


Wanted—Jokes and Greyfriars Limericks !

Alwoeys glad to hear front you, chums, so drop me a line to the following address :
The Editor, The ** Magnet '’ Library, The Amealgamated Press, Lid., Fleetwway House,

Hice, Dol

Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4.

NOTE.—All Jokes and Limericks should be sent

clo " Maanet,” 5, Carmelite Street, London, E.C. 4 (Comp.).

O zet the ball rolling, ¢chums, here's -
T a clever limerick sent in by 8. C.
Hamilton, of Ripley, gerton
Foad, Bowrnemouwth, who chrrics

afl & useful loather pocket-wallet.

There's a greedy, grub-ralding marauder
Named Bunter. When he’s brought to
order,
His sad tale of woa
Is : ** The faet is, you know,

I'm expecting a big postal-order ! "

Quite 8 woek of paval m‘tﬂ;::r&tinua t-hi;
wenls, you fellows. June Ist iz the anni-
versnry of the Battle of Ushant, one of
Nelson's great victories. But May 3lst
Inoma much ter in our eyes, for that
1% the anniversary of the Battle of Jutlamd
—* Der Trg,'” the day to which the
(Zorman Navy drank for years—until it
camo. You all know w pened.
Our chaps had beon - g for & fight,
amd when Beatty's sguadron suddenty
camo oeross the German High Sea Fleat,
they didn't hiesitate to attack, even though
the Cermans had their great battloships
out againat our lighter battle cruaieors.

Heatty's squadron came in for a great
deal of punishment, but they bhung on
until our battleships, uvader Jellicoe, came
alonz and joined in the ** game.” That
was too munch for the Germans who m-
mediately made off for Kiel, And if it
hadn't bocn for the fact that they sought
tive ghelter of thoir manefields, whera our
follows couldn't fellow them, the War
poasibly would have been Snished a lot
sooner than it was.,  As things turned out,
the German Fleot deomed :diserotion the
hotler part of valour, and mm&:q&d in
ithe Kiel Canal until out final victory,
when they had to come out and surrender
ta us. The Hattle of Jutland certainly
finished Germnany as a naval power.

STILL THEY COME !
Judging by my loiter-bag, the .dandy
picture-cards—in full colours—denling with
meéchanical mysters and

MARVYELS OF THE FUTURE

which are now being presented FREE with
pur wplondid companion paper, the " Gem
Library,” have proved a huge success.
Thizs week's topping picture card, No. 7
in 1he series, depicta

A FORTRESS ON WHEELS,

another dream of the future.
fail to mid it to your set, hoys.

Neow to attend to the pile of Jetters on
my desk, which gets bigger and bigger
every day, despite the fact that most of
them are snswered by post. 1 wonder
how meny of yon can amgwer this question
off hand :

Don't

WHAT 15 A XYSTARCH?

Tom Cateshby, of Winchelses, ia trying
to cateh me hore. A Xystarch was an
Athenian officer who was in charge of the

nastic exercises, which tock place
in & covered portico called & syst—hence
his name !

And here iz a question {asked by Torence
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Doughty, of Queenstown) which may
mnterest many of my readers. Terence
wants to know

DID KING SOLOMON'S MINES EXIST ?

Why not ¥ King Solomon coriainty
existed, .and he must have obtained his
gold from somewhere. As the result of
several vears' excavationz at Zimbabwe,
in, Rhodesia, it was concluded that the
mines from which Solomon obtaincd his
woalth wore situated there. The minea
in that neighbourhood are the oldest and
the mest extensive in the world and
round about the time that Solomon was
alive it iz estimated that gold to the
value of zaventy-five million pounds was
axtracted from them. It is also beliaved
that the older portiona of the rmns
discoversd in Zimbabwe proved that
this was formerly a colony of the ancient
empire of Gheba.

re's & gruesome one. OGeorge Grave
wants me to tell Lim something

ABOUT THE INQUISITION.

Thiz was established during the thir-
teonth " contury, with the intention of
punishing heretics. In Spain it became
& terrible and poweriul body under the
direction of Torquemada, the Orand
Inquisitor, and some of the tales of the
torturoe inflicted by the Inguisition make
the most hair-reising reamding. It iz asid
that not less than 30,000 peaple suffered
death alone in Spain by order of the
Inquisitors. Furthermore, in Spain and
"Fortugal the King and his Court attended
the sexecutions in State, the victims
%ﬁnﬂmlly boing burned at the stake. The

guisition ceased in Spain in the year
1834, Ome of Ed Allan - Poe's best-
known stories—" The Pit and the Pendu-
lum "—denls with the Inguisition.

What ia the difforence between

A FILIBUSTER AND A BUCCANEER?

asks K. ., of Chatham. TFilibusters were
originally pirates and buccaneers who
took possession of small islands or lonely
econzt lands and maintained themselves
there without acknowledging any other
suthority. Buceanesers only made war on
tho enemies of their own countries. For
instanen, Sir Henry Morgan wo3a o
buccaneer, because he only waged war
against the Bpanjards, but Blackbeard,
as will as being a pirate was also a Blibnstor
becauses he and hin men  established
communitiea of their own where they
governed themselves. In later years the
term " filibuster "' was used to mean men
who took part in expeditions whose object
was to selze troets of country and settle
there in deflance of internatiomal law.
l Having delved so far intn the past,
let ws come back to the present day,
armd laugh with Norman Maepherson,
of 2170, Masson Street, Montresl, Canada,
whaose joke wins him a Macxur pockst-
knife this week, Mero it is:
A young author bhad just had his
first book {Euhﬂshaﬁ and was showinhg

it. to¢ one his {rlends.
“ Take It heme with yvou," he sald,

“apd tell me what you think of it In
the morning.'”

‘His Irlend consented, and
the next morning he was
asked his opinion of it.

““0h,"”” he replied dryly,
“it was all right, but the
_eovers are too far apart 1™
After that; we'll deal with
Ralph Atkinson, of Purfieet,
who esks me :
HAVE YOU EVER SEEN A
BULL-FIGHT?

Ralph, and never
apain! Even then I didn't
wait to sce more than one
Y fight '—and thera are five or
gix it en efternoon. To coms
mence with, a bull-fght.locks
intereeting. There 15 a great
doal of pageantry about it
when the toreador: take the
ring_ and the president throws
them the key to open the way for the
¥ hulla.

Thera’s a cortain amount of skill when
the **cape-players,” wlho are unarmed,
flouriahi their scarlet ecape

Once,

s aud face the
rush of the bulls, dodging them by a Lair s-
brendth at the last second. But when
the picadors take the ripg, English peopls
generplly leave, becauszs the odds are all
on the side of the picador, who, mounted
on & horge, 18 armed with a long spear.
Even if he is unhorsed he rolls away and
leaves his * mount ' to bear the brunt of
the bull’s attack.

Aftar that, comes 8 man with long darts,
L who en the bull and ihen dodpes out
of the way alsEF e has stuck his darts
in the ammal. Last of all comes the
matador, to whom the dazed bull falls an
GBSy prey.

No, Ralph, ¥ sm not cnamoured of
bull-Bghts, and I would rather 200 o parma
of Soceer or ericket any day.  Incidentally,
I think the Spaniards are getting & bit
tired of bull-fights themaselves. They are
cartainly going in more and more for the
givilised sports which are the rule in the
rest of countries,

By the way, chumns, have you read fhia
month's issues of the “ Schoolboye' Own
Library " T i not make a note of the
titlos : No, 99. * The DBounder of
Greyiriara! " and ¥o. 100. * His Own
Enemy!" and then pop round to your
newsagent, and get your copics before it's
too lato.

At the end of my space sgain, I see,
Weall, I've just got time to tell you what
I hoave in store for next week hefore I
“pipo down,” as they =zay in the Navy.
The long complete Greyfriars yarn is
ontitled :

“ PREFECTS AT WAR ! "

By Frank Riehards.
And you will find all your favourite
characters well to the fore in it. Georga
Wingate, the popular captain of the school
playa & prominent part in this yam,
which i8 one of the best Frank Bichards
has vet writlen.

Of courge, wo must not leavo out the
supplement—a Isugh's ns good as & tonio
any day. Dicky Nugent’s second story in
his sereamingly funny ** Movie series
wants some besating. Make 3 note of tho
title, chums :

“ DR. BIRCHEMALL—FILM STAR ! ¥

Iir. Birchemall has made himself Joolk
an a8 many & time and oft, but next
woolk he really takes thn bun, ¥oulll
laugh tll your silez ache, ehums, when
you réad about Lis funny anties.

By now yr are wall into our serial @
“*SPEEDWAY FALS !
By A. Carney Allan,

There are more thrills and  exciting
situmtions in next week's gripping instal.
ment. Then, to round ofl thoe programma
thwera's annther cheery “Como nto the

Office, Boys 1™
THE EDITOR,




POWERFUL, DRAMATIC STORY OF SCHOOL LIFE AT GREYFRIARS.
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In which Harry Wharton & Co., the Levssz Lights of the Remove, Play a Conspicuous Part.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Fag Wanted !

i AG ™
Harry Wharton & Co. heard
the call. Really, they could
not help hearing it, as Loder
of the Sixth was standing within a
dozen feet of them when he yapped out
the word.

But they did not heed.

The Fomous Five of the Remove were
walking away from the House, that
sunny afternoon. It was a balf-holiday
at Greyiriars, a glorious day in early
summer, and the chums of the Reniove
were bound for the river. They heard
Gerald Loder, but heeded
him not. Like Felix, they
Ee‘et on walking.

Fag I roared Loder.

Eiaill the juniors did not

eed.

Harry Wharton & Co.

By FRANK RICHARDS.

“Btop ! he snapped.

The Famouaz Five stopped. Loder of
the Bixth had no right to fag them;
but being a prefect of the Sixth, he had
& right to order them to atop, if the
spirit moved him 20 to do. 5o far as

at went, Loder had to be given his

E -

*“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” gaid Bob
Cherry cheerily. “*Niee afterncon,
Loder.™

“The mnicefulness of the esteamed
afternoon,” sazid Hurrea Jamset Ram
Bingh, “i1s only equalled by the terrific
nicefulness of the absurd Loder,”
“You heard me call; you wyoung
sweeps,” snapped Loder.

Jealousy underlies the enmity between
Gerald Loder and popular George Wingate,
and to do Wingate a bad turn Loder would
sooner walk a mile than walk a yard to do

‘;I'm going down to the nets,” waid

BT,

“ Good!” said Johnny Bull cordi-
ally. “You can do w'ﬁi;h some cricket
practice, Loder. T heard Wingate
telling you the other day what he
tl'_mug t of your batting. I mgreed with
him.”? ;

“I want a fag for bowling,” snid
Loder.

I‘Dh!!]

“You, Hurree Singh,” added Loder
“I believe you're the least clumey of
all the clumsy young asses in the Lower
Fourth, Come along "

“My esteemed Loder—"

“I've told i::-u to come,” said Loder.

“Are you going to argue
about it"

The Famous Five looked
at Lgder of the 8ixth as if
they could eat him, The
trouble was that Loder was
in the right, now. Removitea

belonged to the Bemove, and . were not fags in  the
*fhﬂ R%miqdild Hﬂl".d I“En“'i'E“ him a good one, But the bad turn Loder now ordinary sense. EBut Iz:igging
or the i and  mghty H H ot ames CcAmo under &
Sixth. Th%rd Form gangl contemplates is really the outside edge ! diﬁeﬁent category.,  Any

Second had that doubtiul
pleasure and privilege.

It was, in faet, an insult to tha
Remove to call them fags. WNoses had
been punched in the Fourth and the
Bhell for that reason.

It was not praeticable toe punch
Loder's mose; Sixth Form noses were
above punching. Bo the fve juniors
contented themselves with elaborately
taking no notice, and procecding on
their way as if Loder of the Sixth did
not exist af all.

Loder stared after them. Then he
glared. Btares and glares had no
effect on five backs, 8o Loder swooped
after them, and headed them off;

“Cruilty, my lord I said Bob.

“Then why didn't you stop?”

“We're going down to the river,”
axplained Harry Wharton, “We're
having o boat out thiz affcrneon.
Sorry—but we've me time to waste,
aven to enjoy a conversation with you,
Loder,™

“Jolly as that would be!” added
Frank Nugent, with polite regret.

"I'm locking for a fag!” said Loder
grimly.

“Better look somewhere else, then,”
answered Wharton. “The Regmove don't
fag, as you jolly well know.”

member of tha First Eleven
had a right to call on every junior to
fag at bowling in cricket practice if he
liked. Loder was a member of the Firsg
Eleven, Mot unless the junior in ques-
fion was booked for a match, could he
refuse. And the Bemove had no match
that day; and n desire to go up the
river could not be plended for exemp-
tion. The bully of the Sixth was within
hiz rights. ood-natured senior
would have waived his rights, on such
ant oceasion. Buf pood-nature had never
been one of Gerald Loder’s weaknesses.
He grinned ot the dismaysd expres-
sions an the faees of the Famous Five,
TEE MagNET Liemary.—No, 1,11L
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“You'ro not playing cricket to-day,
I think?” he remarked,
“M-n-no 1” said Wharton slowly.
*“Then corne on, Hurree Singh.”
“Look here, i'n:ader," said Harry
warmly, “We've arranged to go up
river, and have & bit of a c{.}lﬁﬂl&l"
“Four of you can go,” smiled Loder.

“We don’t want to go without Inky.”

*that's very
Sorry

*Dear mol* said Loder
sad! Heart-breaking, isn't 7
it can't be helped [

“"¥ou counld easily get another man
to fag at bowling for you,” said Bu'i]
Cherry angrily. *“"Lots of fellowe—

"Irgﬂn't want lota of fellows; I want
Hurree Singh,” said Lodeér cheerily.
“Pm waiting for you, kid !

“ My estoemned chume,” said the nabob
of hanipur, “the excellent and
ludicrous gr i3 an esteomed beast,
but what caonot be cured must go
longest to the well, as ‘the English
proverb says. You fellows go up the
river while I perform the esteemed
bowlfulness for the exeerable Loder.”

" Oh, rot1” gaid Johnny Bull, “We'ra
not going without you [

o Eﬁnl: or swim together,” said Eob.
“Loder’s only doing this to muck up
our half-holiday, because he's got &
down on us. t it can't be helped.”

der, with his bat under s arm,
had alre started for Big Side. Ile
looked back, his eyes Elﬁlmlﬂ% at the
du faco of tho nabob of Bhanipur.
re you coming 7"’ he bawled.

“The answer is in the esteemed affir-
mativaj, my excollent and disgusting

der.”

“ Buck &.1% then I

Harry arton & Co. turned back.

Their cheery faces were clouded now.
Loder of the Bixth had an ancient
grudge against the Famous Five; and
8 Ei:t.h-F%;rm prefect had many ways
of making himself unplemsent if he
liked. Loder could have found half o
dozen fellows to fag at bowling; but
it suited him to call on a member of
the famous Co~and the laws of the
echool games placed it in his power to
do so. As a rule, the chums of the
Romove kept their end up, in their feud
with Loder. But this time, the bully of
the Sizth had then.

“My esteemed and absurd chume,”
muormured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,
“71 really and ridienlonsly wish that you
would go and leave me to if—"

“Ob, bosh!” said Harry. “We can
go on Saturday, if the weather's fine.”

“If ¥ murmured the nabob. “But in
this absurd climate, that is a terrifically

hig iE™

F‘Wnﬂi chanes it!” said Nugent.
“ We're not going without you, old black
bean., We'll coma and watch you
mahin% hay of Lodor’s wicket.”

Bab Cherry chuckled.

“ After all, .we may' dig up some fun
on Big Side,” ho said, “I've told you
men lata of times that Inky could howl
any man ia the Sixth.  And Loder bats
ltke a sack of coke. Tt will make huim
no end sicl, if Inky makes him lock a
fool before all the Bixth,  'Specially
after Wingate's been ragging him for
slacking, ond {hreatening to chuck
him out of the TFirst Eloven, so the
fellows say.”

"Good !” said Wharton.

And that prospect rather cheered the
Fomous Five, as Hurree Jamset Ram
Bingh went in to change into flannels,

— e R

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

Not Nice for Loder !

FORGE WINGATE, captain of
Greviriave, was frowning a
little. There was a gatherin
of the great men of the Sixt

on Big Side, and all the members of
Tug Macrer Lisrary,—Ne, 1,111,

the frst eleven, with one exception,
were there. Loder had not yet arrived,
and his absence irritated the Grey-
friars captain. Wingate did not like
Loder, or pull with him at all well;
but, all the morc for that reason, he
was reluctant to "“chuck ¥ him, if 1t
coild be helped. Loder was a slacker,
but he was very keen on fguring in
matehes, though not at all keen on
keeping himself fit to help to win
them.

The fixture with the first cloven from
St Jim’s was nenrly due, and Wingate
had given Loder a very plain hint that
unless he improved very considerably
he could not expect to play in that
mateh. That hint was encugh to rouse
all Loder's bitterness, and even emough
to spur him to a little effort. But
Loder had many interests in life, among
themn, smoking cigarettes in his study,
snezk::ui_jn}a tho back doors of “pubs ®
to play billiards, and backing horses on
the strict Q.T. BSo he did not find so
much time as might have been desired
to keep in form at cricket.

Loder's pals, Carne and Walker, were
on the field, and Wingate called to
them.

“Where's Loder, you men? Isn’t he
coming ¥

“(h, he's coming,”™ answered Walker.
“He told me he waa going to put in a
solid hour at the nets ﬁia afternoon, ™

“Well, that's all right—if he does
it,{’ said the Greyfriars ecaptain.
"“We've got to keep in form, if we're
going fo bead St Jim's next week."

“Wa've got plenty of men to beat St
Jim's,” remarked Blundell, the captain
of the Fifth, who was a member of the
first, *“There’'s some men in my Form
I'd like you to keep an e¢ye on, Win-
gate. There’s Tomlinson—"

Wingate smiled,

“T'm keeping an eve on the Fifth,
old scout,” he answered. “I don't care
two straws where the men come from,
so long as wo win matehes. But Loder
is & good man when he tries”

“When!" grunted Blundell.

“Here he comes,” called out Walker.

The captain of Greyiriars gave Loder
of the Sixth a cheery nod as he arrived,
Personally, the less he saw of Loder the
better he liked it; but he wasz plad to
see him at cricket. ]

“Dh, here you are,” he said. “ Better
late than never!”

“ Mot so jolly late,” said Loder. *'I've
been picking out a fag to give me somae
bowling.”

“I'd rather see you face some
stronger bowling than a fag can give
vou,” snid Wingate,

“Dh, tha fag I've picked out iz hot
gtuff,” said Loder. *‘I've heard you
SRy he could make a lot of senior bats-
men it up and take notice.”

“Do you mean the Indian kid?”

“Yes; Hurree Singh. He's just com-
ing along.” 2

“All right,” assented Wingate, “ But
I thought he was out of gates this after-
noon. Those five kids asked leave to
go up the river, and I gave it them.
They generally stick together.”

fe EEHE:‘I.-'E they were going up tho
river,” said Loder carelessly. “But
junior jaunts ean’t be allowed to inter-
fore with games, of course. I told the
nigger I should want him.”

Wingate eompressed his lips,

“No need to butt in and spoil their
afternoon,” he said. “You could get
all tha bowling you wanted without
that, Loder.”

oy ﬁeatly, Wingate, a fellew hardly
knows how to take you,"” said Loder.
“You rag me for cutting practice; and
when I make arrangements to put in a
solid practice with a junior bowler
whom you've praised yourself, you find

fault with that, too, A fellow hardly
knows what to do.”

“Well, here the kid comes, anyhow,”
sald Wingate shortly. *‘Get on with it.
g}w Loder somo of your best, Hurree

ingh,
“Cerfainfully, my esteemed Win-

ate,” answered the dusky junior, *“The
aPrfuiness in the obeyinlness.”

*What do you other kids wanti"
asked Wingate, glancing at the rest of
the Co., who had arrived with Hurree
Jamset Ram Bingh.

“¥We've come to watch the show,”
ex}plmned.Eﬂh Cherry gravely, * You've
told us we can pick up tips by watching
first-claza batting, Wingate.  So we've
coma to watch Loder.™

“Well, you ean watch if you like, of
course,” snid Wingate, rather puzzled.
“DBut cricket practice isn't very thrill-
ing to watch, on a hali-holiday, too.”

*Only sometimes,” said Bob. *When
Loder's batting, it's time for the jol
old universe to stand up on its Lin
legs and watch, We're expecting great
things.”

Wingate gave them rather
}:-zcmua look and turned away. The
‘amous Five were unl‘f juniors, but
they wera very keen and useful men at
games, and hoe did not think they had
much to learn from 2 TFirst Elsven
ll_ni_:an, w}ﬁm thﬂli_j :l'nan was Gernld Lctclliar.

e could not help suspecting that
had comeg there Iin the expectation, e&
not the hope, of zeeing a First Eleven
man make a fool of himself. However,
anybody at Greyfriars was free to watoh
ericket practice if he liked, so thers was
nothing to be said.

Loder went to his wicket, and the
dusky nabob prepared to fag at bowl-
ing. Loder was well aware that Hurree
Singh was the best junior bowler in the
school; but he was not aware at all that
he had enything to fear from the best
junior bowler in the school., His im-
pression was that Hurree Singh's bowl-
ing was good enough to give him prae-
tice as strenuous as he wanted—which
was not very strenucus—but not good
enough to knock his wicket over. He
was going to get his proetice. He was
going to do it without his wicket falling
even once, and at the same time he was
going to spoil the affernoon for his old
enemies in the Remove. 8o Loder felt
that he had reason to be satisfied all
round. ;

But a change came o'er the spirit of
his droam, so to speak, when the bowl-
ing started. .

r was mn error on two points.
Hurree Singh's bowling was better than
ha suppesed, end his own batting was
worse than he supposed. These two
little errors were now made plain unto
him.

Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh did not
look a dangerous bowler. Iis manner
was calm and cool, _:,s.lm?at sleepy. There
were no fireworks in his style. But he
was all there. He sent down a slow
ball which looked as casy as pie to any-
one who did not know betler; and
Loder, unfortunately for himself, did not
know better. How that ball broke in to
his middle stump Loder never knew.
But he knew that it did, when the stump
was jerked out of the ground.

“How's that 7" roared Bob Cherry.

Loder looked at his wicket and looked
at Hurree Singh. The expression on his
face was like that of a demon in a
pantomime. : :

“tood " exclaimed Wingate heartily.
“(iood man, kid! ¥You'll have to pull
up your socks, Loder.”

Loder made no reply. ;

“Try that again, kid,” smid Wingate.

The Greyfrinrs captain was devoting
hiz whole attention to Loder, Loder
was the doubtful man in the cleven, the

& aup
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Forgeiting where he was, forgeiting everything but his rage, Loder bounded across the pitch, grasped
There was a roar on Big Side,
““ What do you mean by it? Arec youmad? ™

by the collar, and boxed his ears.
petrifled.

man Wingate was anxigus shout. Drop.
ping Loder out of the team would cauze
a lot of unpleasantness, which Wingate
was anxious to avoid, if posmble. But
if Loder could not stand up to the bowl-
ing of & Femove man, tho question was
already settled. Loder was on trial
nOw.

Hurree Jamset Bam Singh smiled a
faint; duzky smile as he caught the ball
that was tossed to him. The champion
koawler of the Lower SBchoonl was at the
top of his form, and Leoder was about
at the bottom of his. The chums of the
Remove were dostined to seo the enter-
talnment they had come to see.

The ball went down again, again &
slow, and to Loder it looked like the
one that hod preceded it. He played it
carefully, realisibg that he had to be
careful, though the bowler was only &
Remove fag. But it booted not. He
did not know how he missed that ball,
But he missed it. On that point there
was no doubt—no possible, probable
shadow of doubt whatever. For hiz bat
swept the empty air, and the log stump
was whipped out of the ground, and
from som¢ of the Sixth and Filth men
standing Bround came a laugh.

Leder did not laugh.
“How's that?” shrieked Bob Chercy.
Loder glared round.

“Yon fags keep quict or clear off!”
he shouted.

“Tha dear man's getting wild,” mur-
mured Bob, “He’s not enjoying this so
much as he expocted. Heo's getting
annoved."

“He is!"” grinned Johnny Bull
aro!’’

“JTovver soe o Sixth Form man bat
like that?' asked Frank MNugent. “You
could have stopped that ball, Harry.™

Well, Inl-g‘a jolly hot stulf,” =said
Wharton. *“He's our jolly old prize-
packet. 3till, a First Eloven man ought
to be able to handle him.”

141 II{’

“ Stop him I**

“Not a man like Loder, though,”
chuekled Bob,

“Ha, ha! No."”

_ Hurree Jamset Ram Singh was bowl-
ing again. The slow ball with the
mysterious break, for which Loder was
looking, did not materialize this time.
It came down like o bullet from & rifle,
and Loder’s wicket was a wreck befora
he knew that it was there.

