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THE FIBRST CHAPTER.
Pon Asks for It |

L] OO0O00O0GH
“That,” remarked Bob
Cherry of the Remove Form at
Greyfriars, “sounds like
Bunter I*

“ ¥Yooooogh !

Harry Wharton & Co. grinned.

It certainly did sound like Bunter, and
it sounded as if Billy Bunter had hit
trouble.

Bunter was not to Lo geen.  But his
voies, like the voice of the turtle of old,
was heard in the land. It was o roar
of mingled, indignation, wrath, and
anguith that reached the ears of the
chums of the Remove. It proceeded
from a leafy coppice that bordered the
road near the gates of Greylriars School.
William George Bunter evidently was
there, and, equally evidently, something
wes happening to Bunter. )

It was a hali-holiday at Greyiriars,
and a glorious, sunny summer's after-
noon. The Famous Five had strelled
out for a ramble along the river. They
wore not anxious to sce Bunter; it was
not on record that anybody had ever
wanted to see Bunter, But as they
heard that sound of wrath and woe from
the coppice they halted, and looked
round, to ascertain what was up.

“ Wow-ow-ow " came the dulcct toncs

of William Ceorge Bunter, “ Whooop !
Highecliffe cad! ?ﬂv{\; Iﬁjﬂ‘-‘e off kick-
0% .

ing me, you beast!
nﬁ‘hem was a sound of crashing in the
thickets. Bunter, it scemocd, was 1n
fight, and as he few he roared.
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He was coming towards the road.
Harry Wharton & Co. waited for him to
emerge from the wood. Evidently he
was pursued., The sbund of a thud was
heard, apparantly that of 2 hoot imping-
ing upon a pair of tight trousers,
Somebody was kicking Bunter, and it
was clear that Bunter did not like it.

" Yow-ow-ow ! Stoppit! Yah! High-

¢liffe ead! Oh, you beast! Help!”
roared Bunter.
“Hallo, halle, halla! Here he

comes I chuckled Bob Cherry. :

A fat figure burst out breathlessly into
the road.

It was Billy Bunter in full flight.

His fat face was erimson with cxer-
tion, his little round eyes bulged over
the spectacles that had slipped down his
fut little nose, and he gasped and panted
aod pufied and blew. Perspiration
streamed down Bunter. It was unusual
for Billy Bunter to exert himeelf. The
strenuous life had never had any appeal
for Bunter. But he was exerting him-
self now, tremendously. He fairly flew,

“Qooh! Oocogh! Grooogh!” gasped
Bunter, as ha flew.

He pounded past Harry Wharton &
Co., without even seeing them, and
pounded on towards the school gates.

The Famous Five waited for his pur-
suer to appear. Bunter had got ahcad
in the race, urged to unwonted offorts
by the boot behind. But the pursuer
was cloge at hand, :

From 'the fat junior's words, 1t was
evidently a Highclifie fellow who had
happened on Bunter in the wood and
found a little harmless and necessary
amusement in ragging hm.

Harry Wharton & Co. had plenty of
time on their hands, and they were
preparcd to expend a few minutes in
dealing with that Higheliffe fellow,
whoever he was.

Bunter did not matter very much; but
Higheliffs boots could not be applied o
Greviriars trousers with impunity.

* Hera he comes | murmured Johnoy
Bull. " Collar him when he shows up,
you fellows ™

“"And give him some of his awn medi-
cine,” remarked Frank Nugent.

“The kickfulness is the proper coper,”
observed Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
“ Whoever is saucy to the goose must be
saucy to the gander, »» the English
proverb remarks.”

‘“Hallo, hallo, hallo! It's jolly old
Fon !”

A slim and elegant figure came run-
ning lightly out of the wood.

It was that of Cecil Ponsonby, of the
Fourth Form at Highéliffe, the old

cnemy of the Famous Five of
Greyfriars,
Ponsonby was grinnin

Obviously the cheery g'cm found great
cntertamment n rusfmg a fot and
flabby fellow who could not take care
of himsclf. Having bestowed half a
dozen hefty kicks on the hapless Diunter,
Pon was not finished with him yet.
Bunter had left him behind for the
moment, but it was easy enough to over-
take the fat, geaeping Owl cf the
Remove. Pon was putting on a spurt,
and he came out intp the rond at great
speed, and almost ran into the Famoue
Fiva beforoe he saw them.

Then he halted suddenly.
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*“Oh!” he ejaculated.

The chums of the Remove [ined up,
with grinning faces. The expression on
Pon's startled face was quite entertain-
ing at the moment. Chasing the [at
Owl was one thing, but running into five
hefty fighting-men waa quite another.
Pon's jaw dropped. He looked rather
like the ancient Iad described by
Macaulay, who, ranging the wood to
start a hare, came to the mouth of the
dark lair, where, growling low, a fierce
old bear lay amid bones and blood.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo ! said Bob Cherry
cheerfully.

“ Fancy meeting you!™ said Johnny
Bull.
gsomebody 77 asked

“ Looking
Nugent.

“Glad to see you, Pon!” chuckled
Harry Wharton,

“The gladfulness is terrific 1" chortled
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,

Ponsonby backed away. Billy Bunter,
without a glanca back, was pounding on
towards the school Ea’leﬁ, gurgling for
breath. Pon would have caught him
easily enough had tha way been clear.
But he wasz not bothering about Bunter
now.

“Don't clear off, old chap, when we've
only just met you,” said Bob Cherry.
The Famous Five followed Ponsonby
up as he backed away.
buglnnlng to like you, you koow.”

You were kicking Bunter,” remarked
Harry Whartgn, “ Possibly you. don’t
know that Higheliffe cads aren’t allowed
to kick Greyfriars men,”
“We're going to give you a
tip about that!” grinned
Johnny DBull.

Ponsonby panted.

He had thought it quite &
happy chance when he hap-
peaed on Bunter and found
an opportunity of ragging a
Greyiriors  fellow  with no
denger to his own elegant
and superb person.  Kicking -
Bunter was quite amusing. But getimg
s kicking was not. A kicking was one
of those things which it iz more blessed
to give than to receive,

“ Look here, you rotters—" he began
uneasily.

“Collar him "

Ponsonby made ancther jump back.
E_hc grinning Greyiriars fellows followed

im up.

“ Hands off, you Greyfriars cads!” he
panted.

“That’'s all right,” said Bob reassur-
ingly. “You're not worth soiling a
fellow's hands on. You're going to get
the boot, same as you gave Bunter.
Turn round !

“Ha, ha, ha I"

Ponzsonby turned—but it was to flee!
He darted back into the wood at top
speed.

* After him 1¥ ghouted Bob.

*Tally-ho ! roared Johnny Bull.
And the Famous Five rushed in

hilarious pursuit of the fleeing dandy of
Highcliffe.

for

—

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
In Hiding !

ONSONDY panted.
P He ran his hardoest,
Pon was slim and active, and
he was a good runner. But he
hod little hope of escaping the energetic
pursuit of the Famous Five by fhght.
He was close to Greyiriars, and for
from Higheliffe, and ho knew that he
would be run down long before he could
reach safety.

“We're just d
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Ho ran hard through the tangled cop-
pice, with the chums of the Remove
whooping in pursuit, For the moment
he woas out of their sight, hidden by
thickets and brambles; but they could
hear him, and they were close behind.
Pon was not thinking of making a foot-
race of it; he was looking for a chance
to hide.

He halted, panting, as he reached a
massive, ancient oak that grew in tho
heart of the coppice, half-way to the
Tiver.

It was a gigantic tree, and had been
standing for centuries, and was said to
have been old before the first stone was
laid of the ancient foundation of the
Grey Friars that was now a school. It
was called the Friar's Oak, and its huge
branches spread far over the smaller
trees and bushes by which it wos sur-
rounded,

Ponsonby ecircled round the massive
old trunk, grasped at it, and clam-
bered up.

It was a rather diffeult climb, for
there were no low branches to help him.
But the old trunk was arled and
rough, and there was hand-hold for an
active fellow, and Ponsonby was des-
perate,

A kicking was due to him if he was
captured, and Pon, though he richly
eserved to be kicked, did not want
what he deserved. Like so many per-
sons, he disliked getting what he had
asked for.

He scrambled desperately up the
trunlk.

SENSATION AT GREYFRIARS !

Remove Form ragged in their dormitory at

dead of night.

Black eyes—swollen noses—studies wrecked.

Form masters baffed.

Fifteen feet from the earth, great
branches jutted out on all sides, and in
the midst of them, where they jutted
from the parent trunk, was ample space
for three or four fellows to lie in cover.

~In desperate haste, the Higheliffe
junior swung himself into the branches.

It was dusky in the thick foliage of
the great oak, though overhead the July
sun was blazing from a clondless sky.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo®

*Where i3 he?

* After him [*

“Don't let the cad get away[”

“Where are you, Pon, you rotten
funk ™

The shouting
under the tree.
on breathlessly.
. He swung himself, in frantic haste,
into the central spot over the thick old
trunk, with branches rising round him,
covering him amply.

Then s sudden gasp of affright left
his lips.

He felt himself swinging into space.

It had not crossed his mind, for a
moment, that that massive old oak was
not solid, It looked as solid as the firm
carth in which it was rooted.

But- it was far from solid. Too late,
Ponsonby realised that the wide old
trunk was hollow,

Fe realised it too late to help him-
gelf. He swang over dark space in the
contra of the tree, and plunged down.

Ha prazped wildly ronnd him as he
fell, but his grasp found no hold. 1With
a panting gasp of terror Ponsonby shok
downward into utter darkness,

Bump !

volces were almost
Ponsonby scrambled

-to choose from,” said Harry

3

“Oh!” gasped Ponsonby.

He sprawled in darkmess. He had
fallen on something soft and yielding,
which was fortunate for him. But the
shock jarred every bone in his bedy,
and knocked out overy cunce of breath.
He sprawled, gurgling faintly, dazed
and dizzy.

“Hallg, halla, hallo!
bawled Bob Cherry,

Bob's powerful voice was close ab
hand; but it came to Ponsonby's ears
like a faint whisper, through the thick-
ness of the old oak above him.

Ponsonby sat up.

He gasped for breath, and began to
feel over El:lia jarred bones, to make sure
that none were broken,

Save for the faintest glimmer, in the
foliage of the cak high above him, he
was in darkness.

Aganin he heard the faint sound of
the shouting of the Greyiriars fellows.

He grinned breathlessly.

He was well hidden now; more com-
pletely hidden than he had hoped: He
had only to wait till the Removites were
gone, and then elimb out of the hollow
oak, and clear off,

Ponsonby scrambled to his feet. Iiis
foet sank in-the soft mass on which he
had fallen. He guessed that it was an
acenmulation of ancient leaves that had
fullern down the hollow trunk, season
after scason. It was a mass of leaf
mould, more than a foot deep, and 1t
Liad an unpleazant smell as his feet
stirred it. But Pon was glad that it
was there. But for that he
would hardly have escaped
without broken bones.

He waited and listened.

Again and again he heard
the Greyiriars fellows calling
to one another. But the
sound of their wvoices died
away at last.

Harry Wharton & Co. wore
rooting through the coppiee,
from the road to the river-bank, in
scarch of the wvanished Higheliffe
follow.

But they did not find him..

They looked out on the towpath, but
he was not in sight there. Cecil Pon-
sonby scemed to have vanished into thin
air.

“Where on earth has he got to?"
growled Johnny Bull,

*The wherefulness i1s terrifie.™

“Blessed if T thought Pon could put
it on at that rate!” said Bob Cherry.
“Look here, ho ecan't have got away.
More likely he's hiding in a tree.”

“Most likely ! agreed Harry Whar-
ton. *““But which tree?”

“The whichinlness is—"

“Terrific!” grinned Bob. And he
roarcd again. “ Hallo, hallo, hallo!
Where are you hiding, Pon, you rotten
funk?®™

But there was no answer. Pony if he
was in hiding, was not likely to answer.
Ouly the echo of DBob's powerful voice
cama back.

“YWell, there's twenty or thirty trecs
Wharton,
with a laugh. "If Pon's hiding in one of
them, I think we'd better give him a
migs, We don't want to spend the
afternoon rooting after him."

“ After all, Pon will keep,” said Dob,
“We can kick him. another time, Let's
get up the river.”

And giving up Ponsonhy, the Famous
Five walked up the towpath., dismissing
the dandy of Higheliffe from their
minds,

Silence fell on the shady old coppice
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again, It was welcome to Fonsonby,
waiting and listening at the bottom of
tio hollow trunk of the Friar's Oak.
But he waited long before he made a
move to escape. i

Pon was a wary ond suspicious fellow,
and he considered it likely emough that
tho Greyfriars fellows might be hang-
ing about on the watch, waiting for him

to show himself. :
But when the silence had lasted

nearly half an hour, Pon was reas-
sured. He did not like taking risks; but
he was fed up with the earthy, stuffy
recess under the ancient cak, and he
determined to chance it

He reached up at the interior of the
hollow trunk, and ﬂsﬁye& to climb. It
was then that he made a painful and
unexpected discovery.

Ha had climbed the outside of the
gnarled old trunk, But the inside was
a different proposition,

“Good gad!” breathed Ponsonby.

In the darkness, his foce paled, and
his heart beat unpleasantly fast. There
was no hold for his hends, and again
and again his grasp slipped, and he
fell back to the bed of rotting leaves.

Again and again, spurred on by fcar
now, the dandy of Higheliffe essayed
tha climb. But it was in vain; and ho
stopped at last, exhausted, breathless,
panting, streaming with perspiration,
and with a deadly Serror in his heart.

Thers was no eseape from the trap
into which ho had fallen—no possibility
of getting out without heiE from above.
And thoea who could and would have
helped him, had they known,

Evidently a feast was toward in that
study in the Fourth.

“Toppin' I repeated Temple, “Rip-
pin’, 1n fact!” Temple of the Fourth
was an elegant and knutty youth, and
he took a great deal of trouble to dreo
his final g's. " Really toppin’l I thin
Walker will like this.” :
Fru Like his necl, 1f he docsn't,” said
of h, rather!” said Dabney. :

“Rather a waste standing a feed like
this to a Sixth Form man!” added
Edward Fry, with a touch of regret.

“Well, it's rather an honour havin’
o prefect to tea!” said Temple.

“'Um” said Fry and Dabney. ;

“Well, it's all ready now,” said
Temple, with a last glance round the
study and a glance at his watch,
“Time Walker was here”

“Peorhaps he's forgotten?” suggested

':E:emE:ln glanced at him coldly.

“He's not likely to have forgotten my
askin’ him to tea,” he said. “Don’t
bo an ass, Fryl He said he would
come.'” )

“0Oh, he'll come!” sad Dabney.
“Walker of the Bixth is always glad
to tea out—he will tea with a junior
when ho can’t lJand himself on a senior
man." :

“Don't be a silly ass, Dab!" said
Temple, frowning.

Temple was rather proud of having a
Sixth Form prefect to tea in his study.
He would have preferred Wingate, the
captain of Greyfriars; but Wingate had

THE MAGNET

nice, pleasant, agreeable, rather fasci-
nating Remove man; but Temple had
not jumped at the chance of securing
such good company.

But as the chums of the Fourth went
down the staircase it occurred to Billy
Bunter that it might be practicable to
turn up for that spread in the Fourth
without the formality of receiving an
invitation.

. As soon as the heads of the three
juniors disappeared below the, landing,
Billy Bunter turned and rolled up the
Iourth Form passage to Temple's study.

That study, for the moment, was

vacant.

The spread was on the table—all
ready! Billy Bunter blinked over it
with a gloating eye.

He rolled into the study. There was
no time to waste; and Billy Bunter,
like Iser in the poem, rolled rapidly.

“Oh! Spiffing!“ gasped Bunter,
L1 Primgiﬂ

There was a cricket-bag lying on the
sofa, Bunter grabbed i1t up, There
was no time to deal with the plunder
on the spot—Temple & Co. might
return any moment. Bunter packed
the big cake into the cricket-bag. Tarts
and buns and cream-puffs—all sorts and
conditions of things—followed  it.
Bunter did not often move quickly: but
now he worked with wonderful celerity.
He paused only a second to dab a rich
and juicy jam-tart intd his mouth. It
went down like an oyster. Bunter did
not even stop for a second ome. He
cleared the table with rapid hands and
rolled out of the stud tall,
like Iser, rolling rapidlyl

; he had waited till '
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shout had come to his ears;
and he knew that a well for
help would travel to s very
iittﬁ: distance from the hollow
osk., Certainly it would not
rcach the road or the towpath,

Unless someone chanced to pass
through the coppice, and hear him
shouting, there was no help for him.

His face was white; his voice husky,
as he yelled:

“Help! Help™
But there were no ears to hear. And
Ponsonby, panting, exhaosted, threw

himself down, at last, on the bed of leaf
mould, with a groan of sheer terror.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Chance for Bunter!

i OPPIN'!" said Temple of the
I Fourth.

Temple, the eaptain of the

Cireviriars Fourth, g]anmd

round his study with an approving eye.

His friends, Dabney and Fry, scemed
cqually satisfied,

Ceortainly that study in the Fourth-
Form passage looked wvery neat and
tidy, and spick and span; which was
not always the case with junior studies
at Greviriars School.

The table was laid for tea; and there
was a white oloth, and a full outhit of
tea-thirigs; and a jam-jar full of Rowers,
supplied by the Head's gardener for a
smiall and reasonable tip.

Good things of an edible nature also
adorned the study table.

In the centre was o cake—a large
cake; a very handsome cake, Smaller
but equally tempting viands surrounded
it, tastefully arranged.
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politely declined. James Walker, of
tho Sixth, had accepted, an act of con-
descenzion on the part of so great a
man &3 a Sixth Form prefect; and
Temple preforred not to recognise the
fact that Walker, who was rather hard
up, wos prepnre-cf to tea anywhere with
anybody.

“Come on!” said Temple. “All's
resdy now, except makin’ the tea—and
we can't make that till Walker comes.
Let’s go an' coll for him."

“ Oh, all right 1"’

The three Fourth-Formers left the
study. Perhaps Temple had a lingering
doubt that Walker of the Bixth might
have forgotten the invitation,

Temple strolled elegantly down the
Fourth Form pessage, his two friends
following him. 2

_ At the end of the passage a fat junior
blinked at them through a pair of big
spectacles,

"I say, vou fellows—" began Billy
Bunter,

Temple did not deign to reply. He
walked on, passing William Gmrﬁe
Bunter like the itﬁu wind which he
regarded nof.

“1 say, old chap—" said Bunter.

Temple walked on regardless; Dabney
and Fry grinned as they followed.
RBilly Bunter gave a snort, :

They went down the
Bunter blinked after them,

A grin dawned on his fat face,

Temple had made considerable
preparations for having a prefect to
tea. Billy Bunter had scen him doing
the shopping. He had nourished o
faint hope that Temple might ask a

stairs, and

He was out of the Fourth
Form passage almost in a
twinkling,
He ruﬁud panting into the
Remove passagpe, That passage was
deserted—the fellows had not yet come
into tea. Bunter was glad to find the
coast clear. Inguisitive fellows might
have asked what he was lugging a
cricket-bag about for, and what was in
it. In circumstances like the presemt,
Billy Bunter did not court inguiry.
He stopped at Study No. 7—his own
study. Eut it was only for a second.
He realised that Temple & Co. might
suspect him—it was a sad but undeni-
able fact that when tuck was missing
fellows somehow always did suspect
Bunter. Study No. 7 in the Hemove
was the first cover they would draw.
Bunter rolled on.
At the end of the Remove passage, &

short stair led to the box-room. Up
that stair relled Bunter.
He rolled into the box-room, and

landed the cricket-bag.

' Then he paused to reflect—helping
himsolf to a cream-puff as an nﬁ to
reflection. He was tempted—powerfully
tempted—to sit down on one of the
boxes and start on that gorgeous feed
at once. Put he knew that the hunb
would be up soon.

The spread was tempting—very
tempting—but it was a case of E;fnty
first.” 'The beasts were certain to
suspect him; certain to look for himj
fairly certain to track him to his lair.

Tempting as the feed was, it had to
wailt.

Btaying only to scoff half & dozen
cream-puffs, a few jam-tarts, a hunk
of cake, and & pound or so of chocolate-
creams, Bunter concealed the cricket-
bag in a corner behind a couple of
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trunks, whoere it was safe from a casual
glance.

'Chen he rolled out of the box-room.

He was on the landing again,
leaning on the banisters, with an air
of casual indifference, when Temple &
Co. camo up the stairs, accompanied
by Walker of the Sixth. Bo lar as
Temple & Co. were aware, the fat Owl
had not stirred from the spot since they
had passed him, going down. Bave for
a shiny look on his fat face, and a
stickiness on his fat fingers, there was
no sign of guilt about Bunter.

Temple & Co. passed him as un-
regardingly as before, with their lofty
and distinguished companion; and as
they went up the Fourth Form passage,
Billy Bunter grinned.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A * Happy ** Tea-Pariy !

“ ROT in, Walker!" said Temple.
I “0h, do! said Fry.
“ 5o pleased you could come,
Walker!™ said Temple
“Wo've got rather a spread.”

“Oh, rather !’ said Dabney.

James Walker, of tha Sixth Form,
reached the door of Temple's study, In
the Tourth; and the juniors waited
politely for him to enter first. The
door stond wide open, and the prefect
walked in. :

Temple was  effusively  hospitable
Dabney and Fry wora their politest
smiles. Walker was not smiling, how-
ever. As a matter of fact, Walker of
the Sixth was a little dubious about
“toaing " with the jumors. Bixth Formn
men sometimes asked juniors to tea, on
gpecial occasions, but it was rare for
thetn ta return the compliment.
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Temple, Dabney, and Fry bentf over the chair in turn and took six,
““You'll think twice before you lark with a Sixth Form man

again [ ' sald Walker, tossing the cricket siump away.

Walker was not well-off ; and he was
not particularly sensitive, and he liked
dropping into other fellow's studics to
tea. He honoured Sixth Form men in
this way as often as they would stand
it. He honoured the Fifth Form men
in the same way, when they were
willing; and often tea'd with fellows
like Price and Hilton of the Fifth, who
had their own reasons for keeping in
with the prefects. He had dropped in
to tea somctimes with Hobson of tho
Bhell ; but the Bhell, at least, were
Middle School. Walker bad goncrally
drawn the line at teaing wilh juniors,
such as the Fourth and the Remove.

So, though he had accepted Temple's
invitabion, he was not parcbicularly
pleased at finding himself 1im ¢ junior
study, and rather anxious not 1o be
seen thera by any sentor men, Wingate
would have raised his evebrows: Loder
or Carne would have remarked to one
another that Walker was coming down
to sponging on the fags.

Walker, in fact, Imgglmﬂn rather un-
decided whether he would come, after
all; and he had not been pleased when
Temple & Co. called for him in the
Sixth. 8till, he had come. Nothing
else had turned wp sinee Temple hod
asBed him; and he did not want to
ten in Hlall.

Temple & Co. followed him in

Walker of the Sixth pglanced at the
table. It was laid for tea: but there
was nothing of an edible nature fo be
ECOM.

“Here wou are, Walker!™ said
Temple, placing a chair for the dis-
tinguished visitor.

Walker satk down.

“Now—" Temple waz going on,
w]n‘in his eves fell on the denuded
tahlo.

e stopped. and stared,

Dubney and Fry stared, too.

They could scarcely believe their
staring eyes. Not ton minutes ago they
had Ieft that table spread with tempt-
ing viands that might have tempted an
anchorito. And now——

It seemed like some horrid dream Lo
Temple & Co. Excepting o loaf, every
article of food on that well-spread
board had vanished.

