BOYS! THIS GOSTS TWOPENGE, BUT IT'S WORTH A BOB!
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GRAND COMPLETE SCHOOL STORY FEATURING——

THE FIRST CHAFPTER.
A Mysierlous Disappearsmes !

ﬂ WO dozen jam tarts |
T Billy Bunter pricked up his
ears.
*And a dozen doughnuts!"

Bunter

blinked round, deeply
interested.

“And o plum cake ™

The voice of Coker, of the Fifth Form
at Greyvinars, was not musical 1o itself.
But at that moment it was muzic te the
ears of Billy Bunter. ;

Billy Bunter was adorning the door-
way of the school shop at Greviriars
with hiz Fat person.

Coker of the Fifth was standing at tho
ocounter, giving orders—in Coker's well-
known lavish manner.

Bunter would gladly have been doing
likewise. It wazs an hour since dinper,
and tea was gtill distant, like an oasis
in the desert afar.

But Bunter was in hia customary state
of impecuniosity. He had been disap-
pointed about & postal order—not for
the first time.

He haunted the tuckshop like a fat
Peri at the gate of Paradise; but, like
the Peri in the poem, he could only
regard vith longing eyes the attractive
things he might not share,

Qutside, in the keen winter air, a
number of Remove fellows were punting
a footer about, Harry Wharton & Co.
were enjoying themseﬂ'ea in thoir gwn
energetic way., Dob Cherry bawled to
Bunter to join up, receiving only a snilf
in response. The strenuvouns life did not
appeal to William George Bunter,

What did appeal to him was that
fosoinating enumeration of edibles,
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he adozed
doughnuts, and be was pasionately
attached to plum cake. He loved them
all with a deep and ebading love. But
the course of true lore mever did run
stnootin,  Only ton Hregeeatly Bunter
was parted from the objects of his
adoration.

“And a seed cake ! wesd on Coker.

Billy Buntezr's oves ghstened behind
his big spectacles.

“And one of thoss hoxes
chocolates,” said Cokor.

Coker of the Fifth had plenty of that
useful article—cash. He spent it right

Buuter loved jam  1erts,

of

"“3'“!'gr A spread in Coker's study was
something like a spread. :
Billw Euntor gazed at the pile of

ad things thar was growing belfore
Coker on the counter,

“*I—1 say, Coker—" he gasped.

Coker glanced at him carclessly. A
fag in the Lower Fourth was scavcely
worth Horace Coker's lofty notice.

“Iiko a chap to carry the things to
the House for vou, Coker? asked the
Owl of the Remove.

Coker grinned.

“Think they'd get as far as the House
if vou carvied them?” he asked,

*Oh, really, Cokep—-"

“I think that will do, Mrs. Miuble,”
said the Fifth Form wman, deigning Lo
take no further notice of Bunter,

Alrs. Munble proceeded o wrap up
Caoker’s extensive purclases. They made
quite o good sized bundle.

Bunter blinked longingly at  the
bundle, The Remove did not fag,
especially for the Tifth; but Bunter

would willingly have f&EE-lEEd for Coker
just then. E;Hc would have given all
his postal orders—past, ezonb, a2nd
future—to have had that bundle in his

fat hands. Certainly, it would not have
been likely to reach Coker's study in the
Fifth.

Coker paid for his purchases, shoved
his change into his pocket witheut
counting it, picked up the bundle, and
started for the door, regardless ot
Bunter,

Emter rolled after him.

“T gay, Cokop——"

Coker strode out of the tuckshop, un.
beeding.

Billy Bunier blinked after him sadly
from the deorway.

“Un the hall !

*Look out 1™

“Don’t get in the way, Coker”

A rather muddy footer flew past
Coker, with a mob of juniers in pur-
suit.  Coker frowned wrathfully at the
moerry Removites,

“*Clear off I* he snapped.

Coker of the Fifth was between the
juniors and the ball they were pursu-
ing. He could have stopped sside quite
easily, and aveided the rush.

But Horace Coker was not the man
to step aside. A comrmon mortal might
have dono so: but Coker of the Fifth
way net a common mortal, Not an
inch—mot o froction of an inch—would
Caoker of the Fifth vield, at the behest
of & mob of barging juniors.

He stood like & rock.

“Look here, you cheeky fags!”
oxclaimed Coker. “If you jolly wall
barge inte me I'll jolly  well—
Yarooooooaoon |7

Crash 1

Bump !

Coker had no time 1o finish lhis
remarks. WNeither Jdid he continue to
stand like a rock. He did not stand ot
zll. He went over headlong as five or
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six juniors barged into him, and the next
moment he was strewn on his bdck on
the hard, onsympathetic earth, and half
a dozen Removites were strewn over

I.ml

No doubt Harry Wharton & Co. could
have avoided that accident, 'Ihey could
heve gone round Coker, But they did
not scem to want 10 avoid an aceident
by going round Coker. Perhaps they
found it entertaining to up-end the lofty
Horaco and strew him on the earth.

Anyhow, wag strown !

He smoate the ecarth with a heavy
smite, sprawled, and roared. His bundle
few, unhzedad by Coker. He had no
time to heed his bundle. It landed at
a distance, and rolled. What Coker
heeded at that wild and whirling
moment was an elbow that jammed in
his‘eye, a knes that jammed in his ribs,
and a boot that was planted on his
waistcoat,

* Yooooooocop | apluttered Coker.

“Ha, ha, hal” ‘

*Gerroff 1” shrieked Coker, struggling
wildly.

“Ha, ha, hal”
“Pocr old Coker!” chuckled Bob
Cherry. *“Always asking for it—and

always getting it ("

“Owl You young sweeps! I'll amash
vou I roared Coker. " Gerroffl I'll
pulverise you! Yow-ow-ow "

“Ha, ha, hal”

The Famous Five of the Remove
ecemed in no hurry to get off Coker,
Bob Cherry was sitting on his chest,
Johnny Bull gat on his head, Harry
Wharton and Frank Nugent and Hurreo
Jamset Ram Singh were standing on
his legs: Under that eargo of hilarious
yoluth Coker struggled anrd squirmed
and spluttered in vain,

“Owl Gerooogh! Gerroffl” he
urgled, *“I'll smash you!l I'll—
Booo:-ghl Oh, my hat!™

“Ha, ha, hal"

“Hallo, halio, hallo! "Ware pre-

fects I exclaimed Bob Cherry.
Wingate and Gwynne of the Sixth

came along towards the tuckshop, They
stared at the atru%glmg heap.

“Now, then, what—" began Win-
gato.

3

The TFamous Five jum
rushed after the fmtbzni'}‘

sat up, dizzily, gaspin
cap gone, hiz hair wil
streaming, and his co

ed up and
orace Coker
for breath, his
Ijr rufled, his tie
st hanging by

8 single stud.
“Ow, ow, owl Oocoogh!” gasped
Coker.

Wingate stared down at him.

“¥Yon ass[” he said, " You ought to
know better than this, Coker.”

“What 1" gurgled Coker,

“This sort of horseplay is all very
well for juniors," eaid the captain of
Cirayfriars, “But a Fiith Form
map—-="

“Dash it all, Coker, a Fifth Form
man's a senior,” said Gwynne, “A
senior’s not supposed to lark about like
this! You look a pretty sight |

“Why, you—you—vou—" gurgled
Coker, breathless with indignation.

Wingate and Gwyone walked on,
leaving him gurgling.

Coker stagpered to his feet.

He glared round for the offending
Iemovites,  They were far away, in
pursuit of the footer., They wero done
with Coker.

And Coker, for the present at least,
was done with them. He was feeling
altogether too winded and weary to deal
with those checky young rascals as they
deserved.

He remombered his bundle.

He stared round for it.

But he stared in wain.

It was gone from his gozo like a
bedutiful dream, .

The fat figure of Billy Bunter was
no longer adorning the doorway of the
tuckshop. unter was gone, and the
bundle was gone. Coker wns not
thinking of Bunter for the moment. He
was thinking of the bundle and wondor-
E;EE. what on earth could have become

i,

Billy Bunter, who was travelling up
Friardale Lane at that moment on his
highest gear, with o bundle under a fat
arm, could have enlightened him. But
Billy Bunter was guite unlikely to give
Coker any information on the zubject.

Bunter, like the shepherd in the poem,
was seeking fresh woods and pastures
new, while Coker of the Fifth, in amaze-
ment and wratl, sought for that bundle
of tuck, and found it not.

Lope—

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Biiter Blood !

“IN "L e e
frank Nugent stopped,
; “Yes, sir 1&',

Mr, Queleh, the master of the
Remove, was locking out of the door-
way of the House when Frank come :g
He was scanning the fellows in the t%lt_ ;
There were plenty of Greyiriars {ellows
int sight, but the Hemove mastéer did not

seem to seo the fellow he wanted among

them. .
“Po wou know where Carlow is,
Nugent ™ ho asked,

Carlow and Nugent are the

worst of fees, but a life and

death adventure makes them
the best of friends !

“Carlow 7" repeated Frank.
“The new boy,” said Mr. Queleh,
Frank Nugent compressed his lips.
“MNo, sir.¥
Mr. Quelch glanced at him., Mr.
uelch was an observant gentleman, and
little that went on 1n the Remove
escaped his pimlet eye. But he wns not
aware of the feyd belween Frank
Nugent and the new fellow in the
Remove. He was blissfully unconseions
of the fact that the mere name of Eric
Carlow had on Frank Nugent rather
the effcct of 2 red rag on a bull

“Well, Nugent, please look for Car-
low and give him a message from me,”
smrj Mr. Quelch,

Nugent opened his lips and closed
them again., He was not on spenking
terms with the new junior, but it was
useless to tell the Form master so.

*“The Head has rcceived a tolephone
mezsage from Bir George Cheyne, one
of thoe governors,” continued Mr.
Quelch, *“Hir George will be at Grey-

friars this afternoon, and he desires to

see Carlow. It will be necessary, there-
fore, for Carlow to remain within_gates,
although it is n half-holiday, Kindly
find him and tell him this, Nugent.”

“Very well, sie,"” muttered Nugent.

Me. ClJu&lch walked back into the
House, leating Nugent to deliver that
mesaage to the new fellow, wherever he
wWhaa.

MNugent remained at the door for o fow
minutes, with a dark look on hLis face.
He was oxtremely unwilling to have
anything to say to the junior for whom
he had a bitter dislike. DBut thero was
1o choice in the matter, and he started

at last for the Remove passage. Carlow

was not in the quad, so it was likely
that he was in his study, and Nugont
went to seck him there,

Herbert Vernom-Smith was losfng on
the Hemove landing when Nugent came
up, and Frank called to-him.

T 8oen new cid 7Y

The Dounder grinned,

"En.relppm' again?” he asked,

"No,” grunted Nugent, colouring.
Any reminder of his serap with Carlow
wae 1rriteting to him,  He could ndt
forget that the new fellow had licked
him on his first day at Groyfriars, and
there were some follows in the Remove
who found amusement in rubbing it in.

“Well, I faney you'll be ai:mpEin‘

it

again if ho hewuau speakin’ of

like that!"” grinn

Smithy.
“I'll speak

of him as I choosa ™
enapped Nugent., *“Do you know where
he 157 It's a messnge from Quelch.”

“In his study, I think.” _

Nugent went along to Study No, 3 in
the Remove. Carlow had been placed
in Study No. 1, with Wharton and
Nugent, whon he first came, but since
then he had changed into Study No. 3,
with Russ¢ll and Ogilvy,

All the Remove kunew that he had
changed dut of Study No. 1 on account
of his feud with Frank Nugent, and it
was said that Nugent had ordered him
pout, and that he had taken it like a
lamb. 3

That, at least, was Billy Bunter's
account of the episode, Bunter having
been present at the time, and Bunter,
of course, huving related it to every
fcllow who would listen to him.

Nugent threw open the door of Study
No. § and stepped into the study.

Only onc fellow was in the study. He
was standing at the window, looking
out into the Bgun{l; but he turned as
Nugent entered.

_Ho raised hiz eyebrows at the sight of
Nugent.

*What the thump do you want hers I#
he :asked. “If you want Russell or
Ogilvy, they'ro both gone out.”

“I don’t want Russell or Ogilvy,”
snapped Nugont,

Carlow smiled faintly,

“You don't want me, I suppose?” he
remarked. * You weren't keen on
society when I was in Study No. 1"

“Certainly, I don't want youl”
snapped Frank., “Quelch has given me
& IOeEs for you, that's all.”

“Cough it up, then!”

“You're to keep within gates this

afternoon.”
hat! What am I gated for ™

“0Oh, m
demanded Carlow.

“*You're to sco one of the governors
who's coming to the school this afters
noon, Quelch says.™

Clarlow started.

“One of the governors?" he repeated
slowly. :

Nugent's lip curled.

“Yes. It looks aa if you've been found
out, doesn't it?”

“Vou silly ass!™

“WWell, it's rather uncommon for a

overnar of Lhe school to want to sce a
cllow in the Lower Fourth,” sncored
Nugent. *First time it’s happened, that
I know of. I suppose you haven't any
relations on the Governing Board—if
vou have any relations at all ¥ .

“1 haven't any relations ot all,” said
Carlow quictly. " But that's not a thing
to throw in a fellow's face, Nugent.”

“That depends,” answered Nugent.
“If you haven't any relations, what aro
vou doing here? You'ro not paying
vour owh fecs, I suppose, out of what
you earncd as bootboy at tho Regency
Boarding Houvse, in DBrighton?”

“Ne,” said Corlow, in a low voice,

Tre Murexer LisRARY.—No. 1,240,



5

“Well, that's %uaich'ﬂ message,”™
grunted Nugent, *“1 sholildo's have
to you if I gould have helped ‘it,

‘s all.’

“Hold on & minute,” snid Carlow, in
the same quiet tone. ™ ¥You've found
out that belore I came to Greyfriars 1
was boot-boy in & seaside boarding-

house. You've po right to kuow any-
shing about if=——2

1 didn’t want to know 'ang;tlhin about
you. If one of your old iriends finds

you out and talks to you in my hearing
it's not my fault. Greyiriars fellows
6re not stzipdpu:r.f:d to have shady sccrets,
either,” added Muogent scornfully.

“ You've made up your mind that I've
a shady sedret?

“ Noturally 12

“Beeouse on my first day here you got
into o gilly row with me over your
minor, and got the worst of the scrap.”

Frank Nogent crimsoned,

“Mothing of ‘the kind, you rotter!”
he broke out savagely., *“®ix months
ago you were a boot-boy, without a
bean in the world. Then you suddenly
tarn up at Greyfriars as a Greyfriars
fellow. It's n swindle of rome sort.
How you've done it I don't know, but
it can’t be anything but somne sort of a
cheat, ™

“Don't you think the Head knows all
about a fellow before he lets him into
a gchool like Greyfriars?”

“You must have spoofed the Head
somehow. He can’t know what 1 know
gince I heard that man Hookey talking
lo you the other day.” o

“The Head isn’t a snob,” seid Car-
low, "and your own friends, Wharton
and the rest aren’t snobs either, You've
had the deecney not to repéat what you
heard. But i you told your friends,
I don't think they'd be down on meo for
Em‘ing been & poage-boy—even a boot-

D .fJ

'E'It's not that,” snapped Nugent,
“I'e not o suob eilher. I don’t cure
two straws what you were before you

ecame here. I'vo pot a pal in ithe Form
whose father is the vi laga cobbler at
Friardale, But you're here on falso
pretences, somehow. You're nob on a
scholarship.”

“:Hl}‘lj

“1f vou'd come intn a fortune veu
counld say so—no neocd 0 maoke a secret
of that.”

“1 haven't come into a fortune™

“RBix months ago you hadn't a bean,
according to that man Hookey, who, I
sUppose, was a servant in the same
boarding-house——"

“Quite,**

“Now youw've plenty of money., That
man, who knew you, didn't behieve that
you'd come by it honestly.”

“He wouldn't; he's dishonest him-
solf.”

MNugent clenched hiz hands.

“Do you mean——"

“Oh, keep your wool on' said
Carlow mntemptuﬁusig‘. “I eould ex-
Elnin eagily enough it I liked, but my

uginess is my own, not yours. You're
glad to think badly of me, because you
can't get over that licking. Any stick
ie good enough to beat a dog with.
Coker of the Fifth knows as mucin about
me as you do. He was staying at the
Regency when I was employed thicre
i the sammer; he recognized me my
first day here. He hasn't szaid & word
about it, And it never even crossed his
mind that there was any swindle in it
he doesn't suspect me of anything
uwnderhand—"?

“Coker's o fool!®

“Posasibly ! Better to be & fool than
io ba a rotter|”

“Ho you're calling me a rotter?”
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said Nugent, between his teeth. “You,
& cheating swindler and impostor—"

“That's enought” said Carlow curtly.
“You'va given me your messagé—now
you'd better go. Ne good scrapping
again. You bar me and I bar you,
and now I've changed out of your study
thera's no need for us {o meet at all,
You can keep olear of me so lopg as
I'm at Greviriars.”

“That won’t be long, 1 think”
sneered Nugent. “A governor of the
school is coming to see: you thia after-
noon. It looks to me as if you'll have
to give an account of vourself.”

“¥ou haver't told me the governor's
name.”

“Bir George Cheyne, Quelohy said.”

Carlow burst into & laugh.

“*Oh, good 1M

Nugent stared at him,

_“Good, is itT” he repeated. " You'd
like me to believe that you're not afraid
to sce g governor of the school when he
comes

“I don't care a rap what you
believe, old bean, but I shall be jolly
glad to sce Bir George Cheyne,” sild
Carlow, with another laugh.

M ¥ouwve got plenty of nerve,”” said
MNugent, “You wouldn't be here if you
hadn’t., But I fancy we shan’t see you
here muech longer after one of the
governors has interviewed you.”

Curlow pointed to the door.

“Tho other day you ordered me ocut
of your study—my own study I he snid.
“I went—1o keep your tongue quiet !
Now it's my turn | E'*-ei out [

Frank Nugent's eyes flamed.

For a moment he looked az if he
would spring at the new junior. Carlow

eyod him quietly, coolly, and
contemptuously,
But Nugent controlled his anger.

Without another word ke turned and
left the study. _

Carlow shrugged his shonldera and
turned to the window again.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
H lor’ 1" groaned Billy Bunter,
Billy Bunter pricked up
his fat cars and lListened, like

of running feet,

Bunter was having a good time. The
contents of Coker's bundle of tuck
Uwl of the Remove was well aware that
after the feast might come the reckon-
:ng, and he dreaded pursning vengeanco

Bunter had been very cautious,

Attractive =z the contents of that
bundle were, he had not ventured to
a very sale distance.

While Coker of the Fifth was rooting
up and down and round about in search
dizsappeared, Billy Bunter was hitting
tha open spaces with his plunder,

After he had disposed of that plunder
Coker, or anybody else. But until then
he preferred to wundersiudy tho shy
violet, and retire from the public eye.
turned from the lane into the footpath
through the wood; and there, though he
slowed down, he did not halt.
his big speetacies,

Coker, he was suve, had not seen him
ammex that bundle and depart. with it

Bunier Up a Tree !
" 0
& startled rabbit, {0 a sound
were grateful and comforting. But ihe
in the shape of Horace Coker.
open it 411l he was at a zale distance—
of the bundle that had so mysteriously
internally, Bunter was preparcd to face
He did not even slow down till he had
He Dblinked cautiously back through
Coker had been foo busy at the time.

THE MAGNET

But & good m fellows might have
seen him; mdﬁhr might be on the
track at any moment. the bare
thought of being oaptured by Coker,
with the plunder in his siion, was
really blood-curdling. er of the
Fifth had a short way with fags; he
had a heavy hand, and the largest boot
in the Fifth Form. Bunter had sampled
both in his time, and he hated the idea
of sampling them again,

He had to find cover—deep coverl
In the summer it would have been easy
ta seek some deep thicket; but in the
winter the wood was thin and bare, and
tho loaves were all on the ground,
Thers was no safe cover among the
leafless underwoods,

But Billy Bunter knew a safe spot,
and he hended for it. Close by the
fng-l:ﬁ-atrh was o big beech-tree, with u
thick, gnarled trunk essy to climb.
Bunter had climbed that beech once
when Ponsonby, of Higheliffe, was look-
ing for him, and he rememwbered it now,
¥o m%c was wanting, but where the
branches jotted out from the parent
trunk there was ample cover. And the
fat junior, with much exertion and
many grunts, dragged himself and the
bundie up into the old beech, and there,
fecling secure at last, settled down to
enjoy life,

The jam tarte were goad. They
vanished like oysters. e dough-
nuts were ripping, and they went on the
downward path almost as swiftly as the
tarta.

Bunter, sticky and happy, felt that
this was something like hife!

Fellows like Harry Wharton & Co,
might fnd entertainment in punting a
footer about in the keen wind. Billy
Bunter had far better idess of enjoy-
ment. This was something like !

The plum cake followed the taris and
the doughnuts more slowly. But it
followed and disappeared to the last
plunmt and the Iast crumb.

By that fime Bunter was consciouz of
a pleasant feeling of fullness under his
{',}.'[C-HEIF{‘: wasteoat, )

squatting i the beech, leaning back
agamst & Jutting branch, he regarded
ihe zced calm and the box of chocolates
with a thoughtful cye.

Even Bunter had his limits, He
mercly nibbled at the seed enke, The
chocolates  went down with pauses
hotween.

And then came the sound of rumning
footsteps on tho path below the branches
of the beech, and Bunter started pnd
listened in dire apprehension.

He hiad oo doubt that it was Coker.

Soime beast who ecouldn't mind his
own business had seen Bunter on hig
travels with that bundle, and given
Horace the tip! Bunter had no doubt
of it, and ho blessed his forethought in
seeking such secure cover. Flight wes
impossible. With the jam tarts, the
doughnuts, and the plum cake, stacked
inside him, Billy Bunter eould not havo
fled from o mad bull,

“0h lor'!” he murmured, as heo
listened, “Beast! Rotter! Oh erikoy !

Thoe rmning footstepz goame nearcr
and nearer along the footpath,

Bunter’s fat heart beat fast.

Coker—if it was Coker—could not
possihiy see him in the tree. e would
pass below, leaving the fat plunderer
bohind, unseen and  unsuspected.
Bunter felt sure of i, but he listencd
in doep trepidation.

The footsteps stopped under the tree,

Bunter barvely repressed a squeak of
1AEFTOF,

The beast was not passing on! ITe
had halted under the beech, and tie



EVERY SATURDAY

haplesa Owl of the
Remeve expected the
next moment to hear
Coker's wvoice bawl-
ing to him to come
down.

But he  heard
nothing save a faint
rustling sound. Then
he caught a sound of
herd breathing.

Bunter grinned
with relief.

It was not Coker!
It conidn’t bo Coker |
Whoever if was that
had run up the foot-

th had stopped nt
he beech and was
taking cover behind
the trunk. Appazx-
ently it was someone
who, like Bunter
himself, was secking
to escaps observa-
tion.  Certamnly it
could not be Horace
Coker.

The faink rustling
had  ceased,  but
Bunter could  still
hear tha  hurried
breathing ns of a
man who haod run
bhard

He ventured to
gtretch  out his  fak
neck ot last and peer
down from the beech.
Obviouzly. the new-
comer was not Coker,
and Bunter wondered
who he was, =and
what on carth ho was
up to.

His first view was
of the crown of a
dingy bowler hat,
It was a man who
stood  erouching  be-
hind tha beech,wateh-
ing the footpath; a man in shabby
ciothes, too intent on his own busincss
te think of looking up into the branches
above him. The knobby end of 2 stick
protruded from under his right arm.

Billy Bunter's little round eyes opencd
wide behind his big round spectacles.

Even as he blinked down, the man
slipped the stick from under his arm
into his hand, taking & business-like grip
on ik

Bunter cnught his breath.

