


IF YOU WANRT A POW-WOW—

Ahcays glad fo hear from

Cfice, Pooyys!

s gou, chums, so drop me g line to the following oddress:
The Editor, The ** Magnet '’ Library, The Amalgamated Press, Lid., The Fleehway

House, Farringdon Streef, London, E.C.4.

Good! You've got anothar 300
‘points to add to wour collection
this week, 80 you're well away now.
The more you colleet the better chance
you stand of winning one of our 10,000
splendid prizea. In our companion papor,

e " Gem,” you will find another coupon
value 50 points, not to mention a megni-
ficent long complete story of Tom Merry &
Co., of 5t. Jim's, which will grip your
interegt from firat line to last, Get a
copy to-dey, and be sure you cut out the
eoupon and add it to yvour collection,

I had a little surprise the other day
in the shape of o letter which came from
a reader in Maritzburg, Natal. And this
entcrprising reader had sent it along b
air matl, so that 1t would reach me aﬁ
the quicker. Wall, I quite appreciated
that, and I have sent the envelope back
to my reader, 50 that he may keep it na a
mements of the Capetown to London
Adr Mail.

Thie reader hes one or itwo questiona
to ssk. Tho first concerns

THE ORIGINAL FAT BOY

of the Companion Papers. Who was the
first in the field—Billy Bunter or Baggy
Trimble ¥ Waell, although the stories of
Bt. Jim's commenced & littla while before
thoge of Gregiriars, Billy Bunter graced
Ureyfriars with his podgy form long
before Bagpy Trimble entered St. Jim's.
By that as it may, however, Billy and
Baggy mun a neck-and-neck race in the
gluttony stakes |
The next guestion deals with

THE ** MAGNET'S '* BIRTHDAY.

When iz it ? asks this reader. It has
gone for this year, but on February '15th,
1933, your favourité paper will be no less
than twenty-ive wears of age! That's
a record for you, im't it—a quarter of a
cent uiﬁmmﬂm 1§bﬁi¢aﬁ¢n! A.ndharc:
are a fow which ma rige you !
If you hawmmd every imfum Hagnrr
pince it was frst published, you have
readd nearly forty million words of first-
elags bowvs' school and adventure stories !
You have looked at somewhere about
fifteenn  thousand illustrations—and  if
you had a complete collection of MacweTs
bound into one volume, that volume would
now be about cight feet in thickness !

If a copy of each issue of the MaigueT
pinea it commencement wera placed end
to end, they would stretch for nearly o
guarter of a mile! But if every copy
printed was placed end to end, the line
would reach from London Bridge to the
mouth of the Thames !

The MaagweET started "way back in
1908, and has been going strong ever since.
And, take my word for it, it's going to
keop on going strong [

ERE is nmnother most interesting
H letter, This one  comea from
T. C. M. Fletcher, of Lawrence,
New Bouth Wales, who sends
slong & paragraph for my colloetion of
THINGS YOU'D HARDLY BELIEVE !
Horo ia the yarn in his own worda :
“We have ‘things wyou'd hardly be-
lieve ' in® Aussie.t I killod s snake, a black
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one, ond wery venomous, with exaotly
twenty young ones in it, each about fifteen
inches long |

* They wore very lively, too, and I am
sure that they had been about quite a lot
befors I opened up the old one and let
them outl Of courss, I killed the lot,
and what a wonderful sight it would have
been for one of our wonderful * Jackasses.
The old enake was five feet long, and as
big round as & cup.”

Yeall, all your Editor can say is thank
goodness it wasn't in my bask garden !

Une poisonous enake ia bad enough, but |

twenty-one——phaw |

Many thanks for your latter, T. C. M.,
snd the ecomplimentary things you say
about the old paper. Write again scon,
won't you ?

The next letter is a “winner.” It
comes from A, (. Goves, of 78, Dashwood
Avenue, High Wycombe, Bucks, who gots
a splendid BSheffield steel pocket-knife
for the following joke :

Costomer : ** Are those binoculars any

good 2 **
Shopkeeper :

“1 should just

say they are,
sir ! Ses that
chapel over|
y there ? ™

Customer:
™ ¥es*

Shopkeeper : ** Weall, they bring it so
Bear you can hear the organ playlng ! "

Fire ahead, you other chums, and ses
if you can't follow the example of this
rizewinner. Don't forget the old saying :
* If at fret you don't succeed, try, try, try
again | 2

ERE’S an amusing little trick to
pass on to you this week, which
will enable you to keep wyour
chums guessing [ I call it

GREYFRIARS THOUGHT-READING,
becaise it emables you to give the name
of any Greyiriars character of whom wour
chum thinks! Some stunt, eh I Well,
here's how to do it :

Get five ordinary blank posteards. On
the first one, copy down the following
list of celebrated Greyiriars characters :

}. Harry Wharton,
2. Bob Cherry.

3. Hurree Singh.
4. Frank Nugent.
5. Johnny Bull.

6. Billy Bunter.

7. Horaco Coker.
8. Vernon-8mith,
9. George Potter.
10. Williamx Greens.
11, Willinrn Wiblay.
12, Poter Todd.

13. Fisher T. Fish.
14. Tom Brown.

15. Lord Mauleverer,

Be sure you got them in the right order,
and with the correct numbers alongside
each one. This card is called the ** key *
card, Hand it to vour chum, and tell

him to think of one of the
charactere whose name a
on the card. Then tha
key card back, and hand him
four others, whioch must be
written out as follows :

1:
Harry Wharton.
Hurres Singh,
Johnny Bull:
Horace Coker.

Potter.
William Wiblay,
Fisher T. Figh.:
Lﬂ'rd: Hﬂﬂﬂ'ﬁ'“ﬂ]ﬁ-

L
Bob Cherry.
Hurree Singh.
Billy Bunter.
Horaca Coker,
William Greens.
William Wibley.
Tom Brown.
Laord Mauleverer.
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Yernon-Smith.
Coorge FPotter:
William Greone;
William Wibley.
Poeter Todd.
Fisher T. Fish,
Tom: Brown.
Lord Mauleverer.

nt.
Johony Bull.
Billy Bunter.
Heorace Coker.
Peter Todd.
Fisher T. Fish,
Tam Brown.
Lord Mauleverer.

Now ask your chum to hand baek to
you all the cards on which the name of the
chosen character appears, Within o
couple of seconds, you can tell him the
name |

Here's how it’s dome : At the top of
each card you will sce a number, Simply
add up those numbers, and their total
will correspond with the figure alongside
that character's name on the * =
gard |

Suppose, for instance, he picks Horace
Coker, He will then hand vou back cards
number 1, 2, and 4 ; the total of which is
7—the number corresponding with Coker’s
name on the key card ! If he pioks Harry
Wharton, he will only hand you back one
card—that with number 1 at the top.
But if he should pick Lord Mauleverer,
he will have to give you back all four
cards—and their total is 15.

'I'riy it on your chums, You're sure to
puzzle them !

Now, just a few

RAPID-FIRE REPLIES
to various querics sent in by my readers.

Why not a Cricket Serigl? (L. C., of
South Africa): Thanks for the suggestion.
I will bear it in mind, and ses what I can
do. What do other readers think of this
suggestion ?

s Greylriars an Actnal School? (P.
Eastwood, of Rochester) : The Greviriars
gtories are upon an actual school,
aithough of course all names, ete., have
to be altered, and there is & certain amount
of ™ author's license " in the stories,

.. _Are Both Sides of a Person’s Face Alike ?
{C. M. H., of Hampton Court): Not In

two casea oub of five the oyes are out of
line. In seven cases out of ten, one eyo

is stro than the other, and the majority
of paople have their right ¢ar higher than
their left |

Why Do Some Teolegraphk Wires Have
Corks on Them ? (Sid D., of Stockport):
You will generally find corks on tolegraph
wires in areas where pheasants and part-
ridgea are preserved. It is to warn the

bi and themn from dashing into
thoe wires and injuring themselves,
What Are the Doldrums? (Percy

Haines, of Preston) ; Patchee of sea in the
tropics where the sea is uwsuslly calm,
and there is little wind. In the old days
of sailing ships, captains tried to avoid
getting caught in the doldrums, otherwise
they had the greatest difficulty in getting
out agnin,
(Coniinted on page 28.)



MAGNIFICENT COMPLETE SCHOOL STORY OF HARRY

WHARTON & CO.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Bob Cherry Asks for Jt!

OB CHEEBRY opened the door of
B Study Mo, 1 in the Remove,
stepped in rather quickly, and
slosed the door after him, with

hardly a sound.

There waos o grin on Bob's cheery,
ruddy face, and he woes & liftle
breathless.

Harry Wharton and Fronk Nugent,
who were in the study, stared at bim.

It was not like Bob to enter o study
guietly. .

Bob Cherry had many gualities; but
tha repose which stamps the caste of
Vera de Vere wos not numbered among
them.

Generally he Emn?ed open a door, and
tramped in rather like the ™ huge earth-
sheking beast ' mentioned in MMacaulay.

Now hiz movements were nob only
quist, but almost stealthy, IFor the first
tima on record he moved noizelessly.

S What—" began Harry Wharton.

“What the thump—" ejaculated
Nugent, oo

Bob put his finger to his lips.

The two juniors were silent, in sheer
astonishment.

Fram the Remove pnssugo autsida
came & sound of footsteps, They eamo
along from the stairs, spproaching the
door of Study No. 1, which was the firsk
study in the passage.

Bob listened intently.  Wharton and
Nugent listened also. They realised that
something was “up.”

The footsteps passed and [aded away
up the passage. .

Bob suppressed a gasp of relief,

“Hafe [" he murmured,

“But what——"'

*It's Loder of the Sixth.”

" After yout"

Bob chuckled.

" By FRANK RICH

“I hope not! But I fancy he's look-
ing for the chap whe dropped on orange
over the banisters."

“What rot!” sald Nugent. ™ Loder
wouldn't take the trouble to come up to
the Remove for that.” ;

“You see, the orange dropped on his
face !” explained Bob. '

T Dh !FJ

The twe juniors had been busy in the
study when Bob arrived so suddenly.
Nugent was writing lines, and Wharton
was otling & cricket bat. Both tasks
were suspended for the moment.

——— . e e - - m

His cousin's felly makes Bob
Cherry the unwilling Keeper
of a grim secret—a state of
affairs which becomes almost
unbearable when Bob realises
that the Bounder of Greyiriars
knows that secret, foo. Yet the
Bounder, in his usual peculiar
fashion, does the right thing
when least expected !

—— e S — -

Bolb Cherry toolk tho bat
Wharton.

“Leave this to me,"” he said. " You
get on with lines or something. Detter
all be bosy if Loder looks in.

“You silly ass!™ said Wharton.
“What did you drop an orange on
Loder's faco for?™

“3Well, T thouplt it would surprise
him., Tt did.””

Tiwre was & chuckle in the studr.

Lader, the bully of the Sixth, was not
popular in the Remove, Thera was no

objection, in prineiple, to dropping an

from

orange, or anvthing else, on Gerald
Lader's features ; but it was undoubtedly
a risky procecding. Lodeor was a pre-
feet, and prefects had to be treated with
swiul respect, Loder had a bad tem-
per, and a heavy hand with an ashplant.

“Youn sce, he was standing down
there, under the banisters, and I had
the orange in my hand,” explained Bob.
“Tt secmed too good & chance to lose.
MNever let your chances, like the sun-
brams, pass veu by, vyou know."

“If Loder saw you—"

“He didn’t. He sat down whan tha
orange tappoed his boko. I didn't wait
for him to get np—"

Bob broke off.

“ Halle, hallo, hallo!
back " he breathed.

Footasteps were returning along the
Remove passago.

Bob Cherry's retreat, after his exploit,
liad been swift, He had dodged into the
first study he came to. Loder probabl
had lost no time; but a few seconds ha
heen enough for Bob. Loder had found
the Remove passage empry.

“ Get busy, yvou men !’ murmured Bob,.

Frank Nugent resumed lines. Harry
Whartonn hurriedly opened a Latin
dictionary. Iob Cherry proceeded to
oil the cricket bat with earncst intent-
ness. There was 6 scene of quick,
orderlyv. and meritorious industry in
Study No. 1 to greet any eyo that might
glanee in if the door was opened. -
tainly no fellow there locked as if he
had jusk -:]m-'lgnd in, after dropping an
grange on & Sixth Form prefeet’s nose,

The footsteps stopped at the door.
Loder had drawn the passage blank,
but he was quite likely to look inte
S_Itéldy No. 1. Ho knew that study of
Oid.
The deor opened.

Loder of the Bixth looked in.

Tie Magyer Lisrany.—No. 1,203,
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Loder was frowning, his eyes glinted,
His nose, like Marian’s in the ballad,
was red and raw.

“Lacrymm |* said Harry Wharton,
his eyes on the Latin dictionary. “I
m% isn't there an 'h?* in lacrymmi”

harton was so busy with the
dictionary, Mugent with lines, and Dob
with the cricket bat, that they did not
soem to observe Loder for the moment.
He stared at them unnoticed. L

“There’'s an *‘h’ all right,” said
MNugent. *' L-a-c-h-r-y-m-2." -

“Well, there iso’t an *h’ in it in the
die 1" said Harry.

“Optional, I think,” said Bob Cherry
gravely. “You can put the ‘h' in if
you like, and you ecan leave it out if you
like. I'm not sure—" 2

“T'll ask Quelch,” said Harry. “I—
hallo! Is that you, er?"” He be-
came aware of the Bixth Form man’s
existence. “1 say, Loder, would you
mind telling ws if there’s an ‘h’
lacrymm? I suppose a Sixth Form man
would know, and you're a whale on

Latipn.™ -

“0Oh, Loder would know!” said
Mugent confidently, “Precious little
Loder doesn’t know about Latin.”

Gerald Loder, 28 a matter of fact, was
not a “whale ” on Latin. He knew a
lot about horses, and a lot about cigar-
ottes, and rather prided himself on s
skill at billiards. These various interests
had not left him the time to absorb so
much Latin as a Bixth Form man was
expected to absorb. . .

till, he did not dislike being appealed
to as an authority.

“Yes, Loder knows, of coursel” re-
marked Bob Cherry, with a nod.,
“Toder's a jolly old oracle in these
things."

It iz said that soft words butter no
parsnips. On the other hand, & soft
answer turneth away wrath.

Loder’s frowning brow relaxed.

Even a bully like Loder could not help
fecling & little pleased by tho admiring
confidence _‘H"it§ which these juniors
looked to him. .

Morcover, it was hardly possible to
suspect one of the three of having, only
a minute or two ago, dru?pad an Orango
on his nose, when he found them so
busy and industrious in the study, and
trying to ascertain whether there was, or
wae not, an ‘h’ in lacryme.

Lader’s knowledge of Latin, of course,
was equal to the test. The rival
interests of geegees, cigarettes, and
billiards, had not left his mind a blank
on the subject.

“Qh " said Loder awkwardly. * Oh,
I'm glad to see you kids trying to learn
gomething, instead of I;lﬂb’lﬂi’ the goat,
as usual. You'd better leave the *h '’ ont
of that word, Wharton, though it would
not be incorrect to put it in. Leave it
out.”

“Thank you, Loder!” said Wharton
gratefully.- “That's awiully decent of
you. Just a word from a Bixth Form
man is such a help to & junior.,”

“Not at all, kid|" said Loder, quite
politely, and he stepped back and shut
the door after him, proceeding farther
in his search for the person unknown
who had dropped an orange over the
banisters.

Three studious faces remained per-
foctly grave till the door had closed.
Then three faces relaxed into pring, and
;'?Wg_ was a subdued chuckle in Study

2. 1. ;

Loder of the Sixth was gone.

“Bafe as houses!™” murmurcd Boh
Cherry.

But a few minutes later there were
fantsteps in the Ilemove passage. Again
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they m}Eped at the door of Study No. 1.
Again that deor cpened.

his time it was Trotter, the House
page, who looked in.

Master Cherry 'ere?’’ asked Trotier.
“You're to go to the 'Ead's study at
once, sir |’

“*Oh arikey 1™ _

Trottar inmed and  departed.
Tmttagr was well aware of the feelings
of & junior when he was summoned to
the presence of his headmaster,
d_Bub Cherry blinked at his chums in

ismay.

“Rotten!” he groaned. “That brute
Loder must have tumbled, after alll I
thought he was beautifully stuffed!”

“Hard luek I said Harry. .

“What about putting some eaxercise

books in vour bags?” asked Nugent.

“Oh, blow Loder! I almost wish I
hadn’t got his boko with that orange!
Bless him "

And Bob Cherry, not looking so merr
and bright as usual, lugubricusly too
his way to the headmaster’s study.

———

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

A Slight Misunderstanding !
R. LOCEE bLad an extremely
D ﬂaﬂﬂ expression upon hig face.
r. Quaﬁh, the master of the

: Remove, was in the study with
him, Mr. Quelch looked as grave as the
Head. Both the masters turned very
serious glances on Robert Cherry of the
Rﬁunvg«, as that youth presenied bim-
golf,

Bob's heart sank.

He had rather ex
in the study. But
He would rather bave seecn
hia Form master, however.

“Ah, Cherry| You may comse in,"
said the Head.

Bob cames in.

He stood before the two beaks in
considerable trepidation. Their gravity
was rather alarming. Droppi an
orange on a prefect’s noso was r:ﬁuer a
jest, in the opinion of & junior, though
& risky jest. But in the eyes
authority it was a much morc scrious
matter. It might even be character-
1s¢d as an asseult on a prefect! It
might be considered an example of reck-
less indiscipline! Buch were the ways
of heaks|

Cortainly, both the Head and the
Remove master locked as if something
much more serious had happened .than

the dropping of an orange on Gerald
Loder's ?Fhufc.”

“I have sent for you, Cherry,” said
the Head, with portentous gravity, “on
a—ar—vyery serwous matter—an ex-
tremely serious matter 1

“Very serious indeed " said Mr.
Quelch, with a nod.

*“I1 considered it best, Cherry, to refer
to the matter in the presence of your
Form master,” continued the Head., “I
have received—er—certain information,
with which I have acquainted your Form
master,”

Bob Cherry su%‘pmmd & groan.

Really, if he had dm&ped a brick,
instead of an orange, on Gerald Loder's
faco, tho two boaks could not bave been
more portentously solemn.

Bob hed expected “six."” Now he
wonderad whether it was going to be &
Head's ﬂuggingl )

“I—I—I'm sorry, sir!” blurted out
Bﬁhhgirlmﬂng red in the face.

1] 4_‘1 IF

“1 know I cughtn't to have done i
sir | But—but I didn't stop to think—

H%IEH my soull” ejaculated the
Head.

d to sce Loder

or was not there.
Loder than

THE MAGNET

“Dear me [” exclaimed Mr. Quelch,
Both the masters had looked awfull
grave zlready. Bob's stammering wnrdg
Er}::dumd an unexpected effect on them.

ey looked startled now, as well as
grave—their looks expressed, in fact,
unm%thmg like unﬂaf':frm%m. -

“ You—you—you bhave done it ! ou
—you know you cught not to have done
it1 QCertainly, you know that, Cherry 1*
exclaimed Dr. Locke. “Although you
are only a junior boy, and, I balieve, a
rather thoughtlesa boy, you must cer-
tainly have been aware ¥hat you ought
not to have done it.”

i: Undﬂubbad]y,*: said Mr. Quelch.

The matter is more serious, then,
than we dreamed, Mr. Quelch,” said the
Head. “Why did you do it, Cherry?”

I—I didn’t stop to think, sir |’ stam-
mered Bob in dizmay.

“In such circumstances, you ehould
havo mli'lp-&d to think " rapped the
Head. "You must have been awaro
that your action would be disopproved
of by your headmaster,”

“Oh] Yes, sir I" gasped Bob.
Assuredly he had mever expected the
headmaster’s approval of dropping an
orange on a prefect’s nose,

_“¥ou must have been aware," con-
tinued ' the Head, still more sternly,
that your action was act

illegal.”*
“Illegal, sirf* ed Bob.
“Certainly | amﬁpsﬂu not aware of
that, Cherpy 7™
"ﬁlht o, gir]l 1 knew it was
ﬁ?;m!"%ﬂ tr_uﬁl}ea, u{ courss | stammered
. u
hﬂBT- < uk never meant any
th masters stared at hi imly,
Really, it might have I:nee; su;?medgrmtilirt

Bob had dropped a bomb instead of an
orange |

“Posaibly you meant no harm,
Cherry,” said the Head dryly. *“But
a:-lm may have done a great deal of

“I1—1I think not, sir—"" _

GI:DD rii_-::t armﬁwiﬁl I‘Hﬁ:ﬁdmmmh

erry I'" snap r.

“OR! No, sir I”

“Is it your opinion, Mr. Quelch, that
thia boy in your Form is so stupid as to

unaware that what he has done is
against the law i

“Certainly not, sir!” answered ths
Remove master. “Cherry must have
been ﬁ':-srfagtljr well aware of that:"

“Oh, sirl” gasped Bob, quite
bewildered. “I can’t make out w%y—
wh;rlr you put it like that, airl Tt was
really only a jape——"

*A—a—a what "’

“1 mean a joke, sir!"

“A joko!” cjaculated the Head.

“Yes, sir, that’s all. 'When I saw him
standing there under the banisters—*"

Dr, Locke gave quite a jump.

“You—you saw him where, Chorryt*

“ Standing under the banisters, sir.”

“In thizs House " almest shrieked tho
Head,

“Yes, gir,"” answered Bob, in amazo-.
ment,

“Bless my soul! In this House| Tt
is almost incredible I exclaimed Dr.
Locke. *Is he still in this House,
Eh?{rff"

*I1—1 suppose 50, sir.”

“] e¢an hardly eredit this! Such
audacity—such _effrontery | Cherry,
ENSWer mo l'lll'[J.]lI'.'ﬂﬂ;}". ow long is it
pince you saw hmi’ :

“ About ten minutes, sir.”

“ And wheral”

“ Ha came up to the study—Wharton's
study, sir.”

“¥ou saw him there?"

“Yeas, gir,"”

“Was anyone else present?”

“Wharton and Nugent, sir,”
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“Wharton and Nugent! Are theso
boys in your confidence on the matier i

“1—1 told them about it, siz.”

*“Did they know who he was!”

“Eht Yesl Of course, sirl”

Bob wondered whether he was dreams-
ing., Wharton and Nugent could hardly
have failed to know who Loder of the
Sixth was.

“Bless my soull' said the Head.

“Upon my word ["" gaid Mr. Quelch.

“Cherry!  Anpswer me carcfully!
You say you supposs that he is still in
the House. Are you sure of thisi”

“Hoe may -have pone out, sir, but I
don't suppoze so,” eaid the bewildered
Boh, I haven't geen him since he
camo to the study.™

“1f this statement 15 correct, sir, we

M et b
Il IIIH i it

ﬂy

Mr. Quelch was stepping to the head-
master’s telephone, and already stretch-
ing ouk his hend to the receiver.

* But—but—but, sir!” gurgled Bob
helplessly. * Wha-a-at do you want a—
a bobby for, sir?”

“Can you not understand, Cherry? I
am sorry for you, in the circumstanccs,
but I have no choice in the matter.”

“But—but Loder wasn't lurt, sir!”
gasped Bob. * It was only a tap on the
nose——"

"WHAT ™

“I—I assurn you, sir, there was no
harm dene !’ gaspod Bob, “Juost a tap
on the boko—1 mean, the nose, sirl He
was all right when he came to the study
—only his nose was a bit red—"

Ui

*¢ ] say, Loder,'” said Harry Wharion, after scanning the dictionary, **
I suppose a Sixth Form man would know, and you're a whale on Latin.”

5

“Hgve—have youw dropped an—an
orange on—on—on g oixth Form pre-
fact, over the—the banisters, Cherry?
I was not aware of it

“Ohl” gasped Bob.

The Head stared at Bob's crimson
foes. Mr. Quelch stared at him, his
own faco twitching a little. Perhapa
Mr. Quelch saw  something slightly
comic in this extraordinary misappre-
hension.

“But the boyr said distinctly that he
had done it, and that he knew that he
ought not_to have done it, Mr. Quelch,”
gaie tho Head, “What did you mean

by that, Cherry?”
“T—1 meant about dropping thak
orange on Loder, 51
“Pish 1" said the Head testily.

wonld you mind telling me if there’s an b * in lacrymes?
“Oh 1" said_the Sixth Form man awkwardly.

“* Leave the “h * out—though it would noi be incorrect to put It in.”

eald Mr.
Inspector

had hetter lose no time”
uelch. “Shall I ring up

rimes at Courtfield now 7”

“Tt will bo better, I think," sssented
the Head. “It will be painful, very
painful, for an arrest to be made in the
school; but we have our clear duty to
do. We cannot be instrumenta] in
allowing & malefactor to escape justice.”

Bob Cherry stapgered.

“Dr. Locke!” he gasped. *'VYou—
you're not going to—to—to call in o
policeman

“Certainly I am1” rapped the Head.
“¥Yon will remoin in this study till
Inspector Grimes arrives, Cherry.”

* But—but—but——"" gurgled Bob.

Eob Cherry felt as if his head was
turning round. “8ix" from & coane
would have been an adequate unish-
ment for dropping an orange on Loder's
nose over the banisters. A Head's flog-
ging would bhave been more than
adequate. But calling in & police-
man———-

Dut

It seemed really impossible.

