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ANOTHER SPARELING YARN OF HARRY WHARTON & CO. AT GREYFRIARS,

By FRANK RICHARDS.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
A Sad Bog!

(1 HY, yvou—vou—you—->="

w f[{:n.rry Wharton paused.

He, secemod at a Joss for
- wards,

Btanding in the doorway of Study
No. 1 in the Bemove of Greyfriavs, heo
stared Into that celebrated study as if
he could hardly believe his cyes

indeed, he hardly could.

As . Wharton, Nugent, and Tatters
had been out of the House, that study
should have been unoccupied just then.
But it was not unoccupied.

Billy Bumter h | taken possession,
Bunter was recling, in & more or
less graceful attitude, in the armchair,
His %}th:t- head rested on a cushion,
his fat little legs reposed on another
chair.” In Bunter's mouth was a fat
Turkish cigavette, Round him, on the
floor, were several cigarette-ends. On
tha table was o box of smokes, from
which Bunter had evidently becn hF.'lfp-
ing himself. The atmosphere of the
study wasz thick with smoke.

Harry Wharton gazed at him.

“ You—you—you—->" he stuttercd.

Billy Bunter turned his big spectacles
on the captain of the Remove anid
blinked at him through a cloud of
smoke.

He grinned. 1

“Have a fag, old fellow?” he said

“You—you—" gasped Wharton,
“You—you fat villain! What do you
think you are up to?”

He stepped into  the
coughed,
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study  and

“Have one, old chap!” zand Bunter.
“I've pot lots ™

“You fat chump ¥

“Oh, reallv, Wharton! Look here,
these ave jolly good cigarettes,” said
Bunter. “Toppmg! Have one! De
a man!”

“A—p—a what?"

¥ A man 1 said Bunter.
yvou know—like me!”

“ 0Ol erombs ™

Bunter blew out a cloud of smoke.
.-'ul; arently Buntey was enjoying him-
sclf, At all evenis, he was determined
to believe that he was,

Amoking, of course, was strictly
against the rules. Had a master or a
prefect happened on Bunter while he
was “heing a man,” the results 1o the
fut  junior. would have been qinie
painful.

Harry Wharton glanced round the
study. He had ron up to the Hemove
passage for an old footer, to punt about
after cless, Dut he was not looking
for the fooler now—he was Jooking for
n fives bat.

“Where did youn get those smokes.
Bunter 17 he demanded.

Wharton did not suspect Bunter of
having bought cigarettes, as the
Bounder and Skinner sometimes did.
Buntey rather fancied himself with a
cigavette in hiz mouth, but he was not
likely to expend cash for them.
Bunter's cash always went to the tuck-
shop.

“They're mine,” said Dunter, after
another puff. * You needn't think 1
ot them study—I
gidnjt I“

“Re g man,

from Carne's

“Carne of the BSixth!” exclaimed
Wharton.

“I haven't been to his study,”™
explained Bunter, *“Carpe never gave
me lines. As he never gave me any
I never took them to his stndy., Apd
he wasn't out when I got there. And
il vou think I rooted about hiz study,
Wharton, you're mistaken !

“Oh, my hat!”

“Resides, a SBixth TForm prefect
shouldn't have smokez in his study,”
continued DBunter. “I'd like to know
what the Head would say if he knew !
I can tell vou, Carng would get into o
fearful row ™

“Vou fat villain!” gosped Wharton,
“Vowve bugged a box of smokes from
a Sixth Form man’s study ¥

“MNothing of the sort! I haven't
heen there! Charne can’t maoke a fyss
about it, anyhow.” DBunter chuckled.
“Faney a Sixth Form prefect inquiring
after o box of cigarettes missing from
his study! He, he, he!”

Wharton laughed inveluntarily. Cer-
tainly the bully of the Sixth was not
likely to make his loss publie.

“Safe as  houses,” said Dunter
bhroezily, It serves him right, you
know—he’s a beastly bully, and he guve
mo  lines, Have one, old fellow!
(Carne buys jolly gwd smokes, T can

tell you! Not that these belong to
Carne,” added DBunter, with great
cautionr. “As I said, T haven't been

anywhere near his study; and as for
tooting through his table drawer, it's
a thing I'm ineapable of.” , .
“¥an  benighted chump!”  said
Harry. “Carne will gness who had
those smokes when he misses them [Y
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THE MAGNET

“Well, he can't say anything. Do
have one! I've smoked six already,
and they're simply ripping "
_“And what are you smoking them
in my atudy for?” Jamnndad harton.

“Well, that beast Toddy would kick
up o fuss if he found .t“dd? No. 7
smelling of smoke,” explained Bunter,
“¥You know what a beast he is! He
kicked meo last time,”

Wharton had found tho fives bat now.

“Get out of that chair]” he said.

“Eh! What fort™

“1 can't lick you with this bat while

vou're sitting down.”

“Yeu silly ass!” howled Bunter.
“Look here—"

“Get upl”

“You coming along with that hall,
Whavrton? ealled out Frank Nupent's
voice from the Remove staircase.

“Won't be a tick! Get up, Bunter 1"

“I—I say, old fellow—"

Two juniors came along the Remove

assage to the study doorway—Frank

ugent and the new fellow, Arthur
Cholmondelay, otherwise known a5
Tattors. They stared in at Bunter.

“My hat!” cjaculated Nugent.

“Bust my buttons]™ said Tatters.

Bunter blinked at them.

“Trot in!1* he said. ©8it down and
have 2 smoke ! DMuch better than kick-
ing & muddy ball about! I believe
you've mever smoked, Nugent.”

“MNever 1" grinned Frank.

“Vou're rather a milksop, aren't
vou? You've smoked, Cholmondeley !
T'll bet you smoked when you were a
tinker's boy,” :

“I ain’t smoked sinee I Lieen ‘ere,”
answered Tatters. “1 was
told that it waso't allowed,
and I zin't never done it
‘ere, 1 never knowed mg
better when I weas along
Tinker Wilson.”

“Cot out of that chairl”
roared Wharton.

“Shan't!” hooted Bunter.
The captain of the Remove

stepped behind the chair and grasped
the high back and tilted it.

Bump |

Billy Bunter landed on the foor.

“Ow! DBeast! 0Oooch!”

Wharton grasped the Owl of the
Remove by the collar and hooked him
to his feet. In another moment Le

would have bent him over the study
table and the fives bat would have been
whacking his tight trousers. Bunter
was, in his own iat and fatuous
opinion, “no end of a dog."” Dut his
doggish manners and customs were not
wanted in Study No. 1 in the Remove,
and YWharton intended to make that
clear, with the aid of the fives bat.

But as Billy Bunter wriggled in his
grasp a strange and startling change
came over his fat countenance. ]

S0 long es he had been sitting quito
still Bunter had not realised the effect
of half a dozen potent Turkish
cigarcttes smoked one after another.

vow that he was in motion he
realised it

The effect materialised quite sud-
denly., Bunter felt & heaving like unto
a stormy sea within. His fat face
became the colour of chalk, and
strange, weird smnds‘pmc:eedeﬁ from
him. He ceased to wriggle, and fairly
collapsed in the grasp of the ecapfaip
of the Bemove.

* Doooooooer [ came in an anguished
moan from the fat junior., “0Ow!
Ooooooch | Oooocooooooer ™

“0Oh, my hat!” roared INugent.
“Heo's going to be ill 1"

* Oooooooooer |

Harry Wharton threw aside tho fives
bat. }gunter was i1n no state for a

Remove.

batting now. Bunter was in the state of
a Channel passenger on a tempestuous
day. Bunter was suffering for his sins;
and repenting from the bottom of his
fat heart that he had annexed those
awlul smokes irom Carne’s study in the
Rixth,

“Ooooh! COoonooch! Oh dear! Owl
Oaooooce ! moaned Bunter. * 1—1 say,
vou fellows, I—J—I fecl ill! Oogocer”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“QDoooh! Ow! 1 say, send for a
d-d-d-doctor !  I'm did-did-did-dying !
Ow! I :zay, you fellows——= Groooogh [*

“Oh erumbsz!™ asped  YWharton.
“Lend me a hand with the fat 1diot, you
men, and get him back to his study ™

“Ow! Ooooh! I'm diddid-dying—"

“You're jollv well not gpoing to die
here, then! You ean jolly well perish
i your own studyl Take hold, you

chaps ™
“¥fa, ha, hat”
“Owl Ow! Ooopoh! Dooooop!”

Three pairs of hands helped Bunter
out of Btudy No. 1 and hooked him
along the Hemove passage to Study

No. T. Therse he was plumped into
Toddy’s armechair. He collapsed there,
moaning. Staying only to cram the

cigarcttez down his back, the chums of
the Remove left him,
Horrid sounds followed
Study No. T as they left.
“Ooooooer | Gug-gug-gug! Ooooch!”
Three chuckling juniors went down
the Remove stairease, Wharton with &
footer under his arm. DBunter was left
ta hiz woes. The Owl rather prided
himself on being a gay dog! But there

them from

PREFECT v. NEW BOY'

There’s no love lost between Carne, the prefect,
and ** Tatters,”” the remarkable new boy in the
But, despite his powers, Carne dis-
covers that it doesn’t pay to victimise him.

was no doubt that he was & sad dog now
~the saddest of dogs! By the time he
recovered from the effects of Corne's
cigareites ho was very much sadder, if
not wisoer,

— —

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
The Path of Duty !

ARNE of the Greyfriars Sixth
@ looked at his wateh. Then he
looked at his companion in the

back parlow of the Cross
Keys rather curionsly. Carne of the
Sixth had been absent from |his
study when Bunter took his  lines

there, with rather unhappy results
for Bunter, But few Greyfriara fellows
would bave guessed where Carno was in
those moments. As & matter of fact,
he was not easy in his own mind, Bteal-
ing into the Cross Keys by the back
way from the towpath afrer dark was
one matter; bet in broad daylight it
was guite another, It was risky, very
risky, and the sportsman of the Sixth
did not like the risk. Several times
during that interview with Mr. Cyril
Rackstraw, cousin of Cholmondeley of
the 'E.Eiamm'e, Carng had leoked at his
watcl.

“1 won't keep you!” FRackstraw blew
aut o cloud of smoke from a cigar.
“You want to get off ¥

“The fact 1z, I've got te be a bit core-

ful*® said Carne. “I'm jolly glad to
seo  you, Rackstraw, and all that.
But_'_"_}j

“Well, next time I see you we'll find
a spot farther from the school. Wa
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might give the races at Lantham o look-
im.**

Carne's eyes glistened.

“Rippmn’; but, of course, a man has
to be carclul—ospecinlly a prefect! The
Head's an old-fushioned bird.” Again
his eyes dwelt curiously on Rackstraw,
“1 can't make out why vou can't come
up to the school, When I saw you the
other day, you told me there was &
reasen, but you never told mo what the
FoOE0n Wis., You've got 4 cousin in the
Remove—Raga and Tatters. Apd—"

“ 1 want to speak to you about him,”
said Rackstraw, ““The fact is, I've pot
on the wrong side of his Form master,
Quelch, and I'd rather not como up to
the school. You may have heard that
the kid was collared that day he cnme
out for a drive with me—Tionker Wilson,
the man he used to tramp with—got
hold of him. Quelch rather blamed
me."’

Carne's oves narrowed.

“Dnid he think you had a hand in 1t 7"
he asked bluntly, * Between ourselves,
I wondered.™

“Did wyou?'' muttered Rackstraw,
with an unpleasant pleam in his eyes.
“Well, anyhow, 'Uinker Wilson iz in
prison now, and Likely to stay there for
& long time to come, and my dear cousin
will nover be in danger of kidnapping
again. It would beo too unpleasant all
round,”

Carne laughed.

“1 wondered,” he said. *I sary, if
you had a hand in it, it was awfully
risky. If Quelch thinks so—"' .

“0f courze, I knew absolutely nothing
about it,"” said Rackstraw.
“Quelch thought I had becn
careless with the kid, that is
all. But I'm keeping clear
of the school uhiuff? on your
account.”

“Mino?" gjoculated
Greyiriars prefect.

“Yes. It would be better
for our acqumintance to be
& seeret between ourselves.” Rackstraw
smiled sourly. “Your headmaster
might net approve of mo as a friend for
you, Carne—especially if he knew that
I made your acquaintance at the Polican
Night Club in London during the holi-
da 3—1111:?. some other things. De-
BlOQs—

“ Besides—what #** ‘nsked Carne.

He was watching Rackstraw's face
keenly. Carne had been very glad to
renew  his  acquaintance  with ril
Rackstraw. FRackstraw was a man alter
hias own hoart, In their dislike of
Tatters of the Remove, they had 3 feel-
g in common. A friend like Rack-
straw putside the school was uzeful to
the amateur blackguard of the Bixth,
But Carne was a little uneasy. Rack-
straw was useful to him, but he could
not see how ho was going to be usaeful
to Backstraw, and he did not doubt that
hig friend had an axe to grind, He
wanted to know what Rackstraw had
up his sleeve.

I'm goin' to be frank,” said Rack-
straw, siter a pause. “We're friends,
Carne, and you don't like that voung
scoundral any mora than I de."

“T think it's rather thick having a
rank rotter like that shoved in at Groy-
friars,” prunted Carne. " From what I
hear, ho was o tinker's boy—lived as a
tinker, tramping the road with a
hooligan namod Wilson—in rags and
tatiters! He talks: like & bargee, ents
with his knife, and, I can tell wou, it
was a surpriso for Greyfriars when he
came.”

“I've no doubt of that. If Sir George
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Cholmondeley had not been & governtl
of the school, he would never have been
admifted thore. As it was, I fancy he
must have had some trouble with the
Head, gettin® him to take the young
votter in, Lf the tinker had got hold of
him again—but that's all over now."”

Carne made no rejownder, but he was
conscious of a feeling of uncasiness
There was more than o suspicion in s
mind that Hackstraw had koown some-
thing of the attempted kidnapping of
Tatters, and that was a serious matter
-—a matter that Carne himself would
never have dreamed of touching with a
pair of tongs. If Rackstraw had any
1idea of ashing him to lend assistance
in anything of that kind, Carne was pre-
pared to break off his friendship with
Mrzr. Rackstraw on the spob. He dis-
liked Tatters intensely, but Carne had
his limit.

A slightly sarcastic smile came over
Rackstraw’s  handsome, rather dis-
sipated face. It scemed as if he rcad
the thoughts passing through the mind
of the Greyfriars prefeet.

“As DPve satd, I knew nothing of
that,” he went on, “and, anyhow, it's
all & back number now; Tinker Wilson
hias been sent to prison.”™

“ But Quelch thinks—'* .

“Never mind what tho meddling old
fool thinks; proof iz ancther matter.””

Carne was silent again. DBut he
thought he knew now why Mr Rack-
straw did not care to show up at the
sehool. He looked at his watch once
uora. ) 2

“I'd better come 1o the point,” said
Rackstraw. “I want you to hl}j[} me,
Carpe! ¥You know how the matter
stands! When old Sir George Chol-
mondeley’s clder son broke his neck
hunting, I supposed—and so did othera
—that I should come in as heir, being
his grandson and his only known rela-
tion. But—"

He fung the stump of his cigar
savagely awny.

“The younger son had disappeared
years before—died in poverty, the
associato of tramps and outcasts, ‘The
old man had cut him off, and never
cared s button about him. He left
n son—this young imp, Tatters. But
nuhm:'li}nmw whera he was, or anything
about him. And—if my name had becn
Cholmondcley, instead of Rackstraw, ho
would never have been looked for, never
found. But the old idiot spent a small
fortune on inquiry agents and detectives
and found him at last. Now the young
bhrute’s found, ho comes in for every-
thing, and I for nothing.’

“Hard cheese 1" said Carne.

“T'm not taking it lying down!™
growled Rackstraw. **There's a chance
for me yet. The old man is keen on a
Cholmondeley taking title and estate
after him. But he's pretty sick ‘wa.t.h
the kid; he can't stand him personally.

“ No wonder | grinned Carna.

“He's sent him to Groyfriars to be
cleaned and polished,” growled Rack-
straw. “He thinka only of the family
name, and doesn’t core o straw for the
kid himself. He hopes that Greyfriars
will make a gentleman of the litie
brote."

“Greyiriars will have to go all out to
bring it off 1’* grinned Carne, .

“But if he turns out badly—"" said
Rackstraw. ;

“Pretty surae to, if you ask me.”

“That's what T think. Ile was
brought up among thieves and rogues
and all soris of riff-raff,” said Rack-
straw, “He never had o chance to be
decont, if you come to that. When he
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was with the tinker—as bad a choracter
as orimingl in the country—he can't
have learned much good. I've no doubt
that he was a thorough young roscal;
smoking, stealing, drinkinq very likely
—an absolute young rotter.”

“Likely enough.'

“Wall, if anythin’ would make the old
fool—I mean old Sir George—turn him
down, it would be the kid dizgrecing his
namo,’”” said Rockstraw. *ln fact, I'm
certain—NI've resson to be certain—that
1f Arthur should be kicked out of Grey-
friars tho old man would turn him
down, If it comes out that he's
tl}urﬂq%lft}: bad and there's no curiog
him—it it's made clear that he was bred
a rotter and stays a rotter—the ¢ld man
will get fed-up with him. When he
found the kid and found whut he was
like, I know he was a bit doubtiul of
owning him; it was only his pride in
his name made him do it, If the kid
disgraces that thumpin® name that witl
feed him up. It's a cert.”

“And you thin pt

1 don’t think; I know that the
young brute i3 a rank roiler!” said
Rackstraw aavagely. *“It stands to
reason that he must be, with fhe trainin’
he's had., What 1 want is to show my
grandiather what the imp’s really like;
that you can’t make a silk purse out of
a SOW's ear. It’s worth takin® some
trouble; I stood to inberit fifty thou-
sand 8 year hefore that young broto
turned up.”

Carne whastled.

“¥ou can help me, as a prefect of his
school,” said Hackstraw. “I'm not
suggestin'  anythin' wrong; only that
you should do what is really your duty
a3 a UGreyiriars prefect—and do kb
thoroughly,. You don't like the kid;
you've told me that he's cheeky and
nzolent—"

“He nfled a footer in my foce amd
EHEFB]EE{] me down & stairease,” grunted

arne.

~ “He would!” said Rackstraw, *“He
13 sumply 8 savage from the slums: but
my grandfather fancies there's magio in
# name. ke expects a tinker’s boy to
turn inte a gentleman as soon as he's
¢nlled Cholmondelsy instead of Tatters.
He will find out his enistake when the
young rotier's sacked from the school
All you've got to do is to keep a speeial
eye on him, find out what rotten things
he gets up to, and get him the proper
punishment.”

Carne nodded slowly.

“That's all rizht,” he said.
disgrace to the school; and, as you say,
there's no doubt that he's a rank rotter.
It's only a qlut'&ﬁt.iﬂn of nailing him.”*

“Thﬂ-tljs u 'I":II

“And that's what you wanted to see
me about 7 asked Carne. Ide was feel-
ing relieved.

“That's it! That and nothing more,”’
said Rackstraw. “You'll be doing your
duty &s a prefect, and doing me a good
turn at the same time. And as one good
turn deserves another, I'll do oanythin'
I can for you in return. If you have
bad luck with the geo-gees you may
it uzeful to know wherae horrow o
tenner sometimes, for instance™

Carne laughed and rose to his feet.

“I'Il remember that if Bully Bov
docsn’t win at Wapshot on Wednesday,™
ha said, “1 should he in rather o
hole”

“¥ou can rely on me”

Clarne of the Sixth was looking very
thoughtiul as he SHP%III out of the back
gato of the Cross Keys and strolled
away up the towpath. To a fellow
with tastes like Corne, Rackstraw was
a2 useful friend—very useful indeed.
And Carne did not ses why he should
not oblige his friend in thizs little

HHe's o
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matter. 1t was a guestion of “nail
g™ o fellow who was—in Carne’s

opinion, at least-——certain to be a rank
rotter ; it wonld be doing his duty as a
prefect, and a service to his schook,

That Tatters, in spite of his early
unfortunate training, was very fur from
being a ' rotter,” Carne did not suspect,
and would not have believed, His dis-
hike of the waif coloured his belief, as
it coloured Rackstraw's. Doth tha
precious pair were convineed that they
had to deal with a young rascal, amd
that it was only & question of showing
him uwp in his true colours. A better
feliow than Carne need have scen oo
harm in that. And Carno of the Sixth,
as he walked back to Greyfriars, re-
solved to lese no time in gotting to
work. Tatlers of the Remeove was goin
to have his very special atteniion, an:
to have it at onee,

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Discovery in Study No. 1.

L EEAT gad ¥ ) .
G» . Carne of the Bixth fairly

jumped,
He steod in the doorway of

BStudy No. 1in the Remove and stared—
und sniffed 1

The study fairly recked with smoke!
On the carpet mear the avmchair Jay
half a dozon ciggjett&euds ;3 in the
fender were a number of burnt matches.

Somebody had been smoking in that
$tu:}_;;, end doing it pretty thoveughly.

“Great gad 1" repeated Carne.

The Sixth Form man had come up to
the Remove passage as soon as le gob
badk to the school, He had intc:ndadb to
look round the study—which ho knew to
he vacant just them, as ho had seon
Wharton and Nugent and Cholmondeioy
in the guad when he came in. He harl
little doubt, if any, that he would #ind
somcthing in the study which wouid
prove that Tatters had not abandoned
hiz old bad habits—secret cigarettes, at
least. But he had never expected thia.

He sniffed with disgust. Carne
stoked himself, as a matter of fac
with bis study door carefully locke
aganst intrusion, But Carne, at least,
was a semior in the BSizth Form;
Tatters wos under fifteen. And wheo-
ever had been smoking in the Remove
study had becn going strong. Thero
were plenty of signs of that. Carns
himself never smoked half a dozen
cigareties one aftor another; but it was
obvioug that the smoker in Study Ne. 1
in the Remove had done so.

_ Carne had not the slightest doulbt that
it was Tatters. He Eknew that it could
not be Wharton or Nugent.

“Harrid little beast!"’ he grunted.
“Well, this 13 a beginning! Of all
the nasty, smoky, blackguardly little
animals—"

Veroon-8mith came along the Remova
passage and stopped to look at Carne,
wondering what the bully of the Sixth
wanted in a Remove study. A whiff of
the atmosphere of Study No. 1 came to
him, and the Bounder sniffed and
started. Carne turned to him.

“Go and feteh Whavton in, Vernon-
Smith,” he soid.

“Mpy hat 1" said the Bounder, staring
into the study. “Somebody’s been going
it heve! Whoe—"

“CGo and fetch Wharton."

“Oh, all right I

The Bounder grinned as hiec went down

the staira, -
_ Harvy Wharton & Co. were still punt-
ing the footer about in tho quad. 'Tha
Bounder oalled out to the captain of
the Remove.
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" You're wanted, Wharton I"

“Can't coma [

*“It's n jolly old Sixth Form prefect
wants you in your study I'* answered the
Bounder. “ Somchbody’s been smoking
there !"

“Oh, rot]” grunted Wharton.

But he left the footballers and wenl
into the House. The behests of a Sixth
Form prefect had to bo obeyed.

Wiharton's face was rather troubled as
ha came up to his study. Billy Bunter
wanted a batting or a kicking for ms
cheak in smoking in Study Neo. 1, but
Wharton did not want to give him away
to tho powers. Fe wondered savagely
what on carth a2 prefect was butting
into his study for. It was a prefect’s
duty to inguire who had been breaking
the rules, and it might mean trouble tor
the owners of the study if thoy did not
give away the fatuous Owl of the He-
niove. Flis face was still more troublad
when ho arrived and found that it was
Carne in the study. The Famous Five
wera on the worst possible terms with
Corne of thoe Sixth.

" Bmithy saysz you want me, Carne,’”
gnid Harry.

