


AN IDOL IN THE EYES OF HIS SCHOOLFELLOWS !

BUT BEHIND THE SCENES—

THE

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Pulling Protit’s Leg !

8 ET'S hreak bounds—
E “ Eh ?” J

“This afterndon—'
“Wha-a-£ ¥
“And take a boat out to the
smugglers” cave!™  continued Harry
Wharton. *"What about 10"

Bob Cherry and Johnny Bull, Frank
Nugent, and ITurrea Hingh, staved
blankly at the eaptain of the Greviriuvs
Remove.

They woere sinply astonished.

The [Famons Iive were in the quad in
morning break., Huarry Wharton spoke
loundly and clearly—indeed, more loudly
than he usually spoke. Dozens of {ellows
were within hearing, and he did not
spem to care if they all heard.

Alore serions still, a master was within
hearing. Mr. Prout, the master of the
Fiith, had rolled out of the House in
break. Prout’s portly figure was rolling
majestically, quite near the Famouns
Five, when Wharton made hizs unex-
pected and starthing suggestion.

"Prout heard.

There was no donlhi that he heard.

He slowed down in his majestie roll,
and turned hiz plump face towards the
proup of junmtors. A grim frown ap-
peared on his plump face, There was no
doubt that the Fifth Form master had
heard every word, ‘

Apparently wneonscious of him, the
captzin of the Remove went on, while
liis astontshed choms stared 1 diamay,

“I know the sea-cave’s ont of bounds—-
special order of the Head ! Let's go, all
the sanie ! No end af a lavk 1™

“You howling a:s!" breathed
Cherry.  “ Shut np ¥
“Can't yoli sce %ll‘ﬂhl % hizzed Johnny
Bull. .
* Harey, you as= " gasped Nugent.
“Ay esteemed and idiotie  Whae-
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ton—-—" ¢xclaimed Hurrce Jamset Ram
Singh:

Heedless of warnings, Harry Wharton
woith on

“You fellows game? We mayn't be
able fo get off irom Pegg—might he
nrefects about. But we can pet a boat
to run out round the Shoulder, and pick
us up on the north beach. BSafe as
houses there 1™

Mz, Prout rolled on.

It was no business of the Fifth Form
master to concern himself about the Re-
move—iIr. Queleh’s Form. Buat My
Prout often did concern himself about
matters that were no businesas of has,
What he had heard, he had heard. And
what he had heard, he had heeded, He
dicd not sprak to the juniors, but his
portly brow was thunderousz as he rolled
Ok

When hoe was pone, Wharton’s four
chums all spoke together

“¥You utter mss!™

Harry Wharton laughed.

“What's the row # he aslied,

“Proutl heard every word you sapd ¥
growled Johnny Bull

“Why shonldn't he ?¥

“Why shouldn't he?®” repeated
Johnny.,  “Are von off vour rocker?
It's a special order of the Head. putting
the sca-cave out of bounds, That means
a flogging for breaking bounds in that
direction. We're not going to do any-
thing of the kind., ¥ven if we wanted
to, we ean'f, as we're plaving football
this afternoon. And if we did, haven't
you sense cnoagh not to shoulb it out
before & beak 7

“Only Prout!” said Harry,
has nothing to do with the Bemove

“ Daesn’t he poke his finger into every
pie?” hooted Johnny Bull, *“Think le
won't tip Queleh that he heavd Remove
men planning to hreak bounds -this
afternoon 17

't} Think Sﬂ-?“

“¥ou jolly well know he will 1 howled
Johnny Bull. “Prout has his ove on

“ Prout
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yvou already. owing to that fat ass Bun-
ter borrowing vyour roincoat the other
day, and leaving it on the beach where
Prout found it. He believes that you
went out of bounds on Saturday afrer-
noon.” )

“I told him I didn't !

“ Thid ho beliove you, falhead ¥

“Quelch did—and that’'s all that
matters ! . Proul can believe what he
likes, and be blowed to him ™ =aid the
raptain of the Reamove, with a shrog of
the shoulders.

“He's going to Queleh now 17 hreathed
Nugent,

The juniors %In-'l'u.‘:ﬁd round.

Mr. Queleh, the master of the Remove,
was walking in the gquadrangie. Prout's
portly figure was hearing down on him.

The jumers watched the Fifth Form
beak join the Remove master. Harey
Wharton was smiling, but lis chums
were looking estremely wuncasy. They
could not liear what Prout was saying to
Quelch: but they could gucts casily
cnovgh. They saw the gimlet oves of
Henry Samuel Quelch furn on them,
They saw him frown az he listened to
Pront.

“Well, that's torn it ! said Bob.

“"The tornfulness is  terrifie™ re.
marked Hurrce Jamsetk Ram Singh.
“The absurd fat 12 now in the ridiculous
fire 1™ ;

“PBlecged if I 1t £

s08 said Harry

Wharton cavelessly. “What does 1t
matter if Prout jaws to Queleh 7
“What does it matter?’ hocted

Johnny Bull, “He's telling Quelch as
this very minute, that you're planning to
treal bounds and go to the sea-cave this

afternoon. Queleh will keep an eve on
vou—and if he doesn’t, you can jolly
well bet that Proutk will )’

“T chouldn't wonder[® agreed
Wharton.

“And wou don’'t think that that

matters " roaved Johrmy Bull.
“Not in the [cast—as we shall be play-
ing football with the Fourth this after
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noon, and not going out of gates at all 1”
answerpd the ecaptain of the Remove
cheerfully. “If Prout keeps an eve on
us, he can watch us bagging goals.
YWhere's the harm?”

“Oh 1" gasped Johnny.
*Oh ™ gjalﬂ?lnted Bob Cherry.

. “Ob1” said Frank Nugent. He burst
into & chuckle. * You knew that old
Prout heard you, and you were pulling
hiz leg t*

“Has that just occurred to you?i”
as Har Whartou sarcastically.
“ What a brain I”

“Ha, ha, ha I” roared Bob.

_ Mr. Prout, in the distance, was talk-
mg very earnestly to the Remove master.
Evidently Prout felt it his duty to put
Quelch wise about that lawless intention
on tho part of the head boy of his Form.
Often and often Prout felt it his duty
to barge into other masters’ business—
goldom receiving any gratitude for the
performance of that duty.

Grinning, the chums of the Remove
watched Prout,

Lvidently, the Fifth Form beak had
not the faintest suspicion that Wharton
had deliberately spoken in his hearing,
with the disrespectful intention of pull-
ing his portly and pompous leg. ar-
tor’s own chums, in fact, had not sus-
pected it, so 1t was not surprising that
Prout had been taken in.

“That old ass chooses to think that I
go hl{ﬁthg for trouble, and tell lies
about it, like Smithy,” said Harey Whar-
tor.  “Well, that's a little bit more for
him to chew on. He may get fed-up
with looking after the Remove in the
long run. It may oven ocour to him,
soma day, to keep an eye on his own
Form. Coker goes miles out of bounds
on his stink-bike. Hilton and Prics
£E0 sem the glove fighta at the Three
Fishers. Prout doesn’t know—he's too

jolly busy locking after other beaks'
COrms, L f—?’

“Hallo, halle, hallo1* exclaimed Bob
“Here comes Qualch I

Leaving the portly Prout, Mr. Quelch
came towards the group of Removites,
They waited for him with great
equanimity. His gimlet eyes searched
the bland, smiling face of his head boy
as he came up.

“ Wharton 1"

*“Yes, siri” -

You are aware, Wharton, that I
have every confidence in you I” said Mr
Queleh, guite graciously, “ At the samo
time, I am bound to take note of someo-
thing Mr. Prout has mentioned to mo.
I have no doubt that thero is a misunder-
standing. But please tell me how you
have arranged to spond your half-holi-
day this afternocon.”

“Certainly, sic! Wao have a foothall
match with the Fourth Form,” answered
the captain of the Bemove meekly.

“A foothall match{” repeated Mr.
Queleh,

“Yesz, sir! We play Temple’s team,
It's & regular fixtuge ™

Mr. Quelch breathed rather hard.

“Ohl Very well, Wharton 1* he said.

He wallted back to 3Mr Prout. The
Famous I'ive exchanged grins. They
watched the two masters.

Prout hiad been talking to Quelch—
now Queleh wazs talking to Prout!
It was E}rnhahIe that his remarls had &
keen edge. DProut's plump face grew
redder and redder, 'Iﬁm red gradually
deepened to purple.

Clearly, the Fifth I'orm beak was not
enjoying Quelch's remarks.

':E.'hq young raseals of the Remove,
g;mmng, walked away and left them to
i
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THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Coker Asks for It!

(TS BAY, you fellows,” squeaked
Billy Bunter, “it’s him1¥
Bunter was regardless of
grammar,

©Him!” repeated Harry Wharton.
“Him ancient or modern?® asked Dob

Cherry. ’
it's him 1™

“1 say,

“If é,ue!ch heard that, old fat man,
e would make you write out * It is ho
8 hundred times!” said Bob.

. Oh, don’t be an ns3!” said Bunter.

I tell you it’s him! I wonder what
he's como to Greyfriars for?®

Harry Wharton & Co, glanced round.
A taxiceb from Courifield had driven in
at the school gotes and stopped at the
House. The Famons Five had given it
no attention, but Billy Bunter's excited
sfqueak drew their eyes upon_tt, and
upon its opcupants, a8 they alighted.

“My hat!” ejaculated Harry Whar-
ton, as he zaw them.

There were two passengers in the taxi.
One of them was s lean man with a
haerd, bronzed face that hinted of a sea-
faring life, The other was an athletie,
hapdsome boy of sixtesn, or a littla
over, whosa keen, grey oyes glanced
about him with interest as he stepped
from the cab.

“1 know that chap,” said Harry; “=o
do you fellows, That's young Compton,”
“Compton T repested Bob Chorry.

“The chap we saw on a yacht in
Pegg Bay o week ago, you remember—

Valentine Compfon is a first-

class footballer and well worth

watching. But Vernon-Smith

suspects that the new senlor

in the Fifth wants watching
for other reasons!

the ehap who swam out to the boat when
Bunter went adrift.”

“0Oh, that chap!” said Bob. “Yes, I
remember him now.”

The Famous Five looked with con-
giderable interest at Volentine Compton.
Other fellows were interested in him,
too. Coker and Polter and Greene, of
the Fifth Form, lad stopped to look—
Coker with a frown on his brow.
Herbert Vernon-Bmith, of the Remove,
had hiz eyes fised on the handsome
stranger. The Bounder scomed very in-
terested 1n him, indeed.

“That's the chap I said Cokor of the
Fifth. “I jolly well know him [
ﬂh"Snmu here,” agreed Potter. * Plucky

a. ¥

“"He mav bo '|:||l.1f:l-c;5i*E

: but he was jolly
cheeky 1 gaid Coker,

. frowning. “I was
going to punch him if T saw him again,
I suppoze 1 can't punch him here.

“No, I—1 wounldn’t I gasped Greeno.

The new arrivals dizappeared into tho
Houze. There was quite & buzz among
the Greviriars fellows in the guad, Tho
name of Compton passed from ono to
snother. Valentine }".Tnmﬁtcm had never
been seen at Greyfriars before, and no-
body knew why he had appeared there
now: but his name was well known.
Everyone at the school had heard how
he had swam out on the tide fo the
roseus of Billy and Bessie Bunter in a
drifting boat.

“I say, yon fellows, it's him all
right ! said Bunter, still regardless of
grammar, “That man with him is his
uncle. I think he was skipper of the
yvacht we saw at Pegz. Looks a hard
nut to crack, doosn't he? T say, you
fellows, what lizs he come here for?”

* Ask him ! enggested Bob.

“Well, I can’t azk lLim, as he's gone

3

in fo sea the Hoad,” said the Owl of
the Remove, deaf to sarcasm. “1I say,
I’ve geen him since the day he swam
out to the boat, you know, I saw him
on the beach last Baturday—the day I
went fo the sea-cave with Bmithy——

“Bhut up, you gabbling ass!” hissed
Vernon-Smith,

“0h, really, Smithy! Don't you re-
member we saw him on the beach,
north of the Shoulder, looking for some-
thing he'd lost, that day we went to
the—Y oooop 1*

Eilly Bunter broke off with a howl, as
the Bounder kicked him.

Herbert Vernon-Smith had swanked
considerably in the Removo about his
trip to the smugglers’ cave, in defliance
of tho Heads order. But he did pot
wanb 1t to be heard outsido the Remove,
There were Bixth Form prefects in the
quad, and there would hava been
trouble for the Bounder had Wingate or
Gwynne or Loder averheard the fat Owl.

“Ow!  Beast!™ howled Bunter.
“Wharrer you kicking me for, you
beast? I say, Wharton, punch his head.
will yout He called you & funk the
other day.”

“You fat owl!™
“Well, you know you jolly well did
funk going with 8mithy, and I jolly
well went with him instead, and I can

i_frlly well say——  Yow-ow-ow-ow!
cEgo my ear, you boast!™
“Ha, ha, hal*

“Iz that the chap wvou saw, Coker?™
Hilion of the Fifth was speaking. *The
chap you told ws nbout, who swam out
after s boat———"

“That’'s the cheeky eweep!™ maid
Coker. * He grabbed my ficld-glazses to
look at the boat when that %:15. idiot
Bunter was drifting out to gea, And I
was going to punch him for his check,
only he punched me first, and my foot
slipped and I fell down—"

H‘Ha& hﬂ-, hﬂ-lu :

. "I don't see anything to cackls about
in that!" said Coker warmly. "I was
jolly wall going to give him toco, and
next time I see him T jolly well will! T'I1
jolly well mop bim up, pnd——"

“You silly ass!" exclaimed Harry
Wharton, “Don't you know what that
chap did? Hp visked his life, swim-
ming out after Bunter's boat—"

“1 know what he did better than vou,
Wharton, as I saw him. If vou're ask-
mmg for a thick ecar, you cheeky voung
swab—""

“Fathead!” said Harry,

“ Azg!* gsaid Frank Nugent.

“Chirap 1™ gaid Johnny Bull.

