


You. Editor Invites All His Readers To . . .

:' i £oromu
PR orrin

Alwecaygs glad te hear feem you, chums, so drop me a line to the following address :
The Editov, The ** Magnet ** Lilwaryg, The Amalgemated Press, Lid., Fleebiway House,

Farringdon Sireet, London, E.C. 4,

my desk to be answered in this

week's chat, but, just before 1

tackla them, let’s got into o d
mood by lau,!g]hing at this limerick which
earng & leather pochket wallet f[or Miss
M. Hayes, 5 Ward Btreet, 5t. Helens,
Lancs.

“ Hurrah ! ** chirruped Bunier with
glea,
** My remittance has come, chaps, you
sea 177
“ Well, I'm blowed ! ™ gasped Bob
Cherry,
“1i's remarkable—very ! ™
And collapsed on old Mauly's setiee.

THERE’S a big pile of letters on

Now wo'lll get down to work! Tho
first query comes from “ A M&gﬁet-ltﬂ .
who wants to know if there is

A MOUTH-ORGAN BAND

travelling about the country. Some
little time ago thera was such a band
appearing in thiz country, but I believe
it was a Continental band, and has now
gone back to its own country. My reader
also wanta to know where a real good
mouth-organ—not & toy—can be bought.
Any gﬂﬂg music dealer will bo able to
supply him. Of course they do not keep
very oxpensive mouth.organs in stock,
for thers is not much demand for them,
but they will always be pleased to order
one for you. If my chum cannot get
what he requires locally, he should write
to one of the larpe London stores, and he
will find no difficulty in getting his require-
mentd raet. _

Another reader asks mo the meaning of
“ Adsum,’”” which, he says, bo cannot
find in his dictionary. Adsum is &
Latin word, meaning: I am present,”
and my reader will find it in Caasell’s
Concise English Dictionary, given in their
list of foreign words and phrases n
English uge.

As you fellows know, I am always open
to criticism, ond I like my readers to tell
me if there iz anything they think will
improve this paper of oura.  Consequently,
I was pleased to pet a letter from a reader
who aigns himse

** A CANDID CRITIC.™

He says that he thinks too much mention
has been madoe of Billy Bunter and Coker,
and he wants to hear more about the
lesser lights of the Remove., Well, I can
assure him that Frank Richards hasn’t
forgotten the other fellows, and you will
find them fzuring ?mminﬂmly in our
future stories. So “ A Candid Critie "
and his friecnds can look forward to some
really topping yarns. Don't forget, any of
vou, that I am always ready to receive and
weleome supgeations such as this, and if
vou want to hear something about any

rticular character at Crayfriars, you

vo only 1o azk, and I will see what can
be done!
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dealt with by ** Mr. X.," so while

I am waiting for his replies, hore

i3 & joke that ought to raise &
smile.

It comes from Laurence Humphrys,
School House, Willow Grove, Chislehurst,

Kent, who gets o pocket-knife for it.
OVERDONE !

Critic + ** Yon have made
your hero too hot-headed,
I'm afrald."”

Budding Author : *“ How do
you mean ? **

Critic : ** Well, ha has a
lantern jaw to begin with,
Agaln, his whole [ace lit up.

Later, his cheeks flamed and [t
he gave a burning glance.
Then, blazing with wrath and
boiling with rage, be ad-
ministered a scorching rebuke!™

THE next few queries will have to be

L}

 J

Leslie McIntyre, of Nowcastle-on-Tyme,
iz interested in the thought-reading
tricks which ** Mr. X." explained some
little time ago. But Leslie saw a similar
exhibition in which the thought-reader
allowsd someone else to point out objects,
and the man on the stage had his back
to the audience, and was . also blindfold.
Leslie wants to know how this waa
managed.

Wcﬁ?qih doean’t really matter whether
the thought-reader’s assistant speaks to the
man on the stage or to someone in the
audienco-—so long & the man on the stage
can hear what is said. Suppose the
thought-reader’s assistant asks a boy in
the audience to point to something, and
the boy points to o hendbag. The thought
reader’s assistant can say to the boy:
“ Ask him what it is yourself 1 and the
mean on the stage knows by those words—
which are addressed to the boy—what the
object is.

irm- a watch the assistant might say :
“ ¥You ask him ! ™ and these w convey
the object. He can say all sorts of things,
guch as: “* Wait a moment while I hght
my cigarotte,” and thiz could casily meun,
““ 4 railway ticket," or something similar.

Naturally, all thought-readers work out
their own private code, otherwise their
rivals would steal their ideas. And, by
constant practice, the thought-reader and
his companion can evolve such a code that
it seems olmost miraculous—like tho
famous Zanezigs, who puzzled the wm:lgl
until enterprising journalists, like ** Mr. X."
discovorsd how 1t was dono !

SEND ALONG YOUR JOKE OR ‘
YOUR GREYFRIARS LIMERICK—

OR BOTH—AND WIN OUR USEFUL
PRIFES OF LEATHER POCKET
WALLETS AMD SHEFFIELD STEEL
PEMKNIVES. ALL EFFORTS TD BE !
SENT TO ¢/o ** MAGNET." 5 CAR.
MELITE STREET, LONDON, E.C.4

(COMP.).

o e

Several roaders have writ-
ton to ask how

THE MYSTERIOUS WATER

trick is done. One form of
it was explained in these
poges & little while age, but
there iz a more elaborate
manner of doing it. For
instancs, John . Brooks,
of Highbury, London, ﬂ&ﬁ'ﬂ
he saw & conjuror who
poured ordinery water from
& glass jqug info wvarious
wine- roduced
whisky, brandy, milk, lomon.
ade, claret, burgundy, etc.

In this case the wvarious
glasses bhad, most probably,
secreted in them 8 minute
gquantity of aniline dye, mixed with
glycerine. to make it readily soluble,
and the water was slightly warm. Aniline
dves can bo cbtained in all shades and
colourd, thus making it easy to " fake 2
any liquid. John says tho conjurer
tasted each liguid! Well, a professional
conjurer can do what he likes, but I most
certainly wpuldn't rmin wmy stomach
by sipping aniline dyes—and on no
account must you fellows | Your stomacha
wouldn't take kindly to it!

- —

HATS encugh of “Mr. X." for
T thizs week1 He'll get through all
i;:ur gqueriea in time! Now I'll
i ve 4 look at my diary.

The 10th and the 1lth of March were
notable dates in the Great War, ‘for, on
the former, in 1815, the Battle of Neuve
Chapelle commenced, and on the latter,
in 1917, Bagdad wabs captured. Fravious
to that, the Turks had held Bagdad since
the year 1838.

On the l4th March, 1757, an unpre.

ocedented thin hnpl:iem:d, in the PBritish
Navy, for an iral waa shot for negleot
of duty. This was Admiral John Byng,

who was accused of shirking an -
ment with the enemy off Minorea. Need.
less to say, such things don't happen
nowadays !

——

There's just space for
ONE MORE QUESTION

and then I'll tell you what we have in
store for next week. This lsst guestion
comed from Harry Herford, of ci{mtﬂn,
who wants to know exactly how many
“ declarations of war" were actually
mads during the Great War. There were
ninoteon told, the first occurring on
July 28th, 1014, when Ausiria dwﬁ:tmd
war on Herbia, and the lust waa on
Beptember 1st, 1016, when Eulgaria
declared war against Houmania.

B ]

Your cold friend William Wibley is
very much in the limelight next week in
Frank Richards' fine, long complete
Greyfriars yarn, which is entitled :

“ GREASE-PAINT WIBLEY [ ™

You'll find thia a real tip-top story, and
u'll be sorry if you miss it. 8o, if you
aven't already taken my oft-given
advice, and ordered your copy in advance,
vou'd better do so without further delay!
Qur  serial—

**FOR THE GLORY OF FRANCE ! ™

gots better and bettor every week, does it
not T Next week's instelment 13 a real
“ gorker,” and you’'ll enjoy every line of it.

Then comes No. 2 in our series of
Macwer. ¥ Talkies.” You enjoved the
firat " talkie ¥ didn't you ? Well, the
gecond ono is even better. To completa
this b r programme there will be our
usual * footor ™ feature and  another
brilliant oem by the Greyiriara
rhymester, this time dealing with Lord
Mouleverer, tho slacker of the DNemowvo.

YOUR EDITOR.



THI3 WEER'S SPARKLING
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Coker on the Warpath !

ki UNTER 1*
B Horace Coker glared [ero-

eciously ns he bellowed the
TG,
“Dunter! Come here, you young

sconndrel] ™

_ But the only answer to Horace Coker's
wnvitation was the echo of hia voice.

Coker's rugged face assumed an
almost  diabolical expression. Ha
tramped along the Remove passage at
Greylriors muttering all manner of
threats on the devoted head of William
George Buntor,

It was a half holiday at Greyiviars,
and most of the follows were
out of doors watching George
Wingate and his merry men

Lighta a titanio football
strugele with the First Eleven
from St. Jim’a.

ﬂcﬂﬁrd:‘l;g o Coker, what
Wis Wan in the Greyfriars
eloven to ensure a certain
victory for the school was the {":,rcsmmu
of Horace Coker of the Fifth. ingate,
however, had turned down the services
of Horace Coker unceremoniously; in
fact. he had intimated that the presence
of Coker in the Greyfrinrs eleven would
ensure victory for 8t. Jim's. Further-
mera, he had said with refreshing
candour that what Coker didn't know
about football would fill all the volumes
in the iibrary of the British Museum,
and then some.

Tlhercafter, Rorace Coker Lad felt o
very much-maligned and unappreciated
person, and certainly in no stato of mind
to watch the Greyiriars team lose to
Kildare and his men from St. Jim's
through Wingate's folly in excluding the

COMPLETE YARN-—

By :

. FRANK RICHARDS !

HEL SR i

hinest  player from the side—namcly,
Horaco Coker of the Fifth. So with
feelings too deep for words Coker had
repaired to his study to redd the
“Holiday Annual.”

It was then that William Georgo
Bunter had added to Coker's woes of
the afternoon.

Bunter, who prided limsclf on &inow-
ing everything that wont on at Groy-
friars, had discovered that Coker had
veceived o handsome plum cake that
morning [rom his doting aunt Judy.
And plumn cakes, especinlly those of the
variety that Aunt Judy sent to her
nephew, was one of the Owl of the
Remove's many weaknesses,

Coker had decided to keep that plum
cake for tea.

A unique school story featuring Harry Wharton
& Co., of Greyiriars, and a new boy whose
identity will come as a surprise to you-

Billy Bunler had decided to sample
Coker's cake long before ten.

He had watched Horace Coker leave
the House after dinner, and had then
rolled along to the Fifth Form passago
on a visit of exploration.

Coker's study was empty.

In a very few moments Billy Dunter
was sampling Coker's plum cake at a
great rato.

“Thizs is prime,"” muttered the fat
junior. “Aunt Judy iz an old frump
in many ways, but she does know how
to make a plum cake™

And the cake grew beautifully less.

But we are told of old that after tho
feast comes the reckoning, and in this

i case the reckoning ecame in the shape of

Horace Coker's hefty boot smiting the
nether garmenta ng William George,
Bunter just as that amiable individual
wisg ﬂr-aparmg to demolish the last picee
of what had onco been Horace Coker's
plum cake

“You young rotter!" roared Coker,
with & face almost homicidal in its
expression. “ You—you—you—="_

Words seemed to fail the burly Fifth-
Former, but achions didn't. His right
foot swept back for mnother hefty kick
on the podgy person of Dilly Bunter.

It swept back and it swept forward,
and in that sceond Billy Bunter acted.

Apility was not Bunter's forte, but his
terror and the ferocious exzpression on
the face of Horace Coker ecaused hiw
te move as if he were governed by a
spring.

Coker's foot missed DBunter by the
fraction of an inch as the fat junior
jumped aside, and such was the momen-
tum of that hefty Kick that it threw
Coker off his balance, with the resnlt
that he landed on the study carpet with
a bump that shook every Lone in lus
body.

“Yaroooooch 1"

“0Oh dear ™

Billy Bunter blinked down
on the fallen Filth-Former
with a fat and terrified face.

“Grovopugh!” gaspe d
Coker. I'l burst you!
Yoop ! I'll skin you alive ™

It wns not surprisiug, thepcfore, that
Willinm George Bunter decided to make
himself scarce while the going was good.
Quaking like a fat jelly ho rolled round
the study table and Lolted for the door.

“Btop 1" roared Coker; “Come here,
you fat rotter! I'll skin you!""

But Bunter heard and hecded not.
Obtusze as ho was, the Dwl of the Bemove
roalised that the company of Horace
Coker at that moment was decidediy
dangerons,

Bunter seuttled down the Filth Form

assage like a startled rabbit, with

‘oker's powerful voice, raised on ligh,
dinning in his ears.

* Stop 1

Tue Micxer Liprany.—No. 1,152,
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Coker scrambled to his feet and
rushed to the door of the study just in
time to sce DBilly Bunter dizappear
round the end of the passage.

In & moment the Fifth-Former was
racing in hot pursuit,

Fufting like a grampus Billy Bunter
tora on, his fat wuttle legs fairly
twinklhing. Whera he vas going he was
not quite clear. One thing was upper-
most 1n his fat mind and that was to
put 28 much distance between himself
and Horace Coker as was possible,

“ Stop I

Coker’s booming voice, and Coker’s
heavy footsteps scemed to be getting
nearer.

“Oh dear!" gaspod Bunter. “The
awful beast!”

He paused for the fraction of a
second at the junction of the Fifth Form
passage and Masters' corridor, un-
decided as to which opened up the better
possibility of escape from the raging
Coker.

“ Bunter I

Coker’s booming voice spurred Bunter
into activity angain, and the fat junior
bolted along Masters’ corridor, t!ht- the
end of the corridor Bunter saw an open
door, and with a desperate sprint he
reached it and scuttled inte the rgom.
T'hen Bunter pulled 111]‘; with a jerk.
In his blind haste he had sought
refuge in Dr. Locke's study.

What the Head of Greyfriars would
zay or do when he discovered William
George Bunter in his study the fat
junior shuddered to think., Yet to beat
o retreat from that sanctum meant fall-
ing inte the hands of Horaece Coker.
Roally, the situation was desperate.

Bunter stood. shivering by the head-
master's desk.

“Bunter! Bonter!
fat villain 1™

It war Cokor’s voice—faint but recog-
nisahle, Evidently the Fifth-Former
had lost his quarry,

Bunter Frnmed,

It was hardly likely thab the angry
Fifth-Former would think of lecking
into Dr. [ncke's study for William
George Bunter. TFor the moment, at
least, the fat jumior was safe.

He blinked about him.

On the Head'’s desk was a formidable-
looking volume of Bophocles, at tho
sight of which Bunter grimaced. DBunter
know that Dr. Locke had a very soft
spot in his heart for that ancient gentle-
man, and was wont to spond his leisnre
nours stadying obseure passages for the
fun of the thing. The book boing opened
on the dezk sven Bunter could dedues
the fact that Dr. Locke had been utilising
Lthat spring afternoon Lo a further study
of Sophocles, which meant, possibly, that
tha Head's absinece from lﬁg study was
but temporars.

And while Bunter’s podgy brain was
arriving at tlis conclusion thera eame
to his cars the soft tread of fect along
the passage and the rustling of a gown,

“0Oh  crumbs!™ Bunter's terror
returnad,

His fat brain invented all manner of
vrcuaes to account for his presence in
the study, but he dismissed thom all.
Hea blinked about him. Ir one corner
of the foomr was o tapestried sereen.

DBunter reached 1% in o bound, and
seereted himself bebind 1t, hia fat heart
pounding against his ribs like a steam-
hammaer.

A moment later he heard the door of
the study close, and the scrape of n
chair, ar Dr. Looko scated himself at
his desk

Bunter breathed hard and deep. EHe
had beer only just in time. For five
ininutez the fat junior erauched behind

Tae Macrer Lispany.—No, 1,152

Come here, you

the serecn, wondering dismally how
much longer he would bave to wait
belore & chance of escape presented
itself. Bitterly ther dia he repent him
of having sampled Horace Coker's
cake. ]
I'en mnutes passed on leaden wings,
and Bunte:, who was finding his posi-
tion intelerable, mustered up enough
courage to peer round the ecoruer of the

BOrEEL.

Dr. Locke was seated at his desk, a
rapt expression on his face, perusiug
Sophocles. The Heaa of Greylriars was

enjoving himself, and looked as if he
wera prepared to go on reading that
ancient gentleman for the rest of the
afternoon, e prospect that caused
Bunter the greatest uncasipess; but he
cheered up considerably when, o few
niinutes later, a respectiul top sounded
on the panels of the study door.

Dr. Locke, deep in the intricacies of
Sophocles, did not appear to hear the
tap, for he wont on read'ng, a far-
away expression on his learned fqua;
but as the knock war repeated a little
louder. he looked up with o sigh and
[rowned. 4

“Come in!” he said somewhat im-
patiently, and the door opencd to admit
"rotter, the page

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
The Reward of Thrift [
i ELL, Lrotteri"
W “Whici: theres o gentle-
[men o sew you, sicl”

. Trotter tendered u picce
of pastepoard, whien the Head scruti-
mised  through his  pince-nez. It bore
the inscription :

“Mr. Sharpoe-Boddy,

Wide World Assurance Co., Ltd.”

“Bless my soul!” murmured Dr.
Locke faintly. “I wasn't aware that I
knew a gentleman of that name.”

; "IWaan't you, siri” said Trotter help-
ully.

“'H'm!” Dr. Locke woas not con-
scious until then that he had voiced his
thoughts aloud. “'H'm! Kindly show
the gentlowman in, Trotter I ;

* Yessir |V

Trotter disappeare:, t» return in a
fow mowents with Mx, Sharpe-Boddy,
a portly todividual of middle age, with
a geninl tace that wa. most disaronng.
Just before Trotier reached the Head's
study Mr. SBharpe-Boddy touched him
on the arm.

*What 1= tire Dendmaster's name, my
hﬂ"::. ?J‘J

Dr. Locke—thanky, s=ir Trotter,
the richer by balf-n-crown. readily sup-
plicd the information.

Dr. Locke rose to mee: his visitor,
more perplexed than ever by the ap-
pearance ot Mr, Sharpe-Boddy, for he
knew that they had never met before.
But that mude no diflerence to Me
Sharpe-Boddy; he was evidently one
of those ndividuals who believe in
doing ail, or most, of the talking,

“Dr. Locke. Delighted to make your
acquaintanee——"

“My dear sir—"

IIJ

THE MAGNET

Dr. Looke seemed on the verge of
having a fit. This cheery visitor [airly
took his breath away. Greyfriars,
sheltered in the heart of Kent, seldom
if ever came into contact with the huge
world of insurance, so this garrulous re-
presentative of the Wide World was as
much & rarity to Dr. Locke as -one of
Homer's original manuscripts.

Tho cheery expression was fixed on
Mr. Sharpe-Boddy's plump features;
his gemal eyes dwelt captivatingly on
Dr. Locke's bewildered countonance.
Already Mr. Bharpe-Boddy was think-
ing that thizs kindly ﬂlg gentleman
would be an easy client to enrol on the
list of the Wide World's subscribers.

“Bless my soul |” gasped thu Head.

“Insurance, sir,” continued Mr.
sharpe-Boddy, having paused only to
drink in a dyee gulp of air, “is neces-
sary to any self-respecting person. To
married men, if 1 may say so, it ia of
vital importance——="

M Quite go!” Dr. Locke managed fio
blurt out. * But——" .

“In fact, sir, it is almost akin to
criminal neglect for. a married man to
ignore the wonderful facilities offercd
to his dependants, thro the medium
of insuranze. Now, sir, il I might say
s0 without belittling our contempor-
aries, the Wide Worla leads the way.
Yes, sir. Our benefits are magnificent.”

“My dear sir—="

“If you are n married man, with
children, make your future safe with
the Wide World. Apother thing, sir,
you save an appreciable amount on
income-tax—=*"

But this was more than Dr. Locke
could stand. He ros- to his fect.

“Really, sir,” he said, distinctly and
coldly, “you are wasting your tiume
here! I must ask yo i« go—at once ™

Mr. Sharpe-Boddy camz to eavth, so

to sprak, with a jerk. _
“No offence intended, sir,” be
bhastencd to apologise. “] came here

to—

“Let we end this interview at onece [
said Dr. Locke sharply. “I am already
insured, and I have no intention of
adding to my obhigations in that diree-
tion. I bid you good-afterncon "

“One moment, sairl? gasped Mr,
Sharpe-Boddy. “The real object of my
visit was to ascertain tho wheoreabouls
of a Mr. Gosling, who is one of your
mastors, I believe.”

Dr. Locke jumped.

Billy Bunier bchind the scrcen,
chuckf&& softly. EHe was lnding Mr.
Sharpe-Boddy very entertaining,

“Did you say & Mr. Gosling 1" asked
Dr. Locke, . .
“I did, sir.. Your Mr., Geshng in-

gured with us forty years ago. Sensible
I-'ﬂﬂrﬂ_‘"

Dr. Locke held up kis hand.

“One moment, sir,” he interrupted.
“Mr. Gosling iz2 not o master at this
gchool——=" - .

Mr. Sharpe-Boddy, getting his second
wind, so to speak, go: going again.

“You eurprise me, sir,” ho -enid.
“We had a communication from Mr.
William Geosling, Greyfriars School,
Kent, the day before yesterday. Head
office appointed me to visit this thrifty
individual and eongratulate him—"
“But Mr. Goshing—" began the

“MNot ot all. Doubtless you have
heard of me before, Big firm, sir, the Head
Wide World, W paid out ten

thousand pounds—ten thousand pounds,
sir,l in claims the day before yesterdsy,
2 L=

“But——"" began the Head helplessly,

“That didn't worry us, sir. Bless
you, no, sir. The Wide World's rulit:;f
13 ‘pay prompt.” and pav cheerlully,
Youre not insuredf ell, sir, that's

a pity.”

“Is a very fortunate man, sir,"” wenb
on Mr. Sharpe-Boddy, unheeding.
“Mark you, sir, the good counsel he
listened to, and upon which he acted
forty years ago, has brought its reward,
In short, sir, Mr. William Gosling’s life
is insured without payment of any
further premium, and, what is more, he
wéﬂ now be hundreds of pounds hetter
-l
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“But Mr. Gosling iz nol a master
here: he 13——"

“Tho resalt of our generous endow-
ment scheme, sir,” gabbled Mr, Sharpe-
Boddy. “Our premium- are very low
and within the compass of any school-
master, small as thor incomes are.”

Again Mr. B8harpe-Doddy had to
pausc to take breath, and this time Dr,
Locke took full advantage of that fact.

“As I have been trying to tell you for
the last few minutes, my dear sir, Mr.
Gosling is not a master here. You will
find him at the porter’s lod=we, sir. In
other words,” Mr. Gosling is the school

porter. The porter’s lodge is by the
gabeg—"

Me. Sharpe-Boddy looked taken
aback.

“Oh! 'Hem! Hal"

Ho allowed himself to be uzhered out

who is one of your masters, I believe.”

** The real object of my visit,” sald Mr. Sharpe-Boddy,
*is to ascertain the whereabouts of a Mr. Gosling,

crouched without noticing anything
amiss.

A moment later Bunter heard the door
open and Dr. Locke step off down the
passage. 'The Owl ﬂfip the Remove
allowed a minute to pass before he left
hiz hiding-place. Then he rolled to the
door, looked out to sce that the const
was clear, and made tracks for the
Remove quarters as fast as his fat little
lega would carry him.

That he bad playved the eavesdropper
in Dr. Locke's study did not trouble the
accommodating conscience of William
Coorge Bunter. What was uppermost in
tnind now was to broadenst the news
that Gosling, the porter, was in funds;
that he had insured with the Wide
World Company forty yemrs ago: und
that, under their endowment scheme,
Gosling was now the richer by hun-
dreds of pounds!

** What 1 ™

almost gasped Dr. Locke, while Bunter, behind the

screen, chuckled sofily.

o i
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of the study without further expostula-
tion, & circumstance surprising in itself
for a live wire representative of the
“Wide World.” hen he was gone
Dr. Locke wiped his brow. The ordeal
of those few minutes had becn quite a
trying one.

“Tlesa my soul!™ hoe murmured. "1
really thought the man would never stop
talking. T must congratulate Gosling on
his foresight and his thrift and remind
him that i future I do not wish over to
seO O repmsentmim of any insurance
company.” a

Thoe Head's glance dwelt longingly on
Sophocles; then he glanced at the clock
on the mantel and sighed. .In fivoe
minutes ho was due to take tea with
Mr. Queoleh, the master of the Remove.
Tt was guite a wrench to part company
with Sophocles, but there was a consala-
tion in the thought that Me, Queleh,
himseli a lover of Sophocles, would
doubtless he pleased to discuss the
vagaries of that ancient gentloman
doring tea and afterwards.

I'he Head clozed the book and care-
fully placed it on the shelves of his
library, passing within a foot of tho
gereen behind  which  Billy Bunter

;@*_&*
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THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Rough on Coker !

