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WANTED !—Snappy Jokes and Greyfriars Limericks—TOPPING PRIZES GFEEREI};}

Always glad fo hedr from you, élmms, 50 drop ine a line Lo the following address ;
The Editor, The " Mamet ¥ Library, The Amelgomated Press, Lid., Flectivay

House, Farringdon Strect, London, E.C.d.

ELL, chums, now you've got your
W teoth mﬁ into yﬁtantm% nga‘a
new gorial, what do veu think
of it? Don't yor think I was
right in describing it n8 one of the finest
serinls our paper hes ever published ?
And we have published some good stuff,
haven't we 1
Gosh 1 Tt makes me feel quite old when
I took beek upon former issues of the
Magxer. It ia more than twenty-three
years ago since the MaoNeT first appeared,
and it's still guirﬁ a3 strong as ever. OUnly
stories and serinis of first-claza quality
Bmure in its programme.
The Lirst query this weck comes from
Harry Trundell, of Bkegness, who asks me
which i3

THE SMALLEST PUBLIC RAILWAY IN
THE WORLD ?

This iz the Eskdale Narrow Gaugs
Railway, which runs from Reavenglasas
to DJL arth in Cuomberland, and is
Compo of spven miles of fifteen-inch
gauge track. The r conches are
all open, but the railway slso carries
goods, 'The largest engine which operates
on this lino iz only 3 feet 10 inches in
height. There ars five atations on the
line, and tho entire ataff of the railway
comprises ten men. I haven't heen Incky
onough to travel on thia curious railway
mysolf, but I expect lotz of my Cumber-
land readers have—and if any of them

have any interesting experiences fto
tell me about it, 1'll eased to hear
them.

Now for a joke for which I&. Jones, of
Buttercup Farm, Seaton, Hull, lias been
awarded ona of pur topping Aunuals :

Master +  ** Trees
greally to the
heat of the atmo-
sphere,*”
Tommy: "“Yes, &
air 3 tnllii birgh S
has very olten QAN
warmed me [ **

Selence contribute

Tt's up to you now, chum, to win ono
of our handsome prizes. Send me in a joke
that'll raise a laugh, and a prize is yours,

OW let us have & look at the many
ueries which are waiting on my
gaak to be answered,

WHY ARE MIDSHIPMEN 50 CALLED ?

That is the firet query, which comes
irom John Worrall, of Blaydon. In the old
days of the Navy, the men were always
berthed in the forward part of the ships,

and the officers aft. The officors wara
known as ** the after guard.” Midshipmen
in thogoe days were smart men who were
looked upon asz likely to make good officers,
but, before being promoted fo the * after
guard,” they were fried out first, Therelore,
ag they belonged neither to lhe forecastle
hands, nor the affer guard, they were
called *' amidship men "——which was
shortened in time to * midshipmen.” In
later years people began to pay for their
goms to be- allowed to enter the Navy
direct as '* Midshipmen,” and thus to
become officers without having first to
orve in the forecastle,

The next letter ecomes from a Glasgow
reader,

HE WANTS TO BE A FILM ACTOR,
and asks me how to go sbout it. Well,
I am afraid that if chum has no in.
fluence with people slready in the film
business, he had better change his mind.
‘To begin with, all the British studios are
in the neighbourhood of London, and all
film actors live in or about the metropolis.
To get a job on the films a person must be
registered on the books of one of the te
who supply actors—and then truost to luck
to be chosen to appear.

But there are thousands of people
already in the film business, and lhere is
not enough work for a qlua'etﬁr of them,
Naturaily enough, people without ex.
peronce must start as * extras ¥ in crowds,
and unless they are extremsly prominent
the chances of their being pic from the
crowd are small indaﬁ. Bome crowd
workers consider themselves Jucky if the
ot ten or twelve days’ work a year—and,
as they only receive a guinea a day for
their work—Iless ex pa—you will ses
that there iz hardly a fortune to bo mode
out of sach werk.

WHO INVENTED LIMERIOKS ?

azks J. K., of Sleaford. That's a difficult
question to answer. Some pecple say
that they were invented by Edward Lear,
who wrote a book of nonsense limoricks
ANy, Many yoears . Other people
say that limericks 1 heen i1n existence
for ages before Lear wrote his book, Bug
I can tell J, K, who have mvented some
of the jolliest limericks I have read for a
long time—and the gnswer to that ques.
tion is: * The readers of the Magxer,”

—iemam _openy

For instaneco, here is a limerick which

has been wriiten by Gors
don Ddare, of 2, Warde
Road, Edinburgh. I think

it well deserves the Annunal
which I havo sent him for
it
Wun Lung made 3 wonderful
pis
Of Ingredients honed on the
51y,
Bunfer said, with a sneer ;

* Gee, this bunny tasfes
quesr !V

“* Thai’'s nof bunny—thal’s
pussy !*" sald Fry.

AM afraid space is running short, so
1 shall have to rely on :

RAPID FIRE REPLIES

to answer the rest of the questions I can
deal with this weelk.
. What is the fastest ship afloat ? (John
H., of Taunton.) The North German
Lloyd Motor S8hip Europe at present holds
tha * blus riband of the Atlantic.” Bub
the British companies are not taking the
challenge lying down, and before long we
may 3eé & giant Cunarder wrest it back !

ra there parts of the world still
unaxplored ? arry (ibbs, ‘of Bristol)
Yes. No white men has trodden in
vast tracts of South America, while the
gregt Ambian desert is still " no man's
land."

Is it possible to eat when setanding on
your head ? (B. B,, of Southam.) Cer.
tainly. The act of swallowing iz con.
trolled by muscles, and the force of gravity
has nothing to do with it. 8o leng as you
can stand on your head—which I can't !
—there is nothing to prevent you either
eating or drinking.

Can any boy go to a barge school ?
{Tom Pringle, of Wragby.) No. The
barge schools which are in existencoe in
this country are only for the boys auel girls
whose parents work and live on barges,

NOUGH for thiz week, or T won't
have space to tell you what I
have in store for vyou in our next
ingue, Look out for

“THE AMATEUR RQGUE!"™
By Frank Richards.

It's a bang-up-to-the-minute yarn of ihe
chums of Greviriars, and yvou'll apprecinte
every word of it. Frank Richards has
written it in the style of a North-country
“ pot-pie "—that is with a bit of every-
thing good in it ! I you like 1f, wrile and
tell me; and if you don't like it, wrile
and tell me, But I don't think there'l b
many—if any—of the latter kind of letfer:
coming along !

Need I say much alout ™ Thoe Island of
Slaves " 7 I don't think so. Stanton Hope
is just the kind of suthor to write & yarn
of this type. and I know he'll hold your
intevest until the wvery lnet line of this
splendid servinl is penned.

You'll find ocur other fealures are as
good as ever—" The Greyfriars Herald,”
the Soccer article, the Greyfriars Limericks,
jokes, and, of coursze, your Editor's weckly
chat,

do-long, chums, until next week i

YOUR EDITOR,
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ANNUALS, PENKNIVES, and POCKET WALLETS

ofifered for Storyettes and Snappy Greyiriars Limericks,
All effarts to be sent te : cfo MAGNET, 5, Carmelite Streef, London, E.C, 4 {Comp. )

DON'T MISS THIS OPPORTUNITY OF WINNING SOMETHING USEFUL! 7
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ANOTHER TOP-KOTCH YARN OF HARRY WHARTON & CO. AT GREYFRIARS.

By
THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Sellish !
#i OLD on!™
H Billy Bunter put his head
out of the doorway of Btody

No: 7 in the Remove, and
sgueaked.

‘There was & wrinkle of anxiety and
& spot of ink on Bunter's f[at brow.
There was an inky smudge on his nose.
There was a pen in his hand; and ink
on his pen, and ink on his fingers. ]

Bunter, almamntl;{, had been husy in
his study, though it was Wednesday
efterncon, a half-holiday ot Greylriars.

Bunter blinked along the passage at
five fellows outside Study No. 1. He
squeakoed excitedly, and Harry
Wharton & Co. glanced round.

“Haold on, vou fellows !”

“Halle, hallo, hallg!”
bawled Bob Cherry. “Iin-
ished your lines, Bunter®"

“Munnc! I've done twenty
or 50, out of two hundred,”
said Bunter. “Hold on, you

to the

chaps ! Wait for me.” _
“Wait for youi?” ejaculated Ilarry
Wharton.  “While you do the other

hundred and eigoty®”

“¥es, old chap ™

“We ecan sce ourselves doing it!”
grinned Johnny Bull,

“The waitfulness would be rather too
terrifie, my esieemed fat  Donter,”
chuckled Hurree Jamset Bam Singh.

“] gay, you fellows, I hope you're not
going to be sellish,” said Bunter anxi-
ously. “I shan't be more than an hour
—or an hour and a half, ]pe:'lmps. I
st&n:t. keep you waiting @ny longer than
tnat.

“You won't!” agreed Bob Cherry.

i
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FRANK

“YTou won't oven keep us waiting as
lang as that, old fat hean! Not guite.”

The Famous Five chuckled.

They were prepared to compassionate
a fellow who was detained by lines, on
a half-holiday. But they were not pre-
pared to spend their half-holiday in-
doors waiting for him, Billy Bunter
did not doubt that lis fascinating com-
pany was worth waiting for. Tho other
fellows had strong doubts. )

“You see, I'm coming over to High-
clife with you,” said Bunter. “I1 sup-
pose vou want me to comef”

“Bomething wrong with your sup-

ser, old fat man!™ said Bob, shaking
is head.

“0Oh, veally, Cherry "

*“ Get that young urchin, Tatters, kicked out
of Greylriars, and I'l make it worth your
while——"*

And Carne, the prefect of Greyfriars, listens

voice of the tempter,

“"Bosh ! sald Harry Wharton, " You
don’t want to see the football match at
Higholiffe, Bunter, You never kake the
trouble to roll down to Bip Side when
the First Eleven's playing at home"

“The fact is, I'm frightfully keen on
it,” szaid Bunter. “ Besidez, you're
going to stop to tea with Courtenay and
the Eatﬁr;i;iﬁar after the makch. They
stand a jolly good tea ™

“Courtenay hazn’t asked you, asst”

Snort, from Bunter! William George
Bunter attached no importance what-
ever to a trifling consideration like that.

“Never mind that, Wharton, Any-
how, you ean take & pal.”

™ WOIGE -:: TEMPTER!

RICHARDS.

*“Vez; we're taking Tatters.”

“Blow Tatters!” roared Dunter,
“ Bothar Tatters! If you're thinking of
leaving me out and taking that blessed
tinker———="
“You've got it" assonted Wharton,
izht on the wicket!™
Billy Bunter g,i!iamd at the chums of
the Remove. His very spectacles
gleamed with woath.

“You ready, Tatters?™ bawled Bob
Cherry, in the doorway of Study Ne. 1.

“Jest coming, old covey ! answered
the voice of Arthur Cecil Cholmondeley
of the Romove, The heir of tha houss
of Cholmondeley had not yet unlearped,
at Greylriars, tho vocabnlary he had
learned as Tatters, the tinker's boy.

Tatters came ouf of the
study. There was a general
move fowards Ehe stairs,

“1 zay, you fellows!” roared
Bunter.

“Good-bye, Bunter !

“Beast ! Hold on, vou rot-
tors—I1 mean, wait for me, old
follows ! Look hers, I'll leave
these lines and chaneo it

“Carnc will make you sit up if you
do, fathead!”

“It's all your fault that beast Carne
gave me lines! He was rotly beeause
vou got him in a booby-trap!” ex-
claimed DBunier indignantly.  ““That
was why he gave me this impet. Mak-
ing out that I was going down to the
pantry was only an excuse. I say, you
fcllows, don’t walk away while a follow’s
talkirg to you. Look hero, T'L tell
vou what! All of vyou come in and help
me :}'ith the lines. You can whack them
ouk.

“TFathead! We've got just time to
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got over to Higheliffo betore they kick

off."

“Qh, really, Wharion] I suppose
you'd rather help mo with my lines,
than watch a silly football match

“QOh, my hat[” ]

“The ratherfulness ia not terrific, my
absurd Bunter [

“Hold on, I tell you!” roared Bunter.
“I say, you fellows, be deceni, you
know! Leaving a fellow in the lurch!”

“You pilly ass!” cxclaimed Hapry
Wharton. “Look here, you can roll
over to Higheliffe when you've done
your lines, ¥You'll be in time for tea,
and we'll tell Courtenay you're coming.”

“That's all very well,” said Bunter,
“but how am 1 getting over to High-
oliffe? You fellows are biking it, and
I want one of you to give me a lift,
My bike's out of order.™

“*Ia it evear in order?” asked Bob
Cherry. ]

“I’'ve asked you to mend thosg pune-
tures 4 dozen times at least, Cherry.
You cen't say I haven't! I've asked
¥ou, Wharton! You koow I have! In

, I've asked all you fellows! Wou
can't deny it."

“(Go hon!”

“I can't walk to_ Higheliffe,” said

Bunter. “ Of course, I could ring up for
a taxi. But I've been disappointed
ahu:;]ut s postal order. I'm short of
cﬂns .?‘i\

“For the first time in your Lfef”
asked Bob sympathetically. |

“Eh? Yesl DE::antk;rl Lock here, if
you like to lend me the taxi fare—"

“The likefulness ie not terrific.’”

“Or lend me & bike!” said Dunter.
“One of you can stay in and let me
have his bike. I don’t mind which,”

“You—you don't mind which!™
gasped arton. )

"“Not at all, old fellow,” said Bunter
generously. “Any chap will dol And,
look here, the fellow who stays in can
do my lines for me. See(”

“Oh erumbs 1"

“Qf cousse, you'll bave to be careful
to make it ke my fist. Carne of the
Sixth is a guspicious beast. He made
me do an impot over again the other
desy, becsuse Toddy had put in o few
lings for me. He made out that I
hado’'t written it ell myself. The
rottcr muld:l;]‘t take o fellow's word.”

i , hal® -

"Wﬁi.’[; which of you fellows is stay-
ing in?” asked Bunter. “ Not Cherry—
he's t-:m“hm* & ool to get my hst

&1

% Oh, my hat!” gasped Bob. ]

“Any of the others. Well, which?”
asked Bunter. He blinked inquiringly
at the grinning six. Apparently DBunter
regarded the matter as scttled,

ut it wes not quite sottled !

“The whichfuloess is terrific,” re-
marked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
"" esteemed chums, thoe departiulness
is the proper caper, or we shall be late
for the absurd football match; and
punotuslity is the thief of procrastina-
tion, as the English proverb says.”

“Good old English proverb!™ said
Bob. “Come on|”

“Y say, you fellows—" gelled
Bunter.

But answer there came none,

Harry Wharton & Co. scudded down
the Remove staircase, and Billy Bunter
was loft to waste his sweetness on the
desart air.

“Well, my hat!” gasped Bunter, “0f
all the beaste—after all I've done for
them, too! Talk about beastly selfish-

ness 1"

And DBunter, quite saddened by such
golfishness, though really he was used
to it by this time, rolled back into his

study, and resumed writing_ lines.
Toe Magner Lisrary.—DNo. 1,200,

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Eazeing a Raseal !
LU Y atl" gjaculated Fatters.

M [ 1] Th‘ir'rhiﬂ.——u

“Look at that bloke b

the ocar!™ said Arthor Ceeol
Chelmondaeley,  "“That's my blooming
cousin, Cyril Rackstraw. Wheot's bha
doin’ ‘eroi” .

Bix cheery cyclists were strung out in
a narvow Jane shirting Courtfield
Commen. It was not an atiractive
route from the point of view of cycling,
for it was parrow, it was muddy, and
it was muggad. But it was a short cut,
and saved half & mile on the way to
Higheliffe School, and the chums of the
Hemove were in & hurry to get to High-
clifo, The Greyiriars First Blevon were
at Highehiffe, playing the senior team
there, and the juniors were keen to see
Wingate and his merry men mop up
the Highcliffians.

But they slackened speed as Tatters
made a gesture towards the little car
drawn up at the side of the lane, with
8 young man standing by it, smoking
8 Cigar.

Harry Wharton knitted hiz brows at
the ajght of Myr. Cyril Rackstraw.

“That rotter here agzin!” he ex-
c]aiiiled. i

The young man standing by the car
5:.'15111.43@-:;a idly at the cyclists as they came
on. 1Then, as he recognised them, a
black .scowl came over his face.
Evidently the sight of thoso six cheery
faces had no pleasing effect on Mr.
Baclkstraw,

He stepped back out of the way for
the riders to pass. Bub the cychists did
not pass. Hurry Wharton braked and
jumped down, and his comrades fol-
lowed hizs example.

Rackstraw eyed them ewvilly.

“Bo you're here again, Mr, Rack-
straw 1 exclaimed Harry Wharton.

““Is that any business of yours?"
snapped Hackstraw.

“Yes, rather|" answered the captain
of the Remove. "It's the business of
all the friends of your cousin, Mr.
Rackstraw, You're not wanted BNy
whera near Greyiriars”

“'Ear, ‘car }” grinned Tatters.

““You are superfluous in these parts,
Mr. Hockstraw,” explained Bob Cher
“Yow see, we know that yon haven't
any business here, except—"

Except Eett.ing up to mischief " said
Johnny Bull.
“Here's Tatters!” said Frank
Mugent, with & grin. “Right on the

spot, Mr. Rackstraw, if you'd like to
try ou kidnapping bim again,”

Rackstraw set his lips.

*You'd better pass on your way,” he
said quietly, “I'm not in the habit of
whfvg impertinenca from schoolboya.'

“You'll take whatever we choose to
give you!” answered Harry Wharton
coolly snd eontemptuously, “Do you
think we don't know your game, Mr.
Rackstraw ! Dver since Tatters’ grand-
father found him and took him away
from that brute, Tinker Wilson, you've
been plotting against him. You put
Tinker Wilson up te kidoapping bun,
and you'd be putting him up to it again
if the police hadn’t got hold of him."

Rackstraw's face paled a little.

“"You—you young fool!” he panted.
“Do you know what you are saying?
If I should make you repeat your words
before your headmaster—=*

“I'm rendy to do that a3 soon as youw
like I answered Harry, *“1The Head of
Greyirviars knows and our Form master,
Mr. Queleh, knows, though there may
not bo proof enough to send you to
prison, 'That's why you dare not come
te the achool agsin. We know jo

well that Mr. Quelch warned you off 17
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“The Enowrulness is terrifie, my
esteemed and execrable Rackstraw 1™
. " We thought you'd got on to it that
it wasn’t good enough and had chucked
it up,’” woent on Wharton, “and now we

¥ find you here agaim, hapging about,

only & mile from the school. What are
you deing here?”

" You young cub!” said Rackstraw
between his teeth. *“I[Do you dare to

question me "

“Certainly I do! You've got only
one reason for hanging about pear
{Irreﬁrmr.u,” smid Harry. *You're up
to something sgain. Buf you must be
off your rocker if you're etill thinking
of trying to kidnap your eousin.
Everybody would know at once who
had done it. If anything happened to
Tatters, the police would call on you

first thing,™

“Which should convinee you that 1
have no intention of the kind,” drawled
Enﬁ%ﬂ:mmh

“'Then why are you here?”

Rackstraw stared ot him. It was
obvious that he had never expected to
fall in with the Greyfriars fellows in
that solitary 'and secluded spot. But
sbill less did he expect the juniors to
call him to account,

His hand clenched,

"I've advised you to go on your
way,” he said. “¥You nre asking for a
thrashing, my boy 1"

Harry Wharton
temptuously.

“There's enough of us here to handle
you,” he gaid. “That chicken wonlt
fight, Mr. Rackstraw. I want to kpow
what you are doing here.”

“Give it a na Cousin  Cyril 1"
grinned Tetters, “ You ece, old covor,
we Lknow what you're arter. I know
that you s¢t ‘Linker Wilson on to me
Jest as if you'd told me so. And hnlgw
you're 'ere again, you've got sowethi
up your bloomin' sleevel Well, tht
are you arteri®

Hackstraw breathed hard.

" You're quite mistaken, Arthur,” be
said. He tried to control his roge and
speak calmly. *'I assuré you on my
word that you are doing me an ip-
justice.”

* Y¥our word sin't worth a bleomin’
lot,” said Tatters. “ You focled me at
first, but you can't fool me now, Cousin
Cynl. ow who set the tinker arter
me, and I know now who was payin’
him to keep me from being found, too,
sfore grandfather got me from him,
Why, 1 see through you now jest as if
you was & winder |”

“I tell ypou——" i

MAw, chuck it1” said Tatters de-
risively, “What's the good of t.ei!inﬁ
8 bloke a "eap of blinking crammera}

“1f you dare to hint such a thing to
Sir G-:mrga Cholmondsaley——""

“1 ain't telling grandfather,” said
Tatters. “I don’t want to get you into
a row with "im, so long as you let me
alone. But you begin any more of your
games, Cousin Cyril, snd I'll tell him
fast enoughl” _

“Do you think he would believe a
word of it, you young fool?™ sneered
Rackstraw.

“Well, I dunno,” szaid Tatters. *“If
he didn't believe me, I dessay he'd
believe Mr, Quelch, if my Form
master told himm  what he knows.
Grandfather don’t think a bloomin’ lot
of you, anyhow, Cousin Cyril, He
knows jest how much you liked me hain’
found and brought ‘ome, he does—you
thinkin’ you was coming in for all the
money if I'd stayed with the tinker."

Rackstraw compressed his lips in »
tight line. He was, as o matter of [act,
doubtful how Bir George Cholmondeley

laughed cop-
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would have received sucn & piece of
information. The old baronet must
have had some inkling of kis feelings
towards the newly found heir, who had
stepped in between Rackstraw and an
inheritance of fifty thousand a year.
“%Well, you haven’t answered yet, Mr.
Reckstraw ! sanid Horry Wharbton.
“YWhat do you mean, Fou young
sconndrel 2% ;
“1 mean that you've goi to explain
what you're doing here, if you're up to
no mischief.” ]
“Y am lil-:ell:i;otﬂ explain myself to o
cheeky schoolboy 1™ said Rockstraw,

with a sneer. *“Cet out of my reach

befors I give you tho thrashing you are
peking for I” ;
“"That means that you can’t explain,”
“It means that youw've gob
against

Harry.
cowardly scheme on

said
some

Tatters, You're not here for any other
reason.  Well, youw're not wanted here,
Mr. Ruckstraw, and we're going to
make yvou understund it. Collar him !

“YWhat?” roared DRockstraw., He
started bock in astonishment and rage.
“If you dare to lay a liuger on mme——"

“Bar him!"” chouekled Bob.

The Famous Iive laid more than a
finper on Cyril IRacksieaw; they luid
five pairs of hands, and they laid them
on hard.

Rackstraw, livid with rage, struck ouk

gavapcly as they collaved him.  Baob
Chierry gave a gasp as he caught n

drive with his noze, and Johony Bull
volped as he pot one with his car. Dut
Rackstraw had no timo for more than
that. Te went down into the muddy
lanc with a erash.

“live him jip 1™

“The
caper |" .
ckstraw struggled frantically as the
chums of the Remove rolled him over
in the mud., Cyril Rackstraw was a
well-dressed, elegant fellow, somethin
of & dandy. But he did not look mue
of a dandy when the Greyfriars fellows
had handled him for a few minutes.
He looked & wreck] Rolled and
rumpled, splashed with mod, he
sprawled on the carth, gasping for
breath,
“Now get out I said Harry Wharton,
breathing hard. *“Get into your car

jipfulness is the estecemed

and elear, or we'll give you some
mors |
“'Bar, 'ear I chuckled Tatters.
Rackstraw staggered to his feet. For

a moment he looked like springing at
the juniore like a tiger.

3

were ready to take the risk, They had
made up their minds that the rascal
who had plotted against Tatters should
not be aliowed to hang ahout Greyiriars
if they could help it. And in the present
instance, at least, they could help it.

Reckstraw, stuttering with raga, went
to the car. 1JI'he ditch was at hand; and
it did not look inviting, And he could
sea that the Removites were in deadly
earncst, Jither he had to go in the
car or go into the ditch. He chose the
Car.

The chums of the Remove weatched
him as ho sat in the driver’s seat and
started the engine. The little car shot
away up the lane.

It voamshed 1n the distance in a fow
minutes, going fast.

“Here endeth the first  lesson I”
chuckled Bob Cherry. “That villain

Ruffled and rumpled, splashed with
mud, Rackstraw scrambled to his
feet, gasping for breath. *° Now
get out 1’ said Wharton, ** Get
into your ¢ar and clear, or we'll
give you some more ! *

Ho had
he did not want

But he restrained himself.

had one ragging, and

another, e reeled against the cur,
panting, 3
“¥You—your young hooligans! I'll

report this to jour headmaster!™ he
spluttered.

“Report to him as soon as you like,”
said Wharton disdeinfully. “Bub just
at present yvow're clearing off. Get into
that car and clear, or we'll put you 1
the ditch 1" o _

Rackstraw glared at him, livid with
rage. That the juniors suspected his
rasculity he knew; but ho had never
droamed of the Greyiriars [ellows
taking the law into their own hands in
this drastic manner.