Horaca Coker glared at the juniors.
The juniors glared at Coker, sb did a
dozen other fellows.

Evervono ot Greyirinrs had heard of
voung Compton’s exploit, and admired
his pluck immensely. The episode had
been the talk of the school a weeck ago.

No doubt Coker admired pluck, too,
en far sz that went., But the fellow haod
cheched Coker; he had even punched
him! Horace Coker, of the Iifth Form,
was not to be cheeked or punched like 2
common mortel! To nobody else did it
zoom to matter a jot or a tittla, To
Cokoer it mattered o lot. But Coker's
announcement that ha was Flni to
“mop up ” the follow who was a hero
in the eves of all the school caused every
fellow whoe heard him to glare at Coker.

“¥ou terrific and preposterous fat-
head I snid Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,

*You blithering idiot!™ said Vernen-
Smith.

“ Gentlemen, chaps, and sportsmen,”
enid Bob Cherry, “ Coker's asking for it.
'fs’f'h?s}’t about giving him what he's azking

or

“(zood egg!”

“Hera, keop off!  Wharrer

ar you up
g MACKET LipgAny.—IN0.
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to? ¥You cheaky vomng rolters! Yaroooh!
P'll smash yvou! I'll jolly well—*
Bump !

Horace Coher sat sveddenly on the
auadrangle. He sat havd. Hea roared
aa he zat. The Famous Five collired
himn and op-ended him, so suddenly
that Borace hardly kpew what waa
happoning,

“Yurrrooop ! roared Coker., *Why,
I'll gmazh the lot of you! I'll—urrghl
Leggo my cara! Qooocogh! Leggo my

hair! Urrergh! Leggoe my neck!™
“Ila, ha, ha!?
“Roll  hitn  over!™ shouted the
Bounder,

“I say, vom fellows, here's a puddle I*
squeaked Billy Bunter, “ This way 1™

“1la, ha, hal”

““Bhove him ini"”

“Leggo!  Tll—urrerggh!
(Oh erumbs t™

Splashl

It was quile & large puddle, left by
recent rain, IToracn Coker sat in af
with & mighty splash. i

“Ha, ha, 1a ! yelled the jumiors.

“Cave ™ shouted Peter Todd, “H
comed FProut [ 2

Mr, Pront—still pnrple from his con-
versation with Quelch—rolled on  the
:eene, The juniors promptly scattered.
I*otter and Greene, grinning, took Coker
hy the arms and 1i§h:d him out of theo
puadddie.

Coker epluttered wildlv.

“Urrrgh! TLook at my bags!
erikey! 1']}—

“Caker!"* boomed Prout.

“Oh! Yes, siv!” gasped Coker, as he
saw_his Form-master, :

“¥ou are in a disgusiing state,
Coker! Your trousers are dripping
with mud, Coker] ¥You are in a revolt-
g state P boomed Prout. -

# = T—" giuttered Coker.

“1 have spoken to vou before, Coker,
on the subject of horseplay in the quad-
rangle. Have you no senze of dignity,
{"oker, a: a senior boy—s boy of my
Form? You should be ashamed of your-
self, Coker! Ridiculons horseplay with
b»u&rs of a junior Form=—-—"

ar

et B [

*Go into the House, Coker, and clean
yvourself at onec! ¥ou are in an abso-
lutely revolting state! FPah (™

* —-]—-J]—" .

“Do not stutter at me, Coker! Go
into the House ot onea! I am ashamed
to have such a boy in my Form!”

Coker, almost foaming, went into the
House. He dripped mud as he went.
Mr, Prout frowned after him thun-
derously. ~ )

Coker of the Fifth was still cleaning
off mud and breathing fury when the
bell rang for third school

I'll—

era

Oh

— —

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Proct for Prout !

"‘ .‘h r4 |r:|.?

0 Harry Wharton yelled.

It waas really enough to
mako any fellow yell.

After third sc:]mui some of the Remove
were puntine a footer about in the quad
till dinner. The Famous Five, Smithy,
and Redwing, DPeter Todd, Bolsover
major, and [ive or six other fellows
juiwe-:f in the punt-about.

All was mevey and bright 1)1 Bolsover
major, kicking at the EII.H. landed hia
kick on the huee of the captain -of the
Remove,

It was an accident, of course—ihe gort
of accident that was liable to happen
when Bolzover major was bharging about
after a footer—hut the fact that 1t was
aceeidental did not make it loss painful.

Tnre dMagser Lisrary.~—No. 1,
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Harry Wharton yelled and hopped on

one leg.
“Ohl Ow! You fathead! Ow!"
"Horry " gasped Bolsover. " Hurt1”

Really it was a superfluous question.
It was only too plain that the captain
of the Bemove was hurt.

" Idiot | gasped Wharton.

“Well, you got in the way,” argued
Bolzover major.

“Fathead! Ow! Ass! Wowl”

“Pazs that ball!” shouted the
Bounder. “You'd better sit this out,
Wharton, if yvoo can’t take a knock1”

“You cheeky ass 1 roared Wharton.

Smithy laughed and rushed the ball
on. After him rushed the rest of the
juniors. ) i

Frank Nugent stopped with his chum.

“Hard knook, old chap?'’ asked
Frank.
“Ow | You know what Bolsover's

hoof i3 like I groaned Wharton.

“Yes—I've had some. Come in and
rub somo . embrocation on it said
Frank, “You've got to play footer this
afterncon, you know.” .

Harry Wharton cast a rather dark
look atter the Bounder., It was bad
enough to be crocked by a clumsy sss
in 8 punt-about, but Vernon-Smith’s
jeer was even more irritating. Since #
certain reckless expedition a few days
ego Smithy had not been on good terms
with his Form captain, and he lost few
oppoctunities of displaying his hoetility,

“ Come on,” sald Nugent, and he drew
hig chum away to the House.

In 8tudy No. 1 in the Remove, Harry
Wharton bared his knees and rubbed
embrocation thereon. But a bruize was
forming, and he was limping a little
when he ﬁem down at the sound of the
dinner-hell.

He was not exactly “ecrocked,” but he
knew that that bruised knee would let
him down if ha played football—and he
had to make up his mind to if.

Fortunately, it was not an importiant
match, in which the best men of tho
Remove were needed: it was a mateh
with the Fourth Forimn—and the Remove
never had to go all cut to beat Temple,
Dabney & Co.

But it was disconcerting, all the
samea; for it was a fine, clear, cold day.
and \}\?harmﬂ had been looking fm'wnrti
to the game,

However, as it was not to be helped,
he teck it as philosophically as possible,
When the Greyfriars fellows came oub
of Hall after dinner he had seitled that
ho was standing out of 1he game.

“How's the jolly old knee?' asked
Baob Cherry.

“Rotlen 1" answered Harry. “It's all
right, though; ;'mt ean beat the Fourth
without me. I'll roll along and cheer
your goals." :

“Btanding out, Wharton I"—1t was
the Bounder's volce.

“Vos” said Harry eurtly. “You'll
have to coptain the side, Smithy.™

“Teave it to me to beat the Fourth,”
said Smithy. “Wa shall want another
man. I'll shove Redwing in; he's 8
good man.™ :

Wharton opened his lips, but clozed
themi again. It was the Bounder's way
to push his chum's claims. in season and
ont of geazon, rather to L'om Redwing's
dizcomfort. Az Redwing was a half,
and a forward was wanted, Wharton
would not have made that‘ mlentmn_ to
fill the vacant place.  5till, Redwin
could play forwaid, and he was n goo
and reliable man; and, anyhow, the
team was foo strong for the Fourth to
have much chanes, so the captain of the
Remove said nothing,

All the Co. were in the team. When
the foothallers went down to Little Side,
Harry Wharton went with them to look
O,

due

Vernon-S8mith, es vice-captain, was
taking his place, and the Bounder
looked very ple with himself and
things generally, and -evidently had
littla "s:.rrnpath:.r to waste on s “lama

A dozen or so fellows of the Remove
and the Fourth came along to waich
the game, Juuior Form matches did
not attract a erowd.

The whistle went, and Temple,
Dubney & Co. were sbon fighting for
their hives, so to speak. In the first ten
minutes the leather went in from the
Bounder's foot; five minutes later
Frank Nugent sent it in.

“i;0als mre cheap to-dav,” remarked
Bolsover major, who was standing near
Whartoh. “Those Fourth Form foozlers
can't play Soccer. Fancy 8 beak coming
down to waich thia fumbling I

“Quelch " asked Harry, glancing
roand.
Mpr.- Quelch sometimes honoured

Remova matches with his presence on
great  occasious—such a3 the fGxtures
with Bt. Jim's, or Higheliffe, or Rook-

wood.

“No; Prout,” said Bolsover.

“0h 1" ejaculated Wharton.

IHe glanced at the porily figure of
Mr. Prout, whom heo Ead not noticed
hitherte. Prout had rolled down to
Little 8ide, and waa now watching the
junior game with keen attention,

Wharton looked at him in surprise.

It was not & game in which a beak
might have been expected to take much
i!':tanést. especially a senior master like

rout.

Prout had no E:aat knowledge of
gamés, but he took a deep interest in
senior Soceer. He liked to be on the
scens when Blundell, the captain of his
Form, was doing his wonders. He
would drop inte the changingroem to
talk to the games men of the Fifth, He
would watch a Form match botween
Fifth and Sixth; and it was well known
that it was Prout’s great ambition to see
the Fifth walk over the SBixth at Soccer
—which they never did. Frout's on-
thusiasm sometimes made the Fifth
Form games men smile and sometinies
bared them. But Prout had never been
known to display interest in Bemove or
Fourth Form football before. ;

Ho Wharton was surprised fo see him
thers: so was every olher fellow who

noticed him.

“d Pompous!” said Hazeldene.
“What does old Pompous want here 7"

Harry Wharton's | row darkened.

The explanation occurred to him as
he saw Prout scanning ihe footballers
with a scrutinising eva.

“The old ass1” he muttered.

Ha guessed why Prout was there.
Prout had no% forgotten what he had
heard in the quad tﬁaﬁ Morning.

Mr. Quelch had been completely satis-
fied by Wharton’s statement that ho was
Ela_ﬂng Soceer that afternoon. Prout

adn’t been.

Prout had rolled along to zee whether
Wharton renlly was npﬁa.jin football.
That was the explanation of his unex-
pected presence on Littla Bide.

He had not yet observed Harry in the
bunch of jumora wateching the game.
He scanned man after man on ihe {oot-
ball field. His scrotiny eatisfied him at
fast that Wharton was pot among them.

“ Punter P boomed Prout suddenly.

“Ohl Yes, sir? gaszped Billy Bunter.
Bunter was there—not to watch thae
footer; he was locking for soma fellow
to cash o postal order for him-—which,
for sorne mysterious reason, had not yet
arrived. Ha jumped as the Filth Form
master boomed at him, “It—t wasn'e
me, sirl”

“What?” enapped Prout. ]

“1 nover did it, gicl I never laid a



hand on Coker, sir! I only pushed him
into the puddlie—"

“ Where 1s Wharton, Bunter T

“Oht”  The fat Owl realised that
Prout only wanted to ask a question.
“He'a playing football, sir.”

The shortsighted Owl had not ob-
served that Wharton was not in the field.
He was unaware that the captaio of the
Bemove was standing out. Soccer and
all things connected therewith  passed
Billy Bunter by like the idle wind, which
he regarded not.

Harry Wharton laughad. Fe was not
mwore than & dozen feet from Prout; but
Bolsover major’s burly figure waos
between, and Prout did not seo him.

“ Bunter, how dare you stiompt to

deceive me I boomed Prout *“Wharton
ig not on the football field,”™

g
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cont. He did not belicve o word of it
hims=elf.

Now, it scemed to Pront, he had [airly
caught the young rascal.

Had he not heard him plonning to
break bounds and visit the smugglers’
cave by way of the north beacht Had
not the young rasecal told his Form-
master that he was playing Socecer that
afterngon? Wae he playing Boccer?

Wharton, of course, could hava ex.
plained in & few wnr({a, but he did nat
choose to do so.

“I'm standing out of the gaine, sir,”
he answerod.

“And whyi"

“I'va got gomething on this after-
noon, sir,” said Harry,

That was a perfectly true statement.
He had his coat on. DBut FProut, of

Bolsover major barged after the football and kicked. His foot missed the leather, but nai. wum u a knes, The
capiain of the Remove yelled, and hopped on one leg.

“Oh! Ow! Youlaihead !

.. ReipirI iR
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he would not have selected that after-
noon for & long walk, except on Prout's
secount.  Still, it was a very pleasant
afternoon for & walk—cold and elear
end fine. He sauntered at a leisurely
pace down Friardale Lane,

At & little distance down that lane
he stooped to tie a shoelace. That lace
did not need tgmi; but, stooping, he
was able to glance back without appear-
e e ionted 1y ¢

@ fully expected fo see a portly form
rolling astern like a gnlle:}n und‘gr full
sail.  And he did! Prout, conspicuous
in his purple overcoat, rolled out of
gotes and followed him down the lane.

Wharton resumed his way.

Prout had the cheely to doubt his
word. Prout believed that he had stood
out of foothall with the fived intention

i e "
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Ow ™ * Soerry ! " gasped Bolsover.

*“Hurt ?** It was only toe plaln that Wharion was hurt.

“Jan't he, sir?” gasped Bunter, “I
ihﬂught he was. i
“You arve an untruthiul young rascal,

1]

] —

Buntor——m
“(th, really, sir—'
* Dolsover I vapped Prout,
“Yes, sir?” said Bolsover

grinning.

“Do you know where Wharton is?™"
“0Oh, weos, sir! chortled Boliover

“Here at my elbow, eie ™
“Oh 1 ojaculated Prout.

He epottod ihe captain of the Remove
at last; he fixed a grin oye on him.

Do you want me for anything, sir ™
asked Tlarry demmarely.

“It appears, Wharton, that vou are
not playing football thiz afterncoon, as
yvou stated to your Vorme-master.”

Harry Wharton looked at lum.
was by sheer chaner, owing to
clumay hack from Bolsover, that he was
not plaving feotball, Bo simple an ex-
lanakbion Jid not occur to Prout. Hoe
wd doubls—very deep and suspieions
doubts—af that partizular junior.

