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RIDE HIM, COWBOY'!

By HAROLD SKINNER,

sir Hilton Popper dropped in to
sce the Head last ay. He
often daes drop in, dash him ! T usu-
ally meana trouble. On this oceasion
the old bean was riding a mitk-white
horse—a fine apimal. He likes to
canter round the neighbeurhood on
hia beastly geea hecause he fancics
himself as a horseman.

Trotter came alonr afterwards and
asked if Master Skinmer, Master
Snoop, and Master Stott would go to
the 'Ead’s study. Master Skinner
didn’t want to go to the 'Ead’s study,
but there was no help for it. We
filed in dismally, and waited while
the Head cha to silly old Popper,

“ Yes, begad, very fine bit of Lorse-
flesh,” the latter was saying. “1I
picked kim up cheap when the circus
sold up here last season.

id good bargain!”

" Certainly a magnifi-
cent nnimal{" agreed the
Head, who was looking
out of the window.

“Diffenit, though.
Needs a firm hand on
him, begad! You've
ot fo be o first-class

orzeman to ride him.
Still, he's all right with
me, of course— knows
when he's met his
master, Hrrm! Hal”
He gave ma a glare.
“ These are the boys, begad !”

“You tr on Sir Hilton
Popper's island in the river wyester-
day, Bkionper,” rapped the Head,
frowning. We confessed our sin
slumly. “Very well! Come and sce
me atter class to-day—all three of
yoi.™

When we got outside, we told each
other what we would like to do to Sir
Hilton Popper. Then I had an idea.

“You heard he boucht that brute
from a cireus?” I said. “I wonder
if —— Here, eome on, you men!™

We went up to Study No. 3. Tom
Brown was not at home; but his
wircless set avaz on a table near the
window, I turned the set on full,
aud opencd the window.

Topper had just mounted his
chareer when o military band blared
out from the loudspeaker. Instantly
that higrse began prancing round the
quad on his hind legs. The music
Lrought back his cireus tricks, and
I*opper got the full benefit of them.

A deuse crowd watched the show.
Thera were loud checra and shouts of

“Tida Lim, cowboy!” as Popper
clung in frenzy to the horse’s neck.
“Good ead! What — what—

Whoa! Stop! Doece take the
animal! Qoooogh I*
“Some lorsemani? I chuckled

hapEilr. a3 the corealnre hegan to
buck like a jumping bean.

“Ha, ha, ha!? yelled Spoop and
Stott.

It was sheer lmck that the horse
was undermeath Papﬁ:uaﬁ time
he eama down. The d looked om
| ip horror as the horse went round the
?;ﬂ.l.‘l in quick-waltz time, with

pper streaming out bebind him.
| The crowd were in hysterics. It wos
better than a circus, because Popper
waa funnier.

Finally the horse stopped at the
' fountain. Pn’!]}:;g-ar dide’t. He went
on into it! re wag a tremendons
splashk, snd the homse cantered off
home, while Popper sat in two feet

of water and groped feebly for his
eyeglass.

We had our whu;;gilng after class

—but it wos worth 1

TIME MARCHES ON

By THE EDITOR.

I'm putting in a queer story by
Mark g:.f.tllag this week, Marky haa
tried his hand at the favourite sport
of imagining the world in sixty
yeara' time. Being Marky, the
yarg is pretetiy thoughtful, and T'm
sure most fellows are interested in
science and inventions these days.
What do you think of his ideas?

Frankly, I'm rather doubtful.
Mind wyou, everything he says is
ossible. It's possible—or evem

ble—that aercplanes will be ﬂrl'mn
by radium-power before long. We
must find a substitute for petrol—
that's ecertain.
think that the bombing aeroplane
will drive ms ta bmild our cities
underground—even if we counld stere
sunshine for wse as reguired?

No: I think the city will heat the
bomber in the long rom. The defence

of London, for instance, iz hein
made stronger every month. Aud i

But do you really|

the time comea when only one
bomber in a hyndred geta through to
tits target, it will prove an expensive
weapon—too expensive.

| 8till, it is fascinatinig to Imagine
what life will be lke in 4.p. 2000, If
tyou have any ideas on the subject,

why not send them alo After
i all, ¥ hope most of us Eve till
then, and it would be fum o com-

E:" our old ideas with what really
ng.

ainly Mark Linley’s Greyfriars
sounds o pretty weird show, but I'm
glad to see Gosling’s still hers !
Yoor chum,

HARERY WHARTON.

BOB CHERRY again
—the asgs!

POISON PEN!

~ Still on the track of the Greyfriars
nnderworld, I am investigating a
most sinister crime this week, I
have already unearthed smwgglers
:ﬂd pork-pie pinchers, and mnow I
urm my piercing gaze u the
practice of writing fake nutlpﬁu;.

It is an almost unheard-of crima to
meddie with official notice-boards,
but eome reckless forger has becn
multgw% false notices on
the h At least, T believe
they’'re false. Thisa ome, for in-
stance—

“LOST.—Packet of marked cards
and a loaded dice. Finder is asked
to return them to G. L., Sixth Form,
who iz unable to oheat his friends at
banker without them.*

Loder of the Sixth has offered
sums ranging up to & millien pounds
:Dhi:s the !ﬁlﬂﬂ of E;ha f:l!uw who wrote

: o is almos i with
anxiety to meet him. mﬂ
just now, and asked him about it.

“Yow're pretty sharp, Skinner.
Got any idea who wrote that thing

about 3

“Dash Loder!™ growled Skinner.
*He whopped me gmterﬂn:. Serve
him jolly well right [*

The next suspicions notice was this

ne——
*AN ELECTION FOR SCHOOL
CAPTAIN will take place sh , 48
I realise T am no good at all at the
b and onght to be Lkicked out.—
EQRGE GATE (Capt).”
Leaving Wingate foaming
rage, I ran into Skinner apain.
Look here, Skinny—you might
keep your eyes open and see if yom

i

with

can spo§ the ead who's guying Win-
gate.
“Hang Wingate-” - gnarled

‘Contlfnued on page 27.)



ON VENGEANCE BENT!

AT DAGGERS DRAWN WITH MR.

-QUELC'H, HIS FORM-MESTER, AND WINGATE, THE CAPTAIN
OF GREYFRIARS, VERNON-SMITH ENLISTS THE AID OF BILLY
BUNTER, THE EXPERT SCHOOLBOY VENTRILOQUIST!

BILLY BUNTER IS WANTED |

L HERE'S Bunter?”
Herbert Vernon-Smith,
the Bounder of Greyfriars,
snapped that question in at the door-
way of Study No. 7 in the Eemove.
¢ stared into the study. But he
did not behold Billy Bunter therein.

Seven faces met his stare; but not
one of them was the fat and fatuous
face of the Owl of the Remove.

Bunter might have been expected
to be present. Not only was it
Bunter's study, but a sprend was
proceeding - there, and it was ve
remarkable and unusual for William
George Bunter to miss a spread in
Lis own study.

But if Billy Bunter was there he
was invisible,

Peter Todd and Tom Dutton, who
shared that study with Bunter, were
there. Harry Wharten & Co., who
Lad come in to tea, were there.

The Famous Five all turned
smiling faces townrds Smithy. 8o
did Peter Todd. Tom Dutton only
stared at him inquiringly. Tom was
deaf, and he had not heard the
Bounder’s question.

“Isn't Bunter herc?” rapped the
Bounder. * Skinner said he saw him
come np Yo the study.”

Bob Cherry leoked round,

“Anybody seen Bunter?” he asked.

“The seefulness iz net terrific!”
said Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh.

“Come in and have some of this
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** 1 say, you fellows, have some farts ! ’’ squeaked Billy Bunter,
giving the Famous Five a hospitable blink.

“I've got lots ! **

cake, Emi‘l:h;i'!” said Peter Todd
hospitably. *Never mind Bunter—
have some cake.”

“Bother your cake!”

Smithy’s answer was mnot polite!
He did not seem in a polite mood. His
brows were knitted and his eyes

gleaming.  Herbert Vernon-Smith
was, in faet, in one of his worst
tempers.

But if Bmithy fancied that his bad
temper mattered a boiled bean to any
fellow in that study, it was a mistake
on Smithy's part; and every fellow
there was prepured to muake that
clear to him.

“Did Queleh lay it om hawd,
Smithy ?” asked Bob sympathetically.

“ Oli, shut np, you fool 1"

“ What I really like about Smithy,”
salid Bob Eherr:,, “is that Enlmhed
Chesterficldian manner of his. It's
a pleasure to listen to him. Listen to

Exciting School Yarn of Your

Old Favourites—HARRY

WHARTON & CO., of GREY-
FRIARS.

e = ]

Smithy, you fellows, and
your manners all round.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“¥You gabbling fathead!™ said the
Bounder, “I've had six from Quelch
—aud I'll make him sit up for it;
and that fool Wingate for reporting
me, too! But I'm leoking for that
fat fool Bunter now. Where is he?”

“0 where and O where ean he be?”
chanted Bob Cherry.

“Will you tell me where Bunter
is!"” ronred the angry Bounder.

“No!” said Harry Wharton coolly.
“Go and eaf eoke! Do you think you
can blow -::ﬂ steam at all the Hemove
beeause you've been whopped by your
Form-master? Why shonldn’t you
be whopped when youw ask for it?”

“Can’t yon take a whopping like
any other fellow withont Ecc“‘]mg
..E!.LIE ki | {‘t{']ﬂﬂ'l'l ‘.I.!'I! n llﬂﬂtfll'llll'l'l;{*"
demanded Johuny Bull.

int prove

“T want to sce Bunter ! shoubed
Smithy.
“Buuter doesn’t secmm to want to

see vou!” remavked Frank Nugent.
“Shut the door after you, Smithy!”
*You silly chumps. 1 know he was
here ! Will you tell me where lie's
gune " howled Yernon-Snith.
“If you want Bunter,” said Bob
Tie Micxer Lismany.-—No. 1,653
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Cherry, “all you've got to €o is to
mnke s Bolie Hke a fanictart! Thoa
he will come running 1

“Ha, ha, hal”

Vernon-Smith pglared into the
cheery study. Nobody evidently was.
going to give him any information

on the subject of Bunter. Everybedy,
on the other hand, seemed to want
to make it clear that he counld not
throw his weight about in that study.

From Smithy's look it did not secm
that Bunter was likely to have a
happy time if Smithy found him.

“You cackling idiots!” snapped
Vernon-Smith. ' Will you tell me
where that fat fool is, or not?”

“Not !* eaid Harry Wharton.

“The notfulness is terrific IV

“What do you want him for?”
asked Peter Todd.

“That's my business!” snapped the
Bounder. )

“Well, it's your business to find
him, if you want him, too! Now,
yow've gmven us all we want of the
manpera and customs of good
society | said Peter. Buzz off and
yap at some other study!”

The Bounder gave the tea-party a
final pglare, stepped back into the
Remove passage, and closed the door
with a bang that rang the length of”

the ;
“ﬁim E&p " murmured Bob.
“Well, I suppose he’s had it rather

tough from Quelch,” remarked
Nugent. “Wingate of the Sixth
spotted him smoking and took him
to the old bean! It's the umpteenth
time he’s been in trouble this term
already, and Quelch gets fed-up.™

“I say, you fellows!” came a fat
squeak from under the table. “I say,
is that beast gonc?”

“Yes: you can crawl out, Bunter !”
“Ha, ha, hal¥
From under the study table, where

it had been hidden by a forest of
legs, & fat figure emerged.

Billy Bunter gasped for breath
and blinked round threugh his big
spectacles. It had been rather close
quarters under that table; there had
been altogether too many legs and
feet for Bunter's comfort.

“QOoogh 1® ¥aa ed Bunter. “1 savy,
you fellows, lucky I Leard the brute
coming and pop out of sight,
wasn't it? Smithy's jolly well not
going to rog me just because Quelch
whopped him. Besides, how doea le
know that I had the toffce? I never
had it! There was no toffee in his
study when I went there. And I
never went there, either! And I left
the toffee exactly where it was when
I went away, too!?

“0h crikey ! _

“Lot of good telling Smithy that
—just after he's had a whopping from
Quelch I’ said Bunter. ~ would
make out that I'd had the toffce,
just as an cxeuse for piftching into
a chap! I darc say Redwing had it,
if 1t’s pome. More likely he never
had any toffcc at all. The fact is,
Smithy’s mean! Faney making all
that fuss about o spot of toffes!
There was bhavdly o gquarter of a
pound.”

“Tf vom toll Smithy all that T fecl

Tnoe AMicxer Ligriry.—No. 1.653,
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eure he’ll believe that %m never had
it, old fat man!® gaid Bob.

“Ha, ha, ha!®

“Bleased if I see anything to cackle
at!” prunted Bunter. *“It’s pretty
thick, I think, for a fellow to come
rooting after a fellow in a fellow’s
study use he makes out that he's
missed some toffee. does &
fellow always think of me if there's
any grub missing? That's what I
wﬁ:l‘.'lt- tln k]].ﬂ‘ll"-n

“Ha, ha, hal*

“Oh, cackle!” said Bunter. “If
that brute comes back I jolly well
shan’t dodge under the table again.
I'll jolly well Enock him spinnin
e! I'm fed-up wi
Smithy's tantrums, I ¢an tell you. I
don't want a row with the fellow—
but let him put hia cheeky nose into
my study again, that’s all—you'll see
me punch it.":

Bang |

The study door flew open again.
. The Bounder’s angry face glared

11,

“Oh crikey!” gasped Billy Bunter.

It was too sudden this time—
Bunter had bad no time to hunt
COover. ;

The Bounder’s eyes fell on the fat
face as he glared in.

“You fat fool!” roared Smithy.
“I knew you were here! I—*

“1 say, you fellows, chuek him
out |* yelled Buntex.” “I say, Toddy,
old man—Wharton—Bull, old fellow
—Bob, old chap—I say——"

Bunter had apparently forgotten
his intention of punc Bmithy's
cheeky nose if he put it into the study

agan,
But therc were plenty of other

fellows ready to do se. Harry
Wharton jumped to his fect.

“That's emough, Smithy!” he
rapped. * Outside ¥

“You fool—t

“Glet out!”

“I want Bunter—"

“Will you get out ?”

“No, you dummy! I want—=

Smithy had no time to say more.
Bunter was not the only fellow wno
wos fed-up with his tantrums. The
whole tea-party rose to the occasion.
They gras erbert Vernon-Smith
and spun him into the passage.

Bump !

The Bounder sat in the
with a heavy concussion. The door of
Study No. 7 banged on him. And the
tea-party sat down tfo tea again,
leaving Herbert Vernon-Smith to
limp away, in & worse temper than
ever,

il e —

A SPOT OF VENTRILOQUISM !

ILLY BUNTER grinned cheer-
fully as he aunnexed.the last
] of jam on tho tea-table in

St-llﬂj" No. 7.

He was done with the Bounder—
for the present, at least. And it had
been a great spread.

Potor Todd had had a tip of a
whole pound note from a kind rela-
tion, and he had epent it mobly in
hospitality, There had been no
change out of that pound nete—and

your putrid ventriloguism?

Bunter wad seeing to it that thete
was going to be no change éut of the

tuck provided,

Billy Bunter was _jammy, sticky,
and happy.

“I eay, you fellows, don’t go yet!”
said the fat Owl, as ‘there was a
general movement. “I'm going to
give you some of my ventriloquism.*

“Oh 1" aaid the five visitors.

They were polite; but there was,
perhaps, a lack of enthusiasm, 8till,
it was Bunter’s study, as well as
Toddy's; and it was up to polite
visitora to ‘fo through any entertain-
ment provided on their behalf,

Bunter, it was true, was a wonder-
ful' ventriloguist. If he coumld do
nothing else, he could do that.

But, wonderful as it was, his
ventriloquism was rather at a dis-
g:l&nt in hi]g Fgrn;l Moat Eelm ]i;ag

enough of it! 'Many I a
too much,

Had Bunter made that
offer elsewhere, the
ably have been “Rats!” or “Pack it
up!” But in Bunter’s own study,
gomething was due to politeness,

“Oh! Go nhead, old fat bedan!*

said Bob,
murmured Harry

“ Delighted ™
Wharton, _

“The delightfulness will be
terrific, my esteemed and idiotic
Bunter ! declared Hurree Jamaet
Ram Singh.

“Cut it short 1" said Peter Todd.

Peter, in his own study, was not
under the same necessity of exercis-
ing & lot of politeness.

“Qh really, Toddy—"

“ As Queleh puts it, -be brief I said
Toddy.

“Look here!™ roared Bunter,

“Carry om, old fat man!" said Bob
Cherry amicably, “Make a voice
come down the chimney! Or make
Quelch’s bark come in at the door!*

“Ch ! -How dare you make such
an allusion to your Form-master's
voice !” came a sharp, angry smap
from the door,

“Oh' gum " gasped Bop, in alarm.

It was the voice of Mr. Quelch, the
master of the Greyfriars Remove.

Bob Cherry spun round like a peg-
top, expecting to see the door open
and Quelch plaring in.

But the door was etill shut!
Nobody waa glaring in!

En}:- blinked at the door, almost

“He, he, he!” came from Bunter.

“Oh!* gasped Bob, “You fat,
frowsy, frabjous foozler, was that

. You
made me jump nearly out of my ekin,
on pie-faced, pﬂt:gapnrpnisal" Then

b remembered that he was a t
in the study, “Oh! I—I—=I—le=
I mean, jolly elever, Bunter!*

“You ean boot him, if you like!*
said Peter Todd generously.

“Um! It'sall right— _

“Well, as vou're a jolly old visitor,
I'l1l boot him for you, if You likp—*"

“Oh really, Toddy 4

ENEToTs
reply would prob-

“Thanks for the entertainment,
Buuter!™ said Harry Wharton,
;Samﬁ for the feed, Toddy! Now,

“I say, you fellows, dofi’t go!” ex-
claimed Bunter, “I haven’t finished
vet. That beast Smithy may be



hanging about the _passage, waiting
till you're gone———

[ 1] hat?ll

“I—J mean, I'm not thinking of
keeping you here till that beast
Smithy has cleared off! - I—I want
to—to amuse you ! explained Bunter.
“"Dash it all, you don’t often get a
jolty clever ventriloguist giving you a
show for mothing. I'll give you an
imitation of Bull’a voice——"

“You needn’t trouble!™ grunted
Jolinny Bull,

“It's no tronble to me, Bull! I
:an imitate any woice that has any-

tliin qi;f;r or funny about it—"
f L
“It'a mot e0 easy to imitate

Nugent’s, for instance,” explained
Bunter, * Being s0 commonplace,
there’s nothing in it for a ventri-
laql_uiﬂt to take hold of, see?”

*Thanks !” said Nugent dryly.

“0Or Wharton’s,” said the fat Owl.
“Only when he's on the high horse,
then he gets a bark like his uncle,
old Colomel Wharton, and I ean
imitate that a treat! Bhall I give
on &8 aamyln of Wharton doing the

igh horac?”

he captain of the Remove gazed

at Billy Bunter, while. the other
fellows grinned, However, he eounld
not kick Bunfer in his own study,

“But Bull's comes ensier,” went on
Bunter., “It's ljti.ai:- pie to a ventri-
loquist—a growl like a bad-tempered
bear, you know."”

“Chuck it, Bunter, you ass!” said
Bob, langhing.

“You shut up and let Bunter earry
on !* came Johinny Bull's deep voice.
“Don't butt in, you silly fathead !*

Bob Cherry stared round - at
Johnny.
‘But Johnny did not look at him!

Johnny strode at Billy Bunter and
grabbed him by the back of the neck.
~ "Oh!” gasped Bob. “'Was—was
that Bunter? I thought—"

“Yarcool I roared Bunter. " Leggo
my neck, Bull, you beast!”

Shake! Shakel BShakel!

“Yow-ow-0w! Legpo!” roared
Bunter. “Is that how you thank a
chap for entertaining you, Bull, you
beast? Didn't I . your grunting
growl all right? Ow! Leggo!”
~ Shake, ahake!

“Wow! Beast!”

Slhake, shake !

“ Yurrrooogh !

Bump !

Johnny sat the fat Owl down om
the floor and stalked out of the study.
He seemed to have had enongh of

Billy Bunter's- wonderfnl ventri-
loquism. 5
“Beast!” roared Bunter. “I1 say,

vou fellowsg—s"

But the Co. did not stay for more!
Théy, like Johnny, seemed to be antis-
fied with what they bhod had in the
way -of ventrilogninl entertninment.
They walked out after Jolnny.

Billy Bunter tottered to lhus feet,
gn.q]lning for breath.

“I say, Teddy, don’t you go!” he
easped, “I—I dom’t want to go down
vet, and—and I want your company,
old chap !”

“I ean't atay hore for ever, in ense
Smithy comes in!” .grinned Peter.
“You elionld leave lus toffee alone,
eld fat bean !
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“Oh renlly, Toddy! I say, don't
walk away while a fellow’s talking
to you!” howled Bunter.

Peter walked away, regardless,

Tom Dutton was left in the study
with Bunter. Fortnuately — from
Bunter's paint of view—Dutton had
lines to do for Quelch! He cleared a
corner of the table, and sat down to
i1nes, ;

The fat Owl blinked out of the
doorway into the passage. If the
const was clcar, Bunter was going
down. .

But the coast was not clear.
Herbert Vernon-Smith wns standing
at the door of Study No. 4, apeaking
to Tom Redwing in the study,

Billy Bunter backed rapidly into
No. 7 again, and shut the door,

“Beast !” Le grusted,

Now that  the tea- had
departed, he had mo doubt that the
Bounder wonld come back.- Bi]li;r
Bunter really wished that he hadn’t
found that toffee in Stndy No. 4. He
would have handed it back, had it
been ible. . But that was. mnot
E:\Baib ¢! Bmithy’s toffee was within

nnter’s fot circumference!

“1 say, Dutton!” Biilﬂ- Bunter
squenked into the ear of his study-
mate, seribbling lines at the corner
of the study table,

“EhL?*
*Smithy's coming to this study.”
“8o did I!” said Tom, staring at

Lim, “We all got muddy, as well as

Smithy! TYou can’t play footer in
this  weather withon getting
mnddy !*

“Oh, yon deaf dummy!” hissed
Bunter,

“Nothing rummy in it that I can
seel If you weren't too jolly lazy
to glaj: tooter, 'd pet muddy,
too,” said the deaf Removite, *“Don’t
jaw—I've got to do my lines for
Queleh now.”

“Blow Quelch!” hissed Bunter.
“Bother Qmelch I

“E.IlP"

“Never mind Quelch !

& ¥ou mean Hm-i;
Dutton,. “He's Welsh !
abont it?”

“Smithy ! howled Bunter.

“Bmithy isn’t Welsl,” said Dutton,
“What rot you talk, Bunter! I know
Smithy got muddy, without youn tell
ing me, a2 I was there—lut he isn't

elsh. And, even if he was, what
about it?"