There was no mstaking the man's
attitude-—-or his intention. Stick in
hand, he was watching the path from
behind the frunk—evidently for someone
whom he expected to sea!

“Oh erikey!” murmured Bunter in-
audibly.

The man was a footpad! There could
ba no doubt of it. He had run along
the path and stopped for someone clso
to come up—someone who was takin
o short cut by the lonely footpath
through the wood. No doubt he had
wobched hizs intended vietim turn out of
the road into the footpath, and cut
ahead, to wait for him in a solitary spot.

The spot was solitary enough; there
wat no one at hand save Billy Bunter,
unsecnn in the beech; and Bunter, cer-
tainly, would not have beon there but
for the raiding of Coker's tuck.

Bunter's heart thumped sgain.

The man below pushed back his dingy
bawler hat and wiped his forchead.
Cold as the afterncon was, his brow was
dewed with peorspiration from tho
rapidity of hi= run up the path.

Bunter had a glimpse of an oily-look-
ing, unpleasant face, with shifty eyes
end & gash of & mouth.

The néxt moment the hat was replaced
and the man was bending agsin, watch-
ing the footpath, & good deal like &
wild animal in ambush.

Bunter had been glad that he was safe
in the treo when he had ‘fancied that it
was Horace Coker below, He was
doubly glad now. Not for worlds would
Bunter, if he could have helped it, have
established contact with that hard-
featured, shifty-eyed man, crouching
under the tree, stick in hand, The fat
junior almost stilled his breathing, fear-
iul of the shifty eyes turning upward.

There was a sound of footsteps on. the
path, under the loafless branches that
crossed it from side to side.

The footsteps were leisurely—those of
a man walking at an easy pace—and
Bunter did not néed telling that this was
the traveller for whom the hidden man
was watching., Possibly someons who
had como down to Friacdale by train,

¥rom the beech, high over the path,
Bunter blinked at the man as ho came.
He beheld o stout, ]‘.]':}1‘1:-1% gentleman, in
overcoat and silk hat. He wes not un-
familiar to the eyes of the fat junior;
Bunter had seen {.im at Greyfriara two
or three times, when there were mect-
ings of the governing board at the
school, and he rccognised him now. It
was Sir George Cheyne, & woalthy iron-
master, who was a member of
Governing Dody.

Bunter opencd his lips to call out a
warning., DBut before he could utter a
word there was & rustle below, and the

“ What does ali this mean ? ** asked Wingate. ** You look a preity sight for a Fifth Form senlor!”
“Ow ! Groooogh! Qoooogh ! * gasped Coker.

Heo sat up dizzily, gasping for breath, and was
fust in time to see the offending Removiies disappearing round the corner.

hidden man bahind the beech leaped out
into the path.
“'0ld on, old bean!? Bunter heard
him ra
The baronet came to a sudden halk
under the beech. The man with the
shifty eyes was [p]mted fairly in his
path, the stick lifted !:hmﬁtanmgl'y.
“What—" began Bir George. “ What
the dooce— hy-—what—— I know
ou, you rascal! IHookey—your name's
odkey | What are you doing here, you
scoundrel 12

out.

—— e Wy

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Billy Bunter Takes A Hand |

ILLY BUNTER watched breath-
B lessly from the beech.
Neithor the portly baronet nor
the rascal with the stick had
the faintest idea that eyes were upon
thema. Round them, the wintr¥ w
ootpath

waore silent and deserted, the
solitary. .

Bir écﬂrgu had grasped his umbrella,
as if to use it in defence. Hookey
grinned, and made & motion with the
thick, heavy stick.

“You know me, old bean?? he
grinned. )

“T remember you!"” rapped Sir
George.  “Your name's Hookey. You
were a waiter at the Reg Boarding-
House, in Brighton, where I stayed 1o
the summer. You purloined & bag from

my room, though it could not be proved
tha "

“71 was sacked for it, old bean,” eaid
Tee Magxer Lismiry.—INo. 1,240,
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Hookey cheerfully. “Whether I had it
or not, 1 waa od for it.”

“You had it you rogue 1 gaid Sir
George ﬂtﬁrﬁh’. “What are you deing
here now? Have you turned to highway
robbery, aftor petty pilfering #*

“You've got i)’ paid Hookey coolly.
“I’vya beon on tramp months, old
hean, and & man's got to live. Take
miv word for it, 1 waa glad to see you
roll out of the railway statitn, helf an

hour ago!*

He chuckled. _

" ¥ou have heen watching me——""
. “Right on the nail | assented Hookey.
“And when I saw vou was g to take
the footpeth, I cut ahead. ow I'veo
got you where I want you!”

He onme & step neaver to tho baronet,

“Hand it out!” he said, in a low,
threatening woice.  “"All youlve god
about you-—and I fancy it's encugh to
see me through for e long time to come.
I don't want 1o crack your eilly old head
—but I'll erack it ez soon as look at
you if (Z’un give me any trouble.”

E.Lt:: eorge Cheyne gave an angry
Enor

Ha was a portly gentleman, of middle
ege, and hin 4:1:|}l.B11 mp&r: was Aan
umbrella; but evidently he had no in-

tention of submitting to robbery. He
lared at the shifty-eyed, oily-featured

ookey, .

“Btand  aside, u - rapoal ™  he
boomed. “By gad! ‘Btand saside, of
I will knock you downl®

“Think again, old bean!” r:rinnad
Hookey. Stop, you ole fool, yout
Wall, if you will have 1% 1"

The baronet was striding straight at
tho footpad.

Hookoy aimed & blow with the stick,
Hir George ceught it on his umbrella
and partly turned it axide. But the stick
landed on the silk hat, which erunched

under the blow and rolled from the
baronet’s head.

Hookey drew back his arm swiftly for
another blow,

But Sir George, portly and middle-
aged as ho was, scemed an active man,
ag well as a determined one. Hs came
straight at the ruffian and atruck with
the umbrolla, landing it across the oily
face, Hookey gove a yelp and struck
the blow missing the baronet’s head
and grazing his shoulder, .

Before he could strike again, Sir
George Cheyne had gres him and

wronched the stick from his hand. It
dropped on the path.

“MNow, you rascall!” panted the
baronet.

“8'help me!** gas Hookey; and
he returned gresp for grasp, with a
strength that was far beyond 8Sir
George's, and the baronat went down to
the earth with a heavy crash,

" Qoodeh I he gasped as he collapsed,
with the ruffian sprawling over him.

He struggled manfully.

But Hookey had the upper hand.
Twico his clénched fist d in the
baronet's face, and as the po gentle-
man lay dazed under the hlows tha
raxcal reached out to gresp the stick
he had dropped.

Bunter, frors the branches above, was
blinking down in terror. Hia eyes were
almost starting through his spectacles.

Bir George was stil] r-esigt.ing, though
feebly, snd Bunter could eee that
Hookey wopld have hold of the stick
niam vi'a few moments. Then he knew
what would happen—a crashing blow on
the unprotected head !

Bunter’s teeth chattered.

Tho Owl of the Remove waz not of the
stuff that herces are made. IHe sim
dared not drop from the beech and face
the ruffian and risk a smashing blow
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from the stick. DBut even Bunter could
not remain idle while the ruﬁan oarried
out his savage intention, Billy Bunter's
wits, as a rule, did not work aswiftly.
MNow he acted with a celerity thab sur-
prised himself. Hookey's fingers touched
tha fallen ‘stick, his grasp closed on it
A moment more, and he would have
swung it up, to bring it down with &
crash on the helpless man sprawling
under him, But in that moment Bunter
actod.

Whiz !

It was o seed cale—Coker's sced eake
—that whizzed down from the beech and
landed on the head of the focotpad.

Hookey gave a startled yell.

The sudden crash on his head from
ebove gemt him reeling asideways,
attack was utterly unexpected.

‘Whiz !

It wias Coker'z box of chocolates that
came nexft. Bunter hurled it -#ith all
tha force of his fat arm,

It crashed on the gide of the ruffian’s
face mnd burst, smothering Bir George
Cheyne with soattering chocolates.

Hookey sprawled aver.

“ Oh gad | gasped Sir George.

He was as startled and amazed by the
eadden diversion in hiz favour as the
footpad was. But he took instant ad-
vantage of it. He scrambied to hia feet
as tha footpad resled off him,

“Help ™  yelled DBunter, “Helpl
Help! Murder! Heolp!™

ookey leaped to his feet.

Bunter's frantic yell rang far and
wide through the wood.

Who was yelling the footpad did not
know; but he knew that someono was
at hand, and that was enough for him.
Ha turned snd bolted through the

thickets.
“Stop!”  roared _ 8ir  George,
“Beoundrel | Stop] Help! Help me

to secure that rascall Help!”

Billy Bunter was not likely to accede
to that request, Ho was safe in the
tree—and he stayed safe. But he yelled
lm:ni yelled with all the force of his
ungs.

“Help! Murder! Help! Help!”

oes answered far and wide.

There was o ¢rashing ig the thickets
&5 the footpad fled. Bir George made
& stride in pursuit—and then stopped,
Hea picked ip his damaged umbrella and
kis ¢runched hat and stared round him,
Hookey's Heeing footsteps died away in
the wooda,

" Good fad 1" ejaculated Sir George,
staring blankly. He had teken it for
E;anted that someons was coming 6o
15 aid, but he could ses no one. * Wha
—what—what— (Good gad! What—
what—""

“Help! Oh crikey! Halp!”

Bir {;Enr&z stared upwar& Hiz ears
told him t the yella came from
above, and he jum at the sight of &
fat, ¢xcited face and a large pair of
‘tglimmmmg spectacles 1o the beech-
ree,

. ;;;r‘fl;ﬂ the dooce nrg youi"” he Ef]fﬁdﬁ
at are you doing wu ereé
What ?** . - P

‘*Help "

“That's enough 1" snapped Bir George
testily. “The man's gone! You can
come- down, whoever vou are.”

Billy Bunter ceased to yell

“Bure he's gone!” he gasped.

“"Yes, yesl

“Oh lof 1M gﬁﬁ}}ﬂd Bunter.

Ho came slithoring down frgm the
beech. Bir George Cheyne stared at
him in amazement.

"Who the dickens he
demanded.

“ [—I—I'm Bunter!"

“Oh, yow're Bunter, are you? What
the dooce were you doing in that treet”

aro youi'
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“1—I wasn't hiding—""

“What 1"

“1—1 into the tree to—to rosr,”
expluined Bunter. “I—I rather like
resting in a—a—a tree,”

“Lood gad!” said BSir George. He
stared harder at Bunter. “You're a
Gireyfriors boy, from your cap.”

“Yes, sir! Dunter of the Hemove,
gir! I say, we'd better cut, in case
that beast comes back I gasped Bunter.
£ course, I'm mnot atraid of him,

ut_l}

“I'm much obliged to you, my boy,"
gaid Sir Georpe. * You uni somethin
at that scoundrel—from the tree,
suppose——"

" Yes, sir—Cokor's cake—I mean my
cake! And Coker's—I mean my box of
chocolates! They're done for now!”
added Bunter dismaliv, Cake and
chiecolates had been trampled on, and
even the Owl of the Remove had no
furthice wuse for them. “I—1 say, sir,
let's cut! That beast e

“If you had come to my sssistance
we might bhave secured that rascall”
snorted Sir George. “Why did you
remaln in the tree?”

1) I_I_._I_'___l".'

“Howaver, I am much obliged to
vou,”" said Sir George. “ You have bean
vory useful—very useful indeed—though
you have not acted with the courage I
should have expected of a Greylriars
boy. But we had better go; that
scoundrel might return if he learned
that it was only a schoolboy who was
here. Come, come I

Sir  George started back towards
Friardale Lane, the way he had como,
giving up his intention of taking the
short out through the wood. Billy
Bunter rolled after him,

Thew reached the lane, and there Sir
George paused to punch his erunched
headgear into some sermblance of a hat

sgain.
Then he started along the road
towards Greyiriars, Billy Bunter

blinked efter him morosely.

Flo had. sacrificed a cake and a bhox
of chocolates, and there was no doubt
that he had saved Sir George from
injury and from robbery. DBunter ex-
pected gratitude, But Bir George really
scemed to think less of the service he
had rondered than of the service he
might have rendered had he jumped
down from the tree and helped to tackle
the footpad. He really scemed to think
that Bunter had not acted with the
pluck that might have been expected
of n Greyfriars man. He had told
Bunter that he wans obliged and left it
at that, Now he was walking off to
Greviriars, apparently dismissing
Bunter from hiz mind sltogether.

Bill;,r Bunter blinked after him in
deep indignation, and ejaculated :
“Beast 1"
THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Nothing In It}
1 ALLO, hallo, hallol I've secn
H that sportsman before I
Bob Cherry madoe that

remark as a portly gentleman
came in at the gates of CGreylriars—
very respectfully saluted by Gosling—
and walged towards the House.

The Famous Five hiad been ab foothall

ractice. Now they were Killing time
Eefare tea, sauntering in the quad.
Four membors of the famous Co. wore
talking foothall—the coming match with
Highcliffe School being the chief topio
at present among the foothalling frater-
nity in the Greyiriars BEemove., Frank
ent was silent. apparently ocoupicd

his thoughts—which were not of
foothall.

N
wit

The Co. glanced round at tha portly
gentleman and “capped ' him politely
as he passed on his way to the House,

“That's one of the jolly old gover-

nors 1" remarked Hob., “I romember
secing him here last term.” =

*It's 8ir George Cheyne,'” snid I'rank
Nugoent.,

“¥ps, that's his name, I believe,”
astented Bob., “I wonder what he
wants?  He hardly ever shows up
here”

“1 faney I know.”

“You do?” said Bob, staring at him.
“What the dickens do you know about
him, ¥ranky 1

N}t_llgcnt sailed cather sourly.

“He's here on Corlow’s account,” he
answered.

“Clarlow " repented Wharton,

[{} YEE'H‘

Four members of the Co. exchanged
glances, Nugent, noting those glances,
coloured, and his eyves glinted.

A POCKET KNIFE 13
ALWAYS HANDY! ¥

CRACK A JOKE and win one
like Fred Fowler, of 8, Christina
Terrace, Hotwells, Bristol, who
sent in the following ribtickler.

NOIJSES ON!

Jones : “ You're looking assdy
to-day, old man. What's the
trouble 7'

Brown : * I'va got nofses in ths
head."

Jdones :
that ;
hat['

“ Don't worry about
’II', must be the band on your

His chums had not exactly told him
that they were fod-up with his fend
with the new junior, But Frank did
not really need telling, The fact was
plain enough.

“¥You fellows fancy I've pot my knife
into that cad for nothing,” he said, with
a8 sneer.  “Well, we shall sce this
afternoon.’

“I don't see any harm in the fellow,”
said Harry Wharton, rather curtly.
“You rowed with him his hrst day hees
over your minor—well, it came out that
Dicky was to blame. He said so
himself—"

“The fact 13, Franky, you're rather
making a fool of yourself,” said Johnny
Dull, in his slow, stolid way. “You
make out that that man Carlow is some
sort of & rank outsider; but the actual

fact is that you can't pet over the lick-

ing, And it's rot| Chap ought not to
Hmr malice for a licking in o far
ght."”

“My esteemed Johnny——" mur-

mured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,
Nugent's face was flaming.

7

#] say what I think!"" snid Johnny
Bull. “You fellows think the same, if
you'd only say so. So does every man
in the Remove, if you come to that!
Carlow licked Frank, and follows lika
Bunter and Skinner, and that set have
been shiggering over it, liké the measly
cads they are—and that's all thers ia
about it. There's nothing wrong ‘with
the chap.'’

Wharton and Bob Cherry and Hurree
Singh were uncomfortably silent. Ino
point of fact, their opinion rather
agreed with Johnny's. But they wera
rather more blessed with toact then
Johnoy Dull, whose P‘.lnimws.s of apeach
was not always gratetul or comforting.

“Ho you think——" breathed Nugent.

“0Oh, let 1t drop ! gaid Harry. ™ You
can kecp clear of the chap; he's nothing
to us, anyhow,""

“T've told yvou he's & rank outsider,
a cad, and & swindler of some sort ("
said Nugent. “I've told you that I
know it ns a fact,"”

“Rot!” snid Johnny Bull,

“I've told you that I heard a2 man
epeaking to him—a man who knew him
belore he came here,”’ said Frank,
don't think I ought to repeat what I
heard, and I haven't done so: but I'm
down on the fellow becoause I know he'a
& bad egg, and not becausge—"

“I dare say you think so!" said
Johnny Bull. “But I fancy you
wouldn’t think so, if yvou hadn't hed
that row with him first day here.”

i Well, you'll sea!” said Nugent
bitterly. * A povernor of the school hos
come down specially to see him—""

“How can you possibly know that?"
asked Harry.

“Quelch gave me a messnge for him,
to stay within gates because old Cheyne
was coming, ™

“Oh™ said Wiwarton, rather taken
aback.

“The old sportsman may be a re-
lation, or something,” said Bob.

“Carlew hasn’t any relations—he's
zald 50."

Wharton made a restless movement.

“Well, what the thump do you think
the old merchont has come down for?"
he asked, “To root Carlow out of the
school, or what?" .

“It can't be wmnything else,” said
Frank. “The fellow's been found out,
and the game's up for him here,”

Harry Wharton shook his head,

“What do you think a governor ol
the school wants to see him for, then?"
snapped MNugent.

But the

“1 ean't make 1t out!

fellow's all right, I believe,” said Harry.

“ Bunter savs that Cokor of the Fiith
konew him, or met him somewhers, be-
fore he came to Greyfriors; and Coker
doesn’t scem to think there’s anything
wrong with him. I've noticed Coker
speaking ecivilly to him more than once,
and Coker docsn't waste o lot of civility
on the Remove,”

“Coker's a silly fool 1M

“That's all very well,” said Johnny
Bull. “Dut you ought not to have said
anything about what you heard a man
saving to Carlow, Franky, VYou hcard
it by accident, and—"

“ 1 haven't said anything: except that
I'voe told tho fellowr I know he's an 1m-
postor, and ordercd him fo keep out of
my study. Do you think he would have
taken orders from me if his conscience
had been clear ™

“That's queer, I admit!"” said Harry.
" Hao clearcd out of our study when you
told him to, that's & {act.™

“ And it wasn't because he funked !
sneered Nugent, * [le licked mo once,
as you fellows are rather fond of re.
minding e !

Tue Maicxer Lisnary.—Neo. 1,240,



“Ob, don't be an ass! Fellows bave
been ilﬂ!:ﬂd before, without all this
fuss,” said Harry. "1 had a fight with
old Dob once, and he licked me to the
wide, and I've forgotten all about it.”

“Ii's not that, I tell you,” said Frank
eavagaly. “You keep on making out
that it's that—"

“Bo it is—only you can't see it—or
won't I gaid Johnny DBull. "You

itched into him over your minor; and
Eicky owned up afterwards that he was
to blame; and you can't gtand having
maide an ass of yourself I

MNugent set his lips hard.

Perhape at the back of his mind there
was a lurking consciousness of truth in
Johnny's words; perbaps he half
realised that his suspicion of the new
junior was founded on his dislike of

im—not, as ho tried to think, his dis-
like on his suspicion !

“Well, if you're xight, we shall soon
gea,’”  said }iahnny, “The jolly old

overnor's here; and if he's down on
%nrluw wa shan't be long in hearing
about it."” ]

“I'm sure of that!” said Frank.

“1f the surefulness ia terrifie, the die-
cussfulness 13 Jrnpﬂammusly super-
Auous,” suggesied Hurree Jamset Ram
Bingh. “Let us drop the esteemed and
ridiculous subject, Speech iz silvery;
but the golden silence is the cracke
pitcher that saves a stitch in time from
& bird in the bush, as the English
proverb says!"” :

And even Frank Nugent’s [rowning
face cleared, and he grinned, under the
influence of that BEnglish proverb!

The Famous Five went into the
House. Within, they sighted Sir Georgo
Cheyno again, in talk with Mr. Queloh,
the Remove master; and they caught
some of the words as they passed. _

“A ruffanly footpud! The pelice
must be set on his track at ouce—1f you
will ellow-me the use of your telephone,
Mr. Queleh—"

“Certainly, sir!”

“Though I have no doubt that the
razeal is far enough away by this time!
A dastardly raseal—"

Tha Famous Five went up to the He-
move passage. Carlow was on the land-
ing above the Remove staircase, lean-
ing on the banisters, and ba glanced
at thoe (Co. as they passed. Frank
Nugent gave him an icy stare, and
walked on to Study No. 1. The other
fellows Jlooked uncomfortable. Az
Frank's chums, they were more or less
dropged into his feud with the new
fellow: but they could not help a feel-
ing that it was not upon Carlow’s side
that the blame lay.

It occurred to Wharton that Carlow
had seen Sir George Cheyne from the
landing window. If =0, he certainly
did not seem slarmed in any way by the
sight of that particular governor of
Greyfriars. From a good-matured im-
pulse he paused to speak.

“Thero's & jolly old é.;wemur jusk
blewn in, Carlow,” he sa:id.

1 know,” said Carlow, with a smle.
“T'ra expecting to be sent for.™

There wers six or seven Bemovo
fellows within hearing, as well as the
Fomous Five, OCarlow, evideutly, did
not mind the follows knowing that Sir
George Cheyne had come to see him at
e Notnan I hope 1 said H

NMothing up, pe sl Urry.

“Not at all.”

“Old Cheyne a relation of yours,

Corlowi"” asked Skinner, who was
Imtnlgirig; the bBanisters.
T 'CI‘ F ]

“] hear that he's come to see you, ™
ﬂ'fﬂ.lj
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“What docs he want, then?” asked
Skinner.

“ Borter ask him 17 said Carlow, and

he turned away.

Harry Wharton & Co. went into
Study No. 1 to tea. A few minutes later
Carlow passed the open door, going to
Study No. 3, with Russell and Ogilvy,
who had just como in.

Tea in Study No. 1 was rather a silent
meal that afternoon.

MNugent was in a state of expectancy,
annd his friends in a state of discom-
fort. Frank, having made up his mind
that Carlow was an impostor of some
gsort, had no doubt that the visit of a

overnor of the school, specially to see

im, meant that he had been found out,
and that it was the Ginish for him at
Groyviviars. The other fcllows did pot
beliove anything of the kind: but they
wera rather puzzied. :

With Frank, perhaps, the wish was
father to the thought, though he was
hardly conscious of it. If Carlow was
sent away from the school it would be
a justification for his “down ™ on him;
it would prove to the other fellows—and
perhaps to Nugent himself—that he had
been right in barring the rather mys-
terious new hoy.

Ten was over when Trotter, the page,
put his chubby faee into the doorway.

“Master Carlow here, sir?” he ashked.
“The "Ead wania him.™

“TThis isn't his study now, Trotter,"
answered Wharton, *““'Lrot along to
Study MNo. F—vou’ll find him there.”

Trotter “trotted” along to Study
No. 3. A few minutes later he repassed
Study No. 1, and Carlow was following
him to the stairs.

MNugent breathed rather Lard.

Carlow had been  sent for to the
Head's study; and Sir George Cheynoe
was with the Fead. It must mean the

finish for him, What else could it
mean 7
Frank rose from the table, and

strolled out of the study. His friends
fallowed him in a rather worried mood.
A number of Remove fellows were in the
passage, and ﬂ]e; wers discussing Car-
ipw. Bkinner, it appeared, had fol-
fowed Carlow down, and seen him enter
the Head’s study, and had a glimpse
of Rir George there. Tho follow was
still shut up with the Head and the
governor, and what was going on was
a matter of keen interest to maeny of
the Remove.

