


HERE’S ANOTHER INTERESTING ARTICLE IN THIS NOVEL SERIES WHICH YOU HOW
YOUR FAVOURITE PAPER IS MADE.

™ the huely burl- of the Editorial
l ganctum there is never &' moment
to spare. . The story for publica-
tion later issue of the
MacueT ha: been pulled about and
gef  in trim— “subbed "—as we saw
in last week's instalment of this series,
* From Forcst to Fireside.” It's length
has been calculated te & nicety, the
artists set to work, and now, with all
the materials for a complets number
befars him, your Editor has to get very
busy indecd. )

You must remenboer that the Editor
is always working well ahead of his
roaders, the paper going to press wecks
before it appemrs on sale. So, whilst
he is “making up® ome issuc he i3
arranging for numbeis to come in. the
near future, .

As the srtiste deliver their sketches,
these have to be zized up so that they fit
nicely into the space allowed for them.
The size for each is pencilled on the
buck, and the sketches sent to the block-
makers, for blocks to b3 made that par-
tieular size. When the blocks are
ipade, tha Editor reocelves

m n

wonderful machine whiehh scoms to
stop just short of thinking.

Line of Type!
"These linotype imachines are in

orderly rows in a vas: room, and at
each complicated machine a skilled com-
posttor sits, tapping at keys arranged
after the manner of & typewriter kay-
board. As a key iz tapped, a tiny piece
of brass, bearing the imprint of the
letter corresponding to the tapped key,
falls gently on to a revolving strap in-
side this amazinF machine, others
following it in swilt succession as more
keys aro tapped.

The rmruﬁ'ing strap carries the letters
to a small box just above the keyboard
and so by degrees words and lines an
ultimately columns of type arc formed.
But these brass letters are only moulds
and are not used in the actual printing,

Automatically, the machine casts real
letters, in molten lead, from these brass
pieces, line by line, and as that is done,
the brass moulds are again automati-

cally moved away back to their
original ‘position in tho machine, ready
to be used as mould: again. The cast
lines aro moved also, to be arranged in
eolumng and then into page form—cor-
responding to the dummy page of the
MacxeT, which your Editor has already
marked up for the compositors’
guidance,

Reading the Prools!

The blocks arve fitted into position on
the page, and the whele arrangement
i thon inked over, and & “pull " of 1t
sent to the Editos. He and his assist-
ants read through these rough pages
carefully, marking in the margins any
corrections or alterations that are
deemed necessary. A further check 1s
given by the readers at the composing-
rooms,

When all the pages of an issue of the
MAGsET have thus been read by the
Editor, he passes them for press, and
that issue is well on the way for the
mighty printing presses. DBut thousands
of copies cannot be printed

“pulls ? of them.
=

Ready lor the Printer !

These he pastes down oh
blank pages, corresponding
to the appropriate pages of

the future iszuc being deall
with, and to cach huo
attachos & lypewritten slip,
bearing Lthe “caption’
which s to be printed
Leneath.

Twenty-cight dummmy

pages are securcd together,
and on each page s
marked directions which the
printers are to follow. On
tho prearranged day each
week, one of those dummy
paperas govs to the printers,
tngether with the “copy ™ .
which tho printers are to set
up, the “copy” being
marked by the Editor
with the size and style of
iy io boe used, Ingeti‘gur
with all other necessary in-
structions

Yot one more miracle las
vob to be performed. The
compositors who regularly
handlo the MaAGNET copy
goizo on portions of the
story, distributed to them
by the master-printer in tho
composing rooms. Each
man places his portion of
c¢opy before him. and pro-
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geeds  Ueud! agthe words,

m grder to impress mjsolid

The *“copy '™ s ju

are you ses a linotyps operator at work seiting up type.
above the keyboard of the machine.

from the original set of pre-
pared pages, so each page
13 made into one solid mass
of metal, which has to bo
hent to fit the cylinders of
the printing machines.

A Wonderful Machine!

Fach passed page i3
paired off with a thick sheet
of soft paper, put through
a “mangle,” and out comes
the thick paper with a clear
improssion of everything on

that pa a matrix, as b
s oalled

After this has been eurved
to the shape of the cylinder
of the printing machine, 1t
goes inte an  antoplate
machine, and in three-
quarters of a minute thero
is delivered the solid metal
page, ready for the print-
Ing press.

Soveral single pages aro
welded together to make ono
complete whole, for life 1a
far too rapid at the prinfing
works for separate pages to
be tun through the great
printing preases one ot a
time. The fact that several
pages arc thus printed
together makes work later
on for another marvellous
hit of maochanizm, which
grabs and folds the printed
pages in their correct order.

(Vext week's interesting
article  dealy with  the
machkine which turng out the
“ Ready-to-Rewd ”  issue of
the MieWET, DBe sure and
read i, chums!)
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SENSATION AT GREYFRIARS |

Many a fime and ofjt hae Williom George Bunier boasted of his ' magnetic cpe ™

—the optic that will, weith a single glance, qucll the most umvuly spirvit. Byl Bunter’s Form-fellows Enow that Tal’s

go mneh ' chineag."’

a prefect obey his every whim and fancy ?
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Yet how in it that Bunter, the fattest freal a:ul funtiest funk who cvoy wore Kions. con maolie

A stirring long complete story of the chums of Greyfriars, with William
George Bunier well in the limelight. By FRANK RICHARDS.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Tubb Begs for It !

1w g HARTON I
A Tubb of the Third came

y X up the Remove staircase,
2 stopped on the Remove
landing, and shouted.

Georgo Tubb of the Third Form was
aspparently in search of Harry Wharton,
the captain of the Remove. Apparently,
also, George Tubb was unwilling to pro-
ceed farther than the Remove landing
in search of him, Having arrived there,
Tubb came to a balt, lifted up his voice,
and roared.

“ﬁ:hurtnn! Wha-a-a-a-arton! Whar-
won i’

George Tubb's far from dulcet tones
rang along the Remove passage, and
soveral fellows in that passage stared at
the fug.

g Eﬁib, halle, hallo[” ealled out Bob

Cherry.

“Bame to you!™ answered Tubb.
" Wharton ! Whaerton 1"

“Vou young ass, do you want Whar-

ton ?" demanded Bob.

“You old ass, sounds like it, docsn’t
it?” retorted 'Tubb. “1 say, 13 he
deaf?” And Tubb roared once more,
“\Wha-a-a-arton [ .

“He's in his study,” said Bob. “If
you want him, you young grampus, go
in and find him.," ;
~_“Loder wants him,"” explained Tubb,

“Loder of the Sixthl Te's sent mo to
tell him so. That's what I get for being
Loder's fag—sent on messages to kids
in the Lower Fourth.” Tubb sniffed.
“T'm not huntlnﬁ' along the passages for
a Lower Fourth kid. Can't he come
when he's ealled ¥ Wharton ! Wharton!
Wha-a-a-arton "

“Shut up ! roared Johnny Bull.

“RBats!" retorted Tubb. "JIs tha
follow deaf or dead? If he's dead I'll
o back and tell Loder so. Wharton!

harton !

& Remove man, decline

Harry Wharton, in Study No. 1, cer-
tainly must have heard his name called,
or, rather, bawled. But no doubt he
recognised the dulcet tones of Tubb of
tha Third, and with dignity natural to
to come at the
call of a mere fag. At all events, he
did not appear, and Tubb of the Third
grow exasperated.

“Loder's told me te tell him!" he
hooted, *“He's waiting in his study for
the silly ass!™ ) )

“Go and tell him, then,” snid Squiff.

“ZShan't! I'm not rooting about look-
ing for kids,” said Tubb independently.
“Like Loder's check to send mco here!
I'd have told him so, only—"

“Only you jolly well didn’t daro!”™
grinned Lob, ““There would have been
a dead fag lying about Loder’s study
afterwards.”

“Oh, go and eat coke!™ =napped
Tubb, *“I'm not wasting much more
time_on that silly ass. I'm wanted in
my Form-room. I've got no time to
wasta. We've got something on in tho
Third.™

“What's on?” asked Bob cheerily.
“Having vour annonal wash? I suppose
vou'll be thinking of it now the New
Year's upon us.”

Tubb glared, and vouchsafed no other
reply to the qoestion.  Omece more he
lifted up his voice and roared, thi lolty
independence of the head of the Third
Form preventing him from secking
further for the junior Loder wanted in
hia study. The Third Form ab Grey-
[riars were fags. The Remove were not
fags, and scorned fagging with a lofty
scorn.  Tublb's opinion was that this was
mern cherk on their part, and that the
Remove onght to fag like the Third, an
opinion that George Tubb was likely to
hold firmly until he passed up into the
Remove, when, of course, it was liable
ta change.

“Wharton! Wha-a-arton! Wharton!™

“Stop that row!” hooted Dob.
“Wharton!1” bawled Tubb.
“The rowfulness is truly torrifie,”
marked Hurrco Jamset Bam  Sin
“The checkiulness 13 also great.
El]:"s Eglmp the esteemed and preposterous
ubb.”

“Good! Give him something to yell
for 1" said Dobh.

“Wharton 1" bawled Tubb.

A voice came from Study No. 1 at last,
the voice of the captain of the Remove.

“RKick that noisy fag out, %ﬂu men.”

“What-ho!"' answerod Bob.

“Wharton!” roared Tubb. *“You
silly ass, Loder of the Sixth wants you
in hia study! I h::-?e it's a hieking! You
frabjons cﬁnmp. it I come along fo that
study I'll pull your car "

That was too much.

Harry Wharton appeared from the
doorway of Study No. 1.

“You'll what?” he demanded.

“Pull your ear!” retorted Tubb un-
dauntedly. “You Remove kids put on
too much side! Now, I came heie to
say—— Ynaroopoooooooh [

It was not Tubb's intention to say
“warooooh "; ho said it quite in-
voluntarily as Bob Cherry and Johnny
Bull grasped him, up-cnded him, and
sircwed him on tho Remove landing.

“Whoooooop " roared Tubb dizzils.

“Don't vou know that Third Form
fags have to be civil and respectinl when
they come nlong hero to bring micssagos
tn their clders nnd betters ¥ demanded
the eaptain of the Remove zeverely.

“Wow! I'll—"

“Bump him! Not too hard—hut
hump him ! said Wharton,  “Those
fngs must be tanght manncrs.”

“Hear, hoar!"

Bump!

*“Whoooo

Tubb of the Third yelled as hia head
tapped on the Remove landing. Tubb's
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display of lofty independence in the
resence of the Remove had been, in
act, a little reckloss. Tubb had asked
for it. Now he was gelting 1t

“Give him another!”

Bump |

“ Wooooooooooh 1"

“Now are you sorty ! asked the cap-

tain of the Remove, with magisterial
starnness.
“Yowl Nol! Rats!" howled Tubb.
Bump!

““Now are you sorry, little one¥"

"1 give you little one ! yelled Tubb.
“Go and eat coke! Ow!”

Bump!

“Now aro your—"

“Ow! Yes!” spluttered Tubb, con-
vinced at last. ““Yesl Ow! Leggol”

“Are you awfully sorry?” pursued
Wharton inexorably.

“Yow-ow-ow | : as.}‘ hn;ﬂ]?d Tuhh.g

“Are vou awin oarfully sorry #"

“You rotter! I'll—"

umpj ¥y

“ Arva you awfully, fearfully sorry?

“Varoogh! Yes! Anything you like!
Leggo!” yelled Tubb. “Blow youl
Ow! Oh, scissors! Leggo!”

““Hua, ha, ha : :

“Roll him down," said the captain of
the Remove.

And the grinning ]
George TubEtn the end of the landing,
roaring. And just as they reached it a
big Sixth-Former in a tail-cont came up
the Remove staircase. ;

“What the thump!” exclaimed the
Sixth-Form man,

l{ﬂh. m?" hﬂ.tl”

“Loder ™

“*Ware prefoots ™

The Removites let go George Tubb as
if he had suddenly become red-hot,
Loder, the bully of the Sixth, had
evidently come to inquire into the delay.

In the entertainment of dealing with
Tubb, Wharton had rather forgotten
that the prefect was waiting for him in
his study. )

Tubb scrambled to his feet, untidy,
breathless, but grinning. Loder had his
official ashplant under his arm, and
Tubb fully expected to see that ashplant
applied to the captain of the Remove.
ﬁgﬁich, from Gearge Tubb’s point of
view, was a consummation devoutly to
be wished, The Removites were silent
and very war&r as tha hulIf' of the Sixth
strode upon the Remove landing.

— S —

THE SECOND CHAFPTER.
Rather Mysterious !

ARRY WHARTON eyed Loder
H of the BSixth warily. Gerald
Loder, as a Sixth-Form pre-
foct, was invested with the
powar of the cane. He was remarkably
fond of exercising that power. He was
fondest of nll of exercising it in the
direction of Harry Wharton & Co., with
whont he had had many troubles. Even
Loder, bully as ha was, had to bave
gome pretext for administering the
eane; but the rapging of his messenger
was undoubtedly a fairly good pretext.
Tubb of the Third had been cheeky;
and from the peint of view of the Re-
movea, a fag who threw his weight about
in the Remove passage, was asking for
what wae sure to come to him. But a
Sixth-Form prefect was entitled to take
a different view; and with so fair an
excuso, the juniors fully expected Loder
to lat himeelf go.

Loder's next words were expected to
be “Bend over!” addressed to Harry
Wharton. And the same order was
anticipated by the other fellows, who

Tee Macxer Lisrary.—No. 1,080,

movites rolled

Loder’s fag in the
or a visilor to the

had been instructin
MANNErS Necessary
Remove quarters,

&0 the astonishment was great and
general, when Loder of the Sixth, after
o careless glance at Tubb, turned to the
captain of the Remove with quite a
genial expression.

“1 sent Tubb for you, Wharton,” he

said.
“Oh! Yes, Loder!”™

astonished.

. “"The :,'mmg nsg
into a rag here.
Tubb1* said Loder,
Tubb stared at him, petrified. Tubb's
view was that the Removites wanted
licking all round; and for Loder to
miss such an opportunity was amazing.
er gave Him a stare.
“Ido you hear me, Tubb?"
“Oh! Yes!” gasped Tubb, ;
He slithered away down the stairs,
gaping with astonishmeoent.
Not busy just pow, Wharton?"”
asked Loder.

“No,”” answered Harry, still more
astonished, It-was ithe first time on
record that Loder of the Bixth had
taken ghe trouble to make such an
inguiry.

“Well, cut along to my siudy, will
you "

“Ceartainly 1"

Harry Wharton, in a state of be-
wilderment, went down alter Tubb.
Loder, with his ashplant still tucked
under his orth, followed him. Bob
Cherry and the rest stared after Loder.

“Well, my only summer Wonnet!"”
ejaculated ]gnh “What's the matter
with Loder 7" ;

“The matterfulness must be terrifie !
opined Hurree Jamset Ram Eingh_.

“Not a single lick—and he hdd as
good an oxcuse as a fellow like Loder
could want!” sald Frank Nugent
blankly. '

said Harry,

geems to have got
You can cut off,

¥He's been given the trouble of

coming up here after Wharton, because
we were ragging his giddy messenger—
and he's taken it Iike a lamb,” said
Johnny Bull, *“Is Loder rciorming, or
going off his rocker?” )

i { sy, you fellows,” equeaked Billy
Bunter, " he's going to take it out of
Wharton in his study. He, he, he 1™

“Rot!" paid Bob. “He's in a good
temper| It's the first time it's ever
ha.fpened*—but ha is!”

There's something vp,” said Vernon-
Smith. “Loder wouldn’t be =0 iiully
nice for nothing. I suppose he can’t be
going to borrow anything of Wharton ?"
Bob Cherry chuckled.

“Even Loder would draw the line at
borrowing anything of a junior,” he
sald.
have run away with all hiz loose cash,
he would draw -the line at that.”

It was quite a mystery to the Remove
fellows. It was just as great a myste
to Wharton, who was extremely puzzle
a3 he made his way to Loder's study in
the Sixth. What Loder wanted he
simply could not guess. If he wanted
s fag, Wharton certainly did not intend
to fag for him: but he would not have
been =0 civil about that, anyhow. Tha
captain of the Hemove was quite curious
by the time he arrived in Loder's study.

Gerald Loder followed him in and
threw the deor shut. Wharton was still
wary ; the most probable explanation,
after all, was that Loder was going to
give him the ashplant. DBut the gem-
ality of the BSixth-Form bully was
undiminished. .

“I suppose yon've got some time on
your hands, as it's a hall-holiday thia
afterncon, kid?"” began Loder,

like Tubb, he would

“Even if his favourite geegeea-

“Well, we've got a footbull game
nn:** said Harry!

‘Of course, I should be sorry to inter-
fera with a fixture,” remarked Loder.
“8till, 1t wouldn't take you long to run
dmfn te Courtfield on your bike, would
i7"

“N-no!™ assentad Harry.

Apparently it was fagging, after all,
But f Loder put it in the way of ask.
ing a favour, it became rather difficult
to refuse. An order to fag the captain
of the Remove would have refused at
once. A polite request was a different
matter.

“Well, T want a ki t
the post office at said
Loder. “Will you go, Wharton? I
happan to be busy this afternoon, and
can’t go myself—I'm playing football.
But it's very important to cateh the
afternoon aoﬁecrh‘nn with a letter.”

It was out now |

But it was still mysterious.

Loder could have dispatched his fapg,
Tubb of the Third, to Courtfield wit
that letter. 'Tubb, though not a par-
tioularly hrigﬁi:;dyuuth, certainly could
have been trusted to drop a letter safely
into a latta{ahm:. Moreover, tha after-
noon collection had not yet been taken
in tha schaol = and it was somewhat
inexplicable that Loder could not stroll
across the quad and drop his letter into
the box, that would be cleared in a
couple of hours by Mr. Boggs, the local
postman.

This mysteriousness, added to Loder's
unwonted goniality of manner, warned
the junior that there was something
beh all this.

or was eveing him keenly.

“It’s a letter X 't want to post in
the school box,"” he said. “I've got
reasons yop needn’t bother about.”

“0Oh, quite!” said Harry. *IL hope
I'm not inguisitive.”

“You're n kid I can trust,” gaid
Loder.

“1 hopa so.”?

“What I mean,is, you're an honour-
able follow,” sai er. " We've had
our little disagreements, kid, but I've
noticed that you are a straightforward
chap with a sense of honour.”

to cut down fo
urtficld, ™

“Thank you, Loder}” said Wharton
demurely. It waa true anmagh- but he
had mr?ﬁin’ly never expected this flat-

tering acknowledgment from Loder of
the. Sixth.

“¥ mean, if I gave the letter to a fag
read the address
on it," said er. "1 can trust a
fellow  of decent principles, like your-
salf, not to do anything of the kind.”

“Certainly 1" said I ]

Something was glimmering on his
mind now. The Lower School knew
more than Loder supposed, of his sport-
ing proclivities, Tt would rather have
surprised Loder, had he been aware that
his sporting manners and customs woro
freely discussed in the junior Forms.
It dawned on Harry now, that the letter
in question might be addressed to some
person with whom a Greyfriars prefect
was not supposad to hold any communi-
cation; fo wit, a kmaker, in all
probability. Cortainly Loder could not
venture to post such o letter in the
school box. If by chance it came to
light it meant trouble for Loder—
nothing short of the " sack.”

The expression that came over
Harry's face, as this idea struck him,
did not escape Loder. .

“Tha fact is,” said Loder, in an
airy way, “I'm going into cne of those
football competitions. It's a bit un-
dignified, perhaps, for a fellow in my
position, and I'd rather it wasn't talked
about,”

rey.
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“Oh1" said Harry.

“Well, will you take the letter?”

“Oh, certainly! TI'll eut down to
Courtfield on my bike, and drop it in
at the post office !

“Thank you, kid 1™ AL .

Georald Loder opened a drawer in his
table and tock out a sealed and
addressed onvelope. He handed it to
Wharton with the address turned down-
wards.

“Put it in your pocket.”

Wharton aﬁpped the letter into his
pocket.

“I'm much obliged to vou, kid," said
Loder. “ By the way, if you've got any
linea for me, you needn't do them."”

“I haven't,” said Harry. “Bob
Cherry has—n hundred you gave him
for sliding down the banisters.” |

Loder laughed.

“* You'd pull Wharton’s ear, would you ? * said Bob
Cherry. *° Yes,” reforted Tubb, undauntedly.
I came here to
——  Yarcoooh ! ** [t wasnotthe Third-Former’s
He said it quite
involuntarily, as Bob Cherry and Johnny Bull grasped
him, upended him, and strewed him on the Remove
(See Chapler 1.)

Remove kids put on oo much side.

intention to say ** Yaroooh!"

passage floor.

- ——

B Tall him he needn’ do them, from
me, if you like."

T rl‘hl.l.t'tl{.ﬂ ! 5k ! ;

And Wharton, with the letter 1n his
pocket, left Loder's study.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Bunier Wants to Know !
i ALLD, hallo, hallo ™
H “What's the giddy nows "
“What's up, old bean?”
Four members of the Co.
were awaiting ithe captain of tho
Bemove, when he came away from tho
Sixth Form quarters. DBilly Bunter was
hovering in tho offing, with his fat cors
wide open. Wharton's comrades wero
taking a fricndly interest in the matter.
Bunter's intorest was founded upon his
inquisitivencss, which was the ruling
passion of the Owl of the Remove,  As
the matter did not concern William
George Bunter in the very least, W. G,
Bunter naturally wanted to know.
“All sorene, you men!™ said Harry

cheerfully. “Loder wants me to: run
down to Courtfield for him.”
“PFagging for the Bizth!” growled

Johnny Bull,

“Not exactly., He's asked it as &
favour. It won't hurt me, and a fellow
doesn't want to be disobliging.”

“"What about the footer?” asked Dob.
“Wa're plaiing the Fourth—kick-off at
three, you know,™

Harry Wharton smiled.

“I was thinking of standing out, any-
how. We don't have to be at full
strength to play the Fourth, Give Red-
wing a chance.”

“It might have been a big fixture!”
grunted Johnny Bull.

“If it had been a big fxture, old
bean, I should have had to tell Loder
to go a.rtd,h cat coke,” answered the
captain of the Remove. "I should have

“* You

— [ififit

"'!;1“.
i’

il

put it as politely as possible, but it
would have amounted to that. Dut as
I've ot nothing speecial to do this after-
noon [ may as well go.”

“I'd rather keep clear of Toder and
hiz affairs,” said Jolinny Bull, “The
icss & muan has to do with Loder the
better. ™

*Admitted. But it won't hurt me to
bike down to the post-office for him "

said Ilarry. “There's no hupry, T
st vou fellows started first.”
“Right-ho ! It's time we got

changed."

The chums of the Remova procoeded
to the changing-room. Billy Dunter
rolled afier them and grabbed Wharton
by the sleeve,

“1 =av, old
Bunicr.

“Well, fatty?"

“What ore you poing to Courllicld
for "

“For Lodor,”

“Oh, really, Wharton! I mean, what
docs ho want you te do there?”

* Botter ask him.™

“You silly ass, he wouldn't tell mo.”

“Same here.”

“I say, old chap—" ]

Harry Wharton jerked his slecve
away and followed his friends. Billy
Bunter blinked after him through his

chap—" wkispered

big spectacles, bafled, but more curious
than ever. Bunter was always a hope-
less vietim of that fell discase, wanting
to know. And now he was suffering
from it quite scverely.

Wharton, with Loder's letter in his
pocket, gave it no further thought for
the time. Loder's cxplanation had
satisfiecd him; and, in any case, it was
no business of his to supervize o pre-
feet’'s correspondence. He intended fo
post the letter, and. most azsaredly,
without looking at the address on it
Put there was no hurry. It was yet
some hours to- the time of the collection
at Courtfield Post Office. So he walked
down to Little Side with hiz friends, to
see the beginning of the Form match.

As Wharton was standing out, the
Bounder captained the Remove side, and
ho was glad to have his chum, Tom Red-

"
N = i
1 i,

wing, in the team. Ceeil Heginald
Vemnple, the captain of the Fourth, led
his mwerry men into the field with the
lofty manner that was customary to
Coetl Reginald before a match with &
Form that ho loftily regarded as moere
fags. After such a mateh Tomple's
manner was less lofty. It was no-un-
usual thing for the I{emm-& to pile up
six or soven poals against the Fourth,
which naturally had a diminishing coffect
on tho F::-nrt.:lf-Fn::rm skipper's swank,
though ‘it did not take him long to
recoyer,

Haying scen the ball kicked off, and
the first goal =cored by Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh in the first ten minutes,
Harry Wharton strolled away from
Little S:de.