“Isz thizs boy insane, Mr. Quelch®”
askad the Head.

Mr. Quelsh's hand dropped from the
receiver without lifting it.  He spun
round towards Bob Cherry.

“ Cherry, what do you mean?” he ex-
claimed. .

*O.only what I say, sir,” stammercd
Bob. “I koow I oughin’t to have done
it, but—hbut it was ocly a lark. I—I
assure you, sir, that Loder wasn't hurt
—I wouldn't have hurt him, sirl Just
a bap—~ ]

“Is this boy in your Form wandering
in his mind, Mr. Quelch?Z

*]—1 tkink there must be some mis-
understanding, sir,” eaid the Remove
master. * Cherry, for what did you sup-
pose that your headmaster had sent for
you ™

“For dropping that orange on Loder’s
nose over the banisters, sir,” stuttered
Bob, *Is—is—iz there anything elso?
I—I haven't done enything else, sir,
that I know of.” ;

“Bless my soull? said Dr. Locke,

It dawned upon Bob that it was a
more serious matter—a much more
serious matter—than the tap on Loder's
nose, that he was called on the carpet
for. Both the masters locked snooyed;
but at the same time Bob could see thot
they looked relieved. It was o relicf
to them to find that Bob had not done
what thoy had supposed, from his words,
that he had done. He wondered whet
on earth it could possibly be.

“Then—then the—the person is not
in this House, after all!” exclaimed the
Head., *This foolish boy was speaking
of Loder, of the Sixth Form.”

“* Certainly, sir!” said Bob.

“Tt would appear, sir, that Cherry
has not, after all, scen him I said Mr.
Quelch,

“It would appear so, Mr. Quelch, and
I am very thankiul for it. But the
matter must be cleared up beyond doubt
Have you seen him, Cherryt”-

“Who, gir?”? asked Bob blankly.
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“The boy has not yet been told, sir,”
hinted Mr. Quelch gently. ;

“Oh! Ahl Quits sal Cherry, you
have wasted time, and caused an absurd
misunderstanding—due, apparently, to
the fact that you had played a dis
reapeckful trick on a Bixth Form prefect,
and fancied that you were sent for on
that account!" sald the Head sternly.
“ Now answer me directly—have you, or
have you not, scen anything of a man
named Paul Tyrrell, who 1s, I under-
gtand, & cousin of yoursf™

i

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

Trouble for Bobl

L AUL TYRRELL "

Bobh repeated the

mechanically. )

It was the name of his scape-
grace cousin—the wastrel of the family
—who had always been in some trouble
or other ever since Bob could remember.

It was not a connection of which Bob
was proud; and he never spoke of his
cousin at Greyfriars, though his chums
knew gbout the man.

So far as Bob knew, Dr. Locke had
nover heard of the fellow, and it amazed
him to hear the name from his head-
master. Instantly it rushed into his
mind that Paul was in some trouble
again, and he wondered whethor tho
wastrel had at last brought disgrace
on his name, :

“ Answer me, Cherry ] The subject is,
no doubt, painful to , but you must
answer me with absclute frankness,” said
Dr. Locke. . : -

“YT've not seen bim this torm, sir,”
said Bob. :

“When did you see him lasti”

“Last term, sir. He met me one day
outside the school.”

“For what reason?Z :

Bob's colour deepened. He wished fer-
vently that it had been & licking, instead
of this, But he had to answer.

“He's a—a bad hat, sir. father
ot fed-up with him, snd refused to
avo anything more to do with him,
aod he—he thought I might put in a
word for him with the pater.” Bob's
faca burned. “I told him I couldn’t
give my father advice, and didn't want
to, either. That's all, sir.”

“You have not seen him since 2

"No, sir.5

“Or heard from him?”

“No, sir.”

“]1 am glad of that. The matter is
not so serious, Mr. Quelch, as this
thoughtlezsa boy's rumblm% statements

said

led me to suppose,” r. Eocke.
Cherry appears to

“Quite o, sir.
know nothin

about this
or, or any-

e

“¥oun have heard nothin
man, Cherry, from your fa
onae alsa (™

“No, sir.
him.

“Then you are not awars that—
that—" The Head paused, "1 regret,
Cherzry, that I must give yon some—
soma painful end unpleasant news. Thp

olice are ssarching for this man

vrrell’t

“0h |” muttered Bob, setting his teeth.

“You must not think, my dear boy,
that the conduct of your relative reflects
on you in any way,” said the Head
kindly. *“Nevertheless, it would
'hema I—judicious not
matter 1n the school.”

“I understand that, sir,” said Beb
bitterly.

“Although this man is your cousin
his name, fortunately, iz not the same
as your own, and therefore the connec-
tion may never transpire when he is

Ths Magwer Lisgary.—No. 1,268,

The pater never mentions

to mention the:

THE MAGNET—~EVERY SATURDAY

arrested,” said the Head. ®1 should not
have allowed thig painful matter to come
to your knowledge at all, Cherry, but
for & very important reason, have
received - a telephons messape from
Inspector Grimes, at Courtfield.”

“¥ea, sir1¥ mumbled Bob.

“This wretched man, it appears, has
committed a crime—the crime, of for-
gory,” said Dr. Locke, “A warrant ia
1ssued for his arrvest, Hitherto he haa
escaped, but he has been szeen and
traged. ~ According to Mr. Grimes, he
has been traced in several places, and
on each occasion further from London
and nearar to this school, He was last
scon at -Lanthem, which is about ten
miles from here, Mr. Grimes has
ascertained that he has a relative at
Greyiriars, and the suspicion has entered
his mind that Tyrrell 18 secking to open

communication with that relative—your-

self. X i

“Oh 1" breathed Bob.

“Mr. Grimes suspecta that the man
may beo seeking assistance—perhaps
money—to aid him in his H'i]ghL It is
understood that he fled with little or
nothing in his possession. It seems to
me- improbable that such a man would
seek assistance from & schoolboy.
But "—the Head paused—"1 am bound
to take note of the information Mr.
Grimes hae given me. I shall be glad
to be able to tell him that you have
seen nothing, and konow nothing, of the
man,™ -

“That is the truth, sir,” said Bob.

“ Very good | Now, Cherry, cimu musk
understand that if you should receive
any communication from this man it is

.your duty to place the matier bofore

your Form master at once.l

“I—1 suppose so, sir.”

“ You may feel a—"hem !—natural dis-
position to help a relative whom you
may regard as unfortunate, You must
not do so™

“0Oh, no, eir.?

“¥You must never sce this man, and
must never give him any kind of help.
Your thoughtless words a few minutes
ago led me to suppose that you had done
so, 1 am only too glad to learn that
that was an error. the man is lurk-
ing in this neighbourhood, Cherry, you
must make no sttempt to see him—
you must refuse to see him if asked.”

“Certainly, sir.”

“If you hear from him you must
to your Form master at once. No dou
he will soon be taken, and the whole
unhappy matter will come to an end. In
the mesntime, Cherry, you must be upon
your guard.® :

“Very well, sic.2

“I need hardly point out, Cherry, that
if you should get into touch with this
man your connection with him would
become known, which would have very
unpleasant results for you at Grey-
friays.” !

“1 understand, sir,”

“Yery well, Cherryl 1 recommend
you to keep your own counsel. You may
go, my boy [ said the Head gently.

Bob Cherry left the headmaster’s
study. He had come there in anticipa-
tion of -a licking. But the severcsé
licking would not have made Bob lock
50 gloomy as he did now, ag he tramped
dismally away down the corridor.

The wasirel of the family had gone
over the limit at last. Reckless, idle
folly and dissipation had led to the
inevitable result—erime! Bob Lknow
little of his cousin Paul, who was ten or
twelve years older than himself, but all
that he knew of him waa to his dis-
advantage. He knew that the scapegrace
had been & burden on hie father,
Major Cherry, for many years, till at

o

last the old major’s patience had become

exhausted, and he had turned the wastrel
down. And this had followed! Idle,
dissipated, selfish. Determined, by hook
or by crook, to live on the Jabour of
others, Paul hod sunk into crime at
last, and now the police were looking
for him,

Bob grifted his teeth,

The Head = doubted whether the
wretehed fugitive bad come skulking
near G;ggfna.ra in the hope of ing
into touch with Bob. But Bob did not
doubt. ' He knew that the astute police
mspector at Courtfield had read the
rascal’s intentions aright. Panl would
not shrink from bringing disgrace on
his schoolboy cousin, ifﬂ Was more
]l!il.‘-l}" to threaten him with tho very
disgrace, to induce him to give aid.
Hunted, penniless, at the end of his
tother, Paul was not likely to leave a
stone unturned. DBob hed little or no
doubt, that the rogue was secking to get
into. communigation with him, %ﬂ
dared not write, lest a master should
see the letter. Most likely he was skulk-
g in the neighbour » watching for
a chance to see his cousin cut of gates.

“ Oh; the rotter!” muttered Bob.

He tramped up the Remove staircase
with a moody brow.

On the Remove landing, the other
members of the Co. were waiting for
him. Wharton, Nugent, Johuny Bull
and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.” They
were anxious to know the result of the
visit to the Head.

“Licked, old bean?” asked Johnny

Bull..

*The esteemod Bob locks as if the
lickfulness has heen 1erriﬁﬂ!’?1 said
Hurree  Jumset Ram Singh,
Eymgnthutipnlij*

E:b.h! Nol That's all right!" said
Wli"lﬁut:n. 8 whopping? exclaimed

“Nmo! It—it wasnt about Loder,

after all!” stammered Bob. “The

Beak wanted to see me about—about
something elee, It—it's nothing!”

He_ passed his friends, and tramped on
to his own study. T.'hej' starcd after
him. Bob looked as if he had been
through it rather severely. But he had
said that it was not a whopping.
Naturally his chuma expected him to
explain what the Head had wanted him
for. But he left them without another
word, and the door of Btudy No, 13
closed on him.

“What on ecarth’s up with Bob™

asked Nugent.
to be

“The uplulness
terrific [

“Looks like a man who's taken a
knock 1™ said Johnny Bull, in wondor,
“What the jolly old dickens—"

But the door of Bob Cherry’s study

Appears

remained elosed, and his chums were
left to wonder.
THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Billy Bunter is Sorry He Spoke !
ILLY BUNTER pricked up hias
B fat eara.
Bunter was interested,
Thres Sixth Form men,
standing near the stairs, talking, did
not even cbserve DBunter. But Bunter
observed them,

It was one of Billy Bunter’s little
ways to lend a fat ear to conversation
that did not concern him. 8till, as a
rule, Bunter would not have
to listen to Loder, Walker and Carne

(Continued at foot of néxt pagd)
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when they chatted, On the present
gecasion, the topie wak an interesting
Oy,

Loder held in his hand a large, ripe,
red, juiey-looking oringe. DBunter
liked oranges—and anvthing else that
was cdible, And he gathered from what
Loder was saying that that particular
orange had no owner—that it was going
begging, as it were,  Nothing of an
edible nature was likely to go begoing
for long when William George Buntor
was i the offing, Bunter drew nearver,
hiz fat cars drinking it in.

“] ean’t find the young sweep " Loder
was saying. “I've locked along the
Remove passage—nobody there! Can't
mulke out that any of the youhg sweeps
wera out of tha studies. DBut one of
them dropped this orange over tho
banisters. I wanb to know which 1™

Billy Bunter's littla round eyes
wleamed behind his hi%mund spectacles,
‘I'his was a chance for Bunter.

Some Remove fellow, apparently, had
dropped that orange over ithe banisters.
IFor rcasons  utterly  inexplicable to
Bunter, he had not come down after ik
Still more nexplicably, Yaoder hod
concerned himself about the matier.
Lader clearly wanted to find the owner
of the ocrange—to return it to him, so
far as Bunter could seel

“I—1 say, Loder ! squeaked Bunter.

The three seniors glanced round, and
became aware of the fat existence of
of the Owl of the Hemove.

“¥ou Lknew anything about
Bunter?' ashked Locder.

“Yes, please, Loder !

if Gmd -:3'

Loder's eyes gleamed.  There was
rather a pain in his nese. He was un-
doubtedly anxious to fnd the person
unknown who had dropped that orange.

“It—it—il's mine, Loder!"™ sguéaked
Bunter,

Loder started. Walker and Carne
stared. It had scemed imprabalble that
the dropper of that orango would, be
discovercd. PBuat it had socmed s5till moro
immprobable that he would own’ up of
Lis own accord, -

Bunter, of course, did not know that
the orange had been dropped on Loder’s
prefectorial nose! He supposed, from
what the semors wora saying, that some
follow had dropped it earelessly and left
it where it fell. In thoso cireumstances,
Bunter saw no reason for mot layiug
claim to the orange. Truth and Bunter
had long been strangers.

“Yours® ejaculated Loder,

“Yes, please, Loder!™

“ You—you—you dropped this orange
over the bamisterst” exclaimed Loder, in
astonishment. It was pot like DBunter

this,

of the Remove to ask for it in this

way, :
“*Yes, please, Loder [
“Well,b my hat!” said Walker.

“Bleszed if I should have expected the
young scoundrel to say sol”

“J—J want my—my orange, pleasal”
#aid Bunter, blinking at the surprised
Sixth Form men.  “ M-m-may I have it,
Loder, pleaze 2 _

“ You—you—yon want your orangei”
gasped Loder.

“Yes, please ! _

“My only summer hat!” Loder fairly
gasped.  “You've got the check—the
ne::Ea—la come up o mo and ask for
your orangoe back, after chucking it
at me over the banisters! Well 12

Bunter jumped. :

“Oh crikev! Wea-was it chucked at

you, Loder?” he ejaculated. © I-I
never know  that!  You—you said
dropped—"

Loder slipped his ashplant inte hie
hand. ;

“Bend over, Bunter [

“Oh lor"! I—=I sawr, Loder, I-1
never dropped that arange over E!m
banisters 1" gusped  Bunter, “I—I've
nover seen i before !

“What " roaved Loder. :

“1 mean—I—F—och lor"{ I—I thought
vou were looking for the chap it
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belonged to to—te give it to him!”
gesped Bunter, " I—1 never knea——"
“Ha, ha, ha!” rosrcd Walker and
Corne. =
But Loder did not laugh. Loder had

a pain in his nose. =
“I've told you to bend over, Bunter!”
he snapped, : _ :
“But—but I dida’t do 1" wailed
Bunter.

“You've said that you dropped this-

orangc over the banister, Dunter !”

“That—that was only—only a figurc of
SI]EE{:]T, Loder !
that=—that I hadn’t—="

“Bend over!™

“Oh lor'!” groansd Bunter.

From the bottom of his fat heart,
Billy Bunter wished that he had never
Jaicl claim to that ripe, red orange. .It
Wwas a nice orange—s ripe -:lrnn%ﬂ-qmiﬁ
a succulent fruit. But it was clear that
Bunter was not going to get it. He was
going to get something much lees
agreeable.

Loder swished the ashplant with &

rim expression on his face. In the
owest of gpirits, Billy Bunter bent his
fat person over to rcceive what was
coming to him.

Whack! Whack! Whack!
“Yow-ow-ow |
Whack! Whack! Whaek!

" Whoooooooooop [

“Don't maka that row, Bunter [ said
Loder, " Next times you may think
{wice about dropping an orange on &
prefeet’s face. What

* Yow-ow-ow-ow | proanad Bunter. "1
didn't! I wouldn’t! I wasn’tl Wow ¥

Billy Bunter rolled away dismally.
Loder elipped the orange into his
packet.  Evidently it was not to be
returned te the ownep—though Loder
was satisfied that he had found the
OWNGE,

The fat Owl came up to the Remove
passage, wriggling with anguish., Four
members of the famous Co, on the land-
g stared at him.

“What's that game, Bunter?” asked
MNugent.  “Something new in the
contortionist line ¥

* Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow ¥ groaned Bunter,
“Wow-wow ! That baast Lodor | Wow|
I've had—wow !—six! Wow! Some
beast chucked an crange at him—wow !
—and he made out il wes me—yow-ow !—
because I said it was my orange ! Yow-
ow-ow |

“ Ha, ha, ha "

“Tleesed if I see anvthing to cackle
at!"” howled Bunter. “I've got a—yow-
ow l—pain! I thought some fellow had
dropped the orange, you know—ow !—so
I said I'd dropped 1t. ¥Yow! And it
turned out that.it had been .dropped
on Loder's face. Coooooh And so——*

“Hing ille lacrymme!” chuekled
Hug&nh “ Heneo these jolly old tears.
' a, th ha 17

“Herve you jolly well right for telling
whoppers, old fat man ¥ paid Johnny
Bull, “I say, this is rather luck, you
men. Loder won't be after Bob now™

“(iood epg !™ agreed Harry Wharton,
“Toder will be satisfied now that he's
licked somcbody. Good man, Bunter ¥

“Right man in the right place i” gaid
Nugent heartily. .

“T'he rightfu‘lness was terrific!”

“Couldn’t have happened better, old

fat bean,” said Harry. *You've saved

a better man from a whopping ™
“Ha, ha, ha!®
“Why, you—you beasts!” gasped
Bunter. Ho gave the chums of the
Remove & glare that almost eracked his
speetacles.  * You—you frightful beasts 1
Think I wanted to get another fellow's
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whopping, you silly idiots? T shan't be

ahle to sit. down to prep now [ :
" Welly if you can’t sit down, sithin
up iz the next best thing, and Loder's
made you it ug.‘l

“Ha, ha, ha |2

“Begala ')

- Billy Bunter rolled dismally on to his

study, leaving the Removites chortling.
Loder at--the same time, in his study,
was cating a nice, ripe, red orange.
There was no _orange for Bunter.
Bunter, it séemed, only had the pipl

mm—an g

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Smithy Scenis a Secref I

ERBERT VERNON .SMITH,
H the - Bounder of Greyliriars,
saun‘ering down to the scheol
gates, with his hands in his
pockets, paused.  He fixed his eyes
curiously, and rather earcastically, on
tho clouded face of a ve fellow
who was loafing about in the guad. It
was unusual to see Bob: Cherry locking
clouded, and unusual fo szee him alone,
Bob was & gregarious fellow, and had
heaps of friends a8 well as his own
particular chums, But there had been
rather & change in Bob the last day or
twao, and the Bounder, whoss keen eyes
noticed most things that went on in
Remove, had noticed that,

It was a couple of days since Bob had
recoived that unexpected and distasteful
news in the Head's study. During that
time the thought of Paul Tyrrell had
been on his mind, :

He had said nothing to his chums, It
wasg not & matter he Iiﬁ&d to speak about
even to his most intimate friends. The
Haad had warped him to keep his own
counsel, and Bob knew that the advice
was good. ; :

But Bob's nature was anything but
secretive, and he hli_ited having a secret
to keep. His usnal cheery spirits were

. He did not lock ﬁﬁw much like
the thoughtless fellow who, in sheer
cxuberance of spirits, had dropped on
orange on & prefect’s nose a couple of
days ago. :

His friends realised that thore was
something “ up” with Bob, but as he
said nothing about it they forbore to
question him. It wes in Bob's mind
all the time that he might hear at an
moment of the arrcst of the wretche
man whose folly led him into ecrime.
He had little compassion to waste on a
slacker who was unwilling to earn his
daily bread. But, after L
thicker thaa water. The man was his
cousin. . And he feared, too, pgettin
some appeal from Tyrrell—an appeal
to which he could not possibly accede,
but which he would find it very difficult
to refuse, : :

It was for that reason that Bob was
still within gates on  this particular
afternobn when his comrades had gone
out. He had no doubt that Paul was
lurking in the wﬂ-::nm;;l watching for a
chance to speak to him, and 1t was
obviously wiser; though extremely irk-
some, to keep within the precincts of
{ireyiriars. :

The DBounder watched his cloundod
face for a full minute without Bob
being aware of his sorutiny.  Since
Smithy - had bocome coptain . of the
Romove there had been plenty of
trouble botween him. and the Famous
Five; and had the *feud ** been still on,
probably the Bounder would have been

ad to sec o member of the famous Co.
ooking down on hiz luck. More or less
friandﬁr relations had been established,
howoever, and even at the worst of times
Smithy could hardly have nursed a

, blood was -
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mdge for long against so- cheery a
cllow as Bab. 8o it wes with quite
a kind feeling that the Bounder stopped
on his way out to bestow his atiention
oit -the fellow who looked as if he had
suddenly collected most of the troubles
in tho-universe, :

He grinned as Bob was passing him,
unconscions of his steady stare. PBob
went as far as tho open gateway, locked
out into the road, hesitated, and turned
back. That brought him face to face
with the Bounder,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Enjoyin® life?”

asked Smithy, with oan mmtation of
Bob's . own y greeting that mado
Bob start.

“Ohl] Yes—nol!l® answered Bob

rathor confusedly. :
. “Tell your Uncle Herbert all about
it I said the Bounder.

“Eh, what?* Bob stared at him.

The Bounder laughed.

“You're not goin’' to be hanged, ara
youl” he inquired.

“Whot. do you mean, you assi?
grunted Bob grufily.

“1 mean that you loock it
Vernon-Bmith. : :
- " No bimey of yours|” said Bob, with
inoreased gruffness,

The Bonnder's eyes gleamed for a
momant. He was not a fellow slow to
take offence. But his resentment waa
only momentary, Cherry, as a
ruls, had a cheery word for friend or
foe. It was quite nnlhike him to give
unsought offence. Smithy did not need
telling that there was something wron
with  that upsually sunny - tompere
member of the Remove.

“Well, don’t bite & man’s head off,
old bean,” said the Bounder amicably.
“Civility doesn’t cost anythin’, you
know."

Bob, without re 1{1':1 . made a move-
ment to pass on. ?[‘ ﬁuun&&r dropped
into stop at his side. He was curious.
E_ul:dt wag not only curiogity thet stirred

m‘i

“Your friends have gone out?” he
asked,

“Yea. They went over to Clif House
nﬂeﬁ! clogs, 2 ! 3id

“"MNot & row, 1 suppose

“Eh? No. 1'::1;II qﬂ:.‘ g0 fond of
rowing as you are, Smithy.2

Tha Bounder compressed his lipe.
Certainly Bob was not his usual cheery
self. But he kept his temper.

“You've not gone with them,” he
remarked, :

“You can see I haven't,2

“Not gatedi™

“No.”

“Well, look here,” said Vernon-Smith,
“T'm E:umﬁ;.a far as the Redclyffe road
io mcot dwing. He's been up to
Hawksclhiff. Trot along with me, old
bean. ;

“Thanks, I'd rather not."

“You'd rather take ]yuur sulky tamgzﬁ
for & walk round the gquadi” as
ii:;itithy, his irritation breaking ocut at
ast,

Bob gave him a grim stare. )

“1f you don't like my temper, Bmithy,
I haven't asked you for your company,
that I know of,” he said curtly. “¥on
can leave me alone.” _

“Pll do that fast enough!” spapped
the Dounder. And he turned. But ke
turned back again,

“Look here, Ghﬁrr%a—’.‘:

*“Well 1 muttered Bob reafjg'alz; f

“You're up ageinst sompthin’,” said
Smithy quietly. "E?Erlj' man in tho
I'orm c¢an sco that. You're a bad hand
at_keeping a secret.’

b gave a stark, s

“ A seornt? Who's told you that I've
gob o secret? What the thump do you
mean, Veranon-Smithi? he broke out
angrily., : : .

oxplained
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“ You've got the cheek—the neck—{o come {o me, Buntler,” said Loder,
back, after chucking it at me over the banisters. Well 1 7
never dropped that orange over the banisters.

“My dear man, I mean exactly what
I say. You're up against somethin’,
and vou're keepin' it dark.”

“h, I—1 seal I thought— Never
mind,” muttered Bob confusedly.

The Bounder's eyes were on him
keenly. His chance word had evidently
atruck -homo: though what “scoret” o
fallow like Bob Cherry could have to
Leep was o mystery to the Bounder.
Fellows like Skinner and Snoop and
Angel of the Fourth, and Loder of the
Sixth, had their Little seorets, But Dob
was no more like them than cheese was
like chalk.

“Now, look here,” said Smithy in a
low voice. “We're not exactly pals,
ald bean, but if n man could help—"
He paused. “If it's money, I can tell
you where to raise a loan. Bee?™ '

Bob stared at him again, and then
grinned. '

The millionaire’s son had more monoy
than wos good for him, and he only
had to ask that eminent financial gentle-
man, Mr. Samuel Vernon-Bmith, if he
wanted more still.  Smithy’s thoughts
rather ran on moncy, as o matter of
frnet. He liked opening an exponsive
notecaze and letting fellows scc bank-
nofes therein,

Still, considering the terms ho had
latcly been on with the Co.. thiz was
rather decent of him, and Bob acknow-
ledged it.

“1f it's that—" =aid the Dounder.

“Tt isn't—thanks all the same,” said
Tobh. “I won't rob vou of any of your
jolly old fivers and tenners, Smithy.”

“1 shouldn't miss a fiver," said the
Bounder,

“Tt really isn’t that—much obliged,
all the same. I'm not stony—I've got
two bob left out of my allowance, in
fnct.™

“0Oh gad !” said the Bounder, appar-
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ontly almost overcome at the idea of a
fellow not being “stony ” when his
financial resources were limited to two
shillings. **What aroe you goin' to do
with it, old scout? Put part of it in
tha bank and stack away the rest in
barrels ¥/

“0Oh, rats ! gaid Bob. * We're not all
rolling in money, Smithy—and I don't
know that I waut to be, cither.”