Whether their headmaster would have
approved of such methods was rather
doubtful; but Harry Wharton & Co.

may got fed-up in the long run if he
has a few more like it.”

“There'll be 2 row if he really goca
to the Head ! murmured Nugent.

“He wouldn't dare. Heo knows tha
Dr. Locke knows what his game is here.”
said Flarry. “ Anyhow, weo're going to
borgo him off whenever we sce him
around Greyfriars.”

“ Yoz, rather”

And, bavipg watched the car oub of
gight, the chums of the Remove re-
mounted their bieveles and pedalled on
for Higheliffe, They had lost some
time over Mr. Rackstraw; though they
apreed that it was time well spent
But, by dint of breaking spoed records,
they arrived at Higheliffe School in time
tg see the ball kicked off.
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THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Bunter the Dodger! ‘
BILL‘E’ BUNTER leid down his

It
EFETu:-.l:t more lines had run off
the perfn since the :Ep::;rmhuf

the party of juniors. u

writtt?;a a total e{l thirty out of two hun-

dred. And Bunter was fed-up.

It was 8 bright _afterncon—the
weather uncommeonly brlﬁht and sunny
for the time of year. Dilly Bunter wai
not o fellow who felt, to any gl;]g;.at
extent, the call of the open ﬁms_- U-t
he did want to got out. He did no
want to stick indoors doing lines when
alt the other fellows had gone out an
the Remove studics were as deserted o8
the Bahara.

He rose from the study table. Flesh
and blood could stand no more, Bunter
was going to leave his lines undone and
chance it with Cerne. He simply was
not going to stick indoors because that
besst, Carne of the Bixth, was waxy
over being caught in a._hm&:%:tm . The
foothall match =at Higheliffe id nob
attract Bunter much—he did not yearn
lo eoe Wingate kicking goals for rey-
friars. But tea in Frank Courtenay's
study attracted him very much.

Owing to the selfishness of Harry
Wharton & Co., Bunter had to walk
to Highcliffie. By the shortest of cuts it
was & couple of miles. Bunter's jigger
was in its usual state, crocked; his
fnances were in their ueusl state,
stony. He had to walk, and a
walk of two miles was quite an expedi-
tion to Bunter. The mere thought of
srriving late for tea was unnerving.

He was going! He rolled out of the
study and blinked round bim cautiously
a8 he went down the stairse. Whether
Carne was in or out that afternoon
Bunter did not know. FProbably he was
in, for he was not a member of the First
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Eleven; he had not gone over to High-
cliffe to p]‘_}ag, and it was very unlikely
that he had gone over to watch, as
many fellows had. If he was about the
school Bunter bad to keep out of sight;
for if Carnc spotted him he waa absgo-
lutaly certain to ask whether Bunter
had done his lines. He would take what
se¢mead to Buntor a fendish pleasure in
spmlzmi; hiz half-holiday. If Carpe's
eye fell on Bunter there would be no
tea at Higheliffe for tho Owl eof the
Remove ; ﬁmt was certaim.

S0 Bunter was very cautious as he
rolled down the stairs, He sighted his
Form master, Mr. Quelch, an ﬂﬂd?&‘?d
round a corner. But fortunately he did
not sight Carne, and he got safely out
of the House.

In the quad he blinked this way and
that way; but the bully of the Sixth
did not seem to be in the offing. Pos-
sibly the beast had gone out after all,

Bunter rolled down to the gates,

Outside the gates stood a saloon car,
with a chauffeur at the wheel. Two
Fifth Form men—Potter and Creene—
were sitbing 1o 1t. Ancther Fifth Form
man, 0o other than the great Horace
Coker, was _speaking to the driver,
apﬁa,rantl:y giving him directions,

unter paunsed. The car was headed
towards Courtfield, which looked as if
the Fifth-Formers were starting in that
direction. That was the way to High-
cliffa,

It_was not uncommen for Coker of
the Fifth to stand his friends, and him-
gelf, 8 motor run on a half-holiday, It
would have been very uncommon for
him to give s Lower Fourth fag & Lit.
Coker was of the Fifth Form, Fifth-
Formy, so to speak. Lower Fourth fags
werg, in their own estimation, Remove
men ! In Coker's estimation they were
negligible microbes.  If Billy Bunter
nsked Coker for a lift, Coker was more
likely to give him o lift with Ifs boot
than with his car,

But hope springs eternal in the human
breast. Bunter resolved to try it om.
It was worth while, for the barest
chance of getling out of that long walk.

_Coker, having fimished his Instruc-
tions to tho chauffeur, turned to the
dﬂr?; n{_ the -':ag.k
—1 say, Coker!” gqueaked Bunter,
Coker locked at hiﬂ
5 ﬂul you speak to me, Bunteri” he

asked.
“¥og, ald ﬁha}}.”
“Well, don’t !” said Coker.
And he stepped into the car,
I—1 say, give me a lift, Coler, if
ou're going Highcliffe way!" gasped
unter. “I—I—1 want to see the {oot-
ball match.”

“You young ass!" said Coker,
not worth seeng! Only Wingate and
hiz usual crow of duds!” A football
team that did not include Coker of the
Fifth was, in Coker's estimation, gbvi-
ously not worth watching., "“Get away
from that door, Bunter|”

“I—IK say, Coker——" -

“Here, cut off 1" snapped Potter of
the Fifth. Potter did not scem in =&
good temper that afternoom, pessibly
because his serviees had not been
required for Highclifie, “Get out of
the way "

Potter spoke at a fortunate mement
for Bunter. It was one of Coker's
little ways to take the opposite side in
all matters and at all times,

“Den’t snap the kid's head off,
Potter 1? said Coker reprovingly.

“Wea don't want that grubby fap in
the car I grunted Potter.

That, & moment before, had been
exactly Cloker’s opinion. DBut as soon as
Potter stated it to be his, it ceased to
be Coker's. Automatically, as it were,
Coker changed over.

EF It‘is

THE MAGNET

“What rot!” said Coker., “Ne
harm in giving a kid a lift, so far as
I ¢an see. Why not be good-natured §*

:'Lcrul-: here, Cokor-—-"

‘1 say, why not be good-natured?®
repoated Coker, “Wea're going half the
way, and I don't see why we shouldn's
give Bunter o lift. Hop in Buntor.”

Bunter grinned and hopped in.

Potter frowned, and Greens grunted:
but the fat junior cared nothing for the
frowns and grunts of Poiter ond

Greene, It was Coker's car; and only

Gc{:—lmr mattered,
"We'ra goin

round to Woodend
Bunter,” zaid :

kor. " Wo can take
you as far ag the corner of Qak IL.ana
and drop you there, if you like, That
will save you a mile”

::Than]-:s. old chap " =zaid Bunter.
Bunl’ir};m call mi F] 2 chap &again,

¢ yOu o out of tin
neck 1" zaid éﬂkur. i

Coker was not to be called “old
chap ” by a Lower Fourth fag. The

car started and buzzed
Courtfield road, 2 BYSE up e

Bunter squatted in his seat with great
satisfaction. A Jift half-way was slmxame-
thing. The car whizzed along towards
Courtfield, passing & good many Grey-
friars fellows on the road, Courtfie
Common came in sight ahead.

“Hallo, that's Carpe!” remarked
Coker, as he caught sight of a Sixth
Form man of Greyfriars on the road
ahead.

Bunter gave a jump.

“C-c-ccarne I” ho ejaculated.

Bunter blinked round out of the ear,
Carne was some distanco ahead, his
back to them, walking towards the
common. Bunter had only a back view
of him, but he knew Carne at once,

The car mpidtlf overtook Carne.

Billy Bunter kept his eyes, and his

spectacles, fixed on the back of the
reyiriars prefect,
The car was open, and if Carne

glanced towards it he was certain to
see Bunter. And if he saw Bunter he
was certain to call on him to stop. Any
other prefect might have let him pass on
unhecded, lines or no lines. But nob

Carnel Carne was the last word in
beasts; and he had a “down™ on
Bunter. Carne of the Bixth was one

of the many persons who never realiged
what z nice fellow Bunter was.

The car was almest sbreast of Carna
when the Sizth-Former glanced at it.
His glance passed carelessly over the
Inith Form men, and rested on Bunter.
Hea stopped and frowned.

Bunter had strict orders to write ouk
his impot before going out that after-
noon, Carne, of course, knew that he
had not done so; it was too carly im
the alterncon for that. And the beast,
just as Bunter anticipated, waz poing to
stop him, and send him back to the
schoaol.

“Here, hold on!” callod out Carne,
holding up his hand to the car.

Coker stared at hum.

The chaulfeur glanced round at
Coker. Coker signed to him to keep
on. The car swept on past Carne.

“Jtop " roarved Carne,

“Well, my hat!"” said Coker., "I've
had some check from the Sixth; but
this really takecs the cake! Does that
silly ass really think that he ean stop
Fifth Form men who are going for a
drive "

Potter looked back.

Carne, with an angry face, was run-
ning after the car. His voice was heard
behind.

£E Stﬂ‘F‘ !H .

But in & moment more Carne's voice
was out of hearing, snd the prefect
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ecased to run. Carne was no sprinfer;
but had he been he eould hardly have
enzared in a roce with o motor-ear.

'Check [ repeated Coker. " Nerve,
i‘ﬂu know! These Bixth Form men

sncy themselves o lot; butb that really
13 the limit ! Ihd the checky ass really
think wo would stop ¥

“I fency it's Buuter he wanted”
seid Potier.

“QOh, reatly, Potter—" gasped the
fat 6un o,

“0Oh!” said Coker.
want you, Buntert”

“MNo! Not at all!” gasped Dunter,
“ Nothing of the kind, Coker ! I haven't
got an impot to do for Carne! e
never told me to do it before I went
out of gates! Besides, I've done it."”

“Ob, my hat!"” said Greene.

“Well, if he wanted Bunter he should
have szid that he wanted Bunter,” said
Horace Coker. “Why couldn't he say
H’DE”

“He didn't have much fime io say
anvthing.”

“Don't argue, Potter.” : .

The car ran on. In o few minutes it
reached the corner of Qak Lane, which
ran by the edge of the common. There
it halted. .

“Jump out, Bunter ! said Coker.

Bunter jumped out. He cast an
anxious blink back along the road. But
Carne of the Bixth had been left some
distance behind, .

“You'd better buzz off if Corne is
after you!” grinned Coker.

“I—1 say, Cokar, squnse you run me
on as [ar ms Higheliffe?” suggested
Bunter.

“You checky young nss I

Claker slammed the door.

“Beast !" ;

The ear turned off the road into the
lane on the other side that led to Wood-
end. Bunter gave ancther blink back

“Does Carne

towards Greyfriars, grunted, and
started u]}j Qak Lane. That was the
short cut by which the Famous Five and

-

Tatters had gone; and the fat junior
could sce the tracks of the bikez i the
muddy road.

Bunter ?htggﬂd on. From that
it was little more than & mile to High-
clife School. DBut a mile to William
George Bunter was a distance to be
covered on the instalment system, He
plugged on for about twe hundred
vards up the narrow, muddy lane, on
the track of the bunch of eyclists who
had preceded him. Then he had bellows
to mend, and he stopped and leaned on
an ancient oalk to rosk

He blinked back slong the lane ko-
wards the high-road as he rested, And
o fow minutes later he gave a jump.

Over a distant hedge he sighted a
hat; and that hat was turning out of
the main road into Oak Lane. That
would not have mattered very much;
buat it was Carne’s hat; and only too
evidently Carne of the Rixth was under
the hat.

“0Oh crikey I" gasped Bunter.

Ho had been out of sight of Carne
when the car dropped him, and he
gtarted up Onk Lane. How that beast
knew which way he had pone was o
raystery, But there was no deubt that
Carno was coming up Oak Lane, and in
a few minutes he would be in sight of
Bunter.

“Baast!” groaned Dunter.

Hig first impulse was to run. But
running was not in Bunter’s line, if he
conld possibly help it. Besides, long
before he got out of that winding lane
tha beaszt would spot him: and he
would be ron down in a very few

oint

minutes.  Ilis second irmpulse was to
hide. And he followed the second
impulse,

Fortunately, there was plenty  of
cover ab hand. Just opposite the big
oak-tree where Bunter rested, on the
other side of the lane, was a thick
coppice.  Bunier plunged across the
lane and EJlung{:d into  the eoppice.
Heedless of thorns—Caorne was more
unpleasant than thornz—Bunter barged
into the very heart of e brambly bush,
and stood still.

A minute later he
He had only been in
steps came right on
Bunter, with gqualking
hicar them pass.

But they did not pass.

And Buntoer, with a theill of forror,
realised that Cerpe of the Sixth had
stopped, and was standing  still, not
three yards from him.

heard foolsteps,
time. The foot-
to the coppice.
heart, waited to

THE FOURTH (HAPTER.
Ponsonby Begs lor it !

ki OAL 1
G “Well kicked, sir!"
“Good old Wingate I

“fvray!™ chirruped

Tatters, with gles.
On the Highdliffe ground the Famous
Five stood in a group, with Arthur
Cecil Cholmondeley. SBome of the Iligh-
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clife Fourth were with them; among
them Frank Courtenny, the captain of

the Form, and hiz pal the Caterpillar,

here were a score or more other
men from Grevfriars, who had followed
tho team; but the home crowd was
hardly more numercus thoan the visitors'
friends. Higheliffe was not a lcon
school; and even a First Eleven match
did not draw o erowd,

Frank Courtenay ecertainly was keen
enourgh. He was keen on winning
matches with the junior team, of which
he was skipper; end he was even keen
on secing the First Eleven upheld the
Highcliffe colours.

His chum, the Caterpillar, affected a
tremendons keenness also, and yawned
behind his hand when Courtenay was
not locking at him. Which was often
enough, for Courtenav's attention was
mainly fixed on the game.

The game was going strong. Win-
gate and his men from Groviriars
rather outelassed the home team, in the
opinign of all the wisitors, Dut
Langley, the Higheliffie captain, was
putfing up a good game, and his men
backed him up fairly well. Not »
Greyviriars man there doubted that
Greviriars wonld win: but Higheliffe,
at jeast, wera giving them a run for
their money.

The Greyfriars fellows roared ns the
ball went in from Ceorge Wingate's

1

foot. Tt was first blood to the visitors,

“ A pood goal ! remarked Courtenay,
as the men walked back to the centre of
the field. “A pood gonl, Caterpillar I

“Bplendid I said  the Cuterpillar
heartily.

He had Leen logking the oiher wary,
Lestowing a nod on some of the knuts of
Higheliffe who were strolling down to
the football ground.

“The way Wingate bagged that pass
fr?m. Dlundell was good, Caterpillar,”
o Rippin’ 1" agreed tho Caterpillar.
‘Toppin’, old bean !*

“You didn't see it, vou ass!” eaid
Eob Cherry warmly. *“You were look-
ing the other wav."

“{ite " agreed . the Caterpillar
urbanely. “I'm-takin’ Franky's word
for it. Ife says it was a good goal; and
Franky knows. Hurrah!™”

“Fathead !  said Courtenay, half
laughing. “Why don't vou keep an cye
on the gane, Rupert !

“I was just looking round
Ponsonby,” said  the  Caterpillar,
“Weonderin® what the jolly old knnts are
liere for.™

“‘To watch the mateh, of conrse.”

“Well, they're not generally keen on
watchin® footer, though I s'pose they'd
rather watch it than play it, any dey,”
remarked the Caterpillar. “naff.:.,
Pon! Wherefors this jolly old thus-
ness #7

Ponsonby, Gadsby. and Vavasour, the
nutty knutz of the Higheliffie Iourth,
stopped close by the group. Harry
Wharton & Co. elaborately took no
notice of thom. They were on fighting
terms with Pon & Co., which was rather
awkward for their friendship with
Courtenay and his friends,

They hoped sincerely that Pon was
not coming along  for trouble now,
Thﬂj'-u‘t‘:rﬂ on Highelifie ground, watch-
ing the game, and enything like =
shindy with Higlmiilfu men would have
been wunspeakably bad form. But it
would have been rather like Ponsonby
to force trouble at such an unpropitions
mamaoent.

“Frightfully keen on footer all of &
sudden, Pon?” asked the Caterpillar,
with a sleepy looking but very lkeen
eyo on FPonsonby.

“Oh, frightfully 1" said Pon. *“I
didn't eee the start. Ilow's the score?
I suppose we're beatin® the eads”

Pon was elluding ta the Greyiriars
First Tleven as "cads.” He was making
an elaborate pretenee of not seeing s
group of Greviriars juniors, within o
vard of him. Harry Wharton & Co.
felt their ears burn; bhot they were
careful not to look round at Pon,

The Caferpillar smiled and shrugged

his shoulders,
_ He was guife aware that it was not
interest in the great wintor game that
had draown Ponsonby away from the
attractions of bridge in the study with
his nutty pals. He was there to make
things unpleasant for Courtenay's Grey-
friavs friends if he could.

“But what are wyon watchin® the
game for, Cuaterpillar 7 ashked Gadsby.

“Franky drogged me here. Almost
Ly the hair of my hend 1™ explained the
Caterpillar.  “ Franky's frightinily
keen. He's so jolly onthusiastic that
he's glad to sec the other side bag
goals, if they'ré good gonla. That's
what I eall a jollv old sporisman.”

“They look a clumsy lot of bargees,”
remarked FPon,

“Our team?” ashed the Caterpillar,
“I'm sorry to eay I agree. They want
a skipper like I'ranky to keep them up
to the noteh,”

I don't mean our team, vou ass!”
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snapped Pon. :-a mean tnose rang out-
siders from Greyfriars.” ;
“Pon,” murmured the Caterpillar—
“Pon, old man, I know you learncd
our manners In & hcar-garden, old
an, and I know you've got just about
a3 much decency as a gan in a
glum. But draw it mild, old chap!
Weo don’t want a rag here—we don't
really | DBesides, if it comes to & row,
you can’t stand up to Greyfriars
ponchin’, you know, Why ask for it7”
Ponsonby did not seem fo hear that
romonstrance, He glanced over the
group of Greyiriars juniors, and hiz
es rested keenly on Tatters, The
reyfriars junior who had once been &
tinker's boy seemed to interest the
dandy of }{1 heliffie very much indeed.
The Caterpiliar followed his glance, and
bit his lip. Harry Wharton & Co.

moved s few paces farther off. Bob
Therry's eyes were gleaming, and
Johnny Bull was breathing hard. Dut
the Co. wanted to keep the peace if they

eould, on Higheliffe ground. Courtenay
gave the knuts one expressive lock, and
moved after his friends.

Tha Caterpillar stayed where he was.
Perhaps he hoped to Lkeep Pon's
pleasant remarks out of the Greyfriars
men's bearing. If so, his hope was in
vain, Pon smiled, and raised his voice
a little as he went on, making sure thab
Harry Wharton & Co. should hear.

“By the way, Caterpillar, 1 saw
Skinner the other day—you know
f8kinner—"

“Remove man 1" said the Caterpillar.
“I'va seen him.™

“Yes—not such = bar as you'd
naturally oxpect a Greyiriars man to
» gaid Pon airily. “ Well, Skinner
told ma & jolly queer story. They get
all sorts of gqueer fish in that show, you
know, but they've got the jolly old
limit this time. Would you believe
that any Public school would tzke in &
tinker—ever Greyiriars?”

“Whisper, and I shall hear|” mur.
mured the Caterpillar.

“I'm rather curious to ses the
bargee,” went on Pon. “Do  you
happen to have seen the ruffian, Cater-
pi]?ar?" : :

“It's the jolly old limit, ain't %™
said Gadsby. “Fancy tekin’ in o
tinker—what? It's the limit.”

“ Absolutely [ said Vavasour.

Every word was clearly audible to
the Creyiriars group, though they had
moved out of hearing of a normal tone.
Por & Co. raised their wvoices suffi-
ciently to be clearly heard,

Tatters' ears wers burning crimson.
The Famous Five were getiing restive,
Wingate and his men were making a
hot attack on the Highcliffe goal; the
Groyiriars eaptain and Gwynne, and
Loder, and Bykes, and Blundell of the
Fifth, coming up the field in great
style. But it was diffieult for the
juniors to concentrate their attention
on the game they had come over to
watch, with Pon’s pleasantrics in their
eaTs.

“Who's that bloke, you coveys?”
agked Tatters, in a low voice, " He's
torking about me, he 15"

“That's Pﬂ]"lﬁ"]-]‘liﬂf, of the Higheliffe
Fourth,” answered Bob, D't mind
him, kid; he's a rank rotter, and he's
t!:.?ring to drag us into a shindy here,

um'a the word."”

“Orlright,” said Toatters, “Jest as
you like; but bust mny buttons, I'd hike
to give ‘im a wipe round the kisser.”

“Are there any Grovirviars men over
here to-day ™ went on Ponsonby.

“You haven't noticed that there are,
Pont” murmured the Catorpillar,
*Would you mind shuttin' up, Pon?
Yon're gettin' Franky's rag out.”
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Fonsonby smiled genially. He was
quite aware that ho was geiting Frank
Courtenay’s rag out—which was his
amiable intention. The expression on
Courtenay's face was growing grimmer
and grimmer,

“There's some of them here,” said
Gadshy, with 2 nod towards the Grey-
friars group. “I wonder if they've got
the tinker with them §*

“Let's go an’ see!” suggested Pon.
“I'm frightfully curious to see the
Greyfriars tinker,”

" Absolutely 1 said Vavasour.

Pon & Co. moved along towards the
Groyfriars men. Harry Wharton & Co.
remained where they were. It waa evi-
dent that the festive Pon was not to be

eluded.

* Hallo, o menl!” =aid Pon
g:lt?«mall}". “What's this I hear about a
tinker comin® to your school? Was it
e tinker, or a tailor, Geddy?”

“A. tinker, I think,” said QCaddy.
“Might have been o tailor, though.
Theso fellows can tell ua™

“Of course they can,” mssonted Pon.

“You wouldnt mind tellin' us,
Wharton, Is your new man a tinker
or "a tailor?"

Wharton kept his back turned to the
merry knuts, and made no reply.

“Will you cheese it, Ponsonby?”
asked Frank Courtenay, in a low tone.

“Why ?" asked Ponsonby, raising his

eyebrows. "I'm only askin’® your
friends about a new man in their
school. I'm  sure they won't mind

tellin’® me whother he's a tinker or a

tailor.”
& Co. began to

Harry Wharton
regret that they had brought Chol-

mondeley to heliffe to soce  that
match., But they had not expected this
sort of thing, even {irom the cheery

Pon.

“From what I hear,” went on Pon,
“he’s a frightful bargee—drops his H's
nIlduvat; the place, eats with his Lnife,
an .

“That's & bloomin® lie!” said
Tatters, turning round. “And if you
don’t shet up your tater-trap, you silly
idjit, I'll shet it up for you, with &

bung on the beezer.
h, gad!” Eﬂsliltil_i Ponsonby.,
The dandy of Highcliffe was fairly

taken aback by that remarkable form
of address. The Famons Five crimsoned
with discomfort. They did not mind
Tatters’ queer mode of expression them-
selves; they hiked Tatters, and were
tused to his rather weird ways. But
thiz was wvery discomforting. A
number of other Higheliffe men, as well
azs Pon & Co., stared round at Chol-
mondeley, and there were grins and
Ehrugs. .
“0Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Gaddy.
“That must be the jolly old tinker! I
say, would you mind sayin' that over
again

“Yes, do say it over again!” gasped
Punsnni:y. “It's frightfully interestin’.
Say it over again, and then get one of

your friends to translate it into
English.” _
“0Oh, shat up, tlg:l;r mug " said

Tatters, hiz eves gleamng with anger.
“And toke your Fi:ht:nmning; face away,
aforo I pull your nosze.”

And, goaded by Ponzonby’s mocking
grm, and without waiting for the
andy of Higheliffe to take his faco
awany, Tatters reached out and grasped
Pon’s handsome Greek nose between a
finger and thumb.

He squeezed—hard |

Up to that moment, Ponsonby had
heen enjoyinge himself. e had been
rageing an inoffensive fellow he had
never seen  bofore—irritating his old
enemies, Harry Wharton & Co., and

making Courtenay uncomfortable and
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angry. All that was sheer enjoyment
to the amiable Pon. But as that finger
nnd thumb, that seeined like a steel vice,
fastened on his nose, Pon's enjoyment
ceased all of a sudden. He gave &
spluttering, gasping yell, and clawed
wildly at the fingers that gripped his

noso.
“Ow! Groogh! Qoch! Led do by
dose 1™ Lu-gleclE Ponsonby.
“Ha, ha, ha!”

The Famous Five burst into a laugh,
The aspect of Ponsonby, with his face
oriinson, his eyes streaming water, his
features working with anguish, clawing
frantically at ‘Tatters' gripping fingers,
was quite comie ﬁ'hﬂ (greyfriun
junrors vtoared. Courtenay inned,
and the Caterpillar smiled gently,

. “1 warned you, Pon!™ he murmured,
: ‘E‘F’hy can't you take a friendly warn-
m, old bean? You keep on askin’ for
things you don't want! Now you've
woke up the jolly old tinker(*

Led do by dosel” purgled Pon-
sonby.

