


HALLO, EVERYBODY !

YOUR EDITOR CORDIALLY INVITES

YOU TO—

E.C4.

I like best is’
m old readere—

NE of the thinﬁa
opening letters fro
readers who have remained loyal
to the MaoxeT ever since the

first issue & . Thia week has
brought me two such letters frorm © girl ™
rosders. I ecall them * girl ¥ readers, for
I am sure that anyone who ean read and
appreciate our splendid storics for all that
time will slways be young in agini.
The firet letter comes from ** Sub-Rosa,"
of Liverpool. She baa been reading boys’
stories since the late nineties, and bought o
copy of the first MagNET published. Hince
then she has read the Old Paper regularly.
Furthermore, she has algo taken in our
companior g, "' Tha Gom," since ita
firat iseme. is ia cerfainly & record of
which ghe ean be proud.
" 8o ia the record of another fmiend, who
gi herself “ A Birmingham Reader.”
a girl, she commenced to read the
MagreT regularly. She iy now married,
asnd hes a son who is twelve yoars of ﬁ§g+
The son reads the Maoner-alse, and hia
mother tells me that ahe is still as intercsted
in the doings of H Wharton & Co., of
Qreyiriars, a8 she was whoen she wad a

schoolgirl.

Well, when a pa&a:
on its readers for such & long time, without
waning in ity, you ¢an be sure that
there's something extra-special about it.
ﬁndImmmthnhlmygm
do my utmost to see that the O Pngar
always tops the list of boys’ (and girls’)
periodicals for popularity !

One of the most curious things that have
happened recently -well EREFVOl B

fﬂ.\‘ﬂﬂ'ﬂiﬁ: in this little chat of mine.

§ ooncerms

THE CAT THAT WRECKED A WAR-
SHIP |

You'd hardly think that a pet cat could
huam th; wreck of & *;mr-m’ L. Tﬂ:ﬁ it
appéned oot 80 very long ago. cat
was & pet aboard the Eritish sloop
Hastings, and suddenly went wild
while the ship was some distance from
Fort Budan. It bit and scratched several
of the orew. It was o that the
cat was mad, and to prevent any of the
bitten and seratchod men from developing
hydrophobia, it was decided to run for
port immediately, and land the men for
meodical treatment. In m&ﬁg.;?
for Port Sudan, the sloop ran on & shoal,
sixty milea ont to sés, and uliimately bad
to be abandoned. So the loss of the ship
was directly responsible to a pet cat !
I met o fellow the other day who had
just returned from Persia, and he des.’
oribed that country to me as

THE LAND OF BEGGAR PRINGES |

It appears that there sre so many people
'lhnppsh le themseelvea ™ pri - 2 im
Persia that any amount of the be
in the streeta call themselvea " Prince !
Thiz-or-That. The ression is sa followa:
Persia sa you know, is & very ancilent
vouniry, and all the sons of ths al
Bhahs were given the title of princs. This
Tus Magrxer Lsrany.—No. 1,431,

can hold its grip |

Your Editor is always pleased to hear from
bhis readers. Write to him : Editor of the
“ Magnet,” The Amalgamated Press, Ltd,
Flestway House, Farringdon Street, Londen,
A stamped, addressed envelope will

‘ensure s reply.

title was passed down to ﬂm{aﬂmmmg
generation. As the old Shahs had wvaat
numbera of sons, and thess, In-their fuwm
had sons, the number of people who were
allowed to call themselves princes increased
tremendously. And yon can easily
imagine that in a fow thousand years the
oumber of princes has become so great
that there are possibly as meny princes
in Persia aa there are men withowt that
title. In faet, ordinary civilians seem to
be mope rare in Persia than princes |

For those of you who like figure puzzlea
and tricks, here iz an interesting para-
gragh which has been passed op to me by
& DBrentford reader. It comcerns

THE MYSTERIOUS NUMBER 8 [

First of all write down the figures :
’ 123456719
Note that the figure 8 does not appear.
H}:ltlﬁl{ this number by 9, and you will

i !.) 11,111. gpi:]?u%ﬁ the number
above by any mult) [+ or ingtance,
18, which ia 8 multiplied by 2. The
angwer s 222,222, 222, Multiply the same
number by 27, which ia 9 muﬁi lisd by 3.
and the eaoawer will be 3&3,333.333,
?Eq’-:;;iw‘ here uﬂmul?.] tlll-a ;:n’;ahug ﬁgura;

enover you multiply ¢ ve
by any m tipluufﬂ.bgbmisﬁlwﬂﬁ
& nft-haﬂ%meabpwhichyouﬁnm
first multiplied 9. For instance, if you
multiply number by 45—which is
§ by G5—the answer is o string of fives,
Multiply by €3, which is seven times pine.
and the answer is a string of sevens!
Try it out for yourselves, chums It's

moest interesting I
THINGS YOU'D HARDLY

N BELJEVE !

A Rallway Statlon Called ** Wal{*'!
When & train draws up at the station of
S e P ki
yell ou passengers to wai
foason is that Pockaj is the Crecho-
slovakian word for * waik " 1

A Man with 13 Palrs of Ribs I Most

OW for a further selection of

ple are satiefied with 12 paire of riba.
ﬁa&m in Anckland, New and, who
was X- recently, was found fo have

13 paira of ribs. extra pair of riba
has had to be removed.

Swan’s Wings oan Break a Man"s Arm 1
Swana are most truculent birds, and can
deliver blows of great force with their wings.
Several oasea are known of men's armas
having been broken by a blow from a
swsn's wing.

A Splder i{hat Caiches Birdsl The

ant, poisonous Imﬂmtinﬁﬂ a:gidnr of

razil catches ita prey by ng upon
thern from the limaa of trees, killing the
birda and then eating thom.

Beefles 8ix Inehes Long 1 Bracil ia
the horme of giant insects. The Titan
Beetls, formd there, attsins a length of
gix inches §

Frosh Watef Is Found Im the Atlanile
Qeean ! Bo much water i discharged

from the mighty Amazon that the fresh

water extends for nearly two hundred
miles into the Atlantie. So, while sur-
rounded by salt water, it ia possible to
obtain freeh water- nearly two hundred
miles awsy from lend |

_ These of my chums who are interested
in card tricks, may also like to know the
following

STRANGE FACTS ABOUT CARDS.

Did know, for instance, that a pack
of pla cards is also & calendar ¥ Well,
there are fifty-two cards in & pack— and
there are Bfty-two weeks in the year.
There are twelve tﬂﬂﬁmm in & pack,
and twelve months in the year. There
are four puite in a pack, and four seasons
of the year. There are thirteen tricks in a
pack, and thirteon weeks in 8 quarter.

Now write down the namea of the
cards in & pack—ace. two, three, four,
five, six, seven, eight, nine, ten, jack,
queen, king. The total number of letters
are fifty-tero—the same ss the number of
cards i & packl

Farthoermors, writeé down the names in
Fronch—as, deux, trois, gquaire, eiqq.
six, sept, huit, neuf, dix, valet, reine, roi.
There are fifty-4wo letters again—the
same as in English. Strange, isn't 16 1

ERE'S an interesti gery from
H Fl H-l-j ﬂf Eﬂrhigg.ql{?nﬂkﬂi
HOW MUCH IS5 A BILLION?Y
Lﬂtuaﬂl{; there are two methods of
Yier it

% & billion is. In England we
call a billion & million millions, hut in the
United States they say that a billion is
only one thousand millions. In this
country we have no billionaires, whereas,
in America there bhave been several
The difference in the method of sstimating
the billion aoccounta zg:rtlr for thia.
Ancther factor is that dollar ia only
worth & fifth of & pound, so that a
billionaire in dollars i8 not quite so
rich as he sounds — though rich enough

to eatisfly most people 1

_G&mfn counta & billior sa a million
millions, tie pamse a8 wa do In England.
But there have been milliond of hillion-
aires in Germany—reckoned in German
marks. Bome years ago, when Germany
was flooded with paper momey, there was
80 much of it that the value of it dropped
heavily.  Just before the mark was
stabilissd, it wn:_gaesﬂﬂu to buy eighteen
billion paper for £1. Be you eould
be a billionsire for little over a shilling |

I expect vou are all wandering what I
have In store for you noxt week. You'll
cortainly enjoy :

EAYED FROM THE SACK I
By Frank Rlchards,

which i8 the title of the latest yarn this

ular suthor has written for you.

k Richards continues to remain at
the top of his form, and it is Dot an
X tiod to say that there is no other
author of boys' storiea to touch him,
when it comes to giving & resl, good,
rattling, rousing tale of school lifs. Be
gure, them, and enjoy resding next week's

aboi?y, chums, .

ou'll be thrilled with the splendid
re of * Moocse Call ! * too. The only

fanlt you'll find is that there are not more

chapters of this great adventure story.

But I must have somo space left for the

* Greyfriars Herald ' supplement, ancther

interview by our ¢ Greyiriars
W. and my own Litls chat.
'n looking Torwerd to next week;
chums !
YOUR EDITOR.



A SUPERE SCHOOL STORY BY A STAR AUTHOR!

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Another Black Eye ]
i MITHY |
S “ What
“ How——"
“1 say, you fellows!” yelled
Billy Bunter. “Smithy's got a black
eya T
The Greyiriars quadranila was
crowded with fellows, in break, in the
sunny July morning. Most of them

wore gathered in groups, engaged in ex-
cited discussion,

One name was on almost every
tongue—that of Harry Wharton.

All the schoel knew that Wharlon of
the Remove was locked in the punish-
ment-room, waiting to be taken belore
the Hoad. I'ew doubted that he waa
gmnﬁ_tu be “sacked.” ]

Which was more than enough to thnll
Greyiriara Bchool with excitement. Not
only the Remove but fellowa of other
Forms wera deeply interested, even
great men of the Sixth Form,

Bob Cherry and Frank Hukﬁnﬁ
Johnny Bull and Hurree Bingh ha
faces o8 long as fiddles. They wers
wondering dismally whether they would
gee their chum sgain before ho left.

But even the famous Co. forgot
Wharton for a moment, as Herbert
YVernon-Smith sppeared in the offing.
Their ayves, and many olther eyes, fixed
on the Bounder of Greyfriars.

Hardly ten minutes ago Smithy, in
the Form-room with the Hemove, had

resented his usual and normal aspect

ow he was displaying a prominent b

black eyel
Black eyes weres quite uncommon at

;"l ,:,}, g %3 'r ".*.;.:___':":” 5 lu:
Featuring Harry Wharton & Co., and Herbert Vernon-§$

Gruﬁfriam School, Accidents, of course,
would happen, and oceasionally & fellow
bagged one. 8till, they were.rare.

Wharton had a black eye. Dut every-
body knew how Wharton had got it.
Billy Bunter had punched him in the
eye in mistake for his relative end
dy-:ruhlﬂ, Stacey of the Remove. Every-
body—except Wharton—had laughed
over the fat Owl's absurd blunder. But

ONE GOOD TURN DESERVES
ANOTHER !

No one realises this more than
Harry Wharton, who has heen
pulled out of a éasparata serape
by Vernon-Smith. Now comes
Wharton’s chance to stand by
the Bounder. Does he hesitate ?

Wharton's discoloured oplic. had been
the only one 1 the school till now.
Now Smithy was displaying one to the
general gazo !

“Ha.lln}‘ha.llo, hallo I exclaimed Bob

[}'harrsy. _“Where did you pick up that
eye, Smithy "

“Is it raining black eyes?" asked
Nugent.

Smithy laughed.

Ha did not seem at all disconcerted
tha fact that he had a blackened

eye, A fellow in such s state might

have been expected to look annoyed, at

%2
mith,

.t);

=y =

the Bounder of Greyfriars.

least, But the Bounder looked quite
merry and-bright.

“Doas it show much I he asked.

-*Does 161" gosped Johnny Ball
“Yes, rather, it doesal It do! I could
sea it 4 mile off I

“The showfulness ia
esteemed Bmithy
Jamset Ram Bingh. .

“Think Queleh will notice it 1" asked
Yernon-Smith

“Think?"” repeated Bob. “You ass,
of course he will spot it st once. Hoe
could gee it now from his window if he
locked out.”

“Good I” said the Bounder. “I'll lot
him see i1t. He made rather a fusg over
Wharton's black eye. Now he can make
a fuss ovér mine,

Smithy walkel along the path under
masters’ windows, The stug; window
of Mr. Quelch, the master of . the
Remove, was open, and the Form-
master coull be secon within, The
Bounder walked past the open window,
and the juniors stared st him in
amazement.

“Well, Smithy's the man to ask for
trouble 1" remarked Bob Cherry.

“He seema to want Quelch to see it 1"
said Nu ﬂnti in wondar.

That clearly was the Bounder's desire.
He stopped outside Mr. Queleh's
window, and stood facing it at a little
distange. Queleh had not noticed him
yet, but he could not fail to do a0 if he
glanced out. p

Certainly Quelch wae certain to spot
that eve when he took the Remove in
third school after break. He was cor-
tain to inquirg the cause of such a

Tue Maoner LiBrARY.—No. 1,431,

terrifio, my
grinned Hurree
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disfigurement, and unless a very good ex-
planation could be given, to admimster
unishment. Still, most fellowa would
ave put off the evil hour as long as
possible. Instead of which, the Bounder
was deliberately drawing his Form-
master's atteniion to that discoloured
eve. And as Queleh did not lift his
head from the papers that occupicd
him, Smithy ran to whistle—loundly
and shrilly. That drew Quelch’s atten-
tion immediately. Fellows were nob
allowed to whistle wunder masters'
windowa.

%uai-:h glanced out.

iz eyes fell on the Bounder.

Fifty fellows, st least, locked on
breathlessly, as Quelch waz seen to rize
from his table and step te the window.

Tha Remove master’s brow was
Lnitted, and there was a glitter in his
gimlet eyes. _ )

Quelch was not in the best of tempers,
He was naturally perturbed and peeved
by the fact that a boy in his Form was
to be expelled that day. Certainly he
was in no humour to ba lenient with any
other offender in his Form.

He almost glared at the Bounder,

“Yernon-Smith 1* he rapped.

“Yes, sir ™
~ “¥our eye is blackened 1”

“Yes, sir " :

“Have you been fghting, Vernon-
Smith ¥

“No, sir.® e

“Then how,” hooted Mr. Quelch, “did
vour eye come to be in that disgraceful
state n¥ disfigurement "

“1 did it myself, sir.”

“You did it yoursell i repeated Mr,
Quelch blankly. “De you mean thst
you knocked your eye on something by
sccident 1

L Uh, no, Eo.i'l' Il! ‘

“¥ou bave not had an accident "

“Wot at all, sir.” .

AMr. Quelch gazed from his study
window at the Bounder. A crowd of
fellows, increasiag in number every
moment, gazed at him also. Smithy's
manner was perfectly cool and calm,
Ha sanswered his Form-master's gues-
tions without turning s hair. Judging
by Smithy's manner, it might have becn
quite & common and ordinary thing for
& fellow to give himself a black eye by
way of adornment |

'gha juniors could only conclude that

Smith was  deliberately  pulling
Qﬂ&k‘.g;ﬂ leg Queloh came to the same
conclusion.

Thunder gathered in his brow.

Quelch’s log was about as safe to pull
as the tail of a tiger in the jungle.

“Do you mean to =zay, Vernon-Smith,
that you intentionally gave vourself a
black eye for no reason i he thundered.

“I had a reason, sir."

"What? What do you meani

“I wanted you to see it, mr.”

“You—you—vou wanited me to see
it 1" repeated Mr, Quelch, like a man in
a dream.

“¥Yea, sir.”

“This is impertinence, Vernon-Smith 1
This is insolence ! (Go up to the Form-
room at once, and wsit there till I
come. 1 shall cane you severely.”

“Very well, sir [
The Bounder walked away to the
door, atill cool and ealm. He winked

at the staring ¢rowd, as he went, with
the eye that was not blackened. Ha
went into the House, leaving a buzzing
crowd behind him in the quad.

“Well,” said PBob Cherry, with a
deep breath, “if ever a man asked [or
it, gmithjr hasg |V :

“The askfulness was terrific " agreed
Hurrea Jamset Ram Singh.

“I say, you fellows, Smithy will get &
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fearful whopping 1*
Bunter,
“Herve him right, for cheeking

Queleh like that!® growled Johnny
BEull.

grinned  Bally

“But whkas on ecarth ia his gamet”
asked Frank Nugent per]i;lexedi “What
}s E;};Lithy up to? What has he done it
or

But nobody could answer theze ques-
tions. No doubt Herbert Vernon-Smith
had a motlive for his extraordinary
actions. But what it was was a mystery
to the other fellows. Smithy had asked
for it, and thera was no doubt that he
would get that for which he had asked.
When the bell rang for third school, the
Remove headed for their Form-room-—
with the expectation of seeing the
Bounder of Greyfriars get the licking of
his life.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Prisoner in * Punnv,**

ARRY WHARTON moved rest-
H lesaly about the narrow epace
of the punishment-room.

- Bright as was the July sun-
shine streaming down on the gquadrangle
and the grey old buildings, that apart-
ment was dusky.

The window was small, almost like a
loophole in the thick, ancient wall, and
strongly  barred; oulside thick vy
clustered. "

On thoe bare floor of worn old cak
placks his footsteps echoed as he paced
to and fro. That was the only sound
that came to his ears, for the room was
far from the oecqupied parta of the
building, at the end of a long corridor.
The ocaken door was locked on the out-
side. He was shut up alone; left to
his own thoughts,* which were gloomy
enough.

Breakfast had been brought te him
by Trotter, tha page, and he had been
allowed to walk out for half an hour
under the eye of a prefect, Wingate of
the Sixth, while the rest of the =school
wera in Form.

Then he had been locked in again,
and, though it was littla more than an
hour ago, it seemed to him ages since
he had heard a human voice, so solitary
and silent was the punishment-room.

When was tha Head going to send
for him ?

His fate depended on the imterview
with Dr. Locke. Mr. q]uelch had made
no secret of his belief that he would be
expelled from Greyiriars, All that term
he had been in frouble, and thia was
the culmination. Several times he had
narrowly escaped; this time he was not
going to escape. . )

Yet it was difficult for him to realise
that that day was almost éertainly his
last at the old school, that befare the
sun zct he would be home at Wharton
Lﬂdgﬁ—m face the stern, Ingquiring eyes
of his uncla and gua.rdinn. Was he not
even to see hiz friends again?

He looked at his watch,

It was morning break now; the
fellows would be ocut of the Form-rooms
—his friends in the guad thinking of
him, he was sure, but unable to see Eirﬂ
or speak to

Ha stnpéped
littla window,
pulled himself up a hitle to lock ounk
The punichment-room locked out on the

rounds at the back of the school

uildings; he had a view of the kitchen
gardens and old Mimble, the Eag.rde,ner.
at work there, with a hoe in his hand,
small in the distance. A glimpse of his
frienda would have been & comfort to
him; they might have come round to
lock up and wave a hand, though they
could not eall to him, DBut it svas prob-

him, .
his weary pacing at the

held on to the bara and.

able that Mr. Queleh had given them
strict injunctions to keep clear,

One jucior met his eyes, Eta.nding
there end looking up—it was Ralp
atacey of the Remove.

Whearton's brows knitted and hiz eves
gleamed as he stared down at hig rival
and enemy,

Looking nt Stacey he mipht almost
have fancied that he was looking at his
own refleetion in & mirror, so strangely
alike were the two, though they were
nnkI!y distant rolatives.

ut at the momsent thero was onoe
marked distinetion between them—ihe
blackened eve that disfigured Iarry's
faca.
. Stacey was standing with his hands
in his peckets, staring up at the little
barred window, with an expression on
his face that was hard to read,

The little window was open, Dbut
Wharton ecould not put his head out; the
bars were too close for that, Probably

he was invisible to the junior below, in
the dusky room, but Stacey steod ocut
clear to his eves in the sunlight.

Another figure came in sight round 1he
buildings-—Lord Mauleverer of the Re-
move, Wharton's frowning face cleared
as he eaw Mauly.

Mauly was one of the few fellows who
still stood by him; Mauly was the man
to stick to & fellow who was down.

Stacey gave a littlo start as Maule-
verer camo along, sauntering with his
hands in hiz pockets, Wharton above
watched the two of them.

Mauleverer did not seem to =ce
Stacey: he ignored his existence com-
pletely, though he came to a halt within
s1% fect of him,

Ha put hiz head back and stared up
at the window. Harr% Wharton put a
hand out between the bars and waved.

“Oh, you're there, Wharton, old
bean I calied out Mauleveraor.

“Yes, Mauly !" called back Wharton.
The window was high, and ha had
almost to zhout.

Stacey brolia in.

“You'd better take care, Mauleverar!
If 2 prefect hears vou you'll get into a
row for this! Speaking to a fellow in
punny——""

“Mind mindin’ your own bizney ¥
asked Lord Mauleverer politely,

“Walker of the Sixth is not far
BWAY 34

“I've asked you to mind your own
hzney, Etum{rl You're interruptin’
me.” Lovd Mauleverer locked up again
and called: * Wharton, old scout i

“Yes, Mauly 1"

“I've staggered round to tell you to

keep vour pecker up, old bean, The
game's not up yet."
Wharton smiled faintly. It wes like

old Mauly to chance it with the pre
fects and come round to give him a
word of encouragement,

*I've got somethin® 1o tell you, old
thing,” went on Mauleverer. “ Smithy’s

up to =omethin’.
“Bmithy 1" repoeated Wharton.

“Y¥ags! The old Bounder's standin’
by yvou, and he’s got somethin' up his
sleeve. 1 don't know what—but some-
thin'. 8o keep a stiff upper lip, old
man "

“Right-ho !" called back Wharton,

“Here comes Walker,” said Stacery,
with a sneer.

Evidently the shouts had been heard.
Walker of the Sixth came striding up
with a frown on his brow.

“What arc you juniors doing here?”
snapped Walker. “You jolly well know
youre not allowed to speak to a man
in punny ! Get out of it !”’

“Yaas,” said Lord Mauleverer

olitely. * Anythin’ to oblige, Walker.”
Ele waved . hia hand to the barred
window and sauntered away.



Stacey followed, and then Walker,
Fvidently Queleh had warncd the pre-
fects to keep an eve open; otherwise,
thers would have been a rush to the
epot in break and & crowd staring up
at the window of the punishment-room.

Wharton dropped back from the
barred window,

His face was less clouded now,

It had done him good to see Mauly's
kind, friendly face; and Mauly’s words,
mysterious as they were, gave him some
comfart—though ho could not begin to
imagine how Smithy could help him.

No doubt 8mithy would if he could—
all the more because he was: on the
bitterest terina with Stacey. DBut whai
could the Bounder do?

Wharten resumed pacing the narrow
limita of the punishment-room. How
long was this going to last? Whatever

[I [l‘ljlm

EVERY SATURDAY

unkindly, *you seem to have turned ouk
g preciouz young rascal this term; but
you used to be & decent lid enough, and
I'm sorry to sec you up for the sack.
My advice to you 1= to moke s clean
breast of it to the Iead and tell him
nothing but the truth.”

“Thank you for pothing!” reforted
Wharton, *1f I tell the Head anything,
it will be the truth ™

“¥ou were telling a good many lies
last night when you were canght out of
bounds at two in the morning [™ said
Wingate gruffly.

s [};wns not out of bounds last night.”

“Are you going to tell Dr. Locke
that 1"

“Clartainly, as it's the truth

“Well, vou're & young ass, as well as
a young raseal l” said the Greyfriarvs
captain. “Do you think the Head will

i
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he

"?[HL’J'E!
demanded.

Wharton shrugged hiz shoulders.

“I've no choice about sticking to it,
es it happens to be the trutﬁ [ he
answered,

Wingate dreew o deep breath,

“Well, I've given you good advics,™
he said. “Jf you won't take 1t, that's
vour look-out ! Follow me to the Head
now."

;:I:rm TE'E-{]}' Fit

And Harery Wharton followed the pre-
fect out of the punishment-room, and
down the long corridor, In silonce they
made their way to the Head's study.

Deep in his heart, Harry Wharton
wondered whether his last hour at Grey-
friave had eome. Could it ba possible
that he was to shake the dust of the old

schaol from his feck? It looked like it.

sticking to  thati"™

" I'm sorry to see you up for the sack, Wharton," said Wingats, not unkindly. ** My mhi to you is, {o make a clean breast
of It to the Head, and tell him that you were out of bounds last night.'* *‘ It's a mistake !*' sald Wharton, coclly. ** It
was somebody else—somebody who has been mistaken for me befors ! **

was coming to him, he wished to face
it and get 1t over.

From a distance, faintly, he heard
the sound of a bell—it was the bell for
third school.

The fellows would be going inio the
Form-rogms again now. His place in
the Remove-room was vacant that day.
Was it going to remain vocant?

The silence was broken at last; foot-
steps came along the corridor,

A key grated in the lock.

Harry Wharton faced the door as it
opened. It was Wingate of the Sixth
who came in. The Cieyliriars captain
gave the prisoner of the punishment-
room a rather grim look.

