


AN UNUSUAL STORY OF SCHOOLEOY ADVENTURE—
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Hobby's Party !

L OME cake 1 said Bob Cherry.
S “Topping 1 said Frank
Hugent. :
“The topfulnezs,” said
Hurres Jamset Ram Singh, solemnly,
“ja terrific!”
Hobson, of the Shell, beamed.
“Wot s0 bad—what?” he
genially. ‘
‘There was rather a crowd in Hobson's
passage; at Grey-

satd

study, in the shell :
friars, Habby and his study-mates,
Hoskine and Stewart, of eourse, were
there. Harry Wherton & Co., of the
Hemove, were therel 3

Evidently it was & groat occaszion.

The study was unususliy tidy—newly
ewept and garnished, as it were. There
were flowers in tha jampot on the
mantelpiece. A spotless cloth was on
the table. There were chairs for all
the visitors—which was not always the
case in & juntor study.

But the centre of attraction was the
cake !

It was, as Bob declared, *“some cake.”
It was a large cake, It was & hand-
some cake. It was, in fact, n birthday
eakal Around it, in decorative letter-
ing, was legend :

“MANY HAPPY RETURNS [

Many Greyfriars fellows knew that it
Wwas obson’s birthday. Dozens of
times that day Hobby had been wished
many happi!; returns,. Some fellows
who knew that the enormous cake had
srrived for Hobby, were ?articula_rly
effusive in their .good wishes. Billy
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Bunter, in fact, had wished him many
happy returns, not once, but many
times, during the day—with ulterior
motives, .

Buot it booted not. Bunter was not
among the guests for the birthday cele-
bration.

Hobby, in fact, had to limit the
Eiarty. Space had to be considered.

is guests were selected with care.
Chairs could be borrowed from other

studies, but the question was where to J

ﬁut themi. It was not 4 _sl:ﬂaﬂ study,
ut eleven fellows filled it almost to
overflowing.  And there were twelvo
chairs. One guest was stil]l to comel

Harry Wharton & Co.- had been at
foothall practice, and had come in with
keen appetites, fully . prepared to. do
justico to the birthday celobrations.

1I'he fact that they were sometimes on
serapping terms with Hobby of the
Bhell was politely forgoticn now. ere
were times, a3 Bob Cherry had re-
marked, when fellows in different Forms
ought to remember that they were all
Greyfriars fellows, wearing the saine
school tiel- And a time when there
was & birthday feed, with a big cake,
was obviowsly one of those times!

-Everybody was on his best behaviour,
nice and peolite. Friendly and amiable
smiles pdorned all faces. Even when
Hosking of the Shell remarked that
after tea he would play a littls thing
nf his own, on tho vielin, polifeness
stood the strain! Temple of the Fourth,
indeed, declared that he would be de-
lighted to hear it. Temple was gener-
ally & truthful chap; but something was
due to good manners]

But, polite as they al] were, there was
little doubt that the party were rather
keon to begin., IbE wus rather late for
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ten, and football practice in a keen
November wind made feillows prefer
tea early, rather than late. They had
sat down, but they were still waiting
for Hobby to give the signal for the
onslaught. And the twelith chair was
still empty; the latest guest seemed
very late.

Complimentary remarks filled in the
time, But these began to pall. After
all, a fellow can't keep on wishing

obby many I:aégf.q; returns, over and
over again, or ling him, more than
twice or thrice, how decent it was of
him to ask a fellow to the spread. There
was & lag in thoe conversation. Hobson
kept on glencing st the deor. But the
door did not open.

“ Another men coming " asked Harry
Wharton, breaking a silence that began
to be & little heavy.

“Well, ves 1™ said Hobson. "I hardly
like to start without him, as he's &
senior, you lkmow.”

“0Oh1” satd the juniors.

They were rather surprised to hear
that & scnior was coming. Seniors did
not ususlly attend junicr cclebrations.
It was rather & distinetion, perhaps—
but a distinction that most of tho juniors
could have dispensed with without any
great sense of loss.

It rather looked, too, as though that
senior, although bhe had accepted
Hobby's invitation, was treating the
affair with some carclessness. Atc all
events, he was certainly very late,

“Sixth Form man?™ asked Johnny
Bull.

“No. Fifth1* .
“Oh 1" said the juniors agsin.

“Jt's that ass, Coker!” remarked
Stowart of the Shell, *“Hobby was ass
enough to ssk him. I advised him not.”
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" Well, we used to be pals in the Shell
before U'ovker gob his remove into the
Yifth,” said obsom. “1 thought I'd
osk bhim.™

Sorme of the juniors smiled.

Coker, in the Fifth, had dropped
Hobson. in the Shell, like o hot brick.
Hobbr had often been heard to make
bitterly sarcastic remarks about fat-
heads who put on airs when they pot
a shove up.

But old Hobby was all good nature,
On this great occnzion. with a record
cake to dizspose of, he had forgotten all
offenices and asked Coker. And Horaco
Coker, it seemed, had accopted.

But the other guests were no longer
surprized. that tho twelfth guest was
g0 late. Ther had no doubt that Horace
Coker was regarding the affair in a
lofty, patronizing way, hardly worthy
of his attention. They would not have
been surprised if Horace had affected to
fctb.rgﬁ it entirely, and failed to turn up
BT mill.

“What about eutiing the ecake?”
murmurad Frv of the Fourth.

A fellow wanted to ba decent, of
course, but, on the other hand, & fellow
was bungry, and did not see sitiing
about waiting for a swanking ass In
the Fifth till that swanking ass chose
1o nrrive.

“Well,” said Ilobson uneaszily, “he
can't be long now. He knew the time.
He's only o quarter of an hour late.”

“Only I murmured Bob.

“Look here!” said Stowart. *Cut
Coker out! You were an ass to ask
hiny, tobby, as I told vou !”

“Well, 1 did ask him,” said Hobby.
“Tt wouldn't look civil to begin without
him.* :

There was a heavy tread in the pas-
snge.
“Hallo, hallo, hallo ! Here hie comes |
murmuarad Boly Cherry.

Iobzon looked relieved, Even good-
natured and unsuspicious old Hobby
was beginning 'to think that the Fifth
Tarm man wasn't treating him decentls.
It was a relief to hear o sound in the
passage like & coalman delivering coal
in large sacks—the unmistakable tread
of Haorace Coker, of tho Fifth Form.

Hobby opened the door politely for
the late-comer.

HTrot_in, Coker, old chap!” he saidl
haspitably.

Coker of the Fifth pave him a look.
It was, of course, a friendly occasion:
still, Coker did not' like “old chap ™
from & Bhell fellow |
. However, ho let it pass. Coker of
the Fifth was not 8 whale on manners,
but he was not wholly destitute of
them. He trotted in.

“Oh, many happy returny, Hob-
ron I he said, carelessly. *I believe
you eaid it was your birthday,
or something, didn't you?”

EHobby breathed rather hard.

“Yes; here's your chair, Coker.
dewn”

Coket, instead of sittine down, stared
at the numercus party already gathered
round the teble, Fe seemed surprised
to seé 50 many guests. And not one of
them counld fanoy that he looked pleased.
Coker locked very restive.

“Liook here, Hobson * he began.

“Yes, sit down!”

“1 said I'd come!” said Coker, in an
aggrioved tone, “A Tifth Form man
needn’t mind teaing in the Shell onco
in & term., But I'm bound to say that
I didn’t expect to be asked to sit down
to tea with a gang of fags from tho
¥eurth and the Lower Fourth.”

Hobson crimsoncd. Stewart shrugged
his shoutders., Coker was annoyed, and
eaw no reason for conconling his annoy-
enee.  Cecil Reginald Tewmple glanced
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;.tﬂﬂahney and TFry, ond rose to his
Lty o ;

“IFrightfully sorry, Hobson, old
bean 1" saidd Temple, in his most grace-
ful manner. “ But I've just rememnbered
that I have lines to do for Loder of the
Sixth - I shall really have to cut!™

“By rfum *  oxelaimed FEry., &1
haven't done my lines for Capper! I—
I shall have to cut ! _
_“Oh, rather!” eaid Dabney., “My
lines for—for Wingate! T'd beifer como
with you men 1™

“I—I gay, don't gol” stammered
Hobson, Even the unsuspicious Hobby
hardly believed that this sudden erop of
lines was genuine,

“ Awlully sorry——m-="

“Rotten rongh luek

“Cart’t be helped—*

Temple, Dabney, and Fry faded out
of the study.

Harry Wharten & Co. looked at one
another. In epite of the great atirac-
tions of the cake, they were strongly
slisposed to follow the example of the
¥ourth Formers. In sheer compassion
for izlmr old Hobby, they refrained. It
would have been altogether too bad to
muck up Hobby's party at thaé rate.

So_ they sat tight, after an exchangoe
of glances. Hobson was red with dis-
comfort.  Hlewart was shrugging "his
shoulders as if they were going by cloclk-
work. Hoskins was looking intensely
annoyed. Time wgg being wasted, and

¥

Having concluded his fend with
Stephen Price, Jim Warren—
the boy with a borrowed name—
is up against a more powerful
enemy in Gerald Loder, a
scheming rascal who is after
his place in the first eleven
footer team!

Hosky was anxions for tea to be over,
50 thaot ho could begin on that little
thing of his own on the vielin. Coker
BAT ChOwi.
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THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Rivals at Soccer!

&b OATA™
G i
;I'IB;,T Javo M

. here was & general exolama-
tion among the seniors who were stand-
ing round on Big 8ide, watching tho
football in progress,

It was a Form matoh, between Fifth
ond .Bixth; not an important game in
iteelf, but important from the fact that
thﬂ_fﬁﬂtbnllers wera being put through
their paces, with a view to the final
gelection of men for the first eleven iin
tho fixture with Reokwood.

Wingate, the captain of the schaol,
captained the Sixth Form side; but
when Warren of the Fifth put the
pill into hig &ual, o grinned with
satisfaotion. e wa3l thinking of
Warren as a rod in pickle for k-
wood,  Nobody was surprised to sen
Jirn, Warren capture gosls.  Although
new at Greyfriars thet term, he had
slready becomo conspicuous in games,
and was o groat goal-gettor. But when
Loder of the Bixth landed the ball in
the Fifth Forin goal, fellows stared and
ejnculated.

Loder was such a slacker that Win-
gate had been rather doubtful about
?E:ttm bim even into & practice mateh.
tverybody knew that Loder was keen
to play when Rockwood came over: but

..:tr il

rebody  supposed 1hat he had  {he
smallest chanee of wedging inte the
cleven,

But, to the general surprise, Loder
had ghown unecimimon form all through
that mateh; and now, slmost on the
stroke of time, ho had potted the pill—
much to the satisfaction of the Sixth.
}:‘lar the I"t:l:th WEro nn?l alg'ﬂ{:i a;gi;mren

& practico game the Sixtly did not
Lke being beaten. Loder had at least

made it a draw.

“lrgod man?”  exclaimed Wingato
heartily, and he gave Gerald Loder o
¢lap on the shoulder—g thing ha had
never been seen to do before. Thero
vwas, 08 & rule, no love lost between the
captain of Greyfriars snd the bully of
the Sixth.

When the footballers came off thn
field, Loder joined Wingste, going back
to the House. He was' flushed, and
rather ‘breathless after the game. But
he did not look, as e often did afier

ames. practice, as if he needed taking
1weme ont an ambulence. Mo was nneonis
monly fit.

Wingate was with his friends, Gwyn
and Sykes. But he gave L.-u:mu:lﬂ:.:*1{:r a {rnlliﬂ
genial look, If the slacker of the Eixtﬁ
was adopting new manners and euns-
toms, and taking up games setiously,
instead of smoking cigarettes in his
ttudy, Wingate was the man fo
cntourage him,

A ripping good goal, Lodor I he
snid,  “You'ro coming on I”

“Not so bad, I hope!” said Loder,
with & rather furtive lock at the cap-
tein of Greyiriars. “You're picking
the men for Rockwood after this
mﬂtﬂhf"

i YEE'H'

::I hope there's & chanee for me.”

Well, no,™ said Wingate. “There
was only one place that was at all
doubtful, and thet will have ta go to
that new chap, Warren, If he Leeps up
his present form we siraply can’t leave
IHE Dgutu”

Loder’s eyes glinted,

“I think I've done as well as Warren,
at least, in this game,” he said sullanly.

“He bagged a-gosl, and po did L”
“One swallow doesn't make &
summer, Loder I” said the Greyfriars

captain, rather dryly. “Warren's s
keon man on Bocger—-"

“I'm keen enough |”

. Lately, yes!”" admitted Wingatc.

But—if you'll excuss me;, Loder—it's
rather new, isn’t it? Keep it up, and
'l be jolly glad to give you & chanco
when the time comes, But I've settlpd
ﬂnI:r:‘sr{en fi:ir Ennkwmgi” i

of'a sullen temper blazed ont,

!“Iﬂuk here, Wingatel I want fair
pla

:: ou're getting it 1”

Neo good & man deing his best!”
snapped Loder sav . "“Yon mean
that yon're going to play Warren,
becanse you like the chap—and we've
never been friends.  That's the longa
and short of it!”

“ Neither the long nor the short of i,
TLoder!” said Wingate., “I like tho
fellow—everybody like's him; he's a
likeable chap! But I'm not going to
Flaj" him in the first eleven becanse I
ike him, Loder, and vou know it 1"

“J don't know it 1" sneored Loder,

% Then you'd better drop the subject 1"
sald Wingate sharply.

“A new man who hasn't been here a
term yet I muttered Loder. % And a
fellow that there's all sorts of queer
rumours about 1™

“Oh, cut that out 1" snapped Wingate.
“"I've heard that from you before,
Loder, and I don't want to hear any
moro of it!” And the Groyfriars cap-
tain turned his back on Loder, without
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ceromony, and  walked away with
Grwynne aind Syles.

Loder stood looking after Lim, with a

biack and bitter brow. Ho was disap-
pointed, and be had & sense of
Erieyance.

Slacker na he was, he was very keen
to figure a3 o member of the first eloven
in a big fixture. Thera was only one
woy to effect that,” whila Wingate was
skipper—to get into first-class footer
forin |

And since he had been leit ont of the
St. Jim's match, Loder had pulled up
his socks, as it were, and bucked up
very copsiderably, He was gomg to
prove that he was good cuough for the
tiret cleven. :

Now, he considered, he had proved ik
and still he was left on the shelf, in
favour of that new fellow, Warren.

But for thoe fact that Warren waa
available, there was little doubt that ho
would. have gained his point. He had
always disliked Warren, but never so
intensely as now., The fellow had dene
him out of his place in the team that
played St. Jim’s; now he had done him
ot of his place for the Hookwood
matel. That was how Loder locked ab
it—or chose to look at it.

A handsome, fair-haired fellow passed
him, as ho stood scowling—and his eyos
turned, with deep animosity, on Jim
Warren., Warren, swinging slong in
coat and muffler, did not notice him—
bnt Loder stepped into his way, and the
Fifth Form man had to stop.

In his disappointment, and savage,
sulky temper, er was ripe for a row.
Jim glanced st him, with & fsint smile.
Ho was sware of Loder’s feelings
wumar:ﬂs h!{::;,-hut was not greatly wor-
ried theroby.

“Yeon robter!” mubtcred Loder.
“Yon've got away with 181" .

“ What's biting you now?” asked Jim
good-humouradly. :

it You've greased up io Wingate pretty
successfully,” said Loder. * Your name
will be up for the Rookwood mateh |
At ]c&-sh"%{! added, with a bitter sneer,
“the name of Warren will be up
There seems to be some doubt whether
ihat's really your name or not.”

"I:l that what youw've stopped mo to
suy 7

ﬁ.ﬁcmrdin to o lot of talk that's

oing round, YOur name i3 No MOTo
arren than mine is' Robinson ¥
sneered Loder,

Warren’s handsomo face flushed.

“That's enough, Loder!” ha eaid.
“Will you let mo passi”

“When I choose!” answered Loder
=oolly. “You've pinched my place in
the frst eleven—but that doesn’t alter
the fact that I am a Bixth Form prefeet,
and you're nobody—outside the ecleven,

at any rate o ;

“It's rather against the rulos to
punch a grai remarked Warren,
éI% that what you're trying to make mo

0 1

Loder's eyes gleamead. He
have liked nothing better than o good

retext for coming down on the Fifth

ormer with hia prefectorial authority.
That would have been worth even 2
punch from Warren's hefty arm. 1ut
the handsome Fifth Former kept his
hands in his overcoat pockets.

A fellow in a false name ! jecred
Loder, . :

“You'll ba getting en audience soon,”
said Jim Warren. . “There’s sbout a
ilozen fellows staring at vou now, and
ong of the besks, Do you want
Groyfriars to sce you losing your silly
. temper §*

Loder glanced round. His aggressive
attitude, barring Warren's way, ha
drawn a good deal of attention in the
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?{mn quad. Potter and Greene and
ilton, coming along from the fooiball
ficld, were looking at him—Temple,
Dabney and Fry, who had just comeo
out of the House, had paused to look
O1l. lel;{ Bunter was gazing with great
interest through his big spe es. Mr.
Hacker, the master of the Shell, was
Eaﬂmqg—auud he paused in passing; his
een, penetrating eyes fixed very
curiously on Warren. Perhaps Hacker
had caught Loder's worda

Tho fact that a dozen fellows were
lnakmﬁ on, rather in expectation of a
“row,” did not influcnce Loder, in his
angry, sulky temper. Indecd, ho was
rather pleased for so many cars to hear

1Mt.

“Iz vour nama Warren 77 he sneered.
“I've heard thet young Wharton of the

ave knows the Warrens at home,
a'ﬁﬂ,-_ﬂﬂr}'ﬂ vou'ra not James Warren at
all.
“I'vo said that that’s encugh, Loder 1™
said Jim Warren, very quietly, "Now
shutli;:tp and let me pass, or I'll shift
vou

“Will rout" sgid Loder, between lirs
teeth. “Try it on, you cur, and-—"

Heo had no time to finish. Warren not
only tried it on, but tried it om with
and complete success. Ho
whipped a hand from his ovorcoat
pocket, gripped Loder by the shoulder,
end spun him cut of the way.

Loder whirled, sl‘.a@,fgﬂreﬂ, and almost
fell down. There was o general grin
on the faces of the conlockers and o
squeak of merriment from Billy Bunter,

“He, ha, he t”

Loder righted himself, and came back
st Warren, with clenched fists and
flaming face. Mr. Hacker made a step

forward.
“Loder "™ hoe rapped. “You forget
d, Enraged as he was,

vourself, I think 1™

Loder stop
he realised that it would not do for o
prefect to enter into fisticuffs in the
quad, in view of the House windaws
and in the presence of o master. Ho

1 c¢hoked back his rage.

“1 shall report this, Warren!” he

iy
" a8 vou please, only let me
alone 1" answered Jim disdainfully.

Gerald Loder, red with rage, stalked
AWaY.

Jim walked on to the House, followed
by many curious looks, The strange
story that was told abgut him, up and
down the school, found few. if any,
believers; but Loder's words had ro-
vived it in the minds of the Greyfriars
fellows. ) _
_Mr. Hacker {'Irn';;ped into step by his
side oing to the Housc, an 11T
glanmg at him with far from a welcom.-
g look.

Being in the Fifth, he had hittle or
nothing to do wi e master of the
Bhell. Indecd, he had come info con-
tact with him only once, when he had
been spotted usiin? Hacker's telephone
without leave. r. Hacker, who had

an acid tongue; had epoken some cutting
words on that occasion,
Jim had wondered -whether the

rumours about him had reached as far
ns Masters’ Common-room. More than
ones he had been aware that Hacker's
keen eyes had been fixed on _his
secarchingly., Now, it was clear, Mr.
Hecker was curiocus—which a Form-
master ought not to have been.

Heacker, who had an seid temper and
a sarcastio tongue, was known also to be
a rather interfering gentleman-—not to
say an inquisitiva one, and he was far
from popular.

“T heard Loder's remarks, Warren 1
said Mr, Hacker.

Jim breathed lhard. He wanted no

emngular indeed |

meddling’ from. Mr, Hacker. Bub Lo
soswered eivilly :

“Did wou, sir?™

“I did, Warren! It is vory singular
that such a story should have o
spread shout a Greyfriars boy. Very
: Can you saccount for
it, Warren "

Jim did not answer.

Hi; walked on in silence, the mastor
of the Bhell walking by his side,

Potter and Greene and Hilton, who
had been going to join him, walked
behind, 2o lovg as hoe was with &
beak.

Mr. Hacker coloured a little.  Jim's
silence amounted to a snub, and Hacker
did not like being snubbed, though he
aften asked for it.

“1 asked you a question, Warren t?
he said, at length.

“I've nothing to say about it, sir.”

“That also 18 very singular!™ said
My, Hacker. "I would suggest, Warren,
that n frank discussion of the matier
would bo more adviseble—much more
advisable.”

“1 don't cara to discuss it, sirl”

Mr. Hacker shut his thin lips hard,
a pink & lowing n either cheak. It
was o gnub direck; and he knew, with-
out looking round, that the three Fifth
Form fellows behind were grinning.
drew & deep, deep breath, and, without
sgaying more, walked quickly into the

QUSE.

THE THI D CHAPTER
Not & Happy Pariy !
HDRAGE COKER was not a bad

fellow. He was indeed, in
many waﬁ's, quite & good
fcllow. All Greyfriars agreed
that ha was the biggest ass ever; but
they also agreed that he wasn't o bad
aiz—in his own way, of courss.

But while Nature had provided
Coker with many storling ﬁuahtiea, sho
had been rather stingy with him in the
matter of braina, and bad quite for-
gotten to furnish him with graces of
1AL,

Cokor was hardly tha man to shino
at a party. Least of all was he the
mman to shine at a junior téa-party, In
a junior study, where ho re ﬂ.r{-'lga all
the mmFamr with a mntnmlpt o did not

foel called upon to concea

In a lofty, patronising way, he had
consented to coma to Hobson's birth-
day spread. Ho had not—as he had
stated—expected to meet a “crew ™ ot
fags there, and he was annoyed. Dut
he had expected to be treated as a
distinguished: guest—a fellow whose
Olympian presenco was an honour and o
distinction, Nobody in Hobby'a study,
hi?weivﬂﬁ pppeared to regard Coker in
this light.

The departure of Temple, Dabney
and I'ry pleased him. He gave the five
Romovites an expressiva look, which
plainly intimated that he rather wanted
them to follow suit. As Harry Wharton
& Co. were absolutely indifferent to tho
opinion of Horace Coker, they gave no

heed. .
Cokor sat

" Howoever,
grunt.

He felt that Le had been rather a fool
to come | Thesa Bhell fellows were not
deserving of such an honour—did not,
in fact, seem to comprehend what an
honour was he:‘:}g done themr. Still,
thero he was, and, in point of fact, he
wanted his tea.

His friends, Potter and Greene, were
st the football, and they wera going to
tea with Warren when they came in.
Coker did not want to tes in solitary
state in his own atudi, and he did not
want to go to tes with Warren, because

down with a



barred Price, who was in Warren's
study ®o he was poing to make the
best of this function In & junior study.

He had his own inimitable way of
making the best of it.

Poor Hobby, feeling that he had, as
the ecanny Stewart ﬂuq warned him,
made s mistako in asking Coker, was
red and uncomfortable. He hardly
hoped now for a jolly and jovial party.
Hiz hopes now were limited to hoping
that it wonld pass off without & row !.

Stewart made the tea. Hobson
handed up the dishes of poached eggs
and tonst, which were to precede the
magnificent cake. Really, it was quite a
hendsome spn:m:l-'-ula to the Dest
traditions of the Shell _

But conversation had completely died
sway, Coker sat with a rugged brow,

g,
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“Call me a plg, would you? ** roared Coker. He reached across the table, grabbed Claude Hoskins by his hair, and
crumpled his face into a dish of poached eggs. * Thers [ ** gasped the angry Fifth Former.
“ Urrrggh ! ** gurgled Hoskins, wildly.

that I

obviously ashamed of his company. The
company were not disposed for conver-
pation with Coker. Hoskins, rathier un-
fortunately, picked wup hiz violin, and
drow tho bow across it, while the tea
gnd the toast and the poached cggs
were getting ready. it

Perhaps Hoskins believed that musio
hed charms to soothe the savagoe
breast, Peorhaps he thouglht it a good
1dea to break the silenee. At n “heavy ™
party, when things aro %‘ﬂing slowr,
there i nothing like a little music to
liven things up, Perhaps that
Claude Hosking' idea,

But only Hoskins belicved .that he
could extract sweet music from that
fiddle. To other ears, it was like unto
thie sprenade of a particularly shrill tom-
cit on the tiles.

Iarry Wharton & Co. had eome there
to be polite Tlweir politeness stood tho

Wis
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strain, They thouglht—but they did not
say—that it was ghastly. But Coker
stared at Hoskins, nnd then staved
harder, 2nd then snorted.

“What ‘& fearful row!l™ sald Coler.
“Tiash it all, Hoskins, don't tune the
fiddle now I

Hoskins left off fiddling; and gazed
at him. He seomed incapable of speech
for & moment. Then he .fnspcd: .