Nugoent’s feud with Carlow had drawn
a good deal of attention to the new
fellow in the Form.

friends

Except among hia  own
Nugent had pot talked of his suspicions;
but Billy Bunter had heard things and
repeated them; and it was known to all
the Form that Carlow had been turned
out of Study Neo. 1, and the faet that
he bhad allowed himself to be turned out
of his study was, at least, odd.

There were a good many surmises
about him in the Remove, and general
attention had been drawn to the cireum-
stance that be had no relatives, and that
nobody know who paid his fees ot the
school.

Skinner, who would have been glad
to find out anything discreditable aﬁuut
anybody, surmised that there was some-
thing em:mdinﬁl? “fshy " about the
new man: and many other fallows
wondered if Bkinner was right.

Now thn digrovery that a governor
of the school had come down specially to
Groyiviars to sea Carlow, caused quite a

L1EE.

“They've found him out!”™ said
Skinner oracularly.

“What was there to find out, fat-
head " asked Ogilvy.

THE MAGNET

“ Blessed if I know!
Nugent knows,”

“The knowifulness is mot terrific, my
esteemed, wormful Skinner!” said
Hurren Jamset Ram Singh.

Many glanees turned on Nugent, but
he did not speak.

“Rot 1" grunted Johnny Bull,

“Well, what does ¢ld Cheyne want to
see him for ¥ asked Bnoop.

“No bizncy of mine—or yours!™

“They're having a jolly long pows-
wow, anyhow,” remarked Vernon-3mith,
“Poor beast! Up hetween a Beak and
a governor 1"

“Halle, halle, hallo!
cjaculated Bob Cherry.

LE2 .‘l.‘l'rhﬂ.t I.'-;

“There goes George!™ said Bob,
alluding thus familiarly to Bir George
U!'JEE{I‘I.&,. and pointing to the landing
window.

The portly Gpure of Bir George could

seen going down to the gates. The
baronet’s visit to the school was over.

“Not takin' Carlow away with him,
anyhow,” said the Dounder. 1 fancy
there’s nothin' in it—though goodnesa
knows what the old sportsman wan
here at all 1”

Frank Nugent compressed his lips,
The governor was gone, after sceing
Carlow in the Head’s study. What waa
the next news to bel

“Hallo, hallo, ballo!”® roared Bob
Cherry, *“Here ho comes[”

Carlow was coming up the Remova
staircase,

Al_! eyes fixed on him,

His face was bright,

MNugent starcd at him, almost dumb-
f{'rqn ed. Judging by his looks, at least,
Eric Carlow was not in the least discons
corted by his interview with the
governor. He looked quite bucked.

Carlow reached the landing and
glenced round in surprise at the crowd
of staring Remaoviles,

“All sereno, old beant" ealled out
Ruszsell.

But I fanoy

He's going 1™

“Hh=—yes! What do you meant®
asked Carlow. " There's nothing up, 18
there ™

“Didn't old George jump on youil”
asked the Bounder.

“NWNo. Why should he?”

“Then what the thump did he want
to seo you for?” demanded Skinnper.

Carlow laughed,

#There's still time to cut after him

and ask him if wou're curious!” he
answered, “ Vou'll eatch him at the
gates,”

“Oh, ratal” grunted Skinner,
_ Carlow walked on to his study. The
juniors stared after him, and stared at
one another, and some of them langhed,

“* All moonshine I szaid Peter Todd.

Frank Nugent went back into Study
No. 1 with compressed lipas. (At was, as
Toddy said, sall moonshine, The
governor had come and gone, and
nothing had happened.

Was he, after all, mistaken about the
now fellow—ar what did it micant
Whatever it meant, it was evident that
nothing had haoppened, and that nothing
was going to happen. QCarlow, whoever
he was, end whatever he was, was still
Elt_ Greyiriars, and was staying ab Grey-
riars.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Major and Minor |

RIEH:"LRD KUGENT of the

Sccond TForm  at ﬂrﬂghinrs
waved a hand, that would have
beenr none tho worse for a

wash, to Erie Carlow in tho quad.
It was & fow days after tho visit of

Sir George Cheyne—that visit of which
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PFrank MNugent had expected
so rauch, snd which had led
to nothing.

Carlow of the Bemove went
on the even tenor of his way,

undisturbed ; indeed, so far
as anyone could eeo, he
geomed  to  have  derived

leasura from tha visit of the
aronet.
- Hardly any fellow gave any
thought to the matter, or
aven rememberad if, s=cept-
i Nugeat major. MNugent's
Hfeud ' was still going as
strong as over, more and
more to the impatience of his
frionds. But in that feud
voung Dicky Nugent of the
Second Form certainly had no
share. If Dicky was even
aware of ik, he cortainly did
not allow it fo affect him in
any way. FHe liked Carlow,
who had heped him in some
diffieult exereises for Mr.
Twigp; and though Dicky, as
& rule, had little use for Re-
move men, he made an ex-
eception in Carlow’s favour.

He waved a rather grubby
hand to the pew junior in a
friendly way a3 he sighted
him in the quad.

Corlow gave him & nod
from a distance, and changed
his direction = little, Hoe
rather liked the cheeky,
cheery fag; buot, in the eir-
eumstances, he felt that it was
judicious to keep eclear of
Frank Nugent's brother.

“Come on, you men !" said
Dicky Nugent, the “men ¥ Le
addressed being Gatty and
Myers of that important
Form, the Second.

“Here, heold onl!" gaid
Gatty. “What do you want
ta jaw to o Remove tick for?
Blow the Remove!™

* Blow 'em, your major ard
all ' said Myers.

“Vou let my major alone,
young Myers!” eaid Dicky
geverely. major's &
good sort, though a bit of an
ass! Ho does a lot of work
for me that makes old Twigg .
git up and purr and call me a pains
taking lad " )

Ciatty and Myers grinned.

“That man Corlow's a good sorb
went on Dieky. “I had a regular corker
to do for old Twigg last WEEI‘E,+ and my
major was out, and Carlow did it for
me. He was rather a rotter, though;
ha mada me go through the thing with
him, instead of doing it on his own
like old Franky. But it turned out jolly
lucky, I ean tell you, Old Twigg was
¢ bit suspicious, and he took me through
it, and stood up toe him and never
turned a hair! I might have got six,
but for that man Carlow [V

1!‘!

“That's all right,” said Gatty. "*Dut
we don't talk to the Bemove. You lot
him along 1” .

“ Fathead [ said MNugent minor.

“We're going out in old Baker’s punt
on Wednesday afternoon, ain't wefl
Well, Carlow's a new map here, and
I'm going lo take him."

“Weo're not taking a Remove man 1
bawled Gatty.

“Oh, don’t bs a silly ass!” urged
Dicky., “We want a man with us who
can handle a punt, don't we? I can tell
you, it's not jolly sale dﬁwn.}w the weir,

gnd you kida are no use—
“Oh, ot 1™

Before the ruffian could carry out his savage infention Bunter acted. Thud [
cake whizzed down from the beech and landed on the head of the fooipad.
Yoocoh ! gasped Hookey.

“Y can't azsk my major to come,"” ex-
plained Dicky. “He's all jaw! o
would just say that it’s not safe to take
Baker's old punt out, and tell mo not
to ro. Fronky's no uso, but we want
gsomebody with us”

“1 don't see———"

“¥ou never see anything 1" answered
Nugent minor.

“1 think—" ; e o

“No, yon don't! ¥You ean't! Just
leave t,hriIII thinking to mo,” suid Dicky,
“and comno and speak to Carlow, and
mind you're eivil IV

CGiatty and Myors grunted expres.
sivoly; but they followed their leader,
and the three fags trotred off to inter-
copt Carlow, Az a matler of fack,
Dicky's faithful followers had 1o admit
that if they were going out in Daker's
old punt next half-holiday, it would be
jndicious to have an elder fellow with
them, The reach of the Sark near
Balker’s mill was out of bounds for all
fellows below the Fifth, and was well
Lnawn to bo danferows.

Cortainly Nugent of the HRemove
would not have taken part in any such
excursion, and would have been more
likely to take measures to prevent the
reclless fags from carrying out their
intention.

Carlow had to slop, as tho threc fags

The szeed
* Ooooh !

raced up and planted themseclves in his
rath.

I “Hold on, old bean!” said MNugent
minor ainicably. .

“What 13 it ?” asked Carlow. “1IF it's
anolher exercise for Twige, you'd betior
take it to your major !”

“'"Tain't " said Dicky. “I say, are
you still serapping with my major? I
say, I shouldn't mimd heim, 1f I were you.
Yranky's a jolly good old sort, only a
bit peovish ot times. Look here, are
you doing anything Wednesday after-
noon

“ Nothing special,” answered Carlow.

“Well, then, you're o new man bere,

and wn'il show you about a bit,” said
Dicky. “If it's fine, we're going oul 1o
a punt.”

Carlow shook his head.

“ Look here, don’t you put on Hemove
nirs and graces, and you a mew kid
hero 1™ ﬂxén:mnd Dicky. "I ean jolly
woll tell vou that it isn't overy Remove
man we'd take with us I

“Highly hﬂm}urﬂdf I'm sorel” said
Carlow, laughing, * But——" ]

*Oh, blow your ‘buts’ 1" said Dicky.
“Look here, we want you to coma. It's
s bit out of bound: down by Daker'a
mill, but you needn’'t mind that. Leing

Tug Maguer [iorier.—No. 1,240,
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a new man, you needn't khow it's out
ot bounds—szsee—if we're spotted.”

“(Oh, may hat |"
_ "1t's no end of a lark, mucking about
in Baker’s old punt 1" said Dicky per-
suasively, “It's & hit leaky, but that
don't matter. We'd jolly well like you
to eome, and—"

“Dick 1™

It was Frank Nugent's voice. .

He came up to the group with guick
steps, his brow's knitted. Gatty and
Myers locked at him, grinned at one
another, and walked away. Nugent
major had his rag out, and Dicky’s
friends did not want to be mixed up in
& row between him and his major.

“Ob, don't bother, Frank,” said
Nugent minor, “I'm talking to
Carlow,”

*¥You're not to talk to him,” snapped
Frank,

* Rats (¥ _

“What?” exclaimed Nugent.

“Rats!” repeated Dicky. “I'll talk
to whom I jolly well please, and you
can put that in your pipe and smoke it
Franky. What the dickens are you
butting in for, I'd like to know? Think
Euu can give me orders, beeause you

appen to be my major? Go and cat
coka, "

Frank Nugent breathed hard.

“Carlow's not a fellow for you to
speak to, Dicky!™ he said, as calmly as
be could.

“Rot1” seid Dieky. "I can jolly
well tell you that if I were Carlow
I'd jolly well punch your head for that.
Heo could do it.”

Frank Nugent gave the new fcllow a
bitter look.

“You're going to leave my brother
alone, Carlow,” he said. “TDicky, I
tell you you're mot to have anything to
to with that fellow.”

“Rats!" retorted Dicky.

Carlow was breathing rather hard,
Undoubtedly, at that moment, he was
strongly tempted to punch ¥Frank
Nugent's head, as Dicky cheerfully sug-
gested.  But he restrained his rizing
famper.

*¥our brother’s right, Nugent mi"
he said quietly. “ Anyhow, I couldn't
havo come, and I advise you to chuck
up the idea.”

“If you're going to give me scrmous
like my major, you can ring off right
pow,” zald Nugent minor,

Carlow loughed.

*You're.a young ass,” he said. “But
you'd betler not speak to me, young
un; do as your broiher tells you™

"{atch me ! sard Dicky disdainfully.

Carlow walked away, followed Ly a
black look from Nugent. But his tace
cleared as he turned to his brother
Again.

" Look here, Dicky, I've told you that
that fellow’s no good,” he said. “I
want you to kecp him at a distance.™

“Haven't you got over that licking

yel
"Wha-a-t 1
“Blessed if a man wouldn't think

that a fellow never had been licked
before, the fuss you make about it.”

“You young sWecp, it's not that—>

“ Gammon 1*

Nugont clenched his hands. He had
a strong affection for his young brather,
and a strong zenze of duty towards ham,
But ab that moment he came very near
piving the cheeky youfig rascal the
thrashing of his life.

Dicky eyed him warily, prepared to
dodge,

“It's all your own fault,” he con-
tinped coolly. “"You had to buit n
when Carlow was ragging me, his fiest

Tue AMascxer Lismagv.—Ne. 1,240.

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

day here. T never asked you to. I
barged the chap over and banged his
napper on the ground, and he was wild,
and so would any fellow have been. I
never complained, did 1T But you had
to butt in, without kneowing anything
about it, making. out that I was a poor
little Jid being bullied, and his big
brother coming to the reseus, Yak!?

Frank’s face was crimson.

Ho had not been left in any doubt
that he had made a fool of himsetf, in
nis “row * with Carlow, and mrtnmlﬁ
Dicky’s remarks on tho subject coul
not have left the shadow of a doubt
about it. Richard Nugent, the most war-
like fighting-man in the Second Form,
did not like being regarded as a little
fellow who had to be protected by his
brother, He disliked the idea very much
indeed. Frank had bagged a severe
hckmg: for coming to his rescue, an
Dicky's gratitude took the form of call-
ing him on ass for his pains,

“You vyoung gweop !V
Nugent,

“0h, can 1t1” said Dicky derisively.
“Let 4 fellow alone! Whe's asking te
be protected, I'd jolly well like to
know? Making o fellow look a fool
beforo all the mon in the Second!®

Frank Nugent turned sway, without
another wnrg:: Thers was deep bitter-
ness in  his heart; but not towards
i}lc!:iy. He could not feel bitter to-
wards the unthinkiog fag. Al his
bittarness was concentrated on Carlow.
It was unjust, and perhaps he realised
at the bottom of his heart, that it was
unjust; but if so, he refused to listem to
the “still small veice.” His dislike of
the new fellow in the Remove was grow-
ing intc something very like hatred
LOW.

muttered

e

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Halves [or Hogkey |

1 NE for you, Carlow ™

0 Bob Cherry called
cheerily.

It wos morning breal, snd

a number of fellows had gathered round

the rack to look for letters.

Carlow was ab a distance, and he was
not looking for letters. No letter had
come to the school for him sinee he had
been at Groyiriars, and he certainly
was not expecting one.

Ho glanced round in surprise as Bob
called.

“Dne for me?™ he repeated.

“Yes; here you are”

B | say, you fellows, isn’t there one
for me?' asked Billy Bunter, with an
anxious blink through his big spectacles.
“I say, was expecting a2  postal
order——"

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Bleszed if I can see anything fo
cackle at! Look here, Bob Cherry, don't
vou give Carlow that letter if it's for
e,

“Tathead!l It"s for Carlow,” said
Bob, taking it down from the rack.

“Well, Carlow mnever getz any
letters,” sald Bunter frgunmentztively,
“and I'm expecting a letter from one of
my titled relations, Look here, if
there’s a crest on that letter, it's for
m&_n

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Here you are, Carlow 1" Bob tossed
the letter across, and the new junior
canght it

SBovaral fellows glanced at him. The
fact that Carlow never had any letiers
hael not, of course, cscaped netice. And
it was easy to sce that he was surprized
at getting ono, Bkinner—who noticed

out

everything—had noticed that the post-
mark on Cearlow’s letter was the local
one of Friardale. Apparently the new
Jumior was getting correspondence from
someond quite near at hand.

“Who's your ifriend in the village,
Carlow?" culled out Skinner.

Carlow, with the letter in his hand,
laoked at him.

“I've no friend in the village,” he an-
swered. “ What do you mean?

“Well, that letter’'s post-marked
Friardale,” zaid Skionper, *1 happened
to notice it—"

“You happen to notice a lot of things
that don't concern you,” said Carlow,
and ha walked away with the letter in
his hand.

“I say, vou fellows, faney Carlow
getting a lctter!” =aid Billy Bunter,
“He never gets any; he hasn’t any re-
lations o gn:.'thmﬁ. I say, I wonder
whe pays his fees here? .

“Can’t mind your own bisney, can
you, old fat bean? asked DPeter Todd.

“0Oh, really Todd o

Carlow had pone out into the quad
with his letter. He stopped under the
old elms to open it. There was a single
sheet within, and as the new jumior un-
folded it and looked at it, he pave a
sudden stark.

“0Dhi” he ejnculated.

Tha colour wavercd in  his cheecks.
Something like a hunted look came into
his eves.

Then he zet his lips, and quietly read
the letter through. It was a strange
enough epistle for any Greyfriars fellow
to receive., It ran:

" PDear ofd Buttons—I fancy you
won't expect to hear from me. But [
noticed that day thet you had a school
eap, and Fve found out the school.
So you're going to hear from your old
pal Hookey.

O Haw wouwve worked i I don't
know., You was boot-boy at the
Regency Doarding House at Brigiilon
when I wag waiter there. I left you
there when I wos sacked. Now you're
e schaolboy al e big school, and any
cove eould see that you've got plenty
af dibs.

“I ain't giving you away, if you do
the pally thing. gu:t halves 18 what I
say, and I mean it. You're on {o e

ool thing; and you ain't leaving
%’aakey gut in ihe cold, Not half!

G wait for vou Tuesday afternoon
at the stile in Friardale Lane. Come
if youw want to see me amd talk
friendly. If you don’t turn up at two
o' elock, or thereabouts, 'l come gn fo
the achool, Your old pal,

“Jid Hoogey.”

Carlow crushed the letter in his Land,
Hia cheeks had paled, and there was o
deep, dark line in his brow.

He had feared that something of this
zsort might come. Since hia mceting
with Hookey two or three wecks ago—
the mecting that Frank Nugent had
witnessed by chance—he had seen
nothing of the man, heard nothing from
him, and had hoped that the dingy
rascal had gone on his way. But he had
doubted whether he had seen tho last of
him=—and now he was foce to face with
what he had feared.

The man had found out that he was
at Greyfriars School, and—prompted by
his own dishonest nature—concluded
that it was by means of some trickery,
somae sort of swindling, that the startling
change in his cireumstances hod been
brought about. Carlow’s hp curled a3
he remembered that Nugent of the

{Continued on page 12.)
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A Lad Fra' Lelth !
PETER SIMPEDNi the great young centre-forward of

the Crystal Palace team, does not display tho
faintest of Scottish accent in his speech.

I was at Belhurst Park only a week or two ago,
when one of the player's friends asked young- Peter if he
knew why the authorities had passed him over whon
gelecting an Enpland team last winter,

“England "' queried Bimpson. “Why, I'm a Scotsman 1"

I first met Simpson in the autumn of 1919 at Leith,
where, by the way, he was born. Ie was then about twelve
yeers of age—a fine sturdy lad with fair skin, fair hair,
and elear blue cyes. On the cccasion of our first meeting
ho was in the playing fields of Trinity Academy, where he
was educated, and to which seat of learning I was paying
& visit at the invitation of one of the masters.

It was in September, and some of the boys were plaving
cricket, while others were indulging in foathall. My friend,
the dominie, painted to a youngster who was bowling a
fastish ball which appearcd to be dangerous on @ not foo
plumb wicket.

“That bovy,”’ he said, “will make n fine bowler one of
these days., His name is Peter RBimpson, and he's quite good
at most games. You ought to seo him play foolball [

I did—on the following Saturday, and T never saw a
specdier forward at twelve years of ago.

Football Every Time !

QUNG Bimpson left school soon after his fourtecnth

ﬁ hirthday, and was apprenticed as a draughtsman in

a shipvard, where he remeined for o period of two
yoars,

Soon realising that he was not making a lot of headwny,
he went into o shipping office as a clerk, and joined a strong
team called the Lewth Amateurs. It was whilo he was with
this side that he changed his position from outside-right
to centre, which camo agﬂut as o result of tho regular pivet
being injared. Buf once young Peter played in that position
his ability was recognided, and he never went back to the
WIng.

As time went on he was approached by more than one
%&fﬂ&ﬁiﬂnﬂl team, buf he preferreda to remain an amateur.
Then the manager of Ft. Pernard’s, a side playing in the
Heeond Division of the Scottish  League, suggested that
Poter conld romain in his job at the ship-

ing office and merely play on Saturdays

or a fee of £2 a2 week, This Simpson
apreed to do, and so signed professional
forms.

I was present at the match at which he
first appeared as a paid playor. It was
8t. Bernard's o Stenhonscmuir, on  the
lattor team's ground near Falkirk, and
St. Bernard's lost,

Quita a lot of Leith people, including
women supportors, went to seo thoe game,
and the train back was crowded. so that
voung Simpeon and I had to elhow our
way -info an olready over-full compart-
ment. IKverybody was indignant at the
defoat of 8t Bernard's, and a woman
who was present hold forth on the idiccy
of " pleein’ silk a bairn as Peler Simypson,
v:‘lgu’ d’lldna’ ken his ain goal fra® th' ither
gicin's,

[ looked seross at Petor, and saw o
gleam of amusement in hiz eyes.

“You'll bo sorry for those words,' I
seid {o the woman, who thercupon

[GFFICE

OfFica Hie didn' appeal to Sirnpson ;
hie mind wasa always on Toolball ]

A sharp-shooting centre-lorward,

who notoched no fewer than forty-

slx goals for his club in Leagus
matches last Season.

prophesied that Simpson would not be in the side on the fol-
lowing Saturday. i

But he was, and scored four goals, which not only gave
him confidence in himself, but the confidence of the club's
supporters—a groat help for a young player.

. In his second senson with St. Bernard's, Poter was badly
injured with a displaced curtilage, and was informed by a
specialist that e would have to be operated on if he ever
wanted to play football again. Ha entered the Edinburgh
Royal Infirmary, was operated on, sand went back to Lhusiness
& sound young wman. Then came a blow from the manager
of the shipping firm, who told Peter that he would have to
chooso between football and business; that he was allowing
play to wnterfere with his work.

It happcned that at about this timo David Stevenson,
the Old Iiibernisns' professional, met snother Beottish Inter-
national, named Collicr, who had become the manager of
the. Keottering Town Football Club; and the lhtter confessed
that his visit to Scotland was for the purpose of finding a
real “class ' contre-forward. ]

“T'vo got him for youl!” said Stevemson. "“He's just
wavering between foolball and an office career.”

In the evening of the following day Poter Bimpson became
n fully Aedged professional footballer, signing on for
Kettering at & wage of £ a week in the winter, and
£3 10s. in Lhe summer.

Leading Goal Secorer &

OR two seasons the young Beotsman remained with
F his new club, gl‘ndmllj'gbliilﬂlng up o fine reputa-
tion as & dependable "player and & cleanliving
voungster, whose every aclion wes an objcet lesson

to junior professionals,

During Simpson's socond scason with Kettering Town
his club was drawn agaipst Crystal Palaes in the Association
Cun Competition.  In this game, which resulted in Ietter-
ing's defcat by 20, Peter imagined he was o failure; bnt
the eagle cye of onc of the best judges in the country—
Mr. Goodiman, the Palace secretary—saw in him the makings
of a really great centre, with the result that the voung
Scctsman 15 in his third season with the Selhurst Park team.

In the two scasons he has so far played his scoring haas
been-oxtranrdinary. In the fivst he commenced by playing

four games  with  the  resorves,
- after which he ot and  roo
tained his place in the ficst team, sconne
thirty-six gonls. Last scazon he seored
forty-six poals in Leapue matches, beingy
the top scorer in the Ronthern section of
the Leapue. and sceond in al! League
games. his best mateh being . Exeter, in
which he scored six goals,

In addition to being a keen erickeler,
Pater Simpson is & capable golfer and a
motorist, having recently acquired a ear,
win which he takes some of his colleasans
for i::rm;r runs wnbtn the conntry. TTe a
alwavs 1n the very mnk of condition, snd
#8 he ecame off the running track iwo
days npo T was fore-d to admira the glow
of vouth which radiated from him, And
then my ove cnoght the samoe sort, of
cxpressinn uponu the face of my [riend
Gaodinu.

“ What rlo yon think of lim 7" T askbed,
nodding in the divefion of the dre.s.
me-roenn o whielhh Simmpson had eone.