He struck furiously at Tatters’ grin-
ning face, With his left, Tagt.rtu-ru
guarded, and his right remained where
it was—finger and thumb fastened on
Ponsonby’s nose like a vice.

(Gadsby and Vavasour made a maove-
ment forward, to interveno. Bob Cher
and Johnny Bull promptly interposed.
They had wanted to avoid trouble; hut
now Pon had forced it, they wero read
for it. Gadshy moved banl‘f agaln, witg

his chest: and
and fell as ho was

%n elbow shovin
avasour stagge
barged off,

“No you don't!” said Bob grimly.
“"Man to man is fair play; .-.1.:1«:]EI Pon's
asked for it! Mow he's got it, and you
can leave him to it.”

“The askfulness was terrific,”” re-
maerked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
“But the getfulness does not seem tngbv
grateful or comfortful.”

“lroocogh]! Led dol” wailed Pon-
sonby, ‘‘Uoocoogh! By dose! By dosel
Mooooh 1"

“Ha, ha, ha ¥

Tatters gove the Highcliffe dandy's
nose a final twist, which made Pon fairl
seream, and let go, Pon nt«a.ggerua
back, gasping.

Then Tatters pushed back his cuffs,

“MNow, como on, if you want some
mora, old coves? he =aid. And
Tatters spat on his hands; a thing that
was not done at Greyfriars or Higheliffe.

Ponsonby, clenching hia fsts, made s
furious stride forward. But he made
only one stride. Gadsby slipped his arm
thmth Pon's. Having woke u
trouble, the Highcliffe knuts, as usual,
did not want te face the music.

“Come away, FPon!® murmured
Gaddy. “Don't be dragged into a shin
with that gang! Come away, old man.”

“He'll come away fast enough,'
jeered Tatters. " Don't you worrit; he
aint keen on putting up his 'anda!*

“Cheese i, old man!" murmured
Wharton, and he slipped hizs arm
through Tatters’ and drew him nway.

Pon—only tos willingly—allowed him-
solf to be f:ad away by his friends., He
went with a erimson, furions face, ona
hand to hiz injured nose. Thera was an
ache in that nose that brought the water
ta hiz eves, and it was ved and looked
bulbonz: not at all the handsome nose
that Pon was accustomed to admiring in
tha glasza.

Pon and Co. disappeared towords the
ITouse,

“1'm s=orry, for this,
murmured Courtenay.
apologize for that bounder.”

“;"Lﬁ serena ! soid Harvrp

vou men!"
can only

“ Hallo,

ad
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“Come away, FPon!?®
mormured Gaddy. * Don’t
be dragged into & shindy
with that gang! Come
away, old man " “He'll
come & fast enoungh,”
jeered Tatters, ** don’t you
worrit | He ain*t keen on
pufting up his "ands ! ™

\

\"‘—-_.-—

thero gpors Langley.
for Higheliffe,”

And atiention was turned on the game
again, and Pon and all his works
forgotten. The Greyfriars men found it
casy to dismiss the matter from thoir
minds, But it was not so cosy for Pon,
a3 he sat in his study, caressing his rod
and bulbous noze. He had begged for
it, but that was no comifort lo f‘ﬂn now
that ho hod got it. And as he nursed
his mnose, Pon breathed rage and
Tengoance,

Looks like a goal

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

Doggo !

ILLY BEUNTER hardly breathed.
B Carne of the sizth had etopped
in tho narrow lane sunk between
steep banks of grassy earth, He
had stopped under the ancient oak,
apainst which Bunter had been leaning

a fow minuies before,

Bunler, for the moment, did not
doubt that Carne had spotted him n
Oak lane, and come wp from the road
alter him. He expected to hear the
prefect’s voice coll to hin, and had no
intention of answering or revealing him-
gell. Carne would order him back to
Groyiriars, and it was scarcely possible
to disregard a direct ordoer from o 3ixth
Form prefect, And it was very

\

probable, in fack feirly certain, that
Carne would give him a lick from his
walking-cane to start him. Buonter was
nol going back to Greyfriara if he could
help it, and he did not want 2 lick from
that malneca eane. He crouched in the
midst of the brambles and hardly
Breathed,

iut Carne did not come rp!ung]ng: mto
the coppice in search of him as he
expocted. Carne remained mm the lane,
nnidor the branches of the oak. And a
seent that came on the wind told that
Carne had lighted a cigarette.

It dawned on the Owl of the Remove
that Carne was not, as he hod taken
for granted, after him. Carne did not
krow that he was there, and was not
even thinking of him,

Minute followed minute, and Carno
still remained where hoe had stopped,
leantng  on  the oak and smoking
ciparettos,

Junter breathed frecely now. )

Obrigusly, Carne had some appoiut-
ment in that secluded spot, and had
been on his way to 1t when Coker’s car
passed him. [Ie had heen out of sight
bebind when Bunter left the car, and if
he thought of Bunter at all he supposed
that the fat junior was still in the ecar
with Coker. Bunter realised that now.

Anyhow, Carne's presence in Cak
I.ane had nothing to do with Bunter,
that was clear, and he had not even

M

the remoiost suspicion that the Owl of
the Remove was anywhere at hand.
That was a great relief to Bunter,
All he had to do was to undﬂﬂtud“j‘
DBror Fox; lie low and say *'nuflia’,"”
and wait for Carno to go. Bunter was in
no hurry, He was missing the foolball
maleh at Higheliffe—but that did not
worry him, So long as he did not miss
ten it would be :ﬁ right. And there
was plenty of time to roll into Higheliffa

for tea.
Bunter waited, feeling quite cheerful
now. He was completely hidden in the

brambly thicket, cven if Carne cameo
inte the coppice. And the prefect
showed ne intention of leaving the leoe.

T'en minunles had passed—a quarter of
an Lour. Then Bunter heard Carno
moving, and heard o low muttered
exclamation of impaticnee. Apparently
Carne bad expected someone at the
rendezvous befora this,

Bunter grinned.

Ilis inguisitivencss was arounsed now,
and he wondered whom Carna was
going to meet in that solitary spot mnore
than a mile from the school. One of
his sporting friends very likely—a hook-
maker perbaps. DBunter knew more of
Carne's ehady manners and customs
than the sportsman of the Sizth
dreamed. Perhaps one of the shady
crow from tho Cross Keys—but Bunter
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shook his head at that -thought. The
Cross Keys was at Friardale, in the
other direction from the sshool. But
Carne evidently was expocting someona,
and equally evidently it was somecns he
did not care to meet near the school.
Bunter was guite curious to know who
it was,

“Confound!” he bheard C{arne's
muitering voice, “ what the dooce can be
kepping him ! It's half-pastl What the
thump 1" ]

Carne was getting more and more im-
patient.

He¢ moved away from the trunk of the
oak, and threw away his cigarette.
Bunter heard him scramble up the steep
bank of the lane on the side towards the
common, sand guessed that he was
staring away towards the town. Ie
heard him drop back into the lane
again, and grunt discontentedly.

“What the doocel!” The muttering
voica came guite pleinly to Bunter's
ears. ° There's been a car here—and
cars never use this lane! He's been
here—and gone—must have been—I've
8 jolly good mind not to wait,™

arne was staring ot the tracks of
tyres in the mud. Between the old oak
and the coppice across the lane, it was
easy to seo that a motor-cer hod been
halted and the tracks were those of a
gmall car, Bunter remembered now
that he had noticed tyre tracks in the
mud at that spot, aa well as the tracks
of the Dbicyeles, though he had not
hecded them. It was unusual for cars
to come up that stecp and muddy lane,
especially 1n  the winter, Bunter
g&-ﬂmrud from Carne’s mutterings that

4 expected his acquaintance thers in a
car.

He heard the Greyfriars prefect
moving restlessly about. Carne was

wing more and more impatient as
minutes passed.

He had been half an hour on the spot
now, and so had Bunter. The fat junior
was beginning to share his impatience.
A long rest was welcome, but if it lasted
much longer, there was &ang&r of being
late for tea in Courtenay's study at
1lighcliffe.

But even for tea at Higheliffe, or a
dozen teas, Bunter would never have
dared to show himself now., Tho
muttering words from Carne showed
that his temper was growing steadily
worse a3 ho waited. Bunter heard him
gwishing his walking-cane, swishing off
weeds and twigs in his angry impatience,
Bunter did not need telling what that
stick would swish if Carne discovered
him. Bunter still played Brer Fox,

He heard a sudden exclamation from
Carne. Footsteps were audible in the
lane. Someone was coming at last.

“You'ra here, Carne!™

“"You've kept me woiting an hour ™
snapped Carne, “What the thump
do—1"

“It was not my fault. I was here
before time—half an hour before time
aa o matter of fact. But—*

“1 can see that your car's been
here—I EHE}]GHG it was your car. I
hegan to think you'd zone for good,"
granted Carpe.  “Where's your car
now? You've walked ##

“Y¥es I'va parked iho ecar at zome
distanca—out of sight.*

“Tt would ba out of =ight here.
Hardly anybody eomes up this lane in
the winter—anyhow, what would it
matler 7" prunfed Carne. * Keeping o
fellow hanging about like this—2""

“I've told you if. was not my {aulb, I
was waiting here for yon, when o crew
of schoolboys eamo along—Arthur and
his friends, on bicyeles. T suppose thoey
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were faking this Jans as a short cub to
somewhere,”

“Oh ™ {sj;«m:uh.ted Carne. “They saw
you hera?’

“They not only saw me—they stopped
and dared to question me, They laid
hands on me.™

“{Oh, my hat! But why?®

“They had an idea that emy presence
hore means harm to my cousin. They
had the cheek to 1ag me—I've been
rolled in the mud-—smothered—and~—
and I was forced to drive away—"

i “Great pad ! You let a mob of school-
OvS £T)

‘;?Dﬂn’t. bo a fool! There were six of
them, and they were too many for mo”

“Look here, I'll take this up, as a
prefect,” said Carne. “Ragging & man
—dashed hooliganism—IT'll get them a
licking all round for it.”

“"Nothing of the kind! The less fuss
the better ! 'The sooner they forget that
they saw me here, the better I shall be
pleased.”

“0Oh! I suppose there's something in
that,” admitted Carne. *“It was rather
unlucky, the young scoundrels butting
intoe you here. I fized this place az a
spot where no Greyiriars man was likely
fo come by any chance. It was s chance
in a hundred. They mm:]g: vou clear off 17

“Yes, smothered wilh mud—in a
filthy state! I've had to stop at an inn
and get cleaned. That's why I've kept
you waiting. I don’t know where
those voung scoundrels were going, but
they might come back this way. Let's
got out of stght while we talk.”

“Right-ho ™

Billy Bunter’s fat heart almost died
within him as Carne and his unknown
companion tramped up the steep bank
into the trees of the coppice. The thick
brambles round Bunter stirred and
swayed a3 Carne brushed past them.
The two moved round the {hicket, which
efectually concealed them from view
from the lane. Carne, leaning on a
treo six or seven fect from the hidden
Owl of the Remove, lighted a cigarette.

“All right here, ckstraw ! Go
ahead

Billy Bunter repressed a squeak of
nstopishment., He had wondered who
Carne'’s mysterious acquaintance might
be. He knew now; the name of Rack-
straw was familiar enough to him. It
waz the cousin of Arthur Cholmendeley
of the Remove that Carne was mesting
secretly.  And Bunter, in a state of
mingled terror and burning curiosity,
cronched in the cover of the brombles
and made no sound.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Whip-Hand !
CTRIL RACKSTRAW, leanin

i

an oak two or threo feet from

Carne, lighted a cigar. Tho

powerful scent of Havana eams
to Dunter in the brambles. Rackslvaw
smoked in silence for a few minutes,
Carne watching his face enviously. The
prandson of Sir Ceorge Cholmondeley
spoke at lask,

“I've not seen you since that after-
noon ok the Cross Keys., 1t won't do for
me to show up hero too often—what's
happencd this afternoon is a proof of
that, And lelters are dangerons. I've
heen wondering. T suppose you've got
something to report 3

“ Nothing that you want lo hear, I'in
afraid,” said Carne.

Rackstraw looked 2t him  wnder
knilted brows, with oyes that had an
unpleasant gleam in them.

“I've been relying on you” he said
quietly, “Yeou know how tho matier
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stands—I'm # ruined man unless that
old fool, Bir Gﬂurg, turns his tinker
grandson down. Nothing short of the
roung  scountdrel being sacked from

reyfriars will work that, Ik should bo
casy enough—with his training, his
assoolation with all sorts of rogues and
vagahonds, 1t's certain that he's a pretty
therough ;l.rnun% rascal. It's only =&
guestion of nailing him in some binck-
guardism, which must come as natural

to him as breathing. Easy enough for
a fellow in your position—a school
prefect.”

“Bo I thought,” answered Carne.

“¥ou do not think so now

£13 Nﬂ,”

“And why not?” domanded Rack-
straw,

“It's not az you supposed—and not as
I supposed,” explained Carne. "The
kid 35 a young sweep—he talks like &
bargee, and g0 on. But—I dislike him

retty thorvoughly, as %‘ou know. Bub
i's no good blinking facts, I've been
on his trail like a dushed Hed Indian.
I"'ve watched him, alnost shadowed him.
Two or three times T thought 1 had him,
hut it turned out to ba u mistake. He
can't Dbo found out and shown up,
because therc's nothing to fnd out and
nothing to show up.™

“Rot 1"

“Well, I thought it rot at first,” said
Carne. I teok it for granted, the same
aa you did, that a kid with the training
he's had would be a preity thorough-
going sweep. It scemed to moe to stand
to reason. Buat, as I said, it's no good
blinking facts. He's a cheeky young
swoep, end I don't like him, but so far
as conduct goes, he's as decent a3z any
kid at Greyvfriars. I've watched him
so jolly carefully that it simply isn'%
possible for me to be mistaken about it,
All I've found ount 1z that there's ahso-
lutely nothing against him. I ecan tell
vou it was a surprise (o me. But there
it is.¥

"1 don't believe it!” snarled Rack-
siraw,

“I didn't at first.” said Carne. *“But
there's no doubt about it. He's just a
kid with no harm in him at all, He's
made [riends witlh the most decent seb
in hiz Form—fellows who would turn
him down on the spot if be put up any
blagging., Thev've a thecky set. and
T've had trouble with them, but there's
nothing against any of them. And
there's nothing against young Chol-
mondeley. 8o far a3 I've been nble to
discover, he hasn’t kicked over the
traces i one single instance since he's
been at Greyiriars, That wasn't what
I expected to find ont, but that’'s what
Tve found out, My, Rackstraw. And
that's that 1"

There was_a long silence.

Evidently Rackstraw was unwilling to
bolieve the report he had received from
Iis ally in the Greyiriars Sixth. He
had counted uwpon it &8s an absclute cor.
tainty that poor Tatters was what
might, perhaps, have been oxpescted
froon his unfortunate ur]ly training.
That the boy had passed through evil
associations uncontannnated had never
cven cecurred to his own evil and dis-
{rustful mind.

With all advantages of training and
opportunity, Racksiraw knew himsclf to
he a rascal. He was littla given to
Lbelieving in deorney in others; like
most men, he moeasurcd others hy his
own standard. It is inevitablo that a
bad man should believe the whole world
to be bad.

But 1f Rackstraw Tiad been dizsposed
in believe in any fellow being perfontly
sleaight, it cectainly would not have
been a fellow wha had associated with

(Continved on page 12.)



HALT HERE FOR “ OLD REF’S ** FOOTER POW-WOW !

s pid Ref'a 7 a veritable
walking encyclopedia where Boccer'’s
concerned. Ha'll solve any intricats problam
for you—if only wou’ll let him, Drop him
a line to-day.

Hotepur *fan,” i3 somewhat mystified over tho

* eolour ' question in relation to recent eventa, I don't

blame him for being & bit fopged. The circumstances
are difficult for those who do not know the inside story.

Here ara the circumstances. In a recont Leasue mateh ot
Tottenham, when the Wolves wors the visitors, the Tottenham
Hotapur men playved in other than their nsual white jerseys.
My correspondent is right when he saya that he understood the

o rogarding League games was that the home team had a
right to play in its own colours when they clashed with those

the opposing team.

Actually, the shirts worn by tho Waolves playera should not
clash with those worn by the Tottenham: men. The Spurs
shirts are white and the ‘F.‘E{'::rlvaa shirta aro gold, In the match
referrod to, the teams were actually on the field, each in their
own colours,

ONE of my roaders, who is what might be called a Tottenham

When the referee appeared om the soeme,
horwcever, he decided that the colours clashed.
The shirvis of the Toltenham players were not
qutfe as snow-whife as they might have Deen.
The qold shirts of the Wolres players were not 50
golden az they might have been — a 0t washed oul,
os we might =ay.

In the eircumstances, and according to rula, the Wolves
should have changed ; but when it was suggested to them that
thoy should chango, & difficulty arose. They hadn't brought
a chango with them, as the officinls of the olub had not iroaginoed
that pold and white shirts could be considersd to clush. Henen,
there was only one thing for it—the home team, that is Totten-
ham Hotspur, had to change. That was why the Spurs, althourh
at homo, and seemingly against the rule, played in sirange
colours in & League match, while the Wolverhamepton players
rotained their own jersoys.

E wery next match on the Tottenham Hotspur ground
happened to ke a Cup-tie. This was against rezlon
KWorth End, and both the teamsa eosnecrnod, play, in
the ordinary course of events, in white shiriz, Mow,
botweesn Cup-ties and Leagae games thero g this big diffeesues
iz the rules, concerning the colours of the opposing pligeers,
I bave oxplained that in Leagus pamea, when colours elash
the wisiling side must chango,

I the Cup, howover, 3if there s a olashing of
enlours, the rule suys thol bolle fcams st
change.

Thoze feets will, T thinl:, explain L2 mystery 1o the satisiac.
tion of my puzzled romder

As an interesling gide-iisue, 1hero was ralher 2 remaorkilile
geries of coincidonces conwctid with that reeent Spurs—Ireston
Cop-tin 5o far a3 tho eelour guoeslion iz concerned., Az both
Clubs ustolly playv in white shiris, boile Lad to change, B,
gheandoe 03 it ey zeem:, the * licak choangee ™ of Dolh clubs was
also 1ho =one—from white o blas and white hoops, That
wouldn't ae, so cucl elabs was ouleted in the expense of now
shirts fur the eeeusion,

shviously o difictenes botwoon Cup footbatl and Loague

senil=all. I wmn nbsays proparxd to argue that the best

teart of aay season is the one which wins the champion-
ghip of thoe First DMvizion, Yo do this, a side mnzt have stood
the bzt in relation fo conzistoney; ithey must have been
Letter, week in o anedd weesde oul, than theie rivals,

Az tha team which wins {he Leapoe championship ean elaim
fo Bo the Lest of 1he soason, they ought, o theory, to win tho
Cup aa well, But it s almost likcrally true to sy fhat the
ginh which wing the Learue championship never wing 1he Cup

HH atlier dircetions—on the ficld of play—thoera iz rather

in the same season. Anyway, the double feat has not beon
accomplished for 34 yoars,

I'n 1808-¥ Aston Villea won the Cup ond fhe
League Chompionship, but  cver since then,
although many cliebs have come near Lo bringing
off the double cvent, no side hus been successful.,

The simple fack of the matler is, of courss, that the etrain
of trying io keop poing at top speed in both Cup and Leagus,
uauuﬂ;r provastoo big. Ieoculd toll you of clubs which have missed
both honours because they have tried to capture both, The
club which, 83 a rule, wins the Cup is one in & safe and com.
fortable position in the Leaguo—that is in such a position that
they can concentrate on winning the Cup and need not trouble
to take too much out of thomselves when they are playing
Loague pames. Several times in Iﬁ{:ﬂ-ﬁi}%ﬂﬁrﬂ the Cup has boeen
won by a side which fnishod about thirteemth or fourteenth
in the First Division table. That fact emphasises the truth
of my point; that, as o rule, it 18 not wise to look for the
winners amoeng the leading clubs in the First Division.

st loast, it strikes me as strange—is that some of the

most famons clubs have never beon succossiul in

“*lifting " the trophy. More than balf the present

mombers of the First Division—twelve to be exact—are still

honing for their first real suceess in the knock-out competition,

The most striking instences of repeated failures in the Cup,

of realiy good tenms, are provided by the oxperiones of Sunder-
land and Liverpool,

% NOTHER rather strange thing about this Cup stroggle—

At one time, Sunderland had a side which was
called the ** team: of all the talents.”! Five times
Sunderland won the Chomplonship of the First
Drivision, Imi they stinply could not win the Cup,
orid ove necer yot done so.

Liverpool, another old club, have won the First Division
Championship four times, but they, too, have always found tho
winning of the Cup a task beyond their powers.

Why is it that these good sides don’t win ¥ If you asked the
ofliciala of thosze clubs that guestion, they would probably
reply that they have never had the bits of luck which aro so
necessary ; and which form such a big feature of Cup football.
There may be something in thia explanation, and I am quite

repared to agree that no club ever wins the Cup without
wving seme bits of good Juclk on the way.

cluba den't fail regularly beeausze they cannct reaist

the temptation to play o dificrent type of foolball

when they get to the Cup competition. Among the
players and the followers of feotball, there is & widespread
impression that the way to Cup success is by a special type of

Lay.

3 Tfow oflem, when the Cup-tics are being played. do we sce and
henr the words, “ typical Cup team ™ uged I If those words
mean anything, they surcly mean to suggest that therc is such
# thing s typical Cup football. Perscmally, I don't believe in
this ades ot all.

@H the other hand, I am tempted to wonder whether somn

It is my definite impression that foothall wliich
Fa ond enough o win League mratches 15 good
exnmigh fo wein Cup-ties,

The stvle of the football docsn’t matter. The side which
changes ils style because it is swilching ovor from Loague to
Cup football is asking for trouble. And it gots it.

“ OLD RETF.
Thne Mwcxer Lispanry.—INo. 1,200



12
THE VOICE OF THE TEMPTER!

(Continued from puge 10.)

tramps and ouicazts, and had been
trained in thg company of Tinker
Wilson. Patters was the last fellow in
the wide world whom he would have
expected to run straight,

I was evident that Carne's nows was
o heavy blow to him.

He was unwilling to believe it Bab
he had to believe it. Carne's own bitter
dislike of the waif was a guarantee that
he was keeping faith with the waif's
enomy. Carne, it was corbain, wonld
have been glad to fasten any accusation
on Tatters—had there been anvthing to
fasten! The simple [act was, thoat there
Was not.

Blaclker and Llacked prew Raclsiraw’s
face.

Carne watched him in uncasy silence.
Unee or twice Cearpe had doubted bis
wisdom in  cultivatiog thizs valuable
acguainiance  outside the s=cheool. He
doubted nove than ever now as he
watched the disappointment, the bitter-
nezs, the sheor evil, in the dissipated
face of Bir Ueorge Cholmondeley’s
rrandson,

“Well,

lazk.

fhat's that! =aid Carne at
“1I'm sorry, Rackstraw, but there
it is! I thought it was casy us pie, the
ame as you did ! Buatb it turned out o
be # case of makin' bricks withous
straw, All I've been able to do 13 o
prove that there's absolutely nothin’
ugainst the kid—if that’s any good.”

“1 dare say his grandfather would e
glad to hiear that 1” sneerod Racksirasw,
" You don't expect it to please me?”

Carne laughed & little,

“Well, no, m the cireumsiances, as
the little brute stands between you and
fifty thouzand & year. Dut there it is;
1t's no wse blinkin' faets.  As the jolly
old poct says, facts arc stubborn things.”

“If the facis are not what one wantes,
they must bo altored io suit,” said
Racksirow, * You understand, Carne,
that iy whole {uture is at stake—overy-
thin® depends on this. That intevloper
has come between me and a forlune,
He's got to go.”

Carne shifted unecasily.

“T don't see~——" he muttornd,

“He's got to po,” said Rackstraw
nuietly. “If there's nothing to go upon,
it will be necessary to manufacture
somethin’.”

Carno started
stung him.

“Aro you mad ? he ejaculated. “Do
vou koow what wvou'rs saving, Raek-
straw ?  You're talkin' to a Greviviars
srefect ; not to & boozy loafor in one of
your night clubs!™

“It was in o London night olub that
I first set vou,” said Rackstraw. T
imaging that rou wounld not be o Grex-
{riavs prefeet long if vour headimaster
knew how you improved the shinin' hour
in vacation,”

“YVoun mean—von can't mean—that
sou'd be cur enough to give me away
4t the school?” muttered Carne, with
1 seared look.

Rackstraw langled,
ploasant Taugh,

“Well, T dan't ecare,” said Carne.
“After all, & man ecan please himself
i 1w holidays. The Head won's like
it, but—and, dash it all, how are yvou
roint’ g prove that voun met me al the
I'elican, f vou come to that?™

“That's not all,” szaid Rackstraw.
“Keep cool, Carne!  We're friends
Let's remain friends, I wand you fo
help me in this.” .