“I wasn't tuning the fiddle, you idiot!
I was E{;‘lwmg my Rhapsody in T2

“Well, don’t!1” said Coker. “And
don't call me names, either! I haven't
come hore to be cheeked.”

Claude Hoskins opened his lips. Not
only was he going to call Coker names,
but he was 1 to czll hiny: many
names—all n‘:&%o :Eam emphatic.  But

Hobby hastily interposed.

—

“8hut up, Clande, old mani For
goodness’ salo! I say, tea’s ready! I
54V, halxg Ecmrseh'ea, lyau fellows1 Bit
down, Hobby! We'll have the musie
after tea.”

“ Music 1" satd Coker. “Ha, ha ¥

Hobson fairly shoved -Hoskins into
his chair, 0Old Claude was & musician
andd very sensitive, especially about lis
music. %‘Iuhhy was in dread of seelng
him hurl the fiddle at Cokerl

“Poached oggs, Coker. old chap!™
saidd Hobson, breathlessly hospitable.
“Toast, old fellow.”

“Thanks 1” said Coker. “But don’t
call me old follow, Holbson! I don't like
it from fags!”

Hobson opened his mouth—not to eall
Cloker old fellow l—and shub it again.
What he had been going to call Coker
that timo remained unknown,

Coker condesernded to partake of

o) ) e

2

tonst and poached eggs. The Tamons
Five dealt with their provender in dis-
pirited silence. Coker was not, perhaps,
conscious of being & wet blanket., But
he was—very wetl .

“Don't shuffle your fcct like that,
Cherry 1" said Coker.

Ed Eh?”

“Deaf ¥ snapped Coker irritably.

“You checky ass|" said Bob.

It was one of Bob's little failings, that
he never could keep his feet stall. Mai.
QOuelch, in the Remove Form Room,
had sometimes snapped at him for that
very reason. Dut it was not for Coker
to snap ab him on that subject, ab tea
in Hohson's study. Coker, however,
fancred that it was.

“What 1" Coker ceased to transfer
toast and poached egps lo a eapacious

"

** Take that—and that—and

** Yurrrrrgeh !

month and glared at Bob across the
table, *What did you say?"

“Hem ! Bob remembered hiz com-

papy manners. ' Nothing !
“If you ecan't behave yourself
decently when you're sitting down to

tea with a Fifth Form man, Cherry—-"

Bob rose to his feet. He did not want
fo let old Hobby down after good ol
Hobby had asked him to the spread.
But he really felt that he conld stand
no more of Habby's distinguished

rest,

i I—I say, if you don't mind, Hebby,
I'll ent down and seo the finish of the
Form match,” he said :

“That's over by this time,” said
Hobson. *1 say, sit down, old chap!
Yeu haven't had any cake yet!" .

“Grin and bear W, old man!" said

Tue Macwer LiBRART.—No. 1,448,
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aspect of flying, past, present and
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Stewart. “Weo're told that we onght to
suffer fools gladly, you know”

Bob grmned and sat down again.

“For goodness’ sake, move without
rocking the table, you clumsy young
ags I sald Cokez. *You've mado mio
spill my tea!”

“My  esteemed Coker—"  began
Hurres Jamset Ham Bingh.

“You can shut up ¥ said Coker.

“Have some more e% 3, old chapl”
said the worried Hobby., “There’s
lote? I say, have some more tonst! 1
say—— Another cup of tea, Bull”

‘Haz haso't finished guzeling that one
yet 1" said Cuker sarcastically.

Johany Bull set down his tea-cup and
glared at Coker over it.

“You cheeky fathead I¥ he bawled.

* Johnny, old man |¥ gasped Wharton.

“I'va had enough of Coker!” roared
Johnny B.ll, jumping uwp. *Sorry,
Hobby, old man, but there's a limitl
I'm oft1* .
“And the sooner the better,” said
Coker “I've s jolly good mind to kick
you out of the study, you chepky young
tick. And I can tell you, Hobson, it
was too jolly thick having these rowdy
fags here, when you ask a Fifth Form
man to teal I don’t hike it 1

“Oh, shut up I’ exclaimed the goaded
Hobson.

“What " gasped Coker.

“Zhut up ¥ hooted Hobson., “If yon
don’t like the company, which 13 too
good for you, get out, and be blowed to
o
} Hobby's company manners had failed
him with & crash! : ]

“¥Yes, rather!” oxclaimed Hoskinas.
e Pi ibl‘

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Famous
Five. The expression on H-::raicﬂ
Coker’s speaki conntenance, a8 he
gazed at C!:.El.ldnif Hosking, made them
¢l 1. : p
* “D-d-did you call me o pip-pip-pig?”
stuttered Coker. _ .

“Ves, I jolly well did—I-1.G, pigl”
retorted Hoskins, making it quite clear,
“Got it plain now? Pigl"

The next ImEpenin was unexpeoctod,
oven from Coker. ¢ rcached acroza
tho table, grabbed Claude Hoskins by
his hair, which he woro rather long,
and erumpled bis faco into the dish of
poached eggs |

“There 1" gasped Coker. “Take that
~gnd thate—" . :

“ Urrerggh 1" gurgled Hoskins wildly.
“Yurrrgegh [

Then the whole study acted as ono
man. It was 8 case of soven soula with
but & single thought; scven hearts that
beat as one.  The Famous Five and
Hobson and Stewart grabbed Coker st
the same moment. e was dragged off
Hosking, and his bead was banged op
the flooy

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Hacker Comes Down Heavy !

ANG! Crash! Yelll
B Tellows in the Bhell passags

jumpod and stared.
The uproar that came from
Hobson's study was tremendous.
Bump! Bang! Crashl
Having banged his head on the floor,
the juniors would hava booted Coker
from the study, and-let it go at that.
But Coker was not content to let it go
at_that. ) . \
Thera waa cnly one idea in E{:l{lura
head now—to mop up that study. 'The
odds ho utterly disregarded.
And at closa guarters, there wos

* no  doubt that the brawny, beefy

Coker was & hard man to handle. Hn
leg-of-mutton fists, when they landed,
landed hard. Bob Cherry found himself
strewn on the carpet; Hurree Jamset



Ram Singh rolled under the table; Frank
Mugent sat down by the window, with
a heavy bump. Wharton and Bob
Chorry, clinging to Coker rather like
cats, we;'n“fru ed and swung hither
and thither, I—E:gbaan had Coker by tho
back of his collar, striving to whirl him
doorward—instead of which, Hobby was
dragged off his feet by tho brawny
Horace, Not till Stewart captured his
legs did Coker po down again,

But with his legs jorked away, Coker
was left with no visible means of support
—and Coker went down! Wharton and
Dol wont over him; Hobson went over
Wharton and DBob, Stewart, catching
one of Coker's feet under his chin, stag-
roved back against the table, and set it
rocking, with a erash of crockery, to
the Hoor. Nearly all the chairs had
already been overturned, and ther rolled
and ¢rashed right and lefr, amid and
around the struggling lheap of com-
batants.

Hobbs's birthday party covld nof, as
s birthday party, be called a success.
But it was excifing,

Coker struggled and heaved and
rocked and roared. The whole party of
juniors rallied, and hurled themselves
on Horaee, Fven then le rocked and
ronred,

The door opened, and a fat face and
8 big pair of spectacles blinked in,

"Igsﬂ-:r, you fellows * gasped Billy
Bunter.

g k2
“Yoop!
Whoop [

“Boot Lim out!™ reared Ilobson,

“I say, wyou _fellows, Hacker's
coming 1" squeaked Billy Bunter. "I
say, you can be heard all over the
House. I say, 'ware beaks!” :

But warnings were wasted!  With
Horace Coker going so strong, the
juniors had to deal with him, whether
the uproar was heard all over the House
gr not.

Coker made another tervifie effort.
Chairs rolled and crashed right and
left, as the strugpling heap surged,

Billy Bunter, in the doorway, blinked
across the study at the table, where the
great ecake still Jay wneut, But to
reach that cake, Bunter had to plunge
through » sea of struggling hgores,
thrashing legs, whirling furniture, He
blinked longingly, but did not make
the venture, And already o sharp siep
told that authority was arriving on the
soone.

Bunter backed away from the door as
Mr. Hacker camo J'EFicHy up the pas-
gage. ‘'That terrific disturbance in has
Form had brought the master of the
Bhell on tho scene,

Hacker was not & good-tempered man
at the best of times, And he had come
into the Ilouse in a very hitter framo
of mind after being snubbed by Warren
of the Yifth. That outrageous uproar
in a shell study gave tho final touch to
hiz angry temper, His sharp face was
grim with wrath as he whisked up the
passagoe to Hobson's study.

Blenty of fellows were gathering in
the passage, drawn there by the sounds
of etrife. They lastily made way for
Mr. Hacker. Ho reached the door ancd
stared in with glinting oyes.

Cokor had got as far as his knees, in
another wild efort to shake off his
many foes. But he went down again,
crashing, as Hacker looked in,

“Boys! Hobson! Hosking! Stewart!
Bors] What—— Cease this riot in-
stantly I shricked Mr., Hacker. His
volce was alwavs a httle sieill, and now
it sounded almost like a train whistle,

“Oh  crikey ! Ilncker [ gasped
Hobszon.

 Look ont ! panted Stewart.

smash  you!” roared Coker.
Ovop ! Gerroff my neck!
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hell fellows and Removites- relaxed
their grasp on Horace Coler.  'They
stagpered broathlessly away from the
sprawling Horace.

Coker sat up, purgling.

“I'll smash yvou——-1T1 spiflicale you
—I'll—gurrggehh "

“Is that a Fifth Torm boy !’ shouted
Mr. Hacker. " Upon my word! Is that
Coker, of the Fifth I'orim ¥

Horace blinked round at him, be-
coming aware of his presence. e heaved
h::e:at essly to his feet. Ile gurgled for
wingd.

“What are wvou doing in this study,
Coker ' snapped Hacker.

“ Urerggh 1™ ?:urgied Coker.

¢ Answer me!”

*Gurerggh 1

“ Hobson, what does this riot mean?
What is Coker doing here? What aro
these Remove boys doing here? Ex-
plain at once!™

The Famous TFive stood gasping for
breath, They realised that there must
have been a terrilic din, and that it was
natural for Hacker to bLe angry. Btill,
they did not sce that they wera to blame
in_any way. It had been impossible to
refuse to give Coker that for which he
asked =0 earnestly,

M If ihese boys came here to make a
disturbance——"" Hacker's sharp eves
leamed at the chums of the Remove.

iz did not like those cheery juniors.
“0Oh, no, sir!™ gasped Ilchson.
“They—they're guests, sir—"
*“What 1 ) _
“It's a spread, sir—my—my birthday

party!” groaned Kobson. “ =1 asked
all these follows, sie—"

“Upon my word!” snorted My,
Hacker. “If this iz how Mr. Quelch's

boys behave when they are asked to
fea——"

The TFamouns Tive Ilooked at Mr.
Hacker as if they could have eaten him.
That was not how they behaved when
they were psked to téa—except in very
excoptional circumstances.

“This riot,” said Mr. Hacker, “will Lo
soverely punished. I will not allow o
Shelt study to be turned into a bear-
garden, will not allow Remove borys
to make disturbances in my Form."

“You—you see, sir—" stammered
Bob Cherry.

“You need not E]gcnk!“ snapped Br.
Hacker, *“Lieave the study at once—
all you Remove boys, go!

Harry Wharton & Co., in silence, and
with cdeep fealings, trailed past Mr
Hacker into the passage. Coker, ctill
gurgling for breath, glared at them as
they went. :

“T sghall report vour comduct to Mr.
Quelch ! enapped Hacker. *“*Coker, 1
shall report you to Mr. DUronil  Leave
thia siady!™

“ Look here, zir

“Go!” hooted Mr., Hacker.

“Thesa cheeky young rotiers—"

“If vou do not leave this study in-
stantly, Coker, I shall eject you with my
own handa! roared Mr. Hacker.

Coker gave him a look. Coker was
brawny enough, and beefy enouph, to
handle the long. thin master of the Shell,
Hacker, probably, would have erumpled
up in Uoker's brawny grasp—indeed, the
hefty Ilorace could have shut him up
like a pocket-knife! Iortunately, Coker
vefrained from doing so.

With a snort, expressive of the deepest
indignation and scorn, Coker framped
cut of the siudy.

Mr. Hacker's glitlering eye fixed on
¥Mobson, Fosking, and Stewarl. Those
unfortunate members of his con Form
were at his mevey. Iosking was still
rubbing fragments of poached eggs from
his features and his ears and hair, Iob.
son, orimson, was pasping for lbreath.
Stowart had o baudierclie! io hiz wese,

o, 1 say!”

Y]

whers Coker's knuckles had tapped the
claret,

“Disgracelul 1 snarled Mr. Hacker.
“Oulrageoual A t{sa{mrlﬁv—wmding in a

neral fight! Shocking! resume
that you guarrelled over the food? Iis-
pustingi™

“0Dh, no, sir!” gasped Iobson.
113 ..*1"! 13

“Bilence ! The foed will be confis-

cated " snapped DMpe. Hacker,
that cake to my study, Hobson,”

“ Wha-a-t 1

* Do you hear me?”

“But, sitr—" stammered Hobzon, He
was quite overcome. It was his birth-
tlay cake—and it was not even cut!

“I have told you to btake that cake
lo my study, Hobson! It iz confiseated.
I shall send it to the housedame’s-room.
Take it to my stndy at once. Each of
vou will take & hundred lines for this
viot!  MNow, take that cake away at
oice,™

Hobson looked at him—in silence!
Speech could not have done justice to
fug feelings! Bilently he picked up the
big cake, and carried it out of the study.
Mr, Hacker followed him with a grim
and fréwning brow. Fellows in tho
passage gave mm sympathetic looks.
But, under Hacker's gleaming eye, they
did not express their sympathy in words,

One fellow detached himself from the
crowd, and followed the hapless Hobson
and_the master of the Shell to Hacker's
study., It was Billy Bunter. Bunter
seﬁn'ned unable to take his eyes off thet
cake,

But he had to take his eyes off it
when Hacker's door closed on it.

‘Hobson, with a glum and gloomy face,
went away without his cakel!  Billy
Bunter remained in Masters’ Passage,
his eyes and spectacles fixed on Mr.
Hacker's door. Like a fat Peri at the
gate of Paradise, Bunter thought of the
jov3 within-—and was unable to tear him-
self away from the spot.

“Take

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Any Port in a Storm !

ié o fnspml Billy Bunter.
@ MMr. Hacker's door eopened
suddenly.

Bunter had heen standing
there about ten minutes, wondering
whether Hacker was likely to leave the
study. Bunter hoped that he would.

If he did, Bunter had designa on that
cake! As 1t had been confiscated, Hob-
zon was done with 1it—if was no longer
Hobby's. And it scemed to Bunter an
awful waste for such a bip, lovely,
luscious cake to be sent to the house-
dame for general use—which was the
fate of tuck when it was confiscated.
‘That seermed, to Dunter, a sin and o
shame.

Hacker was nob likely to take that
cake (o Mrs. KEebble himself. He wonlld
give word for it to be felched from hisz
study. Bub if it was left unguarded for
cven o few minutes, it was not likely to
bo still there when sent for. DPunter's
capacious mouth watered at the thought
of that cake. It was not going to bLe
wasted, if Billy Bunter conld help it.

But he was rather starlled when the
study door opened and Mr, Hacker came
out. The master of the Shell gave him

a sharp, irritated glance.

48

“What are you doing here, Bunier?
he suapped.

“Oh! N-nolhing,
Danler.

“Does Mr., Quelch allow hiz boys o

(53]

sir!” slammered

leaf about this passape ™
“Dht! Yes! mean, no, sir™
Yo oaway al onee!™
iy Banter volled sglowly up the
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paksage.  Juniors wers not allowed to
loaf abont masters’ studice—meithor, as
a rule, had that l}unrt.ar any atlraction
for tho fat Owl of the Remove. Buat
cireumstances alter ocases. There was an
attraction now-—a very strong attraction.

Bunter went as far as the nearest
vorner, round which he rolled. Then he
put hia head round the corner, and
blinked hack through his big spectacles.
Hacker, happily, was going—and as soon
a8 he was out of sight—

Tha Owl of lthe Remove saw Hacker
tap ab the door of Mr. Prout, the master
of the Fifth. No doubt he was going to
report Coker to his Form-master. He
wenl in.

I'rout’s door closed on him.

That was enough for Bunter!

Swiftly he scudded back down the
1’3 to Hacker's study. Haocker had
ordered him off, but without a suspicion
why he was there. It had never cceurred
to Hacker that & junior might have the
nerve fo raid a confiscated eake from his
study.

Faw, indeed, wounld havae had that
nerva, And Bunter was far from famous
for nerve. Dut if anything eould make
Billy Bunler reckless, it wasz the lure
of tuck.

Ha whipped mto Hacker's study.

Thera on the table lay the hi
yust as Hohson had left it
grabbed it up breathlessliy.

He peeréd out into the passage, cake
in hand. Hacker was still in Prout's
stndy; the ecoast was clear!

Bunter scudded down the passage with
itha cake.

Bunier's usual rate of progress was
more like that of the tortoize than tho
hara. Now he understudied the hare.
Ho was out of Masters' FPassage in a
twinkhing.

In another twinkling, he was up the
staira. On the big landing, he paused
a second for breath, Then he panted
and puffed up the Remove stalrcase,
with the big cake under his Iat arm.

On the Iulldiuﬁ above he paused. His
first thonght had been to get that cake
ta hiz own astudy, No. 7, in the Remove.
But thera was a crowd of fellows in the
Remove passage. Harry Wharton & Co.
werg  there—relaling to a Innin
crowd what had happened ab gﬂbhyﬂ
birthday party. Bunter did not want all
the Remove to see his plunder,

Flerbert Vernon-Bmith came up the
elairs with a grin on his face. He stop
at the sight of Bunter with tho big cake
uttider his arm, and prinned.

“"Oh, you've got itl?
Smithy,

“I sny, keep it dark, old chap!”
gasped Bunter. “I’ll let you have a
whack in the cake, Smithy.”

“Ha, ha, hal” roared the Bounder.

“1 moan it, old chap!” gasped the
fat Owl, “I—I'Il get it along to vour
~tudy, old fellow,”

“¥ou jolly well won't!” grinned
Sfmithy, “Thev're after that cake
utIrEa.dlylr; I don’t want it found in my
st
" After 1L ! exelaimed the fat junior,
in alarm. *“Who's after it acker
never saw me beg it from his study.”

“Hg, ha, hal yelled the Bounder,
“He saw you hanging about his study
*n.ali:lmu::r ha went to s&muk to  Frout.
I'va {ust heard him tell Loder, so—->>

u{}] ﬂl'lk'l:!}" ]J-I-

“He missed the cake at oner,”
vhuckled Smithy. "I wondered what
ho looked =o shirt E.hout,. and then I

heard him tell Loder——"

“Oh lox” I

“Better hunt cover 1 howled tha
Bounder. * Ha, ha, ha! Hacker’s told
Loder to find you at enes I

“Oh scizsors I
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Smithy glanced over the banistoys,
TFrom there he had a view the top
of Loder’s head as the prefect camo
UPBth'i.; lower staira, sy 8

unter stood gaspi wit IEMAay.
That brute, Ha.niger,Paﬁid hava ﬁt&j"ﬂrd'
hardly & minute with old Prout.
Bunter realised that ho had had a
narrow escape of being caught in tho
act, Hacker must bhave discovered
that the cake was gome, only a few
seconds after he had turned the corner
of Masters’ Passage,

“Ie's coming,” grinned Smithy.

:' Who ! squeaked Bunter,

‘Loder. After you, old fat bean!”

“I—I say, Bmithy, if—if vou'd like
a—a—a cako, I—I'll give you this one.’’

“Ha, ha, ha [V

“1 say, émiﬂljr—-—”

“Cut, you fat idiot!™ &rimm&l tho
Bounder. " Keep clear of the Remove.
Loder will drow the Remove studies
for you. Cut along by tho Fifth.”

“Oh dear|”

That advice was too good not to bo
taken. Bunter scudded across the wide
landing ta the Fifth Form studies,

He whipped into that passage, only
a_second befors Loder's head rose into
view above tha level of tho Removo
landing.

Luckily for Bunter tho prefect, ns
Smithy predicted, drew the Remove
studics for Bunter. It was not likely
to take him long to learn that Bunter
was not there; but the fat Owl had a
breathing space.

In the Fifth Form passoge he helted,
out of sight for the moment, but guite
at a loss. The passnge was deserted.
The Fifth Form footballers were in
the changing-room after tho Form
match. There might be two or three
reniors in the studies; but there- was
noe one in the passage, which was a
relief, Bunter had o minute or two

to think.

Loder wonld be locking for lim
soont, 3o would Hacker. That sus-
picious beast had jumped to the con-
clusion that Buntoer tha cake,
simply becauso he had seen the fat
Removite hanging about his stody.
Bunter had the lowest possible opinion
of such suspiciousness.

Still, there it was; he was suspected
and bunted for. And Hacker, very
likely, had told other prefects as well
A% er. Lovely and luscious ss that
qugemls cake was, Bunter had no
eisure to take a single bite at it. If
be was caught with that cake—

Ha

He trembled at the thought,.
almost wished that he had left it in
Hacker’s study. Hec almost decided to
leave it lying on the floor of the Fifth
Form passage, and scud. But not
quite.

There was o better idea than thet.
He had to get rid of it before he was
spotted.  Dut it might be left in a
safe place, and retrioved afterwards.
Even Hﬂ}? Bunter’s fat brain could
work swiftiy, under the stress of
danger—danger of a whopping, and
danger of losing the cake. There was
nowhere to hide it, but in a Fifth
Form study—taking his chance of get-
ting 1t back later. He listened at th
nearest  study  door, to  ascertain
whether the room was vacant.

A sound of m-}rtin% and grunting
came from within, t was Coker’s
study, and the great Horaco was there
doctoring the extensive damageg he had

received at Hobby's birthday-party.

Bunter hurried on to a next—
Stndy No, 4,
Study No. 4 would be all right.

ITilton and Warren, he knew, had
heen in tha Form match, and the foot-
ballevs had not yet come wup. from tho
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changing-room. Price, the third mem-
ber of the study, was out of gates,
Bunter had scen him go out some timo
back. There would be nobody in Study
No. 4. Ho could shove the cake into
some recess where it would bo safo till
he had a chance of coming back for it,

To make sure the fat Owl opencd the

door & few inches and blinked in. The
study was empty.
. He pushed the door cpen and rolled
m. As he did so there was a sound
of & footstep down the passage.
Bunter hurriedly closed the study door,
He Iaid the big cake on tho table and
blinked round the study, in scarch of
a safo spot. If it was Loder in tho
rassage, he was not likely to look into
a study for him.

But the footsteps came right on up
the pu:a:aa?o, Buntor blinked at tho
door, in fear and trembling, Was it
sameone coming to that atug??
ﬂ“ﬂh erikey I”  gasped the hapless

W *

A newspaper lay on the tabloe—tho
“ Courtfield Gazette,” which Jim War-
ren had for the football reports.
Bunter elutched it up snd threw it over
tho ¢ake, The next second he was
erouching out of sight behind the high
back of the armchair. A few seconds
more, and he was deeply thankful that
he had hunted cover; for tho footsteps
stopped at tho door, and it opened.

ad it been Mr, Hacker, or Loder,
or anyons in search of Bunter, a glanes
into the study would no doubt havo
satisfied him, and ho would have passed
on—neither Bunter nor the cske being
vistble. But it was no one in scarch
of Bunter. It was Jim Warren coming
up to his study; and Warren of the
Fifth walked in, and threw the door
shut after him.

e mm wm,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
A Startling Discovery !

bumming a
tune; he seemed to be in vary
cheary spirits.  Ie had thoroughly
enjoyed the Form match in the

keen wintry wind, and ho was certain

of his place n the first eleven to meot

Rockwood, Wingate had told him so

in the changing-room, and almost every

follow thera had congratulated him,
Fit as a fddle, fresh as a daisy after

8 hard game, with bright prospects
before him, Warren was enjaying life
—for the time, at loast. Hea plent
of troubles—more, certainly, than Ffell
to the lot of the average Greyfriars
follow—but they were dismissed from
his mind, For iudcr’a enmity he carced
nothing. And he had almost forgotten
that :saﬁmabte exchange of words
with Mr. Hacker in"the quad. He had
left his friends in the changing-room,
and come up first to the study, W50
ha had o few little preparations to
make for tea. Potter and Grecno were
c-:}:-min to tea, and it was rathor lato
alr ¥.

Hurmming & tune, his handsome faco
bright and ruddy, ho stepped across Lo
tho grate and ‘pmlted up the poker,
It was a eold November day, and tho
fire was nearly out. Ho poked the fire
into a blaze.

Ho wes not aware, so far, that oany.
one olso was in the study. The arm-
chair stood beside the fireplace, turned
with its back partly to the well, and

hehind that high back the fat Owl of
tho Remove crouched out of sight,
palpitating.
Bunter could really have proaned.
Ha understood now that it was one
of tho three follows to whom Stndy
Mo, 4 Lelonged who had como g
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guilly person !** * Upon my word [ *’

though he did not know which it was.
He had not, after all, made & happy
gelection among the Fifth Form studies.