“Wall, if it i=n’t a moncy trouble, 1
econ't lelp I said the Bounder, with o
eynieal grin. “That's my long suit, you
know! Sure yvou won't trot along with
ma to meet Reddy?

“No, I'm staying in gates™

“What on earth for?"

“ Oh—er—because—"  zanid  Dob
vaguely,

“Toking to frowsting in your old
agat™

“0Oh, rats! Buzz off, and don't
bother a fellow,” said Dob crossly.

“well, T hardly like leavin® you,
when you'ro so  good-tempercd and

polite,” said the Bounder sarcastically.
“But I'll make the affort.”

And ho walked down 1o the gates and
woent out. He frowned as he went.
Quite a kind and friendly impulse had
moved himn to speak to Bob; and the
Bounder did not like being snubbed.
The fellow eould po and eat coke and be
hanged to. him, was tho Bounder's
refloction, as he went. )

Left alone, Bob Cherry loafed dia-
consolately about the guad, his hands
driven deep into his pockets.

It was a glorious May afternoen; and
there was amplo time for a ramble
before call-over. Already Dob regretied
his eurtness to the Dounder; and rather
regretted that he had not jeined him on
a walk through the woods to the Red-
elvife road. 5till, he had let hiz own
chums go out withonut him, because of
Lis determination to avoid any possible

wielding his ashplani, ** to ask for your orange
** Oh lor’ ! ** gasped the [at Removite.

¢ |—I say, Loder, I—I

I—I've never seen it before ! **

mecting with Paul Tyrrell. But Smithy
had meant well—there were fow [ellows
in ihe Remove to whom he would have
maode the offer he Lad made to Dob.
Bob was feeling remorsciul.

He walked down to tho pgates again
at last, and stood staring out inte the
sunny road.

After all, if he took o trot through the
wood—it was only about a mile to the
Redelyffo road by short ocuts—tho
chances were a hundred to one against
seeing anything of ‘U'yrrell—even 1f tho
man was hanging about the school,
which, after all, was not a certainty.
Staying In gates on his lomely own was
not agreeable; a trot through the green
woods would do him pood; and if he
rejoined Smithy, 1t should show the
Bounder that there was no ill-feeling.

From one motive and another—but
chiefly, pechaps, beeause he was fed-up
with loafing about the school—Doh
decided on it.  And his face brightened
a good deal, as he swung along the
shady footpaths of Redelyllc Woods at
a rapid trot.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Man with the Hidden Face !

i TOP 1™
g iE Eh ?]‘J
i BWP pr

The Bounder of Greyfrinrs
stopped, in sheer astonishment.

1’1’[., was swinging chlicerily nlong a
footpath about half-way through Red-
clyfia Wood, That wood was a lonely
place; and it was, as o matter of fact,
out of bounds for Greyfriars fellows.
Onea or twice, footpads on those loncly
paths had relieved wayfarers of their
watches and their spare cash, The
Boundor wag not thinking of that, and

Tue Magner Lipnant.—No. 1.268.
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woeuld not have cared, if he had remem-
bered it. B

It was brought suddefity to his mind
a3 s yoan stepped out from tho trees
mto the path, Illmld up his hands, and
told him to stop.

A handkerchicf was ticd across the
man's face, ecvidently to conceal the
features. His eyes gleamed over 1t.

‘The Bounder caught his breath.

"My only hat!” he ejaculated.

The man did not leok like a troamp.
Ho was rather well-dressed, in town
zlothes; but the clothes, though good
and well-eut, showed signs of hard
usage, as if the fellow had been camp-
ing out in rough quarters. The Bounder
oyed him sharply, narrowly. IHe could
sco, ab a glanee, that the man was no-
ordinary footpad; though it was plain
that ho mtended to act like one. HBome
Johnny, the Bounder reflected, who was
down on his luck, and trying his hand
ot highway robbery—temipted by the
si;fht of a well-dressed schoolboy in that
solitary place.

The Bounder’s jaw squarcd. He was
rot the fellow to submit tamely to
robbery. And the Bounder had more
to lose than most schoolboys would have
had. There were banknotes, as well as
currency notes, in his pocket.

“Well, what do you want?"” asked
Vernon-Smith coolly, though his heart
was beating rather fast.

“ All you've got about you in the way
of money !” was the answer; and the
goaunt eyes gleamed at Vornon-Smith
?ver the hankerchief bound across the
ace,

“Will you have it now, or when you
can get 1t 7" jeered the Bounder, IHis
bands were hard clenched.

The man stared at him.

“You had better not resist, Master
Veronon-Smith,” he said quietly, “You

will get hurt if you do, I am a
desperate man.™

“Y¥ou know whoe I am?*’
the Bounder in astonishment.

“I fancy so! I’ve seen you belore.
I should not have stopped a zchoolboy
to rob him of hiz half-crowns ! said the
masked man contemptuocusly. * But
the son of Ar. Samuel Vernon-Smith,
the millionaive, is worth my while, I

think.”
But the

' exclanmed

The Bounder scanned him.
handkerelef conceuled most of the face,
and if Smithy had ever scen him before,
he could not recognise him now, It was
clear, however, that the man, whoever
he was, knew Smithy.

Ha came a step nearer.

“I don't want to hurt you.”  Ilis
tone was low and menacing. “ Buat I'm
o desperate man!  Turn out your

pockets and save trouble.”

“Ill turn out my Erm:-kefs when I
can't lift & linger—not before,” said the
Bounder coolly.
looks, that this i a new game to you—
and you'd better think twice before you
try it on. You won’t find it pie—with
me, " .

“Will vou turn out vour pockets ™

“Not so's you'd notice it [* answered
the Bounder with cool mockery.

There was a brief pause.

Evidently, as the Bounder could see,
this was a new game fo the man with
the hidden face; rascal es he was, 1t
was his first essay in the fooipad line.
It was plain that he hesitated to proceod
to extremities.

“Wash it out, old bean,” jeered the
Bounder. * Wait till you drep on some
kid who's scared by a sportsman with a
hanky over his chivvy. You seem io
know me—and if you do, you ought to
know that I'm not a fellow to be
scared.™
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“I fancy, from your

B

THE MAGNET
The man

hidden
breathed hard. :

“I've told you I'm desperate!” he
muttered. “For the last time—1

“Ratg 1

The Bounder leaped back as the man
sprang at him, He Jdedged the' licres
grasp, spun round, and racod back up
the footpath the woay he had come.

He heard rapid footsteps and panting
breath behind him. The footpud was
racing in pursait,

It wont against the grain with the

with the faca

-Bounder of Greyfriavs to rum for it.

But he was a boy against a man; and
it was not good cnough—if he could
help 1t. He ran hard, with the pursuer
panting behind him. The Bounder was
swift, of foot; but desperation, perhaps,
spurred on the man who was pursuing
him, and in a coupls of minutes his
grasp fell on Smithy's shoulder from
behind. \

_ "Now—" he panted, whirling the
juntor round.

Yornon-S8mith madoe an effort to tear
away; but the fingers gripped his
shoulder like steel. He swung round,
hiz teeth =zet and his eyes %Iintmg, and
drove his clenched fist fiercely and
savagely into the masked face.

It was a crashing blow, with all the
Bounder’s beef behind it. The mashked
man gave a grunt, and pitched over,

But he did not release his hold; and
?urnun-:smltl} went szprawling in. the
grass with him.

The masked man spat out an oath.
Both his hands were on the Bounder
now, and Smithy stroggled fiercely but
in vain. He was crushed down on s
back in the footpath, and a kneo was
planted on his chest, pinning him there.
Savage eyes gleamed down at him over
the bound handkerchief. From under
that masking handkerchief came a
trickle of crimson, the result of theo
Bounder’s hefty blow.

“* Now, you cub—=" he snarled.

“Help ¥ yelled the Bounder.

“Bilence, you fool—"

“Help! Help

It was unlikely that there would be
ears to hear, in the solitary woods. But
there was a chanca: and the Buunder
velled with all the force of his lungs.
His vell rang far and wide among the
thick trees and bracken of RedelyHe
Woods. .

“Help! Oh!” panted Vernon-Smith,
as o savage fist dashed in his face, to
silence him. “0Oh, you cur! Oh!
Help ¥ g k .

He struggled furiously. Not while he
could stir a finger in defence, was
Smithy the fellow to be robbed. Again
the clenched fist dashed in his face.

There was a patter of running fect on
the footpath, ]

Unlikely as it had seemed in the
lonely woods, thers had been ears to
hear. Up the footpath came a running
figure, covering the ground almost like
lightning. And as the footpad caught
the sound of running feet, and_furned
in alarm, Bob Cherry camo racing up,
and a crashing blow from the heftiest
fist in the Greyfriars Remove sent the
footpad spinning away [rom his vietim.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.

Bob Cherry®s Cousin !

OB CHERRY panted for breath,
The man with the hidden face
sprawled in the grass, gurgling,
ob stood with clenched fists,
waiting for him to get up again,
“Oh gad!” gasped the Dounder,
gzerambling np.  “You, old bean! Bo
you came along after all 1"
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“Lucky I did, Bwmilhy,” answered
Bob.

“What-iot” The Rounder's oyes
gleamed at the sprawling footpad, and
he stepped clesor (o him.  “We can
hanitle this beauty between us—don's
led B et away !’

“Ile wns robbing you—"

“Tryin’ it on,” grinned the Bounder.
“TRobbery with viclence—and he would
have got away with it if you hadn't
bulted in. Get hold of him, and we'll
wuLk him te the police station between
15,

"Right you are.”

The man with the hidden face wos
grasped by either arm, as he struggled
L], Bather to the surprise of Lhe
juniors, he did not resist. The two of
them wore more Lthan o mateh for him;
but they did not expeet the raseal to
give in quietly. But he made no resist
anee. is oyes, gledming over the
handkerchief, were fixed on Baob's face.

“Oood gad!® he muttered. "“Bob
Cherey I

Fla etarad blankly at Bob.

" Thiz sportsman geems to know Groy-
friars chaps!’ grinned the DBoundar.
“HMe knew me, and he scems to know
yvou. Perhaps we shall know him, when
we got that rag off his face’

“Wa've got him, anvhow,"” said Dob.
“You'd better tale it quietly. my man,
Yon're going to the station.”

“1 think not” The man wos calm
row, and thore wne: o mocking note in
his voice. “I hardly think you'll care
te walk into the station with me,
Rabert Chorry,"

Tiob cought his breath. .

There was & familiar sound in the
voiee, and ho knew that he had heard
it hefore, though he had not heard it
nften. A startling suspicion shot into
Liz mind, and  the colour wavered in
his cheooks. -

The next momont that suspicion was
vonfirmed, as Bwmithy jerked the bound
handkerehief from the hidden face.

Dol Cherry relaxed his grasp on the
raseal. IfTo stared almost in horror at
ihe face ihat was revealed.

“Tou!" he breathed, .

Tt wus o rather handsome, dlsslﬁﬂfﬂ"
aca 1hat wus revealed when the hand.
Levehiof was taken away. It was a face
that. Tob knew well. He had told him-
sclf that the chanees were a handred to
ene ngainst falling in with tho lurking
fugitive, I'aul Tyerell. in_ that run
ihrough Redolylfe Woods, Dot ib was
the  hundredth  ehanes  that  had
hoppened.

SOh 1" gasped Tob. “You!™ e ket
o the man,

“Fou know fhiz merchani? aszked
th Bounder, Ha was stil] grasping the
rascal by the arm. " Don't let him cat ]
1 believe I've scem him belore somoe-
wlere.”

Dol Cherry did not speak,

“VWhe 1s bo?™ asked Bmithy.

“I]~1'va seen  him before”
mered Bob, “I—I knew him."

“Well, who is hat”

Tinb did nnt answer.

The Bounder stared from one to tho
cihor, mystificd. o was still holding
Tyrrell; but  the man  eonld  have
broken away from himn, now that Bob
had let po. But the footpad secmed to
have no desire to escapo. ITe sinod
with lis eyes fixed on Bob's pale, har-
nceodl faco. '

“YFou villam ™ mualiceed Tobh at Inst,
Az if what you've dene it lad
{"'I|h|_!;l!'1'|."-].l'|.'!h'l.'|.'ﬂ_'|-' 'I'{EII'I'lll.""I':'i'r tf'.ll;_'l-

W eoessity knows no law,™ said Paul
Tvreeell, 1thoogh o Hush eama inda his
faee. "1 at the cod of ey islher,
b ;

W on=—yon pobier Y . :

Whal (he jolly old fhomp!™ ex.

stam-

larenly, ult
vyt lenow tha” Gel el of 247

claimed the mwstified DBounder. * You
seom to know this merchont all right,

'Gllt*r:_lg'. Wot o friond of yours, I zup-

C "Don't be sn ass?”

“Well, are we potting him ta the
station?” snapped the Bounder, * What
oro you peting at, anvhow?

U l—=T—"" gtammmorad Bol. He broke
off, his pale face crimsoning.

Hiz heart almost died within him at
the thought of handing Paul Trrrell
over to the police.  The relationship
would be announced on the spot—he
knew that; the rasenl’s look told him os
much, if he had not known it

Vernon-Bmith  looked at him
hard.

What this strange sccnc meant the
Bounder could not guess.  But he could
read the shame and misery in poor
Boly's face. Quietly, he dropped his
grasp from the footpad. That there

vOTY
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was some conncetion betwoen these two,
the rascally funl-lpud aud the Greyfriars
schioolboy, was clear cuongh to Hmithy,
smazing ond mystifyirg as it was. A
harder heart than Bmithy's would have
been touched by the look on Tob's face,

“"You don’'t want to run tho rotter
in?" he asked,

T]—J— No! stammored Dob.

“Well, I'm not keen on it—and it'as
for mo to say, as I'm the jolly old
vietim. Lot him ent™

t1E=if vou den't mind, Smithy——""
paeped Dob. '

“Not at all! Tn_fagh, I rather get
ot of the walk with him, mnd got on {o
et Reddy™ o

1% ot hare——"

“rione 1 said the Boupder.
Yo pazenl=take my tipe pad po while
the moin's pond.”

Tyrrel "did et slir.

“Youtd  bedter  pot™ waid T
Rl T A e 1 ;{J'JII|:‘.:' ¥ {'1.;:__‘:“}-—-
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“I'd like to speak to wou before I go,
Dab.”

“Don’t enll me Bob, you rotter! And
get out—I"ve nothing to say to you.”

Tyrrell emiled sarcastically.

“I've something to say to you," lhe
snswered. “If your friend will leave
ws to otrsalves—"

Bob clenched his hands,

Do you want mo to knock
mn? you rottor?” he breathed. .

“I'vo been looking for a chanee Jike
this, BDob. I'm going to spealk—with
or without a listener, as you choose.”

Bob turned a haggard look om Yer-
ron-Smith,

*Bmithy ! I you don't mind—"

The Bounder could not have been
maote astonished., A sarcastic look cama
over his face, but he nodded,

“I'tl cut,” ho gaid. “I can see I'm
do trop! T'll leave you to enjoy the
company of vour—friend 1”

Bob gave him a fierco glance. But he
did not speak. A piba from the
Bounder mattered little enough to him
now. vernon-Smith, with a shrug ol
the shoulders tramped on up the ant
path, and dissppesred.

Beb was left alono with his cousin,

Tyrrell leaned on the trunk of a tree,
breathing hard, ond watching Bob's
face. e did mot spesk il the
Bounder’s foolsteps had died away.

“ Rather an un&x;immd mecting,"" he
snid at length, *“I've been walching
for a chaneo like this for three or four
days, Bob* )

T know that,” said Bob, betwoen his
tcoth, '

“How did you know " asked Tyrrell,
slarting. :

“ Bacause you're known to be hanging
about this quarter; because the police-
inspector nt Courifield is looking out
for you; bocause he's guessed that you
came this way to get in touch with me—
if you could—"" )

Good gad! Then I'm in greater
danger than I thought. Did you come
out to look for me, then?

Dob gave a scoffing laugh.

s I’vagatﬂ.yad in gates over since my
headmaster told me you been scen in
this direetion,” he snapped. *'I've been
warned to give information at ones if I
should come across you.” :

“But you won't,” said Tyrrell quictly.
“You won't hand over your own Hesh
and blood, Bob.*

“1_1 can't,” mutlered Bob., “DBut—
but get out! Get out of my sight!
You koow what I ocught to do, what
T'm bound to do—" ; z

“And I know what you will not do.
Tyerell enst an uncesy glance up and
down the footpath. “Come into the
woodd, Bob, Somcone may coma
along." :

© 1" will not come one step with you,
Taul. I nover wanted fo sec you, and
now I only want to sco the lost of

ou.™
* “As you choose.” Tyrrell shrugged
his shoulders. “Tf I'm taken, all Grey-
frinra Sclionl will know that your cousin
haes beoen arrested for forgery. I'll tako
eare of that, Bob™

“You curl” muttered Bob.

The Groyfrinrs junior knew only too
well that his raseally cousin meant every
ward. and that the position was indeed
hoprless. He could not Lear the thon Tt
of evorvone at Grexfriars knowing that
a relative of his had been nrrested for
forgery.

“Ihdter step into the wood,” sneered
Tyerell,

[dy Cherry hesitated o moment, and.
ihen, with a black brow, ho followed
e wastpel from the feolpath indo the
wood, i
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THE EIGHTH CHAFPTER.
Nothing Doing 1

AUL TYRRELL sat on a fallen
P log, among the hawthorns at a
little distance from the foot-
ath, and signed to Bob to take
¥ him. Bob did not heed the
gesture, Mo stood with his hands
driven deep into his pockets, his brows
knitted, staring moodily at the wastrel.
Every moment in Tyrrell's company
irked him. He felt a loathing for the
man, yet, at the same time, s tincturo
of compassion. Tyrrell’s face was worn
and gaunt, and it was plain that he
had seen hard times sinee he had been
on the run. And, so far as Bob could
soe, his situation was hopeless. For a
foew days, perhaps even a fow weeks, heo
might elude arrest, but the cnd was in-
evitable. It must come sooner or later.
And from the fact that Inspector
Grimes was watching for him in the
iuaighbc:urlmcrc], more likely sooner than
ater,

“Cut it short, Paul,” muttered Bob.
*T ought not to be speaking to you at
all, and you know it. What good iz
ihig 2"

“You'va got to help me, Bob™

rrI E-H.I'I.'f- Iu

“Thora's nobody olse. Your father's
turned mo down. If I showed up at
Cherry FPlace, he would ring up the

lica at onee. You're my last hope.

'vé boeen more sinned against than
sinning, Bob. I—I signed another
man's name to a slip of paper. dare
say you know—"

“I know,"” =aid Bob, in disgust.
Porhaps it wos o sgn of grace in the
wretched man that he did not like to

ive its plain name to what he had

OTLE,

“1 maver got the money.
spotted too soon.™

“I'm glad of that.”

“I'm niless. Bob. If I had ffty
pounds, I could clear out of the country
—across the sea, and never trouble you
or ﬂaur father again.”

“I've got two shillings,” said Bob
grimly. :
“You fool! If you hadn't combk wu
when you did muttered Tyrrell.
“That fellow lad plenty in his pockefs.
It was a windfall to drop on him s I
tdids I knew him at once. I've scen
him about the school long ago. His
father's a millionaive, and he always

has plenty of money.”

“Do_you expect me to listen to his
sort of thing, Paul?” asked Bob, be-
tween his teeth. “ Do you want me to
plent my fist in your face? not,
chuck it 1"

Tyrrell breathed hard,

“The best thing you ean do iz to
give yourseli up, and take your gruel,”
aa::il Bob. "You've ealled ﬁhe tune,
and 1t's up to yom ilo v the piper.
You've been o loafor l:tw;rm:incﬂ }'uli; I:iiaft-
school. Now vou're a crook.  As for
gotting abroad, that's all rot! You'd
want a passporf.™

“1've got a passport.”

“That's no use to vou, if i's penuine.
You'd be stopped as soon as your namie
was scen om it."

Tyrrell's lip curled sarcasticalls.

“My name wouldn't be seen on 1"
he answered. “I'm handy with a pen,
Dob. It's as casy as putting another
man's name on a cheque. You needa’t
worry about that. I've got that cut
and dried alrcady. Passports zre a
hother to honest men, but they never
give rogues any trovhle, And I'm a
rogue now,™

A rotten rogee,™ #aid Bob, "I—1
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o BoAk

It was

can't wish you'd be taken, thon

Fou
ought to be.

I—I wish you could pget

I sup But I can't help you.
1 ol dewwr shin Ting ak thit. ovee i

I could do it. And I can't.”

“¥ou must, Bob! I camo this way
to see you, if I could—to get help from
you. I kmew it was hkely enough
you'd rafuse. But I'm desperate, Bo
And you're az desp in the mud as I
am 1o the mire, in & way. Do you want
all Greyfriars to know that—"

“¥ou're threastening me, thent?”

“¥You've got 1it. I'm uvp against it,

end you've got to help me. If you ict
mo down, I'll make it as bad for you
s I can.”

Bob Cherry stood looking at him in
silones. His contempt and disgust wers
beyond words. Even the wastrel was
not ingensible to it, and a flush came
into his gaunt cheeks.

“I'm not sayving I
he muttered. “But I'm at the end of
my tether, Bob., After all, we'ro
cousing, I tell you I never got any-
thing by—by what I did—only ruin and
danger. Isn't thot punishment ﬂnaugth?
I'vo pot & chance to staort fresh, 3 1
counld get out of the country safe.
There’'s & man I know in tho States;
ho would help me through. I swear
I've had a lesson—a lesson that will
lnst me all life, if only I get clear
this time. ﬁltiiﬁ?u me, Bob!”

“1 wish I could,” muttered Bob.

“You'd believe me if you knew what
my life has been liko since I ent and
ran from London,” muttered Tyrreil
huskily. “Hanging about like a stray
dog, frightened at a shadow, starving
half ths time, camping in & stone voult,
sneaking out a few houra at a time,
lurking about tho footpaths hoping to
cateh sight of you. I've pun-
ished, Bob, if that's what you want.”

“Honcsty's the best pelicy,” gruntel
Bob., “But I suppose even you can sce
that now.”

“Give ma a chance to get clear, Bob.
You're my only hope. You know I'm
desperate, from what you saw, You
know I'm not the man [or that, if I
were not driven to the wall, Give me
s chance,"

“I'm giving you all the chance I can,
and moro than I ought, by keeping it
secret that I've scem you. What else
can I do®"

* Money I

“I've told you I've got two shillings.”

Tyrrell made an impatient ture.

“You can got 1t somehow, Bob, You
must. Your father, your rolatives,
vour friends, beg or borrow. That f{el-
low Vernon-Smith is & friend of FOUrs,
I suppose. And I know he's reeking
with moneg.™

“Ho's not a friend of mine.”
“YVou've done him a good turm. T
should have had gll he had about him—

enmf_h to see me through. You can
agk him—*

“For goodness’ sake ring off ! ex-
claimed Bob. I shall have to ask
Bmithy to keop this dark. And I'm
ashamed of looking him in tha face

when I ask him. 's about the last

like doing this,”

fellow at Greyfriara I care to ask a-

favour of. As for asking him for
money—pah ! PBut even if I could raiso

the wind, which I can't do, I couldn’t
do as you ask. Keep your sccret-1s
one thing, breaking the law iz another.
1 -r:a.n’t.nlfn it, and won'tl"

“YTou must, Bob!™

“You'll sce whether T must,” growled
Bob Cherry. “You're & precious

rogue vourself, Paul, but you won't
make me a rogue [*
Tyrrell rose from the log.

! His eyes
glittered at Bob's moody,

opped face.

THE MAGNET

The junior was making a movement to
go.

“ That's your last word, Bob?”

“That's it,”

“Will you sea me againi”

“No!” said Bob stubbornly.

“I've told you I'm camping in a vault
—some miles from this spet. Yeu
know the ruing in Friardale Wood—the
old ﬁmy. That’s the place.”

“What's the good telling me?”
snapped Bob. “You kunow jolly well
that it's my duty to pass the informa-
tion on. And I've got miy headmaster's
ordars to do so.”

“"¥ou know the place,” said Tsrrell,
unheeding. “Any day after dark
you'll find me there. I keep away
mostly in the day-time, in case thore
should be a search, or anyons coming
along. Come there, Bob, as soon a3
youw've got help for me.”

“1 shall not come.”

“I shall wait for you, Bob, and ex-
poct you. It's only a mile or =0 from
the school, through the wood. You cen
get out of bounds after durk, and come..
And lozo no time, I'm taken, I
warn you that Greyfriars School will
ring with it

“"That does 1t!” said Bob Cherrs.
“I'Nl show you exactly how much I'm
nl'{;'iﬁ of your threats. Go and eat
m L]

He turned hiz back on the man, and
tramped away in the direction of the
footpath.

LL3 hIﬂ

He heard Tyrrell ealling, and gave
no heed. In a few minutes he came ouk
of the trees into . the fmtli;ls.t-h, and
swung on steadily towards the school.
It was close on lock-np when he reached
tha gates, and a good many Greyfriara
fellows were going in. Some of them

lanced rather curiously at Bob's

ouded, gloomy face.