“I ecan’t help voun i whabk you're
binlod at. What sort of o seonundrel do
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as if an adder had

Tt wos not a

vou take me for?” exclatmed Carne.
“I've been a bit of a fool, I know.
I've lkicked over thoe fraces at Girey-
friars, but—bot—whyv, vou must be mad
to think of such a thing!™

Yt will be weorth your while,” said
Rackstraw. “If 1 get rid of that intev-
loping young vaseal, 1 shan't Le nmican
about money.”

“Keep  vour Hlthy money!” said
Curne between his teeth. =Dy gad,
you're offering me goney to make up
s about o weelched kid ! Why, you
rotter, 1 don't know why 1 don’t smush
my fst in your face!” Curne's volce
ros¢ passignately, ** You're mad—mad 1Y

“LDon't shout,” said Rauckstraw icily.
“Bomebody may pass in the lape, I've
told you to keep cool. Your contempt
for my money, Master Carne, §5 o little
oo recent.  You've borrowed a good
wmotpt——""

“You offercd it. I wasz in a hole
'l syuare, too ! mubtered Cacpe, It
wor'h bo easy, but 171l raise the wind
sontchow,

“Uhat's not needed. You've had
tiurty pounds or =0 [rom mwme—a mere
bagatelle. 1t can run inte huvdreds, i
yvou like, oveo that young scoundrel iz
kicked out of Greyirinra.”

Cuarne elenchied hig hands,

“Bhut up I he said. Dy pad, Rack-
straw, if you don't shut wp U kit
you L

Hacketraw pave him an evil smile.
Ha threw away the stump of his ecigar,
bit the end oft another, and highted it
He was pevfectly cool—ieily cool—in
contyaust 1o Larne's passionaie oxcite-
roenk.

“Leo's have tlos plain,” he saod,
“ Either young Arthuy is disgraced with
Lis grandfather and turn down, or
clse I'mi done for. I vaised money on
my expectations before the young brute
was found, and I'm up 1o ihe ears in
debt. My grandfather wouldn't pay
moneylenders; he would be more Likely
to cut me off with sixpence if he know
that L had ever had dealings with them.
He cost off his own sen—young Tatters
father—for much Jess than he would
have against me 1f it all eome out. 1'm
petting near the ond of my tether,
Carne, and it’s Arthor or me. It's

in" to be Arthur, and you're guing to

'E"] P L
*I'm  jeolly well not!™ snapped
Carne. Y I'H clear now, Rackstraw,

and I ean jolly webl tell you I don't
want to see vou agam 17

He made & movement to leave the
COPRICE, o

“Don't go,” said Rackstraw icily.
“If we part cnsmics, Carne, you will
be sacked [rom Grevlviars yoursell a
few hours afterwards.”

Carue stopped in lus tracks,

“What do you meani?™ he muttered
hugkily, " You=you villain, whal do
you mean i

“What I zay—neither more nor less.
I hoped to ecarry this through on 2
friendly footin®, but I've taken measures
i cage you should kick,” said Cyril
Rackstrow cnlml;.'. “I'vo got your
10 U's; that's the first item. Your
headmaster would he inter¢sted to know
what you've spent thirty pounds on in
three weeks, A fortnight age you cae
fe Lantham  Races with me, and a
friend of mine snapshotted wou in the
car, stttin’ walchin® the races and talkin’
with Danks, the bookie. 1 had—and
have—ne intention of usin® that little
preture. 1i's a card wp my sleeve.
Let’s vemain friends™

Carne, deadly pale, stagmered apgninet
the tree, e stared at Hackstraw with
frightencd cyes.

“You—you villain he
hoarzely “You awfal villain?

ne mnttered

You've
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been gettin® me inte a trap, to make
use of me!”

_ " Arthur Cholmondeley of the Remove
19 poin’ to be sacked from Gheeyfriars,™
siad Rackstraw in a low, distincet voiee.
“If he isn's, Carne of the Sixth Form
15 goin' to be sacked. ‘Take your
cholee ! I mean that—every word !
We're in this together, Carne, and if
1 go down, you po down with me!”

He moved away from the oak en
which: he had been leasing,

“Think it ever! I'll seo you again.
'l Iet you kuow where and when, 1f
you want money n

" Iveep your money 17 hissed Carne,

Rackstraw shrogged his shoulders.

“If you change your mind aboubk
that, Cobb at the Cross Keys has a sum
in hand that you can draw on. 1]l
soe you again next week., T hope youw'll
lhuve somethin® to repord !

Carne did not answer,

Rackstraw pausced o momont, leoking
at him, and then twrned away and
walked down to the lane. Iis [oofsteps
died away in the distance.

Carne remnained where he was, Ho
leaned weukly on an ouk, us if ull his
strength was gone.  Ilis face was whito
as chall;, awl porspivation stood in
large drops on his forehead. Long
unnute foliowed minwte, and «ill Carne
did not move. A sound came from himp
ut last. Tt was o groan; a gronm so
full of misery and despuir that made
Dunter shudder as he heard it

The wretched prefect stirred. e
dragged himself away from the tree,
brushed past the brambles, and went
stumblingly down the muddy bank into
the lane.  Bunter, bhalf frozen with
terror in the thicket, heard him go.
Carne’s stumbling footsteps died away
at lazt, and Buuter was lett alone.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
No Tea For Bunter !

ARRY WHARTON & CO.
H walked cheerily info the Ilouse
with Frank Cowrtensy and tho
Caterpillar. The football match
was over, Greyiriars winners by thireo
gols to one. That was about what the
heroes of the Remove had expected,
for Wingate's team was leagues ahend
of the Higheliffc First, But, apart from
cheering the victors, they forbore to
“rub a6 ' Higheliffo was not a keen
school, but Courtenay was very keon.
He had kunocked the Junior 1ileven into
fighting form. But Lanpley was not the
man to do the some for the Fiest Eleven.
There was u shight cloud on Courtenay'sa
face as he walked away from the ficld
with his Greviriars friends, and the Co,
tactfully turned the sabject away from
SOCcer,

“1 supposze Bunier's heve by ihis
timme,” sawl Bob Cherry,  * He didn'e
turn up on ke footer ground.”

“ Bunter ¥ repeated Courtenay,

“1 hope you don't mind,” snid Taerey
Wharton, hali-laughing. * Bunter’s bul-
ting in for tea. Etid, you ean li-k hin
if vou like,™

Courtenay langhed.

“He's welcome,” Lo zaid., “I dave
say we'll find him in the Honse, i he
was walking over.”

But Bunter was not zeew an ihe
House; neither was he fovnd v Cour-
tenay's stody when the junie:s went
there for tea. : :

Ponsonby was lounging in the doer-
way of his study, and his eves giitterod
at the Greviriurs party as they camo
np.  Iis glanee fixed on Uafters with o
deadly look.

But Pon did not speak; I was not
in the mood for any more airy badinape,
His nose had saffered too soveroly for
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that. He essumed a sneering, super-
cillious exprossion as the Greyiriars
follows passed him, and that was all,
and that had not tho slightest effect on
the Removites, Tatters gave the dandy
of Highclifie a rather warlike look ; but
Bob éherry slipped an arm through his
and marched him on rather quickly.

“That bloke looked at me ! muftered
Tatters. 3

“Well, & cat may look at a king, old
bean.™ ; ]

“Ho was asking for it agamnt”
grunted Arthur Cecil Chelmondeley.

“Come on, old chap "

Tatters glanced back at FPonsonby.
The Greyiriars “tinker " had had =
cortain amount of chipping in the
Remove, in his own school, and heo had
taken most of it very gnu&-tm;:iaemd!y.
But the supercilious Pon scemed to put
his back up very considerably. Pon met
his backward glance, end curled his lip
coptemptucusly, and Tatters paused.
But Bob walked him on, and they went
into Courtenay's study.

Tes was & very cne&r%_uj:ea‘l, not tho
less cheery because Williamm Georgo
Bunter had not turned uﬁh
It wes really surprising tha
not turned up for tea.
Tea was, as Bunter
had anticipated, =&
vary handsome
gpread, ond there was
no doubt that the
Owl of the Remove
would have cnjoyed
it immensely. But he
was not there, and
nothin had been
seen of him when the
cheery function came
to an end,

After ftea Courte-
nay walked down to

us expected.
t Bunter had

the pates with his
friends, to see them
off. The six Grey-

frinrs feliows wheeled
out their bicycles,
waved their hands to
the Flighelifie junior
captain and pedalled
away.

The early winter
dusk wa3s at hand,
and the rest of the
Greyiriars crowd
were long pone. Inm
a whizzing bunch
Harry YWharton &
Co. sped away, fol-
lowed the peth across
a corner of the com-
mon, and turned into
Oak Lane.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallot

Coming along the lane was o well-
known fat figure. Billy Bunter was
apparently on his way o Highelile.
vnaware, doubtless, that tea was coriain
to be over by that time, or perhaps
lioping ageinst hope that 18 was nol
over, He gave o jump ob the sight
of the ecyclists, and they slowed down,

“I say, vou fellows!” masped Tnter,

“Whither bound?” pgrinned Bolb
Cherry.

“Highcliflle, of course! Yoaun—yvon
haven't left?"” exclaimed Thmter—a

question that made the juniors chorrle,
Really, it was fairly eloar that they
had leoft, as they were on their way
home to Groviriars

“ivho  leftfulness i3 terrifie, oy
esteemed fat DBunter [ chuckled Hairreo
Singh., “We are now homeward
bounders.”

“Oh dear! T—I sav. vou fcliows,
I—I haven't bad auy tea!™

“Awlul 1" said Bob.

“1 was ceming over fo Highelilfo to
tea, vou know.”

“You should have bucked up!"
grinned Nugent.  “Did Carne make
you do your lines over again®’

“I never did the lines,” said Bunler.
“Y chanced it, vou know. I started
soon after i.'t-l.! fellows.”

“ My only hat!" cjaculated Harrw
Whartonn. “Have vou becn a couple of
hours walking a mile and & half 7"’

“I've hecn delayed,” %rc-anr:cl DBunter,
“eticking in 8 beastly bush, half
frozen! Oh dear! I say, you fellows,
I'm frightfully hungry. You might
have waited for mo at Highcliffe.”

“TFathead! They'll be locking the
gates by the time you get there,” =aid
Harry. “You'd better turn round and

roll back home, Fatty! You'll be late
for call-over.”

Punter proancd dismally.

He had not had el bope ol
reaching  lhghelilfe in time for toa,
aflter escaping from his refreat o the
voppice by Owk Lance, He had had
little deubt that the PFamous Five
wauld have feft and that ke would mect
them on thear homoeward wave B0l 1t
wazg a biow to i, Flis Fat looghts
had dwelt on ihat spread in Courtenay s
:-:r.u:{_'l,'; and he had Im;‘:—:*r| agninst ope.
New 1t was pgone fromn iz poze Like a
beantiful dronrm.

“You fellows got any toffee about
vou®' ' ho ashod.

“Ha, ha! No”

ARy choes®

Yo, Nobt everr a jolly old anisecd-
Lalt ™ criced  Bob  lurry, with o
chuekle.  *Door obhl Dwepterl  I1F von

cit that impot, why the dickens dlidn’
vouw ot across to HishehiTe?  You'we
had lots of time.”

“1 had 1o got

ok af sieht wlhen

i3

Carne came elong,” groswed Bunter,
“and when he started talking with the
other beast I had fo keep doggo. 1
don't know what they'd have done if
they'd seen me”

“They! Wha?"

*Corne and that other Least.”

“What other beast, fathead?”

“That man Rackstraw! They were
talking for o jolly long Lime, and 1
dared not lot them know I was Chere !
mumbled Bunter., "1 was jolly nearly
frozen! Ow! T say, you fellows, I'va

L

had an awful time!

Harry Wharton & Co. stared at
Bunter blankly.

“You've seen Rackstraw® exclaimed
Harry.

“T didn’t see him—you can hot T was

P Y
Ty b, 5
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Tatters sailed down the banister with a whiz ; and just as he jumped clear at the foot of the stairs,
Carne came along., Talters crashed into the Sixth-Former and sent him spinning !

keeping oub of sight,” said Bunter.
“But Carne called him Racksiraw, so
I suppose he was Rackstraw., L say,
Carne will be in o frightful temper;
el I haven't done iy lines,. He will
take it out of me! I know he will! 1
hope Rackstraw will get him szacked
from Grevirinrs like he  threatencd.
That would be topping, wouldn't 162"

“Rackstraw  get him  sacked from
Cireviriars " repeated DBob Cherry, In
wonder.  “What are you bucbling
abest, yon fat chump?™

“Woell, he threatened to—unless Carne
retg Tatters sacludd.”

*What!” roared the jnnlors,

“Pon’t vell at a fellow 1 said Dunter
paeevishly, " T say, T'm awfully hnngry !
Boape yorr haven't gob any toflee©”

“You benighted idiot ! said Ilarey
Wharton, in teasired tones. " What
sitly varn are yvoo telling vs now? Have
ol really seon Racksteaw ¥

“Tve told vou T didn't sec him! T was

((fanfivured on pogs 16.)
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(Continued from page 13.)

jolly well out of sight, I can tell you.
{ say, you fellows, do you think Carne
will let moe off my linea if I tell him I
heard it all? fter all, he wouldn't
litke mie to mention it to the beaks,
would he?®

“ Mention what % yelled Bob Cherry.
“What are lyﬂu burbing about "

“0h, really, Cherry—"

“Has the fet duffor been dreaming, or
13 hio trying to pull our leg ¥ asked the
eaptain of the Remove,

*0Oh, really, Wharton—"
"ﬂ'ﬁij‘ garumon, a3 usual !” grunted
Johony Bull, *Let's get on! We shall

bo late for call-over at this rate.”

“One of you follows will have to give
mo o lift back!" said Bunter. *I'm
frightfully tired, as well as hungry. I
Sﬂ_‘f‘—"u

“0Oh, get on behind me, you fat
frump!” said Harry. “If you burst the
tvre with your ten-ton weight 1'il jolly
well burst youl™

" Beoast 1™

The eyclists remounted, and pedalled
on. PBunter mounted on the foot-resta
of Wharten's machine and held on to
Wharton's neck. I was ensy cnough
to give any other fellow a lift in that
manner: but it was not easy with
Bunter. The bunch of ecyelisis went
down Oak Lane at a good specd; and
Bunter swayed to the right, and then

to the left.
steady, fathead IV

] El:.-'{!r-‘
Wharton.
“ Benst 1" gasped Bunter, .
Wharton's machine “eavorted ® like
t buck-jumping broncho. He made
wild cfforts to keep it steady; but with
Dunter swaying to and fro behind him
he was attempting the impossible, The
bike rocked,

welled

“0Oh erumbs!" gasped Bunter. “I—
I—I'm-—-I'm g-g-going "'

He wont |

Two fabt srms wera clasped rovnd

Wharton's neck, in Bunter's last effort
to save himself, The captain of the
Remove gave a muffled roar.

“Whoooooooh! Leggol Oh crikey!
Oh—ooooop!"
Crash! Bumpt! Clang!

“0Oh, my hat!"

* Yaroopooh 1

Wharton and Bunter wero deleibnted
in the muddy lane, the bike clanging
down beside them. The other riders
pulled in, and looked back at the
wreek, Wharton sat up gasping.

“You frumptions chumpi”

“Ow! Wow!l T'm hore! Wow!
“You frabjous  fathead!”  yolicd
Wharton., “What did vou lug me over

for, you footling frump?"
“Ttanst! Ow! Wow! Rotter! Ow!™
Wharton stagpered to hiz feef, and
picked up his machine. Dunter sot and
roared.
“Como oni” ealled out Johvny Bull
Nunter sorambled up.
“1 say, vou follows, stop for we!”" he
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setled. "I say—beasta! 1 say, old
chaps! Yah! Rotters! . 0Old fellows!
Brutes! Dear old chaps!™

“Ha, ha, hal”

“ et tho fat idiot have your bike,
Nugent, and I'll give you a Litt[”
gasped Wharton, "I can't ride with
that—that—that hippﬂ[l.:u!-amus sticking
on the back of my neckl” i

“ All serene!” said Nugent, laughing.

And the party got under wey onco
more, Bunter's fat litile legs driving as
Nugent's als, and Nugent standing
Lbehind Wharten en his machine,

“I sny, vou fellows!"” wyelped Bunter.

Don't leave me bohing t”

*0Oh, buck upt”

“Look here, two of you fellows hold
me | gasped Bunter, “ Then I shall be
&‘E’}ﬂlm free-wheel, see? One on each
sida "

“Kill him, somebody!1” said Johnny
Bull.

L B’Eﬂ.ﬁt !.H-

MNobody secmed keen on free-wheeling
Bunter home to Greyviciars. It was
more of the selfishness to which Bunter

waa sadly used. The fat junior lugﬁml
on behind the cyclists, and they
arrived at Greyfriars at last, The

bikes were put into the bicyele-shed, and
they walked up to the House, As they
neared the Houze, Bunter gave a

squogk of alamm.
Thera's that beast

“0Oh  crikey!
Earn&-'-_’. N =

Carne of the Bixth was going into the
House, The juniors glanced at him
rather curiously. Carne’s face was
strangoly white, and there was a deep
wrinklo in his brow. He did not look
at them, and seemed to be unaware
that they werp there. Much to Bunter's
relief the bully of the Sixth did not
notice him. ‘The fat junicr dodged
into the House hastily.

“ Zomethine wup  with (arne, yom
mon!” muttered Pob Chevry,  “Dnd
vou notice him—hle looks [rightfully
sick "

“Toa many smokez,  peorhaps ™
gruntod Jolwmy Bull

Bob  shook his  head. [t was
something much  mere  acrigua  fhan

smokes that was the matter with Carne
of the Bixth, to judge by his looks
{Carne went townrds Las study; and the
juniors saw Loder of the Sixth sprak fo
him. Carne, as if hie kad nof heard.
walkod on. leaving Loder staring after
kim in astenisiunent. i

Evidently something was wrong with
Carne. Bot in a fow minutes more 1f
was call-over, and the juniora crowded
into Hall, and forgot all abont their
old enemy of the Sixtl.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
What Bunter Knew !

ATTERS sorted o bag of ches:-

E nuts out of the sludy cuphboard.

I'rep was over in the Remoyve
efrdies.

Harey Wharton and Nugont pushoed
their books away, rose from the stody
table, and helped Arthur Ceeil Cliol-
iondeiey to vonst cheabnuta

Thero was o tramp of fect in the Re-
move passaee, the door was laorled
open, as if o batterine.rom had smitten
ik, and Bob Cherry tramped in. Afrer
him came Jobhnay Buall and 1ho Nabob
of Dhanipur.

After the three rolled o fat figoee,
and a poldey faee, and o big pae af
:;[]4~L'.I:':|;~||.'~:-1 Iileradioed 1t 5‘.1”?:: Mo, 1.

1 sav, vorr follows—-—"

“1t's jollv olid magic!” aaid Nozon:
“How did Dumer know we wore enins
io have roazt chesfouts afcer pran®®

THE MAGNET

“0Oh, really, Nugent!”

Bunter rolled in.

“The fact is, 1 shall be glad of some
of those chestnuts, you men,” he said,
blinking at the chums of the Romaove.
*“You know, I missed my tea! I haven't
had anything to eat szince I came in
excopt & tin of sardines and & bag of
biscuita I found in the study, and I
shouldn’t wonder if Toddy kicks up &
fuss when he finds they're gone. Ha's
selfish, you know! I've had absolutely
nothing else, except & cake and a
saveloy, and a fow sosses. If Smithy
asks you fellows apything about them,
don't say I mentioned them. He might
make out that I'd bagged them from
his study.”™

“Help yourself, you fat chump,” eaid

Harry. “Thera's threa dozen cohest-
uuts“bl
“Good ! said Bunter. “I can do

with them, I can tell you. If yon
fellows really don't want any—-=""

s Eh ?-Hl

“1 can do with the lot,” said Bubter.
“If youw've got anything else in the
cupboard, trot it out. I'm still hungrey,
and three dozen chestnuts won't make
& lot of difference to me, you know.”

"They ]ﬁ“;r well won't, you fat cor-
morant ! said Nugent. “You can bag
half a dozen, if you like.”

"If you're going to be mean,
Nugent—"

“Kiek him!"

“I say, you fellows, no larks ! Bun-
tor puzzled baked chestnuts, “] B,
I haven't done my lines. I've been ex-
E&ct.mg that beast Corne after me, but

@ hasn't turned up. Do you think ha's
forgotten ¥

“II he has, it's the first time on
record,” said Bob. “You'd better
worry through those lines before dorm,
fathead !

" Well, there's hardly time now," gaid
Bunter., “After zll, I can say I did
them, and left them in my study as he
was gone out. Ono of yon fellows can
say that you nsed them to light the fire
without noticing. See? Curne might
cdoubt my word; but 1f you fellows
back me up 1t will ba all right™

“You fat villain—"

“I'll do as much for wou mnother
time, of course,” said Bunter, “I say,
these are jolly pood chestnuts. Desides,
Carne may keep off the grass now -1
know what an awful villain he is
What do you think the Head would do,
Wharton, if I teld him that Carne was
in & plot to got o Remove man sacked
from the schaool?”

I fancy he would give you & Aog-
ging, if he didn’t kick you out of Grey-
friars,” answered Harry.

Dunter jumped.

“But it’'s true!” he gasped. *“I—I
aay, d-d-do vou think the Head wouldn't
believe me

*“Palieve yvou! Oh crumbs !

“The belicvefulness wonld not be
terrific ! chuckled Hurree Bingh.

“Tiut vou fellows belicve me, don't
vou " demanded Bunter, blinking at
the chums of the Remove.

“Da wei” gasped Bah  Cherry.
“Well, not quite! Not absolutely ! I
think there's just & sort of slight
lingering doubt.™

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Harry Wharton looked curiouslr at
the Owl of the Remove. It seemed to
itim that something must havo occurred
that aftermnoon, on Bunter's way to
iligheliffe. and he wondered what it
was, Bunter had menttoned Rackstrow,
and tho juniors knew that Cyril Ruck-
straw had beesn in the I‘Lﬂigilhﬂ'l'rl'hﬁﬂd
fhat afternoon.  They knew, foo, that
he waz nequainkted with Carne of the
=ixth,
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“Took here, vou fat duffer,” said
Horev. “What are you driving at?
If you'ro not talking out of the back -‘.:IE
yvour silly neck, tell us what you mean.

“Well, let a fellow bave a chance at
thoze chestuuts,” znid Bunicr. Two fat
paws erabbed chestuulzs, and Dunter
coptinued: “You sce, I heard them
i'mring. That mon Hackstraw knows a
ob aboni Carne of tho SBixth, and he
theeatened o give him away to the
Llead and get hum bunked. o jolly
well meant ot too, if Carne docan’t fix
it somehow {or Cholmondeley to be
gacked.” :

“You heard him zay 07 ejaculated
Lab. 2

“VYes, I say, ihese ain't bad chest-
nuis ! L was Leoping doggo, you know,
in thai coppice by Ouk Lane. I thought
that beast Curne was aficr me, you
Liow; Lot it turned out he had come
there (o et the olher beast, 1 say,
taat  man Macksizaw 95 en awhal
villata, Wor=e than Came;  though
117 tree ihat Carpe gove me fwo
Imndred lines——"

“Fhiz can'tv be frue”
Lull,

“AWhy, vou beast, T iell yoo 1 heard
it all 17 exelaimed Dunter indignantly,
“Mean to sav you van't take Ty
word ™ N

“ And what did Carpe =ayv., Dunter?”
asked ITarry, with a keen gazo fixed on
the fat Owl, .

“ila zaid he'd hit the fellow if he
digdn’ts shat up.™

S0, that sounds a bii more brue!”
zakl Johnny DLull., * But he ought io
huve hit him. inttead of saying he
woonld hit hine”

Hunter grinned.

“That was only mas,’ he said, “He
_'f-nH:,' well f_‘.rll:t:[’;]i}ﬂ Uk T can tell hLLE
OFf convie, he knows that Rackstraw
could oot him bunked, They've been to
ile rices together, and all sorts of
thinge, He's lent him money. He's
rob Carne right under his thumb.™

I'he juniors leoked at DBunter and
lovked at one another, :

“ Look here, tell us the whele thing,”
said Wharton at last, “Blessed if I
can wrke head or tail of it.” .

PBunter crammed hbis monlh with
haked chestnuts, and told the story, He
gave = full account of his adventures
of the afterncen, and the juniors
histened  in stlence. Unfortunately,
Bunter's memory was nod parLim:lrn.rl,\r
good; and when memory [ailed,
inagination filled the blanks. That was
Bunter’s  way Like the ancient
minsteel in the Lay:

guicdl Jolnuy

“ Tach blonk, in faithless memory void,
The wocet’s glowing thought supplied.™

Alorcover. Bunter never could help
adding thrilling details to a story. It
wns one of his lillle wealinesses that he
nover could 121l o plain, wnvarniched
tale. Te was bound to add trimmings.