Ho wished now that he had taken the
trouble to clear up the traces left by
Bunter before going out to the punt-
about. DBut he could not have foreszen

(hiz sudden attack of dutiful encrgy on
the part of Carne, wall known to be the
plackest mun in the Sixth. Naturally,
he konew nothing and suvspected nothing
of Carne’s compact with Mr. Rackstraw,

“Precious state for a junior study io
be inl” encered Carne. **Reeking likz
o tap-room, by Jovel”

“I supposs I needn't fell you that 1
haven't been smoking here,” said Whar-
ton curtly.

“Tm quite }%I.;cpa.raﬂ to take wour
word for that, Wharton. If you say il
waz not you or MNugent, that setiles the
point."

“Oh1" said Harre, rather reliavad.
Fe had taken it for ]grﬂntcd that the
bully of the Sixth would make the mout
of this. “Well, it wasn't either Nugeni
or me, Corne, you emay be sure of that.”’

“Quite !I'" pgreed Carne. "I only had
to ask you, as a matfer of form, as it's
vour study. I take your word, of
courge. But you know who it was?"

‘Wharton coloured uncomfortably, buk
did not answer.

“You'd better give me his name,”
gaid Carne. “I know who it is, of
course, so you needn't worry about
that "

“0Oh! You know who it is!” ex.
claimed Wharton,

“Well, & man doesn’t nced to be &
Sherlock Holmes to work that out, T
suppose,’’ szald Carne.

"Pgrh:;lr;rs not,” said Harry., “Dut
I'd mu rather not mention &any
fellow's name. Tt was like hiz thump-
ing check to smoke here, and I joliy

nearly gave him a batting for it;
buat——"
“I ghall have to report this to

Queleh, of course,” said Carne, as the
junior paused. “Quelch is pretty cor-
tain to call you in"

“@Queleh won't esk 2 man in his Form
to sneak about another chap,” said

.......

Harry., “I shan't give the name, any-
how 17
“You can seltle that with your

Form master,” seid Carne, rfhrugfm;‘:
his shoulders. “1I suppose I might hove
expected you to try to screen the young
scoundrel.’”

“Well, ho's more a fool than any-
thing else,” said Harey.

“More roguc than fool, I fancy!”
said Carne.  “Anvhow, this goes bes
fore your Form master, I've no doulit
vou've scen him smoking lots of Limes.”

“"Not lots of times,” said llocry.
“Nothing of the sort.”

Do yvou deny that you have seen him
smoking  before  today?"”  demanded
Carno caterorically.

Wharton was zilent. Certainly he
had seen DBunter smoking before; the
fat Owl would always smoke a cigar
otie if ho could got one [or nothing.

Bunter had been kicked more than
onge by the Bounder for annexing his
smokes. DBut Wharton did not feel
called upon to tell Carno about it. Ik

5

was for n profect to make ont his case
himself, without calling on Lower bovs
to help him against one another.

“ Nothing to say?" sncered Carne, as
the captain of the Remove did nof
speak.

* Nothing "
shortly.

“1 fancy vou'll have fo sayv sometlung
to Queleh i snecred Carnc,

“TI den't see why this should go
before Quelel,” said Wharton uneasily,
“You're o prefeet, Carne, snd entitled
to deal with it, Wingate wonldn't
Lother Queleh about such a thing."

Came's eyes glinted.  Wharton had
touched Lthe wrong chord, as ho realised
the mament he had spoken. Carne was
on fur from friendly terms with the
head prefecet of Greyfriars, and nob

answorad YWharton

“You will place those cigareties on

my desk at once, Bunter,” szald

Hr, Queleh. ** Bui—but 1 can’t, sir,"”

stuttered the Owl of the Remove,

“ They—they—they're down my
back, sir [ ™

st all likely to take hiz ¢vwe from
Wingate.

“1 don't want instruction from you,

Wharton,” said Carne sarvcastically,
“and this i3 rather tee scrious a
mattor, in my opinion, for a prefect to

deal with. I am going to Quelch now. "

And Carne swung out of the study
and stalked away towards the stairs
Wharton followed him out. Ho was
wondering whether Carne would let the
matter drop if he knew that the cigar-
ettes had come originally from his
oWy 5Eud{. Donter was o dingy young
as5; but Wharton did not want him up
for & IYorm master’s licking.

“J.ook here, Carnc——" he began.

Carno planced bock over his shoulder.

“Are you going to give me the
name "
“No: but—"

“Then that's enough!™ And Carne
swung away down Lhe Remove stair-
CASC,

Wharton gave an angry grunk.
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Theve wog going to be a storm in a
tea-cup now. Ho was strongly tempted

to step into Study Ne. 7 and kick
Bunter. 8till, if it all came out
Bunter was booked for a licking,
enyhow.

“"Tho fat idiot ! growled Wharton.

Carne, as he went down the stairs,
was passed by five juniors coming up.
The Co, were coming in to see what the
matter was. ‘Tatters was_coming up
with Nugent, Bob Cherry, Johnny Bull,
and Hurree Singh, Carne beckoned to
him.

“Come with me, Cholmondeley !” he
said curtly.

“I say, what's tho bhloomin’
asked ‘Tatters apprehensively.
ain’'t done nothing, Carne.”

“You can tell Mr. Quelch that!™

“0Oh, if you're taking me to Quelch,
all right 1" said Tatters cheerfully; and
he followed the prefect down the stairs,

The Co. joined Harry Wharton in
the Remove posspge.

“*What's up?” asked Bob Cherry,

“That idiot Bunter was smoking in
my study, snd Carne's nosed it out,”
answered Harry., “There's going to be
a row, I suppose.”

“Bunter " asked Johnny Bull.

“YWes, the fat chump!”

“But Carne's taken Tatters with him
to Queleh,” said Johnny. “What does
he want Tattera fori"”

“Goodnass knows! Tle told me he
knew who it was, and 1t was Bunter, of
Tatters had nothing to do with

row 17

u:l'_

ptl.‘:ﬂ;airsﬂ.
it

“Let's %O and kick Bunter!”™ sug-
gosted Boo.

“The kickfulnesa of the egregious
Bunter 13 the proper caper, my
psteemed chums!” remarked Urroe

Jaméet Ram Singh.

“Let's!™ agreed DMNupent.

Bob Cherry threw open the door of
Study No. 7. A fat face, of 2 chalky
hue, was turned dismally upon the
Tamous Five as they looked in.

“1 say, you fellows,” mumbled
Bunter, “I—I feel ill! There's some-
thing going on in my inside—"

“Wea've looked in to kick you, old
fat man,” said Dob.

“ Beast !

The hapless Bunter was evidently in
no state to bo kicked. The worst of s
sufferings wore over by this time. Dut
he was looking very feeble and flabby,
and in the lowest possible spints. A
doggish career had its drawbacks.

“You fat chump!” =aid Harry.
“Carne’s nosed out the smoke In my
study, and he's gone to Queleh about
]

. 13 Dh ﬂl‘ikﬁj !”

“If you have tears, prepare to shed
them now!” prinned Bob.

“I—1I say, you fellows, you—you'll
bear witnesa that it wasn't me smoking
in the study!” exclaimed Bunter,
alarm. “Yon're eye-witnesses, you
know, as you were there at the time !
“"Ha, ha, ha!"

“Blessed if I see anything to cackle
at! I—I say, you fellows, do you think
Queleh will take my word if 1 tell him
it wasn't me "

“Not if he sees your chivey!®
chuckled Bob. “ As soon as he sees you,
Queleh will know that yon've beco
snmkin%. or else that you've just had a
rough Channel erossing 1™

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Beast!" groaned Bunter.

And the Famous Five lelt
ETORn.

him to
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THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

Mr. Quelch Investigates !

o, g B. QUELCH laid down his pen,
b The Demove master was
correcling pors for his
Form. Heo had quite o stack
Lbefore him; plenty to last him till tea-
time,. Heo did not look pleased when
Carne of the Bixth interrupted him,

“What i1z it, Carno?"” ho asked,

He glanced at the prefect and glanced
ab the junior who [ollowed him in.

“A rather scrious matter, I'm sorry
to say, sir,” szaid Carne. ‘I hava to
report Cholmondeley, and I thought I
had better bring him hers with me.”

“What has he done?”

“It's a case of =smoking, sir—rathor

unususlly serious. 'This junior's study
in the Hemove recks like a tap-room,
and is littered with cigarette-ends aond
burnt matches,”
. Tatters opencd his mouth and closed
it again. Ile undersicod now why he
was brought before his Form master.
But he did not look mlarmed.

Mr. Queleh’s brow grew grim,

“1i you'd care to lock in at the
study, sip——"

“That iz unnecessary, Carne; a pre-
feet’s statement is quito sufficient,” said
Mr, Quelch. “Cholmondeley, what
does this mean?”

“I dunno, sir!” answared Tatters

“1 understood, Cholmondeley, that
you had becn in the habit of sinoking
in your—h'm l—unfortunate early cir-
cumstances,” said Mr. Quelch., * But
you gave me your word, Cholmondeley,
that you would de nothing of the kind
here when 1 talked to you on the
subjoct.™

“¥Yes, sir!” said Tattors.

“You have not kept your promise,
Cholmondeley.”

“1 'ave, sir,” zaid Tatters earnestly,
i wmg]d'n’t break my word to any-
body, sir, and least of all to you, sir,
arter you been so kind to me! I ain’t
never touched a smoke sinco I been at
this school, sir ™

Carne stared at him, He had ex-
pected the boy to provaricate: but
nerve like this was simply astonishing.

“Why, you lying young rascal—"
exclaimed Carne.

Carne,” said Mr,

“Ons moment,
Queleh quietly, “Is it cotablished he-
vond doubt that it was Cholmondeley
who smoked in the study ™
“I have guestioned l‘ufﬂ-artcrn, sirl Ha
says that it was not either Nugent or
himself, and I take his word.”
“Quite " gssepted Mr, Quelch, “But
I have always found Cholmondeley,
with all his faults, & very truthful boy.
Cholmondeley, do vou assure me that
you have not been breaking this rule?”
* Yes, sir!” said Tatlers,
Mr, Quelch pursed his lips,
“There i3 not the slightest doult,
sir——"" said Carne.

“Cholmondeloy, you say that you
have not smoked in your study. I am
assured, from my knowledge of them,
that Wharton and Mugent have not
done so. How do you explain tho state
in which Carne has found your room?*

"Well, some bloke has smoked there,
sir, that's a cert,” said Tatters. * But
it wasn’t me, air, nor yot Wharton nor
Nugent. ™

Mr, Quelch gave Tatters a very penc-
trating look. Carne was staring at
him in anger and disgust. Carne had
not the slightest doubt that the waif
was lying. But Mr. Quelch was rather
a more penctrating man than Carne of
the Sixth; and he was not prejudiced on
tho subject of tho new junior. He was
in doubt; but it was well known in the
Remmove that Mr, Quelch, like {ha
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achoolmaster in {he old story, might
be o beast, but was s just beast. .

“We must not lose sight of the possi-
bility, Carne, that zome other boy may
be guilty of this infraction of the rules,”
said Mr. Quelch. *“It ecems improb-
eblo; but it is possible.” )

“"In that ease Cholmiondeley can give
his name!” said Carne, hardly taking
the trouble to hide a eneer.

“Course 1 could,” said Tattors.
“But I ein't a-going to. Mr. Quelch
wouldn't ask a bloke to give another
bloke away.”

BMer. Quelch conghed.

“I shall not azsk you for a4 namo,
Cholmondeley,” he said, **If you adhere
to your dental, I shall investigate the
motker, and ascertain the facts. Yon
repeat that you bave kept your promise
to me pot to amoke since you have been
gt Greviriars i”

“Yes, sir; on my darvy, sir!”

“Pleaso do not use such an expression,
Cholmondeley,” zaid Mr. Quelch rather
tartly.

#I=I meun, on my blooming word,
gir " stemmered ‘Tatters,

“Go to the Form-room, Cholmonde-
ley! Carne, will you have the kindness
to assemble the Remove in the Form-
room® I shall question the whole Form,
and have no doubt that I shall elucidate
the facts.’

“Vory well, sict” )

Carne left the study, setting his lips.
1t was just like that old fool Quelch, he
reflected, to teke a lot of trouble when
the thing was as clear as daylight. But
Ar. Quelch’s order had te be carried
out; and the prefect proceeded to as-
semble the Remove in their Form-
I00m.

Ag it was just on tea-time, that order
wad nobt received in good pact by the
Remove fellows., However, as there
was no choice in the matter the Lowcer
Fourth progeeded to their Form-room.
One member of the Form rolled there
in a state of deep alarm. Billy
Bunter was still pale and sickly, and
ghastly to the view:; and he could not
help thinking that when Quelchy's gim-
let-cyve rested on him, Quelch wonld
jump to the conclusion that Bunter was
the smoker, Bunier undoubtedly looked
like a fellow who had smoked, not
wisely, but too well

Thera was a baze of voices in the
Form-room while the Remove waited
for Mr. Quelch to arrive. Carno went
to report that the Form were assembled.

“What's this pame?” asked Squitf,
“Anybody know what's upt”

“That oad Carne on the war-path,”
said Peter Todd. “Dut what's hap-
penod—and who's for 1077

“1 say, Peter, old chap; you know it
wasn't me, don't you?” groancd the
Owl of the Remove. *I—1I say, T wam
you to swear that [ was in our study
all the time, and you were with me.
L'll do as much {or vou another time,
vou know.”

“Ha, ha, ha'"

Toddy stared at the Fat Owl.

“What on carth has Bunter been up
to?" he asked.

“Nothing, old chap! XNothine at
all!” said Bunter hastilv. “Dut you
know what a suspicious beast Quelchy
15! He might think I was the fcllow
that had been smoking in Wharton's
study. I mnever pgeb justice, a3 yon
Enow,"

“Cavel!” said Hazcldene,

Mr. Quelch whisked into the TFovm-
room followed by Carne. Harry Whar-
ton & Co. exchanged a pgrn, and
Tatters barely suppressed & choekle,
They knew now {he mistake Carne liad
made; and they found the staic of

affairs rather amusing, Came bad
jumped with both [eet, as 1t were, at
the chance of landing Tatters in
trouble; it had not even occurred to
his mind that it was a feflow from
another study whe had smoked in Ka. 1.
The prefect's misapprehension was per-
haps o natural one, in the circum-
stances; still, there was no doubt that
Carno would have done well to look
before he leaped.

Mr. Quelch’s koen and penetraking
eye glanced over the Form. It seemaod
to linger for a moment on the ghastly
face of the Owl of the Remove, Billy
Bunter's eomplexion was undoubtedly
striking at that moment. Generally
the fat junior was of o rather ruddy
hue, Now he was the colour of chalk,
with a faint ehade of green. There was
still & quaking and a shaking poing om
in the inmer Bunter. ‘The worst was
over; but the fat Owl was far from re
covercd yet. OCarne’s Turkish cigar-
cttes were rather hefty; and six of
them, one after another, constituted 2
strong dose. Bunter had a horribly un-
cortain and  unreliable feeling in his
podry interior. Every now and then
he gave n gulp « .d the greenish hue
in his face became more pronounced.

HALT FOR A SMILE!
This amusing joke wins a

TOFPPING SHEFFIELD STEEL
PENKNIFE

for Jim Black, of Townhead
Street, Ballymoney, Co. Antrim,

Ireland.

Railway Boss: " And what
sort of & job do you want T

Weaary AIl: ' Wall, guv'nor,
| yvou know that chap who goss

alongthe train and taps the wheels
to aee all's well 7V

Railway Bogsa: ' Yas.»

Weary Alf: “Well, | thought
t'd like to help him listen ! ™

Don't delav, chums, send in a |}
ribtickler right now |

T e ] o

It was not likely to escape Queleh's
gimlet-aye.

“Wharton t”

“Yes, sir!”’

“Carne has reported fo wme lat
simoking hknz been geing on tn vour
study. ,“' was not, 1 presvme, you who
smokod 1

“No, sic.”

“Or you, Nugeni

" E"';ﬂ, sip.™

“Cholmondeley  has walready assuved
me that it was not he. Appavently it
was & boy from another study. The boy
concerncd  is colmmanded o stand
[orward.”

Nobody stood forward.

Carnc sct Lis lips. Al this, 1n
Carnc's opinion, was sheer nonsense wnd
wiasto of time. He had neiled the
puilty pavty and reported him: arwd
that zhounld have seitled the maer, Tt
was difficult for Carne 1o conceal s

annoyance  and  irepationee  at the
melhods of Henry Samuel Queleh.

* Bunter ! :

“Oh lor” ™

“81and forward, Bunter!™

“Ip—it  wasn't  me,  siv!” paspod
Bunter.

HErand forward '™

Lilly Bonter rolled dismally out from
the Form.

7
THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
A Startlicg Revelation !
6k UNTER
B “I didn't, sir. Never!”
gosped Bunter.
“Whar ia the matter wiih

you, Bunfer?™

“ N-n-nothing, sir! I—I'm quite well!
I—1 haven't been sick, sir! I'm not
feeling sick now! I—J—I'm fecling
awfully well, sir!™ groaned Bunter,

“Yon Jook extremely ill, Bunter.”

“D-d-d-do I, sir?' gasped Bunfer.
“I—I'm all rvight, sir! Right as rain!
I—I never—groogh—falt better in my
life, sir! QOooch !

:‘ You have been smoking, Bunter t

"Nunno! Not at all, sir! Qooooh
I haven’t been in Wharton’s study,
sir. Thay never saw meo there, If vou
ask Wharton, sir, he will tell you thal
I wasn't there when he came in for the

footer. He knows, sir! He saw me”
“Ha, ha, ha'™
“Bilencel DBunter, eccase this pre

varieation,” said Mr. Quelech sternly.
“ﬂhviuusl:?, vou have been smoking!
You are 1l from its effects—and there
15 0 smell of tobacco about you at this
moment, I command you to ilell me
the truth. Did you, or did you not,
smoko cigarettes in Wharton's study I*

“0Oh lor* 1™

“¥es or no!” boomed Me Quelel.

“No, sir—I—I rmean, ves, sir!®
gasped Bunter. "“It—it wasn't my
fault, sir! That beast Toddy—"

“What1”

“JI=I mean, it was all Toddy’s fault,
sir!"” proaned Bunter.

Petor Todd jumped.

“What do you mean, Bunter!" de
manded Mr. Quelch, “How was it
Todd’s fauvlt?”

“I mean, he kicked me lost time,

gir,”” gasped Dunter. “su—su-—-sq this
time I went to Wharton's study, sir™
“What? You have smoked before,

Bunter
“0Oh, no, sir! Never! I—=I've nevor
smoked in my life, sir!” gasped Bunter.
“Upon my word ! exclaimed 3w
Gueleh. *This boy's prevarication
passes all patience!  Bunter, if you
tell me another untruth I shall punish
vou severely. You havo been smoking
cigarcttes in Wharton's study ¥
Y0w! Wes!" masped Dunter.
Tiven the fatuous Owl of the Remove
realised that it was futile to deny an
obvious fact.

Carne's face was extraordinary in it
CXPICSSIOn how.

“You went to Wharton's  stucy
because yvour study-mate, Todd, had—
IW'm '=punished you for smoking in
his study on a previous occasion ™

“0h dear! Yo, sirl”

“You appear to have sulfeecd for
vour folly, Bunter[ 1'ossibly it will be
a warning to you. 1 shall, however,
punish youn soverely.”

“0Oh dear!”

“I now require to know whera you
altained the cigarettes you smoloed,
PBunter. According to Carne’s stabe-
ment to me o npunbor of them were
smoked —at least half a  dozen.
Obviously, you must have had o con-
sideralle supply of these—these por
nicions things. Al that remain in your
possession you will place on my desk
at once.*

“I1—T1 ean't, sir " gasped Dunfer.

“What?" hooted Br. Quelch. “Iln
vou venbure to cdisobey me, Bunter:”

“Oh evikey! Oh no, sir! I—I-—I
can't get at them!” groancd Luander,
“They—they—they—="

“Where are the cigarcttes, Dunter?™

T Maoxer Laepanry.—™o. 1,199,
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“They—they—they're down my back,

iir.”

“What?"

“That beast Wharton shoved them
down my back, sir!” groancd Bunter.
“J—I can't get at them, sir,”

“Ha, ha, hal®

Mr. Quelch stared blankly at the Owl
of the Remove for & moment. Then
his lipa twitched.

“Ohl Akl H'm! Well, never
mind them now,” said Mr. Quelch
Lastily, “DBut you must tell me at
once, ’hunter, where you obtained these
-ﬂigamttcs.”

‘Oh dear 1"’ :

Bunter blinked uneasily at Carne of
tho Sixth, _

Carne was almost pale with rage.

Mr. Queleh’s investigution was havin
unexpected resalts. It had eleare
Tatters of the char against  him.
Even Carne did not doubt now that it
was Bunter who had smoked in Study
No. 1. The fatuous proceedings of
William George Bunter had caused
Carno to put his foot into it But
for the presence of the Form master
the bully of the Sixth would have
wreaked his rage on the fat Owl

But Carne did not know yet what
was coming. He was already wishing
that he had not been in such a hurry
to report Tatters to his Formn master.
But he did not dream, so far, where
Bunter had obtained those cigarettes.
Ho was going to learn that now.

“Bunter | Answer my dquestlon ab
once! No Greyfriars boy is allowed
to have cigarettes in his possession,
Tell me at once where you obtained
them.”

“I—=I—I  borrowed
gasped Bunter.

“Some other boy gave them to you,
do you meani” 1

“N-ne-no, sir! He—he—ho didn't
know I had borrowed them 1™ gurgled
Bunter. “I—I happened to see them
in his study, sir, and—and=-and bor-
rowed them, ™

Carne brightened up. .

This  was better] Carne’s mind
jumped to it at once taat the cigarettes
had belonged to Tatters.

them, sirl”

“No oubt Bunter found the
cigarettes in Study No. 1 in tho
Remove, sir,” said the prefect. I

have not the slightest doubt that Chol-
mondeley has such things in  his

possession.”

“I see no reason whatever, Carne,
for you to held such an opiniont”
enapped Mr. Quelch. “You will bear
in mind, Carne, that you have already
jumped to an erroneous conclusion,
and had 1 not investigated the matter
carefully Cholmondeley would have
been punished for a fault he has not
committed. You must be more careful,
Carne.”

Carnc's eyea glittered.

“1 bhave my opinion, sir,” he =oid,
“and I think that Bunter should he
mada to state in what study he found
the ewpareites”

Harry Wharton & Co. exchanged a
joyous grin., If ever & man asked for
it, Clarno was asking for it now.

“Certainly 1 agree fo that,” said Mr,
Quelch.  “Bunter shall certainly give
me full information on that point.
Bunter, in whose study did you find
tho cigarettes?™

“I—-—%—-I * stammered Bunter.

“ Answer me at once, Bunter [

“T—I'd rather not say, sir,” groaned
Bunter. “He—he would take it out
of me afterwards, sir.”

HMonsonse !  Absurd [
vou to tell me ot once, Bunter!
Remove hoy will venture——"

Tue Maicuer Lispartr.—No, 1,189,

I command
No

" It=it wasn't & Hemove study, sir ™
gasped Bunter,

“Tell ma at oneas, Bunter, in whose
study you found ose cigarettes, or
1 shall takg you to the Head !

“Oh lor'l Carne's, sirl” gasped
Bunter.

“Wha-a-at "

“Carne's, sir ™

Bless my soul 1

There was a moment of dead silence
in the Form-room. Mr. Quclch stared
blankly at Dunter. Carne looked at
him transfixed. The Removites almost
gaped. Then the silence was broken by
& roar.

“Ha, ha, hal”

The juniors yelled. They could not
help it. That Carne should have led
tho waﬁ to this startling revelation
struck them as trresistibly {funny. Thoe
whole Form shrieked.

“Silence ! gasped Mr. gueh:IL
“Bilencel Silenee, I sav! unter,
you—you—you state seriously that you
found these—these cigarettes in o Sixth
Form study—a prefect’s study—Carne's
study 7

“0Oh dear! Yes, gir.”

