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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Letting Prout Know [

T LIUT up!” roared Coker.
S Coker of the Fifth was

addressing his friends, FPotter

and Greene. But he might
have been addressing all Greyfriars, to
judge by his voice, Coker had a
powerful voice, and when he really let
it go, & megsphone had nothing on 1t.

“Sounds like an  argument!
remarked Bob Cherry, w.th a grin.

It did!

Harry Wharion & Co. of the

Remove, taking a walk in the guad
after tea, heard Coker's duleet tones
from afar, as they came along the path
under the old elms. _ )

As their walk was taking them in
the direction of the bench on_ which
Horace Coker sat, they heard Coker's
volce again, and yet again, as they
drew nearver. And each time they
heard it, Coker was saying “ Shut up!”

Coker's wvocabulary seemed limited.
But what it lacked in wariety, it made
up in emphasia. He foirly bawled.

"“Bhut up 1

This was the fourth time. And still
Potter and Groene did not shut up.

“¥or goodness' sake, Coker—"
said Potter.

“For the love of Mike—" urged
Greens. !

“Bhut up 1™ Coker was still repeating
himseclf.

“"But I say——"

“Old chap *

Potter and Greene. spoke simultane-
ously. But they had no chance to get
further.

“I said ‘Bhut up!" " roared Coker,
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introducing a variation on the original
theme, as it were.

The Famous Five of the Bemove
came to a halt, and looked on. The
argument, evidently, was growing hot.
Really, it looked as if it was coming to
scrapping. If the Fifth Form men
were going to scrap, naturally the
juniors did not want to misa the enter-
tainment.

Coker's
wrathy. ]

Ile had an open notebook on  his
knee, and a stump of pencil in his
hand. On a page of that notebook,
something had boen pencilled in large

rugged face was red and

capital letters. So large were those
capitals, that the juniors could szee
them, from a dozen feet away. And
what they saw was:
“QOLD ASS PROUT:!”
Which made them gasp a little. Mr,

Prout was Coker’s Form-master in the
Fifth. That Coker regarded him as an
old ass, was no secret.  But this
looked as if he had an idea of let-
ting Prout know what he thought of
him ! :

No wonder Potter and Greenes were
arguing with him! No fellow ak school
could Tet his Form-master know what
he thought of him! It was altogether
too dangerous !

“The howling ass!” murmured Bob
Cherry. “If Coker were o pal of mine,
1'd bag that silly rot and jam it down
the back of hia neck "

Potter and Greene looked as if they
wera on the verge of taking such drastic
measurcs. But they were not likely to
go over the vergpe. Horace Coker was
altogether too hefty and muscular a
man to be argued with in that way.

T NOTICES

Having reduced his friends—moment-
arily—to silence, Coker put the peneil
in his pocket, and deliberately tore
out the page on which he had written.
He rose to his feek

“That's that [” he said grimly.

“You can't do 117 almost wailed
Potter. “A man might be sacked fow
checking his beak like that!l”

“Don’t be an ass, Potter! [I'm not
guing; to sign my name to 1it!" saud

oker sarcastically. “When Prout
finds this on his study table, he won't
know 1t camea from me. He will know
that he's considered an old ass—and it's
time he dad 1"

“Ten to one he'll spot you !’
groaned Greene.

' almost

“Daon’t be a fathead, Greenal No-
bn::dgl'n going to know 1"
" Nobody I'" gasped Polter. “There's

half & dozen fags staring at you this
blassed minute !

Coker did not even loock round at the
fags. Faga werae  inconsiderable
microbea that Coker passed by, like the
1dle wind which he regarded not.

“Prout’s gone out now,” he said
“3afa as houses!l 1 shall leave this on
his table, and he will find it when he
comes back. He will know what

wa
think of him in the Fifth! Do him
good 12

“But—"" moansd Potter and
Greene.

“I've had enough from FProut!” said
Ccker, breathing deep and hard. "A
fellow has to be patient with & school-
master, I know—they're a dense lot,
and it's no geod expecting any senszo
from them. But there's a limit] Am
I going to let him keep jumping on me
in the Form-room for nothing ab allf”

“But it wasn't for nothing 1" howled
Potter. “He told us all to bring i‘:‘.
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the notes of the lesson yoesterday, and
you never brought any——" ;

“1 did! T pub those noles m my
pocket before I wenti into class,” said
Coker. “I told Prout so! e didn’t
believe me, simply beeause T hadn’t the
notes | :

“Well, you hadn't them—""

“T hadl Tt wasn't till aflerwavds
that 1 found cuat that there was a slit
in the lining of my pocket, and the
paper had slipped shrough” said
Coker. “I had the Latin notes “nll
right, thongh I coulin't find them.

*Well, then 1 ‘

“Acd Prout jawed me for a solid
five minutes!” went on Coker, with
thrilling indignation. “Making out

that T was carveless and forgetful—even

stupid ! Ie used the word °stupid.’
Me stupid ™
*Coker stupid, yon men!” mur-

mured Bol Cherry. " 1Maney that!™
And the Famous Five chuckled.
“You know he did!” went on Coker,
“Called me stupid before the
Form! Mal If Prout had as much
brains in his head as I have in my
little finger, we would ﬁet- on better IV
“0Oh dear!” moaned Yotter.,
“Prout's going to know where he goia
off I'* said Coker. “This will give him

the tip! Very likely he doesn’t realise
what an old ass ho 15!  I've often
thought so. Now he will know."”

I3 ou oa n' t_-”

“You shan't—-"

Coker was turning away, in the diree-
tion of the House. Potter and Gresne
jumped wup from the bench. They
looked quite. desperate. Coker was a
trial to his friends—a great trial ! But
they really did not want old Coker to
be sacked for checking his beak.

. Potter canght him by one arm,

Greeno by the other. They jerked him
to & halt.

Cloker turned on them in great
wrath.

“Leggo !™ he roared.

“For the love of MNike, Coker,
don’t-——""

[} I_i‘f"g LE]

"I listen to a chap, old man! Tor
your own sake——"

“1 said leggo!™

“Coker—"" pleaded Potlter and

Grecne together, still holding on.

Coker wrenched. He wrenched him-
gelf free—and he shoved! Potter and
Greene, receiving hefty shoves on the
chest, spt down on the bench again,
quite suddenly

Coker stalked awany.

Potter and Greene gazed after hun
and gazed at one ancther. They had
done all they could. Bhort of actual
assault and battery, they had done
overvthing. It was no use—it never
waa any use arguring with Coker!

Coker, victorions, marched off—to
rush in where angels feared to tread,
as fool: are said to do! He passed the
juniors on the path under the elms, and
frowned at grinning faces.

“Coker, old man—" began Ilarry
Wharton. Fifth FForm men didd not
matter very much to the Remove; but
nobedy siked to see Colier rushing upon

destruction  like  thia. “1 &ay,
Cokor——"

“Did yon say Coker, old man?”
asked Coker. “Don’t do it againl 1

don't lika cheek from fags!™

* Look here——" hegan Bob Cherry,

Bhut wp!”

Coker stalked away to the Ilousc.
HMarry Wharten & Co. watched him as
he went. He disappeared into the
Houze---evidently bound for his Form-
master's study, with that remarkable
missive for Prout! That Prout, when

whole

he found thab missive, would track it
home to its perpetrator, nobody but
Coker had the slightest doubt — This
was going to be the lonz jump for
Coker! 2

“Well, old Coker's the man to ask
for it 1" said Johnny Bull

“Weo'll see him off to-morrow 1" said
Bob, “Poor old Coker[” :

It was guite sad to think that within
twenty-four hours old Coker was poing
to be furfed ont of Greyiriarsl But it
could not be helped ! A fellow who asked
for it so earnestly; could not be denied
that for which he asked !

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Bunter Wanis to Know !

b AD ™
‘ Billy Bunter jumped.
“Rotter 1™
Bunter hlinked.
“SNormi! Toad!”

“Oh erikey ! murmured Billy Bunter
in astonisliment.

Billy Bunter was standing in ihe
Remove passage, near the door of Stndy
No. 1. Buanter had tea’d with Lord
Mauleverer, in Study No. 12, and,
having cleared his lordship's table to
the last crumb and the final plum, he

Anybody seen Prout’s tfen-
pound note? The question
Is being asked up and down
Greyiriars, but nobody can
supply the answer. Suspleion
falls on Erle Wilmof, who,
expelled from his last school,
has come to Greyfriars resolved
to blot the bitter past out of
his mind !

&

had rolled out of Study No. 1Z, much to
his lord=hip’s relief.

I’assing Study Ne. 1 on his way to the
stairs, it oceurred to Billy Bunter that
Flarry Wharton & Co. might not have
finished tea yet. They had not had such
stronuous assistance as Mauly.

If they hadn't finished unter was
prepared to help them finish, Bo he

aused, to ascertain whether they were
in the study,

Thus it came to pasa that the fat
Owl of the Remove heard the exclama-
tions that proceeded from the study,
ond was greatly astonished thereby.

Ho knew the voice—Wilmot’s. an“('i]ﬂ
mot, evidently, was alone in the study.
IHe could not have been addressing such
remarks to Wharton or Nugent, with
whom he was on the best of terms; thera
would have bean replies—emphatio
replies, and probably punching, He was
alone.

But that made it all the more sur-
fpisinf. Wilmot could hardly be telling
vimself what he thought of himself )
He was calling zomebody names—some
person who wasn’t present ! Which was
really remarkable 1

“0Oh, the cad ! The roiter I came the
bitter voice again. “The rotten, rank
outsider " -

Curiosity was Billy Bunter's besetting
gin; and this was enough to make any
fellow curious—any fﬁﬂgw lika Bunter,
at all events, )

Tho door of Study No. 1 was ajar.
Stepping to it, Billy Bunter pushed it
a few inches farther open, and blinked
in through his big spectacles.

He expected to sce Eric Wilmot. But
all he saw of Wilmot was the back
of & dark head of hair.

Wilmot was sitting in the study arm-
chair, with his back to the door.
Fvidently, he had not the remotest idea
that the door waa half-open, and that
a fat, inguisitive junior was blinking in.

Bunter gazed at the top of his head.

It was really amazing for a fellow to
be sitting in an armehair, addressing
such remarks, apparently, to the fire-
placa!

But & rustling sound of paper caught
Bunter’s ear. ilmot 11:145I a letter in
his hand, and was reading it.

Bunter remembered that there had
heen a letter in the rack for Wilmot
that morning, No fellow in the Remove
could get a letter without the fat Owl
being aware of the ecircumstance.

That letter had borne the postmark
of Topham, as Bunter had also noticed.
From which he drew the correct con-
clusiocn—that it was a letter from some
chap Wilmot had known at his former
school. DBunter, like sll tha Remove,
knew that Wilmot had been at Topham
HBchool before he came to Eruyﬁiarn,
that term.

Bunter grinned.

Thoso extraordinary remarks of Wil-
mot's, it was clear, referred to some
unknown TFopham fellow, who had
written to him |

“Oh, the rotter!” Wilmot exclaimed
3%““*. “By gad, if ho does come over
I'll kick him all the way back to the
station 1"

Then he was silent, apparently read-
mq that unwelcome Jetter over again.
Billy Bunter stepped forward silently.

He was simply burning with curiosity
by tgimt timse, t.f;ngl wh;:_: it “:“‘tl
(uestion ETATLIVINE is JQuriosity
Billy Bunter had absolutely no scruples.
Often  and often had Bunter en
kicked, in the Remove, for peeping into
other fellows' letters. MNow he waa at
it again—at the risk of snother kicking.

Silently, behind the armchair, Bunter

peered over Wilmot’s head, The letter,
in Wilmot's hand, was outspread under
his inquisitive stare.
_ Bunter blinked at it with breathless
interest. As the page had been turned,
he Hiild not see the beginning. But he
read :

“——rather thought wyou might like
to see & man from your old school.
Your answer wasn't jolly civil. I don't
want to rub it in, but there’s precious
few Topham fellows who would speak
to you, or touch you with a barge-pole,
aftor what you did here. You needn's
be afraid that' I shall give you aws
at your new show. I know how to hol
my tongue, and—"

That was all Bunter could see. But
it was & rich reward for his inguisitive-
TEeRs.

His eyes gleamed behind his big spee-
tacles.

Clearly, thero was mmﬂthingB fishy
about this new fellow, Wilmot, Buntar
realised that he might have guessed
that one, so to speak.

The fellow had come to Greyfriars
suddenly, after the term hacd started.
It wae odd, to say the least, for a
fellow to start the term at one school
and then be transferred to another.

And he had seemed to want to kee
his old school dark, too. It was, at all
events, quite a long time before it had
come out—by accident—that he had

been at Topham, ) .
He had done something at his former
school |

Tue Mroxer Lisrary.—No. 1,469.



4

Bunter knew that now!
xx a fellow who had “done * some-
thing st
Greyfriars afterwards might have heen
a puzzle. Bui Bunter could guess that

unﬁ too |
r. Hacker, the master of the 3hell

at Greyfriars, waz Wilmot's unclel
Hacker had managed it somehow.

_ In his cagerness to see more, the pry-
]hneid Qwl almost leaned over Wilmot's

Only his deep sbsorption in that un-
welcome letter from his old school could
have kept Wilmot unaware of the fat
junior behind him. ) ]

But he remained gunite unaware of it

He turned the page, and Bunter saw
more. He gﬁmp&nﬁa the signature at
the end—Crawley |

Crawley, then, waas the name of the
Topham fellow who had written! But
what was written on that page, as well
as the name, was not destined to reach
Bunter's knowledge.

For Wilmot, with a sudden gesturae
of rage, crumpled the letter in hia
hand and rese abrudptlj from the chair

—szo suddenly, and so unexpectedly,
that the top of his head established

sudden and unexpected contact with & frem

fat chin! .

“Oh " gasped Wilmot.

“"Whoop !” roared Bunter.

Buntér had not intended to reveal his
presence, of course. His idea had
to tiptoe out, as he had tiptoed in,

But that sudden ¢rash on his fat chin
disconcorted his plangd That fat chin
felt as if it had been. driven through
the back of his fat head! -

It hadn’t. But it felt as if it hadl
Conscious only, for the moment, of &
fearful pain in that chin, Bunter stag-
gered back, clasping it with both hands,
and roared. : -

Erio Wilmot bounded out of the chair.
With the letter crumpled in his hand,
he spun round, staring at Bunter.

“Ow |” roared Bunter. “Wow ! Oh,
my chinl Yow-ow-ow-ow [

‘Bunter—* -

“Yowow-ow-ow |7

“What arq you doing hera? ghoutod
Wilmot.

He rubbed the top of his head. He
realised 8t once what Bunter had been
doing. His head could not have cracked
on Bunter’s chin unless Bunier’'s chin

ad been just over his head! That fat
owl had been apying into the letter he
was reading. He Enew it at once.

He cathé round the armechair with a

jump.

. Tﬁ.e expression on his face was alarm-
ing—so alarming that Bunter almost
forgat the pain in his chin, and made
a wild bound for the deor.

He was %lr.l_mk, but he was not qguick
enough, ilmot's hand grasped his
collar and dragged him back, With the
other hand, having shoved the erumpled
lettar into hia pocket, he grabbed a
ruler from the teble,

Bunter, yelling, was twisted over the
edge of the table, in a gresp that was
lika iron. Then the ruler rose and fell
The dust rose from Billy Buanter's
trousers, and wild and frantic yells
rose from Billy Bunter, :

“Ow Yarooh ] Stoppit 1 Oh
crikey I™ 3 _

Bwipe, swi swipe !

“Oh! Helpl! Yoopl”

Erio Wilmot had lost his temper.
That was not surprising, in the cir-
cummstances. Pinning Bunter face down
to the table, he swiped, and swi
with the rgler; and
and velled, and howled, and kic
and roared.. But the new fellow did
not heed his wriggling, and velling, and
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howling, and Eicking, :
Heodless of the fact that the terriho
uproar rang the length of the Remove
pessage, and beyond, he swiped, and
swiped, and swiped,

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Belog Kind to Bunter !

L OLD onl” murmured Ilurrce
H Jamset Ram Bingh.
“ What "'
“"Behold the esteemed ond
idiotic Coker ™ ‘
The Famous Five had como mtio the
Houze, Hurree Jamset Ram Singh

ave a nod of his dusky head, in the k

irection of Masters' Passage.
From that direction Horace
the Fifth Form appearad.
The Famous Fiva smiled. :
Coker, evidently, had done itl Hae
had stalked into the House, with the
declared intention of planting that
cheeky message on Prout’s table in
Prout's study. Sesing him coming away
from Masters’ Studies. tha chumas of the
Remove could have no doubt that Coker
had carried out his intention. Tt had
been guite easy—easy as falling off a

Coker of

Prout's study, land his scrap of pnﬁir
there, and waik out spain. Clearly that
was what Coker had dona.

Grim satisfaction wes visible
Coker's rugged countensnce. He had
said that he would do it, and he had
dome it—all the more because his friends
had sought to restrain him. Opposition
to his lordly will and pleasure had that
cffect on Horacs Coker. And it was
done now—Prout was going to know
what one fellow, at least, thought of
him. Bestowing only & lelty glance of
disdain on the smiling Remove fellows
Coker walked away to tha stalra and
went up the same. He diaiﬁpcared from
view, and the juniors exchanged more
smiles.

“"And that ass,” remarked Johnny
Bull thoughtfuly, “doesn’t even know
that he's going to be bunked [

“He will know soon after Prout comes
in I said Frank Nugent.

“The koowfulness will be terrific,”
murmured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,
“unlesg—"

“Unless whati” asked Bob Cherry.

“Unless a friendly_hand steps in—"

in

enid Hurreo Jamset Ram Emg]i :

“1 can_see & hand etepping in!”
chortled Bob Cherr “Stepping 13
%e.nera.llf done with the feet, old bean!

idn't that jolly old moonshea who
tﬁug;ﬂ. you English at Bhanipur tell youn
that 1"

“My ”ﬂataﬂm'ed and idiotic Cherry,
FOR———

“And 1 can sce either Poiter or
Greene stepping in with either hand or
foot [* chuckled Bob. * They're Coker’s

als, but they'll think twice before they
gm.' 2 in and get mixed up in this”

“He's done it now”™ said Harry
Fhaﬂﬂn. “Can't stop him when it's
one.’” ' '

“But the donefulness can ba reversed
bNy the undonefulness |* sugpested the
abob of Bhanipur “The esteemed
Coker is o terrific ass, and we have lots
of preposterous rowfuloess with him;
but we do not want to zes him buak-
ful]g{r: sacked from tha absurd school 1M
“*Can't stop a chap who sits up on his
i‘éinfli lega and begs for it 1" said Johnny
ull.

“What have you got in yonur old black

d W
unter wrig%:g*' noddle, Inky 1" asked DBob.

The nabob grinned.

" The esteemed Prout is out,” he mur-
mured.  “ What is to prevent a friendly
band from stepping in and abstracting
the idiotic paper from the study "

and rooring.

Coker iad only to walk into fi

.down it to ses whother any

“Qh1” exclaimed Bob,

" Jolly risky fooling about in masters*
studies I'" grunted Johnny bull, *If
Prout ¢ame in end caught & fellow

there—-=>" .

“May be in any minute,” said
Nugent. “Might have caught Coker
there, for that matter, Coker wouldn't
think of that, with a brain like his |"
“Dash it all, Inky, a fellow would
like to do that silly ass & good turn |
said Harry., “But if a fellow was
ﬂau'%ht there, with that [atheaded zot
of Coker's—"

*But to save the absurd Coker from
the terrific: sackfulness—-"

“He would jolly well kick you if he
new | grunted Johnoy Bull. " That's
the thanks you'd get from Coker I”

Which was certainly true. Savin
Coker from himself might be & kin
and friendly act, but there was no doubt
whatever that Horsce Coker would go
off at the deep end if he learned that
cheeky fags had had the illimitable
impudence to take a hand in his lofty

and fatheaded prmeedinﬁa.
But Hurrea Jamset Ram Singh, it
was clear, had made ep his mind to do

that friendly and kindly act. And his
¢huqm, after & moment or two of re-
ection, agreed that it was a good ides,
It was, after all, up to fellows who had
their five senses all in working order
to lend a helping hand to a fathead like
Coker, who did not even begin to guess
what he was asking for.

“Go it Inky, and we'll keep an eye
tﬂpeu for Prout!” said Harry Wharton
Ars -

And the chums of the Remoave, from
the end of Masters’ I’a.ﬁsaggé Ezmmd

aka were
abont,

Fortunately, none was to be seen.

From Mr. Quelch's study could be
heard the «clicking of & typewriter,
showing that the Hemove master was
there. But Quelch, busy on his type-
writer, was not likely to look out.

Lﬂavin% hiz chums at the end of the
passage, Hurree Jamset Kam Singh cut
along to Prout's study.

With rather anxious eves, his com-
rades watched him disappear into thet

study.
If Mr. Prout cameo in. it meant
trouble. No Remove junier had any

business in a senior master's study; and
1f Prout spotted & Remove man there,
he was certain to be wrathy.

“Hallo, halle, hallo [ murmuared Bob
Cherry suddenly.

“0Oh erumbs ¥

“Oh erikey 1

A door along the passage opened. [t
was Mr. Hacker's door. As somebody
was coming out of Hacker's study, the
juniors naturally expected to sea the
master of the Bhell, which would have
been bad enough. But it was not
Hacker who emerged.

It was Prout|

o four juniors gared at him in

horror as the portly master of the Fifth,

‘leaving Hackor's study, walked towarda

hig own.

They had heard Coker say that
Prout was out. They had supposed that
Coker knew.

Too late, they realised that they
might hava known that if Coker sup-

osed anything to be the case, 1t pro-

ably wasn’t. Even in the most trifling
matter, Coker could be relied oo to
make mistakes.

Prout hod been out of sight, and
Coker, no doubt had looked rovnd for
him, and concl ded that he had gone
out. Instead o1 which, Prout had only
gone inte tho Shell master’s study for
a chat—and now he had emerged.

Ha had emerged, and was ralling,
porily and majestio, towards his own



study, where, at that awiul moment,
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh was picking
I_:pb]ﬂukﬂr's potty message from Prout's
able. -
fow seconds more, and Hurres
Bingh would emerge, meeting Frout
face to face. Prout might even 3es
Coker's slip of paper, and think that
Hurree Singh was the author of it.
hat else, indeed, was he to think if
he saw it¥
For & fearful moment horror held the

Fnim‘s spellbound as they gazed at
rout's portly back going down the
paszage.

It was who woke to

Bob Cherr
sudden action. Prout Ea
before he spotted Inky in his study.
Leaving his petriied chums, Beb
raced down the passage. He overtook
Prout, still yards from his study door.

d to be stopped

?ﬁ_—-_

i
I'.
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to vour Form-master, Cherry, and
report yvou for this disorderly conduct I¥

rout, evidently, was very angrg.
That, really, was only to be expecte
He grasped Bob by the shoulder and
marched him up the passage towards
Mr. Quelch’s study, which was near the
corner where the juniors stood.

At the same moment Hurres Jameet
Ram Singh sppeared from Prout's
Efuﬂé?- He had a paper crumpled in his
hand.

He jumped almost clear of the floor
nt the sight of Prout. Luckily, it was
Prout's back of whieh he had a sight.

Bob's strategy had been perfeetly sue-
cessful. Prout had turned round ¢o
march him up the gassage to Quelch.