As ho was not glaying himeelf, and
was in no horry to wheel out his bike,
he stopped on Big Bido to watch, for
o while, the gamo that was beginning
there. The Greyiriars First was play-
ing a visiting team from Rede yic.
Wingate, the Greyiriars skipper, was
well worth watehing, and many of his
men, such as Gwynne and North, of the
Sixth, and Blundell, of the Fifth, were
in great form. Loder of the Sixth was
a membor of the First Eleven, though
he was vory far from being one of
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THANKS!

Wingate's best men. He was playing a
fairly gﬂﬂ%ﬁjﬂm& on this occasion, how-
ever, and arton glanced at him with
some interest.

I say, old chap!™

There was a tug at Wharton’s sleeve
g3 ho stood watching the seniors.

“ Leggo, fatty 1"

“But I say, old fellow, aren't you

going down to Courtfield for Loder?”
asked Billy Bunter.
& DIT I.'IP I:I‘I‘

"1 was going to say,” said Bunter,
with dignity, “that as your other pals
are playing footer this afternoon I'll
come with you, if you like"

Harry Wharton laughed.

““Blessed if I sce anything to ecackle
at,” said Bunter. “I mean it. TI'll
pome. You're going on your bike?"

“¥Yes, fathead.”

“T'll cothe on mine, You don’t mind
mending a punctura for me before wo
start, do you, old fellow !

i ﬁ&s.ll

“"Oh, really, Wharton—"

“(Zo and eat coke ™

“1 say, old fellow, you might tell
& chap what you're going to Courtfield
for,” murmured Bunter persuasively.
“In strict confidence, of course! You
know I can keep a secret.”

“ Fathead IV

Harry Wharton walked away from
Big Side and went to the bike shed for
his machine. On his track rolled
William George Bunter..

Wharton lifted his machine from the
stand. PBunter cast a dubious blink at
his own bike. Bunter’s bike was always
in need of repairs, It seldom or never
got any, so it's last state was always
worse than it's first, Now it had an
accumulation of several punctures, =a
bent pedal, a broken chain, and one or
two other little defeets, and the most
hopefu! cyolist would not have looked
on it as & going concern, Bunter, after
several dubious blinks at it, decided to
leave it where it was, Obviously, if that
bike  went with him to Courtfield it
would not carry Bunter; and Bunter
did not want to carry the hike. -

He rolled after the captain of the
Remove as Yharton wheeled his
machine away, .

“1 say, old chap, I'm going to Court-
field this afternoon,™ :m-icf Bunter. “I've
got an appointment at the bunshop.”

“ Nothing to prevent you keeping it,
fathead.” :

“T zuppose you'll give me a lift on
vour bike "

“It isn't warranted to carry a ton.
Buppose again,”

*Oh, really, Wharton—="

Harry Wharlon put a leg over his
machina.

"ii}e{'. ouk ﬂfdtfhc!ﬁ_‘ way, fathead.”

“1 say, old chap——"

"'%iaar{" P X h! d
“But, I sa arocogh ! roare
Bunter, as the front wh&elgnf the bike

collided with his Light trousers.

it E'Iﬁp hﬂ-, hﬂ- I‘H

William George Bunter sat down in
the road. He sat and roared, while the
captain of the Remove, laughing,
mounted his machine and rode away
towards Courtfield Common.

Bunter picked himself up and shook
a fat fist after the cyclist,

“Beast 1" ho roared.

A cheery laugh came foating back.
Then Harry Wim'han vanished in the
distance.

“Beret! I hope he'll jolly well bag
a zpill—the road's as greasy as any-
thing! Beast!”

Billy Bunter blinked disconsolately
and wrathfully after the vanishod
cyclist. Bunter had nothing to do that
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afternoon. Watching football matches
did not appeal to him. His celebrated
pustal-urdpr had not arrived, so there
was nothing doing at the tuckshop.
Bunter was at a loose end, and prying
inte what did not concern him—his
favourite resource in idle moments—
would have  filled up his afterncon
nicely., But Wharton was already out
of sight, and obviously Bunter was not
going to learn for what reason Loder of
tha Sixth had sent him to Courtfield
Post Office. The fat junior gave a dis-
contented grunt, and rolled away in the
direction the captain of the Remove had
taken. There was always a chance of
gatting a lift on the road, and if by
good fortune he arrived at the post-
office at the same time as Wharton, still
a chance of gratifying his curiosity. It
was 4 slim chance, certainly, hut in
such a matter the slimmest chance was
better than nothing, to the Peeping Tom
of Greviriars. _

Billy Bunter rolled on, grunting as he
rolled, and as it ha pnnuﬁ, fortune was
to favour William George Bunter in the
meoet unexpected manner.

THE FOURTH CHAFPTER.
A Skid and a Shindy !

£ 00K out!™
E . “That Greyfriars cad!”

Four elegant juniors belong-

ing to Highelife School wero

strolling by the road over Courtfield

Commeon, as a cyelist camoe whiszzing
along from the direction of Greyfriars,

(T HTATL TR R AL R R DR

CONCERNING YOU !

Important news . . see page 10.
LR R R LA R A R R LR L RR B L

Ponsonby & Co. recognized Harry
Wharton while he was still at a distance.

Wharton was coming on at a good
speed, The road wasz muddy and
greasy, from late heavy rains, an sfau_rta
of mud Aew from the rapidly-revolving
wheels as Wharton pedalled fast,

Cecil Ponsonby eyed him very sourly.

“Wea might——"" he bagan.

“0Oh, chuck it!1" interrupted Gadsby.
“I'm fed-up with your raggin’ with
those Greyiriars cads. We always get
the worst of it.”

“ Absolutely,” said Vavasour,

“We're four to one!” said Ponsonby
sulkily.

#5%0 we wora last time,"” eaid Monson,
“and we got o thumping licking.”

“That was because another Greyfriars
cad came up. You can see that that
rotter's alone now. Nobody elie on the
road at all.”

“0Oh, rot!" sald Gadsby. **Look at
the speed he's going at! Ilo'd run us
down as likely as not if we tried to stop
him."

“We could——-"

“0h, rot ™

Ponsonby gave a grunt. Thers was a
plentiful lack of warlike onthusiesm on
the part of his followera, It seemed to
Pon that this was an excellent oppor-
tunity of paving off old =cores. But it
did not seem so to Gadshy and Monzon
and Vavasour. They had had some, zo
to speak.

“Let's get out of the way,” said
Monson, ""Hea's squelching mud right
and loft, and I don’t want any on my

bug?"

don't sco gettin® out of the way
of a

Greyiriars cad!” growled Pon-

mnh%_.
“Well, you can stand there and collect

all the mud you want.
of the shower!”

Monzon and Gadsby and Vavasour
drew to the hedge at the side of the
road. Ponsonby remained in tho middle
of the road, scowling. But as the rapid
rider came nearer and tho splashes of
mud from the whizsing wheels mnore
obvious Pon decided to join his comrades
out of reach of spattering. Muddy
eplashes on his elegant clobber did not
appeal to Pon.

rry Wharton came u

He had spotted the Highcliffe fellows,
and was wary for trnul:ﬁ . Pon & Co,
ware not likely to take the risk of try-
ing to stop a jigger going at full career,
and Wharton was quite ready to rush
them down if they tried. Getting past
them at top sge,a was the best way of
avolding trouble, and that was Whar-
ton's intention.

But that was where the chapter of
accidentz began,

On a clean, dry road the captain of the
Greyfriars Remove would have whizzed
past the Highcliffians at top speed, and
vanished io the distance in a few
seconds. But on & wel, greasy road it
was a different matter. Wharton, for
the moment overlooking the dangerous
state of the read, put om speed—not
wisely, but too well,

Whiz |

Tha skig was so sudden that the most
carceful rider could not have guarded
against it. Beforo Wharton knew what
was happening, his wheels had ceased to
hold the road, and he was flying.

Crash! Bump!

Wild yells welcomed the skidding
¢yclist as he landed. He landed fairly
on the group of Highcliffe fellows by
the roadside. It was an accident on
both sides. Wharton, certainly, had not
intended to skid. Pon & Co. most
assuredly did not intend to receive him
and serve 'as a buffer if he skidded. But
that was what happened,

_For some seconds nobody knew pre-
cisely what was going on. But Vavasour
was soon aware that he was lying on the
roadside, with a muddy bieyele sprawl-
ing across his elegant trousers. Gadsbhy
learned quite suddenly that ha was an
his back, with zomebady sitting on his
faca. Wharton, at the same moment,
realised that he was no longer zitting an

I'm geltin® out

with & rush,

the saddle, but on a face. Ponsonby and
Monson  sprawled right end  left,
howling.

“0Oh, my hat ! gasped Wharton,

“Gurrrrrrrgggh 1" came from Gadshy.
" Gorroff ! g:}nmh 5 ¥

Wharton staggerad up.

He was breathless and shaken, but not
otherwize hurt. The group of Higheliffe
fellows had broken his fall. To judge
by the soundsz they were uttering the fall
had also broken them.

“Oh! Ow! ‘Wow! You rotter—
ooooch [*
“Oh gad! QOw®

“I'm smothered with mud 1" shriekad
gasped Wharton.

Ponsonhby.

"Eﬂfr&'_lu “Thﬁ
beastly jigger skiddod—-=>"

“Y¥ou rotter' yelled Ponsonby,
“You did it on purpose.”

“You silly ass!™ retorted Wharton.
"It was an accident—and vou know it
as well as I do.”

“You Groyfriars ead! Look at me!™

“Well, look at me,” said Harry, “I'm
as muddy as you ara, More,”

“I'll smash you!"™

“Oh, rats!”

That it had heem an accident was
obvious; no cyclist would willingly have
skidded headlong in that way. But
FPonsonby was bruised, he was muddy,
En::i he was Isi:_r.wt,g.ﬂ:s. d.:‘!.mi the cyelist,

eing npow dismounted, was eazy to
tackla, ‘
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And he rushed savagely at the Grey-
friars junior.

“Hands off, shouted
Wharton. g

Ponsonby attacked him furiously, and
Wharton put up his hands promptly
enough. Pon would not have made
much impression on the sturdy Grey-
friars fellow; but his comrades rushed to
hiz aid at once.

The four High-::lifﬁnn!- attacked Whar-
ton hotly. With such heavy odds, the
captain of the Remove had to give
ﬁrmmd, but he gave o good account of

imself as he retreated. Unluckily, he
was driven back towards the upset
machine, and he caught his feet 1n 1t
and went sprawling backwards.

“Now we've got the cad!” hissed
Ponsonhby.

“2mazh him!" gasped Gadsby.

“ Absolutely 1™ panted Vavasour.

Wharton Ernpp!{:d with the four.
They rolled him off the bicycle into the
grass beside the road, and pinned him
down there. Strivo as he might, he
could not get on his feet with four
agzailants clinging to him.

A fortunate upper-cut, which mado
Ceoeil Ponsonby feel as if his head had
been suddenly lifted off, put Pon out of
the combat suddenly. a collapsed in
the wet grass, s 1utturinﬁ+ At the same
time Vavasour backed off to mop a nose
that was streaming crimson.

Wharton had a chance, and he made
tho most of it. With an effort he dashed
(Gadsby and Monson aside, and
staggered to his feat.

or @ moment the Highcliffians drew
off, gasping, panting, almost winded.
But the struggle would have been re-
newed in anntﬁer moment or two. But
Harry Wharton snatched up the bike
and dragged it into the road.

Gadesby made a jump after him, and
tho bike swung round and crashed on
him, sending him spinning.

The poxt moment \Wharton had his
leg over the machine.

Ie could only hope that it had not
been seriously damaged by the (fall
There was no timo to ascertain.

The four Highelifians rallied and
rushed on him as ho drove at the pedals,
Fortunately, tho bike was not much burt
—only a clink or two told of something
loose, as Wharton pedalled. It shot
away from the grasping hands of the
Higholifinns, and Ponsonby, reaching
too sagerly and missing, fell on his nose
in the muddy rond behind the eyclist.

“Ow! Wow! Yow!" he gusped.

Breathless and pantine. Harry Whar-
ton drove at the pedals, and the bike
sped away towards Courtlield.

“ Aftor him1” yalled Ponsonby.

Ow ! Wow! Yow! Owi”

“After him! yelled  Ponszonby.
"Como on, 1 tell von.™

He rushed in pursuit of the bicvele,
and Gadsby and BMonsoun rushed ufter
him. WVavasour brought up the rear
mora  slowly.

The road made o wide loop, and Ly
cutting across the common thoe shorlest
way, thero was a chance of heading off
the evelist. Ponsonby and Monzen quits
wilid with rage, tore across the gruss,
Wharton, exhausted by the strenuoas
struggle, was rviding bhisz hardest, but he
was not poing fast. l'or Lthe time, he
conld not put ocn speed.

Liut as he saw the Highclillians cutiing
arross the grass to intercept him at the
curve of the road, he made an ellor,
and the hike flew. I@Ia was ahead by a
few yards when thoe enraged IHigh-
clifinns came panting out into the roud
aghimn,

After that, Pon & Co. had no chaneca,

vyou fool!®

Qur Contributor has something to say on the importance
of calling the coin correctly in Test Cricket.

OW are big ericket matches won?

On the face of it one would

say that there iz only one pos-

sible answer to that gquestion—

by tho side whick is best cquipped in
the threa things which matter on the

cricket field—batting, bowling, and
ficlding.
Actually, however, there iz rather

more in it than that. The history of
cricket shows us as plainky as anything
that big matches between teams of more
or less cqual merit are oft-times won
before a ball is bowled; they are won
by the captain who guesses right when
the question is: “Head or tail 7

It may well bo that England weuld
have won the first—that 1s the most
important—of the Test matches againet
Australia if the Eogland captain had
lost the toss. But on ths other hand
it is & certainty that the England cap-
tain went a long way towards winning
when, having said “Head 1™ as the
Australian captain tossed the coin, he
gaw lhe coin come down with “ headi ™
upwards,

The First Step Towards Victory !

In a one-day maich between two
schoolbroy  teams, or on the village
greem, it doesn't vory much matter who
wina Lhe toss, or which side bats Lrst.
The conditions, roughly speaking, are
the same for both sides. But in a big
Test mateh, and particnlarly in a Test
match in Australia, it does matter
whe wina the toss. In fact, it iz
zearcely going foo far to say that when
Perey Chapman, the skipper of Eng-
land, enlled correctly before tho start of
tho first Test match of the present series
he took the first big step towards
vickory.

Think over this matter. Before a
Test mateh is played on any particular
wicket in Australia weeks and weeks aro
spent on repairing the pitch. It is
mnde into what is called, in popular
cricket language, a shirt-front affair—

perfectly ironed out; beautiful from the
batsman's point of view.

Now, throughout a 'Test mateh in
Australia—as 1n every other country—
the match 13 played with the wickets
pitched in the same spot,

The Perfect Wicket!

Every ball which is bowled has some
offect on the “shirt front.” The side
which has the first use of the wicket has
the best out of it. The side which has
the second innings finds the pitch a
little less perfect; the side which has
the third innings finds it wearing; and
the side which has the fourth mnings

finds that the shirt-front is worn—
frayed, if you like the word. The
wlera then reap their harvest—as

witness Australin all out for 66 in the
first Test match at Brishane a fow weeks
ago. And that is why we say that
when Percy Chaopman said “ Head ™ and
tha coin camo down *‘head * uppermost,
that he performed the first duly of a
captain of & cricket team—to win the
toss. Let’s hope he ealls correetly on
faturﬂu;’, the opening day of the next
Test.

A Debatable Point!

Never, in the whole history of Test
matches boetween England  and
Aunstralin, plaved in Australia, has a
captain who has won the toss sent the
other side in to bat. Only a fool would
do it. Lo

Should &0 much depend on winning
tha toss? The answer to that gquestion
is  debatable. In  respect of Test
matehes, w serics of [ive matches, the
spin of the coin means =o much that
many ple think that much ef the
“gambla” should be taken out by
giving the temin which loses the toss in
the first mateh the right of first innings
in the sccond match. Thercafter there
should Le no lossing after that first Hlpit‘l
—one sido with first innings ond then
the aother. '

They ran a dozen yards or so after the
evelist, and stopped, breathless, A few
minutes later, 1larry Wharton was out
of ight, it the direction of Courtficld.

Gadsby, Monsen, and Vavasour started
by the shortest route for Ilighelifie
4ehocl.  Ponsonby, with o scowling
brow, followad them. _Apparently hoe
did not want to wait for Harry Wharton
“an his own.”

[R—

‘THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
What Billy Bunter Found !

‘e 15, he, he!™
H That fat eaclinnation in-
dicated that William George
Bunter was f{inding onler-
tairnmnent of an amuzing chavacter.
Ho was! '
RRolling  aloug the road across the
common, wilth the moderale  preogiess
of an ailing snuil, tho faliest fellow
at Greyfriars lhad been grousing, nob
loud, but t!?nlp. It waz no joke to
carry hiz weight any distance, and the
hopo of a Lift on the road Lud proved
deluzsive. Only one veliuele had passed
Panter, o light  fvap, driven by &
grocer's young man, atd in respoise Lo
a vequest [or a lift, the grocer’s young
matr Dhad winked cheerily at Dunter,
and advized him to woit for a tenlan
lorey. After which gratuiteas aosd -

pertinent advice, the grocer's young
man had driven eheorvily on, leaving
DBuntoer plugging onward on foot. i

And then, all of a suddea, Bill
Runter camo in sight of a scene, whioh
turmed thoe winter of his  discontont
into glorious smmmer.

iy tho roadside, at a lLittle distance
ahead, five Tellows were engaged in o
wild and whirling eombat,

PBunter knew who they were abt once,
e know Ponsonby & Co. of Ilighelille,
and anyhow, he could have guessed the
wdentity of fellows altacking another
fellow, four to one,  And who the one
was, DBuoter knew. A hiko Bprn.wlin%
by the road, showed that a cyclist hae
como to grief, and Bunter had no doubt
ahout the wdentity of that cyelist,

IF that bLeast had given him s lidfe
on his bike, as Bunler had requesiod,
Bunter would bove been with him, and
would have protecfed him—at least, so
Biuntler soid to himsell.

Now Do wasn't with
wasn't going o prolect Lim,

That was what Willimin George Bun-
ter said to himsell. As a malter of
fact, had he been with Wharton, no
donbt hie would have taken to his fat
liyra ag soon as the :M:'I':l{l started. Tut
I preferred not Lo thick of that.

Bunter slowed down  Ile wanted to
get n o pood view of the proceedings, but
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 THERE'S STILL TIME TO GET "HOLIDAY,” "HOBBY,” & "NATURE ™ ANNUALS!

he did not want to get mixed up in
them. Very much indeed he did not
want to get mixed up in them. He had
been raggod by igheliffe fellowa
before, and knew what it was like.
Pon & Co., with all their expensive
clobber and ﬁl‘eﬁant ways, were little
better than hooligans at heart,
Bunter was more than willing to let
Wharton get the whole benefit of their
hooliganism.

. with a fat grin on his face, Bunter
effaced himsclf in a patch of bushes by
the wayside, which streened him from
view, gut allowed him to draw near
enough to enjoy the entestainment.

‘ha scrap was going hot and strong,
and Bugter felt pmﬁg of Wharton, as
a Greylriars man, for putting up so0
heity a fight against four foca. He was
happy to note that Pon & Co. were

etting damaged. 2 had no doubt
that odds woﬁd tell, and that Wharton
would got the ragging of his life. Btill,
he was not disposed to chip in. The
fellow who had .rejected his company
could look out for himself. Bunter
found a lot of good reasons for not chip-

ing in. Tho best reason of all—funk—
Be ﬁid not admit to himeelf. The un-
veracious Owl of the Remove was as
good at seli-deception s deception.

The scrap ended suddenly, Bunter
starcd through his big spectacles at the
gight of Wharton, in a very dishevelled
state, pedalling away on a clinking
bike, with four dishovelled  fellows
tearing across the grass after him.

“He, he, ha "

Upon the whole, he was glad that the
captain of the Remove had gobt away.
ﬂ{p course, the beast deserved a ragging
for his treatment of Bunter, refusing
to tell a chap a secret, and declining
to give him & lift behind his bike.
gtill, perhaps he had had enough.
Judging by his looks, Bunter was in-
elined to think that he had. _ 3

Ag pursued and pursuers vapished 1n
tha distance, Billy Bunter emerged from
hiz cover, and rolled onward.

His hopes of nmnilfg Wharton down
at the Courtfield Post Office were higher
now. Obviously, in  his resent
dishevelled state, Wharton would have
to stop somewhers and make himself
tidvy before he entered tho town., He
was likely to do =0 as soon as he had
shaken off the Highchffians, DBunter
considered. Ho 'mrialiha]r the Owl of
the Remove would in & the death,
aa it were—and learn what it was that
did not concern him. This was a happy
thought, and Billy Bunter plugged on
much more cheerfully—only keeping a
very wary eye, and & wary pair of
gpectacles, on the nlert, lest the High-
cliffe follows should appear in the offing
again.

He arrived at the spot where the sorap
had taken place, and paused to chuckle,
There were many signs of the scrap—
trampled grass, a lost cap belonging to
Wharton, a pump that had fallen from
the hike, a torn necktie, and a hand-
kerchief that had fallen from a pocket.
Wharton’s escape had been much too
hurried for him to think of the loose
articles he had ﬂrﬂp{ad, in relling over
and over in that hefty struggle with
four enemies.

*He, he, hel”

Bunter decided to pick up the cap,
the bike-pump, and the handkerchicf,
and the necktie. Wharton would be
glad to get them back, and might do
the decent thing in return—the decent
thing, in Bunter's opinion, being to con-
fida Loder's business to Bunter.

Having picked up the articles, Bunter
blinked rouno through his big glasses
to sce if chere was anything else. A
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glimmer in the grass caught his eye,
and he picked up a half-crown that had
fallen from somebody™ pocket.

Bunter fairly pounced on that coin.
It was a much more ﬁratit’yingﬁnd than
the cap, the pump, the necktie, or the
handkerchief.

If Wharton had dropped it, the least
ho could do would be to lend it to
Bunter wontil his postal-order came,
That occurred to Bunter at once. If,
on the other hand, one of the Highcliffio

fgllows had dropped it, there wag lots of
time to consider what ought to done
with it. Bunter was di d to think

that, in that case, it might justly be
regarded as a nap% a from the enemy.
However, he did not decido on that all
at once, feeling some sort of a twin
on the subject. For the present, he
slipped it into his pocket, it was safe
there—from the owner, at least.

Stooping and peering into the wet
grass through his big spectacles, Bunter
scanned the ground for more dropped
coing, There seemed to be no more, but
he picked up a little Een!:ni:‘a, which he
know to be Wharton's, having scen it
in his possession in Btudy Ne. 1. And
then he picked up an envelope.

It was addressed, stamped, and
sealed, and cbvicusly prepared for the
ptfat. Bunter blinked at the address on
1

J. G:aftaer{ Esq.,
1, Deodds' Court,
Lantham.

“Oh, my hat!™ said Bunter.

Bunter knew the name of Grafter.
Often had hv scen that name in ad-
vertisements In the papers—certain
papers that were not supposed to cir-
culate at Greyfriars, but nevertheless
did sometimes find their way into the
scholastic shades of that educational
establishment,

Skinner of the Remove often had a
copy of the " Sporting Tipster ” in his
study, and Angel of the Fourth some-
times had a "Tipster’s Times.” DBunter
knew all about them,

In both the “Sporting Tipster ¥ and

r. Grafter of

the “Tipster's Times,” :
had displayed advertise-

Lantham
ments.

Mr. Joseph GQGrafter waz a turf
accountant:; at all events, that was
what he called himself.

All over the mcin% papers sprawled
Ifis advertisements, headed in large
ype:

“JOE IS THE MAN WHO PAYS!”

According to his advertisements Joe
was in business chiefly for the purposo
of seeing personally that sportsmen who
backed winners got their money.

When they backed losers no doubt Joe
got the money.

