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That Dasing Young Mam om piysieal training, my dess Twigg.

THE FLYING TRAPEZE

{By CQur Own Representative)

Between pravers amd hreakfast the
other day, I went alongy te the gym
ta Dave ten mduutes oo the bars. TFe
my amazememt, the deor was locled !
Other fellows were there, telling the
world about it. It isn't often that
the gym is used before breakfast, lnt
as soon as the mews apréad that it
was lacked, theme were loud yells for
Gosling, -

“"Wa s You old 1 el €
door’a &t::leilec nr e

“Wot I gex in l.lhg: Jere,” replied
Goaks sotrly, . “the jimmingsinm
niu’ﬂp&n_nﬂi{{ tilk arter breakfyat.
‘Fad’s ordera.”

“PBut what's the idea?”’ we de-
manded angrily.

“Pummo! I b'lieve Mr. Prount sug-

ested it. Now ‘op it
Eofurer 1 report yer.”

There were some
complzints, but not
maxy ; fer, as I aay,
the xym in seldom
used, oand, anyway,
oriders are orders
when they ecomc from
the Hecad. But as the
special representative
of a world-fimous

E:r.n:d‘, 1 was net to
satislhed  with
wertds,. 1 had to re-
solve the mystery or
perish mx the attempt.

Streuuous  inguiry
met with no response,
except to confirm that
the gym could not be used at that
hour without permission. So next day
I cut “preg Y—and bagged 100
lines—in order to elimb throagh the
window and hide im the gym. But it
was worth it, for soon a key turned
in the lock, and who chould come in,
but Prout and Twigg!

Prout was attircd in singlet and
shorta. I nearly ‘collapsed at the
sight. Twize was wearing a flannel
suit and a dubious expression. Prout
locked the door and them proceeded
to swing a pair of us cluba.
Twige took exercise by leeking on.

“ T am really too stiff this morming,

Prout,” he explained. “¥ ame achimg
all over from these dumb-bells yester-

day."
“Persevere, my dear fellow!”
pauted Prout. “The dector made a
ial point of it when I comsulted

him abont my health and—'hem—my
weight.  Weight-reducing medieines
are uscless,” he aaid, Esxcreise is the
enly way to obtain a slim figure—

vme  commenew |’ _
But ipg—wbase waistline iz
mi.tg ta tollowr Prouts—shook hia

“X :I%I'EE’ with you that the masters
sheuld have the use of the gymuasimm
for 3 while every day,” he said, “bnt
¥ am really achimg in every joimt,
Pl'ﬂﬂ ‘JJ

“Nonsense! Why, look at me! I
intend to try tle—'hemi—ves, the
trapeze. Watch this, Twigg ™

*“ Goodness gracious, Prout,”
Twigg in alarm, “pray do ne such
thing! Your age and—er—your
weigij:-—— Really, Prount, I implore
you—-" :

“ Absurd " hoomed Prout. “T was
o tremendomws athlete in my day, sir.
There 18 ne occasion whatever for
alarm.”

And Prout, nsing a Iadder instead
of the ropes, mounted the trapeze.

Have you cver scem an eclephant
pexforming om a rope
swing? Well, I have
~—as goot as, The roof
itoelf sa inwards
under Prout’s weight,
agd he fumbled and
stumbled and fell
backwards. A monrent
later he was oseil-
latine wildly in mid-
sir, hangine down-
wards with his
over the swinging bar.

*‘ Help ! he bawled,
“Help me, Twigg! X
cannot pull myself
up! I shall fall om
my head, Twigg, if

do mot assmt me.
Help

18

-

‘Twi was gasping helplessly,
T]tnthras only one thing te do.
Heedless of tgﬁ row that wenld
follow, I shimmed up the rope, canght
the trapezc amd dvew it across to the
Indder, to which Prout hung like

rim death. He mamjed to get his
ect on the ladder smd pnll himself
out of the trapeze. Then I kelped
him down.

The daring athlete was so shaken
that he did not evem uetice my
presemce. He was aout of the
gym by Twigg. Nex# day the
was open after proyers as usual. It's
open still!

And Proeat is weight-
uﬂuci:g.:l-eﬂitim!

: YOU THERE?

BY THE EDITOR

I wonder how many have
sighed: “Xife would Be mmeh better
withont the telephone”? I'm suve

taking

George Win

» cur sehoel captain,
iz one. For if Sir Hilton Peopper, or
Coloncl Griffitha, or the vicar, or the
dozen ofher focal friends of Dy, Locke
had to fag up to the schiool te report

a fellows—well, fhey just
w 't bother.

Bat as it is, .if any of these old
gentry see a Greyfriars man dru)a}-
pirg inte the Three Fishers, or land-
ing ox Popper's Island, or buyng
crgarettes in the village, he says to
himself:- “Hem! I'll just give my
friend Pr. Locke a call on the tele-
phoue when I get home. He'll be
glad to hear abont this!™ And the
result is that George  Wingate is
called into the Head's study and
as a little fri%'iiﬂ , if the prefects
¢ver do anything but ornamental.

Three tinses last week a junier was
sgen  sneaki out of the  Three
Fishers, and Wingate is now hoiling
over, He and his band of prefects
have practically lived at the Thyce
Fishers this. week. They pine and
yearn to pget hold of that sinful
junier and make him eringe.

But what a hope! We kmow—and
theg' suspect—that the culprit is
Aubrey Angel of the Upper rth.
They eye him almost wolfishly when
he strolls out of gates. He doesn't
worry—why should e? The dingy
sweep backs his faney just the same.
No matter bhow many prefects are
eluatered roumnd the Thrce Fishers,
Angel's vwoice can travel right
throngh them om the telephome wire.
He has only to mnse s eall-box in
Friardale or Courtfield to do all Lis
business with Mr. Bill Ledgey. You
ear’t bag a fellow for using a public
t ofe,

If he loses, he the mouey to
Lodgey. If he wins, Lod sends
his winnings to the post office—to e
called for. _

No wonder Wisgate would be glad
to hear that the telephone had been
abolished. The only thing that would
give him morve pleasure would be the
news that Amgel had been abolished,

t00.
See you next week, chaps !

HARRY I‘I'ilii:'l;E[.a..'!\‘. ON.

— — —

Personal

Mr. Peter Todd, of Study Ne. 7,
gives PUBLIC NOTICE that he will
not hereafter be respemsible for any
debt, charge, or contract inenrred by
or on behalf of his study-mate,
"FE;[LLEA_}I GEORGE BUN = ﬁ:l?td
that any person claiming sac s
charge, or contract, should take its
value out of the offemder’s fat hido.
—BY ORBER.

(Continued on page 27.)



A DOUBLE IN TROUBLE'!

ONE

IN THE GREYFRIARS REMOYVE.

EDITION—IN THE SHAPE OF—

Glmrll unﬂ'

AP

' AT
Za

IN THE NECK !

S‘u‘.'D{JDDDSH !

“Oh ! howled Bob Cherry.

He was taken quite by sur-
rise. The very last thing that Bob
herry of the Grevirinrs Remove

expected at that moment was a
sudden neck-full of ink!

That was what he pot!

Bob had ciit down from the Honse

to post a letter before tea. The
letter-box was in the school wall, near

the gate. Near the box, one of the
old Greyfriars clms grew close to the -
wall., Between the tree-trunk and

the old stone wall was a narrow
space. From that narrow aspace shot,
suddenly, a stream of ink from a
st]ulrt

Just as Bob dmgpeﬂ his letter into
the box, that sudden stream shot at
him, ecatching him under the right
ear. It streamed down his neck. It
drenched his collar. Bob clapped his
hand te his inky ear and howled.

“Oh! What— Who——"

He glared ronnd.

Bob Cherry had a good temper—
one of the best in the Remove. But
it quite failed him now. He glarnd
round for the fellow who had so sud-
denly inked him, with the intention
of collaring -that fellow, and smiting
Ivim hip and thigh,

Ko one was to be seen—for a
moment—anywhere auear at hand.
Fellows were to be scen at a distance

NIl
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BILLY BUNTER IS ENOUGH
NOW COMES A

SECOND

r"'

¥ --H;___;h-__-‘"-;i“':"_,z“'ﬁ"‘ﬂ ”f r!

Pushing the ancient porter of Greyfriars out of the way, Billy
Bunter careered on towards the school gates !

—nobody near enough for sguirting.
Whence that sudden jet of ink had
come was for a moment a mvstf‘: B’

But only for a moment! Then Bob
rushed round the biz elm near the
letter-box. And there was a startled
squeak !

“It wasn't me! Keep off, Coker,
vou beast !
“You mad porpoize !” roared Bob.
Lurking behind that tree—out. of
gight till Bob came round it—was. a
fat fizure. . A pair of large spectacles
were turned on Bob in alarm.

Billy Bunter had mnot apparently
expected to be discovered!

There was an inky sguirt in one fat
hand. In the other was a bottle of

ink. There was a smudee of ink on
the fat little mnose under the
spectacles,

“You balmy bloater!” howled Bob.
R G i i R R R B R e

Amusing and Amazing Story of

Schoolboy Adventure, Starring

HARRY WHARTON & CO., of
GREYFRIARS.

WSS F A R b e R R r PR PR R r i b it

“AWhat have you done that for, you
pqﬂ: perpeise! By gum, I'lil—"

h erikey !” gasped Billy Bunter.
*Is that yom, Cherry?® I t'fmurrht it
was Coker of the Fifth "

“Yon thought it was Coker of the
Fifth " gasped Bob. “Am I any-
thing like Coker of the Fifth, you be-
uwllte& bloater?”

“Well, you know I'm a hit slmrt-

swhter] # "said Buater. *Besides, I
wasn't ldéoking—I just heard you
come, you know, smﬂ let fly! I heard

Coker tell Potter that lie was coming
down to post a letter before ten, and
En_??‘

Bob Cherry dabbed at streaming
ink, and glared at-the fat Owl of the
Hemove as if he could have eaten
him.

“You blithering owl!” lie rasped.
“Are you going to stick there and
ink everybedy who comez down to
wst a letter till vou get Coker of the

“ifth #*

“I'I1 look next time ! snid Bunter.
“I wish you hadn't hmgml in, Cherry.
You've made me t-*mt-:- that ink

“Yon—wou—you " aasped Bob,
“2till, it's ali rnrl:l‘ ¥ waid Bunter.

“1've got some mmE' !
e MacsET Lisrapy.—No, 1652,
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“All ripght, is it?” howled Bob.

“Yes, brought the hottle with
me,” explained Bunter., " I've wasted
that lot, but I can fill- the squirt
again. So it’s all right.”

And Billy Bunter, uncorking the
bottle, proceeded to refill the squirt,
ready for the right victim when he
came along.

Bob Cherry gazed at him. He was
inky, and he was fearfully exasper-
ated. But he resisted the temptation
lo strew William George Bunter in
-:mn.;l scctions all over tﬁau Groyfriars
ijnad,

“You potty owl!” he snid. " Look
what you've done "

“He, he, he!™ Bill Bunter
looked, and scemed to think it funny.
I say, old chap, you want a wash!
I say, cut off, will you? I don't
want Coker to know there's apybody
here when he comes down to post lhis
letter.” _

*“I won't slanghter you, Bunter!"”
said Bob Cherry,’ breathing hard.
" You'll éft enough slaughtering if
vou get Coker of the Fifth with that
~quirt. DBut a

“He Lkicked me!™ said - Bunter.
“I can't kick Coker—he's too jolly
hig! T can get him with a equirt,
and I'm jolly well going to, see?
You wait till he comes down to t
that letter! I'll get him all right !

Bi"f Bunter gave a reminmiscent
wriggle!  Apparently the weight of
Coker's boot lingered in his memory.

“You're not going to do anything
of the sort!” roa Bob.

“T jolly well am ! deelared Bunter,

“You tat ass !

“Yah!1*

“I've a jolly good min "

“(h, really, éﬁl&l‘l‘j‘! I wish you'd
cnt off and not hang about here jaw-
ing, when Coker may come along any
mnute I expostulated Bunter. “If
he sees you talking, he'll guess that
there’s somebody behind this tree.”

“Yes—I think even Coker would
ruess that one " agreed Bob, dabhing
at ink with his handkerchief.

“Well, cut off!” urged Bunter.
“Look here, i’uu want a wash—yon're
in o filthy inky state! Yon're always
telling me I want a wash! Well,
look at you!”

“Chueck that squirt over the wall !

“'Tain't mine — it's Toddy's!
Toddy would kick up a row if I
chucked his squirt away! DBesides, I
want it for Coker!”

“And suppose you get the wrong
man again?” hooted Bob.

“Well, I shall be jolly eareful—
I've only got ink enongh for onc mare
o, I say, I wish you'd eclear off,
herry 17

Bob Cherry breathed hard, and le
breathed deep !

Had the squirter been un{hﬂdry but
the fat apd fatuous Owl of the
Remove, Bob would have been punch-
ing him before this. He was not
eoing to punch Bunter—but he was
not going to let him carry on with
his squirting stunts. A short-sighted
and fathended Owl with an inky
squirt was altogether too dangerons
to be loft at large.

“Will you chueck it?” demanded
Bob,

Ture Mgxer Taeranry.— o, 1652,
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“I'll wateh it!” retorted Bunter.

“Well, T'll stop you, then, you
blithering owl!” said Bob Cheiry;
and he stepped up te Bunter, and
jerked off his big spectacles.

There was a howl from. Bunter.

“Beast! Gimme my specs!”

The fat Owl blinked fractically.

With his spectacles, Buanter's vision
was not good. Without them, he waa
all at sea! Te saw Bob Cherry

through a mist,
“Will -youn gimme my specs, you
heast 7 gg howled. HI can't tell

Coker from any other beast, without

mF B8 .”'

“You conldu't tell me from Coker
with them !” retorted Bob., “Call in
Study No. 1 for them when you want
th'ﬂm.ﬂ

“I ehall howled
Bunfer.

“That’s all right.

d as a mile 1™

“You silly idiot, gimme my speca I

“You're gafer without them at pre-
sent, old fat man! Come after them,
¥ you want them !”

*Beast ¥ yelled PBunter, as Bob
Cherry marched off towards the
House with the eaptured spectacles.
“Bring those spees back, you beast!
Po you hear?”

Bob Cherry leard, but he héeded
.. He had generously refrained
from slaughtering Bunter, as Bunter
deserved, ¢ next fellow who
%:t e ink, it was certain, would not

so merciful. Without his specs,
Bunter could not carry on—and if he
followed Bob into the House for
them, he would have ta give up his
an}uirting stunts, So Bob, heedless
of the cxnsperated howls of the fat
Owl of the Kemove, marched off with
those spectacles, aud disappeared inta
the Housze with them,

miss Coker!®

A miss i3 as

e —— T

ON THE NOSE !

ILLY BUNTER breathed wrath.

Never had the fat Owl of the

BRemove been so infensely ex-
asperated.

Coker of the Fifth had kicked him
—-hard. IHe could not, as he had
stated, - kick Coker of the Fifth—
Coker was too bi
to kick—especially Bunter. Bunter
wonld bave nceded to mount on a
step-ladder, or a chair, for the pur-
pose — obviously an  impracticable
proposition. -

etting Coker with a squirt full of
ink was the next best thing. And
there was Bunter, with the ink and
the squirt, all ready—and it would
have worked like a charm, if that
fathead, Cherry, hadu't cut down to
post a letter and caused Bunter to
waste half his supply of ink—and
ther bagged Lis spees, thus making
it practically im;mmihle for him to
use the other half !

Billy Bunter almoszt made up his
fat mind to chuck it.

On the other hand, Coker of the
Fifth might be on the s?ot an
minute—Bunter had distinet ¥ hear
lim tell Potter that he was posting a
letter hoefore tea. And Bunter still
had o painful twinge where Coker's
boot had landed,

for a Remove man |

Bunter resolved to carry on.

Hiz coirn of vantape was not more
than six feet from the letter-box. He
wag in good cover. He had only to
wait till he heard Coker at the box,
and then let fily. He could peep
round the tree-frunk, and even
without his specs he could see whether
it was a big fellow at the letter-box
—not some fatheaded junior again.

Bunter waited.

He had not long to wait!

ﬂ'l:][%l a few minutes had elapsed
when he heard footsteps approaching
the letter-box from the direction of
the Housc.

Safely parked behind the tree-
trunk, close to the wall, the fat Owl
listened, with all his ecars!

It was a heavier tread this time—
cortainly net a junior’s!

Coker all right this time!

Bunter’s little round eves gleamed.
hﬂThE footsteps stopped at the letter-
X

The fat Owl, sﬂuirt in hand, peered
cantwusly round the massive tree-
trunk. ¢ did not want to make
wnother mistake. He had only enough
ink left for one more po.

He glimpsed a fisure—much taller
ﬂmE“v B juniﬁlt'ﬂ.ﬁ e 4

cn as he glimpsed it, he let

with the n-quirtg‘ 4

Swoooooosh !

Zplash ! _

Billy -‘Bunter suppressed a giggle
of merriment, as he blotted himself
out of sight behind that tree. He
did not want Coker to discover him
there, as Bob Cherry had done! Still,
he wons ready for instant flight, if
Coker did!

“Oooocoogh | came a gasping howl
from the vietim who had got the ink.

Bunter grinned from ear to ear,

The beast had got it—right in the
chivey! Berve him jolly well right
for kicking Bunter!

“Gurrrrrggh!  Bless my soul!
What—who—— (Gooduess gracious,
what ™y

Bunter ceased to grin. The grin
vanished from his iat face, as if
wi&'md off by a duster.

hat was not Coker's voice !

It was a voice Bunter knew—knew
only too well! It was tho voice of
Lis Form-master, Mr. Quelch!

Bunter tottered agninst the trunk
of the elm, overcome with hbrror.

He had got the wrong man again—
agd the wrong man, this time, was a
beak—his own beak!

B{' the unhappiest of chances, Mr.
Queleh had stopped at the box to post
a letter. Coker, it seemed, was
never coming. But Quelch had come !

‘Bunter's fat knees knocked
together, and almost let him down,

*Bless my soul! Ink!” came the
excited voice from the other side of
the elm. “Ink! Goodness gracious!
I am drenched with—with ink! What
—who—upon my word !*

Bunter's blood froze,

Quelch—he had got Quelch! He
had got his own Form-master, right
in the chivvy, with a squirt-full of
ink! It made Bunter quite dizzy!
This meant a ﬂugging‘--thiﬂ meant
the eack! If Cueleht found  him
out—— T,

Bunter could enly hope that @cluh




would not think of looking round
that tree! If only he didn’t, it was
all right! If only Quelch would go
vack to the House! Ho mneeded a
wash, as much as Bob Cherry had!
If only he would go and get that
wash——

Mr. Quelch did need a wash! His
soholar E face was simply streaming
with ink,.

Bob Cherry kad got it in the ear.
Quelch had got i1t on the nose.
Quelch’s face was splashed and
streaked with ink. Ink ran down his
classic features, and penetrated into
the corners of his mouth !

Nevertheless, Mr, Quelch, badly as
he needed a wash, was thinking less
of a wash than of discovering who
had inked him! ‘That was to Quelch,
at the moment, the most wurgent
matter in the universe,

He came round that tree. As there
was no other cover at hand, and as
the inker was not in sight, it did not
take Quelch long to guess. that he
was parked behind that tree.

“Oh!” gasped Bunter, as the tall,
angular figure of the Remove master
loomed round the tree and towered
over him.

Bunter gazed in horror at Quelch.

He did not need his spectacles to
reveal the awful state into which he

had put his Form-master.
o ter ! roared Mr. Quelch.
“Oh crikey!” gasped Bunter.
“ Bunter ! ou young rascal!
You—" Quelch pounced.
Bunter bounded.

The trouble had to come. Trouble
was not to be avoided when a fellow
had inked his Form-master. Bunter
knew that!

Nevertheless, he bounded like n
kangaroo to escape the clutching
lLand. The look on Quelch’s inky face
was altogether too terrifying.

Bunter bounded out of reach.

“Bunter!" roared Quelch.

B;;nter flew.

“Bunter! Stop! Stop this instant !
shrieked the ﬁ‘?:-lzzlurmnsier.

Bunter vanished.

MEETING OF THE R.D.5.

£ HERE'S the other ass?”
asked Wibley.
William ‘;ib]ﬂj’ of the
Eemove came into Study No. 1.

He had a wad of closely written
paper in his Land, a trace or two of

rease-paint on his face, and—as he
kaeﬂ ronnd the study—a frown on
his brow. :

There were six juniors in the stndy.
Four of them were Harry Wharton,
Frank Nugent, Johnny Bull, and
Burree Jamset Bam Singh—the fifth
member of the famous Co. being miss-
ing at the moment. The other two
were Peter Todd and Herbert ¥ernon-
Emith.

It was a meeting of the principal
members of the Remove amatic
Society, of which William Wibley
was the president,

*“ Where's the other idiot #” inguired
Wibler, as his first question was not
answered.

Horry Wharton langhed.

“Boh went down fo post a letter

EVERY SATURDAY

about a quarter of an hour ago,” he
answered.

Snort, from. Wibley!

Wibley's time was of value—
immense value. And when Wib
spared a little of his immensely valu-
able time for lesser lights of the
Remove Dramatic Society, he ex-
pected them to be on the spot.

Bob Cherry was not on the spot.

“Does it take him a gquarter of an
hour to post a letter?” enorted
Wibley. '

“He won't be long now, old bean !
said the captain of the Remove sooth-
ingly. Wibley being an artist, with
an artistic temperament, had to be
soothed like a baby. ”Snmer.hinf,v’n
delayed him, I expect. Yon ean pgive
out the parts——

“What's it about?? asked the
Bounder. !

8o far, the humbler members of the
R.D.8, did not know what p]a_}r Was
going to be put up this term. These
matters were settled by Wibley. All
they knew was that William Wibley
would take the fattest part—they
knew that much by experience.

“Shakespearc’s rather a back
number,” answered Wibley. “There's
an old "proverb that if you. want a
thing well done, you have to do it

yourself | Bo I've written the play.”
“Oh!” said the R.D.8., all
tagether.

It's 8 comedy,” Wibley eded
to' explain. “A bit brighter and
snappier than Shakespeare’s
comediea.”

W Dh (Fd

“The whole Elaj' revolves round one
central figure,” continned Wibley.
~ “You needn’t tell ns who will take
that part, then!” remarked Peter
Todd. “We can guess that one!”

And the Demove Dramatic Society
grinned,

Wibley found great advantages in
writing his comedies himself. Not
only could he beat Shakespeare at
that game, so far as making them
annfpg went; but he conld make sure
that the best actor in the Remove
had plenty of “fat*—the best actor
being William Wibley!

8o, thongh the juniore did not know
yet what the play was about, they
could guess that the central char-
acter would be played by W. Wibley,
and that Wib would come on in every
scene, the rest of the cast being
merely also rans.

However, that was quite as usual;
and Wib, after all, was a wonderful
actor—alnfost a hundredth part as

as he thought he was,

“What do you think of Bunter as
a character?” asked Wihh:g.

“Bunter?” repeate Harry
Wharton.

“Yes; Bunter'!®

“Bunter can't act!” gaid Verrnon-
Smith. “He can't do anything but
eat and tell whoppers !¥

“I mean a Buuter part, fathead—
not played by Bunter! The fat ass
will be in the audience—not en the
stage! This comedy is written round
a schoolbovw eharacter named Grunter
—madelled on Bunter! I take the
part, of comrse! It nceds a fellow
who ecan- nct.™

“Thanks % the R.D.S.,
chorus.

said in

* Shakespeare this time?"