7

Having turned round, his back was fo
his own study. -Hs.-:_mi: of course, no
eves in the back of his head, Prout did

5

of your Form, sir, ruslung along the
passage—Masters’ Passage, sir—rushing
along at headlong speed in the most
reckless manner——"

“Cherry ! came Mr. Queleh’s sharp
tones. * You are well awars that juniors
ara not allowed in this corridor at all,
unless sent for—and rushing down the
passage—upon my word! Bend over
that chair, Cherry 1™

Whack !

Four fellows looked sympathetic, as
Bob Cherry came out of Quelch's study,
and rejoined his friends at the corner.

made a grimacés, as he walked
away with them, wriggling a little.
Frout was going back fo his study
Clearly, Coker's messago of scorn and
defiance had been abstracted only just
in time, Coker had been saved from
faarful trouble ! 1

e,
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Unaware of the fact that Billy Bunter was looking over his shoulder, Wilmof crumpled the lefter In hls hand and rose

abruptly from the chalir.

He moved so suddenly, and so nnexpe

ctedly, that the top of his head established sudden and

unexpected contact with a fat chin, **Oh [ ™' gasped Wilmot. ** Whoooop !’ roared Bunter,

He stumbled as he overtook hun, and

har%ed headlong inte Prout.
“Qooogh 1™ gasped Mr. Prout, stag-
gering forward as he received that

startling and unexpected attack in the
Tear.

%—Ie whirled * reund
spluttering.
P Oh, sgi
Cherry.

That was & perfectly true statement.
He was sorry he had had fo harge
Prout!

The look on Prout's face showed that
the consequences might be serious.
Btill, Prout had his back to hiz study
now. That was the cszential thing !

“Boy " gasped Mr. Prout. "cﬁmyg
You—you reckless, absurd, unthinking
young rascal | How dare you ruzsh down
this passage! How dare you, I say !

“I—I—1 was in a hurry, =1
stammered Bob.

“1 repeat, how dare vou! boomed
Prout. “You have given me a shock—
a very painful shock! I shall take you

in the passage,

Borvy, sir!” gasped Bob

EII‘_"JI

not gee the dusky junior emerge, and
remained in happy ignorance of the fact
that Hurree Jamset Ram Singh was
anywhere in tho picture at all.

geanhing Mr. Quelch's study, he
rapped sharply on the door, pushed it
open, and marched Bob in. Hurree
Jamset RBam Singh walked past the
open doorway, and had another view of
Prout's back as he passed.

" Marrow escape, old bean 1™ breathed
Wharton, a: the nabob rejoined his
friends at the end of the passage.
“Prout wasn’'t out, as that idiot Coker
thought 1"

“That blithering and preposterous

ass!” murmured the Nabob of Bhanipur.

“He'd have had you if Bob hadn't |
cut in ¥

“Listen to the band,” murmured
Nugent.

‘rom  Mr. OQueleh's stud CAMG

Frout's indignant boom. Quelch, busy
on his typewriter, had been ruthlessly
interrupted.

ir

e oo o very painful shoek | This boy

Perhaps that was a8 comfort to Dob
Cherry. At the present moment, how-
ever, he was feeling more inclined to
kick Coker, than anything else. The
Famous Five went up to the Remove
passage. On the way up, Coker's paper,
shredded into the smallest fragments,
was dropped from the ]unde window.
That, at &ll events, was that!

““ Bother the silly ass!” grunted Bob
Cherry, with a painful wriggle.
“Wasn't it like Coker to fancy ’rﬁ'znt
Prout was out when he wasn't? There
would have been an swful shindy if
Prout had caught Inky in his study.
What about going along to the Fifth,
and jamming Coker's head in hiz coal-
ocker ¥ '

It seemed rather a sound scheme to
the Famous Five. But as they came
across the Remove landing, Coker and
sll hiz works. were driven from their
minds, by a terrific outbreak of yells
and howls from Study Neo. 1.

Tae Maawer LiBrany.—No. 1,460,
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“Hallo, hallo, halle |
up thero?” e.'to:!mmed_ Bob.

And the Famous Five, in great sur-
prise, ran along lo the deerway of Neo. 1
—where they were still more surprised
to  see HEI{T Bunter wriggling an
squirming in the grasp of Erie Wilmot
and Wilmet laying on the ruler as i
he fancied that he was beating & carpet,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER,
Plain English !

o HAY, d:;n:'u follows ! Droggimoff 1™
I yclq‘la_ Bunter.
wipe. awgnpo

I
Harry Wharton ran into the
study.

He caupht Wilmot’'s arm, and stopped
it, as the ruler was cormiing down for
the umpteenth time.

“Draw it mild, old bean!” samd the
captain of the Remove. “ Enough’s as
good as s feast, you know.”

Wilmot geve him a fierce look, for a
moment. Eut. it passed at once, and he
released DBunter, and threw down the

ruler.
he's had enough!® he

“ Perhapa
muttered.

“Bounds as if he has!? remarked
Nulge-nr. rather dryly. i

““Let's ask Bunter,” suggested Bob
Cherry. “DBunter will know! Ilave
vou had enﬂuﬁh, Bunter §*

“ Yaroooh |

“I think that may be taken as an
answer in the alinmative!” said DBob.
* Bunter has had enough.”

" Yow ow-ow-ow "

Billy Bunter sgquirmed round the
table, promptly placing that picce of
furniture between his fat person and
Wilmot.

Ha seemed to think that the

Rain, hail or snow, however uncertain the
you can bet your boots on one thing !
There's & grand SCHOOLBOYS' OWN yarn
waiting for you at your newsagent's, to while
ry this one!

weather

away a dreary afternmoon.
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Then vou'll
dealing with the unusual adventures o
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brimful of lun and exciting situations,
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What on earth’s
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new fellow might recommenca.

Yow-ow-ooop 1" gasped Bunter, “I
=ay, you fellows, keep him off | Pitching
into a chap for nothing! PBeastly
bully ! Qw 1"

*What have you been up to?” grunted
Johnny Bull.

“Nothing 1" roared Bunter. “I just
step inta the study to—to—to speak
to the chap, end he—he sprang at me
like & tiger—"

“ Fathead 1"

" As for Iﬂ-:::kinfg at his letter, I never
even thought of 1t5!" gesped DBunter.
“You fellows know whether I'm  the
sort of chap to look at another fellow’s
letter.”

“You fat worm !”

“Oh, really, Wharton! I tell you I
never saw the letter!” roared Bumter
“He's a suspicious beast! Just because
ho banged his head on my chin, he
fancied I was locking at tho letter from
behind him—"

“What was vour chin doing there,
then 7" asked Bob, with a grin. “I
think, after all, Bunter hasn't had
enﬂugh- Better give him a few move,
if ha's been spying into a lstter.”

“] keep on telling you I haven't!”
elled Bunter. *I pever knew Wilmot
1ad & letter in his hand at all, and I
wasn't looking at it, and I never read
a word of it. What do you think I
care what a Topham fellow writes to
him? Wilmot pitched into me, because
he's afraid that man Crawley rhay give
!i:m?j away here—that's jolly well why
e did 1t

“Crawley !" repeated Bob. " And how
do you know the letter waa from a chap
n_'ar_m:Td Crawley, if you havern't looked
at it "

“(Oh!" gasped Bunter. “I—I mean,
I—1I don't know anything about it! I've
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never heard the name before. It's quite
new to me.®

“Oh, eruinbs ™

“I hope jou fellows ecan take my
word ! said Bunter, indignantly, #I
don't expect it of Wilmot—he's new
hers, and doesn't know me. DBut you
follows know me, I hope,”

“Too well to take your word!”
grinned Bab.

113 H_'E&ﬁ-l:-_ !I:t

Eric Wilmot had walked across to the
window, and stood staring down into
the quad, bright in the spring sunsect.
His handsome face was dark.

Bunter blinked at him  uneasily,
and moved a little, to keep the tahfu
between him  and the mnew junior.
Bunter wriggled poinfully. There was
no doubt that Wilmot had laid it on
very hard, There was no doubt either,
that the fat Owl deserved it, and mnore:
but that was no comiort to Bunter,

Harry Wharton pointed to the doer.

" Hook it [ he said briefly.

“Think I want {o stay here, with that
cha ;;-"" sneered Bunter, with a wary eye
on Wilmet, “I'm a bit too particular,
I hopel lle mﬂ}-;.' suit you and Nugent
in this study ! Perhaps vou don't know
why he was turmed out of his own
achoal.”

Wilmot made 2 sudden movement.

That was enough {or Bunter! Ha
made ong bound for the door, and
vanished nto the Remove passage.

He left an  uncomlortable zilence
behind him

Nugent kicked tha door shut.

“Has that Peecping Tom foumd any-
thing out, Wilmeot 7 ha asked.

Wilmot turned [rom the window, Il
face was crimson

“Mo! I've had a letter from Crawler,
at Topham—Bunter spied into it over
my choulder—but there was nothing—
or very littla—-"

“"Thank goodness for
Harry Wharton.

Wilmot clenched his hands,

“] ought not to be here ! he mut-
teved. “It's decent of you fellows, to
stand by me, knowing what you know.
But—but--after I came & <rash at
Topham, I ought not to have comoe
here! My uncle Hacker thought he
was doing a big thing fur”nm. getting

me into 1 but :
" gaid Bob.

that 1™ spid

reyiriars,

¥ 80 ho was, old chap

“YWhat's the good ¥ muttered Wilmot,
“Things can't kept dark. 1 kept it
dark st frst that I'd ever been at
Topham—but it came out. The rest
will conie out, sconer or later. Every
man at Topham knows that 1 was
sacked for pinching a fellow's wallet in
a dressing-room. I never did it, but
I was buaked for it—and if you fellows

knew what tha evidenca was, +au
wouldn't  believe s word that 1've
sard—"

“Blow the evidence!” said Harry.
“Wa know a decent chap when we ses
one. Don't be an asy, Wilmot ! Nobod
in this study thinks you ever did sue
a ratten thing.

" What will the rest think " muttered
Wilmot.

“Neo nead for them to know—"

" That fat fool has pried out enough
te set him gabbling. Crawley didn’t

put it plain, thank gooduess. But—"
“Look here, old man!” said Harry,
quietly. from

“Topham's & long wa

here, and mobody knows any IZt:.‘::u];ani:!a;r.u
fellows, I can understand, of course,
that you like to keep in touch—but
surely it would be only sense to cut the
conncction entirely, in  the cireum-

stances 1" ’
“My uncle haz told me that”
growled Wilmot. ,
“Well, Hacker's given you good

pdvice, in that case—"



#I've no choice! I've no frienda lelt
at Topham—the [ellows there wouldn't
touch me with a barge-pole,” said
Wilmot, bitterly. “It’s not a friend
that’s written. Crawley never was &
friend of mine—I barred him, and he

always loathed me. A betting, black-
guardly outsider—-the blackest sheep
in the school—a rank outsider and

tmd_“_u‘ )

“ Blossad if 1 seo Trhﬁ e should write
to you then, if that's how you think of
him!” said Bob, blankly, “Can’t you
call him some of those names 1 & nice,
chatty reply, and bar him off "

o i’l. on't be an ass! snapped
Wilmot, “Nobody at Topham was told
whers I was, or what had become of
me—that cad Crawley nosed 1t our,
because he knew I had an uncle a Form-
master here! He's rubbing it in,
becouse I barred him at Topham., It's
pie to him, now. He came over to e
me once, and I met him af Courtfield,
and got him to go. Now he says he's
coming over again on a half-holiday.

“ Better stop that ! said Harry.

“['m going to stop it, if I can pitch
it strong enough to get through his
thick hidet” said - Wilmot, savagely.
“But he jolly well knows that, if he
comes over, I shall have to ba civil to
him—considering what hs huuws; and
what he can tell the fellows here.”

“Dash it all, Wilmot, no fellow could
be such an absolute rotter as that 1™ said
Baob, ) .
“You don't know Crawley ! Still, T'll
bar him off, if putting it plain will
do it t*

Wilmot sat down at the table and
jabbed a pen into the ink, Under the
eves of the staring juniors he wrote:

“Keep your distance, you rotten cur
I can't breathe the same air with yow
You make me sick. .,

“Eric WILMOT.

“QGreat pip ¥ said Boh. “Are you
going to send the fcllow that?”
“Yes ¥

VU Well, it's plain English,” said Bob,
with a chuckle,

“Tho plainfulpess of the esteemed
Fnglish 1s tetrific ! murmured Hurree
Jamset Bam Singh.

Wilmot jammed that brief letter into
an envelope, addressed it, and walked
out of the study with a black brow.
The chums of the Remove looked at one
another,

“Well,” said Nugent,  I've never seen
that chap Crawley—but whatever he's
like T hardly think he will pay =
friandly call after getting an answer
like that. ™

“Hardly ' grinned Boh,

The Famous Five had no doubt about
that. Whatever Crawley of Topham
was like, he would be kept eway from
Greyfriars if plain Engiisﬁ could do it.
But Erie Wilmot did not feel so sure.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
What Prout Saw [
i BLESS my soul " ejaculated Mr.

Prout.

Ho stared.
Sitting in Lhis study, Mr.
Prout was staring at a letier he held in

cmlu. hend and a banknote he held in the
other.

Hao had taken the latter from the
former, and was evidently very mach
astonished to sea it.

“Rlesa my soul 1 Mr. Prout ropeated.

In a letter addeessed to him by his
nephew, Eustace Prout, the Fifth Form
master might have expected anything—
except 4 remittance! His last letter
from Lustace had requested a loan of

EVERY SATURDAY

ten pounds, which Prout, a kind old
soul with all his pompous ways, had
duly remitted. That last letter had also
contained & promise of repayment at an
early date.  Prout had not attached
much importance to {het.

And here was the tenner !

“The dear boy !” said Mr. Prout.

He was surprised. And he was very

leased. A Form-master at Greyfriars

ad a good salary, but ten pounds was
not o trifle. It showed, too, that
Eustace could keep a promise of repay-
ment, which few of his relatives
expected of that rvather irresponsible
YOULE man.

Mr., Prout laid the banknote on the
table and put & poperweight on the
corner of it; he was & careful gentle-
man. Then he-ste ﬁEd to the window
to read the lotter. ’FI]' e light was failing
inn the study, though it was still light in
the quad, and not yet lock-up. hero
were still plenty of fellows in the quad—
among them, Coker, of hiz own Form, if
Prout had noticed him, But at the
moment he was only thinking of the
letter in his hand,

Standing at the window, Prout read
that letter. Ewidently it pleased him,
for he read it over twice, and amiled,
snd almost purred with satisfaction
when ho put it into his pocket at last.

He was about to turn from the
window when hiz atiention was drawn
to the guadrangle.

Coker, of his Form, was standing at
a little distanee with his eyes intently

WILL READERS PLEASE
NOTE
that owing to the Easter

Holidays, next week's
MAGNET will be on sale
THURSDAY, April 9th

fixed on Prout's window. Coker’s intent

aze might have indicated that he was
interested in Prout's study, and in Prout
himself at the window.,

As a matter of fact, he was!

Coker was not only interesicd, but
puzzled.

Prout, whether he had been out or not,
was in now, Coker, with his own eves,
could szee him in hiz study! He mmust
have seen the message CUoker had left
for hum on his table. :

Yet nothing had happened.

Nothing had happened, of course,
because a kindly ﬁcmm‘e junior had
done Coker a good turn by abstracting
that 1diotic message 1in time. But Coker
was  blissfully unconscious of that.
Indeed, had ke been aware that o
Remove junior had ventured to inter-
veno in his lofty affairs he would, at the
present moment, have been hunting for
that junior to whop him for his cheek !

S0 Coker was quite pevplexed.

If Prout had seen that paper, as
Coler had no doubt that he had, Prout
waa abaolutely certain to go off at the
deep end,

But Coker could sec Prout at the
window, and could see that he did not
look at all shivty., On the othar hand,
he was looking leased about something.

Puzzled, Coker stared at Prout's
window, and at Pront. He was far too
occupied n mind to observe five juniors
who wore converging on him o the
guad, Bub Preut, at the window,
observed them.

The pleased smile faded from Prout’s
Ezrt.ly ace a3 he saw Harvy Wharton &

. Prout, of course, knew asnd sus-
pected nothing of the inner history of
that epizode 11 Masters' Passage. He
did not kunow that the ineffable Coker

i

had inzulted him—that Hurree Singh
had climinated that insult in the nick
of time—that he had nearly caught tha
nabob in the act—and that Bob Cherry
had barged him to save the nabob! Not
knowing any of these things, Prout was
unaware that the Famons Five of tho
Remove had any speciel reasons for up-
ending Horace Coker in the guadl !

And that, from hiz study window, was
what he saw them do.

Heo saw them, wilh astonisluncnt and
wrath.

Coker was a troublesome boy., A
backward and an chstinate boy. He was
a trial to Prout in the Fifth ! Cnly that
morning Prout had had to slang him for
having forgoften some Latin notes that
he ought te have brought inte Form.
Many a time Prout had slanged him for
getting mixed up in shindies  with
Juniors,

But now—so far as Prout could see—
Coker was absolutely blameless, It
was not Coker's wususl heaustrong
obstreperousness that was at fault now.
" He was sitnply standing in the quad
near his Form-master's study window,
with a thoughtiul expression on his face
—quite an intent expressicn, as Prout
noticed. Thinking, perhaps, of the care-
lessness for which Prout had rated him
and resolving to do better!

Anyhow, there he was, harmless and
unoffending — when five juniors of
Quelch's Form closed in on him, collared
him, bagged him, and up-ended hum
under Prout's astonished and wrathful
cves |

{oker roarcd as he was up-ended—a
roar that woke most of the echoes of
Crrevfriars Schoal,

It reached Prount in his stndy. I%
reached other ears, too, for Proat saw
Hacker, the master of the Shell, put lia
head out of his study window.

Mr. Hacker snorted,

“Upon my word 1" gasped Prout, also
putbing his head out and staring.

My, Hacker glanced round at him.

Hacker was not a dempered man,

¢ was & nervy and irritable man.
Sudden roars in quad annoyed him.

“Really, Mr. Prout—""he ejzculated.

“What—what 1" gaid Prouk.

“Tteally, sir, the continual disturb.-
ances caused by that boy of vour Form-—
that boy Coker—* snapped Mr.
Hacker.

Prout almost gurgled with indigna-
tion. Coker—blameless for once—was
Llained, as usual! Troublesome fellow
as Coker was, he was in Prout’s Form,
and his Form-master had to do him
justice.

“Really, Mr. Hacker—" he snorted.

But the master of the Shell withdrew
hig head into his study. Ie did not
seem to want to hesr any more from

Prout.
~ Prout snorted. He glared at the
juniovs, Coker, putting up a terrific

struggle, did not seem to have much
chance in the hands of the Philistines.

Bob Cherry had taken his legs like the
shafts of a cart and was pulling Coker
aleng on his back. The other fellows
were helping Coker along with con-
siderable em:-rg-{. _

Dorens of tellows were gathering
round to cheer.  Vernon-Smith and
Peter Todd rushed in to help with
Coker, Others yelled with laugiter,

“ Doys [* gasped Mr. Prout,

“Ha, ha. a " came & vell.

“RBoyvs '™ boomed Proub,

"Ha, ha, ha !®

o it 1

"Help him along [*

“Travel, Coker!"

*“Ha, ha, hat"

Even Prout's boom was drowned in
the merey roar. Breathing wrath, the
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Fifth Form master whisked across his
shudy and whiskad out at the door,
He went down Masters' Passape, his

gown streaning  behind him like a
thundercloud. )

Two masters were standing in the
passage—3ilr. Quelch and Wiggins,

master of the Third. Pront caught
thetr voices as he thundered down the

corridor.

“SBome disturbance in the quad-
rarmgle—=" -

“A shocking disturbance——""*

“A Fifth Form boy, I think-—"

*I certainly heard a Fifth Form boy
glonting—-"

“ Most objectionable—"

“That obstreperous boy Coker——"

“Oht Coker!” gaid Mr. Wiggins, as
if that explained everything,

Prout heard—but headed not, It gave
the finizshing touch to lis indignation,
however, E&uelch, whose boys—utterly
unprovoked—were ragging Coker of
his Formm—Quelel: madsa thess remarks !
P'rout even suspected that Quelch made
them on purpose for him to hear as he
-passed ! Quelch did not seem to be

aware that his own boys were in this

viot at all! Purple, Prout thundered
on, and thundered out of the House,

- He thundered on the animated
BT

. " Boys ™ hoomed Prout.

THE SiXTH CHAPTER
The Vials of Wrath [

“ l.I l!‘.?‘
O “ Prout 17
“"Ware, -beaks.[”

* Cava I"”

One thing leads to snother. In bag-
ging Coker in the quad, the choms of
the Hemove had not really intended to
cause all this furora.

They had agreed that it would be o
sound schemo to wisit Coker in his
study, and jam his head imte his coal-
locker—as a sort of makoeweight for the
whop Bob had received from Quelch.
But when they logked in his study he
was not there—and they actually forgot
his existence—Horace Coker’s existence |
—till, some time later, they came on
him in the quad. Coming to the House
for lock-up, they spotted him—standing
there like a stone image, gazing ot
Prout's window. The opportunity
scemed too good to miss—they closed in
on Coker and bagged him !

But it was only playfulness really.
All they were going to do was to up-end
Coker and leave him to sort himself

out.

The difficulty arose from the fact that
Coker disliked the process of up-ending
nnd was 8 tough subject for that
procoess,

Caoker, up-ended, clutched ‘and
grasped; and the Famous Five found

themselves mixed up with Coker almest
mextricably. Coker's object scemed to
bo to tie himself and the juniors into &
sort of Gordisn knot.

Hence the disturbance that had
annoyed Hacker and caused Quelch and
Wiggina to peass romarks. It was

getting dusky in the quad; and in the
mix-np it was difficult to see whoe was
who, and what was what. DBut nobody
could have doubted that Coker was in
it, Coker's voice wes heard far and
wide in tones compared with which the
vosr of the celebrated Bull of Bashan
might hava been considered merely a
stage whisper.

Coker, gwinﬁ]s{; much trouble, had to
receive mora than had been originally
intended [or him. Besides, aven if the
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Famous Five had heen willing to let
him' go, Coker wasn't willing ] If they
let go, Coker hung on—and punched!
In catching Coker they had caught
rather a Tactar,

_ So Caker, determined to have it, got
it! He was volled, and bumped, and
hustled, and rustled; and led across the
quad by his legs. Coker’s legs were
rather l(s:':g—ﬂ:'rlger had developed most
at that end.

A little short in the intellectnal line,
he was long in the leg, and large in
the foot. Those long  legs answered
admirably the purposes of shafts. His
big fect projected from under Bob
Cherry's arms, as
bhim along. Coker followed—on his
back: roaring.

And erowdd of fellows, hoading for
the House, changed their course and
bore down on the scene—highly in-
terested. The bell was ringing: but it
rang unregarded. Coker had the house,
g6 to speak, - -

Thus it was that o small, harmless,
playful little rag developed into somo-
thing like & riot in the quad. Fift:
fellows at least were cheering and yell-
ing with lauglter, when Praut arrived
on the scene. The uproar might even
have attracted the majestic atiention
of the Head, had the Head been in his
study. Luckily, he wasn't

Prout arrived, purple, indignant,
tewering  with wrath, and booming.
And then the fellows seemed suddanﬁf
to remember that the school quad
really was not & bear-garden |

The uproar ceased--sava- for a few
chuckles that could not be suppressed.

Bob Cherry drﬂ(?p?d Cokor's legs as if-
21

they had sud - become. red-hot.
Those long legs walloped on the eurth
with a crash.

“Oh ¥ pasped Bob.

