


THE MORE WE ARE TOGETHER THE HAPPIER WE SHALL BE !

i from his

iy of the

addressed

OME few weeks back I roforred in
my chat to & lotter T had received
from a reader whoso nom-de-

lume was ' Rloater '™ and who
waa rather displeased with the introdue-
tion of girls in our Greyfriars yarns. In
view of thig, I decided to put the gquestion
to the vote and let you know the result.
As the MAoNET goes to pres some few
weeks in advence, I have been unable
to publish tho result until now. ]

So many readers sent in their opinion
that it would be absclutely impossible
for me to acknowledge their lettera
through the post, and to print their
nomes snd addresses on this well,
my chat would again be crow out |
1 therefore take the opportunity now of
thanking oll those staunch readers who
have written to me. The result of the
voting, chuma, is as I fully expected—
an  overwhelming majority in  favour
of Marjorie Hazeldens & Co., the girls of
Cliff Houss, being featured on oceasion
in our yarns. “ They bring & touch of
novelty into the stories and improve them
vaetly " is the genernl impression. And
that's that !

Your Fditor is always pleased to hear

readers. Write to him : Editor
“ Magnet,”” The Amalgamated

Presa, Ltd., Fleetway House, Farringdon
Street, ' London,

EC4. A stamped,
envelope will ensure a reply.

the word became changed to * cock,”
and that name was penerally given to a
~emall boat. In old-fashioned sea stories

cu can etill read ahout * cock-boata™

aturally, the man in charpe of the cock.
boat took on the job of steering 'it, and
wes called s cockswain, which, at the
pregent time, has been shortened to cox-
swain, pronounced by eailors as * koksn."”

Hera's an interesting paragraph con-
cerning a4 man who has beon

FIFTY YEARS A CAVE DWELLER !

That’s a loog time to be underground,
jan't it 1! A gunide to the Bt. Clement’s
Caves, under the West Hill at Hasbings,
haa just completed ity years of service.
During that time he has conducted count.-
lexs thousands of visitors over the caves,
and the underground REEZEE. He
estimates that the total amount of walking
that he has put in through the caves
during his career must be somewhere in
the neighbourhood of twenty thousand

That our cover-to-cover yarns have
filled & much needed went iz proved
bayond doubt by the lstters of praise
which reach rae by every post. Some of

chuma oven as for as to ask me
to publish the Macwer fwice & week !
Thia iz, of course, impossible. Ewven an
Editor and his staff need a rest!

Be that as it may, however, you ¢an
roly on our united efforte to keep the
0ld Paper which, incidentally, reaches
ita fifteen hundredth jssue this week—m
the forefront of all other boy's paners!

Wit until you read

« fHE SCHOOLBOY SMUGGLER 1"
By Frank Richards,

the next yarn in our present serics, It's
a top-notcher, believe me! Ever sines
the mysterions Valentine Compton risked
hia life by swimming ocut on the tide
to resene Billy Bunter and hia  sister
Ressio, he has been rather a hero in the
cyes of the Greyfriars fellows. In this
auper story Compton eomes to Greyfriars
a8 a Fifth Former and receivea & v
warm welcome from everybody, wit
the exception of Horace Coker, who is
nursing & prudge ageinat the new boy.
But even Coker, importang A &3
he ia, has a lot to thank pton for,
B

pd you will learn in next Saturday
topping tale of Harry Wharton & Uo.
Enadn% advisa you to order your copy
oarly 1

AVE you ever wondered why the
H steersman of o boat iz called B
 poxawain " ' Harry Dunn, of
Shortley, asks me to fell him.

it dates back to the days
WHEN BOATS WERE CALLED COGGES.

The word swain merely meant & man,
and therefors, o man in charge of a boat
was called the Cogge Bwain. Graedually,
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milea ! His kitchen iz a queesr, circular
room, hollowed out of the rock near the
entrance to the cavea,

Looking for treasure is always excitings
and one of the greatest treasure hunts
in the world is now being organised. The

rop is to recover the treasure which
ies
SIXTY FATHOMS UNDER THE

ATLANTIC

in the hull of the torpedoed
Lusitania. The Lusitania was torpedoad
by a German submarine in 1913, and the
salvoge vessel Ophir has located the wreck.
The Ophir is eguipped with the very
latest sulvage apparatue, and work would
already have commmenced had it not been
for the fact that extremely high-powered
lamps -are reguired to allow the divers to
seo ab such a grest dopth.  As scon as the
lights are ready, the expedition will
commence. A hlm comeraman, with a
camera capable of taking films under the
pea, will accompany the expedition. So
before long, we may be able to see the
punken Lusitania on the screen at our
sinamas |

. Larkin, of Tunbridge Wells, who has
written to me asking for certain back
numbers, remindas me of tho fact that
Christmas will soon be here and that he
ia looking forward to another bumper
Christmnas Number of the MaexET.
Rest assured, my chum, this particular
isgue jg already under consideration.

Talking about Christmoaa bnu%?l to my
mind the “ Holiday Annual.” any of

ou have pot aunts and uncles who will
gev agking what you would like in the way
of & Chnatmas gent. Take my tip
and chooss the * Holiday Annual.”  This
budget of reading matter will drive pway

the bluez when the dark evenings comé

liner, -

along. Your newsagent will bho  only
too plensed to let you seo a copy of this
world-wide {favourite Annual, if.you ask
him, zad when you've onre seen it, you
can take it from me you'll want ono on
the spot.

N

to other guestions sent in by roadcrs.

When was the flrst Afr Raid on England?
{P. D., of Wembley): On Dacomber 24th,
1914, when on eeroplanéd dropped o
bomb in a garden at Dover. 'Igm firsk
Zeppelin raid was on Januery 19th, 1814,
when four people were killed in Yarmouth
and King's Lyno.

What Iz Shagreent {* Inquirer,’. of
Nottingham)., Shark's ekin a word ia
alza aniie-cl to & lenther of peculiar geain
mads from the skins of wild ames, camels
and horses.

When were Surnames frst ased. in
England ¢ (R. W., of Canterbury): Just
after the Norman Conquest, The Normans
used the word “ Fitz™ to eignify * the
son of.” After that, surnames generally
had referonce to either the ceonpation, the
dwelling-place, or the personal character-
istics of the peopls to whom they were
applied.

What are ‘“ Travellers’ Trees' ?{John
White, of Middlnahmuﬁh} : A peculiar
type of trees found in Madegascar. The
leaves are several feat in Jength, and their
stalka are full of water, thus providing &
cooling and refveshing drink for travellers.

What are Trappists ¥ (" Curions,” of
Southwark) : Members of a very austoro
Monkish order, who wre not allowed to
talk, study, eat fish or drink wino. There
are Trappist monasteries in  France,
Belgium, Italy, Algeria, Ireland, and tho
United States,

From Where &id the word ** Volt *'
Come 7 (. F., of Gravescnd): From the
namsa of the man who discovered the
voltain pile, Count Alessandro Volta, an
Italian professor.

What B “Suifee™ ? [ Len,” of
Bradford) : The name given to an ancient
Hindua practice of women burning them-
selves to death on the funeral pyres of
their hushands. Although it haa been
banned by law, it js still sometirmes
earried out.

OW for a fow
RAPID-FIRE REPLIES

THIS MAY CONCERN YOU

aa well as Charles Faraday (Woeodford),
Wallaca Walters (Stourbridge), Clem
Sergeant (Watford) and the host of other
readers who have been writing to me
asking for stories of St. Frank's, A
special mumber of the " Schoolboys
n Library " containing a book-length
varn of the old-time favourites—Nipper &
Co., of 3t. Frank’s—is now on sale every.
where, This issue is Wo. 282 and the
title of the story " The Mystery of St
Frank's1® The other two issues of the
* Bchoolboys' Own Library ™ on sale thia
month are No. 280, * Captain and Ty-
rant 'Y o magnificent yarn featurin

Harry Wharton & Co., of Greyfriars; an

No. 281, “ St Jim's in Revolt I ™ intro.

ducing Tom Me & Co., the cheery
chums of 8t. Jim'. The price per copy
in 4d.

Before winding up this chat 1 should
like to bring before your notics our com-
ponion papor--the CEM, which contains,
in addifion to & grand long yarn of Tom
Merry & Co., of 8t. Jim's, an amusing
story by Frank Richords, entitled * Grand
Opera at Groeyfriars!" which deals with
the early adventures of Harry Wharton &
Co. Why not sample ib, chums t

YOUR EDITOR.



MEET THE CHUMS OF GREYFRIARS IN THIS SPARKLING SCHOOL STORY'!
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THE FIRST CHAFTER.
Wheo’s Going?

¢ =3 'Al going ¥
E “You're not, Smithy

“1 jolly well am. You coming,
Boddy ¥

LT .HI:I, A%E -[.-J-

“You comung, Bob?"

" No, fathead [*

“You, Inky*

“he answer s in the absurd nega-
tive, my esteemed idiotic Smithy !

Herbert Vernon-Swmnith, the Bounder
of Greviriers, glanced round the Rag,
with a sarcastic sneer on his face.

There were & good many Remove
fellows in the Rog. Somo of them were
lonking rather disgruntled.

Harry Wharton, the eaptain of the
Form, was frowning. His comrades, the
famous Co., did not look pleased.

Bomething, evidently, had ocourred
to rullla the serenity of the Greyfriars
Eemove that MNovember morning.

The weather, certainly, was not enjoy-
able. A drizzle of rain was falling in
the quad and |Pﬂ;’r.terit'lg an the windows.
The playing fields were drenched, and
even Bob Ehcrry was doubtful about
footer.

But it was not the weather that dis-
gruntled the Removites. It was an
order that had been placed on the
notice-board after third school, evidently
in view of the half-holiday that after-
TG

“Fverybody here got ecold feet?”
askod the Bounder.
“Oh, don't be an ass, Bmithyl”

grunted Johnny Bull. “It's a Head's
order, and we've gof to toe the line ™
“It's rotten, but it can’t be helped,”
sald Frank Nugent.
Harry Wharton did not speak. FHis
frowning brow looked az if he rather
agreed with the Bounder, who had
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They called Harry Wharton a fu
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nk because he wouldn’t break bounds.
a test of real nerves, the junior captain of Greyfriars made his aecusers sing small !

announced that e was “going,” in spite
of the order of the Great Beak.

“Well, I'm going!” said Vernen-
Bmith. *I'd like some of you fellows
to come, az you know the place; but
I'm going on myv own if you're all
funky !*

“ Fathead !” said Boh Cherry.

“It’s ulter rot?” said Vernon-S8mith.
“If the Head fancies we can't take care
of ourselves, he's got another puess
coming. Last Wedneasday voun fellows
cxplored the sinugglers' cave; it wasn't
out of boundz then. You got gtranded
there through that born idiet Dunter
clearing off with your boat——"

“0h, really, Smithy 1" squeaked Bailly
Bunter.

“Biut up, Bunter! You'd have got
landed for a night out if you hadn't
found the secret passage laaging to the
school ! Well, you did find it,” said
Bmithry, “and ever sinee half the
zsehool's Deen waiting for the next halif-
holiday to e:-:}lzgn:-re the jolly old spot.
And now the Beak comes down with a
bummp and puts it out of hounds [

“Billy rot!” said Skinner.

“¥You'll come ™ asked the DBounder,

“Oh, mno fear!” gsaid Skinner
promptly.

“Any oflers? asked the Bounder,
with a sncer. “I'm jolly well going—
and that's that! I'm geing to wallk
down aiter dinner, and I'm going into
the smugglers’ cave, and I'm going to
follow that jolle old sceret passage
along to Greyfriavs, and—>"

“Better wash it out, Bmithy I said
Harry Wharton slowly. “Wea're all
jolly Leen on it. But the Head takes
the wview that it’s not safe for fellows
to root about there, and he may be
right=———*

“You know he's right I said Johnny
Bull, in his ealm, etolid way. “I'm as
keen to explore the place as any chap:

=
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But when it eame to

but what's the good of making out that
it's safe when yvou know it isn't #¥

"Is ‘safety first’ the Yorkshire
motto * jeered the Bounder,

“If vou wart a thick ear, Smithy, yon
won't have to ask for it twice 1 gaid
Johnny., “I'm saying that the Head's
right in taking the view that it's not
safe. 1 don't care a brass button
whether it's safe or not, but the Head
does, He's right ™

Johnny Bull was the happy possessor
af a fund of solid, stolid commor sensc.
Trritating as the headmaster's order was
to enterprising juniors, Johnny could
see the matter az it looked to the ollicial
eve.

“That davy we were stranded in the
sea-cave,” went on Johnny, “we did
find the secret passage—right ! And how
did we find it? By Bob falling head-
first into the pit it opens out of. He
fell on a soft spoi—

“His head *” asked Skinner.
“Ha, ha, ha!™
M There was a lot of soft sand in the
it, and Bob dropped on it,* eaid
chinny, passing Skinner's little joko
unhecded. “If he'd fallen on rock, he
would have broken a limb. ‘There may
be dozenz of such pitfalls in the place.
The Head knows that. And that under-
ground passage leading to the schonl
might get blocked Ly a fall of chalk,
There was a lot of fallen chall: about
when we went through, A fellow shut
i there wonld be in o pretty serape.
I'm not saying I den't want te go, as
vou jJolly well know, Smithy, with all
yvour swank ; but I suy the Head's right
that 1i's net safe, and, 1f I wers a
schoolmaster, I'd jolly well put it out
of bounds.”

This was an unusnally long speech for
Johnny Bull, who was a fellow of fown
words.
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It bad a convincing <ffept on some of
his hearers.

Amithy, who was utterly veckless
either -of danger or of authorily,
listened impatiently, with a snecr on
his face.

- *Ta that all 7" he demanded.

“That's all I*

“Thank goodness for that! T was
béginuing to think you were wound
up |

“Well, Johnny's right!” said Bob
Cherry. “I'd liﬁc to go—and I don't
care whether it's safe or mnot—but
schoolmasters don't look at these things
as we do.  After all, it would ba a bit
of o worry to a headmaster to have a
fellow brought in with a broken leg.”

“I'm going!* said Vernon-Smith,
“It's all rot, and the Head's not going
to keep me in & bandbox 1™

“It's a special order about pounds,
Smithy,” said Tom Redwing. "It
would mean s flogging if you're
spotted.” : )

Herbert Vernon-Smith snapped his
fingrers.

“That for the flogging " be said con-
temptucusly. “If yvou're afraid of a
llogging l{add ., stick in "

- ?I{rmw I'm not. But——"

“Dh, rats|l By gum, I'd never have
thought the Remove such a crew of
funks |* sncered the Bounder. * Here,
Mauly—will you come, Mauly? You've
got pluck enough, if i;ml could manage
to keep awake a whole afternoon !

Lord Mauleverer shook his head.

“Head’s order, Smithy!” he said.
“Can’t jib at the Heads order! Dad
torm, dear man " )

“If you tell S8mithy it's bad foim,
you'll make him all the keener on it,”
remarked Peter Todd.

“Ia, ha, ha 1" ]

“Well, I'm going |7 said the Bounder
angrily. “You said this morning that
you'd come, Wharton, and show me
what vou'd fovnd there.”

“I'a be glad, Smithy. I'm keen on
it,” said the captain of the Remove.
“But it's been put out of bounds since
then.”

Smithy shrugped his shoulders.

“And yonu're head boy of the Form
and can't do anything wrong—what!"”
he jeered. ® Dear little Erne, saying
* Yoo siz!” and * Oh, =iv !" and ' Please,
sir! and * No, siz '™

Some of the Remove [ellows laughed,
and Harry Wharton flushed with anger.
But he made no vejoinder.

“' I say, you fellows, that's tilfin I” saicd
Billy Bunter, a5 a bell began to clang.

It was the dinuer-bell.

Bunter made a mova for the door.
Bunter wasz often late for class, but he
was never late for a meal,

Herbert Vernon-8mith gave a mock-
ing, vaunting look round at the crowd
of fellows in the Rag.

“I'm going after dinner!” he =aid.
* Nobody else going I

There was no answer,

“IFunks ¥ zaid the Bounder.

And, flinging that unpleasant word
over his shoulder, tha Bounder of Grey-
friars stalked out of the Rag.

[ EE Ty

THE SECOND CHAFPTER.
Bunler Bumps !

ki TUTRID weaiber!” grunted Bob

P Cherry.

“Not nica I agreed Nugent.
“It docsa't look like footer,™

“It doesn't.”

* All right for o trip {o the smugglers’
cave, though,” said Harvy Wharton.
* A splash of r:iljn needn't stop that ¥
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“That's barred ! said Jounnv DBull

“The barfuiness is terrific!” muyr-
mured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,

Wharton was silent, frowning.

After dinner there was deep and pro-
longed grousing in the Remove., Other
fellows in cother Forma were grousing
alse. There was no doubt the Hedd's
order, placing the Shoulder and the
sea-cave out of aschool bounds, woas ex-
tremely unpopular.

Hobson of tha Shell declared that it
was rot. Temple of the Fourth ex-
gl'ﬁaseﬂ the opinion that it was pifile,

oker of the Fifth was heard to stato
that he had a jolly good mind to go, all
the same. In the Remove they groused
loud and long.

Johnny Bull eould see that the Head
was right. Perhaps a few other fellows
could, but they were in a minority.

That ees-cave under the mighty
Shoulder, the great chalk coliff that
Jutted out into thae Norih Sea, had
always had some interest for the Grey-
friars fellows. They had heard meny
stories of the smugglers who had once
haunnted its shadowy depths, runnip
cargoes of French silks and kegs o
brandy from luggers that slid silently
into Pegg Bay under cover of night. In
the summer term fellows would explore
the cave, or ptenic there. Certainly it
was not very attractive, as a rule, in
the winter.

But it had a very special aitraction
now. On Wrn.dnmn:taj afternoon, Havr
Wharton & Co. had gone there, and,
stranded by the fatuous Bunter elearing
off with the boat, they had returned to
the school by a =zecret passage.

Every fellow in the Remove had been
thinking about that secret passage since.

The juniors had discovered it by zcei-
dent—a lucky accident, as 1t had enabled
them to return to the school from ithe
sea-cave. They had traversed it, spoi-
ting here and there signs of the old
smngglers.  Probably o pood many
interesting relics were to be zpotted, if
a fellow had more time.

Naturally they had intended o go
again, the next half-holiday, and explore
the place thoroughly. Neavly all the
Remove had intended to go, as well as
an army of other fellows. And the
Head’s order, placing the sea-cave ont
of bounds, put “paid® to the whole
thing,

It was fearfully annoving, and it wasz
no wonder that the fellows grous<ed.
And it was like the Bounder to declare
that he was going. Head’s order, or no
Head's order. A much less veckless and
rebellious fellow than the Bounder—
Heorry Wharton, the captain of the
]El‘qvm—waﬁ thinking the wvery =ame
tinng.

It was all the more rotten, hecanze
the waather, which had started the
month fine and sunny, had furned rainy
and misty. There was no fooler that
day which would have been a welcome
alternative. The juniors felt sove about
it, though few were likely to imitate the
reckless Bounder and azk for trouble
with their headmaster.

The Temous Five were standing by
the window on the Remove ImJging,
logking out at the drizzle, at the have,
weeping branches of the old elms, and
the playing fields drenched and drip-
ping. It was not a heavy vain, but it
was steady, and did not look like leav-
mg off.

‘Rottenr sell ! Iégr-:.-u:mnn:l Bob Cherey.
“Not a man out of doorz; but look here,
we ¢an't stick in | What abonut a walk ¥

“Buch lovely weather for walking 1"
said INugent.

“There goes old Quelch !” said Bab,
pomnting from the windew at an angular
ligurc visible in the quad below. “If

and umbrella, My, Quelch

ﬁ{rﬁi E}liﬁl{:}juﬂﬂﬂ chanee it, rheumatiem

]

The juniors glanced down at the
Remove master, In hat and maeintosh
was heading
for the gates,

Quelch was a %;-mt walker, and
generally, on a hali-holiday, ho walked.
The dismal weather, evidently, was not
inducing him to abandon his usual man-
ners and customs. Generally, Mr. Prout
ﬂ: Capper wglljlﬁnd Tﬁth l};ﬁm ka but hi waa
alona now, o other beaks, pecha
jibbed at the weather, PEImEDS.

“Look here,” sald Harry Wharton
abruptly, as Quelch disappeared, “I
dot’i see cutting out our trip. I told
Smithy I'd show him what we found in
the cave—"

.. That was before—>"

I know all that. All the same—"

“I zay, you fellows——*

= Oh, buzz off, Bunter |

Oh, really, Wharton, you needn't
snap a fellow's head ause a
fellow’s got more }?)!uck than you have !*
said the fat Owl, blinking scornfully at
the eaptain of the Remove throngh his
big spectacles. “I'm jolly well going 1"

" Youl!” ejaculated Bob Cherry.

The Famous Five stared ut Billy
Bunter.

They were nob surprised at any reek-
lessness in Smithy. The fact that tho
sca-cave was out of bounds probably
cave it an added sttraction in the

ounder’s eyes. But Billy Bunter was
not the man te ask for trouble,
especially with the Chief Beak,

" Gammon I growled Johony Bull.

The gammonfulness is terrific.”

“I can tell you, I mean it|” sai
ﬁunta:r. “No funk about me, I Impad;
I“w-‘kﬂ I}IF lon !Euit. lEIm vou fellows
now, ‘m jolly we ing  wilth
Simithy | You needn’t thinkgﬂ’siemusﬂ
he's packing a bag of tuck in his sindy,
erther. I dont care fwo straws anbous
Liz tuek.”

“Ha, La, ha!”

“Blessed if I zee anything to cackle
at! DI'm going to back up Smiihy,”
declared Bunter.  * Whe's afraid of the
beaks? Not wme! I say, Wharton, will
vou lend me your raineoat

da gﬂ..?

“Beast! Lend me yours, Franky "
L"Not to go to the sea-cave fn,"jsﬂirl
l:r:n.l.'r‘:k, laughing. “Does Smithy know
youre going with him, old fat man

“I haven't told luim vet. But he'll ba
glad, of course,” said Bunter. * He
doesn’t want to go nlone. IF it's not
safe in the sea-cave, as the Flrad thinks,
he will want a plucky pal with Lim to
see hum through—"

“Oh, my hat |7

“I say, you fellows, my raincoat’s oot
holes in it. Can I have vours, Harry,
obd fellow? Be a pal! You won't want
1f, as you're afraid to go,” said the fat
{}1.} 1 Hpr:rsuaﬁivc]g.

"Ha, ha, ha ! roared the Co.

Billy Bunter wanted that vainceat, byt
really he was not putting it taetfullv.

“You blithering, bLloated  bander-
snateh [ exelaimed Wharton,

“Oby, really, old chap 1™

“Buzz off, you fat bluebottle 1?

“Well, it's a bit thick, rvefusing te
lend your raincoat to a pal, vwhen you're
E’[lFIi]I‘J]g indoors, funking geing out,”
caid Dunter. Y Dogein-the-manger, I
call it. I say, can I take 1t out of the
I-:rl::hx?”

“No!" roarved Wharton.

“Beast ! hooted Bunter.

“Halla, hallo, hallo!
Smithy [

The Bounder came swinging out of the
Remove passage. He h;ﬁ a bag in his
hand, and the chums of the Remove,
after what Bunter had caid, guessed

Hore comes



what it contained. If Smithy was golng
to oxplore the sea-cave and the sccret
tunnel, he would have to cut fea, and ho
was taking provender with him. That
was what inspired William CGeorge
DBunter with his unusual pluck and reck-
less disregard of autharity.
. Vernon-8mith gave ths
junigrs a mocking look.

“"Reddy's turned me down,” he said.
“Any of you coming "

“I say, SBmithy, I'm coming ' gasped
Bunter.

“Tathead ! Clear off ! snapped tho
Bounder. He wanted compuny on his
cxplorving trip, but not that of the fat
and fatuous Owl.

“Look lere, you beast,” hooted
Buouter indignantly, “if you don’t want
me, you cheeky cad——

“You've got it! Duzzl”
© “Beast |”

Billy Bunter gave the Bounder o glave
that almost eracked his spectacles, Ilo
was tho only {ellow in the Remove who
was preparcd to back up the reelless

group of

hl'e?hcir of bounds, and thiz was
Smithy's gratitude.
“Y¥ah! I faney it’s only gas!”

siccred Bunter,  “You'ro going to
make out that you've bLeen to the
smugglers’ eave. Yah! T'Hl bet you're
going to sneak in at the back door of
the Three Fishers, and play billiards
with those Higheliffe cads, and thon
como back here: bragging that you'voe
been to the cave! Vah 1

“Oh, my hat!” ojaeulated Dol
Cherry.

Herbert Vernon-8mith's
crimnsoned with ragoe.

Two or three fellows in the Remaovo
passage langhed as they beard Bunter,
and Bkinner winked at SBneop, who
giggled.

Smithy, in point of fact, was far from
bring the fellow to “swank ™ about
lhaving done what he lacked the nerve
to do.  Btill, if a fellow went alone, ho
cpul:] sey what he liked when he came
buele.

faco

“Why, wou—you—" pgasped the
Bounder,
“1le, he, ha! cackled Bunfer., 1

kiow your ga.me.—-—ha, he, hea! You ain's
going within a milse of the cave, and
vou're ecoming  back te  say-—
Yaroooonoop 1Y

The Bounder swung round the bag in
his hand, intevrupting Bunter.  Jt
erached on the fat Junior, sending him
Epinning.

“Look out ™ yelled Bob,

Bump, buwnp, bump!

Wild yells Aoated back from Bunter
a2 hie rolled over the edge of the Remove
staircase. e yelled and squirmed and
grabbed and cluiched, and bumped from
stair 1o stair.

“Ow! Yarooh! Ilelp! ¥oohooop!™

“Lla, ha, ha!®

Bump, bump, haunp!

“Ow! Ol cnikey! Yaroocoop !”

Tortnuaiely for Bunter, it was n short
glaivease. But it scemed guite long
enoigh to Billy Buntern

He bumped on the noxt landing, and
velled and  roaved. U that landing
were  Lhree Fifth Form  men—Coker,
Potter, wmuxl Greene.  They staved
©oronnd at the volling and roaring Owl.

