to the point,” said
Dunter. “You've all fixed up for the
hols, Smithy, with extra leave thrown
in, He, he, hel I'm not. Fou'd
Lhardly believe i3 Smithy, but after
shilly-shallywg for days on end that
mllll::" ass Mauly has let me down, after
nll

“There's the door.”

“Of course. I wasn't very keen on
going with Mauly., but it leaves a fellow
at & loose end I explained Bunter. *1I
can’t go with Wharten and his gang
now their trip 15 washed ont”

“Is it washed outi”

“Eh? OL1”  Bonter started. Bob
Cherry's letter was still in his pocket,
and lie remembered that that spot of
information was konown only to him-
self, =o far. “Ohb1l [T didn"t know! I
don't know whether it's washed out or
not, Smithy ! How should I kpow#*

The Dounder's lip curled.

“Was it in that letter you pinched
ihiz morning 7" he ﬁnem‘ei

“Who pinched a letter I demanded
Bunter indignantly.  “I was takin
that letter to Bol, ns vou jolly wel
know., IF it pame openn by aceident
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that's not my fanlt, I suppose. People
ghould aj:iclf their -E::D"I..'E: ONeE izﬁ?ﬁy.
Begides, it never c¢ame open.”

“ Ol my hat 1™

“3f it had, I shouldn’t have read it,”
wont on Bunter, ™ Nothing inguisitive
about me, Lhope!l I never even leoked
at it, and I haven't the faintest idea
whether the trip's washed out or not.”

“*1 wonder why they sent you o
Greyfviarst™ remarked the Pounder
*Wasn't there a home for idiots avail-
ablei®

“0h, really, Smithe!l Dut I sav, as
I was saying, I've gob rather left, over
ihe hols, what with Mauly leiting me
down, and—and so on, 'Eltat’s why T
was thinking of coming along with you,
old chap.”

*What ¥V

The Bounder jumped.

“1 mean to say, I'm net going home
1 !l,le se  hols,” ex Iaineg Junier.
“They've got the decorators in at

Bunter Court, and the usual hig Easter
gathering 1s washed out H

“You fi) ithering idiot ¥

“I'm only making s suggestion, of
course,” said Bunier, blinking at lnm.
“1f you don't wonbt iy company vou've
only got to say so. ft
a bit of a leg-up—socially, I mean. You
can mwake out that you know me ot
school, That will do vou a bit of good
—what?®* _

Vernon-Smith'a grosp closed on the
digtiohary again, wslmost convulsively.
Dat he did oot hurl it

“That's where you come in—see?”
explained Bunter. “After all, that's
whg you new-rich fellows are sent to a
I'ublic school—to get to know fellows
of good family, and 0 on. Well, so
far as that goes, you can rely on ma 1o
back you up, if we go on the hola
together. Tell anybody wou like that
I'm your closest pal at school, and I'll
stand for it. I won't let you down,
Smithy,”

emithy did not speak. Perhaps he
was beyvond speech! But his look was
fearfully cxpressive.

Bunter, heedless of the danger
signals, rattled on cheerfully.

“Well, what about it, old fellow? 1
can’t come with you to-morrow—no

od asking me that. Quelch wouldn't
ct another fellow off. T mean the
Devonshire frip. I suppose you'll be
putting up at pretty good hotels, and
so oh, while yow're scurryving about
Devonshive ! 1 should expect that, of
coursal Ik will do you some good ito
have a really decent fellow with yvou—
I'ublic sehool man, who looks the part !
Dash it all, you can pass me off as &
}'nintiﬂn, if you like ! declared Bunter,
in o burst of generosity. “T don't
mind, Bo long as we don't meet any
nobby people 1 know, of convse! What
do you say, SmithyI”

Smithy did not say anything.

He hurled the Latin dictionary with
sudden but accurvaie aim.

Crash |

“Whoop !" voared Dunter,
Ianded on & podgy chest,

He 5taﬁg¢1*¢d, and collapscd, with &
butnp ! He sat and roared.

How long he would hove =at and
ronred cennot ba said. The Boundey
was coming acrosz the sindy ot him,
following up the dictionary. Tiwice his
Loot landed before Bunter could lift
his weight.

Then the fat Owl, yelling, scrvambled
for the deor.

Twice the DBounder’s feot landed
again a3 he tore the door open. Once
mare it crashed as Billy Bunter leaped
through the doorway.

A yell faded away down the Remove

Bs it

would give vou

passage.  DBilly Dunier faded away
also.  Vernon-Bmith Kieked the etudy
door shut,

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
How It Was Done !

B SAY, vou fellows—"
“ Prep " said Harry Wharlon,

“That beast—" .
“Trep!” spid Frank Nugeout,
“"Blow prepl! That ead—ow!l 1
believe he's after me! Oh erikey! 1
say, you fcllows, that beast Smithy——

Wow I

Billy Bunter rolled into Study No. 1
and shut the door. Ho stood gasping
and gurgling for breath, and wriggling
{ilq’lll'!fll",}'- mithy's boot had landed
IATFIL

“Prep i said Wharton and Nugent
together,

“Blow prep ™ snorted Bunter.

“What on earth's the row ¥ asled

Harry, staving at the gasping, gurgling
{ut] E}wi, “gﬂ\:‘:en 3 TE inﬁ*' g;uﬁl}:ff
el ®

“ Oy, really, Wharton——"

“Well, if you've got no prep to do,
we have ! said the captain of the
Remove. “Can’t you go and grunt in
your own study

“Heast! I say, you fellows, fancy
that beast kicking. a chap, after all I've
done for him | gasped Bunter. * He
jolly well wouldn’t have got his lcave
if 1 padn't helped him out. Now—ow
—npw—- Wow—ow "

“You helped him?” asked Nugent, in
astonishment. “How could you help
him, yon fat chump? His pater must

have worked it for Lim.”
“That's all i know!™ pgrunied
Bunter. *“I did the whols thing.

Nobody elsc could have done it I've
& joly good mind to go and let Queleh
krow—that would wash out his leave
fast enough, Ow!”
. Harry Wharton compressed his lips o
little. He already suspected that there
was (rickery of somo gort in that special
leave for SBmithy, Now he could sew
that Buntcy was mixed up in it sonw-
how, though he could not imagine how.
“Well, get out, fathead 1" he rapped.
“Don’t tell us anything about it |

“I'm not going to tell you I snorted
Bunter. “IH it got to Quelch I shonld
ger into a fearful row ! I wish I hadn't
done it now, Smithy being such an
ungrateinl beastl Owl  Kicking n
chap! Wowl I say, vou fellows, can
vou hear him coming 1%

“No, you blitherer 1

“Well, T'll wait here a bit. I den't
know why he got his rag out: he broke
out all of a sudden while we werc
having & chat about the holidays, You
know his rvoblen temper! Chucking o
dick at a chap, and then springing at
him like o tiger! Wow! Serve him
vight if 1 told Queleh! Only—only 1
suppose the IHead would be fearfully
";‘}'E.:i}".”

“Ring off |¥

“What do you fellows think 1 asked
Bunter, blinking at the studymates of
Study No. L “ Mind, I'm not going to
tell vou—too n.wfu!]r:.r dangeraus for
that—spﬂcrﬁng the Head sod that sori
of thing. It's safer not to say a woid
aboutk it, even to pals like you chaps.
Dut, putting a caso—only Eutting a
casn, you kl‘l-u:rw'—SprﬂSG a chap was a
wonderful ventriloguigpe—-="

“A what ¥

“A wonderfnl venivilogquist—not me,
vau know ; some other chap, as 'm only
pulting a caze,” sald DBunter astotely.
“And suppose he could imitate any-
body's voice, same as I did Quelel's the
gther «dav, whenr Smithy was vowing



with Redwing in the study. And sup-
pose——" ;

“Mind supposin
nsked Wharton.
prep te do here |

*Buppose,” continuned DBunier, un-
heeding—" suppose Bmithy asked that
chap to tea while his father was there
to pick up hiz throaty grunt, so that
he could imitate it—sec? Not me, you
know. I'm only putting a case, of
coursg——""

Wharton and Nugent gazed blankly
at the fat Owl,

“Well, suppose a fellow put on the
old Obadiah’s voice to oblige the young
Obadiah — see?” continued Bunter.
“* Suppose he phoned the Head, and the
Head thought it was the old Obadiah
:peaking, aszking leave for the young
Cbadiah——"

L] Eh ?;r

“What 1# ) .

“Afind, I'm only putting o case,” zaid
Bunter hastily, “If anyihing of the
kind happened, I know nothing about
it, of course—nothing at all. Bui sup-
pose, putting a case, that it did happen
what ‘do vou think Queleh would do 3
he heard of iti"

“You fat, foozling, frumptious Owl 1"
said Harry Wharton. “Is that how
Smithy wangled it §”

in your own study1”
We've got a spot of

“Oh, no!l I was only putling a—a
case. I told you I was only putting a
case,™

Harry Wharton drew a deep breath.

“"Bo Bmithy put you up to imltntms
his father's voice on the phone an
asking leave for him!” he said. ©
suppose you could do it——"

“Eh? Of course I could|
piel Not that I did, you
was only puthing a case.”™

Harry Wharton’s brow darkened.
Frank Nugent whistled. Thoy knew
now how the Bounder bad gob leave
for his trip with Pon & Co.

“1 say, you fellows, what do you
think I asked Bunter anxiously. * Sup-
posa Quelch got to hear of it—not that
it actually happened, you know, as I'm
merely putting a case. But suppose it
did happen, and supposa Quelch got to
hear of it, what do you fellows think
Queleh would do i

“Take most of your skin off, I think,
to begin with,” said Harry, *and most
of Bmithy’s after that !

“Well, I shouldn’t mind if Smithy
was whopped !” zaid Bunter. " DBut—
but—but. I don't want to be whopped

Easy as
know.

myself. I—I suppose Quelch would be
prmgjv waxy 1™ A
*“Mad as & hatter, T should thinle 1#

“Of course, I shan’t let Quelch know.
I'm no sneak! It might get out by
accident—met if I'm gowng to he
whopped, though! But if Quelch knew
he would jolly well slop Smithy’s extra
leave, wouldn't he?”

“Like a shot [”

“Well, 1 ain’t going to tell Quelch.
But I ain’t going to have dicks chucked
at me; and Smithy ain’t going to kick
ma, either ! MNot after all I've done for
him, you know! Kicking a chap after
I got him extra leave with my won-
derful ventriloquism! Jevver hear of
such an ungrateful beast? Talk about
ingratitude being a sharper child than
a serpent’s tooth I

“Oh, my hat ¥

“Well, whot would vou fellows do?”
asked Bunter, “I don't see letting him
ot by with that extra leave—not after
kicking me like that, you know! I did
tha whole thing for him, and now——
Wow ! I shan’t be able to sit down fo
prepl Ow!l If it didn't mean a whop-
ping I'd jolly well go to Quelch, and
say—— What are you going to do with
that Latin grammar, you beast 77

«ouk of the study!

EVERY SATURBAY

“Chuele 1 at you if yon don’t get
Hop if, you fat,
frumptious fraud ™

“(h; really, Wharton! I—1 say, sup-
pose that beast Bmithy is_locking for
me in the passage? Ile looked fear-
fully. fierce—absolutely ferocious! 1
don’t lknew why, but he Jdid! I say

“Ara you travelling 7

 Beast I
_\IBunmr reopened the door of Btudy
Aw. ]..

Harry Wharton was {aling aim with

the Latin dgr.-a,mmar. Frank Nugent
had picked up & Viegil—only too
cvidently with the same intention.

Billy Bunter gave a hurried blink ount
into the passage. The Bounder was not
te be seen—which was a relief, But
whether he was on the watch to renew
lostilitics, Bunter did net feel at all
sure. Hea hesitated to leave the shelter
of Study No, 1.

As he hesitated a Latin grammar
wiinzzed, and at the zame moment a
volume of Virgill

The prammar landed on the back of
Bunter's fat neck. Virgil canght him
on o fat ear.

There was a roar from Bunter that
walkia the echoes of the passage and the
landing. He tottered out of the study,

roaring.

“Yarooh! DBeasts!” roared Bunter.
He szpun round and glared back into
the study. “Yahl otters! I've a
jolly good mind to ecome in and wallop
youl! ¥ahl”

Harry Wharton picked up the inkpot.
“Stand steady [ he said, taking aim.
(14 BEEEt ‘I.:IJ .

Bunter jumped back and slammed the
door. The grammar and Virgil seemed
as much as he wanted, and he had.no
use for the inkpor.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER,

Bumps For The Bounder I

ERBERT VIERNON-SMITH
seowled.

His scowl was directed at

five fellows, who loocked in as

hiz study door was opened after prep.

Smithy had been putting some things
together in the study, reud}il for pack-
ing in the morning. But he was mno
longer locking so bucked as before;
thers was an uneasy cloud on his rather
bard face. ]

He did not regreb hia dealings with
Bunter, but he was guite aware that
1t might have disagreeable resulta.

The fat Ow! had been intensely
cxusg&rgting. Bunter had only to talk,
and Smithy's game was up. A flogging,
at the very least, for such a dis
respectful trick, and, worse than that,
the cancellation of his cxtra leave.
And booting him out of the study was
really not the way lo keep him from
chattering.

That he had, in faet, been chatiering,
the Bounder saw at once when Harry
Wharton & Co. stepped into his study.
The expressions on their faces were
enough for him, and s own grew
dark.

“Want anything ¥ he snarled.

"A word or two with you, Smithy,”
said the captain of the Remove quietly.

“If it's a sermon, keep it packed upt”
sneered the Bounder., “I pet enough
in that line from Redwing!”

“It won't do, Bmithy [*

“What won’t do, you ifcoli"” _

“There’s a limit] ¥You can’t do this
sort of thing 1* said Harry. “1 suppose
?ﬂ:}u can guess that DBunter has been
sabbling since you kicked him out of

the study. I don’t know how many

W

fellows he's told se far, but you ecan

bet that pleoty of fsllows will bear;
you know Bunter.” "
“I'm not interested in Bunter’s

babhle!l Go and tell some other fellow
in some other study ¥
“ Look hera—" bawled Johnny Bull.
‘““And teke Bull along with.you to do
his shouting somewhere clze! T've no
ugse for any of you [

“You'véd played g rotten trick on the
Head ¥ said Harry, unheeding. I
thought thers was some trick in 1t; now
I know [ You've made use of that utter
fathead | Bunter hasn’t sense enough
to know better, but you havel You're
treating your own father with rotten
disrespect in doing this, making use of
his name——"

The Bounder’'s eyes blazed.

“Stop at that if you don’t want &
fist onn your jaw to stop youl” he said,
hetween his teeth. “That’s no concern
of yours!”