The beast was poking the fire, which
meant that he was not going. Which
bheast was 1t?

If Prico had come in he might i
halves in the cake, and keep it dark.
Price was needy, ond mot_ "over
scrupulous. If it was Hilton, Bunter
hed only a booting {o expect from the
dandy of the Fifth. Ee hoped that it
was Yvarren, who waa pgenerslly a
fellow of wolailing good temper, and
extremely easy-going. Still, he did not
want even Warren to spot him, if it
could be heil;)ed-

But it couldn't. )

Iiaving poked the fire, Warren was
going to put coal on it. The coal was
in_ & box behind the armchair.

Laying down the poker Jim put his
hand on_the top of the chair bacl, and
twirled it aside on the castors.

“Oooogh "' gasped the startled Qwl,

Warren jumped. :

The Hudéﬂn shifting of the chair re-
vealed a fat junior crouching there,
blinking with startled eyes through o
big peir of spectacles. Naturally, that
unexpected and surprising discovery
made Warren jump.

“¥You youn ass ! lLe gasped.
“What tho thump are you deing
there

“Oh ! pasped Bunter. “I—I'm not
here—I—I mcan, nothing, old chap!
I—I mean-—  Oh dear |

“Come out of i, you fat duffer!”
said Jin

Bunter rose to his feet, eyeing him
unecasily, Warren was not, fortunately,
the chap to kick a fellow without
reason. DBut it .
wanted to know why Bunter was hiding
i his study.

was <lear that hLe 1
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“MNow, what's thiz game?” demanded
Warran. .

“ I—I—]—"

Bunter's eyes lingered for a sccond on
the newspaper that hid the birthday
cake on the table, The cake was com-
gleta]y concealed s Warren, obviously,

ad not the fainteit idea that it waos
there. Then he blinked at Warren.
Ho wondered whether the Fifth Form
man had heard of the rvow in Hobby's
study, and the purleining of the cake
from Hacker's. It was unlikely, as lie
had come fresh from the changing-
TOOITL.

“Well?"" rapped Warren
“Have wou becn piliering
fak young raseal®”

“Oh, reazlly, Warren—-"

“You were grub-hunting in Coker's
study the other day! Is that what you
camo here for?”

“O! No! JI—=F—— ;lrﬂu soo, =1
“,3‘5_:"!!

Warren stepped to the study ml?-
Loard and looked into it. When RBilly
Bunter was discovered in another
fellow's study it was a natural sup-
position that he was thero after tuck.

And thers were rather unusual sup-
plies in that cupboard, as Warren waos
having two fellows to tea, as well as
Hilton, Not that the supglies Weroe vory
lavish, for Warren had o very
moderate allowanee, and kept within it

It rathor surprised some of the Tifth
Form men that the son of Sir Arthur
Warren, of Warren Croft, s rich
barcnet, did not spend money more
frecly.

But Warren,  thouph thers  was
nothing stingy about him, was earciul
with his money; as indeed, ho had to
w, for reasons quite unkoown in the
Fifth Form.
A glance

sharply.
re, you

into  the study cupboard

* 1 “.-‘h“-"""
i _ ;
. J

* This cake, sir, was taken from my siudy a short while ago,”” said Mr, Hacker icily.
gasped Mr. Prout. ** Warren [ I—I am amazed—] am—am astounded !

will permit me to deal with the maiter In my own Form, sir, I shall hear Warrén's explanatiion, if any.*”

W gy

** And Warren, of your Form, is the
I you

showed that Bunter had not been there,

Warren turned to him again, puzeled.
“ Look here, what have yvou been up
to here?"” ho demanded.
"I—=I came in—"" stammored
Bunter.

" “;I know that, you young nss! What
grih

“I=—1 thought that benast Loder was
after me!”

“OL ! Warren laughed. 1 see!”
_ He was not surprized to hear of &
i}lmmr keeping out of the way of the
ully of the Bixth.

*All right,” he said good-naturedly.
“You can_ cut! You ean't hide 1in
senior  studies, you young duffer-—but
it’s all right! Hook it mow—I've got
somo . fcllows coming !

DBunter eorossed slowly to the door.

S Cut I repeated Warren, ns Bunter's
fat hand lingered on the door-handle.
“VWhat ere vou hanging ebout for?
Waiting to bha I-;iclmg?”

“Oh! Nol” gasped Bunter. Io
opened the deor quite quickly,
But he lingered in the doorwar, If

Warren was %ﬂing to have tea, lio wounld
clear the table—and inevitably dizeover
the cake. Bunter did nobt want to take
it away with him—ho darcd not risk
being caught with it.  Dut he did not
want to leave it for Warren to find.

Warren threw lumps of coal on the
fire. Then, glancing round, ho stared
at the fat Owl lingering in the doorway,

“{iet out!” he rapped.

“I—I—I say, Warren, I—TI think your
Form-master wants  vou!™  pasped
Bunter,

“What #*

“In—in fact, old Prout colled me ns
—as I came up here, and—and asked
ne to tell you to go to hia study ™

Warren stared ot him. Dunter eyed

Tne Macxer Lierary.~No, 1,448,
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him hopelully, If he could get Warren
out of the study, even for a few
minutes, he would be asble to hide the
cake, and all would be well,

But i Bunter hoped to see Warren
rise to & bait like that, ho was doomed
to dissppointment,

Warren came across to the door.

“1 don’t know why you're telling
silly whoppers, Bunter,” he said. * But
1 know you arel’” Hs caught the fat
Owl by the collar. *Now, did Prout
say he wanted me?™

;Dwti Yes ¥

ap

Warzen tapped Bunter's bullet head
uvn the door.

“Yaroooch ! roared Dunter.

“ Now, did Prout tell you——=-"

Bl G“-. I Nﬂ :!I

Warren laughed.

“I thought not! Now cub!”

He twirled Bunter round in the pas-
sage and gave him a gentle application
of boot-lecather. Bunter yelled—and cut !
Warren, laughing, went back into the
study and elammed tha door,

“ Beast I gasped Bunter,

Ha rolled dismally away., Almost he
wiched that he had taken the risk of
grabbing the czke from Warren's table
and carrying it off. But a few momenta
later he was glad that he hadn't.

As ho rolled seross the landing, Loder
came out of the Remove passage, and,
at the sama time, Mr., Hacker's angry
face rose into view on the Remove stair-
case. Both of them sighted Bunter at
the same moment. ;

“Oh! Here's Bunter, sir ™ called ount
Loder,

“Oh erikey IV L

Mr. Hacler camo quickly up,

“Punter | Did you abstract a cake
from my study i

# A—ag—a cake, sizi"

“A large cake—a birthday cake! I
raw you on the spot only a fow minutes
before I nissed it—->"

“0Oh, really, sir—"

“ Answer me " snapped Mr, Hacker.
He had felt absolutely cortain that
Bunter bad the cake. Now he was
doubtful. Certainly there was no sign
of a cake, large or amall, about the fat
Junior. From the bottom of his fat
heart, Billy Buanter was glad that he
had landed it in & Fifth Form study
and left it there. _

"I—I—1 don't hknow unjrthm&* about
a cake, sir!" gasped Bunter. " You—
lxuu can scarch my—my pockets, if you

ike 1M
Mr. IHacker

“ Pish 1™
irritably.

“I'vo locked in Bunter®s study, sir!”
said Loder. “It's certainly not there.
I’erhaps ono of the Shell boys—"

Mr. Hacker compressed his lips.
After all, it was pessible, even preobable,
that Hobson I that cake back
when his Forme-master's back was
turned. The master of the SBhell nodded,
aird went down the Removo staircase
again, much to Billy Bunter’s relief.

“Obd ass!” muttered Loder, when he
Was gone. “Wasting & man's time over
his silly cake (™

Billy Bunter grinnod zs ho caught
those multered words. o rolled on
into the Remove passage—safe, though
cakeless |

Loder of the Sixth gave him no hecd.
Ho scowled at Hacker's disappearing
head on the stairs. Loder had been in-
tending to go and =moke a cigorette
with Price, ﬁis al in the Fifth, when
Hacker had called on him to scarch
for Dunter. Smoking cigarctics, cer-
tainly, was not & wise way to keep fit
for football—and Loder still hoped to
wedge somehnw into tho eleven for Roole-
waood «dayv. Bot it was Loder’s way,
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snapped

THE MAGNET

He tramped up tho Fifth Form pas-
sage to Price’s study. Ho supposed that
Prico would bs there, heing unaware
that the black sheep of the Fifth had
not  yet ¢come Iin. Heo did not care
whether Warren was there or not.
Warren generally cleared off when
Price’s Sixth Form pals came to sece

1Y, .

Loder threw open the door of Study
No. 4 in the Fifth,

Tha pext moment he gave almost a
vell. of astonishment,

He was not thinking of the lost cake,
But 1t was recalled to his mind.

Jim Warren of the Fifth was standing
at the study table with a NewsPaper
hiz hand, and on the table, in full view,
Iay an enormous birthday cake, \

Loder, utterly amazed, stared at it
with almost unbelieving eyes,

THE SEVENTH CHAFPTER.
Reported Tor Pillering !

L OU 1" gasped Loder.

Y Ha could hardly believe it
But there it was; he had to
believe his eyes.

Warren looked round at him.

Thero was a perplexed expression on
Warren's face. He had lifted the news-
paper to clear tha table for tea. He
was amazed to sce & large birthday cake
lying under it. He had -only just made
the ﬁiscmwry, and ho was staring at the
cake, wondering how on earth it had got
there, when Loder threw open the door.

Knowing nothing whatever about the
Hobson affair, he did not know that a
cake was missing. He had never heard
of that cake before. Ho was simply
amazed to Gnd it in his study.

“"You " repeated Loder, fairly gasp-
ing. “Youl! A Tifth Form man—by
gackt Well, thia beats :£1¥

Warren only stered at him., He had
not the remotest idea to what Loder
was -alluding.

" You, by Eum!” said Loder.

His eyes danced. It was amazing
enough to find that a Fifth Form man
had purloined o cake Irom a master's
study. But it was a very welecome dis-
vovery—when the Fifth Form man was
Warren |

“What tho dickens are you burbling
about 7 exclaimed Warren. " If you've
como hero to see Price, he's not in.
You don’t want to see me, I suppose—
and I certainly don't want to see you,
Loder | Shut the door after you!™

“MNo—1 fancy vou don't want to sea
me, or any prefect)” grinned Loder.
“But here I am=and I've bowled you
out 1

“ Bowled mo out I repeated Warren.

“I shall report this to HMacker, of
coursa,’

“Ehi®

“You don't cxpect me to keep it
dark, T supposei” asked Loder, with
preat amusement.

"Keep what dark 7 gasped Warren.

Lodér pointed to the cake.

“Didn't you know it had been
missed? Perhaps not; but I may as
well tell you that Hacker missed it at
once! He was as mad s a hatter—he
asked two or thiee prefects to get
after it——-=":

*After that cake?™ howled Warren.
“Yez: and now—"

“What utter rot aro you talking ¥
oxclaimed Warren impatiently. “ Mean

to  say  that thabt eako belongs to
Haclker t

“¥ou know it does.”

“1" know it doemn't, annd can'tl

Fancy Hacker with a sugary birvthday
enka ™ Warren laughed at the idea.
“Daon’t be an ass, Lader 19

T don't know what you're getting at,
Warren I said Loder. “I  believe
Hacker confiscated that cake in a Shell
study, .ﬂ:ﬂfhﬂw, he's missed a big
birthday cake from his study, and that's
it. You'ro not going to tell me that
it's your barthday. and that vour people
havo sent you a coke?” added Loder
sarcastically.

“Hardly 1 ¥

“Well, then—— But there's no neecd
to jaw—that's the cake, and I'm going
straight down to Hacker to report you
for piliering it I

“"¥You silly ass!™ roared Warren, as
Loder turned away. “I've conly juss
found the & on my tahle, snd ¥
haven't the least idea how it got here.”

“Tell that to ‘Hacker, and sco if I
believes you I’ chuckled Loder, end le
walked down tho passags in great
epirits. If he could not beat his rival
in football, he could, at least, land him
in a row with a beak—and all was
grist that camno to Loder’s mifl !

He lost no timeo in getting dewn to
Mr. Hacker's study.

Neither had Hacker lost thine; far
Hobeon, of hiz Formi, had beon sens
for, and was now standing in hiz Form-
master’s presence, angry and rescutiul,
and sulkily denying that he had dono
anything with the cake,

Mr. Hacker was sharp and sus-
E;cmus. _As: Bunter had been cleaved,
12 suspicions had turned on Hobby
and the more resentful Hobhy locked,
the more Hacker believed that his
resentment had led him to recapture

tha cake.

It was, perhaps, rather fortunate for
Hobby that Loder arrived. Mr, MHacker
did not always wait for complete proof
before hinding out pumichments.

“I've found the cake, sirl”
Loder.

His manncr implied that ho had been
busily and dutifully searching for thas
missing comeatible all the time. Hae
did not intond to mention that he had
found the missing cake, entirely by
chance, and greatly to his own sur-

saidl

prise.

“Oh!™  egjaculated RMr. Hacker.
“Was it a Shell boy 1

“No, sir; a Fifth TForm fellow
had it "

“A Fifth Form senior1” exclaimed]
Mr. Hacker, in astonishment; and
Hobby starcd at Loder with wide-open

eres.

It was the fizsb tinre Hobby had ever
heard of & Greyiriars senior grule-
raiding.

“Yes, zir,” said Loder.

“Impossible, Loder 1™

“1 found the cako in his study, sir,
and it’s theve now I said Loder. “I
came at once to reporé to youw, sir. A
large birthdey cake, with *“Many
Happy Returns ** on it—that wasz what
you deseribad to me, sir—"

“Most eertainly,™ said Mr Hacker.
“Hut I cannot believe—I can ecarcely
heliave—that a Fifth Form boy—
Hiz name, Loderi"”

“Warren, sirl”

“Ob 1" said Mr, Hacker. Ilis sharp,
gtealy  eyes  glinted.  Warren  had
snubbed him in the guad that day!
Mr. IHacker pounced on the natha of
Warren liko & cat on o mouse. “Oht”
he repcated. ™ Warren 1V

“Yes, sir, I found the cake in Lis
s.tn-:.'r.}rv-ﬂludy: No 4 in the Filth!”

P Extraordinary I said Mr. Hacker.
“You may go, Hobzon1” he added.

Hobby wont—in a state of preat
waonder. Hﬂhh%_ liked and admirved
Warren of the Fifth, as o splendid
fellow and a tremendous footballer.
He did not believe for a moment that
Warren had snalfled that caka



Dut he Lknow that Loder disliked his
rival in Soceer, and he had no doubt
that that dislike had caused the bully
of the Sixth to make some diotic
mistake.

That was not My IHacker's impres-
sion, however, He, oo, disliked
Warren, and, astonished as he was, he
was by no mcans displeased to cateh
him in a delingueney, He only wanted
to be sure.

" Yo Aarc
Loder——"" ho said.

“Absolutely, siv! 1 found Warren
alone in his study, with the cake on
his table—just going to cut it when (@I
gpotted him.” Loder added that detail,
feeling that if it wasz not true it was as

od a3 true. He had no doubt that

‘arren had snaffled the cake, and was
going to ent it.

i am  greatly  surprized—and
shocked ! said Mr. Hacker. “ Buch an
act would be seritous enough in a
junior-—it is more than that in & senior.
It is an act of pilfering, pure and
simple—such excuses as might be made
for a emall boy cannot possibly be
made for a boy of Warren's age and
standing. I fear thet the matter will
hiave to go before thoe Head 1™

Loder's eyes glittered.

Ar. Hackaer reflected for a moment.

" I shall spesak to Mr. Prout,”” he said.
“1 shall ask him to accompany me to
Warren's study and aseertain the pre-
cize facts. The purloined comestible, if
there, will selile the matter bevond
question 1

“It i3 certainly there, sir™

“Quite so, Loder! Mr. Proul can
gearcely refuse to place the matter
before Dr. Locke—in fact, I shall insist
upon it ! said Mr. Haecker firmly. “In
o caso of pilfering—actual pilfering—
the Leodmaster mustk cectainly jun:lg.'n!
I sm much obliged to you, Loder.”

“Not at all, sir!” said Loder.

He left Iacker's study, with a
smiling face.

Hacker wont alang to Prout’s study
at onee. IHias cold eyes, rather like a
fish's, glinted ss he went. He had
heard strange rumours about that new
fellow, Warren, in the Fifth, which had
made him suspicious—he was ‘s man
casily stirred to suspicion. Now, it
seemed, the fellow was not honest—he
had been guilty of pilfering, as well as
of snubbing a fussy, interfering gentle-
man of the name of Hacker. Hec was
going up fo the Head!

Loder strolled away, feeling pleased
with himself and things ien&ra.ily.
This affair meant trouble for Warren—
if it ectually came up to the Iead it
might mean the sack!

oder’s prospeets of a place in the
first €leven on Rookwood day scemed
to bave brightened considerably |

alwolutely  certain,

A —

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
The Guilty Man !

bi OUR  birthday, old mani?¥
FE asked Hilton.
Jim Warren laughed.
L] '_'Cl !::r
“Looks like it[* said Pottor.
“Topping eake, srrhow!”  =aid
Grecne.

They had arrived at Study No. 4 a
few minutes after Loder left.  They
found Warren standing by the table,
staring at an cnormous birthday ecake.

Warren had come up to the study
first, to get tea going; bubt he had
done dittle towards it, so far. TFirst
ihera had been Bunter—then Loder—
now the mystery of the cake.

Thinking it over, after Loder had

EVERY SATURDAY

gone, 1t did not take Warren long to
guess that there was &  connection
between Bunter's presence in the study
ahd the prezcnce of the cake

“ilt’s nob mine!” explained Warren.
"I found that yvoung ass, Bunter of the
Remove, in the study, and béoted him
out, an:d then found this cake hidden
under the Courtfield paper. Loder
barged in, and said that a cake had
been snafiled from Hacler's study—so
puiting two and two together—"'

Hilton chuckled.

“"What the thump did Bunter park
it here for ' he asked.

“Ho snid Loder was after him—any
port in a storm, I suppose, ¥ said Jim.
“That idiot Loder saw it here, and
scems to havo fancied that 1 snaffled

F
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“Oh gadt”

“The zilly ass!” exclaimed Pottcr.
“He's gone to report me to Hacker I
satd Warren, with & laugh. *“The
sooner it's gone, the better. Bunter
brought it bere, and he will have to
take it away again. IF he takes it
straight baek to Hacker, it may save
him & whopping.”

“IIe jolly well ought to have a
whopping ! said Greene.  “Cheeky
roung tick, parkin

looking annoyed and disturbed. Already,
that atternoon, Hacker had brought him
a complaint of Coker, for kicking up a
shindy in the 8hell. Now he.had brought
him a still more serious complaint about

Warren—no less than & charge of
plﬁfﬂriﬂ:g!

Prout was angry and indignant. In
his anger and indignation, he had

gone to the length of telling Mr. Hacker
that it was nonsense—utter nonsense [

Still, he could not refuse to inguira
into the matfer. Hacker was prepared
to go over his head, as it were, and
eall in Dr. Locke, if he did. Proug
did not want the headmaster interven-
ing in affairs pertaining to his Form.

“Warren ! he boomed.

“Yes, gir!"

“What i3 this I hear?” Lboomed
FProut, "I repeat, Warren, what—

what is this T hear?"

Jim did not answer that question—
which was rather & diflicult one, as
he did not know what IProut might
have heard.

J!I:II.:‘. Hlacker broke in.

‘Hiz sharp, penetrating eyos, scan-
ning the study, spotted the big cake
on the shelf at once. Ile pointed with
8 bony finger.

(Continued on nexd papge)

iis loot in o Fift
Form study ™

HIf you fellows
will fetch that young
idiot, T'il have tea
ready by the timo
vou get back,™ said
Warren.

“Right-ho!™
answered Potter.
And he left the
study, with Greene
to look for the Owl
of the Remove.

_ Cedric Hilton sat
in  the armchair.
Although he had,
under Warren's in-
fluence, -taken up
foothall that term,
and played quite =
good game, Lo was
still much the samne
lecker as of old, in
ofther respects. Sit.
ting in the arm-
chair, with ons ele-
gantly: trouzered leg
crossed  over  the
other, ho lazily
watched Warren
getting busy.

Warren lifted the
cake to the shelf, |
out of the way, to
wait for . Bunter's
arrival. Then he sat
the table, eod pro-
eceded to crack eggs
for poaching over
the study firc.

He wasz thus en-
gaged, when a pon-

i
rrom

1’3

"WEEXLY

PIANO ACCORDIONS

BY ALL THE MOST

FAMOUS
MAKERS

.l

uuuuu
llllllll
.....
||||||||

My

USBED AND RECOMMENDED BY BAND LEADERS
ALL OVER oou .

Real Plano Accordions 4t specially reduced prices. Piano-finiched
cabinet, Tonal reeds, metal bound bellows, triple chord action.
Complete with shoulder atmﬂ

3= only -fAmt Instalment. 1
Sal- 13 paid; or Cash withio 7 dngl- 48/6 only. Write for
fully illustrated list of models with

24 bags; 34 k:ﬁa

The remarkably Low Terms for Monthly Fayments ensnre the Immedints

THE MNTRY

21 plano keys, 8 basses, Bend
ance payable /- monthly untl] -

3 koys, 12 bass; 26 kays,
, 48 bass; 41 keys, 120 bass; ete., cte,
on equally attractive terma.

arity of these fips imitroments

J. A. DAVIS & CO. (De

84-104, Denmark Hill, LON
Delete rare that dose nod appp.
Pleaze And enclosed PO, 3/-, 1t ioztalment for Acoordlcn ofi approval,
B be ratdroed If Ineteuroent nob approvsd.
Please sand me post Froo fully ilusbrated brochure of Plane Accordions.

. B.P.10
N, B.EB. h

A m e s e e b e e R S R E b

derous tread was
heard in the pas-
SREC.
*That's  Frout,” RAME..
said Hilton. ADDEESS. ...

“Unless an ele-

dapiEsEH A= rr T

E%‘aaut’s got into the
ouse ! agreed
Warren.

It was Pront! His
ortly and majestic
orm appeared  In

the doorway=-with
the meagre figure of

FREE Biltiard
Tabies., Write Tor
dhelaila.

® o
1 the Riley Billiard Table catalogue.
B/- DOWN brings table. PBgalaoce
monthly. Write to-day for catalozue

E. J. RILEY, LTD., Belmont Works,

thﬁ. mastop [If t-]lﬂ gt AGCRINGTON
Bhell at his olbow [ :
Erept. . 14
e el ® or Dept. 24, 14T, gidcramate Surch




2

“There is the cake, sirl” ho barked.
"What?” boomed Prout, “What?”
He stared at the cake., There it was
—right before hia eyes—an enormous
birthday cake—proof of guilt! Prout's
cyes almost pnﬁzpad gut of his frmty
face at the sight of it )
That a fellow in his Form—a senior
man of Greyfriars—could have zoafiled
a cake, like some grubb ‘f&ﬁ. seemetl
impossible to Prout. ut there was
the cake, FProut fairly gaped at it
“That, gir, i3 the cake, taken.sur-

rr-ﬁ-,titinusly from my study s short
while ago,” said Mr. Hacker ieily. “A
prefect reported to me that he had

found it here. There it is, sir! This
hoy of your Form, sir, has been guiliy

of lPiI.f':"'hF_! can use no other word—
piliering I'* Hacker repeated the word
with relish, *“1 leave tho matter in

your hands, sir, as this boy's Form-
master—but I take it for ]gra.ntﬂd that
th

it will be placed before the Head for
judgment !**
“Upon my word!” gasped Prout,

still staring at the cake. **Warren, I
~I[ am amazred! I am—anr astounded @
How do you oxplain this, Warren?”

“Warren can hardly E:r;ﬂain facts
that speak for themselves!’ said Mr,
Hacker acdly. *“Personally, 1 desire
to hear nothing from Warren. I desire
the headmaster to deal with this
matter |

“You will pormit -me, sir, to deal
with & matter in my own Fotm, sirl”
boomed Prout. I shall hear Warren’s
explanation, if any!"

“1 should prefer, sir, Warren's ex-
planation to be made to hia head-
master 1* snapped Hacker.

“Nothing of the kind, sir!”® boomed
Prout. “Warren's explanation will ba
made to me, zs his Form-master!”

Mr, Hacker zet his thin lips hard.

“Vory well, sir; but I shall insist
upon the matter altimately gnf.nﬁ
before Dr. Locke,”” he said. “I sha
assuredly insist upon that!”

“Pray let mo speak, sirl Warren,
I am waiting to hear your explana-
tiorr.  This—this comestible was, it

a;:-;:vahﬁ.r:a,I abstracted from 2r. Hacker's
t

study. has been found in your study.
What have you to sayi”

“I found it here, sir, when I came
:L]!p from the changing-room,” answered

m. “It was on the table, covered
by a newspaper, and I found it when
I was going to clear the tgble for tea,”

“Blegs my soul!” said Prout.