Billy Bunter glored at him through
his big spectacles, A fellow had to

ut on stenm to talk to Tom Dutton.

water id not want the Bounder in
the passage to liear him, however! So
there was a diffienlty in the way.

“Look hero!” he snorted.

He prabbed Tom Dutton’s pen and
serawled on a slieet of {mp-er.

Tom Dutton staved at the scrawl.

“Bmithy says he's knmming to this
stnddy to oot you.” g

“Does he, by pnm!” exelaimed
Tom Dntton, with a war-like look.
"lli,.e-!: him joliy well try it on, that's
all I” ,

Tom Dutton was deaf. But in
ofher respeets he was all there, He
was strong, -he was sturdy, and he
feared no man. 1f Smithy had de-
clared Lis intention of booting Lim,

n?™ aaked
But what

Tom was ready for Smithy to get on
ﬂilf: liit—huaure than hmdir!
e n handle him, old
chap !” saiqpﬂﬂttr-.
“There'll be a scrap all right, if

Smithy hizs nose in here
again ¥ said - Dutton. “I'll show
him I

im Then he ‘%m*e Bunter a sns-
icious look, don’t see why
mithy should come here and row

l“:g-t—l-l; ISEI If yon're pulling my
“He's comin now "
Bunter. g e
{{Eh ?ﬂ

“I can hear him—-"

“Fear him? Not likely! Think
I'm afraid of Smithy, you fat ass?
But you tell such whoppers! I don't
believe he's coming lere at all. I°1
believe it when Le butts in, see?”
grunted Dutton. '

The study door flew open with a
bang, and Herbert Vernon-Smith
tramped into the etudy.

_ That was proof—to Dutton.

311::139:1 towards the Bounder.
“Outside ! Le rapped.
Vernon-Smith stared at Lim.
"'I'n:;:l maﬁiItwmﬁt{ Bunter I he

snapped. ““What's bitin ou, n

fo ei.?d B e o
“Fighting me won’t be so jolly

easy I” snorted Dnutton. “But if

that’s what want, come on I
“You deaf duffer——2

“Ont von fn 1" said Dutton. Amnd
he grabbed at Vernou-Smith, gmnﬁd
him, and they staggered into the
passage together, struggling.

There was a bump as iiey went
over and rolled on the passaze floor.

Billy Buuter gave them a blink
through his big spectacles, and rolled
ont of the study. He did the Re-
move passage to the stairs at record
speed, and wvanished down the stair-
case—leavin Smithy and Tom
Dutton still collecting dust on the
passage floos.

He

AFTER BUNTER!

‘WI‘-A"GA TE of the
frowned.
The

Greyirvairs eaptain
was in the quad; thinking, probablx,
about ruuch mare important things
than Remove juniors. A howl of
langhter wade lim glance round--
and frown.

A dezen juniors were staring at a
fat figure that had seuddenly got into

Sixth

guick motion.. A dozen  voices
shonted to BEilly Bunter, awmid
lnnghter.

i kE out, Bunler!™

*“Here's Smithy .

“He's after yon. Bunter !*

“ Hook it, Bunter !

“Ha, ha, ha ™

The juniors were all lm’ag]::inf——hul:
the Grevirinrs eaptain frowned.

Billy Bunter shot away—like =a
startled fat rabbit. From the diree-
tion of the House, Herbert Vernon-
Smith appenred in sight—and he
started in Bunter's dirvection at a
Thn.

Bunter, uhriuus];i', was in a searcd
stnte. He was fleeing from the wrath
to come. It looked to Wingate like
a case of bullying—he was very well
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acquainted with Smithy's temper,
and e was aware that Smithy was
epecially disgruntled that ﬂa‘g. over

whopping from Quclch. Wingate
decided %o  look into this—and he
nteglped into Bunter’s way, snd held
up his hand as a signal to the fat Owl
to stop.

It was rather unfortunate, for the
fat Owl did mot even see him before
ha erashed.

He hurtled right into Wingate,
and the bip Sixth Form man

stagzered.
‘igg}f 1 he gasped.
“Ow |” apluttered Bunter.

rout of the way, Coker, you beast
The Greyfriars captain grabbed
him by a fat shoulder.
“Yon young a=s!”- he gasped.
“ What do you mean by barging into
me? What sdre you bolting about
like a mad elephant forP”

“Leggo I yelled Bunter.

“I tgﬁo FO s’ _

“Smithy’s after me!” Thowled
Bunter, “'Will you legg.—é: g

In sheer desperation Billy Bunter
wrenched his fat shoulder away from
the prefect’s p, and eareered on.

“Stop 1 roared Wingate.

Bunter flew. _

The Greyfriars captain gasped for
breath. Bunter's charge had rather
winded him. He stepped into the
way again, as Vernon-Smith came
cutting by—and held up his hand.

“Stop !” he snapped.

Vernon-Smith stopped. He was
tempted to crash into Wingate, as
Bunter bhad done. Only s couple of
liours apo Wingate had reported him
to his Form-master for emoking, and
the Bounder was still feeling severe
twinges of the six Quelch had given
him. But he stopped.

“Well,” he snapped, “what do you
want, Wingate? Think I've got any
more smokes about me

“7 ghouldn't wonder,” answered the
Greyirairs captain. “You're a dingy
little swecp, Vernon-Smith! But
vever mind that now., What are you
chasing Bunter for?”

“1 want to speak to him.”

“Ia that all?”

“That's all.”

“Poes 3 Remove kid generally
chase off, as if a mad bull were after
him, when yom want to speak to
him?” asked Wingate.

“1 suppose the fat fool thinks I'm
after him to whop him ! enorted the
Bounder. “I suppose he knows he's
done something to deserve it.”

“The Head hasn't been nplpainting
prefects from the Remave, has he?”
asked Wingate, with gentle sarcasm.
“If you whop Buuter, Vernon-Smitl,
wlhether he deserves it or mnot, I'll
whop you—hard !”

Vernon-Smith’s eyes rcleamed ab
him. The Bounder did not find it
casy to toe the line at nng time. He
wag, like mozt high-handed fellows,
a rebel by nature. And just ot pre-
sent his feelings towards the captain
of QGreyiriara were bitter and re-
gsontful.

But he checked the angry words on
his tomgme. He had had six from
Juelch’s cane, and he did not want
six more to follow from Wingate's
aghplant, Instead of answerine, he
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made & movement to walk round

Wingate and on.

" Stop !” eaid Wingate very quietly.
“If you walk away before I'm
through with you, Vernon-Smith, I'll

ive you a lesson you'll remember till

¢ end of the term.”

“What do youw wantF"” breathed the
Bounder, between his teeth.

“I1 want to know what you're chas-
ing Bunter about the place for, and
{‘gn'm going to tell me!” answered

ingate. “Now them, sharp!”

“I've told you. I want to speak to

bim.”
“As Bunter seems so particularly

anxious not to hear what you have to

say, you'd better tell me what it is 1"
B iﬂgﬁtﬂ-
“I don’t mind telling you. I'm
ing to ask him to my study because
'vo got some toffee there”
LL] at?"
“QGetting deaf, or don’t I speak
plain?” as Vernon-8mith, with a

sneer. “That's what I want to speak

" to Bumter about, if you're keen to

know.”

George Wingate looked at him long
and hard. He did not, of course, be-
lieve & ﬂilffl& word of that statement.
The Bounder was well known to be re-
gardless of veracity in dealing with
masters and ﬁ::fﬂtﬂ, and thia seemed
to Wingate about the most impudent
untruth he had ever heard, even from
Herbert Vernon-Smith,

If any fellow had toffec to dispose
of it was not necessary to chase Bill
Bunter to tell him so. Far from
that. It was not diffienlt to get
Bunter into the presence of tofiee. It
was difficult to keep him away from
it. It was only to l{rmthe
the word toffee to Bunter to draw
him like a magnet.

“Well, my hat!” said Wingate.
“You don't sup that I'm going
to believe that, do you, Vernon-
Smith

“Yow can please yourself ¥ snarled
the Bounder.

“Thanks—I will [” said the Grey-
friars ca “Now listen to me.
You're not going to chase Bunter any
more—even to invite him to your
ﬂtud;ir for toffee, you young rascal!
You're going into the House now,
and staying there till call-over. Go
to your and write out fifty
lines from Virgil, and let me have
them at call-over. That will
you out of mischief, and perhaps save
you from another whopping.”

“I tell you—-"

“You've told me enouch,? -inter-
T Wingate. “You told me this
afternoon that yom had no emokes
about you, and I turned a whole
packet out of your pocket. Next time
you want to invite a Remaove kid to
your study for toffee, you'd better do
it & bit more tactfully. Chasing a
fellow round the anhoa{- and scaring
Lim out-of his wits isn't the way in-
vitations are issued in the best
circles.”

“I tell you I was only going to ask
.I].im"_" ¥

“That will do! If you're not in-
side the House in obe minute, I'll
help you on yeur way with this ash !
Cut off I

Herbert Vernon-Smith  breathed

“in & rotten temper.

fury.. But he walked off to the
House, and was inside wunder the
minute.

Wingate resnmed his walk, with
his ashplant under his arm.

Billy Bunter, from a distanece,
watched the Bounder disappeax into
the House through his big spectatles,
in. t relief.

-He had escaped once more.

But the fat Owl was beginnin%iﬂ
find this rather wearing. He had
had quite a lot of luck so far, but,
obviously, he could not dodge Smithy
for ever. There would not always be
a tea-party at hand to -deal with
Smithy—he could not. ex to pull
Tom Dutton’a leg again in the same
way—aneither was it likely that Win-
gate of the Bixth would be on tha
spot when the Bounder got after him
again, From the bottom of his fat
heart, the Owl of the Remove wished
that he had looked for tuck in some
other study that afternoon, and left
the Bounder’s alone.

e

MERELY A MISUNDERSTANDING.

6 UNTER.!"
[ £ ﬂh Ij.l
“Look here—e"
“Eeep off, you beast!” roared
Bunter.
He was fairly cornered at last.
After ocalling-over; Bunter bhad
dod away quickly. He had seen

¥ the Bounder inte the Bag. As
Smithy was Ewnat.nira. Bunter had

decided on upstairs; so he rolled up
to the Bemove studies.

Staira made Bunter tired. In the
Remove passage he paused for breath.
He was still tpumﬁng- in wind when
there was a footstep on the Remove
landing, and Vernon-Smith came into
the passage.

Bunter backed up the passage in

reat alarm, It was not yet time for
the fellows to come up to prep. There
was no help at hand. Bunter’s eyes
gul taﬁd through his spectacles af

“Tu:{'; fat ass!™
Smith.

“You keep away, you beast|”
howled Bunter. “I never weat te
your study at all! I kaven’t been in
your study !”

“Who said you had, you fat fool 7

HEhEH‘

“You blithering bloater, what's
the matter with you?” snapped
Smithy. *“What are you dodging all
oyer {e ghap for?”

“Oh " gasped Bunter.

He blinked at Vernon-Smith in

sheer amazement.
Smithy was scuwﬁn%. He waa otil]
ut he made no

roared Vernon-

hoatile movement.

Bunter wondered, rather dizzily,
whether Smithy knew that the toffee
:flm' missing from Study No. 4 after
. Btill, if he didn't, why had he been
hunting Bunter all over the school?
It co 't be because he liked hia
company. Nobody had ever been
known to hunt for Bunter because he
was a nice chap to kmow |

“I—I—I say, ain’t you after me #
gasped the mystified fat Owl.
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fley

at the sight of Billy

standing at his study table gobbling cake.

“*No, you fathead! No, you
chump ! 0, you idiot! No, you
abbling gander!” snapped the
ounder.

“Then why did you butt into my
study at tea-time, and make a fellow
dodge under the table?” demanded
Bunter indignantly.

“You idiot! I wanted fo speak to
you !

“Oh ecrikey!” pasped Bunter.

- Why the Bc-unger wanted to speak
to him, or wanted him at all, unless
it was to boot him for grub-raiding,
Bunter counld mot begin to guess.

But he puessed now that there had .

been a misapprehension.

When Smithy had come to his
study at tea-time, in a raging
temper, it had not been om account
of missing toffee. That whoppin
from Quelch, no donbt, had been the
canse of the Bounder’s tantrums; he
did not, evidently, knmow yet that

Bunter had snaffled his tofice!
Bunter had taken that for granted—
as it was said of old: the guilty

flce when no man pursueth |

“0Oh ecissors!” said the fat Owl.
“I—I thonght—="

“Yon fat fool I¥

““Oh, really, Bmithy! What was a
fellow to think when you were yelling
out for a fellow ?” demanded Bunter.
“Seowling like a demon, and yelling
like o Hed Indian!™ .

“You burbling owl!”

Billy Bunter grinned.

Now that he realised how the
matter stood, he thought it funny.

Smithy had not becen after him.

g WATY.

He did not know about the toffee.
He had been chucked out of Study
No. 7; he had had a scrap with Tom
Dutton; he had been jawed by Win-
ate of the Sizth—and all the while
e had only wanted to speak to
Bunter! The mistake was due
equally to the Bounder's scowling
bad temper and Billy Bunter's
guilty conscience.

It was explained mow, but it was
still a mystery what Smithy wanted.
If he wanted Bunter's fascinating
society, it was the first time he had
ever done so.

“Come inte my study!” grunted
the Bounder. “I want to speak to
you, you gilly, fat-headed freak !”

“You can epeak here, Smithy 1"

Bunter was reassured: but he was
He was not going to be
cornered in a study.

“Fool! I've got some toflce—"

*Toffee I repeated Bunter.

“A tin of toffees!” enapped Smithy,
“You'd like to guzezle tofice, I sup-
pose—or have you changed all of a
sudden ?*

Ll ,Dh !"‘ L1 Dll-
cerikey! He, Le, he!”

“What are you cackling at?”
enarled Smithy. It was clear that
he wanted something, or he would
not have been wasting time and
trouble on the egregious fat Owl.
But he was in an angry and
dangemua tempez. :

“0Oh, nothing !”

gasped  Bunter,

gasped DBunter.

- Were—were -you looking for me to

ask me to have some toflce F
“Yoes, idiot [™

Bunter blinked at him..
all about that tin of toffecs in
Smithy's study—more than Smithy
did, as a matter of fact. Smithy
supposed that there were still toffces
in it! Bunter knew that those
toffees had long sinee changed their
residence !

That was what Bmithy wanted!
He was asking Bunter to his study
for toffee—which Bunter had already
parked, hours ago, within his fat cir-
cumference.

“Well, are you coming ?” demanded
Smithy.

“Oh! Yes! No! I-I don't care
for toffce, thanks (" auswered Bunter,

“Wha-at*”

“I'm not one of those fellows who
arc always eating, like some fellows I
could name ! gaid Bunter. "I don’t
want any toffee. The fact is, I—I
want to speak to Mauly., I'm going
down," '

Yernon-Smith glared at him.

Toffee was an absolutely reliable
bait to draw Bunter—as a rule. Now
he was turning up his little fat nose
at toffce !

It was quite surprising! But the
fact was that Bunter preferred to be
off the scene when Smithy looked
into that tofee-tin.

Smithy did not know yct that the
toffees were gone! He would know
as soon as he opencd the tin! Thew,
it was probable, the band would
begin to play! He would know then
why Bunter had been dodging him!
He would Lnow who had had the

Tuc Muicxzt Ligrany.—No. 1,653
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toffee. Bunter did not want to be on
the spot when Smithy found that out,
And—much as Bunter liked toffee—he
saw no attraction in an invitation to
share the contents of an empty tin!

“You fat chump, what are you get-
ting at?” demanded the angry
Bounder. *“You'd have pinched that
toffce alveady if yow'd known it was
there 1™

“0Oh, really, Smithy——"

“Come into my study, anyhow—
I've got somcthing to say.”

“I've got to go down and see Fishy
—I'm going to eell Fishy my pen-
knife—"

“MNever mind that now—""

“I—I mean I've got to see Quaoleh.”

“Come into my study, you burbling
bleater 1*

“Look here, I jolly well don't want
g:mr toffee, Vernon-Smith ! retorted

unter. "‘I'm jolly well going down!
Keep your tofiee for somebody who
wants it | If you think I want your
toffee, I can jolly well say plainly—
Lepoo, you beast !

The Bounder made a rapg& stride
at ]iuntiar, and grasped him by his fat
neck.

With hiz left hand he threw open
the door of Study No. 4. With his
right, he tumbled the fat Owl head-
long into that apartment.

“Owl! Yow! OQooh!” spluttered
Bunter, as he rolled on Herbert
Vernon-Smith’'s  expensive study
mgpet. “Oh! Beast!”

mithy followed him in and shut
the door. He stood with hia back to
the door, glaring angrily at the fat

Owl, ;
you flabhy fool!” le

“Now,
spnapped.

llpuntar' sat up, gasping.

“Ow! Beast! Lemme out of this
study |* yelled Bunter. “I'll go to
Wingate] I'll go to Queleh! I'll
go to the Head !’

“Shut up, idiot! SBquat in that
armehair! I've got something to an
to you!” gnarled Vernon-Smith., *If

ive another ml’umk, I'll boot
you round the study.

“Beast ! gasped Bunter.

He totiered to the armehbair. With
the Bounder between bim and the
door, there was no escape for Bunter.
He eyed Bmithy ve uncasily
through his big spectacles.

“You can guzele while I apeak to
you, you fat cﬁ}ig *  added the
Bounder, e picked up a toffee-tin
from the table and began to remove
ibe lid.

“I—I—I don’t want any tofice
casped Bunicr,  “Don't trouble to
aopen that tin, Smithy! I—I really
d-d-d-don’t want any toffee—"

Smithy dropped the lid on the
table. Then he slared, Tather
Llankly, into an emply {in!

“0Oh!” he ejaculated,

“I—I say, I—I mnever had it!”
gagped Bunter. “I—I haven't been
in thiz study, Smithy, and—and I
never saw that toffee-tin on the table,
cither. I—I—I never noticed that it
was a toffee-tin at all. I never looked
into it, old chap, and—and it was
empty, too! I expeet Redwivg bad
thoge toffecs 1

“3o that's why you were dodging
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me, you pernicions idict!” The
Bonnder understood at last.

*“Oh, no! I never had the toffee!™
yelled Bunter in alarm. “I tell yom
that tin was empty when I loo
into it—and I never looked in it at
all—I haven’t been in the study—"

Vernon-Smith gave him a look.
For some mysterious reason he wanted
Bunter, and had provided -toffee as a
lure! Bunter had gobbled that toffee
in advance! For a moment it was
plain that the Bounder was on the

verge of uﬂ:.h‘hin the fat Owl out of
the armehair and booting him round
the study, But he controlled hia

tamﬁr.
“All right!” he said. “You fat
chump, you needn’t have pinched
toffee—. ﬁ.ﬂt’ it for you, you blither-
ing idiot!
Oh !* gasped Bunter. Really, he

could not blame himself for not
having guessed that one! It was the
first time on record that Smithy had
done anything of the kind; and
Bunter could not begin to understand
why he had done it this time,

“I want you to do something for
me ghgmnh& Smithy.

1] [ E]

“And if you pull it off, I'll stand
3’-:11‘:! Il:ﬁ .!muo{o ee as you ean guzzle.”

“Now shut up, and listen |

And Billy Bunter, in great
astonishment, shut up, and listened !

SMITHY'S SCHEME,

ERBEET VERNON -SMITH
stood lmi.niugE| on the study
door, his bands in his pockets,

an temper in his face.
unter, from the armchair, blinked
at him.

He had not the faintest idea what
waz coming. There was nothing, that
he could imagine, that he could do
for Smith xcept devour his tuck,
which could har ![5' be what Smithy
wanled him to do )

“You're a Eil_]i;r fool, Bunter!”
began Smithy. *The biggest idiet in
the school—or out of it! Goodness
knows why your people sent you to
Greyfriars, instead of to a home for
idiots. But there's one thing you can
do—your rotten ventriloguism.

Bunter could only blink.

“That’s what I want,” added
Smithy,

“Oh erikey !” zaid Bunter. “IH—if
ou want me to give you some ventri-
oquial entertainment, Smithy, I

don’t mind *

Bunter did not mind at all. He
wus always glad of a chance to show
off what a jolly clover ventriloguist
he was ! But it really was amazing,
if that was what the Bounder wanted.

“Don't be a silly ass, if you can
help it1? snapped Smithy. Appar-
cotly that was not what the Bounder
wanted.

“Oh, really, Smithy——"

“How you do i, I down’t know,”
gaid Smithy. “You're such a silly
ass, that nobody would cxpect you to
be able to do anything. But you're
as at ventriloquism as Wibley
is at theatvical stunts. I suppose it's

a gift—you haven't brains enongk fo
learn anything,”

“Look here—"

“I've heard you pick up Quelch’s
bark,” went on the er. “You
cag do it—and that’s what I want.
It’a a jape on Quelch, see "

“Oh I Bunter,

He shook his head.

Japing Quelch was a dangerous
game! Aas an amusement it mi%ht
be compared to twisting the tail of a
tiger in the jungle! Billy Bunter
was willing, indeed eager, to show off
what a wonderful ventriloquist he
was |l But he was not willing to jape
Quelch ! Not Bunter |

" And Wingate——" added Vernon-

the Smith,

“0Oh crikey |

Bunter shook his fat head again,

He was to help the Bounder jape
his own Form-master and the captain
of the school! Never had any
pect appeared so ntterly unatiractive
to William George Bunter. Smithy
could hardly have selected two more

dnngmua subjecta.
a understood Smithy's reason, of

course. Wingate of the Sixth had
) him to Quelch, and Quelch
had whopped him! Smithy was on

the trail of vengeance! t Billy
Bunter had no desire to be mixed up
in the Bounder's feuds and vendettas.

“It's easy enough for you,” went
on Smithy, taking no notice of tho
alarm in Bunter's fat face. “I'va
been thinking it ont—"

“1—1 eay, Smithy, I—I've got to
see Mauly—" stammered Bunter.
“I—I re’?llg must see Mauly before

"giut up! The idea iz this—Win-
gate’s gomng to get a jaw from
Quelch I gald Yernon-Smith. *“He'a

oing to be told to mind hia own

usiness, and not to meddle with the
Remove.”

“Eh? Quelch won't tell him
that 1" gasped Bunter.

“I know he won't, idiot! Yon
will 1*

“Will I!” stuttered Bunter. “I'll

watch it 1" :

“Wingate will think it was Quelek
—gee P e've got to fix BOme wWa
for Quelch to speak to him withoun
Wingate seeing him, gece? He
wn‘nl}l?]’t h&liﬂ'g it was Quelch Blél'e“k*
ing if he saw a fat prampus gurgling.
Tgu'w of; to do it—-nndp mage;] believe
it was Quelch I

“RBut he—he wouldn’t!” groaned
Buunter. “The—the fact iz, Smithy
I—I can’t ventriloguise at all! i
couldn't imitate Quelch’s wvoice to
shave my wife—I mean, to save my
life ! say, if you’'ve finished, old
chap, T've got to go and speak to

ﬂg‘i
T baven't finished.”