“Ia, ho, ha! roared Coker. “Do
liat agnin, Bunter 1Y

WY ow-ow-owaow 17

Billy Bunter was nob disposed to do
i wgrwin. Tle picked hinself up, and
disuppesred  down  the lower stpirs,
Ieaving Uvhey chortliog.
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Help ! Yoo-hoop I*
stair to stair,

* Look out ! ** yelled Bob Cherry. Bump, bump, bump ! “Ow ! Yarcoh!
Wild yells floated back from Bunter as he bumped from
On the landing below were three Fifth Form men—Coker and
Potier and Greene. They stared round at the rolling Owl.

-
e,

““Ha, ha, ha ! ™*

roared Coker.

THE THIRD CHAPTER,
Wharion, Too !

= LERBERT VERNON - BMITH
ﬂ =eowled st the Famous Five.
Yhey were prinming—but the
Bounder was evidently angry.

Sy hiked to do wild and reckless
things 1o malko other fellows stare, and
remark [0 one anolber what o devil of
a fellow the old Bounder was. All the
wore, Tor that veason, he was micnsely
icrituted by Duuter's fatwous gibe.

A fellow like Skinner might have
laken a walk that afternoon, tn oa safe
divection, and “told the tale ™ when he
veturped. e bare 1dea of heing
elassed with such o fellow made Swithy

immtensely angt‘i,n And, after zll, if hae
went alone, thero would be only his
word for it thet he had gone to thoe sca-
cave at all. Other fellows could believe
Lim or not, as they liked. Hoine of
them, at least, it was very likely, would
take Bunter's view.

“Tou rolben funks!  said  the
Bounder, between his teeth, * Letting
a man down! Iasn’t one of you got
gz much pluck as a bunny rabbit?*

“The pluckfulness is  fervifie, my
estoemed Siithy [ satd Horree Jamact
Ram Singh mildly., * But—"

“But the butfulness 12 just as torrifie
as the pluckfulness|” oxplained Bob
Chevry, with o grin,

Tie Macrer Lrany.—No. 1.500.
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““Betler cut it out, Stnithy 1™
Frank Nugent, laughing.

0y shat wp 1 snacled the Bounder.
“Look herve, Wharton | Yonu said ;.ruu"d
comia!l If vou don't come, you'ro a
rotten, sneaking funl

Harry Wharton coloured uncomiort-
ably. He was move than ready to teke
the risk of breaking bounds. But, as
My, Quelch’s head ‘boy, he had a certain
responaibility. Head boy of & Form ab
Gresfriars was in mueh the same e
fion as head of o ITouse in a echool
divided into Houses. It was naot {for a
fecllow in such o position to sck an
pamplo of defiance of authority.

“I can't do it Bmithy ¥ he said.
W1% hike to, bu M

“*You've been through the place once,
without an acoidanbme—""

Wharion's face Hamed.

"You cheeky fool, vou know I don't
care & bean whether it's dangerous in
the cave or not! By Jove, I—"

“What are you afraid of, then?”
snecred the Bounder, YA flopging?
It's not such a jolly long timea since old
Quelch called you tho worst boy in the
Foriy, amd you were up for flopgings.
You didn't care a lot then™

Wharton sct lns lips.

“Hﬂhut up, Swmithy 1 growled Johuny

ull,

No member of the Co. liked to bo
reaninded of the troubled term when
Harry Wharton had been out of hand,
i econstant trouble with Form-master
nued hoadmaster, Naither would
Smithy have reounded him in &8 less
angry mood.

“You know 1t's not the flogging I
care about, Smuthy 1" said tha captain
of the Romove. “Dut, as head boy—"*

The Bounder gave s scofling laugh.

i Any exeuse 13 betler than none ! he

saud

LALLLLLL LR R LT e R LT LR LR NIRRTyl IEI Rl I R]]

ST. JIMS i» REVOLT!

door 13

The New House at St. Jim's iz in reveltl
barrica
chalked the words " No Surrender,”
the famous school seen such exciting times.

Ratchiff has never been popular, but Figgins & Co,
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mocked.  "You sald you'd come, and
you're lelbing me downl I'mm going,
and that fool Bunter, and worms like
Slinner, will make out that it's only
swank, and that I never went at all!
You're going to let me in for that, you
rotter I*

“T ecan'f—"

“You're B cur, then snarled the
Bounder savagely. And, without wait-
ing for any rejoinder to that, he
stamped awey down the staivs,

Wharton clenched his bends, with 2
erimson face.

“If you want s tip from me” said

Johnny Bull guietly, “youll go after
that clieeky ead, and pive him such a
hiding that he won't feel like brcaking
bounds.™ .
. Wharton looked at his friends, lweeath-
mﬂ% hard. He had Deen doubiful
pefore, but he was no longer dounbtful.
The DBounder's taunt Iiac? strock tou
hard.

“I'm going !” he said curily.

Frank cﬂught his avin.

“You can't, Harryl Look lhecre-——"
T told Boithy I'd go, and le's hold-
g me to 161" snapped Whavton,

“ But, since then——"

“T'm going [

“YWou know wyou ought not o go!”
said Frank tartly.

“I know I'm mnot going to have
Vernon-Bmith ealling me & cur for
letting him down I¥

%00, bother Smithy! Ilc's got lis
own pals, and if they wou't back hun
u% et lnim rip!" snapped Jugent,
“But you—'

%3

“T'm going, I tell you "

“Well, look here! Let's all po l¥ =aid
Bob. #SBink or swim together!”

“T'm not going!” said Jolory Bull
stolidly,  “Smithy ean vazr Wharton
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into waking a fool of himsclf, Lul he
won't get away with it heve.”

“My estcemed  Jolmny—="
mured the Nalbob of Blianipur.

“Johony's right’ said Harvrrm
“ Besides, I don't want you fellows to
comre ] No ueed for one fool to make
many | I'm going with Smithy—and
i jolly well going to puieh his head
when we get buck 17

And, jerking s arm away from
Mvugent, the coptain of the Hemove
iramped down the stairs, leaving the
Co. in o worried and dubious irame of
mind.

In the lobby downstairs he found the
Bounder gelling inte cap aud raincoat,

emithy gove him s black  look.
Rather ihan have gone alone, he would
have preferred to toke even Bunler, if
oily as a2 witness to his exploit. Buk
ho fat Owl of the DRewmove Dind
vanizhed,

“1f you've come hero Lo jaw me ™ hie
sald savagely, “you can cub b out!
Don't give me any of your head beoy
pi-jaw I

“T'm ecoming 1

“Oh ¥ The Bounder's scowling brow
clearcd.  ©That's vight, old Dean! Get
into your minc—ib's pretty wet out "

“Whera the thump s my maci?
gruiited Wharton, seavching along the
pegs. YT left 16 hore! Seome silly o2
must have borrowed 1t ¥

“Bovrow somcbody else’s, then 1™ zaid
Sunithy. )

Wharten grunted, and searched Lor his
macintosh.,  Ha was dissatisfied with
himezelf, diszatidfied with the Bounder,
and far from being in a good tewjper.
Tho fact that lis mrac was missing was
an added rolation.

But it could not be Tound.

I take Nugeut's™ said
“He ton't want i :

“Not in the present stalo of funk in
tha Remove 17 satd the Dowieder =ar-
vastieally. _

“Oh, shot up 1? ) .

Snnthy lavghed. Mo was e high
vaod hatmour now., Tn o vishy expodi-
vy, Harry Wharten wars  the cowm-
paian o would have chosen, awd 1E
raidtier amused his savdonic nature, Loo,
1o lead Queleh’s head boy o o reck-
toza escapude. And the caplain of the
Fori wars the best possible wilness thatl
b voally hed louted the headmmsleo's
urelor, and goue to the =ca-cave.

cComn are U lie sadd,

e feamped outy, witle tho bag Tidden
vtieder hibg rofocoal, and Torey YWharton
Labloswed, tne Nogent's mnae.

o the puodd tle rain was deizedinge
down, Two prefects of the Bixth—-Win-
eale and v ne—werg going Jdown o
ita foeler ground, wne doubt to
whethier ihere was a chanee of ganes
praclivo thal web allerpoon,

Wineats slinced at e pomors, a0l
rave L a ned wd oo sdle,

CUhaneinge the  rain?™ L sabd,
spiend 1 Heltter than stickiog jndoare: 17
Wiaeion compressml liis hips o linde,

e watilasd o owath the DBownder.
Wi Greylrineg eoptain had vo suspicion
Lk they were going out of bominds,  Ji
would  bave tweped then back Tase
greusil, ad be known their wtenton,

-

1lavry.

gt

H A

HMarry  pateed  a second=then ha
1 'ad I‘III_]!"'!I i,
“Hallo, there™s Troul!™  gricnedd

Smithy, as they came down Lo the gates,

AMe. Prout was standing b the door
of Lesling's ladge, speaking lo the
povier, Mrout’s aple  form was
wrapped up in his vell-kuown peeple
everegat, conspicnous fvem afar. A hat
wad chanped Jdewn over his %vhrl'lli} hrow,
aid o umbeella elevated above it



'rout seemed doubtful whether to ven-
tare out in that nninviting weather,

He planced at the tvwo juniors as they
cane along. It was one of the weak-
nesees of Mr. Prout that he never could
soanetuber that he wasz at Greyiriare to
manage only the Fifth Form, and not
all the other Forms as well. He had
nothing to do with Remove boys; but
he barged in, all the zame,

“Here! Wharton!” boomed M.
Frout. * Vernon-Smith 1*

“IYBE, gir 1Y  sawd FHarry, without
taking the frouble to conceal a touch of
impatienee.,

“I trust,” boomed Prout—"1 trust
{hat yon have seen the Head's order,
posted on the board this morning !

“I've seen it 17

“Aud I trust,” boomed Froug, ©that
vou have no idea of disregarding that
order 17

Wharion did not answer that, Prout,
of course, knew that nearly avery fallow
in the school was keen to visit the sea-
cave that half-holiday, and explore the
seeret pazsages that the juniors had dis-
covered n few days ago. No doubt the
sight of the two fellows plunging out
into the rain excited his suspicions—
espeecially as Wharton was one of the
diseoverers of the seeret of the
smugelers’ cave, and Vernon-8mith was
well known to be the most reckless
young rascal at Greyiriars,

“What—what {* boomed Mr. Prout.
“Answer me, Yharton I
AT will answer my own Form-master,
if be questions e, siv!” said Harry
Wharton, coolly.

“What? gasped Prout.

“We're walking over to Chif House,
siv 1" said the Boander hastily., “ Hazel-
tene’s sister asked ua to tea”

Wharton's hip curled.

“{My, come on!” he snapped.

They walked on, leaving Mr. Prout
slaring aller themn veey  suspiciously.
Dutsicle the gates, the Boundor gave the
captain of the Romove o glare,

“You silly azs!” he snapped.  *“Da
vou wank to start old Prout jawing to
Guelch about us@™

“1n telling Prout no lies ! said
VWharton savagely., “You've called mo
n funk, but 'm not funk enough to
skulk behind a lot of lies™

“Oy, rate! Beaks ave fair game.
Prout zhouldn't barge in! Did xou
want to tell him that we're heading for
ine sea-cave?” sneered the Dounder.

“T'd rother tell him that than tell
him lies.”

“Well, you're a fool [V

“And vou're a rvotter!"

"1 say, you fellows!™

A sgueak interrupted them, and Lhey
stnred round et & podgy figure, en-
veloped in a raineoat, much too long.
Billy Bunter blicked at them through
web spectacles.

“1 any—=-"

!JJ

“You fat eillain ! roared Wharton,
He knew what had become of his
migging  raincoat nowl Y That's my
nact”

“Is it, old chap'” asked Bunter, I
didn't notice that it was vours when I
borrowed it. Besides, T asked voul If
vou can't lend a fellow & mac on a
rainy day—— T say, you fellows, don's
walk on while a fellow's talking 1"

Billy Bunter, evidenily, had borrowed
that mac and lain in wailt for tho
Bounder, whey he came out of gates,
Al there he was!

“Slhicer off 17 snapped Smithy.

"I'm coming, old chap——"

Tha Dounder reached out and gave
Bunter 8 sudden push on a podgy chest,
The fat Qwl toficred, slipped in the
nmad, and sat down.

Splash !
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Yw I pasped Bunfer as he =at in a
puddle, splashing water and mud on
all sides. “Ow | Beast! Oh erikey !”

Wharlon and Vernon-3mith walked

on, leaving him sitting.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Quelch Wants to Know !

R. QUELCH Efﬂéﬁpﬂd under the
M ol lEc;r-::hl of the Anchor Inn,
at Pege, shut hizs umbreilla
shook rain from it, an
grunted. Quelch was not enjoying the
weather.

I'rom where he stood, he had a view
ncross the rugged old street of Pezg,
towards the sea. Just in front of tho
Anclior, the ancient stone quay jutted,
with several boats tied up to the Etﬁf’:‘
covered with tarpanlin, The bay rol ed
grey and mristy, and, farther out, thoe
white-caps chased one another on the
open sea.  High over the rolling waters,
at tho oxtrenuty of the bay, rose thoe
mighty Shoulder, half-hidden in Novemn-
ber mist, the surf booming on the rocly
ledges and ridges ihat ran out from
its base.

There was havdly a living being to bo
geenn.  Mr, Queleh had a glimpse, for o
moinent, of two rosy faces, ay two CLH
House givls, wrapped in macs, passed,
and his crnsty face broke inlo a crusty
smile at the sipht of Marjoric Hazel-
dene and her friend Clara., They went
along the rvoad to CHf House E':H:hutil
and disappeared. After which, in all
the village facing the misty, rolling bay,
he behald eonly one human being—a
bronzed, bearded old fisherman, in oil-
skins, tramping on the stone quav,

And My, Queleh wondered why old
Dave Trumper was tramping to and fro
there, in the rain! -

It was not wholly for the sake of his
usual waik that the Hemove master had
turned out that rainy afternoon. Know-
ing guite well how f:een the boys in his
Form were to explore the smugglers’
cave, Quelel had a misgiving that somo
of them might bo tempted to disregard
the Head's order on the subject. He
considered 1t judieious to keep an oye
OpeLL.

Queleh did not want Remove boys to
e called on the carpet hefore the head-
master., 8o his walk had taken him
down to Pegg, and there he was, shelter-
ing from the rain under the old porch of
the Anchor Inn,

Queleh had scen—or thought he hod
soon—signs of the weather elearing. Dug
it had not clearcd yet, at all events
The rain camo dripping down in the
ragged old street of Pegz, washing
alonr in little rivolets, Heedless of it,
old Dave Trumper tramped on the guay,
cvery now and then glaneing up the
shore, as if 1n expectation of an arrival
——a fact that dMr. Quelch grimly noted,

Ile had littlo doubt that old Dave's
boat had been hired that afternoon. If
3 Remove fellow was coming to sail i
it, that Kemove fellow was peing to
meet with

a surprise.
Me  Quelch did net desire to be
gevere.  IHe had been o boy himnself,

once upon & Lime, and he knew how
smugglers’ caves and sceret passages
appealed lo the vouthiunl mind. ic
could make aliowancez. But no boy of
Queleh’s Torm was going to be “up ™
bhefore the Head, if QueTch could help
it. 3L less was he going lo get away
with defiance of the headmaster's order,
Home reckless voung rascal like Vernon-

Smith—perhaps some thoughtless young
EWEE ike Bob Cherty—might have
hired that boat and planned to corry

on, all the same, in spite of the Ilead's
notice on the board. In which cazc,

7

Henry Samuel Queleh was there to pu
“paid " to 1t
~ Two fgures in web mnes came {ramp-
ing up the sbreet and turned in tho
direction of the quay. Mr. Queleh's eyes
grlmted as he recognised Vernon-Bmith,
hen he started a little as he recognised
Vernon-Smith's companian,

The Remove master stood frowning
and hesitating, The Shoulder and sca-
cave were out of bounds. DBué the vil-
lage of Pegg and the beach were not.
Neither was there any law against
Greyfriars men going for a run on lhoe
bay, if disposed so to do.

{I!bvmt:stf. however, no fellow in his
senses wonld have chosen s misty, rainy
November afternoon for a eail, wnlesa
with an  ulterior objecl. If thoso
two juniors had comie down for
Trumper's boat thore could be little
doubt of their intended destinution.

Uttcrlii; unaware of the angular fipure
under the inn poreh, SBmithy and lis
companion stepped on the quay and ap-
proached old Trumper. Tle old suilor-
man touched his hat, and Quelcl =aw
H‘mt tho Juninra were spoaking to hine
Then old Dave went down the wet,
elippery stone steps to the Loat that was
tied below, rocking on the water.

That left no doubt on the subject.
Forth from the inn poveh, rather like a
lion from his lair, strode Henry Bamucl
Queleh.

Wharton and Smithy, with their cvea
on Dave, had their backs to the jun, and
did not see l%m:-]ch voming.,  “Pho
Bovnder was speaking as Queleh reachicd
the quay.

. Bafe as houscs, old Lean! Not
likely to be a beak or a prefect about
e this ﬂl];.-' weather—uwhat 4™

Hardly I agreed Harry.

“That ass Coker was going. 1 heard
that he was making up n party in the
Fifth, and asked Bluudell, wini Tlilton,
and Fitzgerald, as well as I'oiicr and
Greene. But théy've chucked it,”

“They've got more scuse in the Fiflth
than we have in the Remove, then!™
said Harry devly,

“Wharton !  Vernon-S8mith 1 Larked
a sharp voice.

“0Oh, gad!” c;l;m.-[:eﬂ the Bowvinler.

He spun round and stared at his Form-
master.

Harry Wharton drew & decp Lreabd

They gozed at Mr, Quclch.  That Lo
had gone out of gates, as nsual, on &
haif-holiday, Wharten had known., Bng
it had not oceurred to Lime that Mr.
Quelch had wallked down to 'ege. Now
he knew—and guessed why!

A bitter look ecame over Wharien's
face. There was a sirain of olbstinacy
and hasty tempeyr in Lis nature; bot he
was very far from being a recklesz rebel,
like the Bounder, DMercly to set himsclf
up against authority gave Sinithy w
thrill of excitement., Wharten did not
share it in the least. But bere he was,
caught with the scapegrace of the Form,
tarred with the same brusl, as it woere,
And he could have kicked himself, Still
more he would have liked to kick

Smithy
“Why are vou here? acked 3w
Lul the

Quelch, very guietly.

Wharton did not speak.
Bounder recoverved hiz cool assuronee i
a mwoment. He could not deny that
they were going out in o Loulb, for uk
any moment old Dave wvght come up
the steps to say thal Lhe Lot was veaay.
But, so0 far, at lea:t, 1o law Lud Leen
brokon,

“No're going for a zall, sic!™ eals
Vernon-Bouth calmlr,

“On a day like Uns!” said M
Queleh, ralsiug luis oyebrow ez :

“Looks like elearing up latcr, siri*

Tur Macxer Lippacy,—No. 1,500.
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sieid the Bounder smoothly. " Anyhzr,
we'vo not efvnid of & spot of rain”
. Wharten did not speak. Ho was pre-

pared - to enter info the Bounder's
oscapade, end take the -risk. But he
was not prepered to adopt the Bounder's
system . of “fooling the besks™

Smithy’s idea of school lifo 'was rather
fhat of & war betweepy’boys and-masters.
And hisy view was that snything was
faii -in war, Among his fellows, ha
would- have scorned to lie. To a master
or o prefect he would have lied without
dcruple. - It was up to them to catch
hun gut, if they coyld; and then he
would $ake his gruel with coel bardi-
hood. ‘But they were not going to catch
him, 1f he could Lelp it

Wharton's view was that a lie wos
a lie, and N would have had his

ue cut gub. svoner than utter one,
With their “¥iews thus as far as thé
Poles asunder, he was not likely to
pull well with the Bounder.

Tho ceptain of the Remove ztood
silent. & knew that lch's keen
eyes weré acarching his face, and he
lowercd his own-—with intense onnoy-
ance. He hated not to be able to look
a man in the faco. _

“If you are mercly going for a sail,
Vernon-3mith, ne harm is done,” said
Mr. Quelch, “But'if it is your inten-
tion to visit the sea-cave—a dangerous
place to visit, especially in this un-
pleasaut weathepr——*

“It's out of bounds now, sir!”

* What "

“ Povhaps you havent seen the
Hcad's notice, sir?” said Smithy, with
cool - effvontery. “There's s paper on
the board, putting the sea-cave out of
bounds."”

My, Quelen locked at him long and
hard. The Bounder spoke with inne-
cent calmness; and for the life of him
the Remove mastor could not tell
whetker this was cool impertinence or
not.

“I an aware, Vernon-Smith, that
Dr. Locke has placed the sea-cava aub
of Lounds’ said Mr. Quelch, after a
pause. “I am msking you whether ib
17— was—your intention to disregard
the Head's order

+fﬂh' Eil' !!’

“Yes or no, Vernon-Smith ?*

“No, sir I said the Bounder eoclly.

Wharton’s cheeks roddened. He was
in a position of tho deepest discomfort.
1f Quelch repeated that question to

him, what was he to say¥? Certainly,
he could not give the Bounder away,
after joining up with him. Neither
could Lo answer wuntruthfully, aos
Sinithy had dome. It wes rather &
dilerama

“Wharton I"

“Yes, eir,” said Harry, in a low
voice,

“It is so very singular for any boy
to chooso sueh weather as this for &
sailing trip, that I cannot help suspeet-
iug anather intantion.”

*Indeed, eip 1

“I shall teke your word without

uestion, Wharton. If you aszura me
that you are not going to tho sea-cave,
ithat ends the matter.”

Haorry  Wharton breathed rather
hard. He saw s way out of the diffi-
culty now, without giving the Bounder

BWwWaoy,

"Iy am not going to the sea-cavo this
alternoon, sirl” he said wory distinetly.

“Very well, Wharton, I am satis-
fied 1 seid Mr. Quelch, and he walked
beel: to the porch of the Aunchaer.

The Bounder grinoed—when his back
wos turned |

Tie Maiaxer Lispant.—No. 1,500,
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TRE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Coming to Blows !

i EADY, sir!” ecalled out old
R Trumper.
“Right! Come on, Whars

_ ton '

Harry Wharton did not stir.

“Chuck ib, you ass |} he said.
gob back ™

Vernon-Smith stared at him.,

“What the dickens do you mean ! he
szked. irritably. “We're going out to
the sea-cnve—"

“¥ou heard what 1 zaid to Queleh.”

1 heard voa ptuff him, if that's
what you, mean! Itz all right—he'll
never see ns in this mist, once we're oub
on-the bay. Come on!"

“Don’t be an assl’ said Wharton,
“I've told Queich I'm not going to the
sea-caval That sctiles it!  You can
tell all the dashed lies you like, but you
can leave me out of it 1"

“You wealk-kriced fooll” said the
Bounder, between his teoth. “You
can’t let me down now! Quelch
shouldn’t ask questions, if ha wants to
be told no fibs! I can’t go without

* Let’s

you now ! I go alowpe, under his
eyes, what will Le think? Ho will
know at once!”

“Cut it out, then!”

“1 won't!™” .

" Ploaze yourself ™

With that, Harcy Wharten turned
and walked of the quay. The
Bounder stared after him =avagely as
he tramped awav on wet sand.

“¥You rotter!” he breathed. “Yon
rotten funk !”

Vernon-8mith had taken 1t for
E:nbed that .the captain of the
Remove' had joined in hiz game of

“stuffing the beaks.” ke realised now
that that was o mistake. Wharton had
told Mr. Quelch that he was not going
to the sea-cave—and hs was not going!

The Bounder Dbreathed hard and
deep. Both juniors were still under the
sight of the Remove meoster, across the
beach at the Anchor porch. Only too
well the Bounder, knew that Queleh
would have understood, at once, had
he earried on with that trip alone.
Queleh would have known that they
had como there with tho intention of
going out to the s=ea-cave, that Whar-
ton had changed bis wmind, and that
the Bounder had not.

The Bounder's reckless nature urged
him to carry on, in spite of the gimlet
eyes under the Anchor porch. Dut it
was not o question of risk now, but of
certain discovery., It was not good
cnough even for the reckless Bounder.

Old Trumper looked up from the
steps,

“All ready, sir!” he caul

0ld Dave knew nothing,
about Greyfriars school bounds;
was no concern of his.

Smithy hesitated.  Wharton was
already at a little distance, tramping
wp the sand, n the drippitgz rain.
Across at the Anchor, Quelch was
sheltering from the downpour, and
Smithy knew on what, and whom, the
gimlet eyes would be fixed. If he went
without Wharton—

Quelch would guess at onee how the
matter stood. But that was not all. If
he went alone, he went without the
witness to his exploit, and left himself
open to the jeering of Bkinner & Co,
and the derisive cackling of Billy
Bunter. The Bounder thought it out,
with a corrugated brow and glinting
cyea, Then he stepped towards the old
sailorman and Epofg m o low voico:

My Ifa.l’n had to go back for some-
thing, Trumper! Look here, you run

of course,
that

the boat out and pick us up on ihe

other side of the Shoulder, seot
We'll come round by way of Friar-
dala”

“Av, av, -sir? said old Dave,

“Mebbe T'll have to keep you waiting
B bit, sir—it ain't quick work besting
round the cliffs in this wind.”

“That's all right—I'Il ba there”

“Jest & you say,. sir 1"

Old Dave went down to the boat
again. Smithy watched him, with a
suller brow, as he cast off and slid out
to.sea. )

In a few minutes the boat was a Llur
in the November mist,

Vernon-Bmith tramped off the old
stone quay and cut along the beach
after Wharton.

Mr. Quelch, from the Anchor porch,
watched him grimly as he went.

They had given up that sail on the
bay. Possibly, becouse of Mr. Quelch's
observatlonzs en tho state of tho

weather; more probably, becauso M.,
Queleh was on the spot. Henry
Samuel Quelch was no fool. Wharton
had told him that he was not going to
the sea-cave—and, evidently, ha waa
not going. DBut he had net told him

that he bad -not intended to go.
Guelech had a fairly accurate idea of
tha intention: with which tha two

juniors had arrived at Pegg.

However, that intention had not been
carried. out If hiz head bovy had
thought of disregarding the Head's
order, hoe had, ai all cvents, disdained
to tell a falsehood on the subject; he
had given up the expedition rvather than
do so. Quelch did not expeet porfec-
tion, cven m  head hoy; and on the
whole he was satisfied. Avyhow, the
matter was at an end!