3

“The part,” said Wibley impres-
sively, “1s & real gcream. ['ve often
thought that Bunter is wasted as
school, He ought to be on the films.
Well, we're putting him on the
stage! I Bagdmnka up as Bunter;
I've done it ore, for a lark: now
I'm going to de it for the play.”

The R.D.S. nodded assent,

Wibley could ‘make np as anything
or anybody, and le could mako up
as Billy Bunter. Nobody elsc in the
E.D.8. had a chance in that line.

How Wibley did these things they
did not even know; but Wib could
do them. He scemed to have elastic
features that could be twisted into
any required shape. He could turn
on Bunter’s fat squcak as easily as
he could turn on Monsicur Car-
pentier’s shrill squeal. When Wibley
played a part he did not merely play
ttu-—]l;!':] llwﬁd ::. IIliE' Wibley made up
as Bi unter he was going to be
Bﬂlg ];untcr! SeoF

“Now, here's your parte,” went on
Wibley. “I've got them written out,
and I'll take youn throngh them. I've
got my own part word-perfect
already, of conrse. But you fellows
are rather dense.”

“The thankfulness is terrific, my
esteemed Wibley,” murmured
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

i “If that ass Cherry docsn't. come

n ¥
“Hallo, hallo, halloe!” e¢ame a

g{he&ryl Toar at the door of Sﬁidy
o. 1.

Bob Cherry tram in, almost
mal;:iirng the .iud ahm, i
“You're Inte!”’ snapped Wibley.
“Had tea?” asked Bnh. 3

“*Who's

“Tea!” roared Wibley.
thrl‘r#r; abﬁug tea 2

ell, it's jolly mearly tea-time,"
said Bob. “Sorry I‘mF late, old
beans—a potty porpoise squirted ink
over me, taking me for Coker of the
Fifth, and I've had to get a wash.
—

“Don’t jaw now yow're here,” said
Wibley. “I'm doing the talking!™

“You generally are, when von're
around,” agreed Bob. “Cun’t von
talk over tea, thoungh?” '

" Blow tea!” roared Wiblew.

“This is a mecting of the Romove
Dramatic Society, old chap,” said
Harry, laughing. “Forgotten?”

“Oh ! lessed §f I hadn't!”
admitted Bob. "All right, Wib--
carry on! I'm friehtfully keen!
What are we doing-—Hamlet? There's
some good stuff in Hamlet! Took
at those lines:

“¢* How mauy thousanda of my
poorcst subjects,

Are in gix parts, and cvery part
a dueat!
“Is that right #*
“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Remove

Dramatic Eucietg—n]i except Wibley.
Wibley glared at the chieery Bob.
“You blithering idiot!™ he ex-

elaimed. “You howling ass! Yon

utter barbarian! You—you—you

Goth! You vandal!”

“Anything Dbiting old Wil?"
asked Bob, ginnvinF roun.
t from Hamlet '™

“One of them's

"Those lines aren
ghrieked Wibley.
Tie Macxer Linary.—No. 1.652.
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from © King Henry the Fourth,’ and
the other from the °Mcrchant of
Yenice.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Have 1 got 'em mixed?” asked
Bob. “Never mind—I'Il sort ‘em
vut—it'lIl be all right on the night.”

“We're not doing Shakespeare
this time,” grinmed Frank Nugent.
*Wibley's written something better,
specially.”

“The betterfulness is probably
terrific I chuckled Hurves Jamset
Ram Singh.

“Arve you fellows going to let a
follow speak, or are you followa not
going to let a fellow speak?” de-
manded Wibley. j

“Carry on, old man!” said the
R.1.8., all*together, soothingly.

“The ?iaz's called * Grunter of
Grevhurat,” ” said Wibley, “The part
of Goggly Grunter is taken by me.
I'vo been atudj'ingKBunt.l:r to get it
vight! That's OK! You're going
to be a schoolmaster, Whartou—
sou're an usher, Nugent. Bmithy’s
the boy with a bad character. I'm
making the parts fit as well as T
can, of course—m-:"

“Ha, ha, hal”

“You silly owl!” grunted Vernon-
Smith, :

“The part will guit you all right,”
said Wiﬁiey. “You can’t act, but,
to a certznin extent, the part coming
natural te you, you know, that will
make it all right. What are you
rlaring at?”

“ Fathead I

“I wish that cousin of yours was
still here,” said Wibley. “He could
act-—that chap who was here last
term—what was his name?—Vernon
—the chap who was so like you to
look at—muot in brains, though! He
could play your head off at acting,
game as he could at cricket.
you remember?” _

Herbert ' Vernon-Smith  looked
fixedly at William Wibley.

Smithy had been on scrapping
terms with his ecousin and double
when Bertie Vernon had been at the
gchool. They had parted at the
finish on more or less friendly terms.
Still, Wibley's remarks could not be
considered tactful.

But Wibley had no time for tact.

“He would have come in jolly nse-
ful,” said Wibley. “I really wish
you'd left instead of him, Smithy !”

Wibley was looking at-the matter
wholly from the point of view of
theatrieals. That was Wib's usnal
point of view,

“You silly chump!” said Herbert
Vernon-Smith. “¥You gabbling,
babbling, burbling idiot!”

Thoe Bounder rosc from his chair,

“*It's all right, Smithy,"” said Harry
Wharton. “Wib's only potty, as
usaal 1**

“Don't mind Wib, old man,” gnid
Bob.

But the Bounder, up}mreuﬂj. did
mind. He walked out of Study No. 1
and shut the door ofter him with a
hau&.

Wibley staved at the doeor.

“What the dickens has Smithy
walked off for, when I was just going
to explain his part to him?” he ex-
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claimed irritably. *“Is anything the
matter ¥ Is the silly ass offended
about something eor other?”

The Remove Dramatie Bociety

rinned.

“I'll wash ount his )
my time!" exclaimed Wibley wrath-
fully, “Look here—"

“Halle, hallo, hallo! Here he
comes back, old bean,” .said. Bob
Cherry, as the study door opemed
again,

But it was not Smithy who came
in—it was Billy Bunter.

And the leck on Billy Bunter's fat
"i'iE-El.dg'ﬂ uite startled the juniors in
Study No. 1. Even William Wibley
almost forgot that great comedy,
“CGrunter of Greyhurst,” as he looked
at  Billy Bunter’s dismayed, woe-
begone, horror-stricken wvisa not
at the moment aderned by Eis big,
spectacles.

Bunter blinked at the startled com-
pany. Then he sank into a chair and
groaned.

“I say, you fellows, I'm done for!
Oh lox*!"

rt if he wastes

———a

—

A CHANCE FOR WIBLEY !

ARRY WHARTON & CO.
stared at Billy Bunter.

_ Billy Bunter waa the man
to make a big fuss over a small spot
of bother. - But this time it looked
as if Bunter had struck a-big spot.
He gazed at the juniors witi BAg-
gin%'ﬂnw and lack-lustre eycs.

“What on carth’s the row?"” asked
Harry Wharton.

'3 ]CI'I' !n-

“Coker after you?" asked Bob.

-H."{}h EﬁkEII"

“Quelch on your track?” asked
Feter Todd.

“Oh  dear! I'm done for!”

roaned Bunter. “I'm pgoing to be
ggeﬂ, and sacked, and—— Oh
for® I

“What have you done?” demanded
three or four voicez at once.

“Quelch I moaned Bunter. “It
was all Cherry's faunlt!”

“ Mine?" Boh.

“Yea; T might have secn that it
wag Queleh if you hadn’t enaffled my
spees.  As it was, I—-I—1 didu’t!"

Bob gave a jump,

He hod taken it for granted, as a
matter of course, that, deprived of the
rpecs, the Owl of the Remove would
not carry on, He had had no donbt
that he had saved Bunter from a
tervific whopping from Coker of the
Fifth—or some other fellow whom he
might have got in mistake for Coker.

Now it dawned on him that the
fatuous fat Owl had carried on all
the same—with results more direful
than gettivg Coker, with the rest of
the Fifth Form thrown in.

“Oh!” goasped Bob. “Oh erumbs!
You mad porpoise——"

“But what——" exclaimed Harry.

“*1 told you the blithering Owl got
me with & squirt of ink.,” asaid Bob.
“Ha was waiting for Coker, and got
me, the blind owl! 8o I took awa
his spees to stop him from trying it
on again,”

“That did it!" groaned Bunter,
“T thought it was Coker at the letter.
box, and let him have it, But—but
it was Queleh,”

“Quelch ! gasped the whole study.

“Right in the chivvy!” moaned
Bunter. “Bang on the ! Imk
all aver hie hg}g' mug! ©Oh lor’! Hae
gpotted me ! ﬁ{a crikey! He yelled
toe me to stop—of course, I didn’t!”

“Well, you mad asse,” said Johnny
Bull. “You got Quelch in the
chivey with & squirt of ink! You're
done for, and no mistake.”

“The donefuluess is terrific.”

“1 aay, you fellows, he waa fierce !”
moaned Bunter, “He yelled at me
like—like & Bed Indian! I—I cleared
off! . L—I suppose he's washing off
the ink now, But—but what's going
to happen when—when he gets after

me? ;
“That's an casy one,” said Johnny
Bull. “Head’s

ogging !"
“I don't want to ie flogged 1"
wailed Bunter.

“Might be the sack !

“Beast! Idon't want to be eacked.
My pater wounld make a feariul fues
if I went home in the second week of
the term! He doesn’t expect to seé
me till the hols! I—I hardly think
he wanta to!” !

“It's a bit late to think of these
things!” remarked Johmnny Ball.
“You should have done that befora
you squirted Queleh.”

“I—I thought it was Coker——-"

“ He thought I was Coker, with lis
specas on ¥ gasped Bob, “He might
have taken the Head for Coker, with
hiz apecs off | Laucky the Head wasn't
posting a léttér about that time!"

“0Oh crumba ¥

““I say, you fellows, what’s a fellow
going to do?” asked Bunter. I eay,
think it would be any good saying it
wasn't mer"

ﬂ'If

“Not a lot!” said Nugent.
Queleh saw you, and called to you, he
would want a lot of convinecing that
it wasn't you.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Blessed if I gee anything to cackle
at! I mean, Quelch bhad some of the
ink in his eyes, and I think, perhapa
he didn't see very clear !” sugcgested
Bunter. “If all g'nu fellows say that
I wag in this study at the time—-="

“ What "

“You're Quelch’s head  boy,
Wharton, and a beak has to take hin
head boy's word! You swear that 1
was here when I did it—"

“Oh, my hat!”

“All the other chaps can back yon
up, #ec?” said Bunter. “Quelch may
believe it! He can't make ount a
whole crowd of fellows to bhe liars,
you Eknow,.'

“Yon ’h]itherin§ Owl]—"

“I'd do morec than that for a pal!™
urged Bunter, * You all swear 1 was
here at the time—yon’ll awear, won't
you, Toddy ¢"

“You're enough to make a fellow
swear—if a fellow knew any words!”
admitted Peter Todd. “But you can
wash that out, you fl"limftiﬂllﬂ asg 1"

“QOh, really, Toddy

“Well, look here,” said Wibley.
Wib had been very patient, so far—
for Wib! But Wib was in that stu
on business, “This is all very well,
but we've got to pet on, you know!
Now, your ’part, Toddy-—*

“Beast ! roared Buuter,

“Don’t talk any wmore, Buoter!
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“Oh !** gasped Bunter, as the angulat figure of the Remove master loomed round the tree.

This is a meeting of the Remoave
Ilramatie Socicty. You shouldn't
liave come into this study! Go to
some other study !”

“I'm going to be sacked, wvery
likely I howled Bunter. * Think
your rotten play  matters, yon
ehump #*

“Your being sacked won’t make
any difference—you're mnot in the
cast,” snid Wibley. “One fellow
won't be missed from the audience.
That's all right.”

“Why, you—you—you—" pgasped
Bunter,

“Don’t any more !
Now o

“Shut up!" roared Bunter. *' Blow
your eilly play! Bother your silly
play ! Take }*uur check to put me in
a play, and think youn conld make up
to look like me—as if you conld! It
wonld need a good-looking chap! 1
say, you fellows, don't listen to
Wibley’'s ailly mtaatrg to think out
what f’m gninﬁ to do.

*Look here!” howled Wibley.

“Bhut up ! roared Bunter

“You fat, foozling, frabjous, foot-
ling freak!” roared Wibley, justl
incensed. “I can make up to look
like your twin! When I'm made up
in my part of Grunter of Greyhurst,
anybody would thing it was you-—if
he didn't think it was a pig got loose
from  Courtfield Market — which
would be much the gnme thing.”

“Oh ! ejaculated Bunter suddenly.

A new idea seemed to strike the fat
junior.

“Oh!" he repeated.
ceuld, uvld chap!

interrupt

¥ Bo—s0 You
You're a fearfully

clever chap, Wibley—wonderful ! The
way you make up would make profes-
sional actors green with envy, old
fellow ™

. Wibley etared at him. ‘This wasz
true, 1o Wib's belief, at least: but it
was rather a startling change of
front.

“That’s the idea !” went on Bunter.
“I saw you in your study with your
make-up on, Wib, and it was—was
wonderful! I—J say, suppose you
tell Quelch that it was you at the
letter-box——"

“What #”

“In your stage get-up, vou know "
said Bunter eagerly. “Then—theon
Queleh would believe that it wasn't

me, ece

Wibley blinked at him.

“You burbling bloater 1™ he gasped.
“I dare say he wounld—but what
would happen to me, if he did "

“Oh I gaid Buoter.

Apparently he hadn’t thought of
that !
~ Wibley had!

“1 ean sce mysclf doing it!" said
Wibley.
© “Well, you can stand a licking, old
chap ! said Bunter. “And if you
were sacked, 1t womldan’t matter so
much, you know! After all, nobody
would miss you!™

If Bunter boped to convinee Wibley
by that arcuwmment, it showed that
Bunter had a very hopefunl nature.

Wibley glared at him like o
Gorgon.

“You.ace, von're always plaviog
#illy tricks in vour [atheaded make-
up ! continuned Buonter. ~“Look at

the row you got into once, for makiug
up as Mossoo! You were jully nearly
bunked, then! Quelch would believe
it all right—I mean, knowing what a
fool you are, you know! And as it
happens, I never had my spees on
when Quelel saw me—that would
help! Gimme my spees, Bob Cherry,
you beast !

Bob handed over the spectucles,

Billy Bunter jammed them on his
fat little nose, and blinked eacerly at
William Wibley through thewm.

This scheme secmwed to Buuter a
really masterly way out of the diffi-
m‘];%;—if only W’ihlﬁi would play up.

ibley did not look as if e would.
He was really looking as if he was
going to bite Billy Bunter!

“Quelch thinks it was vou, sce®”
went on Bunter. “All vou've gol to
do is to say so. See?”

“Ha, ha, hal®

“You're so—so jolly clever al-—at
make-up and all that!™ eaid Bunter.
“I—1I don’t think you're a silly fool
at it, Wib, old chap! If I've ever
said so, it was only my little joke!
You're—you're wonderful, you know!
When you've got that stage rot en, as
me, yow're as like me as—as Smithy’a
cousin was like him last term—sec?
So all I've %ﬂt to gay is—¥arooooooh !

Why Wibley suddenly prabled him
by a fat neck, and banged his head
ou the study table, Bunter did mot
know,

But he knew that Willey did ! It
waz ¢uite a hard bang!

“There, sou ot chump ! hissed
Willey,
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“Now, if you den’t shut up and pet
AR ———*
“Whoo-hoop! Beast! Ooogh!”

There was s knock at the study

door, and it flew ﬂgem
Wingate of the Hixth looked in.

“Is that young ass Bunter here?
I've looked in his study——" _

“Oh! No! I'm not here, Win-
gate !* gasped Bunter,

“Quelch wanta you in his study at
once, Bunter ™

“I—I say, Wingu.te, I—TI've been
here for hours!” gasped Bunter.
“Will—will you go and—and tell
%:Ell;!h that I've been here ever gince
class, talking to these fellows?" -
h_T!m Greyfriare captain stared at

im. '

“You younz ass! You can tell
Quelch that yourself, if you want him

to know. Ile’s waiting for you in his
atudy.”
“Oht lor'! I—I say, is—is any-

ﬂling tho matter, Wingate ?” moaned
Bunter.

Wingate langhed, ]

“Queleh looked as if there was!™
he answered. “Cut off! Or do you
want me to fake you dowm by your
ear

“I—I say, yom fellows, will you all
come with me, and—and tell Quelch
that I've been in this study ever
since clags?”

There was no answer to that re-
quest.

Harry Wharton & Co. sympathised
with o fellow who was so awfully up
against it., But, really and truly,
they were not prepared to go to
Quelch’s study and make that state-
nient,

Billy Bunter gave a blink round
the study—a beseeching blink !

SI'll do the same for yon fellows,
apother time!” he wurged. “I—I
say——  Ow! Leggo my ear, Win-
g"-EtE' IH

The Fixth Form man did not let
o till he had led Billy Bunter out of
Study Neo. 1 by a fat ear.

“Now go down to Quelch[” he
said. '

“Oh lor' [*

- And Billy Bunter, in the lowest
pessible spirits, went.

BUNTER TRIES IT ON!

R. QUELCH had washed off
g the ink. :

. -Hs no longer looked like a
nigger miustrel. He looked, indeed,
like that Alpine youmg man in the

m—his brow ‘was eet, his eye
eath flashed.like a falehion from
its sheath,

Seldom had the fat Owl of the
Remove scen his Form-master looking
s0 grim.

There was no cane in Quclch’s
Lhand, But even. that was not xe-
assuring. It probably meant that the
‘matter was to be referred to the head-
master,

Billy Buntcr lfmpeaauto the study.

He blinked  at .Henry Samuel
guel'ch through. his - big:-spectacles.

e ftried to lm}'l.‘ himgelf together,
He rcaliscd that he needed all his
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nerve, all his presence of mind, if he
was pgoing to make Quelth believe
th%t E hadn’t in%fl:i ?jm'
unter was not handica by an
regard for the truth, Pped by any
-I'ruth and Bunter had long heen

.strangers, and this, Bunter felt, was

no time for striking up an acquaint-
ance,

Bunter’s fat mind was concentrated
¢n one thing, ond -one thing only—
getting onut of the awful whopping
that was due to hid.

Whether it was a canmmg from
Quelch, or a ﬂugﬁ:;tg from Dr. Locke,
was really immaterial ; in either case,
Bunter wanted to get out of it! That
was the urgent, the important thing.
Nothing elzse matte 8o far. as
Bunter could see—even with the aid

. "Now, Bunter,” said Mr. Quelch,
in & voice that was like the filing of
a 6w, "I do not intend to deal with
{2;1 myself—what you have done is

serious for that. I shall take you
to your headmaster. Whether Dr.
Locke may decide to administer a
flogging, or to expel you from Grey-

-of his specs.

friars, I cannot say. That you will
soon learn., Now——-"
“Has—has—has anything hap-

pened, sir?" asked Bunter.

Mr, Quelch looked ot him,

He was, in the cirenmstances, sur.
prised by that question, )

“What do you mecan, Bunter? You
have not, in so ghort a time, forgetten
what you have done, I presume?” he
ana%pad.

“Have I done anything, sir?”

“Have you done anything !" re-
peated Mr. Quelch blankly.

“ Win%‘ate said you wanted to see
me, sir! I—I came at once! I—I
hope I haven’t done anything, sir !”

nelch pazed at him.

“Is it possible, Bunter——*" Quelch
almost gasped. “You are the most
utterly untruthful boy in thiaschool !
But is it possible—is it barely pos-
gible—that youn are thinkin nl; deny-
ing your own action—when I saw you
with my own eyes with a squirt in
your hand ¢

“I haven’t got a squirt, sir. Has
anything happened with—with a—a
squirt, sir?”

“Upon my word I Quelch was used
to prevarication from that member
of hiz Form. But this seemed to
him the lHmit.

“Bunter, I begin
to doubt whether you are in your
scnsee!  You squi ink over me
from behind, the tree near. the letter-

box when I was pnﬂtiﬂg a letter, not

‘half an honr -ago——

“It wasn't me, sirc.”
“ Whatr*
“I—1 wasn't there sir!” gasped

Bunter., “I—I've been up in the
Remove studies ever eince class,”
Ei],‘ <. L4}

“How dare you make such a state-
ment, Bunter!” gasped Mr. Quelch.
“I saw you—Il spoke to you—an that
spot, by the. letter-box—"

“J--I havent't been anywhere near
the letter-box, sir! Perhapa—perhaps
ou took swuother. fellow for me, sir!
ellows are much alike, sir,” faltered

Bla“ﬁf'h gimlet Imost bored
- Queleh’s eyes almost bor
into Bunter!

Fellows might, or might not, be

much alike, biit certainly there was
1o other fellow: at Greyiriars School
who could,.at the ha&tie?t lance,
have been mistaken for Billy Bunter,

The only  fellow whe resembled
Bunter was his minor, SBammy, of thd
Sedond—and SBammy was on a smaller
scale—-certainly never to be.mistaken
for his major. 3 : ;

“"Upon my word,” said the Hemove
master, “this—this—this ia unpre-
cedented!. Even so untruthful a

bu ¥

‘.‘Lnst. term, sip—"

" What?"

. “Last term, sir, when Smithy's
cousin, Vernon, was here, you some-
times took him for Smithy, and
Smithy for him,” ventured Bunter:
“It—it's mot a fellow’s fault if bhe
has a—a double!”

““A double!” repeated Mr. Quelch,
ike & man_ in a dream,

“Yes, sir!. If—if you think you
saw me at the letter-box——"

“If I think—— Bless my soul !”

i "H—ij‘ ‘you think so, sir, it—it's
%:k?-[ E?:tﬁy and 'gue:nan over again—

—I—T've got a double, sir!"” gasped
Buunter. - i

Quelch continned to gaze at him.

He bad not, of course, forgotten
Smitei?'a double of last term, who had
caused o 'lot of ¢onfusion by his like-
ness to the Bounder, while he had
been at Greyfriors, He kpew, of
course, that it was that that had put
this idea into Billy Bunter's fat head.
But that eteh the fatuous fat Owl
should think of spinning such 4 yarn
was amazing, :

It seem rather plausible, to
Bunter. Smithy had had a -double.
Everybody knew that! Well, if one
fellow had a double, why shomldn’i
another ?

It is said that every man has his
double somewhere in the world—if
he happeped to come across him. So
why shouldn't Bunter have a double?

“I—I hope you won't think it—it
was me!"” pursued Bunter, sa his
Form-master d at him in stony

gilence, “You—you remember
Smithy's double, sir? You—you
remember you saw him at Courtfield

one day betore he came to Greyfriars,
and—and tock him for Smithy, and—
and there was a row! It—it's some-
thinp like thlat,' sir ;; .?m '

“XYou utterly stu I* gasped
Mr. Quelch. 3 = 8

“Ehp*

* Cannot {oou gee, you absurd and
untruthful boy, that I am perfectly
aware that this ridiculoua story. has
been su to you by the circum-
stances that Vernon-Smith and his
relative.were sometimes mistaken for
one ancother last term?” thundercd
Mr. Quelch. - “That is perfectly clear

to me.”
“Oh! TIs it?” gaaped Bunter.
“Certainly it is! I shall now take
you to your headmaster, and I warn
on not to utter such absurd false-
to Dr. Looke !”
““ Bat—but—hut  it’'s true, sir!®
howled Bunter, in terror. *“I—I—

X've geen him, gir { ' I—I saw him only

terday, sir—"
“ Bunter |
“I=I did; gir!" gurgled Bunter,

o He-—~he was just like me, sirv, except

that he waan’t good-looking 1”



“Bless my soul!”