Prout considered Queleh an ass for
believing that story of & borrowed rain-

I

major,

It

l:l'lﬂt.

courze, did not guess that he was allud-
ing to his overcoat. His mnswer was as
good as a confession to Prout.

Ilaving answered Prout,
planced up at the clock-tower.

“Time [ staried,” he remarked,

It had been Wharton™s intention to soc
the TFarm mateh through, chiefly for
want of something else to do. oW,
however, he found something ¢lso to do.
e walked off the ground.

Prout stared after him. Then he
redled after him.  Prout knew now—or,
ak least, he fancied he did—and he re-
Hlectod grimly that he wes going to have
proof shortly that would leave Quelch
without & lez to stand on. The Form
mateh eontinued, no longer watched by
either Wharton or Mr. Prout.

goles, his hands in his overcoat

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
pockets,

The Boy in the Boat !
With a twinege in his braised lnee,

Wharton

ABREREY WHARTON smiled as he
gauntered out at the school

of breaking bounds in the direction of
the forbidden cave. Prout was going
to zoe him do it—if ho did it | Wharton,
for his part, was going to give Prout &
long walk—and walk %lim richt off his
plunp legs, if he couldl By the time
he had covered a good many miles, up
Lill and down dale, Prout might pos-
sibly get tired of managing Mr. %u&ldl’ﬂ
Formn for him. It might even dawn on
himy that ke was a suspicicus old ass,
and had had his leg pulled. Wharton
haped sg.

Prout did the shadowing act rather
under a handicap. He was hig, he was
portly, he wore an overcoat that eould
Lo seen almost a mile off, and he was
short of bronth, Any feliow stalked by
'rout would bave had to be very un-
observant not to spot the stalking. Dut
the eaptain of the Remove scemed to
I]ﬂ VY TIO SUA[ATCIOIL.

_ He walked on cheerily, without look-
ing back.

At the stile in Friavdale Lanoe he
Euuﬁed for a tnue, chiclly to rest his
Wil
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The footpath through the wood led to
Pegp, where it was easy to hire a hoat
for a run out to the Shoulder and the
seaqcave. If a fellaw wanted to go by
tha north beach, on the other side of
the Shoulder, he had to order & boat
in advance to pick him “E there.

From what he had heard in the quad,
Prout had noe doubt that that was what
Wharton had done, as some fellow un-
knowr had done the previous Saturday.
80 Prout was pro hlg puzzled by
Wharton’s long halt at the stile, know-
in% nothing of the twinge in his knee.

The captain of the Remove walked on
at last. Ha did not go by the foot-
path.. He walked on down the lane to
the village. ]

In Friardale High Street he stopped
again, and went into Uncle ﬂleig’a. In
the village tuckshop he sat by tho
counter and rested his knee for ten
minutes or so, bnuﬁht toffee, and chatted
with Mr. Clegg. By the window he had
& view of & portly ﬁg\ur& in a purple
overcoat rolling inte Friardale.

Ho left Unecle {‘.‘-le%;;’s and walked on,
Prout quite close behind him now.

Leaving Friardale behind, he followed
a muddy lane—a very mudtiy lane—that
led down to the sen. A Lower Fourth
junior did not mind a tramp through
mud, splashing through puddles. A
middle-aged Form-master probably did.
‘That was Prout's look-out |

From that muddy lane WWharten
emerged on the beach., The grey zea
rolled before him, booming on the
shingle, and the mighty chalk mass of
the Shoulder towered on his right.

Ho tramped along the heach towards
tha Shoulder.

It was a rugged, broken beach—sand
and shingle, and jutting edges and
ledges of ehalk. The chalk waa wet and
slippery. It was not o specially agree-
able walk, even to an active junior. It
must have been exceedingly disagreeable
to the master of the Fifth. That, again,
was Prout's look-out | Wharton had not
asked him to take that walk | :

A rather painful twinge in his
damaged knee made the captain of the
Hemove stop at last for another rist.
He clambered on a high rock, which
gave him a wide view of the beach and
the sea, and sat down there.

To Prout, it was quite clear why he
had done this. He was waiting to make
sure that the coast was clear befors he
went to the boat which, no doubt, was
in readiness to take him out to the sea-
cave,

Prout had tn wait till ha restarted
after the interval., Meanwhile, he was
not going to let the artful young raseal
spat his pursuit. Prout was also in need
of a rest by this time, and rather glad
of one. He sat down on a jutting ledge,
where he could keep Wharten's cap in
sight in the distance. As soon as that
cap moved, Prout was ready to move,

The cap did not move in a hurry.

But for his damaged knee, Wharton
would hava climbed the Shoulder and
given the unhappy Prout an awiul,
breathless clamber to the steep summit
in pursuit of him. That being imprac-
ticable now, he sat where he was, con-
tent to take a rest, and lkeep Prout
hzmging up, a3 1t were.

His eyes fixed on a sail davecing in
from the seca.

Hao grinned as hae noted it.

It was seldom that a boat came in
ta that barren and inhospitable stretch
of beach. There was no rcason for
landing there, with Pegg Bay near at
hand reund ihe tall Sheoulder.

Wharton wondered what the boat was
eoming in for. DBut he could guess that
Prout, when he spotted that sail, would
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not wonder. Prout, of course, would
faney that this was the boat that
Whartan had hired, coming round to
pick him up, and take him out to the
SEA-CAYE, allv, it looked like 1t

There was only one figure to be seen
in° the sailing-boat, Even at the dis-
tance it locked familiar to Wharton's
eves, and he wondered whether it was
some Greyfriars senior,

But, as the little craft ran clozer In
to the shore, he gave a whistle of sur-
prise. 'The im:.r in the boat was Valen-
tine Compton! At a closer view he
knew that graceful, athletic figure, and
the handsome face with its smiling but
keen prey eyes.

Compton, with his uncle, had called
on the headmaster of Greyfriars that
morning. They had been gone before
the fellows came out from third scheol,
and had not been zeen again. Now here
he was, without his uncle, sailing the
boat in to that lonely beach.

Wharton watched him with interest,
not unmixed with curicsity. He knew
that Bmithy and DBunter, on their
Saturday expedition, had met Compton
on that very spot, auarnhini; the beach
for something he had lost. ].11]1{l
Bunter had told everybody who woul
listen all about the incidents of that
expedition—not once, but many times.
Bunter had said that the chap was
hunting for a penknife he had dropped
in the shingle.

Harry Wharton, however, knew some-
thing that Bunter did not know. He
knew that, when he and Smithy had
visited the sea-cave at midnight by the
eecret passage from the school, Captain
Comipton and his nephew had run a
boat inta the cave from the sea in the
dark hours.

They had spoken, in the hearing of
the two juniors, of a * packet ™ which
Compton had left on the beach when
he had swum oyt after the drifting boat
to save Billy Bunter and Bessie,

It was that mysterious packet for
which young Compton had been search-
ing the beach.

Harry Wharton did not, like Billy
Bunter, take a keen interest in other
peaple’s affairs, But he could not help
wondering a little over that curious
epigode,

The midnight prowlers had neb seen
the two junlors in the cave. At the
first sound they had run the boat out
again and vanished into the night—
which was so strange a procceding that
any fellow might have been surprised
and coriona.

Now, as he saw Compton running in
o the shore, Wharton had no doubt that
he was coming to search onee more for
that mysterious lost packet. And, liking
and admiring the young fellow as he
did, he was quite prepared to give up
his jape on Prout and join him in hunt-
ing for his lost property, if Compton
welcomed his assistance,

S0, as the boat ran in under the
recks, Harry Wharton slipped from his
seat and went down the beach, to moet
Compton when he landed,

The moment his cap disappeared,
Prout, far in the rear, got into pon-
derous motion again. But Wharton waa
not thinking abeut Prout now,

He tramped down the beach towards
the boat. Valentine Compton was
standing in it, about to drop the sail,
when his eyves fell on the Greyiriars
junior eonung down the beach,

To Whartori’s surprise, he knitted hia
brows, and instead of dropping tha sail,
chifted it to cateh the wind, and shot
away from the shore,

The Grexfriary jumior stood sfaring
after hiw,

That Compton. had =cen him he knew,

though probably ithe boy in the boat
had not recogmized him., He had zeen
somebody on the bheach—and on secing
that esomebody he had changed his
obviona intention of landing and shot
away to ses again,

~ YWell, my hat 1 ejaculated Wharton
in_astonishment,

The boat shot swiltly away. In a
few minutes it was distant, and too far
off for recognition of its occupant.

Wharton could only stare, )

Why Compton at the sight of him
had cleared off, instead of landing, he
could not begin to guess. If the fellow
had come there to esarch for his losk
Ei{:ket-, there was no reascn, so far as

arry could sce, why he should not
have got on with it

Still, 1t was possible that that waa
not his object. f’?was ossible that the
lost packet hiad already been found, and
that Compton had some other reason for
coming to that solitary beach under the
Shoulder.

A stertorous grunt reached Harry
Wharton's ears as he stood staring
after the disappearing boat.

It reminded him of Prouk

Compton was gone—Prout remained.
And the captain of the Remove re-
sumed st onee his little game with
Prout,

He loocked round.

The high rock on which he had been
sented was bhetween him and Prout. He
oould not see the Iilth Form beak. DBut
he could hear the portly gentleman's

runt a3 he laboured over shifting
shingle and slippery chalk.

Proat would be in sight in another
minute or two. A minute was more
then enough., Harry Wharton dropped
into a deep crevice in the chalk, aund
crouched at the bottom of it

He was out of sight now,
Prout fairly walked over him !

In that secure cover he waited—grin-
ning.

Grunt |

Prout was eloser at hand. He had
come round that high rvock, and the
heach and the sea wero spread before
his eyca.

zrunt |

The tramping footstepa came to a halt.
Wharton kept his head low., He could
not see Prout, DBut he knew that the
I'ifth Form master had halted, and was
standing staring at the disappearing
boat, dancing away on the grey, rolling
.

The boat had yun in—and run out.
Wharton was not o be seen. What was
Mr. Prout to think?

The hidden junior suppressed a
chucklea.

“TIpon my word 1 He heard Prout'sa
fruily voice. “The young rascal | Upan
my word [

That the boat had picked Wharton up
and taken him off the beach was clear
to Prout. Certainly it did not ocour
to him that the young raseal was squat-
ting in a crevice only a dozen yards
away—in full view if he had lifted his
head out of the crevice.

For several long minutes Mr. TProut
stood there, starimg seaward.  Then
Wharton heard his receding footetops
and bis receding grunt. Prout was gone
—gone back to Greyfriars, with a report
that even Mr. Quelch would not be able
to doubt.

Wharton chuckled. He had intended
only to give the Fifth Form beak a
long, long walle But cireumstances had
played into his hands. Now, ns well as
the walk, ho had given him the hupres-
sion—or, rather, tho absolute eortainty—
thet a Remove boy had gone ont in a
boat to the sea-cave. As Wharton hadl
done nothing of the Lind, be

unless



nothing to fear from Prout’s report, and he chuckled while
he sat in the crovice and waited for Prout to get clear before
he showed up again.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Found on the Beach !

L REAT pip ™
Harry Wharton gave a sudden jump.
- He stood in the narrow chalky crevice in the

beach, staring at a small object that lay at his fect.

Mr. Prout's tramping footsteps had died away in the Jis-
tance. Assured now that the coast was clear, the junior
ros¢ to his feet, with the intention of clambering out of the
crevice. His foot knocked against somcthing that wmoved
as tt was knocked, and he supposed that it was a loose chunk
of rock—for & moment. Then he jumped and stared as he
saw that it was & paclet, carcfully wrapped in cilskin and
carefully tied with string. 2

Tor a moment or two he stared at it blankly. Then, pick-
ing it up, he examined it

It was not a large packet—hardly twice the size of an
orvdinary brick, Neither was it heavy, But if this was the
packet that Compton had lost, he did not wonder that the
fellow had left it on the beach when he swam out after the
drifting boat. It would have been difficult, if not iinpossible,
for a swimmer to retain it while swimming to the linnt of his
strength in a running tide. And he had little doubt that
it was Compton’s packet. It did not seem probable that
{wa diffevent packots had been lost sbout the same time on
thdt lenely stretch of beach hardly ever trodden in the
winter months.

There was nothing on the outside, however, to indicate
wlio was the owner. The oilskin was closely wrapped; the
string tied with several knots, which, for additional sccurity,
wore sealed with sealing-wax., No doubt the contents werg
of walue. But there was nothing to enable o finder to retwn
it to the owner, unless there was an address written inside.
; W?a.rtcm scrambled out of the crevice, tho packet in ns
1Tl

It was not surprising that Compton had never found it
That crevice was onc of hundreds such that split the weather-
worn chalk cmppin% up in the shingly beach, The closest
scarch might have failed to rewveal it; it might have lain
there for weeks, or months, or years,—or, indeed, for ever—
had it not been discovered by chance,

Btanding on the beach, Wharton looked seaward. But the
baat had disappeared now, rounding the mighty mass of tho
Shoulder.

There was no chanee of seeing Compton again and asking
hitn whether that was the packet for which he had been look-
ing., Wharton had little or no doubt of it; but be could not,
of course, be sure,

He was left with it—rather puzzled what to do with it.
Had he known where to find Compton again, the matter
would have been simple,

It looked as if Ceptain Compton and his nephew were
ntnymﬁ somewhere in the neighbourhood, ss thoe boy had
twice been geen on the beach, and both of them had ealled
at Greyiriars that morning. But whero they might be
staying Wharton had not the remotest idea.

Obviously, he conld not go in search of Compton and hand
over the poacket. To open it, by breaking the seals, and
look for an eddress inside, was no business of hia. That was
an official matter, and all that was left for him to do was
1o carry ik to the neavest police station and hauwd it over to
the authorities.

That he decided to do. .

The nearest representative of the polico force was Mr.
Tazer, the village constable at Friardale, Mr. Tozer had &
vory oxfensive beat, and it was not probable that he would
be found at home in Lis cottage when he was wanted., But
thers was a police station at Courtfield, and Wharton
decided to get back to the school, wheel out his bike, and
vun into Courtheld and hand the packet over to Inspector
Girimes, In that geptleman's official hends, it would not be
long in getting back to the owner, whether Compton or zomo
ather.