Mr, Hacker's sharp eyes gleamed at
Warren.,

“Do you imagine for one moment,
Warren, that such & statement as that
will find eredence?’’ he gnapped,

“¥Yes, =ir,’ answered Jim quietly.
“1 helieve that my Ferm-master will
take my word. He knows that I
should tell him the truth, sirl”

“ Undoubtedly I said Prout. It is
very Exturﬂ-ﬂrﬂlﬂﬂ.l'}'-'—\'ﬂ'rg strange in-
deed—very odd—but—-"

“1 do not believe a single word of
it,” said Mr, Hacker, with acid bitter-
ness, 1 regard Warren's statement
not only as an uniruth, but as a very
clumsy and foolish untruth ™

“ Really, Mr. Hacker—"

“¥es, siv!” barked Hacker. "I shall
.not believe, sir, that the boy who stole
—vyes, stole—that cake brought it to
Warren's study, unless the thief—yes,
siv, the thief—was Warren bimself, or
one of his friends, at all events!”

Cedric Hilton smiled,

“Not gwlty, sir, if you're referrin’
te me!l” he drawled.

““Loder of the 8ixth, sir, found
Warren alone in his study, about to
cut the cake when he was discovered.”
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"That's not true, sir,”
Jim quietly.

Mr. Hacker’s face famed,

“Air, Prout, I will not be given the
lia by this boy of your Form ¥ .

"I did net mean that, sir,” zaid
Warren, "I meant that what Loder
said was untrue, I've no doubt ho
told wou 80, as you say so; but ho
was not speaking the truth. I had no
mtention whatever of cutling the cake,
as 1b does not belong to me ™

“1 prefer to believe Loder on that
point ! said Mr. Hacker bitterly.

“*Y¥ou may please yourself about
that, of course, sir,” sald Warren. “I
am sure that my Form-master will
believe me!”

"As&uredlg:[" said Prout—" assuredly !
It appears, Mr. Hacker, that some boy
—probably some thoughtless junior—
EEﬁl‘-rE.Et{'J thiz cake from your etudy,
and—and plaeed” it here.”

“Nothing of the kind, sir!l
taka that view—"

“1 do, sir—I ecertainly take that
view !"" bhoomed Prout

“Then I shall refer the matter to
the headmaster,’” said Mr. Hacker,
“and I insist upon Warren coming
immediately to Dr. Locke, to answer a
charge of pilfering—-1 should say
theft 1" :

“Nonsense, sir " boomed FProut.

" Nonsense or not, sir, I insist ¥ said
Mr. Hacker firmly

There was a pause. FProut breathed
stertorously ; Hacker stood with com-
pressed [ips, thin and acid and bitter,
And ib-:that pause sounds of scuflling
footateps were heard in the passage, as
if someone was being propelled unwill-
itigly alorig: ind a breathless, squeaking
Toice penetrated into the study:

“I wsay, you fetlows, le,gﬁol
I'll. come all right if you'll let go my
coliar, Potter ' 'Leggo my arm, Greene,
yvou ‘beast] - I'm -coming, asin’t It 1
never left the eake in Warren’s study.
Besides, I should have taken it away
again, only that brute Loder was after
me! I tell you, it ain't Hacker’s cake
at slll It's my birthday, and I had
that cake from Bunter Court! Leggo!
Old Hacker pinched it from Hobson,
and I oply got it away to give it back
to old Hobson—-honest Injun! I =ay,
I'EEE‘:. 1"

Hilton smiled. Warren prinned. Mr,
Prout’s face had an extraordinary ex-
pression on it. Hacker looked thunder-
struck. The next moment Billy Bonter
was propalled into the study, followad
by Potter and Greene,

“1 say, you fellows,” gasped Bumter
—*I—I say, I'll take the cake away,
if you like, now Loder's imle. if you'ro
sure that old beast Hacker ain’t any-
where about! Oh——'* DBunter bLroke

int2rposed

If you

I zav,

off with a squeak of horror as he saw
Mr. Hacker in the study, “Oh crikev!
Oh lor'! Oh crumbs 1™

THE NINTH CHAFTER.
No Luck for Loder !

ILLY BUNTER siood reoted to
B the Hoor.
Hizs eyes
Cwere  glued

furious face.
Potter and Greeno cxchanged a
lance and backed ‘to the doorway.
hey had had no idea that beaks were
in the study when they propelled
Bunter in. :

Mr. Prout found his voice,
“DBunter!” he boomed.

“Oh erikey!™

“Boanter, did vou place ithat—thet
cake In Warren's studyi”

hizs spoctacles
Alr.

ard

an Tacker's

“Qhb, no, sir! I—I've nover seen it
before | gasped Bunter., “I wasn't
hiding in the study when Warren came
up, sir, and he never kicked me out.
I—I never touched the ecake, gmir! I
baven't been near Mr. Hacker’s study
at all, sir] Mr, Hacker knows—he gaw
ge, sir—J—I—I mean——-—"

“ You abstracted that cake from Mr.
Hacker's study ond brought it here—
to & Fifth Form study?” roared MMr.
Prout.

“Oh, no, sirl” groaned Bunter. "I
don’t know how 1t got here, sirl
certainly never went mto Mr. Hacker's
study while he was speaking to you

i your study, sir! Never thought of
such a thing! I never knew he went
to your study at all, sir., I wasu't

watching him round the cormer ™

“Bleszs my soul I’ gasped Prouf,

“ Besides, sir, I was just going to
take the cake back =again,” sajd the
fat Owl eﬁgleﬂ;f. “"Potter and Groens
came and told me——"

“You young rascall” pgasped Mr.
Hacker. 1 suspected you, in tha frst
place, and now it sppearmy—"

O, no, sir! 1 hsedn™t left it in
Warren's study when you met ma on
the landing, sir }" groaned Bunter. *I
hadn't been in the Fifth Form passage
st sH, sir, when you saw ma coming
awa.& from it.* : .

“ Silenco 1® boomed Prout. Bilence |
Bunter, you are an untruthfol young
rascal [V

“(Oh, really, sir—>* .

“Mr. Hacker, are you satisfied now
that it was this Hemove boy who
abstracted the cake and concealed it in
this study 1" demanded Prout.

Hacker bresthed hard. There was
only one reply he could make, unwilling
a3 was to maks it

“Yt—it would certainly appear so”
he breathed.

“Po you etill desire to teke Warren
to the headmaster, sir, on 8 charge of

ilfering 7" demanded Prout, pushingy

is victory home, as it were.

“N-n-neo, sir,” staritmered the wretched
Hacker. “In the—the—tha circun-
gtances, c-c-certainly not*

“I am glad of it, sir!” boomed
Prout. “1 sm very glad to hear it,
pir. And I should be glad, sir, to hear
you express something in the nature of
regret, sir, to this boy of my Form, for
your very unjust apd wunworthy sus-
picions, sir 1™ ]

Mr. Hacker snapped his teeth.

“The matier ends heore, so far aa
Warren 1s concerned,” ho said. "1 ghall
take this hoy, DBunter, to hiz Form-
master—"

“0Oh erikey 1™

“Como with mel” snarled Hacker,
and he grasped the Owl of the Remove
by a fat shoulder.

“0h lor' 1™

Mr. Hacker was glad to get off the
geeno.  Potter and Grecne were grin-
ning, Warren very ncarly laughing,
Hilten smiling a mocking smile. ' Frout
was lofty and scornful. Never had tha
master of the Bhell felt so t'lmmu!g;:l:.r
defeated and humiliated. He whisked
put of the study, hooking Bunter after
him.

“Onc moment, sir1” boomed Prout.

“1 have nothing mere to say, sirl™
almiost hissed Haclkep.

“Tha cake, sir!” boomed Prout. *1
cannot allow your comestibles to be
left in this study, sir. Kindly take your
cake away with you, sir.”

Hacker, in his confusion and discom-
fort, had forgotten the cake. Hoe
twirled Bunter into the study again.

“ Bunter ! E:‘unva¥ that cake back to
my study I’ he snarled.
“Oh dear ™

Billy Bunter took the cake from the



discovered It was Ink with which he was drenched, and that three startled [aces were staring at him.
done this for ? "' asked Wharion.

ghelf, [lo marched out of the study
with it, followed by Iacker.  Frout
waz booming again. .

“Warren, I am sorry for this. DMr.
Hacker docs not see fit to espress his
regret. But I am sorry, Warren, that
you should have been subjected to these
unworthy aspersions—these unjust sus-
picions—I may say, these foolish,
thoughtless, and absurd suspicions.”
© This was said for Hacker's benefit, as
he went. Then Front, trinmphant,
rolled out of the study. .

The Fifth Formers were left grinning,

“Dear old Haecker!™ mormured
Potter “Did vou see his face?”

“Worth & puinea a box!” drawnled
Hilton.

“Ha, ha, hat” .

There was tea, at last, in Study No. 4,
in the Fifth. Warren and his friends
sat down to it, with smiling faces.

The hapless Owl of the Remove was
not smiling s3 Hacker marched him
away, first to his study, to deposit tha
" eake there, then to Mr. Quelch's study,
to be reported te his Form-master.

Tt was no smiling matter for Bunter.

Hacker drew some consolation from
the sound of & swishing cane in Quelch's
study. Bunter drew no consolation
{rom it whatever.

Bunter yelped dolorously as the cane
gwished. )

Mr. Hocker went back to has study in
an extremely bad temper. It dawned on
him that in his dislike of Jima Warren
he had rather mado a fool of himszclf.
Tiue, he had acted on o prefect’s report,
but that prefect had made & fool of hime-
eplf, ton. Loder ought to have ascer-
tained the facts—the real facts. Ilacker
was thankiul, ot least, that the matter

EVERY SATURDAY

-"'.--
As Wharton staggeted up, an sleciric torch was swiiched on, and the light Nashed In his face., The visibility belng good, he

* Awfully sorry !'* gasped Hobson,

had not, after all, come hefore the
Iead! But that fool, Loder—

There was & tap at his door and Loder
of the Sixth looked in. Loder waa
rather anxious to koow how matters
wera going. .

e was surprised by the glare of con-
centrated wrath that Mr. Hacker fixed
on him.

“Oh ! You, Loder !” said Mr. Hacker.

“Yes, sir. You found the cake in
Warren's study ¥ -

“¥ou are a fool, Loder”

“Wha-n-t 7"

“1 cannot understand how the Head
ean sllow wou to remain a prefect,
Loder, when you are so ocbviously un-
suited far the position.”

'l'iE'h?”'

“8Buch stopidity—such
st u‘pidit:.r-——"'

“But, sir—" gasped Loder.

“TLeave mwy stody !

“B-b-b-lmt

“Leave my shudy ! roared Elacker.

Loder left!

unthinking

o

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
A Mistake in the Dark !
HM&R? WHARTON yelled.

It was cnough to make any

follow yell,

The captain of the Roemovo
had been out of pates. He had returned
exactly half a minute late.

Gosling had closed the gate. True,
he was prepared to open it to let in
a late-comer—but only at the cost of
that latc-comer having his name taken,
for tm‘:}anneut report to his Form-
master,

** 'What have you
* We meant it for Hacker 1 **

Which wes not good enough, if it
could be helped. ad Wharton been
half an hour, instead of half a minute
late, it could not have been helped, for
he would have missed ¢all-over, as wall
as ‘“‘gates.” But half a minute did not
raatier—if he could get in unseecn.

Thero wera ways and means of doing
these things, Getting in over the
Jloister wall was one way; over the
masters’' private gate was another. 2o
Wharton, whose object was to save time,
tried that gate, which came nearest, got
aver it suceessfully, and dropped inside.

The November dusk was thick,
especinlly on the path from that gate,
whera trees over-arched. Lights wore
slready gleaming' from the windows of
the House afar,

Wharton hurried up the path. He
was in ample time. Lots of fellows
were not yeb in the House, But—

There was a sudden scufling and
rusiling sound under the dark trees by
the path. Wharton, surprised, stopped,
and looked about him. Somebody was
Hiicl"t in the deep shadow; he wondered
WS

Then it happened!

Swooonoosh |

Something liquid struck him, and
spiashd over him. It was then that he
velled. Any fellow would have yelled.

t was so utteely surprising and dis-
concerting,

He stopgered as he yelled, and pat
down. omething wet was streaming
over him~all over his face and hin
eollar. He realised dizzily that he hed
been the recipient of the contents of »
garden 3{{3&!1’15.

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

ITe heard a faint chuckle in the dark
—a sound of retreating, sr:-zsmpnrlr‘njg
fect. He spluttered, yelled, and roared :

“Yeu silly asses! You blithering
idiotal WWhat sort of a game do you
eall this? I'll jolly well punch youl
Coogh v

The scampering sound of retreat
cepzecd.  Thero was a startled voice—
the voice of Hoskins of the Bhell,

“I say, that ain't Hacker ! ,

YOl grumbs ' That was Fobson's

voice.

“What stlly ass®™ ecamo Stewarl's
VOLCE.

Wharton staggered l'l;lé) . ]
Fuootsteps approached him in the
gloom. A little electrio torch was

switched on and the light flashed in
his face. Then—the visibility bein
good—he discovered that 1t was n
with which he was drenched. He stood
in the glare of the torch like an
Abvssinian of the deepest dye,

Threa startled faces were staring at
him.

Tg—is—is that Wharton?"” stuttered

Hohson.
“You shrieking idiot1" gasped
Harry. “What the thump have you

done this for? Look at me ™

They locked. They chuckled. They
soermed to regard the aspect of the cap-
tein of the Remove as funny.

“Awfully sorry!” gasped Hobson.
“We were woiting for Hacker [

A

ou know he gra my birthday
cako :.rnstnzrdn_yJ

“¥You howling asal”

“Hea's gone out, and we kmew he was
corming oack for ocall-over——"

“You benighted bandersnatch !™

“We're gong to give him something
for bagging that cake1” said Hobson.
“Weo can't boot him, vyou know—n
Form-master——"

“Hardly ! murmured Stewart.

“Bo wa got Gosling's hglntde;n sgpuird
from the woodshed, and filled it—it up
with ink!” grinned IHobson. * Rathex
a lark, what? Borry you got it—="

“¥on dongeroua mapiac ¥

* Bafe cnough in the dark, yon know,
and, of course, we never thought a
. Remove kid would be coming in this

T'f'ﬂ.j"""""'”

“You footling fathead!™

“Well, it'a your own fault!” said
Hoskins. * What do you mean by com-
ing in at masters' gate "

You foozling frump!”

“Woll, it's no good being ratiy,”
argucd Hobson. “You got it by mis-
take, and it was all your own fault—
yvou must admit that fellows never
come in this way-—"

“You gabbling dunderhead———"

“MNow the ink's wasted,” said Hob-
son crossly. “ Wa shall have to get n
frosh lot to fill the squirt for Hacker!
" You've mucked up the whole thing,
Wharton! Just like a fatheaded Re-

movo fag-—1"
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“Barging in at the wrong E)!Imej at
the wrong moment | said Hoskins.

“Hilly ass, and no anstake!™ said
Stewart,. “ 1 say, shut off that Light,
Hobby—if Hacker comes im—"

Hobzon shut off the lLight.

Wharton, in the gloom, gave the
three Shel] fellows an inky, mfuriated
glare, Hacker, npo doubt, descrved
punislinent for grabbing that birthday
cake. Wharton had no objection to
Hacker geiting punishment.  Bub he
had n strong objection to getting it in
the place of Hacler! ,

“You fathcaded, frabjons, footling
dummicz!” he gasped. “Look at mo!
I'm soalked with mmk—"

. E“."n'u“simll have to get some more
1K——

“Bmothered with if

*“Yes, yes, but do shut up, Wharton 1™
snitl Hobsen impatiently. “The ques-
tion iz, getting somo more ink in time

L]

for Hacker—

“No time,”. said Stowart. “Better
fill it with water at the fountain. Water
will do for Hacker.”

“Well, I'd rather let him have ink 1"
objected IHobson. - **After he snaffled
my birthday cake, you know—-=>"

“You blithering idiot!” hissed the
captain of the Remove, “You danger-
ous lunatic, you neodn't worry about
petiing any more ink-—you're going to
havo some of this 1™

“Eh? Ohl Leggo!” welled Hob-
son, a5 Harry Wharton grasped him,
annel lgmbhﬂl him, and elutched him,
transkerring o considerable quantity af
the ink from his own person to Hobby's.

“Tliere, you fathead—there, you ass!”
gasped Wharton.

“Gerrawny!  Gurrggh! Gerraway !
I'm all inky! Dragimoff, you men!”
purgled Hobson frantically.

Stowart and Hoskins grasped Whar-
ton, to drag him off. He let go Hob-
gon, and geappled with them. More
ink was transforred.

“Oh!” gasped Hoskins. *“The brute's
smothering me——"

"“Here, leggo " howled Stewart. I
tell you, ID-EE;:! You're getting it all
over me! o inky brute, leggo!”

They hurled Wharton away. EHe
rolled over, picked himself up, and ent
off to the E_Lund inky, but hardly more
inky than Hobzon & Co. He wanted a
wash before call-over: and he lost no
time. So did they !

"“0Oh ernikoy [Y gasped Hobson., “The
cheeky brate—— Groogh! I'm all
inky! I say, I'm smothered with ink 1"

“Urrgeh ! gasped Hoskins,. “Bame

LR

here! Ooghl™

“The brute’s ihked me all over!
gurgled Stewart, “1 say, shove on that
torch, Hobby—let's sec——"

The toreh gleamed again. It re-
vealed three untidy and inky fellows to
one another's view. They pazed at one
another. It had been an unfortunate
mistake—for Wharton, It had lurned
out equally unfortunate for the three
BVengaers.
. crikey ! pasped Hobson. “I—
I zn o

“Hark " breathed Stewart.

There was a click of a key in a lock.

L ]

Soimeone  was ﬂp&hiﬂgﬂtha gate from

dutside.  Promptly, Hobson shut off
the torch again.

“That'l  be Hacker!™ wlispered
IHoskins.

Ttk 1Y breathed Hobson.

They cut, as the gate opened, and Mr,
Hacker came in. Smothered with ink,
and with ihe squictk empty, they were
not prepared to deal with Hacker., On
that ocension, at least, the acid-tem-

pred master of the Shell was not

goked to suffer for his sins.

Mre. Hacker eaught a sound of scamr
pering feet.  He started, peering into
the gloom of the sghadowed patl
. “Who is that?™ he cxcloimed. “Whe
15 there?

But answer there came none, Tlobly
& Co. faded away in the dusky distance.
Mr. Hacker peered about him, as he
carne up the path., But he =zaw no onoe

and he remained compleicly and
happily unaware of his narrow Csenpe.

THE ELEVENTH CHAFTER.
A Jolt for James !
the Sixth breathed

ODER  of
E harl.
His face was white: but thero

was an expression of bitter,
slmost savage determination on it.

It was a fine afternoon, for Nov-
ember; there was a glimmer of sun-
shine on the river. Loder was stand-
ing among the trees by the towpath,
and through the openings he saw tho
glimmeringf Sark. And ho was lision-
ihg for o footfall,

As he listened he glanced about him,
with stealthy furtivencss,

There wos no one at hand—no exc to
see him. He knew. that Jim Warren
was Ccoml up the towpath—he had
SCEN himnﬁ'um a distance. But the
Fifthh Former was strolling in o
leitsurely way, and he was not at hand
yvet.

Loder had a large and heavy store
gripped in his hand. The thoughts that
were in his mind would have startled
any Greviciars [fellow—even the fellow
that liked him_lecast.

The date of the Rookwood match waa
close at hand now. Loder was definitely
out of the team—Warren was in it
Loder had done his best—even to the
extent of throwing aside his slacking
ways, and even giving up his smokes,
But that reform had comoe o little too
late—Warren was in tha eleven, and ha
was out! Wingate had been both sur-
prised and pleased by the improvement
in Loder, and had willingly put him
down as a reserve—if, at the last
moment, & fellow dropped out, Loder
was going in!

Certainly the captoin of Greviriars
never dreamed for & moment what black
thoughts that put into Loder’'s mind.

Warren had his place.  Loder wos
convineed of that. Warren had ousted
him, Warren had done him down,
There was nothing at which the bHully
of Urevirviars would have stoppetd to
got his own back, as he reparded it, on
the fellow who had taken hie place.

And his first idez had been an “ acei-
dental " kick in games practice. But
he knew that it would hardly do. Just
before the Bt. Jim's maich, a short
time ago, lic had erocked Warren with
an “aceidental kick.”

Warren had taken it as an acondent—
most of tho fellows had. But soms
follows had made rather pointed re-
marks on the subject.

If it happencd egain, it would obvi-
ously be a little too palpable.  He
could not let it happen again, He
darcd not.

Dut there were more wars than one of
killing a cat. A hard knock on the
knee, for instance, would put a follow
off footer for & weck or so. Not an
serious damage, of course—just cnough
to crock Lhim for footer.

Even Loder, at more normal times,
was hardly capable of such an act. PBut
in his bitterness and resentment and
rage, he let the idea germinate in his
mind, till it became a determination.
All he wanted now was an opportunity



=and the opportunity had presented it-
eelf. Warren would ia passing him in
o fow minutes—the stone would fly—nnd
Loder would disappear off the scene,
long before the Fifth Former had a
chance of seeing him. It was safe—
and Loder, in iis present mood, wag
thinking only of that. Later, he might
feel the sting of ghame and remorse—
at the moment he was hbatterly and
savagely determined. And his hand
closed convulsively on his missile, as
footsteps came along the towpath.

But he paused. a footsteps camo
from the other direction, that of Court-
ficld Hridge.

‘He scowled through the trees. He
did not want witnesses on the scene,

A beefy, hulking fellow, with a pug
nose and a squarc jaw, stopped on the
towpath, almost opposite the spot where
the huli'jf of the Bizth was in cover.
Loder, staring at him, remembered that
he had eeen him before. The fellow
had looked in at the school gates, a
waek or two aEc:, and Loder had seen
him then—he had heard that ho was
Warren's cousin, of the same name.

It was, in fact, James Warren—and
James helted, and etood with & grin on
his ill-favoured' face, as he saw Jim
coming up the path. Quite unawaro of
Loder, only ten fect from him in the
trees, James grinned st his approoch-
ing cousin—a disagrecable grin.

‘T Tames, you rotter I

Loder heard Warren's woico, as he
came up. _He sighted the handsome,
fair-haired Fifth Form fellow now; but
ha did oot think of hurling the atone.

James, quite unconsciously, wes stop-
ﬂrmq%'r er’s cowardly game,
“*Jim, you cad " retortad James,

Warren of the Fifth came to a halt,
facing his cousin. His face had been
cheary and ecareless when Loder had
spotted him ten minutes ago, on tha
bank. MNow it wes dark and sngry and
contemptuons,

““What are you doing hero, James?”
he asked.

“ Cateas I grinned James,

“I can guess. Are you going to the
school againi™

“Guessed it in ona ("

“#You rotier |

“Ha, ha, ha I roarcd James.

“You rotter I” repeated Jim. “Why
are you here at all? Why aro you stick-
mg g0 near Greyiriars?”

ames chuckled, a jeering chuckle.
“I pover know that Popper Couort was

near Creyfriars when my Eﬂ.i Cook
asked me to join his party there!” he
said. I wag quite surprised when I

hedard it from young Wharton the day I
met him. Not that I care”

“We'd beiter have this out!” said
Jim quieﬂg. “I've been thinking of
coming to Popper Court to see you about
.1 ]

“ Better not i encered James. “I'm
not introdueing my poor relations to
wy friends there.”

“¥ou cheeky fool 1*

Loder’s eyes gleamed ae he heard. Tf
Jim Warren really was the son of Sir
Arthyr Warren, a rich baronet, what
did s cousin mean by calling him a
“poor relation V¥

Was it poszsible that thera was, after
all, samntﬁing in that strangs rumour
-about Warren—that he was not the
fellow he pretended to ba?

“Will you keep clear of Groyiriarvs?”
mutterad Jim.

“Ne, I won't!” mnewered James
mul‘?.

“What's your game then, you rottor?
I'm asking no favours at your hands,
as you joliy well know I
“1 know,"” grinned Jamea — “ My
game, my dear Cougin Jim, is to make
you sit upl If vou don’t like it, you'd

BVERY SATURDAY

l:-eilfter loarn o keep your paws to vour-
self.”

“You rotter! I stopped you bullying
that chﬁp Price, you bullying brute,
and I'd do it again.”

“And N st up for doing 1t1”

rinned James. “And I'll mako you
5it up, you beggar on horseback! I'm
%qmg to look m at Greyfriars nowl

Aka to walk in with me, and show mo
the sights of the rotten hole that my
ater wanted to send me to—a rottener
ale than Qakshott, I beligve

“I want vou to keep clear of Grer-
friars " na.i(f Jim, in o low, tonso volee,

Jomes nodded.

“Y know! 'Thai's why I'm going
thera ™

“You're not!” said Warren, between
hia teeth.