*J—I—1I can find bhim, sir! I—I'll
maoke him show up, I—I will, really,
gir, If—if vou'll wait till vou see
him, eir o

“Bless my soul!" repented My,
Quelch,

He did not, of course, believe n
word of it, Il¢ npever believed
Bunter, even if the fat Owl made o
more or less probable etatement. And
this statement was wildly im-
probable—indeed, it was not merely
wildly improbable, it was the
absurdest wyarn that evem Billy
Bunter had ever told. But the faf
Owl had yet o card to ﬁllﬂj".

“If—if you saw a fellow like me,
gir—" pursued Bunter.

“1 saw you, Bunteri”

“Was—was Le wearing spees, sir?”

n Wh“t?ﬂl

“That—that fellow, my—my
double, doesn’t wear specs!™ gazped

Bunter. “I—I always do. If he
wasn't—-"

“Bless my soull” said Quelch
again.

He remembered that the fat youth
}}urkﬁﬂ behind the elm with the squirt
1ad worn no spectacles, He had, of
course, noticed that Bunter's speca
were rather o prominent feature.
Bunter always had his spees on—and
Queleh had to admit it was rather
singunlar if he had left them off on
the occasion ¥hen Lie was handling a
squirt, and obviously needed them.

There was a long, long pause in
tlte Remove master’s study.

Was it possible?

Was it barely possible?

Billy Bunter was ncver seen with-
ont his spectacles. The fellow behind
the elm had had no spectacles.

‘That introduced, at least, a remote
spot of possibility into Billy Bunter's
most amazing yarn.

(%uel-:h did not believe him—he
really eonldn’t, But—a Head's flog-
ging was a serious matter., He conld
not send a fellow up for a flogging if
there was a spot of doubt! And
there was o emall spot.

“ Bunter,” said Mr, Quelch at last,
“I do not believe a word you have
nttered i

“0h, really, sir——"

“You are the most untruthful boy
in my Form. I believe that you have
on tgis oceasion exceeded even your
usual untrothfulness,” eaid Mr.
Quelch sternly. “ Nevertheless——"

Bunter gasped with relief at the
word “ nevertheless.”

EVERY SATURDAY

There was a spot of doubt in
Queleh’s mind. That was all that was
needed. ” Queleh was a beast—Dbut he
was a just beast,

* Nevertheless,” said Alr. Queleh, * 1
will postpone the matter while I
make seme irquiry, Bunter., If I
discover that anyvone has scen such
a boy as you mention—a boy who
coule Fussihly be mistaken for
I shall reconzider the matter,
not expect it for one moment. Your

unishment is merely postponed.

evertheless, I shall make inguiry.
For the present, you may go!”

Bil]? unter did not need telling
twice !

He was hardly able to believe in

| B

I do

his ood luck as Le scuttled out of
his Form-mastcr's study. He was
feeline like Daniel of old, when

Daniel got out of the lions’ den.
Often and often had Billy Bunter's
owers as an Ananias let him down !
13 whoppers, of various sizes, never

seemed to be bglieved! Now e

scemed to have got by with the

birgest ever!
It was o happily relieved Ownl that
rolled away down the passage—

leaving_a very angry aud puzzled

Form-master behind Lim.

BUNTER 15 WANTED !

1 OCCER ' said Harry Wharton.,
. *Boeeer ! repeated Wibley.
If the word "“Soecer™ had
been a  deadly insnlt, Willianm
Wibley could not have hurled it at
the captain of the Remove more
scornfully.

“Soceer I¥ e repeated. * Soccer!
Ye gods! Soccer !”

It was Wednesday afternoon. On
Wednesdny afternoon the Hemove
were booked to play the Shell at the
great and glorious gome of Soccer.

Every fellow in the Remove knew

that, except — apparently—William
Wibley. reater matters were in
Wib’s mind,

A half-holiday was a great oppor-
tunity for a reltearsal. It was not
ensy for the Greyfriars actor-
manager to get his whole cost
toretlier at other times, .

Oun a half-holiday it was all right.
On a half-holiday nobedy could make
ont that he hadn’t time. So Wibley
was going to call his ecast together
for the first rehearsal that afternoon.
He had not cven noticed the football
list posted in the Rag—and if he had

9

Iicard that it was the Shiell mateh
that afternoon, he had forsotten.

“We're plaging the Shell, old
man ! said Bob Cherry.
“Playing the goat, you mean!"

snorted Wibley. “How are we going
to pull off this play if we don't
rehearse P

“How are wp going to beat the
=hell if we don’t play them " asked
Bob.

“Blow the Shell! roared Wiblzy.

“My dear chap—"

“ Wash it out !” said Wibley.

Bob Cherry blinked at hLim.

“Wash out n football mateh!" he
ejaculated. “Mad?”

“The madfulness must be terrific I
grinned Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
“It i3 the esteemed and ridiculons
rehearsal that must be washed out,
my absurd Wibley.”

“Look here—s-" roared Wibles.
“Look bhere, I tell you—"

“Come along to the changing-room

and  tell u=!" suggested Hanry
Wharton. “You see, we kick off at
three.”

“We rclhicarse at three!™ howled
Wibley.

“Do wor”? prinned Bob.

It seemed that they did not! ey

trooped off to the changing-room,
leaving Wibley in a state similar to
that of Vesnvius on the eve of an
eruption.

The juniors were keen., more or
less, on amateur theatricals. Bal
they did not live, and move. and have
their being in theatrieal stuntz, like
William Wibler. The iden of washing
out o feotball mateh on accomunt of
a rchenrsal made them smile.

“I'll cut you all out of the cast!™
howled Wibley as they went.

Even that dire threat did. not
produce results ! Actually, the fellows
would rather have been out of
Wibley's east than out of the Remove
eleven! It was rather inimaginalle
to Wib—but there it was! 2

Neither, really, conld Wik procecd
to such cxtremiticz, A play was not
o one-man show ! It very nearly was,
it was true, when Wib took the
prineipal part! But net quite! Even
an actor-manager who took all the

fat had to lave a supporting
company.
ibley, enorting, went to hix

study! “While those silly assea wero
wasting time booting a silly ball
about, Wib, at least, could put in the

(Continuwed on next page.)
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time uscfully.
improvements )
“@ruuter of Greyhurst "—makimg his
own part o little fatter. He could
practise his miake-up before the big
glasa in his study—a wnever-failing
sonrce of cntertzsinment to Wibley.
“Here, Bunter!” He called to the
fat Owl on the Remove landing.
“Come to my study, will you?”
]Bil]I% untclzﬂhlinke&ﬁllmrd
through his spectaclea antici .
"Iﬂgit. u‘feeg?” he asked. patiiey
Tt was more than an hour since
dinner! 8o a feed, if a feed there
was in the offing, was naturally
welcome to William George Bunter,
Snort from Wibley.

He could make a fow

“No, you fat ass| Think I've got
nothing better to do than to feed pigs
or a half-holiday ?"

“0Oh, really, Wibley—"

“Come on, fat o

Buntcr was sitting on the settce on
the Remove landing. He did not
seem dis to move. It was true
that he was ready for a feed, if there
wasg o feed going ; but it was true also
that he done remarkably well at
dinner, and he was disinelined to
carry the cargo about unnecessarily.

Moreover, Bunter had rather a
worry on hiz fat mind.

The previous day Queleh had aaid
that he would inguire into the truth
—if any—in Bunter's tale of .a
doulle.

Bunter wds very uncasy as to the
result of that inquiry.

That somehody just like DBunter
had dodged into the preciucta of
Greyfriars School and squirted ink
all  over Quelch, wanted some
believing ! :

Bunter could not help feeling that
the result of Quelch’s inquiries might
be the whopping he had narrowly
cscaped the previous day.

It was a worrying thought.

If Bunter was going to have that
whopping, it would obvionsly have
been better—on Wedncesday—to have
had it on Tuesday and got it over!

By this time the pangs and twinges
would have subsided! Now the pangs
and twinges were still to come, if
Queleh finally decided that the fat
Owl had Leen trying to pull his leg.

And what else, really, could Quelch
decide, when he ascertained that
nobody had scen anything of that
double?

Ouly the fact that Bunter's spee-
tacles hoad been missing on  that
occosion gave the merest spot of
probability to the tale.

Bunter realiscd that that was a
very focble leg to stand on!

“Arve you coming, fat champ
suapped Wibley, “1 supposc you'ro
not playing Soccer?” he added, with

BArcasm.

“EL? No!” grunted Bunter. “Look
hiere, if it's & feed I'll come! If notf,
don’t bother! Think I waut to sit in

our study hearing you tell a cha
ﬂuw thumping clever you are?”

“You pie-faced porker!” gaid
Wibley. “1 want you for a model!
You kuow I'm making up as youn for
my part a2 Gopgly Gruoter in this

a2 _.Fl

“You cheeky ass I”
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“Now come and sit in my study
while I make up!” said Wibley.
“There's a lot -of details I want
study. I want the thing to be exact!
It's not so jnllfj easy to make a
buman face look like yours, I can tell

'n+” i
Billy Bunter %nve him a glare that
almost eracked hie spectacles.

“You cheeky idiot!” he roared.
“Think you can make your ugly mug
look like mine? You'd have to be
about a billion times ns good-looking
as you are before you had a chance
of getting anything like it.”

“You ally ass, I've got to wash out
any good looks I've got, entirely, to
ma 1:1? as you!” hooted Wibley.

il"fah ol

“I want to atmﬂ‘% our nose
specially,” went on Wibley., “I'm
good at this game, but makin
one’s nose look like a pimple chnck
at o face and sticking on aunyhow isn’t
easy ! It means careful work.”

Billy Bunter glared ferociously at
Wibley. Bunter was absolutely
unaware that hig nose looked like a
pimple chucked at a face and sticking
on n;lghnw 1" He did not’ believe it
now that Wibley told him !

“I won't come!” roared Bunter.
*Like your rotten cheek {0 make up
asz me—not that you can do it! Yon
can’'t make up! You can’t act! I
could act your silly head off! Yah!”

“Are you coming?” snapped
Wibley impatiently..

’*No, you checky beast!”

“You jolly wecll are!” declared
Wibley, and he grabbed Bunter a
fat ncck and looked him off the
gettee. “You can’t be ormamental,
but there’'s no reanson why you
shouldn’t bo useful! Come on!"

“Leggo !” roared Bunter.

“This wayl"

“ Beast |

Billy Bunter wriggled and
struggled, almost Dbursting with
indignation,

It was, perhaps, rather high-handed

of William Wibley. But he did not
sce why Bunter should not make him-
gelf useful for once. As he had said,
the fat Owl had ne chance in the
ornamental line. '
“1 say, you fellows, make thot mad
ass leggo !” roaved Buuter, as they
ssed Skinner and Snoop in the
move passage, on the way to
Wibley's ﬂt-'mii. '
“Hallo, who are you?” asked
Skinner, starving at Bunter.

“Eh? You know who I am, youn
climaup I hooted Bunter,

“I wean, is it you, or your double ?*
asked Bkinner.

“Ha, ha, ha ! yelled Spoop.

Bunter’a double was alread ae;
as they were to the fat Ananias, the
Remove fellows wondered that even
Bunter had had the extraordinary
neck to try such a yarn on Quelch!

P Yet he seemed'to have pot by with

it, so far!}
“You silly ass!” howled Bunter.
“It's me!™

“Not youwr double? grinued
Skinuer.

“Double-width, at any rate'’
chortled Snoop.

e Hﬁ; I.III, hni:u-

“1 say, you fellows, make him
leggo | wailled Bunter, as he wasa
hooked to Wibley’s door, “It's me,
you silly idiot——"

“How’s a fellow to know, when
like the chap who
the ink?" asked

you're so exactl
gut Quelch wi

kinner.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

There was no help for Bunter,

He rolled into Wibley's etudy,
lean‘:;iﬂkinmr and Bnoop chortling.

Wibley slammed the door.

“Now stand E}r the window, where
I can see you!” eaid Wibley, "B8it
down, if you like!”

“8han't I” roared Bunter.

Wibley picked up the shovel from
the fender,

“What did you say P he asked.

“I—I mean, I—F don’t mind sit-
ting by the window for a bit!*

* .HI right! Don't move till I tell

Billy Bunter caet a longing blink
at the door. But Wibley remained
h&%?welfln him and k:?l& door, b

ibley unpac a pro -

and a make-up box, Pﬁft&uy
Bunter, in a sgtate of indignation
that could not: have been expressed
in words, sat by the window and
glared at him with a glare that

almost endangered his spectacles.

BILLY BUNTER'S BIG IDEA !

ié H drikey ! murmured Billy
Buntcer,

He grinned.

There was no escape for Bunter.
He liad been impressed imto the
service of the Greyfriars actor, and he
had to gpo through with it. In the
cause of art, Wibley was prepared to
use press-gang methods or any other
methods. _ _

Bunter did not believe that Wib
could make up to look like him.
Good looks, obviously, were reguired,
to begin with—and Wib hadu't any !
He might work np some sort of a
goneral resemblance with pa.dﬂin%
and ull sorts of weird theatrica

gets. But be could not make
imself inte a handsome, distin-
guished fellow—that was i ible !

But as he watched Wibley, Bunter'a
fat brain began to work. He hed
seen Wibley tyying on that make-up
a fow days ago, and certainly ke had
thought that it was good enough for
Quelch, if Wibley would only have
agreed to take the part of the fellow
with the squirt!

Now, as he watched the scliool
actor and his reflection in the tall
gluss, Bunter was thinking—hard.

Thinking was not Bunter’s long
suit. It was an unnccustomed exercise
for his podgy brain! But n Head's
flogging hanging over him like.the
sword of Damocles was enough to
spur the fat Owl on to mental efforts,

Wibley had a El)ﬁr-ﬁ-lm in his study
which he had 1{5 t with his own
cash., Nearly all Wibley's cash went
the same way, in theatrical gadgets
of some sort or other, He was the
best customer at Mr. Lozarus' shop
in Courtfield, where second-han
theatrical outfits were* sold-

In that tall pross, Wiley wan
reflected from head to foot. And



“ Bunter !’ gasped fhe Remove master.

Buuter, blinking at the refleetion,
could hardly belicve that it was not
his own.

It wasn't—because Bunter was sit-
ting down and the refleciion was
standing up. But the rescmblance
was marvellons. It was uncanny.

Wib had provided himself with
clothes exactly like Bunter’s. He
was padded to precisely Bunter's
extensive rotundity.

His tallow-coloured hair had dis-
appeared under a wig whieh was
Bunter's mop over again,

But the amazing part was his face.
It was a miracle of make-up. How
Wibley did it was amazing., But
there 1t was, He seemed to be able
to twist his features into any shape
required. The make-up was really
marvellous. Actors do these. things
on the stage—but Wibley was the
only fellow at Greyfriars who could
do thera.

Looking into the plass, Billy
Bunter saw a face and figure that
were absolutely his own. Wible
had, somehow, made himself as good-
looking as Bunter.

Wherefore did Billy Bunter grin.

Any fellow looking into that study,
and not secing Banter in the window-
scat, would have taken Wibley for
Bunter. That was a cert!

Bunter was in want of a double.

The Remove fellows knéw about
this stunt. Quelch, naturally, did
not. Suppose Wibley was got out of
that stndv somchow, in lus present
get-up, where Queleh could see him?

That weuld work. the oraecle; 1hat
would solve the problem. Suppose
the new Bunter was scen in one

EVERY SATURDAY

e

he was a fraction too late !

place, while the old Bunter was seen
i - another?

Would Queleh, then, have to admit
that Bunter had a double?

He wonld!

That whopping would be off—
definitely off. It would be demon-
atrated, beyond the shadow of a
floubt, that Billy Bunter actually
had a double lurking about the place,
just like Bmithy last term.

Not only would that whc}Tping be
off, but a double was a jolly useful
sort of thing to have

Suppose a pic was missing from the
larder and Bunter was seen on the
kitchen stairs? Such incidents had
more than.once led to lickings. But
it was all right if a fellow had a
double.

Smithy, last term, hnd landed a
lot of thiugs on his double. Bunter
could do the same—and his double
wouldn’t be able to deny it, not
having a real existence!

So Bunter grinned, quite Lappy at
the thought.

Thiz scemed good to Bunter.

Wibley was quite unaware of the
thoughts passing through Bunter's
fat mind. Wib was couccatrated on
hizs own game.

He had kept Bunter quite a long
time in the study. e did no
notice that Wib, at times like these,
forgot time and space.

nvinge finished his tazk, Wible
surveyed bimself in the glass wit
great satisfaction. He grioned at his
reflection. He was Bunter to the
life. He-had even picled up the fat
Owl’s fatnous grin.
All that was loacking

was the

.-:r.'fﬂﬂﬁw

*“Stop ! Mr. Quelch grabbed at the fleeing junior, but

spectacles. Wibley had a pair of
plain-glass spectacles for the play.

Now he adjusted them on his nose.

It was the final touch.

He was Bunter's twin!

“Oh crikey!” repeated Buntor.
“I say, Wibley, old chap, you're
really like me !

“Of course!” said Wibler. *“Compe
and stand beside me here !”

Bunter rolled off the window-seat
and stood beside him, Side by side,
they looked into the glass. Really it
was difficult to say which was which.

“Can I make up?” said Wibley,
with pardomable pride.

“It's a wow!"” eaid Bunter.
a real wow, old chap! You're a
miracle! If you walked out like
that, I believe the fellows wonld take

u for me!”

“0f course
Wibley.

“Only you wouldn't have the
nerve to do it!" said Bunter, shak-
ing his lead.

Wibley fell blindly into the trap.

“Wouldn't I, yon silly ass? I'd
walk into Queleh’s study like this!
I'd walk into the Head's study !”

“I'd like to see you do it !” grinned
Bunter. “Bet you you wouldn’t have
the nerve to go into Quelch’s study
and make ont you were, me! Think

“Its

they would ! said

*Queleh would be taken ing”

“I kuow he would!”

“Well, fry it on! I've gobt lincs
for Quelch., and I haven't done
them ! said Bunter. “I was going
to ask him if 1T could leave them
till Baturdavy. You go and ask him.”

Wibler pansed,

1Tue hicxer Lisrint.—XNo. 1,652,
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o kad absolute confidence in his
disgmise. He bad plenty of ucrve.
But Quelch’s cyes were very slaap.
They were like gimlets! Wib pawsed.

*1 jolly well knew you wouldn't i
j¢emt1] Bunter. *“You haven't the
nerve to let Quelch see you like that,
EIW'E u !H-

Wibley gave an angry snort.

“I'H go straight down to Queleh
now ! he spapped. * You. stay here
—Queleh won't believe I'm you if

ou're on view! I suppose even ¥ou
1ave sense enough to see that! Stick
here, and Il ask Queleh about your
lipes, and bring you his answer:!”

“I'll believe that when you've done
it i said the astute fat Owl,

“Fathead! Aes! I’'ll be back in
ten minutes I’ snorted Wibley,

And William Wibley, quite un-
conseious of the fact that the wily
fat Owl was pulling his leg for his
wwn purposes, threw o the door of
ithe study and stalked ont.

Bunter blinked after him from the
doorway.

Skinner and Snoop were loafing
on the Remove landing. Both of
them glanced at Wibley, and g;rinned.

“Well, which are you now " asked
Skinner. “ You or your domble?”

Evidently Skinner did not doubt
that this was Bunter,

“Oh, rcally, Skinner——" squeaked
Wibley, reproducing Billy Bunter's
fat squeak to the very life.

He rolled on with Bunter's roli.

“"Look out, Bunter!" called ont
Snoop, as Wibley went down the
Remove stairease. “Coker’'s on the
next lapding I _

Billy Bunter, az he heard that,
popy bhack into Wibley's atudy,
grinning.

Bunter kuew—which Wibley
naturally did not—that a cake was
misging from Coker’s study in the
Fifth !

The previous day, Coker had kicked
Bunter because he had found him sus-
piciously mear his study. It was

nite likely that he would kick

unter again when he saw him, if he
had missed the cake!

If that was so, William Wibley waz
welecome to get the benefit of it

Billy Buunter, grinning, lay low in
Wibley’s stundy, gquite amused to
think of what might happen when
his double met Horaee Coker of the
Fifth.

A SURPRISING BUNTER !

“ P T was Bunter!” growled Coker

I of the Fifth,

_ ! shoulin't wander [
agreed Dotter, of that Fuorm. “But
it ra

“I kuow ib was i

“Tid you see him?” asked Greene.

“I saw him yesterday hapgmg
abount the stady !1” snorted Coker. 1
jolly well kicked him, too! Now I'me
eping to kick him again I

“But suppose it wasn't Bunfer?”
SN ated Potter.

TTt was 1” said Coker. * Anyhow. a
bouting never does a Remove fag
any harm! They don't get houted
enongh !

“But——" gaid Fottcr and Greene.

Tpe Micker Lisrary.—Ne. 1,652
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“It's uo gooud butting at me like a.
E:tir of hilly-goats!” said Coker. I
cnow 16 was Bunter, and I'm going
to oot him for it—and if it wasn't,
' going to boot him all the sawme,
L case it was! Anyhow, I'm going
te boot him, aud if he’s in the Remove
studies, I'm moing to do it mow And

why, here he comes !

Wibley came down the Remove
slaivease, which was ouly a few ateps
to the study landing,

Coker of the Fifth eved him with
a deadly eye. '

“@Got him ! he said primly.

And he strode across to intercept
]]m%&r’a dﬂuhlg !

“Heve, vou fat voung sweep——-:"
honted {Tu'lcf:t'. LSS :

Wibley backed away promptly. It
wis flatiering to his self-esteem, as
an actor, to ho taken for Bunter, as a
matter of course. But he did not
want Coker at elose quarters, Wibley’s
resemblanee to Bunter was wonderinl
—but it was only superficial! Most
of it was likely to come off, if there
was o tussle! Wibley had to be wary.

“Oh, veally, Coker—" he
squcaked.

“Where's my cake?” demanded
Coker.

«“Elh? What cake?”

“The one you pinched from wmy
study, you grub-raiding young
scoundrel 1

“Oh crikey!” ejaculated Wibley.
He realised that playing Bunter’s
gart was going to land him with

unter’s sins, so luu[.:; as he was
taken for Bunter. “I—I say, I
HEVETr——"

Coker made o grab, -

Wibley jumped back actively.

I’added a3 be was, he jumped back
with ag activity never displayed by
Billy Bunter!

“Jaook here, keep off, you silly
Fifth Fornn ass!” lhe exclaimed. I
never had your gilly unke—hluw;aur

silly cake! @o and chop chips!

“Well, my hat!” exclaimed Coker !

in astounisloment. “You're getting
:1-::111:;'1 i:ltenkg all of a sudden, you fut
rog .’

It was really surprising. The pre-
vious day, Billy Bunter had fled yell-
ing from Coker's boot. Now he
secmed full of heanal

“But I’ll give yon somecthing to
enve all that!” added Coker grimly,
and ho rushed.

Wibley bounded. 1 y

With aun  activily amazing—Iin
Bunter—he dodged Coker’s rush. He
dodwed to the right—he dodged to
the left-—and then, suddenly whip-
pinge in, he hooked Coker's clumsy
leer, and the mighty Horace stumbled
over and camo down on the landing
with o tremepdous bump !