“Whury = urr — urggh 1 splutiered
Coker. “I'll smash you—I'Il spiflicate
the lot of you—I'll—gurrgggh I*

" Boys!” thundered Prout.

“Yea, sirl”  said  Vernon-Smith.
“Anything tho matier, sir?" That
was like the Bounder's cool cheek |

Y What-—what "  boomed Prout,
* Buys—Wharton—Cherry—you  young
rescals—-I  saw  you—irom my study
window—I zaw you make a most un-
%mw:-ked attack on this boy of my

orm—utterly un%{mvuk&d s

“ Oh, sir'!” said Harry.

Do not deny it, arton—I =zaw
you! I am amazed—astounded—at such
reckless hooliganism, cven in Quelch's

boysl Coker! Rizo!™

oker rose.

He rose with some difficulty. Ha was
a little short of breath. He had ox-

pended quite a lot in his imitation of
the Bull of Bashan,

However, he stiggered up. He
blinked at his Form-master. Ha ax-
%&cted & volley from Prout! Naturally,

rout would find fault with him—Prout
slways did! Coker had given up ex-
pmtmf justice from Prout.

A defiant glare was gathering en
Coker’s rugged face, when Prout's next
wards astomished and disarmed him.

“Coker!] I hope vou are not hurt!
My dear boy, I am sinazed at thia out-
break of—of—of ruffianism, of which o
boy in my Form has boen the vietim.
The offenders  shall Dbe  soverely
purntished.™

“Oh 1 gasped Coker.

“I am aware, Coker, that yvou arae
not to blame—not in the slightest. [
witnessed the whole aceurrence from my
study window.”

“Oh” gasped Coker again.

Ha could hardly believe his cars!

Was this Propt—that old ass, Prout
—who was always finding fault without

Bob marched—pulling.

causo—Coker, of course, never gave him

cause! Was he, after oll, such a pre-
judiced old ass as Coker had supposed?
Was it possible that Ucker was

mistaken in his estimate of Prout? It
seemed impossiblo—to Coker !—that lo
gould be mistaken ! Yet it really almost
locked lLike it !

Prout was booming with angry
mcignation! Coker, for once, was not
the object of it -

Coker just gasped.

Harry Wharton & Co. exchanged
dismayed glances, Tho crowd melted
away, DBut the Famous Five, un-
fortunately, could not melt away.

Prout, like the Ancient Mariner, held
them with s glittering aye !

“Wharton, Cherry, Nugent, Bull,
Hurrea Singh, you will follow me to
yvour headmaster I boomed Prout.

“Oh erumbs!” murmured Bob.

Evidently Prout was in a towering
state! In ordinary circumstances he
would have taken the Remove fellows
to their Form-master. Plainly he did
nok  vegard these circumstances as
ordinary. He was going to take them
to the Head,

“Coker, go into the House! Do not
think that I blame you n tha
slightest, the remotest degree! Go and
make yourseli tidy, my boyl ¥You
juntors will fellow me™

“It was only & lark, sir!” ventured
Nugent.

“A what?" boomed Prout.

“Just a lark, s)p———*

“You desceibe a viot as a lark,
Nugent] We shall ascertain whether
your headmaster agrees with you!”
said Mre. Prout, with devastating
sarcasm. “ Fallow me at once.”

“Perhaps the larkfulness was a little
foo terrific,” murmured Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh, as the hapless five followed
Prout. And his friends agreed that
pechaps it was _

Prout, portly, purple, majestic,
marched to the Head's study. Harey
Whartonn & Co. arrived at that dreaded
apartment at his heels. Prout knockedd
at the door, opened it, and marched his
flack in,

“8ir,” he boomed, "I regret to in-
ferrupt you—I regret, sir, exceedingly
to waste your time—but in view of the
riotous conduct of these Lowor Fourth
boys, sir, I am bound to report—"

Prout had got as far as that, when
he discernad that the study was empty.
Dr. Locke was not thersl

“Oh1” ejaculated Prout, vexed; =zll
the more, becauso he detected lurking
smiles on the faces of five juniors, wheo
had noticed—hefore Prout—that the
Head was nat present.

Prout frowned,

e stepped. back to the door and
glanced into ithe passage. Then he
turned to the culprits again.

Tho light was en in the study. That
looked as if the Head had only stepped
out for & brief spaece, and was about to
return.

“Wait 1" snapped Prout.

“It will be call-over soon, sir!™ mur-
mured Bob Cherry.

“WWait!™

“But, sir—" murmured Nugont

“ Bilence ! boomed Prout.

He sat down.

The juniors stood—and waitml.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Done in the Dark !

e OT 2 bad old bean!™
N Coker.
af Eh 'E-J)

“Bay what you like, Prout’s
not & bad old bean!” declared Coker,

raid
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Horace Coker was standing near his Form-master’s siudy window when Harry Wharton & Co. collared him and up-ended

him, Coker's roar reached Masters® Studies, and both Prout and Hacker looked out.

“0Oh!* said Polter and Greene.

“You fellows can run him down—

“What?™

“Run him down] But what T say is,
there are worse beaks than Prout—and
fie's jolly well got his good points!”
said Goket firmly,

"Wha's
Potter.

“PDon't vell at me, (eorge Potter!
[ say that Prout is a decent old sort,
in his own way—a bit of an ass, per-
haps, in the Form-room, mnkmf out
that a fellow can’t spell, and sll thak
—but not & bad old bean! And if you
want to run him down, den't do it
while I'm about, that's allt™

“Wha's run him down?” shrieked
Cireene.

“Don't howl at me, Greene! ®Hven
that row this morning,” said Coker,
“ Prout didn’t know I had those rotten
notes, as they'd gone through that hole
in the lining—I didn’t know myself at
the time. I don't see making out thab
he was so much it the wrong, as the
matter stood,”

“Whoe made out—
and Greene together.

“Don't bawl !

{Joker, in his study, was brushing
himself down, snd getting his necktie
from the back of his neck, and gencr-
ally putting himself fo rights.

To judge by his remarks, Coker was
also modifying his opinion of Prout,

It was like Coker, of course, to put
it the way he did! Realising that
Prout, after &ll, was not o bad old bean,
Coker preferred not to think that he,
and he slone, in that study, ran Prout
down, It was more agrecable to feel
that he wass a just-minded fellow,

b

run hitm  down?®’  selled

Lk

howled Pottor

Hacker snorted.

defending & misunderstood Form-
master from carping, captious fellows
inchined to run him down.

“I thought he waos coming down on
me Iitke a ton of bricks, as usual!”
went on Coker. “And did he? He
did not! After all, Prout’s just! You
can say what you like, but——"

0 T;‘rhﬂ Eﬂ-i-d_“

" MNobody bub yvou——=" .

“I wish you wouldn’t keep on inter-
rupting me. A fellow doesn't get a
chunce to get in & word edge-wise in
this study. You chaps are like a sheep’s
head-—all jaw! Jaw, jaw, jaw!” said
Coker. “As ] was saying, Prout's
just! He's taken those voung scoundrels
to the Head, Serve 'em right! A
flogging will do them good! I believe
in flogging fags. After this, I den't
want to hear a word against Prout!”

" Who's ever—"

“ Nobody's ever——"

“Not a8 word!” said Coker firmir.
“MNot & word against Prout, after this
If we're to keep friends, don't you
fellows run Prout down to me. I tell
vou plainly, I won't stand it!”

Potter and Greene loocked at Coker.
goaded, almost foaming, They looked
as if they were going to collar Coker,
and give him some more of what he
had had from the Bemovites, only more
0. That was what they felt like?

Banging (Coker's head on the study
table would have given them reol
pleasure at that moment,

Still, they could never have banged
gny senso into b, And it would have
been a stronuous job of work. Bo they
walked cut of the study instead.

“Hold on, you men!" called out
Coker. “1I was going to say——"

Potter and Greene did not held on,

What Coker had been going to sa-

* Upon my word ! ' gasped Proul.

remained for ever unknown to them.
They went along to the games study,
want in, and banged the door after
them.

Coker snorted.

He counld see that his friends were
shirty. It was rather annoying for
fellows te pet shirty, simply because
Coker told them he wouldn’t hear
Prout run down., He jolly well wouldn't,
and that was that! o

Prout had risen in Coker's estimation.
In this new frame of mind, Coker was
rather worried about that message he
had left in Prout's study.

Ha would have undone that sct if he
could.

Prout, alter all, was just. He was
not a bad old bean—according to his
lights, of course,

Coker did not think for a moment
that he was a hot-headed, unreflecting,
dizrespectiul ass. That did not ocour
to him. DBut he did think fthat 1t was
& bit rough on Prout—in the new light
in which Coker now saw him,

He would hava given a week's pocket-
tnoney fo recall that disrespectful mes-
sage—now ! Could he recall it?

That was what he had been going
to discass with Potter and Greene if
they hadn't got shirty in that fatheaded
way and cleared off. <

It was pretty clear that Prout had
not vet seen that paper on his table.
The expression on his face when Coker
had sean him at his window proved
that he was nowhere near the deep
end, off which he would assuredly have
gone had he scen that paper.

How he had missed it was a mystery,
Coker hiad planted it right on his study
table for him to see when he sat down,

It was only a thin, fimsy slip of

Tue Macrer LigRary.—INo, 1,468,
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paper—a  leat trom o notebook—and
might have blown away-—but Coker
could ot hope that that had happened.
For he had forescen that contingency,
and had placed & paper-weight on the
corner of it, on Prout's table.

It could not, therefore, have blown
awar., It must be still where he had
left it, on Prout's table, sccured by the
paper-weight. By some miraculous
chance, Prout bad missed it, so far.

“By gum !"” zaid Coker, as he thought
it ovor.

Ha laid down the clothes-brush,

Prout had taken those young
seoundrels to the Head. He wes in the
EHead's study at this very minute,

“By gum " repea er,

He ran to his door.

A fellow could cut into Prout's st-ud‘y
before Prout came back from the Head,
bag that slip of paper, and nip out
AFAIN.

Then Pront never would find it
never would knew that some fellow in
his Form had left him a message to the
cffcot that he was an old assl

Coker scudded down the stairs.

It was risky! If Prout came back
while he was there—saw him with that
paper in his hond—thot thought made
Coker pausge. DBult he paused only for a
second—and hurried on. He was going
to get that paper back if he could.

He reached Masters' Passage,

In view of the possibility of Prout
coming back any instant, and finding
that awiul paper on his table, Coker
did not, of course, want to he seen
pgoing to Prout's study.

But the coast was clear |

Every door in the passage was shut—
but one; and that was Prout's. And

there was ne light from Prout's open

doorway.

~ Evidently the door was open as he
had left it when he rushed out to inter-
vene in the riot in the quad. He had
not been back singe. & could not
have seen that awful paper yet!

There was time.

Coker cut down the passage. He
whipped into Prout's study.

His heart was beating hard. To he
caught in that study with that awful
paper in existence was as good as
admitting that he had done it.

But he required only & moment.

It wes deeply dark in the study; darik
outside, and darker within. Coker dared
not turn on a light. But he did not
need onea

Ho knew gxoctly where he had left
that message for Prout—on the table,
just in front of Prout's chair, with a
paper-weight to keep it Lhepe.

e groped.

Hiz hand came in contact with the
paper-welght. His fingers eclosed on a
rustling slip of paper, kept down by
that weight,

It was the work of a split second to
grab 1t and transfer it to his pocket.

Coker gasped with relief.

It was out of might now, even if he
was caught in the study., Prout hadn’t
—couldn’t have—seen it yet—and now
he never would. The minute he got
back to his own study, Coker was gomng
to_hurn it ;

He jammed it dﬂ&ﬁ into his pocket in
great reliel. Then he cut to the deor.
With that wretched paper ont of
sight, it was less dangerous to be caught
there. 5iill, he did not want to be
caught there.

But hiz lack was in; the passage was
still deserted, Coker walked quickly
down to thé corner, his long legs
whisking.

THe Macker Liskant.—Na. 1,459,
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Then he dropped into an easy saunter.
All was serens now. Coker could not
help feeling that he had handled this
m a rather masterly manner,

With a cheery face, Coker went u
to the Fifth, and to his own study, It
was close on celling-over, but he had
tima to make an end of that wretched
paper. i

Ho felt in his pocket for it, with
the intention of striking a match and
putting it at once to the flames.

“0h blow !I" growled Coker, annayed,

The pocket was empty. )

It was the pocket in which the lining
was torn, and from which the Latin
notes had mysteriously disappeared that
morning—the cause of all the trouble!

In the hurried excitement of the
moment, in Prout's study, Coker had
forgotion that. A fellow could not think
of everything,

“ Blow " repeated Coker.

That wrﬁmd slip of paper had
slipped through the hele in the lining,
and had to be hunted for. Coker re-
membered the trouble he had had in
extracting the Latin notes when he had
dizcovered how they had disappeared.

Still, as there was no help for it, ha
prepared to explore the hidden recesses
under the lining of his jacket.

Clang, f:::'!:.'u'n,g']:’:3 Jangle |

It was the bell for calling-over.

“DBlow I'* said Coker, for the third
time,

Hea left the study. The paper he had
hocked off Prout’s tabla remsined where
it was. After all, it did not matter.
Nobody was likely to see a paper that
wad hidden inside the lining of Coker’s
jacket,

Coker went down to calling-over in
Hall.

He was feeling cheerful and =atisfied.

Ho would not have felt either cheer-
ful or satisfied had. he been aware that
his message ta Prout had been destroyed
hours ago, and that he had bagged quite
a different paper off Prout’s table in
the dark.

It would have mada Coker jump had
he known that a ten-pound note belong-
ing to his Forni-master was now hidden
about him !

But Coler didn’t know that!

Py iy Sy

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Hard on Hacker!

& E, he 1
H That cackle came from
Billy Bunter as five juniors

joined the Remove going into

Hall for call-over.
Those five juniors generally looked
Hows in

a8 merry and bright as any
the Hemove. At the present moment,
They

however, they did not. -
The wr%‘_ﬁi&d considerahly.
mumbled. ey looked as if they had
been through painful experiences, .

They had!

Having waited, with Prout, jn the

Head's study, till the Head came in, the
¥Famous Five had been Afaithfully dealt
with by their headmaster.
_ They realised that they had asked for
it. 'That rag on Coker had gonae alto-
gether
painful. Even Bob Cherry did not look,
ia._tf the moment, as if he was enjoying
1I8.

Hence DBilly Bunter's fat chuckle.
Bunter geemed to find it amusing.

“1 say, you fellows, did you get it
hot from the Beak?"” grinned Bunter.
“"He, he, he! I say, you look like a
lot of eels! e, he, he ™

“Shut up, you fat Owl!™ grunted
Fohnny Buﬁ.

hﬂﬁ{lnﬂ the bhimit. Buat it was’

“He, he, ho !

“That old ass Prouot!” nmunbled
Mugent. .

“That blithering idiot Coker!™
growled Bob. .

“Ow 1" murmured Huarres Jamset
Rem Bingh. "“Wow!™

“He, he, he !" cackled Bunter. “Ow!
Wow | What beast is that kicking me?
Wilmot, ycu rotter, if you kici e
again, I'lLjolly well*-yarcoop !*
E"*&ﬂem:e ' called out Wingate of the

ixth.

Billy Bunter suppressed his yelps.
Prout was _Era_u ring to call tha roll, it
being the Fifth Form master’s duty to

take calling-over that avening.

The *ezecution * in the Head's study
had been got over just in time, and
Prout had rolled into Hall at the eame
time as the Famous Five, Coker. of
Prout’s Form, was the labest arrival,
and Prout’'s eye dwelt on him for a
moment, as he barged into his place in
the Fifth, treading on Blundell's foot,
pushing against Potter, elbowing Greene,
and nearly vpsetling Hillen., Coker's
moverments always resembled those of &
bull in a china shop. .

Howover, Prout proceeded to call tha
names, He got through roll-call as
gquickly as he could.

The fact was, that when the excite-
ment was over, Prout remembered that
im his hurried exit from his study he
had forgotten all about the banknote he
had left lying on his table

Prout wasz not usually careless in such

matters, bubt the circumstances wera
unusual.
Of course, the banknote was sale

enough on his study table, pinned down
by a paperweight; it could not blow
away, though he had remembered that
he had left his study window open.

Still, it was injudicious, to say tho
least, to leave banknotes lying about on
fables, and Prout, now that he recalled
it, was anxious to get back to his study
and put it away safely.

‘&, quite contrary to his slow and
stately custom, he did calling-over at a
canter, got through, and left Hall,
almost the frst to go.

He walked away to his study.

He found both door and window open,
and a dravght blowing through from
the guadrangle outside,

He switched on the light and stepped
across to his table fo pick up the bank-
nate he had left theve.

Then he uttered &n annoved exelama-
tion.

It waz not there!

Apparently the draught, after all,
had shifted it, in spite of the paper-
weight. It was very annoying.

Prfut looked over the table, under it,
and round sbout his study carpet. No
banknote came to view.

With another exclamation of annoy-
ance, the Fifth Form master stepped to
the doorwsy and loocked into the
passage. .

He stepped into the passage, and bent
down, m:;a.nnin; the ﬂn‘ﬂr‘wit meticulous
care, for a slip of drifting paper.

He wos growing more asnd more
annoyed. This was the fault of those
unruly juniers, causing him to leave his
study in such a hurry! He was glad
to remcmber that the Head had been
severs in dealing with them. Whera
had the draught blown that wretched
hanknote ¥

Two masters, coming slong from Hall
to the studies, paused and gazed in
astonishment 2 Prout, bent almost
double in the passage. Bending was not
agreeable or comfortable to Mr, Prout,
whose circumference had grown with
his growth, mpened with his years |

“Dear me ! said Mr, Quelch,



“What——" ejaculated Mr. Hacker.

FProut looked up. His face was very
red from exertion and bending, also
from & realisation that perhaps he

locked & little ridiculous in  that
attitude. He jerked upright quite
suddenly.

“Have vou lost something, Prounti”
asked Mr., Hacker.

“ Perhaps we can assist yvou!® enid
Mr. Quelch politels.

“A bapknote——"" gasped FProut.

“You have dropped a banknote?™
exciaimed Hacker.

“] have not dropped it: It must
have blown from my study ! said Prout.

“If you can see anything of it, I
shall be greatly obliged A

“Certainly ! said the Remove masier.

Mr. Hacker stared at Prout.

*“Burely, Mr. Prout, you did not leave
a banknote lying in your study where it
might be bloewn away!” he exclaimed.

“I did not, six ! snaﬂped Mz, Prou:.
*1 placed o paperweight on it—"

“Fdo not quite see how 1t can have
bown sway if there was a paperveight
on it,” remarked Mr. Hacker.

“ Meithor do I, sir: but as it 15 no
longer on my table, it must have blown
away ! grunted Mr. Prout. *“The
window and door, unfortunately, were
left open, and there was a very strong
through draught.”

Mr. Quelch locked at him.

He did not say, or think of saying,
that this was very careless of Prout. But
it was quite obvious that he thought so,
and Prout’s ecrimson deepened o
purple.

“i' was called away from my stody
suddenly and  unexpectedly, Ay,
Quelch ' he said, breathing havd. "I
had taken the banknote from a letter
and laid it on the table, secured by a
paper-weight, while I read the letter—
and I was interrupted, sir, by the riot
f:zr.ulneﬂ by your bovs in the guadrangle,
Ny it

“My bovs, A Quaelen
coldly.

" ¥Your boys. sir!"” snapped Prout.

“Indeed [ I understood that a Fifth
Form boy—="

“Then you understood guite
correctly, sip——"

“The banknote does not seem to be
here ! interrupted Mr. Hacker. * Per-
haps we had better leok 1n vour study,
Mr. Prout.”

“1 have already looked there, sir, but
I shall be glad of your assiztance,
Owing to the riot caused by the Remove
boys—"

“ Let us ascertamn what has become of
the banknote, sir!™ said Mr. Quelch.
" Perhaps among yvour papoers——"

““It is certainly not in this passage!™
said BMr. Hacker.

Prout grunted. more and more
annoyed. The three imasters entered
the studsx.

There were plenty of papers on the
table. There were a fow on the floor—
shifted by the draught from the window.

Among thém, however, was nothing
that boro the remotest resemblance o a
banknote.

It 1a
Quelch,
placed on the banknote, My Prout?”

“That 1s it, =ir!™

Mr. Quelch lifted it and weighed it
in his hand.

“You are certain you placed it on the
note, sir?”.

“I am ab=olutely certain of that, My,
Quelch t”

“Then, sir, it is an sbsclute impossi-
bility that the banknote can have blown
away [ said Mr, Quelch. *“This paper-
weight weighs at least a pound, and po

sic®™  smid

in-

very singuwiar!® said Mr.

“Is this the paperweight von @
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draught could possibly move a paper
pinned down by it.”

That was, indeed, rather obvious.
tho fact that the banknote was gone had
made Mr. Prout blind to the obvious.

e gave a grunt.

“Cartainly it is very singular, sir!”
he said. *“But vou seem to overlook
the fact that the banknote is no longer
there.”

#“I do not overlook that fact, sir!™
sald Mr. Quelch quistly. " But vou can
see for yourself that there are other
BELIJGI‘E on the table which have not been

lewn away by the druught, though
secured by no paperweight.’

Mr. Prout started,

He was not a suspicious man. Had
he been, he certainly would have seen,
before this, what was obvious to both
the other masters.

“¥You—you do not mean, sir—" he
stammerad

“1 am pomting out, sir, what is per-
feetly clear 17 said Mr. Quelch. " If this
paperweight was on the banknote, the
banknote did not blow away.”

“It was on the banknote, siv' I
remember, with the greatest cleavness,
placing it there, while I took the letter
to the window to read it.”

Mr. Quelch drew a very deep breatin

He did not look at My, Hacker. He
was careful not to look at Mr. Hacker.
But he was aware that the master of
the Shell had grown very pale.

Prout gave a fgas !

What was perfectly clear and obvious,
forced itself, at last, into Mr. Prout's
somewhat solid intellect.

“The—the note cannot have ULeen
taken 1 he starmmered.

M. Queleh was silent. But there was
a sound from Mr. Hacker—a stifled
gasp, almost a groan. Prout locked at

him.
MBuch carelessnesz, sir!™  mubtered
Mr. Hacker. *Such carelessness with

OTeY, air—plg.cing temptation in the

way of—of—-
“What do vou mean, sir!” boomed
Prout. The Fifth Form master know

nothing of Hacker's nophew, though the

o ma

ALL THE FUN OF THE S8T. JIM'S
CIRCUS !
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H

Bemove master, of course, had been
informed of the circumstances in which
Wilmot had left Topham.
S8uch carelessness  with
muttercd Mr, Hacker,

“] do not admit that my action was
carcless, sir! The knote was per-
fectly safe under a paperweight. I was
suddenly and unexpectedly called sway.
As for placing temptation in anyone's
way, sir, that s nonsense 1

“Mr. Pront!”

“ Nonsense, sir!” boomed Pront.
“ Nobody who was not dishonest could
be tempted by the sight of money;
neither do I believe that there iz a dis-
honest servant in the house—I am per-
fectly assured that there 15 not.”

Mr. Hacker made no reply to that.
He was not thinking of one of the
servants.  He was thioking of a bow
who had been expelled from school on a
charge of theft, and in whom he had

ersisted 1n believing, in whom he had

een determined to believe, to such an
extent that he had indoced the Head to
give that boy a chance at Greyfriars,

“1 cannot understand this ! went on

money !

