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FEATURING THE WORLD-FAMOUS CHUMS—HARRY WHARTON & CO., OF GREYFRIARS.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Inky !

gy NK M
H “Yes—quick 17 .
Billy Bunter scemed to be o oa

hurey.

Iarry Wharton and Frank Nugent,
in Study No. 1 in_ the Greyfrnars
Remove, stared at the fat junioer.

Bunter had a jam-jar in hiz fat hands,
It did not, however, contain jam. It
was a third full of ink. ‘

Why Billy Bunter was carrying round
a jar of ink was a mystery. It seemod
still more mysterious when he demanded

more ink. He had asboot & pint
already.

“Iok!” repeated HHarry Wharton
blankly. “What the thump do you

want ink for, you howling ass?*

“Qh! Nothing!"” said Bunter. “I
mean, I—I've got some lines to do, and
~and we've run out of ink in my study.
Gimme that inkpot, will you1"

“Potty 1" asked Frank Nugent,
wonder. X

“QOh, really, Nugent! I say, gimme
that inkpot—I'm in a hurry! He may
clear off any minute—"

“Who may1*

“Oh! Nobody! 1 say, you [ellows,
don’t be mean about the ink! Gimme
that mkpot I ;

Wharton and Nugent, as it happened,
were using  the mk They had
lines to do for their Form-master, Mr.
Quelch. But even had they not been
using it, they would have wanted to
know more before they handed it over
to Billy Bunter.
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Bunter stretched a fat hand across tho
table to it. Harry Wharton pmmﬁﬂy
rapped a seb of fat knuckles with a
ruler,

“Wow ! roared Bunter.

The fat paw was jerked back sud-
denly. Bunter sucked his fat linuckles,
glarmg wrath through his big speetacles.
The jam-jar swayed in his left hand,
and spilt ink dropped on the Htudi}'

5

carpet. A splash landed on Bunter
trouscrs.

“Ow!  Beast!™ howled Bunter,
1) Gw l.'l

“What are vou
ink?" demande
106,
tﬂ ?Tl 2

“ Just* collectin
studies 7" asked

owng to do with that
the captain of the Re-
“What the dickens are you up

ink up and down the
frank Nugent, with a
i,

“Yes—that's it!” gasped Bunter.
“1'n not going to mop 1t over anybody,
you know. Only, don’t you fellows say
anything sbout it, of course! Loder
will be in a fearful wax—"

“Loder |” yelled the two juniors.

Harry Wharton Eteppked to the door,
shut it, and put his back to it. If Billy
Bunter had an idea of mopping a jar of
ink over Loder of the Bixth, it was time
for Bunter to be restrained.

Not that the chums of the Remove
had any objection, in principle, to any
amount of ink being mopped over the
most unpopular prefect of Greyfriars
School. bey were concerned for
Bunter—not for Loder. Mopping ink
over a prefect was one of those happy
things that might be thought of, but
rcally could oot be done.

“You blithering, footling ass!” ex-
claimed Wharton. *“Have yon gone off
your rocker? You're not going any-
where near Loder with that ink.”

“I don’t mean to g0 anywhere ncar
him, you fathead!” hooted DBunter.
“I'm geing te mop it over him from a
window M ,

“Loder’s going to stand nnder a win-
dow, just to oblige you?" asked Nugent.

“He's there already—I've spotted
him, you see! He's leaning on that
buttrass, under Coker’s window, reading
a paper. For goodness’ sake, don't
waste time ™ urged Bunter. * He may
he gome any minute. Lect me have that
ink—

“No fear!™ grinned Wharton.
“'Tain’t safe to give Bixth Form pre-
fects a shower-bath of ink, old fat man]
Put that jar down i

“8han’'t1” roared Bunter. “That
beast Loder gave me a fearful whop-
ping the other day. He was going to
give me some more, only Warren of the
Fifth butted in and stopped him. Now
I've got a charcs to make him-sit up.
It's as safe as houses. How will he
know who mopped ink over hiin, from a
window twenty fect over his head?
sides, it's Coker's window. He can
think it wes Coker, if he likes!”

“And is Coker going to let you carry
on, from his study window 7" aszked
MNugont.

“He ain't there. Don't vou know
there’'s a meeting of the Fifth Form
Dehating Society in the games study?
They're all there jawing. T say, you
fellaws, don't waste tine—I may be too
late for Loder—"
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“The Inter the beller, I think,” said
Harry. “ You unspeakable ass, if Loder
of the Sixth gets p shower of ink on his
nepper, he will raise Cain. You'll be
spotted—-" )

“I tell vou, he won't know !” roared
Bunter. * How will he know n Remave
chap was in a Fifth Form study? Look
here, arc you going to give me that ink

R

or not ?

“Not!1” chockled Wharton. )

“Well, I dare say this will do.” suid
Bunter. “I've got sbout a pint.
fency Loder won’t like o pint of ink
down his neck. T say, gerrout of fhe
way, Wharton! Wharrer you siicking
at the door for?”

Harry Wharton laughed. :

“ You're not going out with fhat ink,
vou fathead ! You're going to stuy heve
till Loder’s wandered away from the
danger-zone,”

“Why, wvou cheeky Dbeast!™ roarved
Bunter, in great wrath., *Uhinl you're
going to stop me?" ;

“Just that!” agreed  Wharton,
“Whut's the good of asking for a flog-
ging, you fat ass? You won't like it
when you get 1B ;

“Mind your own business!™ lLowled
Bunter.

“It's my business, at the presend
moment, to keep you from hunting
trouble, old fat man., It's the duly nj
gane people to look after potty people,
cxplained the captain of the lemove.
“That's why they have lunatic asylums.”

“Why, you—you—you—" gaspod
Bunter.

“You can look on me as your kecper,
just at present.’”

“Vou cheeky ass!” howled Duntor,
*“Will you gerraway from that door?”

“Nol"

“J—I say, old chap, do let a chap

ass! Loder may be gone—I mean,

ain’t going to mop this ink owver
Loder——" ;

“You're not!" assented Wharten.

“The—the fack is, Queleh sent e to
get some ink! He—he's told me to fill
the inkpots in the Form-room. I sar,
he's waiting for me.”,

“ Let him wait " said Harry.

“You can’t keep & beak walting, you
ass!| Look here, I don't mean Quéleh—
I mean the Head! The Head told me
to fll the inkpots in the Bixth Forn

Room. Now, you know a fellow can't
keep & headmaster waiting.  lemuone
get ont !V

“Ha, ha, ha!” )

“Blessed if I sec anything to eackle
at! Quelch—I mean the Head—s wait-
ing for me this very minute—"

“Pile it on " ; )

“1f you don't belicve me, Yhar-

“0Oh, my hat1”

“ Look here, if you don't lot me out of
this study, I'll ‘jolly well poneh your
head, so there!” roared Buutcr.

“ (ot on with it 1"

“Beast] Gerrawayl”

Bunter rolled to the deor. Ilolding
the jar of ink in one hand he grabbed
ut the door-handle with the other.

Harry Wharton took hold of the back
of his collar and jerked himm back.

“Leggo ! howled Bunter,

“You silly ass, I tell you—— Oh!
Ow! Cooorggh! Qoooch!™ splultored
the captain of the Remove, az Buonter,
ovidently in a desperate stute, jerked
the jam-jar at him, and a wave of ink
splashed in his face.

Wharton let go the fat Owl's collar,
and staggered back. He clawed at the
ink drenching his face, gurghmg and
gasping.

“Urergh! Ooogh! Ooogh! Uregh!™

Bunicr whip]pﬂd open the deor, e
whipped into the passage. IIe whipped
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across the landing fowards the Tifth
Form studics.

YWharton did not follow Lim. Wharton
was busy with ink, He grabbed out his
handkerchief, and dabbed ink from his
evos and nose and mouth. He gasped
amd gurgled as he dabbed.

“Oh erumbs ! gasped IFrank Nuogent.
“You lool like 2 jolly old Ethiopian,
old bean [

I Dﬂﬂgil!”
dabbed. “Ueggh!
villain !  Ooogh |
Urrrgh 1™

Nugent chuckled.

f:j‘.‘fau want a wash, old chap!” he
Sald,

“Uerrgph ™

Harry Wharton had wanted fo re-
strain the reckless Owl, and save him
from himself, as it were. MNow, what he
cliefly wanted was & wash |

Billy Bunter was left to his own
-E']gm%lmua deviees, while the captain of
the Remove went along to the tap at
the end of the passage to wash off his
Abyssinian complexion. Billy Bunter
had only half & pint of ink left—
Wharton had had helf1 But if Gerald
Loder of the Sixth was still in the same
spot, 16 looked as if he was going to
got that half-pint |

Wharton spluttered and
I'll kick that fak
I'll jump on him!

Jim Warren, the boy with a
borrowed name, has been up
against it more than once since
he has been at Greyfriars ; but
never before has he had to
contend with such a serious
matter as—blackmail !

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

Bunter Gets On With It!

¥ ur 7 HAT do you want, you fat
s freak ™
“Oh!” gasped Bunter.
Coker of the Fifth was
stooping over the fender, about to stir
hiz study firo. Ie had taken the poker
in hand for that ?urpi}se when his deor
opened, and he glanced round instead.
He stared ot Billy  Bunter—not
gentally. Coker had no use for Remove
fags, anvhow., And Bunter had not
even knocked ot the door before coming
in. Only Potter and Greene were en-
titled to enter that study  without
knocking. Even Warren, the fellow in
the Fifth whom Coker most delighted to
honour, would tap befora he came in.

Ho when the fat Owl of the Remove
rolled in, unheralded by & knock, Coker
stared and glared, and took a business-
like grip on the poker in hizs hand. He
had been Tgnin'g-tu stir the firo with that
;:mkmu Now he thought of another uso
or it.

Bunter jnmped, greatly startled. He
had not had {he faintest idea that Coker
was in the sbudy.

There wes o mecting of the Fifth
Delrating Society in the games study,
and Lo had secen the seniors golng there
in a crowd, Coker and Fotier and
Cireence among them. XHow was Bunter
te know that Coker, insisting upen
spoaking ont of erder and at undesired
length, had been howled down, and had
departed from the

debate tm & bad
temper, slainming the door of the games
study behind him, and returning to his
cuwn study like Achilles to his tent?
Bunter. did not kpnow. But he knew
now that Coker was in his own study;
for there was Coler, standing and glar-
ing at him, with & poker in his hand

3

mnd an expression which made Bunter
feel very uneasy, considering the poker |

" ¥ou cheeky little fat frog,” went on

Coker, “barging into a senior study
without even knecking ! I'll—"
. Then Coker observed the jar of ink
in Bunter's paw, and broke off it Bur-
prise. Ho had been about to stir, mot
the fire, but the Owl of the BRemove,
with 1:[‘:1:: ker in hiz hand. But, in his
surprise, he stopped. . ]

“VWhat the dooce are you doing with
that ink?" he demanded. “Ink in a
am-jar ! Creat pip! What on earth

ave vou brought that here for P

Bunter could have groaned.

All this waste of time meant that
Loder of the Sixth might walk saway
and escape  the dea H vengeanco
planned by the vengeful Owl

If Loder cleared off before BDunter got
going with the ink, all Bunter’s trouble
was wasted. It was probable that he
had a kicking to come from Wharfon—
and all for nothing ! )

Obviously, he could not mop that ink
over er from Horace Coker's study
window wunder Horace Coker’s eyes.
Beerecy was required in such sn enter-

rise as inking a prefect. Indeed, a
altow could not possibly be too sccretive
about such an enterprize as that!

# [—]—I—" stammered Bunter. He

zpec

blinked at C'oker through his big
taclos over the jam-jar in dismay.
I— You see, I-i—’“’

“Japing in this study—whsat 1" asked
Coker, his eyes beginning to gleam. *I
heard of somebody sticking gum in
Hacker's armichair the other dg:l 1 Is
that what you're up to here with your
ink—what

“Ob, no ! gasped Bunter. “The—the
Fact 15, I—I thought you—you might
bave run out of ink in this study, Coker,
so—z0 I brought some—"

Coker was not & suspicious or dis-
trustful fellow. But even Coker was not
likely to swallow that explanation. The
inkpot in Coker's study might have been
as dry es the Ogaden desort without
Billy Bunter bothering about it.

“Well—" said Coker. “My hatl
You lyving little fat worm 1#

“(h, really, Coker—"

“I'll give you ink!” said Coker.

He advanced on Bunter, Iumii;\g with
the poker. He had said that would

ive Bunter ink, but that was only a

ure of spcech. What he gave him
was poker |

“Oooogh 1" Fasped Bunter, as the
business end of the ];:mlcr_tr poked in his
fat ribs. ™ Gooogh |

FPoke, poke, pokel

“Ooght Beast! Yoooogh!” splut-
tered Bunter. “Goooogh! T sz
Ooogh ! I mean, serooocoogh | Woogh 17

“Ea, ha, hai” roared Coker, greatly
amused, “*Have a fow more! Take
that—and that—and that [*

Bunter dodged wildly from the lung-
ing poker, Coker headed him off from
tho Sm:rr, and the fat Owl backed round
the study tuble. Horaco Coker followed
him round. lunging.

Poke, poke, poke! ;

Bunter howled and yellod wildly, He
folt ms if e was punctured in five or six
places.

“Ow! Deast! Keep off | Oocogh I

“Ha, ha. hia ! roarcd Coker.

Poke, poke!

Buntcyr, getling round the table, fol-

lewed by Coker, made a wild break for
tho door. After him  went Coker,
poking |

“Yaronh I ronred Bunter, as he got
a lungo in Lus podgy back i
He staggeved, and went on bhis fat
hands and Lnees, _ .
Crash ! The jam-jar hit the foor ip
Liis fat hand.
Tue Macser Lispany.~No. 1,450,
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Tis contents shot out in a Nlood over
Coker's carpet. Bunter's fat hands
dﬁ?‘?‘:"id in & pool of ink. . F

¥, you—you—you—" gaspe

Coker. Really, Coker might have fore-
seen some such aceident when he chased
a fellow carrying a jar of ink with »
lunging poker. i’uut the sight of half =
pint u?ink streaming over his carpot—
a gift from hisa Aunt Judy—infuriated
Coker. “Why, I—I-I'll—"

“Oh erikey 1" gasped Bunter. )

_ He bounded up, still clutching the jar
in hand, and leaped wildly for the door.
Coker's foot shot after him.

It was fortunate for Bunter that
pl.'.il:f.ﬂ["lﬁ other foot shipped in the pool of
INK.

With one foot in the air and ihe other

slipping from beneath him, Horace
ﬂﬂiﬂr was left without any visible
means of support.

MNaturally, he sat down.

He sat in the ink ]

Billy Bunter shot into the passage. In
about the millionth part of a seccond
Bunter whipped into the next study,
closed the door, and turned the key.

That study was No. 4; it belonged
to Warren, Hilton and Prico of the
Fifth. But they were all at the debate,
g0 the coast was clear.

Inside Warren’s study, Bunter lis-
tened at the door, with his fat heart
palpitating. He guessed that Coker
would pursue. He did not, indeed, need
to be very bright to guess that one.

_ He heard & roar of wrath and tramp-
ing feet. Coker, with ink dripping from
trousers, whirled into the passage.

Bunter grinned breathlessly as he
heard the tramping fect ﬁ{! rushing
down the passage towards the landing.

Coker, naturally, supposed that the
fat Removite had fled in the direction
of tha Remove studies. In that direc.
tion he pursued him. It did not dawn
on Coker’s powerful brain that Bunter
had gone up the passage instead of
down and dodged into a study.

“ Beast I gasped Bunter.

He was relioved of his fears mow.
Coker was welcome to search for him
up and down the Remove studies as long
as he liked.

Safe in that
Remove remom
hand. His first
the lower sash o
peer out.

Was Loder still there? If he was,
Bunter was preparced to carry on.

He wasz!

Blinking down through his big spee-
tacles from above, Billy Bunter had a
birdscye view of Loder of the Sixth,
still leaning against the old stone but-
tregs below Coker’s window, perusing
his paper. The fact was that the sports-
nman of the Sixth was perusing the page
of the newspaper that was devoted to
horse-racing, and le was keenly in-
terested to know what Bobbin Bad-
fellow had to say about the form of
MNobbled Ned for the Cheatem Stales,

Loder had a “quid * on Nobbled Ned
with Mr. Banks at the Three Iishers,
5o the subject was one of intense interest
te him, though his mteorest in such a
subject would, perhaps, have surprised
his headmaster.

Anvhow, there le was—still right
under Coker’s window. From the =ill of
Coker's wimdow it would have been por-
fectly ecasy to tip o jar of ink over his
head—casy as felling off & form.

Warren's window, however, was quita
near Coker's, being that of the next
study. It was not quite so convenient
for Bunter's Eurpﬂ@n; but it was avail-
able—and Coker's wasn't ]

Bunter blinked round the study, He
had lest his ink—Wharton had half of
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uarter, the Owl of the
red the business in
Frﬂceeding was to open
the study window and
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it on his face, and Coker maost of the
other half on his trousers! Dut there
was gonerally ink to be found in a
study.

Lhere was an inkpot on the table;
fortunately full. Bunter tipped it into

his jar. There was a bottle of gum on
Price's desk, It followed the ink into
the jar. It was hardly enough, but on

the shelf was a hottle of embrocation,
used for rubbing the damages sustained
in football, Bunter pourcd it into the
jar. Ile had enough Huid now !

Ho went back to the window,

His little round eyes gleamed through
his hig round spectacles at the uncon-
seious head of Gerald Loder. There was
the beast whe had whopped him—at
hiz merey !

Instead of dropping the shower
directly on Loder's Eead, az ho might
have done from Coker’s window, Buntor
had to sling it about six or seven feet

to the left, from Warren's window, Heo
calenlated his aim with great care.
Swooaozh !
It flewe §
It did net land on Loder’s licad! It

landed in his right ear! Really, it was
just as gpood. der got it !

Loder bounded, ]

Bunter poppod back from the window,

A wild :,'E,-ﬂ} sotndad Lelow.

“0h erilkey '™ gasped Bunier. ,

He had done it! Now he had to dis-
appear before he was discovered, He
pitched the cmpty jar inte the stody
wastepaper-basket, whipped to the door,
unlacked i, and dashed inte the
passage.

There was & roar in the passage.

Coker, coming back unappeased from
a freitless hunt in the Remove, was just
in time to behold Billy Bunter whipping
out of Warren's study.

“Oh " roated Coler. “There voum

ara ™ )
“Oh lor'!” panted Bunter. “Oh,
scissorg ! Oh 1Y

Up the pasage went Buuter, as if Jie
were on the cinder-path.  After him
went Horaee Coker, mvea'infg the pround
in great style,  Both of thoem  dis-
appeared round the corner at the upper
end of the Fifth Form passage, both
going strong !

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Bend Over, Warren |
aBIM WARREN came into the study

atd threw the door shut.
The *debate ** was still going on
in the games study at the lower
cnd of the passage. But Warren of the
TFifth had, perhaps, had enough to go
on with. The Fifth were szolemmly
debating the serious question ® Whether
the British Empire could survive without
the Public Bchool Bystem®™  Most of
therm dounbted it

Dut Jim, as it happened, had other
matters on his mind. of & more personal
kind, and he felt, perhaps, that he conld
zafely leave the British Emvire to
struggle on for a bit on ids own. Hae
had something to think out, and he
wanted to be alone to think it out.

e took a letter from his pocket.

It was nddressed to James Warren, at
Groyfriars School Kent, England, and
hare the postmark of Hong Kaong.

It was still ynopenecd.

A good many fellows had noticed that
letter in the rack that morning. Letters
did not often come to the school from
far-off China. Indeed, only Wuen Lung
of the Bemove, as a rule, had corres-
pondence from that distant land.

But most of the fellaws knew that Sip
Arthur Warren, Baronet, had taken up
a diplomatic post in China, so there was

no doubt that this partioular letter came
from him to his son at Greyfriars.

Sir Arthur had started on his journey
to China just before the term began nt
Greyiriars. Apparently he was now at,
or uear, his destination,

It did not surprise anybody that a
letter should come to Warren of the
Fifth from the beronet in China. But
it would have surprised them very much
had they known that it was still un-
apenod.

Warren did not open it now.

Huo stood turning 1t over in his hands,
with a purzled, perplexed, and disturbed
cxpression on his handsome face.

The fact was, that he could not apen
fhat letter, because, although it was
addressed to James Warren at Grey-
lfll;mrs Schoal, it was not intended for

111}.

His name wag James Warren, though
he was never called a.n{tthing but *“ Jim "
hg ople who knew himm. His cousin,
of the sameo name, was always called
“ James.”

Hﬂ-rr}' Wharton knew, and same of his
friends knew, that Jim Warren, of the
Fifth Ferm, was not—as he was sup-

osed to be at the school—the son of

ir Arthar.

They knew that a certain hulking,
unpleasant, bullying fellow, now stay-
mg with a rowdy party at Popper
Courty, a fow miles from Greviviars, was
the genuine James,

Why Jim had come te the scheel in
the place of James, and, above all, why
James was letting him carry on with it,
they did not know—and could not guess,

ut they were keeping the secret,
though it made them feel rather un.
comfortable at times. They had taken
Jim’s word for it that there was no
wrongdoing on his part.

That Jimm Warren was “straight,” as
the ¢chums of the Remeve believed, was
fairly clear, from his behaviour now.
An unscrupulous impostor could have
dealt with the letter easily enough,

It would have been easy to drop it
inte the study firo and have done with
itl‘

Jim was not thinking of anything of
the kind.

The letter was mot his property. It
waz written to tha fellow whosa plees
he had taken at Greyiriars. It had to
go to the lellow to whom it was
addressed,

But he was vneertain and undecided
how to deal with the matter. He did
not want to sce James, with whom he
was on the worst of terms. He could
noever see James without wanting to

unch his head—which, indeed, had
wappencd more than once. But he
realised that he had fo see James,

James lind fo have the letter. And
Jim wanted to know whether he was
going to answer it

It was not likely that James would
take tho trouble. James, an unpleasant
spegimen in every imaginable way, was
B disrespectiul and ungroteiul son to o
rather foolishly indulgent father. Twao
to ono he would not even read the lettor,
Ten to one he would not answer it. But
tho fellow in a borrowed namce did not
want to be left in doubt on the point

Heo laid the letter on the table and
paced to and fro in the study, thinkin
it over. He noticed, but without heed-
ing, that an empty gbum bottle and an
empty embrocation bottle lay on the
table, and that some ink was spilt. Ha
was not aware that the inkpot was
empty, neither did he observe an awnpty
inky jam-jar reposing in the wastepaper-
basket. e was thinking about James
and that letter for Jamos, and was g]mi
that Iilton and Price were at the



dobate, leaving him alone to do s
thinking.

But he was interrupted. .

There " were tramping fect in the
Fifth Form passage, and a loud and
angry voice—ihe voice of Loder of the
Sixth. ‘That angry voice penctrated
through the closed door of Study No. 4.

“1 tell you it was from o I'ifih Iorm
window—1 believe Warrens! I saw
ihet Warren's window was opon. he
others wera shut—="

“"PBut it's utter rot ! That waz the
voice of Wingato of the Sixth, capiain
of Groyfriars. “As if 2 senior would
play such a silly trick—"

“Look at me! Can’t you seo I've
boen smaotherod ¥

[ 13 "E"ﬂ‘q! '.l I.I___'_.'ll:l

LU eortain it came from Warren's

window—
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“0%, yvou're here?” exclaimed Win-
gale, looking in over Lodor's shoulder,
while Loder gave the Tifth Former an
mky and deadly glare.

“Yes, I'm hore,” said Jim.
shouldn't I be here, in my own study ?™
“Yon rotten hound !" roared Lioder.

“What the dickens——-="

“Ny gad, I'll make you pay for it!
I'll make you undersiand you can’t rog
an preofert Jike this, yon sneaking
vofler 1" bawled Loder,

Warren's eyes gleamed.

“Prefeet or not, you'll gpeak moro
civilly in thiz study " he snapped.
“What have I done, yon bawling ass?
Ciy, rather, what do you faney I have
done? l1lave yon come here to rag mao

amain beeanse Wingotie's picked mo out
ig play fnr the first eleven? I've heard
chougl about that from you !

“Why o

2

was glaring round the study for evis
denee, and it was easy to find, “Look ¥

He kicked over the wastepaper-
Lasker, and an erapty jam-jar rolled out,

ripping ink as it rolled.
Wingato stared at it Bo did
Warren.

TAnd look here 1™ yolled Loder.

ITo rushed to the open window and
pointed at the sill.  On the stone sill
was a splash of epilt ink.