“Ooooh " roared Coker,
bumped. )

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Skiumer,
ataving  down from the HKemove
fanding,

suoop simply poggled in astonish-
ment. Billy Bunter had never before
heen seen puttivg up deeds of derring-
do in this style. It was amazing.

“(Oh pad i cjacunlated Lord Maule-
verer.  Mauly was taking a rest on
the settee on the Remove landing—
but he jumped to his feet at that

he

s

remarkable sight on the lower land-
ing. “Good old Bunter!”

“Wooogh ! spluttered Coker.

He bounded up.

Wibley wasz cutting deross to the
lower ataircase,

Horace Coker was after him like a
shot.

His fierce grab harely missed, as
Wibley twisted out of reach. Another
arab would have caught Wibley—and
probably dragped off some of his
resemblance to Bunter |

But, to Coker’s amazcment, his
grabbing paw was knocked aside,
with quitc.a hefty bang, and Wibley
dod again.

ibley was mothing like a match
for the big Fifth Form man, even if
he had not dreaded damage to his
disguise., But he waa at least twice
na nimble as the heavy-footed Horace.
He dodged apain and again.

“Stop him, will you, you silly
chumps ?* roared Coker to Potter and
Greene.

“0h, all right 1" gaid Potter.

Wibley was making for the lower
ataircase again.

Potter cut in and intercepted him.

“Now then, atop!” he said, holding
up his hand.

The next moment Potter of the
Fifth had a surprise.

Wibley did not etop! With Coker
hr:hiudcgim, Wibley was rather des-
jerate now. He charged straizht ot

eorge Potter, hitting out as le
charged. _

Potter did not expect that. It hap-

ed without Potter expecting it!

0 t’fﬁmsﬁi lnﬁﬂaﬂ together on P-:}tt&t[*’a
waistcoat. He gave a gasping gurgle,
and went over bmkwm, ﬂraﬁ.h%ng

on the landing.

“Oh gad | ped Yord Maule-
verer, hardly believing his noble eyes.
“Did you men see that? Oh gad!”

“Bunter!” purgled Skinner.
“ Bunter's knocked a Fifth Form man
down! Oh, my only Aunt Sem-
wonia !

Wibley bounded for the lower stair-
case.

Coker, bounding after him, caught
his foot in the sprawling Potter..

Wibley went down the stairs three
at a time, i

Coker went down on Potter. Coker
was no lightweight!

Thers was an agonised howl from
George DPotter as Horace Coker
crashed on him,

“QOw 1" howled Potter. * Wow!”

“Qh erumbz " ga Coker. “You
silly ass, wharrer you getting in the
way for?” _

“Gerroff | shricked Potter.

“You silly chomp ! i

Coker scrambled off Potter, picked
himsclf up, and charged on the
stairs. . Potter sat up and gasped for
breath. Coker charged down the
staircase after the fl ng fat junior.

But he had no chauce!

Billy Bunter, az a rule, would not
have been backed to win a fool-race
with a tortoise. But thia particular
Bunter was putting on tremendous
ace ! '

* He jumped from stair to stair—
and, at the foot of the stairease,
narrowly missed Mr., Preut, the
magtor of the Fifth, whe was stand-
ing theré in conversation with



Hacker, the master of the Shell.
Wibley just managed to dodge round
FProut. ' '
“Bunter!” boomed Prout . wrath-
fully. “Bunter! Stop at once! How
re yon race down the staircase in
that disorderly manner, Bunterr”
“Quelch’s boya!” gaid Mr. Hacker,
with his sour, sardonic emile. .
“I will not allow this! Bunter, 1

shall report you to yonr Form-
master ! boomed Pront. “Why—
what—who——"

A wild trampling on the staircase-

eeemed o . indicate’ that 'a" lii]l:?o-
potamus, or at least & rhinoceros, had
got loose in Greyfriars,

Prout gazed up the stairs.

“Coker!” he i

“Oh!* stuttered * Coker. He
clattered to a halt at the sight of his
Form-muaoster.

“Coker! Ig this how a Fifth Form -
senior behaves 7 boomed Prout.
“Am I to understand that wyoum; a

Fifth Form boy, have joined in a
foolish game of racing about the
stnircases with a Eemove boy? I'am
ashamed of you, Coker!™
*“I—" gtnttered Coker. “I—"
Frout raised a portly hand.

“Take two hundred lines, Coker!”
he boomed. “Go to your study imme-

diately and write them out! Not a
L

“Go!* hoomed Prout.
And Horace Coker, suppressing his
feelings with diffieulty, went!

He disappeared u)iathe staircase,
followed by Prout’s baleful eye!

Then Prout cast that baleful eye
round for Bunter, Buf he discerned
no fat _in the offing. ‘Willinm
Wibley had disappeared while Prout’s
attention was taken np by Coker; and
be was now tapping at his Form-
master's door.

QUITE A SUCCESS !

b UNTER !" gaid Mr. Quelch.
“Yes, sir!” squeaked
Wibley.

in
e ecntered his

There was n slight tremor
Wibley’s heart as
Form-master’s study.

Really and truly, great as was
Wib's confidence in his disguise, and
unlimited as was his faith in his

powers to play a part, he would have
preferred not to put it to this test.

Queleh waa a very keen man. This
was the severest test to which Wib
econld have been put.

And if he was spotted. the result
was likely to be very painful, Pulling
Quelch’s majestic leg was an awfully
serious matter:

What Quelch would sny—and do—
if he found ont that he was being
taken in wans awful to think of.

But Wibley was reassured, as lis
Form-master
Obriously Mr. Quelch had not -the
faintest donbt that e was Bunter—
did not dream of having any!

“Yon may come in, Bunter!™ said
the Remove master. “I intended to
send for yvon this sfternoon.”

“Oh! Yes, gir!” mumbled Wibley.
“I—I came abont my-lines, sir! If—
if I might leave my lines till
Baturday, sir—"

“inguiries on the subject of

~ doubt at the time.”

Addressed him.
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“In the circumstances, Bunter, you
may leave your lines till Saturday,”
aui' Mr. Quelch.

“Oh! Thank you, sir!” squeaked
Wibley. And he backed to the door.
Buccessfully as he had passed this
test, ho was anxious to get away.
But he was not getting away yet!
Mr. Quelch raised his hand and
signed to him to remain where he was.

Wibley’s henrt snnk. In taking u
the fat Owl's challenge to presen
himself in Quelch’s study in his
Bunter disgniee, he had forgotten all
about the fact that Bunter was in
trouble with his Form-master, owine
to that inky cpisode. He remembered
it now |

“Yon may remain, Bunter!” said
Mr. Queleh. “I had intended to send
for you, as I have said. The head-
m will see you at five o'clock!”
Wibley canght his breath.

_ "“The—the ' headmaster, sir!” he
stammered.

“You may remain in this study till
I take you to Dr. Locke!” said Mr.
Quelch

“Oh!” gasped Wibley,
“As 1 tnldp}iﬂu esterday, Bunter,
that I- shouwld do, I have made
your,
inary statement to me ! said
Mr. Quelch gquietly, I was unwillin
that there should be the remotest ris
of injustice. But my inguiries have
satisfied me that your statement was
untruthfnl, as had, indecd, no

“QOh, sir ! mumbled Wibley,

“The fact that the boy who

nirted ink all over me was not, at
the moment, wearing glasses, made it,
perhaps, barely sible that there
was some grain of truth in your state-
ment,” saul Mr. Queleh sternly. “I
have therefore made inguiries. That
such a boy could have entered the

recincts of the school nnobserved was
impossible. Inquiries bhave proved
that no such boy was scen.”

Wibley said nothing. ;

He was conscious chiefly of a desire
to kick Bunter, hard, for having
landed him in this|

“Your statement,” went om Mr.
Quelch, with intepsifying sternness,
“was a fabrication from beginning to
end., It was, I have mo doubt,
suggested to your foolish mind by the
circumstance that a boy closely
resembling Vernon-Smith was at
G iars last term. Yom will now
tell me the truth, Bunter.” The
gimlet eyes gleamed at the schoolboy
actor. *'Was it you who squirted ink
over me at the letter-box terday 7"

“0h, no, sir!” gasped Wibley.

“Do you still deny that you were
there?” demanded Mr. Quelch.

“I—1 wasn’t there, sir!™ stam-
mered the unfortunate WiME{;{r

Certainly that was trme; Wibley
Liadn’t been theve !

“I am smazed,” eaid Mr. Quelch,
“that yon—even you, Bunfer—should

reist in this fotile prevarication!

t will serve you no purpose! T shall
take to your headmaster at five
o’ , and yon will recoive a
floggin :--"'I'uu'mnlf romain in this
stuigrf:*, %mﬂ*er. until I am to take you
to Dr. Locke.” :

LH
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He picked up his pen and resumed
work on Form TS.

 Wibley blinked et him in utter
dismay.

He was pgoing to be taken—as
Bunter—to the headmaster ! He was
gumtg to be ﬂqlfﬁed—na Bunter—for
what Bunter had done the day before!
This was o very nunexpeeted and dis-

maying ountéome to his visit to
Quelch’s study.
here was one way of escape—to

own up that he was not Bunter!

But that was not an attractive way !
It was likely to make his last state
worse than his first.

Certainly, if he owned up that he
was not Bunter, he wonld not be
flogged for Bunter’s squirting exploit.
But it was ?ulte. certain that ho would
be flogged for this trick on his Form-
master. Having his leg pulled in this
way was likely to exasperate Quelch
even more than the ink! Wibley was,
in point of fact, :uml:'mg a fool of
Quelch—by coming to Lis study as
Bunter! The bare idea of Quelch
getting wise to it made Wibley feel a
cold chill down his back.

Quu!uh:a pen was acratching. He
was toking no further notice of
Bunter.

Wihle{.backﬂﬂ quictly to the door.

Wib objected to a flogging, guite as
much as Bunter! He did not want
to be flo » either ns Bunter or as
William Wibley! He did not want to
be flogged at all. The name in which
he was fl was a minor point—it
was the idea of the flopging dhat
mattered, -

Backing out of the study and
cutting off down the passage was the
big idea in Wibley’s mind.

But 'l:lm'n%ll. Quelel'’s eyes were not
on him, he looked np once as Wibley
made that strategic movemen't
towards the door.

“Where are you going, Bunter?”
barked Quelch.

*Oh, nowhere, sir I gasped Wibley.

“Go and stand by the window!”
said Mr. Quelch, frowning.

“Yes, sir!” groaned Wghlejb
- Dismally he
window and stood by it

Mr. Quelch gave him a grim frown.
He sus that that jumior had
actually thought of getting out of the
atudy instead of waiting to be taken
to the Head! BSuch a suspicion was
more than enough to get Quelch's
coat.

“Bunter !” he rapped.

“0Oh, yes, sir!¥

“If you stir from that spot I shall
cane you before taking you to your
headmaster !*

Mr. Queleh resumed hLis Form
papers with a knitted brow.

illinm Wibley stood b
window, his eyes on the clock!
was twenty minntes to five!

Those minutes ticked by rapidly—
too ru]laiﬂ!y.

over to the

thie
It

Wibley glanced from the window.
He wag not goin to the Head if le
could lml;m it! Wibley was getting
desperate |

Ountside there were a many
follows in the gquad. The foothall
mntelh was over; he could see the
Famons Five in a cheery group—no

"I'ne Magxer Lipmary.—No. 1.652.
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doubt diseussing  the match  with
Hobson & Co. of the Shell, FProut
and Hacker were pacing in the quad.
Yoder and Walker of the Sixth could
e scen. There was Vernom-Smith
with Towmn Redwing. There were
‘Pemple, Dabney & Co, of the Fourth,
Wihley would have preferred the
voast to Lo clearer,

But that eould not be helped !

Oe looked at the clock again! 1t
was a minute to five!

Wibley breathed hard and deep.

and moved closer to the window,
- Mr. Queleh alse locked at tha
clock! Fe Iaid down hiz pen and
vose to his feet, It was time to pet
i aTe On.,

'That settled it for Wibley, He
wag not going to the Head !

With a sudden grab at the window
ha threw up the sash! The next
moment he was scramhling headlony
out of the window.

“Buanter I”  casped Mr.  Queleh,
* Stop
Iie rushed! He prabbed! 1t was
toa late!
inte the

The fat figure {:'Emwlzpj
auad, eacaping the clutehing hand by
inchea.

ON THE RUN !
i AY.LO, hallo, hallo!™ voared
Bob Cherry.
“Oly  ecrombz!”  pasped

Joluny Bull, * Look !
“PHuuter ! =spinttered Harry

Wharton,

The Famous Pive, up to that
woment, lhad  been  interested  in
soceer. They had drawn with the
Shell. And ib was vather a burning
question  whether, if Smithy bhad
passed instead of kecping the hall, a

winning goal might not have been
secnred.

But Tarry Wharton & Co. forgot
that guestion, hurning as it was, at
the extraordinary sight that suddenly
wet theiy grze,

With Soeecer o hand, they hod,
naturally, gquite fr.lrtgﬂttu. the fat and
nnimportant  existence of Billy
Buuter. Now they were suddenty
reminded of it

Mr., . Queleh’s  wiudow  snddenly
banged open! From that window
ghot & [at fipure, and a pair of apee-

tacles  flashed  in the  auntumn
snugline.
Bunter—nohody  deulted that it

waz Bunter—shot out of that stud
window into the quad, stumbled,
recovered, aml il

At the open window beliiul him
appesred the face of Hewry Sanuel
Quelch, with an cxpression on it that
waz pozitively fermifving.

* Bunteg I” shricked Me. Queleh.

There was o roar tu the quad !

Fifty paivs of eyves ab Toast {nerned
on the amazing soene?

Ouncleh waved a Frantic band from
the window.

“Btop that boy ™ he roared.

“h, my hat "

“ Bupler——="

“The terzilic Mnthead——"

“8top, you assl™

“Oh crnmls 1"

“Wharten!  Nugent!  Cherpy!
Stop Bunter at ouee ' ahvicked Mr,
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Ouelel, “Bring him back to the
House ! Hring him to my study!
Later -— Waller — stop  that  boy !
Mr. Prout—Hacker—»

thuelel fairly bawled.

The Eat figurc was cutiing off to
the pates.  Bunter, it scemed, was
seekiny the open apaces, after his

smaziny and dJdramatic escape from
hiz Form-master's study by the
window,

Pozens of f{ellows rushed at him.
But most of them had no intention
of stopping him.

Loder and Walker, lhowever, as
prefeeta, were bound to do so—and
they cut across quickly to stop him,

Lodor of the Sixth rushed at him
(rom one side. Walker of the Sizth
cushed at him from the other,

Tho fat ficure, between the
twao, socmued to be booked.
iInd Bunter rushed om, he
woulid have been  pinned
botween the two.

Bot the fat junior secmed
to have his wits uncommonly
abont him—ifor Bunter. Ile
stopped  suddenly, just as
Loder and Walker ranshed in
irome either side and grabbed.

e backed swiftly.

The result was that the two
Rixth-Formoers just in front of
him grabbed at one another
instead of Bunter,

Leaving them grabbing, the
fat Removite eut round them,
and carcered on towards the
zates, with a wonderful turn
vl speed—for Bunter.

“Put it on, Bunter " yellod
flie Bounder.

“Stop, you ass!” shouted
Hoarry Wharton.

“Ha, ho, ho 1

The fat fipure charged on.

Qneleh, at his study
window, waved and almost
raved. Mr. Prent got into
motion—but Prout was slow
and stately as & Spanish
zalleon, and ho bado't a
chance, Mr., Iacker, thin
amd active, cut after Bunter.
But the fat figure was well
ahead.

“Stop him i*

“(Fo it, Bunter!™

“1Ip, ha, hal”

“The mad porpoise—->

“'Lhe howling asg——"

“Come back, Bunter!”

“Look out, Buntor—the
Dvop's just behind 172

*Ha, ha, ha ”

There was a wild uprear of voices
—some cnlling to Bunter to stop,
some cheering lum on, Loud laughter
1*1:!113[;*1:1 op and down the Groeyiriars

ad,
qlﬂ'ﬂhm'{;r wonuld lhave dreamed that
Billy Buuter had a chance in a
sprinting match, But that fab
fisure was keeping shead of Haocker.

In front of him was the open gate-
way. Buat in that pateway stood the
stocky figure of old Gosling, the
porter—staring blankly at the fat
junior as heé eame.

“Stop that boy, Gosling ™ shoufed
Hacker.

“My eye!™
amazement.

Acid

rasped  Gosling, in
“'Fee, Aldster Bunter,

THE MAGNET

you ‘old on! Wot I says is this “ere
—yurrrrosocop

The fat junior did not stop.

He could not dedge Gosling,

Gosling was grabbing at him. He
crashed into Gosling!

The ancient porter of Greyiriars
Schocl gave a Egaspmg, breathless
howl, and tumbled over backwards in
the gateway.

The fot junior staggered for a
moment from the Ehﬂgk. But only
for o moment. Then he bounded

over the sprawling form of Gosling

and dashed out in
“Bunter——"
“Come hack, Bunter!™
“Hook i1t, Bunter 1"
“Ha, ba, had"

the road,
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“Bless my soul!” gasped Mr.
Quelch, at hiz study window. “lIs
the hD‘T insane? Upon my word!
Eunter !

“Mad as a hatier ™ gmped Bob
Cherry, in the quad. “*Must be right
off his rocker—fairly off his onion !*

“ The madfulness must be terrific "
exclaimed Hurree Jamset Ham Singh,
* Wharton I rearcd Mr. Quelch.
“Ycg, aipl” Harry Wharton
burried to his Form-master’s window.

“Wharton, follow that-—-that
extraordinary boy at once! I fear
that Bunter muet be out of his aenses !
Follow him at once, and bring him
back to the school. T am very anxious
for him !*

*Oh! Certainly, sirl®

Harry Wharton ealled to his
friends, and the whols Co, cut down
to the ratep. Therr hwmpression was
the same as Queleh’s: unless Billy

"l-lil'ﬁnl._.--_-- :

o 4 .r -
"rsi: ‘F:ﬁ*

"

“ *Tain’t me smoking, sir,’”’ gasped Bunier. - It—
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-.'i-ii*s my double ! ** ““ What ! ** roared Mr. Quelch.

Bunter was off his rocker, there was
no muuntint{rafﬂr his amagzing antics.

In the distapce, on the Courthield
road, they sighted a fat firure—

roing strong,

“There Ee is 1’ exclaimed Bob
Cherry, “Come on!”

And the Famouns Five cut in pur-
suit of that fat figure.
o They left the quad in a roar behind

1em.

*“Stop, Bunter!” yelled Wharton,
as he raced ahead of his chums.

Igut the flecing junior heeded him
not.

Billy Buntcr—mot -generally an
important rsonage—was in all

thoughts—liis name on every tongue !
It was Bunter first, and the rest no-
where,

Bunter had the house!

e = Tl

GETTING BY WITH IT!

& EAST ! breathed Billy Buuter,

B Bunter’'s eyes pleamed

wrath through his big
spectacles.

He was pecring through those
spectacles round the cormer of the
Bemove passage, across the landing.

On the next landing, Coker of the
Fifth was visible.

Bunter wented to go' down., But
he did not want to pass Coker of the
Fifth. Coker had chased the wron
Bunter—and the fat Owl did n
want him to pet after the right
Bunter ! The wrong Bunter did not
matter—the richt Bunter did, a lot!

But there was Coker—a lion in the,

th. It was fearfully exasperatin
E:the fat Owl, 7 ¥ .

Wibley had tuken it for granted
that Bunter wns going to remain in
Lig stwdy 111 he came back. But

that was not the astute fat Qwl's
idea at all.

Having succeeded in getting Wib,
in his Bunter outfit, to po down to
Quelch, . Bunter was going to show
himself in another spot at the same
time.

That was the hig

That would be proof, beyond the
shadow of s doubt, £hat Billy Bunter
had a double—just like Smithy last
term,

Memhers of the Remove Dramatio
Society, of course, would puess. But
that did not matter—they would not
tell Queleh, It was only Quelch that
Bunter was worrying about—only
Quelch that he wanted to convinee
that he had a double,

S0 Bunter's game was to go down
iwo or three minutes after
Wibley |

But Coker, on the stondy
landing, kept him- bottled up.
as it were, in the Remove
passage !

A.n:i-:-ua[g, impatiently,
Bunter waited for Coker to
clear.

“Two  hundred lines
Coker was saying to Potter
and Greene. " 'Two hundred
lines! Do you hear? 0N
Pront—*

“Hadn’t you better go and
do them?” suggested Potter.

g “Yes, that's a good idea!”
i t ‘agreed Greeue.
iy “That old ass, Prout " eaid
Coker, unheeding. “I don't
mind the lines so smuch—but
makinz out that a man—a
Fifth Form man—wasz play-
in§ games on the stairs with
& ove fag—the old ass—
the old goat!”

Coker of the Fifth was
cloguence on that subject.
His eloquence seemed in-
exhanstible — altogether too
inexhaustible to Billy Bunter,
whoe was anxious to go down
before Wibley left Quelch's
study.

If Coker kept him bottled
up much longer, the chance
would be lost—Wibley would
have left CQueleh. And it
really geemed that Coker was
going on talking for ever!

Still, even Horace Coker conld not
talk for cver! Ii often secmed io
Potter aud Greene that he did—but,
actually, even Coker left off at last !

Coker, at least—perhaps short of
breath—gave a final snort and
tramped away- into the Fifth Form
passage to his study to get going on
thoae lines,

Potter and Greene went downstairs.

Buuter, at last, emerged from the
Remove passage—hoping that Wibley
was still with Quelch, and that there
wasz still time to carry out his deep-
laid scheme,

Skinner and Suoop had gone down.
But Lord Maulevorer was still on the
landing settee; and at sight of Bunter
coming out of the Hemove passage,
his lerdship fairly bounded.

Bunter—eso far as Manly knew—had

zed him once and gone down—with
ker of the Fifth ragine after him.
Yot here was Bunter)

idea !
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“Oh gad ! ejaculated Mauly.
Bunter gave him a blink in passing
and roll

on,

“Is that you, Bunter?” sasped
Lord Ma.u]ﬂ;i:zrer, his ::L-::hleg ei;em
almost popping from his amazed face
ot the fat Owl.

"Eh? ‘E‘m!rl

“Oh gad I”

Billy Bunter rolled on, leavin
Lord  Mauleverer petrified witﬁ
agtonishment. Manly rubbed his
eyes, It scemed fo him that they
mnst  lave deceived him—unless

there were two Bunters about!

The fat Owl hurried down the
etairs. Bome sort of & row was going
on in the quadrangle, and Bunter
wondered what was up.

He rolled out of the House. Every-
body secmed to be in the gquad—and
there was a roar of voices and echo-
ing sounds of laughter. Something,
undoubtedly, wos up!

Bunter lioped that Wibley was atill
with Quelch! If he was, it wae still
all right! He hadp’t come back to
the Remove studies, anvhow ! Bunter,
so far, had no idea of the exciting
hﬂﬁ&ﬂlllgﬁ in Quelch's study.

he rolled out, he passed Mr.
Prout and Mr. Hacker—the latter
locking a little breathless.

“Amazing ! Hacker was saying.

" Unprecedented ! said  Prout.
“Unparalleled !

“Only Quelch’s boys are capable of
such—— Goodness gracions me!”
Hacker broke off, with a gasp, at the
sight of Bunter.

e stared at him. Frout stared at
him. A few minutes aro they had
scen Bunfer sendding out of the
school gates at top apeed, leavin
Gosling for dead, as 1t were! Eg
could not possibly Lhave got back un-
secnt.  That was impossible! Yet
here he was—walking out of the
House !