“0Oh, my hat! The
ejaculated Bob.

There was an aemphatic grunt from
Blundell of the Fifth.

“They eall this cricket, in the Sixth,”
ha remarked to Potter of the Fifth, loud
enough for zome Bixth Form men to
hear.

“Da they?” said Potter. “1 wonder
why §*

*1 wonder!” chuckled Greene of the
Fifth. ;

Wingnate was frowning again. Hurrea
Jamset Ram Singh's bowling was good
—undoubtediy hot stuff of the hottest
sort.  Still, & First Eleven man was
cxpected to handle the hottest stuff thab
any follow in the Lower School could
hand out. The Greviriars first would
have to face stuff as hot as this, or
hotter, when Kildare and his mercy men
came over from 2t Jim's to play them.
Gerald Loder would have done more
wisely, had he known, not to have
picked out the Remove champion bowler
that day. He was likely to pay dear
for tlm+gleasum of baving spoiled the
haif-holiday for his old enemiez in the
Remove.

He faced the bowling again, with a
sot, savage face. Loder was always a
bad loser; thers was not much of the
sportsman in him. Smiles and snecrs
on the fzees of a good many Sixth and
Fifth men told what they thought of his
performance, Evgrifhc-dy seemed to be
devoting his special attention te Loder
now, and for once the bully of the Sixth
was not enjoving the limelight. The

hat-triek I™
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Hurree Jamset Ram Singh

*' Loder 1 *’ roared Wingate, almost
(8es Chapter 2.)

fall of his wicket for the fourth time
brought an ezclamation from Loder
which would have caused trouble had
his headmaster overheard it.

“That will do, Loder,” rapped out
Wingate  “This is a cricket ground,
not a top.-room. Keep your temper.,”

Loder looked at him, and grasped the
handle of his bat Witf‘l an almost cons
vulsive grasp. He would have been
glad, at that moment, to give Wingate
what he failed to give the beall

Down came the ball agrin, and this
time Loder got it. 1 was a ceal relief
to him to hear the click of willow and
leather meeting. He was quite tired of
sawing the atmosphere with his bat.
Ha drove the ball away with a mighty
swipe—right back to the bowler. A
lithe figure leaped, & dusky hand
flashed, mand Hurree Jemset Singh held
up the ball.

“Caught !” roared Bob Cherry. “Oh,
well caught, siri"

“Canght and bowled!” chuckled
Nugent. “Ohk, my hatl What price
Loder 2

Lodor’s complexion was almost green.

Five balls had been sent down to him,
and of these he had succeeded in hitting
one—back into the bowle#'s palm! I§
was not glorious. .

“Well, my only hat " said Wingate.

*Is there to be any morefulness?™
asked Hurres Jamset Ham Singh
meekly. . )

“Try again,” grunted Wingate.

Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh tried
again, This time Loder put into it all
he knew. In his eager defermination to
keep his wicket intact he very nearly
blocked it ocut of sight. There was n
crash, and Leder hopped.

“Leg before 1" howled Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, ha!” 5

“Well, that's abeout the limit!™
grunted Blundsll of the Fifth. *“Why—
what—my hat! What iz Loder up to™
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The erash of the ball on hiz leg may
have hurt Loder. At all events, he quite
lost control of his temper. Forgetting
wheroe he was, forgetting warﬁbhmg but
his rage, the bully of the Sixth whipped
along the pitch, grasped Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh by the collar, and boxed his
CALE.

There was a vell on Big Side.

“0Oh crumbs! Ha, ha, ™

“*Stop him * 1 ;
“Loder | roared Wingate, almost

petrified. *“Loder! Are you mad?™

“Yaroooh|” yelled Hurree Jamset
Fam Singh! “Yoopl! Help! Rescue!
You csteemed beast! Whoooop !”

Wingate ru on the spot. With a
swing of his sinowy arm, he tore Loder
awsy from the nabob, and sent him
eprawling. ;

“¥ou can cut, kid I he said curtly.

“Wow! The thenkfulpess is terrific,
my osteemed and sabsurd Wingate,”
gasped Hurreo Singh.

the nabob cut wilIix;ﬁIy enough.
He joined his chums, and they scudded
from the field, howling with laughter.
Loder's performance had had an unex-
pected climax, and had been more
entertaining than they had dreamed it
would he. Thefﬂnlmmﬂ off, leaving
Wingaote telling Loder what he thought
of him—in tones that could be heard all
over Big Side.

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Bob Cherry.
“Javver see & man play cricket like
that? Gentlemen, chaps, and fellows,
what would you give for Loder's
chances of playing in the St. Jim's
game "

Tois o b Badirs pestixmibion and

ndging er's performance, an
b wﬁat ‘Wi"ngata wag saying to him
when they left, Loder was pot likely to
figure in the game when the Bt Jim's
men cams over. Unduuhtﬂdlﬁ, the bully
of the Sixth would have done more
wisely to have let the Famous Five
alone that afternoon.

i e —h

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Bunter Lays the Trap !

H !” ¢jaculated Billy Bunter.
He was startled.
Bunter was coming oubt of
the doorway of E'¢=uu:i¥I Mo. 1 in
the Remove, which was not his study
and in which he had no business. Harry
Wharton & Cob. were coming up the
Bemove passage from the stairs, So
;h? met face to face. :
agging at bowling being over so
soor  the chums of the Remove had
decided on that littls picnic up the river
after all. There was plenty of time for
that excursion. The basket containing
the good things for the picnie had been
depasited in Study No. 1, while the
Famous Five went down to the cricket
ound. Now they were coming back
or it, with the intention of starting for
the river, .
. Bunter hgmked at them through his
ig spectacles. .
fhm sight of the Famous Five seemed
to alarm him, for some reasom. He
made a hasty wipe across his mouth
with the back of a fat hand, a3 if to
hrush away some tell-tale trace. There
was plenty of time left for the picnie,
but as Bunter hed been in the study it
was doubtful whether there was any-
thing clse left for it.
“7 zay, yvou fellows!” gasped Bunter.
“ Hallo, hallo, hallo, fatty "
“J say, did you fellows leave a basket
of grub 1n your study?” .
“YVes* said Harry, with a suspicious
oys on the Owl of the Remove. “If
‘on’ve been scoffing it, you fat villaim,
im]tmuut for squallsl”
Tae Macrer Lisrary.~No. 1,11L

ic

“ (h, rellﬂi,', Wharton 2

“The sguallfulness will be terrific, my
esteemed fat Bunter.”

“Well, T Ilike that!” said Bunter
warmly, "I was just going te tell you
fellows that I saw o chap bagging your
tuck ! MNow I won't !

“(Oh, my hat!t”

The Famous Five dashed into the
study.

Tho picnic basket was there, on the
table, as they had left it. But 1t was
empty. Quite a substantial feed had
been packed in that basket. But it was

one from their gaze like a beautiful

ream. : : ;

*“ Yook here, this is too jolly thick !
bawled Johnny Bull, - “There goes our
pienic ! Who did this?”

“1 sav, you fellows—" 3

“Do you know who's scoffed this
tuck, Bunter?” demanded the captain
of the Femove. .

“Well, old chap, I hardly like to
mention Skinner’s name—"

“Zkinner 1* exclaimed Bob Cherry.
“Ono of Skinner's little jokes, ia it?
Let's go and look for Shkinner, you
men | ;

“ And skin him!” said Johnny Bull.

“The skinfulnesa will be terrifie,”

“But was it Skinner?” said Harry
Wharton, “More likely Bunter—it's
more in Buntar’ﬁ_]ine."

“Oh, really, Wharten—* .

“Look here, if you know who it was,
cough it up!” exclaimed Nugent.

ll FEEASNEESEENASEA I NANNNBEEYEINREN NI R FREEEE l

WHAT NAME?

Tha foltowing [etters have Dbeésn

jumbled togeiher purposely. Put In

thelr proper order, thay spell the

pame of a wellknown junior at
Grayfriars.

DRRALELDEGO

Who Is It?7 The answer wiHl appear
in next wesk's MAGNET.

Last week's solufion wwas—
Fisher T. Fish.

M sevspsnEsanEsinRRan A FRATARSRERERERRNERE !
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“Whoever it was,
slaughtered 1" :

“T'11 tell vou all I know,” said Bunter.
“The fact i3, seeilng you iiellnw?. put the
basket there, 1 kept an eye on it, out of
pure friendliness, you know. My nsual
good-nature, old chaps. Well, a fellow
came sneaking along the passage and

nipped inte the stud G

HPYﬂu saw him 7V jemunded Bob.

“JI was nearer to him than I am to
you at this moment,” answered Bunter.
“T know who it was, all right.”

“Well, who was it, fatty?”

Bunter hesitated.

is going to geb

“I hairdly like gi\rinlg & man away,”

he said. “Besides, 1 might get my
noze punched. Bolsover major's got a
jolly bad temper.”

“Yau mentioned Skinner & minute
ago. Were there two of them?”

“ Cough 1t up, you fat ass.’

1 don’t ".}rqlrlut to mention ai.:nﬂ:l.r “m;ﬂé
inless vou fellows promize 200
:;_Iﬂar." gaid Bunter firmly. “T'Il tell
you_fast enough, cnly I don’t want a
walloping afterwards. That’s only fair.

“Fair enough,” said Bob. “We'll
see that you're not walloped for telling
us who it was, you fdt frump.”

“HMonest Injun?® asked Dunter.

“Honest Injunl” said the Famous
Five altogether. _

Bunter locked relieved. :

“Thet's all right then,” he =aid, "I
know you fellows will keep your wmaci
and 1 -don’t mind telling you who ha
the tuck.” :

“YWell, who waa iti"

"MB I.I-J

1] Wh‘tIII‘ -

“Me!” spid Bunter cheerfully. "I
wag jolly bungry, you know. The fact
is, I mesnt to leave balf the stuff; but
somehow it all went, Here—yaroch—I
gay, you fell-:_rw:ad-jro:ﬁ—lﬁ what
about your promise §** ed Bunter

The chums of the move relessed
William (George Bunter. The {at
junior blinked at them indignastly.

“ Hands off, you beastz!" he ga :

“Why, you promised that 1 shouldn's
be walloped if 1 told you. You pre-
mised hdnest Injunl oxpected wyou

fellows to keep your word.”
“You—you—you—" gasped Bab
Cherry.
“You fat villain—"
“¥on spoofing rhinoceros!”
# gﬂﬂ podgy cormorant |
“(h, really, you fellows! I suppose
Eu’ra poing to keep your word,” said
nter scornfully.
Herry Wharton laughed.
“Caught ! he gaid. “We've let the

fat willzin pull our legs. Vou're
not going to be walloped, Bunter, A
promise is & promise.’

“I should jolly well think so," said
Bunter. “ You fellows ain’t so patticu-
lar in such matters gs I am. X've
often thought that I'm tho only fellow
at Greyiriers with a really fine senme
of honour. Still, you're bound to keep
your word.”

*“PBut——"" gaid the captain of the
Remove.

“ No buts about if," said Bunter, “you
promised, and thers you are!”

“But,” repeated Wharton, “thera are
more ways of killing a cat than choking
it with cream. You're not going to be
walloped. VYou're going to be im-
prisoned.”

“Ehi™ ]

“In this study, till sfter tea.
an, you men."

1 say, you fellows—" _

Tha Famous Five crowded out of the
study. Billy Bunter made a rush after
them to escape. Bob Cherry took him
by his plump shoulders and sat him on
the floor. .

Then the juniors departed, locking the
door on the outside. Eilly Bunter
scrambled up, and hammered on the
door with a fat fst.

“1 say, you fellows!” he roared. "I
can’t stay here! I say, I can’t miss my
tea. I say, you fellows, lemme out!
Beasts | sav, old chaps—I say, wyou
rotters——help 1

*Good-bye, Bunter|™

* Beasts 1™ roared Bunter. *'I say, you
fellows, you can't leave me here over
tea-time! You can't, you know."

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

Bunter turned the handle, and
wrenched at the door. But 1t was
locked on the outside, and did not
open. -

“You awiul rotters!” shrieked Bun-

Come

ter. “Lemme out!”

* Bow-wow [ - B

“1I'm hungry already—-

“You must bel!l” chuckled Bob
Cherry.  “You've only eaten cnough

for five! You must be famished !

“Dear old chaps—"

“Ha, ha, hal"

“ Beasts I

“HE, hﬂ-, b 1

Bunier hammered frantically on the
door. As he had lately consumed o
feed intended for five fellows, it might
have been supposed that Bunter would
view with eguanimity, the prospect
of missing his tea. But that could only
have been supposced by a perzon whe did
not know Bunter. Whatsoever the Dwl
of the Remove might consume betwoen
meals, he could Elwa:.-a be relied on
to be ready—more than ready—for the
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pext mcal. He was not, perhaps,

actuaily hungry at tho moment! ut
the prospoet of getting hungry was
horrifying.

“1 say, you fellows—" he pleadad
thmﬂugh the door,

“ftaood-bye, fatty."

Bang ! ﬁungf Bang!

Bunter hammered furiously on the

r.

While he was hammering, Harry
Wharton softly and silently turned
back the key, took it out, and put it
in his pocket. The door wes unlocked
now; but William George Punter re-
;:géncd in blissful ignorance of that

Hea continued to hammer on the door,

while the chums of the Remove,
clhuckling, cleared off. Picnies being
off that day owing to Bunter's depre-

dations, they decided to put in the vest
of the afternoon at cricket, and leave
the excursion up the river till Batur-
day. So they repaired to Little Bide,
where they forgot the existence of the
Owl of the Remove.

Billy Bunter hammered on the study

upor il he was tired.
. It did not occur to his powerful in-
tellect to turn the handle again, as he
did not doubt that the door was still
locked.

He hammered and thumped, and
thumped and- hammered, and roared
and yelled, till fatigue supervened, and
he gave it up.

"The awful beastis!"” pazped Bunter.

Tea-time was still a.glu:mg way  off,
and DBunter was already loaded over the
Plimsoll line. Buat the possibility of
missing tea was unnerving.

Bunter’s anxiety was keen, and his
wrath was great. It grew greater and
greater. Bunter was not & bad-tem-

ored fellow, or a vengeful fellow;

ut cirenmstances alter cases. The pro-

epect of missing a meal roused all tha
ferocity thero was in Bunter. His fat
thoughts turned to vengeance.

The beasts had to come back to theie
etudy sooner or later. 'The vengeful
Owl of the Remove proceeded to make
praparations for them. He raked zoot
down the study chimney, and filled the
pienic basket to the brim with a mixture
of goot, cinders, ashes, and all the ink
he could find in the study. There was
a lid to tha basket, but this, Bunter
jorked off. The basket did not beloug
to him, so damage to it did not matter.

He sorted & long nail out of the cup-
board and, standing on the table,
drove the nail into the study ceilin
just inside the doorway. As he use
& poker for a hamimer, there was con-
siderable damege done to the plaster.
8till, it was not Bunter's study, so he
wag not concerned about the state of the
eeiling. .

Te the nail he attached a string, to
tha string he attached the basket.
~ Then he dragged the table back to
its place, and surveyed his handiwork
with a fat grin of satisfaction.

The basket of sooty, inky mixture
was suspended just within the top of
tha deor. The opening door could not
fail to cafch it, push it back, and over-
turn 1t, shooting out the contents on the
head of the person entering.

“Hre, he, ha!l"

Bunter felt, with reason, that this
time he would get his own back. Really
it was o masterly sort of booky-trap.

Heaving surveyed his handiwork, and
pronounced that it was good, Dunter
cetired to the study armchair, and sak
down to rest. After taking on hoard
the whele of the pienic feast, DBunter
really needed a rest. His cyes closed
behind his spectacles. and he slumbered.
The rumble of his snore echoed through
the study—till suddenly William George

Bunter waa awskencd by o crash-and a
frightful yelil

-

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Wrong Man !

i OU mean it?"” growled Loder.

Y Wingate knitted hiz brows.

o {_'Jertainlf ' he anapped.

“We don't play St. Jim's till
next Wednesday,” said Loder sullenly.
“1 admit I'm not st the top of my form.
But there's plenty of time——"

“Your performance this piternoon was
enough tor me,” answered Wingate
dryly., "1I you can't keep your end up
against a Remove kid, you can't expect
me to put you up to face St. Jim's
bowlers.”

“I admit 1 was off colour a litile—"

“What's the good of talking?" ex-
claimed Wingate unpatiently. **You
are in .absolutely rottzn form. You
can't bat for tolfee You've cut prac-
tice after practice- and when you turn
ip you make a fool of yourself. You're
completoly run to seed, aud if I put you
in the team next Wednesday the men
would serag me, and serve me right,
too. And that ian't all. That kid,
Hurrce Bingh, gave you some good
bowling, and vou lost wvour temper
and pitched into him. I you think that
sort of thing will do for Groyiriars
games, I don't! That's all I

“Do vou think 1 shounld pitch into a
2t. Jim's man whoe bowled me?"
growled Loder.

“Blessed if I can say what you'd do!
I know you can't keep your temper in a
game, and, until you learn, you're no
good for the First Eleven !”

Loder, standing in the doorway of
Wingate's study in the Sixth Form pas.
sage, stared sullenly at the captain of
Greyiriars. He had expected it: but it
came a5 o blow, all the same. Loder
seemed o have been under the delusion
that his place in the First Eleven be-
longed to him by some sort of divine
right. He had found out his mistake
now.

"%henhl’m dropped 7" he said sullenly.

“Yes!

“I shan’t take it lying down.”

Wingate shrugged his shoulders.

“That's rot, and you know it!" he
said. “You're no good for the match,
and you're left out, Full yourself to-
gether, stick to practice, and you get
gnother chance leter. But you're
dropped out of the 8t. Jim's match.
That's seftled. 1 can’t imagine what
else you oxpected, after the show you
put up to-day.”

“Thoso fags ragging me rather rattled
me,” said Loder, * Barracking puts a
man off his form,"”

“You were off your form to begin
with, You've never been in form sinee
the term started, and you've nevek
tried !*

Loder scowled.

“ You mean that whatever I say won't
make any differens, and that I'm
chucked out of tho team?”

“1 mean oxactly that1”

“That's enougls, then.”™

der swung out of the study, and
slammed the door after him. His face
was dark as he went along to hia owa
study. It was a deep and bitter
humiliation to be dropped out of the
cleven, and Loder, slacker as he was,
felt it keenly.

He knew that most of the men would
agree heartily with Wingate's decision,
but that did not make it any the more
palatable; rather the reverse. Even kis
own Iriends, who would condeole with
him, would have & touch of mockery in
their condolences. He could already
see, in his mind's eyes, Walker's ironioal
smile, and Carne's sarcastic grin. He
tramped into his study, kicked a chair
out of his way, and lighted n cigarette—
which certainly was not the way to keop
it for gomes,

A fellow who finds himself up ageinst
i1f, would be wise to examine his own
conduct carefully, and diseover whether
the fault lay there, and amend it. But
that was not Loder's way. MHe had
itever been friends with Wingate, and
he preferred to attribute his disgrace to
that. The Gnéytriars captein favoured
his friends, and Loder was not a friend
of his. There it was in a nutshell.
Loder believed this more or less, but he
could not wholly believe it. Some of
the blame he laid on the chums of the
ova,

(Cantinued on next pope.)
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Hurrea Jamset Ram Siogh had been
delighted to knock his wicket over, and
his chums had been delighted to sea him
do it. That was true enough, But
Loder could hardly condemn with any
reason, the guality of the bowler he had

ioked out to fag st bowling for him.
Eut Loder was not in a reasonable
moed. He did not, in fact, want to be
reagonable; he wanted to ba revenged.

Vengeance on the captamn o
gohool did not seem practicable. Bub
the junior who bad wrecked his wickeb
a0 eazily, and the other juniors who had

hugely entertained thereby, were
within reach of vengeamce. So, after
tramping round his study for seme time,
smoking a few cigarettes, the bully of
the Rixth put his ashplant under his
arm, and left the study, and made his
way to the Remove passege.

‘i%hathar Harry Wharton & Co, were
in their guarters he did not know; but
a8 it was getting nesr tea-time, they

rcbably were there. If not, he could

ﬂmk further for them, He was mmg]y
yearning to take .it out of somebody,
snd most of all he wanted to take 1t out
of Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. Bo he
walked along te Study No. 13 in the
Remove, which Hurree Smij:]h shared
with Bob Cherry, Mark Linley, and
Wun Lung the Chines _

Ho found only the little Chinee there,
curled up in Bob's armchair,

“Where's Hurreo Singh?"” he rapped
out. _

Wun Lung blinked at him through his
slanting evelids,

“Me no savvy,” he answered.

“Is he in Wharton's study?" asked
Loder. *“Or Bull'si”

Mo no zavvy.”

“You confounded little heathen!”
growled Loder, and he gave the Chinee
& lick with the ashplant, and left the
study—leaving Wun Lung squeaking
dismally, .

Btudy No. 14, which belon ta
Johnny Bull, 8quiff, snd Fizher !
was close at hand, so Loder locked in
there next. The youhg sweeps were
generally to be found in, a bunch. But
in No, 14 there was only a skinny, bony

outh, who answered to the name of

isher T. Fish., Fishy was having his
tea in rather s huriy to gebt 1t over
before his study-mates came in, lest an
of his foodstuffs should be annexed.
Fisher T. Fish seldoma had tea in his
ptudy, but on the present occasion he
had bought & cake at a bargain from a
fellow w!im had had it from home, and
who preferred cash.

Fi-E'l:? hatod spending money, but he
could not resist the temptation of get-
ting & cake at half its value. Bo there
was Fisher T. Fish guzzling cake. And
he looked up in alarm st Loder's tread,
fearing to see a Remove man, who
might possibly have sannexed a crumb
or & plum.

It was quite a relief to see Loder, un-
weleome as the sight of the bully of the
Sixth generally was. His cake, at least,
was safe from Gerald Loder.

“Tsn't Hurres Singh here?” spapped

der.

“Nﬁpﬁ IH

“Where iz ha 1"

“1 guess I ain’t wisy o that”

ere was another lick from the ash-
lant, and Fisher T. Fish yelled, as
E.m:ler left the study.

The bully of the Sixth then tramped
down the passage to Study No. 1.
Nos. 13 and 14 having been drawn
blank, Hurree Singh would be there, if
he was in the Remova quarters at all
Loder gripped the ashplant hard as he
a.pp_mmﬁled that study, Hven s bully
like Loder had to have some excuse for
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the the

. Fish, pirg

sdministering a licking; but he had
his exeuse all ready. urree Singh had
cleared off the cricket ground without
waiting for permission. It was not a
very good excuse, but it was good
encugh for Loder. If Hurrce Jamset
Ramn Bingh was there, he

Loder turned the handle of the door,
hurled it open, and strode in,

The top of the door knocked against
bottom of & awinging basket.
Loder naturally did not notice thatl.
He had no eyes in the top of bis head.

But he noticed what happened next,

He couldn't help noticing that.

was “for it.”

The basket, tilted up by the door,
thot out its contents with a swoop, and
an avalanche of soot, cinders, and ashes,

mixed with ink, swamped over Loder's-

head.

The catastropho was bound to happen
when the door opencd. It heppened all
the more suddenly and unavoidably be-
catise Loder hurled the door open with
& crash. In an instant, Loder was
smothered with the contents of Bunter's
masterly booby-trap, and the yell he
uttered awoke every echo of Study No.
1 and the Remove passage.

Billy Bunter was not easy to awaken
when once he was asleep. But Loder’s
roar would have awskened Rip Van
Winkle, or the Beven Sleopers of
Ephesus. Bunter started up from the
armochair, blinking,

In the open doorway stood a weird
figure, black as a Christy minatrel, shed-
ding dust and ashes on all sides, gur-

gling. spluttering, guggling, and gasp-

ing.
%unte.r gazed at it.

The chuckle died on his lips. He
could not recognise the stranger—
Loder's nearest and dearest relative
could not have recognised him at that
moment. But he knew from its height
that it could not possibly be a Remove
fellow. Bunter had laid the trap with
care. But he had caught the wrong

1r

v Heo gazed at his victim in consterna-
ion.

Loder staggered ‘into the study. He
was choked and blinded : soot and ashes
were in his eyes, his nose, hiz ears, his
hair, and everything that was his. He
gouged the horrible mixture from his
eyes with hir knuckles, striving to see,
what time his powerful voice roused all
the echoes.

Bunter was not often
uptake. But dire peril sharpened his
fat wita, The face might have been
anvbody's, but the wvoice was Lodor's.
The discovery that he had sooted, ashed,
cindered, and inked Loder of the Sixth,
almost mads the fat junitor's blood ron
cold in his veins. er, for the
moment, could see nothing.
moment was Bunter's. With amazing
promptness, Bunter cireled round the
staggering prefect and whipped out of
tha ntu% He had laid that trap for
Harry Wharton & Co. He had been
prepared to chuckle loud and long when
they fell into it. Now he preferred to
do his chuckling in his own study, with

the door locked.