Billy Bunter blinked at that letter.
One of the fellows who had been F-crnfl-

ing at that spot had evidently

ropped it,

It was quite in keeping with the
character of Ponsonby & Co., who wera
extremely sportive youths, and got rid
of quite a considerable quantity of
their pocket-money on the elusive gee-
gees,

Bunter's first thought was that the
letter had been dropped by one of the
Higheliffe juniors, which would not
have surpriged him aé all.

But second thoughts came; and
gocond thoughts are proverbially the
best. Bunter whistled,

“Wharton 1™ he ejaculated.

It was olinost certain., Wharton,
rolled and rumpled, tousled and tussled,
in the grasp of many enemies, had shed
his perzonal possessions right and left,

Half the loose things about him
seemed to have dropped in the grass.
Bunter had already Ppicked up his
penkgife, his hnu%lcéi‘chmf, his necktie,
and probably his Rali-crovn, as well as
his cap and his bike pump. The letter
- wery likely been in the same
pocket as the penknife,

Certainly, Bunter, ass as he was, was
not mss enough to suppose Wharton
to Be personally in conmnmiunication
with a boockmaker. But he knew that
Wharton was going to the post-office
for Loder. And Bunter was not at all
ignorant of Gerald Loder’s dabblings
in racing matters; indeed, owing to his
peculiar methods of getting informa-
tion, he knew more sbout them than
other fellows in the Lower School did.

Bunter was not bright; but a less
bright fellow than Burmter would have
ﬁ;mnsed now why Wharton was going to

o ‘post office for Loder, B was
going to post this letter, which abvi-
ously Loder would never have dared to
post in the school box.

Loder was playing in the hrst eleven
that afternoon, so could not go him-
self - apart from the fact that he pre-
];iﬂ-hl,y would have been too lazy to go,
in any case, if he could have helped
it.

If Bunter had wanted any proof—
which he did not—the handwriting on
the e:ﬁval{:pﬁ was familiar to him, on a
coreful inspection. He would not have
recognised it, at a glance, as Loder's;
but he knew he had seen it somewhere,
which meant that it was the fist of some
Greyfriars man. Undoubtedly Loder's

Bunter stared at the letter.

He had learned all he wanted to
learn now by thiz happy accident.
‘Thers was no need to pursne Wharton
to Courtfield, owing fo the exfremely
fortunate circumstance of hiz encounter
with the Highelifians.

“My hat ! said Bunter.

He turned the letter over in his fat
hands, scanned it from every point of
the compass. It was zealed with seal-
ing-wax; and Bunter did not think—at
present, at least—of breaking the seal,
intenszely curious as he was to sde the
confents of the envelope.

He slipped it inte his et at last,

“The awful rotter!’ said Bunter.

He sniffed with virtuous indignation.

“Mixing himeelf up in that beast
Loder’s blackguardism1” said Bunter.
“Nice thing for a Remove man—head
of the Form, too! I wonder what
Quelchy would say to this?*

Bunter felt an unacoustomed glow of
virtuoua superiority over the captain of
the Remove. He, William George
Bunter, would certainly have declined
to take any part in such proceedinges.
Loder would have known better than
to ask him, he considered. Wharton,
who put on airs over a fellow as good
as himsalf or better, was not above
posting a letter addressed to a book-
maker, written by a Greyfriars man,
who would have been sacked for writin
it, if the Head knew. Why, if it a
came oub, Loder would ba oxpelled
from the school, and Wharton would
be flogged. Bunter whistled again.

“That letter's not going to be
posted 1 enid Bunter virtuously. “l1f
Wharton choaszea to have a hand in such

things I'm jolly well not going to. Ho
ooght to bo jolly well ashamed of him-
enlf, and I'll jolly well tell him so, tool

- Shovking! Scandalous. in fact!”

What ho was going to do with tho
lotter Bunter had not decided. But he
had decided that he was not going to
post it, that he was not going to hand
it ta Wharton, and that most sssuredly,
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“* Don"t you be cheeky, Tubb,** sald Bunter lofiily.
* Right you are,’* answered Tubb.

ern come hera I he likes.”

he was not going to approach Loder
nn tha subject,

He was, however, going to tpll Whar-
ton what he thought of him. That was
a satisfaction which DBunter could not
be expected to deny himsclf.

Having given another blink round in
the grass, and failed te find anything
elee but twa or throo loose buttons.
Billy Bunter rolled away. DBut he did
not head for Courtfield now. Hoe
hended for Groyfriare—with Loder's
letter in his pocket.

When he got back to the school the

senior football mqt.ch was over, and
Lodor was going into the House with
gome others of the Sixth, Bunter

blinked at him and prinned. Loder did
not even glance at him—Bunter of the
Remove being an utterly insignificant
and negligihla person in the eyes of a
Bixth lorm man and a prefeet. Had
Loder known what was in DBunter's
pocket at that moment no doubt he
would have been more interested in the
fat junior. DBut Loder did not know—
and William George Dunter certainly
was not likely to tell him.

THE SIXTH CHAPTEER.
Lost !

& H, my hat!”
@ Harry Wharton uttered an

exclamation of dismay.
After getting clear of the
Higheliffe fellows, and ascortaining that
they wera pursuing him no further,
Wharton had stopped; and, as Dunter
had pucssed, ho put himself to rights
a littla before riding into Courtlield,

in your bags [ ™

After a wash in a pond, and scrub-
bing soma of the mud off his clothes,
and brushing his hair, ho looked a little
less untidy. Nothing could alter the
fact that iliﬂ- jacket was split, and that
his necktie was gonc; but he found his
collar hanging by a single stud, and
smoothed 18 as well as in could and
fastened it.

Ho had lost his cap: but as it was not
raining that did not worry him very
much. It would bo casy enough to pick
it up on his way back.

Having made himsell as presentable
as possible, Wharton rode on into
Clourtficld: and in spite of the delay
on the road, renched tho post office, in
the High Strect, in ample timo for tho
collection.

It was then that, feeling in his pocket
for Loder's letter, he discovered that it
wias no longer there.

Ho had already missed his handker-
chief. Now ho missed tho letter and
his penknife. Running his hands
through his other pockets, he missed a
half-erown—which was the only coin he
migsed, Becauso ik was tho only one that
had been in his possession.

“Oh crumbs!™

Wharton was utterly dismayved,

ITe had undertaken to post that letter
for Loder; and if it was, as Lod¥r had
told Lim, a letter dealing with a foot-
bhall eompeotition, it was important for
it to catch the post. Buch letters had
to be delivered at the editorial oflico by
a cortain date. :

And it was gono!

“Blow thoso Higheliffe
growled Wharton. i

It was uscless to cry over spilt milk;

cads [

** And tell Loder, from me, that I don’{ care to come to his sludy.
“*But I warn you you’d better put some exercise-books
(See Chapler 10.)

Ha

and Wharton did not waste timo in use-
loss grousing. He knew that the lettor
must have dropped from his pocket in
tha rough-and-fumble on the common,
along with handkerchief and penknife
and other things. As likely as not it
was etill there. If some snapper-up of
unconsidercd trifles had passoed that
way, he might have anncxed the bike
pump and tho ponknife; but even a
dishonest tramp would most likely leave
a letter alone,

Anvhow, there was a chance. And
Wharton had time to get back to the
spot, and again to Courtfield, before the
post went, if ho acorched both ways.
Ho jumped on his machine and pedalled
out of the town much faster than he
had entered it. . i

Ho had to take the risk of tho High-
clifliana being still about. Ho had in-
tended to make a detour, going back,
and keep clear of them; but he had to
risk another encounter new. He fairly
whizzed along, grinding hard at his
pedals,  Hoe had told Loder that he
would catch the post with that letter;
ond although the loss of it cortainly
waa not his fault, ha was very anxious
indeed to do whaot he had undertaken
to do.

Fortunataly, therea wers no more
gkids, though ho was niding rather reck-
lessly in his haste. He arrived at the
epot whera he had ecrapped with the
Highclifians, and was relieved to seo
thaf there wos no one in sight.

Ha jumped off his machine, and be-
gan to scarch the grass by tho road-
side. There was no mi.st-ukmg the spot
—tha trampled grass showed plainly,

Tee Magxer Lippany.—No. 1,080, :
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tham that strenuous scrap had taken
oo,

But there was no sign of tha letter.
Thera was no sign of the bike pump,
which must have dropped near at hand
when the bicycle went over, no sign of
the penknife, the handkerchief, the cap,
or the half-crown. He ﬂenreiml'.l right
and left, with anxious face.

But it was clear that someone had

assed, and picked up the fallen articles,

ossibly the Highchifians had returned
to the spot—possibly a tramp had
loafed that way—or soma urchin from
the village or thoe town. Anyone might
have passed and annexed the things that
had been dropped.

To hiz own property, Wharton gave
little thought, ﬁut. the loss of the letter
worried him deeply. Loder of the
Bixth had been decent for once, and
had asked him, as a favour, to get that
lotter to the post. If thors were filled-
in coupons in it, there was no time for
Loder to try again; he would have to
get another mply; of the paper, whatever
it was, and do his work all over again.
And he had said that this afternoon’s

t must be caught, and there was
arely time to <catch it, if Wharton
I:lurriad back toe TCourtfield now with the
etter.

“Oh, hang!” muttered Wharton, dis-
mu}fud and worried. ;

o searched farther, though without
hope. He knew that the letter was

ne.

“The rotter!” He was thinking of
the unknown enapper-up of trifles who
must have passed by. *1lf he took the
other things, he might have left the
letter alone—what's the pood of pinch-
ing a letter, blow him! Unless—there
might have been money in it!"

hia was a dismaying reflection. If
the competition wae one in which en-
trance fees had to bo sent, there might
have been stamps, or a postal-order in
Loder's letter. Some tramp, picking it
up and seeing the address, would guess
a8 much, and open it to take the money
out. If that was the case, Loder’s re-
mittance was hopelessly lost.

Had Wharton, like Bunter, scen the
address on that letter, certainly ho would
not have worried abouf it—and certainly
would never have touched it at all in
the first place. But he had accepted
Loder’s statement that it was a missive
dealing with a football competition, and
it was not unrcasonable to suppose that
Loder did not want it talked sbout at
Greyfriars, He was a Sixth-Forrn man,

and a prefect, and euch things were
more suitable for a junior in t'hg Faourth
or the Shell. er's cxplanation was

perhaps, a little far-fetched, but it had
satisied Wharton. He did not suffer
from the beeetting disease of curiosity
like Bunter.

“Well, my hat!”

Wharton gave it up at last. There
was nothing else to be dene. After
scanning the place of combat and its
vicinity for helf an hour he could not
hope that the letter was still thera; it
could not have ‘escaped his search.

He picked up the bicyele, in & troubled
and unenviable mood.

Thera was nothing for it, but to return

to Greyfriars, and report what had
happened.
If Loder had lost money in that

letter 1n the shape of a postal-order or
stamps for entrance fees, Wharton was
quite prepared fo stand the loss himself,
if Loder wanted him to. DBut if it
turned out that Loder had had the
answers right in that competition, what-
aver it was, and that a prize had been
lost owing to the losz of the letter, the
situation would- bo most vnpleasant. It
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was nob likely, of course; those huge
foothall prizes were not.gathered as
casily as blackberrics—if gathered at all.
Still, Loder, no doubt, supposed that he
had a chance, ar ho would not have
troubled to make out hiz coupons, and
he would naturally be irate at learming

that his chance had been knocked on the
head like this,

In a very uncomfortable frame of

mind, Wharton rode
friars.

He had other discomforts, oo, of a
maore personal nature, His nose was a
little swollen, and felt very sore, and
he had at Jeast & dozen bruises scattered
over him. But it was to his eredit that
he was thinking more of Loder's loss

back to Grey-

than of his own damages.

He reached the school, put up his
bike, and walked to the House. Mr.
Quelch met him as he came in, and
frowned.

“"Wharton! You are in a very un-
tidy state! What 13 the meaning of

this?"”

“I had & spill on my bike, sir,”
answered Harry meekly. “I skidded on
a asy road, and—"

“Oh! Very well, Wharton !"

Wharton hurried into the House. He
did not feel called upon to explain
te his Form master that o serap had
followed the spill. It was a case of
least said soonest mended.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” Bob Cherry
grected him on the Remove landing.
*We've licked them—as usual !”
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“0h, good!” said Harry.

“Four goals to nil!” said Bob, grin-
ning. "HReddy kicked one of them.
Queer thing those Fourth Form duda
think they can play Scccer, what?”’

Harry Wharton laughed.

“The queerfulness is terrific,” re-
marked urree Jamset Bam Singh.
“But what has happened {o your

estecmed and ludicrous self, my worthy
chum?™

“8pill, and a scrap with the High-
cliffe cads,” answered Harry.

“We've waited tea for you—" said

Bob.
“T'Il come along later—I've gnt. to
e Loder of the Bixth Grst. Don't stop

for me.™ -

“0Oh, wa'll wait.”

Harry Wharton nodded, and hurried
away to change hia clothes and put on
a clean collar. That did not occcupy
him long, and he proceeded immediately
to the Sixth-Form passage to sce Loder.
As the letter was lost, and it was—
presumably—too late for Loder to get out
& fresh set of coupons for that football

rize, -lhere was nothing to be done—

t he naturally thought it best to let
Toder know what had happened as soon
us possible.

In s very uncomlortable frame of
mind, Harcy Wharton tapped at Loder’s
door.in the Sixth-Form passage. ar,
having been decent for once, Wharton
would have been very glad to tell him
that the letter had been posted as he
wished. 8till, bad news would not im-
prove with keeping, and he was anxious
to get ik over.

*Come n ™

Wharton eniered the study. ]

Loder was sprawling in s armchair,

and the whiff of cigparette-smoke in the
atmosphere hinted that he had been
comforting himself with a “fag * after
his exertions on the football field. DBut
no cigarette was in sight when the
Jumior entored.

Loder glanced at him, and gave him
a gimmi nod.

“0h, wyon, Wharton?" heo
“You've posted the letter?™

“I'm sorry—no——"

“Whati"

Loder's genial manner dropped from
him like a cloak. He bounded to his
feet, and glared at the junior,

':,Y{}L_l"l-'ﬂ lost the post?”

“Yes—J]—"

“You young fool 1"’ roared

“T couldn't help it.

“Give me the letter, then,” snarled
Loder. ““Hang you—I thought I could
trust you.™

“Bo you could trust me!” exclaimed
Wharton indignaotly. “Ii you’ll listen
to me a minute, and let me explaim—"

o Hﬂ.ng_?uur explanations! Give me
tha latter.”

“I havent got it—"

“What?"” yelled Loder.

1 "I_.rhavEn't got it—it’s lo:t, becauss

I ItﬂFt- !IJ
4 Iiﬂﬂt ]:I-J

“Yes, [—"

“Give mo that letter! You lying
T'mmg' rascal, to dare to kenﬁoﬁnnk my
efter ] Give it me!” roared er.
~ And he sprang at the astonished
Junior, grasping him by the collar and
shaking him savagely.

eaid.

::[...ﬂd-:tn

Loder’s voice was a roar.

[EESS S

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Way of the Transgressor !

HAKE, shake, shake!
S Harry Wharton epun breath-

lessly in the grasp of the prefect.

He was taken by surprize by
Loder's outburst of fury. The Sixth-
Former’s face was almost white, his
eyes glinted under knitted brows. He
shook the junior like a dog shaking a
rat, but it was only for a few moments.
Wharton very gumklr rocovered from
his_surprise, and resisted.

With a powerful wrench, he tore him-
self away from Loder’s grasp, and
backed, panting, across the room.

“Hands off 1" he gasped. **You silly
ass, handa off I

Loder came across at him, catching up
his cane from the table aa he came.

“(Give me that letter I he shouted,

“You amilly dummy!™ exclaimed
Wharton, quite forgetting that he was
speaking to a Bixth-Form prefect in his
excitement and anger. “I tell you it's
lost. It's not my fault!”

“You've got it in your pocket now!"
enarled Loder. "1 thought you were
straight, and I could trust you. I nover
dreamed vou'd think of looking at the
letter and keeping it! But I'll—"

“You fool I" howled Wharton. “ What
the thump should 1 want to keep Your
silly football coupons for? Have a little
genzol™

“Foothall eoupons!” repeated Toder
blankly. .

Apparently the explanation be had

iven Wharton carlier in the afterncon
gad slipped from his mind. ‘

“¥an told me it waz a letter in &
foothall cnm;;:et.itiun,“ said Harry, star-
ing ot him. “Wasn't it7"

Loder calmed himself with an effort.
Wharton was not a suspicious or dis-
trustful fellow, but he ¢ould not help
seeing that there was something more
thon a set of {ootball coupons at stako
here. The loss of whale stacks of
coupons would not have thrown Loder
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into such a rage and such a state of
plarm, For it was clear that, cnraged as
he was, he was more alarmed than
enraged. The loss of the letter had
frightened him..

Lodor still gripped the cane, but he
did not raise i1t. He fixed his eyes on
the junior as if ho would read his very
thoughts,

“Then you did not look at the address
on the letter?’” he demanded.

Wharton's lip curled.

“I'm not & Paul Pry! Why should I
look at the address? Besides, I told you
I wouldn't1"

Loder breathed hard. A

He was not on good terms with the
captain of the Remove, and he disliked
the junior, rather for his good gualities
than for any bad omes he might have
had. Dut it was those good qualities
that had led him to trust harton,
Loder knew how to judge a junior's
character, and he knew that Wharton's
word was to be relied on. :

“Tell me what's happenod to the
letter,” he snapped. -

4P have told you befora this il

ou'd given mo a chance,” answered
{l'nrry angrily. ‘It was lost through no
fault of mine."” :

And he gave a succinct account of the
gkid on the Courtfield read, the 3h1nd,v]
that had followed, and his vain searc
for the lost letter.

Loder listened with anxious, puckered
brows.

“Then the letter’s still
romewhera!" he exclaimed,

“It must have been picked up b;ir

lying about

somebody. scarched everywhere,”’
answercd Wharton.

‘éTha wind may have blown it away,
..‘I']_ _F}

“7 looked all round the place. De-
sides, the wind couldn’t have blown
away my bike pump and penknife, and
they were gone, teo. Somebody came
glong and bagged the lot.”

“The Highchffe kids—"

“They might have gone back to the
place. But they wouldn’t take away my
thmgs—they'rﬂ not thieves. I don't
think it was Pon and his lot.”

“Home tramp—"

*1 suppose so."

“Why should a tramp take the
letter 7™

“1f there was money in it—entrance
fees——" Wharton kroke off, It had
dawned on him by that time that the
mryeterious letter had nothing te do with
a football competition. That was the
explanation Loder had chosen to give
him, feeling that one was needed. It
was fairly eclear to Wharton now that
the letter must have heen written to
someone of Loder's disreputable con-
nections outside the school.

“There was no money in it," snarled
Loder. “If a tramp opened it to zee
what was inside ha would throw it away
again, and yvou'd have found it

Wharton was silent. He quite 1 -der-
gtood Loder's alarmm now. That ' tter,
if 1t found 1ts way by chanco back to
Greyiriars, and into the pands of
authority, would mean the most corious
kind of trouble for the sportsman ¢ ° the
Sixth.

Loder
ﬂucig.

“Can't you guess who got hold cf tha
letter 7" ho -snai;md at last.

Wharton shook his head. :

A Greylriars fullow, do you think?Y'
neked Loder.

“It's possible. A Groyiriara fellow
might have picked up my things, to
return them to me.” said Harry., 11
he saw the letter thers [ suppose he
would drop it into the post, as it was
all ready for posting, Or if be guessed

moved reostlessly about the

that I had dmpﬁed it, he would keep it
pud give it back to me."”

“Xou saw no Greyiriars fellow any-
where near?"

Il'Nu'Iﬂﬁ
“You've got to get that letter back,”
eald Loder harshly., “It's too late now

to send that commission to—I mean, to
ost the letter, But it's got to be found,
t would mean s lot of trouble—" He
broke off.

*1 can guess that it would mean a lot
of. trouble now!™ exclaimed Wharton,
his eyes Rashing, " ¥You told me it was
o football competition letter—knowing
that I would not look at the address on
it. ¥ou told me a whopping lie. I
can sgo that now."

“Take care!” snarled Loder.

* "I can guess the sort of letter it was—
and if I'd known I'd never have touched
it! It was like your cheek to ask me
to post it!"

“Mind what you say!" snarled Toder.

“Oh, go and eat cokel” retorted
Wharton savagely. * You were a cheoky
cad to get & decent fellow mixed up in
your rotten blackguardism.”

Loder grasped the cane and made 2
stride ‘towards him.

“Do you know you're talking to a
prefect ' he snarled.

“I know you won't be a prefect much
longer if that letter should come under
the Boak's eyes!" retorted Wharton.

Loder lowerad the cane.

“You've got to find that letter,” ho
muttered.
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leaab,, find out what's become of it. I
hadn't thought of that. You'd better
tell me whom it was addressed to now,
&0 that I shall know it when I seo it. I
haven't the [aintest idea.”

‘There was a long pause. Loder was
evidently unwilling to give that informa-
tion. But it was clear that if Wharton
was to identify the lost letter, if found,
he had to know what address was oo it.
There was nothing else by which to
identify it.

“J. Grafter, Lantham,” said Loder
at last.

The name conveyed nothing to Whar-
ton. He was not so well acquainted with
“*Joe's " advertiscments as Billy Bunter
was. He had never had the curiosity to
look into Skinner's sporting paper.

“¥You're not to mention that to any-
one, of course,” added Loder hastily.

“I can guecss that,” said Harry, with
a curl of the lip. “I've never heard the
namo boefore, but I can guess the sort af
man vou've written to. I'll find the
lotter if I ean, and return it to you.
That's up to me, as I took charge’ of it
Dut—' : '

“Dut what?" snarled Lodor.

“"But T jolly wall wish the ITead would
snot you and kick you out of the
ezhool 1" answercd Wharton coolly.

Loder gripped tho cano convulsivoly.
Niut ho did not wield to hia longing to

&ilcl:ﬁd it up
ck, ar, at

use it.  Ilo could not afford to quarrcel
with the eaptain of the Bemove ot
prosont,

“Get out ™ he =aid thickly,

“Jolly glad to." anawered Wharton
contemptnously, And he left the pre-
[ect's sbuady. .

Lader, left alone, threw down the

+
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cane, and paced rvestlessly about the

room. Black care clouded his brow.
There was a tap at the door, and

Walker of the Bixth came in. Loder

glanced at him  blackly without
spoaking,

“ Anything up 7" asked Walker in sur-
prise, ;

“Yes!” growled Loder.

“You got off that commission to
Grafter 7" asked Walker anxiously.

“You haven't been ass enough to lose
the post? If Grafter doesn't get it by
first delivery in the morning ﬁ won't
put the money on Ace of S8pades. And
it's the best tip going.” - Walker looked
very anxiously at Loder. “IT left it to
}’ﬁu?ou said it would be all right.”

I.-;;I ell, it's all wrong!” growled

ar.

*That means a tenner out of your
pocket and another out of mine, then,”

rowled Walker. “"You told ma von

new-a kid you could trust to post the
letter, without prying into it."

“Tha young tool lost it."

“Oh, my bat!" _

““And if it should turn up here, and
my fist be recognised on it, what's going
to happen to me " hissed Loder.

James Walker whistled.

“"Not much doubt about that—the
jolly old sack would happen to you,
short and sharp!™ he answered. *' You
must be a fool—"

iiﬂh- Ehut I-Ip !'II ;

“Wal!; of all the careless dummies,
you——

“Shut up!” roared Loder.

Walker shrugged his shoulders and
left the study, leaving Gerald Loder to

his own rcflections. They were not
pleasant. The wur of the Bixth-Form
sportaman, like that of other trans.

gressors, was hard.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Bunter on the High Horse !

% EA'S  ready!” enid TFrank
i INugent,
Tea was ready in Study No.

1, in the Remove, when Harry
YWharton arrived thore. I'our members
of the Co. were waiting for him, The
kettle was singing on tho fire; a pile of
toast in the fender looked, and smelt,
wppetising. Dob Cherry had boiled
innumerable eggs. The football mateh
with the I'ourth had not caused tho
heroes of the Remove to exert them-
sclves unduly; but it had given them
very keen appetites. All the members
of tho famous Co. were moro than rendy
for tea.
“Wherefore the clondfulness on my
worthy chum’s ludierous brow?" in-
quired Furree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Had a row with Loder?” asked
Nugent. _

Wharton looked worried. Quite
against his will, he was new the keopor
of one of the shady scerets of tho sporta.
man of the Sixth. He did not [eel freo
to tell his chums the details of the
matter; but he hoted kecoping scercts
{rom them.