When e had  finished  there was
silenco in Study No. 1. It waz hraken
only by the chomping of Bunter’s jaws
ae he dizposed of haked chosinuts,

“Well,*”" =ajdd Wharton, ot last, “il's
pretty elear that the fat duffer heard
sqpething,  {liough  soodnesa  Lnows
whuk, Wa Lnow that Rackstraw had o
hamd m the kidaapping; and he's none

Ino pond for any other divty trick
Irak—bagbemen? .
“The twtfalnezs iz terrifie ! mnr-

o] Mnvren Sineh,

“Well, if it's true, Carne scems to
have dona fhe decont ithing and refused
ia ioach " snid el “Murne's
vather a voiter: bt he couldn't touch
villainy like ihat"™

“I dare =av Toanter imacined half of

“Bome of
i

it," remarked Jolinpy Buoll.
it iz imagination; and scmo ol
- 1%

" =
“0h, really, Ball—"

WRITE
a
I CREYFRIARS LIMERICK
and
WIN A POCKET WALLETI
Colin  Urquhart, efo Mrs.

McKenzie, Carradale House, Car-
radale, Argyll, who compiled the
Greyiriars limerick  illustrated

herewith, has been awarded a
pockst wallet.

=== r';-' 1 d + ::',‘ e

Thera's a master at Greyiriars, namod
Prout,

But he's a fibher like Bunter—

GET BUSY ON A LIMERICK
E TO-DAY |

[
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M there’s a fraction of trull in it
i wianls some findio JUosnul Jehony
Bull, “But we'll jolly well keep an
evo open [or Carpe. Wo hknow that lc's
been alter Tatters; that much is true. ™

“I think there’s something in it,”
sard Harvey; "but how much, goodnese
kngows, ™

“The forewarnfulness is the {ove
grmiulness, as 1he Enaglish proverk
savs"” remarked Hurvee Jamset Ram
Saegh, " We will keep anr alsurd eyeon
the ridiculous Carne,”

“My ‘at!” said Tatters. “I know
tling Dloke Ruckstraw is « bad ‘ur! But
this “ere is rvather thick !

“1 say., you [fellows,
chestuuts 7'°

* Wo, fathead !

Billy Bunter rose., If thoe chesinuts
wers linfshod, Dunter was finished. He
rolled to the door; but turnmed back

a0y More

again,
“I say, you fellows, T [orgot ile
DIEntLn———""

J'ho juniors furned to him ab once.

“Well 7" gaid Wharton.
I forgot to mention it, bui it’s raiher
nuportant,” said Bunter, blinking
Lim seriously.

“Well, what is it, ass?’

“ 1 lJ!{P{.'EIiIIE a postal order—

“What

“But 1t hasn't como to-day,” sand
Tunter. *' If you fellows would lend mw
the fen bob—-"

* ¥ ou—y oir=—y oy ——-""

“And take the postal order when it
comies, it would be all right,”” said
Buater.  “What about it %7

The juniors did not answer that ques-
fimt. Bob Cherey picked uop a2 cushion
and fook aim.

Bunter jumped thyough the doorway
Just im time,

Tha door of Study No. 1 slamnmed,

and Bunfer, staving only 1o yell
“Beast " through  the  keyholg,
departed,

—

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
At the Cross-roads !

ODER of the Sixth strolled along

E to Carne’'s study and threw open

the door, There was a glow of

firelight in thoe room, Dbut nao

other light.  Dimly, in the firelight,

Loder mado oul his friend silting in

ithe armchair near the fire. Even in the

dimness Loder could see that Coarne's
foco was strangely white. :

“Sitting in the dark?®” =aid Loder,
puzzled.  “What'as the game®™

Carne did not answer,

Loder switched on the light and came
in. Ha threw tha door shut bechind
himr and turned o the fellow in the
armchair, puzeled and a little nneasy.
Ha had seen Carne looking “sick "
before  on oceasions  when  certain
winners had ceme in eleventh; bnt he
had never scen him looking so sick as
he looked now.

Carne did not stir or glance round;
he sat huneched in the chair, staring at
the fire.

“What o earth’'s up, Carmne?' asked
Loder in wonder.

“ Nothing."

“Well, you look as if sometlin’ was
up,'? said Loder, scating himself on the
cdee of the study table, his eyves on
Carne's white, strained face. " ¥You'd
Better pull yourself together belore you
chow up in public, Carne. You look as
15 vou'd taken the kpocl™

Carne gave a short, havsh Taongh.

“Tg il money 17 asked Loder. " Look
Leve, 3 yon've tnoa bad serape 1've got
a fow guildes———"

Tueg Aacuer Linnany.—XNo. 1,200
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.‘Hﬂn..]

Y Anvtlun’ a man can do

*iHﬂI!I

Loder sab in silcnce walching him,
Carng did not speak. His hxed garo
was still on the fire, and ho seemed to
have forgotten that Gerald Lodor was
therc.

"You're in a serape?”’ asked Loder
ot last. ,

“¥es," said Carne without turning
iz hcad.

“Berious

“¥os. "

“1v's nob gee-goees ¥

“No.”?

“Not——"" Loder started and drew a
wick breath. “Carne, you're not up
or the sack ¥

(1] ‘E‘aﬂ'"

“Lircat gad I

Gerald Loder slipped from the table;
he stood with his hands thrust deep
into his trousers pockets staring down
at Carne. Carne's ghastly look hed
made him feel conmcorned at frit, but
now he was fe&iin% alarmed. The two
sportsmen of the Sixth were comrades
in blackguardism, and if Carne was
“up " for the sack it was tima for

er to treamble for himself, _

“Look here, give it a name!" said
Loder savagoly., *If anything's como
out—what? Speak, you sss! Don't
jabber "Yes' and *INo' at a fellow!
What's come out '

Carnc stirred at last and lpoked ot

bim.

“Nothing, so far,” he answered.
“Anyhow, you're not in it. You
needn’'t be alarmed, Loder! I shan't

menfion your name when I'm bunked.
It wouldn't help me to get you bunked,
tﬂﬂ.”

“Well, I'm as deep in the mud as you
are in the mire,” said Loder:; but he
breathed more freely. “Get it off your
chest, Carne. If nothing's come out so
far thero must be a chance. Has a
beak got on to somethin’ 1"

13 ﬂﬂ‘,”

“ Bomobody outside the schopl??

118 "!'E_E.IJ

*“Who, then i’

No nuswer,

“Look here, you'd better explain how
the matter stands,” spid Loder. “No
good sittin’ there lookin' like a stuffed
owl, Cough it up, you fool I

“Oh, leave mo alone I" snarled Carne,
“I tell you you're mnot in danger,
You're not on in this at all, I"m going
to be bunked. You don't fancy I'd
givo you away because I've got the
chopper, do vou?! Let me alone ™

“ But there must be 2 ehance—""

“¥es, there’s a chance,” said Carne,
with a laugh that jarred on all Loder's
nerves.  “I'm under o man’z thumb,
He's pot me fixed! He's only got to
open his mouth and T go up to the

ead to be sacked. Ho will let me off
if I como to his torms.”

“Then you've pot to come fo them,"
snid cr.  “ITow wmuch doos he
want "

“1 tell you it’s not money.”

"“You're talkin’ in riddles 1" snapped
Loder, “What can tho rotter possibly
want, except monoy ¥

“He wants me to do somethin’® for
bim—somethin® ¥ can't do! Somethin’
you wouldn’t touch, thouph you're a
worse fellow than I am. Leave me
alone; I've gob to thinlk.™

“Thinking im't doing you much
good,” growled Loder. * You’ve beon
stickin' here for two hours or more. If
yvou'd fell me how the matter stands I
might help.”

“You can’t help. And I can't tell
yvou, beecanse—"

Tue Magxer Lisearv.—No. 1,200,

 Decause what

“ Because I'm alraid of myself,” mut-
tered Carno  huskily,  “Beeanse I'm
afraid that I'm going to do what that

villain wants, to save my skin. And if
I do nobody's goin’ to know."
Y But—but what—"" Loder's own

face was pale now. “In lMeaven's name,
Carne, what iz it the man wants "

Y Better not azk.” seid Corne. 1
might tell you if you keep on askin’;
then you'd be in it™

er looked ot him in stlence. There

was something like terror in his heart

s he watched Carne's tormented face.
He moved to the door.

Carne glanced after him and laughed

again.
“That’'s right,” he eaid: “better
clear, Loder-—lcave me zlone. You

can't help me out. I'm in it up to the
neck., I shall be up for the sack to-
merrow  unless—unlesg=— I'm  tryin
to make up my mind to face it. But
I know I can’t face it; T haven't pluck

enough. I've gob to give in, Keep
clear of it and don’t ask me any
questions. ™

Loder left the study without replying.
He was only too anxious to keep clear
of it, whatever it was: and he won-
dered, with a feeling of fear, what it
might be.

Carne, as the door closed on Loder,
turned back to the five, staring at the
rod embers dully. But he rose from the
chair at last and began pacing the
rOOIn.

“What can I doi"™

He muttered the words over and over
azaih.

hat could he do? He was at the
mercy of the man who threatened him;
his own vicious folly had placed him at
the man’s merey. If the MHead knew
what Rackstraw ecould casily prove,
Carne would be expelled from the school
the -same day. There was no doult
whatever about that. He had done
more than enough, o dozen times over,
io earn the “sack."” All the more
beeause he was a prefect, and trusted
by his headmaster, there would be no
mercy for him. He would be tnrned
out of the school in disgrace; & biack
mark placed against his nume for ever,
And what was ho to say to his people
when he arrived home in the middle of
the terin?

He shivered at that thought.

He could net face it—he knew that ha
could not face it, But the alternative—
could he face that?

Mo disliked the bey. Willinglv—
indeed, gladly—he weuld have ecaught
him out in some act of shady rasecality.
and scen him kicked out of the school.
But hiz watehing and spying on Tattors
had only revealed that there was
nothing against the boy., He had been
unwilling to ba convinced, but he had
had to be convinced. Tatters  had
passed through bad training and evil
associntions untouched; evil had glided
from lis elean, wholezome nature liko
water from a duck. There was nothing
against the boy; there oever would be
anything, unless—

Carne clenched his hands with rage.
T'or o passionate moment he regrotted
that he had not dashed his fist into the
fuce of the tempter and taken zall risks.

But that mood passed,

He moved about the study, trying to
think. There was no way out—he was
like a fly in the web of the spider. Ho
had been eaught in the network of his
own wrongdoing, and there was no
CECADG.

Rackstrow meant every word of his
threcat. The power was in his hands.
Carne knew, at the bottom of his heart,
that he would obey the scoundrel's

orders; he knew (hat he would not, and
could not, sacrifice himself; he knew
that he would sacrifice Tattors to save
himself, He said to himself that ha
was still thinking it out, that ho waa
not yet decided; but he know in hia
bones that the guestion was decided
already.

Tap

He spun round towards the door, his
heart beating like a hammer.  Iis
nerves wero 1o ragea,

The door opened.

A fut feco and a large pair of
spectacles glimmered in.

Carne stared at Billy Bunter. Dunter
blinked warily at Carne. Ile did not
cnter tho study.

“What do vou want?”

Carne tried to speak naturally. No
one must know—no one must suspest-—
no ong must dream that there was any-
thing wrong with him—anything on his
mind!  To save himself from the
punighment of vicious folly he had to
iread the path of crime, and he had to
be carefu So he told himself, even
while his faco glared ghastly in the
light, and he conld barely keep his
hands and his lips from tremblineg.

*“1 say, 1—I did my lines, Carne!™
stammered Bunter,  *I--I did the
whole lot, you know—21"'

“Lings ' repeated Clarne vaguely,
~He had forgotten Bunter and his
lines. Tle was not likely to be think-
ing of Bunter.

wk Y{.!l:'-!!, ﬂﬂd;——*-"

“Never mind your lines,” said Clarne;
“you can clear. I--I mean, lay them
on the table and go.”

“1 haven't done them—I mean, I've
done them, and—and a chap used them
iﬂ- Ii,g;l?'tt the fire by mistake, and—and—

Bunter paused, blinking at Carne. He
had got away with sueh a storv onee,
dealing with Monsieur Charpentier, the
I'rench master. He had never ventured
to try it upon DMr. Quelch. Heo
wondercd, doubtfully, whether it was
good ecnough for Carne of the Sixth.

In other ecircumstances, that would
have been very doubtful indeed. At the
present moment Carne was only longing
for the junior to go without noticin
i;lyal: thero was anything wrong witl
YITLR.

“All right, Bunter!
You ean clear.™
, [iuntur could scarecely Delieve Lis good

uck.

Of courze, Bunter could never Jeave
well alone. That would not have been
Bunter ! Carne having swallowrd his
“"whopper,” az he supposed, Dunter
could not resist elaborating a little,

“You seo, it wasn"t my fanlt, Carne!
Loavﬂlg the impot on the studv table,
Faiis

“¥ea, yes, 1's all right !

“Then that aszs Toddy bunged them
into the fire, you know, and never
noficed that they were my lines——'"

“Geb out " snapped Carne.

“Oh, all right! I was only going to
say—— Yarooooh " roared Buntcr, as
Clarne, his  assumed  self.possession
breaking down all of o sudden, strodo
at him and smacked savagely with his
open hand.

The smack rang like a pistel-shot on
Dunter's fat ear. Bunter stagpercd
back into the passage, yelling.

“Yow-ow-ow-ow 1"

Slam !

Carne's door closed on him. Bunter,
still yvelling, rolled away. Carne stood
shaking, panting for breath. That
sudden outburst of savage temper had
taken Carne himself by surprise. He
had intended to be cool, calm, easy,

Never mind |
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normpl, good-humoured. He realised
that hiz nerves were iun ra%s, that he
lad to got & grip on himseli.

“I've got to Leep cool!” he
whispered. “EEE-‘H cool, keep cool! I
shall be tellin® all the school at this

rata! I've got to keep steady [V

He Aung himself mto the armchair
again, His elbows dropped on his
knees, his face into his hands.

Ten minutes later Walker of the
Sixth opened the study door, and
glanced in. He was about to speak,
when his eyes fixed on Carne, hunched
in the chair, his face buried in_khis
hands, Walker gave him & long, long
look, and then quietly withdrew from
the study and closed the door.

Carne did not even know that he had
been there. Flo remained motionless, a
huddled figure of misery and despair.
He knew what he
must do: ho knew
what he was golng fo
do; and already he
was borne down under
s load of shame and
removrse that seemed
heavier than he could
bear.

THE TENTH
CHAPTER,

Rummy [

TAT!
B Crash !
HD h‘ my
‘at 1™ gasped

Tattera. .

Arthur Cecil Chel-
mondeley was whaolly
to blame. There was
no gotting out of that.

That ancient, broad
oak banister, smooth
and polished, and
worn  smoother by
the trouserz of genera-
tions of schoolboys,
had an almost irresist-
ible aitraction for
sone of the Lower
School.

It was strictly for-
bidden te slide down
tho banisters. Such «
practico was danger-
mis to limb, if not to
life. Alszo it was con-
sidered disordeely for
e fellow to come sud-
denly huortling ouf, of
space and land with a
crash of boots; some-
times @ sprawling
tumble and a yoll.

Still, Iellows some-
times took the risk.
Bob Cherry often sat on that sncient
banister and s=ailed down, leaping clear
at the terminus, when the oyve of
authority was not on him, Now "Palters
had done it.

But the eye of suthorily was near, na
he discovered too late. Tulters sailed
down the banister with o whiz, and just
as he jumped clear at the foot of the
stairs, Carne of the Sixth came along
by the staircaszo,

It was impossible [or Talters to stop !
Tie crashed right into the Sixth Form
man gnd sent hun spinning,

Carne sprawled and Tatters sprawled,

Tutters sab up vather dizzily. Ile had
collectod zeveral bumps and bruoises in
ilat forcad landing,

Carne sat up also.

'The expression on Carne's face, for a
wonient, was almost demoniae, e bhad

been knocked over, and he was hut
His temper was never good—and it was
worse than usual of laic. And he had
always disliked Tatters. Tho heiv of the
Cholmondeleys sat and blinked at him
and waited for the thunderbolt. Il
realised that he was for it now; ho had
asked for it, and he was going to get
what he had asked for, and more,

“Oh crumbs!” said Bob Cherry, on
tha stairease.  **Poor old Taticrs Thas
done it this thne !

The Famous I'ive were coming down,
snd, but for the catastrophe, they would
no doubt have followed down the
banisters. As it was, they descended
the staire sedately, as if they had never
heard of such a procceding as sliding
down banistera.

Clarne staggered up.

“Yon—you=—youn——"" he gasped.

“1 say, T'm zorvey, Carne?”’ pgasped
rl..'.'i“IEF:;i, p;in']ﬁug brsnsel L. L ERLY, 1
never knowed you wan coming along.
I wos o bloomning aceident

Carne had dropped bis ashplant in s
{ail. Ile mado o gesture {owaeds 1l

“"Fiek that up ' le zaid.

Arthor Ueetl Choltnondeley pr-ked 5t
up dizmally, and hamled it to (arne.
He expected the nest ovder te be * bend
over.?

Te hiz amazemaent Cavne slippad e
ﬂ:-;-hp]ﬂ:.:ll uncer his arvi, Fis Taee was
guite calin again.

“You'ro n  chunsy  young  ass,
Choliondeley,™ sand Carne. " Awd you
know pericetly wetl it's aaainst Honso
rulea to slide down the bamsters 14
jolly well give vou six if you weren'y a
new kid B

Tattors
zatonishnient.

'I.'I.'il |i

had

-almost stagrered
Liitberio Carne
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seldom Jost an opportunily of adninis-
fering “toco.”  And Tatters, though
new that tevin, was hardly enlitled to
tho fmmmunities of 2 “new kid? after
several  woeks at Greyfriars, Toven
Wingate would hnve licked a junior
who had kpocked him over in o flight
down the banisters. For Care fo le
more  considerato ond  poad-temperad
than old Wingate was simply amazing.
n the stairs Harry Wharton & Co.
fairly blinked. 'They were ¢ven more
astonished than Tatters.
“Iallo, hallo, halle,
Quelehy ' murmared Dol
Mr. Queleh had seen the catastrephe
from & distance, and was advancing
towards the epot, with rustling pown
and frowning brow. Carne's back was
ltowards the Homove master, and pers
haps he did not kioow that he was there.

there's

With a grip of fron the rufian grasped Bunter and forced his mouth open. Then, #lting the
mug, he poured the liguor down the helpless junior’s throat 1

“Tron't do that again, Cholmondeley,™
woeprl o Cdl‘ll-ﬂ"

“ Neo, Carne !” gasped Tatters.

“Yaou might get hurt—break a limb
oF something, von young ass!  llouse
vitlez are laid down for good reasons
Yaa've given ma a shock,”

“1'm sorry, Carne—1'm recly sorry
said Tatlers earncstly,

“Well, well that's all right—a new
kud doesn't pick up everything at once,”
said Carne.  “Only bear in mind that
jutiors ars 1ot allowed to slide down
the banisters. You can cub o'F”

Bob Cherry, on the staivease, gazed at
hia comrades.

“Am I dreaming 1his " he whispered.

“Am I gosped Wharion.

“Thoe dreamfulness munst be terribe”

*Js that Carne—the worst bully ab

‘Tng Macxer Lasrany.—No. 1,200,
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Creyirviars {” murmuored Johnny Bull
“This is &8 jull;,;r old day-dream.”

“Carna 1™ Mr. Queoleh's voice broke in.

Carne glanced round.

“Yes, sir.”

“Am I to understond, Carne, that you
are proposing to leave that foolish and
thoughtless bey unpunished, when his
outrageous mction might have led fo a
gerious accident i exclaimed Mr, Queleh,

“*Well, sir, he's 2 new kid here,” said
Carng, “and—and he's had rather a

uecr trainirg, from what I’'ve heard,

fore he came here. I thought I might
make somo allowances™

Mr. Queleh pursed his lips.

He was, as a matter of fack, surprised,
a3 well as the juniors, by Carne’s sudden
and inexplicable attack of leniency. Ilis
first impression, when he witnessed the
accident, was that he might have io
intervene to provent the offender’s
punishment fiom being too severe.

“Of course, sir, I loave the matter in
your hands,” said Carno. “So far as I
personally am econcerned, I don't want

the junior punished, But you will
naturally decide as you think best, sir.”
And Carne moved away.

] I'-ir. Quelch gave Tatters & very severc
ook.

“As Carne has pardened you, Chol-
mondeley, I shall not punish you,” he
said. " But if you should be guilty of
such reckless foolishness again——»"

“I won't never, sir!” stammered
Tattors.

“Very well—you may go.”

And Tatters went Iagly. The Famous
Fivo joined him, and they went out into
the quad together.

*1 smy, you coveys, that's rum!”

said Tatters, “aniy Carne letting a
bloke off like that! I thought ha waould
skin me.”

“Couldn't blame him if he had,” said
Bob. “You gave him a frightful cosh,
you young assi™

“Yes. Ain't it rum ? gaid Tatters.
“The rumfulness is terrifie,” said
Hurree Singh, shaking his dusky head.
“According to the esteemed proverb the
leopard cannot change his absurd spots,
or the Ethiopian his ludicrous skin. But
the excellent and execrable Carne seems
to have changed spotfully and skin-
tully.”

“Blessed if I make him out,” said
Harry. “He's been down on Tatters a
lot for nothing. Perhaps he's sorry, and
trying to make up.”

B";]That isa't much like Carne,® said
ab.

"Well, no. As Tatters says, it's rum.”

*This docsp’t sort of bear out what
Bunter told us he heard the other day,”
grunted Johnny Bull.

“No; it jolly well doesn't.”

A thoughtful shade came over the
dusky face of Hurree Jamsct Ram
Siogh as he valked on with hia chums.
It was several days since Buntor had
told hia story of the meeting between
Carne snd Rackstraw. During those
days, at firs!, Flerry Wharton & Co.
had had the metter in their minds, and
wore prepared to keep a suspicisus eve
operr on Carne.

But the bully of the Bixth, conlrarg
to expectation, seemed to have forpotten
his old feud against the Greyfriars
tinker. He seomed to have forgolien,
Hil;&eﬁll that Tatters wos in the school
8BE il

They had not onco come in eontact
until this oceasion when Carne, with tha
best of excuses, could have given Tatiors
& record licking had he ;iikc:i. And
apparently he hnd not liked,

“That yarn of Bunter’s was nearly all
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gammon,” said Bob. “He heard some-
thing; and got it all mixed. Look here,
Inky, what have you got in your old
black noddie? 1 can sce you've gob
something, snd I jolly well don't like
the look 1n your eye,”

The nabob grioned. _

“My esteemed churps,” he said, *if
you were on the track of an estecemed
person, with the intention of moppin
him up, would you seck to put him o
his guard by a benevolent aspect of
friendlinoss ¥

“Of course not, fathead, ™ s=aid Bob.
“Naturally, we should let him know
what was coming to him to give him a
fair chance. What the thump do you
megn

“But suppose you were an excorable
and detestable raseal, my csteemed
Bob " murmured tha nabob,

“0Oh, my hat! That wants some sup-

osing,” said Bob, lavghing. “I don't

now what a rascal w-::ulf do. Let's
ask Skinner.”

“Ha, ha, ha”

Harry Wharton gave the dusky nabob
o quick leok.

“Inky! You can’t think—you can't
mean—" s

“Draw it mild, Inky!®
Johnoy Bull.

*1 think my esteemed chums,” said
the nabob quietly, “that the eye of
suspicion should remain widefully open
in the dircetion of the honourable and
fhiagli:atingdﬂamaﬁh'gha changefulness of

o lcopard’s wo spots 13 very rum,
a3 the absurd Tatters remarks, and the
rumfulness scems to me terrifically
suspicious.”

* But~—" stammered Nugent.

“If m‘%'thing should happen to the
absurd Taticrs o esuse his lament-
abla bunkiulness esteemed
school—"

“But it couldn’t, ass”

“If it did,” said the nabob, with gunist
persistence, “the ludicrous person who
caused it would not desire to be noted
as & person who had a down on the
ridiculous Tatters. He would prefer
to remein entirely in the estecmed and
undistinguished background,

The chuma of the Remove came to a
halt, and sll of them stared at the Nabob
of Bhanipur That the Indian junior

ad a keenness and an astuteness that
had been left out of their own composi-
tion they wers well aware. But the
suspicion they now read in his mind
gave them a distinct shock.

“You mecan,” said Harry Wharton
slowly, “that Carne leaving Tatters
alone, and letting him off, and so on,
makes you think that—that he's up to
zome treacherous game, and wants to
keep his tracks covered.”

“That iz the esteemed suspicion in
my absurd mind,” admitted the nabol.

“Hot 1" growled Johnny Bull

“ Pife I said Mugent,

There was an expression of deep
repugnance on  five faces. Hurreo
Jamset Ram Bingh smiled faintly.
_ “You think that my absurd
15

“Gammon I said the Co., with one
voioo.

“Let us hope so, my worthy chums 1”?
said Huorreo Bingh amicably, “Buat I
amn older than you——"

“Oh come, how much older,
head 1 asked Bob.

“Beveral thousand years, my esteemed
Bioh " answered the nabob gently. “In
India we have forgotien centnries apo
much that vou have vet to learn in the
west,  Dut as your extremely bad poct
has remarked, eazt iz east and west 13
west, and nover the twain shall meet.
You will not think as I do until—"

growled

from this

idea

fat-
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“Until

: asked Wharton
uneasily,

“ Until the chopper comes down on the
esteemed Tatters,” answered the nabob
guietly,

“Then—then you really suspect—"

“I suspected before,” said tho nabob.
“I do not suspect now=I know."”