“(roopooeh!  Yarceoh! Hoooooch!
Goococh! Mooosoooooooh I spluttered
Loder, gouging and grabbing at the
hideous mixture that draped hizs features
like a garment. “ Qoooch ! Grooovcogh !
You young scoundrel! Oh! Ow! T'll
smash you!  Yoooop!  Oh, wy hat!
Yooooogh 1™

He gouged and gouged, and his blood-
ghot eyes emerged from scot and ashes
at last. He glared round the study with
a homicida! glare.

Had anyone been present that one
would have had the time of his life. But
no one was present. Loder was suve

wick on the

Thet d

that ho had heard someons in the study.
But that someone was a,

He glored round, and then stepped out
of the gtudy, his ashplant gripped con-
vulsively in his hand. But the someone
who had been in the study was not in
sight. That someons was in Study No. T
by that time, with the key turned in
the lock.

Loder raved.

Obviously, to Loder, the young
scoundrela had seen him connng, and
had preparcd that traﬁ for him. While
he was blinded by the soot they had
sneaked away. To seek them, all over
Greylriars, in his present state, was im-
possible. But Loder knew a trick worth
two af that., A fellow who smothered a
Sixth Form prefect with zoot and ashea
send ink was liable to the most condign
punizshment—a Head's flogging, at least,
Loder traomped down the Hemove stailr-
case.  Just as he was, he was going to
the Head to report this outrage. There
was a savage satisfaction in the thought
of what would follow—those detestablo
juniors up before the Head and fogged
all round! It was almost worth whila
to be sooted and inked for the pleasure
of seeing his old enemies of the ove
flogged ig-hda Head. From that happy
prospect er drew what comfort he
could as he tramped down the stairs,
leaving behind him a trail of ashes and
soot that a blind man could hove
followed.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
A Spill in the Passage!
1 Y dear Quelch |” :

M “My dear sir "

It was qguite an amicabls
argument. It was waxing a
little warm but it was very amicable.

Mr. Quelch, the master of the Re-
move, was in the Head's study. He
sat at ease in &n easy chair; the Hesd
sat at eass in another. On a table lay
a volume of that entranong poet,
r: OH lus. ’

To learned and scholastic minds like
those of Eenrf Bamuel Quelch and Dr.
I}uﬂke, Meochylus was like unto & mine
0

1d.

_ But like all gold mines, this one had
its dark and dim recesses, where it was
not easy to find one's way.

On occasions, whon a school holiday
freed them from air multifarious
duties, the two old gentlemen loved to
explora those deep, dim, and dark pas-

Sages.

ﬁag made wonderful discoveries thera
—elucidating what lus  really
meant, admitting, of course, that he
meant anything.

They did not always agree about these
igcoveries; they often argued about
them, But such srguments were sheer
en)oyment. The subject waz an im-
portant one. For long centuries the
world had gone on itz way, while many
an obscure passage in Bachylus re-
mained unelucidated. Probably the
world 'a:riﬂu]d mnt.inue_ftgh roll on its
appointed course, even if those passages
continued unelucidated. Even if they
were satisfactorily elucidated, it was
highly improbable that the world would
sit up and take notice. Dut to a
schelastic gentleman like Dr, Locke, the
hl?’_ world hardly existed. He lived in
a little learned world of his own. After
many years of patient investigation Dr,
Locke was practically certain that he
had got at the true reading of the
twelfth verse in the “Seven Against
Thebes i” g

This was thrilling. . _

When this epoch-making discovery
came to be published, two or three dozen
bald heads at Oxford would nod over
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Bunter had lald the
cindered, and Inked Loder of the Sixth, the blood ram cold in his veins, WIth amazing prompiness he cireled round the

staggering prefect, and dodged out of the sindy.

it ecstatically., This was Dr, Locke's
world, and all his world would be set
agog with excitement.

MB . Quelch did not wholly concur in
the Head's reading. 1

He quoted Hermann, Madvig, and
Dindorf against him. Dr. Locke, of
course, had a proper respect for Her-
mann, Madvig and Dindorf, previous

lorors in this gold-mine of inestim-

able valune. Nevertheless, he kept to his
own opinion, He was Grmly convinced
that Eschylus had meant something.
improbable as that appeared at first
sight, He was convinced that he had
penetrated the hidden meaning of the
great Greek, He was prepared to main.
tain his opinion against Mr. Queleh,
against IF}Jermﬂ.n:l., apainst Dindorf,
against DMadvig, against all the bald
heads that had ever nodded over the
‘* Epta epi Thebas.” And he was en-
joying the discussion as keenly as Harry
Wharton & Co were enjoying cricket,
almost as keenly as Billy Bunter had
enjoyed the contents of the picnic
basket. . <

Talking is dry work, especially talking
Hochylus. Dr. Locke rang for tea to
be brought to the study.

“Kai ton exebon chrono blastemon !™
murmured the Head, in & dreamy voice
~when he was suddenly interrupted.

The cause of the interruption was
Loder of the Sixth. )

Loder of the Bizth did not know that
the Head and the Remove master were
deap in that gold mine of theirs. He
would not have eared had he known.
The circumstance that he had been
swamped in soof, ashes and ink was
mere important to Loder than any read-
ing of Alschylus, correct or incorrect.

der, black as the ace of zpades, splut-

booby-irap for Harry Wharton & Co.

tering with soot and fury, rushed into
Hoad's passege from one end, while &
trim maid was entering it from the
other, bearing a tray on which were
refreshments %ur the two learned and
argumentative gentlemen in the study.

Mary Beatrice Winifred was procead-
ing calmly on her way. hearing the
tray, and had almost reached the Head's
door, when sho became aware of o wild,
dizhmvelled and blackened ﬁ%uru ruzshing
down the corridor towards her, o

For an instant Mary Beatrica Wini-
fred stood transfixzed with terror.

Then there was a crash! 2

‘The tray and all with which it was
laden went to the floor, with a terrific
smushing of crockery.

Mary Beatrice Winifred let out one
horrified shriek, tore open Head's
door, and rushed into the study.

hriek on shrick pealed from Mary
Beatrice Winifred.

“Help! Murdert! Help! Murder!
Help! Save me ! shrieked Mary.

* Bless my soul ! ejaculated the Head.
Mschylus ai:n:'l all h'i works wére for-

otten for the moment. )

4 tpon my word!” exclaimed Mr.
Quelch. ¥ What—" i

The two gentlemen leaped to their
fact.

“Zave me!” shricked Mary.

In her terror and excitement, she
threw herself into the Head's arms, and
clugped him hrsterically.

“Help! Murder! Save me—
“ Mess my soul | What—what——"

“ A dreadiul negro!” shricked Mary.
“In the passage—a fearful negro!
Help! Help! Bave me!™

“A—a—a negro!"” gosped the Head,

ary! Control yourself |
This—this—this 15 mosi—

* Impossible,
Bolease me !

But when he made the discovery fhat he had scofed, ashed,
(See Chapter 4.)

most improper! I insist upon your
releasing me immediately.”

“Save me!” sereamed Mary, clingi
more tightly than before, as the dread-
ful negro appeared in the doorway of
the study.

“Cood gracious!” pgasped the Head,
staring over the terrified maid’s hoad st
the startling apparition. * 'What—what
—what——""

“Who—what—what—"
Mr., Quelch. " Stand back! Whoever

on are, stand back! I warn you——"

here was no weapon at hand, except-
g Mschylus; aod Mr. Quelch grasped
that ponderous volume. **Stand back1”
ha rapeated. *‘Wreatch, enter this room
and I will fell you—"

“Save mel”

* Bless my soul[”

“Btand back, ruffianl
that—"

“It's ma!” shrieked Loder, amazed at
his reception, and not realising how

stuttored

I warn you

completely the soot and ink disguised
him. *Me—"
“Whoever you are, stand back!”

thundered the Remove mastor, lifti
the hefty voluroe in the air. “I will {
you to the earth 1"

“Jt's me—Loder|" yelled the haplesa
prefect,

“What?"

“L“Jdﬁr?ﬂ'

“Yes!" spluttered Loder. *'Don’t
you know me—Loder of the Sixth1”

“Upon my word[” gasped Mr.
Qua!cﬁ, and &mh:rlun dropped from his
hand with a bump to the floor.

“Loder 1" stuttered the Head. ™ Loder
—a prefect of the Bixth Form—Loder!
You—you—you have disguised yourself

Tae Macwsr LiskBary,—No, 1,11L
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in this ridiculous manner to frighten
maids! Loder! How dare youf’
o —I—]—"
“Explain ;auraﬂlf. pir 1" thundered
the I-lpeu.d ‘How dare you? Mary,
. velease me! 1 command you to reléase
mo! 1 distinctly refuse to allow you to
¢lutch me in this absurd manner. There
is nothing to be afraid of. That—that

—thot absurd person i3 a boy of this

I, not a negro ot all!l Eeﬁ'easu me,
I tell you.”

Mary Beatrice Winifred released the
Head at last. Promptly she went into
hysteries. maid frightened by a
Sixth Form fellow got up o3 o dreadful
negro, had a nght to hysterics; and
Mary exercised her right. She sereamed
and howled and yelled.

“ Bless my soul I"” stuttered the Head.
*This~—~this—this is—is—is most un-
nerving! Mary, calmm yourself| Mr.
Quelch, do you know how to deal with a
foolish girl in hysteries?™

“I—I think cold water should he
dashed in her face, sir,” gasped Mr.
Quelch, who knew much less about
hysterivs than he knew about Eschylus,
“1 will try the effect of the ink—per-
hnf-a mk will have the same effcct as
cold water—>

Mary Beatrice Winifred suddenly re-
coverod=—in time to dodge the ink. No
doubt she wanted attention; but cor-
tainly not in the form of a shower of
ink. Bhe recavered sufficiently to dodge
out of the study, lsaving Mr. Quelch
with ti}a inkpot in his hand. &till, a
woman's rights were & woman's rights;
and she indemnified herself by uttering
a series of piercing shricks as she faded
away down the corridor.

Loder of the Sixth was left facing the
Head and Mr. Quelch.

Both of them addressed him ab onge.
He was called upon to explain his fool-
ish, reckless, unthioking, absurd, un-
accountable conduct; but he was not
given time to do so. The two masters
seemed to be bursting with eloguence.
If the Head lost breath, Mr. Quelch
took up the tale; when Mr. Quelch
slacked down, the Head resumed the
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attack. In turns, or both together, they
talked to Loder of the Bixth, while
Loder gasped and spluttered nnﬂ strove
in vain to get in & word edge-wise,

Mot till both the old gentlemen were
out of breath simultaneously, did Loder
have o chance to speak, and explain
that he really hado’t got himself up like
that to frighten the maids, but wes the
victim of an outrage perpetrated by
young rascals in the Remove.

THE SIXTH CHAFTER.
Not Gufllty !

6 HARTOMN| Nugent!”
W xw of  the
called out the names.

_ Tha  junior  crickotera
were knacking off practice for tea, when
the prefect came along to Little Bide,
Cwynne did not look veéry amiable. He
had been going to tas with his chum in
the 8ixth, Wingate, when he was re-
guested to fod these two Remove men
and send them in to their Form master’s
study., And Gwynne had had to look
up and down and round about helore
hoe learned that Wharten and Nugent
were on the junior cricket ground.

“Hallo, Gwyuno 1’ called back Harry
Wharton, “Want me?™

“Nol" growled Gwynne. * But your
Form master doea! You and Nugent
get along to his study at onee!”

* Anything upi"™ asked Nugent.

Gwynne anuﬂi He was a good-
tempared fellow, though onnoyed at
having his valuable time wasted in o
hunt for faps.

“%uahh looked like it,"” he answered.
“ Loder locked still mare like it. You
two are to go in; and if any of your
friends were with you at the time,
they're to go in, too.”

“Eh? At what time?™

"When you mopped all that muck
over Loder in your study,” said
Gwynne. ““You know jolly well 1

';{"t @ two Juniors stared at him blankly.

Therg’'s csoma mistake here,

Gwynne,” said Harry. “We've been
here on Little Side for hours now. If

Sixth
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E stances, it was natur

thing’s happensd to Loder, we've
had no hand in jit,"

* Botterttell Quelch zo,” Snid1Gw3nqn
&:5&3" * Anvhow, you two go in to his
study.

And Gwyune walked away, more con-
cerned about ies in Wingate's study
than about an inquiry in Mr. Queleh’s,

Wharton and Nugent exchanged
glances,

“What's up now, Fronkyi” aosked
Wharton.

“Goodness knows,” answered Nugent,
*Anyhow, we had nothing to do with
it, old scout! We've only ito tell
Quelchy s0."

The two juniors went into the House.
It was mnot prudent to keep Henry
Hamuel Queleh waiting, g0 they repaired
to his study without changing out of
their Ha.nne?m

My, Quelch greeted them with an ex.
prgsamn stm‘uggry resembling that of the
fabulovs Gorgon. Loder was in tho
atudy, newly swugt. and garnished, as it
were, but still showing o lot of traces
of the horrible mixture with which he
had been smothered. Loder’s face was
bitter, his eyes glittering. Mr. Quelch's
was set and grim. Quelch’'s view was
that it wag hard thet a Form master
could not ba given a little lefsure on a
hali-holiday. Jt was hard that a
thurﬂu?hiy enjovable discussion of
.:Esﬂhg us, and the mysteriea therepf,
should be interrupted by so absurd and
unnecessiry an incident as this.

Certainly, Loder and hizs wrongs could
have heon postponed, while the Head
and Queleh thrashed out that obseure
Emnge in the great poet to their

eart’s content. But the interruption
had spoiled the wholo thing. fter
sueh an interruption, it was bmpossible
to pick up the happy thread ogain.
The crash of the érockery, the hysterics
of Mary Beatrice Winifred, the slang-
ing of Loder, the wheole epizode, in fact,
had been too disturbing. The Head and
Quelehy simply couldn't get back into
that mood of quiet, sedate, scholarl
repose, which was necessary for deal-
ing" adequately with a customer like
MEschylus. So they gave Hschylus a
miss in baulk, a3 it were. The Head
went to tea in his own house, and Mr.
Queleh went to his study, thera to in.
guire into the cutrago that had cceurred
in the Remove passage, In the circum-
> that Mr. Quelch’s
expression should rather resemble that
of Roderick Dhu, on the occasion when
dark lightnings flashed from Roderick’s
aya,

“Wharton! Nugent!™ rapped out
Mr. Quelch. *'Were vou two EOHE alone
concerned in this disgraceful affeir, or
WQ::EvEﬂ;era Ii_npﬂlmql £'|.1 1t ?;I’.'t 5.5

at affair, sr?"” oaske B
meckly, g
th“I a%lude, a3 you k[&ﬂ"li!" very well, to

o oufra commitied in your s
‘k"n'har!:ﬁn.’gﬂ ¥ Ha

“What outrage, sir?"

“¥You do not, I presume, deny being

responsible for what happened to Loder
%:%hn:.:;g;?”study half an hour ago,

“Wis Tinae p

"Was er in our study half an h
ago, egir” asked 1‘*~Tug‘e1:u|:.3r ouE

"I hardly expected them to tell lies
a.hﬂl.it ;:c,, sl:ir,’* Sf.id Loder bitterly,

shou refer you not o in

Loder," said Mr. ﬂl.:;relch acidly. ahle 2.

Lodor bit hig lip and was silent.

“Now, Wharton,” eaid Mr. Quelch,
“you had better deal with me frankly.
Do you state that you are unaware of
what happened in your study?”

“ Quite, sir.”’ ;

“Were you not therai”

‘No, sir.”
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“Where wers you half an hour ago?”
. ¥Playing cricket, air.”

Indeed !" said Mr. Quelch.

“ Both of us have been on Little Bide
for a couple of hours, sir,” said Nugent.
S Lots of other fellows thers with us,
if you like to ask them, sir.”"

r. Quelch compressed his lips,

*That is not necessary,” he said. *“I
can accept your word. — Loeder, you
stated clearly that these juniors attacked
you in their study and smothered you
with soot and—and other things., It
appears that they have not been in the
study et all. What do you mean by it?"”

Loder glared at the chums of the
Bemove.

“]1 was blinded by the soot for some
moments,” he said.  “Whoever was
there cleared off before I could see him
or them. Naturally I supposed that the
juniora there wero the ones to whom the
study belonged.™ .

“A mers supposition, Loder, is not
sufficient for bringing a serious accusa-
tion against boys in my Form !’ snapped
Mr. Quelch.

“T've no doubt that they arranged it
with their friends, and took care to bo
off the scene themselves,” said Loder

bitterly.

“Were your friends in the study,
Wharton? .

“No, sir! All my friends were at

ericket with me."” ; _

“Then you had nothing to do with the
incident in your study?""

“No, sir, I don't even know whai
happened yet,” said Harry., “First I
heard of 1t was from Gwynne, who
ealled us in, and he only said somethin
about Loder being mopped over wit
muck."”

“Toder was smothered with a detest-
able compound of eoot end ashes and
other things,” said Mr. Quelch. "He
was——  What are you laughing al,
Wharton P’

“ N.n-nothing, sir .

“Thiz is not a lsughing matter
srapped Mr. Quelch.

“N-n-no, siel” ] "

“Tt appears that something in the
nature of what is, I helieve, called a
booby-trap was fixed in the study,”
said. Mr. Quelch. “Y have visited the
study and ascertained that n basket was
hong on & nail in the ceiling, just
within the door, in such a wsi,' that when
the door was opened it would be tilted
over on the person who entered

“(%h erumhbs!"?

“What what!”

*“1—3 mean—=" ) _

“Do net utter ridiculous ejaculations,
Wharton, please!” )

“Hem! Very well, sir.”

“Tf vou know nothing of this, Whar-
tn.n_'___-'!l

“Nothing at all, sir,” said Harry,
trying not to smile. *“ But it's jolly clear
that somebody fixed up that booby-trap
for me, as it was my study. I supposo
I should have butted into it when I went
in if Loder hadn't gone in. It must
have been meant for Nugent and me.™

SO exclaimed Mr. Quelch.

“1t's rather lucky Loder went there,
sir, as 1t turns out,” said Frank Nugent
demurely. :

“#Tndeed 1" gaid Mr. Quelch, with a
atare.

“Yes, sir; otherwise, we should have

ot it when we went to the study,” said
%’nnk innocently.

Loder breathed hard.

*“Tt appears, Loder, that this incident
was not, as you have hastily supposed,
an attack on a Bixth Form prefect!”
gaid Mr. Quelch sharply. “I really
wish you would stop to reflect beforo
you make such hasty and unwarrantable
accusations.  Obviously, this foolish
trick was played by some junior on

1!1
rr

Wharton and Nugent, and, by sheer
necident, you walked into fhe trap,
instead of these juniors.”

_“1 don’t believe so for a moment,
gir,"” sald Loder savagely. “I believe
the trap was laid for me, and that these
juniors knew all about it."”

Mr. Quelch eyed him.

“Had these juniors 'any reason to
suppose that you were going to their
study, Loder?" .
M I've no doubt they saw me coming,
sir. I'm perfectly convinced that the
trap was laid for me."

T have very great doubts on that

int. 1 sce no reason whatever to

lieve that these juniors were con-
cerned in the matter at gll, except as
intended victims,” snapped Mr. Quelch.
“Buch & trick, however, cannot ba
layed with impunity. Much damage
Eﬂ.ﬂ been done in the study—recklesa
demage. The perpotrator must be dis-
covered. Practical jokes of this kind
cannot be too strongly condemned.
These juniors are, in my opimon, ¢om-
pletely’ exonerated, I shall take
measires to discover the perpetrator of

I say, chums, you'll be tickled
to death with the Fn]low;n& joke
by

which was sent in arles
Rickett, of 43, Guildford Road,
Southend-on-Sea.

Business was in Tull ewing at a
charlty bazaar when a young man
strolled around avidently with no
intention of purchasing anything.
As he passed one stail a charming
girl detalned him.

“ Won't you buy a clgarette-
holder, slr 2 ' she anksd.

“ No, thank you " answorad
the young man. * lJun't amoke.””

“'0Or a pen~-wipsr worked with
mr own hands 7'

‘ | don't write."

i Then do have this nlos box
of chocolates 7 "

¥ 1 naver eat swesta."

Tha girl'sa patience
hausted.

* 8ir,"" she aald ur]mh&, 1 wiil
you buy this cake of soap 7 "

Tha young man bought it.

One of our useful penknives
has been sent to Charles, It's
up to you other chaps to win
these knives. Get busy, right away 1

was eX-
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this foolish trick. Wharton and Nugent,
you may go.'

“Thank you, sir."”

Wharton and Nugent went. Loder's
glance followed them with a wolfish
glara As a matter of fact, Loder had
very little doubt himself that the chums
of the Remove had hed nothing to do
with tha booby-trap, and that it had
been intended for them, and not for
him at all. But what Loder wanted was
a victim, and it was exasperating to see
his vietims walk off cheerfully with
smiling faces. But Mr. Quelch’s word
on the subject was law, and they walked
off—and that was that |

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Loder Climbs Down !

ar 7 ALLO, hallo, hallg!
A1 the jolly old verdict?"

“Not licked !

“You kave gobt off scotch-
Fully free, my esteemed chums®”

Bob Cherry and Jobhnny Bull and
Hurreo Singh were waiting for their
friends on the Remove landing, The
amili::.g looks of Wharton and Nugent
showed that it had not been s licking.
Indeed, they zeemed to have derived

What's

cnicrlainment from their visit to their
Form master’s study.

There was a chortle from the Co. when
they explained Gerald Loder's butting
into the study, and what he had found
there struck the juniors as comic.

“But whs could have fixed up that
booby trap?’ asked Johnny Ball.
“Like his cheek, whoever he was! It
turns out all right, as it bagged Loder;
but it might have bagged ug ¥

“Tha bagiulness in that estecmed oaso
would not bave been a boonful blessing,"
remarked Hurree Singh.

" Bunter, of course!” said Harry,
“We left tho fat idiet in Study No. 1,
and he must have gone on thinking he
was locked in; he would, with a brain
like his! He fixed that up for us when
wo came back, and Loder——" |

“Ha, ha, ha!’ roared the junlors.

“Lodor was the right man in tho right
place, for once,” sard Wharton, laugh-
ing. ‘*But Quelchy said a lot of damage
was done. Lot's go and see."

The Famous Five went along to Study
No. 1 and looked in. Ono glance was
enotgh to tell them that Quelchy's
statemont was well-founded. A lot of
damage had been done. A large patch
of plaster had been knocked out of the
ceiling where Bunter had driven in the
nail. The Hoor was a sea of mixed =00t
and ink and cinders and ashes. A con-
siderable amount of cleaning waa re-
guired to make Study No. 1 habitable,

“The fat villain!” said Huarry, 8s he
surveved the damage, “ Somebody's got
to clean that np!" :

“ Bunter 1" au%:geaﬁnd Nugent.

“That's only fair! He did it—and he
can clean up the rubbish! Let's roob
him out." w

As it was now tea-time it was eazy to
root Bunter out. He was in his study,
with Peter Todd and Tom Dutton, ot
tea. He blinked round rather nervously
at the Famous Five as they looked into
Study No. T. 2 .

“T gay, you fellows,” exclaimed
Punter at once, it wasn't me! ¥Yon
needn’t ask me who fixed up that booby-
trap in your study. know mnothing
whatever nbout it. I wasn't there when
Loder come in.”

“You fat frand! )

“Toddy can bear mo ont” said Bun-
ter., “I was here with Toddy at the
time. Not that I know when it hap-
pened, you know. T know nothing what-
ever on the subject at all.”

¢ What's he been up to?" asked Poter
Todd. *I found the fat ass locked in
this study. and I had to tell him through
the kevhole that I wam’t Loder befora
he waunld anlock the door.™

“Oh, really, Toddy! _ You'll make
these follows think that T fixed up that
basket of scot in their study !” exclaimed
Bunter reproachfully. e

“You fat chump, wo know you did!
said Iarry. “Why, you spoofing owl,
yvon've got soot on your pants now !

 Havo 11" ejaculated Bunter. “Oh, T
—1 was going to wash my hands alter
mixing up that stuff in the basket only
you ses, I was locked in the study. 1
mean, I thought you fellows had left the

door locked. That is, I wasn't in the
study at all. T’'d left some timo earlier
—long before Loder camo. I think sowe

Fourth-Form chap came and fixed u?
that booby-trap. Now I think of it
remember sesing Temple of the Fourth
sncaking about the doorway. Nob that
1 was anywhere near the study gnﬁrsctl‘,
vou know. I haven't set eyes on it.”

“Finished your tea?” asked Harry.

“ Yes, old chap,” said Bunter brighily,
“I'm ready to come along if you fellows
are going to hava tea. I never hava
much_in this study. Toddy thinks it's
all right if he stands a fow moasly
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sardines and & biscuit or two. He's
rather mean, you koow. What are you
fellows having 1"

*We're having our study cleaned up.”