Prout. “It would appear that the
banknote has been taken! I ecznnot
believe such & dreadful thing!
cannot 1

*I am afraid, sir, that facts speak for
themselves ! said Mr, Quelch, * Never-
theless, I recommend saying nothing of
this extremely unpleasant matter until is
iz certain, beyond the shadow of =
doubt, that the banknote actually is
missing.”

“Itis mizsing, sir! There 15 no doubt
on that peint. But I shall certainly be
very slow to utter a word implying that
there may be a thief in t.?ti:i achool.
Such a suspicion is incredible—
ineredible, sie 1™

Quelch and Hacker left the study—
leaving Mr. Prout in a very worried
and unenviable frame of mind.
Hacker's facs was white as chalk sz he
woent down the passage. The Remove
masier tapped him on the arm.

“My dear Hacker—" he said, in a
low voice.

_The master of the Bhell looked at him,
silent. His face was almost haggard.

“1 ean, of course, read what is in your
tlhioughts,” smid the Removes master
quietly. “In the eirenmstances, it is
inevitable,™

“ I trusted him ! groaned Mr. Hacker.
“I believed in him and trusted him., I

prevalled on the Head te admit him
here. And pow——>>"

I suggest keeping an open mind on
the subjgmr, for Prhf pman?ih at least.
Wilmot has been here almost n whole
term, in my Form, I confess that, con-
sidering the circumstances in which he
left his last school, I was very unwilling
to see him in the Remove. ut—"

“ Now * breathed Hacler.

“ But,” said Mr. Quelch, "since he has
been here, his conduct hasz been, in
every way, above suepicion. I have
aobserved him closely, Mr. Hacker, and
have even come to the conclusion that
=ome dreadful mistake was made, as vou
believed, when he left his last school.”

* mutiered the master of

“INow—
the Shell.

““ heep an open mand, sir, till the facts
are asceriained beyond all possible
doubt " said Mr. Queleh. “That is all
I ean zay."

Hackar nodded. and went into his
study., To his mind, there was no doubt
about the facts, and i1t was an over-
whelming blow to him.
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THE NINTH CHAFPTER.
Buntier’s Latest |
L1 ALLO, halle, hallo 1" murmured
H Bob Cherrg. :
It was the following morn-

ing, .and the Remove were
coming out in break. By that time
Harry Wharton & Co. had almost for-
gotten their painful visit to the Head's
stedy, and wore as merry a
usual, ‘They c¢ame out of the House
with Erig Wilmot, who, a3 a member of
: udy No, 1, was often with the Famous

Tive, :

In the quad they passed Mr. Hacker,
miaster of the Bhell.

Hacker glanced at his nephew,

It was the look on his face that caused
Bob Cherry to murmur, and it caused
tha other fellows to stare.

Wilmot started, : )

Mr. Hacker's face, that merning,
looked iroubled and harassed, ss if ho
had some sort of worry on his mind.
Often, -indeed, he had, for he was of a
fusey and worrying disposition,

But as he saw his nephew his brows
contragted darkly, his eyes gleamed, and
he set his lips 1n a tight line. That
expression on Hacker's lace, it was
clear, was in?u!un!m' it leaped there
at the sight of Wilmot. It was such a
lock of scorn and losthing as might have
made any fellow start to see il

As if recollecting himsalf, the master
of the Shell turned abruptly aside, and
walked in another direchian.

Wilmot stared after him blankly.
Harry Wharton & Co. locked at one
another in uncomfortable silence.

Wilmot, sfter watching his uncle out
of sight, turned to them. MHis handsoms
face was a little pale.

“Did vou fellows see?™ he muttered.

" Something’s up with nunky,” said

Bob, with an sattempt at lighiness.
“Turned out of bed oo the wrong side
this morning, what?®

But Wilmot did not amile.

- “What can have happened 7" he said,
i a low, troubled voice.

But the Famous Five could not answer
that question. It looked as if something
had happened; but they could not begin
to ghess what. i

hen Wilmot was first st Greyfriars,
early thab term, his Uncle Hacker had
-displayed not merely kindness, but a
fusay concern for his walfare, which had
mada things rather: uncomfortable for
him. Follows had nicknamed him the
‘“Form-master’s favourite,” and the
" greaser,” in consequence.

Wilmet, however, had made it unmis-
takably elear that he did not want
favouritiem, which had a little offended
Hacker, and caused him to go rather lo
the opposite extrems, and totally ignove
his nephaw. :

MNow, it was clear, thersa was another

a: for Hacker's sudden. end
involuntary look plainly indicated, not
indifference, but angry scorn and
active dislike, -

“¥You haven't been checking him, 1
supposa " asked Harry, at last.

“T haven't spoken to him for a weok,”
answered Wilmot. Ha coloured a little.
“I'm not unFr.n.taiuI I bope, for all
that my uncle’s done for me,” he added.
“But we hardly ever speak to one
another here. Certainly I should never
do or say anything that he could think
disrespectful. I can't understand——"

“He's got his back up about some-
thing,” said the captain of the Remove,
“Blessed if I make him out 1"

Wilmot nodded, and walked away by
himself. It was evident that ha was
“{t‘; much disturbed. j

rnon-Bmith lounged over to the
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Famous Five, bis hands in his pockets,
a grin on his face. He glanced after
Wilmot, as he went, and then at tha
chuma of the Remaove, .

“You fellows know about it?" he
asked, PR

“About what?” asked Harry.

“ Wilmot."' _

“Whst about Wilmot?” asked the
captain of the Remove, rather sharply.

“No need to bite a man’s head off,”
drawled the Bounder. *“But he's in
your study, and you're rather pally
with him, so I thought you might
know.”

“¥You haven't zaid what vet.”

“Whether he was sacked from lis
tast school, T mean.”

The five looked at 8mithy, They did
krow that circumstance, though they
certainly had no intention of telling
Vernon-3mith, or anyone else.

Harry Wharton compressed his lips.
_ “You've no right to say anythi
like that about.any fellow, Smithy,’

he said curtly. “It's not like you,
cither. What the thump do you
mean "

“"Haven’t you heard Bunter's latest,
then I grinned the Bounder.

“ Bunter ! repeated Harry,

* There's no emoke without fire, as a
rule,” remarked Vernon-8mith, * But
if Bunter's made it up, T should advise
Wilmot to kick him hard. Bunter's
telling the wide world that Wilmot
did something at Topham that he had
to leave for. I heard it last evening
in the Rag; but it's not a shorf story,
it's & serial, and Bunter's going on
with it now."

The Bounder laughed.

“1 can see that-vyou fellows know
somsthing,” he said. “ Your jolly old
%?Bﬂkéﬂﬁ‘ countenances give you away,

o bizney of mine:; but if it's frue,
Wilmot must have been an awful ass to
let Bunter hold of it, Might as
well have shouted it from the house-
tops.”

The' Bounder, still laughing, walked
away, leaving the Famous Five ocx-
changing dismayed glances,

“How the thump could Bunter
know '’ said Nugent, when Smithy was
out of hearing. ;

_“1Is there anything he d 't know
with his spying and hiz prying?” sai

Harry savagely. * He must have found
out something -from that letter in the
study yesterday. You remember Wil-

mot Ewi him for spying over his
shoulder when he was reading o
fetter.”

Bob Cherry whistled.

“If Bunter's found it ont, all tha
fat's in the fire,” he satd. * But Wil-

mot said thers was nothing much in
that letter—""
“Enough for Bunter

ber, it scems.™
Wharton compressed his Itpﬂ.

“Come

Billy Bunter could be seen, at a
distance, in the midst of & little crowd
of Remove fellows. Some of them
wera grinnihg, sime locked very
serigus.  Harry Wharton & Co. could
guess Bunter's topie now, iz fat
voics reached them as they walked to-
wards the group. 2

“Y say, you fellows, it's truel [
always knew there was something fishy
about that chap Wilmet. Now I jolly

on I’ he added abruptly.

well know that hs did something at his’

last school, and bad to get out.”
“And how do wou know, you fat
freak1” demanded Peter Todd.

“Did Wilmot tell you?' grinned
Skinner.

“All bunkum, of course,"” said
Squiff, .

“Ptter rot!" gard Tom PBrown.

“Wilmet's all right; snd Bunter can't

possibly knew anything about lim,
anyhow, before he came hove™

“ Beeing ie belisving,” said Buntor
“1 can jolly well tell you I've seen it
in black and white!” " '

“Wilmot wrote it down for vout™
ashed Bkinner; and there was a laugh.

“Oh, don’t be an ass!™ said Bunter.
“ Another chap wrote it down, I can
jolly well tell you-—a chap who knew
him at his last school. INot that I
saw hir letter, you konow. 1 don't
mean that. [ hope I'm not the chap
to look at another chap's lettor.”

“Ha, ha, hal" '

“Blessed if 1 see anything to eackle
at! I never saw the letter, and never
knew that Wilmot had had a letter
from Topham at all. The heast
pritened into e for nothing—absolutely
nothing 1"

“Oh, he pitched inlo you, did hai"
gaid Skinner. “That accounts for the
milk in the coconut. 8o you made this
up fbuut him, becauze he whopped
you.”

““No " roared Bunter.
the letier—-"

“The letter vou didn't look ati"

“Yes. I—I mean—I—I meap—"

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

“¥ou can cackle,” said Bunter; * hut
I think it's pretty thick for a fellow
to butt inte (reviriars, when he's had
to get out of another school. It's plain
enough that he was bunked. hat
fallow Crawley . said that he'd dona
something, and the fellows st Topham
wouldn't touch him with a barge-pole.
Those very worda I*?

. “Who on coarth’s Crawley " asked
Encuﬁ ;
“The chap who wrote that letter
From Topham——""

“The letter Bunater didn't see, you
men,’’ said Skioner.

“Ha, ha, ha "

“You prying worm, nosing into &
man’z lettor 1" exolal Hezeldene.

“1 didn’t 1 roared Bunter. “I never
logked ab the letter! You might da
that sort of thing, Hazel. I hope I'm
above it. Wilmot thought I was look.
ing’ at his letter, because he's a sus
picious beast, He pitched into me with
a ruler. I couldn’t sit down at prep
last might."

“Ha, ha, hat”

"8heer ill-temper," paid Bunter in-
dignantly. “ Making out that a fcllow
was reading hiz letter, you know. As
if I'd lock at his letter 1™

“He saw what was in
looking,™ -

“It was in

: it without
said Skinner.

“Ha, bha, ha ..

“1 say, you fellows——"

“ Anything min this, Wharton ! asked
Skinner, glancing round at the captain
of the Remove. “Do you know why
Wilmot left Topham 77

Harry Wharton did not answer that
question. He pushed through the
crowd of Removites, and grabbed Billy
Bunter by the collar.

There was a roar from the Owl of the
Remove,

“Ow! DBenst!] Lepgol”

Bhake, shake, shake, shake !

“Usrrrrggh1” purgled Bunter.

Shake, shakel

“Gurrgh 1" Bunter epluttered wildly.
“Urrgh! S.g.stop shook—shook—shak-
ing me, you beast! If you' make my
speca fall off—"

Shake, shake!

Bunter swayed like a fat jelly amid
a yell of laughter from the jupiors. He
gasped and gurgled,

% Urrrgh | they get bub-bub-
broken, you'll "have to pi-pip-pay for
them | Will you—— Urrgh! Gurrgh!
Leggo 1" gurgled Bunter, -

Wharton did not lst go! Ho shook
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“ There Is no need for words ! ** sald Mr. Hacker.

banknote [ ** gas
master of the Shell.

and shook. Bunter spluttered frantic-
ally in his grasp, and the other fellows
roared.

Whether the fat Owl was steting
Facts or not, it was clear that he had
been, as usual, spying and prying. ~On
that point, at least, there was no doubt.
He deserved something more than a
shaking, But the shaking was rather
sOVvers,

“There,
Wharton.

“Ciurrrggh Y o _ .

Having shaken the fat junior till hia
arm was tired, Wharfon dropped him,
and Bunter sat down with a un":g‘

“Yocop! Urrgh! Oh crikey!”
gasped Bunter, ' Beast!™

“You fat rotter—"

“Urrrggh 1™ .

“Any more of that,” said Harry,
glaring at the gurgling Owl, “and
you'll get more than Wilmot gave vou
vesterday for spying into his letter."”

“CGrocogh ! [ never— U:r'ggh!"‘

““Then there was a letter?” said
Skinner. _ 1

“Keep that in mind, you spying
worm |* snapp Harry, taking no
notice of Skinner's question.

“Urrggh!" )

“QOnly Bunter's rot, I suppose,” said
Hazel, as the captain of the Hemove
turned away. " Noathing in it7"

“Oh, don't be an ass, Hazel!” was
Wharton's reply.

And he walked away before any more
questions could be asked.

Fellows who wanted further informa-
tion were unable to obtain any from
Billy Bunter. The breathless Owl was
gurg‘lmf, and he was still !ﬁ;w ling
when the bell rang for third aal.

Quite &8 number of Remove men gave
Erig. Wilmot curious looks when the

“you fat  ass!|"™ gasped

¥

|
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Wilmot resled.

Remove went te their Form-room.
Wilmot did not notice it: he was think.
ing of that strange look his uncle had
given him, and wondering, with deep
unensiness, what it might mean. But
he did notice that Mr. Quelch's eyes
dwelt upon him several times with a
very penetrating look. And he knew,
8% wﬁ] as if he had been told, that
something had happencd—somethin
that was known to the masters, but o
which he knew nothing. What was 1t 7

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Handling Horace !

0" HIRTY, old ass'” said Coker.

S Coker looked cross as he came

out of the Fifth Form Room
that mumin?.

S0, as & matter of fact, did a good
many other fellows in the Fifth, For
it wes an undoubted fact that Mr.
Prout had been “shirty ™ in the Form-
fUar.

Only the day before Prout had risen
in Coker's estimation. Alresdy he had
frllen again! He had remained on the
lofty pinnacle of Coker’s esteem less
than twenty-four hours!

He had been, as Coker considered i,
worse than ever in Form that morning.
On a simple matter of English spelling
he had caught Coker up, jawed him,
and scarified him, Coker thought there
was a “k” in oxygen. Prout fancied
that there wasn't. And, as usual, Prout
made out that Coker was wrong, and
jawed him!

Nobody in the Fifthk was surprised at
Prout getting stuffy with Coker., Coker
was enough to turn & Forme-i aster's

““ Give me the banknete, fo refurn to Mr. Prount.” ,
Whmot. * What banknote ?** “ The one taken from Mr. Proui’s study last evening ! ** snapped

* The—the

“ I am no thief ! ** he said huskily.

hair grey, if not to cause it to come out
at the roots, But Prout had been
shirty, ratty, stuffy, as they variously
described it, generally, The old bean,
ga far as the Fifth could mee, was
worried about something, and took it
out of hiz Form.

Generally, Prout was placid and easy-
going. Blundell and his friends often
talked games in clase in lew voices, and
cither FProut didn't hear, or tactfully
pretended that he dida't. But a
worried Prout was s changed Prout.

Even Blundell, eaptain of the Fifthk,
was. told not to tal
mand that made Blundell stare blankly
—gyurprised, hurk, and ::iig;niﬁm], Price
—a less important man than Blundell—
was given lines for whispering to
Hilton, Hilton was given lines for
raizing his eyebrows. Three or four
men were ordered to write papers over
again.  Altogether, it had not been =
happy morning in the Fifth,

So not only Coker, but quite a lot of
Fifth Form men, frowned when they
cams out. Snme-thini; was worrying
Prout—and making him shirty—that
was clear to all the Fifth. And-some
of them fancied they knew what it
was.

8o, as Coker stalked forth into the
guad and told Potter and Greene that
Prout was, after all, a shirty old ass,
six or seven of the Iifth followed on
Coker's track.

“The old denkey!” resumed Coker.
“Ohstinate old ass, you know—"

“Wheo's running Prout down now?”
inquired Potter, sarcastically, mindful
gffﬂal:er's remarks mn the study the day

efore.

(Continued on page 16.)
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“Don’t be a silly ass, George Potter!

T can tell you, 'm getting fed-up with
tha obd ass| T Jall% sealt timse Do was
told where he got off;
good mind

**You silly ass!” said Potter.

“You burbling chump [” said Grecne.

“"Eh " ejaculated Coker. “"What?”
He stared at his friends; he did not
often hear painful truths like this from
Potter and Greone.

“The old. bean's like n bear with a
sore head to-day,” snarled Potter, “and
it's all your fault!”

“ My fault I repeated Coker.

“Insulting him, ~you silly, cheeky
ass 1" said Greene. " He's said nothing
about it—too dashed dignified, I su
pose—but it's made him fearfully
ghirty."

“What the thum o

“Here's the sgilly fooll” It was
Blundell's voice; and the captain of the
Fiith came up with hali a dozen other
seniors, * Here, Coker—-"'

Coker stared round angrily and in
- BUrprise.

irat of all, Petter and Greene unex-

tted]y.told him.what they thought of
ﬁ?c'.wthen Blundell ealled himr a fool;
and now, & crowd of the Fifth sur-
rounded him with grim .and hostile
looks.. Coker did not catch on.

“Loock here—" he began Lotly.
“ What—"

“We've all been through it this morn-
ing1” said Blundell, glaring at Coker.
“Nice time we've had, haven't we!l
What 7

“Ig-that my fault '™ hooted Coker.

“Yes, it jolly well is! What do you
want to rag-the man for1” snorted the
captain of the Fifth. “Prout’s all right
if he's let alone,” Well, let.sleeping dogs
lic, see? That's-a proverb.”

“ Look here—"

“It's what you did rua_terdaf, of
epurse,” gaid Bluhdell. *That silly rot
yvou were talking in the games study
about——"

“1 niever——"

“You jolly well did 1" snorted Potier.
“You told Greens and mo that you'd
done it.”

“Yer, but—"

“Everybody knew!" said Blundell.

“But I never—" FsPed Coker.

“You jolly well did!” said Price,
“What's the good of telling whoppers
about it, Coker " ;

“If you make out ITm t&]hng:
whoppers, you cheeky cad, Price—"
roared Coker in wrathful indignation,

“Bnaffle him!" said lundell,
“ Prout’s an ass, all right; but if telling
him so is going to make him rag us in
class, Coker has got to learn to keep off
the grasg—"

“ But—" howled Coker.

Coker was given no time to explain.
Fifth Form men_ collared him on all
sides, and proceeded to knock his head
against_ a free, .

Coker roared wildly.
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In the games studi' the previous day
Coker ha.g talked of that message he
intended to leave for Prout in his utquﬁt
and the Fifth Form men had laughed.
Potter and Greene, like good pals, had
tried to dissuade him—in vain [

Coker had dona it! Potter and
Greene knew, and most. of the Fifth
knew that he had dono it!

What they did not know yet was that
Coker, afj’;nfwardu experiencing &

8 change of spirit, had undone it!

8o Prout being in an unusupl shirty
state that morming, they took it for
granted that it was Coker's insulting
message that had done the trickl No
doubt it would have produced such an
effect had Prout seen it. .

Believing that he had, and that he
was shirty in consequence, the Fifth
Form men dealt faithfully with Coker |
Blundell declared that they were going
to knock a little sense into his head, zif
they could !

That was by no means an easy pro-
position ! But whether any sense could
ba knotked into Coker's head or not, at
least it could be knocked—and it was,
hard |

In fact banged! )

Coker, a hefty man, struggled; but in
the grasp of five or six big seniors, even
Coker's muscular powers were of little
use.

His hapless head banged on the elm,

and banged again, and yet again. Ho
roarved frantically,

“Give  him o few more!” said
Blundell. .

Bang, bang!

“0Oh crikey! Ow!” yoared Coker,
“I tell you I never— Owl Wow!
I didn’t— VYow-ow-ow! It wasn'd
that that madde ~Prout shirty—
Yaroooh 1

“0h, don’t be a fool!” gaid Blundell.
“Do you think you can leave a man a
message in his study that he's an old
ass without making him shirty?"

T neve .

“You jolly well did!™” said Potier.
“I'm surprised at you, Coker! You
told us you did—"

" Yes, you gilly sss!™ howled Coker.
“But I went and took it away again
before Prout saw it——"

L1 ] Eh ETJ

“What ™

“Oht

“Dhid you?"

The seniorzs ceased to bang Coker's
head ! Coker rubbed it! ]

“Ow! ¥Yes, you dummies!” he
gasped. “Prout didn't see it when he
came Iin—he was reading a letter or
something, and missed it—and then he
butted in when those fags were ragging
me, 50 I changed my mind and went
aneé took it away—— Owl And he
never saw it at all.”

“0Oh 1” gasped Potter.

“(Oh!” gasped Greene.

“(Oh!' gaid Blundell, *“8ure he never
saw it7 Then what's made him g0 joliy
ghirty to-day?®

“How should I know ¥ roared Coker,
rubbing his head. 1 know he never paw
that paper—I went and took it away,
while he was in Locke's study—it was
just where I'd left it—"

“Then if it wasn't that, what's the
matter with him this murningi? Any-
body can see that he’s fearfully upset
about something.”

“Can't be merely Coker’a Epe]lin’,”
rﬁmar}:ad Hilton, " Prout's hardened to
that I’

" Bomoething’™s h?pp-nnﬂd to  upset
him,” said Blundell. “Well, I thought
it was your gilly rot, of course, Coker |
If we've haneed your head for nothing,

vou can take it as a tip not to be such
a goat, seel”
You silly ass!™ Lowled Coler.

He wasa left rubbing his head. It felt
rather painful on the outside, though
inside there was, perhaps, little: to
damaga,

The Fifth were left guite puzzled to
aecount for what was the matter with
Prout. Nobody had the remotest iden
that he had missed a banknote from his
abud;.n ‘anc: that the conviction was
foreing itsell slowly but surely into his
mind that a theft must have been com-
mutted, and worrying him fearfully.

Ignorant of that, the Fifth were
simply perplexed. If he hadn't econ
Elal-ier's idiotic message, it couldn't be

at.

Prout's 'orm could only hope that
ha would be better after dinner, but
they were disappointed. Prout wasn't
better after dinner; he was worse,

THE ELEVENTH CHAFTER.,
Sticky 1

12 BAY. you fellows—"
I “Cet out 1" i .
“If you eall that civil—*
said Billy Bunter warmliy,
“Kick him 1™
Williain George Bunter, it appeared,
was not ” persona grata ¥ 1n Study No, 1

Not wvncommonly, fellows did not
want to see Puntér at tea-time. But
on this cceasion the Famous Five of the
HRemove not only did not want to see
Bunter, but they gave him deadly
glares when he presented his fat face
and big V:'pectaclea in the doorway.

Eric Wilmat gave him & quiet look,
but did not speak; the Famous Five,
however, all spoke at once-—and with
amphlsia; :

“You fat, foozling frump—". said
Bobh Cherry.

“¥ou prying worm!" said Johnny
Bull.

“ Zat out ¥ snapped Nugent.

“'Kick the fat bluebottle I* said Farry
Wharton, “You're nearest, Inky !V

“The kickfulness iz the proper caper,”
remarked Hurree Jamset RKam SBingh,
getting out of his chair.

“(Oh, really, wyou fellows—"" pro-
tested Bunter. I say, what are you
f':;tting ahirt;,r about, you silly [atheads?

hat's up !

up !

They glljaréd at him, By that time
what Bunter had learned from Craw-
lex's letter wae known to all the Bemove
and talked up and down the Form,

It had, of course, reached Wilmot's
ears by that time. Beveral fellows had
spoken to him about it, receiving curt
raplies, or no replies at all, :

f# was a dismaying state of affairs to
the new junior. o

The fact that nothing was known at
Greyfriars of his disaster at T-::}Jha.m.
except to the Famous Five, and that
the tamous Co. gave him their friend-
ship and complete trust, helped him to
believe that there was still a chanea for
him. He had resolved to blot the bitter
past out of hizs mind a3 much as he
could and look to the future, making
the most of the chance given him by
his uncle’s influence with the Head of
Greviriara, :

But if he was to make good ab Grey-
friars, it depended on the miserable
secret remaining & secretf.