“Think? eohord CGooslman.  “Theee
15 ne need to think | WIE KKNOW "
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FOES OF THE REMOVE!

(Continued from page 10.)

Remove, on the same evidence, had tho
sniie suspicion.

But Hookey was evidently planning
to turn the matter to his own advantage.
" Buttons,” as he called Carlow, was on
to a good thing, and Hookey wanted to
share] It was blackmail, pure and
simple,

Carlow's face hardened.

He tore the letter into fragments, and
scattered them on the wind. Then he
walked under the leafless elms, his hands
driven deep into his pockets, thinkihg,

He had nothing to fear—in the way
that Hookey helieved, and in the woy
that Nugent supposed. But, so far, no
onge at Greyfriars knew his antecedents—
except Coler of the Fifth, who had
staved at the Begency in the summer,
and scen him there; and Nugent, who
had heard Hookey call him DButtons.
Coker had said nothing about him, and
MNugent, bitter as he was, suspicions as
he forced himself to be, had shruok from
repeating what he had overheard. BSeo
far, the school did not know,

What would they think if they knew
that Carlow of the Remove had been,
only six months ago, a servant in a sea-
gide boarding-house—a boot-boy and
page-boy, running errands, tipped by
the guests} He wondered.

He had been warned to say n:}thing
about it at the school, and his own goo
senge had warned him that silence was
golden, There were all sorts of fellows
in the school—plenty of fellows who
would make things unpleasant for him if
thay knew—fellows like Skinner and
Snoop of the Remove, or Angel of the
Fourth,

But now he had been some weeks in
the school Carlow was not so sensitive
about it as he had been. He had seen
something of Greyfriars now—judged
the fellows he had met there.

Most of them, he believed, would be
quite indifferent. Follows who were
friendly with him would, he believed,
temain friendly. There were other
fellows in the school who had not had
the advantages most Greyfriars men
had had. There was Mark Linley, who
had worked in a factory before he
gained the scholarship that brought him
to Greyfriars; there was Dick Penfold,
the son of the village cobbler at Friar-
dale: both of them were liked in their
Form and respectad in the schoal.

If the facts cama out, it would not be
the blow he had fancied it would be
when he had first come to Greyfriars.
Harry Wharton & Co,, he was certain,
would think none the worse of him,
Even Nugent, who was down on him,
was no snob. - .

Anyhow, whatever might betide, he
was going to make no terms with
Hookey: ho would rather leave the
school than yield to the threats of a
dingy raseal, His mind was quite madeo
up about that.

“Halla, halle, bawled Bob
Cherry,

Enrlufrghnﬂnd round,

halla IM

“PDeaf 7 roared Bob. “The bell’s
stopped 1
“0h, all right "

Tt was third lesson, and Carlow had
not noticed the bell. He cut off to the
Hownse after Bob.

“Day-dreaming, old bean,” esked
Bab, with a grin, as they trotted to the
House, “or getting deaf in your old
aga 1™

Carlow laughed, and they ran into the
House togethar,
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THE EIGRTH CHAPTER.
Straight from the Shoulder !

RIC CARLOW sauntered oup of
gates after dinper. Ile saun-
tered dowh Friardale Lane, his
hands in his pookets, his manner

quite cazual, But thers was a glint in
his ¢yes, and his lips were set.

Half:way to the village was the stile,
and as he came in sight of it he sighted
a dingy figure leaning on the stilc,

The man with the cily face, the shifty
eyes, grinned as he came up, and lifted
his dingy bowler-hat in mocking salute.

“Ain't we a toff 1" grinned Hookey.

Carlow came to a halt, focing
dingy rascal. Tho contrast between tho
well-dressed, quiet-mannered schoolboy
and the dingy rogue leaning on tne stile
was great, Fow, looking at them, could
have guessed that only six months sinea
both had been servants in the same
house, The differcnce was that Carlow
had been a good servant, and Hookey &
bad one, He had kept his selfzrespect,
and done his duty; dreaming, perhaps,
of better things that might come, but in
the meantime doing his duty in his
sphere guictly and conscicntiously.

Hookey had mnever had any seli-
rospoct, and had never been troubled by
any senze of duty. And they had fared
according to their deserts.

“I reckoned yow'd come, Buttons,”
saigd Hookey., * You don't want an old
pal from Erighton to drop in at the
swell school, what "

“Mo!" said Carlow. .

“It would show you up a bit, what?”
chuckled Hookey.

LL] Yeﬁllf

‘O did you work iti” demanded
Hookey curiously. “You was a careful
and saving sort, but you never put by
more'n a fow pounds out of what you
carned cleaning boots and knives at the
Regency. You gin't doing this on your
own money, Buttons?

it Nﬂ iH‘ )

“Did you get a chance at the bag, like
I did#” asked Hookey.

i Nﬂ !:r

“Well, Tow did you pget 'old of your
luek 7" asked Hookey., “Can’t you tell
» bloke i*

L1 Hﬂ !ﬂ

*You want me to fancy you come by
it: but you've brought off some sort of
can't begin to gucss how you've worked
it: but you've brought off some sort of
a swindle, Buttons, Ain’t that so "

“No I*

Hookey pave an angry grunt.

“Clan't you say anything but * Yes
or ‘ No’7” he snarled. “I can tell you,
Buttons, it will pay you to be civil! I
only got to open my mouth, to give you
away at that school I”

“71 know that!”

“Well, then, if yon don’t want a
copper’s ‘and en your shoulder——" said
Hockey threateningly.

Carlow's lip curled in contempt.

“Don’t be a fool, Hookey! You're
judging me by yourself. You're a thief
and a rascal, and wyou think mo the
came.  You'ro mistaken.”

“Betler language, Buttons!” growled
Hookev. ““And if you zin't brought off
a swindle, tell a bloke how you've
jumped out of a kitchen and o boot-
room into a Public school.”

“That's my business, not yours,” said
Carlow, “and I ghall tell you nothing,
But if wou had the senso of a bunny
rabbit, you'd know that no fellow could
spoof or swindle his way into a school
Like Greyfriars. My fees ave paid there,
The Head knows all about me; and Fve

THE MAGNET

nothing to fear from the police or any-
body else.”

Haookey's shifty eyes zcanned him.

“You want me to believe that!™ he
snecred,

“Believo it or not az you choose, it's
true 1*

“Well, I don't catch on ! said Hookey,
after a long pavse., It seemed that the
schoolboy's  guiet and  contemptuous
manner impressed him with the truth of
Carlow’s statement.

“"No need for wvou to catech on”
answered Carlow coolly. “It's no bizney
of yours. All I want of you is for you
to keep your distance.”

“You can want!” jeered Hookey.
“T'1} lay that the swells up at the school
don’t know you was boot-boy in a
boarding-house afore you woedpged in at

reyfriars ™

Carlow did not answer that. ]

“'Ow you did it, I ain't guessing”
went on Hookey. “If you ain’t worked
some sort of a swindle, I don’t catoh
on. But I know this much—you don't
want me to butt in at the school and
give you away.”

(1] Hﬂ !.‘l! ]

“You got plenty of money now,” said
Hookey. “Come down to brass tacks.
What's it worth for me to hocok it and
leave you alone IV

“T haven't plenty of money,” answered
Carlow quietly. “I'm well looked after,
but I have only the same pocket-money
as any other fellow, T'm mot 1n a posi-
tion to bribe you if I wanted to, HﬂDl-:E?.
I've nothing to give you—and that’s
what I've come to tell you.” ]

“There ain't o lot of green in my
eve,” said Hookey sarcastically, “and if
you den't want me to walk inte Grey-
frinrs and give the whols show away,
vou'll 'and out a fiver now, on the spot,
and vouw'll 'and out more to follow,”

It was out now; the blackmailer un-
disguised.  Carlow breathed rather
hard, but his face remained quite calm.

Hookey held out a grubby hand.

“A fiver to begin with,” he said;
“and sharp!” _ .

“T ghall give you nothing,’”” said
Carlow quietlgu “f could not give you
five pounds if I wanted to; but I would
not pay vou o penny to save my lifol

warn you to keep away from my
school. If you have the impudence to
show yourself there, you will be thrown
cut on your neck!”

Hookey gave him & black scowl.

“Wot afors I've opened my mouth !
he jeered.

“Please vourself.,” said Corlow. “I've
never done anything to harm yow,
Hookey. I never liked you, but you've
nothing to complain of. Why can’t yon
go on your way and leave me alonef™

“I said halves, and T mean halves™
said Hookey. *“You're making money
somehow, and I'm not going to be left
ont in .the cold.”

“TI'm not making money, you ass!
I'm 2 schoolboy at Greyfriars like any
other, with a small allowance.”

“Come off 1" said Hookey. ™ Any-
how, I dessay you could make some
money if you liked, with the run of the
place. I wish I had helf the chancg!™

Clarlow’s eyes gleamed.

“Phat’s enough from you!" he said.
“Now, I want a plain answer, Hookey.
Ara you going to leave me alonat®

“Not half 1 said Iookey. *I come
in on halves, or I come in and give
the show away.”

Clarlow drew a deep breath,

“I've only one answor to make fo
that,” he said.

“And whet may that bei” sneered
Hoaokev.
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“ This 1™

The Greviviars fellow stepped towards
the dingy raszcal, his hands up, Hooley
jumped back, but not in time. A crash-
ing fist caught him between the eyes,
and ho rolled over in the dust of the
lano with o yell.

Carlow looked down at him as he
sprawled, with gleaming eyes.

“IF wou want some more like that
{ollow mo to Greyiriars!” he =aid; and
wilh that he turned and walked back
towards the school.

—t—

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
A Burprising Visiter at Greylriars !

OSLING frowned.
G “Houtside I he said bricfly.

_t;'”Thiﬂ "ere 15 Grovininrs, ain's
i

“Yos: and wour sort ain't wanted,'
eaid Gosling, " Houtside! Wet I zays
iz this 'cre—you ‘ook itV
_tMr. Jaomes Hookey did not “hoek ™
1L,

fnstead of hooking it, le enmo into
the old gateway of Groyfriars and
stared curiously towards the old gquad
and the grey old buildings, Tt was not
vet time for class, and there were
plenty of fellows in sight, and some of
themn glanced towards the dingy Hgure
in the gateway.,

(iosting, the porter, eyed him wiih
grim disapproval. Mr. Hooker cor-
rainly did not look like the kind of
vizsitor to the school that CGosling was
tivlighted to honour.

“1 said, houtside ! remarked Cosling,
with dipnity.

“Clan’t a bloke call on & friend?®”
demanded Hookey belligerentiy.

“Yon've %ﬂ-t no friend here,"" said
Cosling. © take wvourscli off, my

o1

man!”

“Thai's your little mistake, old
gaid IMockoy. “f'vo zot a

- mn

wiiskers,

E
i
-r.-__.l*
.
AT F

-

voung fricnd in this "ere school—feller
that used to work with me at Brighton.
Mame of Carlow.”

“ Rubbish | snapped Gosling.

Fil've called to seo young Carlow,”
said Hookey. “ Bultons was what we
used to call him when he was boots ab
the boarding-house. And I tell wou
straight I'm going to see him.”

With  that ookey  pushed past
Goaling, and, eluding the ancient
porter’s grasp, dodged in at the gates,

Gosling stared afier him angrily.
“Hore, vou! You get hout!” he
roared,
“Rats to vou!” retorted Hookey.
Wiih cool impudence the dingy rascal
walked into the guadrongle,

After tha interview ot the stile,
Hookey had given up the idea of
extracting blackmail from his one-timae
fellow-scrvant at the Regency Boarding
House in Brighton. That was a chicken
that would not fght. as Hookey would
have expressed it But hia disappoint-
mment, and the blow that had laid him
it the dust, had to be paid for, Hookey
had come on to thoe school for revenge.

Whether, as he suspected, there was
some mysterious swindle involved In
Carlow's presenee at Greyfriars, or not.
Hookey was quite assured  that
¥ Buttons ' was keoping thoe boofs and
the boarding-house dark in his new
quartors. They were mnot  likely to
remait very dark after Jim Hookey's
visif.

*“Hore, Fatty 1" ealled out Hookey to
& fal junior in @ large pair of spee.
taolez who was blinking at him in
amazement. " You know where young
Carlow is7 Friend of ming.”

Billy Bunter blinked at him with his
cres  almest  bulging through  his
spectacles,

“Hookey had never scen Buntor before,
byt Bunler had ecen Hookey from the
branches of & beech in Friardale Wood !

I3

“ Don*t let that man go,
sir 1*" welled Bunter.
‘“*He's the chap who
knocked old Cheyne—I
mean, Sir George Cheyne
—down, sir, and tried to
rob him !** * Wha-a-t1**
““* Oh, crimes !*"" gasped
Hookey. The next moment
ha was racing for the
gates.

The Owl of the Remove was sumply
astounded to zee thoe man who had
attempted to rob Sir Georgo Cheyne
walk into the school quad.

It was nearly a4 week sinco that
cpisode, aml Iuntor had forgotten it
till he was reminded by the unexpeeted
apparition of Hooley.

“eaf, Fatty 1" demanded Hookey.
“Can’t you hear a bloke? I'mn & fviend
of young Carlow, and I've called to seo
himn, ™

“On erilkey ! gasped Bunter,

He backed rapidly eway. ‘The
proxiraity of the footpad was rather
wlarming to Billy Bunter, though ccr.
tainly in the crowded quad IHookey was
hardly dangerous.

Hookey stared at him, far from guoss.
ing what was in the mind of tho fat
Owl, and slouched on towards tho
House.

Dozens of fellows stared at him,
wondering who be was and what he
wanted, HHookey Iefl them in brief
doubt as to whut he wanted.

“Young Carlow here?’ he called out,
addressing Wingate of the Sixth,

Wingate jumpod.

“What? What do you want?™

“I've called to sce young Uarlow,”
nngwered Hogkey, “He's n friend of
mine; we was servanis {ogether in the
surnmer at Brighton, I 'ear that he's
al, this school now,”

“Groat pap "

Carlow I' said Gwynne of the Sixth,
“That's the name of some new kid in
the Remove, I believe.” ;

“Oh, my hat!” yelled Skinner 1n
preat delight.  “Here's a  friend of
Charlow's, you men! Some frnend!

LRl

Where's Carlow?
“Clartow 1" yolled Snoop.  “ Come and

sen yvour friend i’
“Ia, ha, ha!”
((Tontinued on page 16.)
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(Continued from page 13.)

Wingate was
Hookey.

“Look here, my man, what do you
mean ¥ he demanded gruffy.

“Jest what I say, me lad |” answered
Hookey, “No ‘arm in my ealling on
any old friemnd, I s'pose. Carlow will ba
glad to see me. He ain't forgotten haow
I uscd to help him with the bools.™

“Oh, my hat ™

"Carlow 1* yelled Skinner. *“ Whore's
Carlowi*

“I say, you fellows—"

“Where's Carlow? Call Carlow |

Hoolcey walked on towards the House,
Wingate still staring at him., The
captain of Greyfriars did not know
precisely what fo do in thess curious
cirgumstances,

The ¥Famous Five were on the stops
of the House and their oyes were on
Hookey, Nugent recognised him at
onco as the man he had seen in con-
vorastion with Carlow. And Hookoy.
as his eyes fell on Nugent, recognised
him also. He touched his dingy hat.

“Called to szee young Carlow,”” he
said. “You've seen me meet him
aforo, sic! Remember secing me?”

Nugent nodded, without speaking.

Hiz chums looked at him, and then
looked at the dingy, shifty, unpleasant.
looking raseal.

“Look: here, what do vou want here?”
azked Harry Wharton,

"I want to sce my old pal Carlow !
sard Hookey. ™ Him that was pago and
boot-boy in the Regency Boarding House
at Brighton last summer, and cleaned
the boots mnd waited on the visitors,
and so on.”

“ What rot "

“The rotfulness is terrific |

* He ain’t told you about it 3" grinned
Hookey., *“ No, I's'pose he wouldn! I
faney he must have robbed a bank since
ha was hoot-boy &t Brighton! Or
%‘;aﬁ..fﬂ““ﬂ 4 purse that wasn't lost!

at

“Carlow ! yelled Skinner,

“Halle, hallo, hallal
Carlow I'* muttersd Bob Cherry.

Carlow of the Remove was comin
towards the House. A dozen fellows ha
gathered round him—as hundred were
staring at him. As bis eyes fell oo
Hookey he wes geon to winoe.

Wingate called out to him,

“Hers, Carlow! Here's & man says
be knows you! Do you know anything
about him®"

Carlow caught his breath. His face
was scarlet.

HﬂﬂkEg Jooked round and waved a
grubby hand to him.

“Oh, here you are, Buliong!" he
shouted. “T told you I’'d look in,
didn’t £T Bit of a change since you was
boot-boy at the boarding-house, ain’t it?
Do you wash the dishes are 1

Carlow stond dumb,

Ha had known that it must come afier

Tex Muicxer Lismany.—No, 1,240,

staring blankly at

Here's

L Quelch

the way he had dealt with the black.
mailer. He had tried to stee! himself
to face it. But now that the blow had
fallen, it seemed overwhelming.
Erom a study window a pair of gimlet
ayes were watching the scene.  Mr.
lared, and then whisked out of

hiz study. A few moments later he

™7 whisked out of the House, and some of

even Ilookey's Dbrazen impudence left
him, under the stern eyes of tha Remove
nmaster, ,

“Who are you? What are you doing
hera?” rapped Mr. Quelch.

Hookoy touched his dingy hat, with
learing civility.

“You the schoolnaster?"” he asked.
‘No 'srm intended, sir—jest calling in
to see my old friend Buttons—him you
call Carlow! He was in a job along
with me last suramer at Brighton, clean-
ing hoots and washing dishes.”

“Bless my soul 1”

"I ‘ope,” said Hookey, with a grin,
“that now ho's sst up as a gentleman
he's come by it honest! Tt don't look
like it, but I ’ope so!" He lecred at
Carlow. *“If you've been up to some
swindle, Buttons, yow're for it now, and
you can look out for a copper.™

Every eye was on Carlow’s burning
face. At a sign from Mr, Quelch he
came up to the ste?z, and a hush fell on
the crowd of Greyfriars fellows.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
A Surprise for Hookey !

' ARLOW I#
“Yes, sir]” Carlow’s voice
was low, but it was calm and

clear. He had pulled himself
togethor.

*“Do you know this—this man?" ashed
Mr, Quelch.

HY?E‘ air.”

“Did you ask him to come hera?®

“Clertainly not.”

“Ile i3 not, as he states, a friend of
vours "

“*No, sir "

. “Oh, draw it mild, Buttona!’’ inter-
jected Hookey, * Wasn't wo pals at the
old Regency in Brighton? Didn't I
often elp you with the boots and tho
dishes, thongh me being a waiter I was
above you?" ;

. Carlow gave him a look of contenipt.
The crowd of fellows standing round
exchanged glances, and many of them
grinned,

Mr. Quelch fixed his grim eves on
ook

“You will leave these premises at
ones,” he said. “You had no right to
coma here, and I can only belicvn that
vou came with a bad motive, Icave
at once,™

“Can't a man drﬁp in and spoak o
word to an old friend 7" asked Ifuuker.
“Ain't young Buttons going fo ask mo
1n even {ora cup o' tea?™

Bob herry made =&
forward.

“Shall we see him off, sir?” ho asked.
His eyes glinted at the leering, impudent
raseal, Bob would have been glad to
sea Hookey off—with the larpest boot
1 the Remove to give liim a start,

But Mr, Queleh waved him back,

“Go!” ha said sternly to Mookey.
“¥You will leave at once, or you will be
ejected. If you venture to repeat your
visit you will be dealt with severely.

MNow e
= Billy

moverenb

“I zay,
Bunter,

“You may be silent, Bunter!”

“Yon, sir, but I say, gir——"

“ Silenes !

“Ehut up, vou fat ase!"™ muttered
Johnny Bull, jerking the Owl of the
Remote back.

sir—="" aqueaked
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“0Oh, really, Bull—" .

Hookey was grioning round him with
undiminished impudence. Ha tock no
notice of DBunter, little puessing what
the fat junior was trying to get out, A
lhumdred staring facos were round the
spot, and many curious and some amused
glances wara turned on Carlow’s burn-
ing face. The disrcputabls rascal had
carried out his threat—he had * given
away " the new fellow at Greyfriars;
not a fellow in the school would be in
ignoranes now of what Erie Carlow had
been only a few montha before.

Whether that strange alteration in his
osition in lifs had been brought about
honest or by dishonest means, Hookey
could not tell, though he hﬂpe.é for the
worst.  But the facts, whatever they
were, had to come oub mow; Carlow
wounld be known, as he was, by all Grey-
friars. Hookey had had his revenge;
he had done all the mischief he could,
and he was ready to go.

Mr. Quelch was pointing a stern fore-
finger towards the gates. Wingate and
Gwynne and Loder of tho Sixth had
drawn near, ready to escort Hookey to
the gates—not gently—at a sign from the
Form master,

“Go!"” gaid Mr, Quelch sternly.

“Well, if I sin't welcome ‘ere, I'l]

ol” sard Hoockey. “If my old pal

utions turns me down I ain’t the man
to butt in. Bhake ‘ands Lefore I go,
Buttons, old bean 7"

Carlow gave him no heed.

“Well, p'r'aps you're toos proud, now
you're up in the world 1 sighed Hookey.
“You wasn't so prond when you was
boot-boy—"

“Phat is enough!"
Quelch., “Gol™

"I say, gipe——"

“Be gilent, Dunter!”

“But, I—I—I've got to tell you, siri®
gasped Bunter, “ Don't let that man get
nwiy, sie 1™

Billy Bunter fairly shoved himself
forward, his fat face red and excifed,
his eyes almost popping through his
spectacles. Flo pointed a fat forclnger
at ITookey.

“That's the man, sirl” he gnsped,

Mr. Quelch gave him & freezing glare,

“What do you mean, Bunterf Do you
know thiz mani™

rapped  Mr,

“¥es, sir!” gosped Dunter. “'Ves,
rathor, gir!™
Flookey stared at Bunter. Ile had

never scen him before, and he was not
plarmed—yvat,

“He's the man!”™ gasped Bunter.
“Don’t let him go, sir! Keop him hera
till a bobby comes, gir——"

“"Whati A whati" :

_ A bobby, sir—I mean, a pealer—that
15, & slo 5

" Whal ¥ ronred Mr. Quelch,

“I mean & policerman, sir!"” pasped
Bunter.

“Nonsensa | Say no more, Bunter!
Talke a hundred lines—""

“Oh erikey i

#3tand back, Bunter

"“But he's the man,
Bunter.

“What do vou mean " exclaimed the
exasperated Mr. Quelch. “ What man?

hat do you mean, Bunter "

*“The—the man, gir!” purgled Bunter.
“The footpad—the man whe knecked
old Cheyne—I mean, Sir George
Cheyno—down, sir, and tried to rob
h{iﬁ:luqi_ leh j i

r. Guelech jumped.

“What 1 he ejaculatod.

“Oh erimes.!” gasped Hoeokey. e
gave Bunter one startled glars, furned.
and ran for the gates.

Fut 1t was too late. A thick crowd
was round [lookey, and they did not

i
giri"

velled
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open to let him pass, Wingate dropped
a heavy hand on his ehouldér. :

“Hold on, my man ! said the captein
of Greyfriars grimly. “You're not
going just yeb "

“¥eu let & bloke go. I—I——" stut-
tered Hookey., He strove to wrench
himsclf free, and Wingate's grasp
tightened like that of a vice, Gwynne
and Loder stepped up on either side of
the wriggling rascal, and took hold of his

ATIHS.