Bob did not heed them—did not even
see them, With a glum face and a
heavy heart, he tramped into the Housq
and went up to his study.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
The Bounder Thinks It Out!

OM REDWING glanced af

E Varnon-8mith soveral  times

during prep in Study No. 4 thet

cvening. The Bounder was un-
usnally silent and preoccupied. He was
thinking, but evidently not about prop;
ho hardly touched hia work. He rose
from the table at last, pushing his books
away, oand moved about the study.
Redwing wag finished at last, and he
rose, too. : | 4

“Ponny for "em, Smithy I he =nid,
with a smile.

“1th, what ™

“What's the troublo?” asked Tom.
“VTou're not giving all that copitaiion
to making up the team for the Idigh-
cliffa matehi It doesn’t como off till
next woek." : ’

“1 wasn't thinklns of ericket.”

“Or of prop?” snid Tom.

“0Oh, blow prop 1™ !

“You can’t blow Queclch in Form to-
morrow, old chap."'

“ Blow him now, anyhow I"*

“But what's up, Sinthy 1 asked Red-
wing., “I've fancied that you hit some
trouble when you came to mect rme_thia
afternoon. You Jooked as if you'd been
tlirough a scrap.” ;

“8a0 I had,” answered Smithy.

“Yon said nothing about it. Who
was it 1" :

“Oh, it was just o serap!” said
Vernon-Smith evaszively., “Nethin' to
worty about. ¥You going down to the
Rag, Reddy 1"
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Vernon-Smith was swilt of foof;

minutes his grasp fell on the Bounder's shoulder [rom behind.

“*¥Yes, Coming?”

“I'll come later.”

Redwing laughed. It was plain
enough that the Bounder wanted to be
loft alone in the study, and Tom, know-
ing the Bounder's ways, suspocted that
he was going to smoks a mﬁaretbﬂ before
he came down. He left the study, and
the Bounder was alone.

But Smithy was not thinking of smok-
ing cigarettes. Ha continucd to move
rostlosely about the study. He had not
spoken to Bob Cherry since the scene
in Redelyffe Woods, and had scen him
far only & few minutes at calling-over.
He expected to see him, however, and
had no doubt that he would comne along
after prep. It was bettor for Redwing
to he off the sceno if he came.

What had happened in the weod had
puzzled the PBounder deeply. Ho was
rother amused, too, in a cynical way.
Smithy himself had a good many shady
and undesirable scquaintances outside
the school, as most fellows in the Remove
knew. Nobody had ever suspecied Hob
Cherry of anything of the kind, Dut
Smithy's most undesirable acquaintanece
—even Mr, Banks, the bookmaker, or
Mr. Cobb at the Cross Kcys—was hardly
down to the level of the man Bob Cherry
knew, and who knew Bob.

A thief—a man who had attempted to
rob & schoolboy in a lonely wood—that
was tho man Dob Cherry knew. It sur-
prised and puzzled the Bounder—and
onterteined him, too. At the same fima
he was feeling concerned about Iab.
Smithy, with his wary ounning and his
plienomenal  luck, clambered out of
sorapes as fast as be tumbled into them,
Iob, who was anything but cunming or
wary, was not likely to have the same
lhuick. o knew that Dob was in deep
watars,

struggled in vain to tear himsell free.

There was a heavy tramp of fect in
the Remove passage. DBob Cherry was
coming along from Study No. 13. The
Bounder heard the voice of Hurree
Joamset Ram Singh in the passage.

“Are vou not coming downfully, my
esteomod Bob 1™

“Tryo got to speak to Smithy., Cut

answered the

on, Inky."

“Rizht as rainfuiness '

Naboly of Bhanipur, and he went down
tho passage; and Bob tapped at the
door of S8tudy Ne. 4 and opened it.

“Trot in, old bean!” snid the
Rounder, with a grin. “I was rather
expectin’ to ses you."

Bob camo in and closed the door after
him. ‘The Bounder's oyes rested curi-
ously on his harassed facc.

Bob Liad come in to speak to Smithy.
But he Jid not seem in a hurry to begin.
Twice he opened his lips and closed
them ngain, the colour flushing into his
cheeks,

“Tuke a pow, old scout!” said the
Bounder affably.

Bob sat on ihe edge of the stady
table, hiz hands driven into bis trousers
pockets, and swung his legs.

#[—J—I had to sepeak to  you,
Smithy,” he stammoered at last.

“No charge,” suld Smithy., “Fire
away 1™ -

“You—you remember that feilow in
the wond—"

“I haven't forgolten yeb, as it was
only a fow hours age.”

“ Wil you keep it dark? blurted out
Bob. 1lis faco was crimson as ho asked
tho question, and Le lowered his eyes.
Bob, alwuays as fravk and open as the
noonday sunshine, for onco could not
mee! o follow’s paze.

“J'ye eaid nolhing.'” said Bmithy—
“ga fnr,* he added significantly.

i3

but desperation spurred on ihe man who was pursuing him, and in a couple of

“* Now——-"" he panted, swinging the junior round. Smithy

“You mean yow're going to?” asked
Bohb, with a catch of lus breath,

The Bounder did not reply immedi-
ately. He took & turn up and down the
ﬂul;ﬁ-, and then came to & halt facing

ob.

“Look here, Cherry,” he said, “ what
doca this mean "

No answer,

“1t laoks pretty rottem, you know,””
said Smithy.

“Does it muttered Bob.

“ Don't you know it does?"’

*“I—I suppose you'd think so," said
Baly wrotchedly, “I know I've no right
to azk a favour of you. We've never
been fricnds; wo've n encmies more
than once. I know that.”

“Naot quite,” said the Bounder.
“ Wa've heon at loggerheads sometimes,
because you always backed up Wharton
ongainst me, I've never disliked you
}mrﬁt}n&"y%n fact, I've always rather
iknd youn.” ) )

“Thanks " said Bob, with a faint
grin.

“Wa had & row in the hols, and
punched ono ancther pretty hard,” said
Smithy. “But that's over and done
witl, I'tn not on scrapping terms with
Wharton now. Ain't we both trying to
stand one enolher without raggin'? 1

dor’t know how it will turn out, but
we're both tryin® hard to ]Hi-ﬂi} the
peace. Well, then, in the jolly old eir-

enmstancesz, T supgest that you can look
on me as & friend."”

“71°d Lhe glad to—in thiz matter, any-
how,” said Bob. *“You're rather a
blichter in a good many ways, Smithy,
but you've alwavs been more or less of
a sportsman, You don't want to pile on
a fellow whe's down."

(Continved on page 16.)
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(Cernlinued from page 13)

“And you're down—if ever a fellow
wis,” sald Vernon-2mith. " You've gﬂt
it written all over your face. You're
the worst hand at keepin' a sccret that
OVOT Was. A fellow like you should
steer clear of trouble. I saw Quelch
lockin' @t you in Form to-dav. Quelchy
iz o downy hird."”

Bob smiled faintly. Mr, Quelech knew
thoe trouble that was om his mind, since
bis headmaster’s commumication. He
would not be eurprised to sce signs of
it in Bob's looks.

“You'll get spotted,” said the
Bounder.
"Apotted 1" repoated Bob.

“Bure thing I

Bob stared at the Bounder blankly.
Jlc did not even guess what was in
erbert Vernon-Smith's mind.

"MNow,"” went on the Boundor, "I'm
goin’ to give you the straight tip, old
geout. I'm not the man for pi-jaw. as
vou probably knew—eomin' from me it
weoild be rathor like Batan rebukin® sin,
All the sameo, I'm poin’ to give you n
word in scazon, same as Bedwing does
to me at times. It's wasted on me: I'm
past prayin’ for, you know. DBut you're
not built my way, you know; you don't
hunt for trouble beeausze you enjoy it.”

“Blessed if I understand vou,
amithy.”

“T'll put it in words of one syllable.
snitable to your limited intellect, old
top. You've played the goat somehow,
and got landed. You're ex;mctin’ the
chopper to come down. You're not the
fellow I should have expected to see in
a shady scrape, and you're about the
last fellow in the world to be able to
climb out of it on your own. I've had
lots of expericnce in that line—and I'm
willin' to put my experience at your
service. Tcll me exactly how the matter
stands, and I'll help."”

“(Oh, my hat!" ejaculated Boh.

He understood at last what the
Bounder was driving at. That he was
1 4 SOrAnec was ;:F[am, and the Bounder
concluded that it was a serape rather
like his own scrapes—the outcomc of
same unthinking and reckless folly.

“I've got some friends outzide the
school myself,” went on Vernon-Smith.
with 4 cynical eurl of the lip. “DBut I
krow how to make 'em keep their dis-
tanee, and I can keep them in order.
You've got mixed up with a man who's
not mercly shady, like my own delight-
ful friends—hut an absolute rascal and
n law-breaker. You've got vounrself
under his thamb. When he savs hop,
vou've gob to hop! You can't handle
him. I've no doubt that I conld. Put
it up to me, old bean, and leave 1t at
that,"

Dol stared at him.

There was a throb of anper in his
heart at the thought that Smithy sus-
pecled him of being mixed up in sowo
bleckguardly trouble, which might tmcan
thg “eack " from Gregfriars if it came
out.

Dut that passed at once. Fvidently
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Smithy wanted to be friendly and help-
ful. And, in tho circumstan now-
ing and suspecting nothing of the real
nature of Bob Cherry's aecrnt—perhaz]ﬂ
it was natural for Smithy to think as he
did. He could only judze by what he
saw ; and what he saw looked like what
ne suspeeted.

“1t's nothing of that kind, Bmithy,”
saidl Bob, at last. “1 haven't taken up
your games, old man. I haven't done
anything that I should mind Quelch or
the Head knowing.™

“ You don't mind them knowing about
that man in the wood "

“Oh! Yes; not that,”” said Bob
hastily.

“I thought so,” smiled the Bounder.
“¥You're not denyin' that you're under
that merchant’s thumb, I suppose?”

“QOnly—in a way——"" stammercd
Bob. *You couldn’t understand—"

“I think I could—and do,” said the
Bounder coolly. “I'm no Iﬂ'ﬂi, old bean.
I sized that johnny up pretty correctly
after I'd seen him with the hanky off
his face. A sporting man, who lives
and moves and has his jolly old being in
horses, and cards, and smokes, and night
clubs, and things. What "

“Something of the sort, I've no
doubt."

“And he's hard put to it, and takin’
to highway robbery to raise the wind.
And you dare not let him take his gruel,
m ¢ase he rounds on you.™

“You—you don't understand—"
faltered Bob.

“1 think T do. Now, look here !”* Tho
EBounder dropped his flippant tone and
spoke earnestly. *“Yon're not the
fellow for this sort of thing, Cherry,
and you've come a mucker. You've got
to get out of this, and keep clear after-
wards. Let me help you out. I'll do it
like a shot! The man's got some hold
on you. (rive me the whole story and
let me ses you through,”

“You don't understand——"

“I've told you I do. That sportsman
made you stop and talk to him when
you dign't want to. DBlean to say that
he wasn't stickin® you for money ™"

“ Mot in the way you think.”

Bob slipped from tho table.

“You've got it all wrong, Smithy! I
don’t blame you, but you've got it
wrong. I—I'm asking you Lo let that
matter drop—to say nothing about what
happened in the wood. %f you'll do
that—>*

“I'm not the man fo give a fellow
nway.” said Vernon-Smith. “I shall
say nothin' about it and let it pass.™

“That's all I want,” said Bob, in
great reliaf,

“It may be all you want, but it isn't
all you need,” said the Bounder. “But
if you won't unwind, you won't.
Yul};rrﬂ not tellin’ me anythin' %

TE n.FJ‘

“I'm mnet generally o Good
Samaritan,” said Smithy, with a grin.
“I don't make offers of this kind very
often. But I mean it, Cherry. I'll
stand by you and sec you through if
you say the word.”

“It's all right,”" said Bab. He wont
to the door. *“I'm much obliged,
Smithy, really!”

“One good turn descrves another,”
said Smithy. “That roguo would have
had thirty pounds off me if von hadn't
come up and bashed him in time. 1 owea
yvou -what you've asked.”

“Lot it go abk that, then,” said DBob.

“And you wen't make a elean breast
of it to your Unele Herbort?? askoed
the Bounder, half-laughing and half-
carnrst,

{3 Nﬂ.”

“That's that, then"

THE MAGNET

Bolb Cherry leit the study. But it
was some time beforo the Bounder wont
down to the Rag. DBob had refused to
confide in him—refused his proffered
111:*3). They were not friends—and Bob
had loval and devoted chums who would
have gone through firc and water for
him. But now that he was in trouble
—deep trouble—there was no help for
him, unless it came from the fellow who

never been his  friend, had
more than onee been his enemy. The
Eounder smiled at the reflection.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
A Tip from Bunter !

b SAY, you fellows!™

E “Buzz off, Bunter!"

_Four veoices gave that instrue-

tion in wnison. Four members of
the famous Co., in Study No. 1,
cvidently did net want the company of
the fat Owl of the Remove. It was, in
faot, & case of four souls with but &
smg’la thought, four hearts that beat
&5 Onao.

Harry Wharton and Frank Nugent,
Johnny Bull and Hurree Jamset Ram
Singk, had lingered in the study that
afternoom when tea was over. DBob
Cherry had tea'd with them, but he had
left—after having uttered hardly a word
during the meal. Even when Wharton
started the topic of the coming cricket
Eatch at Higheliffe Bob had hﬁ nothing

5ay.

1f Bob was losing his interest in
cricket, it was clear that there was
something very much amiss with Robert
Cherry.

His friends were worried.

Almost everybody in the Bemove had
noticed that Bob was not his usual
gelf, the last few days. Bob was not
exactly the fellow to wear his heart on
his sleave. But he was unused to keep-
ing & secret—and the seeret ho had to
keap was a particularly irksome one.

Sinec his meeting with Paul Tyrrell
his mind had had hardly & moment’s
rest. He dreaded to hear that the fugi-
tive had beon traced and captured, and
ho dreaded to think that the miserable
man was still hanging about the school,
waiting and watching for tha help that
Bob could not give him. He dreaded
to be questioned by Mr. Quelch or the
Head.

If they suspected for & moment that
ho had met or scen the outcast they
would certainly question him; and cor-
tainly the vials of wrath would be

oured on his devoted head if the
new that he was aware of the man's
whereabouts and had said nothing.

Fortunately, such a suspicion did not
scemn to occur to them, so far. But if
it came Bob simply did not know what
he could do.

Ile could not tell liez about it. Even
if he had thought of trying such a
resource his looks would have betrayed
him. DBut he could not botray the
wretched man—his near relative, his
own flesh ond blood. What could he

say if he were questioned?

It was no wonder that poor Bob had
a clouded face these days: that he was
silent, almost morose; that he was quite
unlike his old cheery, sunny self. And,
naturally, it worried his friends. They
simply could not make him out,

After Bob had left them, abruptly,
at the tea-table, that Tuesday afternoon,
they discussed the matter. Something
wasz up with old Bob, Ile did not mcan
to tell them what it was, but this
?nldn‘t go on. Ho what was to be

cnc? It was into that discussion {haub

1
k
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Billy Bunter butted; it being ome of
Billy Bunter's peculiar gifts to butt
in just where and when he was least
wanted.

Four voices told Bunter to buzz offi—
not politely, but very emphatically.
Instaad of buzzing off Billy Bunter
rolled in, and shut the door after him
and fixed his spectacles very seriously
on the four.

“T sy, you fellows!
to tea—I've tea'd with Mauly.
if you're.not going to cat those

cuts—:>"

* Buzz off, fathead!™

“I's yather rotten about poor old
Bob,” wont on Bunter., *‘ind, I didn't
listen to what you fellows were saying
before I opened the door. 1 never
caught o syllable. 1 came here to
speak to you about lob, not knowing
ab all that you were talking abowt him.”

“You frabjons owl!”

“0Oh, really, Wharton! You [ellows
socm to hmﬁ: naticed that old Br.:rE'a
down on his luck,” said Bunter.
hardly thought you would. Too jolly
gelfish, as & rule, ain't you, to think
about onybody but yourselves? Nok
like ma! Well, lock here, Bob's my
pal, and I've done a lot for him already.
Look how I took a whepping for him
s fow days ago, over buzzing that orange
at Loder! You fellows may not know
that I did that purely out of friendship
for Chorry—" : it

“Tha knowiulness is not terrific,
chuckled the Nabob of Dhamipur.

“Well, that's how it was” said
Bunter. “That’'s me all over—kindest
friend and noblest foe, you know, snd
all that. Well, I know what's the
matter with Bob, and my idea is that
we ought to put our heads together, aa
his friends, and back him up, what?”

“You know 7" exclaimed Harry Whar-
ton, in astonishment.

Buntar winked a fat wink

“ Precious little I don’t get on to, old
chap,” ha asnswered.

“Well, my hat!? said Nugemb.,

HMarry Wharton & Co. had tried in
vain to guess what it could ‘foaslpi _be
that was woreying Bob and weighing
on his cheery spirits. 1t was rather
news that Bumter knew—if he knew!
Wour pairs of eyes fixed inguiringly on
the fat Owl of the Remove.

“Well, what is it, if you koow, fat-
head ' grunted Jolmny Buoll

“Wa don't get enough to eat here,”
snid Bunter. :

“Wha-at 1"

“They say in the school prospectns
that good and wholesome fare is pro-
vided,” continued Bunter, blinking at
the astonished juniors. “That's all my
eye! Wo never get enough. k at
the way Quelch watches a man at table !
Like a hawk! He stopped me having
a fifth helping, only to-day i

“¥ou howling ass——""

“It's not much I cat, as you ktow,"
went on Bunter, “but even I don’t get
enough ! Now, Dob's a healthy, h:ﬂtjy
chap with a healthy appetite ! He fecla
it] Don't you fellows think sof”

The chums of the Remove gazed ab

I haven't como
Still,
bis-

Bunter. In all their surinises as to what
was “up " with Bob, certainly they had
nover thought it was a § question.

But the Owl of the Remove’s fabt in-
talleet had worked it out. The subject
was. one that lay near Bunter’s heart 1

“Beliove me, that's what up ™ said
the fat Owl. “I never really get enough
to gat-—and I'm no great cater—"

“Ye rods [

“8n 1f I foel it, it etands to reason
that Cherry does! I've thought it out
sou know,” explained Dunter, “and

sou can depend upon it that that's it.
Ha's sort of pining, you know——"'

*You—you—you benighted bander-
snateh ' g ed Wharton.

“1 don't think you ought fo eall a
fellow names, Wharton, when he's feel-
ing anxious about a pal. My ides is
this, Let's stand the chap a éﬂﬂ}" good
spread ! Not an ordinary study spread,

ou know—but a regular Dblow-out:"
illy Buntor's eyes glistened behind his
big spectacles at the merc thought of a
“ropular blow-out.” Possibly the fat
Owl was Putting in one word for "'Fﬁﬂr
old Bob" and two for himself! *We
pool resonrces, you know, and get in
plenty of stufi—s resal feed! T'm pre-
pered to contribute the whole of the
postal ovder I'm expeeting! Did I
mention to you chaps that I was expeet-
ing a pmmi' order 7"

“Oh crikey I

“To-morrow’s a half-heoliday,” went
on Bunter., “The weather's good! I
suggest a picnic—either up the river, or
in the spinney, or at the old priory, or
somewhero, Might ask the Cliff House
girls—they'd be glad to sce me! I'm
practically eortain ihat my postal order
will ba hero in the morming. 1
not——" :

“Tho if-fulness is terrifie.”

“If not, you fcllows can lend me my
whack end I'l! settle when my postal
order comea ! That's ell right, I suppose?
Now, what about it 1"* nsked Dunter.

Ho blinked with owlish soriousnoss at
the chiuns of tha Remove. There was &
chortla in Study No. 1. '

Billy DBunter had no doubts on the
subject. DBut Study Neo. 1 had very
considerable deubts. They really did not
think that it was a fmj' problem that
was bothering their chum.

“Blessed if I seo anything to cackla
at,” said Dunnter peevishly., “TI've told
:mg whﬁt’s the matter with the chap,
LN —

“Ha, ha. ha 1"

“You fellows would mnever have
thought of it—" ;

“Right on the mnail!™ chuckled

Nugent. "We shouldn't '
“Ha, ha, ha !

“I think it's rather unfeeling to
cackle when poor old Bob is fairly fading
away under your cyes for want of some-
ithing deeent in the way of prub, A
really good spresd—a real blow-out—
would sct him up, make him smile
ogain, and all that, Ts it a go?" .

Harry Wharton closed one oye at his
comrades,

“Ti's a po—"" he said.

“0Oh, good 1™ 5

“Wo'll have a terrific spread—cold
chicken and ham end beef, puddings
and pies, eakes and taris and buns and
celairg—'

“Fino 1"

“GFinger-pop and erenm pidls Al
choeolates and chocolate ercams--—"

“aplendid " gaspod Bunter.

“ And we'll do it—when your postal

grder comes 1™
L1 ]'.':'h ?H

“When vour postal orvder comea] Lok
know immediately it comes, and it's

[EL
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“1Ta, ha, ha!" welled the jumiors,
anite enfertained by the expression on
Billy Bunter’s fat faen. :

Runter had skated that his celebrated
postal order was fo arrive on the
morrow. Judging by the expression on
his face, however, he did nat really
expect it guite se soon,  Indeed, judging
hy hia look, ha might not really hava
heen cxpocting ik ab all !

“YVon—yon silly  asscsl” gaspe:d

Dunter.

“IIa, ha, hal"

¥)

“1 say, you silly idiote—?*"

“SBhut the door after you, old fat
bean, "

" Beasts |

“And dom’t forget to lot us know
when that postal order comes——"

“Yah "

The door of Study No. 1 slammed
after Billy Bunter. chuckle followed
him as he went. But the chums of the
Reamove were soon serious again. Bob
Cherry's mysterions troubla wnz a
serious matter, though Bunter had suc-
ceeded in furnishing a little comio
relief.

“Aly  ostesmed chums,” remarked
Jurreo Jamset Ram Singh  thought-
fully. *“The absurd Bunter iz an ex-
cellent and excerable ass; but some-
tinves tho words of wisdom fall from the
mouths of ridiculous babes and idiotio
gucklings. Thae wurthsr snd ludicrous
Bolb 12 in the hlues, and the blusfulness
is torrific, Perhapsfully a cheerful and
sbsurd picnie, with the choarming
company of the benuteons and idiotio
misses of Cliff House would buek up his
absurd spirits and chase the frown of
bluafulness from his ridicunlous brow.'

“Not a bad idoa,” assented Wharton.
*ti3lessed if I know what's the matter
with the chap; but ho scema right down
iy the blues, and seems to like hanging

-about by himself, which isn't good for
any c¢hap. We'll get Alarjorie and
{"lara to come, and make a jolly party
of it."

“Hear, hear |”

“At the old priory—that’s half-wa
between here and ClLilf House. We'll
make Bob come whether he wants to
or not. And if Bunter isn't there, that
alone will bo enough to cheer any
fellow up.*

“Ha, ?m,. ha 1"

Outsida in the Remove passage Billy
Punter detached & fat ear from the key-
hole of Study No. 1 and rolled away,

prinning. 'These beasts had taken a tf
fromy  Bonter—and were apparently
thinking of leaving Bunter cut! Billy
Bunter had his own idea abont that—
and his idea was, that if any fellow was
mizsing from the picnic nt the old
priory in Friardalo Wood the neme of
that fellow would not be W. G. Bunter!
THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
After Lizhis-Out !
ERBERT VERNON - SMITH
H smiled—a smile that was half
¢ynical, half compassionate.
The Bounder was sitting on
the side of his bed, taking off his boots.
Wingate of the Sixth had marched the
Jemove to their dormitory, and left
them to turn in while ho chatted in tho
corridor with another great man of the
ﬂiﬁ:t}:i who was sccing ﬁghts out for the
Third.

Wingato was & keen and dutiful pre-
fects but he was not suspicious—and if
e had snspected any WRemove fellow
af intending to break bounds after
lights-out Bob Cherry cortainly would
not have been tho suspected one. But
it waz at DBob that the Bounder was
looking with that peculiar smile on his
face,. and what was mover likely to
aeccur to the Greyfrinrs captain was o
cortainty in Briithy’s mind. ] .

Redwing had sat down beside him
to kick off his boots, Ho noticed the
Bounder's expression, and followed his
glance, and thon locked at the Dounder
ogain. Smithy closed one eye of him.

“What the dickens, ithy-—
began Tom,

“Pen’t ghout, old bean 1" murmured
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the Bounder. “ Don’t give & man away |
If Wingate spotted him-—

“You don't mean Cherry?

“1 jolly woll do!” Bounder
grinned. “Look under hie bed. Can
you see @ pair of cubber shoes there?”

“¥Yez, now you epeak of i, But
what—"*

“¥You can't guess ™

Tt was a way of the Bounder's, when
Tie was going to broak bounds, to keep
& pair of rublber shoes in reediness so
that he could leave the dormitory with-
oult a sound. Bmithy, certainly, nover
lolt them where a prefect’'s eye might
chance to fall on them. He was too
wary for that, :

“You don’t mean that Cherry is
going out of bounds after lights-out,
Smithy "' muttered Redwing. 2 Was
careful not to let his words be over-
heord Ly any other fellow in the
dormitory. :

“What else?” Igrmned the Bounder.