The loaf was still there. But every-
thing else was gono. Liven the butter
was pone.  Billy Bunter was not the
mau to do things by halves, He had
made a clean sweep.

Ol gasped T.:'!mg;la.

“I'm afraid I shan’t be able to stop
long,” remarked Walker, A man's
culling ot my study soon,”

“Uh, yes! I—" stamnmered Temple.

His [ascinated gaze was on the table.

Where wus tho tuck gone? Was this
somo horrid magic ?

“What—" began Fry.

“Oh ¢rikey [” said Dabney.

Walker locked impatient, He half

regretted fhat ho bond come at all;
and he did not want to wait.  Anvhow,
he was there for tea, and tea was not
visible, lle gave & grunt.

“Well—" he began,

“Oh, [—=I—I'm sorcy!” stammoroed
Temple dazedly., “I—we—that is—von
see—— Oh, mny only hat!”

“Look here—" suid Walker.

“I—I mean to say—— Cirecat Scott!
S-s-some fellow's been larking here ™
gasped Temple. * We—we—we had it
all ready—"

“A toppin' spread!™ pasped Fry.
“S-s.-somechbody’s been here whilo we
wora fetching you, Walker.”

”.*'mﬂ—umﬁ—-nnd scoffed the tuck!"
gurgled Dabney.

Walker starcd at the {(heee junioss
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with a very unpleasant expression on
hia face.

They stood overwhelmed with dismay
and confusion, Bomebody—who, they
did not know, and could not, for the
moment, guess—had visited the study.
durm thmr brief absence. That some-

Tm.d made a complete clearance.

Temp!n & Co. had brought in their
distinguished guest, to find the study
m the same state as Mrs. Hubbard's
celebrated eupboard.

Walker rose to hiz feet.

“¥ou fogs asked me here to tea,” he
gaid ominously.

“ Yes—we—we—glad to I:mva Fou,
Walker " gasped Temple. “We—wo
had a tip-top spread--simply toppin’ !”

“Well, where 15 16"

“I—1 don't know.™

"“VYou don't know!™ vap Waiker.
" Nunno ! H-g-some y—="" stut-
tered I'r

2 Sc!-nmgndj sz rmaided the grub!”
gasped Dabney.

“Therc—therc—there's mnothing left
for tea!” almost wailed Temple. *“Oh
erumbe ! I—I'm awfully sorry, Walker,

I—

James Walker
deep. His face
grimmer and grimmer.

breathed hard and
grew __grim,

Ho scented a

JI].

{,‘Ie was gquite well aware that lellows
made jests about the great frequency
with which he "“tea’d ™ out, Was it
possible that & set of cheeky juniors
had had the unparalleled nerve to ask
him to tea, simply to pull his leg? It
looked like it.

“Is=is there anvthing in thoe cup-

board, you men!” gasped Temple.
; He did not like the look on Walker's:
AGE,

“MNunno ! pasped Fry., *“Nathing®
Walker compressed his lips.
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and

“Bo there's nothing tor tea?” ha
aaxd.

“N-n-no! Awiully sorry !

“¥ou had the check to ask a Sixth
Form man here to tea, and there’s no
tea! Your idea of a joke, I suppose?”
said Walker.

“0Oh, no, nothin’ of the Iimd 1" gur-
gled 'femple. * Somebody’s been here
and the stuff!”

“Scoffed it to the last bun ! groanced
Dabney.

“You can tell that to the Marines,”
said Walker unpleasantly. *“You think
it'’s rather funny to make a fool of a
Sixth Form man, do yout Well, I'll
show you fuat how funoy it 151"

“J—I—1 assure Fﬂ-u—I—I—we-——

“1 didn’t bring my ashplant,” said
Walker. “I never knew it would be
d-n?edad. But this cricket stump will

He picked up a cricket stump.

Temple & Co. eyed him with dizsmay.
Whether from disappointment about
the tea that was not there, or frcr.ﬂ tho
belief that a set of fags had
dared to pull his Jofty leg, or from both
causes, there was no doubt that James
Walker was in a towering rage.

Ha 3I:e1?1;:|-ed between the dismaved
trie and the door. Then he pointed to
o -:hm:- with the cricket stumm,

“ Bend over, Temple I

Tem Iﬂ gasped,

“I—1 say, Walker, I—I assure you,
honour brig ht 1

* Bend m'er " roared Walker,

“I—I nover—I mean, I didn’t—that

I wasn’t—— I—I mean to say—
‘ﬁ*hamﬂp'"

Walker was impatient. He scemed

snxious to get to work with the cricket
stump, ¢ grasped Temple of the
Fourth by the collar with his left hand,

and whirled him ever the chair.
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Then his right arm rose and fell. A
series of whacks sounded l:l.lm pistols
ahats, accompanied by & series of ans<
ﬁm shed yelps from Cecil Reginald

P B.

Whack, whack, whack, whack, whaolk
whaeaek | !
“Ow, ow, ow! Wow, wow, w wow 1
"Ti‘mt' or you!” said Walker, givs

ﬂﬂ 8 shove that sent him roll-
f.m a carpet. * Now, Fry——"
I—I—I say, Walker,” stammered
Fry, “I=-I assure you it wasn’'t a jape!
Wea really meant—— Yarooh!”

Six whacks descended on Edward
Fry s he wriggled over the chair, with
Walker's left gripping his collar.

Then a swing of the prefect’s arm
sent him sprawling beside Temple.

“Now, Dabney!”

“Oh crikey!” said Dabnay.

He bent over the chair and took his
six. His voice was added to the tune-
ful chorus as he took them.

Walker tossed the stump into a
corner, and surveyed the gasping,
Eruamng three grimly.

“You'll think twice before you lark
with o Sixth Form man again!” he
said, And he walked out of the study.

He left three groaming juniors be-
hind him. Temple groaned, and Try
groaned, and Dabpney groaned. It was
a chorus of groans.

Walker of the Bixth, in a very bad
i’:amt%ar went to tea in Hall, Temple
werg not thinking about tea.
y had more immediate and painful
thmg: to think of. For a long, long
time sounds of woe were heard from
that study in the Fourth, and the
lomentations of Temple & Co. were
like unto the lamentations of Job of
old, only more so.

(Continued on néxt page.)
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THE FIFTH CHAFPTER.
The Secret Passage !

ECIL PONSONBY picked him-
‘ self up from the bed of dead
leaves, with a pale and haggard
face.  Above him yuwneﬁ the
hollow in the great trunk of the Friar's
Cak, with a dim: glimmer of sunlight
through the thick foliage over it. He
had Bﬁﬂlltﬂd, and shouted again till his
throat was hoarse and husky. But his
shouts hardly penetrated beyond the
trunk of tho massive ocak; and there
were no cars to hear, .

How long he bhad been imprisoned
there he did not know, but it seemed
like hours and hours. Thera was
terror in his breast, mingled with help-
less roge and malice. Sconcr or later,
surcly, someone would pass through the
~opptee, Harry Wharton & Co. where-
aver they had %::nne, might come back
that way. Dut hew long was he to be
imprisoned there?

{zladly he would have heard the voices
of the chums of the Remove; gladly he
would have taken the kicking that was
his due, to cscapa [rom this terrible
predicament.  But there was no sound.

IHe had lain for a long lime, ox-
hausted, almost in despair. DBut he
picked himseclf up ot last, to make
another cffort. ¢ romembered that
he had a box of matchos in his pocket.
Pon always coarried o box of wax
vestas for his cigarcites, He fumbled
in his pocket, and drow out the natty,
silver box in which he kept s
matches.

He struck a match, and held it up to
look about him. 2

He was in a deep, carthy hollow
under the oak. The hollow in the
trunk extended deep into the carth.

Round him was carth and hard, old
roots, cxcepting on one side, where
there was an opening.

The shape of that opening startled
him. It was in the form of an arch—
& rounded Saxon arch—and he struck
another match to examine it moro
elosely, In utter amazement he dis-
coveregd that it was shaped of stone.

“(zo0d gad!™ ejaculated Ponsonby.

He hald the match into the -arch and
stared through. Fe realised that there
was space beyvond.

Ponsonby breathed quickly.

Upward, through the trunk of the
hollow oak, there was no escape. But it
flashed into his mind now that there
might be escape in_another direction.

I.E:reyfrmrs in ancient days had been a
monastic establishment. Thers wore
ancient parts of tho buildings which had
been standing when William the Cone
gueror crogsed the water, In those old
days builders had put in secret passages
as surely as modern builders put 1n stair-
cases and bath-rooms. IPon had heard
of tho ' secrct nmg:g at Greylriars,
gsome of which had n discovered by
a study of ancient plans, and some of
which were supposed still to exist un-
known, And it dawnced upen his mind
that, by sheer accident, he had dis-
covered one of them.

The stone arch could mean nothing
cleo.  Obviously, it had been built by
human hands.

In those turbulent old.days, when a
socret retreat had beon as ncecessary as o
front door, this hidden passago had been
designed, leading under the carth to
Friar's Oak. The great tree must have
been hollow then; -indeed, it was likely,
in the light of this discovery, that the
hollow was wot whoelly the work of
Nature, but partly of human hands.

FProbably in thoso distant days there
had been a ladder—most likely, a rope
ladder—fnr the ascent of the interior of

tho trunk. Not a trace of it remained
after the centurios.

“zood gad ! repealed Ponsonby,

The passage that lay b(gmnd the stons
arch led somewhere, and it was prae-
tically certain that i1t led to Greyiriars
School. At the other end, if he could
follow it, was safety.

With a glimmering match in hand,
Ponsonby trod cautiously through the
arch, stooping his head to do so.

Over him was a low, arched roof of
stone; on oither side was a wall of
stone, old and damp and slimy.

A few paces, and he discerned a flight
of stone steps before him.

He knelt and tested the top step with
his hand; it was firm as a rock—as firm
as when it had been trodden by old
Saxon monks. The builders of those old
days had known nothing of jerry-
building.

Bte step, striking mateches at in-
tervals, ﬂﬁ descended. A dozén steps
led him into & norrow, low stone

assage, where he had to keep his head

nt to avoid touching the roof.

Thoe passage ran before him straight,
direct, and, so far as he could judge, in
the dircotion of the school.

With renewed hope, Ponsonby trod
along the passage, seratching match
after matel to light his way through
tha thick darkneas.

The sir was close, but it was not
Lmisunuus. The outlet through the oak

elped to keep it fresh, and there might
have been other outlets of which he
could sea nothing.

On he went, step by step. It was a
single direct pussn.g;-, with no turmn
or branches. Ho knew that he could
find his way back in the dark without
difliculty if he found ne escape at the
end and if hiz matches gave out. He
would only have to grope his way along

the slimy walls,

“My hat!” breathed Fonsonby, as he
atnpgw.l at last, his match flickering on
the first steps of a spiral stoir that led
upward.

It was the end of the secret passage,
and, obviously, the spiral stair led up
te gome building above, It could only
be Greyfriars School. ’

Ponsonby had forgotten his terrors
now. He was rather keenly interested
in this strange discovery. .

He mounted the spiral stsir, and if
led him onward and upward, round and
round, step after end step, till his
legs were weary. Every now and then
he paused to strike a mntlch, and then

d on again.
grﬂ); kncw Ehat he must be well above
the surfaco of the earth by this time,
but stone walls still enclosed him.

He roached the summit at last,

He found himself in & tiny stone ccll
less than four fect in diemeter. He
struck matches, and groped over the
stone walls, but there was no sign of an
outlet.

That there must be an outlet, how-
aver, was certain. The secret stairway
and passage formed o way of escape
from the building to the hollow cak in
the coppice. Obviously, there must be
a way of entering it.

He proped over the blocks of stone
that formed the walls, dgruping and
fumbling and pressing. and, as he fully
expected, he felt one of the blocks stir
under his pressure.

There was a faint crcak.

The stone probably, moved on an iron
pivot, rusty with age. It turned slowly
and heavily, and & sudden gleam of day-
light dazzled his eyes. 2

ql'he- turning stone left an aperfure 1n
tho wall abnut eightcen inches square.
Whoever had umﬁ that sceret way in
ancient days had had to crawl through
the opening.

)

The wall was thick, but the turning
stone had left an opening clear through.

Ponsonby stared through the aperture.

Tiae first thing he noticed was a
window through which the summer sun
was shining—a small window. It was
a window in a room, and his glanco
travelled from it round the room.

A number of boxes and trunks and
two or three disused arcticles of furniture
—a broken table and a legless chair—
met his eyes.

It was a box-room !

“My hat!"” murmured Ponsonby.

He seanned the boxes that were within
his sight. He could sco initials that
were painted on some of them. One was
“H. W.,” and another “J. B.”

It did not take Ponsonby long to guess
what names fitted those. mitiaf&—ﬁur
Wharton and Johnny Bull. He had littla
doubt that he was looking into the
Remove box-rcom. Pon was friendly
with Skinner of the Remove, and Snoop
and one or two other fellows, and he
had visited the Remove
many times, and knew his way about
there., Once he had visited that very
box-room with SBkinner,

All he had to do was to erawl through
that opening in the old stone wall and
walk down into the House—where the
residents would certainly bo extremels
astonished to see him !

But now that he knew that he was
sale, and could escape asz soon as ho
pleased, Pon was in no hurry.

_ Other thoughts were already working
in Pon's malicious mind.

He had discovered a secret wayv into
Greyfriars—fairly inte the guarters of
his old enemies of the BRemove. Pon
was wondering now whether he might
not be able to turn that discovery to
his pwn advantage.

Suddenly there was a sound in tho
box-room.

From whore he stood. peering through
the gap in the wall, Pon could not see
the door, but he knew that it had
opened.

The next moment a familiar figure
crossed his line of vision,

He caught his breath as he stared at
the fat fgure of Billy Bunter of the
Remove,

If Bunter looked across the room in
his direction he could not fail to sce

assage a good

the sguare opcning in the wall, short-
sighted as he was,

But Bunter did not blink in that
direction.

Bunter's thﬂu%{:ﬂ:s wore guite other-
wise occupled. The grinning Ponsonby,
making no sound., ‘wakch him put

down the ericket bag and help himself
to some of the contents. Bunter's back
was to him, and Pon watched him in
silence, He watched ‘him hide thoe
cricket hng—m'idcnt.'ly still ecrammed
with tuck—in a corner behind the boxes
and then roll away. He heard the door
shut.

Bunter was gone, little dreaming that
eyes had been upon him from a sccret
opening in the wall.

Ponsonby chuckled.

He put his head and shoulders through
the opening and crawled through, and
dropped into the box-rosm. He whipped
across to the door and turncd the key
in the lock.

It was tea-time now, and Pon realised
that he was hungry. Ho was far from
Highcliffe and tea in his study with
Gadsby and Monson and Vavasour. But
there was an ample supply at hand,
and, with the deor locked, he was safo
from intercuption. He jorked the
ericket bag out of its place of conceal-
ment and opened it. Then he sat on
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a box and started on the contents.
Ejllj’ Euut?r tll:.tﬂﬂ dl.:;imﬂﬁdh 'i:lhgt ';:3
ppemng to the spre e had bag

from Temple & G:r?cf the Fourth,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

Backing Up Bunter |
i 8AY, you fellows !”
I * Hallo, hallo, hallo 1™
“ Rescue 17 yelled Billy Bunter.
Harry Wharton & Co. wero
coming up to tea. For the second time
that afterncon the dulcet tones of
William George Bunter fell on their
ears, telling of trouble, .

Bunter, on the landing, was encircled
by three Fourth Form men—Temple,
Dabney, and Fry. The three looked
excited and wrathy. Obviously, they
were on the pont of commitbing
assault and battery, and the Famous
Fiva had arrived only in time,

" Bunter again!” said Johony Bull.

“The Bunterfulness is terrific,’”’ re-
marked Hurree Jamsct Ram Singh.
“"The estcemed and idiotic Bunter 13
born for trouble as the absurd sparks
Ay upfully.”

“1 gay, you fellows—" i

“Ho had it!” lemple was howling
wrathfully. *“He must have had itl

him and give him jip.”’
‘ Rescue ! yelled Bunter,

“Hold on, Temple ! exclaimed Harry
Wharton. He inte hastily :
“What's the trouble, old bean®”

Temple gave him a glare.

“Mind your own bizney ! he bawled.

“ Dear man, this is my bizney, when

ou're ragging the Remove. Tell your
ind uncle the trouble,” suggested
Wharton.

“That fat villasin's raided my study
and—"

“I haven't!” Sclled Bunter,

F"Hﬂ’a bagged our spread!” yelled
ry.

“I—I—1 didn't—"

“Oh, rather!” gosped Dabney.

“(Oleared us out to the last crumb,”

“1—1 wasn't—'"

“We had a prefect to tea ¥ gasped
Temple, stuttering with Wi‘ﬂ.til and in-
digration, * Walker, you know. Some-
body cleared out the spread while we
were gone and left us with nothin'—
not & crumb! And—and Walker
thought wo were japin' him, you know,
and gave us six each—"'

“Ha, ha, ha!" yelled the Famous
Five.

“Funny, ein't 1t?"' roared Temple
furiously.

“The funnifulness iz terrific™

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Bob. " What
a happy ending to & jolly old tea-
party ™

“You cackling fatheads—""

“This i3 what comes of greasing up
to the prefects!” chuckled Nugent.
“You shouldn’t grease up Lo the Sixth,
Temple, and then these things wouldn't
happan.”

Temple glared at him ferociously.
Temple liked to be abla to say that
Sixth Form prefects had tea'd with
him: but ke did not, Eerhnps. realiso
that he was * greasing.

“¥ou cheeky Remove cad!™ he
stuttered.

“I say, vou fellows, keep them off [
howled Bunter, “1I never touched the
things. I haven't been near the study.
I never knmew anything about it. You
fﬂ]lu::iwa know me—you can take my
waid,”

“Oh, my hat!" ojaculated Bob,
“¥You don't expect anybody who knows
you to take your word, do you?i"’
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“0Oh, really, Cherry—"

“You'll have to find somebody who
doesn't know you, old fat bean,” said
ha.kliung' is head.

had the stuff!" roared Fry.
“Look here, you men mind your own
business, and leave us alone. We're
s‘mrﬁ to burst him.” .

“He sars he hadn't,? said Harry
Wharton, *“I1 suppese that’'s rather
evidenca that he had——"

“Oh, really, Wharton—"="

“Btill, fair play's a jewel !” said the
captain of the Remove, "“If you saw
him scoff your tuck, Temple, we'll take
your word, of course, and you can burst
the fat bounder all over Greyfriars, if

you like.™

“Do you think the fat scoundrel
would let me sce him?' snorted
Temple. “If I'd seen him I'd have

slaughtered him on the spot|"

“Well, how do you know that Bunter
had the stuff, then?”

“Well, zomebody did—-=»”

“1 say, you fellows, I never—"
fnapnd Bunter. “I didn’t—1 wasn't—

wouldn't! I've been here all the time.
I never—"

“"He knew we had the spread,”
howled Temple. *He saw me shopping
in tho tuckshop. He knew wo'd left it
in tha study when he saw us going down
to fetch Walker. Then he nipped in
and bagged it—"

“¥You can search me if you like,”
gasped DBunter. " If—if you find any
tuck about me I—I—1I'll eat it!"”

“Ha, hg, ha!”

““He can't have scoffed it in the time,”
seid Fry. " He's hidden it somewhere,
g;f course. He's going to tell us where
1t 18.

“I’'ll] bet he's scoffed some of it,"

snorted Temple. *“He looks sticky.
Look ot his jammy paws!”
“That's npot evidence,” said Bob.

“Bunter's always sticky, and he never
washes. That stickiness may be left
aver from vesterday.”

B“"'f.}r the day before,” said Johnny
u L]

“Or last week,” said Nugent,

“Ha, ha, hal”

“0Oh, really, you beasts—"

“He's stacked it away somewhere, to
scoff when it's safe!"’ declared Temple.
“He's scoffed some already, and he's

ot the rest hidden nwai.;. I tell you

re was tons of it. We had a splendid
refect to tea—"

“1 say, you fellows, 1 don’t believe
they had a spread at all. And I believe
it was raided by a Fourth Form man.
I saw Wilkinson—-"

“8Berag him !"” howled Fry.

“I=I think wvery likely it was the
cat !'’ gasped Bunter,

“Collar  him!" shouted Temple,
“Rag him, and if these Remove cads
butt in we'll rag them, too!"

“That's a big order, old beanl”
chuckled Bob Cherry. “Too large a
sizo for you, Temple.”

“Now, hold on,” said Harry Wharton
pacifically. "I admit that if tuck’s
missing 1t looks as if Bunter had it.
Btill, you con't serag & man, even

gpread, havin' a

Bunter, without any proof. If you've
got no proof—*

“Wea don't want any!" snorted
Temple.

It was a fact that Temple, sore from
his *“=ix,” was rather in want of a
vietim for his wrath than of anything
in the way of proof. It was probable,
at least, that Bunter bad had the tuck,
and he was, as Temple would have
asserted, only a Bemove tick, anyway.
But that point of view was not likely
to be shared by the Remove fellows

THE MAGNET

% Look here, Buuter, did you raid the
tuck " demanded Wharton.

*Oh, really, Wharton—"

“Own up, you fat villain!" said
Johnny Bull,

“No,” roared Bunter. * Nothing of
the kind. I hope I'm not the fellow fo
raid a fellow's tack.™

T ﬂh, my hﬂ.t.!”

My cateemed prevaricating Bunter,
you—-—=

“1 never saw it—never touched it—
never knew anything about it !” iaa-pad
Bunter. *I expect my pals to take my

word.™
The Famous Five eyed him wvery
doubtfully. Billy  Bunter  told

“whoppers ™ just as naturally as hae
breathed ; he never seemed to realize
that they were whoppers at all,
Bunter and truth- had so long been
strangers that the fat owl really seemed
to have forgotten that truth had any
existence at all.

Still, it did not seem, to the chums of
the Remove, “cricket” to find bhim
guilty without any evidence. Suspicion
was strong; but Remove men were not
going to let a Hemove man be ragged
on moere Euspicion.

Harry Wharton shook hiz head.

“It's not good enough, Temple,” he
said. “If you can find any evidence
that Bunter rsided your study you can
burst him all over the House and strew
him about in little picces. DBut other-
wise—"

“We're goin' to smash him !” roared
TeEn;Ele. “We're in’ to keep on
smashin’ him till he tells us where the
tuck's hidden.”

“You're notl” said Wharton cheer-

fully.
“Collar him !* panted Temple, and he
umped at Bunter, heedless of the
amous Five. There was a roar from
the fat Owl.

Temple was excited, and he waa
wrathy. The lozss of hiz spread, the
“mx" he received from hiz dis-
tinguished wisitor had naturally bhad
that effect on him. In thet frame of
mind he forgot prudence. He went “all
out " for vengeance, disregarding the
Famous Five,

But the Famous Five were not to be
disregarded,

“Pile in !” chuckled Bob Cherry.

Three Fourth-Formers seized Bunter.
Five Komovites seized three Fourth
Formers. Then there was & wild and
whirling affray on the landing.

Three of the Fourth were simply no
uso against five of the Remove. Temple
& Co. sprawled right and left, rearing.
The chums of the Remove bumped them
down and rolled them over amid &
terrific uproar.

Billy Bunter rolled eway and left
them to it, .

For several minutes Harry Wharton
& Co. were busy. Then three dusty and
dishevelled Fourth-Formers scrambled
away and fled for their lives.