Bunter certainly had not learned the
facts, but he had learned enough to
make Wilmot the talk of the Form, and
to make many of the fellows wonder
whether he had been “sacked * from
his last school.

He could only hope that when the

“in the Remove that day.



lopic had been talked out it would die
away and bo forgotten; meanwhile, he
ftad to endure being an  object of
curviosity and a subject of discussion.

He wondered, too, whether it had
reached Mr., Hacker's eara and caused
that black and bitter look Hacker had
wivenn him that morning. The master
of the Bhell had done a big thing for
him in getting him into Greyfriars. It
would be an intolerabls state of alfsirs
for Hacker if a story spread in the
~cheol that his nephew had been expelled
“vom another school. .

Harry Wharton & Co. were intensely
cxasperated, They believed in Wilmot
--and he had trouble enough on hand,
without having it added to by Billy
Bunter's prying and tattling.

“Cive i;dm ona for mel” growled
Johnny Bull, as the Nabob of Bhanipur
rose from hia chair,

“And one for me I"* said Bob Cherry.

Billy Bunter blinked warily at the
nabaob.

“I say. you fellows, don’t play the
zoat 1™ he urged. “I haven't come here
ig tem, if that's what you faney, I
never knew you had a cake—"

 "Turn round, my esteemed and
iliotic Bunter.”
“Oh, really, Inky—— Ow! Loggo ™

roared Bunter, as Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh irnhlm& him by the collar and
slewed him round. ™1 say, you fellows,
I ¢amna herea with & message—

“Rick him out, Inky*

“A message from Hacker!” roared
Binter, “Honest Injun [

“"Oh, hold on, Inky!” exclaimed
Harry Wharten.  If there was really
a message from Wilmot's uncle, it had
10 deliverad hefora Bunter was
Lkicked out. f :

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh released
the fat junmior's collar. Billy Bunter
rive an angry grunt.

“I say, you fellows—--"" )

“ Cough it up, you fat fool I snapped
Wilmoet, Sinee his uncle had given him

that strange look in the F@ua{l that morn-

ing ha had not seen . Hacker and
had heard nothing from him,
Bunter blinked at him. :
“¥You needn't call me names ! he said
scornfully. “I haven't jolly well been
=acked, anyhow—Ilike you have !
“Have you a message from my
uncle 1 asked Wilmot, between hia

teeth, ]

“¥Yea. 1 =ay, vou [ellows, 15 that
Arawberry jam?Y asked Bunter, with
hiz eyes and spectacles on a fcrt of jam
that graced the tea-table. I say——"

“Zet 1t out, you fool!” exclaimed
VWilmot.

“Beasti You're to go to Hacker's
study,” snorted Bunter., “He stopped
me as I was coming up and told me o
tell you. Like his cheek, I think, send-
ing Remove men on messages to his
rotten relationa! You can tell him from
e that he's a cheeky old ass! Seo?”

Wilmot, leaving tha tea-table, crossed
io the deoor; as he went he let out his
foof, and there was a roar from Bunter.
- *Owl Yarcooh |

Wilmot left the study and hurried to
tho stairs.

“Cheeky cad l'" aaid Bunter. * Lucky
for him he's gone: I'd have mﬂlz?_?ed up
the study with him ! I say, you fellows,
I'll"stay to tea now that cad's gone.”

YWill youi"” said the captain of the
Iemove grimly,

“Yes, old chapl T shouldn’t care to
tca with a fellow who was turned out
nf his school, of course! I say, what do
vou think 1t was Wilmot did at
Fopham? 1 didn't sese that in the
létter, Do you fellows know ¥

* Zo you own up to reading the letter,
you prying porpoise 2
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“Eh? No, certainly not! I hope I'm
not the chap to read a Eh&i‘r’a letter.
I'm a bit more particular than some
fellows I could name! 1 say, 13 that
strawherry jam

“¥ee, it's strawberry jam -

“Good! I like strawberry jam——-"

"“¥You shall have it,” said the captain
of the Bemove. “ You fellows agree to
let B?unter have the jam before he
gFoos "

“Yes, rather |” grinned Bob,

“The vatherfulness is terrifie.”

“Giood egg 1" said Nugent, " Let hin
have the lot IV

Billy Bunter beamed. Tt was a two-

oun ot of stvawberry jam, and

unter liked all jam—and especially
strawberry. Ha could hardly believe
in his geod luck when the Famous Five
without a dissentient voice agroed to
let him have the whole lot. He did not
yvet know how it was to b given,

“1 say, you fellowe,” he gasped, “got
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the neck; Harry Wharton picked up
the jar of jam, - Bunter wrigg:f::{! wildly.

“Ow | al'hnrrur you up ftol” he
roared. !
_“Giving you the jam!” snswered
Harry. :

* Grovoosogh 1

Bunter liked jam; ho liked it in buolk.
But he did not iikﬂ 1t Ewnmpingilnll gvey
hie fat faco and mixing with his hair.
Taken hke that, Bunter disliked even
strawherry jam.

But that was how he got it,

'; l:xfg:rn'rrrrgh " gurgled Bunter as he
got i

“Let him have the lot!” chuckled
Bob. "“Bunter likes jam! He likes
jam as muych as he likes reading other
ellows' letterg—-="

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Currrecrggeh ¥

“Bhove some down his back |2

“Ha, ha, ha ™
“Wurrrrggh 1" ﬁlirgled Bunter, “0Oh?

a spm}:;? A tablespoon ;.-.'ﬂl Lgu—r- ; 'ﬁi}m h!l ﬂ?ﬂﬂs . I*ﬁ E" Etiﬂt!:j
say, wharrer you up tol a | B ou beas vrrrggh !
say—" y ? 88 “Now all kick together 1
Johnny Bull grasped the fat Owl by (Continued on next page)
(1
He iz portly and plump, is Paal Pontitex Prouts

the Fith iz the Form he inhabits,
He tells us incredible stories about

His prowssz st shooting and putting o rout
any bears (or mora probably rabbits),
I':iﬂufmin the Rockies he mﬁtﬁ. miayed
& wild Eﬂﬁlﬂt bears runnl::-
met wond gt al that ﬂmnfm displayed]
o w wa o4 now we're afraid
rg:ldﬂ: haz lost much of its conning |

(2)
And now, when he somelimas takes out
of ils caan
Hix wj-ﬂﬂhﬂ'hl' sporting repeater,
A wiztinl axpreszsion breake out on his Isce
A3 his thonghts travel back at & Inrlons

Paod
To a lifs that was younger and swastar.
Ab, thoas are the momenis he really

anjoys,
‘Whm£ blithely escapex from the
To onee again his old bearing and

As hm:n forth to meet, oot & parosl

ol “ﬁ
Bat of bears, whick was rather more
pleasent 1

(8)

Safgialass sttt
-1 2
And bears, inoffe ay fadi In

d him my

in muunim!m . fta 17
8, Gf 8pie ¢ o8, qu
ught the old chump would continue all

For his

talkdng machinery’s chronie |

dlsiress,

The

(N
The canse of it all I don*t know, I confeas,

I Bell Though Iha rxonal %
L“— But Promty ll};:m ‘:m et

The stody was 8lled with a terrible mess,
As down cama & lomp of the eeiling !
and moriar hit Froot on the

¢ : :
And it burst like a bomb In the action ;
Oh, ggﬁt was the fall liks the fall of old

ms,
And ag ;1:? ssconds® dme I was hureyiog
With my heart fall of glad satistaction !

P Y o . AL T e,

He's the greatest gunman the world hae ever
known . . . says our clever long-baired poet,
o is? Why

PAUL PONTIFEX PROUT.
the master of the Fifth Form at Greyiriars,

1'd some hesitation i mlfa Pro
When be once siaris (o ke Is fsnrfnl.
Ha'll bore you to tears, and {here Isn™ & doabt

!‘hﬂﬂnnumuwmﬂthunﬂlwmlmﬂ
I&E:rh:“hmkm Pyﬁfnﬁmuitﬁhﬁ
Lndinmihnttruuruﬂ endas “'
Tl Sorey, Bet S T aoet s T St Ay
[ & ol =
Like brook in the poem, foE ever |
{8)

" Well, woll | " he exclaimed., * 1 must izy
to aswist

Bush & geniuz buddiog obscorsly,

This ohance of calebrity muost nod be missed,
Faul Pontilex Proot must be placed on the Bst
Of the famons men Interviewsd, surely !

I was born—Ilef me see—Dbut no matier tha

Ik iy trifiing, and soaroely saseénitial.
i ot el ol il i
wAS nte
And the whole thing was most mﬂd:'miﬂ*

with & ory of
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“ Oooogh 1"

A jamnmy DBunter Dbounded out of
Study No 1. Five feet, all landing to-
gether, helped him out,

= door slammmed on him,

It was tea-time, but for the next half-
hour Billy Bunter was not thinking of
tea; ho was washing off jam.

Bunter did not lﬁm washing, but he
washed and washed and washed till he
was quite tired, and even then Bunter
was still sticky—especially about the
hair.  That end of Bunter was still
jammy,

Bunter never scemed able to learn
that the way of the itransgréssor was
Lard; Lut he could not help learning
after that application of jam_that such
transgressors bad o sticky end,

—

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Condemned !

RIC WILMOT felt a throb of un-
easiness as he entered Mr.
Hackor's study.

Tt was a long timo since he had
entered that study-—not, indeed, sinco
the time when he had made it clear that
he did not want favouritism, and had
thereby given offence to the fussy master
of the Shell. Somethiug must have hap-
pened to eause Hacker to send for him
—espocially after that look he had given
him in the quad. What had happened ¥
Had somo echo of Bunter's tatile
roached Hacker? But he felt, he knew,
that it was something more serious than
that., But what? ‘

Hacker's look was not reassuring.

He was standing, his hand resting on
s corner of the study table. e signed
to Wilmot to close the door without
speaking. -

The junior did so, and stood waiting.

Hacker's eyes were on him—hard,
penetrating, searching. The master of
the Shell must have had affection for his
nephew, to have done so much for him,
after hia disgrace at Topham. But thera
was no sign of affection in his look.
Thera was aversion—scorn-—something
like loathing. His expression brought
the cclour in a flood to Wilmet's face.

As Hacker did not speak—it scemned
az if he could not—the junior broke the
silence at last.

“You sent for me, sic?” he asked.
“ Bunter said—" i

“Yes!” Hacker’s reply came like &
whip-cut. “I sent for you!l I have not
done so, to speak of your ingratitude—
vour hardened rascality. et, after
what happened at your last school, one
might have expected you to make some-
thing of the chance I gave you.”

Wilinot almost staggered.

“What have I dene '™ he multered,

“Don't provaricate! ¥You know what
sou've done”

“"T've done nothing."

Mr. Hacker made a gesture of repul-
B0

His nephew looked at him, almost
wildly. He was beginning to under-
stand row. Something had happened--
he already knew that. It was something
terrible—and he was suspected because
of what had happened at Topham.

“Oh " he panted. *0Oh!”

The colour was drained from his face,

“Thera 13 no need for worda!™ said
Mr. Hacker. “Give me the banknote,
to return to Mr. Prout.”

“The—the banknote?”

“Yes 1™ snapped the master of the
Shell. '

“*What banknote®” :

“The one taken from Mr., Prout's
study last evening.”

Wilinot- reeled. He caught at the
table for support. 8o that waa it.

Tre Macwer LiBRART.—INo. 1,400.
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You—you think—"

husky and brolen.
_ “Deon't waste words. Do you think it
is pleazant to me to speak to you on
such a subject!” snarled Mr. Hacker.
“ Give me the banknote! I have wailed
—hoped against hope, that vou might
repent of what you did, and bring it to
me of your own accord—and confess!
But you are teo hardened, I sec that”

“I have taken nothing.™

“ After what happened at Tﬂf)!'i{llrh I
trusted voun—>believed in you! I am not
naturally & trustful man—but I could

His voice came

not, I would not, believe that my
naphﬂw was a thicf| But pow——"

‘I am no thief™

“85 wyou said at Topham, when

another boy's notecase dropped froni
iuur pocket, with the money missing |

believed you, in spite of evidence that
forced vour headmaster to expel you,”
said Mr. Hacker bitterly. * Do you aszk
me to believe you now 77

"I never—" ]

“MThere is o thief in this school ™ said

Mr. Hacker. “Was thera a thief before
you came? Give me the banknote.’”

Wilmot tried to pull himself together.
Ho was almost overwhelmed.,  There
had been a theft—a theft! What was
Hacker to think? What was the Head
to think—and Quelch? He remembered
how sharply, keenly, Quelch had locked
at him in the Form-room. Ho knew
now of what Quelech had been thinking.

Ho was condemned—unheard! = DBud
what were they to think? If there had
been a theft, of whom were they to
think, but of the fellow who had EEEI'I
expelled from another school on such a
chasge?

Inevitably it came home to him, Guilty
or not guilty, it eame home to him. In
hiz unelo's mind, he was condemned
without o doubt.

BMr. Hacker held out a thin hand.

“Will you give me the banknote " he
asked harshlr.

“I can't give you what I baven't got,”
said Wilmet thickly.

“Tio you dare—"

“I never know a banknote had been
taken. I've heard nothing of it.
can't believe it now.”

*MNothing has been said, so far. Mr.
Prout is still trying te believe that ne
theft has been commmitted,” said the
masthr of the Shell, with a bitter curl of
the lip. “He knows nothing of your
past, and thinks, perbaps. that suspicion
might fall on his own Form He will
not face that, unless he is driven to it.”

Wilimot eaught his breath.

He could not help the thought coming
into his mind, if only Hacker had been
more like Prout.

But doubt and suspicion came natur-
ally to Mr. Hacker, It was sgainst all
his own suspicious instincts that he had
kept his faith in his accused nephew—
crushing down doubts, Now he had
gone to the opposite extreme.

= Euthinthm}d be said,” went on Mr.
Hacker. ' “ Dr. Locke has not yet been
informned of the oceurrence. Your Form-
waster, of course, knows how matters
stand—at least, I have no doubt that he
does; If the hanknote 13 returned.
geandal may be m’ﬂid&d—m{) name oand
reputation need not be brought to

shame by my nﬁhew’s econduct. But it
must be return —E;E; onee]  You must

leave Greviriars—

¥ Leave Greviviars 1™

“Can you imegine that I will allow
vou to remain after you have repeated
yvour exploitz2 of Topham here?” ex.
claimed %Ir. Hacker. “Arve vou out of
your senses?"”

“I've done nothing—"

“1 will not listen to that.
to give me tho banknofe abt once. You
will leave the school in the morning.

I order vou.

There necd be no epen disgrace-—oven
you, hardened as you arc. moust be glad
of that,” said 3r. Hacker bitlerly.

Wilmot’s eves gleamed.

*You cannot send me away,” e zaid,
tr;.'in? to speak steadily. ol BIC ROb
my headmaster—not even iy Forwe
master. I have a right—"

“ What ¥ breathed Mr. Hacker.

“I have a right to justice. I lLave a
right to appeal to my headmaster. |
will not go without that. I will not!"”

Mr. Hacker gave him & look of cou-
centrated bitterncss,

“Then wou do not even desire to
avoid a scandal—you ave prepared to
drag my name in the mire, after I have
taken the risk of bringing »ou heve,
to give you o chance jyou ncver de-
served.”

Wilmot winced. - )

“If you persist in thiz" said Mr,
Hacker, “you must have your way. I
have no power to prevent vou from cry-
ing this matter from the house-tops, if
vou wigh, If vou prefer to leave the
schaol branded as a thief—"

“Won't you listen toe me?” panted
Wilmot. " You helieved in me onece.
when the evidence was so strong that
muy headmaster, all my friends, turned
me down and believed me guilty. Can't
you try to believe me now 1"

“I eannot!” said Mr, Hacker. A
boy condemned for theft has been ad-
mitted here—his -;':cmmﬁ ig followed by o
thoft! That 15 encugh.”

Wilmot winced again, as if a blow
had been struck. He could see how it
looked in Hacker's eves.

“PBut-—but give me a chonee!™ he
glmost wla regd. “What 15 the evi-
dence now—have you auy reason to sup-

ose that [ have eover been near Mr.

rout’s study "

“1 require pnone ™

“I've not been in the study at all, that
I remember. I've never had any
reason——" )

“Any boy can enfer o sftudy if Lo
chaoses, unséen, and youn have choten to
do so. As for witnesses, you would
hardly select o moment when eyes ﬂl:ﬁht
be upon vou,” said Mr. Hecker bitterly.
“T do not expect evidence to be found
—unless, indeed, you should be as care-
less as brfore, and allow what you have
taken to fall from your pocket, like the

Topham boy's notecase,” added the
master of the B8Shell, with savage
SATCASINL. .

“Don’t ! muttered Wilmot. e

gasped fer breath. .

“T have no desire to prolong this in-
terview. (liva me the banknote, to be
veturned to BMr. Prout, and then——-"

“You say thet Mr. Prout 12 nol sure
there has been a theft.  He may have
lost the banknote—everybody knows he
is carcless in some things, It may be
found—>" -

“ Do you imagine that I have willingly
come b0 the conclusion that my faith in
ou was a mistake? The banknote has

wn searched for—Mr. Prout’s study
has been examined, every inch of it care-
fully serutinised—the corridor searched
from end to cud. The benknote i3
gone.” »

4 Byt—but—"" stammercd Wilmot,

“Tt was left on Prout’s table under a
paper-weight, Such earclessness—but
never mind that! Mr. Prout clings to a
hope that it may have blown away, s
his window was open—he is willing to
distrust the evidence of his senses rather
than believe in a theft! The Eaper-
weight weighs more than a pound; the
hanﬁmta was placed under it. Yet he
chooses to fancy——"" ‘The master of
the Shell broke off with san angry grunt.
“He knows nothing of your past, or he
would know what to think., Your Forms-
master .

“I don't believe Mr. Quelch thinks so,




I can sce now that he as doubts, but I
don't believe—"

“Enough! Will you return the bank-
nota 1 -

“I cannot ! T never—"

“Listen to e, Eric! Unless the
banknote is ycturned, the matter will be
made public. Prout may belicve what
he chooses—others will know what to
believe, All Greyfriars will know therae
has been a theftj Dr. Locke will take
the matter up—""

“Let him, then! Ha may find who
has really taken the banknote, if it has
breen taken——""

“He will reach the conclusion that I
have reached! Can he do otherwise?”
“J—I hope—--* ‘

“I wondered,” said My, Hacker, with
concentrated bitterness, " that, knowing
that you must be suspected, you ven-
tured to do this. I see now that youn are
more hardened than I dreamed. You
are prepored to face shame and disgeace,
to keep your plunder.”

“Uncle 1"

“Go " Alr. Hacker pointed to the
door with a trembling hand., *“CGol 1
have done my best—I would have saved
vou from open disgrace! You chooso it
of your own accordl Go!l ‘The matter
i3 not in my hands—onece tha matter is
made public, I can do nothing, ¥You
choose to face disgrace, which I must
share with you. Gol”

“T give you my word—"

“Leave my study.”

Wilmmot gave him one look, and went
out of the study. His face was liko
chalk as he went, and many curious syes
turned on him as he went blindly out
ipto the quad.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Suspected !

6 ROUT all over 1" grunted Colier
P of the Fifth.

. “Just  like Prout|"

marked Bob Cherry.

* Prout’s latest I"' said the Bounder.

" (] azzl” said several fellows,

'They were gatherod before the notice-
ward, on which was a ‘paper in Mz
Prout's hand., Fellows read that paper,
and commiented on it, and a nerm
vonn that it was juat like Prout, and
Prout all cver! The paper van:

ra-

“LO3T!

“In the vicinity of Mr. Prout’s study,
a Lbanknote for £10, Anyone finding the
same, pleaze reburn to Mr. Prout IV

“Ten't he the giddy limit?"” Horace
Coker wanted to know. " Strewing
banknotes all over the shop 17 _

“The strewfulness is not terrific!”
remarked Hurrea Jamset Ram Singh.
;“]ilﬁra is only one csteemed banknote
ost. :

“Chucking banknotes all over the
place 1" said Coker, unheeding. I must
say it's like Prout "

‘1 knew there was something up ”
remarked Blundell. *I suppose that’s
\i.-h:,rlf]m old bean has been so shirty all
Jday ¥

“That's it!" egreed Poiter. *“Ha
ought to be more careful with his silly
hanknotes.™

“Careful " jeered Coker, " Catch
Prout being careful about anything | He
will be losing the back of his head
pext 1* . . L.

“Well, it's a bit thick, taking it oub
of his Form, because he lozes bank-
notes 1" said Greene, “I call it thickl
I suppose it ain't the fault of the Fifth
that he's lost his tenner 1™

“It’s somebody’s fault!”  grinned
Price. “PBanknotes den't walk away "
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“Oh, shut up, Pricey !™ said ihilton.

Price shrugged his shoulders.

“All rot I he said. ¥ What's the good
of & man saying that a banknoto was losk
near his study? If it was there he could
pick it up. Old Prout hasn't been like
2 bear with a sore head beeause he's lost
ten quid. He knows jolly well that if a
tenner went out of his study, somobody
helped it go. That's what’s the matter

with him.”

“Bhut up, TPrice!” said a dozen
voices,

Price walked away, shrugging his

shoulders. As o matter of fact, he had
only voiced what was in a good many
minds, A banknote lost near s study
could be found. If it couldn’t—m

“Price ought to be kicked!" said
Coker, staring after him as he went
*Is he suggesting that somebody may
have pinched Prout’s tenner? Ho jolly
well ‘aught to be kicked.™

Harry Wharton & Co. left the group
by the notice-board, and went out into
the quad. There they looked at oue
anothor.

“Tmpossible ' said Frank Nugont.

“Tervifically impossible 1" aclored
Hurres Jamset Ram 3ingh.

“The chap’s all right 1" said Boh,

“I'm sure he's all right ! said Johnny
Bull, more slowly, however.

Harry Wharton nodded.

“It's plain what Hecker thinks,” he
said, in & low voice. * He knew of this,
of course. ¥ou remembey that look he
gave Wilmot this morning.””

"I remember |" gaid Frank uvoneasily.

“I-—~I—-I s=uppose, knowing what he
does, he can’t ielp thinking—""

“We can, I hope, whether Hacker
can or not!™ said Harry quietly.
“It's no good saying that it doesn’t look
rotten—becausa it does! But I can’t
and won't beliove that Wilmot iz &
wiong un! I ean't—and I won't "

“He's not 1" said Bobh., “ But where's
the dashed banknote? That cad Price
was bound to sﬁ,’ something nesty; but
still, banknotes don’t walk away, just as
he said.”

“I've heard that Prout’s given them a
beano in the Fifth to-day ! said Johnny
Bull, “Of course, he's fearfully
worried if he thinks—"

“Prout's o gentleman, with all his
funny ways?? said Harry. “He won't
beliove such an awful tlung unless he's
driven bto it. It's pretiy plain that he's
stuck that notice on the board as a sort
of forlorn hopa”

“ Knowing all the time——" muttered

+

“Well, o must know that banknotes
don't welk away, as that measl
bounder Price put it ! If it was dropp
about his study, it must have been
looked for pretty thoroughly before
Prout would stick that mnotice on the
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show [ sneered Bunier, Y Bult 1'd joity
well like to know what you say now,"”

The Famous Five lcoked at Bunter!
Thoy had forgoiten for the moment
Bunter's **latest.” But it rushed inte
their minds, at once, that other fellows
watlld not he long in connecting Bunter's
latest with Prout’s missing banknote |

The fat Owl blinked at them through
his big spectacles.