“Eh"

“And you're going to do it.”

"Wha-a-at 7"’

“Ho 1f wyou'vo fimshed tea,
along.” _ ‘

“I—I haven't quite fGnished tea.
And—and I'm not going to clean up the
study. Ask Hobson of the Shell. 1 saw
him sncaking round the place, and I'm
pretty certain he was the fellow that did
it

COTna

Harry Wharton grasped the Owl of
the Remove by the collar and jerked
him out of his chair.

“¥arcooh!” roared Bunter. “Help!
Rescue! ‘Toddy, ofd chap, lend me a
hand! You can fick this beast, Toddy 1"

But Poter Todd only grinned, and the
Owl of the Remove was jerked oot of

Study No. 7. Ie was jerked along to
Study No. 1, loudly protesiing.
“¥ou beasts! Let a chap go! T tell

you I never did it! Besides, it was
your own fault for locking me in the
study. I can jolly well tell you I'm not
oing to clean up i,u:-ur study. I refuse
do anything of the sort. If you think
I'm the chap to do menial work, you're
jolly well mistaken, see?™

“Roll him in 14" suggested DBob
Cherry.

“ Yaroogoh I ]

Bunter was projected inle Study
No. 1.

“Now," said Harry Wharton, *we'll
give you a guarter of an hour. If the
study isn’t clean by that time, look out.
You spread all this muck about, and
you've got to clean it upl”

“Shan't!” roared Bunter.

“1f it isn’t cleaned up when we come
back, look out for muaiﬂ,“ said the cap-
tain of the Remove. “You've got to
learn not to be so jolly funny in other
fellows’ studies,”

L Bﬂﬁst !?-"

“We'll come back to tea in Eftcen
minutes,” said Nugent. “If you've
finished by then, you can stop to tea."

Bunter calmed down at once. Ho had
had only one tea that afterncon, since
devouring the picnioc feast. So the
prospeet of another naturally appealed
to him. . '

“What are you going to have for
tea '’ he inguired.

“ Ham sandwiches and eake and jam,”
said Nugent, laughing. _

“I'l clean this ip for you with plea-
gurg, old chap,” said Bunter. * Not that
I had anything to do with it, you know;
because we're pals. Leave it tome.”

And it was left to Bunter; and the
Famous Five walked away to do some
shopping for tea. As they came down
the staircase thev encountered Loder of
tho Bixth. He looked at them with a
baleful eye, and called to the Nobob of
Bhanipur.

“T've been looking for you, Hurree
Singh,” ho zaid.

"E.['hra kindfulness of the esteemed
Toder iz terrific,” answered the nabob.
“The p]easurufutllmsa <f beholding your
estoemed and abswed countemance is
great.”

“You cut off from Big Side after I'd
h:n.i:!'[ ;-,'m:.I wanted you to fap at bowling,
angd———

“The respected and ridiewlons Win-

ate told me to cut,” murmured Hurree

amset Ram Singh.

“*Come to my stude.”

“PBut the respected and absurd Win-
gate—"

“I've told you to come to my study.”

Loder stalked away to the Sixth Form

assage, and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh
ollowed him. Harry Wharton & Co.
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followed on, with frownming feaces. T
was plain that the bully of the Sixth was
going to wreck his wrath on the nabob
an the flimsiest of excuses, and the
chums of the Remove were 1n a rebelli-
ous mood. \

*“Look here, ‘we're not having this,
¥Du men,” growled Bob Cherry. * Pre-
cet or nopt, Loder's not geoing to take it
out of Inky."

“"Leave it to my esteemod self, my
absurd chum,” zaid the nabab.

And instead of follawing Loder down
the Bixth Form passage %Iurrm Singh
stopped at Wingate's door and tapped.

. Loder glanced round as he heard the
A

“Hurree SBingh! Come here!” he
shouted.

The nabob did not heed. He opened
Wingate's door, and the captain of
Greyiriars and Gwynno glanced round
at him. Loder came back along the
passage with rapid strides.

“Hallo, kid, what do you
asked Wingate, ]
. “The esteemed Loder is terrifically
infuriated becouse I eut when your re-
spected and ridiealous self told me to do
s0," explained the nabob., “ Perhapsfully
vou would be =0 beneficont as to tell the
ahsurd Loder that the cansefuzlness is not
the preper caper.”

Wingate rose to his feet, frowning, as
Loder reached the doorway and grabbed
the dusky junior by the shoulder,

“ Btop that, Loder!” he snapped.

Loder pave him a glare.

“Are you interfering with a prefect,
Wingate?? he demanded, *“*VYou'd
bettor be eareful you don’t go too far.”

" As head prefect, I shall naturally in-
terfere if I see fit to do so0,” answered
tha Groviriars captain, “YWhat has
Hurree Singh done ¥

“1 prefer to deal with the mattor
myveelf. When T want your assistanes T'11
ask for it."

“In this case you'll pet it withont
asking for it. Let that junior alone ab
once, or tell me what he's done.”

Loder gritted his teeth.

“1 told him to fag at bowling, and he
cut off———="

“71 told him to cut off alter vou lost
vour temper amd made a fool and a
blackguard of yourself. Leavo him
alone ! snapped Wingate, “You can
go, Hurree Singh”

“Thank you, my esteemed Winpate,”
sald the nabob meekly. And he went.

Loder stared at Wingate, his face
white with rape. :

“8o yon're going to interfers with a
prefect and back up cheeky fags against
him ¥ he said between his tecth.

The Greviriars captain looked at him
stondily and contemptuously.

“T'm going to interfere with a bully,”
he answered, "and if vou don’t nnnd
yvour p's and 's, Loder, T shall report
vou to the IHead, Bullvine isn’t good
enough far Greyfriars, and you've got
to stop it. If you want to remain a
prefect, don’t let me catch you bullying
the fags. You oueht to be jolly well
gzshamed of yourzelf.”

Loder did not trust himself to reply
Hiz feclings were too deep for words as
he tramped away.

Harry Wharton & Co. went out of the
Housge, and strolled away to the tuck-
shop with smiling faces. The bully of
the Bixth was on the warpath: but he
did not zeem to be prospering much.

want #**

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Inm the Lion’s Den !
™ B QUELCH stopped.,
here was a sound of mop-
ing and swishing in Study
0. 1 a3 the Form master came
up to the Hemove passage.

He glanced into that celebrated study.

Billy Bunter was busy there. Bunier
had borrowed & mop and a pail, and he
was hard at work cﬁ:;min up the floor.
There was plenty to be done—soot and
ashes were scattered thickly. Hard work
did not, as a rule, apgeal to William
Georgo Bunter. DBut his cleaning job
was to be fallowed by & study spread,
and that made all the difference. 8o
the Owl of the Remove, for once, was
industrious. Ele wanted to get the job
done before the fellows came in with
supplics for tea. Otherwise there would
be delay in getting at the foodstuffs,

Mr. Qualch surveyed him grimly.

He had come into the Remove gquat-
ters to inquire into that very matter.
Finding Billy Bunter at work cleaning
up the remains of the booby-trap, the
Remove master o Etmd—mrrectlg—-that
he had not much E&rllwr te look for the
author therenf. He did not necd to be
a Sherlock Holmes to deduce thab the
owners of Study No. 1 had found out
wlhio was the cavse of that horrid mixture
Leing spread about their study, and had
sct him m‘lc'!::an it up.

“ Bunter " s

Billy Bunter jumped, and blinked
rosnd through his big speciacles.

“QOh, yes, sir!” he gas}l'md. )

“It was you, Bunter, who caused thia
study to be in this—this revelting and
disgusting state I”

“Oh; no, sir?
“MNot at all, =ir!” .

“Then why are you eleaning it

“Only - my good nabure, zir,™ GX-
plained Bunter. “T'm always doing
things for other follows, out of goed
nature, sir. Whakton's quite mistaken
in thinking that I did if. Bo is Nugent.
But I'm doing this to oblige them, sir,
I'm such an obliging chap.”

“Bo Wharton and Nugent think that
wou were guilty of thiz, DBunter?”
asked Mr. Quelcﬁ rimly.

“0Oh, no, sir! hey—they know 1
wouldn’t do anything of the kind!
gasped Bunter.

“You have just v W
mistaken in thinking that you did it
exclaimed Mr. Quelch. _ .

“ Yos-e-eg, sic. Y ou seo, sir, knowing
that I didn’t do it, of course they're
mistaken in thinking that I did, sir,”
gasped Bunter. .

“Upon my word!” said Mr. Queleh.
“Where were you, DBunter, at the time
of this—this outrageous eccurrence?”

“I—I wasn't anywhere, sir.”

“What

“T1—I mean, I—1 was in my study,
sir. Lots of fellows can tell you that
I was in my study at the time, sir”

0h. if you were in your study, and
other boys wera thero with vou at the
time—>" said Mr. Queleh doubtiully.

“That's it. sir,” said Bunter, in great
relief, “Quite a lot of fellows, sir—six

stultered Dunler.

said that thev wera
1

or seven. In fact, it was quite & party,
sir.”

“ Their names, Bunter?”

“LEh

“Give me the names of the boyz who
weore with you in your study.”™

“Oh, erikey!”

“What—what did you say, Bunter ¥

“MN.n-nothing, sir! I—I mean, now
1 come to think of it, sir, I—] was alone
in my study., That—that was what I
meant to say, siv.”

“You are prevaricating, Bunter®
said Mr. Quelch sternly. “You are
spoaking uptruthfully, It i3 perfectly
clear to me that you were the authior of
this outrage.™

“J-=1 hope vou ¢an take my word,
sir,” stuttered Bunter,  “The actual
fact iz, sir, that I was out of gates at
the time, Being a hall-holiday, I
thought I'd go up the river, sir. And
I—1I went.™
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* Loder was smothered over with a detesiable compound of soot and ashes and other things,’ sald Mr. Quelch.

was—what are you laughing at, Wharton 9 ** ** N-n-nothing, sir,”* said the capiain of the Remove, trying hard to contain

I
] j_“ ;
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himself. “Wharton !’ snapped the Remove master, **This is not a laughing matter | Do you hear me ? *(See Chapler 8.)

“You have just told me that you were
in your study !” thundered Mr. Quelch.

“Qh, —I—I mean—"

*You need prevaricate no further,
Bunter.”  Mr. Quelch raised a com-
manding hand. “I shall not punish
you for this myself, Bunter.”

*Oh, thank you, sir ! gasped Bunter.
“You'ro always so kind, sir. That—
that's why we all—all love you so much,
sir. I've often said to the fellows, sir,
that you ain't half the beast you icmk,
sir.”

“*Upon my word! Bunter, I ghall
not punish you mpyself. As Loder fell
& victim to vour outrageous and foolish

ractical joke, I shall leave you in
Eo&ur’s hands.™

"E}h, 1{”__,-‘ !:_-

“You will 3‘0 to Loder's ztudy im-
mediately, and report yourself for pun-
ishment,” said Mr. Quelch. * ¥You will
gay that I have sent you, having dis-
covered vou to be the awthor of this—
this ontrage.”

“Dw 17

“¥1 shall speak to Loder on the sub-
jeck later, and ascertain whethor you

ave duly reported wourself, Bunter.
If 1 ind that you have neglected to do
g0, bewares ™

1] wﬂw !H'

Having uttered that swiul warnin
Mr, Queleh rustled away, probably glaﬁ
to be done with the matter.

He did not leave Bunter feeling glad.

The Owl of the Remove was left in
the lowest of spirits.

A licking from Quelch was bad

enough, but a licking from Loder, in
his present probable state of mind, was
fearful ito contemplate. Loder was a
beast at the best of times—a beast who
had been smothered with inky ashes
and soot was likely fo be uncommonly

beastly. DBunter shuddered at the
prospect.

But there was no help for it.

Mr. Quelch was not a man to be
trifled with. When he gave an order,
that order had to be obeyed, lest worso
should befall

“QOh, lor’!” groaned DBunter.

He left the mop and the pail, and
ithe remains of the mizfure, and limped
from the study. Ewven the prospect of
a spredd had ceased to interest him.
Slowly and dismally the Owl of the Re.
move descended the stairs, and rolled
away to the Sixth Form passage.

Still more slowly he rolled along that
passage. Slower and slower grew his
stops as he approached Loder’s door,
Had Loder's study been a wild beast’s
den, DBunter could hardl
proached it more reluctantly.

But ho reached the door at last, and
tapped feebly. .

Lhere was no answer to his tap.

Bunter opened the door.

“T—1 eay, Loder!” he gasped. "It
really wasn't me, but Quelch says I'm
{0 come here and say 1t was.”

The study was empty.

Bunter rolled into it and blinked
round him. Loder wes not there,
which was a great relief. Still, it only
posiponed the evil hour. He had to
see Loder sooner or later. The Owl of
the Remove stood in the study and re-
flectad dismally., Should he wait for
Loder to come in and get it over, or
should he clear off while he had a
chance ? : -

Bunter was still debating that painiul
problem in his fat mind, when there
were footsteps and voices in the pas-
sage, He recognised tho voices of
Loder and Carne, and had no doubt
that they were coming to Loder's study,

The fat junior shivered.

have ap-

Common sense urged him to face the
music and get it over, since i1t had to
be faced and pot over. The sooner it
was over tho better. Bunter quits
roalised that. But instinct was stronger
than reason. The thought of Loder's
ashplant was too much for him. He
blinked round wildly for a way of
eicape.

Loder’s footsteps wern almost at the
door when Bunter, forgetting every-
thing but his dread of the ashplant
in an over-vigorous hand, bolted into
the alecove in the study where tho bed
stood. He plunged under the bed and
vanizshed, only a fow scconds beforas
Loder and Carne of the Bixth walked
into the study.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Loder’s Plot !
G‘ERALD LODELR flunz the dooe

shut, with a slam thal nade
Bunter jump, Iiven up to that
moment Bunler was debating
wheither he shouldn’s show up and tgke
his medicine and get 1t over, But thal
vicious slam of the door settled the
question for good. Loder was in &
vilo temper, and it was anything but
a propitious moment for presenting
himself for punishmeunt. It was only
prudent to wait till Loder had cooled
down. Bunter did not want to be
caned by a fellow who was in & door-
slamming mood, DBunter :m:ﬁﬁh' decided
to wait where he was till the two
seniors were gone, and then leave the
etudy. Later on he might catch Loder
in a better temper. Ho couldn’t catch
him in & worsc. )
That was mado quite clear. Aller

{Continued on page 16)
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(Continucd from page 13.)

slamming the door Loder kicked a ¢hair
ACLOSS tﬁa study, It crashed. Loder
ave a sharp velp., He seemed to have
amagod himsslf as well as the chair,
Bunter hardly breathed. Not for
worlds, not for whaole universes, would
he have revealed himself to Gerald
Loder then. :

Arthur Carne, of the Sixth, was
watching his friend with an smused and
sarcastic smile. . ,

“Rregkin’ vp the jally old home?
he ashked.

“Oh, shut upl” :

“Thanka! As you're in such a sweet
temper, old bean, I'll travel, and sce
you later,” yawned Carne.

“Stop where you are.”

"Thon, for goodness’ sake, chuck
El:ring the goat, put on a smoke, and

ve a little sensp!” said Carne tartly.

Loder fupg himself savagely into a
chair. It cresked under him. For n
minute or two Loder’s voice was heard,
making remarks that would heve
startled the Head, had he heard them,
and certainly driven Aschylus and his
mysteries from his mind.

Bunter, hidden under the bad in the
corner, shivered. Bunter blessed the
arrangement by which Sixth Form men
had beds in their studies, instead of
going to roost in 2 dormitory like the
other Forms. But for that, the wrath
that consumed Loder would undoubt-
edly have been wreaked wpon the hap-
less Owl of the Remove.

Mr. Quelch had been far from guess-
ing to what he was sending Bunter
when he sent him to Loder for a
caning. Naturally, the Remove
master was unacguainted with the
workings of Gerald Loder’s mind; alse,
he knew nothing of the trouble in the

Brst eleven and its effect on Loder’s
temper. i
Thare was an aroma of lobaceo i

the study, and Loder ceased to swear.
For some minutes the two black sheep
of -the Hizth smoked their cigareftes in
pilence.  Bunter, needless to say, was
very silent. He had heard Loder
swearing, and he knew that he was
smoking; and in such matters a little
knowledgs was a dangerous thing.
What Loder would de if he found
Bunter there was hard to say; but there
was no doubt that it wculd be some-
thing extremely unpleasant. Bunter
was determined to remain unfound.

“I'm not standing 1it, Carne!” Loder
broke out at last, 1n so savage a voice
that 1t startled Bunter. “It's the
limit ™

#Which and what? vawned Carne
over his cigarette.

“You know what I mean. That cad
Wingate i3 chuckin® me out of the
3f. Jim's game on Wednesday !

“You'll have to stand that, old bean,
I:n't Wingate's word law 1" asked Carne,
with & sneer. “Isn’t he our jolly old
Panjandrum?  Deesn’t wisdom fall
Erom his lips? He's left me out, and
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I'm’ standin’ if.
stand it.”

*I think wyou lilke it just aboul as
much as I do, Carne.”

“Just about,” agreced Carne. ]

“He's not getting away with this”
said Loder., I 'm dished for the
St Jim's game Wingate is going to be
dished, too.”

“1'd like to sec him dislied and done,
old bean; but you're talking rot.
MNothin' in 1t."

“1f Wingate were called away sud-
denly befors the mateh—"

“He won't be.” ]

“If he were, Gwynne would caplain
the team. He doesn’t like either of us
much more than Wineate does; bub
he's got to play eleven men, whether ho
likes uz or not. He would be hound
to put me in; or, failing me, you.”

“1 anppose so, What on earth have
you gob inlo your head now?” asked
Carne, staring at his chum. “How the
thump are you goin' to work it to ¢all
Wingate off the field!"”

“I’'ve been thinkin® it out.”

“Thinkin’, as well as swearin’ and
kickin' the furniture about?” grinned
Carne. “* Better stiok to tho E.Iv.‘ea.rm’
and the furniture, old bean. Wingate's
gver our weight.'” .

“His people live at Chester,” zaid
Loder,

“What about 1£3¥ .

“You've got a relation, the sportin’
man who sometimes sends you tips on
the races,” said Loder. " He's gener-
ally at Manchester, isn't he? That'a not
far from Chester.”

“¥You're right, if I haven't forgotlon
my Third Form geography,” yawned
Carne. “ What about it?"

“That merchant would get over fo
Chester, if you azked him, and send o
telegram, 1 suppose?” ;

“Ho would do anl_{thm’ I asked him,
if it was safe, a sucks up to me
because I'm a public school man, and
he's a bit of an outsider,” answered
Carne. “But what the thump is he to
gend a telegram for, and to whom?®”

“To Wingate, next Wednpesday.”

" But what the thump—"

“Bomethin’ like this. * Motor acei-
dent, father snrinusliﬂmjured, como
home at cnee,’ * said Leder quietly.

Arthur Carne almost jumped from his
chair.

“"Loder, you're poity !” he ejaculated.

" Quite sane, old man,” sald Loder
coolly. *What do you think Wingate
will do if he gets that wire on
Wednesday 1™

“What any fellow would do—jump
into the first troin to get home,”™
answered Came.

“Exactly. That leaves the St Jim'a
match to &E’}e played without him. Hae
misses the match, and serve him right,
hang him! One of us bags the vactant
place in the team.”

Ol my hatl”

"1 dare sav 1t sounds a bit steep,”
said Loder. “Bub think it over, and
you'll see that 1t will work like a
charm. Your man in the North sends
that wire signed by, the name of Win-
gate—the bruie's a lot of relations,
ond it might bo any one of them wired
for him, I know hizs father drives his
own car, so it sounds plausible enough.
Wingate will fall to it witheut the
slightest suspicion.”

But—but——" sgtammercd Carne,
“it’s illegal to send a telepram in
another man’s mame—it amounts to
forgery or somethin’, Like forgin' a
name to a letter.”

“¥Who's to know ¥

“But—" muttered Carne uneasily.

A perfect stranger walks into a tela-
graph office, where he’s never been geen

Now you've gob to

-

before, and sends a wirve,” said Loder,
“He leaves the town after sendin’ it
2afe as houses.™

“I—1 suppoze go. Bul—"

“There's abzolutely no risk. The wire
must come from Chester, becanse Win-

ate's people live there, That's all the
Eatter. a5 your sportin' relation 13 a
stranger there. ‘s near enough to
the place to send the wire without & lot
of trouble. Ha clears off after sendin’
it. Where's the risk ™

Carne was silent.

“There's lots of time to wrile to him
and fix it up. It's a weck to the Bt
Jim's match. You can write and pet
an answer long before then.”

“I know. Dut—"

“¥our bookmakin' relation wen't boe
shiocked,” zald Loder, with =z znear,
“He knows all about spoof telegrams in
hiz line of business’

“He will do it if T ask him; but—"

“Well, ask him. Weo dish Wingate
ouft of the match, and onc of us gets
a place in the team. Nobody could
possibly suspect that we bhad anything
to do with it, when it comes out that
the wire was a spoof. Chester’s three
or four hundred miles from here, and
everyhody will know that a Greviriars
man couldn't have got thers to sand
the wire.™

“Of course. But L

“Smoke another fag, and -think it
over, and you'll see that it'a a real
cateh,” said Loder.

There was silence in the study for
some minites,

“It’s too thick,” said Carne at last.

“Don’t be an ass! Not so thick as
chuckin’ fellows out of a game, from
personal dislike,” said Loder.

“Oh, rot!" said Carne. “ What's the
good of that between ourzelves, Loder?
After the show you put up to-day,
lettin’ a Lower Fourth kid make hay
of your wicket—"

“Cut that out,” snarled Loder, *and
pull yourself together, and have a littls
nerve. You don't like Wingate any
more than I do”

u Hﬂt il hitq Eu.t =

“YWell, this is= a way of dishin' the
cad. 1 tell you thero's not the slightest
risk for anybody. You can see that.”

“It seems safe enough,” admitted
Carne.

“What else is there to worry about "

“Nothin', I suppose. After all, the
brute makes himself unpleasant enough
to us,” said Carne, “I got a jaw from
him only yesterday, because I wallopad
my fag with a cricket-stump. Fha
little beast had burned my toast. Win.
%a,ta came in while he was yellin’, and

thought for a minute he was poin’ to
lay the stump on me. I can tell you
I'm fed uwp with him!”

“This is whers we get our own
back,” sald Loder.

“T'll do i, said Carne at last,

Voder rosa from his chair.

“Write the letter now. We'll walk
down to Friardale and post it. We can
drop in at the Crozs Keys for a game of
billiards afterwards”

“Better think it over a bit farther
first—" said Carpne hesitating.

“What rot! Strike the iron while
it's hot 1 =aid Loder.

And Arthur Carne sat down at
Loder's table, and the letter was
written. Then the two black sheep of
the Sixth quitted the study.

Az the door clesed behind them there
was a deep gasp of relief from a fat
Removite who was palpitating with
terror under the bed. Fortunately for
the Sixth-Formers' peace of mind they
did not hear that gBaap—which WES MOTS
fortunate still for Bunter |
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THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Tea in No. 1, Study !

ILLY BUNTER crawled ocut from
B under the bed, .
His fat face was gquite pale.
His little round eyes goggled
behind his g spectacles.

“Oh, crumbs ! gasped Dunter.

Every word that had been uttered by
Loder and Carne, had reached the fot
ears of the Owl of the Remove.

Bunter was, no doubt, shocked: but
he was not so much shocked as tervified.

What would happen.to him, if Loder
discovered that he had overheard that
rascally plot, he could hardly imagine.
Never had the fab junior been so
immensely relieved, as when the foof-
steps of Loder and Carne died away
down the Bixtn Form passage.

Bunier blinked cnutiously f[rom the
study window, keeping out of sight
from: the gquad. Ilc had a glimpse of
Loder and Carne walking down to the
gatos

Mot till they had
did thoe Owl of the
leave tho study.

one out of gates,

cinove venlure to
Than he cut off to

the
passige. :

“Halle, hallo, halle!” Boly Cherry's
voice hailed him frem the open door-
wav of Study No. 1. “Roll in, fatiy!”

Bunter relled in. _

The Famous Five were at tea. They
had wondered at finding Dunter missing
when they enme in. It was not like the
Owl of the Remove to be missing at a
gpread.

“Vou fat bovnder ! said ITarry Whar-
ton, *why dido't you finish your clean-
im}' job 3 i

“You haven't earned your tea,” said
MNugent,

*1 say, you fellows!” gasped Dunier.

“What on ecarth’s the matter with
you?" asked Ilarry, staring at the fat
junior. “EBeen a ghosti”

“Worse !” gasped Bunter. I say.
vou fellows, 1t's awiul! I'm not geing
to tell you anything., The beast would
jolly well cut me to pieces if he knew 1

new. Oh, dear!®

“What beast 7

“I'm not going fo tell you. You
know what Loder’s like. Fm not saving
a word.”