“You're wanted now | he said curtly.

“ Ready 1" said IHarry.

Wingate scanned his face: he zcemed
to hesitate to speak, but he made up his
mind to do so.

YLook here, kid,"” said Wingate not

take your word against Quelch’s and
Capper’s and mine? All three of us
BBW YO H

“That's & mistake."” said Wharton
coolly. “You didn't see me; you saw
somebody like me—and I needn't tell
iﬂu his name, as you know who it 15 that
a3 been mistaken for me before,”

“You mean Btacey?” said Wingate,
"Well, az the fellow—whoever he was—
got back to the Remove dormitory
without being ecaught, I suppose you
fancy vou can make something out of o
yarn like that. But you scem to forpet
that you have a black eye, and Stacey
hasn't—and your black eye was seen.”

“You couldn't have seen clearly,”
sﬁgd Harry. “Anyhow, you mado &
mistake. was fast asleep in bed till
Quelch woke me up and accused me of
having been out of the House.”

Wingate mado an angry and impatient
goatumra,

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Row [n the Remove!

“ SAY, you fellows! Quelch lecks

H waxy " whispered Billy Bunter.

Bunter was right.
Quelch did.

The Remove fellows, as they went into
their Form-room for third school, easily
read the expression on the speaking
countenance of ITenry Samuel Quelch,
and realised that they had to be gn their
best behaviour.

Queleh,  already  perturbed and
worried, had been still further exasper-
ated by Smithy's black eye and his
cheeky answers when questioned on the
subject.

He was in no mood to be patient with
the slightest infraction of discipline;
even with & mere whisper in the Form-
room as the fellows sat down! 8o Billy
Bunter discovered.
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The fat Owl of the Remove had cer-
tainly not intended Quelch to hear him.
Ho forgot that Quelch’s ears were almost
as keen as his eyes, which had often
beon comparced fo gimlels for their
charpness,

“Bunter ! came a rumble {rom the
Bemove master.

Bunter jumped. . .

“Oh lor' ! I mean, yes, sicl I Jidn's
gpoak, sir b’

“I-heard you speak, Bunter [

“Oh, no, sir!™ gasped the fat Owl
“Not a word, sir! I never operned my
lips! I only said to Skinoper-—"

“Take a ium]rml linez, Dunter i

“0Oh crikeyt But—Dbut I nover said
a word, sir1” gasped the dismayed Owl,
“71 shouldn't even thinlk of zaying yon
looked waxy, sirl I'm {oo respectful.™

There was a subducd chuckle in the
Remove. It died away under s glare
from the gimlet cyes.

“Make two hundred lines, Dunter 1™

“Oh scissors '

Billy Bunter gave it up! Quelch
evidently wasn't safe just thenl Tho
Owl of the Removo said no more.

Mr. Quelch fixed his eyes on Smithy.
The Bounder was alrcady in his placa
when the IForm came in. He sat at his
desk, cool and cheerful—his black cyo
very much in evidence.

“Vernon-Smith 1" rumbled the IRe-
TOve MAELCT.

“%as, sir )"

“Stand out beforoe the Form.”

The Bounder lounged out before the
Form. All oyves were on him. KHis
manner was perfectly cocol—se very

cool that it could not fail to have an
irritating effect on Mr. Quelch,

A fellow who was the object of his
Torin-master’s wrath, ought to have
stepped out, if not in fear and trem-
at

bling, legst very seriously and
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solominly, The Bounder, on the other
hand, seemod shightly ammsed,

- Mr. Quelch was grimly reselved to
impress upon him that the maller was
not amusing.

*You have a discoloured cye, Vernon-
Smith 1" satd Mr, Quelch, “Greylriars
bovs are not allowed to present so dis-
graceful an appearance. You made
impertinent answers when I gqueslioned
you a3 to 1ts eause. I shall therelore not
guestion vou Further, but shall immedi-
ately administer punishment.”

The Remove master picked up the
cane from his desk,

He pointed with 16 to a forn.

“Bend over the end of {that [orm,
Vernon-Smith 1" he rapped.

“Aro you peing to eane me lor this
Black eye, sirl” ashed WVernon-Smilh
f:mll[y*

“I aml Dend over that form at
once '

Mr. Quelch swished the cane,

Ierbert Vernon-Smith secmed 1o hoesi-
iale for & moment or two. The Hemovo
wafched him breathlessly.

Then the Bounder cbeodienily bont
over the form.

Swish, swish, swishl

The cane rese and fell Liard and fast,
The swishes rang sharply through the
IPorme-room,

Smithy was hard as nails; but he had
to sct his teeth to leep bLack o well
Me. Quelch was a somewhat sovere
poentleman, but he did not often lay it
on s0 hard as this, Evideuwily he was
intensely annoyed.

IHowever, he checked hiunsclf after
three swipes., He lzid the cane on Lis
desk, and tho Bounder slowly rose, his
lipz shut hard,

“Go back to your place, Vernon-
Smith 1"

In silence the Dounder went back to
his place. He wriggled painfully as he

, when you go on.
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sat down. ITiz chum, Redwinpg, gave
him a sympathetio grin,  Mr. E%tmlch
glanced over the Form., Every fellow
seemed ansious not to meet his eye,

“Btacey 1”

“8Bir " The head boy of the Romove
TS0,

“I hava business with tho Ilead!”
said Mr. Quelch, “I shall leave you in
charge of the Form during my absence,
Hitacey,™

“Yery well, siri”?

The juniors exchanged quick glaness.
All thr Form knew what %}tm'lch’s busi-
ness with the Head was. Harry Whar-
ton was going to bo dealt with while his
Form-fellows were in class.

Bob Cherey rose to his foef,

“If yvou please, sipe—"

“You need not zspealk, Cherry 1™

“If-—if Wharton is going, sir, may we
sco him befors he gocal?™ asked Bob,

“You may not,”

“But, sir-——="

“Bilence | Bit down at once, Cherry [V

Tiob sat down.

“I shall bo absent a short time,* enid
Alr. Quelch, with a8 grim look at hia
Form. *If thers iz any disturbance in
this Form-room while I amm gone, I ghall
visit it with the most severe punishment,
Stacey, you will give out the papers.”

“Wes, sir ™

Mr. Quelech quitted the Form-room
and shut the deor after him, leaving the
Remove in charge of his head boy,

Atarey handed out Latin papers a2long
the Form.

“My het! Quelchy is ratty this
morning ! said Hkinner, *“You picked
8 bad day for pulling his leg, Smithy."

‘:ITurf:, old manT"” ashed Peter Todd.

*Oh, no,” answered the Bounder
sarcastically, "1 like it1 I'm wrig-
ghng like this because I'm enjoying it,™

“Why the dickens did you ask for
it, then?? asked Hazeldens., *VYou
seemed to he getting Queleh’s rag out on

purpose.”

“Poor old Wharton!” said the
Bounder, unheeding Hazel's question.
“I suppose they've got him in tho
Head's study now."

“It's rotten!” groaned Bob Cherry.

“The rottenfulness is terrific|” said
Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh, with a
lugubrious dusky face.

“Well, dash it all, he must have ex-
pected it when he was caught out of
bounds at itwo in the morming 1" said
Tom DBrown.

"ITa wasa't 1" said- the Boundoer.

"Oh, don't be an ass, Smithy 1"
snapped Tom Brown. *le was zeon by
g prefect and two beaks! Isu't that
evidence enoughit"

" Not for ma.”

“Then you're a silly ass|”

“You fellows seem to have made up
vour minds that Wharton's going te Lo
sacked 1 sneered tha Bounder. “Ile's
not gene yet, and I've got an idea that
e's not going.™

“Don’t falk so much, you fellows!”
came Stacey's voice, "I don’t want to
be unpleasant; hut Queleh has left me in
charge | T shall pet ragged if he comes
back and hears s buzz going on.™

“0Oh, Quelch won't rag you 1" said the
Bounder, with a sneer. * Aren't you his
jolly old favourite? Doesn't he make it
o point to believe that Wharlon does
everything that you do out of bounds ¥**

“Chuck that, Bmithy!” =aid Tom
Brown sharply. ¥ That chicken won't
fight now. What happennd last night
proves plainly encugh which of them
goes out of houngs.”

“It does!” agreed the Dounder,
rising from his form. “And I'm going
to put it to the Big Beak and try to
make him see it.”



“ You'ra g{;inﬁ to the Head?™ ex-
claimed Frank Nugent.

Hﬁmeg’a pyes gleamed, .

“You'ra not, Vernon-S3mith he
rapped sharply. * Queleh has laft me in
charge here, and no fellow ¢an leave the
Form-room. ake your place.” .
| 'Illrhﬂ Bounder gave him & mocking
ook,

“Are vou afraid of what I've got to
say to the Head?"” he asked. * Gettin'
the wind up—what
I Biléway gave him a black and bitter

ook,

S0 far as he could see, the Bounder
Lhad nothing te say to the Head that
could possibly influence the Dig Beak in
his decision regarding Wharton. But
at the same time he was feeling in-
wardly uneasy.

He knew, if no one else did, that it
was he who had been out of bounds the
previous night, and had, by a cunning
trick, landed the guilt on his double.

Discovery eeemed impossible. He
could diseern mo chink in his armour,
yet he felt a thrill of deep uneasiness,

e crossed to the Form-room door
and put hid back against it. As head
boy, placed officially in charge by his
Form-maester, he had the right to keep
fellows from going out of ﬂﬁusm

“8it down, Vernon-Smith [* he said
savagely.

The Bounder laughed.

- you Ehink I'm taking orders
from you, vou cur?” he sncered. **Cog
away from thot door!”’

“You'rec not leaving this Form-
rmmj.l‘l

“1 fancy I am, and you're not stop-
pm% me "™

“I shall stop you fast enough, if vou
try it on!"’ said Stacey, between his

L
¥

teeth,
“Look hare, BStacey, chuck it!”
roared Bob Cherry angrily. “If

Smithy's got something to say for
YWharton—"
“Let him pass, you cheeky tick!™

bawled Johnny Bull
“Yes, rathor!” exclaimed Frank
Nugent, jumping up from his place.

“You'ra not att:pping hirn, Stacey Y
Stacey's eves blazed, ;
“Stand back, Vernon-Smith! I—*

The Bounder marched straight at him,
and Stacey, with blazing eyes, struck at
him. Vernon-S3mith returned the blow
at once. He was not sorry to come to
hard knocks with a fellow he disliked
and despised.

in a moment they were fighting,

But the fight was swiftly interrupted,

b Cherry and Johnny Bull, Nugent
and Hurrea Singh rushed from their
places, They grasped Btacey, and
dragged him away from the Bounder
by main force.

“Chuck it, you chesky cad I growled
Johnny Bull.

Stacey struggled fiercely in the grasp
of the four.

“Thanks |’ said the Bounder coolly.
“"Keep that ead from buttin® in, you
men! I'm goin’ |7

Smithy walked

room, &nd shut the door after him.
Stacey wrenched at the hands that
grasped him.

“Will you let me go?” he shouted,

“You're not going after Smithy!”
said Bob, “You're not going to chip
into this, Stacey "

“You're jolly well not! Bit on him!”
gsaid Bob.

Bump !

The head boy of the Remove landed
on the floor—hardl Pob Cherry sat on
his chest. ‘There was a chortle from
the Bemove.

"Help me, you fellows!”™ yelled
Stacey,

out of the Form-
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Russell and Ogilvy rushed out of their
glaces. They were BStacey's pals in

tudy Ne. 3 in the Remove, and quite
ready to back him ug,

But Nugent and phnni Bull and
Hurree Jamset Ham Singh barged them
cff. There was a wild scramble in_the
Hemove-room,  But Stacey remained
where he was, with Beb Cherry sittin
on his c¢hest, pinning him down.
Herbert Vernon-8mith was able to help
Harry Wharton in his extremity, Harry
Wharton's double was not going to
intervene,

——

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

Up for Judgment !

INGATE tapped at the door of
the Head’s study.
“Here is Wharton, sir "

i “Thenk you, Wingatel”
gaid Dr., Locke,
Wharton entered the study, and Win-

gato left him there. Mr. Quelch was
i the study with the headmaster, He
gave the junior a cold, hard, grim look,
in return for which he received a glance
of cool defiance that brought a glitter
to his eves.

Dr. Locke, sitting at his desk, sur-
veyed the Removite keenly, His gaze
dwelt with disapproval on Wharton's
black eye. Ncither did he approve of
the boy's defiant glance at his Farm-
master, )

But his face did not ex}%;r:z'.s the grim
condemnation that was to be seen in Mr.
Quelch's,  Quelch, coming into daily
contact with the fellow whom he now
regarded as the worst boy in the Re-
move, had grown more and more in-
censed, until it was no longer easy for
him to be just. The Head, who saw
him seldem, had no personal irritation
in the matter, and he was able to judge
with more nafmnm. and remember that
this boy had onee had as good a reputa-
tion as any fellow at Greyfriars, The
Head, In fact, was 8 man of and
balanced judgment, as headmasters
have to be, and gencrally are.

That either Wharton or his double,
Stacey, was a “bad hat,” was a cer-
tainty. All the evidence was against
Wharton,

But one fact was strong in the Iead's
calm mind. Wharton's reputation had
been good enough before Btacey came.

Last term he had been captain of
the Remove, and head boy of that Form.
Quelch had trusted him then.

It was, at least, & coincidence if hias
slipping into bad waye had taken place
at tha same time ss the arrival of his
double in the school

Tha Head saw clearly that this faect
weakened  the evideneo againzt him,
overwhelming as it scemoed to be,

Yot he had to judge by the evidence.

A headmaster could do nothing else, If

harton was a reckless rasenl, who
broke bounds at night, and haunted dis-
reputable resorts, he could not be
sllowed to remain st Creyfriars.

That was Quelch’s fixed belief. But
Dr. Locke still hoped that the junior
mt%'ht have something to say for him-
self. He had taken time fo consider
the matter before the boy was called
inta his presence for examination and
judgment.

“Wharton,” said the Ioad quiectly,
and not unkindly, “yvou know of what
you are secused.  Several times this
term the same accusation has been
mado; but either it proved to be an
error, or some element of doubt
;ppeamd to exist in the matter. Now
it would seem that doubt no longer
exists.  Have you any confession to
make

“No, sir,”

7

*Do you deny that vou were out of
the House last night st & late hour?”

“Yes, sie.”

“A Remove junior was seen out of
the House after midnight by Mr.
Quelch, Mr. Cappsr, and - Wingate of
the Bixth Form., You are aware of
t-h-‘!ltu-.’

“I know.”

“They all recognised you, Wharton,
You were secn clearly in the light from
an open doorway, You deny that you
were seeni”

“ Certainly, sirt"

" Where were you at the time?”

‘In bed, sir, and fast asleep.”

The Hesad drummed on his tabls for
a8 moment with his slim white fingers,
Mr, Quelch compressed his lips In a
tight line.

‘You are not casting doubt, I pre-
sume, Wharton, on the statements made

by two members of my » and a
Sixth Form prefect "
“Of course not, sir,” said Harry.

“They saw a fellow they toock for me.
I know that, They made a mistake."

“If a mistake was made, Wharton,
there is only one other boy at Greylriara
who could possibly have been mistaken
for you—your relative, Stacey, who re-
sembles you so closely.”

“That is so, sir.”

“Your contention, then, ia that it was
Stacey who was seon?”

Wharton paused a moment,

“It's not for me to sccuse anybody,
sir,” he answered at last, “All I can
gay 18 that ik was net 1"

“If it was not you, it was Btopeey.
Mr. Quelch has absolute confidence In
Stacey,™

“8o0 he had in me last term,” said
Whearton bitterly. “I've done nothing
that I know of to cause him to change
hiz opinion." )

“That is what we hava to asceriain,
Wharton,” said the Head quietly,
“ Now you have a discoloured eye, and
Btacey has none”

Wharton did not reply. That was
the diflieulty in his defence, and he was
quite at a loss how to deal with it.

“{On other occazions -mistakes may
have been made—and, in fact, have
been made,” said Dr. Locke. "“Bui
so long as your eye is blackened, Whar-
ton, mo ona could possibly mistake
Stacey for you.™

“J—I sup not, but—-""
Wharton broke off.

“PBut what, Wharton ™

“But they did, sir,” said Harry.
““ My must have, They cannot have
scenn me out in the quad when I was
asleep in bed."

“Mr. Quelch, there it no doubt that
the boy seen in the quadrangle last
night had s blackened eye®™

“None, sir,” answered Mr, Queleh.
“Mr. Capper, who was on the House
stepd, saw it distinctly. I saw it_dis-
tinctly, looking from my window. Win.
gate saw it lﬁtmctitii It is perfectly
true that, but for the blsckened eye,
wa ecould not have said for certsin
whather the boy was Wharton or Stacey,
But that is immaterial—since i 1s
absolutely certain that the boy in gues-
tion had a blackened eyve.” :

“What have you to say, Wharton!"

“Only that s mistake war made, sir,
and must have been made,” answered
Harry steadily. “If they saw the
fellow plainly T ean’t understand it
But it was 8 mistake. I was not out of
the House.”

“Buch & mistake,” said the Head,
*is mot +pc|-351hln, ‘w}l!ﬂﬂ'ﬂ. Oneo
person  might imaginably - have been
mistaken, ut turee persons cannot
have been, The boy seen in  the
guadrangle had a blackenod eye, and
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on that point I gm bound to decide
that no doubt whatever exists.™
Wharton stood gilent.
What was he to sey? o
The Head's words carricd convietion,
evon to his owa mind. Quelch might,
possibly, have beem blinded by preju-
dice, and Ifancied that he had secn
what he had not seen, But Mr,
Capper, the master of the Fourth, was
a perfectly disinterested party—so was
Wingate. How could Capper and
Wingate have fancied that the fellow
had & black eyo if he hadn't? ]
The junior had a bewildered feeling
of helplessness. Ho knew that he was

inocent. But he was helpless.
There woas & brief silence in tho
study,
It was broken by a tap on the deor.

Dr. Locke glanced round - impa-
tiently., No interruption was wanted
just then. The door opened.

It was Vernon-Smith of the Remove
who sppesred in the doorway. His
black eye showed up very distinctly in
the sunlight from the window,

Wharton stared at him.

He waa surprised to see the Bounder
there, and still more surprised to sce
him with s black eye.

Mr. Quelch started to hia feeb.

" YVernon-Smith, how dare you coms
heret How dare you leave the Form-
room? Go back at oncal” _

“1f you please, sir—"' said Smithy
meekly.

“(ioc away Immediately!"

“1 have something to tell the Head,

sir.”
“Nonsense | This is no time—"
“It'a about what hopponed last
niﬁht giz 1 i
Of that yon know nothing, Vernen-
Smith! You—" ]
“Ona moment, Mr. Quelch,” said
the Head gently. “If Vernon-Smith
has anything to say reparding this

matter, he had better speak.” ]

Mr. Quelch, with compressed lips,
sat down agein, Dr. Locke made the
Bounder a sign to come into the study,
and Smithy entefed and closed the
doot. Harry Wharton stood silent.
He remembered what Mauleverer had
called up to the window of the punish-
ment-roome.  The Bounder had somae-
thing up his sleevel .

What it was Harry could not begin
to guess; but the Bounder’s arrival in
the study gave him a now feeling of
hope |

P, ey i

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Unexpeoted !

ERNON-SMITH'S manner was

very quiet and respectiul.

His usuel air half-sup-

pressed “cheek ™ was quite

banished in the majestio presemce of

the headmastez. For Quelch’'s bitter

annoyance he did not eare a straw

In fact, it rather amused the reckless
Hounder to get Quelch’s “rag out”

r. Locke’s geoze was on the
Bounder's black aeye. That dis-
coloured eye surprised him as much as
it surprised Wharton.

“I understood vou to tell me, Mr,
Quelch, that Wharton wasz tha only boy
in your Form with a blackenod eye,”
taid Dr. Locke.

“That was correet, sir. Vernon-
Smith has only been in this disgrace-
ful state a short time,” =zald Mr.
Quelch. “He had no discoloured eye
before break this morning.”
"It was not in that last
m%ht?"

No, sirl” said Mr. Quelch acidly.

Moreover, the boy seen in the
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quadrangle was ¢learly recognised, and

bora no resemblanca whatever to

Vernon-Smith.”

“Quite sl assented Head,

“N Vernon-Bmith, I hear
you

tha
will
I warn

aw,
what ywou have to sav.
not to speak idly hore.”
“*Veary well, sir. There is something
that I believe ought to be brought teo
jour notice,” snld  Vernon-Bmith,
‘Tha fellow who was seen out of
hounds last night was identified by a
black eye. I never believed for &
moment ithat it was Wharton, sir—"
“Dr. Locke does not desire to hear
your opinions on tha subject, Vernon-
smith [ rapped the Hemove master.

“Perfectly sol” said Dr. Locke.
“Unless you have some matter of fact
to state, Vernon-Emith- i
- I mean, air, that not bolieving that
it was Wharton, I've been thinking
pretty hard over the matter,” said the
Bounder, "and I believe that I've hit
on the truth.”

“Explain at ones what vou mean.”

“I believe that the block eye was
falced, sir.”

“Was what ?” snapped the Head.

“I mean, it was spoof—I mean, not
genuine [ Bmithy stammered for a
moment. Fakes and spoofs were not
for the Head's presence.

He went on, choosing hiz words a
littla more earefully:

“The fellow—whoever he was—was

oing to be spotted—I mean, ho knew
ﬁe would be scen! IHe knew that
another fellow had a black eye! I
kelieve that he faked—imitated—a
black eye bhefore he let himself be
seen,” ;

“Imitated & black eve!” rencated
the Head blankly.

ueleh gave an angry snork.
ut Harry Wharlon’s face lighted

up.

pHia eves gleamed.

Why hedn't he thought of that?
That was what the Bounder had up his
sleeve? It was like the cool, clear-
headed Bounder to think that out!

*“*(0h, S8mithy ! breathed Wharton:

“Bilence, Wharton!” rapped Mr.
Queleh, ™ Vernon-8mith, how dare
you ¢ome hers and waste your head-
master’s fime with so foolish, so insen-
sate a suggestion?”

it's foolish, sir

“Y don't think
“We've often faked such

said ﬁ*miihy. [
a thing as a_black eye in our amateur

IJ'J

theatricals. It's quite easy, with a rub-

of charcoal—"

“Bless my soul!” said the IHead.
“Do you suggest that a boy, breakin
bounds at might, provided himself wil':g
the materia's for amateur theatricals,
and had them in his pocket? Buch an
abhsurd sug%eatmn—--’

“No, sir,” sald Vernon-Smith,
“But & rub of black ink round the
eyoe would produce the same effect.”

“Black ink]"” repeated tha Head.

nﬁﬂfi?}? pHh d Mr. Quelch

" An ow,” rappe e uelch,
“do you suggest that a boy shut out
of the Housc at midnight was able to
obtain ink fcr such g purpoes, Vernon-
Smith 1*

“From a fﬂuntninafm, gir 1
answered tha Bounder coolly.

“ A—a—a fountain-pen ?*

“¥es, sir. Lots of felldws corr

fourtain-pens in their pockets; and
know for a fact that Stacey does.”
“How dare you mention Btacey!?
Dr. Leocks, 1t i3 my duty to tell you
that this baoy, ernon-8mith, was
soverely punished, only this week, for
supplying & crib in eclass to another
boy, and it was mi head boy, Stacer,
who inadvertently brought the matter
to my notice 1 cannot doubt that ik

13 from o fealing of revengo that he
has dared i

“One moment, Mr. Quelch! If what
Vernon-8mith stites 13 posaible, we
must consider it 1" said Dr. Locke.

Quelch hardly suppressed a  snort.
He did not regard it as possible. Ho
regarded it as another zample of tho
Bounder's reckless impudence. But
his annoyance and impationece did not
affect the Ilead’s Olympian calm.

“We must leave ne stone unturned
to ascerlzin the truth in this unhappy
matter,” said D Locke. “It iz a
certainty that the boy out of hounds
was either Wharton or Stacey. If &
blackened eye could be imitaled, tho
matter falls into doubt sgain.”

“ Impossible, siz! I am assured—"

“In the first plaes, iz it known
whether the boy Stacey doesz, as a
matter of faet, carcy s fountain-pen?”
said the Head calmly. “"He may bo
smqrrt fﬂr} snd guestioned on  that

it —— -

“That js uwnnecessary, sir; I havo
scen my head boy use a - fountain-pon
on many occasions,” said Mre. Queleh
acidly. “No doubt Vernon-Smith has
noticed it mlso and has founded this
absurd suggestion on  the circums-
stance.

“Very good,” said Dre. Locke., " Tha
next guestion is whether the appear-
ance of s black eyo could be assumed
by rubbing bLlack ink round the eyo.

have certainly nover heard of such
a thing—"

“ Neither bave I, sir™
_ “But we must admit that guch an
imposture could be effected by such a
means, to some oxtent,” gaid D,
Tocke. “'The poirt 1 this—eould you,
who saw the boy clearly, ba deceived
by such trickery, Mr. Quelchi®

On that point, sir, my answer is
most - emphatie I* said Mr. Quelch, "I
could not possibly be deceived by sich
8 trick.”