And the chums of the Remove walked
cheerily on to Study No. 1, to tea, what
time Temple, Dabney and Fry, in the
Fourth-Form passage, guged‘, and
gasped, and ﬁ_aaped,_ ag if they would
never leave off gasping,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Ponsonby Makes Plans {
C ECIL PONSONBY chuckied.

He rose from the box on which
he was seated, in the Remove
box-room, in a very ciocery frame

of mind. :

He had had quite a good tea. Angd
while he had disposed of the good thin
from the oricket bag, he had been thinks
InR.
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The secret passage from the Friar's
Oak to Greyfriars was his own secret,
and it was easy for Pon to recalise how
useful that sceret knowledge might bo
to him in his warfare with his old
enemies of the Greyiriars Remove.

He had o scoret ingress into the
enemy's territory, so long as he kept the
secret of that hidden passage. any
plans for putting it to use had already
occurred to Pon's active and malicions
mind, while he sat on the box und
scoffed the good things Bunter had
raided from Temple's study.

Tha sccret had to be kept, if he was
ta usze it, that was clear. It follownd
that he had to get out of Greyfriars
somehow, undiscovered and unsecn.

He could not get out by way of the
hollow oak at the other end. Somchow
ha had to get out thrnuri*]h the school:
and it was not likely to be casy to get
away unseen., That
was the task before
Lhim now. ;

Thoeroe was still a
large amount of tuck
left in  the erickeb
bag. Pon had a
pood appetite, buk
nothing like Bun-
ter's; and even Bun-
ter could hardly have
cleared off the lot at
one sitting,

Taking up the bag,
Pon pushed 1t
through the opening
in  the stone wall;,
mio the sceret cell on
the other side.

Then he pulled the
turning stone shut.

It closed  easil
enough, falling huci
into its plage with o
faint ereak. Onee it
was clozed there was
nothing to  distin-
guish it from tho
other lurge blocks in
the wall. Indeed,
Por would not have
been able to pick it
out himself, once it
was shut, had he not
maoade a carcful
examination of it.

That examinalion
reveuled o slight
hollow on the sur-
fooe, which would
nover have caught
vastial evo, But a
pressure in’ the centre
of that depression
causcd the stone to
EWINE OpCn  wgain.
Pon vclosed 1t oneco
more, and left 1t. MNow hLis task was
to got away., Ile unlocked the door of
tho box-roomm, and peered out.

He was in the eldest part of Grey-
friars. I'lie reom that was now u=ed
n3 a box-reomn had been, in the ancient
ﬂﬂj.'E. ﬂ'ﬂ'ﬂlll'l'i.ﬂ.'ii IJ_'p" S Ehﬂ\'l:‘]’l illﬂll]’{.
Other parts of the ancient huailding had
been  brought up to date by more
modern hulders; but that roomn, and
several others near it, had beon left in
the original state, the walls of bare
stonc, as in ancient days.  Outside the
room wag o landing, and a shortb stair
led into the Remove passage.

No one was in sight, Lot Ponsonby
counld hear voices. He realised that he
would never get out that way unsgen.

He drew back and closed the door,
and crossed to the window,
© That window looked out at the hack
af the school buildings, and muder it
wir a flat, leaded roof of a lower room.

I'.ﬂii'l rff*llﬂlllhuri‘d "r'i-'!]ilt. il.ﬂ,.'!‘ ]J:Id I“."H.rli_l

my napper ! ™

from Bkinner, that fellows breaking
bounds after lights out, used the box-
room window, and reached the ground
from tho leads below it

That, evidently, was his way.

He had to take the chanee of bein
seen from the back windows, That coul
not be helped. :

He dropped on to the leads, and in
o few minutes had scrambled down and
was safe on the ground,

This was a part of the grounds where
the Grevfriars fellows never came,
or, at least, were supposed nover to
comne. Ponsonby cut off, and trotted by a
path across the kitchen gardons to a
distant low wall.

A figure eame in sight, that of MMr,
Mimble, the gardencr, at work among
rows of green pens.

Ar. Mimble glaneed
stared at Donsonlay.

round, and

* Yow-ow ! ** yelled Gadshy, as he and his comrades entered the low arch.

** Serve you jolly well right I ** grunted Ponsonby.

didn’t 1?2

The Higheliffe junior was taken aback
for the moment. But he was quite
cool as he walked curelessly up to the
gardener.,

Alr, Mimbde knew him by sight, and
lie was undoubtedly surprised to sce a
Lhighelilfe junior there. on gave him
i l"|u"-t'|‘,]|.‘ sinitle,

" dust lookin' rounnd, AMre. Mimble,” heo
spid. “I dropped in tlo sce Skinner —
Skinner of the Remove, yvou know—and
he mentioned wlat splendid peas vou'ro
raizsin’ here, 1 thought I'd like to sco
them.'”

Me. Mimble smiled. Tle was prowd of
his crop of green peas and Nattered by
this agrecable voung fellow's interest in
themn,

Mo larm,
pleasantly,

“Not at all. sie” said Nr. Mimble,
“The bovs am't allowed here, really,
but no harm done, sir! Thex're coming
on fine, sir. Took al (hese.”

I suppose,”" said Ton,

9

gald Ponsonby; *how do

ﬂRi inlfll
Fou dﬁti“
Mr. Mimble's smile expanded.

“If there's one thing I can grow, sir,
it's green peas!” he soid complacently,
“There's & lot to know about growing
vegotables, sir, and especially groen
poas. If you ever grow green peas,
sir, you always get the seed from some-
where farther north., I alwavs pet it
from Bcotland.”

“That's worth knowin'!" said Pon-
sonby bLlandly: and inwardly chuckling
at the idea of ever being engaged in the
usclul task of growing green peas.

Ponsanby spoent several more or less
interesting minutes in admicing  Mr,
Mimble's green peas.  Then he strolled
away, and left by the garden gate. Ho
followed a path that led away from thoe
school, and a few winutes later was in

“Ow ! I've banged
““I told you to stoop first,

a lane that led him to the Courtficld
road.

Ho was ont of sight of the school
now, and with the cxeeption of Mr.
Muuble. nobody knew that he hind Leen
there. And he had left the pardener with
the belicf that e had ealled on a He.
move man and strolled round to zce tho
kitchen garden.

Billy DBunter. true. was likely to Lo
surprised when he found the bag of
tuck uissing from the box-room. Bt
certainly he was not likely to puvss
how it eame to be missing.

Monsonby walked home to Ilighelifa
in a cheery mood. lle passed through
the town of Courllichkl and stopped at
a shop 1o make o purchase—a large coil
of strong rope.

1le cnrried this purchiaze awav with
him. and on arriving near Lligleliifo,
concealed it in the paddock near the
school.' Tle was now provided wilh

Tuor Mwgxer Tasrun.—XNo. 1,221
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a means of descending into the Friar's
Oak, and escaping the some way when-
ever he pleased.
There was a grin on his face as he
strolled in at the gates of Higheliffe.
Two fellows who were coming from the
cricket ground to the House glanced at
him, ey were Courtenay, the junior
captain of Higheliffe, and his friend, De
Couray, otherwise the Caterpillar.
Courtenay gave him a careless
lance; but the Caterpillar regarded
im with some attention,
“Pon's been up to somethin’, old
bean |'’ the Dnte?ﬂhr remarked.
“Has he " said Courtenay carclessly.
"1 know that leok in his eye|” grin-
ned the Caterpillar. * Pen's been playin’
a dirty trick, or he's plannin' to play o
dirty trick. Desr old Pon,”
Ponsonby went into the House, aond
up to his studym He found his friends,
adsby and Monson and Vavasour,
there. Tea was long over in Pon's
study: and the Highcliffe knuts were
smoking cigarettes, which was one of
the little customs in Pon’'s study.
“"Halle, you're late,” said Gadsbry.
“Tea'd outi”
Ponsonby nodded, with a grin.
“¥Yeos—I tea'd nt Greyfriars,” he an-

swered.

“0Oh gad 1" ezid Monson. “ Been call-
in' on Hkinner '

“Na, I haven't seen Skinner to-day."”

Pon closed the door of the study.
Gudshg and Monson and Vavasour re-
garded him curiously. could sco
that Ponsonby was greatly elated about

sc-mething
“What's happened "' asked Gadsby.
“You look a bhit dusty, Pon, been

rollin’ in the mud? You want a wash,

old bean."”
" Abzolutaly I'" assented Vavasour.
Pan chuckled.

“I've found out somethin’,” he said.
“We're goin' on the war-path, my in-
fonts, and we're goin' to make those
Remove cads at Greyfriars sit ug”

“We're not!” contradicted Gadsby
promptly. “I'm fed up with raggin’
with those brutes. They punch too
joliy hard for me.™

“ Absolutely I ssid Vavasour.

“bWait till I tell you!” snapped Pon-
sonby.

“No good tellin’ us you've got a
scheme on against those blighters,” said
Monson. “We know your es, old
man. They always end in a muck-up,
somchow | Leave Greyfriars alone "

“It's as safe as houses this timel™
said Ponsonby.

“Sa you've said beforal” grunted
Gadsby.

# Absolutely.” ,

“Oh, do shut up and listen to a
chap 1" exclaimed Ponsonby impatiently.

And he proceeded to explain—his
friends listening dubiously at first, and
then chuckling. Many a time had Pon
planned & campaign against his old
encmies at Greyfriars; but somechow
the fortune of war never secemed to
favour him. But this time, as his
friends had to admit, it looked like a
sure thing.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Beastly for Bunter |

i EAST3 1"
B “What ”
“ Rotters 1™

L3 Eh ?:I'l
“Pinchers 1"
“What the dickeng——"
Harry Wharton & Co. stared blankly
at William George Bunter.
They had finished tea in Study No. 1,
Tae Macxer Lisrany.—No. 1,224,
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and were thinking of a trot down to
the nets for a little aricket practice,
when the Owl of the Remove burst
inte the study,

Billy Bunter was red with rage.

His cyes glinted through ?1'12- big
spectacles, his fat brow was corrugated
in & dee frown, and he fairly
stuttered with wrath.

What was the matter with Bunter
was a mystery to the Famous Five.
They had not seen him since they had
rescued him from the avenging clutches
of Temple, Dabney, and Fry. They
had, in fact, forgotten his fat existence,
Bomething, it was clear, had happened
to excite Bunter., He was raging.

“Pinchers!” he rtoared. " You've
pinched it!”

“Pinched what?” pasped Harry
Wharton,

“You jolly well know!"™ shrieked
Bunter. = “Where iz it? Hand it
over! You're jolly well not going to
}ﬁ:ﬁr it, you beasts. Have you scoffed
1

“Mad ¥

" Mad said  Bob chﬂl'ﬁ, com-
miseratingly. “ Quite potty ! Have you
felt this coming on long, Bunteri

“Beast! Where iz it?"’ roared
) “What have you done with
i gl

“The pottifulness of the esteemed
Bunter is terrifie,” said Huorree Jamset
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Ram Siogh in wonder.
mind ia wandering "’

“Has he one to wander?”
Johnny Bull,

“1 say, you fellows where is it?
Look here, halves!™ howled Bunter.
“That's foir—halves ™

“Halves of what?” exclaimed Harry
Wharton. “If you're not’'off your
rocker, what are you burbling about ?*

“Making out 1 don't know!”
sneered Bunter, “Talk about Ananias,
and Baron Munchausen, and George
Washington! 0Of all the fibbers—"

“Oh, kick him!” zaid Johnny Bull.

“Mind, I'm -going to have it back!"
roared Bunter. “You're not gomng to
rob me ["

“Rob you!” gasped Nugent.

“Well, what do you call it, then?"
howled Bunter. “DBagging a fellow's
spread! I'm willing to go halves!
Isn't that fair? Well, whera is it?
-Mean to say you've scoffed the log
already 1

“Mean to say you've had grub
raided?” demanded Bob Cherry, *If
that's the case, it shows that the old
order changeth, giving place to the
new !’

“Ha, ha, ha!*

“ Blessed if I can guess what the fat
idiot is driving at,” said Wharton,
staring at the Owl of the Remove.
“You never had any tuck, you fat
villain I"*

“Yah! Beagt! Pincher! Rotter!®

Eilly Bunter spluttered with wrath,

“Mind it's Temple's ericket bag,”

he said. ““The—the tuck wos mine.

but 1 borrowed Temple's bag, He will

be after you for it 1" '
~What on earth—"

It was you!" said Bunter, “ Nobody
clze knew ! I know jolly well it wasn't
Lhnsn L%Li'-::rm_'t]:u Form cads, I::laai_auaa I've

een Ecoping an eye open for tnem,
They haven't looked anywhere in the
Remove passige !

“What on carth should they look in
the Remove passage for?” demanded
Bob Cherry in amazement.

“You know jolly well!” enorted
Bunter., “They never went anywhere
near the box-room—"

“The box-room 7"

“I've been watching. It wasn’t that
set of rotters! Well, only you fellows
knew about it. So it was you !"

“But what's happened?” shrizked
Wharton. L

“Oh, don't be an ass! 1 don't Enow
how you guessed I'd packed it away in
the box-room, but you must have,
Where is it? What have you done
with it? You can't have scoffed the
lot already. There was & big
ﬂake___ﬂ

Harry Wharton gave a jump. Light
ﬂﬁ;{"i‘i’#ﬂ on his mn%d.

ou—you—-you fat rascal! Did you

bag Temple's spread, as ho said you

did? Is that it§"’

“Oh, m;i‘ hat|"” ejaculated Bob
Cherry. “That's it, of comrse! Wa
1}111 hi_;t :II'I-E."-"H known the fat villain had
‘.‘ 1 'JJ

:'ﬂh, really, Cherry——"*

‘I think understand now,” eid
Wharton. *“That fat frump did bag
Temple's feed, and he parked it in the
box-room. And somebody’s spotted if
and bagged it in his tarn ¥

“It was you!” roared Bunter.
* Nobody else knew "

“You fat porker, if we'd known you
had bagged 'Temple's tuck, do jyou

think we should have backed you up?”
roared Wharton, “We took your word
that you hadn't had at!"

“*'Well, that's all right ! said Bunier
“0Of course, I expect my pals to take
my word. I never touched Temple's
tuck—I don't believe.he had any, in
fact! The fact ia, I had a hamper
trom Bunter Court—tha: was the stuff
1 parked in the box-room. Hee? Now
it's e! I waited to make sure that
those beasts weren't sfter me, a1nd
then 1 went back for it and 1t was
_Etl:-‘-jtll:.!!. Well, vou fellows must have bad
1

“ Bump him!” said Dob Cherry.

“Here, 1 say—y 1 say, you
fellows—whooop !"* roared Billy Bunter,
as the indignant Co. collared him.
“Leggo! Halvea! I say, I'll make it
halves! Whooooooooop 1

“80 you had Temple's tuck, after
all, you fat scoundrel—"' said the
captein of the Remove, grasping the
fat Owl by the collar.

“Ow! No! Leggo! I tell you it
was & hamper from Bunter Court—-—"

“And yvou borrowed Temple's cricket
ba‘g to pack it in?" gri Bob.

*Yes—exactly—I mean, no, it wasn't
Temple's ericket bag—leggo——"'

“You sard 1t was, you fat fAbber!™

“That—that was nnly—ﬂnl‘:.r a figure of
speech ¥ gasped Bunter. *I meant to
say it was Toddy's cricket bag. I
mean it wasn't packed in a cricket bag
at all. Nothing of the sort!"

“Where did you hide it 7" demanded

Wharton,

“Ow! In the box-room! Wow!
Leggo! 1 say, vou fellows, I tell you
it wag a hamper from DBunter Court—

I'm prepared to swear——"
(Continued on page 12.)
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THE NIGHT RAIDERS!

(Centinued from page 10.)

“You're not going to swear in this
study I'* eaid Frankgﬂﬁgﬂht

'; mean, I'll swear—*

‘Naughty I said Bob Cherry, re-
provingly.

“XYou silly ass, I swear it was a
hamper from Temple—I mean it was
s Temple from Bunter Court—that is,
it was a—a—whoooooooop I

Bump !

" Yaroooooooop 1"

“Now bring him along,” said Harry
Wharton, “We've walloped thdse
Fourth-Form duffers for this, and it
turns out that Bunter scoffed their
sproad, after all. We'll band him over
to Temple "

** Hear, hear|”

“The hear—hearfulness it terrific!*

g Sﬂn'llﬁr :._:lm, Eunter!”‘f 0 ,

O ! say, you fellows, o!"

howled Bunter as he was whirlﬁguut
of the study in the grasp of the Famous
Five. "1 say, if you swear—*
“This Co. never swears!”
“1 mean, if you sweAr you never
had it, I'll take your swear—I mean,
I'll take your word. Leggo! I dare
say it was Fishy—or BSkinner—or
somebody—they're not above bagging a
fellow’s tuck—mcean cads, you know!
1—1 say, I'm not going to see Temple !
Temple might think 1t was his tuck
that I put in the box-rcom—"

“The mightfulness is  terrific [®
chuckled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Raoll him along 1™

“I say, you fellows, I—I never had
any tuck !I"" gasped Bunter desperately.
“T'here never wes any in the box-room
and I didn’t go there for it, and I
haven't missed it, and, I eay—
whaooooop 1™

“Kim on!” grinned Bob Cherry.

_ Bpluttering and gurgling, the fat
junior was marched forcibly along to
the Fourth Form passage.

He went unwillingly, but he had to
EO.

Really, 1t was hard lines on Bunter.
He had only waited till he was sure
that the coast was clear before he
returned to the box-room to devour his
prey at his leisure. And it was gone
—gone from his gaze like a beautiful
dream |

Tuck and bag had all
together ! Bunter's suspicions had
fallen on the Famous Five—indeed, he
still Eua%ected them of having gucssed
that he had tho tuck, guessed where it
was hidden, and bagged it. There
seemed no other way of accounting for
its mysterious disappesrance.

Anyhow, it was gone, and all Bunter
was going to get was stern justice from
the fellows to whom it had belonged.
Which really was hard lines on the
grub-reider of Greyfriars.

The Famous Five, enecrgetically
escorting Bunter, arrived at the door
of Temple's study.

In that study, Temple, Dabney, and
Fry were still in a dishevelled and
dismantled state, not having quite
recovered yet from  their  hectic
encounter with the merry Removites.

They glared, with a deadly glare, at
the new arrivals.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo,” said Bob Cherry
cheerily. * Enjoying life 7"

“You cheeky fags—"" began Temple.

“ Awfully sorry, and all that,” said
Wharton. * We've found out—from—
Bunter—that he did bag your tuck after
all! He says somehody elze has pinched
it from where be hid i, so I rather f&nﬁﬂ;
you won't see it again! But here's

Tee Macwer Lirranr.—No. 1,224,

vanished

Bunter. If you've got any use for him,
bera he is, at your service.'

“1 say, you fellows—"

“Oh!"” said Temple. He rose to his
feet, with gleaming eyes. *“Qf course,
weé knew 1t was Bunter——"'

“1 mnever!” roared DBunter., 1
haven't been near the studyl I never
touched the tuck, and never packed it
in the cricket bag, and never—"

“Here you arel’ said Bob, and, he
spun  the fat Owl sacross the study,
fairly into the arms of Temple & Co.

“Yow-ow-ow-ow]! Help! Rescuel
Yaroooooh | Whooooooop ! Firc!
Yow-ow-whooop 1"

Harry Wharton & Co, left the study,

Billy Bunter was left to the tender
mercies of Temple & Co. Judging by
the wild roars and yells that rang from
tha study, those mercies were not very
tender, |

Altogether it was beastly [or Bunter.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
A Night Raid !

1 ON, dear bhoy!”

P Ponsonby gave rather a
gtart as he heard the
Gate:-fillur’a cool, drawling

voice in the Fourth Form dormitory
at Higheliffe.

It was hali-past ten; and at that
hour, most of the IHighclife Fourth
had settled down to sleep.

But a candle was fickering in the
dormitory now, and in the dim light
thres fellows were out of bed and
dressing. )

The Caterpillar sat up with a
whimsical smile on his face, and looked
at Ponsonby, Gadsby, and Monson.

_ “¥ou silly amm! ¥You made me
jump I snapped Ponsonby,

“You'll get & worse jump, old bean,
if a prefect drops a paw on your
shoulder while vou're out of bounds
after lights out.”

“Oh, ratsl' _

“Have you woke up to give us a
gormon, old bean?” asked Gadsby.

“ Exactly "' assented the Caterpillar.
“Took at Franky sleepin’ the sleep of
innocent youth! Look at me, settlin'
down peacefully to balmy slumber, when
I'd much rather play the giddy ox just
like you men! Why not follow our
shinin' example "

“Bow-wow ' said Monson.

“Mind your own bizoey!” said
Ponsouby. )

“Thing I never do,” said the
Caterpillar shaking his head. *I've

sat up to give you misguided youths a
word of warnin'. Suppose Mnbhg
should come up to the dorm and cate
you out——" _

“Catch Mobbs catchin’ me out !’ said
Ponsonby derisively. “If he came here
and found my bed empty, he'd pretend
not to notice 1it."

“ Bhouldn't wonder,”” agreed the
Caterpillar. “Jolly useful to have &
Form master like Mobby! Nice man!
But suppoze s prefect—

“ Catch the prefects leavin' their game
of bridge to butt into a junior dorm!"
said Gadsby. *“ Do they ever?”

“Well, no! I suppose you're not run-
nin' much risk,” agreed the Caterpillar
thoughtfully, *“You'd have been turfed
out of any school but Higholiffe, terms
ago. Bo should I have been, by gum.
But since my pal Franky snatched meo
like a jolly old brand {from the giddy
burnin’, I've been hopin' and hopin'
that you men would follow my example
and turn over a new leaf, and become
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ghinin® characters like myseli? Won't
_Elr;‘-u let me snateh you like brands from

& burnin'

“0h, shut up!"”’ said Fonsonby.
_“We're not goin' on the razzle this
time, Caterpillar,”’ said Monson, “It's
only a jape this time.*

“You don't say so!" ejaculated the
Caterpillar,

“Honest Injun! Ii's a jape—'

* Bhut up, Monson,” said Ponsonby.
“Those rotters are friendly with the
Greyfriars cads—""

“Well, the Caterpillar wouldn't give
us away,” said Monson,

“Bhut up, all the same.”

Rupert de Courcy raised his eyebrows
in surprise,

“A jape on Greyfriars in the middle
of the night!"" he ejaculated. * You're
pullin’ my innocent leg! You're not
turnin’ into bold, bad burglars, what "

“Find out !” grunted Ponsconby.

“Too much trouble!’” yawned the
Caterpillar, and he laid hiz head upon
the pillow again.

Ponsonby & Co. finished dressing,
blew out the candle, and left the
dormitory.

Fivo minutes later, they were ount of
the House, and making their way
through the Old Courta to the paddeck
that gave on the Courtfield road,

Then they proceeded at a trot through
the peaceful, starry July night. Pen
was carrying the coil of rope ha had
concealed in the paddock that after-
noon.

The three young rascals avoided
Courtfield town, following lonely lanea
and footpaths, till they reached the
coppice near Greyiriars .

In the middle of the dark, shadowy
%npkpiae, they stopped under the Friar's

a L]

“Here we arel' said Pnnmnbf:.

“] say, that's rather & stiff climbl”
remarked Monson, staring up at the
darkness of the great tree,

“] did it this afterncon,” said
Ponsanby.

“Yes, with thoe Greyfriars men
huntin’ you,” said Gadsby. * But—""

“0Oh, rats! I'll go up first, and let
down the rope for you!" snapped Pom.