7 UITE a erowd of juniors had
L. collected  1n tha  junior
. Common-roon:. 'The match
with 3t. Jim's was over, Grey-
friars being the victors by the narrow
margin of one goal—the only goal of the
mateh, i

Harry Wharton & Co, were discussing
with great enthusinsm Wingate's last-
minute effort to win the game for
Grreviriars,

“0Old Winpate's worth any two other
chaps in tho team,” declared Bob Cherry
stoutly.

*Here, hére!” ngreed Johnny Bull,

“That winning shot of hisz was a
scorcher,” said Mugent. - "It had the
goalie beat all the way® -

“Rather!” said Wharton.
npj%ng shot 1 -

“The winfulness of the ludicrous
match is due to the Wingate sahib”
declared Hurree Jamzot Ram Singh in
his weird English,

“I say, you fellows—
“Buzz off, Dunter !”
“*0Oh, rcally, Cherry—*

“Tt was &

¥

3

And the chums of the Remove went
on talking as if such an important por-
sonage as William George Bunter did
not oxist.

But DBuunter was not to be denicil.
Once he was the possessor of news
Bunter was never ha[:?; until he had
unburdened himself. IHe proceeded to
unburden himself now. Bit by bit the
story of Gc-simgr:a windfall became coin-
mon property. Most of the juniors were
inclined to the view that Gosling was
to ba conpratulated on his thrift; others,
like Skinner & Co., who never could sce
any good in what anyone outside their
own shady circle choee to do, hinted that
it was like Gosling's cheek to stick out
for tips in order that he could pay lis
premiums on-an endowment policy.

“How did you come to hear all this,
old fat_man{” inquired Bob Cherry,
giving DBunter's ear a playful tweak.

“Ow! Legpo, you beast!™ gasped
Dunter. “The Head told me, you
know.™

“Ehi"

“Dr. Locke took me into his confl.
donce,” said Dunter gravely.

- E{n, ha]. kl::{n;"'

“More li ou were listening at
the keyhole,™ sairj:i Wharton. #
~“Oh, really, Wharton (" said Bunter
indignantly, “I should scorn to be so
base. As a matter of fact T was in the
study when the insurance chap came.”

This, of gourse, was true, but Duntee
did not embellish that side of the story.
It was left to Horace Coker to fill the
gaps as it were.

here was a commotion in the door-
way of tho Common-room and Horace
Coker buret in. His face was red and
ferocious in its oxpression.

“Any of you fags seen Bunter?” he
demanded curtly.

Coker had a short way with fags, and
he placed the Removites . in  that
catepory.

“Are you all gone deaf? he roared,
as no one answered his question,

The jumiors, with the exception of
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Bunter, went on talking, oblivipus of
the presence of the great man of the
Fifth. But Billy Bunter scuttled behind
a group of Removites m & vaid
endeavour to hide his jllump Persomn,

Coker glared round the Common-
room, breathing hard.

*1 want Bunter!” he roared.
of

“ Any
you fags know where Bunter isi"
No answer.
“Wharton,” said Coker magisterially,
“have you seen Bunter!”

The ecaptain of the Remove looked
round idly at his interrogator.

“You talking to me?"

“Yon know I'm talking to you, you

young ass!” snapped Coker. * Have
you seen Bunteri™ ]
Wharton eeemed to consider.

I saw him in the dining-

“What wos he doing there ?™

“"Ho was eating when 1 saw him,"
said Wharton, winking at Beb Cherry.

“The young villain!” snorted Coker.
“How long ago was that "

* About three hours ago——"

“Eh i’ ejoculated the Fifth-Former.

“Quite three hours ago!” said the
captain of the Remove gravely. " YVou
uha% saw him, didn't youi?"” he added.

“"We did 1"

" Ha, ha, ha 1™

There was & terrific roar of laughter
from the Removites as they saw the
peculiar expression on Horace Coker's

rugged faco. Coker’s mighty brain
movad slowly, very slowly, and it was
just beginning to dewn on him thet his
noble leg had been pulled.

“You young &3 !™ he snorted. “That

would be dinner-time ™

“"Go hon ™ laugl:m& Wharton.

“Ha, ha, hal'

Again the Hemovites burst into a roar
of laughter; Coker's face was irre-
giztible.

“You checky Faﬁal' he roared. “I've
a jolly good mind to wipe up the floer
with the lot of you."
“You'ro welecoma to try!” chuckled
Bob Cherry. s &
Coker poused. He was in a warlike
mood, and Coker in such.a mood never
counted odds. Still, even Coker could
geo- that ko wouldn't stand a chance in
an c¢necounter with twenty or B8O
Removites. Besides, he was keen to lay
hands on Bunter. : .
That fat youth hovered like a big
epider behind Harry Wharton & Co,
Coker's roving cye caught sight of him

at last. .
“Vou young villain, come out!” he
bellowed. “I°ll lam the skin off you!”

And the burly Fifth-Former made o
rush towards his victim.

“Keep him off 1" roared Bunter. *1I
nover touched his ecake, really I didn't.
Besides, it was only a measly plum
cake.”

*You thieving villein !* roared Coker.
“Come out!*

But Bunter refused to como out. Ha
knew he was safe in the Common-room.
Whatever his sins, the fat junior knew
that Harry Wharton & Co. would not
stand by idly in their own guarters and
sco & Fifth-Former lam a Removite—
even if the Removite WETE_!!T._IEh an mmsig-
nificant personage as William Georgo
Bunter. '

“Hands off, Coker!" said Wharton
curtly, as Coker, with clenched fists,
came almost within arm’s reach.

roared

“Out of the way, you fagsi"
i B, ¢ The fat
IIJ

Cokar. “] went Bunter!
rotter pinched my cake and bolted
“Did vou raid Coker's cake, Bunter "
asked ?ﬁmrbﬂ-n.
*“Cortainly not,” said the fat junior
promptly “I never knew his Aunt
Judy sent him a plum cake. Besides,

The
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it was only a four-pound one, and there
wasn't any icing on it, anyway.”

“Ha, ha, hal*

Bunter's denials tickled the Removites,
but they served only to make Coker more
meonsad than ever.

“The fat little villain ! he bellowad.
“I've chased him all over the Housa,
but the young scoundrel mbst hava
bolted up Musters’ corridor! Lemmo
goet ot him 1™ :

“MNow we know whers Bunter pot his
information from,” chuckled Bob
Cherry. “Our fat man must have bolted
into the Head's study.”

“1 say, you fellows!"™ squeaked Bunter.

- "Keep him off |

Coker did not stand on further cere-
mony. He charged at the group of
juniors with whirling fists. Next moment
it seemed to him that something in the
nature of an earthquake was happen-

ing.

%omnn of hands laid hold of him and
whirlad him off the ground.

“8ling him out!”

“¥Yaroooh 1” bellowed Coker, as an
clbow jammed into his eye. “Put me
down | I'll wallop the lot of yon!
Grooocough !

Almost invisible beneath a sea of nrms
and clutching hands Coker was bundled
towards the door of the Common-room.

“T'Il smash yvou! Grooough! Tl
skin vou ! roared Coker, ‘Put mn
down !**

“Put him down, yvou chapsl™ said
Wharton, with a grin. " One—two—
threa ™

Coker suddenly shot away [rom the
grinning Removites like a bullet from

& glll'.l..
ump !

He landed in a breathless heap on the
cold, hard, unsympathetic linoleum.

“Groough I

“(Good old Caker 1™

“Ha, ha, ha "

Tha burly Fifth-Former sat up and
panted.

“Vou young rotters!™ he gasped at
last. “T'll smash youl”

Jeers and groans greeted that threat.

“TIl wipe up the foor with youl™
bellowed Coker, serambling to his feet.

“¥ah! Go back to vour Fifth Form
nurgery I"  yelled DBunter, becomin
valiant all of a sudden. “Or I'll p

vour silly nosa!*

That threat, coming as it did from
the champion funk of the school, was
like a red rag to Coker at that moment,
Begardlesa of odds, he charged heoad-
long at the crowd of Removites, his ono
purpose. being to et within hitting dis-
tance of Billy Bunter.

There was a loud chorus of yellz from
the juniors grouped at the doorway nas
some of Coker's wild blows found
billets. The Removites st
that whirlwind attack. and Coker broke
through. In a2 moment pandemonimn
broke loose.

“Ow! My nose!®

“Groooough! My eyl :.

“T1'll smash the lot of you!” Coker’s
thundorous tones rose above thoe tumult.

“Collar him !"™

“Blavghter him "™

“8ling the rotter out!”

Un and down the Common-room the
juniors tramped in a wild endeavour to
“gollar ¥ Horace Coker. Beveral -of
them suffered in the general meles, but
at last the Tifth-IFormer was pimondd
on the floor, with a dozem or moro
Remaovites pilod on top of him.

The din could be heard all over the
Remove quarters, and fellows looking
in to sce what the tumult was about
joined in with zoal and ardour as socon
&5 it was known that a Fifth-Former
was running amuck.

ered under
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For the seccond time Horace Coker
was borne aloft, struggling feably, for
he was well nigh breathless; for the
sotond time, amidst tho cheers of the
Removites, he was whirled towards the
door.

“0ut with him!"

Lookine very much the worse for
wear, the [ifth-Former was dragged
a.tlnpg the passage to the top of the
stairs.

“Grocough!™ panted Coker Tl
make vou rotters suffer for this!
Whooop !

“Rell him down "

“(Give him beans!"

Bump!

Coker was dumped unceremoniously
o the top of the stairs. Then half o
dozen oblizing fect set him rolling.

Bump. bump, bump !

To the accompaniment of wild cheers
from the hilaricus Boemorvites, Coker

traversed the stairs like a human
catherino wheel.
It was wnfortunate that William

Gosling. the porter, should elect to como
along at that moment, for Coker,
bouncing off the bottomn stair, crashed
into him with considerable foree.
Before Gosling knew what was hap.
FE!‘IIHE. his feet were swept from under
im, and he collanzed with & onsn like
a punctured balloon, with
sprawled atop of him.

“Grocoouzh ! Oooooch !
spluticred Gosling dazedly.

“Whoooop! Yoooop!" panted Coker
breathlessly.

And at that moment a shrill voico
rang out:

“(Cave! Prouty!”

Like chaff before tho  wind  the
Kemovites melted awaw, leaving Coker
and Gosling sitting at the bottom of the
etairs, glaring at cach other and drink-
ing in great gulps of alr.

Coker

Oh erikey I

THE FOURTH CHAPTER,
A Different Gosling !

ki IBGRACEFUL!"
D Mr. Paul Pontifex Prout
uttered that e¢jaculation with
great indignation.

The master of the Fifth had just
entercd the Schonl House after having
taken an airine beforo tea.

He stood just inside the door of the
School House listening. To his ears
came the sound of a disturbance from
the direction of the Bemove passage.
Cheecrs, cat-calls, groans, and laughter
all combined to make sufficiont pande.
monium to disturb ihe serenity of Mr
Frout.

“ Abominable ' exelaimod Mr. Prout,
who liked the sound of Lis own voice.
“ Disgusting 1"

Into the master of the Tifth's plum
face came a thunderous frown, which
grow, like the noise from the Remove
quarters.

“This is outrageous? DMonstrous!"
BIr. Prout fairly bristled with indigna-
tion. *The Remove Form is really get-
ting out of hand! I fear Quelch 13 far
too lenient with his chavees!™

The master of the Fifth folt an
inward glow of prido as ho reflected
that such disturbances never occurred
in his Form, a circumstance which he
often dilated upon in Masters' Common-
room when the subject under disons-
sion was the discipline of the school.

For some gcconds Mr., Prout stood
listening. his indignation rising as the
turnult, far from abating, showed signs
of swelling. In a glow of virtuous
indignation, Mr. Prout told himself that

such a state of affairs would never como
to Eass in the Fifth Form, and even if
such a thing should by any strange
means coma (o pass, he, Mr.
would quell it on the epot.

Yet, apparently, Mr. Quelch did not
sece fit to inguire into the disturbance.
Really, it amounted to a gross derelic-
tion of duty to allow such a riot to
continuge unchecked. Mr. Quelch must
be informed of the shocking behaviour
of his Form.

With that object in mind, Mr. Prout
hurried as quickly as his dignity wonld
allow him to Mr. Quelch's study. Tho
pompous master of the Fifth was {)m-
pared to deliver his opinion of the slack
way in which Mr, Quelch conducted his
Form, without mincing his words. But,
to his surpriso, Mr. Queleh's study was
empty. o tea-things were still on
the table, but there was no sign of Mr.
Quelch.

“Bless my soul 1"

Mr. Prout did not know that the
Remove Form master and Dr. Locke
were s:tru]]inli_l in the ancient Cloisters
discussing with great forvour the works
of Sophocles,

For & moment or two the Fifth Form
master was undecided how to act.

FProut,
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Etiquotte demanded that he should not
interfere in the affairs of & Form other
than his own. Yet circumstances alter
cased, and the circumstances in this case
warranted interferencoe on the part of
someonc in authority.

Mr. Prout decided to quell the uproar
in the Remove on his own.

With magisterial dignity, ho rolled
his not inconsiderable avoirdupois
towards the scene of the disturbance.
A little less dignity and a little moro
speed would have revealed & totally
different state of affairs from dhat
which met Mr. Prout's wvizion as he
reached the top of the Remove landing.
~ All 'was quiet in the passage; not a
junior was in sight,« Herdly a sound
broke the stillness.

Then, from the bottom of the stairs,
two volces, hieated and upraised, wafted
up to him.

One was the voice of William Gesling,
who by this time had recovered lus
broath.

The other belonged to Horace Coker
of the Fifth.

“You clumsy young idjit!” roared
Gosling. “Why didn't you look where
you was going ¥

“Bless my =zoul!” pasped bMr. Prout
as he recognised Coker’s voico. Then
hiz oyres almost started out of their
sockets as he perceived Colker himsclf
sitting on the floor at the bottom of
the stairs, with Gosling not e yard

1

away from him, in a similar akitude.
Really, it was top bad that a member
of the Fifth Forma should so far forget
his dignity as to spraw' about like a
common or garden fag.

“Coker " said Mr. Prout sternly.

But Coker was too busy to heed his
Form master just then. Breathing
hard, he scrambled to his feet. Gosling
did likewise, glaring at Coker as if he
would like to strew a hungry church-
jard with his bones.

“You clumsy yo idjit 1" roepeatod
Gosling. caressing himself tenderlr.

“Shut up, you old fool!™ snapped

Coker crossly. 1 couldn't help it,
could X%
“Who are yon ocalling npames?”

demanded Gosling truculently, * Add-
ing hinsult to hinjury, I call that!”

“Oh, ring off, for goodness’ sake!”
said Coker,

“Which 1 won’t ring off. not for
you nor the likes of you!" retorted
Gosling heatedly. “And don't think
you can call mo names, young Coker,
or_ : box vour ecars!™

“Eht" Coker eould hardly Lelieve
hs earsz. “You'd what?"

“Box your cars!” snapped Cosling.

It was doubtiul whether Gosling
quite knew what he was saying: but
n heavy fall for & man wulf past
middle age is not caleulated to improve
a crotchety temper, and erotchety the
porter always was. And, morcover,
there was & certain justification for his
anger; for not omnly had liec bLeen
bowled over like a skittle, but he had
been called an “old fool 1™

Gosling, as & general rule, “know his
position.”  Many a time and oft he
would have dearly liked to Lox the ears
of cheeky _11uniurs and fags: but that
was a privilege denied a school porter,
But during the last twenty minutes,
unknown to himself, but & fact all the
same, a great change bad como over
William Gosling, “keeper of the gate.”

In Gosling’s pocket reposcd & cheque
for a thousand pounds—the result of his
mmsurance with the Wide World Com-
pany—and o sum like that represented
to William Gosling what he had always
dreamed about—independence,

Between the coming and the de-
parture of Mr. Sharpe-Boddy this dream
of independenco had grown to. rapid
proportions.,

To do Gosling credit it is doubiful
whether, but for his wunfortunate en-
counter with Horace Coker, that npw-
found state of independence would have
made any material difference to the
behavieour and manners towards the
boys of Groyfriars; for despite his
crusty  exterior Gosling was  human
enough.

But to be knocked down and then
insulted, bruught all Gosling’s newly-
found independence to the surface.

Ho glarcd savagely at Coker, and
Coker glared back.

The burly Fifth-Former had a “short
way " with most people who disturbed
his sorenity, an unfortunate trait that
often landed him in dire trouble. And,
ot the moment, Coker was in anything
but an cquable state of mind.

* Look here, Gosling, my man—"

“Don’t you *my men' me,” inter-
rupted Gosling. ™1 ain’t standin® any
more numes from you, young feller.”

Coker looked ot him sharply. It
occurrcd to the Fifth-I'ormer that the

arter had been imbibing hiz favourite

iquid refreshment, . i wisely, but too
well,  Despite what Coker chiose to
regard as Gosling’s impertinenm  o-
wards lum, however, he did not waunt
to sce the old gentleman lose his job.
WHE MAaGrET Lisrany.—INo. 1,152.



“ Look here, you'd better go znd lie
down, old chap,” he said.
“ Eh "

“Bleep 1t off, you know ! g

Gosling svemed to find something
offensive 1o that well-meant advice.

“Which you hinsinuate that I'm
deunk, ch?’ he demanded., “You im-
pertinent young jackanapes!™

And to Coker's surprise and Mr.
Prout’s horror, Gosling drew back his
horny hand and smote Coker's ear
soundly.

“ Bicas my soul!"

The horror in Mr. Prout’s tone could

not  have boon more  expressive if
Gosling had struck the Head himself.
“Stop!” Mr. Prout fairly bounded
down the stairs. *“Gosling! How dare
you I - -
Coker, reeling back against the

passage wall, clasping his ear, thought
it time for the world to turn round and
the stars to fall. He, Cokor, had been
struck by Gosling, the porter.

“Gosling " panted Mr. Frout, breath-
ing heavily. “How dare you? Are
vou mad ¥

Gosling faced the cxcited mastor of
the Fifth squarely.

“Which there’s no call for you to
hinsult me as well, Mr. Prout,” ho
seid stubbornly.

“Eh? What?” ;

“1 ain't standin® it. First I'm
agsaulted ; then I'm ealled an * old fool.
Then I'm told that I'm intoxicated. It
don't go for you to call me mad,
weither.

“Bless my soull” articulated Mr.
Prout. “This is monstrous. Gosling,
do you realisa thoe enormity of your
offence I

“Which I realise heverything, Prout,”
said Gosling with dignit , “and 1 might
remind you, Prout, atki m not standin’
wiy nonsense from you.”

*Wkh-a-at |

Mr. Prout passed a dazed hand over
his eyes. Really, the whole thing zeened
a dream. Gosling, the porter, in his
present role, waz something entirely
now to the master of the Filth.

Ho crossed to Coker.

Thot hapless individual hardly knew
whether he was on his head or his
heels. The events of the last twenty
minules  all seemed one meaningless

jumble. Coker blinked at Mr, Prout
dazedly.
“My poor boy!" zald Mr. Prout.

*This assoult ahall not go unpunished.”
“Grooooough ! mumbled Coker.
“Gosling,” said Mr. Prout with

aspority. “You will kindly follow me

to Dr. Locke's study. 1 have not the

slightest doubt that Dr. Locke will im-

mediately discharge you for this

abominable outrage, Wou must be out

of your senses!”

“I ain't out of my senses, Prout,”
retorted Gosling. “ Bchoolmastera ain't
the only people with feelings. Which
I'll follow you to the 'Ead quickly
cnough.”

Mr. Prout trecated him to o look of
lofty disdain.

“Pray vefrain from apeﬂ.king to ma in
that inselent manner,” he said curtly.
“You forget yourself.”

“I'Il epeak 'ow I like,” pgrowled
Gosling. “1 have 'ad eﬂmlgh of your
arrs an' graces, Prout. na  wounld

think that you was the ‘eadmaster of a
dozen colleges instead of an ordinary
master.”

“What, what? Bless my soull”
ajnculated the seandrlised master of the
Fifth, and his face turned a deop
<rimson.

Gosling's words had touched him on
the raw, for deep down in him some-
where, Alr. Prout was conscious that
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pevhaps he did take his job wvery
soriously and oceasionally put on airs
that ill-befitted him.

With rustling gown he swept towards
Dr., Locke's study. Gosling, a defiant
look on hia rugged face, followed him
more leisurely. He realised then what
now found ndependence meant to a
mah who had toiled as a school porter
for years and yoars. Still, old habits
want a lot of shaking off, even to a
man with a thousand pounds in his
pocket, and it was the old Gosling that
stood before the kindly figure of the
headmaster -of Greyiriars—a rather
shamefaced Gosling.

“Wall, Mr. Prout—" said Dr. Locke
snconragingly, as he noted the storm-
-E!::;_:ﬁla on the brow of the master of the

l *

And, without wasting further time,
Mr. Prout plunged into the details as
far as he knew them.

Dr. Locke listened without interrup-
tion. Oecasionally his glance fell on
Gosling. A metamorphosis was taking
lace in the character of the porter.

is shamefaced oxpression had gone,
and a look of sullen defiance had taken

its placo,

Gosling remembered all the
gricvances and wrengs, both real and
imaginary, he bad suffered since he
came to Groyfriars. They grew to
alarming proportions, doubtless hy
veason of the fact that he was not by
any means entirely to blame for the
present state of affairs, and that there
burned in his pocket a cheque to the
value of a thousand pounds.

When Mr. Prout had finished, Dr.
Locke turoed to Goeling.

‘The porter imagined that he read n
rondemnatory expression there, and all
his bitierness surged to the sorface.

* " Mow, Gosling, tell me your version
of this regrettable affair.”

The porter proceeded to do so, first
haltingly and then defiantly. As in the
caza of Mr. Prout, Dr. heard him

out without interruption. )

“It seems to me, Gosling,” said the
Head in a not unkindly tone, “that you
were more of less a victim of circum-
stances,”

“0Oh! said Gosling, noncommittally.

“TFor a man of your ycars to he
knocked down heavily is naturally a
groat shoek, and I should be very
inhwinan and unjust if I blamed you for
losing your temper.”

The porter eluited fvom one oot to
the other uneasily.

“On the other hand,” continued Dr,
Locke, “it was very wrong of you to
take the law into your own hands.
Striking a member of this school iz an
unpardonable offence for o man in your
position—"

“But Coker called me an old fool, as
well 17 exclaimed Gosling truculently.

“Master Coker,” said the Head, with
cmphasis, “was doubtless in a temper,
too, but he certainly had no right to
speak to you in such terms. Hoewerver,
it is with your case that I am dealing
at present, I will deal with Coker
later.™

“0Oh”

"“¥You have heard Ae, Prout state that
vou were insolent to him, Gesling. Is
that the casei™

“ 1 answercd back as good as he gave
me,"” said Gosling doggedly. *As man
to_man.” .

Dr. Locke sighed.

“TTatil to-day, Gosling, 1 have never
had oceasion to roprimand you in your
behaviour towards your superiors.”

Goszling’s hand unconsciously tightened
over the cheque in hia pocket.

“Until to-day your conduct has been
next door to that of an ecxemplary
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nature, But I cannot overlook your
offcoces of thiz afternoon.

“"Which 1 don’t want you to,” re-
torted Gosling dehantly. “I'm 2 free
man, I am, an’ 1 don't want no favours
fromn nuho-d’:f.”

M Very well, Gosling,” said the Head
very patiently, I olfer you the oppor-
tumity of apelogizing unconditionally
both to Mr. Prout and Master Coker,
ur—i‘l

“Which 1 apolergisi
nobody [ P gsng

“Then the alternative is that you
leave the lodge and scek a8 situation
elsowhere,” said Dr. Locke coldly.

“That don't worrit me,” said émling
contemptuously. “Man an' boy I've
worked 'ere. and I've worked ‘ard. This
ain't the only crib in the world, Locke I”

The Head stiffened in bis chair. M
Prout looked too scandelised for words.

" Very well, Gosling,” said Dr. Locke
with icy coldness, and the kindness had
gone from his face, leaving it hard
and stern, *“You -have until eight
o'clock to decide. In addition, should
you decide to be sensible, 1 shall expect
an apology myself for your disrespect
to me. You may gol"

To & man with a thousand pound
chegque in his pocket there should have
becn hundreds of seathing eeplies to
the Head's quiet words, Gosling told
himself. DBut Gosling ecould find no
roply. He threw up his head defiantly
and then, unable to meet the steady gaze
of his old employer, allowed it to fall
ng‘a:.iin} and shufBed sullenly out of the
study.

He shuflled back to the lodge fecling
that he had played a man’s part. He
even told himself that he would have
dono the same had he not been in posscs-
gion of the thousand pound cheque. Bub
as the lamplight flickered over tho arizp
pieco of paper bearing the signatures of
two of the Wide World directors, some-

ain't to

thing d down in Gosling’s ancient
heart told him that he had played tho
fool.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.,
Wanted—a Porter ]

1 AMMON
G “It’s true, I tell you!™
(13 P.I.mﬂ IHI

Billy Bunter glared. His fat
face was alive with excitement, but it
failed to awaken any real interest in
the faces of his hearers.

Harry Wharton & Co. griuned,

“1 tell you Gosling is sacked " hooted
Dilly Bunter.