“Well, my hat ! pasped Wingate,
“Warren, vou utter asz, what made you
play such a potty triek "

Jim Warren starcd ot those evidences
of guilt like a fellow in a dream. He
was ns astonished as Wingate, or rathor
MOre 50,

“I=I dulu'tl™ he gasped. “I—I
never-—= I haven't the faintest idea

S
“ Yaropooh ! Beast! Keepoff 1" As Coker advanced with the poker, Bunter made a wild break for the door. A lunge

in his podgy back sent him

ing, and he went down on his fat hands and knees. Crash ! The jam-jar hit the flcor,

and its contents shot out over Coker’s carpet. * Why, you—yon—you——"' gasped Coker. .

“0h, vyouw're alwavz pEirding at
Warren! Why not Price's, or Hilton™s?
It's their study, too ! growled Wingate,

“I'm gnin%- to see 1™

“0h, seo if you like, but I belinve all
lhe Fifth Form men ara at their
dobatpe———'

The door of Btudy No. 4 was horled
oo,

Warren stood and stared. Ile forpot
the problem on his mind and the letter
lving on the table, as he stoved at
{ierald Loder.

Loder of the Bixth presented gquite a
remarkable cek. Ona zicde of Liis face
was dronch with ink, mixed with
ather flutds. The mixture had ron down
mzide and outside his collar, Leldently
B big sf)lnsh of ink had canght him on
ane side of the head.  The contrast
hotweon the two sides of Loder’s face
Wwas quita startli On ono gide hie was
a white man, on the other an Kthiopian
—nuitn o startling stndy in black and
white !

“What the thump—"' sxclainmed (he
amazed Warren,

“Yon chucked this ink over me!®
ravedd Loder,

“1 did ¥ gosped Warron,

“Yon know you did ¥

“I know I didn't!” Warren
intg a laugh, “You howling nss!
vou weren't & profeet I shonld hava
punciredl your head, more than once!
You've aslked for it often enough. Tlut
I shouldu't bo Iik{:]ig to play silly fap
iricks on vou or anybody ¢lze, I hopo”

“Ti's mll rot, Toder!'" said Winpate.
“Warren \x'uuidn"t--—-”

“ITe did P roared Loder. ®It camo
From bis window—the only open window
in ihe Fifth I It's still open1 He's here
nlone—I1 koew he'd bo herel Why, look
hero—"" Loder pointed te the gum-
Lipftlo niel 1he omhbrocation hbottle, on
the talle, *There's gum and embroca-
tton mixed in that muck he chucled
over me.  Laook!™

“*Creat Beolt 1" ojaenlated Wingate,
slaring at the empty bottles in astonish.
ment.  “Warren, did you—*

““And look here ! roared Loder. Ile

burst

If I

I—I suppose somcbody’s been
hero—""

“Yos, won've been here!™ roared
Foder. “You sneaked away while all
tho other fellows were at the debate—
suppose  rou mnoticed me standing
down there on the path, reading the—
tha news from Abyssinia. Now, you
checky rotter, bend over!™

Loder had his ashplent with him.

He gripped it, and brandished it.

“Bond over!™ ho roared.

Warren fairly gasped.

“B-b-hend over!™ he stuttered.

“Yoes, you dadl  Yes, vou rotter!
Benior or not, I'm going to whop you 1"

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Bagglng Bunter !

'] END overt”
B Taoder fairly roared.
Jim YWarren gazed at him.

IIc did not bend over. Via
had not the slightest intention of
Lending over.  He could hardly belicva
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that Leder was in earnecst. Certainly
he looked as if he was, Tho side of
hiz face that was not black with ink
was red with fury.

“Do you hesr me?” bawled Loder,

“I'm not deaf! I think you can bo
heard all over Groyfriars!" esaid Jim
Warren contemptuously.

“I've told you to bend aver!”

“You can tell mo till you're black in
the face—black on both sides of your

face, I should sayl”
“Will you bend over§”?
"Nﬂg Wﬂﬂ’t [

In theory, at least, any fcllow who
was not a prefect was subject to a
“whopping ¥ from the official ashplant
at Grayfrinrs Bchool. In practice, Fifth
Form seniors never diud the ' bend-over "
like juniors. Tho idea of Blundell,
the captain of that [Form, bending
over like s fag, would bhave made
all Greylriars gasp. Jim  Warren
Wil AWLro the rule, which was
honoured in the breach, but not in the
cheervance. He had no intention what-
ever of making history at GreylIriars as
the only [Fifth Form senior who had
ever talten “six on the bags” from a
prefect’s ashplant,

“Hold onl” Wingato interposed.
“Warren, vou must havoe been mad to
do such a thing. I know Lodar’s been
tather & brute to you, with his fat-
headed idea that youw've got his place in
the first cleven, But——"

“Aro you as big n» fool as Loder®”
snapped Warren. is own temper was
fast rising. “Do you think should

chuck ink over o fellow’s head? Haven
little senso I

THE MAGNET

Wingate knitted his brows.

“PDon't talk rot!” he spappod. “1
thought you wero at the debate, and
told Loder so, I find you here, with a
jar that’s been full of ink—spilt ink on
vour window-sill where it was chuckad
out over Loder. What the thump do
you mean "

“1 mean that I know nothing about
it I roared Warren. * And if yoa can’t
take my word about that, you can do
the other thing !

Thoe Greyiriavs captain looked grim,

He liked Warren—and he did not
like Loder. There had been troublo
between the two ever sinen Jun had
heen picked for the first cleven and
Loder left ofit. Loder was to blame for
that. But he had to back up a fellow-
prefect—eand this case scemed clear,

“That will do, Warren,” said Win-
cale curtly. “You're a new man here,
but you've becn here long cnough to
know that you can't shout at a prefock
—ar mop ink over a8 prefecty’s head, It's
perfectly plain what yow've dong-——-"

“ Rubbish ' snapped Warren.
“You're getting somo of his chenk

now, Wingate!™ sneeved DLoder, “I
hopa you like it. I've had enough of
| i

“You've asked for it !’ snapped Wine
gate. “Making ount that he had your
place in the eleven—as if sny fellow
was entitled to o ploce, cxoopt on his
Boceer forml  And you've raked up
that silly old story abeut tho chap
making out that he's somchody elze and
not himself. But that's no cxecuse for
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the silly 038 mop-
ping a jar of ink
Over yomunr
head—"

“I've told youl”
hinoted Warren,

“Youve told
lies!” roarnd
Lodar, * You'rs
telling lies  when
von  ecall  yourself
Warren, which fsn't
your natne, a3 that
vonng rotter, Whar-
ton, knows, if he
chose to speak
Yﬂ_lf?{‘—"‘"“

“Blop  ilat,
dutnny I
Winpalo.
nolt ecomoe hers for
that. Now, Iaeck
here, Warren, aftey
what vou'vaea
dorp—>"

“After what he's
done I'm poing o

you
EF
Wi 1'&1?&’ e

whop hum!”  sad
Loder, hetween his
teetlh. “If o IMtfth
Form man chooses

to act like n fag he
can ho freated liko
o fap. You'll hend
ovar, wWarren, hera

D L1 m“?‘hl He:;ﬁ and now!”
I ] J=- 8
7 daya AB(6 only. Witte for 1. khall 28
keys, 12 bass; 25 kevs, §inothing of the
41 keys, 190 bass; cfe., ete, §{ kind!”  said  Jim
Warren., " Audd i
you touch me with
M e e oo mmmuend | that  cane,  Loder,
Pl koock you
spinmnng [ )
-, lst inatahnent far Accordivn om Loder _swished ihe
roved cano. But he did
not touch Warren
with 1L,
The Fifiih
Former'a handa
were  clonched, Dis

gr_‘:aﬁgimmiﬁg. One lick of the cane and
erald Loder would have been knocked
out of the study, heels over head. Cer-
tainly, a fellow might, and probally
wmﬂd. have been “sacked ™ for knock-
ing down a Sixth Form prefect. i
I.:hah same, Loder's nerve failed at the
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Wingate broke in.

. “Warren, I've got to back Loder up
in this. I know Loder’s becn 1o blame
in the rows yon've had; but there's a
limit, and you've jolly well+pussed it!
As head prefect and captain of tha
sehool, ¥ order you to bend over and
take six1®

Warren panted.

Loder’s eyes glittered with iriumph.
Ie was going to have his way—and for
onea, at least, he had the support of
the captain of Greyfriars. Delianco of
the head prefeet meant one thing, and
ong thing aoly—a brief visit {0 the
Head and catching the next train for
home!  Lader would have been glad
enough to sco Warren defiant,

“Wingate ! breathed Warren., %1
tell you—""

“Bend over!” said Wingate forsely,

“Yaroooooh I camo & voar from the
Passage.

“"You yonng rottor!™ came aneliner

roar,

- Yoop ! L-e%'ga! Wenw 1
. The two prefects and Warren staid
into  the passage—at the surprising

sight of Billy Bunter, of the Remave,
with the grip of Horaco Coker, of tha
Fifth, on the back of his fat nock,

e I'll teacl youl” roared Coker. “I'il
ﬁm gqu a fipl I've sat in that ink!
My bags are scakedl My carpet’s
rained ! P'll,teach you, you fat young
scoundrel ! I'm going to rub that ink
off my ca:L:%et with your face! Seo?”

:DWI Wow! Yoop! Leggo!™

“TH  giva you mﬂ&?jng mk over
Fifth Form studies ! give yon inkl
TIEE. way, vou cheeky fat sweop |

What the thump are you up ta,
Coker #* gasped Wingate,

SERY Coker stared  round into
No. 4. “0h, you thers, Warren? Has
this young rotter beem wp to onything
in your study? X spotted him coming
out of it, and got after him—"

Oh 1™ gasped Warren,
Hao zaw light now |

“*I didn’t—I never®

e gasped Dunler.

w! I haven't done anything in your
study, Warren—not a thin:;r!l:“Ir I jlnnig.r
dodged in because that beast Colicr wos
after mo—lepgo 1™

“¥ou necedn’t barge in, Wingatn!”
saud Coker. “I'm dealing with that fat
little seonndrell T tell you ho had a
jar of ink ond upset it in my stody,
and 1 sat in it—"

“Oh1* gasped Wingate,

“I'm going to rub it off my carpek
with his faco!” roared Coler. Sca?
I sat in the ink! And he dedged into
Warren’s study when I went to the
Hemove to look for him. T spotted him
a3 I was coming back., And——"

“Don't talk so much, Toker ™ said
Wingate, * Warren, old man, I'm sorry!
T.odar, it's pretty clear now who moppald
that mk over you from Warren's
windaw. Coker, you can leave Bunlcr
to me.”

"T'm gong to rub up lhat ink wiih
Lia face—"

Y aronol [

“T'in going—" :

"Yon're poing to shut op ™ said Win-
gate. “Leave Bunter to me, and ¢loar !
And sharp 1 X

“¥ toll you—" roared the indignant
Haorabo, . .

“And I tell vou that if vou don't
un I'll give vou six ! rapped Wingate
“Aek aut of 1 17



ftoraco Coker gave o eaptain of
Greyfriars one  glare of indignang,
spoechiess wrath, and got out of it.

Billy Bunter would have been glad to
ok out of it, also. DBut there was no
rotbing ont of it for Bunter. Wingate
grasped him by a fat shoulder and
hooked him into Warron's study.  Amnd
az hiz eves, and spectacles, fell on Loder
there, with his mixed complexion of
Llack and white, the Owl of the Romove
gave o yelp of apprehension,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
No Luck for Loder!

TRALD LODER set his teeth,
G The look on his inky face
matle Buoter fairly cringe.

Bur for that ass Coker, the
fat Owl would have got clear, and his
vizit fo the Fifth would have remained
wndisgovercdl.  That that would have
Ieed to wnpleasant results for another
fellow, Dunter had not reflected--reflee-
tion was not in Dunter’s line. lf.!crl:nmll}v_
he had not thoughe of getting anybody
in Btudy No. 4 into o row. He had not,
in foct, thought of anything, exeept
mopping the inlk over Loder and ‘?r_'stl.ing
clear himself. Thinking was not William
Coorge Bunter's long suit.

“ 80 you did it, you mad young ass!”
faid the Greyirviars captam. Do yon
know that Warren wagsupposed to have
one 63"

"Oh erkey 1" pasped Dunter. " How
could Warron have done it, when he
wasn' £ hora "

“I must have come in only a few
minutes after vou left, wyou *{nung
duffer,” said Warren, “ Why the thump
did you pick my study 1™

“1 didn't!” gasped Bunter. I was
going intoe Coker’s study, but he was
there, vou sce—I1 thought he was at the
debate, but he was thero——" ;

“Thank goodness we've gob tho right
man 1" saic% Wingate, It was a great
relief to him.

It was a still greater relief to Jim
Warren. How the matter would havo
ended, he could hardly imagine,

It was no relief to Loder! Ho wanted
the guilty man—if it was Warren! DBut
I wanted Warren, anvhow, guwlty or
not! Giving his football rival six with
the ashplant would have been sheer jor
to Loder.. Ho was feeling like 8 cat
whose mouse had got away at the Iast
moment.

#“I=—I—1 eay, it wasn't mo, yon
know 1" said Bunter uneasily. *I—I was

vite surprized to see Loder all inky!

never had any ink ! I nover thmlg{:t
of mopping it over Loder because he
n'hﬂp%d me the other day! You can
ask harton and MNugent! I told
them [

“You told them wou were going ta
mop that ink over Loder ™

“Ohl No! 1 told them I wasn't—
I=—I mean, I never told them anvthing
at alll I haven't been to their study.
I naver went there to ask them for some
more ink, and Wharton never tried to
st?j: me, and-—"

That will do!®

“All right, Wingate! C-ccan I go
now i

"Havclly 1"

" But Ii—-I say, I nover oid itl I

never knew Loder was sticking under
CUoker's window reading the racing
news—""

*1 was reading the war news [ said
Loder, between his teeth.

“Oh c¢rikey]!l I—I mean the war
news! I-—I saw Loder locking at the—
the news from Abyssinia—not the sport-
img nows at all 1” gasped Bunter.

¥Then you did not see him thore?™

EVERY SATURDAY

“O, no! I haven't seem Loder all
day! JI=I'd almest forgotten thero
was such o chap at Greviriars 1™ gasped
Bunter.

“Weall, my hiat!” said Wingate.

“I—I ecan't imaginoo how Loder pot
that ink over him,” groancd Bunter, " It
—it's & mystery to me| Pevhaps Uoker
ied et

“Coker?” gasped Wi;\ﬁutn.
FWeoll, he loathes Loder, you know,
like overybody else—you should have
heard him talking about Loder hacking
Warren, and crocking himi for the St
Jim's match., Pip-pip-perbaps that's
why he did it 1™

* It secimns,” suid Wingate, “that that
potty young ass was going to use Coker's
window, and vsed Warren's instead, be-
cause Cokor was there”

“The young azz!” said Warren.

“I—I sav—I1 never did 6! groaned
Bunter. “It's all & mvstery to me—an
abaolute mystery——="

“ Bunter sayvs he never did it ! broke
in Loder. “1 don't sec that it's proved
that be did, either,”

Bunler jumped,

Ifis cves almost popped through his
gpectacles as ho blinked at the bully of
the Sixth.

ader was the last fellow whom he
would have expected to put in a word
ftor him.

It did not dawn on his fat brain that
Loder was keen on “ gotting ™ Warren,
atd willing to let the gullty man escapo
for that purpose.

“le=f=—1 say, Wingate,” gasped tho
fat Owl, “you hear what Loder savs.
Loder knows I never did it."

Wingate fixed his eyes on Gerald
Loder with a look of cold contempt.

“¥ou know it was Bunter [™ he zand.
“Are yon still trying to make out that
it was Warren because you've pot a
down on the chap? Is that your idea
of a prefect’s duty?”

“¥ou know perfectly well how the
matter stands, Loder!™ said  Jim
Warren guictly, “¥You know that that
}'mmg ass did ig 1"

Loder gritted his teeth.

“Well, if he did, you had a hand in
it 1" he snarled. * You let him uso vour
study window i .

“Did Warren know anything about
if, Bunter?™ asked Wing"&tﬂ curtly.

“Eh? No! Ho wasn't hore,” stam-
mered Banter. **There was nobedy in
the study Not ihat I was here, you
know! I don't mean that! I—I never
came into the study at allt  I—I
wouldn't 1"

™ ;::nlil::r saw you leaving it, you young
ass |’

“"Well, vou knew what a fool Coker
is " groaned Banter. “He—he fancied
it, you know! I haven't been in tho
Fifth Form passage at all.” I—I wasn’t
in Cokei's study when T upset tho ink
thorg—"'

1 think that will do,” said Wingato.
“Bunter, you will come te my study,
and D'll try to teach you that you
mustn't mﬂ}? ink over ¢ prefect’s head.”

“Oh ler M

“You can leave him 1o me, Wingato 1
gaigd Loder, setting his teeth. T will
deal with Bunter ! Warren being out
of his reach, the bully of the Sixth had
to bo satisfied with making Bunter suffer
for his sing—and at the prospect, Bunter
gave & yell of apprehension.

“1—1 szay, Wingate a

Wingate shook his head.

“Yon can leave DBuater to me,™ ho
sald coollv. “You've just =said that
you're not satisfied that he did it. I'm

uite satisfied that he did, and so I will

eal with him. ollow me. Bunter ™

He left the =tudy, and Bunter
promptly followed. He was not going to
enjoy that visit to Wingsate's study. But

7

a whapping from Wingato was as moon-
light unto sunlight, az water unte wine,
comparctl with a whopping from Loder
in his present moacd.

Loder stood, inky and furions. Xa
plaved after Wingate and Dunter—and
then miored at Warren.

Jim smiled.

“Mind pgotting ont of my study,
Loder ¥ he asked politely.
“You rotter!” Loder choked., %Il

get you yet! Yon've erawled out of it
this fime, byt—">"

' Bhut the door after you !”

“You roiterl You impestor! TI'll
make that young seoundrel Wharton
tell me what he knowa abont youl”
Loder, in hia rage and disappointment,
had complotely  last comtrol of his
temper.  “You've pot my plaee in tho
elaven—and you ought to bo kicked out
of ;rlm achopl—n fellow in a false name,
gl

“Are you wound upi”

“CUalling yourself James Warren I
Toder pointed to the lettor on the table.
“There’s o letter for James Warren,
from Tlong Kong—and it's not been
apened, t's another follow's lotter,
and you dare hot open it1”

Jim startod.  Thus remiundad of the
Ietter from Hong Kong, he picked it up
quickly and slipped it into his pocket.
Loder gave a savage, scofling laugh.

':{int it ont of sight!” he jeered,
“That letier's for James Warren, the
frilow whose name you are usin hare,
By gad, I'll show you up yet ! ’%1 show
you up to all Gre il

friars, o=
“Ax a fellow who's picked to play for
the school?”  asked Warrenr  coolly.
“That's what's worrying you, isn't it3"
‘“You rofter! You—"
“ Got out of my study 1
Jim Warren mado a stride forward.

Toder gripped his nshplant  hard,
But be did not Lift 1t. Ile becked inlo
tlio passage.

“Just wait a litbtlo ! he hreathed.
“Wait till I show you up in your true
colourz—-~"

Slam |

The slamming door cut short Loder's
flow of cloquence. Ho (raomped away
down the passage—and went down the
stairs, grected on all sides by rroiles
from fellows who stared at his mixed
comploxion.

Ho went to his study to get o very
neccssary wash—and as he passed Win-
gate's door he had the consolation of
heating wild howls from within. In
Wingate's study Billy Bunter was suffer-
ing for his sins—though certainly not go
sevorely as he would have suffered in
Toder's study.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

Balt for Bunter !

SAY, vou fellows i
It was a thoilling whisper,
Harry Wharton & Ce. looked
round, quite steriled.

B

It was the following moming, in
break,. The Famous Five of the
Remove, walking by thoe leafless old

clms in the quad, were talking foothall
—an almost perpetual topic at Grey-
friavs inst then,

That sudden, theilling whisper eame
fromm behind one of the masuive trees
and as they F]a.ncad ronnd they behald
a fat form, blorted out of fhe goneral
virw behind tho free. ;

They gazed at Bunler.

Ho blinked at them through his- big
spectacles, with an woneasy blicl.

“What the dickens—=" Legan Harry
Wharton,

“1 say, you fellows! Ts that Doast
Loder coming 7™ gasped Runier,
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“Log@ri® said Beb Cherry.
in the guad

“Oh ci:;rr’ 1" greaned Bunier.

“You fat Owll” said Johmny Dulk
“Even Leder docsn't bite 1

“The bitefulness ia not terrifie, 1w
cstcomed  idiotie  Bunter!” grinne
Hurrco Jamset Rom Singh,

“He's after me!” groaned Bunter
“I eay, bo called to mo in the quad o
fow mioutes ago. I'm dedging the
beast. I say, 1 jolly well know he's
going to whop mie!” moancd Bunter.
“He's waxy about gotting that iuk
yesterda !

“« Ha, ha, hal?

HRlessed if I see avylhing to cacklo
at ! Winpato gave me six for that, and
Loder’a no right to give me any more I
groened Buntee.  “But I know he's
olly wall going lo. I could seo it in
il.is eye 1

Harey Wharton & Co. looked at tho
uneasy Owl dubionsly. That Loder was
“waxy * sbout getting a swamp of ink
on his nut was probable—indeed, 1t was
rathor natural, and to be expected.
Even n good-tewmpored fellow  might
havoe hecnn waxy about bl L:kpilg,-
enough, he wonld bhave preferred to taxo
the puvishment of the fat Owl into his
own handa. _ .

5till, as Bunter had been “whopped *
for his misdeeds by the captain of the
sehool, even Lader could hardly rake it
up again. Loder, nndoubtedly, wus o
bully, and tonk the utmost advantage of
his position as a prefect.  DBut oven
Loder had to have a pretext.

“He's

“Tlallo, hallo, hallol Ilero bho
comes [ muermnured Bob,

Loder came along tho paih by the
elms, looking about him. No donlt he
was looking for Wilham  George
Bunter.

#] gay, you fellows, don't let him
know I'm here I gasped Bunter,

Loder, coming up, glanced at tho
Tamous Five. ﬁﬂ stopped short of the
vlm, so bo did nmot ses that there was
anyone behind it.  Billy Bunter hugged
the « gnarled old trunk in eop
tropidation.

g s Buuter abeut here?” asked
Loder.

“ Bunter 1" repeated Bob Cherry. “1

L

THE MAGNET

can't see him, Loder® Which was per-
fectly tiue, as Beb was standing with
iz back to the fat Owl.

“He came this way I¥ snapped Leoder.

“We didn't eeo him coming 1 said
Frank Mugent. Which apain was per-
fectly true, as the juniors had seen
nothing of PBunter till he whispered
fromm behind the tree.

Loder gave an gngry grunt,

FHad he taken a few more steps he
would have had a view of the farther
side of the thick old clm—and Duntor !
But it did oot seem to occur to him that
{he fat junior had hunted cover.

He turned round, and looked acrozs
the quad. Plenty of fellows were in
sight, in morning break—fellows of all
Forms, But he did not spot tho fat
ﬁlgum of the Owl of the Remove among
theu.

Flarry Wharton & Co. suppressed
their smiles. It was rvather comme, from
their point of view, for Loder to bo
standing within a fow feet of the fellow
he wanted withoat suspecting that he
was there. In a casual sort of way,
thoy recommenced the topic Bunter's
thrilling whisper had interruptod—ihe

coming football match with Junmy
Zilver & Co. at Rookwood,
Loder frowned angrily. He was

about to waik away, when a whisper
came from behind the o

e} say, you fcllows! Ts that beast
Loder gonc¥™

Loder jumped.
m:}ﬂh. my hat!”

try.

L:::dir gave the ehums of the Remove
a glare, pushed voughly through them,
and stared round tho elm.

ejaculated Bob

“0Oh erikey |” gasped Hur}!:ﬂr. “I~I
say, Loder, 1I—I'm not heve! -
“Vou young aes I seid Loder. * Why

pro you skulking behind that tree?”
awf—1 wasn't dodging .you, Loderl
I-I—1 was—was—was—] was locking

— llars I
fﬂf" Hf::- ?:?::& S ﬁfa'ycsﬂnd the TFamous

Five. They did not expoect Loder to
swallow that explanation. @
“(o to my study, Bunier—
“COh lort ¥ ; ”
“ And fetch the newspaper you'll find
on tho table.”
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s stream of water is ejected from the top!

—WATER-SQUIRT WATCH

it a squeeze, when
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ta kold the new series of
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“Ehi*

G And buek up, you youhgy azs!"” zaid
Loder. ; :

Billy Bunter blinked at bim through

hiz big speciacles. The Famous Five
chuckled. 'That, apparently, was all
Loder wanted.