“Well, yes,” he said. “I may as well
tell you I was taking o letter to the post
for t:im. It was lost when I serapped
with those ITigheliffe cuds.™

Johnuy DBull looked at bim Axedly.

“Why couldn't Loder post hiz leltee
in the school box ¥"

“lio gave me an cxplanation,” said
Harry uncosily. * I believed it—then,
anyhow—— Letier not tnlk about it

“I think 1T warned you that a fellow
had bettor kenp .clear of o man hike
Loder,” raid Johnny Dull,

Tirg Macxer Linnany.—No. 1,090,
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“VYou did—so don't give it to me over
again,” answered the captain of the
Remove, a little tartly.

Johnny DBull grunted.

The Famoua Five sat down to tea.
The door of Study No. 1 opened, and a
fat face peered in

“I say, you fellows—"

“(h, t out, Bunter!” exclaimed
Harry Wharton 1rritably. " Don’t come
bothering now.” In his worried frama
of mind, the captain of the Eomove was
not disposed to tolerate William George
Bunter as patiently as usual,

“0Oh, really, Wharton——"

“Buzz off I

"1f that's what you eall gratitude,
you've %ﬂt n guecr ides of thanking a
fellow for doing you favours,” said
Bunter, with dignity.

“"What do you mean, you fat idioti?"

“After T've taken all the trouble to

ick up your things, and bring them
home for wyou!" execlaimed unter
indignantly.

Harry Wharton started.

“You!™ he cxclaimed, jumping up
from the table.

He starced at Bunter, as that fat youth
placed several articles on the table, one
after another; a bike pump, a eap, a
nocktie, a penknife, and a handkerchief,

“Fou!l” repeated Whurton blankly.

“Littla ma 1" said Bunter. *“I sup-
Fﬂm you digdn't want your things leit
ying about the common for any tramp
to pick up?"

“Well, my hat!" ejaculated Wharton.

He had wondered whether it might be
& Greyfrinrs man who had passed that
way, and picked up tho lost articles to
return them to him. Obvicusly it had
been a Greyfriars man—no other than
William George DBunter.

Wharton's face brightencd.

“I don't expect grotitude,” sad
Bunter loftily. *5till, I think you
m:th. thank » fellow.”

“"Thanks!"” said Wharton.

Ho was greatly relieved in his mind.
He knew now who must have picked up
Loder's letter.

“Fancy Bunter coming in useful for
once,” said Dob Cherry.

“h, really, Cherry

“Take a pew, old fat man!” said
Frank MNugent.

Well, didn’t come fo tea,”™ said
Bunter, pulling a chair to the table.
“But as you're so pressing, I'll stay.
Pass tho tonst.”

“You picked up these things on
Courtfield Common, Bunter?” sad the
captain of the Remove. “'I'm much
obliged to you; but there was something
clse as well.”

“0Oh, really, Wharton! If you mean
the hali-crown, that's all right, 1f you
lost o half-crown—"

“1 did!"”

“It's quite safe in my hands,™ said
Bunter, with dignity. "I hope you
know that money 1a zafe 1n my hands.”

“The knowlulncss iz not preposter-
ously terrifie,” remarked Hurrce Jamsct
RRam Singh.

“Oh, really, Ink )

“Nover mind ti::e. half-erown,” =aid

Harry. “You c¢an keep that, if you
lika.? »
“No fear! I hope I'm not the fellow

to accept prescntz of money from any-
one,” said Bunter. “I dare say yon
moan well, Wharton—but 1 must say
that the offer is in rather bad taste, if
vou don’t mind my mentioning it."

“Well, hand it aver, then, fathead.”

“The fact is "—DBunter paused—"the
fact is, I'm expeeting a postal-order to-«
morrow morning, Wharton, I suppose
it's all tha samo to you if I let you have
two-nnd-six out of that?™

TuE Macxer Linaany.—No. 1,090.

“You fat idiot!”

“Oh, really, vyou know!"
“Whare's the half-crown,
frandi"” grunted Johnny Bull

“No nced to ask that 1" chuckled Bob
Cherry. *“It's in Mra. Mimble's till by
this time.”

“The fact is,"” said Bunter, with a
great deal of dignity, “that as my
postal-order is coming to-morrow morn-
ing, and I wasn't sure whom tho half-
erown belonged to, I borrowed it—tem-

orarily. It was merely a temporary
onn, of course, and I shall hand Whar-
ton two-and-six out of my postal-arder.
Pass the jam, Franky "

“Never mind the hali-crown, you fat
duffer | spapped Wharton.

“Biat I do mind, old chap,” said
Bunter firmly. " A fellow can’t be too
particular in money matters. 1 know
there are some fellows who.aren't very
gartmu]nr—-fﬁ]lmﬁ 1 could name.. But

shall cortainly insist upon handing you
two-and-six out of my postal-order,

when—when 1t comes !

“When it comesl|" remarked Bob
Cherry thoughtfully. “You'd better
mention that half-crown in your will,
Wharton. It may come in useful to your
heirs, assigns, and successors.”

“Ha, ha, ha "

“¥ou fat chump !” said the captain of
the Remove. '‘There was something
else. If vou picked up these things, you
picked up the lot. What have you dono
with the letter?™

“What letter ! asked Bunter calmly.

“Didn't vou pick up the letter? It
fell out of my pocket at the same time.”

“That dependsz! If I picked up a
letter, and if you can describa it, of
coursa 1 shall hand it to you i 1t's
yours," said Dunter.

Wharton stared at him,

“Then you did pick up the letter?"

“] may or may not have picked up a
lotter,” answered DBunter. "I may eor
may not have been shocked at it 1
may or may not have been disgusted and
horrified.”

“You fat idiot 1™

“Dh, really, Wharton—"

“{rive mo that letter at once!™ ox-
claimed Wharton angrily.

“As a matter of fact, I haven't got
it on ma,"” snid Bunter calmly. “I've
ut it in & safe place. Pass the cake,
‘ranky. I'm sorry to tell you, old chap,
that your study-mato 13 mixed up in
racing trangactions. Don't tell every-
body in the Remove, of course. We must
try to hush this up.”

“Hush, what up, you unspeakablo
idiat 1" ejaculated Nugent.

“Fou oiught not to ecall a fellow
names, Franky, because I'm trying to
FAVO YOUr r:ﬂ from heing flogged for his
disgraceful conduct,” answered DBunter.

“You fat rotter 1" roared Wharton.

“That's gratitude!™ said Bunter
hitterly. *1 find Wharton mixed up in
shady- transactions with o bad hat Jike
Loder, and try to hush it up, and that's
what he ealls gratitude.”

Wharton breathed hard.

“If vou don’t give me that letter ot

you . fat

once, Bunter——"

“7 refuse to give you the letter,”
said Bunter ealmly. “I'm shocked at
you—not to say  disgusted and
scandalized. Your disgraceful eonduct
:Eﬁ—:"

“Ay what " yelled Wharton.

“Your disgraceful conduct shocks me
—dceply. chody expects vory much
of Lodor—all the fellows know he's a
shady outsider. But for a Ilemove man
to get mixed up in it—head boy of the
Torin, too !—it’s really too thick. Ain't
you jolly well ashamed of yourself I
demanded Dunter, Gizing his spectacles

accusingly on the ecaptain of the
Remove.

“What on earth’s that potty porpoise
burbling about?"” asked Bob Cherry, in
wonder,

Wharton’s face was crimson with
anger.

“That means that
address on the letter,
as cﬁlmly .IuIa he could,
. “Naturally. Tmagine my feclings,”
said Bunter, addressin t.Fhla rantE!-::f
the astonished Co. * Picture my fecl-
ings, you men, at Gnding a letter ad-
dressed to & bookmaker—and Wharton
taking it to the post.” Bunter’s man-
ner was impressive, and  almost
dramatic, though the effect was a little
spotled by the circumstance that his
capacious mouth was full of cake. *I
could scarcely believe my eyes, you
know, It's shocking! Scandalons! Who
would have thought that Wharton was
“PE";IF of such—such—such heinous-
ness

Wharton turned & crimson face to his
chums.

““As Bunter's seen the letier, it's no
seeret any longer,” he said. “ Loder
told me it was a lettor in a football com-
petition, and he didn't want the fellows
to know he went in for such things—
they'd think it kiddish. I thought it
rathies far-fetched, but it was no business
of mine. I've found cut since that he
was pulling my leg—since that letter was
lost. The letter was to a racing mnan.”

“You m:ﬂ-ht. have guessed that,” said
Johnny Bull.

“Well, T didn’t,” snapped Wharton,

“He, he, hel”

Billy Bunter cachinnated,

“He, he, he! Making out that you
never saw tho address on the letter,
Wharton? He, he, he!”

“No, you fat rascal, I never locked
at it, of course !™

““He, ho, hel"

Bunter almost swallowed a large con-
signment of cake in his explosive merrj-
ment. Evidently he did not believe that
statement. That any fellow would have
a letter in his hands without looking at
the address on it was quite Inconceiv-
able to William George Bunter.

“He, ho, hel! Grooogh! 0Qoococh!™
Some of the cake went down the wrong
way, and DBunter coughed and splut-
tered. “Ow! Qogoch!”

“1 suppose you fellows believe that
I never knew that the letter was to a
bookmaker?” exclaimed Wharton.

“Of course, asz!” said DBob. * That's

hy Loder was so jolly eivil all of o
sudjcllun—-—hu knew you were a fellow he
could trust.”

B"ﬂﬂut vou were an ass!® said Johnoy
ull. -

“I dare =say I was. But I'd rather
be an ass than a prying worm like
Bunter,” grunted the captain of the
Iemova.

“Oh, really, Wharton——="

“MNow hand over tho letter, you [at
raseal, and I’'ll take it back to Loder
and have dono with it!"” exelaimed
Wharton,

Bunter grinned a fat grin.

“You jolly well won't!” he an-
swered coolly.  “I'm jolly well going
to hush up your disgraceful conduct out
aof friendship—"

“¥ou fat villain!” roared Whartaon,
exasperated. )

“PBut I'm not going to give you the
letter,” conktinued DBunter calmly.
o Hﬂti]ing of the sort. You ncedu’t
think you can grab it off me, either. It's
in a safe place, and I jollyswell shan’t
tell you where. I'm taking this malter
into my own hands.”

“You—you—you—— :

“There is such a thing,” explained

ou've read the
unter I ho said,
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“ Ow ! ** yelled Skinner, as Loder shook him savagely.
“ Do you hear me ? Stop that at once or I'll make you ! ™
passage stood spellbound.

appearing suddenly from Sindy No. 7.

Bunter, *“as prineiple. I happen to
have high principles. As a high-
principled fellow, Fi’m down on theso
shady, disgraceful proceedings. I de-
cline to allow anything of the gort to
On that point I'm bound to be
lirm."”

The Fomous Five stared st Bunter.

Once or twice before they had szeen
tha Owl of the Remove in a highly
virtuous state. They preferred him 1w
his ordinary stale.

William George Bunter was on the
high' horse now. In peint of fact, the
tat Owl realized that he had power in
his hands.

When a fellow like Bunter had power
it his hands he was ccrlain lo use it
1o tho utmost extremity. And be was
certain, too, to find somo high-sounding
name for his desire to thvow his weight
about and make himsell generally un-
sleasant.  In the circumstances. Bunter
iad developed, all of a sudden, the
highest of high principles.

“That's that!” he said vicloriously.
“ When it comes to a matter of principle
vou'll find mo as firm as a rock.”

“You fat froud, hand over
letter 2

“Bhan't!"

“Why, [—I-I'll—" gasped Whar-

that

ton.

“'['he best thing you can do, Wharton,
iz to think over your rotten conduct aud
make resolves for the future—vetolves
to do better !" said DBunter.

“Why, you—you—you—
fated Wharton.

“That's my advico to you,” said
Tiunter. *‘The advice of a high-minded
and  high-principled  fellow, whose
example you would do well to follnw.”

“Qreat pip!” said Bob Cherry
Ilankly. :

“I'm going to hush this up,” pursucd
Bunter. “Tempering  justiee with
merey, and all that, you know. Ilut
I tell you plainly, Wharton, that T shall

articu-
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* What the thump——"'

expect yoir 1o keep clear of such things
in foture.”

Wharton could only gasp.

“7 shall expeet you to keep straight,™
soid Bunter. I shall keep an eye on
vou and judge you accordingly.”

“Hill him, somebody!"” said DBob.

“Bunter 'Y  Wharton breathed hard
and decp. *If you do not hand over
that letter at once I shall have to tell
Loder whe's got it. You know that.”

Bunter smiled cheerily.

“Poll himm as svon as you like,” ho
answered,

* o you think Loder of tha Sixth will
let you keep his letter, you beorn
idiot¥"

“If Loder of the Sixth likes to make
a fuzs wbout a letter addressed to Joo
Graficr, the bookie, at Lantham, he
can,” answored Dunter. " I'in preparcd
to go before the Head about it—if Loder
1%,

“Aly hat!” zaid Dob Cherry [aintly.

Wharton looked long ond hard at the
Owl of ile Nemove,  Bvidently William
George Danter had besn reflecting over
thiz matier. and saw all sorts of pos-
gibilities inoal,

TWil vou
Bunter*™

#*Neo."

“Will vou taka it to Loder?”

LL NU-“

“Thai'z enovgh, then” :

IMarry Wharlon grasped the Owl of
ihe Remove by the collar and jerked
him away from the stndv table. With
hia left hand he opened the door.

“Yaroooh !" reaved Dunter. * Leggo!

giva me that letter,

Deazt! 1l jolly well give you awey
to Queleh ! Yarooooh 1™
ump!

Whartot's foot landed on Dunter's
ticht trouzers, and the Owl of the
Hemove fow into the passage. e
landed there with a mighty concussion.

" Whoooop 1"

Wharlon procecded to kick the fat

(See Chapler 11.)

- — .

¢ Siop that, Loder ! ' rapped out Bunter,
The juniors in the

junior along the passage. His temper
was at boiling-point by this tiwe.
William: George Bunter scrumbled up
nnd fed wildly. ‘The captain of the
Remove dribbled him as far as No. 7,
whoere Bunter Lolted in, like a rabbit
into its burrow, and banged the door.

Wharton returned to Study Neo. 1
with a red and wrathful facc.

“Tha fat's in the fire now [ said Bob
Cherry.

Which was a statement that did: not
seem Lo admit of argument. Obvyiously,
the fat was in the fGrel

—

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Not Nice for Wharton !

HE noxt day Farry Wharlon was
E not looking his wsual cquable

self.

ITa was worried, ho was
irritated, ho wos annoyed, and last bub
not lnast he was exasperated.

ITe could have kicked bimsolf, if that

would havo dono any good, for ﬁetting
mixed up in Loder's affairs at all.  Ile
told liimsclf that he ought to have

known betier—as Jolhinuy Bull told him
tnore than once, apparcntly in the role
of Job's comforter. |
1f Gerald Loder was civil and genial
it behoved o fellow to remember the
dictum of that ancient and wary
Trojan, who feared the Groeks when
they camno with gifts in their hands. |
Johnny Dull, indzed. in a sarcastic
mood, suggested that YWharton should
set himself an impot, *Timco Dunaos ct
dona ferentes,” and write 1t out &
hundred times, in order to impress upon
his mind a much-needed warning.
Which suggestion made the Co, smile,
and mode Wharten [rown. Johnny Bull
waz & youth of solid scnse and sound
judgment, which he willingly placed at
Tue Macxer Lisrary.—No. 1,080,
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“What on earth—" bpgan Feter
blankly, staring from bne to the other,
Bunter pointed to the deor.
“That's enough, Loder| Hook it!
Peter Todd n.l:um{ ﬁumb. Dunter—
Billy Bunter—was telling a Sixth-Form
pretect to hook itl Peber waited for
Bunter to be reduced to a state of tdtal
wreckage on the spob, :
He waited in vain. Loder, dreading
aven a mention of the letter in the
resenco of another fellow, went to the

door. He was utterly at Bunter's mercy,

and he dared not let his temper go.

Peter Todd, gasping with astonish-
ment, waited for the skies to fall
Nothing less dramatic seomed to it the
situntion.

"That's right, Loder,” said Dunter
cilmly, as the bully of the Sixth went
to the door. “Just do as you're told,

and I shan't get waxy with youl”
Loder, choking, escaped intoe the
PasIage.

Bunter chuckled.

“In the name of all that's weird
what does this mean, Bunter!” de-
manded Poter '].‘uddt staring at his fat
study-mate. “What's the matter with
Loder? What 18 he letting you order
him about fori"

“"He knows what's what," answered

Bunter, “I'm not the [ellow to stand
any bunkum from a prefect! I don't
give o hang for the Sixthl"

“You fat assl”

“0Oh, really, Toddy—"

“What does it mean?’ yelled Toddy.

;“ ‘I.J'n:hm; iz Loder letting you cheek him
Dr':‘:

“He's rather afraid of me,” sdid
DBunter complacently.

“Afraid of you—a Sixth Form pre-
fect afraid of youl™ stuttered Peter.

“Looks like it, doesn’s it?” grinned
DBunter.

“Cartainly 1t looked lika it: Toddy
had to admit that. Billy Bunter
strolled from the study in a very con-
tonted and complacent frame of mind.
Toddy was left in o state of astonish-
ment from which he was o long time
in recovering.

assed on.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Top Dog !
ARRY WHARTON & CO.
H cama in, with wory cheerful
locks. By good fortune—for
them, if not for Ponsonby
& Co.—they had encountered the nuts
of Iighelifie in the lanes. The meet-
ing had been brief. Pon & Co. had not
lingered. They had fled ingloriously,
with mud daubed on their faces, and
their caps stuffed down their backs.
And the Famous Five, feeling that
justics had been done, walked back
cheerfully to Greyfriars.

As thoy came into the House, they
sighted Loder of the Sixth. Loder
fixed his eyes on Wharton, and scowled
blackly.

Wharton stared at him.

Lader, with o black brow,

Evidently he was not pleased with the
captain of the Remove.

“The esteemed Loder looks infuri-
abed,” remarked Hurres Jamset Ram
Singh. " What i3 the matter now with
the ludicrous ass?™

*“Goodness knows,” said Harry., " Not
that I cara much.”

"1 suppose he's got that precious
letber from DBunter,” zaid Bob.

"1 suppose s0."

““More likely not,” said Johnny Bull.
;‘H}Eﬂc&r’ﬂ just the born idiot to stick
3 |

“He wouldn't dare,” said Harry.

TEE Macxer Lierary.—No. 1,080.

"Nothing to seare him!  Loder
daren't makoe a fuss about it, consider-
ing what the letter is.”

“Oh, my hat!"

Harry Wkarton glanced at Bunte
when the Remove went into their Form-
room. The Owl of the Remove gave
him a grin and a fet wink.

Bunter looked pleased with himself.
Ho was foeling that he had reason to
be pleased with himself. To be in a
positton to ride the high horse was quite
exhilarating to Bunter. A sense of
power in his hanas, in a follow like
Buuler, could not fail to make him a
little " above himself.” Not for worlds
—not cven for a study spread—would
Dunter have parted with the document
wiieh made nun 0 important.

After clonss, Wharton tapped Bunter
on the shoulder in the Form-room
corridor.

"“Has Loder asked you for that letter,
Bunter 7

Buuter grinned.

“*h, yes!™

“You'va given it upi”

“What do you think?” grinned
Bunter, :

_"“Loder will make it warm for you
if you play silly tricks,” said Harry.

Sniff from Bunter.

“I ordered him out of my study,” he
answered,

“You whatter 1"

“Ordered him out of my study. He
went! Like a lambl  You can ask
Toddy. He was there. I'm not stand-
Ing any nonsensa from Loder.”

“You fat idiot”

“Or from you!” said Dunter disdain-
fully. "I'm keeping your shockin
conduct dark, Wharton, as a friﬁndg.
But I'm not satisfied with you.”

Wharton breathed hard.

“I've been considering,” continucd
Bunter ecalmly, “whether to insist
upon your resigning the captainey of
the Form,"

“Wha-a-at 1

“Can I allow a [cllow like you—
mixed up in racing transactions, and
all that—to keep on as head boy of
the Remove? said DBunter srgument-
atwclf. “1 shall have to think it out.
1 shall go as casy with you as I can.
DBut I'm bound to do what 1 consider
my duty.”

Evidently the sense of power in his
hands was getting, like wine, into Billy
Bunter's head |

“If 1 decide to sack you from the
captainey of the Form, Whavton, you
will have to knuckle under. Ctherwise,
I shall have to place the maticr beforo
Queleh. I'm sorry, and all that. DBut o
fellow must do his duty. In o matter
of ‘principle I can't make any conces-
stong. ™

And, having made that statement,
Bunter departed rather hastily, reoad-
ing in Wharton's eye that another kick-
ing had fallen due.

At the end of the corridor Dunter
ecame on Loder of the Bixth. He
seomed to ba waiting there.

* Lodeor 1

* Hallo, Bunter!” said Loder coolly.
“Walker wants to speak to you. Go
to his study.”

Billy Bunter winked.

“1 haven't got it about me,” ho
answered.  “It wouldn't be any use get-
ting me in 8 Sixth Form study and
going through my pockets, Loder. ¥Wou
wouldn’t find it, you krow."

Loder’s eyes gleamed.

“Go to Walker's study at once.”

i Rﬂ-l‘.ﬁ [JJ

Bunter rolled on.

He had no intention whatever of
plaxing the part of Laniel, in entering
the lion's den. Loder made a stride

after him—and stopped. Heoe dared
carry the matter no furthei—as Bunter
knew guite wall.

At tea-time Bunter rolled into Stud
MNo. 7, where he found  Peter Todd,
with a frowning brow, grinding out
lines at a great rate.

“What about tea, Toddy?" asked
Bunter,

“Blow tea!” :

“Oh, really, Toddy—>

“And blow you!" said Peter savagely,
“I've got two hundred lines from
Loder. I know jolly well why I've got

them, too. It was because I was
present when you cheeked him  this
afternoon.” e

“Oh, wot!” said Bunter. “Even
Loder couldn’t. give you lines for
nothing " :

“No; he gave them to me for

whistling in the passage,” said Deter.
“He'd give me lines if he dared!”
off thoso lines, if you'll stand & cake
*“1 mean it,” said Bunter. *I've
by asking him.”
“What's up between you and Loder $
“I ghouldn't be inguisitive, old chap.
“You fot frump!”
tea while you're grinding out a heap
to take it out of somebody. Come with
“ Fathead [”
“Of courze I don't, ass!"™
lines,” he said.
mo ofi—and stand a cake for tea into
Ho rolled out of the stady. Peter
to write ont before tea, and it was a
with Walker. Thoe two sportsmen wers
them scowled as Bunter came up.
inflated state.
up to my study,
Loder stared, and his brow cleared.
give up the letter,
“Don't keop meo waiting!” added
back to the House.
Sixth, with a snecer.

“1 wasn't whistling; but that's a mere

grinped  Bunter. “Dut look here,

for ten.™

a lot of influence with Loder. He. ﬁt
Pater Lodd fixed his eves on the Owl

he demanded. “I know he lots you

You've often told me not to be in-
“Look here, is it a pgo?” asked

of lines. Loder only gave you that

me to Loder, and I'll ask him to let
“Don't you believe re?” demanded
“%You'll believe me if I fetch Loder
Peter Todd grinned.

the bargain, Now shut upl™

stared altor him perplexedly, and then

large order.

discussing some matter n low tones,
Scowls, even from Sixth-Form prefects,
“Will you step

Ho took it for granted that thiz meant
[ie nodded.

Tunter, a remark that made ihe bully
“You're taking that sort of talk from
“IWhat ean I do, so long as he's got

detail.”

Peter, I'll tell you what, I'll get you
“Don’t bo an ass!”

hel I can get you off that impot just

of - the Remove,

cheek him. What docs it meani”

guisitive.”

Bunter. "I don't want to wait for my

impot becauso he was waxy, and wanted

you off.”

Dunter.

here, and tell him to let you off the
“Yes, I'll beliove it then—if he lets
“ Wait and sec!” said Bunter.

resumed his lines, He had two hundred
l.ador of the Sixth was in the quad

probably the missiog letter. Both of

had no effeet on Bunter in his present

Loderi™ ha asked.

that Bunter had decided, ot last, to
“T'll come!"™

of the Sixth ;ﬁit. his teeth. And he rolled

a fag, are you?"” said Walker of the

the lotteri” muiteced Loder. * Let ma
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once get it out of his hands, and I'll
make him tired of life.”