“Hu, ha, ha!" Harry Wharton & Co.
failed to receive that alarming piece of
news with any seriousness. :

“"Tt's a fact,” said DBunter. "He
boxed Coker's ears—"'

“0Oh, my giddy aunt '

“Make it the Head's cars, old faf
man 1"

Billy Bunter snorted. Rcally, it was
toc bad that his word should be doubted
when, for once, he was telling the truth,

“I've just heard it from Coker !
roarcd Bunter indignantly.

“Yes, I can fancy you getting within
talking distance of Coker,” said Bab
Cherry cheerfully. “He's out for your
blood, my pippin.” _

“*Cfpet, 1 heard Coker telling
Potter and Greene,” declared Bunter
warmly. " Yon know when we pitched
Coker down the stairs, he bumped inio
ald Gosling—"

“Well, we know he bumped into
someone,” said Wharton, with o chuckle,
“hut wo didn't stay to sec who it was
bn-m}:1=an old Prouty was on the war.
path.™ 2

“1 tell you it waa Gosling " shrieked
Bunter., “Fairly koocked him over,
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*You dare to hinsinuate that I've been drinking, eh? ** cried Gosling, drawing back his horny hand and smiting

Coker’s ear soundly.

you know, And old Gossy lost his
temper and boxed Coker's ears. He,
he, ha!"”

“Tell us another, you fat ass!" spid
Johnny Bull disdainfully. _

“But 1t's true. And u{d Prout barged
in and saw it all,” =aid Buanter. " He
ticked Gosling off, and Gossy told him
ha was a fat, swanking old fool—-"

“Ha, ha, hal"

" Pile it on, old fat man!" )

“0Oh, reolly, Cherry, I'm telling you
the truth!"

“Then it's the first time in history!”
chortled Bab.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Billy Bunter glared at the hilarious
Femovitos,

“You cackling asses!™ he hooted, *1
tell vou it's 'true! Gossy cheeked
Prouty, and the old buffer took him
before the Head. If Gosling doesn't
apologise by eight o'clock this evening

ho's going to get the sack.™

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Tan't he rich!' said Wharton
admiringly. “I don't know how he can
think of such whoppers!™

“Yah!" roared  DBuntor. " You
bleszed lot of doubtin Thomases !

¥ou'll hear all about it before bed-time,
then I shall expect an apology for
doubting my word.”

“ Blessed 15 he who expects—" began
IMNugent,

“Yah!” With that final elegant re-
joinder the Owl of tho Remove rolled
out of Study No. 1 in search of a more
appreciative audience.

He lcft Harry Wharton & Co. roaring.

But Bunter had been gono barely ten
minutes when Vernon-8mith put  his
head round tho door.

*Trot in, Bmithy |” sang out Wharton.
“ Distinguished visitors always welcome.”

The Bounder ?rmnud faintly.

“You fellows hieard the newst"

“What news? Do you mean Bunter's
funny story about Gossy :

Yernon-Smith nodded, and his face
became serious,

“It's true,” he said.

“What!"' The Famous Five echoed
that ejaculation as one man.

“It's true,” eated the Bounder
quietly. “0Old Gossy was annoyed
because Coker bowled him over and

called him a clumsy eold fool, or some-
thin’, and actually boxed his cars—"

“Phew!" The Famous Five were all
seriousness. For the school porter to
box a fellow's ears, and the victim a
senior at that, was unprecedented in
the history of Greyfriars.

“My hat!” said Johony Bull,
“Gmlmg must be out of his sonscs!™

“That's not the worst,” said Vernon-
Bmith quictly. “That old fool Prout
happened to see it all, and ﬁoa:a:y wont
the whole hog and cheeked him.'

* Phew!" :

“I've Luat heard it from Blundell, of
the Fifth,” said Vernon-Smith. "The
Fifth 13 talking about nothing else. 0Old
Coker's taken it like o sportsman, but
tho Head's got to hear of 1t, and unless
Gossy apologises all round, as it were,
ho's getting the bullet."

Harry Wharton & Co. looked grave.

“And won't Gosling apologise? said
Wharton at length.

The Bounder shook his head.

“*No: the old chap scems changed
altogether. I believe he was deshed
rude to Dr. Locke—"

“0Oh, good gad ("

* You imperiinent young jackanapes ! **

_ For some minutes there was a silence
in Study No. 1. The news wantcd
getting accustomed to.

“1 say, it's rough luck on old Gossy,”
said Nugent at last. “If he won't do
the sensible thing he'll be out of a job
for the rest of his days. Pe-ugla don't
employ chaps like Gosling. Why, he's
as old as—"

Nugent broke off. The subject of
Gosling’s age always ended 1n  con-
jecture. Some of the more facetious
juniors reckoned that Gosling was as
old as Methuselah; that he was the
school porter at Greyfriars when the
school was opened, centuries ago. These
surmises, of course, were grossly in-
correct. Certain it was, however, that
Gosling was -well past middle age, and
suffored from rhoumatism, and was not
likely to find another situwation should
he ever leave Greyiriars.

“ Bo-long, you men," said Vernon.
Bmith, breaking in on the silence.
thought I'd give you tho nows.”

And the Bounder swung off down the
passage,

“Poor old Gossy!" said Wharton dis-
mally. “After all, bowling over a chap
of his age is a bit steep ; encugh to make
any chap loze his temper.”

“And we were partly to blameo,"” said
Johnny Bull, in his slow, deliberate
fashion.

“Eh?™

“"Well, if we hadn't handled Coker
and chucked him downstairs he wouldn't
have bumped into Gosling.”

“And if Coker hadn't come hunting
for ' trouble, and Bunter hadn't raided
his cake, and if Aunt Judy hodn't sent

THe MagNer Lisnany.—No. 1,152,
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Coker a cake—" began Bob Cher
it a faint chuckla, o

“0Oh rats I

Wharton rose to his feet,

“Let's go down to the lodge, you
men,” he sald.

And the Co. followed their leader out
of tho study.

They found Godling in his lodge, =if-
ting beforo the fire, peering at o plcce
of paper that was obviously a cheque.

He scowled as he saw the Famous
Five framed in the doorway.

“Git out!” he snapped. “I'm sick of
you lﬁﬂung varutinots! I'm finished with
you

“We haven't como bere to rag you,
aozsy,” said Wharton, “Weo've just
licard the news, and we've come to say

wa're .W”'-T*" .
Gosling looked up suspiciously as the
captain of the Remove ‘made that

remark, But he saw sincerity enocugh
in ‘the faces of the juniors he was some-
tines pleased to call ¥ young varmints.”
He gulped something in his throat, and
then, to the juniors’ astonishment,
grinnpd, .

“"Tain't s0 bad as it might be,” he
said, " It's true I boxed Master Coker's
cars, but he deserved it. 1t's true, too,
that I told old Prout what I thought of
him, and 1 wasn't sorry, neither. PBut
lock here, Master Wharton! Jest run
your eyoes over this "ere.”

He proffered the cheque for Wharton
to read. -
~ The captain of the Remove looked at
it and jumped. The chequo was made
payablo to William Goshng, Esq., and
the sum mentioned was one thousand
pounds. The Co. whistled their astonish-
ment, and Gosling, sceing their ex-
pressions, grinned,

“Not so bad, 13 16?7 he grunted.
“Fnough to keep an old man like me
din comtort for the rest of mo days.”

Wharton handed back the cheque.
The Co, remembered then Bunter’s story
of the insuranco ropresentative, and
simultancously thers sprang to mind a
possible reason for Gosling’s attitude.

The cheque for a thousand pounds had
temporarily turned his head. There
was nothing unique in the circumstance.
Better men than Gosling had become
temporarily  unbalanced with  the
accession of money. 8till, the situation
Was serious.

Forgetful of the disparity in their
nges, tha captain of tho Remove good-
naturedly began to give Gosling a few
well-chosen words of advice; for, despite
!nfs shortcomings, and they wera legion,
Wharton had a soft spot in his heart
for Gosling, as he had for anything con-
nected with Greyfriars.  And Gosling
scemed to Wharton as much part of
Greyfriars as the ancient Cloisters them-
selves.

“Dr. Locke will overlook all this if
you apologise,” concluded the captain
of the Remaova,

“Tho goodfulness of the esteemed and
ludicrons  doctor s tevrifie,” added
Hurrce Singh,

But Gosling shook his head.

“Which I ain’t gnin' to apolergise to
no man,” hno said stubbornly ~ “['ve
done nuthin® elze but apolergize fer
vears and years. I've kicked, See|™

“I sco a stubborn old asz whe'll be
sorry for this when ho's nad cime to
think over it,’”” said Bob Cherry.

‘Not on your life, Master Cherry.”

“Don't_ be an ass, old chap,” said
Jahmny Bull.

But the porter paid no heed to the
pleadings of the Famous Five Ha had
made up his mind, and, secing that
nothing was to be gained by prolonging
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the interview, Wharton & Co. retraced
their steps to the School House.

The “Goshing Affair,” as it glready
had como to be known, was the talk of
the school, and with fow exceptions
?gmpa.r.hy went out to old Gosling. In

act, some of the Fifth, Lstening to
Coker's version of the story, went so far
as to say that Coker was an ass to go
looking for trouble in the Remove; that
he was a eclumsy idiot to barge into
Gosling ; and that Gosling should have
boxed both bis ears. To all of which
Coker listened, with ecarlet face and
feelings that left him speechless,

There was quite a stir when, a faw
winutes to zeven o'clock, the door of the
School House opencd. Everybody ex-

to see¢ the ample fgure of

ilithin’ Closlivg Gling: tHa. dBorwas,

with a chastencd and contrite expression

on_ his rugged face, as befitted one with
an apology to make.

But it wasn't Gosling; it was one of
the maids.

In fact, seven o'clock—and then
seven-thirty—chimed oul without any
sign of Gosling putting in an appear-
ance, and tha jumors, who showed more
active interest i the case than the
high and mighty men of the Sixth, knew
then that Gesling had virtually sacked
himself. .

Preparation suffered as a consequence
that night; everybody was far too busy
discussing Gosling and his affairs to pay
much heed to P. Virgilivs Maro, a cir
cumstance not likely to appease the
wrath of Mr, Quelch when he took his
Form the next morning.

Even Dr. Locke half expected Gml;l:g
to appear and proffer the desi
apologies; for the kind old Head could
make allowances, and he hated the idea
of lmini a servant who for so long had
gerved him well and faithfully. But
duty was duty. Making all ellowances
and taking into account all extenuating
circumstances, Dr. Locke could not pos
sibly overlook such conduct. :

The clock on the maniclpicca chimed
out the hour, but thera was no sign of
Gosling; and at half-past cight Dr
[.ocke shut the book he had been read-
ing and sighed. e knew that Gosling
would not put in an appearance now;
the matter, so far as he—Dr. l.ocke—was
concerned, was closed.

Greyiriars would need a new porter.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Gosling’s Sacrifice |

TIHG-A-L;HG !
Gosling grunted, as the gate

bell disturbed the silence of the
night, but took no further heed,

Another chango had come over the old
porter. Ile scemed years older, and
there was a greyness ahout s wrinkled
cheeks that gave indication of a shock
recently received.

Ting-a-ling |

The bell pealed out with increasing
violenee, but Gosling sccmed oblivious
of it. A wistful expression was on hia
face, a far-away look in his suspiciously
malst, Troy eyves,

ling’s world seemed to be tambling
about Ius ears. A few bours ago hLe
had been full of his new-found inde-
pendence; he wns the possessor of a
thousand pounds and what pe cnose w
vegard ar his freedom.  But the advent
ot the postinan with the evening muail
had wrought o drastic change in the old
echool porter.

Hecdless of the bell, Gosling read—
for about the tenth time—a letter that
lay on the table,

It was from hiz only sister, and ran:

“My Dear William,—The specialists
have scen me again to-day, and they
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tcll me that I bhave, at most, only a few
weeks to live. But I cannot give up the
struggle without a “fBght for ' Nap’s'
sake. He means eversthing to ma; and
I bad such wonderful ideas of givin

him a first-class education at a schoo
like Greyfriars. He's a good boy, and
a elover boy; and the viear says there's
a wonderful future in front of him,
But now—"

Gosling’s eyes blurred: he could read
no more. The tears splashed unchecked
down his wrinkled face, transforming it
with a wonderful softness that no one
at Greyfriars had ever seen.

Gosling was deeply moved.

He was desperately fond of his only
sistor and her son, and had, out of his
meagre savings, contributed more than
his ‘mite to ameliorate their ﬁtll‘fﬂ]‘i!‘l%ﬂ.
But this letter, containing as it did the
speciahists’ report, came as an awful
ghock to him.

One line in that letter stood out in
the forofront of Gosling’s mind, "1 had
such wonderful ideas of giving him a
first-class education ot a school like
Greyfriars.”

“"Poor old Nap!' muttered Gosling.
“He's & good kid! The only nipper
I've got in the world I”

Again the dgata bell rang shrilly, but
Gosling heeded it not. = A peculiar
laght had scttled in his eyes, a purposo-
ful determination cloaked his mouth.

“Why shouldn’t e come ‘ere?’ he
asked himself. * Young Nap's as good
ns any young gent ‘era. I've pot tho
money. It would do Eate good to hear
of it—might even pull her round. Why
shouldn’t he?”

The wild idea that had taken root in
Gosling's brain amazed him, but held
Liin. Here he was with a thousand
pounds. What ﬁid he r-cn,ll;l,f want with
n thousand pounds at his time of lifef
Whﬂ shouldnt he give his  youn
nephew a chance to improve himself
Why shouldn’t the money be spent on
improving Nap's eduacation?

The more Gosling thought of it the
more determined he grew that Nap
should be given the chance of a good
education.

He folded the lettor up and placed it
in his ket, brushed a tear from his
CFE, D atmc’l .

Ting-a-ling ! 'Fing—af-]in !

The double pecal of iil: gate  hell
broughet him back to earth, =o to spcalk,
with a jerk.

He shuffled across the floor of theo
lodge and went down to the gates.

An angry face peered in.

It belonged to Montague Newland of
the Remove.

'Che Jewish jonior bad been given a
late pass that ovening, and he had
hurricd back to school well within tho
timo limit; bhut hanging about outside
the gates, ringing the bell far ten
minutes, or thereabouls, had not im-
proved his temper,

Newland, who had heard of the
“affair ¥ between Gosling and Coker,
put Gaosling’s dilatoriness in coming to
open the gates down to *“cheek, " and ko
was prepared to give the porter hia
opinion of such conduet in no half-
hearted fashion.

But his anger died when he saw the
nuizery 1 Gosling o tace

* [Iallo, old bean! Anything wrong?"

Gosling  grunted and unlocked tho
Eates, But Newlond could see that
soinething had upset him.

“Has the Head been

slatin ou,
Gossy ™ he asked. i

“Don't take it to

heart too much, His bark is worse

than his bite. And von were n sensible

old chap to apologise, vou know ™
Gosling started.

(Continucd an prge 12.)
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Send your °‘ footer *' queries fo ** Old Ref."’ ¢/o The Editor, ** Magnet,”” and then look for your
replies in this regular weekly feature,

LTHOUGH these articles have now been appearing
every week for [;‘Ilit-ﬂ 8 long time, 1 have deliberately
refrained from dwelling at any length on the offside
rulos and regulativng. This has bosn dus to the fact

that T have had 8o many out-of-the.way probloms and guestions
#ent to me by readers. :

It hos beon brought home to me recently, through the medium
of my pnﬂ-t-h?f., that there is still a desire for light snd learning
concorning ofiside. I have had many letters on the subject,
of which this onoe from a reader at Eccles is typical: " Will
you please explain to me fully the offzide ralo, wiach | still find
difficulty in understanding ? Often when I have been watching
toothall matches the referée has blown for offside when I didn’t
think the player was offside, but I have had Lo take his decision
for granted.” :

It is clear that there are many followers of foothall in the
same boat as my correspondent. They certainl
apreo with the decisions of referecs concerning offside. 5o here
I will try to clear up the knotty points concerning this problem,
and will also try to keep the dizcussion intoresting by explainin
how the rule operates rather than using thoe official language o
the rules,

One of the first things to remomber is that it is not an offonce
for a player to be in an offside position.

If a playger in on offside position stands st for
inatance, and alleres the play to go on with others
taking parl. he should not be given offside.

On the other hand, it iz not neces=ary for a player in an offside
E-sitiuu to play the ball, or even make an attempt to do so.
e may be given offside for interfering with the play.

] * L

== UPPOSE, by way of exammple, s winger sent a shot towards
&"H; the goalkeeper. His centre-forward, stonding in an

= Offside position, was in such o place that the goal-
keepor's viow of the ball woas not ns clear as it otherwise
would have been. That centre-forward is interfering with the
play, and should be given ofiside though he stands perfectly
still, making no sort of attempt to play the ball

Tho question of whethor n player in an offside position is
intarfering with the play or not is one sa'ely for the referee
to decide, and I must gay that different referees talke a different
view of this ™ interforence ™ ¢lawuso.

Then cnother very important point to remember about this
offsido rule is

that it ia the posifion in which the players are when
the ball is last plaged ichich matfors : not the position
tn wehich they receive e ball.

Let o say in regard to this that oven now, though the offside
rule i3 much easier to interpret correctly than it used to be,
reforoes blunder over this matter of the positions of Lthe players
when the ball ia last played. [ don't blame them for this.
They hiove their eyes on the ball and on the maen who fa(l:,lnying
it. They can't wateh the position of the players bahind them,
for instance. and thus decisions are often given which are wrong,
beeauss n man bohind both backs whon he roceives the ball
was in front of onc of them when it was last played in his
chireation.

don't all

_ Just in the same way, a player who is offside when the bali
15 last pla-}'nd cannot be put onside by the movements of other
players. ought to axﬂ:in this point because 1t is very im-
portant. A wing man the ball and he swings it across to
the middle of the fleld to his centre-forward, who 15 in an offside
ition. Whilo the ball is in flight s full-back dorts towards

is own goal. and when the centre-forward receives the ball the
full-back is in front of him. The contro-forward is still offside,
however, becauso hoe was offside whon the ball was last played.

W ] &

bocause the referco toemporarily forgot this important
point. From about twenty yards out a player sent in &
ghot when one of his colleapues was standing in an offside
ogition, bnt not interfering with the play. From the shot the
all struck the upright and came hmﬁ ta the player who was
ariginally in the offside position, and he shot 1t into the net.
The goal was allowed, but it should not have been, because ths
layer who scored was in an offside position whon the ball was
ast played, and the fast that the deienders ran back when
thﬂ_gf;il struck the post didn't put the actual scorer of the goal
onside.

I SAW a Cup mateh lost—a very important onc—this season

Yo must all understund gquite eleavly, conrerning
this offside guesfion, that no plager cun bhe offzide
if he ¥z behind e Lall when @it is lasi played.

A backward pass cannot find o player in an offside position
unless he runs back to recoive the ball  Incidentally, that is a
point which my younyg players of the game shiould bear in mind :
to keop bohind the playoer with the ball if they are in danger
of boing placed ofiside by the defendera running 11#. And, of
course, you remembzr that a playver cannot be ofiside in his
own half of the feld. If he ia standing just in his opponents’
ha!f and is offside, then he would still be given offside if he
dodged back to interforo with the game, becanse he was offside
when the ball was last played.

L % L

aa it is & point over which spectators often got at logger

heads with reforeos. Tho rule says that a player must

have two opponents befween him snd his opponents’
oal-ling if his position is to bo considered a good one when &
orward pass is made.

@ NE other very important point should be mentioned, too,

That teord = belweeon ™ ig imporiant. It means fhat
if two plagers —an aftocker and a defonder oare on
a dend-level, then the attacker is offside if there is
no other defender putting him onside,

Frequentiy | have seon a contre-iorward receive the ball
whon he has been on & dead-level, looking across the field, with
both the full-backs. e has besn rightly given ofiside, but the
watchers have boen annoyed.

1 hopo T have now made this rathor complicated offside
business clear to all my readers, but if there is any point you
still don't uanderatand—well, the postman still gets paid for
bringing my letters. Tue Magner Lapnany.—No. 1,152,
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‘NAP’' OF THE REMOVE!
(Cantinued frem page 10.)

Newland's words brought home to
him hie own position, which ho had lost
sight of in the fresh worry that had
reached him with the letter from his
sister that evening. :

“Which I hain't apolergised, Master
Newland,” eaid the porter half deliantly.

Y“Oh "™ said Newland, colouring.

And he was about to move on, when
(Rosling touched him on the arm.

“Look here, Master Newland,” he
said, *1 can trust you; I know."”

“Thank you, Gossy!™ said Newland,
wondering what was in the offing, 2o to
speak He looked again at Gosling's
toarstained face, and his own softened.
That the porter was in some trouble of
some sort was plainly evident.

“Will you come into the lodge for a
few moments, Master Newland?' said
Gosling.  *“Which I'll take it as o
favour if you would.” i

“Lead on!¥ esaid Newland, with an
attemapt at cheerfulness.

And he followed the porter into the
Indge wonderingly.

Gosling beckoned him to a scat, sab
down himself, and for a fow moments
stared. long inte the dark, bandsome
faca of the Jowish junior.

“Y know I can trust you,” said the

porter slowly. ;
& second fime, old

*Thank you, |
bean ' said Newland, *“ Now, what's

the giddy secret?" .
For answer Gosling gave lum
letter to read,
Newland's face grew troubled as ke
perused that heart-stirrin
his voice was soft when he looked up

und spoke, )

vl Hgt?d lines, Gossy,”” he said sym-
pathetically. “Poor old chap!”

(Gosling’s face worked strangely,
T'ruth to tell, he had a deep liking for
the quiet Jewish junior, who always had
:i|.1 good word and a kindly smile for
¥,

“That's very kind of you, Master
Newland,” he said slowly. *“*But I want
yvour help—not in a financial way,” ke
hinstened to add.

Newland nodded gravely.

“Yon promise me yvou won't say a
word about what I'm agoin' to tell you,
Master Newland

“"YTou ecan trost me, Gossy—as yon
said yourself.”

It was Gosling’s turn to nod, He
seamed to take o few moments to mako
uvp his mind, and then he leaned for-
ward in his chair.

“Lock 'ere, sir, I've got a thounsand
pounds,”” he said e?iuietl:,u

Newland inclined his head. Knowing
nothing of Gosling’s insurance EOHEIV’
he almost began to wonder if the old
porter was romancing, A
pounds—

Gosling hastened to enlighten him.

- "#o, you see, it scems providential,
in a way, that the money should come
fo mo jest now.

There's my r
worriting her life out ngg-ﬂt

the

thousand

zister t
young Nap. Ie's a good boy, is young
Nap. ou'd like him, Master

. Y I'm sure I should,” said the Jewish
jitnior. _

“Well "—Gosling scratched his head
—"] want to send the boy to a good
sehool,”

“That's jolly sporting of you,” said

Newland warmly.
. ""But want 'im nemr me, you
lollow®"” asked (Gosling anxiously.
“He's the only nipper in our famaly,
and I think the world of him ™

Newland nodded sympathetically,

“"“How much would it cost to educate
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‘moments.

cpistle, and

a clever boy like Nap at a—say, & school
like this 'ere " .

“Very nearly all your thousand, old
chap,” said Newland. :

Ciosling elapped him hand on  his
thign.

“Wall, I'm dpre'pnr-a:l to do it, for
Kate's sake and Nap's sake, See? But
wot I'm troubled about is 'ow I can get
him ’ere as ai—a. scholar, like one of you

oun tal"

y It E‘E:,n out at last, and Newland
started violently. Not for one moment
had ho divined the big idea that had
come to William Euqlmg';.

Newland was silent for a few
Gosling watched him in-
tently. - )

“1 kin sec that you don't take kindly
to the idea, Master Newland,” said the

porter. “‘Perraps my nephew ain't good
cnough for Grey riura-gﬁ 17

MNewland coloured,

“1 . wasn't thinking that for «
moment,” he sald earncstly, I waa
thinking of the difficulties, And—and,
after all, it does present a problem,
doesn’t it 1"

“You mean, me being the porter
'ere 1" asked Gosling.

“Well, yos,” said Monty frankly.
“MThe authoritics woulde't allow it, 1n
the first place. In the second place,
your nephew would find it very difficult
with some of the fellows.”

“ If—if they got to know who "o wasl"
put in the porter. “Agreed. DBut his
name ain't Gosling, you know. His
name's Fanfair—William (after mc)
MNapoleon Fanfeir. You see,” he added
cagerly, " none of the young gents would
know who ‘e was, You wouldn't let on,
would you, siri"

MNewland smiled, Ho waa faintly
amused at the whole idea, although his
own good nature fully appreciated the
good natura of Gosling that prompted
such a sacrifice. Btill, the prn}nct. was
an impossible one, And he gently began
to point out the obvious drawbacks.

Gosling's face fell as he listcned. He
had set his heart on secing his nephew
cstablished at Greyfriars, and each point
that Newland outlined against such a
project coming to pass hurt him deeply.

Newland himself falt strangely moved
by the old ch;g’a gen-:-msitg, and the
mora he looked at Gosling's weather-
beaten face, and the mervous twitching
of his horny old fingers, the more he
was temp to put his wits into the
scale to help the old porter. R

The greatest snag lay in the direction
of the authorities. MNewland knew, and
he convineed Gosling 1o the finish, that
Dr. Locke and the governors would not
entertain the idea for & moment. A
sehool porter with a nephew as a
scholar at tho same scheool was impossi-
ble, unheard of.