“Bless my soul ! gaid Prout.

* What—what—what—" stuttered
Hacker.

Bunter gave them a blink, and
rolled on. He rolled over to a rroup
of Remove fellows., He wanted to
know what was up.

“I say, you fellows—" squeaked
Banter.

There was a yell—a yell of utter
amazement !

Fellows jumped almost clear of the

round at the pound of that fat.
amiliar voice! Their eyes almest
popped from their faces at the sight
of that fat, familiar face!

They stared at Bunter. They
goggled at him. Had he been the

host of a fat Owl he could not have
startled them more, in the circum-
stances! A prim, ghastly, pricly
spectre could not have caused a
preater sensation on the Greyfriara
quad—at that moment!

“Bunter 1 yelled Skinner.

“Bunter ! pasped Vernon-Smith.

“ Bob-bob-bub-Bunter ! stuttered
Snoop.

Bunter blinked at them.

“I say, you fellows, what's up?” he
asked. “ Has anything happened?
What—"

“How did you get back?" yelled
the Bounder.

“Back ?” repeated Bunter blankly,

Trr Macrer Lpnanr.—™~o 1852
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“How did yon get in?" howled
Hagzeldene.

“In?” repeated Bunter.

“*Tajn’t five minutes since yon
butted Gosling over, and ent out of

ates " exclaimed Tom Brown. *How

id you get here?”

“Eh? I've just come down from
the studics !’ said Bunter. _

“What?” yelled Vernon-Smith,
“Think we didn't see you jump out
of Quelch’s window, you fat ass®

Bunter gave a jump.

“ Quick-quick-Queleh’s windaw ! he
stuttered.

“ Yee—and scoot ont of gates—-"

“How did yon get back?”

“Is that you, or your ghost?” ex-
claimed Squiff. “This is enough to
make a fellow think he's secing
things !”

“Oh!” gasped Bunter.

He grasped it!

If they fancied they had seen him
get out of Quelel’s window, of course
they had scen Wibley! Why Wibley
had done that Bunter did not know—
but evidently he had!

“0Oh crikey ! gasped Bunter.

He grinned.

His big idea was, after all, work-
ing out, in spite of the unexpected
dc%ny cansed by Coker! It was work-
ing ont better than he could have
anticipated. Not only had Lis donble
been seen, but he had been ecen by
nearly all the school! There were
now nnumerable witnesses that Bi'Hi
Bunter, like Smithy last term, ha
a double.

“(Oh erikey !” repeated the fat Owl.
“Did he get out of Queleh’'s window ?
What did he do that for?"

“He® You! What do you menn,
you fat ass? You—"

“He, he, he!” chortled Bunter. 1
say, where is he now?”

“Mad " gasped Skinner, .

TLoder of the Sixth strode np. His

eyes were popping at Bunter. Loder,

like the rest, had seen Bunter scud

out of gates! He knew that he was,
and must be, still out of gates. Tet
here he was!

“ Bunter—is that Bunter®” ex-
claimed Gerald Loder. “I don’t
understand this. How did you get

back into the school, Bunter:*

“1 haven’t been out!” answered
Bunter.

“Wha-nt ¥ _

“Y've just come down from the
studies—I've been Tup there for
hours—"

“Wha-a-n-t 7"

“Loder!” Mr. Quelch’s voice came
from his study window. *Is—is—is
that Bunter? Please bring him here
at once ! ;

Bunter wag marched across to hLis
Form-master's gtudy window.

From that window, Mr. Quelch
gazed at him like a man in o dream!
A hundred fellows erowded round the
gpot, staring at him.

“Tt's Bunter!"

“QOr his ghost!”

“Then how .

“ And who "

“Great pip!”

“ How—who—which—"

There was a buzz of amozed voices.

Billy Buntér stood blinking unp at
his Form-master at the study window.
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Bunter was feeling good. Nothing,
g0 far as Bunter could see, conld have
happened better! His double had
been eeen—hby his. Form-master and
n lnndred others—and that double
was now safe out of the.school—and
certainly wounld not be looking an{-
thing like Bunter when he came back.
This was real pie!

“Bunter!” gasped Mr. Quelch, at
last, “I—I—I fail to understand
this! You ran out at the gates——""

*1 dido’t, sir!” said Bunter cheer-
fully. “That must have bcen my
o Wiiat " gasped Mr. Quelch

[ 11 nt. xr ﬁs r. ﬂ 4

“I've been up in the studies, sir!*

'““You were in my study ten minutes
agoe, Bunter, and ;’pn-—-_"

“T waen't, sir I’

“ What ?”

“It—it must Lhave been my double,
gir! That—that fellow who's just
like me, and—and sneaked in yester-
dn'y and—and inked , gir ¥

‘Bless my soul [¥ gaid Mr. Quelch.

He at Bunter. Bunteér had
been in his study, he had jumped
from the window, he had scudded out
of gates, and he was still out! TYet
here I‘llms Bunter, standing under his
eyes :

« This Bunter was not the Bunfer
who had floored Gosling and fled out
of gates, with Harr harton & Co.
after him. It was impossible! The
fellow who had fled out of gates was
etill out of gates. It was not this
Bunter! It wne another Bunter! It
was—it must be—it could only be—
the fat junior’s donble, He had bad
;?ec:a on this time! But he was not
unter !

That was cortain. It was amazin
—it was almost unbelievable—yet i
was certain! Bunter could not be in
two places at once! The junior who
haddwalk!eg'uutt of t].ﬁ-'ﬂbnuusethimgu the

unad eould no i e junior
E—h:}, only a fE'H'P{‘.I::gHII'E;E ea:-!ieg, had
fled out of gates at top speed !

“Bless my soul!” repeated Mr.
Quelch faintly.
He turned from the window.

Billy Bunter grinned round at a
circla of astonishied faces.

Bunter had got by with it! Billy
Bunter’s double was now an estab-

lished fact—beyond the shadow of a
doubt !

NOT BUNTER !

¢ SNTOP!” roared Bob Cherry.
“Bunter, you ass—sbop!”
shonted Harry Wharton.

“You %ﬂ:v porpoise—atop ! bawled
Johnny ull. . :

The. Famous Five were runmng
quite hard up the Courtfield road—
after the fat figure that flew ahead.
But, amazingly to the Famous-Five,
that fat figure . ahead. They

ained—but they gained slowly. How

illy Bunter kept his distance like
this was gquite a mystery.

That it was Bunter they did not
think of doubting. It looked like
Bunter—and t were not thinkin
of Wibley and his weird theatriea
stunts. Had they thought of Wibley
and his character-part as “Grunter
of Greyhurst,” they would not have
supposed that even Wib was ass

enough to walk about the school got
up as Bunter,

But they almost wondered whether
they were dreaming at the speed the
fat fellow put on! Bunter had never
been seen to put on such speed.
Really, Wibley might have got gnite
clear had not his padding slowed him
down—for the Famous Five were not
at their freshest, just after a football
match.

But they gained on him, though the

tterin ootsteps behind ecansed

ibley to make great exertioms.

*8top, you silly ass!” roared Bob.

As "that shout reached the fat
junior’s ears, he looked round. Then

e discerned that his pursuera were
Remove fellows.

Probably he had thought that
Sixth Form prefects were after him—
if he had ught at all.” Now he

saw that they were Remove fellows
—from whom there was nothing to be
feared. Omnce out of sight of the eycs
of authority, Wibley was safe—and,
to his relief, he seaw mo one on the
road behind him except the juniors.

He slowed down, panting and gasp:
ing for breath. Bwerving off the road,
{:ua ran under tlie trees that bordered
£.

“ Stop I" shouted Frank Nugent.

“You terrific fathead, stop!”
velled Hurree Jamset Bam Bingh.

It looked for the moment as if
Bunter intended to lead them a chase
through the woods by the river. But
Wibley was only getting out of the
public view.

A dozen yards deep in the wood he
came to a halt.

There he leaned on a tree and
pumped in breath.

The Famous Five came breathlessly

L You fat chump ! gasped Bob.
“You pilfering porpoise !”
claimed Johnny Bull.
Wibley was nearly winded. But he
nned while he gasped.
Even yet the chums of the Remove
did not guess that he was not Bunter.

£X-

“0Oli, really, Cherry—" he
squeaked.
“Are you potty?” demanded Bob.

“0Oh, no! Are you?” squeaked the
fat junior.

“Why. you sill

“] gay, you fellows, what did rm
come after me for?” asked Wibley,
gtill in Bunter's fat squeak.

“Quelch told s to, you chump !
answered Harry Wharton. “He
thinks you're off your rocker and
want looking after! Are youf”

“Qh, really, Wharton—"

“He doesn’t look potty—not pottier
than usual !"” said Bob, staring at the
fat junior leaning om the tree. “But
he must be—"

“Ol, really, Cherry—"

“What did you jump
Queleh’s window for?”
Nugent.

ibley chnckled.

“He was going to take me to the
Head about that inking job!” he
explained. “I didn’t want to see the
big beak.”

“You'll have to see liim, ass !™ gaid
the captain of the Remove. * Whether
we 'tnEn yvou back or mot, I suppose

fat age—"

ont of
demanded



you're not going to wander about out-
gide the school for the rest of the
term PV

“He, he, he!” chuckled Wibley—
Bunter’s fat cachinnation to the life.

Th".[.*_hq Famnu.%t;!Fiﬂ uita:;:l nﬁ hitm.
ey were qu rplexed. unter
had not, a pm:eﬂtE?; gone off his fat
chump as they had feared. But if he
hadn’t, his extraordinary antics were
still more snrprising.

“I'm not going to see the Head—
that’'s all right!” chortled Wibley.
“Not now I've gof. clear! If Loder

or Walker had got me— Oh
crumba ¥ _

“You've got to come back 1" hooted
Johnny Boll.

3 coming back all right!
agreed Wibley, “But I'm going to
make a few changes first "

He glanced round. The trecs
screened him from the road. He put
his hand to his head and, to the
dumbfounded amazement of the
Famous Five, tock his hair off!

Their eyes fairly popped at him as
he did that!
Then he took his spectacles off.

Then, while they {ﬂ.ned at him with
popping eyes, he stripped off jacket,

waistcoat, and trousers—wit 1;3111r
padding therein that  had
made him so plump.

Hea had his own clothes on under-
neath, : _

The Famous Five fairly gaped at
thiz extraordinary transformation
scene. They almost wondered if this
wag some amazing dream.

But it dawned on them when they
saw & slim figure in the place of the
one,

fed I gasped Bob Cherry.

“Is—uia-'—is--—?t——” exclaimed
Harry :
Wibley playing his potty tricks?”

They remembered “ Goggly Grunter
of QGreyhurst.” They eratood at
last.

Wibley grinned at them.,

“Got 1t now ?” he asked.

“Wibley ! aaid Bob Ch
fellow in a dream. “It's n
at all—it's that lunatic Wibley got
np—"

“You—you—you went to Quelch
as—as—as Bunter, and—and you're
Wibley ! stuttered Nugent, *“Why,
will skin you if he finds this

“He isn't going to!” said Wibley
cheerfully. at’s why I cut out of
gates. I shan’'t look like Bunter
when I go back, There's a pond in
this wood where I ¢an get o wash,
You fellows are going to keep it
dork.” .

The Famous Five gazed at him.

“Think I shall go down all right
in the play?” grinned Wibley. *
T act? Can I make-up? What? Is
Guggl]' Grunter Bunter to the life, or
isn’t he?” e

“Well, if this doesn’t take the
cake [* said Bob. “If Quelch ever
apots this, look out for the biggest
heking ever 1 :

“He won't!” said Wihlﬂ?’ cheor-
fully. “Not now I'm clear !’

“Of all the mad asses—" said
Harry.

, like a

Wharton, “Is it that fathead-

Bunter-

BVERY SATURDAY

“QFf all the terrific lunatics——"
said Hurree Jameet Ram Bingh.

“I shall have to make a bundle of
these things ‘and sneak them back
inte the school -somehow,” said
Wibley. “Wow- - I want a wash!
| AL

“Where's Bunter all this time?"
asked Harry. )

“1 left him in my study! Blessed
if I know whether he's still there.
You fellows had better get back!
You can tell Quelch you never caught
Bunter! You needn't tell him you
canght Wibley! Ha, ha ¥

ibley chuckled! He was quite
amused now that the danger was
OVEeT.

“But Quelch thinks
Bunter !” exclaimed Nugent.

“He won't when he finde that Bun-

it was

ter was in the studiea,” ed
Wibley. “Bunter’s all right! I'll
tell you what Quelch will think—

Bunter’s been spinning him a yarn
about a double, and Quelch will
think that he’s seen Bunter's double !
Ha, ha, ha !”

“0Oh, my hat ! gasped Bob. '

“1 don't care—so long as he
doesn’t think it was me * chuckled
Wibley. “The old bean would get his
hair off ! What?"

“You potty ass—"

“You blithering idiot—"

“You terrific chump——"

“Bow-wow |” said Wibley. He
St SHEolIeT wesr Vo Vic pond 0 5%
and stro AwWa 2 pon
the wash he neeged

Wharton & Co. walked back
to the school.

They arrived there to find one topic
on every tongue—Billy Bunter's
double !

Bunter was, az Wibley had said, all

right ! Everybody knew that it was
not Bunter who had jum from
Queleh’s window and fled out of

gates, It was Bunter’'s double! Who
that double was, and how he had got
into Greyfriars, and why, was a
mystery—a m that the Famous
Five could have ¢clucidated. But
were .very careful to keep their own
counsel. g

WHICH ?

RE. QUELCH started.
M Hie eyes fixed on the
fattest member of his Form

with a deadly glint.
It was the following day, after
class. The October aftermcon was

fine and warm, and the Remove
master was taking a walk on the tow-
path by the Sark. -

Plenty of QGreyiriars fellows wero
out of gates, in the fine weather.
Among them, evidently, was Billy
Bunter.

Quelch was thinking of Bunter as
he paced on the towpath between the
river and the woods of Popper Comrt.
He was worried about Bunter. He
was perturbed about Bunter! He
was in a state of perplexity !

Bunter had not been, after all, sent
up to the Head! How conld he be,
when it had been proved that he had
a double to whose account his sins
could be laid?

17

Quelch bhad not believed in that
double! But he had seen him! -He
had not believed that, even if Bunter
had a double, the fellow would butt
into friare!| But he had seen
him in Greyfriars! :

Having seen him with his own ex-
ceedingly sharp eyes, how could
Quelech doubt? Yet he did doubt'!

Certainly he never thought of
Wibley. never dreamed that a
schoolboy actor had been made np as

Bunter ! Wibley, the previous day,
had walked back to Greyfriara—in his
own proper person—without attract-
ing a plance. No such emspicion
oceu to Quelch | But, though the
matter seemed to have been proved,
a lingering doubt remained.

It worried Quelch! He had a
vague feeling that he had, somechow,
been made a fool of, though how, he
conld not tell. It was an uncomfort-
able and irritating. feeling.

Now, suddenly, he saw the {at
junior who was in his thonghts.

Billy Bunter was seated on a log on
the edge of the wood by the th,
smoking a cigarette! And ch’'s

gimlet eyes glinted at him. \

Smoking, of course, was strictly
forbidden at Greyfriars. A junior
canght with a cigarette in his mouth
was booked for six of the best.

Not enly was Bunter smoking! He
had & packet of cigarettes on his fat
knee! He was well provided with
smokes !

Not that Bunter, ass as he was, was
ass enough to money on
cigarettes. Bunter’s money, when he
had any, went direct to the tuckshop.
That establishment drew Dunter's
cash likc o magnet.

Bunter had found those cigarettes!

He had found them in Herbert
Vernon-Smith’a study !

They liad not been lost, but they
had been found ! :

Bunter would rather bhave found
jam-tarts, or cream-puffs, or toffee.

ut all was grist that came to hia
mill! Bunter rather fancied himself
as a rorty sort of bad hat who wounld
smoke ‘cigarettes when he could get
them for nothin ot otherwise.

So there was Bunter—emoking the
Bounder’s emokes, and trying hard
to imagine that he was en oying the
same, Half a mile l’ll;zm t:e Etﬁ;}ml,
he did not expect to be spo ¥ &
beak. Two burnt stumps, and
several burnt matches, lay round
him as he smoked hisg third emoke.

Queleh paused, at a little distance,
and looked at him,
It was Bunterl
At that distance from the school,
of course, Bunter’s double, if he had
one, might have been bhanging about.
But Quelch, in spite of convincing
£, did not wholly believe in that
ouble. Still, the thought occurred
to him that this might hot be Bunter,
but the fellow, so exactly like him,
who had interviewed him 1 his study
on Wednesday afternoon. - If there
were, indeed, two Bunters, exaetl
alike, it was not ensy to say whic
was which. Which Bunter was this?
At the bottom of his heart, Quelch
did not believe that there were two
Toe Micyer Tmeary,—No. 1,652, .
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of them! Yet he had to admit con-
vincing proof. It was quite a per:
plexing and distressing position for
any Form-master to be in.

*Oh crikey!” came a sudden ejacu-
lation from the fat smoker, as his
eves fell on the Remove master.

He jumped up from the log. The
box of cigarettes tumbled from his
fat knee, and Smithy's smokes scat-
tered on the ground, unregarded.

Mr, Quelch strode forward. His
gimlet cyes glittered at the dismayed
fat Owl. He had no doubt now.

“Bonter ! he thundered.

“Oh lor' ! gasped Bunter.

“You are smoking !* thundered Mr.

Ouneleh.

“OW! Ko!” gosped Bunter. “I—
I—I wasn't! —I—-I—-1I—-1
mean * PBunter remembered that

he had a double. He had calculated
that a double might be frightfully
nseful to a fellow when he was caught
ont. He was caught out now. "
I—I mean. it—it ain't me, sir.”

“What *” roared Mr. Quelch.

“'Tain't me, sir—it—it's
donble | gasped Bunter.

Buuter was taken by surprise by
the suddén apparition of his Form-
~master in that unexpected spot! He
was Tather confused. Otherwise, pro-
bably even the fatuons fat Owl would
not have put it quite like that,

“It—it—it is not wyom " In‘]uenteﬂ
Mr. Quelch, almost ﬂa:edlf. Upon
my word! Bunter, I shall cone you
severely——"

“J—I—I mean—" Bunter tried
to collect hiz fat wits. If he ever
was going to make use of his double,
now, evidently, was the time, He
realised that he had put it rather un-
fortunately. *‘I—I mean, sir, I—I
ain't Bunter! That's what I really
meant to say, sir!”

“You are not Bunter ! howled Mr,

Queleh.

“No! I—I don’t know the chap!
Never heard of him, sir! I don™
even know the mame!” gasped
Bunter,

* Bless my sounl ¥

“I—I'm not Bunter at all, sir!”
znid the fat Owl, gathering courage.
“I—I don’t know who youm are, sir!
YWho—wlo are you?"

“Who nm I?” artioulated Mr.
Quelch, “ Bunter, is it possible—is it
barely possible—that you are so in-
cradieably stupid ns to imagine that
you can deceive me like this:"

“Yes, sir. I—I mean, I—I ain't
Bunter! I never was, sir!
name's Thompson ! gasped Bunter.

“Upon my word !”

Mr. Quelch gazed at Bunter.

Bunter blinked at Mr. Queleh.

After all, e was half a mile from
the school! Quelch jolly well knew
that he had a double! Bo why
shouldn’t Quelech beliove that this
was the donble? Bunter saw no
reason. why lie shouldn't!

“Bunter! I shall take you back
to the school immediately ! said Mr,
Quelch, in a deep voice. “I shall
cane you for smoking, snd I shall
cane von still more severely for your
absurd attempt at prevarication and
deception! Come with me at once,
Bunter !
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*“Oh, really, sir! I—I ain’t Bunter
at all—you see, sir, I'm his double |”
gasped the fat Owl. :

“Come [" thundered Mr. Quelch.

He grabbed the fat junior by the
shoulder. He jerked him along. the
towpath, in the diréction of the
school. _

“Oh crikey!" gasped the hapless
fat Owl.

Bunter had hoped to make Quelch
believe that he was that double.
But if Quelch walked him back to
the e&chool, it was clear, even to
Bunter, that there was no possibility
of that.

He had to get away from Queleh,

Then, if only he had the luck to

et back to the school before Quelch
id, thers was a chance yetl

Bunter was desperate. It was neck
or nothin Fﬂ!

Ag the Ilemove master walked him
along the towpath, he gave a sudden
i is fat ghoulder loosa!l

e made one wild bound into the
wood ! _

“Bunter I thundered Mr. Quelch.

Bunter vanished in the wood.

“Bunter 1

Echo answered ‘‘Bunter.”
there was no other answer.

Bu$

_Mr. Quelch stood staring into the
wood that had swallowed the fat
junior from sight. He gasped with

wrath, Qitelch was rather too elderly,
and too dignified to bunt an elusive
junior d Eint "among trees and
underwoods, Bunter was gonel

Mr. Quelch breathed hard and he
breathed deep. Then, with lon
strides, he started down the towpat!
to return to the school. Bunter, he
had no doubt, was heading for Grey-
friara. But the towpa was &
shorter way than cutting through the
wood to the Courtfield road. Mr.
Quelch would be back at Greyfriars
before Bunter. He would be ready
for Bunter when he Et- in! And his
stontest cane wonld ready, too !

QUICK WORK ! -

s CY MITHY I
Herbert Vernon - Smith
stared round.

Smithy was on his bike, riding at
a leisurely pace towards Courtfield,
when n fat and breathless figure
tumbled out of the wood by the road.

Billy Bunter waved and howled
frantically to the Bounder,

In sheer surprise, Vernon-Smith
jumped down.

“What on earth’s the matter?” he
exelaimed. “Mad bull after you, or
what ?*

“Worse than that!” gasped Bunter.
“J say, lend me your bike, old chap !”

“W%mt ?". howled the Bounder.

“Lend me your bike !”

“I'l1l watch it!"

“I say, Quelch is after me!”
Bunter grabbed the Bounder's arm,
with a grubby fat hand. “Isay, I've
got to get back to the school quick!

ee? I say, he caught me smoking
on the towpath—"

“You blithering ass!”

“They weren’t your cigarettes, old
chap !*

““What 7

“I never got them in your study!

1 baven't been in your. study, . old
fellow. I -mnever saw any smokes
there, and never touched them !

“You fat scoundrel |”

“Oh, really, Bmithy! I say, do
help a fellow out of an awful scrape 1™
g Bunter. “If I get back quick
it's all right!”

“You howling ass, how is it all
right?” demanded the Bounder. *'If
Quelch saw you smoking, it doesn't
matter if you dodge him back to the
school—he's got you all right, you

fathead I
“I'm nin%' to make him think it
was my double !” gasped Bunter.
“What?"” yelled the -Bounder.

*“You see, if I'm in the school when
ha 'ﬁftﬂ in, he’ll know it wasn’t me
on the to th, see

“He'll know it wasn't—when it
was P* gasped Smithy.

-“I mean, he'll think it wasn’t! See?
I say, let me have your bike! You'd
like to pull Quelch’s leg, old chap!”
said Bunter persuasively. “You like
H‘nllin' a beak’s leg! If I get in

18t, 1 can say it was my double he
saw on the towpath—you see that?

“Where's Quelch now?”

“On the towpath! I shall
first, on a bike, easy !
old chap, be a rt 1" wailed Bunter.