"Gﬂﬂd EE,E.!H

Ponsonby clambered into the tree.
He was careful this time not to tumble
into the great hollow in the trunk. He
tied one end of the rope to a strong
bough, and threw the other end down to
his ecomrades.

(Fadsby, and then Monson, elambered
up with the aid of the rope, and joined
their leader in the tree.

Pon turned on the light of a pocket
electric torch. Gadsby and Onson
stared down into the blackness of the
hollow trunk, and looked rather
dubious. This jape on Greyiriars had
quite taken their fancy, when they
planned it in the study over their
cigarettes; but it did not seem quite
g0 attractive now,

“Looks a beastly hole!™ muttered
Gadshy, “Might break a leg tumblin’
in there."”

“Thero's a stack of leaf mould ab
the bottom—I didn’t break anythin’,”
answered Ponsonby. * Anyhow, wo've
got the rope”

“0h, all right I

Punsnnhindrﬂppcd the end of the rope
into the hollow, and glid down hand
below hand. He vanished [rom the
sight of his comrades in the ocalk. _

A few moments later, the gleam of his
torch came from below. : :

“Come on!" he called out, his voice
sounding strangely muffled in the deep
hollow.
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CGadsby rather gingerly slid down the
rope, and jommed Pon at the bottom.
Monson followed him.

“ You havo to stoop your heads here,’
gsaid Ponsonby, and with the clectric
torch he led the way under the low
arch. His comrades followed him,

“Yow-ow!" came in a sudden yelp
from Gadsby.

“What the thump—"'

“Ow! I've banged my napper—'

“Berve you right " grunted
Ponsonby. *“I told you to stoop! Can't
you taks care, you silly assi'"

“Took here—""

“Dh, come on!”

Ponsonby led the way along the low,
stone passage with stocping .
The gleam of the torch shone in advance,
flickering over slimy walls. Gadshy
and Monson followed him, not in the
bost of tempers.

* Putrid place!” grunted Gadsby.

“They haven't had a spring cleanin'
here lately,” said Ponsonby sarcastieslly.
“They didn't know you were comin’,
you sce.”

“0Oh, go and cat coke!”

The threo Higheliflians arrived at tho
gpiral stair. Ponsonby led the way
upward. Gadsby and Monszon grunted
a3 they clambered up stair after stair
in his wake., The narrow winding stair-
case secmoed endless.

But they arrived at last in the little
stone ocll at the sumnnt. Ponsonby
flashed the light round, and picked out
the moving stone,

He pressed it and it rolled open.

“Way in!"" he chuckled.

HOh, gad! What o chance for a
.]g,uddjr burglar, if anybody in that line
wppened to spot 1t!" said Monson.

“Thoss Remove cads may fancy it's
burglars when we begin on  them,”
grinned Ponsdnby. * But don’t talk now
—some of the masters will be still up,
though they'ro far cnnu?h away from
here. Can't Le too careful.” )

He crawled through the opening into
the box-room, and Gadsby and Monson
followed him in. They blinked round
them in the Aash of the torch.

“Thoy keep old boxes an' things
here,” said Ponsonby. “Don’t fall over
them—"

“Wow !" came from Monson.

“You noisy ass, what——"
h“DwI I've barked my shin on some-
thin’ *

“For goodness’ sgake be quiet! T'1
leave the sioone open,” said Ponsonby.
“MNobody's likely to come here and spot
it, and we may need to geb out in a
hurry. Clome on-awe shan't need a light
horee. I know my way about—I've
visited Skinner often enough to learn
the liec of the land, This way.”

Ponsonby opened the door of the box-
roomn, and the thres Higheliffians de-
seended the short stair to the Remove
passnge.

In that possage was a glimmer of
sammer starlight from two or three
windows, and they could see their way
casily enough. Ponsonby knew his way,
and their surroundings were not wholly
unfamiliar to Gadsby and Monson.

Save for the glimmer of starlight
from the windows all was dark. It was
half-past eleven, and at that hour all
Groyfriars was slecping, unless some
master was sitting up late.

Ponsonby led the wavy to the stairs
that gave acerss to the dormitories.

'on was perfectly cool; but the hearts
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Wharton switched on the light,
to find the dormitory in wild
disorder. Bedclothes tralled
over the floor, pillows and
bolsters were scattered, and
everyhbody was wildly excited.
** Fourth Form cads ! *" gasped
Johnny Bull. ** They've raided
us 1"

.{-"|!-| ""

of his companions were beating rather
fast, Highcliffe was a slack school, and
Mr. Mobbs, the master of the Fourth,
was not likely to find fault with Pon-
sonby & Co. if he could help it. But
there was a limit, even for Higheliffe,
and if the three young rascals were dis-
covered and caught, it mcant serious
trouble for them.

Ponsonby came to a stop, and fashed
his light round him.

SBo far, he had advanced without a
fault; being on  visiting terms with
Skinner of the Remove, he knew the lie
of the land fairly well. But his visits
to Bkinner, of course, had been confined
ta the quarters ocecupied during the day-
time, and on the upper floor, where
their dormitories lay,
strunge territory.

"Gl::t on, old man ! muttered Gadshy
unmmlﬁ‘ “I—I say, if we were spotte
here, they mighin't think it was a jape
—they might think wo were a lot of
burglars. Look here, let's get it over.”

“Know which is the Remove dorm®"
asked Pon unpleasantly.

“MNunne! Don't veu?"

“We've got to find it.”

“Oh gad!™

“Easy onough!” said Ponsonby.
"Bhut up and stick to me.”

On tiptoa tho threa intruders arrived
at a door. Pon shut off his light, and
opened the door softly. It was a dormi-
tory, and it remained to  discover
whother it was the Remove dormitory.

Pon stared in, peering into the dim
glimmer of starlight from high win-
dows. Gadsby and Monson waited
uncagilv. As it happened, a shaft of

(Continued on page 16.)
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Pon was in
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starlight fell on & rugged face that was
known to him, and he recognised Coker
of the Fifih.

He backed out promptly and closed
thé door. 3

“That's & senior dorm,” he whis-
pered. © Come on.™ ]

Another door was found, and silently
opened, and Pon peered in again. Some-
body scemed to be awake, for a drowsy
voice was heard:

“Who's that! Anybody up?”

Pon backed cut again. He knew the
voloe of bson of the Bhell. Agam
he closed a door softly.,

“We shall be explorin® the whole
giddy buildin' at this rate!" muttered
Cadsby.

“(Oh, shut up! We'll get a bullseye
next shot,” said Ponsonby.

“If we get spotted—"

“0Oh, don't be a funk!”

A few minutes and Fonsonby was at
anether door.

The sound of & deep and resonant
snore greeted his ears as he opened it
Ponzonby grinned, )

ﬂ"?f faricy we're right this time,” he
murmured. “I've  heard Skinner
talkin’ about Bunter's snore. But we'll
make sure.”

He ercpt into the darmituri.;. There
was & faint glimmer from the high win-
dows, and he could see the row of white
beds. The deep snore of William
Ceorge Buntor guided him to the bed-
side of the Owl of the Romove, and he
flashed on the light of his torch for &
sceond,  One  instant’s glimpse was
cnough; he recognieed the fat face of
the Owl. He crept back to his com-
rades. _

“It's all cight,” he whispered, “1've
seenn Bunter—this i3 the Remove dorm.
We're all right now.”

“et on with i, then,” muttered
Gadsby.

" What-ho "

And Pon & Ceo. proceeded to get on
with it,

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Done In the Dark !
H.ﬁER‘f WHARTON awakencd

suddenly. )
A gleam of light had Aashed
on his face in the darkness, but
he was unconscious of that, He was
sleeping soundly. But ho came out of
that sound slumber with a jump, as he
was suddenly grasped.

Half-awake and wholly amazed, the
captein of the Remove found himself
rollmg out of bed, tangled in bed-
clothes,

“Dooogh ! he gasped.

“Oh crumbs!™ came a gasping howl
from Bob Cherry. He also was rolling
out of bed in & sudden clutch.

“Ow ! came from Johnny Bull. “0w!
Copoh ! Wharrer ihu up te! Qooch "
And Johnny Bull bumped on the floor
in tangled sheota.
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Tnree amazed members obf the He
move—carcfully picked out by the light
of the clectric torch before the proceed-
ings starfed—sprawled on the floor,
spluttering,

Whack, whack, whaek!

“Oh! roared Wharton, as the lash

of a dog-whip curled round his legs.
“0Oh! wl My  hat! What—
Yaroooh !”

Ho stoggered blindly up. His foob
caught in tangled sheet, and he rolled
OVer again. he dog-whip lashed and
lashed again, to an accompaniment of
breathless chuckling.

“What the thump—" roared Bocb
Cherry.

Somebody had held of him by the
back of the neck, and was thumping
his features on the hard floor. &
dazed junior was quite helpless, for the
moment, in the hands of the unseen and
unexpected cnemy.

“ Whooop |” roared Johnny Bull. He
squirmed and wriggled under a series
of terrific smacks,

Voices rang out all along the dormi-
tory now. Every fellow in the Re-
move was awakened by the wild uproar.

“What on earth—" ex ed Peter
Todd. “0Oh, my hat! What—"
Peter sat up in bed, and he rolled off it,

as he received a terrific thump in the
darkness. He craghed over on the foor.

“What's the row?’ shooted Vernon-
Bmith. The words had barely left his
lips, when something hard jolted in his
eve, and the Bounder pitched out of

. yelling.

“What the dickens——"

“Who the thuim i

Startled voices shouted on all sides.
Wharton and Bob and Johnny Bull
scrambled up dazedly in tho darkness.

Pon & Co. were * getting on * with it.
They had picked out the thrce most ob-
noxious members of the Co. to %}Egln
with. Now they were giving their at-
tention impéartially to the rest,

Every advantage was on their side.
Not a man in the Remove dreamed for
a moment that outsiders were in the
dormitory. Nobody could begin to
guess what wae up.

' Who—what-—=— Oh, you rotter!”
Eantr.-d Wharton, az he barged into a
alf-seen shadowy figure. “ You aweep,
take thak!”

“Yarooh!"” roarcd Bob Cherry, as he
took it. “ You silly ass, what——"

“Oh ¢rumbs! Is that you, Bob?®"

HOw! Wow ™
"“Somebody's larking, 1 supposel
Who—— Oh, here he is!™ Wharton

came into contact with another shadowy
form, grasped it, and crashed it over on
the floor. * Now, you rotter——*

“Ow! Leggo!" yelled Jolnny Bull.

“‘Great pip! Is that you, Johnny?"
Wharton released his hapless victim at
once. “I say, who——*"

“Ow!  Wow!” roared Bquiff, as an
unscen fist in the darkness eaught him

on the jaw. “Who's that? What— g
LF]

who—

“You fellows gone mad, or what?”
shricked Hazeldene, as he was drapged
headlong out of bed. “Leggo—— Oh
crikey—" He landed on the B[oor
with & crash. -

“T say. vou fellows! Yaroooooch!”
yolled Billy Bunter. “I1 say, leave off
hitting a chap! Who—what—
Whooooop [

“Get a light! welled Peter Taodd.
“Tt's a raid—is it the Fourth Form
chaps, or what? T'll get a light—

oop | Unsecn E‘:nda grasped
Toddy, as he fumbled for a matchbox,
and he smote the floor of the dormitory

with & mighty smite.
Herbert

Somebgdy bumped inte

THE MAGNET

vernon-Smith in the darkness, and the
Dounder it out fiercely. ‘The yell that
followed wus in the well-known voics of
Harcld Skinner.

The next. moment the Bounder went
dm-.:n with a crash, barged over from
behind, But he contrived to catch hold
of his assailant as he fell. The assailant
went down with him,

To his 3ur?ria-a, Smithy found that the

fellow was fully d It was not a
pyjama-clud form in his gragsp.
“Who—" panted the lgaunderf

A crashing blow in the face inter-
rupted him, He rolled on the floor, and
his assailont toro himself free,

A matoh seratehed in the gloom. Tom.
Redwing was scratching it. But before
it was fairly alight Redwing was
knocked over headlong, and the maich
did not ignite.

Wild confusion reigned in the Remove
dormitory from end to end now. Almost
all the fellows were out of bed, They
barged into ome ancther, and hefty
blows were exchanged in the darknoess.

Pon & Co. were making things hum.
Keeping together, they hit out veck-
lessly at every shadowy figure that came
within their reach, and Pon's dog-whip
did grest exccution amongst bare legs.
_Frank Nugent was the first to get »
light. He remembered that he had a
torch in his jacket-pocket. and he found
it and turned it on. He foshed the
bright ray round him, but it was
knocked out of his hand the next second,
and he was hurled over with a crash.
He had had a glimpse of three fully-
dressed figures, but had not had time to
sca their faces.

Harry Wharton, amazed, enraged, and
considerably damaged, Tun ed towards
the door to switch on the electric light
there. His hand was on the switch when
he was dragged over.

He fuugfl: furicusly with hiz assail-
ants, hitting out vigorously, and he
heard a gasping howl as his knuckles
linded in an eye.

i ﬂw ! Dh In

It was not the voice of a Removite,
though it sounded familiar. He tore
himsgelf away, and jumped for the elee-
trie switch again.

“Cut 1™

It was a breathless whisper in the
darknoss,

The dormitory door was heard to slam.

few moments later Wharton found

the switch, and turned on the light.

The dormitory was suddenly Hooded
with 1llumination.

The Removites, blinking in the sudden
lig,-ht., stared round them,

I'he dormitory was in wild disorder.

Bedelothes trailed over the Hoor
pillows and bolsters wero scattered, all
the fellows were out of bed, all of them
wildly excited. Vernon-S8mith dabbed a
nose from which the crimson was stream-
ing. Skinner nursed his jaw and
roaned. Billy Bunter was yelling
wildly. Half tho Remove had received
damages in those wild and whirling
minutes in the darkness,

“They're gone !” panted Wharton,

“They—who?" howled Poter Todd.
“Has anybody been here 7V

“I heard the door slam [ gasped Bob
Cherry.

“I saw them!" panted Nugent.
“Three fellows—dressed! I didn't sece
who they were, but they were drossed IV

“ Fourth Form cads!™ gasped Johnny
Bull. “It's a dormitory raid! Lel's go
after them !™

“Yes, rather [V

“The ratherfulness is terrific ! gasped
Hurrce Jamset Ram Bingh. “I have
had an absurd dot in mv ridiculous eye.”
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“Must have been the Fourth!” ex-
olaimed Wharton. “Can’t have becn
anybody else! We'll jolly well make
them sit up for this!"

“Come on ! hooted the Bounder.

“Pillows [ exclaimed Bob Cherry.
“Take your pillows! We'll jolly well
make the Fourth howl i”

“The howlfulness will be
terous [¥

“Buck up !

Harry Wharton threw open the door.
A crowd of fellows, armed with pillows
and bolsters, followed the captain of the
Remove, That it was a dormitory raid
by Temple & Co. of the Fourth, the
juniors did not doubt, and they weve
eager to give a Roland for an Oliver.

And while the enraged Removites
were making for the Fourth Form
dormitory, thrco Higheliffions were
souttling away by the secret passage,
chuckling as they went. Ponsonby &
Co., at least, had enjoyed their night
out.

Prepos-

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Mystery [

1Y o¥Ys!”»
B “Oh ecrumbs 1
“ Quelchy

“ Phew !
The light fashed on in the passage.
Horry Wharton & Co. come to a
sudden halt,
Thora was, =0 to speak, a lion in the
ath, in the shope of Henry Samuel
5[113.'11:}!, the master of the Remove.

The din in the Remove dormitory had
been terrific, and it was not surprising
that it had reached the ears of M.
?ualch, and aroused him from balmy
slumber. It would hesve been rather
surprising if it hadn't!

Mr. Queleh, on his way to discover
what the uproar was about, met the
Removites 1n full ¢areer, as it were, on
their way to the quarters of the Iourth,
Quite a terrifying expression came over
the Remove master's speaking counten-
ance ot the sight of nearly every member
of hiz Form crowding along the pussage
with pillow and bolster.

“ Boys "

“(h, my hat[”

“What does this mean?” barked Mr.
Quelch, i

It was rather a superfluous guestion.
Really, what Mr. Quelch beheld, with
startled eyes, could scarcely have meant
anything but a dormitory raid.

“ Wharton, what does this mean ¥

L1} Hl‘m !l?

“You are out of your dormitery, and

it i3 nearly midnight!” hooted Mr,
Quelch, “Upon my word, this is—is—
- »a

“Scandalous!” said another voice.
Mr. Capper, master of the Fourth, came
on the scens. " Really, Mr. Quelch, 1
have been awakened—disturbed——*

Mr. Quelch snorted,

“MThere is no need for you to inter-
vene, sir—" ) .

“1 have been awakened—disturbed—
startled—at this hour—"

“Go back to your dormitory, boys!”
snapped Mr. Quelch, “You will be
punished severely for having left it
Wharton, I insist upon an answer !
What does this mean? Where were you
going 1 :

“* We—wea were going after the Fourth,
sir,” stammered Wharton. *I—I mean,
to the Fourth Form dorm !”

“Beandalous 1 said Mr, Capper. " A
deliborate disturbance at this hour of
the night! Really, Mr. Quelch, these
boys of yvour Form—"

“These boys of my Form, sir, are not
wholly in fault!” snapped the Hemove
miastor.  “ There has been a disturbance
in the Remove dormitory, which was
certainly not, I imagine, caused by thlse
boys unaided. Wharton, snswer me!
Have any boys belenging to another
Form entered your dormitory to-night ?*

Wharton hesitated.

“ Answer mo at once!” hooted Mr.

Quelch.

“Well, some fellows cama in, sir—we
didn't see who they were—we con’t pos-
sibly say who they were——"

———)

| WIN A POCKET
WALLET,

, of 45, Mill Lane,
Codnor, Efrf s?tire. who sub-
mitted the following winning
Limerick, illustrated by our artist: |.

like Cynil

e e 5

= W

When he ate sixty eggs for & quid.

But | don't fesl 8o wall s 1 did 1 '

You'd just like one of thess
leather wallets, Why not SET
TO WORK AND WIN ONE

now 7

17

“We don't know who they were, sir [*
said Bob Choerry,

“The knowfulness is not great,
honoured Sahib 1™

“Then this disturbance was started by
boys from ancther dormitory " snopped
Mr. Quelch. “ Mr. Capper, I think you
will find that the boys of your Form are
probably very far from boing in.o slate
of repose.”

“"Reolly, sir—" said My, Capper,
taken aback,

" Yes, really, sir!” said Mr. Quelch,

“T will visit the Fourth ‘Form dormi-
tory at once,” said Mr. Capper, with
dignity. “1 do not suppose that my
boys have shared in this outbreak—not
for & moment, sic! But I wil
ascertain,”
~ Mr. Capper whisked away, his dress-
ing-gown whisking round him. The
Remove master made o gesture, and the
hapless Removites trampod back to thelr
dormitory. Reprisals on the Fourth
were evidently “off ¥ for that night, at
least. i

“1 shall deal with vou in the morning
for this!” said Mr. Quelch grimly.
“Now, go to bed at onco !

My, Capper appeared in the doorway
while the juniors were still tidying dis-
mantled beds and turning into them.
Thera was a rather superior smile on the
fuce of Capper.

“] am glad to say, Quelch, that X
found my %nrm all aslcep in bed,” he
remarked. "“"They have taken no part
in this disturbance.”

“It 18 not unheard of, sir, for boys to
feign slumber in such circumstances,”
uuigi Mr. Quelch icily.

“I hava questioned several of my boys,
gir,” salid Mr. Capper, with digmty,
“ and Temple, the head boy of my Form,
assures me that no Fourth Form boy hes
been out of the dormitory since lights
out.™ '

Thers was a eral stare from the

Removites ags they heard that state-
ment. ]
“0Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Bob

Cherry involuntarily.

“I accept Temple's assurance, abso-
lutely,” said Mr. Capper, ndd’remng
Mr. Queleh with great dignity. “ My
boys have not been concerned in this
unseemly disturbance.”

And Mr. Capper whisked  away
again, leaving the Remove master
biting his lip. Quelch's gimlet eyo
roamed over ]‘;13 Form,

“Wharton, you have stated that boys
from another dormitory came here.
Did you believe that they belonged to
the Fourth Form " ¢

It was not much use hedging, as Mr.
Quelch had met the Removites on their
way to visit the Fourth. )

“Yes, sir,” said Harry., “But it
must have been s misteke. Temple
would have owned up, sir, if 1t had
been the Fourth.”

“If they did not beleng to the
Fourth Form, who were they !

“1 don't know, sir.”

“Did no one here
snapped Mr, Quelch. 1 _

“I saw three fellows, sir,” said
Frank Nugent; “but I didn't ses their
faces. ] saw that they wera dressed,
that's all.”

“One of them that T got hold of was
dressed,” said Vernon-Smith.

“T shall inquire into this,” said Mr.
Quelch. A : .

And, leaving the light on in the Re-
move dormitory, he stalked away.

“"Blessed if I make this out!” said
Johnny Bull. “Temple wouldn't tell lies
to get out of a row. It wasn't the
Fourth, if he says it wasn't. But who
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gee  them ™
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the dickszs came heére, if the Fourth
didn't ¥"

*Couldn't have been fags” said
Harry Wharton. “ Might bave beeon
the Shell, after all—Hobson and his
crowd [

“One of them had a whip of somo
sort,” suid Squiff. "I got it round my
legs. "U'hat jsn't like Hobby—or T'em-
ple, for that matter, I can’t make it
out.”

" Bomeone pitched into me with a
whip,” soid Harry, with a nod. *That
sort of beoastly hoolipanism isn't Grey-
friuvs style at wll.  More like High-
clhitfe cads, 1t's got me beaten.”

Mr, Queleh came back to the dor-
mitory. Iis face was grim.

“Wharton, I have iugquired in the
Shell dormitory, wlso in the Fourth,
and I am assurcd that no one left either
dormitory after lights out. I have also
seen the Third, and with the same re-
sult. It appears that no boys from any
ﬁr_hﬁr dormitory have been here ‘to-
night.”

“Some fellows came here, sir,” said

arry.

“Then whoe were they ™

“1 don't know, dir.”

M, %{uelch gave him a very penetrat-
ing look.

“"You give me your word, Wharton,
that the disturbance in this dormitory
was causcd by boys from another
Form "

“Certainly, sir! Three of them were
seen, though not recognised. We took
it for granted that it was the Fourth.”

“1 am bound te take your word,
Wharton. But I cannot understand
this. I shall inquire in the morning,”

Mre. Quelch put out the light end
closed the door. The Removites did
not scttle down to sleep, however.

There was a buzz of wvoices in the
dormitory. Wheoe were the raiders who
had roused out the Remove?

Few of the juniors believed that
either Hobson of the Bhell, or Temple
of the Fourth, would have lied on the
subject. If there was a “row ™ over a
dorm raid, no ﬂY.'ll'-tT to it would have
tried to throw all the blame on another
]i‘mrt;-;. But if the raiders had not been
rom the Shell, or the Fourth, who
were thoy? Certainly they were not
seniors. They could hardly have becn
fage of the Third. Besides, the Third
denied knowledge of the matter, like
the Fourth and 8hell, As for the
Second, they were out of the guestion,
It was really a balBling mystary.

The mystery was stiﬁ unsolved when
the Remove went to sleep at last.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
FPon Golng Strong !

L1 ¥ dear Ponsonby ! said Mr.
Mobbs.
Mohbbs, the master of the
Fourth at Higheliffe School,
looked syvmpathetie.

Pon was the object of his sympathy.