“Oh1” pasped Bunter.  Was—was—
was that .El.i]:m ou wanted, when l;'mt
called mo in t.ﬁq quad, Lodor? —I
say, I—I'll go with—with

“Cut off, you young ass]”

Billy Bunter rolled off to tha Houso
fquife cheerfully. Lazy as the fat Owl
was, he did not mind obliging Lodar hy
forching o ntewspaper from his stuady.
Hea was deeply gllmf that 1t was nothing
WS,

Ho rolled into the SBixth Form pas.
sapge, and info Loder's study.

b the table lay & newspaper, opened
at o nm{zl of Abyssinia. wicdo it loy
an open box of caramels.

Bunter stretched out o fat hand tn the
newspaper-—and paused. His cyes, and
his spectacles fixed on the caramels.

Bunter liked carameols! He liked
Ml}'t-hm% that was sweet and sticky,
Bul he loved caramels with a deep and
abiding affection. His fat fingers
dipped into the box.

There were & dozen ecaramels. Billy
Bunter felt that one would not be mizscd
out of o dozen. .

Unfortunately, one proved so nico
that Bunter had another to follow it.
He hoped that two would not be miscd
out of o dozon. .

Still more unfortunately, he did not
stop at two.  Almost beforg he was
awgre of it, a third followed, then o
fourth. The fact was, that the
caramels were irresistible,

When Bunter was esting, he forgot
lesser things, Those caramecls waora
delicious, They weren't his, 1t was true
—but they were rapidly becoming his,
8ix of them vanished—and then Bunter
realised that the most unsuspicious
owner of caramels would be bound to
miss six out of twelve. On the ﬁ;rm
ciple that & fellow might as well be
hung for a sheep as a lamb, Bunter
finished the lotl

Then he grabbed up the newspaper, tn
leava the study, hoping—a rather faint
hope—that er would not suspect him
of having bagpged the caramels.

“0h crikey " gasped DBunter, as he
turned to the door. Fﬁm figure of Loder
of the Bixth was framed in the dopr-
WAYF.

Loder stepped inte the study, en
unpleasant smile on his faco. .

“ Pilfering egain 1" he sard genially.

loazuro

“Oh  scissors | -1 eay, Loder, 1
never touched your caramels ¥ gasped
Dunter “1—1 say, 1— ink 1t was
the cat

“You mopped a jar of ink over mn
yosterday, Dunter 1 said Loder, taking
up his ashplant. *¥You've becn canesd
for that, and, of course, the matter 1+
Pilfering in a ﬁtud_-;lr is

at an end.
havo

much more serious matter! I shal
to pive you six "
“%h crikey ! groanced DBunter,
“Bend ever that chair!” said Loder.
Bunter blinked at him. Even Bunter
ecould understand how his fat leg hadd
been pulled. Loder could not eano him
again for the affair of the ink. Il
had sent him to the stndy—baiting hi-
trap with caramels. He knew whay
would happen when Dunter was left
alone with sticky sweetstulfs, The hap-
less Owl had Tallen blindly into the
trap; tho fat fish had taken the haik!
Wi-—1 sny, Leoder, I—I'll pay for the
ﬂ:l F-ﬂ..}'.

caramels ! groannd Bunter. i
I'm expocting

I'll get you o new box |

a postal order——" X

Bond over that chair [2
“Ohbh ler’ I
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Bunter entercd Loder's study, and his eyes fixed on the caramels on the table. Next moment, bis fat fingers dipped into
the box. Unbeknown to the fat junior, the fgure of Loder was framed in the doorway ! 2

In the lowest of spiriis, Billy Bunter
bent over the chair. Loder took aim
with the ashplant and Ilzid on tho six
with seientific skill, Each whop cli-
cited a terrific howl from Bunter.

Hy tha timo Loder had finished, the
fat Owl of the Remove was fa.:r!;f
doubled up, L

Loder laid down the eane, grinning.

“You can cut, Bunter!” he said,
auite genially. “I advise you to think
twice before you handle jars of ink

again—I mean, before you pilfer in &
Sixthe Form study 1™,

“Ow! Yow! Wow ™

Billy Bunter went down the passapo
in a series of extraordinary contortions,
as if he were trving to tie himself up
in sailor's knots.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER,
Just Like James !

“ HAT rvolter!" growled Johuny
E Bull,

. “The esteemed and disgust-
ing Jomes ! remarked Hurree
Jumszeb Ram Singh.

“Bieer clear of the brute!™  sadd
IMarry Wharton, “We don't want a
row with Warren's cousin”

"The chums of tha Remove were saun-
fering  nalone  the Courtfield road
towards the common. On the road was
o pate that gave access to a bridle-
path through Popper Court Woods, On
iho pate sal s beefy, ungainly fcllow
smoking a ecigarette. It was James
Warren. i

IIe gave the Greyfriors juniors an
inimical look. James' dislike of those
fivee cheery juntors was fully recipro-
rated by them, They would %mve- been
iuite pleased to jerk James off the gate
and bump him 1n the grass if only in
return for lus scowl. But ho was War-
ren's cousin, and they liked Warren of

the Fifth. On Jim's account thev pre-
ferred to avord anolther row with the
wnpleasant James.

So they would have walked on, clab-
orately taking no notice of the son and
bheir of 8ir Arthur Warren, of Warron
Croft. But James’ jecring, disagrecable
voiee hailed them.

“Here, young Wharton [” !

The juniors stopped. James had g
ridling-whip under his arm  and he
slipped it down into his hand. Whar.
ton's eyes gleamed at him. If James
had any idea of handling that riding-
whip, Jamesz was booked for something
in the nature of tronble.

“Well#" said Ilarry curtly, “Want
anything g

“You can tell that cad of a cousin of
m]nﬂ____ﬂ‘

“Carry your own messages!”  inter-
rupted Wharton. “I want nothing 1o
do with youl™

James slipped down from the gale
and tossed away the stump of lus
cigarcite.

“I camc to the school to sco the ead
last weel,” he sand., " 1He had the cheok
to go out and leave me to wois for him.
Tell him—"

“1 shall tell hin nothing ' answered
IMarry ecoolly.

“You younr roller!” =aid James.
“You know all about ihe %zmm To's
pln:.'mg at your school, and so d_m-.'i
your nigger pal! You saw me at War-
ren Croft in the holidays and youw've
known all this term that that ead isu't
the follow he mekes himself out to be”

“Warren of the Iifth sn't a cad”
said Harry., “and I'm sorry I can't sy
iho same of his ecousin.”

“Ilear, hear " grinned Bob Cherrey.

“You've not given him away,” went
on James, scowling, " Precious young
raseal miel no mistake, If your bLead-
masier know—"

“There's nuthing to prevent yon from
oing fo Dr. Locke!™ said Harry, “I
on't know what vour game is, James
Warren, but it suils you, semchow, to
let this go on or you'd jolly scon step
it. It'a no business of mine, And you're
not it to clean Jim Warren's boots,
anyhow "

James gripped his ridingwhip,

“1 Fancied you young rottors might
be hanging about on a half-holiday,™ he
gaid.  “That's why I brouglht this whip
out with me."”

Harry YWharlon
uonsly,

“You'd botter keep it to yourself,
vou hooligan!™ he answered. " You've
tackled uws before and did nol get the
best of at.”

James did not answer. No doubt
Iie constdered that, with the riding-
whip in hkis hand, he was poing to get
the best of it this time, He made a
rush at the juniors, slashing recklessly.

There was a roar! The slashing whip
caught Wharton acrosy the shoulders,
and then Bob Cherry across the face.

James had no time for more.

Probably he expected the juniors to
Lreak into {light and pietured himself
in chase, lasling as they ran,

If that was James® wden he had to
wiake up, as it were!

The Famous Five did not flee. They
jumped at Jomes and grabled iim on
all sides.

Johnny Ball got hold of the whip and
wrenched it away. Four fellows grasped
Jdames pnd jammed him down in tho
ETAss. ;

James struggled and roarcd.

Bob rubbed his cheek where a red
mark was left by the whip, His blue
eves were glinting.

“Slick that rotter acroszs the gale!™
Lie satd. *“He's started this and he can
Lave sll he wants, and a little more!

Toe Magxer LiBnany.—No. 1,450,
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[To’s going to learn not to ba so handy
with a riding-whip I*

“Yes, rather!” said Harry Wharton,
between his teeth, “Sling bhim over
tho gate, ond give me that whip,

Johaony ¥

James waos a hefty and beefy fellow
Fle was rather hard to hold, But the
juniors held him, dragged him to the
ate, and slammed hun over it fuco
gnwn. Head snd ehoulders hanging
own on the inner side of the gate,
long legs wriggling on the outer side,
James was favourably placed for an
anplication of his own rding-whip!
" Ho: Lkicked wildlyl Frank Nugent
captured one leg, Bob Cherry the other,
and held. Harry Wharton swished the

whip !
Swish ! :
The whip came down on James’ rid-
ing br s with a crack that rang
like & pistol-shot thruqfh Popper
Court Woods, Louder still rang the

rear of James. | ‘

Swigh, swish, swish, swishl

James bellowed.

Harry Wharton & Co. had wanted to

ass on their way without trouble with
{,‘Farmn’a consin. James had insisted
nn trouble! Now he was geling it—
more than he had bargained forl

Swish, swish, swish !

“Go it P chuckled Bob. " That rotter’s
wanted teaching manners for a [‘}“ﬁ
time! This is the first lesson, James!

“Ha, ha, ha!*

% You vounz rotters!” yelled Jomes,
#]—I]—Fil—yaroooh! Leave off! I’
smash tho lot of you! I'll—whoooop !”

Bwish, swish! .

Thero was o sonnd of rumning fect
in the road. A breathless voice shouted
to the juniors.

“Stop!  Stop that!
onee '

“Hallo, hallo,  hallat
Warren [ ejaculated Bob,

Ilarry Wharton pauvsed, riding-whip
in hand. The juniors looked vound. Jim
Warren camae m:miﬂg,: breathlessly to
the spot. Apparently ho had been com-
ing that way and had sizhted the
startling ecene from o distance.

He paoted up.

“You young sweeps! What are wau
np to?? he exclaimed. “Drop ihat
whip, Wharton! Lot my cousin go!”

Wharton paused a moment., Then be
nodded and threw the riding-whip into
the grass. The ofher fellows released
James, leaving him sprawling over the
gate, roaring. S

t All serene, Warren, old seout 1™ =aid
Nob Cherry amicably. “The dear boy
nsked for it—didn't you, James

“ Peggoed for it 1" said Johnny Bull,

“Tho begiulness was  terrvifie, my
psteomed Warren I grinned the nabol
of LBhampur.

James sprawled off the gate, splutler-
ing and gasping with fury,

“Cut off, rou young sweeps:” snid
Warren.

U Not our fault, Warren 1™ zaid 1arry
quictly, “Dut I dare say vou know that
a5 well as wo do Clomae on, you men1”

Warren of the Fifth made neo answer.
IIc was well aware of thoe nature of the
bhrute, g0 to gpealk, and could have ne
doulit that Jamoes had asked for all that
ho had reccived. DBut ho waved the
juniers impatiently awaw, and they
walked on towards Courtficld Comman.

James grabbed up the riding-whip
and maode one stride after them; but
he stopped—which was rather foriynate
for James! Ifa leaned, panting, on the
wate, scowling at his cousin, and Harry
Wharton & Co. disappeered up the road.

Tue Migxer Lisnany.—XNo. 1,450,
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THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

The Cousins !}

IM WARREN watched tho juniors
out of sight Then he turned o
James, taking no heed of his scowl
He spoke quietly.

"1 was coming up to Popper Court to

sea you, James.

“Like wvour cheesk 1" retorted Janes.
“] haven't ashked yon to my friend's
house, that I know of. Clarence Cook
hes rather a nobby party staying with
him, and I don’t care to introduce my
poor relations thore”

Jim compressed his lips Tt was hard
to tolernte the young blackgunrd's in-
solence, but he was very careful to keep
hiis temper. i

“I had to see vou, James,” he said,
very quietly.

“You could have scen me at the schaol
the other day, if you'd eared to stay in.
You went out on purpose to aveid ma [
snarled James. ,

“1 didn't care to see you, ond I don’k
now. But o letter has come from your
father.” :

James stared and Dmrst into a lavgh.

“Oh, T seal  Well, you've got my
name at Grevfrizrs—you can have my
lotters, too. I den’t want tiem,™

“&ir Arthur has reached Honp Kong,
it seoms—7"

“I'm not interested.”

Jamos, etill wriig]ing from the swipes
of the riding-wiaip, grinned 23 he
wriggled. 1o scemed amused.

“You've planted fﬂur&lﬂf at L]re:.'-
friars in my name,” ho specred. You
can deal with my correspondenco. What
wonld yon have donn with the letter if
I hadn't happened to be staying hero
with Cook’s gang? You never expocted
to find me near the scheel, 1 Euﬁpusc,
when you went to Gropirviars at the be-
ginning of the teym 1"

“No. I suppose I should have sent
the letter ta Warren OCroft.” Jim
wrinkled his brow in perplexity, 1
never thought—"

“¥ou should think before you borrow
ancther fellow's namaol” jeered James,
“Did you expeet to get by without any
troublec? From what I can make out,
half & dozen young rotters at the school
Lknow you're not the fellow you pretend
to be. I don't know why t ﬂg 1aven't
told the wide world about it. Serve you
vight if they did.”

“Never mind gll thag!”
enrtly. “As it
amd I ¢an hand you the letter.

sald Jimn
happens, you'ra here,
Heve it

He tock the letter from his pocket.

Jarmes shrogrod his thiek shoulders. It
was plain that he was not in the least
interested in the letter frem the old
baronet in China. .

“Pon’t you want it i asked Jim.

“No,” answered James coolly, “I
don’t | Ileep it—along with my name.
Think I don’t know whai's in 1t7 The
old hean hopes I'm gotting on better at
tny new school than at my last.  Ile
hopes my kind masters bave fouind me a
rood little boy, a dear good chap, in-
stoad of the troublesome fellow at Oak-
shott]  He would like to get a lotler
from me, sayine how my kind feachers
love me. Well, ho won't get it 1"

Jim sigpod looking at the fellaw., Sir
Avthur Worren, pechaps, had a littls
forgotten the dutics of a father in his
devotion to hiz more or less sorious
diplomatic dutics. 3ost of his time had
Lieen spent abroad. and he had scoen
little of James, But if he had not given
James mueh in the way of tnne and
ntrention, he had, at least, been an in-
dulgent parent. 8o far as money want,
at least. Jawes had always had as ninch
as hn wanted, and much wove thion was
good for him.

Iis diseraceful carcer at Oalk:holt had
been o blow to the old baronet. James
hiad come very near cxpulsion thedy
and though ho had not aétnally been ex-
pelled, ho had had to leave ab the cod
of the previous term.

Jim knew thoet il James had comae to
Groviviers he would have been sachked
before the term was half through, Apd
he knew bow such news would have
affected the old baronet, thousands of
miles away, and hoping for tho best for
his scepegrace son. )

James did not give a single thought
to that. He did not want to continue
his school career at all, and ho bitterly
resented his father's éetﬂrmmatmu fa
gond him to Greviriars after be had to
leave Cakshott.

How any fellow, even a binte lke
James, cou'd be so indifferont to Lis

father’s feclings and wishes, was &
fuzz!a to Jim Warren Ie stood silent,
ooking at the fellow in perplexity.

The letter from China was still in hia
hand. James made no motion to take
it. Jim's hand dropped to hiz sido

HReep 1t 1" jecred James, ™ Answer
it, if you like. Yow're using my name;
you may as well imitate my fist 1"

“You rottei. curl” breathed Jim, Lis
face reddening

“Why not?”" grinned James. “The
old bean would ke a dutiful letier Irou
vou. He won't get one from ma.
Can’t you sce, you fool, that I can’t
answer tho lettor? Am I going to tell
thoe pater that I haven't gone to Groy-
friars at all? Don’t be an ass v

“You ought te have gone to Grey-
frinrs, you rotter!” muttered Jim.
“¥ou know you ought to hkave done as
yonr father wanted.”

“As you did 1” grinned James.

“Yes, as I-did ¥’ =napped Jim. “1f
you'd done the right thing I should
never have got landed in this, You've
taunted me a hundred times with being
at the schoa! in your name, Well, I'm
fed-up with it, and I'm thinking of
chucking it instead of holding on to ilie
ond of the term. You can have the
place yvou've taunted me with boirew.
ing from you "

James looked alarmed.

“Don’t be a silly idiot P he sapped.
“I'm not asking you to leave, am 11
No reason why you shouldn’t carvy on.”

“ You're making it as hard as you can
for mc to carry on. Your boarging into
the school keeps the fellows wondering
end talking. Owing to some of {he
juniors knowing you by sight—a thing
that couldn't be foreseen—there has been
tallk—rumonrs that I'm not tho real
James Warren at all. Now yor've
tdrawn everybody’s attention to ihe fach
that I've got o cousin of the same namo
as mysell. Ilow l{m% do you think-ig
will ke before semoebody Jumps o it
that you're the real man?’

“Somo of them know already, Tmt yon
seem to havo eguared them to keep it
darlk ¥ grinned James,

“They're my friendsa. Dot I've got
enemics, tool”  prowled Warren.
*“There's ona follow=—a prefect—wha
wonld be jolly glad to get on io the
facts—uot from 2 senso of duby, Dok
beeause tha silly ass thinks I've hagsed
Lis place in the first eloven. ¥ bhe put
tua and two tozelhop—"

James chucklad.

“What a showanup far yeu!™ hao
rrinned, “So you're in tho Grat claven,
are you? And high up in elosg, Loo, U've
no doubt.”

¥ s

“Yeou're geiling me a2 good ropala-
firm ! choviled Jamea. :

“0Oh, shut up! execlaimoeds Warren
savagely,  “Loole hera,  hare’s  veur
Tetter. Will you take it and read w”

(Continged on page 12.)
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AEROPLANE CONSTRUCTIOR
These Aeroplane Outfits con-
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MOTOR CAR CONSTRULTOR
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DINEY EUILDER
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is the finest. It is printed through-
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“Yards of i, I expect,” said James.
“No, I won't, Vou can read it to me,
if you like, while I have s smoke.”

“I don’t want to read your letter.”

“(Zhuck it away, then!

James resan his seat on the gate
and lighted & cigarctte. Warren st
wiith the letter in his hand, undecided.
Certainly he could not “chuck ™ it
away, a8 Jamoes suggested. But it was
rdear that James was not going to read

1k
“T'H read it to you, if you like,” he
said, at last,
“Lo it

m;n(;:sq it, then”
“Open it, then.

“Cen't you open it "™ i

“No,” said Warren, belwoaen his teeth.
“And it you don't open Ji'nur own lotter
from your own father I'll knock you off
that gate I'* -

James gave him a trueulent look, but
ihe gleam in Warren's eyes daunted
him, He shrugged his shoulders, took
the letter, tora open’ the envelope, and
lossed it hack to Warren.

“Weep vour wool on, you fool 1* ho
said. *“There it 131 You're more par-
iicular about a . fellow’s letter than &
fellow’s name, it seems ™

Warren, without answering, unfolded
tho loiter and read it aloud, Jamwes
smoking and. yawning the whila.

It was not a brief %ﬂt.t.ﬁr. Sir Arthnr
had not learned lwevity in his diplo-
matic career,

It was, in fach an extremely long-
winded Ef)iﬁﬂﬂu

Certainly, James, if ho had taken
the {rouble to look at it at all, would
not have read half of it.

But Le had to hear it all now, from
hﬂl%mnmg to end.

he gist of it was that Sir Arthur
entertained grest s of hearing
Letter things of James at his new
schoal. five or six times over he
repeated what a blow it would be to
him if Jamcs came to disaster at Greg-

friars, a3 he hod at Qalshott.

It was ensy to spe that the old
baronct dreaded that the next news he
would reecive of his son was that he
had been expelled from school.

and

James yawned, and smoked,
prinned occasionally. The lcitter came
io an end at last.

Warren held it out to his cousin,

“Qh, chuck it away!” said James.
“Take it, I tell you," said Warren, in
so tense a tome that James stroteled
ont his hand to the leltor and took it.

With a grin of defiance on_ his face,
he crumpled it in his hand and tossed it
away among the troes,

“That'a that 1" he =neerad.

“You rotter 1" breathed Warren.

“Oh, cut it out!"” ssid James "1
never wanted the lelter. I’'m not going
fo answer i I conldn™, in the civeums-
stances, f I wanted to. You know
that. You've bagged my place at
Greylriars ~ Keep it.  You mean fo,
anvhow. Your poverty-atricken father
can't afford your school fees. You're
fla.d enough to get a term at school
or nothing. ~Every map fo his taste.
All T went iz to keep awsy from the
rotten show, They'd bave esacked me
before this if I'd gone there—I'd have
made them, if you come to that. Get
on_with your ‘ Yes, sir,’ and * Oh, sirl’
snd * Please, sir,’ and ‘Mo, sizrl "
Jamea chuckled. ™I don’t want any of it.
I'm not going to give you away—unless
it suita me.”

“Pnlesa it sults you!” repeated Jim.

“Ex I It doesn’'t mit me, at
present] If it ever does, lock out for
squallﬁ . you beggar-cn-horseback] I—
QD00

Jir.%: Waorren had been wory patient.
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I dov't mind!” grinned

THE MAGNET

Now hiz tomper flashed out Ile
reached af the bulking, jecring black.
gusrd on the gate, seized him by the
collar, end shook him like a terrier
shaking a rat.
* Ooooogh 1™
“Urrggeh 1
He yelled s ho tumbled headlong
off the gate. Warren let go his collar,
and ho sprawled
grass by the road.
Jim gave him o glare of angry scorn,
turned on his heel, and walked away.
James =taggpored to his feet. Ha
shook his fist after his eousin, panting
with rage.  Then ho fumbled in his
pocket for his cigarettes.

ey l—

spluttered James.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Loder Wanis ta Know !

“" RICEY, old man!" .
Trot in 1" said Price,
e was slone in Btudy Ne.
4 in the Fifth.
Loder, glancing round, ascortained
ithat fact before he entered.
Loder came in and olosed the deor
“"Where's Warreni” he asked.
“(zone out, T holieve.”

“With Hilton #” asked Loder, with. g W,

EN0REr,

Hilton had been Price’s pal before
Warren camo into the Fifth Form at
{irayfriars. Singce then Hilton had
taken wup foothall and dropped * gec-

gees ™ aned smoles, and had much less
to do with Prieo. 3
“Ililton’s at games praciice, wilth

some of the Fifth, T belicve,” answered
I'rice.

He did not zeem to nolice Loder's
ENeET.

“TAnd  Warron's  ecuthing gpames
practiee, 8 ho-—though Ie's picked out
to play Higheliffe in the first eleven ?*

“I believe he's gone out of gates.
You haven’t como here fo falk zbout
Warren, I suppose?” said Price.

“As a matier of Ffact, I have™
answercd Loder. ‘

Price shifted uncaszily in the arm-
chair.

It was not very long sinde he had
been Jim Warren's eneiny, and had
tried to interest Loder in his belief that
Jim was passing in another fellow’s
name at Greyiriars.

Now_ it was not moerely a belief—he
knew it for a fact. Buf he no longer
wanted to intorest Loder, or anybody
elsa, in it. Warren had dome Lim a

od turn, and they were moro or less
riends now—at all events, they were
no longer fors. Since the day that Jim
had saved Price from being kn
out by James, Price had zaid no word
a%inst him. 2

oder, of course, knew nething of
that. In bis own bitler enmity for his
rival, he Ex;;!wtﬁd to find a kecn zlly
in Price of the Fifth.

“You spun mé a yarn abont thak
fellow Warren,” he went on. “I never
thought there was much in it at the
time. DBut I've been thinking over ib
Binch—"

“0Oh, wash it onk!” said Price un-
egsily. “ Warren™s nobt & bad chap”

“YVeu told me that you actually
heard youog Wharton of the Remove
tell him to his face that he wasn't the
James Warren he saw at Warren Croft
in_the holidays——" ]

“And you said it was all »otl” seid
Price,

“Perhuq;s I did; but sinee—""
“Look here—let Warren alone,™ said
Price. “We're pretiy good {friends in
this study now, and I don’t want any
trouble with the chap.”

“It's & bit late to change your tune
like that after seccusing the fellow of
being an impastor I sncered Loder.

thero, roering, in the.

ocked Co

“Jusi shut up for & winute,, and listen
to me, Pricey! A lot of things have
happened since to make me believo
{here’s something in it—"

“Warren's up to play Iligholiffe, for
instance 1" said Price.

Loder stared at him and scowled.

“"That's got nothing to do with i, of
conrze,” he said.

"I fancy it has—a Iot1” answered

rigo. .