“1 wouldn’t stand 1t," said Walker.

“Youn iulljr well would, in the same
fix. Don’t tallk rot!™
Loder followed Bunter to the House.

_ William George Bunter rolled back
inte Study No. 7, and found Peter still
hard at lines,

" Loder's coming ™ he announced.

“ Bot 1

“¥You'll see!” grinned Bunter. “ Chuck
that scribbling, Peter—I tell you, you
needn’t do the lines.”

“*Fathead 1"

There was a heavy tread in the

assage, and Loder of the Sixth came
1. ater Todd stared.

Loder glanced at him, and then fixed
bis eyes on Bunter.

“You've got something to give me,
1 think, Bunter?” he said.

“Not at all [ answered Bunter airily.
“[ asked you to come hera because I
want you to let my study-mate off his
impot.*

“What 7" snarled Loder.

“You're to let Toddy off his lines,”
snid Bunter.

Feter Todd =at in almost a dazed state
a3 ho heard the Owl of the Removo
address Loder in this strain. Loder's
face was crimson. What he would have
liked to do te Bunter was obwious in
his locks. What he did, was to stand
silent, breathing hard.

“You're not deaf, T suppose?” said
Nunter calmly, ™ I’ll take it as a favour,
Loder, if you'll let Toddy off thoso
lines,™

Loder found his voice at last.

“%¥ou need not do the lines, Todd,”
he said thickly.

“ My only Aunt Sempronia !" ejaculated
Peier.

_ “That's right!” said Bunter approv-
ingly. *“Much obliged to you, er,
Make it a point net to hand out any
more lines to this study, will you?”

Loder gasped,

“Do wou hear me?” demanded
Bunter. “I don’t want any mora lines
handed out to this study, Loder, If
anything of the kind oecurs, 1 shall go
to the Head at once, TUnderstand 7*

Loder managed to nod, and left the
study hurriedly. His rage weas almost out
of contrel. But he dared not let it go.
As he strode out of the study, he almost
ran into Skinner, who was coming
along. He gave Bkinner a glare that
made that junior jump.

“Where are you barging, you clumsy
young fool?™ sgnarled Loder, and he

rasped Skinner by the collar and shook

im savagely.

“Owl ie gol!” yelled Skinner,
astonished and enraged. **What the
thump—~

A fat face, and a pair of big spectacles
lopked out of the doorway of Study
No. T.

“Stop that, Loder!” rapped out Billy
Bunter.

Loder did not heed.

“Do you hear me?” bawled Bunter.
“Btop that at once, Loder, or I'll come
along to you !V

Five or six fellows were in the Remove
passago. They stared blankly. They
wera amazed to hear Bunter give an
order to a Bixth-Form prefect. They
wera still more amazed to sce the pre-
fect obey tho order.

Loder released Skinner's collar, and
strode away to the stairs,

* That's better!” called out Bunter.
“Keep out of this passage in future,
Loder, unless I tell vou to come here”

Loder dizappeared down the Remove
staircase, with burning face. There was

s buzz of amazement from the juniors
in the passage.

Bunter rolled back to Study No. T,
grinning.
~ “That's the way to keep the fellow
in order, Toddy }" he remarked.

“I'm dreaming this]" said Toddy.

Bunter chueckled.

“Chuck that impot away, Toddy!
Lock here, I'll.come down to the tuck-
shop with you to get the cake.” '

There was cake for tea in Study No. 7
that day. And in every study in the
Remove there was amazement. A wiser
fellow than Bunter would have used hia
pe:::ulmr power more wisely, and cer-
tainly would not have displayed it in
public. But that was Bunter's way—
the desire to “show off " was one of his
little weaknesses. Ordering a Sixth-
Form prefect about was “pie® to
Bunter, and he enjosed it enormously.
5o long as that tell-tale letter remained
in Bunter's possession, Loder of the
Zixth was likely to have an exceedingly
harassing time.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Cashing a Postal Order !

(1 HELRE'S one comfort!™
Walker of the Sixth.
Loder snarled,
He could see no comfort of
any kind in the extraordinary situation.

He was in his study that evening,
smoking cigarettes, when Walker came
in, with an cvening paper in his hand.
Loder had been trying to think out tae
sibuation, and decide what was to be
done. He smoked cigorette after cigar-
ette, as an aid to reflection, but they,
did not scem to help him very much.

(Continued on the next pagel)
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The outcome of his reflections was,
that there was nothing to be. done—
nothing but to submit to the impudence
of _Biﬁ:r Bunter, and conciliate the

oung rascal, and thus induce him to

eep the letter dark. Conciliating

Bunter, when he longed to thrash him
within an inch of his fat life, was a
thought that made Loder grind has
teeth. But there was no help. Where
Bunter had hidden the letter, 1t was im-
posgibla for him to guess. ¥e had
thopght of inveigling the fat junior into
some quiet spot, and searching him—
but he had little hope that it would
lead to any result. Bunter, fool as he
undoubtedly was, was oot fool enough
to carry that letter on his person, at
the risk of having it seized by foreas, -

The longer the present situation
lasted, the worse it wes likely to become,
Lodor realised that. It was simply from
a desire to *throw his weight about,”
snd make himself important sznd un-
pleasant, that the fat junior had kept
tghe letter in the frst place. But he had
thought it over since then, and seen the
possibilities of the situation. Tha
production of that letter meant for
Leoder a painful idterview with the head-
master, and the “sack " from the school.

Bunter bad wbrked that out in his
fat mind, and knew ithat Loder dara
not quarrel with him. Already he had
cheeked the prefect in public, and Loder
knew how all the Lower Fourth must
bo E;ac-ussing' that scene in the Remove
passage. But that, he realised dismally,
was only the beginning. An obtuse
fellow like Buhter nmre:glumw where or

when to stop. He might cheek Loder in

open quad, before the Bixth—he might
do anything. Thera was no telling with
a fellow like Bunter.

It was intolerable already, and it was
likely fo grow worse. er was iIn
hia blackest mood when Walker came
intd his study with the evening paper.

Walker mpgrﬂﬁﬁed a grin as he
glanced at Loder's scowling face. The
two were pals, and thaﬁ were partners
in the commizsion that
or rather, had not been sent—to Mr.
Joe Grafter at Lantham. But ap Walker,
personally, wis safe, he was not deeply
concerned. i

“There's one comfort, old bean,"” he
repeated. “You haven't seen the
evening paper yet?!™

.‘:I'Nn, and don’t want to!" znarled

ar.

“The result’s in it.”

“*No good to me” growled Loder.
*As Grafter never got the letter, the
!31?::&3 wasn't put on. We've miseed
it ! ;

Walker grinned.

“That's why I said there's one com-
fort,” he answered. “If Grafter -had
got the letter, it would have cost us
a tenner cach. Ace of Spades came in
sevanth.”

“0Oh ! said Loder.

““¥Youn never know with these things,*
sald Walker. ““We had the tip from
Banks, who had it from a man in the
stable; and it’s certain that they meant
Aco of Bpades to win, I suppose they
changed their minds at the last minute.
It's lucky, as it turne cut, that we never
backed him."

Loder grunted. Even from that eir-
cumatance he was able to derive little
comfort in his present situntion.

U Well, what about a game of pap?
asked Walker.

“0h, ratst”?

“You're jolly cheery and polite this
a?}aningl” remarked Walker sarcastie-
-ﬂ- F‘l‘

“Go and cat coke!™ oy
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ad been eent— I ha

Walker left the study, and banged the
door after him.

Gerald Loder, left to his own un-
pleasant  thoughts, lighted another
cigarette. But he was oot left alone
long. There was a tap at the door, and
it opened, and Billy Bunter presented
himself,

Ha blinked warily into the study, and
Loder stared at him hopefully, His
hope was that Bunter had come to give
him the letter. .

“I say, old chap, can I come in?"
asked Bunter.

“0Dld chap * from Buntor made Loder
feel that homicide had its attractions.
But he contrived to nod.

Bunter came in. He kept near the
door, however, which he left  ajar.
Even with the upper hand, the Owl of
the Remove did not seem to feel quite
safe in Loder's study.

“Thought I'd give vou a look-in, old
fellow I'” said Bunter affably.

“*What do you want?”

“Oh, I'm not stopping long!"” said
Bunter., “The fact is my time’s valu-
able, Loder. I can’t give you more
than & few minutes. Sorry and all that;
but a fellpw with crowds of friends can
hardly call his time his own. The fact
is, old bean, I was wondering whether
you'd care to oblige me 1n a lLittle

Loder eyad him wollishly, wondering
what demand was coming now,

“I'vé been disappointed about &
postal-order,” oxplainod Bunter.

“A postal-order!” repeated Loder.
Sixth Form men at Greyfriars were not
g0 well scquainted with Billy Bunter's
celebrated postal-order as fellows in the
Remove were,

“¥Yes. I was expecting a postal-order
to-day,” said Buoter, girFn;:m:n one of
o tltiﬂd relatives, you know.,”

ader did not s ;

“IJt hasn't come,” continued Bunter
airily. “And it fruta me rather in a
hole. It's very seldom that I'm short
of money, but at the present morhent
en to be stony. It's -rather
ridiculous—but there you arel” _

He blinked at the prefect.

“I'd really be glad if you could
oblige me in this little matter, Loder,”
Bunter wont on. “It's only & trifle—ten
ghillings, in fact. The postal-order will
come to-morrow, or the next day at the
latest. I shall, of course, hand it to you
immediately it comes. Could you lend
me ten bob till then?"’

Loder gasped.

“Nol" he said between his teeth.

In his blackest forebodings he had
not anticipated this. He had not sup-
posed that DBunter _w-::ruld attempt to
screw money out of him. y

But in putting it that way Loder did
injustice to the fatuous Owl of the
Remove. Buntor did not look at it in
that light at all. Bunter believed in his

ostal-order, if nobody clse did. At
enst, he belioved that he believed in it.
Bunter was so habitually untruthful that
he had almost forgotten the distinction
hetween truth and untruth, and it would
have heen very difficult to decide how
much he believed, or did not believe,
of his own' prevarications. Certainly he
was genuinely annoyed if his word was
doubted,

“Couldn’t?” he asked.

*No 1" repeated Loder. :

“Well,-my .idea is that one good furn
deserves ' another, you  know,” said
Buniter. :
over you at the present time, Loder,
Keeping your shady secrets and all that.
I really think vou might oblige me in
o sm&llym:-.’ctﬂr Tike this.”

“Get out of my study.” REE A

“If my presence is not welcome here,”

“T'm taking a lot of trouble.

said. Bunter, with dignity, “I shall
leave at once. In fact, I've got no time
to waste, as I have to speak to the Head
before he goes away to his House, I'm
SOITY, r, but I've decided that, in
the circumstances, I can't be guilty of
practically conniving at your shady
goings-on. I've comsidgred the matter
very seriously, bub I feel that, as a con-
scientious fellow, I'm bound to let the
k ster know that one of his prefects
15 betraying his trust.”

Bunter turned to the door.

“Hold on a minute I'* said Loder in a
choking voice.
“Horry I

Bunter.

“Hold on! I—I think I've got a ten.
shilling note here I** gasped Loder.

Bunter held on.

The wretched sportsman of the Sixth
fumbled in his pocket. Bunter eved him
hopefully.

“If you're going to obliga mo in this
little matter, Loder, of chr.ﬂ..Es, I shall
fecl bound to give you another chance,”
he remarked. “You've placed me in a
very disagreeable position—giving me
your disgrateful secrets to keep and all
that. ere’s something syrupstitions
about it that I don't like. ill, if
you'ra decent, I'll try to do tho best I

can for you.”

A ten-shilling note was sli into
p ey oo

“Now get out I’ breathed Loder.

“SBorry I can’t stay longer,” said
Bunter. *“I've got to call at the tuck-
shop before it closes. See
time, old bean!"

And Bunter rolled away. _

Left alone, Gerald Loder sat over-
whelmed with dismay and apprehension.
Itdhfad come to this! Where was it to
en

can't mtop,” answered

you unﬂtl_mr

p——liile

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Up to Wharton !

i HARTON I
w H“ﬂh. chugk it 1"

ar

Thrzt. really was not the
way for a junior of the Lower Fourth
to answer a Sixth Form prefect. But
Loder took it like a lam In the
peculiar circumstances, Loder was guito
unable to stand on his dignity as a pre.
fect—his authority was blown to the
four winds.

Wharton, with that disrespectful
answer, was passing on his way. o
wanted no more to do with Gerald Loder
—all the more because Loder's manner
was very civil. So far as Loder was
concerned, Wharton was not likely to
for, again that ancient warning,
“Timeo Danacs.”

“Hald on a minute, kid I'* said Lodor.
“Tt's rather important.”

‘Wharton stopped. It was morning
break, and Losar had spoken to him in
the quad. Wharton fixed his eyes on
the prefect.

“l.ook here, Loder, keep your dis-
tance!'’ he eaid. *“If you want any
more racing letters posted, find some-
body else. You told me a rotten lie
about that letter, or I'd nover have
touched it. K might have got me into
a row., I'm fed-up with you!”

It was difficult for the bully of the
&ixth to swallow this; but he had to
got it down.

**It's ' about that letter
“PRunter refnses to give it up. He's
holding it over my head, ond iaking
advantage of it to cheek mo.”

“T'vea heard about that. Serve von
right ("

“Look hepe—" -3 o on

“¥ou ean take all the cheek Bunter

said

letter,” he said.

a
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likes fo give you—and serve _\Fnu jolly
well right!” said Harry. “No bizncy
of mine. I don't want to hear anything
more about that rotten letter ™

“It's not only that,” muttered Loder.
“Bunter's started trying to screw money
ont of me. Last evening I had to give
lam ten shillings.”

“0Oh, my hat!”

“You'ra responeible,”” said Loder.
“1 trusted you with the letter, and wyou
lost 6.  That young scoundrel has
hidden 1t somewhere. I can't get at it.
But you can, being in the s€me Form.
You've got to get hold of it and give
it back to me, Wharton. It's up to you.
This can’t go on 1™

Wharten's face
distaste.

“It's rotten to mix me up in this,”
ha said. *“You ought to be jolly well
bunked from the school, Loder”

“Never mind that!"” said Loder in n
gasping voice, “I tell you that letter's

ot to bo got away from Bunter some-

ow. It was through your bungling
that he got hold of it. He's got me
nnder Yis thumb—and what he's doing
15 f:’racf-ically blackmail. It can't go
L] !

. "It serves you right1" said Harry un-
ceremonigusly.  * But it can't go on, of
course, I'll see what can be done.”

“Get hold of that letter for me, and

'l maoake it up to you somehow,”
inumbled Loder.

“Oh, rats! I don't want anything at
vour hands; I want vou to keep your
distanec " snapped Wharton, “ But I'll
siop that fat rotter if I can, now I
know what he's up to."

And he left the prefect, with a frown-
ing and worried brow. It seomed that
he was never to hear the end of that
wretched letter, :

* What’s the jolly old trouble " asked
Foly Cherry, as Harry joined his friends
und?_r the-elms. * You look worried, old
s00.

“That confounded letter of Loder's,™
rrowled Wharton.

“(Oh, blow TLoder!” said Johnny
Bull. "I warned you—"

“My esteamed Johony," murmured
Hurrce Jamset Ram Bingh, *specch
iz silver. but silence is the cracked
pitcher that goes longest to the well.”

“Give it a name, Harry,” said
Nugent. “I saw Loder speaking to vou.
What does he want now?”

Wharton explained.

“Dear old Bunter |” said Bob, “I
suppose that's what might have been
rxpected of & fellow with a brain like
his. Let's give him a talking-to, and
if that's no ‘fﬂﬂd. bang his head on a
tres till he does the decent thing.”

Billy Bunter was scated on a bench
under the elms when the Famous Five
liore down on him. DBunter was think-
ing. The burden of his thoughts was
that a dozen or so jam tarts would wo
down wery nict'li? before third school,
snd that & little loan from Loder would
Lo uzeful for the purpose. On the other
land, even Bunter realised that it was
rather early to “tovch ” Loder for
angther loan. He was thinking this
important matter out when the chums of
ithe Remove came np.

“You fat raseal 1" began Wharton.

DBunter blinked at hima.

“Cheese it,” he gaid. "1 don't want
any check from wou, Wharton. Con-
sitlering your shady conduct—"

“You've been gelting money out of
Loder.”

Bunter starled.

“Mean to say Leder's iold you

" ¥os, vou fot rotter]”

“1I'm rather surprised at Loder men-
tioning a confidential malter like this,”
said Bunter. “I shall speak to him

expressed  angry
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From a deep crevice in one of the ancient stone pillars, Billy Bunier withdrew an

envelope.

“* I'll put this in a safer place,’’ he chuckled. The Owl of the Remove

did not sec the dusky-complexioned junior who was watching him from behind

the old stone pillar.

about it. 8tiil, it’s none of your busi-
ness, ™

“You'va got to stop it!"

“1 decline to discuss the matter with
on,” said DBunter, with dignity. *Aas
or getting money out of the fcllow, as

you coarscly put it, I've done nothing of
the sort. I suppoze a friend of mine can
oblige me with a loan if he chooses
I'm repaying it ont of my postal-order—
when it comnes. It's purely a private
transaction between Toder and me, and
I'll thank you not to butt in, Wharton,”

“Where's that letter 7%

“Find out!™

“You've got to give it op.”

“¥ou see, it's a matter of principle
with me,” explained Bunter. “In a
:Einuttnr of principle I'm bound to be

rim."”

Wharten breathed hard.

“Will you give up the leiter or have
your silly head Langed on that elm®”
ha askmf

“*1 decline even to discuss the matter.
You bang my head, and I'll yell for
a prelect and place the whole matter
hefore him," said Bunter calmly. " As
a matter of fact, I'm not sure that I
cught not to iell Wingate anyhow, 1
don't like keeping shady sccreis for you
and Loder. There's something, to
mingd, rather syrupstitious about it."

* Rather what?” gasped Bob Cherry.
* Syrupstitious,” said Bunter.

(Sece Chapler 14.)

“Do you mean surreptitions, you fat
idiot 7"

 Look here, Bunter——" said the cap-
tain of the Remove, broathing hard.

Bunter waved a fat hand at him,

MGo away 1™ he said. “I'm fed up
with you, Wharton. The fact is, you're
rather too shady for me. I draw_the
line at talking to fellows who get mixed
up in racing transactions, I d%::l’t want
to hurt your feclings, but you rather
contaminato me, if you don’t mind my
mentioning it

“Ny Jove! T'll—"

“Yaraoch! Help!™ roared Bunter, in
anticipotion, as it wero.

- Gwynno of the Sixth was within hoar-
:n%'_ distance, and he glanced round.,
harten, with difficulty, suppressed
his feclings. Ho turned his back on tho
Owl of thea Remove and walked oway
with his friends. Banging Dunter's head
would have been a solace, but it was
obviously futile, unless Wharton wizhed
tho whole affair to be brought to light.

“Nothing doing,” said Nugont., ™It
would zerve Lodoer right to let that fat
idiot go ahecad. Dut—"

“It wonld serve him right fo ha
shown up,” said Johony Bull, “You
ncedn't mind, Wharton, Nobody will
believe that you knew what was in that
letier when yon took it."

“*1 know,” granted Wharton. “ Dut—
Tuie Macxer Linrary.—No. 1,000,
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we can’t have a2 Remove man acting
liko this, can we! We don't want an
expulsion in the Remove, either, and
that fat idiot is asking for it. He's too
fat-headed to realise what he's doigg;
but if it all comes out the Head will
5 him for screwing money ouf of
Lodor. Loder will make it look as bad
for him as he can—and it's bad eadugh,
nu;’h_mn podness knows."”

“Teot him take his chance,”
Juhfi? B”]JE Joh in th f
T wor ¥, in the case o
& born idiot eﬂten;nEd justice shold
be tempered with the ludierous mercy,”
gaid Hurres Jamsat Ram Singh. “ That
execrable letter must be taken awa
from the ridigulous Bunter, and all will
ba &rriﬁnaily serene,’ .

“Ha won't give it up,” said Bob.
“He's hidden it somewhere, and he's
not likely to tell where.” :

The nabob of Bhanipur grinned a
dusky grin, ik

“Thera are more ways of killing a
cat than the chokefulness with cream,”
he answered. *The estcemed Bupter
will not tell where the letter is hidden,
bu: he may be persuaded to point 1k
O .J?

“PBlessed if I
Johnny Bull.

“The things that you do not see, my
excellent Johnny, are innumerable as
the zands on the p%fdatemua seashore,”
said the nabob. f you will lend me
vour exccrable ears I will unfold the
wheeze."” .

The Co. listened attentively and then
buret into & chuckle. Bob Cherry clapped
the dusky junior on the back.

“It's & go!"” he extlaimed. “Ten to
cne it comes off. We'll try it on after
clags, With a born fool like Bunter
wa_._____u

““Hear, hear!” .

The bell rapg for third school, Billy
Bunter passe£ the Famous Five on his
way to the Form-room and bestowed a
disdainful blink on them. Bunter was
feoling very satisfied, and pleased Tflth
things generally. Loder of the Bixth
had been turned, as it were, into & horn
of plenty, which, so far as Bunter could

would never run dry. But, as usual,
Bunter did not see very far.

aaid

sea how,” grunted

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Qbliges !

L UCKEY, wasn’t it?"
"‘faa, rather !

Loder's letter 1"
solly 1 g an

" Jo ucky your happening on 1
like that.” i

Billy Bunter started violently.

The fat junior was coming up the
Remove staircase when he heard that
dialogue between two fellows who were
leaning on the banisters of the landing

Sure it's

above.
Bob. Cherry and Nugent had their
backs to the stairs, and certainly did

not see Bunter coming., That they had
spotted him on the lower flight did not,
naturally, cecur to Bunter.

The fat junior hurried up to tha land-
i.nﬂ. His EH.-I.’.‘.B was red with wrath.

Beast 1" he hooted.

Bob and Frank glanced round.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! What's
row 1" asked Pob,

Billy Bunter glared at him with a
glare that almost cracked his es,

“Gimme that letter!” he howled.
*Tt's mino!?

“What letter " :

“T heard what you ‘ware saying, you
beast [ hewled Bunter. “If you've
taken that letter give it up. It's mine!”

TEE MaG¥ET LiBRABY.—No. 1,000.
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‘;JBuﬁ I haven't taken it,” answered

“0Oh!" gasped Bunter,

“My &ea:hn d hurerﬁ rather n:ﬁra
Pﬂrh&hﬂ&r an you a ‘bagging other
Eﬁﬂplﬂa letters,” drawled Bob, *I

aveén't touched it.” _

“0Oh1" gasped Bunter again.

"“But- you can't expect me not to tell
Lodar where to get it, I suppose?” said
Beb., “I'm bound to tell him, if T can,
where 'bu; puat his hend on his own

o x
Prl'-ﬂpﬂaar:gt!ﬂf .

Bﬂr? Bunter turned and hurriedl
departed downstairs. Bob Cherry an
Nugent exchanged a blissful grin.

“It's working " murmured Bob,

“It ig—dt aral™ chuckled I‘{uﬁan’c
“That fat dummy has sunq straight to
th}:{plané wherse he's hidden it.”

arry Wharton came along the

passag

"'Wil?” he asked. o

“Worked like a charm,"” sald Bob.
“T4'as not hidden in the Remove pastage
—tha fat ow! wont straight downstairs,
Inky’s got an eye open down there.
Leavo it to him,"

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Gaood 1" ,

Billy Bunter hurried breathlessly
down the staircage. Near the foot of the
staira Hurres Jamset Ram Bingh and
Johnny DBnll were conver together.
They paid Bunter no heed, and ha
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hardly glanced at them as he rolled out
of the Hpuse,

But as soon &8 he was gonoe Hurree
Singh left his companion and strolled
out after Bunter.

His keen eyes spotted Bunter at a
distance, heading for the old Cloisters.
Hyrree Singh allowed him to disappear
into ghe Cloisters, and then followed at a
rapid trot. g o Bt

unter, gasping with haste, mada his
WAy Ehmuggh the Bi;Z:Ir.nirg:lfqau'm. He folt that
he had had s narrow escape. Had he
not overheard those beasts talking on
the Remove landing, the hidden letter
would have been ravished away—and his
ower over Loder of the Bixth would
ave been gone. But all he had to do
now was to remove it from its hiding-
placa, and put it in a safer place—that
was clear to Bunter.