“Oh lox' !

“To-morrew afterncon’s a lalfs
Loliday,” said Smithy. “0ld Quelch
in going om his usual jauut with
Prout. I kuow that! Queleh will be
out most of the afternoon. He will
be safe off the scene.”

“Oh' said Bunter, a litile
encouraged. :
If Quelch was going to be safe off

the seene, it sounded better,



“You nip info Queleh’s study and

leck the door—

“Do It” said Bunter.
to doubt it.

“Then you call to some fellow in
the quad to send Wingate to your
study—in Quelch’s voice, of course,
and—-" '

“But a fellow wouldn't think 1 was
Quelch, if he saw me at the window |7
argued Bunter. “I ain't anything
lika Quelch !*

“You burbling idiot—"

“0Oh, really, Smithy—"

*“You call from the window without
showing yourself! You can just let a
mortar-board be seen at the window !
I can wg&t a master's mortar-board
from Wibley's property box.”

“Qh I uapeg ‘Bunter.

Evidently t{he Bounder had been
thinking this ont.

“Some kid takes the message, and
Wingate comes to the study,” went
on Smithy, “As the door’s locked,
he can’t see Queleh, see p”

“But he would expect Quelch to
open the door, Smithy! Haven’t you
thonght of that?"” asked Bunter.

“You howling ass, of course I
have I” hooted the Bounder. “Quelch
—that is, you with Quelch’s voice—
tells him through -the door that the
lock has jammed, and mentions that
he has phoned for a man to come from
Courtfield and see to it—"

“Oh!” ejaculated Bunter.

“B0 he has to speak to Wingate
through the door ! went on Smithy.

*Beer™
But—"

He zeemed

“Oh! Yes!

“I'll tell you exactly what to say,”
went on the Bonnder, his eyes glitter-
ing, “We'll get all that fixed up all
right! We'll fix it so that Wingate
won't worry Quelch with any more
reports about Bemove fellows this
term, Seep”

“Oh! Yes! But—"

“There’s abiolutely no risk,” said
Smithy. *After Winﬁ;ate’u gone, you
gimply unlock the door and walk

out,”

“Yes! But—"

“And afterwards you can go to the
tuckshop and give an order to be put
down te my account.”

“Q0h " said Billy Buunter. He was
interested by that |

“Two or thres pounds, if yom
like———"

“Oh 1” gasped Bunter.

His little round eyes danced behind
his big round spectacles,

EVERY SATURDAY

Smithy was talking now!

Smithy’s eredit at the school shop
was unlimited! Bunter's was very
severely limited. Mrs, Mimble knew
Bunter too well to trust him with the

rice of a single, solitary jam tart.

ot for all the postal orders that
Bunter was expecting would Mrs.
Mimble have trusted him with an ice-
cream |

Ofter and often had the fat Owl
yearned to splash money about iu the
school Ehﬂ? like Smithy! This was
his chance !

“We'll fix up all the details in the
morning,” said the Bounder,

The expression on Billy Buanter's
face showed that he had landed Lis
fat fish !

“Are you on?"”

“Oh! Yes! I—=I don't mind the
risk !* said Bunter, “I—I mean, if
—if there isn't any, you know! I've
got ;luuk, I hope! Leave it to me,”

“You can do it!” gaid Vernon-
Smith,

“Can I?” grinned Bunter., “My
dear chap, I could ventriloguise your
head off ! Did you eay three poundsp”

“Yes, if you like!”

“1 shall settle, of course, when I
get a postal order I'm expecting,”
said Bunter. “I could only take it
ag a loan!™

“You fat idiet—"

“0h, really, Bmithy—"

“Bhut uF—the fellows are coming
up to prep ¥ said the Bounder hastily,
as there was a tramp of footsteps in
the Remove passage.

The door of Study No. 4 opened,
and Tom Redwing came in.

He glanced in surprise at Bunter
in the armchair,

Smithy made the fat Ow!l a sign to
get out. His chum Redwing Lnew
nothing of this precious scheme for
getting back on Wingate. It was
not the sort of scheme Bmithy wanted
fellows to know about.

Bunter heaved his podgy person out
of the armchair. He bestowed a wink
on Smithy as he rolled to the door.

“0.E., Smithy !"” he said breezily.
“Rely on me! I say, does Redwing
know "

“Shut up, you fat ass !”

“Qh, all right—I'm not dgning to
tell him anything !” grinned Bunter.
“I ean keep a thing dark, I hope!
Better not tell Redwing, I think.”

“ et out, you ass ¥

“What is that fat ass braying
about?” asked Redwing.

9

“Don't you be inquisitive'” said
Bunter. “I'm not going to tell you
anj'thlllg, Redwing. There isn’t any-
thing to tell, really! Smithy and I
haven’t heen talking about old
Quelch, have we, Smithy? We—we've
been having a chat about football!
Lntirely about football, and— O,
jnﬂ beast !

nnter wound up in the passaze ns
the Bounder, slal.:um{n lghe ?h.mr.
hu'ftledﬂh.":lm out akatm ¥ No. 4.

om Hedwing looked rather
at his chum. ther sharply

“What’s up, Smithy ?” he asked.

“Is anything up?? drawled the
El};ll!‘.lftlﬁh

“Itf you've got your back up with
Quelch o 3T £
_“Not at all I” said the Bounder., “I
like getting six! I forgot to thank
Queleh for it at the time, but I'm
just as grateful! And paturally I
appreve highly of Wingate reporting
me to the old bean! TIsn’t it his duty,
a8 a prefeet—and don't I make the
stern doing of duty the one aim of
my life?”

edwing grunted, and sat down to
prep.

e e—

BEUNTER KEEPS IT DARK!

i SAY, vou fellows I
“Hallo, hallo, halle!” ¢jacu-
lated Bob Cherry. “Come into
a fortune, Bunter ?”
It looked like it!
In break, in the morning, plenty of

fellows visited the school tuckshop,
if funds were available.

Bunter, if he had a spot of cash,
was certain to be found there. Now

he was there when the Fomous Five
looked in. And he scemed to be
bavinge the time of his life.

Ginger-pop and jam tarte were
before Bunter, and he was busy.
Smears of jam on his fat face showed
that some of the tarts bhad already
gone the way of all jam tarts. But
he bad a lot left—through which ho
was travelling as if they were oysters,

He gave the Famoue Five a hospit-
able blink through his big spectacles,

“I say, you fcllows, have some
tarts !” he squeaked. “I've got lots.”

“Don't tell us your postal order's
come ¥ exclaimed Bob.

“Break it gently ! said Nugent.

“(h, really, you fellowa! The fact
is, my postal order came this morn.
ing,” eaid Bunter. *“You {elluws
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always made out that it was never
coming | Well, it’s come, sce! That's
how I got ten bob this morning.”
" Harry Wharton & Co..looked curi-
ously at Billy Bunter. ]
‘They never, of course, expected
Bunter to tell the truth ! iI'he;f knew
him too well! But why he was telling
whoppers now they did not know.

He was in funds, that was clear!
But he had not had that celebrated
postal order which he was always ¢x-
pecting, and which was taking such
a very, very long time to make its
way to Greyfriars School. They had
looked for letters themselves that
morning, and had seen Bunter look
for letters—and so they were aware
that there had been none for Bunter.

“Poor old Mauly!” said Johnny
Bull. :

“0Oh, really, Bull—if you think I
borrowed ten bob off Mauly—"

“Then who was the happy vietim 7"
asked Johnny. _

“Yah! If wyou can’t be ecivil, I
jolly well shan't ask you to a
in my atudy this afternoon !” said the
“And I can tell you it's

fat Owl.

going to be a spread—not s measly
feed like fellows have in your
studies. shall ask a lot of chaps.

Why not, when I'm spending pounds
on it?*

“Pounds !"
Wharton.

“Yes—pounds ¥

“Whose pounds?” asked Johnny.

“Yah!"

“Is the poundfulness terrific, my
esteemed fat Bunter?” asked Hurree
Jamset BRam Bingh, with a dusky

rin.

Buunter gobbled jam tarts,

“You fellows can’t afford to spend

unds on a feed!” he said loftily.
“What are you goiug to have now—a
bun each? He, he, he! Well, if you
want a deccnt spread for once, drop
mto my study this afternoon at tea-
time! Toddy’s spread yesterday will
be nothing to it.”

“Rolling in it, what?" asked Bob.
“Gratters, old fat bean!
hear that that jolly old postal order
has come—if it hag.”

“Qh, it's come all right!” said
Dunter, through a barrage of jam
tart. “ Where do you think I pot
thiz ten bob {from, if it hadn't?
Smithy never lent it to me—1I haven't
spoken to him to-day.”

“Well, my hat!”
Whartou.

Billy Buuter had been secn not only
speaking to the Bounder, but in deep

ejaculated Harry

said Harry

and earnest confabulation with him, -

before class that morning,

There wag mno reason why Le
shouldn't speak to the Bounder, if
smithy wos preparcd to tolerate his
conversation. hy he was telling
barefaced tibs about it was a puzzle.
And as Bunter setated that Smithy
hadn't lent him ften bob, it looked as
if Smithy had! Which was rcally
agtonishing—for the Bounder was
about the last fellow in the Remove
to be tonched for loans by the im-

nicus fat Owl.

“Smithy seems to have got over his
tantrums,” remarked Bob., “He was
huntinﬂyﬂu like a Red Indion yester-
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day and we had to chuck him out of
your study!”
“That was all a mistakel” ex-
ained Bunter. “ Smithy never knew
"d had the toffed]! I thought he did,
but he didn’t] He was aimplz: look-
ing for me as a pal, and you fellows
needn’t have harged in.”
&7 Wh“‘t?ﬂ

“I'm not going to tell you anything
about it,” added Bunter M‘i‘::la!y.
“Bmithy wants it kept dark. I'm
not going to say a word! I mean
there isn’t anything on, you know—
nothing at alil”

“ Bunter’s the man to keep secrets,”
remarked Bob. “Deep, and artful,
and wary, and all that! Xeeps ‘em
fearfully dark.”

“Ha, ha, hal!”

“Well, I fancy I'm t]i‘.\ret‘t-j' wide |
said Bunter complacently.

“You are,” agreed Bob, “and you'll
be wider still when you've parked all
those jam tarts.”

“The widefulness will be terrific.”

“What the thump has E:ﬁial;i
tipped Bunter ten bob for?” as
.Iﬁg;um Bull, staring at the fat Owl.
“Smithy ain’t soft, like old Mauly.”

“This ten bob never came from
Smithy I" answered Bunter., " Smithy

inlly not to mention it
to any fellow in the Form, and I'm
jolly well not going to! I can keep
a secret, I huq'e."

“0Oh crikey!”

“MNothing of the kind was men-
tioned when I was speaking to Smithy
this morning! eaides, I wasn't

speaking to him, as I've told I
never asked him for ten bob on
account——"

“On account? r&geat&d Bob,

“Why should I?” asked Bunter.
“If I stand a feed in my study this
afternoon, the m won't come
from Smithy! I shall Eimgly ive
my orders here, and the stuff will be
sent to my study! That's all!®

“I can eee Mrs. Mimhle sending
b son whil 41" grunted
“We ou will see i
Bunter, ’ ‘FI can give orders here u
to two pound ten, and get the stufi,
too! Not ow Smithy's account, you
know—entirely on my own!*” added
Bunter cautiously. “Smithy isn’t
ing to tell Mra, Mimble to put it
own to him! I'm not geoing to do
anything for BSmithy—and as for
laying tricks on Quelch, I've never
even thought of such a thing. Any-
Low, Quelch is ﬁ'ﬁf out this after-
noon, so it will 1 right.”
“You're playing tricks on Quelch !
ejaculated Harry Wharton,

“No—aund not on Wingate, either!”

answered Bunter,
- “0Oh, my hat!®

“Smithy’s pretty sick with both of
them since his whopping,” said Bob.
“But he can't have fixed anything
up with Bunter! BSo what is fat
chiump talking about?”

“He, he, he!” chuckled Bunter.
“I'm not telling you nn:,rtl:ing; Be-
gides, there isn't anything to tell, as
I've said.”

Skinner and Snoop came into the
tuckshop.

Billy Bunter waved a grubby,
sticky, but hmi:-itahln hand, and they
jeined him with the jam tarts,

‘Bunter, bli’nHﬁE at him.
‘word, old chap!

Harry Wharton & Co. went to the
counter for their own spot of refresh-
ment, considerably puzzled.

_ They could see plainly enongh that
gomething was on, and they were
rather concerned for Bunter,

Smithy was the man to make nse
of anybody in furthering any reck-

less scheme that came info his wilful
mind, But more lons fellowa
than Smithy did not the idea of

the fat, obtuse Owl being landed in
some awful row.

Billy Bunter was &till gobblin
when the bell rang for 'I:‘hirg school.
It was a rather sticky Owl that
rolled away to the Form-room,

At the Form-room door he gave
Vernon-Smith a cheery nod, and
whispered—in a whisper that was
heard by half the Remove:

“It'a all I‘l‘.%ht', Smithy; I haven’s
told nntyhﬂdyi _ _

“8hut up, you fat chump !” hissed
the Bounder., !

“1 say, I haven’t, really!” said
“Not a

A dozen fellows looked at Bunte
and the Bounder. & :

“Hallo, what's on nowr” asked
Peter Todd. '

“Nothing | answered Billy Bunter

romptly. “Nothing at all, Toddy!l

e haven't got anything ial on
for this afternoon, have we, Smithy 7"

Smithy gave him a black scowl by
way of answer.

“You fat ass !" said Peter. “What
the dickens are you up to?”

“Nothing, old chapl There’s
nothing on, and it’s got nothing to
do with Quelch, or with Wingate,
either ¥

“0Oh erikey I” said Peter.

Mr, Quelch appeared in the offing,
and no more was gaid. But by that
time half the Remove knew that
something was on. It was Enmhahle
that the other half would know by,
dinner-time,

Billy Bunter had no doubt that he
was a fearfully astute fellow at keep-
ing a BEGI'-E‘IIH--{Ht his way of doing it
was all his own!

NO ROOM FOR BUNTER !

« Y SAY, Har;z;, old fellow——"
Harry Wharton laughed.
“Twopence do?” he asked,

“Eh? Wharrer yon meanp”
“1 mean that’s all I've left 1%

“You eilly ass!” hooted Bunfer.
“Think I want to borrow any money
of you?”

L1 TEB !J.l

h“BFusItI I mean, }uuk hgmi;. h-:;lﬂ
chap! gay, you're playing foo
t-llihp slufi.:«':rng-:-:i'rlr withp ‘Eﬁo urth 1™

said Bunter, blinking very seriousl
at-the captain of the %Zemove throug
his big spectacles. “IDo you waut a
really good mon pe

“I've got cleven.™ )

“Well, there's a lot of duds in the
Remove cleven '™ gaid Bunter, “I'm
not satisfied with tho cleven, if yom
are, Wharton I

“Listen to tho man who knows
about Scccer!” grinned Bob Cherry.

And there was a chortle in the
clhanring-room,
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“ Leave it to me, Smithy!*’ said Bunter ferociously.

~_ Fellows were gathering there, after
dinner, though it was not the time
for chaneing. Billy Bunter rolled
in, and there was some surprise, as
well as  entertainment, when he
started on the subject of foothall.
That subject did not, as a rule,
interest Bunter deeply.

His exploits in the football line
were confined to barging about like a
frantic porpoise on occasions when
practice was compulsory. At other
times, Bunter did not waste his
powerful intellect on Soceer.

Now, it scemed, Bunter lhad views
on the subjeet of Boccer and the
Remove eleven. The footballers were
quite willing to give him a hear-
ing. They had time to laugh hefore
changing.

“Well, I fancy I know somethin
about the game,” said the fat Owl.
“Temple's Fourth Form lot are rather
patchy—atill, you want to beat them
—and I hear that Smithy's standing
out. What about putting a better
man in his place?”

“We haven't a betier man, fat-
head—hut Reddy's pretty good !?
said Harry Wharton. “Redwing's
in—if that satisfies you?” he added,
with gentle sarcasm.

* It cdocsn’t,” declared Bunter.

“Then we shall have to carry on
somehow under your liis.npl}mvnl, ald
fat- man,” said the captain of the
Hemove, shaking his head. *'Think
we ean survive it, you fellows?”
“Hn, ha, ha ™
“Well, look here, you want to beat

the Fourth!"” wurged Buuter. “To
tell the truth, Wharton-—"
*Eh
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“To tell the truth—" repeated
Bunter.

HEE]F!H

“Ha, ha, -

“Gather round for this!” eaid
Johmny Bull, ¥ Bunter's going to
tell the truth. He's out to break
remxtlﬂ_!,“

“Ha;"ha, ha ! :

“To tell the truth, I'd like to play
this afternoom myself—" hooted
Bunter,

“You would !"” ejaculated the cap-
tain of the Remove.

%uspnd Bob Cherry.
a

41¥
-

“Yes,” declared Bunter, *1I
would !*

“What a pity you never learned
to g}uy Soccer, then !”

“Ha, ha, ha!*

“(Oh, don't be an ass!” anid Bunter,
“I fancy I could ?]ﬂj’ the Leads off
most fellows here! Put me in as
centre-forward, Wharton,
what happens!”

“0Oh crikey ™

“The rules of the game wounldu't
allow that, Bunter,” snid Bob Cherrr,
ahakiug his head.

“Eh? Why not:”

“The wingers have to be in the
field of dp]a:f," explained Bob. “In-
side and outside right, and inside
and outside left, would mnot bhe
allowed to play iu touch. It's
aganinst the rules!”

“You silly ass, wharrer you mean ?”

“1 mean, with vou in the centre,

and see

there wonldn't be room for the
wingers i the ficld. They'd be
pushed ont into touch. It comldn't

be doue,-vou -see !
“Ha, ha, Lal®

2 LT e
changing-reom.

yelled all  the

““I'll make Wingate cringe !
the beast all I know ! ** "** That’s the stuff to give ’em ! ** sald the Bounder.

I’ll insult

“Yon — you —you idiot !

zasped Bunter,

It was true that Bunter was fat.
But really and truly, he did not
fill a football field from side to side
—that was an exaggeration! Really
and truly, there would have been
room for the wingers on either side
of Bunter at centre-forward.

“Will you talk sense?” howled
Bunter,

“What's the good?” asked Bob.
“You wouldn’t understand it!"

“If Wharton's too jealous of a
better man to stand down for once,”
said Bunter crushingly, “I'd be
willing to kcep gonl! What about
me in goal 7

“By gum, that’s an idea!" said
Bob. “If Bunter could ¢ram into
goal, with a bit of a push, nothing
would ever pass him, ere wonldn't
be room !

“Ha, ha, ha!®

“Will you put me in goal or not,
Wharton ?” howled Bunter,

“Haven't pgot a shoe-lorno ’biE
enongh to get you in  with!
answered the captain of the Ilemove,
with a shake of the head.

“You blithering idiot!” gasped
Bunter, while the footballers yelled.
“Look bere, I'l play half if yom
like. You ecan leave Cherry out—
he's no good I

“Thanks I” chuckled Bob.

“Well, what do vou do on a foot-
ball field?” asked Bunter. “Just
barge about like a hippopotamus !
T'll play in Cherry's place, if yom

silly

like, Wharton—or Brown's? Browny's

Tae Magser LBrary. —No. 1,653.
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uot much ! You don't mind my
pointing it out, Browny?"

Tom Brown of ew Zealand
chuckled. He did not mind at all.
Billy Bunter as a eritic was not
Iikih? to worry any footballer very
much.

“Not at all, oll faot man!” he
answered. “Carry on ™

‘“*Still, I'm hest in the front line,”
said Bunter. *Who have you got at
nuﬁside-lef’t, Wharton

“Well, ie Ogilvy anything like me
in the front line ?” demanded Bunter.
“I ask you! Look here, Oggy, do
you fancy you're anything like me in
the front line?”

“Ne fear!”

tly.
l}rﬁnﬁg. 3]'13 ha 1™

“But really, I dou't mind much
where I p]ag, so long as I do play,”
said Bill unter, “That’s what I
want! I'm a good all-round man !

“The all-roundfulncss is terrifie!™

“TI'm feaxfully keen, you knowl”
went on Bunter. *You fellows make
out that I slack at gamcs! Well,
now T'mn keen to play, you won’t
give me a chance. I offer my ser-
vices,” said Bunter, with dignity,
“and they are refused I

“Well, this iz a bit sudden, isn’t
it?" soid Harry Wharton. “Only a
few days ago yon were wlmpped by
Wingate for eutting samcs !

“What's up with the fat ass?”
asked Peter Todd. “He wouldn’t ho
tound dead on u football field if he
vcould help it!”

“Well, 'm keen 1o play!™ said
Bunter. “I'm as good as auy man in
the Ili_,emnﬂ, I hope !

i e aprin cternal  in  the
Imma:P I:nl'«‘.-mgl‘tF !,,,E: reed Nurent,

“Shove me in, Harvy, old chap!™
urged Bunter, “It’s really import-
ant! I'm aimply keen as mustard on
Boceer 1V

“I'll believe that, old fat chump,
when I see you go down to practice

without a boot behind you ! answercd
the captain of the Remove.

“Well, T don’t need all the practice
you fellows do!” explained Buntor.
“Look here, I've simply got to fix
“F something for thiz afteruoon!
It I'm in the Form ¢leven, that will
be all right, Sec?”

“Not quite!” apswered Harry,
staring.

“Ogpy will stand down for me,
won't yon, Ogey?”

"Il watch 161" answered Ogilvy.

“I mean, Oggy's no good, and you
van leave him out. I say, you fellows,
I wish you'd be scrious, on a serious
subject like Soceer!” execlaimed the
fat OQwi irritably. “I want to fix
this up, before Swmithy starts lnoking
for mo—->"

“ What 7"

“I—I—I mean—-"

“Well, what do you mean

answered  Ogilvy

“(h, nothing! That iz, I-—I
mean—" gtammered Bunter.

“Hallo, halle, halle, There's
smithy ! cxelaimed Bob Cherry, as
the Bounder put his head into the
changmg-room,

“Bunter bhore?™ asked Vernon-

Smith, “T'vo looked everywhere else
Tre Maicxer Lipmanvy.—No. 1,653
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for him—— Oh, there you are, yua
fat ass! Come on.”
“I—I—I can't come, Smithy, after

all—Wharton wants me to play foot-
ball this afternoon!” stammercd
Bunter.

“What?" roared the Bounder,

“You do, don’t you, Harry, old
chap?” implored Buuter,

“Not in the least.”

“Oh, really, Wharton—"

“I'm wai{ing for wou, you {at
owl!” grunted the Bounder. “Are
j’!}'tEIEDmill P i .

“1 say, Harry, o aAp—

“Fntgead B :

L1 Bﬂ:ﬂ&t;"

Billy Bunter rolled away from the
changing-room in company with the
Bounder. And the foothallers, sad
to relate, immediately -forgot his fat
EIiEtBnﬂm

KEPT UP TO SCRATCH !