*“Oh, shut up! According to the yain
vou spread, there's a James Warren
somewhors, and that fellow is hevo in
his name. It sounds steep, I luow:
but I believe there’s something i it 1

“You mean, you hepe fhera isl2
sneered Price. 1

“Perbaps I do! I'd like to give the
fellow o fall I said or  vicicasly.
“Anyhow, I'm a Bixth Formn ‘prefect;
and I'm going to pet at the facts. J
admit I laughed ab it when you told

a——

“Leave it ot that then,” said Price.
JBub some things have happetied
since. Warren happencd to be out of
gates when an Qaksholt fnllow came
here once—I know that. Looks as if
ha dodged a.meeting, Now it turns ount
that he's got & counsin named Jomes
arren—a fellow who's been staying
with that rewdy gang at Popper Conrt.
The fellow hes barged into the schaol
twice, and made himself contpicusns—
and he scems to treat "Warren in a
prolity contemptuouz way. Well, I've
been wondering—-""

Prico sat silent.

g knew what Loder waa heginning
to suspeet; but he did not intend to
]mI‘p the bully of the Sixth.

“I've been wondering,” went on
Loder, “whethor that Jamos Warren,
at Popper Court, may be the sama
James Warren whose name that fellow
13 using here. There can’t he an
army of James Warrens about. Vau
had a potty idea that the fellow had
been got out of the way somehow—the
sart of idea Z}'-}u might have got from
the films, knew that was all raot.
Bub 1t miay have suited a chap to made
some sort of am arrangemen M

“Soundes likely, doesn’t £
Prica.

“No, it doesn’t; but it would account
for tho fcllow keeping away, and let.
ting that rotter carry om in his name,
He looks a ﬁarﬁtt thnm;ac?h blackguard
—and I've ]EEE' hiIII'l dreﬁs \E‘guﬂ'mi
s & poor relation. I've no doubf he's
rathor be with that rowdy crew at
Popper- Court than toeing the line at
schoal. k hers, Pri o Fou
kriow whether that outsider at Popper
James Warren or

sa.id

urt i3 the real
not
Loder
blank.
Price did not answer it
“Welli”” rapped Loder.
“I'm going to say nuﬂJm%'
Warren,” seud Price stubbornly, ™1
traated him badly, and he did mo »
jolly good turn—and that's thatl [
don’t cave who or what he 15—I'm zay-

asked that question point-

alnuk

ing nothing against him 1# :

“Will youanswer my quesiiont?

Ak \‘?arrun himself.”

T l!m M‘Eing F.:.u!"?

“Well, I've got nothing to say.”

Loder of tha Hizth stood staring af
Price. This was o quite unexpecied
chocls. . )

Prica vawned and opened his racing
paper again.

for & long minute Toder
gtaring ot hint. Then he bramped onk
of the study and slammed the (dogre
aftor him. _

Priea grinned, and gave his allen-
tion to “goe-zens, 3

Loder woent slowly down the stairs
Jim Warren had worndered whethes

ebool



Head and shoulders hanging down on the inner side of the gale, lo
placed for an application of his own riding-whip.
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Swish !

S
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nilags wriggling on the outer side, James was lavourably
The whip came down on James’ riding-breeches with a crack

that rang lke & pistol shot, * Whooooooop ! > yelled James, ** Yaroooh !™

any Grevirciars fellow would “pnt ftwo
atd two together.™ Loder, spurred on
by enmity, had done so-—and arrived ot
fhe rigat conclusion. But  getting
procof of what he was now sure of was
anotlier matrer

Linder walked down to tho hike-shed
ai last. MHis face wos sct, as he wheeled
bis machine out into the road.

Popper Const was only a few miles
swey. A fellow named James Warren
was staving thero—known to Lo a rela-
{ive of Wavren of the Fifth. Was ho
the fellow whom Warren was pecson-
aling ot the school? e was—if Lo
was the szon of Sir Arthoar Warreen,
Lavonct, But was he the son of the
barvonet of Warren Uroft?

More than onee Loder had scen the
big, beefy, ungainly fellow loafing about,
summetimes with a poun under his arnn, in
Popper Court Weods, onen or twice on
a horse, once on the Sark towpath in
talk with Jim, twiee at the scliool.

He knew him well enough by sight.
™ow the idea was in his mind of eyeling
roundl  mbout Popper Court and its
vieinity—with an cyo open for that
beefy fellow with the square jaw, If he
could get into talls with tho fellow there
vwas a chance of learning what he
wanted to kuow, and it sccned a good
chance.

Linder pedalled away up the Court-
field road.

He was some distance from the sehool,
when he pave a andden start st tho sight
of 8 sturdy, athletie fizuro in tho road
ahead of him.

It was Warren of the Vifth!

Jim did not turn his head ; bt Toder
knew him_ well enough, and his cyes
elinted at his rival’s back.

1ig slowed down. . _

He wondered whether Jim's destina-
fion was the sane az his own,  1le
wirht be waliking to Courifield, but it

was quite likely that he was going to
Fopper Courk to zee that cousin of his.
ko Eﬂ.d cut games practice to go out of
gates, which looked as 1 he had a
special reaszon. ]

Loder stepped off his machine, drew
it into the trees by the readside, audd
parked it there. Ile hod decided at
once to keep his cye on Warren. A
Loder had no objeclion to playing the
spy, if there was a chance of serving
leis oneds therchy,

1lc kept ciose ¥
walking on the grass. If Warren had
logked back, he would probably have
spotted him. But the Fifth Form fellow
did not logk back.

Suddenly be broke into a run and dis-
appeared up the read at great speed.
Loder stared afrer him.  1le  Lad
vanished past a bend in the road.

1lad Warren guessod that Lie was fol-
lowed, and bolted? 1t was not lhat.
"uzzled, Loder kept on lhis way. [Ile
veached the bend and, keeping bBack oul
of view, scanned Lhe road ahead,

To his surprize, he saw Iarey Whav-
ton & Co of the Rewove walking
away towards Clourliield, and Warren
standing near the gate of 1he Fopper
(fourt  bridle-path, and the other
Warren leaning un thoe gate.

Cerald Loder's eves gleamed,

He saw Warren talking to the fcllow
on the gate. 1le saw lum take a lettor
from lus pocket. Was it the leirer he
had scen on the table in Study No. 4-
the nuopened letter [rom Hong Kong?

ITe was suve of it ! o

If ho could only have seen the inside
of that letter ! If he could ouly have
heard what they were saying |

That was impossible. .

But ha «did all Lo conld. Opposite tho
Popper Clonrd pate, on Lhe eiber gibe
of the road. waz a letwe, enclosing o
meadow,  Twavier e voad, Loder cut

to the wayside irees,

along the meadow side of the fence at a
FUTL,

Ile reached the spot opposite the
hridle-path plELE-E'. Through the palings
he watched the two cousins,

Dut the width of a broad countyv
road was betweoen thewy, and be could
not catch o single word that was
uttered,

It was in vain that he strained hLis
cars ! Not even the murmoe of a voice
rcached him. .

But e saw Wareen hiand the lelter to
James, and saw James evumple it and
toss it away in the trees.

Ile grinned as he watched tho sudden
termination of the ifoterview—Warren
shaking James like a rat, and leaving
him sprawling by the gate. IHe watched
Jim Warren stride awny towards 1he
sehinol—James brandishing a savage fist
after him. Then James, leaning on the
gate, lighted a fresh cigaretic.

It was Loder's chanee to speak (o
liim, if be wanted to, and be swoong
]|.in1.];u]f over the fence and erossed b
rouel.

—

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Laoder Tries It On !

AMES WARREN staved nt Loder
as he eams up, with a far from
amiable lack. Ile did not know
him; but he could see that he was

a Ureviriars man—amd Jawmes' feclings
worn hostile [owards Greviriars School
anel all that dwelt therein, Lo

Ilnd the mewcomer been a junior.

James would probabily have wreaked his
evil temper by Lickin Liim harfl.
Tader was a senior, nnf a fairly big
fellew., though not so hefiy as Jawes,
James ren a hostile eve over lim,

(Cwatioued an quge 16.)
Tue Masmer Ly —avo, 1,450
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calenlatine whether it would be sale
fo punch him. He would have punched
Jim Warren for shaking hLim bad it
heen zafe to do so, He was yearnms
ro -punch somebody—preforably some-
hody belonging to Ureyiciers,

“Wiho the dickens are you, and whak
(e thoup do you want? prowled
James nngraciously.  Ile blew ont a
little clond of cigarctie-smoke.

“I've’ been looking for a chance fo
epeak to you,” said Loder. 1 saw vou
wlhen vou came to Creyfriars the other
dlaw™

Grunt, from Jawes,

“T  noderstandd vonre
eomizin,” remarked Laoder.

“No lmsiness of yours1” said James=.

“Ien't 1t the case¥”

Rl ot M

Thia did not look verr promising in
il way of gaining infovmation, loder
was very muich inclined to handlo the
sulky, ill4empered [ellow as Ie Jiad seea
Warren do.  DBot he kept his temper.
e contrived to smila.

UYT'vp been rather inlerested 1o meed
velt,” he tremarled eozually. ¥ You
sy worly father's rather o celebrated
juhimy.” :

Jarmacs stared ab hun. )

“Evervbody’s heard of Sie Avthor
Warren, the famons dipdmant?” suid
Taler agreceably. “1 heae that he's
iaken up a post in China” i

James took the cigarette out of his
ricut i

“iey aoain!” he sneered,

“Nll What do you ncan?™ i
Taoder, taken abaek.

“I mwean what I say!” rvelorted
James. “Youw're luving to pamp e,
Well, try again, and sco w hiak Iuel you
have 1"

Loder breathed hard! It waz nof.
after all, very ecasy fo draw from
James informalion that he Jdid net want
o impart. -

“Tan'b Bir Arvthor your fatheri”
a-ked ab lenglh. : .

“Iladn’'t you beltoe wrile fo China
and ask himy, i you feel juguisitive
ahout i£2" gneriad James.

T.oder reddenad. _

“ Look here, you checky, sulky cnd P
for sabd, with & sudden change of
manner. I saw Warren of the Fifth
shaking von like & rat & few minutes
ago, and if yow're not jolly civil, I'll
o the same—sce " ;

James cyed him, a good deal like o
bulldog. - _ . 3

“Will you? he sail. “Well, Jim
~aag able to do it and geb away with it
And T'H make him squictn for it soma
timwe, tonl But 1 don't faney you
.:=u1'|l& | 'ry it on, if yon like {™

“That follow wha's just shalien ven
like a rat is called Jamos Warron ak
Greyfriars,” snid Todor, bebween his
teeth. * You know whether that's his
name or uol, and you'ro going to tell
ma ¥ .

““{hat'a his name!” grinned James.

Ve Macxer Lispany.—No. 1,150,
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. vour name,
o cnid Loder.

THE MAGNET

“Ef-:lmﬁ a5 mine, as it happens| Any-
thing more you want to know that's not

“Hoe makes out at Greviriars that
he's Bir Arvthur Warren's son

“Loos hai™

“You know he does!” snarled Toder.

“Weoll, if I know, you ncoedn't take
the troubla to tell me!” said James.
“Why not save your breath, Peoeoping
Towm "

“1 bolicve von're the right man, aod
that yvou're lelting that cad carry on in
for some reason or other !

L, Ji. i vour business, Panl Pry !
R 7R

James vawned in his face,

“f want yon to tell me,” snid:Loder
nuietly. “¥ darve say yon can guess that
I'm tovwn on the iﬁ"ﬂl‘:‘. should
imagine vou're down on lum, too, from
the way he handled vyou. I want to
know the facis, to lay them before my
hoeadmasher,™

“{io on wanting 1" jeercd James.

“Will vou tell me$?

For answer, James hlow out another
torvent of smoke—this time into Loder's
fice. Loder was rather used to cigar-
cite-smoke, but the sudden gust of it
made him eough and splutter.

“Urrgpl 1

“1la, ha, hat” roared James.

Loder elenched his hands. Jvidently
Jampes was on his guard, and thero was
nothing to be got from him by guestion-
1ng. ut, remembering how Warren
had handled him, Loder fencicd thero
might be other methods, e camo a
stride mearer James, who backed
againat the gate, watchiog him,

“Now, yvou rotlen cur,™ anid T.-ql:'lr_er,
“yon’re going o auswer my Quesfions.
or 1 poing to thrash you—scef
mean et 17

James  dvopped
cloarolie, 3

“Cloano on ™ he sad.

And, without waiting for TLoder ito
corie on, James stareed in. He led off
with his right, which jolled foreibly on
Linder's pose. . )

Loder, grivting his teell, clozed in on
]|iu1, i|illusg Gk ﬂl:'l"t'.v.‘.*!j'- .

But the beefy Jawes stood wp to him,
hitling ot quiito as ficveely, with all his
savaen ill-temper behind the blows.

1i was Loder who backed nway firsi,

Yoouler haed mende rather a mistake.

Having sern Warren shake the hulk-
ing fellow like @ rot, and heave him
sprawling, the bully of the Bixth sup-
posed that Jumes was o fellow  whe
could DL bullied with Dbopumty; and
ballyinge maethods suited Loder. Dok
James had learned, i mere then one
tongh tussle, that Jim was more than
a maolch for him. Ile lLad yet to
learn whether Loder was

And, in point of fact, Loder was not

Jomes was rather younger than the
CGreviriars prefeet; but ho was quito
av big, and a good deal heavier. Bo
fur from leiting Loder havo it all lis
own_ way, James was quite ready for
trouble—in fact, lis savage, apgressive
temaper nade him quite keen on il
A whopping wilh hizs own riding-whip
from the Remove fellows, and a shalk-
ing from Warren of the Iifth, made
James ecarer to “take 16 out” of
sompeliody, and Loder, unintentionally,
had oficred Limsell as o vietim,

Loder backed, and James camo on,
slogging.

Tle grinned savagely as he slogped,

“Thrash me, will you, you spying
ralier 1" said James. “Get on with i,
vou prying hound!  Got to ik, my
pippin '

Loder backed rvichd across the road.
James  followed him  up  till  they
reached the fence on the other side.

There Loder had to stop, with his
back 1o the fence,

Iis  halfsmoked

By that {ime Loder realized that lis
had bitten off mwre than he counld
masticato, and was sincerely repentant
that he had picked trouble with War-
ren’s eousing, Buab it was rather too
late for that.

“Look here! Keep off, vou vaffian !

panted Todor. “I-1 don't wanl a
row with you[”
“Changed your mind?’ grinned

Jamos, punching.

“Ow ! Ohl Keep off, vou hooligan 1™

“Ha, ha, ha!l” roared James.
Ele was feeling better. In fact, la
was guite enjoying himsclf, Lodos

had given him a few knocks; but be
was knocking Loder right and lefi.
“I pgive you best!™ panted Loder
dﬂs‘perntﬂ}}z s
I'm not  hnished wof,” griuncd
James, “Take that, and that 1™
Loder went over, iltnd]ﬂl‘lg+ it a bed

of nettles af the foot of 1ho fonee. Rle
gprawled theve, panting,

James  slood  and  roarved  wiih
laughter,

“Getting up ¥ he azked.

Twl No!” panted Loder.

“ I fetch my whip !'? roared Jumes,
“Hza, ha, ha!™

o cut across 1l road to (he gale
where he had left the riding-wlop
Iyinzg., Loder leaped to his feot. lle
fhiad had enouplh of James—more than
enouglt. He was not seeking more in-
formation from James, cither by peace-
ful metheds or warlike. 1le wanted lo
sev the last of Jumes—quick! He did
not wait till James got back with his
riding-whip. Ile  clomberod ol
scrambled  over the fence, and cut
across the meadow.

Looking bacl from the other zide of
Ui meadow, e was thankful tluat the
frucilent James was not puraning. 1le
Liad como out that afrernoon in search
of James; but he had seen altogether
too much of James!

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Catspaws Wantled !

SAY, you fellows——="
T How did Buoanter know woe

had & {in of toffees ™™ asked Dol

(£ E
Clherry,

“I1a, ha, ha!

“(h, really, Cherry *—Bunier in the
docrway of Slwdy No, 1 in ilie e
move,  blinked o reproachiul  blivk
through his big spectacles—"I never
koew anything of the sort! It's a bit
thick that a fellow can't lock inle a
study  without being supposl 1o be
after tuck! Still, 'l have sowme of
the toffens, old chapl™

And Buonter hiad somie.

He jommed as wmany  inle  his
eapacious month as that large  re-
coptacle could conveniently held. 1fe

fiook m further supply in his fat paws,
lost they should all be gone before lw
had disposed of the first lot. |
“Leave us g fow,' said Johinny Ball,
with deop sarcasm. .
“Ia has—just & few,” grinned Bob,
“The fewlulness s ferrific " re-
maorked Hurres Jamset Bam Singl.
“1 say, wou follows!" Duanler's
voice came a little manflled theongh e
toffees. 1 sow, this ain't bad toflfpe!
Mot like our chief makea for e when

I'm at Lome at Dunter Court, of
COUTSC. BEut  quite— Grouvugl |
Dooogh! Oocke !

“Ouite what ¥ ashed Tob.

“Yaoogh!” Bome of ihe toflces
seorned to have gode down ihe wrong
way., It was a vase of more Imsiv atd
lees speed. " Wooogh 1

“Is  that Tialian or
ashed Fol.

“Wuarrgh ! Gurrgzh !®

Ethiopian??



Runter, for 2 minule or iweo, was
husy, Me coughed, he gasped, and he
spluttered, The Famous Five, eatin
toffces at & more moderate rate o
speed, watehed the performanco with
smiling interest.

“Y ga oogh—1 say—woogh—I say,
you fellows*'—Bunter got going agam
at last—"1 zay, that heast Loder—"
Y 0h, blow Loder 1" eaid Bob Cherry.
“(live us a rest ahouts Loder!”

"That's all very well,” zaid Bunter

warmly, “Tho beost hasn’t  beeon
whopping you—"

I haven't lwen pinching  his
covamels, or mopping ink over hia

napper,” ehuckled Bob,  “VYou can't
expect proefects te Lke thezo things®
“I sav, he woull have let me off
nbout the ink if he could have t
Warren I" seid Bunter. “He'd rather
have whopped Warren, Just beeauso
he conldn™ zet Warren, he's foking it
agut of me. Treocherons beast, you
know ! Ie eouldn’t whop me for the
ink, heeause YWingate did, so he mado
ont fhat I'd = ed his ecaramels in
hi= study., I teld you fellows—"
“And didn'ts yvou? asked Harry
Wharton, laughing. _
“Certainly not! T hope I can be
rusted in o siwdy with & few misor-
ahle caramels. Besides, hao left them

there on purpose—that’s why he sent

me to the study: It was a plant”

“11gx, ha, ha 1" .

“ Blessed if I zee anything to cackle
ai! I was only going to toke ono;
Imt they all went, somehow, Not that
| touched them,” added Bunter hastily.
“T Jdon't mean that. Tho fact is, I
nover saw ithem there at all”

YOk crumbs I

Hile gave me &1x," went on Buonter.

“Caramels 1™

“Ng, you ass~whops! Bix fearful
whops on the bage!” said Bunter.
“Making out I'd had his caramels!
l’nll !ga*-'uﬁmm to Quelch about it, but
—ht———

“Vou fat assl” roarved Tob. “Yom
did pioch the caramels, and it served
vou jolly well right to get whopped
for it. Loder laid a trap for you, bub
6 was your own feult you got n:an%h!;
in it. Why can't you leave other icl-
lows' tuek alona?" '

Y, really, Cherpy—-="

“Keap your estecmed hands from
ihe pickiulness and tho stealfulness, my
ahsurd Bunter V™ advized Hurree Jam-
set Rom, Singh.

“IE that's all you've got to gay to a
Remove chap, ballied by a beast like
Lader, I ecan auly say—— Got eny
more toffee '

“Ifa, ha, hal"™

“What anre you cackling at now
vou futheads?  Cackle, eackle” said
Bonter.  *“ Rather mean of you, I
think, to finish the {offeo while a fel-
low's talking. Well, I'm " going (o
maka Leoder sib uﬁ_ for it. Tha worm
will turn I said Billy Buuter darkly.

“Well, you're ratlier s worm, cfd
fat man I” agreed Bob,  “How aro
you going to turn?”

“Beast! I mean, I want you fellows
to lhelp—=*

“I fancied . that was
grinned  Bob, “What's ihe pro-
granme, old fat bean?  Awe we to
boil Loder in_eoil, or strew the hungry
churehyard wilh hia bonesi
_"0h, den't be an aszs§” said Buntex
irritebly, *What about o rag in his
?!?g.ﬂ Smashing it up right and
E' F

“Yee; I can see this party smashing
up & Bixth Form siudy right and
left,” said Fronk Nugent, laughing.

“T've theught it out,” said Bunter.
“You know whai hsppens  next

coming,”

he's =0 wild with Warren,

eleven matches.s
whera neoar thoe Houso,
o out of

EVERY SATURDAY

Wednesday—the first ¢loven mateh with
Higheliffe. If Loder wedges into the
team, he will be playing, and safe off

ilie spot,™
" Loder won't, fathead!

; That’s why
lincanso he
fancies that Fifih Form chap  bas
imﬁ: ed his place.”

ell, you know what lie did Dbe-

fora the 5t. Jim's match—hacked the
chap, and erocked him,” said Dunter.

“He might do that again.”

“ A bit too palpable, if he Jid,” suid
Baob, with a eclivekle. “I don’t fancy

Wingato would reward him with War-

ren's place 1f he knocked the chap

aut,”

“Well, if he isn't playing, ho's sure
{o be watching the game,” said Bunter.
“All the school tums up for thoe first
He won't ba any-

Ever{hﬂdg will
doors, and it will bo. per-
fectly zafo for you fellows to geb mto
his study.”
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“Wo shall bo watching the match,

too.*

“You can cut ihat out”
“T'll watch

Buntcr,

safd

i, 1f you tike,

and” tell you about 1t afterwards.”

Y Oh scissors ™

“ Besides, it won't take you, lm_'!g;-ﬂ

five of you,' srgucd Bunter.

LU ST

Eﬂt intp Loder's study while every-

odv’s on the football

1.l ‘D .:...r.e?lj

rounc.™
rinned Jobhnny Bull,

“¥es, old chap. In fen minutes or
=0 you can make a wreck of tho place.

'1"11&& a

“ Chopper!

ﬂiﬂiﬁpﬁ:l‘—‘-""*”
“ A—n—p what i pas
I'll sneak that chopper

Bob,

from CGosling’s wood-shed, and havo it

recady for you
part.

I'm ready

to do my

Taka the chopper and hang

everything to bits ripht and Jeft—"

Tho Famous Five ;f
the fat Ow

Evi cltz-nﬂ%'
and way

ke mood.

Loder,

azed ot Bunter.
was in o fioree

no donldt,

(Continued on next pagdl)

I e

s f
When frst to Greyiriars School there
came
A smali Celestial {oft
Whoe answered, when we acked his
pame,
““Hop HI 1 *—we zaid, * Hop o119
Perhaps we kicked Rim for his cheek
Beolore we understood
That even Chingmen can speak
The truth when it is good.

—n-zd

To Groyiriars ears it sounds absurd.
Hop H1! Wun Lung! My batl

But in the Flowery Land, I've heard
They all have names 1tke that 1

I Greylriars were in Chiga, then
*Twould be a jolly rag,

With Quelch as Mr, Tan Yung Men,
And Prout as Chip Me Wag !

-I—--i-u—

F-—El-—

HT HI regards tha Brilish Isles

5 ** vally nicee spot 1™

But thinks his own great Land of Smiles
The best of all the lot ?

And that’s the proper attitude,
We all agres with that :

It you knew one who didn't, you'd
Consider him a rat |

e

““You say your grandlather !* 1 ¢tied,
* Would whack your pater—eh? "
He nodded calmly and replied :
** Me plenty muchea say I
Glandtather Wun keep blgges stick,
If Tather no legard,
Glandfather catchee plenies

ulek
And whackee muochee hur-? 1

We'd think it

guad.

The honoured

“A change is_all tn the good|™

rernarked the G
when he was ordered to ho

interview

HOP HI

the Chinese junior in the Second
Form,

-
Hop Hl—or Wun Hop HI fo pul

The surname on

I3 Wun Lubhg's youn
His mother’s not t

bls name—

game

For In the cusiom of the East

One hride
A dozen hrides to

m there m

the

And eut the wadding cake ]

To Britons this sounds rather quesr,
But let us not condemn ;

When Chinamen are over here
Wae're just as qualnt to them 1

For people’s ways In every land
Are proper In iheir sight,

And foreigners must understand
Whatever Is, Is right 1

reyiriare Rhymester,

p off and

r brother, bot

take
ast

e |

For once 1 didn't have to plead
Interview,
i sald : ** Me velly pleased Indeed

To
Hop

el m

To {eilee things to you !
Me velly well blought uph" said he,

¢ My father muches g

mi

Supposez he no whaekeo me,

Glandfather whackee him !

S
“ @andfather always velly gleat,

The househoid evely

day

Go In to visit him in state
To Haten what he say !