“Bunter I  gasped Mr, Quelch,
“What do you mean? What do you
know of thiz man ?" ’

“1 know him, sir ™ chirruped Bunter.
All eyes were on the fat Owl new, and
Bunter was enjoying the limelight, ‘I
saw him, sir. I know him| He's the
man who tried to rob ald—T1 mean, Sir
George Cheyne! IHo never saw me, sir,
but I jeolly well saw lhim ! biffed
him=—"

“What 72 . )

“I mean, I bunged a cake at him, sir,
when he was pitching inte the old bean,
gir, and biffed him over, and "

“1 remember Sir George Cheyne men-
tioned the ecircumstance, DBunter. Are
you certain that this is the man?”

*“Yea, rather, sir ¥

“ Oh, my hat " murmured Bob Cherry.
*“1 fancy the eportsman will boe rather
sorry he ealled, after all.”

“Tha sorrowiulness will be pre-
posterous "' chuckled Hurree Singh.

“Keop him secure, Wingate!” paid
tho Bemove master. '

“Wea've got him safe, =ir!”

There was no doubt that Hookey was
rorry by this time that he hed called.
Bunter's denunciation had fallen en him
like a bombshell, taking bim completely
by surprise. Dut he was quick to realise
all that it meant to him, and he knew
that he was in & trap, a snare of his
own setting, He wriggled in the grasp
of the prefects, but he had no chance
whatever of getting loose. . '

“ Bunter, you positively identify this
man as the footpad who attacked Sir
(icorge Cheyne last week?? demanded
Mr. Quelch. d

“Yeg, sir! Whatho!” grinned
Bunter. "I know him |” »

“Jt's a lie!”® pasped Hookey., “1
never Secn t];iat 1:}}! before. ]'_‘.'-‘E?t Enow
him from Adam.

“1 jolly well know you, though,”

rinned Bunter, “and old—Sir George
ﬁheynﬁ will jolly well idenmtify you,
too 1"

“If wou are absclutely
Bunter—" said Mr. Quelch.

“(Oh, yes, sir ! _

Carlow had slipped away quietly from
the crowd, hnrdfj noticed in this new
excitement. Bunter held the spotlight
now.,

“The man scems preily keen to get
away, sir,” sald Wingate, as the
Ttemove master seemed to entertain
some lingering doubt. "“He wasn't in
a hurry to go before Bunter spoke.”

“That is true,” eaid Mr. Queleh, “If
we indeed have a lawless ruffian in our
hands, it is our duty to detain him for
the poliee to make an inguiry. Do not
let bim Eo. Wingate.”

“Look hera ! pasped Hookey.

“WYau will ba detained for mmguiry,”
said Mr. Queleh. 1 thall telephone for
a constable from Courtfield at once, I
have no doubt that vou will be taken
inta cuztody on this boy's evidence, and
retatned in custody until Bir George
Cheyne can see you and identify you.
Wingate, take the man into the House,
and lack him in o box-room.”

" Certainly, gir!2 .

Hookey wriggled spasmodically as the
Bixth Form %ru-fecta marched him intg
the House. He was still wriggling and

certain,

]:grc;lt?ting when he disappeared from
gigr

Mr. Queleh hurried to his study at once
to call up the police station on the tele-
phone, and the crowd broke up, buzzing
with excitement. Before the bell rang for
classes the Greyfriara fellows had the
further- excitement of seeing Hookey
taken mm ehargo & constable from
Courtficld, an w&l{ad awny from the
school with an official hand on his arm,
and an extremcly dismal expreszion on
his face. Undoubtedly Hookey was
gsorry that he had ealled !

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Only A Boot-boy !

6 Q0T-BOY—"
B “And washer-up !
“Ha, ha, hal”
~ Bkinner & Co. were distinetly
entertained. Carlow, passing the cheery
group on his way te the Form-room
a5 the bell rang, Aushed scarlet.

“YWhat's Greyfriars coming to®”
asked Bkinner. )

“Goodness knows [2 said Snoop,

“Oh, shut up, you worms!” growled
Bob Cherry, coming aleng in time to
hear the remarks of Bkinner & Co.
“Let the chap alone.™

“Who's touching him?"” smiled
Skinner. I wouldn’t touch him with
8 barge-pole, for one!” .

“I dreaw the line at boot-boys 1" snig-
gered Snoop. .

“I say, you fellows, it's rather thick,”
snid Billy Bunter, with a serious blink
through his hbhig spectacles at the
Remove fellows gathering outside the
Form-room door. “It's rather the limit,
isn't 18?7 I don't think the Head ought
to let such—such persons into the school,
vou know.”

“Better tell the Head so,” suggested
Peter Todd. “He would bhe awiully
obliged by a tip-
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Skinner, “but I fancy this was what
Nugent knew all the time. Naturally,
he wasn't going to stand such u tick in
s stedy.”

“That's rott” snapped Bob Cherry.
“Nugent is no silly sndb, if you are,
Skinner. Nugent doesn't care o rap
about such rot.™

“Well, he turned the fellow out of hia
study,™ sneered Skinner. ““He must
have known this. That's why ™

Bob gave an angry snort, but he had
nothing to say. It was cvident that
what Hookey had revealed to all
Greyfriars was what Nugent had known
earlier.

“Well, I'd never have thought
Nugent would ba a snobbish ass,” said
Poter Todd., “It's not like him.*

“He's not, wyou fathend!” growled
Johnny Bull.

“Why did ha turn the fellow ocut of
hiz study, then?" gnesred Bkinner., *1
say, where's Nugent? Let's ask him
if ho knew.?”

It- was time for e¢lass, and most of
the Remove had gathered at the Form-
roormn door. Mr. Queleh had gone to
the Head's study, and woas not so
punctual as usunl, Bome of the fellows
guessed that he was discussing the
scene in the quad with the headmuaster,
and wondered what the cutcome might
be for Carlow. Carlow was in the
corridor, at a little distence from the
crowd of juniors, hiz eyes on the foor.
Harry Wharton and Frank Nugent cama
up the passage together, )

“Here's Nugent!” sgueaked Billy
Bunter. *I say, Franky, old chap, you
knﬂx;r about Carlow nﬁ along, dida't
you T

%gﬂnt did not anawer. ;

“MNugent knew all right,” said the
Bounder. * But if that’'s why he turned
him out of his study—" Smithy
pauzed.

(Continued on néxé page.)

from the Remove !”
really,
Toddy=——"

“The thickiulness
is not really very
terrifio, my,

idiotic
Bunter,” remearked
Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh.

“Well, this sort
of thing won't do,”
said Bunter. “1
hardly dare to think
what my titled re-
Iations would think
if they knew ¥

“Ha, ba, ha!”

“Blessed if I see
anything to cackle
at—letting & low

estepmed

. g

RILEYS HOME
BILLIARD TABLES

GIVEN AWAY

Write for
E. J. B

Belmornt Works, Aceringlon,
and at Dept. 31, 147, Aldcrigate
Etraet, LONGON 2.0 %

ritlcalare to:
EY, LTD.,

FREy

blhighter into the
schooll! said
Bunter indignantly.

“¥ ou needn’t
complain of that,”
said the DBounder.
“If they dida't let
a low blighter into
the school, how
would you have

is all you pay for a charming Portable Model.
Many other hargains in Horn, lommleas, Upsight,
Grand, and Conzoles, with which I give AN ALBUM
OF FREE ﬂlﬁﬂﬁlﬂi.‘?. Approval, G:lrr‘lﬁ.gﬂ FPaid.
Monthly terms. Write for my Free Lista NOW.

o
£ QI WO W, L1 7D

SPECIALISTE W CPCLES: & CRAMOPHONES, Dur 40 COWE NTRY.  sest—

wedged inf§"”
“Oh, reoally
Bmithy—"

“T suppose this is
what Mugent knew

a.h!nut- .t-hﬁ E-'h?-l'-":” T THEM, or are

eaid Bkinner. abeorbing  hoabhy  of  Go-doay ¥
“He had some-

thing up against

him,"” gaid Snoop.

“Ha never let on
what it was or how
he knew,” went om

for oaly L=,

Badee, FPogerprint Powder, ebe., ol
ank  Iree.
oertern iboma, omly 208, post fres, 1rdm—
CTIVE BAUPPLY
32, CATHCAET BTREET,

THE EBOY DETE

THAT MYSTERIOUS MESSAGE!

RET CODOGRAM wihich appeared rcécutly 1o thia pEr waa

Eﬁ% %FEHT n MILLION BOYED Yoo only Boy Lsteclivis quLT READ
I'SI.I:I THDERSTAND ita H.EFE:FH MEBSAGE! W
Fou  WkEIRg

ERE YOUr ONE
thrifling, and

the mieat fascinating,
ber  mysierlous

DON'T DELAY]

THLUSAECS ATS ADECAring ahﬂllr, go beoome & Doy Tea AT ONOE ond

m the kpow *1l

WORLD-FAMOUS SECRET BEBRVICE O0UTFITA. with Scorch
Codanwter, Marvellows Raddio, Iovisibie, and Mystie Fira

Toke, Menhorshl
TEN mg.pnnm:_.:.rhm ITEM
Fpevint Frosentatiom Outfc, witly

BTORES, DEEE M.,
GREENOCE. -

L
OF  Lorger



18

“I'd have turned him out of mine,”
said Skinner. “I've no use for jumped-
up menscrvants [

“You would I assented the Bounder,
with &« curl of the lip. “But 1
shouldn't have expected a deecent chap
to take the same line as you would.”

“Look hcre, you rotter——*

“Oh, can it!" zaid the Bounder.
“Whose business is it that thoe kid wes
in o job before
the good of being & silly snob? If
Mugent was down on him begause he had
cleancd boots for a living, MNugent is
a silly ass, and ought to jolly woll
ashamed of himself 1

frank flushed crimson. )

“It was nothing of the kind, Smithy,”
ho broke ous angrily. “Do you think I
cara two straws aboutb such rot?"

“All serene,™ grinned the Bounder.
1t wasn't the boot-cleaning. It was
tho licking vou couldn't get over.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“1 say, vou fellows, I back up
Nugent,” squeaked Billy Bunter. “Y'm
down on low rotters shoving themselves
in among their betters. I'm jolly well
nob ﬁoing to speak to him.™

“MNot oven to ask bim for a loan?”
asked Poter Todd.

“Ha, ho, ha!”

“Look here, Toddy, yvou heast—"

“Nugent was right; and I agree with
him,"” said Skinner,

Frank Nugent bit his lip hard. It
was not pleasent, by any means, to find
himself backed wup by fellows like
Bunter and Bkinner. Certainly, it was
not for any snobbish reason that Frank
had been down on the new junior. He
had not given a thought to that,

It was fixed in his mind that it was
by some dishonourable means, by somo
sort of a swindle, that the one-time boot-
boy of the Regency Bourding House at
Brigliton had gained such a remarkablo
rise 1n the world, The thing was un-
accountable otherwise, to Nugent's
mind. And he was far from realising
that it was his personal dislike of the
new fellow that made his suspicion so
strong. Heo was blind to the fact that
the samo evidence, such as it was, was
now before his chums, and that it did
not givo rise to the same suspicion 1in
their minds.

“Hallo, halle, hallo! Here comes
Quelehy 1" said Dol Cherry,

And the buzz ot discussion died away
as the Iiemove master came up the
corridor and opencd the Form-room
door.

Mr, Quelch glanced for & moment at
Carlow, standing apart from the rest,
his face painfully Hushed, his eyes on
tho floor. His glanee swaoept, moro
soverely, over the rest of hiz Form.
Probably he was aware what had been
the topis, that had been dropped so
suddenly as he arrived.

The Hemove took their places in the
Form-room, low went to hiz place
as lsual, looking neither to the right
nor to the left., He was the cynosure of
all cyes, and, though he did not look
about him, he was fully conscious of the
derisive grins of some of the follows.
Bob Cherry whispered to him as he
passed,

“Buck up, old bean!*

Carlow looked up at that,

Bob gave him a cheery grin,

“Don’t get down in the mouth,” ho
said. “Nobody carcs a brass button
about the boots and the dishes, old
pippn.”

And Carlow smiled a little, though hia
faco clonded again as he sat down in
hiz place.

Nugent looked across at him, per-
plexed. Carlow had come info the
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he came here? Whatls:

Form-room as usval; obviously he was
stilli staying at the school, unc{ MNugent
could not understand it. If there was
some sort of a swindle in connection
with his coming fo Greyiriors, it would
be known now —now that the whols
trath about him was known. Vet Mr.
(ueleh gave the new junior in his Form
no- special sttention.

It was o puzzle to Nugent. Carlow
had said that his headmaster and Form
master knew all about him ; but Nugent
had not believed a word of it, for if
they konew how was he there—why was
he there? Greyfriars was an expensive
school—and Carlow had no money of his
owin=no money that he could have come
by honestly, Where did the money
come from?

There was a swindle somowhere—ha
was cortain of it, He knew, too, that
Skinner & Co. were already making
surmises on the same lines, though it
was far from agrcesble to find himsclf
in such company. ¥et Quelch tock no
notice of the fellow—and the fellow
seamed as ool as ever.

It was mysterious enough—all the
Remove were aware that it was
mysterious—and Nuﬁgaﬂt’s chums, little
as they concurred in his suspicions of
the new bov, conld not help wondering
what it all meant.

But, as it happened, that mysicry was
about to be cleared up.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Trouble in the Co.!
R. QUELCH glaoced over his

M class,
Under that glance from his

:  gimlet-eyes the mucmur of
whispering Jied away.

The Remove fellows realised that
something was coming, Quelch had some-
thing to say before lessons began.

“My boys,” said Mr, C(ueleh, *most
of you, 1 think, were witnesses to a
somewhat dissgreesbles episode in the
quadrangle, In the circymstances, it is
my intention to make a brief explana-
tion to my Yorm."

Carlow locked wup quickly, and
lowered his cyes again. Irank Nugent
breathed hard. It was coming now,
whatever it was,

“There 13 a now boy here,” went on
Mr. Quelch. “I refer to Carlow! This
boy’'s circumstances, before he came to
this school, were—' hem l—somewhat un-
usual, On my advice, and the advice
of the gentleman who now acts as his
guardian, Carlow said nothing on this
subjeot—the matter was purely his own
concern, and was of no interest to
anyone elsa.”

“Wasn't it?" murmured Skinner.

“ Bul after what has happened,” com-
tinuwed Mre. Quelch, "the headmaster
thinks, and I think, that an explanation
should be made n order to clear up
any possible misapprehensions. Carlow,
as you now know, was in employment
beforoe he came here—honourable em-

ployment, of which no right-minded boy

need to be sshamed.”

“Hear, hear I said Boly Cherry.

“Youw will kindly be silent, Cherry,”
said Mr. Quelch severely.

“Oh, yes, sip!”

“Larlow was employed,” resumed
bMr. Quelch, “in a boarding-house ot
Brighton, and I am nformed that he
carried out his duties thers in an
honourable and satisfactory manner, It
was owing to his being a lad of un-
common courage that he is ne lunger in
such cmployment, but has been given a
chance in life.”

There was a movemoent of interest
among the Demove., Carlow's eves were

THE MAGNET

fixed on his dezk, and his checks wure
burning.

*Ar vhe boarding-house where Caclow
was employed,” went on Mr. Quelen, " &
governor of Greyiriars stayed 03 o
visitor last sumoier, LThat governor was
Bir George Cheyne., While bathing onoe
day Sir Ueorge was attacked by crainp,
and Carlow saved his life.” _

“0h, my hati” murmured Bob
Cherry.

“1I may add,” continued Mr. Queleh,
“that Carlow risked, and slmost lost,
his [ife in saving that of an clderly
gentleman, e was, fortunately, aun
excellent swiminer, and he succeeded in
l':fm]inng Bir George afloat till they were
ploked up, Bub it was & very narrow
cgcape for both of them, and for a
time 1t looked as if both would be
drowned. Carlow, however, who could
have saved himsclf with esse, remained
holding Sir George, end ultimately boti
were picked up at the very last
moment.

Mr, Quelch paused.

The Remove were hanging on his
words now.

*Buch courage,” went on Mr. Quelch,
“Bir George Cheyne felt should bo
rewarded. He naturally took a very
deep interest in the boy, and, fnding
that he was intelligent, painstaking, and
of the most exemplary character, luo
finally decided to place him in his owu
business. As a preparafion for this Lo
decided on pincitg him at Greyfriars
for & term, wnd Carlow was thereforc
taken away from his employment and
placed with a tutor, who prepared hun
for entering this school. r. Locko
fully agreed with 8ir George's views,
and Carlow was entered at Greviriars
and placed in the Remove.”

Carlow’s eyes were still on hia desk.

“I have made this explanation,” said
Mr. Queleh, “because since the facts
about the boy have become known it is
certain that there will be curicsity and
surmise on the subject, unlesa the whole
truth- iz known. That would be dis:
agreeabls and painful for Carlow. I
desire all my boys to know that Car-
low is here as the ward of a povernor
of tha school, his school fees being pai:l
by Sir CGeorge Cheyne, and that he is
destined to take an honourable position
in Sir George's irooworks in the North.
He will bo with us only this term, sl
during that period [ have no doult
that my boys will treat him in every
respect a3 one of themsclves”

Me. Quelch’s voice rumbled a liitie as
he concluded. Perhaps he had some
doubtes about szome members of lus
Form |

“ 5o that’s 1it,"” murmured Bob Cheorry.

He glaneed at Nugent.

Frank sat quite still, his fzce pale
and seb.

Harry Wharton rose to hiz foot, Mr,
Quelch’s eve lingered on him as if he
expected something from his head boy,

“ Nobody in the Remove will think anv
the worse of Carlow, sie,”™ satd Harry,
“and we all think he was jolly plucky.
and we'ro jolly glad to have him at
CGroyiriars.™

“Hear, hear!” roared Pob Cherrey,
this tima unrebuked by his Form
mastoer.

“Bravo 1" said the Bounder.

Mr. Quelch smiled.

“T am glad to hear this™ he said. *T
was suro that there was no bov in my
Form so foolish as to be guilty of
gnohhery. We shall now commence.”

The subjest was dismissed, and the
Remove commenced. But it was
probable that most of the fellows were
thinking more of Mr, Quelch’s surpris-
ing communication then of the valuable



EVERY SATURDAY

——

1%

,_.'f"ﬂ".f- A%
i .Jr lﬂf
Wyl

\ Eﬁr' II = i !
ol FtlT g LR 2wl
— %

-—

‘“ The current’s preity strong -here, Gatty,” said Dieky Nugent, ‘‘ so take care of thal-ﬁﬂla.“ “1T"'m looking atter it, all

right,’* answered Gatly, swinging the pole round.

instruction he proceeded to impart to
them.

When olasses were over, and the
Remove left the Formi-rcom, a good
many of the juniors gathered round
Carlow; prominent among them four
moembers of the Famous Five, Skinner
and Clo sneered, and Billy Bunter turned
up & fak littlo nose even farther than
Nature had slready turned it up. Dut
most of the fellows made it quite clear
to Carlow that the boots and the dishes,

as the Bounder expresced it, did not
worry thomn.
Frank Nugent, however, was not

among them, Nugent, with a set face,
went away to his study.

He was there, moving about rest
lassly, when the came in to tea.
Carlow came up to the Remove passage
with the chums, but he went on to his
own study with Ruossell and Ogilvy—
who linked arms with him to demon-
strate to all the Form that they did
not care twopence about the boots and

the dizhes.
“Hallo, halle, hallo I sang out Bob
Cherry, as he tramped into Btudy No. 1

with the rest., " You bhere, Franky!l
You might have spolten a word to tho
new kid."

“ATight T said Nugent bitterly.

“Well, wes; now vou know it's all
bunkum, old bean. It was jolly sensibla
of Quelch to have it ont in the Form-
room,” added Dinh. “Lots of fellows
would have wondered—and might have
fancicd all zorts of things—just az you
did, old chap! Quelch iz a downy
bird.”

“Tha downifulness is terrific.” agreed
IMurree Jamset Ram Singh, " But tho
clearfulnrss of the sir 18 now pre-
posterous,”

i I-iutry Wharton gave Nugent a quick
QLK.

" WVon're satizfied ahont the new man
now, Frenici? he ashked.

“ Mot in the least,” answered Nugent
coolly.

Crackk I ** Yow-ow-ow [ *
pole came in contact with his jaw.

“But Quelch has explained the whole
thing !" ¢xclaimed the captain of the
Remove. “For goodress’ gake don't be
an ohstinate ass. Frank ¥

1 suppose I can keep to my own
opinion.””

“That depends,’”” said Johnny Bull,
rather grimly., “You believed that
Carlow wos somo sort of a spoofer and
swindler, because he wus hore, after
having been o boot-boy without & ecent
in the world—"*"

1 still helieve so !

“Then the sooner you chuck it the
better | Youn know mow as well ns we
do that he's all right. Old Ceorge
piayed up like s sporisman in giving
him & chanee.™

"Taook here, Frank,” said Wharlon
quietly, “let’s havo this out. Carlow
was sent here by a governor of the
school. His fees here are paid by Bir
Gearge Cheyne. You're not r snabhbish
fool bke Bunter, or a spobbizh cad liko
Bkinner—you don't care about the hoots
andl disheg——*"

“¥ou know I don'’t1?

“Well, then, what have ron pot up
against tho fellow now i

Nugent compressed his lips.

“1 ithink the same of him as I did.”
he answered deliborately. "1 wondered
how ha wangled t—and now I knowl
ITe haz spoofed that old fool some-
how-——u-1m

“What 1"’ ; :

“Bome rolten theatrical shunt—saving
the old donkey's hife 1" Mugent snecred,

"Some sort of rotten trickery, in my
opinion." : :
Wharton looked at him steadily. He

opened his lips, bul elosed them agam,
Johnny Bull pave an expressive grunt,
“ Does that mean that you're still down
on the new kid, Nugent 7" he asked.
“It does”
“You're not going to speak io him
eivill ¥ ™
qd ) 1“
“'Then yeu neodn't irouble {o speak to

Mugent minor gave a yell as the punt

me either I” grunted Johnny Bull, " No
till you got over your rotten sulks, and
make up your mind to own up that you
wers wrong and do the decent thing 17

And with that Johnny Bull stalked out
of Btudy No. 1. The other {fellows
hesitatoed.

Nugent pave iliem 3 steely look.

“Do you agree with Bull?’ he asked,

“Well——"" began Bob, hesitating.

“Let’s have it plainl  I'm barring
that rank roticr, the same as beforc—or
more so. If you're not barring him,
too, you ¢an bar me”

“That does it, then,” said Bob; and
he walked out of the study after Jobhnny
Bull; and after a moment’s hesitation
the Nabob of Bhanipur followed him,

Harry Wharton paused.

* Look here, Frank——" he began. He
could searcely understand his old chum
in t-':l:i'liﬂ bitter, sulky. and unreasonoble
tnaod.

“ Are yon barring Carlow 7 demanded
MNugent.

“Wo ! answered Wharten promptly,

“Then leave me alone.”

* Look here—""

“That’s enough I .

Frank Nugent turned his back. The
raptain of the Remove stared at him for
come moments, his faco cetting hard:
then, without another word, he followed
bis fricnds, and Nugent was left alone,

THE THIARTEENTH CHAPTER.
Keeping It Up I
EMG CABRLOW camo out of the

House on Wednesday ﬂ.ﬂprnﬂﬂn.

with a echeery look on his face.

Judging by his leoks, lifo seemed

Liright o the new junior at Creyiriors

—and indeed it waa Ho hummed a

tune nz he strolled down to the pates,

and Lroke off to laugh alowd as he

et Rilly  Benter’s ; pyng—and
speetacles—turned on him with scorn,
w2 Macxer Ligmary.—Ne. 1,240,
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The soorn of the aristooratic Owl did
not seem to disturb Carlow’s equanimity
unduly.