Having decicded on that, the eaptain of the Romove
tramped off the beach and up the lane that led te Frisrdale.

He goave o chuckle as he sighted a portly Ggure in a purple
overcoat a little distance ahead of him.

It was Prout—rolling hes.'lrilir, majestically, and breath-
lessly hack to Greyiriars School.

Wharton could have 3&55&{1 him casily enough, demaged
knee and all; but he did not think of doing =0,

He had an idea that Prout was going back with a portent-
oua report for Queleh, Wharton was not going to stop him,

Tlacd Prout sighted him, the Tifth Ferm master would,
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that the young rascal had not gone off
in the boat. Prout was not geoing to
spot him1

Wharton slowed down,

He was in no great hurry. There
was plenty of tima to walk back to the
school, bike into Courtfield, end return
for calling-over. With fui& twinging
knee, he preferred to take it casy.

Sc he walked behind Prowt, at a
respectiul distance, grinning. He was

I-re ared to dodge out of sight, if Prout
atked back.

But Prout cid not lock back. He
had no reason for doing so. And

Prout, by this time, was so fatigued
and winded, that his thoughts were con-
centrated chiofly on getting in and sink-
ing bhis pluup, tired lhmbs ‘inte an
avmchair,

Prout plugged on, slow and stately.

The grinning Removite stalked him
through Friardale, and into the lane
he%and that led up to the school

p Friardale Lane went Prout, puff-
ing and blowing. His slow and statel
progress grew slower and slower, ti
Wharton %ad almost to crawl to keep
from overtaking him.

At the stile the Remove junior
stopped and =at down for ten minutes,
to rest his knee, and to give the breath-
less master of the Fifth & chance to
get a little ahezd.

Prout disappeared from sight up the
winding lane,

Bat the junior, when he resumed his
way, soon sighted him again. Slower
than ever, Prout went rolling home.
Still at & distance, Wharton followed
on.

His idea was to let Prout roll in,
?wa him a few minutes to get to the
Jouse, and then walk in at the gates
after him.

Gosling, the rter, would be a
wittiesa that he had come 1In twe or
three minutes after Prout—while Prout
was making his portenfous report to
Mr. Quelch. .

Wharton chertled at the idea,

B‘E that time, too, the football matoh
would ba over, and his friends would
bas about. There would be plenty of
witneszes, if needed, that he had walked
in almost at Prout's eoat-tails!

Grexfriars was in sight now. A group
of juniors were at the old gateway.

Prout, majestie, rolled on.

Wharton came to a halt and Et?]:md
close io the hedge, lest tho 1fth
Form master should loock round aa he
went in at the gates. If Ar. Prout did
glenco round, ho saw nothing of the
young rascal who was pulling hia
pompous leg. He rolled in at the
pates and disappeared.

The eaptain of the Remove walked
on very slowly. Ho wanted to give
Prout ample time to get to the House.

Three or four minutes after Pront
had disappeared, Harry Wharton
arrived at the gates, and walked in,
smiling, with the packet under his arm.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Where Is Wharion ?

13 SAY, vou [fellows|”

I Billy Bunter blinked into {he
changing-room.  Bunter was
grinning. Something, it seemed,

amuzed the fat Owl of the Ramove.

The football match was over, and

the juniors were changing. Temple,
Dabney & Co. had been beaten by ihe
comfortable margin of three goals to
nil. Frank Nugent had taken one of
them, which was very satisfactory to the
Tue Magser Lisrant.—No. 1,501,
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Co. Redwing had had no such luck,
which was not so satiefactory to the
Bounder., However, the Fourth had
beern well beaten, ard Vernen-Bmith
remarked in the changing-room that the
Great  Panjandrum  had not  been
needed—a remark to which the Co.
replied with one veice: “Cheehy asws !

Nobody heeded Billy Bunter’s fat faca
and squeaking voice at the door. Bug
Ehe fat Owl's next words drew atten-

ion.

“I say, Prout’s copped Wharton this
timea 1™

The CTo. locked round at that.

“What do you mean, you fat,
foczling, frabjons frump?” demanded
Johnny Bull grufily.

“Hwa, he, hol"!

“"Where is Wharton?"' asked Bob
Cherry, "He came down to look at the
game, but I missed him at kalf-time.

“"He, he, ha! I +\\.:r\ll'l;r,f well know whera
he’s gone, and o does Prout ! chortled
:_Buurflr. “Y say, I saw old Prout stalk-
ing hi

“Bot 1" said Frank Nugent.

“He jolly well did 1” grinned Bunter.
“He asked Whartor why he woan’t
E]s::iflng football, and Wharton said he

ad something else on, and then he
cleared off, and I can tell you fellows
that Prout marched after him."

“Billy old ass " said Bolsover major,
“He was after Wharton all right. I
noticed that be eleared off when Whar-
ton did.”

“You sec, he jolly well knew what
Wharton was up to,” said the fat Owl,
“I say, there’ll be a row if he's copped
him going to the cave. And I ean
jolly well tell you, he was stalking bhim,
He jolly well koew why Wharton cut
the footer ™

“¥an silly ass 1™ said Hob. " Wharton
stood out of the footer because Bolsover
landed him a kick on his knoe.”

“Gammon!” said Bunter, "I heard
what he said in the quad this morning.
S0 did Prout, I can 1};&]]3 well fell you,
Wharton didn’t seoe Prout—buat I jolly
well did.  Precions Little I don’t see I

“Ha, ha, bha!"

“Bleszed if I sce anything to eackle
at1 I ean jolly well tell you that Prout’s
copped  bim  this  time ! declared
Bunter.

“Has Wharton gone out of bounds ¥
asked Vernon-B3mth, looking reund.

“Of ecourse he hasn't!™ answored
Frank Nugent tartly. “He was pulling
Prout's leg this morning, and I dare say
that old az3 fancica he has™

“Ha cleared off zomewhere,™
Bolsover major.

“I say, you fellows, he hasn't come
in yet, neither has Prout!” -grinned
Billy Bunter. “I favey Prout's copped
him all rightt I s=ay, that means o
Head's whopping, you know—"

“(h, shut up, you f[at ass!" growled
Boly Cherry.

The Co. left ihe changing-room and
went down to the gates, Thciu' wore, as
a matier of fact, feeling s little wor-
ried about Wharton. They had ocer-
tainty supposed that hie meant to watch
tha IForm mateh; but it scemed that he
had cleared off soon after the start and
gone out. And thers was no doubt that
Prout would catch him if he could.

Billy Bunter rolled aftor them, and
several other fellows followed, nmong
them the Bounder. Ton hia present state
of hostility towards his Form captoin,
2mithy would probably not have heen
gorry to see him “up’ for a Head's
whopping.

“Heen anything of Wharton 77 Iob
Cherry ecalled out, as Lo passed Skinner
of the Wemaove in the quad.

gaid

“MNo—and don't want tol" answered
skinner.

Bob  delayed a
Skinner’s cap off, and
friends down to the gate,

Gosling was in the doorway of his
ludge, and Bob called to him.

It Wharton coma in, Gossy

“Which I ain ! answered Gosling,

1 say, you fellows, Prout's copped
him all rigiut.—-”

“Shut up 1¥ roared Bob,

“ Oh, really, Cherry——-"

The juniors looked out of the gateway.

Coker and Potter and Gresne came in
from the direction of Courtfield, Coker
giving thoe Removites a glare as he
passed them, mindful of the puddle he
hod set in that morning. But the chumes
of the HRemove did not héed Horace
Coker,

Other fallotws came in—Hilton and
Price of tha Fifth, probably from the
Three Fichers: Hohson and seme Shell
fellows; then Mr, Capper, walking with
My, Quelch. Then, a little later, & con-
spicuous purple overcoat appearcd in
:;I e; offing, from the direction of Friar-

ala.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! There’s Prout!”
exclaimed Bob.

“I say,
Wharton 1

:' Mo, you blitherin

moment to knock
followed his

you fellows, has he got
bandersnatch [
a jolly old weary walker,

doesn't he?” grinned Vernon-Smith.
And the other fellows grinned.

Prout, undoubtedly, looked weary, and
looked as if he had collected a gaod
deal of mud in a long walk.

“The wearifulpess of the estecned
Prout is terrific1” remarked Hurree
Jamszet Ram Singh.

My, Prout rolicd in, breathless, but
still majestic. He gave the chums of the
Remove a glanee, and they looked at
him. They would have been glad to
know what Prout bhad been up to, and
whether there was anything in Bunter's
belief that he had *“copped ™ the cap-
tain of the Remove.

Vernon-Smith, who was blessed with a
larger allowanco of “e¢heek ® than the
other fellows, stepped towards him.,

* Exeuza me, sir,'" saald Bmithy meekly,
“we'ra waiting for Wharton, of our
Form, to come nr.  May we ask if you've
seen anything of him 1

“¥es, Vernon-Smith, I have certainly
seen him 1 said Mr. Prout grimly. 1
have uwndoubtedly seen that reckicss and
rebellious boy 1

The juniors exchanged glances.

“TIs he coming along now, sir#” asked

Vernon-Smith, “You see, sir, we're
waiting for him——" _ :
“Tt will be futile to waik for hun,

Vernon-Smith, You ars not likely to wea
him before calling-over—even if by
then ! said Mr. Prout.

And he rolled on to the House,

“1 say, you [ellows, Prout knows
where he 1=—"'

“Bhut vp, Boanter 1™

“Tooks as if the old bean's spotled

him 1” remarked Veroon-Smith, " What
has he been up to, I wonder ¥
“Nothing in your line, anyhow 1"

growled Johnny DBull. “If Proui's
spotted him, it wasn't at the back door
of the (rosa Keys.”

“Ha, ha, ha 1

“7 wish he'd come in!" mullerwl
Frank. “That old ass has gobt hoeld of
spmething, plain enough——"

“1 say, you fellows—"

“Hallo, ballo, bhallot
comes '™ roared Bob Cherry. ‘

A dozen fellows stared out inio the
road at Harry Wharton coming alony at

Here hao



As Vernon-Smith grasped at the oilskin
ran towards the Bounder.

8 sauitter froin the same direction as
Frout.
_ Mr, Prout, by this time, had gone
m:to the House.

Horry Wharton walked in smiling at

tho gntus. All cyes were on him.

“Oh, here you are!” exclaimed
Nugent.

* Hera am!” apssented Wharton.

“¥You fellows waiting for me? How
did the game gol”

“Oh, we beat the TFourth, fathead—
threo to nil {* said Bob., “ Never mind
that! Have you secn enything of Prout
out of gates?

“Lots!" anywered Harry. He glanced
round at the gchool porier, in his door-
way. “Gosling, old bean! Did you
sce Mr. Prout came in %"

“Which I did, & few minutes ago!”
answered Gosling.

g %;‘igjpan you see me? asked Harry,

%

“8it up and take notice, Gosling, that

I came 13 o few minutes after Prout!”

said the captain of the Remove, .
laughing.

Gosling stared.

“Queleh may ask you!™ explained

Wharton. " You sce, Prout’s gone 1n to
report to my Form-master that, at the

resent identical moment. I'm sailing a
woat info the sea-cave, out of bounds.
He docsn’t know, wet, that I've been
walking just behind him all the way
from iﬁe beach.™

“¥la, Lia, Im!" velled the juniora.
And cven Gosling's crusty old face
broko inte a grin.

“So you've been pulling Prout’s leg #7
chuckled Bob, as the captain of the
Remove came in with the rest.

*Just that!” assented Wharton, “Ho
seb out to trail me down like a jolly
g’ttl Chingachgook, and I led him a

nnce’’

“Ha, ha, ha!™
“¥e, he, he!™ cackled Bunter.
“Dut what have wvou gpot theref”

** You cheeky rofier I " he panted.
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asked Nugent, with a glance at the
oilskin packet under Wharton™s arm,

“A boat ran in to the beach while I
was there, and I dropped into & crovics,
to give Prout & chanee of thinking thut
I'd gone off in the boat—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“And I found this in the jolly old

erevies,” went on Wharton. "1 fancy
it may be the packet that young
Compton was looking for. I'm going

to take it to the police station.™

“¥ou found that packet on the
beach?” ezelamed Vernon-Smith.
“Was it on the north beach, near the
Shoulder 1"

“Yes—where vou and Bunter saw
young Compton searching last weele”

“Then it must ba Compton's!” ex.
claimed the Bounder. His eyes wero
glued on the oilskin packet,

“*Most likelyl Anyhow, Mr. Grimes
will find out to whom it belongs, and
seo that it pets back to the owner.™

“0Oh, gad!” multered the Bounder.

He stood mned stared after Wharion
a5 be walked on with the Co. Therc
was & very sikrange cxpression on the
foce of tha Bounder of Groyfriars. I'or
some reason, the sizht of that packet
seermed to have given Smithy food for
thouglit.

Five minules later, Harry Wharton
had wheeled out his bicyelo and started
for Courtfield.

The Co. strolled in the gquad whilo
they waited for him to come back to
tea. Wheir stroll took them along tho
path that ran under the windows of
masters’ studies. Opposite the window
of Mr. Quelch's stu't];.", they came to a
halt—apparently speeially mterested in
that wrndow.

“Dear old Prout 1” murmured Bob.

The Co. chuckled.

Through the window they could seo
a portly form in the study. Prout,
evidently, had called in on Queleh.

5 4

packet tied on the handlebars to drag it loose, Wharton siaggered to his feet and

** Hands off, you fool ! ** snarled Vernon-Smiih.

They eould guess what he Lad te tell
the Renmwove master.

Tho sash suddenly Alr.
Queleh looked out.

“Cherpy 1

“Oh! Yes, sir!”
“Is Wharton out of galegt”

*Yes, girl”

“Ind Wharton play in the fociball
mateh this afternoon ¥

“WNo, sir!”