“T've sot me "eart on it, Master New-
land,” said Gosling, at length.
“Couldn’t his vicar do the job for mo?
Couldn't the vicar put Nop forward as
his pupil, and get him into the school ¥

““Parhaps he could,” said Newland
slowly. ‘'But it would mean that you're
making the vicar 4 party to a scheme
that savours of deception.”

“"RBut 1t would be all right if I paid
the fees.”

“It would still be a deception,” =aid
Newlnd. “A harmless one, maybe;
but I can't sce a respectable viear doing
that.” :

“Well, then, couldn’t my sizter put
him forward as her own son, which ’e
ist" said Gosling. “With the vicar's
testimonial as to Nap's behaviour an’
things, surely Greyfriara would take
Yim. Why, he'd a credit to any
school i :

“1 believe you,” said Newland., "It'a
quite possible that vour sister eould da

. rugged
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the irick, without the relationship
becoming known. It still savours of
deception: and yet, hang it, if it would
help you sister, the end. would justify
the means|™ '

Gosling brightened up.

*“I balieve 1t could be done that way,
Master Newland,” ho said.

“Thore's & walting list, you know,”
reminded the Jewish junior,

“Oh!” muttered Gosling.

" But haps I could help there™
said Newland, with a grin. " My pater
12 very well in with the governors, A
word from me and he'd help like a
Mind you, I shiouldn't tell the pater the
circumstances. I should simply tell him
that I want to oblige an old friend. The
EOVernor woulda't ask questions,
all

Ha broke off as Gosling seized his
hand and wrung it warmly.

“¥You're very good, sir,” said Gosling
bmh:rl._liv. “¥You'll make an old men
‘appy if you can do the trick, and I'll
be grateful for the rest of me days.”

3 's think things out,” said New-
land, who, now that he had pledged
himself to the plot, entered inte it
whole-heartedly, if a little thoughtlessly.
“I had better tell you how to go about
it. I don't suppose your sister knows
what to da, does she 1"

Guosling shook his head,

“Bhe ain't ever 'ad occasion to write
for a prospectus an' things,” he said,
rather vaguely. “Perraps you'll jest
write down a specimen letter for her,

Master Newland."
And for the next twenty minutes
Monty Newland gave himself?up to tho

task in hand. f all wont well—and
thore was a bg *if "—William
Napoleon Fanfair was destined to enter
Greylriars as a scholar,

“Which I can't thank you cnough for
what you've done, sir,” said Gosling, as
Newland rose to go.

“Don’t thank me,” said Newland,
with @ grin. " You're a jolly good sort
to give up all that money for your
nephew. What little I can do is neg-
ligible by comparison, Buat—-="=1"

A look of alarm suddenly entercd his
face,

“But what, Master Newland "

Newland seized the old man by the
armo.

“You've forgotten something,” he
said. "' You've forgotton that you're out

of a job. You'll want the money for
yourself, You'll—"

Gosling's face blanched. He trembled
visibly,

“What a fool I am!" he eaid
miscrably, “I'd forgotten that,” He

shrugged his shoulders helplessly, *'T'm
out of & job--I'm out of a job! I've—
I'vo sacked myself ¥

Newland furjt him trembling—saw a
tear begin to course its wny down o
cheek, and then the Jewish
junior’s face o set,

“Look here, Gossy, there's only one
way out.” -

Gosling looked at him like a drowning
man, on the point of poing under for
the last time, sceing a rescucr speed-
ing towards him,
Tell me " he said hoarscly. "TI'll do
anything. I'll do anything, if it'll mean
1mking§(ntﬂ ‘appy and an education {or
young Nap—anything "

‘“"(Go to Dr. Locke at once and apolo-

gise,” said Newland. *He's a rare
good sort; he'll give you another
chance.” :

(Gosling shook his head.

“He won't,” he moaned—""he won’t!
I was in the wrong. What’s move, 1 was
hinsolent to  him I called
* Locke " I

“He'll forgive you, if you're man
cnough to apologise,” said Newland,

"im
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The moment Gosling turned his back, Lord Ma

strangely worked up. **Ask him to give

you another chanee.”

“But the time's up,” said Gosling
misorably. “He gave me until eight
o'clock. It's turned nine now. What &
fool I've been!”

Newland dragged him fiercely by the

A rIm,

“(ossy, it's the only way. You must
do it=-you must, for your sister's sake—
for Nap's sake. Do you heari"

Gosling remained silent for a few
moments, his faco working; then he
spoke.

“I'll do it,” he said grufily. “In any
case, I was in the wrong, The money
must have turned my head, I suppose.
I'll de it, Master Nowland.”

And he walked out of the lodge with
a determination that gave Nowland
hope. It was exactly five minutes past
nine when Dr, Locke's maid informed
her master that William Gosling wished
to see him.

Gosling ontered, very chastened
spirit, and tendered his apology.

What passoed between them is not
known; but rumour went the round that
Coker of the Fifth had been summoned
to the Head's study—that Mr. Prout had
also been spen wending his ponderous
way there, also. And that, later,
William Gosling emerged looking very
white and subdued.

_Only one junior knew for cortain that
night that William Gosling had
reinstated, and that jJunior was
Montague Newland. But on the morrow
all Greyfriars knew that Gosling bad not
been sacked. for he was scen at his
lodge as of yore, and noclue was written
on his face of the sensational idea that
had been born in his brain of sending
his nephéw MNapoleon to Greyfrinra

That was n secret between Montague
MNewland dnd Gosling—a secret that was
to furnish some amazing results 1o the

in

—_

course of the next few wecks—so amaz-
ing, in fact, as to make it the sonsation
of the term and an unparalleled slice
of history in the life of Greyfriars.

T

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER,
*Nap® of the Remove |

o pILLIAM NAPOLEON FAX.
. FAIRI"

(3] Eh?!)

“Willinmn Napoleon Fan-
fair,” repcated Harry Wharton, with a
Erin.

“Sounds like & blowing of trumpets,”
said Bob Cherry. “What is it exoctly,
old bean ™

“The name ol the new boy duo to-
day,” explained the ocaptain of the
Remove. “The Quelech bird bhas just
told me. Asked me to keep a fatherly
eye on Napoleon. Usual stuff—new to
E-ub&m school life, may neced & friendly

an P ]

*Or a friendly foot,” said Bob, with
a grin, “Leave him to ua”

The Famous Five chuckled.

(It was a few weeks after the “Gos-
ling affair.” In fact, that sensation
had now died a natural death, and
Harry Wharton & Co. had been debating
the -best miethod of spending the half-
holiday, when Mr, Quelch, #he master
of the Remove, had sont for Wharton.
As “head boy " ol the Form, it fell to
hiz lot to kecp a tatherly eye on new
boys, a task rendered cithor agreeabls
or disagrecable according to the cliarac-
ter of the new boy.

“Arc we pxpected to mect the now
kid?" asked Johney Bull, with a yawn.

Wharton shook his head.

““No. not this time, old scout. New-
land has gone down to the station to
do the honours.™

* Newland #
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ulsverer slipped the letier into the school porter’s jacket pocket !

“¥es. Appecars ho knows the new
kid, or his family, or something,” said
Wharton, * Anyway, Newland's saved
us & job.”

“Good!” oxelaimed DBob Cherry.
“What about a tramp into Pegg? We'll
stay for tea and have a ramble back
over the cliffs.”

o old thing,” said Wharton.
“There's no footor mateh on.”

“Come on, then,” said Bob cnergetic-
n]lﬁ; and he grabbed his cap.

18 chums followed hitn out of the
and almost ran into Billy Dunter.
‘1 say, vou [ollows——"

“Can't stop 1" sang out Pob,

“Oh, really, Cherry!"” eaid Bunter,
rolling after tho Famous Five, “I say,
it's important, you know.” :

“What's important 7 asked Wharton
curiously. |

*“It's about the now boy,” said Bunter,
“You see, I thank it's up to someonc
t» meet him and—and show him rount,
you know. Welcotne tho stranger within
the gates, and all that.”

The Co. grinned.

“I'm a thoughtfu] fcllow,” smirked
Bunter. “I remember what it was like
when I first camo to school Now my
Id?;]l 13 to go and meet the new boy
on ‘;._l_,l

"Get him to cash one of your postal
orders for you," churkled Dob, * Louolk
out that ho isn't a soft asa”

“Oh, really, Cherry,” said Bunter,
with a blink. "My idea is to stand the
kid a feed at the bunshop.”

" Not get bim to stand you one?”

“Cortainly not,” said Bunter. I
hope I'm not that sort of fcllow, Ehurri*.".
But the trouble is I'm temporarily
short of tin—"

“{o hon ™

“I was cxperting a handsome remit-
tance from one of my titled relations ™

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

wenk on Bunter earnestly. “Bud it
hasn't arrived. Awkward, isn't it?”

“"Very ' said Bob gravely.

“You see, I'd set my heart on meot-
ing the new fellow,” said ‘Bunter. " In
the circumstancea I Wwas wondering
whether you would oblige me with o
little loan, A pound w-:mﬁ do—""

Bob winked at his chums.

“¥ou're sure & pound will ba enough,
old fat man?"

“Well, you can make it two," said
Bunter greedily. “Dash it all, I can
afford to bo genercus to the new kid,

I'll settle up as soon as my postal-order

arrives "

“Two pounds?" ;

“You're a good sr.:-rti Boeb Cherrey,”
said Bunter gratefully, “I— Whoop!
Y 1 harrer you doing?”

For the cheery Bob had grabbed him
by the collar and playfully rapped his
Lbullet head against the wall

Bump ! .

“That's the first Puund," said Bob,
with a chuckie. *Always ready to
obliga you old fat man. Would wyou
like any. more pounds?™

“Groogogough!  Yoooooop!  You
awful beast!” gasped Bunter, rubbing
his head.

Apparently Bunter didn't want any
more pounds of the variety Bob had
zoen fit to Ee:ive him. He backed away

a

from the Famous Five, glaring.

“ Beasts | Rotters 1

“Como on, you men!” said Bob.
“Bunter doesn't want any  more
pounds. "

-And the Famous Five trooped out of
the School House and into the ‘sunshine,
‘and were soon stepping it out for the
village of Pegg.

Billy Bunter ro'led down to the gates
dismally, He was in his usual state of
impecuniosity that heli-holiday., The
thought of meeting the new boy in the
nope of wheedling a feed out of him had
socurred to Bunter, but it meant a walk
to the station and back, and PBunter
hated exertion in any shape or form.
8till, it was the enly means left open
to him, and with a grunt the Owl of
the Remove rolled out of gates and took
the road to the station.

Williamm Gosling watehed the fat
Romovite until he was out of sight.

“That fat guzzler’s gone to meet
Nap,” he muttered. "“But "a won't get
no change out of Nap. Besidea, Master
Newland'll scon sheer *im off.”

And Gosling went on sweeping ﬂ’:ie
drive in a very cheerful state of mind.
The thing he had often dreamed about
was coming to pass—Napoleon Fanfair
had been accepted for Grayfriars,

It was almost incredible, but there it
was. Gosling’s sister had jumped at the
opportunity her brother had offered
young Napoleon. She had made formal
applieation to the authorities, the good-
natured vicar had ad1ed his recommen-
dation without knowing for & moment
he was recommending as a fit pupil Tor
Grayfriars the nephew of its porter, and,
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botween William

rite. ta his promise, Montague Newland
had enlisted Mr. Newland's aid.

It all seemod too d to be true o
William Gosling, and he felt like pi:;rqh-
ing himself to sve if he wrre dreaming.

t it was true enough, In Gmlmg 8
pocket reposed a letter from his sister
Kate, informing him that Napoleon had
been accepted, that he had passed tha
cntrance exam. with Ayving colours, and
would reach Greyfriars that very after-
noon,

Gozling was hemming merrily to him-
self as Eﬂ- swept the drive. True, he
would have to tread very warily. No
ong must be given reason to suspect
that there was any bond of relationship
apoleon Fanfair and
William Gosling, and their meetings
would have fo arranged with great
diseretion.

Only one fellow at Greyiriars knew
the secret, and that was Montague New-
land; and Gosling knew the secref was
safe with the Jewish junior.

Napoleon had been given his instrue-
tions. He was not to make any public
demonstration when he marched in at
tha gates and saw his old uncle there.
He could nod and smile o presting as
any ordinary new boy, and that waa all.

‘o many, such & situation as was now
to spring up bhetweoen an affectionato
uncle and his equally affectionate
nephew, would have been impossible.
But to Gosling, in his delight and joy,
it presented no difficulties whatsoever,

And he was happy mm the knowledge,
too, that Newland would keep an eyo
on young Nap’s affairs in the Remove,
for it was into the Lower Fourth that
Nap was destined to go.

Fellows passing in and out of the gates
that afternoon heard Gosling humming.
noted the cheery expression on  his
usually sour features, and marvelled.

And at last the moment for which
CGosling had Iaboured and waited
arrived—William Napoleon Fanfair wos
coming in sight.

An eager look came into Gosling's face
as he gazed up the road. Yes, it was
his nephew right enough, and Newland
was with him. But—

Gosling stared until his eyes almaost
started out of their sockets,

He had provided suflicien money to
fit Napoleon out in the regulation school
outfit. Nothing had been omitted from
the youngster's schoal wardrobo,

Everything, then, that Napolenn stood
up in would be brand new. Yot Gos-
ling, gpu:tn_q along the road, zaw that
something had happened. Both New-
lnnd and “MNapoleon wore looking
decidedly the worse for wear.

The two of them reached tho gates at
last, and asz they entered Lord, Maul-
overer sauntered wmlong. He eved the
two juniors in amazement.

“Good gud!” exclaimed his lordship.

Newland grinned ruefully,

He introduced Napoleon.

“Nap, this ia Mauleverer. He'a a
giddy lord. you know, but apart from
that we've got nothing against him."”

The new boy prip Lord Maul.
averer’s hand warmly.

Map wns & ﬁgmdv]mhing, sturdy
youngster, about fifteen years old, with
E_detarminad chin ond uoruly curly
BIx.

That he had been in the wars was
very evident. His collar was hanging
adrift from its moormgs, so to speak,
his clothes werse dusty and torn in
places, and his aye was rapidly aszumin
n dark shadew that told of a painfu
contact with someone’s fist,

Newland was n similar state.

Gosling, hovering near. looked
stupcfied.

“We bumped into the Higheliffe cads
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just a couple of hundred yards down

the lane,” said Wewland, dabbing at

his nose.  “There were five of the
rotters.”

“Oh gad!™ ejaculated Lord Maul-
Everer, _

“Still, wo gave them something to
take back with them,” said Napoleon,
with a wide grin.

“What-ho 1" said Newland., “I1 sav,
Mauly, young Nap hers is a terror with
his fists. You shoule see what he did
to Ponsonby’s nose—spoiled the shape
of it for a tew weoks, I know."”

And Gosling, who had overlieard
ov word, as Newland intended he
should, felt comforted and proud.

He leaned oo his broom and watched
him with affectionate eyes, gratified to
see¢ Lord Mauleverer talking with his
neivhaw.'

fauleverer took a liking to the new
boy on the spot. And Nap, on his pact,
koew that he had made another friend
in his noble lo1cship,

*I1 think Pon and his merry men are
sorry now that they tried to rag us”
snid Newland. “ It was a great fight,
but, thanks to Nap, CGreyfriars won."

“Bravo!” grinned Mauly, *8ee you
later, you men. I've got to crawl down
to the village. Awful fag, you know |"

And his elegant ' lordship sauntered
out of gates, leaving Nowland amd the
now ‘hoy alono witﬁ Gosling.

The portor treated his nephew to a
rare smile. He wanted to pick him
up and hug him, but heo remembered
in time the part he had to play, and
also that, in any case, Nap was
past the age when affectionate relatives
did such things.

Newland looked on as pleased as
Gosling and his nephew, but & frown
came over his face as he heard footsteps
approaching, and also recognised the
voice of Flarold Bkinner.

“This is Gosling, the porter, Nap,”
said Newland aloud.

“0Oh " said Nap.

“Thizs iz tho new boy Fanfair,
Gosling.™ :

“Which I'm pleased to see you, sir,”
said Gosling, with owllike gravity.
“And T ‘apos you'll bo ‘appy ‘erc,
NnP—I mean, Master Fanfair.

'D‘ I’:m suro ‘I shall, uncle—ahem !—
wl

Nap broke off with an exelamalion
as Newland trod on his foot. Skiunecr
% Co. were within earshat.

“Borry, old scout!™ said Newland.
with a prin. “Look here, Nap, wea'd
better get in and get tidied up before
a Beak spots us I

“Good 1dea !" said Nap. and fallowed
Newland across the quad after en
affectionate glance at his uncle.

But the luck was out. For just as the
two juniors wore monnting the steps of
the School House Dr. Locke himself
mot them,

“Blesz my sonl " he ejaculated, as he
beheld their disreputable appearance.
“ Nowland—Fanfair—"

“Yos, sir!"” zaid the new boy moekly,
wishing that tho. carth would open and

gwallow him.

"Bless my soul ! reiterated Dr.
;[.-:rclrie,. “Boys, you have been fight-
mngr! ’

“Ye-os, sir!”

“"Fichting before you have been In
the school half an hour. Fanfair! This
ia hardly the conduct I expect from a
CGreviriars boy.™

“Tf wou ploase, sir,” bepan New-
land: but the Head beckoned him to
be =ilent.

“T'm sorry, sir.,” said Fanfair. “Dut
T was hardly to blame.” .

“ Monszense ™ snapped Dr. Locke, "It
takes two to make a quarrel. Really,
I am shocked and surprised that a new
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boy, of all people, should arrive at the
arhool in such- o disgusting condition.™

It was on the ti? of Fanfair's tongue
to explain, for he felt, with reason, that
ho had been misjudged, but Dr, Locke
gova him no chance.

"Gntinm the Iii}ciusa at ulgluu-u :}nf malgg
ourself respectable, v, he sa
- “ And E’l}n’lﬁd, kindly

sternly. lly kee
your temper in check, Fighting with
s new boy, indeed ! Disgraceful I"

“ But—"" l:m:ﬂﬂn Newland, realising
that the Head had
conclusion,

“Wet a word!” said Dr. Locke.
“You will conduct Fanfair to the bath-
room, and let there be no mere fight-
ing. Fanfair, when you have tidied
vourself you will interview your Form
master, Mre. Quelch.™

And before either of the juniors could
recover from their astonishment tho
Head had rustled on his way.

o luck, Nap!™ said Newland,
with a grin. “The old DBeak, ho's o
?ﬂ-ﬂﬂ chap roally, thought that we had

wen serapping cach other.™

Napaleon Fnl}fniqh grinned, too. He
was sorry to think he had created such
an unfavourable first impression; but
there it was,

He accompanied Newland to the
hath-room and tidied himsclf. His box
hadn't yot arrived by tho carrier's cart,
50 he couldn’'t change into another
suit, Still, one of Newland's jackets
and collars fitted him passably well,

Five minutes later Fanfair presented
himself at Mr. Queleh’s study, and was
asked the usual questions and given the
samo good wishes that the master of the
Remove habitually handed out to new
boys in his Form.

“¥ou will share Stady No. 1 with
Wharton and Nugent temporarily,”
concluded Mr. Quelch, with a gracious

smiile, “You may gF-:- }
And Napoloon anfair took his
departure.
ut in the passapo he came across

Harold Skinner & Co.

“Hold on, mew kid !" drawled Skin-
nor, detaching himself from the pas
sage wall ”Fi)u-ns your mother know
you're out?" i )

“Yon leave my mother out of it,”
snit] Nopoleon quietly.

And he knew from the moment he
looked into Skinner's pasty [ace that
here wns o potential encmy.

MNap made to walk on, {ut Skinner
shoved his foot out, and before he knew
what was happening the new boy had
tripped over it, and gone crashing to
the floor.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
A Bad Beginning !

i

H Skinner & Co. laughed up-

roaviously as the new boy
pitched . headlong, but the

fair rose to his fect. Flis cyes wero

blazing, and hiz fists were clenched.

At that moment Harold Skinner was
life, but the new boy controlled his
angor aa he remembered Gosling's
advice on the subject of “rags” and

“You rotter!” said Fanfair.

a jolly good mind to give you a
thrashing !

A, ha, ha!"
langhter rang a little false when Fan-
near to getting the thrashing of his
hiow to take them.
“I've

“Ha, ha, ha!™ chortled Skinner. “Ta
the little boy annoyed? Did'oms!
Thera ™

And the cad of the Remove reached
aut and patted the new boy on the
hopd, after the maoanner of a parent
sently admonishing a child. Tha next

jumped to & hasty

moment  Skinner found lis wrist grip-
ped as 1n & vice as Fanfair caught hold
of it and wrenched it away.

"Hands off,” said Nap quietly.

Skinner was amazed at the strength
of the new boi, and not a little afraid.
He fingered the wrist that Fanfair had

ipped with a wry oxpression on his
0.

Fanfair gave him one grim look and
swung on his heel,

“Tho cheeky cad!” said ESkinner
savagely. “I've a jolly good mind——"

He broke off and rushed off after the
new boy.

Fanfair suddenly felt himself swung
round faco to face with Bkinner. '

“Here, what's wvour namei” do-
manded Skinnar.

“Fanfair,” said the new hoy quietly.
#“And please take your hand off my
shoulder 1*

“"Where do yon live, you cheeky
now kid ! sard Skinner unpleasantly.

“That's my business!”

“Oh, is it?"” jeered Bkinner. “Well,
then, my pippin, lot me icll you that
thosa atra and praces won’t do you
any good hero!™

o rats 1"

Skinner's eves blazed,

“IMd you eay “rate’ to mof®

Fanfair nodded.

“And many of 'em ! he added.

“Rag the rotter !' said Bnoop.

“Rag the chocky ass!” cchoed SBtolt.

And the threo juniors advanced on
Fanfair, doubtless expecting that he
would make a bolt-for it. But Napoleon
Fanfair did not make a bolt for it. He
steod his ground firmly.

“Keep your paws off me,” he said’

grimly, “or 1 shall hit out 1" )
But the cads of the Remove did not

The ** Magnet '* Rhymester is still going
strong ; Mr. Quelch is his latest ** vie-
tim " to rank amongst our popular
feature—GREYFRIARS CELEBRITIES.

ST.OW, majestic, solemn tread
A A own that’'s primly
riastlhing.

Whose is that figure just alead,
That moves, quite free from bustling ¥
Who owns that gimlet eye, whose vay
So oft foretells disaster?
"Tis Henry Samuecl Quelch, M. A.,
Of tho Remove—Form master.

A lusk that’s hard as granite flint
Forms Queleh’'s grim exterior;
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heed the warning. They were thres to
one—surely strong enough to subduo o
cheeky new kid. Bkinner & Co., how-
-over, -got the surprise of their lives o
fow geconds later, for Fanfair's right
crashed on to S8kinner’s prominent noze,

sending that amiable youth: staggering
against the wall,

X, i

“Collar the rotter!' said Suoop
valiantly. " Yarooch 1"

Fanfair's left connceted with Snoop's .
cye, and Snoop saw all the stars in the
firmament as he crashed back against
Skinner,

Stott heesitated. Heo had witnessed
thoso two hefty blows, and be had no
fancy to sample one. 8till, he could nos
back down in the circumstances, and,
mustering into play what courage iw
imaauw:d, he ru.a]?ed viciously at the new
Y. .

Fanfair laughed, and nimbly stoppoed
aside. Apgain hiz right shot out, and
Stott collapsed in a heap on the pas--
ai';_gﬁ floor, yelling and clasping lLis
Chnin.

“Wow! Owl”

Fanfair surveyed the three
with a grim smile.

“¥You woke up the wron assenger
that time,” ho said. "Hti]i ? warie:l
yon 1"

“ Yarooooh !” groaned Skinner. * You
cad 1" '
“Wow-ow [ moaned Snoop.

“"Grooooouph !" gasped Stott.
hooligan 1"

There was the rustle of a gown in the
passage, and Dr. TLocke  sweps
majestically into sight. Ho started as
ha saw the sprawling figures of Skinnor

(Continued on next page.)

JUniLore

“Yau

But oftentimes you catch a hint
Of guite a kind interior.

The fellow's prim, precire, and just,
iz method: are not harmful;

He wields the cane, and yet we muist
Improve, through his example.

He’ﬁ'}mpuinr with all his hows,
And very loyal towards thewm;
Golf and classies are his joys
When seanty time affords them.,
For Henry Quelch is typing out
A “History of Greyiriarvs.”
"T'will never end, without a doulit,
And yet ho never tires.

In class. Mark Linley is his joy,
A clever knowledge-hunter;
Wharton ia his bright head-hoy,
And his dismay 13 Bunter, -
That fat one is his trial in lifg,
The bane of his cxistence;
And Mauly sleeps through storm and
strifo, .
Till roused with firm insistence.

But though his Form i3 none too gramd,
At all times they'll :mm;ort him,
And form a loval. helpful band,
As harsh expoerience tuught him,
When through  Misfortune — fickle

jade !— :
Quelch Ieft Greyiriars portals, .
Ho found Lis feet through Mauly's aid,
Moast affluent of mortals.