From Bnmuthy's point of view, how-
ever, it waz far from boing at-on end.
He cut along the beach and disap-
peared from Quelch’s esight. Hary
Wharton was walking guickly, aund
had reached the road that ran past the

ates of Clff Housa School, which was
the necarest w y boeck fo Greyiriars.
The Bounder had to run to overtake
him.

“Hald on, you swab!” panfed
Smithy's voice behind the caplain of
the Remove, and Wharten slowed
down—but he did not stop.

"Well " he rapped over his shoulder.
“Coming back ™

“No!” snarled the Bounder. "I've
said that I'm gomg to the sca-cave,
and I'm going! You've said that
you're coming with moe——="

“You heard what [ said to Quoleh.”

:';'Id lhaa,rd you stulling kim, some as

i IF

Wharton's eyea gleamed.  He camo
to & halt, facing the angry Bounder.
e was angry himsell and nob in a

mwood, by any means, to take any inore
“1lip® from Herbert Vernon-Bmith.

New. look here, Simathy,” he said
metly, 1 had to snswer Queleh.
%id yvou want me to tell him we were
out to the =ca-cave i

goin
No. you fool

‘Then I had to tell sim I was nob
gomg—and having ftold him that, I
can’t go. Leavo it at that!”

“Don’t give me any pi-jaw  nowl
Look here, we can get to ithe sca-cave
tLa other way, on ths other side of the
Shoulder. uelch can't ses through a
mountain of chalk, sza you'rea guite
safe "' -sneered tt  Bounder. “Do you
{hinl he ean see acrosza the bay, through
the Shoulder, to the beach on the other
side T _

Whart~ wallred on. :

“Hnfa as houzes!” went on Smithy,
following him. “I've told Trumper (o
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“ 1 say, you fellows—"* squeaked Billy Bunter, blinking at Wharton and Vernon-Smith through wet spectacles. * Yon

Iat villain !°* roared Wharton.

fake the bost round the ¢liffs and pick
us up on the other side. We cut
through Friardale Wood and get to the
beach that way—"

“I've said I'm not poing.”

“Funk {*

Wharton's ey blazed. But he con-
irqﬂﬂd hiz temper and tramped on mors
quickly.

Vernon-Smith followed kim,

They were near the opening of the
footpath now, through Friardale Wood,
which was Wharton's way back to Grey-
friars, and Vernon-Smith’s way to the
shore north of Pegg Bay, on the safe
side of the jutting Shoulder.

Neither of them noticed, at the
moment, o fat figure, in a muddy rain-
coat much too long, sitting on the stile,
panting for breath. in the drizsle wnder
the leafless trees.

As Wharton did not stop, the Bounder
grabbed him by the shoulder. With an
angry cxclamation, Wharton dashed hLis
hand away. .

“Will you stop?” hissed Vernon-
smith. “Listen to mel kesp on
telling you - that it's pecfectly sale,
guﬁicx_ 15 stmkm{; ot Pepg, and never

reaming that old Dave's gone out to
pick wus up along the beach, It's
sife—r"

“Vou koow as well as T do that I
don't care & straw whether it's safe o
not !* snapped Wharton. *Tell all the
lies you like—I'll tell none!”

“Beaks are fair game—-="

“Oh, chuck !

“¥You can't lot me downl 1 can't ﬁu
Lack to tie school now for ﬁﬁmehﬂ_ﬁ
with a”httle more pluck to come wit
mng—

“ Nobody elso is fool cnough to come
with you, anyhow. You assked a goo
many before you started! Redwing's

* That’s mac you're wea
notice that it was yours when I borrowed it. it e

T ¥
-

Vernon-Smith.

got too much and Skinner’s
afraid, and-—="

“And you're as afraid as Skinner.”

“Will you shut wp?”

“There’s no time for me to pick up
another man! T'd rather have taken
Bunter than nobody—"

Harry ‘Wharton gave o
laugh,

" You want to show off, and have a
witness that it’s not all gammon,” lie
said contemptuowsly, “and you think
that's reason cnough for me to tell

BONSe,

scolling

Lavefaced lies to a man who trusts me !
“"Will you ecome? snarled the
Dounder.
“No I

“You rotlen coward '™

Harry Wharten had held his temper
in check so far. Now it blazed out. He
turned on the teunting Bounder and
struck him across the face with the back
of his hand.

Smacl !

The noxt second, the Bounder was
leaping at him like a tiger and they
were fighting.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Bunter the Bold !

14 E, he, he!®
H Billy Bunter chortled.
Bitting on the stile, pnnt:zg

for breath, the fat Owl
ihut Remove was taking a much nocded
5.

He had followed the two juniors' as
far as that—erawling on their trail
rather like a fat snail. Dut at that
point, Bunter's wind had given out. He
sat on tho stile to rest and recover his
wind, in a state of the despest wrath

and annoyance, Ho had no doubt that,

““Is it, old chap? ™ asked Bunter.
If you can’t lend a lellow a mac on a rainy day——*

*I didn’t
** Sheer oft ! ** snapped

while he was sitting there, Wharton and
Vernon-Smith had reached the boat and
slarted—leaving him out. Ho it was
quite 8 surprise to Bunter to see the
pair of them coming back, engaged in
an angry argument as they came.

Bunter was amused.

These beasts had left him out.
had given him a long walk for nothing,
with the prospect of ancther dreary
tramp back to the school in the rain—
all for nothing. Bo it was quite amus
ing to Bunter to seo them punching one
another'a heads,

“He, he, he 1" ecackled the fat junior.

Hnr&ly o dozen feet from him the two
juniors were fighting furiouzly, hecdles:
of the rain, slipping in wet mud.

They

Billy Bunter blinked at them through
his g spectacles, grinned, and
chortled.

“He, he, hel I zay, you fellows, have
vou chucked it} He, he, he!”

There was =a splashing buomp as
Vernon-Smith slipped over and went
down, helped by & hefty punch that
lunded on his jaw.

He sat in the mud and panted.

“Ho, he, he 1" chortled Bunter.

Harry Wharton glanced round at the
fat junior. He had forgotten Dunter.
The fat Owl grinned at him.

Vernon-Smith staggered to his feet.
He pave Wharton a bitter, evil ™ lock.
Then he, too, glanced at Bunter.

“This will kecp, Wharton!” he said
botween his tectl, “We'll finish this
another timo!" )

“Any time you likel” said Wharton
disdainfully. _ .

'The Bounder picked uop his bag,
which ho had dropped when the fight
began, and hurried on to tho stile where
Bunter sat.

Tae Maaxer Lisrary.—No, 1.500.
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. BiHy Bunter’s eyes, and spectacles,
fastenod on that bag at once: The fat
Junior’s interast tvas entirely centred in
that hag of tuek.

“T1 zay, Smithy—=" he began. He
kept & wary eye on the DBounder
amithy had 'rolled  him down the

Bemove staircase and tipped him over
in a puddle—but Bunter wos not the
uwtan to bear grudges—nob @ against a
fellow who had a bag of tuck! He was
prepaved to bo friendly, if Smithy was
—but he doub whether Bmithy was,
&0 he was very wary.

And Smithy did net look good-
tempered—he  locked in his blackest
mood. Ho 'had by no means had the
Dost of that Drief “scrap "—but he
wonld have been glad to carry it on to
the bitter end, but for other and n:ore
pressing matters, A scrap with Wharion
could wait, but a trip to the sea-cavo
could riot, unless Smithy was to. return
to the school and own up to an empty
baoast.

* Like to come, Bunter 7 he asked.

“Eh? ejaculated Bunter. “ No larks,
you know ¥ This was so very wumn-
expected that the fat Owl was sus
PLCIOUS. ,

“Oh, don’t be a fat fool, if you can
help 19" snep Vernon-Smith,
“YWharlon's got cold feet, and let me
down! Like to comei™

“What-ho ¥ _said Bunter promptly.

“Hold on, Bunter!”™ broke in Harry
Wharton. “Don’t play the poat, you
fat ass! Quelch i3 at Pegg—"

“Oh erikey I gasped Bunter. i

“We're going the other way!” said
Verunon-2mith.  “0ld Trumper’s getting
his boat romnd for us” ;

“(dh! ‘That'z all rvight, then!” said
Dunter, “I’ll come! Like p shot!
say, what have yon got in that bag.
Smithy 7

“Haold an, you fat dummy!” said
Harry. “You know thet the sca-vave
iz out of hounds now, mnd it means a
flogzing if you're spotted.”

“Fat Jot I care for that!™ jeercd
Dunter. “I've not got cold feet, old
chap, No funk about me!"

arry Wharton gave an angry laugh.

Billy Bunier wos about the last man
in the Greyiriers Remove to take risks
that the other fellows preferred to
avold=—or to take risks at all, for that
matter. Yet here was Bunter, recklessly
prepared to join up with the Bounder
and chance it. It was o case of fools
rushing in whera angela fearcd to tread.

But that I:rag_\::nf tuck drew Bunter like
n magnet. Moreover, tho fat and
obtuse Owl never looked ahead. Bunter
was not afraid of a fogging, as he de-
clared, so long es the flogging was not
actually in the offing ! William George
Bunter was, in fact, afraid of nothing,
so long as thero was nothing fo  be
afraid of | ]

“Don't you worry, old bean,” said
Bunter airdy. “I don't care tuppence
for the beaks] Nor the prefects, either |
Iilow *om! 1 say, what have you got in
that bag, Smithy }*

“You fat chump——" snapped Harry.

“Oh, draw it mild!” ssid Bunter.
“You needn't call a {ellow names
hecause hie'a got more plick that you
have! I ain't afraid, Smithy. I'l] see
vou through, old chap! I say, what
have you got in—"

“Look here, Bunter,” said Harry
quictly, “vou were in the sea.cave with
us last Wednesday when you cleared
off in the boat and left us stranded.
You gob carried out to sea in the boat,
gl gessjﬂ with vou, and if & stranger
hadn't swum out and saved yon, what
woitld have hapgenad to }'ﬂu%' Do vou
want to go inte danger again?™

“0Oh " zaid Bunter.

Tue Magxer Lisr2ary.—No, 1,500,

THE MAGNET

Aﬁpnrenﬂy he. dida't | o
“Bunter won’t clear off agein in a
hurry in a boat by himself [" snecred
Vernon-S8mith. “It’s all right, Bunter|
Old Trumper will be in the boat with
u3, ahd it will ba safe as houses™

“Right!” :aid Bunter, reassured
again. “Not that I eare for danger,
you know. In faet, I think a spot of
danger malkes a teip reslly interdsting.
What 7"

“¥ou fat fool!” roared Wharton.
“¥ah!"” retorted Bunter.

t cold feet, hke you, Whartonl
esides, I wasn't in danger the other
day, really. I hope I cap manage 2
boat all right. That fellow Compton
gwam off to me and zailed the boat in,
but 1 should have been all right if he
hadn’t barged in. A fellow with plent
of pluck, and presence of mind, and &
that—"

“ Look here, Bunter, come back to the
school with me.”

“I'll watch it 1™ grinned Buntor.
“Come on | sald Vernon-Smith.

He vaulted over the stile and started
tramping up the drenched footpath.
Billy Bunter rolled off the stile and
followed hum.

Harry Wharton stood looking after
them. Smithy was taking Bunter with
him, for no reason ecxcept that he
wanted & witness to his E;:];l oit, knowing
Eerfsptly well that it nn{f t rosult in a

ogging for the fat and fatuous Owl
Fﬁr that, the Dounder cared nothing st
all,

But the ecaptain of the Remove had
done all he could. He could not pre-
vent Bunter from joining in' Smithy's
cscapade, if ho chose,

The DBounder glanced back 4t him
with a sneering-grin as he stood frown-
ing ab the stile,

‘_‘dﬂnnm on, Bunter, old fat bean ! he
seid,

“What-ho " said DBunter. “1I say,
ﬁm:t?lgly. what have you gob in that

i
They disuﬁbpcmed from Wharton's
siiht, through the dripping wood.

WVith a knitted brow, feeling utterly
dissatisfied with everything ponerally,
the eaptain of the BRemove turned and
walked back towards Clff House.

Iie was in no hurry to return to Grey-
friars, and face tho questions of the
Remove fcllows and the sneers of soine
of them,

There was a gleam of sunshinae
tiirongh the watery clouds, and the rain
was thinning. = If Marjorie Hazeldene
camne out, he might find more agreeablo
company than the Bounder's till it was
tima to retun to the school. SHo he
walked back to Chiff House Schaol, and

dismissed the Bounder and all his works

from mind.

S =

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Boy Who Searched the Beach!

e SAY, Bmithy—"
H “Oh, shut up 1™
"But I say, what have yvou got
in that bagi”

It was a question of the deepest
interest to Billy Bunter. Bmithy did not
even trouble to answer it.

There was no doubt that he was in a
bad tempeor. There was rather a pain
in his noze—the result of & punch! He
was half regretting that he had not
carried on with the serap, though that
woiutld have meant throwing up his plans
for the afterncon. He was irritated
by DBunter's companionzhip—Bunter
being about the last fellow in the Re-
move he would have chosen. for a com-
rade in n rockless oscapade. ]

And as he emerged from Friardale
Wootl he had spotted, in the distaoce,

*1 haven't B

-1 Snrl;ly figure in 2 purple overcont—
and knew that Mr, Prout was not fjr
away. If that old mss came eclong the
beach, he might spot the juniors board-
ing old Trumper's boat, and in thab
case it was ahsolutely certain that Lo
would mention it to Queloh.

However, the tfmrﬂy Fifthi Form

master disappeared in the drizzle, and
Smithy hoped that ho had not scen them
from afar.
Hoe tramped down to the beach, with
unter puifing and blowing at his side
—heedless of the fat Owl’s repeated
requests to po slower.

Smithy was fit as a fiddle, Bunter, as
usual, was short of wind; and the
Bounder had no consideration whatever
to waste on & lame duckl He was
taking Bunter with him, from what he
;egar%]ed as necessity; but he was feel-
ing more inclined to Lkick the fat junior
than to accommodate his pace to
Bunter’s crawl.

A good deal of timo had been ex-
pended by coming away from Porg and
rounding tho Shoulder on the landward
gide. That meent less time to spend in
the zea-cave when he got thera. Bmithy
had intended to follow the sceret pas-
saga ns far as the school; but hoe was
not likely to have time enough for that
now, unless ha eut call-over. He could
hardly venture to do that, in the civeum-
stanccs—which was an added ircitation.

Heo tramped on savagely, hcedlesa of
Bunter.

The rain was still falling, thongh loss
heavily, A glimmer of sunshipe was
rather cheoring. Theo sea boomed on the
shingly beach, and breke in masses of
spray on the rocks of the Shoulder.
Outzide the bay it was rather a perilous
corst, and tho Shoulder waz now be-
tween them and Pegg Bay.

“Ow 1" howled Dunter, as ho slipped
on a ridge of wet chalk, and zat down

with & bump. “Ow! Wow "
Vernon-8mith glared round at him.

“What are you up fo, you fatb
chump ™™ :
“Ow "™ pasped Bunter.  “Cive a

fellow a hand up I

“Go and cat coke ™

Smithy tramped on, and DBunter
:Imraénhlml to his foct without & helping
1and.

“Beast " he gasped.
stop for me |”

Vernon-8mith did not stop. The fut
junior panted and puifed after him.

Bunter was getting tired and breath-
lesa. Leong walks did mnot apgree with
Bunter—especially in the rain and over
wet sand and chalk, Bunter was gelting
peeved.  Ho was beginning to doubb
whether S8mithy's bag of tuck was worth
all this exertion. And the bad-tempered
beast wouldn't even tell him what was
in tha bag—as if that was a trifle that
did not matter! It matterved a lot (o
Bunter.

“Look here, Bmithy—" he gasped.

“0h, shnt up ¥

13 BE’&-!-!:- !H‘

But Vernou-Smith eame to 2 hall ab
last. The rain had now nearly stopped,
and the zky waz clearing a pood deal.
It. looked as if it might be & more or
less fine afternoon, after all.

Standing on a rvidge of chall, the
Ttounder =ztarcd at the sca, past the jut-
ting Shoulder, for old Trumper's boat.
But it was not vetoin sight. Smatly haad
to waik.

Bunter, glad of a hal for any yrason
or no reason, puffed and blew. It was
by no weans a warm day, but Billy
Bunter’s uncommon exertions had made
him  extremely warmm.  Peespiration
rolled down his far face and dimmed his
big spectaclea. : .

Vernon-8mith took off his raincoat

“1 say, Bmithy,
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and félded it over his arm, and Bunter, after blinking up
at tha sky to make sure that tha last drops had fallen,
followed his example. It was a relief to pot out of Wharton's
raincoat, which flopped round his fat aunkles, being about a
foot too long for him,

“1 say, Smithy——"

“Bhut ap 1M

“Can you see the boat, you beaat?"

“No, fathead 1"

"'ﬁfh&.t are vou slaring at then ¥

“There's somebody on tho buﬂcit, fethead,
‘h&.[}pen to be a Greyiriars prefect——"

Ok lor' [ gasped Bunter,

Vernon-Smith had spotied & figure on the beach—the
only one to be scen, that wet and dismal day.

The back was turned to him, but he could : sce that ik was
the firure of n boy, about the size of u Grevfriars senior,

The thonght came into his mind that while Quelch was at
Peger, on one side of the Shoulder, some prefect of the
E:nxl;h might bo keeping an aye open on tho other side o
the great clilf, for breakers of bounds. Some meddling cad
like Loder of the Sixth, for instance !

The Bouuder watched the figure anxiously,

If it was as he feared, the gpame was up, for he could not
enter Lrumper’s boat under the eye of authority. At Pepg,
he had told Mr. Quelch thu,t ke had planncd a zail on the
bay—which the Remove master had doubted, But Lie could
hardl_ﬁ; tell a prefect that he was going for a sail at this
spot, where a boat had to ¢come round specially from Pegg.

The game was up if that fellow was & Sixth Form man
of Greyirviars. And, in that case, he had brought Billy
Bunter with him, not to witness his reckless daring, but to
witnese him bﬂﬂkllﬁf out, and ﬁcutthﬁ off ot a prefect's
order—guife an un caaant I;hmlg'ht to e Emmdﬁr.

“I say, what's tho chap up to?" asked Bunter., DBunter
had not scen the hgurﬂ tall Emn;h;," ointed it out, but now
his spectacles were fixed on 1 "I say, he seems to bo
looking for something.'”

Smithy had already noticed that,

The fellow, whoover he was, wore & grey coat and a cap.
He moved to and fro over the rugged beach, half bent,
scanning the shingle and the clefts in the chalk rock—which
worn innumerablo.

It looked as if he had dropped pomething, aud was in
search of it—rather a hopeless tuﬂlr. in such & spot. Kven a
large article might very easily have gnt lost to sight.

“Oh, good!” excloimed the Bounder suddenly.

The figure, moving round, turned its face towards the
jumiors. Tho sun waa ﬁhmmg‘ now through a rnft in the
clonds, and it shone full on e handsome, boyish face, with
clear, lecn eyes—not a faco that Smithy had ever scen
before.

.I' t was cortainly not the face of any Greyiriars fellow.,

“It's all right!” said the Dounder, with a breath of
relicf, * Nobody that knows usl”

“Oh crikoey 1 garsped Bunter,

IIa was blinking at the handsome face under the cap,
with his litile, vound eyes almost bulging through his
spectaclos,

HOh Y ejaculated Buanter.

?nrnﬂn Smith stared st him,

“ Have you scen that chap before®” he asked,

“Yes, rather 1" gasped Bupler. “That's him 1™

Y "i."l.'hn":'”

“His name's Complon [ eaid Bunler. *That's the chap
;nhu swam oub to the boat last Wednesday, when Bessie and

welg——"

“Oh 1Y exclaimed Vernon-Smith,

He gazed at the stranger with renewed interest.

All Greyfriars knew of that perilons adventure of Billy
Bunter’s. The fat Owl was foo obtuse {o realise how muc
e owed to the fellow who had swum out from the Shoulder
10 save him. But every other fellow knew that Valentine
Compton had taken his life in his hands when he started
on that swim, and that, if he had not succeeded in reaching
the drifting boat, he must have sunk to death in the seca.

Ile had reached it, and saved Bunter and Bessie; and
Billy Bunter remermbered the incident, chiefly becauvsze ho
had been fearfully, frightfolly hungry when Le got back Lo
Greyiviars !

But. the fat Owl knew that handsome face again at once.
Aund Smithy was interested. With all lus fnu!m Smithy
had heaps of pluck, and he ecould admire pluck in -::tlu:rs
And that fellow hoad risked his lifo to rescue strengers |

“I know him all right ! eaid Bunter. “"He was en &
yacht in the bay, you know, and aflerwards ho came to the
sea-cave in m boat with his uncle. 1 think his uncle was
skipper of the yacht, ¥ heard them talking in their boat.
His name's Valentine Compton, I Lieard his uncle say that
he was an Qld Boy of Greyfriars, and used to go o the
cave—="

If it should

“That chap ¥

(Continuecd on next puage.)
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“He scems to know youl” szaid
Vernon-Smith. -

Tha boy on thoe beach had caught sight
of the two juniors. He gave a -little
start and striightened up instantly,
slmost as if he did not desire it.to
observed that he had bBeen in search of
mmnthing.

Then he smiled as he looked at
Bunter. Evidently he recognised the fat
junior—perhaps as much by his exten-
sive circumferente a3 by ‘his podgy
featurcs. He gave the fat Owl & nod.

“Chance to thank him for what he
did for you the other day, Bunter [* said
Vérnon-Smith sarcastically. :

“Qh, rot!* zaid Bunter. “He didn’t
do much. I expect I should have got
back all right.”

“¥ou fat idiot 1

“0Ob, really, Smithy, I know he kept
out ot sca lhours and hours, though I
kept on asking -Jum to get me ashore,
and I was fearfully hungry. I say,
Smithy, that. reminds mo—what have
you gob in that bag 1™ _

Without answering, Vernon Smith
walked across towards the handsome
stranger. .

Bunter rolled after him

He was not specially keen on speak-
ing to the fellow who had saved him
fraom the tide, Ila did not, as a matter
of fact, think very much of Valentine
Compten. ; .

Compton had been a jolly long time
getting Bunter and Bessie ashore in t
drifting boat, and Bunter had got fear-
fully Eun r{uii and he did not even
understand that Compton had displayed
Ereat seamanship in getting the boat

ack to land at all. And at the best of
times, pratilude was not tremendously
dfwnlnmd in. membors of the Bunter
clan. :

Smithy was more interested in the
fellow. :

“Hallo 1* he said cheerily. * Looking
for something "

“Eh—why 1" asked Compton.

“Well, I've been watching ﬁu for ten
minutes or so groping over the beach,”
amBW Vernon-8mith, with s grin.
“If you've lost something, I'll help you
find it. I've got to wait here for a
hm 1k .

The keen grey cves in tho handsome
face fived on him very sharply for a
moment. Then Vealentine Compton
nodded. _

. R:ghbhu " he said. “IE you zee a
penknife lying about, give it ta me. Not
much chance of spotting it heve, though,
I'm afraid.”

“Hardly. I'll loak, though.”

o }‘.; SAY, IEmitlpg ”—%:mer nfriim&ﬁ
panting—'"" I say, if youre going to loo
for something, I'll mind that bog—-="

“You won't "

o Beq.ﬂtl In

“This is the r:haP ou swam out for
the other day, Compton,” said the
Bounder. * Your name’'s Compion, I
think? PBunter says so

“That's right!” Compton glanced at
the panting fat Owl. “Feeling all right
aflter your zea tripi” ho asked, with a
smla.

“ Eh—oh, yos!
have you got——" :

“Hel}: to look for this chap’s pen-
knife, fathead, while we wait for the
boat 1™ said Smithy.

Ha moved zlong the beach, Compton
doing tha same.

Biﬁy Bunicr blinked after both of
them with a devastating blink, Bunter
was tired already, snd certainly not in-
clined to join in & search for a lost pen-
knife or anything else. .

The Bounder—like the distruziful
beast he was—kept his bag in his hand
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insterd of leaving it in Bunter's charge,
No doubt he foresaw what would
happen to its contents if the Owl of the
Remove took charge of it.

* Beast [ breathed Bunter.

He leaned against a chalky rock to
rest.

He threw Harry Wharton's raineocat
down on the rock while he rested his
fat limba. It had already collopted a
good deal of mud, and perhaps Bunter
gaw no reasop why it should not collect
a little more, and a few stains of wet
chalk, It was not Bunter's rgincoat !

Leaning on the rock, the fat Owl
puffed for breath, and mopped tho per-
spiration from his fat foce with =
grubby handkerchicf. And a few
minutes later the Eat-;:hed old brown sail
of Dave Trumper's bost came dancing
into view round the jutting Shqulder.

——

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
A Narrow Escape !

ALENTINE COMPTON _stood
gazing at the eail as it danced
on tho sea.

Vernon-8mith glanced at him
sideways, with 8 curious expression on
Liis face.

There had been a great deal of talk
at Greyfriars on the subject of Bunter's
gallant rescuer. Coker & Co. of the
Y¥ifth had seen him start on that des-
perate swim to the drifting boat—a
swimm that the most powerful swimmer
in the school could not have brought off.
Everybody admired his pluck, and most
of the fellows would have been glad to
Euu him—but nobody expected to sco

i,

The yacht Firefly had puot into Pegg
Bay fﬂg a single day. Compton had for
same reason Janded on the rocks af the
foot of the Bhoulder, and there he had
seen Bunter's peril and gone to the
rescuc. Ee had had fo sail the boat as
far down the const as Hawkseliff before
he could %et ashore, and there, after

etting Billy Bunter and Bessic a lift

ome 1n & cart, he had gone on his way,
wherever that might have led him,

The Firefly had not reappeared on
the coast since them, and if was a sur-
pns:i]tﬂ Smithy to see the fellow there
at_all, )

Herbert Vernon-8mith was not in the
least aficted by Bunter's viee of in-
nuisitiveness, HBut be was an observant
fellow, and as keen as a razor,

He was at the present moment rather
cynically amused. )

He knew, from the frst quick look
tho fellow had given them, that he was
not pleased to sce anyone on that lonely
beach. Although the BRounder had
offered to belp him in his search for
the lost prticle, he would have preferred
to be alone there. Smithy knew that.

He noted that Comptom, who had
hitherto been seamhinﬁ the beach with
such keenness that he had not observed
the approach of the juniors, had lost all
his keenness in the scarch o

Ha was glancing about him in o
desultory way, that was all; be was, in
fact, keeping up the appearance of still
searching without actually doing so.