“Why not, Cherry ¥
~ "He had a hack on the knee, sir, amld
it crocked him for football 1%

I'roul’s boom was heard within:

“ A protence—a palpable pretence! I
repeat that I—

“You will tell Wharton to come to

shot up.

my study immediately he returns,
Cherey,”

* ¥es, airl”

The window elosed and the Co,

walked away, smiling,

Had Mr. Prout looked into the Reg
ghortly afterwards he might have beheld
a crowd of Remove {fellows, yelling
with [aughter over what the Co. wero
telling them, Dut Pront did not think
of looking inte the Rag. Tho Fifth
Form master rolled away to his study
and his srinchair for 8 much-necdod
rest—eonvineed that he liad, this timo,

pi_mmd down  that youn razcal,
Wharton, bevond the shadow of a
doubt.

P i—

THE SEVENTH CHAFTER.
The Bounder Means Business !

£ OLT} on, Wharton 1*

H Ha.rr;r VWharton
round 1n surprisc.

He wes half-way across

Courtheld Common, whon he heard a

Lievele on the rond bLehind Lim, and

the Bounder's voice. He was poing at

e leistrely pace—thoe twinge in his knes
Tue Magxer Lsrany.—No. 1,501,
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was not severe, but it made him dis-
imselined  for hawd riding,  Herbert
Vernon-Simith came whizang up from
the direction of thoe schoul, =lowed
tlewn, and rode alengside.

“Want enything ¥ asked Harry.

The junier captain of Greyfriars was
puzeled. Since the nudmight adwven-
ture In the sea-cave, when the reckless
Bounder's nerve had been- rather too
severely put to the test, Smathy had
been far from friendly. Whareton cer-
tainly did not expect the Dounder to
scck his company in s lbike spin.

" Yegi"” said Vernon-Smith curtly.
“ Stop, will you?®

¥harton pedalled on,
“I'm gmr:? to  Courtfield,” he
answered coolly, 1 can't hurry with

s gamo knee—and I want to get back
to tea. If you've got anything to say,
vou can cough 1t up while we're riding,
I suppose.”

“It's rather important!™ grunted the
Bounder.

“ Blessed if I can see what it is, then!
Are you anxioys abont my kneo, and
whether I zhall be able to play at
S5t Jude's next week?” asked the
[-,u.;;;taiu of the Remove sarcastically.

You know I'm not!™ said the
Bounder, “It's about that packet
you've got tied on your handlebars 1*

“What aobout the packet?” ashed
Iarry in astomishment.

Billy Bunter, before ha started on the
bike, had suggested opening that
packet, and “having a squnt”™ into it.
But inguisitiveness was not one of the
Bounder's failings. :

“It's Compton’s, most likely1¥ =aid
Yernon-Smith,

“Most likely,” agreed Wharton.

) ‘I‘:ﬁ’utl, 1f it's his, he ought to havo
i I

Wharton locked at the DBounder.
Vernon-Smith was a little breathless.
Ho seomed to have made up his mind,
after thinking the motter over, to cnt
after Wharton on hia bike; and ho had
ridden fast to overtake him. Why ho
was concerned to such an extent wasz a
wystery tn Horry.

“T don't quite see what you mean,
Vernon-Smith 1" said Wharlon guietly.
“If this packet is ﬂum}}mﬂ'a, he's going
to have it, of courze. Inspector Grimes
will sen 1hat it gets to the owner.”

“ Perhaps—perhaps not”

"Potty!” asked Harry. “ Lost
property has to be taken to the police,
hasn't 1?7 Where else could ¢ be
taken?™ x

“Ta the ewner!” sald Smithy. "I
can jolly well tell you, Wharton, that
if that packet's Compton’s, he'd rather
hava it in his own hands than passing
through others,” i )

“VYeou don't know anvthing about it,
so far as I can see. 'E" should take it
to Compton, of course, and ask him
it was his, if I knew whera he was. I
haven't the foggicst idea where he is.
Do you think I can keep something that
doesn’t belong to me in my study till
the owner may happen to turn up ¥

“1 fancy Compton would be better
pleased if you did.”

"“VWhat utter rott”

“Look here, Wharton, that fellow
Compton 35 a decent chap, You know
what he did for Bunter and his sister
Dessie—risked his life, and jolly nearly
chucked it away. He left that pocket
on tha beach when he swam off. You
don't want to do a chap like that any
harm——"

“Plessed i I maka you out!®
Wharton was more and more astonished.
“Where's the harm 1n tting his
property back to him by the quickest
possihle way ¥

Tue Magxer Lisrany.—XNo 1,501
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“Oh, youre a fool!” snapped
Bounder,

“Thanks! Any ebjection to leaving
me to finish this ride alene 7™

“1 tell you, you can find Compton,
and hand him tint‘. packet, if you like.

found lum searching the beach last
Saturday—and he iz sure to come again,
aa he hasn't found it—*’

“He eame to-day,” said Harry. “"He
was in the boat that ran in. But he
cleared off without landing when he
saw me—goodness knows why., I he'd
still been there, I'd have handed it to
him, of ecourse.”

_"ﬁan‘t vou sce, from (that, that ha
didn’t: want to be szeen finding the
packet, if he found it at alli”

“Why the dickens not?”

“I'll put it in words of one syllable,
suitable to the intellect of Queleh’a
head bay ! said the Bounder with
savagea sarcazmi. “That packet may
contain something Compton doesn't
want seen. It might be something that
spells trouble, if it's spotted.”

“Oh, my hat |

“Can you see nowi®
Bonnder,

“Mo, I can’t! I think you're talkin
rot! That chap Compton looks one o
the hest—straight as o string, square as
w die! If this i3 hizs packef, whatover
ia_in it belongs to him. Ara  yon
asking mo o helieve that he's pinched
something 7

i No, you dummy! Nothing of the
kind t*

"Then what do yon mean—if von
mean anything ¥™ asked the captain of
the Remove impaiiently.

“Oh, you're a foolt Ilave you for-
gotten what happencd that night in
the sea-cave—the night vou banboozled
me” mto gong there?™ snapped the
Domnder. *“They ran a hoat in from
tha szce past midnighi—~Compion and
his uncle.  They bolted like scared
rabbits when woe made o sound. They
come there to explore the sccret pas-
sage to the school that 1'd told young
Compton about in the afternoon, Do
you think that waa all they had o do
thera?"

“1 suppose so.”

“Then why did
sound "

“Goodnees knows ! They didn't want
to be seen, I suppose; but I can't
imagine why, and I don’t care much.
It'a no himey of mine”’

“¥ou haven't thought it out?”

“Why should 17"

“Well, I have,” said Vernon-Smith.
“I thought of it ot the {ime, and I've
thought 1t over pretty corefully since.
Do you know why ithat sea-cave is
called the smugpglers’ cave ¥

“ Beeanse iE was wsed by the sivugz-
glers long  ego, Mathead ! answered
Harvy, staring at the Hounder blankly.

“Can’t  you put {we and two
together '

T helieve my arvithmelic’s equal to
that wher I go all out. But I den't
sop—=—"" Jlarry Wharion hroke off as
the Bounder’s meaning Hashed on him,
“Oh crumbs| Yon {hink——"

“What «docs it look likei”

Harvey Wharton whistled.  Tlo rode
on in silence for several minutes, think-
g 1t over,

“Impossible ™ he said,
“You're drezming, Switly |
rlors in ihese days——"*

“There are suy nuambor of smog-
glers these daye, fathead! Smugpeling
went out when free trade camio ind
~ow freo trade’s pona oub, smuggling
lias come back as strong as evevr—as it
was bound to do.”

“Yes; bul—bat—"  Jlarry Whar-
ton langhed. ** Modern amagglers pack

the

siarled tho

ihey bolt at a

last.
Smuog-

at

the st amiong the shivts in their suit-
cases on the Channel boats. They don't
run into tho eovast in luggers in the
dark, and land at midnight in sea-
caves. Draw it mild, Smithy ¥

“I'm not saying it's so. 1l'm saying
that that's what it looks like. BModern
smugglers don’t run luggers in—but
they may sail in steami-yachts. 1 lell
you that packet may be dangerous fo
the owner, if it's seen. Why do you
think young Compton landed on the
beach at the foot of the Shoulder that
day with the packet, instead of landing
at Pegg 7™

“I hadn't thought about it.”

*Think now I” sncered the Beounder.

Harry Wharton's {ace set,

“If it's as you fancy, Emithy—oot

that I believe it for a single moment—

this packet ought to go to tho police.
If a man's breaking the law, the sooncr
he'as stopped the better”

“A man who risked his life to zave
a Greyiriars kid—a chap I've mer, and
talked with, and been friencdly with—
I don't agree.”

Wharton gave him o lock,

There was a reckless and lawless
strain in Herbert Vernon-Smith's char-
acter. It was his way lo =nap lus
ﬁngera at authority-—to break rules,
simply because they were rules. Idur
if the DBounder was carrving ilat
mutinous spirit to the length of treat-
ing with disregard the law of i1l
land, he was not likely fo recelve much
sympathy from Ilarry Whartsh.

“Tha chap's decont,” saul Yernon-
Smach. “If he's got his secrats, 1b's
not for you to give him away.”

“You're a fool, Vernon-Smith ! sal
Harry bluntly., * I I believed, os vou
do, I'd hand thi= packet over to the
pniim, even i Compton was present,
and asked for it. But I don't beliave
a word of it That man we saw .
the cave, who came to the school with
him this morning, looks a pretty tough
nut; but young Compton i3 all vight—
right as rainl A fellow who did what
be did for DBunter and DBessio s
thoroughly decent, 1f it turns out thay
there’s something against the law in
ithiz packet, I shan't believe that young
Compton is o smuggler. 1 shall be-
lievo that this isn't his packet at all,
but somebody else's.”

“"Then you're taking il to the police
station, after what T've said?"

“Certainly 1 am. Lost propeviy has
to be taken to the police, and smuggled
goods still more so. In either case, it
goes to old Grimes.”

Vernon-Smith set his tecih.

Whether it was admiration for Comp-
ton’s plack, likmye for the fellow pers
sonally, or tho sympathy of his lawless
nature for auother that he fauecicd to
be as lawless as his own, it was cleay
that the Bounder was very much in
earnest,

" Well,"'
shan't |

Wharton laughed contemptuously.

H\Who's Fﬂirlg' lo stop me?™

“T am?!

And as he spoke the Baumler
swerved on his bieyele, crashed into
Wharton, and beth machines. went
SPINNING.

Ed

e soid =avegely, ¥ou

THE EIGHTH CBAPTER
Serapping with Smithy !

RASH !
@ Harry Wharton gagpod as be
sprawled m the read. e was

iaken by surprise, aml Lie vwend
headlong  before he ecould make an
atteinpt to save himzell. 1lis muchine

(Continued on puge 12.)
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This fime mods! of. o Pentaon
Crane is Duilt entirely of
fMeccane Forts.

Motor Car Outfits
The cars built with these Qutfits are
not only wonderfully realistic in appear-
ance, but have the additional attraction
of being able to make long and speedy

runs.
Prices 10/- and 20/-

Aeroplane Qutfits
These splendid constructional Outfits
contain interchangeable parts with which
a large number of models of aeroplanes
czn be made.
Prices from 3/3d, to 2}/-

ﬂinkr Builder Outfits

Simplicity is the keynote of this naw
building system, by means of which the
youngest children can build all kinds of

delightful medels. Nuts and beolts are
not required.

Prices from 2/6d. to 10/%d

“ Dolly Varden ** Doll's House

The " Dolly Varden ™ Doll's House
provides a perfect setting for the new
Dinky Toys Doll's House Furniture and
many other miniatures in the Dinky

Toys range.  price 9/6d

and satisfaction.

This Manual
200 specially designed mechanisms made wi
Meccano  parts.
should get a copy from his dealer, price I/-,
or direct from Meccano Limited, Binns Road,

HORNBY
TRAIN

Playing the great game of railways with Hornby
best fun in the world. VWhether you choose an electric or a clockwork
model you ¢an be sure that it will give you the utmost pleasure

"MECCANO

Engineering for Boys
There Is no other hobby In
the world to equal Meccano
Model-building, and none that is so
full of thrilling interest for boys.
Meccano is REAL engineering in

miniature. The models are bullt
with REAL engineering parts,
accurately made of steel and brass,

that fit together and work with THE
SMOOTHNESS AND PRECISION

OF A WATCH. These parts can
be used over and over again to
make hundreds of different models.

TELL DAD YOU WANT
MECCANO FOR CHRISTMAS.

Prices from 3/6 to 400/-

Meccano ¥ Standard Mechanisms *
Manuval.

contains illustrations of nearl
Every Meccano enthusiast

Liverpool 13, price 1=, post free.
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AND " iy
CLOCKWORK R

" The performance and durability of the Hornby Electric Trains
place them in a class entirely their own, while the Hornby
Clockwork Trains are hauled by the finest clockwerk locomotives
of their respective types in the world. An Interesting addition to
the clockwork series this year is the No. 0 ** Silver Jubilee ' Train

Set (price 7/6d.), illustrated above,

Dinky Toys
Every boy and every girl is collecting

A HORNBY.
Dinky Toys, one of the most delightful

and absorbing collecting hobbies ever

conceived for children, There are now

nearly 250 of these charming minfatures,

all beautifully finished in rich colours.

Prices of Dinky T-:};.rahfrum Id. to 1/éd,
gach.
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MECCANO LIMITED :: DEPT. 35 =
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s T
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BINNS ROCAD

Start a home rallway system now—BUT MAKE SURE IT'S

Prices of Electric Train sets from 15/ to 75/«
rrices of Clockwork Train Sets from 4/11d. to 65/~ .

OUR 19367 CATALOGUE—FREE :
i Get this complete 72-page catalogue from your dealer to-day, ;
. or write direct to us for a copy.
i than anything else to choose your present for Christmas. |
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Trains Is the %

It will help you better :
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clanged down by the rondside as he
la% gasping, bewildered by the shock.

he DBounder jumped clear as his
machine went. }ge landed on his feet,
and, |¢a.1.'inq hiz biko to curl up, leaped
to Wharton's mechine, and grasped at
the oilskin packet tied up on the
bkandlehars.