It was afternoon—a hot afternoon—
and plenty of fellows in the Higheliffe
Fourth were feeling slack and lazy.
At the back of the Form several fel-
lows were dozing, lulled by the drone
of Mr. Mobbs’ volce.

Ponsonby leaned his head on his
hand. He scemed to be sulfering from
a sovere headache,

He looked wp as Mr. Mobbs
addressed him in sympathetie tones,
and hizs face looked very white.

“Borry, sir; I've rather a headache,”
said Ponsonby, in a faint voice. “I'm
rather feclin® the heat, sir”
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Had Smithson or Yotes or Benson
been fecling the heat to any extent, it
would not have bothered Mr, Mobbs
very much.,  But it was a different
matter with the brother of -u baronet,
and nephew of a marquis.

“ My dear boy, you look guite pale,”
soad Mr, Mobbe, with great concern.
“"Yon may leave the Form-room, Pon-
sonby. Take a quiet walk under the
¢lms, my dear boy. It will restore
you.™

“You're very kind, sir,” said Pon-
sonby.

He left the Form-room with languid
steps. (adsby and Monson exchanged
a wink,

Cutside the Form-room Ponsonby's
languor left him, walked away
quite briskly. He paused in the lobby
to rub his face clear of the chalk that
had riade him look so pale, and then
walked out of the House.

Mr. Mobbs had recommended him to
take & quict walk under the. trees, In-
stead of which Pon took & very rapid
walk down to the road inte Courtheld.

There he picked u;ila. taxl—monecy
being no object to Pon. The taxi
whizzed him away on the road to Grey-
friars. ]

He. stopped the taxi b

the coppice
near the school, told the

river to wait

for him, and disappeared into the
copplce. L
E. few minutes later he was sliding

down the rope in the interior of the
Friar's Oak. ]

If Pon had had a headache, it
seemed to be gone now. It had served
ilia purpose, in getting him leave from
class.

With & grin on his face Pon followed
the secret passage from the Friar's Oak
into Greyfriars School.

At 'that hour -all the Greyfriars fel-
lows were in class, as all the High-
cliffe fellows except FPon mlso were,
I'he coast was clear for the raider.

Ponsonby emer from the secret
passage intoe the Remove box-room and
passed out, down the stair, intoc the Re-
mMOove pPassige.

Not a soul was to be seen there.

All the Removites were in the Re-
move Form-room with Mr. Quelch, en-
joying, more or less, that learned
gentleman's instructions in Roman his-
tory. 'The studies were absolutely de-
serted. . Unless one of the school ser-
vants happened to be in the wvicinity,
Pon was safe from discovery.

Ho chuckled as he wu.lied swiftly
down the Remove passage to Etudg
MNo. 1. In that study, which belonge
to Wharton and Nugent, he glanced
round him with @« grinning face.

It was bnre}y three o'clock. The Re-
move were safe in class til] four. FPon-
sonby had plenty of time,

He =ct to work at once.

Pon had had a good deal of expori-
ence in the ragging line. Dut now he
quite excelled himself. )

He was busy for ten minutes in
Study No. 1. At the end of that timo
the study looked as if a hurricane had
struck it. .

Leaving it in & state of wild havoe
Pon went ﬂ|ﬂngbtﬂ Study No. 13, which
belonged to Bob Cherry, Hurree Singh,
Mark Linlﬁy? and Wun Lung. He set
to work industricusly in Study Neo. 135

Ho gave that study another ten
minutes. Then he dropped into Stud
No. 14, the quarters of Johnny Bull,
Squiff, and Fisher T. Fish. Five
minutes in Study No. 14 produced qn
extrpordinary change.

Pon had now dealt faithfully with
all the members of the Famous Five.
That had been his first and most im-
portant task. Buat he hoad still plenty
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of time to spare. And there were
other fellows in the Remove for whom
he had a personal dislike.

Lord Mauleverer's study came next,
and a few busy minutes resulted in
great havoc among his lordship’s pos-
scs3ions, ‘Then the grinmng young
rascal went along to Study No. T7;
which belonged te Peter Todd and Billy
Bunter. DBunter was beneath Pon's loft
notice; but he had a very s nuiaﬂ
enmity for Toddy, who had once planted
a heavy boot on Pon's elegant trousers.

On o shelf were ranged a number of
hefty-looking volumes, which dealt
with lelEu] subjects. Peter was the son
of a solicitor, and bent on following in
hiz father's fmt&tepa. Poter sometimes
dabbled in what he wasz pleased to call
legal studies.

Whether Peter understood those
hefty volumes, oven if they were under-
standable at all, was o guestion. But
certainly Hﬁhﬂﬂjﬂ' ever would have
understood them, had Pon been given
time to deal with them.

He dm&ged them off the shelf, and
stackéd them in the fire-grate, and
struck matches to set them alight.

_ But at that moment there was an
Imterruption,

Footsteps sounded in the Remove
passage.

With a lighted mateh in his hand,
Pon started, and listened. Somebody
was coming up the passage from the
stairs.

The Remove could not be out of class
for a good half-hour yet. But somecone
was coming.

Pon’s heart beat unglemanuy fast.

If he was discovered there—

He listened mtently.

He listened sa very intently that the
match burned down to his fingers un-
nni:med,' and Pon gave & sudden, sharp
velp.

‘I:ID“::II" d th tch qui 1ckely.

e dropped the match quite quickly.
The footsteps came on, He heard s

fat grunt.

“gr . gad!”" breathed Pon.

He knew that grunt! Either a rhing-
cerog was loose in the Remove passage,
or it was Billy Bunter.

It could hardly be an escaped rhino-
ceros! Bo it was Bunter] And Poa
was in Bunter's study!

He glared round him for a hiding-
place! The-thought of being discovered
there, of Bunter yelling out the alarmo,
of the consequences both -at Grevirviars
and at his own scheool, made Pon feel
quite dizzy. But there was little to be
found in the way of cover in a junior
atud:,rl. ]

Swiftly he pushed the armchair to
wards a corner, and dropped into the
corner behind the high hmﬁe

It was the only chance; and he took
it swiftly. And he had barely squatted
down behind the chair when the study
door opened.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAFTER.
A Bonnet for Bunter !

ILLY BUNTER had been feeling
tha heat that afternoon.
He had also been feoling
lazy.

Only in summer Bunter felt the heat:
but all the I}'ear round he felt lazy. The
changing of the seasons made no differ-
ence to that.

Still, laziness seemed to intensify, on
a hot aftornoon. Roman history never

d esppealed to Bunter. He did not
care fwelve pence for the twelve
Cwesars: he wos not interested in the
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over-running of that great a:ﬂpim by
the Goths and Vandals. o unli
wished that the Goths and Vandals ha
over-run it a few centuries earlier,
before the beasts had accumulated so
much history to worry a fellow.

That sultry July afterncon, Harry
Wharton & Co. thought of the ericket
field, and the river, and the a]]:;pmnﬂlx-
ing holidays; and found it hard to
concentrate on things that had hap-
pencd—or perhaps hadn't—two thousand
Fears ago.

Bunter was not thinking of ericket—
it would have made him shudder to
think of it. He was thinkmg of the
armchair in his study. 2

Bunter’s brain was not given fbo
exertion, any more than Bunter's fat
body. DBut there wera times when
Bunter could put on mental pressure.
He hated taking trouble, with a deadly
hatred. But he would take any amount
of trouble to dodge work.

And a really brillinnt idea flashed
into Bunter's fat broin as he thought
and thought, while Quelch droned on
about ancient Romans. The Bemovites
had been told to bring maps for that
class. Bunter had brought his map, like
the rest. But he had slipped it out of
gight under his desk; snd when Alr.

uelch directed the
juniors to look at
their maps—by way
of illustration of
some of Hapnibal's
operations in anclent

Italy —up jum
Bunter,
¥ Please, sir—"
“What is it
Bunter "

“May I fetech my __
map from my study,
sir I

Mr. Quoleh aniffed.

“You may fetch
your map, Bunier,
and you will take
fifty lines for having
forgotten to bring it
inle class.”

“Yes, sizl®
Bunter meekly.

Ha rolled out of the
Form-room, and
rollod away, grin-
ning. to the Remove

ABSAKO. Looking
or a map that wasn't
there might reasonably occupy a fellow
till classes were over, Bunter con-
sidered—and that was worth fifty lines
on & hot day. Fifty lines were not so
bad as half an hour more with Queleh
and the ancient Romans.

Bunter laboured up the Remove
staircase, carrying his excessive weight
up slowly. He rolled along the REemove
poassago like a loisorely snail,

He arrived at Study No. 7, opened
the door, and rolled in.

He did not proceed to look for the
map. As it was in his desk in the
Form-room, a search for it in the study
would have been really futile, even if
Bunter had wanted it, which he didn't.

He rolled ncross to the armchair.

Somcbody had pushed tho study arm-
chair back into a corner. Still, it did
not matter to Bunter where it was, so
long as he sabt in it

The chair creaked as William George
Bunter deposited his avotrdopois in it
and settled down comfortably. _

He grinned with lazy satisfaction,
This was better than the Form-room,
Quelech, Hannibal & Co. .

Bunter stretched out his fat little
legs, leaned back his bullet head, and
wae happy.

said

Quelch was not likely to come after
him. If he did, Bunter was ready lo
jump up and start an industrious
B for & missing map.

In the meantime, ho lazed, and was
content. The only drawback was, that
he could not venture to go to sleep in
case Quelch came after him.

Happy minutes of laziness followed.
Little did the fat junior, as he
sprawled at esse in the chair, dream
that he was not alone in the study.

Had he thought of Cecil Ponsonhy, he
would have =zu pmd that Pon was n
class at Hi hﬂl;lﬂ-ﬂ"—hutl naturally, he
did not think of him.

Fon was doing the thinking !

The haplesas raider was in & state of
utter dismary.

He had supposed that Bunter had
come up to the study for something,
and would take it and go. He was
utterly taken aback when the Owl of
tha Remove scttled down in the arm-
chair, with the evident intention of
remaining there.

Pon was o prisoner; and every
minuta that passed brought the timo
nearer when the Remove would be dis-
missed, after which there would be a
crowd of fellows coming up to tho
stindios.

Four studies in the Remove passage
were in o state of wreck and ruin—and
if Pon was found there the Removilos
would not need to be told who was the
wrocker, The damage done te the
stidies would be as moonlight unlo sun-
light, as water unto wine, compared to
the damage that would ba done to
Cecil Ponsonby.

Pon, almost in an agony of appre
hension, waited for Bunter to go. But
Bunter did not go, and showed no sign
whatever of going.

Gladly enongh, Ponsonby would have
tilted over the chair, kicked Dunter
round the study, and fled. But he could
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not do so without being seen: and once
he was seen his gome was up. If he
was seen in the school 1t would be
obvious that he had some secret mode
of entrance, 83 he could not have en-
tered unnoticed by any of the ordinary
modes of ingress. And Pon was pot
done with the sccret passage yet—if he
could help it.

Minute {ollowed
Bunter rested lu:;uriauaiﬁ:
sonby quaked with apprehension.

It was clear that Busnler did not
moean to It was possible that he

minute — whila
and Pon-

might be felched, which meant some-
one else coming to the study where the
Higheliffe junior was hidden.

Pon'n

r ﬁ[l-':':":llil. r

Before Bunter could iurn, Ponsonby jammed the wastapapafil;askﬁt over his head. ** Ooccoooogh 1™
gasped the fat Removite, imagining the eelllng musi have fallen In on him.

bramm worked under pressure now, He
had to get out somehow,

He made up his mind at last, and
rosa silently to his feet 1 the corner
behind the high back of the chair. Ho
looked over the chair-back at DBunter,
with glinting eyes.

Little dreaming of tho threatening
faco that glared within a couple of feet
of him, Bunter sprawled at ease.

In the corner where Ponsonby had

eroiiched was tho study wastepaper-
basket. It was a wicker basket, half
full of torn exereises and other
rubbish.

Silently, Pon picked it up.

It wns a desperate chance, but the
only chanco he hud of getting away un-
S00nN.

Taking the wastepaper-basket in
bath hands, he leaned over the back of
the chair towards Dunter.

Ho was too cantious to make a sound
but Buantor seemed to become aware of
something, foer he gave o little slart,

Before he could turn his head, how-
ever, Pongonby acted promptly. The
wastepaper-baskot, upside down, was
suddenly jpmmed over Bunter's head.

Trae Maoxer Lismany.—No. 1,224,
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There was a startled, astounded gasp
from the fat junior.

* Oooocogh I

Buater did not even know what was
happening. His first vague impression
was that the ceiling had fallen in on

im.
. With all his strength Ponsonby
ammed the basket down, and drove it
i:mrdnr with his fist.

“Oooogh! Wooogh! Goooooghl”
came from within the basket in muffled
and horrified gurgles.

Bang, bang, bang! went Pon's
clenched fist on the bottom of the basket,
It was driven down till the bottom of
the basket established contact with the
crown of Bunter's bullet head, The rim
of the basket was resting on his fat
shoulders, and his face was completely
masked.

“ Woosooocoooooogh 1™
. One last bang on the basket, and Pon
jumped out from behind the chair, He
gprinted across to the door.

Billy Bunter staggered to his feet. He
clutched wildly at the wastepaper-
‘basket. Wild howls came from its
interior.

Fon waa out of
twinkling. He raced for the box-room
and fled. The secret stone closed behind
him, and he panted in safety. Bunter,
in Study No. 7, was still struggling
with the basket.

It ftted him rather tightly. His head
was jammed into it so tightly that the
hapless Owl counld not get 1t out again.
He roared and howled and gurgled, and
clutched wildly at his unaccnstomed
headgenr. But the basket remained
sticking on hizs head like a shell on an
oyster.

Ponsonby, breathless and grinning,
emerged from the m]{]pice, ahﬁ\_ped into
his taxi, and whizzed back to Highcliffe,
He was in time to present himself ‘in
the Fourth Form room before Mr
Mobbs dismissed his class.

“7T trust vou fcel better, my dear Pon-

the study in a2

gonby ¥ sald the sympathetic Mr.
Mobbs. . 7
“Thank you, sir, yes,* said Ponsanhby.

':MF headache has quite passed off,
.’

Certainly Pon did not look like a
fellow with a headache now. He looked
remarkably merry and bright. A little
later, when Pon & Co. gathered in their
study, there wero roars of laughter in
that study. Pon's campaign against
Greyfriars was going strong, and this
time his friends admitted that Pon was
backing a winner,

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Horrid !

+ HARTON "
W “ Yes, sir 1"
“You will go,” said Mr.

Qucleh in o rumbhing voice,
#and ascertain why Punter dees not
return to the Form-room, Wharton.”
“ Cortainly, sirl”
Harry Wharton rose from his place
in Form with alacrity.

There was, as a matter of fact, no need
for him to leave the Form-room in order
to ascertain why Bunter did not return.
He knew quite well why Bunter did not
return. It was because the fat Owl,
once out of his Form master’s sight, was
staving out of it, finding more solace in
glacking than in absorbing knowledge of
the ancient Romans.

Nevertheless, Wharton was  quite

pleased to obey his Form masier's com-
mand. Like El.h the rest of the Remove,

he was fed-up with a stuffy Form-room
Tue Macxer Lisrary.—No. 1,224

and stuffy Romans. He was glad to

t away from Hannibal, Fabius &
Ca., if only for a few minutes,
Followed by envious glances from the

other victims of the acguisition of know-
ledge, Wharton walked out of the Form-
room and strolled away cheerily for the
stalra,

Without hurrying—for,-after all, there
was no ﬁrﬂa_.t- hurry to round Bunter up
and rush him back to ancient Rome—
the captain of tho Remove made his way
to the Remove passage.

He fully expected to find Billy Bunter
sprawling in the study srmchair, and
would not have been surprised to hear
the decp echoes of a Gargantuan snoro
rumbling al:;m% the passage. He did not
expect in the lcast to find Bunter look-
ing for a map.

But whatever he expected or did not
expeeh, he most certainly did not expect
the s=ight that actually grected his
astonished eyes as he strolled up tho
Remove passage towards Study No. T.

From that study came a sound of
g‘aapmﬁ. gurgling, and gugglmg. It
was followed by a strange object that
Etuigg‘emd out of the doorway.

t was Bunter—bonneted !

Wharton stopped dead, staring at him.
Bunter was recognisable from hiz toes
up to the fat shoulders. IParther on, he
was screened from the public gaze by
an inverted wastepaper-basket.

His aspect was really remarkable.

“My only summer hat!” gasped
Wharton.

* Gr-r-r-r-r-r-r-r |

*Is—is that you, Bunter{"”

“Wurrrrggh I

“What on earth are you up tot”
howled Wharton,

“ Grooooogh 1"

“Ia it a game?"

* Oooooooch I

“Well, this takez the cake!" cjacu-
lated the captain of the Remove.

Ho could only stare. Why DBunter
had got himself up like thiz waszs a
mystery to him, lguntﬂr, it was true,
was not c{:mrtmular about his headgear.
He would borrow any fellow’'s hat. Bub
it was tha first time he had been seen
wearing o wastepaper-basket.

“Oooooh!” eame in  suffocated,
muffled accents through thoe thick wicker-
E\igl;k of the basket. “Helpl Gerrit-
n .FJ

“ What t”

“(zerritoff I gurgled Bunter, cluteh-
ing at the basket with desperate, fat
hands, and elutching in vain. * Oooooh |
Gerritoff | Draggitoff | Luggitoff I

Bunter was not speaking in Russian.
It was the basket that caused the
impediment in his specch.

“"What do you mean, you ass? Oh,
got it of—— 1 gpal What have you
stuck it on for, you fat frump?”

“Hookitoff I"  gurgled DBunter, still
not speaking in Russian, though it
sounded like 1it. “You fathrad! Can’t
vou luggitolf? Gerritoff ! Pullitoff 1

“But why—what—how—""

“Beast | Luggitoff !

Lvidently Bunter had heard the cap-
tain of the Bemove coming, and had
rolled out of the study to gurgle for
help. He gurgled and gosped and

guggled.

YWharton.approached him and grasped
the wastepaper-basket. But it was not
casy to geb it off, pull it off, hook it
off, ar lug it off. It ftted Bunter's
bullet head like the skin of a drum. It
was jammed down, and jammed fast,
and Wharton pulled and  hooked and
lugged in vain,

“Ow! Grooogh! Woooogh!™ came
in & muffled roar. “You silly idiot,
you're hurting my napper!  You're
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ulling my ears ofl Ohl Owl
L1
‘E{Fﬂﬂﬁp‘h get it off without pulling,

ol

“Yaroooh! Leggo!”

Harry Wharton ﬁat. go. Prohahl
process of jerking the basket off was
painful. Apparently, Bunter preferred
to leave it where it was.

“Dut what did you put it on fori™
demanded Wharton. © %lhat. the thump
did you stick your silly head into it for,

Buntert”
I didn't! Wow! BSome beast

the

“Ow |
jammed it on my head in the study!"
gurgled Bunter. *“He was behind the
chair, and he bunged it on my napper
from behied and banged it down tig‘gl:t
Ow | Woooogh [”

“But who——"

“Idiot [ How should I know? Think
I've gob cves in the back of my head?
Wow ! Bome beast was in the study!
Yow-ow-ow | Cetiitoff 1"

Wharton tried again, Again o frantio
EPFI from the suffering Owl stopped

1m+

“Ow! Lo ! My ears!
My noze! Wowl"” ’

“Well, my hat!" snid Wharton. *1I
8aF Quﬁlch has sent me to fetch you,
and—

“rocoogh I

“You've got to come back to tha
Form-room——""

“ Wooooogh 1”

“You can't come back like that! It
would make Quelch jump ! Let me yank
it off for you—"

“Ow ! ast! Keep off! Ow!”

Billy Bunter wriggled and struggled
in his headgear. arton watched him.
But Bunter had no luck. The basket
would not como off.

“Wharton I" A sharp, barking voice
came up the emove  staircase.
“Wharton I"

It was the voice of Henry Samuel
Quelch.

YWharton ran back to the stairs. Mr,
Quelch had been annoyed, but perhaps
not surprised, by Bunter's fﬂ.iﬂl[‘ﬁ to
return to the TForm-room and the
ancient Romans. He was both annoyed
and surprised by Wharton's failure to
return. S50 he had ecome to inquire.
But ho stopped at the foot of the
Remove staircase to call; he disliked
stairs on a sultcy afternoon.

“Yeoa, sir!"” called back Wharton,

Stoppit |

“Why have you not returned to the
Form-room, Wharton? Why have you
not hmuqht Bunter?” barked Mr.
Quelech. ™I am surprised at you,
Wharton! I did not expeck my head
boy to dawdle out of class!

“I=—I wasn't dawdling, sir!” gasped
Wharton. * But—"

“Where 15 Bunter?” barked Mr.
Quelch.

“He 15 here, sir. But——"

“Bring him to the Form-room at
onee "

“Yes, sir. But——"

At once !" hooted DMr. Quelch, * Ak
once! Do vou hear me? Not a word |
If you do not bring Bunter Lo the
Form-room this instant, Wharton, I shall
detain you for two hours after class!”

With that dire threat Mr. Quelch
turned and rustled away, in a very
angry and indignant frame of mind.

“0Oh crumbs ! murmured the captain
of the Remove.

Ho returncd to DBunter. The fat
junior was still wriggling spasmodicall
in the wastepaper-hasket. A lon pu'fi';
n str pulﬁﬂnnd a pull altogether, so
to speak, was required, to dislodge the
basket that clung lovingly to Bunter's
bullot head. ™ But that was painful to
Bunter; and Dunter did not ke pain.
In fact, he hated i, Already his noso
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and ears felt as if they had been
roughly scraped with sandpaper. His
headgoar was uncomfortable; but it
was botter than being skinned alive,
“That was Quelch, Bunter—"'

“Grooogh! Blow Quelch! OwlZ

“You've got to come to the Form-
room—-—""

“Idiot! Dummy! Fathead! Ass!

I can't come to the Form-room like
this! And I can't gerritoff! Wooogh '™

“If I give it a jolly hard pull with
both lrmngs—-—"

“Beast! Gerraway!”

“Well, I'm not going to have two
hours' detention, ass! Come as you
‘mrl

“* Woooogh 12

Wharton grasped the Owl of the
Remove by the arm and rolled him
slong the passage.

Mr. Quelch had to he obeyed; and
two hours’ detention on a sultry July
afternocon was not to be lightly incurred.
Heedless of the howls, gasps, gurgles
and infuriated objurgations that camo
from the interior of the wastepaper-
basket, Wharton rolled the fat junior
back to the Form-room and rolled him
11,

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Who Bonneied Bunter ?

R. QUELCH stared.
M he Remove stared.
Henry Samuel Quelch had

picked up a cane, ready fqr
Bunter's arrival. He dropped it in his
astonizhment.

From the Remove, after one blank
stare at the amazing aspect of Bunter,
thero came a yell of laughter.

“Hsa, hs, ha 1"

“Oh erikey!? gasped Bob Cherry.
“What the merry dickens—'’

“What the thump——" ejaculated
Johnny Bull,

“It's Buntor—=2

“ But what——"

“The whatfulness is terrific.”

T H-ﬂ-, hﬂg ha I

The Remova yelled.
than Roman history !
gver s0 much better. i

Billy Bunter rolled, gurgling, into the
Form-room, spluttermn mside  the
jammed-down basket. Wharton followed

m in.

Mr. Quelch glared round at his
hilarious class.

“Silence!” he roared.