“Home jape, I suppose,” said Red-
wing slowly, “*Some lark on the Fourth
or the Shell—"'

“He looks like larking, doesn't he "’

Redwing did not answer that. Bob
Cherry's glum and clonded face looked
like anvthing but “larking.” It was
a good many daye now csince Dob
Cherry, oneo the liveliest member of the
(irevfriars Remove, had indulged in
anything like a “lark.” _

“No bizney of ours, anyhow, Smithy,”
gaid Tom at last.

“Think not1” asked fhe DBounder.

“Cartainly nct ' said Tom, rather
sharply. *I don’t know what the chap's
up to, and don’t want to know, But I'm
jolly certain that it's no harm. If he's
breaking bounds tu-qz?'ht, it's mot for
any rotten reason, Smilhy,” :

“You mean that he's not tarred with
my brush 7 chuckled Emithy. :

“Well, ves—if you like to put it like
that,* snit; Toxn bluntly.

“Yan wouldn't believe that he knew
any shady sort of n rascal onteide the
gchool T

“Hﬂ' foar™

“You wouldn't fancy that he had been

laging tho gont, end got into bad
f:nnds, or anything of that kind 7"

“Never IV

“¥ou don't think he's been looking
like 1t for a week past??

Redwing vwas silent again.

Bob Cherry turned into bed—the first
in. He scomed to want to avoid joining
in the buzz of talk that was going on in
tha dormitory.

*Chance for you, Reddy " murmured
the Bounder. “Give him one of ymir
joily old sermons, in your seventhly
styln 1

“Oh, den’t be an asa{” Redwing’s
voice was sharp. “Look here, Smithy,
it's all rot—thoe fellow's as straight as
a elring. And if he was kicking over
the traces, and moking a fool of him-
self, it's not & laughing matter. I
should feel prottv roticn about it, if I
thought =0.”

“8amo here, old bean! You know my
svmpathetic nature, what ¥ grinned the
Bounder. “A chap like that ought te
keep siraight. Firat time he gocs off
the jolly old straight and narrow path
he's bound to come a mucker. I should
. b sorry to see him sacked from the
sethionl,

“That's not likely."

“My dear man, can’t yon seo he's
askin’ for it?t You don't focl inclined
lo keep a fotherly oye on him §'°

* Bosh 1M

“Lhen it's up to me!™ pighed the
Bounder, “Can you fancy me in the
role of o guardian angel, Reddy 1

Nedwing laughed involuntarily.
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“Anything 'but that I” he said.. “If
g;';lj_ want ‘o ‘fellow to keop straight,
mithy, the best thing you can do is to
lenve him alone, and sce that he doesn’t
pick uwp your ways and follow your
S hila Ipuble . it
AT . Yer palpoble . Int 1"
chuckled the Dounder. “Right on the
jolly old wicket! You talk like a
Bicturc-hook, Reddy.”
. Redwing wont across to his own bed.
Wingate was looking in at 'the doorwagy.

The Romove turncd in,

Lights werae coxtinguished, -and Win-
%atn bade the Removve good-night and

eparied. The usual chatter from bed
to bed ran on for s time, and died away
into silenco at last.

Billy Bunter's deep snore woke the
echoes of the dormitory. The fat Owl
was dreaming happily of the picnic that
was to como off on the morrow at the
eld prio
important subject had been in Bunfer's
thoughta all the evening, and it haunted
him in his slumbers.

But when the Remove had fallen
asleap, there was at lesst ome  fellow
who remained wide awake. And it was
the Bounder’s belief there were two.

Vernon-Bmith did not close his eyes.

The Bounder’s feclings were strangely
mixed. He had ne doubt—not the
slightest doubt—that Boh E.‘-harrr had
been *playing the goat,” and landed
himself in trouble. He derived from
thet thought & cynical amusement, and
he was curious, too, to know how the
matter really stood. :

He had a feeling of contempt for a
fcllow who “played the gost,” and
hada't sense enough to k clear of
trouble. But mingled with those feel-
ings was genuine friendly concern for
the fellow wlo, so far as Smithy could
sce, was headipg for the “sack.”

While hie feud with Wharton had
becn on, Smithy had been up agoinst
DBob.and all the members of the Co. But
he had never really disliked him—it
would have been rather hard for anyono
to dislike the cheoery Bob. - And ho know
that if Bob Cherry leit Greyiriars in
disgrace, he would miss his chEﬂgalam
in the Remove, He realiged, rathor to
hiz own -surprise, that. he would have
takon a pond deal of trouble to save Bob
from the " choppor.”

Smithy, too, was now ecaptain of the
Itemove. He told himself that it was up
to a Form capiain to keep an eye on
fellows in the Form whe were heading
for bad trouble. That, undoubtedly,
was true; though such considerations
did not trouble the Bounder very much.
He was not, snd did not want to be,
such a Form captain as Harry Wharton
had been last term.  The Bounder’s
sense of duty was not highly developed.

He told himself also that it was up to
the strong to holp the weak; to tho wise
to help the foclish. That, too, was
true; but Smithy was not given to

thinking on thoso lines. ﬂenam]lg, he
had orly scorn and indiffercnco for a
“lame duck.”

Neavertheless, Bmithy had made up his
mind to sce Bob through if he could.
He had no doubt that he could do it, if
tho . matter was in his hands. Bome
rogue had Bob under his thumb, owing
to some act of reckless folly—that was
how Smithy looked at it. And Smithy
wae Lha man to deal with a rogue—and
Bab certainly was not. What wasan over-
wholming trouble to poor Boh, would be
“pic' to the Bounder if he Liondled the
aftair.

Half-past ten chimed out,

Then there was & sound of a creaking
bed, as :omeone stirred and eat up  The
Baunder grinned in the darkness,

Ho ltad been right—there wae anothor

in Friardale Wood. That
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fellow awake! Whoe it was he could -
not see but he know. .

He had proof a moment or two lalor,
A whispering veico camo through tle
silence of the sleeping dormitory.

"¥You fellows asleept™

re Was no answer, save {he gound
of rogular hreathing and the rosonant
snore of Billy Bunter. '

Bounder subhdued a chuckle. Tt
was Bob Cherry’s voice that had
whispered.

A faint creaking sound followed ; Bab
was out of bed. TFaint sounds in the
silence told that he was dréssing in the
dark. There 1}25 no sound as he crept
to the door; the rubber shoes wore
noiseless, But faintly came the pound
of the closing door,

b was gone.

The next moment Herbort Vernon-
Bmith was out of bed. Swiftly he
dressed himself. Swiftly he crossed to
the door and left the dormitory. Many
a time had the reckless Bounder left his
ql]_nrhu;mg sg;:retly, surreptitiously, after
igats out; 1t was no new experience to
him. Bilent as a cat, he tiptoed away,

nning as & faint footfall, less cautious
than his' own, came back to his oars.
. A couple of minutes later he was look-
ing from o box-room window on to a
:]lu,whf?g[‘ninf I:ﬂ?a::ﬂd' lé‘rum that roof

o starlight = a I
from thaglmds. B, droppice

It vanished.

A few moments, and the Boundor of

Greyfriars was drop ing in the Esamo

Phwa. He chuckled softly as he fol-
owed the gound of t in-ﬁtfaI?s.
E:n Wharton & Co., and the rest of

I emove, wera sleeping. soundl i
little dreaming that Bul:e%;mﬁ-y WhiE qgtr
of bounds, and that, following hira in
the darkness was the last fellow in the
school whom thoy would have expected
to play the part of & guardian angel |

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Shadowed I

OB CHERRY tram on in the
B dusky May nigh!t:?dhia collar
turned up, his cap pulled down

o c_ulwlirlim eyos, oo :
‘riarda ano was lonely enough at
that hour; he was not likely to mcet
anyone. But his heart was beating un-
pleasantly. He was out of school bounds,
after lights out; and discovery mcant
serious conscquences. For a sonior it
would have meant &:ﬂpulﬁi{m ifora junior
it meant at least a flogging. But it was
not the thought of possible punishment

that lay heavicst on Bob's mind

Bob's conscience had always beon
clear of wrongdoing; and now ha could
not feel sure whother he was doing right
or wrong. That was a trouble on his
mind which the Boundor would hardly
have understood.

Onee or tiwice, as ho trampod along the
dark lane, it seemed to Eﬂah that ho
canght o footfall behind him that was
not the echo of his own. But when ha
E]Iancod back, he saw nothing but the

wdows of nodding irees:

After ell, he was not likely to bo,
spotted. And if a prefect or o master
had epotted him, he would not hove
followed him from ihe school—he would
have collared him at once and marehed
him in. Bob dismissed the thought from
hia mind. ;

Right or wrong, he felt that he had
to do as ho was doing. He found somo
comfort in olinging 'to what Daul
Tyrrell had said, with an appearance of
enrncsinezs—that if he cecaped this fime
he had learmed his lesgon, and would
Ekecp straight in thefuture
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Silent as a cat, Vernon-Smith tiptoed up to the box-room window and looked outf on o the slaniing roof beyond. As he did
s0, the starlight showed a figure just dropping from the leads !

It wasz probable enough. The fellow
was scared to the marrow of his bones
by the situation his rascality had landed
him in: he would not want to go
through it a second time. He was
gathering the fruits of idleness and vice,
and I;}a Igund them bitter enough in his
mouth.

It had come rather like a thunderclap
to Bob when his friends had told him of
the plans for the half-holiday the next
day. In the innocence of their hearts
they had considered thet s jolly picmoe

arty, with the Cliff House girls, would
Eavu the effeot of huﬂkmg;l Dt\lrp poor
Bob, in his strange new mood of settled
“bluez.’” No doubt it might have had
that offect, at least for a time, had they
chosen any spot but the old priory in
Friardale Wood—the spot haunted by
the wretched fugitivel

It was natural to pick that spet. It
lay half-way between the two schools,
gied the juniors had picnicked there a
good many times. It was a pleasant
gpob, embosomed in the woods that grew
thick and shady round the old ruins.
Likely enough the picnickers would ex-
plore the ruins—a pleasant engugh oceu-
pation on a sunny hali-holiday. 'I'he
chums of the Remaove had little dreamed
of what was in Bob’s mind, when they
told him. :

Tyrreil had said that he camped in
the vault in the ruincd priory at night,
and kept away from it, skulking in tho
woods, most of the day-time, Ilc might
or might not be there when the pie-
nickers came. But if he was there—if
the juniors saw him, or spotted some
trace of his eamping there—

Ile had to be warned.

Ielping him to cscape was mot m
Bob's power, Ilo could not help the
wretch in the way he wanted. He could
not make up hiz mind that he would
have done so, even had it been in his

power. DBut warning him to keep out of
sight—to give the old ruins a wide berth
on the morrow—was a different matter.
Whether he was doing right or wrong,
Bob could hardly tell. He had thought
it over and over till his brain seemed
to spin. But he felt that he had to da
1t

There was a glimmer of light in the
darkness of the lane ahead. Bob Cherry
stopped suddenly, and jumped into the
hawthorn hedge at the roadside.

With a heavy tread of {ect, P.-c. Tozer,
of Friardale, passed him, slowly and

ponderously, Jus lantern gleaming
through the gloom.
Bolb's heart thumped almost to

suffocation,

But the plump constable did not
lance in hia direction. The ponderous
aotfalls died away into the might.

DBob gasped for breath and wiped a
trickle of perspiration from his fore-
head, Tt had been a narrow escape.

Had Mp. Tozer spotted him, he cer-
tainly would have seen Paul "Tyrrell that
night. Ar. Tozer would have walked
him hack to the school with a hand on
his shoulder.

But My, Tozer was gone. The glimmer
of his lantern died away., Dab emerged
from the hedge with thumping heart.

He tramped on doggedly, and stopped
ot the stile which gave on the footpath
through Friardale Wood. Iaghtly he
swung hinself over tha siile,
tramped on up the path, vanishing nto
black shadows. '

A minute later another figure stoad at
tho stile, staring across with puzzled
C¥es,

Verpon-Smikh was perplesed, 1

Like Bob, he had snarrowly ecscarcd
the Friardale econziahle.  Bat that visky
ciconnter had only made the Bounder
chuckle.

Now ho stood staring over Ihe slile

amil -

intoe the black depths of the wood, won-
dering what it meant. When Bob had
gone along the lane, Bmithy had con-
cluded that he was heading for the
Cross Keys—a delectable resort that
Smithy knew well. He was surprised
when the junior disappeared intoe the
wood.

What his game could be in the dark
woods at ‘eleven o'clock at night, was a
mystery to Vernon-Smith, Evidently he
was. not “playing the goat,” on this
oceasion, looking on the wine when 1%
was red, and the billiards-table when it
was green, as the Bounder expressed it
Stancding by the stile, the Bounder
thought it out. Obviously the fellow had
some objeet—he had not taken the risk
of breaking bounds for nothing. He
was going to meet somebody, That
rague of Redelyfio Wood—the amateur
footpad, the sportsman who had him
under his thumb ! That was it! Taking
lim money, perhaps, paying some
gambling debt, or, more likely, asking
to Le given time to pay. Poor Bob was
nat well Erﬂ?ided with money. It did
riot take the Bounder long to work oub
how the matter stoed, in accordance with
tho belief already fixed in his mind.

1Ie gswung himself over the stile and
followad.

Faint footfalls came [rom the darkness
aliead: faint, but clear enough, Bob
was less cautious new that he wos a
mile from the school, on a woodland
factpath searcely ever traversed at night.
Bul the Bounder's footfalls were noise-
less as he followed.

A little later and there was a sound
of brushing twigs. Bob had left the
path, and was pushing through the
viaad,

“Ay hat 1" muttered the Bounder.

From the direction Bob was now
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taking, ne could have had ocoly one pos-

sible  destination—the ruined priory.
That, then, was the place of his
appolntment.

t was bxed in the Bounder’s mind
that Bob was going to keep an appoint-
ment. He could imagioe no other reason

for his going at all.
The Bounder, in his turn, left the foot-
path, and followed on through the

taugled thickness of the wood.

~ But now that he was sure of Bob's
destination he dropped farther behind.
He could not move without crackling
twigs and brushing bracken betraying
him, and he did not want Bob to hear.

The sounds that come back from Bob
Cherry, as he pushed on, died away
ahead. Emithy nceded no guide now.
He kpew where to find the junior he
was shadowing. He knew thet he would
find him at ti& old priory m the heart
of the waaod,

Sunddenly he gave o =tort.

e heard no sound from DBob now:
the junior was too far ahead of him.
Bui throngh the silencoe of the woods
came erackling and rustling—from be-
hind the Bounder.

“Good gad!” breathed Smithy.

He stopped, his heart throbbing, fo
listen, e listened with straining cars.

Was it some animal—a rabbit scuttling
in tho bracken?

He moved on egain, as guictly and
softly as he could; but in the thick wood
it was impossible to move without sound.
A twig would snap, a branch sway and
rrack. Tlead wood crackled under hia
feck in the grass. And from behind
him came the same sounds again.  Some-
one  elso  besides the Bounder was
abroad in the dusky depths of Friardale
Wood that May might.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Man in the Vault!

IM in the glimmering starlight
the dismantled old ruins of the
priory lay round Bob Cherry
g5 he passed in through the

ghattered pateway, of which only frag-
ments of two stone pillars mmaineﬁr

There was no building where onco the
Priory of the Grey Iriars had stood;
whera tn ancient days old men in grey
robes and cowls had teld their beads in
their cells. Masses of mesonry lay in
disorder, overgrown with grasses and
mosses  and lichens,  Fragments of
ancient walls were half hidden by
bracken and hawthorn and the branches
of trees, Here and there eracked fMags
showead in the carth, where slone paving
once had been. In the daytime, in the
summer sunzhine, it was a solitery but
pleasunt spot, L R :

It neaded little imagination to picture
a ghostly figure in robe and eowl gliding
among the shattered old walls, revisitin
the glimpses of the moon. But Bo
Cherry was not troubled by nerves, and
he had more pressing matters to think
of than gliding, ghostly monks. _

He tramped into the ruins, and kept
on towards s dark mass on the farther
side. There was the opening to the
ancient vaults—a dim archway of stone
where once an oaken door had been,
door and hinges having vanished long
centuries ago. Frapments of fallen
maszonry were ptled above, 1n &n
irregular heap overgrown with mosses.
Like o black gap the opcning of the
stone arch looked, black and tomb-like,
and Bob shivered at the thought of the
wretched man passing long nights there
in gilenca and solitude. Truly, Pau
Tyrrell was paring dear for his ill-
deeds. Prison would havé been & mora
welcome refuge, but for the wretched
man’s lingering hope of ultimate escape

across the scas.

He was thers, Bob had no doubt that
he waz there., Ha had said that he
eamped there at night, and 1t was now

ast eleven, Bob had no doubt that his

ooteteps reached the man erouching in
tho darkness, probably terrifying iim
with the fear that scarchers were
coming.

Indeed, now that he thought of it, Bob
had little doubt that Inspector Grimes
had leoked inte the place in the day-
timme. Hoa knew that Tyrrell had come
in that direction. He suspected that the
man was secking to open communication
with a Greyfrinrs boy, and so he was not
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likely to have left such a lurking-place
unsearched. Probably only the fact that
Tyrrell cleared off in the day-time and
d in the woods had saved him from
dizscovery already, )

Bob stopped under tho dark stone arch
and stared into the blackness of the
interior. There was no sound. But
suddenly from the darkness he caught a
gleam of eyes, like the glinting eyes of
i wild animal in its den. ¥From the
darkness within the man was watching.

* PPaul I ;

Bob Cherry whispered the name,

Ho heard & panting gasp.

_:Bc:b:. Youl"
g™
“0Oht ©Oh, I—I heard you. I—I

fearod—" The voice came stammering
from the darkness. “I—I hoped it was
you, but I feared—"

Bob felt o throb of pity. In Paul
Tyrrell's place—if ha could have
imagined himself in his place—he could
never have vielded to fear like this.
Idleness sc-.lgs'imnsa. vice had led the
wretahec'l man inte crime; but ho had
oot the courage of his misdeeds, It wn3
rather & [rightened, hunted animal than
a man who was peering at Bob in the
black shadows. Mo doubt what ho had
gaid was true—thiz fearful lesson would
be enough for him, Ewven if he escaped,
the terror of it was likely to linger for
Inn% years in his memory.

“It's all right, Paul [¥" muttered Bob.

He heard the man's spasmodic breatli-
ing, but could not see him. Only tho
glint of the eyes came from the dark.

“Get in, Bobl I've got a candle
her&—{artﬂar in. It's sale to strike a
light, Comea in—quick You're sure

you've not heen followed ¥

"Nubud?r konows aoything, FPaul. It's
all right!*

“Get in it

Bob ﬁra;t:_ad into the low, vaulted room.
Tyrrell's footstepa shuffled before Lim.
and he followed. At a distance from
tho open archway, behind a stone pillar
the rocf, & match
scratched, and wes put to a candle, and
light flickered out.

Tyrrell stood before his schoolbov
cousin, trembling. But he was pulling
himself together now, He stuck the
eandle in a crevice of tho stone pillar,
where it dropped grease, and stared at
Bob in the flickering light.

“You've brought ib?"
ecagarly.

o Jt—what ™ Bob did not understand
for a moment.

“The money I

£i Nﬂ- 3

“What? Why are you here then, you
fool 1

Bob's lip curved hitt.erl{.

"Because I'm a fool, I suppose,” he
answored.  “ Because you're in danger
hore, and I've come to give you the
tip 1”

“Oh 1™ muttered Tyrrell.

“You're not safe here,” muticred Bob.
“To-morrow afternoon—it's a2 half-
holiday at the school—thero will ba a
picnic party here—=a lot of fellows. Somo
of them aro pretty certain to explore tho
riins while thﬂ{'l‘ﬂ here, If you'ro here
you'll be seen,

“0Oh 1" repeated Tyrrell

“I'vo broken school bounds at night to
coms and tell you,” said Bob. “I'm
up for a flogging if I'm spoticd—or
worse. Goodness knows what the Llead
would do if he knew what ['d come out
for. It may bo against the law to. give
you this tip, for ani:thing I know.”

“And—that's all 1"

“That's all.™

“You can't help me®”

“How can I help you 2 muliered Dob.

he asked

muttered Tyreell
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“Even if I could I eught not, and you
krow it. I'm helping you to keep clear.
You'd be spotled for a cert if you were

hera to-morrow afternoon., ¥You told
me that you usually get out in the day-
time ; but——"

“Usually—oot always!Z muttered

‘Tyrrell. *I might have been here. It
was decant of you to come and warn

. But—2

“You can hide in the woods to-
morrow, and keep clear. But if you've
any sense, you'll cut,” said Bob. “Old
Grimes at Courtfield knows you headed
for Greyfriars, and this is just the
F}um he” would nose into. Ten to one
w's given it the once-over already. If
ne come &t night—=2

“Somecena has been here atb niﬁht
already,” muttered Tyrrell. * Whether
it was the police, or some wandering
tramp, I don’'t koow. It's the place
where a tramp might camp out somc-

times. i got away into the vaults under-

neath—I've found the way down.. 1
dare say you know it——2 L

“I know it,” said Bob. Again he [elt
o throb of i:ut-:.'. He could imagine the
wretch skulking in fear in the black
depths under- tho old prlﬂr)}‘—dlsmnl,
noisoma depths, full of pitfalls for the
WIWATY.

“You'd belter cut,” repeated Bob.
“1 zuppose it's no use advising you to
pive yourself wp and take your
pruel—=

" Foou ™

“Wall, the next best thing is to cub
You're known to be in this neighbour-
hood, and I suppose you have to show

ourself sometimes to get food. IE can’t
igst lomg.

“Where am I to go?" mubtered

Tyrrell. “I camo here becauze you were
my last hopo—my last chance. I havo
no other.”

Bob was silent. He pitied the un-
fortunate wretch, but he could do no
more than pity him. Could he, even had
it been 1n his power, have helped & man
who had broken the law, to oscape
justice? He hardly knew, but, at all
events, it was not in his power.

Paul Tyrrall stood leaning on the
stono pillar beside the spluttering candle.
The Hickering light showed up tho

aunt, haggard lines in his foce. He
ﬁud hgped, when he saw Bob, that the
schoolboy had somehow obtained tha
means % make hiz escape. The dis-
appointment was crushing.

o the silence, from the ruins outsida
the arched vault, came the sound of a
clinking stone. '

Tyrrell started convulsively.

* Listen 1" He grasped Bob’s arm, Ile
was shaking from head to foot.

“Ounly a stone falling,” said Bob.
“Tor goodness' sake pull yourself
together, man! It's nothing 1Y

T:,-rrc:ﬂ did not answer. Ile stood with
bent head, listening like a hunted beast.
Long minutes passed, but there was no
other gound. Ee lifted hig head at lust,
relieved. Silency as of the tomb reigned
in the old ruins—for the Bounder of
(iroyfriars made no other sound as he
“E'Tt towards the opening of the
visult.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Narrow Escape !

ERBERT VERNON - SMITII
H moved like & cat in the dark.
Feoling  hizs  way,

cautious, he crept into tho
vault. Fainily, [rom the black depths,
once ho was within, a flicker of light
eatght his eyes, Ho knew that Bob
Cherry was there—he was not in -the

gilent,

- tho

I THIS SNAPPY GREYERIARS

IHOYFOW,  Or YOur ‘gamao’s . ap.
get back to tho. school the

ruing, and thers was no other place
where he could be. %

Slowly, cautiously, mnoiselessly, the
Bounder of Greyfriars crept on till
he had passed the pillar behind which
Bob ant his cousin stood, keeping to the
sido of the vault, far cut of the radius
of the candlelight. ]
stopped, wrapped in darkness himself as
by a: cloak, E:ut seeing from where he
stood the two figures in the glimmer of
the candle.  And .he recognized Dob's
companion instantly as tho man who had
attempted to  rob him in Redelyffe
Woods, days ago.. It was the amateur
footpad—the “ sportsman ¥ uwoder whose
thumb he supposed Bob Cherry to be.

But wondor grew in the Dounder’s face
as he watched them.
sccret, ha had had no doubt, was someo
dingy, blackguardly secret like his own.-
The fathead had made some false step
whilo “playing the goat,” and some
rascal had got a hold on him. It was
natural for the Bounder's suspicions to
take such & form, and had it becn as
he belioved he was the man to help a
fooligh schoolboy out of such a scrape.

But now he doubted.

That shivering, cringing rascal might.

ba s blackmailer, but he did not losk
art. He locked like & man whose
bedfellow was terror. Dob Cherry did
not lock ss if he feared him. Smithy

LIMERICK wins a HANDSOME

PRIZE for Robert Jones, of

169, De Cestelnere Street, Mon-~
treal, Canada :

Dicky Nugent, of literary fame
As an author ’Ium made guite I’

Nama.
Hia spalling—ah, well!
it’s so hard to tell
Whether BDicky or Twigg ia to
blarme.

It may be YOUR turn te win a
|| ?{"5&' ri-exh Set to work RIGHT

Lol B

could read kis face in the candlelight—
he could read there pity, mingled with
BCOTRL.