Wharton sat up dizzily.

Ho was bruised and breathless from
the sudden fall. But his eves blazed
as ho saw Vernon-Bmith bending over
his fallen machine, grasping at the
packet. Luckily it was tied securely,
and the Bounder was unable to drag it
loose. As he felt in his pocket for a
kimfe, Wharton staggered to his fect.

“¥Yon cheeky rotter I ha panted.
He J}u}led himself together, and ran
towards Vernon-Smith.

The latter had no time to ent the
packet loose, Wharton's grasp was on
him, dragging him saway from the
bicycle,

“Hands off, vou fool 1™

Vernon-Smith struck out as he panted
the words.

Wharton staggerad from the blow;
but he came on again, his eyes.ablaze,
his hands up, hitting out with all his
foree.

The bicycles and the packet lay un-
heeded as they closed in furious strife.

If the Pounder was hardly a match
for Wharton, he had, at least, un-
limited pluck and dogged determina-
tion. Hea stood up to the captain of
the Remove, and gave blow for blow,
and for eseveral Eiﬂng minutes they
fought fiercely.

Twe or three cars passed on the
road, the oceupants staring at the
fighting  schoolboys. Wharton and
Yernon-Smith did not even .sce them.

It was a ferce fight, without rests,
and without rounds. IEach of the

ANEryY juhiors é'mt avery ounce into it
Ful: ithe Bounder was driven back ak
ast.

5till fighting, ha was driven off the
road on to ghe grass, and thera he
went down, knocked fairly off his feet

He crashed on his back in the grass,
panting for breath.

Harry Wharton stood with clenched
fista and fashing eyes. It was some
maoments before Vernon-S8mith was on
lis feet again,

But he was up at last and coming on,
with set teeth and lashing fists, The
light was renewed till the Bounder
went down sgain heavily, Thia time
he lay panting in the grass, unable to
vise,

Wharton waited. The Bounder hali-
rose, and sank back on his elbow. e
was utterly spent,

The captain of the Remove dabbed
his face with hiz handkerchief. Hia
noso was oozing red; his lip cut; his
face bruised. Ho had had the upper-
hand in that fierce fight; but he had
taken a good deal of punishment, He
turned away without a word, and
stepped to his machine, and lifted it.

“Hold on!” Vernon-2mith panted,
as Wharton was putting o leg over his
m&ciﬁnﬁ to mount. “Hold on, I tell
you 1y

With a leg over his bieyele, the cap-
tain of the ave leoked back at him.

Smithy Et&%gcred to hiz feet, and
stood unsteadily.

“Well, what?"' snapped Wharton,

“You rotter ! breathed Smithy, “If
1 hadn’t been playing footer this after-
:lmunh]'.’d hava handled you—— But

Wharton emiled faintly.

“¥ou shouldn't start a scrap, just
after a footer match, Smithy. think
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you must boe off your rocker to play
the fool like thia”

The Bounder gave him a bitter look,
It was evident that his defeat rankled.
But he was defeated, and he had to
get it down. He had no chance of
preventing Wharton, by force, from
carrying out his intention.

“You're going to take that packet to
old Grimes, ot the police station!” he
muticred thickly.

:‘ I've said sol"

‘1 can’t stop you! DBut you've got
nothing against young Compton—--~="

“ Nothing at all, I think he's a splen.

did chap! What do you mean?”

“1 mean that you may be doing him
a lot of harm—"

““Rubbizh I”

“I warn you—"" hissed the Bounder,

“Keep your warnings!™

The captain of the Remove pushed off
on his bicycle, without waiting for
Vernon-8mith to epeak again.

Smithy stoed locking after him with
& black and -bitter brow. He stepped
to ‘his machine and picked it up, For
gome moments he stood hesitating, with
hia front wheel in the direction of
Courtfield—as if debating in hiz mind
whether to follow the captain of the
Remove further, and try his luck again.
But he knew that it was futile; and he
swung round the machine, mounted,
and pedalled back to Greyiriars.

Harry Wharton rede on into the
town. _

Ha wasg fenling far T rom_ merry q.nd
bright. His nose persisted in oozing
red; onae of his eyes persisted in wink-
ing; and he was tired and rather un-
tidy. And he was feeling intensely
angry with Vernon-Smith.

The Bounder’s suspicion of what the
packet might contain, seemed fantastio
to him, rtainly, had ha shared that
guspicion, it would have made him sll
the more resolved #0 hand the pachet
over to the proper authorities. But he
did not believe so for a moment. He
had no doubt that it was Compton's
packet; that the contents were probably
valuable, and certeinly above-board:
and that it was his duty lo hand it to
the police, to be returned to the owner.

Leaving his machine in the High
Strect, he went into the peolice station
and asked to szeco Inspector Grimes,

Heo was conscious of several ammused
glances at his reddened nose and wink-
ing eye, which did not add to his
comfort.

However, he was taken intoe the n-
spector’s room, where plump and portly

e, Grimes gave him a nod and a smile,
with & twinkle in his cye, evidemtly
noticing the battercd nose and winking
cye at once.

“What can I do for wou, Master
Wharton ' asked the Courtfield inspec-
tor, “Not a case of assault and battery,
I hope? What—what?”

Wharton laid the packet
ingpecbnr’s tahblea,

I found that on the beach this after-
noon near the Shoulder, Mr, Grimos,”
he said. ' As there's no name or address
on it, I've brought it here.™

“Very right and prr:rﬁxerl" said Mr.
Grimes, with a curious look at the oil-
skin packet, as he picked it up. “ Thank
vou, AMaster Wharton! I've no doubt
that we shall succeed in finding the
owner."”

That was all: and Harry Wharton left
the police station and returned to his
bieycle,

Ho rode back to the school, glad to
have done with the matter, dabbing his
nosa occasionally as he rode.

When he roached Greyfriars, he found

¢n  the

Herbert Vernon-Bmith waiting st the
door of the bikeshed.

“You've handed it asked
Smithy.

“¥es!" answered Wharton briefly, as
he wheeled his machine in and put it on
the stand,

“What did Grimey say?”

Harry Wharton laughed,

“He said that he had no doubt that
he would find the owner.”

“He dido’'t open it while you wcre
there §#

“ Nog I?

“¥ou dido’t mention Comptoni™

“Why should I1*

“No reason why you should, except
that you're s silly fool | enswered the
Bounder, And with that unpleasant
remark he walked away.

overi'

e —

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Putiing Paid to Prout

“ HARTON I”
W It was Praut’s boom,
“¥Yes, gir | Harry Whar

ton siniled,

Mr, Prout spotted him 43 he came to-
E_fda the House, after putting up his

1K,

The Fifth Form master was standing
in the doorway. Prout had taken & long
rest in his study armchair after hia un-
common exertions that afterncon;’.bus
he was still feeling a little tired, s ltrulq
short of wind, end a little short of
temper.

It was getting near lock-up, and Prout
was wondering whether that reckless
oung rascal, %Pha.rtnn.'m_ieﬂ'ﬂ'étill out of
ounds in the sea-cave, and whether the
reckless young rascal would venture to
ba late for calling-over, when he eaw
him coming acrosa the quad. "
“So you have returned, Wharton !

boomed Prout.

“¥Yes, sirl"”

“You will go to your Form-master’s
study immediately, Wharton I' said Mr.
Prout, “I will accompany you there.”

“Yaou're aw!u][;r d, sie 1"

“What—what?” snorted Prout. * Do
not be impertinent, Wharton !"

*Hallo, ballo, hallo, here you are!”
Tha Co. apﬂttmi their ¢hum, and cama

up.

Harry Wharton turned towarda them,
taking no further heed of Prout. Hae
had no intention of taking orders from
that portly gentleman; and desired o
make the same clear to Mr. Prout.

Mr., Prout breathed hard.  He was
tempted to take that cheeky junior by
the collar, and march him in. 8till, the
Fifth Form master counld bhardly deal
with ona of Quelch's lboys in thas
manner,

Breathing indiznantion,

wrath and

Prout turned, and rolled away to
Mastera' Studies. .
“Been scrappimg it asked Nugent,

with a glance at Wharton's face.

“¥Yea; Smithy came along and asked
to have his ﬂiﬁy head punched,” eaid
Harry., “What sbout tea?" :

“Quelch wanta to seo you first I gard
Bob, with a grin. “Come up to the
study when you're through.™

l-ll;Ilight._'hﬂ !!l‘

Harry Wharton headed for Masters”
Studies, after Prout. He guinned as he
fell/in behind the portly figure of the
Fifth Form master, nnd followed,

For the second time that afternoon ha
was walking at Mr, Prout's heels, un-
known to the Fifth Form master. Lla
found it rather amusing.

Prout, wnconacious of the fact that
Wharton was just behind him, arrived
at Mr. Queleh’s door, tapped, and



There was a buzz of wrath as Coker rushed at Compton with his leg-ol-mution fists up and his eyes gleaming over them.
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His

fists were hrushed away, however, so swiftly that Coker did not know what was happening, Then something that seemed

like the kick of 4 mule caught him on the chin.

rolled in. Harry Wharton reached that
r & moment latar,

“Quelch 1" boomed Prout, “Whar-
ton has returned! I have directed him
to sccompany me to your study! He
has refused | 1 leave the matter to you,
Quelch ! Ifhjuu 1.1.;1]1 genid  for that
impertinent boy—'

Iﬂi uelch, looking past Prout,
glanced at Wharton in the doorway.

“There is mo occasion to send for
Wharton, Mr. Prout!” he said acidly.
“You may come in, Wharton 1"

Wharton stepped 1n. Prout stared
round at him.

“0Oh1" he ejaculated. The
boy is here—'

“Cherry told me you wished to sco
mo, siv!” said Harry, addressing his
Form-master, and carcfully taking no
notice of Prout.

“Yes, Wharton. Some misunderstand-
ing seems to have arisen,” said the
Removoe master. “Perhaps you had
better explain to me where you have
been this afterncon.™

Snort, frormm Prout! Thore was no
misunderstanding, so far as DProut
knew! What he had seon, he had seen |

“Ceortainly, sir!" said Harry cheer-
fully. *I had & hack in a punt-about
this morning, and had to stand out of
ithe footer, so I wont for & walk”

Another snort from Pront
“Where did you walk, Wharton 7"’

“To the beach on the north side of
the -Shoulder, eir.”

“And there,” hoomed Prout,
put off in & boat—"

“I5 that the case, Wharton 7"

“No, sir! When Mr. Prout thought
I was going off in & beat, I was sithing
in & croviee in the chalk,” said Whar-
ton, with cheerful coolness. *If Mr,
Prout had looked in, he would have
seen mo there"

“ Absurd ! hooted Prout, while My,

“Ah!

oo

you

Quelch gazed blankly at his head boy.
“An  absolutely absurd statement,
Gueleh ! Upon my word! 1 have never
heard zo absurd a statement! I repeat,
Quelch—" ;

“Why did you do this, Wharton?"
asked Mr. Quelch, very 'E]l.ill'[':ﬂ_‘p’q.

“To pull Mr, Prout's leg,
Eﬂﬁ‘r‘-'ﬂl'f:(il Wharton eoolly.

“Wha-a-a-t#"

“Boy 1" gasped Prout, i

“1 konew Mr, Prout was watching me,
sir 1" explained Wharton, with the same
cheorful coolness,  “I thought that if
I puiled his leg, he might got tired of
looking after Bemove fellows.”

gir "

There was a deep silence in the study.

for a few moments, DMr. Queleh's faceo
twitched. Prout’s was thunderous.

“¥You did not go out of bounds, Whar-
tonn T asked Mr. Quelch, at last.

“0Oh, no, sir! followed M. Prout
back to the school,” said Harry. “
waa walking behind him &ll the time."”

“Upon my word!"” gasped FProut.
“Mr, Quelch—such a falsehood—such
a palpable falschood—upon my wourd |
The bov eame in only a fow minutes
ngo—a fow minutes, sir—"

“Let us hoave this clear,' said Mr.
Queleh. “If you followed Mr, Prout
back to the school, Wharton, when did
you reach Greyfriars?™

“About three minutes after Mr.
Prout, sir. I asked Gosling to make a
special note of the time, sir. About a

ozen fellows saw me come in, as well
as Gosling.™

Mr.

Mr. Prout gazed at him.
Quelch smiled,

“Quelch Y glmost purgled Mr. Prout.
“¥ou recall that you nsked a boy of
vour Form where Wharton was while 1
was with you, and he replied that Whar-
ton was out of gateg——"

“1 went to Courtficld on my bievele,
zir, ofter coming in” enid Harry, etifl

 Urrrerggh ! * gasped Coker.

carefully addressing Mr, Quelch, and
taking no notico of Prout. * As it hap
peiied, I found a sealed packet [iing i
that crevice on the beach, and thought
that I had betler tnke it to tho police
station.”

“Upon my word ! Such a statement—
such an absurd statement—" gasped
tI.!ir' Prout. “Buch reckless fabrica-

iong——"

“I handed that packet to Inspector
(Grimes, sir, at Courthield,” said Harry.
“I've no doubt he will tell you so if you
ingnire.”

here was another silence in tho sfudy,
To Mr. Prout, it seemed that he had
never histened to sych s series of wild
and reckless But the
Eemove master was a much keenor
gentleman than Mr. Prout. It was clear
enough to him that this boy of his Form,
annoyed by Prout's officipus meddling,
had deliberately made & foel of Prout.
He could not, perhaps, approve of such
a proceeding, still, he found it herd not
to smile. i

“If you credit a singlo word of this,
Quelch * gasped Prout at last.

“ Wharton's statements are very easily
put to the proof, Mr. Prout I'** answered
tite Remove master. *“But as 1 aceopt
my head boy's word without hesitation
I ghall take no such trouble.”

“*Thank you, sir!” said Harry.

Mr, Prout scemed on the verge of
choking.

“Mr. Quelch! If you allow yoursell
to be deluded—deceived—by so palpable
a string of prevarications——"

Buzzzzzza |

It was the telephane bell,

Prout was interrupted.

BMr. Queleh picked up the reeciver.