Carne recovered himself,

“It is false—utterly falze I’ he panted.
“I have never had anything of the
kind in my study, of course. Bunter
is deliberately lying, sir!™

“You have made nn extraordinary
statement, Bunter—indeed, an incredible
statement. You must prove this
statement, Bunter, if it is true, or your
punishment will be very severe, In
the first place, what were you doing
in Carne’s study at alli®

“I=-1 took my linecs, sir, and—and
Cerne was out, se—so I—I left them
there, sir 1*

“Arg they there now, Bunter i

“Yes, sir—on Carne’s table®

“You state that you found cigarcttes
therei™

“¥es, sir,” groaned Bunter. “In the
tablo n:irawar, sir! I—I left o few
for Clarne, sir.”

“Wha-a-at 7"

“I—I borrowed the box, sir 1" gasped
Bunter. “But—but I thought I'd
leave a few for Carme, sir—about a
dozen |

Mr., Queleh’s jaw set grimly.

“You hear Bunter's statement,
Carne? If it is false, it will be proved
false by an immediate ezomination of
the drawer in the table in your study.
We will proceed to your study at once,
Carne, and place this matter beyond
all possible doubt.”

Carne gasped.

* J—=J==J— The fact is, gsir—"" he
articulated.

Mr. Queleh’s gimlot-cyes dwelt on
Carne’s  confused faco with an
extremely disconcerting expression.

“Ara yon unwilling for such an
examination to be made in your study,
Carne?"” asked the Remove master, 1n
& grinding voice.

“Oh! Naol! No, sir! But—but now
1 remember, there—there certainly
wore some cigareites o omy stody 17
staminered Carna. “I—I recall now
that a day or two ago I took a hox
of cigarettes away from a junior, =ir,
and—and left them there, intending to
throw them away——"

“Lamea " murmured Bob Cherry.

“The lameinlness is terrific,” gprinned
the Nabob of Bhanipur.

"It ta very unfortunate, Carne, that

vour did not throw them away, or
destroy them, at onee,” said Mr.,
Queleh. “If it was from a Bemove

hoy that you took them, please give
me hig name.”

" It—it was not from a Remove boy,
Bil. ™
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“It was from o boy
Formi™

“"Ye-g-5 air.”

“In that case it docs not concern
me. Did you report the matter to the
Form master concerned 27

“ N-ne, sirl I—I dealt with it as o
prefect—I did not think it necessary to
report the matter.”

Carne's face was crimson. Ho could
feal Mr. Quelch’s eyes boring into him.
There was a pausc.

“Very well,” said Mr. Quolch et
length. *‘Bunter's statement, it appoars,
18 correct; he found the cigareties in
your study, Carne. I recommend you
on another occasion, Carne, not to keep
such things in your study when you have

in another

—h'm—taken them from some Lower
boy. Bunter |

-III'DW 1FF ]

“You will bend over that chair,
Bunter [

Carne lelt the Form-room, crimson
end Furious, Billy Bunter bent dismally
over the chair.

Whack |

Whack | Whack !

“Yow-ow-ow 17

It was only three, and they fell lightly.,
Perhaps Mr., Quelch considered that
Bunter was already punished by his
internal convulsions, With a gesture he
dismissed the Form.

Bunter groaned his way back to the
Remove passage  Every other fellow in
the Form was chuckling as he went.

“Poor old Carnel” pgrinoned Bob
Cherry. "Jolly old Sherlock Holmea
!'.I.Eﬁl.’;‘iug' out the guilty man—his jolly old
8

“Ha, ha, ha "

“guelc'.h had to take a prefect's
word,” chuckled Vernon-8mith, * but he
believed Carne just about as much as
we did I¥

“Just about I” chortled Squiff.

“Carne won't be so jolly keen on
nosing after smokes in the Remove
studies after this!” seid the Bounder,
“ Ho will be afraid that it will come out
where they came from ¥

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

It had been quite & joyful episodo to
the Remove. Carne of the Sixth was
not fecling joyful, however. But in an
iroperfect universe it was impossible for
everybody to bo satisfied,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Fools Bush In——

i SAY, you fellows!”

E “Hallo, hallo, hallo! Is thas
a new hine 1o physical jerkst"
asked HBob Cherry, oyveing

William George Bunter 1n surprise.

It was after prep & few days later,
and the Owl of tho Remove came into
the Rag wngg]ingi Not only did hs
wriggle, but he fairly squirmed.

In his fat face there was wrath and
indignation. mingled with anguish.
Bunter's podgy countenance was full of
expression.

“I—I say, you fellows, that beast
Carne 1" groaned Buntor.

“Licked 7" asked Harry Wharton.

“it's the third time since that row
about thoe smokes,” said Bunter, almost
tearfully. *Carne scems to have a spite
against me for some reason. He keeps
on picking on me for nothing! Qwl
I've had six! Wow 1"

“That's rot I remarked Nugent. " IE
Carng’s given you six for nothing, I'd
jolly ---.--:-III7 go to Quelch abouk 181

“Bo I jolly well would!" groancd
Bunter. “ Only Quelch is a beast, and
he wouldn't tako a fellow's wordl Qwl
He mighta't believe that I wasn't really
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going down 1o the larder
when Carie spotted me ™

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“Blessed if I can see any-
thing to cackle at! That
beast 13 teking it out of me
for giving him away over the
smokes " groaned Dunter. 1
nover wanted to give him
away—ha fairly hunted me

intp it! It was his own fault
entirely. But he's making
me sit up for it QOw ™

The chums of the Remove
chueckled.

There was no doubt that
Carne of the Sixth felt very
sore over thet episede. Hao
seemed to have set himself
ta n]a.l:in%i. Bunter feel sore
also in & different way.

Certainly, had Bunter becn
a8 blameless youth, even a
bully like Carne could not
have given him the ﬂshp'la.nt‘
Unfortunately for William
George Bunter, he was far—
very far indeed—from being a
blameless youth,

Any dutiful  prefect  who
wanted to punish Bunter had
the way mado casy for b
He did not have to risk com-
mitting; an injustice which
rnight bave brought the Form
master  into  the matter,
Bunter's sins were as numer-
ous as the sands on the sea-
shove. It was only necessavy
to keep an eye oen Bunter,
Sooner or later he would be
found cutting pames practice
on @ compulsory day, or erib-
bing, or bagging somo ather
fellow's tuck, or sncaking
below stairs with & nefarious
eye on the larder, or eppeac-
ing in public with an un-
washed neck. In DBunter's
oase, Carne, determined to
meke the fat Owl sore, was
able to combine justice with severity,
with perfect security to himself and
extremo soreness to Bunter.

All Bunter had to do—to draw Carne's
teeth, as 1t were—was to tread tha strait
and narrow path of virtue, deviating
neither to the right nor to the left. But
thet was precisely what Bunter never
had been able to do.  Bunter, unluckily
for himsalf, was not a perfect character
—indeed, he was a frightfully impeorfect
ona. 5o Carne of the Sixth had hin
on the hip, so to speak.

“It's all very well for you fellows to
cackle I'" groanhed DBunter. “I've had
six, and I can tcll vou they were
stingers | T wasn't really going down
to the kitchen at all. Besides, how was
I to know that I shounld ron right into
Are. Kebble on the stairs ¥

“Ha, ba, ha "

“ And, of course, that beast Curne wis
jusk at hand ! said Dunter. *flic
watelez me like o Cheshire cheese—1
mean, o Cheshire eat. 1 szay, wou
fellows, yvou ouphin't to Iet 2 Hemove
man Do bullicd like this by o Sixth
Vorm ead! You ought to step him,
Wharten ! You call vourself captain of
the Form, and you et a beastly bully
raz o Hemove man like this !

“Teep yvour bands from picking and

stealing, old fat bean!” suppestod
Wharton,  “IfF Cawmna leks youn  for
nofhing, T'll jolly soon chip in, Dok T

can't <o anything if he licks you for
something.”

“Well, there's always  something
said Bunter. “A beast like Carne can
make any cxcusel 1 say, you fellows,

Bunter let go of the high oil! at the
wrong moment and bumped to earth.
“0Ow ! " he squeaked. ** I'm hurt,
Cherry ! Why didn’t you eatch me,
you heast ¢ You wanted me to fall [

Owl™

I'm not going to stand itl I want you
men to back me up.”’

“What do you want us to do,” asked
Bob—"boil him in oil, or lynch him
over his study door 1" ;

“Look here, this 13 a serious matter.
I'm jolly well not poing to be licked
overy day by that heast without making
him sit up 17 exelaimed Bunter warmly.

“¥ou be'nve yourself, and he can’t
oot at you I suggested Tattors.

Puntber snorted. ]

1t was mood advice, but it was of no
nee fo Dunter. Pehavine hamaclf was
the very last resource that Bunter would
feave thourht of,

“Don't von be a silly ass!” he said
peevishly, 1 say, you fellows, I've got
the wdea: il enly wants earrving oul.
That's where you fellows come 1n. "

o we ' prinmeg] Muogent.

“Yeg, ol chap. Carne’s in Loder's
sludy now—playvine banker, as likely as
not, Xo's safe Gl bed-time, Nobody's
in his =tudy now.” Puanler lowered his
voiee, and Dlinked cagecly at the grio-
ning juniors, ¥ One of you fellows could
ni;}iirnf:} hiz room 2 casy as puyihing—
= T

“ Mot quiic ! chuckled Thal

“Tve gob o bottle of Lquid glue™
beeatled Bonter, ® Toddy won't muod as
vainge tb==I mean, s wine, and il's gol
nothing to do with Toddy, of course.
You nip inte Carne's study, Nomepl—"

“I pan see mysell doing 6™ agreeed
MNugent.,

o And mop it intoe his bed,” continped
Buanter. “When Carne poes bo bed and
finds himself swimming in glue— 1lg,
he, het”

“Ripping I said Dob. “Dut why
can't you nip inte Carne’s study an
glue his boed for luim ?”

#I=I—=I=Dll keep watch in  the
passage. You can nip into s stady,
Boly, old chap; you've got more pluck
than Nugent "

" Ask me again next berm !

“TIt's up to you, Wharton, as head of
the IForm 1™

Havry Wharton laughed.

“1lead of the Form las a jolly old
lot af duties to perform,” Tee vemarked,
“but I never heard that gluing o pee
fect's bed was one af them !

“Ila. ha, ha 1™

“Well, who's poing lo de 1137 de
manded Bunter. " I've gob the bottle ol
glue here, all ready, under wy Jochet.”

“Ieho . answers  who'"™  remarked
Johinny Hull.

“Phe whofulness is tereifie 1™

“What about vou, Cholmondeley?
That heast Carne has gob o down on
vou, Ile's always after o™

“I ain't going to give L anvihing
to ot after we for, though 7 grioned
Palfers. “Nobt ‘avf 1"

“Well, of all the Leastle fanks 17
Tunter.  “Swmithy ! T sayv, Bithy 17
The DBounder looked vonncd. L sav,
Smithy, yvou've got more pluck fhan all
tlican Fellows pt topetlior 17

“ Flear, hear ! said Snatho

el

“YVeou're just the fellow fo glue
Carne'a bed for lim.” sxid  Dunter.
“YVaou aint afeaid of the ri-k, mre yvou,
Smithy ¥

At the least little bLit in the
world.™

Tie MacWeEr Lipmanv.—>wo. 1,10
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“Good! You'll do it 1" asked Dunter
eagerly.

“MNot this cvening !” chuckled the
Beander.

3o Tﬂddﬂ! I say, Toddy !*”
1_"d§nu enighted fathead ! zaid Peter

odd.

“1f yow've bagged my bottle
of liguid glue take it back to tﬁe study
before 1 scalp you., Do you think I'm
going to wasto fiftecen pence on gluing
a fellow like Carnef”

“Beast |”

Billy Bunter rolled out of the Rag,
leaving the fellows chuckling.

Bunter was sore and he was wraihiul,
and be was longing for vongeance.
But, like the monkey in the story, he
preferred a eat to pull the chestnuts
out of the fire for him. But catspaws
seemed rare in the Remove.

Nobody seemed hkeen on gluing
Carne. The result of gluing a prefect’a
bed was likely to be scrious for the
gluer, which was, indeed, the reason
why Bunter hesitated to carry out his
masterly scheme of per-
sonally,

Ilad the effect of Carne’s latest
licking worn off, Bunter would probably
hava abandoned the idea—Iior want of
& catspaw, DBut tho effect of
licking had not worn off.

Lickings, unlike lightning, always
struck in the game ‘fiﬂﬂe, and DBunter
had hardly recovered from ane hefore
e bagged another. Fe was sore, and
he was savage.

Thus it happened that, after leaving
tha Haj, Bunter did not carry the
bottle Hquid glue back to No. 7 in
the Remove. He drifted away to the
Sixth Form gquarters,

Had he fallen in with one of the
Sixth on his way, no doubt Bunter
would have scudded off, But fortunately
—or unfcrrtunate!iy—the coast was clear.

Bunter rolled dewn the passage, and,

listening for & moment outside Loder's
tloor, heard the voice of Carne within,
Carne, evidently, was still safe. And
Bunter rolled on to Carne's study and
entered, closing the door behind him,
_ There waz a red glow from the fire
in the grate, aond Bunter did not
venture to turn oo the light. He rolled
across to Carne’s bed.

Sixth Form rooms at Greyfriars were
bed-rooms as well as studies. The high
and mighty Bixth did not occupy a
dormitory like lesser mortals.

Coarne’s bed was in a corner with a
ecreen round it to give the impression
m the day-time, unsuccessfully, that
Lhore wasn't a bed there really at all,

Bunter squirmed round the screen,
and turned back the bedclothes in thoe
rloom,

Then ho procecded to uncork the
hottle of hTﬁd glue,

o far, all had gone well. DBunter
had ample tiune. It was a quarter past
mne, ond Remove bed-time was hali-
past, [Fifteen minutes were much more
than enough for any ragger.

Carne was likely to stay in Loder's
study [or an hour yet, or more, if the
sportsinen of the Bixth were plaving
banker, as Bunter suspected.

Everything, in faet, favoured Bunter.
Dul it was at this point that there was
a hitch in the proceedings., Uncorking
the bottle of gplue presented difficulties.

The cork was jammed in very tight.
A corkserew was necded {0 met it out.

Bunter's  powerful brain had not
thought of that. ,

Everything was poing  woll=exeopt
the glve! The glue was hm'nmt[ﬂul'ly
soalodd in the bottle!

_ Really, Bunter might have thought of
it before he started for Curne's study.
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But a fellow couldn't think of every-
thing; at all events, Bunter couldn’t.

“Oh lor!1” grunted Bunter in dismay.

¥Yie wondered whether thers was a
corkscrew in Carne’s study. If so, it
would probably want some finding,
caper:mllg in the dark. But going back
for & corkscrew, and visiting CUarne's
study a4 second time was too risky., It
was asking to be caught,

Bunter stood beside Carne’s hed
thinking out his problem. Me was
still thinking it out when footsteps came
along the passage and stopped at the
door,

Bunter jumped.

T that awful beast, Carne, was
coming back to hiz study, when Bunteyr
had laken it for granted that he was
sufo till ten o'clock at least——o

Appurently the beast was! The Joor
handle turned |

Bunter gasped with horror.

Carno was always looking for an
excnso Lo liek him.  If hoe found Bunter
it his own study—with a bottle of glue
in s hand at the bedside— The fat
Ow!'s brain almost swam.

The door cpened. The light switched
on.

A Bixth Form man came into the
study. And Bunter, rooted to the floor,
stood in silent herrer, with only the
screen concealing him from the eyes
of Carne of the Sixth.

Cold chilla ran down Bunter's back,
His little round eyes bulged behind his
bl%, round spectacles,

arne did not epproach the bed,
howevaer,

He moved about the study for a few
minutes, evidently quite unconscicus of
tha fact that anyons else was there.

Then he went to the door again.

Thank gf'ﬂndnesﬂ, the beast was going.

Carne fumbled at the lock for a
moment or two. Bunter heard him,
without knowing what he was up to.
But he knew the next moment, The
light was switched off,

Carne ﬂt?ﬂea out of the study, drew
the door shut, and there was a click
and the sound of a key being withdrawn
from the lock.

Dunter gurgled.

“'ﬂh ﬂrﬁ{ﬂj" 11:

Carno was gone! And he had locked
his study door on the outside and taken
away the keyl

What his reason might be DBunter
could not even berin to guess, though,
no doubt, Carne ga-.l & reason.

But thersa was no doubt about the
fact. Carpe was gone—and Bunter was
locked in the study—and in fiva minutes
more it was bed-time for the Remoave!l

Bunter groaned.

ey —

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
What About Bunter ?

1 HAT jdipt—"
E “What?”
“That frabjous ass—"

“YWhe 1

“Who " repeated Peoter Todd. “The
higgest idiot, the most frabjous chump,
the benightedest  banderspatch  that
ever was !

“ Bunter 7 asked the Famous IFive
togethor,  Apparently they recopnised
the description.

“HHe's doe it grunted Toddy,

“Oh, my bat! He hasn't glued
Carne ¥ gjaculated Bob Cherry.

"1've been up to the study, and he's
not there! I've looked for him and
I can't find him! I've asked some
[ollows, and Temple of the Fourth says
he saw Buntor heading for the Sixth,
lie says be know the lat idiot was up
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to something, because lie was looking
£0 Jolly cautious,”

“Ila, ha, hal®

“Carne will skin him,” said Deter,
“He will skin him alive! 'The fat
frump's taking bis time about it, too.
Wingate will be after us in a few
minutes, for dorm. If he's missced at
dorm and found in Carne's study—"

Oh crumbs! Even Bunter wouldn't
be idiot enough for that I

“¥sn’t he idiot enough for anything 1
groaned Peter. “Gluing & prefects
bed—my hat! This won’t be six from
Carne—it may ba a flogging ! You can’t
play tricks on Eixthlg orm prefocts !

“Ain'lL they the piddy Palladium of
the blessed school? Dunter’s for it
now,”

“The 'owling ass ! said Tatters.

Harrq Wharton & CUo. looked serioua
now. They were not responsible for
Bunter's actions; indeed, they hardly
believed that Bunter was responsible
for them himself!

'J.hei had taken it for granted that
when he failed to ind o catspaw Bunter
would give up that great stunt.

Evidently he hadn't given it up. Any
other fellow could have been left to
tako his gruel, but they fclt concerned
about Bunter, Bunter seemed born to
exemplify the ancient proverb, that
fools rush in where angels fear to tread.

A fellow who had his wits about him
could take his chance. But it was
doubtful whether Bunter had any wits,
and if he had, he certainly hadn’t them
nbout him. The matter was serious,

“'Ere comes Wingate,” said Taiters,
looking out of the doorway of the Rag,

“That's torn it!" said Peter. “Too
late to do anything now.”

“He's stopped to talk to Prout ! said
Tatters, from the door,

Petor brightened wp again.

_ Mr. Prout, the master of the Filth,
if ho had stopped Wingato to speak,
was not likely to let him go under =
few minutes. Prout had a voice that,
not in itself musical, was music to
Prout's own ears,

Peter cut across to the door, peered
out, and cut back.

“Wingate's safe for a bit,” he
Lreathed, “Old Prout's got him, snd
chipning at him! Whe's going to out
along to the Sizth and hook Bunter
out I

“He's your tame lunatic,” said Bob,
“1t's up to you, Toddy.™

“But Bunter can't nss cnough to
hang on in Carpe’s study after gluing
his ,‘:‘,“” sald Wharton., * Even Bunter
Famm—

“Isn't he ass enough for anything?
Where ia he?" snapped Peter. *“Ha
went to the Bixth and hasn't come
back. Anybody got lines for a prefect?
‘I'hat will be an excuse for going along.”

“I've got lines for Loder !™ said Bob
Cherry.

i Gu:}d I'l!

“But I haven't done thom—="

“ Fathead |* :

“gtill, I ean go and azk Lodor o
let me leave them over till to-morrow,”
said Bob brightly. *They'll hava to be
loft over anyhow, as it's bed-tima: but
if q,nyhudy wants €o know why I'm

aving & eall in the Sixth, I can ask

er about the lineg™

“ Puek up, then ¥

Boh Cherry hurried away. ]

Why DBunter was lingering in the
perilous precinets was o mystery; but
it was evident that he wasz doing so.
Somehow ho had to be hooked out, If
ho was misscd at dorm, the fat would be
in the firs; there was not & shadow of
doubt about that.

Wingatoe—shifting from one leg to

(Continued on puge 12.)



FOOTER UNDER AUSTRALIAN RULES.

HEN I first started to write those weekly notes for
the Magwer, I had no idea that they would be
read in parts of the world many thousands of
miles from London. My letter bag, howover,

prove: that such is the cass.

For instance, I have just had a most interesting note from
& reader in Australia about the conditions under which football
is played thers. As I found the letter so interesting mysslf,
I imagine you will do the same, and g0 this week I propose to
pass on the contenta.

Thig letter from Melbourne, Australia, was inspired by my

ees in 8 previous article to time-keeping by reforees,
and the foet that the clocks on the big grounds had been
* bonned " by the officials in this country. I suggested that
it might be in the interests of the game in this country if the
necessity for the referce keoping time could somehow be done
away with. Well, they dont let the referce lkeep time in
football matches in Australia. Listen to their methods.

“ Down under ¥ the vreferee, or umpire as he is
called, has not to fake his eyes off the game n
order {0 look at his toalch. Two Hme-keepers
are appointed, one for each fram, and they =it in
a special place set aside for them, and guite near
1o a big bell usually, according to my correspond-
ent, an old church bell.

An Auatralian football match eonsists of four guarters of
twonty-five minutes each, and when timo iz up in any of theso
quarters one of the men rings the bell, and the gamo is stopped
i:ﬂ{ the umpire. With a time-keeper for each side the problom
of one team gaining an advantage does not arise. Of course
the spectaters in Awvstralin—like those in England—do not
always agrece with the official time.keeping, and my cor.
respondent tells a story of one match in whish an excitod
spectator made his way into the private stand where the fimo-
keepers were sitting, and rang the bell while there was still one
minute to go.

HE difficulty in regard to allowing time off for stappages

is got over in Australia in & most inpenious way.

When there iz a stoppage for which time off haa to

bo gllowed, the releroe blows his whistle and signala

to the official time.-kespors by holding up hia left hand, I

have the assurance of my correspondent that this system works

80 well that very seldom is there any argument as to whether
proper timo has been played.

It is sy experience thatl in his conndry referecs
do not, as a ride, allow as much time for stop-
poges as they ought to do, and as a vesull the
spectators do not get full valite for smoney.

By the way, talking of extra time, perbaps I may be per-
mittod to break into a serious dizoussian over an amusing
story whiclhh I heard the other day., A boy arpved late at
echool, and in due course had to appear befors the “ Beak *
to give an explanation.

* 1t wag lilke this, sir," he said. *“ I droamt that I was at a
Cup-tie, and that the referse ordered exira time, go I had to
elay and sep it."

along, we see the word: * special training ¥ used
quite o lot. The players of this or that football sido
are taken away to undergo A period of E.];a::ial prepara-
tion at zome health resort. There iz o lot of difforence of
opinion about this specinl training business, and it i3 nat goin
too far fo say thet while some cluba and players awear by this
method, others disagree with it ontirely. The player who
likeg his home life doesn't care fo bo away for weeks on end.
The évidenco ae to whether this special training is good or

E?ER? yoar, when the Cap-tie part of the senson comes

Half i

: Argumants very often lead Lo quarrelsl
Motto : on’t argus. If you've 8 soocer

problem you want aolving * Old Rel's "

tha chap to oblige. Try him and sae.

bad iz so conflicting, too. There are teams which have won
the Cup without the players ever being taken away from
home or undergoing any treining at all out of the waual routine,
There are other clubs which have won the Cup, entirely, o
they elaim, as the result of this special training away Irom
homs,

The players of Arsenal, who won the Cup last season, spent
quite & lot of time, during their Gu?. ran, at Brighton, and it
iz not surprising, therofore, that the players were taken to
EBrighton again to propare for their first Cup-tie of the present
EOEB0NT .

eongista. A-:rtu:;igr, the words used are all wrong :
or at any rate they give a wrong impression. Oncs
A foatb:ﬂ.ar gots thoroughly fit he doesn’t need to do
extra training to him fit, and 1% is a mistake to imagine
that when footballers go to the seaside to train they put ic
more hours at preparation than they would if thoy wore at home

The big idea of foking players away from home
o o seastde place or otiwer ﬁﬂﬁdﬂg wesort is that
they ray be freshened wp af 6 fime when they
are api to go stale and get a bit Hired of the gume,
and cvergthing connected with i, Wall:s along the
seashore ; golf in apecially healthy surronndings.
These are the 1hings which comprise, as a rule,
the so-called ** speciol traming.’'