Slowly, reluctantly, it forced itself into
the Bounder's mind that he had made
a mistake—that, with all his wary
sagacity, all his cunning and keenness,
he had jumped to a falso conclusion.
He hed made the mistake of judging
others by himself.

Yet, if he was mistaken, what did it
all mean? Bob-was in deep trouble—
on that point there was no doubt what-
aver, Ho had crept out of bounds at
night to meet o man who undoubtedly
was & rascal, in a scerct place. 1f that
did not mecan wrongdoing .on his own
part what Jid .it and could it mean?
The Bounder felt himsclf hopelessly
beaten. : =5

He was soon to be enlightened,” hiow-
ever. Tyrrell's voice came multering
through the gleom. %

“You're. not gml:cf. Bob 1"

“I'vo- told you what I came-to say,
Meninl.  Keep elear of. this ;'}lﬂl.!l.‘:T'!I::h

0

sponer I
better.™
*Hold. on I e
Tiob Cherry ghifted uncomfortably. e
wanted to be geone, but he stayed.  Bus
every minute lhat ‘he was abeent from
the Remove dormitory added to  tho
danger of discovery. 5 :
A Cfow panules—half wn hour—won't

hugk you ! snarled Tyercll 1 don’s get.

And' then he -

Bob Cherry's D

“ithoy - know that your
“Think of
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any -other visitors here, Bob! I never
hear a human: voice, except when once
i a couple of days I risk showing np
at o farinhouse to buy bread and cheese,
That's iy life mow.”

“You've “asked for it,"” said. Bch.
“You knew what the law wos wlen you
broke it, I suppose.” :

1 expected to. get clear with some-
thing ‘to give mo a new start., I had
to rum with nnthinﬁ. You're glad of
that " added Tyrrell bitterly.

“Of course I'm glad of it,” snapped
Bob zavapely. “Asgladas I am tl?ut I
(17 you from robbing Vernon-Smith
the othir day.
relation of mino fo'be o thief?"™

Every word ' camo clontly to the

ounder, pressed against the side of the
vault in the darkness, .

He caught his breath,

So that was it!

e ecould  have laughed at
aegregious mistake he had made!
was not a ecase of pub-haunting—of
gambling at eards, or backing horses—
nothing in his own peculiar line at all!
This was not a rockless schoolboy's
serape, from which he could have helped
Bob to get clear! Bob was in much
deepor waters than that,

And the Bounder realised that led

the
Is

on. by that false belief, assured that he

could ' savo 8 foolish fellow from the
results of his own folly, he had butted
into & matter that did not concern him

- —that he had surprised a dizmal secret

that he had no right to know—a sceret
of shame, that BnE would almest rather
have died than have told him, or any
fellow, ‘That was a discomforting
reflection for the Bounder.

But it was rather too Ilate to think
of that. Faul Tyrrell’s muttering voice
wag in his ears.

“Don't go vet, Bob! I tell you apain,
what I told you in the wood that duy,
you'va got to help me! I've no other
hn'Em! o must 12

‘I.F"im*t g ds—If h Id
- *Fi unds—forty—thirty—wou
m.mntrthrl::rﬂ hl I’v:ar got. nvﬁ;;-thirig
fixed—cut and dried! Only money's
necded I My passport's fized 1n another

name—that was casy! Only money—""

“*Where am I to get thirty pounds,
vou ass—aven if I would?” said Beb
Cherry gruﬂy. “What do you think my
father would say if I asked him for
such a sum—or tho half of it? Don't be
an ass!™

I tell you; I've o chance in the States
—a friend there who will stand by me,"
went on Tyrrell, unheeding. I
I'm going stroight—do you think 1'd
risk all this over again? Think of that,
if your conscience is worrying you,
Give me tha help I want—"

“1 can't!”

“¥You must—somchow ™
voice roso, ' “I'm your cousin—your own
flesh and blood !
disgrace—if I go where they went to
gend me! Do you think they won't

My disgraco is your

Do you think I want o - °

T swear

Tyrrell’'s -

know it st the school? I'll take carn .-

that thoy do—I'll make Greyfriars ring
with. it.

Will you be able to hold uwp

vour ‘head at Groyfriars again, when .

cousin, Tuol

Tyriell, had been sentenced for forgery ¥
. t LE} - :
From the dackness of tha vanlt Ver-
non-Smith stood looking on,

“ S ¥ou cur !” muitored Dob.

“| mean it=—cvery word--hands off-
yelled  Tyrrell, as Bob_ Cherry, in o
blaze of anger, grosped him,

Lrack! - .
S O

Tﬂﬂ*—-—-" e 5

[ 3LB

Thero- was _a savape bowl from tha ot
outcast, asg his boad banged on the,

stonn pillar. Ay +
Pre Magser Lisnany.—No. 1,268,
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“There I panted Bob,  "That's my
answer ! Itz all the answer you'll get
from mo "

Ile released the panting raseal, amd
eirode away, tramping out of the arched
doorway of the vault without a lock
behind.

The Bounder grinned. : ;

Tyrrell stood in the candlelight, rub-
ting his head, and muttering caths and

threats.  Bob Cherry's answer had béen.

rather emphatioc. :

Silently the Bounder crept out of the
vanlt the way Bob Cherry had gone.
In the dim stazlight that fell into the

ruins he saw Bob's sturdy form
gtriding away towards the shottered
Eateway,

He turned in another direction him-
sclf, to leave the old priory by dropping
over the wall. Now that he knew he
had been mistaken—that the matter was
far from what he had believed—he was
only anxious to get clear without Bob
learning that he I%m:l been there ot all,
Not & word would ever pass his lips;
and PBob would never know that the
Bounder of Greyfriars knew his miser-
able secret,

Lightly, silently, the Bounder clam-
hmﬁ over the mossy old ruin of the
priory wall. Then all of a sudden he
atopped, catching his breath. T

From the wall, he had a view cutside
the old priory; and in the starlight out-
side the old gateway he sighted a solid-
looking, portly figure. He
Inepector Grimes, of Courtfield, at a

lance. T :

Portly as he was, the police-inspector
was moving very softly, as he merged
from the wood and aopproached the
gateway of the priery. _

The Bounder’s heart almost missed
a beat. \

He remembered tho sounds that had
followed him in the wood. He know
now from whom they had come.

The police-inspector was a dozen

ards from him, and did not glance in
ﬂiﬂ dircction, He was stepping quistly

towards the old gateway, with the
obvious intention of entering the ruins.
In & minute more, he would be enterin

the gateway from the outside—as I3o
Cherry passed through it from within.
Tha Bounder's thoughts raced.

Bixty seconds—and Bob would be
walking fairly into the hands of the
police-inspector—eaught out of bounds,
caught in communication with a
hﬁaakeie: aiI the law—a man wanted by
the polico !

Smithy dropped back from the wall;
There was not an instant to lose. He
cut across after Bob at breathless speed.

T'he junior heard his footfalls, and
turned his head. Probably he supposed
that Tyrrell had followed him from
the vault. 1
the sight of Herbert Vernon-Bmith. -

The Bounder reached him. Ila
grasped him by the arm.
at him, almest stupafed.

“omiet | Quick I -

The Bounder hissed the words in his
ear. At the sames moment, he dragged
at hiz arm—dragging ham into the cover
of a2 mass of hawthorns that grew
thickly among the old slones

‘L‘:‘»’-n‘lmt—-—-” stuttered the amazed

“ Quict 1" hissed the Bounder. “Iit's
Crimes—not ten yards away—"

“Oh 1"

T Quiet 1"

Bob made no sound. Amared,
nstounded, as he was, he was quick on
the uptale, He knew what it meant for
him if AMr. Grimes fopnd him there—at
that hour! :

Tue Migxer Lipnary.—No. 1.268.

know .

He gave a violent start at

Balb stared.

Foptfalls came faictly to his ears
now. A portly figure loomed in the
shatterad old gateway,

With his heart beating almost to

suFfoostion; Bob st Rlind besdn
°F Opg. oo o Bldchciory 1he proviotn Bight, -he cauld

the Bounder in the thick- hawthorns,
Through the tangled twigs he could
see the Courtfield inspector—he caught
the glint of Mr. Grimes' eyes in the
starlight,” as the inspector stered sus-
piciously round him, - Mr. Grimes had
caught some faint sound, and he was on
the alert. - FAL ' :
Hea ‘passed on—treading softly and
swiftly—towards the old vault., ‘Lhe’
portly- figure disappeared omong the
scattered masses of fallen masoory. -
“Now'a our .chance |2 'breathed the
Boundar, i
“ But—but——" stammered Bob.
‘He was thinking of the man in the
vault. Vernon-Smith gripped his arm,
“Don’t be a mad ass | Let him take his
chance ! Come,” :
Bob jerked his arm free. T
He stooped, gro far a loose stone,
and fossed it into the air. It came down
with a crash on a cracked flag—a crash
that seemed almost like thun
stillness of the night. From somewhere
came - & ‘startled exclamation, in the
voice of Mr, Grimes. = That sudden
crash in the 1ce had- startled him—
as it had undoubtedly startled, and
warnoed, the hidden man in the vault.

“Come, you mad duffer |* hissed the

Bounder, _

Bob had done all he could—more, he
could not help thinkiog, than he ought
to have done, o wreteh was warned
—he had time to dodge into the under-

round vaults and hide. - He had to teke

is chance now! With the Bounder
draggiug ‘gt - his arm, Bob ran by
Smithy's side, and in a few moments
more, they were ont-of the ruins, and
rﬁg through the - shadows of the
wood. . : :

—

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Serious News !

' SAY, vou flellows—

H “Cut it short 1™ S, o
“Oh, really, Wharton! T say,
B J'DH% serious  thing's hap-

pened-!™ said. Billy Bunter, bhnking at

the chums of the ‘Remove through his

hlg speetacies with owl-like gravity.

%
b

was tho following day in morning
reak, The Famous Five had come ous
of the Form-room together—four mem-
bers of -the Co. cheerfully surrounding
Dob Cherry. ag he madd a movement to
clear off by-himaelf. ' 1 :

What was “up.” with Bob, was -sti'_ll-
a mrstery to his chiymss but whatever it

was, it seemed. to have taken a turn
for the worse that morning—as Horrce

Jamsot Rem Singh put it, tho upfilness
was mors terrific. :

The excitement of the provicos night
and the loss of sleep and rest, had laft
their signs on Dob. . And-the fellow who
had never known whit it was to ba

“nervy * before, was now in o jumpy .

sbate,

What had happened at the old priory,
after he had fled with the Bounder—or
whether. anything bhad heppened—Bob
could ‘not know or guess. Alrcady the
handeuffa: might be oo the wrists of
Paul Tyrerell: alveady he might bo in

n coll at Courifield Tolico Station. Or

ho might have hil::]dcn n '&-Ilgetum:l_&_ﬁ
round recosses and escaped detection
’End'miphu-n, as he had done. before.
Bob would have {.I'n*ﬁ*n e proat deal to
know; buk he could only wait dismally
for -news to. reach Tiim 1 the man hat
been caught. e A

‘of the Bounder.

-blag

r in tha -

~took notice, as it-wore.

THE MAGNET

In the brifghh May sunshine that morn-
ing, Bob's fuce was darkly clouded. He
was thinking—not only of Tyrrell, Lut
The Bounder kpew!-
How Smithy had chanced to be in the

not undersiand.. He could hardly be
sorry that the Bounder had been there,
for unquestionably Bmithy had saved
him from walking into the arms of

Inspector Grimes—who certainly: would

not have failed to guesa why he was cub
of bounds at that hour. 'fhu.Bqunder
given 'no word of explanation. They
had returned to the school in silercs,
and ab the school wall they had parted.
Smithy had not come in with Bab.
Cherry had crept back to the
Remove dormitory, and turned in. The
Bounder had remained out.

There was nothing surptizing in that.
Bob concluded that the Bounder. was
enga on one - of his customary
uardly excursions that night—
though why and how he had been at
the old priory was a mystery,. Sleep-
less, in the sleeping dormitory, Bob had
heard the Bounder come in—hours
later. Bat no word had been said. And
in  the morning Smit had. not -
approached him—hag rather scemed to
avoid him.  Apparently - the Bounder
intended 4o say nothing of what had
happened that wild night, and that was

a relief-to Bob, in & way. But he was
sorely puzzled and troubled,
Yernon-Smith—the last feollow at

Greyfriars fo whom he would willingly
have confided- his secret—knew! Thero
could be no doubt about that, and it
was bitter enough to Bob.

. But ha told himself that, if Paul
Tyrrell had been taken, not only Smithy,
but-all the school, would know soon,

o If only he could gat nows,

.- "The voice of Billy Bunter, just then,
fell on hizs ears like the drone of
trenblesome wasp. "He did not heed
whit the fat Owl was saying, but sud-
denly, as Bunter went on, he sat up and

“I ean tell you fellows it's i-:-llfc‘
serions ! I say, you follows, don't wal
away while a fellow's talking to you!
I tell you what's hoppened this morning
18 pretty serious.” _

 Bow-wow [* zaid Johnny Bull.

The Co. would have walked on—

“regardless-of Billy Bunter’s serious news,

But Bob Cherry came io a halt, bhis
eyes fixed on Bunter's fat face anxiously.
~ “What's happened, Bunter?” he asked,
almost huskily. If thiz meant news that
the: man in the priory vault had bheen
arrestod——

" - *(mly Bunter's rot!” grunted Johnuny

Dull.
“0h, really, Bull—" :
“Vor geodness' sake, give the fellow

‘a. chance to spealk!” rapped 'out Bob,

&0 sharply thet-his chums stared at hio.
“What is it, Bunter 1"
- Billy Bunter blinked at him. Hao was
gratified, ond at the samo time
sur'pri:sei by Bob Cherry’s keen interest
in what ho had to tell. :
“Well, it's tty serious, you know,
considering - that woe ‘are going on a
preric  at the priory this afterncon™

sid Bunter.
- Boh's heart sank.

- Hag—has—has  something happened
at—at  the old priory?” he faltered.

“* What—what have you heard about:it?”

ETL Y _

“Tell:mo what's’ _hafppmnﬂ at the old
priory,-you fat fooll™ .

“VWhat? Nothing that I know of!"
guid DBuntoer in surprise.
- % Nothing " repealed Bols, blankly,

*Not that I know of "
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 Will you be able to hold up your head at Greyfriars again, when they know that your cousin, Paul Tyrrell, has been senlenced

for forgery 2 *

Crack ! ““Ow! You——"" There was a savage howl from the outecast as Bob Cherry banged his head

on the stone pillar. In the darkness of the vanlt Vernon-Smith siood, looking on,

“¥You fat chump! You snid some-
thing serious had happened——>=2

Qo 1t has ™ answered Bunter. * Jolly
serious, as wo are going to picnic at
the old priory! I was going to stand
my whack, of course, out of my postal
order! I told you fellows that I was
cxpecting a postal order—I'm sure I
mentioned it1 Well, it hasn't come "'

“What 7 shricked Bob Cherry.

“It hasn’t come!” said Bunter. "I
was banking on it, you know, as it's
from ona of my titled reclations. Dut
ithere’s boen some delay in tho post, or
gsomething, and it hasn't comel That
rathor lets me down I

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled four members of
tho Co.—while the fifth member glared
at Billy Buater as il he could have
eaten him. Bunter's serious news,
apparcntly, was the news that his
celebrated postal order had not como as
oxpected,

“Bleszed if I ses anything to cacklo
at, you fellows! As the matter stands,
I'm stony! I shan't be sble to stand
my whaclk in the picnmic The only
thing is, for you fellows to lend me,
gny, ten boli, till my postal order comes.
What about it7* asked Bunter,

“ You—you—you  burbling  idict I
gasped Bob Cherry.
“(Oh, really, Cherryl I don't think

you ought to call & fellow names, when
he's getting up a picnic entirely on
your account!” said DBunter warmly,
“You've been looking pretty rotten
lately, and these fellows never even
guesged what was the matter with you,
till I told them—"

“¥ou—yvou—what—-"

“] put my finger on the trouble at
once ! said Dunter complacently. 1
told thesa follows—didn't I, you chaps®"

“Ha, ha, ha®

“¥You fat scoundrel, what have you
been prying into now i gasped Bob

“Eh! I knew what was tlie matter,

of course,” said Bunter, blinking at him.
“You're run down for want of nourish-
irent—same as me—""

“Wha-o-ab "

“We don't get enough to ecat here!
You feel it the same as I do, old
chap! I told these fellows, and we've
got up & picnic———"

“ Ha, ha, ha "

“0Oh1” gpasped Bob, " You—you—you
benighted jabberwock! You burbling,
blithering, blathering, babbling booby !

ou—you—you—— Oh, sit down ™

* Warooooooooh |” roared DBunter, as
he sat.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Clouds Holl By !

ARRY WHARTON glanced

round when he came out of the

Houso after dinner that day,

sighted Ierbert Vernon-Smith

in the quadrangle, hesitated a moment

or two, and then walked across towards

the Bounder. Smithy grinned, that

momentary  hesitation  not imving

cseaped his eyo, Ioth the new and the

late eaptain of the Remove wore tryimmg

ginceraly enough these days to keep the

peace and establish friendly relations,

but neither of them had got guite used

to it yet. Smithy gave Wharton a

cheery nod; and a slightly sarcastio
gmile, as he came up and joined him.

“Anything on this  afterncon,
Smithy ¥ asked Harry.

“I'va got to trot down to Friardale—
nothing clze | Quite at your service alter
that "' answered Smithy.

“Well, look here, we're petting up a
pienie at tho old priory—you know tho
plage—"

“NFos! I gave it a look-in quite
latoly,” assented the Bounder.

“Hazel's going over to Cliff Houso
to fetch Alarjorie and Clara, end we'd

like you and Redwing te come—if you'd
cara for it | I'm afraid Bunter's coming,
huﬁ otherwise I hope it will be rather
Jﬂ !J‘J

“Pleased " said the Bounder. “ Kind
invitation grateiully accepted for self
and Redwing, What time?

“Leave here about  three!” said
Harry.

“Threa?™ repeated  the Bounder
reflectively. “I've got to sce a man

at FFriardale about three,
I walk in a little later?”
“Quite [
“It's o go, then!
will be there ?®

“¥es, rather!” answerced Harry.

“"Good! A jolly party may buck him
a little!” drawled the Bounder.
™ Noticed that he's been lookin' rather
down on hiz-luck lately i

“Well, yos1"” said Harry, slowly. e
did not want to diseuss his chumn with
the Bounder, ™ IHo's rather had the blues,
I believe!™

“Leaps to the eye, doesn't it?™ said
Smithy, “I rather fancied that I'd
spotted his little trouble, do you know ™

“Did yout” ojaculated Wharton, It
was news to him that Vernon-8mith had
given the matter any thought at all.

*Yez! Judgin® by my own expericnco
of tha troubles of arrin’ youth, I Agured
it out that ho had beon backin' hovses,
or somethin’ of that sort, and got
landed 1™

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Weoll, you must be an nass, old
scout ' he snid. “He scems {o be up
against something, but it's nothing of
that sort! ¥Youw're about as near the
mark as Bunter, Bunter's idea is that
he necds bigpor meals!™

“Ia, ha, hal"” roared the Bounder.

“If voure thinking anything of that
gort, Smithy, for goodness sako gob 1%
out of you head !” said Wharton. " Bob's
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not that kind—as you reslly ought te

kmﬁrd I've got it out of my
% ear man, I've it out o

head already! I was judgin’ by myself

—like jolly old Bunter]” The Bounder.
“Look hers, this i3 a joly BT

chuckled,
idea of a picnie, ‘and I shouldn't worder
if it bucks up Cherry no end, and you
find him as merry an’ bright as a new
pin afterwards!"™ o

“J hope so,’’ said Wharton, smiling,
“You'll come, thent"

“Like a bird,” The Bounder pauscd.
“Look here, take Reddy along with you
when you start, will you? I'm goin’ to
ask Cherry to walk down to Friardale
with me, and if he consents, wa'll join
you together later.”

“Oh, all right!” said Harry, though
he could not help feeling surprised.
« 'l speak to Redwing now."”

Tom Redwing was glad enough to
join up. It was a real pleasure to him
to see his chum on friendly terms with
Harry Wharton & Co,, and he was more
than willing to help on the good work.

The chums of the Remove put in. an
hour on the cricket 1fﬂ;num:i befora they
prepared to start. Then there was an
adjournment to the tuckshop, where the

icnic-basket was pabked by Mrs,
f!imhlu—undar the cyes and spectacles
of Billy Bunter. Billy Bunter tock the
deepest and most personal interest an
that basket—and, indeed, displayed a
desire to sample the good things as thex
were packed in. When all was ready,
he offered to carry the basket—an offer
which was declined without thanks. It
was barely possible that, had Bunter
carried the gasl:at. it might not have
reached the old prm;g in Friardale
Wood, It was, in faok, probable that
both Bunter and the basket would have
been lost in transit. _

Bob Cherry loafed rother dismally
outside the tuckshop, while hiz friends
wera busy within, ¥le did not want to
join the party—he felf only teo Leenly
that he was likely to be nothing but a
wet blanket. But as the whole affair
was gob up for his special benefit, his
comrades were mot likely to let him off.

Billy Bunter was convineed that the
one thing needful, to restore DBol’s
sunny spirits, was a “regular blow-
out.” And the Co. at least hoped that
a jolly party, with the cheery company
of the Cliff House girls, would have a
cheering effect on him,

“Like & little trot, old bean?” Ti was
the Bounder's voice at Bob's elbow,
and he started and looked round,

He colourcd under the half-mocking
glance of Vernon-Smith.

“ Nol'' he answered briefly.

“T'm goin' down to Friardale—"

“I'm net stopping you” = .

“I'm joinin" the merry picnickers at
the priory later. Won't you trot along
with me, and do the same?”

[{] Nﬂ"l'

“1 did you & good turn last night, old

bean.” The Bounder lowered his voige.
““‘One good turn deserves another. T've
told Wharton you're comin’ along with
me, so that’s all right.”

“Oh, rot!”

“Fou don't like my company?”’
smiled the Bounder.

*Noi” said Bob bluntly. “You did
me & good turn last night, as ﬂ'au 805 —
goodness knows what would have hap-
pened, if I'd been spotted down there
by old Grimes. But I don’t see what
vou were doing there ab all. You've
found out something that I wanted
no at Greyfriars to know——"

“You don't think I'm going to tell
the world, do yon?™

“No; but—"" :

“T fanoy if I hadn't found it out, old
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bean, all Greyiriars would have heard
it before long. WNo danger of that

now.,”

Bob stared at him.

“YWhat the thump do you mean?” he

owled,

“I'm goin’ to explain if you'll honour
me with your fascinatin’' and cheerin'
society in a walk down to Friardale.”

“Oh, don't be an ass!”

“One of us two is an ass,” agreed the

. Bounder. “But I don't think it's me,
Come along, I tell you.”

Unwillingly, but at the same time
anxious to hear what the Bounder had
to tell him, Bob walked down to the
gates with Vernon-S8mith. The Bounder
}'rma smiling ; a contrast to Bob's clouded
ace.

. "“This way!” said Smithy, and cross-
ing Friardale Lane, he led the way to
the towpath by the Sark.

Bob tramped along moodily by the
Bounder’s side. The gleaming river,
rippling through the rushes in the
bright Mnﬁ sunshine, the blue sky
dotted with fleecy clouds, the deep
green woods, and waving shining grass,
might have cheered the gloomiest pessi-
mist; but they did not seem to have a
ohecring cffect on Bob. The thought of
the wretched man hidden in the old
priory was & torment on his mind, The
Bounder, on the other hand, seemed to
be in excellent spirits. He hummed a
tune as he walked along by the river.
Bob waited for him to speak; but the
Bounder did not speak, and not a word
was said till they oame in sight of =
little gpate set among the trees af the
back ‘of the towpath. It was the back
gate of the Cross Keys—a spot that the
Bounder knew well,

Bob Chorry halted,

“fook here, Smithy—where are. we
poingi'’ he snapped. )

“Nowhers now—we've arrived,” an-
swerad the Bounder, “Hold on =&
minute—I'll join you in two ticks.”

Vernon-Smith hurried on to the little
gate.  Bob Cherry stared after him,
with wrath gathering in bhis brow. A
man, who had evidently been waiting
for the Bounder, appenred from the
shrubberies on the other side of the

ate, and handed an envelope across to

ernon-Smith. < He disappeared the
next moment, and Smithy came back to-
wards Bob with the envelope in his
hand. Bob could see that it was a
telegram. i
15 eyes glinted at the Bounder,

“Yon—you worm!” ha muttered.
“I've heard fellows say that you get
letters and telegrams addressed to that
putrid show. You've brought me here

tn see you get one of your rotlen racing
tipsg—"" X

“Read 1it, old bean,” grinned the
Bounder. o tore open the envelope,

glanced at the slip within, and ex-
tended it to Bob,

Bob Cherry stepped back.

“I'm not going to read it, or look at
it! Do you think I want fo know any-
thing about your putrid horse-racing?

The Bounder chuckled.

“You said vou had something to tell

-mo,” growled Bob., “If you have, got
it off your chest ™

“Look at that wire, you ass! Can’t

ou see that it's from France—handed
in_at Boulogne-sur-Mer?”