“Oh, my hat]®

here was =a
pauge.

“Let's go and punt s footer about,”
sald Bob at last. I want something
to take the taste of this out of my
mouth.”

“Let'sl” snid Harry.

, Hurree Jamset Ram Singh was alone
in his opinion. It was still to be seen
whether he would remain alone in it

when I

long, uncomfortable

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Chance for Tatters |

1 HAT about Tatters?" asked
W Bob Cherry.
It was Saturday after-

noon.

. Wharion & Co. were on Little
dide. They had already changed for a
Form mateh with the Tourth: but
Templs, Dabney & Co., of the IFourth
Form, were not Tat on tho ground, Cecil
Reginald Tem;;la, the captain of the
Fourth, never hurried himself on such
occasions.

Heazeldene, of the Remove, had stated
at the last moment that ha wanted to
stand ont. Hazel had something alse
on. It did not matter & button to his
eaptain whether Hazel stood out or not;
hie was by no means one of the best men
in the team, neither did tho Remove
require to pia:nr their best men to beat
the Fourth. It was only a guestion of
picking out another man to fil his place.

But it was rather irritating. Hazel
had been booked to keep goal, and
Squiff was worth & dozen of Hazel in
goal. But Sampson Qumcf Ifley Field,
not dreaming that he would be wanted,
had gﬂne out 1mmediately after dinner
with Russell and Ogilvy, and was not
available. 8o the captain of the
Remove had to think the matter out a
little, Hazel had turned up to say he
would not be playing, and walked off,
hardly waiting for a reply. Then Bob
suggested Tatiers,

“Tatters!"" gaid Wharton, thought-
fully.

The onetime tinker’s boy was very
keen on soccer, but as he had hardly
touched a ball befors coming to
Gireyiriars, he had a lot to learn. He
was sedulous at games practies, and his
chums holped him all they could, and
he had shaped very well in goal. But
playing him in a match was rather
another matier.

“ After all, it's only the Fourth,” said
Bob. “We could beat the Fourth with
a stuffed dummy in goal.”

Harry Wharton langhed.

“Well Tatters {s jolly keen, and I'd
liko to give him a chance,” he said.
# {}n:b;f we don't want Temple to fluke a
win.”

“MNo danger of that,” said Johnny
Bull. *They won't get necar enocugh to
gonl to worry him much.””

“Well, call him,” eaid Harry.
“Where iz he?" The capfain of the
Remove loocked round. “He generally

Harre

turns up to watch a game. He's not
here.”
Tatters, for once, wwns not on the

ground It was Arthur Cecil
Cholmondeley’s ambition to play for
his Form, though he did not expect to
got a chance yot. He had nevor, so far,
missed secing o Femove pame,
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* Well, he's somewhere about,” said
Bob, "1 dare say Dunter knows—
Bunter knows everything that isn’t bla
businesa, Hallo, halle, hallo! Bunter!
You're wanteal®

Inlly Bunicr ralled up.

He was wanied to tell the foellows
whero Taiters was, if he kpew. Bub
Bunter was not yet sware of that.

“That's all very well!”” said Buater,
He pave Harry Wharton o lofty blink
through his bi cles, “I'm not at
all sure I shall play now.”

“YWhat ?"' ejaculated the captain of
tha Bemove.

“¥You leave me out of good matches,™
sald Bunter, “ Don't you deny it—you
do! I offered my services to play St.
Jude’s and Rookwood! You refused.”

TYou silly Owl—"

A rotten Form match like thia isn't
worth a fellow's while,”” eaid Dunter.

“You eall on moe at the last moment
beeanze & man lets you down! Waell,
I'm not at all sure I can play to-day.”

The juniors stared at Bunter, and
burst into a roar. The Owl of the

emove waz evidently under o slight
misapprehension,

“Bleszed if 1 can =ea anything to
sackle at,’”’ said Bunter warmly. “ You
keep on passing over the best foot-
haller in the Form! Now you find vou
can't do without me, and you call on
me at tha last minuta! Wall rE

“"Ha, he, ha!” roared the foothallers,

“*Woll, T can tell you, that if you're
not jolly eivil, I won'’t play, so thera!”
hooted Bunter.,

“"You slly aza! roared Hob Cherry.
"¥You're wanted—"

"(Oh, I know I'm wanted,”” sncered
Bunter. *“1I don't say I'm going to
refuse, But look here, Wharton, I'm
not gping to keep goal.’
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“That's a jolly old cert,” chuckled
Wharion,

“And you're not going to stick me in
the back ling,"” said Bunter, *“I'm
hest 1 the front line. ¥You know that.
I ]['J.Iﬂji" centre-forward, or I don't play at
all. That's final.”’

“Ha, ha ! shricked the {foot-
ballers.

Temple, Dabney & Co. did not give
the Renrove a Jlot of trouble in a
foothball match. But it was probable
that Temple & Co. might havo pulled
off a win, for onco, had Bunter played
centre-forward for hiz Form.

“Wall, T mean it,"” said Bunter. “It's
that or nothing, and you can jolly well
make up your mind {o that, Harry
Wharton,'

“¥ou benighted ass——"

It will do the fellows good to sce a
really first-class cemtre-forward in the
Romove game, for once,’” said Bunter.
“¥You can go into goal, Wharton. If
vou ean't swank so much there, I dave
say vow'll be just about as wseful, Just
alwt 17

"Isn't he a brote?” said Dob Cherry.
“Isn't he the jolly old last word?
Bunter, you frightful chump, you're
not wanted to play fooler—you're
wanted to tell ws where Tatters 1.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“0Oh,” gasped Bunter, “ I thought-—"

“Gammon!  VYou couldn't! Leook
here, where is Tatters?™

“ Blow Tatters!” said Bunter crossly.
“1 suppose you're not thinking of
playing that tinker, Wharton.™

“Just what [ am thinking of,
fathead."”

“What utter rot! Look here, T'll go
into goal, if you like,” said Bunter.
“After all, I'm & good gnalkatﬁer;:'

“My dear man,” said Be Fou

ha,
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cam't go inte pgoal—it's not wide
enough for you to squeeze in™

“a, ha, ha!™

“You gilly ass!”’ roared Bunter.

“Here comes Tenmiple,”’ aaid Harry.
“If we can't find Tatters, I shall have to
shove enother man in. Do you know
whore Cholimondeley 15, Bunter "

“Gone outi™ satd Bunmter. *You'd
Leiter play me, old chap. You see——""

dgl,i,'}w do you know he's gone ouf,
bR B

“Well, T saw him go down to the
bike shed.”

“ How long ago, fathead?”

“Twao or three minutes—I mean half
at hour—meore than half an hour ago—
nearer an houy———"

“I'll eut down fo the bike shed," said
Ehu;}:r “If ho hasa't gone, we'll play
s,

“I soy, old chap, I'm sure he's gone—
hours ago-—iwo or three hours—I say
don't clear off while & fellow's speaking
to you—beast!"

Heedless of the voleo of the charmer,
Wharton huwrried away at a run. Ha
was keen to give Tatters a chanco in &
Form game, and he did not want to loze
thiz opportunity.

“0h, here you are!”™ he exclaimed, as
he arveived ak the ke shed., Tatters
wus wheeling his machino out.

";Em T ain,” agreed Toatters. " Wank
me '

* ¥Yes, shove that jigger back, you're
going to keep goal for the Remove this

afternoon,” said Harry.

Tattera faco fell.
“Oh my 'at 1" he ejaculated.
“Don't wou want to?” exclaimed
Wharton in surprise.
“Don't T just!” said Tatters. “But
I never knowed, you sece, and Carne
(Continued on nézt pags.)
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asked me to run down to Courtheld for
im and [ said I would.”

“Carne!” cxclaimed Wharzton
“Togging for the Sixth, you young asa!
The Hemove don't fag.”

“Well, he asked me very civil,” said
Tatters. “He's in 2 game this afror-
ngon, and he wants a letter registercd at
the post office, and 2 rum on a bike won't
urt o bloke. So I said I'd go. Course,
1 never kpnowed——"' i

“Well, that's all right,” satd Harry.
“But I supposo any fellow can post a
letter, 1t doesn't matler if another
fellow takes it

“Well, I &'pose it don’t!™ said Tatters
dubiously. “I said I'd take it—but
I u;pc:se: so long as it's posted, it's all
right.”

“Of course it is. Come onl”

“Look here, Wharton, you beast!
If you can’t listen when a fellow's

speaking to you—"" Billy Bunter
rgﬁtd Eup, breathless and  wrathiul
“Look here! I refnse to play for the

Form now! Sce? It's no good asking
me——

“Bunter can take the letter,” said
Harry. “Look here, Bunter, you've got
sense coough to go to Courtficld post
office and register a letter.’”

“Cateh me!™ said Bunter.

“I'll lend you ¥ bilke,” gaid Tatters.

“Catch  me fagging along Lo
Courtticld on o bike—""

“Jook here, ass,” said Harry.
“Tatters is going to keep goal, and he's

romised to rogister that letter for
(E‘,arna. of the Sixth. You can tako it to
Courtficld post office. You'll be back
in time for tea—="

“Tag in your study?'' asked Bunter
eantiously,

“Yﬂ, 609" . o

“0f course, I don't mind obliging a

al,?  said Dunter. *“Where's the
E:tt::r? I sav, put the saddle down for
me a hit. m not a spindle-shanked
daddy-longlegs like vou fellows. What
are you going to have for tea, old chap?
I ﬁﬂ]'_”

But Wharton and Tatters were gone,
lcaving Carne's letter in Bunier's fat
hand. Dunter snorted, put down the
gaddle for himself, and wheeled the
bike away. : y

Tatters changed in marvellously quick
timo, and lined up with the Remove
o Little Sida. Ceecil Reginald Temple
turned a disparaging cye on the now
Remove goalkeeper. .

*“They're plavin’ that dashed tinker,
wou men,” said Temple to his friends.
% Ho knows as much nbout footer s he
does about the jolly old aspirate.
They're really askin’ for it.”

“(h, rather!” snid Dabney. :

But the Remove, if they were asking
for it, did not get what they were ask-
ing for, Temple & Co., as vsual, did
not fnd it easy to get near the Hemove

oal. And when nt last Cecil Reginald
vad a chance, and sent in his very best
shot, Tatters jumped to it, and fisted it
ont with a cheery grin. And when
Fry's bead met it and shot it back,
Tatters kicked clear, and the Removites
ran the leather up the field. And a
dozen Remove men round the field gave
Tatters a cheer, which was music to the
ears of Arthur Cecil Cholmendeley,

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER,

Trapped !
ILLY BUNTER arrived at Court-
B field post office, where the
registered  lettor  was  duly

handed over the counter and dis-

posed of. There were a number of

prople in the post office, as usual, and
Tut Marcxer Liprant,--No, 1,200.

it did not ocour to the Owl of the
Bemove that anyone thore was speeially
interested in his movermnents, Two imen
of rather “horsey ¥ appearance were
lounging by the registered letler
unter; thoy had been theie some time
before Bunter came in; and when he
vegistered Carne's  lotter, they ex-
changed a glance. When Bunter rolled
out of the post office, they walked after
him. In the High Street, the fat
unior remounted Tatters’ handsome
ike, and pedalled away; and the two
horsey-loolang men stepped into a car,
and drove away in his wake,
Bunter's speed on a bike was not
%rea.‘-:; moregver, he was not in a hurry.
hero was plenty of time to got back to
Greyfriars for tea, and tea was the n:mli:r
item of importance on Billy Bunter's
;ngmmnm_ that afternoon. The car
wad almost to erawl, to keep behind
Bunter,

But when the Owl of the Remove
pedalled out of the town, coming out
on the road across the common, the ecar
put on speed, and shot ahead.

It passed Bunter like a flash, and dis-
eppeared in the distance ahead of him,
without drawing a glance from the fat
junior. At least a8 dozen cars had
passed him, and he gave no more heed
to one than to another.

But this particular car, havin
passed Bunter and left him well behind,
turned off the rond and ran on the
eotimotl, stopping behingd the screen of a
mass of hawthorns, which hid 16 from
the road.

Leaving 1t there, the two horaey-
locking men returned to the road and
lounged against a tree, watehing in the
direction of Courtficld f[or the fat
crelist to come u&).

Every now and then they looked up
and down the road, and across the wide
expanse of the common, with rather
anxigus eyes,

The road was not a well-irequented
ong, but cars passed every now and
then, and oceasionally & cart or a foot-
passenger.

“We got to be quick, Mick, when he
comes al-:-u%n" raurmured one of the
watchers. “Get him out of sight
sharp.”

Mick nodded.

“Eazy ns pic!” he snswered. “Bat I
guppose there ain’t any mistake nbout
that covey, Charley 7™

“How could there be? Wa watched
him at tho post office; and the letter
he rt:gisEEr wias the one the puviner
deseribod-—and he's got a Creviriars
{‘Ili:h I read the address en the en-
velope when he ‘anded it aver the
connter, so there couldn't be any mis-
take abont 1t."” ‘

“He don’t look much like what I ex-
pected,”  said  Mick., “The guv’nor
never said anybthing about him wearing
gpees.”

“Well, it’s all right. We got to get
'old of the Greviriars bloke that regis-
tored a lotter, description piven,” said
Chaxley., “That's that! IHero he
comes! Tooks a blooming fat idjit,
don’t Le 3"

“HHe do!" agreed Mick.

Billy Bunter ceme pedalling along
the rond. He was going very slow. as
there was a slipht rise in the road at
that point. To tha eatisfaction of the
two watchers he dismounted, to wheel
the machine up the rise.

When he came abroast of the tres
where Mick and Charley waited, he was
praceeding ab the pace of a tired spail
Certainly, he scemed to be making
their taslk easy for them.

They shot swift glances up and down
the road., A farmer's cart came
rumbling along, and they waited for it
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to pass in the direction of the town,
Then, for the moment, the road was
clear,

Buater had passed well beyond them
by the time the cart was gone. They
ran swiftly on his track.

They reached him in a minute or
lass.

The fat junior turned lis head at the
sound of swift, running feet behind
bim. As he turned, a sudden grasp
was laid on him; and before Dunter
knew what was happening, he was
whisked off his feet and spun awaw
from the road,

The bioyele went to the ground with
8 E'Ia:n%mg crash. Bumter, in a dizzy
state of amazement, was rushed across
the grass to the serecen of hawthorns
where the car was standing.

Ie was too surprised even to squeal,

In utter amazement, gurgling {eebly,
the Owl of the Remove was rushed on,
and in a few seconds dumped down
into the car,

‘harley remained with him there,
while Mick sped back to the road,
picked up the bicycle, and ran it
swiftly out of sight into the hawthorns.

Bunter sat up on the floor of the car,
gasping, His spectacles had slid down
his fat little nose, and he blinked over
them at the two roscals in wonder and
affright.

Il say " he purgled.

“'0ld your row, kid!™ eaid Charler.
“You call cut, and you'll get & tap on
the nob that will keep you quiet!”
He showed, for o moment, a life-
preserver from the pocket of his coat.
Bunter blinked at him in stupefac-
tion. He did net venture to call out.
One %-I:m[}sﬁ of the life-preserver was
enough for him. There waa no doubt
that & rap on tho head from that
degily weapon would have kept him
quiet, , .

“You ain't going to be hurt,” said
Charley reassuringly. *We're going to
look after you a bit. That’s sll, i’mt
l-mn:-{E mum, and you won't get hnrt,"

“I—I—I say, who—who—who aro
vou?” stuttered Dunter.

There was no answer to that

“I szay, I've to get : to
school I ga unter. “I—I don't
wankt to be late for tea, you know.”

“Don't vou ?nxv any more,” said
Charley. “I tell you you're all right|
Now open your taterdrap and let me
bung this in”

nestion.

—I say——"
“Open your tater-trap!”  said
Charley, with a glare that made

Bunter's voice die away in terror.

A wooden gag was inzerted in Bunter's
cepacious mouth, and tied securely with
string, Then & large motor-rug was
unrolled, and wrapped over him as he
s:quatted' on the floor of the car.

A minute later be heard the buzz of
the engine. The car was in molion,
and it bumped over tho rongh grasa
back to the road. Bunter, sprawling
under the rug, heard the voice of ono
of tha rascals.

“What about the bike?**

"“It's safo in the bushes, Get it away
after dark.”

“ All right”

The car turned into the road, and
clided awayr, -

Bunter, in a state of mingled
astonizhment and terror, lay under the
rug. Who thezo two rastals were, why
they had seized him, he could not begin
to imagine, any mara than le eould
guesa what their intentions were, Their
object was not robbe.y; they had net
tonched his pockets. Ha wondered
whether it was some vough joke on the
Eart of the pair of rowdies. Mick and

‘harley looked like racing roughs—the
kind of fellows he had scen in the
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neighbourhood when
racing was on at
Wepshot, He had
OCVET  &0en them
kefore, ond he did
not believe that they
had ever scen him.
The whole thing was
utterly amazing.

The car had not
covered more than a ff
mile when 1t came to 1Y
a halt. Then the rué il
was pulled off i
Bunter, and he sat °
up.

He blinked phout
him dizzily.

“You're all right,
you are!” grinned
Charley, looking
down at the fat
schoclbay, “You
ain't "urt, are you?”

He unticd the gpag
and took it from the
fat junior’s mouth.
Evidently it had only
been wanted to keep
him quiet while he
was brought to his
destination. With
dizzy, terrified eyes,
the Owl of the
Remove blinked
round him, to seo
what his destination
was,

Trees, leafless and
frosty, met his view.
The car had stopped
in Cak Lane, not a
score of }’ﬂ.l‘l;ls from
the spot where Bun-
tor, & few days ago,
had hidden in the
coppice. He could

uess that it had :

een selected as one of tho loweliest
gpots in the vicinity.

“I—I say ! gasped Bunter, as soon as

g gag wuas removed,

“Don’t you jawl”

He was helped out of the car, and
hurried into the coppice.  Mick re-
mained with the car: the other rough,
with a grasp on Bunter’s fat arm,
hurried him  through trees and
brambles.

At & dozen yards from the lane he
stopped.  Bunter staggered against o
tree, his fat Drain almost turnin
round and round in his amazement an
terror. Yhat was intended, he could
not bogin to guess; d:get he could under-
stand that no bodily harm was in-
tended. The lurking grin on Charley's
face showed that the rough regarded
the whole proceedings somewhat in the
light of a jest. Bunter was terrified,
but he was more amazed than terrified,

“Now 'ere wa aers!” said the rough,
grinning at him. “You ain’t ‘urt, are
vou? And you min't going to be urt!
You're nll right, you are.”

“J—I—1 say——" pasped DBunter.

“T got something %ur vou ‘ere,” said
Charley. “I got a nice drink for you,
young covey! And here it is.”

He drew a bottle from hia pocket.
Bunter’'s eyes almost started from his
head as he saw that it was & brandy
bottle,

"i—1I say, I—I can’t " gasped Bunter.
SI-1 don't want to. I—I say, lemme
go Lack to Greylriara(”

“You cheese 14" said Charley.
“There ain’t nobody a mile from ‘ere,
to 'ear you; but if you make a row, you
get such a tap on your 'ead, that you'll
uever make any more noise

Rushing his bike out into the road, Carne mounted it, and
scorched away as i he were riding for his life.
arriving at the gates stared at the Sixth-Former in

amazement, a5 he whizzed past them at reckless speed !

Fellows

The rufian had evidently come pre-
parcd. He took & tin mug from his
pocket, poured brandy into it, and
added water from a flask. Bunter gazed
at kim in hopror. He had no doubt now
that it was & hideous practical joke on
the part of the two racing roughs, Why
they should have seleeted him as the
vietim of the horrible jest, he could not
imagine. Dut what was intended was
cloar cnough now,

“'Era you are!” said Charley, en-

couragingly. “Mop it up!”
Buntcr shuddered. :
“I—I can't! Keep it away!™ he

squeaked. * I—I say, it would make mo
sauiffy. I say, I should be sacked 1f I
was squiffy.,  Don’t] I'va geot o get
back to the school! Keep away, you
haasItI!" 1
" hlop it up ™
" I—an‘ti
“T'Hl *elp you!” grunted the ruffian.
With o grip of 1ron he grasped the fab
junior, &nﬁ forced his mouth open. And
thoe tin muz was filted, to poor the
liquar down Bunter’s helpless throat.
At the same moment thers camo a
hurried trampling through the
brambles,

50 apfed Charley.

I——

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.

The Way of the Transgressor !

13 OU'D better stand out of the
second half, Carne.”

Wingate  looked — rather

grimly at Carne of the Sixth,

as ho spoke. He wasg rather sorry he

had given rng & chanee in that

game, though it was only a Form match

between Fitth and SBixth., Dut Carne

had been vory keen to play, and as ho

seldom or never bad & chance in school

the Greyiriara captain had

Carnoe

mutches,
played him. :
o had reason to regret it
had not only been in rotten bad form,
his play had not only been the worst on
record ; but ho scomed absolutely unabla

to deal with the gamo at all, What
was the mattor with him, Wingate did
not know, unless the fellow was ill, and
if he was ill he ought to have had sense
enough to keep out of o football mateh,
In the interval, he spoke te Carne,
rather sharply. Obviously the fellow
was unfit for the game, and it was guite
useless for him to keep on. It was better
to play the sccond half & man short,
than te have Carno barging blindly
about and getting in everybody's way.

“otand out? muttered Carne. )

“What on earth’s the matter with
yvou?’ asked Wingate. “You secem like
ﬂ.I man in a dream, more than anything
¢ Eﬂ-”

“I—I don't feel guite fit!” muticred
Carne. “A little dizziness, or some-
thing—" .

“You might have said zo before we
started,” said Wingate tartly.

“I—I can kecep on——"

“¥ou can't! You'd better go and
lic down—you look as if you were on
:'F.-L':;!ur last legs. You're no good to the
& {;.”

Carne nodded, and moved off the field.
He threw on a coat and muffler, and
walked away to the House. The second
half of the scnior Form match went on
without Carne. .

Hs went into the chenging-room,
which he had to himself for the
moment. There, the wretched prefect
leaned on the wall for a fow minutes.
His face was whito and tormented.
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He had wanted to play in the Form
malch; to keop up normal appearances.
But it had been sheer torture to him.
BWiany times, while play was on, he had
aotually forgotten that he waas playing
football at all. His thoughts were far
from Big Side ot Greyfriars—following
& funiﬂr on o bicycle bound for Court.
ficld ; s unsuspecting schoolboy tricked
into a deadly trap. i

Carne had given in—he was & teol in
Rackstraw’s dastardly hands, But it
sgemer to him now that he was buying
his safoty at too terribly high a price,
¥ was the “szack™ for
Tatters; and he had chosen that it should
be for Tatters. He was safe, zo far as
that went—anfe! But what was safety
worth, with that everwhelining load of
romorse on his conssience?

He moved at last, and changed, and
left the changmg-room. He told himself
that it was too late bo stop it now; too
late! He tried to think that, had it
not been too late, he would have stopped
it. Yet he knew that if the act of
trexchery was to be done over again, }}15
fear for himself wonld have mode him
act as he had already acted.

If only the little brute had been what
ho had once believed him to be—what
the young rotter might have been ex.

ected to be, from his training. Then

e would not have cared so much, Dut
now

He went to his study and lighted &
cigarette, He threw it away half-
smoked, and moved about the study like
a wild ammal 1n & cage.

“7 can’t atand it!" he whispered. *“‘1
can't stand 1t t"

He caught a glimpse of his face in the
glass and sktirted. It was a face white
as chalk that looked back at him.

This was keepit:ﬁ up appearances !
What would the fellows think was the
matter with him? If they suspected—

But nobody could suspect. That was
a comfort, such as it was. There was
nothing suspicious in @ man gending &
junior to register & lotter for him at the
post office. w could anyone see any-
thing suspicious in that? Tathers :mght
have performed such a service for Win-
gate, or Gwynne, or for his own Form
master There was nothing in that.

Rackstraw had planned with Machia-
vellian cunning. Carne had fallen in
with his plans. Who would belicve, or
dream of believing, the wretched school-
boy's story of having been seized by
complete strangers, and forced to gwa[-
low intoxieating liquor? Buch & story
was too fantastic, And in the case of
E;r:;r Catters, long the companion of a

nken ruffian, it was only too pro-
bable that he had acquired such habits
amid evil assoctations — that he was
hardencd to such things. The Head,
taking that into consideration, might
pity the mizerable wretch; but he would
turn him out of Greyfriars as if he had
been & leper, Sacked for drunkenness—
that was the news old Sir George Chol-
mondeley was to receive of his grand-
gon! That would be the end of his idea
of turning the tinker's boy into & decent
heir for the estates and. fortune of the
Cholmondeleys. Such an end es ho
might, indeed, have expected in the cir-
cumstances! There was no doubt that
Reackstraw had planned conningly.

Restless, Carne left the study and
walked down to the football field, He
told himsclf savagely that he must pull
himself together. The senior game was
still going on; and there were two other

ames in progress; one of them on the

ower Fourth ground. TI'rom the Re-
move ground a shout came to Carnz's
ears,

“Well saved!”