Through Queleh’s hands have pagsed a
crowd
Of boys, and he's improved them.
S0 hear na shout that we are proud
That his cxample’s moved them.
We'll raise our glasses, and we'll say:
“* Hore's health and great prosperity
To Henry Samuel Queleh, M.AY—
In spite of his soverily.

T T ey T T eV T T T LTI TIETT DL LT UL L L LR b bt okl

Tuneg Maguer Liuany.—No. 1,152,



18
& Co. and the mew boy standing over

them. s _

“Bless my soull” he exclaimed.
“Fanfair! ls it -possible that you have
boen fighting again "

It was possible, as the damaged
eountenance of Skinner & Co. plamnly
showed.

“This is disgraceful!" sna
Head. "I will pot tolerate
ganism, Fanfair!"

“I'm sorry, sir," said the new boy
guietly, although a trifle bitterly.

He could not add that he hadn't
sought the fight, for that would have
been tantamount to sneaking: but ho
reflected that S8kinner & Co. might have
had the d to own up that they
had provoked him into fighting. Fan-
fair, however, did not quite know the
calibre of Skinner & Co. vat.

The Head's glance passad imly
from ono junior to the other. Skinner
& Co. looked as hurt as was humanly
poasible.

“Who started this regrettable affair ¥
asked Dr Locke.

There was a silence, except for a low
moan from Skinner. _

“Who struck the first blow "

1 did, sir!” said Napoleon, with a
sinking at the heart.

“Very well, Faofair!”- said Dr.
Locke ﬁtarnli‘. “You wili follow me to
my study. am disappointed in you.
Much as T dislike nﬂmnf a boy on his
first day at school, 1 feel that I cannot
overlook this disgraceful affeir. Such
hooliganisin, =ir, 15 Dot tolerated =t
Greviriars.”

“I'm sorry, sir,” eaid Fanfair, turn-
ing & deep crimson. ]

‘Doubtless you are,” said Dr. Locke
feily. *“But your sorrow is o trifle late,
Follow me!"

And he= strode on to his “Ud%'o.
fair, after giving Skinner &
bitter lock, followed.

From & convenient point of vantage
Bkinner & Co. heard the swishing of
the cane, and rather anticipated hear-
ing the new boy ery oul. Dut not a
sound cszecaped Fanfair's hipe. He took
his punishment with stoical fortitude,
unjust as that punishment really was,

When he cmerged from the [ead's
study his face was white, and his hands
were clenched.

Skinner & Co. gave him sneering
glances; but Fanfair knew better than
to be provoked nto another scrap
within hearing of the Head's atudy. He
walked on, unheéeding. :

“Berve the cad night!” said Skinner.

"I:Iﬂ%e he got it hot!” added Snoop
charitably

ped the
18 hooli-

Fan-
one

“0Oh, I don’t know!” eaid Stott un-
comfortubly. *We etarted the secrap.
Wo ought to have ownel up. Rotten
trick to land him with all the blame!”

_And, leaving SBnoop and Hxinner stac-
Ing 1o surprise, Stott walked on alter
Fanfair. e caught up with the new
11,:::1 j"'imt- us he was sbout to enter Study

TE“

“1 say, Fainfairl” '

The new boy turned, and his brow
darkenud as he saw Stott.

g | sny, Fanfair,” seid Stott awk-
wardly. “I'in sorry you got a licking.
I—1 was s cad not t¢ Lave spoken up
md____n

His words trailed off unintelhgibly,
and he crimsoned

Nap's face softened, and the scowl
gave place to a friendly smile.
0h, that's all right! T ecan stand a
licking, you know."”

And Btott strolled off fveling o little
easier in his mind.

Napoleon knocked at the door of
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Study No. 1, and, receiving no aoswer,
ppened it and strode in.

study No. 1 was desorted, for Whar-
ton & Uo. had not yet returmed irom
their walk.

“looks snug  enough!"” muttered
Fantair. 1 wonder 1f 1 shall like the
chaps who dig herel”

*'Ii expect you will, ela bean,” said
Newland, coming wup- at that moment
and overheariug the remark. “They're
two of the best chaps mn the PForm—
Wharton, Le's the Remove captain, and
Nugent.”

Mupoleon smiled, glad that Newland
bad tound him. '

“I've just becn getting tea ready,”
said Newland. " BReudy tor 1677 -

“You're very good, Newland,” said
Fanfair, with a gruteful glance at the
Jewish jumor. “I've a lot to thank

vou for. DBeing here, for instance. [

say, 1sn't it wonderful? And isa't
Uncle Williamn a real brick?™

“Hes all that,” said Newland, * But
be careful, old scout. ILf it ever gots
out that: he's your uncle, it'll mean. the
bullet from Greyfriars. You can't be
too careful.”

- Napoleon nodded.

In Study No. 9, which Newland
shared witﬁ Trevor and Treluce and
Peniold, the day-boarder, Faniair sat
down to a “high™ ‘tea. They had the
study to themselves, and over tca INap
told Newland of his encounter with
Bkinnor & Co,

“The rotters!” pgrowled Newland.

“1 wish I hud been there. 3till, it was

decent of Btott to apologise to you.
He's not quite such a cad as Skinner &
Snoop. But you want to steer clear of
those follows,"” ; : :

“Lhanks, 1 will,” said Fanfair, with
a chuckle. " They look o weedy crowd,
1 must say.”

After tea Nowland tock his new chum
over the school, and showed Inm the
“siyrhts,” and Nap's heart was very
light as he gazed at the ancient pile
and listened to tho interesting tit-birs of
information with which Newland re-
galed him.

“1 can hardly belhieve it's trun,” said
Nap at length. “Do you know, New-
lnnd, I've always longed to belong o a
fine school like Greytriars, but 1 pever
drepued, pnot in oy wildest moment,
that it would ever come to pass.”

Newland clapped im on the back.

“Well, it has. Here you arc, Nap,
an established niewber of Greyiriars,
and Greyfriars will be proud of you.”

The two strolled back to the Heinove
guarters, and encountered Billy Bunter
&n route.

The Owl of the Remove scowled as ho
met them. He had had his walk to thoe
station for nothing, for Newland had
guietly but firmly taken the fat jumor
by the collar and propelled hun foreibly
from the station before Naps tramn
had come in. There had been a lot to
suy to Nap which certainly could never
have been said in the presence of
Williamm George Bunter. Bunter, how-
ever, did not kmow tho circumstances,
He felt he had been robbed of & certain

feed—for Dunter considered all new
boys Inir gunme.
“*What's he scowling at us for?”

asked Nap, as Dunter rvolled past, and
Newland explained.

“His name's Bunter,” he added,
“and he's the biggest and fattest
sponger in the Form. Mind you don't
cash any imaginary postal-orders for
him.” :

“Thanks for the tip,” said Nap, with
a grin. “T don't fancy that fat freak
will take me in."

But, like lota of other uew boys,
Napoleon dida't know the extent of

THE MAGNET

William George Bunter's cunning when
thero was quostion of a feed at stake.

For an hour or more Bunter hovered
round Newland and the new boy like a
fat zhadow, hoping that Newlund would
leave him alone, but the hope proved a
vain one. And at last Bunter had re-
course to trickery,

_He gave 4 Lttle cough, a usual pre-
limiinary to his extraordinary powers of
ventrilogulso,

“ Newland !

The Jowish junior wheeled sharply as
Mr. Quelch's sharp voice fell on his
vars, but he saw no sign of the Remove
masier.

i ?l.rE'B, Hil.' ?:u

“Kindly tell Wingate that I want to
speak to him 1"

“Certainty, sir!” said Newland, and
wf'Eth a word to Napoleon, he hurrie
O, :

Billy Bunter chuckled He know that
both Wingate, the captain of the school,
and Mr. Quelch were gone out, for he
had seen them depart from the School
House about an hour sgo. Newland,
in the, circumstances, would be a long
time locking for Wingate; time enough,
at. any rate, for Buntes to wheedls a
feed out of the new boy,

He bore down on him, an expansive
grin on his podgy face.

“ Hallo, Fanfair!” he said cordially,
“My name's Bunter, you know."

“How do you do?” said Nap gravely.

“Will you have a snack with me at
the tuckshop, old fellow 7' said DBunter.
“1 was a new boy mysell once, you
know.”

It was on the tip of Napoleon's
tongue to refuse, for he remembered
Newland's warning; but Bunter's next
words deceived bim.

“My treat, you know, old chap,” said
Buuter generously.

"You're very good,” sad Nap.

“Not at all, old fellow.” smirked
Bunter: *"“This way, Fanlaic."”

He piloted the new boy to Dame
Mimble's tuckshop, and seated himself
at tho counter.

“Pile mm, old fellow. My treat, you
know I”

And, without {further ado, Billy
Buntor started a concentrated attack on
some fresh  rabbit-pres, Napoleon
helped himself to a couple of tarts and
a ginger-pop, and then he fell to watch-
ing Dunter's gargantuan performance.
Tarts followed the rabbit-pies, and
cclairs followed the tarts, and Nap
wln:lmdared where on earth Bunter put it
All.

Put even Bunter's jaws grew tired at
last, and his fat fage was al;i-::kg and
shiny and happy whea eventually he
rolled from the stool,

He blinked cheeril at Nap's
astonished face, and then turned to
hlrs. Mimble,

“How much is that, Mrs. Mimble"

“Twelve shillings and ninepence,
Master Bunter.”

Still with a cheery grin on his podgy
face, Bunter plunged a grubby bhand
into his pocket, as if in search of his
wallet. Then s look of astonishment
cropt over his face,

“Oh dear!™ His dismay sceomed
gutte nune. “I've lost my-my-my
wallet [

Nap's face e:ErEssnd sympathy.

“ Parhaps you've put it in another
pocket.”

But Bunter made s thorough search
of all his pockets and ne wallet came
to light, for the very simple reason that
Bunier had not possessed a wallet in
the first place,

“Oh, I say!” he muttered. “1 must
bave lost it, you know. Do you mind
paying the bill for me, old fellew? I'll
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selile up with i‘uu when the evening
post comes in. ['in expecting a remit-
tance from one of my titled relations,
you kuow.” —

And before he remembered in time
Nowland's warning, Napoleon was pay-
ing tho hill the ariful Owl of the
Remove had contracted. What was
more, when Nap pocketed his chango
and turned to loock for Bunter, that fat
youth was nowhere to be scen,

Then, and ounly then, did Napolean
Fanfair realise that he had been done,
and he mentally registered o promise to
call Dunter to task the next time he
saw him. But Newland got there. first,
so to speak, for the Jewish junior, hav-
ing searched high and low for Win-
gate, had repaired to Mr. Queleh’s
study to tell him
that the school cap-
tain was nowhere to

be found.

Mr Quelch was
out; in fact New-
land learned from
Linley, who had
just comea in, that
o had passed Mr..
Quoletr and Wingate
on the road an hour
or more ago, walk-
ing in the direction
awar from Grey-
friars, which, when
Newland had time
to -+ think it out,
proved that Mr.
Cuelch  could not
have requested him
to find Wingate.

It had been My
Queleh's voice, how-
cver and the ex- W
planation was easy.
Thera was only ono
fellow in the school |
capable of mimick- 1
ing the Form
mazler 3 volco B0
ably. and that was
Wiiliam Ceorgo
Bunter. :
" Newland had pro-
ceeded to look for
tha Owl of tha Ra-
move. Judging by
thoe howls of woe
that cchoed up the
Remove passage as
MNopoleon  Fanfair
entercd it, Nowland
had found William
Georga Bunter.

Nap came up smiling.

“Give him ono for me, Newland,” he
gaid. “Tha fat barrel took me in; left
me to settle the bill at the tuckshop and
bolted.™

And Nowland obligingly gave Bunter
one for Napoleon, although whether
Bunter appreciated it iz oxtremely
doubtinl., If ha did he had an extra-

ordinary way of showing it, f{or he
yelpoed : -
“Yooooop! Whoooop!™

Then, feeling a little comforted, Now-
landd and [Fanfair strolled on towards
Study Neo. 1.

Flarry Wharton & Co. were "ot
home.” for in answer to Nap's tap on
the <loor a choery voien sang oub:

“Cama in, fathead '™ :

And Napoleon, with a grin at Monty
Noewland, entered tho study.

Y Sorry I

It was Nuzent who spoke, and he
Idushed as the stranzer came into the
study followed by Newland

“Zorry, old scout! I didn't know it
was & new boy.”

“That's all right,"” said Nap.

MNew!land cffected the introductions,
and Wharton and Nugent didn't even
grimace when they were informed that
Mr. Quelch had placed the new boy in
their study. Study No. 1 was cosy
enough for two fellows, but three was
rather a squeeze. 86ill, both the cap:
tain of the Remove and Frank Nugent
liked the look of tho new boyv, and felt
that things might have becn worse.

In the space of a very short time
Napoleon Fanfair .was guite at home.
Could William Gosling have seen him
then he would have realised, if indeed
he wanted any further Eprn-ﬂf, that
Napoleon was the happiest fellow in the
world. He felt among friends with

Wharton & Co. True, he had been im-
|

i
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THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Bunter’s Dizcovery !

H. my hat!”
The Owl of the Remove
fairly quivered with excite-

‘O
ment.

It was two days alter Nap's arrival at
Groyfriavrs, and Bunter was ralling
down to the gates to await the post-
man's arrival, when a gust of wind
swept a sheet of paper across his face.

The fat junior clawed at it, and was
ahout to toss it away, when ho dis-.
covered that the offending piece ol
peper was a letter,

. Bunter’s besetting sin was curiosity,
and before he quite realised that ho

fhe game of chess, Gosling discussed Nap’s friendship
with Monty Newland, unconscious of the fact that Bunter
/f was peering into the room and taking in every word that was

being said !

polite cnough lo gasp out an exclama- was reading someone clse's letter he had

tion of surprise when
Ram Singh had spoken for tho first
time, but he soon became accustomed
to tho dusky nabob's weird and wonder-
ful version of King's English

When Napoleon Fanfair turned in in
the Romove dormitory that night he felt
that all his happiest dreams had come
to pass. He was at Greyfriars; he was
ncar his beloved unele, and already he
possessed some of the [linest [riends it
was possible to have.

“What more could a chap wish for?"
he murmured to himself, as he lay comn-
fortably . in bed staring through the
dormitory window at the starry sky out-

side. “ And I've got Uncle William to
thank for all this. He's one of Lhe bost
—tho very best!"

And with this thought in his mind
Nap dvopped off into a sound and
poacceful slumber.

But troublous times wers ahead of
William Napoleon Faufaiv, did he but
know it. And while he slept Fate waa
spinning its web and choozing as an
instrument William Georgo Bunter.

Hurree Jamsot mads the discovery of his podgy life

The letter ran:

“My dear William,—You can't
krow how glad I am to hear that
Napoleon 13 with wyou, although
on account of your position as
school porter, you cannot s=ce 4%
much of him as all of vus would
like. Still, it 15 a comfort to know
that he will reeeive a sound cduco-
tion, thanks to wour wonderful
gonerosity=-such  genorosity will
carn my undying gratitude and his

“T expect you will bo able to sec him
occasionally in the lodge and have a
few wortls with him; bat it musk
nover be known that ha 8 vo
nephew. for that would mean dismissal.
for you, and I should never forgive
mysalf if that happened . . . *

There was lots more of a sumilar
nature, but Bunter was too excited to
read it even Bunter, obtuse as ho was,
putting two and two togethor, idcownti-
ficd TWilliam " with Willinm
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Gosling ; “Nap " as Napoleon Fanfair,
his nephew; and the reference to the
“lodgo ™ as the porter’s ledge by the
gates,

“Oh, gasped

iy giddy  aunt!™
Bunter, almost overcome by tho dis-
covery he had made. “A rter's
nephew! Phew! I wonder what the
fellows would say if they knew "

He crumpled up the letter and hastily

shoved it in his pocket.

“A porter's nephew!” muttered
Bunter, “0Old Gosling’s nephew!| The
cheek of it [

The podgy Owl of the Remove puffed
himself up with indignation.

“I've & jolly good mind to take this
letter to tho Head ! he snorted.

But Bunter know that that course
would never be taken., Buddenly his

iggy litele Eﬁ"ﬁﬂ glimmered cunningly.

Id Gosling had recently come into a
lot of money. The more the fat junior
cogitated that point the more convineed
he became that Gosling would shell out
like a shot. ‘That such behaviour on
his, Bunter's, part was blackmail, a
criminal offence, heavily punishable b
law, did not cceur to him; Bunter haﬁ
& hahit of ignoring any unpleasant
facts,

But first he would have to make cor-
tain before he proceeded to the extent
of squeezing meney out of William
Gosling.

“T'll keep an eye on the lodge,” mut-
tered DBunter; and with the secret so
far safely locked in his podgy breast, he
rolled on. -

He reached the lodge, and stood
lounging against the gate. Old Goslin
was cleaning the brass bell-plate ang
bumming cheerily to himself, Looking
at him then Bunter's better nature came
to the surface. In fact, he was almost
tempted to rush off to his study, tear
up the letter, and burn it, and then
forget that he had ever seen it. But

ood nature with Bunter did not last

ong, and the thought passed in a fash,

He had a sense of power, and like most
fatuous people he longed to exercise it.
“Good-afterncon, Master Bunter !
sald (rosling, catching sight of him.
“Ain't you playing football to-dav 1™

Bunter smirked.

“The fellows are jealous of my form,
Gosling,” he said, “and they squeeze
me out of the gamos"

“Do they now?"” zaid Gosling, with &
Em}'ﬂdmcaw -::'_; Ia dthut _new boy wot
arrived on nesdny—i2 he a-plavin
do vou know " ? plarimg,

Bunter jumped. Ho know then for a
potitive fact that Gosling was indeed

Napoleon Fanfa.ir*g. unecle: hence the
porter's otherwise unaccountable

wterest in a new boy.

“I believe he is,"" said Bunter care-
lezsly, albeit eyeing Gosling shrewdly.

And tho porter, quite unaware of the
thoughts that wero roaming through
Bunter's wooden hoad. went on with his
work, humming more vigorously than
ever, It pleased himm to hear that his
nephew had settled down to school life
at Grerfriars so quickly.

“He seems a nies chap, Master
Bunter,” said Gosling, pausing in his
work again.

“He's o rotter!” said Bunter
promptly.
“Eht” Gosling bellowed the word,

and lis gnarled fingers clenched. For
the moment it looked as if Gesling was
going to throw himself at Bunter, Eut
the porter remembered in time, and
added rather lamely: “Is he?”

“Hea s !” exclaimed Bunter,
thoroughly enjoying the situation *“Ha
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kicked me this morning because T asked
him to cash a postal-order for me.”

Gosling inwardly was cxceedingly glad
that Nap had kicked Bunter; the porter
had often entertained a similar long-
ing, but his face expressod nothing as
he went.on polishing.

“And I'm going to make the rotter
sit up for it!" growled Bunter. “It's
my belief that he's a wroag "un!”

“"He's as straight as a die!”

The words tumbled out of Gosling's
mouth in a torrent.

Bunter chuckled, his fat unpleasant
chuckle,

“1 mean, he looked to me as straight
?F & die," added the porter, biting his
ip.

" PPearances aro sometimes decep-
tive,"” said Bunter. “I'm going to keep
an eye on the rotter!™
_ With that charitable intention, voiced
in a vengeful tone, William George
Bunter rolled away from the gates,
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One of this week's MAGNET pocket
knives goes to: Allan B. Pearson,
* Sunnydene,” Golflinks Road,

Cottingham Read, Hgll. :nrhu sent
in the following amusing joke.

ASKING FOR I1T!

Farmer : "' How d've comob
by that black eye, John T "

John {(new to the job):
" That old Joersey cow would
keap flicking her tail in my
face when 1 was milking her,
g0 | tied half a brick an it !

Pile in with your efforts, chums,
if you want to carry oft one of
these useful prizes,
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leaving Gosling with a sinking feeling
gnawing at his heart.

The fat little beast!” he muttered.
“I'd like to give 'im the "iding of "is
life. He's always poking his nose into
other people’'s business,™

What Gosling’s f[eelings would have
been had he known that the nasal
organ  belonging to William George
Bunter was a rﬂudylﬁmking its way into
the business of William Gosling, and
that, in a manner of speaking, it had
slready learncd much of Napoleon
Fanfair's secret can hetter be imagined
than described. At the moment, how-
ever, Gosling did not know. Ho went
on polishing the brass, and once again
hizs cheery hum came to life.

Meanwhile, Billy Bunter rolled along
to Little Side. Thero was a practice
ﬁama going on there between the

emove Eleven and a scratch side, and
in the scratch side, ficuring to advan-
tage, was Napoleon Fanfair.

There was no thought in his mind of
the impending trouble that was shortly
to burst like a rain-cloud about his
shoulders, as he chased the leather with
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active feet and nimble brain. And his
enthusiasm and his craft carned the
applause of the members of both sides
and those juniors standing around the
touch-line.

“Oh, good shot, Nap "

Already ho was Nap to most of the

movites.

“Plaved, sir "

And Nap's good-locking face fushed
with pride,

Bunter watched him for some
moments with a scowl on his face. The
fellow was an impostor, he told himself
—a rank outsider. The fellows wouldn't
cheer when they knew that he was only
8 porter’s nephew; but then, Bunter
]ud?ed other people by himself,

Blundell, of the Fifth, who had
graciously consented to act ns referee,
blew the whistle for half-time; and
Bunter, with a eniff, rolled away from
Littlo Side to the quad. On a zeat
under one of the old e¢lms he made him-
self comfortable, and once again pulled
out the incriminating letter and read it.

“He, he, he!” Bunter's unmusical
cackle broke the stillness, “0Old Gosling
would give me anything for this letter.
Blessed if I don't go and see him!"”

But Bunter as yet hadn't plucked up
cnough courage to do that. For the
moment he nmused himself with reading
extracts from the lotter that had so
strungely fallen into his hands, and un-
consciously DBunter uttered passages of
that letter aloud,

Suddenly thers was a stir from the
other side of the tree. DBunter, on-
grossed in his own thoughts, did not
notice tho elegant figure of Lord
Mauleverer move from the seat and
lounge round to where he sat.

“I bot cla Gosling would feel jolly
sick if he knew I'd got his blesscd
letter I muttered Bunter. ™

He broke off with o gasp of dismay,
for at that moment Lord Maulevercr
suddenly strotched out a hand and
grabbed the lotter.

“You awful fat ead!™
Mauly indignantly.

“0Oh, really, Mauly ! blinked Bunter.
“Gimme back my letter,”

Lord Mauloverer eyed the fat junior
sternly.

“Yon awlnl rotter, Bunicr 1" he said,
with somo warmth. “This is not vour
letter. Your own words prove it.”

Bunter's jaw dropped. )

“1 sny, Mauly, you've no right to take
ancthor chap’s lettor, you know. It's
dishonourable, and—"

“You spyin’ worm!” zaid his lord-
ship contemptuously. “1 heard what
you said. I couldn't help it; your sill
chinwaggin' woke me up just when
waa havin' forty winks., Thal lettex
belongs to Gosling.

“It docsn't!” said DBunter promptly.
“I1 never said anything of the kind.
Besides, how could it haf:mg to Gosling ?
Napoleon Fanfair isn't his nephew. is
he? I mean, the wind didn't blow that
letter in my face. Nothing of the kind,
The fact 13, old chap, that's & letter
from my Uncle Matilda. I mean, my
Aunt George. I moan—"

“¥ou mean you're lyin' as wsual”
satd Lord Mauleverer, and his face wus
unusually serious. -

“Oh, really, Mauly—""

*I don't know how much Eruth there
was in what you said,” went on the
gchoolboy carl. “That's not my busi-
ness.  But it's my business to rcturn
that letter to Gosling.”

Bunter glared.

“You'ro jolly well not,” he =aid.
“That lotter prove: that Gosling is =
swindler. He's no right to send his
blesscd nephew to Greyfviars, I bet the

-II'I
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Head docsn't know. Besides, it's
deceiving the Head and the authorities.”
- And Bunter nearly burst with indig
nation,

“T don't know the ns an’ outs of the
affair, an” I don't want to,” =aid Maul
Hrmly. * But whatever you have learne
from spyin’ into another chap’s letter
vou should keep to yourself,”

“0h, really, Mauwly—"

“An' if I hear you mention one word
of what you have discovered, I'll burst
you!” added his lordship, with un-
wonted heat.

And folding the letter he carefully
placed it in his pocket and strolled
away, a troubled [rown on his brow.
Lord Mauleverer knew as much about
the contents of that letter as if he had
read them himself, Somehow that
ineriminating  document  had be
veturned to Losling's care.

It came as a surprise to Lord
Mauleverer to know that WNapoleon
Fanfair was indeed Gosling's nephew;
it camo as a further surprise to him to
know that the porter had sacrificed his
life's savings in order to give his
nephew a chance in life, but it also
touched his heart. EKnowing as much
as he did Lord Mauleverer could now
find the reason for many changes that
had come over Gosling, The grumpi-
ness of the old porter had disappeared;
he was always humming at his work;
he was always taking, or appenring to
take, an interest in the doings of the
Removites, especially—now Mauly come
to think of it—those of Napcoleon
Fanfair. Of course, if Nap'were really
Gosling’s mephew, these changes were
casily understandable.