“You saw the Loy clearly i

“Perfectly clearly, sir! ™ The light
from the deorway fell full on his face
as I looked down from my window.”

“If the  Dblack ecye had bem
assumed——"

“I should have detected euch an im-
posture at a glance, sir I

Mr. Quelch epoke in perfeelly good
faith. He was absolutely certain of
what he said. Not for one moment, in
hia firm opinion, could his eves have
been deceived by such n trick. And his
positiva  statement naturally carried
great weight with the headmastor,

“Mr. Capper and Wingate also saw
the black eye, gir—"

“If you were taken in, sir, they would

be taken in in the same way,” mur-
mured the Bounder meekly. '
“ Bilence, Vernon-B3mith! You have

left your Form-room without permis-
sion, and come here to moke o perfectly
absurd and impossible suggestion, dic-
tated by a roevengeful feeling towards
the best boy in my Form |

“Oh, no, sirl_ I can prove what I
say 1" said the Bounder. ™I think the
Head ought to know, sir, that you have
been taken in by exactly such & trick on
ono oeccasion. That shows that it was
possible that it happened last night,”

Mr. Quelch stared at him in dumb
wrath, :

“ Diaar me [ exclaimed the Hend, " If
that is the caze, Mr. Quelch—*

‘*“It is not the case, gir!” pasped the
Remove master, ‘This boy is speaking
antruthfully, sir! I remomber no ocea-
sion on which I have been so decaived.
The statemnent is false, sir I

"Vernon-Smith,” =said the Hoead
sternly, “how dare you1*

“Y am sorry to make Mr. Quelch
angry, sir,” said the Bounder meekly,



EVERY SATURDAY

.

r ;
g’
>
= I
N
P
; = .

77

“ Help me, you fellows ! ** yelled Siacey, as he landed on the floor, hard, and Bob Cherry sat on his chest, Russell and
Ogilvy, his pals, rushed to his ald. But they were quickly barged ofl, and Stacey remained where he was, with Bob Cherry

“but I hopa he will let me prove what
I say. On one occasion, sir, Mr. Quelch
cancd a boy in the Remove for having a
black eye—and the black eye was not

nuine, but was imitated by ink taken
rom a fountain-pen.”

"“Nothing of the kind has ever
oceurred, sirl” panted Mr. Quelch.
#The statement s false from beginning
to end.”

“Mr. Quelch is pot aware of his mis-
take. sir—but I ean prove that it
occurred 1 said Vernon-Emith.

“You can do nothing of the kind,
Vernon-8mith 1" almost shouted the

Remove master. It certainly never
did gecur 1™

“One moment, Mr. Quelch!” the
Head's ealm voice broke in. “If such a

trick waa played, without our know-
ledge, you would naturally not remem-
ber the occurrence. The boy speaks of
proof.” :

“Certainly, sirl” said Vernon-Bmith.

Harry Wharton gazed at the Bounder,
durnb. He had no recollection of such
an - occurrence in the Remove—and it
could hardly have happened without
coming to  his hearing. Was the
DRounder simply talking out of his hat?

“1 will listen to you, Vernon-Smith,”
szid the Head grimly, “and if you fail
to produce the proof you speak of, you
will be flogged 1

“1 should expect that, sir, if I wasted
our time for nothing!” said the
ounder. “But if I prove, sir, that Mr,
Queleh once caned a boy in Remove
for having a black eye, when the black
eye was only an imitation, will not that
prove that s mistake might have been
made last night—about Wharton?"
“Most acssuredly |” said the Head.
“Oh, assuredly {” smid Mr. Quelch,
with scid bitterness. “If I have been
deceived in such a8 manner once, cer-
tainly I might be deceived in such a
manner agasinl I am sorry, sir, that

pinning him down.

you give mo credit for so very little
penetration

“1 have sazid, Mr. Quelch, that
Vernon-Smith will be flogged unless he
proves his statoment. I am waiting for
you to do so, Vernon-Braith. When did
this alleged incident oceur?”

“This morning, sir I answered Smithy

“This morning!™ repeated Mz
BQuelch, stupefied.

“¥es, girl This morning rou eaned
me in thp Form-room for having s black
eye,” sald the Bounder, with icy cool-
Igsd,

“ What do vou mean, YVernon-Smith 1"
exclaimed the Head angrilv. “¥You
have a black eye at this moment |

“Thiz 13 what I mean, sir I

Vernon-8mith took a handkerchief
from his pocket, unfalded it, and took a
small wet sponge from it. That wet
sponge he rubbed over his black eye.

Immediately the sponge beeame inky.
Streaks of ink appesred on his cheel.
He rubbed and rubbed. ; '

The discoloration rdund his eve dis-
appeared as he rubbed.

The Head, the Form-master, and
Harry Wharton watched him in stupe-
fied silonce.

The eye was rubbed clean, Vernon-
Smith faced the Head's petrified gaze—
both his eyes perfectly normal in aspect.

The Bounder no longer had a black
eya,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Not the Sack!

ARRY WHARTOXN drew a deep,
H deap breath.
There was a dead silence in
the Head's study.
For long, lnng: moments a Ein might
have been heard to drop 1o that apart-
ment.

‘The Head seemed petrified by what he

had beheld. Mr. Quelch gazed at the
Bounder, his eyes almost starting from
their sockets.

Smithy’s black eye had disappeared.

Obviously it had been an imitation—
an 1mposture that had deceived Mr,
Quelch and all the Remove,

Mr. Quelch had caned him that morn-
ing for that black eye! He could
hardly deny that he had believed it to
be a genuine one. And it was not
genuina | The Bounder had proved his
words beyond the shadow of a doubt.

I_Iﬂ hald proved, even to Queleh’s own
satisfaction, that Mr. Queleh could be,
end had been, deceived by an imitation
black eve!l And if he had been zo de-
ceived 1n the broad daylight of a sum-
mer’s day, much more might he hava
been deceived at night, in & hLhurried
view of & running junior:

The silence in the Head's study grew
painful.

Quelch’s face graduall
reddened, till it assum
beatroat,

Nover had he been so utterly taken
aback. BSeldom had he been so intensely
exasperated and enraged.

But the Bounder had proved his point.

reddened and
the colour of a

JFor the sake of proving it, he had

undergone a licking in the Form-reom.
And he had proved it !
The Head broke the silence at last.

“Bless my soul! Is it a fact, Mr.
Quelel, that you caned this boy this
r:*.'::nrmm%I for—tor having a black eye?”

QEIG gurgled. Ho could hardly
speak.

“¥es, sir I he gasped.

% But he has neo hmk eva 1 said the
Hend.

UN-n-ng, sie!] A—a—a trick--a dis-
respectful trick I gasped Mr. Quelch.
“The boy deliberately misled me inte
punishing him

“I had a reason, sirl” said the
Bounder. “I meant no disrespect! 1

Tue Macxer LismART.—No. 1,431.
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belioved that you were tricked last ntht
by the fellow out of bounds, and I
wanted to prove that it was possible.”

* ¥ ou—you—" .

‘ Really, Mr, Quelch,” said the Head,
with some severity, * Vernon-Smith's
action may seem & littla wanting in
respect; but I am bound to say that he
has acted very unselfishly and, indeed,
generously. Hoa has undergone & severe
punishment for no purpose but to bring
to light factsa in favour of & boy in
danger of expulsion, and in whose inno-
genea he believes,”

“ Faots, sir?” .
“Ceortainly I” snid the Iead. "It is
now proved, beyond gquestion, that you

decelved by preci such a

may
suggests took

trick as Vernon-Smi
placo last night.”

Mr. Queleh choked.

He could not deny it

His fixed belief was unchan But
he had to admit that tha black eye was
no longer & proof that it was Wharton,
and not Stacey, who had been out of
bounds the night before.

‘Bhere was no other proof! The whole
case rested on the black eye! And it
was now olear that Mr. Quelch might
have been taken in by a faked black

ol
EEThu Head drummed on the table.

This unexpected development left him
at a loss. But he was glad that Vernon-
Smith had intervened.

Either Harry Wharton or Ralph Stace
ought to be turfed out of the school.
That was certainl But which? That
was still uncertainl : 3

1f the Hesd decided ng‘mzﬂi either ot
them; the chances were exactly evenly
balanced, that he might be committing
an injustice, and punishing onp boy for
the misdeeds of another |

That was a chance that no headmaster

conld take.
Smithy had saved Wharton irom the

d.

“sack,” The Head knew it, and Mr.
Quelch knew it, and Harry Wharton
knew it. And the Bounder knew it—hea

had known that he could do it ever since
hard thinking on the nubﬁf;ct had caused
the truth to dawn on his keen mind.
That caning in the Form-room was the

rice ha had to pay for success.

id not regret it. %

i Varnon-Smith,” said the Head at
lest, ““you may go back to your Form-

room.”
" Veory well, sir 1”
The Bounder left the etudy. Whar,

ton’s ayes followed him Emt&fuliy as he
went. Little as he liked the Bounder's
ways, he had always rather liked the
Bounder himeself, But they had never
heen pally—they wera too unlike fo.
thate Yet Bmithy had gone through w
licking, only to help him out of aun
ewful egorape! True he was glad to
soora over Stacey—glad, perhaps, to
take a “risa® out of his Form-master.
But ha had saved Wharten! Already
the shadow of the sack was receding
into the dim distance.

- *“Dr. Locke—" began Mr. Quelch.

The Head made a gesture.

“Wea are now compelled to reconsiller
the matter, Mr. Quelch,” he said quietly.
“T understand that when you visited the
Remove dormitory last night, bot
Whaﬂ.au and PBtacey were found i

ed !

“Certainly, but—"

“QOne of them was seen out of tha
House, but unfortunately was not
pecurad—"

“It waa Wharton—"

“Tha ressamblance between tha two
bors makes it imﬁcmsib[& to say which
it was, Mr. Quelch, except that one of
them had a black eye. Te thal circum-
stance, no weight can now be attached.”

“* But, sir—*

Trz Micrer Lisraey.—No. 1,431
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*One of these boys, relatives, is a dis-
ce o the schooll” said the Ilead.
One of them I shall most certainly ex-
pel from Greyfriara, when proof can be
g:l.:ttmnedq ]fBut Ih ail to sgaa r-:at:rtf Iil;
is came, ou have any further fac
to adduca—-—y’ _

“I can only repeat, sir, what I have
sald alread at I have the highest
opinion of Stacey, and the lowest pos
sble opinion of ﬁr‘hﬂ.l‘tﬂ.ﬂ.. am abac-
lutely convinced that 1t was Wharton
who was out of bounds.” ;

“Your conviction naturally carries
great weight with me, Mr. Quclch. But
in the matter of an expulsion, absclute
proof is required. One of the boys is

guilty—which, remains to be dis-
covered !

The Head turned to Wharton:

“¥You have nothing more to say,
Wharton i

“ Mo, eir, except that I am certain
that Verton-Smith has guessed exactly

what happened last night!” said Harry.

“You may leave my study, Wharton|
You will net, however, go to your
Form-room uniil your Form-master
glves you parmission.”

“ Vory well, sirl”?

Wharton left the Head's study—leav-
fng his Form-master with Dr. Locke.
Heo smiled as he went down the corridor.
The Head was making it as easy as he
could for Quelech—but the matter was
settled. There was going to be no ex-

lasion; and he was going to resume

ia place in the Remove as if nothing
had happened. He sauntered out into
the sunny quad, his hands in his pockets,
and a smile on his face.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
All Serene

SAY, you fellows!” yelled Billy
Bunter.

Bunter's eyas almost popped

B!

through his spectacles.
The fat Owl, in fact, could hardly be-
lieve eithor the eyes or the spectacles as

he stared at Harbert Vernon-Smith.

The Bounder lounged back to the
Remove-room, and grinned ez he wont
in. Ha was in 8 very cheery and satis-
fied mood, in spite of the lingering sting
of his Form-master's cane.

To beat a “beak ™ In any gort of a
pontest, was like meat and drink to the
rockless Bounder. And he regarded Mr.
Quelch ss having besn beaten “to &
frazzle,” as Fisher T. Fish would have
.exgmméd it. :

here was rather an uproar going on
in the Remove-room when the under
came back. Stacey was ptill on his
back on the floor, with Boeb Cherry sit-
ting on his chest to keep him there.
Ogilvy and Fussell had failed to rescue
him, the Co. driving them off. T'wo or
three fellows had come out of their
places to lend O and Russell aid in

the rescue of their pal. But Lord
Mauleverer and Tom Redwing promptly
joined the Co.

Excitement was spreading; and it

looked as if there wdunld be a general
row in e I'orm-room, when the
Bounder came in, and Bob allowed
Stacey to riss from the floor.

The head boy of the Remove
tcrambled up, red and breathless, and
panting with rage. Attention turned on
the Bounder abt once. Billy Bunter
wad not the only one who exclaimed in
astonishment at the sight of him.

“He ain't got a black eye now!*
squeaked Bunter. “I esay, you fellowns,
Smithy ain't got a black eye !

“My esteemed Smithy——" gasped
Hurree Jamset Ham Singh.

*“What the thump—"

Y Bmithy—-~>"

" What—"

The Bounder chuckled, Ila had ex-
E&cted to make the fellows jump when

g returned to the Form-room wilhout
his black eyol And he was right—they
did jump!

Having left the Remove-roomn with a
Blackened eye, the DRounder had natur-
ally been expected to come back in the
same state. MNow his right eyo was as
normal as the left.

Stacey pave him one quick, scarching
look; and his faco sef hard. Stacey had
not known, any more ithan the others,
that Smithy's {;lm:k eye was g skilful
fake. But now that he knew, his quick
bram jumped to why the Dounder had
played that extraordinary trick.

Even Redwiog, the Dounder's own
chum, had not known. He was as
astonished as the rest of the Remove,

“Emithy!” he exclaimed. * How—"

“Surprised youi” pgrinned the
Bounder.,

“ ¥es, rather! How the deuce——"

“YWhat the (hump—" exclaimed
Poter Todd,

“I say, vou fellows, it wasn't a real
black eye at alll” exclaimed DBilly
Bunter, "1 eay, it was spoof ™

“Jolly well done, ough 1™
Wibley. “IF tock mae inl”

“Yes, it was a spoof!” grinned the
Bounder. * As I told Quelch in break,
I gave mysclf that black eye specially to
lot him see it."

“But why?" exclaimed Bob Cherry.
“Did you specially want a licking [rom
Quelch 7

“Hardly!” chuckled Verncon-Smith.
“I did it to give Wharton a leg-up! And

ou can take it frorn me, my beloved
carers, that it's worked tﬂa orgcla,"™

“Oh 1" Euspe& Bob. He began to
understand.

“I got the idea from Stacey!” added
the Bounder,

“From Stacey”
YOICea,

“Exactly! You see, I tumbled to it
that that was how Btacey worked it last
miht, to make them_take him for
Wharton!” eaid the DBounder coolly.
“That's right, isn't it, Btaceyi”

“It's a he!” hissed Stacuy savagely.

“I've proved to the Head and to
Quelch that the beaks might have been
taken in by o faked black eyol I fancy
Quelch would rather have lhiked to give
me a real one for proving it."

Bt Sncey began Ogil

“ But Stacey never—" began Ogilvy.

“Never!" said Russell.

4 Etaﬂﬂ‘y did [" enswered the Dounder
coolly. “It wae Stacey out of Lounds
lnst night, and he faked s black eve,
and made them think it was Wharton.”

* Rubbish I"* roared Ogilvy.

“ Ratsl” howled Russell.

“ Yans, that's how it was!™ said Lord
Mauteverer. *'I never knew what you
had up your sleeve, Bmithy! But you've
got it n%ht-."

“Rot!” said a dozen voices.

“ Right as rain " said several others.

“Smithy's right [” said Bob Cherry.

“Bmithy's wrong!” roared Russell.

“1 say, you fellows—"

“Good old Smithy!”

“Bhut up, Smithy "

There waz a roar of dispute in the
Remova Form-room. Fellows  who
backed Harry Wharton had no doubt
that the Bounder was right. Fellows
who backed Ralph Btacey had no doubt
that he was wrong.

It was a matter of opinion; and ever
fellow had to setile it for himself. Do
roared above the tumulb:

“Dut what's the verdict, Smithy? Is
Wharton sacked or not?

“Nal I ean't aa‘g for certoin, but I'm
pretty sure not. Stacey won't get by

Eaid

repeated several
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willi thot this time ! spid the Bounder,
with o surdonic grin.

“ (h, good ! exclaimed Nugent, in
greak relef,

“The goodiulness is terrific.”

“Hurray ! roared Johnny Bull.

“Well, I'm glad that the chn[&'ﬂ got
off the sack, if he has!™ said Opgilvy.
“Bub you're nob going to make out
that Stacey-—+—"~

“It was Stopeey!” said the Bounder
gnolly.

“It wasn't—-"

“It was—"

“You cheeky ass—"

“You silly fathead i

The Torm-room was in & roar.
Almost every voice joined in the excited
dispute—except Stacey's.

He went to his desk and apt down—
gilenL!

He hardly knew whether he was sorry
that Wharton had escaped the “sack.”
It was to save his own skin that he had
playad that treacherous trick regardless
of the consequences to hiz relative. Dut
no ldm:ht it had lain on his conscience a
little.

If Wharton had escaped it meant that
the Head was in doubt—which in turn
meant that Iir, Locke did. not trust him
as Mr. Quelch did.  8ull, his position
was secure enough. It did not mean
that he was suspected—only that hia
“double ™ had once more been given
the bonelit of a possible doubt.

Almost every fellow in the Form-room
was speaking—most at the top of their
voices—when the door opened and Mr.
Gheleh came in.

There was a rush to the desks at once.

Mr. Quelch’s face wos pale with anger
and chagrin. He could not find fault
with the headmaster's decision, since an
element of doubt had been introduced
into the case. DBut there was ao douht
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in hizs own mind: and he had a sensa
of having boen defeated.

Now he came back to find his IForm-
room in an uproar; and it was the last
sShraw,

“What does thias
claimed Mr. Quelch.

Voices were suddenly silent, but thera
was a scrambling and shuffling as tho
juniors got back to their places.

“Staecoy, I left you to keep order
here 1™

riot mean?” ox-

quickly

The juniors wondered  whether
Queleh’s wrath was poing to fall on the
fellow who was regarded as  his

Favourite, but he did not address Btacey
again. The gimlet eyes glittered over
the Form.

“The whele Form will be detained for

two hours after clasz to-day 1™ he
Eﬂﬂ??ad “Now—silence I

HIt you please, sir—" said Frank
Nugent.

“Bilence 1"

*About Wharton, sir—is he staying 1™

“Take twe hundred lines, Nugent !”

“But, sir—" .

“Another word and I
you l"

Frank sat down—silent. Evidently it
was useless to ask Queleh about hia
chum. Still, Quelch’start temper was a
fairly clear indication that he had met
with & defeat in the IHead's study.

The Hemove pvere anxious for third
school to come to an end that morning.
ITntil then they could not be certain of
what had happened. Wharton had not
returned to the Form-room. Was he
still at Greviriars?

But a little later there came a tap at
the Form-room door, and it opened.
All  the Remove stared round—at
Harry Wharton !

shall cane

1

Mr. Quelee. gave him a glare that the
fabled basilisk might have eovied.

“Please, sir,” said Wharten meckly,
“Dr. Locks said that I was to wailt for
yvour permission befove coming into tho
Form-room. Will vou tell me whether I
am to come in?"

The Remove master breathed hard.

It was on the tip of his tongue to tell
the junior to go, but he checked thet
uni.rr:.-' impulse. The boy was not ex-
pelled; he had to rejoin his Form. For
s moment thero was silence, then Mr.
Cuelch barked :

“¥ou may take your place,
Whartan

Ed 1"‘35. Hir-l‘l : :

Wharton went to his place. Nugent

ave him a delighted grin az he sat
own. Third ool- continued in an
clectric atmosphere. Form and Form-
master were ¢qually relieved when it
came to an end.

—

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Bunier Begs for It !

i I’LL chanap it!"

“Fathead! You won't!"

Vernon-Smith  pgrunted dig?
contentedly.
It was: Saturday afternoon.
That afternoon, before ton-lime,

Vernon-Smith had to deliver a * book ™
to s Form-master,

Smithy and Bunter had been given a
“book ” each one for having supplied a
“orib,” the other for having used it.

Both had to be delivered by Saturday.

Bunter's book, it was probable, had
hardly becn touched. Iwven a hundred
lines was a task that Billy Bunter found
it extremely difficult to perform. And

{(Continued on next pape.)
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in the first Book of Virgil there were
seven hundred and ﬁftﬂ]rmx lines.

book was a terrife imposition. It
was possible that h would go easy
with Bunter if his book was not handed
in on time. But it was high]ti improb-
able that he would go easy with Smithy,
after the cccurrences of that weck.

Y when the Bounder, with his usual
recklesstiess, declared that he would
chaneca if, six fellows told him all at
onca not to be a fathead.

Wharton’s black eye, though not yet
mended, hgd toncd down considerably
by that time, Mr, Quelch had forbidden
him to go out of gates o long as it was
conzpicucusly black. Now, however, 1l
was A pale art shade of mixed pink and

urple, and he was allowed to go out if
fo 'liked. The Famous Wive had

4 usun for the afterncon
with Redwing and Smithy. But there
yet remained a hundred lined to be
written of Smithy’s book.

“We'll wait,” raid Redwing.

“Bticking mdews on a July after
naon I growled the Bounder. “Blow
t}ua!ch and his dashed book| It's all
that cad Btacey's fault, too. He gave
me away to d?ue!ch,"

“Tho cadfulness of the esteemed
Stacey is terrific!” agreed Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh. " But the bookful-
ness i8 & bara necessity and a sine gqua
non. The esteemed Queleh will other-
wise be infuriated.”

“Blow him " grunted Bmithy.

‘““Be sensible, old chap 1” urged Harry
Wharton. “What vou did for me the
other day was a thoroughly decent
thing. But for wyou, most likely 1
shouldn’t be at Greyfriars now.
Quelch doesn’t look at it like that. I'm
grateful, but Quelch isn't.”

“Hardly I” grinned Bob Cherry.

“He's got his back up, Smithy,” said
Nugent. “He's & just man, ratty as he
may be, and he won't go for you for
nothing, But” if you give him real
cause, you can’t expect him to go gasy.”

““Mot in his present jolly old temper,”
said Johnny Bull, * Look here, get that
baok done, and we'll all squat round
and watch you do it"

“Come on, Smithy 1™

The Bounder nodded a discontented
assent. Reckless as he was, he realised
thet it was unwise to give his Form-
master a “handle * against him at the
present time,

Since the sceme in the Head's study,
Ar. Quelch had made no allusion to it
whatever; but it was pretiy certain that
he had not forgotten it. He was, as
Frank said, jua% and would not punish
any fellow without cause. But woe
betide the Pounder if he gave him
cause | ]

“Oh, come on!” growled Bmithy, and
the whole party adjourned to BStudy
H‘I.'hq in the E-Em.

‘They passe i
was in ﬂ};nneh, and End a bat under his
arm.

Ogilvy end Russell were with him,

The two partiea passed each other
without & word. A cleavage was grow-
g in Remove. arton  and
Stacey “barred * one auother, and the
fellows who took sides in the dispute had
befun to bar one another also.

t was disagreeabla enough tao
Wharton, who liked both Oggy and
Russell, and had been good [riends with
them before Stacey camse.

Stacey's eyes gleamed at the Bounder
in passing. _If it was still an open ques-
tion in the Remove which of the doubles
was the black sheep. that was due to
Smithy. And Stacey had no doubt who
it was that had shut him out on his night
out of bounds, and given him
narrowest eccape he had had since he
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had been at Cireyiriars. His feelings to-

wards the Bounder were cven meore
bitter than towards his relative and
double. ) )

SBmithy, catching his black lock,
laughed.

The ericketera went on down the

staira; the other fellows up. In Btudy
No. 4, Vernon-Bmith sat down to finish
his stack of lines.

The other fellows waited, wisely de-
ciding not to loss sight of the Bounder
till he had finished. Wharton especially
was very keen to keep him out of
trouble with Quelch, if he could. He
was not likely to forget the scrvice
Smithy had done him.

Smithy scribbled away savagely.

“I say, vou fellowg ™

A fat face and a ]nrgée pair of spre-
tacles blinked into tudy No. 4.
Yernon-Bmith locked up from his lines
with & frowning brow. :

“"Barge that fat i1diot put!®
grunm{f

“Oh, really, Smithy——"

“Cat 1 smd Harry,.  “You're inter-
rupting the lines, Bunter.”

*That's whet I want to ses you fellowa
sbout;” explained Bunter. “1 say,
haven't finished my book for Quelch.”