The juniors chuckled. Bunter appar-
ently had a secret to keep; but the fat
and fatuous Owl had his own peculiar
Ways of keeping a secret.

“Something about Loder, and you'rae
not going to let us koow it's aheut
Loder #* asked Bob. :oan

“Yes. I mean, no! T wasn't in his
study,” explained Dunter, "I never
heard him falking to Carne. Oh, dear!”

“¥ou've been eavesdropping again,
you fat villain?#”

“Oh, really, Cherry! I supposze 1
conldn’t help hearing what they said,
when I was under the bed.™

“ Under the bed!” yelled Bob Cherry,
“What the merry thump were you doing
unider the bed "

“You'd have got under the bed, if
vou'd baen sent to Loder to be caned,
and he ecame in in & fearful temper,”
gasped Bunter. “That beast, Quelchy,
came up here, while you fellows were
gone lo the shop. For some reason, he
jnmped to the conclusion that T had
fixed up that rotten hoohy trap. 1 told
himi I hadn't: bub he refused to take
my word, and he sent me to Loder to
be caned for it.”

“HHear, hear! I hope Loder laid it
on hard,” said Nugcnt.

“Peast I”

Bunter pulled o chair to the table and
gat down. Dleeply periucbed as he was,
he was ready for tea. Tf the Last
Trump had been sounding, Dunter
would have been ready for tea.

Bomove

H"Wﬂﬂ. did Loder lick youf" asked
arry.

“Hea wasn't there, vou know., 1 say,
these ham sandwiches are pretty good,”
said DBunter gobbling. “¥You eee,
heard him coming, and decided to—to
put it off. ©Of courze, I'm not afraid of
a licking. Not like some fellows I
could name. Still, I decided to put 1t
off, and got under the bed to wait till
the beast was gone.”

“Ha, ba, hal™

“Blessed if I can see anvthing to
cackle at. You wouldo't cackle if you'd
heard those two villaing. I say, pass
those sandwiches.™

My bhat! If Loder had found you
hiding in his study, he'd Lave shinned
you,” said Johnny DBull. ' Hather a
pity he didn't.”

“Beast! I say, you fellows, faney
two Sixth Form men putting up a schomo
like that! I wonder what the Head

would think.™

" Like what, ass?™

“0Dh! Nathing!™

Buntor gobbled at a great rate. The
other fellows had had o start, and
Dunter naturally wanted to cateh up
with them. Cnly circumstances over
which he had ne control, could have
made William George Bunter late for
n foed, ™Mow he wos there, he was
anxious to make up for lost tine.

The TFamous Five looked at him
curiously. It was clear that Dunter,
hidden in Loder's study, bad overheard
something that startled and ierrificd
him, ‘That was not really very sur-
Fﬂ:«ung. The black sheop of Llhe Sixth
wad many private affairs that it was

safer for e junior to know nothing

about, ]
“Look lere, you fat doffer,” said
Harry. “If wvou've been listening to

Eiu,w in a Sixth Form study, you'd better
eep it to yourself. Bixth Form men
won't let you off eo lightly as we do.”

“T ean jolly well tell you I'm not
saving a word,” said Bunter. “1'm
sorry ahbout 'Winfntﬂ. of courso. +'Eﬂa.ﬂ:-'
it’s no business of mine. Vn!'{ likel
Wingate wouldn't believe me if I tol
him. He's doubted my word more than
onee.” ' :

“Those rotters got somethin
a’gainst old Wingate ¥* said Dob. ©
I'm not surprized at that. It's lik
them. Anyhow, Wingate can_keep his
end up without help from the Remove.

Bunter blinked at the Famous Iive,
hia mouth full.

“You fellows ﬁ'&ﬁaﬁ r{m to say noth-
ing about it?”? he asked.

ﬁ{‘.‘ertninlv,” snid Wharton., *You'd
no right to hear what Loder and Carne
may have said; and no right to repeat

up
all,
like

“Well, I ain’t_going to, of course,”
said Dumter. “It's not safe. 'Tain't
as if it was one of our own matches,
cithor. It's only & first-cleven match.”

“What the thump—"

finished with the jam, Bunter ocoms.
menced operations on the jawn-pot with
a spoon, transferring the jam to his
capacious mouth in bubk.

“Go it,” said Nugent sarcastically.
“Don't mind us!™

“Right-ho, old chap!” answered
Buriter. “I say, this jam iz all right.
You might have got o thm-rnun& pot.
You know I like jam., 8till, I never
expect much of you fellows. It wouldn't
be any good, would it?”

“Hadn't you better tako it on tha
mat T ashed DBob.

Dunter did not heed thalt gquestion,
Ho gobbled jam, and was sticky and

hqu_y'.
The jam finished, Dunter looked
round for fresh worlda to conguer. But
the table was bare now, and ho gove a
grunt,

“I'l stand yoy [ollows a better spread
than this, when my postal-order comes,”
ho said. “7Y say, you fellows, don't say
a word about what I’ve told vou. Loder
would he as mad as o hatter. I saw,
I'va got to go and sco the heast some
Lime—Quelchy will be ratty if I don’.
What do you follows think is the best

time for catching Loder in a pood
temnper 77
"Bomewhere  abont the {irenk

Kalends, 1 should say,” answered Bob
Cherry, lawihing.

“T've got to go ithrough " =aid
Bunter dismally. “I say, suppose I
gave him a hint about what I Enc-w?
Lo you think he would let mo off the
licking, if 1 promised to keep mum?
I could put it to him that ono
turn  deserves another, youn know.”
DBunter blinked inquiringly nt the chuma
of the Remaove. “After all, o word
from me would dish the whole thing.
Wingate wouldn't be taken in npext
Wednesday, 1f he knew in advanco that
the telegram was coming, would he ™

“Tha telegram ¥ enid Harry blankly.
“What telegram "

“I'm not going to tell you—it ain't
safe. 1—I'm only putting o case, you
know,"” eai” Bunter coutiously. * The
important thing is to get off thet lickin
from Loder. Suppose I told him I'g
tall Wingate? Would that frighten him,
er moake him all the more savage?®

“What on carth is that fat idiot
burbling about?" asked Bob Cherry, in
wonder,

“Well look at it,’ said Bunter argu-
mentatively., * Would Wingata heliove
a telegram saying his father had been
smashed wp in 8 motor accident next
Wednosday, if T told him in advance
that the telegram was coming? Of
course he wouldn't! Well, then, if he
didn’t believe the tolegram he wouldn't
clear off to Chester and leave the Bt
Jim’s game to bo played without him?
That would dish Leder all right. If
Wingate's here, he won't play Loder, or
Carne, either. That's how I work it
out. Buppose I tel! Loder T know, and

{Conltnucd on nexé page.)

“Tyn not telling you, Wharton, It
might get round
to der, and he
would ba fright-
fully wild. Any
more sandwiches?
“You'vae scofind

the let, you fat cor-
mearant.

“Paszs the jam,
then. I say, you
fellows, if you've
finished with the
jam, T'll spoon it
out aof the pot
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offer to keep it dark if he lets me off
the licking? What do you fellows think
of that for & wheeze 7 :

Bunter blinked at the Famous Five in
anxious inquiry.

They did not tell him what they
thought, They stared at him in blank
astonishment.

“You might give a chap advice,” said
Bunter peevishly. * You know what a
licking' from Loder is like, especially
when he's waxy., He might corme to
termsz. On the other hand, he might lay
it on extra hard because I've found him
out. 'With a beast like Loder, you never
can tell. He's what I call tregcherous.
He might chucleup the whole game when
ho finds that I know, and pretend he
never thought of such a thing, and take
it Icimtlglf :l':ieti {.‘:ﬂmﬂ to think of it, that'a
jolly likely 'm nolb going to say any-
thing to Loder [

Bunter rose from his chair.

*“ Hold on, Bunter !"* said Harry Whar-
ton ql_imt-l_?

“Borry I can't stop—I'm going to see
Mauleverer,” answered Bunter. “Ha
may not have finished tea yet—I mean, I
want to speak to Mauly specially about
something. See you later”

Wharton rose and closed the study
door, and put his back to it.

“You've said rather too much to keep
the rest dark, Bunter,” he said. “Now,
cough it all up, from %eginning to end.”

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER,
Btartling [

L OUGH it up!”
‘ “The coughfulness is the

Emper caper, my esteemed fat
unter.”

“Buck up, fatty 1*

Billy Bunter blinked unecasily round
at the five grave faces in Study No. 1.

I—1 say, you fellows, it's nothing !
he mumbled. “I'm not telling you, you
know—it ain't safe. Loder would bo as
mad as a hatter——"'

*Out with it, fathead !”

“There isn’t unybhinf‘, old chap. The
fact 15 I never heard Loder and Carne
talking it over at all, As for sending a
telegram from Chester, they never men-
tioned it. Bo far as I EI'IGW, Carna
hasn’t sny relations at Manchester, 1
konow nothing about them, anyhow. I—I
say, I've got to go and ses Toddy.”

“There’'s a fives bat on tha shelf,
Bob,” said the captain of the Remove.
“Hand it over, will you?!”

"*Here you ara!”

“I—I say, old chap, I'm going to tell
you all about it, of course,” gnid Bunter
hastily. “I eame here specially to con-
ﬁdIa In you, you know, because we're
pails.™

::Gat oo with if, then.”

I—I say, you keep it dark, som
know,” said Bunter. “Loder would
gkin me if he knew., I rely on you
fellows to keep it dark. ’Taint our
business if those Sixth Form beasts spoof
one another over a cricket match. Be-
sides, I never heard anything at all,
The actusl faet is, I never went to
Loder's study. I hardly know which is
his study. think—yarooooooh 1™

A lick from the fives hat elicited =
fiendish yell from William Ceorge
Donter.

“ Better got on with it,” said Harry,

"This isn't the way to treat a pal,

‘narton, when he's ﬁst going to con-
fide in you, Keep that bat away. you
beast! I'm telling you as fast as T can,
ain't I yelled Bunter

And under the influence of the fives
bat the whole story came out.

The Famous Five listened in horrified
silence,

Tue Maoyer Liseiry.—No, 1,111.

They knew & good deal sbout Loder
of the Bixth, and his ways; but what
they heard now was a shock to them.

“My only hat!” gaid Bob Cherry,
when Bunter had finished. “That's the
giddy limit, even for Loder !*

“The limitfulness is terrific.”

“The howling cad !I” exclaimed Johnny
Bull hotly, * Let's take Bunter to Win-
gite and toll him the whole thing !

There was a terrified squeak from

Bunter,
“Bhan't! Beast! Loder would take
it out of me! Yow-ow-ow!”
Harry Wharton shook his head.

“That's no_use!™ he said. "In the
first place, Wingate wouldn't believe,
for a minute, such a yarn about a Sixth
Form man of Greyiriars. It's so jolly
thick that I can hardly believe it's true
myself."

‘Is it said Nugent dublously.
“You know Bunter! It may be one of
hieIiri {:?theadﬁd yarns from beginning to
end.

*“Oh, really, Nugent !*

“I think Bunter’s telling the truth,”
said Harry, “But I'm jolly certain
that Wingate wouldn’t think so.
Bunter's got a jolly old reputation for
lying, for one thing, and nobody takes
the word of an eavesdropper, for
another., Wingate would sim give
him a licking for apinning such a yarn
gbout a Sixth Form man.”

i Wﬂw l”

*There’s mo proof,” said Harry
quietly, *“As goon as it got out, Loder
would chuck the whole thing—the tele-

gram never would come at-all, He
wouldn’t dare carry on if he knew
Bunter had spotted him.”

“Well, then, it would be all right
about the cricket match, anyhow,” =aid
Johnny Bull. “Wingate wouldn't be
dished for the match, as those rotters
mean bim to be. A licking for Bunter
doasn’t matter much.”

* Boast 1™

“It's a week to the St. Jim's match,”
said Harry—"lots of time for those
rotters to think of some other scheme,
if they fhnd that this one has gone
wrong."

“My hat! You dow’t think of letting
them get on with #?" ezclaimed Boh
Cherry., “We've got to stop it, now
we know."”

“Of course. But we'd better think it
over before we do anything. More haste
less speed,” said tgla captain of the

ove,

**But a stitch in time saves the eracked
pitcher from going lonpest to the well,
my estesmed Wharton," remarked the
nabob of Bhanipur.

“Lots of time,"” answered Harry.
“It's useless to say anything to Win-

ate. It would only mean a ﬁ{ﬂ:iﬂg for

unter, and we don't want that—and
Loder would make him sit up for the
rest of the term. He can’t bring such
an aceusation against & Sixth Form man,
and & prefect, without the strongest
Prﬂﬂ':L"

_“But there isn't any proof,” said
Nugent. “Ounly the word of the biggest
fibber at Greyiriars.”

“Oh, really, N e

“That's the trouble,” said Wharton.
“We've got to stop Loder; but it’s no

good trying to do it by telling a varn
that the win}le school would laugh at.
Bunter's such n fool, mand such a
fibbhar——

“0Oh, really, Wharton—->"

“If we told the men in the Remove,
they wouldn’t believe it, as it comes
from Bunter,” said Harry. “Wingate
would Elm’E]
ashplant. There’s no proof till the tele-
gram comes, and turns out to be spoof.”

H*:‘;l'hun it will be tos late, ams3,” said
.

I know. If n-:-!;hin?‘*a seid beforehand
it will be no use telling Wingate next
Wedneaday to take no notice of such a
tolegram. He will rush off home by the
first train.  Still, we can't say anything
beforehond. It's a giddy problem. But
problems were only made to be solved,
and we shall jolly well think of a way.
Mot a word till then.*

“That's right,” said Bunter. *You
see, 1t's important not to say anything
about it. I've got to take & licking from
Loder, anyhow. Think what it would be
like if he knew I knew—"

*Oh, dry up!” growled Johnny Bull.

Beast!™

“You'd better keep it dark; Bunter,”
g21d the captain of the Remove, “¥ou
can leave it in enr hands,”

“That’s all right if you don’t mention
my name,” said Bunter anxiously.
“I've told you in'confidence. You can
say you wers under Loder's bed and
heard it all, if vou like.”

“ Fathead I" )

“Well, leave me out of it," eaid
Bunter. “'I'm not going to have Loder
after me for the rest of the term like a
savage tiger., You can do what you
jelly well like, so long as I'm pecfectly
safe, That's tmportant,”

“ASE !:"il

“T1l eut now,” said Bunter. “The
fact Is we're wasting time, Mauly may
have finished his toa by now !

Harry Wharton opened the study
door, and the Owl of the Remove rolled
cut, He started at ence for Lord
Mauleverer’s study, in the faint hope
that his lordship might not yet have
finished tea,

Herry Wharton & Co. were left to
discuss the startling information they
had received, and to lay plans for fris.
trating Loder’s knavish tricks.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
““Bend Over!"™
GERAIB LODER.  was smiling

when he ceme in with Carne
from Friardale. At call-over,
Eilly Bunter blinked anxiously
in the direction of the Sixth Form raen,
and discerned that Loder’s face was
good-humoured in its expression. He
could guess the cause easily enough,
The letter to Carne’s sporting relative
in the Nor ad been posted, an
in the North had b ted d
Loder’s plet was started on the way to
guCCosI—as he au . 8t least. ‘The
prospect of ““dishing ” Wingate for the
first big fixture of the cricket season
brought that cheery smile to Loder'a
face. That <did not matter to Dunter,
however. All he cared about was to
ascertain that the bully of the Sixth was
no longer in 2 savage temper when he
reported to him for punishment. Fie
blinked anxiously at Loder through his
big spectacles, and nudged Peter Todd
1n the ribs.
“1 say, Peter—"" whi
“ Shurrup!” breathed
“But I zay i
“Prout will ?et vou, fathead!™
Mr. Prout, the master of the Fifth
Form, waz calling the roll. ©On such
occasions Mr. Prout preferred Hall to
echo to no sound but that of hLis own
fruity voice.
““Dut look at Leder I urged Buntey,
“Blow Loder!™
“Dges he look good-tempered, old
chap?” breathed Bunter. “*“I've got
to report to him, you know—-"""
‘" Silence [ ﬂﬂJ,lEnd out Gwynne of the

red Bunter.
aster Todd.

get wild and trot out his Sixth

you konow I'm a

ECLL.
“Peter, old chap, yo ]
whispered Bunter,

little short-sighted,
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Finding Billy Bunter at work cleaning up the remsins of tha booby-irap, Mr. Quelch opined eorrecily that he had not much
**So it was you, Bunter, who eaused this study to be In this revolting and dis-

further to look for the author thersof.
gusting state ? **

as scon a3 Gwynne looked away. *Just
squint at Loder and tell me—-"
Toddy took a hasty squint.

“Yes, ho looks quite tame for once,”
he said. “Now shut up. Looks as if
bis geegee has come home first instead
of twenty-first, as usual,”

“Js he grinning?”’ asked DBunter.
“Looks to me a3 if hels grinning.”

#7 dare say ha would call it o smile,”
said Peter.

“Good I said the Ow! of the Remove,
greatly relieved. “I know why he's in
a jolly good temper. He thinks it's

oing al riqht. ut it jolly well isn't.
%19. %a, he!”

“What on earth do you mean, ass?’

“That's telling,” said Bunter, with
& fat wink.

“Fathead !"

“Silence!” rapped out Mr. Quelch,
his eagle eye turned on his Form; and
the Owl was silent at last

- After roll-call, whon the fellows were

going out, Mr. Quelch ocalled Bunter
back. The fat junior reluctantly cbeyed
the call.

“Havae you reported yourself to Loder,
a8 I instructed vou, DBunter,” inquired
the Remove master.

“J—I-I'm just going to, sir,” stam-
mared Buenter. “I—1 wasn't waiting
to catch him in a good temper, sir.”

Mr. Quelch stared for a moment, and
then smiled.

“Lose no more time, Bunter,” he
said.

“Yes, gir—I mean, no, siv,” gasped
Bunter.

And he hurried out after the Remove.

Bunter made his way fo the Sixth
Form passage. There Loder passed him
a littls later, and Bunter blinked at him
anxiously as he passed. Gerald Loder

¥

** Oh, no, sir, Not at all, sir,

sir 1 #* (See Chapter 8.)

certainly loocked in a much better
temper. He went into Walker's stud{,',
not his own; and Bunier could only
hope that his chat with James Walker
would have a further ameliorating
effect on his temper. Dunter rolled on
to Loder’s study to wait for him there.

Footsteps sounded in the Bixth Form
passage & few minutes later, and Dunter
had & strong impulse to bolt in time.
But he remembered the grin on Loder’s
faco, and stood his ground. He had to
face the beast some time; énd, for once
in a way, the beast was in & less beastly
iemper than usual. He blinked uneasily
at the door.

But it was Fry of the Fourth who
come in. He stared at Punter.
“Hallo, fatty !’ he said.

“You for it, too " asked Bunter.

“Lines,” said Fry., *'I haven’t done
them, and I'm going to ask Loder to
let me off till to-morrow. Know where
he 131"

“In Walker's study.
him.”

Fry grunted, and scated himself on
the edge of Loder's table to wait.
Dunter went to the door and blinked
into the passage. There was no eign of
Loder yeét.

“Chealk, isn't i!:i thinking we're going
to wait for him?" growled the Owl of
the Hemove. ‘*These Sixth Form men
Iave a lot too much side, if you ask me,

FIE'}I
ry grinned.
““Batter tall em so0,” ho remarked.
“Y wouldn't mind telling them so,”
said Bunter.  *“I'm not afraid of the
prefects, I can tell you. You may be,
in the Fourth. The fact is, I've n !F]l;ir
good mind not to wait for Loder. " This

I'm waiting for

This Is only my good nature, sir. 1'm an awfully obliging chap, you know,

is the sccond time I’ve been here and
ho wasn't here. Cheek, 1 call 11" L

“Hook it, then,” suggested Bry.

“Well, the bhighter's ina Fﬂﬂd temper
for once,” said Bunter. “I've gob to
get it over, and it's better to get it over
whila tha rotter’s in o good temper. You
see, I caught the beast in a booby-trap,
Emc’l Quelchy’s sent me up for a licking.
You wouldn't have the nerve to cafch &
Sixth Form prefect in o booby-trap, Fry.
1 say, you should have seen him when
he got the soot and ink over his chivvy.
He, he, ho!”

“ Shut up, vou ass!” said Fry, as he
heard a footstep near the deor of the
study.

‘“He, he, hel” DBunter was deaf to
any sound but that of his own musical
cacchination. “1 say, you should have
seen him! Loder’s ugly encugh ot the
best of fimes, but with that mixture on
hia face he looked a picture—a real pice
ture! I say, Fry, what are you etoring
ati”

Fry was staring at the face of Gerald
Loder, framed i the study doorway
behind Bunter.

The expression on that face was extra-
ordinary.

Good-humour was quite gone. Bunter's
cheery remarks had had the effect of
banishing it.

“What's up?” asked Bunter.
lock as if you're staring at a _
Afraid Loder will come in? What you
want i8 & little nerve, Fry, old chap.
Like me! I'm not afraid of a prel
specially Loder! I don't think much
any of them; but as for Loder, I must
eay, I despise him. smoky ‘bounder
and & rank outsider, if you ask me,

Tae Maiener Lisramrr.—No. 1,11L
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can tell vou, I jolly well got him in that
booby-trap, and—"

Fry's horrified, fixed stare impressed
cven the obtuse Owl of the Remove at
last, and he turned round. At the sight
of Gerald Loder in the doorway his jaw
T 1

“Pw! 2] spe

Loder l:umlagﬁl.

“ZBo it was you, Bunter!” ho said

grimly.
“ Nunno " Bunter, " Quelchy
gavs I'm ¢o come here and ﬂﬁ? 1t was,
Loder; but # wam't really. Besides, it
was an sooident. I fixed it for another
' beast, oot you. I—" ]
“So I'm ugly mt the best of fimes—
what 1" alced Impiukmg up his ash-
B

lant from th ,

Handsome, old chap,”

groamed Buanter. *“l—I—I never saw a

face I—I like sy much as yours, Loder.
Beaudiful, I ocall it"

“ And 're oot afraid of a prefect
—special mat"” asked ler, as he
swished Ilh?hnt- in the air.

“Owi Yea!" gasped Bunter. He
Wha Ed i T truth now. “I—I am,

ou know whully.

% You've reanon to be," said Loder
Eri‘r.![]l?i 3 over thu:t; chair.”
“Bend over!” msna Loder.

Bunter groaned end bent over the

chair. He groaned in anticipation. Buz
heo spon hmf reasaon to an in earnost.
Whackl Whaek! k! Whack!
Whacl: |
“"Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow 1"
Whack, whaok, wh whack !
“Yooop! Yarocoop! Stoppit! Wow "
Whack! Whack! Whack!]
"W hooooop I

It was a dozen; and even Loder
thought it was time to stop then.

Bunter thought it was long past time fo
BOOg.
b':‘%.'F"l::?.rlz!"’ gaid Loder briefly.

"Yow-ow-ow-ow !"” groaned Bunter,
a3 he miﬁf;led his way to the door.

*Htop that row, if you don’t want
some more.”

Y ow-ow-0mw-0w

Loder made a motion with the ash-
plant. Bunter cessed to wriggle, and
made a jump for the passage. And the
Sixth Form men in their studies, heard
sounda of deep woe as Bunter negobiated
the passage.

“ Waw | Wow! Wowl! Wow!
Wow IV
THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER,
No Geod !

N Friday, after class, Harry
Wharton tapped at the door of
Wingate's study in the 8ixth.
. He entersd in response to the
Greyfriars captain’a cheery “come in.”
Wingate was seated at hiz table, con-
ning over & pencilled list. It was his
list of men for the Bt. Jim's game on
Wednezday; and the name of (3. Loder
was not included in it. He gave the
junior an inquiring look, raising his
eyebrows a little as Wharton carefully
ut the door.
“Well,"” he asked, *what is it7"

Wharton coloured & little. He had
& difficult task in hand and did not
gquite know how to begin.

The chums of the Remove had dis-
owssed over and over again, the dis-
govery Bunter had made in Loder's
study. There was, as Wharton had

said, no hurry to act; and they had
sagely taken time to think it over, But
now it was Friday, and the match was
on Wednesday; and something had to
be done. Hence Wharton's visit to the
study of the captain of the school.

TeE AMaicwer Lissary.—No, 1,11L

Billy”

¥Can I spesk to you for & few
minutes, Wingate!” asked Hatry.

"o ahead.”

“It's rather an unusual matter,” said
the captain of the Remove uncomfort-
ably. ““There’s something going on,
that we've got on to——*

Wingate raised his hand.

“Is it something that wou're bound
to report to me, as h prefoct, in
vaur dihcrn as captain of your Form 1

e a3 .