And now the sceret was known by
Buntecr—the biggest tittletattler in the
whole of the schaal.

Lord Mauleverer ground his tecth at
ihie thought. The affair was nothing to
Jdo with him really, but having been by
chance made an unwilling party to it,
Mauly's good nature prompted him to
keep what ho knew to himself and to
zea that Billy Dunter did likewisze.

In a thoughtful mood the schoolboy
carl strolled on down to the gates. He
was troubled to know what to do with
the letter. The obvious course of hand-
ing it back upanlé{ to Gosling with the
exeuse that it had 'been found was not
practieal, for it meant that the porter
would know, or guess at least, that his
speret had been  discovered. On  the
ather hand, to return the letter sur-
reptitiously was equally embarrassing.
But chance made an opening for Lord
Mauleverar,

He suuntered up to the lodge.

Gosling gave hum an allable nod.

*? Arterncon, milord 1M

“Good-afternocon, Gossy ™

“J1 was jost a-coming up to your study,
sir, to move the bookease,” volunteercd
tha Pul.-tcr, putting away his pipe., “If
won’t take me a fow minutes, sir.”

“0Oh gad! gasped Mauly, and then
added hastily : “I mean, of course,”

He remembered then that early that
morning hoe had asked Gesling to shift
ihe bookease in his study. Any other
Iellow but his lazy lordship would have
perlormed such a small task himself.
Mot so Lord Mauleverer; he hated
cnorgy in any shape or [orm.

“TlIl come along now, sir"
Giosling. ]

“By gad! That's ]ﬂli%’ decent of you,"
said hig lordship. And he lounged back
to the School Houza with Gosling in
Lowe.

In Mauly's pocket, burning like a red-
hot cinder, was the letter that Bunter
had found. Somehow or another that
letior, which rightly belonged to

to
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Gosling, had to be returned to him as
quickly as possible. Perhaps this was
an opportunity.

Mauly's face did not display the
anxiety he felt as he lounged against
the wall in Study No. 4 whilet Gosling,
to tackle the job of moving the book
case, removed hig jacket and bung it vp
not & foot from where his noble lovd-
ship stood.

But the moment tho porter bent his
shoulders to the moving job, and, inci-
dentally, turned his broad back on the
Remove junior, Mauly aected swiftly.
His hand came out with the letter in
it; another second and the letter was
safely in Goshing's jacket pocket.
“Oh gad!” Mauly breathed a decp
sigh of relief. The job had been easier
than he t.h-:m%ht, but he blushed uncom-
fortably at his par in it, His lazy
lordship was as straight as a die, end

such an action of deceit, 08 was
the cause, rather unnerved him. Still,
it was done now,

Thé task of removing the bookcasc
wis accomplished at last, and after
much puffing and blowing William
Gosling donned his jacket and mopped
his brow.

“ Which it was “eavier than I thought
—thank you, sir,” he said.

And for that simple job of moving a
bookcase Gosling was the richer by ten
shillings.

At the doorway the porter paused.

“Excuse me, milord,” ho said some-
what diffidently. * But is the new young
gent here happy in his study, do you
know "

Mauleveror jumped.

“ Do you mean Nap—Fanfair?”’

“Yes, sir. He's struck me as—as
being a very nice young fellow.”

“0Oh, he's quite happy, I belicve,” said

Z

Lord Mauleverer had stretched him-
telf out elegantly on the handsome
settee. A swlt pillow was under Lis well-
groomed head ; another eushion reposed
under his well-shod feet,

Muuly was dozing, at peace with the
world.

But Bunter soon disturbed that peace.

Since tha fat junior had had time to
think the matter over he had arrived at
the conclusion that he ought not to
have submitted so tamely to Loxd
Mauleverer's -action. In fact, Bunter
had worked himself up to that state
when his limited c¢ode of bhonour
demanded that the full facts of the
letter and the minaszing statoe of afairs
which Gosling bad brought about should
he placed belore Dr. Locke,

“0Oh gad ! groaned Mauly, when his
half-open eyes beheld the u-m;:la form of
the Owl of the Remove. "“"Go away,
Bunter I

“0bh, really, Mauly ! exclaimed the
fat junior. "I want that letter you
took from me, . From a eense of duty I
fecl that I ought to take it to Dr.
Locke, you know.”

Lord Mauleverer sat bolt upright,

“By goad!” he ejaculated, eyeing
Bunter asaf he wero some strange fish.
“I never knew you were such a whale
for duty, dear man"

Bunter shook his fist.

“1 think the wheole thing'as disgrace-
ful.” he exclaimed, “That low bounder
Fanfair ought not to be at a decent
school like this, It's a disgraca. [It's
a slight to the other chaps.”

“Oh gad!”

_¥“I'm not staying at a school with a
fellow whosa uncle iz a low porter,”
sniffed Bunter. “Seo! Now gimme
that letter. I'm going to take it to tho
Hoad [

(Continued on next page.)

Muauly, rather em-
barrassed. “And
he's a3 you auf, a
very mnice  fellow,
bogad !V

Gosling Dbesmned.

“Which I'm glad

to ‘car you say o,
milord !  he  ex-
claimed unguard-
edly.

That he was dis-
playing an uncom-
mon nterest In o
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“You can't, old fat bean,” said
Mauly, with a faint grin. * Because I

haven't got the letter. But I'll tell you
what I will do.”

“Eh? What's that "

The slacker of the Remove rose trom
tho settee, and picked up a cricket
stump from the corner of the study.

“I'm goin' to give you a lickin’ ior
bheing a uasty little inguisitive, :pying
hﬂﬂﬂ-tl.-”

Buntor jumped back in alarm.

“Dou't you touch me or I'll yell.”

Mauly grinned.

*You're gein® to yell in any case, my
fut pippin. But you necdn’t worry about
the letter. 1f you start to blab what

you know no one will believe you. Your
olly old reputation 13 agamst you.

st likely the fellowa will give vou a
Form raggin'.”

“Ohl” Bunter had overlooked that
possibility, but Mauly's words brought
it speedily to mind. It was quite likely
that if ho started to tell his amazing
story up and down the Remove, tha
fellows would treat it as one of his
usial whoppers.

It was a discomforting thought, but
Bunter hadu't time to dwell on it for
long, for Lord Mauleverer, dizplaying
uowonted energy, suddenly leapt across
the room and brought tho stump into

play.
Whack, whack, whack!
“Ow! Yowp! Yarooocohl”

Whack, whack, whack!

Mauly was going strong.

“rrogoough!  Stoppit!
yeiled Bunter,

“I'm goin' to give you s dozen”
said his lordship, “ an’ see if that'll keep
vaur nasty little tongue quict. An' if

hear any word mentioned about that
lotter, I'm goin’ to give you a dozen
liﬂkﬂ’with 8 stump every time I see
you.'

It was a long speech for his lazy
lordship; it was a longer poriod of
epergy still, for he did not pitch the
stump awey until he had administered
the prescribed dozen.

By that time Dilly DBunter was
reduced to a state of roaring humlity.
ﬂ" \:i:uw'ﬂw'! Groooough! ['m dying!

w !

Oh crikey!”

Lord Maulevercr took the wriggling
Owl the shoulder and spun him
towards the door

“MNow get out,” he saud.
mo sick "

And Bunter got out for the simple
reason that Lord Mauleverer's well-shod
feet helped him.

For the moment, Bunter had thoroughly
repented him of his inguisitivencss, his
uncharitableness, and his scnse of
“duty,” but how long the lesson would
last was very doubtinl. No one knew
more than Lord Mauleverer, as once
more he sought the comfort of the
scttee. But he had done his best, And,
while he pondered over it, his oyos
closed once more, his head jerked for-
ward on his chest, his breathing became
a little more stertorous. Lord Maul-
everer was usleep.

“You maoke

THE TENTH CHAFTER.

The Secrer Out !

b HE rotter!™
E Billy Bunter glared.

“The low cadl”

It was wbout o week [ollow-
ing Bunter's amazing discovery— a pain.
fuli: week for the fat  Removite, for
Lord Mauleverer had dogged him like
a shadow. Not once had DBunter had
the opportunity of telling the astonish-
ing news concorning Napoleon Fanfair
to his Form fellows, But 1t wasn't
that reflection whichi prompted the un-
complimentary epithels. Tt was ex-
plaincd by the fact that a fives bat
wiclded in tho strong arm of William

Napoleon Fanfaw had very recontly
made furious contact with Buntor's
nether garments,

“The awlu! low cad!™ gasped DBunter,
staring after the retreating figure of
Nap. “Faney being licked by a low
porter's nophow 1"

Thera wasn't much [apcy in it; the
pain Bunter folt amply testified to its
roality.
fellow 1'.-.r]'u:r:=-.:|3 uncle was & common

orter, just because he had missed a fow
jam tartz from tho study cupboard was,
in the fat junicr’s opinien, a bit thick.

The famous speed-king—challenger of the world's land d record—
cntributes s splendid aticle to thie. weeks MODERN BOY. which
also contmns a FREE COLOURED PICTURE of a tamous Brtish

Fighting, FLYING  BOAT
it

Get Your Copy NOIV I

and details of a great new competihion

MAGNIFICENT PRIZES,

MODERN BO

and many other yrand features.

2d.

Roally, to be licked by a low p

THE MAGNET

That such a distinguished follow as
Bunter should descend to tho petty
practice of raiding o low fellow's tarta
seened incredible in view of Bunier’s
condemnation of Napoleon Fanfair.
Still, although Bunter was prepared to
condemn William Napoleon Fanfair as
a low bounder, he was condescending
ﬂnﬂuﬁh to sreak his jam tarte. The
trouble was that tho low bonnder had
uhijucmld, very strongly, which made him
a lower bounder, so to speal, than ever
in the estimation of William George
Bunter.

Had he been a fighting man, Willinm
George Bunter would have wi up the
Hoor with Napoleon PFanfawr at tho
moment. Unfortunately, Bunter was
auﬁthing but a Hghting man.

e glared after Fanfair with a glare
thav  threatened to crack his big
spectacles,

Then he .rolled to Study No. 7 and
gave himself up to reflection. By this
time, Bunter had worked himasif up
into such a state of rightecous indig-
nation, that to expose Nap and his
uncle was an obsession, and while he
reflected on ways and weans of making
the truth public, the subject of his
thoughts was quictly walking towards
the gates,

It was dusk, and the sight of the
cosy lights from the porter's lodge made
Napoleon gquicken his steps, He had
arranged to sce his uncle that night for
a chat and & game of chess, and it » as
Nap's plan to wait until the const was
clear and then enter the lodge by the
back deor. Once there he knew be
would be =afe,

Naop's heart was hght as he hurried
towards the lodge. He had been n fow
weoks at Greyiriars now and all was
waoll. No one suspocted the truth; no
one need suspect. Harry Whartion & Co.
liked him—made much of him; and in
the [orm, Mr. Quelch fully a-ﬂpmved of
him a3 o ready end apt scholar who
would make his way.

Theroe was only cne HF in the cintment
g0 to speak. Nap didn't sce as much of
ontague Newland as' he would have
wished, Sometimnes Nap unreasonably
teld himself that Newland was ° fed
up* with hLim, but in bis heart of
hearts ho knew thiz was not 0. Tho
truth was Newland was a fellow who
rather kept to himsolf, and now that he
had seen Goshing’s nephew settle down,
he felt that Eo:rha]m he ought not to
hang round the new boy so much.

S0 out of sheer good nature, really,
Newland, sciang his charge bhappy and
contented, had left him to form his own
friends.

Nap was thinking of these things a3z
he npeared his uncle's quarters. He
cveached the gates at last, gave a quick
glance round, saw that there was no ono
in sight, and then darted in at the back
door which Gosling had left open.

His uncle received him warmly und
affectionately.

"My, Nap, you do look good. Your
uncle’s real proud of you, sonmy!”

“And Nap's proud of his unclo!™

“8it down, Nap, snd 'l make you
somc cocoa.”

In a few moment: Gosling had mada
a pot of cocoa. His favourite refresh-
moent, that of gin and water, never was
in c¢videnco on the occasions when his
nephew visited him. And after sipping
the cocon uncle and nephew drew out
a chess-board and began to &slay choess.

A pleasant half-hour passed thus, and
when the old porter closed thoe board
and signified that it was timo to leave.
he did not see o fat, podgy face prossed
against the window a? the little room.

The face belonged to William Georpgo
Bunter. There was on uppleasant grin
on it as he pecred in.
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Gosling wes speaking and every word
came clearly to Bunter.

“Which you'ro not so friendly with
Newland these days, Napi”

“Oh, 1 don't know,” said Nap awk-

wardly. “We get on all right together,
but he seems to want to be alone.”
¢ “You haven't quarrelled?” asked
Gosling sharply.
£d ND !!d 5
The porter breathed relief. .
“That's good. I'm allus afraid of

“When the

that,” he =aid gquistly.
out,

blood iz up hot words come
und__“_ Fal . ]
He broke off significantly.
“ Don't you worry, uncle,” said Nap,
with a laugh. “I trust Newland
absolutely. He's the only chap who
knows our secret. He
wouldn’t let it out.”

And Banter, listen-
ing outside, jumped.
Bo Newland, en,
was in the seeret. He
was the trusted con-
EpIFator.

“'The rotten Jew !’
muttered the virtuons
Bunter. “He's the
gort of chap who
would let his school
down. Thoe rotter!
He refused to cash a
postal-order for me
this morning, Yah!
I'll make the beast
sit up. I'll make 'em
all sit up 1"

He dodged back
out aof sight hastily,
as - the back door
opened and Nap
cautiously appeared.

Al l'ig'hl:, unelo,
The coast's clear. 7
Good-night 1" o

" Good-night, Nap,
and Heaven blozs
}uu ll! H

Napoleon strode off '
into the dusk briskly, 1
At o more leisurely ||
pea Willhwam George

e S L S

unter followed. | I
Peculiar thoughty ¢ | L\\
woero strayin !'
through Bunter's

podgy  brain.
sessed with bis griev-
ances, both teal -and
imaginary, at the hands of Napoleon
Fanfair, William Gosling, snd latterly
Montague Newland, te say nothing of
Lord Mauleverer, he wos fired with the
big thought of vengeance. It is possible
that had he realised the bitter blew he
was contemplating dealing to Goshing
and his nephew, Bunter's better nature
would have prompted him to leave
those thoughts of vengeance alone. In
the fullness of time the deception Gos-
ling had prastised was bound to become
known, for such a state of affairs could
not continue for any length of timo
without the authorities getting to know.

But Bunter's brain was 50 unaceus-
tomed to dealing with thoughtfulnesa
affeeting other people that his good
nature never got into its stride, so to
spoeak,

He followed Napoleon into the House
and into the Common-room, his mind

maode up.

Unconsciona of the Owl'ss near
presence, let alone  his w%urmae, MNap
sauntered up to Harry arton & Co.,

who were standing by tho fireplace talk-
ing footer,

“ Hallo, Nap!" sang out Bob Cherry.
“Had vour usual nightfna.p stroll round
the quad?

“¥es,"” said Nap, half-crimsoning,

Be did not add. naturailly, that be
had spent the greater. portion of that
“stroll round the gquad ¥ in his ancié’s
lodge.

But .someone elze .was prepared to say
that for him.

Billy Bunter rolled up to the group.
Lord Maulaverer, standing near, falt a
quiver of alarm. He gave the fat
juntor & warning glance,

Bunter took nc heed. He had decided:

on his course of action. He stared '1mn-
?udanti]r into Fanfair's sunny, healthy
ace.

“1 say, Fanlair,” said Bunter swag-
geringly, “I've got & bone to pick with
0.
“Well, what is it, old fat man{”
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eycs were on him. “‘That rotter Fanfair’
kicked me this evening for 1’_'a.|-u'g.r n few
mouldy tarts from his cupbeard.’

“Serve you jolly well right,” zaid Bob
Cherry, with & grin.

“ Hear, hoar!™

“0Oh, does itl' snapped Dunter.
*Well, in mﬂf opinion, & low school
porter's bleszed nephew ought to, f&l_ll
jyolly honoured that T touched his
mouldy tarts!”

Il'i"‘;r t_?-”

MNapoleon recled
strue
sheot.

as if bho had been
. and his face wont as pale as &
His Bsts clenched and tha whites

of his knuckles showed through.

All eyes were on him, meost of them
curious—thoze belonging to Lord Maule-

- “Stop | " exclaimed Gosling, placing himseli between the Head and Napoleon. ** Stop ! Which you're

not going to cane "im [

“Don’'t be so beastly familiar,” said
Bunter loftily, I bar that sort of thing
from you.”

Some of the fellows laughed, yet there
was o tense feeling in the air.

“I've got samething to say to you,
Fanfair,” said Bunter.

The new boy grinned tolerantly,

“8So you've suid before. Why don't
you get it off your chest "

‘Buuter drew himeelf up to his full
height.

“If you'll come outside—"

“Why should 1 come outside?” said
Nap, with a chuckle. “ You can say it
here, I suppose ™

Bunter”blinked round the audience,
and he noticed, with a grin, at least two
tense faces among them, belonging to
Lord Mauleverer and Montague New-
land respectively.

“You don't mind if [ say it here—if
the fellows hear iti"
“Certainly not.,” said Nap impa-
tiently. :

“You don't mind, Newland—"
began Bunter, with a meaning glance at
the Jewish junior.

“What do vou mean?" demanded
Meowland, walking fowards the Owl of
the Remove.

" Just this,” began PBunter, and all

verer and Montague Newland strangely
sympathetio,

Wharton soized Bunter roughly by the
shoulder. -

“You fat idiot,” he said, “ what do
you mean "

“Hands off. Wharton!" sniffed
Bunter. “Ask Fanfair what I mean.
Ask Newland. Ask Mauly.” :

As Bunter spoke the Removites gazed
at the three juniors mentioned. All of
them looked uncomfortable.

" Ask Newland.” said Bunter, enjoyin
himself. "*He¢ helped to work it. 8’
helped to get & rotten porter's nephew
here— Yarooooooh !

Buntar recled back, clasping his nose,

as Napoleon, unable to bear the strain

any longer, saw red.

“¥You sp{ing cad 1" he hissed.
gmash you!"

“Yaroooopl Keep himoff! Help !

“Nap!” It was Newland's voice, but
the now junior was too enraged to hear
it. *You focl! Nap—"

i Nﬂp l‘l'l-

This time it wus Lord Mauleverer's
Y0108,

The new boy turned [rom Bunter
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savagely, His eyes glittered, his lips
trembled.
“You rotter Newland!” he exclaimed

passionately. ' You Judas!™

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Sensaiion of the Term [
b AP ;

N MNewland recoiled as if he

had been stung.

“¥You Judas!” roared Fan-
fair. “ And I teousted you! You traitor!
I sce it a8ll now. First Mauleverer
dnows, thon Bunter, that spying, spong-
ing, lying cad! Now all the school
knows! You traitor! You've betrayed
me—Dbetrayed my uncle ! )

The words came out in g torrent, gain-
ing in venom and passion with every
breath,

Newland’s face grew cqually angry.

“Don’t be a fooll I haven't betrayed
vou "

“Nap——" began Lord Mauleverer
gently.

But the new boy scemed to bave lost
all control of himself. With a cry of
raga he flung himself at Newland, and
in & momeot the pair were fighting
furiously.
irade nd attempt to separate them.

And Dunter, watching that terrifie
combat. wished from the bottom of his
heart now that he had not been the
dirget eause of it. It was too lato now,
however.

Up and down the Common-room the
two juniors fought, like a pair of wild
cats, asking no quarter nor FIVIDE any.
How long the combat would have lasted
it was impossible to say, but the inter-
ruption came 1n an URexp form.

rom the region of tho doorway came
n scandalised voice:

“Tovs! Boys! Cease at oncel”

Tramp, teampl 5

Fanfair and Newland wont on fighting
furiously, heedlcsz of that authoritative
volce.

“Boys!” This time everyonc heard
and recognised Dr. Locke's voice. ™ How
dare you! Stop lighting at once!

Someone managed to drag the com-
hatants apart, and it was a sorry-looking
pair of Removites that faced the stern
und awe-inspiring figure of the Head.

“Bless my soul! Fanfair! Newland!
Fighting again ™

Fanfair blinked up at the Head
through a rapidly-swelling oye. INew-
land gahhr:r:i painfully at a swollen noso

and a cut lip, : 2
“ Disgusting! Abominablo!” said the
outraged Head., **Fanfair, I'm afraid

vour hooligan habits will be your down-
fall. T am shocked and disgusted with
you '™

Fanfair, breathing hard, said nothing.
What could he say? His bheart scemoed
like lead. "The end of his career at
Greyfriars was already in sight. Why
say anvthing ?

Newland, however, who still saw a
chanee of pulling 4 very dangerous game
out of the fire, spoke up.

“T'm afraid I was to blame, sir,” he
said meeckly, trying to give Nap a com-
forting glance.

But Nap misrcad the look, as he did
the effort to put mattcrs right.

*1 don’t want apy favours from you,
you trattor!”

Iir. Locke started.

“Bless my soul! Fanfair, your vche-
mence shocks ma”

“I don't earc!” esaid Napoleon
wearily. *You'll be shocked worse yet,
I fancy 1"

“You inszolent boy!* exclaimed the
Ilead. *"How dare you spcak to mo
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The astounded Removites

like that! How dare you! Wharton,
kindly fetech me a cane f[romm my

study.”
“Yes, sir,” said the eaptain of the
Remove, net relishing his task.
"anfairt Boy, 'm going to cane

you here and now for your mmpertinenca
and your disgraceiul conduct generally.’

“I don't eare,” snid Napoleon mser-
ably, still thinking ot the exposure that
Bunter had made and of bis uncle's
celings. “You can't hurt me more
than I'm hurt now I*

The pathos in the words touched Lord
Mauleverer. He opened his mouth us
if to spenk, and then clozed hia lips.
There was nothing he could say.

And at that moment the captain of
the Remove returned, with the cane he
had been instructed to fctch. Dchind
Wharton was the anxious face of
William Gosling. He had called at the
Head's study for any outgoing tnail just
as Wharton reoached it; and, secing
Wharton seleet a cane, he had asked,
naturally enough, who was the vietim.
On being told that the vietim was his
beloved nephew, poor old Gosling had
falt his hoart stand still. .

(Cano his nephew—his Nap? Iinpossi-
ble! What had he done, anyway?

That had been the next question, nnd
the captain of the Remove alarmed
CGosling with his answer. .

Nap and Newland fighting—fighting
beeause Mewland had betrayed himli

The world around William Gosling
seomed to rock on its foundations.

The game was up. i

The scerct was out. And Newland,
whom both of them had fully trusted,
had played the part of a Judas,

No wonder Gosling followed Wharton
ta the Common-room. Like his nephew,
Gosling felt that the whole sccret was
out,

“Thank vou, Wharton!*

Dr. Locke took the cane from the cap-
tain of the Remove, and scemoed
oblivious of the presence of the schiool
porter.

“Fanfair, touch your toes ) ]

With misery deeply marked in bis
face, Napoleon Fanfair did as he was
Lid. '

A hush settled on the Removites,

Dy. Locke raised the canc; but it
never fell on itz intended vietim, for,
with a hoarse cry, William Goesling
dashad blindly forward and Plnc{'d him-
eolf between the Head and Nupoleon.

“Stop !’ exclaimed Gosling, hia face
working strangely. “Stop! Which
you're not going to cane him [

Dr. Locke almost jumiped clear of the
floor.
hardly able to believe his eves; and the
Removites looked equally dumbfounded.

“Gosling ! Gosling ! How dare you!™
The Head hod difficulty in pronouncing
the words,

Thoe porter threw a protecting arm
about Napoleon.

“Which yop ain't going to cane ’im,
not while I'm alive to protect "im !

“Gosling! You must be out of your
genses. How dare you interfore with
nme in the execution of my duty! Get
back to your lodge at once! Get back,
sir—and at oncel This is scandalous !

Gosling's lips curled.

“Tt may be scandalous; it may be any-
thing you like! But one thing's clear
in my mind=—i.c., as they S, which
vou ain't going to lam young Nap—"'

Thero was a stir from the Removites,
whilst Dr. Locke jumped.

“Young Nap!"” articulated the Head.
“Young lE"uFE How daro you nddress o

upil of thiz school 1in such a familiar
ashion! ‘This 13 moostrous!"

Gaosling threw back his head.

“Ho, i1s it? Well, do you call your
daughter * Molly—" "

1I-!

He gazed at the school porter,
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“Really " gasped Dr. Locke agitat.
edly. “This ig—"

“¥You do!" said Gosling, *“Well, 1
calls my nephew Map! N.A-P! Short
for Napoleon. And a good namg it is,
too I’

* Bless my soul!” spluttered the Head,
hardly konowing whether he was dealing
with & lunatic or a sane man. *“ What
has your nephew to do with it

Gosling drew N&p aloser towards him,

“'E has everything to do with it!
'E's the only chick I've got in the
family. That's why I contrived to get
hitn 'ere——"

“WHAT™

It was a combined shout that rose
from the gathered Removites and from
Dr. Locke himself,

Gosling, looking round that sea of
nstonished faces, wondered what had
happenced. He had imagined that the
secret was already known—as, indeed,
had Nap himself.” But his words could
not have been more eleetrical in their
effect than if a bomb had suddenly cx.
p}lﬂei:] :tu tﬂaﬂﬂm&rmuu{;mnﬁ ot dl

At las o8 e. Ha looked a
Gosling almost iﬁcrefgl?hual. - :

~Am I to understand, Gosling, that
this boy—this Removite—entered on the
echool register as William Napoleon
Fanfair is your—your nephew "'

“He is!” said Gosling stoutly, “ And
no worse for being it, neither ™

There wes anothor buzz amongst the
Removites, Really this was the szensa-
tion of the term.