ﬁi READER asks me of what thia special training wsonlly

To my mind ono of the sirangest things connected with the
preparation for big football matches is that golf should be
considered by so many manapers ag the idesl exercise. It is
difficult to coneeive of two pames as widely different as football
and golf. The essonce of success at foo ie quick thought
and quick action. The game waa never so fask as it is to-day,
and many of the moat succossful players of thess timea are thosa
who ean cover the ground at the fsstest pace.

There is nothing speedy or demanding quick thought about
the gam: of golfi. o matier what ghot you are playing at
the gamo of golf you ¢an take your time over it.

But e fact remains thot golf is now considered
to be good training for football, and the reoson in
that while o foothaller s plaping golf he is nol
thinking abowt footbail.

about at the beginning of these notes, there is one
from Vanecouver, in Canada, which has a question in it.
eorraspondent (gllu}rad

OH top of tho letter from Melbourne which I told you

Dring a pame in which
there was an appeof' for a penalty kick, The roferce not
give a penalty, but all the players of ono side crowded round
him and tried to argne the point. In doing this I may say in
puassing that the playors were wrong. They should not argue
with the reiorce. :

Howover, they did eo, and while the ar ent was going on
the players of the other side took the ball up to the opposing
gosl and soored what proved to be the winning goal, ore
wias another argument when the referee aworded the goal, it
baing eontended thet he did not see the incident beecause he was
gurrpunded by other players far away at the time. .

Waa the mi?ﬂmta correct in awarding a goal which he did not
gee peorod T My reply is that

Tee tens not justified in giving such o decision,
smless, of course, ke had competent lincemen o
advise T that cverything was all right in con-
nection wilk ithe gool.

A veforce can only adjudicate on things which ho sees himaelf
or which are scen by his lincsmen, i OLD REF."

Tre dMaawer Lispany.—No, 1,100
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(Contivucd from page 10.)

another, az JMr. Prout's viciima wero
wont to do—was still *ehinning ™ with
the Filth Form master. Mr. I'rout waa
delivering valueble advice about the
First Eleven.

Unee wpon o time Mr. Prout had
played football; had been, indeed, a
giant at the game, if fond memory did
not deceive him, He had long passed
thoe footballing stago in his carcer;
mndeed, the plump Form master, at tho
present stage of his carcer, resembled
& foolhall mora than a footballer.

But he had vast stores of knowledge
on the subject, which he was always
willing—mere than willing—to place at
the disposal of the captain of the
school.

Wingate of the Sixth could not walk
away while Mre. Prout was talking—
he eould not agk the Filth Form master
to ring oft—hae could not hint that hae
had fergotten more than Prout had ever
learned about games. MHe could onl
shift from oue leg to the other, an-}
back again, and reflect ndienantly that
Prout really might keep fhis sort of
thing for his own Forn

It was hard cheeso on Wingate; but
the chums of the Ilemove blessed Mr.
'vout |

Bob Cherry lost ne time in gelting fo
the Sixih.

With an exeuse all ready, in caze any
ecnior wantod to know why he was
there, he walked quickly uwp  the
passage.

He heard voices from Loder’s study
as he passed, and hoped that Carne was
there, A mmonwent more and Lo reached
Carne’s door,
1Je was glad to see that thero was no
light under the door. Carne of the Rixth
was not at home, at all eventa

e tevned the door-handle and
pushed.

The door did not open.

“0h ervinbs I murmured Rob.

The door was locked !

Fossibly Carne locked his Jeor when
he went to bed; fellows sometimes did,
Possibly Carne had gone to bed carly.

But in that caso where was Bunter ?

Bunter could hardly be there if Carne
had gone to bed. Bus if he was not
there, whera was hot

Bob tried the deor-handle again. But
tha door was lacked—that waus certain.
That Carne had locked it on the out-
gide, and taken the key away, B3ob
naturally did not guess.” Such a pro-
ceeding on Carne’s pert was unusual
and inexplicable,

Bob was abont to releaze the door-
ﬁgnd!e, ibft_lil’ turning itlsiim!!l::. when

ave quite o jump as he folt i ;
in hie hand, O HaeEe
_“Emuﬁ::rﬂe inside the study was turning
1

Boly stood rooted to fthe floor in
amazement, From within tho study,
uft-m;_:d the door-handle had been vainly
turned, camo a muttered ejaculation:

“Beast! Oh loo’ 1 IRy

S Bunter I gasped Rob,

There was a squeak in the study.

" I—1 say, ie that you, Bob old chap?
Y sap, lemmme out! ™ Oh dear! That
beast's locked mo in and taken the
key away! Oh erikey 1*

"“Aly only hat 1 pasped Bob. * Whe's
locked you n?”

“That beast Carne! Ilo docau'’t
know I'm Lera! T zay, it will be dorm
any minute now ! Get me out of this”

“How can I pot you out, fathead ¥
gasped Dob. “You're a it too wide
to pull through the heyholei”

"Beast1 It's all your fanlt] If vou'd
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coma here to glue the Led, T shouldn®
have gob caught Tike this!? groaned
Bunter, “I say, go and—and-—and get
the other fellows, and—and collar
Uﬂl‘ﬂﬁ—“”

“ C-g-collar Carne |

“¥Yes, and pet the key off Jum, and
come and lemine ont 1™

: gﬁu Eiﬂl ﬂEi ™

» really, Cherry—"
_ " What are you up to here, Cherry?”
Sykes of the Sixth came along the pas-
sage. “Cut off I
aob Cherry cut off.

He returned to the Rag. There waa
no help for Bunter., Dunter was lecked
m Carne’s study; he had reckles:ly put
himself in the lion's dep. and evidentiy
he had to stay put! Prout was still

olng strong wﬂm Ilob passed him and
Yingate again; but Wingate called out
to him in passing

*“Cherry]™

“Yes, Wingate,”

“Qet off to your dormitoyry, Tell the
others, I'll be up in a minute or two,”

“Yes, Wingate.”

There was no help for it.  Bob Cherry
rojoined his friends; and the Bemavo
marched off fo their donnitory., Win-

ate, with patient resignation in  his
ace, was still absorbing Soceor know-
ledge from Prout. FProut was enjoying
this little ialk about games wit.]h the
Hend of the Games,  The enjoyment
wias all on Prout’s side; although he
was far from suspecting it. He had
no doubt that Wingate was glad to
hear how he had  kicked almest in-
crodible goals in the far-off days when
I'lancus was consul,

In the Remove dormitory there were
many chorcies. All the Form, by this
time, knew what had happened to
Bunter, and wondered what would bo
the upshot. Bunter on the trail of
vengeanco undoubtedly had his  comic
side; but the matter was scrious.

“Jevver hear of a silly ass azking for
it like that?” said Skinner, " Brpring
and praying for itf”

“TPoor old Bunter 1™

“But wiat the thamp has Came
locked his stody door for, when he's not
gono to bed 77 asked Nuzent. I ean’t
make that out”

The Bounder chuckled,

“I faney I con make it out!™ le

remarked.

“Well, T'm blessed if I cant™ znid
Harry Wharton, z=taring at the
Dounder. “*Why shonld he?”

*Aight want to pive the impression
that he's gone o Dbed, if anvhbody
dropped along to his study 1™ grinned
Bouthy. “ Il bet any man {wo to one
i doughnuts that Carne’s going ont of
baonnds, with Loder or Walker, 12’
rather the Head didn't koow,”

b, my hat!®

“Phat’s 161" said Johnny DBull

Harry Wharton nodded. There was
little :funht. that that was 1cl If the
cportsman of the Sixth was booked for
a “night ont,” ecrtainly he would not
want to risk anyone stepping into hia
study whila he was gone.

Anvhow, whatever Carne's reason
might he, there was no doube about 1he
fact. The study door was locked, and
Willimmn George Bunier was on  tho
werong side of the door.

Petor Todd stepped to the dormitory
doorway and Eiﬂl‘tﬂi}d out. Wingate
wags not in sight vet,

“Turn in, you men!” said Toddy.
“There's a chance for the fnt idiot
vetl  Lmeky  that DProut’s Leeping
Wingato. ™

“Winzate will miss him as toon as Lo
comad up,” said llazeldene.

“Perhaps not,”™

Peter Todd was at work at Bunier’s
bed-—with rugs, coats, apd anyibing

THE MAGNET

that ecamo to hand. In a couple of
minutes Bunter’s bed looked as if it had
4 sleeper in it.

*{h, good|"” exclaimed Dob.

“Turn imn,” said Harry Wharton, “ 1f
we've all in bed when Wingate gets hero
ten to one he won't notice anything.”

“"Good egg b

Tha Removites turned in at express
spead,  Every fellow was in bed by the
ttme Wingate was heard approaching.
At long last the captain of Greyfriars
had contrived to iear himself  away
from the fascinations of My, Prouts
Eﬂﬂ:—'fﬂ'sutmn.

The prefect stepped in, glanced along
the row of beds, and cvidently sus-
pected nothing,  Every led bad, or
seemed to have, a sleeper in i, Owing
to Prout, the thing had been feasible,
Prout little dreamed how useful he had
bm%} 1]1:;1: c?}c‘:ning.

“Good-night I” said Wiggate.

“ Good-might 1 v

The light was turned off; the door
closed; and George Wingate's footsteps
died away towards tiw stairs,

Peter Todd sat up.

“What's the game, Toddy?" asked
E'ﬂh as he heard Peter torning out of

ed.

Toddy gave a grunt.
i-"EiL:II:tEJ."H got to Lo heoked out of
Carne's sT.udi' gomchow, Ile can’t get
through the keyhole, and he can’t climb
up the giddy chimney. 'That leaves the
window.™
o i; E}'ea!%n hI;I'mam lm;im]s afler lighta.

it I za inmer. *I'm surprise
you, Toddv [** prized at

::ﬂh, shut up, Skinner ™

It's the only jolly old way,” said
Boh. “I'll come with you, if you like,
Toddy."

“One's enough; it's a flopging if wo
ret  spotted,” %l‘llntﬁ'ﬂ Poter,  "I'N1
jolly well kick that fut dummy when X
got him safe here.”

Peter dressed hurriedly in the dark,
and the Removites heard the dermmitory
door open softly and close again, Few
of the Form seitled down to sleep.
They waited rather anxionsly for Poter
te return with the reseued OQOwh

Dut they waited tn vain.

Potor did nob return,

L T—

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER,
Hide-and-Scek 1
muyrmuared

i I.I. sereno?”
Carne,
“Right as rainl”?

mured Loder.

It was darke in the quad. A mist had
rolled in from tho sea, chicuring the
glimmer of the stars,

The two sportsmen of the Sixth, in
tats and coats and muflers, stood look-
ing zhous them beforo they started. It
was “all zorene,” as Carne saad, hub
it waz neceszary for the sportsmen fo
b very careful. It waz the “eack ™ for
Loder and Carne if their sportive pro-
coxdings came to the Lknowledge of the
Head.

Thora was really little risk. Toder
had a key to the door of the lohly at
the end of the Sizth Form passage. It
was casy for him to let himsclf and
liis companion out ot 2 moment when
the coast was elear. They had left their
study doors locked, =o their absence
was not likely to be discovered. Any
fellow who might chance to come along
t3 thoir studics would suppose that thoy
bad gone to bed carly. As prelects,
thoy had keys to the side gate. To pot
et and to pot in agsin presented ho
difficuliies,  2ull, it wna necessary to
be  ecoreful Many windows were

mur-
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lighted, gloaming out into the misly
quadrangle. A master might be taking
a walk in the quad, Gosling might bo
pottering about., The Sixth Form
spartsmen were acoustomed to taking
great care on occasions like this.

Kocping in the shadow of tho lobly
doorway, they looked about them.
Most of the Sixth I'orm Etud%}-;mclawa
were lighted; none of the Bixth had
gono to bed yet. Some of the windows
llad the blinds drawn, others not.

“My hat!” breathed Carne suddenly.

“What—"

# Hush I

A chadew moved from the shadowa,
It wnas dimly visible for a moment in
the glimmer of light from the windows,
and then it vanished into dark-

ness agein,

“Who the thump—"
breathed Loder. ;

wA juntor ! whispered
Carne. *Not a master—nob
tall enough! Some young

blighter breaking bounds.”
‘This isn’t the way out of
bounds—he wonldn't want to
come round by—by the Bixth
Form windowsg——" :

“Well, it can't be anything
else 17 .

Loder nodded. Obviousis
the firure that had been seen
dimly for n moment in the
misty darkness was fhat of a
junior, and as 1t was past byl -
tirne for all the junior Forms,
it could only be a Lower boy
breaking ITouse bounds. Why
he should be coming slong by
the Sixth Form windows was
rather & mystery, unless Gos-
ling or somebody had been
abroad in the guad and the
young rascal had had to dodze
out of the way.

“Well, let him rip!" mut-
tared Loder. " We're not doing
the prefect stunt now, Carne.”

“Hold on ™ muttered Carne,

“We're wasting fime IV muf-
tered Loder.

“Hold on, T tell sout”
Carne's eyes were gleaming.
“I've got o suspicion who that
young rotter is, This may be
a chance to nail him. Ten to
one it's that voung scoundrel
Cholmoodeley,”

“1 don't see—"

“Well, 1 dot” row led
GCarne. TAnd f it's
Cholmondeley, I'm not poing to lose (he
-chance. Thiz might bo the sack {or
him 1*

Loder prunted,

“0Oh, let the kid alone! If he's the
voung rotter wyou i;hirnL:13 he'll oet
bowled out sooner or later.”

“He's going to be bowled out now,”
snid Carne. “ Heo's beaten me once, and
madn me look a silly ass! Come on!”

“You duffer—how are we pgoing to
explain being out—=""

“That’s all right—wo spolted some-
body from a window, and came out to
look for him.”

“Oh! That's all right! But—"

“Coma on, I tell you! Tt will be
o leg wp for us with the Eload if we
cateh that disgraceful young seovndral
in the act™

“Oh, all right!”

Carne’s eyes glittered. IT Tallers of
the Remove was the young vascal that
Carne was delormined to believe that
he was, it was likely cnourh that he
was 8 breaker of bounds after lights-
out. Carne had scored one defexl in

Lis campaign, and it had lelt him feel-
ing very savage and gore. He was not
going fo lose & chance like this.
Whether the fOitting fgure in  the
shadows was that of Tatters or not, it
was evidently a junior out of bounds,
and a prefect’s duty was clear in such
a matter. Dut Carne had little doubt
that it was Tatters. The wish was
father to the thought.

Having suddenly changed back from
rowwdy sportsmen into dutiful prefccts,
Carne and Loder hurried slong in the
direction taken by thet shadowy fipure.
So far ss thoy could male out, it had
stopped under eone of the unlighted
windows in the Bixth, )

They were quite right on that point.

Peter Todd, little dreaming that two

dutiful prefects weee  abroad, had
reached Carne's study window,

He stared up at the dark window,
Loping te see somellinege of Dunfer.
The fat Owl miczht have pucssed that
some fellow would come round by way

of the guad to let him out.

DBut Dunter's powerful beain, §f it
worked at all, had pnot warked o Lhat
extenf.  There was no sign of lom ot
the window.

1t was nerezzary to fap on the plazs
to draw his attention Trom  within.
That was vather o delicale matier.  In
the circumestaueces 18 was pudicion: to
make as Little noise as possible. Deofore
tapping, iberelore. Teler looked ronud
cautiowzly., and lstencd with all las
£ s

Then hie gave a swlden jomp.

Footsteps == hovried  foptstops — were
approachitiz  hitn In  the glimner
from a window o spodted bwo hgures
in hatz aned overeoats lnorving townrds
lim.

“0Oh, my hot ! breeatled Peter.

He staved cnly {oc 1hat one glimpse.
Ohviously there waz no rescuing Bonlee

13

now. Peter faded out of the picture
promptly.

“ome on!' Inssed Carne,
heard ronning  feek. T fa
Elﬂuil'f.ll'br.‘i-JJG]“L"[L.’

“ Aftor him 1™

The two prefeets rushed in pursuit.

Bump !

_ Petor Todd, going ralher recklessly
in the dark, had encountered one ol
the ancient elms of Groyiriarg—

as hq
young

Feter clasped hiz nose in anguish,
But thers was no time to caress his
damaged nose. Pursuing foolsteps were
close behind.

Peter circumnavigated tha tree, sand
cut on again—a little more cautionsly,

Carne whipped back the
blankets, expecting to filnd a
dummy rigged up in the
bed, To his amazement and
rage, however, Taiters sat up,
blinking at him. * Bless my
soul 1 ** exclaimed Mr, Quelch.
** The boy's here, after alt 1 **

ITe did not head for the Touse, he had
no desire to draw the pursuers fowards
the Lox-rooin window by whicl: he had
climbed out. e ent across towards the
Cloisters, hoping tg drop his pursuers
in the dark. He kpew that they counld
not possibly kanow who he was, and
once he lla:j dropped them all was well

Ho might have dropped Loder, who
was not particularly keen on the chase,
It he had ne chance of dropping
Clarne, who wis very Lkeen  indeed.

ene had no donbt that it was Tatbers
wha was flocing in the darkness, and
ihis waz a chanee not to be lost,

Peter reached  the Cloisters,  and
Lacked hehind a stone pillar, paniing.
Yootstops enme hurrving on.

They stoppud.  Peter
heeathing.

“1Te's here somewhere 1" TTe heard
Coiene's voiee,  © Iie’s stopped vimning.
T1e’s hidine aliong here, Leder™

“Confornd  bim ! prunted  Toder.
“Lm'[{ I]-'.'.""I."i", W 0 n't fro I‘nn“lﬂ-g alaonk
here in the dark. Let’s go back Lo the

(Cantivucd on parve 16.)
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% for him had pothing gone wrong.

awake, wondering what had happenzd
to Ieter.

Ten nunutes wounld have been ampﬁ

TRl ~was_clear that something had.

| MW pgent.

“He can't have been nailed,” said
“They'd have brounght him

e bacle to the dorm ab onee.”
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([Continued from page 13.)

Houze and report that there’s a junior
cut of bounds. Then if it's
Cholmondeley, as you think, he will be
natled all right. They'll look in all
the dormitaries."’ )

“And while we're wasting fimoe ne'll
cut back, and be safe in bed loog belore
he dermitories are searched.”

“Well, what are you going to do?™
Lodor's voice zounded as if he was
fed-up—as no doubt he was,

“I'm going to find him."’ :

Peter grinned in the darkness. Il
iden was that Carne was not going to
find him. In a game of hide-and-szek
in the dark the chances were in favour
of the Lhider, not the sceker.

“You stay here,” went on Carne.
“Keep your eyes and cars open. Tl
root through the Cloisters. 1f the young
gweop breaks eover you'll geb him.™

“0Oh, all right 1"

Loder remained on the wateh, and
Carne plunged on in the darkness undsr
the old arches of the Cloisters. )

Peter did not stir. He flattencd him-
self against the stone pillar in dense
darkness. He was quite invizible, and
g0 long o he kept quiet Carne's chances
wera not bright.  Up and down arnd
round about went Carne, oconsionally
striking & mateh. Onee he came gquikte
near Peler. who glided silently rodmd
the stonc pillar, keeping it between him
and Carnc.

Ten long minutes passed. Then Carne,
muttering words under his breath of
which his headmastor cortainly would
not have approved had he heard them,
rejoined Lader,

“The young secoundral’s hiding !
Poter  heard  the mottered  words.
“Wait here and keep vour cves open
while I fetch Gosling.™

“Oh gad I" grunted Loder,

“I'll make Lun bring his lantorn, and
then we'll root the young scoundrel ol
in g jiffy"

“0h, ail right !

Curne vanished into the night. Toder
remained on the watch, He walked vp
and down by the entrance fo  the
loisters,  And Peter, in dismay, won-
dered whether the pame was up, when
nt last he discerned the glimmer of
Cosling’s lantern approaching from the
distanee,

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Rescning Bunter !

13 HAT on earth’s happenad to
li‘ﬂ'd d:'r -? kN
“Goodress knows !

“BHomething muost have

gone wrong 1

“Looks like it

Hiavrry Wharton strnek a maleh and
looked ut his wateh. It was ten o'clocie
Nearly half an hoor had elapsed sinee
Peter Lhind left {he Remove dormilory.

Bomne of the Removites had gone 1o
sleop s hut anost of the Form were stiil

Tne dMacxer Lispanr.—No. 1,108

“Then what the thump—" gaid
Johnny Bull

“Can’t make it out,” snid Bob
Cherry.  *The silly ass has landed ino
somethiog. I'm poing after him.”

Bob slipped ont of bed snd dressed,

“1'il zce what's happened, anyhow,”’
he said.

“Perhaps ho can’t get Dunter out of
Carne’s window,” suggested Skinner.
“Ha ounght to have taken & steam
derrick.” ]

Thers was a sleepy chuckle in Lie
dark.

“He mav wanbk help with the fat
idia"f." said Bob, “Anyhow, T'll soon
see,

And Boh left the dormitory quietly
and trod softly along to the box-room.
He found the box-room window a fow
inches open, os Peter had left it. In a
few anoments he waa out on the leads,
He dropped to the ground and trod
cautiocusly round the buildings.

There wos no sign of Peter to be seen,
and Bob kept on his way till he reached
the Sixth Form windows. He hoped fo
find Toddy thera, but Toddy was kot
ithere.  He  stopped under Carne's
window and locked up. Whether Toddy
had sueceeded in getting Bunter out of
Carne's study he had no idea. He nod
to ascertain, and he climbed on the
window-sill and tapped solily on the
glass.

The room within was dark, save for
a faint glow from the fire. Bob, press-
ing his face against the glass, discorned
something moving., He had no Jdoubt
that it was Bunter, and he tapped
again.

Then o fat face Oattened on the glass.
It was Bunter.

Bob heard the cateh pushed back, and
the lower sash was raised from wiliin,
Bunter's spectacles ghmmered at him,

“T1 sax, von fellows—""

“That vou, you fat churmp?™

“{h, roally, Cherry—"'

“Shut up end get ont '

" Beast [ :

“Have you seen Toddy T whispered

il
_ "Blow Taddy 1" Bunter did not seem
ina Zgnmi temper.

“ITave wou  seen
fremp ™ hissed Bob.

“No—and don't want to!”

“Well, got out, idiat 1" Iab dropned
from the window-sill and waited for
Bunter to elamber out.

What had hecome of Toddy was n
deep mystery.  Bunter pashed the sash
up  higher and put his  head snd
shoulders out.

“Terd me o hand, vou beast!” he
muttered.

“ Roll ont, porpoise ™

“Leaving a  fellow
time—""

“SBhut vup and horry |
ont
jasr,

“Deast I’

Bunter elambered ont of the window,
TTa elutchoed the high =il and lowered
himself earefully to the eromud,. Watur-
ally, Le lot ga at the vwronoe momont
and homped Bo (e earils

Y 7 smuoakod Bondor

“L{mict, vou fathead ™ -

TOw! Tl 1 Waow T SVL didn®t
on eatels me. vorr heast ¥ Yoo wanled
tie fo fall! O 1*?