ILLY BUNTER was not lookin
_happy as the Bounder wal
bim away.

The fat.Owl, in fact, had had time
for reflection, :

Reflection was, not much in
Bunter's line; and until the time for
fdetion drew near, Bunter had thougzht
chiefly of the munificent reward that
was to follow his ventriloguial per-
formance in Quelch’s study. On that
his fat thomghta had dwelt -with
happy anticipatiou.

ut now that the hour was at hand,
Bunter was worried. ”

The nearer the moment came for
locking himsclf in Quelch’s study
and playing a veckless trick on the
eaptain of the school, the less Bunter
liked the prospect.

In break he bhad been as lmg?{ as
he was sticky; with a ten-shilling
note on occount to spend at the
tuckshop. He was still rather sticky
—but not at all happy.

Had that beast Wharton only put
him in the Remove eleven for
Fourth Form match it would have
been all right! Even Bmithy could
hardly have expected him to out a
Soccer matelh for that jape on
Wingate.

But Wharton hadn’t! Whether it
was because he was alraid of being
vntshoue by Bunter as a footballer,
or for some other reason, he hadn't.

So there was Bunter, cudgelling
hiz fat brains for somo other exeuse
for getting out of ik,

“Wait hieve ! grunted the Bounder,
stopping by one of the old ¢lms in
the quad.

Smithy, probably, conld gucss that
Bunter's nerve was petering ont, and
lie did not mean to lose eight again
of the fat ventriloguist.

“I—I1 zay, Smithy—"

“Queleh will be pgoing  soon '™
runted Smithy, “ We shall see him
rom here! We've gob to wait till
he's gone,™

Bunter would have been willing to
wait longer than that, He would
have been willing to wait till 1he end
of the term—and longer |

i N | aa}', Smithy,” stammnered
Bunter. *“I—I egay, I—=I'm afraid
we shall have to—to—to put it off !
T—I rememhber now I wone ooing over

to Cliff House this afternmoon to see
my sister Bessie. I haven’t scen her
this term yet,"”

“How nice for her!” said Smithy.

“Oh, really, Bmithy! When a
ehap’'s got a siater at school he ought
to look after her a bit, you know! I
always was an affectiomate brother,
you know,” said Bunter. “We're a
verﬁgﬂmtiﬂnnta family.”

“Have you seen your minor in the
Second this term yet?” asked the
Bounder sarcastically,

“Eh? WNol I mean, I've been
going to!“. eaid Bunter. *Never
mind Sammy! But I—I'm awfull
foud of my sister Bessie! We pla
together as small kids,” eaid ter
touchingly. “I never pulled her
hair, and she never scratched my
face! We grew in beauty side by
side, you know,”

“Ok crumbs!”
“You know that beautiful poem,
Bmithy—it might have been written

about our family, really.” said
Bunter. “It goes, as mear as I can
remember ;

meit Theg' grew in beauty, side by side,
They filled the home with glee.
Their mouths were opened, for and
wide,
For breakfast, lunch, and tea !

“Something like that! Ain't it
touching, Smithy?™

“Fearfully |” agreed Smithy. “I
g:;':’ﬁinr how long Quelch is going to

“Now I come to think of it I
E‘:mised Bessio to go over to Cliff

use this afternoon! I really must
go, Smithy! I'd do anything for you.
old chap, e::cnpt nerlect my sister—I
can't do that! at do you think
ghe’ll feel like if I don’t turn up?2

“Fine |” gaid Smithy,

“ What P

“It will make her feel that life’s
really worth Iivinq, after all.”

“You silly idiot !* howled Buntcr.
“Look herg—"

“Like some toffee?”

“Eh? Oh, o
A large packet of toffec comforted
Bunter

Whila that toffec lasted, Billy
Bunter forgot his deep attachment to
his sister Bessie at Cliff House,
and almost forpot his terrors.

He munched and munched and
munched? He grew stickier and
stickier and stickier.

But tho toffee was pone at last.

Billy Bunter wonld %Iadl havo
been gone, too. But the Bounder was
too watchiful for that.

I—I say, Smithy, I—I
think—* began Bunter.

“{Fammon ! .

“T.o0k here, you checky beast—"

“Like some bulleeyes?

«“Bh? Oh, yea 1*

Smithy seemed to have provided

himself with lures for Bunter! Once
more Bunter found comfort—extract-
ing bullseyo after bullseye from the
bag and munching and crunching the
sae,

By the time the bullseyca were
%nighed, two masters came out of the

guae,

Mr. Quelch, fall and angular,



walked by the side of Mr. Promt,
short and stout. They were starting
on their walk at Iast!

The Bounder’s eyes gleamed. Onece
Queilch was off the ecene the coast
would be clear, and all that Smith
had to do was to get on with :it—-auﬁ
gee that the fat ventriloguist got on
with it. Quelch did net come into the
picture at all-—-Wingate of the Sixth
was his game.

Generally the Bounder liked old
Wingate more or less, as all Gre
friars fellows did! But Smithy was
1ot & man to forget a grudpe.

As a Bixth Foerm prefect it was
Wingate’s duty te deal with sny
junior caught breaking the rules—
and the rule agsainst smoking was

very siriet. For that, Smithy cored
nothing.
Wingate certainly comld have

whopped him, personally, instead of
reporting him to his gnrm-mﬂstur
had he seen fit so to do.

But Bmithy was an old offender;
and the Greyfriars captain had
alrcady whopped him twice that term
for the same offence. So on this
occasion he had walked him to
Quelch. And Quelch had laid it on
as if he were beating s corpet.

Wingate would mot report Remove
men to Quelch agsin im a bu if
this scheme worked, the Bounder
reflected sardonically. And he did
not see how it could fail.

If Wingate had ever heard of Billy
Bunter's ventriloguism, he had for-

otten all about it. Certainly, if he
ward Mr. %uel{:h'n voice from Mr.
Queleh’s study, he was not likely to
guess that that voice proceeded from
anyone but Mr. Quelch—unless he
saw the speaker! And the Bounder
hiad cunningly arranged for that.

Smithy was determined, and very
keen! 'The unbappy fat Owl was
neither! He watched My, Quelch
dismally through his big spectacles
ag the Remove master came away
from the House with Prout.

Both ~ the
Bunter.
They did not take any notice of
Smithy; but they glanced at Buater,
and a faintly sarcastic expression
came over Prout’s plump face—and
Q’t}f%‘:h fi:m:i:ledi AP, Qtiekel
unter I ra r, ueled,
“Oh! Ves, ail:'r!’f’d
“How dare you appear in the guad-
rangle, Bunter, with so dirty a faee??
sn%pﬁcd the Remove master,
illy Bunter'a fat countenance waa
undoubtedly in need of .a wash.
Bunter had had a wash that morning

masters glanced at

—not an exteneive one—in the
Remove dormitory. He needed
another,

Jam tarts galore in break had left
their traces on Bunter! Steak-nnd.
hﬂn?jy pie—and Iﬁﬂfj’—ﬂt dinner had
added more! flee and bullseyes
had given the finishing touchcs,
Bunter really wanted wasgiu !

Quelch might have ignored him—
but he did not like that sareastio ex-
pression on Prout’s face! Queleh was
uot going- to allow the Fifth Form
beak to suppose that le allowed
Bemove bove to hang about in eo
:-:E!cm;nlf a state! So he barked at

nnber,
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“Go into the House at once,
Buater, and wash yourself clean!”
said My, Quelch sternly, “And take
a hundred lines i

*“Oh lor' ¥

Quelch and Prout progressed on-
wards to the gates,

Billy Bunter blinked after them
with an infuriated blink.

“Beast!" he breathed. " Making
out that a fellow ain't clean! Me,
you know! Insulting benst!”

“You can do with o wash!" re.
marked Vernon-Smith.

“It's all wyour fault!” hissed
Bunter. “If yon hadn’t stuck me
here to watch for old Queleh, he
wouldn't have ppotted me, and I
shouldn’t have got lines! Now I've
got a hundred lines!”

“I’'Ill do them for you—after
you've got through in Quelch's
tudy ! said the Bounder. *“I can
make my writing like yours by imi.
tating a spider erawling over the

F_'E'r."

“Oh!” said Bunter. “I—I say,
Smithy, yon-—you wait.-here—I've got
to go in and get a wash, and—and
T'1] ;ﬂin you later—"

“I'll come, too!” said Smithy.

“Don't trouble, old chap!”

“It’'s a pleasure ! answered Smithy
blandly.

“Look here, you beast, I—I'm
coming out again!” hissed Bunter,
“I'm not thinking of going out by a
back door, or anything.”

“Come ou " said Smithy,

And he walked Bunter to the
House,

Billy Bunter rolled with him—still
kept up to the scratch; though
whether that ventriloguial perform.
ance was actually gning to be per.
formed in Queleh’s study was still,
perhaps, doubtful !

SIX FOR BUNTER !

[ ERNON-SMITH !"
v “Yes, Wingate!”
The Bounder Etﬂplpeﬂ. He
did not want to stop, but there was
noe -choiee about that when the
captain of the sclicol called to him.
illy Bunter stopped also—but
onl gr a moment,
n he rolled on into the Honse,
“Hold on n minute, Bunter!”
called out Smithy.
Bunter scemed deaf!

He rolled into the House, leaving
Yernon-Smith with set lips, stonding
facing the (Greyfriars captain.
Smithy did unot want the fat Owl to
get out of his sight; Bunter, on the
othier hand, was rather anxiousz to do
go! This was his opportunity—and

be did not lose it}
“You're not playing football this
afternoon, Vernon-Smith I said Win-

gate, with a rather suspicious lock
at the bad hat of the Remove,

[1] Hﬂ‘ In

“Why not?”

“Standing out to pive ansther man
o show !” answered Smithy, .

“Your captain did not want yout"
~ “Not specially! We don't have to

all out wo beat Temple’s lot!™

answered the Bounder, with a elirug
of the shoulders, “aud other fellows
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are entitled to a show, if it can be
done.”

Wingate nodded. That was quite a
f,‘ﬂﬁﬂ explanation, and was n:%;m or
ess in accordance with the facts, At
the same time, he did not trust the
scapegrace of Greyfriars,

“And what are you doiug, if you're
not p}ay:ng football ?* he nsked.

Smithy breathed hard through his
nose, Other fellows were not cross-
examined like this by a prefect! But
the scapegrace of yfriars could
Lhardly complain if he was suspected
of intending to kick over the traces
on 3 hali-holiday, He was well known
to have done so often emough, And
Wingate had mnot forgotten the
smokes of the previous day.

But the Bounder answered com-
posedly ;

“Wibley's got some of his theatri.

ﬁ:_ﬁ stunts on—I'm going to help
im." '
“Ob, all right !’ zaid Wingate. And
Lie passed on.
ernon-Smith sneered as he went
into the House. It was probable that
Willinm Wibley of the Remove, who

was pﬂtt& on theatricals, had some of
Lis stunts on that aftermoom: but if
he had, Smithy knew nothing about
it, and certainly had no iden of join-
ing in the same. If Smithy was
questioned, he was guite unscrupulous
about the answers he gave.

He went into the E%use and looked
for Bunter. Bunter was not to be
scen—and wns not easy to find,

The Bounder, with glinting eyes,
hunted for him. He did not need
telling that the fat junior had lost
bis nevve and wonted to escape from
his compact. Even that tremendous
spread, which was to follow the
ventriloguial performance, had lost
itz attraction now that the hour was
at haud. Smithy hunted high and
low—but he did not think of looking
in the right place!

Buuter, while Smithy hunted him,
was seated in an armchair, in a study
that no junior was supposced to enter
without leave! It wns Wingate's
study in the 2ixth!

That wns a safe spot—so far as
Emithy was concerned. The Bounder
was uot likely to guess that he was
there—or to venture to come there
and hook him out, evem if ke did
Fress,

Wingate himself was out of the
House, and not likely—Buuter hoped,
at least—to come back to his study
yob nwhile,

If he did, Bunter was prepared fo
spin a yarm to  aceount for his
prescuce there. Wingate was head
of the pames, and could lef a fellow
off pames practice if he liked. Bunter
could ask leave for Saturday—and
whether it was granted or net, it was
a suficient excuse for having waited
for Wingate in his study!

So the fat Owl sat in Winzate's
armehair—ready to jump np if he
heard a step at the door! He grivmed
over his astuteneaz. Smithy could go
on looking for him-——and o Llowed to
Smithy! It was like hiz check to
want to drag Bunter info bis rows
with the captain of the school!

“0Oh 1” ejaenlated Bunter suddenlys,
aa the study door opened.

Tue Maexer Lopmany.—No. 1,653
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He bounded from the armebair.

“I—1 say, I've only heen here a
minute, Wingate!” he exclaimed.
“I've been waiting for you to come
in, and " /

Bunter got all that ont before be
saw that 1t was not Wingate of the
Rixth who was coming in.

It was Nugent minor of the Second
—Wingate's fag,

“Oh" sported Bunter, “Youl”

He sat down again,

Dicky Nugent starved at him, and
rlaced a parcel on the study table. He
vad n;t::pnrentl been doing some shop-
ping for s fag-master.

“What the thump are you doing
here, Bunter 7 he asked.

“Find out!"” retorted Bunter,

He did not care a boiled bean for
Nugent minor,

“You'll get six if Winzate catebes
yvou in his study!” said Dicky
Nugent.

“*Yah!” was Bunter's elegant re-
joinder,

“Well, you leave that alone, that's
all 1* said Dicky, with a nod towards
the parcel he had placed on the table;
and he went out of the study,

Bunter blioked at that parcel;
something that Wingate’s fag had
brought in for the captain’s tea,
later.,

Buuter wondered what it contained.
Obviously it was eatable, and Bunter
was always deeply interested in eat-
abrles,

He Pzaep ed to ::lm table and un-
WIL the parccl.

It.p mntning:? a large scction of
cake !

The fat Owl blinked at it with a
longing blink. For two or three
winutes he hesitated,

But it i3 well gaid that he
hiezitates is lost !

Had it been a whole cake, even
Bunter would hardly have ventured
to cut it-——there would have been no
hope of concealing what lic had done;
and the conscquences would have been
too awfully painful.

Bat it was a wedge cut from a large
cake. A slice taken off the cud would
lcave no trace,

That settled it for Bunter., He
sortedd out his pocket-knife, opened
the largest blade, and hacked a slice
off the end of the wedge of cake.

Oue slice would not be missed !

Bunter gobbled that slice with
ereat satisfTaction! It was a deliclous
cake—one of Mra, Mimbles” best !

Uinfortunately, one slice of cake to
Runter was like a dvop of water in
the mighty ocean. Lc had really
meaut to slop at one slice! But that
slice having pone ou the downwand
patl, he conld not resist the tempta-
tion to cut znother.

Two thick slices cut from that
wedere of eake diminished ita bulk
consideraldy. Buuter could only hope
tliat Wingate would vol uotice any-
thing.

Ho goblled the sceomd slice with
arent enjoyment,

Muaneh, munch, munch !

tiobble, robble, mobble!

I'he stwdy door opened,

'I'hia time it was Winzate who came
iu., He stared in blank astonishmoent
at the sight of o fot Bewmovite stand-
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who

in? at his stud

"My only
rate.

“Urrggh ' gurgled Bunter.

Wingate's sudden appearance made
him jumﬁ. and some nP a large mouth-
ful of cake went down the wrong way.

Billy Bunter choked, and gurgled
horribly,

“You woung rascal!" exclaimed
Wingate, “ ‘Hﬁmt do you fancy you
are up to?”

“Gurrrggh !

Wingate looked round the study for
his nshygut and picked it up.

Hilly Bunter had been c,nugl;lt fairly
in the act of prub-raiding—in the
study of the head prefeet and cnetain
of the echiool! This was the limit!

“You young aweep!”
said Wingate. “Bend over
that chair |

“Yurrggh!*

Wingate swislicd the ash,

“1=—1 gﬁ—urr hh—I—

table,
at!™ ejaculate

gobbling cake !
Win-

I—" Bunter. *“I
came here to — to—to—
gurrgh! T mean I was
waiting for you, to ask you
if yvyou would — yurrgh!
Gurrgh "

“I'm waiting for yom to
‘end over, Bunter "

“I—I—1 eay—yarocoh !"
roarcd Bunter, as the Grey-
friars captain, getting im-
patient, applied the ash to
the tightest trousers at

Greyfriars School. *“Oh
crikey! Ow!"™

“Bend over!"™ rapped
Wingate,

“Oh lor* "

Bunter bent dismally over
the chair.

Whop, whop, whop!

Wies Shan: oy

op, whop, whop !

Owl | Wowl Tow!
roarcd Bunter.

“Now get out!” soapped

Wingate.

RBi TE Buntoer got out!
Squeaks of anguwish faded
away down the Sixth Form
passage.

—

BUNTER TAKES THE
PLUNGE !

i H! Here you are!”
snopped the
Bounder,

" Yow-ow-ow |"

Smithy was guided to Bunter by Lis
cars !

He had looked in ifhe Rap onco
withont finding the fat Owl there.
I"assing the door of that apartment
again later, he heard eonnds of woe
from within, and recogniscd the fat
Owl's dulcet tones,

Bunter did not heed him. He was
leaning over the big table in the Rag,
squeaking dolorously. Wingate had
laid on thot six with some encrgy!
The fat Owl wriggled and sgueaked.
He Lad forgotten all about Smithy,
Six on the huﬁa were cuongh for
Bunter to think of.

“ Whopped 7 azked Bmithy.

“Ow! Wow! That beast Win-

ate " moaned Bunter,

“I've been hunting you for an hour

i
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“Ow! I've had six !
Wow I

“What the thump has Wingate
whagpnvl‘ you forp”

“Nothing ! mooaned Bunter, *I—I
was just looking at the cake in his
study—only just looking at it! Ow!
Wow ™

“You're been in Wingate's study

“Oh! No! I-I've been looking
for you, old chap! I—I couldn't find
you anywhere! Wow "

“You fat, ibbing freak—""

“Brast! Ow! Wow!"” BilIlj
Bunter wriggled and squeaked. “It's
all your fault, you beast! Ow! That
beast gave me six—ow! Wow! I
shouldn't have been there but fli-,r
you—ow! Oh ecrikey! Ooch! T'd

nm
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I don't care !
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jolly well like to punch bis—ow !
wow !'—head! Ow!¥

The Bounder laughed.

“Well, you can’'t punch Wingate's
head,” he said. " But there are more
ways than one of killing o cat] It
will make him sit up no end when he
gets o slanging from Quelch |”

“0Oh!* said Bunter. “So it will!
I'll jolly well make him cringe! I'll
be fearfunlly insulting, Bmithy | After
all, he won't be able to see me, with
the study door locked! I'll make him
as mad as a hatter! I can jolly well
tell him what I think of him, if he
thinke it’s Quelch!”

“Of course you canl” said the
Bounder encouragingly, That whop-
ping from Wingate seemed to have
spurred the fat ventriloguizt on and
helped him to screw his courage up to
the eticking-point, “ Winaate will

i
r

EE!

el Bt

‘*Is that you, Smithy, you beast ? *’ came a hissir
me out of thi
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feel frightfully sick at gettivg a jaw
from Q%eleh.” * i

“I'll make him sick !” said Bunter
ferociously. * Leave it to mel! I'll
make him cringe! I'll insult the
beast all 1 know !

“That's the stuff to give "em !" said
Vernon-Smith. " Come on, old bean !

;I'm I‘Eﬁj‘ 1* declared Bunter,

nguis twinges from Wingate's
ash hﬂ dome it ! i o

Wriggling, but determined, Bill
Bunter rolled out of the Rag witg
Smithy,

They found Masters’ Passage
deserted. On that fine October after-
noon all the beaks seemed to have
gooe out. Ewen Monsieur Char-
pentier, tempted by autumn sunshine,

5, you rotter ! "’

was braviug the horrors of fresh air!

Nothin conld have suited the
Bounder better.
But it was not wige to linger in the

passage, all the same. And Bunter,
as he approached Quclch's door,
slowed down.

His bricf determination sccmed to
be grztr:ring out as he neared Queleh’s
stn ifi He slowed and slowed.

“Buck up, you ass!” breathed the
Bounder.

“I—I say, Emithy, suppose—esup-

¢ Cueleh came in?” mumbled
unter,
“He won't! He's out with Prout

till tea-time."

* I—I mean, suppose—suppose Win-
gate got the door open, somehow P2

* Hlow could he, if it's locked P

“T--1 mean—what I really meant
Lo =aw s anunposc—anppnse Wingate

went round to the window and looked
inf"” stammered Bunter,

“*Why should he?”

“Well, he—he—he might—"

“Here we are!” Smithy opencd
Mr. Quelch’s study door and pushed
Bunter in.

Bunter entered that study about as
cheerfully as Daniel entered the lion’s
den of old!

Smithy shut the door.

“I—1 say, old chap!? gasped
Bunter. ]:T-I might 'hg ueeng frl::pcm
the guad! T—I don’t think much of
the 1dea, really, after all.”

“I'l stick this scrcen by the
window——"

“But—but I shall Lave to open
the window if—if I have to call to
some chap to fetch Win-
gate, snpd—and—"

“I'll open it a fow inches
ready | Stick this old
mortar-board on, and let it
be seen—not your silly face
under it."

“0Oh, really, Smithy—"

“Hafe as houscs!” said
the Bounder. “All you've
got to do is to lock the door
after I'm gone and carry
on."

“Oh! Yes!" said Bunter.
There was a sly gleam in
bis little round eyes behind
his biz round spectacles.
“Exactly! Yon—you go,
Smithy—don't waste time,
and—and—and don't stay
anywhere necar the study!
It—it wouldn't do for you
to bo anywhere ncar the
spot, yon know."

The Bouuder
hard,

breathod

He kuew what that
meant! Dunter was poing
to luck the door after him,
according to programme;
and after he was goune he
was going to unlock it
arain and sneak away!
_But Smithy was not
likely to be donc so casily
as that !

Ho took the key from the
study deoor and inserted it
in_the outside of the lock.

Billy Bunter watched
that procceding in  great
alarm.

“I-—-1 sav, Emithy, you
ain't going to lock me in!" gasped
Bunter.

“The door's got to be locked, fat-
head !

* ¥ eg—inside—-"1

“Outside’s safer !" said the Bounder
eourly. “1'll come back and let you
out, yon funky fathcad, when you're
through! I you dew’t play up, you
stay here for Celeh to Gind you when
he comes in"

“Beast ! gasped Bunter. "I--1
jolly well woun’t—-"

croon-Smith stepped out of the
Et.“df and drew the deor shut after

im.

Bunter bounded to the door.

Click !