“{xoend finish it," suggested Dob,

“Well, it's such a fearful loti®
roaned Bunter. *“I've done zome, and
think my friends might help me to do

he

the rest.”
“Jolly good idea)” agreetl Dob.
“ o and ask your friends to pile in, and

give us s rest.”

“Oh, raallli;p‘, Charry—"*
“Buzz off, snyhow|” snapped the
Bounder. "“How do you think I can

write lines, with you cackling at the
door 1 )

“Beast | Bunter did not buzz off.
“I say, you fellows, I think you might
lend & hand to finich that book. Quelch
will never notice vour fist. I'm willing
to rieck it, if you are. ‘“Toddy's done
twenty for me,”

“And how many lave "you donei”
asked Johnny Bull.

“Ten,” said Bunter,

“{Oh, my hat| You're for it, then.”

If Bunter, during the whole weel, had
done only ten lines ouf of seven hundred
and fifty-six, it certainly did not look as
if he would finish the impot in time for
delivery that afternoon,

“¥You fellows going outi" asked the
fat Owl.

“Yes, fathead 1 ,

“Well, look here, stay in instead and
write my lines for me,” said Bunter.
“The fact 13, I want to go out. Sicken-
ing, sticking in on an afternoon like

tins 1

Tho juniors gazed at Bunter. Thay
did not reply. That cheery suggestion
seemed to have taken away their breath,

“It's a beastly hot July I zaid Bunter,
blinking at them. “Horrible stewing
in a study over lines. A shady tree 1a
what I wa That brute Toddy cleared
off after d twenty of my lines, I
told him that Quelch wouldn't notice it
if he did some more. Ha said I wasn't
going to notice him doing any more,
either.”

“Ha, ha, hal”*

“Blessed if I sea anything to cackle
at! Selfish, I call it! He's only dona
twice as many a3 I have!” zaid Bunter
warmly. * Look here, if you five fallows
did a hundred each—that's five hundred.
Redwing can do a hundred, too—that’s
six hundred. And Smithy can do another
hundred—-thet's seven. That leaves
fifty-sixt With thirty done, I shall still
have twenty-six to do, Wﬁﬁ. look here,”
said Bunter, in a burst of generosity,
« 1°1]1 do the twenty-six. I won't ask you
fellows to do them.”

“Might ps well,” grinned Bob.

1 the fat Owl

“YWe're Just as likely to de the whola
lot, fatty. Just.” . ;
“The justfulness is terrific.”

“If vou fellows are going to be
boastly selfsh—"*

“We aro!” chuckled Bob., "W i=!®

“Well, look here, Smithy—-""

“8Bhut upl” snapped the
Bounder. ;

“It’s up to you, Smithy !” said Bunter
firmly. *“You got me this impot, n=
you know very well, It's all your faule.”

Vernon-Smith looked up from his lines
and stared at thoe fat Owl of the Remove
blankly. :

“You blithering ass!” he njaculated.
“How do you make that out? Stacoy
got you the ‘book,’ by giving away

Esrzy

your crib.”

“¥es, that's all very well; but who
wrote out the crib for me?” said the Owl
of the Remove., *You jolly well did,
Smithy 1"

“Wha-a-t1"

“And if you hadn’t, that cad Stacey
couldn’t have given it away to Queleh,
and got me this book I argued Bunter,
“30 it’s all your lault, really.”

Vernon-Smith gazed spe:eclllesalﬂ ab
; The other fcllows burst
inko a roar, . .

Smithy had written out s translation
of a page of Suefcnius, to help Bunter
in class, and that crib had been
gathered up with Bunter's paper owing
to the fat Owl's carclessness. From
Queleh’s point of view Bmithy had dong
sorioud wrong, and he had given them a
“book ** each ag well as a caning. Dut
Smithy, at least, had intended to do the
lazy and obtuse Owl & good turn. This
was Bunter's thanks, '

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the TFamous
Five,

Redwing joined in the laugh. Smithy
sat agparenﬂy petrified,

“h, don't cackle!” said Bunter.
“You soe the point, Smithy? Quelch
said it was wrong to use cribs in class
—he makes out that we ought to learn
this awful rot. Of course, he's an ass!
&till, you jolly well knew that Form-

masters laok at it like that. You've
Iasnded me in this. I think yon ought to
do the lines. What do you fellows

think® Bunter blinked round at the
other fellows in the study.

But t.he;:r did not tell him what they
thought. They roared.

Right or wrong, it was at all events
probable that 8mithy would never pro-
vide Bunter with a c¢rib in class
agrin, :

Smithy rose to his feet.

He did not speak.

He picked up the mkpob

Swooosh |

“Yurrrgghi? spluttered Dunter, as
the ink flew. It landed with a splash in
his fat face,

“Ha, ha, haI*

“(urrgghl Oh, you heast!
Urrrrggeh I Bunter slaggered into the

assage, streaming with ink. “ !
{;r"cm*! h{gr hiI'm all inky ! Grooogh 1"

“Ha, ha, ha!” .

“Owl Beast!” Billy Bunter glared
into the study, with an infuriated inky
face. “Beast]! Rotter! Owl” )

“The inkpot's coming next!” said
Smithy taking aim,

The inky [ace disappeared.

“Beast]” came a roar from the
passage,
“Ha, ha, hat®

Vernon-Smith_sat down to finish his
lines. Bunter departed in search of a
wash. He was not keen on washing;
but even Bunter realised that ho needed
one now. : _ ]

Rilly Bunter was still wns]qng{ﬂﬁ m}r:
when the Dounder finished his “book,
and the stack of lines was taken down

to Quelch's studya
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‘Il 1 prove, sir, that Mr. Queloh once caned a boy In the Remiove for having a black eye,
imitation,* said Vernon-Smith, ** will not that plgwn that y F
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when the black eye was only an

[ 1] Hm

assuredly 1”” said the Head. The Bounder rubbed with the sponge, and the discoloration round his eye gradually

Mr. Queleh was out that afternoon, on
a walk with Prout. Vernon-3mith
placed hia lines on his Form-master's
table to catch his eye when he came in,
snd rejoined the other fellows,

A cheery party of zeven wheeled out

bikes, and spun away in the summer
sumshine—what time Billy Bunter, at a
H’ufv.-_mf tap, was still wearily washing
f IIT K.

= ——

THE NINTH CHAPTER.

Mysterious !
AP
E No answer,
“Beast!” murmured Billy
Bunter,
Ha tapped again ai Mr. Queleh’s

door.

But no acidulated voice bade him
eome in, and: the fat junior opened the
door to blink inte the study, and see
whether Quelch was there,

Queleh was not there.

He was, as & matter of fact, several
miles away st that moment, walking
MMr. Prout off his p::-dgg legs.

“ Beast | repeated Bunter.

He was annoyed. His “book ™ had to
be handed in that afterncon, and so far
only thirty lines had been written out
of the seven hundred and fiftysix;
twenty by Toddy, ten by Bunter.

Getting the remainder done before
tea-tirne was an absolute impossibility,
and Bunter was not the man to attempt
the impossible. Bunter had set his fat
wits, instead of his fat paws, to work,
and he had arrived at Mr. Quelch's
stndy with what he considered an
asdeguate explanation.

He was prepared tn state to Quelch
that that impot had Leen written to the
very last line. - Unfortunately, soma
fellows, larking in Study No. 7. had

disappeared !

upset an inkpot over it.
that it cou)
a state, had thrown it away, and started
?_fmsil-hut had, so far, done only thirty
inag

Bunter was not sure that this would
do for Quealch. It would have dono for
Mr, Capper, the master of the Fourth,
but ha had his doubts about Quelch, who
was known to be a downy bird,

Still, even if Queleh doubted his word
—and he was beast enough—he could
hardly whop him, Bunter thought. A
fellow had to be given the benefit of the
doubt. What could Quelch do, except
tell him to bring along the “book ” at &
later date? '

Bunter hoped for the best. But he
was anxious to get the painful inter-
VIew Over; g0 it was annoying to find
thet Quelch had gone out.

* Beast 1" rﬂwﬁ}d Bunter.

GGone out tor one of his beastly lon
walks, no doubt, and expecting to Eng
Bunter's lines done when he came in.
Blow him!

The Owl of the Remove was sbout to
pull the door sghut and retreat when
gnn_thc:r idea germinated in his powerful

rain.

Quelch being out, and the coast clear,
there was no real reason why a fellow
should not hand him something in re-
turn for giving a fellow a “book.”

Bunter gave an uneasy blink up and
down the passage, through his big spec-
tacles. ~There was nobody in sight—
nobedy had seen him come to his Form-
master's study. Bafe as houses!

He rolled in and shut the door.

Bunter, feelin
not ba shown up in s.m:ﬁ

The House was very quiet. Every-
bouy, or almost everybody, was out of
doors on that glorious July afternoon.

Cricket was going on on both the senior
and  junior grounds, and plenty of
fellows had gone out on their bikes, or
gn the river. Nobody, certainly, was

likely to come to Queleh’s study. Bunter
had & free haniq v

Hes blinked st Queleh’s writing-table
and the papers thereon,

“Beast!” said Bunter, once more.
This time he referred to the Bounder,
as he spotted Vernon-Smith’s *beok *
lying on the tebla,

Smithy nad done his lines and left
them there for Quelch. And then he
had gone out to enjoy himself, instead
of lending Bunter a hand, though it was
his fault that Bunter had lines at all,
Buonter realised, not for the first time,
that it was a selfish world—himself
almost the only decont fellow in it.

Howaever, gmithf’s lines did not
cecupy Bunter’s attention long.

He picked up Mr. Quelch's inkpot and
emptied the contents into the waste-

aper basket. Then he filled up the
inkpot from a bottle of gum. This he
thought would be quite & nice surprise
for i&uqlc_h{ when he dipped the pen to
hegm writing next time,

unter grinned, ]

On the table lay a pile of Latin
gg‘ﬂsea, which Quelch had to correct for

is-Form. Bunter lifted that pile from
the table and slid it underneath Quelch’s
armchair, Quelch could hunt for it
when he wanted it

Then he picked up Quelch’s cane from
the table. Bunter disliked that canc—
all the more because he had a well-
grounded apprehension that he might
be destined to establish contact with it
shortly. Obvicusly, it would be a good
thing if that ecane was missing when
he had hiz interview with his Form-
master. He stooped before the firaplace
and poked the cane up the chimney. It
disappeared.

Bunter chuckled.

By this time Bunter was warming to

(Centinued on page 16.)
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his work. All was safe; there was not
a sonnd in the Iouwse. Ile had douc
cnough to maks Quelch wrathy, but,
like Alexander of old, he sighed for
fresh worlds to conquer. He was going
to do more than this. e was going
to leave a message for lelchr to show
him: what fellows thonght of him.

There was no danger. Capital letlers
would not give a clue to the writer. All
he had to do was to dip a fat finger-
end in ink and scrawl his megsage on
Queleh’s blotter, where it would mect
his #ves a5 Boon as he sab at the fable
ngain,

Bonter olwortled.

Ho was abonut to shove a podgy fore-
fingor in the inkpot, when he remem-
bered that that vessel now contained
only gun.

‘But ink was cozing out of the waste-
paper-basket under the table, where he
had emptied the inkpot. There was
plenty of ink there.

He' stooped down behind the table Lo
dip a finger in the ink.

As he did so the door opened. :

Bunter, with & fat finger in flowing
ink, remained petrified. Ie did not
rise; he did mot move; he hawdly
breathed. The sudden opeming of the
door seemed to turn him to stone.

If it was Quelch——

Cold shivers ran through Bunter.

But it was not Quelch,

On his knees behind the table, he had
a view of only the lower part of the
door as it opened. ILikewise, he had a
view of only the lower part of the
individual who enlered.

All he conld see of that-individual was
a pair of shoes and a pair of trousers.

That was a relief. :

It was only some fellow coming to
%ue]ch’s study—some fellow who knew
that Quelech was not there, for he had
not tapped before opening the door.
But who?

Stacey, as head boy, might have some
business in his Form-nmaster’s stndy.,  Or
it might be some fellow with lines to
deliver, like S8mithy. Or someo fellow
bent on & rag, like Bunter, If it was
Stacey, ms was most probable, Bunter
certainly did not want Quelcli’s head
thoy to spot him there, considering what
lie had been up to. Bunter did not stir.
By sheer good luck he was out of sight
when the door opened, and he instantly
resolved to remain out of sight if he
could, i

The legs came siraight across to the
folde !

1f they cama tound if-—

Tt they did not come round it. The
fellow, whoever he was, stopped at tho
table and reached across if.

Buniter heard a faint rustle of papers.

Then the legs turned, and their
nwper was gpoing  back to the door.
Bunter, from under the {eble, watched
the receding legs.

They vanishea ioto the passage, snd
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the door closed as quickly and quietly
as it had opened.

He heard no sound of receding foot-
1s. The fellow, whoever he was, was
gotng away quiethy.

It was some minuetes before Bunter,
moved. Ife doubted whether the mys-
terious visitor might not. come  baek;
also, he was too astonished to move.-

The incident, really, was astonishing.
Some unknown fellow had whipped into
the study, lifted papers from the table,
and whipped out again with them. He
had been less than a minute in the room
altogether. Who he was, and why he had
dene it, myztified Bunter.

But the fellow, whoever he was, was
clearly gone; there was no sound, and
the door femained shut. Bunter rose to
his feet at Iast,

He¢ blinked at the top of the table,
wondering what it was that the un-
knawn had taken.

“Oh erikey ' ejaculated Bunter.

Smithy’s “ book * was gone. The pile
of lines left there by the Bounder had
vanished. Fvidently it wuas Smithy's
impot that had beon taken away. _

The Owl of the Remove blinked atb
the space where that impaot had lain, his
eye popping in astoenishment.

Bmithy could hardly have eome back
for his lines; he had gone out of gates
with the otheér beasts| Besides, why
should ha?

But the lines were gone. Seven
hundred and fifty-six lines, which
VYernon-Bmith had  left for Quelch's

inspeetion, had vanished.
“0h erumbs ! said Bunter blankly.

Bome fellow, of whom Bunter had
only seen the legs, had lifted Smithy's
lines, #s were not easy to identify,
though, from the zize thereof, he was
sure-they were & junior’s, not a senior's.

‘1t was not a prefect who had come fo

the study. But who? And why?

It was & mystery, and it beat Bunter,
3till, it was not a matter that he need
worry about. The incident astonished
him, as well it might; but it also
warned him that he was not so safe in
the study as he had supposed. Some-
body elsa might come.

Bunter got busy.

e was going to leave that message
for Quelch—that would not take long.
Then he was going to clear, without
delaying to play any more tricks on his
absent Form-master.

With o fat forefinger, wet with inn,

he traced his inseription in  large
camtals on Queleh's blotter :
“BROOT.*

That was encugh.
That would show Quelch what fellows

thought of him. Capital letters,
serawled  with a  finger-tip, left no
odue. It did not occur to Bunter's

Fm'-'nrful brain that the spelling might
eave one

The fat Owl rolled across to the door.

He opened it a few inches and peered
out through his spectacles. The coast
was clear; the House still seemed
deserted. DBunter rolled out of the
study, shuf the door, and departed. Not
an eve fell on him as he went.

He grinned-—a fat, satisfied grin—as
he rolled out into Ehe sunny quad.

He had an interview to come with
Queleh when the Remove master came
in, and he was doubtful about the out-
come of that interview. But whatever
he got from Quelch, he had paid him
in advance. That was & consclation.
Oueleh wonld know that some fallow
had called him & bryte. He would not
know whom. Bunter, at least, was satis-
fiedd that he wouldn't.

THE TENTH CHAPTER,
Just like Smithy !

. QUELCIH jumped.
M _Any  man  might
jumped.

ueleh was walking back to

the school. He was on hiz own. Prout
had conked out, so to speak, at Green
Hedges, and decided to take the train
back. Quelch, perhaps, was a little
fatigued, and a little warm and doemp,
after & ion%’ walk on a hot July after-
noon, but Quelch was not the man to
ve . He was out for 8 walk—and

e walked. ;

Prout, equally unwilling to give in,
had to—he could carry his weight no
farther in the summer heat. Quelch had
the advantage of being bony. He was
good for many miles yet. 8o Prout
“tramed,” snd Queleh walked., And
here he was getting back to the schaol,
and perhaps rather wishing that he had
trained with Prout.

Tor, it was hot—it was blazing—and
flies were innumerable. The sight of
the clock tower over the trees was =&
comfort to Quelch; he felt like a
mariner who saw land. In sunshine and
dust and flies, he.plugged on down the
middle of the lane—which a pedestrian
really should not have done, though
many podestrians did.

Suddenly behind
raucous clang and buzz of a bievele bell,
rung with full force. It was a large
bell: it was a raucous bell; it was a
very loud bell, and it was rung with
startling suddenness. Tt gave Quelch the
unpression that a bike was on the very
point of crashing into his coat-tails,

Ha jumped.

With a bound nof unlike that of a
kangaroo, Queleh left the middle of the
lane and landed on the grass beside the
roadway, stumbled, and fell on his
handz and knees.

"k, my hat [ ejaculated a voice.

It was the volce of Herbert Vernon-
Smith, of Quelch's Form.

Queleh, still on hands and khnees,
stared round. It was the Bounder who
had so nearly run him down.

smithy ‘braked, and jumped off.

Farther back along the lane came a
bunch of cyclists—the Famous Five and
Tom Redwing. Bmithy had been riding
with them, but he had shot ahead like
an arrow from a bow at the sight of
Mre. Quelch walking in advance, and he
had startled Mr. Quelch almost out of
his seven sgenseés,

Smithy, to do him justice, had not
expected Quelch to bound Dbke a
kangaroo, catch his foot in & root, and
come a purler, He had merely intended
to startle Quelch, and make him jump—
partly from a spirit of sheer mischief,
partly becavnse Quelech had given him
that book, which had filled up nearly all
his leisure hours that weelk.

But ss Quelch had gone over, the
Bounder jumped down io render first-
aid if required. The other icllows, -
coming on more slowly, saw what had
happened—with grave faces, It was a
thoughtless trick the Bounder had
played—and Quelch was not a safe sub-
ject for tricks. ; .

“ 8o sorry I startled you, sir!” said
the Bounder meekly, “Can I help you
up, sir?" o ] ]

Mr. Quelch set his lips in a tight line,

Ho resumed the perpendicular, without
ald from Herbert Vernon-Smith.
. “No, Vernon-Bmith, you necd not
help ‘'me !I"* he said. “I am In no need
of vour help. How dare you, Vernon-
Smith, ring vour bell so sharply and
suddenly just behind me?"

“Tt's the law, sir!™ said Vernon-
=mith.

hava

him came ths



“What "

“A cychst has to ring his bell, if a
man is walking ahead in the road with
his back to him,” explained the
Bounder. " Otherwise there might be
an accident.”

Mr. Quelch breathed hard and deep.
Ho swas not =0 totally unacguainted with
tho rules of the road as to need that
clementary instrucfion from a boy in
his Form.

He opencd hiz lips—and shut them
apain—hard | Smithy was being checky,
of course, though his manner was per-
foctly respectful! DBut it was not easy
to call him to account for it.

‘He was, as he had said, bound to
ring his bell as a warning to a walker
ahead of him, who was so incautions as
te walk in_ the middle of the road,
1'1‘%1;&#&11;.33 of traflio coming on behind.

LCertainly he had net bren bound to
ring it so sharply and suddenly,
causing the walker to jump nearly out
of his skin. Btill it was . diffieult to la
down the law a3 to the degree of sud-
denness and sharpness with which a
cvelist might buzz on his bell.

The actual fact was that Smithy had
ciiecked his Form-master in a way that
made it practically impossible for
Quelch to give him what he deserved
for so deing. Which was amusing to
the Bounder, and intensely exasperating

to Quelch.

Harry Wharton & Co. came up
slowly. Mr, Quelch did not leok at
f}aeﬂm He gave Smithy a long, hard
ook,

“Vernon-Smith! I find you out of
gates! I trust,” zaid . Quelch,

“that you had finished your imposition
before going outi™

The Bounder suppressed & grin.  Af
that moment he was very glad that his
friends had made him finish that
“book ™ bafore getting on his bike, It
was cloze on tea-time now, and if his
impot had been still unfinished, Quelch
would have had him,

“Oh, yes, sir |” said the Bounder, ™I
placed it on your study table, sir! You
will find it there.”

Quelch breathed hard as he turned
away. It would have been like Smithy
to disregard his stern order to hand
in that impot before tea on Saturdas.
Quelch could almost have wished that
he had done s0, so kecn was he to
give Smithy that for which he had
asked.

Vernon-S3mith rode an, and the other
fellows followed. Quelch, more slowly,
walked in the same dircction. Vernon-
smith did not laugh till a bend of the
Jane hid the juniors from the Remaove
master’s sight. Then he chuckled,

“See him jump " he asked.

“The jumpfulness was terrific!”
grinned Hurrea Jamset Ram Singh,

o You ass, Bmithy!” said Redwing.

What the thump do you want o get

Quelch’s rag out for "
. ' Better ask Quelch what he wanted
to give me a *book’ for?” drawled the
Bounder. “Tit-fortat is a good
anre,™

“Well, it's lucky you finished yoor
“hook,’ * said Han}: Wharton. * Yiu'd
get toco if you hadn't.”

e Bounder &zrimmrl and nodded,

e was very glad that he had finished
the “book.” The eyclists rode on to the
echool, and arrived there a long way
alwad of Quelch.

They were at fea in the DBounder’s
atmii,r by the time the Remove mastor
reached Greyfriars.

Quelch reached the school, net in a
good temper. Hot and tired and
dusty, and persceuted by summer flies,
he was not in the best of termpers, any-
how. The Bounder’s trick had given
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en odge to his temper—quite a razor
edge! Hiz eye fell on Lord Mauleverer
as e walked up to the House. Mauly
was leaning on an ancient elm, his
hands in his pockets, looking as usual,
as if he found it rather too much
trouble 1o live.

“Mauleverer [ rapped Mr. Quelch,
so sharply and suddenly that it had
much the same effect on Mauly as
Smithy's bieyele-bell had had on Mr.
Q@ueleh. Iz lordship jumped.

“Oh! Yaas, sir!” he cjaculated,

“Do not slack about like that,
Mauleverer I said Mr. Quelch, with a
severity largely caused by July sum-
shime, dust, and flies, *“You are the
laziest boy in the school, Mauleverer.”

“Yaas, sir”

“Pull yourself togather, Maulaverer,.™

“Yaas, sir,™

Lord Mauleverer stood at attention

¥

till his Form-master had passed on.
Then he sank back lazily and grace-
fully into his former position.

Mr. Quelch went crossly into the
House, Heo went to hiz study, It was
his intention to examine the Bounder's
lines immediately. 1f they were
properly done, well and good. If they
wers not—-—

He glanced over his study table. He
did net notide, immediately, that a pile
of junior proses and a cane wero miss-
ing. Neither did he suspect that there
was gum in the inkpot. But 8 word in
large capital letters serawled across his
blotter fairly leaped to his eye,

BROOT !

Mr. Quelch gored at that word.
He gazed at if with glittering eyes]
{Continued on néxi page.

{1}
The grealest man in Greyirfars School
(At any rafe, the greafest feoll,
Is Horaee James, the Christian names
Ot that prize fathe Coker |
For knowledge Coker leads the fleld,
And H his wisdom was revealed
*Twould give a shock to Dr. Locke
Or any other jokerl

(8}
The reason why he's never plcked
15 not that Wingate is too siriet,
No, never—ihis Is what's amlss,
The ¢aptain's beastly jealous!
He thinks {he games thai Coker's played
Have put him rather In the shada,
That's why, no doubi, he leaves him
out—
So Coker likes to tell us,

(5)
1 soon arrived outside his den,
And heard & row enough for fen.
Then things began | A Irylng-pan,
Or other like utensil,
Came huriling through the open door
And hit my nose, I gave a rear!
My [ace was scarred ; It shook me
hard,
And made me break my pencil |

(8)
A tow ol gulte Impressive slze
Was golig on before my oyes,

Those on the scens were Polier, Greene,
And Coker, full of moekery |
While Coker's Reis, Inimense and bare,

Ware punlshing the emply alr,
Hls chums, both grim, were hitting him,
And pelfing him wfth crockery |

(8}

Eut Coker stopped the war himsell 1
He knocked a saunespan off the shelf,
It fell down clean upon his hean

And wedged upon bis shoulders I

I ¢ouldn"t quite hear what he sald,

The saucepan jammed upon his head,

Suppressed his Sow of speech, and 5o
Was lost to the beholders |

you,

Then Coker's
missed,

fine |

(10}
* Now, Coker, just a word with

I've come here for an Interview."
Connected with my ** gmeller.”