The Bounder laughed It was true
that pulling a beak's leg appealed to
him. And if there was a chance of
getting the hapless fat Owl out of his
scrape, Smithy was willing to help.

He whirled his machine round in
the road.

“GFet on behind,” he said. “Yon
can stand on the foot-rests, and I'll

ive you & lift! |Hold on to my
shoulders! Don’t drag me over, fat-
head! Don’t choke me, blitherer!
Eeep steady, dunderhead ™

“Oh, really, Smithy—"

“Bteady, ass!” 427 _

Yernon-Smith sped back down the
road on his bike, with Bunter stand-
ing on the foot-rests, clutching his
uhﬂnelﬂerm Sy PR

put on speed. nter hung on
for dear life.

The bike fairly whizzed.

It was hardly two or three minutes
before the Bounder utni;\ped again at
the corner of the school wall, a good
distance from the gates.

“Get down ! he snapped.

Bump !

o an I"

Bunter sat on the county of Kent.
That was his way of getting down!
He sat and spluttered.
_“You clumsy ass!”
Bounder.

“Ow! Beast!”

“det up,. fat chump !

«Wooh | Beast!” gurgled Bunter.

“Are you going to sit there till
Quelch comes in?"” asked the
Bounder sarcastically.

Bunter scrambled up.

The Bounder had stopped where a
narrow lane ran from the road,
bordering the old Greyfriars Cloisters.

Bunter set his s cles straight
on his fat little nose and blinked
o sy why dida’t you k t

“I sny, why didn’ 1 keep on to
the gatza, you fu.theaﬁ" he gasped.
“I've got to get om, you idiot!

“Do you want to let Gosling see

in
I say, Smithy,

gasped the



u roll in, ass? I'll give u A
unk over the Cloister walll” said
Smithy.

“Oh, good! Bueck up!®

It was not easy to bunk Bunfer
over the Cloister wall. Any other

Remove fellow could have clambered
over that wall ecasily enmough. Bub
Williom George Bunter had more
weight to Jift than other Hemove
fellows,

He scrambled and-clambered, and
the Bounder bunked and heaved and
shoved, oud the fat Owl had his
pod%ly chest over the wall at last.

“Now roll in, you Pottf T:-tgmaa 52
said Vernon-Smith. *‘And look here,
I'll give you a tip! Get to Quelch’s
study 1*

£ hatPl!

“Be waiting there for him when
he comea ip, so that he will know
vou got in' firat ! Ask him something
about Latin verbs."

“0Oh!” gasped Bunter.

“Good luck 1" grinned Smithy. And
Ianviuﬁaﬂuntﬁr scrambling over the
wall, went back to his machinc,
::ﬁucﬁnteﬂ, and rode away for Court-

eld.

Billy Bunter drop breathlessl
on the inner side of the Cloister wall.
He was out of breath—but he did

not linger.
%ouuder*s adviee, he realised,

The
was good,

Quelch had Lalf & mile to walk
back by the towpath. It was a much
longer way by the road. But the
hike had done it almost in a twink-
ling. Bunter was in well ahead of
Quelch.

If he was in the Remove master’s
study when Qucleh caome in, what
was Quelch going to think? He
knew uothing of that fortunate lift
on the Bounder's j:gge . He would
find Bunter waiting for him when he
got in. Could there be'a more cou-
clusive proof that that fellow on the

ath was Bunter's double? It
looked good to Bunter!

He fairly seudded into the House.
He rolled into Masters' Passage.

Mr. Prout waos standing there, at
Hacker's dogrway, -talking to the
master of the Shell in the study. He
glanced at Bunter as he Igaaaad

Bunter rolled on to Quelch's study.
He tapped at the door—for Prout’s
benefit IP"EIt. was not Bunter's game to
know that his Form-master had gone
out !

He volled into Quelch’s study.

That study was vacant.

Billy Bunter dropped into a chair
by the window, to rest his weary fat
limbs and to keep an eye open for
Quelch. From that window there was
a view of the school gates, though
Billy Bunter’s vision was hardly
cqual to the distanece,

ut in o few minutes he spotted
a tall, angular form, and knew that

Quelchk was coming in.

Mr. Quelch, with long stirides,
crosaed to the House and disappeared
from Bunter's view.

A few moments later, there wcre
steps in the passago

lgf‘. Queleh came into his study.

Not ting to sce anyone there,
he did not, for the moment, notico
the fat jumior in the chair the
window, - He crossed to the bell by
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the fireplace, with the intention of

rviuging for the House . and
ivg] > Lim i]liﬂ::run:tiv{:-*.-:u&l,W‘t%'Et send
unter to the study, immediately
Bunter returucd to the school.

Bunter rosze fiom the chair, blink-
ing at him. _

“* If—if you please, sir—" bleated
B‘ﬁm'm lch jumped axd

T. & uni ax
round towards hiim J

Billy Bunter's fat voice was a
startling sound to him at that
moment. Even if Bunter had headed
straight back to the school, Quelch
did ' not expeet him to have covered
half the distance yeb,

Quelelt’s ijmlct cyes sccmed to
bulge from his face as lic looked ot
the fat figure by his study window,

“Bunter I he cjaculated,

“Yes, sir!” gosped Bunter. “I—
I've becen waitmg for you, sir! I—I
hope you d-d-don’t mind my waitin
in your study, sir, as—as I wan
to ask yon somecthing about the—the
ablative absolute, sir I

gpun

- —

SIX EACH !

If. QUELCH stood looking at
Bunter.

M There he was |

Quelch had left him half a mile
away. Queleh, a quick walker, had

‘covered that distance in quick time.

Yet bere was Bunter—waiting for
him in his study when he got in!

Mr, Quelch did not speak, He just
gazed at Bunter. Really, he did not
seem quite oble to believe his cyes,
sharp as gimlets as they were,

Bunter’s.fat heart was palpitating.
It was a risky game, pulling Quelch’s
leg, But he was landed in it mow.
A~ whopping waa a certainty, if
Quelch believed that he was the,
fellow on the towpath with the
cignrettes. And le could sce that
Quelch was doubtiul now. \

“Upon my word ! said Mr. Quelch
at last. "“Bunter! How leng have
you been in this study?™

“About a quarter of aw hour, sir,”
said Bunter.

Bunter had been in the study about
four minntes. But the trammels of
truth had never been a worry to
Billy Bunter,

r. Queleh drew a decp, deep
breath. His gpgimlet eoyea almost
Lored into Billy Bunter's fat face.

He wos certomn that it was Bunter
whom he had secu on the towpath.
Yet Bunter was here. He could not
have walked, or run, the distance in
the time. For a momoent, Quelch
was baffled. Then a fo-s&ihle- solution
flashed into his mind.

A bicycle! He had scen uo bike.
But Bunter’s bike might bave becn
at hand in the wood. That was it!

“Bunter | Have you.becn out on
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Mr. Quelch was baffled again.
~ He stood regarding the fat junior
in gilence, Was it possible, after all,
that that fellow on the towpath bhad
been Bunter's double? What had
happened in that very study the
previons day proved, or seemed to
wwove, that the fat junior had a
ouble.

“Why were you waiting for me
here, Bunter?” asked the Remove
master at last.

“I—I wanted to ask you about—
ahout the ablative absolute, sir,”
said Bunter. He could sec that he
was getting by with it again, and
he was cncouraged. “You kuow, we
had it -in Form this morning, sir,
and—and I—I can't make that bit
ont about—about Teucer— If—if
I might ask you, smp—s"

“You may ask, Bunter !” said AMr.
Quelch, breathing hard.

Really, Quelch did not know what
to think. Obwviously, there was a
doubt. Bunter had to have the
benefit of it!

“That—that verse you gave us, sir

—Tencer duce, et—zomethin or
other—what's its name ! zaid texr
lucidly.

“Teucer duce, ct auspice Temero,”
said Mr Quelch.

* Yes, gsir—that's 15:"

Mr. Quelch set his ‘lipes.

“Very well, Bunter. You may sit
at my ble, and I will explain it to
you,” he said.

“0Oh, thank you, sir!” gasped
Bunter.

Billy Bunter was not in the least
interested in Teucer, and- as for the
ablative absolute, he loathed it. But
even the ablative absolute was better
than a whopping !

Bunter sat at Me, Quelel’s table.

Queleh, in a soreiy pmzzled amd
perplexed frame of miud, gave him
some patient instruction on the' sub-
ject of the ablative absolute—which
went m at one fat car and out at the
other ! :

Bunter, reolly, was mot there to
aequire knowledge of Latin grommar.
He was there to get out of a whop-
ping. However, as lic could et
possibly explain that to Quclch, he
gave a3 much attention as he conld
to the ablative absolute.

He was pglad, however,
Quelch dismissed him.

He left a worried and puzzled
Form-master in the atudy. DBut it
was 4 jubilant fat Owl that rolled
away down the passage.

The fat Owl was grinning all over
his fat face as he rolled into his
study—Study No. 7 in the Remove—
where Peter Todd and Tom Dmtton
were sitting down to tea.

“I say, Toddy—he, he, he!”

(Continued on next page.)

when

vour bicycle this
afterncon ! asked
Mr. Quelch, in a
leep voice.

“0h, no, s&ir! |dddrea i
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chucklad Bunter. "I say, what do
you think—Dle, he, he I

The joke was, Bunter considerecd,
much too good to keep to himself.
Likewisc, Bunter liked to let fellows
kpow how frightfully clever he was
Few fellows, Bunter thought, could
have saved such a situation in such a
masterly manner,

Peter Todd always made out that
Lhe had all the brains in that stw:l{.
What would Toddy say to this¢¥ If
this was not brainy, Bunter did mot
know what it was !

“He, he, he! I say, Toddy—he, he,
he I” glhortled Bunter.

“MTake that alarm clock out of the
stndy I said Peter.

“Kh? I haven't
clock I said Bunter, bl nking
“Wharrer you mean, Toddy:

t an alarm
at him,

]

“0Oh! My mistake! It sounded
like one P
“ 0O, really, Toddy! But I say—

he, he, he—I say, old Quelch was
fairly flummoxed! He, he, hel”
cachinnated Bunter.

Peter Todd stared at him.

Bunter, evidently, was fearfully
pleased with himself. He secemed to
think that he was in possession of the
joke of the term ! He was breathless

with merriment.
“What the dickens——" asked

Peter.

“Jt's o scream !” gurgled Bunter.
“¥ou can't pull Quelchy’s leg, Peter |
Can I? He, he, he!”

“Youwve been pulling Queleh’s
leg?” asked Peter, mystitied.

“What do you think? I say, he

od me on the towpath smoking

Smithy's cigarettes, Peter. He, he,
hﬂ- !.:I-
“Js that the record you punt on

when you've had six?” asked Peter,
staring. “It's mot your usual one "

“He, he, he! I haven't had six! I
ain't going to have siz!” chuckled
the happy fut Owl. *J've made him
believe it was my double I¥

“Your whatter ™ yelled Peter.

“My double !” gasped Bunter. He
almost wept with mirth. “You see,
Smiﬂlg gave me a lift on his bike and
I got back to school first—he, he, he!
—and I was waiting for Queleh in his
study when he came in—he, he, he !—
g0 he thinks it was my double he saw
on the towpath—he, he, he!*

“0Oh, my hat!® _

“And I bhaven't got a double,
except Wibley when he's got wu
in his theatrical rot!” gurgl
Bunter. * But Quelch thinks—he, be,
he !—and he said—he, be, he——"

“Quelch said be, he, he?” ejacu-
lated Peter.

“Eh! No! 1 said that! I eay,
though, ain't it funny®” gasped
Bunter. “1 say, Toddy, I'm jolly

well going to work that double for
all it's worth !

“Are yon?" eaid Peter Todd. He
rose from the table and went to the
cupboard—-for something that was
ke‘;;t- there !

“Yen, rather! I say, I've got
Queleh fairly fooled, you know. You
conldn't do it. Peter ! Leave it to me
to stuff @ beak! I've got the brains
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in this study, Toddy! He, he, he! 1

say, Peter, what are yom looking
for?”

“A ericket stump!’ answered
Peter. '

“What do you want it for®”
“You I

ﬂEh?:ﬂ-
Peter . Todd found the cricket
stump. With the cricket stump in

hia r]':gl'._-t. hand he grabbed Bunter's
collar with his left. :
There was a roar frdm Bunter.

“1I say! Leggo! What do you
think you're up to?" roared the fat
Owl, wriggling in Peter's grasp.

“Didn’t you say that yon hadn’$
had six from Quelch?” demanded
Pater.

“Ehs? Yeal!®

“Well, then, here they are!” said
Peter. “You're going to have six for
smoking—that’s six for yourself—and
aix ?mam for your double—six each,
sea?"

“Why, yon beast ! roared Bunter.
“Leggo! Think you're a prefect, you
cheeky beast? TLeggo my neck!
Yaroooh !”

Billy Bunter plumped over the
armehair! He roared and wriggled
thereon, while Peter got busy with

cricket stump,

Bunter was not a credit to that
study. Peter’s idea was to make him
as creditable as possible with the
aspistance of the cricket stump. He
was willing to wear out that stump in
t-haw ood c;‘u.s&. —

, whop, whop !

" Il:lna'i"ljl'I ‘ﬁnwl ¢ Ow I*
Bunter.

Whop, whop, whop!

“Oh, you beast ! Yarooh! Leggo !

“That's six for smoking !’ said
Peter.  “We don’t smoke in thias
study! You ean leave 'Smithy’s
cigarettes for Smithy ! And now—"

“Leggo !” raved Bunter. He roarcd
and wriggled in the armechair as
Peter's bouy but sinewy hand pinned
him dowx by the back of his fat neck,

Whop, whop, whop!

“Y aroooooop I
Whop, whﬂfiu

roared

whop !

*“Oh crikey! Wow! I say, Peter
—wow | Leggo, you beast! ©Oh.
erumba ! Ow ¥

“That's <donble-six!” said Peter

cheerfully, “Six for you, and six for

your double! Bee?”
“Yow—ow—ow I roared DBunter.
"BE:IEt Eu

“Now you've had six each ! said
Peter, putting the cricket etump back
in the eupboard. “If I hear any-

thing more about your double, old

fat man, I'll give you six each again !
Now, stand steady——"

“ Beast 1”7

“And I'll gee if I can land you
ncross the passage with ome kick!
Steady !

Bunter did not stand ateady! He
made one bound out of Study No. 7
into the Remove passage.

Billy Bunter had rolled into that
study grinning from ear to ear. He
was oot grinning as he departed.
There were drawbacks, after all, to
having a double, when Billy Bunter
and his double got six cach !

KOT LIKELY !
o ETTER chuek it ' sawd Harry
Wharton
: “Don't be an ass ! said
Wibley irritably.

“But——" argued Bob Cherry.

_ “Have you fellows come lere to
jaw, or to rehearse?” asked Wiblay.

“Look -hq:ra i hooted Johnny Ball,

up ¥

“Queleh——" said Frank Nugent.

“Never mind Quelch I*

They were in Wibley’s study on
Saturday afterncon. There was going
to be a rchearsal in the Remove box-
room of that t play “Grunter of
Greyhuret.” Wibley was making up
in his study sll ready.

It was only a rehearsal, not cven a
dress rehearsal—and the other mem-
bers of the cast were prepared to go
through 1t in a rather casual manner.
Wharton, who was going to be a
schoolmaster in the play, was content
to put on an old mortar-board for the
rehearsal. Not so Wibley !

Other fellows were more or less
keen, but did not want to take a
lot of tronble. Indeed, some of them
were thinking: more of a pick-up
game that was to follow the rchearsal
than of the rehearsal itself.

But Wib took these matters
serionsly. It was no trouble to Wib
to dress and make up for his part—
it was a pleasure! He enjoyed it!
S0, although all other members of the
cagt were in their proper persons,
Wibley was made up Gﬁ%!j
Grunter—the life-like reproduction
of Billy Bunter of the Remove.

The Famous Five were arguing
with Wibley. They might as well
have addressed their arguments to a
wall of solid brick !

In theatrical matters Wibley waa
deaf to argument. He did not merely
turn a deaf ear, he turned two deaf
ears—both stone denf !

“Do hkave a little sense, Wik !
exclaimed the cn]?t-ain of the Remove,
“ After what's lLappened, that part
will have to be cut.”

“If you must talk rot,” said
Wibley, * not to talk such awful
rot ! Isn't there a limit?”

“If Quelch seces you in that ontfit,”
eaid Harry, “he will tumble to the
truth at once abont that fat chump's
double. He's only got to spot you
made up as Bunter to know that it
was you in his study on Wednesaday.
What do you think will happen
then 7"

*“Quelech wom't epot me in it!
Quelch doesn’t come to sce our plays,”
answered Wibley. “We're giving it

in the Rag—he doesn’t butt into the

Rag. Have you fellows all got your
seript#”
e %e might butt in——"" said Bob.

“1 hope you've been learning up
your parts! I want yom word-
perfect for the final rchicarsal npext
week
on talk sense?” roared
Johnuy Bull. “Even if Quelch
docsn’t see you in that ontfit, he will
hear about it after the play's been
given! Quelch is as keen as.a razor !
He will tumble—"

“He can tumble all over the shop,
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Billy Bunter clutched Vernon-Smith’s shoulders and hung on for dear life, as the Bounder put on speed.

“I'm not
Are you

if he likes!” said Wibley.
bothering about GQuelch !
fellows ready #”

“Cut the part—" said Harry.

' Idiﬂt- !J'.:I

“Or let’s do another play—" said
Nugent.

* Fathead 1" _

“Now, look here, Wib——" gaid all
the Famous Five together.

They were really alarmed {for
Wibley. _

So far the Remove master, puzzled
and dubious as he wasz, had not the
remotest suspicion of the real
identity of that mysterious double of
Billy Bunter’s. And, in such a case,
ignorance wag bliss; and it was folly
to put Quelch wise!

The prudent thine was to cut
the part of Goggly Grunter of Grey-
hurat out of the play, That would
leave the mystery of Bunter's double
wirire it ‘was—an unsolved mystery,
which wounld be forgoetten in time.

That was only prudent! But
William Wibley had ahsolutely no
use for prudence. The bare sugges-
tion of cutﬁngh the part of CGogely
Grunter made him snort! .

It would be like “Hamlet” with
the Prince of Denmark left out! It
would be simply-putting the play!
‘There would be only the trimmings,
as it were, left!

The play was written by Wibley,
round *F?ibiﬁy’s part. It was Wibley
firat,- and everybody clse nowhere.
With Wibley's part cuf, the whole
thing fell to pieces! A mere skelcton
would remain.. And Wibley -had put
# lot of concentrated thought into

that part. That part was a real
shrick! It was going to bring down
the house! There were going to be
roars of laughter—roars of applause !
William Wibley would almost as soon
have cut off his head, as cut out his

part.

It "was =no use reasoning with
Wihley !

Wibley was an actor, with an

artistic temperament; and, therefore,
beyond the powers of reasoning.

shakespeare has  remarked that
“the play’s the thing.” On that
point at least William Wibley agreed
with William Shakespearve. Nothing
else mattered.

‘He did not even listen to the ex-
sostulations of the Famous Five!
hey could say * Look herc” till the
were - tired—Wilh refused to 1loo

there!

“ Ready P” he asked.
“It. will mean
Cueleh [ gaid Harry.

“Yea—ready 2

HI t-l.'.."i.l Fuu_l:l

“Lot's get nE;
snid Wibley. “Y
of time.”

“My estecmed and idiotic Wibley,
you—-"

“Come on ! said Willey,

And he walked out of the study, to
head for the Remove box-room at the
upper end of the passage, where the
rchearsal was to take place.

In the Remove guarters it did not
matter much if Wibley was scen in
his Gogoly Grunter outfit; all the
Lemove knew about it. by that time.

But as Wibley walked out, be came

trouble with

to the boz-room,”
ou're wasting a lot

to o sudden dead stop in the Remave
passage.

Coming up that passage, from the
stairs, was an angular fizure in gown
and mortar-board!

“Oh!” gasped Wibley.

It was too late for retreat!

A pair of gimlet cyes werc on him.

Alr.-Quelch was about to stop at the
door of Study No. 7—Bunter’s atudr.
ﬁp]‘mrentiﬁ he had come up for
Eunt&réd ut—tge:eing Bunter, as ]I]Tu
supposed, in the passape, naturally
he did mot bother ﬂh%ut cutering
Bunter’s study. He came on.

“Oh pum!” Lreathed Bob Cherir,
as the Famons Five, following Wiblex
out, saw Queleh ecoming up the

Agsare,

They stooll still.

Bunter himself, fortunately, was
not in sight!

Where the fat Owl was just then
the juniors did not Enow ; but he was=
not, at all events, in the Remove
passage, which was a stroke of luck,

Queleh  evidently took Gogely
Grunter for Bunter, without think-
ingr of a doubt.

Harry Wharten & Co. could enty
hope that Wibley would be able 1o
carry it off.

* Bunter ' ealled ont Mr. Queler.

“Oh! Yea, sir!” easped Wibley.

“You have not brought me your
lines, Bunter!™ said Mre, Quelch
soverely.

“My—my lines, sir!? stowmered

“Wihloy.

" Your lines ! said Mr, Quelch, “ 1
allowed you, Bunter, till Saturday te
Tue Aaexer Lizuany.—No, Loii
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hand me vour lines! They have not
heen handed to me. I am here to
inquire, Bunter, why you have not

brought yonr lines to my study.”

“Oh! I—I—I ‘“

“Have youn written wour lines,
Bunter *"

S I——I—no, sir!” d Wibley.

Whether Bunter had written those
lines or mot Wibley did not ‘know.
But he knew that he hadn't; and the
chances were that Bunter hadp’t!

Mr. Quelek frowned.

“Yery well, Bunter!” he eaid
grimly. *I will give you one hour
to complete your lines and bring them
to my study. If they are not handed
in to me in exactly ane hour, Bunter,
I shall cane you.”

“Oh! Yes, sir!” gasped Wibley.

T will not allow thiz dilatoriness—
this idlencsse—this lazinéss, Bunter,”
said My, Quelch sternly. *“ Let those
iines reach me in exactly one hour
from now, or the consequences will be
very serions for yon.”

“Oh! Certainly, sir!”

And Mr. Queleh turned and walked
back to the Remove stairease, and—
to the relief of the juniors—dis-
appeared.

*Oh ervikey ! murmured Wihlaﬁo

“That's a ti%,afuu agz!” said Bob
Cherry. "“Go back into your study
and get that ontfit off—and don't cver
put it on again !

“Talk scuse!™ said Wibley.

“You howling ass——"

“1 snid talk sense!”

“For goodness’” sake, Wib, don’t be
such a goat!” urged Harry Wharton.

THE MAGNET

“You've just had a fearfully narrow
escape—"

“ A misg i3 as pood as a mile!”

“If Quelch—~

“Blow Queleh !

“Will you cut that part, you
dummy #

“Not likely! Come on!”

Wibley started up the passage
towards the box-room stair.

Harry Wharton & Co followed him.
Evidently, Wibley was not going to
do the sensible thing! It was not
likely !

=

A DOUBLE IN TROUBLE !
M H. QUELCH almost fell down

the Hemove staircase !

Having crossed the Remove
landine and arrived at the few steps
that led down to the big study land-
ing, Queleh suddenly became aware
of a junior coming up.

There was nothing unusual, of
course, in a junior coming up to the
Remove studies, But in this case it
was amazing ! For that junior was
William George Buater, the fat Owl
of the Remove!

Mr. Queleh blinked at him.

« A minute ago, or less, he had left
Bunter behind him in the Remove
assage. And here was Bunter in
ront of him—coming up from down-
stairs.