Lol Cherry suppreszed his feelinos,

himy, vou fat

here  all this
T've rot fo find

what's happened to Toddy. Don't
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It wos no tima to kick Bunter. e
climbed up to the window and closed it.
“Owl I'm all sticky I’

“What?'?
That beastly bottle's

“Groogh |
rokon--—""
“You born idiot, what bottle 1"

“Tho bottle of gluel Owl Oh
crikey | I smothered—"
Bob chuckled involuntarily. Appar-

ently the glue had not been deposited
in Carne’s bed, ns per programmie.
Bunter still had the bottle about him
when he bumped on the ground. He
had the glue pbout him now.

“I'm sticky all over 1"’ cams Bunter’s
voice in sulphurous tones, ““Oh dearl
It's running all over me—"

“Never mind now—-""

“You bLeast I hizgsed DBuntey.
vou I'm all sticky !
my waisteoat—-:""

“Are you coming, you benighted
idiot, or do E;u want to be caught
here 7 hissed Bob.

“DBeazt! I'm coming! Owl™

Hob grabbed the Owl of the Remove
by a fat shoulder and dragged him
away. e was anxious to got away
from the Sixth Form windows.

“Don't drag mo over, you beagt——"

“Hurry I'"

“Tam all stioky—"

“1 tell
It's running down

“Berve you Jolly well right! Bucle
up 111-
They were wunder thoe box-room

window af last. Billy Bunter panted
and puffed and hlew.

“Now get in!" muttered Bob. “I'm
going to see what's become of Toddy."”

“Blow Toddy! I ean’t geb in without
helpl Bunk me up, vou beast 1™

Bob Cherry breaihed hard and deep.
He was strongly tempted to bang Bun-
ter's head hard on the wall That
would have becn 8 satisinctory pro-
cecding in itself, but as the result would
mha]:ﬁy have been to alorm all Groy-
riars Bob refrained.

Ie helped the fat junior to c¢lamber
on the out-building, and then to the
leads under the box-room window.

“New you're all right—"

“Help me into the window,
boast !’

“I've 2 jolly pood mind—"

“Leaving & follow in the lurch after
all I've done for you—"

" Bhot up " hissed Bob.

“Give me & bunk, vou beast (™

Bob helped the fat Owl to heave his
weight in aft the box-room window,
There was a bump as Bunter landed
inzide and a yelp.

“¥You beast! Wou did that on pur-
pose 1" gosped Bunter,

“ T'o-morrow,"” said Bob in dee
“T'll jolly well kick you across
and back again [*

Jou

tonea,
a quad

“ Beast 1

“Cot to the dorm, voun fat idiot,
and shuet op”

“¥aohl Rotterl™

Dol Cherry  vanished frem the
window. TBilly Bunter picked himaolf
up and rollod out of the box-room. He

eroped his  way  cautionsly to  the
RBemeve dormitory. He reached that
haven of rest at last and rolled in.

Three or {our veices spoke ot once in
the darknese.

“"Is that vou, Tob?™

“Ts that vou, Toddy "

“1 say., vou fellows—""

*Oh! Tt's DBunter!™

T all slicky. T sav, yon fellows. 1
eonldn't pob the cork oot of the bottle
in Carne’s study. and T never gloed his
[l after afl. That bheast, Chorrey, lof
nee fall when T was getting out of the
window aed e hottle bhroke, and Tve
got the glue all over me 1™

“IIa, ha, lia '
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“I'm all stick ye—"

“Ila, ha, ha!”

* Beasigl™ _

Bunter proeseded to turn in.  Ile was
safe at last, though siicky. -
“ But didn’t Loddy come [or youl

aaked Wharton, :

“No! Leaving a fellow in the lurch,
after all I've done [or him—"

“You fat ’icliuti Toddy went to let
on out——' oy
o Well, he never came! That idiot,
{‘herry, eame, and he leb me fall out of
the window, and I'm all sticky—"

Evidently Dunter was not worrying
about Toddy, His own stickiness was &
much more important wmatter.

“Where's Bob now 3 asked Nugent.

“ Blessed if I know, o carcl E0Y,
vow fellows, this filthy zlue is afl over
my trousers—" -

“ Sorve vou right, you fub idiot1” said
Tatters.

e Hﬂﬂ.it l:: ] ‘

Bunter peeled off his sticky garments
and rolled to lis bed. "Then bhe gave a
Jutipn ]

“Owl Oh crikey!”

“Quiet, you fat Owl!
matter now

“There's somebudy
pasped Bunter.

What's tho

in my bed!™

“Farhead! It’'s o dummy! 'I:ndd:r
fged it up =o that vou wauldn's be
miszed, you fat fromp I

{irunt from Bunter, ;

#Well, one of you fellows might have
oot my hed ready for me. I'in sl-:-.epﬂl
Playing tricks wilh a lellow's b‘-’ﬁ“"".

seh, kill him, somebody! -said
Johnoy Ball,

“ Beask 1" _ X

Billy Bunter volled inla Led ab last.
Tha other fellows waited anxiously,
listening for the return of the two
missing juniors. But Dunier was mt
anxious. In o fow nDunuies Billy
Tunter’s deep snove was awakeang the
cehines of the Jormitory.

THE TENTH CHAFPIER,
A Friend in Need ]

ALLO, halle, halle!™ breathed
Bob Cherry.
He blinked through the
misty darkness at o twinkling
light in the quad. Having landed
Bunter safely, Pob had cut back into
tho guad to =ee whether he could dis-
cover attything of Petor. The disappear-
anca of Peter Todd was a weird
mystary. Seemingly, hoe had vanished
into thin air, DBob zimply could not
puess what was keeping him out, but
one thing was certain—Ueter was some-
where. The guestion was, where? Bob

L1

was looking for an answer {o that
guestion  when  Gesling’s  lantern,
twinkling through the winter gloom,

vatught his eyes.

Bob Cherry promzily ook cover. Te
hoard tho erusty voico of Cosling
grumbling in the distance as the school
porter came aleng the paill by the elms.
Uoslinz waa the last man Bob wanted
to meet out of dormitory bounds ab
night. And he eoon discovered that
Cosling was not alone,

“Buck up1” cama a sharp voice, and
Tob started as he recognised tho tones
of Carno of the Sixth., “We're losing
time, Gosling 1"

“Which 1t ain’t my dooty—'
crunted Cosling, 1 ]

“The young roscal will pet away if
wo don't hurry. He's buling in the
Cloisters.™ '

“Disturhin' of 2 man at this hower
of the night—""

¥

“Come on [

“Wot I savs 15 this "ere—"

* Hurry up 1™

Bob, behind an clm by the path, kept
carciully” out of sight. In the yellow
glimmer of the lantern he could <im |3
mako out Carne and Gosling. Tho
Sixth Forma man was eager and im-
patient. Gosling was slow and reluctant.
Gosling did not seem to be keen on the
chaso, Iis comfortable chair in his
cosy lodge zeemed to appeal to Cosling
more than rooting through misty dark-
ness.

“I dessay it's all my eyol” grumbled
Gosling. “VYoun see o shadder, sir—
that’s wot you sce! A shadder! And
wob I -soys 15 this ‘ere, rousing a man
out in thiz bloomin® mist to look for a
shadder——" :

“I tell you it was a jumior, and J'm
fairly certain that it was Chﬂimﬁnflt_‘.-]ﬂjr
of the Removel' higsed Carne, “ o
dodged moe 11 the dark and got 1nto
the Cloistevs, Ie's there now—and I
con't root him out without s light.”

AN vary well, sir 1" grunted Gosling.
“Tut I'm thinking of the rheumatiz.
These ‘ere cold mists—and aoll for a
shadder.  B'pose it wasn't o shadider,

- - 1
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and you left 'im there—well, wot I
saya ia  this Tere, he's pono long
afore thiz! Gone back to bed and fast
asleep hy this time, I says!”

“ Loder's watching the Cloisters, Ho
can’t get away, Come on—f{or goodness’
sake, don't bo all night.”

“Well, wot [ says 13 this "eve, all we'll
fingd iz a blooming shadder,” grunted
Gasling. “That's all, you sce—a
shadder.”

Bob Cherry grinned behind the clm.
He knew where DPeter waz now, and
why lie bad neither gone to rescuo
Bunter nor returned to the dorm. Ife
Lad [allen in with two dutiful prefects,
and he was ecornered in the Cloisters.
Loder walelung out to cut off his escapo
while Carne E:t::hml Gosling and lns
lantern., And 1t looked as if I’eler's
number was up now—unless Bob could
help lnm out.

Bob thought that he could!

Under the old e¢lms, here and there,
wern litble drifts of snow left from the
last fall. Bob stooped and dgmped, filled
his hands with snow and kneaded o
large, heavy  snowball,  Wirh  that
missile teady in his band, be waited il
Unsling cawie ebreast of the tree, at a
distance of about fen fect.

Then ho stepped  aside from  tho
trmk and teok eavelul and accuraio
ai at Lo lantern.

17
Whiz
Crash |
“(0h, 'oly smoke I stuttered Gosling.

“ What—what was that there? That
lantern’s gorn 1™

The sodden erash had knocked the
lantern fairly from his hand. It went
out instantly as it thumped on the
gmund. Gosling and Carno were left 1o
arknoss,

Bob, sappressing a chuckle, backed

away again mmong the trees. Carno
stared round him savagely,
“What—who—did you drop the

Iantern, Gosling 1

"It was knocked out of wny Tand "
howled Gosling. * Somebody’s throwing
stoneg or somethink! Wobt 1 says, sir,
is ithis cro—"

“It's that voung rascal—he must havo
pob out of the Cloisters!” hissed Carne.
“"I'hat {ool, Lader—— QGraoaooch |

It was dark, but Carne’s voice was a
cutde. A eocond snowball whizzed and
smashed over Carne's features,

Thers was & howl from Carne and 4
siudden bump as he sat down,

“My eyol®™ ejaculated Gosling.

Ho staved round in the gloom, but he
ceased to stare and clapped both horny
hands to his face as o snowball suddenly
spread ikself over hiz ancient nose.

“Oooocogh 1™ spluttered Gosling. |

Carnce serambled up, almost raving.
Evidently—to Carne—tho young rascal
ltud dodped Loder somchow and gob
hack nio the guad—and was snow-
balling Carnal .

“Ligkt that lantern, Gesling!® he
rowled,  © Quick I

“Gragogh! Qoaoch! Qosooch ™

" Loder ! velled Carno.

“Hallo! Iave you got himi” come
back Loder's voica,

“¥on fool, you Jet him get past you!
Ie’s here !™ yvelled Carne.” “Come and
leiwd me s band—he's here, under tho
ol mg—=*

“He never passed me—"

“Yau mnst have had your eyes shuf,
vou ase! He's here, 1 tell you ¥ shouted
Carne.  “He's chucking snowhalls! He's
just  caught wme with osne, and—
Yaronch |¥ ;

Carne broke off with a howl as he
was caught with another.

Loder cama tunniuﬁ up in the dark-
nesz, Dob Cherry faded sway fom the
soepe, He could hear Loder’s rmn_m;g
iootstops; and he carefully avoid
them, and, running lightly, sped away
towards the Cloisters, Loder, Carne,
and Cosling were gathered in a group
cndeavouring to relight the lantern.
But the lentern seemed to bave col-
lected some damagea in its fall and
offered difficulties ] _

Pol: was in the Cloisterz in a fow
moments. Ho pave a low, caulious
whistle.

“ Toddy ! he called out softly. ;

“Oh crumbs! Vho—>" ‘Toddy’s
answering voies eame from Dblackness.

“0Qh, yowre herel” gasp’fd ol
“Quick—the coast’s clear——

“ Loder’s watehing=——*"

“Ha in't! Como on—for goodness’
ealte buck up! If they get that lantern
alight before we're clear we'ro done,
Bunter’s got in!  Come Irr.tung,:

“ Iint what——" pasped Toddy.

“{omo on, assi”

Peter Toomed up in the gloom, and
Dab grazped his arm and hurried him
away. In the distance there was a
gliminering as mateh after match wos
strugk., Gosling’s voice camo [rom
afar:

“Tha bloaming thing's broke!
I says is this 'ere—" )

Bab and Peter did not wait fo hicar

Tnz daexor Lisksny.—Neo. 1,190,
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more.  Ther seudded away: and in
another minute were elambering up to
the box-room window.
_ They bolted in  breathlessly. Bob
inmmed the window shut and fastened
it

"Quick!” he breathed.

“What-ho! Did you get DBunter 7"

“Yes, that fat idiot’s all right! T
rot him and came back for you,”
gasped Dob. “Lucky I did! Quick,
thongh—they'll draw the dorm if they
don't find anybody in the quad.”™

The two juniors hurried ont of tho
box-room. Another minute and thev
were in the Remove dormitory, Bob
closed the door softly.

“That you, Bob!" came Wharton's
L [

“Yes; and Toddy; all serene.”

“Thank poodness.™

“The thankfulness of the csfeemaed
goodness 13 terrifie,” murmured Hurreo
Jamset Ham-Singh. “ But what—"

“Loder and Carme,” pgasped Peter.
“They nearly got me! Carne thinks
it was Tatiters! He's nuis on bagging
Tatters.”

*(Oh, bust my buttons!" aaid Tatters.
“1 don't see why the bleke should think
it was me"

“All the better,” chuckled the Boun-
der. * You can swear that you haven't
been ont of the dorm; and Toddy
couldn’t.”

Bob and Peter plunged into bed.
That there would be a visit to the
dormitory was pretfy cer-
tain; and they were in a

“No one is missing here, Carne!®
said Mr. Quelch, in tones that scemed
to proceed direct from o refrigerator.

Carng gave o black, bitter look slong
tha row of beds. The outlines of a

sleeper were to be discerned in all of
them,

“He hasz had time to get back, siz!”
panted the prefect, “He smashed
Gosling’s lantern with a snowball and
dodged away, or we should havae had
him, He must bhave left a window un-
fnstgned——-] &

* Possibly, possibly 1™ said Mr. Quelch,
“If you indeed saw someone, no doubt
somo boy was put of the House. But I
fail to seo the slightest reason to sup-
pose that it was a Bemove boy,”

“I'm protty certain that it was Chel-
mondeley—"

“Can you say that vou recogrised
him, Carne?®” £ F e

There was a moment’s pause. Carne
was 80 certain that it had been Chol-
mondeley that he was tempted to say
that he had, indeed, recognized him.
But there was a possibility, at least,
that it had been someone elze: end he
dared not take the risk.

*“No, sir: but so far as I saw him
he resembled Cholmondeley—he was
certainly of thoe same size and buoild

f ﬂm---l—"u

“8o ars thirty or forty other boys
at Greyfriars,” snapped Mr, Quelch.
“If you have no better grounds than
that, Carpne—"

THE MAGNET

the edge of the Llanket over his head,
and lay perfectly still, grioning under
the Dblanket. If Carno supposed that
there was a dummy in Tatters’ bed,
Tatters was willing to allow him to sup-
pose so.

Carne’s oyes glittered.

“Cholmondeley ! he ropped out,

O BENEWEE.

“ Cholmondeley 1

Romove fellows sitting up in bed
stared towards Tatters. They wondered
why he did not answer. Carne had no
doubt. He turned towards Be. Queleh
with an unpleasant sneer on his face,

“I fancy we shall find a dummy in
this bed, sir!” he said.

“What? What?”

ﬁir. Quelch hastily approached the

L]

The outline of a recurnbent form was
to be seen there. But no head was to
be seon on the E;llnw. Thet Tatters
had drewn his hcad under the bed-
clothea in order to give an impression
that & dummy was there in his place
did not cccur to cither Carne or Mr.
Quelch. It oceurred to the other Re-
move fellows, ns they knew that Tatters
was there, and there was & grin along
the row of beds. "‘Under the blankets
Tatters stilled his breathing. There
was absolutely no sonnd or motion,

“Bless my soul!” said Mr. Quelch.

Heo stared at the bed.

“I told vou, sir, that it was Chol-
mondeley,” said Carne. “There’s
nobedy in this bed—only a
dummy under the bed-

hurry to  present an
appearance of calm and
innocent slumbor, ready to
meet the searching eyes of
their Form master.

“Here comes some-
body !" murmured Harey
Wharton, as there was @
sound of footsteps in the
passage outside,

| T a————_—
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clothes, It's a pretty old
trick. Cholmondeley is
out of the House."

“It—it would appear
50,7 stammered Mr.
Quelch, * Wharton!”

“¥es, sir 1" said Harry.

“De you know where
Cholmondeley is?"

“len't he in bed, sie?™

“1t appears not.  Ilad

(1] Qumt. !u
Every ove was shut.
Every head r PoACe-

fully on & pillow There was no sound
in the dormitory save the deep rumble
of Billy Bunter's snore, as tho door was
opened and the light Aashed on.

—— i

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER,
Not Out !

MIL QUELCH stepped inte the

Remove dormitory.
.There was a deep frown on
__hizs brow.

Behind him came Carne of the Sixth,
with an angry excited face. ¥le almost
gheved past Mr. Queleh in his cagerness
to sce whether a bed in the dormitory
was vacant.

There was quito an unplessant gplint

in Mr. Quelel's eyes. Certainly, had
he found a member of his Form out of

dormitory bounds after ten at night,

he would have given that haplesa mem-
ber the time of hig life. But Mr. Quelch
EMY 1o roason whatever to suppose that
o member of his Form was out of
bounds. Ha had to take the matter up
on Carnc’s report; but he was distinectly
annoyed by the prefeet taking it for
granted that it was @ Remove boy he
bhad chased in the quad. If Carne had
secnn anvbody at all, Me. Quecleh eon-
sitdlered it probable that it was a mem-
ber of some other Form that he had
seen—the Fourth, perhaps, or the Shell.
Mr. Quelch required full and indubi-
tablo proof before he was prepared to
believe that the delinguent belonged to
hiz own Form.
1re Masxer Lippany.—XNo. 1.109.

Carne set his lips.

“We're not certain wet that he s
here, sir! There may be a dummy in
the bed—that’s an old trick.”

“I do not suppose so, Carne, for one
single moment! But you may ascer-
tain, if you choose.”

(arno strode towards ‘Tatters’ bed,
There was o deep yawn and Bob Cherry
sat up rubbing his eyes and blinking in
the light.

“1s unfthing the matter, sir?” he
asked, "Is the house on fire, sir?™

“Is 1t buorpglars,

Johnny Bull.

“0Oh crumbs! BurgIan shouted
the Bounder, scrambling vup in bed.
“Is 1t burglars, siri"

“No! Nol No!" almosi hooted Mr.
Gueleh. “Do not be alarmed, my
boys—there 1= no oceasion for alarm!
veep  in your Dbeds—nothing is the
matter [

“ But what are we wole up for, sir?™
asked Peter Todd.

"Some boy iz out of bounds, or has
been out of bounds,” said Mr, Quelch,
“It is weceessary to ascertain his
wdentity”

“Not a Remove man, surely, sir¥”
exclaimed the Bounder.

“T trust not—I am svre not,” said
Ar. Queleh.

Lilly Bunter was still snoting. But
cvery other fellow was sittine up In
ed; with one exeeption. That excep-
tion was Tatiers.

Tatters certainly was not asleop. But
e made no movement, FHe had drawn

sir*™  exclaimed

i
=

you any knowledge, Whar-
ton, that Cholmondeley
was out of his dormitory ¥

“No, sir!” answered Wharton
detnurely. ‘ _

“I—1 am very much surprised,” saud
Me, Queleh. “I—I should never have
suspected that Cholmondeley——"

“I had no doubt of it, siv,” said
Carne—" :mi |::I_4:u:.I:ml;:1 whatsvm. : ‘l‘ﬁl_e
young rascal rigged up a dummy in his
bed and cleared off — Y

“We roust make absolutely cortain,™
gaid Mr. Quelch. “Turn back the bed-
clothes, Carpnoe."

Carne  grasped the blankets and
whipped them back in & bunch. He
had not the slightest doubt that some
bundle of rugs and coats would be
revealed in the place of a sleeper.

Tatters sat up.

Carne almost stappered.

“Why, he—he—he's
gurgled.

Tatters blinked at him.

“'Ere, 1 say, whet’'s this game,
waking a bloke up in the middle of
the night?" he demanded. “What
are you up to, I'd like to know?™

Mr. Quelch almost pasped  with
ralief. There was the sound of a
chuckle aleng the dormitory.

“Bless my soul!™ exclaimed Me,
uwelch,  “You—rvou—vyou are there,
‘holmordeley 1™

“Course I am, sir," said Tatlers,
in surprise, *Where would I be, siv,
‘eepting in bed #7

“¥You should not sleep with your Liead
nnder the bedclothes, Choimondeiey. It
is most unhealthy."

"Yes, sir,” sald Tatters meekly,

here!"”  he
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Carne’s ;
almosat ale with
rage, He did not

ieve that Tatters
had been sleeping
with his head under

face was

the bedelothes. He

had no doubt that

the young rascal had /::
heard his remark to .

Mr. Quelch, and had
deliberately anu% led
down nnder the blan-

kets  to  encourage f' 4
him to jump to o :
WIoHng conclusion. /
Tatters had Deen
pulling lus leg, and
Carne had no doubt

ahout it. [

“Well, well, the 3
boy is here, Carne,” ¢4
said Mr. Queleh. JI )
“The matter iz & " E
settled now., It was f )
certeinly not Chol- e
mondeley  vou  saw b4
out of the House.™ f

“I am ceviain that
it was Cholmondeley,
gir,” saul Carno be-
fween his teeth. ™ He
had time to get hack
into the House, and
¥ am assured that he
has been in bed only
a few minutes”

* Cholmondelay 17

“Yes, ©eir? mur-
mured Tatters,

“Have you been
out of your dormi-
tory ?H

“INa, siri"

“He would hardly tell the truth,”
said Carnoe bitterly.

Mr. Queleh's eyes glinted.

“On the other hand, Carne, I hLave
always found Cheolmondeley a  very
truthful boy ! he snapped. “If jou
have nothing but groundless suspicions
to offer——'

Carne breathed hard and deep. He
was convineed that ‘Tatters was the
delinguent, But the young raseal had
contrived to get back to bed in timo—
and there was no gmuf that he had
ever heen out of bed.

“Well, Carne?” rapped Mr, Quelch
acidly. "“"We are keeping the hoys
awako at a very late howy=—-"

Corne sct hia lips.

“Have you anything nmwore to sav,
Carne?™

“"Only that ' assured thag it was
Cholmondeler, sir,” enid  Carne
savagely.

“And I am assured that it was not,”
sald Mr, Quelch, rvaising his voice a
little,  * ¥You must not forget, Carne,
that you have already brought one
acousation  against  thi=  boy, which
proved to be a vidieulous mistake. You
have now made another ridiculous mis-
take, acting upon sheer suspicion.
Kindly leave the dormitory.”

“One moment, sie,” Caroe wus
catching at straws now., “'There must
be troees of mud on Cholmondeley's
boots, a3 ho has been out of the
Mouse, IHis boots must be wet Y

“This 15 absurd, Carne, The matter
15 at an end.”

At least, sir—"

“ Mongense |
C U Mr, Quelch, I insist upon examin-
mg  Cholmondeley’s  Loots!™  said
Carne. “I have a right, as a pre-
feer, to mako sure in this matfer! I
have o right to insist—"

//

: f
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Instead of asking Bunier to bend over, Carne offered him some cake.

EAREE R,
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looked at the Sixth-Former as if in a dream,

“I ropeat, nonsense!™  said Ay
Quelch angreily. " But you may examine
Cholmondeley’s boots if you are so
obstinale and foolish as to desire to
do so. But kindly make haste 12

~ Cholmendeley’s boets, like the others
in the dormitery, were at the end of
hia bed, ready to be collected by
Troiter in thoe ecorly morning. Carno
made a dive at them, It was certain
that the fellow who had been dodging
about 1n the damp and mnsty quad
nust have como in with his boota wet,
if not muddy. Carne clutched them
up and held them to the light.

“Well ¥ rasped Mr. Quelel.

Carne fairly glared at the bools
They were perfectly duy. It wns
obvions that thoso boots, at least, liad
not been ont af the House sinee tho
cdews of nizht beran to fall

"Well?"” repeated Mre. Quelch, as {hao
prefect did not gpealk.