And now that the bheat was in sight,
Lhe gave up cven that pretence of
searching, and stood looking at the
patelied old sail as 1t danced in to the
shore.

It was no business of Bmithy's, and
he did not concern himself about it; bub
he had o \'ﬂt‘{ strong suspicion that
it was not mere { a penknifo that young
Compton was looking for, and that, what-
ever it was, he did not want to find it
while other eyes were on him,

That was very curious, to say the
least; and it amused Smithy to think
that the fellow fanaied that he was pull.
ing the wool over his eyes.

‘“That’s the same boat,” Compton
remarked—"the one that young ass was
adnft in the other day ¥

. “¥es, That's old Dave Trumper in
it,” said Vernon-Bmith. “It belongs to
hitn. The follows had it out on their
own the other day, and that fat chump
eleared off with it, end left them
stranded in the sea-cave.”

Compton looked at him.

“I never knew that,” he said. “T saw
ihat young ass in the cave when I went
in with my uncle in the boat from the
vacht. I saw no one else there but the
selhoolgir]l who was with him—his gister,
I think he told me”

“The rest of the party were exploving
the cave,” grinned the Bounder. * When
they came bdek, the Buhters were gono
in the boat. They were jolly nedrly
landed with a night out, as nobody knew
that they were there. It was ¢losa on
bed-tima when Bunter got back to Grey-
friars. If they hadn't found the gecret
Dﬂﬂﬁﬂ.g’ﬂ*ﬂ"-—'—n

“The what ¥

“Thera's & jolly old secret pas&afﬂ
leading from the cava as far as the
school, and they tumbled into it,"” said
Vernon-Bmth. “That's why I'm gomg
there now—to explore it. You can bei
every man at Greyfriars 18 fearfully
keen on. giving it the once-over,”

Compton looked at him hard.

“A secret passage—Iirom the cave to
your aschool |” he said. “Are you pull-
ing my leg, young "un i*

“Not at sll. It's there all right, and
the;' came back by it,” said Bmithy.
"I1t's always been known to exist, but
nobody knew where to put & inger on 16
till Bob Cherry fell into it head-first—
tho sort of thing he would do ¥

“It's a good distance from the shore
up to the school”

s Iy the roads, yes: but not more than
a mile as tha erow fies,” said Vernom-
dmith. “The smugglers used it once
upon & time,”

Compton started,

“Smugglers 1" he repeated.

“There used to be lots of smugglers
about here—more than s hundred years
ago, of course,” said Smithy. "“Before
iy time 1 he added, with a grin.

Comaopton  lsughed.

“I say, that's awfully interesting
about that secvet passage,” he said,
“You're going into the cave to look ot
it in that boat?™

“Yes. That's why I'm here.”

“Like to give me a lift in your boat
and let me seo i£7"

“Glad to,” answered the Dounder—
“that is,” he added, with & earcastie
grin, “if you're not keen on geing on
laoking for that penknife you've loati*

Compton did not appear to hear that
remnark. His pazo was turned on the
boat again. Dave Trumper was bring-
ing it in with the oars under the lea
of a jutting mass of chalk. The boat
ran in under the rock and disappeared
from sight. o :

“Trot down to it, if you'd like to
come,” said Vernon-Smith.

And Compton walked down to the
water, while the Bounder turned io
wave his hand to Bunter, still leaning
on the rock at a distanece.

“Come on, fatty I he called out.

The next moment he gave a jump.

At a distance, bevond the rock on
which Bunter was leaning, & portly
figure in a purple overcoat loomed into
vigw,

“Prout!" breathed the Bounder.

It was the Fifth Forin master, coming



..IJ.E- _.iié;1#-r.
Bl /A

** Sale as houses to go to the sea-cave, old bean !’ said Vernon-Smith.
** Hardly ! ** agreed Harry Wharton,

weather, what ¢ **
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* Wharton !

“ Not likely o be a beak or a prefect a
Varnon-3mith [ ** barked a sharp voice.

bout this
(11 ﬂh.

zad |’ gasped the Bounder. He spun round and stared at Mr. Quelch, his Form-master. Wharton drew a deep breath.

ou slowly and majestically, rather like
a palloon under full sail.
Vernon-Bmith gritted his teeth.

Ile had wondered whether Prout had
spotted him ecoming oubk of Friardelo
Wood aud heading for the beach, Hge
fancied now that Prout had. And there
was no doubt that Prout musk have scen
the boat running in to the shore, though
it was now hidden uwnder the jutting
vhalk,

“Bunter ! Quick, you fat fool |
snarled the Bounder.

Prout was still too far off to hear, but
any moment the Fifth Form master’s
eyes might turn on him.

At the distance he would hardly
vecognise im, Bmithy was not quite so
conspicuous an object as the portly
Forin-master in his remarkable over-
coat. But Smithy was anxious not to
be seen ot ol

He cub back towards Bunter, panting.
The fat Owl] blinked at him through his
Lig spectacles.

“1 eay, Smithy,
gob——" ha began.

“Quick, vou fat Owl1”

“0h, really, Smithy—"

“0ld Prout's coming down to lhe
heach | hissed Bmithy. *‘Do you want
to bo spotted, you fat fool ¥

“Oh erikey! I say, legzo! Oh
crumbs ! gasped Bunter, as the Bounder
grabbed him by s fot arm and fairly
dragred him away down the beach. 1
SRF““_J?

3 %uick‘.” hissed the Dounder.

“But I—I say " easped DBunter.
“Oh erikey 1™ e stumbled as tho
Bounder d¥agged him Berccly onward,
aitd howled : “DBeast] Leggo! Ow [

Still  dragging  at  the stumbling,
stiucaking Gwl, Smithy cast a quick
glanee over his shoulder. A ridge of
chalk shut i off from Prout’s view:

what have you

gver it, in the distanee, he had a glimpze
of Prout’s hat,

“Keep your silly head low!” Lo
hissed.

“Owl Beast! 1've kuoocked my
knee! I—ow!l”

Bunter stumbled wildly along, over
wet sand and ehalk, with the Bonnder
dragging savagely at his fat avm. They
reached the boat, under the lec of the
jutting ehalle. Complon was already on
hoard, and the Bounder hurled the fat
Owl headlons i,

“Waow 1™ hurled Bunter, as  he
sprawled.
“Bhove off, Twumper!” panted

Smithy, as he scrambled 1n after Bunter.
"ok poing-—yuick Y

Ay, oy, sir ! said old Dave, and he
shoved off, the boat rocking out iunte
decp water,

Bunter szat up, splutbering,

“Owl T say, Smithy ! Ow ™

“Bhut up, fathead

“But 1 say—ow !—I've left my rain-
cogt there, Ow! I zay, I shall have 1o
oo back for it! Wow ! Wharton will

kick up a row if it's lost! Wow I
“Oh, you born idiot ! hissed e
Dounder.

“Oh, veally, Bmitly—"

“It’s too late now, chump ! Keep low
vmler the punwale, fathead! Do yon
want Prout to spot vou? He will be
walching the boat.”

#Oh erikey

Billy Dunter lLinddled  low, ihe
Bounder erouching at his side.  Old
Dave gave themn a look, bub he was busy
with the boat as the sail picked up the
wind, and if be was puzzled—as no doubt
he was—he made no remark.

Valentine Comphon, sitling in the
stern sheet, staved at the lwo juniors
atid langhed.

“I= thizs a game of Lide-and-scek ¥ he
azked.

“There’s somebody on e beach 1
don't want to ses us" answered the
Bounder. “Can you sce him?  Tat old
sportzmun in & purple coat. Is he look-
ing this wa.}' e )

Compton laughed again as he glanced
acvoss the rolling water ond the heach
beyond at a majestic figure.

AIr. I'rout had come to a halt, and was
slaring seaward at the dancing boat.

*¥es, " said Compton.

“Well, he can't see us, T fancy, and
hiz evesight’'s none tos good, un;hm-.-,
It doesn’t matter if he sces you. You're
not a Greyfriavs man.” ‘The Bounder

chuckled. *We're all right.”

o Hmaking bounds, or what? asked
Complon, “Is (hat a man from your
school 1

“Bort of.”

“0Oh dear " gasped Dumder. “1 zar,
if old Prout spota us he'll tell Quelel,
and—and—— Oh grikey 1"

“He won't spot us now, fathead!
We'vo all vight,” said Vernon-Smath.

e lifted his head over the gunwale.
The beach was far off now—Frout a
purpde spot on it.

“Eafe as houses1” sad Smilly cheer-
fully. “A jolly narrow escape, but a
miszs 1s as good as a mile! Right a:
rain now, fatty 1"

“I—I say, 8mithy !" gasped Bunter,

“Well, what, fathead ¥

“What hove you got in {hat bag ¥

“You blitheving wiiot ¥

The boat danced on, and Dave
Trumper ran it inte the rocky channel
that led to the sca-cave under the
Shoulder. ]

Smithy grinned as he dropped into the
scat beside Compton. .

“Right as rainl” he said.

Prout had seent neither of them. He
was sure of that. It matiered nothing

(Cantinued on page 16,
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(Continued from page 13.)

if he saw Dave Trumper and Compton.
It was, as Smithy sard, right as rain,
and a miss was 8% good as a mile. He
was feeling guite bucked as the boat ran
into the cave on the flowing eca. So
was Buntor—safe from Prout’s eyve, and
concentrating his fat thoughts on the
bag of tuck, soon to be sampled.

ut neither, perhaps, would have felt
g easy had Mr. Prout's further pro-
ceedings been visilile to them.

The Fifth Form master stopped at
the rock on which Bunter had been lean-
ing. He picked up the raincoat that
Bunter had left 1vieg there when SBmithy
dragged him away. All such erticles at
Greyiriars Lad to have the owner's
nawre on them. DProut looked for the
tag beaving the owoer's name, and read
“1I. Wharton.”

'rontt snorted.

“Ona of Quelel’s boys ¥ said Prout.
"I had no doubt of it.  Undeubtedly
ono of Quelel’s boys I

Aund My, Prout put that raincoat over
Liis arn as he rolled away.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.

At Last!

o AT have vou got-——""
2, "UI‘,}' up [
“In that Lag?™
Yernon-Simnith chich
trouble {o answer.

Billy Buunter had asked 1l:at question
twenty thooes at least. At the twenty-
first repetition he veccived wo more
satisfaction than before.

The Bounder and Valentina Compton
stepped ashore in the sea-cave where (o
boat stopped ab o ledge of rock over
high-water mark, Bunter remained in
the bLeat. He lhad no intention of
clambering  over rugged rocks and
fissiies, tuwnbling inte chalk pits, or
trainping  along clammy underground
passages.  such strenuous stunts ap-

caled to mest of the Remove fellows,
wit not ab all to William George Bunter,
The fat Owl's whele intervest m the trip
was centred in Smithy's bar and what it
coutained. Thal, end thet slone, had
drawn Billy Bunter into this reckless
wdventure.

“Look here, Smithy, I'm hungre ¥
hooted Bunter.

Smithy did not “look there” Ile did
not heed 1he Owl of the Renove at all.
He moved up the seca-cave  with
Complon.

Bunter was there simply ns o witness
to the Bounder's exploit. As a cowu-
panion he wus of mo use whatever.
Smithy was very glad to exchanps him
for Compion.  Ie vuihlessly disregoarded
the indiguant Owl

“This iz the jolly old place,” ho soid.
“Our beak’s put it oub of bounds for
Cireyfriars fellows, but 'm jolly well
going over if, all the same 1™

Compton glanced at hime witlh a vather
graye cxpression.

“:E"cru re a yvoung azs, {hen,™ he said
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Lluntly. ™A fellow at school ought to
toe the line.” )

“Thank you for nothing, old beant™
said Smithy. I've never tocd the line
vet, and I'in not beginning now. Did
vou too the line at school ¥

*1 haven't been to echool sinco my
prep school, If I had, I hope I should
have tocd the line.” ,

“Tastes differ,” drawled the Bounder.
“1 rather like kicking over the traced
and giving the beaks a fall now and
then,  Never mind that now., ‘Thiz way
to the secret passage.’”

Eavy, mithy,™
“leave the bag here 1

“®o that you can scoff the tuck, you
fat fraud? Wait till we get back.”

“ Beast 1" roaved . Bunter.

The Bounder laughed and walked on
with Compton, )

Billy DBunter glared after him from
the boat with a devastating glare, which
Emr]uued ng cifect on tho back of the

ounder's head.

Old Dave '1'1~umFer sat on the gun-
wale to wait. Billy Banter sat in the
etern seat in a stato of indignation lo
which ne werds could pessibly have
done justice. In a few minutes the ex-
plorers disappeared up the cave, the
gleam of Smithy’s cleetric torch vanish-
ing in distant shadowa,

The Bounder kept his eyes well aboutb
Lim as he tramped up the cave. Ile
knew, from the deseription given by the
Famous IFive, where to lock for the
entrance of the secrct tunnel. Bub it
was not casy 1o spot in the &.hudm‘r‘j”,

velled RBunter,

extensive cavern, with its rugged walls
vived by
cavilios. i
Tlad one of the Cn. been with him,
as a guide, it woulidl have been casy
cnough. Had not Ilarry Wharlon, o3
lie was plonsed to consider ik let him
deown ! Ho seowled as he thought of
Lhat. ,
Again and again, he flashed the light
into some fissure in the rocky walls, and

inswnerable  fissures  and

founnd nothing.  But  suddenly D
witerod an exclaration:

“1lerg wi are !’

e turned the light inle a deop

eavity in the rock. o

Compton glanced inle it wilk an ob-
viously keen intervest.

The light gleamed into a shadowy
pit. As the Bounder turned it down-
ward, o bed of sand at the bottom was
revealed, with ample signe on it of
?a-.-ing been recently {vawpled Ly many
ok,

“'Fhat the place?” asked Compion.

“That's it! Drop in here!” said
the Bounder, “It's an easy drop !

“INob so casy 1o gel oub agam, I
ghould think.”

“Hhey found fren pegs in the rock
for climmbing out. Just as tho jolly ald
smuggleva left i, a4 econlury or lwo
ago,” prinned Smithy, " Look !

He held the light over the verge,
and Ik was possible 1o discern the pegs
projecting from the rock., It was casy
enough for any aclive fellow to climb
out of the pit by holding to tho pegs.

“All serene — what?”  chuckled
Sinitbiy. *Dieop in, ald hean

1le dropped into the pit, landing on
Lis feck on the soft Led of sand.

Compton droppeed after him.

“Here's the jolly obld funnel ' saidd
Viernon-Bmitl.

His light gleamed inlo an  arched
opening in the swle of the pit, Lidden
from above by bulging rock.

“By gad ¥ said Compton, his eves
gleanung.

It waz clear thal he was deeply, in-
tensely  interested  in that  slravge
chigseovery,

“Follow your leader I' said Bmithy,

ITe Ied the war into the tunnel with
the light. Compton followed at his
hacls, The tunne]l ithrourh ilw chalk
led them into s stone-walled passage.

Smithy fashed the light over the
damp, stone Llocks of the walls.
Cempton looked aboud Lim with keen
intarest,

“And that leads to tic echooli™ he
ashed,

*“That's the way they came out of the
cave last Wednesday,” answered Ver-
non-Smith. “It's close on a mile to the
school. At the other ond they found
a spiral staie, leading up to the gronnd
level, and a door they couldn’t open.
They had to lick up s feaviul row to
make themselves heard. And you can
Let it was & surprise in the Honse when
they did.” Ie laughed, “There's o
seeret door in the library passage.
Nobody over knew it; but old Quelch
spotted 1f, through those fellows kick-
g vp a row on the other side

“1'd like to sce 1t.”

“No time to go thrvongh now,” said
Smithy, “If I cut cabl-over, Quelch
will simell o monse, and I shall be up
before the Head”

“Counldn't you get in that end, =s
vou say those fellows did?”

“Hardly. ‘There's an oak door,
belted on the House side, before you
got Lo the panel in the libvars passage.”

“I see. Better get back, then "

Valentine Compton steod for a few
moments staring along the dun, stone
passage, Then he torned lLack wilh
the Bounder. .

They returned fo the rocky pit, and
found it easy enough to climb back (o
iho cavern by the iron pegs in the rock.

‘T jolly well poing ilhirough it
another dav!” seid Vernon-Smith, as
they walked back towards Lthe cave-
mouth, “"Toao late to-day, but another
titngm— g

“Didn't you gay it's out of your
school bounds

“TFat lot I care about that!™

Compton made no reply to that; and
thoy walked on to the cave-mouth, and
the boat.

Billy Bunter greecled the Dounder
with an almest ferocious blink,. The
explorers had been move than an hour
snbsent, and every minute of that hour
had scemed like a whole hour in itself
to tho ileEl'g.' Ol

But the bag was cpened at last. And
the «<louds rolled by from  Billy
Buuter's fat visage s3 he beheld the

contents. At long, long last, there was
an answer to that urgent quesbion—
what had Smithy got in the bag?

(Fohlle, goblle, gobble!
Billy Dunter started at once.

Smithy liad packed the baz on a
liberal scale, on the chance of taking
o party with him to the sea-cave, so
thers  was plenty, even for Bunter.
Perhiaps he felt a qualm of alarm
when Bmithy invited Compton to join
in the pienic—an invitation that the
handsome  sleanger  accopted with o
checry nod and & smile—and another
gualm when Smithy handed a share
out ig old Dave. But if Bunter had
rivals, lwe ULeat them all in point of
B,

Srithy and Compton talked while
they ate: but from Bunter there came
rmtihug i the way of conversation, his
fob jJjaws woere foo busy {for that
Bunter’s contribubtion was an incessant
sound like a turkey gobbling.

And that cheery sound lasted till i
was fime io go. And when the boat
ratn out of the sea-cave again, Dally
Bunter wos still gobbling. That well-
packed bag was quite empty, when at
Iust Dunter ccased Lo gobble, Dunter



on the aiher hand, was {ay from cmpty
—in fact; ho bad raiher a feeling of
baing, perhaps, o little too full.

. From DBilly Bunter's poiit of view,
at least, ihat trip out of bounds had
been o complete sacooss,

tida of the

My, Queleh Dbarely sup-
e take roll in f1all, In the meantime,
doora in November. He heard tho
o state of dread of Prout dropping into
which opened, to reveal the portly
Remove mastor’s only comfort was that
that the Fifth Form master was look-
that Prout had s boy's rainecat over
what serions report to make to you,”
of rhenmatism, due to the rainy
veacy to bo unpleasant.
member of Dr. Locke's staff—far in-
“ Plepze coma to the point, Prout!”
“MNothing of the kind, Quelch! I
the caves ot Pogg out of school bounds,
Mr., Queleh's cyes plinted. Ha re-
the Bounder—ha knew exactly what re-
Lind, Proutp——"
Vood, and taking _ﬂ:l.l‘} direciton of the
HETEeEN
—waz it bavely possible—{ihat Wharton

THE TENTH CHAFPTER.
Prout Butis In !
"M Y dear Quelch——"

ressed a grand, )

It was nearly time {for
~all-aver, and (he Removo master was
he was enjoying the warmth of a glow-
ing fire in his study—very grateful and
comforting after an afiomoon out -of
clephantine tread of Mr. Prout in the
passuge, and hoped that it would pass
hiz study. Greyfviers masters lived m
their studies for a chat.

That elephaptine tread did not pasa
Quelelt’s door. It stopped at that door,
I'vant.

Quelel breathed hawd.  Prout had
como i, of course, ta ialk. And the
roll-call was zoon due, and would inter-
ropt Frout, :

He noticed, without heeding much,
mg ecxtremely grave. Prout had a
way of locking portentous about
nothing in particular. Iie noticed, too,
hia nvm, damp with vain, which made
him wonder a little.

“I have, my dear Quelch, & some-
said Mp. Prout 1}qndcruus]n}'.

Queleh’s eyes glinted. o had como
back from his walk with several twinges
wealher. If Prout had chosen thab in-
anspicions moment to make some come

Cpluint sabout the Remove, Queleh was

*Indeed 1 he yapped, .

“Far ba it frem me,'" zaid Prout,
“{o overstep the pravince of another
deed | But in a serions matter such as
this, my dear Queleh, a diveet dis-
regard of the headmaster’s srders——-"
said My, Queleh tartly. “If you have
any complamt to make of any member
of my Form—"
feel ity duty to bring this matter to
your notice, that ia all.  Thoe head-
master having, very properly, placed
I feel sure that you would scarcely
approve of boya of your IFFovm directly

isregarding such an order——>"
membered Vernon-Smith and Wharten
nt FPegg that altermoon. Wharton, ho
was cortain, had kept Lis word, but
lianco was to be placed on that membor
of his Form. :

“If vou have scen amythig of (he

*I lave, =ir,” zaid Prout. “Duving
iy walk this afleeneon, I noliced two
{u:uml.' Lovs comine out of IFrisvdale
bwach, o tho
B leonldor——'* L

Mr. Queleh stavted, Waa it possiblo
aticd Vernon-Smith, stopped an the Mege

wide, had gone {he other way lo the
BUd-Cav ey
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“Remove boys!™ ho rapped,

“At the distance, sir, 1 could not be
sure of that,'” said Mr. Prout. " But,
at all, events, juniors. On (hal point
I have no doubt.”

“In all probability,
Loys——-~™"

“I think not, sir. I may mention
ilat I had slready scen Wharton and
Vornon-8mith going out of gates, and
Wharton answered a question I put to
him with deliberate mmpertinence. In
faet, he refused to answer we, stating
that he would answer his onwn Form-
master, if guestioned.”

Wharton was within his rights in
making such an aoswer, sir,” said M.
Queleh geimly. I see no reason what-
cver why vou should question boys of
my Form.”

*Reoally, Mr. %u{-&h,'h—-—”

“Roally, MMr. Prout—""

Prout breathed hard, Far as it was
from him to overstep snother master's
province, ho was continually doing so;
aid a master like Quelch was likely to
stiitb him for his pains. Prout did net
like being snubbed, earnestly as he
asked for it.

“I regparded Wharton's answer, sir, as
evasive, a3 well as impcrtincnt. (* he
boomed. *“*And I had little doubt—no
doubt, siv—that ho wos going out with
tho imntention of disregurding the head-
master’'s order. And when, some con-
siderable timo later. 1 saw two juniorv
boys heading {or the beach, I hud no
doubt that e and his companion werc
carrying ont that intention. I followed
those two bu;_’;a to the beach near iho
Rlioulder, sir.’”

“That beach 13 not ocut of school
bounds, Are. Prout.™

“X am awarve of thas, siv. But when
I saw a boat vun in 1 had o doubt why
they were there, I did not actually zes
them step into the boat, as it was
hidden from my sight by rocks; but
undoubtediy they did so, for I failed
to find them on the beach at all”

“Indeed 1

“1 saw tite boat put to sea again and
sail vound the Bhoulder,” pursued Ay,
FProut, “I rould not clearly discein
who was in it at the distance, but thers
was at least one boey, as well as the
fisherman wheo was s=ailing it. Others
miay have been on board, ont of wy
view; I ecan maka no statement oz to
that. But cne boy cortainly was in the

“You did not recognise him 7

“ At the distance—no.”

“Then why do vou imagine that it
wias a Remove boy 17

“ Because, six, he left his raincoat
behind,” said My, Prout. T alveady
had-no doubt as to Wharton's inkentions,
His companions may have lelt him—1
cannot say. They weroe both ont of my
sight [or a  considerable time, and
Vernon-Smith may havo gone elsowhere,
I make no stotement as to that. DBut
Wharton—"

*“1 cannot bohevre—"

“Here, sirv, 12 tho raincoat the junior
left behind,” said Alr. Prout with
dignity, “I came on it thrown over a
vock after the boat had gone. The rain
had ccased some {lme previcusly, and
tho boy had naturally taken off his rain-
coat when the sun canio ontt. _Hn may
have forgotten it after laying it on tho
vock; or more probably, to my mind,
he caught =ight of me in the distance,
nnd made his escapes zo quickly i the
boat that he had te leave the coat
behind, I cavnot sav. At all oveuts,
siv, I fonnd the eoat and bronght it
back with e to the school—and here,
gir, i 18,7 .

Ay, Prout laid the domp raincoat on
the Remove masler'as-table.

Fourth TForm

i7

A glancs. at the tag with ihe nome
on it showed Mr. Quelch to whom it
belonged, as it hdd shown Prout on the
beach. .
1.'Th‘3 Removo master compressed his
iy,

“"That
saicl.

! Precisely, air., Ido was weuring o
raincoat when he wens out of pgates,
undar.my eyes ard - refused to tell mo
where e was going. This jis the voat.”

Mr. Quelch’s lips sct harder. o did
not need telling that: he had scen lus
hoad boy in a raincoat at Pogg.

And this waz Wharton's raincoat—
indubitable covidence ihat the wearer
thereof had gone round the Shoulder
from the landward side and talken »
boat there.

“This boy is, I understand, head boy
of your Form, sir,” sard Mr., Prout.
" Such an act of divect defiance and dis-
Ehedienm on the part of a head
Q 1¥

uclch’s eyes glistened, I his head
boy had been guilty of such an act,
Quelch was the man to deal with him;
hut he was guite aware that 'vout was
dr:apl‘y.mn’myeﬂ and incensed by YWhar-
ton’s curt answer to him at the gate,
and that his view was colourcd by thas

SAEIICY -H.IIE'BI
*You will, I presmume, take tha boy
Ar.

to his headmaster, Quelel—"

“T shall question Wharton,
Prout. You will obliga me by leaving
the matter entively 1n iy hends.”

“In such & verv secrious matter,
giv——"" boomed Prout

“1 repeas, sir=——"

Tho clang of 8 Dbell interrupted—
povheps, ratiier fortunstely.

Alr, Queleh roso to his feet.

*“That is the bell for calling-over, Ar.
Tront. I am duo in IHall,” he said
curtly, snd he left the study without
waiting for a 1'1:&})]:.[' ]

Prout grunted and relled after him.