Supposes glandfather [eel closs,

It velly badee time [ *
{And hcre I'm somewhat at 2 loss—

1 cannot find a rhyme 1)

— e
I we wera Chinamen, T fear

very odd

It Quelch's father should appenar
And chase him round the

However, we shall all agrea
That Chinamen are sage
To make thelr arisiocrocy

ona of age,
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had whopped him not wisely, but too
well,  Buot this really was startling 1

“1 ean sec ma hanging & Sixth Ierm
slidy to bits with Gosling’s  wood-
chapper,” gasped Bob, “Sounds sort of
likely and probable.”

* The bangfulness to esteemed bits will
nntlhe iory r_u'; " i

“I hope wvou fellows aren't going to be
funky., pe it's absolutely E-ﬁi:?," urgoed
Dunter, “I'l keep wateh for Lnder, in
ense ho comes near the Howse while
you're at it, I say, i8 ik & go?”

i M Not

“Is it?” gasped Wharton,
guite | No | ;

“Well, lock here, you men,” said Bob
Clierry, with o wink at his comrades,
“it'a no end of a stunt !  Loolis safe,
teo—as Dunter says——"

“Bafo es houses!” sald Dunter
cagorly,

“ Mo dangor at all—"

“Not a hit, old chap 1"

"YWell, then, what aboub iR¥%" [ suid
Tich. “DBeing so perfectly safe, Buntor
can do the ngu per business 1in Loder's
study, and we'll keep watch while he
does it. 'That all right, Bunter?”

The eager expression faded from Billy
Dnnter's fat countenance. It did nef,
somehow, pcem all right.

“Good cgg!” eaid Frank Nugent
heartily. *“And when Buntor's sacked
for it, we'll see him off from Greyfriars
—with pleasurs !

“The pleasureininess will be tervific 1

“"YTou silly idictsl” gasped Bunter.
“T didn't mean thatt I—I don't exactly

went to chop wp Toder's  sludy
mnvaolf—"

“Ha, ha, hal"

“Whal I mean is—"

“We know exactly what you mean,
old fot man!” chuckled Bob, “You

mean you want some caispaw to pull
vour jolly old chostnuts out of the fira!
Look in some ofthor stndy ¥

“I moean=——"

* Now-wow [

“You fcllows are a roilen Iot of
funke,” eaid Dunter seornfully. *1 5‘:1F-
pose vou'ra afraid of Loder. I'm jolly
well notl Who's Loder? A rotton,
gneaking, bLullying beast! The worst
cad at Creyfrisrsl And I've got the
pluck to tell Loder so to his face, if
vou fellows haven'sl I—"

“Hallo. hallo, hallo 1" ejsenlated Tiob
Cherry, as {hiare was & footsiep in the
passaze. “Is that Loderit™

Bunter jumped.

“0Oh crikey ! Oh lor’ I I--T say, you
foliows, do vou tlink hie heard me?
I eay, ders’t fell him I'm here!
soissors 1

Bunter nose-dived under the table,
palpitating.

#Ha, ha, hal” shricled the Famons
Five.

The footstops passed the doorway., It
was not Loder. 1t was Vornon-Smitlh
of thoe Remove who passedd.  The
Tigunder paunsed, and glanced 1n at the
open doorway,

“What's ihe jolly old jokei" Le
askod.

“Bunler [ answered Fob., “He was
just telling us the names he was going
to call aoder, and he scems to havae
faneied that Loder might have heard
him——"

“Is—isz—1sn't that Foder?” gasped
Bunter. e bLlinked ont from under
the table at the grinning Boundor in the
doorway., "0Ob, you beast! Tulling
my leg! Doast!”

“Ha, i, ha 1"

Billy Bunier erawled ont from nnder
ilia table. Ile pave the chiums of the
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Temorve a devastating Llink through his
spectacles and rolled out of Btudy Ne. 1,
leaving them rearing.

P . -

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
In the Hollow of His Hangd !

IM WARREN came out of the
changing-room with a ruddy, cheer-
ful face, He had been clanging,
afler games-practice with the first

cleven,

Warren's place in the Greviriars Iirst
was now definitely settled, and he was
eelected to play in the team  against
Higheliffe School, the next big fixture
on the Lat,

Good as Warren wag in class, winning

olden opinions from*his Form-master,

r. I'rout, Warren was very keen on

simes, amd he was looking forward with
wppy anticipation to the Higheliffo
match, When he was thinking of Soeeer,
ha was able to dismiss his troubles and
worrica from his mind-—and he had more
fthan usually fell to the lot of o Fifth
Form fellow at Greyiriars.

Loder followed him out,

Lioder had beon at the practice, too,
and he was siill showing the uncom-
manly goord form he had developed of
late, Ile was not in the same strect with
Warren, but the Greyiriars captain had
been very pleased by the improvemont
in him, and sti]ll more by the keenness he
showed. Loder was a rosorve—if a
reserve was wanted.,  There was little
doubit that, had not Jim Warren been
available, Taoder wonld have been
chosen. And it was in Loder’s mind
mow that Jin: was nol going to Lbe
aveilahle.

Hao tapped Warren on the elbow,

“Clome along to my study, will vou i
ho asked.

“T'd rallier not, thanks,” answered
Warren, Ide spoke eivilly enough; ho
did nob wank rows with Loder. }ignder:d,
having seen the offorts tho slacker of the
sixth was making to poull up, Warren
folt o ceortain amount of sympathy for
him,

“I want o fow waorde with you,”™ said
Tooder quietly, “¥You'd beticr come,
don’t want to shout it out.”

Warren's foce scb.

“1f you've got anything to say to me,
all Groyfriars can hear it,” he answered.

“I hardly think you'd say so if you
Lknow what it waa ™ grinned L::der.

“0Oh, chuek it !” snapped Warren im-
patiently. “ What's the good of keeping
up this fatheaded feud. er? You're
making & {fool of yourself. It's for
Wingete to ?ic:]r. out the men for thoe
cleven—I ecouldn’t refuse wlhat he offered
me if I wanted to.”

“You could stand out if wou liled.”

“Well, I gertainly don’t like ! said
Warren, loughing. “I'm as keen on
Soccor as vou arpo—rather more, I think.
Hrom what I've heard, vou'vo generally
beon o bit of a slacker at games™

“I should be in the first eleven now il
von weran'k standing in my light*

“Possibly., The same applies to any
otlicr man in the team, I suppose. Why
dou’t vou ask Blundell, or Potter, or
Crwynne, or Sykes, to stand out and
make room for you "

“That's an easy one,” snid Lader, in
a low, cacl voice. “] haven't got Blun-
dell or Pottor, or Gwynne or Sykes,
under my thumb.”

“Nor mo, I suppose?” said Warron,
staring. :

“That's where vou are mistaken, Will
vou come to my study and telk it over®™
asked Taoder.

“No,” answered Wareen; “I won't!
YWhat is there to talk over? Ilave you

gat on some pew scheme for cracking me
for the game? If you had, I supposo
you wouldn't warn me first,”

Lioder's cheoka Aushed.
T'wo or three fellows,
at them rather curionsly. Loder was
silent.  He had sumetﬁing to say to
Warren, and was going to say if; bul ho
did not want other ears to hear.

“You'd better keop clear of
added Warren,

ssing, glanced

me,”
“1 repeat that you're
making a fool of yourzelf. Ounly the
other day a silly fag swamped ink over
you, and you tried to make zourself
belicva that I'd donoe i, You really
ought 1o have a little more sense,
Loder.”

“I've gob something Lo tell you=——

Y Rot 1™

“Will yvou corae to my study ¥

£ Hn‘ !11-

Loder sot lus lips,

“I'l tell you here, then, and you can
take your chance of othors hearing,”
But he sank his voico low as he went on:
“I've suspected for o good time now
that Price’s yarn aboutl you had some-
thing 1n it. I'vo gol en to the facts
now—1I saw you vesterday when you met
that cousin of yours at the bridle-palk
at Popper Court.”

Warren's lip curled.

“Spying " he msked contempiucusly.

“f saw vou hand him a letter—which
I jolly well guessed was the lelier you
had from Hong Kong and dared not
open becauwse it wasn't yours!”

“You can guess what wvou like:!™
Warren smiled s little as he seanned
Loder's face. “I'd noliced that you
looked & bit damaged—did vou pick &
row with my consin? He'zs rather a
hard hitter when his temper's up "

“ Wever mind that,” muottered Lodern
“That letter from Hir Arthur Warren.
at Hong Kong is enough—meore fhan
cnough—to give away vour game here.
Your heoligan cousin chucked it away—
do you rememberi”?

Warren started a little,

“I remember!” he said, in a low
YO,

“T went bacl: later and looked for
it,” said Loder, his eyes gleaming, “I
waitad till that ruffian was elear and
went back—"

Hao

Jim Warren ¢aught his breatls,
could guess what was coming now,

“I had about an hour's search for it,"
went on Leder, “but I found it! I've
got it " .

“You've read it ¥

“In the cirenmstances I fell enliiled
to read it—""

“You mean that yon are an unserupu-
lous, prying spy 1" said Warren con-
temptuously,  *Well, you've recad the
letter ! What next i

“What next " sneered Loder. *What
do vou expeet next? You get a lelter
addressed to James Warren—the nomo
vou use here—and instead of opening if,
you take it to another James Warren
A give it to Iim. What does that look
like?™

“Is that allt .

“It looks,” said Loder deliberately,
“ge if that hooligan Warren at Popper
Clourt iz tho Warren that was coming o
Greyfriars this terms the eson of Bir
Arthur Warren, The fellow in whose
name vou are hore™

He pauzed. y

“Phat fellow's in the game,”™ he said:
“ He won't own up o it, and you won't.
Na %nad gc-inpi to the Head with that.
But f’t‘

*h

o got the lettor | The letter’s a
proof. You konow what's in 117"

Warren did not speak,

“That letter,” said Loder, in low,
concentrated tones, *i1s proof that
you're not the fellow you make your-
golf out to be. LEvery ling in it suows



“* Look IIEI'B& keep 'Elﬂ;,.
ames.

that it’s written to o different sort of
ghap. The old bean mentions half a
dozen disgraceful rowa his son’s been
in. Does that look like you—the model
of the Fifth Form 7" grinned Loder.

Warren still stood silent. Perhaps he
was trying to think how to counter this
ntterly unexpected blow, But his hand-
sgoma faco expressed nothing.

" He mentions, over and over sgain,
his wish that la zom would take up
games,” went on Loder. “He par-
ticularly mentions how it pained him
whon he heard from Oskshott, that his

son had been punished for dodging f

ames and going out smoking. 03
ab look like you—keen as mustard on
ﬁﬂ.mes from the day you came, and in

16 firgé eleven?'

Warren made no eign,

"He says, three or four times over,
that he hopes you have given up the
bad babit of smoking, and how shocked
he was, in the holidays, to see that your
teath were discoloured 1*% tobacco.
Yours I'"* grinned Loder. * You've got
teath like milk, and zo gm: had the day
you cama hera. Teeth black with baccy
on the laet day of tho hals—whito as
milk on tha first day of term.  Think
that will wash "

Ha chuckled,

“Thaera's 2 lat mare,” Lo zaid, ¥1
wan't recite it all, yon know what's in
{ho letler. But evory line, nearly evory
word, proves that the letter is wrillen
to & chap uphke youw—uttariy unlike, in
looks, and manners, aud theughts, and
setions. Im overy zingle thing ! As zoon
as Dr. Locke sees that leifer hoe will
know that you'ra no more James
Warren, Bir Arthur's gon, than you're
Christopher Columbus i

Jim did mot need Loder to iell him
ihat. He know that the letter {rom Siv
Arthur Warren waa enough, more than
anough, to reveal to the least suspicious
headmasier that it was not writien to
him, bt to a Jellow wniike him o every
way.

ou roflan [ ™ panied Loder desperately.
a that, and that | ** .

EVERY SATURDAY

L2
‘.'j .

it

|
V

If the headmaster of Greyfriars saw
t]':ini: lﬁ?tﬂr—-—d 4 -

4 drew 3 deg aep breath.

Well 29 gpinn]?ﬂ’i Lodey.

“Well 1" said Jim quictly, “I'm not
defending myself to youw, Loder. If I
%q up to the ITead 1 may have some-
thing to say. Certainly I shall not say
it to you. You'ra a prefect, and if you
think it your duty to place that lotter
before your headmaster, I ean hardly
ask you to stop. Only I can't soo why
you've told me about it first®

“You're fairly zimple and innocent
or a spoofing mpostor,” :said Lodoer,
with o speer, ' 1'va got the letter in a
safe place. Don’t fancy you can handls
mo and get it in a quiet zpat. 'm not
carrying it in my poeclct. T'va pob if,
and I'm keoping it, zafe! I'm in no
hurry to show it to tho Head,™

Warren looked at Dhim, a muts
queztion.

" I'va got you,” said Loder, =lowly amd
deliberately, “in the hollow of my
hand. I can get you kicind out of tho
school 28 a lying impostor any minuote
I choose. I'm poing to make you ton
ithe line, Jim Warren—if your name's
Jim Warren, I'm keeping that letier
over your head. T've had pleniy of
cheek from you, now youw'ro going to
danco fo my tuno.”

“That sort of ﬂ:uing 13 called Tael-
mail ¥ said Jim Warren, in a low
voica,

Loder lavghed.

“Call it what son Lke, I'm naot par-
ticular in dealing with an impostor ]
Tha brst thing von're poing to do is 10
rosign from the first cleven,”

“Bo that's it

“That's it !** snid Loder,
over 1™

ITa left it at that, and walked away
whistling. Warren ttood quite siill for
some moments staring aller i, Ha
wig ot his encmy’s mwerey, and held in
tlie hollow of his ham !

“Think it

Ijh‘!lfu"j

g { l
i

1

“1 glve you best 1" “I'm not flnished yet,*
Loder went over In a bed ﬂIFnHtﬂﬂE, sprawliog and panting. L
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THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
More for Bunter !

ILLY BUNTER grinned,

B Ho rolled into thn Rag affer
prep with that wido zrin ex-
panding his slready cxzpansive

moutl, till the saome strorched almost

from ono fat ear to tho other.

Bunter seemed amused,

“I say, you fellows!™ ha zquenled.
“I say—he, he, ha! Loder—he, he, lin)!

“What's tho latest?™ yawnol Bob
Clli!l':'¥+

“1 faney Loder will be fearfully waxy
soon I* grinned Bunter. “T1 zar, you
fellows, keep it dark. I =av, you'ra
funky of that heast Loder. = You
wouldn't have the noerve to eall him a
heastly bully.™

“Well, I should guard wilh my Jalg if
I did I** remarked [i"mh Cherry. “Dan't
tell us you'se been calling Loder faney
names bike that (™

1 jolly well have I chuckled Bantap,

“You've called Loder of the 2ixif
n_ heastly  bully " exclainwes]  Ilavry
Wharton.

“¥es, rather! Thosa vory wonls 1P

Quite a number of fellows =lavad af
the grinning Owl. It wes the general
opimion 1t the Remove that Gerald
Loder was a beastly bully. Pt fow,
if gny, thought of telling hin so.

Lower TFourth fellows really could
not tell SBixth Form prefecls  such
things as that.

And nobody was likely to beliove that
Bunter had. TE he had, it was extremely
improbable that he would have heen
grinning afterwards.

“ Gammon * said Bkinner.

“Rot 1" said Peter Toddd, Tl ui
anather 1
“And an eazior one!™  sumges{ed

Hazeldene.

“1 didn’t exactly call him a beastly
bully to his face, you know I caxplainad
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Bunter.  “Dut I've done it, all the
satme ! I'vo just boen to his study—-""

“And said it when Loder wasn't
there ¥ asked Bob.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“I'vo written it down !"" said Bunter,
"Sec? TLoder had a Latin exorcise on
tha tablet I've writtem across it
* FPeastly Buolly1*

“You howling ass |” exclnimed Poter
Todd, in alarm. *Think Loder won't
knew vour serawl i

“He, he, hel T did it in print
letters 1" grinped  Bunter, " Bi
capitals!  Flow will he know who di
that?"”

“What a jolly old strategist!” said
Vernon-Smith, staring at the fat Owl
“Bunter's petting quite bright ™

“T faney I'm all thero 1" said Bunter

eomplacently.  “I'm pretty wide, you
know 1™
“The wideiulness 13 terrifie, my

peteomed fat Banter.”

“#a, ha, hal®

“Y¥ah! You wouldr't have the nerve
to o to Loder’s study and call him a
beastly bully, Tonky” said Bunter dis-
dainfully. *“You wouldn't, Smithy !
1'm the fellow to take risks! I watched
the brute po into Walker's study, and
then nipped in and did 8! 1 saw,
vou fellows, faney Loder’s face when he

acs back to his study and finds his
.atin exercise spoiled, and ¢ Deastly
Bully * written across it in big Ietters|
Ho, b, he!™

There was a lavgh in the Rag.

WNo donbt it was rather a jest on
T.oder of the SBixth, There was no doubt
at nll that he would be waxy. Ha
wns ecrtain to boe deeply infuriated by
siich an act of cheeky impertinence. 1t
wus cortain, too, that he would leavo
no stonn unturned to discover who had
done it. And if he made the discovery,
it would be no jest for DBuntor! .

“Keep it dark, of course,” said
TNunter. “If Loder comes and asks
guostions, you jolly well keep it dark.
1f o asks sbout me, you can toll hum
that I was here, with all you fellows,
when I was in his stndy. You can tell
him, Wharton, ihat T came down from
prep witly you, and haven't been out of
the Rag sinee——" :

“lan 17" ejaculated tho caplain of
{he Remove.

“Yas, old chap. Tl do as much for
vou snother time.”

“You hlithoring owl—'

“Oh, really, Wharfon——"

Temple of the Fourth came into the
Nag. He glanced round over the crowd
of juniors there.

*‘jBnntnr hore 7 he asked. <O, hore
Loder's looking for

vou are, DBunter!
rou 1" )

Bunter jumped. <

“ I.L-Li-Lodor " hie ejaculated. .

“Yes o looks rather wild,” said
Temple. “What the dooce have yvon
boen doin' to Loder 7 Droppin’ ink on
his napper againt”

E0h :Frllm-y 1" gasped Bunter.

The grin vanished from his fat face,
T+ was replaced by on expression of
wiler dismay.

“I—1—1 say, you fellows, dulale vom
think Loder suspects that I dud it¥”
pasped DBunter. i

* Fooks Tiko it 1" grinned Ilob Cherry.
“{f eourse, he might be Ieoking for yon
Lecause vou'ro sueh a nice ¢hap, ond
hi wants some good eompany 1

“Tho mightiulness is terrifie

"Ha, ha, ha!”

“"Tnt, 1 Eltg’, how eculd ho know '
gacpod the Owl of the Hemove. 1
tel! you I did it in eapital leiters, and
the benst was in Walker's study, end the
door shug! Oh lor® M
2 Taweky you're not funky of Loder, old
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man !” chuckled the Bounder. “You'll
necd all that nerve you were talking
about just now ™

*Oh erikey 1M

“ Ialle, hallo, hallo ! Here he comes I

Loder of the Sixth appeared in the

doorway of the Rag. He looked
“waxy.” On that point there was no
shadow of doubt. He looked fearfully
waxy !

o had his ashplant under one arm,
az Bunter noted with dismay, In ona
hand ho carried & writtenn sheet of
paper.

No doubt that was the Latin exercise,
arross which Bunter had written his
opinion ol the bully of the Sixih. Loder,
noe donbt, did not like being termed o
bheastly bully | Still less did he like
having amw exercize spotled, ke had to
show that paper up in the Sizth Form
Room on tho morrow, He was not
likely to do so with Bunter's inseription
written across it,  That meant a job
of re-writt for Loder.

“Where's Buntor 7 hooted the Sixth
Former, as he tramged angrily into the
Bagr. “Is he horo!

“Ow! Nol" gasped Bunter.

*You chieoky young scoundrel

“Oh, really, Loder! I-—-1 never did
It wasn't e,

I!.l‘

Loder

“*What wasn't you?” asked Loder
grimly.

“Ohl Nothing,” gasped Bunter. [ie
renlisod that he was giving himsclf awany
hy too prompt a denial before he was
oopused. mean, I don't know
what I've done—I1 inean, what's been
done. DBut whatever it was, I nover did
it! I'vo been here all the time——"

“¥You wrote this I roarcd Loder,

He held up the Latin paper. All oyes
fixedd on 1f. Bome of the fellows had
wondered how Loder had jumped to it
so quickly that Dunter had left that
messago in bis study, DBut as soon as
they looked at the spoiled exercise, they
know.  Across it, in sprawling capitals,
was wriifen

“BEESTLY DOQLEY ™

e T

There was a yell in the Rag. The
matter was serious—for Bunter. But
really, the fellows could not help it
They roarad!

“Ha, ha, ha!" _

The fat and fatuous Owl had, after
oll, left o cluo behind him—in his re-
Billy Bunter was
the enly fellow at Greyiriars who spelt

nite like that. Even Coker of the

Yiftle, though ho ran Bunter cloze in the
gpelling line, was only an also ran, ns
it woere,  “Beestly booley ™ had been
written by Dunter or nobody !

#“Yuul—=I =ay. I-=I «idn’t do that,
Loder ! proaned Bunter. “1 don't geo
why you showld pick on me I—I
tlon’t think you're a beastly bully,
Lodler! I mean, I know you can’t help
it! I haven't been in your study since
prop. ¥You ask all thesa fellows. They
know I was here when I was thore—I
mean when I wasn't there—2"

“I shall have to write this paper
ngain,” said Loder., “I'll teach you to
gk up o Bixth Form man's Latin
papors, you young rascal ! Dend over IV

“(h tor' M

The laughter died away in the Rap.
What fellowed was no laughing matter
—pspecially for Bunter!

Loder laid on “six ™ as if he were
brating carpet.

"'hen, scowling, hie tucked his ashplant
under his arm and walked out n:-F the
Hag, leaving Billy Bunter exceeding
the greatest cofforts of tho celebrated
Dull of Bashan, that was famcd for its
roaTing |

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
No Surrender [

o ARRIEN, of coursel”
et Bob Cherry.

“Oh, rather!” said Dab-
ney of the Fourth,

“Best of the bunch I remarked Hob-
son of the Shell.

“Jolly good man, anvhow ! said
Harry Whnrtun. “He put up a great
gamo against Rookwood, and he will
male Higheliffe git up and take notice 1

“What-ho 1" gaid Bob.

In_ break. on Wednesday morning, a
crowd had gathered to look nt 'llhﬂ
notice-board.  Or, rather, at one speeial
papor on the board. That paper was
in Win%ate‘s hend, and gave the list
of men for the Higheliffe match,

Evervbody knew that “J. Warren”
would appear there. Btill, everybody
was pleased to seq it there. Jim Warren
was popular all tloough the sehool, and
ll;lsd guecess as a footballer pleased every-

ody.

There was only one exeception, Loder
of the Bixth came along to look, and
his face darkened at what he saw.

Binca his talk with Warren op the
s_ublject of the letter from [long Ivong,
Lodor had not spoker to him, or sought
him out in any way. o had no doubt
that his tloeat wonld be suflicicnt, and
he left it at that,

Nothing had been heard of Warrer's
resignetion from the hest eleven; bt
Loder bad no doubt that he would stand
out, because, in the circwmstances, ho
wortld not dare to keep in.

If he did-——-

Loder breathed hard at that theouglt.
Every timo he had seen Warren since, Lo
had looked at him, but had bLeen able
to read nothing in his face. He had an
uncomfortable feeling that the fellow
degpised him, and disregarded him and
his threats, Yet, surely, that was not
pessible  Undeor Leder’s thumb, ho had
to danca to hiz fune!

Now it was the morning of the High-
cliffie fixiure; and here was the nome
of J. Warren in the football lList. If
Warren was ieavmg] it lats before he
stepped out, he was leaving it very late
indeod.

Tho comments of the crowd, seniors
end juniors, gathered before the notice-
board, fell disagreeably on Loder’s cars.
The fellow whs some sort of an impostor
—at all events, he was under false
colours at the school, thovgh even Loder
could not think or say that he bad dono
any harm there. REven Loder had to
admit that, but for that one chink in his
armour, Jim Warren was o fellow of
whom any school might have been proud,
Still, he was not the fellow he made
himzelf out to be. Loder had proof of
that now, safaly locked up in a drawer
of the desk in his study. Yet, impostor
as he was, overybody scemed to like
him, and rejoice 1n his pood luck., Few
liked Loder—if any |

There were fellows in all Forms in
that little crowd—>5Sixth and Fifih
seniors; Bhell and Fourth, and Remoye:
faps of the Third and Second—and they
all talked in the same strain, Fellows
who had hardly spoken o word fo War-
ren since he came s.emncdrtﬂ like lum.
And they all agreed cordially that he
wis the man Wingale wanted for the
first eleven. Quite a Astioring endorse-
ment of the Greyfriars captain’s judg-
moent.