Carne let the bools drop o the floar.

“He must have wuscd zome other
bootg—>"

* Nonscnse 1

*A—a scarch of the dormilory—r"

“Upon my word! ‘Uhis passes oll
patience ¥ barked 3Mr, Queleh, ™ Leavo
this dermitory ab once, Carne—at ouee!
You hear mef?®

Carne, with feciings lon deoip for
words, lelt Lthe Hemeove dormitory, MMe.
Queleh  followed him (o the deor,
frowning.

“ Good-night, my boys!
you have been disturhed.”

“Good-night, sir "™

The light was extinguizbed, and the
daor  closed. Dl 611&!141 FoalFamed
Carne down the passage.  He overtooi
nim ab tha staivz, 2wl Carno Lol o
slap. MNow that they were out af
hearing of the juniors Mr, Queleh had
some remarks (o make of on cavvcnely

I am zovey

acid nature. Carne had to lisien, and
it was fully five minutes before Mr
Quelch allowed him to po.  And he
went with burning ears, and [ury in
Iiis breast.

In the Remove dormitory the juniors
suppressed their feelings till the door
was closed, and the footsteps had dicd
away down the passage. Thon thers
was & joyous chartle.

“Dear old Carne 1™ 521 Peter Todd.
“If ho'd thoughi of locking nt my
Baots instead u? old Talters'—"

“Y¥fa, ha, ha !’
“idr 2t mine!” chuckled DBob Cherry.
“1Ia, ha, hat™

“lll'n

o tlink that Carno could have
mada a cateh, if ho hadn’t bheon so
jolly ecertain it was Tatters 1Y chortled
Hobh, *“This 13 what eomes of taking
1hiangs for granied, my beloved *earvers.
Mever  tahe anything for  granted|
Ha'a been after two [ellows to-night,
and  neither was  Tatters—and  he's
pocative that both were Tatiers—"

“Ha, ha, ha ! yelled the Removites,

And there was much chortling in thoe
Hemove Jdormitory before the [ellows
settled down at last to sleep.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Information Peceived !

+ UNTERY
B “Oh lor!” gasped Bunier.
Carne of the Sixth spoke

in guita a pleazant tone, Mo

aniled as he spoke. Never had Willian

Greorpa Dounter seen the bully of the
Sinth Took =3 agrecablo.

Rat it booted not, as the poet would

<. In spite of Carne’s pleasant {one

el agreeablo smule  Dilly  Bunter

Tne Migxer Liprany.—Na. 1,199
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backed away. Ilis crperiences with
Carne, ever sinee tho episode of tha
cigarcttes, kad been painful. Bunter
spepit & lot of energy thess days in
odring Corne of il Sixth.

“1—I1 =ay Carpe, it wasn't me!"
g&s}i@d Bunter,

“What wasn't yon, you young asst”

#]—I haven't been near your study !
I—I never went thero with a botile of
glue, Carnel*

Carne stared at hirm., It was the day
following Bunter's hapless attempl at
vengeance, which had caused so much
excitemeont, for other fellows in the
Bemove, As Carne bore down on him
in the quad, Bunter's guilty conscience
began to guake,

‘A bottle of glue!™ repeated Carne
blankly. T"What on ocarth are you
driving at, o

“0Oh, nothing I" gasped Bunter. Ha
realised that had been a little too
previous, at it were, “I—I mean, in
fact, nothing. ¥—I eay, Carne, I—I
believe Toddy'a calling me.”

“Hold on a minute!™ said Carne
pleasantly, “I want you to ent into
the tuckehop for me, Bunter-—-019

£ Eh?l}

% gﬁtli”tnke some things to my study.”

“Mrs. Mimble's got them ready.
You can help yourself to the tarts, if
vou like,” said Carne, with a smile.

Billy Bunter's eres almost bulged
through his big spectacles.

H*Oh," he gasped, “all pight !

Carne nodded, and wallked away.

Billy Bunter blinked after him, as if
he could hardly believe his cyes or his
spectacics.  He had  takon it for
granted that Carne was going to lick
him, or give him lines, at least. Instead
of which, it was only a little fagging
that Carne requived; and there was a

rospect of tarts. Remove men did not

Bg, like the Third and the Second, and
some Romove men would have told
Carne so  without ceremony. But
William CGeorge Bunter was not  dis-
posed to stand on his dignity. The
tarts sottled the matter for Dunter.

“Well my hat1” murmured Bunier.

“The beast isn't such a beastly beast as
I thought the beast was; the besst!”

And Bunter rolled away gmte cheer-
fully to the tuckshop. Thers he found
o parcel all veady for Carne, which bho
carried away to the House, inte Carne’s
study in the Sixth. As he had been told
that he might help himself to the tarts,
Dunter opened the parcel. There was
quitec a number of good things in it,
among others o bag of half o dozen
rich and juicy jam tarts. How many
Carne had intended Bunter to help him-
self to had not been stated; but, ns
there were half a dozen, Bunter helped
bimself to six.

He was finishing the last tart, in a
happy, jaromy, and sticky state, when
Carne came in. The senior threw tho
door shut and turned towards Bunter.

Tho fat Owl's apprehensions revived.
Now Curne had got him into the study,
Bunter began to suspect that the next
itemn on the programme would be the
ashplant. He blinked warily at the
prefect,

“Bit down, kid I said Carne.

“Oht" gasped Bunter.

He had more than hali expected to
be told to bend over. He was gquite
willing to =it down, and he sat down.

“Like the tarts?” asked Carnc
genially.
“0Oh, yves ! Rathep!™

“Try the cake !”

“(h ! gasped Bunter apain.

The Owl of the Remove wondered
whether he was dreaming. If it was a
dream, he did not want to wake up.
The cake was good.

What all this might mean was a
mystery  bevond Bunter's fathoming.
For days and days Carne had been ﬁnﬁ-
ing or making excusezs for licking
Bunter., There were plenty more excuscs
if he cared to look for them. All of a
sudden, it seemed, the leopard had
c;I::mged his spots and the Ethiopian his
skin.

Carne cat on the edge of the table,
and smiled as he watched Buntey

uzzling cake. Bunter guzzled fast.

¢ felt that this happy state of affairs
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could not last, and he wanted to muke
a good innings with the cake Lefors the
crash came.

“I've been wanting to speak o you
for some time, Bunter,” romarked
Carne. “I'vo noticed that you'ro
rather a clever, observant fellow.”

Bunter smirked. Nobody else had
ever noticed that Bunter was a clever
fellow, though many had noticed that
ho was observant—too observant. Ha
had been kicked many a time and oft
for inguisitiveness,

“I fapey there's very little goos on in
the Remove that you don't know,"
remnarked Carne.

“1 faner eo0,” said PBunter com-
ﬂlacﬁntlf. “I keep my eyes open, you

ow. I fancy I get on to most of
what goes on.”

“I thoupht s0,” said Carne. I dare
say you know who was out of the
Remove dormitory last night ¥

Bunter jumped. Some of the cake
went down the wrong way, and ho
gurgled.

He knew now what Carne wanted.
Tho tarts and the cake were bribes; the
bully of the SBixth was after information.

Bunter was not likely to give him
any. In fthe BOrst place, Bunter, with
all his faults, was no sneak. In the
sccond place, s revelation of last night's
happemings must have included o reve-
lation of Bunter’s visit to that wvery
study with a bottle of liquid glue for
Carne's bed. That was a little matter
that Bunter did not want to mention to
Carne.

“That young roscal Chomondeley
fooled Mr. Queleh,” said Carne. “Of
course, he had been out of bounds., L've

no doubt the whole Form Lknew it--
what 7"

“The—the fact is—" stammered
Bunter.

The cake was good. And Carne was
between him and the door. DBunter
realised that it was necessary to be
diplomaeatic.

“Well 1" said Carne pleasantly.

“The fact is, I was fast aslecp all the
time,” cxploined Bunter. * I never even
wolte up when Quelchy came in. I
didn't know till the fellows told me this
morning.”

Carne grunted. He remembered that
Bunter's musical snore had continued
gll through that little scene in  the
Remove dormitery. His look becamo
less agreeable, and Bunter's apprehens-
srons revived.

“T.ock here, Bunter,” sald Carno
guictly, “You know as well as I do
that vyoung Cholmondeley  breaks
bounds after lights out.”™

“I—I don't think he does!" gasped
Punter. “In—n fact, I—I'm sure ho
docsn't, Carne.”

Carne's hand straved across the tablo
towards a cane. Billy Bunter cast a
longing hlink towards the door.

Obviously, that was net the kind of
information that Carne wanted. He
wanted evidenco of Cholmondeloy’s
guilt, not of his 1nmogence.

“7 wani the teuth, Bonter !
Carne. i

His hand closed on the canc in a care-
less sort of way.

Bunter gquaked. Even the coke
eopmed t3 have lost its luszcious flavour.
Bunter wasz fecling as Danicl might
have folt in the lions” den.

4 Tee] mean—-" he stammered.

“Io was stopped last night,” said
Carne. “ e was roing somewhere, and
he was stopped and had to cut in. Iso't
that so ™

“MNo—I mean, yes! Yes! Exactly!”
gasped Bunter, ]

S0 long as Carne was holding tho

anid
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canc, Bunter was prepaved to give him
any mformation he wanted—any in-
formation that would kecp the cane on
the table and «olf Douoter. Billy
Bunter was rather like the witness in
the old story who was prepared to
swear, “in a gencral way, anything.”

“ He will be trying it on again pretly
soon, I fancy " said Carne,

“Nal ¥Yesl I—I think sol Quitel”
apreed Bunter, with an almost agonised
eye on tho canc,

“If you Lknow anything about it,
Bunfer—"

“The fact is, T don't know anything
sbout ' it—I—I mean,” added DBunter
hastily, catching tha glitter in Carne's
eye—" I—I mean, I know all about it,
Carne—overything |

“ Cough it up 1" said Carne pleasantly.

He had picked up the cane, and was
swishing it idly in the sir. Every swish
was & warning to Bunter that he had
te be diplomatie—very diplomatic, _

Carne, with tho belief fixed in- his
mind that Tatters was a young rascal,
had no doubt that the Peeping Tom of
the Remove could give him the informa-
tion if he liked. He waz gomg to
cutract that information from Bunter,
Bunter was rather in the position of a
witness 1n the Middle Ages who was

ut on the rack. A witness on the rack

ad to say something. Fortunately,
Bunter’s inventive powers were equal to
the strain.

“Mha—the fact is, Curne—"' gasped
Bunter. He paused for a moment to
invent the I?.I-::L ‘;The fact iz, he—he'a

oing to-night— )

8 "Ig rather thought so,” said Carte.
L4 Wh%?lj

“Eleven o'clock I said Bunter reck-
lessly. He felt that he might as well
be hung for a sheep as a lamb.

“ Fow will he got out of the Iouse ™

“I—I don't know.'

*“I think you do, Bunter,”

The cano swished again.

YT mean, he gets out at the box-
room window I pasped Bunter, “I—I
gay, don’t tell anybody 1—I told :,'nu""

“0f course not,” said Carne. “This
is strictly between ourselves, of course,
Where is he going "

“He—he's gnim% to the races—'

“What 1" ejaculated Carne.

“I—I mean—" DBunter realised that
even Coarne, keen as he was on getting
information against Tatters, was not
likely to believe that the young rascal
was going to the races in the middle
of the night. “I—] mean, he—he’s
going to sea a man—"

““ What sort of a man?" asked Carne.
“ A bookmaker i .

“That's it—a bookmaker !’ =aid
Bunter, glad to be helped out by a
suggestion, * How—how did you know,
Carne "

“What's the man's name "

* Jones ! sald Bunter promptly.
Jones was a3 good & name as any other,
so far as Bunter could see.

““You're sure of this, Bunter 3"

*“ Pasitive " zaid Bunter. “I—I know
all about it, you see.”

Carne nodded and slipped off the
table. He threw the cane down, much
to Bunter's relief.

“You can finish the eake,"” he said
quite graciously, and strolled from the

study.
“0Oh lox” | %asped Bunter,
He finished the cake.

Carne smiled to himself as he walked
along the Sixth Farm passage. He felt

uite certain in his own mind that his
chance had at last come to prove to Mr,
%ue‘lch what a dingy young rascal

atters was. But there was a nasty
shock in stora for Carne.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Gatch for Carne ]

iy SAY, you [ellows1®
E S Iow did Bunter know we had
jama  roll for tea?" asked
MNupgent,

“Ha, ha, ho ¥

Thoe Famous Five were at tea in
Study No. 1 when Billy Bunter rolled
in. here was a worried look on the
face of the Owl of the Eemove.

“I zav, vou fellows, I haven't como
to bog—""

“You haven't!” agreed Har
Wharton. “S8hut the door after you ™

Bunter shut the door.

“Get on the other side of it first, fat-
head 1™

HOh, really, Wharton——"

“ Anybody scen that fives bat 7"’ asked
the captain of the Remove, glancing
round,

“I—I say, no larks!” pasped Bunter.
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“T say, you fellows, I'm i a scrapal
That beast Carne—"

“ Another licking 7"  asked Johnny

]3“:!]. “Well, most likely you deserved
it.
M Nunno! Ho was jolly well going ta
Lickk meo, though, if I hadn't stulfed
him up!” groaned Bunter. *“It's all
right, 20 far. Dut when he finds that
L'atters isn’t going cub on the razzle to-
night—"

“YWha-a-at 1"

“What was a fellow to do?” asked
Bunter. “He got me into his study and
started asking e gquestions about
Cholmondcley, He had the cano in_ his
hend all the time. Of course, I had ta
stuff him up 1*

“About mel" exclainied Tatters,
staring at the fat junior.

“Yes, vwou, blow wyoul” ﬁrunte-ﬂ
Bunter. * And—and I jolly well know
that he's going to epy on you in the

(Continued on néxt page.)
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CoME INTO THE OFFICE, Boys!

CHUM of mine who lives at
Morriston, Bwansea, wants to
know something about

THE SEVERN TUNNEL,

which earries the Great Western Rail-
way under the river, Thiz tunnel,
which cost two million pounds to build,
was commenced in 1873 and completed
in 1886. It i1s 4 miles and 624 yards in
length, and of that distance 41 miles are
nntunll’y under the viver, Therefore it
takes the average train about six or
seven minutes to pass through the
tunnel. The Severn Tunnel is by no
means the longest in the world. That
distinetion belongs to the Simplon
Tunnel, which i3 12 miles in length.

Max Goldblatt, & reader who forgot
to put his address on his letter, asks me
if I can tell him which is the place
known as “God's Own Country ! This
is supposed to be the United States, and
was given to that country by the astute
Americans, who never lose an oppor-
tunity of trying to impress the world
with the superiority of their land. But,
having been in America myself, I “ha'e
ma doots,” as the Scotsman sad.

DRISTOL reader who won =
A ocket wallet some time ago
ns written to me to ask if
there 13 any objection o him
having a try for a ket knife also.
Not I'ia Eligﬂ;tﬁshi here 1s no reason
ab all why eny reader shouldn't try to
collar both prizes, and one of the top-
ping Annuals now being offered ag well,
Good luck to him! N
‘The next letter comes from a Notting-
ham chum, who is evidently trying to
pull my leg. He wants to know if 1t 18
pesible to stand in the open, and to
ook in one direction oanly—no matter
which way you turn. Sounds impos-
eible, doesn't it, until you realise that
if you were standing at the North Pole,
you would only be able to look in one
dircetion? No matfer how you furned,
vou would always be gazing to the
gouth !

ERE is o curious guestion. A
reader who lives at Bath wants
to know

WHAT IS THE LONGEST SENTENCE ?

Ha 13 not talking about sentences com- |
posed of words, but of prison sentences. |

Well, in the old davs, when slaves were
condemned to the galleys, & certain
young man named Jean Mouron, who
lived in Toulon, was sentenced fo serve
it the galleys for a hundred yoars end
a day! “"EBomo™ sentence—but Mouron
gerved 1! He was only seventeen when
ho was convicted, and he actually grew
to like the old hulk in which he was
chained. Ho scemed to thrive on if,
too, for when the King of France
offered him his liberty, he insisted upon
sorving his full sentence, and did =o!
Ha was 117 when he was released, and
ho lived until he was 123 years c-f age,
Some age, what ?

But I ean tell you of an even longer
sentenca than that, Threes years ago a
CGarman was arrested {or evading taxes,
and was sentenced to pay a fine mg eighty-
two million marks, Ha refused, and was

told that he would have to scrve a day
in prison for every fifteen marks., Thet
means that he has got to scrve nearly
ffteen thousand years in gaoll
ANY thanks to all those readera
M who have sent me such enthusi-
asticlettersregarding the stories
which are now uﬁpenrmg in
tho Muagner, “JIrank ichards is
nothing short of o marvel,” says one
reader, and I am sure you will all agree
with him when you read
“THE VOICE OF THE TEMPTER "
which is the title of next week's superb
long story of tha chums of Greyfriars
All your old friends are well in the
limalf&ht-aspemaﬂy the Famous Five—

and the result is one of the brightest
and most sparkling yarns you could
wish to mdl:’“

Then comes another instalment of

Stanton Hope's powerful new serial:
“The Island of Slavea!” What's yous
opinion of this splendid narrative,

chume? Has it coma up to expects-
tions? I can hear you all saying “ Yes,”
Well, you'll likp it even betier as the
story goos on. .

Our chorter features will be az good
as ever; and if you haven't won a pen-
knife or a wallet yet, there's time [ox
you to send in a rib-tickling joke, or a
sparkling limerick, and join the i’lﬁppy
band of readers who have already done
5O, Y0l may ever wWin a toppiog
Annual! ;

Cheerio, chums.

YOUR EDITOR.
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hox-room at eleven o'clock to-night, and
—and if you don"t turn up, he will
know that I've stuffed him."

The chams: of the Remove elaved
blankly at Bunter.

“You fat chump ! exclaimed Bob
Cherry. * What idiotic whoppers havo
you been telling Carne about Tatters ¥

“Tt wasn't my fault,” said Bunter.
“The siliy idiot's got it flixed in his
silly head that Tatters gocs out on tho
razzle, like the Bounder, and—and like
Carne, himself, you know, It was no

good telling him anything else. It wos
that or a licking.” .
And Bunter—thoughtfully Lelping

himself to jam roll while he talked—
rolated the peculiar interview in
Carno's study.

“My 'at!™ ejaculated Tatters,

i 'J:::II, thiz i3 getting rather thiek !
said Nugent. . ‘

*“The thickfulness is terrific!”

Harry Wharton's brows were koitied.

“The rotten outsider ' he said. “Ha
would have frightened Bunter into
sneaking, if there had been anything to
snoak about. Lucky there wasn't,”

“’Ear, ’eari" ?nnnud Tatters.

“1 say, you fellows, what's n fellow
to do?" asked Bunter. *He will cut up
frightfully rusty if he waits in the box-
room  to-night and mnobody comes,
D-d-do you think he will guess that I've
been pulling hia leg 17 :

“Thoe gucssfulness will be terrifie, my
esteerned  Bunter 1" chuekled Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh,

“Then it will be a licking !" groaned

Bunter,

“Rot!” said Johnny Bull, “He
wouldn't doare to lick o man for not
sneaking., He wouldn't dare let the beaks
know he's tried to make yvou sneak.”

“You silly ass 1" h Bunter. “ Ha
wouldn't lick ma for that! e wounld
lick me for not having washed my neck
or something——"

“Wash it, then, by way of a change '™

“ Beoast [

“Carne’'s got to chuck this!™ said
Harry Wharton, *“It's gelting too
thick, We've Eﬂt to put the stopper on.
He seoms to have set ont on Tatters'
trail like a giddy Chingachoook !

“1 say, vou fellows——"

“Oh, dry up, Bunter "

“PBut what about me?"” demanded
Bunter. "1 tell yon he will lick me——"

“Horve yvou jolly well right, for tell-
ing lies "

“* Beast ™

Eunter rolled out of Stodry No. 1L
There was no help there for the Liapless
Ananias of the Remove.

But Harry Wharton & Co. were not
bothering about Bunter. There was
wrath and indignation in 3tudy Mo, 1.
Carne's lalest move was fhe ~ limit.
Why the bully of the Sixth hed such
a “down" on Tatters was rather a
mystery; but it was evident that he had
a very heavy down, and that he was not
at all serupulous about the mothods he
adopted to cateh Tatieds out, Had
Tatters been the kind of fellow that
Carne believed him to be, there wias no
doubt that the prefect weuld soon have
been able to roport sueces: to AMe.
Rackstraw. Tortunately for Tatters, he
was nok.

“The silly asa!™ said DBob Cherrr,
“Well, let him keep a jolly old watch
in the box-reom to-night.  Io won't
catch any fish—unless—=" Bob broke
off, with a glimmer in Lis oves. “Look
Leve, you men, Carne ought to linve n
lesson about epring on the Remove."

“Yesz, rathor™

“It's as plain as anything that he's
gaing ta batt inta the box-room to-nizhe
i‘md catehh poor old Tatters on the

I'I'.'ill'i——“
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Tattera, : ;

“Nunno! Bui I think Le's going to
make a cateh, all the same,” said Bob.
“Afiter all, Carne's a prefect, and
feightiully ,!-:r_-en pn duty. It's rather a
shame to disappoint him, I vote that
wa let him make a catch.”

“Is it a jape?" asked Johnny Bull

“Just that!" grinned Bolb. “ Lock
here, nobody goes to the box-room at
night-—-cxcept o prefect keen on duty
who has been getting information from
a fat chump. If we rigged up some-
thl_l:% for Carne—"

“ood ege

“A tin pan fixed on top of the
dm ¥

“1lg, ha, ha "

“ Nicely balanced to drop on the head
of any sportsman who opena the door,”
continued Bob, “Carnc weon't be look-
ing for 2 booby-trap. He won't know
anything about it till he geta it, @'ve
got a bottle of marking-ink, and I'll
contributg it with pleasure, rather than
let poor old Carne waste his valuable
tima for nothing."

Harry Wharton chuckled.

won't caleh me!"” grinned

“Good! I've got a Lottle of
LTl AF

“And water's cheap,” remarked
Nugent. “And there's plenty of soot

in the chimney."

“I've got a tin of paint,” remarked
Jolinny Bull. “Red paint.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Carne will make a catch, though
perheps not the one he's looking for)”
vemarked Bob., “It may be a tip to
him to let the Remaove alone.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” .

Bix juniors discussed the detaila of
the scheme, with grinning faces. After
tea several other fellows were let into
the secret, and a collection made for the
benefit of Carne of the Bixth, Ink, and
gutn, and red paint, and a bag of soot,
and e largo flat tin pan, were conveyed
separately, and surreptitiously, to the
box-room at tho cnd of the dormitory
passage. Tht:rqthﬂy were concealed, to
remain till reguired.

It was Carnc's turn of duly to sce
lichts out for the Eemove that mght.
Whon he came into the dormitory Bally
Bunter blinked at him very uncasily.
He could not help feeling that trouble
would acerue if Carne Lkept watch in
the box-room for nothing. Dunter was
not aware of the extonsive preparations
that had heom made to provide the
bully of the Sixth with & “ecatch,”

Uarne patd Bunter no heed ; but his
evey rested very keonly on Arthur
Cecil Cholmondeler, And his  eyes
gleamed as he neted that, under the
edge of Tatters' bed lay o pair
rubbier shoes,  Fvidently—io Carne—
those shoes were placed in readiness for
Tatters’ night ont. It did not cross his
mind that they were placed there to
give him cxaetly that impression; to
inake assurance deoubly sure, as it
W,

Carne was in » safisfiod mood when ha
put out the light and lefe the Remove
to ropos,

There was no repose vet, however, for
some members of that Form,

Billy Bunter's snorn was soon going
strong, and other fellows dropped off to
chgep; but the amous Five were wide
awanke.

Thev were not in o hurry to  stir,
Lhowaver, Carne was not likely to take
up his watch in the box-room till half.
past ten at thoe carliest, probably lafer.