The Head was taken aback, Words
almost failed him. Ho looked from
nephew to uncle, and uncle to nephow,
a dozen times at least, and still was
?E?‘lpﬂlf prepared to believe their relation-

ip.

But a&s the minutes ticked past lo
knew that all Gosling had said wl:a.s frue.
Now he came to look very closcly at
them Dr. Locke fanoied he aw a {ilm-
ness between Williom Gosling  and
William Napoleon Fuanfair. 8till, this
was not the place, or the oceasion, to go
further into the matter.

Dr. Locko pulled himsell togother
with a jerk.

“H'm! Gosling! Goshng, you will
kindly accompany me to my study, and
—e:-Fer—hrmg- your—your nephew with
you

And with as much dignity as he sould
muster Dr, ke swept out of tho
room, leaving a babel of discussion
behind him. '

Gosling, still with his arm  about
Nap's shoulders, glared defiantly at tho
oxcited Removites, but he met nothing
hostilo in the expressions turned in their
direction. In fact, most of the juniors'
sympathies were with the porter and
his nephew.

A silence settled on the Common-room
a8 Losling and Nap started to walk
doorwards; then, at screeonc’s prompt-
mng—and the veice seemed suspiciously
like Lord Mauleverer's—a chorus of
cheers rang out, followed by the well-
known strain of * For He's o Jolly Good
Fellow 1" with such gusto that Dr. Locko
heard it in the confines of his study,
and bit his lips in his perplexity; Mr,
Prout and Mr. Queleh heard 1t in
Masters’ Common-room, and the former
took advantage of reminding the Re-
move master that such disgraceful dis.
turbances never occurred in the Fifth:
Wingate and his fellow-prefects, yards
away, heard it, and immediately rushod
for thoir ashplants.

But when Wingate and his merry
men came hot on the scene the disturl.
ancae had died down; for at the momeon:
the captain of the school was entering
the Remove Common-room, Nap awl
his uncle were clogsing the door of Th,
Locke's study, And outside, very
wretehed, waited Blontague Newland,
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THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Friends United |

T API1”
N Montague Newland darted
forward as spoke and

touched Napoleon Fanfair on
the arm.

“MNap! What's happened 1"

Newland knew the answer to his ques-
tion before he nsked i1t. Nap's face was
pale and troubled His uncle, 1f any-
thing, looked worse, and s tear coursed
down his lined cheek unchecked.

For more than an kour William Gos-
ling and his nephew had been closeted
with Dr. Locke; for more than an hour
Newland, outside in the passage,” had
waited for news of the intorview,

During that long time Newland told
himself that everything would be well;
that Dr. Locke would deal with the
matter leniently. DBut tha wish was
father to the thought, and with the pass-
ing of the minutes the Jewish junior's

hopes sank. In the circumstances, it was
impossible for the Head to &llow
Napoleon Fanfair to stay on at Grey-

friara, whatever his kind old heart
prompted him to do. The whels affair
was impossible—unheard of

2 HH.F," said Newland softly, *Lell
Ing—— '

Nap turned on him savagely.

“It's all vour fault '’ he said ficrcely.

“If you hadn't opened your mouth to
that fat cad Bunter—"

“But T didn't——"

"Who else did, then?" demanded

Nap roughly. *“ Even Mauleverer knew,
Who Lold

_ im?  Who could have told
him 1"

“But I swear that I haven't breathed
a word to a soul!” declared Newland
earnestly. “On my word of honour,
Nap "

Nap ahmg’g*ed his shoulders.

“It doesn’t matter much now, any-
way,” he said bitterly., *“I've got to

e Dh, Na 1

“And, wEmt.'n worse, " sald MNap, with
a catch 1n his voice, *' poor old uncie has
got to ga, too ™

Newland started.

“Giossy to go as welll Ok heavens!”

“1 trusted you, Master Newland,”
said Gosling, speaking for the first time.
T trusted yvou as much as T would trust
young WNap "ere. But this 'ere 1z the
finish. What's the good of talking about
it? We've got to gol”

And, jerking Nap by the arm, the old
porter tramped off down the passage
and dewn to his lodgoe.

WNewland stared after them.

Backed!  That's what it really
amounted to—an inglorious end to a
gcheme that had promised zo well.

And yet, Nowland found himself re-

flecting, something of this nature had g

n sooner or later,

been bound to hap
the Jewish junior

But what wounde
most was the contempt he was held in
by Nap and hiz uncle. They believed
that he had betrayed them.

With bitter feelings, Newland turned
into the Remove passage. Sounds of
strife proceeded from the region of the
Common-reom, and a volice easily recog-
nisable as Bunter’s was raised on hig
in tones of anguish.

“Yarcooh ! Murder! Help! Whooop I

Whack, whack, whack

MNewland, entering the Common-room,
saw o large number of Remove juniors

resent. ﬁ the centre of them, held

own over a table, was the struggling
figure of Billy Buntar.

Peter Todd was wiclding a slipper
with great vigour—far too much vigour
for William George Bunter's liking, for
he yelled lustily at every application of
the slipper.

Ziven him, W

“What's up?"” asked Newland of the
nearcst junior.

“ Bunter's been made to tell the truth
about that Nap affair, Newland,” said
Bulstrode.

Oht
With knitted brows Newland joined
Peter Todd. Peter paunsed, slipper in

hand, as Newland touched him on the
arm.

“ Hallo, old bean!" said the schoolboy
lawyer. “"Weo've got at the facts now.
It appears that our fat porker got hold
of a letter addressed to Goslin But
walt a moment! I'll give you the full
story when I've finished with Bunter.

We sentenced him to two dozen whacks b

with the slipﬁer. How many have I
arton?™

“Twenty, Toddy,” said the captain of
the Remove, *'Four more to go!™

i Right- 1‘!!‘ '

Whack, whack, whack !

And Toddy started in with the slipper
again.

-Whack |

“Heoeld on!"
“That's the lot!™

“Let hitn go, you men!” panted Peter,
“I don't famey he'll play any more
dirty tricks for some time.”

“Grooooough ! Wow-ow | Groocough !

Billy Bunter slid off the table like a
fat jellyfish. His face wns distorted
with pain, .Dmgiy‘f.lid he repent him
then of ever having meddled with
Gosling’s alfairs.

“Owl You rotters!”
“"Yow! Oh dear!™

And he crawléd painfully away to his
study, the object of no one's sympathy.
In the opinion of the majority of the
Femovites, Bunter had asked for it and
got 1it.

“Now, Newland,” said Peter Todd,
tossing away the slipper. " Mauly told
us all about it, after you had followed
Gosling and Nap out u¥ here.”

“What did Mauly know, and how did
he konow 1"

“Quite  simple,” prinned Peter.
“You see, Mauly bheard Bunter rending
the letter aloud; Buntor thinking that
no one was about, was enjoying a joko
all to himself, or so he thought. But
Bunter's 'charming volee awoke Mauly,
who was taking E:-:t;r winks on a scat
under tho clms,

“And Bunter had speaked the letter
from Goshing?”

“Not quite like that. He said the
wind blew it into his face. Of course,
he read it—in & way that's quite under-
standable, if he wanted t6 find out to
whom it belongod—and then the fat
rotter began to sce ways and means of
squeezing money out of Gosling. But
Mauly chipped in, aund bagged the
letter, and managed to put it back in

oxclaimed Wharton.

he gasped.

:osling’s pocket unknown to tho old
chap.”

“Oh!1* Newland was beginning to
sea  daylight now. “DBut why did
Bunter drag me into it? I wasn't men-
tioned in the letter, was L1

Peter Todd shook his head.

“MNo, as far as I can understand.
The letter was from Gosling's sistor.
Even our fet idiot could put two and
two together after readmg it. Hao eon-
fessed, too, that he had spied on Gos-
ling and Nup this m'euiug when they
wora together in the lodge,

“Perhapa that's how i name came
to be dragged into it, said Newlaod.
"Loock here, you Gh&-}_?&, MNap and Gossy
have got the sack—"

“h erumbs "

“Poor old Gosay I"

“Poor old Napl®

Expressions of sympathy came from
all sides, for Nap, short though his

23

timo had been st Greyfriars, was very
popular, and no one wished to sea old
Gosling thrown owt into the world of
unemployment.

“And they both think that I betrayed
them,” said Newland. * You see, 1 was
in the plot. I advised ald Gossy how 1o
go about the job of getting Nap here.
13 wes the thousand pounds endovment
business that put idea into old
Giossy's head.™

There were muarmurs of surprise.
such generosity from Gosling was not
generally expected.

“And both of them think I let the
sceret  outl”  said Newland rather
itterly,

“Hough luck, Newland,” said Peter
Todd.

“ Look here!” said Wharton quietly.
“Why don’t you drag Bunter down to
old Gnﬂiuﬁ and make him explain "

“Good idea!™

Newland's face brightened.

“You've hit it,” he said. *“After all,
if Nap and Gossy have tc go, I'd like
them to think that I had played straight
by them before they do go.”

“ Where's Bunter 1"

* Bunter |”

“ Burnity 1

* Bunt "

A crowd of juniors rushed out of the
Comimon-room in search of the Owl of
the Remove.” He was scon found, and,

rotcsting and  groaning with at
recquency, he was half-carried, half-
marched down to the gates.

Gosling and Napoleon started to their
fect as o swarm of excited Removites
poured into the tiny lodge.

“What's " this ‘ere?” demanded the
porter surlily.

Wharton quickly exzplained.

“BSo you owe Newland an apology,”
he concluded. “We'vu wallope
Bunter., But if you want to boil him
in oil, 01 anything, we'll leave him with
ﬁ"ﬂlil."

But neither Gosling nor Nap was
thinking of Bunter just then, much to
that apprehensive junior's relief, Both
were looking at Newland — Then Nap
dorted forward and seized him by the
hand, and Gosling, locking decidedly
uncomfortable, coughed,

“Nap I* said Newland warmly.

“Monty, I'm sorry!” said Nap
earnestly. ™I was a tocl, a hasty idiot.
to think you'd let us down I"

“E[h“t:ﬁ% right, Nap—*

i lm '.“

That discreet cough proceeded from
Wharton, and at a gesture from him
the crowd of Removites swarmed out of
the lodge, leaving Nap and Newland
and Gosling together. And once out-
side, Harry Wharton & Co. dribbled o

human football back to the School
House, a football which emitted wild
yells and shrieks and groans. o

And the human football was William
George Bunter!

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Well Done, Nap !

i 00L-BYE, Nap!”
G “Good-bye, Gossy "
“EKcep smiling 1"

Nap and Gosling were
struugel? moved. They stood ot the
gates of Greyfriars, bags in hand, a

crowd of Removites surrounding them.

It was the following morning, just
after breakfast, that Nap and his uncle
had decided to shake the dust of Grey-
friara from their feet, and Harry
Wharton & Co. had gone down to the
guiﬁ-a to se them off and to wish them
well.
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A tear stood in the eyes of William
Gosling as he surveyed the friendly
crowd of jumwrs whow he had in the
past many tunes reterred to as the
“bane ot his hile” !

Nap stood at Gosling’s side, his hand.
sume tace a tritle pale um:i struined,
He was feeling the parting, too.

Both uncie und nepnew took one long
last look at tho apcient pile that bad
sheltered thew, ana both gulped some-
thing 1n their throats. ‘'Uhen Nap
started all over sgam the business of
nundshaking.

“Lood-bye, old secout !” said Wharton,
#We re sorry to loso you!™

[ f_{ll.t.nl,:.‘.l' |.Jl

* ood-bys, Nap, and good luck!”

“Good-bye, you fellows!” said Ivap,
with o eateh in his voice. “ You've a
heen joliy good to me and uncle, We
phan't torget in & burry.”

“No foar |” muttered Gosling,

“ Lrood-bye ™

The bell tor first lesson put a stop to
further demonstrations, and Nap and
his uncle set their back to Geeyfriars
and, began their walk to the station, A
cheer toated after them from the
Removites, and then o silence followed.
" Nap looked at his uncle and gripped
him by the arm.

" Keop your Se::kr:r up I*

Gosling forced a smile, :

“I'm all nght, Nep,” he sald
« After ull, wo've nothing to worrik
about. 'Fhe 'Ead returned the term
fees, and I've still got the rest of tho
thousand. We shan’t starve.”

And, with mouth set and head held
high, be tramped on. !

A car hooted its claxon as it came
abreast of them, and passed, travelling
at a fair apeed towards Greyfriars, but
uncle and nephew pmid it mo heed
Both were busy with their thoughts.

Crash ! 3 .

The guiet morning air was suddenly
disturbed by a territio noise from some-
where behind them and the very
ground Nap and Gosling walked on re-
verberated to the shock.

“Oh heavens!™

“A smash!”

Nup and his uncle turned sharply and
looked back along the road. The sight
they saw sot them running. About E@EH
vards away lay the car that had pa
them & few moments, ago, & tangled
mass of twisted metal and coachwork,
hardly recogmaable as a motor-car.

It [ay on its side, ten foct from a
lurge mound of stones, sgainst which,
judging by the tyre-marks In the road
and hits of wreckage, it must bave
crashed.

“Come on, uncle!”

“That chap must be killed ! panted
old Gosling, breaking into & run.
* Bun, Nap!” : .

And running Nap was—running like
the wind, tor his keen young eyes had
scen what Gosling hadn’t seen yet—
flames licking up from the Ent%lnﬂf

“Oh heavens!” breathed Nap.

He spurted. No one had clambered
from the wreckage—sure proof that the
ocenpunt was either unConscious or 50
injured as to be incapable of move-
ment, or——

MNap shuddered.

With feardistraught eyes he saw tho
flames from the engine lick up into &
sheet as the running petrol became
ignited, and the explesion could -
heard for & mile around.

The occupant of tho car would be
burnt to death. X

Nap set his teeth and raced like the
wind. He reached th2 car, panting and
well-nigh breathless. And in the few
scconds he had teken to reach it the
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be anxiously.

gamqa bad seized o hold there was no

Fing.

The car was s blazing inferno. The
hoat scorched the plucky jumior ns he
strove furiously to drag open tho door
of the wreeked saloon; tho  smoke
blinded and well-nigh choked him.

He jerked savagely at the door-
handle, but it had jammed. Through
the eddying smoke ond the curtain of
flamo he could seo a huddled figure
over tho wrecked steering - colwon,
Nap shouted, but the figure did not
stir.

Again and again the plucky youlh
dragged and smashed at the door
almost frantic at his own helplessnoss,
Already the flames were biting into his

clothes. But he scarcely heeded them.
smash | Smash [
With bare fists Nap banged and

punched the door. A woice behind him
rang out, but Nap didn't hear it; didn't
hear his uncle imploring him to come
away.

And old Gosling, torn between the
desire to help and the desire to drag
Nap away from that blazing inferno,
stood [or o few precious seconds drink-
ing 1n a great gulp of air a fow fect
awavy.

Bang! Thud! Smash!

At last the door gave and Nap felt an
exultation glow within him. Weuld he
be in time?

The fames were licking at his jackot
now, the smoke choked him and blinded
him; his curly hair was smouldering.
But not for ono second did Napoleon
Fanfair think of leaving thet un-
CONECIons E%um to a dreadiul fate.

“Ah!"” Nap’s groping hand closed
over an arm, and, with all his remaining
strength, the plucky lad pulled,

The weight of the figure, and the
awkward position it was in, b to
tell. MNap, drag as he might, eould
scarcely shift the unconscious man more
than half a dozen inches,

“'Old on, Nap!” It was Gosling's
gruff woice, close at hand, and Nap
mt.;lj:}i have cried out with joy. “'0Old
on

Through the billowing smoke Nap zaw
hiz unclo dart alongside, and his
additional strength ﬁid the trick.
Slowly, dreadfully slow it seemed to
Nap, that still figure at the wheel was
hauled clear.

Not n moment too soon, for as Nap
and Gosling, panting. scorched, and
smoke-bogrimed, dragged the man to
the opposite bank of fie road, there was
a shower of sparks and & erackle of
flame as the woodwork of the car
fell in.

From a safo distance Nap and his
uncle saw that once handsome ecar
graduplly burn out into a twisted, un-
rocognizable mass of metal. Then thev
turned their attention to the vietim of
the smash.

William Gosling, peering et the
blackened face of the unconscious man,
gave a start.

“Cood heavens! Tt's Sir '[lton—

“T"h? Whom?" said Nap.

“8ir 'Titon Popper. 'E's a governor
of the school, Wap. Oh, my eye "

There could be no mistake. Gosling
had seen that upright, soldierly ﬂfum
hundreds of times in the courso of his
life at Greyfriars not to recognise him
Nnow.

"YWhat can wo do. nnele 7 asked Wap
“Ts he badly hurt "

Gosling, who had felt for S8ir Hilton's
heart, looked up.

“'Is ‘part’s beatin’, Nap. Look,
sonny, run up to the sohiool and ask Dr.
Locke to send 'is car down to fetch this
poor chap. Smart, now |

But Nap waunted no second bidding.
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He was scudding off like the wind, and
he reached the gates of Greyfriars in
record time. Hes know that the Head
would be in the Sixth Form room.

Dy, Locke nearly jumped clear of the
floor when Nap’s blackened, smoke-
begrimed figure burst inte the Form-
0.

“Bless my sonl! Wheo is it? Can—
mn%t be Fadfair®” 0

“Yes. sir,” panted Nap. " Quick.
sir! 8ir Hilton Po per—p"

He poured out the whole story in
broathless spasms, and the Head was
quick to act. Whatever his short-
coming in some dircctions, De. Locke
was essentially &8 man of action. In a
fow moments he had detailed six pre.
fects to tale the echool ambulance to the
spot with all possible speed.

Then he turned to Napoleon Fanfair

“My brave boy—"

The Head broke off, for Nap was
swaying backwards and forwnrds., The
reaction had set in; his senses weoro
failing him. He was conscious in o dimn
wany -that his face smarted, that his
hands were puffed and blistered and
tender. Then the floor and the ceiling
and the walls of the Form-room becoame
inextricably mixed, and Nap fainted
clean away.
~ Just in time Dr. Looke caught his
;:I:mﬂilﬂﬂfﬂ figurec and held it opainet
vim,

“The poor !ad! The plucky lad! A
credit to the school I

Tho =choolt? DBut Napoleon Fanfair
was no longer o member of the school !

Wingate and his fellow-prefects raced
to the scene of the smash at top speed,

ushing beforo them the wheel ambu-
ance always to be found in the fire
shed. There was no need for a guide.
Wingate saw the smouldering remains
of the wrecked car sixty yoards away
from the gates of Groyfriars.

“There they arel” On the opposile
side of the road he made out, too, the
Ligures of two adults—both sprawlmi out
in the shork grass.

“ Come on, you men [”

Wingate was the first to reach them.

By tho side of Sir Hilton Popper, of
Papper Court, was William Gosling,
and. both men were unconscions.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER,
The Reward of Valour !
1 ONSENEE 1#

N Sir Hilton Popper spoko
with reat  emp gig  and
iraseibility, sure sipn that the

peppery old baronet was well on the
road to recovery.

" Monsense, sir ! Utter nonsense!”

Dr. Locke coughed.

“But you won't let me explain, Sir
Hilton,” he said balf-amusedly.

Sir Hilton sat bolt upright in his bed.

“Explain, sar? I've eaid it's non-
sense. There could be no ecarthly reason
why s=uch a boy as thizs plucky
youngster conldn’t stay on at Greyfriars.
A gredit to the school, sir! A hu‘g in &
million! Ugh! You must rescind your
decision ! .

Dr. Locke could scarcely forbear a
smile.

It was two days since Nap and
Gosling’s sensationn] and plucky rescue
of the lord of Popper Court—anxiouns
days for Wap, but he had passed the
turning point and was now rapidly
mending.

., 8ir Hilton Poppor was seomingly

little the worse for that awful ex-
perience, which incidentally was the

{Continued on page £8.)



EDHTIHUATI-DH OF OUR THRILLING FOREIGN LEGION STORY!

FOR THE GLORY OF FRANCE.!

A Change of Plan!

minutes loter Sergeant-
Major Bolke dismi the
company. Wearily the worn-
out and haggard men trailed to
their quarters. Blipping off their packs
they removed only .their ‘boots an
tunmies before throwing themselves on
their beds. . i

It was not by aceident that Lemarne,
Hotzman, Stulz, Kalgar, and Zimmer-
maonn found themselves sharing the same
room. The only other two beds were
occupied by a couple of Italians, who,
heroically keoping sleep at bay, dom-
menced cleaning kit and accoutrements
in readiness for the morning parade.

To them slouched Hotzman,

“Teave those things, my comrades,”
he ohserved ; © Lemarne and I will clean
them together with our cwn.”

The Italians stared. They were not
used to this sort of thing from Hotzman,
1t betokened a thnught ulness and con-
sideration of which they had not thought
him capable.

“¥ou get

FEW

id

continued

SOILG a!f:;p,
Hotzman pleasantly. * ¥ou heard what:

Bolke said about our spending every
hour of our time here on the parade
ground, The hound means it. And
now that our lieutenant is sick we are
at the merey of the cursed pig!”

Cently but resolutely he possessed
himself of the Italians' rifles. Those
individuals gaped at him dumbly.
Truly they were beyond specch.

Vith an armful of kit, Hotzman re-
traced Ihis steps and joined his com-

anions at the other end of the room.
E‘im minutes later the two Ttalinns were
soundly and thankfully asleep. To
them the age of miracles was a;i:]:-amntly
not vet past. Ii the incident had hap-
pened at the barracks of Sidi-bel-Abbes
they would at once have assumed that
Hotzman had been making merry. Per-
hups it was the first symptoms ol
le cafard which were responsible for
this unlooked-for benignity. Anyway,
what matter?

“And now,"” said Ilotzman n low,
guarded tones, having satisficd himself
that the Ttalians woere dead to the world,
“do we zo to-night, or do we wait?”

“We are hore for two daws,”” answered

T.cmarne quictly. "It will be better il
wa sleep here to-night, and make our
attompt after darkness to-morrow. Wo
are in no Lt state for travelling.”

Stulz moved uneasily.

“Let us go,” he zrowled. “*Who

knows what the morrow might bring?
Bolke is in an evil mood, and the sooner
we get out the better !

“I agree,” grunted Ealgar, the
German. “You saw what bappened to
poor Johansen=—"" ]

“ Johansen was. n fool " cut in Zim-
mermann. “ He asked for what he gob.
It was madness to speak to Bolke as he

did. And -then to attack him! Donner,.

but that was suicide! 1 say with
Lemarne, let us: postpone everything
until to-morrow night.”

Hotzman nodded.

“It iz Better to wait,” he said.
—TI could not go ten kilometres. That
drill to-night was devil's work i'*

“But worthy of le salle Bolke," com-
mented Lemarne angrily. “Nom d'un
nom, but it is a pity that Johansen did
not live just Iunﬁ enough to smash the
skull of tina dog !

Hotzman and
char%ﬁ‘d glances,

“What would you say,”” asked Hotz-
man softly, “if before we left this fort
Bolke were to die?”?

Lemarne looked at lim sharply.

“What do yon mean?” he demanded.

Hotzman hesitated. It was Kalgar
who answered. ,

“We are going to knife the animal
he said, with stolid dehance. *“Jawohl,
we are going to sink a foot of stecl
into him! And I am the one who will
giva him the thrust!"”

Lemarne was silent, his cold, level

his companions e€x-

pir

eyes studying the faces of  his
COTTI LT 1O IE.
“When was  this  arranged?™  he
demanded.
“Wecks ago, at Sidi-bel-Abbes,'™

EREEsEEREEEA RN RS SRE NN R R RN RN EEREEEE

INTRODUCTION.

To rave Guy Warren, Liz scapesracs oolNsin,
from expuirion on g charge of theft, Panl Blake,
Fifth=-Former of Greystones, fakes the Mane o
bz own showlders by running meay from selosl.
O the vond he meets Majuba Smith, an orphaned
waif, andg e twwo agree lo join the Forecign Legion
fogether.  I'n Parizs, Paul and Jub ealist for
Jive years and are gend {o Lhe deserl forl of Sidi-bel-
Abbes, where they form friends wilh Charles
Desmong, once caplain of Grépefones, and
Faterfurrn, o former officer in the Freneh Armpr.
A ek or bico leler Paul iz startled lo find that
iy Warren and Ris sister, JJune, are eigiling
Sidi on an African towr. Warren has tnfierited
tha Lille and forfune of his falker, and for fear
that Paul Blake wil! ruin Lim by telling the truth
about the stolen money, he arranges twith (he
villainous ané-Major Dolke that ihe
woungster shall be Eilled—somehoe. A fae
days fater a sfrong force of the Legion is sent fo
quell an Arab rsing, dand in Aand-lo-hand
Sighting ugllqiml the fanatical iribesmen, Jub
sacrifices Mis own life in saving Paul's.
danlated foreg puahes on in the direclion of Zukra,
et at the fort of Sulta several of the ven plod o
bl Bolke, and then d2zert.