“ Well, hardltf that.™

“Then wvou'd better think twice he-

fore you tell me anything,” said Win-
gate rather dr}'lly. “I'm sure you're
not the kind of fellow to tall tales,
‘fﬂ’hﬁrtan; but you can't ba too care-

Wharton flushed hotly.
“1 you think it's tale-bearing, I'd
better shut up and clear " he exelzimed.

Isnvassnasinint ernsanind s innassine bdnssnniie gl
| ]

This week's nuseful pocket wallet
has been carried off bﬁ Miss E.
M. Pessell, of 83, Bloomfield
Avenue, Bath, for the following

Greyfriars limerick:

Thera"s a Greyfriars master

named Prout,

Who is lely, conceltad and stout.
When he brings forth hia gun,
¥ou should sse the cha rumy,

For thﬁ' know It's not safe to be

out |

Who's the next clever girl—
or boy? There's plenty more
pocket wallets waiting to be won.
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“I don't think s¢o; I'm only warning
you to be careful,” said the Grayiriars
captain. “Don't E-e & touchy young ass,

But I cen't imegine what you have to
tell me outside what it's proper to

rr:?ﬂrb to me.”

"I hardly know how to tell you,”™
said Harry. “In the Brst place, there's
no proof of anything, Something was
heard hl{ gocident—"

“Look here, you're westing my time

and your own,” siid Wingate gruffly.
“ That sort of stuff i no goed.”

“It's about the S8t. Jim's maich on

Wednesday.”
. “What about that?” asked Wingate
in astoenishment, “ Nothing in & ericket
match to be so jolly mysterious sbout,
is there?"

“¥You've dropped a man from the
first eloven—a man who expocted to
pl%i; on Wednesday," siid Wharton.

‘ingate frowned.

“1 suppose you mesn Loder? That's
not o matter for fags to discuss in the
junigor studies, Wharton: and not a
matter for you to speak to me about.
Have you come here to make a young
azs of yoursslf?"

“There's going to be a trick played
on Wednesday—->""

A trick I repeated Wingate.

“Yes—a piece of rotten trickery, in
connection with the 5t, Jim's match,
We've found it out by sheer accident,
and we've talked it over, and I've
come here to give you tip,* said
Harry. “We can’t let it go on without
gaving a word.”

Wingate stared at him.

“You're talking utter rot,” he said
curtly. ® You haven't mentioned Loder's
nome, but you must be referring to
Loder.”

*Well, yes”

oo 'Ihep whatjﬂu say amounts to an
accusation against him.”

*1 suppose it does”

“Well, you can stop just at that
point,"” aaid the Qreyfriars captain,
*¥ou know you can't come to me with

‘Bixth

a story egainst another prefect of the
Form. 1 know you're on b
ferms with Loder, and I think wvery
likely bhe’s boen to blame in some ways,
sui Ifar a3 that goes. But this sort of

Wharton's face was crimson.

That's not how it stands, at all®
i!i_,E mtﬁ:.;rslptﬁdé ‘;I‘iﬁﬂﬂy in the mnﬁm{’"
tkes er; bu t's nothi
:inl;-i;h it." " o e to

1 fancy it has, though you may n
have rga.i?;ed 1k ’nursﬁ? 2 iid Wiﬂg&ﬂ
more kindly. “¥ou've heard soms gilly
talk and made a mountein out of a
m?'lai:u!L Isn't that it?*

t'Thut isn’t it at ﬂ&, "I‘mldhaund to
ut you on your gu said Harry.
FJA trick's going to be played, to mugk
up the mateh for :
- “That's rot!
muel up
gata,

ou
! l’Enw could any man
a cricket match?” snid Win-
te. “That's sheer nonsense.”

It's o trick to get you away from

the game—*

L1 RthiBh IH

“If yow'll listen to me—"
hhﬂ Finl& on,” said Wirigatfa, "i-::-u"va said

at you've no of what you'
going io tell mg.graa yowre

"Enﬂt_-;ﬂ £0,”
it comes to this; that vou've
heard Loder say something uanther
when he was in s ratty temper, and
you think he's got some sort of a dee
‘t‘itgreﬁ eme on.' Wingate laughed.
toung aam! Fellows say 2il sorts of
things without meaning a word of it.”
know,” said Harry, * but—""

“Ip point of fact, Wharton, you ought
not to have heard what Toder unﬁg,
whatever it was. I know you’re not an
eavq::;dmgpmg sori—but  all  the

TRy [ —
who h'eard him 1*

“It was not I
enapped Wharton.

“Oh!” said Wingate. “Then what
yow've got to tell me is only hearsay?
Home fellow’s told you what Loder said,
or what he fancies that Loder said?”

“It amounts to that" admitted
Wharton, “but in this ua.sté it’s true, on
the face of it."

“Let's see about that. I won't ask
gnu the name of the fellow in question;

ut is he the sért of fellow whose word
you can trust sbsolutely 7™

“No fear.”

“Well, you young ass,™ exclaimed
Wnéfnte, ‘youre told a tall story by
& fellow whose word you can’t trust,
a:lnd yor take it with all this seriousness.
Can't you gee you're an eas?”’

1 was -afraid you'd look at it like
that,” said Harry, “all the same, I had
to come to you, Wingate. If you'll let
me tell you how the matter stands, you
can judge for yourself.”

“Not a single word,” said the Grey-
friars captain. “You must be potty,
ink, to imagine that the captain of
the school will liston to the tattle of an
eavesdropper at second-hand.  This
isn’t like you, Wharton. I'm afraid
you've let your dislike of Lader carry
you away.”

Wharton stood silent,

He had more than half-expected the
Greyiriars captain to take that view of
the matter; indeed, it was hardly
sible for Wingate to take any other.
Yet to leave him in ignorance of the
disgruntled prefect’s scheme was im-
posalble.

“Look here, Wingate,” said the cap-
tain of the Remove at last, *I tell you
that my personal feelings towards Loder
have got nothing to do with it. I never
moant to mention his name at all, enly I
goa now it couldn't be aveoided. I only
want to put you on your guard.”

“1 know that—or I should tell you to
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bend over for coming here with & ailly
tale about o Bizth Form map. - Buat
you're making a young ass of 3nuraal£ﬁ
and the sooner you chuck it, the better.

from
fizod

tell you!” rapped out Win-
e rose ta his feet, his brows

“It'a a trick to get you awa{
the games on Wednesday., It's all
up alread -

L& Em

be}

itted. “ You tell me yourse
whole thing was told you hy some eaves-
dropping young razcal whose word you
can't trust. Yot you have the nerve to
repeat it to me. Do you think I can
listen to tale-bearing and baeck-bhiting
lika thiz—about a fellow prefect in my
own Form? 1 think you must be out of
your sonses, Leave mistudy g

Wharton compressed his lipo.

“Well, I've done all I can,” he said.
“T'm sorry if it's made you think badly
of mao, Wingatae, Vou'll know better
sfter Wednesday, though it will be too
late then."

"¥You voung ass! Cut off 1™

" YVary well I'?

Wharton left the study.

The Greviriars cepiain stared after
him, till the door closed. He was frown-
ing. The juniers had cause enough to
dislike the bully of the Bixth, he knew
that, He disliked Loder himself, and it
scemed to him that.an attermnpt had been
madsa to work on his dislike of Loder,
That thought was enﬂugh to make Win-
gate vory angry indeed. ]

But his faco cleared, and he smiled
faintly. He had no doubt that Loder,
in his annavance at being dropped out
of the team, had indu]ge in some wild

That sort of thing was not un-
common. Soms voung ass had heard
Loder blowing off steam, taken it seri-
cusly, and told Wharton, whose feud
with Loder made him take it more

P SR

If that the h

seriously still. That was how it looked
to Wingate, But there was a limit, and
Wharton ought not to have come to him
with such a story.

 However, as his eyes fell on the cricket
list again Wingate dismissed the matter
from his mind, and soon forgot it com-
pletaly.

Meoanwhile, Harry Wharton reiui:nml
is chums in the quadrangle with a
clonded brow., His interview with Win-
gate left him feeling very uncomfortable
and dissatisfied. othing had been
done, except to lower himself in the

opinion of the Bixth-Former he respected
and liked.

“ Hallo, halle, hallel How did it
go?” asked Bob Cherry.

*N.G. I grunted Wharton,

Bob Cherry whistled.

“Wingate thinks I've heard some
tattle ahout Loder, and gone to him to

repeat it,” said Wharton bitterly.
“That's the pleasant opinion 1've {eft

him with.”

“That's rather rotten,” said PBob.
“But he will know the facts after
Wednesday, after he's been s;;znﬂfed.
That will set you right, old chap.”

“Well, yes; omly it will be too late
to provent Wingate from being dished
over the 8t. Jim's mateh.” .

“The too-latefulness will be terrific,”
romarked Hurres Jamset Ram Singh.
“But .there are more waya of exter-
minating an esteemed <at than the
chokefulness with cream. We must put
our esteemed and idiotic heade together
and think of something else,”

“Blessed if T see what we can do,”
gaid Bob. “We can't let it go on, and
wo can’'t stop it. So there you are.”

“The thinkfulness of the proper
ceper,” said the nabob, * Let us set our
excellent and ridiculous brainfulness to

work, and the result will be the dishful-
nesg of the honoured and disgpusting
Loder.”

. Wharton gave s grunt. He was feel-
ing sore, and inclined for the moment,
at least, to wash his hands of the
matter, But that mood passed, and the
Famoua Five conotinued to give the
matter their distinguished consideration,
and it was Hurree Jamset Bam Singh,
the astute Nabob of Bhanipur, who
finelly hit on a solution of the problem.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Inky Does If 1

bioy QAY, ;ilnu fallows.”
I “0h, hook it, Bunter!”™

“1 haven't come to tea, you

men,” said Bunter, insinuating
himaelf into Study No. 1 as he spoke.
“In fact, I'd forgoiten it was tea-time.
I'm not always thinking about meals,

like some fellows 1 could name, 8till,
a3 you're having tea——"

“ Buzz off I”

“Waiting for somebody?" asked

Bunter, observing that the tea-table wes
Fr-‘:pa_req in 3tudy No. 1, but that the
our juniors in the study had not com-
menced operations,

T YEE‘, m‘u

“Waiting for me, old chap?™ asked
Bunter sffectionstely.

“We're waiting for Inky. Buzz off,

g &

vou fat By 1Y

“1 shouldn’t wait,” said Bunter.
think Inky isn't coming. In fact, I saw
him gé¢ out on his bike. I'll tell yon
what, you fellows. I'll have tea with
vou instead of Inky, Mutual bemnefit,
you know.'"”

“Blessed if I see where the mutual
benefit comes in,” said Bob,
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The Most Amazing Detective Story of the East yet Written!

“The Secret Of The White Thug!”
Solved by SEXTON BLAKE

What was behind the strangling of a British
Secret Service man in a London hot8 bed-
room? Sexton Blake, the world’s most famous
detective, tackles the problem and linds himself
opposed to the Thugs of India—the vast sinister
organisation that strangles its victims. How he
penefrates their secret stronghold in disguise,
and staking all, becomes a Thug himself, is
vividly fold in No. 189 of The Sexton Blake
Library, *“The Secret of the White Thug "’ a long
booklength story ol thrills that costs but 4d.!

Ask for No. 189 of the

SEXTON BLAKE Library

You will enjoy these other volumes just published in this Library :
190. THE BALLOT BOX MYSTERY
191. THE GREAT “TOTE” FRAUD
192. THE MYSTERY of MEELYN MANSIONS

Ash for them by Number and Title
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“Well, I get the tea, and you get some

company,” explained Bunter,

“0Oh, my hat!”

1 suppose you'd rather have me to

an Inky
tea th nky " ;

- Eﬂmething; wrong with your sup-
poser, , then,” said Nugent. “We
wouldn'c."” .

# Ok, really, Nugent! That isu't the
way to talk to an old pal,” said Bunter.
“ O course, I know you're only Elc-ill:mg‘
He, he, he!” Bunter drew a chair to
the table. " As you'ro so pressing, you
follows, T'll stay to tea. though I really
half-promised Mauleverer, and Smithy
willil?:a rather disappointed il I don't
give him a look in. Stll, [friendship
gomes first. Pasa that cake, will you "
hﬂ";‘fﬁ'm waiting for Hurree Singh, fat-

8.

¥ ghouldn’t wait,” said Bunter, shak-
jng hiz head. *Inky’s gonec to Eee
Quclohy, and you know Quelch—when

he once begins to jaw, he never leaves
off till his chin aches.” -

“ Has he pone to sez Quelchy on his
bike " askeg Johnny Bull sarcastically.

“Eht [ mean—"

"IE know what vou mean. Let that
¢ake slone!”

“(0Oh, really, Bull! I say, you fellows,
1 really came hera to toll you about
Loder,” said Bunter, “Carne's had a
Jetter with the Manchester postmark on
jt. I saw it in the rack.” .

“ Blow Carne and his letters, ~

“Well, you know what that letter's
about,” said Bunter, with a fat grin.
“J saw Loder and Carne repding 1% to-

ther, and they were grinning like

enaz. They've fairly got Wingate on
toast. T must say it serves him right,
too. He kicked me yesterday; making
put that I was listening at a door, you
know, when I had only stooped to bic
my shoe-lace.” .
EI hope he kicked you hard, zaid
rton.
W]F?S-aast-t I wasn’t liste'gin , you ﬁmﬁw.
uelehy's door by sheer chance,
ing‘;aﬁfdv?&mdergd what the Head had
gone to his study for. And what do
you think I heard?” added Bunter in
deep disgust. *They wore talking about
gome old idiot called Aschylus or some.
ing. I thnuﬁht the Head waa swear-
m "%“':Il ﬁtﬁtﬁ:‘;

“ ¥y ha-a-

«Bat it was only some Greek word.,
Thank goodness we don’t have Aschylus
in the Remove. Lot of rot, you know,
gaid Bunter, *and that was all I heard,
and thon that beast Wingate came along
the passage and kicked me, making out
that T was listening, you know. Just the
gort of nasty suspicious thing he would
think of.,” .

The juniora chuckled. Really, it was
hard lines on the Peeping Tom of Urey-
friars to be rewarded for his keyhole
work by nothing better than a discussion
on a Greek poct, and to be kicked for
it into the bargain. .

“Rlessed if 1| can see anything to
enckla at,” said Bunter. *These Sixth-
Form men think they can insult a
Remove man just as they like. I'd have
told Wingate what I thought of him,
only—only it was bencath me. I say,

ou follows, I wouldn’t wait any longer

or Inky. What's the pood of waiting
for a blinking nigger?” T
“My Eﬂtﬁ&t‘ﬂ.}fd du.t Duntor——="' said a
t yoice in the doorway. :
l!M:hllrii'-i.a,:'.'c.nau' blinked round through his big
spectacles as the Nabob of Bhanipur
same in. .

“ 0h, I—I wasn't calling you a nigger,
Inky! Jeolly glad to see you, old chap!
My dear fellow, I don’t mind sitting
down to table with a darkey, I assure

,ﬂHII"ha osteemned darkey 1s rather mora
Taex Macwer Lisrasy.—Neo. L11L

~ Cherry blankly.

rticular, my estcemed and idiotic

unter,”

““Oh, really, Inky—"

“Kick him out "’ said Bob Cherry.

William George Bunter was gently
but Grmly deposited in the passage, and
the door closed on him. Then Hurres
Jamset Ram Singh produced a folded

paper from his pocket. :
My esteomed chums, 1 kave think-

Eullg reflected on  the preposterous

probleny,” he said, “and I opine that

I have arrived at a eatisfactory and
ridiculous solution. Look at that !

The chums of the Remove looked at
the paper the nabob laid on the table.
They stared at it, The document was
drawn up in the remarkable Inglish
that Hurree Singh had learned from the
wisest and most learned moonshee at
Bhanipur in his tender youth, and which
he had never been able to unlearn at
Greyfriars, IE ran:

Honourable and Esteemed Win-
gate,~0On Wednesday a ridiculous tele-
gram will arrivefully reach you, stating
that your  never-sufficiently-to-be
rospected paternal parent has experi-
coced the disastrons eclipse of an acci-
dental meotor. To-day, being solely
Friday, it will be apparent to jour
luminous and lofty intelleet that this
fore-knowledge of the spurious com-
munication demonstrates that it will be
only, a fake, a snare, and a delusion,
As you will have the comprehension
that 1f your ridiculous father was going
to be accidentally mnotored on Wednes
day, next week, the writer hereof could
not possibly know about it to-day, not
being of the prophetic nature. And so
you will surmise that the disgusting
tclegram from ancient and respectable
city of Chester is merefully a trick to
absent you from cricket match. As the
English proverb observes with sapient
wisdom, fore-armed 13 fore-legged,
this ridiculous letter will place you on
your absurd guard.”

“My only summer bonnet !"* said Bob
“If Wingate gets that
it will make him git up and take notice,
I sl;ll-'.'buld think. It might give him a
ﬁtl"

“Ha, ha, hal”

“My esteemed chums, I have drawn
up that communication with great eare,’
said the nabob. “That iz why T am
lateful for excellent tea. The big idea
is not to give this letter to Wingate
now, when he would probably put it
on the fire and Eerlmpsfully lick the
estepmed writer thereof.”

“What's the idea, then?" asked
Wharton. _ )
Tha nabob smiled the smile of

superior wisdom. .

‘The esteemed letter will be sealed
in an absurd envelope,” he cxplained,
“and the honcured Wingate will he
requested to take charge of it and lock
it in his desk.” _

“What on enrth good will that do?'
asked Nugent. )

“Tots, my excellent Franky. On Wed.
nesday the ridiculous telegram will
arrive for Wingato——"

“ And then the fat will be in the
fire,” said Bob. :

“Not if Wingate haa had this letter
in his absurd hands for scveral days,
my worthy Bob. As soon as ho reccive
fully gets the telegram from Choestor
wo ask him to open this letter and read
s

“Oh!** exclaimed Wharton, “I seol”

“The excellant Wingate will then
learn that the telegramm was known
about in advance, and thereforo that
it is a delusion and a snarc, and he will
not bo c;aught trapfully,” explained
Hurres Singh.

"My hat!” exclaimed Bob. :

The juniors looked ot oné another.
Hurree Jemset Bam Bingh had un.
doubtedly hit on & solution of the difi-
cult problem. Wingate could hordly
believe that the telegram, on Wednes-
day, was genuine if he hed written

roof in his hands that the Eemove
ellows had known about it on the
Friday of ithe previous week..

“Inky, old black bean, you've worked
tha jolly old oracle,” exclaimed Bob.
"If we can get old Wingate to keep this
in hand till Wednesday—"

“And open it after the telegram’s
come,”’ chuckled Johnny Bull, "1t will
let Loder down with a bump.”

Harry Wharton nodded.

“That does it!"” he snid. * Wingate
can't be taken in by a spoof wire on
Wednesday about a motor accident to
his father with this in hand. If works
the oracle., Porhaps we'd better write it
out again—make & rather—hem!—
shorter letter of it .

“ Perhaps we had,” chuckled Bob.

*But whyfully, my esteemed chums "’
asked the nabob repronchfully. I have
expended meticulous and terrific care
upon this absurd epistle, and in my
humble opinion the result is truly pre-
posterous.’”

“"Ha, ha, ha " roared Bob Cherry.
“The preposterousness is terrific, old
scout. Dut the idea is to put it in
English not learnod at Bhanipur.”

“VWhat is the matterfulnes® with the
letter in its present absurd and excellent
state ?”  demanded Hurree Singh
warmly. *“‘As honourable and idiotic
Shakespeare remarks, it is superfuous
to gild refined pgold and paint the
absurd lily."

“Ha, ha, ha !

“ After all, it’s all right,” said Whar-
ton, 1augrhinﬁ+ “It's Inky's whoeze, and
he has a right to put it in his own jolly
old language. ‘Wingate will be able to
sort out what it means, Leb it nip !’

And, with many chuckles, that was
decided upon, and the letter was sealed
up in an envelope, with a good allow-
ance of sealing-wax, and then the
Famous Five sat deown checriully to
iea.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Mpysterious Letter!

r HAT the thump—"
. Tho captain of Grey-
frinrs uttered thet cjacula-
tLomn. . _

Wingate of the Bixth was at tea in
his study, and several men of the first
eleven were with him—Gwynne, quth,
Lawrence, ond Blundell of the Fifth,
Tea, in fact, was over, but the great
men wers sitting and discussing the
matter which, at that pariimular time,
transcended all others in importance—
the fixture with the first eleven of Bt
Jim's. :

A tap at the door interrupted, and the
door opencd to revear the emiling, dusky
face of Hurree Jamsot Ram Singh

The MNabob of Bhanipur walked
chieerily inte the study, and after him
came  four other members of the
Bemove—Wharton, Boebh Cherry,
MNugent, and Johnny Bull,  Wingate
and his friends stared at the invasion,
and the captain of Greyfriars inquired,
not *oo  politely, what the thump it
mecant. .

“ Psteemed Wingate,” said the nabob
gondly, “tho regretfulness to interrupt
absurd and long-winded jaw is terrilic.
Iut the begfulness of the favour is the
cauze of this idiotic visit.”

Wingate grinned ]

“You might have chosen another time
for your idiotic visit, you young £s5,” he
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* He, he, he ! ™ cackled Bunter. * You should have seen him ! Loder’s ugly enough !
at the best of times—but with that mixture on hls face he looked & piciure—a real
re. 1say, Fry, what are you staring at ? ** Fry was staring at the face of Gerald

der, who had suddenly appeared in the doorway at that moment, {See Chapter 12.)

eaid. “But cut ahead, and get it over.
Sharp i

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh produced a
sealed envelope from his pocket, and
laid it on the table.

The scniors stared at it.

“What on earth’s that?"
W'ine;&tﬂ.

“Tho estecmed envelope confains a
preposterous letter of the greatest and
most absurd value,” explained Hurreo
Singh, “May we beg the great and
Indierons Wingate to take charge of this
important document for a few days, as
the loscfulness of the same would be an
absurd disaster.”

“Oh,” said Wingate, I see! If
there's anything valuahle in the letter,
I'll lock 1t up in my desk for you, if
that's what you moean.”

“That iz the precise meanfulness of
my idiotic remarks," answered Hurrea
Jams=et Ram Singh amisbly. “If the
absurd Wingate would be so beneficent
as to lock up this letter in his esteemed
desk, all would be gardeniully lovely.”

“1 don’t mind, you young duffer,”
said Wingate, laughing. “¥You ecan
leave it with me, Have all these young
gssea come \with you to sce it safe®”

“ Just that, Wingate,” s=aid Bob
Cherry., “That's really a very im-

orbant letter, and if it gets lost, the
at will bo in the firve.”

“Awinlly important, Wingate ! said
Hovry Wharton, *“If you woulde’t
mind taking care of it for a few days,
wa—"

“I don't mind in the least.
{here, and ent”

“The apologise is terrific!” murmured
the nabob., “But if the worthy and
vidieulous Wingate would lock it up

asked

Leave it

]
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with immediate promptfulness, it would
reliove my idiotic and preposterous
mind.”

Wingate grunted. _

“(Oh, all right ! he said impatiently.

And the Greyiriars captain rose to his
fect, unlocked his desk, put the letter
inside, and locked the desk again.

“Thera! Is that all right?"” he
demanded.

“The rightiulness is terrifie !”

“Meany thanks, Wingate !”

“MNever mind the thanks—eut!” sald
Wingate, and the Famous Five cub. A
smoile passed round the cirele of seniors—
the tolerant smile of great mdn for the
vagarics of lesser mortals, Then the
gricket disenszion was resumed, and they
forgot the existence of the Remove.
Certainly it did not oceur to any of
them that the letter locked in Wingate's
desk had anything to do with the fix-
ture they were discussing.

Harry Wharton & Co. walked away,
quite satisfied in their minds. They
had, as Bob Cherry expressed 1t, put a
spoke in Loder's wheel,

Loder's plot was going on—and tho
cad of the Bixth had no doubi that it
was going on successfully., Not fill the
scheme had been earried out to the end;
not till the false telegram had been de-
livared at Greyiriars, and it was too
late for the plotting prefect to turn to
some aother deviee, would he learn
diferently. Then would come the de-
feat of his scheme. That letter, locked
up in Wingate's desk in the presence of
witnesses, not to be produced until after
the arrival of the telegiam from Chester,
could not fail to “work the oracle.”

“ Gentlemen, chaps, and fellows,” said
Bob Cherry. “I think we've handled
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il g
t'hi; giddy problem remarkably well
and-—-"

“Hear, hoar !” ’

7 don't know whether it's considered
one of the regular dutics of the Lower
Fourth to look after the captain of the
school—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“But we're the men to do it. Inno-
cent  old ducks like Wingate require
lnoking after, and it’s lucky for him he's
got pals in the Bemove,”

“Tha luckfulness is terrific I

“And on Wednesday margling*,” cOn-
tinued Bob, “Loder's face will be worth
watching, when the jolly old scheme
doesn't come off.”