Then he fixed a deadly eye on the
captain of the Remove, :

‘Wharton! What does this mean?
Have you dared to play such a prank

L

——

“0Oh! No, sirl” gasped Wharton.
“Not at all, sir! I—I found Bunter
like this, and as you told me to bring

This waz better
It was, 1n fact,

him at ones, I brought him,"

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“8Bilence! 1 will cane the next boy
that laughs! This is not a laughing

matter I’ thundered Mr. Quelch,

“Isn't it?"” murmured Bob Cherry.

The Remove did not agree with their
Form master in the least. But th
suppressed: their merriment. Qun!gﬁ
wes looking positively dangerous,

Mr. Quelch’s gimlet eyes fixed on the
bonneted Buntior. His penetrating
glare almost bore into the hasket,

* Bunter ™

"Woooooogh !

"How dare yvou, Bunter I

“"zrooocogh "

“Is the boy mad? Is the boy insane?
Bunter, if you are not out of your
eenses, explain what you mean by this
extraordinary concduct. Bunter! Speak |
What bhave you to say, Bunter?'

“G’Il E”E I'll

U E-n mrﬂwﬁrdl Bunter ! shricked
Mr. Queleh, *Take that basket off at
once. Do you hear me, gir? Take it
off immediately.”

“Owl I cccan'tl" sgpluttered
Buntor. "It won't cccome off! Ch
dear! ©Ow! I c-cc-can't move it!
Wooogh I 3

“ Why did you place a wastepaper-
bas atF on :;rf-::-ur . Bunter "
thundeéred Mr. Quelch. “Are 3you
totally insane?"

“Ow! No! I dide’t! I wasn't——"
howled Bunter. *Somebody jammed it
on %head' in the study. Ow!”’

- t! What?t Do you mean that
the basket is fixed too tightly to be
removed? Did you not place it thero

yourself 12

“Ow] As if I should!® came a
muffled wail from the interior of the
wastepaper-basket. “Ow! It's hurt-
ing my nose! It's scraping my ears!
Ow! I’m suffocating! Wooogh |"

*Ia it possible that the boy has been
the viotim of a trick!"” gasped Mr.
Quelch, staring at the suffering Owl in
wonder,

“He says that somebody was in the
study, sir, and whoever it was jammed
the ket on hiz head," said Wharton.

“Nonsense! Who could be in the
study, when the whole school iz in
class? Bunter, who was in the study?”

W h! I never saw hun!
Oaoogh! It was some beast—wooogh 12
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“Bless my soul! Wharton, take that
basket off Bunter's head at once. Use
wh:ﬂ;ﬂar force 1z necessary to pull it

“I—I—I say, sir—>"

“I1f Bunter ia hurt be

it cannot

"E}]errj. lend Wharton your assist-
ancea.

“Cartainly, sir 12

Bob Cherry jumped ont of his place
and ran to help the captain the
Remove.

Two pairs of strong hands grasped the
wastepaper-basket and pulled. There
was a fiendish yell from its unhappy
occupant.

“ Yoooooop ! You're pulling my head
off | Yarooooocch ™

“Ha, ha, hal"

“Bilenee! This—this iz most extra-
ordinary ! Bunter, {ﬂu must brace your-
self to bear a littla inconvenience.
Wharton, Cherry, take that basket off
Bunter's head at once.”

“¥Yes, sir!"' gasped the two juniors.

They dragged manfully at the basket.
There was 4 fearful howl from Bunter,
and he lashed out with his fat fists.
A how! fremn Bob Cherry followed as

s fist caught him in the Bob sat
down on the Form-room Hoor with a
bump.

“Hn, ha, ha!”

“0Oh, my hat!” gasped Bob, *“Oh, my
eye! Oh ¢rumbs!”

“TRunter, how dare you?” gasped Mr.
Quelch.

“Ow! I'm not going to have m

head pulled off I'* raved RBunter.

Il-.I_

i |
Yow-

believe my nose I8 coming off !
ow-cw-ow 12

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Bunter, I command you o0 be
quiet ! Tr'ta basket must be removed.
Bull, ?ernon-ﬁmithﬁ Bolsover, help to
remove that basket.

The juniors named rushed to help.
Bob Cherry staggered up and joined in,
The whole Form looked on, with grin-
ning faces.

The Remove had not expected to enjoy
last lesson that day. ut they were
enjoying it now. Even Mr, Queﬁ:h had
forgotten ancient Rome. The battle of
Cannao szhould have been fought over
again in tha Form-room that atternoon.
Instead of which, there was a battle
with a wastopaper-basket, The Lower
Fuurthl found 1t ever so much meore
entertaining.

Billy Bunter shricked and gurgled
and roared wildly. But five fellows
wers equal to the task.

Threa of them grasped Bunter; two
of them grasped the basket. There was
@ tug-of-war, and finally Bunter's bullet
head came out of the basket, like o
cork from a bottle. Wharton and Bob
Cherry, who were hn!dins the basket,
staggoered back and sat down with it
as it suddenly few off Bunter's head,
Johnny Bull and Vernon-Smith and
Bolsover, who were holding Bunter,
tottered hack with him and sprawled
in a heap with the Owl of the Remove.

The Form-room Hoor was strewn with

asping Removites, But the trick was

one. Bunter's headgear was off at
last.

The s'lunir.:ru serambled up. Bunter
sat and roared. His fat face was
crimson, his nose, like Marion’s in the
ballad, was red and raw., He jammed
his speciacles straight on his sacrificed
nosa and yelled.

“Buntor ! Get up ob once! Be
silent! How dare you make such a
noisa? I command you to be gilent.”

“Yarooooh !

“Wharton, assist Bunter to his feet!
Bunter, if you utter another sound I
shall cane you! Now explain to me,
at once, how you came to be in this
—this extraordinary predicament,”

“"Oh dear! Ow! My nose—

“Never mind your nose now, Bunter!
Explain—"
“Owl My ears—"

“Never mind your ecars now, Bunter!
I command you to explain—"

“Wow!l My napper—"
"Bﬂnter. I shall cane you severely!

“0Oh erikey! I'm hurt!” roared
Bunter. "I don't know how it hap-
pened! I don't know who the beast
was! He was hiding behind the chair
in the study, and ho suddenly jammed
the basket over my napper! Qooogh!™

“You were sitting in Lthe chuirl%'

“Ow! Yes! Wowl” i

“And why were you sitting in the
chair, when you went to your study to
fetch & map B

“0h, I—]I mean, I—1 wasn't sitting in
the chair!” gasped Bunter. “ That is,
I—I zat down just for a tick—a single
moment! I=—I couldn't see the map,
and—and I sat down to—to think out
where it was! Then that beast—"

“Thut whati"

“I mean that rotter—that fearful
brute, jammed the basket on my
napper! Ow—wow! Loock at my
noze !

“Ha, ha, ha*

“Bilence! DBunter, I accept your
slatement that the basket was affixed to
your head by some other person; it i
scarcely credible that you can have done
such a thing yourself. But who——"
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“I don't know! I didn’t see him!"
gasped Bunter. “ He nipped out of the
study while my napper was bunged in
tho basket. Ow ™

Mr. Queloh surveyed the gasping Owl
stapiciously.

But really it was impossible to sus-
pect Bunter of having jammed the
wastepaper-busket so tightly on his own
unfortunate head. Ho had been the
vietim, apparcntly, of a practical joke;
but who the practieal joker was, was a
mystery. Ewvery Greyfriars man was, or
should have been, in class.

“This—this iz extraordinary!” said
Mr, Quelch at last. **Some boy must be
absent from his Form-room, I shall
inquire. Go to your place, Bunter!
Wharton, I leave you in charge of the
Form for a few minutes, while I inquire
what boy is absent from a Form-room.”

“Yea, sir™

Br. Quelch whisked out of the
Remove-room, with a deadly gleam in
his cye. Any fellow who was found to
bo absent from his class just then, was
likely to find himself up against it.

He left the Remove-room in o buzz of
excitement  and merriment.  Billy
Bunter was tho only [ellow who was not
chortling. From the shoulders up, Billy
Bunter felt as if he had been sand-
papered by a rough and heavy hand,
and it did not feel grateful or comfort-
forting. DBunter gasped and groaned,
while the rest of the Form chortled;
and Mr, Quelch made a hurried round
of the other Forms in scarch of the
delinguent.

It was ten minutes before he returned
to the Removeroom. Ho returned a
miwch puzzled man,

Not o fellow in any Form waz un-
accounted for. Not a fellow in any
Form could possibly have been in Study
No. 7 in the Remove when Bunter was
there, Yet it was certain that Bunter
had not bonneted himseli; and it
followed, by an casy deduction that did
not roquire the intelleet of Sherlock
dlolmes, that szomebody had benneted
Bunter. But who?

It was an amazing mystery.

It intrigued both My, Quelch and the
Remove. Mr. Quelch asked himself
who had been guilty of that extra-
ardinary and unprecedented act  of
ruffianism? The Removites asked in
simipler Jangusge who had bonneted
Bunter? To neither question could an
apswer be found.

r—=

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Who Ragged the Remove ?

{3 HO—" gasped Harry
W Wharton.
“W-what—" stuttered

Frank Nugent.

They stared inte Study No. 1 in the
Remove and fuirly, gasped. They had
been chatting as they came up to the
Remove passage about the mysterious
bonneting of Bunter. But they forgot
all about the bonngting of Bunter as
they stared into their study.

There had been rags in Remove

passago befors; many a time and oft, in
fact. But the raf in Study No. 1 was
a record ! Never had that study, or any
other in the passage, ever been seen in
such a state of wreckage and disaster.
_ “Halle, hallo, hallo!” Bob Cherry
joined his chums at the doorway,
“*What's the jolly old trouble? Why—
what—what " He stared blankly
inlo the wrecked study.

“Who did this?" gasped Nugent.

Taz Maoxer Liszary.—No, 1.224,

A crowd of fellows gathered round
the door, Most of the Remove wero
coing up to the studics, and startling
discoveries awaited some of them there,

A ragger had been ot work in Study
No. 1. That was clear. There 'was
wrath in the faces of the chums of the
Remove. But there was mmore amaze-
ment than wrath, For—who was the
ragger?

“ Somebody's been heore,” said Johnny
Bull blankly,

“But who——" gasped Whaerton.

“The whe-fulness is terrifie.™

“Same merchant that bonnoted
Bunter, perhaps,” said  Vernon-Smith,
“But who the jolly old dooce—"

“Why, the study’s simply wrecked!”
exclaimed Harry Wharton. "“By Jove,
we'll jolly well serag the rotter that did
this! This isn't a rag—it's beastly
vandalism!  The Jocking-glass is
smashed——"

“Legs off the chairs!™
Nugent,

“Carpet torn—eut with a pocket-knife,
I fu'ﬁ.-r:_'l-' 1" said Bob.

“Thoe awful rotter!™

“The heastly hooligan '

“I—I wonder if he's been to the
other studies, whoever he is!” exelaimed

Cherry.

“0Oh, my hat! Let's lock !

There was a rush along the Remove
passage.

A terrific roar came from Dob Cherry
as he looked into Study No. 13. Another
roar boomed from Johnny Bull, at the
doorway of Srudy No. 14. A gasp of
dismay cscaped d Mauleverer, at
Study No. 12. And there was a howl
from Peter Todd in Study No. 7. Peter
had found his legal volumes st in
the grate, onc of them open, with o
singed leaf .where a' match had been
applicd—though fortunately the damage
had gone no farther.

Other studies, apparently, had not
suffered damnge. Either the mystorious
ragger had been interrupted, or he was
& [ellow who had a spocial dislike for
certain membeors of the Remaove,

But who was he?

The rapggings, cvidently, had tsken
some time. It was searcely possible that
Tomple & Co., or any other Groyfriars
fellows, had put in so much work since
class, before any of the Remove camo
up to their studics. Besides, there was
the bonneting of Bunter. It was protty
elear that the unknown person who had
been hidden in Bunter's study at that
tima was the person who had done the
rn%ﬂgmgs. The state of Toddy's legal
volumes hinted that he had been rag-
ging in that very study when Bunter’s
arrival interrupted him. It was pretty
clear, too, why he had bonneted Bunter
with the wastepapor-basket before
making his escape. It was so that he
could escape unrecognised.® But who
was he?

That was the burning question!

*“*This was done while we wera in
clazs!"" said Harry Wharton. “So it
must have been done by some follow
who had leave out of class—"

“But Quelch found nobody out of
class ! said Bob,

*Well, it was somebody.™

“Blessed if it looks like a Greyfriars
man at all,” said Beb. “It was some
Tﬂliciuus Amuer" who did all tgli!

amago. ragging’s a ragging; but
smashing & f-?ifnwga things is sheer
hooliganism."” :

“Yany, begad!™ said Lord Maule-
verer. ' Ib wasn't Temple did this, you
men. Temple's an ass, but he isn't a
hooligan. He wouldn't do this.”

“ But who—-"" gasped Nugent.

exclaimed
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“Goodness knows !

“Can’t have been anvbody here who
doesn't belong to the school,” said
?I';;"ﬁ' Wharton. “How could he get
™

::Hﬂ- couldn't " said Nugent.

It doesn’t look like a Greyfriars
man; but it mnst have been! We've
jolly well got to find him!” said the
captain of the Remove,

B"I.[émd smash him ! hooted Johnny
ull.

“The smashfulness will be terrific.”

It was an exasperating puzzle to the
Removites. The only ocxplanation
scomoed to bo that some follow had had
leave from class that afterncon, and had
improved the shining hour by ragging
in the Remove passage. Yot Quelch’s
inquiry had failed to find any fellow
absent from class in the Form-rooms at
the time Bunter was bonneted.

“If that fat chump was anything but
& born idiot he would jolly well be able
&? aj&ll us who it was!” snorted Peter

“Oh, really, Toddy 2

“Did you let somebody bung a baskel
down on your silly napper without even
sceing who it was?" snorted Peter.

“How the dickens could I see him1*
demanded Bunter. “He was behind
the armchair. I noticed that the arm.
chair had been shoved into the corner.
Of course, the beast did that and hid
behind it when he heard me coming, 1
nover knew he was there till that basket
was bunged on my head; and he
]ntmm:-ﬁl} it down tight with his beastly
E —_— H i

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Blessed if I see anything to cackle
at!" said Bunter warmly. “All the
gkin’s scraped off my nose—"

“Oh, blow your nose!” growled
Johnny Bull,

“Oh, really, Bull—

“Didn’t he speak?” asked Wharton,
“Didn't you hear a sound from him 1"’

“I only heard Lim scooting out of
the study. That was after the baskot
was over my face and I couldn't see
anything.”

“Why didn't you get it off, you fat
chump ?"

*I tell you he jammed it down tight
with his fist, and it scraped all the skin
off my nose——"

“Who the jolly thump could it have
been t'’ said herry in wonder,
*He blindfolded Bunter with that bas.
ket to get away without being seen. Of
courze, he knew we'd scrag him for
what he'd dono. But who—""

“My cstecemed idiotic Bunter,’’ said
Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh, *“if you had
had tho sbsurd brains of a benighted
bunny-rabbit, you would have seen
that somcone was in the study——"

“How was 1 to see o beast eruunhin\ﬁ
in & corner behind the armchair?

hooted Bunter.

“You E::-H:.r orpoise,”  exclaimed
Peter Todd, *look at those books piled
m thqﬂu feoder! Didn't you see them

ere |

_ “Never noticed them, old chap! I
just came in and sat down, you see—"
“Is that how you laoked for the map
Queleh sent you for ™
. “He, he, ! Xou see the map was
in my desk in the Form-room all the
time, I was only Puﬂing Quelchy's leg
about that map——"

“The rotter must have done the other
studies, and then come along for my
books,” said Toddy., “Then that bes
nmighted owl rolled along and inter-
rupted him. &e ought to have spotted
him. Anybody but o born 1diot would
havo spotted the rotter! If that frab-
jous fathead had had hia silly eves open
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“¢ Hallo, hallo, hallo ! ** gasped Bob Cherry, as he and his chums stared blankly into the study, ** Why—what—who—
some ¢ad’s been here and wrecked our study ! *

we should know who had been rogging
the Hemove, Bump him "

“0Oh, really, Toddy—yarooh I'' roared
Bunter, as he sat down on the floor of
the Bemove passage.

“It's getting jolly mysterious,” said
Bob Cherry. "There was that rag in
the dormitory, now a rag in the studies
while we're 1n class ! ho the dickens
i3 ragging usi™”

But no answer was to be found to that
question. It was an utter mystery, and
& mystery it remaoined,

Tha dismantled studies were set fo
iﬁhtﬂ—ns much as possible. There was
& lot of damago that could not possibly
bo repoired. Tho ragger had done his
work with o ruthless hand. Whilo they
hboured to set things to rights, the ex-
asperated juniors wondered and sur-
mised and puzzled—but they reached no
splution of the mystery.

Somebody was ragging the Remove |
Bome person or persons unknown, as

oddy oxpressed 1t in legal language,
was making surroptitious war on the
Lower Fourih. But whot

r

i——r

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Wrapped in Mystery !

ARRY WIHARTON stirred
H castly in his slecp.
It was mudmght, and the Re-
move slept soundly in their
dormitory. The rumbling snore of Billy
Bunter echoed through the gleom,
Wharton wnas «leeping less soundly
than nsual,

-

He had been thinking, after lights
out, of the unknown and mysterious
ragger, and wondering whether the in-
visible enemy’'s visit was likely to be

repeated.

As the unknown had, so to speak, got
away with it, and was safe from re-
Eﬂﬂ-ﬂlﬂ, it was quite probable that the

emove were not finished with him yet.
Indeed, it was highly improbable that
they were finished with him. He was
very likely to be encouraged by im-
punmty.

The matter hounted Wharten in his
dreasms, and made his slumber un-
easy. And as a jet of light from an
dlectric torch played over his sleeping
face, it suFI'u}-&rIptn waken him from un-
easy alumber,

Fia evos opened.

The light had been instantly shut
off ;. and he opened his eyez too late to
sec it.  Dut he was conscious of some-
thing.

The thought of the mysterious ragger
was in his mind at once. Ie lay silent,
listening.

In the darkness of the dormitory,
shadows stirred. He made out two
figures close by his bed, dim, unrecog-
msable, mere black shadows in the
gloom.

The raggers were thero aggin—two
of them this time!l e realised it
instantly.

Wharton acted promptly.

What they were going to do—except
that it was a rag of some sort—he did
:Jmt_tnaw. But he gave them no tima to

Qi

He fung himself across the bed to-
wards the shadowy forms, Litting out
with both hands as he did so.

Thera was a thud and a startled gasp,
and another gasp.

Wharton had been asleep when the
flicker of light played on his face.
Only a 'am:mcf or two had passed since.
Poosonby and Gadsby were not aware
that ho had awakened—till he moved |
Now they becamo suddenly and pain-
fully aware of it.

“Ooooooogh I

“"Grooooooogh 1"

One eclenched fist dashed into a
waisteoat; the other into a stooping
face.

Bumnp!

Unc of the shadowy figures sat down
suddenly, gurgling. The other staggered
back, taken completely by surprise,

In an instant Wharton was lcaping

out of boed.

He landed on the fallen figure, and
there was a howl of anguish as he
landed.

d. It rang through the Remove
dormitory.

“ Opoooop |

Wharion grasped the fellow he had
sprawled on. | The unseen one returned
grasp for grasp, struggling desperately.

“Wake up. you fellows!” shouted
Wharton. “Wake up, Remove | They're
here again—I've got one of them., Gefl
a light.”

Slecpy, startled voices sounded along
the dormitory. Fellows sat up in bed,
staring and peering round them.

(Tontinued on page 23.)
Tsig Maguwer Tanrany.—Nn 1,224,



ANOTHER THRILLING

INSTALMENT OF OUR DETECTIVE

MYSTERY

SERIAL T

THE FIRST CHAPTERS.

Following a series of mysterious train hofd-
ups, by arnted bundile, Ferrérs Locks 18 engaged
fo track them down,  ATer many exciting adven-
tures, the eoizard delective, fn company with
Jack Drake, hiz boy assistant, foliowe o clue
wohich leads him to the House of the Clenched
Hand, the headquarters of the pang. Here they
overhear the bandils planning their next bwo
big coups—an allock on the London-Harwoith
express fhal aama night, and the of 4
bullion train due to arrive from Plymouth a few
days faler, Lﬁrks suceerds 0 frustrating the
firsf parl o 4 B hina 0
of ﬂﬁpriled nftm, m’ﬂﬁm bullien train. Lafe
tha! night tee train it held up and a bullet from
ane of the bandile comes whistling into the van,
ahaltering the efeciric light.

(Now read on.)

In the Bandiis’ Hands !
q LREADY Jack Drake and one

with a gquols

of the Scotland Yard men
were at Ferrers Locke's side,
Jack with a rifle, tha Yard
man with o big automatic. Inspector
Simpson whipped out his own weapon
und sprang to join them,

“1 apologise, Mr. Locke!” he said
fiercely,. "I was wrong—infernally
wrong !

"He fired at a shadowy, flitting shape
among the scattered bushes that lined
the railway, beyond the low fence.

A bullet came thudding inte the
woodwork above their heads, and
splinters flew. Drake clapped a hand
tn hiz check where a jagged point of
wood had dug into his fesh. He jerked
Ih'tlis émnd away, fingers stalned with

Q0.

All along the length of the train
fring was in progress, sharp and
staccato on the might air

The first rush of the bandite had
been checked., Btartled, and perhaps
a little dismayed at the unexpected
numbers of the guards on the train,
the men in the white masks had
retreated hastily to the cover of the
straggling moorland bushes. But they
wers by no means driven off ! There
were too many of them for that—
Ferrors Locke had already guessed, as
a rough estimate, that fifty or sixty
men had been waiting in embush for
tho tram.

The Maeuer Lieriry.—No. 1,224,
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Crack! C G g
The barking of rifles and automatics

Crack! Crack!

increased in intensity. The forty odd
C.1.DD. men were firing back, with cool
deliberation, from the open doors of
the bullion vans in reply to thu't'ﬂlle:,'a

from the encircling gloom. Cries and
shouts could be heard; s sudden
ECream.

“This i3 going to be hot!"” snnpped
Locke.

“My hat! It's pretty hot already,
uv'nor!” said Joack Drake, with a
oroe grin. %
He fired at a8 dim shape moving
among the bushes. cry from the
gloom told him that his shot had found
& mark,

Thoe next moment a bullet came
whining into the van through the
doorway where the four wore crouch-
ing. Detective-Inspector Simpson fell
back without & sound, and lay
twitching.

Locke stooped hastily and dragged
the Yard man to the back of the van.
The inspector was unconscious, not
killed, The bullet had groazed his
temple, stunning him, .

Bwiftly the Baker BStreet detoctive
bound the wound with a handkoerchicf,
and sprang back to the door of the
van.

A bullet sang past him, passing
between him and Drake, and burying
itself with a crash in the wooden wall
of the van behind them,

“ Koo back '  jerked out the
f:riminnr{:gist. “Fire round the edge
of the door!™

But even so, the walls of the van
were little enough shelter against the
hail of bullots that was raining against
the whole length of the train, Already
tha woodwork was riddled with bullet
holes.

But the defenders of the train wcre
holding*=up their end well. From the
gloom of the moor, where the attackers
crouched among the dark bushes,
sounds had come that told Ferrcrs
Locke that many of the white-masked
bandita had been hit.

“Ti only thev'd done as I'd asked,
and let me have sixty men!” he

!

growled. *We could have charged and
rounded up fhe lot of them without

wuch trouble! But—"
He broke off with a sharp
ejaculation,

Jack Drake, in leaning forward to
take better aim at ope of the chadowy
shapes that could now and then be
distinguished among the sheltering
g]mm of the bushes, had missed hisa

alance and fallon from the fHoor of
the van on to the line.