“Who's going to stop me?” jeered
James.

Warren clenched his handa. It was

We had a very grand display

0! Breworks, wijh admission free |
Alas ! A shilling cannon brought

A sudden end to all I'd planned ;
Because, you see, I kind of thought

I had to hold it In my band |

(3}

"Twas thus I called at Hilton"s den.
The Fifth Form feilow was within.

And he, with several other men,
Qbserved me with a heariy grin !

** This aln't a hosplial,’ he eaid.
* Buzz off, and take that face away ! ™
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bean 1 **
If on

(6}
He had ambiflons, it appeared,

To play at footer for the School
{At whieh confeszlon Pricey sneered,
And tald him nof .to be a fool.)

But Hilton, turning rather red,
Declared that footer was top-hela.

* It must be thrilin®,'" Pricey sald,

* “To push a ball inside a goazl I

With

* Ha'd be,'" sald
H he would
alone I *

WIroang,

But 1 politely shook my head, Ha looksd at Price, wha then rapped out
And told him I had come to sfay. The single, solld statement : ' Buzz 1 ™
{3)
But Hilton laughed and sald: |
“ Oh, rats !

You stay here, kid I

And I, with dlgnify, sald: ** That's
The stufl to glve the froops, old

I thought him generous and kind.

Price were off the map,

1 fanoy we sbould swiflly find
That Hilton's quite a decent chap.

(&)
I left the siudy much impressed
Hilton's
humoured tone.
I, ** among the best
leave that beast

But, sometimes decent, sometimes
Ho'll go bis sirange unsasy way

Till Price s sacked—It won't be long!
The dog bas nearly had hls day !

17

oasy to read, i hiz face, that Le wus
thinking of %mmkmg James spinning.
ﬁgmua, grinming defianee, slouchoed pask
in.

Loder set his lips. This was lis
c!lxlnncn, if he was going to take it at
all.

He hesitated a moment—somethin
like shame holding him back. But it
was only for a moment. His hand
catpe up, and the heavy stons whizzed—
ained at Warren, as ho stood on ihw
towpath.

But ot that a?rme mume.ni':] \]“Ii;nrrﬁn
made 5 grasp at James, caught hun by
tha mllaﬁ, and swung him back.

#You'ro not——" he was beginning.

Crash!

The whizzing stone landed—mnot on
Jim Warren! It landed on James,
who was batween Warren and Loder as
ho was jerked back by the collar.

(Continued on nizt pags.)

Our clever rhymester ia certainly long-haired, but

7 doubtful h id th
:ﬁaﬁ"aﬂ.}fﬁ{“& ;F—:E_ﬂﬁ:;’ Eijl?‘i:i‘?'h.. :
v & dosin T tare guite ao ba 13 WERK,
however, with CEDRIC HILTON, of the
Fifth Form.
(1} {8)
Last Tuesday, which was Guy Fawkes' It seemed that this was not the case.
Day— The thing went off—and a0 dld I ]
“ 8oz you I sez you. * You're lelling Witk heoles blowa In my hapdsome
me | P—

faes |
In fact, they sald I looked & Guy 1
Now bandages and bits of lint
Conceal my manly [orm from view,
My arm is in a kind of splint,
ﬁri.d[ hiuﬂ: my eyes ard torning
ue

(&}
Then Price, his siudy-mats, loaked grim.
{He always does ! That's neihiog new 1)
But I, without a glanes at bhim, -
Asked Hil{on for an Inferview,
Then Hilton seemed to be In doubt
{That's nothing new | He always does I)

It's all

{7)
He told me he was reading bard
To take some horrible Matric.
And Pricey yawned, and sajd he barred
Exams and things—they mads him sick!

““1 Hke. debating,” Hilton sald.
““T speak at all our Form debates [ **
While Priceygroanad znd elutchad hishead.
Such things, ol ¢course, Price always hates.

calm  good=
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James gave a fearful
erashed on his leg. elled, and
velled apain.,  Jim, in lus surprise,
jumped almost clesr of the towpath.

“What—who—" he gasped.

Loder was already running thrm1%h
tho trecs.  Ile dared net linger. Iis
ona thought was to get clear, undis-
covered.

James, velling wildly, stood on one
Icg, clasping the other with both hands.
The whizzing stone had caught him just
above the knee, and it hurt.  James
yelled and yelled.

Jim Warren starad at him, stared at
tho stono that had fallen in the grass on
the towpath, and made a leap towards
tho trees.  But he turned hack to
James, concerned for the fellow’s injury,
little. as he liked him.

EI! as the stons
a7

“Oh! Ow! Dmgh 1™ James was
howling. *Oh, gad! I'm lamed !
Who throw that stone? Oh crumbs!
Ooooh 1™

“ Bomebody in the trees ™ gasped the
smazed Warren, “I—I think i must
]_'_;-a‘i:'c been thrown at me—but you got
i 'nl

U Hang yvou!” roared Jamesz. “You
rotter ! Ow !l Oh, my leg! Wow |

It was clear to both of theni that the
gtone had been flung at Jim. James,
who had passed him, had been jerked
back by the ecollar at the prefise
moment that the stone crashed; but the
thrower could not have foreseen that.
The missile had been aimed at Jim, and
James had interposed—unluckily for
himself, though luckily for Warren of
the Fifth.

YOh! Yow! Wow ¥ howled James,
almost dancing on hia sgund leg.  “0h,
you rotler! COh, vou ead! Ow !

“Not my fault 1" gasped Warren.

“You grabbed me, vou rotter 1 velled
James, “Owl Ohl Ooogh!™ He put
his bruised leg to the ground, and
limped, and yalped : “0Ow [V

“Let me help you—-"

“ Leave mo alone, hang you
James., |

And, still yelping with pain, Jumes
etarted up the towpath—limping on his
way back to Popper Court.

With that damaged leg, Jamcs was
not dizposed to carry out his intention
of paving & visit to the scheol. He
limped, and yelped, snd disappeared up
the river, Warren staring after him for
a fow moments, before he plunged into
the trees, in a rather belatéd search for
the “unscen fellow who had fléng the
stone. But that fellow was gone.
Lodor of the Sixth was already at a
sale distance.

snarled

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Waiting for Coker !

B ALLO, hsllo, halla! Toder's
H in a hurry!” said Bob

Cherry.
The juniors glanced round.
On that fine half-holiday, the Famous
Five of the Romove were out of gates,
Tor reasons best known to themselves,
they were grouped under the trees on

the roadside, at a littla distance from
thi2 school gates.
They were looking towards the

gchool; but a sound ind them in the
wood drew their attention. The wood
cxtended from the road, about a
hundred yards, to the towpath on the

ark. From the direction of the river,
o fellow came running—and they were
surprised to ses that it was Gerald
Leder of thoe Sixth Form.

It was rather unusual for a prefect of
‘the Sixth to be sewttling among the
trees like some festive fag., The chums
of the Remove regarded him curnously.
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Loder did not see them till he was
cloze on ihe voad. Then he suddenly
qutﬁeﬂ the five, and dropped inio a
waik.

With a rather transparent sssumption
of carclessness, he affected to saunter on,
lilka 2 follow who was not in o hurry at
all. That aszsumption did not deceive
ithe juniors for o moment.

They did not know, and did not care,
anything sbout Loder's business; but
they were quile well awaro that he had
been scudding away from the riverside
in a great hurry, and that he did not
want anyone to observe that he had
been in & hurry.

He scowled at them as he reached
tie roadside.

“What arc
srapped,

It was very annoying to Loder o run
into & party of Lower School fellows
just then, especially as he was not sure
whother Warren might be huntiong
throngl the wood for the thrower of tho
etone.

. Had that missile damaged Warren, as
mtended, no pursuit would have been
{;rﬂ.u’[mnblﬂ—.]' im  would  have been
unping on a lamed leg, But Loder
fimew that it had hit James, and that
Jim was able, and probably keen, to
look for the fellow who had flung it.

Bemove fellows were not wanted on
the spot. and Loder was surprised and
smapicious at fAnding them there.  In
sumimner days fellows might loaf under
the wayside trees; but in November it
was not akiractive. Obviously, they
were there for some purpose, and o
gullty conscience made Loder uneasy
and suspicious. If they had been watch-
g him

“Oh. just admiving the scenery,
Loder i answered Bob Cherry cheorily,

"Well, don't loaf about hero—clear
cff ¥ prowled Loder.

The juniors looked at him. Loder,
walehing their faces, could szen that they
linew nothing of his proceedings—they
had not been spying on hin, as he had
dreaded for o rmoment. But he did not
want them thers if Warren came
through the weod locking for his unsecu
eRomy.

They did not stir. True, Loder was o

refect;  but ordering fellows sbout on &
wli-holiday, for ne perceptible reasom,

waa rather “thiek.” B0 far as the

vou doing here®™™ he

.chumi of the Remove eould sce, there

was no reason why they should not
linger under the roadside trecs, if the
sporit mwoved them zo to dao.

i vou hear me " snapped Loder.

“The hearfulness 18 terrific, my
esteemed Loder!” remarked Hurree
Jamset Ram Bingh. *But—>*"

“ What are you deing here, anyhow 1™

* Just waiting for somebody to passt”
answered Hﬂtrcglu

He did not add that they were waiting
for Coker of the Fifth, with hostile

intentions. at was not a detail to
mention to a prefect.
“Rot1” grunted Loder. “et out of

it! Now then, sheer off |*

The Famous Five exchanged glances
with deep feelings. It seemed sheer
bullying tyranny to them. But Lodcr
was a prefect; he could—and would—
whop, and he could hand out lines.

“Come on |I” _said Harry curtly; and
the Famouz Five left the spot and

walked up the road towards Courtfield
Cormmon,
Loder watched them for o few

moments, to see that they were well
started. He did not care to wait and
wateh them out of sight, in case Jim
Warren appeared from the wood.
Hoving seen them fo a distance of a
dozen yards or so, Loder hurricd on
towards the schoaol gates.

The juniors had started at s good

pace; pnt they dropped Inte & slow
walk., When, looking back, they saw
that Loder had dizappeared, they
turned.

They had not, in fact, the slightest
intention of elearing off. They had
ﬂ}t'll_'r' given Loder timo to get olear of
the spot.

“That rotter’s gone 1” said Nugent.

“Uet back!1” said Harry.

And the Famous Five walled baclk to
the spot whero they had oncountered

o7, end once more parked themselves
under the troes.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo, here comes somae
other silly ass 1™ exelaimed Bob Cherry,
as thero was a rustling in the woml
behind them.,

“Only Warren I” said Johnny Dull.

They looked at Jim Warren as he
camo through the wood, He seemed to
be gearching among the trees as ho
came ! and they wondered whother his

resence there had anything to do with
oder's fhight.

He gave a sthrt at the sight of the
jumiors, and came hastily up. They
greeted him with cheery grins.

“Havo you kids been here long IV
ha asked. “Have you seen anybody
come out of the wood on this side?”

Only  Loder !  answered Harery
Wharton.

" Loder ¥ repeated Warren.

“Jolly old Loder '™ sard Bely Cherey.
“"He ordered us off, but we got back
again. Looking for Loderi"

Loder's

Warren did not answer that.
name had given him a shock. It seemed
impossible to suspect & Bixth Form
prefect of having played that miserable
and cowardly triek. The juniors re-
garded him very nuricu‘:s]! . They
wondored whether Warren ]i'llld been
having & row with Noder, and if that
was the reason of Loder's flight.

“How long ago did you sce Loder®”
nsked Warren, at last.

* About ten or twelve minutes.”

Warren waa silent again, That wonld
be the time. The juniors, wondering
more and more, waited till he spoke.

“Did Loder seem in a hurry when you
saw him 1 he asked, at length,

“The hurryfulness was terrifie!™
grinned the Nabob of Bhanipur,

* Yes, rather,” said Harry. “Iao was
running. IHave ¥nu been serapping with

a jolly old prefeet, Warren??
“0Oh, no! You haven't seen anyvbody
clee about. ¥

“ Nobody,” answerca Harry,

Warren gave the juniors a now, and
walked back through the wood fowards
the riverside. There was no doubt in
bis muind now,.

It was Loder who had Hung -that
stone |, Loder-was-his enemy ; but that
was not the reason—the reason was

lain enough. Jim had not forgotten

ow Loder had crocked him for tho St.
Jim's match—by an accidental kick.
There had been a lingering doubt in
his mind whether that kick had been
wholly accidental.

That stone had crashed on James' leg,
and James would be limping for & week.
It had been inftentionally aimed low.
But for that happy chance—happr
for Jim, -'if not for James—it was
Warren who would have been limping,
and incapable of playing in the Roolk-
wooid match on Wodnesday |

It was clear enoigh to him now, and
his brow waos dark as he walked through
the wood to the over and turned up
the towpath.

Hec knew mow, beyond the shadow of
a doubt, that his football rival had
deliborately set out to “erock * him for
Rookwood day, and that he would stick
at very little to offect his purpose.

Hatry Wharton & Co. looked al cne
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As Gerald Loder Jet fiy with the stone, Warren made a

Crash |

auother when Warren was gone, Some-
thing had happened, they knew; but
they could not make out what it was.

“Wihat the dickens has Loder beon
up fol" asked Nugent,

H"Ii*-:'.pmuthing rotten 1 grunted Johony

*IHessed if I make it out!™ said
Ilarey. * Hallo, hero comes somnebogly on
a hikel If it's Coker—"

Fram the distant school a cyelist ap-
peared on the read. Bub at the second
glance they saw that it was not Coker
of the Fifth. It was Loder of the Sixth,

“That brute egain!™ exclaimed Bab,
“Get oub of sight] It means troublo if
ho sees us here |

That wans clear to all the Co. Promptly
they backed behind the trees, invimible
froan the road.

Tha bike camea whirring on.

Loder evidently had lost no time after
gotting back to the school in getting out
again—on his bigyelo. The fact was that
Loder was dua at the Three Fishers that
afternoon, and the affair by tho tow-
path had delayed him on his way there.

Ho glanced keenly at the wood in
passing, wondering whether Warron was
thero scarching for hia assailant.

If =0, Loder rather hoped that Warren
wotld sea him now. A fellow comin
away from the school on his bike coul
har Iﬁ be suspectod of !ming the fellow
who had been lurking in the wood by
the river.

IIe saw neothing of Warren, who was
long gone; aud he saw nothing of tho
juniora, who were carefully in cover.
Th?j whir of the bike died away up the
i HEL

As rpoon as Loder woa pone, tho
Famous Five emerged from cover again.
They resumed watching the road
towarda the school gates.

It was not till more than a guarter of
an hour later that they were rewarded
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by the sight of Ilvrace Coker of the
Fifth Form coming up the road.
“bHﬂra comes jolly old Iorace I said

“Ready ™ said Harry.
ker cama swinging on—with his
usual manner of being monarch of all
he surveyed and undisputed possessor of
the entire earth.
. He gave the juniors a disdainful stare

In_ passing,

]‘fﬂ did not seem to guess why they
were there. But ha know a few moments
later. Thers wos o rush of feet, fivo
pairs of hands were laid on Coker of
the Fifth, and the great IHovace cama
daown on tho ecounty of Kent, with a
thud that almost made that county
shalie |

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Sat Upon !

i Q0000000 roared Cuoker
ﬁ as ho Janded.
“"Hook him into thae trees!™

as Harry Wharton.
" Wituu-iuuli;m!i I'll 4 Yoo-hooop !

Cokor roared and struggled. But
four juniors had an arm or a leg each,
and ono had Coker's ears in a firm
Ertp. Thug held, even the beefy and

rawny Horace was powerless,

He was whisked off the road into tha
leaflesa trecs, and dumped down oub
of view of passers-hy. But he was still
held, It would have bLeen havdly :zafo
to let Coker loose.

I=I—=T"Nl—" gurgled Coker, wrig-
gling. *“ Wharrer you up to, you little
ticks ! What—"

“We've heen waiting for yon, old
bean,” said Bolb Cherry afiably. “Wo
heard you tell Potter and Greona you
were going to Courtfield. ¥ou've kept
us waiting rather a long time, Horace |

T
e xf%

at James, caught him by the shoulder, and swung him back.
The whizzing stone ianded—but not on Jim w%;;i I It lalfﬂedufn James 'y vetied ]

* What—who—— ** yelied James.

“1I'll smash you!" roared Coker.
You've rather wasted our time—aon
a half-holiday, too ! said Bol, * Prout
ought to teach you to be more punctual,
Coker.”

“ Punctuality is the politefulness of
esteemed princes I remarked Hurreo
Jamset Ban: Singh.

“Leggo 1" hissed Coker. _

“You wera late for Hobby's birthdoy
g_arty. Coker! Now you're late apainl

ou seem to be making a habit of it.
Still, better late than never 1” xaid Bob
cheerfully. " Wa've got you, and that's
the chief thing 1™

“Will you leggo ¥ shricked Cokor,

“MNot at alll You'd get violent if we
let go—I can see ik 1 your eye! Don't
vou fellows think that Coker looks
vather shirty ¥** asked Bob.

“1a, ha, hat"

“T'N spiflicate you! Tl—I'1l— I
vou bang my head agoin, you little
heast, I'll—— Yaroooooop |”

“Hold him!” =aid Beb, “He looks
aheolutaly bad temperod.”

There was no dJdoubt about that.
Coker did.

“Meow listen to me, Uoker! You
mncked vwp Hobby's irthday-party the
ather day with your manys—"

“1'l} pulverise you—""

“Not at present, T think.  Ilably
lost his cake, and got lines from
ITacker. DBuntor snefflled the eake, anel
got a whopping from Quelch,  That
old ass, Hacker, fancied that Warren
had bagged the cake, and made a row
with him and Prout. All thia trouble
from yeur bad manners—"

“T'H slanghter vou 1"

“ Later,” said Bob cheerfullv., * At
presant gﬂu’m not  thae slanghterer—
vouro the slauvghterec—if yvou hnow
what I mean. Having consplerad tho
matter, Coker, and foeling that it is
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the duty of the Remove to teach the
Fifth Form manners——"'

“I—I—T'lI—" gasped Cokor.

“Wo have decided that yeu sre too
bumptious, Horace, and that you ought
to be sat upon”

“Will vou !E,E,’fﬂ?” raved Coker,

“You've' asked me that one before.
You're hl'_"Filiﬂll'.lg to ropeat yourself.
Cheeky fellows, Horace, have lo ba sat
on for their own good. You seo that?”

h, you wait till I get loose!™
gasped Coker.

*Bentence having been passed by the
Remove,” continued Bob, “it only ro-
mains fo carry it out. ouw're polng to
be =zat on, Coker "

There wero plent{lonf fellows in the
Groyiriars Iifth w considercd that
Horace Coker ought to be sat on at
times. Dut there was more than one
way for an obstreperous fellow to bo
gat on.

The way sclected by the Removites
was perhaps the least comfortable way.
Bob Cherry sat on Coker’s waistcoat,

“Gerroff 1”7 shricked Coker,

“ Bentenee 13 now being carried ont,”
explainéd Bob, " You're going to be
gat on, Coker 1"

“You little idiot !

“And I'm sitting on vou ™

“Urrgh |  Gerroff - my  waistcoat IV
purgled Coker.

Bob eettled down comfortably. Bob
was_not a lightaweigh#. Coker was
getting winded.

He struggled franiically. But with
his arms and legz held in o Brm grip
by four sturdy juniors, he struggled in
vain.

“Urrrggh ! he gasped, * Wurrgh!”

“'Is that Dutch or C:aechn-ﬂinmkiﬁn?”
asked Bob.

“Gurrggh I’

“I don't quite follow youn, Coker!
Bay it againi'

“Wurrgh ! Yooogh t*

5l don’t get your meaning”
gaid Bob grm'ul;r.*. R Eﬁng it over ngu,iu
t'l:l m{h‘f?

“Ooapogh!” pgurgled tho hapless
Horace.

::{I}In., ha, ha.!”' ok
ug-gug-gug ' Coker
ribly. * Ug-wug-coogh 1”
and squirmed. “ Mooooh U

“Keep still, old man,” said Boh,
“With all your faults I love you stall 1"

“IIa, ha, ha " velled the Co.

“I hope,’” said Bob, ®ithat this will
do you good, Korace. Nothing like
a cheeky .fellow being sat on for his
check., But you can't expect a fellow
to kecp on sitting on you if you wriggle
about like that. Be reasonable”

+q Urrrgh IZIJ

“Look here, Coker!
keep still, I shan't sit
Ionrger,” derlared Bohb.

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“Gurrgh! Urrgh! Wurrgh!” Coker
vrn;,igzlcd spasmodieally. -

“I'm sfraid we can’t waste any mors
time tcaching you manners, Coker, If
vou hadn't been so late wo could have
given you lenger,” said Bob Chorry.
“As you ecan't be punmctual, this wibll
have to do.

“Urrgeh |

“Ha, ha, ha!"”

“Come on, you men |* said Bob, ris-
ing from Coler’s waistcoat. “We shall
never get to Courtfield at this rate.”

Tho Famous Five, chortling, cut
through the trees to the road, Coker
gat up, g'urgliaT wildly.

It was & full minute before Coker
was able to got going, Then he went,
%qrapmg, o the road after the Famous
1IVE,

There was only one thonght in
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Coker’s mind—he wanted vengeance,
and he wanted it hot, and strong, and
he wanted it at once.
. Ho glared along the road for the
Juniors. '

Five fcllows, going at a trot, were

disappearing round the bond of the
road towards Counrtfield. Coker rushed
In pursuit. .

Bob Cherry glanced-back at the bend
of tha road. J

“"He's after he
“Buck upt”

The I'smous Fiva trotted on round
the bend; then left the road, and
parked themselves belund & mass of
hawthorns by the roadside. Through
the hawthorns they watched, with grin-
ning face.

A minute later Colker of the TIifth
came charging round the bend. Ha
was still gasping, but he was going
strong. With crimson face and gleam-
ing eyes Horace charged on.

It did not occur to-his powerful brain
that the Removites had stopped, in
cover, ahd were watching him .pass,
with great eatertainment.

Coker's belief was that they were still
ahead of him, flecing for their lives.
Gasping, but fercely determined, Coker
charged on, and disappeared p the
road at a great specd.

“Dear old Horace!” murmured Bob,
as the juniors came out from the haw-
thorns. “I wonder how long it will be
before he finds cut that we're not ahead
of him "

*“Ha, ho, hal”

. Now we can get back to footer prac-
tice,"” said Harry Wharton, laughing;
and the juniors walked back to the
school, leaving Coker of the Fifth to
cover the road .te Courtlicld at some-
thing under 60 m.p.h.

us '’ remarked.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Another Mistake In the Dark !

“ UIET " whispered Hobson.

Q Hozkins and Stewart were

guiet—quict as mice.

In thick November gloom
they were blotted from sight behind the
trees that shadowed the path at
mazkers’ gate.

It was several days since they had
canglit Harry Wharton of the Remove
in mistake for Hacker, and now that
they were on the warpath again, they
did nol want to make another mistake.
Other masters, as well as Hackor, uszed
that gate, and all the SBixth Form pre-
fects had keys to w0 And, as they
knew only too well, a fellow out of
bounds might climb over that gate to
got .

It was past ]n-:l:-u{", and Hobby &
Co. had to be careful. Not only were
they taking a big risk in planning to
ink Hacker, but they were out of

House bounds.

After lock-up every fellow had to be
in the House. And Hobson, Stewart
and Hoskins were supposed to be in ths
study at prep. Bo ong as they were
not seen it was all right. obody
would guess that .they had slid from
the study window on a knotted vope,
under cover of November darknoess.
But if they were spotted, thero was
bad trouble to come.

So they were very, very careful, and
at a sound that came from the gate
they did not. as on the previous
occasion, weigh in at once with the
squirt of ink. That squirt was ready,
crammed with ink; but this time
Fobby was going to make suwve that it
got to the right address.

Hacker was out—they knew that, He

was at & leciure at Courtfield Hall,
which was over early: but exactly when
he would come in, they did not know.
They ecould only watch and wait. So
far as they knew no other masters wera
out; but prefects might be coming in
lnte—in fact, they had noticed that
Loder of the Sixth was ahsent at call-
over—as the great and glorious pue-
fects of the Bixth had a right to be, if
1t seemed good to thom. QGetting the
bully of the Sixth with the ink would
have been gratifying, in a way, but it
was not what they were after. .

Hobson peered round a dark teunl,
trying to pierce the gloom. The gote
was opening, wunlocked from the other
side. Was it Hacker?

There was a tiny gleam of light
Whoever had come in had flashed on a
pocket torch. He Mad the gato open,
imi:Il seemed ' to 'be fumbling with the
ock.

It was not Hacker. Hobson had a
glimpse, and he recognised Lodor of
the Sixth.

‘But what was Loder doing®
. In the ordinary way he would have
come 1in, snapped the gate shut behind
hirn, and walked on up the path under
the branches. Instead of which he was
fumbling with the lock.

In -great amaszement the watching
Shell fellow realised what Loder was
doing. It was a Yale lock on the gate.
Once ﬂna.?ped shut, it was only to be
opened from outsido with a2 key.
Loder was fixing the catch szo that it
would not lock when shut.