A milllon. stars began to shine,

Bofore my eyes and weren't they

And that s what yours truly got
For helping such a feller |

The next man te come under the facile
pen of the Greylriars Rbymester-in his series
of interviews is:
HORACE JAMES COEKER.
the Champion Chump of the Filth,

(2}

At sportsmanship he’s kard fo beat,
No other man is In his sireet,

Or ¢an display his sk!llful way

Af looter or at erloket 1

His name, of course, does nof appear
In first team lisis, beeause, I bear,

Thelr kind of game Is simply tome

And Coker cannat stlek [ |

(4}
Before I went to Coker's lalr
1 took an extra specizl care
To look polite and meek and bright
(My lsatures do me eredit 1}
I packed some cushlons in my bags,
For Coker's wery short with fags.
He'll bellow @ **Seat 1** and then @
“ Take that I ™
Belore you know he's sald If ]

gn-_u." -t
'i‘.ﬁ;"r
—

I szathered that the reason for

This sudden breakimg ouft of war
Was Coker's aim to get a game
That day. It took the blscuit)
Ta flgure in the ericket team
He told his chums to help his scheme
And both resign ; thaos, left with nine, .
George Wingate then mighi risk It

(9
I'd come to Inferview, not scoff,
And tried to poll the ssoespan off.
I gave a heave, and I béllave
I pulled his ears off also !
He gave a yell which made me wince,
I've never heard before or slnce
A human throat sound such a note !
To think that he should bawl 50!

list which pever
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Evidently someons had visited his
study during his absence, From the
remarkable way in which the word was
spelt, Mr., Quélech had no doubt as to
the ifdentity of the wisitor. In his

present frame of mind, what Quelch
chicfly wanted was & vietim.  William
ieorge  Bunter was fairly offering
himself !

Mr. Quelch rang the bell with the
intention of sonding ‘Irotter for the
fat Owl. He threw s paper over the
blotter; hea did not want the House
};agn to ses that sample of impudence
rom & Remove boy to his master.
Then lie looked for the Bounder's lines.

The next mpment he forgot Bunter,

"The lines were not there!

Yernon-Smith had told him, in the
lane, that ha had placed them there.
He had startled him, c¢aused him to
stumble and fall, and got away with his
impertinence—and he had not done ha
lines! Qualeh drew a de?‘:_, deep
breath, and-looked round for his cane.
As he did not think of locking up
the chimney he did not find . He was
still looking for it when Trotter tapped
and opence the door.

“You rang, sir?* &ald Trotter,

“Yes,” said Mr. Quelch, “Go and
tell Master Vernon-Smith to come to
my study immediately.”

“Yessir t™

The page departed on his errand, and
Mr. Quelch resumed the quest for his

cane. It would he wanted when
Yornon-Smith arrived.
THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Hand of the Enemy !
UITE & merry party had

athered in Study No. 4 in the
temove. The Dounder’s study
was famous for its lavish
spreads—and Bmithy was doing tho
honours to quite a large party now.
The Famous Five were all there, and
Hazeldens and Micky Desmond had
dropped in.  Billy Bunter would have
dropped in also, but at the sight of his
fat face at the door, the Bounder hurled
a juicy jam tart, with deadly aim—and
Bunter fled, jammy and sticky and
wrathy, MNine fellows were rather a
crowd in a jumtor study, but they were
very merry and bright, and enjoying
the unlinited %und things, when
Trotter's ohubby face looked in.
“Mr. Queleh's study, sir, immejet ™

gatd Trotter.

“Blow neleh ™ snapped  the
Bounder. “Uo back to him, Trotty,
and tell him that if it's my lines he
wants, they're on his table—and if he
isn't satisfied with the way they're done,
hie can go and eat coke ™

Trotter grinned amd  departed—not
with the iniention of taking such &
meszagn as that back to Mr. Queleh!

The Bowumder gave an angrey scowl,

“What the thomp does  Quelch
want?? he snapped.

“Hetter go and  see ! suggested
Redwing.

“Your lines——" supgestin]l Hazel,
TThev're  done,  wss,  oamd in has
stidy.”

Smithy gave o snort and went to the
doar.

“Uarry on!™ he eaid, “I ghan't Lo
long.” And the tea-parly carried on,
while Vernon-Bmith went down fo his
Fornrmaster's study.

“Where are vyour lines,
Smith?™ asked Mr. Queleh quietly—
with a deadly quictness, as he enterod,

“On vour fable, sir.™

“You tokl me, out of gates. that
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Vernon-
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{;:m had placed the linezs on my table,
ernon-B8mith! Are you repeating that
statement now ™

“Corclainly, siel!”

“You have the effrontory to say that
vour lines are in thiz study!™ ex-
claimed Mpr. Quelch, angry, but as
astonished as angry.

Tho Bounder simply stared at him.
He was prepared for Quelch to find
some fault with the lines, but he cer-
tainly was not prepared for this.

“I don't understand wou, sir!” he
answered. "The lines are here! I
left them here when I went out with
my friends.””

“*You adhere
Vornon-Smith 1
grimmer and grimmer.

“Yes, sir! ven't you found them
here?" asked the puzzled Bounder.

“I have not found them here,
Yernon-Bmith, for the simple reason
that they are not here,” soid Mr.
Quealeh,

“Put they are here, sir! I lelt them
on the table, just whero you are stand-
ing now——" The Bounder broke off.
The lines were not thore; he could sec
that.

“I will listen to mo more of this,
Vernon-Bmith,"” said the RBemove
master, contemptuously. * If you placed
the lines here, where arg they mow?®"

“1 left them there, sic!"

“¥ou do not expect me to believe
that statement, YVernon-Smith®"

The Bounder bit his lip, hard. It
wasz rather unfortunate that, in dealing
with “heaks,” he was not particular as
to the truth, In such a case, his word
was not to be taken.

“1f you haven't found the linecs, sir,
they must have been removed,” he
said, sullenly. 1 can prove that I
wrote them.”

“If wou have written them, Vernon-
Smith, bring them to me at once.”

“1 left them here, sir! If they're
not here now, how can I tell where
they are? I can prove I wraote them—
8 lot of fellows were 1n my study when
1 finished them. Wharton and—-=-""

The hlack look on Mr. Quelch's face
stopped him.

“F have no doubt you ecould produce
Wharton s a wilness to that or any-
thing else, Vernon-Smith.,” said Mr.
Ql}lﬂlﬂh bitterly. “No doubt he 15 as
willing to serve your turn as you were
to serve his o few days ago” )

Smithy breathed hard., The mention
of Wharton’s name had on Mr. Quelch
rather the effect of a red rag on a
baldl.

“ Buit, zir, there were other fellows—
they all saw——~ ) .

“1 will listen to nothing of the kind,
Vernen-S8mith! If you have, as wvou
say, written the lines, Pmducc them.”

“1 left 4w hereo—-=" =

*You did not leave them therg,
Vernon-Smith, or they would be here
now,” said Mr. Queleh, raising his
voiee, I will hsten to ne further
falselwoods, X shall cane you for not
having handed in your imposition, and
velr will write the whole “book ' and
bring it Lo me next Saturday,”

Tha DBounder stood with gleaming
eves aind elonehed hande. Ile  knew
that lie had written the lines and left
thom  there, thouzh 18 was  rather
natural that Quelch did not believe =o,
az they were not to be found. Some-
ong had removed them from the study,
after the Bounder had gone out, and
while the Bemove maslor was absent.
That was certain. Whot?

One name leaped to the DBounder’s
mind. e had mere than one enemy—
ho wos & fellow who made foes more

to that statement,
Queleh’s brow grew

eazily than friends., But he had only

one enemy who was capable of a deadl

trick like this. It was the name o

Stacey that came to him. He had

seored over Stacey in the affair of

Ei;hartun—und this was Stacey’s return
oW,

Hizs oyes gleamed with rage., He
knew it, as certainly as if he had seen
the fellow steal into the study and fileh
the lines. Stacey knew who had shuk
him out on "his night out, and given
him so terribly narrow an escape, He
had been watching for a chance since—
and he had found 1it.

Mr. Quelch had not found hiz cane.
But ho kept a supply of those useful
and neceszary articles in the cupboard
untder hiz hookease—and he now stooped
and extracted one.  He selected the
stoufest.

“Vernon-Smith—="

“I tell you, sir, that T put my lines
on your Etle’]I' table, here!(” said the
Bounder, his voice husky with rage.
“It's not my fault if a sneaking cur
with a grodge against me has sneaked
into the stugy and taken them away.”

Mr. Quelch started a little.

“YVernon-Smithl You dare to sug-
gest 5

“It's the truth!” said the Bounder
savagely.

“You accuse Bunter—"

“Dunter ¥ Vernon-Smith  stared.
“I'm not speaking of DBunter, sir!
IT}upter hasn't been here, that I know
of.”

“I have reason to believe fhat
Bunter has been in the study during
my absence,” said Mr. Quelch. * But
I should ceriainly not believe—"

“ Bunter wouldn't do & rotten thing

like that! It wasa't Bunter—it
was——"" Yornon-8mith broke off in
time,

fle had done his lincs! 'They had
Leen fileched from the study, to land
kim in a row, by his enemy—Wharton's

enemy | Proving it was impossible—
but he was sure of it! He would
make Stacey pay for it somehow!

But what was the use of accusing a
fellow without an stom -of evidence?
Cortainly Mr. Quelch was not likely
to believe that Stacey had done such a
thing, marely because the Bounder sus-
pected him of 1k

He stood pale with rage, his feeth
set. He wos going to be caned, and
to have that enormous imposition to
writa out over egain—tit for tat, from

Stacey! A licking—and a whole
book of Virgil |
But Mr. Quelch had paused. Cer-

tainly there was no such suspicion n
hiz mind as in the Bounder's.

But he had no doubt that Bunter
had been in Lthe study, and it waz pos-
sible that the fat and fatuous Owl had
plaved other tricks, as well as having
written “ Broot " on the blotter, Mr
Queleh glaneed with a keen eve on hia
table. Then he missed the pale of
Latin * proses.”™

His expression changoed.

He laid down the cane—rather to the
Bounder's surprise.

“Yernon-3mith!  Someone has been
in my study—clisturbln;;: my  paperst
It is barely possible——"" He paused.
“I shall guestion Dunter before deal-
ing  with  vou. will send for
Bunter——"

Tap! . .

The door opened and a big pair of
spectacles glimmeved in. My, Queleh
was saved the trouble of sending for
Bunfer; that ecrnament of his onm
hiad arvived.
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pot unlike that of a ka
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THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.

Beastly for Bunter !
ILLY BUNTER came gingerly
B and uneasily into the stuedy.

.EIE blinked at the Bounder,

arn then at Mr, Quelch.
Bunter had not been aware that
Vornon-Smith was in the study.

Having learned that Mr. Quelch ha
coma 1, the fat junior prescnted him-
gelf to “tell the tale ® ha had prepared
for hizs Form-master,

“If you please, sir—"" began Bunter.
“T was about to send for you,
Bunter I said Mr, Quelch grimly.
“I've dcme my lines, sirl”

Bunter hastily.

“Indeed 1"

Az Bunter’s fat hands werg, empty,
that statement was surprising.

“Every line of the lot, sirl”
Bunter. "“I—I've been fearfully
all the week, doing them, sir,
had to tell fellows who asked me to
go for walks, and all that, that—that I
couldn't come, sir, beeause I was so—
so hard at work finishing that * book’
for you, si-——" ;

Bunter believed in giving a story a
wealth of detail. Ile fancied that it
made it more convineing. As a matter
uﬁf fact, it had the preeiscly opposite
elfect.

“But-but some fellows got larking
in my study, sir,’” went on Bunter,
“and—and they upset the ink aver the
whole lot, =irl I=~I threw them
away——"

Bunter broke off.

Queleh’s expression was far from en-
couraging.

Bunter had
etory would do for Quelch!
did not doubt any longer |
that it wouldn’t dol

“If you havo written your °*book,’
Bunter—" said Mr, Quelch, in 3
grinding volces

gaid

bﬂnid
USY,
I—1

doubted whether thia
MNow he
Ho knew

d and fifty-six, sirl” stammered
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“0Oh, wes, sir,” faltered Bunter.
“The whole first book of Virgil, sir—
avery line of the—the eight hundred
and foriy——"

“ There are soven hundrad and fifty-
six lines in the first book of WVirgil,
Bunter,"

“I—I mean the seven hundred and—
Bunter.
“I had the wheole lot done, but—but
they were spoiled—and—and——"

“If said Mr. Quelch grimly, “the
were spoiled by accident, DBunter,
shall certainly excuse Jyou from wrifing
them out over again,”

Bunter brightened! Was he, after
all, going to get by with it?

““Oh, thank wou, sirl” he gasped.
“I—1 started them again, sir,
and I've done thisty—"

“You rmay bring the spoiled lines
to me.”

Bunter's brightness faded. That, of
course, was the difficulty] Some
masters, of & more trusting nsture than
Quelch’s, would not have wanted to
know so much., But this was like
Queleh ! It was not the first time that
he had doubted Dunter's word. Un-
gentlemmanly, Bunter thought it

#f—I—TI didn't like to show them up,
sir,_all—all inky I" ho stammered. " So
I—I threw them into—inte the dust-
bin, sir—" g

“When did you do this, Bunter?"

“ Hardly an hour ago, sir " said the
fat Owl. “T—I've been busy ever
sines, poginning them again, sir—"

“Very good]l You may go to the
dustbin—"

1FEh lr??

“ And recover the lineg——"

(1] ﬂh IH‘

“And bring them to me.”

“Qh lor’ I

“That is if you have tcld me the
truth, Bunter."

*I—I—I forgot " gasped Bunter. “I1

1] . | PR J =
AT AN Wil 4y s
JI-JIH ‘r'IE‘I' 114 !JI".rT"l v :'"’ I I1 'r| " "

ide the roadway.

g-aling-aling 1 Mr. Quelch fairly jamped as the raucous clang of a bleyels bell sounded close behind him, Witk a bound,
o6, he left the lane, and landed on the grass
It was the voice of Herbert Vernon-Smith, the Bounder of Greyfriars.

* Oh, my hat | ** ejaculated.

—1 dida't chuck them into a dusthbin,
gir; I burned them——"

_ “You burned them !” said Mr. Quelch
in an awful voice,

“¥en, sir! Being all inky and—and
spoiled, I—1 chucked them—I mean I
burned them into a dustbin—I—I mean
I—I—" Bunter was getting confused
under the grim stare of the gimlet-eyes.

“You need say no more, Bunbter!
You have not written your lines. As a
punishment for your untruthfulness you
will bo detamecg on both hali-holidays
next weelk, and vou will hand in the
lines by Saturday.”

“Oh erikey 1"

Bunter turned dismally to the door.
With all bis great faith in his powers
es sn Aneanias, he reslised that truth
might sometimes have iiz uses, ]
. ut Mr. Quelch was not done with

im yat,

“You need not go, Bunter,” he said.
“I have somothing else to say to you.
You ecame to this study during my
abscneo this aftarnoon.”

“Oh, no, giri¥

Mr. Quelch removed the
}:-Iaﬂe-:i over tha blotter.
arge capitals was revealed,

BROOT |

Vornon-S2mith stared at it and
q&nnad. He had wondered how Mr.
t

paper he had
K word in

uclech knew that Bunter had been

cre. MNow he saw |

The Remove master tapped that re
markable word with his forefinger,

“Did you write this, Buntor "’

“Eh? No, sir! I—I haven't been in
this study before|” gasped Bunter, in
great alarm. “¥—I shouldn't think of—
of calling you o brute, sirl I'm much
top respectful to tell a Form-master
what I think of him, sir!”

“What 1" thundered Mr. Quelch.

“ Really and truly, sir!” gasped the

Tae Miguzr LiBRARY.—INo. 1,431,
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hapless Owl.  ®I—I don’t think you
ought to think it was me, sir, just
because some fellow has called you a
brute, sir. I—I don'l think you're &
brute, sir, though you gave me 8
"bock 'l I—I like you, sir—"

“ Bunter |"

“* And—and admire you, sir [" groaned
Bunter. “I don't think you a erusty
i:ll:'l fossil, like the other fellows, sir.

“You ara Lthe only boy in the Remove,
Bunter, so backward n spelling. INo
sther boy in thé Form would spell in
:his manner.*

Buntor blinked L

Why Queich had jumped on him like
this he was not able to guess. He was
gure that he had left no clua behind.
What did thé old as: mean?

“]—I den't see, sir—"
Bunter.

“This word, if used at all, should be
gpelt br-w-t-c 1 said Mr. Quelch in a
terrifying voice.

“ Oh lar’ | gasped Bunter.

That had not oceurred to his powerful
brain. , :

“You wrote this, Bunter ¥’

“Oh, no, sirl I wasn't in the study

stammercd

at all! 8o how could I?" groaned
Bunter. “ Besides, it was only a
i-j-joke.’

].I‘.‘A joke 1 hooted Mr. Quelch,

“Yeoa, sir, just a j-j-jig-joke! I—1
thought you—you'd ba amused, sir!
starpmered Bunter,

Mr. Queleh did-not look amused; he

looked as if he was going to bite Buntier.

“May I go now, sir?

“ You may not go, Bunter.”

L] Dh ]ﬂr? 1”‘ )

“You were in the study during’ my
abscnoe, Buntarﬁl ?ﬂme pApers are miss-
i vomn my table [¥
8 {—I nu{:’er touched the Latin proses,

gir.”

“How did you know there were Latin
proscs on my table, Bunter, if you have
not been in the study

“(h erikey |
As--as I didn't know, sir, I—I couldn't
have touched them, could 1, sirt®
© *What have you done with the papers,
Bunter "'

1—I didn’t know, sir!

THE MAGNET

S NWothing, sir! I—I wasn't here—"
groaned the wretched Owl, “ Besides, I
only came to tell you that 1'd burned m
dustbin—I mean chucked my lines—
mean—*"*

“If you have destroyed the Form
papers, Bunter, I shall report you to
yaur headmaster for a flogging.”

“Oh erikey! They're all :ri:ght,, g1
quite all right! I—I shouldrn't wonder
if—if they're under your armchair, sir 1”
gasped Bunter in terror,

Mr. Quelch gave him s look; then he
grasped the armehair by the back and
wheeled it aside. The pile of Latin
proses was revealed.

He picked them up and placed them
on the table.  Vernon-Smith stood a
stlent spectator,  Bunter, it was clear,
had been playing fatuous tricks in that
study durmF the afternoon, If he had
hidden one lot of papers, he might have
hidden another lot. Waa it, after all,
Bunter, and not Stacey ' The Bounder
wondered.

“My cane i3 missing, Bunter—"'

“There it is on the table, sir—"

“That is not the same cane, Bunter |
The onc I leff on my study table is

missing. What have you done with it?”
#I—I1 never touched it, sir. Tt—if
might be up the chimney., Buot I—I

don’t know how it got there.”

“Upon my word [ Have yeu played
any other foclish tricks in this stiudy,
Bunter, during my abeence ™

"No, sir! rtainly not! JI—T hape
your don't think.1'd put gum in your
inkpot, sir! I—I never thought of such
a thing 1"

Mr. Queich examined his inkpot.. He
breathed hard and deep.

"*Now, Bunter—"

“Oh dear I

“Have you removed any other pupers
beside the Form papers ™

“No, sir] Oh, nal” gasped Bunter.
He was telling the truth this'time. But
Mr.; Quelch, in the circumstances, was
not preparcd to place much reliance on
Bunter's word.

“ Vernon-Smith states that he left his
lincs here this afterncon, Bunter. If
you concealed them as well aa the Form
pﬂ.P{!I‘E—""'—'“
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"D\‘}, no, sir | I never touched them I
I don’t know who took them away, sir;
I only saw his logs.'

“His what "

" Legs, sir!”

“His legs!1” repeated Mr. Quelch
almost dazedly.

“And his feet, sir!" added Bunter,
willing to tell all ha knew. * And—and
his trousers, sir ™

The Bounder gave a start. Mr. Quelch

had & bewildered look.
I wouldn't have touched a fellow'a
lines, gir|” protested DBunter. *I
wouldn't get a fellow into a row, sirl
I never touched Smithy's linea”

“Do you mean to say that you saw
Vernon-Bmith's lines hera, Bunter 1"

“(h, ves, sir! . They wera on the
Yable Bl iha fallow tosk: Hhens

“Who?" almost shouted Mr. Quelch.

“I—I don't know, sir!* gasped
Bunter. *“I—I was hiding behind the
table, sir, when he came in, and I kept
out of sight, as I didn't want to be seen,
Bir, a’?_—su I only saw his legs, sir, and—
and his feet—"

“Do you mean to say, Buonter, that
someons entered the study while you
wera here and took away Vernon-
Bmith's impoaition 1"

“Yoas, sir "

The Bounder's eyes glittered. Dunter
waa telling the fruth now, he conld see
that. Arﬁ though Bunter did not know
who the mysterious vyisitor was, the
Bounder did—at least, he was sure that
he did.

Mr. Quelch fixed his gimlet-eyea on
the unhappy Owl's face.

Ta disentangle the, truth from the
falsshoods in ﬁunﬁ.nr’a statements was a
tazk almost bevond his powera. It was
Bunter's way to say the first thing that
came into his fas head, without con-
sidering whether it was true or not.
But one thing seemed clear—whether
Bunter, or somecono else hadmflayﬂd
tricks with those lines, they had been
thers, and Bunter had seen them there.
.ﬂfnd that was enough to see the Bounder
clear.

The Remove master drew a deep
breath.

“¥ou concealed the Form papers
under the armchair, Bunter, f you
have alse¢ concealed Vernon-S8Smith'a
lines somewhere 1n thas sbudy——"

“Oh dear! I never touched them,
sir|” groaned Bunter. “I wouldn’t! I
don't Enuw who pinched them, sir; I—I
only saw his legs——" ] .

“Buch a statement i1s incredible,
Bunter ! I cannot believe that any boy
came to this study and toock away lines
left by ancther boy.” .

“ PBut—but he did, sir gasped
Buanter. “The lines ain't here now, are
they, sir?  You can look all over the
study.™ '

Mr. Quelch picked up his cane.

“Vernon-8mith, although it 13 impos-
sible to belisve a word uttered by this
stupid and untruthful boy, it certainly
does appear that he saw your lines in
this study when he was here, and I am
bgund, therefore, to accept your states
ment that you placed them here.
Whether they were removed by Bunter
or another boy, it seems impossible to
ascertain, as no relisnce whatover oan
be Slumd on Bunter’'s statements——"

“0h, really, sir—*"

“Bilence, Bunter! I shall accept
Tour wurci, Vernon-8mith, that you
wrote tha lines, and placed them hera,
You may go!” :

“Thank you, sir!" said the Bounder,
He went to the door, .

“M-m-may I go, foo, sir?"” gasped
Bunter.

“You may not, Bunfer. T am going
to cape you, with the utmost severity,

II:I‘



for having played foolish and dis

respectful pranks in my studs.”
“0Oh Gl'iiﬂ-:i"l I say, sir, I—I mnever
1 f ]

* Bilence |™

“It—it's & mistake, siri” pgasped
Bunter. “I—I never came here at sall,
sir! I—I was out of gates at the time
I came to this study, sir—I—I mean,
it the time I didn't come—"

“Hilence |™ roared Mr. %ue!ch* “Hay
no more, Bunter! Bend over that
chair I

The Bounder as he went down the
E\amag& heard fearful soundas of woe.

he swishing of the cane wes emphatia;
and louder still rang the yells of Billy
Bgntcr, r-::usm?- the echocs roy-
friars. It was likely to be s tﬂI'IPE; long
time before the Owl of the Remove
played any more pranks in his Form-
master’s study.

i

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Poor Old Bunter |

ALFH STACEY was leaning on
R tha balustrade of the BRemove
landing when the Bounder came

up.

Eﬁ'nil;h;-', as be saw him, smiled grimly.
He knéw why Stacey was waiting there
—t0 zee him as he came back aiter his
mterview with Quelch after a " whop-

ing.”” The fellow who had abstracted

13 ﬁim:,'a from Quelch’s study could have
no doubt thet he had been caned, and
given the “book ™ to wnite out over
pgain, which, undeubtedly, would have

happened, but for Billy Bunter. Bur- knif

prise dawned 1o Stacey's face a3 he
watched the Bounder come _u};: the Re-

ove staircase. Vernop-8mith did not
loak like a fellow fresh from a sévere
whn:-pplmg.
. “Bold again |” remarked the Bounder
lightly; and he laughed.

tacey stared at him.

“I don’t quite catch on,” he drawled,

“Y'll explain, I haven't been caned,
end I haven’t been given my lines over
again. elch knows that they were
pinched from his study.”

“Pinched from his study,’” repeated
Stacey. “Did you have the nerve to
s'pml_ ﬂ{lizpéaj & yorn sa that to Quelch "

+5 I- x

“Did he helieve it?"” asked Stacey
parcastically.

“He did,”

“He must be growing credulous in
his old sge if he did,*

“You ses, fellow was seen,” smid
the Bounder, “There happened to be
s witness in the offing who saw him
g_m'ch the lines, and he's told Quelch.

on should have been a bit more care-
ful, Stacey.” :

Btacey started violently, With all
hiz nerve that unexpected news startled
bim out of his cool assurance.

The Bounder laughed mockingly.