Prout was regarded in the Fifth as
ot & bad old bean.  The TFifth werc
vight: e was, in fact. quite & good old
hean. But Prout's sensze of dignity—
not to say self-importance—was tremend-
ouzly developed Impertinenco from a
Tower hoy waa sim 15 mtolerable to
1*rout, and Wharton had as good as told
himy +o mind his own business—a {hing
ll‘mnt seldem did, and nevor wanted o
L1 [ S

He was deeply, intensely annoyed
with Whavton of the Remove. That, of
convse, would net have made lim
niinst But it made him cextramely
keenn to see sbrics justice very strictly
administered. He wes far frow satisiied
with the way Queleh had received Inis
povtentous repovt, _

Btill, even Quelch could not disvegard
r]am evidence—and the evidence of 1be
o:b raincoat was overwhehning.,

In Mall, Prout looked at the Remove,
while My, Queleh ealled the names, He
rranted when Harey Wharton answesed
“Adsum * to iz name. 'The youn
rascal had mot back in time for voll-call,
then! No doubt he was quite unaware
that his raincoat had been found by o
Crrevfriars master, and pever drcamed
that Ins delinquency was known,

Fvery wman n the Remove answered
fo his name, Vernon-Smilh wiuhtltg at
tho other fellows as ba did so, and Billy
Bunter gasping out *'Sum ™ breath-
lessly,

Buster had had a long walk back to
whe sclicol, awd, with most of the con-
tenta of Bmithy's Iynch-bng packed
inside, he had fonud it exhauvsting.
Buanter had tottered inte HHall in {iore
for ealling-over, gasping vather like a
s out of water.

Harry Wharten cectainly had no idea
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that no was gsugpected of any deélin-
guency. EHeo answorcd quite cheerfully
to his namno, and did not even suspect
that Preout's cyes was on him grimly
from a distance.

But that eye was on him, rather like
the eyve of o besilisk. Prout was, in
fact, 2o interested in & delinquent in
another Form that it never oceurred
to kit that there might bo delinquents
in his own who were worth watching.
Mr., Prout spent so much time minding
other people’s business that he hardly
left hitnzelf enough to mind his own.
Prout would have been guite surprised
to learn that Hilton and Price of the
Tif:h liad spent the afternocon playing
billiards at the Three Fishers, He
would not have been pleased to learn
that Coker of the Fifth had gone about
twenty miles out of school bounds, col-
leatinz mud on kis motor-bike,  But
Prout was nol likelr to learn these
things, or suspeet them, while he con-
i:qntratﬂd on things that did not concern
1im.

When the roll had been called, and
tho school dismissed, Prout joined Mr.
Qualch. .

The kuilted brow and glinting eye of
the llemove master conveved no warn-
it to Prout. )

“My dear Queleh, if you desive me to
accompany you to the Head——""

“I desire nothing of the kind,
Prout 1"

“My time, sir, i3 at your disposal in
this extremely serious matter,' suid
Prout, with dignity.

Quelel: did not answer that in words;
he grunted. ’

Prout coloured with vexation., He did
not like being grunted at.

“J am bound to eay, %uulcll. that an
act which amounts to direct and de-
liberato defiance of the headmaster—"
Prout boomed. “Such an act, sir, on
the part of & boy in your Form—"

“Hoys in my Form, sir. are uder my
anthority [ Queleh clmost snavled. *1
will request your assistance, Prout, as
fool a8 I fesl the need of itl At pre-
sont, such is not the case.™

“My dear Quelch——" boomed Prout.

Me. Queleh whisked out of Hall, and
left tlie master of the Fifih bouming.

e ———

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Funk !

i HABRTON funked it '™
W “Hep, he, he!”
Tha remark came from

the Bounder; the cackle
from Billy Bunter. :

Most of the Remove wero in the Rag
after calling-over. : :

Haryy Wharton was with the Ce., in
a cheerful mood.

After the rain that aftornoon he had
met Marvjorie and Clara of ClU House,
had had & walk with them, and returned
to Greyfviars witn most of his annoy-
anco walked off. The Co. were also in
a checry mood. Frank Wugent bad been
helping Wibley of the Remove with
somo of his theatrical stunts: Furreo
Jamset Ram Singh had written a long
letter, in a lapguago that made Remove
fellows dizzy to look atb b, to his e
spected relative the Jam Bahadur, at
Bhanipur; and Beob and Johuny had
joined some strenuous fellows 1n mck-up
ootball after the rain—which made
them fearfully muddy, but wade them
feel good. And oll the Co. were glad
to learn that their leader had not, after
all, gone out of bounds with Smithy.

Harry Wharton wondored whother
Smithy would rvenew the row when he
came in, snd hoped not. He did not
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want a scrap with the Bounder if 1%
could be helped, cspecially in view of
the fact that Smithy was a tower of
strength in the Remuve football team.
He was prepared to mect Vernon-Smith
more than half-way i Smithy chose 1o
lot the matter drop,

Smithy'es remark made in a loud tena
to reach all cars in the Rag, showed
how little the Bounder intended to let it
dm{;"

Wharton's eyes flashed as he heard it

Home of the fellows langhed. Skitner
& Co. glanced at him to sco how he
would take it,

The amiable Skinner was guite ready
to cast doubt on the Bounder's cxploit
that afternoon if there was reom for
dounbt. But as Billy Bunter had been
with Smithy in the forbidden cave thero
wag, of course, no room for doubt.

Bunter was bragging right and left of
his nerve end daring in  breaking
bounds, repardless of beaks. lndeed, to
listen to Bunter, one might have sup-
posed that the whole trip was Bunter's
doing, and Bmuthy merely an “also
£at. But the fat Owl’s chin-wag
wroved, at least, that Smithy had made
s boast good and gonc to the sca-cave.

cre was no room in that direction
for Bkinner's jeers, But tho excellent
Skinner did not mind much at whomn he
jecred zo long as he jeercd  ab some-
bady. He fastened on Bmithy's declara-
tion that Wharton Lad funked it, and
let him down, rather like 2 dozr on a
bone.

Frank Nugent touched his chum on
the arm az Wharton turned towards the
Bounder and the group of fellows sur-
mul'u:lm]n;; i,

“Don’t bother about that swanking
ass, old chap I murnmared Frank.
_"I'in not bethering about him. But
if he doesn't shut up I'll shut him v
fast enough I said Wharion between his

sct 11|i.5.
“Tell us about it, Smilhy ! said
Skinner. “We all thouglit that Whar-

ton had gone with you. What scared
him off ¥

“Quelch I” answered Smithy, “The
old gorgon was on the watch ot Pegg.
I took Bunter with me, instead. ﬁn
had more nerve than Wharton i

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The idea of Billy Bunter harving more
nerve than Wharton made the Eﬁmmﬂm
fellows chaortle,

Billy Bunter blinked round him
through his big spectacles with quite a
vaunting air!

“1I say, you fellows, I jumped at it
he said. *No funk about me, I hLope!
You were afraid to go, Skinper—"

“¥You fat ass!"

“Well, I heard Bmithy ask youw, and
you wouldn't! You were funky, too,
weren't you, Redwing?”

Tom DRedwing langhed.

“You can think so if you like, old
fat man!" he answered.

Redwing was not deeply worried by
the fat Owl's opinion.

“Bmithy knew where to como for a

lucky chap to see him through 1" =aid

unter. “ Pluck’s my long suit, really !
Who cares for beaks?” )

“Is that Quelch coming " asked
Peler Todd, glancing round.

“0Oh crikey I¥ gasped Bunicr, in sod-
den alarm,

Pluek, although hiz longr sait, desertod
him on the epot.

He gpun round towards the deooy, like
g fat mmming-tu}ll. Ile gasped with
velicf as he saw that i1t was only Bol-
SOVCI major cowing in.

"¥ou beast, Toddy!” lLe gasped.
“Wuking a fcllow jumnp—"

“Ho you do care for beaks, alter all ¥
grinned Peter.

“IIn, ha, ha!”

“Ratal Who cares for Queleh 7™ said
Buontor, valiant once move, now that he
wag sure that Quelch was not in the
offing.  “Fat lot I core for beaks| I
iolly well backed Smithy up when Whar-
ton funked and ek bhim down, Didn't
1, Smithy "

“You did ! said tho Bounder,

“What ulter rob!” remarked Lord
Mauleverer. “ How did you get Bunter
along, Smithy? Did you hold a jam
tart just in front of his nose ™

“0h, really, Maunly—"

U Bmithy had a bag of tuek,” said
Sguiff. 1 epotted it—and so did
Bunter 1™

“EHa, ka, ha l”

“Well, Bunter eame, anyhow I gaid
Vernon-Smith.  “Wharton elincked it
from pure funk!  Quelch frighteued
bhim off, and he let me down.”

Every eye in the Rug turned on ITarry
Wharton.

Most of the fellows knew that lie had
started with Vernoh-Bmith for the scas
cave, and were surprised to learn that
he had not carried on with it.

“Why did von chuck it. Wharion 7%
ashed Hazeldene.

E;EE&liu answers  why 1 gprinned
1T

“It was R roticn idea,” zaid Tom
Brown. “Wharlon oughin't to have

gone, in the fivst place,
started—"

“Might bave seen it through,” said
Bolsover major.

“TLots of people suffer from eold fect
in Novemwber I vemarked Skinner,

“Ha, ha, hal”

Harry Wharton breathed hard,

“I'll tell vou men why I chucked it,™
he eaid. “Quelch asked me out plain
whether I was going to the smugplers’
cave. I had to say yes or mo. Binithy
didn't want me to say ves, I faoey.”

“Ha, ha, ha! Not likely!”

“And, as I said no, I couldn’t go!
Smithy ean please himself, but I can't
and won't tell rotten lics!” suapped
Wharton. “There's the long and the
short of it. Having =aid so, 1 had to
cut it out. I'll go another time, if
that swanking ass wants to show off,
with a witness to prove that he did it 1"

“ I cannot tell o lie " sighed Skinner
“Hoe did 3t with his Little hatehet, you
fellows 1™

“Ha, ha, ha 1" roared the Removites.

T Any excuse 1s better than none, isn'c
it ¥ remarked Bnoop, with a giggle.

“* Another time will be long in coming;
I think I” sneered the Bounder. ™ Easy
cnough to gas! You funked it—"

Harry Wharton clenched his hands
and made a stride towards the Bounder.

Vernon-Simith faced him with a cool

Bul, having

sneer.  He was guite yeady to renew
the serap that had been left unfinished
in Pegg Lane. The fact that he was

hardly a match for the captain of the
Remove made no differcnce to Smithy.
Ho had tried his Iuek more than once;
and failed, but he was always ready
to try it aigaiﬂ.

Tom Redwing hastily interposed

“ Look here, shut up, Smithy ! he
exclaimed,  “ You know perfectly well
that Wharton did not funk——"

“I know bhe did!” answered
Tounder coolly.

“atand aside, Bedwing '™ said Harry
auietly. _

“Yes, pet out of the war,” said the
Bounder.  ® That dear man isn't afraid
of me, though he's fearfully afraid of
Queleh-—-—"

* Rotten funk 1™ eaid Billy Duster,
with a scornfal Llink at iz Yorm cap-
fain. “PBoeaking fupk [ Yah!”

“Ha, ha, ha " .

Flarry  Wharton pushed Iledwing
aside, with a blaze in kiz eyes,

the



Ad thal pioment theve was x warning
voll from a junier ucay e door:

“\Ware prefects !

Wingate of the Sixth came into tlo

. .

Harry Wharton dropped his hands.

Tho Greyfriarvs captain elanced round,

“Wharton lere?  Oh, here you arel
Youwre wanted in your Form-masters
stiudy, Wharten

“Oh, all vight1®

The caplain of the Remove left the
Laz. Fo left in a buze. Ilis cheeks
Liwrned as he went,

Ife huew thet ho conld not have acted
otherwise than as he had done. His
friends azoveed with him, and were,
indeed, extremely glad that he had done
0. DBut there was no doubt that a good
many {cllows took the Dounder’s view.
It wus a disagreeabla pesition, and tho
savdonic Bounder. evidently iutended to
meke the most of it

Ilavey was feeling far from amiable
as lte headed for masters’ studies, to
seo what Queleh wanied, and his man-
ner  conld  nob FI-EIEE“]iy have been
deseribed as meek or respectinl when
My, Drout stepped in hiis way and told
hiin 1o stop.

“Wharton-—" began Prout ponder-
ouzly.

“Will you let me pass,
gaid Ilarvy,

ST desire Lo know,” hoomed Prout,
“whether yow have yet been ealled to
peeount for a delibherate and diveet act
of— 1Mess my soul ! .

What Prout was dreivieg abt Wharton
did not know. Neilhier dud he want to
know. Il walked round Prout and
walked on. ]

Proat stared aficr hinn

“Wharton I ha gazped
nend boy, do vou hear me®™ :

The nupertinent boy heaed, Tt did
not heed,” Ho walked on te hizg Form-
inaster’s sludy, Ieaving Prout staving,
with thunder i lhis portly brow.

sir, please 1

* Tmperti-

THE TWELFTH CHAFTER.
Called Over the Coals !

1. QUELCH was looking rathey
M grim as his bead boy arrived
m tho stuely,  The gunlet oyes
fixedd steadily on  Wharton's

Hushed face.

On the stndy talble lay a raiucoak.
Wharton noticed i, without giving it
arty heed,

UYou senl for e, #ic?? ha asked.

T sent for yvou, Wharton ' said Mr.
fluelelr,. 1 have received a surprising
—[ mway say extraocdinary report from
n—a eolleagua! This afternoon, Whar-
tot, when T saw yon at Pegg, you
sesred me that you were not going out
of bounds™

“I haopn you ean {ake wy word, sir
zaidl Tarry.

T hope =0, <aid Mr. Quelel. “You
ara gny head boy, Wharton, and T trust

vou, But 1w boud to inguire into
this. T will unt ask you whethey yon
went (o Pegp this aftornoon with the

intention of breaking hounds, I such
wag vour intention, X was satished, after
vou had given e vour word, that you
bl abandoned .

Wharton made no reply to  that,
Evidently, Queleh had gueszed how the
matter acinally atoodd.

“*DBut,” went on Mr. Quelch, in o
decper voiee, “if yon caveied oub that
intention, VWharton, withont my know-
ledga—"

YL did not.?

“¥ou did not arrange with the hoat-
man o pick you wp on the other side
of the ehiffz, out of my sight 1

*Cortainly not.”
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“You did not go round the clhifls and
approach the sea-cave from the novthern
zide of the Shoulder 1

the intention of going to the sca-cave.™

“Oh1” gasped Havry.
] Ho was taken quite by surprize. llo
“I did not.” had not missed the ramcoat, so far,
“ You did not go oul in a boat there?” having taken it for granted that Dunter
W, * would hang it nn the peg 1 the lobby
when ho came in. He had not looked
for it, or indeed miven i any hwoufht
at oll

Evidently, Bunter had not brought it
in with him. He had left it somewhere,
na deubr haviug taken it off when the
vain  stopped. And  Prout, rolling
onderausly on the trail of the {rueant,
wadd found it where thoe [at and faluous
el -had Ieft it

"Well, Wharton7” rapped 3Mre. Quelch,

(Continwed on next poge.)

GREYFRIARS INTERVIEWS

This weck our clever long-haired poet winds up his series
of luterviews with a few snappy verses written around

THE VILLAGERS. b
(&)

To flnlsh with, I made a round
Of Friardale villaze folk.

I thought this easy, but I found
The task {0 be no joke.

I first dropped in on Mr. Joyce,
A woodman bold is he,

And whon he heard my pleasant voice,
He et the dog on me !

) :
I sought old P.-c. Tozer next,
Tha Pride of the Police,
Although I had ne tg!und pretext
To seek his frontisplecs.
Ho matter ; for I ¢ould not find
That estimable siop !
I sought him till 1 ehanged my mind
And sought a ginger-pop !

“Then vou must explain, Wharton,
liow it was that Mr. Prout foutid your
raincoat on thot very spotl” said the
Remove master,

Haryy Wharton started.

“ My—my raincoat!” he stammercd

My Queleh tapped the raincoat lying
on the table.

“This is your raincoat, Wharton!
Your name is in it]1 It was picked up
by Mr, Prout on the spot where ho saw
somo boy ilake a bLoat, evidently witl

(1}
And now -my finzl interview
Is reached at lasé ! (Loud cheers )
i Fve writlen eighiy of them. Phew ]
They've seemed {o run for years.
With towels round my aching head
I've burnt the midnight oil
And now, at last, I"'m off to Imi,
Farewell to pain and toil ]

(3)

Of course, I knew the cause of that.
By way of fun, you know,

1 put a hedgehog in his hat

1 A week or two ago.

1 laughed to sec him dance and yell
And clutich his punctured head,

. But now his dog had staried—well,

* I had to dance instead.

(3)
I therefore went to Unecle Clegg's,

And put my foot in it
By *“It°* 1 mean a box of eggsi— e

Which smashed them up a bit. Wi
** You'll pay for them thero heggs 1 ** ° :
he ¢ried,
** That box Is worlh & quid I
“1I'l never pay it 1" I replied,

** Nd, never |"™—And 1 did]

(T

So up the nearest {ree 1 went
And plcked a score or 5o ;

F sat and munched in great confent,
Until a voies eried : **Ho 1™

1 peered down Ifrom my lofty perch,
And saw with great alarm

The object of my hopeless search
At last——upon the farm !

()

I must admit that 1 was loath
To seak that interview,

Although 1'd hoped to call on botlh,
0ld Coofe and Tozeor, 100,

Yet now the opporiunity was here
I dig not feel inclined

To take It—don"t you think it's queer,
This sudden change of mind ?

Then out fo call on Farmer Coofe!
I passed his apple-{rees,

And saw them filled with luseious fruit
Obtainable with ease !

1 shook my head and said : *° Tul-{ut !
To leave them Is a shame,

My former search was *fruitless,” but
This one won*t he the sayme ] **

(8)

Yes, P.-¢. Tozer stood below,
His feafures wore a frown,

And as he stood there, saying : “Ho I
I sadly clambered down.

“1've gotcher now, my [ad !** said he,
With loud oMeial hoot.

" Per'aps you'll kindly come with me
To call on Mr. Coota ! **

(10)

# Coole greeted me with savage barks,
And teld me quite a lot.

A\ He [lusirated his remarks

" With actions—on the spot |

2= [ can’t describe what I went through,
While fearful minutes passed.

But, gee ! I that's apn Interview,
Thank *Eaven it's the last [
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“That is my raincoat, siv !’ admitied
Harry. He understood mow why he
was sont for and guustmﬂ&d.

Prout had picked up Lhat coat, where
the wearer had left it. He had supposed
that the wearer thereof was the owner,
quite & natursl thing for Prout to sup-
pose. Indeed, he could hardly have
supposed anything else. And Quelch,
clearly, was impressed by that evidence.
Whartor's lips set rather hard.

In the Rag the fellows were jeering
him for having backed out of that trip.
In hie Form-master's study he was
sccused of having carried 1t through,
it was rather rough luck, to be jeered
on ono side a3 & funk, and called over
tho coala on the other as & reckless
breaker of bounds1

“1 must ask yon to explain this,
Wharton! gaid Me. Qiieleh. I ‘cannot,
and will not, believe that you
dalibergtely deceived me when I spoke
to you at %&gg this afterncon. Yet to
gll mpprarance, it would seem that, as

goon g3 you were out of my eight, you
went out” of bounds by s different
route.”

But you

“J hope you will not judge me by
appearances, sir I sald Harry.

“Certainly not, Wharton!
must explain 1"

Tap!

The door opened, and Mr., Prout
rolled in. ‘ .

The Remove master knitted has brows,
He ‘had told. Mr. Prout once that he
did not need his aid in dealing with hais
Form. Apparéntly Mr. Prout had to be
told over again. _

* Bir | boomed Prouwt. “This boy's
impﬂrtmenm—”

“Really, Mr. Prout, I am engaged
at the present moment——"

“Thiz boy of Euur Form, sir, this
junior, Wharton, has for a second timae
to-day treated me with gross imperti-
nenec !”  boomed Prout, with a
thunderous glare at the captain of the
Remove. “1 told him to stop, sir, a few
minutes ago, and ho deliberately—
deliberately, sir, walked on, and——="

“My Form-master had sent for me,
sir 17 snid Harry.

“That is no excuse! That—"

“On the other hand, sir, the boy was
bound to come here without loss of time,
when I had sent for him 1" said Mr.
Queleh eoldly. “And I shall be glad,
sir, if you will not mterrupt me while
1 am guestioning him.”

Prout zlmost gurgled.

“] am waiting, Wharton, for your
cxplanation,” said the Remove maszter.
“It wiil ba better, {mrhappa; to make it
in the presonece of Mr. Prout, in the
circumstences.” . .

“I am quite willing, sir!” said Harry,
“ It is quite easily explained. T was not
wearing that coat to-day.”

Mr. Quelch started, while Mr. Prout
stared. . :

“Yoir were wearing o raincoat, Whar-
ton, when I saw you in Pegp ! said
Mr. Quelch,

“ Mugent's, sirtl”

“Indeed! And why?"

“It's quite simple, sir! When T came
down to tho lobby for my raincoat, I
found that encther fellow had borrowed
it, so I took Frank's, I mean, Nugent's.”

“Oh!” esid Mr. Quelch. He smiled
faintly. o . .

It was & quite simple en&:lh.nahﬂn. if
truc, BMr. Quelch had no doubt that it
wag true, .

Mr, Prout gave an emphatic snovt.

“Then this coat was left where Mr.
Prout found it, Wharton, by another
bov ¥ asked the Remove master.
“Tt must hava been, sir!”
Tuz Macxar Lanagy.—No, 1,500
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“1 was assurcd, Wharton, that you
would be able to explain the matter,”
spid Mr. Queleh graciously.

“Thark you, &r"

“My dear Quelch!” Irout began to

boom. *“Is that what you call an ox-
lanation? This boy lhas broken
oundg——>=

- “This boy has done nothing of the
kind1” repped Mr. Quclch.

“He has made s statement which
any boy, in similar eircumstances, might
maké without a word of truth in 1!
boomed- Prout. .

Wharton's eyes gleamed at the Tiith
Form master.

“1 am sorry you cannot take my word,
Mr. Prout,” he said quietly, " but it doés
not matter to me in the very least, so
long s my Form-master believes me.?”

“What?’' gasped Prout. “What?
You hear that, Quelch?*

= L

" ¥ou must. not sFenk like thaf to Mr.
Prout, Wharton!” said the Remmove
raaster, hastily. ™ NMNeovertheless, Mr.
Prout—"

“This boy,” boomed Prout, “states
that anéther junior borreowed his rain-
coat this afternoon. Let him give that
juntor's name."

“Mr. Quelch would never ask one
follow in his Form to Fim information
against another, sir!” said Wharton
coolly and scornfully.

Prout seemed about to choke.

" Wharton, yeu may leave my study?”
said Mr Quelch, “1 beliove overy word
you have told mo, and the matter is at
an ¢nd, You may take your raincoat ™

“Thank youn, sir 1™ said Harry, and he
left the study with the raincost aver

his arm, taking no further notice of
Mr. Prout.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Begs for It!

4 A, HA, HA M
H Haorry Wharton heard the

sounds of laughicr from tho
HRomove passage a3 ho came
up the stairs. His lips set.

“Some joke on in tho Remove!' he
said.

And the Co. exchanged rather un-
comfortable glances.

It was time for prep when Wharion
left his Form-mastor’s study Having
ﬂut the raincoat away, liv wont up to the

emiove, end found his friends wailing
for him on thoe staircase. That outbursk
of merriment greeted their ears, as they
went up together, .

Wharton's eves were glinting.

“If Smithy—" he muttered. He
had no doubt that the merriment in the
Remove passaZe was in connection with
himsalf, and ithe Bounder's accusation
of funk.

s Hﬂ&};a cool, old chap!” said Johmny
Bull. * After all, it’s purlly your own
foult, you know.”

Harry Wharton paused, and looked at
hien.

“What do vou mean by that, Bull?
he asked. ¥ Do you think, like Smithy,
that a fellow ought to tell volten lies to
a baaki®™

“YVou know I den't!” amnswered
Johnny calmly, “But you'd never have
been in the fix at all, if you hadn't
started out with Smithy to play the

iddy ox. Apd you oughin’t to Lavo
5um: it, especially being head boy.”

Wharton breathed hard. .

There was certainly truth in what
Johony said. DBut it was rather un-
palatable at the moment.

h:M esteemad Johony,” murmured
t

abob of Bhanipur, “speechiulness “I don't want to scrap

iz silvery, bLut silence iz the eracked
pitcher that goes longest to the well,”

Wharton tramped on up tho stairs,
without another word., His chums
followed him into the Remove passage.

Jome of tho fellows were in the
studies: but 8 good many were out in
tho ﬁassagﬁ all laughing.

“Here he is!"” called out Skinner.
And there was another outburst of
chuckles.

Harry Wharton glanced along the
passage. The Bounder was not to be
seen ‘there, apparently he was in Study
No. 4. But it was clear that thero was
some jest on, and that it had to do
with Wharton.

Tho riext moment, he saw what it was,
as his eyes foll on his study door. On
that door wus chalked, in largé capital
letters, the remarkabls word:

PHUNK!

The Co. prinned as they saw it. They
could not hélp it. Evidently, Dilly
Bynter had leit that tount for the cap-
tain of the Form.

The taunt itzelf

w3 unpleasant

e¢nough: but the remarkable spelling
made them grin. Wharton, howewver,
did net grin.

Heo stared at the door, and strode
along the passage to Btudy No. 7. the
study that waes honoured by the pfesence
of William George Bunter. Ho kicked
the door open, and strode 1in.

Three juniors were in Study No. T,
Peter Todd, Tom Dutton, and Billy
Bunter. Toddy and Dutton were sorting
out books for prep: Billy Bunter was
grinoing. He ceased to grin, liowever,
at the sight of the captsin of tho He-
move. ‘

“You fat worm [ exclaimed Wharton.

"I1—I zay, you follows, keep hini off IV
squeaked Bunter, and he dodged
promptly round the study table.

Ag Wharton made a stride after him,
Poter Todd stepped coolly in the way.

“{zo easr, old bean!” said Ieter
amizbly, “thiz happens to be my study,
you know., Nobody else allowed to
fhrow his weight about in it

“ 3tand aside ™

“Bow-wow 17 said Peter cheerfully.

“J—I say, Toddy, keep him olf!"

asped Bunter, I mever did it, yon

now ! Besides, he 15 a funlk 1"

Harry Wharton controlled his temper
with difficulty. He did not want a
serap with Peter; thongh he was getting
into & mood to scrap with almost any-
body. But he kept himself in check.

“Thaet fat fool has been chalking on
my etudy door!" Le said. *I'm goiug
to rub it out with his face !