Warren's nome was {here, Loder read
it with his own eves Ha had said
nothing to Wingate, so far, about stand-
ing out, that was clearf Yet Le knew
that he had to stand out—at Leder's
order! Why was the fellow leaving it
so_late 7

Hilton,

gaid

Price, and Warren came



along togelher, to look at the board.
Loder glan at his rival and enemsy.
Jim did not ecem to ges him—at all
events, ho paid him no heed. _

“Girotters, old bean I said Hilton.
“Thero’s your name! Of course, every-
bhody knew that Wingate couldn't leave
yon out . i

“Jolly pglad, Warren!” said Price,
wilh one eyo on Loder. He knew how
plad Loder would be feelingl

“Thanks!” eald Warren, with s
cheary smile. “We've got a topping
flay for the game. I've heard that
the Migheliffe men are in great form.”

“Yoe re comiug along to cheer your
goals, Warren I zaid Bob Cherry.

Warren laughod,

“Then I musin’t forget to put on my
shooting-hoots,” he zald. “1 should hate
to dizappoint the Removo [

He wolked away with Hilten and
Price, =till without eppearing to see
Loder's frowning face.

Loder went out into the guad with
sat lips. Tha fellow spoke as if he was
Flagmg in the match. Did he mean it?

1o spoks a3 if he had forgotien Loder’s
threats—-and, ipdeed, cxistence )

If that was the case, he would be
reminded. If he played in the High-
cliffe game it would be his last per-
formance at Gregfriars school, at foot-
ball. or at anything elso. ;

Loder vowed that, and he meant it.
Warren could defy him if he liked—but
would ho dare?

Loder eould not beliave that he wounld.
But he was feeling donbtful, and with
his doubt, his bitterness intensified. It
was an understood thing that if, + the
lest moment, o forward had to drop out
of the clevon, Leoder was to take his
place. When he had “erocked ™
Warren for the St. Jim’s game, some
weeks singe, the place had beon given to
Greeno of the Fifth, But Loder had
ana all out, eince then, to pull up, and
w0 knew that on his present form he
would ba the picked man, not Greene.
All depended on Warren standing out.
Would he dare to keep n?

Loder gave more thought to that ques-
tion than to what his headmaster was
gaying, during third school in the Bixth
Form Room that morning.

Ho looked for a chance of speaking to
Warren - after closs. He wantad to
konow where he stood. He found him in
the quad strolling with his hands in his

kets alone. ere was a wrinkle of
hought on Warren's brow. His face
ect, a5 Loder came up.

“ve seen yvousr name in the st said
Loder abruptly.

“All Greyfriars has, T suppose!” an-
swored Warren ealmly.

“You've not spoken to Wingate yet 17

 About whatt”

“About standing ont ! =nid Loder,
hotwoen his teeth.  “Don’t beet abont
tha bush, you know what T mean,”

“I'm not standing oul.”

“"You're not?®
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Jim Warren would have walked on,
but Loder stepped into his path, His
fare was black and bittor,

“You haven’t forgotten what I said
to you the other day ™ Lo nzked.

“ Hardly.”

#1 meant every word=—and meoan it
nevw.. 11l pive you a chanea—vyour lazt
chanee, You know what to cxpect if
you don’t tos the line”

Warron looked at him ecanily, calmly,
and disdainfully, Loder ecould not
understand the ealmness of the fellow
wha wns at the school in false colours,
and whose fote was in the hollow of his
hand. IPalse colours ar not, there could
bo no deubt that Jim Warren had a
clear conscicnee,

EVERY SATURDAY

“You're & rotter, Loder!"™ =aid the
Fifth Former quietly., “But I think,
?erhaps, ou're not such a rotter as you
ancy. ™o decent fellow would do whaot
vou've threatenad to do, —
Loder laughed savagely.

“Ii- you'ro banking on that, I warn
vou to wash it out. Play in the match
this efternoon, and that letter from
Hong Kong gocs to tho Head.”

“Better think twice!” said Warren,
with the same calmness. * You've got
somothing at stake, as well as L

“How do you mako that out "

“Do you ﬂ‘;ink I don’t know why you
haven't put that letter before Dre. Locke
already ¥  sad  Warren  scornfully,
“You've got to lot him know that you
stole & letter and read it.  Is that the
way & headmaster expects his prefects to
carry cut their dutiesf”

Loder gave him a look of hate.

“8o you're banking on that " he said,
between hiz teeth. “Weoll, T own I'm
not keen to go to the Head with that
letter. I'd just as seon kecp you under
my thumb and mueke you dance to m
tune, as get yvou turfed out of the school.
But don't you make any mistake,
Warren. I''m willing to give you a
chance—it will suit me as well as you,
and 1 don't mind admitting that. But
make no mistake—if vou play in the
match to-day, that letter poes to the
Head, and vou get the boot IM

“If you mean that—"

“Evory word1” hissed Loder.

“Then there's no more to be said”
said Jim Warren gquictly. " Not to sava
my place hers, or to save my life, should
I think of knuckling nnder to threats
You will do as you think best, Loder;
but I hope you're not such a rotter as
you make yvourself out to be ™

With that the Fifth Former walked

A

and watch Warren getting goals for the
school. If they did. they should have
something else to watch soon afterwards
—Warren of the Fifth turfed out of
Greyiriars in disgrece as an impastor,
under a false name.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER,
Bunter or Nobody |

g 'VE pgot it1” whispered Billy
H Bunter.
“What and which 7" asked Beob

Cherry.

*The chopper !"

“The whatteri”

“Chopper ! said Bunter,

Harry Wharton & Co., after the schoo!
dinner, were thinking, naturally, of the
first eleven match. Every man ot
Greyfriars was going to watch Wingato
snd his merry men dealing with
Langley and his tesm from Higheliffc

Hehool. But even if they had nob been
thinking of ‘- the foothall mateh, they
would E!i.mrrll_j.' have been giving any

thought to Bunter's egregious scheme
for vengeanee on the bully of the Sixth.
They had, in fact, forgotten Bunter's
wondarful scheme for a record “rag” in
the Bizth. And now that he reminded
them, they stared at him blankly.
*“¥You unspeakable idiot |" said Harry
Wharton, “If you've bagged Gosling's
chopper from the woodshed, you'd better
take it back again-—quick I* 1
“Loder won't be anywhere ncar his
study this afternoon,”™ said Bunter, with
g cautious blirk round to ascertain that
no other ears were within hearing, "I
heard him tell Walker ho was gumg to
sce the kick-off. He's going down to
Big Side with Walker."
(Continued on next page.)

away.  Loder stared
after him, rather
blankly.

Was the fellow a
fool? Did he really
helieve that therc
was some rvag of
decency left in

HERE'S THE LAMP YOU

Loder, that would
prevent him acting
tha part of a black-
mailgr? Was he the
kind of fallow whao,
being thoroughly
deoent himself,
found it impossible
ta believe in mean-
ness znd baseness in
others? Did he
roally believe that

Loder, at the lazt | MODEL 2034

moment, would re-| This fine *Ever
]s:ptll,:I chaf]:rgc;_ ll::ﬂ‘ 8 Efﬂdb" .m‘ig?glr:m
inind, &an orbear i »
to use the weapon | fRfEinE Destin
that was in DIp | biksros, With hand-
handsa § 1ome b‘!a::,:ﬁ El:npmtl
3 e Vi LLnIgs

It looked like H'-"_ ailvn:tdreﬂtcmra?-:
If that was hia{ handy serew-switch,
helicf, hoe wonld | Cenalsobe usedlike

an ordinary torch
and costs, ready for

- /6

find out that he was
mistaken, Lodeuv
told himself
savagely.

He did pnot want

WANT ON YOUR BIKE!

to take that letter
to the Head. if he
could serve his pur-
pose without doin
to, DBut if he coul
not serve hiz pur-
pose without deing
£0, his mind was
made up. All Grey-
friars was poing to

VER
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“My  csteemed diotic Bunter—%
murpured Horree Jamset Rum Singl,

Bonter gave o wriggle,  He was still
fecling twinges from the “six " in the
Bag the previous evening. There was
wo doult that Loder had laid on that six
lurel—wery hard !

Poszihly, had Bunter quite got over
his fntest “six,”™ he might bhave got over
isiz thirst for vengeance alse.  But so
lenige as he felt those painful twinges, he
waus likely to feel vengeful.

“I zay, vou fellows, I've planned i%
all1” he urged. “Al you fcllows will
luve to do is to carry out the plans—"

“Is that all?" chuckled Dob.

“Yoz, old chap! I've dome all the
Lrain worly,” said Bunter reproachiully.
“You fcllows only have to do the—the
actual job. I mean, suppose I was a
aoneral, and you fellows were privates—
wee? I should lay all the plans at the
base, and you fellows would go mrc'r_thu
iop., That's the way military operations
are conducted. Bee?”
ha, ha!” roared the Famous

They did not quite “sec ” themselves
ns privates, earrying out the orders of
General Bunter.

“There'll be hardly & man in the
House,” went on Bunier. " Even the
Leaks will be seeing the football.
Lnow Queleh and Pront will be going.
Nobady will hear you, if you smash
Loder’s study into little bits. And I've
ot 1l chopper [

“Ha, ha, ha "

“Ok, stop cackling 1" hooted Bunter,
“I say, you fellows, I think you might
stand by a pal. I've asked Toddy, and
ha only cackled, just liko you fellows
I've asked Bmithy, and the checky ass
only snigeored. Look here, Bob Cherry,
will yvon take it on

“Not a lot!"” prinned Bob.

*What sbout you, Nugent?” asked
Banter persuasively. “ After all, one
feilow could deo it, No need for a
crowd, really What about you? You've
ot some pluck.” o

“Lots!™ agreed Frank, grinning.

*Then you'll do 1t?" asked Bunter
carerly.

*Ha, hal Nol”

“Vou're rather a funk, Nugent. 1
say, Bull, you're not a funk—you'rc a
grumpy brute, but you're no funk.
"l'n.’n::ru'l‘l-j do it, won't you?"

“Tdiot 1¥

“Inky, old chap! I say, Inky, como
to think of it, youw're the very man,”
saicl Bunter. “Brave as a lion, and all
that! What1"

“Tha bravefulness is terrifie,” sgrecd
the Nabob of Bhanipur, with a chuckle,
“But the begiulness to be excused i3
alic great.”™

“1 say, Harry, old fellow—>"

Harry Wharton laughed.

“It's up to yvou., as captain of the
Form ™ urged Bunter. “And you've
rot plenty of pluck; you're not afraeid
of Loder.”

“Not at all 1" grioned the captain of
the Remaove.

“Then you'll do it?"

“Hardly t* -

“Well, of all the rotten funks 1™ said
Runter, in disgust. * After I've planned
the whele thimg, to leave me in the
Inreh ! You'll never get & chance like
this for making Loder sit up! Think of
his face when he sees hizs  study
wrecked [V )

“¥You blithering owl!™ said Harry.
“Tweave Loder's study alone! A fellow
might be sacked for playing the goat
liko that I”

“I'm going to loave it aleme; T want
you fellows to do it—"

“Ha, ha, he!”
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"1 sax, vou fellows, don't walk off
while a fellow's talking !® howled
Bunter, I say——" .

But the Famons Five did walk off,
and William Ceorge Bunter was left to
waste his sweetness on the desert air

He snorted with angey disgust.

Having laid all his plans to the last
detail for making Gerald Loder suffer
for his sins, it waa intensely onnoying
to Bunter to find nobody willing to
carry out those plans.

He felt like o modern general wha,
Liaving laid all his plans at the base, fax
away from such nasty things as guns
and bayonets, learned that the Tommies
on tiwe line disliked gun: and bayonets
alzo. Buch o state of funkiness dis-
pustod Buntor.

Yellows wera alread
the football ground,
dinl not join them. )

He was not deeply intorested in foot-
ball. But ho was very deeply interested
imitead in “getting * back on Loder of
the Sixth.

He almost made up his fat mind to
carey on the campaign himseli—but not
oade.

Trie, it was =zafe—absolutely safe.
But—Dbut suppose somebody heard the
row going on in Loder’s study and
Icmk-:g in? There would be a bit of a
row, certainly, when a {ellow starvted 1n
with a chopper on Loder's property.

MNearly everybody would be out of the
Hlouse, but—

Bunter shook his head.

He had the qualitics of a general—
af least, he was sure that he had., DBut
Le lacked a certain somnething that was
necessary to o private. e was pre-
pared to lay plans to any extent, but
the actual going “over the top ™ had
no attractions for him.

Probably he would have abandoned
the idea. in ﬂpi!ﬁ of reminiscent twinges
of that “six?’ But, as he stood ponder-
ing, Loder of the Sixth came out with
Walker. _ ]

Loder, passing Bunter, kicked him.

“Yoo-hoop ! reared Bunter. ‘

Loder and Walker walked on, Billy
Bunter glaring after the former with
his eves glittgring through his epec-
tacles. 5

Probably the sight of Bunter had re-
minded Loder of the ink or of hia
spoiled Latin exercize. He waos 1 a
very bad temper, anvhow, with matters
on hiz mind of which the fat Owl knew
nothing. i

Anyvhow, he had given Dunter a kick
in passing—which was perhaps a salis-
faction to him, but no satisfaclion
whatever to Bunter.

“Ow }”  Bunter wriggled. * Beast!
Bully ! "Owt Wowl*

At that moment the fat Owl’s resolvo
was inken. With eves €1nnming behind
hiz spectacles, he followed the two
sentors, and saw them safe on the foot-
ball ground.

Then he rolled back o the House.
Loder was safe for o time: even if he
did not seo the game through, he was
gafe for some time, at least. The const
was clear for the avenger

The team f[rom Higheliffe arrived
seon afterwards. The crowd on Big
Side was thickening, fellows streaming
thore from aoll dircctions. Tho first
cleven match cccupied all minds but
Bunter's.

He zaw Mr. Quelehh walk down to the
ground with Mr, Prout. Mr. Capper
and Mr. Hacker went scon afterwards.
The House was emptying; it was almaost
empty. Not a man of the Bixth was
indoorz, and Leoder's study was deserted
in & row of deseried studies.  Could
anvthing be sefer?

othing could ! : :
But Dunter still waited, till a roar

going down to
ut Billy Bunter

from the football %-mum] told that the
ball had been kicked off. Here and
there belated fellows were running to
get down to the field,

Billy Bunter went up to the Remova
passage to his study. Tle met no one
on his way, The whele place was
deserted.

Ha came out of his study, with
Gosling's chopper Lidden under his
1acket. Cautiouszly he descended tho
stalrs again.

No eye foll on himm—which was rather
fortunate for DBunter; for any eye fall-
g on him would certainly have noticed
that big hulge under his jacket.

He reached the Sixth Foerm passage.

Thers bz fat heart almost fatled him.
But the silence and desertion of tho
ploge reassured him.

He trod down the passage to Loder's
study, He opened the door, entered,
and immediately closed the door and
locked it. Then, with great asinicness,
he raised the lower sazh of the window,

The locked door prevented immediata
detection if anybody came. The open
window provided a line of retreat.
With everybody at tho football, » fellow
was not likely to be noticed drepping
from a stndy window,

But as he took the chopper in hand
to begin his destructive labours, his fot
heart failed again. He stood m front
of Loder’s desk with the chopper up-
liftad. Tor quite a long timo 1t
remained like Mohammed's eoffin, sus-
pended between the heavens end the
earth.

Then, with a great effort, Bunter
screwed up his courage to thoe sticking-

oint, put all his beef info it, and

rought the chopper down with a crash,

Crash !

It zeemed fo the startled ecars of the
Owl of the Remove that that erash rang
through the House like thunder.

It was really a torrific erosh. Tt split
the desk, that fcll apart under the
swipe, Papers and packets of cigarettes
fluttered from & smashed drawer. Had
Bunter continued, Loder's desk would
vertainly have been wregked, secording
to plan.

But Bunter Jdid not continue. That
thunderous crash had frightened him
almost out of his fat wits, and he stood
with Goeling’s cliopper in his hand, his
fat heart thumping, listening anxiously
and trembling fron head to foot. Billy
Bunter was not such a bold, bad Bunter
as he had funcied he was.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Too Late for Loder |

s ARREN 1+

1] El’ﬂ .".n_ !;I

“(r0all Goall”
“Good old Warren ™

It was fivst blood to Greyfriars. The
swarm of fellows round the football ficld
roared and cheered.

Both sides were going strong. DBug
Greviriars were going & little stronger
than Higheliffe. TFifteon minutes had
passed when Jim Warren put in the

1h4.
P Nobady, watching Jim's handsome
flushed, cheery face, would have gum_:na::’l
that he had any weight on hizs mind.
And, in point of fact, Warren had for-
gotten Loder and hiz threats in the keen
excitement of tho game. Perhaps, if tho
worst came fo the worst, he had not so
much to foar as Loder balioved. ]

Anyhow, he was thinking, breathing,
and living Soccer now, and did not even
know that Loder was there in the crowd
wnmhirlg him.

Loder’s brow was black,

The fellow had defied him, after all.
Up to the very last moment, Loder had
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* ¥ou wrote ihis, Bunter ! > roared Loder, holding uwp the Latin paper across which was scrawled, in sprawling caplials,

the words ** BEESTLY BOOLEY."

** Oh, really, Loder | ** gasped Bunter.

*“I—-I never did it ! **

The fat and fatuous

Owl bhad left a clue behlnd him—in his remarkable spelling.

belicved that he would weaken and find
gome excuse for standing out of the
Eaine,

Instead of whiel, he could see thak
Warren had disimissed hin from mincd
a8 o trifle that Jdid not matter,

Nevertheless, Loder's feclings  woro
rather mixed. Warren had taken a
ma?lﬁmnt goal and started rho score
for his side. Bully as he was, unserupu-
lous as he was, Loder was not whelly
without sporting instinets. Ife came

'lr'{!riy near joming in the cheering, for-
getiul for a moment of lus  bitter
crmity.

Ha heard a veice almozt at his clbaw
—that of Hobson of the Shell.

1 say, that man's a goalgetter!
Fancy that dud Loder thinking Lo had
a chance against that man! Why—"

Y Shurrup, vou ass ¥ whispered Harry
Whartan.

1lobson looked round, and colowred as
he saw Lodor.

*“Jh, sorry, Loder!” he stammercd.

Loder of tho Sixth did nat answer
him. He moved away in the crowd and
left the Beld.

If he had for a mament forgatten his
enmity and envy, Hobby's remark had
revived i, No doult it would have
revived anyhow. [l¢ would not remain
there -and witness the iriumph of bis
zuceessful rival,

“ Not going ¥ called out Walker.

Loder did not even hear him. IHe
wont off the ground and tramped in the
quadrangle, his hands deiven deop in his
pockets, his brows wrinkled in a savage
seowl,

The fellow had defied him—iveated
him with contempt—troated him as if
he was dirt. His oves glitteved at the
thonght o wonld make him sorry
for it. After all, ho was an nnpostor-—
he had no right {o the nane hie usod-—
no right at Greyfriars at all! Tt was a

prefect’s duty, if he diseovergd zuch a
cheat, to show it ap.

Duty hed never had much appeal for
Loder. And it was rather awﬂwnrd to
explain to his headmaster that he had
carried out his duty hi:. such  very
fguestionable moans as taking a lefter
that cid not belonge to him and reading
it,  Still, that did net alter the faet
that the letter from Ilong Kong woull
giva the fellow away, lock, stock, anel
barrel, The Head would have to take it
up, whatever he thought of Loder's
mcthods ; ho wonld know, al onee, that
that letter never was written io Warren
of the Fifth—that the fellow was not the
fellow he pretended to be,

In his heart, Loder kpew that doty
had nething to do with it, only enmity
and cnvy. But hiz mind was mado up.

That letter was going to the Head,
Warren would come off the football field
with his bloshing honours thick apon
him=—tg be ecalled immediately into il".]l',
Locke's study. Let the headmaster think
what ho liked of Loder and his peculiar
methods,. Warren of the IFifth wonld
have to po.

Laoder paced in the gquad, thinking i
aver, doectding the matter in his mind.
He went mio tho House af fost.

It waa half-time on the faoiball feld.
Plenty of time to get that leiter to fhe
Head and have all in readiness for
Warrcnn when the whisile went at the
finish. Loder's eves gleamed at the
thought of ithe fellow called before his
headmaster in ihe vory moment of )i
trivmph. Hig hesitation was over now
—ltiz mind infloxibly made up.

Ile turned the handle of his shudy
door, pushed at if, making a movemend
ta enter at the same time—naturally
oxpecting the door {0 open.

nstead of which, the door remained
<shut, and Loder gave a velp of pain ol
surprise 3 his nose tappod on it

The door was lockad |

Tie rullind Fiiz nose—breatline foee,
Wha had locked his study cdaar—znnmne
treek af the Fag: while the Honse was
hezoprted,

The key was mot to i sopn,
Anparvenily, it was locked on il jusido.
I'erhiaps the tvclkster was <0l 1w,
Loder haped that he was,

U 8pen this daoe I he hooled, 1 Lamip.
g e the pancls,

Thera was ra answer from widhin,

Flienn, thump, thampt

He ool hweas no zonmd Trean 1 he
stpdy, Hasd the fellew, whoever lie wis,
luchid tha door and taken away 1le
kay?  Lader peered into the kevhalo
sl dizeornmd that the key was =1l an
the fuside of the lock,

That meant that the unknown vi-ilar
to his sfoedy had escaped by the window
—which., in that esse, would he lofi
aopen.  Loder, Lreathing hard and donp,
Ieft the Honse again awl went rouwd Lo
lits standy window,

Nobody was to be zeen in the guail.
A oroar came Trom the fooiball firdd i
L distanee,

"zl ! Gaonl ™

Loder il not heed 1L, TTe elantheral
savagely oot his study window,  Pane-
g, e ddropped willin,

Nobosly was there. Whoever Liad been
{here wwas home sone,

Ladow™s eyea fived on hiz smashind
ez, ¥ owas 2 “rag” Moo young
rascal, vl a goadge against bim, Lad
bomy yoepingg bis slhody |

That alone was enongh lo bring Tader
b biviling-point. Dut thet was not tho
vwor=l.  ‘The earclolly locked drawer in
titat desk, wheore he kept cigarcltes ond
a certain  valuable  document, lay
smaslal. Cliparvettes Iny  about  the
sfiwly—-enapped in pieces.  Loder didd
vot, beed  San destruction  of  lis
“aarhesn® e pounced on the cracked

Tur AMwcxuzr Lisnrany —No. 1AM



24

and broken desk, sgearching for the
letfer.

It was gonel

Otker papers lay about. Ile sorted
them out, one after another. Bunt the
one he wanted—the letter from 8Sir
Arthur Warren at Hong Kong—had
vanished |

He hunted and hunted—but he hunted
in wvaip. Then, with feelings that
could not have been expressed in words,
Loder stood staring ot the wreck of his
desk,

The letter was gonc! His power over
Warren of the Fifth had broken like a
reod in hig hands,

Who had done this? Not Werren—ho
was playing foothall, Not those young
yascals, Harry Wharten & Co. of the
Nemova—they wera watching the game;
he had seen them all there. Whe! Somao
enemy of Loder's—soma friend of
Warren's? That gave him nearly all
Grayiriars to cboose from !

N’gt that it mattered very much,
Whether he discovered who had done
this or not, it came £o the same thing
so far as that letter was concerned. e
was never going to sec that letter again
—and Warren of the Fifth could laugh
at liis threats.

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAFPTER,
Y gg et
¢ Hurrah !
Billy Bunter could not make his voice

Bagged by Bunter!
(1] l
“Greyiriars wins !
heard. Fellows were roaring and yell-

BAY, you fellows!™
“ Hurrah 1 roared Boly Cheryr.
“But, I spy—"
“Brave! Hurrah! Hip.-pp!”
ing. The football match was over—
three to one for Grevfriarz, and tho

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

whole erowd let themselves go. Harry
Wharton & Co. cheered the first eleven
men with all the powaer of their lungs
—which was considerable.

bingled with the cheering rang thoe
name of Warren. Jim was responsible
for two goals out of the three. He camae

the field mounted on-the shoualders of
ingate and Gwynne of the Sixth.
Everybody roored.

Needless to say, nobody bhad any af-
tontion to waste on Bunter—eapger as ho
was to make his voice heard.

But when the execited ecrowd streamed
away towards the House at last, the
Owl of the Romove got a hearing.

“'T say, you fcllows, do listen to a
chap ! gasped Bunter. I say, I've got
something to tell you! It'll mako you
jump "

“Three to one ™ said Boh.

“{h, really, Eharrl_%'——"

H“And the Highcliffe men put up =&
jolly ﬁua{[ game, too " said Bob, " Not
a jolly walk-over, ¥ou menl But

that man Warren——"

“Good old Warren I

“1 say, you fellows, will
shriehﬂc{ ﬁ..unter. “1 say,
did it1”

“Tht You did what?” asked Harry
Wharton. Onee more the chums of the
Remove had forgotten Bunter’s schemes
of vengeance

“1 jolly well wrecked Loder's study
while you fellows were wasting your
timo watching foothall I said Dunter.