“"Prav excuse me s moment, BMMr
Prout!” he said. “Hallo! Yes, Mr,
Quelch speaking | Is that Inspector

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

Grimes? A—a—a packet—— What?
Oh, certzinly ! Wharton, as it happens,

iz in my study at this moment. Ile
gshall speak at once !
Mr. Quelch glanced reund.
“Wharton 1" His wvoice was vory

distinct. “Inspector Grimes desircs to
speak to you on the subject of tho }i)acl-_:et
Courtfield Police

on handed to him at

tatron helf an hour 4

With the corner mis eye Quclch
observed Prout’s face. The expression
on that face was guite entertaining to
Harry Wharton's Form-master.

“Yes, sir 1" said Harry demurely. Ie
took the receiver, as Mr. Quelel handed
it to him, and spoke into the trans
mitter.  “Wharton speaking, M
Grimes 1

“About the packet you handed me,
Master Wharton,” came the iuspectors
voice. It has been examined, and the
matter is of some importance. Hm;ﬂ
you any ides whatever of the owner's
wdentity ¥ There is—'hem !—no clue to
owner in the packet, and we mro very
~'hem |—anxious to trace him. If you
finve any idea of his nem

Wharton etarted, as he remembered
tEu Bounder's words. Waa it possible
that—

But he dismissed the idea tha next
moment. If the packet contained walu-
ables, and no clue to the owner, Mr,
CGrimes would naturally want to know
whether the Greviriars guniﬂr could tell
him anything. And as he had little, oz,
rather, no doubt that it was the packet
for whick young Compton had been
searching, he had to give the Courtficld
inspector what help he could.

“1 thought it might belong to a -::hp.};:-
named Compton, Mr. Grimes,” he sald.
“] ean't sav for cortain, of course, but
Compton lost something on that beach
last week, and that may be it."

“*“Where is Compton to be found I

“71 don't know. If I'd known 1 shounld
have taken the packet to him, and asked
Lim if it wes his—" ] .

“Oh!” The inspector's ejaculation
sounded gquite startled. “Is this—this
Compton known to anyone at Grey-
friara " . :

“I think so, sir; he called here with
IE:LE uncle t’hm motning. Mg, Queleh may

oy

Wharton glanced at his Form-master.

Me. Quelch took the recciver.

“If the lost property found by
Wharton belongs to Compton, Mr.
Grimes, it will be easy to find him,” ho
said. “Captain Corapton called on Dr.
Locke this morning with a view to plac-
ing hia nephew at Greyiriars. Un.
doubtedly Dr. Locke is acquainted with
his address,”

“Thank you, sir, then I will speak to
Dr. Locke.” ;

The Courifield inspector rang ofl,

Mr. Quelch put up the receiver.

He glanced at Mr. Prout.

The Fifth Form master’s face was a
atudy. A fullrigged ship, suddenly
caught by a tlnjpestuuus head -r.-imi
conld not have 'been more thoroughly

Tue Magrer Lisrany,—No. 1.501

THE MAGNET

taken aback than was Mr, Prout by that
telephone call from Courtfield,

"Prout had nothing to say. It was
seldom—very seldom—that Mr, Prout
was at a loss for words, Now he was
completely at a loss,  That series of
wild and reckless (fabrications had
turned out to be the frozen truth, as
even Mr. Prout could not doubt, alter
that talk on the telephone. He stood
purple and confuscd, and My, Quelch,
taking pity on him, hastily signed to
Wharton to leave the study, Which
Wharton did—grinning cheerfully as he
went,

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Coker Calls it a Day !

& HAT tick " said Coker of the
i I'ifth.

“Look here, Coker——"
said Potier.
“That swab ¥ said Coker. >
“For pgoodness’ eake—->"  sgaid
Greene.

“That checky cad!” roared Coleer.

Horace Coker was wrathy, His
rugped foco was flushed with wrath.
Potter and Greene uttered soothing
words, and made socthing gestures—
almost ns if they were dealing with a
fractious child.

But it booted not ; Coker was not to ba
soothed.

“T'1] emash him 1" said Coker.

* Now, look here,” snid Potter, “don't
play _the goat, Coker! Every man 1n
the Forin likes that chap—every man at
Greyfriars, in fact| 1f you start a row
with him you'll get lynched, scet

“Don't be a fool, Potter IV

“Look what he did,” said Gremka
warmly. “Pluck, if you like! Theres
not a man at Greyiriars could have
brought off that swim, with the tide run-
ning out—not even old Wingate 1

"% fancy I could have done it
Greene”

“Oh orikey 1™

“I'm not sayiog he's not plucky,
either., What I'm saying is that he's a
Eheeky tick, and I'm going to whop

im ™

“You can't” howled Potter.

“You shan't 1 roared Greene,

“You'll see,” snid Coker,

It was Monday, and on that Monday
n new fellow had arrived at Greviriars.
That new fellow was Valentine Compton
of the Filth Form. : -

Harry Wharton had had a hint of it
from what Mr. Quelch had said. He
had mentioned it te his friends, and
they had agreed heartily that young
Compton was the kind of chap they
wanted at Greyfriars, and that they
would have been jolly glad to welcoma
him into the Remove had he arrived
as & junior.

Mr, Prout probably was glad to wel-
come him inte the Fifth; certainly most
of the fellows in that Form gave him &
warm welcome,

For Compton’s name and fame had
preceded him, so to speak. Ever since
the day he had swum out on the tide
to tha rescue of Billy Bunter and Bessie
he had been rather a hero in the eyes
of the school. As soon as it was known
that ha was coming to Greyfriars, if
was clear that he was going to be
popular. .

Coker did not take the genoral view.
Coler seldom did. Besides, Coker could
not forget how that cheeky tick Compton
had knocked him over—pitching him out
of his way, in faet, ltke o sack of coke!

It was in vain that Potter and Greene
tried to cxplain to Coler that, on that
occasion, Compton had had no time to

waste, even on so important 4 personage
as Coker of tha Greyiriars Fifth.

Coker’s importance in his own eyes
was unlimited, end a fellow who had
laid hands on Coker was a fellow to be
whopped, smashed, and spiflicated st the
carhiest possible opportunity.

Mot that Coker was a fellow to bear
grudges. He was prepared to wash out
the whole matter once he had whopped
and spiflicated Compton. But the whop-
ping and spiflication had to come first.
That was as fixed and immutable as the
laws of the Medes and Persians.

Compton had mads his fivst appear-
ance in the Fifth Form Boom that daﬁé
He looked an athletic fellow, and t

ames men already had an eye on him.

ut he ghowed some keenness in class,
too, which caused Prout to have a
favourable ¢ye on him. In fact, ho
looked like winning golden opinions
from &ll sorts of people—with the excep-
tion of Horace Coker !

So far Potter and Greene, with tact
and preat skill, had steered Horace clear
of Compton. Now Horace was to bo
steered clear mo longer. After class
Compton wae in the games study, which
was a gort of Common-room for the
Fifth. PBlundell, the captain of the
Form, alvready on friendly terms with
him, had marched him there for a
“iaw * with the choice spirits of the
Fifth.

Potter and Greene would have Been
glad to join that cirele. But they felt
it their c{pt;l.r to look after Coker. They
werc trying to keep him out of the
ﬁames study. But Coker was not to be

apt. :

“You'll see 1" repeated Colker grimly.
“If that swab—that tick—fancies that
he can punch a Greyfriars man, he's got
another guess coming—see?! I'm going
to whop that awab "

“Have a little senee I hooted Potter.
“You can’'t row with & man on hia first
day in the scheol 1 ;

“Can't 11" said Coker, "“You'll jolly
well sea 1” ;

“ Rotten bad form ! said Greene,

“Thon't be an ass, Greene IV

“Look here, Coker—"

“HBhut up, Potter I”

Cloker headed for the games study.

Potter and Greene grabbed his arms.
He shook them off like troublesome flies
and marched on.

The door of the games study was
open. Within, & crowd of the Fifth
could be seen gathered round the new
man.

Valentine Compton—handsome,
athletic, with & cheery smile on his
slightly sunburnt face—looked a very
attractive fellow. Evidently most of the
scniors had taken a liking teo him. It
had already transpired that he was a
footballer, and they were talking Soccer.

Coker, 1o the doorway, stared in, with
a sarcastic frown. Nobody in the Fifth
ever wanted to hear Coker on Soccer.
Yet here they were, Juwmi Soceer to
& new awab who had only been in the
séchool a metter of hours. Coker lost no
time in interrupting that “jaw.”

Ha tramped in, pushed Hillon to one
side, ¥itzgerald to the other, and
planted himself directly in front of the
new senior.

lares concentrated on Coker from all
sides. But Coker was heedless of glare:
—impervious to them. ]

Compton looked at him. Possibly he
did not know Coker again. He could
sce that the burly Greyfriars man looked
hostile, and per ::ii:!s e wondered why.
But he certainly did not look ﬂ.larnmﬁ.
He smiled, . ]

“Bo you'ro here " said Coker grimly.

“Yes. I camo to-day,” said Comp-
ton, in his pleasant way,



“You don't remember me "

“Have I met you before 1

“You havel” said Coker. “I'li
Ireshen up your memory for you, you
tick 1*

“Roll that
Blundell.

And two or three Fifth Formers con-
verged on Coker,

Cloker glared defiance.

“1've got something to say to ihat
gwab I” he roared, “Don’t sou men
barge in! You knocked me over a weck
o two ago, Compton |

“QOh, I remember " assented Compton.

“You're the chap I saw on the Shoulder

rhitoceros  out ! said

that day. Sorry! You see, I was
rather pressed for time.”
“¥ou knocked me over!” bawled

Coler. “And if I'd been able to find
you safterwards, I'd jolly well have
whopped you for your cheek! Now
you've come here and asked for it ¥

“Will you shut up, Coker?” roarcd
Blundell.

“NMNo,” said Coker, I won't 1

" Barge the fathead out!”
Hilton. 2

“1'd like to see you barge ome sudo

said

of me out, you lackadaisical tailor's
dummy 1” bawled Coker. " Now,
Compton, you cheeky swab, you've got
it coming 1

Thera was a buzz of wrath from the
séniors in the games study as Coker
advanced on the new man, with his leg-
of-mutton fists uﬁ, and hiz eyes gleam-
ing over them. Heedless, Coker rushed,
He had given the new fellow [air
wirning u% what was coming; now he
wigs going to hand it over |

Had those leg-of-mutton fists landed
on Compton's handsome face, that
coantenance  would certainly have
looked much less handsome afterwards.
But, to Coker's surprise, they did not
land there. '

They were brushed out of the way so
swiftly that Coker did not know what
was happening. 'I'hen something that
secmed like the kick of a mule caught
Uoker on the chin,

Coker went over backwards.

~*0Oh crumbs ' gasped Pottor, in the
doorway.

“Oh crikey 1* gurgled Greene.

“Aan down 1" grinned Hilton.

““Ha, hs, ha I

Horace Coker lay on his back on the
Ooor of the games study. He did nob
quite know how he had got there. He
knew that his chin felt a3 if it had been
Eushed through the back of his head,
ut he hardly knew why.

“Urrrrrggh ¥ gasped Coker.

Ha zat up.

 Urrrrggh 1™ repeated Coker,

His hand went to his chin. He rubbed
it dizzily. He blinked at Compton.
That youth, with his honds in his
pockets, locked down at him with a
emile. The rest of the senlors roared
with langhter. Coker's sudden davwnfall
seemiod rather funny—to everyone but
Coker,

“Urrregh |” said Coker, for the thivd
time.

_ Potter and Greene, chortling, came
in and picked him qu. He stegpered
between them unsteadily.

“Oh 1" gasped Coker. “ Qoooogh!™

“MNow get out, you silly ass!” said
Blundell, laughing.

“Urrrghl I'll get out when I've
whoppe that <cheeky swab — not
bhefora!” pasped Coker, “Legeo,
Potter! Leggo, Greenc!”

" Lock hers, Coler——"

" Leggo, blow you!”

Coker jerked himself loose, and fairly
hurled himeelf at the new Filth
Former.
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Complon’s hands eame out of his
pockets like lightning.

What he did with them, Coker never
saw—their motion was too swit for
Coker's eyes to follow. But if he could
net sce, he could feel. What he felt
was another kick of & mule, landing this
tima on his nosa,

Bump 1

Coker szat down.

“"Ha, ha, ha!”

“Ow 1

Coker put a hand to a streaming nose,
He seemed hardly able to heleve it
g3 he blinked at the claret on his
fingers. )

i " l;Jh gum 1 gaid Coker. “Oh crikey!

w R

“Let's eall it a day, shall we, old
beani* asked Compton agreeahl:.‘.
" What's the good of rowing ¥’

Potter and Greeno picked Coker up
again. This time he allowed them to
lead him from the games study. Even
upon Horace Coker's stolid brain, 1t
gawned that he had better call it a

ayl

—

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Compton Wants {0 Know !

€ OU'RE Wharton, I thinki®

E Compton  of the Fifth
stoppe

i in break, thoe following morn-

mg. The Famous Five came out to-

gether, and they all put on their

litest smiles as the new man in the

"iith addréssed Harry.

Bo far Wharton had seen the new
Fifth Former from a distance, but Lad
not exchanged words with him. He was
rather interested to know whether the
packet he had left with TInspector
Grimes really @id belong to Valentine
Compton, but he did not seek him out
te inquire. Thers was no doubt that
Inspector Grimes had obtained Captain
Compton’s address from the Head, and
that the lost property, thervefore, had
rone back to its owner.

“Yes, I'm Wharton,” aaid Harry.
“You've seen me before, though 1 dare
say ‘g'ﬂu’va forgotten,™

“No, I haven't forgotten,” said
Compton, smiling. “I don't often
forget faces. 1 didn’t know your name,
but I've asked Blupdell te pomt you
out fo me. You're the kid whe found
a packet on the beach one day last
week, 1 think 3

“Right I said Harey.
@ob it zafa?”

Compton raised his handome eye-
brows,

“No, not guite,” he said. "I think
I ought to thank you for vour kind
mteniions. I suppese you thought it
was mine, DBut it was rather a surprize
to my uncle and myself when Mr,
Grimes asked us about it.”