“5o I've got off,” he said. "It's up
ko you now, Stacay., You can explain
to éﬂ&lﬂh what you did with the lines.”
t &a went on up the passage to his
BtuO Y.

Btacey stared after him, the colour
E:Smg from his cheeks. Could he have

n seen? @ had been absclutely
certain that there was no one shout
when he played that miserasble trick,
Yet it was clear that the Bounder had
not found trouble in Quelch’s study., If

Quelch knew—
“ Hallo, halle, halle!” roared Bob
Cherry, &8s Smithy came inte Btudy

No. 4. " Here wa are again, old bean!
Not a licking this timae "
“Jolly near it!” said the Bounder,

laughing. .
“A miss is as good as & mile,” gaid
Bob., “What did Quelchy want1*

.to his ntudii' a}:aecinllj to tell hi
0
ha

EVERY SATURDAY
The Bounder explained,

“Jolly luckq‘:; that fat ass was there,"
gaﬁddﬂar{:&\ harton, wheln tli-?' }i:ad ﬁIn-
1shed. ‘A cAan ES, n who
pisichad. the [Tau /

“The ﬁﬂ&ﬂsfu]nem is terrificl”™ re-
marked Hurree Jamsot Ram Singh.

"Mz hat'!l” soid Frank Nugent, “If
Bunter could have identified him,
Stacey’s game would have been up.

I'll bet it was Stacey |”

“Nobody else,” said the Bounder,
with a shrug of the shoulders, “I've
just told him he was seen. I haven’s
mentioned that only his legs were seen
?ﬂ‘ a fat idiot hiding under a table, I

ink he fancies, just at present, that
Quelech knows; and I don't envy him
his feelinge.”

“Ha, he, ha!*

“The awful
Wharton.

“Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow [* cama a wild
wail from the Remove passage.

Billy Bunter was coming along, pre-
ceded gounds of lamentation.

“Poor old Bunier!” said DBob.
“Sounds as if he's had it hot.”

* Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow |7

“Listen te my tale of woe” said
Jﬁhﬂn] Bl.ilu-

“Ha, ha, ha”

“Wowl! Owl Wow! Oh lor'! Oh
crikey I© Wow I*

Evidently Bunter had had it hot and
strong. @ tea-party looked out of
the study.

Bunter was coming up the passage,
bent almost double,. He seemed to be
trying to fold himself up like a pocket-

rotter I’  muttered

118,

“Yow-ow-ow ] I say, you fellows—
Wow!” moaned Bunter, “I say, that
beast, Quelech—— Wow! That awiul
brute, Quelch— Yow.ow! I say, I
don't believe I've got any skin leftl
Yow-ow-ow [

“Well, you seem to have asked for it,
old fat bean,” said Johnny Bull, appar-
ently in the role of Job's comforter.

“Ow never did m:.rthinjﬂ]';
groaned Bunter. At least, Que
never knew I'd done anything. Owl
He jumped on me for nothingl Wowl
Just guessed it was me, you knowl
Ow ! Call that justice? coogh! I
told him I never went to his study at
all. Urrrgh! He refused to take my
word | ow-wow | Quelch is no gentle-

man! Grooghl" -
“Had your tea, Bunter?” asked the
Wow I*

Bounder.

“Eh! Nol 1§

“We've got rather s spread—*

. "Oh, ﬁ?u{il Wow! TIl come to tea
if you like, 8mithy. Owl Wowl”

“Trot in, old fat man " grinned the
Bounder, “Lots and lots!”

Bunter blinked at him in surprise, He
had almudg looked in on that spread
once, and had been greeted by a jam
tart squashing over his fat features,

“1 say, no larka I’* he said doubtfully.

The Bounder chuckled,

T‘l;"i"op. Ia-.;? nsltﬂtl You
whopping ing FOU 5aW My
lines pinched from his at-ud]{_;"

“0Oh!” gasped Bunter. “Did I? Oh

s, of course | Th at’s wh,}r I told

uelech, Bmithy, old chap. I—I came

to—to

a whopping, old fellow.”
8, ha, ha "

“Blessed if I sea an t-hinﬁ to cackle
at 1" hooted Bunter., "I've had a fear-
ful licking all through tgnmg] to Quelch
to tell him about Bmithy’s lines being
pinched. I bado’t forgotten all about
1t— .

“Ha, ha, hai*

“You can cackle! Quelch gave me
six—like beating carpet|! I shan't be
able to sit down for weeks and weeks!
Wow ¥

t me out of &

get you ou

il
"Roll in, old barzel!” ssid the
Bounder; and Billy Bunter rplled in,
His fat, woeful visage brightened =

little at the sight of the good things on

the tabla, * Hére's a chair, Bunter.’”
“J—I’d rather stand——>
“Ha, ha, ha |”
“"Ow! Wow! I'll have soma of that

ham, and those hed, eggs, and——
Wow! I can tell you fellows I've got
8 fearful pain, and some of that cold
chicken—— May as well give me the
=wow |—whole chicken, I can manage
it. Wow! Some of those scsses, foo.

Wow ¥

Billy Bunter took his fodder stand-
mﬁ’_nhka & horse,

And he took it in large gquantities.
His licking did not sesm to have
affected his appetite. Hin “ows™ and
“wows " died away; his jaws were too
busy for ;rnwmg and wowing. Fortun-
etely the supply of tuck was ample—
ample enough even for Bunter, And
the fat and suffering Owl travelled
through it, and was comfarted,

After the rest of the teaparly wers
gune Bunter was still going strong.

unter was pot the man to leave any-
thing on the table.

Meanwhile, Stacey was in & most un-
enviable frame of imind,

What the Bounder had told him had
left him in uneasy expectation of a
sammons to his Form-master's study.

That am_mno?a did not come., But it
was not till atter tea, when he _heard
Bunter telling the tale to s crowd of
fellows in the Rag, thet his mind was
relieved, ;

Jt was known that the lines had been
Em_r:hed; but the identity of the
“;hmcher " was not known. Harry

harton &.Co. had no doubt about it/
but that counted for nothing.

Most of the fellowa sympathised w‘t‘h’;’
Bunter over the record whopping l}mr'
had received from Quelch. 8tacey
]\;ns'lé]ed that Quelech had laid it on
Arder.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Quelchy Takes Steps |

m OU come, too!™
YU st

“May ss well have the game
; ar the namel” grinned the
Bounder,
“Oh, rot!” snapped Wharton,
The Bounder laughed, and Harry
Wharton frowned.

It was Wednesday afternoon, and &

cricket match weas on - een Bemove

and Shell. . .
Wharton was wajching the start with

a rather cloud brow when the

Bounder joined him. Btacey had opened

the innings for Remove, with Tom
Brown at the r end. Stacey, as
usual, was in great form, and plenty of

follows had gathered fo sea bim knock
the Shell bowling sll over the field,

Last term Wharton would have heen
captaining the Remove. Thia term
Tom Brown was skipper—and Wharton
was not now in the tesm. All the Co.
ware %i:njring for the Hemove, and he
w&isﬁqn 13 oW, lavi foket.

y aren't you playing cricke

SEmithy I asked I-fn.rrr.

“ aren’t you?” grinned Smithy.

“That's different! I'd rather stand
out, with Stacey in the team| And
Brownoy isn't so keen on pia)i!ng me ax
ha was before!”™ Wharton’s lip curled.
“He’s pot keen on a fellow in the eleven
who's gean up for the sack! No good
bhmiﬁﬁ‘un—his im't the only leg thai
Stacey pulled. But you—=m="

“ I'va t scmething elsa on,”
drawled the Bounder. "Look here,
TEz NET —Neo. 1,431,



Y.
‘{pu'm a dog with a bad name here.
‘There's a glove-fight on at the Three
Fishers—""

“0h, chuck it!"

“I'm goin'—"

“More fool youl ; ;

“ Bettor fun than hangin' about wiih
your hands in your pockets,” enecered
ihe Bounder,

“Rats "

“ All serene—please ﬂi,u:mraelf!” s

The Bounder walked away, whistling,
leaving Wharton with a darker brow
‘than before. ) -

Since Smithy had stood by him and
pulled him out of a scrape, Wharton had
felt more than usually friendly towards
the Bounder, It worried him to think
of Eﬂmiﬂ:y’_gﬁtﬁing out of school bounds,
mixing with s swarm of riff-raff at a
disreputable” resort, and running the
risk “of being “bunked" from the
school. L

It was not much use ta argue with
{hke Bounder.. When the kink of black-
guardiam in him was uppermost he went
upkl;m own reckless way, reghardless I:r‘f
risks.

At any other time, probably, Wharton
woald Kave, i6t hini go. and. dismissed
the miatter from his mind as no concern
of his. But he 'wna'grateful for what
Bmithy had done for him, and concerned
for the scapegrace. Heo leit tho cricket
feld and followed him. :

Veornon-8mith grinned as Wharton
rejoined . _

"Coming, after all ?" he asked.

S No, asa™ gaid Harry., “I'll walk a
bit of the way."

“ And give me a sermon as you gol”
chuckled SBmithy.

harton made no answer to that.
Certeinly he intended to dissuade the
Bounder if he could, whether Smithy

ed it a "nagmﬂ ** or not.
They walk down to the river
together. - On the way they passed Mr,
Quelch, whose glance turned on them

for a moment, They cap their Form-
master respectfutly; ~and Queleh barely
acknowledged the salute. Neither of
the two was in his good booka. .

On the h:-wﬁn.th the Bounder glanced
back. Quelch was out of sight, how-
ever, and he turned up the river in the
direction of the Three Fishers,

Wharton walked by his side,

“What -about getting a boat ou,
Bithy?™ he aug';geat-&d.

The Bounder chuckled.

s e B g el e L
coOmpany, er FOU COme & WAY
or nu::w he- answered. - * But I'm goin’
to the Three Fishers to see the glove-
fight. And—if you don't mind my
mentionin” it—I've no use for pi-jaw!
I %gf- enough of that from Redwing.”

harton came to a halt.

“Well, you're & silly ass!”? he said.

“Thanks—you're another!” said the
Bounder imperturbably, and he walked

on.

He disappeared up the river, and
Wharton turned back, '

He was not in & happy mood that
afternoon,

Yith all his friends engaged in the
erickét he was rather at a loose end,
3 Emﬂd have bue:ia gll.:d of 'ﬂiE

gunder's company—thon cert
not at the Thr&aPFisheH. e

Heo walked slowly back to the school,
and went up to hir study te sort out the
*Holiday ual.”

With the book under his arm, he left
thﬁ Hﬂl.l;!ﬂul nir.i. "

a =tro nlong by the wall of the
Hm;d'n' garden, and selected a shady

ditting on the wall, with his back to
the trunk of an ancient beech that grow
clozsa  within, shaded by the wide
Tox MugNer LisraRY.-—No, 1,431

THE MAGNET

branches, he opened the book on his
knees, and was soon déep in the
EDELEIIIE& od . !3'
n hour passed ver easantly.
“Wha.rtur'? pu 4
suddenly ceasad to
confents of the
enthrnlfinﬁ as they were.

It was the Head's voice In the garden
behind him.

For a moment he fancied that Dr.
Locke, "walking m his gardem, had
spotted him sitting on the wall, and he
glanced round quickly.

But thas thick trunk of the beech waa
behind " him, and he could not be seen
from the parden. Yot it was certain
that the Hoad had spoken his name.

“Yeas, Wharton I' came another voice.

It was the voice of Mr. Quelch.

Then he vnderstood.

Dr. Locke was. walking in his garden,
as ‘he very often did in the afterncon
before tea. Mr. Quelch was there with
him, d the junior sitting on the wall
with the bogk on his knecs was the
subject of their discuasion,

Wharton's lip curled bitterly.

“But, Mr. Quelch——* The §{eud wag
speaking agam. -

“The boy iz not in the school, sirl
More than an hour sgo I sow him going
out with another Remove boy—Vernon-
Smith! He had not returned.”

Wharton grinned.

Apparently his Form-master had been
looking for him—doubtful about how
he might be engdged on a half-holiday |

In the secluded spot he had chosen for
the perusal of the *Holiday Annual®
Wharton had escaped the gimlet eyes—
and had, indeed, remained quits un-
awara, till this moment, that the gimlet
eyas were locking for him at all!

“But on a half-holiday, Mr. Quelch,

&

“I do not trust the bey, siz! I have
very grave suspicions of Vernon-Smith,
as you are aware—but with regard to
Wharton I considor it a matter not of
suspicion but of certainty.”

“It appears to be certain, Mr. Quelch,
that either Wharton or Bitace +

“Wharton, ®ir!” said Mr. Quelch.
“That, to my mind, .is a certain fact,
though he has taken unserupulous
advantage of his resemblance to his
relative to cast some shadow of doubt
on the matter.”

Wharton set his lipz hard, The exact

peruse the

reverse was the case, though Mr. Quelch

was unawarc of it. ,

. “But now, sir,” went on Mr, Quelch,
“Btacey i3 playing cricket under the
eves of half the school. Wharton
should be seen out of bounds it will be
impossible. for him to carry out any
further deception.”

“That is true, Mr. Quelch! If you
have reason to suppose——"

“I think I have reason, sirl I
nctually saw Wharton and Vernon-
Smith going in the direction of the
Thres Fishers:” '

“ A.walk up the river—*"

“Neither haz refurned, sir! - And I
understand that there' 13 & spepial
ettraction at that disagreeable resort
this afternoon—some sort of a pugilistic
contest on . which bets are made.”

"My, Quelch!”

“I have very little doubt, =ir, that
both those boys—the two worst boys in

m . Form—are thers,” said Mr, Quelch.
an

doubt has hitherto existed, sir,
as to the identity of the delinguent in
my Form it may be settled now beyond
dispute—if Wharton is found out of
school bounds while Stacey is playing
cricket on the ium:ur ground.” -
I 1t is a matter for

r: Quelch!” said the

_ “Undoubted
investigation,

Haad. “What steps do you propose to
take ™

“Holiday Annual” -

like

‘bounds, -while Btacey was

“I have already taken steps, sir!”

Harry Whmdt n had been considering
whether he shéuld slip quietly. from the
wall or whether he should make his
E,Tﬂ“mﬂ known—to the confusjion of the

orm-master ‘'who suspected him. :
But at those words he sat very still.
Ha rememberad. Smithy |

Wharton certalnly was not at the
Thres Iishers, as Quélch suspected.
But Smithy was! If Quelch had already
taken steps— :

¥I have requested Wingate of the
Sixth Form to leok into the mniatter,
pir,” said Mr. Quelch. “He is already
on his way, with Gwynne and Sykea.”

“But you have surely not instructed

CGireviriars prefects to enter such a
place, Mr. Bua]eh—ff

“Certainly not, sir! There are two
exitsa to the place, one on the towpath
the other in Oak Lane, by Courtfield
Common. Both-will be watched.”

“ Veary ﬁﬁﬂ&d. gir,” said the Haad.
“If the boys are there, undoubtedly
thay will .ba detected as they leave.

But I trust—"
Wharton slipped down quietly from

the wall

— oy —

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Taking the Risk!

1 TACEY I"
S "Well howled 17

“Braval™

Harry Wharton heard the
shout from a disianco, but did  not
glance round. The 8hell were batting
now, and Stacey was bowling—taking
wickets,. as usual. Wharton, heedless
of ericket, hurried away to the biko-

shed.
In the Head's garden the tuwo
masters ware

1 still . dimusaing him |
Little encugh he cared for that. He
waz thinking of Bmithy.

ﬂgnlitl;j had ::;-u!l:tled l}l]im out af a b;les-
perate " sorapo-—they never becn
Fal!."ybut Emiths “had Stood by him

a real pal whon his own friends
had been unabla ;to help him. And
Smithy’'s number was up—unless he
could bo warned in time.

Wharton had not thought the matter
out, His impulse was fo stand by
Bmithy, as Bmithy had stood by him,

He did not begin 1o think, until he
had wheeled his bike ount, and was
riding away from the school.

The three prefects had started; very

likely they were already on the spot.
did not know. ow was he to
warn Smithy?

He had to find him before he left
—ha would ba canght when ha left.
That meant pgoing into the place—with
three Bixth Form men on the watch |

Wharton set his lips.

f he was spotted there!

It meant.the finish for him at Grey-
friars if he was!

Ona of the .doubles of the
Remove was a breaker of bounds, a
black aheeg, A Jmh-hu.unting * rotter.”
Mr. Quelch had made up his mind
who it was—the Head, with judicial
calm, kept gn open mind on the
subject.

But, 8s he had heard Quelch ssy,
there ' could - be no doubt in the
matter, if Wharton was caught out of

plaving

matter

cricket at’ Greyiriars. -
Thet would -seitle the
beﬁund -:!ﬂguml :

e would-have to pay, not only for
what he was doing now, which was
gerious anauﬁh, bot for all that his
double had done during that troubled

term; would be scapégost for all his
double’s sins |
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# 1 gan prove Y wrote the lines,’" sald Vernon-Smith. * A lot of fellows were in my study when I finlshed them. ‘Wharion

and—' I have no doubt that you could produce Wharton as a witness,’* sald Mr, Quelch, bitferly. ** No doult he
is a5 willing to serve your turn, as you were to serve his a few days ago 1

That was what he had to risk]

It was no wonder that Wharton
slowed down, and that he hesitated, as
these thoughts crowded into his mind.

Smithy had saved him; but then he
wag innocent of the charge agaipst him
~—and the der knew it!

But what wgs he going to do? He
Wag gmng&-:f he could—to save a black
sheap, & fellow who plunged into reck-
less blackguardism, regardless of the
ﬁ]ﬂﬁﬂ-ﬂuﬂﬂﬂﬁﬂr .

Bmithy had known the risk he was
taking, and carelessly disregarded it !
He jolly well deserved to be sacked,
if over a fellow did!

The chances were all against his get-
ting through. The chances were ten to
one, at lesst, that, instead of savin
Smithy, he would be canght along wit
him—expelled along with him!

Even if Smithy was given another
chance, let off with a ﬂggm%z there
wauld be no other chance for Wharton
himself—his last escape had been
narrow enough, and thiz timae there
would be no escapa |

All that his rival had done that term
would be put down to him—it would
be settled beyond the shadow of &
doubt that he, and not Stacey, was the

black ehesp of the Form, if he was Th

eaught at the Three Fishera that after-

noon! And that ass, that black-
ward, Smithy, had ssked for it, snd
eserved what was coming to him |

But back intc Wharton’s mind came
that scene in the Iead's study.-

He had been up for the sack, and
there had seemed po loophole—when
HI‘I‘Ilﬂ]i had barged in. .

He had to save Smithy, if he could.
One good turn deserved another—and
he had to face the risk. He would
have liked to punch the reckless
fellow’s head—hard—but he had fo
gave him—if he could! The guestion
was whether he could |

'His bike whizzed along the towpath.

But at & distance from the riverside
int. . hee jumped off and put the
maching out of sight in the thickets.
He had seon nothing of the prefects, so
far; but ome of them at least would
be on the towpath, keeping an eye
cn the gate of the inn,

He weni forward onm foot, keeping
under the trees that bordered the tow-
path., He stopped suddenly at the
sight of a Greyfriars cap in the distance
shead.

Eeeping in cover,
heart, he watched. .

It wos Gwynne of the Sixth, lean-
ing on a tree, with his handa in his
pockets. From where he stood the
prefect had a view ?f the inn gate snd
the whaola length of the fence.

Wharton backed awaw.

To approach the pgate wag impos-

with beating

pibld; but he had had an idea of
clambering over the fence. Hs saw
now that that was impossible.

Heo returned to_ his bicycle, ro-
mounted it, and rode away swiltly by
a footpath through the wood.

A oquarter of an hour later he
emerged  into Oak Lane, which ran
slong one sida of Courtfield Common.

On that lane tho back fence of the
ros Fishers was n good hundred
yards in length, overtopped by trees
and hawthorns. Leaving his bike
among the trees by the foolpath,
'fﬁ’hurtnn wont out into the lane on
oot.

He ¢limbed & tres on the e.&ﬁa of the
common and scanned the leafy lane.
The back gaie of the inn was wide
open, and h;r' or thres peopla were
passing in and ouf.

Of g;"in ate ana Sykes he could see
nothing. Yet, as Gwynne was alone on
the side towards the towpath, he could
ngt doubt that they weérs here eoine-

where, I
Suddenly the two of them camg into
TioW.

They were sauntering down the lane,
atrolling tha Threo Fishers' [ence
rom one end to the other.

Wharton was glad that he was out of
sight, in the branches of the oak he
had eclimbed. Wingate and Sykes,

soing down the lane, passed under the
sranches,

Wingate's voice floated up to him:

“Bother the Joung rase | Precious
waste of timel _

“Dingy little rotter1” said Sykes.
“Tha sooner he's sacked, the better!”

Wingate gave -a grunt, :

“They had him the other night, but
the Head seemed to think there was a
doubt. All rotl®

“Utteor rot ™" .

The great men of the Bixth were
evidently irritated end smnoyed.
Great men like Wingate and Sykes
had plenty to do, without patrolling

the borders of a disreputable resort, on
the watch for & shady young rascal
who had gone out of bounds.

They turned back and paced the lane
again. Profects had their duty to do,
and Wingate and Bykes were doing
theirs—not in & good temperl|

Wharton waited till they wers at a
distance. ‘Their backs were to him
when he dropped from the oak, cut
across the lame to the high fence and
reached it.

He made s desperate bound, eaught
the top of the fence, and clambored
aver, Had either of the prefects
iﬂukedh round at t&h&t moment he must

ave been spoted.

He dropped within, breathless, and
stood quite still, listening. He would
not have been surprised to hean
hurried footsteps approaching the
spot along the lane snd & vaice calling-
to bim. But he hésrd nothmg; he
had not been seen. X

Leaving ti‘]ha fence, he threaded his

way through I-kept grounds, snd
Y e oty o LAk,
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in a few moments found himself in the
midst of & crowd.

From the talk about him, he
gathered that the glove-fight was over,
and a good many of the patrons of the

Thres Fishers were alrcady heading
for the gates. Where was BSmithy?
Where, in that disroputable crowd,

wa3 he to find the Boundert

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Narzow Escape !
H ERBERT VYERNON-SMITH
his pockets and tramped away
~ from the old Army hut, in
which the glove-Bght had zen place,
The Bounder was in en extremely
bad temper.  He had backed the
wrong men, and had to hand over a
had taken his bet; he had been stand-
ing im & hot, stuffy atmosphere; in a
company for the most part unwashed;
than ‘a little ashamed of himself.-
Altogether, he was in .oma his
worst tempers, as he stopped uMder a
when he .wa3 in & bad temper—ready
to quarrel with anyono at a word.
 Bmithy 1*
called breathlessly. He stared blankly
at tha Greyfriars junier, who hurried
towards him.
Stacey. Btacoy he might have expected
to mesat in such a place. But ho knew
the next moment that it was Harry
He laughed over the cigamtta.
“Ho you came, after all I ho sncered.
“After all your pi-jaw, you came along.
“You silly ass[® panted Wharton,
“Do you think I came here to watch a
prize-fight nod make filthy bets?”
Whirton™s eyes flashed at him.
“You cneoky fool I he exclaimed.
“Oh, cut it out * erid the Bounder.

shoved his hands deep into
with a scowling brow.
fiver to the similing’ Mr. Banks, who
he was tired anl dissatisfied, and more
tree to light s cigurette, and—as usual
He stared round as his name was
‘For s moment he fancied that it was
Wharton.
Did you have anythirig on the scrap?”
“Didn't youl”
“You're here, anyhow, and you didn't

come in for a glass of ginger-pop, 1
ﬁu;:l;}-usa?” '
‘I came for you. I—"

The Bounder scowled savagely.

“Let me alone, you fool ! ha snarled.
“I've told you I don't want your dashed
sormons, Can't vou mind your own
bizney? How many times do you want
telling ™"

“1 tell you—-"

“(h, shut upt"

“Will you E’ia!.an ta me, you sulky
fool 7" exclaimed Wharton. “I've come
hora to warn you—"

“That's enough!® The PRBounder
walked on,

Wharton grabbed his arm, and

forcibly dragged him to a halt,

“Listen to me, you idiot!” he said
between his teeth. © #I was a foal to
come here! You jolly well ought to be
sacked ] But—Gwynne's wailing for
vou on the towpath1”

“Wha-a-t 1"

“Now do you understand?®” gaid
Harry savagely. *The gate's watched—
and you've only got to walk out to have
a prefect’s hand dropped on  your
shoulder ! Now keep on if you like i

Hea raleased the Bounder's arm.

But Vernon-8mith did not keep on.
Ha throw away his cigarette, and stood
staring at Harry blankly.

::% prefect—on the towpath?”

es,
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“Oh gad! Do they knew?!” The
Bounder drew a deep, deep breath.

“0Oh, my hat| Have f played the goat
once too often? Just on the holidays,
too—to get the bootl
ﬂnu‘fh it uci) | Do they know I'm herat”

“They don't know—but Qua]ch EL8-
pects I” answered Harry. Gwynno's
on !‘tjha towpath watching for you—and
moe I

“Youl” repeated the Bounder.