“Beast I yelled Bunter. 1 haven't!
I haven't been near your study door|
Besides, it's only wihat all the fellowa
think.”

“Ha, he, ha!"—from the passage,

“VYou Tat freak!™ sand  Tadds.
“What Lave wou been wp to, you
image?”

“Nothing ¥ gasped Duanter. |

haven't touched a bib of chalk to-day!
1 dare say Smithy did it—he’'s down
on Wharion for being a funk, rou
know."

“T den't thinik Bmithy spells like
that 1" chuckled Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, hal”
“Wharton's on the warpath!” came
Skioner's voice from the passage.

“He's going to prove that he ain’t o
funk—by scrapping with Bunter(”
“Hg, ha, hal” came a vell.
Wharton's angry face crimsoncd.
“Will you step aside, Toddy?” he
cried, forcing himself to speak calmly.
with you ["
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blinking round through his big

him through., Pluck’s my long suit, really ! Who cares for beaks ? **  * Is that Quelch coming ¥ asked someone in (ke

“Bebt on that 7 came Skinner’s voice.
Taddy cun purci 2

“Ha, ha. ha!*

That was enough for the angry cap-
tain of the Remove. 1o pave Peter a
ghove that :ent Todd =taggering.

Peter rallicd a& once, and came back

withh  his  lamds up.  In  anoiher
mement they wera lighting,
“Oh erihey!? mopepod Bunter,  “I

#ay, whop him, Peter! Pitch into him!
ek hm ous of the stedy, old chap |
He's a Mank, ofd fellow! Whop him !
“Btop that!™ raared Dob Cherry.
My esteomed, idiotic  friends—"
gasped Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

The Co. vusied nto the studsy.
Sugent and  Bob  prazped Whavton,
dohuny Bull and the nabob grasped
Poter, and the eombatants  were
wienehed apart.

*Chuck 1017 anapped Jolimy Bull

“Loole heee? panted Wharion.

“Chuels it, vou silly ass !

“And yon chuek i, Toddy, wyonu
duffer ¥ exclaimod MNupent. “Haold
that fathead, you fellows! Bunter's
going to have what he's asked for!”

“I say, Toddy, keep him off 1 yelled
Duonter, as Harry Wharton grasped
him by a fat nock. Y1 say, 1 never did
it I dare zoy SEhivmer did it
Yaroooh '

The iat junior was prapelled out of
the study, with 3 Zvasp of iron on his
fat neclk. DPeter Todd was barrved off
Ly the Ca.

“Yow-ow-grrgw-ow-gw i’ vellad
Dunter, as e was propeiled along the
passage [a Htudy No, 1. “Leggol I
never cid it! Besides, 38 was oply o
iig-jig-joke ! I—I ithought 1t ‘wounld
amuse you, old ehap! Yareooh I

They veached the doeor of Study No. 1.
Yeter was barred in Siudy No. 7 by

crowd.

the Co. The other fellonws followed,
langhing.

With an iron grip on Bunfer's fab
neck, the ecaplain of the Remove
squeezed his fat face against the door.
Using that fat faco a3z a duster, kb
ribbed out the ehall

That remarkable word “PHUNK M
itizappered, Billy Buanter's face,
naver spotless, was nnusually grubby by
the time the in=eription wes vubbed out.
And his fat little nose felt as if it had
been  rubbed nearly off. Horrilila
gurgles came from the fat Owl.

Y Urrrggh! I say=————  Currrrggh!
Yurrrrgeh 1

“*Ha, ha, ha!*

“Owl Legge! Wurrvrpgh ™
EWEJETEETI 1'eIaa.i-:ﬂ] the fat neck.

unter, gasping, shot up tho passago
like a  bullet, Ha P disa.p%cmi%.
purghng, nto Study Neo. 7.

Wingate of the Sixih came oap the
Remove statrcase, his ashplant under
hig arm. He stared af tho hilarieus
crowd in the passage.

“What s this vow? Why aren’t you
e your studies? Do you wand six all
round ¥

Evidently the Romoviies did ok
want “six? all vound, 'Thev scuiiled
inta their studies Jdike rabbils into
bureows.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.

Surprising !
"H
The Remove were coming

ALLG, hallo, halla!  What's
down after prep. Mr. I'rout was

up with Prout ™ murmured
Bob Cherry
standing’ near thy foot of tho stairecaze,

m conversation with ALr. Capper, the
master of the Fourih.

There was visillle excitemont
Prout's plump, portly face.

As the Famous Five camo along, with
a crowd of other fellows, Prout's
pyes turned on Harry Wharton.

IHe gave him a very expressive look.

Thera was no mistaking that look.

Prout, after his latest inferview with
Me. Queleh, was doubtless fed-up with
taking Quelch’'s boys in hand, e did
not speak to Wharton. But his look
told volumes.
* It expressed all Prout’s indiznation
and scorn for a bey who, as Prout
firmly believed, had stood in his Form-
master’s presence and uttered hbare-
faced and palpable falsehoods.

All the juniors noticed it, and won-
dered what was up with Prout. Al
Capper, following FProut'a glance,
looked st Wharton and was scen- to
shrug his shouldeys.

Wharton's face burned.

Ho knew what Lthe two beaks had

in

been discussing Prout had told
Capper, who no doubt aspgvecd with
Prout,

“What's the matter with the old

as2 1 ashked Bquiff. *Have you been
getting Prouty's rag out, Wharton i*
Wharton did not spswer., Prout was,
na doubt, an old ass; but contempt was
hard to bear, even "vom nn old ass)

Had Prout addressed Wharton at that
moment he would have received s reply
that he would certainly have called
impertinent! But the TFifth TForm
inaster did not speak.

Harry Wharton passed on, his face

burming. From astern, he heayd
Frout's bouvm, addressed- to Capper:
“Unexampler, Caunuer | Such

Tie Maeyer Laspant.—No. 1,500.
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unscropulousness—such  etivontery! I
should not have belicved there was a
bor at Greyfriars capable of it—"

Wharton half-turned. iz intention
was =0 obvious that hiz alarmed chums

gathered round hen, and barged him

down the passage into the Rag.
“That old foal—"" %ruatlmd
Wlarton.

“IFor goodness’ sake don't be a goat !
exelaimed Bobh, “Are you going to
vow with a beak "

“I've & jolly good mind—"

“Dio wou fancy hwe was speaking of
Tou, ass?

“1 know he was
gnvagely.

“What rot!” srid Johmny Bull
“What have you doue to Prout?”

“He, he, he!™ camo o fat cackle, T
say, you fellows, Wharton kuew FProot
was talking sbout him, from tie des-
cription——"

“Ha, ha, hal”

Huarry Wharton breathed hard. A
crowd of fellows were looking at ham
very curiously, They all wondered
what was “up” witn D'rout.  That
look on his portly face {old, unmis-
takably, what the Fifth Form beak
thought of the captain of the Remove.

“What on earth's Dbiting the old
ass ¥ asked Ogilvy.

Harry Whartots langhed, a hard and

sarcastic laugh.
“I'va been up before Queleh, for
vory

L
i

snapped Wharton

going to the sea-cave to-day.
follow here is calling e a funk for
not going—and I'reut thinks me o
ratten liar fo- telling Queleh I never
went,™”

“0h, my hat!"™

“You get it both ways. old bLean!™
said Bussell, laughing. “#ough luck!
But what's put 1t inte Prout’s silly old
head—" i

“*0h, Prout knowz!” said Wharton
savarely. “He picked up my roincoat,
where it was left by a fellow going
out of bounds. Isn't that proof?™

“By gwn, I should say it was " said
Ogilvy. )

*Oh crikey ! gasped Bunler. “I—
I—I saw, you never told Queleh that T
had your raincoat to-day, Gid you, old

THE MAGNET

chap? I—I—I say, old fellow, don’t
vou mention that to Quelch! That's
pnportant.™

“Ha, ha; hat®

“1 told Quelch some fellow had bor-
rowced the mace,” went on Wharton,
“Luckily, he hbelieved —me—Prouk
doesn’t! It sounds rather steep, I
know—a varn that any fellow could
spin! If Queleh duwdn't swallow i, 1
should be up for a Head's flogeing—
wiless T gave that fabt fool away ™

“I—I—I sav, old chap, you—you
wouldn't do that!® gasped Buater.
“You wouldn's give a pal away, old
follow!  After all, I only went with
Zmithy hkecausa you funked it——"

“ What ¥ roared Wharton.

“Becanse wvou funked 1it, old chap!
You ecar’t give a fellow away after
that1” argued Bunler “1 Bay, you
keep it dark that I had vour raincoat
to-day ! Desides, I never had it!
I believe it was a Fourth Form man
borrowed your mac, old fellow! 1In
fact, E’ saw Iry of the Fourth wearing
b

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Rlessed if I see anything to cackle
at! I say, it's n fogging if it comes
out!” gasped the alarmed Owl
“ Quelch wouldn’t take my weord like
he did Wharton's. A fellow doesn't
get justice herel I never had the
mac, atd I only took it because there
were hole: in mine—but if I fold
Quelch  that, as likely as not he
wouldn't believe me—"

“Ha, ha, hal” .

“Aare likely than not, I ihink!”
chortled Beob Cherry. *'Look herve,
Dunter, yvou go to Prout and tell him
yvou had the mae,  He can't whep

I 1')

T 411 wateh 1L 1" gasped Bunter. I
sav, W harion, old chap—"

Y, shut up, vou fat ass!” snapped
the captain of the Bemove. “You're
safe enough | Nobody will guess that it
was you went to the cave—unless
Smithy lets out that he had a bag of
tuek thepe”

*Ha, ha, hat”

“Well, if it doesn't comp out, all
right!” said Bunter. “ ¥ou can’t give

—
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a man away! Awd I only went beeauza
you were funke., Ileep off, vou bease!™

“Ha, ha, ha'

Tha door of the Rag opened again,
and Vernon-Bmith came in with Tom

edwing.

Reddy was looking worried—tho
Bounder smilinz a savdonic smile. He
fully expected the troubls to break out
again, as soon as he saw Wharton in the
Rog after prep. He was veady for it
more than ready.

But, to his surprise, and io the sur-
prize of all the Hemove, Wharion did
not appreach him, and Jdid net even
seetn to notico that he had entered the
room. Wharton eat down in an arm-
chair and .picked uvp a “Holiday
Annunal,”  His face was quite calm—
alimmost expressionless.

“Btir  the five,
Skinner.  “{Cold
fellow's feet cold (7

There was & chuclle.

The Bounder stood at a little distaves
from Wharton, with & group of fellows
round him, talking and grinning.
murmur of their veices reached the
Famous Five. Then, suddenly and
clearly, came the Bounder's voice above
the murmur, deliberately raised to reach
all cars;

‘;:’LE I've told you, Wharion [unked
it 1™

The Co. glanced rather anxiously at
their leader. Every fellow in the Rag
looked at himt

It was coming now !

But it did not come !

Wharton, turning a page af hiz book,
did not scom to hear. The Bounder's
taunt passed him unbeedcd, if not un-
heard.

There was 8 moment of sifenee, and
the juniors looked at oue another. The
Bounder’'s voice came again:

“Rotten funk!” ]

Btill the capiain of the Reomeve did
not heed.

Herbert Vernon-Bmith gave a lood,
seornful laugl. But there came no sign
from Harry Wharton—and he was still
sedately reading the ¥ Holiday Apnnal”
apparently wnconscious of nods  and
winks and snheers, when the tune camc
for dorm.

somchody 17 sand
weather=—makos a

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Up to Smithy !
L{JDER of the Bixth saw lighiz ond

for the Roemove. He gave the
jurmiors more than ohg suzplcious
ook,

Tt waz clear enough that somelhing
was “on ® in the Rewmove, Loder could
hardly have foiled to observe it

Fellows were grinning or whispering,
There was an atmosphere of suppressed
excitement. ]

‘Harry Wharton, in the Tag, had
puszled the whole Form. Most of the
follows eoncluded that trouble would
break out in the dermitory after lightd
out. The prospect of a “sovap ™ in the
Demove dorm was I‘uti]ﬂl: exciline, Tho
Bounder fully expected it, for he coull
not believe that the captain of the
Remove intended in take hiz  taunls
“lying down.” If he did, Smithy was
prepared to hand ont more of the same,
without limit. )

Wharton, however, was very guick anid
calm, his face impassive. ITis friends

ave him rather uneazy looks, Calin as

w looked, they did nob like the look
in his eye!

Lights were tuwrned out, the door
elosed, and the Remove were left to
themselves. Nobody was thinking of
sleep—not even Billy Bunter! For onee,
Bunter's spore did net wake the echoes



¢ minute after his fat head had touched
the pillow. ]

S0 assured were the Removites that
the trouble was to come after lights
out that every fellow expected to hear
Wharton getting out of bed as scon as
ihe prefect was gone. Bub there was no
movement from him. .

The Bounder sat up in bed, proering
through the darkness. He waa as
wzzled ss any other fellow. TUnless
Vharton veally was the funk he was
accused of being, it seemed impossible
that i waa going to let the matter drop
where it was. If that was his ides,
Smithy had mmnt-h:n% to say. He was
going to “rub it in™ till the fellow
came up to the scratch., Herbert
Vernon-Smith had his good qualities,
but he had an unforgiving temper,
From his peint of view, Wharton had
let him down, and thrown in & dosc o
“pi-jaw ¥ over and above, and the
Bounder, for the time at least, was
implacable.

“(Gone to sleep, Wharton?” he called
out, mockingly.

IN{)‘I}J -
“Chilly fect Imatpmg vou awalke?”
“He, he, he " irom Bunter.

“0Oh, shut up, Smithy [ snapped Dol
Chervy. “ You're asking {or more than
yon want.”

“ Wharton deesn’t seem in a hurry to
hand it out!” said the BDounder, with a
sneering laugh, :

“ A1l the better for you, yon silly
aszs!” prowled Johnny ull. " Yeu've
serapped with Wharton more than once,
and got licked every time™ .

“I'm ready for snother licking, if
that fenk ecan give me ope!” retorted
1he Bounder, Johnny’s remark touchwd
Smithy rather on the raw. ]

“ My esteemed and idiotic Smithy—"
Iregan Hurree Jamset Ram SBingh.

“1 say, you fellows, Wharton's awfully
funky ! giggled Billy Bunter. “1T say,
jevver sea such a funk? e, he, ha!”

“Shot up, you fat Owll” said IFrank
Muprent,

“ Ho, he, hal” y

S Haven't vou  anytlang to  say,
Wharton ™ jeered Skimner. * You seem
o e leaving it to your pals to talk fov
you”

* Nothing to you, Skinner | answered
the captain of the Remove disdainfully.

“Anything to me?” asked Vernon-
Smith,

“ ¥Yes—just a few words

“Cough ‘em up ! jeerved the Bownder,

Thore was a seratch of a  match.
Bolsaver major lighted o candle-end,
angd it glimmered i the -:.'Iﬂrlrlitm'gi'.

The flickering light showed nearly all
the fellows sittmg up in bed with eager
Facos, Wharton ramed hamsel on Lis
elbow, Vernen-Smith stepped out.

“ Hold on, yon men!” drawled Lord
Muuleverer, “1f you kick up a row
hews, vou'll have Loder back! I conld
e in lis eve that he smelt a mouse '™

*YWho carcs for Loder?” snapped the
Bounder. : : :

“You will—if he gives youn =ix, old
man 1 sad hig lovdship.

“Wharton does, anyhow ™ chortled
Skinner. " Wharton's nel in a Lhivrrey to
ivrn ouk ! i

“1 say, yvou fellows, lel’a voll Lim
out!” said Billy Buouier. “If theore's
anvthing I can’t stand, it's a fank ™

“Ha, ha, hal” .

“Well, ara  yon  tnrning
Wharton 7 asked Vernon-Smith.

Wharten, leaning on his clbow, re-
cavded him eoolly in the glimmerving
catcllelight. Hiz face was quile econl,
but there was a mocking cleam in jus
CYOR,

“Nob yet!” he answered.  “All n
paod time, Veroon-Bmith]  Naoling on
till midnight,”

L

ok,

f giddy
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“Midnight ! repeated the Bounder,
“¥ou silly ass, do you think I'm goin
to turn out of bed and scrap at mad-
thi‘.?” . .

‘Not with me!” said the captain of
the Remeove. “I'm not scrapping with
yow, Bmithy! I've never felt more in-
clined to give g checky cad a hiding—
but I'm not gomng to give Jou one.™

“Thank you for nothin® | sneered the
Bounder. *If it is not a scrap, what
ara we to turn out at midnight fori"”

“T'll tell you!” =aid Wharton com-
posedly. “VYeu've called me a funk
for refusing to go to the smuggleys’
cave with you this afternocon. Thrash-
ing you won't wash that out. That's
why I'm not going to give you what
you're asking for. I'm going to the
spa-cave.”

“Date uncertain-—some timo in the
future ! moecked the Bounder,
and there was a laugh.

“To-night ! =aid %‘r’harmn coally.

“Wha-a-t¥” ejaculated the Bounder.
“What did you say?” ;

“Deaf?” asked Wharton. “I said
to-night !

There was a buzz in the Removo
dormitory. Harry Wharton's words had
almost taken away the general breath,

The Bounder stared at him blaukly.

“Youre mad!” he said. * Breaking
bounds at midnight—gammon! 1t
would have beon o ﬂﬂ%ﬁmg for going in
the day-time! It would be the sack for
g;:ringl at night! Tell us another funny
stovy IV

“{3ns!"” remarked Skinner.

“T'm going to-night,” said Harry
Wharton, “and you're coming with e,
Vernon-8mith! We can get in by the
panel in tha libracy corridor; go down
the secret passage, and gebt to tha sea-
cave that way—we can’t pet a boat out
from Pegg in the middle of the night.
I'm going—and so are you.”

“Y¥oureo mot—and I'm not!” said
Vernon-Hmith, “If you mean buasiness,
I'll go with you any half-heliday, in o
boat from Pegg.”

“You'll come with me to-night, and
it we've spotted, we'll both get sacked
for breaking out at might ! said the
captam of the Remeove. " If you refuse,
vou're a coward !

Vernon-Smith set his teedh. He stool
stlent. It was borne in on his mid
that Harry Wharton meant every word
he said. It was up to Smithy now Lo
take tha risk or back ont.

“Harry ! exelaimed Nugent, “Yon
mnst be mad to fhink of anything of
the kind, Dreaking bounds at night——"

“T've said what I'm going to do, and
what Smithv's going to do 1” said Harry
Whartonr. " Every fellow here iz going
to sco whether T funk going {o the sca-
cave—and whelher Vernoun-Smith does,
I told Queleh I would nok go to the
sea-cave this afterncon, and I kept my
word, Smithy calls that pi-jaw, and an
excuse for funking——"

“ It was ! said the Bounder savagely.

“Very well—it's twica as risky poine
at night. 1w going—and you're com-
g with e

“I'm not "

C0r else,” said Whavien  enolly,
“vou'ro going 1o own up that yon'ra
afrawl; and I'll leave it to all the fel-
}nwi-: ere to say which of us is the
unle 1

“ A fair eatch ' grinned Peler Todd.

“Wp o you now, BSnibhy 1™ sand
AT

The Bounder gave him a black look.

“That's ell,” said Harry., “¥ou ecan
Llow ouk that eandle, Beolsover—it wou'e
by wanted, I sou're asleeop at bwelve,
Suriiby, L1 pive you a call”

“You needn't  trouble”™
RBounder hetween his teeth.
I Belicve vou mean it 1™

aanl  the
“Nob Lt
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“You'll see—at twelve!” Whartan
laid his head on the pillow again.

The Bounder breathed hard, e wa:
3 veekless fellow—considered the most
reckless in the Form. He had swanked
that day, as the fellow who earcd not a
straw for the Head's order. Ile had
disregarded that order, and boasted of
it g even the reckless Bounder
jibhed at s,

“Look here, Wharlon—" began Bol
Cherry uneasily.

“Is settled 1 eald Harry.,

“You can't do it, you asi! A fellow
hreaking out at night is up for the sack,
if he's spotted 1™

“I know that! Smithy's hroken out
at m’ght more than once—though he
doesi’t seem so keen on it now.”

“Thai's different.  Dropping [rom
the box-reom window in the davk—and
sneaking back half an hour later
You'll be out hours, if you go as far ox
ihe sep-cave—half the night. You may
he heard getting that panel open.
Why, Quelch sometimes sits up lale in
ihe libravy, geing over his  blessed
manueripts. And Loder's got an eye on
ihis dorm already. And if you'ra
spotted, what are yon going to say—
that you got out at night speetally (o
disobey o special order from the Head?
It's just asking for it !" snid Bob hotly.

"N worse g;r me than for Smithy 1*

“Well, Smithy won't be such a fool,
if you ave ! snid Johnny Dull grofily.

“Fool or not, Smithy will come, or
own up before all tho Remove that he
funks £ sald Wharton stubbornly.

“Look heve, Ilarvy—" szaid Frank
Nugent,

“1'm gaing to sleep

Whavton closed his eves, nnmd relnsed
io say another word. The candle was
Ilown oet; Smithy getting back inio
hed. . here was a burzz of voiees up
andd down the dormitory.

Bot llerbert Vernon-Smiith had e
more to say—though it was long before
lie slep,

Smithy was a reckless fellow,
liked to show off his recklessness,  Bug
this was, ns Bob Chervy bad  sand.
simply asking  for it=—and it did not
seom good enongh to the Bounder,

“Going, Smithy ¥ called out Skinner,

The Bowwler made no avswer. Do
Lably he did nol know himself.

[E
H

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER,
Play Up !

NEVFRIARE SCHOOT,  was
G buriod m =ilence amd shoober,

as 1he Inst stroke of mudnight
Jdied zwnv. DBut there was a
Fraipd zeomnl in the Hemove dormators,
az o fellow stepped guictly from his
b,
Bty 1
Tt was Harry Whartow's voice.

Hao heard o deep brealh fron b
Bounder's  bed.  Vernon-SBmith  was
awalee, But he dud nob stir

“Ave you connng?”

UpTa ' Dyeeathed the DBenmder. “I'H

take a vish with apybody—hut this 1=n't
a visk=—il"s a cort! Bhut up, and don’s
hir a fool b

Harey Wharton langhed.

“unk ¥ he said. o

He did not subdue his veice in the
least. Heveral fellows awabened, and
there was » gencral shir.

“Ta that von, Harry 17 asked Nugent's
Vi,

" Yaog ™

*You're not—" .

“1 am—unless  Swmithy  foanks il

Tue Magxer Lisrany.—No. 1.500.
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*Yes ! or *No, Vernon Bmith?® Bpeak
loud enough for all the icllows to

hear I sald Wharton scornfully. * Ave
vou coming, or are you funking it1”
The Bounder reddened with rage.

He did not answer; but he stepped out
of bed und groped for his clothos.

Nobody was geing to call Herbert
Vernon-Smith a funk! Hiz e ei
u

linted ot Wharton in the gloom;
ﬁn} began to drdss himself. .
“ Siithy——" came HRedwing's voice
*(3h, shut up1” enarled the Boundet.

“I'm goin'—if Wharton goes! I faney
he will stop short I . _
“I faney somebody will stop you

Loth . short1”  growled Johony Bull,
“You're plaving the fool, Wharton 1*

“I know that, old bean !

% 0h, rats I growled Johnny.

Wharton dressed himself quickly in
e dark. He went to the dormitory
daor—where he waitéd for the Bounder,
who was not so quick, Thero was a
tubdoed buzz of voices in the dormitory.
Billy Bunter's snoro was heard—but
cvery other fellow in the Form was
awake now.

“Look out for Loder!” chockled
Bhkinner. " ;

“Look out for Prout!” sald Snoop.
“Prouty’'s got an  eye on  rou,
Wharton 1"

Wharton wade no reply to that. It
was very likely that Loder of the Sixth
had kept an eye on that dormitory; but
ut midnight it was pretty certain that
he had gone to bed. Neithér was there
much doubt that Mr. Prout, also, was
sleeping ihe sleep of the just. Dut if they
had both been up, and awake, and
Wharton had known it, it would have
made no difference to him, in lhis
progent mood,

A thadowy figure joincd hiun at the
door.

“Get on wilh it 1 muttered Vernon-
Smith. 2

“RBy gum! They're really going
said Skinner. "Good-bye, you lwo!
don’t supposs we shall sce you againl”

There was a sleepy chuckle from zome
of the fellows. )

The deor opened and closed quietly.
The Removites woroe left in a buse, and
it was long before they settled down to
sleep again, The Co., at least, did not
feel like sleep, while their leader was
absent on that hare-brained expedition.

Harry Wharton went down the davk
corridor to the stairs. Below was a
well of darkness.

“Quict ! hissed the Bounder, as he
heard the sound of Wharton's boots on
the stairs. :

“ Arve you gotting nervous?” drawled
the eaptain of the Removo.

# Don't shout, you fool 17

“Why not?” :

Smithy did not answer thet. Te
repressed a desive to punch out ab the
shadowy figure ncar to him in the dark,
and trod savagely and sullenly on after
Wharton. On the lower landing, Harry
torned in the direction of the Remove
[assage. _ _

EWhere are you going?” hissed the
Bounder. “That's not the way !

“I've got to get o torch from my
study.”

“You couldn't bring onc up to the
derm with you !” smarled Smithy.

“T didn’t take the trounble.™

“Will vow speak low, you [ool®"
hissed Vornon-Smith, as Wharton's
voice echoed on the dark landing.

“No!” answered Harry eoolly,

Ho left the Bounder waiting, and
Amithy couid hear his footsteps as ha
went.

On the occasions when Vernon-Smith
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“hroke out” at night, he was as
sl,cea!thf as & cat. It was risky enough,
with all his caution. But there was no
stealth, and wvery little caution, about
the captain of the Remove. It seerned
to amuse him te kesp the DBounder’s
nerves on the jump. In his present
mood he was more reckless than tho
Bounder had ever dared to be; and
Smithy, in silent rage, knew that it
made the dangor doubly dangerous, and
that Wharton did not ecare—while
Smithy cared very much indecd!

In 8 few minutes Wharton rejoined
him, and they went down the lower
stairs together. There was a glimmer
of light in Masters' Passage, which tho
juniors had to traverse to reach the
iibrary. It came from under one of the
study doors, )

“Prout's still up!” said Harry, with
a laugh. “That's hiz door.”