Tae Macrer Lmpanr.—No. 1,200,
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him or for 4

“Good old Tatiers!”

Carne stood ns if turned to stone.

Tatters] Tatters waz the nickname
of young Cholmondeley—the boy who
was, by this time, in the hands of the
two Wapshot racing roughs who had
been picked out by Rackstraw for the
work. What were thoze young fools
velling “Tattera®™ for, when %‘uttera
was far away?

A surge of terror came through
Carne like an icy chill. Had something
gone wrong? What had gone wrong?
He moved towards the junior ground.
15 c;‘f:s almost devoured the figures of
tha players. Tatters was not there—he
could not be there! No—yes—Carna's
Egﬁ fixed on the active figzure between

e goal-posts! His coyes bulged. It
wts Cholmondeley of the Remove.

Yor an instant, Carne's feeling was
one of overwhelming relief. The boy
was there—he had not gone—the two
rascals watching at Courtlield post
office would wateh in vain., PBuot the
rolicf was short-lived. The plot had
failed—and the whole dreary business
remaitied to bo done over again! Re-
lMef turned to bitter aniger 1n Carne's
Lbreast. The young rascal had not teken
his letter—he hed promised to take it,
and then forgotten all about it and
played fumhnﬁ.? Carne's eyes burned
at the handsome figure between fthe
Bemove goal-posts.

Thp whistle went. Tt waa the end of
the junior game. Now that the match
was over, doubtless Talters would
after all, the two roughs would &till be
waiting. Harry Wharton & Co. came
off tho Aeld m & cheery crowd. Tattera
glanced at Carne. Ho left his friends
and cut across to tho prefect.

“It's all right, Carne,” he said.
“Wharton asked me to play, but I
got a bloke to take the letier,”

Carne's heart stoed still :

“You—you—y o u—w ha t—" His
voico cracked.

“That lotter's posted all right,” said
Tatters. He wondered at the look on
Carne's face, and could only concluda
that the Sixth IForm man was angry
with him for not having taken the
letter. “I dessay DBunter's back by this
time——"'

* Bunter !

“1 lent Bunter my bike to take the
letter. He'll bo back for tea, anyhow;
he won't be late for tea,” said Tatters,
“I1t's all right.”

Carne turned away from him. Hoe
did not answer; he could not. Tatters
went back to his friends and they
walked away in a checry bunch. Carne
stood limply. Tho merest chance liko
this—another fellow going with the
letter instead of 'Tatters—so slight a
trifle had knocked the whole scheme
inig fragments. And-—and what had
Imppeneg to Bunter? The two Wap-
shot roughs did not know him by sight
—they had been told to watch for o
Greviriars junior who posted a certain
letter at Courtheld post office that after-
noon! Carne, with a thmll of terror,
replizsed that Buonter must have fallen
into their hands: that they would be-
lisve that he was the destined vietim—
that the hideous trick planned for
Tatters would be played on Bunter!

Tatters had escaped! DBunter would
suffer in his place—that wreiched faot
fool! For some minutes, it scemed to
Carne that his brain was spinning.

Hs woke to sudden action. There
might be time yet—time to prevent
that ghastly blunder. He raced to the
bicyele shed—tore his machine from the
stand, and rushed it out into the road.
Greyiriars fellows, coming along to the
gatcs, stared in amazement at Carne of

EVERY SATURDAY

the BSixth, scorching away on his
bicycle as 1f ho were riding for his life.
Carne did not heed them—did not
even see them! He hardlﬁ' saw the
cars on the road as he whizzed past
them at reckless speed. With every
ounce of his sirepgth he drove at the
pedals, riding like & madman, to stop
that hideous blunder before it wasz too
late. Or was it alrcady too latel

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER
Whose Narrow Escape?

ONDERS2 will never cease!”
remarked Harry Whartou.
“What’s up "
“Bunfer's late for tea!™
~ Thera was a chuckle in Study No. 1
in the Remova,

The Famous Five had gathered there
for tea. Tatters, with a ruddy, bLright
face, was busy at the fire, turning out
sosses and chips. Tatters was rather a
good cook; he had cooked ofton for
Tinker Wilsen in his old days on the
road. All the juniors were hungry;
football in @ {rosty nlmosphere gave
a fellow a pood appetita.

They were all ready for tea: and the
surprising thing was, that Billy Buater
was not ready, too. Tea in the study
was his reward for taking the regrs-
tered letter to Courtfield, whiloe Tatters
kept goal for the Remove, Bunter was
not expected to hurry; but he had had
ample time to get back from Courtfield ;
and he certainly was not expected i0 be
late for tea. Bunter was late for many
things; in fact he had a gift for pro-
crastination and unpunctuality; but he
was geldom known to be late for a meal.
In matters of real importance, Bunter
always turned up early.

But he had not turned up now.

Six juniors sat down round the study
table to tea; thero was still no sign of
Bunter. His absence did not cast gloom
on  the tea-party; rather it cheored
them. In the case of William George
Bunter, there was no doubt ihat ab-
senee made thoe Lieart grow fonder,

The Bounder came up to the Remove
passage and paused to look in at the
door of Study Neo 1.

“You fellows know what's up!™ he
asked.

“No; is anything?” asked Harry.
" Bunter———"
“My hat!

Nothing's happencd to
Bunter, surely?” exclaimed Wharton.
“Ja that why he's late for teal
What—"'

“Blessed f I Lpow!
up,” sard Smithy.
Carne—="

“Carne?

“Yes, and he's gone to Quelchy's
study. He was looking frightfully ex-
cited about somothing. Carne was
locking rather sick. Duanter was
babbling somethin’ sbout going to the
police.™

The Bounder went on to his study.
He left the chums of the Remove in a
state of considerable astonishment.

“What on earlh’s happened?™ asked
Nugent. “I should have thought that
even that fat idiot could bike to tha
post office without getting into trouble.”

"Goodoess knows,”  snid Harry.
“ Anvhow, he'll make for tlis study as
soon as he's done with Quelch; tea's
here.” )

The captain of the Remove was right
on that point. But it was some timo
before Billy Bunter came up to the
Remove passage. He rolled into Study
Wa. 1 at last, however.

Something's
“He eamo in with

(Continued on page 28.
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Mystery of the Cargo !
13 OME fresh robbery ! muttered

S Tony, peering over the parapet,

“Don't those chaps kmow that
it's time for them to go home§"

“Would that they did!” moaned
Chotajes. “Truly the debased Arabs
heod not the words of esteemed British
poet who quoth that: ‘FEarly fo bed,
early to rise, makes sahibs healthful,
weaithiul, and wise.®

Again the drums and cymbals were
beating and olashing, and by squirmin
scrozs to the opposite side {afﬂg'ha root,
Guy could sec o procession of many
lanterns approaching from the outskirts
of the village. The sheikh was hastily
wl::a.j:in.%| up 8 position befors the mosgue,
with his eldest son and his twenty-five
other song sbout him, and elso his
advisers and voung warriors,

“H'm! We're not the only visitors
here to-night,” Guy remarked on his
roturn to the other two. *“There are
g thumpin' lot of new arrivals for the
birthday party!™

“That’'s queer!”
“There’s only this
island."

“Tine, old son. There's the chance
that a ship may have arrived.”

“Whooh!*¥ Tony breathed., “This
sounds hopeful I’*

Above the beat of 1iha drums and
eymbals rose a loud, eryving chorus from
the Arabs gathered in the square,

“Ras Dhin! Ras Dhin!"

“What's that they're yelling? Tony
demanded.

“Perchance, it is the name of some
personage,’” Chotajee replied. " Ras is
common name in Near East, and pro-
nunciation of same iz in similitude to
harsh and grating rasp, as in rasp-
berry.” .

“ You're wasting your time as a giddy

e

Tony commented.
village on the

See Infroduelion o Story on Page 26.

LE ] Yuu
as a schoolmaster 1"

“It is seldom, sahib,’”’ responded
Chotajee, with due modesty, *that
kassab can place such distinction ae
Failed B.A. astern of his appellation.”

Their conversation, held in under-
tones, died away., A number of Arabs
with lanterns were throsting their way
into the szquare. The shouting grew
louder and louder,

“Ras Dhin! Ras Dhint”

The bearded sheikh looked expectant,
and drew his burnous—or robe—about
him to make himself look as kingly as
a village sheikh possibly could. The

kassub, Chota,” Guy grinned.
ought to get a job

It is sald that 2,000 MEN AND
WOMEN ARE SOLD IN THE

SLAVE MARKETS EVERY

YEAR. The horrors of this
harbarie traffic are revealed in
this thrilling narrative.

Arabs carrying the lanterns swung
away in two files, and another group
aof men came nto view. And the

chums on the roof uttered gasps of
amazement, for striding at the head of
thiemn was none other than the black,
giant Abyssinian of the slave dhow,
whozo cyes were yellow and cold, like
the eyes of a tiger!

“Ras Dhin! Ras Dhin!”

The name was flung about exultantly
as the giant Abyssinian advanced.

“Ho that's the nama of the swab"
Guy muttered. “The dhow inust have
got out of her course, probably

damaged, and so has put in here, AIE;
way, this clinches 1t that oid Bhei
Haj: is in on the slav: game”

They watched the Abyssinian in
fascination, remembering the firet
horrible feeling they had when they met
those yellow, inhuman eyes aboard the
glave dhow, They noticed that Kas
Dhin, the Abyssinian, made no obeisance
to the sheikh, but that the sheikh and
all his sons and warriors salaamed low
to the visitor-—a complete reversal of the
usnal custon.

Both Guy and Tony felt under the
same influence of the giant negro os
formerly. They had seen that apparent
barbarian draw a modern sutomatic,
and shoot down a man without com-
punction. They knew that if they fell
mto his hands their death would be
none the less certain because it would
ba slow,

Although the skipper, Hassan, of the
ow had made out that the Abyssian
was only & deckhand, the chums knew
that ho was someone big in the slave
trade—perhaps the sinister chief wha
was responsible for this revival in the
export of “black ivory ¥ from Africa to
the Arabian and Persian marketa.

For several minutes they remained
there while Chotajee, who was fairly
quaking at the sight of the Abyssinian,
strained his ears to catch the conversa-
tion between the mysterious new
arrival and the sheiklh, The throng in
the square was still, and everyone had
Aocked from the adjoining streets to get
s view of the reception.

“I think,"” Guy whispered, “weo'd
better be steering a course away from
here. Perhaps our chance has come of
gelting a proper dekko at that dhow.”

They turned cautiously on the roof,
when their eyes grew wide with dismay.
Tag Macrer Lippary.—No. 1,200
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The trapdooe was slowly lifting above
a stone stairway. A

“{3et back!” Guy whispered.

By this time dusk had given way fo
darkness, but & fuil moon was lifting
into the Arabian night sky. In the
light they could szce the back of a
man hunthed against the door and push-
ing upwards, and Guy slithered ferward
like a snake. .

Then the door fell back with a dull
thud on the roof, and the Arab tock
s step higher. Apparently tired by
the festivities o day, ho was about
to retire on the roof, which was evident
from tho fact that he had & heavy
blanket under his left arm for covering
against the dew. DBefore he could turn
Guy whipped his r:!ght‘ arm under the
Arab's neck, vanked him bodily on to
the roof, and throttled
which arose to his throat. .

Immediately, Tony and Chotajec
glithered forward and tied the man’s
hands snd snkles with the ropes of camel
hair he had round his head, and azsisted
while Guy securely gegged him.

“My hat! Let's hope no more of tho
family come up here,” Guy‘pnntﬁ,d. as
he shut the door down again. Let's
beat it while the going's ;

One by one, they quietly swung down
from the roof at back part of the
building where they had ascended, and,
like three phantoms, hurried through
the narrow streets with their mud walls
and ecasemants, which almost touched
overhend.

Tony led the way, the babu followed,
and Guy acled as rearg;;ard. Fariah
dogs ouiside the village howled mourn-
fully, but the Arabs svers used to snch
sounds, and nothing untoward happened
to give away the presence of the

back the cry

fugitivea. _
u&‘lh:sv ight was warm, but their wet
olothes D;ﬁafed unpleasantly, especially

a3 tho Aying sand during the hurricane
had penctrated every part of their gar-
menta. L

Their hearts beat fast as they hurried
through the outskirts of the village,
over the rough, sandy ground, in the
direction of the cove where they had
landed. Their own boat had been
wrecked, so thers was a prospeet chead
of them of not only taking 2 peek into
the dhow by which Ras Dhin must have
arrived, but also of helping themselves
to some craft for the voyage to the
mainland. Two or three lean and
hungry parish dogs followed them for
gome distance, but they got rid of the
brutes and breathed more freely.

“What was all tha palaver between
Ras Dhin and the sheikh, Chota 1" Guy
inquired, . I

he little DBengali answered in his
weird English that it seemed to be of
pmall importance. MNothing had been
gaid about slaves, but Sheikh Haji had
told the Abyssinian that the dates were
ready for him to put aboard.

There was no sign of a sail in the
cove where they had landed, but by
the light of the moon they saw the
rakish mast of a dhow in that other
cove which had been the alternative
landing-place, They made their way
in that direction, and scrambled over
the voleanie rocks of the headland which
divided the two small bays.

Ay, there was the dhow, and o long,
canoe-like craft, a hellum, was tied
astern, with the mast and sail length-
ways in it :

“Hallo " Guy exclaimed.
thing iz going on aboard her!™

# Boma-

The dhow was showing no lights, but
there was a good deal of activity amon
the erew who remained aboard. Splash
after eplash sounded as erotes and boles
thumped into the ses.

“They're starting to jettizon her
carge,” Tony spid. “What's the big
idea of that, I wonderi”

From previous examination of the
dliow at sea they knew that her cargo
wag supposcd to be only cotton, tobacco,
and hides, which were exports from
Tajura. Whatever other stuff might have
been aboard, this carpo in itself was
valuable, and not the kind of thing
likely to be jettisoned without some 1m-
portant reason.

“My ides is” Guy muttered, “that
the dhow's getting rid of this stuff to
put other cargo aboard.”

“¥You mean slaves ™ Tony asked.

“No, 1 don’t think so. I'm more
inclined to think that there are slaves
already aboard, although we dido’t have
o chance of finding 'em. What was it
the old sheikh said were ready for that
black swab? Tiates, was=n't iE?"

“Indecd, that iz what the debased
shetkh made remark to the unspeakable
Abyssinian,” Chotajee nodded. “ But,
saliibs, T sce no dates in readiness for
cxportations. ™

“That's because vyou've lost your
spectacles, Chota,” smiled Guy. " There's
8 jolly great pile of sacks which might
contain dates, on that natural ledge of
rock above the beach. Let's go and
take o peck ot them.™

“If the ssahib desires,” Chotajes stut-
fered. “Buot to quote from voephulary
of sons of Lrin, for love of Mike take
carefulness 1™

In renewed keenness, Guy and Tony
moved cautiously forward, determined to
examing that big obl pile of sacks.
They hoped, too, for & chance of petting
aboard that dhow again and completing
the job of searching it which had been
interrupted by the hurricane. Then,
with information which might help to
put down the terrible slave trade which
had developed -again, they could think
of getting back to the
doubtless would be eruising round in
search of them.

Keeping well away from the beach,
they cautiously crept through a elump
of date palms and came upon the store
from the rear. Tha first sacks which
Guy opened with hiz knife contained
dates, and then and thera fhoy ate a
number of them, for they had had ne
food sinee they had left the Faleon.

“Now have we regained proverbial
luckiulness of Navy,” mumhledp Chetajee,
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THE FIRET CHAPTERS RETOLD.

LIEUTENANT OUY EASTON, SUD-
LIEOTENANT TONF DONN and
CHOTAJEE, a Beagali inderprefer, ore gont
to board & suspiciows-looking dhow heading o
sontherly eoirse oul of the Bex. On the
relurs doltrney, however, they are shimoereched
and oaet on the Taland uf Khoof, off the Arakinn
coast, Arriving in the wvilloge, Guy and his
compenions find o grent festival taking place,
C’!rrmbcrmg an the flat reof of an Arab duelling
they sce Sheikh Ilafi ond hiz soldiery glonting
orer bvo eaptive Semalis—oite npaying on the
end of & yope, and e otker, armed twith an
ancignt rifte, aiming lo snap {he rope—a
" gporting ' offer tofich means fiharfy or denth

Jor Both, Gy, howerver, 'sleps indo the breack,
firing swiftly on the heels of the Somali and

ERepping  tha ropa  [ike  puckikread., The
privowers, aecording o the ohelkh's fh}m{u,
are ret free, Meanwhile, Guy and his com-
panipng are @eiling theyr chance fo auidy
wtiseen, tolien there comes the sound of babbling
toices and o rush of feet 4n the eguare,

{(Now read on.)

nboat, which &

THE MAGNET

“This is Heaven-sent opportunity for
stoking up, as nauntical mans put same.
Indecd, suhibs, I was feeling weakfully
woeful in the cistern.”

“Well, strengthen the old system with
some more datefulness,” chuckled Tongy.
“Nothing undorneath those sacks,

GI.G'?”
ery auictly Guy had pulled dewn
two or three sacks and leid them on
the ground, and was peering closely at
the store.
Then a low whistle left his lips.
“Phow ! Just teke a deklo at thisl”
said Guy, “and wyou'll jolly well sees
why that swab Ras Dhin and his dhow
have come to this island 1™

The Capiure of Chota!

T was difficult to see, but by pushing

E hiz head against the sticky sncks

Tony wus able to make out some

. oblong boxes with stencilled mark-
inga on them.

“I'll keep the eacks aside,” Guy
muttered. “Try to make out what it
suys on thot top box, old man.”

Although possessed of more than the
high standard of sight reguired in the
Royal Navy, Tony at first had a job to
read any of the markings.

HCan's quite make out what the
dickens they are,” Tony grunted, *but
these on the side of this box are Koman
numetals by the cut of their jib, Ah,
beley there & Jffy! I can read the
letters U 5 E.”

‘I'he little Bengali, who acted as store-
keeper aboard the Faleon, blinked
throngh his round spectacles.

" Perchance you have made a mistake-
ful bloomer, sahib,” he suggested.
“The more likelihood iz thot csteemed
stereography  is  ‘Stowoeway from
boilers,” which is common on suchliko
cratea and boxes destined for convey-
ances in steamships, dhows, and other
cargo crafts.”

But Guy drew the date sacks rather
more to one side, and Tony got a
slightly better chance of secing n the
loom.

“T can make out U 8 E R, ™ he
said, “but that’s not sense. There's
an “M* in front, but another lettor,
which 1sn't {!l!.itﬁ clear, bebtween thot
and the ‘ U "

“My honourable liver!™ Chotajes
said. “Did I mnot read in current
number of esteemed periodical, * Indian
Boycotter,” that debased Turks have
shipfully dispatched ton thousand sacred
cats to outlandish island? Can it be
that on vovage sundry felines have
kicked buclkets, as saying is, and mortal
remains of same have been laid rest-

fully in esmall size coffina bearing
En‘%ii[sh label of * Mouser * 1
“Mouser 1" Guy breathed. "Tar me,

he's said it, Tony! The only thing is
that the word is spelled *‘ Mouser,” ™

Tony drew a sharp breeth.

“Mauser rifles,” he muttered. “So
that's the giddy game! It's & dried
date to & month’s pay that Ras Dhin
has got ‘black ivery '—slaves—aboard
the dhow, and he put in here to pick
up some moro cargo in the shape of
rifles and ammunition.”

'The two young officers of the Faleon
were beginuing to piece things together.
Slaves and rifles were being run in the
Red Sce and the Porsian Gulf, and that
evening thoy had helped in the escape
of two Somalis who had fallen into the
hands of Sheikh Haji of Khoof. 'Thoy
had heard him tell Ras Dhin, the giant
black Abyssinian with the eyes of a
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tiger. that the cargo of dates was ready
for shipment, and soon the dates and
ithe boxes of riflos and ammunition
which they econcealed would ba put
aboard the dhow lying at anchor a showt
distanco from the beaclh. :

“Where the thump ave they shipping
these 7' Tony inguirved,

*To Persin,” Guy answered, “and
from there it goesz through by the
caravan routes into Afghomstan to arm
tha Afridis., They ave the tough boys
who are going to hot up things for us
ngain on the North-West Fronticr,
and befors you get your nexe pro-
maotion, old top !

“What I can't make ont,
either,” Tony persisted, 15 whern
these zuns and things come from.”

“It's as plain ay your [ace”
Cruy told him.  “They come from
Abvssinia and Somaliland. When
they cleaved up Gevman  lMase
Afviess in the War, tenzs of
thousands of wnarmed prizencrs
wers taken,  What bad happenced
to their riflezs no one knew; but
vau bet, old =on, they were cuan-
ningly hidden in  variovs grear
dunips  in the mountains  and
jangles.  Sinee then the German
awrmre used in Iast Afriea have
Been friekling  through 1o the
const of the Red Sca and Gl of
Aden, und now it scemz they are
onn 4 new journcy to Afghanisian
via Arabia and Persia”

Over the zea, which had diced
dowme since the huervicane, they
conld make ont the dark sil-
liouette of the dhow and hear the
ereak of vepes, the rattle of
hlocks, and the oecasionul splash
of water az sotne of the carge of
cottonr and hides wore jetiisonod
When there was room  in theiv
lolds they would pot & far more
valuable eaxrgo on boawd; and as
ihe dhow  had  aleeady  been
searched by a warship's crew, it
was long odds that she would not
apain be stopped. ) ]

“Lock bore,” "“Lony said. “we cantg
stand by and see this bateh of rifles
hunged  off to the alfrighiening ald
Africdis  for  use  agmmnst our owi
fellows.™

vy grinned.

S was thinking the sume thing, old-
timer,” he said,

“Avell, whial about "

“Wa  ecant heoave Teoe into Che
duieh,”™  Liny returned, “and,  not
having o giddy vargo atoamer handy.
we can't tagtle off with *en. Now, Jet's
think., Hoere, Cheta, old chevub, help
vaneself to u fow wmore dares. Bettor
“ake up wow, wlile rou've got the
chanee.”

ITo looked alood him, o LR sl
beemne browder on his face,

“Plhere’s a good deal of wreekoge,”
e vemarked, *and seme of Lhis 1]
matting from ihe top of the downep
wonld  leelp fine o =larr o joliy gond
Dl ™

The liithe Bengali gnlped Towdly, and
tiny andd Tony rlowered.

Cmered ¥ Uoy granled.

e, saluln ™l Tenke chokhod 3 ©
wiz the dateful stone thal went willy-
nilly  down hononreable  thvoatfuloness,
wevertheless, wonkd we nob b advised
{o take the connsel of inmuortal Beitisl
pard Shokespeare wim quoth: * Lot us
bewsrelwkly toke careluloes=s nol 1o oui-
sport dizseretion by oo sportful sports-
man=hip. ™

“There's waing to be 2ome middy
sportsman=lip if we sel Bro o this od 17

Teony chuckled. “*Seeing-i10s the bivth-
day of the sheikly's oldest son. we ean't
do better than providoe ‘om with a jolly
good firowork cFispia_l.f P

Tha two naval chums were full of
cnthuzsiasm for the project, and ecared
not a job for the terrible personal risk
whtich would be incurred by the destrue-
tionn of those rifes, which otherwise
wounld surely be wsed ome day against
the British on the MNovth-\West Frontier
of Indig. On his part, Chotajec rélled
Lits oyes, and wosttering “le is kismet ™

PR CHOTAJEE,
\ the Faleon.

[Fate), seb about helping to collocl splig-

tored pleces of  wod  aund  other
wrockage,

They worked fast, sware thal s any
time the shore party of Apubs mighe
return frop the village, or others come
ie the beach frow the anchoved dhow,
I'robably Ras Do, the Alnssiman,
would Lo endertained by the sheikh to
a feast that ovenig, bob there counkd
be no ccertainty even of that.™

With tho perspiration rvolling From
them in the warn Aralnan might, Gy
aned Tony quictly deagped down o deal
of the matting and avvanged 16 at the
faot of the store duwwap, that i izht
wive # good start Lo the fre. Onee 1hae
five was well ablaze. they Ted hitthe fear
iat  the Arabs  would e able 1o
extinguish 1k,

“ ANl serene ! Goy whispered. ™ Now
where's Chota 2"

Tony looked rennd,

“hazt I zaw of him.” he mtiered.
“he was raking alout for fuel apmong
those date-palms. Pl go and Teteh the

r¥

clienp an=—
11 lwoke off short, aml Loth clibns
shiftencd 1 the deep shudows of the
“ove-dump as a gurgling cry, followed
Ly o suwdden chorus of prulf veices
riaculating abunse in Avabie, came [rom
tho divection of the palns, :
“ Great gales 1™ Tony
“¥He's hern senpperedt?’ )
In his impulsive way he made a gquick
step forward, fmb Guy, who had tho
knack of keoping cool in the mest
desperate  cirenmslances,  gripped  Lis

gurgled,

yivmy el fdeew hiime Dagl.

the Bengali, who acts
as storekeeper aboard
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“Yait, young 'un !