It was ten o'clock when Harry Whae-
ton slipped out of bed,

“You fellows awake?”

“You bet!” chuckled Bob Cherry.

*“'Tha wakefulness is terrvifie!”

“Come on, then i
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The Fawmous Five slipped on trousers
and slippers, and crept silently from
the dormitory, All was derkness in
tho passage without, A minute Jater
they were in the box-room, and the door
was closed, and a candle-end lighted.

Grinning faces were bent over the (in
pan, into whichk the various in ients
of what Bob called his "prefects’
mxture," were poured,

Ink, and gum, and soot, and paint
and eyclo-oil were stirred togother, a
water added from the tap 1a tho box-
T OO,

“Ye gods " marmured Johony Bull,
“When Carne gets this fearful muck on
hia napper he will raise the giddy
rmfilj 1
"He will want a wash afterwards!”
chuckied Bob.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

" Quiet 1

The mixture was zoon readyg. Then
the chums of the Remove left the box.
room, Bob Cherry carrying the pan of
mixture with grest care,

Fixing up a booby-trap from within
was an easy matter; fixing it up from
outside wns n rather more delicate busi-
ness. But it was necessary, in the cir-
cumsiances, to fix 1t from outside.

A chair from the dormitory stood
outside the door. Bob mounted on it,
the pan in his hands,

Nugent held the candle, and Harry
Wharton took hold of the door-handle.

“Careful |” murmured Bob.

He lifted the pan inside the door.
way and rested the near edge on the
door-lintel within, A few drops were
spilt in that delicate process, and there
was an ejaculation from Wharton. Ha
had ecaught those few drops with his
neck.

However, he pulled the door care.
fully under the flat pan, It was a thick
and heavy door, the broad top giving
ample support to the pan.

“All serene!” murmured Bob.

The flat pan, with one edge on the
door lintel, the other on top of the
door, slanted a little. But it was guite
safe—until the door was pushed apen.

Then it was certain the natural law
of gravitation would sssert itself, and
the pan of mixture would descend.

Having then no visible means of sup-
port, it would take the shortest and most
dircet route towards the centro of the

earth, according to the well-kiown
principlez laid down by 8ir Isaac
Newton.

It would not, of courso, reach the
centre of the carth. It would stop at
tho first obstacle it met—which, in the
circumstances, was pretty cerfain to be
tho head of Carne of the Greyiriars
Sixzth.

“Bafe a3 houses!™ murmured Bob.
Feo stepped off the chair, * Blow that
candle out and let's bunk I

The candle was blown out, and Dol
picked up the chair. Silently, save for
a suppressed chuckle, the chums of the
Remove stole back to the dormitory.

They turned 1n, but their eyes did
not close in slumber., They were rather
too intercsted in what wons %mng fo
happen in the box-room when Carne of
the Sizth arrived there.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER
A Present for Carne ]

ARNE trod =oftly.
C Any fellow who had met
Carne of the Sixth just then

might very probably have taken
him for & burglar. It was bot seldom
that o Groviriars prefeet trod on tiptoe,
with suppressed  breath, in  Dblack
darliness.
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But Carne had fo pass the door of
the Remove dormitory to reach the box.
room at the end of the passage; and
he had no doubt that oune fellow in
that dormitory was awake—the fellow
ho was going to czich. And ho trod
along tho passage with the stealthy
coution of o Hed Indian on the wear-
path.

As a matter of fact, a good many
follows in the dorm woero awake; H.I‘Iid
they were listening keenly. They did
naot  hesr Carne, bhowever. Carne
passed without a sound.

Bilent a3 a spectre Carpe groped on
towards the end of the passage. He
knew the way well enough n the dark,
and it was not necessary to strike a
makaol.

There was & glimmer of pale starlight
from s passago window near at hand
as Carne reached the door of the box-
room. e paused for & moment to
look back and listen.

There was no sound. Bunter had
given the time as eleven for Tatiers
expedition, I was mow half-past ten.
Carne had a weary wait before him,
but ho felt that he had better be early;
the young villain might go earlier than
arranged; Carne was not taking
chances.

Ha gropod on the box-room door.

To his zurprise it was ajar—nearly o
foot ajar! However, that little circum-
stance made no differdnce.  Carne
pushed the door wider open and stepped
in.

What happened next seemad like some
herrible mghtmare to Carne of the

Sixth,
Crash! Clang! B8plash! Bwooocosh!
“Oh! Dooh !

Carno stoggered in the doorway,

Something—he did net know what—
had shot downwards as he puzhed open
the door, hanﬁed on bis hiead, and then
fallen to the Hoor with a clang.

It was the tin dish obheying, like
everything clee In the universe, the laws
of gravitation !

of & fluid
Carne. It

Something—something
nature=—was Oyvor
drenched his hair, smothered hiz face,
ran down hiz back, swamped over his
clothes! It waz web, it was clammy,
it was slticky, and it smelt. Carne, for
a second, wondered 1f 1t waz 2 hideous
dream.

But 1% wasn't! Tt was only
horribly, hideously real!

" Groooooogh 1V

Carnce gouged at his cyes. Eyes and
nose and mouth had all had a share of
the mixture. There was plenty of it—it
had been mmzed with no niggard hand !
‘There was lots and lois of it. Gallens,
it seemed to Carne, if not whole floods !
It drenched him, soaked him, swamped
him, ran all over him, gathered in pools
nbout his feet as he stapgered and
gurgled and spluttered.

“*Oopoooo ! Ooooch! Grooogh! Gug-
gug-gug !” _

Wild and weird and woeful sounds
came from the swamped figure stag-
gering in the doorway of the hox-roam.
Those sounds reached the Remove
dormitory, and beyond.

“Halla, halle, hallo!™

“Carnc's cot 1t

“Ha, ha, hal”

A erowd of fellows turned out of bed.
The dormutory door was opened abount
a foot, and they stared out 1nto the
darkness. They could sece notling. Buk
they could hear.

"Grooogh! Qooooch!
Groooooooch 1

“Thera was a sound of rovelry iy
pight I gurgled Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Tha esteemed vevelry is torvifie!”

too

Ug-ug-gug !

i3

While Nugent held the candle and Wharton took hold of the door<handle,
Bob Cherry mounted the chalr atlll:td Eeated H;l::l:im of * prefects’ mixture ' on
e door-

“0Oh, listen to the band!” gasped
Nugent.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!
somebody 17

Footsteps could be heard on the
stairs, and a light flashed on in the
passage.

“What—what i1z this disturbance®”
It was the voice of Mr, Quelch.
W hat—what—what—"

Like rabbits to their burrows, the Re-
mavites bolted back to bed. Bup M.

uelch was not giving his attention to
the dormitory. He switched con the
lights as he came; and his eyes werg
fixed on a hideous fgure at the end of
the passage—an alarming figure—a
figure entirely black, that was making
wild gesticulations and uttering strange
cries.

“ W ho—who—what—
Quelch.

“Urrrrgge ! Yurrgp ! Whurrrgrh

“Who 13 that? '\'ﬁmt are you domng
Who are you?"” shrieked Mr.

Here comes

UL

gasped  Mr.

113

here?
Celch. )

It was not surprising that he did not
recognise Carne of the SBixth., He had
never seen a Greyiriars prefect beforo
clothed in ink and scot and pwm as in
a garment.

The horrible figure advanced towards
him. Two wild eyes glared from inky
soot and stichy gum and sticky paint.

Mr. Queleh backed away hurriedly.
Who and what this fearful apparition
might be he did not know; but he was,
naturally, slarmed,

“Stand back "' gasped Mr. Quelch.
“Btop! Bless my soul! Help! Win-
Fnrc—Mr. Prout—Ar, Capper—Gwynae
0 p_""“

The alarm was spreading. Prout and
Capper had como to ses what the
matier was, and & couple of Bixth
Form prefects. Two or three more of
the Sixth and some Filth Form men
followed. Mr. Quelch, backing away
from the terrifying apparition, bachked
into them.

“Who is it " gasped Wingate.

“What 1z 1t7" stuttered Gwynne.

“A burgler,” ejaculated Mr. FProut,
“ar o lunatic! A lumatie, I should
imagine! llow did he come hered
How did he enter the House 7 Someona

get a poker! Someona fetch the rifla
from my study—"
“Grooogh! Ooogoch! Ug-gug-ug-

gug " spluttered the fearsome hgure.
“Oh erikey! I'm Carne! Qoooococh!”
“Carne ™ yelled Wingate,
“Nooooh ! Yes! Groocooozh!™
“Carne ' exclaimed Mr. Queleh,
almost petrified. “Carne! Yes, T know
vour voice npow—you are Carne!

(Continued on page 2T.)
Tue Miewer Lisnany.—No, 1,195,
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Doomed Prisoners |

§d UFFERIN' catfah ("
S Crouched on the Bab roof of
the Arab dwelling, Licutenant
; Guy Easton, of the Royal Nevy;
his chum, Sub-Lisutenant Tony Dunn;
nnd the [iitle Bengali babu, Chotajee,
were able to see clearly what was going
on, and the sight was startling and
ginister enough to make them thankful
that they had not shown themselves

befove spying oub the land!

On the far side of the sguare was o
tall, boarded Arab, whom Guy recog-
niscd at once as Sheikh Haji himself,
MNear to him wers soveral of his
soldiery, armed with long rifles, with
butts of silver filipres work, and
wicked curved knives To the parapet
of a blue-domed mosque was rigged a
stout wooden pulley of the type used in
old sailing ships and dhows, and to this

Tee Macner Lisgrart.—No. 1,190
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was fixed & long rope. Oneo end of that
rope was tied securely to the right wrist
of 2 coal-black BSomali, who wore
mthm%i but = dirty shirt of cotion
about his middle.

It was the Somali who bad uttered
the terrified ery which first had startled
tha chums, and again his voice rang
out in pleading to the Arabs near him,
while his eves roved round the soldiery
with that feardilled look of a2 doomed
animal.

The sheikh roared an order: some of
the Arabs hauled on one of the ropes,
and the negro went swinging aloft
apainst the wall of the moscus, Then
they hitched the rope round a stout butt-
ress of wood, and left the moaning
victim held by his right arm by the
rope.

“Tearnmn® torpedecst” Tony  pgulped,
"1 can't stand this, I—"

“Stay where you are, Fyou voung
fool 1" Quy rasped in his ear. “I1 don't

By
Stanton Hope

think they're poing to kill him, and
cur buiting in upon a1 mob of a
thousand Arabs in theic present mood
wor't help. That blackamoor is more
irightened than hurt at present, and
we'va got to ﬁﬁ[il out, if we can, what
the real game 13 here.””

Turning, he whispered to Chotajes.
who was the kassab or storekeeper of
their ship, the Falcon, and ordered him
to keep his ecars wide open to catch
what was spoken in Arabic.

Owing to the need for keeping fairly
low hehind the parapet, the chums
could not sce what was going on
dircetly below the wall of the house,
But  just  then another coal-black
Somalt was dragged forward towards
Sheikh Haji, whe stepped to mect him,

This man was almost identical in
appearance with the victim who had
been slung up against the great wall of
the mosque. As woas the caze with the
other, his eyes held the same tercrified
look.

The sheikh rasped an order, and one
of the Arals slashed through the
Homali’s bends with a eurved knife.
The blackamoor rubbed his wrists and
beat his hands togothor while tho
ciroulation waa restored to them. While
he was doing this the sheikh spoke to
him slowly and distinetly in Arabie,
and, to the astonishment of Guy and
Tony, thrust an sincient single-shot gun
into his hands, Thiz done, several
Arabs ushered the man back towards
the wall of the dwelling wherea the
voung naval officers and the RBengali
wora in hiding,

“What's the stunt? Guy whispered
in_the babu's ear.

By this time Chotajee was trembling
all over, partly from fear and partly
from indignation.

“Bly wvenerable aunts! Le babbled
hoarsely in his weird English. *The
debased sheikh makes many direful
threats against misfortunate captives,
and suggests having jokeful eportiulness
with same.” .

“You mean that they're poing to
make sport of these Somglis? IHow?®

And., in that strange jargon of his,
tha little Boogali told of the plan of
Sheikh Haji of giving sport to the
villagers with the two Somalis, who
wore their captives.

It scemed that the blackamoors wera
escaped slaves, s Guy and Tony had
alroady  suspected.  Previously  the
chums had scen one slave killed in an
attempt to ggzt away from n dhow, and
these two had got clear from some
other slave-running craft and had
landed on the izland of Khoof.

Mixed up in the slave traffic himselE,
Sheikh HHaji, whose island waz some-
times used for tha replenmishment of
stores by the slave dhows, had shown
ne sympathy with the runaways. It
happened to be the enmiversary of the
birth of hiz eldest son, and he had
Lrought the two captives from their
foul village prizon to provide the last
item of “sport® for his subjects.

According to Chotajee, the sheikh, on
account of his son's birthday, had
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Guy fired swiftly on the heels
of the Somali, and a mighty
roar bursf from the assembled
erowd as the rope snapped
and the slave fell fo the
ground.

promised the captives the loan of a
small ¢raft, called a bellum, fo reach
the mainland of Arsbia—on one con-
dition. If the condition was not ful-
filled both the slaves would be strung
pp against the wall of the mozque to
be thoe target for the long throwing-
knives of the young village warriors.

The condition on which their lives
depended  was  ono which obviously
struck terror into the hcarts of both tho
man swinging by the moggue wall and
the other standing down there on the
ground at the foot of the mud-walled
building opposite. This seccond Somali
had been given the one-shot gun, and
an Arab stood by with three big cart-
ridi&a held in the palm of his hand.

The Arab would load the gun, ona
na.rbrid?a at a time. The Somali, who
probably had never handled a gun of
any &Eﬁcriptinn in his life before, would
then ba given his chance of three shota
—the chance to sheot through the rope
which held his comrade suspended, and
s0 drop his friend down to the ground.
I he could sheoot through that rope in
three shots his lifa and the life of tho
other slave would be preserved and
their freedom ¥iwam to them. If ho
fatled a dreadiul death stared them
both in the faca!

That was the prospect held out to tho
glaves, & prospect which might well
have daunted the heart of even a Hrst-
l}hﬁ:s magé:;p:gmi _—

rom md the parapet [H ony,
aud the little babe hesrd ihe Somalt
helow them speaking in hroken Arabic,
The sheikh replied to him., and the
throng stood back, leaving a clear, open
space betwoen the slave with the gun
and the slava held by his wrist at the
end of that rope apainst the mosque

wall.

T
a

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

is mug’s play!”
“Toa quote British

"My this

liver,
muttered Chotajee.
sﬁrtsman. astcomed slave has no more

nee of suecessfulness than debased

t:l'.?

i
moke of winning Derby Stakes

The Arab who held the three cart-
ridges put one of them in the ancient
gun, which {trambled 1n the slave's
hands. Another Arab stood by with a
squat-bladed, curved knife against the
blackamoor’s bare side, lest he make
the slightest attempt to turn the gun
upon the sheikh or anyone else standing
round.

Like a drowning man clutching at a
straw, however, the slave seized upon
the odd chanece of life proffered him.
He raised the ancient rifle, and for a
monmtent its barrel trambled dangerously
in the direction of the head of the
victim hung against the mosque wall.
Then, over-eager, tho slave pulled on
the trigper.

Crack !

Dirt leaped from the wall, fully a
vard from the rope suspending his
comrade, and the slave pave a moan of

THE FIRST CHAPTERE RE-TOLD,

LIEUTENANT QUY EASTON aid SUR-
LIEUTENANT TONY DUNN, some white
rutings, and CHOTAJEE, ¢ Bengali interpreter,
aré sent [0 bodrd @ swgpiciows-looking dhow
heading o soulherly couwrse oul of the FHed Sew.
With the brewing of a treacherons storm off the
Afrietn Cousl, hewever, they are recalled to the
warship Faleon. The picket beal sen? out by
Captein HErox iz making lon-kearted efforts to
towr the cutter condeining Guy and hia men o
sofely when the sform bursds,  The twhite ralings
secded i gaining the safety of the Faleon, but
Gy, Tﬂ, angd Cholajea are shipiores ol
Khoof Feland and arriva in (he village to find o
great noigy festival laking ploce in the square,
G eib to the fat roof of an Arab dwelling,
the thiee ohtims are able fo sea what is going on.

{Noto read o)
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digappointment &5 Le lowered
s smoking gun.

Despair, as well as pain,
showed 1n the face of the other
slave; but with surprising
pluck tho man made no move-
ment, npparenﬂlv realising that
by keeping still bs wonld in-
crease the chance of his fellow-
vietim of hitting the rope.

Now the Arab was thrusting
the second cariridge inio the
pun, and obviously tho slave
-, was making a mighty offort 1o
g pull  himself together amd
keep ealm. The rope, though,
. against the grey wall in the
light of the dying sun was little
more than aiming at a taut-
ened picee of siring from the
cistance across the square. A
e crack marksman could ham-
¥4 mer through it with a bullet,

| but the slave, untrained in ihe
o use of firearms, was only likely
& # to achieve the feat by a
i miracle of luck.

Everything was against him
LY —tho jcering crowd of Arabs,
tha sight of his comrade sus-
- pended over there, the nerve

strain of knmowing that if he
fziled in three Hgﬂfﬁ, e and
the other man would surely
become the target for the
Arab knives, SBmall wonder
that again his hands wers

{rembling as he slowly raised
his rifle!l

On the roof of the mud-
walled dwelling, Guy, Tony,
and Chotajes unconsciously
toak the risk of being seen by
their striving to see the drama

) . of the village square,
impulsive Tony was a seething
volcano of emotion, and threaten-
ing to burst into violent activity any
monient.

Guy put his hand on his chum’s arm,
and found him trembling with sup-
pressed rage.

“For Heaven's sake don't leap off
the deep end!” ho whispered. “Take
your cue from me, old scout!”
h‘Tun:,r turned his Jaming eyes upon

im.

*You—you're not going to let theso
poor lubbers be slaughtered in eold
bloed ?  If so—-""

“IDon’t be a chump, Tonv! Take it
from me that it would be fatal if you
zo vaulting over that parapet a-top of
the sheikh, as you seem to he contem-
plating, Have you got your pistol on
yvou 1

Ay

“Hand it over!” Guy whispered.

The service pistol of Webley-Scotf

attern, which Tony had dropped in
Eiﬂ pocket before going on that board-
ing cxpedition to the suspicious dhow,
had become wet with sea-water. This,
however, did not effect its mechanizm
as nmmd would have done, and the
magazing with its thirtcon cartridges
was pressed home to the ready in the
long slot within the butt.

“What are you going to do, Guyi"
Tony whispered.

“It'11  depend,” Guy answered.
“Meantime, I want you and old Chola
io curb your giddy impetucsity. As
senior, 1 order you to do nothing un-
less X give the signal,™

“ Right-ho, old top—sir, I mean
]3? this time the slave below was
Tre Macrner Liprary.—No, 1,199,
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Pl
aiming again with the rifle, his strain-
ing :j?gs peered along the sights. Dut
each time g8 ho secomed about to press
the trigger, it was g3 ﬂ.mgh he realiszed
that he had only two shots left, and
that he was striving to make certain

before he loosed off the last but one
precious cartridgo,

The Arabs grew impatient, and
howled in chorus for him to shoof,
Once the slave glanced round as though
he contemplated swinging the heavy
rile and scnding the bullet st the
gsheikh himself. But pressure of the
point of that eurved knife at his ribs
made him seo the folly of any such
action. He was trapped, and must
pia}rhjhe game according to the rules
got him,

Apain ho aligned the sights, while
the slave suspended by his arm looked
fowards him aggealmgly. Again he
lowered the rifle and looked towards

the bearded sheikh who was leering at
him, and spoke words in broken
Arabic.

The sheikh replied, and Chotajee
whispered the translation to the chums.
It scemed that the slave had said that
even if he cut the rops there was no
guaranteo that he and his comrade
would be allowed to go free. To which
the gheikh had spswered anﬁnly that
he had sworn by the beard of the
prophet—an oath which no Arsb ever
breaks. But Sheikh Haji was certain
enough in his own mind that there
would be more “sport' for his Tﬂﬂng
warriors after tho last two shots ha
been fired

The slave again looked slong the rifle
sights—and then the Arab with the
knife prodded him in the side.

Crack!

A wisp of smoke drifted upward, and
the chums lifted their heads
higher over the parapet.

“Two shots gone west!” Tony

gulped.

The Last Catiridge !
HAT second shot was o
remarkably good ono In
the circumnstances, but a
trifle low. The bullet had
enicked the edge of a large knot
just above the other vietim's
wrist, but without causing the !
man to fall to the ground a fow
feet below., Actually the shot

ave the luckless marksman a
ﬁisa.dvantugﬂ, for it set the rope
spinning, so that for a minute or
two the slave on the end of it
was turniog like a turkey on a
epit.

In the attempt to steady him-
self and give his comrade &
chance for the third and last
shot, the man dug his heels
against the wall, and the move-
ment sot the rops swinging
slightly, so that now it afforded
an even more difficult target be-
cause ik was moving.

“The inchiful miss is as good
as o mileful misa!"’ groaned the
little babu. “Truoly, as saying
iz, misfortunate slave has romst
fully cooked his goosc!™

Blowly and silently Guy was

creoping along the roof. He had
noticed an oblong scuttle in the

el ¥
m@* *

parapet for sllowing the rainwater to
run off and down the outer wall, which
was not far above the BHomali slave
who stood trembling now in abject fear
while the Arab loaded the rifle with
the last cartridgo.

Through this oblong opening Guy
could see both the slave below and the
man hanging against the wall opposite.
The risk waz that someone might
happen to glance up aftd see his face
pecring through, but the Arvabs who
wero in & position to see were far too
interosted in watching the preparations
for the last shot. Well did Guy know
that with one automstic hetween the
three of them they could put up no
real fight apainst the mob of Arabs,
which  ineluded mmany  hot-blooded
voung warriors armed with rifles. As
one of the best shots in the Navy, how-
ever, he intended to make an attempt to
deprive the Arabs of their prey.

Now the slave below was raising his
rile and attempting to align the sights
on the swinging rope. Guy saw that a
cartridge was ready in the breech of
the automatic, and, lying foce down-
ward on the roof, rcsted his wrist
against the edge of the scuttle and
peered along the pistol sights. Slowly,
as the sglave swung on the end of the
rope, his pistol barrel followed that
ropo.  He dared not look down to see
if the Somali with the rifle was ready
to fire; not for a moment must he take
his eyes from the thread-like rope
which was his target!

All Arab eyes were fixed on that
swni'mg figure against the mosque wall,
while the terrified Somali prepared to
take his last shot—the shot which

meant hiberty or death!

The man's cyes showed that he knew
that in his terrified state he had not
the slightest chance at all of hlttmg
that swaying rope. His rifle lowere

¥

Sub-Lieufenant Dunn, Guy’s chum.
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as if he thought to give his comrade a
swift and painless death by the bullet
rother than let him live to suffer the
Arab knives. Onco he shifted his gaze
and llm{ilm& r”’““dh !iilkﬂ hﬂ r:_.uri?cred
animal, debating whether he might tr
1o sond that last bulleb into the Ef‘lﬂik_h{
heart before the curved knife drove in
hiz side! Then, again, he sct himself
to his heart-tearing task, while the ex-
cited Arabs chorused impatiently for

The nervo strain was becoming greater
for Guy. His ears were attuned to
catch the Somali’'s shot above the yell-
ing of the mob, for his own chance of
success depended on  his firing the
pistol almest siroultaneously.

Would the SBomali nover fire?

The strain filled Guy's eves with
water, but he dashed the moisture
from them, and again fixed them on
that thin, swaying target of rope; then
—¢rack |

Crack |

S0 swiftly was Guy's shot on the
heels of the Bomali's, that it was Jike
one shot and its echo. And then a
mighty roar burst from the assombled
crowd, for the rope snapped like pack-
thread and the slave ful? to the ground
o few feet below!