Harry Wharton's words gave Vernon-
Smith, a very unﬂﬂmfﬂﬂaﬁlﬁ jolt. In
point of fact, S8mithy had & genuine
affection for his father, and meant, at
least, to bo a respectful and dutiful son.
As so often happened, his chstinate and
arrogant temper had hurried him over
the limit; but he did not want to
realise it. He had to realise it when
it was put into plain English; but the
effect was to rouse his bitterest resent-
ment, ) i

“Divty trick I said Johnny Bull

“It’s a bit too rotten, Smithy!” said
Bolb Cherry., “Think it over again, old
fellow, and wash it cut.”

“The wash-outfulnes
caper, my esteemed ithy 1" urged
Hurree Jamset Rem 8Singh. “The
goodfulness is not enough,”

“Just a word of friendly  advice
hefore you put your feot right into it,
Braithy,” said Frank Nugent amicably.
¢ The Bounder sgowled from face to

ace.

“Is that the lot ! he snarled.

“That's about the lot." smd Harr_?.
“It won't do, Bmithy—if you weren't
such an obstinate and pigheaded ass
you'd sea it—it’s not the. sort of thing
that can be done.”

“It’s done !” sneered Smithy. “ Yon
seermn to have screwed it out of Bunter,
50 you know.”

“It can be undone,” said Harry
quietly. ]
| 1w'chrn-l::nn-Em.ﬂh burst inio ao angry
aungh,

“You'd like me to walk in to the
Head’s study and tell him I've spoofed
him and pulled hizs leg 1" he jeered.

is the proper

“Likelyl 1 want to get away to-
morrow. Think that would seo meoe
clear 19

“T want vou to chuck it, Smithy.”

“Are you poing to sneak fo the
Head ' asked the Bounder in his most
uu%leasant and sardonio tone.

Wharton compressed his lips.

“I don't know whether Bunter could
have kept it dark,” he said. *He's a
tattling }I]ﬂu!, as you-know. DBut kicking
him out of your study won't keep his
mouth shut! Half the Remove will
know by dorm.”

“No sneaks in the Farm if they de.”

“A word for a prefect to hear would
be enough! You must be mad to run
such a risk—with a fool like Bunter in
the secret.”

“I had no choice about that 1"

“You had the choice about playing
such & rotten trick at all. Dut i yon
ara mad enough to take such risks
that’s your own affair. That's not the
chief point. You've done a thing that
can't be done—no decent fellow ever
japes the Head; and this iz more than
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a jape—it’'s a rotten ﬂecﬂ]rtiun, and yon
know as well as I can tell rou that no
decent follow would do 18

" What's-tho good of telling me what
I lknow, thent"

“I'm trying to Em-sua.q]e you to do
tho decent thing. Wash the whele thin
it and stay on till the end of the term

¢ overybody else. Who the dickens
are  you to have extra  leave?”
enapped Wharton,  “Just wash it out
and have dono with it—and I know
jolly well that later on yowll be glad
you id.”

*Advico
Dounder.

“Do think & minute, Smithy,” urged
Dol Cherry. “ Bunter's not a sneak and
ho won't to Quelch, but he's just the
sort of idwot to gabble eomething where
8 pre can hear him, fo geb even with
you for booting hird as you did.”

The Bounder shut his tecth hard. He
dicd not need Boly Cherry to tell him
ihat—it had been weighing on his mind
since he Liad eooled down after booting
Bunter.

“I shall have to Lkeep Bunter guict
somchow,” he sneered. “I can fix it
with the fat foeol. Xle will do anything
for & pot of jam 1™

“Then vor mean to carry asked
Harry.

“Don't I generallt carry on when
I've made up my mind to o thing?
You can preach till you're black in the
face, but it won't make any difference.™

Wharton drew o dEEP breath,

“It's & rotten trick 1™ he said.

“Thanks for vour opinion.”

“*You know you ought to chuek 1t.”

“That's the second time you're told

me what I know! T hate to point it
out, but you're beginnin® to bere me !

“Well, that's sll we've got to sap,”
eald Harey. “But if you won't do the
decent thing, Vernon-Smith, you're
going to be jolly well bumped. Wao
can't give you eway, but we ean make
it elear what we think of a fcllow whoe

oes over the limit fo that exlent.

ollar him 1

The Bounder's clenched hands flew
up.

“*Hands off, ron rotters, or—="=

He had no ¢time fo finich and ne
chanco of hitting. The grasp of the
Famous Five swopt him off his fect,
and ho whirled digzily in the air.

“Will you chuck it, S8mithy? Last
time of asking "

“Nol" ralled the Bounder.

“Bump him ™

There was & handsome, expensive
sarpet in the Bounder's study. It was
very nice to walk on. It was nob so
nice to bump on—as Smithy now Jis
covered. He bumped on it hard !

He bumped and yelled.

“Olweking it now, Smithy 1Y

“You cheeky rotters—"

Bum%I

The Bounder struggled and yelled.

Bump1

“1 say, you fellows.” Billy Bunter
IMinked into the study. “I say—-—
He, he, hel Bump the cad1”

Bump 1

*“He, be, he! I say, bold him while
I boot him! Don’t let him get looso-—
that's important! Just hold him while
I— Yaroooooh! Wharrer you kick-
mﬁ moe for, Bob Cherry, you benst #*

anter ciepa.rt,ed without waiting for
an answer to that question. Bob's foot
was nsm’g again.

i}

o
li

gratis®  sneered  ihe

-k

an i

T
“You cads—rotters—— Ow 1" velled
thﬂ Bnm:dar.
ump
*Ocooh 1
Vernon-Smith, panting end gasping,
iat. on hia expensive carpet, and the
Tue Micyer Lmeiry.—No, 1,626,
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Famous Five wallked out of the study
atd deft him sitting there, gurgling, for
breath snd in the savagest temper ever,

They conld not step Bmithy and ther
had to let him carry on; but they had
at least made it clear to him what they
thought of his schemes—painiuily clear.
And tliey left it at that,

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER,
Smithy Comes Round !

£t AIL ™
Billy Bunter made that
elegant remark after break-

: fast the following morming.

IHe addeessed it te Herbert Vernon-
Hanith.

Smithy was walking in the quad, with
his hands in his pockels and & deep line
of thovght on his brow.

When the bell rang the rest of the
Remove were going in to Form—not
the Bounder. The Bounder was going
to pack and catch & morning train,

All his plans were lawd, and it only
remained to eavey them out.  Pot—
there was a'troublesome " bat.”?

A dozen RBemove fellows by that fime
Loew all that Dunter could tell; bLut
that did not worry the Bounder. No
man in the Remove would give him
away to the beaks. But Buntor worried
him a whole lot. e had put Bunier's
fat back up, and Bunter had to be
placated sowechow and induced to be
tiseroet, ‘That was easy enoungh i1l he
would have allowed the fat Owl to hool
on for the Devonshire holiday.

Bunter's frowna would have Ubeen
voplaced Ly  oxpansive grins  then.
Mauly had, ss he expressed it, let him
down; Harey Wharton & Co., as Bunier
knew, had nothing on for the hols;
other fellows, as usual, failed to realizo
that Dunter was the man fto make a
holiday a real success. It looked like
Bunter Court for Bunter—and a chance
of joining the millionaire's party in
Devon 1.1.'4':_ru]d have come like o windfall,
But Smithy had not the slightest
intention of that! He did not want
Bunter for the hols: in fact, he objected
to him strongly. That was that!

Bome other way had te be found.
And a sardonic grin that dawned on
Hmithy’s face hinted that he had
thougiit of another way.

Bunter, blinking at him :thrnu I his
big spectacles, noted that grin, and took
cogmsance of it with the clegant mono-
s:.'ﬁahlﬂ “Yah!”

Smithy looked round at him.

The fat Owl backed a little away. He
was wary | He waes still feeling o few
twinges from Smithy’s boot, and he did
not want any mora,

“¥ah!" repeated Bunter, watchful
and ready fo dedge. “Yah! You're
jolly well elearing off while we're going
i fo claral All right " Billy Bunter
curled o fat lip into & fat sneer. *All
vightl I’erhaps you won't get awar
with it as casyv as vou think{ DPerhaps
vou'll be stopped!l Perhaps you'll be
fetched back! Yah!”

“I want to speak to you before class,
Bunter—"

“You can pack it up!® retorted
Bunter. I don’t want to have any-
thing to say to you, Vernon-Smith!
Your're & bit too unserupulons for me !
I woider what Quelch would {think if
he heard it

“8Bhut up ! hissed the Bounder.

“Ehan't IV retorted Banter. **1 fancy
vou won't pet smway with this rotten
trick. Some fellows have a conscience,
I lot you rush me inte it yestorday;
but Fve t & conscience, if yon
When o fellow's got some-
thing on his eonscience, the best thing
he can do is £o own up »

The Bownder breathed hard.

“You wouldn't look at it like {hat
I dave say,” satd Bunter contemplu
ously,  “DBut that's how I look at it
I can’t keep a thing like this on mp
conscience. . Ne decent chap could.
Muking a fool of the headmastep—-"

S Quiet [ breathed Smithy. “There's
Wingate—"

“1 don'’t care!l If Wingate hears
anything by accident it's not my faule!
Bestdes, I'm thinking of asking Win-
guate his advice about what I ought to
do. When a fellow has something ou
his conscience he has o right to azk
prefect’s advice.”

* About the hols, Buntep—*

“Eh ?*

'f" You—you asked me in the study
H et

Billy Bunter blinked at him  and
grinned. Billy Bunter had wondered
whether the Boundey's uaneasy  arnd
alarmed frame of mind would make
him come round. Appavently it had.

But if the Bounder, after all his
tantrums, was prepaved to eat humble
pie, Bunter was the fellow to give hun
a hearty meal of it

“Who asked vou?" said Dunter
coolly and disdainfully. “I never asked
you_anyihing, that I know of.”

"You fat idiot—""

“Don’t say I asked you anything 1”
sand Bunfer, “I offered to come with
y¥ou for thie hols, naturally, thinking
that youw'd liko a decent chap to show
off as o friend. You're fond of swank.
ing. Well, 1 was ready to play up and
Iet you swank sbout it. And how did
you repay my kindness §

Smithy scemed on the point of
choking,

“Not that I'm the fellow to owo &
gnh:lge,,” went on Bunter. * When e
chap’s pally, I'm rceady to be pally.
DBut I''n not sure J ecould como now,
Bmithyr. My pal D'Avey, at 8t. Jim's,
has writtcn me a rather urgent lotter;
he's rather keen to sec me at Eastwood
Iouse for Easter - They're the real
thing there; a bit different from yout
Bank Holiday lot.”

Smithy hardly knew how he re-
frained from grabbing the fat Owl and
banging his head on the nearest ehn.

But he had to, and he did.

“8ull, if vou're keen on 1, I'!1 con-
stder if,"” went on Bunter. “Mind, no
rot about it! Say out plain wheiher
vou want me or not.  If you don't, I'm
not the chap to barge in, 1 hope. Ii
you do, say eo, and 'l see whether 1
can manage it. I can’t say fairer than
that.”

If Ilerbert Vernon-Smith had had
any scruples about pulling the fat Owl's
ler Bunter wonld have banished them.

*Well, look here, Bunter, I'd be jollv
glad if you'd accept my invitation,” he

gaich. I mean that—every word of
it
Buntor condescended to become

gracions !

“Well, if you put it like that, old
chap, it’'s a go,” he said. " After all,
vou can't help your manners; you new-
vich fellows are all much of a much-
ness, and a fellow shouldn’t expect too
mucl of you in the way of manners.'”

“It's 8 go, then?” asked Vernon.
Smith, manfully suppressing  his
feclings.

“T'1l sce yon ’rhmugh; old chap,*” eaid
Bunter roassuringly., “and, as I said
last night, 'm a man of my word, I
hope. If you like to pass mo off as &
relation at hotels and places te make
out {hat you've got rome decent con-
neetions, 1'll play wup.” .

Really Bunler was hnggm_q for it

“Ji's settlod, then,” eaid WVernon.
dmith, “Now I'll tell you how iz
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* But I say—yaroooooh ! ** roared Bunter, as the dictionary whizzed. *° Buiz off, bloater!* hooted Harry Wharton.
“ If you don't want your telegram, all right !

all right ! ** gasped the fat Removite,

standsz. 1 shan't be here, of course, on
breaking-up day: you’ll have to come
down to Devenshire on your gwn—="

“That’'s all right,” agreed Bunter.
“But, I say, when I ask a fellow home
I .E%EI]N‘&“F‘ stand him a ear.”

“You fat freal——"

“What 1 ]

“J—1 mean, al! right I’ said Vernon.
Smith hastily. ,

“1 could phone home for the paler’s
Rolls,” rematked Bunter. *“Buk you
see, there's rather a run on the cars at
Bunter Court with the crowd we have
there at Easter, After all, Tu:mr pater
lets you run a bill at Courtfield Garage,
and you can order a car if you like.
What about it 1" _ 1

“T’1 fix that all right. And—"

The ring of ihe school bell inter-
rupted Vernon-Smith,

“That beastly bell 17 grunted Bunter
“1 shall hava to eut in. I say—*

“1 ghall sce you in break. I'm not
leavin' before twelve.”

“0h, all right!”

“ And mind-not a word I

Bunter favoured the anxious Bounder
with a fat wink. ; ; .

“Rely on me,” he said. “Not a jolly
old syllable., If a chap treats me as a
pal, I can treat him as & pal. T'll sce
you in brealk, Swmithy, and we'll hix it
up all right; I'il see you through the
hols, old chap, and you can introduce
me anywhere you like as your pal ab
school, After ail, we're not likely to
meet anybody I know."

And with that the fat Owl rolled off
to the House to join_the rest of the
Remove going to the Form-room, only
the grim necessity of self-restraint on
Smithy's part saving him from a thud-
ding boot as he went,

In Form that merning Billy Bunter
had a cheery, grinning face. At long,
long last he was bogked for Easter; he
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don*t want it1*

was fixed up for the hole, and all was
calim and bright. At least, Bonier had
no doubt that it was.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Bright Outlook For Bunter !

i BOUT Easter, you fcllows—-"
at H“lp 1”'

1 mean to gaye——’

* Rescue I )

“You silly chumps!® roaved Dally

Bunler, while the other fellows in the

Rag yelled.
it ihe fat Owl

After class that r].tg 1
rolled into the Rag and blinked round

for Harry Wharton & Co.

He gave them a glare through his
big spectaclos aa the five wnth one
accord called for help and rescuc at
the mention of Easter,

“I mean to say—" howled Bunier,
“ Ahout Easter—"

“ Merey 1 ;

“Ha, ha, ha'!™ yelled the fellows
ihe Rag.