He walked on and left Bunter scorn-
ing, as it wers,

gar the gatewny four members of the
Famous Five were standing, snd they
nodded checrily to Carlow. Xe noticed
that Nugent was not with his friends,
and his bright face clouded a little.

Since -the revelation made by Hookey
—now reposing in a cell at Courtheld—
and the statement Mr. Quelch bhad made
in the Form-room, all that was to be
known about Cearlow was known at
Greyiriars. . . ‘

And, rather to hiz surprise, he did not
find himself a ponny the worse.

Fellows like Skinner might sneer,
fellows like Bunter might turn up their
noses, but thero were not, after all, many
of that sort. He found that nine fellows
in ten did not care two straws about his
porsonal  affairs: and that it was

robable that the whole thing would be

orgotten in & day or two. :

Iﬁﬂ o follows went out of their
way to be aivil, aa if to demonstrato
that they did not share the wviews of
Bkinner and Bunter.

Hookey, intending to deal a deadly
blow, had missed the mark. He had
dona *Buttons * no harm at all, or very
little. .

And Carlow, rather surprised, was still
more delightad. Life seomed very
bright to him now. He was at Grey-
friars for enly one term; but it looked
ag if that tarm would be a happier one
than he had anticipated. i

“Halle, hallo, hallo, old bean !’ said

Bob Cherry, as he came along. " Eujoy-
ing lifs, whati" ;
“Yeos, rathor,” said Carlow, with a

srmile. DBut his faco clouded again, “1
—I say! I've noticed that you fellows
haven't been with Nugent—since yester-

day. I sup he’s still got his back up
—and I'm boung to say I think he's
rn:llzﬁr an as5; but -but—" He¢ hosi-
tated.

“Get it off Fyour chest 1" gaid Harry.

“Well, you're Nugent's frionds,” said
Carlow, colouring a little. *“He bars
mo-—and if he's going to get his back
:I? beoanse you don't bar me, too, I—I

ouldn’t mind if you did. I don't want
to make trouble among friends.”

“Oh 1" said Harry, rathor taken aback,

“I'm not hers for long,” said Carlow.
He smiled agnin. “Sir George Cheyno
doesn’t want o chap to have a classical
education to fit him for the ironworks,

ou know. His idep was that it would

a useful experience for me, a chance
of mixing with some decent fellows,
before I take up treining for business—
and getting a touch of the Public school
polish you know. Ile's right. But 1t's
only for one term—and 1 don't want to
teave trouble behind when I go.  Ii's
decent of you fellows to treat me as yvou
do~—but I'd rather you chucked me than
quarrelled with vour pal. VYou—you
don’t mind my saying soi*

“MNot a bit,’" said Wharton, smiling.
“But we're not poing to bar a decent
chap because Hu%*mt chooses to play tho
goat. But he will come round all right
—he's really one of the best, though you
hmr::‘#'t had a ;:hanc;g to ﬁea it

“We're waifing for him now,” said
Bob, with a cheery grin, “ Wa'ro going
over to Higheliffe, and we're going to
meke him come It's all right.”

“Right-ho I” said Carlow: and with a
nod he walked on ouu ot gates.

I'rank Nugen' was coming down from
the direotion of the House, and his brows
lnitted ot the sight of Carlow in talk
with hig friends.

“Mallo, hallo, hallo! Here you ara [¥
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called out Bob Cherry. “Coming over
tc Higheliffe, Franky?"

L Hﬂ Ii}

“Look here, wa've arra
Courtenay,” said Harry.,
come, Frank.”

“1'm not coming.”

“What are we to say if they ask
ebout vou, you ass?”

“Why not tell the truth?” asked
Wugent satirically. “ Tell them you've
thrown me over for a rotten cad who's
wedged his way into the schoel by pull-
ing tha leg of a silly cld chump!"

‘harton set his lips,

*“That will do!* he said. “Come on,
vou men; we don't want any more of
that 1*

And the four junicrs walked out of
gates, leaving TFrank Nugent staring
after them grimly.

He romained in the gateway after
they bhad disappeared along the road.
Sceveral fellows whe passed him, going
out, looked at hizs darkened face and
exchanged g:lancee;: but Frank did not
heed them. He did not even glance up
till three fags of the Second Form came
by—his cheerful minor, and Gatty and
Myers. Then it was n remark of Gatty's
that drew his attention. 1

“Here's your major, MNugent mi.
What about asking ham 7

“"No fear!” answered Dicky Nugent
gmm?ﬂf “Bolemn old stick! He

cesn t look in a good temper, either.”

“ My hat! He don’t 1" grinned Myers,

And the three fags grinned at Frank
Nugent as they passed him and walked
away towards the river.

Nugent drew a deep breath.

He left the gateway at last and
walked away, with his hands in his
pockets and a black look on his brow.

Ha had fairly foreed his chums to
leave him to himself, but he felt * loft

it with
u'd better

and lonely now thay wera gone. Ie
would have been relieved and glad had
his young brother shown any desire for

his company that afterncon—his brother,
who was the original cause of his
wezent trouble. But Dicky evidently
id not want hum, and made the fact
known with the frankness habitual to
the Beeond Form.

JFrank was fecling gloomy and
dispirited as he reached the towpath
and tramped along the river—solitary
enough at that time of the wyear. 1t
was a fine winter's day, clear and cold,
with a bright winter sunshine, and,
ploomy as he was, the czereise in the
sharp, clenr oir raised Nugent's spirity
a littlo.

He was thinking, and his thoughts
were not happy ones. Had he, after all,
been in the wrong? Had he, as his
friends obviously considered, mado a
complete and vnmitigated ass of him-
self? Tt was not a pleasant possibility
to reflect upon.

What was there, aftor all, apainst
Carlow ? How ke had come to Grey-
friars “without a bean” was cleared
up now; thero was moe hint of a
““gwindle " in it now that the thing was
oxplained, unless—— It came into
Nugent's mind that he was clinging to
his suspicion and distrust as an excuse
for his continued dislike of a fellow who
had pgiven no oflence-—that he was
daliberately taking the view that Carlow
had somchow mposed on old Bir
George—rather than part with a juslih-
cation for his feud with the fellow,

But 1t waz only for & moment or two
that that clearnosa of vision c¢ame to
him. Ha caught sight of Carlow on the
towpath, and immediately hia face
hardened and the old dislike welled up
in his breast. )

Carlow's face was bright and smiling,
He whistled a merry tune as he walked
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slong, kicking dead leaves before him,
a Bl‘-t’l.k.ihg contragt to Nugent himself,
And a8 he glanced mundm and caught

sight of Frank, it seemed to Nugent that
B mocking gleam came into his eyes.
MNugent clenched his hands.
It weas in his mind and in his hoart
to pick a guarrel with the fellow on
the apot. "Thenm, with a rush of anger,

came the recollection of his *acrap

with Carlow, Little use scrapping with
the fellow who had knocked him out,
and could easily knock him out again.
Blacker and more bitter MNugent's face
rew at that thought. The lellow had
icked him. No doubt he was thinkin

of it now az he lookéd at him with tha

raocking gleam in his eyes. Nugent
strode towards him, hisarhanda Eard
clenched.

“You rotter I'' he breathed.
Carlow stepped back.
“Keap your distance, Nugent!" he

said.
. "You rotter! You had the best of
it once, and you faney you can crow

over mel” muttered Nugent,

“Nothing of the kind, Vou're a fool
to think anything of the sort,” eaid
Carlow quietly. YK vour temper,
and don’t bs an asa| What'a the good
of rowing ¥ Then ho smiled. “Look
here, Nugent, you know the facts now.
It's just sheer obstinacy that's the
matter with you, If you'd listen to
vour own [riends—"

“Yes; I Lknow the facts,™ said
Nugent, “You're what I've always
thaught you—a rotter all through! And
that old fool—"

Carlow's face hardened.

“Are you speaking of BSir George
Cheyne, my bencfectori” he asked,
?e-r,'@i guictly.

“1 am, and you know it {

“Cut it out, then!”™ said Carlow.
“* Another word like that—="

His eyes were gleaming.

“So you think you can bully me?"
said Nugent, between hia teeth. “I'I1
show you whether you canl Put up
yvour handa, you cad!”

ITo came at Carlow with clenched fista
even a5 ha was spesking. Carlow hed
no choice about putting up his hands,

In a moment they were fighting.

In shecr desperation, Nugent put all
ho knew into it. But he was no match
for Clarlow, and in five minutes he was
Iying on his back in the grass on the
towpath, staring up dizzily, beaten to
the wide.

Carlow glonced down at him.

“I'm zorry for this, Nugent !” he said
quietly, I wish you’d have a little moro
scnse ! Look here, let mo help youl™

"It me alone, you rpotter!” said
Nugent thickly.

Carlow turned and walked on along
the river. It was some minutes befora
Trank Nugent scrambled up and
limped down to the margin of the Bark
te bathe his heated, bruised face in
the cool water.

e el

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Threa In a Punt !

£e Q0K here, Dicky——"
E “Don't yell!” said Nugent
IO,
“Well, leok hero——"
“PDon't bawl |
“Who's bawling? demanded Gatly
in a ferca whisper.
“Well, don't!"™ gaid MNugent minor.
“If anybody's making a row,” said
Myers, “it's you, Nugent mi ¥
“0Oh, all righe 1" said Dicky, with an
air of cxaggevated resigoabion. * 1
you want fo wake up old Baker mnd
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bring him down on us, go shead! I den’t mind, I'm sure|”

The threec fogs had reached their destinationy which was
& rather dilapidated shed near the old mill, Tfm.t. old shed
Ewaﬂi 35 a boathouse for a punt that was pearly as old as

e thed.

The punt had not only seen its last days, but had seen the
last of them long ago. Mr. Baker sometimes used it for
fishing ; et other times it lay in the shed, whence it was easy
tﬂ_ﬁrtrmt- it if an eye did not fall on the raiders from iho
mill.

Nobody was likely to eteal that punt, which was hardly
worth the trouble of transport, am{’ Mr. Baker would not
have cbjected to lending it to any Greyfriars senicr; but
certainly he would have intervened very promptly had he
been aware that three faps of the Second Form were going
to borrow it.

Below tho mill was a dengerons reach of the Sark, strictly
out of bounds for jumiors. Dicky Nugent & Co. had a con-
fidence in themselves which was certainly not shared by
their headmaster.

B¢ it was necessary to be cautious—a necessity that
Richard MNugent rather noisily impressed on his comrades.
He was leader, and & leader’s business was to lecd; so
Dicky gave orders liberally.

Three pairg of hands drageed at the heavy old punt, and
shifted it out of the shed and down the banl., Gatty brought
the It.::‘t.mt pale, which he found leaning in a corner.

“Now, shove her in!"” said Nugent minor. “Ow |
i:rﬂtt%’ her on my knces, you silly chumps! Wow I

“Who's yelling now 1" asked Myers.

“1f vou're asking for a thick ear, Myocrsg—--" _

“ Better shut up, Nugent mi !’ said Gatlty victoriously.
*“1f old Baker hears you yelling——"’ ]

“Ho won't let us have the punt if he hears Nugent mi
shouting at the top of hiz volee I agreed Myers.

Richard Nugent breathed hard and deep. He was
tempted to let go tho punt and use his hands 1n a ¢lenched
form on the noses of his comrades. But a scrap on the
bank, in sight of the mill, waa likely to draw unwelcome
sitention, and put * paid * to the scheme of borrowing that
punt without the permission of the owner,

“Will you shut up 7"’ said Nugent mmnor. “ Can't you use
your hands instead of your chins? Never saw such men for
jawing 17

" Look here, Nugent mi—"

“ Bhove her in " hizseed Nugent mi.

And the punt went walloping through the reeds and
rushes, and slid into the shallows under the bank.

"That's all right!™ said Dicky, more cheerfully., “Now

et in! All aboard! Hold that blessed painter, Myers!

on't let her get away before we're in, you fathead! 'The
current’s pretty etrong here.”

“1 say, it's jolly strong, and no mistake !"” said DMyers
dubiously, as the punt rocked under the pull of the water,
“1 say, think it's risky 7"

“If you've got cold fect, young Myers, you can stay on
the bank 1"

“Who's %ﬂt cold fect 7 shrieked Myers.

“Well, it .you haven't, get m[*

Myers, with a snort, leaped into the punt, which rocked
wildly under the impact. It rocked away from the bank,
with the three fags scrambling in it.

“Tathend "' pasped Dicky Nugent. "No need to land
Like o sack of coke, that 1 konow of 1"

“Yah ' retorted Myers emphatically if not elegantly,

"“Take ecare of that pole, Gatty—dan't lose it! Nice fix
we should be in if you lost thot pole I

“I've got itl"” said CGatty, swinging the pole round. “1I
eay, get out of the way, you know,” ﬁm added as the punt
pole came into contact with the side of Nugent minor's
jaW.

“ Yow-ow-ow ! howled Dicky.

“Who's making o row now P* asked Myors.

Dicky rubbed hiz head.

“QGive me that pole, Gatty, you ass!
brain a chap?”

“Couldn’t I said Gatty.
broin,"

“I'H ic:il_-,r well—"

“Oh, let's get off before old Baker spots us.”

“Give ma the pole, then, sss]™

Dicky Nugent punted out into the stream. There wasg o
strong pull on the curremt, and the old punt got going fast
cnough—in fact, a little too fast for Myers' unoasy eyes.

“1 say, I wish your major had come, Dicky,” he said.

“ ot 1" said Dicky.

“Or that man Carlow,'
this iz safe.”’

“Cold faet 1™ jeered Disky.

#1f you say cold feet again I'll punch your head I

Wontinuwed on next papge.)

Don't

Do you want to

“¥ou haven't any brains to

¥

gaid Myers. “I don’t believe
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FOES OF TRE REMOVE!

(Continued from previous page.)

“Well, shut up! I asked Carlow,
didn't I, and he wouldn't come, Did
you want me to carry the chap along
under arm?"?

“Well, I wish he'd come. Ile's a good
swimmer, from what I hear, They zay
he saved tho life of a governor of the
iqh?ia].,n[: Brighton, or something of the

ind.

" Who's going swimming, fathead?”

“Bhouldn't wonder it wo are!™
retorted Myers.

“Oh, dry up ™

“Bhovo her -ﬂ.lu:rllg, Nugent mi!” said
Cratty. "1 say, this 15 ripping | It was
a jolly good idea having this punt out!

Old Baker will never know, if wo shovoe

her back safe. Anyhow, ho's a 5{}(5{1
Get her out in the middle,

old sortl
Dicky! Shove!”

“I'm shoving,’”” answered Nuogend
INInGr.

The Iﬁ.ll'.l.ﬁ rolled and rocked out into
the Sark. It was rather exciting to the

threa faps. All the more exciting
because the Sark, swollen by thoe
autumn rains, ran deep and swift, with
e pull in the current that they had not
guite anticipated,

“Hallo, there's that man, Carlow!"™
gaid Mugent minor.

He lLifted the punt pole and brandished
it in greeting to & junior whe was stroll-
ing alone the bank.

Lrie Carlow glanced across the water
ab the fags in the punt. He smiled and
waved a hoand in response to Dicky’s
salute. DBut a moment later his face
became grave,

He came to the edge of the water and’

ghouted neross,

“T say, you'd better chuck that, you
kids! You're not safe in that punt.
Get in to the bank, Nugent minos |

“Row-wow 1" ealled back Dicky.

“"Pole in!” shouted Carlow. “You
young asses, vou'll be earried down to
the weir if you're not jolly carefull”

“Teach your grandmother!” retoried
Dicky independently.

“Cheeky ass!” said Gatty, “These
Remove men think they know every-
thing.”

“1 eay, though——*' bogan Myors,

“Rata "’ said Dioky..

The punt surged on faster than before.
Carlow stared from the bank, and Dicky,
glencing at him, grinned at the olarm
in his face. Tho Hemove junior bogan

running along the bank, to keop pace
with the punt.
“Tole in!" he shouted. *“Nugent

minor, you young idipt, pole in! Do
you hear me—get into the banlk!”

“Rats!” yelled back Dicky.

“Look ahoad 1" yolled Carlow.

Dicky Nugent stared ahead. The
motion of the drifting punt had been
swifter than he had realised.

Ahead, the tops of o row of posts
showed over rushing water. There was
a low roar of falling water boyond the
line of posts. .

“I say, we'd better not get into that,”
gaid Myers. *1 say, if the blessed punt
E:ﬂ_'f over the weir where should we

“Rot " gaid Dicky.
over the weir 7°°

“Wall, look here, you shove in to the
bank I said Myers. “I jolly well don't
want to get too near that blessed weir.
It's dangevous, I can tell youl”

Perhaps it dawned on Edwin Myers
that his headmaster had reason for
placing that dangerous vreach out
of bounds for jumors. He eyed the
row of posts, with the deep water rush-
ing between them, very uneasily.

“It's all right, fathead!” snid Dicky
Nugent. “I'll get into the bank if
vou're nervous.”

“Who's nervous?” yelled Myers.

“Well, we may as well get near the
bank,"” said Gatty, 1 can tell you, I
don't like the look of it myseli,”

Carlow was racing along ths bank.
The cbvious alarm in his face communi:
cafed itzelf to the faps, Dicky Nugent
poled laboriously, but he found it giﬂ?r:
cult to get into the bank. The punt was
fairly in the grip of the current, and
ik was torn away.

“ Qh crikey 1" gjaculated Dicky.

“Look here, get to the bank!” ¢jacu-
lated Myors.

“Ain't T trving, fathead? Shut up 1™

Nearer and louder sounded ithe dull
thunder of falling water. Dicky

“Who's going

I

which tells the romance of man's

Pla tes, fifteen full—pn

as a Carcer,’”

minded

A Grand New Gift Book for Boys!

 The Romance
of the Skies!

The MODERN BOY'S BOOK OF
AIRCRAFT iz a magmﬁc:nt new volume
s | Mastery
of the Air in picture and story, It gives
the story ﬁf_-l"-"u_.rlntmn from the earliest
days, and contains four full-page Colour
pictures, and
hundreds of photographs and drawings.
There are articles dealing with ** Aviation

" *The World's Newest
Aeroplanes,” “ The Schneider Trophy

. and everything else the * air-
boy wants to know about.

THE MODERN BOY'S

BOOK of AIRCRAFT

At all Newsagents and Booksellers '@ [© net

THE MAGNET

Nugent realised the donger now, though
bhe was far from realising its full
extent. Ie poled frantically, and the
fars almost gasped with relief as the
heavy old punt bumped, at last, on the
banle,

_ Dicky drove the pole in hard, seck-
ing to hold it there. Gatty made &
Oying leap ashore and sprawled in the

grass.  Mpyers, holding the painter,
serambled  after him, knee-deep in
water. Dot the punt gave a sudden

whirl as he landed and tore the painter
from his hand.

“Look out, Nugent minor
Carlow, coming up panting.

“Oh erumbs ' gasped Dicky.

He had the Ep!q planted hemly, but
the punt was whirling round it. Carlow
came into the sater up to his knees, but
the punt was beyond his reach.

(et inl"” ho shricked,

Dm!:;}r gave & desperate shove at the
pole, The punt whirled in the tear of
the current ond shot away from under
his feet.

Splash !

it ﬂ'ﬂDﬂﬂg‘h 1?1'

A ‘gurgling gasp from Dicky as he
plunged headlong mto the water,

“Oh heavens ! gasped Carlow,

iﬂntt;,* and M&’El‘s had scerambled ug.
They stood staring at Nugent minor in
horror. His head came out of the water
atd a white face was seen for o moment,
The punt was whirling far away—and
Dicky had lost the pole in his plunge.
He made an attempt to strike out for
the bank, but it was futile. And almost
in an instant he was swept away from
the horrified eyes of his friends.

“He's gone!” eﬁagped Gatty.

“ Dicky !" shrieked Myors.

Carlow stood as if turned to stone,
knce-deep in water, as the hapless fag
was whirled away from his sight. But
his eyes followed, Twice Dicky disap-
peared under the rushing water, Twice
he came up again, still strugfIing
fechly, far beyond the reach of hel
Then he was in the whirl of water ruEﬁL
ing over the weir. One of thes heavy
balks of timber was in his way, and as
he struck it Nugent minor clutched at
it instinctively, and held on, with the
water tearing ab him.

Tho force of the water jammed him
against the post, and he threw his arms
sround it and clutched f{rantically.
Deafened and stunned by the roar of
the water, he beld on, knowing that he
could hold on for nniy s fow minutes,
ot the mest, and that when he could
hold no longer he would be swept
over to death in the deeps below,

LB
#

yelled

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Between Life and Death |
C ARLOW stared across the racing

watker.
Ho panted with relief as he
saw that the whirling fap had
struck the balk of timber, and was
clingping on.

e scrambled up the bank, tore off
his jacket, and kicked off his shocs.
Gatty and Myers stared ot him, dumb
with horror. Gatty found his voice.

“ You—voun're not——"

“¥es. Get help! Run along the Lank
—got somebody—call the miller—get &
rope! Don't stand there blinking ! Get

& move on [

Carlow jerked out tho words, the Iast
of them over his shoulder. There was
& splash a8 he plunged into the river.

DR ™ guspedp Gatty., “lla ecan't do
it—he can’t! Wingate of the Sixth
couldn't swim here, He can't do it !”
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His starting eyes
Ibﬂm\re-ti ﬂa,r]ﬂwi

The current
caught the atrong
swimmer and bore
him away, but with
steady strokes Car-
low was swimming
out into the middle
of the stream. Conl
as ice, steady as a
rock, he swam,
though he knew
that the chances
were & hundred to
ong ﬂmhh_hud 1-.:1:]5
going to hisa death.
He could reach the
Little pitiful fgure
that e{)uug to tho
balk on the edge of
death; he knew
that. But to swim
back was post his
powers, «0r any
jwimmer’s powers.
His life, as ‘well a3
Dicky Nugent's
h OIl TeSCUE.

Like an arrow he
shot through the
racihg water.

“He's -got him ¥
panted Myazs,

Carlow was sweps
against the balk, It
seamed, for a
gecond, that he
would shoot past;
but he euught and
ll‘tiald, And thDichIEy

ug Ww i is
ngmm hapds slip-
ping from their
grasp, suddenly
fdund o strong arm
round him, holdivg
him to the timber,
and ‘stared -dizzily into a face eclose at
hand—g white fuce set hard.

“ Stiok it, kid!”

Dieky MNugent could not speak. He
was at the cnd of his tether. But
Carlow, clinging to the post, held him
there, whils the water thrashed and
crashed round him,

Gatty snd Myers ran up the bank.
There was help at the mill, if the
miller was there, and if it came in
time—— If it came befors Carlow was
torn away from his hold They
panted along the bank, and almost ran
into & Greyfriars junior at & turn in the

ath.

P Nugent major ! panted Gatty.

He osught the Remaove fellow by the
arm, whila Myers ran breathlessly on.
Nugent stared at him,

" What's up—what—"

“Your minor,” panted Gatty.

Frank started.

“Dickyl Where's Dicky? What——"

“In the river—Carlow's got him,
Wo've got to get help!” pauted Gatly
incoherently.

Nugent gave him a blank stare for a
second, and then started to run. In a
minute or less he was in sipht of the
row of balks that stretchod across the
water—and his oyes {i¥ed in horror on
the two figures clinging to a ball far
out in the Sark,

“ Dicky 1" he panted

He recogniscd his brother—and Car-
low. Dicky, crumpled against the post
in tho circle of Carlow’s strong arm
made no sign, But Carlow's eyes juime
to the junior on the bank.

“Help!” he shouted, 1

Frank ran down to the water's EﬂEﬂh
Carlow shouted again desperately. He
read Nugent's intention.

“S8top! Btop! Get a rope—a rope!
Stop! Get a jope, you fooll”

Nugent halted on the margin.