Scrambling up hastily, the voungster
turned to spring back into the van.
L.t instantly a shower of bullets told
him that he had been seen to fall, and
any attempt at climbing back into the
van would expose him fﬂ.tﬂl&-‘ as &
target to the enemy. He dived hastily
underneath between the wheels, crouch-
ing there, rifle in hand.

The minutes dfagged by, with bullata
fiying hotly between the train and the
bushes lining the weilway. But at last
it scemed as if the attackers had had
about enough! B8hedowy figures weras
scen racing back over the moor, and
the h?jil 'I:?[ h;ﬂleta from the bushes
Btopped abruptiy.

A shrill wh:{ratln rang out bove
Drake's head. It was the prearranged
signal, given by Ferrers Locke,
Instantly from the line of vans ‘ho
C.LLD. men came leaping, and awsy
they went in pursuit of the fiying
bandits.

Ferrers Locke's boy assistant
scrambled out from under the van snd
swarmed over the fence on to the mooe
with the others,

Az they tore through the lLushes in
pursuit of the retreating scoundrals,
a numbor of dark forms lying :.ore
were to be scen.  Many of them were
groaning.

Drake knew that in many of the
vans, too, were groaning fOgures!

Now and then a bullet came whining
back out of the dark, following a stab
of erimson from the gloom, as pursuers
and pursucd raced over the black,
desolate moorland. Lights came into
view ahead—the lights of waiting cara,

Alrecady some of the cars werg
moving., The bandits had ready their
way of escape!

Drake spurted desperately. Heo felt
grimly determined to catech one, ab
least of the villainous scoundrels!

Fifty yards from the waiting oars
tho voungster caught up with one of
the hindgr?\mb of the white-masked
figures. He hurled himself at the man
in a Rugger tackle, and the two went
tumbling to the ground in & heap



The mask fell from the face of the
etrugeling scoundrel, and, with & gasp,
Jack recognised the man as one of the
twelve wﬁom he and Ferrers

had seen at Mendoza House. :

That the man had recognized him,
too, was clear onough.

He fought madly in an effort to free
himself, but Ferrers Locke’s boy
aszistant hung on to him tenaciously.

“(iet away, would you?'’ panted
Drake fiercely., “I don't think!"

He crashed his fist into the snarling

face as the man fought to free him-
self. But ]Enwurfu]i though the
voungster's blow was, 1t was nob

powerful enough to knock out his man.
And the next instant a_ clenched fist
had smashed home on his own jaw,
hifting him clean off his feet,

Jack Drake dropped to the grass
with reeling senses. Hea folt himself
soized in & pair of muscular arms,
heard o savage volce muiter in his
L1}

“l want youl!
hostage——"~

Ferrera Locke's assistant struggled
dazedly. But he could not collect his
senses fully—his whole brain was swim-
ming from that terrific blow. Veguely
he realised that he was being dumped
into & car, that 1t was moving off
through the gloom. He heard the
roar of its exhaust, heard one or two
firearms crack out ahmlyljr, and then
nothing but the sound of the speeding
CAar,

An auvtomatic came nusing inte his
ribs from someona ecrouching beside
him in the back seat.

“Lie gquiet, youl"” growled a sinister
voice. “YWho is it, Schleei” tha wvoice
went on, apparently to the driver of
the car,

“Why, it's young Drake, Ferrers
Locke's boy assistant |¥ came the snarl-
ing answer, in the voice of his first
captor. “He'll be a thundering usgeful
hostago for Lash!™

Jack Drake struggled up. With the
cold night air streaming past him, his
brain was clearing,

He sow that they were racing along
behind a number of other speeding
cars. Glancing back, he mulg make
out far off the lights of the bullion
train, still standing stationary where
the bandits had stopped it by their
misterious powers.

The attack on the bullion train had
been a failure! But Ferrers Loacke
end the men from Scotland Yard had
failed to round up the bandits, thanks
to the fact that the Baker Street
detective had not been allowed sufficient
men for the task. And Drake himself
had fallen into the enemy’s hands!

We can do with a

Where they were toking him, he
ocould not know. But escape was
anmpossible. It was impossible, too, to

hope that Locke and the C.LD. men
would be able to resewe him. The
bandits, in their fleet of powerful cars,
would never be caught that night!

“Put your [ins behind you!" ordered
the man at hiz side harshly.

Sick at heart, Jack Drake obeyed.
With that circular rim of steel thrust
tight apgainat his ribs, defance would
have been madness, he knew. A cord
was wound round his wrists, and tightly
knotted. Then & handkerchicf was
stuffed feoreibly inte hiz mouth, and
fastened there.

Helplessly bound and gappged, the
bandits’ valuable eapture was thrust
down into tho bottom of the speeding
car as the fleeing bandits raced away
through the  night over the lonely
wastes of Exmoor—whither 7
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The Hidden Message ]

N the study of his apartments at
Baker Streef, Ferrors Locke paced
the carpet with a deep frown upon
his clean-cut face.

A week had passed since the hold-up
of the bullion train, It had been an
anxious weck for Ferrers Locke.

On the night of the attack on the gold-
train & dozen of the railway bandits had
fallen into the hands of Locke and his
associates from Seotland Yard. Of these,
four had been found dead, the others
wounded more or less severely. From
none of them, however, had the detective
been able to learn anvthing at all, and
it had soon become clear to him that
they wers not keeping silent from loyalty
to their leaders, but because they knew
nothing, It was evident that the
majority, at any rate, of the white-
masked scoundrels who had attacked the
bullion train had received their orders
by a roundabout way from the head of
the gang, whether that person was Dr.
Lash or the mysterious man named
Moon.

Tha prisoners who had fallen into
their hands were as ignorant as Seotland
Yard itself as to the whercabouts of
the present headquarters of their chiefs,
and even seemed to have no knowledge
of their leader's identity. The latter
had obviously taken care that their
underlings should know nothing, so that
they could not betray them if they fell
into the hands of the law.

That seame night, in a disused quarry

STUNNING FREE GIFTS
FOR EVERY *‘ MAGNET?”
READER,
STARTING IN TWO WEEES’
TIME 1

not far from the scene of the hold-up,
Locke had made an important discovery,
however. A small but complicated ap-
paratus, together with a number of
acoumulators for working it by electrio
power, had been discovered in the
quarry, the bandits having had no time
to remove it in their flight.

That this was the aparatus by which
the scoundrels had the power to stop
trains at will, was evident enough; it
was o eimilar contrivance as that which
the detective had seen in the old tower
in the Essex marshes, but which had
been destroyed before he could examine
it.

The apparatus had been brought to
Londen, and was now being examined
by railway engineers and other experts,
tﬂnugh up to the present they had failed
to master the method of working the
complicated and mysterious instruments
of which it was composed.

But it wns of Jack Drake, a prisoner
in the hands of the railway bandits, of
whom nearly all Locke's thoughts had
been since that night.

Where was Jack Drake?

Thera was not the shightest clue by
which Locke could hope to trace the
missing youngster. And the knowledge
that his boy assistant was in the power
of men utterly merciless and unscrupu-
lons had tormented Ferrers Locko
eruclly. [Flis faco was drawn and
hagerard as he paced the carpet in lis
study, with the early evening sanlight
glinting in through the open wmzﬁaw
and the sounds of the trafic in Daker
Street rising to his cars.

He paused, taking from his pocket o
letter which he had reccived lwo days
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befoxe, bearing & London postmark buf
no address.

Ho had read it many times, but he
read 1t again now as carefully as though
he had never seen it before, although
he knew the mocking words by heart:

“Dear Locke,—As you are aware, 1
have the Ronour to be enterigimng
as my guest your delightful young
assistant, Jack Drake. You cannod
Lhope to find him unless I chooee; bul,
naturally, I am most anxious io re-
unile {wo sueh vld friends az the
youngster and yourself. Lo ensure
kis safe return to you all you have
te do 1z lo give me your word o
honour that you will ulterly cease
aetivitics againat me, now and always.
If wou publish this promise to me ih
the Personal Column of the ' Timds’
Brake will arrive home immediately,
safe and sound. If, however, you
foolishly decline to make this promise
within three days, I fear that you
will never see him again, Trusting
you are in excellent health,

“Yours very :iﬂ;}f%ﬁly,[‘ N
B. LiABH.

Locke crumpled the letter in his hand
at last, thrusting it back into his pocket,
and resumed his restless pacing. ;

Three days in which to make his
decision! And two days had already
gone.

The threat contained in the letter was
clear enough. Jack Drake would die at
his captor’s hands unless Locke made
hiz promise to stop all activities againsk
the railway bandits ! :

It was the hardest decision which
Lecke had ever been called upon to
malko.

He folt sure that Scotland Yerd
would never bring the bandits to book
on their own account. His duty to the
country was to carry on relentlessly in
his war against the scoundrels who had
terrified the whole nation. And yet—

He could not let Jack Drake be mur«
dered by them in cold blood !

His duty, or his loyalty to Jack
Drake? That was the choice he had to

make !

There was a tap on the door. The
bland yellow faco of Sing-Sing, his
Chinese servant appeared. Sing-Sing
had been nearly as worried as Ferrers
Locke himself during the week that had
ela since Drake’s capture; but his
Oriental countenance never betrayed
much emotion, even at such a time as
this, It was with his usual bland air
that the little Chinese handed the
detective the evening newspaper that
he had brought in.

“Tlain bandits at ﬁ'ﬂﬂ:
alleady,” murmured Sing-Sing.

Ferrers whipped open  the
paper, Glaring headlines met his eyes:

“BANDITS LOOT GLASGOW,
EXPRESS !

£60,000 WORTH OF DIAMONDS
AMONG BOOTY!

SCOTLAND YARD BAFFLED !®

A stifled exclamation broke from the
detective. Sing-Sing glided from j',hﬂ
room, leaving Ferrers Locke reading
swiftly.

The latest robbery on the part of the
train bandits had occurred in daylight,
in a lonely part of the Lowlands of
Scotland. They had decamped with
their loot in fast cars, and without
leaving any trace behind them as to
their destination. k i

Locke flung the paper aside. His fists
were clenched, his eves gleaming,

Tie Macxer LismarY.—No. 1,224,
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“They don't seem to have had any
difficulty about replacing their lost
apparatus I ho muttered savagely.

At went against the grein utterly for
him to thionk for o single moment of
‘%lﬂr‘!g up his fight against such men,

ut in the face of Dr. Lash’s threat, how
could he carry on? He could not let
Jack Drake die!

The telephone bell
Detective-Iuspector  Bimpson's
camo to him over the wire,

“ Yes, I've seon tha newspaper
report,” said Ferrers Locke. *Yon
want me to go up with you to Glasgow
I‘l%ht away ¥’

He paused, and the haggard lines of
his face seemed to deepen. But his
volce was guick as he gave his answer.

_"I'm sorry, Simpson! I shall not go
with you. I am giving up the case,
You must fight these railway robbers
alone !"

He heard an astonished, breathless
exclamation from over the wire. But
Locke replaced the recciver before he
heard what the C.I.ID. man had to say.

The Baker Street
detective had made
his decision |

His duty to Jack
Droke must come
first. With a steady
hand he lifted the

rang sharply.
VOLOR

another under the “k* in “luck " had
sudden] ﬂﬂ.ught- his notice.

* Hallo——

Locke's keen eyes made out now other
gimilar tiny marks, scarcely visible to
anyone but & man with the kecnest eye-
sight, under various other letters of the
words written in Jack's familiar
writing.

Locke darted to his desk and began
hastily jotting down on a picee of paper
the letters so marked. And as he did
g3 the secret message hidden in the
youngster's apparently pleading note
was revealed.

“0Old echemical works, Galanten,”
were the words made by the marked
letters—marked, it was evident, at some
moment when the eyes of his captors,
who had probably themselves ordered
him- to write the letter, in the hope
that it would induce Locke to accede to
their demand, had not been over-
watchiul

“Sing-Sing ! Locke leapt to his feeb
with shining eves. “It's a message! It

How Tom Merry came to St. Jims!

NEXT to the Magnet the best school stories in the world
are thoge that feature Tom Merry & Co. of St. Jim's, These

THE MAGNET

On their Aight from the house in Nor-
folk, Mendoza House, the leaders of
the infamous gang had taken up their
quarters for the time being at another
of their prepared, hidden haunts—an
old, disused chemieal works on the edgo
of the Yorkshire moors, near tha village
of Galanton. The rambling, delapidated
buildings, with numerous underground
rooms and cellars which had been used
for storing dangerous chemicals, was
an ideal spot for them. There they
could hatch their plans and direct their
operations without fear of discovery.
Nominally, Dr. Lash was engaged with
a few assistants in some chemical ex-

riments, for which he had taken over
the old works—that was the explana-
tion accopted among the local villagers.

The sound of the door of hiz prizon
being swung open caused Jack Drake
to lift his head.

It was the morning following Ferrers
Locke's receipt of Jack's letter, with
its hidden message. Jack, scated on an
old half-broken chair, a steel manacle
round his ankle
chaining him to &
staple 1n the stone
wall, with the re-
mains of his rough
breakfast at his
feet, had been won-
dering—had Locke

recelver again, to : A 3 ;
eall up the news. delightful stories appear in the GEM every week. Tom ﬁ;ﬁ{ﬂ:ﬂiesﬂgg’f“
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ing dtﬂ -+ Er.ll-l: fﬂﬂ- special number of the GEM, Martin' Clifford describes for d'Tllwl‘m%'E:tf 1'5'3;?
o conld eet Hiroih the benefit of new readers just how Tom Merry arrived at St. i ﬁ;;”theﬂgﬂg;,
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on Jim's. As a new boy Tam was something of a curiosity. In age outside was

there was a tap
the door. Eing‘-!Sing
glided into the room
with a letter in his
hand.

Even the yellow
face of Sing-Sing
betrayed a flicker of
excitement as  ho
held out the letter
to Locke,

“Letter just
come. Liting on en-
volope is Hon'lable
Jack Drake's.”

“Drake’s writing 7" exclaimed Locke

hoarsely.
_ He flung down the telephone receiver,
Just a8 a voice answered him from the
newspaper office, and snatched the letter
from EinE-Eing"s saffron hand. As the
Chinesp had said, the address was in
Jack's writing. Forrers Locke (ore
open the envelope.

The letter within was brief:

“Dear Guv'nor,—The bandits have
collared me, as you know. You can't
hope to rescue me. I can assure you
that is hopeless, worse luck. And un-
fess youu agree to Dr. Lash's terms, I
shall die. at their hands. Therefore
please do as ho says, guv'nor.—Jack.”

The detective handed the little
Chinese the letter. Bing-Bing read it,
and nodded gravely.

“Yellee lotton ! he commented, as he
quictly handed it back to the detce-
tive. “What you do now?™

“I must give in, Bing-Sing,” an-
swered Locke primly. “He musin't
die. At any cost——"

He broke off, with a sudden start,
staring down at the letter in his hand.

Three tiny marks, evidently made
with a finger-nail, beneath the first
thres lotters of the word " worse, and

excitement that 1s 1rresistible.

The GE M.

On Sale Wednesday at all Newsagents,

GOOD-BYE, CLAVERING—HULLO, ST. JIM'S!

lovers of good school stories will find a fund of humour and

Ask for

can only mean that that's where he is
a prisoner—an old chemical works, at
a place called Galanton.”

He strode to the bookeaso and took
down a big Atlas. It was the work of &
moment or two to discover that (alan-
ton was the name of a large village n
Yorkshire.

He swung towards the telephone, but
paused, His first idea had been to tell
Scotland Yard that he had discovered
the probable sceret headquarters of the
railway bandits. Dut thoughts of Jack's
danger checked him.

"No,” he muttered, I must go
alone. If the place is attacked in force,
Lash might take his revenge by killing
the youngstor before we could stop him.
I must go single-handed.”

Five minutes later Ferrers Locke was
soated at the wheel of his famous car,
the White Hawk, threading his way
through the London traffic at lightning
specd—northward hound!

One Hour to Live !

I5 head buried in his hands,

Jack Drake sat chained to the

wall behind him, in an under-

ground room of the secret head-
gquarters of the railway bandits,

2d.

bright with clectric
light, and against
the glare outside the
Enum figure of Dr.

ash was outlined,
stooping in the low
doorway as ha
peered in with glite
tering eyes at the

helpless  youngster
chained to thae
sfones.

“GFood - morning,
- my young friend IE'
repeated Lash in a soft purr. He stepped
mnte the cellar. “¥You are anxious to
know, I doubt not, whether or no
Ferrers Locke has been wise encugh to
accede to my demand.  Wise, that s,
if he wishes to save your life—"

“Well?” broke out Drake hoarsely.
“Don't torment me, hang you!l Tell
me! Have you had word ™

A low, horrible chuckle broke from
the grinning lips of the bird-like figure
of Lash. He shook his head.

“No, my young friend, In spite of
your pleading letter, on top of mine,
when I searched the Personal Column of
the * Times ' this morning, I failed to
discover any messago therein  from
Ferrers Locke. He has clearly decided
to continue the struggle against mo—
despite the fact that by so doing he
brings about your death. A pity, is it
not I

The
harshly,

“Yes, vour friend Mr. Locko has
desorted vou, I fear!™ he wont on, in
mocking tones, ™1 should never have
thought it! I had mode sure my
threat would extort from him the
promise I asked. I do not mind ad-

evil, grioning Ggure cackled
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mitting that, though I despise Scotland
Yard, I would prefer Ferrcrs Locke not
to be working against me. However,
that cannot be helped. I shall have
1o concentrate in the near future upon
bringing about  hiz—er—lamentable
death! Whercas you——"

“"Yest” breathed Drake
“What about me?” .

Lash grinned at him evilly, the light
from the door behind him gleamiig
through his scanty, straggling har,
from which his bald erown rose high
and pointed. His black, bird-hike Little
cvyes ghittered, 3

" You, my young friend, must die to-
day! I have to keep my bond with
Ferrers Looke, remember, I shall take
s photograph of your death, I think,
to send to Ferrers Locke. It will
interest him——"’

“You fiend !” burst cut the youngster
hoarsely. He leapt to his feet, strain-
ing on the chain that fastened his leg
to the wall. “You fiend! If I could
only get my hands on you 1™

“You cannot, however!”
Lash mockingly. ]

“Locke will get vou in the end!™
panted Jack Drake. “You bet he willl
And if you think I'm afraid to die,
ou're wrong! 1'd sooner die, and
now that Locke was atill Working to
lay you by the heels, than that he
should chuck in Lis hand just to save
me! And in the cnd he'll get you, you
murderer |”

“]1 think not!"' asneered Lash. He
glanced at his watch. *It is now nine
o'clock. You have about an hour to
live. Till then, good-bye!”

He turned and strode from the cellar,
his gaunt figure vanishing as the door
closed softly behind him. The chained
youngster stood with clenched fists,
breathing iast, staring at the closed

fiercely.

grinned

A stifled, despairing sound broke
fiom his li He stooped and seized
the chain that stretched from his ankle
to the staple in the wall, dragging on
it madly. ] )

He had tried many times during the
last few days to drag that chain from
wa fastening in the wall. He Lnew
only too well how vain those attempis
had bheen. Useless to try—

Jack Drake staggered back.

The unhoped-for possibility had huﬁ}-
pened! Ome of the rusted links of the
chain had suddenly snapped, scndin
him reeling away from tho wall, to fal

sprawling. In another moment he had
staggered up.

“Free! L'm free!” _

He muttercd the words stupadly, In
that first realisation of what had hap-

pened, it seemed to Jack Drake that
he was as d as saved from his
cnemies, and the death they were pre-
paring for him—whatever form of
death that might be. But as he stood
with the broken length of chain still
attached to his ankle held in his
bruised fingers, he remembered that he
had still to moke his escape from the
old factory if he were to save his life
from the vengeance of Dy, Lash!

Turning, he sprang to the doer.

It was unlocked. Cauriously, he

opened it, peering out. ‘The slone
corridor outside was deserled. Lash
had gone.

The chain [astened te his  ankle

chinked metallically as he stepped out
into the passage, though he was
carrying the end of it to prevent it
from dragging noistly over the Hoor.
In the broading silence of the under-
ground m‘rridar‘ it zeemed to Drake
that the faint mngle of the limks was
dangerously loud.

Which way to got

At the far end of the passage he
could see some wooden stoirs leading
upwards, He stole towards them. But
he had only gone half-way along the
passage when he heard f{ootsteps some-
whero above,

Hiz heart leapt inte his mouth.
domeone was coming, The youngster
glanced round hastily for cover. A low
arched doorway was close beside him,
and he seized the handle—only to find
that the door was locked. .ﬂ.n& already
he heard footsteps on the top of the
wooden staira, :

There was & 'E:;llg old key in the lock
of the door, a he twisted it with
feverish fingers. An instant later he
had thrust the door noisclessly opep
and darted through, closing i1t behind
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him, scarcely with time to notice his
surroundings.

A startled exclamaiion from some-
where within the lighted underground
reom which he had entered, caused him
#o swing round in consternation.

He realizsed now that the room was
fitted as & laboratory, with s lon
bench runming down the centre, ft
with various apparatus, glass retorts,
and Leyden jars and other parapher-
nalia. Omn the far side of the bench,
peering at him through the mass of
apparatus, was an elderly man, wearing
a black skull enp, with bright eyes of an
astonishingly vivid blue.

(Vext week's instalment winds up this
greal gerial with a smashing climaz.
Don’t mize it, boys—order your Maagxer
eariy!)
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¥Your Editor is alwways pleased fo Iear from his readers. Wrile fo hkim :
Editor of ** The Magnet,’” The Fleehway House, Forringdon Sihreet,
London, E.Cdd. A stemped and addressed envelope will ensure a reply.
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URRAH! I feel like cheering
and kicking my heels with
delight, churms, for I have just
com ta for an-

other geries of ique "FREE GIFTS,
about which I him laat week. These
gifta are

THE. FINEST
that have ever been given with
boya" , and I am confident before-

hand that they will be received with loud

cheers. You know me of old. If I
tell you somsething is good, it is , BO
for § make certain t you
share im this upandnus traat. Don't

miss these good things thro being too
lezy to order your L{au-mnu'rgh That's &
straight-from-the.shoulder tip.

I am (goi:lg to tell you about the First
Freo Gift this week. Of the remaining
two yvou will learn full particulars in our

next igme. Number one, then, ia a

RIPPING SOHNEIDER GLIDER
complete with elastic catapult !

Does it fly * You bet it does, boyal
It's & real beauty, and it will be the en
of all your p You'll get hours of
enjoyment flying this splendid model,
which will be present to you fully
asssembled

IN A FORTNIGHT'S TIME !

The cat's out of the bag now, and I'l1

r you're all jumping with delight
impatience to secures this stunning
FREE GIFT. Don't forget, boys, this
real-filying glider will be in your hands in
two weeks' time—that is, if you take the
aimple precaution of ordoring your MaGxET
in advance, Don't f t, too, there are
three First-class Qifts in this remarkable
pories, and the remaini two are just
aa excellent as that which I've just des-
eribed, Spread the 'news, tell all your
chuma, but firat make absolutely certain
of your ewn FREE GIFY copy, by order-

ing it early.
FLOTSAM AND JETSON,

and many of you may wonder—as
Harry Dakers, of 8troud, does—what
theps two words mean. Wall, when
Mﬁ breaks loose from & wreck and ia
washing around in the sea, it ia ealled
“ flotsam.” When it i3 necossary—as
it sometimes is—to lighten a ship, part
of the cargo is thrown overboard or, es
n sailor gays, it is ‘“jettisoned.” Such
floating cergo, thercfore, is known os
* jetson.” Bo, wyou see, although both
wordz mean eargo that is floaling in the

DARE say you have all heard of

V¥ Whitby.)

séa, there is a subtle distinetion betwesn
them !