Almpoat Tony and Chotajee gave the
game away, for they konew that Guy,
one of the best pistol shets in the
Navy, bad done the job which the slave
could never have hoped to accomplish,
~ Most amazed of all among that throe
in the sgquare was the Somali who ha
fired the riflo, for ho knew that he had
misscd h{_ & full yard, and he regarded
the breaking of the rope as a miracle,
Many of the Arabs had scen a spurt of
dust & full yard from the rope, but
never dreamed that two shots had been
fired, They believed that the cutting
of the rope must have beecn by the
richochet of the bullet irom the
wall.

The sheikh was furicus, and
mumbled ficreely in his beard;
but he dared not break the
golemn oath he had made in the
hearing of his people, and ho
orderad that the Somali slaves
should bo sct free and provided
with & bellum for reaching the
Arabian coast.

For a moment or two the slave
whe had been cut down from the
rope by Guy's bullet locked up
toward the roof of the building
oppasite; for o brief space the
cyes of peval officer and slave
met in an understanding glance.
Guy knew that the man was
awara how that rope had como
1o bo eut, and, in a mute way,
was expressing the gratitude of
lumszelf and lus comrade,

While the two joyful negroes
wore boing  taken away, Guy
wriggled back under the parapet
of the roof to where Tony and
Chotalee wers lying.

“Rattling fine shot, old man 1"
Tony exulted. “When we get
back to the jelly cld Faleon, 1'll
put 1n a report to the skipper
and sce if wo can have the medal
of Khoof specially struck for

you."”

“Cut  the eackle,” Guy
growled, “and stick this gun
away in your tunic pocket!™

“Buch ~ shootings,” remarked
Chotejee sdmirningly, “rocalls
reminiscently sundry exploits of
own varied career after days
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education and aecquirement of near-
degree of * Fatled BLAL It was while on
shikar, or hunt, with equally bold com-
panions, that fearsome and wild boar

made unwarianted and savage attacks .

before sportsmanship had begun. Re
taining gun by slinging same over
honourable shoulders, and remembering
advice of Solomon Bahily, e

“Quite]  Quite!”” Tony interposed.
"You shinned up a giddy tree, shot
the boar and three tigers that came
to ocat itz careass, picked off & stray
clephant, and throttled a python. You
told vs that one in the Faleon!'”

“Dut, sabily——

“Oh, get all that off your chest
later!” Tony said. *“What do you
think we'd better do now, Guy?

They've taken the Somalis away, and
without doubt they'll let 'em go. Think
we ought to got down and stroll inno-
cently up to the jolly old sheikh and
ask for bed and hreakfast?™

“I don't, old son,” Guy answercd

decidedly. “If we possibly can, we
should aveord making our presonce
known after what's occurred. The

bearded old buffer is sure te smell a
rot, and he might stari a bit more
‘sportstmanship,” with uws as  the
targets, and if he's not mixed up in tho

slave racket in some way, Tl ear my
sea-booes L .
“ Ay, that's =0,"” agreod Tony. “Un-

fortunately, old man, there's bound to
bo a bit of a crowd to see those
Somalis off., or else, as 1's growing
dusk, we might have slipped down to
the Eazmh and got a passage in their
bellum.”’ ' _

In the dusk the Arabs were dispers-
ing from the sguare, and it was not
54:1.23 to leave the roof of the building
yet, To go down would mean that their
presence would be discovered ; to remain
there afforded o better chance, although
at any time the horizontal door which
opened on to the roof might lift, and
someone appear.

Time went on, and the two young
afficers in their wot and dirty uniforms,
and the ship’s dusky storekeeper, re-
maincd, on the roof. Then, gradually,
a new execitement began to develop.
There aounded a babble of excited voices
and a rush of feet in the square.

(What's this new éxcitement? Hus the
sheikl learned of the chums' prescuce
the willage? en't misz next week's
thrilling tnstalment of this serial, what-
grer o da, chumal)

CHIVVYING CHUMLEY!

(Cantinued from prege 23.)

Carne, are vou mad?
play such tricks '*
Carne raved.

IHow dare you

“Do wyou think I &id it?* he
shricked, *“It's a trick—"°

“And a omost absurd trick for o
Sixth Form prefect to play 7 boomed
Prout. “Are you not ashamed?  Are
you not——"

“I'voe been cavght In o lrap—a
booby-trap ! raved Carne. * Can’t vou
see? I'in smothered! I'm suffocated !

' {Groooooogh ™

“Oh!™ gasped My, Queleh. ¥ Dt
how—who—who i

“Thoze young scoundrels in  the

Bemove I"" shrieked Carne.  *They huad
it fixed over the door of the box-room,
and-—-— Grooogh I 3

“And what were yon dotng in the
box-room ab half-past fen o night*™
demanded Mr, Quelch, " What were
vou doime hore at all, Carng?”

Ll I_I_I_n‘

“ Explain  yourszelf I"
Qualch,

“Yos. ecxplain vourself ' hoomed
Prout. *“If yvou have any explanation
to offer, Carne——"

“I—I=—1 came to—to catch a voung
raccal who was guing out of kounds!*”
gasped Carne. A Hemove boy——"

Mr, Queleh’s eyez glinted like cold
steel, ;

“Which Remove hoy 7" he harked.

“Groogh! Cholmondeley ! QOocooch !

“What reason had you to suppose he
was going out of bounds. other than
vour own wunworthy and groundless
anspicions 7'

- "Qug-gug ! I was told
Qogoch! I—I  thought——"
broke off, spluttering.

It davwned upon him that the “in-
formation * "Bunter had given him
must be known in the Hemove, or th:a
fearful trap counld not have been laid
for him. It dawned upon him that he
had been fooled all along the line, and
that he had never had any chance of
catching anything in the box-room ex-
cept the mixture. .

“{Jpon my word!” said Mr. Quelch.
“This passes all paticnce! T have
twice warned you on this subjoet,
Carna! I will not allow—I repeat that
I will not allow you to make these un-
founded insinuations against members

hooted  Alr.

30
Carne

27

of my Form! T shall speak to the
ead ou ihia subjeet, Carne! T shall
vequest him to use hiz authorily in the

meakter |

“Grooooghn I

“The juniors must have  known that
Carne was going to the box-room, sir!™
pnrgled Wing:':::.h * Fourebody's been

puting his leg !

“Irecisely so!  And knowing that

Carne was -indulging unjustificd  and
foolish  suspicions, f.lﬂ-:::,r iave played
this—this  trick on  him, You

thoroughly deserve what has happenced
o you, Uarne. I trust that it will ke
a warmng to you !

Cerone fairly howled.

“¥ou're going to punizh thoso voung
rzcals, sir—for—"" ;

“ Nothing of the kind ™" hooted Ay,
Cueleh, “The boys nre not to blame—
wok 1 the least! Yoo have provoked
thiz, Coarno—deliberately proveked it!
You desorve it all, and more! Go and
cloan yourself, sir! You are in a dis-
gustinﬁ state! A  most disgusting
state |

e e | i3

“Go!” reared AMr. Quelch,

And Carne, leaving a trail Dbehind
him, went.

The others followed—Quelch frown.
ing, Prout snorting, Capper smiling,
and Wingate and Gwynne grinning.

Carne was very busy with hot water
and soap for the wext hour, rubbing
and scrubbing, and serubbing and rub-
bing, crimson and furious. In tho
Remove dormitory there were sounds
of merriment.

L * * L] = &

When Carne of the Sixth came on
Tatters and his friends in the quad the
next day, he Jooked at them with_an
expression which Bob Cherry likened to
that of & demon in a pantomime. DBut
Carne’s black looks had no effect on
the cheery spirits of the heroes of the
Remove. Tﬁev siiled at Carne, and
passed him by like the idle wind which
they regarded not.
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Skinner’s Dinner Qutiit!

The meat in Hall has heen gotting worse
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hrace-and-hit, one extra-sharp o
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ELUCIDATION OF FIFTH FORM MYSTERY

Leaves From My Diary

By Ex-Det.-Insp.

DICK RUSSELL, C.1.D, (Remove)

AMAZING CLIMAX to AMAZING CASE

Everyone, of course, recalls the
sensational cass of the Missing
Fiith-Former, in which sttention
was focussed for the umpteenth
time on my brillinnt abilities as o
glenth,

Who first discovered that a
Fiith-Former was missing 18 un.
known to the Wﬂmnﬁn day, but
it's fairly sure that I was called
in at o very early stage in tho
affair,

It was a squally March evening
when I set out on my investiga-
tions ; o low-hanging moon zhone
fitfully on the Greyiriara quad and
the wind moaned through the
branches of tho elms.  These
fentures have been observed to
Gcour on previous occasions when
crimee have been committed, 1
helieve,

My first task was to find out
the name and description of the
missing Fifth-Former. MNobody
seemed to be quite snre of his
name ; but he was known 1o be a
typical Fifth-Formor, so I knew
I had to look for someons who was
oll arma and legs and owned =&
iace lilke a pound of pickled pork.

It was at tho bike.zshed that 1
found my first clue—a shred of
cloth, hanginz from a projecting
nail. A novice would have ignored

_

it, but

heing
detective, I pavo & low whistly,
examined it through my pocket

7] muﬁﬂﬁq.r__.:gf

microseopdt, placed it carefully
in an envelope, and trensicired
it to my wallet,

With the knowledge thet I was

on tho track of something, I made

conversation that ensusd between
myself and the fat customer :
3 “mn you're the one that did
it 7?7

“I say., Ruseell, old chap, I
didn’t! I wouldn't dresm of
touching E".w.n&m:m belonging to
my pal, Wharton !*

it ..H.HH.._..H _ Lk

" Besides, I didn't know he had
a Melton Eniruww‘ pie. And,
anyway, it was only o two-bob

one, hardly worth pinclung!*

I nodded grimly and left the
fat youth, to tollow the track of a
pair of lob-nailed boots, the
unprint of which I had noticod
on the tuckshop floor. Qutside,
I lost the track again, but later
on, to my horror, in & desertod
part of the groumnds, I found
Mimble, the gardener, filling in
what appeared to be & grave.
Without hesiiation, I questioned
the man. He vowed that he had
only been burying o dead cal,
I ewiftly requested him to stand
on his head. Unthinkingly, he
oheyed, and while he was upside
down, I seized the opportunity
ta examine tho lobnailed soles
of his boota,

They wers ol the zame pattern
as the tracke in the tuckshop!

The gardencr stood wpright
arain, and I noticed in the light
of my pocket torch thet hiz fzee
waa very rod, My suspicions now
amounted abmost to o certainty,
I guickly returned to the House.

The last and nrost ditliealt part
of rmy task now lay ahead of me.
I had to disguise mysclf as o
Fiftli-Former and  invode the
Filth guarters. To do this I put
on o pair of very bogey trousers,
opencd my month wide, and laoked
ag sitly as possible. DBy adopting
this littlo subteriugo, I was able
to coter the Fith geiceg-aludy
amdl mix wilh the Filth-Formers
s ono of themselves,

Events moved switly  adter
. I rctusncd to lead-
guarters, shcd oy disguiso, ool
went into Haell for calling-owver.
Then ecara tho smmcing climax
to o trofy emazing easc. The
roll was calhnl,

a beeline for the tuchshop, aod
wag in time to eateh o fak, ba-
spectacled youth trying to ¢EEHL
tuck on the hire purchase system,
The following is o {ranscription
i the ehorthand record of the

Al overy moems-
her of the Fith auswered to les
farne |

Tho maestery of the mussiise
Filtl-Fovmner waa thus o mystery
no longer, Whether it was thoet

tho crooks had become scared
at the knowledge that I waa on
ths case, or whether, on the other
hand, the missing Fifth-Former
had not, strictly speaking, heen
missing at all, is =till a matter
for speculation. Whatever the
golution, the wise reader will need
no further evidence to convines
him that the part I played in the
elucidation of the mystory was,
to put 1t mildly, no small one,

BOOK REVIEW
FRANK NUGENT—

Novelist

“TIE DUKE'S DILEMMA."

By Frank Nugent. (Unpublished.
Typed copies on hire at 3d. a day
from the office of thia paper).

At lnst Nugent major blossoma
forth in opposition to his famous
minor ag a novelist, and in this
maving story of high hife he shows
that literary ability in the Nugent
family is not coniined to the
youngest of the line. What
the duke's dilemma s exactly
we haven't yot discovered, but
it doesn’t matter much; the
author's wvivid. descriptions of
Mayfair drawing-rooms are dis-
ariming enough to make up for tho
absence of & plot and othor
details. One or two sentences
in the book are a little puzzling ;
wi roproduce them, with guestions
that occur to ua attached :

* He polished his monocle with
o thoughtial air.'

Q. Did ho find {1lus hetter than
domgz it with & pocket handker-
chicf ?

“ Sho shot an anxious zlance
out of the window."

._E. Did she lill it, wound it, or
miss 1t altogether ¥

“ Tea was served in a slightly
gtrnined atmosphere.”

(3. Where can we get one, to
replace the cap wo've just broken ¥

HEARD IN THE
FORM-ROOM !

Forin-rnaster:  * Gauly !
dera you cat  cloeolate
Forpe-rgom 712

Gatty: * X believe in physical
culture, i

Formp-mgster s 2 Plhipmcal eul-
{ure ! Avhat do you mean ¥

feaiiy:  Please, sir, Pvo just
been to iho tachehop sl bonght
v fhorizontol bap?!?

How

in the

e

SEKRETARY WANTED

Ly bizzy orthur.

will also iave to ite out all the lines I Las from
old Twigg—abont a billion per year—and
he will have to take my lkkinga insted of mie,
and he will have to 1.
tea wile I'm yetting Lo
have to toste my berrings, and he must he
able to spell as well as I Lan myseli, SALALY,
TUPPENESE A TERM. Apply uow, DICKY

My echrotary will be cpg-
rite ont all wmy stories of St
uther klassical tlekshun, and ho

r for me amd oo vy
er's ten, and ho will

(Scckond Form.)

BEND TO THE OARS, LADS

“Carry Your Oar ljke an Onion-Seller!”
Says Bolsovafrom Sick Bed

MYSTERY OF S{INNER'S SUDDEN
DEVELOPMENT iS AN OARSMAN

Welcoma, the
racing Season! All eyes in thy
Remove are on the Probobly
for the firet annual river ray
between the juniovs of Greyirim
and St. Jim's. DPractice is in [

gwing, and thero has been kem
rivalry for placea in the boat
Several juniors have shown wp
None showef
wha,

unexpectodly well.
up botter than Skinner,
everybody’s sur-
rise, eecemed lo
ick all-comers in
hia own littlo skiff.
On the strength
of this form, he
wags included in
the  provisional
créw and there
was even talk of
hia taking Whar-
ton’s place aa
ghipper. Fortu.
nately for the chances of the Grey

t

friara boat, Bob Cherry discovered |

in tima (hat the wily Skinner hed
fixed up a conccaled motor to hi
ekiff, w..u—,_um mystery of Skinnery
amazing development as an cars
man was ot once cleared up and
the spooier’s name erased from
the seroll of fame |

With the idea of levelling thing)
up a bit, Skinner pitched Alonsy
Todd the yarn that he—Alonzo—

was urgently required to il the,
sighth place in the boat. Lonzy,|
who is nothing if not conseientiow, | Someono

immediately went to Courtfiel]
and bought a sailor’s rig-ou,
being apparently under the im
pression that that was the mos
suitable parb for the ocecasion,
The howl that went up when he
appeared at the boathouse in
bleuse and ainglet and  bell-
bottomed trousers may bo batier
imagined than deseribed ! Moth-

good old Bostadent. To carrying his oar down

Lto the river, he slung it across his
ghoulder, aa the Breton onion.
Feellors,  Always  caveless, Bolsy
terned round to lock at something
near the boathouse and caught
Wingate a fearful clump on the
head ; ond on hurricdly ewinging
the ocar away from Wingate,
lio did exactly the samo to Waller.
Wingzote and Walker, by the way,
were the after-
efiects of the acg-
cident]! Poor old
Bolay hasn’t re.
covercd yet

We hear from
St. Jirn's that we
aro up agtinst a
strong opposition
this year, but wo
feal eure that,
whataver  hap-
: _ pens, the Remove
boat will acquit itself with honour.

Greyiriara have met St. Jim's on
uo fewer than twenty-five oceasions
—CGreylriars having won fifteen
gvents aud St. Jim's eight. Twice
there was no result, as both Loats
wera swamped owing to the choppy
water,

Mention of 8b. Jim's brings to
_,...E.E tho incident that brought
down the Houss on tho towpuath
last week, A rumour went round
that & scout from St. Jim's was
ont the prowl in tho neighbourhood.
| spotted  something
pleaming in the centre of somo
| bushes, and immeodiately pnessod
'that it waa the celebrated moneela
of Arthur Aupgustus D'Arey, of
he 8t. Jim's Fourth, We pul
our heads togcther and decided
ta ereep up belund the bushes

w

Fand give the swell of St. Jim's

the shock of his life! Up wo
duly erept, and at a given signal

ing would satisly the facctiow jumped out with ringing wur-

erowd Lub a performance of the
sailor’s hornpipe, which Loney

Jdid to thoe best of his ability—

with wihat suceesa wo aro
sulliciently initialed to say.
Wark on the river ig procecding
fuirly smouthly. There have been
a  few antoward incidents, of
ecourae. A number of our star
pertarmers have  enushit colds
and o larger number have caught
“eornbs Y Bolsover, one of the
selogted erew, i3 at present con.
fincd to the sanny, suflering from
the alterclicels of o nasty acw.

not

whoops. DBut Arthur Augustug
DFArey was not o bil surpriscd—
ior tho reuson that ho was ot that
morent far away ob St. Jim's !
What we had {aken for his monocle
furped oul to o only o tin Lid !

Toulkine it all round, there has
leen plenty of fun in this vear's
praclice—and, ineidentalty, pleniy
of hard worle, too ! Wo'ro hoping
that the latter will be rewardold
_-Eu a aparklinge  vielory for the
homo erew when the ruco 18 rowed.
But may the best erew win, any-
| way 1

| DANGEROUS EPIDEMIC AT GREYFRIARS

KEEP FIT
THIS SPRING

Seasonable Advice from Dr.
H. Vernon-Sinith.

“ Good-morning, Dr. Vernon-
Smith ! 7 remarked the * Grey.-
iriars Herald * Special Intervicwaor.
“1 have called i

“You have called to have an
arm amputated, or an appendix
removed ? " asked the celebirated
Remova doctor, in his suave,
profeasional  manner.  * Very
well, if you will kindly lie on the
tablo, while I sharpen up my
W e e

“0Oh orikey ! Don’t ba in
euch a hurry, doctor! I was
going to say 1 had callod on bebalf
of the ‘Greyiriantsa Herald ' to
ascartaimn your views on the sll-
important subject of keeping fit
in spring.”

Dr. Vernon-Smith replaced the
gaw In his tool-case, with o grin,

“ That's easy,” ho ssid. * Or,
at least, it's easy ta give the
advice, anyway. Whether it’s
easy to keep £it iz another matter.”

He eleaved his throat impres-
sively.

“The springtime of the year,”
ke began, ' offers unique oppor-
tunities for eatching colds, coughs,
eroup, measles, mumps, megring,
pimples, plourisy, or pins and
needlea.  The wizo schoolboy will
therefore take precautions accord-
ingly. The <¢lothing chould be
light and loose-fitling., By ths,
I mean that one should weara
collar about ton sizes too larce,
& topper biz enough to cover the
head completely nnd rest eomfort-
ably on the shoulders, ond o suit
of elothes made {or ono's paler.
Tho effect may tiot bo altorether
pleasing to the cye, bub frean he
hyrienic point of view the regulls
should bo splendid.”

Ho gnzed reflectively ob iho

skeleton  that  ornamentced s
window-ledge.
YOI course, i one dovsn™t

trouble much aboul convention,
I eon supmest oven greater in-
provements. Tho ddeal egstume,
in my opinion, ia 4 kilt, o cape, o
5“.—.# turban aned tap-boots, with
perhiapa nidtens 1o keep the hoada
warm. ey wearing this wio-oub
in tha Vorm-room onoe day and
sca wheh your Ponn-master any-,
1t Lo iz eplichioned, o will
appland you 23 o sensibla wnan.
iat, of eourse, e iz just o
chanco Loab ho vy nob Lo on.
Hahiiened |

* Tho dict during spring Lould
be zimple, but should contoin a

{Cortinued ab fool of nexd colema,)

Staff Seeks Seclusion of Padded Cells

SPRING POETS

The Boom Seazon for Spring
Poata ia positively hera ! Stanzaa,
quatraing, limericke snd other
classified and unclassificd forms
of poctry are pouring in by every
post ! Two of the staff who wero
detailed off to read through the
efforls of some of our inspired
geniuses have been taken away
to the restiul seclusion of padded
cella, the Editor is spending his
spare moments plunging his head
into a bucket of ice, and a notice
has been posted on the door of the
editorial sanctum containing the
fallowing solermn words of warning:

“RBY ORDER.
SI'RING POETS WILL EBE
SHOT AT SIGHT.”

Wo give bolow a few selectiona
from tho stock we have accumu.
fated :

1. By Hurree Singh.
The trees sprout their leaves full of
greeniulncss,

Tiw hirds i their Lunefulness

Llithefully sing,
Tho pastures have lost their hae-
Beenfulness ;

Let'a shoutfully welcome terrific

old spring !

2, By Hurold Skinner.
The flood’s sl aronnd,
The mud's vnderioot,
111 pre snowbounid,
The fog’s full of soot,
Cales, ramn and thunder
To-morrow will bring,
o of ug womder ;
1¢'a plorious apring !

= s L e |

(Closti faed Trans preeiows colune )
rnjriasen of 1453 vilmning, and
a fow dozen proteing.  For break.-
first, I gogrest raw gatmeal, mixed
withh  soawelust. For dinpsoer, o8
platn suehk pudding  conlaming
plenty of cart-grease, and o glass
of mup amd waler.  For supper,
arated  parsmips on e L ainlie,
with pirhaps a little hag.”

e, Vernen-smith's geizonable
mdvien was unfortunalely wéor-
smpfed ot that moment by the
arrivitl of 4 palcnd,

YOl o mnilind the ecbe-
padezl soepeon. UL deul dedie
nitely  promdsed (s patient I
wanil sow off o couple of lngers
for Llan ihis cveninge,  amd L
aimply  enn’e disappoint him,
Chgonel il 1Y

And the ' Grevlrooes evald 2

Special Interviewer beat il

PESTER POOR

EDITOR

3. By W. (G. Bunfer.

In winter, 1 eat till T vieibly ewell,
In surmmer, I wolf anything ;
In autumn, I gorge—but I know

jolly well,
I'll break all my rocords this
spring !

4. By Horace Color.

Hail to the spring—tho happy,
jolly epring—

The merry spring, the cheery,
gladsomo spring |

If there's one thing I love, i is
the epring,

3o Hail SBpring! Hail Spring !
Hail, the good old spring |

In epring, the birds are all upay
the wing ;

The wing, the wing, thoy're
u the wing.

The thing the birds are on, boy;
is the wing,

And how they love the springp
when on the wing 1

Coleer’'s poom, by the was;
rungs to 150 verses, all in the sannp
delightful strain as the firat twig
piven above. Qur Btefl Statia,
ticinn, after several houra of hard!
waork, has arrived at the conclusioy
that the word * apring " i3 used
1,013 times ; " wing," 590 timos §
and * thing,” 380 tiimee. Heo adds

that i Colier comea anywhero
vear the oditerial ollice during
the next few daya he will gct hig
eyein a SLING

Conlributors, please noto ! Wa
are in the market [or pocms about
winlor, summer, auntomn, Jdym
choreers, village Bluchamiths, an
buenine deeks,  Poems on apring
will be bouzhi at tho cuvvent rates
for lre-digzhting materials !

As n precoution sgainst being
overwhelmoed withy " twaddle ™ we
are oblized to pshk oll coninbuators
to encloge two penny stamps with
thoir vilorts, to cover cost of real-

mzx foea,