{ Nowr read on.)

“ Ao

By
GEO. E. ROCHESTER.,

answeredd Hotzman; and his tones, like
Kalgar, were deliant, : :

Lemarne's firm lips twisted into a
mirthless smale.

“ And nothing was to be said to me?”
he guestioned.

Hotzinan squared his shoulders.

“No," ho answered steadily,
“nothing I””  Then went on rapidly:
“See here, Lemarne, we did not think
you would agree. That is why we did
not tell you. It is a dirty business, this
stabbing in the dark; but, then, we are
dealing with a dirty hound I'*

“ And we will do it, whether Lemarne
agrees or not!"” soarled Btulz venom-
ously. " Bolke bas had it coming to
him for a lo timo now, and he is
going to get it

Hotzman laid. his hand on Lemarno's
sleave.

“¥You ars still with us, Lemarne, are
you neti” he said pleadingly. *We
would have told you——" £

““¥ou should have told me!” cut in
Loemarne harshly, “Sacre diable, but T
take this amiss, Hotzman! ¥You should
have told me, and I wonld have scen
that the dog was dead before this!”

Hotzman laughed delightedly and
clapped him on the shoulder,

“Then you will be with us when we
lie in wait for him to-morrow mnight,
comrade™ he asked. ,

“T will!"" responded Lemarne grimly,
“1 havo a lot to repay!"

¥ l .

“Reveille ” blew at three o.m. the
following morning, and there followed a
day of drilling and parading, under tho
jaundiced and malevolent oye of
Sergeant-Major Bolke, to which the
weary hours spent in pushing forward
over burning sand would have becn
infinitely preferable to the bullied,
hounded, badgered Legionnaires.

And the company, mark yon,
Eugpﬁsed to be resting |

y evening Bolke had listed defaulters
to the number of =seventy, and these
unfortunates were instructed te parade
for pumishment drill at six-thirty.

In thiz distinguished company were
Paul, Desmond, Esterharn, and the
snarling Stulz.  The latier certainly
found a decided measure of consolation
in the thought that, if all went well,
this would be the last parade outsido of
purgatory which Bolke would ever
attend.

S0 he endeavoured to move at the
word of command with a briskness
which would sce him safely through the
drill and® leave him-in good form for
the pleasant little entertainment which
was to follow when darkness had fallen,

But SBergeant-Major DBolke bestowed
no more than a passing glance on him.

The previeus evening, by, foul and
beastly invective, Bolke had driven the
slow-thinking and phlegmatio Johansen
to attack him, That was trinmph
indecd ; and if he could do that to
Johansen, it would be an extraordinary
thing if he could not do it to Paul Blake.

(Pauwl Blake Little dreams of the foul
plot aqgainst hiz life! Wil he fall n
victim fo the wvillatnous zergeant-meojor
gr—— Don't misa the thrilling jollow-
en-of this powerful scrinl next week )

Tne Macxer Lisnary.—No. 1,152,
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‘NAP’ OF THE REMOVE'!

(Continued from page 26.)

result of & break in the steoring-gear of
the ear. He.was slightly burned about
the feet and hands, but that was all.
A profusion of bandages covered a small
cut in his temple which had rendercd
himm uneconscious at ‘the time of fhe
smash, but 1t was a wound that gave no
cause for anxiety to Dy, Pillsbury or the
matron,

In fact, Sir Hilton had insisted on
returning to his own home that day,
Iience the visit of the Head to the school
sanatoriuvm.

In the bed next to that of Sir Hilton
was the sleeping, figure of Napoleon
Fanfdair. His g!"-ﬂl’] was 80 hbpv::l:.r
bundaged as to hide his identity—only
the tip of his nose and his two elosed
eves wero visible. o

Sir Hilton's glance rested on him
tenderly.

But for this plucky lad’s action there
would now be a governpr the less on the
CGreyfriays Doard of Control, and a now
lord would be culing :Popper Court.
Then the baronoet thonght of Wilhham
Gosling. He, too, old man though he
was, lad helped to deo his bt .

Gosling, however, was back at his
ledge none the worse for theadventure,
except for his anxiety to kuow how WNap
was faring.

“MNow, mir,” said Sir Hilton, at last,
“let mo have this stéaight. You say
vou have a very good reason for dis
missing this plucky lad from the school.
I'll listen to it. Proceed!™

Dr. Locke procceded, and the strange
tale he told caused the peppery old
baronet to jump and to stare first at the
Head of Greyfriars and then at the
tleeping figure of Nap, as if he were
looking at two strangce animals.

“DBless me ! Impossibla! Thiz plucky
Isd William Gesling’s nephew? Im-
poszible 17

“Tt is so,” said Dr. Locke.

Sic’ Hilton glared.

“Nonsense! H'm! 1 beg your

pardon, but you amaze me ! -

There' was a silence, during which
time Sir Hilton did a lot of thanking.

Gallantry and brains, in his narrow
opinion belonged only to the uppoer
classes. Pluck and  refinoment. a
natural legacy fromthe squires of old—
the gentry, - .

It moved him sirangely to find in this
nephew. of a méfe: igherant old school
porter axlad in whom ‘Aowed all the
finer foolings that suppozedly belonged
to the upper-classes. It evenitouched
- hiz ‘hard-sld heart to.think that Gosling
had given, or was preparcd to give, his
all to educate this nephew of s

Sir FHltEn e volce wias quite soft -and
tender when he spoke again.

“Lacke, we mist ‘do somethingifor
thiz poor boy and ‘his old unele. O,
rather, I must. You say he was keen to
come to a sgchobl “like Grexfriars?
That he is a clever ‘lad in his: léssons.
and & peptilar Ind? I'm not sucpriged !
He shall Have hi§ chance to make pood.
T'll see to that!”

The last words were uttered in Sir
Hilton's customary dominant fashion.

Dr. Locke smiled, .

“T. tao, have .been thinkine, Sir
Hilton. Perhape I wasz a hitle too
severs. with. Gosling.  After all. what
he did was very noble and self-sacri-
ficing. Il he cares to stav on in his
old pozition T shall be meost happy to
spe it." :

“Onite—quite ! Reokwaad— Sir
Hilton™s thoughtz were miles away; ho
hardle listerned to Dr. Locke's words.
“Rookwood, & verv [inc school. Dr.

LL

THE MAGNET

Chisholm a very kind and considorate -
wan, Yes, this plucky boy shall start
afresh there.” '

He looked up, conscious then that he
voiced his thoughts aloud.

h’;‘;‘;’hut do you think of that, Locke—
ch?

Dr. Locke’s eyes twinkled.

“8Bo you are thinking of sending the
Loy to Rookwood '

'f‘im baronet nodded.

“It's & very small return for saving
my life, Ugh! It shall be done!”

It was typical of Sir Hilton that he
took cverything for granted. "That Nap
would dream of offering any ohbjections
to such a schomo never entered his
head.

But when the time was ripe for the
old baronet to place the scheme in
detnil before a bewildered Nap he met
with uncxpected oppositign.

“You're very good sir,” said Nap,
Llushing. “But I can’t .accbpt such:
generosity. ™ _

It was o week after;.the disgussion
between the Head and SBir Hilton,

“You can’t “what?” snapped Sjr
Hilton. *“But I have arranged it all,
my boy. Ugh!”

“I'm sorry. ‘sir!"" said Nap apolo.
getically,  “It's .wonderfully’ .‘I.:ir.u{?| of
you, but I couldn’t accept—"

“But vou uvﬂd'my;]i?m boa 1"

“That—that " was nothing, sir,” an.
swered Nap awkwardly. * Anvone
would have.done. the samoe.” .

“Would they, indeed!. Ugh!' Ap.
parently Bir Hilton had his doubis
about that. “My .boy,.vou go to Rook-
wood. . That's scitled "

“I ean't, sir!” stammered Na “3
appreciate your | kKindnoess, but can't
accept such generosity.”

“What!" barked the baronet. “You

accepted the gene-

EVERY SATURDAY

erying auk, although-dea. padn.. nhgﬁg,‘.
made him fdint., His eyes filled  withs
water, and whoen the mists cleared Sir
Hilton was gone. His tall figure wa:
moving rapidly down the road that
wound its way outside the school.

The news of Nap's "adoption " was
received. with acclamation on all sides,
and he was the reeipient of congratu-
lations from masters and seniors,
juniors and fags.

And old Goslifig- was in his seventh
heaven. His boy—his Nap—an adoptod
nephew of Sir Hilton' Popper, baronct
and magistrate, and a “big ‘gun®
generelly, to quote the perter’s own
words ! The news was wirdd to Nap's
mother, and, to make the family's
happiness complete, the specialists try-
ing, & pew ecure, had proncunced it to
bo snccesaful,

-No wonder Nap was happy—no
wonder his handsome face radiated
happiness. And when, on the day ho-
loft, Harry Wharton & Co. gave a lavich
sprend to his honour, toasted him, and
wished him Success in his pew life at
Fﬁ:li;:lkwmdp Nap's cup of happiness was
L,

He lott Geeyfriars in  Sir Hilton
Popper’s new car, attended by a chauf-

-feur, whe respectfully addressed him hs

“"Master William ™ ; but to Greyiriars
generally and Harry Wharton & Co.
in  particular, W. N. Fanfair wil
always be known as plain “*Nap,” of
the Remove.™

THE END,

(Next week's tiplop story of Grey-
friara featurcs an old  favourile fn
Wiellinm WEibley,” and 1z -entitled ;
"GREASE-PAINT WIBLELR!" Nb
“Magnetite ! should miss this treat of
a warnl)

rosity of your

uncle, didn’t youi”

“That's different,
sir. He's my
uncle 1

Sir Hilton pauscd
to consider.
~FWell, I'm wour
uncle from now on,
ag well! Ught! I've
adopted you! Be
quiet, sir, whaon
yvour unncle wants to

BEST
THE J

i
*y

spoak. Now, Hn[{— '
h'm, William —'1
prefer thot name! and Carriage

Now., Willidm., vou
will leave lor Rodks
wood the day after

to sult you.-
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“ But.— but—but,

unecle—"" he Dblur-
ted out at length.
Sir Hilton smiled.
T hat's better,
William. Thdn, it's.
settled. Bhake|
hands, my boy!
I'm proud to own
vou as o nephew.,
Shoke, sir!"
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The last words

wore tantamount to

a command, and
MNap shook hands.

FREE

lo applicants for an appreval: 75 Difforent Stamps, Duplicate
Book, Perforation J00 Stamp Mounta, Scad 24d.
for Poetage (abroad 4d.).=R, miﬂsﬂﬂ'. Trintty 8t, (W.), fm u‘}maﬁﬂ'

Ho felt his still
swollen hand
gripped as in a vice
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it halidom | Grey Friars is
m a s,._m_;m. way from my father's
vastle, waen !’

Launcelot do Broke frowned
is la epoke and spurred on his foaming

Y omy

steed to reneweod efforts. X
Dusk was deepening over tho Kentish
countryside, and with the exception of

a curfaw tolling the knell of parting
iday and & lowing herd winding slowly
o'er the lea, nothing much was to be
heard ov seen, And Launcelot was feel-
ing tired and hungry.

o was on his way to Ye College of
Ye Grey Friars, where he was due lo
begin his school caveer in the Fourth
Form on the following morning. Ha
liad been trovelling al
rough cart-tracks, chariot-wheel mark
and hoolprints from his distant ancestra

home,
Kent in the Middle Apes was, of
course, ratlter different from Kent in

the twontieth century. Motor roads
were few and far between, and even
when you struck one it usually ended up
in a field or a pond. Launcelot had lost
lia way several times lile that.

As he galloped onwards,
medimval hero started suddenly.

Sounds of strife were coming from a
ncighbouring len—sounds that reminded
hiny of the jonstings and tourneys of his
anceateal home.

Crash! Clatter!

“Yarpoogh! Gerrolf my chest|”

. “Gadzooks! Methinks there's trouble
in the offing !" muttered Launcelot, a
glitter na:m:ﬁ into his eye, “This is
where I pull out my tin-opener, I
ween !

And Launeclot de Broke, without
drawing vein, rcached for the pike
which he always carried at the side of
his gallant charger.

A moment later he was at the seene
of the conflict, and o cry of rage burst
from his boyish lips at what he saw.

Lying on the ground waz a knight
clad in glittering armour, whose white
heard, sprouting out of the crovices of
that metallic euit, betokened bhim to
ba in the last stages of eenile decay.
Sitting on him were three rough-looking
wights who wore itho badges of the
Ancient Hocicty of Medimval .H..nﬂw_ﬂw.
while o companion of Ltheirs wasz dea :u._“
the prisoncr mighty blows in the bread.
basket with an axe, ohviously intending
t» open upy his suit and get to his purse.

Tuie AMwcxcr Liomany.—No, 1,152
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day, following

GREYFRIARS IN THE THIRTEENTH CE .,__._h.__..‘.,.ﬁ_w.._‘. ~—SPECIAL COMPLETE FEATURE BELOW I

With a ery of “"Have at theel”
Launcelot charped into the fray.

The ruffians were taken completely

by surprise. The fellow with the
axe got smitton well and truly and
rolled over, roaring, while one mighty
kick from Launcclot's foot was enough
to zond the rest flying.
- "By my hoalidom! I’ll knock ye all
inte the middle of next week ! shouted
our hero, Furiously. *“Come back, ye
sauey varlets, and take your gruel 1”

But the wights had had quite enough
for one evening. "They all fled, yelling
for morey, and dizappeared into a
neighbouring copsa.

.Launcelot returned to the scene of his
victory to attend to the ancient knight,
who was sitting up and taking upotice
again now,

“adzooks! Thou art a m_.._ﬁnwu_.
stripling, and no mistake!™ he
remarked admirvingly, liffing his visor
and revealing his grizzled countenance
for the first time. "1 would know thy
A, _.E_m“_": ]

“I am Launcelot de Broke,” replied
Louncelot, with a modest hlush, *Art
fully recovered from the buffetings of
yon_ wights, sirof”

“Yea. Barring a few punctures, I'm
ua right as a trivet, I ween!” was the
knight's reassuring reply. * My horse
has fled, so methinks I'll go to Ye Old
Cross Reys across von hLill in Friardale
and book o room for the night.
Coming 7" .

“I will carry .you on my charger
thereto, sire. After that, I would fain
continue m mu:_.an . Now that I am
at Friordale T am but a stone’s throw
from the ond. .u_nu_:w ._..%":

And Launcelot helped his acquaint-
ww.n_n._ to mount the faithful steed behind

1.

At tha door of Ye Old Cross Eoyas at
Friardale they parted, the old knight
thanking him with tears streaming
down his armour, After that, Launcelot
epurred up his_steed, and very soon
was 1 sight of Ye College of Yo Grey
Friara.

Outside the gates of ye college he
dréew up his foaming steed, and with-
ot _q::m__mmam to dismount, shouted a
loud “ Halla!” into the precinets of the
ancront 1natitution.

Scaren had the echo died away before
a sour-lonking wight poered out of &
little building within the gates.

"“Wot I says is this .__u.._ulmnnh% outside,
thou ecurvy knave!” he eaid, - Iis-

|
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turbin’ a man after ecurfew when le'
settled down casy-like afore 'is own fire!

Marry! Things are comin’ to some-
think, latterly !
“Whe art thou, wazlet?™ ashed

Launcelot- de Broke.

“Varlet thyself!” camo the grull
anawer. “I'm Wilham Cosling, and
not ashomed o own it, neither!”

“Prithce open  the gates, William
Goslingz, before I bash theg over the
pate with my pikol I am & new
scholar, by name Launcelot de Broke.”

“"Ho! Then I've got to [et thee in,
1 ween grumbled Gosling. ™ Nice
goings-hon, I must sayl ‘Wot I sova
15 this 'ere—come in an’ report to the

"Exdmaster in the School *Ousza ovar
thero 1™
The gates swung open, and Lavncelot

do Broko trotted in and rodo neross the
guadrangle, .

Two young scholars, clad in doublets
and hose, opencd the portal to greet
him, and shone o lantharn out into the
guadrangle.

*“Ho, therel Art Launcclot de
Broke?" called out one.

“That I ame! Who the merry dickens
art thou?" answered back Launcelot,

“1 am Thomas Malypense, of the
Fourth Form, and here is Fatty Bacon,
my [riend. Tho headmaster bado ua
tarry at the portal till thou shouldst
blow in”

Launcelot de Broke dismounted and
shook hands with his two new com-
pamons who pleased him mightily Ona
was lean and the other fat, but both
wera cheery coves withal.

“Come! We will lead thee before onr
worthy headmaster, Dr. Goodsmyte "
said Thomas Malypense, and Launcelot
linked arms with the two cheery Grey
Friara scholars and went with them.

They eroszed the hall, whare a group
of boya standing beforo a notice-board
nn__ﬁn.mn_a.ﬂ._..._.ﬁ archery oand tip-cat teams
starcd curiously at the new boy. ‘Then
they cama to the Head's chamber.

r. Goodsmyte had a grizzled beard.
a# hawkish nose, and musoular, sinewy
hands made strong by forty years speuk
in hirching bhoysa.

“Good-morrow, Launcelot de Broke !
he quoth. *Welcome to va college, my
son, Work diligently at thy lessons.
and don't make thyself o nuisance, and
wa shall got on well, 1 ween.™

“"Thoank 'es air!™ zaid Launcelot,

“Theou wiit belong to the Fourth
Form. Report now to Form Prafeck
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This wech Dick
Penfold aof the
RemoveM™nspire i
Lo tell gyt z0ins-
thing of the Good
Ol Daysiat Crey-
Friare. Penjold,
like his %Ennnﬂm-
sar, Bob Cherry,
hasg - bedn  given
Jult imrginative
ficenee, 8o your
Editor thhez no
responsilinty for
the wvederly or
ctherwnize of
Dick's aines,
dates o' diction
refative 1o the
period af which
he wiites.
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Walter Btrongfellow. These lada will

show thee the way.”

—

II.

ALTER STRONGFELLOW
g was the Form Prelect of the
Fourth, and the bully of the
Lower Scheol in medimval
Cray Friars. When Launcelot de Broke
erame into the Commwi-room with
‘Uhomas Malypense and Fatty Bacon,
this bully was engaged in the pleasant
pureait of .r:...._...__::%. uncifending lads’
hieads together, Ide ceased this little
gamie, to look round and scowl at the
BV COMErs, .

“Hol Art the new wight, thou dog-
faced varlot ™ he shouted.

“1 am Launcelot de Broke, fellow!
anawoered Launcelot, with haughty pride.
* Prithee attend to thy manners, unless
inoa long'st for a black eye or a smack
un the kisser.” :

“Gadzooks! This ia sometling fresh
i Lhe way of new ._..__,m.m_:___u I woenl™
vemarked Walter Strongicllow, with a
wlare. “Alethinks [ mmat beat tho sauvey
varlet, soon.  But fGrst, how many
Jdoagheakes art going to buy me from
Yo Tuckshop?”

“By my halidom! Nothing doing!™
was  Launcelot's  docisive  anawer.
* Doaghcakes will I buy in _W.HE.HF but
ot 5o that thou can feed thy face—if
that’s what thou call’st it.”

“(dds bodiking! 'The warlet grows
itpudent ! gaspod the Remove Praefect,
turning a3 red as a peony. " Prepare
1hyself for a mighty swipe on the jowl,
Master 1de Broko !

2o saying, Strongfellow rushed in like
a_ whirlwind, .ﬁwﬁni..ﬁ to mop up yve
iddy Moor with his epponent in the first
raund. .

Greatly to lhis surprise he was met
witihh o stinging biow on the jowl and
another on the boke.

; g&#ﬂ.ﬁgu&wu: reared the Form Pre-
adnl o

An instant later, he received o smart
{ap on ye earpiecce. And Stronglellow
wolie up to the fact that it was not to
be a walk-over, alter all.

" Zock it inte the wight ™ reared the
delighted erowd.

“(ive him  yo  beans '™  shouted
Malypensze, : 7
“Ye pleasura is mine!” grinned

Launcelot de Breke, and he procecded
to spar tound the bully of the Remove
and give him what for.

Strongliellow hit out right and left,
without hitting anything more sub-
stantial than air, whereas Launcelot do
Eroke never missed. :

Suddenly the new boy got home a
mighty swipo to ve chin, =Rtrongfellow
lot out a strong bellow and erashed.

Thud!

“ Man down, I ween

FFatty Bacon replaced his Ingerzoll

m'u.

sandglass in his poke,
“Metlinks  the eqitiff lhas  had
enpugh!™  he grinned.  “Like all

lullies, Master Strongfellow 12 & coward
at heart, Now, who says threo checrs
for Launecelat de Droke? IHip, hip—"
And the eleers worne given with o
hearty good will, for Launcelot's great
victory over the bully had made his
pasition at onco with the Remove.
While the ecrowd scttled down to
veichrate tho end of the fight in dough-

cakes and barley-water, the beaten
proefect  crawled  away vowing
Vengoance,

- Ho made np his mind to report thia
mepdent pewcomer o Dr. Goodamyte,
and with that intention, woent alonz to
tha headmaszter's chamnbor,

A few minutes later Dr. Goodazmste
strode majesiieally into the Comman.

room. The Remove eould tell Ly the
way his beard bristled that trouble was
10 store for somebody, eo they made
themselves as inconspicuous as possible.
~ " Launcelot de Broke!" eaid the head-
mastoer, in a deep, stern voice. " Word
has reached mine ears that thon hast

been guilty of the crime of biffing the
Form pricicet.”

" Murry, sir!
m.ﬁ.___mllq-

“Bandy not words with me, boy, un-
lzss thon wantest a thick ear! List to thy
gentones: for the crime of biffing the
Form prelect, thou shalt reecive a
thousand stripes with the birchrod be-
foro yo entire collego to-morrew morn.
And ne back answers!"

With that Dr. Goodsmyto strode out of
the Common-room, Hnn.____mum" Lanncelot
staggered Dby the injustico of his
sentence, and the rest of the boys buaze
ing with indignation.

Thére was ne appeal against the
Head's decision in those days, and every-
body knew that unless a miracle hap-
pened, the Dogging would :E_n:r__..mmﬁm
take place,

Next morn, in the great hall of Grey
Friara, ell was ready for the public
punisiment of Launcelot do Broke. The
boys of the collego had aszembled after
breakfast, and (Gosling, the porter, was

It was o fair cnough

With a ery of "“Have

at thea ! ** Launcalot

dea Broke oharged
inte the fray.

the  dutis
performed sinee the days
of the Conqueror—that of hoisting the
condemned boy on his shoulders in the

standing rcady to perform
which he had

correet position for receiving his stripes.

Bofore ho could do se, however, there
came an interruption. The portal at
thhe sido of the hall opencd, and n
tottered a doddering old bknight n
shining armour.

The noweomer oped hix vizor and took
in the scene at a glanee.

“Gadeooks ! he shouted. ' What
thinkst thou art doing, Dr. Good-
smyte |

Dr. Goodzmyte turned roumd, his biveh
still upraised. He bowed Lo the kpight,
whotn bo recognised at once.

“By my halidem! I it's not S
Fapies Oldboyes, ye college governor ™
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he eried. *“Hast a mind to tarry, while
I birch this young malefactort” -

What? Tarry and wateh you punish
my gallant young rescuer?” roared Siy
Jamea Oldboyes, sdvancing to the fore.
“Not blinking likely, doetor! 1 rccog-
mse this lad. Yestereve, when I was
sore besel and being bashed about in the
brendbasket and on the napper by
robbers, he came to my aid E_h—u put the
wights to flight.”

“ Yo gods and little fishes I murmured
Dr. Goodsmyte, raising his eyebrows aid
loweri his' birch, “Speakest thou
sooth, Sir Jamea "

“Venly'I do. Thou canst bei thy
sweet life on if, in fact!® answercd the
Enight. “As governor of tho college,
anyway, I order thee to release that

llant lad at cnce.” Instead of being

ogged he shall be given a great feast
of doughenkes at yo Tuckshop, same to

be _m..ﬁE for out of ye college funde.”
“Marry! That 13 soon dona!” smiled
tha Head., *Furthermore, that his

Hant deed may be remembered, I
wreby mako him Form pricieet of the
Remove Form !

“0Odds bodikins! And where do 1
come in?"” shouted out Walter Slrong-
fellow furiously.

“Thou? That is easily arranged,”
answered Dr. Goodsmyte sternly. “ Sinca

thou art the seurvy knave who sneaked
on this gallant lad, thou shalt reccive
the whipping in his place!" .

“Bravo!" shouted the assembled
college.

Amid muoch laughter and rejoicing,
the wrelched bully was hauled on to
Caosling's back and well and truly
whipped. And Groy Friars had to
admit that the new wight had won all
along the live, and that for onco in
a way, Master miaﬂm?:ni had beoen
dizhed, diddled, and dona!

THE EXD.

{dnother of these yarns dealing with
the Hood ld Days af Grey Friavs will
appear shortly in the Magser, Aean-
while, walelh out next week for No. 2 in
atrserics of “MAGNET *TALKIES' 1)
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