“8mitlry 1* howled Bunter. His
last spot of cournge onzed away as hie
found himself locked in his Form-
master’s study, T eaw, von heaot--1
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mean, ¢ld fellow—unlock the door,
dear old beast—I mean old chap—~
“You're all right!” came the
Bounder's voice throngh the keyhole.
“I'll get a fellow round by the
wu:daw, for you to call to. Carry
on!” "
“Look here, if don't unlock
that door, I'll jolly well climh out of
the window, sce?” howled Bunter,

“Better not! The Head’s in the
quad !*

“Oh crikey |

“Carry on, you fat chump! It's aa
safe as housea !

“ Yes—bhot—"

P ]]nrhﬁ:'t '?’nrnnmﬁm[t:lhwa.!]l ked away
own a age, with the key of
Quelch’a mt.ln?muil!;_:-JH i% hia et. :

Billy Bunter was left gasping.

He rolled to the window awil
peered out under the raised sash,

If there was a master in the quad
—especially the Head—he dared not
be seen clambering out of a Form-
master’s study window. He could
not sec the Head—but he could ecc
Monsicur Charpenticr, at a little dis-
tance, trotting about with his jerky

stcps,
“ Beast!” groaped Bunter.
It seemed to the fat Owl that ha

waa for it now!
 After all, was it safe? Wingate,
1t was certain, would not eee him in
the study—and was not likely to
dream that he was there! And if Le
got through all right, Smithy was
going to do his lines for him and
stand him the hiﬁge&t spread cver!

On the other hand, if he didu't,
Sraithy was just the beast to leave
Lim locked in the study till Quelch
came in—and boot him, over amd
above, for letting him down! And
tl.tl._mtl beast Wingate had whoppadl
1T :

Unce more the fat Owl serewed un

his courage to the sticking-peint,

After all, it only needed nerve.

There was a sound of voicea on the
path outside, near the master's stmly
window,

_Blinking out, Buntcr discerned
Vernon-Smith, walking aud talking
with Skinner of the Remove.

Somebody had to take the requincd
message to Wingate,  Smithy had
brought Skinncr along for that pur-
pose—quite uoknown to Skinner.

They strolled past the window,
talking. Now it was Bunter's cuc #.
vall to Skinmer, adopting Quelel's
veice. He gave a fat little cough—
liis ntsnnl preliminary to ventiiloguial
atnnts,

DBut he hesitated—and
jnniora passed om.

In 2 few minutes, however, they
came strolling back.

Skinner wae quite willing to wali
and talk with the Bounder; though
mrl:-.:ra he wondered why Eu::it'h{ -

erred to stick to that spot. 'l.*IIwu
they came by again the fat wentrilo-
quist af Jength made aun effort, and
made the plunge.

“Skinner ! came a sudden
reom the study window,

The two jumiors looked round.

“Yea, sir!™ esalled back Skinner
“L thought Quelch bad gone aut,” ke
allded 1m a lower woicc to the
Raunder,

Trre Magapr LiEmany.—XNo. 1 AL
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“He scems to have come in again,
then ! answered Smithy carelessly.

Skinner stepped towards the win-
dow. At the narrow space where the
lower sash was partly raised he
spotted & mortar-board. He had not
the slightest doubt that it was on
Mr. Quelch’'s head.

“Skinner ! came the bark from the
study, so exactly like Mr. Quelch's
voice that the Bounder himself
almost wondered whether Quelch was
there. " Please go and find Wingate,
and ask him to come to my study at
once.”

“Yes, sir!” answered S8kinner,

He went immedistely.

The Bounder, grinning, strolled
away. He had got the Remove ven-
triloguist up to the scratch at last.
Fti!]y Bunter, at long last, was going
it.

In the study Bunter shut the sash,
and grinoed.

Skinner had fallen for it without a
spot of suspicion. It was safe as

THE MAGNET

did not doubt for one moment that it
was the Remove master speaking,

Wingate eould not see through a
thick oak door. Had he been able to
do &0, he would not have beheld the
master of the Remove, but a fat and
grinning member of that Form.

As it was, he had not a spot of
doubt.

“Oh! You!” came Quelch’s voice
from within. *Do you know whether
the locksmith has arrived, Wingate?”

“No, sir, Is something wrong
with the door?"”

“I should think that that would be
clear to yon, Winpate, as yon cannot
n%_le[tll it ! gnapped the voice from the
atudy.

“Oh! Yes, sir!” said Wingate.

The captain of Greyfriars smiled
faintﬁﬁ. uelch’s voice sounded as if
Quelch was irritated by that trouble
with the study lock!

% Eumnthi:;ﬁ has happened to the
lock ' bar the sharp voice. “It
has jammed—I suppose you cannof

houses. at was good enough for force it open from outside, Win-
Skinner of the Remove was good gatef”
rnough for Wingate of the Sixth. “I will try, sir.”

Bunter was going through with this.
It was like the fat Owl to pass at
a bound from dubious funk to swell-
ing self-confidence. He was full of
heans as he waited for Wingate of
the Sixth to arrive at the study door.
Wingate was going to get a jaw
from Quelech-—a royal jaw—a inw at
wonld make him Min%. nd the
lingering twinpes of Wingate's ash
uaranteed that that jaw wonld make
eorge Wingate's ears burn when he
got it. He was going to comb Win-
ate’s hair for him—and comb it
jolly hard!

COMBING WINGATE'S HAIR !

EQRGE WINGATE of the
Sixth looked up from a Latin
paper, as SBkinner of the Re-

move tapped at his door, and put his
liead in.

Wingate was better at Soceer than
at Latin, and wonld much rather
Lave been at Soccer. But he was
putting in a spot of work, and was
not pleased at the interruption.

“Well ?” lie rapped.

“Message from Qunelech, Wingate I”
said Skinwer. “He told me to ask
yvou to come to his study at once.”

“Ql!* grunted Wingate, “All
rieht

Skinner departed, having delivered
that messare in absolute good faith.
He had not the slightest doubt that
Mr. Queleh had told him to ask Win-
gate to come to his study. Neither,
of cvirse, had Wingate after recciv-
ing the message from a junmior in
Quelel’s Form,

He laid down his pen and went.

A minute or two later he was tap-
ping at the door of Mr. Quelch's
etudy, and turning the door-haudle.

The door did not open, and le
tapped again,

“Ia that the lockemith from Court-
ficld 7" eame an irriteted bark from
the interior of the study.

“It is I, sir—Wingate " anawered
the Greyiriars, captain, in surprise,

The voice from the study was Mr.
Queleh’s to the veory last tone. He

Tne Macxer Liorart.—No. 1,658,

Wingate rattled and shook the
door-handle, and pushed at the door.
But the door remained as fast as if
it wvas locked—aa, in faet, it wase.

“It doecsn't seem much use, sir,”
said the Greyfriars captain.

“I suppose not. It i1 half an hour
since I telephoned for a locksmith to
come from Courtfield. ' It is very
annoying.”

Wingate smiled again. Courtfield
was some miles from Qreyiriars
School. It was the nearest spot
whence a locksmith could be ob-
tained. But really, it was expecting
rather a lot to expect the man to
arrive in half an hour. No doubt
Queleh was very much annoyed, and
a little nnreasonable,

“Can I do anything, sir?” agked
Wingate.

He was wondering why Queleh had
gent for him. Queleh could hardly
expect o Sixth Form man to be able
to deal with a recalcitrant lock.

“No. I sent for you to speak to
you, Wingate!” barked lch’s
voice. “Ae you cannet enter the
study, I must speak through the
door.” .

“X will go round to the window if

ou like, air.”

RBilly Bunter ncarly ejaculated
“Oh crikey!” at that offer. Fortu-
nately he suppressed that ejaculation
in time.

“I have said that I will epeak to

ou wlhere you are, Wingate I" came

e irritable bark,

“Oh! Very well, sir |”

“1 bhave to epeak plainly to yom,
Wingate. I have hesitated to do so,
g0 far. Now I have decided to speak
to yon with the utmost plainness, I
think it will be better.”

“Yes, sir!” said Wingate,
wonder.

“I am not satisfied with yon, Win.
onte, and very far from satisfied with
the way you carry out your dutics as
a prefeet.”

“ Indeed, snid  Wingate,
dryly.

iz face was growing grim,

As a Sixth Form prefoet, be wns
answcrable to the headmaster, and to

in

gir I

nobody else. Quelch had, in point of
fact, no right to send for him to come
to his study at all—he could cnly send
a request. He had no imapginable
right to call him on the carpetf.

ingate was a eivil fellow, and he
always treated all members of the
staff with proper respect. But he had
no intention whatever of allowing
any member of the staff to call him
over the coals.

_If Quelch was go far exceeding lis
rights and his authority as to do se,
Quelch was going to be told where he
got off,

“1 may say—indeed I must say—
that I am extremely " dissntisfied,”
went on the barking weice. “You
hear me, Wingate?"

*“L hear you, sir,” answered Win-
gate very quietly, “and I sugpest
that if you have more to say, yow
should say it to the Head. It is for
Dr, Locke to judge whether I carry
out my duties as head prefect in a
satisfactory manner.” )

“I do not want any impertinence,
Wingate.”

“Heally, Mr. Quelch—" :

“I am alluding, in particular, to

our dealings wﬁ:,h members of my

orm ! went on the bark from the
study. “Yesterday you re
Vernon-Smith to me for a
offence——" ;

“You did mot seem to think it
trivial at the time, Mr. Quelch,”
snapped Wingate, “I have caned
that junmior twice already this term
for amukin%—and on the third bcea-
sion I considered it better to let his
Form-master deal with him."

‘" Nonsense !"

“You did not say eo yesterday,
when I made my report to you,”
snapped Wingate. “Bub if you pre-
fer me mot report boys of your
Form to you, Mr. (%ltﬂl-ﬂl, you bave
only to say eo plainly.” _

“I think I am saying so as plainly
as I can, Wingate. I cannot and will
not have my time wasted by trivial

FF
ate.

rivial

officionsness— y
“By what?” exclaimed Wing
“Trivial offcionsness I’ barked the

Remove master’s voice, “A prefeot’s

duty is not to be continually officious

and meddlesome.”

Wingate's face crimsoned.

Never, eince he had first been ap-

ointed a prefect by his headmaster,

Em:l he been talked to like this, by

suy master at Greyfriars.

There were prefects who were
gometimes officious, spd sometimes a
little meddlesome. Loder of the
Sizth was one. But Wingate, if he
erred, erred rather on the other gide.

Ho was so easy-going that fellowa
were linble to forget sometimes that
he was a prefect at all,

'Ta be called officious and meddle-
some by an angry master was really
the limit.

“Y have considered -this matter,”
went on the Remove master’s wvolee,
“and it appears to me, Winpate,
that you have some personal prejudice
against the boy Vernon-Smith.

“Nothing of the kind!” snapped
Wiugai& angrily. “And you lave no

right to suggest such g thing, Mr.
Quelch 1 .

“I warn you, mno impcriirence,
Wingate I



“T think I had belfer go, airl"

F f:i:g wil_lk ;emaé: unti!w; hﬂ?
ni speakin oi1, Winga
It aﬁenrn to ;I']EE! f-hsffr; you {ligalii:e
this boy Vernon-Smith, and lose no
opportunity of findmg him out im

some trivial fault.”

“You are weleome to that opinion,
Mr. Quelch |” answered Wingate, his
voice . trembling with suppressed
anger, “I shall certainly never
mention that junior’s name to you
again! You -have told me quite
plainly enough your wishes on the
aubject |

“Very well! There iz another
matter—an occurrence of thia after-
noon. I understand that you have
carted Bunter, amother hoy of my
Form.”

“That is the case.”

“And why?”

“I caught the young rascal raiding
tuck in my study !” hooted Wingate,
“I must point out to you, air, that
such cases are matiers for my own
judgment 1"

“1 will not allow Imllgiilrg, Win-
gate, so far as boys of imy Form arc
mncﬁanllled i 2 !

“Bullying ! asper
“ Did ynFu an hulgjril]i]g?’

“1 trust I speak clearly, Wingate,
1 said bullying. And I Trepeat that
I will vot allow boys of my Form to
he bullied, under pretext of exereis-
in%gtht: powers of o prefect [

ingate breathed wrath,

Ho had always respected Mr.
Queleh and treated him with respeet,
But he was not guing to stand this.

“I will listen to nothing further,
Mr. Quelch!” he exelaimed. “If you
have any morc to say, you had better
say it to the headmaster, I will
anawer to Dr. Locke—but I certainly
will not amswer to you for anything
I may have donel”

“I shall certainly complain to Dr,
Locke if there iz one move single
ingtance of bullying or officious med-
dling in connection with my Form,
Wingate ! Other Form-masters ma
tolerate your high-banded methods—
I shall do nothing of the kind! You
are, in my opinion, totally uufit for

Wingate.

the office of prefect)”

-rWth'Fu :

“ Absolutel uofit to  exercise
authority. am 80 dizsatisfied with

you, and with your methods, that I
definitely forbid you to imtervemo
further in any matter connected with
my Form! I will ot listen to foolish
and officious reports, and I will not
allow boys of my Form fo be bullied |
Bear that in mind [®

~“You have said quite cnough, Mr,
Quelch, and I will listen to mnot
another word!” exclaimed Wingate;
and he turned and tramped away, his
face Haming with anger.

And a fat and fatuwous weutrilo.
quist in Mr, Quelch's study grinucd
a8 he went.

Billy Bunter was still feeling the
twmgm of that six from Wingate’s
ashplant, but he rather thought that
he had got -his own back now, %
was certain that the Greyfriars eap-
tain had never had his hair combed
like that beforel

And it was equally certain that he
would not forget it in a hurry.

a
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UNFORESEEN !
ERBERT VERNON-SMITH
grinned,

He was standing at the
corner of Mastera’ Passnge, where he
had heard all that Wingate said at
Mr. Quelck’s door, and cought every
word that was barked back from the
locked study.

Billy Bunter had carried out his
instructions. He bad, in fact, im-
proved on them ! Spurred on by that
gix, the fat Owl had taken {full
advantage of the peculinr position to
rub it in}

The Bounder grinned as Wingate
gaafseﬂ him, going away from Quelch’s

GOY.

h‘_Winga.tﬂ did mot even glance at
lm-l-

His face was crimeon with an
and mortification, and he stalked
away in high dudgeon, He had had
hie hair combed-—there was no mis-
take about that; and it was likely
to he a long time before he bothered
Queleh again with any more reports
of delingquents in the Remove,

Smithy's scheme, extroordinary as
it was, had succeeded all along the
line,

Wingate of the Sixth was stalking
away, nothing doubting that he had
been jawed by Queleh, in a mood of
angry and bitter rescutment.

Quelch, out of gates, kmew nothing
about it, and was not likely ever to
hear anything about it. Certpinly
Wingate would not speak to him
when he came in, or at any other
time, if he could help it,

It was quite certain that, after
what had happened, Wingate would
never speak to the Remove master
again on any subject whatever, and
that he would avoid Quelch’s study
like a plague-spot,

S0 it was, as the Bounder had
agsured the dubicus fat Owl, as safe
as houeges !

All he had to do now was to wait
till Wingate was clear of the spot,

¥ and let Bunter out of the study.

Neither Wingate nor Mr. Queleh
would ever Lkmow or suspeet the
extraordinary proauk that had been
played.

Wingate having disappeared, the
Bounder, erinning, stepped inte the
Enssugc, fecling m his pocket for the

ey of Quelch’s door,

As lhe did eo, therc was a quick,
jer ky footstep, and Mousienr
Charpentier came into the passage.

The Beuuder slowed down at once.

It waz discoucerting for the French
master to come in just them, and
Smithy, of course, conld not allow
himaeclf to be seen unlocking the door
of his Form-master's study.

He loitered, waiting for the French
master Lo pass him,

Monsicur Charpentier did so. But
he did not go to his own study, os
Vernon-Smmith expected. He stopped
at Quelch's door,

Smithy cauzht his breath.

That little ass, Mossoo, had come
in to speak to Quelch. Ap tly
he did not know that Queleh waa
out.

No doubt he had some matter in
connection with the French sets to
disewss with the Remove master, Or

¥]

perhaps he was gimply after a chat
i the leisure hours of a half-holiday.
Anyhow, there he was—tapping at
the door of Quelch’s study, now
occupied by a startled fot Owl|

Fortunately, as the door was locked,
Mosgoo could not enter and make
nug awkward di ery.

mithy hoped that Bunter would
have sense cnough to keep quiet.

In that case, Mossoo wounld guess
that Quelch was out and suppose
that he bhad locked his study door
when he went, as the masters eome-
times did. There was nothing sus-
picious in that.

But Smithy was feeling very un-
casy as he watched e French
m%ater! from along the passage,

ap

Having tapped, Mongieur Charpen-
tier turﬁged tﬁfﬂdmr-hand]e to &nlﬁr'

The door remained shut, and
Mossoo uttered an ejaculation of
surprise,

Iuside the study, Billy Bunter
suppresacd a gﬂ:}?

e was expecting the Bounder to
come back with the key, but he kuew
that this was not Smithy; Smithy
would not have tapped.

Some idiotie beak, who did not
Enow that Quelch was out, had
come along to speak to Quelch! It
was disconcerting to a fat Owl who
was anxious to get away, now that
hizs performance was performed!

However, he had only to wait for
that obunoxious beak to realise that
Queleh was out, aud to pass on.

2o, at least, he lmped.

“Mon cher Quelch ' came Monsicur
Charpentier’s  woice, im surprised
tones, “Yom are zere, my deor
Quelch 77

Billy Bunter very mearly answorcd
“No!” But even the fat Owl had his
fat wits about him in this emergency.

He made ne reply. Quelth waa
out. And if Mossoo was not admitted
to the stndy, surcly he would realise
that Quelch was out, and go his way?,

To the relief of the EBouunder,
listening amnxiously in the passage,
Bunter had sense cnough not to
answer ! There was dead silence from
Queleh’s study,

Tap again |

“Mon cher Quclch! Mossoo's
volco was more and more surprised.
“Is it zat ze door he is lock, as he
do not open#”

No answer from Bunter.

Why did not the little nss pass on?
Bunter in the study and Swithy in
ng passare conld not understand
why.

But the little ass did. not pass on.
He thumped at .tho door of the
Remove master's study cnergetically.

“ Mistair Quelch,” aquealed Moason,
“is gere anyzing sge mattair? Ts it
zat you are cel, sairf”

Silence !

The Bounder breathed hard, [t
dawned on him that Monsienr Char-
pentier knew, somebow, that some
one was in the study. But how
ecould he know?

Tap, tap! Thump! Bang!

Monsicur Charpentier wae gelting
excited,

IIe thumped and he banged on
the door that did not open., )
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“Mon cher Quelch [ he exclaimed.
“Repondre! Mon Dien—ce ' pauvre
Quelech! He must be eel—he must
be verrce eel—zere is somesing ze
mattair, as he do not speak viz Tim-
self ven zat I call !

Thump !

“Mistair Quelch! Zat you speak,
je vous en prie!” sguealed Mossoo.

Yernon-Smith hurried to the spot.
If this went on, altogether too much
attention was likely to be attracted
to that etudy.

“If you please, sir,” snid Vernon-
Smith, “Mr. Quelch is ont—he went

out for the afternoon with DMr.
Front."”

Monsieur  Charpentier  glanced
round at him.

“YVrai!” he answered. “'But he

como in again wiz himself, Smeet.”
“1 don’t think so, eir " stammered
the Bouuder. “I'm sure that Mr.
Cuelch is not in his study, sir.”
“But I hear him, Smeet, viz my
enra!”  exclaimed Monsicur Chaz-
pentier. “While I walk in ze guad-
rangle, I hear ze voice of Monsienr
Quelch from his study window.”
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THE MAGNET

“Oh ™ pasped Smithy.

He had not guessed- that one!

But it was simple enough!
Monsieur. Charpentier, wallRing on
the th b ¢ masters’ windows,
had heard Quelch’s voice, barking in
the study, as Bunter talked to Win-
gate. Bo he knew that Quelch was
thera!

He was not likely to suppose that
Quelch’s wvoice was there withont
Queleh—though, in point of fact, it
was !

Enowing that Quelch was in the
study, Monsieur Charpentier was
astonished and alarmed at-getting
no answer from him, Only some
snflden attack of illness, such as a
fainting fit, could account for
Queleh’s  silence, to Mossoo—as he
knew that Quelcii was there.

Bmithy's heart beat nnpleasantly.

He could not have foreseen any-
thing like this, or guarded ngainst
it! It was one of thoese little thin
that do happen to disconcert the
most carefuIP laid schemcs!

Thump ! !

* Monsicur s'uel::h! Zat  you
angwer me, if it is zat you are able
to speak!” squealed " the alarmed

French master, )
breathed Billy

. Oh crikey!"
Bunter inaudibly.

He had heard the French master’s
words, and knew now why Mossoo
was. s0 persistent at the door! The
little benst was not pgoing away!
What Bunter was going to do now
was o problem to the fat Owl. He
stood blinking at the locked door,
with bated breath.

“Smeet!” Monsieur Charpentier
turned to the Bounder. e was
thoroughly alarmed now, and as ex-
cited as a turkey-cock.

“Yes, sir " gasped Smithy.

“Zere iz somezing zab hnp&:m to
zat pauvre Quelch, 1n his study, and
zo door he is lock! Zat you run—
you fly—to ze concicrge—ze porter—
zat Gosling—you tell him to come
of the most rapid, to make to open
zig door !

“Oh ! gasped the Bonnder.

e blinked at the French master.
If Gosling came, and got that door
open, there was going to be a dis-
covery that would have fearfully
gerions results for Herbert Vernon-
Smith and Willinm George Bunter !

The Bounder stood in dismny and
Lesitation.

Monsieur Charpentier waved ex-
cited hands at him,

“Comprencz!” he squealed. "Ce
pauvre Qunelch—he is eel—he speak
not when #zat I call—zat you run—

}.nu ﬂr__"__ﬂ‘
“Oh! Yes, gir!” gasped Smithy,
Thump! Bang!

“Mon cher Queleh——*

“Tn the name of goodness, what is
all this noise? r. Hacker, !;he
master of the Bhell. came hurrying
to the spot.  **Monsienr Charpentier,

what—"
“Ce panvre Queleh!™  squealed
Mossoo. )
“What! TIs anything wrong with
Queleh 7

“I gink zat he is cel—he answer not
when zat I eall, and I knock on ze
door 1™

“But Quelch 18 out !” said Hacker,
staring at him, :

“He come back viz himself, sair—I
hear him speak in zis study !

“QOh 1" said Mr. Hacker. He tapped

at the door. “Are yom there,
Quelch #*

‘Bilence. :

“Yon are sure, Mousienr' Char-
pentier 7

“Mais oui! J'en suis sure! When
zat I valk by ze window, I hear
Monsieur Quelch zat speak in =ze
study—he is zere !”