“You—you—you =flly asees! T was
ouly going to mention rhat I'm fixed
up for Baster " gasped Bunter. “ Can’t
vou let a chap speak ¥

“Oh, poor old Mauly I*' sighed Bob
Cherry.

“The poorfulness of the cztecmed old
Mauly 13 terrific!” gvinned llurree
Jamset Ram Singh. .

“T'm not going with {hat silly fat-
head Maunly— .

“Thanks ! came a gentle drawl irom
an armchair,

*“Ha, ha, ha!l” -

Billy Bunter blinked round ab his
lordship in the armchair. :

“Yeour own fault, Mauly !” he said,
with & sniff.

*

“1 mean, if you can’'t make up your
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LT 'Dh,
I'll take it back to Quelch and say you

mind one way or the other you can't
cxpect to keep a fellow haniging about.
I shan't be seeing you these hols.
You've only got youraelf to thank [”

“0Oh gad]” murmured Mauleverer,
And hia lordship sank back in the arm-
chair, apparvently overcome,

Bunter grunted and turncd back {o
the Famous Five.

They smiled at him cheerily. 1f
Bunter was hxed up for Easter, ihey
woers willing to give him his head, as
it were, 1t was only in his uofixed state
that Buntcer was obnoxious.

“Who's the happy victime, old fat
man #* azked Bob amicably. .

“h, really, Cherry! I've decided to
accept Smithy's inwitation,’” explained
Bunter. *“ He was so jolly pressing that
a fellow could hardly get out of it
really. 1 shall be down in Devonshire
these hols.” P :

“Emithy I” repeated Nugent, staring.

Ag Eun{er hag fled into Study No. 1
from Smithy’s boot during prep the
previous evening this was rather sor
prising, It seemed that oil had been
poured on the troubled waters,

Herbert Vernon-8mith was gone. A
oar from Courtfield Garage had carried
him off to the station while the Bemove
were in third school that morning. He
was gone, &0 far as his Form-master
and headmaster knew, to join his father
in Devonshire. Form-master and head-
master did not know what most of the
Remove could have told them.

1Ie had not said a weoerd to the
IFamous Five before he went.  The
wrre not included i1n Bmithy's good-
lves. Apparently the Bounder was still
fooling sore over that bumping in Study
™o. 4. If that was the case, he was
weleome to feel sorc as long ag he liked
—ilwx Co. did not regret that bumping,

But it scemed that he had eaid some-
thing to Bunter—from what tha fat Owl
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now slated. Indeed, some fellows had
seen Ahem an confabulation during the
break, and Bumler had been looking
guiic bucked ever since.,

“I've consented to go!” explaincd the
fat Owl. “Smithy made =nch o point
of it, you know,”

“1 can see bim doing 10!V
Nugent.

“Jolly gpood-natured of him to let von
slick on for tho hels,” said Bob. “'the
oldd Dounder i=n't really & bad old sort.
[liz bavl's worse than lLis bite™

“Well, 18 will be s bit of & legup
For Lim '™ said Bunter, * You see, the
olil Obadialh and the young Obediab
will be yuuning about all over Devon-
shire ol Cornwall in Old Smith's
whacking big ear—puliing up at expen-
sive hoivk and all that,  Natarally,
Smithy will like to have a decent chap
it the paviy to show off.”

TOh eakey 7

“Alnlkes o good  unpression on
managers and wairers, anc all ti‘:‘nlrj."'
esplained Bunter., * Lools as if he's in
a good] =oi at school, you see™

“ ek you 1ol Bmithe thalt’ gasped
ITarry Wharton.

SPE? Yes! I oteld him 1d play up !
I'imn poing to, too! I Le stands the
holidayv, whe shonldn’t T let Lim show
oft u=z a fellow wlo hnows fellosvs lile
me at schaolt Oue good tura déserves
aniod ey,

00, my hat!™ :

P hat’s where Smithy comes 1317 ox-
plained  Bunter.  “VYou sce, these
smithi have tons of money, but no dis-
{ingtion. That's where a fellow like me
coraes in nseinl to people of that sork”

“lan me ! murmured Bob Cherry,

“It will be o pretty good trip,"” went
ot Bunier, while the Famouns Iive nnd
a dozen other fellows gazed st him.
“These Hmith people do things in style
—aecording to their lights, you know.
01 Smith splashes money about like
water. TFverything of the best.  he
giub will be all right.” .

“And if the grub's oll right, every-
ihing's all right, what?" asked DBob.

“Fraotly! ' going down by car,”
eontinued Bunter. “Smithy's fized that
up with that man Powser, at Courtfield
Ciarape.”

“Premendous long trip in o cav!”
wni] Bob, “My hat| There will bo
some bill for somebody to pay Powser,”

“Well, they've got moncy,” eaid
Dunter contemptuously. “They've got
nothing else, but ther've got money.
SBmithy's given me a letter to the butler
at the costle——"

“The which? :

“The castle! Blackrock Castle ! eaid
Dunter. “That's where we've slayimg
first. DBlackrock Castle, on Blackrock
Island, off the coast.”

“Smithy told us about lus pater buy-
inge an iedanl,™ zaid Bob., *Is that the
jolly old island ™

“That’'a 1] O the coast of Devon-
shive,” =said Bunter., * As Smithy and
ftis paler may not be there when I
arrive, bhe's given me a letter to the
ster—and, of course, made all the
arvaneernenis for tho trip.  Powser will
take e down in the car, when we
break up, and pet 8 boat to take e
across to tho island, at Potkelly—that's
thwe place on the coast opposile the
islaned,  But what I was going to say is
thiz—T can take a few friends with me,
if T hie—=I ashed Smethy, and e sand
O

by Cherry elmeliled.

“1f all that's officie]l, olcd fal maon,
vou'll fiud plenty of friends to join up!
Lots 1™

““he lotfulness will be terrific.”
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THE MAGNET

“Well, I was thinking of asking yon
fellows 1"  said Dunter, klinking at
them., “What about it ¥

“( crumbs 1Y

The Famous Five just stared ot
Bunter. Considering how  they had
geected every refercnen to Daster from
the fat Owl, this was ubncxpected.
Realle, the fat Owl seemed to Lo heap-
inr coals of firve on their heads!

“1 rean to sav, Bmithy means well,
but I ean't say I like lLis company a
lol,” =aid DBunter. “A fellow prefers
te Lave his own pals wiih him oo o
holidav.,  All expenses paid, von know—
cacepling, of conrse, little things bhere
anal here—T mean, wo shall wantk luneh
on e way down, and so on—von know
how litile  expenses crop up on 4
holulax.”

SOh

The Famous Five vealized that ot
was ot poals of fire, aftey all,  Bally
Durder, ii seemed, had somechow hooked
an 1o the Vernon-Smith parvky for the
liol=,  But he could not Iimptr io turn
Sneithy tnlo lis banker!  Sormcbody
el wos necded for that!

“Well, what aboub 167" azked Dunter,

‘:‘Hmhinf; about it, old fat bean™
=aid Harry Wharton, Ineghing.  “You
eon, we're booked for the hels. Thauks

all the same.”

e, he, he!™

“What are vou caclkling at, youn fat
ass ™ asloed Harey.

“0DOh, nothnpg!  DBut sappose 1t fell
thmllgzh 1 gneoposted Bunter.

“It won't, fathead!” said Bob
Clieryy, "I should have heard from my
pater if anything-—1»"

“"He, he, hol”

“What ia that [at ebwamp porpling
about ¥ asked Johnny Bull, staring st
the cachinnoting fot Owl " Nothing's
{urned up, has i, Bob i

“Not that I Lknow of.”

“Ile, hie, ha!l I sawy, rvou fellows,
things o fall through sometimesi”
purgled Bonter. “1 say, if youn get let
dovwn, gt the last manute, what about
joinine up with me for a irip to
Smithy's Deovonsbhire island

Flarry Wharton langhed.

“We shan't pet lot down, fathead:
and  if  anytiong  Jdid  bappen,  we
showtldn’t be likely to land ourselves on
Sunithy ! We lLaven't spoken {o lhim
since wo were bumping lim  in his
study last night.”

“He's given moe a free hand to ask
fellows 1" urped Bonter., “'The fact 15
I mentioned you chaps speeially, and
ho saud all rmght, if you'd like to come.”

“Well, that was jollv decent of
Spathy, i the eires!™ said Bob, “1
thonght he'd gone off feoling sove.”

“Ho Lo did 1" grunted Johnny Bull.
“Like a bear with a sore head 1

“That doesn't sound like it!™ saud
thie ¢heery Bob. *Bmithy ain't o bad
chap!  More good than bad in old
Sroarliv.”

“Well, will you come ™ asked Bunier.
“T veally want you chaps! I'mm nol
thinking of borrowing money of you,
on the bols, or anytlung of that kind.
san know ! I just want your compaty.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“DBlessed if I can sco  anvilung o
cacklo at ! Yes or no?” hooicd Donter.

“MNo, thanks " said the Famons Five
tozellier, lougliing,

“Yah ! was Bunter's rejeinder.

But the fat Owl was grinping, s he
rolled ont of the Rag. e rather
fancied that the chums of thoe Kemove
miglht take a different view when they

learned what was to bo learned from
ithe letter that still reposed in his
pocket |

S0 far. however, the Famouszs I'ive

were in happy ignorance of the faect
that their Easter arrangements had
been washed ont; and certainly, in sny
case, they would not have dycamed of
joinieg the Vernon-Smith party on an
mvilation  proceeding  solely  from
Willinm Geovge Bunter—especially con-
sidering 1he terms on which they haod
paried with Sanithy !

Ivot for o moment did they suppeosa
ihat they wonld ever szee DBlackrock
Island, off the Devon coast in the
Atlantie surf.

As o novelizt would s=av. they liitle
hpow !

e —

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Corn In Egypt!

OF CHERTY trampedd 1ulo By
B Mo, 1 oun the last doy  befove
Lreal-up, with o leiter olulcliod
in Lz Land, and wuusual wrenth

i D= flushed face.

“You feilows——" Lo gasped.

Fonr fellows stared al hon.

“YWhat en earth™s up ¥ aslied {larvey
Wiarton, sinvHed.

“We're dished.

“What the thunp— ="
~ugeunt. )

“Look at that letter! roared Bolu
“I'vo just picked it up in my study.
Bomebode mwust have chucked it there
for me—the worm who pinched it and
opened 1t, I suppese! Leolt at yf—
dated nearly a week ago! Look!™

In uniter amazenfent, the jutiors
locked at the letter. It was the letter
from Major Cherry, which Smithy had
handed down to Billy Bunter one morn-
ing in break, and which had failed to
reaclht Bab,

Farez buecamne
perused if.

Bob Cherry slood glaring, in & stote
of furr that was alnost breatnless.

YWho had had that lefler, ho did nol
kirrow., Somebody, 14 scomed fo him.
must have opened it by mistalke—and
that somebody, instead of handing it
over to him and explaining, had Lept
it in Lis poeket; its prabbye, crumpled
state showed that it had been long in
a pocket,

“Think of it! gasped Beb. "“The
wiale thing wasocd oul-—and we never
knew., I'm awinlly sorry, yon chaps—
vou see I caw't help if, and the pater
can't help it—bot be gave us pleniys of
tfime to {ix up someihing else, if T'd got
the letter—and T onght io Lave ¥

“You've only just scew IRYY ashed
Hasrry.,

*1 fonmd il on my study foble—punt
theve for me, of ecourse.  Hlaven't the
fairdest wden who did 11,7

“YEomwe rotler——" growled Johnny
Full.

"Well, T suppose ilie witer fool must
have opened 1t by mustake and dudn's
like to say =o'" said Bob, calming a
Litile. “I suppose the silly idiet kept
it 1n his pocket, not knowing what to
o wilh 1t, the howlimg ass! I shounldn'
Lave minded if he'd handed i over at
once.  Bat-——"

“Thoe BWithering idiol onghl
Licked 1™

“1'd boot him all round Greviriars,
if I Lkoew who he was ! growled Bl
ot that it would do any good now,
I suppose 1 ocoght to be glad that he
had sense conough lo let me have 11 ad
tne last minute”

“Thank gondoess he did, anyhow
said Harvey Wharion, with s whisile.
s prpefty seb of asses we should have
logked——"

“I'm friciifully sorve, old chaps!
Yon see what the pater says—-—-"

neloed Tranls

very  prave as ey
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“Can’t be helped, old bean! It
would have been all right if we had
heard eavlier! But, by gum, this does
let us down wallop B ‘

“The wallopfulness is terrific 1™

EBol's faco was crimmson with anger
and discomfort. Right vp to that
moment the Co. had had no doubts
about the Easzter trip with Bob's {ather
—they had had no cause for doubt.

And all the time it had been washed
out; and Major Cherry, long ago, was
at a traiming camp, busy with r-u:urmi{:‘«i
and  supposing that they knew al
about it, and had arranged something
elee—as they could casily have done,
had they known.

Five fellows were feeling a keen
desire to kick the unknown fathead whe
had opened that letter by mistake and

hadn't had sense enough 1o hand it
over to the owner immediately and
explain,

fortunately for Billy Bunter, they
took that for pgranted; it secmed
the likeliest explanation of what had
happenad. '

Certainly no suspicion crossed their
minds that that letter had been kept
back by an astute and unserupulouns fat
Owl  for astute and uwnscrupulous
reasons of his own.

“Well, we'vre done!” zaid Bob dis-
mally. “The whola thing washed out—
and we break up here in the morning !
Jevver hear of such & sell 7

There was rather a dismal silence in
the study.

It was broken by n fat voice squeak-
ing from the passage:

‘I say, you fcllows——"

“Get out, Bunter!”
Fameous Five in chorus.

They had, at such a moment. ro
paticnee for Bunier! The fat Owl,
always superflucus, had never been =o
superfluous as at that moment of dis-
may and disaster.

“(h, really, yvou [ejlows——"

“Buzz off, before I buze ilis dick '™
voared Johnny Buoll, grabbiug ap a
Latin dictionary from the table,

“Oh, really, Bull—"

roaril  the

“"Roll away, [athead!’ snapped
Havry Whartan. : '
“But I :ay Yavoooh 1 reoared

Bunter, az the dictionary winzzed.

ITe sat down in the doorway, roarving,

“Owl Beastl Wowl!l Ow!”

“Get out! reared Johnny.

“Beast |” Bunter tollered up, his [at
fare red with wrath. “Rotter! 1
that's the way you treab o pal, I can
jnl]ia wall say—— Yow-ow-ow "

*Buzz off, bloater 1" hooted the cap-
tain_of the Remove.

“Oh, all right 1" gasped Bunter, “If
you don’t want %uur telegram, all
right! Tl take it back to Queleh and
say you den't want it! Like his cheek
E? f&ll me to bring it up, anvhow!