Wharton gave an angry laugh.

“¥Yes—the old ass fancies we're here
tozether [

“ 50 we are 1” grinned Smithy.

“OUh, don’t ba an assl This isn't &
langhing matter for me,” said Harry
savagely. *“All that Stacey's ever done
will be Pul down to me, without a
doubt, if I'm spotted hers. But—I
couldn’t let them snsflle you—after what
you did for me|”
¥ Oh1”-said the Bounder.
sion changed. " You're sur

“Do you think I'd be here if I
wasn't 1" snapped Wharton, “1I heard
Queleh speaking to the Head. Thank
goodness I found you! I've been look-
ing for you s guarter of an hour or
more. We've got to get out of this—if
wa can "

“There's s gate on Osk Lgne,™ said
Smithy. “We—" .
“And Wingate and Sykes watching

it
“Phew ! The Bounder whistled
“They didn't spot you %fat-ting

His expros-

softly. _
here? How did you manage it}”

Whartoh explained, and the Bounder
listened attentively. His evil temper
and irritation had passed now. He was
ke«enlr alive to his danger,

“All serens if we get out ™ he said.
« But—"

. “We've gpot to somehow,” zaid Harry.
“Come onl There's no chance by the
towpath; but we may bo able to gﬂdga
out where I got in. e've got to chance
i, anyvhow I

Most of the crowd had cleared off by
this time. The two juniors rnade their
way through the weedy shrubberies, and
reached the high fence thai bordered
Cak Lane—{sking caro to kecep away-
ﬂ'{;m the path that led down to tﬁa open
gate.

- On. the other side of that fence, as
Wharton knew, Wingate and Bykes

Were pI?l:rcrlling,r. with an ev¥e on the
gate. The two juniora stopped close by
the fence.

Vernon-8mith applied hiz eye to a
chink and peered nto the lane. He
caught’ his breath at the rmight of twe
stalwart Greyfriars Sixth Formers
passing.

Wingate and Sykes were not ten feet
from him, but the solid timber of the
fence was_between, save for the chink
through which the Bounder was peering.

“Ihd you sea?” muttered Wharton.

“QOh, my hat!” breathed the Bounder,

“They've just passed.” He grinned.
“ Thoy're wa !ir.ingl_up and down outside

thrz gats | d gone out by the
gatp——

" Thank gﬂﬂ&ﬂassz you didn’t !”

“1 should have—if you hadn't harged

in| Walked right into their hands, Ly
gum! I never dreamed—"

Harry Wharton ‘iumpﬂd. caught the
top of the fence, and looked over. Win-
gate and s‘f*kﬂ had passed on nnd were
at a little distance; he had a clear back
view of both of them.

“Quick, Bmithy, before they turn!

Drop in the ditch outside—it's dry|
Quick 1"
“Go 181"

The chance had to be taken. Whar-
ton swung himeelf swiftly over the top
of the fence and dropped.

Outside the fence a shallew ditch lay
between the fence and the road. It was

Look heral b

dry in the summer heat, and tangled
with ferns and bracken.

Wharton dropped inta the ferns and
bracken and stayed therel There was a
ump at his side as the Bounder
dropped,

“HKesp low!” breathed Wharton,

¥ ¥ou betl®

The Bounder’s cyes were glittering
with excitement. 'The sense of danger
appealed to his reckless naturo,

“We'll beat them yet1® he broathed,
“Eeep low, old bean, while I take a
peep [

“Carefull If they spot you now—"

“Leave it to ma |"

Keeping carefully in cover of a patch
of furze on the e-fia of the ditch, the
Bounder lifted his head cautiously and
peered out into the lane. He popped
down again the next second.

“They've turned [ he breathed.

Wharton's heart thumped painfully.
The two juniors were on the right side
of the fence now; but if they were
epotted in the ditch, it came to the
same thing. And Wingato and Hykes
were wallking back. -

- Deep in the ferna and bracken, heed-
less of stinging nettles, the two juniors
ercuched low. If either of the prefects
came to the edge of the ditch, he could

not fail to spot them; but from the

middle of the lano they could not be

seen, :

. They waited with throbbing hearts as

the foofsteps of the patrolling prefects
rew nearer, and passed.  A'shadow fell

across them for a moment. Then the

footsteps passed on.

A minute later they were coming back
again. Once more a shadow fell across
the erouching figures in the ditch. Then
the footsteps receded up the lane.

The Bounder peered out again.

“Now I he breathed.

Wharton looked. Onece moro Wingate
and Sykes were at a little distance,
thmr_hacll:s turned,

Jwift. a3 arrews from the bow, the
two Juniors leaped out of the ditch and
cut’ across the lane. Almost in a
twinkling they plunged into the haw-
thorns on the edge of the common,

Wharton panted, almost giddy with
the relief.

The Bounder ehuckled.

“All  safe now!”™ ha murmured.
“Plenty of cover hora. DBut duck low.
We're well out of that, old man |*

Wharton nodded, without speaking,
Kecping their heads low, they threaded
their way among the hawthorns till they
were at a safe distance

“Coming on to Courtfield 1" asked the
Bounder. “I'm going to the pictures!
And I've been thers all the afternoon
if anybody wants to know [*

He chuckled.

Wharton shook his head.

“I left my bike on the Popper Court
footpath,” he sald. “I'll get back.”

“Hee vou later, then ¥

The Bounder walked on to Courtfield,
whistling. TFlarry Wharton went back
for his bike, mounted, and rode back
to Greyfriars. He was in & thoughtful
mood ; but he smiled as he thought of
Wingate, Sykes, and Gwynne, atill
watching the exifs from the Three
Fishers, and wondered whether they
would keep it up till calling-over.

4 ] + 3 -

“I say, you fellows ™
“Hallo, hallo, hallo!
old fat bean?" )
“Oh lor' 1" groaned Billy Bunter.
He blinked dismally at the Famous
Five through hie big spectacles. Bunter
hed been in detention that afterncon,

grinding away at his book for Quelch
{Continued on page 28.)

Enjoying life,



RED-HOT STORY OF THRILLING CANADIAN ADVENTURE !

ISAAG SHUGGER
g

WHAT'S GONE BEFORE.

Secluym Gore and Iiis brother, Colin,
set out for Moose Call fo avenge the
murder of thelr Uncle Amyas, a gold
i{rﬂspeciﬁr. En route they meet

ountain Lion, o Sfoux Indian and
friend of Amyas Gore, who leads
themm to a greaf, naetural amphi-
theotre Gehind the Great Chief’s
Head i ithe Swunrise Mountains,
where they discover the murdered
man's claim. Yeaving the Indion io
keep toaich, Selioyn and Colin make
for the homewward traill fo register the
claim. They are ambushed by a
gang of toughs led by Majoe and
Musly, tche have already registered
the olaim, but do not finow ils where-
abouts. The fwo Brilishers succeed
in turning the tables on the gang, ono
of whon, in s eagernesa fo *° get
them,' slips on the trescherous rocks
and goes erdshing down info a waler=
fall beloto.

v Notwe read on.}

Trapped |

8 the burly raseal hurtled down-
wards ho seemed to realise his
doom, and his shrill, strangled

. cry startled Belwyn, who was
elimbing deapmat&i{' after Colin down
the treachefous trail,

The brothors stopped and turned,” They
were just in fime to see the bearded
ruflian EWQEE down into the fall, and go
with 1t tumbling to the deep, full basin
mora than thirty feet below. Iia hands,
his bearded head, and his feeb showed
above the glazsy surface of the fall, and
his ayes werse wide and white with
horror as he plunged.

]E_lplash !

la hit the fecaming surface of the
basin with a shock that hurled a foun-
tain of water high and wide, and then
he vanishod in the pool.

Staring with horror, Selwyn knelt
upon the stony track and looked down.
e saw the black body come up and go
under agamn; saw an arm thrown out,
with fingers spread; saw the bearded
head show once, with mouth wide open,

A UMOOSE CALE|
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and
and then go down beneath the bubbling

surface. ]

Before Solwyn could econtrel himself
sufficiently to resume his downward
climb, the huge body of the man floated
to the rim of the basin, was held for o
moment against it whilst the water
gathered force behind, and then over it
plunged, to go bouncing and iumbling
along the roc g channel with the waters
of the fall bukbling about it.

“The man weas mad, 3el,” gasped
Colin, looking a trifle scared, * t]:nnI{mE
he could jump down the fall like that!

“Let's i::ﬂ ti:mkful he was,™ returned
Selwyn. *If he could have got down he
might have killed ua both. Seorved him
right. That's one of Majoo's murderers
finished with, thank goodness!”

He turned, moved out nearer to the
gdge of the fall, and glanced upward.
Ho conld ses nobody. Either their pur-
suers had abandoned the chase, or had
felt sure the bearded ruffian would get
tham.

They descended the treacherous, rocky
way abt their ease, which was just aa
well, for a single slip would have meant
a tumbloe into the fell and death as cer-
tain as that which had overtaken their
aremsy. _

The ledge upon which they were
stranded stood high above the fall. It
was narrow, slippery from drying water-
weed, for lately it had been under the
rushing tide. %nmnt:mes, at & step, a
rock wounld alip away from under their
feet and hurtling down into the fall.

Presently, where the track flattened
out a little, and the channel widened,
thoy saw that the fall broke away left
and right round & huge, rounded rock,
which split it in two. The waterway on
tho far side was much more open than
the one dn their =ide, which turned

BELWYHN

sharply left to follow the course of the.

torrent. 3

Colin's face lengthened in dismay as
he recognised the place.

“Hel, we've come the wrong way !I” ha
cried. “We ought to have kept right
where we waded across the stream.
Qomehgw I folt we were wrong.”

Bclwyn stared gloomily acrosa the fall.

“It was my fault,” he said, 9 |
thought the trail went to the right, too.

- HMHOUNTAIN LION
r' - -
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But it was the absence of funning water
there that tricked me. knew we had
waded at that point. But, of course
Coli- the snow must have nearly all
melted, and that arm of it dried 18;:.'{ :

“Bhall 'we go backi” asked Colin,
slaring up at the dark masses of moun-
tamn above them, :

“] don't know whother wa could
matage .it. It wasn't- casy- to climb
down. That's why I knew we were on
the wrong trail. And Majoe end his
men mey be waiting up there for us.”

Majoe and his men They weighed
tha balance down in favour o ing an.

“Let's etick it, Colin, And if we find
the track leads nowhare, or 18 too
dangerouns, wa can wait a bit before we
climb back fo meet the proper trail.”

* Right-ho |

Colin gave his belt a hitch one hola
tighter. He was so hungry he could
almost have ed ‘granite and liked it.
But ho did not grumble, for it would
not have helped. The boys had no
weapons, and no food, They had lost
their packs. And one thing was certain,
if they could not find the way down the
Sunrise Mountains to the pleasant mesas
far below, whers Moupiain Lion might
ba waiting for them; thoy would dia in
their tracks and leave their bones for
the vultures to pick clean and the sun to
bleach. 4 o

They had been climbing down for per-
haps a full half-hour since the bearded
vi]ﬁﬁn had made his death dive down the
fall, and they had not gono very far st
that, because the way was so steep and
difficult, when Colin suddenly twned
round, hizs eyes dancing and his face
radiant.

“Bel, I reckon 1t's & good thing we
didn’t keep to Mountain Lion's trail.”

“Why do you eay that?” airgued
Selwyn, S

“ Because if any of those villains raw
which way we turned, they're bound to
follow that trail. At least, we haven't
chown them the way out.” N

“ Wa have,” answered Selwyn, “if this
rocky track leads us safely down the
muur.tﬂ.ins.. And that is what's worrying
ma.’

After another half-hour's treacherons

Tee Migrer Liprany.—No. 1.431.



nownward olimb they weroa confronted
bﬂ a solid wall of unclimbable rock
shead.
led left. Rubbish and dried grass an
twigs, borne by the wind from any-
where, almost blocked out the sky above.
The path twisted and turned, and ﬂmg
moved along it cautiously. The soun
of falling water died to a smothered
roar. But after a while it grow louder
again, and then louder still.

resently, to their blank amazement,
they moved right to the edge of the
racing torrent, to find it bubbling over
s rocky bed, to vanish through a tunnel
it the very side of the mountain.

The tunnel was shaped like a rounded
arch, and was about- thirty feet wide
and twenty feet high. Aleong the bed of

channel, worn deep by the rain and
melted snows of centuries, the torrent
raced. Its foam-topped waves showed
white at the mouth, but grew grey and
dull farther in tho tunnel, until finally
they wore swallowed up _i:n]r the pitch-
blackncss of the hole.
.The track they had so laboriously
followed ended upon the wery brink of
the fall and close to the tunnel. It
locked impossible for them to go on,
and the prospect of that steep and ex-
hausting and perilous climb back filled
them with dismay.

“We're trapped, Coll” said Selwyn
ruefully. *“It's impossible to go on.”
S off his boots and plunged his

feet ankle deep in the icy water
60 as to ease the mg-q of the bruises
caused by the thongs with which Majoe
and his bullies bound him.

The brothers then moved farther
along the edge of the torrent and,
leanmng over, drank their fill.

It was am evil, dark, and
place they had found, for it was shut

The Treasure Cave !

ELWYN and Colin sat down, glad
of the reast, and the former took

gombra

m on all sides, while walls of dark,
imwninf rock towcred high above
them. It was cold, too.

Presently, they strolled as c¢lose as
they could to the mouth of the tunnel
snd, peering into its depths, made a
discovery.

The marks of high water had been
cut deep in the side of the tunnel a
full ten feet above the present bubbling
flond. The golid rock bed of the stream
shallowed at the sides, where i1t was
comparatively flat.

“I wonder whether we could walk
along it,” said Selwyn, after his brothor
had pointed out these peculiarities of
the tunnel. .

“Don’t think it would be wise to
try, Sel. Look how dark it ia We
might wade in safely for & certain
digtance, but soon we wouldn't be able
to see. And what then?

DBut Selwyn falt obstinate about it

“The water must come oul some-
where, Col,”* he said., *“The tunnel
may not extend very far into the
mountain. I don't think water could
over bore & hole through the very heart
of the solid rock.™

CAI right” said Colin, “let's wade
in & bit and see.”

He had tied his boots together by
their laces and hung them about his
neck. Belwyn had done the same.

Very carefully, Colin stepped down
into the water, and, keeping to the
shallows, crept onward into the tunnel.

The roar of the rushing water almast
deafcned the two boys. Little by little
Colin waded on -until the daylight ha.-:i

Here & narrow stony pathway

THE MAGNET

almost gone and the grey about them
turned to dense black ahead, The bed
of the tunnel dropped sway in a gentle
slope and, so far, was In no senso
dangerous.

But when they entered the darkness
and tried to catch a glimmer of light
ahead they were met by a wall of
pitch blackness, To go any fariher
seemed to smack of crazy madness,

“ We must go back, Col,” said Selwyn.
“We'd better gleep near the mouth of
the tunnel and elimb back up the trail
at daybreak in the hope that we can

b safely down on the other side of

e fall while Majoa and hiz ruffions
are asleep.*

“Right-ho " agreed Colin, as he felt
the water . deepen boneath his oul-
stretched [oot, “ But before we go, just
hold my hand, Sel, for there scems to
be a drop  in the tunnel just ahead.
Grip on tight, old son.” :
- Belwyn secured a firm grip on his
brother’s hand and held it hke a vice,
as Colin wvery cautiously felt the
deepening water in front of him.

“The watoer secims to have hollowed
out gquite & deepish pool here, P
said E}'oliﬁ. It comes nearly up to the
knee, I think. But it may shallow
ggain just beyond. 1 wonder where
the deuce the tunnel leads to? There's
a thunderous noise of water on ahead.
I wish we had & torch so that wo could
throw a light.”

Colin led the way thrnugth the shallow
;;_Iur:-l and climbed out on the other side

era the going was firm and good
apain, and the water only a few inches
deep. Selwyn was helding his brother’s
hand gquite lightly now But of a
sudden, and without warning, Celin
slipped and, as he fell, Selwyn tightened
his hold.

Caolin splashed down inte the swiftly
flowing mountain stream and, as 1t
bore him away fat, Selwyn, torn for-
ward by the “'Eifht. and tug of body
and tide, plunged headlong after him.

The twe bovs were swept into the
blackness at an incredible speed. Each
struggled for himself. DBoth of them
were d swimmers. With heads out
of the bubbling water, and arms
steadying their rush, they floated on
the tearing flood. g

“It's good-bye this time, Sel,” said
Colin, his voice ringing like & trumpet
in the wvaulted tunnel.

“ Hope not,” gasped Selwyn.

Borne round the windings of the
tunncl, ther found themselves moving
faster and faster as the bed of the
stream dropped steeply down., Water
splashed over their heads. The channel
was narrow and deep now. It was
impossibla to talk. They were tossed
about like corks, and could hear the
roar of a fall somewhere ahead of them,
in the darkness.

Selwyn held his breath as the water
thundered over him,. When they cazme
to that fall, over they would go.

In that moment, when he came so
near to drowning, Selwyn did not find
all his past life come up in review
before him as people say 1t does. In-
stead, hea foun himself thinkin
vaguely about Celin, praying that his
brother might escape.

A moment later, the fall took him
and swept him deep dédwn into a
whirling pool, out of which he was
presently swept, gasping and half-
drowned. .

Ho found himself floating upon a
smoothly flowing tide and instinctively
struck oul, swinming wvigorously. Six
big, bold strokes he took, and then his

hand struck EBHH{‘ bottom, and his koee
hit against a rock. .

Instantly, he crouched in the ehallow
water, and then staggered up and out,
to Bing himself down upon & dry, sandy

It was a miracle. .

“Colin{” he shouted. ™Co-lin—
Co-l-in I"* -

The waulted place in which he found
himself echoed back at him. Then a
glad ery answered him:

“Are you there, Sel "

Before the echoes died, Sclwyn strode
in the direction of the voice, his arms
stretched out before him. . Prescntly
they touched a shaggy head.

“Col—it’s you! Then we're both
alive. I say—that's—something of a

miracle.”

“Qelt” pasped Colin, "I thought
wa  Woro ﬁnna for, when I slipped.
But—I've lost my boots, Sel.”

Colin was slightly hysterieal through
the blessed relief of their escapo after
the shock of their immersion, And
Sclwyn, with all his nerve, was little
better.

The boys clung fast to each other for
a' full ‘minute, and then, feeling the
dry eandy floor at their feet, sat them-
selves down cross-legged in the darkness
to try to figura things out.

It was ;ﬁain from the noisy echoes
which rang, even when they whispered,
that they were within a vaulted place
or cava of some considerable size. The
mountain stream, which fell down the
cliff face into the 1:{;::-::1 snd broke into
two currents just below it, evidently
branched away and came t muﬁh the
tunnel to a hidden fall over which 1%
raced on its course through this cave.

As the¥ sat side by side in the cold
depths of the mountain cavern Belwyn
became conscious of s faint greynesa
ahead of him, but far away. He pointed
it out to Colin, and as their eyes grew
aceustomed to it they found theriselves
able to see the glimmer of the rushing
water, and even made out the rocky
wall beyond the stream.

Nearby objects began gradually to
take shape. The roof of the cave was
lost in blackness, but the stretch of -sand
and powdered rockdust on which they
had Eeen thrown swept flat and grey
about them. )

Some dark objects, close at hand
attracted Colin's attention. He p1::keci
them up.

“My boots, or else yours, Bell” he
cried jovfully.

Selwyn joined him, and they began
slowly to pace along the eand, moving
in the direction of the distant light.
Suddenly they espied something dark
and round, henpedp or huddled upon the
floor of the cave. They moved gutcll:ly
townrds it, stooped to see, and then
drew E.wift]g back. For tha object that
lay huddled thers was the body of a
man, his face buried in the silt, and one
arm thrust dramatically out.

Selwyn knew, before he lifted and
turned the body over, who the man was,

“It's tnat yellow-bearded rascal, who
was hard on our trail, Col 1" he gasped,
in awe.

“Dead 1” said Colin, in 8 whisper.

“No doubt about that.”

Selwyn pulled a gun out of the left-
hand holster attached to the belt the
dead man were, while Colin found the
gun with which the fellow had fired at
them still clenched tightly in his right
hand. With difficulty he tore it away.

Tha boys then searched the dead
man’s pockets and brought to light a
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pipty, & tobacco-pouch, a box of sodden
matches, and, most useful of all, an
eleciria torch.

Mechanically Selwyn switched it on,
and  instantly & broad, far-reaching
beam of light it up the cave, silver-
ing everything with the radius of 1is
&y s

Selwyn ]nughﬂd joyfully.

*It’s one of the new waterproof type,
Cal,” ho said. *“You could steep it in
n bucket of water for twenty-four hours
and 1t would work just the same after-
wards. We're in luck I
‘The boys stuck the torch in the sand
and then discussed the eituation.

“What now " asked Colin.

“Let's try to get out of this place”
sald Selwyn. “Just sea how far this
sandbank stretches. I wonder whether
that light we saw in the distance shows
the way out!”

They walked that way, and the grey

light seemed stronger when they
switched off the light of the torch.
But it was deepening, fading. It

would seem as if the g&ﬁ" was closing
in, in which case they would have to
remain in the cave until the dawn
broke.

Selwyn swept the broad dise of light
about and saw that the sand was com-
posed of minute particles of rock, borne
down by the stream from the tops of
the mountains, Suddenly, as he locked
about him, hae utt&rﬁdr s triumphant
shout and pointed.

" Look, Uol!” he gasped. *Look!”

Colin looked in the direction indicated
and saw that the sandy floor was
studded with nuggets of pure gold,
ranging in size from a peanut to larger
than a turkey’s n_%l% which shone and
ghimmered in the blinding light. The
mountain waterfall had borne them to
a treasure cave !

Mountain Lion fo the Resepe !

LOSER investigation by the two
boys proved that their first im-

pression was correct.  The
sandy floor of the mountain cave
was studded with geld.

They knelt, in the light of the toreh,
and picked t'!’te flecks of gold from the
sand, cramming their ﬁmkei:_s with it
and picking up small nuggets and
adding them to the store.

I was not until they were conscious
of the dragging weight of the precious
nietal that Helwyn suddenly sat back on
liis heels, looked at Colin, and laughed
greimly.

*What mugs we are, Col,” he =aid,
“wasting cur time like this, We'll have
penty of time to loot the gold—if we
ever get out of this mess. And I'd give
the whole lot of it for some food.”

Food! The mere thought of it set
stabbing pangs of hunger loose, and
Colin tightened his sodden leather helt
two holes. The brothers had nothing to
eat.

Selwyn switched off the light, and
they erouched in the darlkness, peering
along the flowing stream in search of
the gleam of daylight which hed shown
in the far distance. But it was no
longer to be seen. Even when their eves
grew accustomed to the dark they faifed
to find it. The day had waned.

“The best thing we can do now is
sfe‘?:r Col,” said Selwyn.

Using the torch again, he found a
high, dry place, which was sheltered
from the wind which blew through the
cave, and there they stretched them-
selves out, turned off the light, and shut
their eyes. ;

For some minutes they moved un-
comfortably, kept _nwnga by their
bruised and aching limbs and the grip
of their sodden clothes. But gradually
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“* Ugh 1 * grunted the Redskin, as he flourished his deadly sharpened tomahawk,
one blow of which would split Selwyn's skull in two.

their bodies became

the pain eased
at last they fell fast

piping hot, an
aslesp.

When they awoke, cramped and
chilled, they saw the distant hole show-
ing brightly at the end of the flowing
stream. A dim light filled the cave,
enabling them to see quite plainly.

“Let’s see where the stream leads to,”
said Selwyn. “We m1%ht manage to
go back, at » ?mc:h, ut I'd rather

go on—if we can.” .
Following the line of the swlft-ﬂnwinﬁ
stream, they found that it narrowe
presently and rushed thmuagh s lofty
tunnel to the dizse of daylight that
showed blindingly in the distance.

Here, nz he flazhed the light of the
torch sbout, Selwyn saw that the high-
water mark was many feet up the rocky
wall. The melting snows of the Sun-
rise Mountains ‘were ghn'mg out, and
there was no great depth of water hera,

This time Selwyn led the way, tread-
ing cautiously, supporting himself at
danger point by gripping hold of the
spurs of rock which jutted from the
tunnel, wall. Colin eorept after him,
keeping near, ready to grip hold of Sel,
should he make a false step and fall.

In the rocky tunnel the roar of the
rushing water was deafening, the high
walls acting as sounding boards, and
in tha distance the roar of a fall added
to the noise.

In places the tunnel broadened out,
and the water shallowed to less than
knea-high depth, enabling the boya to
wade quickly and surely.

When the mouth of the mountain
tunnel wds not more than forty yards
away from them Selwyn stopped.

“What are we going to find when we
et to the open, Col?"” he asked. *1If

8 water sheer down in & straight
fall and there's no hahdhold or foot-
hold on the rock, we'll have to go back
apain,'

we don't want to

“Mind the rush of water doesn't carry
you over the edge, Sel,” warned Colin.