“It is extraordinary!™ said Mr.
Hacker., “If he is there, and doces
not answer, something must have
ha}?genad to him—a fall, perhaps.”

am verree alarm,” snid
Monsieur Charpentier. *“I have to
speak to Mistair Quelch, and it is
arrange I come to his study when he
come in—and when zat I hear him, I
come—I knock—I call—but answer
zere is noue! Smeet!” He spun
round. at  the dismayed Bounder.
“Vy for {nu have not gone? Je vous
dis—I tell you go—run—quick—and
call Gosling to come to gis place ¥

“Yes, gir ! stuttered Smithy.

He cut off and disappeared—not;
however, to call Gosling to get that
door open, but to hurry round to the
study window and attempt to extract
Billy ' Bunter by that means of
egress| That was now the ounly
chance !

[

NO EXIT !

¢ Y -SAY, you fellows!”

I Harr Wharton & Co.

glanced round in surprisc.

After the football match—in which
the heroes of the Hemove had beaten
the Fourth, without the aid of Billy
Bunter—the Famous Five were
strolling in the quad after leaving
the changing-room.

They were, as a matter of fact,
thinking of Billy Bunter,

Football having been disposed of,
they had leisure to give some aticn-
tion to less important matters; and
they remembered Bunter and lis
antics.

All the Remove Lknew that there
was something on that aftermoom
between Emithy and the fat Owl.—
owing to Bunter's masterly method
of keeping sccrets.

Harry Wharton & Co. had a fairly
clear idea, from Bunter’s burbling,
that it was some scheme to pay
ont Wingate—though in  whnt
manner the fatuous fat Owl could
help in such a scheme, they lhad no
iden.

But it was pretty clear—mow they
had time to think of it—that what-
ever the scheme was, Bunter had
wanted to back omt of it, and the

‘Bounder had been keeping him up to

the mark.

So, at the moment, they were won-
dering where Bunter was, and what
he hiad been up to, and looking round
for him—when they were surprised
by his fat voice falling on their ears
as they passed by masters’ studies.

Lookiug round to see whenee that
fat voice proceeded, they .failed. to
spot its owner for a moment or two.

en they saw a fat hand beckoning



fren a study window that was a few

inches open.
“Oh, m hat !  ecjaculated
Whartom, *“There he iz ™

“In Quelch’s etudy!” said Bob.

“What on earth 18 the fat chum
doing in Quelch’s study?” as
Frank Nugent. “It can't be a 1a
on Quelech—Smithy wouldn’t lan
Bunter in that!”

“Smithy would land any fellow in
anything, when he's got his back
up ! grunted Johuny Bull,

‘1 eay, you fellows !”

. Bunter's voice was a terrified shrill
whisper, He "wanted the Famous
Five to hear, in the guad—but he did
not want Monsieur Ch tier to
hear, in the passage! He dared nok
open the window more than a few
inches, in cage he was spotted from
the quad—by a master or a prefect.
The fat Owl was in a state of pal-
pitating funk that time. _

The chuma of the Remove hurried
across to the window.

“Thank goodness 1
came Bunter'a Ipitating squeak.
“I've been watuh?i: on for no end
of time, but you didn't come mnear
enough for me to call, you silly
idiota 1™

“What on earth- are you doing in
there ?” msked Harry.

“Noathing! I say, you fellows, are
there any beaks or pres about? I—I
want you to help me down from the
window if thers ain’t!”

“Yes, you ass! Btick where youn
are! There’'s Capper and Wiggins
over by the elms—and Wingate and
i‘.fi'rl:jnnu and Loder of the Sixth in
t

“Can’t jnu.gn out by the door?”

tted yonI™

asked Bob,

“Froggy's there | breathed
Bunter. “Listen—you'll hear him
'I:u'tn% again—he keepa on banging,
the little beast!® '

Thump! Enock! Bang! echoed
across the study from the door.

It renched the ears of the Famous
Five, standing outside the window.

“That’s Froggy!” hissed Bunter.
“The little idiot thinks that Quelch
is here! Oh crikey! And ke wanta
to come in ¥

“Why doesn’t he, then? Have Jou
locked the door, you piflling asaf

“Smithy has!” groaned Bunter.
“He can’t come back with the key

while Fri:‘;igj*n there!  Oh lor'!
Hacker's there, foo, now—I leard
him! I say, I've got to " out

before Quelch comes in! Oh crikey I

“You awful asal” gaid Harry
Wharton. “Have you been ragging
in the study, or what?"

“0Of course I haven't, you fat-
head! Think I'd rag Quelch’s
study ? It's all right if I get out!
I haven't dome anything at all—
capeeially ventrilogquiam !*

“Ventriloquismi® ejaculated

Wharton.
“No! Nothing of the kind! I've
done wnothinr at all—I—I merely
study to—to—to—

came into the
Oh crikey !™
“What on earth has that mad

orpoise been up to?” asked Bob

herrv, in astonishment, “He's
Lbeew up to somethine in that study.™

to be seem in the
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“It was all your fault, Wharton,
you beast !” Burmter.

“Mine ! ‘¢jaculated the captain of
the Remove. :
~ “Yes, yours{ If you'd played me
in Soecer this afternoon t beast
Smithy couldn’t have landed me in
this! 1've into this awful scrape
now, just because you hate being put
in the shade by a better man at
Soccer,”

“You blithering idiot!” gas
Wharton. & gasped

“The lenst you can do now is to

it ::n'.l;h nut;l 0 thisfflldﬂ&]’, ﬂufyuu

n ‘d gee me i ropped from
the windac?w?"

Harry Wharton glanced round.

Mr. Capper, the master of the
Fourth, was walking in the quad with
Mr. Wigginas, master of the Third.
FProbabl were going to walk
till tea-time in Common-room. They
were not near at hand, and they were
not looking towards the studies; but
there could hardly be any doubt that
they would take notice, 1f a master's
window opened and a fat junior rolled
out! Really, it was the sort of thing
to attract attention!

In another direction, Wingate and
Gwynne of the Sixth could be seen.
Wingate had a grim and clouded face
and was in earnest conversation with
his Sixth Form pal,

He looked as if something had
hap to disturb and disgruntle

‘him that afterncon, and no doubt he

was telling Gwynne about it.
Loder, Carne, and Walker were also
guad. They were

all prefects. '

Dozens of other fellows were
visible—but they did not matter,
Nobody mattered, ‘but masters or
prefecta! But there were altogether
too many beaks and pres about for
a fellow to venture to scramble out
of the window of a master's study!

“You'll he seen, you fat ass!” said
Harry. “Better stick where you are
for a bit—Quelch won't he in yet
awhile—"

“The coast will be clear when the
bell goes for fea!” said Bob.

“But Quelch will come in to tea!™
groaned Bunter. “I ean't stick here
till Quelch comes in."

“Well, if you're scen getting out
of that window, it will he mentioned
to Quelch, you can bank on that!”
gaid Johmny Bull. “Quelech will
know you’ve dome it—whatever it is
you've done !”

“I—I haven’t dome anythingl”

“You parked yourself in Quelch’s
atudy—for nothing ot all!” grunted
Johuny. “Well, Quelch may believe
that—if you tell him, I wouldn’t
bank on it, though.”

“The belicvefulness will probably
pot be terrific !” murmured Hurrco
Jamset Ram Singh.

“If you've reall
Bunter——*" said H‘{

“I—I haven’t, old chapl!

done mnothing,
doubtfully.
Not u

thin_g I” groaned Bunter.
“You're all right, then. Queleh
won't bite your bhead off for being in

his study if you’ve done nothing.”
“Oh, yes! But—bLut he might
think it was me!” groaned Bunter.
“1 mean to say, if I'm copped in his
study Wingate's surc to Lhear—"
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“What on carth has it got to do
with Wingate?”

“Qh, nothing! 8till, if ke heard
that Quelch had copped me in this
study, think he'd that it wasn’t
Quelch talking to him through the
door

“Wha-g-a-t #*

“Not that I did it, hynu know! I
—I can’t imitate Queleli’s voice—I—I
couldn't if—if I tried! You fellows

know that, as you heard me do it
yesterday in my stud i

“Oh crikey!

“But if it came out that I was

here, Wingate might gucss that it
wasn't Quelch who was slanging him
through the door!” groaned Bunter.

“You've becn slanging Wingate?2
gasped Bob.

“Oh, no! I haven't said a word!
Why should I Still, he might think
I had, if he knew that it was me here
and not Quelch! I—X say, you
fellows, kik-kik-can’t you get me out
of this somehow ! moaned Bunter,

“Hallo, halle, hallo, here comes
Emithgg;

_Her Vernon-Smith came in
sight. He hurried along breathlessly
to the window outside which the
Famous Five stood in & group.

From the narrow aperture where
the lower sash was raised a few
inches came o hissing squeak.

“Is that you, Smithy, you beast?
Get me out of this, yom rotter!
You've landed me in.it—now get me
out of it, you swab I”

The Famous Five all looked at
Smithy! They had a glimmering
now of what had been happening
while they were at football.

The Bounder took no heed of them,
He glanced round, with an anxious
brow, and then spoke in & low- voice
at t]Iim wiﬁg;w. i

“Eeep go, Bunter! You'll be
scct if you get out now! I'll tip you
when there’s a chance |*

“ Beast 1¥

“Shut up, you fat fool !”

“What is it you've landed that fat
duffer in, Bmithy ?* asked the captain
of the Remove very quietly.

“Find out!” snopped the Bounder,

“I say, you fellows, I know how,”
came an e:;\gler whisper from under the

sash.

window- “ I say, supposc gro
up to the studics and shout * ]:'%11)*:!‘ "’
“ What ?*

“If you go up to the studies and
shout * Fire I'—everybody will come,
and them I can gct ount, sce?”
breathed Bunter.

“Oh, my hat *

Harry Wharton & Co. were willing
—more than willing—to help the
Lhapless fat Owl out of his awlul
sorape. But they were not willing to
go up to the studies and ehount
‘Fire " Not quite!

“I say, Smithy——" ;

“Better koe uiet, you fool!
H:u:ker]’s :luhai ( tmwduur, and bhe’s

t jol warp ears !

&% JFHIF on go up to the studies and
shout ‘F'?i're 177 hissed Bunter.

“No, idiot!™

“I say, yom fellows——"

“Shut that window,
breathed Hob Cherry.

“Shan't! I—* 2 Y
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“Here comes Mossoo, ass!®

“Oh crikey "

The window shut tight.

The Bounder faded out of the

roup. Moasop had sent him to call

esling—which he had no intention
of duing:! He did not want to meet
Mossoo |
" The French master came whiskin
up, :.mtinﬁ with exzcitement, an
'iﬂum:F the Famouns Five there—look-
ing meross the quad with their backs
to Quelch’s window, and to all
appearance guite uninterested im that
window !

i —————-

WAY IN!

AP, tap, tap! _
I ‘Monsieur Charpentier had
to atand on the tips of his toes
to rcach the stndy window across the
broad stone sill, .
He tapped on the lower panes with
an energy that almost eracked the
glass.
Tap, tap, tap!
*Mistair Queleh {*
“ Quvrir la fonetrs !
ge vindow, isn’t it?”
The cecupant of Queleh's study was
not likely to come to the window,
with Mossoo tapping on it!

There was a screen standing across

the window ipeide, screening the
interior from view. On the other
gide of that scrcen palpitated a fat
Owl!
" Harry Wharton & Co. stood silent
—exchanging  expressive lances.
Other fellows began to gather at the
spot, becoming aware that something
nlf, an extruurcﬁnarj* sature was going
on.

“What on earth’s biting Froggie?"

neaked Mossoo.
at you come to

asked Peter Todd, staring at the
dapper figure of the Fremch master,
tiptoeing at the window.

“Potty?” nsked Skinnmer. “If he

wantzs Quelch, why don't he po to
his study?*

“Quelch is out!” said Hazeldene.

“He's in_his study!” answered
Skinner. “He epoke to me from his
window half an hour ago.”

“Quelch did!™ exclaimed Bob
Cherry.

“Yes, Quelch! Ha sent me to ecall
Wingate—he wanted to see him for
something,” answered Skinner, “He's
there all right.”

“Qh crikey! Sure it was Quelch?”
gasped Bob.

“Eh? I suppose I know Quelch’s
bark by this time!” said Skinner,
staring at him. "I hear it often
enongh »n the Form-room.”

“You dido’t see Quelch?” asked
Harry Wharton.

“Only hig mortar-board! He had
the window only a few inches open!

What about it?" asked Skinner. “It
was Quelch—he’s there now.”
The Famous Five made no

rejoinder to that. They knew that
Quelch mnst etill be ont of gates, as
Billy Bnuter was in the study.
Obviously the fat Owl bad been
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ventrilognising there; it must have
been Bunter .who had epoken to
Bkinner from the window.

They could sce now what had
happened—the whole scheme was
clear emoungh. But it was not,
evidently, going amnrﬂinf to plan,
The fat ventriloquist had not n
able to escape after his performance,
and he was now a prisoper in the
study—with Hacker at the door, and
Mossoo at the window. There was no
other way of escape for the fat Owl—
unless he clim up the chimney!

“Mon cher Quelch!” Mossoo was
squealing, as he tapped again and
again at the window. “ Ouvrir done!”

But tBere was no answer from the
study. .

Having failed to get in, or get an
anoswer, at the door, Monsieur Char-
pentier had come ronnd to the stud
window, in hope of better luck there!
But he was getting no better luck.

“Here comes Wingate !” murmured

The Greyfriars captain, his atten-

tion drawn at last, came over to the-

gpot, DMore and more fellows were
gathering now—the crowd was thick-

eningr,
"ﬁ anything the matter, Monsieur
Charpentier #” nsked Wingate,
Mozsoo blinked round at him,

“Mpis oni! But yes! Ce pauvre
Quelelh—he is ecell He is verree
malade! Zere is somezing verree
mooch ze matter, He open not ge
door—and he answer not when zat I
call, when zat I knock! Ce paunvre
Quelch—that poor Quelch—he 1z zere,
and he cannot speak I

Wingate stared, y

“He was all right a short while
ago, eir—he whs talking to me
through his study door!” he said.

“*('est cn—c'est ca—I hear ze voice
from ze vindow, when zat he talk,
and I to epeank to him, but he
open not ge door—he answer not——"

“The door will not open, sir!” said"
Wingate. “Mr, Quelch told me that
there ‘-was something amiss with the
lock, and he cannot open it from
inside—he has telephoned for a lock-
smith to come and o it for him."

“QOh I” breathed Bob Cherry. * That
was the dodge, was itP”

“Oh! I did not know szat, Vin-
gate |” said Monsieur Charpentier, in
surprise. “But why zen do he not
answer when gat I eall, if he is not
malade? Alse Hacker he call, and
zere is no answer 1"

“That’s very extraordinary!” said
Wingate, “Hs cannot have left the
study, as the door could mot be
opened! He must be there! I don't
understand this—-"

*He must be eel—malade—"

Wingate looked quite puzzled,

He was not fecling cordial towards
the Remove master—after that jaw
through the door that wounld mot
open! He was feeling angry and
resentful. But if Mr. Quelch had
been overcome by a sudden illness, he
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Quelch’s study, when Quelch was
known to be there!

_ Tfi"mg’:tﬂ tap}?;ii on the window—
which he reac much more easily
than the little French master,

Tap, tap !

“Mr, Quelch,” called ont Wingate,
“will you please answer! Please let
us know if anything is the matter.”

No reply! -

Wingate's voice could easily be
heard throngh the window, and
through the atuf[y; indeed, it could
e heard- by Mr, Hacker in the

beyond, and by two or
three other masters, whe had now
joined Hacker there. . -

Queleh, in the study, must have

heard! If so, he did not heed! Not
a sound came in reply.
Wingate’s face grew very grave.

He forgot anger and resentment now.
It was hardly possible to suppose that
Mr. Quelkch wasg deliberately refusing
to reply when anxious voices called to
him from door and window! If he
did mnot answer, it could only be
becausze he was unable to do so.

“By gum! Can the old bean have
fainted #* whispered Skinner, in the
crowd of curious juniors.

“Fainted! Quelch?” said Peter
Todd. “Not like the old bean |”

*Well, what’s happened to him,
then F*

“ Goodness knows [”

It seemed almost impossible to
imagine Henry Samuel Quelch faint-
ing [ Quelch.-was rather elderly, but
he was hard as nails. A fainting fit
certainly wonld have accounted for
his amagzing silence. But the faint-
inE fit itsclf was hard to account for!

Bomething’s happened to him
gince he was talking to Wingate!”
gaid 8kinner. “He can’t be doing this
for fun!” )

“Oh, my hat! Not likely !”

That was a still less probable
theory ! ueleh was not likely to
faint; but he was even less likely to
cauge all this excitement for funm!

Wingate tapped again, and called
again—loudly. But the result was

e sgme—dead silence from within.

“ Something must have happened,”
gaid the Greyfriars captain. “The
study must be got into somehow,”

“L have send Smeet to call Gosling
to break in ee door!” said Mon-
sienr Charpentier, *Ze door he must
be force.”

“It wonld be guicker to break a

ane of éﬁ.ﬂ wmdgwgi said Mr,
per. pper an oring were
uupthe spot mow. “Break a pane,

Wingate, and unfasten the catch. If
Quelch is mnconscions, he must have
immediate help.” .

“C'eat oa—c'est on!” exclaimed
Monsieur Charpentier. “Zat you
break one glass viz an elbow, and
enter ge window.”

" ainly 1" said Mr. Wiggins,
“Lose no. time, Wingate! That is,
of course, if you are certain that
Mr. Quelch is there!”

“There’s no doubt about that, sir,”
said Wingate. “He spoke to me
from his study—aond Monsieur Char-
pentier heard him also—>"

“Mais oui! Mais oui! Ce panvre
Quelch—he iz zere viz himsel a

“Then lose no time, Wingate,” eaid
Me, Capper. “This mav be verv
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¢ 11 should have been sacked, Wingate,”’ muttered the Bounder repentantly. ‘* You’ve let me off

—1I don’t know why ! I—I say, I’m really sorry, Wingate ! »*

serious—indeed, it must be very
serious |

“Very well, sir!”

It was clearly tho best thing to be
done in the strange and alarming
circumstances, _

Wingate drew back lhis elbow and
Enocked in the middle of a pane.

Crash! Bmash!

Broken plasa scattered om the
window-gill and inside the study.

There was a buzz of deep excite-
ment in the watching crowd. Now
the way was open to enter the study
and ascertain what had ha.Epenml
there. Wingatethrustanarm through
the aperture in the broken pane to
reach to the catch and unfasten the
window.

“Poor old Bunter!™ breathed Bob
Cherry.

The fat Owl's gamc was up now!
Only Harry Wharton & Co. Enew, so
far, that it waz Bunter in the study,
That startling faet was about to be
revealed to the whole staring crowd,

THE PRISONER OF THE STUDY !

ILLY BUNTER palpitated.
The fat junior's podgy heart
sank almost into his boots afb
the erack and smash of the breaking
window-pane.

Up to that mowment, the unhappy
Owl had hoped that there was going
fo be a chance somchow of petting
out of that study before Quelch came
back from his walk with Prout. Tha
crack of the window-pane sounded
like the knell of doom to his fut ears.

EVERY SATURDAY
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Behind the screem that stood two
or three feet back from the window,
Billy Bunter’s fat knpces kuvocked
tﬂ%ﬁhé!‘.

hat was going to hap to him
when he was found there? Wingate
would know who had slanged him
throngh the door; Quelch would
know all about it as soon as he came
in—and the prospect almost made
Billy Bunter's fat brain reel. This
meant a ﬂu%{ﬁng from the Head, at
least—very likely the sack for both
himself and Smithy. It would serve
Bmithy right—but that was cold com-
fort for Bunter.

But as he heard a groping hand at
the window, proping for the cateh,
the fat  junior ulled himself
together. He derived a sort of nervo
from sheer cxcess of funk. He had
one card to play—if he had the nerve
to play it! He could not be scon—
the sereen hid him from outside
view! And Quelch’s voice was still
at hia disposal !

He gave a fat little cough and
screwed up his cowrage. And Win-
gate, as he groped through the

broken pane for the windew-catch,
wasg startled by a barking veice from
the study—so long and mysteriously
silent, Bunter, invizsible himaelf,
was watehing through a crack in the
ECTEen.

He was hardly threc feet from
Wingate, now kneeling on the
window-sill., A minute, or less, and
the Greyfriars captain would have
the window open, and would be stop-
ping into ihe study. Billy Duuter
dared not let it come fo that ]
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“Wingate!” came a sharp, barking
voice which everybody who heard it

recognised as Mr. Quelch’s. “How
dare youl”
Wingate gave so startled a jumyp

t.'gl]:;t he almost fell off the window-
aill.

There was a howl of exeitement
from the watching crowd.

Quelch’s bark came sharply and
clearly through the broken window.

“Thot’s Qucich i gasped Skinncr.
“Hear him?"

“Mon Dicun!” cjacnlated Monsicur
Charpentier. “ Zat is Mistair Quelch!
But if he speak now, why he not
speak beforer”

“Mr. Quelch!” gasped Wingate.

Eneeling on the sill, he withdvew
his arm From the aperlure in the glass
and peered into the study.

All he could see, however, was 1he
fall secreenr that stood across 1lie
window within.

“What docs this mean, Wingate:®
eame the barking voice from the un-
secn interior.

E13 Eh?!l‘

“How dare you break a pane in my
window ! How dare you climb on my
window-sill! I shall repurt this
extraovdinary econduet to your head-
master, Wingate 1

“But, sir——" pasped the a~tounded
Wincate.

“Go awny at once! How dare you
make this disturbance? I have told
you already, Wingate, in the piainest
language, that 1 am scrionsly dis-
satished wilh you! Now vou dore {o

Trne Macser Linsaey.— No. 1,603
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play this extraordinary prank at my
window [*

“But I—I-1 » stuttered Win-
gate, ¥ I—I thought—"

“I shall place this matter before
our headmaster ! . You have actually
roken my study window [

Wingate, with a knitted brow,
dropped back from the sill. Concern
for Quelch had changed back to decep
and resentful anger.

But Mr. Capper stepped to the
window and speke through the
ehattered pane.

“My dear Queleh!” he said. “ You
must not blame Wingate. It was
upon my advice—indeed my instruc-
tions—that he broke a panc, in order
to unfasten the window and enter.”

“Nonscnse !”  *

“What — what  did ou  Bay,
Cueleh 7 stammered the master of
the Fourth.

* Nonsense !

“Really, Quelch—-"

“1 will not be disturbed in this ex-
traordinary and unheard of manner,”
barked the sharp voice from behind
the screen. “I am surprised at you,
Mr. Capper—very much surprised
indced.”

“Indeed!” retorted Mr. Capper,
%retting angry himself, " You are not

lie only person surprised here, Mr.
Queleh! You have surprised—and
indeed alarmed—everyone. May I ask
why you have refused to answer con-
tinual ealling and knocking, and thus

iven the impression that you had
een taken su denl?- ill, and were in
need of assistance?”

“Nonscnse! I do not desire to be
disturbed—I am very busy! I have

THE MAGNET

no time to waste, Mr, Capper, if you
have !*
E"Upun my word!” exclaimed Mr.

a .