He was deliberately leaving tlie gate
unfastened.

Having done o, and clozed the gate,
Loder shut off tho light and walked
on, passing tha hidden Shell fellows
without dreaming that they wers thero.

“Not Hacker?” whispered Stewart,
when the footsteps died away in the
quad.

“No: Loder.”

“What was he up to??

“ He's fixed the catch—Lthe gate's shot,
tut not locked !” breathed the astonished
Hobby. “Must have left it like that for
iam:e:hndr to come in who hesn't got a
eyly

“Price of the Tifth, perhaps—he's
pally with Loder.”

“Price was at call-over. Nobody's out

that I know of, except Hacker! It beats
me."”

It waz rather a mystery to tho Shell

fellows. But they could only conelude
that some pal of Loder's—not a prefect,
and therefore lkeyless—was out of

bounds, -and that Loder had left him

that easy way in.

This peculiar incident made the am-
Lushed three more wary than ever. Mr.
Hacker was, apparenily, not the oaly
person who was booked to come in at
that gate.

They waited.

The chime of the hour came from the
clock-tower through tho misty night.

Hoskins gave a start.

“I say, Hacker's lnfe! That's the end
of prep.”

“Can't be helped I said Hohson.

“What I mean is, we may be missed
from the study, Fellows may be going
in to speak to us —"

“They won't sing oub ihe
banisters that we're missing.”

“If a prefect looked in——*

“ A prefect won't!”

“0Oh, all right,” said Hoskins, “I'l
chance it if you will."

“We're not going in without bagging
Hacker!'  sai fobson  stubbornly.
“That birthday cake of mine went to
the housekeeper! Hacker's going to sit
up for snaffling my birthday cake”

And they waited.

OVET



" Here comes svmebody ! whispered
Slewart, ;

It was a sound of footsteps in the
ruad. They came on ab a regular trot!

After ﬁm no one wae supposed to be
out of uitlﬁusﬂ without leave. Hob-
son & Co., rather alarmed, peered out to
asgartain who it was,

“Only that ass Warren!” said Hobby,
with a breath of relief, as he glimpsed
# figura in the open quad at a distance

dim, but visible, beyond the shadow of
iho trees,

“0Oh, that Fifth Form ass!” muttered
Stewart. *Doing his trot! Bother him

he mado me jump.”

The trotting figure passed. It was
Warren of the Fiftl, in running shorts,
taking a trot round the quad.

That waa Warren’s cuostom, every
rvening after prop, 28 most of the
follows knew, As regular az elochwork
ufter prep, Jim Warren took that trot,
thrice round the quad.

The figuro passed on, and disappeared.

“Bother himl” murmured liﬁhsnn.
Tle liked Warren: but he did not want
anybody barging about cut of the Houso
just then,

“1 say, if he's still geing it when
Iacker gets the ink, he will hear hm
yell, and como up!” mutterad IHoskins.

“IIo won't sce us in the dark! Any-
how, he wouldn't give a man away.”

“Bless that man Hacker ! grunted
Stewart. I wish he'd come in and get
it over.”

i I'Iﬂ-l'k !u

Tt was a sound at the gete. Hobeon
& Co. concentrated on the gate at once.

In Hobby's arip was the big garden
sqnirh, crammed with ink., He was ready
o lot fly—if it was Hacker! Was it?

The gate opened and shut, Straining
their eyes in the gloom, tha Bhell fellows
wado out a man's figuve.

It was o man mm hat and overcoat,
with & stick under his arm.  Hacker
always carried a walking-stick, Hobby
had no further doubt.

dilent, breathless, the threa BShell
fullows waited on the edge of the dark
path under the trees. The figure came
up the path {from the gate.

Whizzz--squish !

The squirt shot its contents. With a
doadly swoop, a gallon of ink shot into
tha face under the hat-brim.

There was a yell—a pgurgle—and a
heavy fall, The man stagperced back and
fell, Taken utterly by surprise, he
bumped over, and wild splutterings and
howls }'ef!a came from him.

" Hook it!” breathed Hobby.

They ran.

*Ooogh ! Urrgh!  Oh! Ah!
Oooovosh ! came spluttering under the
trees. And to the amazement’ and

startled comsternation of the juniors, a
string of wild and fierce oaths followed!
It was not Hacker!
That was impossibla!
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. It was n man—a man with a slick—but
1t was not Hacker: it was, to judge b

the flow of lurid language, some brut

hooligan! What such a man could be
doing abt Greyiriars: waa an amazing
mystery. Hobson of the Shell had made
another error in the dark. Really, he
geemed to bo having no luck at all in
his great schemae of inking Hacker,

“0Oh  erikey!™  gasped  Hobson.
£ Whﬂ_."_-u
“ What——7"" stuttered Ioskina.

“That’'s not Harker !
“It's some rough,” gasped Stewart.
“But how—why—-"
They stopped, staring back. A roa-
ning figure loomed up out of the gloom.
“ What's this row!” came a startled
VO,

It was Warren of the Fifth.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Warren’s Luck !

JIM WARREN npeered at the three

Shell fellows. They blinked at him.

From the path under the trees b

masters’ gata camo tho wilj'
gpluttering and howling and epitting
caths, .

*Is that Hobson ' Jima Warren peered
at Hobby's face 1n the gloom. * What
ara you doivg here? Who's that under
tho trocs?” »

“Ask me another!” gasped the
astoundaed Hobby. *“I don’t kuew! I
know I've got him wilh o squirt of
ink—"

“What 1%

“T thought it was HMHacker!™ gasped
Hobaon, " EKeep it dark, Warren! Wo
were after Hacker! My birthday cake,
you knoype——>"

“You young assi”

“Well, keop it dark,” gasped Flobby.
“The other night we pot Wharton of
the Remove, and now we've got good-
ness knows who. I—~I =ay, Warren,
think it's & burglar or eomething 7

“I'm going to see who it i3, said Jim.
“Any ot you got o light 7"

“T'vo got a torch! But I—J-—say, wo
don’t want to De spotted out of the
House! Wo should got into a fearful
raw.” ; ;

“It's all nght—they can't hear from
the House!” said Stewart, ** All right
unless Hacker comes in! I'm going o
scoa who that s
_Jim Warren ran under the trees by
the gate. Hobby & Co., keenly curious
to see who could possibly be  Lhere,
followed at lus heels.

In the gloom ecould be seen a sprawl-
ing figure.

%‘Im ntan had dropped his stick, and
his bat had fallen off. Iiia face was
drenched with ink, and he was clawinﬁ
at 1t wildly. Ink was in his eyes an
nose and ears, drenching his collar and
hia coat. Hpo was conscious at the
moment of nothing but ink,

Hobby saw it in the

2l

“I say, I've seen that chap!” gasped
Hobson. “ His name'as Sanders—he's at
the Three Fishers! Boapy Sanders, ho's
called.”

From hita language and his looks, 1ha
man was evidently & public house loafer,
And in spite of the ink, Hobby recog-
nised him.

Warren slared hlankl

“What can he be

at the reffian.
oing here? he

exclpimed.  * What tha drckeng—-"
“Burgling ! suggested Hoskina,
“You young ass! Durglars don’t huit

in hefore anybody's gone to bed., And
how the dence did he gel in—that gale’s
always locked—"

“Loder left it unfastened ! zaid IIqb-
20T,

Warren started.

“Loder!” he exclaimed.

“¥Yes, we spotled Loder coming in
half an hour ago or mare, and hoe lixed
the lock so that it wouldn’t lock—"

LR Lnd:e.r di.'d ?FI‘ ) i

“Leaving it for some pal of his who's
out of bounds, I suppose,” said Hobson.
“Then this brute came along—and found
it IF .

A glranpge expression camo oOver
Warren's face. Boapy SBanders sat up,
still clawing ink, and blinked.
~He was pulling himself Logother a
little now. He made o movement to
rise.

“ Btop
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where wyou are said  Jim
Warren. He picked up the fallen stick
—a heavy, knobby cudgel; nothing at
all like Hacker's walking-stick now that

light. “Stick thare,
| 581 nracg your nut if you

you rotter! .t

move till I give you leave.

Soapy gave him an inky ]g]nru.

“Youl” ho mutiered. vidently ho
koew the Fifth Former of Greyfriara.

Jim'a efl'ea gleamoad at him.

“¥You know me, it seems, though I
don't know you,”” he said quieily.
“Take my tip, and don’t stir. You'il
get hurt if you dol!”

Hoapy did take the tip. Ho remained
sitting, clawing ink and eyeing tho
Fifth Former of Greyfriars with inky,
UIIGRSY CYES. .

“I—I say, bWe ought to bLe run in,
Warren!” said Stewart. “Ho's hero
for no good, you can bet on that!l”

“That’s ail very well,” said Hoskins.
“But we don't want to be spotted out
of House bounds!”

“You kids cut off |” said Warren.
“T can deal with this brute. Leave
him to me!™

“I—I say, if you're sure!™ said
Holson, ;

“I'Nl1 erack hiz head if he asks for
it! Cut off 1™

Iobson & Co. were glad to cut off.
The gate might have opencd ony
moment to admit Mr. Hacker.

The Shell fellows disappearcd acrnss
the quad.

(Continued on ncxd pagr.)
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Warren stepped a little nearer to the
ruffian, The Creyfriars senior’s brow
was primly knitted. Soapy stirred
again, but a motion of the stick kept
lim where he was,

“Don’t move!” said Warren, in &
fow, menacing voice. *I'd crack your
rascally head as soon ns look at you!™

Soapy did not move.

“"Wlat are you here for?

No answer.

“¥You knew that gate was unlocked—

it was left unlocked for you!™ said
Warren, in the same low tone.

Soapy cyed him  evilly, without
speaking.

“You had a reason for coming here.”
Warren weatched the evil, stubbly facé
intently. “The gate was left unlocked
for yon—and you came in with this
stick—at the time when I take my trot
rownd the guad. What were jyou
going to do with that stick?”

Soapy did not speak. Warren lifted
the stick and took aim at the tousled
inky head. Then Soapy spoke—in o
hurry !

“0ld en, sir—"old on! You seem
to know all about it, I—I wasn't
going to 'urt yer—on my davy I wasn't!
A knock, p'r'aps!”

“Quite,”” said Warren., “Just &
knock in the dark—enough to put &
fellow off his form for a football match,
for instance!”

Soapy did not answer. But no answer
was mneeded. Warren's faco grew
harder and grimmer, It was plain
cnough ; thmti; but for the episnga of
the stone he had so narrowly escaped,
Warren would never have suspected it.

“You rotten ruffian! he said, be-
tween his tecth, “How much wore
you paid for this rotten trick?”

“A qud!” muttered Soapy huskily,
with his eye on the stick. “On my
{]B::,f I wasn't going to 'urt yer! Jest
a H-I:i_”

“You're going to carn that quid!™

paid Warren grimly. EHe set down the
torch, “If you'd taken me by sur-
prise in the dark, you'd have got away
with 1, Now you're going fo have o
lesson |™

Ile pripped the ruffian by the back
of his coat collar and twisted him
over in the path.

Soapy howled in anticipation.

The next moment he had reason to
howl in carnest. Tho stick went up and
came down—hard and Fast!

Boapy howled and squirmed and
wriggled. But the grip on the back
of his neck was like 1ron.

Whack, whack, whack, whack!

‘Tho gate opened. DBr. Hacker
stepped 1n—and jumped. Ile blinked
at the startling scene in the light of
the cleetric torch.

“*What—what—what——"  stuttered
the master of the Shell
Warren started, too, He had for-

gotten  Iacker.
collar.
"Warren—who—what——"
“I found this fellow here, sir 1™ said
Warren. “I was giving him o losson
not to trespass in the school grounds!®

. “Upon my word ! Ho must be given
in charge!” exclaimed Mr. Hacker,
‘He must be detasined for the police!
Ifold him—hold him, Warren!”

But Warren was no lnnﬁer holdin
Soapy, and the ruffian made a boun
for tho open gate. Mr. Hacker eould
. have stopped him—instead of which he
dodged aside from the rush. Soapy
leaped out into the road and vanished.

Tune Magxer LisRary.—No. 1,448,

Ho let go Soapy's
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THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Lesson for Loder!
H, get out!”" sna 1F=:al Loder.
i

&L
0 3 Price of the Fifth stared at

11171,

Price had dropped into
Loder's study after prep to smole a
cigarette, nnd talk “gee-pees’™ —a
favourite topic with both of them.
Loder's new keenness as a footballer
hatd made no difference to  that.
Generally, the black sheep of the Fifth
was welcome in that study. Bo the
grecting he received from Loder rather
sarpriscd him,

Loder was walking restlessly about
his study when Price came in.  Iiis
face was o littln pale, and had a
shrained look. He gave guite a jump
a5 his door opened—procf that his
nerves were in a rattled state—and he
fairly barked at the Fifth Form man.

“What the dickens-—-" hegan Price.

“Oh, leave me alone!”

“I'll leave you alone fast enough!™
growled Price. And he went out of
the study and c¢losed the door after him
with a bang. : :

Loder resumed his restless pacing of
the study,

Fo was in & jumpy state—in expee-
tation and fear every moment of hear-
ing soma sound from the quad. He
was in no mood for company of any
kind. Teo do him justice, his conscience
was far from easy.

Loder had a wide limit—but he
had & limit—and he had gone rather
bevond it this time.

. There was no danger of delection—
he was sure that thero was no danger.
How could thera be any danger? No
oo knew that ho had been to the
Three Fishers—and if anyons had
known, ¢ertainly no one ecould have
qasse-:i the dastardly scheme he had
ald with SBoapy Bandersl

No one could have seen him leave
mastors’ gate on the latch for the
ruffian to enter. No one could, or
would, know an thin%. Even Warren
would know, and could know, nothing
—suspect nothing. :

All he would know was that in the
dark, nz he was taking his usual trot
round the guad, he had got a knock
from & stick—a crack on the knee that
would do him no real harm—Loder was
very r{trtieular about that—but would
foree him to stand out of the Rookwood
match. Warren would not have the
remotest idea who had given him that
crack—still less would he dream that
a  2ixth Form prefeck was at  the
bottom of 15, If lhis thoughts turned
to Loder—his rival in football—it would
be casy for Loder to prove that he had
been in- the IHouse.

There was no danger—none.

Yet er's nerves wero jumping,
and every minute seemed to drag itself
by on leaden feet,

When was  the fellow coming in?
When he came in—limping, most likely
—there would be excitement at once.
The House would buzz with i, Buf
there was no sound of cexcitement, so
far., If Soapy failed to get him in
the dark, or—or—Loder shuddered—if
Warren spotted him, taclkled him, and
got hurt—badly hurt He wondered
why that possibility had not oceurred
to him sconer. As it came into his
mind, Leder wished from the boltom
of hiz heart that he had never laid that
maiscrable scheme fo oust his rival from
tho first eleven. But it was too late
to wish that—the die was cast now !

e fancied he heard a sound of
voices. He went to his study door, and
opened it a few inches. Voices camo

from tho lighted hall.  IIe heard the
sharp, shrill fones of BAlr., Hacker.

tramp, I suppose—cortainly a
ruffian of some kind—a negro, I beliove,
I had only a glimpse of him, but Le
iooked like a negro!”

What the dickons did IFacker mcan?
Ead he come in and ecen anything?
Lodoer had to know. IIe went dowa
the passage, his heart beating fast.

Two or thres masters and two or
threo dozen Greyfriars fellows had
gathored round r. Hacker, Prout
wns there—booming.

“And & boy of my Form eaught
him

“Warren scems to have been out of
the House,!” zaid Mr. Hacker, *“He
had hold of the man when I came in
at the gate. Very foolishly, he allowed
him to escape!”

“Really, sir " boomed Prout. “That
boy of my Form seomed to have
caught the rascal and prevented him
from earrying out his purpese—what-
ever it may haove been. Very much
credit is due to Warren, in my opinion.”

“But how could the man have gb-
tained admitlance "' asked Mr. Quelch.

“That is the extraordinary thing!"
said Mr. Hacker, *I found that the
lock on the gate had been adjusted =o
that it would not lock. Soemecons who
has uvsed that gate recently has been
very careless !

indeed ("’

“Very careless
Prout,

 Loder stood at the back of the erowd,
listening. Warren was not to be seen.
What had happened to Warren? ¥lad
anything ¥

“The rascal should certainly have
been detained and given in charge!”
went on Mr. Hacker. “However, he
should be easy to trace—a negro—a

boomed

black mar. I saw that he was a black
man !

Loder felt as if his head was turning
round. Qbvicusly, it was Soapy
Sanders of whomn Hacker was speaking
—equally obviously the affair sgﬂ,d not
gone according to programme. But

why did Hacker feney that he was a
black man? Leoder knew nothing of
Hobby's exploit with the ink. till,
Hacker's extraordinary mistake made it
all the safer—nchody was likely to spot
Boapy if a black man was leoked for.

“Warren was not hurt, sir?”

It wes Wingate of the Bixth whe
asked that question, rather anxiously.
He liked Warren; but probably he was
thinking chiefly of his rod in pickle for

Rookwood—and the Rookwood match
was comning off on the morrow.
“MNo—I think not!™ said Mr.

Hacker., “He seems to have taken
the ruffian’s stick away and thrashed
him with it—"

“(rood old Warren!” chuckled Bob
Cherry, and there was a laugh.

Loder went back to his study.

Ho cloged the door, and stood quite
still, his lips set, his eyes glinting, Ha
had falled again.

He clenched his hands

Ten minutes ago Loder’s conscience
had been troubling himn—remorse and
fear had mingled to torment him. But
that was when he had had no doubt of
suceess. Conscience was still now. Ho
had  failed—in  somo  amazing  way,
Warren had come through unhurt—and
on the morrow the Rookwood mateh
would be playeld, with Jim Warren in
the ranks of Greyliriars, Loder left out
in the eold.

Heo gritied his teeth savarely.

“WNaver 1” he breathed.

There was still time—ho would find a
chanee set! Fven if he had to take the
rizk of giving the fellow a hack—as he
had done before the 8t Jim's mateh |
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Jim Warren's brow was grimly knitted as he stepped nearer to the rufflan. ** Don't move ! ' he sald, In a lo

volce. **I'd erack your rasea

head as soon as look at you [ *

“'0Old on, sir | ** said Soapy.

wl. menacing

“*0M on! 1—I wasn’t

going to *urt yer ! On my davy, I wasn't!”

It was risky—it wes altogether too
alpable. But rather than let his foot-
all foe beat him all along the line, he
would take the risk—anything sooner
than Warren's frivunpli!

Tap !

His door opened.

He stared round savagely. To lis
smazement it was Waorren of the Fifth
who stepped in.

It was the first time Warren had ever
visited his study, Ho was tho last
fellow Loder would have expected to
seo there. His heart almost missed a
heat as it came into his mind why
Warren was there. What did he know
—what did he suspect?

Wearren stepped in and shubt the
door after him., Loder mads an
attempt at bluster.

“'Wlimt. tho dickens do you want
hero, Warren? I don't remember ask-
ingﬁ‘ﬂu into my s’t.ug&ﬂ

“T've come unasked,” said the Tilth
Toriner qumt‘Iiy. “f want a few words
with you, Loder™

“"Tho want's all on your side, then !
sncered Loder. T want nothing to do
with you—a fellow in & false name!”
ITe almost spat out the taunt. “ Your
name’s up in the list for Rookwood. Is
it your namo?’’

“Never mind  that now,”
Warren, in tho samo quick tone.
come hero to tell you to
L.oder.”

“To stop whati”

“When you crocked mie for the 8t
Jim’s mateh, I took it as an accident.
1 know now what it was.”

“Arn yon raking that up again—
altor woeks? You know that it was an
accideont.”

said
“I'vo
stop i

“I hnow—now—that it was not] And
I know that nothing of the kind is going
ko haﬁpen again—unless you want to he
kiched out of the school for the rotten
hlackguard and scheming
that yvou arel” sgald Warren.

Loder panted.

“Is that how you talk to a prefeet "

“You wouldn't ha & dprcfcﬂt long if I
chose to go to the Head !’ answered Jim
contemptuonsly.  ""Neither would you
stay at Greyfriars long, I think. vo
said nothing about your stone-slinging
5ﬂ-ﬂ1ﬂ on  the tow-path ihe other

aiﬂ-—u“ .
der gave s violent starh,

“I~I never— What do
mean T he gasped.

“You know what I mean,” said Jim
Warren coolly “T'va smd nothing
about it—and don't mean to, if I ecan
help 3t!1 I'm rather more particular
about disgracing the school than you
arol But it's pot lo stop, see? Your
friend Soapy—-"

*My—my—my
stuttered Loder.

“Your friend Soapy "' said Warren,
with a nod, “Hacker thinks he waa &
black man, because he got somo ink
that a gang of fags intended for somao-
hady else. Let him go on thinking—so
long as you chuck it, here and now 1

“I—1 know nothing—1—"

Loder was uiterly taken aback.

“¥You left mastors’ gate on the lateh
for himpe—"’

“T did not I pantod Loder.

“You werna scen ™

Te SEEH ;JI

Lodor hardly breathed,

“Yes; by threo fellows™

“It'a & Mol hiseed Loder

seoundrel

TG

friend Boapy—"

“1I camo

mr abt lhat gate—] don't care wie
knows that. DBut—"

Ha broke off, panting.

Warren gave him s look of cold
contempt.

“You deny if, then?” he asked.

O courso I do—every word! Da
you think you ¢an come here and blulf
me " hissed Loder. " By gad, I'll have
vou up beforo a prefects’ mocting for
your cheelk——»=

“That does it!" ssid Warrven. *1f
vou admit it,  and promiza to chueclk it
I'm willing to say nothing. But I'in
not going about in danger avery minutn
of getting erocked by a scheming raseal
who's after my place in tho fivst
aeleven! You got away with it over the
Bt Jim's match—yoa're not getting
nway with it againi”

“Let out of my study !

Warren turned to tho door.

“I'm goingl I warn you, before I

0, that I'm going to lay the whola
E}cta beforo Wingate! That's all! 1'd
rather aveoid a disgrace in the scheool;
but if you chooso it, have your way.”™

His hand was on ile «Jdoor wihen
Loder panted:

“ 8tap I

Warren stopped.

“It's  all  lies!” muttered Loder
hnskily, " I=I deny every word! Buk
—lut what have yon got to tell
Wingale? 7

“1 shall put it before Lim, aa head
of the games, and captain of the school.
Ilo exn decide whether to fake it 10
the Head. That a stone was flung at
me from the wood by the tow-path-—
and a number «f Remove kids saw yon
runming out of the wood. They can ho
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called up to prove it That you left
the gate unfastencd for that broie
Soapy Sanders—three Shell fellows
saw you and can prove it. That youn
tipped the brute & %uid to lay for me
in. the dark—and when the police go
to the Three Fishers for Soapy. I
fanoy he won't be long in giving you
gway 1" ) )

Loder stared at him almost wildly.

Ha kad told himself that ho was in
no danger—that, whatever happened, he
was safe! This was his safety! Warren
the fellow against whom he had scheme
and plotted, beld his fate in the hollow
of his hand. He had only to speak, for
his rival to be kicked out of Greyfriars.

“Well? rapped Warren.

Loder only stared at him—dumb. The
Filth Former turned to the door again,
his lips set. Then Loder found his voice:

*8Biop! Btopl I—I—I own upl! For
goodness’ sake—for mercy's sake, keep
it dark! Keep it dark—think of the dis-
grace—ywarren, for mercy's sake, give
me & chance!”

“That's enough!” said Warren, "No
more of it, Loder—but I think that's

pretty certain mow! Leave it at that!”
Ha left the study. Loder, panting,
sank wenkly into his armchair. No more

of it, Warren had said. There was not
likely to be any more of if,

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.

“ Goall ™
I

SAY. you fellows—"

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” roared
Bob Cherry. *“Coming down to
see the match, Bunter?”

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

The Famons Five fnﬂd al him,

It 'was Rookwood day; and every
follow at Greyfriars—every fellow, but
William George Bunter, at all events—
was thinking or talking sbout the big
fixture. Fellows had been fearfully care-
ful in class that merning to avoid deten-
tions—which would have kept them from
witnessing the great game.

Harry Wharton Co., perhaps,
attached greater importance to their own
matches. But they were going to turn
up in force to see Greyfriars Hirst cﬁlﬂ'?
Rookwood Firsi—and especially to cheer
Jim Warren's goals! They had no doubt
that Jim was geing to ba als. Baob
Cherry. said that it was a cart; and
Hurree Jamset Ham Singh declared that
the deadinlnesa of the cerl was terrificl

Everybody was going to see that
match. Everybody was in a state of
ﬁtﬂﬂt excitement and anticipation. And

illy Bunter asked—what match? The
Ei}ums of the Remova could only gaze at

LTil.

More important matters, it seemed,
occupted Billy Bunter's fat mind. He
blinked rather irritably at the IMamous
Five through hia big spectacles.

“ What match!"” repeated Bob Cherry,
F“di“ﬁ-‘ his voice at last. “ ¥ou blither-
ing, bloated, benighted bloater—"

“Oh, really, Cherry——"

“¥ou footling,  foozling, frumptious
fathead ! said Johnny Buﬁ.