From a deep crevice in one of the
ancient stone pillars Billy Bunter drew
an envelope, after & cautious blink
round. ar's lost letter was once
more in his hand.

He gave a fat chuckle.

All was safel

Thore was only the question now of a
more seoura hiding-place. That requirad
some thinking out. Bunter stood with
the letter in his hand for some moments,
and then moved along the Cloisters.

Ho stopped at the old wall abslast,

and drew aside & mass of hanging ivy.
He groped on the wall, found a deep
fissuro in the ancient stone, and thrust
the lettor into it, Then i:n{a caraefully
rl:rFImﬂd the ivy.

'"Ha, ho, ha!”

William George Bunter felt quite safa
now, Lf the first hiding-place had becn
spotted by chanco, the new hiding-place

. Esq., 1, Dodd

was not likely to be spotted. Nobody
wnra likely to drag eside the old ivy
and search the hidden wall.

Fecling greatly relieved and satisfied,
Billy Bunter rolled away. He grinned
sereriely ag he rolled back to the House.

iter his footsteps had died away, &
dusky-complexioned junior emer
from the old stone pillara. Hea also was
grinning.

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh proceeded
directly to the spot where Bunter had
Erﬁla behind the ivy.

¢ drew the ivy aside, and felt over
the ;ivail, and in less than a minute the
eIV n{}o was in hiz hand.

He looked at it. The address, in
Lodér's wriing, was plain: “J. Grafter,

8 Court, Lantham."
It was the lost letter—found at lastl

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh chuckled
and slipped i¥ into his pocket. He
strolled cheérily back to the House.

Hg;:y Wharton & Co. were waiting
for him near tho steps.

“Gob it1" breathed Bob.

The nabob nodded.

, good [
“The ¢med and idiotie Bunter
want straight to the place and took it
awsyfolly,” murmured Hurree Singh,

“He proceeded idiotically to hide it in
auc-'t.l].ar place—under my ridioulous
ayes.
“Ha, ha, ha!”

*“As the esteemed Bunter did not see
me, he does not know that the lettor is

r]imwrfu]}g found," remarked the
nabob. “But the knowfulness will be
terrific next time he interviews

a, ha, hal"

rrée Singh slipped tha letter into
Wharton's hand. The captain of the
Hemove gave it one glance and dropped
it into his pocket.

“The sconer you get rid of that the
better,"” remarked Bob Cherry.

Harry Wharton nodded.

“And if you'll take a tip from me
on'll be jolly careful—2 began

ohnny Bull.

“Bow-wow [

Wharton went into the House, and
went directly to Loder's study in the
Bixth. He knocked at the door and
entered.

Loder gave him a scéowl. He was loaf-
ing moodily about the study in a dismal
frame 4f mind, mora than half-expecting
another wisit from William George
Bunter.

“Well 1" he growled.

Wharton threw the latter on the table,

“That's all!” he said.

Loder gave a jump and pounced on
the letter, e grabbed it up with
trembling hands.

“Dh!" he gasped.

He tore the envelope open, examined
the letter inside, and then, crumplin
both in his hand, jumped to the fire an
thrust them into it a picked up the
poker and stirred the lebter deep into
the glowing coals. Harry Wharton left
him thus ocecupied.

‘The captain of the Remove went down
the passage, relieved in his mind. As
long last the troublesome afair was at
an cnd. As he turned the corner of the
Sixth-Form passapge a fat figure passed
him, heading for Loder's study.
‘““Bunter | called out Wharton.
Bunter blinked back over his shoulder.
::gah 1" was his a}Pgnnt reply.
Bty sior—

Billy Bunter rolled on.

Harry Wharton stared after him for

a moment, and then ran in pursuit. He

could guess whare Bunter was going—

and why! Young rasoal as Bunfer was,

hg would willingly have saved him from
{(Continued on page 22.)

u:%ﬁhla Loder.”
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an interview with Loder just then. But
Bunter was not to be saved.

He gave Wharton a blink, and ran
down the passage, threw open Loder's
door, and gurst into the study.

"{ih, my hat!” murmured Wharton.

And he went on his way. Obviously
Bunter was going to ask for it, and no
doubt what he was going to get would
be in‘accordance with his deserts.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAFPTER.

Alas For Bunter!

ILLY BUNTER burst quite sud-
denly intp Loder's study.
“DBeast!” he gasped.
“Cheeky beast!®

Loder, having fnished stirring that
tell-tale letter intn the fira, had laid
down the poker. Th. letter was in ashes
now, and Loder of the Sixth was [ecling
immensely relieved and bucked.

He spun round as Bunier bolied into
the study.

He grinned.

He was glad to sce Dunter,

“0Oh, you!” he said genially.

Bunter blinked at him.

“I thought I'd dron in and sea you,
old chap,” he sald. “That beast Whar-
ton tried to stop me. That chap never
can mind his own business. You're to
givo him & hundred lines:, Loder !V

“0Oh1* said Loder. “I'm to give him
a hundred lines, am I%"

“Yes. He's altogether too checky.
Interfcring with a chap. and butting in,

ou know,” zaid Bunter. *Give him a
Eundrad lines, and tell him I told you
to, and it will bo & warning to him,
goa T

“1 see,” assented Leder. “Shut the
door, Bunter."

He glanced round the study for hia
caRne.

“Well, I can’t stay long, you know,"
said Bunter. *“It's near.v tea-time and
I'm thinking of standing rather a
spread in my study, and asking o few
frienda, The difficulty iz, that my
postal-order hasn't come yet.”

Loder grinnad,

Evidently the Owl of the Remove was
guite unaware that the letter had been
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found, returned to the owner, and de-
stroved. He was blissfully unconscious
of the fact that the power was gone from
his fat hands; that the glory had de-
parted from the House of Isracl, so to
speak. Bunter was still under the
happy impression that he had the whip-
hand., He was about to be undeceived.

“You eee how the matter stands,
Loder,” Bunter went on. “I'm in
rather a hole, I'm ﬂp&ﬁtmg; & postal-
order for & pound from one of my titled
rélations. Only there's been some delay
in the post. I suppose you could let me
have the pound, and I'l square next
weoek Y i

“No,” said Loder softly. “I think
not, Bunter.” ]

“Oh, you think not, do sou?” jeered
Bunter, his fat face taking on o bully-
ing expression. “Well, you'd better
think again, Lodor, and sharp! TI've
got no time to waste on you. If you
want the Head to see that letter——"

T.oder raised his eycbrows.

“What letter 1" ho askad.

“Eht” Bunter stared “That letter
addressed to Joe Grafter, at Lantham,
which——"

“Naver heard the name,” said Loder.
“Wheo is he 7"

“You silly ass! That bookmaker—"

“If you've got any deslings with a
bookmaker, Bunter, 1t will be my duty
to report you to the Head " said Loder.
“What do you meani"

“Why, - you—vou—yon——"" gasped
Bunter. *You jolly well know I mean
that letter you wreote to a bookie—"

“1? said Loder. “T think yon must
be out of your senses, Bunter. If you
dare to make such an insinuation
against a Sixth Form prefect, you will
ba taken before the headmaster !

“Wha-z-at 1" gasped Bunter.
Loder glan momentarily at the
fira, Deep in the glowing coals a fow

white ashes of paper could be discerned.
BiJly Bunter followed his glance.

“Jf any such letter iz in your posses-
sion, Bunter, I order you to take it to
the headmaster immediately ¥ said
Loder.

Bunter did not answer,

His startled blink was fixed on those
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ashes of burnt paper in the fire, He
understood.

“I'm sfraid I can't waste time dis-
cussing such nonsense,” went on Loder.
“Neithor can I allow a Lower Fourth
Jumor to speak disrespectfully.  Bend
aver that chair, Bunter.”

“I—I say—"

“Bend over I”

Bunter backed to the door.

“I—I pay, Loder, how did you find
the letter? I mean, I never knew
you'd found it! Oh dear! I—I say,
I—I—I don't want that pound, Loder!
I—1I was only—only joking, you know.

“I'm waiting, Bunter!”

Loder was Eﬂjl}ii'in the situation,
Bunter was not. All the Owl's [at satis-
faction had departed, all of a sudden,

He gave Loder a terrified blink, and
grabbed at the door. Loder made a
stride across tho room, and grasped him
by the shoulder.

“Yarooh!" roared Bunter.

Whack |

The cane sang on PBunter's tight
trousers, 18 he wriggled in the grasp of
tha relfm:!tw s

“Ow! ow! Le
Bunter. i

L1

wailed

d over that chair

*“0Oh, erikey !

Bunter obeved. Thera was. nothing
else for it. The tell-tale letter was no
longer in existence. He knew that.
The power was gone from hizs hands,
and he was once more a Lower Fourth
junior dealing with a Sixth Form pre-
fect who had nothing to fear, and whe
was fairly thirsting for vengeance.
Bunter, in the lowest spirits, bent over
the chair.

Whaek, whack, whack., whaek, whaek,
whack [

“Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow-ow I

Bunter had had “six * from s prefect
before, more than once; but never had
he had such a six as this. Loder
scemed to think that he was beating
a carpet, The fat Owl squirmed and
wriggled and vyelled

“%‘iar&!" said Leoder, rather breath-
lessly. *You can go, Bunter!"

“* Yow-ow-ow !”

Bunter went,

He wriggled hiz way back to the He-
move passage, with o groan at every
wriggle., Five cheery juniors met him
there, with grinning faces.

“Halle, hallo, halio!” bawled Bob
Cherry. “Enjoying lifo?"

Groan!

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Groan! : :

Bunter wriggled into his study, and
collapsed into a chair, still mannzg_
W. 3. Bunter had risen and W. G.
Bunter had fallen: and great was the
fall thereof.

For the nexk few days William George
Bunter was seen to scuttle away as fust
as his fat little legs would carry him
whenever Gerald Loder appeared on
tho horizon., so to speak. KEven so, it
was surprising how many fanlts Loder.
as a prefect. found in the conduoct of the
Owl of the Remove, Lines fell as thick
as leaves in Valambrosa, snd canings
wora freguent and painful and free.
Certainly Gersld Loder more than
lovelled up accounts for the miserable
time ho had experienced when lie waz
under Bunter's thumbh.
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A thrilling

The Chevalier’s Plan [

e RE ye certain, lad ?'" asked the
A Chevalier.
“I could not mistake her
~ rakish trim, monsieur,” re-
plicd Roger. “My faith on't, *tis the
son rover | hat will ye, monsieur?
Will ye =attack, and snatch the sccret
from the throat o' the rat 8lim, ero you
slit his gizzard ¥
“Avy1® The Chevalicr brought down
his clenched fist upon the poop-rail, but
even as Roger would have sped to do
his bidding, a change came over his
countenance, “Nay, though, list a
while, Rogor. Did ye mark how she
was sailing ¥
“The wind was fair behind her, mon-
steur,” answered Roger. * Bhe was sail-
ing almost on the opposite course to us.”
“Then I have a better plan,” said
the Chevalier, “and one, belike, that
will save bloodshed "mongst our own
men. An' the black brigantine kecps
on her present course. she must come io
Coffin Reof by dawn to-morrow. Wo
are swifter than she, Roger, ay, an’ our
masts are taller. °Tis like that she has
not yet marked us, or ¢'en if she has,
will not have recognized mns.  Let us
turn about and run for Coflin Reef
“Turn about, monsieur!” gasped
Roger. *“Run from the pirate 7
Ay, lad, the better lo take her by
surprise [ was tho Chevalier’s answer.
“Hark ye! We will lie hard by the
reof with eur ropes and tackle ashkew, so
that Sharktooth may think us & craft
that has run upon tho reef and been
abandoned. The scum will not pass us
by without investigatingy and *tis liko
that either he or hia follow.roguae Shim
will he 1 the boarding bhoat. Wa shall
lie quiet—not & man shali chow himself
upon the deck, anc¢ then, when the
boardingz-party {rom the brigantine
comea aboard, we'll seize them and their
leacder, 'Ti3 better tc have hostages;
an’ if tho hostage can be B8lim himself—
woll, then, can we show a clear pair o'
heels o the sconndrels, and bs off in
search o Black Dog Isle ™
I'ne plan scemed o good one, and the
Chevalier lost no time in putting it inte
action. It waz unlikely tEa.t. the Celeos-
tine could have been recognised [rom
the pirate, for the distance was great,
and Sharktooth was not likely to have a
look-out posted in hisz crosstrees. Even
if those aboard tho pirate eraft had
noted the truckas of the Celestine's
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masts break the heorizon, they would
most likely put them down as belonging
to sope merchantman engaged in
tradiug.

Tho schooner was swung round on
the opposite course, and, having a
Ermtﬂr spread of sail than the black
rigantingd, scudded lightly over the
waves, and headed for Coffin Recf—an
almost submerged reef, over which tho
waves lapped greedily at high water.
There were few cays and reefs in those
waters which the Chevalior knew not,
and by tho time the first pale streaks of
grey were betokening the coming of tho
dawn tho low iine of breakers which
marked the reef hove im sight on tho
starboard side.

It needed tho navigation of a master
hand to take the. Celestine sufficiently
close to make it sppear that she was
fast aground on the reef; but the
Chevalior managed it without mishap.
Then, by means of ropes, which wero
stretehed out to the julting peaks of the
reefs, the Chevalier had the schooner
hauled over & little on hor side, making
sura, [rst of all, that axes were to hand
to cut the ropes in case o guick depar-
ture was casential.

The sails were thon run down, and tho
ropes and tackles placed in such posi-
tions that, in & very short space of time
the Celestine looked hke a vessel that
had run wvpon the reef and had been
abandoned by her crew. This was tho
cffcet which the Chevalier had intended,
for he knew full well that Slim would
recognise the craft, and, bclieving no
soul to be aboard her, would investigate
how it camo about that she was so left.

" Every man take cover!” ordered tho
Chevalier, when the task of disguising
the schooner as an abandoned derclict
was completed, * Let nono scet foot on
deck until 1 give the signal wi' a blast
on this bos'un's pipe™

Immediately the decks were deserted.
The wyards creaked weirdly as they
awayed from side to side with the maotion
of the vessel. Save for this creaking,
tha whistlo of the breeze in the ratlines.
and the solt plash-plash of the waves, all
was silenee. Mot o soul trod the decks,
but on the poop, almnost motionless,
stood the Chewvalier and Roger, their
ayes turned in the direction from which
the black brigantine would approach—
watching, waiting!

For full 1wo hours they waited, till at

iy - J

pevils and hair-raising adventures have Roger and the Chevalier survived

And af last comes their veward

last the Chovalicr stifTened and his hand
went out to Hoger’s arm. .

A sail had loomed up on the horizonl
It was Sharktooth's craft!

“Below, Roger, lad!" whispered the
Chevalier. " And now to await the
success or failuro of out rusel”

The waiting was tedious, bat [rom an
open  gun-port the two: watched tho
brigantine come ever closer. &he had
marked tha apparently abandoned
schooner, and altered course slightly to
approach her. The silent watchers
marked her coming, saw her heave-to,
and hcard the faint splash as the long-
boat was lowered and took the water,

“8lim comes i° the longloat!"™ whis-
pered the Chevalier. “Ha' your blade
ready lad, for maybe there will bo work
for it to do!”

A hail rang out from the longboat—
a hail that was net enswered! The
Celesting lay lize o ship of deall, rolling
idly to tho swell, And then i1he long-
boat came alongside. Followed the
scraping ol hooks as ropes were throyn
up to the bulwarks, and the hooks at
their ends caught on the Celestine's
timbers, hen rame the piratos—less
than a dozen of them, and led by S8lim—
swarming up tho ropea.

Stild noaught stirred until they wera
sboord. From their hiding-place theo
Chevalier and Roger watched Blim gazo
curiously round. Suddenly tho shrill
whistle of a bos'un's pipo rang out, snd
the decks of the Celestine becume alive
with scurrying ligures!

“Beize them, lads! Let not a soul
czeape!” yelled the Chevalicer, darting
from a companienway, with IRogrer hard
at his hoels.

Blim, wheeling round at 1he sudden

noise, found himself confronied by
Iioger, a gleaming cutlass in his hand.
“Yield yo, Blim! Ye¢ are iny

prisoper I cried Reoger.

Buk the rogue, swilt as a ]igilh‘iillﬁ
flash, whipped out his ewn blade an
sprang to delend - hirmeelf.

Ilo avoided the blow which Roger
aimed at him but it went closo cnough
toe rip open his shirt, and Roger gave a
cry as his eycs caught sight of some-
thing which hung ahout thoe pirate’s
neck. It was a locket of gold, suspended
by a golden chain!

“Tho locket!™ cried Roger. “Slim
has itl"”

Tue MageET LiBRARY.~—No. 1,090,
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The Chevalier heard the cry, and
wheeled to his men.

“ Cut adrift the lines which bind us to
the reef!” he ordered. “*Up with the
gails! (et under way, lads, for now
wo ha" what we ha' sought!™ .

He raced to the poop to attend to
the helm, fior none knew those
treacherous waters better than he, and
none was more fitted to take the helm
in such a dangerous pass, :

Roger sprang upon Slim, but the latter

wag rcady for him, and their cutlasses
mekb with a ¢lash and a hail of sparks.
- "Rip me!"” higsed 8lim from between
his clenched tecth, *but ye ghall not ha'
tha locket, lad! Come, feel my steel
bite decp into your flesh! Sink me,
but I'll make dead meat o' ye afore I
yicld I ]

As the pirate’s blade crossed his, Roger
knew that in Slim he had met a swords-
man who wowld not easily van-
quished! Like silver serpents their
blades hissed through the sir—cut,
parry, thrust, parry—until Roger's arm
ached as though it would be forced to
drop tho blade that wavered under
Slim's ferocious onslaught!

Suddenly a numbing sensation ran up
Rogoer's arm, and he saw, as though in
a dream, his blade whiz from his hand
and fly through the afr, to drop to the
deck with a ¢lang. The next moment
the point of Blim's blade pricked his
throat,” and he knew that he had been

vanquished by the rogue!
R rascal was making, but disaster

followed disaster, nnd his foot
slipped bencath him, and he went erash-
ing to the deck. Slim, his eyes gleaming
with fury, stood over him, his weapon
poiscd above Roger’s heart.

“Bo, vou whelp, taste my steel !™ cried
Slim, preparing to thrust home the
blade of his weapon.

But befor+ he could do so o figure
flow liko an arrow through the air, and
clung to the neek of the rogue. The
cutlass dropped from B8Blim’s hand, and
ha went down on the deck, his new
asgailant a-top of him. For a moment
thero was & wild flurry of arms and
legs, and then Roger, reising himself,
saw that it was Abednigo One-Eve who
had thrown himself upon Slim.

With a guick twist of his arms One-
Eye had sprawled Slim flat on his back
on the deck. One hand gripped at the
rogue's throat, choking him until he
was almost black in the face, while the
other held a gleaming knife.

“¥o zeurvy rat!” grunted One-Eye,
“¥e¢'d beiray your old pal—ch? Sink
ma, but I swore I'd rip out that black
heart o' yourn, an’ now I'll do it!"

Had it not been for Roger, things
wounld have gone hard with 3lim at
that moment: but, scoundrel though he
was, Roger could not stand by and see
him murdered in this wise.

He sprang to his feet and his out-
streteched hand cawght the knife-arm of
One-Eye.

“Nay, roguc!” he cried out. “Per-
haps the Chevalier has other plans for
this gallows ratl”

One-Eye struggled, but Roger held bis
hand fast, while thoe other members of
the crew camo up and helped to separate
them. They stood there, panting and
snarling like mad dogs. Foam flecked
the mouth of Gnﬂ-E;e, who looked like
& tiger baulked of its prey. 8lim, half
throttled by One-Erye's powerful grip,
gasped for breath.
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The Cunning of Slim !

OGER stopped back quickly to
avold the Junge which the

13k
r

“Take yon rogue away,” said Roger,
indicating Slim.. " Load him wi' irons,
for he be as slippery as an ecl, and cast
him in the lazaret.”

Struggling and  kicking with what
energy he could still muster, S8lim was
dragﬁed along the deck. One-Eye, safe
in the grip of two stalwart scamen,
watched him go, with deadly hatred in
his ayea. '

When Slim had been firmly sccured,

Roger gavo tha signal to the seamen
to loose %Inanga, and then ran hurriedly
to the poop. )

The sails were Sflling out; the

Celestine had righted herself as the
ropes which held her over had been
roleased, and the Chevalier, at the
wheel, was gazing, keen-eyed ahead to
whera a break in the troubled waters
betokened & way through the reef.
Even as Roger gained the poop, a
dull boom rang out on the air, a puff
of smoke came from the gun-deck of
the brigantine, and a ball whizzed
through the air, to fall with a mighty
splash soma distance to port of the
schooner. Sharktooth had seen that all
was not well aboard the apparently
abandoned schooner, and opened fire.

“Return her fire, Roger ! cried the
Chovalier. “(Get the stern chaser into
action 1™

Roger and half-a-dozen scamen ran
to the stern chaser, loaded and primed
her, and then fred!

Their aim was frue, and the '|:_:rﬂ-11
caught the main-mast of the brigantine,
bringing it down with a crash that
caused the pirate vessel. to heol over
dangerously. )

The (elestine raced ahead, making
direct for the break in the reef. Aboard
the brigantine, which had now come to
closer range, Roger beheld the fipure of
Sharktooth, dancing like a maniac, and
urging on ‘his gunners with curses and
liberal kicks. The next moment the
vizion was blotted out, as more of the
pirate’'s guns spoke, sending a pall of
wreathing black smoke which obscured
her decks, DBut the heeling over of the

WHAT HAS COME BEFORE.

Spurred on by the call of the sca, young
Roger Dartlett sets out in search of adventure.

e joins forces with a gallant dandy known
ag ' The Chevalier,” who possesses the
chart of an dsland on which a greal treasure
Fies buried, and the two comrades get aail for
the Spanish Main, 1! 18 goon epident that
fwoe villeinous wpirales named Abednigo
One-Eye and Slim will stop at nothing o
net hold of the chart, and with the aid of &
cul-throgt crew on board their barque, the
Swordfish, they capture Roger and the
Chevalter. A {fer many pertlous adveniures,
however, the lotler make fheir escape wilh
the treastire when the Swordflsh is
Wown up at the island of Cayacos. Siagle-
handed the tuo adveniurers setze and cecape
i1 the Chevalier's old schooner, the Celestine,
and by good fortune soon find a crew fo
man her. The Chevalier tells Roger thet
now they must gearch for the missing son
af Sir Richard Greatorer.  This lad possesses
a locket on which i scrafched the latitude
and longiiude of the freasure dsland. A
stowaway found on board the Celestine proves
fo be none offer than the missing boy, but
the two comrades’ hopes are dashed when hie
tells them that the precious lockel 18 in the
hande of the pirale, Slim. One-Eye and
Slim and their crew have left Cayacos Tsland
sn o black brigantine eommanded by Shark-
tooth, but the dis of Abednigo One-
Eye, marooned on a lonely island and burn-
ing for vevenge on the treacherous Slim,
goon puis the Chevalier and Roger on their
track. After many daye’ sailing, o black
sail breaks the horizen. "' 'Tis the craft
o' Sharktooth §*' criea Roger.
(Now read on.)

brigantine had thrown her guns out of
the straight, and the balls fell short,
sending up great fountsins of spray.

Owing to the manner in which the
Celestine was heading, Roger could
not bring more guns than the stern
chaser to bear, but this was loaded
ard fired with all the rapidity of
which his men were capable. ‘The balls
ploughed the decks of the brigantine,
and the scrcams of the dying and in-
jured could be heard oven aboard the

lestine,

Suddenly the schooner  pitched
mightily, and Roger, glancing over his
shoulder, saw that they were between
the two ends of jagged rocks. They
were passing through the break in the
reef. Had a less experienced helmsman
been in control of the vessel, she might
have struck, but the eye of the Cheva-
lier was as keen as his arm was strong,
and the Celestine ran the gauntlet
of the treacherous rocks, and sailed
out into the d waters,

Not so the brigantine of Sharktooth |

Hampered by the fallen main-mast,
which lay over the side, her helm was
useless, and the breeze was driving her
nearer and nearer to the droaded reef.