“Gammon I’ said Johnny Bull,

*“Well, I jolly well did 1" said Bunter.
“ At least, I jolly well smashed up his
deslc I T—T thought I'd let him off with
that 1™

“You mean you got seared I

“Neo, I don’t!” vonred Bunter.

“You howling a=a!” said Harry
Wharton. “If wyou've really smashed

ou listen(”
jolly well
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up anything in Loder's study you'd
better keop 1t dark|l Youw'll be had up
before the Head——"

“Who's going to know?” grinnesd
Bunter., told you fellows it was
gafe—and it was I locked the door and
ijﬂt away from the window, leaving tho

oor lecked. He. he, hel I haven'i
seen Loder, but T bet he's wild. He,
he, he! I say, there was a locked
drawer in the desk, and it was smashed,
and I found a lot of cigarpttes—in n
?mfeut‘s study, yvou know | ;(?Ie, he, hel

smmashed ‘em all up!”

“Well, my hat!” said Bob Cheorry.
“¥ou bold, bad blithering bander-
snatch 1™

“ But that isn’t all,” went on Buntor.

I say, you fellows, it's jolly queor!
How did Loder get hold of a letter for
Warren, you chaps?”

“Eh 1"

“What 77

“A  lettor for Warrent”
Harry Wharton Dblankly.

“Just that!” grinned Bunter. * Von
see, there were some papers in the
drawer as well as cigarettes, I glanced
at therp—-="

“You prying
rmj Iy

L1

repeatod

worm—"

*“0h, really, Bull—"

“Iick him ! suggested Johnny Bull.

“1 say, vou fellows, no larks, vau
know! I say, -there was a letter for
Warren among Loder’s papers. It
began * Dear James,” And you ean bet
that made mo jump; Loder’s name*ain's
James, you know. And when I read

3 ]

1f—

“%You road 167”7
“Well, glanced at it, you know. Yon

pen, J--I wondered what it was doing
locked up in Leder's deslk. He musi
have pinched it—pinched Warren's

letter, you kiiow, like Price of the Fifth
did oneg—="

“What utter
Wharton,

“1 tell you it was thers, and it was
from Warren's pater; the old bean
wrote from Hong Kong,' said Bunter.
“You fellows know he’s gone to China;
some diplomatic jaw job, or something.
Well, that letter was from the old scout
to his son g1 Greyiriars; a jolly long
letter—and jolly Hueer, too! It sounds
all through as if it was written to o

vwite different sort of chap. I sy,

farven must have been a bit of n
Blighter at his last school, to jndge hy
what it says in that letter, You'd hardly
think he was the same chap.”

Harry Wharton & Co. gered at
Bunter.

They wore awars that Warren of tha
Fifth was not the “same chap ™=
though DBunter was, fortunately, un-
aware of 6.  But how a letter from
2ir Arthur Warren came to be locked
upr in a desk 1n Loder's study was an
utter mystery to them.

“ 13t thick, pinching a chap's letter—
what " said Bunter. *Fancy Loder—a
i)micct. tool I jolly well bagged 1t!

Te, he, ho!”

“You baggoed £

“OF course 1 jolly well did ™ sail
Bunter. *Warren's a good sort; ho
chipped in ence when that beast Loder
was whpp}r}mg mel I wasn't going to
lcave his lettor therel No fear ™

“If that fat idiot 15 telling tho trath,
by some remarkable accident,” said Boly
Cherry, “Warren ought to have that

rot [ sald FHarry

letter back, But—*

“I've ot it here " grinned Buntor,

He gave a cavtious blink  round
fhrough his big spectacles, and fished n
crumpled letler of wseveral pages from
his pockot.

“Look ! grinned Bunter, “Yon
follows can read it if you like.r It will
surprise you Warren's changed o lot

(Continued on page 28.)
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A Bid for Freedom !
EEHEETH GRAHAM, son of a

millionalre shipowner, is
rescued off the Dogger Bank by
the Lowestoft fshing trowler,

Grey Seal.
His past life blotted from his brain,
iho youngster is given the name of

“Dogger Dan,” and signed on as fifth
hand under Skipper Atheling, Finn
Macoul, Wat Crfiths an Buck
Atheling.

Aware of his nephew’s fate, and
knowing that he will be heir to the
shipowner's money when his brother
dies, Dudley Graham promises to psa
Jake Rebow, commander of the Blae
Squadron, a flect manned by men whom
no honest trawlor would take om bhoaord,
£1,000 to got Kenneth out of the way
for ever

With o good load of fish aboard ihe
Crey Seal, 8kipper Atheling makes for
Amsterdam to scll his catch. Here Dan
and Buék Atheling go ashore, where
they ave neatly trapped in an under-

round cellar i;y one of Rebow's cons
cderafes

Lighting & candle, the two hboys are
horrified to see the cellar fast Llling
with wator.

“We're done for groans Buck.
“We'ro corncred like rats in a trap!”

[EL]
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Dan held the guttering candle above
his head, out of reach of the watcr, as
hie paddied desperately round. To die
n tfm dark, choked by that rank water,
was awfnl.

Both the boys' heads were nearly
touching the ceiling as they swam, and
still the water rose. In another two
minutes it would fill the cellar to its
roof and jam Lthemn against the plaster.
And then— .

Buck suddenly whipped out his jack-
knife as he flonted uvnder the trapdoor.
The trapdoor was bolted from the out-
side, but he began to hack savagely at
the woodd.

A flash of hope rose in Dan's breast
as he watched. Ilis bramm, till then
almost deadened by theo foul air and
the cold, grew mlert and swift to think.

“Not there!” ho eried. “You can’t
cut through the wood! Swim over o

S gy Deavid Goodwingy; -
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the right; the ceiling's highter there—
see T He struck it with his knuckles.
“It's only laths and plaster. They've
never let the water In as high as this
before. Cut here!”

Gasping and panting, Duck struck
furiously at the ceiling with his knife,
Big lumps of plaster came away, and
then the knife struck wood.

“Farthar this way I said Dan. "Wae
muzt be under the wall of the passage.
The cellar’s much wider than that; it
runz under the rooms on each side.
That's it! Hoek away! I'll hold the
light for youl®

“It's giving 1" panted Buck. * There's
a big hole already! The water’s still
I‘iﬁil{%, though |*

“Work for your life!” returned Dan
grimly.

“Here she comes!™ cried Duck, ns
Master and laths came away under lus
llmifr,-. showing a couple of deep joist-
beams, sof edgeways, with planking on
their npper sides,

“fMhat gives us another fool of head-
room, anyway,” said Dan, paddling
swiftiy to keep under the hele, * Ah ™

The candle-cnd slipped  from  his
fingers, and hissed as 1t fell in the
water., Blank darkness fell npon the
boys onee meore, and there was silence.
Then Dan {-aught sight of a wide chink
in the planking, throuvgh which shone a
very faint vellow light.

“A light!” he cried, pointing to it
* Loogk 1

“Hist I returned DBuck, warmed into
alertness again.  “Don’t make a row!
We're not out of this den yel !V

Ha pushed the peoint of hiz lnife
against the floorbonrd above the beams,
and it zank in casily.

“Hotten as pearst” he said in an
undertone. ™ Thesa waterside dens often
are.  The planks oare like tonchwood.
I've made a hole big enough to get
my head throungh alrcady.”

He tried to peer through the hole,
There was evidently a light of some sort
it the room above, but no sound of
lifa.

“Wo muse rizk it, Dan,” he zaid. 1
can break a hole in this planking, end

we must take our chance of being
grabbed Dbefore wo get out! EHede
goes 1™

IIe got a purchase with his feet
against a beam, gripped the edge of
the cut planking, and wrenched with all
his might. It was not casy, for he was
still half-swimming; and he heard Dan,
who was fast %ecnming exhausted,
hruut.hmg short and hard in the dark-
ness. The rotten wood broke away in
hia grasp, and the end of the plank
cracked and severed. He flung it out-
wards and seized the next plank. It
gave wa}\; Jlusji as the other had done,
and Buck hoisted bimself through the
opeuing,

Dan's wrista wera thrust upwards
tlirough the hole as his feet touched the
floor, and Buck. seized them, and pulled
his ¢chum up after him.

The boys' first sensation was one of
alarm lest the rotten floor might give
way and send them hurtling back again,
But the planking, resting on the joists,
was firm enough to stand a heavy weight
from above.

“Thank Heaven we'rs out of that vile
dﬂath-traP 1" said Dan, drawing & long
breath. "I thought we were done for
that time! Let's get clear of this neost
of thieves as guick as wo canl”

Tha two chums glanced round to
make sure of their road. They wero i
o large, low room, with a broad window
on ona gide, and & door that evidenily
led into the outer passage. Three or
four rough oaken chairs stood round the
walls, and on a ledge by the window
stood a cheap ol lamp.

_ “Come on!"” whispered Buck, strid-
mﬁr <}mclr]3 across the room.

lclorae he could reach ihe door, how-
cever, it was flung open, and the
villainows-lnoking lasear whe awned the
lace entered,  His evil, lwown face
oolaed scared and angry as he stared
at tha Doys. Nover before had any
vietim of his, or his customerd of tho

lack Bauadron, cscaped from ihat
eadly trap to carry its secrot away, and
he did not intend that these boys should
Lreal (gt record,

With o muttered oath he drew los
kwifo and {Iﬂﬁlm.tl‘ut. Bucek.

The boys were desperate now, mwud,
having c:wcaped & far more horribla
death, they had littla  intention  of
letting a lascar with o knife stand in
the wav of their liborty.

Tie Macxer Liznarr.—No. 1,450,



26

Dan flung his arms round fhe man,
collaring lum low, like a Rughby half-
back. The brown ruffian toppled down
head foremost, and Buoek strock the
knife out of his hand.

But the lascar was as agile as a eaf.
Re%aining his feet again before the boys
ceuld pin him down, he hurled Dan
asicde and spatched up the Emle.

id d hed the knif

Buck sprang back to get fighting
room, and the lascar, his lips drawn
Lack over his teath, bent double and
rushed at him.

There was s yell and a plunge. The
lascar, iripping over the planks that
Buck had torn from the floor, fell head-
firgt through the hole, and disappeared
iit the black water

A scuffling, choking noise came from
the flooded eellar. The brown man's
head did not reappear. But the noise
of the fall had aroused the house, and
fivie or six of the lascar’s rascally con-
federates came pouring inte the room
before the boys could get away.

"The window, Dan!” shouted Buck.
*2mash the window in ¥

The mob of ruffians, asking no ques-
tions, rushed st the boys.

Buck, E?crmging back, snatched up one
of the oak chairs and hurled it st the
attackers. It struck the foromost mnn
full in the face and brought him down
sprawling, and the others, fripping over
Lim in their blind rush, fell on the foor
in 8 heap. The erash of glass filled the
room a3 Dan dashed o hoavy chair
against the window., A second blow,
and the flimsy sashes and frames gave
way altogether, leaving the window
ppace empty.

The two boys sprang through the
ulge'ﬂmg and out into the street before
the attackers were on their feet ngain.

“Put the pace on 1" said Buck, as they
seudded off down the slum. “They'l]
be after us in two ticks| They know
it's all up with them if we get away |”

The rapid footfalls of the pursuers
egon rang upon the cobblestones, and
the boys sprinted along at their best
gpeed. Thoey heard the hoarse oaths of
the ruffians behind them, and knew
they would get short shrift if they were
caught. Few live to tell the tale who
learn tha secrets of the darker parts of
Amsterdam.

The chase swept on through slum

THE MAGNET

afier slum, ¢ill it meared the most
civilised streets of the city,
~ “We're gaining ! cried Buck, throw-
ing a plange over his shoulder. * There’s
only two following us now 1

The two chums swept round a corner
into a wider street, the two pursucrs in
full chase.

A moment later Buck and Dan let out
a ery of triumph, for not fifty yards
shead, strolling up the roadwsy arm-
in-nrm, came the crew of the Grey Scal!

Atbeling Means Business |
ﬁEHE two chums stopped short, and

the pursuers, rushing on, ran
right into the arms of the Beal’s
crew, who took in the situation
at & glance. 2

“Now, you pair of wharf rats,” said
Buck, “it’s our turn! Hold him, dad 1"

The first of the pursuers had doubled
back like & hara on seeing that the
tables were turned; but the bigger one
ran right into John Atheling, wha
gripped him by the collar and held him
tagnt.

“Yo Dutch [ubber!” roared the
skipper of the Grey Seal, shaking the
man like o rat. " What are ye chasing
my lads for?” :

ith & vell of terror the man twisted
like an eel in the big smacksman’s grasp,
threw back hiz arms behind him, an
darted forward, leaving his coat in
Atheling's grip. In the twinkling of an
e;;-ahlm was round the corner and out of
s1zht,

gﬂan sprang after him, but when he
reached the corner there was no sign of
the man. He came back and joined his
comiades.

Buck had just finished telling of the
trick thai had been Eiaynd OTL tl:mn},

utting it in a few words, and Atheling’s
wow grew dark.  He strode forward
slong the road, calling on the boys to
follow.

Wat Grifliths and Alacoul, the Finn,
anxious to avenge the insult to  the
crew of thoe Seal, brought up the rear,

“Lead us to the place, lads!' said
Atheling. “We'll destroy tho hornets'
nest an' bring their house down . about
their ears! Blep out: show us whero
they brought ye!* .

“This way,” rcturned Dan.
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rite for fullyillustrated musical
list. All terms equslly attrective.—
J. A. DAVIS & CO., Dept. B.PJ9,,
=104, Dermark Hill, London, 5.E.5.

The party set off
atasharppace. The
faces of the men of
tho Seal were grun
ane sot. Thingﬁ
worg looking blaclk
for Jake Rebow's
confederates.

In a few minutes
tha leaders weres at
fault. Buck and
Dan had hed little
iime to notice the
way they had come,
when they were run-
ning for their lives,
and they soon lost
their way amid the
maze of dirty pas-
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the Riley Billiard Table catalogue.
DOWN  hbrings
TWrite to-day for catalogue.

E. J. RILEY, LTD., Bolmont Works,

sages by the
wharves.
The SBeal's erow

saw that the boys
wore at a loss, and
Atholing called a
halt., He logked
searchingly at the
two voungsbers, but

tabla Balanoe

AGORINGTOMN,
at heart he never
% or ok, E%ﬂﬂﬂ?ﬂ glgqaate Streety | goubted their story,

e knew that, full of mischicef mnd
devilment az the boys were, there was
one thing they never did. They would
sliylark and fight, and they earned many
g well-deserved rope's-end, but they
would net lie.

‘Well,” said tho skipper of the Grey
Seal, “whero iz the house I

Dan_ and Buck looked about them in
despait. Then the former, casting a
kecn glance around him, went forward
with a shout.

“Found to your left!” he cried. "I
thought I couldn’t have mistaken it
We passed that broken barrel there
just after weo quitted the plaece.”

Away they went, and Buck ﬁl?pad
Dan on the back as he recognised the
alley into which they had come. A
few doors down was the house with the
wrecked window, sthe door of which
stood wide open.

“Ah!” said Atheling. “T've scen
thiz kind of den before. You young-
sters may thank your lucky stars you
got out of it alive! Go slow, now, and
mind where you walk! Macoul and I
will go ahead. In_through the
window; it's safer than the door.
We'll take that light with us.”

They climbed in through the window,
and the Finn picked up the little oil-
lamp and held it above his head. The
room was empty, but for the broken
chairs that lay on the floor. The
ﬂtping hole in the floor showed the

ul sea-water from which the boys had
escaped, and it gleamed in the feeble
glow, quiet and scummy and dark.

“Mein gootness!1” execlaimed tho
Finn, beneath his breath., “Der cap-
tain says true! Dot vas s sluice-
cellar, and it vas joost a miracle dot
you get out!"

“On, on!™ eried Atheling
‘_‘li.aeii;:a corner the rats who did
job

They marched through the door, two
by two, the leaders feeling their way.
The door on the other side of the
passage was locked. Atheling put his
giant shoulders to it, and burst 1t from
its hinges.

The room was empty.

“The birds have flown!" said
Atheling. " Let’s search upstairs, Buck
and Macoul, you stay and guard the
passage. Mt may ba an  ambush.
Come on, you others!”

They mounted the rickety staircase
that led up from the passage, and
found another locked door at the top.
Atheling opened it by the same simple
process as ho had opened the other,
and, with Dan and Griffitha behind
him, he entered a long, dusty rcom.

At an oak table, littered with dirty
ﬁapera. sat & huddledup figure—a
unchback, barvely four feet high, with
Earchment-enlm:md features and small,

lack, fervety evcs.

“AR ! egnid Atheling. “ Are you the
owner of this shebang 1™

The creature cringed and gilbbered
unintelligibly in Dutch.

“Are you the only chap left herei”
gnapped ﬁthelmﬁ, staring at the dwarl
in disgust. “Is there nobody to
answer to me for what's been done to
my crow i ) ) )

The dwarf gibbered again, his rest-
less eves roving from one to another

of the intruders. He seemed on the
verga of hysteries with sheer fright.

fiercely.
this

Flainly there was nothing to be dono
with such a creature. .
“ Look, captain I cricd Dan.

“There’s the wheel that reises the
sluices in the cellar, and that's the rod
running up through the floor.”
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“¥You're right, lad[" execlaimed
Atheling striding forward and
seizing the wheel. “The szluices are
open now. Well, they shan’t be shut

again, The wafer will soon vot the
floors out, an’+the next flood’ll swamp
the howse; so here gocs!”

Putting forth all his huge strength,
the big smacksman bent the rod down
and then up again until it broke at the
bend. Thalfgha sent the broken vod
and wheel c¢rashing through the
window. The gear was ruined !

As spon as the dwarf saw what
Atheling  was  about, his  demeanour
changed, and an evil light shone in his
eves, Thrusting his claw-like hand inio
a drawer of the table, ke snatched ount
a vevolver.  But IDan, who had been
watching, darted forward and
wreriche;l the weapon from the dwarf's
hanud.

The pistol went off with a vicious
erack, and a ball boried itself in the
eoiling.

Crithiha pinned fhe hunchback down
in hiz chaiy, where he lay foaming and
chattering. Firsi withdrawing the car.
tridges %mm the rvevolver, Atheling,
with a strong wreneh and an upward
twist, broke the weapon across at the
lock-potion, and seob it flying after the
wrecked sluice-rod. |

“You viper!” he soid to the dwarf,
who lay trembling and whimpering in

tho chair, “1f you were & wan, I'd
break every bone i your hody!
Thank wour lucky stars you're an

insaet, an’ that I keep my hands off
vou!l YWhen those frightencd mates o
yvours come back, tell them from me
that it'll take better men than Amster-
dam holds to tackle the crew o' the
Grey Seal ! )

With a pront of disgust, Joln
Atheling then led hiz men clear of the
house of death, and baclk to where the
Qeal lay peacofully reposing against
her wharf.

The captain had left & couple of
burly Duteh friends of his in charge,
and all was well aboard the trawler

"Gozh 1™ commented Buck, when Dan
told him what bad happened in the
upper room. It was that little beast
that opened the sluices. By Rebow's
orders o' course.”

EVERY SATURDAY

COME INTO THE OFFICE,
BOYS AND GIRLS!

Yoar Editor Is always pleased to
hear from his readers. Write (o
him : Editer of the MAGNET, The
Flestway House, Farrlngdon Streel,
London, E.C.4. A stampead, addressed
envelops will ensure a reply.

cerning

H‘ERE'E a litile paragraph con-

THE SKAKE CINEMA FAN.

I wonder what would happen if the
asudienes at one of our home cinemas
suddenly saw & siz-foot snake crawling
over the seata towards the screen?
I guess thero'd be a bit of a stampede.
In other countries such interruptiona are
iuite frequent.  Just recently, in Darwin,

ustralia, & snake was seen calmly crawling
over the seats. But the sudience didn't
get alarmed. One woman calmly pointed
out the snake to an atiendant, who grabbed
the reptile by its’ tail.

The enake turned to strike, but the
cinema sttendant was too quiek for it
Slamming its head down vielenily on the
bhack of a seat he broke the enake's back.
the trespasser was then thrown through
the window, and the show procceded.
It's rather dangeroua for snakes fo
“ pate-crash ¥  cinemas in  Australia—
for the snakes, at any rate !

The next guery concerns

SEEING STARS IN THE DAYTIME'!

Of course, if anyone eomea up against
Bob Cherry's right, thev'll se=é stars in
the deaytime all rght. Bab ilus roesder.
wants to know if itk is possible Lo ste
gtars in thg daytime without going to
that rather Et;r|.r:u.m-m1‘«::+1'-i,|a;i:-l.nau length T Yes,

| If moy reader waa at the bottom of a

deep shaft—such as a ming shaft—
looked wupward, he would sete the

Var
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stara quite clearly. The only reason why
we cannof, see stars from the surface of
the earth doring the daytime it because
wae &F8 BUITOun by light. just &4 the
daytime stara are themselves,

here is one curious case of o man who
ecould sco sters in the daytime without
desconding. & deep zhafe. He was o
German who was abdueted during infancy
and locked in solitary confinement in A
datk coll for eighteen yecara! When
aventually tha man waas releascd, his syes
had beson so affected, that he was able to
eea the stara clearly, although they wers
invigibla to anyone else )

Ever thought of

MAKING A BOME-MADE HOUSE ?

You'll be able to do s before long, The
lateat idon ia to supply houses all eompleto
in secliona, togather with key plsna and
full instructions. Each section dovetails
into the outer structure, and it & claimed
that, in & remarkably short space of time,
anyone can make a home-made house,
whether they have any previous building
knowlodge or nat. At présent the scheme
iz confined {o cotteges and bungalows
made of waood, but it is hoped to supply
houses of steel and conerate before long.

Thess standardieed housea have heen
kiown in Americs for a long time, but
are a now idea over here. It remains
to ha sean whethor the idea will * catch
on.'

Ono thing that certainly will ' cateh

-0, however, is;

“ BUNTER SPILLS THE EEAN3 "
By Frask Richards,

nexzt week's varn of Harry Wharton & Co.
which winds up our seriea dealing with
Jim Warren. And what a topping tale
it i3, too 1 :
The * Greyfriars Herald," as bright and
rkling aa ever, togsther with further
chapters of our stirring sea story and the
Greyiriara Rhymesater’s contribution, will

complete this bumper issue of tho
Macwer., Be sure and order your copy
aarly, chumsa!

YOUR EDITOR.

feesh & hondred time over, and der old
Seal and all of us thrown in.”

“What are yvou driving at, Aacoul ¥
put in Griffiths, and Dan himself looked

-“Yes,” said Dan; “but you conldn’t 50004 “D*yve think he's Jolin D
sob about a}lch a creature as that—it }E{ﬂekefeller? Where’s all this money,
would be like hitting & woman.. I pa,9s

asked the skipper if he was going to
the police about it, but he only pulled
my ear.”’ ; : s

“0OF course he did,” zaid Buck. “ Dad
don’t go to the police. He says the
Jeal can look after her own rights an’
wrongs, without any landsmen puttin
their oar in!"

“ All the same, Rebow came near get-
ting to windward of us this time. 1
thought it was all up when that filthy
water was jamming us against the
peiling. D’you sce how clever the brute
is? He keeps out of the thick of the
mess every time; always has some cat’s-
paw to do the dangerous part o' the
waork, an’ never hurns his own .ﬁuge:;s.
If this. last move had wiped us out he'd
never have been caught!™

Next morning an agent came down
with a good offer for the Griéy Seal's
fish. But it was & genuine deal this
time, and Atheling accepted it. Jubila-
tion reigned that night.

“It's the best fortnight's work the
old Scal's ever done I said the skipper.
“There's no doubt you're the luckiest
mascot ever a vessel carried, Dan.
What ‘are ye grinning at, Macoul?
Ain't it true?”

“Ja!” chuckled Finn. “Quite dru!
But it was very fonny, all der same.
Dogger Dan, he could buy dot haul of

“QGold, gold, gold!” said the Finn,
his eves twinkling strangely. * Wagon-
loads of gold! I can see it all around
him. He ean roll in it eef he like [”

“'This iz & queer go,” said Grilliths.
“They zay you've got the second sight,
Macoul, an' by what I’ve seen of you I
believe you have. But I've never heard
of & London steamboat tripper rollind
in gold. Come, Dan, set that damaged
thinker of vours to werk. Didn't ye fall
out of the Woelwich Belle the night we
picked ye up?"”