¢ stepped back from the window,
with a very red face. :

“Je ne comprends pas!” exclaimed
Mongicur Charpentier. “Mon cher
Quelch-~my verrce dear Quelch—yon
make me to zink zat you are eel—"

“Nonaense !

“But, mon cher Quelch, I am
verree much alarm—I zink zat you
are verree eel, as you do not answer
viz vourself when zat I call and
Lknock—=" =

“Please go away, and do not dis-
turb me further I* snapped the Eharl;
voice from behind the screem. *
dezire to hear no more.” )

“Mais, mon cher Queleh !" gasped
the Freneh master.

14 GU‘ _ﬂ-WﬂrF IIJ" ‘ . ]

“Mais certainement, if you vish—
but I zipk—"

“Will you po away and leave me
undisturbed, Monsienr Charpenticr!
And tell all those boys to go away—
I will not have an impertinent crowd
gathering under my study window.”

“Je men va, monsieur!" snapped
the French master, very much
offended, and he stalked away az red
as o turkey-cock at that unexpected
and nnpleasant rebuff from his dear
Ouelch.

Mr. Capper and Mr. Wiggins ex-
changed an elogquent look, and walked
away together., They were wondering
a liﬁlu whether Quelch was quite in
his right mind—his conduet was so
v l:r:':trﬂﬂl‘ﬂiﬂﬂl?'.

cﬁu crowd of fcllows retreated to
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—but he had onl

a little distonce from -the atndy
window. But they did not go very
far away from it—and they kept their
eyes on it. Quelch’s stndy scemed to
draw them like a magnet.

“Hds he gone off his rocker, you
fellows?™ asked Skinner.

“ Blessed if it doesn’t look like it !"
said Peter Todd. “He refuscs to say
8 word, till he's made everybody
believe that lie's ill, or in a fainting
fit or something, and then——*

“Quelch must be as mad az a
hatter, to carry on like this!? said
Ogilvy. “Must be bats in the
belfry ! _

* Somebody ought to tell the Head !
remarked Russell. “The Head ought
to know, if Quelchy has gone batehy.”

“The batchfuluess is probably not
terrific 1 murmured Hurree Jamset
Eam Eingh. _

“What's he doing it for, then?”

“L guess it's the bee's knee!” re-
marked Fisher T. Fish.

The Famous.Five remained near
the study window. Enowing how tlie

matter really etood, they were
anxious fo help Bunter to cseape if
opportunity offered.

ut there was not a ghost of a
chance of getting Bunter out of that
window unscen by at least fifty pairs
of eves.

Neither wos there a ghost of a
chance at the study door.

Herbert Vernon-Smith walked in
a casual sort of way into Masters'
FPassage in the hope of being able to
use the key. But there was no hope.

Beaks were no longer calling or
Enocking at Quelch’s door. But the
possage seemed to be quite thickly
populated! Half a dozen masters
were in the passage, diseussing, with
expressive faces, the amoazing conduct
of Mr. Quelch.

The Bounder gave them one glance,
and departed again, the key still in
his pocket.

There was no escape for the fat
Owl, and it looked as if he had to
stay there, a prisoner in the study,
till Mr. Quelech came in. And what
was fning to happen when he wna
found' there made even the iron-
nerved Bounder feel o sort of cold
chill trickle down his spine.

Billy Bunter, in the study, pecred
round the screen, mnd saw through
the window innumerable faces in the
offing. He listened at the door and
heard the wvoices of the beaks in
animated discussion. _

Escape in either direction was im-
possible. He had staved off discovery
staved it off! In
desperation the fat Owl blinked at
the study chimney.

It was a larre, wide, old-fashioned

chimney. There was mo fire in the
grate.
* Bunter blinked at it, thomght of
the soot, and shuddered. He dared
not be found there when Quelch came
in. But the study chimney was o
last resource—sa very last and very
desperate resource.

THE MYSTERY DEEPENS'

M R. QUELCH stared.

He was surpriscd..
And his surprisc soon
changed to annoyauce,



Walking in with Mr. Prount in time
for tea, the Remove master found
himself the cynosure of all eyes.

In the ordinary
would have walked in and gone into
the House without attracting  any
special attention, Most fellows, if
asked, would not have heen able to
eay whether Quelch had come in or
whether he hadn’t.

But now——

If Mr. Quelch had been the ghost
of a Form-master, his appearance
conld not have caused a greater
sensation, or drawn more amazed and
concentrated attention.

Fellows who saw him did not
merely a%am at him—they did not
merely stare at him! They at
him—they goggled at him—they
fairly opemed their eyes and their
mouths and goggled at him in open-
eyed, open-mou astonishment.

“Quelch ! spluttered Skinner, who
was the first to epot him.

”%uelnh " howled Peter Todd..

“Quelch!” roared Coker of the
Fifth.

“Quelch ! howled Hobson of the
e Quelch 1”

[ £ tlﬂ

“QOr his ghost!”

“Oh, great pip, lock—it’s Quelch ™

Amazed voices buzzed on all sides.

Queleh knitted his brows. There
was no occasion whateyer, so far as
Queleh could see, for every Grey-
frinrs man who saw him jump
almost out of his skin at the sight
of him,

Mr., Prout was ﬂurE)riaed, too !
Prout stared, while Quelch glared.

“What ever is the matter, ch
asked the Fifth Form master.

“I have mnot the slightest idea,”
answered Mr, Quelch, with a deep
frown, “Bkinmer! Come here,
Skinner! 'What do you mean by
staring at your Form-master in that
extraordinary manner?”

"Ain't—ain’t you in your study,
sir p* Eaa?ed Skinner,
if itﬁ L

Really, it was rather an extra-
ordina question as  Quelch,
obviously, was not in his study, as
he was standing there in the quad
in front of Skinner. But Skinner was
so amased at the sight of him that
he hardly knew what he was saying.

Quelch was—or had been—in that
atuﬂg. Eﬁrﬂ:{;}g Enew that he
could not have left it without being
seen by averybody. Yet here he was,
walking in with Prout! It was
enouzh to make a fellow jump.

Mr, Capper hurried up.

“Quelch !” he exclaimed. He, like
the rest, gazed at Mr. Queleh with
almost unbelieving eyes. “Quelch!
It—it is you! But how——"

“Certainly it is I, Mr. Capper!
Will you kindly explain what you
may possibly mean, and what is the
cause of all this extraordinary excite-
ment !” exclaimed the Remove master
acidly.

“But—but yom were in your
study !” exclaimed the bewildered
master of the Fonrth. “How in the
name uEf ﬂ t?nt. is iltt:ueﬁpli'ﬁzlﬁ;hd%ﬂ
you get out of your study, Que s

“How did I get out of my study P*
repeated Mr. Quelch blankly. *I
walked out at the door, Mr. Capper.

way, Mr. Quelch Ca
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Do you imagine I stepped out of the
window, or what??
“But—but whe i

gasped. Mr,

i Ehenf About three hours a&u g
E’na ¢ :t]m_gmihwe ﬂuam.ﬂtgrﬁu “What
oes it signify, Mr, Capper
“Three hours ago, Quelch!”
asped Capper. “Less than half an
our ago I was speaking to you at
your study window——* '
“Really, Mr. Capper——"

‘H:[ I th :ll]:; {¥1IEEIEE1---3J
“If that is a jest, Mr. Ga]i'lp-er, i |
sceé no point in it whatever !” paid

Mr. Quelch, with acerbity; and he
walked on, leaving Capper staring,
with popping eyes.

Amazed eyes watched him. Fellows
crowded up from all directions at the
news that Quelch bad come in—
Quelch, who was in his study, and
wth-:&m everybody knew to be in his
study.

The Remove master, with a glint-
ing eyes and a heightened colour,
ma on through two lines of star-
ing, astounded faces.

Mr. " It was Wingate
this time. Wingate of the Sizth
rubbed his eyes w he saw Quelch.
It seemed to him that must be
deceiving him. “Mr. Quelch!”

“Well, Wingate f” said Mr. Quelch
in a grinding voice. " What do you
mean What does all this mean?
Is there anything unusual or aston-

ishing; -Wlng:ta, in the sight of a
member of Dr. Locke's staff in the
quadrangle of Greyfriars School ?*

“Yes I” fﬂpﬁd ingate. “I don't
understand. Nobody has seen you
1;1:5 3:;-?111- study. How—how did you

out ?*

“How did I get out? Are you in

your senses, wWingatePZ

“I hope so, eirl I can’t under-
stand this. Half an hour ago yon
were in your study, and no one saw
you leave—"

“I have not been in my study for
three lionrs, Wingate ! ill yon ex-
plain what you mean?”

Wingate fairly staggered,

_“Mr. Quelch] Not much over an
hour ago you sent for me to come to
your F—

“I did nothing of the kind I”

“Mr. Quelch ]

]:' :E;EF this some l?hsuqu“eljist. -::i
what?™ snapped Mr. ch: %
have been out of the school for the
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last three homrs, im company with
Mr. Prout.” ]

“Really, sir, as you talked to me
frc;:m your study——" exclaimed Wine.
gate. :

“Do not be absurd, Wingato |

“This is extraordimmary ! boomed
Prout, who was listening in great
astonishment,  “Yon seem to be
making some extraordinary mistake,
Wingate. Mr. Quelch walked out
with me garly in the afternoon, and
we have only just returned.” ;

‘;Impmihla, sir!” gasped Win.
gate. '

i ;Whn.t?" b%gmed P;‘n:mt. “YWhat

1 n say, Wingate?r”

"'lzt?en who is in Mr. Quelch’s
study?” stuttered Wingate. * Some-
one 18 there, whom I have supposed to
be Mr. Quelch—whom one has
supposed to be Mr. leh! Mr.
Quelch, did yon not send Skinner of
your Form to call me to your study?”

“Certainly I did not !’ Quelch’s

imlet & eyes gleamed ronnd.
* Skinner I

“Yesg, gir!” stammered Skinner.

“Did you take Wingate a message

rporting to come from me,
g“llril:u.lerf“F thundered the Remnﬂ;
master.

“Yes, sir |¥ pasped Skinmer. “You
told me to.”

“Yon have the audacity to make
such a statement, Skinner——"

“You did, sir! Yom called me to
Ezu“i study window not much over an

ago, and told me to tell Win-
gate to come to your study,” stut-
tered the bewildered Skinner, “so I
went and told him."™ _

“How dare you at;_y go, Skinner?”

“You did, sir! Smithy was with
me and heard you |

Skinner looked round for Smithy to
corrohorate his statement; but the
Bounder was not to be seen.

“] am sure Skinner acted in good
faith, sir,” said Wingate, * for when I
came to the study I certainly believed
that -you were &nm. - You spoke to
me through the door—at least, I sup-
posed that yon did. If it was not
you, it was somebody whose voice is
esactly like yours, and I don’t Enow
of anybody at Greyfriars—" :

o 'I"hmug]: the door !” repeated Mr.
Queloh. “Do you mean to say that
there was some person in my study
whom you did not ece?®

(Continued on nexrt page.)
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“I conld not see into the study, of
course, sir, as the door was shut.”

“Were you so stupid, Wingate, as
to suppose that I should speak to
you through a eclosed door?’ ex-
¢laimed Mr. Quelch,

“You explained to me that the lock
had jammed and the door could not
be opened "

“Upon my word !

“You told me you had telephoned
for a locksmith from Courtfield, and
asked me if the man had come—"

“You aro aware now, Wingate,
that I did nothing of the kind, as I
was not in the study and have been
absent from the school all the after-
noon.”

“Yes, sir, I—I suppose so—but—
but somebody did—somebody was—
somebody is—" stuttered the Grey-
friars captain, “There was some-
body—and he’s still there—"

r. Queleh’s lips shut like a vice.

“It appears,” he said, “that some
strange ond extraordinary trick lias
been played during my absence.
There wns mﬂain]i nothing the
matter with the lock on my study
door when I went ont. Obviously
that was a subterfuge—a trick for
keeping the door shut—-"

“Qh !* gasped Wingate.

“Tt is inconceivable to me, Win-
gate, that yon could mistake another
person’s voice for mine——"

“Plenty of others made the same
mistake, sir—Monsieur Charpentier,
Mr. Capper, Mr. Wiggins—-"

“Certainly !” said Mr. Ca%er.

“TUndoubtedly !” said Mr. Wiggins.

“Y fail to understand this!” said
Mr. Queleh. “But it appears tha
there is some person in my study who
has given the impression that I was
there. I shall go to the study at
once, and that person must be

geenved.  Wingate, kindly remain
by the window and see that he does
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not escape in that direetion, while I
go to the door.”

“Oh! Yes, sir!”

Wingate of the Sizth went to the
gtudy windew—about fifty or sixty
fellows streaming: after him. The
mysterions oceupant of Quelch’s
study, whoever he was, had nio chance
of escape in that direction.

Mr. Quelch, with a im face,
marched into the House with a crowd
at his heels,

Somebody was in his stndy. It
was not Queleh, becaunse it couldn’t
be—everyone knew' that now. Who
it was was a most intriguing myste
—known ul:rnliF te the Bounder an
the Famous Five. Whoever it was,
his game was up now,

Mr. Hacker, in Masters’ Passage,
almost fell down at the sight of
Quelch coming in with long strides.
His eyes bulged at the Remove
master.

“Quelch ! he pasped.
“Yes, Mr. Hacker—"

“But—but I bhave not left this
passage—yon did not come out of
our study by the door!” exclaimed
he ‘astonished Acid Drop. “Is it
possible, Queleh—is it imaginable—
that you left your sftudy by the
window 7"

“It is not, sir ! almost roared Mr.
Quelch.

“Then how——" _

“It is some ofther persom in my
study !” snorted Mr. Quelch. “I fail

to wunderstand how anyone, not
utterly stupid, can have supposed
that i{ was I1*

“Some other person—who—-"

“That is what I am about to dis-
cover, sir!” _

Mr. Queleh rapped sharply on his
study door after wrenching at the
handle.

Bang !

“ Admit me at once!™ thundered
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epoke in a voice so exactly

the Remove master. “Do you hear?

Admit me! Open this door in-
stantly 1"

There waz no answer from thea
study.

Mr. Quelch's eves glinted, and he
breathed hard and deep.

“The door iz locked,” hLe said. “I1t
will be necessary to obtain another
key. Mr. Hacker, will you kindly
see that no one leaves this study
while I am gone?”

“Certainly, sir!”

Queleh hurried away. A swarm of
eyes were on the study door while he
was gone,

In a few minutes he returned—with
a duplicate key in his hand.

The crowd watched him with
almost bated breath as he inserted
the key into the lock and turned it.

“That's torn it!” whispered Bob
Cherry.
Harry Wharton nodded.

The game was up now for the hap-
less fat Owl. The study door was
thrown wide open.

Mr. Queleh marched into the study.
A crowd crammed the doorway, star-
ing after him. And then there was
a general gasp of stupefaction.

The study was empty !

BILLY BENTER DROPS IN!

i H!
Mr. Queleh stood in the
middle of the room, lookin
round him. His gimlet eyes glint
round in all directions, seeking the
mysterions occupant of that study.
o one was to be seen.

He drew the screen away, ond
pushed it against the wall. That re-
vealed the window, with George Win-

ate’s face looking in at the aperture

in the broken pane, and a sea of
other faces round him.
Innnmerable at the window—

inhumerable eyes at the doorway—
gtared into that study—beholding
only Mr. Quelch!
“Where——" breathed Bob Cherry.
“The wherefulness is terrific!”
murmured Hurree Jamset Iam

Singh.

"%ingut& " rapped Mr. Queleh,
“Yon have mnot allowed anyone to
leave by the window while I was
aetting the door open?”

“No, s&ir!” answered the Grey-
friars captain from the quad.

“Someone is here—or was here ™
exclaimed Mr. Hacker from the door-
way. “‘On that point, there is no
possible donbt!”

“Mais, ceat ca!” squealed Mon.
sienr Charpentier. "“He is here—zat
is one deadly cert, sair! Viz my
own ears I hear him to speak!”

“Then where is he?” rapped Mr.
Quelch sourly. “I fail to see anyone
in this study. The door was locked
—the gone! No donbt it was
locked from outside, and the key
taken away! No one is here!”

“Someone must be here!™ gasped
Mr. Hacker. *“He must be concealed
somewhere in the study! It ia
abzolutely certain, Mr. Quelch, that
someone was in the study——"

“Someone,” said Mr. Eﬂp}Pt‘T, “who

ike yours.



Quelch, that I had no doubt that you
were ker 2

“Et moi pussi! exclaimed Mon-
sieur Charpentier,

Quelch gave a grunt,

“1 fail to erstand this 2 he
said. "I fail entirely to understand
this! If there is anyone in this
study, kindly point him out to me!”

“There was certainly someone, sir,”
eaid Wingate, “and he cannot
possibly have eseaped from the room.”

“Indeed I said Mr. Quelch. “In
that case I shall be glad—very glad
to gee him, At the t moment,
I see nothing of him !*

Mr. Hacker in and-began
to search the study.

Harry Wharton & Co., and a crowd
of fellows bekind them, stared in at
the doorway, dumbfounded..

The fat Owl of the Remove was
there, They knew that he was there
—that he must be there. But if he
was there, he was invisible. . Billy
Bunter, really, could not have dis-
solved into thin 'air!

But if he hadn’t, where was he?

'The mystery of Quelch’s study. had
not only deepened—it seemed to have
srown impenetrable! The Famous
Five said mothing, They hoped, for
Buuoter’s sake, that he would some-
how remain undiscovered. But they
knew that he was there—because he
gimply had to be there!

But if he was there, Hacker failed
to root him out. Really, there was

no hiding-place in the study where a
fellow counld hope t0 remain concealed
if he was looked for, But the

mysterious person, if he was there,

was hidden deet%i :
“*Oh gum!” Bob Cherry breathed

. suddenly.

His eyes were on Quelch's fireplace,

The fire in the te was laid,

raaﬂ%dfﬁr ‘li&hﬂng, ut it was not
lighted, On the combustible materials

in the grate, Bobh had spotted a
eprinkle of soot. And he suddenly
understood how the mysterious

denizen of the study had vanished so
mysteriounsly. '

“Qh ! preathed Harry Wharton,
as his glance followed Bob's.

“The terrific ass!” murmured
Hurree Jamset Bam Singh.

Johnny Bull and Frank Nugent
said mothing. They hoped that other
eyes .would not observe that spriukle
of soot in the grate. It waa, if
observed, & clue to the extraordinary
refuge of the hapless fat Owl.

Bunter was parked in the chimney |

There was no escape for him above.
He could not possibly have elimbed
the chimney and squeezed out of the
chimney-pot. He was Igidingb';‘\n the
chimney—no doubt .'Imgmg t the
coast would clear, and give himr a
chance of getting down again and

escaping.

e Famous Five watched
anxiously. If nobody else ed,
there was a chance for Bunter yet,

And nobody seemed to think of the
chimney as a possible refuge for the
nystery-man. RBeally, it was not an
attractive refuge. Only an absolutel
_ terrified and desperate fat Owl coul
have heen drivem to such a resource.
‘n WEH,” ra
with irritated impatience, “can yon
ece apyone-in tlus study, Hacker?”

= Bﬂl?

.soot for that!
ped Mr, Quelch at last, soot
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“I cannot,” said Hacker. *I am
quite at a loss! That someons was
here is certain—and how he can have
eluded ns——"

“Zero was one voice,” said Mon-
sieur Charpentier. “I gee no vun,
it iz verree true, but zere was one
voice—="

“Certainly there was someone

here,” said Mr. Capper. “I -myself
spoke to him, and supposed that it
wos you, Mr. Quelch!”

Snort from Quelech.

“The voice, sir, was exactly yours |”
exclaimed Mr. Wiggins.

Another snort from Quelch.

“No one iz here,” he said. *The
window was shut and watched—the
door locked and also watched. No
one can liave Escaﬁd: from the study
—and no one is here! I can onl
say—— (Goodness gracions, what is
that ?*

“ Atehoooooooooh 1™

ﬂ; wr&a r; J]nea:ﬂ. h

r, Que ve & jump.

Hacker ntarega ruund:! .

That sneeze seemed quite near at
hand. But it was not ome of the
masters in the study who had eneezed.
There was a dead eilence for a
moment. Then—

“Urrgh! Aytishoooooooh!
Atchooooh ! Ooooop! Agytishooooh !*

It was a loud, reverberating eneeze,
It fairly roared. It was a gargantuan
sneeze. It bellowed.

"%jﬂi"haﬁT‘_‘ gasped Mr. Quelch.
u—

“ Aytishhhoo I” came the sneeze
again. “Oooooocoogh! Atchooooh [”

Billy Bunter had struggled hard,
and ﬂtr?gled long, againet that
sneeze, - But there was soot in bis fat
little nose, and hard as he struggled
against it, the sneeze was not %o be
denied. When, at length, it over-
powered Bunter, it came all the more
powerfully from ita sup . It
was almost like a blast on a foghorn!

* Aytichooooooooh

A clond of soot descended from the

chimney.

Convulsed uJI.:rI]Z that gargantuan
sneeze, the appy fat Owl was
losing his p on the brickwork of
the interior. Boot descended in. a
shower. ]

“Oh)* gosped Hacker. “The
chimney———-="

“The—the chimney ” zasped Mr,
Quelch.

* Aytishooooooooh—ooop 1”2

There was a slithering sound in the
chimney, Something that looked like
a mass of soot tumbled out. It
squeaked as it bum on the grate,
and squeaked again as it rolled over
on the floor, :

“0Oh, my hat!" gasped Bob.

“What—" stuttered Mr. Quelch.
“Who—who—who is that? Who—"

“Grooogh I”

The mass of soot sat up. Two
little round déyes, blinking with soot,
blinked ind soot-blackencd
gpectacles,

Bunter was not to be. recog-
He had collected too much
He was clothed in
soot, swathed in soot, smothered
with soot, buried in soot! Omly by
its rotundity could that figure imiﬂ

niged !
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been ‘identified as William Geo
Buater's! i y i

ek r 1 nrgled nter,
" hﬂit&huul?l rgﬂunmgh 1

“l hu ar¢ youl?” thundered Mr.

4] *

* Aytishoooooooh 1*

“ Answer me |*

“Gurrruuugh 12

“It is—I—I think—I think it is
Bunter " EEB ed Mr. Quelch.
“Bunter! Explain yourself! What
O ergh 1 T

“Urrgh! 'Tain’t me, sirt* led
the sooty object. “Oh -%ﬁﬁg&?l
Coocogh [ :

“Ha, ha, ha!* came a roar from
the passage

*Buntaer I

“That fat ass!*

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Mr. Quelch glared round at a yell
ing mob in the doorway. il

“Go away ! he barked. “Go away
at once ! How dare you! Go away!”

“Ha, ha, hal”

The crowd in the ge faded
away—howling with laughter.