"|‘l" 13

“A telegram " exclaimed Harry.

“Yes—— Ow! Beast! Ow! Yah!”

“0Oh 1" murmured Johnny Bull, Ha
realised that he had been rather hasty
with that dictionary.

“Hand it over, fathead !” said Harry.

“Bhan't! I'll jolly well take it baclk
ta Quelch now, and zay Lepzo my
collar, you beast! lIleve it 13, wyou
awabh | Ow!™

Billy Bunter rolled away, in a siate
of wrath and indignation natural in the
cireumstances, and IIarvy  Wharton
cpened the telegram.

Certainly, he had not been expecting
a telegram, and he was surprized 10
receive one. Mo was stiil moke sur-
prised when hie looked at it.

*“Oh, my only summer hat!” he
eiaculated, “This is from Smithy !

“Bmithy 1Y

EVERY SATURDAY

" Look P’

The juniors all locked together It
was from the Bounder, and a very suy-
prising message:

“Harery Wharten, Greyfriars School.

f you and your friends change your

minds, I should be more than glad if
vou would come slonz with Bunter.
“ VERxoN-SMiTR.”

The I'amous Five looked at that iele-
gram. They looked at cne another.

Bob Cherry whistled.

“Looks as if Smithy’s got over his
tantrums 1 he said. " I =ay, that's jolly
decent, considering that the last thing
we did before he ﬁefl: waz to humy him
on s study carpet.”

“Ha jﬂ“);' well deserved it
more ! orunted Johnny Bull.

“Well, yes, but this is jolly decent,
all the same.™

“The decentfulness is terrifie.”

Ilarvy Wharton stood silent. Ie was
more than surprised.

The DBounder had rather a long
memory for offences, as a rule. Hea had
been hitterly exaspervated and bitterly
vesentful of the opinion they had ex-
pressed of his trickery, and the bump-
g that had followed. They had last
seen lum with a scowl on hiz face, and
he had gone without a word to them.
If he had, so soon, recovercd from that
bitterly disgruntled state, it was rather
unlike ihe Bounder. Smithy was a fel-
low to get his own back, with a little
over, before he pot to a forgiving mood |

“By gum!” Bob's face brightened,
“Ii Bmithy ain’t going to nurse a
grudge, we're not!  And the fact 1a
the old Bounder couldn’t have weighed
in at a more usefunl time. Thiz comes
lilke corn in Ezypt in the jolly old lean
vears™

“It  does,”
[ Bl_l 1¥

“Bnt what " asked Bab.

“{h, nothing |

Vaguely at the back of Wharton's
mind was 2 doubié. Butb he could not
define it, and be was a hitle ashamed
of it. After all, what could be plainer
than that message ¥ It meant—it could
only mean—that Smithy had got over
his tantrums and wanied to wash out
the row and see them in the holidays!
What elze could it mean?

*We'll jaw it over a it before we
decide I said Bob., “But it would be a
bit ungracious to refuze when Bmithy’s
put his pride in his pocket and mada
the first advanees. Ile does a lot of
things wo don't like—but 1 don't ecc
siving him offence for nothing.”

“That's g0 1" zaid Frank Nugent, with
a nod,

There was rather a long diseussion
in Stuedy No. 1. With ail arrange-
menis for the holidays knocked com-
pletely oub almost at the last minute,
there was no doubt that ihe Bounder's
telegram scolved a difficolt problem.
And all the more because they had
parted with Smithy on hostile terins,
the Co. were disposed to accept the
olive branch held out by the Bounder,

And Harry Wharton, diznnssing a
lingering, doubtiul uvncasiness from his
mind, agreed with his comrades—and o
it iwas settled.

and

zaid  Ilarry  clowly.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAFTER.
00 For Easter!

ILLY BUNTER grumied.
Bunter was not pleased.
Tha sunshine of the hrigld
April morning was not reflected
in the countenance of Willlam George
Bunier.

21

Certainly, Bunter was glad that ihe
Famous TFive were coming on that
Devoitshire tnp !

Whether the egregions fat Owl really
fancied that Bmithy wanted to show
hiri- off as a creditable school pal or
not, he did not expect to hnd the
Bounder particularly agreeable ecom-
pany.  Neither did ‘he expect Smithy
1o cxnde anything in the nature of
sinall loans. He knew Bmithy too well
to expect cither from him.

JPBunter was a gregarious animal; he
liked company. And he liked company
more  agreeable than the arvogant
Bounder's. DBut more important and
tore urgent than that, the fat Owl
needed somebody to see him through e
incessant and innumerabls little ex-
penses that cmpfwd up on & holiday.
IPals with a little ready cash in their
povkets weore a real neccssity to Bunter
on_holiday.

So he was glad that the Famons
Five had joined up. But what Buntey
wanted was to be in the lofty pesition
of a generous fellow conferring favours.
And he did not get what he wanted |
Harry Wharton & Co. were going be-
cause Sipithy had sent a telegram to
ask them=—-irrespective and regardless
of Billy Bunter! And they made it
plain and clear that Billy Bunier had
nething to do with it!

‘Which displeased Bunter and caused
him that morning to give them mauy
expressive  and  disgruntled  blinks
through his hig spectecles,

Fnrmnatelif, those wrathy and con-
temptnous blinks did not perturh the
enuanimity of the Famous Five in the
very least,

They were merry and bright that
Lrazht morning.

Lhey were glad that the row with the
Bounder wans over and done wiih;
wlad that the problem of the hols bad
been so unexpectedly and satisfactorily
seliled, and glad that they were going
fo cxplore the glorious and beautiful
ecounty of Devon. ‘ _

Tf there was o fly in the ointment, 1%
was Bunter; but they wero prepared fo
tolevate Bunter, though they wondered
a little how the Bounder would tolevato
lim. Howewver, that was Smithy's bu-t-
ness and Buntei's.

It was a_ long trip to the West
Country, and it was to be made in the
car ordered by Vernon-Smith, so an
carly start was indicated. ]

"I'hat was casy, and the Famous Five
and Bunter were the first to get off on
breaking-up day. ]

PEI‘]]:&E[}EI; spot of lingeving doubt in
Wharton's mind had caused him to tele-
phone to Mr. Powser at Courtfield
Garage over-night. There scemed no
room for doubt in the matter, yet 1t
cpemed singular that Smithy should
have incurred & heavy expense on
Bunter's account.

True, Smithy was allowed te run up
a bill at the garage, which his father
alwaya pdid without guestion, and he
was  utterly extragavant in  such
maiters r. Vernon-8mith certainly
never missed the money out of his
millions, and he liked his son to spend
freely. .

Still, it was a little singular, as it
rould hardly be supposed that Smithy
was fearfully keen on Bunter’s company
in the hols,

But if Wharton had any doubt at
1he back of his mind it was dispelied
by the reply from the garage. Al was
arranged, and Mr. Powszer, in his best
rar, was at the service of the Grey
friars .pm'tj' a9 carly as they lLiked.

“o that was all right |

Quite a crowd of fellows
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see the party off. It was o big and
handsome car, and it turaed up on the
tick of time with Powser at the wheel.

Powsor was not n man the Famous
Five hled much. He had o rather
slhiffy cyve and a rather sardonic faco.
Ther kuew that Smithy, it terin time,
often hired that car at forbiddon hones;
they more than suspected that Powser
had ofien waited for him in that car
when lie had erept out of the Remove
«dormitory after hightsouf. And o man
who wonld play o part in o echoolloy
hreaking bounds was certainly not to
e considered o nice or serupulous man,
The fact that Powser did it in the way
_i}'g business was very little oxense for
100,

Siil, that was not o matier on which
iho  juniora were called to sif in
judgmont, DPowser wos s good onl
ralinble driver, end thoy lhiad nething
lo do with -him except to sit in the ear
while he drove it

Powser, as he touched his hat, gave
the group of jumiors ¢ very keen and
scanuing  glance, and there wis e
glimmer in his eves that ther did not
wotice, and would not have understood
had they noticed it.

‘They knew that Vernon-Smith had
made all arrangements with Powser to
convey Bunter and ony Eellows who
might travel with him to Blackrock
Island, Yhat waz sll they wanted to
Lknow,

That anvihing of & sceret and sur-
vephitions nature  might Loave been
arrangedl also between the Bounder nnd
ihe mon ho paid naterally never erossed
their minds. There was no reason why
it should,

Buitcases were packed on the car
Five fellows packed themselves in—-the
eixth, the fattest, lingering.

“Foll im. Bunteri” said Ilarey
Wharton.  “What rre you waiting
for %"

“When are we stopping for luneh #”
asked Bunter.

* Oy, somewhero aliout midday 17

FAWell, T shall e hungry befere then.
\What about a lunch-basket in the car?
Mre, Mimble will pack ono all right.”

“Dig ideal!l” agreed Bob Cherry.
“Cut off and get onal We'll wait!”

“1 should have got one alreads,” eaid
Bunter scornfully, “but I happen to be
rather short of tin. One of you fellows
cut off and get it.”

“Oh, roll in and shut up!” grunted
Johnny Bull.

“We'd beiter have this elear,” said
Punter with calm contempt. *“I'm
wking vou fellows on o spﬁ*n{]i{i and
expeusive holiday—"

“{an it {"

"And I expect you {o doe the decent
thing. f you're too jolly mean to
stand a fellow a lunch-basket when he's
taking you up end seeing you throngh
an exponsive holiday——"

“Cheeszo it and get in 1™

“I'm not going without o lonch-
hasket | Yon can get ono at the school
shop if you're not too jolly wmenn. {11
wait.”

“Yon fat, {oozling frog—"

“Yah!”

Billy Dunter stoad firm.

1f ihoso beasts chose to male out {hat
they were pgoing becanse Smiiliv had
acked them, and that they were under
no obligations to Bunter, they weren't
going to carry it to the length of keesp-
ing Buater short of provender] Not if
Bunler could help it! And ha eomld

“What about starting without lim "
askod Jolinny Dull.

“Well, that soundz nicel” agreed
EHavey Wharton. “ But we can’™, I sup-
pose, Wo'd better roll him in and sit
oncham, ™
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“Yah I” Bunter backed out of reach.

. 'All eerene!” said DBob Cherry,
wiping up.  “I'll ent off and get a
nneli-basket | ¥ou zet in and sit down,
Bunter.”

“Rot | lg‘mwlcd Johnny Bull.

“ Rubbish 1" snid Nugent,

“My dear chaps,”™ said Bob. “Bunler
wanls o lunch-basket—don’t  you,
Bunty 1’

“Yes, I jolly well do!”

“Well, if Bunter wants it he'd better
Emw it 1 sgf[)%ﬂ-ze, argued Dohb.
*Pretty thick if Bunter conldn’t have
what ho wanted 1"

I should jolly well say so I grunted

DBunter.  * Anyhow, I ain't starting
withoul it, and you can’t start without
me, g0 voh 1"

Four féllows in the car grinned as
Bob drepped out.

From DBob'as  latest remark  they
deduced  that that lunch-basket” might
possildy conlain o surprise for Buntern

The fat Owl, however, grinned with
cheery satisfaction es lie clambered in,
while Bob ent off,

“You fellows had belter take that as
a tip,” he said, blinking at tho four.
“T'm doing o lot for you chaps, stand-
ing you a splondid holiday and all that,
I clon't expect gratitude. Still, ihere's
o limil.  Alind where you shove that
hoof, Bull! Yarcolh! Wharrer you
doing, vou silly a=e?" roaved Buntey,
as o boot Langed on a foot.

“Anding where I shove my hoof,”
answered Johnny affably.

“IIa, ha, ha ™

“If that’'s how you'ro going to
begin,” roarcd Bunter, “I shall jolly
well leave yon out of this Kaster irip,
Bull. The fact is, I don't want yvou.”

“What a coincidence! I don't wanb
von, eitherl Now slut up boforo I dot
vou on ilie boko ¥

Billx Bunter sat and breathed wrail
1ill Bob camo cniting back wilh the
Inneh-laslket.

He Lhad not bieen gone long. Bonter's
fat face clearod as e lifted it in. Iis
weight made him grant.  But weight,
in the circumstances., was welecomo.
Judging by the weight, there was
enough in that [unchﬁ)aslaet to keop
Bunier happy at least till lunch.

#O0h, that's all vight,” said Dunter
eracionsly.

“So plad yon're pleased, Buonter,®
said Dob cheerily. *8uch o pleasure
to please such a veally nice chap ! Now
let's get ofl—what T"

And the aster party got off at last.

W

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAFTER.
Two Jokers !
i =AY, vou fellows 1™
“Bay on, old porpoisc,”™
“E-ntti!-h}-’s letder ain't in this
pocket.”

“ What " ‘

The big car. with DPowser at the

wheel, wos volling rapidly on its wav
under the merry f‘spril sanshine, Hills
n':'ﬂ.lE dales, towns and villages rolled
past. ]
" Powser was making good speed. He
glowed when be had to, but on the open
voads he let the ear ont; and ik was o
gooel car ond Powsoer a good driver.
o the Ilaster party were getiing over
the Eround.

Ilnvry Wharton & Co. looked at the
landscape and chatted cheerily in great
Epirifs, Whenever  they  mentioned
Smithy, as they frequently did, it was
in e most cordial manner. Really,
thoy could not vegret having made
{lieir opinion clear on the subject of
the trick on the headmaster, but, at the

game time, they felt that it was very
sporting of the Bounder to Lave washad
out all oficnces in this way.

Billy Bunter had an éve on tho Innch-
basket. However, for the first hour or
ea even Banter did not feel the urge
for refreshment, having parked e
im*gnnt.u&n breakfast beforo starting.

vow the fat junior was feeling in his
pocket, and scemed io feil to find some-
thing there,

Harry Wharton & Clo. gave him their
attention. Bunter's statement  was
rather disconcerting.

It was understood that Smithy and
his father might not arrive ot Black-
rock Island before the Greyfriars party
did. Se Smithy had cxplained to
Bunter—and had given him e letter
addressed to the butler ot the castle,

Bmithy's movements, naturally, de-
pended on lhis father’s, so that was oll
right. PBut as the Greyvirars fellows
were all strangers ot thoe place they
needed some sort of an introduction
when they arvived, if Smithy were not
there.

Ho Bunter's statement that Smithy's
letter to the butler was not in his pocket
was eomewhat perturbing.

“Left it bLehind, you ass?” ashed

“Well, I was suro I put it in my
packet,” eaid Bunter.

“Loock again, fathead!”
Johnny Bull.

“I've looked.

“Well, of all the howling assest”
gaid Frank Nugent. *“XNot a soul at tho

lace has seen us, or very likely never
ward our names.”’