“Ye-eq, suppose s0,” said Dan,
knitting hia brows. “It was a big
steamer, I think. She made a lot of
noige—-"

He stopped, and made an effort to
search his lost memory, but the part of
his brain that held that Lknowledge
seemed locked up and sealed. :

“0" eourse,” said OGriffiths sleepmly,
“that’'s the Woolwich Belle right
enough! ' Shs went uE just before we
rounded the Gunfleet head. I reckon
you're off the track this time, Macoul."

The Finn smiled quietly to himself
and sald no more.

Under the shadow of the spires of
Amsterdam, as the mellow twilight
drowsed upon (ho city, the Grey Scal
glided eastwards along the waterways.
The giant Hgure of
the helm, and Buck and Dan, lying on

3

theling stood at.

the fore-deck and

azing through the
velvet dusk, were

lled with & great

Smugglers !

content.
L UCK, it's great to smell the sea
B wind again!” said Dan, peer-
ing down the long salt canal.
“I'm sick of houses and pave-
ments, I want to feel the kick of the
Dogger swells,” )
“Wind's aft.” seid Buck, stretchin
himself luxuriously,  “We shall fete
Ymuiden by ten. That's where the sea
begins. Good old sea! Arve we going

through to-night, dad "
“No,"” replied Athcling, from the
helm. Y We tie up at Youden an’ take

in water in the mormn'. No Amster-
dam water for me! The tanks are
empty.”

Three water-bugs to the tumbler ia a
fair allowance for Amsterdam, besides
smaller fry, and as the tanks needed
scouring out with boiling water after o
supply of it, Atheling preferred to fill
up on the coast, Dutchmen are less
particular.

The Grey Beal inpFed onward along
the dark, silent reaches, The swing-
bridges were manned till ten o'clock,
aitd there was no delay. The lights of
Ymuiden glittered ahead bofore the late
Aush of the after-glow had quite died
out of the summer sky. The trawler
passed the last bridge. Tho long piers
stretched out to zeawnrd, and the huge
lock lay before them. i ]

The Grey Beal glided alongside a high
guay, and made her wearps fast io a

Tin Macxer Lisnany,—No. 1,450



28

muzzle downwards into the ground to
serve as mooring-bollards. Warps wers
coiled down, and everything made snug.
After supper the boys camo on deck.

The moon was half full, and shed o
Aiffused, eilvery ‘light over lnnd and
water. Beyond the- jettics, along the
Jonely shore, the boys could hear the
hoarse murmur of the sea.

“Dan,” said Buck, “1 fcel as restless
as & wild duck in autumn. Are -you
game for a moonlight fit along the
eand-dunes? It's & guecer, lonely sput
at night, but 1-feel in the mood for b

“Right you are!" said Dan. *I'm
feeling & bit fidgety mysolf. It's geiling
to sea again, I reckon. We'd better slip
off without saying anything.”

The two chums shinned up tho quay
tadders without making any noise, and
stepped out for the shore. Very soon
they cleared the houses and reached the
balt of tumbled vellow sandhills, knitted
with strong, coarse grass, that front tho
low eoast for two hundred miles without
a break on the Dutch and Flemish sea-
board. Below the sand-dunes stretched
the long, flat beach, covercd now, for
the tide was high.

For a couple of miles the boys walked
smartly, having met only one person-—
8 revenue man—near the starting point.

“G-!:-deaﬂy, now,” said Buck. “We'ro
& way oub, an' we've got to get
huﬁfﬁ*

They lay down comfortably on the soft
sand at the foot of the dunes, their
hands bhehind their heads, and leoked
lazily at the silver sea. The moon was
getting.

“There’s a light flashing out there,”
said Dan suddenly, pointing to sea-
ward. “There it 13 again! It's from
a smack. It's standing n mighty close.”

“An' there's the anawer, h-i.v_ Gearge 1"
exclaimed Buck, as » tiny light shoue
for the fraction of a second among the

sand-dunes. " There's a keg or two of
Lrandy to be vun off, T reckon. Well,
it’s just the night for it."” .

o %i'lmt-, - smuggling 1" said  DPan.

“Why, that's done with, years dgo. Do
they run cargoes now "

“No, not in the old style—lugger's
erew, armed with cutlasses, an’ all that.
That's o thing of the past. FPreventive
serviee is toor good. But over this side
there's meny an,odd half-dozen o' kegs
taken, - aboard. from . the dunes, for
coupiers, or for runaing into the Thomes.
They take it ifi on the guiet, for the

-curtzeving over the 1

-atark. lunacy !

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

couple of old naval cannem driven®

stores of liquor bought in the ports
abroad. Thozo ports wirs scross to bur
ports to look for the wessel when she
arrives."

“Look at her!” cxclaimed Dan, in a
low voice “That's no Dutchman, any-
way! I could pick that topsail out of
a thousand| Buck, it's our old
friend [ -

The darlk, swift.-lu-uhmg vessel came

t awells, and
lay-to close to the beach., Her rakish,
red sails shook in the eye of the wind,

Buck’s cyes rearched her keenly.

“Cireat flounders, you're right, Dan!
It's the Adder! Lio fat against the
gand, and let’s watoh [V -

A hundred yards from where tho
boyas lay three figures crept out from
the dunes. Two boats put off from the
smack—her regular boat and a small

_dinghy she launched from - the deck.

They wore pulled swiftly and silently
shorewards, and took the beach closc
to the three men. The wind was off-
shore, and there was no surf to speak

of

~ “That’s Jake in the longboat [ whis-
pered Buck as & giant figure waded
ashoro, " There .must bo several more,
though. Five—six—seven men ashore,
besides the three from the candhilla
There's only cno left aboard, then.”

“Onet’” repeated Dan excitedly.

“Keep quiet|” whispercd Buck.

A keg was swiftly trundled down the
sand and lifted into the dinghy. Bhe
lay five or six yards nearer the boys
than did the longboat, and her crew
Jeft her and went up the sandhtills for
more. The longboat’'s crew were busy
loading thoir own eraft. ]

The men from the dinghy disap-
pearcd among the shadowy dunes. A

eavy .cloud blotted out the meoon,
shading sea and sky into inky darkness.
The boys glanced at each other.

*“No 1", whispered Buek. It'd be

The. longboat would
catch us in two shakes!™

S iphev're all -palavering uwp in the
dunes,” said Dan, hot with excitement,
“and the Black's fagship lics Fwii.h
only one man aboard. . Bhe's forfeit for
contraband if we take her into
Yimuiden. - Come on " '

It was madn=ss, as Buek had said;
but the two chums raced over thé sand,
silent as hounds on a blind trail.

(Prepare yourselvés for another feust
of thrills in next week's chapters of this

BLACKMAIL!

(Continued from page 24.)

sihee his pater saw him last, to judge
by that letter, I shouldnit heve guessed
it was meant for Warren at all from
what's -in it, only it begins *Dear
James '; and it's signed by the old
bean ' Arthur Warren.” That settles it,
doesn't it 7"

Harry Wharton & Co. could see that
the letter began “Dear James,” but
they certainly had no intentiop t;:ri' read-
ing it; they were rather more particu-
lar than Bunier in these liitle matters,

“I'm going to take 1t to Warren,”
went on Bunter, *Ii's his, you know.
That cad Loder had no right te
Warren's letter, had hel I say, if you
fellows want to read it——"'

“¥You fat villain—""

“Kick him !

Billy Bunter dodged back.

“I eay, you fellows—"

“ All kick together,'” eaid Bob Cherry,
“when I say ‘threel” BStand steagdy,
Bunter.  One, two——  Hallo, hallo,
hallol Where are you going, Bunter?”

No answer from Bunter.

He was gonz |
- " ] o " . .

Jim Warren had the surprisa of his
lifo when Rilly 'Bunter rullp_r - into His
study later in the, aftarnogn and pre-
sented him witl.a crumpled letter. ..«

He stared at the lettor, and efared at
Bunter. .

“It's yours,” said Bunter in a mys
terious whisper. “Deon't mention. to
anybody that I gave it to you. I—I
found it, you know. But—but il Loder
happened to hear that I—I found it, he
might fancy I was the chap who ragged
his study. Of course, it wasn't mo. I
was watﬂhini the -football ‘all the time,
you know, when I smashed Loder’s desk
—1 mean_when I didn't. But you know
what a suspicious beast cr '1a. . He
might think -it wes mc]_just as be did
wosterday  about that -Latin  exercise,
He's Jow, you' know., .There's your
letter, old chap—and mind you don't
mention me.”

- And Bunter rolled out . of the study,
leaving Warren. with the Ictter .in his
hand, speechless.

THE END.
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WaYy Not COMPULSORY STUDY-DOORWAY

il s THE G
PILLOW-FIGHTING ? e - HOCKEY’S 00DS
d 3
Asks SQUIFF Th @1 Declares HARRY WHARTON
If yqu'd suggested the idea of compnlsory pillow. It's & gread gome, i3 Study-Doorway ITnckey !
fighting on the lincs of compulsory looter praciice The players stand in their study doorways, crmed
to any beak a weok Egh'i- you'd have been asking . j e ! with hockey-sticks, and just whack the ball when.
for o thick ear. PBoat things have happened since rl* o SN S ever it comea theic way., The goals are the twa
then, my infantal ] . _ ends of the passage, and fur the purpese of the
1t was last Tuesday, right in the middle of the No. 165. EDITED BY HARR‘*WHERTDH. November 30th, 1935. gome the passage 13 divided inlo {wo halves,
war that has been raging belween Remove and Thero is no rushing about. 1§ you tako move {han
Upper Fourth, when Dr. Locke put his foot down — S = =

ono step oub of your deorwny the other sido gota a

and promigsed a Head'’s swigh- free hit.  This keops tl ’
: “Jack Jolly and[awfolly decest sort, aren’s |up on Lorseback to mecs the | Then ho reclised that it was]are not geing back to Eng 5 8 fseapa thio ploy

ing for the next man canghtj Tinlkle, tinkle,

illow . fighting. {inkle | .
g Wea're & Ecﬁrl:,r law-sbiding | It was middey lNﬂc m
y :

. e uichk and prevents beala and
2 #/‘6 his  pals!”  yelled | you, Abdul #¥ St. Sem’s eggaplorers. They | the bizziness cnd of a sword | land, my fien'! You stay gmﬁznts nr;ging in. But I ean
) Hl-oes Lovle of the Fourth.| Abdulstoppslskowling and | were grinning all over iheir |[that +was  prodding  bis|here in Alljecrs instead for | assura yon it dorsn™t nrevent
lot in the Remove, and in hnnm:ing out from the 5...%_ 3 “Then Lhoy wero in |ehowed his feeming  white | swarthy foces as they rained | anattermy | 2o rest of. your life—an' all | the garfm fromn being tho most
tho ordinary way we should | old ﬂlﬂﬂl_f tower ab T N - (O i g AL that packing.caze nll [teeth in e l'eftiny grin. in their steads; some wore “What tho thump!® he|your zhkool wiz u! My | axeiting PRSS00 Ea:ttu yeb
probably hawve packed up St. Earqs; hub+'ﬂ1& S _phi 3 (&‘1 "f‘i Nbpel  the time! Hip, hip,| “Ob, ye&si” he said.|even larBng fit to bust. The |begen; but he was inter- leon shall have ze benefit of | invented 1
pillow-figkting for a time in }Sb. Bam’s boys didn’s L gl iy '--';I tﬁh hooray | “ Thoss boys, they mnk’ tho | Bk Sam’'s fellows, remomber- [rupted by a terrifying snarl | Engleesh skool without leav-|  Since Study - Doorwavw
the face of that threat, But, | hear it, and for a very ) . 1&* ,‘i' u - CHOQRAY 1# ver' beeg mistibe, izn't e ¥ 7' | ing what Franl: Fearless had | from the Sheek, ing Alljeera, sco? " ockey become the raze in
just as it happened, itcouldn’t | good rogson, too. The g sl ’1:"" | 'f"' 4 A deffoning roar of | “ Don’t yol bolesve him, |said, didn't feel very pleased| “Down on_ your nceze,| * Andsupposewercluse ?”|the Iemove, my team has
e done. You sce, the Fourth | Teason  was  thai ,-,z‘ﬂ.‘ﬁ!#.f & %1 o) A% " == chevring ran like wild- 18ir | ¥ cidde Jfrank Fearless. [to nolizss this; but Doctor dogs!™ the Sheelk roared. | gasped tho dismayved Ieadh | played Johooy Bull's team
hed won the last batlle—and | the entiro skool was Py ! e Sl A 4 = fire along the pro-|" Do you knew why he shut | Birchemall saw rnothing sus- | * Grovel on the ground, all Tho Sheck amilod=-a erool, ! nine timea. Johnny's erow:]
fo have left mattcrs like that { thowsands of iniles - é ol e i N e cession of camels. It jus up in ket ease ? Tt's | pishus in it of you, before 1 give my |sinnister amilo. heve won four times and mine
would have meant giving|away, crossing the ; e o A B , was & ronl tonie to |becowse wo #ond out his| “ How jolly pleased they | Cheef Iggseculioner crders to] *I  already providde for| five, so there's not a lot in it
them the chance to crow over | Alljeciinn Desert on 4y ¢ F ogsciting Instalment qf Dmﬂw tho 8f. Sam’'s eggs- |sceret! We Beord him send | all seema fo sea ng ! ** he erido, | get bizzy 1™ zat ! Jug® to pul all ideas of up to now.
us for the rest of the term 1| camels| Nugenl’s Su er Serial + ©* The Sﬁﬂﬂfﬁu plorers to asee tho |a radio messags to the Sheck | *° Lickham, ¢ld scout, ¥ fansy | “ Oh crums!” refusing ont of your heads, | "Tho one thine to remember
S0, ban or no ban, we had | The skoolboy egg. gent s oup P i Y theéry faces of the [that gove 1) wholo show |we're going to liave the time| The St. Sam's crowd]fell | I lcep you all in my dungeons | i3 to post scouta at botl ends
to send out a raiding party | splorers had left the Eggsp!nrersf fvmue quartsttepgoin. |away, The #%t ia, siv, we'ro | of our lives ag guests of the | down on their hands andjocoro | for 7o first six months, Sce '™ | of tho passage, to give warn-
that might to settls the war | good ship Bauey Sally . . . = Yollows slid down [being led intos trap! X Sheals § aond storted boughing and] Then the Sheck shouted |ing of incomiur tratiie. Thia
in our favour, Tho iden|faor behind, and now (hey | Lickham, realising his mis-, from their camels by the! * Wha-a-ab!” o

: ] ! I hoap you're right, sir,” | scrapiog in {ront of the Sheek | out an order in Arabie. In
was for o awift attack on]were in the middle of tlie{take. Dul thoe damamidge bad | duzzen and raced forward to] © The Sheel: duzzout want |said Mr. Eickham, uneezily.

is tho little preeanfion wo
the Fourth Form dormi, in [desert. It was a hot and  been done. The Head had|hbelp Jolly & Co. out of their

an instant tho place was|noglected to toke—with dia-

il : us for the nrrpose of secing | ** Personally, I'd pive =iz alivoe with feerre Arab war- | ggtrons oz ' Fvento :
the middle of the night when | tiring jerney, but i'hﬁ',’?“" overbalaneed  already, amd |uncomfortable quarters, Evin jif we're fv ﬁpﬂﬂiﬂnﬂ I‘u% months’ aﬁ] to Ebe back viors, brandishing fearsome | someons Eu:lcif?a f-cf:'hgnsmirg:
kool wors all in bed, and an | dewered it with trew British | boloro Mr, Lickbam could | Doctor Birchemall and Mr. [his gon, sir ! He wouts us az [ in the Fourth Form Room at swords. atalrs Tuet which the: ball was
aqually ewift retirement be- | plock and fotytude—with | say “Nife!” he felt the | Lickhan forgot their injuries [prisonerat® Bt Sam’a 1™ *To the dungeons, dozz 1" | flyving to goal. And, natur-
fore any of themn had time the ecoozeption of Mr. Lick- Ht:m] 31}{5:13? body crash down | and joined in the rush, Thero was abwsz of ogosite- * Thees way, doctaire!™ yelled tho Sheek of Aljecrs, | aily, 1hat *“*someone '* had to
to wake up and find out what | ham, the master of the Fourth | on hiin like a sack of polatoes. | « Jolly ! Morry| Bright!|ment ffm tip crowd, But | lecred Abdul, as they arrived “Bhow them where' they gob | be: Mo OQuolel.  OF oo,
was on. Form, who looked the pike. “Woooooop ! Gorelf my | Foarless ! * crida the Fiead, | Poctor Birchepnall only larfed | in {ront of the Sheek’s palace. off, boys!? o added Lo his| the Lall had to hit him righl

Wharton and Smithy and |ture of misery us he eat in;chest!™
Bolsover major teol it in|front of Doctor DBirchemall “* Yarooooo ! 7
tmmns to keep awake till one | on one of the leading cemels. | Velling {fvendishly, Doclor

delitodly. * My dear boys, it’s | increddulovs *Com’ an’ meet Hees High-
simply ripping to ses you “TI'm afra"§you boys are |ness the Sheek, jentlemen,
Mgain ! ﬁ’u vou Gt and|fullering fmnf the effects of | and dickusas about hees son

henchmoen in Arabie, on {he kuee us he turacd
Hesistanen was imposzibul. | inte  the pessace 1 Things

s : All the 5t. Sam’s crowd could | woulil lanpe '
g.m.—~zcro hour, Then the| *Fow! This heat is the | Birchemall and Mr, Lickham | qop g your whfarelinit eggsperi- | going to your gkool. Har, do was to go with their cap- | wonldn't ﬂﬂg b ke
rost wore ronitrd end wo all Eiﬂﬁl" limit ! he gronned. | Pitched off the camel's back. | wprse g bad, sir, con.fehees,”  le .sid, lhightly. | har, har!™ tors tn the dimmal under-|  After the bustup  thak
sot ouf, ‘T'vo Dbeen fedling out of | A% they went they klutehed | g0 00 wo'va been shut e “YWhen won%e had some- * T wonder what mal:ea kim pround dungeons that had § ensued, Study - Doorway

Half<way there, we found |sorts ever cince Jolly and Lis madly at tho luggidge that|i yhat caso for a week !t |thing lo et epd drink you'll [ larf lilko that 7' mermered been prepared for them. Hockey is likely Lo decline
that we were not tho only | friends vannished on the Lboat, | W08 _banging on to the side | poenng Jolly, with a rewful |forget all sbeut it! Iero— | Mr. Lickham, nervussly. Hepes sank to zero as they |in popularity in (he Remaove
people sbout. A shadowy |but now I've positively aot|of the camcl—bub the eunly erin. “I suppose we're in |belp yoursslvasl® Tho Fourth Form master ervwwded down the stone sleps. | for o time. DBut it's a preat
figure turned the corner and |ths hump! ™ resnlt was to bring the lug-| Ry)iears now 2 ‘The Head dived into Lie | didn't have to wonder much And when at last the doors | gomo for oll that.
bhumped inte us—and the| * You nican youw've gob (he | gidge  crashing down with{™ C 5 oiler! Bub how |kDapsack and brooght out o |longer. No sooner had he slarnmed  behind  them and |7 Ty it und seo o
fitst thing we wnoticed was | NECK, don't you §* grinued | them ! !

tho merry dickens did you |PBE of jum tirts and boitles | followed the Head into the the skoolboy exgaplorers wore | ——e——

that he ecarvied a pillow over | tho Head, who was riding on Bang ! Crush! Wallop!

get boxed up like that 8 of  pinger-popi  And Jack palace end {aken one look left glone, ihey had 1o admit

hia showldor. the lughest part of the camel’s | | The Lwo masiers 11':'35{-‘1“-1_'5'11 3 I Jolly & Clo. weseso fammished | gt the face of tho Sheel of | for all they were worlh ! Then | to themselves that they rendly 1 af W
“Tt’s  Tomplo!” gnsped bﬂ{'k.g P I'l’]!l.'l tho onp who |10t the desert sand, wilh HJﬂ‘-"]E 'g‘__f'&ll'-" 5;};? -:i‘lail%:ned. that they gave up arpewing | Alljcers than he tealised the |tho Iead E;iﬂr.i again to spenk. | were in a frewly awlul hole ! and of B.ill IFEEIHEJE )
Wharton. *f Socls him § ™ hng gob the hump! Ha, ha, | Ivcgidge raining all round |- 1@ POIMLCC 81 akEUSIAZ ONZCT 1ony further apd waded into | worst. For, without a doubt * Mow, Sheek, if you're s & TR bt round. £0_tho: gyt
o ; 5 them.  And then @ very |28 Abdul, the guide, who d thines § d I ? 4 s (Wil the S0 Sam’s **eggs- | then, and have a look on
And didn's wa just socl |ho! = ol ¥ : %_] o good thdps metend. Inlihe BSheek Dhad the most [ready to let mo iake your Tovers 't : i - L wy
; : 5 asx ! Ten' Al | BETANCe thine happened, was shkulking at the back of : 1 ; : L { . | gboreia Tt tire dables on ) Bulstrodo after I've [Iniahed
hiw, too! A dozen pillows Oh, crums ! You'll make = s Hnp tho crowd, skowling sav. | 07,0858 IT 794 100 Iatd now | feendish fuce ever seen out. | lad back to St. Sam’s the * Sheek " 7 For the ans- | with him! Invitation jssued ]
crashed on o him from all |me holter than cver if you} "The cheef item of luggidael oh. 5 ! @ to do eny ebout it, for | side a nightrare or & chomber | he Legan. : wer, read uicxl week's rollicking | BOLSOVER 3L&Jﬂf?.ﬁﬂ115t ;F
angles—and 6 dozen moro o | slart cracking joaks ! ™ ithat had fullen was o big) 7 ¥ < , . |they wers neanng the end of fof horrors. Even Doctor A peal of feendish lLufler insialment fi > No ‘10 Lemo iRl
split sccond later] Then we |ET0a ned DMr. Lickham. vking - case  belonging  to |, There's the man ‘-ﬂl?l did | their jerncy. foon afler the | Birchemall gaw ot a glance | left the Sheek's lipa, : R s o
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black mask over his face— | bimd hum, which he {cok io{on a bard lump of roek with | Vilian ol the decpest dye palace 1n ) middle ol ajto the Siheelk’s throne an “DB.but imm't it trow, )
and that the * pillow ™ was | Lo o camel.cloth, and started {such » wack that it burst| * DBless my solol I ecannob |Wocking grate onsis, cgestended bis hand, then 7% phaltered  Doctor ) Ulanda Iasking, the Shell's slar planist and  musical
i.ll' [ " - - . '}r 4 E 5 i H H P
not a pillow but a sackload | epping his perspiring brew, { open. A moment Iater, to | possibly boleove that ™ eges-{ * Tho poakwes of the Shecl:| " Good evening, Sheelz !'" | Birchemall, aeniua, has o rival!
of swag ! Al the same Giwe thero was o | the uiter amazement of oll |elaimod the Head. * AlLdul |of Alljecra 1" illed the Head, |he cride. “It’s o plezzure| “ Nob likely!™ leercd the| Hosking bad invited us £o hear the Intest additiong 1o hia
Somothing  glitiered  gud. | wild howl fiom the IHead, the St. Sam's [cllows, four|is the SBheek’s trusted servant, | a3 eggsited ags Second Form | to meet you and—-woooop ! *' | Sheek. * You zink [ send | umending symphony, and, as we drew near the Music Bogig
dendy in iho moonlight. “Ow-wow-ow ! Legpo mv | familine  fuces  lonked ont | senk for tho apecinl purpore | faz.  * Hooray! We're hera Yor n moment Doctor|my son to Enslecsh skool | wo henrd the erashine of piano lioys.
“Tt'a a ount™  velled | beard, youfathead ! Yaroo ]i‘mm itho shavings inzide the | of guidine us safely into the |at last, Lowmi™ Birchemall thought he bad|when Fngleesh skool cen “IWhat on earth ia it ? " we nzked.
Wharton, *“ Look outi " *“Borry, sir!" gasped Mr. ' cose. Sheek's kingdom | He's an| Crowds of ‘Ambs golloped ! Lecn siung by o moskeeter. jeom’ to mo ? Neo fear! You “Those cherds!™  Tloskines Dreathed. “ Do you hear
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them ? "That daring originality of metre! Do
1t was Smithy'a pillow thot camo down on GREYFRIARS FACTS WHILE YOU WAIT! you notieo it 37 §obe y
the pistol! The Doundor, like ths great _ 1] BT — “Mean to say you actunlly Liko 108" Tasked.
chap he always is in an emergency, had ) L e {2 ; . L A 1 ey o g s ;_i' '_'.Ij_ i Hosking =miled,
atepped in like preased lightning and Lnocked Rty (VG e tetiog il e ! - Ay g b B e SRR P, 2 I .t,'.,"' " Like it ¥ Why, it's marvellous!  Who-
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was phoning for the police !

B - lonz it oprn, Then he stopped and gaspul,
20 ended ile pillowdighting raid of last 2T i '*.-E:' . = | o Ul T N It didn't {ake me long to tind out why,
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