“0Oh really, Bull-——"

‘Come on,” said Harry

A

Wharton,

Iauﬁhi.ng. “They'll be starting.”
“I say, fuu fellows, don't walk away
while a fellow's talking to you!” roared

Bunter. . “I say, never mind football
now! I sawy, it's rather important—I
sey, hold on—" Hsa prabbed Harry
Wharton by the arm. “1 say—"

“Toh? What match?” asked Billy “Let go, you fat ass! What 15 it,
Bunier, then? Buck up!”
ettt N ]
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--'-Bigglan, the
famous War-time
flyer « o « + &
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“My postal-order hasn't come!”

“What?" roared Wharton.

“I told you I was expecting a postal-
arder, old chap! Well, it hasn't come!
I say, li'ou fellows, which of you is gqu:
to lend me half-a-crown till my postal-
order comes ™ : 2

The Famous Five did not answer Billy
Bunter in words. . They grasped him
and sat him down in the quad.

“Yarooh!” roared Bunter.

Leaving- the fat Owl of the Remove
to roar, the FFamous Five cut off for the
football ground. Everybody  was
gul,herm there—HRemove and Fourth,

Lhell and Fifth, Second and Third.

Loder of tha 8Bixth stood in the crowd,
watéhing as the players came into the
field. His eyes followed Jim Warren—
looking very handsomse and fit in foothall
garh. But Jim did not glance at Loder.
He had forgotten Loder’s existence,

All Greyirnars watched sz the Grey-
friars foothallers faced Rookwood. And
Bob Cherry's . prediction that Jun
Warren wes going to bag goals was
verified. For 5}& rst goal in the gamo
camo to Groyiriars, and it was Warren
of the Fifth who put the pill m

“{Goal!” roared Bob erry, his
powerful voice loudest in the genersl
roar.  “{zood old Warren! Good old
Jim! CGoal!™

“Well kicked!” roared Hobson of Lhe
Shell.

“Brave, Warren!"

“ More to come!” said Bob.

“The morefuiness will be prepos
terous,”

But the next that came, came to Rook-
wood, Bulkeley putting the ball into the
home goal. Then it went on ding-dong
till half-time.

The second half was thnlling. A
Rookwood man caplured ancther goal—
two to one! Then Wingate put the pill
homo—and squalised! And tgwn fellows
begen looking at their watches, and up
ok the clock-tower! Ten minutes to go
—five minutes—-

“Not o draw!” groaned Bob. *TFor
the love of Mike, not a draw !

The next moment ho was yelling:

“Warren! Warren!™

Jimm Warren had the ball, speeding
down on goal! He was shout {o pass to
Wingate, when the Bt Jim's skipper
wenk over under a charge! Two Rook-
wooderz were right on Warren—and he

kicked! A murmur, a buzz, rose to &
deatening roar, az the ball, almost
grazing the %onlie*a finger-tips shot into
the net—goal!

“Warren! Warren!™

“Goal! Goal!™

Bob Cherry hurled hias ecap into the
air] It came down on the head of Loder
of the Sixth! And Loder only laughed!
Loder was shouting * Goal " as loudly
gs any fag! There was, aftor all, some-
thing of the sporteman in him. Anvhow,
he forgot at that momeént that the man
who had kicked the winning goal was
his rival and foe—and he roored with
the rest!

" Goal ¥

Pheep |

The whistle sounded for time, and the
spectators swarmed on to the held.

hey gathered round Jim Warren,
ﬁripping bim by the hand and slapping

im on the back in their excitement.

Greyiriars had won the match, and
Jim Warren had come through with
flving colours !

THE END.,

(Oree apain has Gerald Loder foiled
to oust Jim Wourren from the first
eleven! Bul the schemer of the Sixth is
not one to give wp trying! Wateh out
for: “BUNTER GETS HIS OWN
BACK ! the next warn in this ripping



EHRIHLBHAHD ADVENTURES GALORE WITH THE NORTH SEA FISHING FLEET !

DAN of the DOGUER BANK!

By David Goodwin.

Buck Loses His Temper !

HROWN overboard by enemics

i of his father—Dlonald Graham,

a millionairoe shipowner—young

Kenneth Graham iz picked up
off the Dogger Bank by the Lowestoft
lishing tmwﬁar, Groy. Seal.

His past lifo blotted from his brain,
the youngster iz given the name of
“Dogoer Dan,” and =zigned on sz hfth
hand wunder BSkipper Atheling, Finn
Macoul, Wat Griffiths, an Buck
Atheling.

Awara of his nephew's fate, and
knowing that he"will be heir to the
shipowner's monéy when his brother
digs, Dudley Graham conceives & plan
to goet Kenncth out of tha way for ever.

ngaging tho services of Jake Rebow,
skipper of tho Banshea and cominander
of the Black 8guadron, a flect manned
by men whom no honest trawler would
take on board, he pays over & hundred
unds, and promizes a further four
undred pounds on recciving proof of
Kenneth’s death.

A fruitless attempt on the poart of
Jake's son, Deonnis, to dismast the Grey
Seal, follows, after which Dan amd
Buck Atheling launch the foot-boat and
o cod-hooking,

Losing their bearings in tho fog, tho
two boys board the Banshee by mistake.

Beforo Jake can harm Dan, howover,
a hugo steamer strikes the Banshee,
cutting her in halves, and hurling her
crew, togother with Dan and Buck, mto
the scu.

- L L)

The hiss of frothing water filled Dan'’s
cars a3 he eamo to the surface, and he
asped for breath and glanced round
iim. Close by, something like a thick
clothes-prop with a knob on_ top and
El:‘s)iﬂcﬂ of bunting hanging to it lurched
sideways and l’]iaaEpﬂar . It was the
ond of the trawler's topmast, and Dan
had tho last glimpse of it before it dis-
appeared. Above thae boy’s head passed
a long line of gleaming portholes, and
as the stern of the liner roared past he
saw an arm flung up through the foam
and heard a wild shriek,

“Great heavens! What's become of
Buek 77 he cried. _

Treading water, he looked round him
wildly. The futg was lezss densze now.
His arms wera free, for the smash had
comsa before he was bound. Suddenly,
about ten vards away, he saw something
rolling and twisting in the water. Ha
struck out towardsz it, and a great shout
burst from his lips.

“Buck " he cried. )

No answer came. The stru%;hng
swimmer turned his eyes upon Dan—
and, surae ﬂnnu?h, it was Buck Atheling.
He was nearly exhausted, and was
sinking as Dan caught hold of him; for
his hands were tied behind him.

In & twinliﬁng Dan drew his sheath-
knife.: Buck himself had given it to
him the day before, and it was con-
cealed under the side of his jerszey.

A moment later and Buck was free.
He turned on his back and floated, re-
gaining his breath.

“Dan,” he said at last, “you have
gulled me out o the jaws of Davy

ones, an’ Pll never forget it1"”

“ Oh, skittles I said Dan. X owe the

** Good-bye, ye blazing gin-shop !I'' shouted Atheling, as the couper careered
kefore the blast, a living tower of flame.

whole crew of you more than I'll ever
be able to pay nuk,i even 1f we get out
o' thiz alive. What’s to be done? Wo
can’'t keep afloat all night, an’ my
-Eﬂu::&hm aro dragging mo down liko
aad.”

“You must get 'em off,’ sald DBuck.
“'Tain't the first tima I've been over-
board, by long chalks. Tll hold you up
while you get out of your jersey an’
pilots, an’ then you ean do the same for

me.”’

Under Buck's mmstructiona  Dan
managed to rid himself of the heaviest
of his l:lﬂt-'lmsi, and found that he eould
keep up the better, for he was a strong
swimmer ; then he assisted Buck. )

“That's better,” said Buck, as his
sodden jersey slowly sank. “Pity to
lose those good duds, but there’s plenty
more aboard. Now, gather wyour grit

together, old boy, for unless luck comes

cur way we'll never live to sce the sun
ris¢ again!” The lonelincss and chill,
the dreary pall of fog, and the darkness
began to tell en tha boys, and Dan felt
a grucsomo mumbness coreeping over
him,

Bince the collision with the liner
there was & constant ringing .of hella
and hooting of tho little foot-bellows
foghorns that trawlers carry, but all
distant and faint.

The currents of the banks were caryy-
ing tho boys backwards and forwards,
and the deadly hopelessnesa of it de-
pressed them more than the worst of
the activa dangers they had passed

through.

“Buck, I'm done!” gasped Dan at
last, “I'm <chilled through to tho
marrow | Can't keep up any longer |
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“Don't give up!” eaid Buck, though
Do was numbed and nearly sinking him-
self. “Lie on your hn-cf:t. and paddle.
I'll give you & hand.” .

But Dan's endurance had reeched its
breaking-point, and his ¢yes were
and listless. The water began to close
over his lips. - .

With & groan of despair, Buck tried
to hold him up, but it made little
difference,

" o ‘::Fh&’;t&h to ina-:-.hnur mas&nt, ?ftnr all,”

a thought, with a gulp of misery.
“An’ I never liked a mate so well. It's
the luck o the sea, an’ I shan't outlast
him. DU'm near done myszelf, so—
Akl What's that "

A few yards awsy, almost within
reach, o shiding black cbject came bob-
bing past. t was the Beal's foot-
boat, that had been made fast io the
Bansheo. The- shock of the collision
had snapped the painter, and now if
was drifting along -on the current, keel
ypwards. :

“Hold up, old boy!™ cricd Buck.
“Just ten seconds more! Fere's the
old foof-boat 1™

Dan heard as in a dream.

Striking cut as best ke ecould, Buck
rcached the boat and elung to it. Un
& very short while he recovered enough
to clamber across the keel, and help
Dan up after hgm.

No sooner had the two boys perched
themselves there than the .dawn began
to break, cold and grey, and & westerly
}L"i::d sprang up, driving the fog belore
I

Eagorly, palé and wan with the hard-
ships they ]F::d gone through, the boys
peered round.

Nearly a mile away the Grey Seal
was pointing her nose to the sky as she

THE MAGNET

ros¢ to the lift of a ewell. Before sho
swooped into the hollow, however, the
keen eyes on board had seen the foot-
boat, eond the trawler came running
down to the castaways

“Thank Heaven!™ gaid Dan. And
then he swooned.

Twenty minutes later the boys wero
Iving between hot blankets in  their
berths, drinking draughis of steaming
coffee. And Jobn Atheling's eyes grew
red as he listened to whatthe boys had

o say.

= ﬁbk'a. well, they've paid the price!”
said Buck. “We never saw ‘em affer
the smash. The Banshee's gone to her
"‘reckoning, an' it'’s black enough with-
out cur adding our word. ut Dan
BAW more’'n me.

" *“What d'ye think, Dan?
Atheling, turning to the boy.

an made no reply for a moment.

“J don’t know,"” he said slowly; **but
somehow I think the Rebows are alive.
They weren't born to be drowned.”

“He wos right,” said Macoul, the
Finn, quietly, nodding towards Dan.
“Tey are sbove water yet."” _

"éa. ou goi” returned Eﬂlu:’lmg
grimly. “We'll go an’ look for-them.”

But the Seal, thongh she searched
thoroughly, found nothing. The boys,
much against their will, were kept in
bed all day.

Next morning, however, they were on
deck, and fit as fiddles sgain.

For the next threc days the Beal
teawled diligently, taking some good
hauls, and alweys working her way up
towards the prineipal fishing grounds of
the Dogger. ;

Dﬁg‘gﬁf Dan lived up to_hiz new
title, and grew smarter and handier ab

_ toil of the sea.
the rough toil o n the fourth day

gaid
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the Grey Benl seb
her big topsail and
made a long berth
ta the northward.
As evening fell,
ghe joined the
maln fleet—a mov-
ing town of trawl-
ers, tecking and
working m; ti-@l
rey &eas at per:
Efﬂismh other, and
of nll the winds
% h 1;. £ érlmmhtfl" Ehe
ea roug o
luck with her, as
the fleet 500D
found out. -
. “Hegl-oh1"™ the
skipper of the
Yantlet—a smart,
r ¢-d-sailed Y ar-
mouth smaaok—
hailed. " ¥Ye're too
early for the fishl
They ain't
Fﬂﬁ t:l.j
I think I shall

THE
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you with the
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“Bad Iuck to her'!™ muttored
Agha!inE, as ho steerpd the Beal down-
wind. *Another o Rebow's lot, It's
the likes o' her that sends good ships to
the bottom.”

The Seal laid-to soon afterwards, and
as the night closed down wpon the eco,
boat after bost rowed off from the
smacks, and their crews boarded the
counper, that lay like a hng;e spider in
the centre of the fleet, drawing her
victims towards her as 1f by invisibhle
threads. She was s great, black, high-
sided, bulky-locking schooner, of Bel-
gian bnild, floating like an ark upon
the scas. Bhe was swift and handy, for
all that, as she had need to be, to dodgo
the gunboals, whose business 1t 13 to
hunt down the likes of ler.

Lefore long, night was made hideous
songs and hoarsely bellowed
ciiorizes. | (aths and the sound of sirife
flonted over the s=ca. There wan
hardly any wind, and the noise of the
carousing reached everybody within a
mile of the couper; for sound travels
far over the still water,
The boys of lhe Grev Seal stood on
dock and watched.
“There go some of the boats back.”
satd Buck “I.ook how the men are
rowin'—mora like trippers than seamen.

They're full up wi’ rotten a}i»irits. It's
a cryin’ shame! What wi' hard work
an' cold, poor food, can ¥ye wonder

that many ¢ the men go to those drink-
shops? T1t's a hard life on tho Banks.
an’ little to make, except by tho lucky
OTIeR,

“Hometimes, when o trawler's talen
a bit o’ & haul, an’ got her monev from
the fish-carrier that takes tho Hsh to
Hull or Ballingsgate, her erew gots full
up with rot-gut stuff that would turn o
stone imago’'s head, Up comez a black
squall from the nor’-west—gear all sny-
how—crew  fnddled—trawler on_ her
boam-cnds—an’ down she s wi' all
hands. Many a good ersft has been
lost like that. A couper's no more'n a
floating gin-palace, manned by the
soum o the seas, an' growin' fat on
other people’s trouble—that's what sha
=E‘JI

“And she's one o the Black
Sauadron, too 1" said Dan,

“ Ay,” said Buck. “Buf there’s some-
thing more. IFye seo that slick black
trawier bevond her? That's the Adder,
snother o" the fleet, an' the fastest of
%lﬁmh au,il:.i now tho dBpmhag‘n “TE’."

ey ro always Around Iin pBIrs. B
on ds she picked up the Rebows,
and if so, Jake'll make her his flagship
most likely.” )

# Ah? said Dan between Ina teeth,
“wo'll lower that flag before we've
done 1"

“Shake on that!" said Buck.

The boys closped handa,

“Dan,” said Buck, after a pause,
“there’s only three boats fast to the
couper; the rest have ne back.

About this time o' night the crew o

first word to last. find a fin or t70,” 4hoea coupers, bar one or two men, are
snid  Atheling. ooy as full as their customers. Lot's
What couper 13 . an’ sea if we c¢an find out any-
THE that lyi out ing about her. We'ra up against the
the Tail there? Blmgr. Sauadron now.”

“That's a new  “Right!” said Dan. “Come slong!”
y 'un,” said the skip-  The two I::E'a elipped into the bont
per, in  disgust. and rowed pietly, Oily and etill
“One o the Bléck was the sen, snd a million stars were

Bguadron, ju st reflected in 1ts dark depths.
N AL fitted out. She's  Bilence reigned on the mu;ﬂar as the
_ been. doin” o roar- boya pulled up close nnder her stern.
in' trade, an' There, in emall black letters, bardly to
Now on Sale ai all &% | several boats have be read more than a yard or two zway,
Ne ents and Booksellers gpent all their was the name * Bargreave” of q.-;- il
W money aboard _“Bhe’s » Belgian, for al'l that,” said
I 0 1 O O 00 O GG LI O © ez 1™ Buck “Her name's E:Ifil::il. I:ut :'Iie
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used to be the Zuydeote. I've scon her
before.”

Dan and Buck made the foot-boat
fast to a length of rope that was trail-
ing overboard for the purpose—a trick
mauny Dutch coupers use—and went
auietly up a little gongway-ladder that
was hooked on the rail for the con-
venience of customers, who generally
found going back more {roublezome
than coming aboard.  Stepping on
deck, they leoked round them. .

“Pig-sty 1 said Duck, under his
breath, “And not a single hand to
keep watch 1

A subdued mutter and the sound of
stertarous snores came up from below.
The boys looked down the companion-
way, aund saw a8 great, roomy cabin, so
filled with rank tobacco-smoke that one
could ecarcely inake out tho shape of
it. It was fitted like a bar. Bottles
and spirit-kegs lay about anyhow,
pewnter imcasures and pots, many of
ihem overturned, were strewed over the
teble and floor, and the air was as foul
as that of o disused conl-pit. Over a
dezenr men, lounged or lay abeut the
cabin in jevseys and sca-boots, nodding
and muttering drowstly.

1 Palh 7 said Buck, i disgonst, “I've
never seen even a gonper with every
hand laid out like this. Isn’t there a
wan in  his senses aboard at all?
There's bad weather brewin', too”

They went down inlo the fetid saloon,
and Buack vielently shook two of the
men. Ho was answered Dy s grunt,
but ne movenient resulted. Thoen an
angry light began to shine in Buek’s
eves, and ho forced his way round the
cahin, trying to rouse ihe moen, ;

“Tp,  you animals!” he eried
“ Haven't you any deceney {hat yon
make such beasts of wourselves?
There's a squall brewin’ to windward.
Cick up and go on deck '”

Jim stared at his chune. He, too, was
disgusted at the sottishness and squalor
around him. But Buck was seized with

cold, biting wrath, and was almost
hesida himself. )
“Help me wake them, Danl” ha

cried. “"I've seen the ruin these coupers
worle too often. Up en deck, and
let's find the skipper!”

The two boys went aloft inlo the pura
air sgain, and, as they emerged, the
figure of & man cume up through the
fore-hatch—a lanky ereature with a mop
of red hair. He started on seeing the
boys.

“Who are ye? An' what do ye
want 7® he snarled, striding forward.

The low from the skylight fell full
on ‘his ?aee. It was Foxey Dackhounse!
T angular face of the man whao

had helped Dennis Rebow to
fling him into the sea. from his father’s
liner ten days before. But all remem-
brance was blotted from Dan’s bram,

As their oyes met, a feeling of vague
surprise crept over Dan. He had seon
those eves before. But where? The
curtain that sbubt out his past life suill
shrouded his memory.

Very different was the cffect on
Foxey. In an inzlant he recoguised his
Eiclim; astonishment  and  fear seized

inn

How had Ian ecscaped? Ile knew
nothing of the resewe, having had =z
message from Rebow to po straight to
Rotterdam in the Vulture and briog ont
the eouper.

That fear changod instantly to deler-
nnnation to stop the Doy's mouth for

aver.
he would make surc.

Good-bye to the Couper !

HERE, straight before Dan, were
the same cunming eycs, the same

1le whipped a

Onee he had failed; this time.
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long  French Lnife from his belt and
rushed at Dan. _

The boy, taken by surprise, had
barely time to dodge.

Quick as lightning, Foxey was round
dgaim,

Furicus st the cowardly attack, and
wondering at the sudden ferocity of the
man, Den hit out with all his force, and
Foxey received a left-hander batween
tha eves that sent him rolling along the

Heo was up again in & second, But, as
Dan turned to face him, his foot slipped,
and he came down at foll length.

With a ery of trinmph, the counper’s
skipper sprang at Dan; but Buck, whosa
rasge was now at its horght, threw his
arms round IMoxey, whirled him off his
legs, and cast him down heavily, The
man lay still, groaning.

“¥You ecarry cutthroats, then, as well
as bad hquor ! eried Buck, "You
cowardly skunk! What horm has he
done that you should pull a knifc on
hiim 7'

Ile snatched up the knife and sont it
whizzing overboard., T'hen, runming his
hands round the man's belt, he found o
cheap Belgion sixsheooter, which {fol-
lowed the Lknife.

Foxey lay molionless where he had
fallen.

“Come on, Dan! I'm =oing to finish
this ! cricd Bucl:,

He dashed below, with Dan at his
heels, 1is cves gleaming and his teeth
clenched, Buock seixed bottles and jars,
and flung them about like o madman till
the cabin was littered with broken glass
ard recking with sylE spirits.

Dan looked ot him in amazemient.
Then the excitement szeized Jum, too,
and, with a shout, he flung himself into
the work of demeolishment.

In a few minules there was not a drop
of unspilt spirits in the saloon.

“Whoop ! cried Dan, as he rushed
on declk. *“Whore's the main store,
Buck ? Bcour her aut to the last pint !

“Here you are ! returned Buck. He
tora’ off tho hatch of the lazarette.
“Here's all the stuff in kegs! They're
too heavy to Lift out! Rig a derrick,
ang heave 'em up on deck ™

The Bargreave's gaff—the uppor spar
of a fore-and-aft sail—hnng high above
the hatch, the sail flapping it to and
fro. In a twinkling Buck routed out a
double block-tackle—an arrangement of
wooden pullevs and ropes—iroma the
reffo on deck, sk#)ped aloft, erawled
out along the gaff, and whiﬁ;pud the
upper block on to the end of the peak.

Thug they had a capital pulley-tackle.

ping down into the lazarette-hold,
Buck made the lower hloclk fast to a
lurge kog. i

“Haul away 1" he cried.

Dan hauled cu the rope, and the keg
s-wun%: up on fo the deck., Seizing an
oar, ho vp-ended it, and brought the
butt down on the kog's head with all his
foree. At the sceond blow the lid
smashed in. Dan kicked the keg over,
and the liguer goshed out and Aooded
the deck.

The boys hauled the other kegez up

in turn; then, wielding an oar apiece,
they broke themy open and upset their
contenis.
“Az {he couper heaved and Foll on the
smooth swells, spouting raw hguor Trom
her secuppers, three boats pulled up from
the fleet, and two men from cach came
aboard.

The strangers were gloomy-oyed and
melancholy, for they had come to fotch
their skippers amd mates, who lay in
drunken torpor below, _

They staved in astomishment at first;

but when they understood what the boys
weore doing, ﬂmy nodded grim approval. ]
(Countinued on page 28.)
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COME INTO THE OFFICE,
BOYS AND GIRIS!

to
hear from hls readers. Writa to
him : Editor ol the MAGNET, The
Fleetway Honse, Farringdon Sireei,
London, E.C.4. Astamped, addressed
envelope will ensute & reply.

eIk

Your Editor Is always

ERES
think

THE LONGEST MILE IN
THE WORLD ?

Most. people think that a mile ia the game
length no matter where you am, But
they are wrong. Even in this country
thers are two different miles. There is
the ordinary mile which is used mashore,
and there is alao the nautical mile, which
18 206 2-3rd wards longer. Fomign
countries also use miles as meaguremente
of length. In Spain the mils iz nearly
threa times as long as an igh mile :
in Austrin, Denmark, and Germany it is
eonsiderably over four times aa long.
Worway, however, holds the record for
the longest mile. Her mile 18 equivalont
to 7 miles and 37 vards of our measure,
I don’t think there aro many o who
would like to go for a ten-mile bike in
Norway |

o guestion io make you
. \t‘ifhﬂ.t is

Some time ago I asked ray reader chums
to let moe know of sny cunous objects
thers were round sbout thelr homes.
This week I have roceived a lettor from a
Shefficld reader concoming

A CURIOUS MILESTONE.

There is, he tells me, a wvery ancient
milestone on the old Roman road between
Ringinglowe and Fox House, The moors
round ahout there are wild and desclate,
and in the good old dayn coaches used to

‘rumble over this road. Thore were high-

waymen in that part of the country, and
they hit tipon tlllaa bright idea of taking
cover behind the big milestone. If they
showed themeclves too soon on & moon-
light. night, however, the coachmenturned
baclk. So the highwaymen promptly
Yored & hole right through' the stone, with
the regult that they could remain thére in
cover, but could wateh the a of the
conch until the time came for them to
emerge with their domand to " stand and
doliver ™ |

The arncient milestone is still there—
;ur}np'[am with “ the highwaymen's peep-

ole 1

~NWow f[or

KEXT WEER’S S5PECIAL FEATURES'!

The CGreyfriars yarn by Frank Richards
is one that I am confident will gain r‘vnur
interest from beginning to end. It is
entitlod ;

“BUNTER GETS HIS OWN BACKI™

g0 the subject of this topping tale needs no
explanation. All I need say i, that
“ Maonetites ' are quite justified in an-
ticipating that this story will prove to be
extra-specially good |

You'll enjoy, too, the rib-tickling edition
of the " (reyfriars Herald,” the nerve-

-tineling chaptora of * Dan of the Dogper

Baunk ! ™ and the Creyfriarsa Rhymester's
suappy versca written sround James
Hobszon, of the Bhell.