Roger could perceive the crew
making mighty cfforts to eut the fallen
mast adrift. Now did Sharktooth curse
tho plan that had made him marcon
so many of his men on Deadman’s Cay!
Had the brigantine been fully manned,
thdre was a chance that she might escape
the danger that threatened. Dut, short-
bhanded as she was, she was at the merey
of the wind and seal

Came a mighty crash, and the boom
which was carried on the brecze to those
aboard the Celestine. The brigan-
tine, erippled and helpless, had been
lifted by a8 wave and brought down
with a crash upon the jagged rocks
of the reef! I'Il;-r timberz splintered,
and the hungry sea rushed through the
jagged holes which the rocks had made
in her hull! - '

“Ho ends Sharktooth, the rover!”
shouted Roger. “No more will the
blagk brigantine sail the Main, Crcase
fire, lads, for the sea will end the job
that yo ha' so well begun.”

The Chevalier handed over the holm
to a seaman, for now that the perilous
reef was behind them, and they were
spinning along under a fair breezo,
there wasz no further need for his
guiding hand, He came and stood
Behind Roger, and the iwo remained
for some [little while on the poop,
staring astern to where the sea had
slready begun to break up the brigan-
tino and take her crew to their long-
delayed eond.

“&o, Roger, our task now begineg”
said the Chevalier softly, ™ Ye ha' 8lim
in safe keeping. And the locket?”

Roger gave a slart. In the excite-
ment of his fight with 8lim he had
forgotten to take the locket from the
rogae's neck.

'Sink me, but the rat still has it!”
he answered. “However, it hangs
arcund his neck, and I ha' ordered that
ho be kept in irons, so he cannot ha'
moved it. Bhall we ha' the rat out o
his hole, and question him?"

“Ay, Roger, lad. Give orders that
he i3 to be brought in the stern cabin,
and come with me.”

“Bo, friend Blim," said the Chevalier
when he was brought before him, * wo
mect againf"

Slim said nothing, but the look he
gave the Chevalier was one cf unutier-
able hatrad.

The Chevalier laughed
languidly from his seat.

“MNow, friend Slim,” he said softly,
“va will gve me that locket you have

and roso
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round your neck—
the locket that

gives the latitudo
and longitude o
Black Dog Isle |”
But, qujcke as
tﬁgh evalien was,
S8lith was quicker |
During hiz spell in
the Imr?t, he had
worked Joose the
ropes which bound
his wrists, they
hun lcoosely
behind him.

As clippery as
By ee lim
twisted from the
Erip of those that

eld him, and
the nFI wdi th gercai
wrench, re
Ekis hands gmm
their bonds. Beem-
ingly possessack of
gsuperhuman
gstrength, bhe
Féaped, even with
his ankles
ghackled, and
&la.ine& a port in

o stern of the
cabin—a port that
sWung open.

“So the figures
on thae l]ﬂcket are
the position o' the
isle o treasure I
he yelled trium-
phantly. “I

ed as much,
at ¥ was nob
cartain. Tha
laokat shall
ne'ex o yours
Chevalier} I ha'
tricked yo in the
ond

Swift as a flash, ,
8lim tore the locket from his neck and
gent it Aying through the open port into
the sea beyond, uttering, a3 he did so, a
cackling laugh that was like that of a
fiend infernal }

“Bo goes the locket!” he yelled, as
it dropped into the sea, “And I alone
of all men know the figures engraved
upon it 1"

Rrrr——r -

How Perll Threatened Jem and Roger.
F{)R s moment there was deathly

silence im the stern cabin.
But it was only for a moment.
The next & figure had leaped
into life, and, while the look of triumph
still wreathed the sinister features of
Slim, the Bgure mounted on the sctile
bolow the open port window, &nd hesi-
tating there but the briefest fruction of
a second, took a header through it into
the sea Ee.;-,rnnd. :
“ Jom I gasped Roger, as he saw the
fiying figure. “'Tis Jem!™

And Jem, indeed, it was,
Jem, since hem% taken under the
guidance of the Chevalier, had been

provided with a small cabin which, like
the majority of the others, opened out
from the main stern cabin,

The powder-monkey had emerged
from his cabin while Slim was being
brought before tho Chevalier, and had
halted, his timid naturo hniding him
back from joining in the conversation.
But, as Slim haﬁ snatched tho locket
from his neck, Jem had recogmised 1t
instantly.

Ho gave a gasp as he saw it flung
through the great stern port window,
and the significance of Blim’s aclion
was impressed upon him all the more
by the pirate’s words.

“ B0, you whelp, tasie my sieel I ** erled Slim,- poi

Jem waited no longer. Brought up
as he had been on the g‘;}ﬂl‘llﬂh Main, he
had oft seen the negroes in Jamaica
and Barbadoes diving into the sea after
coins Bung in by interested onlookers.

Why should he not dive in after this
locket! There was just a chance that
the crystal-clear waters would enable
the locket to be seen and retrieved in
the same manner as negro boys saw and
retrieved coina.

There was no time for spesculation.
Instant action was necessary; and Jem
toock that instant action. Roger rushed
to the stern port and gazed ont, sending
S8lim tumbling sideways with a vigor-
ous push. He was just in time to sea
Jem strike the water in the wake of
the locket and disappear.

Rogor turned about swiftly.

S I-ﬁ!ava her to!” he cried. ™ Lower
& boat at once, and stand by io pick
up Jem! SBiok me, but he's a plucky
f'aungster,_an' should we recover the
ocket, *twill be thanks to him ¥

Together with the Chevalier he raced
madly up the compauion-ladder that
led to the poop, the Chevalier halting
only long cnough to give instructions 1o
tho seamen—who had again seized
8lim, and were binding him

firmly—to put the rogue back in his
ritt-hole. <
“Sland by wi' the boat, DRoger!”

called out the Chevalier, while he him-
sclf taok over the helm from the steers.
man, and brought the vessel head on to
the wind, heaving her to so that she
lay rolling idly on the smoolh sca,
Roper ran to the poop-rail and
glanced astern. For a moment ho
could see nothing, for Jem's dive had
been a mighty one—worthy almost of

his ¢utlass above Roger’s heart.
gleaming steel could sirike, two hands gripped Slim’s throat and his weapon dropped harmlessly
to the deck. (See page 24).

mora —

Before the

a pearl diver, Then, with a suddenuess
that broke the sion, the dark head
of Jem appear again above the

water and his hand waved vigorously
for a moment or two. ] ]
“The locket! Ha's got it!" .cricd

Roger excitedly.
boat, there |

But even as the seamen toiled at the
task of Ewingiﬂi clear the long-boat
ready to lower her, Roger saw some-
thing break the water some litile dis-
tance away from where Jem was swim-
ming, and a gasp of horror came {o his
lips. For the triangular, black object
which had appeared on the surface was
the dorsal fin of a shark, and the mon-
ster was bearing straight down upon
the helpless Jem.

In that moment it seemed to Roger
that his very Llood ran ecold in hia
veins,. Jem was but Fuuugster, and,
stout swimmer though he undonbtedly
was, he was no match for this monster
of the deep. A splash in the waier
made Jem look around, and his face
bBlanched as he saw the dunger which
threatoned him. Small wonder was at
that the youngster grow panicky, and
avo-a shriek that cchoed grimly in
flq.gm"a heart,

Instantly
action,

“Bo of good choer, Masler Jem "' hn
cried, leaping to the, stern rail us he
called out the words.

Swiftly his hand went to his belt 1o
ASSUTO ¥|imsclf that his sheath-knile
hung in its eccustomed place, and
then, with no further delay, he had
dived clean overboard. Thero was «
rush of wind in his ears, and then he
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“Away wi' the long-

was Roper spurred flo
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COMING SOON: AMAZING AIR-ADVENTURE SERIAL!

struck the water and disappeared be-
neath the surface. Riging to the sur-
face again he took a deep breath, and
commenced to etrike out munl’u!i:.r in
the direction of the swimming Jem.

Never before had Roger swum so
swiftiv as be did now. It was, he knew,
a matter of life and death. If he did
pot reach Jem in time there was no
hope for the youngster, for, slight as
he was, bhe could not hope for ons
minute to hold out against the monster
which wis bearing down on him,

Roger, as he cut through the water,
could see tho terror on Jem's face
and he called out to him not to lose
hoart. ‘Then, ms Roger saw the ugly,
black head of the shark appear for a
moment nbove the water hiz hand went
to his knife, and he drew it clear of
his belt. ,

“Strike out for the ship, Jem!"” he
called, treading water, and splashing
out mightily in the hope of drawing the
shark’s sttention away from the lad
it had been purauing.

Camec a mighty Hurry of water, and
the shark, diverted from his main ob-
jective, swung round. Roger saw and
merked the rows of keen, spear-liko
testh, and the evil glint of the small,
beady eyes; and then the shark made
in his direction.

Straight for him it came, and Roger,
knife in hand, waited. Nearer, nearer
it came, ond then it scemed to give a
mighty leap and hurl iteelf forward
through the water gt him.

But in that very moment Roger, fill-
ing his lungs as ftull as he could, gave
a sideways twist and dived deep. He
actually felt the sandpaper-like skin of
tho monster serape againat him, rip-
ping his clothes, and taking off some
of his skin. The pain was terrible; but
Roger gritted his teeth, and held his
knife the firmer, knowing that should
‘he loosen his hold of that all chance
for him was gone. )

Hoe camo to the surface again and
filled his lungs with air. The shark,
having failed in his first attack on

r, was swerving round quickly,
and Roger waited, treading water,
Again he saw tho monster's gleaming
teeth and eyes ae it seemed to leap at
him with incredible speed. But again
Roger was prepared and dived once
more, avoiding the snepping jaws by
little more than an inch or two.

Thia time Reoger had judged his dive
well. His eyes were open, and, loom-
ing above him in
water, he saw the belly of the shark.
Twisting about in the water he struck
upwards, his knife ready. Wearer and
nearer loomed the underside of the sea
monster, and then Roger struck.

With all tho strength of which hb
was capable he rammed the knife home
to the hilt. Spurts of crimson came
from the shark, and Roger had, per-
force, to swim clear and reach the sur-
face some little distance away.

He saw the shark splashing about in
agony, seemingly maddened by its in-
juries, as it swung round with desperate
rapigity. Again i1t came for Roger, and
again id the ﬁbﬂ.ﬂgsl:&r repcat the
manmuvre which bad been so successful.
But this time Roger did not dive dee
enough, and the skin of the shar
caught him again, ripping his clothes
once more, and scraping deep into his

flash,

Ro?er struck with the knife again,
and felt it strike home, but the rough
skin of tho shark cﬁug b at his wrist,
lacerating Roger terribly, and causing
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the crystal-clear ¥

him nearly to faint with the pain ol
it. So great was the sensation of numb-
ness which ran along his arm that he
was [orced, unwittingly, to loosen his
grip on the knife,

When Roger came to the surface,
weaponless, 1t was to see the maddened
shark leaping through the water again
towards him| Faint and weary with tho
strenuousness of his efforts, Roger could
not nerve himself to make one mure
effort.

Thae shark leaped towards him! He
saw its jaws open, ready to rend him
limb from lim

Crash !

The noise of s gun, close at hand,
scemed like a clap of thunder in Roger's
ears., He saw the shark stop in its mad
rush, and then Acp sideways, and lash
about in wild fury. At the same time,
arms seized him, and he felt himself
being dragged into the long-boat, while
the voice ﬂ% the Chevalier struck on his
ears:

“ A narrow shave, indead, Roger, lad |
L[ﬁ%}liﬂkﬁ "fwas just. in time we reached
ye!

Treachery Again !

i HERE'S the locket ™

w No time had been lost in

rowing the long-boat back

to the Celestine, and hoist-
ing her abeard. The Chevalier's first
thought was for the comfort of Roger,
and he soon had his hurts attended to.
Jem had suffered no ill-results of his
immergion and had soom changed into
dry things. Now the three of them were
gathered together, leaning over the long
table in the stern cabin of the schooner.

“Here ‘tis, monsieur,” said Jem,
handing over the locket. “'Tis the
locket that I ha' kept ever since I can
remember. ™

The Chavalier took it, and enapped it
-:-an, revealing the painted miniature
of a remarkably handsome woman. He
Eazed at it for some time, Jem eyeing

im as he did so.

“Was that my—my mother, sir?" he
asked.

“Av, lad, it was"” the Chevalier
answered,. “ and ono o the finest women
that ever accompanied her husband to
thess parts. Bhe died when ye were but
s child, and "twas that which made your
father set out upon the long voyvage to
England—the voyage which nigh meant

our death—ay, an’ would ha® ﬁl}nﬂ, had
it not been for the Irishman—rest his
bones—who protected ye. Let's see what
he has scratched on the locket."

The Chevalier turned i1t over, and
Roger and Jem drew as near to bim as
they could, stiiving to see the long-
eought.clue to the position of the island
of treasure. The back of the locket was
of plain pold, and it was heavily
gcratched. At first nothing could be
made of the seratches, but after a very
close serutiny the Chevalier raised his

a8,

“'Tizs badly worn wi' ago,” he
announced, " but there are yet markings
upon the locket, Roger, though difficult
they be, indeed to read. What's this—
a six and an eight! And here, below
it, a one and a twol There ha' been
other figures, too, but time has placed
a heavy finger wpon tham."

“There is unugll:;t to say which iz lati-
tude and which longitude, then,
monsieur I* asked Roger, somewhat dis-
ap‘gmntﬂadly. )

Nay, lad, but what o' that?"' cried
the Chevalier, and his voice was loud

e

with triumph. “"Quick, hand me yon
chart o' the Main., The sixty-eight can
be naught but the lengitude west, and
the twelve the latitude north—for. that
position is in the Main 1" :

“Bee, this is a portion o' the Main
that has been but littla surveyed,” he
announced. *“No isle is marked near
that position. E'en sssuming that the
latitude and longitude given on the
locket are but the roughest ra;lmninﬁ:
we should yet be able to find out Blac
Dog Isle—and then the treasure lies well
within our grasp!"

_For somo minutes longer he worked in
silence on the chark, laying out courses,
and reckoning out distances. Roger and
Jem wai:ehedg him in silence as he did
go. At last ho wheeled around, & look
of triumph in his eyes.

“Jem, lad, haste ye on deck and
orders for the course to be altered to
sou-west by west, half south.” He
turned, and thumped RBoger on the
shoulder. % Roger, lad,” bhe cgied. “1
can almost fee the golden doubloons
in my fingers! OQur task is done, lad!
In less than a week we should s:gi'm the
island, and then—but come, let's drink
g bumper to cur quest !"

Hiz trivmphant goaiety did not en-.
tirely extend itself to Roger, and, even
as the lad drank a toast to their success,
he felt strange misgivings at his heart.
True, Slim was under lock and key,
true, One-Eye had, as it were, had his
wings clipped. But would those two
schemers give in so easily? That was
l”t-hing which only the future could
tell.

The weather was Bne, the wind fair,
and the sea calm, and the Celestine
made a good passage in the direction of
the position which the Chevalier had
marked off upon the chart—the tion
of Black Dog Isls, upon which, if what
the dead Irishman said was true, the
treasure which had been filched from
S8ir Richard Greatorex, together with
other pirates' hoard, lay deposited.

During the voyage, Roger, the
Chevalier, and young Jem pored con-
stantly over the chart which had
amnm}i_vnmad the original letter which
told of the treasure. Before long all
three of them knew the chart by heart,
and could have drawn a good copy from
memery. The Chevalier waxed even
gayer the nearer the Celestine took them
to Black Dog Isle. Yet, to Roger, it
seemod that =zome ominous fate was
hanging over them, and he could not
bring himself to shace the optimism, of
the Chevalier.

At last, after an uneventiul voyvage—
for they had travelled over seas that
were but scantily used by traders—

.
ive

the Chevalier announced that the
fcrliﬂwm&’ day would see them near the
end of their quesk,

“It may be a duy or two yet, Roger,
ere we sight the actual island,” he ex-
plained. *We_cannot hope that the

osition is absolutely correct, but it will

& near enough for us to eearch the seas
around. Then, ho! for the treasure,
lad, & swift run back to England, and a
life o leisure.” He could not help but
notice that Roger did not appear to
share his enthusiasm, and so went on:
“ But what 15't, Roger, lad. Do ye still
erave for further fighting? Ha ye not
had enough? Would ye cross swords wi’
further pirates yot "

“1 cannot help but think that there
may be olhers on our track, monsieur,”
answered Roger.  “Sharktooth, for
instance,”

“Sharktooth would need to be the

- o
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Jevil himself ’ere he could find escapo
irom Coffin Reef, lad,” was the reply.
“Nay, he and his black-hearted rogues
ha’ met their last reckoning, Roger.”

“Yet 8lim and One-Eye still remain
alive—and here,” said Roger.

“Alive—ay, but like vultures with
their wings clipped,” said the Chavalier.
*“I have a mind to see Slim swing for
piracy at Execution Dock, lad, and will
take him home to stand his trial. One-
Eye I mugt let go free, for I ha' gi'en
my word to do so; but, sink me, I'd
rdther far ha' seen him swinging wi’
his fellow-rogue. I'll land him in
Jamaica on the return run. "Twill not
be long ‘ere he falls fonl o' the law
again—and the law is swift and just in
these seas!”

Neither tha Chevalier nor Roger
heard a faint scuffle of feet outside the
cabin door as these words were spoken.
Had they been able to pierce the door
with their eyes, they would have seen
the very scoundrel they were discussing.
And One-Eye’s face was scowling wit
rage.

He had brought a message to the
Chevalier from the master’s mate of the
schooner, and had heen about to enter
the stern cabin when the words of the
Chevalier had carried to his ears. Now
he stood awhile, undecidad.

“8o that's what ye'd do to me,
eh. Chevalier ¥ he muttered to himself.
“The ropo for Slim—and right well he
deserves it—hut Jamaica for me!
me, but I'd get short shrift enough in
Jamaica !” He pondered deeply for a
while, and his eruel lips twisted into an
evil smile. “Sink me, if I do not think
I can do beiter for myself than that!™
he growled, and then slunk away into
the darkness,

A full ‘hour later the Chevalier and
Roger, having discussed their plans for
the landing of a trustworthy party to
search Black Dog Tsla for the treasure,
decided fo make their way on deck, for
it was a bright, mmn‘tiﬁht night, and
thore was but a faint chance that the
loom of an island might be seen, for
they ‘were near euﬂughg to' the position
given by the locket to run by chance
upon the island. Yet, as they rose to
their feet and prepared to eross to tho
companion-ladder, the door of
stern cabin crashed open and the figure
of the boatswain stood there.

The man was mightily agitated, and
the Chevalier swung round and rapped
out :

“What iz't, bo'sun? What makes ve
burst in here 1n that manner 7"

“Treachery, sir!™” was the astounding
answer. “All is not well aboard the
ship 1*

"Not well! What mean yo?™-

“The pirate prisoner—him that ye
call Blim—has cscaped!” gasped fﬁﬂ
man. “I did but go to take him food,
as I always do at this hour, and sink
ma if T did not find the lazaret foreced
open, the empiy shackles on the deck,
and the bird flown ™

“Blim gone!” roared the Chevalier.
“Who could ha' set the rogue fres?”

“That be not all, sir,” continued the
hoatswain. “Hearing a great noise
from the fo'c'sle as I returned. I went
ithere, to find the hatch fast battened
down, sir! I had but started to knock
off the fastenmings when a knife whizzed
from fhe darkness. Had I not moved
al that moment it would ha’ J,?hmgcd
iteell in my heart! It dropped to the
deck, and then came a figure and flung
iteelf upon me. I twisted and gave ik a
crack wi' my fist, but on came another
Heure, and another. Then I sensed
what had happened. and came here as
fast as my legs would carry me—"

He Lroke ﬂgj panting for breath, then

Rip-

the .

swung around and closed the deor with
a crash. i

“Batten fast the doors, ‘sir!” he
gasped. “They ha' followed me along
the deck, and we are trapEnd hers, sir—
trapped by the scum that ha® mutinied !

“Mutiny ! There was a snap as of
cold steel in the tones of the Chevalier.
“80, ho! That is what has happened!
But my men—were they not loyal,
be'sun 7

“All save a few black sheep, sir,” was
the answer. “DBut the loyal men are
locked i* "the fo-c'sle, while those on
deck ha’ listened to the crafty words o
the one-eyed dovil [

“Abednigo One-Eye!” said the
Chevalier grimly. “®o 'tis he who has
proved the traitor, and doubtless he
who has released the rogue 8lim.” He
swung round to Roger. * Arm yourself,
lad! ¥e'll find cutlasses in my cabin,
and Wtgum:, too! Yoo, too, bo'sun 1™

“What will ve do, sir?” asked the
boatswain, as Roger made off to obey
the Chevalier's commands.

“Fight to the finish!” snapped the
Chevalier. “I am master o' this craft,
and I'll skulk not in this cabin! Come,
there be but three of us, but our duty
is plain! TForward, and let our ery
‘Victory or TDeath!?” ¥

Hardly had the the

words left

ABEDNIQO OMNE-EYE.

Chevalior’s lips when thers was a
shattering of wood, and the door which
led from the stern cabin on to the main
deck fell with a crash., Turning round,
the Chevalier vpeheld, framed in the
doorway, the triumphant figures of One-
Eve, Blim, and some hali-dozen traitors
of the crew, inflamed by One-Eye's
treacherous tales of the treasurs that
would ko theirs did they but slay the
Chevalier and his supporters.

“ B0, Chevalier,” roared oub the
croaking voice of One-Eye, “ye'd land
me in Jamaica, eh? Rot me, but an’
the sharks do not taste your carrion
flesh *ere this night be out, my name be
not Abednigo One-Eye! On them,
lads ! he shouted to his mutinous
followers, “ Let none cscape, [or the
fewer there are the more treasure
there'll be for us!™

Like a wave, the muotineers poured
inta  the stern  ecabin, while the
Chevalier, Roger, and the hoatswain,
cutlasses in hand, awaited the oun-
slanght.

e —

One-Eye"s Triumph !
(L ), One-Eye, ye'd forfcit what
% chanee ve have o saving your
carcazo  from  the pallows?"
eried the Chevalier, prossing
forward to meet the rogne, and wield-
g one of the cutlasses which Roger

had hurriedly brought from the inner
cabin—for in such a melee he knew
hiz slendor rapier would be of little use.
“Come, then, and let me rip ye, for I
vow that after this treachory :m’il have
no quarter from me [

“Nor shall ye ha' from mo,

Chevalice 1" mocked One-Eve. ™ Ha,
but the tables are turned wi® a
vengeance! Your lily-livered rats that
would not throw in their handswithus are
safe from interference, and when we've
polished }ﬂ- off, they shall follow yo-
to Davy Jones! Then there'll be few
of us to share the trcasuro—jusk
enough to sail this schooner back to
safer waters. Rot my deadlights, but
I've beaten ye, Chevalior, and that
young aﬁark o' yours, tool”
. The three defenders were now stand-
ing with' their back to the great table
in the centre of the stern cabin. Tho
lﬂu#}q&ﬂi‘a p{rqsa-c_d mfunrl them in a
semicirele, feintin Or an opening.
But tha bmtswﬁingwm also a rﬂag‘ni -
cent swordsman, ard those three blades,
ready and alért, made even tho hottest-
headed of the rogucs hesitate,

“On them, lads!” urged One-Eye,

But his followers maﬁc no move.

“Ay, ‘come onl”  retorted the
Chevalier, making a lunge at one of
the traitorous crew, “Come yo frst,
French Pierre 1"

As he spoke the Chevalier neatly

inked the Frenchman's arm, and the
atter’s eutlass dropped to the deck,
while he gave a howl of agony. But
the Chevalier merely smiled, and
whipped his blade in again with a rapid
lunge—this time runmng the mutineer
through the fleshy part of the leg.

“On, ye dogs!” yelled One-Bye from
the back of the crowd. “Are you going
to hang back now, when but three men
stand between ye and the treasura? Va
cannot go back, an' there's naught but
the vardarm for ve, either way "

His words scemcd to  spur dhe
mutineers on, for they surged forward,
their eutlasses engaging those of the
defenders, who, with great skill, parricd
the thrusts that were made at thom.