“ Nothing to do with me if it is."”

“ Read it, fathead(”

The PBounder thrust the telegram
fairly under Bob Cherry’s nose, and he
could not bhelp reading the message. Tt

Tan: .
“Smith, Crozz Keys, Friardale, Eent,
laterra.
Winner. Fred Jones'
Boh gave an angry snort,

Vernon-Emith, grinning, tore the
telegram inte amall pieces, and scat-
tered the fragments in the Howing
Wﬂt%f}? Ef thfﬂ Earkﬂa

“That's that!” remarked. “Now
let's get back to the jolly old picnic.
Aren't {ou glad to hear that Frod Jones
got sale across the Channel by the
m?‘rnmgilhuuﬂ”

8 I've pever ev
i en heard of the

"He had a different name when

saw him last—in the vault of the old
prm? in Friardale Wood.”
. Bob Cherry jumped almost clear of
the towpath,” His eyes almost started
from his head as be stared &t the
B?uﬁﬂr’w He

¥ at asped.
Smith—what—" Sl

:Gat-chmg oni" asked Smithy.

You—you—you dont mean—yon
caﬂ*]i:-. mean——" panted Bob.
can—and do! I supposs vyou know
that that sporteman can't trn'rgi, at pre-
sent, under his own name—and Fred
Jones -is a nice, honest, harmless, un-
suspicious sort of a name—"
* But—but——" stamamered Bob.

“!Winner’ is a jolly old code word—
means that the Etﬁ:c;rt-sman got across all
right 1" drawled Bounder. “Nothin’
about = horse, old bean—give your
giddy consoience a rest—I'm not mixin’
you up in racin' matters.” Smithy
chuckled. “I fixed it up last night—
after I left you at the echool wall, Be-
ginnin' to understand t"

“But—but——" Bob fairly stuttered.

“Couldn’t got that wire at the school
—and 1 didn't care to confide in the
gents at the Cross Keys, so I fized it to
read like a racin’ wire,” said Smithy.
I thought you'd be glad to know that

“Vernon-

“that sporteraan was safe out of the

country. He will get to the States all
right—from France. Gof it wet?”

Bob could only stare blankly, His
mind was in a whirl.

“You—you went back—after you'd
left me—last night—" ;

“Exactly, Grimey was gone—he'd
found pothing—the sportsman was lyi
very low. 1t was some time before
could get in touch with him.. But I
mansged 1t all right. All he needed, to
clear, was cash—and that's my long
sk, you know,” The Bounder
lnughed. “ Comin’ llﬂ-ﬂ's to the picnic?
They'll be expectin’ us.™

Bob stood very still.

It was hard for him fo grasp it—hard
to realise that the trouble, the torment,
the danger, were over; that he no
longer had a miserable gecret to keep.
Paul Tyrrell wes out of the country; the
man he bad believed to be lurking,
hunted and desperate, in the woods, or
in tha vaults nndar tjle old priory, waa
already in a foreign- land. What he
could not, and perhaps would not, have
done for the fugitive, the Bounder had
done—why! _ y

vﬂmﬂn%mith, the black sheep of
tha Remove, the hardest case at 'l}ra{;
friars, had done this for him. And
1;-:3 uvarf-—-—t{?e mjaernh]g{a socret—the
shadow of disgrace—t Wwere gone,
like the clouds rolling awey befare the
sunshine. For long, long minutes, Bob
Cherry stood staring at the Bounder,
unable to speak; his heart too full for
words. '

“ Bmithy {""-he said, at last.

“ Wash it all uul:f, old bean,” said the
Bounder quietly, “That sporlsman will

t clear now—and he wi ?-a straight,
e's had the lesson of his life—scared
t> the marrow of his bones. He's got =

chance to make a fresh atert, and he
(Continued on page 28.)



STILL. GOING STRONG—OUR SENSATIONAL WAR STORY!

By HEDLEY SCOTT

,
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“SOMEWHERE IN FRANGCE.™
FLYING OFFICERS.

GCERMAN PLANE IN A BRISTOL

FIGHTER.

WHAT HAS GONE BEFORE,

MAJOR FERRERS LOCKE—A SECRET SERVIGE AGENT—IS PUT IN CHARGE OF 256 SQUADRON, R.F.C., STATIONED
JIM DAMIELS, RON CLYNM, AND BERUCE THORBURN, THREE STAUNCH CHUMS, ARE
LOCKE'S SUSPICIONS ARE S00N AROUSED BEY THE STRANGE CONDUCT OF SERGEANT WILKINS,
WHO 15, IN BEALITY, *“R. ONE,” ONE OF THE SMARTEST SPIES IN THE -ERVICE OF CERMAHNY.
OF WILKING' DASTARDLY PLOT TO BELOW UP THE SQUADRON, AND ONLY AYERTS DISASTER IN THE HICK OF TIME.
IN THE ENSUING CHASE, HOWEYER, THE MAJOR 15 KMOCKED UNCONSCIOUS AND PLACED ABOARD AN ALBATROSS
WHICH 158 WAITING IN READINESS TO CONYEY R, OME " EACK TO CGERMANY. JIM AND RON GIVE CHASE TO THE
MEANWHILE, BACK AT THE DROME, THORBURN
ANXIOUS TIME WONDERING HOW JIM, RON, AMD MAJOR LOCKE ARE FARING.

LOCKE LEARMNS

IS SPENDING AN

The Scare !

= o HILE young Thorburn tossed
¥ from one side te the other
on his camp-bed, two bruised
and battered {lying officers in
British uniform were holding cach other
up ansteadily.

Not three vards distant from them,
discernible even in the darkness, was the
outline of a DBristol Fighter standing
upon 1tz nose.

“Any damage, Ron?” asked Jim,
caressing his bodly demaged face with
one hand, and supporting his chum
with the other.

“ Fow bruises, old scout,” came tho
panting reply. ¥ Nothing serious, far
as I can tell™

“(lood egg,” breathed Jim.
what ghastly luck, though.”

“You're right!

In the thrill of the chase after the
flceing Albatross such considerations as
petrol and oil had been overlooked. It
was only when the engine showed signs
of giving up the ghost thaf Ron and
Jim realised the scriousness of their
plight. By following the stabbing light
from the cxhaust of the Albatross they
had penetrated miles and miles into
cnemy territory.  Where they ware,
exactly, neither of the two knew., And
after the engine had spluttered 1ts un-
willingness to go on, the chums had been
more concerned with finding a suitablo
placo in which to land. he infernal
darkness made this a highly dangerous
task, and it was not surprising that the
Bristol undercarringe had fouled the
top of a lone tres and toppled the plane
on to its nose.

The two chums had been shot out of
their respective cockpits hike bullcts

"1 say,

from o gun. Unconsciousness had
wrapped them as in o garment after
that. How long they had lain there,
noither of them knew, for both their
watches had ceased to function after
that erash.

Jim had come to first. He had been
conscious of a throbbing ache in his
head; in hiz arms; in hs legs. Care-
fully he had set himself the task of
discovering the extent of his injuries.

Tauck in that direction, however, had
befriended him. Beyond a generous
number of bruises, and a few minor
lacerations on his face, hoe was only
badly shaken up. Ron Glynn had fared
r.EmiE:.r]jr. MNow the two of them, sup-
porting each other, drank in great gulps
of air, and gazed ruefully at the wreck-
aga of their machine.

“"Ron, old son,” said Jim sadly, " the
sooner wo get away from the poor old
bus the better. It's too much like ad-
vertising our presencs.”

“ Vou're right, old man. The blamed
thing won't {ly again, that’s a eor-
tainty. Happen to know where we
are?™

“Yes. DPiccadilly Cireus. That light
over thers is the Criterion, old bean.
What about o spot of supper—or shall
wa zay breakfast ™

Ron. grinned fointly.

Anything less liko Piceadilly Cireus it
would be hard to imagide. Jim's sally,
however, cheered him up.  The pair of
them began to fake stock of ther
position. To make absolutely certain
that their Bristol was wrecked bevond
all hope of making a quick repair they
gave it a critical cxamination. The
propeller was smashed so thoroughly
that only the boss remained ; the under-
carriage was all awry, whilst one wing

buckled., Not cven if
the chums had been able to find petrol
—which was a chance they had been
prepared to take—would that Bristol
ever “get off the ground ¥ again.

“N.G.,"” grinned Jim, with forced

aicty, “If we're in Jerryland, and I

on't think there’s much doubt aboub
that, our best plan is to put as many
miles between this broken-down relio
of R.F.C. efficiency and our sweet selves
us possible.”

* And toot-sweet at that,” added Ron.
“Iooks as if we've come down on somao-
body's farm. Sssssh "

The sharp hissing intake of breath
made Jim jump.

“What's the idea®™ ]

Ron's pointing finger indicated o
shadowy outline of a human form not
more than ten yards away. As Jim
looked hard in the direction he could
have sworn that the figure moved.

In answer to the pressure Ron put up-
on his arm Jim flattened himself on the

round in one quick movement. Breath-
ing hard, Ron lay beside him, straining
his eves in the darkness,

“Do the Ghurka stuff,” whispered
Jim, “Get busy.” )

Tike grass snakes the pair separated,
and writhed their woy, vard by wyard,
to the vague figure that had surpriscd
tham.

Both Jim and Ron told themsclves
that the man was alone. It should not
be a matter of great difficulty to silenco
him. Yard by yard they approached.
corlain in  their own minds now that
tho lone watcher was making up his
mind whether to come forward nnd
investigate or stay whero he was.

Bilf! Thud |

Rizsing up out of the darkness Jim
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got behind that waiting fBgure and
dealt out two terrifitr blows. Tho first
took the ﬁﬁum right bebind where his
ear should have been; the second missad
fta mark completely, for the simple
reason that the figure collapsed upon
recoipt of that first blow like -a pole-
axed ox. Unable to check himself
Jim crashed to earth, ecarried for-
ward by his own impetus, and struck
his chin & resounding wallop.

That did not worry him unduly, how-
ever. But what surprised him was the
sound of & chuckling voice close ab
hand. ;

“Ha, ha, ha!” Ron was lying on
his back, kicking up his heels. Ho,
ho! Jim, old scout, I've mever seen
anything go funny in my life.”

It took Jim several seconds to sco the
funny side of that one-sided emeounter,
und% that time Ion, still e¢huckling,
was J:u;ging a ragged-looking scare-
crow to an upright position. Apparently
it was none the worse for the terrific
knock-doewn blow Jim had handed it
axcept that a ra felt hat had be-
come detached in the process, )

“Well—" words fapiled Jim Daniels
a3 he gazed at that grimy figure.

“The best stunt of the war, old boy,”
chuckled Ron, " Won't the boys shrick
when I tell "em about it [¥

“You cackling dummy!” exploded
Jim. “I'll make you shriek like s
punctured balloon if you don't stow it
How the thump did I koow it was
& scarecrow i :

His mood changed in a moment, and
soon & large section of German territory
was echoing to the oporestrnined
laughter of two British 8ying officers.

“My zon, that gidﬁ searecrow is go-
ing to bo mighty useful,” said Jim, at

length. “OF with that tunic—toot-
gweek I

Suiting the action to the word, he
whipped off his own tunie, calmly dis-
ro the soarecrow of a tattered
jacket, and donned it himself. True,

the fit was hardly Bond Street, but the
effect was to transform a good-looking
British officer into a very passable Ger-
man tramp. . .

Meantime, Ron was helping himseli
to the scarecrow's trouscrs and the bat-
tered trilby hat. Next he swopped
shirts with the ecarcerow, for his own
silken khaki shirt was too conspicuously
British.

With their own discarded garments
gathered 1 |
stood and eyed each other critically.

Again uncontrolled laughter rang out.

“Not bad,” said Ron, * But, say, old
bean, your fancy riding-breeches will
BOONL gIVe You away. Your jacket is
swell, though.” L~ e

“While Weary Willie isn't in it where
you are concerned,” said Jim admiz-
ingly, " 8till, you'rs right about these
breecks. I shall have to do something
to them.”

Jim did not wasts time. In a moment
those offending breoches were off, and
undergoing an impromptu surgical
operation under the kesn edge of Jim's
jack-knife. By the time he had finished
this task they resembled corduroy
ghorts. But Jim was thorough in the
extreme. In 266 Squadron mess he had
bheen wont to strut about with s feelin
of pride, clad in those beige-coloure
riding-bresches.  PBut  beige-coloured
brecc surmounted by n scarscrow’s
ragied jacket would never do.

With 8 pang, Jim rubbed those de-
licately co ured breeches into a near-

into a neat pile, Jim and Hon .

by pool of rain water end mud until
their sartorial splendour had ecom-
pletely and for ever disappeared. His
next proceeding was to sever the tops
of his "posh”™ riding-boots until they
looked like a pair of uﬁumily made
ordinary boots. A fow judicious slashes
with the knife reduced their eral
tone and ft. Liberal application of
mud reduced their fine polish of brown.
“That's better,” grinned Ron.

He felt much happier, for ho had
al}pﬂed his scarecrow’s trousers on over
his breeches and boots, and, as the said
trousers were at least two sizes too large
for him, not much remained to view of
his own posh riding-boots.. What little
did was soon treated with Jim's knife
and & liberal treatmont of mud. Much

-of this mud, too, was transferred to the

twa youngsters' faces and hands, and by

the time thElTn ‘frﬂmuncad themeelves
satisfied they had undergone a complete
motamorphosia,

“ Pick up our gear,” said Jim, takin
charge. * We must dump it in tha ol
w , and set the thing slight.”

" Load on, Macdeff I was Ron's form
of assent.

In o few moments they stood again
beside the wrecked Bristol. = Into the
front cockpit tho disearded shirt, tunies,
romnants of breeches, and tell-tale
pieces of leather from the ‘,:jlauk-l:n-mta
woera unceremoniously dumped.

Next Jim took the Very light pistol
from its clips, filled his pookets with
cartri and signalled to his com-
panion to stand away.

Crack! Crackl! Two dazzling red
balls of fire darted viciously towards
the petrol tank of the Bristol as Jim
imllﬂd the trigger of the Very pistol.
n the next second the British plane
was ablaze. Flames licked hungrily of
ita oil-soaked fabric, and shrivelled it
into ashes.

And 1 the brilliant glam of the
burning plane Ron end Jim were able
to get some idea of their immediate

surronndings.
I the nearest sign of any building

was ab least o hundred yards awapy.
But to the right a fov dim glimmers of
twinkling, red light suggested the pre-
sence of a railway.

Leaving their blazing machine, the
two chums faded away into the sur-
rounding . curtsin  of darkness, and
headed for the twinkling lights. Bome
wild scheme of getting aboard & train
which wes making its way to the Ger-
man lines wes in their minds. Tucked
away in Jim's ragged jacket pocket
was the Very pistol, and a dozen cart-
ridges. A Very pistol is not exactly
the best of weapons for self-defence in
times of war, but it has been known to
keap more than one Cierman at bay.

Stumbling along through the dark-
ness the chums passed within a vard of
a squad of armed men whe were hurry-
ing to the scens of the blaze. Flatten-
ing themselves against the cover of a
friendly hedge, the two waited for the
squad to pass. Tf there had been any
doubts in the two Britishers’ minds as
to whether or not they had been foreed
down in Gorman ferritory, those doubis
were speedily set st rest. The voilces
that reached Ron and Jim as they

— e —

The Working Party !

T was & farm, undoubtedly, upon
which the Bristol had crashed, and

| THE MACNET

pressed into the hedge weres unmistak-
& German. :

‘The squad hurried on, and Ron and
Jim lost no time in doing likewise.

Avoiding the road they Fraasad on in
the directic: of tho -railway station,
with no clear-cut plan in mind at sll
Both now wore showing signs of fatigue,
for the-shock of their crash had drained
them of their usual rescorve of strength,
It was not surprising, thorefore, that
they pulled wp within fifty yards of the
station for a rest, and o whispered dis-
cussion 88 1> their future plans

They chose a hollow in the ground
sheltered on threo sides by a clump o
bushesz, but barely had they settled their-
weary limbs in that hollow, when a
glaring torchlight sottled on their
grimy, startled faces, and a German
oath rasped out at them. Simultanae-
ously a German boot, or, to be more
preciso, two German boots began to be-
labour them as a tall, bull-necked cor-
é‘rm;al hauled tho two youngstors to their
cetb.

“* Donnor und blitzen! Do I but take
my cyes off you scum: for two minutes,
and !ybu slink away like rats and
shick |”

Ho punctuated his remarks with
vicions kicks, and how noar the cor-
poral was to receiving a Very light cart-
ridge in his fleshy abdomen as Jim half-
dragged the pistol out, he was never
destined to know.

. “Get back to the wagons, you snivel-
]m\i pig-dogs! Consclentions ghjectors
—ch?  You won't ﬂtﬁ;t' but Corporal
Bluntz will sce to it that you work [*

Ron's eyes flaamad in the darkness.
He understood German fairly well, al-
tho hiz accent would have betra
him in any lengthy conversation. It
was evident to hiin that the corporal
had missed two moen from a working-
party, and that he and Jim had been
mistakon for thosa two men.

Giving Jim & warning pinch, Ron
desperatoly replied in apologetic Ger-
man, croaking his voice so effectually
that the bullying corporal was com-
gx]et-:rlr deceived. Then at & trot with

im _panting beside him, and the cor-
poral labouring o couple of feet in their
roar, he headed for the railway
progingts. .

“Bteady, Jim !” he whispered. " This
saunsaga-aater thinks we belong to him.
_Ihdﬂ’?”tulk—leaw it to mel Do what
&

ved

He made for a larga wagon-shed, and
by good luck it happencd to be the one
at which o number of givilian labourers
waora stacking up shelle and munitions,
- “Now, you lazy pigs," roared the cor-
poral—"work I .

Jim and Ron joined the men by the
wagon. and helped with the loading of
the shells. No word passed between
them, though by covert signs they ro-
assured each other that everything was
working woll. The men about them
were sullen, ill-kempt, and of various
walls of life, and in varying conditions
of health. Men too old to join the
ecolours; too weak physically, or too
woak morally to stand the racket of tho
trenches, thay wore pressganged into
2 ful * labour.

or three hours the Emg worked, and
by that time Ron and Jim were well-
nigh on the verge of collapso.. They
eluck. 1t out, however, marvelling in-
wardly at their good Iuck.

At tie and of the three hours the dawn
was well advanced, but not until the
last shell had been stacked did the

——
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corporal allow his gang to ease up.
Then, with a fine Bow of invective, he
marshalled them into some sort of
orderly formation snd marched them
into & wooden buoilding.

At the doorway of the building was a
camp kitchen, from the boiler of which
rose the fragrant odour of coffes. As
each man passed into the hut he was
given a mug of this heartening beverage
snd a hunk of black bread.

Eon and Jim made the most of thet
frugal mesl, esnd then t{ossed them-
selves on to a pile of shavings in one
corner of the hut, and fell off to sleap.
And in their ﬂlﬂﬂ% they dreamed of
236 Squadron—of Bruce Thorburn, of
Major Locke—Ilittle knowing that the
latter, at least, was not so many miles
away from them.

“Sples |
ERGEANT WILEKINS, alias R.
S One, aliasg the Herr Hauptman
von Wolisen, looked the picture
of contentment and smug self-
patisfaction,

Hpr also looked an entirely different
pictura from a sartorial standpoint,
Gone ware the rough khaki trounsers and
familiar jacket of the British Army non-
commissioned officer. Gome was tho
Sergeant Wilking hitherto presented in
this narrative,

Now the bulky frame was clad in the
well-fitting blue tunie, with the high
collar of tho German Imperial -
telligence Corps, Stars of rank equivi-
lent to that of a captain in tho British
Army graced that tunie, whilst across
the massive chest sprang to life tho
coveted strip of
which ghowed that the Herr Hauptman
numbered an Irom Cross among bhis
deeorations.

“Ja! It was good to be back in the
Fatherland,” the Herr Hauptman von
Wolfsen told himself for the tenth time
13|m::i mormng. “Good to be so appreci-
ated.”

Had not hiz Execellency the General
pinned upon his chest an Iron Cross of
the Becond Order that very morning?
Had not the Herr General promised him
promotion to the rank of colonel? The
Fatherland was o mighty country, and
Lultur would trivmph over all chstacles,
but any day now.

The wily spy had every reason to feel
content with the world and the way
Germany was winning the War. The
good Bchloss had brought him safely
back, despite the handicap of the
prisoner, Major Locke.

Major Locke—— The Hauptman von

Wolfzen’s foce logt zome of its penial’

expression as ho thought of the
Britisher, The pig-dog had refused to
talk when his Excellency the General
had questioned him. Ach! But thero
were ways of making the most obstinato
men talk.

The smile returned to Wolfsen's coarse
features as he pondered over that. In
Holzminden Prison Camp  many
obstinate men had been made fo talkj
many insolent Britishers had found their
spirits broken.

“Jal Major TFerrers Locke would be
made to talk like the rest!™ :

Even now thoe commanding officer of
256 Squadron was on his way to that
cclebrated prisen, and there was no
possible fear that the armed escort
responsible for his person would permit
himm any chance of escape. '

The Hauptman von Wolfsen ealled o
halt in his musings as an orderly stoord
at the doorwaey of hizs room and slammed
a terrific salute.

black-and-white fibbon.

" A thousand pardons for breaking in
upen your rest, Herr Hauptman von
Wolfsen,” he said in guttural German,
“but his Excellency the General desires
audience with youn.”

“Zol I will follow and at oncel”
grunted Wolisen; and, with a clanking
of spurs, he marched into the presence
of 8 body of men, controllers of the
Fatherland's dedtinies, and coloured
with obvious pleasure. )

Standing like a ramrod, the Haupt-
man von Weolfsen brought his massive
hand up in & smart salute.

His piggy eyes noted the array of
highly placed generals, dwelt for a
second on their war-streined counten-
ances, then they travelled to a spot a
foot above their heads ond remained
fixed. It was not for a mers captain,
in favour as he was, to presume to look
upon thesa exalted perscnages. {

Seated round a mehogany table in
this sparsaly furnished room in their
headquarters at Lisge the generals com-
ferred for a fow moments, what time
Von Wolisen remained like & statue.

“Colonel von Wollsen!” R. One
felt his ears burning as a tired-voiced
oneral addressed him.

olfsen,  we of the Fatherland's War
Clouncil congratulate you on  your
splendid work against the enemy——"
"R, One did not move & musecle. A
colonel |

“We have deliberated upon your
meritorious work as R. One, acd in
recognition of those scrvices you will
from this day bo: promoted.” s
“Ten thousand thanks! Ten million

“Colonel von ' ¢

thanks—" began the newly appointed
colonel, still at the salute. i

“And with your mew rank you will
procesd at once to Holzminden, Prison
Camp and take command. Stand easy,
colonel I

Colonel von Wolfsen merely allowed
his hand to drop from the salute. The
rest of his massive frame never guivered
& muscle,

“ At Holzminden there is much [or you
to do, vou understand 1 came the tired
voico of the general again. * There are
British prisoners of war who must be
made to talk. YWe will leave it to your
dizeretion, Colonel von Wolfsen, as to
how you mnt}g} these obstinate men talk,
But talk they must., Why "—some
animation bogan to show now in that
tired volce—* there is one man there who
is in posscssion of the identities of ocur
entire espionage corps. Every faithiul
son of tEa Fatherland scrving in the
ranks of the French, the British, and
the Colonial forces is knmown to this
clever PBritishor. Buat, fortunately for
tho Fatherland, this British agent was
arrested befora he could pass the
intelligence that ho had stelen from us
back to our enemies.”

“Ja! Herr Excelleney ™ 3

“It will be your duty to make this
obstinate man talk,” continued the
gencral. “You will persuade him to
reveal the whereabouts of the docm-
ment he has stolen, so that we may
recover it. You must keep him- alive—

ou must, you wnderstand, Herr

olonel.  That' i3, until he chobses to
speala”

27

“Ja! Herr Excellencey! This humble
but obedient eon’ of the -Fatherland
understands implicitly.2

“ Perhaps, if you make use of your
latest prisomer, the Major Ferrers
Locke, the talking will not be eo diffi-
cult to m%’

“Ja | Herr lemey, in all humble-
ness -1 claim to be able to extract the
information yeu require ;

“That is well. Proceed with dispatch,
Herr Colonel von Welfsen, and blessings
of the All Highest and we, his devoted
servants, go with you.Z

The newly ranked colonel slammed
another torrific sslute and departed.
Once outside the exalted company of the

“War Council he felt as though be were

troading on air.

A oolonel, decorated with the Iron
Cross, coogratulated by the highest
powers in Germany. Verily the danger-
ous work of R,- One had brought a
midpgnificent reward.