“Bmithy may lave written f{o the
place,” eaid Harry., “I suppose he
would if he may not be there when wo

et 1n."

“Well, he left that letter with me to
sep me throngh,” zaid Bunter. I don't
suppese he's written as well.  Why
slionld he 7" .

“You fat azs, and yvou've lost inf”

“0h, no, I haven't lost it 1”7 answered
Bunter calmlv. “I simoply said that it
wasn't 11 this pocket—and it jolly well
isn't.”

“Left it in vour studyi™

"I don’t think s0.”

“We've done over fifty miles,” said
Dob. “Dut if that fat chump has left
ilia letter behind, wo ghall have to go
back for it."

“Te he. he!™

“What are you cackling at, von fat
Owl?"” roared Bob. *Anpything funny
i losing hours on_the journey, when
we specially started ecarly 1

“1 =saicd ib wasn't in this cliaf,™
prinned Duacter. “DBut 1 didn't savw
it wasn't in the oiber. Ho, e, he 1™

And from the oilier pocket the grin-
m% fat Owl drew an cnvelope,

w Tamous Dive gazed at hin,
eneechless,  They realized that this
was B joke—Dunier’s idea of a jole.

Hao hadn't left the letier Lelind, or
Iost it. Tie was beng funny.

“‘T.ﬂl'l,” EEEFE'E] --~":|.'-|:|-'|_'|_——“

“Jle, he, hel®

“Vou tervific blithering Owl!"” ex-
claimed Ilorree Jameet Bam Bingh.

Ouly pulling your

“He, he, hel
leg,” grinned DBunter, “He, ho, he!
You fellows havew't much sense
Loy, You can't enjoy a joke.
Mo he, dinl T¥a ell. right, ‘Like b
look at 10?7 added Bunter. “ Sounds
o tiptop place, from what Smithy
gays in_the letter to Walsingham."

The Famous Five were guile nlex-
estedd to sen that letter.

They had mnever seen  DBlackroek
Island, or heard of it till BSmithy had
mentioned it. And though they ex-
peefed to see it before the April sun

prunted



The door was
schoolboys.

gel, they were keen lo know about the
place to which they werve going.

The flap of the envelope was tucked
in. Smithy had left it unfastened, so
that the bearer could read it if he
lilced.

Buntor, of course, had done so, 1w
make sure that it was all fair aud
square. Ile drew it out, and tie
ffamous Five read it togethor.

1t was addressed to Mr, Walsingham,
Lutler at Bluckrock Castle, and ran:

“ Dear Walsingham,—The bearer of
1lis Jetter 18 W, (. Dunter, one of my
pals at school. In caso I am not at
the castle before hoe arrives, I want
you fo give Lim every alleniion, ald
make him comfertable in every pos-
sible way. Let him have everything
ho wante, and sce ithet no expense is
spared, He is to have the Royal
Koom, snd pick out a good man to
act as his valet during his stay. He
iz to have the touring car whenaver
he wants it, and o chauwffeur at his
orders. Keep the moior-boat rcady
for him whenever he wants fo run
across to the mainland, He may bring
some  friends with him, and, if so,
Inok after them till1 I come—I1l.
VERNON-SMITH. 7

¥ Spunds pood—what 1 asked Bunier,
with a satisfied grin.

Harey Wharton & Co. looked at
him, looked at the letter, and then
looked at Bunter again, It did sound
good—thers was no mistake about
that, It really seemed to them to
sound rather too good.

Had Billy Bunter been a fellow
whom the Bounder delighted to
honour, he could not hkave done more
than this

And Bunter wasn't.  The juniors
were rather puzzled by Smithy letting
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him hook on at all. Therve were zood-
natred fellows who would teleraie the
fat Owl—ihomselves oficn enoupgh, and
Maunly. But Bmithy, thovegh he could
v generous when the spirit moved
him, was not conspicuous for good
naiure. -

MNeither  did od-natured
who tolerated Bunfer
srouble  about him.
raller mystifying,
H';Hlessed if I make it all out!” said

ab.

“Tht What iz there to male outi™
ashked Dunter, blinking at b,

“Well, what the dickenz is Smithy
daing 18 for?* asked Bob.

“That's plain enough., ‘They've got
a whopping place on that land—
that's clear from thia letter—budlok,
and staff of wenservants, and all that
It will do Smithy a bit of good o
have a chap thers who's accustomed to
hordes of menia &

fellows
tako all ihis
It was veally

“Fou burbling Owl!”
“(Oh, really, Cherry—-" ]
“Smithy will be spronting wings

next,” aaid MNugent. * He was booling
Bunter the evening Lefore he left, and
next morning he hands him_this, We
jolly well bumped him, and be sends
us a telegram aszking us to join up for
a rvipping holiday., Smithy's a2 nicer
chap than we ever thought ™

“ He must be,” said 1Tarry Wharton
slowly.

Ile was conzcionas of that feching of
my:z;ls:,r doubt creeping back into his
miind.

Yot what was there io dounbt?

“You can see from ithat letfer.’
pursued Bunter, "that you're simply
coming a3 friends of mine,  Jveep
that in mind.”

“TFathead I said lioh.

“Yook hereal” roarved Eunter

“Don’t be an ass!” said larry.

23
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opened, and a man with & wooden leg, holding 4 lamp in his kand, looked out and seanned the faces of the
** Sorry to disturb you, Mr. Oke, but can you show us the way t2 the castle 2 ** asked Harry Wharion,

“Wa shouldn't have come without
Smithy asking us, fathead! Blessed
il T make it ent! It really looks ae
tf Smithy had some dea that cuor
arrangements might fall hrough.”

“1le, he, he 1™ :

“What ave you cackling al, ass?”

“3h, nothing! I say, I fancy I'il
spmple that lunch-basket now ! saud
Bunter.  “I'm getting a bit peckish.
And T want yvou fellows to understand
that I shall expect ancther lunch-
basket like that to be put in the car
this afterngon,”

“If you want another lunch-bockab
like that, old fat man, you've culy
io say the word,” said Dob Cherry.

“Well, that's all vight,”” :aid
Bunter, satisfied.

e proceeded
basket.

Then hia eatisfaction disoppeared.

The basket was fairly heavy.
Bunter had naturally suppeoscd that
it was  weighted with  provender,
What clse was a fellow to suppeee?

But 1t wasn't, What the bashket
actually contained was a 'S'g‘ﬁ head §
There was nothing else inside. Merely
@ pig's head. .

Bunter gazcd at the pig’s head, 1lis
eyes alnost bulged through his spee-
tacles as he gazed. The Famous Five
walched him with interest. Wrath
Lheld the fat Owl dumb for rome
moments. Then he found his voree:

“Deast ! )

“ Like another lunch-basket like that
iliis afternoon?”’ asked Dob.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Rotter 1" rosred Dunter. “Swah!l
Beast] Oh crikey! Pulling a fellow's
loe ! Rotten beast!”

“You haven't got much eense cof
humeurl You can’t enjoy & joke!™
tlmﬂ% Bob. in affable paredy of
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Bunter’s own remarks, and the Co.
roared.
“Oh, vou beast!” howled Bunter.

[T

m  hungry You—yon—you—m->—"
Words failed” Billy Bunter,

Punter did rnot eat anvthi from
that lJunch-basket. Duntor counld eat
almost anything; but even Bunter
had a limt, :

FFor the next fwo or three hours
William George Bunter sat  and
glared, and the Co. smiled., And the
more Bunter glared, the more they
smided. until ot last the ecar pulled
up for lunch, and then Banier smiled,
foon.

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
In Glorious Devon !
XORT!
That sound procesded
Bills Bunter.

Iven n
woalel
really

from
naot

from

It was not musieal.
modern  Iussian  composer
hardly have considered  if
mmsical,  But as a  chonge
Bunier’s conversalion, it wras
vl come.

That long and glorious April day
was drawing to o close, Smmt]css
miles had fled onder the rolling wheels,
‘Town_ after town, ecuniy alter couniy
ad disappeared behind Powser's car.
It waz & long lomg drive, and oven
ihe Famous Five woece getting o litile
iired. Bunter, tired long amo, had
grumbled and prowsed as if it was
somebody’s foult specially that he got
tired; then happily he wont to slecp.

There had been several halis on that
long trip into the West. 'There had
been a balt for lunch, a helt for tea,
and o halt for supper. At each hali
Billy Bunter had had cause to be glad
that he bhad his pals with him. Duntes
had not hed to spend aey money.
Thet was particularly fortunate, Do
cauze he had no moner o spend.

Iudeed, keen as Buntor was on that
teap, 1t was 8 question how he would
have got through it alive without Lis
pale. He had started getting hungry
at ten in the morning, 8o what he
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vould have felt like ar sovenr in the
evening, harvdly bore thinking of.

Now, however, b. slept a.n§ shored,
Ipaded to the Plimsoll line, and a
little ever, 1le told the other fallows
not to wake him till they got to Pot-
kelly, which thevy bad no desire fo do.
Yor once Bunter's wishes were going
t3 "be very carvelully regarded.

On the open roads Powser had lek
the car out to dizey speeds. It was
under brif;ht- snnshine still that they
ran mio the glovious connty of Devon.

Devonslire, in the green of spring,
was worth looking af, and the juniovs,
tived as they wers getting, cnjoved
every aminule of i, while Bunter
ERGPE.

Under the sunset they sighted the
sea suddenly—the vast Atlaniic roll-
mg wide and blue,

“Thalassa I exclaimed Bob Cherry,
pointing  from the window, and all
ceyes looked ouw at the blue occan as
the car roaved on.

They lost it again, and saw it again,
us the car followed n coast road. Hore
aud therve they had ghimpzes of deep
green coombes slopin own to the
shore. Once or twice Dowser ealled a
question {o some passer-by for diree-
tioms to Dotkelly.

Fotkelly, evidently, wasz a
remele spot far off main roads.

The ear whirled en through deeop
lanes, crowned by high hedge: amd
WO,

FPowser Lalled at last in &8 wooded
Inne at the head of a coombe. He
stepped down amd oponed the door of
thie car.

“Journey's end ¥ asked DBob cheerily.

Powser touched his cap, and grinned,
Why he grinned was not clear, unless

VOTY

e was glad to get to the end of that
long drive, and thus oxpressed his
feelings.

“That's i, sar,” he answered.

“You'll have to walk the last bt
Can’t get the car down 1o the beach.”

“ Right-ho I

Potkelly, il soemed, lay ab the foob of
the conmbe,

Harry Whorlen & Co. were more
than willing ia srvetels their legs o
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litile after esitling so long in the car.
Whether Bunter would be willing was
another matter; but there was no help

for it.

Bolk gave the snoring fat Owl a
shake.

“Urrregh| Beast! Lemme alone 1™

“"Wake up, old fal man ™

“Shan’t! Lemme alone!”

"hﬂmng back in the cor?” roared
o,

O Bunier sat up, yawned,

ribbed Lis eyes, jammed his spectacles
on his fat little nose, and Winked round
Iim in the red of ibe supset. " Have
we gob to Pothelly ¥ Why couldn’t you

say o7 Uergh v

The Tamous Five Jumped oub
actively.  DBunter volled sloaly afwer
them,

. There was a keen wind with zalt to
i, of which the clions of the Remaove
trew deap breaths,

Bunter grunted.

“Beastly windy ! he said,  Afe
blinked round. “ Where's Pothellv ¥ 1
can't see the place. I you {ellows nre
pudling my leg——"

“We've got o
coomnbe—"

“Shan't ¥ roared Bunier.

“Wo other way, sir!” suid Powser.
“Mo road down for a car.”

“You shut up, and don't be eheoky 1™

“Ohl Yes, sir! Certainly, sirl”

“Understand this!” said Bunter,
with & glare of deep indignation nt
the Famous Five. “I'm not going to
walk ! Smithy said the car would take
us all the way! He said so distinetly.™

“Only o few hundred yards, sie,” said
Powsey.

“T za1d shut u

“Oh! Certainly, sir”

Powser gave the Owl of the Remove
quite a peculiar lock. But he shut up,
and lifted the suiteases from the car.

walle Jdown e

i3
+

“You fat, foorling freakl” said
Johnny Bull., “1f you cheek the
chauffeur again I'll boot you, if he

doesn’t 1

“Don't be & fool ¥ yapped Bunter.
Bunter was tired, and when IDunter was
tired Bunter was irritable. “ 1 shan't
walk a step, I know that |”

“Bure? asked Bob.

“Yez, you beast!” reared Bunier.

“ Right-ho ! Good-bye I , ;

Five fcllows picked up their sut-
cases. They weore ready to stapt.

Billy Bunter gave them a devastating
blink, But perhaps it dawned on his
powerful intellect that it was pecessary
to walk, s there was no other means
of locomotion.

“I'H falk to that beast Smithy about
thiz " he grunted. “Ilo znid distinetly
that we should go all the way by car.
Gotting a fellow to join him on thes hals
on false pretences, I call it] Just like
Smithy—Smithy all over! Who's going
to carry my bag?" .

“Reho auswers that the whofulness ia
terrific I smiled Yurree Jamset Ram
quh. o
“Well, the chauffeur can earry it if
vou fellows are too lazy ! said Bunler
seorpfully.  “Powser, carry my bag!”

ain Powser gave the fat Owl that
peculiar look. But Lo touched his hat
resr]:nectfulij_'. :

" Yez glrl Ceriainly, =sir]® He
mecked up Bunter's bag., “I'll get ou
ahead, gentlemen, and sce about the
Loat,” he added,.

“Haven't they sent the motor-boat
across for ustY vapped Bunter.

“Eh?” Powser secmed startled by
that question.

“Deaf? hooted the irritable fat
Owl. I asked vou if they weren't send-
jug the motor-boar across [rom the
island for us™



“Oh, no! I-—1I think net, sir ! stut-
tered Powser, - My instryetions from
AMaster Veorngn-Smiifh zro fo hire a
lmutmf;:n at Potkelly to take you
WSS,

~ Rotien manners!” growled Bunter,
“Bmithy all over |

“i3h, don't be an ass, Buanter | =aid
laly impaticntly. “ They den’t even
know we're arriving to-day—may nob
even kunow we're arnmving at all, for all
we kiow, till we get there! 2hut up,
al come on l”

- Beass 1

Bunter did notl shut up, but he came
ull.

Poweer went on ahead, down
coombe, carrving Bunter's bag.

g1k L] n ok o " r .

he Famous I'ive fcllowed, similarly
laden,

Bunter rolled on, grunting, behind.

“ Don’t race I* he howled,

the

“0h, et a move on!” snapped
Johnny DBull. : :
“Beast! If you think you're going

io walk me off my legez you're jolly
well mistaken I”

“0h, slow down ¥ =zaid Boh. “ Alter
all, there's no hurvy. It will take
Pawser some time ta get the boat”

“1f that cheeky chaunffeur leeps me
walling for the boat——" .