“QL!” pasped Mr. Queleh in Lis
nmazement. “Bunter! Is—is that
yon, Bunter?”

Bunter blinked at him.
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He wondered whether Queleh was
wandering in his mind. It was rather
extraordinany for a Form-master to
ask a fellow whether a fellow was
himsgelf ! :

“Eh? Ok! Yes, sir!” stammerod
Bunter.

“You are Bunter®" oxclaimed Mry.
Quelch. He grabbed the fat Owl hy
the shoulder and stared, or rather
glared, at him.

Bunter jumped.

“Oh! TYes! Leggo!” he gasped.
“I—I say—— Oh crikey!” Bunter
was getting rather alarmed.

“Remain herc!” snapped My
Quelch.

“ I—I'm going to my study, eir—"'

“If you stir from this landing till
I return, Bunter, I shall cane you!”

“0Oh erikey!”

_ Mr. Quelch turned back and shot
into the Remove passage again.

This—the fellow on the landing—
was Bunter! It was, evidently, the
other Bunter in that passage—the
donble.

Even yet, Queleh did not quite
believe in that double—yet once more
he had seen him with his own eyes!
Thia time he was going to see that
that fellow, whoever he was, did not
ezeape !

An arrow from a bow had mnothing
on Quelch as he shot up the Romove
passage after that double.

At the farther end of the passaze
a group of jumiors were about to po
up the box-reom stair., The Famous

ive, Peter Todd, and Herbert
Vernon-Smith were there—and the
fat junior who was the twin of Billy
Bunter!

“Wharton I" Queleh almost roared,
as lie hurried up the passage.

All the jumiors looked round in
alarm. They had supposed that they
were done with Quelch, as ha had left

them and gone to the staircase. It
seemed that they weren't!
“Hallo, hallo, halle !” gaaperl Bab.

“What's up? What—

“Seizge that boy, Wharton ' roared
Mr. Queleh. “Hold him till I reach
vou! Do not let him escape! It ia
not Bunter—it is some impostor!
Seize bim at once and Lold him '™

“0Oh crumbs !

William Wibley stared along the
passage at the rapidly advancing
figure of his Form-master.

Quelch was coming back—and
Quelch knew that he was not Bunter!

For a second Wibley was petrified.
Then he made o bound for the box-
room stair !

It was the only way of flight open
to him, with Queleh in the passage.

Wibley bounded up that narrow
stair.

“Wharton! Will vou ecize that
boy " roared Mr. Quelch. He wns
comine on fast, but he was still at a
little distance.

Harry Wharton obediently made a
prab at Wibley as lhe fled—missing
the grab!

Wibley shot up to the box-room.

Mr. Queleh arrived panting.

“Why did you not seize that how,

as I directed you, Wharton?” le
thundered.
*1—I—" stammered the captain

1] ]' LE]

of the Remove,



“Is—is—is anything wrong, sir?”
ol Bob Clierry.

The juniors could all guess what
was wrong! There was only one
reason why Queleh should have shot
back in that manncr, after Wibley—
he must have scen Bunter somewhere,
It was dismaying.

“That boy is not Bunter!” rnlpped
Mr. Quelch. ‘‘Bupter is on the land-
inE! I have just spoken to him.”

Dh !1* gas Bob.

“The boy here is some impostor—
eome ynung raseal who™ i8 in this
school  without - permission — un-
doubtedly the boy who came to my
etudy on Wednesday and escaped. by
the window !” exclaimed Mr. Quelch.

“Do—do—do you think so, sir?”
exelaimed Vernon-Smith,

“1 have no doubt whatever of it!
He must be secured at once, and
Eunishud for his trickery! However,

¢ cannot escape now!”™ Mr. Quelch
set foot om the box-room stair, to
ascend after the fHeeing impostor.
“SBee that he does not escape, all of
you, if he should clnde me and run
down this stair——"

“Oh! Yes, sir!”

“But—but are you sure he—he—
he's not Bunter, sir?” stammered
Peter Todd,

“Bunter is on the landing, Todd |
There is no doubt about it! The
boy, whoever he is, has deceived you
all, as well as me.”

“Has—has lhe?” the
Bounder. .

Mr. Quelch rustled up the bos-
room stair.

Harry Wharton & Co. were left at
the foot of that stair, looking at one
another in utter dismay.

“That mad ass " breathed Bob.

“Quelch will get him !* muttered
Johnny Bull. “The potty chum
he's asked for it! Ey m, Quelch
will take his gkin off when lio finds
out that he'a Wib !*

“He keeps on asking for it!” said
the Bounder. “If he had a spot of
senge he would chuck up this Bunter
pame, after—"

“He hasn’t!"

“Hark !” exclaimed Nugent.

There was & sound of a :ﬂ::mmﬁn%
door above, and the jumiors caugh
the click of a key. The next moment
there was & sound of a fist hammering
on a door.

“0Oh gad !” whispered the Bounder.
“The ass has locked himself in the
box-room."

Thump, thump, thomp !

“Great PiBl What's going to
happen now " groaned Bob.
© “Homething to Wib!” grinned the

Bounder.

Harry Wharton & Co. followed on,
up the box-room stair, There was a
small landing at the ftop. On that
landing s Quelch, outside a shut
door on which he was thumping. His
face was cxpressive,

Thump, thump!

“Unlock this door at onee!™ thun-
dered Mr. Quelch. “I know you are
there, you young - rascal ! ill you
unlack this door immediately #*

There was no answctr from the boz-
ronm.

Willianm Wibley bhad had time to
dodge into the box-room and lock the

gasped
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door. He waa not likely to open it
again, with his Form-master outside.
Only that locked. door stood' be-
tween the school actor and the
most tremendous whopping that was
cver whopped.
“Upon my word!” exclaimed Mr.

Quelch. « oung rascal has had
the audacit —-t.ﬁe egrontg y—to lock
himself in this box-room ! 1t iz amaz-
ing to me how he obtained admisasion
to the House at all! Do you know
how he came to be in the House,

Wharton #"
he—he walked in,

*I—I—TI sup
gir!” stammered Harry.

“Do mnot be -stupid, Wharton!
Where did you first see him? You
woere with him when I saw him, and
supposed that he was Bunter—"

“He—he—he was in a—a Hcmove
study, sir—"

* Extraordinary !
his motive for coming herc—unless,
indeed, he has some dishomest pur-
posc! Has anything been missed
from the studies, Wharton ?"

“0Oh, my hat!- I—I mecan ne, sir!
Not that [’'ve heard of I"

“Boy ! lch thumped on the
door again, “Will you admit me in-
stantly fo that room? How dare you
lock me out of a room in this build-
ing? I command you to unlock this
door and admit me instantly !

Qu{alch’a commands fell on deaf
cara!

But there was a sound from within
the box-room. It was the sound of a
window creaking as it opened.

Mr. Queleh gave a start as he heard
it.

“Upon my word! Wharton, do you
kuow whether it is ible to descend
from this box-foom window?” he ex-
claimed.

The Bounder, behind Mr. Quelch,
winked.

Smithy could have answered that

nesbion - easily, as he had descended
?mm that box-room window a good
many times, after lights ount !

“1—J—I think =0, sir!"” stammered
Harry, “I—I sup a fellow contd

I cannot fathom

get out on the leads and climb down,’

sir.”

Mr. Quelch breathed hard.

“Then he is escaping!
not escape! He must be made to
give an account of himself—it may be
neccssary to hand him over to the
police! Wharton, remain here, and
see that'he doea not escape this way,.
while I go—"

Mr. Queleh thundered down the
box-room stair.

“Oh, my only hat!” gasped Bob
Cherry. 4

Veruon-Smith stooped to the key-
Iiwole of the box-room door as soon as
Queleh had disappeared

“Wibley I Le breathed through the
keyhole. “Quick! He's gone! Come
ot this way, you mad chump—
guick—and get back to your study!"

There was no auswer.

“Wibley, you potty freak, do you
hear me?” hissed the Baunger.
“There’a a chance for you now—
Quelch is gone round to watch under
the window! Quick !

But there was still no answer.

The Bounder put his eye to tho
keyhole, and looked through. He

He must
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saw ait open window within. Wibley
was gone—by that window !

“Is he there?” gasped Bob.

“No! He's gone!”

“Oh erumbs ! The game's up now B

“The upfulness is terrific!

“I eay, you fellows.” Billy Bunter
blinked up the box.-room stair. “I
say, what's up? Quelech has just
rushed past me  like & maniae, and

gone bolting downstaits. I saw,
what’s up ?*
“Your number!” answered Bob

Clerry.

li]éi[?ﬂi

“Quelch is after your jolly  old
double, old fat man, and your
number's dp if he gets him !” eaid
Bob. “If you have tears, prepare to
shed them when Quelch finds out that
you’'ve been spoofing him !*

“0h crikey I*

Harry Wharton & Co. descended to
the Remove passage.

The rehearsal in the box-room that
afternoon was off—very much off!
Willinm Wibley, in his character of
Goggly Grunter, was“putting vp an
entirely unrehearsed performanee,
and they could only wonuder how it
would end.

A HAIRSEREADTH ESCAPE!

R. HACEKEER zmiled — a
gardonic smile.

“Queleh’s boys ™ he mur-
mured satirically.

Hacker had no very high opinion of
Quelch’s boys. The Remove, on their
side, had no very high opinion of the
Acid Drop. But really, what Hacker
now beheld was o flagrant infraction
of the rules.

Greyfriars fellows were not allowed
to clamber about roofs and rainpipes
like monkeys. Besides being against
the rules, 1t was rather a risky pro-
ceeding, ~ And there wss a Remove
junior, right in front of Hacker's
¢yes, doing that very thing. 5

Mr. Hacker waa taking a little
stroll round about that afternoom.
That was how lie came to spot that
unexpected sight, From a high
window that looked over the kitchen
gardenﬂ. a fat figure emerged—and

ropped to the leadas below,

It was a Remove fellow.

Hacker, of course, kncw him at n
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lance. He was well acquainted with
illy Bunter, of Queleh’s Form.

Billy Bunter was about the last
fellow at Greyfriars who might have
been expeeted to put up Tarzan stunts
like this. He was not built or
plained for climbing! But there he
was—clambering ont of a high
window, rolling across the leads, and
making for a rain-pipe that led down
to the ground. An active fellow was
vequired to swarm down that rain-
pipc !

The one and only genuine William
Georze Bunter would mnever have
dreamed of it. But the fellow who
looked exactly liko him, and whom
Hacker supposcd to be Bunter, was
zoing to do it.

Wibln;}r had not delayed in the box-
reom ! His one idea was to get nway
—and once safe on the ground, he was
all right! It would be casy to dodge
into the gardener’s shed and, unseen
and unnoticed, get rid of his Bunter
outfit there. All was plain sailing—
if he was not intercepted!

He clambered down the rain-pipe,
hand below hand. He had not, for
the moment, noticed Hacker, at a
little distance, staring at him.

Mr. Hacker strode towards the spot.
Then Wibley, looking down to see
liow far he had yet to go, became
aware of him,

“Oh crumbs!” breathed Wibley.

He ceased to descond. He hung on
the rain-pipe, and blinked down at

Hacker, vver the property spectacles PE

that elanted on his nose.

Hacker looked up at him sardonic-
ally.

“Yan may come down, Bunter I he
gaid, in his sarcastie tones. "I shall
take you immediately to your Form-
master ! Descend ot once !

Wibley did not descend at once.
He did not descend at all. He hung

where he was, just ont of Hacker's
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reach, nnd stared down at the mastor
of the Shell in utter dismay,

“Will you descend, Bunter?”
rapped Mr., Hacker. “I am waiting
for you !

The hapless Wibley did not answer,
It was not lines for climbing out
of an upper window that worried him.
If he was taken to Quelch, the game
was up! Hacker did not know that
Quelch was after Bunter’s double.
But Quelch was—and if Wibley was
taken to Quelch, immediate discovery
would follow. And the thought of
what wonld hngpen when Quelch dis-
covered that Billy Bunter's double
was a fellow in his own Form, named
William Wibley, made Wib feel a
cold chill run down his back!

Hacker stood below, watching him
—rather like a cat watching a monse !
If the young rascal did not choose to
descend, it made no difference—he
could not hang there for ever! He
had to come down sooner or later, and
as soon as he came, Hacker had him !

Wibley could have groaned.

He was as well aware as Hacker
that he could not hang on there for
ever. Already his arms were aching
nnder the strain. He donbted whether
ke could have climbed up that pipe
again; but if he conld have, it was
uscless to climb back to the hox-
room, with Queleh outside the door.

Wibley glared down at the Acid
Drop. perate diseases, as Shakes-
are has remarked, require desperate
remedies—and Wib was wondering
whether he had a chance, if he
dropped on Hacker's head, and floored
him,

“You had better come down, I
think, Bunter!” said Mr Hacker.
“I shall certainly wait here till you
do so!”

Wibley ealculated the distance.
He had almost made mp his mind,
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when there was a hurried patter of
footsteps.

An angular figure came round a
corner of the building, at a run!

“Oh  scissors!” mooned Wibley.
"%JEI{: lH
uelch, he had supposed, was still
at the box-room door! Evidently,
however, . he wasn’t—for here he was!
He had come round to intercept the
fat Owl's double in his flight!
Mr. Hacker glanced round at him

with a sour smile.

“One of your boys, Quelch!” Le
said. “It was my intention to take

Bunter ' to you—but as you are
here—"

Quelch came up, gasping for
breath. He had put on unusual

speed !
“That is not Bunter, Hacker!” he

gasped.

“It is the impudent boy who was
here on Wednesday—you may re-
member that he ran out of gates and
was not scen again—this is the boy !”

“Goodness pgracious !” exclaimed
Mr. Hacker, staring up at Wibley on
the rain-pipe. *“That boy—"

“That boy!” panted Mr. Quelch.
“I am glad, Hacker, that you were
on the spot—that you have inter.
cepted him. Otherwise, he might
have escaped again! Boy! Come
down af once ™

“The boy ia remarkably like
Bunter, Mr: Quelch ! said the master

of the Shell. “You are sure that it
iz not Bunter "
“I have just left Bunter on the

Remove landing! This is the im-
stor—the miserable trickster—but

¢ shall not escape this time '™
“But who——" ejaculated Mr.
Hacker.

“1 have no idea, Hacker: bnt once
he is in our hands, he sghall bhe made
to give an account of himself! Quite
possibly he may be known to the

lice—perhaps an  old offender!

oy, will you descent at once?”

Both masters stodd below Wibley,
staring up at him, ready to eclutch
him as soon as he descended.

Wibley blinked down at them. He
had not much choice about descend-
ing—his arms were fairly cracking
under the strain, and he conld not
Lold on much longer,

*Come ! rapped Mr, Quelch.

“Descend ! barked Mr. Hacker.

Wibley descended—suddenly! He
had not quite made up his mind what
he was going to do! Bubt it wau
made up for him, as it were—as the
etrain on his arms caused him sud-
denly to lose his hold.

He shot down like a plummet.

“Oh!” roared Mr. Hacker, as a
boot clumped on his chin.

He went backwards as if that boot
had been a canunon-shot !

“QOooogh ! gasped Mr. Quelch, as
a lashing elbow landed on his
majestic nose, and he spun over.

Wibley crashed.

Three figures sprawled on the
earth. Qmﬁph, clasping his nose,
Hacker elaspinge his chin, sat up
r.lis.zilg.

Wibley bounded up.
He was almost winded, but, winded



or uot, he dared not linger. Ha
bounded to his feet, and shot away.

“Stop him!” Eluh?ed Mr. Queich.

“Oh! gurgled Mr. Hacker. “My
chin! Ow! (Goodnesa gracious—
wow ¥

Quelch leaped up. Hacker stag-
g;ap;r!] to his feet, still clasping his
chin,

Quelch, hecdless of a pain in his
nose, shot after the fugitive. His
long legs covered the ground fast.

Wibley darted round the corner.

Quelch, fairly leaping after him,
clutched ot him as “he -wemwt! His
clutch closed on the fugitive’s hair!
He dragged him back |

Or, rather, it was his intention to
dmg him back! But there was a
sudden and unexpected parting.

Quelch, having hold of the fat
junior’s hair, naturally supposed that
lie had him! But he hadn't!

The hair came off in his hand !

Mr. Quelch staggered back! The
fat junior vanished round the cormer,
leaving his hair in his Form-master’s
kee quI
Wibley had, of conrse, his own hair
on, under the wig he wore in imita-
tion of Billy Bunter's mop. It was
rather fortunatea for im that
Quelch's clutching hand had fasteoed
on the wig! He tore on, leaving the
wig to Quelch! '

Queich tottered! He leaned on the
wall, gasping! Never had a Form-
master been so utterly dumbfounded !
He razed at the wig in his hand—he
{,;n'gglcd at it—he almost gibbered at
7

“What "—Hacker e¢ame limping
up, still holding Iie chin—'*what in
the name of goodness, Quelch, what
is that?”

“It’s his—his—his—" Mr. Quclch
babbled. * His—hig—his hair!”

* His-—his hair!” gasped Hacker.

“It—it—it came off!

“A—a—a wilfl"‘ gasped Hacker.
¥ U%m my word! A—a—a wig!”

““Bless my soul !*

They rushed round the corner. But
they had lost too much time!
Bunter's double had vanished. All
tliat remained of him was his wig—
in Queleh’s hand!

THE FAT IN THE FIRE !
SAY, you fellows I

1

“ Seoot [
“But I say——"
“ Bunk I” ‘
“Shan’t " roarcd . Billy Bunter.

“Look here, I jolly well object to
this, see? Got that? I object to
it

Billy Bunter was annoyed. He was
wrathy, He was indignant. It was,
in Billy Bunter’s opinion, altogether
too thick!

Bunter stood in the doorway of the
Rag, his little round eyes g enmiug
indignation through his Ing roun
spectacles,

the Ragz were the Remove
Dramatic Soeicty. And they had no
use for Bumter. So they urged him
t¢ scoot and to bunk.

Buuter declined cither to scoot or

bunk. .
It was several daya since Wibley's

Peter Todd.
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hairsbreadil eseape. During those
days, cvery member of the R.D.S.
had argued with Wibley, nxging him,
almost beseeching him, to eut Goggly
Grunter out of the play. ]

After that narrow escape, it might
have been supposed that even Wib
wonld listen to teakon on the subject.
But ‘reasoning, bestowed on William
Wibley, was a sheer waste.

Wibley was nutrjinF on—and the
R.D.8, gave it up at last—only hop-
ing that Quelch would never ledrn
anything about ﬂﬂfgl]!‘ Grunter—and
thus be enlightened on the subject of
Eil]t_y, Bunter's double, :

If Wibley would not listen to the
expostulatious of the R.D.8., he was
bardly likely to heed Bunter! Billy
Bunter's objections to that caricature
of "himself Ensuﬂ by Wib like the
idle wind which he regarded not.

It was o dress rchéarsal this time,
taking place in the Rag, where later
on the performance was to be given
of “G@Grunter of Groyhurst.”

Props had been brought down to
the Rag, where the making-up dnd
dressing were to be done. Ew’gybudy
was busy, getting - ready. unter
was superfluous.

“Do you heat ?” roared Bunter. "I
object, [

Go and object somewhere else, for
duess’ sake!” exclaimed Bob
herry.

** Beast !™ :

“Better lock the door!” suggested

“We don't want ani','-
body to walk in and see Wibley 1n
that rig 1”

“By gum! XNo!" agreed Harry
Wharton, "“Get out, Bunter—we
want the door locked I

“Shan't!” -roared Bunter. “'I tell
you I object! I jolly well won't have
Wibley guying me like that! Seef”
_ There were, perhaps, some grounds
for Bunter's indignation. No fellow
could have liked being picked out as
designed by Nature to be a real
shrick. Bunter was quite unaware
of being a real shrick, or any kind of
a shrick at all ¥

To be put on the stage ns some-
thing at which fellows would, as a
matter of course, howl with laughter,
wns no compliment,

Wibley, hceedless of Bunter, was
ri;*etting uto his Goggly Grunter out-

t.

Buuter watched that process with
intensifying indiguation. :

Bunter had to admit that Goggly
Grunter was himself over again. t
that only made it all the more ex-
asperating., Bunter objected to l}Fiﬂ%-
guyed .in this very disrespectin
nAanIer.

“Buzz off, old fat
Wharton Rﬂﬂﬂ.‘liu%‘lf-
like a good barrel !

“I tell you I object!” hooted
Bunter, “If Wibley wants to guy
somchody, be can guy one of you
fellows., You'rc a lot of freaks, any-
lmwfil Am I?r"'

“0Oh cri g

“Ha, hﬂn IR

“Here, get that door shut!™ said

Ternon-Smith; aud. he pushed the
door.

Billy Bunter faded aut of the door-

inan I gaid
“Roll away

: way as the door closedd on lLim,
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Smithy turned {he key in the lock.

It was not likely, of course, thot
Quelch” wonld wander into the Rag
during the dress rehearsal. 5till, in
theé peculiar cirédumstances, it was
impossible to be too carveful.

““Beasts I" enme a howl througch
the keyholc.

“Buzz off 1” snapped the Bounder.

“Shan’t! Beasta! I say——"
“@ive me that fukpot! I'll chuck
the ink through the hole—="

There was a sound of retreating
footsteps in the passage outside,
Billy Bunter did not wait for the ink
to come through the keyhole!

‘In the Hag, the Remove Dramatic
Society oot on with it. Bunter and
his objections were dismissed from
mind, Wibley, indeed, had not even
heard his objections, Wibley, stand-
ing before a glass near the window,
was gividg the final touches to his
maké-up as Eﬂﬁf; Grunter; and,
thus oceupied, Wibley was not likely
to. heed ndignant squeaks from an

an :?' fat Owl.

]ﬁi ly Bunter rolled away in great
wrath.

He rolled out into the guad and
arrived at the window of the Rag.
The Remove -Dramatic Society sup-
posed that Bunter and his objec-
tions were done with, That was an
error. They were not done with !

There was a long, broad window-
sill to that hi%' window.

The Owl of the Remove clambered
on the sill. He glared in through his
big spectacles. -

Nobody for the moment heeded
him. All within were hug,

The fat Owl tapped on the pane.

“I say, you fellows——" he roared.

Then the Remove Dramatic Society
looked round—except Wibley.

Wibley, his eyes on his reflection
in the glass, giving final artistio
touches that made him Buuter to the
life, was blind and deaf to ovory-
thing else. Wib, at such moments,
was lost to the world.

“Buzz off, you fat. frog!” roared
Bob Cherry, pausing with a stick of

rease-paint in his hand, and glaring
at the fat firure on the sill outside.

“Yah! enst !” roared Bunter.
“Clhuek it! I tell you I'm not hav-
ing it, see? If yom tlﬁuil:l- Iu?;rc
going to guy me in your silly play,
ggu'ge jnl?y {mll miatiicn, gece? Yom
jolly well ain't I”

“Buzz off, bluebottle!”

“Yah !” rvoared Buntcr.

“That howling ass will brisg halt
the eschool here at this rate!”
exclaimed the Bounder. " I'I jolly
well shift him 1 _

Herbert Vernon-Smitly ran to the
window and threw it open. He
reached out at Bunter.