"That's what I want te know!” he
declared. *“What do you say mow?
Wilinot did something at Topham, and
was kicked out Now there's somebody
pinching banknotes out of beaks’
studies |

“You fot idiot—"

“¥You can call a fellow names,™
sugered Bunter, “but I think it's pretty
thick! Chaps coming hera pinching
banknotog——=""

“8hut up 1" roared Bob Cherry.

“¥ah! I jolly well know whe's got
that tenner, snd I can jolly well say—

Yarooogh! Whooogh | Whooop |
Lﬁo" you beasts 1" i
; aving Bunier sprawling and roar-

ing, the Famous Five walked away.
Herbert Vernon-8mith camo along with
a ‘Erin o his faceo.

“You men still pelly with that chap
Wilmot 1" he u-.skecﬁ

*Yes, we aral" said Harry grufly.

“Rightho! Give him a tip, then !”
suggested the grioning Bounder. "I
suppose you know what Prout’s notice
means? If a chap wa into  his
study and told him he had picked up
that banknote, and brought it in, Prout
would swallow it whole—hook, line, and
sinker | He'd be glad, too! That's that
';[‘n;;ham man's best guess—if he's got

“And if he hasn't?” said Harry

sagely.
- "I;y he hasn't, all serene!” said the
Bounder, laughing. " But fellows aren’t
sacked for nothing. I suppose the Big
Beak at Topham knew what he was
about when he pushed the chap out into
the wide world, whati"”

“You've no right to suppose,” mut-
tered Harry, *“ Bunter's tattle——"

“Oh, don’t be a goat "' said Smithy.
“Some things speak for themsclves!
Why did the chap start the term at
Topham, and come here in the second
week? Why did he never mention Top-
ham, till 1t came out by accident that
he'd been there? If what Bunter says
he saw in that letter isn’t true. why
docsn't Wilmot knock it on the head?
Think I'd let a fellow go round saying
that I'd been sacked from another
achool?"!° The Bounder sneered, '‘Ha
hasn't even denied it—only tells fellows
ta shut up, or to mind their own bizney,
if they ack him anything. It’s 1rue
enough.” )

Smithy chuckled. ;

“ And you fellows koow it 1" ke added
coolly.

(Continudd an next page.)

board. If it's been
looked for, and not
found r

Bob shivered.

“ Samebody’s got
it,” he muttered.

“Well, it looks
HE"—”

crI 5 @Y,
fellows—

“0Oh, blow awar,
Bunter !” snapped
Wharton, “Do you
want to be jamined
again "

“"Beast ! You can
jam a chap's head,

ecause he's down
on a fellow coming
here after getting
sacked from his own

D
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“Wilmot's a betler chap than you've
ever been, or will be!” gnapped Bob.

“Very ii!:(‘si;.' I egreed Vernon-8mith.
1 don't set up to be a plaster saint.
But that's not the point, as you jolly
well know. The point is, did he de
something st his last school that he
had to get out for? It looks as if he
didn-ang if that's so, you fellows could
tell Prout if you |H§gf|, the likeliest man
to ask for his tenuer.”

And the Bounder walked away laugh-

ing.

E\ere’s Wilmot 7 asked WNugent
uneasily. “He never came back to the
study after going down to sec Hacker.
,&ll}'i:-od zeent him sipce [

MNobody had !

“I1—I suppose we can puess what
Hacker wanted to see him for now!”
said Harry. “Let's look for the chap
and let him know that we're standing
by lhim, at any rate.”

The Co. read ta that;
looked for Wilmaot.

He was not easy fo find.

It was close on time for calling-over
when they came on him, at last, in a
::lzciuded and dusky corner behind the

ms.

He was walking to and fro, his hands
thrust deep into his pockets, his face
white and tormented. A flush of colour
dyed it, for & moment, as he saw the

amous Five, z

“Looking for you, old bean!" said
Bob, as cheerfully as he could.

* Better leave me alone !” muttered
Wilmot.

“Why * asked Harry, very q;:iet'[}f.

“You haven't heard, of course! You
will soon!  FProut's lost a banknote, and
my uncle thinks I know where it 151"

The Famous Five stood silent, They
could see that Wilmot had not seen
Prout's notice yet; he did not know
that the matter was publie, and all sorts
of surmises running riot.

“You'll hear soon!” said Wilmot
drearily. “Hacker's certain that I had
it! He stood by me over the Topham
business, but this haz put the lid on!
I'm not surprised! hat iz ha to
think? What iz anybody to think?

You fellows—"

and thoy
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He choked.

Perhaps there was, in the heavis of
the chums of the Remove, an icy chill
of doubt. If so, they drove it away.

“Bunter's gabble might have been
forgoiten,” went on Wilinot. * It won't
be forgotten now ! Fellows will soon be
guttmg‘ two and two together—if that

anknote isn't found! I'm done for
here=—the same as [ was at Topham!
It's like ¥ate!” He gave a groan.
“"You remember you said  once,
Wharton—onco a thief, always s thief!
That mado ine hope that whoever played
that dirty trick on me, might be found
out some day! DBut now—now—now
yvou'll think=—you're bound to think——"

“Mever ' said Harvry.

He took Wilinot's arm.

“There goes the bell for call-over!™
he said. * Come onl?

“ Then—then you—"*

“Don't be an sa2s! Come on ™

It was unlike Harry Wharton to be
demonstrative in any way, but on this
oceasion he walked inte Hall for
calling-over, with his arm linked in
another fellow’s—and thet fellow was
Eric Wilmot! Glances were exchanged
among the Remove fellows. SBkinner

winked at Bnoop, who grinned. The
Bounder winked at Hedwing, who
frowned. Two or threa fellows moved

a little, to keep clear of Erie Wilmot.
But the Famous Five stood with him,
and after roll-eall they walked out with
him; and it was made unmistalably
clear, to all whom it mi%ht concern, that
whatever surmises might be going the
rounds, on the subject of the fellow from
Topham, Harry Wharten & Co. were
sticking to him, and standing by him.

e

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Plain Enough to Coker !

ORACE COEER looked thought-

H ful in the quad the following
morning.

He was not, perhaps, think-

ing exactly. Coker's moenta]l processes

could ha.rély be described as thinking.

But his rugged brow was wrinkled, and

What happens when a bunch of hard-riding, quick-shocting cowboys
hit the trail from the Wild West and come to Britain to set up a
Western ranch in the middle of the English countryside ? The answer

veu will find

in this great tale—first of a great new series of stories

featuring the riproaring adventures of ** Ace ** Hallor d the B
u‘? the Bar-V Ranch, starting this week ?rt: SR

The PILOT

Every Friday! On Sale at all Newsagents
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his intellect, such as it was, was at worle.
Potter and (reene noticed it, and ex-
changed a look. They wondered dis-
mally whether old Horace was hatching
some new stunt for the discomfiture of
Prout. All the Fifth were fed-up with
Prout., Coker most of all. Prout, that
morning, was as shirty as ever—or cven
shirtier |

For a brief space of time Prout hai
been reinstated in Coker's d opiuion.
It had not lasted long. Now he was
down to zero again.

“I've got itl” said Coker at last,
guite suddenly.

“Oh dear!” said Potter, or rather
gighed.

“For pgoodness’ sake, Coker,” said
Greena earnestly, “don’t siart playin
the goat again! Prout's shirty enﬁugﬁ
already over that putrid bankunote.”

“Eh! That's what I mean™ gaid
oler.

*¥-vou mean the banknote ™ stut-
tered Greene.

“Yes 1" Coker nodded.

His two friends camme to o ha'lt, and
stared ab Coker. They could hardly
believe their ears.

“You've got it!” gasped Greenc.

“1 fancy so!” assented Coker.

“If wyou're not mad, Coker,” said
Fotter, in meazured tones, “tell us what
you_mean, if you mean anything at all,”

“Don't be an ass, Potter! I maean
what I say. I generally do.”

“Well, if you've got it, you'd hetter
take it straight back to Prout—-"

“What 1"

“What did you toke it fori™ howled
Cireene.

Coker blinked at them.

“What did I take what for " he de-
manded.

“ Prout's banknote.”

“ Prout's banknote !” repeated Coker,
bewildered. "_ﬂﬂt!u pofty, or u.']m[;?
Are you making out that I've taken
Frout's banknote? Do you want me to
mop you up, or what ¥
~ Evidently there was a misunderstand.
ing!” That was not uncommon when
Coker was concerned.

"You said veuw'd got it!" shricked

Greene. "I know you haven't, of
eourse. But you said vou had.”
“You silly ass!” sard Coker. * You

When I eaid I've pot
Isn't

don’t catch on!
it, I didn't mean that I'd got it.
that clear?”

It did not scem so clear to Potler
and Greene as it apparently did to
Coker. 'They could only gaze at tho
great Horace, mute !

Tl put it in words of one syllable
if you like,” said Coker sarcastically.
“I mean I've got it1 Not the banknote,
you fathead—I mean I've got who got
1t.

Coker's meaning was not always easy
to follow, But his friends realised that
Coker meant that he had spotted the
person or persons unkoown who had
done tha snaffling act, so to speak.

_"0h, rot!” said Potter, when he got
it down.

“ Rubbizh I” sa1d Greene.

Coker glared.

“You can say rot and rubbish!® he
snorted, " It's like you—a pair of silly
whiots with less brains in your osppers
than I've got in the toes of my hoots
But I've got it all the same. 'Fhut wn-
washed tick, Price, makes out that it
Was pmnh&d. Well, it's like him! It
wasn't [V

* Evarybody secms to think so by this

tima IY remarked Potler.
“Everybody's wrong, then™ said
Coker. "They're cheeky little beasts,

but making out that they're thieves is
all bunk.” :
This was simply mysterious to Potter



and Greene. Cuoker, 1t scemed, was fol-
Inwing his own train of thought, for-
rotting that he had not yet acqguainted
hia chums with tho mighty workings of
hia powerful intellect.

“Cheeky little  beasts 7
Potter mechanically.

“Yes, they've checked me often
enough,”™ saild Coker. “They wero
stapding round sniggering while I was

repeated
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writing that message for DProut on a
leaf of my pocket-book—vou remember
—nunder il olns—"

“You're ~peaking of Wharton's gang
in the Hemove I asked Greene.

“Of course I am!  Have a liitle
sense " sapd Coker tesiily. “Cheek
fagz—I1"ve whopped them often cnough
for it. Well, I've been ihinking over
tis—"

21

Potter and Greons refrained from
azking Coker whab he had been doing
ihat with!l They only doubfed the
statoment.

“Thinking over i,” reaumed Cokrr,
“And I remember that when I came
away from Prout's study, after putting
the message on his table, the whele
gang of them were hanging aboub

{Continued an néxd puege.)
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XE of my readers, who gives no
O address, pute up a rather
L[»omx!.ia.r query to me this week.

& asks ;

WHAT IS DRAUGHTING ?

As a matter of fact, there are over twenty
different meanings to this word, so it is &
bit of a puzzle for me to guess exactly
which one my reader reqguires. The most
likely one appears to be the making of a
prehminery drawing, design, or plen for &
work to be executed. But the term is
alzo used in slone-masonry, and the word
* draught ™ is applied to the chiselled
sivip which is elways ¢ut along tho ed
of a squared stome, and to which the
Feree may be dressed off if reqguired.
The wct of dragging with & net is slso
termed * draughting,” end a * draught
ig the quantity of fish taken in one sweep
of a net. Among other mesnings is the
depth to which w ship sinks in water.
I am afraid I haven't cnough space at my
liapoaal to pive all the meanings of this
greatly-used word.,

From William Foster (no address)
comes the following request :

HE WANTS TO BE AN F.R.P.5,,

and aska me how to go about it. The
letters stand for ™ Fellow of the Royal
Photographic Society.” and if my chum is
really  intereated n photogruphy, it
should not be difficult for him to bocome
an F.R.P.83. The headquartera of thia
society are at 35, Russell Bquare, O,
W.CE YW, B writes direct to the
Secretary ab that address, he will obtain
atl the information he needs

ANOTHER CAREERS QUERY

comes from R. H. H,, of Birkenhead.
Ihis resder wishes to take Holy Orders,
end wants to know how to go sbout it.
Naturally a thoroupgh knowle af
Divinity ia required for this, and B. H. H.
will have a lot of study in front of him,
The beat ndvice I can give him is to call
on his loeal viear and explain what he
wante. I feel sure that the vicar will give
hitn tha best possible adviee available,

From another * Magnetite " comes a
request [or advice on

LEARNING FOHREIGN LANGUAGES !

The best wey, of course, is to attend one
of the many I ge schools in this
countrvy, rably one where the teachers
ara natives of the country whose language
it is desired to learn. Dut if my chum

ome nto #.()rrice,
. Boys ~anp Gris ./

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

ensura a reply.

wishes to study at home, he should have
no difficulty in getting plenty of books on
the subicet. Any booksseller will supply
him with o lirt, out of which he can pick
the ones which will fit in with the smount
of money hs wishes to spend.

With regerd to the samo rosder's
gecond ¢query concerning the collecting of
foreign ceins, he should write to sither the
British Numismatic Soeioty, 1, Upper
Montagus Strect, London, W.C1, or
to the Royal Numismatic Soeciely, 22,
Huesell Bquare, London, W.CL1. The
will be plessed to put him into touch with
dealers in foreign coing.

R A

Nﬂw for a fow
RAPID FIRE REFPLIES.
A "Boys' Only' Club; {ilon

Bamber, of * Voltaire,” Blackponol Road,
Lea, FPreston, i3 the secretary of a
“* Boys' Only " Club, which has recently
been formed. e will be pleased to sond
full particulars to all readers who are
interested, if t will send him a stamped,
addressed envelope,

How 5 the Height of Mountains
Measured ? By means of trigonometry
after taking sextant angles, In low
altitudes a bargometer is sometimes used,
od the barometer fallz 17 for every 900 feat
of ascont.

What Is the Highest{ Town in fhe World ?
The town of La Paz, i Bolivia. It ia
gituated at the top of & mountain 11,800
foet above sea lovel.

This

How Big Is the Sahara Deserti ?

is the largest desert in the world. It is
estimated to cover an area of no lesa than
thres million square milos.

What Is ike Relallve Rank of an Alr
Vice-Marshal 2 He ranks with a Naval
Fear-Admural, and with a Major-General
of the Armny,

Do Pengulns come from the MNorth
Pole? No, there are no penguinsg in
the Arctic. The ones associated with
snow end ice come from the Antorctic,
but there are others which come from
warm climates, such as Bouth America
and South Alrica,

What Is ** The Voleano of Death* %
The Japaness voleanc of Mihara-yoma,
on the island of Oshime. It wna given
thia name becanse mo fewer than 350
people committed suicide by ?J:mping
into its craler in two years! No less
than 1,386 other peopls have been
dragged back and prevented from flinging
themselves to their deom in ihis burning
pit of death !

.

From John Read, of Salford, comes the
lollowing guery :

WHAT IS A BEA-BUTTERFLY ?

Sounda a peenlior sort of thing, doesn't
it? The term ° sea-butterflies™ is ap.
plied to a gronp of sea snails which have o
wing-shaped fin on each side of the head
and neck.” There are several varioties,
some having no shells, while others havo
clegant troneparent shells composed of
colcium earbonaie. They are very rmall
and am found flosting on the surface ol
the ocean in sll parts of the world. In
the Arctic and Antaretic regions they form
mueh of the food of whalea. Their propee
name i3 Ptoropoda.

And now for a query that has been gend
in by Harry Barmes, of Sunderland.

WHAT ARE PEEL TOWERS ?

They sre towers which wers built in tho
Border counties of Beotland and Englond
between the thirteenth and sixtesnth cen-
turieg. In thoss days raiding bandas from
both countries were Frequnent, and the Peel
Towers formed a fortified place of pecurity
apainst sadden attacks.,  Eventually,
villagea and small towns grew up around
them.  Peel Towers were usually square
buildings with turrets at the angles, Tho
lower part was vaulted so that horses and
cattle rould be driven in snd locked uap
in security from the raiders.

Une of my Swansen readers s {rving to
“* pull my Iﬂg " this week., As the catch
which he stnds along will probably interest
ather readera, here 18 15 :
Write down
ER

Now ask your clmma if thoy can add e
stroko to thess (wo letters, and make a
boat. When they have given it up, just
draw & line in front of the two letters,
snd you will hove

— ER

You then explain that you hove made
tha two lettera into * liner "' 1

N} now for mext week's pro-
gramme,
You can take it from me,
chuma, there's some resl * good
stuff * in atore for you inm;

““NOT WANTED AT GREYFRIARS [?

next week's groat yarn of Il Wharton
& Co. All sort2 of rumoura have been
going the rounds at Croyfrinrs as to why
Erie Wilmot, the new boy in the Remove,
left hie last school. Now, like & bolt from
the blue, comes Wilmot's enemy—
Crawley by name and crawley by nature
—hbent on trading the missrable secrod
for'a price ! Lot me toll you, chums, thab
this 13 ono of the finest yoarns Frank
Richards has yet written for ws. 1f
you'll take my advice yeou'll arder your
cug}r without further deloy.
it'as thrills you want, yon'll find

plenty of them in our magnificent yam
*The Lost Squadron ™

There'll be another ** Grey{riars Herald'?
a3 usual, together with another snappy
oem by the Grevfriars Rhymestler, and
Pshatt bo in the chair waiting to have
another chat with you.

Cheerio till next woel, chums.

YOUR EDITOR.
Tie Maicxer Lasragy.—No. 1,409,
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Masters” Studies. - I noticed them—and
noticed that they had something on.”

“Their clobber? asked Greene flip-
pantly.

“Don't be o goat, Greene ! They were
grinning and whispering ther—yon
know what fags ere like when they've
got some game on. Well, - soon after-
wards Prout bagged one of them, in
that wvery passago, and took him to
?uelch to bo whopped. That was why
they kicked up that shindy in the quad
afterwards.”

“Well 1” said Potter and Greene.

“Well.” gaid Coker. “Isn’t it clear,
even to yvour feeble brains? What they
were yp to was & rag of some sort. Put
two and two together if you've got
intellect enough for that! A mob of
1anwrs ragging in Masters’ Passage—
rnd a hanﬁnte disappearing about the
same timal Of courze, they were rog-
ging in Prout’s study, and that was how
it happennd. It's plain enough to me "

“But they wouldn'{——"

“I know fthey wouldn't touch it, von
silly aza! As 1'va said, thev're checky
little brutes, but they're not thieves!
But Prout must have left it about the
study, for it to be losi at all. Lying
about, it disappeared while they wero
ragging. See? Knocked under some-
thing—or perhaps they bhid it for a
lark ! 'They haven’t got mueh sense.”

“Um!"" said Potter.

“It's clear enough,” eaid Coker,
“that some of that gang went to
Trout's study after I left—not long
afterwards, eiwther. It turned out thab
I'rout hadn’t gone out, as 1 thought—
he wos right on the spot, or he couldn't
have grabbed one of them as he did
Sea?  He left the bankonte ihere—rarc-
less old assl—and that's how it all
came abouts  Those kids know where
that banknete fs=and Y'm going o
make them own up—before there's a lot
of rotten talk about a theft, see?”

Coker looked round the sunny quad.

“There they are!™ he eaul, as he
gpotted the Famous IFive, with Wilmot,
in . the distance. “Come on!"

"Yon haven't had ennuﬁh rowing
with fags in the quad?® inguired
I'otter. “ ¥ou want ansther shindy "

“If you do, wo'll take front seats,
but wo're not joining n the F-erfurm-'
ance I said Greene emphatieally.:

Coker, snortiag, marched off. Potter
and Greene remained where they weore
and watched. They had ne 1dea of fill-
ing in mornimg break with_a shindy
with a mob of Removites. They wera
conteut to wateh, snd leave the per-
formance to Coker

Coker, regardless, marched up to
the Famous Five, convineed that s
powerful intelleet had worked out the
problem, and that nothing remained
Excipt- to bring these cheeky fags to

Ok

e

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Coker Asks for More!

OB CIIERRY grinned.
B “Coker wants some mare !

he remarked.
And his friends smiled.

Harry Wharton & Co. were not look-
ag quite so merry and bright s usnal,
that sunny April morning. Wilmot's
faee wans clonded, and -hat eloud was
rather reflected on the faces of his
friends.

There was no news of the missing
banknote, J{ Prout had hoped that his

notiee on the board would produce it,
I'rout had been dizappointed.

That it hod bren “pinched ¥ looked
Tue AMacrer Lasrary.—No. 1,469,
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vory probable now, even to fellows who
were not suspicious like Priee of the
Futh, Fellows were looking forward,
with discomfort, to the most vnpleasant
kind of & “ row.”

In the Remove hardly a fellow spoke
to Wilmot, except iz five faithfuol
friends.  Bunter's tattle had produced
its effeet. Fellows might despise pry-
ing and tattling; but focts were facts!
A fellow who had “ done something * at
hiz old scheol, for which he had fo
leave suddenly, was inevitably the
follow to be thought of in circumstances
like these. What was it Wilmot had
“Jone " at Topham? Something like
what had just happencd at Gm;.'ﬁ*inrs!
It was impessible to ignore what it
looked like.

In their present rather clonded mood
fthe Famous Five were not displeased
to seo Horace Coker bearing down on
them. If Coker wanted another
shindy, they were prepared to welcome
a little comic relief. * d

But when Coker arrived he fairly
took their breath away by his first
remark.

_ "Where's banknote ?®  he
inguired.

They gazed at Coker.
went first erim=on, then whito
the first to speak.

Prout's

Wilmot's foce
He was

“You cheeky fooll” he said. “Do
vou dare——="

Coker glanced at him.

“Eh! You shut up!' he =zaid.

I'm speak-

“I'm not speaking to you!
You juskt

ing to thesa young sweeps!
shut up, sce?™

Wilinot was dumb from  sheer
uimmshment. 20 wero the Famous
Iive. They would not have been sur-

prised had Coker heard something of
the tattie in the Remove, and come to
speak to Wilmot about it DBut that,
evidently, was not it. Coker had
heard nothing. He was not interested
in Wilmot. His interest was concen-
trated on the Famous Five.

*I'm not saying you've pinched it!¥
acded Coker graciously.

“Oh1” gasped Iarry Wharton, find-

ing his voice. " You'ra nobt saying
we've pinched it! Thanks !

“The thankfulness iz terrific, my
csbeemed  and  idiotie Coker!™  mur-
mured Huorree Jamset Ham Singh.

“You blithering idiot——" began
Johnny Bull, in a deep, growling
VoG,

“Hadn't your relations better be told
about this, Coker?" asked Bob Cherry.
“¥You want ]ﬁnkin% after, yvou know."

Coker's rugged face erimsoned with
wrath., It did not seem to Coker, as it
din to the juniors, that his proceedings
savonred of a sudden attack of insanity,

“1 der't want any cheek!” said
Coker. "I want to know what you've
done with Prout’s banknote beforo
there's a lot of rotten talk on the
subject. Some of you went te Prout's
study after I was there, as I jolly well
Know 5

“0Oh! You've guessed that one, have
vou " asked Harry. :

“You own up to that, then?"
demanded Coker,

“¥You silly idict, you'd be sacked

from tho sechool by thiz time if wa
hadn't barged inl” hooted Bob Cherry.
“What do you think Prout would have
done if he'd found your idiotic foolery
on_his table!”