“That old ass often sits up late '™
muttered Smithy., He grabbed Whav-
ton's arm in the dark, “Look herel
Let's get round another way 1” _

“I'm going this way! Go round, if
you're funky.” ‘

Wharton shook off the DBounder's
detaining hand, and walked down the

assage. Breathing fury, Vernon

mith followed him on tiptoo. It was
more likely than not that the Fifth
Form master had fallen asleep in his
armchair. But 1t was risky fo pass a
master's door, and the Bounder, with
all the nerve of which he boasted, felt
his heart beat as he passed. He made
no more sound than a cat—but Wharton
was not so silent. _ .

“ Tiptoe you fool ¥ breathed Smithy.

* What rot ¥

“ Ddo you want Prout to hear us?”

4 I;I;-I.{.g,t Smithy, the devil of a fellow,
who dossn’'t cara & straw for beaks,
speaking?” asked Wharton mockingly.

Vernon-Smith almest choked with
rage. He cut on to tho end of the pas-
gage, and turned the cormer silently,
Wharton followed him more slowly, and
less quictly. _ . .

The Bounder waited for his companion
to rejoin him, gritting his teeth as he
waited. The most reckless fellow in the
Romove was gotting more reckless now
than he Liked.

This was the fellow he had denounced
as a funk—the fellow who was walking
past a beak’s door, after midnight, as
coolly and calinly as if it were midday !

Smithy realised that he had asked for
this, and that Wharton, with cool
mockery, was giving him what he had
asked l}un But that made it no moro
agrecable, and he waited tenscly till the
captain of the Removo rejoined him.

“Hark I he breathed. * He's heard [

“Looks like it!” said Wharton care-
lessly. He did not even lower his voice.

Prout, elearly, had heard some sound,
for his study door was heard to open.
They caught a glimmer of the light from
his doorway, and the sound of a grunt
in the dead zilence of ‘the might. If he
care out Lo investigate—

The Bounder felt his heart beat very
unpleazantly. He knew that Wharton,
at his side, was cool as ice; and, thougl
he could notb sce him, he knew that there
was a seornful smile on his fece. .

“That cat!” Prout's muttering voiee
camo in the silence. “I must speak io
Mrs, Keblde about that cat! Upon my
word ! 1

‘They heard the door close again,

Vernon-Sinith wipéd & spot of per-
spiration from his forchead with the
back of s hand.

*Clome on, you mad fool 1" he snarled,

A few minutes later they stood on the
library corrider, and Harry Wharton
flazhed the light of hig eleetric torch on
the scoret panel in the old cak wall,

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAFPTER.
Smithy on Toast!

LICK |
ﬁ It wes not & loud sound. DBub

it seemcd almost hke o pstol-
shot to the Bounder's startled
ears in the midnight silence.

Sinco the discovery of that secret pancl
in the solid-looking oak wall of the
library corrider, it had becn & matter
of great interest to the Greyiriars
fellows. There was hardly a fellow in
the schogl, from the head of the Bixth to
the smallest fag in the Second Form,
who had not come along, some time or
other, to look at it, and there wero
plonty of fellows keen enough to got it
open and explore the hidden secrets
beyond.

That, however, was strictly forbidden;
and throe or four adventurous fellows
wifo had made the attempt had becn
spotted, and duly “whopped.”

Only Sixth Form fellows were allowed
to entor the library without special
leave, and any other fellow spotted in
the corridor was up for "six." Two
fellows—Hobson and Stewart of the
Shell=had come down one night after
lights-out, to try their luck, and their
Form-master, Hacker, had caught them,
and dealt with them faithfully, Sinco
then, most fellows had sagely given the
spot & wide berth.

The hidden spring was not easy td find,
It was concealed mmong carved scroll-
work on the old caken pancl. A fellow
might have spent half an hour hunting
for it, though he knew that it was there
somewhers,

Harry Wharton, however, knew
exactly where it was, and he had the
panel open quickly enough. But tho
epring clicked sharply as the hidden
caken door slid out from the wall,

He langhed as the Bounder gave a
gtart, zlanced up and down the
dusky ecorridor hastily.

“Will you keep quiet, you fool?*
anarled Smithy, “ Prout may have come
out again—"

“My dear man, aren't we hero to fake
visks t* drawled Wharton. " You'vo
Leen swanking up and down the Remove
that vou don't cars a boiled bean for the
Head or Queleh. 2o what does Prout
matter i

The Bounder checked a savage reply.
He knew that Wharton would answer
hint without subduing his voice.

He stepped mto the orifice in the wall,

where o block of stone was left out to
meke a doorway. Wharton followed

him 1m.
Wharton left the panel standing wide
openn  behind  him. The Bounder

rabbed at it, and pulled it shur, Ho
Eu.ard Wharton -::huc}i{le.

“Mind von don’t bar vz in, Smithy!
T don’t know whether it opens from this
side or not ™

“Wea can’t leave it open, von mad
ass| It's sure to open from this =ide!
Lend me your torch !

Vernon-Smith took the torch, and
carefully examined the panel,  Cler-
tainly he did not want to shut himself
off from access to the school.

“It’s  all right!™ he multered.
“MThera's & knob on this side—the same
us on the other. I'1] shut it

Click !

The panel closed and fastened.

The DBounder, keeping the torch,
moved an, by the narrow passago

through the thick stone wall. e WHY
farthor was barred by an osken door,
bolted.

Harry Wharton drew back the Laolis,
Thoy were old and rusty, and shricked
as they g}ﬂred.
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“For the love of Mike, be careful I
muttered Smithy.

“Have we come here to be caveful 27

“Oh, shut up !

Harry Wharton laughed amd pulied
the oaken door open. They passed
through, into a little stone-walled room,
liidden in a massive outer buttross of
the ancient building. Bmithy drow the
door shut; but it was impossible to
t}ﬂﬂtcll it; thers were only the bolts on
the inner side.

"Come on!” eaid IHarry.
the jolly old stair—-"

Vornon-Smith paused. IHe was wan-
-‘Iﬁringbetmeasn]:r whether Prout might
have been out of his study, and might
liave heard the clicking of the panel.

The captain of the Remove looked
round at him,

“ Aven't you comting Y he asked.

“I'm thinking of that old fool
Prout ! muttered the Bounder, “If
Tic nosed in, and found those bolts
drawn back—what Jdo you thinki”

“Iven chances, I think ¥ answered
Wharton coolly. “They've becn HEL’}J-
ing a suspicious eye on this jolly old
spot since Hobby and Stewart were
mu%lht at it one night aftor lights-out.
Rather & lark if Prout butted in and
shot those bolts after us—what?"

“¥You fooll It's not good enouwgh '™
muttared the Bounder., “What's the
goml of asking for it, like this?”

Sl time to turn back, if vow're
afraid 17 said Wharton contemptuously.
“live me that light, and I'll go on
alemne™
* You won't, hang you 1"

Tier Bovnder iramped acrozas  thao
litile reom to the head of the =stair.
Below, spiral steps stretched away, ap-
parcntly endless, inte deep darkbess.
The silenee was fmav:,r and oppressive.

Heorbert Smith, reckless rebel and
broaker of bounds as he was, would

“Hero's

Wharion and Vernon-Smiith waiched as the boat
on the back of a boyish figure that was pulling at the oars.
* What the thump are they up to ? '* whispered Smithy.
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have been glad to be back in lis Dbed
m the Remove dormitory, Bvery
momient e dreaded to hear a sound
behind him which would tell of dis-
covery. On the top step lhe pauscd
arain, to listen intently. Wlha.rtml
yawned,

“Taking a rest?” he asked. “We've
& long way to go, you know! Take a
rest at the other end, old bean.”

The Bounder snarled and tramped
down the spiral stairway, Wharton,
langhing, followed him.

e steps seemed innumerable, But
they reached the passage at the foot of
the stair ot last, It ran lhike & black
tunne! into the heart of the earth.

Smithy tramped along thoe tunned,
carrying the light. Wharton lounged
aftoer him, with his handz in his pockets.

If there was any zound hehind, they
waould not hear it now. That had o e
left to chance. Only too well they
hkoew that the way might boe closed
against them when they returned.
That was a chance the Bounder did net
like taking; but his companion took
it with eool indifference.

“How long 15 this dashed tunnel
asked the Bounder, when a quarter of a
mile of clammy stone flags had passed
under thelr tramping fect.

“About o mile,” answered Harry.

“I hope you put a new battery in
this toveh ! If the Light petered out
bvefore we got back—"

“Afraid of the dark?”

Wharton.

“You checky fool?  lhissed
Bounder. “Is it a gpood b“’“’m-)i.

“Blossed if I lnow! I haven't
changed it sinee I wsed it the other
day. I haven't the least idea how long
it will last.”

“You mad idiot!
left .in -tho dark [

“T shouldn't woncler,”

ashkedd

tha

Then wa may bo

loomed into sight from the shadowed

=

5ea, ‘I‘hﬂqhu:r[eana lamp gleamed

In the stern sat a4 man with a hat slouched over his face.
** Goodpess knows ! '’ answered Wharton.

The Bounder soppressed lis  rage
with diflienlty, and tramped on faster.
The wvnderground passage was damp,
clammy, dark, and dismal, and seemed
interminable. The possibility of having
to tramp bazek, in dense darkness, was
not attractive. But the Dounder went
d-:}qgedlj onward.

hey reached, at last, tho pit in the
cavity at the eca-cave., Vernon-Smith
stood in the sand, where he had stood
with Valentine Compton, looking up
ab the iron pegs in the rock that gave
access to the cave.

Harvy Wharton canght hold of the
pegs, and clambered up. Ile climbed
out into the cave, mnd looked bLack at
the Bounder below,

“Chuck up the torch. I'll show rou
a light to elimb ™ ho =zaid.

e caught the torch, and held it for
ihe Bounder to elamber up the pegs.
Therr they stood in the sea-cave, glad
to broathe the fresher air that blew
from the sea,

Yernon-Smith sat down on o rech
in the cave. The Bounder was imore
nsed to late hours than his companion.

but im::'-::ll:.r aitch late hours as this. He
wag tived, sleepy, and savagely
irritable,

Wharton, the torch in his hand, staad
looking at him with a smile. It was in
smithy's mind to dash that amile from
his face with a clenchoed fst.

“Taking o rest? asked Wharton
pelitely.

“Do you want to ge furiher, vou
feal? *We're in the sea-cave now.™

“Ingt i i eaid Harrey, laughing.
" Did you come here to put your head in,
and pop it back like a tortolse into a
shell? I'm going on” _

“YWhat for 7" hissed the Bounder.

“Just lo ?u]] your leg 1" anawered
Wharton eoolly. * Just to feed you up
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to ilie back leeth with playing the ox.
I'm going as far as the sen, and you'rs
coming with me—or funking it 1"

The Bounder gave him an avil look.
If cver & fellow was fed-up with * play-
e the ox,” Herbert Vernon-Smith was
at that moment. But there was o
merey for him, He had asked for it.
and he was getling it.

“It's past one a'cleck !
thickly.

“I know that !

“The light may give out—"

“1 know that, teo.”

“Oh, you fool "

Hariy Wharton laughed and moved
along the cavern. e Bounder rose
from the rock, breathing hard, and fol-
lowed him. They tramped down the
cave towards the sea, Wharton smiling,
the Bounder in savage silence.

It was rather a long tramp to the
mouth of the cave, but the arched -:lf:{tn-
ing of rock loomed before them at last,
with & glimmer of winter etarlight on
ihe rolling waters without,

The Bounder grabbed the torch from
hiz companion and shut it off. He was
doubtful whether it would last out the
relurn journey.

“Weo don't
snarled. i

“ Tust as vou like ! said Wharton 1n-
differently. i

The starlight glimmerved in at the
mouth of the cave. It was derk, but the
juniors were able to pick their way. And
the glimner was lighter and clearer a:z
they drew nearer the high, arched
opCning.

Not Lill the water was lapping at his
fret did the captain of the Remove cone
to a halt. IHe had not come there, &3
he expressed it, te put his head into
the cave and pop it back like a tortoise
mto & shell. What he had set out to
do he had done—thoroughly. Hea stood
on the water's edge, looking down tha
channel amid the jutting rocks of the
Shonlder towards the open sea. The
Bounder gave him a savage glare.

“How long are you going te stand
there ¥ he snarled.

“As long as I choose!” answered
Wharton coolly. “If you're getting
funkx you can scuttle off as soon as you
like,"

“¥ou rotter ! We've only got the one
toreh." : .

“You can fake it; I'm not afraid of
the dark.” .

Vernon-Smith slipped the torch into
his pocket and clenched his hands. His
temper was at boiling point. Nothing
conld have induced him to desert his
companion, and have it sald in the
Remove that his nerve had failed him.
But he was gpoaded fo the limit now,

he said

want that mow 1™ he
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“You rotter 1™ he said, between his
teetl, " You've had me on toast] I've
had to let yon get by with it.”

“ Exactly 1¥ assented Wharton, “I'vo
had you on toast. I've got you on toast
now, and I'm kﬂeﬁing you on loast just
as long as I jolly well chooze. ¥You
asked for it, you know.”

Yernon-Smith ate[t:ped towards him,
his hands clenched hard, his eyes blaz-
ing. Then suddeniy he pauvsed, as a
sound came up the rocky channel, clear
over the murraur of the sea. It was o
sountd of oars in rowlocks, From: tha
darkness seaward a light gleamed—a
moving light. A boat was pulling into
the sea-cave.

], e W

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER,.

Prowlers of the Night !
BOAT ! breathed Smithy.

T
A “By gum!”  muttered
Wharton

iz hands. He stared at the moving
light on the sgea. It was s hurricane
lamp in & boat that was coming up the
rockv channel inlo the sea-cave under
the Shoulder.

Forgetiul for the moment of mutual
anger and animosity, the two Greyiriars
juniors stared at it. A boat coming into
the lonely sea-cave, at nearly two
o'clock on a winter’s might, was amaz-
ing. But there was no mistaking it.
They could hear the grind of the cars
in the rowlocks, londer as the boat !l_-!:)-
proached, and the light came steadily
€3f].

[EL)

muttored

“What the thump!
Wharton. “Who the dickens can be
coming here at this time of the night?”

“Nobody whe's up to any good,” said
thie Dounder.

“ Hardly.”

They stood and watched.

The boat loomed into sight from the
shadowed sea., The hurricanc lamp
leamed in the bows, on the back of a
wvish figure that was pulling at the
oars, In the stern sat & man with a
hat slouched over his face—a hard face,
bronzed by wind and weather, from
what the juniors could sce of it.

Smithy's hand touched Wharton on
the arm.

“Not fishermen from Pegg” he
vhispered.

id hﬂ.‘ll

“What the thump are they up to
hore ?7

“ Goodness knows 1" )

“They'll spot us in a few minutes by
that light. tter get out of sight till
we know who they are | whispered the

Bounder.
it s Whatten
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Harry
nodded.

It was strange
and startling
enough for a boat
to pull into the
h:nm:lpy cave after
midnight on a
November  night.
Obvionsly it was
only prudent for
the schoolbovs to
keep out of sight.

There was plenty
of cover among the
rugged rocks in the
seq -cave., T hey
backed oquickly

bote the large

iving amazing

witli realisic piano. | @away from  the
Send P.O. 2/3 NOW to:— |water and tock
gover pmong the

rocks, The hight of the hurricane lamp
in the bows of the boat was shining into
the cavorn now.

They heard a light bump. The boat
had reached the shelf of rock, which
made & natural landing-place. It looked
as if the night prowlers from the sea
knew their way about, In fact, it was
certain that they did, for 1t was

dangerous work i&tting a boat round the

Shoulder at night in the running tide.
Strangers to the spot could scarcely
have attempted it.

Strange thoughts passed through thp
minds of the Greyfriars juniors as they
kept close behind a rugged rock a dozen
yards up the eave. A hundred years
and more had ﬂ&ﬁsed since the old gangs
of smugglers had rowed® their econtra-
band cargoes inte the cave from dark
luggers lying off the shore. But the
thought of them came back to the
juniers now. At such a late hour, on
such a dark night, boats had pulled into
the sea-cave in the old days of the
Georges. It secemed to the juniors like
a page of lustory turning back.

They beard the sound of the boat
being made fast, and of footsteps on
the rocky foor of the cave. The twa
strangers had landed, and were standing
by the boat.

The juniors could not see them, but
they heard every sound in the deep
silence, that was broken only by the
murmur of the sea.

A voice—deep, with a sharp nole in
it—reached them.

*(Got the lamp out; we shall want 1t 1"

The moving glimmer showed that the
hurricane lamp was being lifted [rom
the boat. Light and shadow danced ou
the rocky walls of the cavern,

“How far up the cave i1s the place "

“A good distanee,” came the answer,
in & ¢lear, boyish voice. *1 can find it
casily cnough, uncle. It will toke us
abaut ten minutes.”

Both the hidden juniors started at Lhe
sound of that voice. It zeemed to Harry
Wharton that there was a familiar ring
in it. He was sure that he had hear
it befors somewhere. But the Bounder
krew ! The Bounder knew that he had
heard it only the previous afternocon.

It was the voice of the boy who had
been  zearching the beach by  the
Shoulder, when Smithy arrived there
with Bunfer. Ile knew instanily the
clear, pleasant tones of Valentine
Compton.

“And yow're sure sbout the tunnel T
went on the hard, sharp voice of the
elder man,

“I only know what the schoolboy told
me; but I am sure of it. According tc
him, some boys belonging to his echool
wero stranded in the cave one day, and

got out by way of the tunnel back fo
Greviriars." ]
“Well, we shall seel I have little

doubt that the tunnel exists. It way
known in the old days, according to
what they uwsed to say at Greyiviars in
my time there, but the secret was lost,
I have exploved the cave myself, Lhirty
years ago, looking for it.”

“You're going 1o find it now.”

“I hope so. If it’s true, it will make
a tremendous difference. But 1t secms
rather too much luck.” .

“I am sure the boy was telling the
trath.™

“Bome twaddling littla {fool
schoolboy, talking out of his hat.”

Clearly the elder man had doubts.

“Heo ¢id not secm that sort, uncle.
In fact, I have never seen a boy who

of &
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woked more levelheaded. I thought

him koen as o razor.”

“That's no comfort, considering what
you wers doing when he came on vou 1
prowled the clder. *'If he guessed-—"

“Ilaw ecould ha pucss? He fancied
that I was looking for a lost penknife.”

The clder man grunted,

“That was lame cnough. If he was
suspicious, the young roscal might hunt
over the beach to {ind eut what you were
searching for.”

The Bounder gave a start as he heard
that. He grinned in the darkness.

“He wonld not bo likely to find it
if ha did1” came the boyish voice, with
a lavgh., “[I've hunted for it every day
since last Wednesday, but I haven't
picked 1t up yet.”™

“Faol to leave
mmttering growl.

“T had no choice, had 17 It was
tonch and go, swimming out after the
boat, and I eould not have swum earyy-
mg the packet.”

It was Wharton's turn to start at that.
Every word reached his ears, and the
volce seomod mora and more familiar.
It Eﬁgan to down upon him whoe was
speaking—the boy whom Coker & Co.
had seen swim out after the drifting
boat to reseuc Billy Bunter and Bessie;
the boy he had seen on the yocht in
Pope Bay,

“"You need not have swum after the
boat [ eame the grunting rejoindor.
“You eould have let the fat foul take
what was ecoming to him !

“Thera wes a girl in the boat with
him, uncle.” Young Compfon’s voice
was. quiet, but very clear. “If I'd left
them to it, I should have been a cur!
Is that what you want me to be?™

“1 want you not fo play the facl, at
any rate!” said the other harshly.
“YWhat would happen if the packet was
found ¥ Detter to fling it into the =zea
than to leave it on the beach.”

“I «did not Icave it on the beach: I
eranmuned it into a creviee in the challk.
You fold me it was worth five hundred
pounds, and——->>"

“That's enough! What's done eannot
be wundone!™ Tt was almost a snarvl.
“It cannot be helpod now, We are not
here to talk, but to find out whether
that secret passage really exists. Give
me the lamp

Harry Wharton nudged the Bounder's
arm. - Maost of what had been said was
a puzzle to him, though less so to
Smithy. Bot one thing was clear—thoe
younger fellow of the two was the
follow who had swum out after the
drifting boat and saved Billy Dunter
and Bessie. Now that he knew that, it
seemed to Harry quite unnecessary to
keep in concealment.

“May as well show up, Bmithy,” he
whispered. “1 know who that chap is
now."”

“Bo do I gringed the Bounder.
* But—"

There was a sudden, sharp exelama-
tion. They had spoken in whispers, but
the cars of the slouch-hatted man
seemed remarkably keen., Evidently he
had eaught some sound.

“What is that?t BSomaone is liere !
came his sharp voice, in panting tones.

“ Impossible at this hour !

¥ ij !:"\.!

The light was instantly extingui-hed.
There was a sound of hurried feot
dropping in the boat, & crash of an oar
on & rocle, and almost before Lthe juniors
knew what was happening, the boat was
shooting out fo sca.

it therc 1" ecame a

EVERY SATURDAY
THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.

Shut Out !

ARRY WILARTON staved out of
tho cave-mouth, The boat that
had come so strangely from the

: sca was gone—vanished into the
night.

Famtly from the distance came back
g sound of oars in rowlocks, dying
away on the sca. That siadden fight
amazed the eaptain of the Remove.

“{ronc " muttered the Boundor,

“But why 7"

“"They heard ns™

“1 know. I don’t sce why they should
be so alarmed.”

“Might have thought it was the
smuggler’'s ghost 1’ grinned Smithy.
“This cave 15 said to be haunted at
night.”

*(h, rot

“¥ showed that chap the place,” said
the Bounder 1 was the fellow he was
speaking of. ‘They came here to explore
ik, Queer time to choose==what 7

“¥eoz, rather 1”

Wharton, astonished and perplexed,
starved at the dim zea. The boat had
disappeaved ; no sound came back from
1t now,

The Bounder’s eyes weore gleaming.

He had known at the fime that it was
not & Jost penknife for which Valontine
Compten had been searching the beach.
MNow he knew what 1t was. Last
Wednesday the boy had been put ashore
by 2 boat from the vacht, which had
then sailed with a “ packet.” He had
left the packet on the beach when he
swam out to the rescue of Billy Bunter
and Bessie. What was in that mys-
terious packet ¥ Smithy wondered. Ivi-
dently, Compton had not yvet sueceadod
in finding it.

“Well, they're gone ! said Smithy.

“Blessed if I can understand why
tha{ should take the alarm like that!”
said Harry, quite puzzled. * Looks as
if they want to keep it secret that they
camo hera at all don’t zee why they
sheould™

Vernon-Sinith grinned in the dark-
ness. There was a glimmering  sus-
pician at the back of his own mind.

But he had no intention of speaking
of it to Wharton.

“I's jolly odd 1 snaid Harry.

“ No bizney of ours 17

“0Oh, no ™

“Coming back, or staving here all
||: ht?" asked the Bounder szarcastic
ally.

Now that that strange cpisode was
over, the Bounder was his sneering self
again.

“Let's go!™

They turned their backs on the sea
aud tramped up the cavern. Beyond the
faint glimmer of starlight, Vernon-
Smith turned on the mreg,

He gritied his testh as {he light
wavered,

“You fool 1" he muttered.
fast out 1™

Wharton laughed carelessly,

“Like to run " he asked.

“ O, shut up 1#

The Bounder did neot run, bat e
wallked very fast.  They reached the
cavity in the ecavern wall and swung
down by lhe pegs in the rock. The
light of the torch was dim as they
eitered the underground tunnel,

“We can trat here!” mutlerod
Bounder.

*Trot, if you Like,” answered Wharton
coollv. " Fm going to walk.”

“TIt leave vou in the dark, then !
snarled Vernon-Binith,

“ Do I answered Harry indifferently.

The Bauticder was temlntn:-d to take him
at his word, The torch was dimming,

(31

“Tt waon't
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27
but it might last if they did that under-

round milo at a rapid trot. Tha
thought of groping along in dense
darkness  was  unmerving, strong  as

Smithy’'s nerve was. But he would not
run if Wharton did not; and Wharton
walked at hiz ordinary pace, neither
faster nor stower. Several times, hurry-
ing on ghead, the Bounder had to slow
down for him to come up.

“Will vou hurry, you ?ﬂﬂ] t* he asked,
brtweon his teeth.

“No "

“Do you want to finish this in the
dark ;"

“I don’t care a bean ™

The Boundar, breathing hard,
tramped on.  Ditnmer and  dimmer
gm'w the failing light. There was

argly a glimmering spot in the dark-
ness when they had still a pood distance
to cover.

It dimmed and dimmed. The battery
was- on the point of exhaustion. In
almost complete darkness, the Bounder
tramped on, and the captain of the
Remove followed him. When he turned
that tiny spot of light for 2 moment on
Wharton's face the Bounder saw a smile
of scornful amusement there. He re-
pressed his rage with an effort and
tramped on.

The light suddenly went cut.

“That tears it}¥ muttered
Bounder savagely

The blackness was like pitch,

U Lawky there are no turnings in this
jolly old passage 1™ drawled Wharton.
* We've anly got to keep on”

“ You rotter 17

" What's biting you ¥ asked Wharton,
with a laugh. “ Have you forgotten that
you're & devil of a fﬂi]ﬂw, with tons of
nerve

Tho Bounder made no answer to that.
He had boasted of his nerve, and called
the captain of the Remove a funk. Ha
was outdone in nerve, and he knew it
and knew that Wharton knew it. Thoro
was something like hatred in his heart
as he tramped wearily on, groping in
the dense darkness.

That black tunnel secmed endless.
BBut at last—at long last—the Bounder’s
knees strack against a stono step as he
groped, and ha stumbled. It was the
spiral stair at last.

1Ie clambered up, and Wharton fol-
lowed. They groped into the stone-
walled room at the top of the stair.

Yernon-8mith fumbled over the caken
door. There was a deep dread in his
heart that it might be fastened on the
other side. If Prout had suspected—

The door did not open.

It scemed to Vernon-B8mith that his
heart missed & beat. 1lo groped aover
the door and pushed at it. It did not
stir.

Wharton heard hizs panting breath in
the darkness. The Bounder was strain-
ing his strength on the caken door. Bus
he knew now that it would not open.
He knew that it was bolted on the inner
side, or it would have opened ot once.
l{e stepped back from it, panting.