When thore ia some posaibility of
articles which have been jettisoned being
recovered, a buoy is made fast to them,
and they are thon known as “ Ligan."

The sama reader asks me what ** keel-
heuling " was. This was an sancient
ﬂmnhmnnt at sea—and o very severs one.

o unforvunate man who was condemmned
to bo * keelbauled " was hauled under the
ship's bottem by ropes that were made
fast to opposite yardarma! Needlesa to
s6y, this punishment is never carried out
nowadays |

Now to attend to several gueries from
my readers. Here are a solection of

RAPID-FIRE REPLIES.

Who invented gas lighting * (J. M., of
Glasgow.) Yea, it was & Scotmman who
invented gas lighting. He was William
Murdock, of Ayreshire, but his experi-
menta were first made at Redruth in
Cornwall,

What was the difference between a
“"Fool" and a " Jester™ t (H, J, L,, of
i A Court fool was a half-
witted man who waa looked upon as being
amusing, but a “ Jester " was a wall-
educated man of ready wit. The * Fool
was only a lower servant, but the Jeeter
was & companion to the king or noble

who engaged him.
Where was Washington bomn ¥
(J. C. N., of Oloey.) At Sulgrave Manor,

in Nerthamptonshire.

OW for next week's attractions—

88 they eay at the picture
palaces 1

You'd have to go to a jolly

lot of picture palaces before you would

come across such an exciting feature as

*THE SECRET OF THE CAK 1™
By Frank Rlichards,

which iz next week's | complate yarn
of the chums of Greyinars. ™a &
crowd of “atara™ in ik, too! Harry
Wharton and the rest of the Famous
Five ; Williamn George Bunter, in =a
‘" gorge V'-oua  episeds ; the egregious
Coker ; and others too numercus to
mention., It's a firat-rate yam, chums—
but I needn't tell E“ that, need 11
Every one of Frank Richards' stories aro
" top-hole,” aren’t they 1

“Bandits of the Lina!"™ will supply
you with all tha thrills you eould ibly
dosire, and the * Gruyfrinrs Herald ™ will
give you plenty to chuckle at ]

Cheorio, chums !
YOUR EDITOR.
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THE NIGHT RAIDERS!

(Continued from puge 23.)

The unscen ragger who was struggling
in Wharton's grusp, wrestled frantically
10 loose himself. DBut the captain of
the Remove held on to him tenaciously.

Whoe ho was, Wharton -had, nét the

faintest idea, but Le could feel that he
was fully dressed—even to his boots, us
SRV ﬂ%’& hack from one of them made
ainful clear. Wheoever he was,
‘Pluut,ml hatd hold of him, and did not
mean to let him go. As soon as there
was a light he would know, and
alrcady some of the Removites were
scrambling out of bed.

Hauds were laid on Wharton in thn
darkness, the second ragger had jumped

to the nid of the. fellow he ud seized
He was dragged off, but he still held
on to his prisoncr.  Ho atruggls,.d

fiercely in the grasp of the two.

Y Bescue, Remeove!™ hoe yelled as Lo
was drageed along, holding on to his
man like & limpet to a voc

“Hallp, ballo, halle !’

“What . tho ﬂmn‘:p——

“Turn out, you men—they're hore
again "

" Buok up with & Light '™

Fellows were furning out on all sides,
groping for matches.

“This way, you men !”" ponted Whar-
ton. “Buck w —oh!" A crashing
blow landed in his fm:&, and involua-
tarily he relaxed his grip. The tellow
he was holding tore loose,

Wharton sprawled on the ﬂum‘, dizzy
from the blow. He heard the two un-
secn ones scrambling away in the dark-
0G5S,

In o moment he was on his fect,
rushing after them. By that time there
wns a light in the Hemove dormitory.
But the ruggers were speeding nway
down the passage to the stairs.

Wharton halted on the landing and
Listened, "The two fugitives had dashoed
nway down one of the pussages—which,
he could not tell. But it was amazing.,
for he had naturally expected them to
head for onv of thoe dormitorics—the
ono to which he supposed they be-
Jonged. Instead of which, they had
rlosconded the stairs to the next fAoor
below, cutting off their own escapo to
any of the dormitaries—if it was indeed
a Greviriars dormitory from which thoy
bad come!

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY
Hashed

Ie that you, Wharton?

A light out
landing.

“Wharton |
.".l‘ln"hﬂ.t'—--"

Mr. Quelch, in his dresing-gown,
with a lamp in his hand, and an angry
frown on his face, came across the
landing.

“Oh " posped Wharton, * Yes—I—"
1__

“YWhat does this mean, Wharton?
This 15 the sccond night that I have
been  awakened by o  disturbance!
What—"

“Halla, halle, hallo! Where are
they ¥’ roared Bob Cherry. He came
dashing down the dormitory staircase
with a dozen fellows at bis heels. “0Oh!
My hat!. Queleh I'*

“The Remove master glared at the
excited juniors.

“YWhat docs this mean?” he hooted.
“What—" He broke off as he turned
the light on Wharton's face and peered
at him, " You are hurt, Whartomn ™'

Wharton's hand went to hizs face.
His fingers came away red. His nose
was streaming erimson. That knock
during the struggle, which had foreed
him to release his prisoner, had
damaged his nose considerably.

He dabbed his nose with the sleeve
of his pyjama jacket.

“What has happened !’ demanded
AMr. Quelch.

“It—it was the raggers again, sic "
gasped ‘Wharton, *“I—I was after
them—I1 cecllared one, but—there wers
two of them—and they ‘fﬂﬁ away-——r-"~"

“Bless my soul! ‘his 18 beyond
toleration '™ cxclaimed. Mr. Q‘Ll&]n‘.‘h.
“ Do you mean fo say that some persons
hava cntered the dormitory again nk

thiz . hour— Whe were they,
Wharton 1"

“T don’t know, sir!"

“You followed Lthem down the
sbairs 1™

“¥oes, sir."”

"Then it will be , Lasy to 1deniiiy
them on thls oecasion,”’ said 33 GQuelch

rimly.  *They cannot get boek to
theiy dormitory unseen. Go back to
bed at onee, and I will visit cach
dormitory 1|:| turrl. and ascertain which
boys are missing. »

The Romovites  roturned

to  their

dormitory, Mr, Quelch. following, them
up the stairs. Thoey gathered in the
dormitory in a breathless  crowd,

across ¢ho

The turn affaira had taken did nob
please the Removites. They wanted
very much to identify the sterious
raggors, and dr:.n[ with them: but th{!'_'i'
did not want a mnster to “hutt " in
ancd take the matter in hand. But
there was no help for that now, and
they waited to hear what M. 'jl.l.ﬂﬂ'll.
had discovered.

Discovery seemed certain now—it was
undoubtedly certain, if the unknown
raggers weroe Greyfriars fellows. The
two fogifivea could not possibly have
got Da i to bed undiscovered.

It was ten minutes before Mr. Quelch
looked in at the doorway.

His face was grim.

“Wharton, I have visited the junior
dormitories, and not a single Loy is
missing Irom any one of them I'*

“Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Wharten,

The junrcrs stared in blank  amaze-
ment. If no fellow was missing from
bed, who were the raggers who had fled
dﬂwnst.mrn'-‘

“ Wharton—if you adhere to your
sintementr-——”

Mr. Quelch’s gimlet eyes scanned the
captain of the Remove.
“ Cortainly, sir!” gasped Wharton.

o Th&ru were two fellows here—they got

'i!'mt arc sure they were not Remove
bogal

‘Eh! Oh! Yes, sir! Quite!™

“You are sure th(:y ran downstairs?”

* Perfectly certain, sir.’”

A b cunnut unlerstand this, Wharton !
I have no doubt thet you believe that
you arc stating the facts, but what you
state appears to bo 1m]msa||:|lﬂ Go to
bed now—I shall defer further investi-
gnti‘tm till the mnruingﬂ’ 1 )

But further investigation, in the
morning. shed no light on tho mystery.

What had happened, had happensd—
there was no doubt about that. But
the rest was beyond elucidation.

Whe was the invisible enemy ?

Nebody knew!

There wore follows over at Higheliffa
wha cpiilld bave tald. But Ponsonhy &
Co. wore keeping their own counsel.

THE END.
(Whaterer you do, chums, don't migs

the gramd sequcl iu- this .yarn, “THE
SECRET O0F THE O0AK!™ You'll

find it in next week's DlaGNET.)
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QUELCH'S HOLIDAY CAMP !

Applications are invited by juniors
wishing to spend a quiet holiday in
eamp with Mr, Quelch. Attractive pro-
rammao includes regular instruction in

tin, Greek, and other light subjects.
Recreation : quiet walks combined with
Nature study. Early applicafion is de-

with eag
Masters

sirable; I anticipate being overwhelmed
er volunteers I—H., 8. Quelch,
Passage.

No. 56.

THE MAGNET—ERRY SATURDAY

Brenfriars

" g

eral

Edited by LATEST
HHE. = x EXTRA
u..awm.?. GO QD

EDATION

LAUGH ANDGROW FAT.

August 1st, 1931.

15

PARENTS! BE MERCIFUL!

We don’t want holiday instruetion in
Latin, Greek, and othcr light subjects,
and weo'd simply hate to take gquict
walks combined with Nature study!
Whatever yoo do, don't #nd vour sons
to Mr., Quelch's Holiday Camp!—
Issued by the Remove Holiday Pro- |
toction Commiltee.

HOW

IMPROVE
CROAKY

TO

TRIALS OF A TENDERFOOT

After listonin

A FEW SUGGESTIONS
FROM DICKY NUGENT

Deer Reader,—Do you
suffer from .slooplessness T If you
do, I rekommend you to
along to the Head's garden and
watch a game of eroaky. If that
duzzent send you to sleep, nothing

ever will |

Of corse, there
are some redeeming
feetchera about it.
In fakt, it's not
& bad sort of pama,

it were nﬁwm
itened up.
ad my way
with croaky, this ia
what I'd do with
it :

First, I'g make

if
bri
1

the croaky lawn
the size of a foot-
bawl Hald,

Next, I'd ]
w“.. up __.....“___. _L-__ﬁ_linm_ﬂ..ﬂ
the players wuse
motor - #H..wmi for
playing on.

After that, I'd

fix a time-limit of
five minnits per
game,

To pravent ruff.
nega, I'd hkompel
the ..En_“._m._.ﬁ io wear
boxing-gluve, eragh.
heolmeta, steal faco-
guards, and body-
padding. t
wouldn't  matier
then if they did
noek each other
about when the
game got eggaiting.

I the game
reaulted in n tie
after five minnita,
I'd lima the two

mides up and start
a pitehed battle
with mallets. The

offics,

he aaked, meekly.
Wingata stared.

On the E_wﬂ.inm mornin

to a lecture b
Todd on the subject of *
or “ Why You Bhould Join the Boy
Beouta," Bolsover major of the Remove
waa observed to dissolve in tears and
grope his way blindly to a handy recruiting

he appeared

‘ Be

“Can I do you a good turn, Wingate ?

irtuona,"

GOOD TURNS TURNED DOWN

Alonzo . " Yes, you ean. Geot out of my way ! ™
“But you don’t understand,” said
Bolsover. *“I want to be virtuous and
do good turns to people. I want—*
“You want to get out of my way!"
Wingate insisted. And he gently grasped
the enthusiastic tenderfoot by the nose
and put him out of the way.

in the quad, carrying s pole and wearing | Undaunted, Bolsover went up to
S E...u_ﬂ_ﬁ.nu__m_. s broad-rimmed hat, Wibley, who was sauntering out _nm the
A virtuous gleam was in his eye. He | House, perusing the seript of a sketch for
b planted h in the path of Wingate of | his pierrot troupe.
trob | the Sixth. y

o you know of any good turn I can
do!" he asked.

Wibley locked up from the seript and
shook his head.

FLOWER SHOW SENSATION

HORTIC

On Tueads ¥
cricket

aof

ehapé
Flowe

Annnal
The

perfume. The

appreciated,
im_u_nn " high

..m.aﬂ_m_.___mq. hawin

kind !
A wvast collection of blooming fowe

the main room.

thought otherwise when the jud

oves and general shook !}

horticulturists. Among these we shoul

cross between a buitercup and a beetroot.

matter could then

be sattled in a cleen and guick and
sportamanlike manner.

The Edditor tella me I ought

to send Inm thess
the Head. DBut I

whether he'd axxept them in the

right wepireit. 8o,
ation, I've decidad

pavilion
Little Bide witnessed a
unigque funotion in the
the First|soveral feet in diameter whi

y; 0f the Remove Horti-
cultural Society.

pavilion,
need hardly say, was
a riot of colour mnd

was not altogether
been rendered some-
by & number of stink-bomba dro
during the opening ceremony—an unlooked-for
acaurrence which caused o riot of a totally different

H%a.u round (We trust our
era will understand that ** blooming " is not
used in a derogatory semse. Dolsover evidently
: referred to
his * blooming sweet peas,” the judge in question
being now in sanny euffering from two black

~ Bome truly remarkable exhibits were on show,
including several new plants produced by Remove
meéntion
the Butter-root, which we uwnderstand to bo a

unique exhibits included the forget-me-guick,
which was vaguely reminiscent of omions and

lrat the
on

r Bhow

we

latter

d

s wWasg

Other

ULTURISTS IN A QUANDARY

forget-me-nots, and Mr. Johony Bull's earnato,
a potato with a carnation favour.

he ** hit " of the flower section was Mr. Wun
Lung's sunflower, a fine-looking flower measurin
poomed destin
to earn the Firat Prize till someone discovered that
it was made of coloured paper !

In the wvegetable esction, Professor Skinner,
F.R.H.5. (Fellow of the Nmmﬂ.u_..qﬂ Horticultural
mﬂn_n.m___.ﬂ.uu unstinted applause with his GIANT
MARROW, a fine specimen somewhere near the
same size aa Bunter. The judges, without even
First Prize for Marrows, sand an assistant was
imstructed to pin on a label to this efect. For
reasons which have not yet been explained, a
terrifio explosion ocourred as the pin was pushed
in, and the visitors, on picking themselves up again,
found that the giant marrew bad completely
vanished.

FProfessor Bkinner states he can only eonclude
that a jealous rival exhibitor had eut a hols in
the marrow and placed an infernal machine in it.
Detective-Inspector Penfold, who was called in to
solve the mystery, suggests that the marrow was
merely an air balloon, but the Professor's sterling
_uuuﬁﬂw is 80 well-known that no one can suspect
him of such villainy,

A human exhibit who caused a d deal of
mystification was Mr. 8. Q. I. Field, who stood
among the flowers reading a highbrow book and
wearing a very lofty look. Mr, Field, it turned out,
had made the mistake of thinking the flower show
to be an exhibition of Haughty Culture. He was

awarded a consolation prize of one biscuit.

)

“ Frankly, oh chap, I don't. Yeu
can't ging, you an't dance, and you can't
act for toffes. n.ﬁ- impossible for you to
do a good turn’

“ But you dort mnderstand "

“It's imposbe, I tell youn!" eaid
Wibley, in toneiof finality, and he moved
off, immersed ikis soript.

Bolsover maded up to a crowd of
Becond Form

Smiling maE.,N_-.wE aaid :

“1 want to b youn kids a good turn ;

1]

hera, half-n.mo—
The fags halscuttled away for dear
life, terror in thireyes !

While Boelis+ wos still staring afiter
them, Mr. Quésh happened along.

Bolsover cams back to earth again and
saluted.

e ﬂnum.ao-ﬂra. girl" he remarked.
“ Any good tuim [ can do you 1

Mr. M_-EH_E_ uvﬂ_ end blinked.

" Upon my wed | Have you taken leave
of your senses Bolsover 1"

* Nunno, air! I'm looking for someone
for whorm I eaido & good turn."

“ Extraordiogy ! "' Mr. Queloh ex.
claimed. ** Yoemust report to the school
sanatorium at onee, lsover. I will
summon the dietor and obtain a medical
report on you"'

*But I os=~%wwant to do someons &
ood turm sir " moaned Boleover. ** You
on't undorstand——o "

“1 eertainy do mnot understand,
Bolsover { (Jo% the sabatorium at once.
Moat peouliar tehaviour [ " Mr. Quelch
muttersd, as habérried hack to the House.

_E!_E___._Eﬁ the matter, decided to award him the |

Bolsover migaged to lﬁmﬁﬁ. to the

achool sanatoricm and was duly examined
by Dr. Pillburs,

When he peared in the Form-room,
the wirtwous glsm had died out of his
eye. He had spparently returned to his
normal condititn of mind.

We understardiihat Bolsover has since
laced beetles im Wingate's bed, given
Jibley & pumnch on the nose, lammed
half a dozen fagy ¥th a cricket stump, set
a booby-trap fo:Mr. Queleh and resigned
from the Boy Bpouta.

Ho will delivgr s locture in the Bag on
last day of tera on the subjact : Ba
Brutal : or Whky You Bhouldn't Join the

Boy Scouts.' %

“THE
MISTERY."

SEASIDE

sujjestions to
feel dewbious

orther
on considder- | our readers. Not rekkomended for read-
nat to | ing at tha midnite hour,

BEST HOLIDAY READING

MERDER
By Dicky Nugent.
long, enthrawling mistery yarn by an
who nesds no introduoetion to

* 600 FUNNY RIDDLEB™"™ By
Horace James Coker., Contains a mar-
vollous eolloation of brand.new, strikingly
original, u.nnn.n._.n_m:“m_u. funny conundrums,
One example will suffice :

a chicken cross the road '—To get to the

other side."
B
mﬂ%

A

“HIKING AND BIEING."
Robert Cherry. A  breezy,

“Why does!

humoured booll, bubbling over with the
healthy spirit of hiking and E.r.wnm_
Only drewbatks the aunthor hasn't
started writing it yet.

" FARBHIONABLE PLEASURE RE-
SORTS." By Cecil Reginald Temple.
Indispensable to holideymakers with

plenty of *ocl,” mo brains snd good
opinions of themealves,

MASKED CRICKETER AT GREYFRIARS

Mystery Player’s Remarkable Game

Grayfriars ia still
intriguing mystery of
for Courtfield Town against the Greyiriars First
an mwmﬁ Bide on Wednesday.

Who was he ¥

What was his socrot ?

It ia debatable whether these questiona will ever be
answered: The Masked Cricketer appeared like a bolt
from the blue, and after his short, meteorie career went
back into the Unknown with the same suddenncss es
he had arrived.

In the score-book he waa entered aa “X. Y, Z."
Nobody in the Courtfield team seemed to know who
he was.

It was whispered that he had made a handsome
contribution to the funds of the Courtfield club. There
was 8 hint that that handeome eontribution had helped
him in se¢uring a place in the Courtfield team.

But why want to play for Courtfield against Grey-
Iriars 1

Bome suggested that he was a county ericketer in
need of practice. Others bad an idea that an unhappy
love affair had driven him to seek solace in the great
SUMMAer game.

But nobody knew.

Just before the match began & * Greyiriars Herald "
represcntative managed to secure an interview with
Mr. “X. ¥. 27

'The Masked Cricketer was of much the same height
as the average Fifth-Former at Greyfriara. Hia face, of
course, conld not be seen., Our repressntative, howeaver,
wos able to notice that he had a soub nose, & wvery
determined chin, and remarkably big feet.

“Who are youl!"™ was our representative’s first
question.

Mﬂu with exeitement owver the
“E—uhrﬁ— Cricketer who played
m_aﬂmﬂ

“ No concern of yours, young Russell ! "' was the
mya man's surprising reply. " Enough for you to
know that I'm tho beat bat that's ever playved on Big

Bide—not to mention bowler and fielder, too | !

“ Why are you wearing o mask "

“ 8o that rﬂh# gilly ass Wingate won't know who 1
am | "

“Then you don't want him te know 1"

“ Not till after tha gama!" answered the Masked

SPORTING CIRCLES PUZZLED

Cricketer, with a grim chuckle. ** When I've scored &
century and skittled cut the Greyfriars mob, 1'll let him

know. And won't he
.E _ e

ith that, the
mystery Courtfield
player went off to §
the pavilion to pre.
para for the game.

Thoe epectators
awaited his appear-
ance with the keeneat
interest,

Groyfriara batted
fret, and the Masked
Cr.cketer, after a
somewhat lengthy confab with his eaptain, went on

to bowl.

An amazing exhibition of bowling followed. With
his firat ball, Mr. ** X. Y, £." rendered one of the umpires
unoonacions, and with his second ball delivered a kmock-
out blow to hia captain. In the remainder of the over
he injured two othoer players and one of the spectators.

After that he was put in the field and missed three

eany catchos |

Mainly as a result of the Masked Crickeier's activities,
Groyfriars scored 185 for the loss of two wickets, and
declared. .

Courtfield began their innings with the Masked
Cricketer facing the bowling.

He landed a terrific swipe at the ball, missed it by
vards, and sat down with a8 bump, while his wicket
flew to pieces bohind him.

The verdiet waa ** Out,” and Mr, " X, Y. Z." walked
off the fleld protesting volubly.

Ho was not sebn again.

After the match Mr. H. J. Coker of the Fifth was seen
walking out of the pavilion.

The " Groyfriars Herald "' representative approached
him with a view to nsking whether he hod seen the
Maskod Cricketer. Before he could do so, however,
Mr. Coker, for unknown reasons, made a rush with the
apparent intention of lifting him into the air with his
boot.

Tha * Greyiriars Herald " representative decided to
retroat without asking the gqueation.

And the mystery is still unsclved.

o E——

OUR

HOLIDAY WEATHER

With the summer hola in tho
offing, ' our readers’ thoughis are
gnxiously dwelling on the subject
of the weather prospects, In the

end of that time,
got through the

PROPHET'S TIPS
sy ia likely to be cloudy. At the

cheroots he is taking with him.

LONG-PERIOD

THE FILM of the
WEEK . . .

Stupendous Attraction al Courl-

Prout may have
box of Indian

h that they may prove intoresting| An  oppressive astmosphere  will ,.m_nE Cinema
mMWJ.:Ei:ﬁ?? we therefore give | exist nt DBlackpool. lolsover =] CRIME.” This staggeriug super-
the following brief extracta from the | going there, .

long-period forecasts of our Weather
Expert :

A deep depression will remain
stationary over Margate during
the third and fourth weeke of the
holiday. Coker of the Fifth proposes
to c¢ntertain FPotter and Greene
there during thet period.

For the firet fortoight of Mr.
Prout's stay at Bearborough the

Balham.
The air in the

cool.
on Mauly.

VA

An  ecarthquake may
Bunter proposcs to look
in at his ancestral home,

Mauleverer Towers will be distinotly

A hurricans will strile New York,
Fishor T. Fish ia going home for the

masterpiece features 5,000 real oon.
viets in a real prison and contains
wonderfully artistic acenea of erimo
in all its napects, including blackmail,

ogeeur At

noighbourhood of | robbory, smuggling, forgery, and

shooting. It is very uplifting. The

Skinner is thinking of colling | projoction i execllent, the GOlm
wﬂgrn:m down only six lames m the

firat hour of the show. Approprints
musie ia rendercd, where necessary,
Ly the Courtiield Cinema Orchestra.