Hardly bad ho spoken than shadowy
figures Lecame visible among the date-
palms, A number of struggling Arabs
came into the open, fellowed by o scove
of others, whe had Leen a short distance
in the rear of the first party. They con-
sigted ‘of members of the dhow's crew,
and some of the village Arabe, who had
been returning stlently fo the beach by
orders of Ras Dhin and the sheikh.
One of them, ahead of the rest, had
seen Chotajee groping among the palis
hefore the little Dongeli lwad be-
eomnie aware of the approsching
party, and @ sudden rush bl
avereome i before he had been
able to take flight.

Now o mob of cxcited Arab-
werg hustling and bulfeting  the
luekless baba, wlwse thin  voiee
could be heavd in o disjoinicd
way giving protest in Llindustan,
Arabte, aud hiz weird English.

“Kya  hai¥  What  is  ihe
matter? Ooooch ! Thut is iy
houvowralile head. Chale-jao! Ue
away ! 1 am British subject—
}'El!'ﬂi'-':i,','ll r—1 SR Gn I]DIIEH.‘,-
wallalis! My suinted aunts!™

Tony's oves glinied like steel.

“They're  shoving  hnn down
the beach,” Lie i:llul.tf."t‘ﬂd- = 1by
heavens, they're gmnf to take
Lime of to that slave dhow [7

lis haad deopped in his twnic
pocket, amwd before Guy realised
Big intent e whipped out the
nl kel 1o ]_JiE‘ﬂ'I which ho ]ﬁl{} g
coived [rom oy back in the
viHaoge.

A burly Arab among Lhe shov-
tug ok uplifted a sbck Lo bring
it down upon the little babu, who
could not be seon by the el
Tony jerked up the sutomatic
and took p hasty glance zlong the
sielts in the glopm—and pressod
the frigger.

Click !

The hmpmer fell bavnlessly,
angd  withe @ suvage  groun {ITH
jerlesd open the pistel, to discover that
alier  that mishrve 2 cactridge had
j:lr!'lmr'-:l i the hrreech

“Come on!” he mullered hoarsely.
“Ciealr a chunk of that wood! My hat,
we'll jolly soon lband out a few sick
Leadaches among those 3-33111-31% swabs!'

“Belay, you livecuting fathead!
Ciay snarlod. *Have vou gone off your
rocker?  What help would that Lo to
(‘hota? Whereas, 1f we pipe down for
a time and keep our liberty we might
e abla to Lring off o stunt for his
rosene’’

“You're vight. But it's good-bye lo
o livework display ' 'Tany groancd,

“YWhy ' Guy demanded. “We'll do
in this Latch of vifles if it's our last
wtunt on carth!  Besides, old man, the
Give will eausze a diversion, amd we may
litve o bettey chanee of petiing out
in the dbow, release Chola, and lbusz
el in o bellom.'” )

Both were still wet froan their duck-
ing it the sea, when they had landed.
some  1tmo  hefore, hut E‘.!uy_ had  a
atent lighter, with petrol in it, which
fm made serviceabie by trimping the
wick. .

“We'd beltor ser that the coast 19
eloar,” he muttercd, “before we start
up this Guy Pawkes stunt.”

(Guy amd Tony kuow full wddl the
pewalty of their desperate caderprise if
they are eawght by the minions af the
ferribie Tas Dlin. But Chota musd he
perewed by Rook ar by crook!  Pou’t
utizd the further thedling wilecntvres in
seat weeks gripping inxialment ')

Tur Alwgxer Lipnay.—No, 1,200,
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THE VOICE OF THE TEMPTER !

{ontinued from payge 24.)

“1 say, vou fellows,” he gasped. *1
sav, tea ready? I'm Feightfully hungry !

You wight bave waited for a chap!”
“lots mud lots,”  grinned Nugent,

“Tleie you arve, old fat bean; we've
hept it warm.  Where have you boen
Il s timme, fatheoad ¥

“That ass Quacleh kept me talking
snid Dunter.  * Looked as if he didn't
il believe it at ficst, but he had to
believe Cavne, of course. I say, pive
a fellow a chaiv] 1 saw, 1 hope you've

(R

lcbt me move than six sosses!  Bix
rosses ain't mech use to me. I say i
“llas anything happencd?” asked

Sy havri o,

“Yes, rather ! I say, two roughs got
hold of me as I was coming back from
Courtlield. They booked me away to
tlint place in Oak Lane—you know the
pleee—and were going to make me
swallow imtoxicuting liguor—""

* Intoxieating liguor ¥ gusped Bob.

“Yea, 'I'wo roughs from Wapshot,
I famey, from their locks. I'd never
seen them bofore. I suppose it was a
practical joke on o chap—their idea of
w praciical joke, the bensts ! Not much
of n joke for me if I'd been sacked for
gotbing squiffy ! Carne came up in the
mick of time. T ecan tell you, 1 never
thought 1'd ever be so glad to see that
heast!  JIe came bulting in ond
imocked n mug of brandy out of the
brute’s hand=——-"

*Cnrnte Jdid 1" gasped Wharton,

“Yes it was rather plucky. Thero
wore two of them; and they were a
nair of hooligans, T can tell you. DBut
they never tonched Corne. [ sn!d:

Leave him alone! Got out of this!
Just  that—nothing more. And they
bupked into their ear and ecleared.”

“Great Cheistopher Columbus 7 said
ol *“alean to say that you've spun
a yarn like that to Quelch !

“It’s true, yon ass!  Carne kaows,
He rescued me’”

“Howr did Carne happen to be there?
Tie was on the foolball ground when
we fimighed tho game.”

“1 don't know., Tle had his bihe wiih
Lim. I soppose e went out for a ride.
Anvhow, he was theve, and he searcd
ilem off,  ‘They went  just  like
inmbs when he ovdeved them off”

Bonler gobbled sawsages and ohips,
v hile the juniers staved at bivn 1u blank
a~tonishiment.

“Any more sosse=T? Yoo might have

THE MAGNET

kopt a few for me! Any eake? You
might have had a cake! You haven't
got mueh jam! Stll, I suppose you
fellows  don't  want  any.’”  Bunter
robbled jawn. “1 zay, you fellows, at's
all right about Cholinondeley’s bikel
1've told Queleh where they put it and
hie's asked Wingate to get it 1n. Any
piore jarn i

“Is there a word of truth _in what
you ve been felling us, Dunter?” asked
Harry Wharton,

“ Beast

Bunter blinked over the tea-talle,
He had cleared it in almest record
timwe. He vose to his feet,

“I'll go und see if Smithy's finished
tea—I mean, I'll go and tell Smthy
alout it &

The Owl of the Remove rolled out
of Study No. 1, leaving six astonizhed
juniors there.

Dut the mwost astomsning thing about
Bunter's astonishing story was thab 1f
was apparently frue,

After tea, all the DRemove was
buzsing with-it—all tho school, in fact,
It wos known that Mr. Queleh had com-
munienteéd with the police.

Carne of the Sixth was asked by a
score of fellowa what had happened,
and he explained that, taking a bike
ricie along Oak Iane, he had eomo
on the rascals who had hold of Bunter
and made them let him go. The only
explanation seemed to be that a ecuple
of racing roughs, probably under the
influchee of liguer, had intended to
play o E-l:-l'lt’lld and brutal practical joke
on o séhootboy,

“Poor old Buonter!” sud  Bob
Cherry, when the Famous Five dis-
cusséd the strange affair in Study No. 1
after prep. “The fact is, he's had
n jolly narrow escape. If Carne hadn’t
butted in, who'd haive believed hin
when he told such a yorn aftorwards ™

“And {he esteormed Tatters has had
a narrow ctcapd, my worthy chums,”
murmured the Nalish of Bhauipuar.

“Tattors " said  Havey.,  “How's
it ? Oh, you mean, beeanse Buanter
woenlh 1o the post office  instead  of
Toiters?’

“ Bxactfully !

s L 0SL those brutes might have
cot hold of Tatters instead, if he'd
Hw-n Lhere instead of Bunter,” assented

ALYV,

“Inky, old man ™ s=aid Dob Cherry.
“1 don™t Jike the look in your cye.”

The naboly grinned.

“ My estecined  chums™  he
mured.  “It was the oxecllont

110K =
anrl
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exeerablo Carnd who sent Tstiera £43 the
post oflice.™

There was 2 general jump in Study
No. 1.

“Inky! You're ty !
mean—" gaspad Wharton,

“The estimighle Carne did not know
that Bunter had gono instead till after
the mat¢h., And then, all of a sudden,
the. delectable Carne went for a -bike
ride, which happened tb- take him to
tlicspot- where Bunter was in tho hands
of the ludierous roughs—where Tutéers
would have boen in their disagreeable
hands had hot Bunter gone to the post
office instoad—"

“Inky [ ) ]

“Put il it had been Tatters in their
hands,” said the nabob ,very guietly,
“ I do not think that the worthy Carne's
bike ride would have taken him in that
direction. I think the absurd Tatters
would have gone through it and would
have been found in a state of delightful
and  dispusting  squifi-fulness,  and
wonld ]'ﬁtc been sacked from the school
23—

“(300d heavens!” breathed Wharton,

“1 thinkfully opinc that the wq;rtg
Carne stopped it beoause his frien
had got the wrong pig by the esteemed
ear,)’” said Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh.
“] do not think that this game will bo

layed again, Leeause, after what has

appened to Bunter, it would be too

thin. Next time 1t will he something
diffcrent. Dug there will be o next
timme, my absurd chums" !

There was & long silence in Btudy
Ng. 1. . ]

“] ecan't believe it!™ zaid Harry
Wharton at last. %I ean't, -In!-:g!
Bitt—bif— Fatters, old wnan, you'll
never lot Carne send you ot of pates
mgain  for dovthing—for any excuso
whabeyer—""

“No fear!"™ sand Tattere,

“Dut—but T can’t beliove i, all the
same,”  saild Horery, I just can’t!
We'lll keep a jolly sharp eye opeh
after this, But—" He shook his head,
and the other fellows shook their heads,
Only the dusky head of Hurree Jamseh
Ttam Singh was not shakon,

The MNabob of Bhanipur was etill
alone in his behef, Bot from that day
tho shorpest cyes ab Greyftiars wero
intent on Carne of the- Bixth.

THE EXNID.

(Whitcrer wouw do, chums, don’t miss
fhe wmoat seeen Yoo dhis qopulor scories:
“AHE AMATEUR ROG Ef'i'." * I shows
Fraal Richardsz af his very best.)

You can't
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GREYFRIARS FAGS ON STRIKE

Mass Meeting In Second Form Class-room

GREAT SPEECH BY DICKY NUGENT
Interrupted by Lordly Sixth

Mr. Dicky Nu-
ont, President of
1 Fags' Union,
addressad & mass
meeting of the faps
in the Second Form
class.room, Asthe

“ Herald,” 1
was given aseaton
the platform, and
the fags stared at

! N Lﬂ .w e .H._Mm.. n..-._.f_____ﬂ_ ag 1
Ay ya -t seribbled in oy
X __‘r y note-boolk.

“Gontlement”
roared Dicky Nu.
gent fiercealy,
" Wa're all going to
_ strike against fag-
: with it. Tho Bixth are a lot of
M..wﬁﬂm. Ws:_mmrwm we're not going to fag any more.

oy can poach their own mould g ) tare 1 ¥

* Hear, hoar | " * SRR

' Hurrah | 2

Mr. Nugent went on with his rousing address.

** All right, young Gatty,” he said eloguently, I
saw you slinging paper darts, I don't want any
cheel from you, either, or 1'll jolly well clip your
ear] Hands up those who mean to strike against
the Sixth and refuse to fag any more !

A forest of hends shot up—all of them inky. Bvery
fag mﬁmam cave his voto.

Y Good egp!” said Mr. Nugenb, “ One of you
kids Kick that beast Tubb, will mﬂn T He's m_Enmuq
poas at me 1" 5

Mr. Tublb, at this moment, aimed a
hard pea at Mr. Nugont. IFortunately it mijscei
the orator. The pea hit a stranger, It was me !
Merely a couple of teoth kuocked oyt.

Mr. Gwynne opeued the door, and leoked in will
W hero's that c

1ere s that young sweep, Catty ¥ he snapped.
mu_w“"wm__ m.wEE Lo is! Timwe you #ch.,__‘m_.:_._ﬁmﬂm bd..w Hwh.m.

“Yes, Gwynne,” gaid Mr. Guity meekly.,

m.mﬁnn Gatly had gone, Mr. Nugent proceeded,

Gentlemen,” ho shricked, *vou heard {hat ?
More beastly bullying. We can’t even liold a mect.
ing, now, E_.a what tho prefeeta start interfering !
I vote we sirike at once, end if I have to come down
thero fo you, young Tuhb, Tl make jt precious
warm for vou, my heaufy | ™

Hero Wingaio looked in.

“*Tubb 1™

*“Yea, Wingale,”

“What about my tea ¢ "

AL right, Wingate,”

Alter Tubb had gone, Mr. Nugent proclaimed a
general sirike.

* From this moment, we refuze fo knuekle widers
to the rotters, Wo wou's fag ooy more, 1§ Luder
comos here for me o

Ab thizs pont, Loder did eomn !

" Where's that young seallywaz, Nucent 7 hie

" Down with fagging ! *

gmg. Wea're facd-n

Pavtieularly

special reporter of |
tho.

Ine Migyer Liseary.—XNo., 1,200 |

roared. “Go and get my tea, you Jazy little sweep 1
Do you want me to give you a licking? Uet a
move onl’
“ Y-yeos, Loder,” replied Mr. “Nugent.
After the president of the Fags' Union departed
the meeting broke up,

NOO WEPPONS OF WAR
STUNTS FOR SOLJERS

Circular Trenches

It sooms that no izsue of this
B08TN Paner can eseaps o
contribution by that famous author Dicky u«ﬁﬂﬁ._ﬂ..
We have just received the following letter, which
chows that Dicky is atill on the make,

* Dgor Wharton,—TLarst wweok T saw in a1
that the War Offie is offering lotis of Ehﬂﬂ%ﬁm%ﬁﬂ
body who ¢an invent some ngo weppons of war.
Me and Gatty have put our hods together and
invenied sum korking stunts for use in the neckst war,

Will you plees rilo to the War Ofis and ot a
thowsand pownds each for me and Galty for the
mu_wﬂyw_,m invenshunas,

. ate big rubber ic

the frumh line ooold botd o e
upp when the ensmy
siarts  shelling them.
When the cnemy shells
hit the rubber sheeld,
thoy woold bounce back
and eoxplode in there
own trenches.
2. A speshul perashoot
for soljers. Whaen they
are bown wpp by o shell
they kan open the para.
shoot and Hoto back to
carth,

3. A sposhul way of
building trenches. If we
wod to cud our trenchos
in eircles instod of strait
lines it woold stopp the soljers geiting funky, beeos,
il & soljer got the wind upp and started Lo rotrest
hewoold cum back to the place whare he started from.,

4. Buckita of water {o kateh eneroy lboms,

5. Speshully {ranad parrots who woold fly over
the trenches and peclk off the noses of the encmy.

6. This i3 the best invenshun of the lott. A
giunt for the soljers to pult their clothes on baek to
front, so that they coold march right up to the
encmy, who wooldn't fire, boeos they woold think
they were walking awayw.

Will you kindly got us the {howsand pounds from
tiie War Oflis for ithese invenshuns, and plees got it
all in ha'pennics, beecos it Jooks sn oriul lolt like
that, Yours irooly,

R, Nveext (ML)
G Garry M

the soljers in

“1"m O.K., Baby ! "

Judging by whoat one resds
in the puapers about Chicags,
humen life, it would Qﬂwﬁwﬂ it
vory cheap out thers, and a mea
thinks nothing of laving s
bomb shot through his win

wag in  Chicago, instead of
England, T ean imagine o happy
morning in the Fifth Form rogm,
Something like this:
_ Mr. Prout came
mto elass  this
moming looking
VETY BOVEDRa,

“ Blundell ¢t ho
snepped.

“" Yoz, sir™

“ Why were von
shouling as 1 came
mH_. .m b

* LY was talking

ta Coker, sir.' =

.m...__u. Proutlookad
Erim.

1 .“_.._._”_.m H_‘ o m- 11.":._5 E_—__.-_u
room i3 not the

place to talk to Coker, Dlun
Tala that!” i
_So saying, Mr. Prout drowa
gix-shooter and shot DBlunds
in the leg,

“ Yarooooh ' ™ shricked (hs
captain of the Fifth.

before breakfast | If Groyfrien |

GREYFRIARSIN CHICAGO

Machine-Gun Mows Down the Fifth
BANG GOES AUTHORITY

+ He mode frantic cfiortz to
#ww his own shooting-iron ; but,
4. Prout, with a pun in each
& hed him covered.
{ "Btick your Thanda up,
It Quickly ! Before 1
devlizht into wou!l?”
Blundell raised his hends;
Poller, drawine o revoelver,
off Mr. Prout’s ear.
Bang ! went the rovolver.
*Yaroooht ™
AMe. Proutwhirled
round, and hig gun
gpoke. Yottor slhid
1o the floor in a
crutapled  heap.
AL that second.
Colkker drow @
Novy rovalver,
and et Ay all six
rounds, The first
bullet missed the
Yorin master, but
the other five hit
tha Head, who
entered the room
just then, Uttering o wild cry,
1he Houd sent for o machine-gun,
with which he mowod down the
fifth=—Alr. Prout and all!
 "And that's that ! " chuckled
e Heawl. Then he dropped to the
pround and gave up the ghost,

Down With Football

Degrading Exhibition of
Butchery.

My dear friends, T am starting
& campaign to do away wilh the
__H.._.m pastime of foothall,
This mpﬂmwmmu.mn:& fills mo with
horror. t woek I was pre
vailed wupon to watch ths
Remove Eww.im # raaich, and |
was sick with disgust, On om
ovcasion Dull so far forgo
hiroseli as to charge into a
schoolfellow, and fell him to the
ground,
The bloodihirsly wretohe
seerped to take a dolight i
maualing their playmates, Whep
‘Wharton shiot the ball info th
wicket and secored a try, all ihs
players cheered him as though
he had done something swon
derful,
i3 there one single youth s
Greylriars who could not hav
kicked a leathor ball into thet
great net? The thing is childishly
simple. And yet Wharton wy
clhicered to the echo for this
absurd act. Strange, is it not!
Bull-fighting und bear-baiting
have bLeon slomped oud i
England, and joothall must g
next. I have scou icllows with

black eyes and thick cars, which

But, my dear friends |

, THREATENING LET-
' TER IN CODE.

tective Penfold Called In.

The * Greyiriare IHerald”
bas this week received o very
Jmmﬂz_m_u__ﬂn letter. Tho missive
written in code from begin-
mg to end, so there iz no
| frowing what it means or who
b it: bubt we fear it 18 a
broatening letter from some
lardly eriminal.
The Lditorial Staff have all
Hined fo work out the seerel
p, but without success. We
vé now eallod in Detoctive
fold, and oxporta from
ofland Yard are working day
night, to iry 1o solve the
Lmpatory of this letter, So far
Jey have been unsuccossful,
Tlus ia tho letter :
"rapl) rotidE,—uoY wleele
wy tarb. £I uoy otirw yua
nettor sbhif tucha em ni
gal repap 'L .M__a..u. low
ruoy yheohe doch tsmiaga
i law. s'tahT a pit.
sruoY ni tpmetnoe,
Ecanout Rergoo™

{Centinued from previows col.)

they have colleeted at this
nf
. {Itine ofi, ass! Go
(Confinued al fou: of next cob,) Bhack pnd chase but terf ivs,—JId. )

depradinge exhibilion

batchory:

STORMY SCENES IN GREYFRIARS
PARLIAMENT

Solicitor-General

Forcibly Ejected

PUTTING PAID TO

There was another stormy meeting of the Greviriars
Parlinment  yesterday. 1t commenced when the
dizeovery was made that Mr. Bunter (Cons., Gluttons-
ville} had annexed the Spealier’s pork-pio, The
speaker (Mr. DBull) made s long speech about the
laip lamenied pork-pio, n which ke eominented on
ita erispy brown erust and juicy contents. He
then informod the Iouse exectly wlhat he meant 1o
do to Myr. Bunter when he * pot him outside.”

The Solicitor-General (Mr, Vodd) pointed out that
ihe matiey was dealt with in the Statute Boolk.

“1n Rule No. 1,042, eaid Mr, Todd, *it clearly

2

GARDENING NOTES
Hints by Our Expert

MUTTON BROTH FOR
PALE PLANTS

Wallflowers should never be picked until the
are m bloom.

Tt you are troubled hy beatles and slugs in vour
parden, you should make every efloil to pet rid of
them. It is no use muking foces at them, or calling
thermr names, Slugs are not sonsitive ereatures in
that respect. The best %Fﬂ is to keep clipping their
earg, uniil they push off.

A little earih put in a flower-pol will oflen assist
the growth of soeds. .

Do not misteke tulip-bulbs for onions. Tho best
way of distinguishing the differercs is to pesl the
(himg, If you weep, it's an onton ; 1f you don’, il
gin't,

Always waler vour plants with hiof water during the
eold weather. I the pignts have a dirly appearance,
vou shirmld mix a liftle soap in tho waler, and then
wipo the leaves wilhh & stoall {owel.

Never drive beoa away. Thoy do good.
ithe beos mught drive yvou eway in the end.

It a plant looks siekly and palo, o hitle mutfon-
broth or beof-tea served Lot, will oflen rovive it

It 13 not advisalle to keep on digging up your
bulbs to seo if they have started epreating,  Half o
dozen times aro quile sullicient. They'll grow all
right. if you ict " do it their own way.

Never plant sewds upside-down, Laok ab esch
seed under o mieroaope, and you will see al onne
cud of it o sinall X (lop), sud ab ko olher ol o 13
tholtom).  Always plant it with the T-side upawards,
or clze you'll havo the roets sbicking up in the air
ol the Hower blgoming far down in tho ground,

You een train plants to do hHitile .m...._nm,.xq il 3on
cateh them young., Oneo follow L know Omaned a el
diflodi] Lo turn on the hose, and water iaclf.

IFaliow oubt all these lunts, and you may have a
suceos=ful garden thiy yewr, Dub more hlaely, dou
won't,

Besides,

PORK-PIE PINCHERS

states that sny wember of the House boning pork-
pies, bulleeyes, wnd other fruit from the Speaker,
shall b bent over and Jammed with a map-pols,”

blr. Bunder: ' Yaroooh [ (He apoke indistinetly
beeause his mouth was full,)

The Spewler ; * The Stalute Book con be blowed.”
(Uproar.) “ I'm goimg 1o take it out of Bunter's
hide. 1'll pulverise him! I'll pull his beak ! '

Tremendows uproar, during which the I'rimo
Minister (Mr. \Wharton) pointed out that * Leak "
was unparliamentary language, Mr, Bull apologised,
and n...ﬂnﬁamn_ the word o * beezer,” which wos quite
i oraer.

Mr. Todd, waving ihe Statute Book enorgetically,
shouted that the lfaws of the Houze muat be obsorvech.
Hereupon, the Chancellor of the ISxchequer oponed
the door. while the Prime Ministor and Ifirst Lord
of 1the Admiralty grasped Mr, Todd, and flung him
inlo the possage—and the Statute Book sz well,

When order hod been partinlly restored, Mr.
Russell {Lib., Aldershot) moved that the lawa
rogarding ihe pinching of pork-pies were in need
of drastie revision,

“ Consider the importance of the pork-pie,” urged
Mr. Russall, * Is thers anything in England moro
importeut at thiz moment than o pork-pie 1" (No |
Hoenr, hear!)y "And yet, my honourable friends,
pork-pies belonging to even such an exalted person
ps the Speaker of the House are not immune from
thievish fingers. I move that pork-pie pinchera be
flayed alive {orthwith."

Amid great excilcment the metion was carried,
and Dunter was handed
over 1o the Tublie
ixeeittioner 1o L
flayed alive.

shortly alier this, 1he
door opened, snd tho
Solicitor-Coneral rshed
111.

“Oentlemen, hs
bawled, *on  consult-
ing the Stainte Book, 1
findd i Finle No, 286, that
any pors=on by ing rongh
hauvads upon the Soliilor-
Crenersnd shall s hanged,
drown, aud quariered,
nmel  alier 1hai—shall
Le made fo run ths gogotiet up and down the
dorm for san hour. @I thereiore propose 1liate
Ow ! Wow! Yarooogoop !: (Hule 986 was luvlien
forealsly ol Uiz point)

The Chancellor of the Exchequer {Mr, MNugunt)
onee aotin began fo allude {o the fael thoat sube
coriptions to the elub funds wore still unpaid,  Before
For Bund suiel o dozen words, the meeting Ll disqolved.

1t Lias #'nce Leen mongured that another election
will soon {nla ploee owing to the fact that Mr. Todd
g relinguisinend Lia post as SolioitorsGoneral. Wo
corn, howeyver, 2:gere all renders that there s no (ruth
in the statement mads by Me. William George Buter
Limd b i Debody Lo eontest tho scat,
Tz AMacxer Lisrary.—No. 1,200,

Mpr., Bull
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delivers his