His first impulse was to plungoe in and

join his brother, But Carlow’s words
reealled him to common ecnes. He was
& good swimmer, but he would have
been of little' ueo in the whirling waters
over the weir, ond it was uscless to
roach the, balk to which the two. clung—
he could give no help when he got there.
He stopped in time.

“Hold on!” he shrieked. * Carlow,
hold on—for heaven's sake, don't let
him gei Hold onl™ )

“T'm holding on!” Carlow’s voice
came back. *Get the miller—get a
rope—a ropea ™

¥rank stared wildly along the bank.

There was & shout from the distance.
Myers and Gatty were running bacl,
and with them came a hurly man with a
eoil of ropo over his arm. I& was
hB“uke:,- the miller, Frank waved to

10T,

"“Help! Help! Quick!” He hardly
lknew what he was shouting, * Quick!
My brother—oh, quick!”

g’]—m miller dp&nted .

Ife reached the spot where Frank
Nugent stood, and uncoiled the lcmﬁ
rope. TFrank MNigent snatched the ey
of it, and began to knot it about him
under the armpts.

“ Better let me——" gasped Baker.

“I'm all right—with the rope! You

hold on—I couldn’t hold on 1 you
wont——"
Frank panted the words out. With

thic vope knotted securcly round him, ho
plunged into the water. )

The miller held the rope and paid 1t
out. Gatty and Myers grasped hold to
give him help. Strength was needed to

Gatiy, Myers and
the miller, put ali
thelr beef Into the
puil. The rope was
hanled in, slowly,
but steadily ; Nu-
gent and his minor
secured 1fo the
knotted end of it,
Carlow holding on
with both hands 1

hold the rope, for the racing current tore
IFrank Nugent away like the grasp of a
giant’s hand, Without the rope Frank
would have been swept a‘i"i’u;'mhﬂlplﬂaaij':
and as it was, he found it hard enocugh
to fight his way out to the balk where
Carlow clung with the exhausted fog.

But he reached it. He grasped and
misged ; but grasped again as ho was
swept by, and caught Carlow’s arm,
The jerk anlmost tore Carlow from his
hold—but not quite. With every muscle
strained he held on, and Nugent clung
to him, almost stunved by the buffeting
of the water,

“Good man ! breathed Carlow.

Nugent had left & long leose end te
tho rope when he knotted it under his
arms, Holding to Carlow with one
hand, he paszed the rope-end with the
other ronnd Dicky Nugent. It ‘was hard
work, with the rushing water tearing at
him, but he worked frantically, desper-
ately, Carlow released one hand to help
him. The ropec was passed round Dicky
at last, and a knot made. The fag was
safe now. _

“ All serene !” pantod Carlow. T ean
hold onl  If they can pull us in, all
serene,” ‘

He shouted to the miller. There was
a steady drag ont the long rope from tho
bank, and Carlow reloased the balk of
timber. ]

Baker braced himself, his hcels dug
in tho bank. Gatty and Myers put all
their beef into the pull, The rope was
hauled in, slowly but steadily; Nugeng
and his miner secured to the knbtted
ond of it, Carlow holding on to it with
both hands.

The water splashed and roared over

[(Tontinued on page 27.)

Tug Maoxer Lisrarr.—No. 1,240,



OUR FINE SERIAL OF QUIOK ACTION THRILLS.
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l errible!

crow of deaperadoes,
hovering like a vam-
Eira bat waiting to
escend to suck the lile-
blood of its victims!

= * L i

“I dunne whore
wa're a-goin’, but wa're
hon th' wav!"” zaid Alf
Higgs. "lor 'Eaven's
sake, Dick, keep ‘er
nose dahm &  bit!
Yer'll be spillin® me
hoverboard in 'arf a
minute! Any more for
the swings and the
rahndabahts? Oo-er, I
shall 'cave. me 'oart up
if yor does that ag'in,
Mister Rick! 'As 'a
gorn ¢lecan barmy, or
wob 18 151"

All Higgs might ask
himself the question,
for Rick, without a
word to his engineer,
had dashed down to the
lake shore, funp him.
self bedily into the
cockpit, kicked the seli-
Etﬂé‘tﬂr int }n:: action,
and, a8 the prop
whirled, had taxied
down to the water's
edge and risen from
the surface in & cloud
of spray.

Alf had had just time
to grab the side of the
wing, give an acrobatic
jump, and land into
the tiny cockpit, more

REFUSES TO LISTEN.

00M; THE TERRIBLE; 13 A FLYING BANDIT WHOD AIMS TO EE MASTER OF THE WORLD.
HE HAS KIDNAPPED TOM DARE, A CLEVER INVENTOR, HIS BROTHER RICK, AND TWO CHUMS.
RICK 13 COMPELLED TO TAKE PART IN A RAID ON A MILLIONAIRE'S HOUSE, : it
INTENTION TO WARN SILAS MERCER THAT HIS DAUGHTER 13 _IN DANGER OF BEMNG [ POOr Alf's remaining
KIDNAPPED ; BUT OO0OM HAS LAID HIS3 PLANS 80 CUNNINGLY THAT THE MILLIONAIRE

INETEAD, HE ACOUSES RICK OF BEING A D

AND A THIEF.

OUBLE-DYED VILLAIN

or less breathless.
Then had ensued an
exhibition of crazy fly-
IT 13 RICK'S ing that nearly turned

airs from ginger to
EnowW-whita,

The little machine
¢limbed upwards,

A Duel in the Air!

.13 ERE, cut that out, sir; that's

H aii noneense | snapped Rick

tersely, “I can explain the

whole thing—you've been

spoofed.  As o matter of fact, it is

Beryl who i 1n danger, and that is

what I've come to warn you about. Is
that detective still in the house?”

“He has ione to phone for assistance
—knowing that you and your asscciates
weorg about to break into my house—
though how he got the information I
know not—""

"B{ hokey, sir, but they've played

u for 8 mug right cnough!" Rick
blurted out. “It was the "tee who was
in with Oom and his tEﬁng;, and he was
waiting to let me in, thinking I was onc
of Oom's—— Oh, I couldn’t makes you
believe my story in & hundred years,
but for the love of Fﬂur daughter get
her to a place of safety, or in half an
hour she'll be carried off——**

“Ah-h-h!  Cease your confounded
lies "' eried the sturdy old man, *I
caught you red-handed, and you ecan
do nothing better than invent a string
of the most transperent——  \What's
that 1"

Tae Mugxer Lisrarf.~~No, 1,240,

From above their heads came &
curious, low, droning sound, followed
h,}f Q glurghlng,lﬁuc:lki'ing snort—* glug-
glug, gluog-glug |"—like water runnb
out of a hat *

As Merger turned his head to listen,
BRick seized the oppertunity. IHis foot
Hashed out in a high kick, and the

revolver went ying from the old chap's
hahd.

*Borry, and all that I Rick crind, as
he sprang for the window. *“But you
won't listen to  rewsom; and  every
moment's of consequence, or Beryl will
bo spirited away and you'll not see her
again. I'm going to save her, though, in
spite of you! Take my tip and get
every living soul in the place as far
away from the house as possible, for the
moment Oom discovers that he's been
forestalled he'll bomb tho blessed place
to the ground. Hop it, whilst the going's
good. Meantime, I'm going to give this
Flying Bandit something to keep him
busy !

Like @ doer Rick was over the baleon
and racing through the grounds towards
the tiny bomber, whilst overhead
sounded that low huomminp and the
hideous sucking sound that told of the
presenco of the Flying Bandit and his

almost standing on her

X ] tail. hea zoomed,
s1de_-slui_pad, and then soared up
agaln like & rocketing pheasant, all

the time emitting erackles and howls
from her exhaust that made Alf's heart
fairly jump inte hiz mouth,

It sounded like a youngster with his
first motor-bike.

“Crumbs! 'E wants fo let every.
body know wo're comin'!” ejaculated
Alf. “Is ’s afraid that th' blinkin'
road’s hup, or wot? Good job there
ain't no speed-cops up ‘ere, for ‘a's
breakin’ all th' limits. "

The Cockney leant over the narrow
partition and placed the headphones
over Rick’s he:ug, for the pilot had not
attempted to don these, with the result
that communication had been impossibla,

“"Wot's hup, guvnor?” howled ALL,
&% 5000 as the earphones were in place.
"Put me wise. Do yer wanter tip we
pu?t”ﬂ’ the blinkin plane, or wot is
1t

*(Fet the Lowis-gun loaded and ready,
and keep wyour mouth shut!” replied
Rick sharply. “Stand by to fire at a
second’'s notico! QOom's somewhere up
above the housze, and he's got that
vacuum of his on the job. I've got to
locate himn angd put that out of wetion, 1if
I can. Keepn your eyes skinned, Alf, and
if you sce the plane, let her have it 1"



"¥ary good, sir!” replied the Uoack-
poy, and muttered to himeelf 43 he
jerked the belt of cartridges into the
machine-gun. * Bpoke like a hollicer an’
o gennelman, like "is brother. No beg
pardiugs, but a straightforrard horder
&8 a binfant ¢’ud hunderstand. Qo-er,
guv'nor, look at that 1"

Ile puoinied excitedly over the roof of
the great houso to whero a small light
Hickered for a moment and then disap-
peared. It had been there long enough
to show them the dim outline of the
great plane, with the suction vacuum-
tubo suspended from it

With a yell, Rick stepped on the gas,
and as the little bomber shot upwards,
shouted to Al to let drive when they
were within shooting distance,

As the little mnachine tore upwards
Jike & mad sparrow attacking a hawk
Rick took her daringly close, in a wild
attempt to cut off that figure that elung
close to the suction vacuum-tube. But it
had been withdrawn so quickly that he
stood no chance, though they could
hear the glug-g’iug'! ot the inferval
machine, so close did they pass.

“Let rip—one ' roared Rick through
the phone, as the bomber zoomed up
underneath the hull of the larger plane
and -:lTimlmd parallel with if, " Another
—two 1"

As the staceato barvk of the machine-
Euu rattled forth, they could hear the

ullets patter against the sidea of tha
wireless plane. Then the De HMay
climbed right above ler, turned com-
pletely over in a long loop, and zipped
away out of sight and range.

Rick and Alf saw flashes from the
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phones, and, glancing over the partition,
saw, to s dismay, that Alf had fallen
forward over it. )

He had all hia atteniion taken up at
the moment, however, as bulletz were
coming thick and fast, and he had to
mancauvre the plane over the tops of
gome high trees, [or the wireless
machine had grnéua'ﬂy been ecrowding
hiz Little bomber farther and farthex
towards the land.

“Have they domaged you much,
Alf 1" he called through the phone, sec-
ing o slight movement on the part of
his observer. : ’

Alf sat up and gave him & reassuring
Erin,

“Ricochet *it me on th’ napper;
knocked me out for a tick. All right
now, sir! Ain't we goin' to turn and
‘ava another cut at 'em, sir 7"

“We'll see. 1 wonder——— Ko, by
gum, they're goiug Lo chase us! T'hat's

cod! Oh, look at those silly fools! If
that isn't asking for it 1" .

What Rick had been afraid of all
along had happened. The Bring had
aroused -E\:EI‘}‘ED{I? in the house, and
hghts wers gleaming everywhere
making the place an easy target, an
every second he expected to hear thé
dull hoom of the bombs,

But, for some reason unknown, Oom
elected to chase the elusive little plane
which hpd so harried him, and in a few
minutes both meachines were careering
over the tops of the forest trees, the
little bombar “all oub,” end the great
wireless plane hummiung like an angry
bee with the tremendous speed she was
putting in.
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Now and again Rick wenld cast a
%I:Ij!lﬂ{ glance over his shoulder to observe

¢ chage, and he was appalled at the
rate at which the huge machine was
overhouling him. Not only was she
cntchizﬁ him up, but she was chimbing
gradually so as to brine the bottom of
her hull above him. with the objeet of
being able to make use of the vacuun
suction fube, as he guessed.

“We're goners if she once fastens on
to us nt this pace I'’ muttered Rick, for
the speedometer registered three hundred
and was still grudgunlly climbing, as he
“gave her the gun " and jockeyed the
wonderful little plane to even more
spead.  “I'll bet something'll orack if
we keep this up for long !

Almost as he uttered the words, thers
eame & vielpus spatter of fre from
behind, and bullets cama whizzing over-
head—surd proof that the purswing plane
was moving a lot faster than the little

ht?l perepl  Tw | Buck
- 2P ANg-g-g- uck-a-
huhl-'ulﬁ- ck-a-bobble | P%‘up-plnp-bucb
n-plo

1
Riclic knew the machine had been
struck, that & wire had gone and that
“hobbling ”’ sound, together with a dis-
tinet diminishing of speed, told him that
disaster was on them.

“That's torn 1t, AM 1" he rapped out.
“Top of a cy!inéer head’s goue, to say
nothing of o strut or two, and—— Hold
on tight I :

He had seen the nose of tho bandit
plano rise in the air, then the machine

(Continuéed on néxt page.)

sides of the big machine, and heard the
faint rattle of riflefire above the yoar
of the bomber’s exhaust.

“Never ‘it one of "em | Alf grumbled
through the phone. " Yeu might lenuue
know when yer goin' to loop, sir, 1
can’t tike aim and ’old meself in th’
blinkin' ship at the sime time! I ain’t
got mo bloomin’ belt hon; I ain't ad
time to git it out since wo started !

“Borry, old fcllow|” grinned Rick.
“I know I've been hurrying you a bit,
but it couldn't be helped, It docein’
inatter about your not hitting’ em so
long as I can distract their atiention, 1
want to get 'emaway from the house!”

“Cunnin’  young  Dlighter!” Alf
giinned to himself as he seized the
ogpprt,unit.y to get iutoc his safety-belt.
* Btrategy, gon'ral—strategy’s wot wins !
I'd forgot wot Dom said abaht bombin'
th' 'ouse if ‘e found that ’is plans “ad
failed. Rick’s idea is to dror ’im_orf,
as it were,” Ilo turnmed towards Rick
apain. Y We'd better give 'tm anuvver
pepperin’, Go heasy, sir, the blinkin’
ses serpent’s got adrift ag'in!”

Rick had succecded in one thing, and
that was in drawing the bip wiveless
ilane away from fm'ering over the

ouse itself.

Moving abt top speed, Oom's plane
soon caught up with Rick’s agile Tiger,
and somebthin dropped out  from
heneath her hull—something that Hicked
nbout like the :}umtmg hend of a scrpent
with that hideous pglupg-glug suction
sound, .

Rick swooped the little bomber round
in a steep bank to aveid the guesting,
clinging thing, and though tho vacaum-
tubo itzelf missed them by feet, the
terrific dravght from itsrnmﬂﬂ atmost
stopped their prop revolving, and made
their little plane stapger like o yacht in
a strong gust of wind, -

“Go " yoelled Rick.

And AI% ripped off about hali a Dbelt
from the Lowis-gun, and Rick had tho
sutisfaction of sceing tvwo men in the
big plane fall., At the samo timo he

GREYFRIARS HEROES.

Neo. 10.
HORACE COKER.

Thia week the Greyfriara
Rhymester pictures in
verse the hero worshipped
by the great Horace Coker.
LD Coker has ¢ hero—ycal
O A slirring one, as you may Quess,
In point of fact, a man no Iless
Than “The Mnoster of Deice-
tignl"
You'll sce this hero cateh a crook
Whenever you may chance to look
At any {Elfam-camerad book
In Coker's large collection.
Burglars groan, end forgers 3lip,
Crooks and gunmen gel the pqp
At the dreaég naue of Gorespol Gripp
And hiz assistant, Creeper;
Hidnappérs will steal away

And race gangs tremble in dismey—
(At sixpence ecvery Saturday

1 These thrila could not be clicapér).

Thouah Coker haz no cash o lend
His [gst threc-halfpence ke would
spcnd
To rend, with all Wiy hair on fuld,
Lhe following choice lilel:

heard a mufled groan through his head- |

“The fight went on wntil The Rat
Brought dewn s elub and snerled
* Pake thatl*
Dut Gorespot Qripp produced a gat
And shot kim through the eyeball I

Ghscrve old Gorespot Aunting clues,
Measuring prints of holnailed shoes,
And watch from that, how he'll deduce
The burglors came in motors.
He zeexr some ash upon [he floor
And seys: “The man was five feed
four;
He has some cousing tn Lahore
And doesn’t care for Uloaters™

A serateh wpon the windoto-frame

Suggests to hMm the felon’s name

Aund, knowing where to find his game,
Oid Gorespot goexr directly

And nobs the bad lad in kis fair,

PS8 —We really must declaré

Phat Cripp's deductions, t¢ o lair,
od all turned osut correcily.)

i Coker worslips Gorespot .
And every night he dreams thdt he
Fs helping his divinity

fu cool and hardy moannér.
Oh, yes! He's appy when asleep
And, thoupgh these dreams are rathir

aleap,

Y, after all, such bliss 18 cheop

For one amall weekly danuvr,
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levelled ont again, snf came on with
tremendous speed. another few
seconds they would bhave been at the
mercy of that deadly suction spparatus,
but Rick cxecuted & daring mianeuvre,
just s Oom's machine was practically
‘on his tail.”

Banking stecply, he made the little
bomber roll mﬁp{eta]r over, missing the
underneath of the big plane’s prow by
feet. DBut the mancuvre gave him the
chance he wanted, snd he swung back
on to an evea keel, completely turning
around whilst the  discomfited Hior
whirled past, unable to follow in so
rapid a turn.

ick felt that this was the last gasp
of hig gallant little fighter, for the
knocking noise was more inmistent now,
and he knew that another cylinder head
liad blown off with the terrific pressure.

*Hall right, sirt 'Old 'er as she is !
came Alf'a vaice through the phone. “I
een git out on the wing and repair-'er
whilst yor carries hon if yer can only
dodge that big mule for & bit longer !
?b& ai”gc-t bellers to mend, sadme as we
ave

Rick shot a glamce behind, and saw
that the big plane had not only slowed
down, it was losing height until the
Dare stabiliser came into play, humming
Ioudly as it held the plane stationary
over the tree tope, .

“By gum/! I believe she's cither Ent
engine trouble or her wireless power has
faniled for some resszon 1 yelled Rick, in
cxcitement, as he saw that her gn;ea.t
props were stationary. “Alf, there's a
chance—"

“'(Jpe so, sir, in case not | responded
the Cockney cheerfully, as he climbed
out over the fuselage and clung-to the
wing like a monkey on & branch.
“'0Old 'er steady! 1've found a couple
o' sparg 'cads, an' I'll go an’ fix 'em
whilst th’ gein’s good. If yer goes loopin’
any more, though, yer'll spill me dalp
there, an’ it'll be' nappoo ™

Deadly Guoardians !

E must return now to Tom

W Dare, in the stronghold away

in the Andes, for 1t was due

to that daring voung inventor

hat Qo had boen Jollsd, the lives

of Morger and his guests saved, and

Rick's escape from the wireless plane
just in fhe nick of time!

But, to a smaller extent, each of thess
persons owed quite something to Ham,
that ebony Hercules who made up in
brawn what he lacked in brain.

It will be remembered that Ham had
beon selepted by Oom to be his personal
servant, and at Tom's command he had
teken on the job. In this way he had
becn able to gain access to Qom's owy
partictlar domain, the big stone build-
1ng which dominated the basin in which
thoe Flying Bandit's strooghold was
quartered.

It was a piteh black night, and &ll in
the camp seomed wrap in_ slumbar,
save where a light shone in the dp-uwcr
bhouse, where work never ceased day or
night, and one great arc lamp right in
the centre of the basin which was suffi-
ciént illumination for the outside.

Since Oom had taken Ham on a3 body
sorvant, the big black had exchanged
no word with Tom, for that was part of
the bandit’s system for bringing the
voung engineer to heel. Cut off from

all intorcourse with his friends, Oom
considered that Tom wounld be more
malleable to his will. He let the

+3 he

engineer Imow that if he onoe consented
to join the band of his own free will, he
could have absolute liberty within the
rules of the stronghold, and his own
servants would be restored to him.

Ham knew nothing of this, of course;
but at the back of his somewhat slow-
witted mind he had the fixed idea all
the time that it was up to him to do
something for *the young massa's” if
ciranee and opportunity eame his way,

When Qom left the stronghold the big
“&B‘HEF took advantage of the chance
sftorded to explore the house, and any-
where else he could get, in the hope of
finding some means of escape for Tom
Dare.

Ham had his own ideas about the
best costume to wear in's night exour-
sion which might or might not end in a
“setap.” He preferred freedom of
movement -to anything else, and accord-
ingly tock off such iarments as might

amper bis actions. In fact, he took off
everything with the exception of a very
tight pair of old black boxing-shorts.

Thus, owing to his colour, he would be
practically invisible in a poor light, and

hur:ly taken the precaution of oiling
his massive frame, he reckoned to be
able to slip anyono who laid hands on
him. -Ham had had some. experience in
the fightihg ring in his early life, and
he knew the value of & slippery skin..

* Dis am what Mass' Tom w'ud eall de
zoologival moment fo'  explorin’ cn'
findin' out de lic ob de land t" he mnut-
tered to himself, #5 e tiptoed up fron
tha -basement and moved as softly ns a
cat towards the room which was known
ag- the “Chief's Office,” in which. Tom
and Rick had interviewed Oom om their
arrival.

Inch by inch Ham thrust the door
open, rather surprised to find it wun-
locked. He had got it into his woolly
head that thiz would be the place to
find out some of Qom’s “‘secrets,” and
nothing would satisfy him but a good,
personal search.

“If dere's any bu'glar alarms here,
dere’s gwine to be one big bobbery " he
muttered, ps he stole into the darkness
and closed the door after him.

And as he did so he thought he heard
it “elick,”” and his attempt to reopen it
proved that o spring lock had effectu-
ally stopped his exit.

“Golly, dat’s tored it! I guess dis
nigger’'s runned up ag’inst somet’in’ dis
time. But so long as it's human 1t
den't matter. Aw, shucks—it don't
smell too good in hyar!”

He sniffed loudly as a peculiar animal
smell et his nostrils, and at_tho same
time two small glowing sparks at the
other end of the room met his eyes.

Then came & low, whirring sound like
an alarum clock with the bell removed,
angd for a sccond Ham's hair fairly
stood out on hia head,. Ham gave a
Erin as recognised the sound as the
deep-throated growl of a disturbed
animal, working up its wrath to scare
away an intruder.

Stretching out a long arm, he switched

on his torch, and then screened himself -

behind a big armchair. It was well he
did so, for a high, excited, and very sur-
prised chattering voice gasped out some-
thing, and a solid substance whizzed past
his ear and pinged against the wall,

Ham immediately switched off the
torch, and with it still in his hand,
rolled over and ovoer noiselessly until he
had put the length of the room betwgen
him and the other occupant,
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His gaze had fallen on the distorted
dwarfed figure of Maleze, who had ap-
parently been sleeping in a corner
next to the cage of & beautiful black
leopard, whose lithe form Ham bad
caught -ome glimpse of, It was the
snimal's eyes e had seen glaring green
in the darkness, and it was its snoring
purr of rage he had heard,

But though he knew the ferovity of the
native. leopard, though he knew that if
1t wera loose ho would stand but little
chance against it in the darkness; it was
not this which had sent o chill shiver
down the big negro's spine;

It was those little dabbing pats which
he had heard upon the wall behind him,
for he knew that it mennt death in a
very unpleasant form if one of the tiny
darts shoyld penetrate his skin,

Crouching perfectly still, he tried to
think.of some way out of the difficulty.

He had not long to decide, however,
for there came & movement at the other
end, and he saw those two gleaming
sparks of emerald light fash across the
wall, and heard the clank of a stecl
chain as the lithe brute leapt the length
of its tether in an endeavour to get at
the intruder, purring deep down in its
throat as it lashed itself into a fury.