“Tt willI” chuckled Nugent.

“That's where wa come 1n,” said Bob.
“We'll be on hand te watch Loder's
face. I'm sure we shell enjoy the view.”

Loder of the Sixth came across the
quad, and hs gave the chums of the
Remove a sour stare as he passed,

“What's all that cackling about 1™ be
snapped.

“You, old bean,” said Bob,

“\What "

“Your face, you know. It hasz that
gffect on people.”

And the chums of the Remove hastily,
and prudently, retired from the spot
before Toder of the SBixth had time to
get into action.

TOE END.

(Whatever you do, chums, don't niids
the grand seguel to this story, enlitled :
“PREFECTS AT WAR! which will
appear in nert week's bumper issue of
the Maawer. Make ¢ point of ordering
your copy earlyl)

Tre Macwer Liegary.—No. 111l



REARING. FULL-O-THRILLS STORY OF THE DIRT TRACHK!

A Startling Surprise !

EHIND him Jimmy Beresford

B heard Carpenter come down in a

helterzkelter emash, his speed-

iron epinning on ita side with
whirling wheels,

Jimmy dashed on, and the checked
flag fell for him. Meanwhile, attend-
ants were running to the :pot where
Carponter still lay, and it was dis-
covered that he had injured his ankle
too eeriously to ride again that day.

“It was to be the best of three,
Jimmy,” said Ron Connelly, in the pits
later; “but you beat him fairly and
squarely tha once, and L'd back you to
ligh him three times out of  three.
Jimmy, old son, Rossiter iz goieg to
mest Es-s match at last—ons day——"

From the Elsenbmn Park Speedway
Hon and Jimmy took a tram to their
“digs*” and had a meal. At the
“digs” Ron found a letier awaiting
him, and as he read it over his face
paled

“Jimmy, you know Tom,
brother out 1n Canada,” lLie
satd, “Well, he's been n
pretty bad health for soma
time, but he's been makin
lighi of things, Now he sud-
denly lets out that he's got to

my

daring performers.

The Beresford Works were situated
goma little distanca from the "“digs™
and from the road they mere marke
by a numboer of great stacks that
towered above a lofty wall. There was
a double gate in the wall, with a
watechman's box beside it.

Jiramy kuoew the watchman, and
greoted the old fellow cheerfully as he

and Ron passed through inte a spacious
vard.

The Silver Helmet is one of the biggest
prizes the dirt track has to offer to its
But if nerve, utter

The Test!
ROM the shed Otte, Jimmy's

E his way towords
the manager's office, and
boldly entered. Seeing  this,
Jimmy and n loocked at each other
in utter bewilderment. 2
“1 thought—I1 thought,” said Ron,
“that Otto was barred from the Beree-
ford Works. Didn't BRobertson take it
upon himself to sack him?™
“Neg, he did,” Jimmy an-
swered, “meaning to tell dad
later—when he was fit to hear
thoe truth. Come on, Rom,
we'll seqe what this precious
cousin of mine is deing here.™

cousin, made

gﬂdmtu- a nurﬂing;lrmm* tl:c]r fearlessness and the will to win can 'II:ihq t.wi;:l 'i_:illng’_ﬁt-ﬂl'ﬂfllli‘l‘*
under a&n operation, an . . ried in the direction of the
then he's going down south DAE that, Silver Helmet, then Jimmy  finagers ofice, and, knock.
for six months. The whole lot Beresford’s head is the right size to fit it! ing on the door, erossed the
will cost & couple of hundred threshold. Suddenly they
at least. By gum, Junmy, halted, for as they perceived

I'll be able to let him have two hundrad
if the invention's O.K.—and he'll need
it. for he hasn't that amount of money
bimself."

“He's got to have this operation,
Ron 1 Jimmy inguired.

The other youngster nodded.

“ot to,” he said a little hoarsely.
“He's made light of niz illness up till
now; but in_ this letter he tells me it's
a malter of life and death with him."

“Don't yvou worry, Bon,” Jimmy said
reassuringly, “Your invention's the
goods ull right.”

Yet 1t was fwo somewhat seriously-
inclined youngstors who made their way
towards the Beresford Company's
Worls in the dusk.

Tee Magwer Lisearr.—No, 1,111,

At the other side of the yard were a
number of factory and office buildings,
with varicus extensions and sheds. The
manager's quarters were immediately
opposite the yaun%'sterm and thero was
a dight in one of thé windows. Ron
and Jimmy began to walk towards this
office at a rapid pace, but they were
still twenty or thirty paces from it when
Jimm gave an exclamation and
caught his chum's arm.

“"Look, Ron,” he ericd in a half-
whisper, “just ahead of us! Do you
recognise him

A stealthy fgure had shpped out of a
shed to the left of the manager's office,
and on the instant Jimmy recognised
that fipure.

“Ottel” he breathed.

the occupants of the room they knew
why Otto had been allowed by Robert-
son to remain on the premises.

One of the occupants was Robertson,
tha manager himself. Another, of
course, was Obto, And the third was
Gordon Beresford, s muffled figure
hunched in a swivel-chair.

Jimmy immoediately realised thak
Robertson had been compelled to accept
Otto's presenco because of the old man,
whoe was etill far from well. He
realised something else; he realised
that, for the very same ma.s.ﬂn,_hﬁ musk
sny nothing of Otte’s mysterious be-
haviour.

“Hallo, dad! was all that Jimmy
Enuii.’i say. "I didn't expect to zee you

are I
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“Thought I'd come along to sea the
test,” hiz father answered. “‘I'm inter-
ested in this new invention of Con-
nolly’s, and I felt well enough to come
up from Woestleigh, T'Il probably go
back there to-morrow.”

Robertson rose-to his feet.

“Well,” he remarked,
wa'd better make our WB-T
E‘Eﬁ'ﬁtﬂﬂf all, though, we’'l

1ke,

He rang o bell on his desk, and two
mechanics, who were there for the
special purpose of handling the machine,
eame in answer to his summons. They
were told to take the bike to the test-
track,

Beresford Motors was & firm
thoroughly up to date in many respects,
and, in imitation of a famous Italian
company, they had built a speedway on
the roof of their main building. A lift
took Jimmy and his compenions to this
speedway, which had a parapet on its
outer rim, and was banked on the
bends.

The works, of course, were at a stand-
still, the emplovees having finished for
the day. The hour set for the test was
perbaps unusnal, but it had been the
ane most suitable for Robertson and for
Ron as well, Ron heing fairly tied by
his duties as a mechanic at the dirt-
track and at Glendale Richards. As
for the darkness, this was not a draw-
back, for the private speedway was
pircled by lights that threw their radius
1mward.

Jimmy climbed into the saddle of the
bike, and noticed that his father
watched him with a lowering expres-
sion—mindful of the high words they
had @0 often had concerning the
voungster's craze for motor-cyclea.

It had been arranged that Jimmy was
to moke a preliminary eirenit of the
track, and, on approaching the group
of onlookers, was fo give the machine
full-throttle and cover four laps as

“1 ¥upposs
to the roof.
gend up the

hard a3 he could go. A standard
Beresford machine had made it in
eighty seconds *“dead™ A Volson

could probably do it in seventy-seven or
seventy-eight. It was hoped that
Robertson, with & stop-wateh in hiz
hand, would announce a speed greater
than either the stand®d BReresford or
the Volson,

Jimmy was pushed off, and began to
circle the track, switching open the
throttle tentatively as he did so. The
engine sounded healthy encugh, bhe
fancied, but he did not really %nma it
until he swung round the second bend
and came in sight of the group of spee-
tators.

The engine roared and the machine
seemed to surlp;e forward. He passed the
little group hke a flash, and, exulting
in the way she was answering to the
acceleration, the youngster opened the
throttle to the limit.

The enginenote remained the same.
The speed of the bike did not increase.

Jimmny was puzzled, He was travel-
ling by no means slowly, but at the same
time, he knew that hiz own Beresford
rould move faster. He was more con-
scious of the fact on the bends, for it
wag here that he specially noticed the
shortcoming,

He did all he knew to force pace out
of the machine, for Ron's =ake., But
it was useless, for the new engine would
not have it, and when he completed
the four laps he saw that the faces of
his father and Robertson were somewhat
grim, while Ron’s was distinetly down-
cast, Otto, standing in the background,
looked slightly supercilious, and slightly
—ever sa slightly—triumphant,

“Eighty-four seconds!"” said Robert-
son,

0ld (fordon Beresford was supporting
himsclf with a couple of sticks, and
although the test had proved a f[ailure
he was & trifle Bushed, as if with excite-
ment. Jimmy noticed this as he wheeled
the bike back towards the group, but
at that moment ho did not take much
account of it.

“Maybe 1 don't ride 20 well as you
could wish,” he murmured, trying to be
loval to Ron by making excuses,

“Ride!” It was his father's voice,
and Jimmy was startled by the
tremulous note in k. “I never saw
anvbody ride like it in my life! If the
machine had had it in her you'd have
beaten all records with her—"

Then Gordon DBeresford stopped
sheepishly as he saw Jimmy's knowing
grin and realised that he was betraying
the faet that he had been almost carried
awey. When he spoke again he had
changed his tune. : :

“I'm not sure that I agree with him,"”’
he said groffly, “but Robertson thinks
that a bike sells itself on itz speed these
days, and not on the gquality of work-
manship that's put into it, or on iis
small  petrol consumption, or on its
durability, Ag far as all these latter
points are concerned, Connolly, your
engine is the equal of the present Beres-
ford model, But, accepting Robertson's
word that it iz speed we should aim at,
I"'m afraid the invention is a foilure”

“¥es, sir; I'm thinking it is,”" Hon
anawered.

He was thinking of hiz brother out
in Canada, and the money he neceded
g0 deeperately.

Teaving the two mechanics to see to
the bike, the five returned to the ground
floor wia the hft—Jimmy, his iather,
Ron, Robertzon, and Otto, Walking out
into the works yerd, Robertson con.
trived to heng behind with Fimmy.

"{Otto wandered in, a8 bold as brass,”
he zaid, in an undertone. It seems
ho knew {:}ur father was coming here.
What could I say? X had to keep my
mouth closed, and Otto knew it.  But
what was his 1dea in coming here, any-
how 1

Befora he could make any reply
Jimmy saw the two mechanics amerﬁe
from the main building and wheel the
bike across the yard. They entered a
shed with it—a shed somewhat ta the
left of the manager's office.

Jimmy stopped dead.

“Js that where you housed the
machine ¥ ha demanded of Robertson,
and, as the latter nodded: “Then I
know why it wouldn't cover those four
laps in lesa than eighty-four.”’

e e el ol i i~ A i

INTRODUCTION,

Jinvmy Beresford, a cheery, athlelie youngsler,
in the som of Gorden Rerciford, the head of
Beresford Motors, who are working of the plans
of 4 new inolor-cycle engine dnvenled by Ron
Connelly, Jimmy's pal.  Mainly owing fo an
etteounler with lag cousin Olp, Jimmy iz lold by
fiis ﬁ?m ﬂﬂgr mﬂf fe thfi }*‘:’h‘fﬁf ﬁmﬁ E'J}Jtah L
position in toares or fend Jor Mimsell, Jintmy
decides to do the latter, and, helped by Ron's expert
mechanion! knowledre, rapidly makes d name for
fiimself af the Eleenham Park Speedipay. The
youngsier goon rendizes that by fair meany or foul
the seoundrelly Ofto {2 determined fo inherit
Baresford Motors., An attempt on Jimany's Iife
ordy just fails, and shortly afterioards his futher
wrlely E;'i rgmmn;ﬁﬂ I}mg u-:;ﬁ ﬂsrj:&:—.r.:ﬂ -::‘Hu%u, ﬂ} L:'H -
UL TN agends o ati Maofors, Reresfords'
HIBCPIE rivels, woith swhom Offe {8 {n league,
Jimmy and Fon diseover, Rowever T,
Deresford has been faken to the lonely house of
Hernard Volzon, near the eputh const towen of
Westleigh, and the two ehime susseed in regening
fitm.  After a long successton of viclories on e
dirt-trick, Jinimy Beresford finds himeell faced
with the hardest race of his cdresr—a -aes
agninet @ erack rider named Jem Caorpender,
Haif-way round the last dend Carpenter's mackine
mcﬁ mfl.iﬂ..l" Mﬂtr;;L Qﬁ%ﬂtﬂu% Ji‘.mm}
e £r hiz spead-iron tount e} edgs o,
the bend and misses gi?.:mm by @ hair's-breadih.

(Now read on.)

Bo saying, Jimmy Beresford hurried
forward and overtook his father and
the others,

“Dad,” he said, "1 want you to have
Ron's engine tuned up and give it
another trial.”

ﬂI[E. Gordon Beresford paused.

“(iva it another trial?” he echoed,
“What for?”

Jimmy shot & glancs at Otto, and then
looked at his father again,

“Well,” he declared, “you know how
the Volson poopla tried to get hold of
the invention. It's my idea that the
engine may have been tampered with,”

“ Nonsense I"' (lordon Beresford re-
torted. “HRobertson tells me that a
special man was working on it up to
half an hour ago, seeing that it was
in order.”"

. But it may have been tampered with
since then,”

immy proteated,

The old man wo%ed at the idea,

["How could anyone have tamp
with it?” he asked. “No ono has been
here but  ourselves and the two
mechanics, who sre fellows to be
trusted, believe me. Another trial? I
should think not! Connolly’s invention
has had a fair test, and this firm's time
is Tt?lﬂ precious to weste.”

e group broke up at the gatews
Gordon Beresford shaking !mEda m’fl;
Ron and giving him a kindly word of
sympathy and regret. Then the old man
turned to Jimmy,

“Well, boy,” he said, in the gruff
way he with him, “when will we be
seelng each other again "

Jimmy. thﬂ-ught of the hint of excite-
ment that had crept into his father's
manner during the try-out on the com-

ny's speedway. Gripping him by the
'ﬂ;‘}% he answered, with %! griin: "

Ou can see me on Monday night
dad. Il be riding for the Silrer
Helmet, at Elsenhams Park. Stay in
zcirwn Jover the week-end and come

ong.

Gordon Beresford stuck out his jaw,

“I—come fo e dirttrack meeling?”
he growled, *I wouldn't walk a vard

to see one I

I and the “fans™ wera vellin

) themselves hoarse as & guartet o
riders hurtled round the track under the
brilliant glare of the arc-lamps, Exeite-
ment was rife, for in to-night’s meeting
several of the big men were riding.
Among the latter was Tornado Rossiter,
mystery man, and recognised champion
of the tracks; and though his popularity
was hardly at a premium, he was cer-
tain to provide his share of the thrills if
preszed hard encugh,

The event in progresa having come tfo
an ond, the next item on the programme
was a match-race between Tornado
Rossiter and & vider from France—Louis
Boucheron.

Boucheron had already won a formid-
able reputation during a brief stay in
Britain, and rode in the neck-or-nothing
st¥le &5 common to most of his country-
men. It was pencrally admitted among
the fans to-might that he was not in
Hossiter's class when the latter was in
form, but it was hoaped that he would
h}'ﬁgt the champion by sheor recklesa
riding,

Boucheron did his best, and it was a
best that drew roars of applause and
enthusiosm from the spectators.  But
Rossiter rode magnificently—az daringly
as the Frenchman, and more shilfully—
and he finished with 2 six-lengths’ lead.

The announcer pave out the time as
geventy-six seconds—a record for the

Tue Maoxer Lisrary.—No. 1,111,

The Silver Helmet !

HE Elsenham Park Stadivm was
ag crowded as ever it had been,



2 YOU'VE INTRODUCED JIMMY BERESFORD TO YOUR CHUMS, HAVEN'T YOU?

keack—and then he passed on to the
particulars of the next event.

“Heat one of the Silver Helmet,” he
satd. “The riders—Jack Hunter er
Dugan, Mark Selwick, Colin Halloran—
.!ltnf Jimmy Beresford."
 The cheer that went up as ho uttered
the last name was one that rose from
svery quarter of the Stadium, for in his
meteoric career, in his smiling, reckless
advanoo from trinmph to triumph,
gmmg Jimmy had won the hearts of the

ans.

His army of admirerz was still in-
creasing, too—with every appearance
that he made—and it was beginning to
be said propbetically that Rossiter would
diave to look to his lsurels, as a certain
youngster was shaping into & prospective
challenger. o

Thus Jimmy wheeled his bike across
the ramp with a face that was fushed
}tttiﬁar the aviation mask that concealed

_He was placed in the middle of the
line, with Hunter and Duﬁan on the
right of him, Belwick and Halloran on
the left, and in the moment or two of
waiting before the attendants hed
them off he reflected that he would have
to T: all out again to lify for the
final.. Hunter and Halloran were the
men he had to fear, and both of them
roda Volsons.

As he looked at the bikes of his two
most ﬂg-nﬁ:prﬂua rivals Jimmy could not
help thinking of the hopes that Ron had
entertained over his invention. Those
hopes had beeo shattered in the test—
through the treachery of Otto, Jimmy
was convinced—and a further attempt
10 socure o re-run had met with s
Eﬁ;ram;}tu-rj' refusal on the part of

rdon Beresford.

Ron was not present at the track, for
E ']éﬂ;‘ildéhad dtn wnék ]aéa at Glapdha.lg
chards, a despondent figure, weighe
down by the trouble that his brother

was gning through:

Jimmy's mind was diverted from Run
st the attendants pushed the riders
away. The “apouts' blazed deop-
throatedly, and the crowds in the stands
bagan to fidget and hunch forward in

ﬂmnﬁﬂn. .

fiva competitors made the pre-
liminery circuit and switched round the
throttle-grips as they came out of the
second -ﬂnd inte the front straight.
The speed-irons stormed forward with
thunderous racket, deafening the

spectators, but Selwick, in his eagerness,

tarned up the wick™ too much and

forged shead a3 the startipg-line was

re .

starter signalled a fault, and the
rig}r: wers “ flagged.,” They slackened
up and e the circuit comfortably
.ngm.nt accelerating when they swung
back into the front straight.

At tha second attempt they passed the
starter in an immaculate line.

The five of them dashed for the first
corpner, buklk Hunter, Henlloran, and
Dugan moved in front. Theso three

t dead level, and a lenpth or se
ind them Jimmy rode abreast of
Belwick.

Inte the bend rushed the trio in the
lend, and Helloran, high up towards the
outer edge, raked the spectators beyond

safety fonce with the cinder spray
from hiz back wheel. Meanwhile, on the

inside position, Hunter was serabblin
round E the white line, Dugan chal-
lenging him with a long slide,

Jimmy and Selwick swept into the
ourve and shut off, to thumb the cut-out
buttons and juggle with the handlebars,
The grit spurted from under Beresford’s
rear . wheel, and Jimmy theard it

rattling on Serwicx's petrol tank as the
other bike skidded alongside him. But
only for an instant did Jimmy bhear it,
for when he slashed out of the bend
Belwick was a length behind him.

In front Jimmy saw the crouching
figures of the other three riders. Hallo-
ran was on the outside, but had gained
n slight lead of the other two his
tear-away eoffort on the first nd.
Hunter ran him a close second, with the
advantage of the inmer position, and
Dugan was close on the tail of Hunter's
machine.

Jimmy “slammed in" with the
throttle, and stormed after Dugan. He
was still & length behind him when the
second bend was reached, but he hurtled
into the bend. at fearscme speed, and
pluugﬁybd round it with his back whesl
threshing sidewise.

Ho was level with Dugan when they
came on to the front straight for the
second lap. But Hunter and Halloran
had increased eir advantage by
another length, and they were a clear
ten yards 1n front of Jimmy and his
cival when the first bend loomed close
aghin.

18 two leaders tore into the corner,
and Jimmy and Dugan followed them,
Dugan made a:tremendous bid to out-
strip the youngster on the Beresford, but
he overresched himself, and, with his
machine outof control, .he bumped: firat
on to the turf, and _i:i:en_ back to the
track, full into Jimmy'e path,

Jimmy saw him falling in front of
him, he just had time to swing out-
ward, uding hia body to swerve his
speed-iron round the toppling ridér. A
matter of inches, a matter of a split
second, and he would have been
involved. ;

It was unfortunate for Belwick that
Dugan’s bike, in coming down, spun
out into the middle of the track—even as
Selwick was scorching round in a
gallant attempt to regeain lost ground.

Selwick was not the rider that Jimmy
was. Neither had he Jimmy's presence
of mind to act with lightning prompti-
twde. His front wheel crashed into the
wreck of Dugan’s machine, and, with a
jarring impact, his back wheel was
thrown upward, so that Selwick was
fAung out of the saddle. :

The two bikes and their riderz had

been carried off the track when the .

remaining three came round on the
third lap. Jimmy was still bringing
up the rear, but with the curve in gsight
he held himself in readiness for a dare-
all effort.

At top speed he rushed the corner,
and the exhaust-spouts belched flame as
the “cutout” came into action once
moté. The tail of the Beresford wrench-
ing sideways again, the handlebars
twisted hard round against the wskid,
and Jimmy’'s toe-plite tearing through
the cinders, the back-straight was
reached in breathlass fashion.

The ecrowd cheered Jimmy, and his
army of special admirers roared them-
gselves hoarse for him. For he had
come on to the siraight only half a
length behind Halloran, who had now
lost first place to Hunter.

Hunter, however, was leading by no
more than a length, end the spectators
knaw that a tht—m%‘ finish was in atore.
Every member of that huge crowd was
on_its feet and yelling.

Jimmy lost ground slightly on the
bacle-straight, through the Vaolsons'
superior acceleration, but with his teeth
gritted and his handa clenched vice-like
on the rubber grips, he hurled his
speed-iron into the second bend; and he

hit the fromt stretch for the last lap

with Halloran no more than half a
length ahead of him again.

‘A green flag signalled the final
cirenit, and at full throttle Jimmy
chased Hunter and Halloren into the
first Hend. Here Hunter lost his agdvan-
tage by an ugly skid that brought him
down, and befora he could recover him-
self Halloran was level.

It was to be a fhghting finish, sure
encugh, for on the iﬂ&-ﬂ]{-stmigﬁt they
were in a oclose bunch—Halleran and
Hunter abreast, Jimmy only a frac
tion behind them.

Lying along his petrol tank, Jimmy
stormed after -his rivals to the second
and last bend. Ho szaw the leaders
bikes heel over as they hurtled into
the corner. Then his own speed-iron
was elashing through the dirt. _

Heo had made a terrific bid to snaich
the victory, knowing that it was now
or never, and his machine tore round
the bend in a long, vicious slide.

Ahead ¢f him were Hunter and
Halloran, a narrow gap between them:
but in & split second Jimmy calculated
that the dgap was just wide enough for
him, and to take it would aveid =

‘swerve that must necessarily loso him

ground.

He forged straight through. For the
fraction of an instant the three bikes
seemed to gquiver, and then the Beres
ford had nosed its way ahcad—well
ahead.

Jimmy came on to the home stretch
and “cut in * with the throttle. There
was a blurting rear from the “Twin's *
exhsust-spouts, and the youngster raced
on to erosa the finishing-line - with a
two-length lead.

The Offer !
the

HE other three heats of
Silver Helmet had been run
and in the final Jimmy found
himself matched against a trio

of- formidable riders—Heg Croxon,
Tommy Leveson, and Erie Bellamy.,

They lined l.g opposite tho starter,
Jimmy in red, Coxon in white, Leveson
in blue and Beuamy in yellow. Shoved
off by the attendants, thoy made the
preliminary circuit and passed the post
in perfect formation.

From the get-away Leveson tock the-
lead, and he was a length to the good
when he flashed into the first bend.
Afte? bim rode Jimmy, and then came
Croxon and Bellamy.

Hugging the white line, Jimmy
scraped round after Leveson and held
him to that bare length. It was still
only a length when the second curve
was reached; but here, with Jimmy and
Leveson scrabbling on the inner edge,
Bellamy made a dare-devil bid.

Out of the corner of his eye Jimmy
saw Bellamy's yellow slip draw level
with him. Then it was past him, and
]e'bel Wt:ilth ]f'..-u?emn.

n the front straight Bellamy and
Leveson  fought for the lead, with
Jimmy chasing through the smoke from
their specd-irons, o the rear waos
Croxon, but on the next bend Croxon
tried to push ahead of the Beresford
Twin.

He managed to do so, but only to
loze control and come down in a
smother of dinders, with his bike ewing-
ing spiral fashion across the track.

immy rode on, and gave his machine
full-throttle as he hit 15153 back-straight.
Rushing the second bend, he slung his
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apeed-iron info a screaming broadside,
and plovghed through t(he cinders to
finish up half a length from the lead-
Ing pair.

The third lap saw little or no change
in, their positions, though Bellamy was
a shade 1n advance of Leveson, if any-
thing.

The green flag dropped to signal the
last civeuit, and Jimmy realised that
he had two more bends on which to
enateh first place. But Leveson was of
the same mind, and on the firsk of
those twa hends Leveson took a chance
with & neck-or-nothing skid.