Coker blinked at him.

“1 don’t quito see how you know,
Coker,” said Harry, “Anybody but
vor might have guessed that that silly
message had been snatfied when Prout
didn’'t kick up a row about it. But
vou're not expected to see anything.”

“EHardly | agreed Bob. -

“The sackfulness would have GLeen
terrific, my estepined Coker, if my
absurd self had uot abstracted that
ridienlons message,” said the Waboh of
Bhanipur. “The grateful thankiulness
from xou is the proper caper.”

Coker eould only hblink.

In the fixed Lehef that he had. Lime-
solf, abstracted that cheeky mozeugn
from Prout's study, ho was sunply
bewildered by this statement that tho
Remove men had abstracted it.

“Is that what you've come here Lo
kick up & row about?” asked the cap-
tain of the Remove. *“Can't evon you
zee that there would ve been  an
awful row if Prout had found your
cheeky rot in his study? You onght to
be jolly glad that Inky got it away
in tinie”

"What the thump do wou mean?”
gasped Coler at lazk, "If you had
the cheek to butt in and fool about with
my affairs, LI'd jolly well whop veu all
round ! But you never did anything of
the kind. 1 fetchied that paper away
mvaelf s

LT Eh ?FF‘

" What "

“I changed my mind ahout it after
Prout stood up for me, and fetehed it
pway !” bawled Coker. **2o what du
vou mean
_ “The question ts, what do vou nean,
if vou mean anrthing ! ssid Harev.
“¥ou certainly never fetched that
checky paper away, bec:uze Inky dud,
and we tore it up and chucked it out
of the landing window.”

“Mad!” said Bab =adly. " Wander-
ing in his poor old mind[ e says e
changed his mind—but he ecan't have—
it's the same old potty one !

“Ha, ha, hal”

“"Don’t snigger at mel” bawled
Coker. “1 haven't come here uabout
that paper, as vou jolly well know, but
about Il'rout’s banknote. I'm not say-
ing vou c{)muhed it—" .

“"You'd be found dead socon after-
wards if you did!” growled Jolbnny
Bull.

“The deadfulness would be teviific?"

“T don't thiuk o, and I don't say
sol” said Coker. " DBut the banknote
was there when you were ragging in
Prout’s study—and either you lest 1t or
hid it—you can s¢e for yourselves—-"

“We weren't ragging in  Prout's
study ! ghricked Yharton., “Only one
of us went there, and that was to take
away your idiotic foolery——""

“Don't tell untruths, Wharton! II
vou tell liez, you'll make me suspect
that vou did pinch the banknote.™

“What ** yelled Wharton

“Well, what cdoes it look like when a
fellow tells lies?” argued Coker,
“ Innocent people don’t tell lics™

" You—you—yon unspeakable idiat !
gasped Wharton, * Don't Leep  an
telling you that enly Inky went into the
study, and that it was to take away tho
gilly rot you left there for Prout——"

“Well, that's not true ! eaid Coker.
“NFou're checky epnough, I dave sav;
but I happen to know that yon never
took away that paper, becausc 1 did
myself—""

“Fou didn’t " raved Wharton,

“1 did—and it's in my pocket now,
if you want to know! So that's that?”
said Coker. “Now, what I want is the
truth! I warn you that you're pulling
vourselves under suspicion by telling
silly whoppers. What I want is——"

Coker had no furthwr epportumity to
state what he wanted. He was iuter-
rupted—by recoivieg sicidenly what he
didn't want!

Five fellows

jumped  at Colier,
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“1i’s ten thousand fo ome that paper in your pocket is the banknote that Prout’s missed 1’ saild Potler. “ Rot ! ** said

Coker, drawing a crumpled paper from his pocket
as he realised that it was not the gape:? he h

grabbed him, and rolled him over.
Tley brought him dewn with a bump
that almost shook tho quad.

Coker had not succeeded in tracking
tho lost banknote  But ha had sue-
ceeded in exasperating the chums of
tl;el Remove, and now he got the benehit
ol it.

“Rag him 1”

“Berag him 17

“Spiflicate him i

“Bump him 1*

“Thump him "

It scemed to Hovrace Coker, of the
IMifth Form, that eavthgquakes and tor-
nadoes were ha Pm]i]:ig to him. Ragged,
seragged, -E-[;(i iwcated, bumped, and
thumped, Coker hardly knew whether
lie was on his head or his heela

Potter and Greene, &t a  distance,

azed on, They remained at a distance.

hey had not the slightest desire to
share Coker’s hectic experiences. It
Coker asked for the:so things, Coker was
welcome to fhem, all to himself.

Six fellows were handling Horace—
Wilmot lending & ready and willin
hand. They ragged him and scragg
him, they spifiicated him, bumped and
thumped him; and instead of getting
tired, strenuous worle as it was, they
seemed to warm to it, and gave him
more and more.

Fortunately, they were nowhere near
Mastera’ Studies this time. No official
a& fell on the scene. Tho dJulljﬁra had

ker all to themselves—and they dealt
faithfully with him.

What Coker meant, if he meant any-
thing, they neither knew nor cared; bt
l:hedv knew that he hed asked for this,
and they gave it him, hard and het and
heavy.

Indeed, Coker might have been alinost
left for dead, had not the bell for third
school interrupted the performance.

Then they left him, a swpluttering
heap.

They walked off to the Housze, rather
breathless. Coker was left without any
breath at all. He could only gurgle.

FPotter and Greene oame and picked
him up. It was a breathless, untidy,
dizzy Coker that limmped into the Fifth
Forin Room~to be greeted by an angry
glare from Prout, as he came in late.
Prout—shirtier than ever—promptly
gove him a hundred lines; which, as
Coker bitterly reflected, was just like
Prout |

—————

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER,
Unexpected |

] INCHED 1
P “ Pinchod 1
‘" Pinched 1" zaid Coker, with
. 8 shake of the head. “I'm
nivaid there’s no doubt about it—now !
Pretby awful, isn't it§"

After third school, Coker of tha Fifth
walked his friends out into the quad,
with the sir of a follow who had serious
matiers £0 communicate, Potter and
Greene, resigning themselvea to their
fate, gave him his head. Coker's mys.
terious mental processes, it seemed, were
still going on, and had led him to a
fresh conclusion.

He halted, on the path by Masters
Studies—apparently choosing that gquiet
spot because of the seriousnmess of what
he had to communicate, His face had
the solemnity of an owl'a.

Potter’'s and Greenc’s hadn’'t! They
smiled—only wondering what bes old
Haraco hadyg‘nt i his bonnet now !

“It's not a laughing mattor I said
Coker sternly. “Those fa iy

“For the Eﬂ?ﬂ of Mike,” said Greene,
*“leave those fags alone! There won't
be much of you left, old man, if you
keep on hunting trouble with ‘the
Hemove,”

Coker was still looking a little flus.
tered fram his late exciting experiences,

and holding it up. Next moment his eyes fairly bulged from their sockets
ad writien for Prout. It was a Bank of England note for ten pounds |

He had a collection of aches and pains
that made him give an  occasional
wriggle. Potter and Greenc could nab
help  thinking that Coker had had
cnough, if he could only cateh on to it.

“I can hardly leave them ealone,
Greene, if they've got Prout's icuner ™
said Coker calmly, :

“But they haven't, old man I Potter
pointed out.

“That’s all you know 1" said Coker,
“You saw how they moblhed ma in
break—— What are you sniggering at,
you silly idiots?  Is there anything
funny in & Fifth Form man being
mobbed by a gang of fage?”

“Oh! No!™ gasped Potter. “Not at
alll I say, was that Blundell calling
N 21

“Never mind Blundell! Look here,
they told me & pack of lics, ahout why
they went to Prout's study,” said Caker,
“What does that look like? Why
should they tell lies about it, if they've
got nothing o hide "

“That's an easy onc!™ zaid Polter
“They didn’t "

“"They did I" said Coker. “And I'm
afraid 1t means that they pinched that
tenner. Otherwise, the;.r’g ave told the

truth. They told me lieg——*

“Well, whet lies did they tell?”
sighed Potter.

“They said they never vagged in
Prout's study, and that only the nigger
went there at all—and what do vou
think they pretend he went for ¥ Coker
paused dramatically. *They maks out
that he went to get away that paper
I left for Prout.” :

“Jolly good-natured, if he did ! said
Greene,

“I should call it clreek, Greene., But
the point is, that it’'s not true!” ex-

lained Culter. “They say that Hurrce

ingh fetched that paper away, and
EEE Tt-ﬂll'E it up! What do you think of
a il
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“Well, if they say he did, he did!”
eaid Greene, .

“Don't be o silly ass, Greenal I've
told you that I fetched that paper awn
myself, while Prout was in the Head's
study. It was there, on the table, just
where 1 left it."

“ Ol 1”7 said Potter and Greene,

“Now, what are they telling lies for ¥”
said Coker: “It can only be to cover
up what they really did in the study. ;

“Sore you got the right paperi
atked Greens.

“Pon't be a dummy, Greene! It was
there on the table,: under the paper-
weight, just where 1 left it.”

“%—Iojd on, though,” said Potter.
*You're such an ass, Coker—"

[ What?l?

“1 mean, did you look at the paper
and make sure——" _

“Don't ba a fathead, Potter ! I'im not
n cat to see in the dark.”

“In the dark?” repeated Potter and
Graene together,

“Think I was going to turn on a light
in Prout's study, you ass?” snapped
Coker. “I've got some sense, I hope.

He stared at his friends. They were
looking at him, with such extraordinary
expressions on their Ffaces, that even
Coker could not help being struck by 1t

“What's the matter with you” he de-
manded. “What are you goggling at?
Is there a smut on my nose, or what?

“(h crikey [’ gasped Potter faintly.
“You went groping on Prout’s table in
the dark for a paper—and there's a
banknoto missin "

“0Oh secissors 1”7 moaned Greene.

“What the dickens do you meant”
gnapped Coker. *“The paper was just
where I left it, under the paper-weight.
I didn't need a light—" ‘

“It wasn't there if that kid took it
away |” groaned Potter.  *“And, of
eourse, he jolly well did, or they
wouldn't say he did! TIn the name of
ell that’s idiotic, Coker, what paper did
vou snonffle off Prout’s table in the
dark 17

Coker jumped.

The awful thought that had come into
the minds of his frignds dawned even on
Coker's solid brain now. . .

TWhy, you — gnu — you blithering
idiots | he gasped. “Mean to sai you
think Prout might have put the bank-
note there, under the paper-weight, and

p——

“He put it somewhere, and if he had
any sense, he'd put a paper-weight on
it,” said Greene. *'What did you do
with it?" 1 :

“I put it in my pocket, of course!
Think I was going to walk out of the
study with it in my fist, for Prout to
pee 1f he blew alnni 4

“Didn't you look at it afterwards?”
shrieked Potter.

“1 was going to burn it, but, you see,

ou fellows remember that shit in the

ining of my jacket pocket. You re.
i‘nem r gse Latin notes getting
Mt_'”

“Yes. ves, yes! Keep fo the point,
for gpooducss’ sake |

*That is the point 1" explained Coker,
“I shoved it in my pocket, you see, nnd
when I was going to take it out, it had
slipped through the same hole. Then
Y had to down to eall-over, snd
forgot all about it.”

“¥You forgot all about it ?”

“I don't see that it matters, Prout’s
not likely to nose into the lining of my
jacket and find it, I suppose1” grunted
Coker. “In fact, I've a jolly good mind
to fish it out and stick it on his table
again! It's time somebody told him
what an ass he iz 1™
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“You blithering chump!” hissed
Potter. “That paper izn't the pa;;er
you put in for Prout—the fagz got that
away, just as they said. It's ten thou-

sand to one that that paper in your
jacket is the banknote that Prout's
missed,”

“"Rot 1™ said Coker.

“Well, sort it out and see!™ hissed
Potter, :

“What utter rot!” saxd Coker dis-
dainfully, *“TFm likely to take all that
trouble beecanse you silly chumps——"

“YWill vou sort it out *™ hissed Greene.

“No,” answered Coker; “I won't!
Such an absolutely silly ides——""

“Can't vou see——" ghricked Pottor.

“Nol 1 can see what you fellows are
thinking, of course, and it shows what
sﬂl; fools vou are!”

“If vou doen't sort out that paper at
onee, Uoker, we'll have that jacket off
you, here and now, and rip the linin
to rags!” said Potter in concentrate
tones.,  © Now, vou silly idigt——" :

“I'd like to see you gdo it!” said
Colter. *“8till, just fo show vou what
silly foola you are, I'll sort it out, and

ou'll see that it's the paper I wrote
or Prout—a leaf out of my notebook,
with what I wrote on it  Then I hope
you'll own up what asses vou arcl”

“Let's see I

Coker., with an impatient enort,
turned out the torn lining of his jacket
pocket. The rent in the lining was very
tnuch in evidence,

Iie shoved his hand through the rent
and groped in the hidden interior. Ho
grunted agein, and yet agaim, with
impatient annoyence It was not easy
to track a small crumpled piece of
paper In the recesses between the lining
and the jacket, especially while he was
WE'H.I‘IH% the garment However, he gof
on with it—just to show Potter and
Gireene what fools they were )

His groping fngers came af last in
contact with a crumpled paper.

“Here it is ¥ he snorted.

Ile drew it out.

He keld it up!

Then, jumping nearly clear of the
quad in his astonishment he spread it
out, gazing at it with eyes that bulged
from his head. i

It dropped from his nerveless fingers
and fluttered to the ground.

“Oh 1 gasped Coker

Tt was not the paper he had written
or Prout, It was nothing like the
paﬁer he had written for Prout. It was
a Bank of England not for £10.

“Oh [ repeated Coker, quite faintly.

*(Jh gumﬁ” breathed (irecne.

“{h scissors ! murmured Potter.

“Tt—it—it's &  bib-bub-becknote 7
stuttered Coker. " Wheo'd have thought
17 I—I—I never saw it, you konow, in
the dark1 Oh erikey 1*

“Thank goodness. t's found ! said
Potter. “0ld Prout was right all the

while—it never was pinchedl But
who'd have guessed that a silly idiot
was walking about with 167  Isn't it

Coker all over "

“0h dear ¥ gaid Coler.

“You born adiob!”

“IDon’t be a cheeky ass, Polter ! Any-
body might have made a mistake like
that——"

“ Anybody
Potter.

“ Lock here——

;\Ehﬂrat on ea_rtl'a’p golng tﬂI 132 Idﬂﬂ% i
fske reene, 1 disina “It's found-—
bub what—" 3

“Leave it to me ! said Poiter.

He picked up the banknote and
walked towards the stedy windows with
it in his hand. FHe tapped at a lower
pone of Prout’s window. Coker and

Greene watched bim, in silence, from a
distance,

ramed Coker ! agreed

mw

Tap. tap!

Mr. Preut, in his study, threw up tha
sath with a bang. He glared out, still
ehirty,

“What—"' he boomaed.

FPotter held }qﬁ the banknote.

_“I've just picked this up in the quad,
sirl” he said=—which was a perfectly
truc statement, and all that Potter con-
eidered it necessary for Prout to know.

“"Bless my  eoul I exclaimed Mr.
Frout.

He reached out eard tool the bank-
note. ke smiled genially. “ 8Bharti-
ness ” vanished from Prout's portly face
as 1f wiped off by a duster.

“Thank you very much, Potter I” he
sald, “This is a great relief to mel
was sure—absolutely sure and convineed
—that the note had blown away by acel-
dent, I had net the slightest doubt on
the subject. I am very much obliged to
vou, Potter [¥ :

"Moot at all, sir 1" said Potter.

He winked as he rejoined his frienda.

“I say, you fellows!" yelled Bunter.

He rushed up te Harry Wharton &
Co. in the qguad just before dinner,
spluttering with excitement.

*1 say,” he said—"I say, that bank-
mote—»

Dunter was interrupted.

'The Famous Five and Eric Wilmot
all collared him together, and =at hion
down with a heavy bump.

“That's enough about the banknote,
Bunter I gaid Harry ]

“Urrggh [ I was gig-gig-going to sus-
gus-sus-say——"

“Give him gaid Bob
l.".-hell:'r:r,

“I was gig-Foin
found 1 5|‘|%iei~icl

“What ¥

“* Fuf-fuf-found 1" gasped Bunter.

“h, my hat !

angther 1™

to s-s-eay that it's
unfcr, just in fime.

“Found? exelaimed Wilmaot.
TProut's banknote found ™
“¥es, you beast!” gasped DBunter.

“Pitching into a chap for coming and
telling you—— Grmnugh 1* He splut-
tered for breath " A Fifth Form man
picked it up in the quad and tock it
to Prout! Ooocogh! Of course, it blew
out of Prout's window—I1 thought all
along that that was what had hap-
pened-——-—"

The chums of the Remove did not stay
to hear more. They rushed off for con-
firmation of the news. It was soon con-

firmed. Prout's notice was gone from
the board. The banknote had been
fmmd—!}:.'mg: sbout the gquad neay
Masters' windowsl Prout had hbeen

right sll the time—it had simply been
lost, and now it was found. nd that
was that |

It was good news for the Famons
Five, and better still for Wilmot. It
made & goed imany fellows in the
Remove sorry for what they had been
thinking—what some of them had been
sayling. And it came as & startling sur-
prise to Mr. Hacker, who wished, no
doubt, that his faith in his nephew had
been move equal to the etrain put
upan 1f. '

“All serene now, old bean I said Bab
Cherry, emacking Wilmoet on the
shoulder.

Wilmot nodded and smiled. But he
wondered He doubted now whether the
shadow of the past ever could be blotted
out—doubted and wondered He was
goon to koow,
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fOn no account, chumea, should pou
miza: “NOF¥ WANTED AT GREY-
FRIARSI" nert week's powerful long
sehool story, featuring Erte Wilmot and
the chums of Greyfriars. I3 a yarn
wou'll remember for some time o
cowmel)



MORE THRILLING CHAPTERS OF OUR POPULAR THRILLER—-

Rescua at Last !

AAT away on the desert stretch of
d land which has risen up from

the bed of the English Channel
as the rosult of a huge tidal
wave, Sguadron-Leader Akers, Flight-
Licutenant Ferris, and three more cast-
aways—Ham, Baines, and Crawley—diz-
cover that England and Western Europe
are submer cg beneath the sea. :
Aftor mniing their headquarters in
the age-old ruins of Camelot, they mect
(laptain Anstruther, who, together with
soven more survivors, has discovercd a
soem of gold in the rocks. Later, more
castaways drift into the camp, among
ihem Hins Larsen and a gang of toughs
who, together with Baines and Crawley,

make a froitless abtempt to seizo
Anstruther's claim. Ferris’ arm is
broken during the scrap. Immediately

after this, Akers and his companions aro
rejoined by old acquaintances in Coles,
Buck, and Jim, a burly negro, from
whom thoy had separated in conse-

nenca of Coles having looted stranded

erelicts,

Ferris did not find sich comr o casily
to him that night, for his broken arm
was paining him considerably. _

After a [ruitless hour spant in wooin
slumber in vain, he gave it up as a b
joeb, and, throwing back his blankets,
rase, dressed, and stepped out into the
darkness. : . i

It was o ealm and serene night, with
nothing stirring to break thoe deathly
stillnesa and the brooding hush., Up en
tha hill above Camelot the signal fire
plowed through the darkness, a blood-
red beacon, and it was towards it that
ferria turned his steps.

Ascending the hill, he found Marcizon
on duty; and, seating himself on a
houlder. he sat conversing with himn for
gome time. Eventually, with the srrival
of Morrison’s rehief, he rose to his fent,
and the two men turned to descend the
hill to the encampment.

Searcely had they talken half a dozen
paces than both halted, tense and rigid.

For out there on the night-enshrouded
sea 8 rocket was soaring up into the
darkness, leaving a tail of vivid erim-
son in its wake | )

U A ship V" gasped Morrizon.

“Thank Heaven!” breathed Forris,
and in spite of himsclf, lhis cyes werc
moist.

For a ship it was. Plainl
could see her lights shinin f':

now they
ke distant
pinpricks through the darkness. It
meant that the long and weary days of
watching and waiting for rescuc in this
drear, dead land were now at an end.

From whenco the :slup had come
neither Ferris nor Morrizon knew. nor
did they care. All that maitered st the
momaent was that it had arnived atd
sighted their signal firo, As another
rocket soared crimson inta the night,
Morrison gave vent to & great shout of
excitermnent and joy, and went rgnnin
madiy down the hill followed by Ferris
gnd the man who had como te take
over duly at the fire.

WA ehip IV they yvelled, as they gained
the encampment. “ A ship ™

The ery roused the ecastaways and
brought them rushing from their lents
to make pell-mell for the beach, shout-
ing, singing, and laughing. For a ship
meant rescue: meant that their sejourn
in this barren land of rock and sand
was at an end.

As the men and women of Lucknow
must have falt when they heard the
distant sound of ths pipes which told
that relief was coming, so did these
castaways feel now, as, shouting madly
and joyously, they ryshed in the. direg-
tion of the shore.

Reaching the water's edge, they stood
peering out into the darkness, and a
great cheer burst from them as they saw
the dim shape of a ship's boat steadily
approaching the beach.

As the bows grounded, they rushed
knea-deep into tho water, seizing the
gunwala the while they shouted fren-
zied questions at the four seamen scated
at the oars, and at the reefer-jacketed
and sea-booted man who had risen to his
feet from the stern.sheets.

“Who are you?” they cried. *Whero
are you from? What {u.nd 18 lefei®
Astonished at the reception which had
greated them, the four scamen and their
officer eould only stare 1n amazo at the
cager press about the boat.
“Wa are from Halifnx, Nova Scotia,"

raid the officer, as the excited, habbling
volces veiterated the queslions. “We

were bound for the Mersey River, bu¥
raised this land., YWhat has happened "
- Btepping between the seamen, the
aflicer jumped ashore, and incredulously
ho listened to the dreadful story of the
submersion of England and the accom-
panying upheaval of the orean bed.

“Wa gob what must have been the
fringa of the storm,"” he said, con-
vineed at length that he was listening
to grim, stark truth. “The easlern sea-
boards of Canada and America wore
swept by terrific seas during the early
hours of that same morning. Hundreds
of Eh:l]?& were lost, and millions of
pounds’ worth of damage done™

“ ¥ou must have wondered over there
why all ecommunication with Britain
and Western Europe had ceased " said
Akers,

"We have,” replied the other. “We
couldn’t understand ® at all. But so

reat was the damage done, even in
warbours, that for days thera was
scarcely & boat available for sailing,
pither through harbour mouths being
blocked or through having to dock for
ropeirs. But ships are coming now;
coming as hard as they can stéam.”

This news brought another cheer
from the castaways, for they knew
beyond all doubt that their sufferings
nng. privations were now almost at an
end.

Accepting Akers’ invitation, the new-
comer-walked with him to the encamp-
ment. His namwia, ho informed Akers,
was Captain Robarts, and his ship the
Montealm, He would be only too glad
to talke sboard a3 many castaways as

ha could and return with them to
Canada.,
“1 can give passage to & dozen com-

fortably,"” he said. “I would take more,
only ships will be arriving any time
now, and will take off thome of you who
are left. But this is indeed g terrible
catastrophe. DEngland gone. Ib'a in-
¢redible 1" -

Ho staved long at the camp, and it
was dawn before he left to return fo
tho Montealm. With him went the
iwelva castaways he was to take
back to Canada, and on the beach he
paused for a parting word with Akers.

“] am sailing at once,” he said, " and
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will get inte immediate wireless eom-
munication with every possible veazel.”