“Done ™ he nuttered zE:|||.L.~s'l~:':l;..'.

“You can't open it?”

s Nﬂ !!l:

“Let me try 1Y

*Try if you like, you fool—it won't
open I panted Vernon-Swmith,

Wharton gmé]ged past him and pressed
on the openn door. It was imnmovable.

" We're done I mutiered the Bounder,

" Looks hke it!"  Wharton stepped
back fvom the door. 1lix voice was poy-
feetly eaol

" Pronk
thing,"”

“1 saud it was even chonees,” azsented
Wharion,
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“You mad fool I

“ Getting the wind up ™ asked Harry.

“0Oh, vou fool—youn mad fool 1" hissed
the Bounder. “That old ass gucase
what the game was! IHe's bolted the
door, to make ws kuock to be let in,
He's waiting for us now—near enough
to hear o knock ! e doesn't know who
we are. Dot he will know when we have
to knock. The game's up !¥

Qmite 1"

“What ‘are we going lo do now 1V
breathed Vernon-8mith,

Harry Wharton lavghed.

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.
Friends in Need !
L IIEY'RE keeping it up!”
l “The gilly assest”
“The blithoring idiots !"
T hree o'elock—listen i

“ Something’s happened 1” eaxid Frank
Nugent.” *I'm going down!”

It was & low murmur of voices in the
Remove dormitory. Tive fellows were
awake there—Tom Redwing and the Co.
The rest of the Remove was fast asleep,
long ago. But there was little sleep for
the Ce., or for the Bounder's anxious
clum. X

Trank Nugent slipped from his bed
and hegan to dress in the dark. . Tom
Redwing and the rest of the Co. did the

“ Anybody got a fash-lamp?” asked
Bob Charry. i

“Here I answered Nugent,

“Come on, then!”

Masters’ Passage, when they veached
it, was black as a hat. They- groped
ceutiously along. But as they turned
the corner at the end a glimmer of light
came to their eyes. _

“Zomebody's up!” whispercd Bob.

JThe eletrie: light was burning in the
library corridor. . That could mean
nothing but that a master was up. And
that, “in turn, could mean nothing but

that the breakers of bounds were
watched for | ) : :
" Bob Cherry whistled scftly.
“That tears it 1 ho murmured,
Frank Nugent peered round the

corner into the lighter corridor. Hao
had to take the visk of being scen. Half-
way down the corridor was the seccret
panel—and it stood .wide open.

Wharton and Smithy counld bardly
have left it so. It had been opened
since,

Nugent's heart throblbed

A little farther aloug the corridor
was & deep, lgather-gorered sottee, under
a window, almost facing the open panel,
On that settee was seated—or, rather,
sprawled—a pp;tif.' figure.

" Prout I breathed Nugent.
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Had My, Prout glanced along ihe cur-
vidor, he must have seen Nugent. But
he did nob stiv. Taintly, thero came
g low, rumbling sound in the silenco.

Ir. Prout was nzleep.

The juniors did not need telling what
had happened. Prout had been up, he
had suspected gomething, and gone to
investigate, and found the hidden door
unbolted. Then, of course, he had kuown
that Greyfviavs fellows had gone out of
bounds by the sccret passage. He bad
sat down to wait for their veturn.

e had had e long wait—and he had
fallen asleep; or probably he had
allowed himself a nap while he waited.
Ttwas {oirly cortain that he had sceured
tho hidden door, to fores the truonts
to knock when they returned.

“ That's why 1 murmured Bob Cherry.

“They've shut out!” muttercd Red:
wing. “They’ll have to knock—and
Prout's sticking there to hear them
when they do—"

“Phat’s it?" eaid Frank “ Most
likely tihey'vo got back before this—but
thev've found ﬁm door. bolted on them.”™

“Koep back!”™ n :
“One of us will have to cut ulnn%‘

et the door open. and ch

rout—-—m"

“ Leave it to me '™ wlispered Nugent.
“ Keep quiot. for goodness’ sake !

Without waiting. for a veply, he
ﬂm]pped round, the corner into the
lighted corridor. On tiptos, he stepped
aﬁmg towards the open panel.

MNugent reached. the light switch, and
the corridor was plunged into darkness.

Through the darkness came PFrout's
rumblifig snore. . The juniors listened,
their hearts béating. There was o foint

leamt as Nugent turned on his fash-
fnmp, It disappeared beyond the panel
into tho. pussape thiough the thick stono
wall. Prout had not awakened—yet!

Frank Nugent trod softly through the
narrow passage. He fashed his light
aver the oaken door. As be had ex-
i}w-t&d it was bolted. He shut off the
ight and gripped the bolt. 8Slowly,
with infinite care, he worked at it
forcing it back. With all his caro, thero

muttered . Redwing.
and

BACE

was a_ grinding. grating sound, as the

rusty iron moved in the rusty sockets.

It was clear at last, end the oaken
door was unfastened. Nugent stood nnd
listened, with almost painful intensity
But thers was no changa in the steady
Lreathing of the slumberer on the setiee.
Prout had not awakened,

He pulled open the caken door, ond
peered into the blackness beyond, Had
the breakers of bowunds wvet returned?
He soon knew! From . the . blackness
came 0 savage muttering voice:

“Oh, vou fooll You fool!
done for both of ws!™ It
Boupder's voice.

You've
was theo

7 Quict ! hizsed Nugent. “Quict, Fon
fools 1™ :

He flashed on hia lamp, and the light
gleamed on two startled faces.

“pFranlk ™ breathed Wharton, "ls
that you, Frankt”
“Quict! Prout’s only o few rards

away—asleep on the setteo in ilic cor-

vidor! Quict!” hwreathed Nugent.
“Then it was Prout—" F
“YVoc—quiet, for goodness’ sake!”
The Boundor was alresdy groping

through the low doorway.
Harry Wharton pressed
a4rm.

“eank, old man—'
“ Come on—aquict " .
They groped out after the Bounder.

They could hear the low rumblo  of

Mi. Prout’s enoro, o fow yards away, In

the dark. Softly they crept slong tha

corridor to the corncr, where they
joined the rest of the party.. In a fow
minutes more they weré"iw the-Remaove
dormitory. The last 'ﬁr:-_u_u_ql,*th?'g heard
from Mr. Prout was o srote. How 1E'I'IE
it would be Lefore the Fifth Form bea
woke up and discovered that the birda

had flown, they did not know—and did

noty eare! Prout was wolcome—now—

to keep it up as long as ho liked!

hiz cliom’s

2

L]

Billy Bunter was not the only member
of the Remove who was unwilling to
turn out at tho clang of the rising-bell
in the worning There were seven other
fellows who were very sloepy

Fortunately, it wa: Sunday, ond a
day of rest. Harry Wharton was rather
thoughtful that day.  The outcome of
his reflections was a remark to- his
ehiums:

“1 suppoze I was rather an assl”

“ No supposing about it I’ said Johnny

Gull, . You werat"

“Tf * vou fellows bhadn’t  come
down—-" ]

CeWall we did!” said Dob, Al
woll that ends well. Poor old Prout
must be foeling disappointed! THe
knows that somebody went out  of

bounds—but he's got all Grevfriara to
choose from. No catch for Prout
There was, at lenst, one satisfactory
outcome of that reckless adventure.
Smithy was not likely to call the captain
of the Remove a funk again! He did
nat want to be put to another such test
of nerve! Oncs was encugh for the
Bounder, or rather, more than enoughl

THE EKD.
fine

(There will be another apankin
ecoperto-cover yarn of Harry Wharton
& Co. in next week’s Maoker, chums,
entitled: “The Schoolboy Smuppleri"
You can only make sure of reading it by
ordering your copy WELL IN
ADVANOE
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THE RINGMASTER
OF ST. SAM'S!

The First Instalment

New Serial
By DICKY NUGENT

One bright afternoon &
weels after Guy Forks Day,
Jack Jolly & Co., of the
St. Sam's Fourth, were
walking down to the gateson
their way to a sercuas at
Muggleton, whon o harsh,
gutteral voice hailed them.
** Yhere VoS Daetor
Pirchemall ¥ ™

Turning round, the Co.
found themselves face-to-
faco with a grate, hulking
follow, dressed in forrin-
looking elobber, whose dia.
bollicle little eyea were
fixed on them with a malle-
volent glare,

“*Vhera vos  Doetor
Pirchemall, dont it 7" re-
peated the stranger.
* Answer mit yourselfs pe-
fora I pang your heads
together, hine 7"

1] :IFIF h&t ! b |

* If there's ono thing I do
like,” grinned Jack Jolly,
“it's the old.world curtesy
and politeness you get from
wome of the visitors to this
PIE'CE I L1}

The next moment tho
kaptin of the Fourth nttered
o yell of pane, as the
stranger gave him a terribul
blow on the dial.

Bang |

“ Yaroocoo [ ¥

“ Take dot ! " anarled the
German,

Fearless and Merry and
Bright twrned almost perple
with pashun, as their leader

rod backwards, They
m to herl themselves
fewriously at the big booly.

It was lucky for him at
that partikular moment that
Doector Birchemall hagpane-d
to be passing. The Head of
Bt. Sam's waa just i time to
save the raskal irom a towa-
ing he would have remom-
bared for many o long day !

“ Boys!'" he cried, as he
cams palloping on the seen.
And Morry and Bright and
Fearlosg dropped their hands
ag though they had been
ahﬂhia o -

“ Bo wroppid ox
the HE::.L it ‘-"l-'h%l:‘t-l:|| is the
meaning of thia here 2"

But before the heroes of
the Fourth had time to reply
to that guestion, the forriner
had echipped in.

“ Bar me, mine haiv,
but haf I der blezzure of

speaking to Doctor Pirch-
I}mnﬂ?% he asked, with &
bough,

“ Right on the wicket1”
nodded the Head.

“ Hock, hock! Then
mine search he vos fnish 1V
Jeerad the stranger. ** Hair
Doctor, allow me mineself
to introduce, don't it ? I
vigh to spesk to you on
important pizziness, My
pame it wvos Hair won
Hehyater 1

“ Bless my sole!” mer.

of a Ribtickling

what bizzineas this
villainous-looking  for.
riner ecould have with
him.

fis
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“"Hair doctor, you
know dot Spoangler's Serovsa
vos at Muggleton this
veek I

“ Who duzzent know it "
asked the Head, with a stare.
“If I'm not mistaken, 4hess
boys are now on their way
to the afternoon perforni-
ance.”

“Ach! Then I safe them
der trubble of a jerney for
noddings !  There will no
berformance be this aftor-
noon!™

“What1" eggsclaimed
Jack Jolly & Co.
“ Poor old Epangler, he
haof a lot of trubble [ ™ said
Hair von Schyster, with &
lesring larf.
berformeors catch der flu, =0
they con’t Leform, don't it §
Then his two berforming
chimpanzees escaps Inib
themselves.
make madders worse, der
local  couneil tell Spangler
he can't stay on der land
vhere der sercuss voa pitch.
8a ho haf to move on! Ho,
ho, ho!"

Jack Jolly & Co. eyed the
merthiul forriner skarnfully.
Their first impression that
he wasz a cadd and & rolior
seemed fully borne out by
the way he waa larfing over
the sercuss proprietor's bad
luck., Ewven Doctor Birch-
emall seemed unfaverably

* Firat, all hig | &7

TUnd now, to

impressed by the raskal

‘?rI[; eally,
Hair wvon
Schyater, I'm
daghed if I can
see anyihing to
cackle at!"
he  remerked.
“ Kindly stop
busting our
aidca a-larfing
and fcll me the
nateher of your
hizzinesa with

e,
* it Ller.
zure,ming hair,”

chuckled the :
German, wiping tho tears of
merrimoent from hia evil little
oyes. I come to iell you
dot old Spanglef vill ask of
vou to-day o faver. He vill
ask you to let him haf your
football-field for hLis  ser-
cusg !

“The dickens he will1"”

ed Doctor Birchemail

*Yah, yah | Und I come
to tell you not to let him
haf it 1 In vun more veek,
old Spangler go bust, don't
it ¥ said the merthful
ascoundrell, ' So don’t you
lot him haf der feotball-
field, ain't it 1"

Jack Jolly felt he could
stand silent no longer.

* You heestly codd ! ™ he

mered the Head, wondering

flashed. * Fonsy trying Lo

ruin the poor chap! "Thot's
what vou're dl:riuj_:il e
“Bhame ! yelled Fear-
loza and Merry and Bright.
Hair von Ergh}'strar took a
stop forward, looking os
though he meant to nock
the chuma of the Fourth into
the middle of next weck.
But hefore he could earry
out that intenshun, Doetor

Birchemall stepped in.

* Have a care, Hpir von
Schyster!”™ he eried,
sternly, * Touch them thero
lads at your peril ! ™

The Head's refined Ox-
bridge axxent and faultless
ammar evvidently over.
awed the German, for he

loweradd his  fsts  and
boughed.

“ Yer' poot " ho growled.
* All der same, you don’t led

old Spangler hai der foothall-
field, hine ™

Doctor Birchemall eyed
him narrowly.

“ That depends,” he said.
“Why ecggaactly do you
want to stop tho sercuss ¥

“Ho, ho! I tell youl”
roplied the German, with
an odeouns larf., “It voa
becawss Spanglor owe me
viun lot of munny dot he

promiss te bay back next
veck. If he ean't bay me,
then dor sereuss hoecome all
mine.

Und if he can't run

chuckled the German. Vot
vou say to dot, hino ¥ "

The Head’s answer to that
question serprzed him. All
that he did was to make &
gign to Jack Jolly & Co.
And befors Hair von
Schyster realised what was
happening, four sturdy
juniors were piling info him !

Bang ! udt Wallep !
Crash 1

Hair wvon Schyster folt
himself whirled off his feet
and tushed to the gates.
After that he was catepulted
out into the lano !

“ Ow. ow - ow !
und blitzen !
Woootop 1" shreeked the
Gorman, And then he

icked himself up and fed
P;r dear life,

“* Let's hoap the raskal's
black and blue all over,
boys ™ snorted Doctor
Birchemall, az he turned
away from tho gates.
“ Fanay thinking he pm_ﬂd
buy my honner for six-

ence ! Why, I wouldn’t

recmn of selling it for less
than a shilhng!™

With theee lofty words,
the Head marched off Lﬁ
3 an appoiniment wit
M?Licldlfm in the tuck-
shop. )

Jack Jelly and his pals
looked at one another rather
rewiully when
ha bad gone.

Y Well, wom
ehaps, if what
that secoundrell
Von  Bchyster
says 18 true,
tho sercuss is
off 1 ' remarked
Joliy. “The
pm'blem is now,
what are weo
going to do with
ourselves 17

“Eggscuse
ma, yung jentle-
men,” 1nter-

Donnar
Yaroopoo !

der sereuss, he can’t hay !jrupted an unfamiliar

See 1™

“M, yos, I begin to get &
slite glimmering,” said the
Hend slowly.  * What it
amountsa to is that you want
me to help you to get the
sercuss by refusing to allow
Mre. Spangler to pilch it on
the f{opter-field ¥ "

“ Yah, yoh ! You do del,
uned I hay you vell ! ™

*Ah! Now you're falk.
ing *” pgrinned the Head.
“ What's the figgor 1™

‘"I wos generous, nine
hair, I gil yon sixpence !

Doctor Birchemall, who
had bepun to look interested,

gave a vielent stort.
“ SQixpence 77 ho yelled.

“ Youn whoele sixpence io

voica just then; ond the
Co. found that they had
heen  joined by an old
fogey wearing the top hat
and riding-brecches of o
gorcuss ringmastor.  Dehind
him were a cupple of men,
easily  reckernisable
sereniza hands, who wers
Fuslu‘ng along with them &
arge cago on wheels.

“Why, you must Le Mr.
Spangler!” cggselaimed
Frank Fearlesa,

The neweomer nodded.

“ That's right, ynng =sir
But 1've no timeo for talk,
Two chimponzecs have ea-
caped {from my sereuss. And
it hoa been reportod that

na’

gronnda of thia skocll™
“ Grete pip '™
“1F you yung jens will
kindly lead me to vour
headmaster, 1T will vges-
plain the {akis to hiw. In

the meantime, my mamn can
oyer

be scarching.

thera !  concloodetl tho

SETONEA ﬁmpriett}n ;:rl||intmg
t~mped

acress the quad.
ftha ddirecktin in.

His two hel
off in

dicated, pushing the coge
belore them. b

* Wa'd better fimd Thetor
Birchemall," grioned Jack
Jolly, and the Co. who
knew, nothing of the Jkd's
& ﬂin]m%m%i inE the tek-
shop, led M. R
to Eha ool Hﬂﬁ:f.ﬂl :

For, five minnita they
searched the place thoogh-
E,r. Looking mto hia etudy

rst, they looked undr the
table and in the eupleard,
and up the chimbley .UBut,
of corse, thers waa csn sign
of tho Head. Aftermads,
they tried the jinmoysnsiunm
and the box.rooms aid the
coal-aeller with no better
veanlt,

They wore just o1 the
point of eliinbing up w the
roof to continue tho weerch
when their attenshu was
attracted by tho very dick-
ens of a cominotion ig the
guad. Iloars of lacfitd were
ringing ouk, min i with
ronra of & different kird that
scemed vaguely Jarn. |2 to
the chums of the Fdunh,

Jack Jolly led & msh to
the nearcst winder the
Co. leancd ont. DBel T,
thoy saw a prate eropd of
6. Sam's ellows, sjging
voud the ecazo whish the
serenss hoands had el
acrozs {he quad Bve mimils
Leforo ad shimply shreeRng
with larfter !

As Jack Jolly threp up
{he winder, thescrcuss lands
logked up.

akd

-all right now, yusg

|

émts B
one of thein eried. ** Wea've
caught the chimpanzees in
the shool tuckshop!”

But it was jnat at that
wmoment that Jack Jolly &
LUo. saw the ercetehers in the
engo—aond found out swhat
was causing all the laxfter!

“ My hat ! They've made
a mistale ! " shouted Jack
Jolly. * It isn't the chim-
panzees they've canght!”

“Then what s 57 ”
asked Mr. Spangler from the
rear.

** It's a cupplo of yewman
beings—tho Head and our
Form-masler, 3r, Lickham !
Ha, e, ha 1 "

¢ Ha, ha, ha ' " shreelked
Mermy  and  Bright  and
Fearlesa.

Renlly, it wos enull to
make o cat laxrl!  Doelor
Birchemall and My, Lickham
were prancing about inside
the cage, shaking their fisls
at the historical erowd and
brecthing fivo and slawter
on the sercuss hands who
had  innersently imegined
thiab they were the lost
chimpandees ! Everybody
roared.

But Mr. Spangler himself
{ailed to seo the yvewmornua
gide ol it, Ilis jaw dropped
pud he rroaned a deep, Jdeep
groan as he reabsed what
had happencd.

“ They've shub him up i
the monkeys’ ¢nge—ihe mon
[ was goiug to ask for the
loan of his Juotkall-field 1
ho wnoancd.  * That's done
'Itl ! k|

And My, Spangler dashed
oft downstairs to the veskew
—Ilenving Joeele Jolly & Co.
hangine out of the winder
almost Liclpless with lonrltex !

(Loel owt for farks galore
in newd week'a instalmcit of
yotng  Lhoky's bight new
scriFI N

sporlsmun squeezing

0 a0n.~—Clasaca.

11 gan— Morning Yok,

good lonyg snoowe,

e e e e L e e
DIARY OF A .¥NTLEMAN OF LEISURE
By vard Mauloverer.

8 nam.—Was awekmed viclently by an encregetio
wel spougo over e,
Monapged o nip inbo mother chappic’s bed and mdulpe
in auother five minatef smooze, Uhoors !

8.30 nan.—Brekkord ot in two three-minule snonzes
while the Quelch-bird ®a't looking, Xiee work, whet §
Queleli-bived turned o blisekboard
seven 1imeg. Had sevensooxes,

€, pracd !

Lurled up wuler ey desk

and had o mach-needed sooze.
11.15 son.—Monsiour Charpeatie

e rench, 1Tad o

12,30 poan.—Mornirg cagses over, thank  goodness !
crawled up o stady agddeieonined Lo wrile up the story
of my activities i the¥osa of o diavy.

(A& thia poimt the diey comes fo an whirupl cud,
wnderstand fad the write bpsed {00 @ snogze,~-1En.)

fie

No. 214.
do wot wyou like mit!” jthey have enter® tho| “7Tell Mr. Spanglor it'a

E

Coker.

never atop !

COKER'S CrAazY OVER

CO-EDUCATION!
Says BARBARA REDFERN

Heve's something you boys don't know ahout
He's simply crazy over the idea -of boys
and girls being tanght together in the samo class !
Iie dragged me into the Friardale bunshop one day
and sat me down and put eakes amd
before me and telked about it till I thought he'd

emonadn

We played tenuis fogether last summer, lie argued,
and wo night pesaibly play hockey together this

winter. Well, then, if we could play togsther, why the

SUCCESSFUL BLADES PRACTISE
SEARCHLIGHT-DODGING NOW!
Asserts HAROLD SKINNER

It's astock gag among seientists
that life keeps on geiting more
and wore complex,

If youn woant confivmation of
this opinion, all you need do is
ask one of the bold bad blades
of Greylriars !

As yvou may already know, I'm
& bit of a blade myself, I
belisve in going out on the ran-
dan now and again, and ocension.
ally I tale the liborty of seeing a
hit of the world after lights out.
And, believe mo, my life certainly
BLOWS Inero complex as timoe goes
o1 !

When I lock back on the good
old davas when Grevlviars waos
phmped into silent darlkness by
gbont half-past nine at night, it
makes mo feel quite sad., 1ow
different it ia nowadays ! At least
halt of the masters have got
vadiogrmug in their rooms and
use them; and you can cven
haar straing of musie coming from
Gasling’s lodge and tho tuckshop
up to @ late hour |  As a natural
réault, yvow're liable to.un into
beaks having a pood-night chin-
wag in any old corvidor up to
any old hour. The School Honse
simply Dristlea withh traps that
didu’t exist in (he doys of yore !

And now, as if that wasn’t bad
enough, along coies a new danger
Lo us nightbirda.

SEARCHLIGHTS ¢

Litterly unthinkalle in the old
days, of course.  DBut they've heve
all pight now, lighting up the maost
unexpeeiad cornera of the selingl
buildings and making 1ho lile
of 1he nocturnal pleasure-scekor
one vound of tervor !

Lavry Lioscelles startod it. Tust
what you might expeet [rom Lin,
Ha collected together o litile pang
af #ixth and Fifth Form chnps
anel lgrmed an anti-niveralt vuig
and obtuined the Head’s permis-
sion to carry oub ocessional night
practice witheut the slightest
diliculi y.

$o now, whencver a chap oocs
out of his dorm lato at night,
there's abways gn even chanee

IF Q. SEES THIS HE'LL “STAIR" !

Through carclessly dvopping
tivy stones whilst eating dates on
hiz way from the LBenove pas-
sape 4o ithe guad, Bob Chewry
epnzed A, Queleh Lo trovel from
the third fleor Lo tho sccond on
g necl,

We hope the Beak's verdict
won't ho ioo severs. Alter all,
i's the st lime Bob has ever
Leen in frouble ilwongh giviog

raot.don

sonsation - seckep

lo sre his desih-dely .

that it's practico night and that a
blaze of liﬂm 13 going to settle
rightt on him just when he's
climbing over ihe school wall !
It’s a jolly real denger, I can
tell sou.  Why, on the first night
they lit up Loder of {1ie Sixth and
Hilton of the Iifth just when

refariing  firom

ihey wero an
everning oubt  in Couruicld,
Lascelles apotted them hath, foo,
ond ihere was a fearlul shindy
next day !

1t makes you womder what on
covili we're eoming 1o, Hreaking
bovmds al night used fo be com-
paratively casv. Dot il you want
to be sueccsalul at it nowadays
vou have to develop the cars of a
giddy Iedskin warrior aud the
eyes of o hawl —and po through a
coursn of scarchlight-dodging in
tho barsain !

It'a igh fone soncone gpoke
fo tho Head and got bun (o pmt g
stop to all this siaying-out-lalo
bizney.  “Chen wo goalicad chaps
would nve a chanes {o get out on
ihe diles i salely sooain !

dickens couldn't we learn 1o-
gether, too ¥

The only objection I could think
of was that if I were in the same
class o3 Coker I should do so
much langhing that I probably
shouldn’t learn anything. Coblep
didn't seem to understand this,
when I mentioned it. (I wondew
if Colker has evor understood
anything, by the way 1)

I didn't expeet to hear any
mora about it, Dut I didn's
know Coker! DBelieve it or not,
he had the mmrve to eall at CLifl,
House later in the weels and put
his " views ™ to Miss Primrose.
Misz Primross patiently tried (o
convey to him that there were
many avguments {for and sgainat
co-cducalfon—but she econldn’t
geb a word in, poor dear, amd
eventually she poseed liim on to
Alisa Bullivant.

The Bull told him pointediy
that she didn't care if he waa
faught in ihe company of givls,
infants or preybeawrds, but she
thought it waa alout time he was
laught something, anvway, And
Coker departed from Clilt House,
lrowuninge,

I expect his next move will he
to approach Doctor Locke, 11
vou seo e mangled remaing of
Colier being slung out of vour
Head's study in the near I'nture,
youw'll know he has !

Gosling was found in o scint.
unconschows condition oulside lis
lodge. It transpirea that Skinney
tipped him  half-a-crown  for
earvying a parcel into the House
for him, sSkinner iz sciian.
conscious, tao.  We loarn that he
mlended to give Gosay a penny—
with o hole in it—buat aomehow
thie penny and the half.crown got,
mixed np. A sad cnse of Gosling's
goud lovtune iz Skinner's [pss !

GREYFRIARS

A largo evovwd turned

mad o inan-eareinge  eareving
he would Jdive from o
and  chanee
whal sovk ol a londing’
he made —uul every !

i
there

speeel.
modesty

Cirovivinrs was

peaple  slony starea !

ing ]rtnp.

BIRD-

MAN’S DARING
Dive From A Roof-Top

Ruazell was groetod
nup in ihe quid Lo gec with loud cheers as hefthat {he kile failed
Dicle Bwmasell Ly ont avvived on 1ho seone, | complelely in ils por.
hiz marvellous home- followed h.i"lﬂﬂ‘lfﬂtmﬂﬂi'imﬂ-ﬂ and Liussell fell
1t
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