Bump! :

“ Yarooooh !” came a tervifie rear
as the Owl of the Remove sat on the
earth nnder the window,

“Now buzz off, you fat foozler '

anap Smithy,
l\m ! ﬂﬁ Beast 1V
“Bunter! Yoa shonld not eclimb

cn the window-gills! Vernou-Smiih,
you should not push Bunter off in
that rough mauner ! snapped o shavp
volce.
“Oh " gasped Smithy,
I'oe Magxer Lisrary.—No. 1,652
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Mr, Cueleh was walking in the
quad after class. Naturally his
attention had been drawn by the
sight of the fat Owl clombering on
the window-zill of the REag. He was
striding to the spot, when Smithy
opened the window and pushed the
fat junior off the sill.

" Yow-ow-ow '™ woared  Bunter,
sprawling ot his Form-master’s fect.

“Yernon-Smith ! Youp——"

Mr, Queleh, looking.in at the open
window, broke off suddenly. is
ecyes popped at a figure standing
hefore a prlass, dabbing grease-paint.
He stood staring in at that fipure.

“Oh!” gas Harry Whartou.

“Oh crikey ! breathed Bob Cherrs,

All eyea—exmcept one pair—turned
in horrer on Mr. Queleh's face at the
window.

Only Wibley did mot look rowmmd.
Wil was still blind and deaf to his
surroundings,

Queleh’s gimlet cyes fixed on
Gogpely Granter. They almost Lored
into Buater's double.

In the midst of n dead and deadly
gilenee, Mr. Quelch glanced ronnd
the interior of the Rag., He beheld

the whole Remove Dramatic Society )

in vorions stpoes of make-up. Then
Lis glinting gaze returned to Goggly
Grunter.  And Queleh, at lengil,
understood !

This fellow—Bunter's donble—who
was making up hefore the glass, was

obviouslr no unknown intruder who |

had unacconntably butted inte Grey-
frinrs. Quelch got it at last!

The mystery of Billy Bunter's
double was a mystery no longer!

It waa an awful silence. But it
did mot last lohgp. Queleh's voice
broke it—in tomes like the filing of
a particularly rusty saw.

“Who is that? It is a boy of my
Form! I cannot recognise him in
that disguise! Wharton, who is
that #*

Wharton stood dumb with dismay.
He had warned Wibley, again and
again, that it might happen. Now it
had happened !

“Boy " thundered Mr, Quelch,

Even Wibley locked round at that.

He jumped.

“Oh!” he gasped, at the sight of
Mr. Queleh’s speaking conntenance
framed in the window.

A stick of pgrease-paint dropped
from hiz nerveless hand. He goggled
at Quelch. Queleh pglared at him.
For a long, awful moment, they
goggled and glared at one another.

“Who are you?” thuridered Mr.

Queleh.
“Oh! Wibley, sir!” gasped the
hapleas Wib,

“Wibley!« Oh, yes, I remember
now!| 1 might have pguessed—
Wibley, how dare you? It was you—
gl'on—jfuu—l understand now! You
ave darcd to lﬂuly euch pranks on
onr Form-master! Upon my word !

st week Wibley, do you dare
to deny that it was you?"”

Wibley didn't. He stood dumb.

“ Buntoer ™

“Oh lor’!” gasped Bunter.

The fat Owl had scrambled up.
He stood blinking on in dismay.

“Bunter ! It was thia —thia—

Tae Macxer Lisrany.—No. 1,652,
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this Wibley! This iz the boy that
you pretended—"

“Qh crikey!”

"You have deceived me, Bunter—
or rather, you have nattempted to
deceive me ! Thia is the boy—Wibley
of my Form L

“(h secissora! Oh, no, sir!” gasped
Buutey., “ N-n-not at all, sir! I—I
never knew Wibley was—was making
up as ‘me, sir—I never knew anythin
about it! Besides, I told him
objected, sir. All the fellows heard
me. - Not that I -knew anything
about it, sir. This—this iz the first
I've heard of it !% .

“Bunter, o to my study [

“0Oh lor’ [§ ‘ T

“Wibley, take off that ridieulous

disguise ! As soon as you have done
50, go to my study !”

“Oh crikey!”

Queleh swept away from the

windew like a thunderstorm.
The Remove Dramatie- Society

looked at oneé aunother with sickly
logks,

“You idiot, Wib !” aaid Bob Cherry
at last. “The fat's in the fire now 17

“You chump ™

“You fathead!™

“You'v. done it now

“I au o&e,” remarked the
Bounder, “that this rehearsal is off P

It was!

The relearsal was off. So was the
plaﬁ. “Grunter of Grevhurst!” was
a thing of the past!

Billy Bunter and William Wiblex
were both personally conducted to
their headmaster by Mr. Quelch.
The interview was a paiuful oune, It
lingered in their memories for days
and davs afterwaords,

After which even Wibler was ready
to wash out Goggly Grunter. It was
a painful memory both to  Billy
Bunter and Billy Bunter's double!

THE EXD.

m
.

==

SPECIAL NOTICE !

0 make quite sure that every
reader gets his copy of the
Magxer regularly

you can do one thing to help.

Wood pulp, from which paper is
made, comes from overzeas. Bhips
bringing it may be sunk, or available
cargo space may be needed first for
more urgent things, such as food. In
order to aveid any wastage of paper,
we have had to tell newsagents to
order only the exact number of
Maaxers that they want from us every
week, and no more. If more are
ordered than are actually required
they will remain unsold, and wild be
o dead loss to the newsagent.

S0, if you haven’t alveady given a
recular order for the Magwer, will
you please do ao at ence? Your news-
agent will deliver it, or keep a copy
for you each week. By giving an
order you will’' make quite surc of
your Maexer, and will greatly help
your newsagent. There i3 an order
form which you can use immediatgll;f
on page 23 of this issuc. ORDER
YOUR MAGNET TO-DAY.

Haoving got that over, I'd like to
give yon another word of warning,
chums. Never put off until to-morrow
what you can do to-day. Make a
point right now of securing a copy of
the “HOLIDAY ANNUAL.” ou
will abaolutely revel in the budget of
ripping school yarns to be found in
the latest volume, now on sale. This
jolly book, guaranteed to delight the
hearts of boys and girls of all ages,
contains eplendid +tales of Harry
Wharton & Co., of Greyiriars, Tom
Merry & Co., of 8t, Jim’s, and Jimmy
Silver & Co., of Roockwood, etc., cte.

cach week, S

Your Editor is always pleased to hear from
his readers.
** Magnet,”” The Amalgamated Press, Ltd.,
Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London,

Write to him : Editor of the

E.CA.

There are other interesting features,
too. Get your “Holiday Annual ™
while the going’s good! There's
aing to a record sale for the
"HOLIDAY ANNKUAL™ this year.
Don’t say you haven’t been warned,

Heard the great mews about the
Greyfriars yarns in the “Gem”
chums? A ripping aéries iz just
atarting. Trea raelf to our
companion paper and read: “The
Stu Tg-:l'umgers!”—it’s a winner !

“Ted * Sloan, of Barustaple, and
numerous other readers, who have
been asking for another yarn featur-
ing Billy Bunter, the Greyfriars
ventriloquist, will have their wish
cratified next week in:

“THE BOUNDER'S DUPE!™

By Frank Richards,

Vernon-Smith is on venpeance bent,
and in order to get evem with Mr.
Quelch and Wingate, he enlists the
aid of the Remove ventriloguist.
Take it from me, chums, you're
booked for & real good treat mext
Saturday. You'll enjoy the “Grey-
friars Herald,” too, with its snappy
contributions written by the Grey-
friars boys themselves,

To those of you who have ghifted
away from your home distriets, I
advise you lere and. now to call on
the nearest newsagent and hand him
the form (which appears on page 23
of this issue) duly signed. Yowll feel
like kicking ynurseff if you fail to
E:t your copy of the Maoxer regu-

rly.

lhf;" space lias come fo an end, so
here's wishing all you “ Magnetites
all you wish yourselves,

YOTUR EDITOR.
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The GREYFRIARS HERALD

{Continued from page 2).

H. J. C.—A ham
vou., Please come
never . he cheeky again.—POTTER
and GREENE.

NOTICE.—TUnder the Companies
Act, motice iz hers iven of the
COMPULSORY LIQ ATION of
the Fish Moncylending Co. upon the
strong request of Mr. H. 3. Quelch.
Owing to the temporary absence of
Me. , Who has gone to the Head's

sfudy on matters conmected with the

bhusiness, all 8 having accounts|
i are advised to}

with the Emﬁ?ﬁ

hand them to Wharton, or to

pat them on the fire, or to stuff them.

ilown Mr. Fish's meck at the first
opportunity. Sure!

Choeklit Eklairs wanted ir any
number for Starving Savviges. Also
Tonuts, Please give jennerously to
W. @, B., Studdy 7, who will forward
them to the proper 1.

SIR GUY DE GREYFRIARS!
BY TOM BROWN

"Fwas in the age of chivalry, when
kuights were bo At the Round
Table, Good EKing Wen—Arthur, I
meanr —and  his  gallant  knights
feasted merrily. Gl‘:lger-pl:lp flowed
like water., Doughnuts vanished by
the score, cspecially when
=ir Galahad started. He
had spent that mornio
killing dragons, an
there's nnﬂling like
dragon-killing to give a
fellow an appetite.

So Sir Galahad eaid, but
voung Sir Guy de Grey-
friars scoffed at him.

“Dragons!” he snorted.

" Rats! Anyone can kill
a dragon! I prefer
cignts. When it comes to

killing giants, I'll show
you & thing or two.”

“Why, thon sauce
vouwng malapert,” gasp 3
Siv Galahad, “thou hast never killed
s0 much as an earwig in thy life!
Béshrew me, thou're but fifteen years
old, and wonld’st do a bunk at the
very sight'of a giant.”

“Sayest thou ! returued the youug-
ster, with spirit. “All right! Show
me a giant, and see what I'll do!®

As if in answer to these audacious
words, the doors of Camelot opened,
and a fair young maiden came in,
weeping, She threw herself at King
Arthur's feet.

“@rammercy, sire, I am undone [”

‘ Bless soul I exclaimed the
King. *“Is there any way in which
we can da np in ?

“1 meed a hrave knight te fight a
fearsome giant, your worship. I
come from the far country of Fryar-
dale, and we are terri by the
ficxree  armour-clad  giant

r has arvived for | Hocus de Pocus. He lives in a grim
onfe, and we will | castle, and alwavs' wears black

larmour. And, alas, he has scized my
g:‘;or niele, a peasant named William
| do Goslynge, and Béaved him into
i the lowest dumgeon ‘neath the moat.
What I says
 gore distressed [

t “Ha!" cried 8ir Galahad, in
ttriumph. “Here ia thy chancte, you
Go forth and kill

{nung perkin ! _
hiz giant, and we'll come and watch
i you do it! Won't we, boys?

“You bet " chueckled Sir Lancelot.

Young Bir Guy changed colour.
fHe had Bever oven seen a giant,
much less killed one. But he wasn't

going o climb down in front of the
 gcofting knights.

“It's O K, by me,” he said stoutly.
“Lead the way, muss! I'll soom
obliterate your old giant for you!”

The whole party therenpen caught
the first train, changing at Court-
field Junction. When they came in
gight of the castle, Sir Guy felt a
sinking fecling below {he breast-
plate. But he marched beldly for-
ward, to the ironical cheers of the
knights.

“Is Mr. Hocns de Pocns at home ?”
he asked of the ugly looking churl

who opened the postern gate.
“Yus, he’s at home, buk yer can’

gee ’im, ‘cos he’s having his bath ¥

“QOut of my way, knave " said Sir

Guy, jabbing with his dagger. I
may o8 wellilgkﬂl him _in h‘isggath a8
anywhere else!” With this he
marched boldly upstairs.

_Turning the corner, e saw the
gumt just ahead of him, amnd his

lood tureed to ice. The giant -was
about fifteen feet high, clad in thick
armour all over, He strode towards
the bath-room and opencd the door.

With {frembling fcet, Sir Gu
-crept after him and peered throug
the keyhale.

At the sight that met his eyes he
let out a aqueal of amazoment. For
a dml;r i.ndthg gim;t;:h ATIMOUr bl;nﬂ
opened, and & 1 man, abont
four foot E:'I,mr ed. He had a

sandy meustache, shifty eyes, and
‘mnscles the size of a pimple.

15 this here, sive, 1 am | IY
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sudden, striding into  the. bath-room.
“Beshrew mre, villain, where is
Hocus .de . Pocus ”

The.little man, who was wearing a
bath-robe, spun round in fright.

“If you pip-please, I'm Hocus de
Pocusi” he pasped. “At least, I
mean, my real name's Blenkinsop.
There’'s the giant!” Ha pointed to
the suit of armour. * You gee, I was
born poor and no one would.give me
any land or cattle, so I saved up and
bought. this giant and then helped
self. Nobody knows I ain’t fiftecen
feet  high, nm? you. ©Oh, eir,
gpare me ! And he wrung his hands
until they were dry.

Sir Guy was nonplussed. On the
one hand, he was jolly glad the
giant had boiled himself down to this
shrimp Blenkinsop. On the other, Le
conld imagine the roars of langhter
of 8ir Arthur’s knights when they
heard the news. His brain worked

furiounsly.

“Here, you—scat!” he Bnapp@d.
torning to Blenkinsop, *“Aund if you
ever como here again, or say a word
ahﬂ;;t this, I'll pull you to pieces—
seo r"

Then he turned to the suit of
armour, lowered tho wisor, shut the
door in the thing’s tummy, and
began to fight it tooth and mail,

Far and wide rang the eclamour of
the battle. Faces turued paie. The
kniphts outside held their Lreath in
wonder. All eyes were turned to the
great staircase, down which rolled the
Ei;}lt, with B8Sir Guy battling

ously.,

Watched by a sen of eyes, the
oungster threw the pgiant to the
oor and began to slosh him with o
mace, The knights cheered wildly.
They hoped the intrepid youngster
would win through. - The giaut

seemed rather limp. Perhaps he was
stunned !

Yes—he was definitely kuocked
out |

Bir Guy, breathing hard with his
exertions, lhammer him out fat

with the mace, and then threw him
into the moat,

“There you are, miss !"” he panted,
wiping his brow. “He gave me a
pretty stiff fight, gadsooks; but hLe
won't trouble you again.”

It was a pgreat triumph. The
knights seized the youngster and
chaired him round the casstle, King

Arthur publicly cmbraced him, and
gave him the castle as a present. A
‘cheap sort of present, but it was the
fashion in those days. And necver
L after did Sir Galahad and the rest
scoff at a young kmight of fifteen.

Bir Guy called the eastle Grey-
 friars, and that’s lhew it got its
namc., As for William de Goslynge,
"he wab Tmﬁght out of the dungeon
and installed at the castle as porter.

And behold he is there even unto
this day !

BOB CHERRY Discovers that

CRIME NEVER PAYS!

Hallo; hallo, kalio! Well, I'm still
ferreting out the secrets of the Grey-
friard Thadetworld, and this week I'm

“YWhat's all this?” thundered Sir[ kot om the trail of a desperate Pork

named [ Guy, who felt very bold =all of alPie Pincher.
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I first got my nose to the trail by
the astonishing appearance of the
school cook, who seemed to be wéar-
ing a wig. Sle has nice brown hair
as & rule, but now it is eidght gTEY,
verging on white. I asked hér why
the wig?

Ak, Master Cherry, this ain’t no
wig! "Would that it wm*” wailed
the cook. “My ‘air "as been drove
grey by theft. Not a pie nor a cake
can I put in that there larder,- but
what it takes umto itself wings aa
goon as a hody’s back is turned and
fies away,

I whipped out my notebook and
asked for particulars,

L 11 And E ]i
smd the cook. “Take: yestiddy morn-
f'rinstance. I made & steak-and-
ﬁﬂ& ie, It was a luxious iﬂe,
{z P eft

th-:-u B8AYS it as ghomldn't. I

it on thnt there table as is hefore your.

eyes. Master Bunter 'ad come down
and told me the ouse was on fire, and

bein
by tﬁe
I come. dﬂwn,

“Have you
criminal £

“Well,” admitted the cook, “I did
see Master Coker with a pie, but he
said he bonght it at the scheol shop.
Last pight I made a pork pie—a
beauty. A peach of a pie, Maater
Cherry; and I left it in the larder
while, . 1. went upstairs about the
earthijuake.”

“ﬁf lmke?u

“Yes, Master Bunter said there "ad
been an earthquak& and the building
was on the pointo’ collapse. "Owever,
he . was" mistook, hless 'i1s kind ‘eart;
and ‘when I got back; the cupboard
was bare ™
: “Ha! And:did Coker have a pork
pmf!aﬂt night #™

“Master Cherry,” .eaid the cook,
lowering her wmﬂir “he must ‘ave "id
it, héhﬁgse it wasn't seen.” :

14 nﬂargd a moment.

ve you ever made a mustard
tart.'?”_ I asked.
tart, but the first letter's different.
You mix the mustard with a little
milk and cover it with grated nutmeg.

noos, I dashed upstairs. "When
the pie was, gorn!”
ﬂﬂ!

I believe it's %cmd for pie pinchers.
W'hﬁ not.try it? _

i i_l faster Cherry,” said the cook, 1
will.”

A she did!
Beware, Coker | -Crime never pays !
Wait-till vou sink your fangs in that
tart, my lad! That’ll teach you!

P.8.—Coker hasn’t eaten it yet.
The ‘only casualty to-day has been
Bunter, who was taken with a kind
of &t I saw him rollin
gurgling, sneezing, and foamin
the mouth. Perhaps he was bitten
by a mad dog or something, An
he doesn't matter.  Wait till
edta the mustard tart !

DICK PENFOLD Says

CHEER UP, CHAPS!

Life is mostly froth mi& bubble,

"ma’kﬂ it “out.

y I am to give 'em, sir,” |

I.don’t deny,.a little worried | -,

idea of the|

“It's like a custard | P

downstairs,
at
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Smile, boys, smile!
Why let trouble start you whining?
Why start grumbling and-répining?
It ia not wﬂrﬂ: -while.
Your clovids ‘will have a silver. lining,
Somewhere still the sun is shining,
‘Smile, bows, smile !

. (AUTHOR’S- NOTE. I had -just
fimighed the firat atanzs. of this poém-
when' T had to'go to Quelchy’s study

about- some llﬂEﬂ I skonld have done,

but--hadn’t. ~ Life somehow looked
ﬂlﬂerent when I ‘came hack.. I can’t
Anyway, let's get on
with' it.)

lgfa is grim and unforgiving,
{}rmn -bays, groan !

Life is aimply gt wurth living,

» boys, groan!

Every, f&llnw should be tearful

At a life 8o flercé and fearful,
Let a man alone!

‘Where’s the chump who's always

cheerful ?

I'll soon give the ass an earful!
Groan, boys, groan!

SHORTS from the CDURT-S

Prisoner at the Box-room Sessions:
“Ohy really, your worship, I am
expecting a postal order to-morrow I

e Judge: “It is very rare to
impose & life EEIltEI!ﬂE. but I uha]l
send you to prison till it comes.”

Utter cullapae of prisonér.

n L w

The Judge (to s witness, named
Dahne;'jr} %
except 'E_Ih tather * #”

tﬂe,ﬁﬂ “{'.lh rather I

k'ﬂ!:e Judge ; mie, would you
liké a thic Eﬁt ?"
Witness' did not reply.

- L] o - L

A witness named Wingate: “The
Relmner Coker came to me and
manded to be put in his propet

lace.”
ounsel : “ What did you do?”
itness : “1I mmmumcat&d with
t‘he Hﬂme for. Idiots, but it was full
{Laughtar ).

W ) L ] ¥

A prisoner named Desmond : " Sure,

| yere worship, he’s the kind o spal-

“that pate a fellow on the ha-:k

fore his face and thin hits Lim in
the eye behoind "his back!” (Loud

laughter.)

H. VERNON.SMITH on

BLUNDELL’S BLUNDER!

George Blunde]l is a good fellow,

I’-_ hut fie ncdﬂmnally gﬂtﬂ a little ““too
'hlE

for ‘Hhis boots,” The first Fnrm
mateh 'of the footer Heaann Fifth
versiis Sixdth, was afl éxample of f;hla
The Fifth Jmt'arallr take this match
very seriously, and when tﬁejf found

.that Wingate had left out ‘three of
.his best men, the

were pﬁtty :i!md
“Dash it. al!

-l mame of - H.

“Can you:say anything |eq

| yesterday. E 1ﬂ.¢nﬂ]’ ‘he’ ha&

Faulkner, as though he could beat us
with any old team. Well, I'll show
the - 8i that . we don’t think so
guch “of . them, . elthar I

And when the- Fifth Form list
went up, it 'was embellished with:the
J, Coker. It wasz a maﬂ-
thing to do, and if Blundell” had
cooled down first, he would never
have thought of it. But there it
waa. . They were !ande& with ﬂuker

1 Coker was. pleased to play—
in fact, delig teﬂ He turned out
and gave an amazing exhibition. In
the first minute he charged Bland off
the ball, tried to boot it in the wrong
direction, and saw it ekid off hie foot
mt:c- ‘the Sixth Form mnet.

"Had Coker .been satisfied with
this, all wonld have been well. But
ten minutes later he handled the
ball in his own penalty area, and-the
geore . was - one-all, Shortly : aftdr..
wards, Coker himself gave the Sixth

the lead by booting the ball ‘p:&st
Tomlinson in goal. -The Flﬁﬂ:
a rush at him, and hé had to p

crﬂ“ the field f-:-r some tlma until their
wm‘th died down.

. He came back when th
on a ‘corner up at the

were b
ixth -.F;:nurg
Eu G::ﬂena gent the halL ‘over..
lundell made & lenp for it and fell
over Coker, Horace staf.gemﬂ head-
long, mét the ball with his head, and
sent it into the net.
. 8o far, Coker had. done all the
seoring for both sides—if you_count
the naitj* He carried on the good
WoOr ?' barging Tomlinson .into the
back of the net mt]:l the ball, Fiying.
the Sixth another Hﬂwﬂﬂ", he
ualised soon a r, ‘when a kick
from I"ﬂttﬂl‘ bounced ‘on his back and
went in.  After that, he gave up
scoring, and concentrated ‘on laying
the playera out.

Here again, however, he was quite,
impartial. - He fell over Bland and
flattened him, and then piumped on
Walker of the Sixth and ad
him! He charged Fitzgerald like a
battering-ram, and then put Loder
out of action for weeks., He was
finally chased off the field, by ‘both.
teame, and had to hide in‘the
for the rest of the eveming, . Final
“%E'ETH (Wingate, Co

in ker
"FIFTH {{l'nkgra ) 2}:‘3

e — —

Do You Know That—

Peter Todd k Tom Ih.lttﬂll for:
-8 _three-mile walk inlo.th 3&13

'y i L
Dick Russell reeenﬂ l:m:lt a l t
canoe uuméth‘;m

submarinie. " It aubmergﬁd ple ndld’lj‘
on its’ trial trip.,

-thlng ‘to say tu him in prwate

a X L E -

A souvenir book of their Majeaties”
Eécent trip to Canéda talks about’the

grizzly bears "in ' the Rocky .M

ouns
taing, We Beem, to have’ hea”rd thbm

oes he ﬂ:nnll: we're ~ment1nneﬂ ‘before somewhere, Hut-we

Bdle, boye, emiled ang of fa 52" - Gemanded Blundell, | can’t thirk whére,.: We'll . sk M.
Ih:-n*t be overcast by trouble, 3&1: ‘s restin Gm'ue and Sj‘keﬂ and *F‘mut'
~Frinted in Enrla.nd abllshed very- Baturday by the P‘rcrprlﬂbral.u tTo Awa téd Fress, Lid., Tha Flectway
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.
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