With that, and & Srm, brief hand-
ghake, he stepped into the boat which
was waiting for him, and soon the
Montealm, & four thousand ton boat,
was standing southwards down the coast.

“Well, with any luek we ought to
have at least another ship hers to-day,”
eaid Akers, as he walked back to the
camp with Ferris. '"The next one had
better pick up the Anstruther party, 1

think. . I'll send 8 omessage to
Anstruther to-day telling him  that
roscue ships are coming—"'

Abruptly he broke off as he saw
stﬂdizg towards him the burly and
bearded figure of Larsen.

“ Hallo " he mld_nhar!:-l:f, as Larsen
halted in front of him, * What do you
want "

“1 want to know how I stand,” soid
Larsen bluntly. “ Zangarro, Bainps,
and Crawley, and me haf got tired of
drifting about by ourselfz, We did not
know, though, that the rescue ships were
coming when yesterday we decided fo
return here and ask you what you in~
tend to do.™

“You mean about the attack on
Anstruther’s camp 7** said Akers,

“YE'E..". :

. I do not intend to do anything about
it at all,” said Akers. " The atlack was
unsuccessfiul, and all you got out of
1t was a bullet through you and a
thrashing. It would heve been &
different matter if you or your men had
killed any of the Anstruther party.
But you dido't, and_as far ss T am con-
gerﬁed you can please yourself what you

O

“Then we can stay here?”

“¥You can stu& if you wish to,” replied
Akers. “But I warn you, Larsen, if
wa have any more trouble with you,
ou'll go to Canada in_irons.  Are

aines, Crawley, and Zangarro here
with you 7*?

“Yes "

“Then you can tell them the same
thmgh They can stay here if they want
to, ’ t

if they start any more trouble
t.he'i’ll ba punished.™

“You do not haf to worry,” growled
Larsen. “All we want is to be taken
off this cursed lan® We will make no
trouble I

With ihat he turned on his heel and
strode away.

“Aren't you being a bit too lenient
with that fellow 1" gaid Ferris, staring
after Larsen's retreating form.

“No, 1 don't think so,” replied Akers.
“There's nothing to be %ained by trying
te put him and his pals wnder arrest
The attack they made on Anstruther
was unsuccessful and they certainly got
the worst of tha serap.”

“Well, vyou know best,” gaid Ferris.
“Anyway, with the ships coming, the
fellow won’t have time to make more
trouble even if he wants to.”

In that assumption PFerris waz more
or less correct, for that afterncon a
second rescus ship arrived, and a third
appeared as dusk was falling, The
former was the Texan, a large =ix
thousand ton eargo wessel, whilst the
latter wes a fast and powerful deep-
tea tug named the Rosa. _

After tho storm, the Rosa had put
out of Bt. John's, Newfoundland, in
eearch of vessels requiring assistance,
Learning by wireless, however, that all
communications with Britain and West-
ern Europe had ceazed, the captain of
the Rosa, & bluff and hearty Scotsman,
namad McAllister had abendoned
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savage work and laid & counrsa foo
England in order to discover for himself
what had happened.

And that night, together with his
erew who came ashore with hsn, he
listenad in amaze amidst the ruins of
Camelot to the story of the disaster
which had overwhelmed Western
Furope and swept into oblivion millions
of souls.

“It's terrible, teprible,” he said, when
the tragic tale was finished. “J picked
UF 8 measagl? from the Montealm this
afternoon, t I conldna' eredit what
she told ws. Mon, it’s nnbelievable I

“It iz only too true, I'm sfraid,”
said Akers ﬂfim]}z

Ha told McAllistor then abont the
Anstruther party encamped farther up
the coast, and the tug skipper readily
assented to pick them up first thing the
following morning.

“I'l no’ sail in the darkness,™ he
said, " because apart fra’ the posaibility
of missing the camp, I'd like my men
tae have & few houra ashore herse. A
tug's a emall craft, and it's long days
at sea wo've been since we sailed from
St. John's. Mr. Anstruther and his
party are no' in distress, are they "

“"Neo, not ot all” lied Akers.
“ But they'll be dalightl;? to sea you
all the eame.”

“Ay, I dinna doubt wo'll be verra
welcome,” observed Caplain McAllister,
“ after all they've gone through.”

In Search of an Ally !

ARSEN, sitting in his tent that

l gsame night with Baines, Crawley

and Zangarro removed his pipe
from between his bearded lips
and peered out through the open fap.
T“ S0 we eail tll:dmurm;v aboard tfe
oxan,” he growled, replacing hiz pi
and resuming: his slow F;rmfﬁnns‘ ” 3%52
taking everyome away. Well, it'll be
ood to sec wharves and docks and
uildings again.”
. “Where's she bound from here?”
inquired Crawley,

“New ¥York,” replied Larsen.
“There'll be plenty of dollars for us
when we get there. The newspapersil

1'1:.:ﬂ us well for tales of this cursed
E-E "!‘

SWaon't 1t e better for us to lie low
and gay nothing for a hit " eaid Baines
“If that Anstruther affair comes out we
might find ourselves in the hands of the
police.”

“That 153 not s0,"” retovied Larsen
penderously. It cannot be. Neither
American ifnw nor any other law rules
over here. Akers and his counci] are
the law, or"—with a snoer—"" they think
they are, and they haf said that the
affair iz to be forgotten.”

“Yes,"” grumbled Paines, “bhut you
never know. Onee he gets over to
America, Anstruther himself might
start raking it up. No, when I get
over thera 'm not going to advertise
myself none.™

8 broke off as there came = soft
step outside and the black and beaming
face of Jim Crow was thrust into the
tent. .

“Hallo " exclaimed Larsen sharply.
“What in thunder do you want?"

“I hopes I doan’t intrude, gents™
grinned Jim, *“but it's yon, Larsen,
what I've comed to gee. I'd like 2
word wid you™

*“ What about?” snapped Larson.

Well, it's kinda private,” replied
Jim., “If you'll come outside I'll tell
you.”

Larsen hesitated s moment, then
Iisi':g to his feet, he stopped out of the
L

“Well, what i3 it?" he demanded,
knocking onwt his -pipe against his
calloused palm and stowing it away
in his pockert.

“Let's go where dere ain't no listenin®
cars,” said Jim. " Die is sumfin® mighty
important, Larsen, on' il's gotts be
kept secretive.”

*All right,” grunted Larsen.
on 1"

Bwinging on his heel, he led the
way from the cncampment, eventually
halting Leside the rnins of what lad
once been part of the castla wall.

“I'll jest sce dat dere ain't nobody
snooping  aronnd,” eaid Jim. “Us
cpin’t be toe carcful ‘cos  dere’s
wealth undreamed of concarned in dis,
Larsen,” .

“What " snappod Larsen. .

“I'll tell youn in a minute,” promised
Jim, and Larsen had to wait with what
paticnce he could muster whilst the big
negre took & good look ronngd in the

darkness. atrinras
“ Dere ain't nobady heah,” zaid Jim,

eventually retracing his steps to where
Larsen was standing. “ Now, den,
Larsen, you've had one try to get rich,
ain't you, an' 1 didn't come off ¥V

“If you've brought mo out here to
talk about that—'" began Larsen, his
fists clenching mengemngly.

“I nin't bringed you out heah to
talk about dat,” interposed Jim re-
assuringly, “What I've brought vou
ot heah for ig dis. I know where
dere’s money and jewels buried to de
value of more'n a hundred thousand
pounds.”

T.aarsen caught his breath.

“You do!" he ejaculated. ]

“Yes, sah; I sure do,”™ replied Jim.
“Dat money an’ dem jewels was fook
from de eafes and cabins of dereliots
by three fellers. But dem same three
fellers am now in a jam.”

“What do you mean?"

“T mean if dem fellers sail aboard
de Texan in de mawnin’, and take de
swag wid dem, they'll sure, an’ for
certain, be made to hand it over™

“Yes; they will 1f Akevs is aboard,”
replied Larsen.

“Well, den,” proceeded Jim, "dose
threeg fellers have been thinkin', and
dey've gotta scheme whereby dey kin
sail away from dis plumb awful land,
and take all da loot wid dem widout
anybody being able to stop dem.”

“Yer: go on,t' sald Larsen vwery
interestedly.

“But dat same scheme,” went on
Jim, *ecain't be carried out widout
some help.”

“And it's me you want to help you
ceut in Larsen gquickly, “You're ome
of the three fellers, of course "

“Yes; I'm one of de three,” ad-
mitted Jim. “And as for you helping
usz, Larsen, dat's what I'm heah to dis-
fuszs. Yora prico might be tos high.”

“T1'1l name it now,"” sald Larsen
promptly. “Ii's an cqgual share with
voun and vour two mates of this loot
which youn say you haf collected.”

“Den dere’s nothing deoing,” retorted
Jim. “Us'll find somebody what ain't
got sueh fool idess as to think wea're
gonna give him a guarter of de loot
for himself. Besides, if yvou stand in
on dis you've gotta bring & pal slong,
and he's polta be paid.”

“How much do you offer,
growled Larsen,

“A tenth sharg for youn,” replied
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Jim, "and a twentieih share for Je
pal whot we want you to bring.”
Larsen was silent & moment.
“ Just where i3 thiz loot buried " he
demanded.

“Larsen, doant waste time askin’
fool questiona what vou know blamed
well ain't gonna answer)”’ pleaded
Jim. “Yhat I wanna know is dis. OUn

tha terms I'm offerin’, will you help
me an’ my two frien’s—Coles an® Thae
—to get de stuff anay from heah?"

“ It depends on what sort of help you
want,” growled Larson.

“It's  dis,”  rveplied Jim  blontly.
“We're aimin' to take possession of de
Rosa.”

“You'ra what!” exclaimed Larsen,

“You heered whace I said,” returied
Jim. “We'ro gonna take de Rosa.
Da skipper and nearly all his erew am
ashore, and fte of us can casily board
her an' take posseszion™

“Hupposze I was to go and tell Akers
about this?” said Larszen. _

“He wouldn't believe you," replied
Jim confdently. “And if he did, it
wonldn®t matter, ‘cos he  couldn't do
nothin® 23 we've not attacked do Ilosa.
You go and tell him, and you'll only
da vourzelf out of a shave of de lgot.”

“[Tow much d'yon reckon my share’il
come to ™ inguired Larsen.

“ Nothing under ten  thousand
pounds,” replied Jim. * Us found some
mighty rich pickings, Larsen, in dem
sufis and fust-elass cabins*

*You must bave Jone,” said Larsen

wnsteadily.  “ Ten  thousand  pounds,
you sayi'’ o
“TIt won't be a cent loss,™ Jim

gezpred him. “Well, Larsen, am you
on, or am wvou not?

“Yes; I'm on,’’ assented Larsen
e:npht;.t.u:a.ll y.  “Now  what's  your
plant® : ,

“It's diz,’ replicd Jim. “ Huck,

Coles, an" me am gomg right now to
dig up de loot. You and a man what
you can trust will meet do three of us
on da beach in an hour from now.
Dere's boata lying there from de Rosa
and de Texan. We'll take ane, put de
Inat aboard, and row ﬁuiaﬂy out to de
Rosa which we'll board and seize."”

“What about weapons?” demanded
Larsen. “I haven't got a gun.™

“We doan’t want no guns,' replied
Jim. “Dey would give de alarm to de
people on de Texan. Dere cain’t be
more'n three fellers left on de Rosa,
ant’ if wa take dem by surprise, we can
silence dem mighty quick wid our fsts,
or wid a belaying pin. We doan’t
want no fuss noy noize over dis job,
Larsen”

“T know that,” agreed Larsen. “ But
do vou think five of us can manage the
Rosa once we get her "

“Canrse wa ean,’ responded Jim.
“Huck knows most eberyt’ing 'bout
nngineﬂ, and Celes has bin a seaman,
an' knows enuff about navigating to
keep her heading west for Amevica.”

“That's whera you intend to make
for, is it?"* demanded Larvzen.

“Sure 1” replied Jim.  “Dere ain't
no other place for us to make for.
Ug']l]l land somewhere on de coast, spht
de loot, and den disappear. Well,
now, Larsen, I've gotta be gl;mpi Have
vou goitta feller you cam bring along

like what I've suggested?”

“Yes; I know the very man,”' replied
Larsen.

“0.K., den!” said Jim. “Be on de
beach wid him in an hour, and, mean-
while, keep yore month shet 'bout what
I’'ve told you.” ;

With that the negro moved soiily
away into the darkness, and was gone.

EVERY SATURDAY

“‘A ship !
rushing from their tents to make pell-mell for the beach, shouting excitediy!

A shipl”

The Attack on the Rosa!
F‘DR some moments Larsen stood

where he was, deep in thought;

then, with s peocullar grin oh

his bearded lips, ha moved
slowly away in the direction of lis tent
where he found Baines, Crawley, and
Langarra waiting for him.

“What d'vyou think that
wanted me for?" he demanded, )

“Dunno,” said Baines. “We've bin
wondering.

“He wanted to give me the tip that
one of the sailors off the Texan
brought some rum ashore unknown to
hia skipper and Akers,” lied Larsen.

Picking up a tin billy he handed it to
Zangarro.

“Go round to the back of the tent
that Krunz used to have,” he zaid, * aﬂ:d
get as much of the stuff as you can.

With alacrity the dage deparied,

niggoer

Waiting until he had gone, Larsen
grabbed Baines and Crawley hy the
Arms.

“Clome on, let’s get out of heve!” he
grated, “We're on a winner.”

“What d'yvou mean?” demanded
Baines blankly. : ;

“Never mind, I'll explain outside,”
saied Larsen, literally drﬂgglﬂ% Baines
and Crawley from the tent. *We don’t
want that fool, Zangarre, in on it.”

“But look here,” protested Baines,
“1 want some of that rum.”

“There is no rum, yvou fool,” snapped
Larsen. “That was only an excuse to
get rid of him. Come on, this waﬁ !

ftill clutching the bewildered Baines
and Crawley by the arms, he set off
haetily through the darkness in the
direction .nppgmts to that taken by the
unsuspecting Zangarro, ;

. ﬁiel‘: %!u.” he said, releasing his
companions’ arms a3z he halted in the
black shadow of a massive boulder.
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The cry roused the castaways and brought them

“Now, you fellera, you listen to me '™

“We're listening,” said Crowley, a
trifla grimly.

“That nigger and a couple of mates
of his,” went en Larsen, “ﬁa.f hin loot-
ing ships. They've cached the loot
somewhere, and at the moment they're
busy digging it up.”

“And you want Crawley and me to
come nucf help you knock 'em over the
head and get it, I suppose?” inter-

d Baines bitterly. “ Mo, thanks,
arsen, I've had encugh of that sort
of game for a bat.”

"Keep vour mouth shut until I've
finished,” said Larsen savagely. " Wo're
net going to knock them over the head
—at least, not yet. These three fellors
haf got the idea that if they sail on
the Texan they'll haf to give up the
awag.”

“ Which they will,” observed Crawley.

“Yea; well, their i1dea i3 to scize the
Bosa and szil her away," went on
Larsen. " They've asked me to help
them, and bring slong a mate, to make
the thing more sure. I'm bringing
along two mates—and that's you two
fellers.™

“I'm not having any,” said Baines
ﬂbl‘ﬂﬁﬂ.‘r‘r “I had enough when we
attacked Anstruther’s camp.  Anocther
thing. You know what Akers said,
Any more trouble from wus, and we'd
go to America in irons”

“To blazes with Akers!” snapped
Larsen. “This is easy. The Rosa
doesn’t carry mora'n about half a dozen
hands, and most of them are ashore
There’ll be no more’'n three men, at
the most, aboard her. Tha thing's
ERA .l? E
":Z!E'c;a,r but what are we gomg fo got
out of it1” put in Crawley pointedly.

Larsen grinned.

Tae Magyer Lisrary.—INo, 1.463.
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“The whole of the awag™ be
anzwered. “From what tho mgger
told me, they've managed to colleet
about & hundred thousand poundd
worth of money anhd jewellery.”

“How much '™ gasped Baines,

“About a hundred thousand pounds’
worth,” repeated Larsen. “What
they're offering me to help them is a
tenth share, and the mate 1 bring along
iz to get a twentieth share, What
we're going to do, the three of us is
share the whole of the leot between us.”

“You mean,” said Crawley, *ithat
you're going to double-orvss them "

“¥ou can call it that, if vou like,”
retorted Larsen. “ What I'm going to
lo—and you two fellers are standing in
with me, is help the nigger and his two
als take the and get her away
romr here. Onco we'rp nearing the
American coast—that's where we're
going to head for—we'll Bind a way,
somchow, of bashing them over the
head, and getting all the loot for our-
eclves, What about 1£7"

“Buite me !” grioned Crawley.

“I dunno,’” said Baines dubiously,
“1 can’t help thinking of that Ans.
truther raid.’

“Aw, forget it!” snarled Larsen
“They outnumbered us then, and,
what's more, they took us by surprise.
We won't be outnumbered this time,
and it's us what'll do the taking by
surprise,”

*“Yes, but look here,” said Crawley,
“they asked you to bring one pal along.
and you're bringing a couple. Won't
that make them suszpicious?™

“No, it won't. I'll say that you were
the feller 1 asked, you being a good
seaman, and handy in a serap, and that
you refused to come without your ship-
mnate, Baines, what youw've sailed with
for years, Gosh, but if that nigger
sin't lying about the lont—and I don't
think i’;a 1i5--we'll be rich for life.”

*Yes, it's a lot of money,” nodded
Crawley. “I'm standing in, Larsen.”

“What about youn, Baines?” de-
manded Larsen.

“I'm in it if you two fellers are™
said Paines. “But I hope things don't
go wrong, like thay did wlhen we tried
to get hold of the gold eeam.”

“1f you mention that cursed gold
seam again,” said Larsen furiously,
“I'il knock your teeth down your
throat.”™

“Vou will!” said Baines defiantly.
“What about that busted shoulder of
yours? That's what. I was thinking of
when I said things might go wrong.
You nin't the man you was, Larsen,
since Anstruther put a bullet through
vou,"

“Ain't 17" jeered Larsen. “I'm still
man enough to thrash you, Baines,
busted shoulder, or no busted shoulder.
Well, if wyou're coming, say you're

coming, beeause if you're not we'll get P

Emg&rm” . ) .
“Oh, I'm coming,” said_ Bam;m.
“Where are we meeting the nigger 3™

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

“On the beach, in abeut an hour,”
said Larsen. "“So, till then, let's fade.
Wo don’t want to bump into Zangarro
and have a Jot of awlward questions
asked about that ram I zent him for.™

During the ensuing hour the trio sat
on the beach smoking and conversing in
low, rumbling tones. They took oare,
howeaver, to ka{'p away from the vieinity
of the ships’ boats drawn up on the sand
at the water's edge.

Bucddenly st o muticred word from
Larsen they rosc to their feet, and,
moving aleng the esand towards the
boats, waited until there loomed into
view through the darkness the hgiur@ﬂ of
three men. Two were laden with bulg-
ing sacks, and Larsen recognised the
foremost of tham as the giant negro.

“PDat you, Larsen?” =aid the lalter
guardedly, coming to a halt.

“Yes, 1t's me,” growled Larsen, “and
I've got two mates with me.”

“Whaffor 1" demanded Jim. 1 told

L I

you to bring only one.”

“J couldn't,” returned Larsen.
asked Crawley, here, who's the sort of
feller vou want in a rough house, but ho
refused to como unless this shipmate of
his, Baines, came.”

“1 only wanted of
roiterated Jim.

“ Aw, what's it matier?” cot in Coles.
“Six of wus'll stand more chance of
taking the IRosa than five will. Anx-
ways, wc just pays the eame, a tenth
share and a twentieth shave.”

“That suita us,™ Larsen azsored him.
“We'ro not asking you to pay Baines
gnything,”

“Ain't yon!" said Jim suspiciously.
#F tell you I doan't wani this fellex
Baines—"

“Well, T don't go if he doesn’t go!”
put in Crawley.

“Aw. ent out the argufying and lel's
go " spapped Coles. *SBome guy'll be
glong hyar in a minufe and that'll bust
everything. Come on, Jim. Bix is
better'n five."

“You can please vourseli,” said
T.arsen, as the negro still hesitated, “1
did the best I coold for you, but
Crawley won't come without Baines
What are you scared at, anyway?”’

“ Nuthin' 1  returned Jim  shortly.
“Come on 1™

Ha led the way down to the nearest
hoat, and after he and Coles had
dumped their bulging sacks in the stera-
sheets the boab was Eush&d off, and the
six clambered abeard.

It was Jim himself who took the oavs,
and through the pitch blackness of the
night the boab crept silently towards
where the Rosa lay at anchor.

Soon the dark bulk ef the tug loomed
up shead, and, laying the boat quietly
alongside, Jim stealthily shipped the
O4ars.

“¥You fellers wait heah,” he whis-
erec. “I'll take a look round.”

With the apgility of a cat, he swung
himself up on to the low deck above,
and crouching against a stanchion, he

two vour,

peered about him, listening intently for
the fainteet sound.

Through the open door of the fo'd'sle
glimmered the sickly illumination of an
alectric bulb, and to Jim's ears thero
gampe & muffed snore. Iliz bare feet
maoking not the slightest sound on the
iron deck, the pegro crept nearer until
he could see into the lighted fo'c'sle.

At the heavy table inside a man was
seated darning a sock. Pl was
hetween his lips, and he was bent assidu-
onsly over his task. Anether man, clad
only in shirt snd trouscrs, was lying on
& bunk snoring lustily,

These two, as far as Jim could =ce,
were the sele cecupents of the fo'c'sle,
and, turning away, he moved silently
aft. The bridge and deck-housze wers
deserted, and softly Jim descended the
iron ladder which led down to ihe
engine-room and the boilers.

That someone was down there was
evident, for the negro heard the sudden
metallio clung of a boiler door. Motion-
less in the black shadow near the top of
the ladder he waited, listening intently
for some rumble of voices.

But he heard none, and coming to the
conclusion that in all probability the
man below was on duty alone to ece
that steam was kept up, Jim Llurned and
softly ascended to the deck.

Witle the stealth of a cat he crossed io
the side where the boat was walting,

“Came on ' he whispered. “Dere's
only three fellers aboard, See to the
sachks, Coleg '™

Without waiting for Larsen and the
other four, Jim turned and stepped
briskly, in the direction of the fo'c'sle.
In the doorway ho paused, and stood

rinning amiably at the man seated
darning. Tho latter, & stockily built
fellow, scenied to  become saddenly
aware of Jm’s presence, for he lﬂn!a:_c-;i
up and sat staring for a4 moment wilh
nectle posed.

“Who'n heck are you!” he demanded
roughly, recovering from his  first
astonishment at sight of the giant negro.

His gleaming teeth still showing in a

rin, and his massive arms hanging
imply by his sides, Jim advanced into
the room.

“I'se mighty sorry, chum,” he
drawled, “but us am gwyne to dis
posscss you of dis heah tugboat.”

What the man thoughi he meant by
that remark is problematical, but, drop-
ping his darning, he rose to his feet,

“You get out of here, nigger,” he said
threatemngly, “or I'll—" )

That was as far as he got before Jim's
clenched fiet whipped upwards, taking
him full on the poinl of the jaw and
lifting him backwards to crash a limp
and-huddled heap on the floor against
the bunk tiers,

(Thiz 4z an gqulacious step on Jim
Crow's part, isn°¢ i, chums?  Whether
pr no he meets with success, wyou will
Fearn when wou remd next week's thrill-
packed chapters of this populur adren-
fure parm.)
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