“Bhut up " roared the Famous Five
ingeiher,

*Yah I ,

The TFamous Tive accommodated
their pace to Bunter's, which was that
of an ald and tived snail. Powser dis-
appearcd ahead.

own the green coombe they went,
witlt the zea, rolling red in the sunset,
beofore their eyes. Buot it was not a
long wall, though at Bunter's rate of
progress ib took soma time.

“Halle, halle, hallo 1* exclaimed Bob
ab last. “Here we are !?

They had reached DPotkelly. Far out
in the Atlantie, a black mass against
tha sunset, rose an island from the sea,
and the Famous Five looked for the
firet tine at Blackrock Island.

THE NINETEENTH CHAFPTER,
Perplexing!

13 OQLLY 1™ said Bob Cherry.
“What-ho I agreed Harry
Wharton.
The Famous Five looked
vound them; even Billy Bunter cast a
blink around, and did mnot grunt or
grumble for & nunuto or two.

The sun, Eett-mf far out in the
Atlantic, cask level red raye, lighting
up Potlkelly. It was a tiny cluster of
puncient cottages, not more than seven
or eight, backed by the great cliffs that
fronted the ocean. They clustered at
the foot of the coombe where ik
widened to the beach, some of them
anly a verg ghort distance above high-
water mark.

Between that spob of 8 hamlet and
the sea lay the beach down to the bay,
whera thers was an ancient stone guay,
with three or four boats drawn up.

Tweo or three figures could be seen
en the guay—ancient mariners in sea-
hgots and jerseys, leaning on the stone
wall and gazing seaward, whersa the
drrk mass of the distant island blotled
the sunset,

“ Jolly place, awd no mistake ™ said

ob.

“The jollifuluess is terrifie I declared
Hurree Janset Ram Singh,

“1 say, yvou fellows, I'm hungry 1

“We've heard that one!”

“Beast! I mean to say, what ahout
laving cupper at the hotel before we
Cros3 aver

“We had supper miles baclk™
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“If you fellows thiak you are going
Lo starve me—-"

“Well, lead tho way to the hotel, andd
we'll have another sopper!” grinued
Bob Cherrvy. *Just pomt 1t out, and
[ead on ™ o

“Oh!l Do you mean ihai there ian't
ore, you peast T

“Bortk of.”

“Well, the inm, theni!™ grunled
Bunter. "If thore 't an Lhalel I osup-
pose there's an inn”

“ Keep on supposing i

“0Oh erikey ! DBunter realized that
thore was not even an inn at Padkelly.
“Oh lor' | What a place! I say, tell
that brute Powser to buck up with the
bonk! I want to get aerozal Don'd
hang about here 1

Powszer had landed Buanter's baz on
ilie old stone qguay, and was in talk
with one of the ancient mariners.

hat ancient- mariner seemed a AN
of Tew words, DPowser talked, and {he
ancicnt naviner nadded.  Finally, he
took his pipe {from his mouii, and said :

‘s, 15517 .

Then Powser came towards the wait-
ing schoolboys, and tho mariner went
sownrids o boat on the beach, and, with
ihe help of another mariner, shoved it
down to the water, and brought it
round under the guay. : :

“All iz ready, pentlemen!”  sand
Powszer.  “Mr. Tregelly—that's the
Lost man—will take you acraszs and lan.d
you on the island. DBup=—*"

e paused.

“But what I asked IIarry.

Powser coughed. : ‘

“Oh, nothung, sir! The boat 1s
ready, Please Jebt me put your luggage
in”

Tha suiteases wore carried to the boot
and handed down o Tregelly.

Tregelly—a  powerfully built  man,
with o weathor-beaten face that leoked
like mabogany—glanced from one to
another {:f tho schaolboys.

There was a faint expression of sur-
prise on his bronzed, bearded face. But
he said nothing. ]

“Keep that boat Eteaq'ﬁgwlnla I get
in1® grunted Bunter. “ ¥You hold if,
Powser | Hold it steady |7

*It's quite safe, sir—"

“Will you held it?” yapped Bunter.
“If you think I'm going to slip into
the water because you're too Jazy fo
hold the boat, you're jolly well pis-
taken.” . .

Powser gave him that peculiar look
again, and went down the step and
held the gunwale of the boat, while
William George Bunter clambered in.

The fat Owl stumbled, grunted, and
sat down. )

The Famous Five wcere about to
follow when Powser cama up the step
again, and a3 he seamed {0 bave some-
thing to say, they paused. .

Harry Wharton had a ten-shilfing
note in his hand for Efuws.r:r, but the
chaulfeur declined the fip.

“Thank you, sir, u0:™ he said
“Aaster Vernon-Smith iz paying me
well for this trip—very well mdeed,
sir. I won't take anyihing from xou,
sir.”

“Just as yvou like,
IMavry, with a smile.
say before wo go®®

Tt waa clear that (heve waz ~omeihing
in Powser's mind, though 1he juntors
could not gucss what was traubling lm.
He was puzzling them a good deal.

Alr. Powsor wos ok a Yoery nico man,
and nat a very serapulons man, in gone
wavs., Dub he seemad rathee 1o like
thak cheery pavty, though he did rot
extend ithat hlng i tho mest b
povtant mrmnber, W U Dontor,

“Well, mothipg, =i caid Powser

Powser I sand
" Anyilong 1o
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uncomfortally. “Only— I sppose
this trip of yours was all hixed vp with
Master Vernen-Smith, s ?®

“Yoe, of coursei” said ITarv. in
woinder., ™ Wa shouldn't be here otheoy-
wieo ™

“T wean, sir, when Moster YVernon-
Smith st 5[:[\1-;43 io me about it the
day I drove him from the school, he
only  mentioned  Afaster Dunter, siv.
Ho satd that JMasier Duanler mitgnr
wing some friends, 1hat was all, sz
1 did net think it was going 1o e vou
yvourner ool lomen,”

The Famous Five grinned. Towser
it seemed, had expeeied, if Bumer 1l
Browght friends with him, that ihey
would be, =0 to speak, Dunterish. But
he did the Famous Five the honour of
vecapnising some dilf evence.

“Well, we haven't coma exacily o-
Bunter's friends, but as Binihiy's, ™ sanid
Harry. “What the dickens are zou
driving at, FPowser "

“(Oh, nothing, sir! Bat—well, T
roing back in ihe car,” sad LPowser.
»If you young genilemen decided not
to go with Master Bunter, and wanted
io go hack, it would be a pleasure to
drive you, sie™ ,

Harry Wharton & Co. simply stared
at him.  They had never~ov hardly
ever—been so ntterly surprised.

“Blessed if I make you oul,” zaid
Harry, blankly., “0Of course we don’t
want to go back, We're going to ba
Smithy's guests ab the castle.”

Powser slavied a little

“ At what, sar ¥

“I'la castla on 1he island.”

“Oh'  Yes. I—I'm nnacquainted
with these pavts, siv—rather off my
beat,” s=aid Powser. Y don't know
mmch about that island. Yon—rou'ra
eoing to stey at the—the castle, sir?®

“ YW es, ™

“Oh! said Powser. “Iid Master
Vernon-2mith say so, sirf Excuse my
asking, sir! Of coufse, 1t's no business
of mine——="

“Smithy sent his invitation by tele-
gram, vesterday,” answered arry,
more and nmrﬂu?umlﬁd+ “But Bunter
'Ima a P{;i: ler 1o the butler at the castle,
g ——

“Oh! The=tiha butler at—at Lhe—
the castle I stammered Powser. “Oh!

Yes. ¥—=I—T1 see. Quite so, sir [
“Look here, Powser,” said Bob
Cherry. "“What sre you driving at?

I con see thet something's worrging
vou. What 1s 16 ¥”
“0Ohl Nothing, sir! I've had Master

Vernon-Smith's instructions, g el
carried them out, Bub if you young

gentlemen chapged your minds ahout
going on with Master Bunter T'd drive
;n,w:ngd bacl:; and drive you anywhere you
liked——’

Haryy Wharton laughed, puzzled and
perplexed as he was, ;

“We haven’t driven right across
Fugland Lo drive back again,” he zaul.
“I can’t make you out, Powser, What
do you mean—if you mean anything?”

“Ohy, nothing, sir! Good-night, =sir

Powser touched his cap and walked
away up the coombe. i

‘The IFamons Five staved affer him.
and stared at one another., Twice they
saw  Powser look back and hesitato
hefore he finally disappeared. Dot he
was cone from sight at last.

“IWell,™ zaid Boly Cherry, * docz any.
Bevedy lnow what all that means ¥

“Blozecd 1f I do ™ eaid Nugent.

“The knowinlness is not tervifie.”

“1 sax, you fellows, how long are van
going to keep me waiting¥” yrellod
Bunter, “1 suppose you enjoy kaooping
e here, hungry, in this beastly wind

“U'ome on ! said Harry. )

Tne Macxer Liciany.—XNn0, 1685,



26

That odd. lingering doubi. which had
haunted Wharton, move or lesi, ever
sinco the Bounder's telegram had been
regeived at Grepfriars, was sironger in
his mind now. Yet he could sfill not
debive it.  ‘I'he Covrtlield choauffenr had
puzzled all the juniors. e seemed un-
easy at having landed them there, why,
Jiey could not begin to guess. So for as
Bunter was concerned, Powser had not
seemed worried at all; bud ke had
scemerd somchow worried about the
other fellows. It was quite perplexing.

However, it wns rather too lale to
trn back now, 1f the junior: had
thought of deing so, which they cer-
toinly did not. "They packed thems=elves
s the roomy old boat siad Tregelly
pushed off and sat 1o ihe heavy old
O VS,

IFaintly, down the copmbc on the
wixl, came the sound of a car. Powsey
was coing, The zound died away as
the boat pulled out to seq.

And the chums of the Bemove, dis-
uiszing Powser  and  kas pecoliay
remarks from their nond: breaihed
deep in the keen air of the Atlantic and
watched Blackrock Island growing
lavger and larger apainst tho sunset as
old Tregelly pulled with a slow aad
sicady stroke.

where iz e, tlen®"

BAY, vou fellows! Can vou sco
grunled Buntey,
huge cliffs that scemed to encircle the
any other habitation.
was anxions to get in; and he was
ing grested his eves, or his spectaclés,
The san was dipping in  the far
dim line of ¢liffs and one ov twe twink-
a0 far!™  rvemarked Johnny Bull
He broke off, wondering and doulst-
otlerwise have been seen. Buat the
nression, as Johony had remarked, of
“Tf iv’s far to walk, Le will have 1o
1
I the letter carried by Bunter [t was

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.
the castle ¥
14 NG‘JJ

Hackrock Island wa= closc at hand
now,  Tregelly was pulling to the souil
litthe island.  There, the juiors could
rucss, was the landing-place. Bt tliero

Billy Bunter blinked impatiently and
ivritably through his big spectacles,
peeved. Ele had expected to see some
magnificent building towering to the

e could see no building at all.

“day bo on the other side,” said
occan and dusk deepening over the
island, Looking back, the juniors could
ling lights, that showed where Pothelly
lay.

“Topping place for a holiday.”
 Ys, 2 ageeed Harry,
.

Pozsibly the bulging cliffs and the
island looked utrerly uninhabited and
lifelesz, save for a fouw gulls wheeling
a Robinson Chrusoe zland.

“1 sav, vou fellows, ask ihat bHoaiman
feteh the car for me” .

“The car? repeated Harry, wii
mentioned that RBunter was to lLave
the touring-car placed at his ordees

On Blackrock Island !
HI
“Well,
side, where there was a break in the
was no gign to be scen of a casile, or
Banter was tired; Lo was hmngey; he
view; but no such magmificent build-
Eob!
see nothing of the Devon shore, bot a
* Looks like Robinson Crusoe’s izland,
ity ” ratlicr
thickening dusk congealed what night
over the high rocks. It gave an im-
where {he castle is!” vapped Bunier.
sLatt.
THe dMiexer Liamany.—N0, 1.525,
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But unless the island svas very difterent
from what it looked from ihe sea, it
was diflienlt to imagine how a car
could ret abous on 1L

“I'm wot going fo walk ! eaid
Bunter posifively. “Undersiand that.
I refure to walk a single step !”

“Blessed if I should have thought
there were voacs for a car on ihat
i=land I sand Bob, staving.

“Well, there must be roads, if there's
g car!” gyanted Bunter. © What ave
vou talking about, you wss? I say
boatman P Burter yapped to the sileut,
stoltdl man at the oars, “is ihe castle on
the ofher side of that island ™

sz, sie 17 oanswered Lregellv.

“Well, I'm not going to wallk,® =aid
Bunter. “They ought to have seen us=
by this ttine, and sent down the cav.
Anyhow, I can jolly well tell vou fellow:
that T'm not going to wall.”

“Hallo, halla, hallo!
light ! exclaimed Bob,

From the thickemng shadows of the
island, now that the boat came vound
the elilfs, a twinkling light eanght the
juniors’ eves. -

They could not make out the building
where 1t burned. But thoe light scenmed
to be shining from a window, It was
a retief to see that sign of an inhabitant,
for the selitude aud silence of Blackrock
were beginning to produce o rather
strangoe offect on their spivils.

“I say, boalman, is that lighi at the
castla?” squeaked Bunter.

Tregelly gave the fat Owl a slow,
surprized look,

“No, sir! Thera ain’t lighls at the
castle!” he answered. “How'd {there
Lo lights at the castle?”

“WWoell, it's getting dark, 1sn't L%
snppped Bander. “Bob if that ligl
isn'L at the castle, where is it?"

“That'll ba Dave!” said Tregelly.

“Dave! Who's Dave?”

“Dave Oke, sir.”

“Well, who's Dave Oke?™
Bunter.

“Dave’'s n fisherman, eir, likewise
watchman on the island,” answered
‘J're,giell;r;. “That's his shaniy wheve
the light's burning.”

Bunter prunted. He was not infer-
ested in tishermen, or watchmen, or
their shanties. He was interested in
casties, bublers, wvalels, and extenmve
SUpQers.

“Wall, Dava will show us the way fo
the castle, anyhow ! eaid Nugent,

“T'va told you that I shan't walk a
step, Nugent!”

“Shut up, old fat man!®

"Ii‘fuh'lgi” ling the b 1

regelly was pullin w boat nlo o
little cove, shadowed gbji' high coliffs,

There was a stretch of golden sand,
backed by a pebble 1'56%43- heaped up by
The tides. Beyond swas thickening dusk.
from which that single, solitary ligli
gleamed ond twinkled. 3
~The boat pulled in to a little slone
ietty, On the jetty lay a net, mended
i many places, siretched out to dry; no
doulit the property of Dave Oke,

*“Well, hers we ave, snvliow!” said
Boly Cherey cheerily, and he  jumped
ashore as Tregelly held the boal 1o the
jeliy,

His comrades followed him.