But as he went on, the water com-
tinuing to shallow, Belwyn knew there
was no danger of that. The ewollen
mountain torrents of years hed widened
the tunnel inte & funnel-like mouth,
and here the water rolled smoothly, like
glass, over the rim, splashing down
upon jagged points of rock thirty to
forty fect below.

There was not enough water, now, to
cover the full width of the mouth, and
so Belwyn and Colin stepped cautiously
over the dry rock bed until at last they
reached - the open, when for safety they
went down upon their hands and knees
to peer about them,

Tﬂa rugged splendour of the scene
made them gasp, and they were perched
so high upon the steep mountsin-side
that their heads grew dizzy. To the
left of them, whitecapped peaks were
partly veiled by billowing clouds, and
close at hand, a narrow rocky ledge led
away from the mouth of the fall, The
ledge was a full eight fect wide, and on
all fours Selwyn crept along it till he
came upon & small plateau.

From this point he could see the water

gushing down the mountain until it
reached a pool, two thousand feet or
more below.

Out of this pool it ran again, to break
up into rills which raced down to the
distant foothills.

i the other hand, & deep ravine,
which looked as if it had been hewn
by & mighty giant out of the eolid

mountain, dropped sheer to dark depths
that they could not see,

“Wa can't Eo down the fall, Col™
said Belwyn. “And we'd dive to death

if we tried to descend the ravine. If
¢ back through the
tunnel the omly other way is up the
mountain-gide.”
Colin swept the dangerouz steep sida
Tre MaGeNeT LiBRARY.—No. 1.431.



. the mountain wall above him with
critical eyes. In the exposed places the
rocks had been polished by wind and
rain and burnished hy the winter
frosts. Growing in the hellows were
mosses  and  mountain lichen,  The
way looked dangerous. They had
neither rope nor alpinestock, and their
riding-boots were void of nails.

Could they manage it?

The sight of some wind-bloewn and
sparse bushes nestling in holes in the
rock decided Selwyn., ,

“{Fuess their roots will have dug in
deep, and they'll. afford a hold,” he
said, pointing. “And look up there!
There's a solid ledge, and if you follow
it along to the lett it seems to extend
farther than we can see. Looks as f it
might run for miles, and the going
would be good and safe there. It's not
?ﬂ- far up, either, Two or three hundred
eet.”

“More,” said Colin calculat ls,
“It's a good six hundred feet up to that
ledge, Sel. And I doubt if we can mako
it, It's the last few feet that matter.
See! The rock goes steeply up.
doubt if we'd be able to reach up to
the rim at the finish, Sel.”

“Well, if we stay here we shall soon
starve to death. If we go back through
the tunnel I question whether we'd be
ahle to pass the depths where you fell
into the water, Ceol. But if we could
make that plateau we might easily be
able to climb down to the foothills.”

“OEKE. " zaid Colin. “And down
there Mountzin Lion is sure to be wail-
i for us."

ithout any further delay the two
boys began the upward elimb.

It was desperate work, with death
waiting for the slightest slip. There
were moments when Selwyn, in the lead,
felt his polished boot soles slide from
the smooth face of & stone on which he
had trod, and he hung on desperately
with both hands till he could find toe-
hold ﬂ.gui:n and drag himsell breathlessly
upward, c .

Sometimes a Emnt- of rock on which he
set his weight broke away and bounded
down the side of the mountrin, leaving
him hanging perilously.

But his ?tam]a wera like iron, his
muscles like tempered steel, his lungs
as strong and sound as a blacksmith's
bellows, his eyes as keen as a hawk's,
and his brain as clear as erystal,

He had zeen and suffered so much
lately that the peril of this climb had
not the power to unnerve him. Onece
he laughed where he hung over a sheer
death drop of several thousand feet
and swung his legs in glee,

“Wa're nearly up, Col,” he laughed.
*“Follow me. I won't lead you wrong.
But we've got to work over to the
right there, for it's the only place T
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can see where we can reach up and grip
the edge of the plateau.”

“O.h. " said Celin agein, moving to
the left after Selwyn, and Bnding the
sound footheld and handheld Selwyn
had tested for him.

It was the last fifty [eet of the des-
porate climb which proved the most
dangerous, for ‘the way stecpenid.
Sometimes the rock djntted out like a
ceiling overhead, and they had to go
down again before resuming the upward
climb.,

As if he meant it to be do or die, now
or never, Selwyn took risks for the first
time, no longer testing foothold before
Ive thrust his weight downward, reach-
ing up with cager hands for a grip on
the chiff above,

Fortunc favoured him. TUnerringly,
e made his way to perhaps the only
spob in view from which he would be
able to reach the edge of the ridge and
draw himself easily up and over it.

The edge was not nine feet above him
now ; he climbed wp higher, gripped
the rim, and turned to smile en-
couragingly down at Colin.

“Ye're home, Col!” he shouted.
Home 1"

Then he saw the smile fade on his
Lrother's face, and & grim look of
horror shine im his widening eyes.
Colin was siaring uwpward, mouth wide
open, frozen to the rock face fo which
he clung, unable to cry out a warning.

Swiftiv Ec-Iwgn turned his head and
glanced upward.

As he did so he saw the plumed head
of a Red Indian swing into view above
fhim. The black eyes were burning, the
face was hideously disfigured with
ghastly war paint,.the gash of a mouth
spread in g frightening grin  that
showed two rows of white feeth,

A red hand clozed on Belwyn's right
wrizt like a vice, and held him there,

“Tgh ! grunted the Redskin, az he
flourished hiz deadly sharpened toma-
hawk, one blow of which would split
Selwrn’s skull in two, |

Colin sereamed in horror,

“Don’t hit him, Indian!” he shouted.

Solwyn's eyves bored into the Dblack
orbs of the Redskin, and the face began
to take shape. FHe recognised the
savage, despite the grotesque war-paint
he had smeared upon his yellow skin.

* Mountain Lion 1* he gasped.

“U.%rh ™ grunted the Indian “again,
and, letting his tomahawk fall to the
ground, he bath

ripped Selwwn by
wrists, haulﬂg him safely over the
brink and threw him sprawling in safety
ofi the ledge.

(Look oul for gnother feast of thrills
in next week's chaplers of this populer
adventuré story.)

STANDING BY SMITHY !

{Continued from page 24.)

Judging by the expression on his fat
face, he had not been enjoving life.

The Form match was over. The
Remove had not had to bat a sccond
time, and Stacey’s bowling had de-
molished the Shell wickets at a great
rate. It was over in tune for fea, and
the Co. found Harry Wharton waiting
for them at the pavilion when they
came off the field. Billy Bunter met
them as they came towards the House—
with a lugubrious visage that might
have touched a heart of stone.

"1 say, vou fellows, I've had a putrid
time ! groaned Bunter, “If you fellows
had done those lines for me, as I asked
vou—-"

“Bhut up, you fat duffer I breathed
Bob Cherry, as Mr. Quelch came out of
the House.

Bunfer shut up.

Mr. Queich came to o dead stop.

*“ Wharton [

“Yes, sir 1V

“Where have you been this after-
noon 3"

“Up to four o'clock, sir, I was sitlin
on the wall of the Head’s garden, read-
ing the * Holiday Annual " 1" said Harry
caimly. :

11} 'l"t;hn_nlt. 1|||Jb

“Then, as I heard vou and the Head
speaking in the garden, sir, I thought
I'd better go—especially as you were
speaking of me, sip—7"

" You—yon heard 1™

Mr. Queleh fairly stammered. If
Wharton had heard him speaking to
Dr. Locke in the Heénd's garden, obvi-
ously he bad not been out of bounds.
Three prefects were watching the Three
Fizhers for nothing !

“Oh!” gasped My, Queleh. “Ah! I
—I—1 see | Quite!”

e walked on hurriedly.

“Did Quelch fancy you'd been up to
sormnething this afternoon while we were
at the cricket?” asked Bob Cherry,
fivystified,

“I think he did. Quelch has such a
lm_'. of fancies, vou know! But never
mind Queleh and his jollv old faneciost
What about tea *™

“Yes, rather!” said Billy Bunter.
“Never mind Quelch! He's an old afi's‘
anvhow ! Let's have tea, you fellows!

And they had tea.

THE ENWD.

(Billy Bunter and the chums of Grey.
friarsy appear in anothér grond m
next week, entitled: “SAVED FROM
THE SBACRK! Make sure of your copy
of the MaGgrer by placing an order with
your newsagent RIGHT NOW/)
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THE WORST

CHAP at ST. SAM’S! &

By DICKY NUGENT

* Bright {
* Hallo | !

Dr. Birchomall, the revered and majestick head. 2=

master of 5t. Bam's, farely jumped as ho stapved
aeross the dining-hall at Bright of the Fourth. He
could hardly beleeve his ears |

“ W-w-what did you eay 1* he stutterad.

“1 gaid ‘' Hallo!'" drawled Bright, with studied
inserlance. * Anything wrong with that ? "

A buzz of eggeitement went round the hall, while
at the samé time there was an eleotrick silence in
whiol you could have herd a pin drop. The Head's
skollarly fizz was simply terrifying to behold, Liten-
ing flashed from his eyes.

" You—you impertent young raskal!' he thun-
dered. * How dare you talk to me =0 disrespective ¥
Why, I'll slawter youl I'll—"

5 u .‘;a that all you were going to eay 1 yawmed
right.

Thea gkool farely gasped. Dr, Birchemall pointed
o trembling fourfinger to the door.

“ No, it mn’t | ¥ he roared. * I waa going to tick
you off for not washing your face properly before
coming in to dinner; but I won't trubble about
that now. Leave the table at once and go to your
Form-room. You are detained for the afterncon—
and vou won't have a scrap of dinner, either |

“ That'a good 1 " grh:mad%right, with a deapﬂiring
glance at the eteaming dishes on the tables. *
never did like tripe and onions | i1

“Gol" h the Head.

And Bright went—leaving the dining-hall in a
regular uproar !

gl‘he question everybody was asking now was:
what would Bright do nextt Whatever it was,
there would be little w'ﬁrizu over it, for in the space
of & few days Bright had become the very worst
chap at 5t. Sam’a ;

o cause of thizs amazing change in Bill Bright
was a frame-up of which he had been the viktim.
Om ecirenmstanzhal evidencos ha had been
convikted of card-playing and blagging,
wheni he had really been trying to save
his minor from the klutches of Sparler
& Co. Bmarting wunder this act of
injustiss, he had made up his mind fo
become in grim Ernest the eadd and rotter
the Head thought him to be. And this
waa tho result |

Aa soom as dinner was over, Jaclk
Jolly called Merry on one sgide. The
kaptin of the Fourth had a thoughtful look on
his handsome dial,

“ Merry, old chap, I think we ought to warn
Bright not to break detention,” he said. * T happen
to know he intended playing billiards at the n?ﬂll:.?
Sailor at Muggleton this afternocon, and if he tries
to keep that appointment there'll be the very dickens
to pay. I vote we warn him. He's a cadd and a
rotter and he duzzent desorve it, but we'll do it for
old times' sake,”

“ All gereen ! agreed Merry, and the two pals
trotted along to the Form-room.

Bright didn't seem & bit grateful for their wvisit.
He grested them with a sneering, leering smilo when
they wallted inj and when he herd Jacl Jeolly's
warning he meerly larfed sinnically.

“Thanks for nothing!™ he said. * Yon
needn't worry your fat. 1 can lock after myself."

-
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Upper Fourth Cricket
is Improving
Says H. VERNON-SMITH

You fellowa who treat Upper Fourth ericket as a
joke should stop it. Uppoer Fourth oricket im im.
proving wonderfully |

I've been watching them once or twico lately, and
I muat eay I'm surprised at the pro ey're
making. To begin with, Temple’s efficiency as a
baternan hag gone up a hund;r)ed per cent, Last

WOULD YOU BELIEVE [T?

———

* Plepse, sir, there's a rumonr about that he's
going to play billiarda at the Jolly Sailor | %

The Head held up hia hands in utter horror.

“ The Jolly Sailer! That low hawnt [ ! he cride.
*Why, it's the vilest den in Mugpleton—a g 1
wouldn't be seen in for worlds ! will go there at

ence and investigatel™

And the Head, pawsing ﬂr:.:;{ to pocket the bag of
tofly he hnd been cating, ied from his study in
pursuit,

The newa of what had happened. scon spread
through St. S8am’s, and the general opinion was that
Eill Bright was ]Emparly for it at last. HKricket was
asbandoned in the prevailing sitement, and an
eggspectant crowd quickly gathered at the gates
in the hopo of witnessing the last act of the drama.

While they waited the Head's long, spidery legs
were carrying him to the Jolly Bailor at top speed,

Arriving at the inn, he marched bol in and
sought out the biilisrd room.

hed fully eggspected to eatch Bright red.
handed. But a disappointment swaited him. The
only coccupants were the innkeeper himself and a
rather weerd-looking jentloman with smolked glasses
and o long mistogsh, Of the 8t. S8am’s junior there
wasn't & sign.

* Anything we can do for you, old covey ? *’ asked
the innkeeper.

“ Yee, you can tell me whether or not a St. Sam’s
junior has becn hers this afternoon,” answered Dr.
Birchemall, * Hes was about the hite of this jentle-
man hera’

And the Head, with
his wusual stately, old.
world politeness, jerked
hig thumb in the dirsction
of the man with the
smokod glﬂ,aﬂm. The
lattor larfed.

“I'm the only person
of this hite that has
been hers this after-
" 80 if you'ro leoking for

noen, he remarked.
another you'll bave to look elsewhere or walt till
he arrives.)

* Why not wait ’ere, old covey ?* legred the

innkeeper, * P'r'aps you'd like s game of billiards
with this other jent to while away the time ¥ !
Dir. Birchemall hezzitated.

“Ahem | It'a rather against tay principule to
play billiards in & low tavern with a straoger,’ he
mermored. * Still, it’s a game I always enjoy. If
you like, I'll play you two hundred up [ ™

“Done1™ eride the jentleman with the smoked
gla.ssas* who eeemed very. pleascd over something.
* Lot's start at oncal™

scon the room was cchoing to%hs merry elicking
of billiard ballst

After winning three games fight off the reel,
Dr, Birchemall was in grate api ?u.

*It's good to know the old Eand hasn’t lost its
cunnmg,” he chuckled. * Bub [m abi=d I must
be getting back to 3t. Sam’'s now"

* Let me walk along with you" grinned the jentic-
man with the glasses, " I'm goingthat way myself.”

And so it was that the crowd ihat still waited at
the gates oggspecting to see the Jiead leading Bright
back by the ear saw him returniig arm-in-arm with
a jentleman with emoked glassesa:nd a long mistosh |

It was & strango site. But thierowd would have
geen an even stranger site had they fllowed the short
jentleman down the road afteehs loft the Head.

or the moment he got out of ee he elimbed
the skool wall, d.ralgped down Ble the quad. B.:;E
dashed across like litening to Hes zide entrance to
the 8kool House, Inaside he ng to the Fourth
Form-room. There he tore off fis glasses and false
mistosh and put them into & ogboard belonging to
the Fourth Form Stage Sodsly. And then he
calmly sat down at Bri
a8 though ho had been there allibs aftornoon. Dr.,
Birchemall’s billiard-playing fred had been Bright
of the Fourth all the timo!

The Head was grately serprizé to see Bright when
be looked in.

" Toadey

* Then_ you're here | Y he eggelaimed.
told e you were at Muggleto|”

* What a funny idea for T to get hold of 1
grinned Bright, " Is my dete<gn over, sir t "

* Yeos, Bright. But before yf do anything else,
gend Toadsy to my study. "X I?am"snm&t,hing to say
to him—and I ghall say it withe birch rod [

“ All gercen, sir | ' grinned t, as he went out
to find Toadey minor,

And it wasn't long before th creeping, eoringing
crawler was yelling with aggernfiss the Head's birch
dusted his trowsis, Sin

By the time the Head had fnished with him,
Tﬂﬂ.gﬂ}' minor was feeling veryfierry indeed that he
had metched his witas againsiithess of the Worst
Chap at Bt. Bam's!

(Don't misa the nezt yarn Inillis slaggering series
whodever you do [—ED.)

CAUSE AND JFFECT

The Treasurer of the JuniofTenniz Club writes:
“ Can you beliave thia? Oneawfour memhbers says
his money foll out of bia poclgwhile he waa doing
aserobatics in & tree, and this 8K cause of his subs,
being overdue |
Wa ean quite believe it, old 4krt. One chap we

Enow climbed over the schodwsll—and that was

And the Head, taking hia cup, toeck his cus—and

the cause of hig * rent ¥ being *bohind ! §

“Let's leave this dingy blaggard, Jolly,"
egpsclaimed Merry, " and got down to kricket ! ™

Jack Jolly nodded grimly, and the two.
kwitted the Form-room.

A few minnits later the figger of a junior
mite have been seen climbing out of the Form.-
1o0om winder. As a matter of fakt, it was seen.
Tondey minor, of the Fourth, spotted Bright's
move as he was strolling acrossthe quad. And,
ncedles to say, he went atmight to the Head.

** Pleasa, sir,” he wined, *' I just notissed

...........

When Micky Deamond, ardant

ght'a doakiad started swotting-

By DICK RAKE

A lobt of old jossers have been
writhiy to the papers lately
saying schoolboys nowadays aro
too untidy in their dress, Coker
has been reading what they’ve
had to say. Coker has taken it
up. Until yesterday Coker
looked like developing what doc-
tors call & “complox? about
it—in other words, going potty
about it !

But happily something hap-
pened yestorday to put a stop
to Coker's Clobber Complex |

What happened was a resulg
of a little lectura Coker gave us.
He stopped while he was on his
wag to the bathing pool and
told us just what he thought
sbout our dress. He said our
collars were dirty, our ties
frowsty, our begs an uiter dis-
grace, our ghoes indescribable,
and our blazera not fit for the
adornment of the meanest scare-
orow. Hoe told us we looked like
& lot of barbarians and that our
appearance brought shame on

e name of the old school,

Finally, he ordered us to go
and clean ourselves up a bit snd
changs into something decent.

Biown and Bulstrode, who
were with me, listened to the
end, then made a move forward
to slvg;y Coker. I stopped them,

* You ghouldn't get ennoyed
with &° chap for wanting the
gchool turned out emartly,” I
gaid, “Coker’s right. We
don't pay enough atiention to
our clobber. We're not clobber-
congcious.”

* Potty 1" queried Bulstrode,

“Not a bit. I just agree
with Coker, that's Eﬁ. I think
something ought to be done
about it. I think we ought to
walke up Greyfriars to the need
for pood taste in dress.'?

GREYFRIARS FACTS WHILE YOU WAIT!

CURING COKER'’S
CLOBBER COMPLEX

*If you imagine you're pull-
11_13h Coker'a leg, you can E?-;.P
right now, for he's out of hearing
distance already,” snorted Tom
Brown, pointing to Coker's re.
treating fipure. " Bleased if I
follow your drift, anyway.”

“It waa juat a little idea I
had for making Greyfriars chapa
think more about dress,” I
smiled. " A sort of object-
lesson in how not to dress, if you
follow me.”

“*We don't.,”

“Then I'll explain.”

When I did so, Bulstrode and
Browny smiled, too. We were
all emiling as we went into a
neighhnurintg field, stripped a
segrecrow of ifs clothes and took
them down to the bathing pool,

But the smiles we smiled then
were nothing compared with
the amilea we amiled later on,

when Coker returned from his

dip to findl his owm elothes
mysteriously wvanished and an
unspeakable collsction of rags
and tatters just as m}fsteri::ru.afy
in their plocs |

Coker's return to the school,

wearing the secarcercw's gpar-
ments was the best thing that’s
happensd this torm bar none
From start to finish it was one
long eseream. They'ra  still
laughing abouf it in the School
Houso aa we go to preas |

'M ves, it's poing to he a
long, long time before Coker
leetures the Remove on dress
agait |

e |
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When Coker of the Fitth told Win-

season he was almest invariably bowled out.firat ball.
This year it takos two balls to achieve the same
result. It can hardly be denied that this is a Temark-

able improvement,

The old taunt about the Fourth flelders being
* butter-fingers ” no longor applies at all. Last
year, admittedly, it was ‘desorved, for the fisldera
n?vgr m%mid ﬂ?_ la to hold more thﬁﬁn one oateh ang
of six. But thias T, BO t ia their impré
that they con hﬂﬂrimﬂne nﬂf five | ERERA

Where the TFourth have improved out of all
recognition, however, is in their bowling. Why,
at one time it was a well-known fact that the Fourth
bowlers were scored off to the extont of an ayern
of thirty runs a wicket. - This season that :R'eraga
haa been reduced to 271

o taking it all round, Fourth cricket, aa I tell you,
tqan no lf;lgt?]r %ﬂ acmzd E.a a ,'jic-lm. We've got to
ace up o it's undergoing a profon
change for the better. ok i

TOM BROWN on—

BOLSOVER’S BACK-
TO-NATURE PLAN

Bolsover has a back-to-nature plan. At least, he
had it up to last Wedoosday afternoon. His idea
was that stuffy class-rooms ond stuffy studies and
stuffy meals are turning us into namby.pamby nit.
wita. Bolay thought we ought really to be herculean
he-men ; and the only way to do it, he suggested,
was to get right back to nature now and again, Of
course one couldn't vm? well do that every day of
the week ; but if one lived the wild life of one’s
primitive anecestors just for an occasional afternoon,
that would he a j::-li:.r good help | :

So Bolsy set to work to get reeruita for the back.
to-nature bizney. By the time Wednesday come
quite a crowd of back.to.nature fans were read
to follow their leader into the * wilda " of Friardale
Woods and live like genuine prehistorio cavemen.
But something always crops up fo spoil these
idealigtic stunts, and trouble etarted on this cccasion
from the word “ Qo™

Snoop and Stott started it.  No soonor had eciviliza.
tion been left behind than SBncop and Stott got out
cigarettes and began emoking. Bolsy promptly
pointed out that back-to-nature people didn't smoke
and emphasised his point by punching their heads.
A free ﬁght involving no loss tl?an saven of the back.
to-nature fana had to be fought over this before
things got back to normal,

Then Rale and Kipps brought out supplies of
chooolate, and there was a similar argument over

— ]

that.

By the time the serious business of the
afternoon was  reached—tree-climbing and
all that—aeveral of the aimple lifers possessed
darkening eyes and thickening ears and
tempers were badly frayed.

The treo-climbing put the tin hat on it.
By an unlucky chance Bolsy seemed to chocso
trees with branches that broks as scon es
thoy were stepped om. The rosult was that
most of the back-to-nature pioneers came to
earth rather suddenly 1 .

Just to sottle the afterncon complotely,
Belay got some of hia followers to eat some
berries and herbs he was good enough to pick

Bright making for gates, and 1t made me wonder tWhen Horacs Coker exceeded the William Gosling saya the Iock ogy Tha river Sark, from which a local When Bir Hilton Popper opened for them—and the same followers wers
whether you'd %imn him a pass-out or not." thirty m.p.h. speed limit in Court= stamp collector, said he had & lot the school gstes has naver : | factory takes ila water to manu~ gate he wanted & First XI cricket the new swimming bath at Grey- promptly talen ill |

Dr. Birchemall's eves gleemed. fleld, P.-c. Tozer was * gwift ® to ¢! unused stamps, Bunter repair since he became schodl bschure minerals, is 50,000,000  Wingateroared with laughter, Iriars, nobody expected Billy © That finished last Wednesday's baok-to-

“ My hat ! That g raskal is farely asking EFpur;t huq to Head, who ** burgled ** his study in the bope rum:,_ and that En.u ;huumn allons short this year.  Billy renpon Coker *capped '’ Bunter to be thy to dive int0 nature movement. Those of fhe pioneers
o it—hag_gi [m.f m-j,jng for it, in fakt 1™ quickly JLoker on the of findin t]i::au:. E found legs will wear ou hﬁhﬂrgllhﬁh nter, the Owl of the Remove, everyithing by offering to punch {it. A sorrepiitions shove from who were still able to stond humped their
h : “‘f ris taind i e carpet, Though “slow ' on the Desmond uoused siamps does. As juniors who have nonsly denies having absent- 'Wingate’s noss [ Colker whizzed Skinner, though, sent Bunter in— 1 il Lawled £ :

© fgEsciaimec. CRILBILY nover gave WD geiske, Coker *‘fast?’ realised wete loreign specimens, though— locked ouf will testily, the mindedly drunk that much exira out of Wu:gnta’: stndy—*¢ gap- hend-first | When Buntep Jeader fill ho howled before returnips to

1ssion to go out, Have you ,any 1dea that he had ** gone the imit» 1 and even Bunter didn't want to still bas more “‘anap™ | ginger-pop | less ** and almost coatless, too !  appeared ing above water, ¢ivilisation, and the movemoeat then ke

where he may be going, Toadey ? ¢ ghiok » to them [ (tosling | the ﬁsamup&ﬂ, too | up 1o confusion,