It was too much for him, and his
epecd-iron switched out across the track,
migsing the tail of Bellamy’s machine
by an inch and veeving directly into
Jiunmy's course.

Jimmy dragped on  the handlebars
with all his might, and pulled ta ithe

Selwick’s [ront wheel erashed info

the wreck of Dugan’s machine

and, with a jarring impact, his back

wheel was thrown upward, flinging
him clear of the saddle.

(See page 26.)

outer edge while in the act of passing
Loveson. The two bikes stroanked up
across the curve towards the safely
fence, Jimmy foreed in that direetion
by his rival’s uncontrollable sideslip.
For an instant it scemed as if a double
crazh was inevitable, as if the youngster
on the Beresford must be  jammed
betwern the wire and the Like.

But Jimmy was travelling a fraction
faster than Loeveson, and  that oxtra
fraction saved him. Riding along by
the safety feonee, he forged on roand
tho eurve 23 Leveson’s bike dived into
the wire after grazing the tail of the
Beresford Twin,

Jimmy heard the ngly thad of Lhe
other man’s machine as it hit the fence,
and in a quick, hackward glance he had
an impression of Leveson coming out of
the saddle.

Next sorond the youngster was on the
hack-siertch. He had lozt gronnd lo
Bellamy throngh being foreed to  the
onter ndge: hut with the throttle-grip
twisted havd round, he stormed for the
Jast cnrve al top speod,

TIe slashed  inte i
behind  Bellamy, and  his  “spounts ™
hlazed savogely as he thumbed tho
“ent-oul ” hutton. Round came hia
back wheel onco maore N an amazing
broadzide, and, wilh his zannileted fisia
struguling agninst the handlebara as

three  lengihs

they wrenched to and fro, he raked
dead-level with Bellamy.

They szeemed to cling taﬁﬂthcx for a
motnent in the middle of the bend, and
then the Beresford Twin pushed ahoad.
“In the home stretch, Jimmy let his
speed-1ron have it with the throttle, and
ha was a clear length in front of
Belluiny before the engine-note of the
latter’s bike blazed forth.

Jimmy swayed backward and forward
in the zaddle to cke the limit of speed
out of his machine, and Bellamy did
the same, striving desperately to catch
up with the youngster before the funsh-
ing-line was reached.

But it was a forlorn effort on
Dellamy's part, for Jimmy Lad the start
of him, and i1t waz Jimmy who Hazhed
fivet pazt the post.

As Dellamy coamwe vp with him, semoe
little distance beyond the line, Jimmy

- ia e

neld out bz pauntleted hand to him
in & gporizman-like pestoree, amd the two
of thew gripped. Meanwhile, the crowd
was choering, and they contioucd to
chieer tili the announcer raised his voien,

“Winner of the Silver Ielmet, Jimmy
Beresford!  His  time, seventy-nine
soconds, dead—his best yot, T faney ; and
onuly three scconds outside the record.”

There was more cheering, and in the
midst of that cheering Jiunmy suddenly
heard his name coupled with that of
F ozsiter.

“ Look ont, Rossitor "
thny™ wera szhoubting.
ff‘:I‘E‘iﬂ after sou [

From the hands of a eelohrity in the
sports world Jimmy recerved the trophy
of his victoary, the Silver Ilelmnt, and,
wearing it, he redde round the traek
with the plandits of the crowd dmning
in his cavs.

¥ . L3

That wos what
“Jimmy Heres-

-
*

Taving finislied work at Glendalo
Richards, Ron Connolly made his way
home to the “digs,” where he shared
a room with Jimmy,

EHo was in o despornctent mood, for he
was thinking of his brother again.  Ilo
was tired, too—tired with a long day’s
tail—and this, together with the warey
on his mind, had sapped the spirit ont
of him.

When he regehed the digs his land-

lady answered the door and fold him
that a visitor was waiting te fee him
in the sitting-room—a man whe had
refused to give any name.

Bon entered the sitting-room, and
found " My, Brown.”

“What do you want 7" Ron demanded
curtly, as the man rese to his fect.

“J eome, as I cama some timo ago,
to put a proposition to you, Iy YOoung
friend,” was the suave answer, “1 am
speaking on behalf of Mr. Dernard Vol
son, who is prepared to pay you imnes
diately the sum_of one thousand pounds
for your invention.”

Ron's lip curled. : :

“ You can have my reply right now,’
e said. “'Tell Mr. Bernard Volson to

vo to blazes !™ :

Brown was very patient, and he cams
a step nearcr, a mild expression on s
lean

e,

“ Now listen ! he started, * Beresford
Motors have turned your invention down
angf——'’

“Yes.  hecanse  that  rotter,
tampered with it!" Ron cut in.

Lirown shrugged his shoulders.

“I am afraid I do not nnderstand,”
ho lied. * DBiut hear what 1 hava to say
tf yon please. I suppose & thousan
pounds would be acceptable to you? A
thousand pounds! Think what you conld
do with that amount, my young friend."

And Ron Clonolly thought, for, un-
wittingly, Drown had gobt home with
the finest line of argument he could
have put forward. ‘

It was of his brother in Canada that
Ron fthought, the heother who needeod
twe Jndesd pounds to avert disastor
and ruin,

Brown saw thae wavering in  the
voungster's eyes, and wilh an exultant
rxprossion an his eonntenance ha moved
¢loser still amed laid o hand on Ron's
shouldar. '

“Think,” he resumed. "Think how
Fng———"

; But befors ho canld say more the door
was jethed open and a tall fgure came
inte the room.

iould Hon hul realive 4, this svdde
interruption has saced him from blaswders
v badiy ! Look out for another thrill-
1rdp instalment 1ix wexl week's Macxern}
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“FILM STRUCK!”’

(Continued from page 15.)
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“ Wo, thank yon! T never touch the
horrifl  things,” said the Head with »a
shtdder. * Urually, I smoke hashish or

opiun: - And now to Dizziness | Youmay
go, my im;s

o Sa;,.r, let "em alay on, Doe ! I figger on
gwm ‘thern partz in the picture.”

h, wery well, then,"” agreed Dir,
Birchemall, rather prudgingly.  *F Well,
Mr. BHeeler, 1 undetstand you want fo
produce a.film, at 3t Sam's ¥ "

“You'vo gaid it ! I'm gonna make the

ratest collidge drama ever, right hyer |
ual: nla}f the word * go,’ Doc, and T'll get

Dr Birchemall nodded, and a crafty
look eppearcd in his-eyes.

* Goodenufigki 1 Le asid, !',aang into
Fugsian with skollerly eass, T'll give
you permission with grate plezzure, sir.
There's only one thing——-"

[T} Wﬂl‘; ¥ Y]

* 1 take it for granted you will want mo
to 'Ia{ the leading part in your film * "

§}.H: FReeler farely jumped.

3 1’01.1 ln.}r the 1EEdI]1g t:mrt 1
regmtrah 5?1 astonishment.

home to dye !,
'E-Eﬂ!.'.ﬁIE Doe t"

£ ] Ilﬂ

COrry

1]

guess you ain't
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ain, then!” Hn&pp&d
Dr. Elrtthemall rather annoyed to find that
the gra roducer didn't immejately fall
on his necg'. and thank him for the offer.
“I ingist on playing the leading part,
anyway. Otherwiso, 1 shall refuse to
ollow you the wee of Bt. Ham’s at ull i

5 ﬂh. grate pip ! " mevmered Jack Jolly
& Co. in dismay.

Flicker Y. Reeler chewed lis scogar
savvidpely.

* Look hyer, rir, you surely ain't going
to stop tlm entirg ca-.lm-::ah jest boegwse you
cain’ tﬁa&y lead in the picture, are you !
Give old think-hox another go, Daoe !
I’ll give you o small part in the crowd, if

on’ like—-"

A mmall part in the crovwd ! 7 ¢ried {ho
Head, ekorntully. " If you think 1 shall
be sattisfied with that, you've made » by

“ TWell, guCss

LLLL LI L LY B LE LR L L L DLl Ll bl L L]

HEEEEE

Next Week’'s Special
St. Sam’s story:—

“Dr. BIRGHEMALL
—FILM STAR!”

It’s the scream of
the week, chums!

EEFS RS AN EENE I NAN RN AN AN AR AN

m——

mistake ! Those are my terms, anyway.
Take 'em, or leave * e&m Eltﬂtﬁ!‘ L taﬁ;a the
leading part, or you don't take your film at
St. Eﬂfn}‘] o ¥e

“Then I quit!” said the grate Film
King, without hezzitation, I guess your
terms ain't reasonable. I voermoose the
ranch ! When I'm thinking of filming a
fmnk_ "ill?w' Dioe, I'll come Dack and see you
gurnin !

“With that parting shet, Flicker Y.
Heoler jammed-his billyeock on his napper
aiil buzzed off, :leaving 1Jr. Birchamall
nashing his teeth at the thought that ail
hits sbudy aud. }mmtlsﬂ had come to nought
-—that 'vau wasn't Foing to be s [l star
altor all |

Jack Jolly & Co. disconsolately followed
the Film King back to his car and said

good-bye to him.

“Don't despare wet, sir,”’ said Jack
Jolly, as they parted. * We're pretiy
hmna:,r chaps, woul know. JIPerhaps if
vou Il allew us to ‘think it over, wo TRy get
g branewave in the noxt w].:p]ﬂ of days.”

“ (ot bizzy, then, hoys!" B innoef
Flicker ¥. Reoler ns he settled back in the
cushions of his limeosine. * And’if vou
can find & way out, then yours trooly will
see that you get all that will be coming to
you, belecve me, kids !

With that fthe mﬂl;.'i.:rlaled pieture
|:|r-::d|trfer left Si. Ham's, and Jack Jolly &
Co, roturned to the study to diecvss the
prate problem : How to get Dr. Birchem-
all's permisgion to make a film at 5t
Ham'g-=syithont the Head himseli in the
leading roll !

THE EXD.
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I

ANG, crasl, wallopl
w Mr. Lickham, master of the
Fourth Forn at 8t. Sam’s, stood
outside Dr. Birchemall's study,
tirmmidly wrapping on the door.  Five long
minnits bad he been there, and ho wos
_ua%E..Em te wonder what tho merey
dickens was tho matter, for althongh the
Head was unndoubtedly in, his  usaal
deep " Trot in, fathead !™ luul ‘not yut

reverborntod from swithin.

Boom ! Crash ! DBang!

Mr. Lickham's iimmid wraps prew
louder, amd more inzistent, Still thero
WAS 110 TOLPOTE0.

“ Bless my sole ' muttored Mr. Lick-
ham, ins nmmﬁ hiz boot, and then atm-
ing a final snvvides kick at the door. * He
muet have hoesn struck as deff as the
ﬂ-.m,can_..__mi batt. I'll chance it, and look
1m.

{f corse, it wos awiul nerve of & meer
junior master to enter the sankium of
Dr. Birchemall without an invitation, ond
Mr. Lickham's hart pounded against hin
riba as he opened the door.

It pounded a good deal more rapidly
at what he saw. The majestick Rggor of
the hosdmaster of 5t. Sam’s was standing
bafore a mirrer, regarding his own refloction
with a kind of hipnottick stare. As Mr.
Lickham sguinted round the door, the
hipnottick store suddemly changed into
an eggspression of savvidge rage; and
then, in lesa than half-a-minnit, it n_pﬁ._.._mm_u
again into a bpaming smile eggstending
from here to hore.

5 H.E.Enw.«md.ﬂmu_, asunt | ™ mermered Mr.
Lickham ugh teesth that chattered
with fear. “ 8o it's come at inst! In
gpite of the fact that nobody 18 mear him,
he's touched 1" :

And so it scemed. Not contemt with
pulling the most awlul faces, the Head
suddenty picked up o walking-stick, and
gtarted duslling with his reflection in the
mirrer. Mr, Lickhane thought it was time
o stop in.

" Doctor Birchemall—eir " he eried.
* Whatever are you deing of 1™

The Head locked round with o start.

* Hallo, Lickham!"™ he exclaimed.
“¥ou here ¥ You're just in time."

“In time for what, sir 1" gasped the
master of the Fourth.

“For the grate strangling secns!l
Ineed someond to strangle and you'll do as
well as anyone else, I suppose 1™

“What 17 yelled Mr. Lickhom, poing
almoat groen with terror.

" Just come over here, Licky, and tell
me what you think of my egrsprossion
whils I strangle you! i

“Yarcoooo ! " ronred Mr. Lickham, ac
thae Head took a stop towards bim.
* Lonume alone ! ™

" Surely you don't mind rvendering o
this smuall sorviss T " asked Dr. Birchemall,
looking quite m:uﬁ_uwnm.

“0h, cnikey!"” bellowed Mr. Lick-
ham, dedping out of reach of the Hend's
oufstreteched arm. " Help!  Aurder !
FPerlica 1"

* I shian't take more than a cupple of
minnits over it——"" beoan the Heod.

Befare Dr. mmnnﬁuﬁnda_w conild carry out

his intentions the master of tho Fourth
had jumped for the salcty of the passidge
outside, ood was bolting away for dear

life.

Mr. Lickbam did not paws until he
reached the Masters® Common-room. Ho
burst inte that scllybrated apartment
liko o cyelope.

“aelz 1Y he gnasped.
It's come at last ! ™

" ¥ou meen it's goue, don’t you 1V
gujjested Mr. Chas. Tyzer, looking up from
his commic paper.

“What's gono "

“Why, Christmas, of corse.” egps-
plained Mr. Tyzer, In surprise. ** lan't thot
what you're talling about 1"

dur Macxer Lwmary.—No. L1111

“1t's come!

2.

“You silly ass!" roared Mr Lick.
ham, oggsitedly. " I'm referring to Dr.
Birchemall. He's sas mad as a March
rmﬂwﬁﬁmﬁﬁ off his rocker | ™
ancient history ! " yawned AMr. Justiss.

“ Ha, ha, ha 1™

* But this is serious, T tell you ! yelled
the master of the Fourth. “ Ho's danjer-
ous, now. A mi__w._mah sell ie the only Gt
poace for him.™

And Mr, Lickham wont on to tell the
masters what he had juat witnessed

They listened skeptically st firat, but
the grine soon vanished from their ckollerly
diles as herd Alr. H__m.nw.sﬂn._.mﬁmw%u
account of his escape [rom gtr ation.

** Donner und #:ﬁﬂ | 3l Hmuu.wﬂmmn Herr
Guggenheimer. *' Der Head hos -gone
vob WE._. call potty in deor top-mot 1"

¥ Egpsaotly | e st overpower him
immejately befors he runa amuck,” esid
Mr. Lickham. *\Who will volunteer to
help me in the tagk § .

_“m_ﬁu masters didn't seem to religh the
job, for Mr. Lickham's story soon proved
& souce of jencral fear, However, in the
end they mustard a band of volunteers,
and armed with pokera and bludjons, sot
out for the Head's study.

Dr. Birchemall was going
it hot ond etreng by the
time tha masters arrived at
his study. e was pram-
cing about ol over the
room, brandishing his walk-
ing-stick, and shouting for
all e was worth.

“Stand  back, varlet!"
ho was yelling., " Move but
an inch, and by my hall-
dom, I'll strike thee threw
and threw 1™

“WWorse than over!"”
whispered Mr. Lickhamn.
** Better takoe bhim by sur-
priso, jentlemen.  We'll all
rush i together, and give
him the ecoop de grace
before he knows we're here.™

] .ﬂn_ﬁ_._..w g o

“Der opg vos goot!”™
nodded Herr Gugpenheimer.
“Hock, hock 1™

At a given signal from
Mr. H.HEEEW the mﬂhﬂ.ﬁm
sprang into the etudy, an
fell wpon Dr. Birchemali,
smiting him hip and thy.

The Head was {aken by
gurprise. He went down
under the furious onslawt,
yelling feendishly, and tha
whole erowd piled on top
of him. ]

“Heep him uwnder1™
gasped Mr. Lickham.
“Don't let him escape, for
goadness’ zake | ™

“No fear "

'Grocooon | Wooooooop!

Gerroff my chest 1" purgled
the Mead, from beocath

us eomething fresh. That's’

Douglas Fairbanks, Charlie Chaplin, Ronald Col

are, in the apinion of Dr. Birchemall, shnply

o

the erowd. * Oh, erumbs! I'll spiflicate
on for this ! What are youdeing of, you
urbling idiots? Grooooo ! .

“Heep calm, sir!” cried Mr. Lick-
ham. “* We'll only keep you here until the
mental hospital send the ambulance
along 1™

* Mental hozpital ? * shreehed the Head-
“ Are you off your rockor * ’

“ Certainly not,” eggeplained Mr. Lick-
Hpﬂﬁuu._.mmm,,__“nw.w you that ‘Il take away 1"

* Eposactly | Didn't you know you
ﬂﬁm&.ﬁﬂnﬁnﬁn St ?

“Touched! I've besn more than
touched ; I've been brootally assaulied 1™
roared the Head. * But if your ummm Tes-

ny

| s1om i o elang torm for balmy, then

it with skorn, Lickham 1"

“ But didn't you thretten to sirongle
me, just now 7 .And haven't you been
acting the giddy goat in the study *

Dr. Birchemall interrupted hun with an
epgeplosion of wrath.

“So that's it ! Just beeswse I practiss

& hit of film-acting—""

“.,.LT A

thought it wae time tostepin, **

Dicky zm.Wm: k-

and the other stavs of the film firmonent,
in it cohen he “pulls faces® for the camera.

“Fim wnoting 1" yelled the masters,
in an inereddibla corua.

“Of corsel Lemme gerrup, you
idiots I ™ :

“ Oh, grate pip! It looks sa il we've
made o mistake 1" Mww%um Mr. 8wishing.
Lam, releasing Dr. Birchemall’s neck.

“ Ach ! We haf der foct put in it 1"

The mastera allowed Dr. Birchemall
to rise again, and he Epﬂmﬁﬁm to hig feat,
glaring at them bailfully.

" You .nﬂ,_ﬂ. neg, En_ﬂw“ﬁ 1" he hm_pauﬁmn
furiguely. * I suppose this was your
fault. Couldn't uwﬂn toll I was only act-
mu.m d ¥k ;

' Nunno, gir !
oft your nut 1™

“I pregoom you mean gone off m
yocker. How absurd I™ cried the He
** If you had meerly glarnsed at that book
on ihe table the ogzeplanation would
immejately have been mparant.” -

The masters locked at the book which
Dr. Birchemall indicated. On the cowver,
in big letters, was the title : *' Film-acting
for the Beginner.” The mistery of Dr.

I thought you had gone

Birchemall's strange behavior was there.

1,
When Dr. Birchemall ploked up a walking-stiok and stirtdddualiing with his reffaction in the mirrer, Mr. Lickiam
r. Blrohomal —air 1" he orlod. ** What ever are you dolng of 7V

fore & mistery no longer. The Head of 5t
Sam's had not becorne & candidate for a
padded sell aftor all—he had meerly besn
practissing film neting! The masters
could not help grinning.

* Bo the fact of the matter is, &ir, you've
beeome ecroen-struck,’’ ventured Mr. Lick-
ham. * You'ra practizasing fo become o
seeond Charlie Cheplin or Bustor Keaton, I
suppusa T

Dr. Birchemall frosnoed.

* Oheese it, Lickham | How dare you
compare mo with meer ¢lowns ! When 1
act for the piotures, I shall take such
rolls———""

“Ah!" remarked Mr. Justiza. “An
eating part!”

“Idiot! I was wwﬁm to say I would
take such rolle as that of Othello, Prince

of Denmerk, or Hamlet 1"

** But are you actuslly going to aot for
the pictures, then, sir " asked Mr. Jus-
tisa,

“1 am. Within a very short time, I
fully eggspect to knook Douglas Mix and
Tom Fairbanks into a cocked hat. My
name will il the picture pallisses of the
land. All over the world I ghall be known
a3 the Idol of the Sereon.”

* (Oh, ta pipl™

e .w;ﬂuﬁuﬂm? I will confido
in you,” went on the Head in
a thrilling whisaper. ' This
morning, 1 am eggspecting a
visitor who 5 & weritable
king in the movie world.
He mtenda taking a pieture
of public-skool life here, and
if I don't fi in it, m
nome's not ALl Birchemall.
Tha jentlaman I am refer-
ring to, by the way, i3
Flicker ¥. Heoler”

A theill of interest rom
through the group at the
montion of the grate
American H”_H_onﬂqﬁ..m DRI,

“Few 1" they posped.

# Flickser ¥, Hescler coming
to 5t. Sam’a! What larx ! "
zrinned Mr, Lickham, * May
wo slty hera and welcome
him, sir 7%

" Ceortainly not ! Youwill
oblige me by buezing off
at onee——if not eocomer [
wrapped out the Head.

“ Porhaps, sir, we can do
a bit of flm-acting, too”
gnid Mr. Lickham, *“I've
always fancied myaelf in that
linae, sir,”

“Ge, I tell you!" thun.
dercd Dir. Bireliemall,

“0Oh! Yes, gicl"”

The moegters huarriedly
seamperad out of the study
hefora the Head could get
his mad up agein, and mn,
Dirchemall settied down once
mara to  his  interrupted
etudies in the jentls art of
flm-acting,

R

1L
= ALLO! What the thump—-""
H—mlu—u “ Look what's coming ! ™

* Oh, crikey!™ g

Jack Jolly and his pals,
Merry and Bright, who were down at the
skool gates spending an odd five minnita
pulling Fossil's leg, gazed in surprise ab
the grate limoosine which had just pulled
up outaide, Not that expensiva cars wers
unuzual at 5t. Sam's; quite the reverse
in fact, for many of the boys were sons of
wealthy recesvers, cab burglars, and othes
members of the arristocracy and nobility.
Bt the car that had just made its appoosr-
ancs was nmu&w.mm_.w the moat magnitlicent
Jack Jolly & Co, had ever seen. )

From ita pgold-crowned bonnet to ita
diamond.studded lupgidps grid, it waa
bewtiful in the egestreme. And to add to
its lavish appearance, a umformsd flunkey
waa gitting beside the shover. Inside the
car was 8 jentloman wearing a billycock
hat, a forrin-looking suif, snd enormous
horn-rimmed glaszea.

“ Grate pip! What a car ! " mermered
Jack Jolly. * That chap must be as rich
as Crocus, you fellows !’ :

“He's waving to us!™ egpeclaimed
Bright, &s the car began to roll slowly
through the open gates. “ Let's see what
he wanta,"

The thres chesry chums of the Fourth
seampered over to the car, and the strange-
looking jent leaned out. .

“Howdy, kide!™ he cried, speaking
with a atrong American axxent, ' I kinder
mcmﬁ this hyer shebang is Saint Samueil's,

& H L1 ]

M..Em#ﬂ on the wicket, sir ! " answered
Jack Jolly, *“ Can we help you t "

“Yep, bo | T got a date with the boss
of the outfit, Jump right in, boys !”

Jack Jolty & Co. willingly jumped in,
and the magnifficent car moved forward
towards the Skool House,

The American jentleman eyed our herces
with evvident approval. .

“ Bay, I'll toll the world you kiddos look
mighty bright and snappy [ he remarked,
* 1 kinder guess I'll festcher you in my big
collidge picture.’

“Picturs 'Y gasped Jack Jolly. " Are
you a film-producer then, sir " 2

“You've said it ! " said the Americam.
* Ever hoerd of Flicker Y, Reeler 1"

*What, the grate ducer who made,
that wonderful fishing picture called
‘Burning Scles® ? I should think we
havo !

* Waal, that's me | " grinned Flicker ¥,
Reoler. *‘Say, 1 figger on moking & big
collidge picture in thia little old skool.™

“ Hero at 8t, Sam's ¥ " yelled Jack Jolly
& Co, " Hooray!"

“But what about the Head " asked
Merry, * Won't he object 1"

:_.m.‘ m:mwm that's why I'm hyer—to ﬂw
the old glad hand from the boss of
ranch ! Say, i3 this whar wo step out ?
Got going then, and lead the way, boys 1"

Jack Jeolly & Co. conducted ihew
visitor up to Dr. Birchemall'a study,
leaving the grate cor woiting at the
bottom of the Skool House steps.

Jacle Jolly wrappzd on the study door.

“frictls in, fathead | ™ came the Head's
deep, skollerly voica from within, and they
enterad,

Iie. Birchematl rose and boughod, as he
recognized the newcomer.

‘" Mr. Realer 1™

“ Flicker ¥. Roeler of Noo York City I"
grinned the Film King. * Bay, I'm right
glad to moct o, buddy 1 ¥

“ Buddy " repected the Head, wonder-
ing what the dickens that meant for &
minnit. “Oh, I wunderstand! An
American  greeting ! In  England, Mr
Reeler, jentlemen usually say ‘How are
wvou, old covey " :

* Say, we won'it argew over that ! " said
the American, " Time's money! Havews
seegar ! "

{Continued on page 28.)
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