Buuter stood up and wobbled.

“If vou fellows cant lend a haml——"
lie raared,

*Take hold of his eara, yon fellows!™
said Bob.

* Beasi !

Dunter zeramblod on the jelir.

I'regelly handed up the suitcases.
Then he slood 1n the boat, looking ar
the schoolbovs.

“You be staying ¥ he asked.

“Yoz, we've come lo stavw, Me, Tre-

There™s 2

hooted

gellv,” answered Havry, smiling al the
cteslion,

“You be cocm to stay on Blackrock
Tsland ¥ asked Tregelly slowly, as if
prazeled.

“Yes: we're having g holiday here.”

“Dave’ll be expecting you, mebbe®”
ashed Tregeliy. :

“Yes, I expect he's been fold visilovs
nre coming, '

“Il=s!" matd Tregelly, robling Ins
wealherbeaten nose. ‘“Iss! Mebbe i
was in the letler I brought off to Dave
three dova agone. Isz! Dave'll know!
Cood-night to you, gentlemen!™

“Good-mght, Me. Tregelly.”

The ancient mariner pushed off {roin
ile jetiw, sat to hiz oavs agmn, and
pulied oub infp the darkness that now
voversd the zea like a oloak. :

In a few minutes he was lo:b Lo sighi,
ii;rlt}}mg back slowly and sicadily to D'et-

2l

Bunier sal down on s bag.

“I zav, vou fellows, you go amd rouse
that man omt, and send him to the
rastle for the car!" he said. “TI'll wan
kere.™

Harry Wharten & Co. Jooked aboul
thems in the deepening dusk. What the
farther part of the island might be like.
thiey could not tell; bub it was obvious
that ne car could come down to the
jetly for them. Nob anly was there no
road, but there was no path that eonld
b seen,

“Waiting there for the cavr, old fal

porpoise!” grinned Bob.
“I jolly well am ! said Boanler wilh
emphasis.

*The waitfulness will be terrific, my
pslecmed fat Bunter,” chuckled the
Nabob of Bhantpur,

“I'm nol going lo walk!’ saul
Bunter, “You can cackle as much as
vou like, but I shan’t take a single step,
s0 yah 1"

“And how do you faney that a env
15 going to get here over those rocks
and all {hat sand and seaweed ! in-
guirad Bob.

1] D}tl”

Billy Bunler rose and scanned the
wild shore through his big spectacles.
He gave a grunt of utter disgust. Even
Bunter could see that a var was not a
practical proposilion. i

“That beast 8mithy said T could have
the car!™ he sn-&rtpd{ *¥ou saw 1t 1m
the letter to Walsingham ¥

“ Blessed 1f I make 1t out,” ssid Boh.
“There may be roads on the other side
—1 suppose there must be, if thore's a
car here. Anyhow, we'd belter go and
gea jolly old Dave, and get him to guide
us to the castle.”

*That meanus that I've got to walk!”
saicl Bunter, with deep fechng.

“We've pot to walk, too, old fat
mad

*(h, den't jaw!"” wapped Dunter.

Evidently, only Bunter mattered!
Still, even Bunter realised that it was
wt useful 1o sit on a bag and wait for
a car that econld not come. With o
frowning and indignant face, he rolled
after the Famous TFive. They were
careying their bags: Bunter’s remained
vwhere 11 had been pub down,

“I say. you fellows, you're leaving
wry bag there!” snapped Bunter.

To which there was no reply.

“Teaf " hooled Bunier.

Sill no reply, .

Bunter, breathing indignation, relled
on. and 1he bag was lefi on the jetty.

The juniors tramped over soft sand
and clattermg pebbﬂ-s in the direction
of the light 1winkling through the dusk.

They mede out a smell huilding—a
tiny ¢ottage that seomed to have been
bkt out of old ship’s timbevs, nestling
vrnder the eliff. IFrom a tiny window



parily screened by a tattered old sail-
cloth the light of an cil-lamp gleamed.
Close b & window was a doer, on
which I3ob Cherry thumped.

There was a stirring within. The
door was opened, and a man in a jersey,
with a wooden leg, holding the lamp in
his hand, locked out, scanninpy the faces
of the schoolboys in the glimmering
light of the lamp.

THE TWENTY-FIRST CHAPTER.

Happy Landing !

ARRY WHARTON & CO. stood
looking at the man with the
lamp in the little cottage doar-

way.

The man looked at them. He was a
still more ancient mariner than Tre-
gelly, with a mane of white hair and
beard, and a sﬁnmplexiﬂn of old oak.
His eves, like pin-points in a mass
of -:-15 brown ﬂukl&s, scanned them
with a4 surprised stare. )

“Dave Qke?"” asked Harry politely.

“Iss!" said the old seaman, in a deep
voice. ' You be Maater Bunter "

Evidently Dave had heard of Bunter;
no doubt the letter Tregelly had rowed
across & few days ago to carry to him
was from the Bounder.

“ No—here's Bunter,” said Harry.
“Borry to disturb you, Mr. Oke—but,
of course, we're quile strangers here.
Can you show wus the way to the
castla?”

“Tss!" snid Dave Oke, slaring harder.
“Know mun like the back of my hand.
But you won't be wanting to eee the
castle after dark, sir?"

“Well, yes, rather! You see, we're
going to stay there!™ said Harry, with
a smile,

Why that answer surprised Dave Ohke
the juniors did not know. DBut clearly
it did, for he gave such a jump that he
neu::;iy dropperd the lamp.

“You be poing to stay at castle?” he
ejaculated.

“¥es; we're expected there.”

“You he expected at castle?” re
peated Dave, in 4 dazed way.

“¥es!” said Harry. “'Is Mr. Vernon-
Smith ihers wot?"

That be t

“ Maister Vernon-Smith !
ntleman to London that bought

rich
the island !™ said Dave Oke, ™ No, sir!
There he

1 don't rightly understand?
nobody to £ castle.” )
“MNobody at the casfle ! exclaimed
Bob Cherry.
Tha juniors stared blankly at the

ancient mariner. Buniec's eyes almost
popped through his speetacles at him.

“Ma, sir! How'd there be anybod
at  the castle, these three  hundr
year?"” asked Dave. "Seeing it's a

rain, sir, and hardly one stone standing
on another!”

“ith erumba!"

“ Wha-n-a-1 7"

Dave, staring, scratched
nane i puzelement.

““Avtists and such eoom to paint ¢
eastle, Limea!" he said. ™ Nobody live
te castle, barving gulls, these three hun-
deerd vear.™

*1 say, you fellows, he must be
gracked V" yelped Bunter. “Iva gol
Smithy's leiter here—-ask him  about
wWalsinghami=-———""

Marry  Wharlon's  lips  compressed
hard. It was nobt a Faiol, undefosd
doubt that was in his mind now! le
wns beginning to understand.

“Do you know Lthe name of Walsing-
ham, Mr. Oke?” he asked.

“ Never heered an, sie.”

“IWha lives on ihiz islarmd, besides
yoursel{ ¥

his

while

EVERY SATURDAY

ATS off to Frank Richards!
H That's what 1 au%'., chums !

: The series of powerful
stories dealing with the exciting
Easter Holiday adventures of Harry
Wharton & Co. he iz now working on
—the first of which is in your hands—
are, in my opinion, very fine examples
of this popular author’s hest works.
I have read the first three yarns, and
I know what I'm talking abont! The
story this week telling how the fat
and fatuous Billy Bunter “wangles ™
a free holiday will, I feel sure, live
long in the memory of thousands of
my roaders,

“THE MYSTERY OF BLACKROCK
ISLAND I ™

By Frank Richards,

the yarn which will appear in next
week's Maewer, deals with Harr
Wharton & Co.’s thrilling adventurcs
on the desolate island off the Cornish
coast, ducto Vernon-Smith’s malicious
trick. Landed, stranded, dished,
diddled and done, there's only one
thing for the schoolboy Crusves to
do—and that is to make the best of
a bad job! That something mysteri-
ous is going on, however, 13 very soon
made clear to the Greyifriars juniors,
and -they determine, there and then,
to solve the mystery before they leave
the island. But they are up against
a very tough proposition ! ait until
next week, chums, when you can read
all about it,

By the way, aren’t you pleased to
see the return of Dicky Nugent's
“ghockers ™ in the “Herald”? 1
thought ' you would be! Anxious
inguiries as to this youthful author’s
progress—since he has heen down
with writer’s cramp — have been
coming into the ofiice every day.
Next weck's brilliant “spasm,” star-
ring Dr. Birchemall and the chums
of Bt. Sam's—Jack Jolly &. Co.—is
fummier than ever. I highly recom-
mend 1t as a fomic for the “blues.”
The rest has eertainly done Dicky
Nugent good, for he's got some real
rib-tickling ideas up his slecve,

“Indect to gootness,” I almost
furgot—Llavid Morgan, the Welsh
junior of the Remove, is next in order
to “take over ™ our opening feature,
"My Own Page.” and his contribu-
tions make most interesting reading.

Thanks again, chums, for the many
appreciative letters that have reached
me this week! And especially you,
Ronald Gower, of Chiswick, for your
kind offer to do something for me 1n
return for the many happy bours you
have spent reading the jolly old
Maaser. Asa matter of fact, Runald,

T &chool.
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A{Come [nro .Y,
W% Bovs - anp Gmus./

Your Editor is always pleased to hear from
his readers.
“ Magnet,"” The Amalgamated PFress, Ltd,,
Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London,

Write to him : Editor of the

E.C.4.

it is in your power to repay me by
conducting an active campalgn to
obtain new readers for the Magner.
My one wish has always been to sce
the Maerer read in every home, and
with the kind co-cperation of reader
chums like you, Ronald, there's every

ossibility of my wish being granted!

ow, then, you willing helpers, give
a hand by introducing the Maeyer
to your mon-reader pals to-day. I
thank you!

An enthusiastic reader asks me
how the studies are furnished in the
Remove., I can tell him that the
majority of the junior studics are
furnished very simply, but such
fellows as Vernon-Smith and Lord
Mauleverer, who are well provided
with cash, spare no expense. {Mhers
have to be content with the ordinary
businesslike fittings snpplied by the
Hurrce Jamset Bam Singh
has a Persian rug in his study. And
vory mice, too!

“THE FLYING SCHOOLBOYS!"™

Would you like o grand holiday
tour on the Contiment in a big air
liner? Of coursc you would! Then
join up with Tom Merry & Co., the
cheery chiums of St Jim's, to-day—
they're just taking off in the “ Silver
Swallow.™ ' Fun and thrills guaran-
teed! Book your passage Ly getting
the opening yard of Martin Clifford’s
great new St. Jim’s scries, on sale

now, in the “Gem "—our grand com-
panion paper.
Now for some
RAPID-FIRE REPLIES
to readers’ querics.
JOHN WALTERS (Margate).—.

There is no knowing how many meals
Bunter could “put away "’ in a day.
And what's more, nobody scoms
anxious to put him to the test,

STAN QOPER  (Phaistow).—
I'assce out of Gales are given on
application to, and at the diseretion
of, any master or prefect.

REG FARMER (Torquay). Coeil
Reginald Temple is captain of the
Upper Fourth Form.

JIM BREWSETER (Birmingham).—
I suggest you get a copy ‘of the
“Gem,” our companion paper, In
which you will find a conpon enablin
you to inzert a notice in the pen-pals
ecorner in that paper.

I think that just about fills the
bill for this week, chums, Look oub
for another cheery chin-wag next
Saturday !

Till then, o) the very best,

YOUR EDITOR.
Tue Maner Lisgary.~-No. 1,626.






SPRING-CLEANING
AT ST. SAM’S!

Ancther Hair-Raising Yara of Jack Jolly
& Co., of St Sam's

By DICKY NUGENT

(ORTHER'S NOTLE,—~I have now
fooly recovered from the attack of
writer's kramp that has interrupted
my hterary aktivities, So I hoap to
be ablo to write many thrilling and
dramattick {fales about my famus
carriclters, Jaek Jolly & Co., and
Dr. Alfred Birchemall, of St. Sam's
School for the Sons of Jentlemen.
Herg ia the first—and I sincerely
trussed you will all like it '—DICEKY
NUGENT.)

Ting-a-ling-a-ling !

“ Hi, hi! Clear the way!"

With o jinghng of pedals and =
whirring of bells, Jack Jolly & Co., of
the Fourth, came racing down to the
drive leading to the gates of St. Sam’s.

They were riding
their bikes, and they L
farely whizzed down "
the gravel drive,

In locking for-
ward to their aftor-
noon out, they wera
not looking forward
to anything in the
way. Sothey failed
to see a majestick
fgoer in cap amd
gown standing right
in their path.

“*Haold
there 1

It was the deep
and awe -iﬂs-piring
voiee of Dr. Bivchemall, the headmaster
of 8t. Sam’s, thut yvapped out that stem
comrmamndd, DBut the order cnne too
late, -

Before Jack Jolly & Co. had time
to jam on their Lrakes, they found
themselves in a niee old pickle !

Four hikes, trying to dodge the
Head, eollided with o fearful erash and
piled up in a heap—and Dr. Bivehemall
nocked baclkwards like o ninepin,
finished up undernecth it !

Bang ! Crash ! Wallop ! Jingle !

* Yaroooooo !

* ¥oo-whooooop

The Heed’s Jdovep yells of pane min-
gled with the Fourth Formers' shriller
shrecks of aggerny., There was o
pmﬁﬁr weeping and a wailing and a
nas ing aof teeth, as that mound of
strugeling  yewmanity sorted iisell
aub !

There waz =il more weeping, a
minnit or so later, when Dr. Birchemall
freed himself from his yewman burden,
staggercd 1o his fect, and started
dusting the juniors’ trowsis with a
wacking grate birchrod !

But the loudest weeping of all came
after he had tucked away the birchrocd
to eggeplain the why and the wherefore
of this hold-up.

“ ¥You can put yvour bikes back in
the bike.shed again, vou yung welps 1™
he said with a lecr. ' Nobody is going
to be allowed out of gates till Turther
ordera !’

Jack Jolly & Co. ccased their frantick
wriggling. They stared at the Head
agarat.

* N-n-nobody allowed out of rates,
sir § " gasped Jack Jolly, ** What's the
big idea ?

The Head smiled grimly.

*You may well ask, Jolly, It is
not my wish, I assure you. It is, in
fakt, o case of dire necessity, The

O n

r!ll

gtary is soon
tokl, Y ou
wmember
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my recent

absenee  from the school on =a
hollerday provided by the
Government ! ™

“ Oh, yes, sir!" arinned the kaptin
of the Fourth. ** Iint I thought you
were in Muggleton Jail for non-payment
of income-tacks "

The Head colled.