Ho far as numbers went it was an une
even fight, yet the way in which the
defenders werd handling their weapons
kept the attackers well at bay, Tho
Chevalier, in particular, fought with the
strength and cunning of threa men, ard
many were tho cries of pain which ho
wrung from foolhardy attackers who
pressed too close.

“Ay, One-Eye!™ 'ne shouted back
gaily, as though he wero at some play
rather than fighting for his lifo. *'Tia
true there iz nanght but the yardarm
for those wha prove treacherous to me.
But e'en that yardarm may yet prove
too gpood for gsuch as ye !

The air was full of the clash of steel
Hard proessed though tho defenders
were, they managed 1o hold their own.
Roger faced the continued onslaught of
two of the mutineers, and ho fearod that
he would fall at an; minute. He had
pinked ene of his attackers, for blood
was dripping from the man's loft
shoulder, yet did ha sti.l Gght on, and
his hlows were strong and not casily
parricd. Reoger, in turning to aveid s
thrust from his other assailant, laid
himself open to a lunge, and the pirato
thrust his blade forward. In a moment

it would have found its sheath in
Roger's body, but th:® scoundrel, in
making 1he lunge  had mizszed his
footing.

He slipped, and fell heavily lo 1he
deck. At the sam~ moment Reger
lunged forward, wtd another pirate
threw up his hands, with a cry of agony.

For tho three defenders to hold out
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agginst. the combined force of the
mytindsrs, urgad or by Bhm angd Opo,
Fy'e, was sombthing for swhich thbii
cotld not hope, and Roger's heart sa
when & cry and a crash at his side fold
Lim 1at the boatswain had gome down
with o wound in his breast. Now there
wore bt ‘two of shem to face the brunt
nf the altask: and. the mutineers, blood-
crazed, and. spurred -om by the fact,
ntbﬁcke:[ﬂ;}l tho hercer. '

Clang ! Crash[ Clang!

“The blades rang in a devil's tattoo as
they flashed in apd out, and struck
ngainst cach other. Rager was panting
heavily rioty, wnd’ the Chevalicr, mag-
ni menb'%ﬂsi;ﬂﬁmﬁlﬁ.ghﬁﬂgh he was, yet
found he had all his work ‘cut ownt to
fehd off his attacke-s, Dut still, with
hizs back to. the table, he fought on
grimly, ably supported by.the weary
Rogcer.

+ Snddenly a scraping of fect on the

. fable made Roger wheel round,.and. he

gave a cry, as he perceived the wily
Slim, standing on the table, in the jery
act of plunging a long, curved daggerin
the back of. the Chevalierl Blign had
taken advantage of -tho melee to drop
oh-his hands and knees, crawl arcurfd
thg table. and thus gain the wvantage
point.

" Seoundre]l and rogue ! yelled Roger,
luhging out with his blade. :

Slim,. disturb wd.in bz act of
trpachery, staved hig hand, and "stepped
aside to avoid the -sweep of- Roger's
Llade. The step was his undoing, for he
sjipped from the table and fell erashing
tg-the deck, his 'weapon-clanking -on the
blnadstained bhoards. :

“The Chevalier, wilh o quick backward
glance, took in the seene:—and realised
the danger which he and Roger ran, of
hging attacked from hehind.

*To the stern norts. Roger, lad ™ he
whisnered.  “Ther ean - weo stand wi’
onr hacks to the .bulkhead, and pone
can’ atteck from behind.™

The vessel was swaying uncasily now,
which was not surprising for one of the
nwalineers, creeping softly apon  the
roop. ‘had knifed * the figure 'of the
helmsman, and thrown his body “to the
airarks

:Watchmng® their chanee, Roger
the Checxliers waited until - a more
Srolent lureh of the schooner matde $hor
afiackers withdraw, and then, swiftly,
threy forsool the tabie ani-scrambled: aft
taw the crow of cushidned settles  that
stbod  bencath the great stern. port
windows. )

‘A desperato: plan hbdi come swiftly to
the mind of the Chevalics” a:He-and
Roger, he knew, could -neveér:ipie -to
veat off the attackers, and it sesined

- - =

arnd

" PRICE
! TWOPENECE

-

Dropping hiz blade, ho. seized a se
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unlikely that the men who were bat-
thned down in the fa'c'sle would win

frec. There was énly i‘rn’ﬁ-th-i'ﬁé fo do—
and that was.to deserr the OCelestine.

To remain on board meant, undoubt-
cdly, to be murdered by these blood-
crazed scoundrels, and aught was better,
than that.

The mutinecrs gave n howl as .they
saw Rogor and the Chevalier take their
last stand under the stern port windows,
and then pressed Torward hotly: - But
the whirling blades of Roger and the
Chevalier kept them at bay, and as ho-

_ fought, the Chevalier whisperod quictly

to Roger: _

“Advance as the ship lurches again,
Rogor! Beat them back, if it be only
for o second1™

Roger, though he could-not grasp the
plan “which had formed itself in the
mind of the Chevalier, nodded, and the
next time the Celestine gave a lurch, he
dashed forward, exeiting cvery ounce of
energy to beat down the blades of his
attackers, who, slithering on the deck,
retreated a'fow paces.

Tt was. onough . .for the _,Ghm"él;i?r._'

tle,
and, with the strength of desperation,
lifted- it hﬁc’lily. and Aung it qut through
the. greab stern window inte the sea
beyond. "Then, stooping and retfleving
his blade, he Aung himself onee more
infg the fray. ;
sWith cne hand he fanught. With the
other he gripped ‘Roger by the shoulder,
for there was no time for explanations,
and sent him .whirling back. Roger,
taken Gnaware, struggled -to regain his
footing,. but failed to do so.  He struck
the ledge of the stera-window, and-as
the Celestine lurched . again; went Hy-
ing, headfirst,“Uhrowih the pertrintothe’
darkness outside,

His cutlass fell fram his hand as he
struck thé waler, and emerged to the
surface again, gasping for' breath.

There was a grim smile'on the face of
the Chovalier as he beat back his, in-
furiated = attackers. Thén his eyes
flashed towards One-Byve; and  he
laughed sardonically

“Good-bye for the nonce, my friend
One-Eye ! he called out mockingly.
“We shall mpet again, never fear—and
there shall be no gquarter, rogue!™ '

(Phe twoe infrepid advcniurers have
.:rs.::{.pg:lcrj- with H:'eﬁ‘t'f' tives, Dut F!?I:ﬂﬁ.ﬁ.p*ﬁfa
will they hate te face nmow?  Phrill:
follows thrill in next weekls congludisy
instalment of this cut-ond-thrust. yarn

sopy, chums, by erdering €W
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FREE - GIFTS !

Why, the very sight of those two words
gives you o thrill of pleasure, I'lk bo
bound—noless a thrill than it gives.me
to write them: Gifts rank withgthe good
things of life: we can’t have too.much
of them.  Well, ‘good things are coniing
your way, chums—Free Gifts of o unique
type. But I'm making- you -oll “im-
patient. You, naturally cnough, want
to know what form thess Free Gifts take.
1 guess I'll spill the beans right”now,
as our old frichd Fisher T. Fish wduld
say. All of you know, of course, that
every motor-car on the highways tosday
carries a distinguishing badge on - its
radiator. But I wonder how ‘many- of
you would be able to identify, say, tho
first six cars that passed you next time
you: walked out of doors? It's not so
cnsy’ as it sounds, believe me, for thiere
are hundreds of different makes of vars
on the road to-day. This car spotting
buginess is real good fun, and with the

TWENTY COLOURED METAL
CAR BADGES.

*which, starting in a fortnight's time,

will be given nway FRELR with ‘the

MagreET, vou chaps will ba able

le. to
identify cars at first glance. Apart from’
the fun of that, you will have a lastipg
eollection - of badges that will leok tha
real goods in the
SPECIAL ALBUM

which ‘will-alio be given awny with-the
first set of badges in a fortnight’s timid.
Thesa badges are faithful reproductions
of the wetual distinguishing badges“that
adorn the radiator of every make of rar,
and in attractive colours they make -a
fine show. “And-don’t forget there‘are
twenty of them ! . Each one is provided
with a clip-torenablo you to secure it in
the SPECIAL I%LBUIG_!I', or, if vou like,
ts wear it in'the buttonhele " of 'your
coat.  Anothor: thing, with ‘the -fom-
mencement of this FREE GIFT scheme,
[*amn® arranging  oan'-cxtra special pro-
gramime of stories?. Mr. ¥Frank Richirds

[ his'turned in o delightful series of Groy-

friars stories; George E.iiRochestér—an
ald favourite—hes contributed a tip-top

War story spith an unusual.theine ; Dicky
‘Mugent has turned up trymps with a
special  series of “*'shockers,” "and 'a

cricket spicialist-is writing a series-of
chatty articles on matters of interest in
‘the Test matcdies now béing .played in
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the service of his friends. But it was
possible for his friends to have too much
of a good thing ¢

Had Wharton drop that wratched
letter in the post, the matter would
have ended there. Had Bunter given it
up, 83 he ought to have done, the
matter would have been over, at that.
But the present state of affairs was dis
comcerting and worrying.

‘Bunter, mounted now firmly in the
saddle of the high horse, refused to part
with the letter. He adopted a high,
moralising attithde towards Wharton,
like & high-minded follow who viewed
the delinquencies of a back-sliding
friend more in sorrow than in angor.
This lofty attitude certainly earned him
moro kicks than halfpenes. In the dor-
mitory in the morning he was kicked;
after brekker, in the gquad, he was
kicked ;in morning break he was kicked
again,

But kickihg Bunter did him no d.
He had planted himself, ae it ﬂmww,wnna
the summit of & moral pedestal, and he
was not to ba kicked nnm that pedestal.

e took, or affected to take, the view
that Wharton was mixed up in shady
transactions. As a friend, he was keep-
g it dark. But, as a friend—a H.__mﬂw.
ﬂEEu_mn_ friend—he was bound to tell

harton what he thought of him, and
warn him against reckless and dubious
conduct, In epite of several kickings,
Buntor was enjoying himself.

Wharton was enxious to got shut of
the whole affair; but whilo Bunter re.
tained the letter, that was impossibla.
[ha captain of the Remove Was Angry
with himself, angrv with Bunter, angry
.m__..mw H,__“__..Hnm and fed up with the whole

Wing, e was petting angry with
Johnny Bull, whe uwﬁwu Ewqunﬂ the
part of candid friend not wisely but too
well. Likewise was he angry with Pon-
sonby & Co., of Higheliffe, whase hooli-
ganism had caused most of tho trouble,
It was quite n day of anger,

After dinner that day, Leder of the
Sixth beore down on ,..r__,ri.ﬂc_.. in the
quad.

“Heard anything of that letter ™ he
azhed,

“Bunter's got it."

Bunter? = How—what—*" Loder
stared.

The captain of the Remove explained,
He had hoped to got the _a:%u from
Bunter, and hand it aver to the ewner,
but he had failed. There was nothing
for it, now ho was asked, but to tell
whara the letter was.

ﬂ_,._____ his surprise, Loder laoked relieved,

“You're sure he's go! it? Right!
¥ou needn't worry about it any more,
then. Best thing you can do ia to
forget that there ever was such e letter,
and mind your ewn business,”

“Jolly glad to!™ spapped Wharton,

Loder walked away  Apparently he
had no doubt of getting the letter from
William George Buntor, He was not
likely to hesitate nbout using ang
drastic measures to that end.

It was a relief to Wharton Now
that Loder knew who had the letter,
and had taken the matier into his own
hands, Wharton’s responsibility was at
an end. He was very glad to dizmiss

el

the thin from his mind. He joined his
chums looking a good deal more
cheorful.

“You fellows like & walk?” he asked,

Bob Cherry grinned.

“Towards Higheliffe ?*

Y Exactly |¥

“Good epg 1

“The goodiulness
terrifie.”

The Famous Five walked down to the
ﬂ.ﬂnmr A fat Bgure rolled on their

ack.

of the egp is

: roaraed.

| A NEW YEAR RESOLUTION—ORDER WR ““MAGNET™ WELL IN ADVANGE!

“1 say, you fellows!” squeaked Bill
Bunter. " ¥
Wharton glanee round, frowning.
“What do you want, you fat frog

“I want civility, frst of all,”
answered Bunter. “Next, I want to
know where you are going, I'm sorry
to eay, Wharton, that I can’t trust
you,

“Wha-a-a-ati"”

“In the circumstances, T think it's
better. for you to atay in gates,” said
Bunter, blinking c1 him. “Of course,
I've no intention of telling Quelch about
your shady goings on. W:.e that puts
the responsibility on.me. 1'm bound to
see that you don't mix up in nnm mora
blackguardly transactions, and all that,
You soal™

“Ain't he a beanty 7" said Bob Cherry
admiringly. “Ain't ho & prize-packet ?¥

“I mean it,"? said Bunter.
' If you give me your word,
Wharton, to&eep straight, and
all that, I may be able to trust
you."

Kickings, evidently,
done Bunter no good.

“Otherwise,” said Bunter
firmly, "I may consider it my
duty to place the matter
befora Quelch. I can’t see &
Greyfriars man going to the
dogs withont interfering. You
soe, it's a matter of principle

had

with moe. I'm bound o
say—— Yoooooop "
ang !

Williamm George Bunter's
head smote the ancient gate
of Grayfriara,

w_..m_. m.w.____mmww mm: _D_.Emm n_.wE the

ig-principle wl  of the Y
Remova, J.

“Have  another?”
Wharton grimly.

* Yaroocooh I*

The captain of the Remove
dropped the fat junior in the
mn:n_ ray, and walked out wirh
the Co. Bunter st wand

= —..._..___"__.

* Beast "

Harry Wharton & Co. walked
away in the direction of High. °
¢life. They had a hopo of
meeting Ponsonby & Co. some.
where about. Wharton was
very keén indeed to mcet Pon, He had
a feeling that he would feel better aftor
dealing faithfully with the dandy of
Higheliffe,

THE TENTH CHAPTER.

The High Hand !

UBB of the Third came up the
Remove passaze, with wrath
wnmﬁ_am_ﬂqﬁ__nmﬁrw: hiz brow.

was, 1n Tubb's epinion
thick, Ay

Only yesterday, Tubb had been sent

with & message to a Remove kid. Now

he was sent with another message to
another Remove kid If Loder of the

Sixth wanted & fag to take messages Lo

inconsiderable kids it was time that

Loder of the Sixth got another fag.

George Tubb would have told him

50, too, most emphatically, but for cer-

tain prudential considerstions.

“Bunter " roared Tubb, on  the
Remove landing,

“Bhut up that row! called Bolsover
major, who was loalin- in the Remove
passage.

Tubb of the Third Mr.._u him o defiant
glare. Nevertheless. b heeded the in
unction. He did not want to repeat
us experiences of the previous day.
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Btudy Ne, 7, and kicked open the door,
That kick, which gen: mirma_n,uu Aying
open, testified to Tubb's independonce,
and. his contempt for all Lower Fourth
men. It was fortuna.e for Tubb that
Bunter was alone in the study. Had
Petor Todd been thero, George Tubb
would have suffered promptly for his
mpudence. s
Bunter was in the armchair, rubbing
his . head. The impact of that bulles
head on the ancient gate secemed to have
damaged it a° little, He blinked at
Tubb through his big spectacles.

“What the thump do you want; yaou
noigy fag?' he snapped.

“Loder wants yon in his study,™
runted Tubb. “And if Loder thinks
m gowng to carry his messages to Re.
move fags, he's jolly well mistaken.”

He tramped along the passage to

“YWhat does he want ¥

“(Go and ask him ! snapped Tubb.
“Tell him to core: here, if ho wants
to sce me,” answered Buntor.

Tubb, who was leaving the study.
spun round like a humming-top, in his
astonishment,

“You cheeky sweep!” said Tubb.
“Think I'm going lo give an answer
like: that to a ﬂuu%nﬂnﬂxt

“Tell him I won't come ! said Bunter
coolly,

Tubb stared at him blankly.

T your rocker 7' ho asked.

"Don’t  be cheeky ”  said Bunter
loftily. “Tell Loder, from mo, that I
don't care to coma 4 his ttudy. He can
come here if ho likes”

“Mad!" gaid Tubb. “Quile mad!
Well, I'll toll hin. Better put some
exercise-books in your baga®

Tubb of the Thiré departed, solaced
by tho certainty that » Remove kid was
going to get the hecking of his lifa,

Billy Bunter did nct scem alarmed,
howeover,

He had sent a message to a Sixth-
Form prefect that certainly no other
junmior at Groyfriars would have ven-
tured to send. There was no doubt that
that message would bring Gerald Loder
to Stud 0.7 in the move, Just as
Fast as m_...__ pould get thera. Neither was
there any doubt that he would bring
his ashplant with him.

Yot Bunter was not alarmed. In fact,
ho was grinning.

A few minutes later a heavy tread was
hoard in the Bemove passage. Loder
of the Bixth, with a black brow, strode
into Study No. T.

Bunter promptly WFnE_ the table be-
tweon him and the bully of the Sizth.

“I sent a moeszage to you, Bunter!”

“**Yaroooh I ™ he yelled,
on a grou

roadside.
said the prefect, glaring at Bunter
across the tahle,

“(h, ves!”

“Did you tell Tubb you wouldu't
come M

“Just that!’ assented Dunter.

“Bend over that chair!™

Loder poipted to a chair
oane.

“What for?’ asked Bunter calmly,
-hough his fat heart was beating rather
inst. Ho folt, ho knew, that he had she
npper hand, and yat m.rn.h: Wi some-
thing rather unnerving in defying a pre-
feck of the Bixth Formi—a prefect at
whese frown Bunter bod been wont to
*rembla.

“I'm going to give you the licking of
vour lifa!" answered Loder pleasantly.
“I'm going to make vou squirm, vyou
~hecky little fat scoundrel. Bend over.™

“1 appeal to the Hoad 1" said Bunter,

“What 1"

#4A fellow's allowed fo nppeal to the

with his

Head }” said Bunter coolly.
appeal to him.
you to Dr. Looke.™

Wharton,  overlooking the dangerous you fat little beast?” asked
slate of the road, put on speed—not Loder, _E.Esm_-uw W.::E_. as i
wisely, but too well. Whiz ! Before he ho,lgnged to pite him- .
knew what was happening, his wheels - ...:___ Bunter b he
had ceased to hold the road, and he was | ‘= ; S
flylng through space. Crash ! Bump! oy you give up that

landing fairly
of Highelille [ellows by the
(See Chapler 4.)

“Well, I}
I'm ready to come with

Loder gave him a iong, long lock.

“What do you mean exactly by that,
Bunter 1" he asked very quiedy.

“What I say,” answerod Bunter
breezily. “I appeal to the Head, I'm
prepared to ge to him, Take me before
the Head, if you like! And I can iall
well tell you, Loder, that if you touc
me with thal cans I'm Mﬂﬁm to the
Head. I'm sure he would be glad to
hear all about it.’

M About what i asked Loder, througa
his set lips.

“Oh, letters and things!™ said Bunter
vaguely.

.oder caught his breath,

Ho eyed Bunter across the table. The
Owl of the'Remove could see that Loder
was m__”._”____.::m. inwardly,
whether to give him the lick-
mg of his life and chance it.
Ha quaked a little.

“Mind, 1 mean it,"” Bunter
said. ““You touch me, you
bully, and I'll jolly well lat
the Hoad know what you're
doing 1t for. I dare say the
Beak would like to seo a .._.m:,m_.
written by & Greyfrinrs man
to Joo Grafter at tham."

Loder hastily kicked the
study door shut, ;

DBunter wh_u..un__u_P That action
on Loder's part told him that
he had won. Tha sportsman
of the Bixth wee anxious to
prevent any Memove man in g
tha passage from - hearing.
Obviously, he must be still
more anxious to prévent the
headmaster from hearing.

“¥ou picked up the letter
that that young fool Wharton
dropped  yesterday,” said
Loder in a low voica.

“1 may have, or 1 may not

have,” anewerecd DBunter
coolly. “I'm not saying any-
thing.™

“Wharton's told me you'vo
got it."

“Really?' said Bunter.
“Hand it over.”

:E_u-._.bmu__..ﬂ_: i
“What ure you cackling at,

lettor?” hissed cr.

“What letter?” asked Bun-
ter cheerfully, *If you've lost
a lettor, Loder, you know the
proper thing to do. You put a notice
on the board with a description of it.

Loder gazed at bim. Certainly ho was
not likely to post a description of his
lettor to a _u.oowu.ﬁrna on the board.

“If there's a notice put up, deseribin
the letter, and [ find that it 1alliea wit
a letter 1 way have found, of course !
shall hand it aver,” #aid Bunter. **Not
otherwise, ™

Loder breathed hard.

“You know it'a my lotter!"

“Not at all! . In act, I'm bound to
believe that it isn't." retorted Diunter.
“I'm bound to believe that no Lrey-
friars prefect would wrile a lciter 12 a
bookmaker. It would be -isrespectiol
of a junior to believe anything of the
kind, wouldn't itf"

Loder almost choked. “This [at )itle
seoundral was not nu_w keeping back his
tetter, but was actually daring t> meck
him,

belongs to you,” went on Bunter, who
was quite enjoying this interview, “all
ou've got to do is report me to the
ead. I'm ready toe be reported. I'm
prepared to go to Dr. Locke and place

the letter in his hands to decide whoee
it 18"
der gasped.
“If you dare to show that l.iter to

anybody—" . i
“At present I'm not showing it to
anybody," said Bunter. “The whole
affair being shady and disgraceful, I'm
keeping it dark, for the honour of He
school and all that. You can keep
round that side of the tabla, I.oder; L've
not got the letter on me.”
Loder, who was edging
table, stopped.

“Where 12 it 7 ho breathed.
“That’s telling.” 2 :
Loder suppressed his ieelings with
difficulty. He was in a towering rage;
but there was a chill along his spine.
Ho realised only too clearly tihat he
stood within measurable distance of the
sack. Bunter, the most utterly in-
significant npobody in a Jorm of
nobodies, held his fate in the hollow of
his fat band! Leder, a Sixth-Form pre-
fect, was forced to come to iecl whken
Bunter called! It was quite an extira-
ordinary situation, and Bunter -'as en-
joying 1t. He grinned cheerfully at the
E_.ﬂ".m..am face of the sportsman of the
Sixth.

“Giva me that lelter, Bunter, like a
good kid!"” said Loder, speaking as
softly and pleasantly as he ~ould.

“And take a thundering :n_.Eum. tha
next minuta?"” grinned Bumter. "' No,
thonks I™
_ “The fact is,” said Loder, “the ctter
i3 not mine—l gave it to "Vharton to
post for a friend.”

“And addressed the enveiope for
him 7" asked Buntar., "It's ddressadin
your fist, you know.”

Loder breathed hard and deep.

“YWhat do you want the lstter fou,
Bunter 7 It's no use to you. Look hers,
hand it over, and I'll stand you half-a-
crown.™ :

Bunter's fat lip eyrled.

“I hope I'm not a fellow 1o be
tipped " he said scornfully.

“What do you want for it, then, you
young scoundrel1” hissed Loder.

*Nothing," said Bunter. "I'm not

rtin: with it. If wyou <zlaim thas
etter I'm willing te go before the Head.
Not that I'm m."__:._ﬁ to bo hard -n you,
Loder,” ho added considorately.

“Hard on mo—you!” gasped. Loder.

“I'm 1:#.# to be friendly, in fact.”

“Friendly 1" yelled Loder.

“Vey. Mind, I disapprove of soul
You'ra a shady sort of a blighter, Loder.
I'm bound to say that I consider you a
disgrace to the school."

Loder made a sort of convulsive move-

e,
“Keep oft1” hooted Bunter. *You

touch me; and I'll jelly well :how yon
up to tho Head, and vou'll be bunked.
and you jolly wall know it."

T .u_._.lm..u-._ll.m_.uu_.._llu...

H“Got out1” said Bunter. “'I'm led-uo
with you, Loder. Next time I rco you
sou'd better be moro aivil—it ~ill pay
you. MNow, hook it!"

Loder stood gasping for breath., The
door of the study opened, and Feter
Todd cama in.

Heo stared at Loder and Dunter.

“Hallo, want enything, Loder?"” he
atked. i

“Loder's only dropped in for a chat,
Toddy,"” said Bunter airily. " I'm rather
taking Loder up.”

hﬁ.m’ .“.U-.

. “I'll smash mwﬁ: roared Lodor, los-
ing control of

.sund the

is temper for a moment,

“If yon think I've got a ).tter that
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