Ba sure and order wvour copy carly;
ehums | YOUIR EDITOR,
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“"Why, .it's the cubs from the Grey
Beal 1" gaid ome. “ Well done, Tuung
sters ! Broach every drop she's %-nt,
sentd  her home! Eiw worked ruin
enough to tha likes o us! We'd halp
ve, but we're under ordess to clear an'
quit: There's woather a-coming!”

“We can finish’ her num]mﬁi" gaid

Buek. “Up with 'em, Dan!"”
The mnewcomers took their mates
away, bhandling them with nene teoo

iuch tenderness,

As they left, the second and larger
boat rowed off fromn the Heal, with
Atheling and Wat Griffiths at her oavs.

“Fhey ¢amo sboard, Atheling ficreo
with anger at the shame the couper had
Jmughh upgn the feet.

“ What undor the sin are you doing ¥V
ho erisd, addressing Dan sod Buocek,
“Broaclrin’ Lher liguor storesi TYo'll
come fo & bad en , ¥O whelps 1 Bpt
it’s o fine stroke, an’, by the bull: o'
Barney, thoy desérve it] Who's that in
the waist, lyin' on hia face 7"

The hum tuld him of Woxey's attompt

to knife Dsn, and the skippor's fice
row stormer, 2
“The Blacks again !I” he said. * Ruin

1{ bring wherever th’e:lr_? go I Hepels
half*the crews lamtl out! They've asked
for war, an’ they shall have 1t1”

Four: of the 'Bargreave's crow, re-
covering from thibivr caromse, <amie on
deck. As soon as thoy saw the state
of ‘affairs, ﬂmi rushied at the intruders.

{}rlﬂ’ltha, Binewy arms wero

nng for-a ﬁsht, grippéd. oné of the
men abd Hung him aside like a baby.
A second spramg 4t .E.thnlmg with =a
sphicing-knife, but o strong left-l
took lum under the chin and sent”
eprawling. -

A look of beast-like hatred trans.
fortned- tha nmns face, Heé drew a
g;g] liv, *#nd, with an” outh,
red it _at Athal'mg‘ :

The bullet- sang past the ak:ppern
head. At tho same. instant a' to

im

of flame shot mlong the deck, nprgaﬂmg;

far and wide over the pla:aks The
eartridge had apurt.ed a shower of burn-
ing sparks out of its muzzle. ' These
caught the spirit that was “E“mf aver
‘the decks, and set it aflame. In fen
soconds the whole waist of the ship was
ﬂammg with liquid fire, .

“Haul both the boats alnngmde, Wat 1"
rnarud Athdling. *“We've got to save

der. be
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the swabe, though they don't deserve
it 1

Ha grl? ped the man who had fired

ed him clear of the flames, an

ru led him over in s sail-cover. 'I'Ins

put out the burning spicit on the man’s

clothes, and he, more frightened-than yc

hurt, ran up into the bows,- bﬁl!u ing.
wn into the cabin went Athelin [i'
and in a couple of minutes ho had i
the snoring, tipsy crew on deck.
wors humffed into the hi bnnt that
belonged to the coupor, and their moro
roller imates, now thoroughly cowed,
were hustled m nft&r them.

ﬂtim]m Wat caah the Bar-
greave's %}o&.t off, and jumped into
their own, the two borys following in
thie Heal’s foot-boat.

ﬂ. ruzh of wind swept up from the
nor’-west, anmd the great, bla-:'l: Wl’:pé
now a mass of fire, cra mgb rOAF-
mg, carcered off before the blast.  Bhe
lurched eway down the North See, a
living tower of flame, and -spouting
cataracts bf living fire from all her

souppers.

A great shont went up from all the
sinacks around.

“Good-bye, yo foating gin-shop!”

shouted Atheling, as though ‘the blaz
ing hulk could hear. “Never another
sailorman will y¥e send to the bottoni !

*. K K F E

“It's her!” said Dennis Rebow. 1
ken her fine! Bho carries four ventila-
tors on the afterdeck 1”

Ay :ta Dudley Grabam’s  craft,”
said futher “I supposo ha'll
Hﬂntm - news.  Aweel, he must
wait an opportunity. Thﬂugh thero's
nothin’ . I wouldns give to have my
fingers on that cub f nnat[’l, I'll no do
it 10" broad daylight an’ swing for itl
It must be dﬂ-ﬂﬂ quiet.”

‘Jake Rebow’s lip drew back fiercely,
and showed his yellow tceth, He and

his som, having mado the Adder, which
hnﬂ Elied them: . u , their new fagship

m:-a of the mt. Banshee, werc
wnfﬂ ing & high, black steam-yacht
that came steaming up through the
night nnﬂ hove-to, smartly ag a naval
dizspatch-boat, ﬂlusa to tho -Adder.

Dudley Graham canie down the gang-
way-ladder and ' steppod mi:-u & boat
that was lowered.

In less than a minute he had buurded

the smack. Ife greeted Rebow shortly,
and was taken down into the cabin.
The men eyed cach other furtively.

':;Weil * gaid Dudler, * have you done
itT

“No,” returned Jake sourly,
. t!!}

“Why, dash it all, man, have you
and your procious ﬁqu&dmn taken all
this time to hunt down one siray cub?
I thought vou had more sand in you I”

Jake bit the end off a Dutch cigar.

“¥e'll just ha' to wait fm. & fittin'
opportunity,” he said coolly “¥on
cub hes the luck o' the deevil. I'd hao
ye to know ﬂmt he's cost me mmr thml
the bit siller ye're offerin’® a'read g
an® his mates ha' lost mo niy aul B&n
shee, burnod the Bargreave, that had
harel:.r left port three da}.s. and nigh
put the necks o' some o my best
men in the halter. I'm o'en as anxious

oursel’ to goo hum thrown i the

# not

n‘:rﬂ. g 1} !: Im no goun to rush at the

job, an’ for it i
"Bul: {:uufﬂund it all,” eaid Graham
u.'nta. “he'll alip - thren h 1';:ﬂu.r
im

gﬁem .1 made sure youf'd
do tliu job at onee. I l:rﬂ.n’t l.l]:ili{"fl'
got tho veesel that

atand w ‘h? ho hasu't
ut him -ashore by

picked him up to
now. It's worth a fortune ta them.” "

A" gaid Jake, “it puzzled mo »
bit, too. But T've learncd he dueunt-
ken wha he is, or avght aboot himbelf,
He got a blt '.'. elt, o' the head i" fallin'
nf-:.hunrﬂ his ' mcmory's clean
gone.”

“Cireat Scottl” said tho visitor. “lIs
that so?” He was silent for s moment,
“Well, that's a piece of lucl-r. for usl
They've gwun h:m ][]) for depd ashore.
The coastguard ad ordefs to wire
any news of hlm, un-:! Dﬂnn!d has been

adv ErhElﬂg hither yorr. Bt
they've abandoned hl:-pa now,’ apd 'ﬂi
courso, nobod cu:-nncntq h:m w: [ 3

derelict smack’s ‘J" Nobody ashore
has heard of—what's his name now§*
“PDan!” said Robow vm-n-u.-ulj
“Dogger Dan they call him' - - _
¢ Dnn, is 161 all BED hf?
Jaka ol ﬁo right '
do the iub. ln-:l 1 Taise tha ‘prive to
a thousand pounds
{Bmi'.!ez.r G'nzﬁ-::m means Eﬂlﬁttlg_

doesn’t’ he, chuma? Be sure and
next *HEEEI ‘chapters n} t.'iu I.EHH-
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PETER TODD Solves—

MYSTERY of SENIOR’S %
TOUGH BODYGUARD *&

“Take o loock ot that,” Wharton satd fo me when
I strolled into the editorial eanctum the other day.
1 ren oy eye over the letter he tossed me and read

a3 followa :—

“Drar WaARTON,—Kindly insert the follow-
ing advertisoment in the next issue of tho*® Grey-
frinra Herald ' :—' Tough Guys Wanted for Strong-
Arm Bquad to protect senior from assault. :

]{:iﬂnd wagea and frequent feeds.—Apply
Lh
charge I'll eend along the cash.—Sincersly,

. BLonperi.”

* What the thump ! " I ejaculated. " Why
on earth does the skipper-of the Fifth need
a tough bodyguard § "

- That's exactly what I'd like to know I ™

“ Are you Inserting the ad. ¥ "

“ Not likely 1™ aayd Wharton, decisively.
* We're not advertising for giddy ganfm‘ru 1%

" Couldn't be done, of coures 1 " 1 & d.
* But what in the name of goodness \ﬂl:; G
chap like Blundell want with a Strong-Arm
Soquad 1"

“1 sent for you to get the answer to that
very question,” Wharton grinned. * As ops
of our star reporters, you should find it an
¢ job. The sconer we know the hotter.
Whatever lies behind this ad. certainly needs
the searching light of publicity.”

“It'll soom get what it needs, then,” I
agid., “There's a "story’' in it sll right,
und the ' Herald * ia going to get it 1™

And without more ado I set out to discover
what waa on Blund}e.l]]’n mind. Post ex-

icrice a8 a reporter having taught me that
3t's always beet to beard a lion in its den,
f went straight to Blundeli’s study.

“ From the ° Greyiriars Herald,”” 1 told
Blundell. * First and foremost, the Editor
regrota be's unable to accept your advertise.

ment.'
young Blundell

[T} Ghmky
sjaculated.

* Becondly, what's the big idea, anyway 1"
T asked. * What does o chap like you want
with a blessed bodyguard 7 ™

Blundell’'s answer to that quostion wasn't
exactly illumineting. He just grabbed me
by the seruff of the neck, yanked me over
to the door, and plantod a heavy foot behind
n |

Naturally, o roporter of m
put off his atroke so easily as thot, Blundell's
nnecremonious answer only made me more
determined than ever to solve the mystery—
und it wasn't long beforo E did it !

By keeping & careful watch on Blundell I
soon discovercd that he had a eecret—or
rather, two secrets. Tho first wes that he
had bought a monoele ; and tho second, that
he was growiog & moustacho ! The first had
remained & secret {or the reason that he had
only brought it out go far when he waa alone ;
the eecond becsuse thoe few modest hairs
that adorned his upper lip didn’t notice,
anyway !

It was Emtt,y cicar to me now why he
wanted a bodyguard. Ono day ho intended
to burzt upen Greyiriars in the full glory
of whiskers and monoele, and when that
rwppened it was a downright cortainty that
ho'd need all the protection a Strong-Arm
Soquad eould give hum !

Anyway, the ealamity 18 now postponed,
Vesterdoy, Wingate hoppened to wall into
Blundell’s study at 'tho very moment when
IHundell was standing before a mirrer, brush-
myg s moustache and adjusting his monocle.
Wingato spoke to him kindly but frmly
for & foew mninutes, and the mtorview ended
with Blundell having o shave and flinging
liis monocle into tho quad.

Pity in & way we missed tho apectacle of
w tough bodyguard kecping the yelling mob
.at bay while Elundell strutted about complete
with face fungus and eyeglass, ien't it, chaps ?
atill, perhaps Coker will take up the idea
where Blundell left off, Let's hope so!

swab i ™

woight wasn't

No. —.' If you'l let me know your | pok

Binding, the page,
ed his boolit head
round the door of the
Sizxth Form Room at
3t. Bam’s, where Dr.
Birchemall was
taling tho seniors in
Greck.
“RirFrederick
Funguss ia "ere, sir,”
said Binding, touch.
ing his fourlock.
111 :E Eﬂj"ﬁ- As Iﬁ’d Iﬂiﬁ
& word with you!"
“Tell kim I'l be
with him at onca—
gooner, if possibull "
paid tho Hoad.
“Carry on with the Greel
while I'm away, boys. No
IEEPGEM%;:WEI' the desks or ink-
El t hattles, or I'Hl raise
in when I return-—not to
mention this bircti-rod |

“ All sereen, sir ! " grinned
the Bixth, sod they made o
grate show of sctiling down
to  their atudies—though
whether they would carry on
once the Heoad was out of
sito was rather doubtful.

Leaving the Eixth Form
Room, Dr.Birchemall galloped
along to see the chairman of
the 5t. Sam's guvverners,

“I wonder what hag
brought that old fopevy along
at thia hour of the day 1"
he mewsed, as he slid down
the bannisters into Big Hall
“* It must bo somothing jolly
important or he'd have—
yarooooo !

The Head's mowsings ended
up i a wild wyell, as ho
reached the bottorn of the
bannisters, It hadn’t o¢-
curred to him that someono
would bo standing nght in
his way. But somoone was—
and that " someone V' got Lthe
full weight of the Head in
his back.

“Woooooop ! ™ shreeked
the Head's viktim, as he hit
the hard, unsimperthetick
linoleum.
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The next moment Dr.
Birchemall had the shoock of
hig life, The man he had
nocked down turned out to be
n swarthy Arab, wearing the
flowing robes of hia race—
and fore i1].':»':.1 could say
“ Nife ! " he had perjooced a
jowelled dagger and raised it
to strike |

“Help! Perlicat™ yelled
the Head in sudden slarm.
Y Reskew, S5t. Sam's, before
this coffy-eullered coon pune-
turea me | ™

Luckily for the Head help

was at hand. A deddery old
jentloman who had been
alking to the Areb belore
the Head’s arrival Ieaned
over the struggling pair and
tapped the Arab on the
sholder with his monocle,

“ Eggscuse me, my dear
Fellow, but there’s no need
to got rorty,” he eaid. * This
is the jentleman we have
aome o soee—Doctor
Birchemall ! ™

“8ot In that cass, then,
I not keel heom 1™ snarled
the Arab, as he lowered his
da again. **He more
carefiul had better be next
time, isn't eat ¥ 7

“I will, honner bright!"
gaspod  the Head, aa he

e
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Frodorick 1

“ Good - morning,
Birchemall 1"  cride
the dod old
jontleman, who was,
of corasa, Sir Frederiels
Funguss. “I've got
a serprize for you—a
very plezzant ser-
prize 1 To get down
to brass tax, Birch.
emall, we're going
to send the whole
pikcool on & hollerday
cruise with you in
'Eh I (1} ]
: ** Hip-hip-hooray I'"
tride Dp, Birchemall, “ What
2 bit of laek! I've alwa
wanted to see Monte Carle
and Islands

“ Half a minnit, Birchem.
ali ! ” broke in 5ir Frederick.

“ You'd better know the why

and the wherofora of this

bizziness before you go too.

far with your plins. The

lace wou're going to is not
nte Carlo nor the Canary

Islanda, but Alljecra.’

“ Alljeerat Why, that's
botter still | ¥ egpaclaimed the
Head. ' That's whore all
the sheeks live, ian't it 1™

“ Eggaactly | " nodded Sir
Frederick. ‘. As a matter of
fakt it's the Sheek of Alljeera
himsalf who is responsibul for
this ]irmpﬂsﬂd eggepadition.’

“ What the merry dickens !

“Leot me eggsplsin. The
Sheelkk of Alljeers, who is
awfully rich and impeortant,

wants his son to be educated "Eﬂ _iﬂEEﬂ'
TMexi

at a firat.nlasa Englich publick
skool, and he is seriously con-

sidering scnding him to Bt/

Sﬂ.m‘ﬁ."

“Bust me!" egpeclaimed
the serprized Head.

** Belore finally deciding he
wants to make dquite sure
that 8t. Sam’s is eunitable,’’
went on Bir Fraderick. * He

t gerambled to his foet again.
IT?

U]

Believing that Billy Bunter was
suffering from over-eating, the
school doetor put him on a
special diet. The Iat Removite
relosed fo eat at all, emitling
hellow groans—and the diel was
cancelled. Only later did Mr.
ggglnh discover that Bunier had
ked a bix iuck-box in the
dorm.—with the food he had
refused at meal-times !

- r—.ﬂ .-
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Marjoris Hazeldens i3 spring-
board diving champion of the
Clif House girls. In & close
contest she just beat ** Babs ™t
Hedlern, with Phyllia Howeall
third. orie wag *f booked **

—and o bit surprised—when her
brother, Peter Hazeldene, of the

Bemove, zmid  Jolly good | ¥
“ Yolly good *—for Hazel |

" : X : _ "y ) ,1 o A ;
nted hig Wharton, Choerry,

finger at his Form-master and
suapped @ ** Stick “em yp ! ** Mr.

would come over to see for

When Figher T. Fish poi

“ Good-morning, Sir Mumself if he could spara the

-} %0 the Bt. Bam’'s party.”

R
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time. As he is bizzily en-
gaged with affaira of state
aat now, however, it can’t
bo done ; 80 he has asked
for the whele skool to be
raent to Alljeors for his in-
gpection instead { *

Y Grate pip ! ™

“ Munny, of corss, ia no
object with an Eastern poten-
Ftato of the Bheek's standing,”
amiled Sir Frederick. ** Con-
schwently, he has dono the
thing in style. He hes sent
i e enuff munny to pay first.
$rlass passidges for everybody ;
and he bas alap sent this
jentleman fo act as guide

“My hatl This is jolly
decont of the Bheok, and no
mistalze 1" grinned  Dr.

Birchemall, who was simply
delited at the wonderful naws.
“Ib will be awfully nice
having you for our guide,
Mr. Abdul. Borry T gave you
such a biff just now 1 ™

v ‘! Pleasa don't mention eet 1"
seid the Arah, ehowing his
gleeming white tceth in a
grering smile. “ Then you
veel come to Alljeers, ism't
&E'E- I b J ]

“Yes, rathor!" eride Dr.
Birchemall, “It will be a
real treat to take the skool
to Alljeers nand meet his
Ilustrious Highness the Sheek.
And, incidentally, Bir
Frederick, the trip will be
of grate educative wvalue to
the boye, for I shall be able

mstruct them en route in
of Chinn and

co and all the other
countries we pasa on the way."

“Just #0!™ grinned BSir
Frederick. * It was for that
reason that the guvverners
wera 80 keen on the idea—
though I rather doubt whother
you will be going anywhere
neor the countrics you men.
tion { Well, Birchemasll,

“* As goon as I have packed
my mnightshirt and tooth-
brush, Smr Frederick ! "

“Then I will book peas-
gidges for wyou all on the
Sauey Sally, which leavea
Baconpool Docks on Monday
the umpteenth. Meanwhils,
my dear chap, here is the

balanes of the Sheek'’s munny.

whiok: will be left after pay-
ment of the fares.”

Bo saying, Sir Frederick
passed over a cheque, and the
gize of it was such that Dr,
Birchemall's enish  eyes
farely bulged with eggsite-
ment,

In five minnits the whole
skool knew about the forth-
coming trip to Alljeers, and
thdé Form-rooms were farely
buzzing. Everybody was aw-
fully eggeited, from Burleigh

of the Sixth down to Midgett
minor of the First,

“I elways did want to
brave the dangers of the
desert on a camel,”” gaid Frank
Fearless of the Foorth to an

ited erowd of Fourth
ormera after classes had
finished. * Now it seems that
my droem will como true !

The only Fourth Former
who didnt shere the enthew-

when will you be roady t "

sigsra of tho rest was Jack

GREY

FRIARS FACTS WHILE YOU WAIT!

HL 0Ty

Jolly. Jolly had cauvght a
ghimpse of Abdul, the guide,
when he passed through Big
Hall, and the site of that
swarthy Arab had given him
a funny feeling of uneezinesa.

“I don’t trust that chap,”
he told his chums, Merr
end Bright. ‘" When 1 loo
at him I can't help feeling
there’'s something sinnister
about this bizziness."

Still, in spite of his mis-
givings, Jack Jolly joined in
the preparations for the cruise
with just as much =zest as
the rest, and he was well to
the fore when the sharrabangs
that were taking the skoolboy
advencherers to Baconpool
rolled up to the Skool House.

With the idea of making a
profit, Dr. Birchemall had
only ordered half the requirved
number of sharrabangs, and
thers was an awful rush to get
on. But evenchally all man-
nidged to squeeze in, with the
ugﬁvsupt.iﬂn of tho Head.

ry a8 he would, Dr.
Birchomall couldn’t find enuff
room for his bony carcase.
In the end he gave it up as
hoapless and decided to fix
a pair of roller-skates to his
feet and hang on to the back
of the last sharrabang., And
this is what he did!

At last all were aboard the
good ship Smuey Sally, and
with a mitey cheer they set
sail for the far.off land of
Alljeers.  Most of thom
thought they were in for o
giddy round of plezzure and
gately. But Jm:f: Jolly's eyes
wera on Abdul, and when ha
saw the eneering, leering
egpapresgion on the guide's
face, he couldn’t help feolin
dewbious about what the
future held for the Skoolboy
Eggaplorers !

{Make o point of reading
nexi week's instalment of Dicky's
nete serial. It's as good as
a tondc )
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Boll and
g represanted the Remove
in o aquatic tog-ol-war against

Quelch bad the shock oY his lite. fhe Upper Fourth in the achaol
It torned out that Fishy was swimming bath, The bath was

reading & 'Wild West story, and
when

leb Il'.t'tiwmir
nelek. mpts to
the

was 30 immersed in it t

d a question, ke irie

“hold up?™ Mr. Q

whole class was ' held op '* wit
langhter.

specially  heated—and Templa
aod Co. soon founnd themselves
gefting * heated ¥ im their at-
11 the Remove team
line. Hemove finishad
- up ensy winmers [ '
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Frank Nugent certainly has a
very lair complexion, thongh it
wouold be nnirce to say it is ke a

1's. Frank fook the part of
pheliz in ** Hamlet "—but ha
‘“ dowhled ** it with the part of
the ghosi—showing an abilily
to adapt his voice from treble to
ﬂaeg bass ! The acdicoee gave
" gheers V"—but no 'Y groans M|

e
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Bkinner, Snoop, and Stott were
stariled when Bunfer ** trailed »’
them t{o the Cross Eews st
Friardale, where they went lor a
gawe of billiards, Bunter caid he
would keep 'ﬁ:unt if allowed to
play—but with his firet ghot he
rippad the baize with his cne !
Bkinner and Co.’s ** little pame *2
wis ‘ot Not exactly

“ ripping '’ evening !

and stacks staked on so-called sure enips!

THE ANSWER THAT
STAGGERED A BEAK

By TOM BROWN

Last woek a number of Removites, mysa!f meluded,
got together and bad a pow-wow on the subject
of Groyiriara morals,
that things were in a pretty bad way.
and bold, bad blades were fiourishing as they hadn't
flourished for years. Cigarettes were smoked by the

We came to the conclusion
Gay dog

Banker and

Nap pla

d for penny pointa,
gituati itively alarmi I rod
 Bituation waa positively alarming. It cried
aloud for dmst];ﬂ tmatrs;ent. e

We formed a Couneil of Action and ot on
with the job.

We called on Leoder's study first and
wreeked it. Then we paid Walker a visit
and plastered mud all over the room.

Next we looked up Hilton of the Tifth
end poured soot and treacle over him and
hiz belongings. Frem Hilton we went to
Angel of the Upper Fourth and painted his
furmiture red, white and blue. AvVIiDy Com-
lated our day's programme, we retired,
eeling we dezerved well of our country.

And now we come to Mr. Quelch and his
nervous  breskdown. About ten minutes
later he burst into the Reg like a giddy
cyclano.

“Boys!" he thundered. ‘A sories of
dreadful outrages hes been committed in
various parts of the Behool House, Who
are tho guilty parties "

After a bit of humming and hawing, we
owned up. Mr. Quelch glared at us,

“And what," he asked, in tones of icy
calm, * do vou think you were doing ? "

It was Bob Ch a8 answer that did it.
Bob simply said : * Please, sir, WE WERE
CLEANING UP GREYFRIARS1™"

Of course Mr. Quelch gathered afterwards
that we meant it in mamﬁﬁ-‘mﬁva BENIRO——.
cleaning up the school morally, so to apeak.
But it will take the Remove beak a long,
long time to got over the shock of that
Swrprising auswer |

Super Soccer a Cert
—says SQUIFF

IF BUNTER TRAINS
OUR TEAM

Inspired by the newa that Bunter had
offered his services as trainer to the Remove
Fleven, I dashed along to Study No. 7.

£ | Bunter nodded cheerfully when I asshked him

if it wero trae,

* What-ho ! * ho said.

“1've got & system for training fooler
tcoms—a jolly good system. It's this: Give
yvour team plenty of food, rest and entertain-
ment, and loavo tho rest to Nature |

" muesh as

“ Most of the fatheads who train footer
teama do just the opposite. They starve 'em
and nigger-drive ‘em and make their blesscd
lives a misery |

“Now MY team will start cach day with
a whacking great brekker. Then they'll haveo
s reat-—as long o rest ns the Headll allow |

“They'll have a generous senack during
morning break, and they’ll have two or

B thrco helpings of everything for dinner.
g They'll sleep 1n the afternoon, and whon they

wake up they'll have a tea worth calling a
tca | They'll have as much rest ag'they want
bafors supper, and for supper they'll havo as.
ey can eat |
“As for me I shall inspire 'ernz—showing
'‘¢em just how to do avarytEing

* Considering what it is they have to do,
T'm not surprised 1'* I gasped. ™ By tho way,
when do they get in their footer practice § "

* Newer!' pgrinned Bunter. * They'll be
a0 jolly fit they'll be able to beat all comors
without practice 1 »

And he actuslly said ** FIT Y—not * FAT."”