# Ahem ! Well, Jduring my holler-
day,” he said, ignoring Jelly’s pointed
sujjestion, ** the Coverncra left fifty
pounda in eash with Me Lickham to
pay for the aunual spring-cleaning of
the s=chool, 'That munny  has
vanished !™

-

" YVanishes] ¥ 7
" Vamshed ! ™
YV anmoose] !
trick ! Not o {roweo of it can be found.
Mr. Lickham swares he left it locked

neelded  the Head.
Puone the disappearing

up in my desk. DBut now that we
have unlocked the desk, it is cone !

“My hat1”

“ 8o you zoe, bhovs” went on Dr.
Birehemall, L am {aced with the |
preblem of hiaving the school spring-
cleaned for nothivg ! There is but ono
solution to thal problem. It's a case
of afl hands (o the pumps—or rather,
the pails! Thn whole school must 1
rally. WWe must do the spring-cleaning
ourgelves ; aml. with a view to getting
thinga going, 1 have stopped all leave !
out of gates. Savvy ¥ "

“Ye-pz, sic?! "

“We gavyy, =il Y

“In that case, the sooner vou put
away those bikes mud sfart work, the
better ! ' said the Head seveerly.

Jack Jolly & Co. picked up their
hikes, and slowly and sadly and
stlently wheeld themn baek to the
bike-shed.

Jack Jolly's oves flashed as he put
away hia hike,

“I'l findd & way oul of the dilemmer
hefora long, never fear!™ he asaid.
“ But, for the tiune Leing, I don't see
that we can o anyvthing, but get on
with the washing "

“ And the sweeping and the dusting
and the serubling, too ! " said Fearless,
with arye %-iu. » Buat nover mind, you
fellows I We'll mmole the hest of o
bad job."

The cheery chums of the Fouorth
were never down-hacled for long, and
Frank's oplmistick remwk put a
stop to theiv moaning and groaning.
By the time they were haci:: in the
Sehool Honse again, they had almost
recovered their usual good spirits,

Burleigh of the Sixth presented
Jack Jolly & Co. with their weppons
of war. Jolly received a floor-mop,
Fearless & wackuum cleaner, Merry a
braoom, and Bright a pail of water and
@ serubbing brush.

: ‘“'hGEt bizzy, kids!* growled Bur-
eigh.

Eright fell on his hands and neeze
ond started serubbing the floor for
oll he was worth. Merry to
raise clonds of dust with his broom.
Jolly plied the floor-mop as if for a
wager. Fearless switched on  the
vackuum c¢leaner and raced it up and
down the carpet at & that
sujjested he was in traiming for o
100 yards sprint |

When Dr. Birchemall poked his head
into Biz Hall five minnits later,
apring-cleaning was in full swing.

ut it tock a lot to satiafly the tirant
of 5t. Sam’s and he eyed the amateur
tlomesticks with a very critical eye.

“My hat! What a puny, paltry,
piffing pretence at spring-cleaning ! °
he emed, in tones of deep disgust.
“ Bend vour backs to it, vou lazy
yvung lubbers ! Give roe that scrubbing-
brush, Bright, and let me show you how
to do 3t 1"

"The Head fell on hia neeze and started

-ﬂm'uhiuing awny ot the foor with

terrifick energy.

ile felé very sorry he had done so,
o minnit later !

Ag he leaned forward, with his
heard sweeping the floor, Frank Fear-
lesa bore down on him with the
vackuum cleaner; and before yom
conld say “ Nife!” that wackoum
cleaner had spucked half the Head's
beard into ita mnterior and brought

 the Head’s ehin with a erash to the

flgor !

Bang |

“Yow-ow-ow! My whiskers!
Help ! Yoooooop !

iir. Birchemall’s vells farely awoke
the echoes of Big Hall. But loudly as
thie Head yelled, big yells were nothing
compared with the yells of the fellpws
when they saw the commical site.

“ 1z, ha, ha ! ™

“Ho, ho, ho!
Head ! ¥

The amateur spring-cleaners simply
shreeked with merth. Even Fearless
was dubbled up with larfter, as he
switched off the eurrent.

“Ha, ha, ha! Borry, eir, and all
that! Ha, ha, ha!* yelled Fearless,
trying hord to disentangle the Head's
beard from the cleaner. "It looks
ag if you'll have to get a specialist to
finish thizs job unless yom want to
leave hall your face-fungus behund !

“QOw! Grooosoo! Wow! Wheel
it out backwards to my study. you
yung idiot ! roared the Head.

And Fearlesa had to retreat with
the wackuum cleaner to the Head's
study, while the Head crawled behind
it on his hands and neeze, breething
fire and slawtor !

1t was long before Dr. Birchemall
auxxeeded in freeing himself from
Frank's wackoum cleaneri bub . it
was longer still before tho larfier in
Big Hall fnished.

Just look at the

The Head's firstgiforts at domestick
work thus ended father disastrously.
Eventzs to follow, however, were soon
to show the school th-t it was by no
means the end of spng-cleaning at
et

? wgent 11 in fine form next
week 1?.;*.;‘;;'Ilr the fib-ﬁﬂﬂ!hgjie t::! fo this
story, Note the titlh: " Jack Jolly's
Protest [}

HOBBIES U% TO DATE
By H. SKINNER

——md

2. Bird’-Nesting

Personally, I don't think much of
bird's-nesting as a ‘wbby. Chaps who
§u in for bird’s-nestitg get too much
resh air, and too mupeh fresh air 18 bad
for you., Fresh air in large quantities

g8 I'm neither an animal nor a reptile.
{Don't be too sure, old bean /—Ep.)L

But if you can stand frosh air, there's
no reagon why you shouldn't get a bit
of fun out of bird's-nesting.

The first thing is to learn to rec%nisu
a bird's nest when you gee one. Don't
assume that every blob of matted straw
you see in o erow iz & neat. It
1m't. I shall never forget the shock
I had one day when I put my arm
through the hedge and grabbed at
what I took to be a bird's nest.
discoverad, too late, that it was a beard
belonging to & hiker who had sat down
to admire the scenery !

Unlesa you go sbout the job with
great csubtion, you mmay experence
great difficulty in finding where birds
arg nﬂstinig. It is therefors best to
lie dogge for o time, just taking your
boarings. So as not to arouse the bird's
suspicions, put on a suitable disguise.

f you look like Peter Todd, of course,
don't bother about digguising. The
birds will take vou for a scarecrow,

Hurrah for
timents of the wvost majority of Greyfriars men

Jiﬂ.‘.ﬂl.l can rig yourself up as a sheep or a
aystack or something else easy.

Having found your nest, don't be
greedy and take all the eggs. Ome is
quite sufficient ; and one won't bo
mizged. Birds ars like Bob Cherry—
they're no pood ab arithmetie. If
you take one egg out of half.a-dozen,
the bird won't be any the wiser.

When you are back in your study
with your egg, stick o pin in each end
of it (the egg, I mean—npot the study)
and blow out the inside. If you ows

our study-mate a grudge, you can

low it in hiz face. After this, your
og ia ready for depositing in your show-
cage, and thet's that.

I muight say a lot more about bird’s-
nesting if I had the space. As1haven't,
I will conclude with a tip. Among
bird's-nesters, it iz counsidered wvery
bad form to uze colleeted birds’ egps as
ammunition ageinst prefects. Xpgs
for “thia purpose should be purchased
from tho wvillage stores at Friardale,
You can easily ulent.if;; the right brand

may be a good thijg for animals and | and you'll be all right. If you're not | by the label—" FHESH EGGS.
reptiles, but that dian’t concern me, ' already disguised by nature, howaver, ! FOREIGN. 20 a Shilling.”
= e - _l._rl_n et e e o

FOURTH FORM FAIRGROUND
WHOOPEE IS DIGNIFIED
Says DICK RAKE

Give eredit where eredit 15
due. lIt's easy to eeoff and
acorn at Temple & Co.in the
ngcr Fourth for pukting on
side. Bub we may a8 well
admit that the: *uwh of
class they show . ! they
sct out to enjoy L.wghselves
s something a mera Ve
man can never sgope to
imitate successfully”

I bumped into tw, thres
of them on & fairgreund this
Easter.

* What cheer, laddies 7 "
I called out, " How's
tricks 1%

You should have wen the
lofty stars they slurned
for that cheery gmreting!
Evebrows went u aths
twitohed, nostrilr - . bad,
and eyelids abm Loesed
over disdainful ey

* Who is this nt"
demanded Temple pof no-
bedy in partio "I
he's soroebody belar ' to
any of you chaps, | can’t
congratulate you un your
friends,”

“ Have a dim idea I've
sfen him before somewhere,™
gaid Fry. * May hewe been
in the Zoo the other day—
in one of the cages, what T

“Haw! Oh, roother!"
drawled Dabney,

I chuckled.

* It's really marvellous

how youn put over your atuff
when you're on holtday, you
chaps,” T anid. " If L {licivn’t-
look ot vou twice sometimes,
I'd really mistake wvou for
gentlemen [ 7

Temple & Co. looked a
little leas lofty at that.

* Liook hera, kid, it strikes
me yvou'd better trickle
off while wyou're safe
advised Templa, ** Tt
would epeil the holiday
atmosphere completely if
they found tho lifcless
body of o cheeky fagr
strewn round this fair.
ground in little bits.™

** Oh, rather! " chimed
Dabney and Fry, in that
tired, lifeless drawl that
is the envy and despair
of aspiring Bociety
climbers at Greyfriars,

* Don't worry, dear
men,” I grinned. ** I'll
follow wyou round at n
respectful distanee. I
don’t want to he too
near you, ADywa
people might think I was

with you and X wouldn’t
have that happen for
worlds !

I duly followed them
round at & regpectful dis.
tanco. I found it really in-
triguing to study the air of
dignity and refinernent with
which those posh Fourth-

Formers made whoopee.
They stuck their noses
ag high in the air as they
would go and just kept them
there regardless, At the
shooting.gallery, at the
-l stell, on the swings

and roundabouls and scenic
railway, Temple and his pals
followed the same order—
necke stiff and noses well up |
No mistake about it, lads,
nobility of bearing is Tom-
ple’a long suit, The Fourth
Form trio leoked traly im.
pressive, as they trotted
round that fairground with
their superior frowns and

superciliour smiles and de”

vastating “ Haws | ™ I take
off my hat to them—or,
at least, I would do, but for
the fact that I saw their
refinement and polish wear
& little thin at the finish,
Everything was all right
till they went on the bumper-
cars, DBut the bumper.cars

beat them completely. Bum-
per-cars, of courss, are really
most unsuitable vehicles to
drive while you've got your
nose up in the air, Temple &
Co. didn’t realise that till it
was too late.

They each took a car and
ecarcered round the track,
toying elegantly with the
steering-wheel and looking
fearfully bored. Then, at
the bend, they all collided,
with a jolt that shook the
track to its foundations.
Temple shob out from his
car likn a bullet, Dabney
ﬂg}mwicd on the floor, and
¥ry landed on  his baek
on the floor of hig car, And
what do you think happened
fo their disdamibal, aristo-
eratic dignity then ¥
It grieves me to say it, but
it deserted them entirely.
Temple yelled * Ow-ow.owt"
Dabuey ** Yoo-hoooop !
and Iy * Urrooocogh !
Their eyebrowa came down
with a rush, their noses
followed suit, and their
curling lipa straightened cut
to emib cries of pein snd
distresa. Really, I never saw
such a swilt change in all
my life !

Rather a vulgar end to
Temple's velined afternoon,
wasn't it ¥ He and his pals
let down the side rather
badly over thosn bumgar-
cara. I'm afraid I shan’t be
able to raize my hat to them
after seeing them come such
o purler.

ut I etill can't help ad-
miring the loliy dignity with
which these noble Fourth
Formers moke whoopee-!

HARRY WHARTON

CALLING!

the holidays! Such aro the sens

tho

Eaater wvace. is here—and to the

best of my knowledge and belief the same goes for
schoolboya everywheve !

Parents and guardiang, of eourge, feel differantly
about it. The common complaint is _that school
holidays are too long.
Colonsl Wharton, voice that opinien on more than one

I have heard my uncle,

We can hardly be ected to agres
with our elders’ view EIEf the ma.tgtf;-.
At the same time, in fairness to the old
‘ung, we ocught perhaps to recognise that
in gome cases their opinfon is at least
understandable.

When & chap like Billy Buntor haa
time on his hands, for instance, he
becomes o dashed nuizance to himself
and everybody around him, I ecan
epeak from experience and with a good
deal of feeling here, for I"ve had to put
up with the fat old Owl on several
holidaye, snd I know just whab it
reans !

A fellow of Skinner’s stamp, again,
must be a sore trial to his family in the
vac, 1 imagine that he divides his
time between japing his friends and
relations and getting into trouble with
the local police. I find it quite sasy
to believe that Skinner's people consider
our zchool holidaye far foo long !

Then there is young Oliver Kip
who 18 said fo have admitied that
spends most of his vac. in the kitchen,
practising balancing tricks and juggling
stunts with tho crockery. There must
he meny occasions when Kipps' mater
gighs for the first day of a new term
again !

Others ean be troublesome in their
verious ways. DBolsover major, I am
told, ia always fixing up punchhalls in
the most inconvenient parts of the house,
Mauleverer has the annoying habit of
spending half the day in bed—though
in hie case, a8 he is more or leas monarch
of all he surveys, I supposs it docan’s
matter what he does! Hoskinsg of the
Shell, of course, spends all day andevery
day, thumping away at hig piano.

Oh, yes, one can qute appreciate
why some of the old folks at home think
we get too many bolidays. But to
appreciate 18 not necessarly to 8.
1 still say, hurrah for the holidays !
And I have no doubb you all heartily
echo my sentiments |

Dicky Nugent ig back in our columns
again, you will notice—hia writer’s
cramp completely cured and his literary
genus  unimpaired ! He wanted to
write & seriea of stories of horror and
imagination, as & chaoge from the
adventures of Jack Jolly & Co.—but I
told hima I thought thers was qguite
enough horror and imagination already
in hia stories of St. S8am’'s ! I am aurs,
anyway, that his return will meet with a
warm welcome. There is nobody guite
like young Dicky !

All the best till next week, chums !

HARRY WHARTON.

] *

People We'd Like To Know!
The burglar who said that the thing
he liked Lest about Greyfriars was the

Big Haul.
Second Former who thought the
Anti-SBmeking League should be abolished
because it advocated destroying all

fags. ) _
%['ha puzzled gormaxndiser who failed

to fathom why it was every time
fath hy it that t

ho saw the Beak he felt so ** peckish.’