_ Ham got only s split second's warn-
ing of what was to huppon next. There
came the creak and slam from the cago
a3 the door was drawn back, the fum-
bling of the chain as it was unlossed—
then the glink of green eyes as the fero-
cious brute launched itself across the
room for the negro's throat.

. With his boxer’s instinet and speed of
movement Ham put his forearm up to
protect the vital part, and the leopard
fixed his fangs deep into the muscle,
Quick as lightning the negro's great
right flashed up and grip the black
beast by the throat, and the mighty
hand closed in a grip of iron that forced
the beast to open its jawa.

Then he held the struggling, clawing
scratching fury at arm's length, an
Ham's arms were long even for his six.
fect-seven of height, for they reached
below his knees. Only c¢nce or twice
did the leopard’s claws touch the black
skin to leave scars which would be
visible for the remainder of Ham's life.

GGripping the beast by the fur of its
etomach with his left hand, Ham held it
out at arm's length, and then cpossed
the room (o the massive high-backed
mahogany chair in which Oom was wont
to enthrone himscli when passing judg-
ment upon any of his myrmidons who
cffended against his laws,

As he did s0 somo instinet warned
him of danger, and he ducked low. It
was well he did eo,- for ancther littla
dart smacked against the wall as the
light was switched on. —

f it had mot been for the writhing
body of the leopard the peizoned missile
would inevitably have hit the huge
form; but the animal's frantic struggles
had spoiled the little man's aim. Ham
uttered an exclamation, and then his
foot, hard as the ebony it resembled
shot ont and lifted Maleze from one en
of the room to the otiher, where he
crashed into o cormer and lay stunned
and helipless.

(Ham's certainly not one to “get the
wind up,'" ic he, chumat IHe's deter
mined to learn Qom's sécrsls, and
nothing will stop him!  Look out for
another tnstalment of this great thrill
yarn tn next week's MAGNET)
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FOES OF THE REMOVE!

{Continued from page 23.)

them; blinding, deafening, suffocating.
But the steady pull on the rope did not
relax, and Frank Nugent found himself
suddenly bumping in the ruszhes. Gatty
P!ungady athim and got hold of hiscollar,
The next moment Myers had heold of
Dicky by the hair. The miller was still
dragging on ihe rope. Three drenched
Bgures rolled on the bank.

‘rank MNugent sat up, Carlow rose to
his feet, panting, streaming water.
Dicky Nugent gasped and gurgled and
spluttered, and found his voice.

“Myers, you idioft—"

“What | gaspoed Myere.
“What did you let go lhe painter
for

“Oh, my hat!"” said Myers.
THE SIXTEENTH CHAFPTER.
The End of the Feud |
OB CHERRY locked into Study
B No. 1, in the Hemove, Harry
Wharton was there, kneching
~ before the five making toust,
and he furned a rather ruddy face round
ko his chuin.
“Nugent come in?" asked Bob.
“ No "
“0Oh, blow!” szid Bob.

Johnny Bull and Hurree Jamezet Eam
Bingh were behind Bob at the doorway.
Wharton smiled faintly. :

“Come in, you men,” he said.
“If Nugent's still got his back up it
can't be helped. I thought he mmght
ﬁnme over to Higheliffe, after all,

Ht- LE ]

“But he didn't!” grunted Johnny
Bull, “8illy ass!"

“ Fathead !" remarked Bob Cherry.

“The fatheadedfulness of  the
egteommed Franky is terrific!” assented
Hurree Jamset Ram Siogh, “ But let us
be pwtient with our ridiculous chum, my
absurd frienda.”

“Let's 1" chuckled Bob Cherry.

And the four juniors sat down to tea,
nat, perhaps, in the best of humours.
There was no doubt that the Co. were
fed-up with Frank Nugent's feud—ifed-
up to the chin. It was difficult to keep
g::ent with a icllow who persisted in

g unresecnable,

ruther late fo fea, afrer their visit o
Higheliffe. But Nugent scemed to be
later still. Vernon-8mith passed the
ﬂﬂcir‘ of the study, and Wharton called
to hin.

“Know if MNugent's come in,
Smithy 7"
“Yes" answered the Boundecr., *“"He

came in with Carlow.”
“With Carlow 7 repeated Wharton.
The Bounder grinned.
“I fancy they've becn scrappin® again

—Nugent’s chivvy looks like it.  Dut
they came in together.”
Bmithy passed on, and the four

juniors 1 Study No. 1 looked at one
another rather grimly.

Wf ‘ * r¥

Serapping again ! grunted Johnny
Bull. “We needn’t ingitire who started
itq-ﬁﬂ

“You necdn't ! said a voice at the
doorway.

Johnny
Nugent.

Frank

Nugent cntered the study. His face
was a litile pale, and he J:::r.r] rather a
dishevelled look. Ilo had dried his
clothes at the mill, and rested there
before returning to the school: hut he
showed plenty of signs of what he had
been through.

“Quite right, Johnny, old bean,” he
gaid, with o faint smile. "It was my
fanlt! You fcllows mind if I being in
a friend to ten?"

“0Of courso not, ass!” sald Wharton.
“ What—-"

“Come in, Carlow, old man!”

Eric Carlow smiled in at the doorway.
The chums of the RBemove stared at him
blankly.

“Trot in, old chap!” said Nugent to
éhe dumbfounded amazement of the

0.

And Carlow *“trotted * in.

“What the thump——->
Cherry.

“ Jolly glﬂd fo see vou, Caorlow, old
bean ! said IHarry Wharton. “Take a
pew! Tons of toast, lots of epgs, and
no end of o weleome I

“Thanks!” said Carlow, laughing.
“If you fellows aren’t worried about
the boots and the dishos——"

“Don’t be an ass, old chap 1"

“Bo you've got over it, Nugent!™
dsked Johmmy Bull, staring blankly at

slarcd roundd  at

ciaculated

a

“0Oh, quite!™

“Well, you've been a silly ass1*

"1 agree ™

“Oh ! said Johnoy Bull, quite taken
aback and nonplussed, * So you don't
think any longer that Carlow is what
no other fellow ever dreamed of sup-
posing he was——"
"I don’t think I ever really thought
50, said Nugent calmly. *“It was just

sheor cbstinate fatheadedness, because I

couldn’t get over having made a fool
of myself, and bagged a licking that T
Jolly well deserved 1™

i‘ﬂh* m hnt’!’,

“Don't be an ass ™ said Carlow.

“I'll tey not—though I'm afraid I've
Ewr:n rather a prize asze,™ said Frank,
‘Pass tho toast, you men; I'm jolly
hun%_r;- a[mrhm:,r awim I

“¥You've been swimming!” ga
g g!” gasped

" ¥es: s0 has Carlew—in the Sark.™

“In November!™ yelled Bob.

“Couldn't be helped, as my minor
chose this afterncen to try to get
drowned, and Carlow was ass enough
to go over the weir to save the little
idiat. ™

"Oh! gasped the chums
move, beginning to understand.

“I've asked Carlow to make it up,”

tha Re-

said Nugent. “He's licked me twico—
and he can lick mo again if he
likes—-"

“ Fathead I'* said Carlow.

“Well, I'm joliy glad ! said Harry
Wharton.

“The gladfulness is terrific | declared
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “It is a
proposterous pleasure to seo the frown of
infuriation dismissed by the smilo of
1diotic friendship. As the poet remarks,
the clowdfulness has rolled by, and all
is c;timfullf hri%ht 1%

“ Hear, hear!” chortled Bob.

And when the chums of the Remove
came down to the Rag after tea Carlow
wns with the Famous Five, his arm
linked in Frank Nugent's—evidence to
all tho Remove that the “feud® was
codod at lask.

THE END.

(Like a good laugh, chums? Thea
he sure to read: “CORER'S FOOT-
BALEL FEVER!"—nert week's ripping
long story of Harry Wharton & Co.
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TREASURE TROVE

All Greviriars Gets the

RAGIC SEQUEL

- —

Tt was Bob Cherry’s idea lo [nke an old
%.aﬁ. of vellum, soaked in tea, io look
.HE. an old treasure ehart relatinge to the
buried hoard of one, Blask Bill, whe loft
hig ill-goiten doubloons deep down in o
cave near Pepg.

It was also Bob Cherry's idea to drop
the trensure chart, apparently quite by
sccident, so that Bunter would pick it up.

And it worked-—like s charm !

A fow sceonds later Bunter wos in his
study poring over the ancient. document,
and dredming wildly of doublosns sl
mmgola and plecea of eight—and tuck
ad 1ik |

It was bad luck for Bunter, though, to
have his dream interrupted by Skinner,
who had seen the Owl'a exeited ook and
mn_:ﬁ__w&_n_ him, out of gheer curiosity.

"1 mny, porpoise, what have wou k
fhos &), porp you go

* Oh, really, Skinnep——""

* Let's sec 1

" Shan’t | Lepgo, you rotier—yooop § ¥

Bunter sat down—hard ¢ q._:_m“_.,m_ﬂ_hw,,nﬁ
in ﬂ“_..m,ﬁﬂa_ on now of the chart, grzed at it,
with dawning hopes of gold: gold and
silver, samokes and little Autters on horsey
B infinitum !

A few moments and Skinner had taken
counsel with &n and Btott, and a
porty was hastily {ormed to investigate
the hoard in the cave ot Pegg-by-the-Sea.

(AL the gaies they met Bunter with a
pickaxe and shovel! Bunier wos evi.
dently petting in ficst, and this time
Shinner & Co, did not waste time in wards.
Tho thres of them swooped on Bunter,
whao yelled Iustily :

44 .rm-“_._u_ﬂ_n_“—-.- _ 1k

" E8top that | What aro you Lids doing
to Buntur t* demanded on angry voice—
Coker’s voica |

Coker of the Fifth, outrneed ot hullying,
grabbed Skinner and Snoop by ﬂﬁ.“m.-
necks and cracked their hends together.
He then cuffed Btott. While Bunter
serambled up, gasping, Coler rend through

“Yom kids leave this to
me!  This ia important!®
gasped Coker.

 Colter dashed for his motor.
hike, snd Skinmer & Co. and
Bunter exchanged glancos, A
moment later and they were
all en route for the cave et
Pegg. in advanea of Coker,

Meanwhile, Coker routed out
- Potter and Greeneo, and swiftly
ponvineed them that for once he was not
talking through his hat. Tt was sheer
ill-fortune that Coker & Co., piled on
the motor-bike, fhould have ron into
Loder in the quad,

Loder, red with wrath, serambled up.
The chart had fallen under hifm, and now
he elutched it in his hand. A quick
examinslion eonvinced Loder thot it was
valuable-—very valuable indeed !

“ TI—T1 show this to the Head ! ™ he
enid, his cves gleaming. * Yeou can leave
tius to me, Coker) ™

And Loder left Coker & Co. gasping
while he strode away fo get hiz bike.
When Loder returned, Colier & Co, were

one—on tha trail, like Skinner & Co. and
unter,

Loder skipped on to his push-bike and
pedalled furiously across the quad,

* Oh, Loder 1 ¥

mFﬂﬁmm_H _Loder dismounied ot Mr.
Queleh’s voice.

“ Would you mind posting {his letter
for me in the village, if you am going that
way 'Y asked Mr. Queleh, bl T 1
important, and I do nob wish to trust it
to o jonior.’

“l—I'm mob going that way, gin”
anawered Loder. * I've very important
business at——at Pege, sir[ ™

" Whoat—what——"" hegan My, Quelch.

Then he saw the chart which Loder
feverighly clutched.

* What ia that, Loder 77

In his oxeiternent Loder dropped it
Mr. Quelch bent down and hias goze
fastened on the onecient chart.

“You may leave this matter in my
hands, Lader ! ™ gaid Mr, Quelch finally.

Mr, Quelch went into tle House, snd
Loder did not hesitate. In o trice ho was
pedalling in the dircetion of Pegg !

Mr, %ﬁu_nr_, together with mmﬂ Prout,
leit . Greyirinrs for the same destination
very soon after him.  And, last of all,
looking a little alarmed, came Bob Cherry
with the rest of his chums.

At Pegg that afternoon there was quite
& run on the boats. First, Bunter and
Skinner & Co. hired one and rowed away
towards ithe eave. Then Coker arvived
and sct aail with Potter and Greens,
Later, Loder went off in a small row-
boat, followed by Mr. Queleh oand Mr.
FProut, who set off in a molor-hoat.

The two mogters were the last to arrive,
and thay gtared at the sight of four
juntors and four seniors all dipging end
defving in the old caye.

" What—what iz tho moeaning of this 77
demanded Mr. Queleh.

* Treasare, sir | Wo've found iti¥®
gaeped Hunter, as his epado clinked on
something hard.

Craze

an old,

ihe ehort—ond pasped, tao.

Many hands lent aid 1o Eﬁem

iron-bound box inte the light of day,

“Black Bill’s hoard 1™ gaid Skinner,
with bated breath.

“It's mine ! greped Bunter.

*It's mine ! " echoed everybody alse aa
QIa Ial.

“Open it 1" mapped Mr. Queloh.

Coker prized the lid and, with & re-
sounding ereck, it split. Flushed with
trivmph, Coker reached in and brought

fingera he unlegosed the leathern thong,
and there was & gasp as ha upended it,
allowing the contents to stream outbt on
tho aand.
Btoneg—stones—and more atones |
Nothing but stonea!

end a smort of rage from Coher, He
reached in the box agdin and toolk out a
cord. On it, in capitals, was the legend :

“BOLD AGAINI BLACK BILL.™
{Alias BOB CHERRY.)

Bunter groaned, Skinner wailed, Coler
snorted, Loder gnashod his teeth, And
Mr. CGuelch crimsoned, while Mr. Prout
fairly hoiled,

Bob Cherry & Co. walched them all
return to Pegr with deep misgivings,
Bob's chums urped him to explain to Mr.
(Juelech befors he was called up for judg-
ment,  But Mr. Quelel’s face as he landed
did not sugpest that he was feeling in s
merciful mood.

* Cherry |

LE] m.mh. .m_ LE]

“You will accompany me back te the
rehaol, "

When Harry Wharton & Co. saw Bob
later he was looking pale and wan. But
he mimmoned a grin.

“ Teal bad 7™ asked Wharlon.

“ Not so bad as Coker and Loder smd
Quelehy and Prout will feel when this
gtory geta round 1" grinned Bob.

And he was right !

Coker and Loder in partienlar were not
allowed to forget their treasure-lhunting
for a long time. And Skinner and Dunter
were even reore sore—mentally-—than Bob
Cherry's palma 1

-t 1

Answers To Letters
We Have NOT Received

F. Borsover: I con quite understand
how your consoience smote you aftor you
had cuffed that jonogent fag. I soppeat
that you po to him and ﬂ.ﬂau._ﬁmmma humbly
on bended lnees. Treat him to o few tacte
and he will be your friend for life.

H. Corer: You have bad a row with
Potter and Greene, and you Lnow they
wernp in the right all the tima ?  Good
manl We supgeat that you te them so
and bury the hatchet. 1f they need any
reparation, why not make themn & present
of that ghastly motor-bike of yours 1

Hexny 5. Qoercs, M.A.: You feel you
have heen m.inw too mony lmes just
_m__.n_m. and would Like to make a reduction
of filtty per cént on ell impositiona ¥ We
are only too glad to offer you the publicily
of our eolmmma, Thia is the kind oi
comduct which raakea ue lock back on our
gehooldays as the happiest time of our

out & heavy cenvag bag., With tremblingf

Thore was a dismal groan from Bunter).

s

THE

THE MENACE OF
“WRINGER”

“We are not joking.”
angwered  the gnm
voice, ' Prepare to
racet your deopm "

“I'll do anything—
—" gagped the Wrin.

“"LEAWE A BIG BAG OF TUOK
IN T CLOISTERS TO-NIGHT,
OK YOUR LIFE WILL BE FOH-

FEITED =THE WERINGER.”

That rymarkoble legend confronted
slunner # e entered his study.

It wao dsubed on thoe Iooking-glass
with whilewssh,

m:n.nM“. iod Stobt stared at 1t alzo.

It m ﬂa slmost have slarmed them
if they bpd not remembered that the
ceiling in Study No. T in the Bemove
passapa pd been whitewashed only
the day belere, And Study No. 7 was
the home of the Owl of the Remove—
Bunter |

“ Buntoe, for o cert 1
* Chealy! ™ opined Stott,

“He +.' s teaching o lecson !
grinned Skiumer. “ We'll see the fat
ass to-night 1"

That ning Skinner and Snoop

and Stott.erept out of the House and
watted hepeiully in the Cloisters.

They huinot long to wait before &
fat figure rolled confidently in sipht,
lagking tljiz way and that, apparently
in expeciption of beholding a * big
bag of tuck,” as per requrst.

If he sme looking for that, Lo was
disappoined !

A sheet spddenly descended over his
head, snd in a [ew momenis tho

“ Wringey'iwas o helpless prisoner in
the hay " 4 his prospeetive vietims,
In deeptilence he was conveyed to
the old hexaoom at the end of the
Remowe §aape. There, in complets
darkness, Te was dumped in a box
and the gted taken off his head. Hao

d wi dly a3 his hands were bound.
Y le=l=1 say, you Loow—w-w-
what's tho gg-gome 17
“ We mp.about to execute summary
vengeance on  you,” answered &
sapulchral voice, ' who dare o take
the name of our noble chief | ™
" Oh—c® dear | I—T gay, really, 1
was  onh pleaded  the
Wringer, |

loking 3 ¥

lives }

Bold Bad Bandit

gor desperately.

i mﬁnwmpﬁ. hawe you
your shooterst™ de-
E_u_m...__n_ﬁi.___}__ﬁ..a grim wvoice,

w Wringer groaned.

“ Wo have ! " came the answer.

“"Then when I give the word—
shoot 1

" I.—I gny, lemme go, I'N cive yon
all I've got 1 " mﬂ_umnwm..n E..Fmpu.u

* Nothing doing. Yoo haven't got
anything ! *' said the wvoles, with the
ﬂ.;._m_m.‘wm a chuclde.

: IETILO 1y
shout the _U_Fm_m HEH_.HM

“You are far from aid,” answered
the voice. “ Ready, brothers ! Qne—"

“ Lemme go ! ™

LR _“_-._...n_.___._Ulu-

“ Lemme go ! velled the Wringer,
almoai. begide himaself with fear.

“ Threg ! ™

* Whooooop ! "

_Tho Wringer yelled as threo peas
pinged sharply on his fat fentures,
coming suddenly out of the darknesa.

Other pens  followed, until 1he
Wringer, in sheer deaperation, leaped
up and charged blindly at the cnemy,
his hands bound, but hiz blood up !

He waa met with s cessation of fre
—and a well of laughter.

A mateh flickered, and the Wringor
zhas Dunier, gazed into tho grinning
faces of Skinner, Snoop and Stott,

The Wringer had been hoist with his
L own petard ! With crimgen face ond
the sonmd of caclles in his ears, he
seuttled out of the box-roomn.

That was the last Greyfriars heard
of the Wringer !

bessla, ar I'H

This company has had
a brief butexeiting career.

Started by Mr. Fishor
T, Fish, it speedily
acquired  notoriely both
among  the junior and
gonior.achools,

Mr. Fizh's brilliant idea
was fo raid studies,
dormitories, eloak-rooms,
ate., on behall of any client, charges
to be fixed pocording to the amount
of rigsk taken.

Any fellow desirous of miding
another fellow's atudy, but lacking
sufficient nerve, eould apply to Mr.
Fieh, and the said Mr. Fish would
at once put the commiszsion into
oxecution—roiding the study and
charging his own price, The real
eulprit was thus safeguarded from
all implication with tlwo erimo.

Mr. Fish's downlall camo when
Bkinner, smarling from o " hall-
doren ' at the hands of Loder, of
the Bixth, applied to Mr. Fish to
rag Loder's study—and spare no
cxponze to make o roumng job
of it !

Mr. Fish, being hard up {a
chronte state with him}, accopted
the commission for ten shillings
(pald on the nail) and sallied forth
to render Loder's study a sizht [or
cods and men and littlo fighes.

Unfortunately, Fishy's luck waos
ot ]

Loder returned unoxpectedly in
tho midat of the operationa.

He found hia new carpet re-
decorated with red and blue and
green ink, his tabla upended, and
tha chaoirs leglers and backloss and
piled on top of it. Ho found the
window-curtaing ripped down and
featooned over the pieturca, which
had been * touched up ' with a

A

A Pithy Chat with
Lord Mauleverer

Calling on his lordship last Wednes-
day afternoon, I found him stretched
at his oase on the soln, already for

ong in slumber, though I had
ashed to his study aslmost im-
medistely after lunch.

I rowsed him by the simple ex.
pedient of inserling a friendly toe
in his fibsa.

“Ow! Yow-wow-wowl"

ITis lordship sat up and regarded
me with a far from [nendly goaze,

*1 represent the * Greyiriars
Herald," " 1 began, “and I am ap-
pointed te osk you to give some
original views on slegp.”

“0Oh, sleept™ repeated  Maal.
pwerer, appearing guile intérésted,
* Oh, yaas, perhaps L ean abligs,”

Y Frrst 1 ashed erisply, ' when
do you find yoursell unable to sleep.
vou find it efficaciona o count sheap

going through a holo in 8 hedge 77
“ Begod, yea! ! eaid his lordship.

“But I usoally fe!l asleep befora T
reach double figures,™

I joited that dewn.

“I}o you think a heavy meal
before retiring  interferes  with

m_-wn.—“ '
“Begad, no! I aleep alter every
" ¥

meal, and whenever I can besides

* Lest guestion, as T can gee your
oyes drooping. Do you think too
much sleep robs & fellow of his
6. |k

“Yavaw.ow ! Exeuse me,' an.
gwered Mauleveorer drowsily. " No, 1
don't. I'm full of beans—I eould
gwim the Channel to-morrow, if 1
liked | "

I

:G.__.__u_,u_‘ﬁﬁn.ub,..._
sugrested,

* No—and I'm not hkely fo like
anythin® a0 terribly distressin® and
energetic os that 1™ sighed Mauly.

I noticed it waa a guarter to
three. Defore leaving, I tock down
Mauly's elock and sot the clanm jor
three promptly.

It wes o kind action, and saved
Manly frem being ealled over the

hika 7"

STUDY WRECKING

SPECIALITY

Terms Moderate

reckloss if not artistic hand, Emw.m-

was busy pubting jam in Lodor's

slippers an m in the E_EEEH.M
ot of jam, whon Loder interrupto
10Tk,

Loder's wrath knew no bounds,

Fishy came out of Loder's study,
chortly after, looking and fesling
" wracked |

A further surprize was in etors
for him on his return to his own
study in the Hemovo passago.

Some joker or outrmped client
[ bl been thore during his absencae
—and hod done his work welll
Wot & stick remained where it hod
beon hofore.

Fichy's study was wrecked in n
mord thorough-going manner than
any etudy he .m___h tackled in his
profeceional capaocity |

The sight was too much for the
Tronsatlantio junior, and he col-
lapsed in the solitary unhavmed
chair with a groan.

As he sank, the chair eank
‘bansath him, and Fishy crashed on
the floor !

“ Whooooooooooooop |

The growning tragedy came when
Fichy saxamined the ten-shilling
noto Bkinner had paid him for
ragging Loder's .ﬁ.ﬂm.f For, on
cloger sxamination, 1 turned out
to be a ** epoof ' note—payable not
:w, the Bank of ﬁum_mﬂn. but by
the Bank of Enterpriee !

Wo have board no more of  The
Wreekora ™ ginco |

¥
ADVANCED ARITHMETIC.

Question: I wyon added
£50 149a. 13d. to £13 Ts. 4d., and
multiplied the total by 5, whas
ﬂ_n_.,._% you have !

Angwer r Nearly enouph to too

_

coals for culling footer prociice !

at Chuniglay's,