= * & 1Y & »

Heated in a first-olass compartment,
the Colonel von Wolfsen started his
journey from Liege to Holzminden, full
high confidence in his powers to
extract the necessary information from
the British prisoncr of war, whose name
was now entered in his “spocial 2 note-
book, Pleasant thoughts were. runni
through the colonel’s mind as he settle
down to extract the most comfort from
the long, menotonous journey that lay
before him,

He did not show his usual impationce
when the.train slowed down at a small
wayside town to allow a number of
empty wagons to be hitched on to the
stream of coaches. Feeling very pleased
with lifs, and Colane! ven Wﬂlaian in
particular, he gazed cut of the carriage
window, mildig:f eyeing & number of
labourers qt.lmreg outside a large
wooden building. 5

Then, of a sudden, the mildness of

‘that fixed stare faded. The pigey cyes

of the exalted colonel widened, and
widened, as if he were on the point of
throwing a dangerous fit. Amaze, in-
credulity, gleamed in them, quickly to
give place to overpowering rage.
Flinging open the door of the com-
partment, the colonel stepped down on
to the platform, and, attended by his
usual three orderlics, armed with rifles
and fixed boyonets, he stamped ponder-
ously towards the group of labourers.

With listless expressions they met hia
approach—listless, with the exception of
two mud-begrimed freaks, who nearly
sank through the earth as they beheld
a faco i@mfulhr familiar to them,

“Wilkins [2

Ron -and Jim gasped the name in
unison and turned to bolt.

At the same moment Colonel wvon
Wolisen's harsh voice rang out in
German.

“ Arrest those men! Ach! They are
Britishera! Spies!”

The chums made a desperate break
for freedom, but two of the ascort fAew
to do their colonel's bidding. Gleam-
ing stcel bayonets pressed within an
inch of the Britishers' breasts. Escapo
was hopelesa. ;

“Ho "  Colonel von Wolfsen relapsed
into English. “This i5 indeed a sur-
prise, ‘and a pleasurel Never, in my
wildest dreams, did I ever hope to have
you in my power in my beloved Father-
land. Now you shall suffer!™

(fim and Ron are booked for a rough
passage by the lock of things! ook
out, baysy fer a furiler fenst af thrills
in next week's chapiers of this powerful
Wer storyf) ' ,

. Tue Maoxer Liprant.—No, 1,268,
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THE SECRET OF THE PRIORY !

(Conlinucd from page 24.)

will keepr strvaight, you can pub your
shict on that, You're done with liin,
for good—wazh it all out of your mind.”

“Bmithy, old man—" wuttered
Baob,

“I'm forgettin’ the whole thing. In
fact, I've forgoticn it already. Wash it
out, I tell you. DBut to get down fo
somcthin’  veally  important——"

“What's thot?"

“T'my gettin' hungry-—and the picnic's
wailin' I

Dol Chevey langhed. He could laugh
row. His face w as bright us he walked
Lack along the river with the Bounder,

b : . 5 £ .

“Hillo, hulle, halle!”

The piemckers were in the old priory.
arey Wharton & o, had arrived
first, with Tom Redwing, and, of
coutse,  Billy  Bunter. Then Hazel
catie along with Muarjorie and Clara
fromm Clilf Houwse. All was voady, but
the pienie awaitted the arvival of Dob
Clierey and Buihy. Billy Dunter, with
great cloguence, urged that the pienio
should hegin at onee. e {}x].}l]auucq.l
Ehat he was hungey—frightfully hungry,
bBavine L |1f‘rfr;|1r*"r sinee dinner bll!:' 0
packet of toffee. o few  tarts, somn
QEAnEes. and a cake. Dilly Bunter was
sfill going stroug when ihere was a
saund of footstepzs an the old stoncs.
pnd a volee that Stentor of old inight
bhave eovied, hailed the pienie parvty.-
“Hallp, halle, halle®' roared DBob
Cherry.

“1lere's Bob ! said Mavjorie, with a
gmile,

“Or somebody with a megaphone,”
said Miss Clara,
“I sav. vou fellows, here they ave!

Now—" gasped Eﬂh Bunter.,

Bolb Cherry  andd the Bounder eamo
into the old priory. Harry Wharton
& Co. staved at Bob. The change in
bis looks struck them at once.  What-
ever had been the eause of hizs mysteri-
ous attack of the “blues.” it scomed to
b gone now. His voice, with all its

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

old Lmu} ung awoke every ccho of
tlu. aucient priory,

“* Oy, here you are, you fellows ! said
Harry.

“Here we are, here we are, here we
are  again!”  chanted Bob.,  “Jolly
to seo0 you here, Marjoric—and you,
Clara, old thing! Jolly old place, Isn't
it? And what a ripping day for o
pietic!  Halle, halle, halla. hore's
Bimicer ! Enjoying life, old fat bean®' A
hearty smack on Bunter's- fat shouldoy
rang like a pistol-shot.

“arooooh " ronred Punter,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

It was a jolly pienie.  The whole
party were mervry and bright, and the
merriest and brightest was Bob Chorey.
Huorree Jamset Ram SBingh  told his

fresends, afterwatds, that the idea lad

been terrifically good, and that the
abaurd society of thoe beaufoous  and
idliotic mizses had bucked wp'the worthy
Rob, as ho had zo sagely fareseen,
Billy Bunter had no donbt that the
“hlow-ont ¥ haed deme the trick—as lin
had forcseen, Whatever the eanse, it
was ¢lear that Bob Chorey was his old
sy self again—which was a  great
satisfaction to hiz friendsz,  Tf waz a
happy ond to Bob Cherry's seerek,

THE E¥ND.

(Kujoyed the warn, rehum? Good!
Now ook forward to neet week’s Mag-

NET. It will contain another Frank
Itichards’ apecil, enlifled:
"TRUANTS OF THE REMOVE!™

s gwnother coupon for 50 points to add
fo your growing collcetion.)

L N T N W W |

ANOTHER WALLET WON!

Migs Shepla P, Flynn, of 40, Tarrrngton
Roed, North End, Porlsmouth, Hanle,
wins one of these wusefil prizes for
eenckerer  in e Jollowing  Crewfriors
Limerick.

Messrs, Temple, Dabnéy, and Fry
Did happen across Mugeni mi.

Hot words then ensued,

And Dick was pursued
By a kick, plus a punch in the aye!

Now, vou Boys, don't let the Girls
beat you !

O

oW N A |

COME INTO THE OFFICE, BOYS !

(Cordinucd from page 2)

I think I have just reom for anolher
hnmmmmu Thizs time it is Chas. L.

can, of 13, Oakley Crogeent, Stoke Poges
Lane, Slough, Bucks, who sends along
the following Greyfriars limerick, and gets
o topping pocket wallet for it :

Said Bunter to Cherry one morn,

As he sat up in bad with a vawn 3
** Tell Quelchy I'm ill—oh I **
Bob’s swipe with a pillow

Made him realise his iliness was gone.

OO0 out
chuws |

for next weeld's s,
Firat of all, there will he

ANOTHER COUPON WORTH
50 POINTS
which will help you to become one of Lhe
lueky ten thousand readers who are goiug
to get splendid story velwnes from me,
Then thore ix

“ TRUANTS OF THE REMOVE!"™
Ey Frank Richards.

You know what to expeet from the pen
of Frank Richards, and you won't ho
disappointed. One of my readers took
me to task for leing too modest about
our stories. Well, what ean I say ¢
You all know that Frank Richards writes
the finest, funniest, and most thrilling of
bov's vams—and I ean’t zay more than
that, ean 17 So look out for this latest
masterpicce from his pen—or, I should

i his typewriter !

vow for the tithit ! Next week's centre
pages will be devoled to o noew story by
our youthful auther, Dicky Nugent, of
the BHoeond Form ot Greyimars. It

, featuroa those garcamingly funny characlers

—Dr. Birchemall, of 8t. S8am's, and Jack
Jolly & Co. Gee, boys, you'll abgolately
rock with langhter when you read it.

'I;'I}E course, there will bo another in-
stalment of our gripping war story, and
the usnal ahurtnrgfrahalﬁ =

Sounds an O.I. programme, doesn't
it And it is—and how !

Cheerio, chums !

YOULR EDITOL.
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IF YOU WANT TO BECOME
A BORNE VENTRILLOKWIST—

Come to Bunter! o will teach you
bow to throw yore voyco up the chim-
bley, out of the windo, er under the
flore. Dunter's Metheds witl enable you
to mew like o denkey, purr like a
canary, and sing like a eat! All bud-
ding ventrillokwists shoald apply at
Study No. T, Bemove Iassage.

No. 100,

[
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LAUGH AND GROW FAT.

o

June 4th, 1932.
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CAN YOU DANCE? IF NOT—

Lot Fisher T. Tish show you how it is
dona!  If your feet are largo and
clumsy and awkward, Fisher I Fish
will reduce their size. My method will
convert an elephant into a fairy | Learn
how to trip it on the light, fantastie too
at the frifling chargo of a tanner o
lesson at

FISH'S DANCING ACADEMY,
Stuwdy Ne. 14, Bemove Passage.

L

“"May I come in, boys " grinned
Dr. Birchemall, the H of 8t, Sam’s,
as he poked his head round Jack Jolly'a
study., “ I just wanted to arsk you a
question. Thanks, Jolly! T willl™

The Inst as he helped himself, unaraked,
to & banana from the [ruit-stand,

“ Well, sir, if it's in our power, we'll
angwer it,” said Jack Jolly. *If it's
somo deop problem of arithmetick that
bafilos you——"

“Pray don’t bo abserd, Jollyl 1
know that twico two maokes fve without
vour assistance," snorted the Head.
“What I want, na a matter of fact, ia
vour opinien of the meaning of o raviog

eggapression 1
P mu_.: my hat | ™ §
“ Hers iz the Hnn.n.:_m:.r if you will
epgscuse me for talking with mouth

full,’ said Dr. Birchemall, with hia usual
faunltless manpera. © What does & men
mean when he says he'll have * sixponce

each way 'on a gee-geo 3"
The Hend glornsed inguiringly at
Jack Jolly & Co. A
Jack Jolly and Merry and Bright

looked at each other. They had always
made it a strikt rule not to interest
themeelves in the Terl, and they hadn't
fhe phoggicst notion of the meaning
of the eggepression ** each way."

* Sorry, sir,” said Jack Joily, at last,
"I'm afraid ' no botbormm

“No better than what 1" inguired
the Head in serprize.

* No bettor then nothing, air.
I'm no better,

Tho Head storad.

* Off your rocker, Jolly ¥ Or, to pul
it vulgarly, have you taken leavo of
w..nuu senses ¥ You say you'rs no better.

resgomably you mean you're no beller
than somothing olso 7™

“ Not at all, sir 1 *' grinned Jack Jally.
" yWhat I meant was that I'm bo betler—
I don't go in for botting ! Consekwently,
I'm afraid I con't nsaiab youl ™

“ Ha, ha, ho 1"

" Bilemee ! ™ roared the Head, blushing
to the roots of his bald pate. * I you
don't know, you should say o, instead
of attempting to pull my skollorly ﬁmm.
Take fifty lines cach. And bust you I "

And the Head slammed ont of the
sludy, leaving Jack Jolly & Co. feeling
rather rooful at havine been fumny at

I mran

the egpspenss of their rovercd ond
maojestick Head.
II.
*“ Ah, girl I've been serching every-
whero for you |

Mr. Lickhama mads that remark aas
ha bumped into De. Birchemall in the
Fourth Pasaidge two scconds Jater,

The master of the Fourth was puffing
and blowing, and his face was even redder
than usual, which scemed fo indicats
that ho had beon hureying.

The Head of St Sam's pawsad im.
u..i__.mmu:m,

“ Well, Lickham, what g it? I am
in o hurey.™

“ Borey and ol (hat,” said Ale. Lick-
ham apolojelioatly. ** But this ia [right.-
fully mmportant, sir, You know bhow

THE LURE OF THE TERF

. .. A Racy Yarn.

By DICKY NUGENT

“Backing gee.gees is n degrading pastime . . . . " says Dr. Birchemall,

of 5t. Sam's,

rou'va always heem down om horse.
H..mrﬂh-.._uw i 1

" Yes, yea l "™

“You reepll how often you've raid
that if you found any boy at 5t. Sam’s
betting, you'd flog the misercent black
and blew § "

" Yes, yes, poa! ™

" You reckerloet how you've always

striven to keep up the moral envriclifor
of the akool 7 7
Yo, vea, yes, yes

" You w_“uEmeﬂ.. gir, how—-"

“ YWea, yes, yea, ves, yeg!"™ snovied
the Head. “ Come to the point!™

* Cortainly, sirl The fact i3, it has
eorma to my nollidgs that Bounder of the
Sixth is moeting o eommon boolimnlier
in the wooda at three o'cloek this allee-
noon | "

The Iead started viclently.

Y Impossibul 1

* It's jolly well true, air ! ™

“Where did you say i In ihe
waods T
*Inm tho woods, sirt ™

“ Do you knew the name of this—
this common bookmaleer 777

* His namoe, sir, I beolieve, 8 Larry
Losolittla,” said Mr. Lickhomn.

Tha Head grinned. For some reason
ho seemed rather pleasad.

Y YVery well, Lickham. I will muke
it my buzziness to ook into the mottc:,™

he said. " By the way, do you happen
to konow what the cpgapression °cach
way ' meana 77

Alr. Lickhem looked dowbious.

*I faney it means Lhat you bet on o
horse hoth to win and to lose, sir.  Yonu
win if it wina; and you also win if ik
loses, Why do you msk 1"

Dr. Birchemall sank his voiee lo a

WiEDer,

Give bhim a *cert,” though, and he'll put his shirt on it

“ Not o word, Lickham. Bula fricnd
of mine advieed me this morning to
have sixpence each way on Dirty Dick
in the threo-thirdy. Hg__“. oepura Lo mo
that by meeting Bounder’s bookmaker,
I may do a little bizziness with him and
earn myself & handsgomoe prophet ! ™

Mr. Lickham atared at the Head
agarat,
“But I alwaya thought you were
am__m._uiﬂm to ingr, air 3 "
5 Head larfed.

m__.__t mmhmhﬁ_ Hhmarrﬂﬁerw I andm_wamw it r_.“
pradi asbime & ought to

atern] E% réggad,. But I don't &0
why 1 ghould throw away the chanes of
making & prophet out of Iirty Dick.
Come! We will aoway to the wooda! ™

IIT,

* Tho Head 1 ™

Boundsr, the bleck E@Wv of the Bixth,
ﬂﬁﬂ.__ﬁHMwﬂmﬂ white as Dr. Birchcmall
angdl Mr. Lickham suddenly appearcd in
the woods, just when he was handing
over gixpenes to Larry Loselittlo.

g ﬂcwm.#__ﬁaun.u::. ounder | *
Dr. Birchemall ealmly.
ducing me to your friend ?
Mr. Loselittle, I baleeve 3V

¥ -y-ye-ea, Bivl " stuttcred Boundder
norvussiy.

“r*Atornoon, old cover,” said the
seruffy-looking bookmaker, respeotfully.
* Lilkee to ’ave something on somcihiug
thiz arternoon, sir 7 °°

The Hasd grinned.

" As & matter of fact, my good man,
you've hit the nail on the head. I wane
ummm.wﬁ@w sach .___.ww.u on Dirty Dick! "

What 1 " wollod DBounder, hardly
able to beleavo hig savs.

“ Hore is -_u._u. L_“_._“__Tuwm_:.._mﬂ na it s
sometimes volgarly e regend |7 went
on the Head, _,umb_u%ﬂ,:mm mﬂﬂﬁ & stlver coin.
# Bounder, I trussed you will keep mum

anil
“Afind intio-
e ia

i aver this at 8t. SBam's,"

“ M-m-my hat!
gaspod Bounder,

“ Qood ogg 1 " grinned Dr. Birchemall,
¥ Now, Mr. palibile, when do woe know
the result of the raco 1"

Larry Losoliftls grinned.

"1 mﬁmmﬂ?uw it'll be in the papers by
the timo I get to Muggleton, siv.  P'r'aps
you'd like to stroll along with ma TV

- " Egeeallont idea | Yon will then be
ablo to pay me out Hﬂ.oﬁm.__._:m:ﬁ.w on tho
spob | " said Dr. Birchemall choerfully.
“Come, Lickham1 A walk will do us
m__a%w md,__n.n_..._ : .“_ﬂainuu Ned th h

1@ four en sirolled throug
the woods. to Muggloton, where Dr.
Birchemall purch o paper from a

i r-bxay.
wﬁnwrﬁmmﬁ%%%u E%Emu wore forely frome
bling with eggsilement os he looked for
{he pesult.

(Condinted in nexi column.)

LRely on me, el

ﬂ.,.
BUNTER'S
HIKING CLUB

Bunfer has sarfed a Hiking
Club.

The firat hile kos not yet taken
lace, but Bujter iz only waiting
or & few mcpe u:ﬁﬁqmw:aﬂm to

Hike to tuckshop.
Hiler back.
yards.)

2. Cyele
Offica. Hike to Uncle Clogg's,
Halt for
FPogt Office.
{Total distance, 100 vords.)

3. Take 1rain to Courtfeld.
Hike from stntion to Chunklay’s,
Foed in Chunkley's Palm Louange.

Halt for feed.
{Total cistance, 400

to TFrinrdalse Foot

fedd. Hike hack to
Cyele back to school.

BACK TO THE CRADLE

SMITHY'S

roll in. So e he is the onl { s ]

ana  to HEd..m_mE.____ElEa_. _“E..H Hika bacsk to satation. Heturn to abolish __uw_.ﬁ inefTable inafifution,

amount of his subseription has | by train, (Tolol distance, 260 the Formi Walk (foppers and clean

B Bgter e yeme) atme alloising hims o lct off = HiEtle
Bunter isdall of enthusiaem| By the way, we almost forgot| e Te allowing kim e a

for his new hm.wmﬁ. As he points ¥ ¥ steam. That's all l—Ed.)

out, hiking gives a chap an oppor-
tunity of maawﬂ.h?u beauty spots
of England at his leisure,
Alveady, hy has a full pro-
gromme arranged, Here are one
or two of his proposed hikes :

to mention Bunter's only atipula.
tion—that in consideration of his
gervices to the Club the rest of
the members should pay for his
refreshments between them. But
that's nothing,
nobody will be mean onough o
warry about a trifle like that ¥

ia it? Burely

the

The authoritics have deereed that tho
Form Walk remains.

Quite right,
Removitea
to be abolished should be bunked without
the option. Tho idea of geeking to abolish
orm Wwalk |

too | The undiseiplined
who suggested that it ought

{Continued from previous colymn.)

“Hers  j¥a!" he eggsclaimed.
“!BONNY .23, 1; AR LALF, 2;
HADPPY HARRY, 3. Alsoran : DIRTY
DICK." So Dirty Dick didn’t win
after all! H¥ much do you pay me
out, Mr. Losalittle 1

Larry Loaol tiia lorfed _Euﬂﬂ_ﬁ.

“ Haw, hew, haw! You backed a
boser, sir; yeu don’t get nothing 1

“ .d-don'b get nothing 1 ™' stuttered
{he Iead, his jaw dropping. * HBui—
bk I did it eich way—to win and, also,
to loso 1" :

“ HMnw, hay, haw! That means il
it's in the first three ! ** voared the bouk-
maleer. B it ain't ] It's ...,c.__q_,,ﬂ.m_;
o von don'tfget nothing ; oo T

._nwﬂ.u.u. q._nmi.mm_?, stifll larfing, rolled
ofi towards the * Jeily Sailor.”

. Birghemall stoved  after
alrnost parralped with coge. .

Ewvenchialh he furned round again.

* Beunder I he roared.

* ¥e.ea, gir | " phaliered Bounder.

*You haws teonsgressed the Skool
ruleg  regardng  wajering  on horso
races ! * gnid the Head sternly. * You
have had the dispertinence, boy, to put
A LBANCE On 4 gob. Lefmo the wvery
cyes of wour ﬂ?ﬁ muaater ! 1 infend
to punizh you stvecely. 1 shall suminon
a Mnnﬁﬂ Assymply of the Shkool ond
flog vou b al blew 1M :

* Hut—butghaven't you been doing
ke sarne thing yaurseli, siv 1 " venchered
Mr. Lickham,

Dir, Birchegg:! frowned,

“ Cortainly™"not, Liekham1 I am
serprized at jou for eujjesting sueh a
thing 1 Wher I wae doing wus finding
out what kinl of hookmakers LBoumder
aszeocinted wih, Now I know, and
LGounder will juy the penalty | Coma 1™

Within hslf-an-hour Dounder was
on the platiom of Big Hall, m_.,...z__:ﬂn in
aggerny na tke Head birched him black
and blew, Jounder wes lerning  a
lezzom he worldn't forget in & hurry.

The Hend, hed lermed his already.
Nover agein as Dr. Allred Dirchemall
hkely to be hs_.ﬁ_. by the Luro of the

Tuiem,

Terk |

BIG FIGHT FIASCO

Fearsome Threats Not Fulfilled

Tmenedialely on reccipt of the
amesing news that Pisher T, Fish
and Siduey Sncop ludd arranged
te meet in o Goeound serap in the
v, o Specinl Reporter from the
“Urveylviors -Tlorald ** was  sent
rowiad to intorview them.

1t wes nhnost  ineonceivable
Haad the workl’s fwo worsh funks
ghould agroe Lo fight. Uhvioualy
they roust both have been sulloving
from wory geeat ocmotion when
the Gght was agroed on.

They had Leen ! I turned out
that (Lo quarrel was over sixpence
whicl: Fish doclaved Snoop owed
him, but which Snoop donied
having borrewed.

Fish was [ound tromping up
anc down Liz sty will an almnost
ficndlish look on his hatchot face.

“I'Il moko potato.serapings of
him!1 I guess I'll enosh  tint
deublo-crozsing guy 1" ho do-
elpved ferocivunly.,  *F You tell him
'l wipo up the floor of thoe gym
with ham 1 ™

The messoge was duly conveyed
to Snoow, whoe ahnoat tore his
hair willy rage.

Y Try to diddle me out of o
tanner, would he ¥ Bnoop raved.
I batter hiin black snd bluo
beiore I've Bnished with him !
"Tell him te put that in his pipe
ond smoke it ™

Tighy slmost donced when he
gob the mesange.

“ You jest wait |” he howled.
“I'Il beat up that galook so's
Lir own mother won't know him 1"

Snoop turncd a little pale when
told of this. Bul he was slill
full of fire and slavghlor.

“ Mincerneat ! " ho sald scorn-
Fully. * Why, mincemeat won't

be in it when I've finished with
that swindling rolter Fish !

Fish scemed to shudder a bit
when he got this maessage. But
he managed to send back s most
ferocious response.

This wont on right up to the
timo fized for the mmh t. The
thrests uttorod kept a high lowvel
of ferocity., It was noticeable,
however, that bolh Fish and
Znoop seomed lo go whiter about
the gills each time they received
& [resh message.

A huge crowd sssombled in the
gy for the serap.

It was timed for 2.30.

Prompt at 235 Fish and
Snoop wore earried in by their
soconds, struggling ond moaning
feebly. Snoop wos heard lo say
that felt az il ho had eaupht a
chill, and Fith was understood
to remork that he had just remenn-
bered an important engagement.

On the coll of " Timo! " they
wore pushed into the ring, :

Encop promptly fell’ on  his
knecs erying * Merey 1™ and Fish
ron reund tho ring covering hia
faes with hie gloved honds, boing
apparontly under the impression
ﬁ_wﬂe Snoop wos chasing him.

This went on {for three rounds
without s blow being  struck.
In the fourth session, howeawver,
Fiah secidentally flicked his oppo-
nent on the ear. o

Snocop collapsed, howlin it
__...__u:m,:_h__ﬂ Figh, wolling .__ﬂE___w —M.E..
leaped out of the ring ond ran
for haa Jafe |

Wo understand that the dizputo
ling now beon settled out of court.

Enoop has agreed to pay three.
pence |

PESSIMISTIC

(NOTE : Smithy wrofe this article.
Don’t lake him too seriously, chaps,
Like Hie vest of us, he's peeved over
the refusel of the Powers that Ile

PROPHECY

Don't  you realisa, my misguided
brethren, that without the Form Walk
vou wouldn't know how to wear a toppor,
carry o poir of gloves, or trip up gracefully
over & kerhstone. And what would you
be without these accomplishments @ A
mers nobody.

Besides, the Form Walk develops self-
reatraint,. I, as mﬂm::w remarked, you
can march through Frardals in pairs,
followed by titters from villpgpers, and rude
romarks and occasionsl olods of turf
from the more youthful of them and still
remain smiling, then, what is more, you'll
b a man, my son |

{Or words to that effect 1)

Thank goodness the Head has put his
foot down and inmstad that wo shall keep
on putting our fect down,

Now that the die haa been cast, ons ean
foresea other equally good ideas being put
info oparation.

I anticipate, for instance, that Form

g

_E.a -_u.ud._mh..w FﬁEEEE:umEEH-
in %E near future.

Skipping will follow as a matter of
course, The speciacls of the Removo
shtipping down to Friardale in doublo file
should bo very exhilarating,

Why not bieyele-horses, toy wmotor-
cars, and scooters ¥ A Form parade on
thesa vehicles with the fellows all decasod
in little velvet suita would be grateful and
comforting, wouldn™ it} nd i we
wore oll compelled fo grow Lord Fauntle-
roy curls, the effect would be enhanecd
conaiderably.,

Ring-o-ring-0'-ro56s on the village green
wouldn4 be o boad wheeze, either, when
you como to think obout it. All soris
of sugmestiona leap to the mind.

But what I roally am losking forwarnd
to is the day when we'ro all wheeled down
fo Friardalo in perambulators, holding
fecding-bottles ond rottles,

That'll e the time, won't it ¥