Billy Bunter would gladly have
faded away also. But there was mo
fading away for Bunter |

UNEXPECTED !
6 CYMITHY I
S “Wellf” snarled the
Bounder.

Harry Wharton & Co, came info

the Rag,

Vernon-8mith was there—not in an
enviable mood. He scowled blackly
at the Famous Five as they came in,
and Harry Wharton spoke to him.

Perkaps he guessed what was com-
ing. Five faces had very determined
and rather grim expressions on them,

“They've got Bunter !” said Harry.

*They're welcome to him I meered
B ol it to d

“Well, what arc youn going ofs

“Find out!”

“That won't do!” said the eaptain

of the Remove. guictly. *“You put
Bunter np to playing the fool in
‘'ve a etty

311&11:11‘5 study—and
clear idea why. Tho fat ags will get
it in the neck .mow—and it’s up to
you, Smithy |”

“Have you come here to tell meo
that " sneered Smithy.

“Yes,” said Bob Cherry. “We've
come here to tell {ou exactly that,
Smithy! You've landed that fat

chump in this, and every man in the
Remove knows it !- You've got to get
him out ! - ' e R

“It's the sack!"” muttered Smithy,
“It's only a flogging for that fat
fool, but—as soon as Wingate Enows
—Ilget it right in the neck!™

“ft's too late to think of that!”
said Harry.

“Is it?” saneered the Bounder,
“Well, I'm thinkin’ of it—and think-
in' !)I‘Ett-j’ hard, too! I'm not pinin’
to leave Greyfriars, As soon as
Wingate tells Quelch what was eaid
to him through the door, I don't
know what will ha to Bunter:
but I know what will happen to me—
if I'm in it 1"

“Bunter will let it omnt, you can
bet, if you don't!” eaid Nugent,

Tre Magyer Leniey.—No, 1,653
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The Bounder gave a scoffing laughn.

“You couldn't deny it, Smithy!”
gaid Johuny Bull, ;

“Couldn't I?"” sneered Smithy.

e esteemed ” Smithy——" mur-
mured Hurice Jamset Ram Singh.

“Oh,; ehut upt”

Harry Wharton compressed his
lips,

L You can’t leave it all on Bunter,
Smithy ! he snid.

“I ean if I choosc.”

“But you won't <hoose,” said
Harry. “You're not-such a rotter
as that, Smithy. Youn couldn’t be
such a cur! Don't talk rot—you
know what vou've got to do, and you
know that woun're going to do it
Why not get on with it?”

The Bounder gave him an cvil look,
and stalked out of the 'Rufg.

e Honse,

He went to the door of
to o out into the guad.
But he paused there.

‘There was a struggle in Vernon.
=mith's mind,

The whole scheme lind been a
crhiastly fuilure. Wingate knew now,
or would soon kuow. whose had becn
that voice in Queleh's study. Queleh,
as yet, knew nothing of that—he only

AL T
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supposed, so far, that Bunter had
been plsﬁ'_.ing fatuons tricks in- his
study. But as soon as he knew—
what then ?

If it was left on Bunter, Bunter
would be flogged, at least—and he
might be sacked. But there was no
doubt what would happen to S8mithy,
if his part in the affair came to light.
Bunter's ~ well-known fatheddedness
might cause him to be dealt with
more or less leniently; but there was
no such excuse for the bad hat of the
Remove, The chopper -would come
down on Smithy—and it wounld be the
finish for him at Greyfriars.

It was not the first time by many a
one that his headstrong temper had
led him into such a scrape. But
lessons were lost on the Bounder of
Greyfriars—he was no sooner out of
one Tow than he plunged headlong
into another.

What was he geing to do?

At the bottom of his heart, Bmithy
knew, as Wharton knew, what he
was going to do! He could, if he
chose, stand aside and leave it all on
the wretched Owl! But that was not
a choice that Smithy could wake.

He had to get hiz dupe out of this, at
whaterer cost, and he knew it.

He hesitated long, but he turned
at last, and made hiz way to Mr.
Quelch's study.

He arrived there, to find Wingate
of the Sixth at the door.

Wingate glanced at him.

The gBﬂ-‘llﬂﬂEl‘ eave him a sardonic
grin,

"You're gaihg to see Quelch, Win-
gate?” he asked.

4 TE’E IH

“Soam IV

“Wait, then!” said the BSixth-
Former.

The Bounder laughed.

“We may as well go in together !"
he answered. *“I've Fnt something
to tell Quelch, as well as you, Win-
rate. Same subject.”

Wingate gave him a sharp look.

“Does that mean that you had anf'-_
thing to do with Bunter's silly
trickery in this study ?"” he asked.

“Yea, lots!*

“Yon can come in, then !”

Wiﬁnte tapped at the door and
entered,

Vernon-Smith followed him in,

{(Continued on page 28.)
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6 RAND stuff, these Maexer
arns !" says the first letter

have opened this week,
which comes from n reader who lives
at Hastings, Yes, and I can assurc
him that they're going to remain
“grand stuff.”

f you could ounly sec the yarns I've
aot in store—bmt, there, you'll see
them ull in due counvse, and you'll
thoronghly agree with me. I flatter
myself that in Mr. Frank Richards
T've got the best school-story author
for the Maaxer. If there’s anybody
else who can spin a better yarn than
“F. R.,” I'd like to meet him !

The next letter to hand comes from
John Crabtree, of Sideup, who has
taken the Masxer for the last ten
years, aud tells me that he has never
missed a copy—and docs not intend to
miss one, althdugh lic has just been
“callel wup” under the Militia
Scheme, BI;st of Inck to you, John.
You can’t have a better pal than the
jolly old Maiexer!

This week. chums, I've got a tip for
you; aud a good onc, too. Those of
you wlo o not rewd our companioln
paper, the “Gem.”" should maL'{:. @
point of getting a copy at once, This
“week there is a powerful new yarn of
St. Jim's in the “ Gem.” It's entitled :
“Gusay Puts His Foot In It!” and
tells of the exviting adventures of

Tue Migxer Lisnawy.—No. 1,653

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
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Tom Merry & Co.; of Bt. Jim's. In
this issue you will also find a rattling
fine story of Harry Wharton & Co.,
of Greyiriars, uuder the title of
“The Greyiriars Lunatic !

To those of you who did not sce
my notice in last week’s 1ssue
urging readers to place a regular
order for the Muaner with their
newsagent, I am repeating it agoin
Lere,

To make quite sure of getling
your copy of the Maexer regularly
i-:gh week you con do one thing to

p- ,
- Wood pulp, from which paper is
made, comes from overseas. Shipe
bringing it may be sunk, or available
eargo space may be mneeded first for
more urgent things. such as foed. In
ordér to avoid any wastage of paper,
we lave had  to tell newsagents to
order ouly the exnet nmmber of
Maaxers that they want from us
every week. and no more, If more are
ordered than ore actually requirved
they will remain unsold, and will be
a ?ﬂ'ad loss to the mewsagent,

S0, if you baven't already given a
regular order for the Maoxer, will
you please do so at oncel Your news-
agent will deliver it, or keep a copy
for vou ecach weck. By giving an
ordev wou will make guite surc of
your Magxer, mud will greatly help

your mewsngent. There is an order
orm which yon can usge immediately
on page 23 of this issue. ORDER
YO MAGNET TO-DAT.

THE “ HOLIDAY ANNUAL™

This most popular Annual is on
eale everywhere, and for the
moderate sum of- five shillings you
will have a feast of delight which
will bring pleasant hours for some
time to come. This year's volume,
which is better than ever, is sellin
like hot eakea! Get a copy before it
iz too late, If you haven’t managed
to save up the five shillings yet, ask
your newsagent to reserve {ml & copy
until you have got the full amount.
He'll be only too pleased to oblige
YOIl

“THE. BLACK PRINCE OF
GREYFRIARS 1"

This story arranged for next Satnr-
day shows Mr. Frank Riclards at
hia very best. Many weird’ and
wonderful characters have joined up
at Greyfriars in the past, but the
latest addition—Prince - Bomombo,
from Bongoland—to give him his full
name, is the queerest of fhem all.
And what's more, he doesn't speak
Englisk, Can you imagine the
amazing situntions that arise? Wait
until you meet this wild and woolly
new boy next Saturday. The “Grey-
frints Herald * for nest week is
better than ever. There's no lack
of talent, when it comes to writing
stories, articles, and poems in the
Greyfriars Remove,

A final word. Sign the order form
on page 23 of this issue, hand 1t to
your newsagent, aud thus make sure
of next Saturday's Maexer and all
subsequent issnes of the® oMl -paper,

Cheorio, chnms,
YOUR EDITOR.
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.Tl:.ta GREI YFRIARSM P HERALD

(Gonlinued from page 2.)

“He
amnh'n% this morning
The limit was reached when the
lul!uwin%ﬂnppearﬂ on the board—
“Tha who has taken my CRIB
TO BUETONIUS is commanded to
return it at omce to enable me to

Ekinner. gave me gix for

2

check my scholars’ exercises.—H. 8.
, Master.”

Quelchy's face waa white and his
eyes gleamed like points of fire when
he took ue in class to-day. I said to
Skinner afterwards:

"TLook here, you rotter, you might
give me a hand to spot the
who's doing this. must be a
pretty g'uog forger, and you're the
only chap I know who can imitate
writing. Can’t yom think who can
have ragged Quelch like that?*

“Don't talk to me of Quelch,”
growled Skinmer. " You saw how he
whopped me yesterday. Let him get
on with it.”

However, I think I'm on to the
criminal. Stott had inkstains on hias
fingers just now. Let him beware!
The keenest eyes on the Heranp
staff are watching him, and if he
dm; it again, I ehall know what
to do!

THE UNSUNG HERO!

By DICK PENFOLD (of course!).

Some men do not care a button
For war and death and things like
that,
But I have sometimes gaid to Dutton:
“Come and have a chat !

Some bhoys stand on decks when

burning,
Yome men rally round the flag,
But I have somectimes sta

learning

Virgil in the Rag!

Some men tackle armed marauders
In the far off Khyber Pass,
But I've cashed Bunter's
orders
Like a silly ass!

Some men have conveved dispatches
Through the enemy, I've heard,

But I have refereed the matches,
Second versus Third !

Some men have been fond of fighting
One small ship to fifty-three,
But I have bravely gone on writing

Yarde of poetry.
Somo bestrode the world like Cesar,
Ther wrote books on it for luck,
But mine's a bigger task than these
arg—-
1 must learn the muck !

poatal

MARK LINLEY'S
Remarkable Forecast.

GREYFRIARS — A.D. 2000

I am seventy-six years old, No,
not really, of course, but in imagina-
tion. I realised my ambition and

became a doetor when I left Grey-|

friaras nearly sixty years ago. Since
then I bhave been ying rare
diseasea in Darkest Africa, and I
kpow nothing of English life in this
vear 2000 .&..i;

My air liner from Africa lands me
on a broad etretech of econcrete,
broken by a chain of pill-boxes,
stairwaye, ventilators, ete. I wait
for a gyro-taxi to take me to London,
[ These gyro-taxis rise and descend

by meanas of pyroscopic screws.
F{mll , I ask gu gechoolboy who

brute | travelled in my liner:

“How do I get to London, my
ho;?" :
Why, this ia London,” replies the
boy, amazed. “Take the elevator to
Piccadilly. I'm going that way.
Come on, sir.”

Hs takes pity on an old man and
leads me to the necarest staircase,
which proves to be an elevator
moving downwards. A hundred feet
down we reach an imposing street,
leading to o park. It is all bright
and clean and sunny, though where
the light is coming
from can’t make et )
out. It was dull and
cloudy on the sur-
face.

“Where's it coming
from?" exelaims the
bn‘{, as I ask timidly.
“Why, from the sun,
of course, Golly.
don’t you know where
we get our light?”
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samnium? Why, it's one of the
ninety-three elements, like lead and
iron. There were two elementa
which hadn’t been discovered in your
time. Bamunium’s one of ’em. It's
like radium, only a lot more power-
ful. A piece about the size of & pea
can drive an air liner for over a

r. No fumes to that stuff, I con

11 you. Welk, good-bye, sir. I'm
going to school, down at Greyfriars,
it Kent, and I must get the Belt
here.”

“Stay!” I exclaim l:tturierll;.'. “I
am an old Greyfriars boy. I'd like
to eee the old echool again. May I
come with you?"

“0Oh, rather, sir, This wav.?

We go down another elevator, aud
to my amazement we alight on a

latform, something like the old

nderground platforms, but facing
a tunnel at least two hundred yards
wide, Thia tunnel ias filled with
belts moving at different 3 in
the same direction. Tho middle belt
of all is travelling very %iﬁkalti and
is furnished with seats. [\ on
the first belt, which is very slow;
from that we step to the next belt,
which is guicker—and so o, uutil
wa arrive at the express belt in the
middle. It is quite a simple task,
as each belt is travelling omly a
little quicker than the one before it.

Having whizzed
along this platform-
bordered tunnel for
abont ten minutea, we
reverse the procedure
and get off at what
my companion tells
me is Charing Cross
Station, But what a
difference! The trains
are o » shiaped
monorail ears which

<ty

“But thero is no travel at 200 miles an
sun to-day."” hour, The country

“Well, what of it? outside, the windaows
There was  some is just a blur as we
E';sterd;lri? wasn't gloot along.

ere? They store the “And how do you
sunlight in thin e o like Qreyfriars?” I
like gasometers—sola- B asked my young
voirs, we call ‘em— : _friend.
and send it out like streect lighting.| “Oh, all right. The beds are

Surely you kuow that?"
“But is all London built under-
m_ﬂ ?JI‘

“I should jolly well think so. Our
history says they built cities on the
surface years ago. Must have been
& set of jugginses. Why, the
Mmbin%gmm wiped ‘em ount in no
time. ides that, they had to put
u?? with what weather came along,.

e make our own weather down here
and get it on the television each
morning, If they say it'll rain from
eleven to half-past, it docs. They
broadcast vapourised rain and con-
dense it. Besides that, all the air
is_ eterilised mow. No soot or geims
in our air, I can tell you.”

“Not even petrol fumes?”

“Petrol 12 gasped the boy. “You
must be a funny old josser. Don't
you know the world ran out of petrol
years ago? Everything’s driven on
samnium these days.”

“ Samuium P

“Don’t tell me you haven't heard
how Professor McPottie discovercd

{—for my

pretty comfortable, and the nurses
are quite decent—so are the docs., I
was only there a fortnight last term
cogra operation, I'm
having maths this time. It's pretiy
beastly, I belicve—you're under the
cercbrator for an hour a day.”

This ia all Greek to me, but I have
no time to say more before we nre at
Courtfield. fym-taxi takes us to
Greyfriars, and that, at any rate,
looks the same as usual. There are
a few new buildings of the sonma-
torium type, but mainly it is the
same. I exchange a fow words with
Qosling, and then walk into £be
Honse.

“Hadn't I better sec the doctor?”
I osk my companion.

“Which onc? There's dozens of
'em. Here’'s the Head Surgeon.
You'd better gee him.” And Le runs
off to join a crowd of fellows who are
plaji;'ng air-ball. I watch him put
on his arm-wings and flap into the
air like a chnbby bat. The ball,
about the srze of a footoer, is floatin
in the air—in fact, the goame reminds
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me . of water-pole played in theé air
instead of water. e lactolite arm-
wings are good for sport, but rather
slow of travel—like cycling in my
old .ﬂa%

The Head Surgeon is quite affable
when I explain who I am, and he
shows me round the class-rooms.
There are no Forms, but only
stages, In the Fifth-stage class-
room, which I enter firet, I get a
shock, The benches and desks are

one, In their place are a dozen

mu‘fed round a big white-
cname sm1 mghelr*tii;lhe Ill.‘lﬂ-'ll'r ine i:f““
of gurgical and electrical apparatus.

Wirg: run from the ma-nh:l.];e to the
heads of the scholars in bed, where a
delicate electric needle is driven into

THE BOUNDER'S DUPE!

(Continued from page 26.)

Mr. Quelchi glanced at both of
them.

Bunter was not in the study.
Bunter had been dispatched to clean
off the soob before his Form-master
dealt with him; and the unhappy fat
Owl was mow busy with hot water
and soap. He had left a good many
traces of soot in the study—and he
had left Queleh with a frown on his
brow that was like unto the *'fright-
ful, fearful, framtic frown* of the
Lord High Executioner.

“Cotite in, Wingate!” eaid Mr.
Quelch. “You understand now, of
course, that it was not I who was in
this etudy when you were called
here?"”

““Yes, gir!” answered Wingate, "I
understand thaf now, and I am very
glad of it.”

“Why aré you here, Vernon-Smith?
I havernot sent for you.”

Mi. Queleh gave the Bounder a
gesture of dismissal,

Bmithy did not heed it.

“I have something to tell you, sir,
about what hngp'tned in this study
this afternoon!” he said. He spoke
coully, almost in a drawl. "It was I
who put Bunter up to it."

“Wha-a-t 7

“Bunter isn't the man to blame,
really i said the Bounder, in the
same cool -tome, “‘Bunter hasn't
sense enough to go in when it rains!
He would vae_hankeﬂ out, too, only
I kept him ap to the mark.”

“ ¥Yernon-Smith ! :
 Wingate'of the Sixth said nothing.
Hc stood staring at the Bounder.

“And what was your ohject,
Vernon-S8mith in inducing that
uttérly stupid and foolish boy to play
such insensate tricks?” exclaimed
Mr. Quelch, his gimlet-eyes glinting
at the scapegrace of his Form.

“Only Bunter could do what I
wanted, sir! I dare.say you'vé for-
gotten about his gill :
—but that was why! I got Bunter
to do it, because he can jmitate any-
body's voice—and 1 made him send
for Wingate, and talk tp  him
through the door, letting Wingate
think that it was you, sir.®

ventriloguism .

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

the skull, The scholars are guite in-

TecOover consciousness, but remain 1m

sensible, and a nurse is standing ‘bed for two days. Then they mEEt up

beside each one, feeling his pulse,
doctor in a white coat is speaking in
a low voice into a sort of micro-
phone, |
. “By our agreement that the law of
indicez ia |
find that the half-power of two is the
square root of two——" And so on.
‘The maths class!” whi the

Head. “The boys are put to sleep
means of that violet ray over eac
bed; and the cerebrator machine fixes
the words in their brain for the rest
of their lives. Quite aimplemyou see |

""%nd how long does the lesson
laat r"

“Just an hour. After that they
%".‘;]ﬁgon my word!” ejaculated Mr.

“Only- it haigpgued that he couldn’t
get out ‘of the study afterwards—
and that dished -the whole thing!”
eaid “the Bounder.. “But it's only
fair to put it on me, sir—mot on
that duffer 1

Mr., Quelch drew & deep, deep
breath.

“Bunter will certainly be punished

for. having done ‘anything of the.

kind,” he-said, *“but:
stand that you were chiefly to blame,
Vernon-Smith. Do you mean to tell
me that you planned’ all this absurd
and disrezpectiul trickery for the
sake of a foolish prank on a Bixth
Form prefect?”

The Bounder did not answer that.

He glanced at the Greyfriars cap-

.eau ite under-

tain.

“Qet it over, Wingate !” he said.
“You know all about it now, and you
know what's coming to me. @Get it
aver,”

Mr. Quelch gave him a sharp look,
and then looked at Wingate. '

“1 fail to understand all this,” he
gaid. “So far as I can see, a foolish
yrank has been played You were
!Inludeﬂ into believing that I was in
the study, Wingate—"

“Yes, sir!” said Wingate slowly.
“I believed that it was you speaking
from the study, and—and——

“And what?” askéd Mr. Quelch,
“Nothing of any consequence, I sap-

e, ¢an have been uttered by that
colish boy ?”
The Bounder’s heart beat un-

pleasantly. Wingate was very slow
to answer. Smithy was cool.
Wingate’s answer came at last.

“Only some nonsense, sir! I was
surprised to hear it from you—but
now that I know how the matter
stands, it is of no consequence!”

Vernon-Smith blinked at him. If
that was all that Wingate was going
to say :

“Quite 80!” sald Mr. Quelch.
*“Now, Vernon-Smith, in view of your
admisgion that you were  the prime
mover in this absurd trickery, I'ghall
deal with Bunter lenient]y. = Neither,
in the circumstances, do I care to

unish: you so severely as you deserve.
Yon will take fivé hundged lines!™

The Bounder hardly heéard - him.

peheral,” he intones, “we

for the rest of the week and play
ﬁﬂﬂﬂ. TheE have an hour a daﬂ' to

in with, but at this stage we have
to careful.”

*Is there any preparation or im-
positions 7"

“My dear sir, of course not. - A boy
doesn’t . learn léssons now, They are
put straight into his brain by the
machine, He can’t forget things.”

I look around this -Gray%:mtn
Hospital. It is all so simple, One
operation—and a lesson is finished for
ever. And—silly old fogey that 1 am
—I give a little sigh. _

A little sigh for Quelchy and his
cane again!

His eyes were fixed on the Greyiriars
captain, He could. hardly Dbelieve
that Wingate was going to aay
nothing.
“Leave my study, Vernon-Smith!"
“QOh ! stamimered the Bounder.
He left the study, almost like a
fellow in a ﬁire::l& and went-d&“_w:;' cthjha
pagsage. He had fgone to elch’s
study, 'full;r expecting to be taken to
the Head and sacked. Why had
Wingate let him off 7
"He waited at the corner of the
ssage- till the Greyfriars captain
came away from Mr. Quelch’s study.
Wingate gave him a grim look.
“You young rascal !” he said.
“I—I should have been -sacked,
Wingate!” muttered the. Bounder.
“You've les me off—I don’t know

‘H"?.'I.{! I—I_m%r I—I'm sorry! I'm
really sorry, Wingate I”

The Bounder spoke with real
gincerity. This was the fellow on

whom he had planned to wreak his
'ﬁmdga—_ this fellow, who had let

im off.

Wingate gave him a nod and
passed on.

The Bounder went slowly baek to
the Rag, where he found Harry
Wharton & Co.

“@ot it over?” asked Bob.

“Yes! It's all ht! Wingate's
a brick!” Baig Smithy, “By gum!
I ought to be kicked! I could kick

myself I”

g'ﬂIﬂ*ll do it, if you like!
round !* :
~ “5o you're not on old Winpaic's
trail any more?” asked Johnny Bull
sarcastically. _ .

:i{;ﬂ o h&an“a .E;HI' Hi?"ﬁ !'”greed

so say all of us!” a
Bob Cherry.

Billy Bunter was surprised, and
relieved, to receive from his Form-
master only a Etaw, and fifty lines.
That was, for the fat Owl, quite an
unexpected and. happy ending to the
myztery of Quelch’s study !

THE ENMD.

{ Whatever you do, chums, don't
miss next week's scream of a yarn
starring your old favourites—Harr:
Wharton & Co. It's entitled: “TH
BLACKE PRINCE OF (GREY-
FRIARS!I” Have you filled in the
Order Form on page 23 yet? If not,
de it now!)

Turn
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