“Wasn't it yours, after all, theni”
acked Harry., *0Of course, I didn’t tell
Ay, Grimes it was—I didn’t know. 1
told him I thought it might belong to

*1 hope you

.ﬂ‘u.u
“That'a what I'm rather ecurious
about,” said Compton. “You don't
know what was in the packet, . I

Sl b
“ﬁaven’t the fogpgiest, Somelhing

valnable, T shouwld think, as 1t was
sealed up so carefully,” answered
Harvy.

"Yeg: I rather think so, as Me.

Crrimes seemed 2o serious about it,” said
Uompton, with a nod. "“"But what on
earth put it into your head that it might
belong to me? That's what puzzles
me.”

Harry Wharton paused before he
answered, anid  coloured &  litile

to speak, in the quad

13

Complon was smiling, but his grey eycs
were very keen on the jumior's foce.
"1 suppose that would puzsle you =
little, Comnpton,” said Harry at last.
“But i's quite simple. I dare say you
remember  mecting  two  Greviriars
fellows on that beach a weck or so ago
~—8mithy and Bunter {”

“1 remember.”

“You were looking for something
you'd lost™

“Was I .

* Bantor told everybody o0, answered
Wharton, *“Ha thought that you'd lost
a penknife”

“(Jh, yes, I ramember now.” Compton
nodded. “But a dp&hkl‘lifﬂ 136't o semlod
packet., Why did you suppose that tho
packet was mina?”

“Because, as it happened, I heard you
say you'd left a packet of some sors
thare, the same m‘? t 1" said Harry.

Compton started,

“What the dickens do you mean? I
naver gaw vou——"

“No; but I saw you,” said Havry, “1I
don't mind telling you, Compton; but
you understand that it's rather a secret,
a3 I was out of bounds at the time. I
should get mmto a feariul row if it camo

out 1 .
kid 1

“You can trust me,
ﬂmnytnn, smiling again.

“I'm sure of that, of coursa; but I
thought I'd mention™ it, as it would be
a Head’s flogging if it came out. I went
to the sea-~cave that night, with another
Remove fellow—"

“The sea-cave under tha Shoulder ™

Compton started again.
_ “Yea! The other ¢hap had been call-
ing me a funk for_not going with him in
the afterncon, so I dared him'to gpo with
me at midnight—like a eilly ass!” gaid
Harry. “*Anyhow, we went, and you can
bot it made us jump when a boat ran in
i':e'a:.ﬂnléI Iﬂim sea after midnight—"

i i E_I-l

“The jumpfulness was probably ter-
rific 1" remarked Hurrees Jamsct Ramy
Singh—a remark that made Compton's
ayes turn on Dim.

The Nabeh of Bhanipur’s varioty of
the English language had a rather sue-
prising effect on new fellows,

“Bmithy—I mean, the chap who was
with me—and I got out of sight,” went
on Harry., "Of course, we didn't know
what it might mean. It was a bit
startling, at that time of night, in a

lace that’s hardly ever visited even
in the daytime.. Wo thought we'd better
seo who it was before wo were seen.”

“I guite wnderstand that!™® assented
Compten. “So you saw my unecle and
myself land in the eave that night 7

“Yes " said Harry. “ And we couldn't
help heaving s few words vou spoke.
You mentioned a packet you'd left on
the heach the day you swam out afler
Bunler’s boat, and which you hadn't
been abla to find since.”

“Oh 1 said Compton.

The smile was still on his face.

“When I saw who you werve,” con-
tinned Wharton, “1 knew it wasn't
neceesary to keep ond of sight, and I
zaid so to Smirhy. But you cleared off
in the boat belors we had a chanee of
geliing neae you,”

Compton langhed.

“So that's the explanation?” he s,
“RBy gum, I'll let my uncle know that,
in my first letter home!l That whisper-
mg voica wasn't the ghost of the cave,
ilien; it was m schoolboy out of bounds |
Ha, ha, ha ¥

“Ch, my hatl” exclaimed Harry.
“Smithy suggested that you might have
fancied it was the smugeleras’ ghost, but
1 thought it rot. I couldn't make oud
why yvon bolted like that in the boat.”

T Magxse) Lispary.~No, 1,501
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%1y uncle 12 8 seafaring man, with a
touch of B sailor's superstition,” said
Compton. “But the fact is, I was
startled, too. It was rather startling,
vou know, as we hadn't the faintest
idea that anybody was in the cave. I
was going to explors a secret passage
that Vernon-8mith had told me about,
but we chucked it for that night. Now
that I belong to Greyfriars, I suppose
I shall have to give it a misz—as I hear
tlat the headmaster has Placed it very
strictly out of bounds” He laughed
agamn. ‘8o that' how you fancied that
the packet was mifai" ;

“Well, as I heard you mention a
packet—>"

“Yes, ves, I understand now—a very
natural mistake,” assented Compton,
“I was astonished by what I heard from
Inspector Grimes; but it's guite simple
now, By the way, if vou ever do find
my packet on that beach, you will know
where to bring it—without bothering
Mr. Grimes again, Aleo the penknife
that I dropped while I was hunting for
it. But I dare say they will never be
found.™

“Then vou've never
asked Dob Cherry. i

“I'm going to try egain, on o half-
holiday,” said Compton, *The fact 13,
my packet is cather valuable. DMy unele
trusted it to me, to send by registered
post, and he was rather crusty about
it, though, of course, I had no choice
about taking a chance witn it in the
cirenmstances, I couldn’'t swim out to
that boat with the dashed thing under
my arm. HBut I shall never hear the
end of it from my uncle unless it's
found 1" _

With & noed to the juniors, Compton
walked awsy and joined Blundell in
the quad.

Harry Wharton stood looking after
him. The new follow was so frank, so
cheery, =0 attractive a fellow in every
way, that it was impossible to doubt
himi. Neither, so far as Wharton could
see, was there any reason for doubt. It
was odd, certainly, that someons else
should bave lost a packet on that lonely
beach, as well as Compton. But odd
as it was, 18 was possible enough.

Certainly, if that mysterious packet
contained what the Bounder surmised, it
could not possibly belong to Valentine
Compton. Harry ¥Wharton felt sure of
that. Ho smiled =t the idea of that
handsome, athletio fellow, with his
pleasant smile end pleasant manners,
having & hand in & disreputable smug-
gling game. Bmithy was a silly ass!

Satisfied on that point, the captain
of the Remove dismissed the matter
from his mind, and joined his friends
in punting a footer till the bell rang
for third schonl.

i

THE TWELFTH CHAFPTER.
Not “On*!

ki BAY, you fellows——"
H “Hallo, halle, hallo! Just the
man we want to see 1” exclaimed

Bob Cherry artily. “Has
:-*:-ui‘]pi:-stal order come, Bunter®"

Li] ::.i B8

“We're relying on 61" said Bob
Cherry solemnly, " Otherwise, it's tea
in Hall for this Co. Bay it's come !"

“0Oh, really, Cherry—"

FFamous Five chuckled. Funds,
as it happcned, were short with that
famous Uo.; but they were not really
relving on Billy Bunter's celebrated
postal order to spe them through. It
woitld have been an exceedingly frail
reed to lean upon,

“The fact is, there's been some delar
Tue Maicwer Lasrany.—No. 1,501
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in the post I said the fat Owl. * My
postal order hasn’t come wetl It's

rether rum, as I'm expecting it from one
of my titled relations! But——"

“Then it's tea in Hall1” said Bob.
“1 suppose it's too late to phone m
E;: Bunter de Grunter, and remin

im y

“Oh, don’t be an ass, vou know 1™ anid
Bunter. “I say, come this way, will
you! I want to speak to you.”

Which considerably astonished the
Famous Five, Bunter being aware that
thai.' were in a stony state, there was
really no occasion for hun tp ?Eak to
them at all. And if he did, there
seemed no reason why he should not get
on with it on the spot! However, they
wero obliging fellows—and they follewed
Bunter.

At a little distance, Compton of the
Tifth was standing, talking to Blundell,
the eoptain of that Form., The new
fellow shared Blundell's study in the
Fifth, and they alroady scemed on pally
terms, Bunter led the surprised five
towards the two seniors,

Within hearing of them he stopped,
and they 5tc-ppcg,

“I say, you fellows, that's Compton I
said Bunter.

“¥ou kowling ass1” satd Johonny Bull.
“"Wo know that | What about 167"

“L mean, that's the fellow whoe saved
my life ™ said Bunter impressively.
“You fellows ought to have seen him.
Pluck, if vou like ™

“The pluekfulness was terrifie, my
esteemed and idietic Bunter 1” remavked
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh., " But what
the esteemed dickens——"

“As a plucky chap myself, T can ap-
preciate thk 1” said Bunter., "“He
saved my life and Bessie’s life | Plunged
into the raging sea, you know——"

“IEh ¥ ag it raging ¥ asked Frank
Nugent. 8o far as I remember, if was
& J,‘:'”:" fine day for Noveinber.”

Plunged in at the risk of his life,"
gald Bunter., “The sea was running
raountaing  high—or—or very nearly |
Did he care? Not he ! Brave as a lion !
Just bursting with pluck! I can tel
vou fellows I'mi fearfully grateful I

Compton heard every word of this
He glanced round, smiled, snd then
frovned a little, and walked sway with
Blundell. It looked as if he had no
special use for either Bunter’s admira-
tion or his gratitude.

“You blithering ass!” said DBob
Cherry.  “What's this pgame?”

The Famoaous Iive could not help heing
amazed. It was true thal Compton ha
zsaved Bunter from denger—in all pro-
bability, saved his fat life, but DBilly
Bunter had not, so far, seemed keenly
appreciative. Ide had, indeed, several
times alluded to Compton az an ass and
a fathead for not heving got the hoat
ashore sooner. DBunter had been fear-
fully hungry on that occasion, and, fo
judge by his remarks, it might have
EJ-E!-E:;"I. supposed that that was Compton’s
anlf.

S0 this was a complete change. Grati-
fude, it seemed, wns welling up in
Bunter's podgy breast—rather late in
the day. Perhaps it was better late than
never; but it was surprising, all the
LA,

The fat junior blinked after the IMifth
Form men through his big spectacles.
As szoon as he was sure they were ont
of hearing, he chuckled. ‘

“1 szav, you fellows, Compton will
like that all right—what ?* said Dunter.
“They like it laid on thick, you know!
He, he, he !

“J don't think Comptlon likes it, von
fat ass!” eaid Harry Wharton, staring
at the grinning Owl. )

“That’s all you know 1" said Bunter.

" Grafitude goes down! People like 1
—and they like it in chunks, like pine-
apple. That ass Compton thinks that
he saved my life—"

“He did, you fat foozler!” said
Johony Ball.

“0h, rot I T expect I should have got
ashore all right [ said Bunter. #I
know I kept on asking him to gotb
ashore, and he didn't—making cut that
the wind wouldn't let him, or some-
thing., I was fearfully hungry—starved,
in fact—end go was Bessie. 1 can tell
you, I was jolly ncarI& perishing by the
time I got back to Greyfriars. Silly
ass, if you ask me.”

Harry Wharton & Co. gazed st the
fat Owl.

These, it secemed, wero Bunter's real
senbiments—the penuina article.  But
he had not uttered them in Compten's
hearing. In Compton's heurinig' he had
turned on the “soft sawder”  Why,
was 8 mystery.

. B8till, he thinks he saved my life—
silly ass I;’Hwent Icm the fat Owl. .1
say, you follows, let's go by hin again™

}:Wha.t on earth farg'.l'?" ¥ e

“(Give him some more,” explained
Bunter. * ¥ou fellows join in, see*™

“Join in?" gasped Wharton.

l "'E:hat'a the idea, old chap! Pull his
eg |
“ Pip-pip-pull his leg "

“Iaven't you any sense?” asked
Bunter impatiently. “¥You fellows are
stony, snd going to tea in Hall-—and
I've been disappointed about a postal
order, We're 1n the same boat, See?
That chap Compton 12 volling in it."

“Wha-a-at!" gasped Beb.

The meaning of Billy Bunter's
remarkable antics began to dawn on
the Famous Five at last.

“He's jolly well off,” explained
Bunter. *I know all about it. You
fellows remember that steam-yacht, tho
Firefy, that came into Peopp—tlie day
Compton  landed there’ Well, that
belongs to his uncle., Pretiy expensiveo
outfit, what? Look at his clothes, ton

“His kik-kik-clothes !” stuttcred Doh.,

“Yes—he dressea as well as Hilton !
And he's got a motor-bike, like Coker.
Stink-bikes cost money ! I dare sav vou
fellows haven't noticed thal Compton is
jolly well off,” said Bunter sarcastically.
“¥ou fellows never notice anything.
Precious litile that I don't sce, I can
tell you.”

“You fat, foozling, frumptious fat-
head—" began Bob.

“ Oh, really, Cherry! T'm letting youn
follows into this ! said Bunier warmly.
It was my life he saved, not yours—at
least, he fancies he did! But I'll let
you fellows into it, as you're hard up—
if Fou back me up, of course. Now,
let's pass him agein, and let him hear

o F

u

“0h erikey !

“I'll put it on thick, about his pluck
and all that, and you fellows join in—
gsort of chorys, see?” explained Bunter.
“It will buck him no end! You
know how any fellow likes praise,
especially nbout his pluck—and grati-
tude nlways goes down! It's rather
rare, you know—in fact, there really
isn't any——"

“0Oh ™

#That's what makes people like it ao
much—they never get 117 Bunter
further elucidated. “Well, I dou't
mind turning it on. We're all up
ngainst it, and this means tea in 2 Fifth
Form study, 1f we work it nll right.
e T

“(Great pip!” gasped Bob. o

The Famous Five gazed at William
George Bunter, as if his fat visage




}a!.r;hmtcd thein.  They understood at
ask,

“When we've buttered him up to the

chin,™ continned Bunter, ‘“he will bae
Lead;.r to feed from our hand., I know
human nature, I can tell you. Then,

when he goes in to tea, we drop into his
BE el y——?’
“Do wai" gasped Wharton.

“¥Yes, old cha 1 shall go and tell
bimn how grateful I am to him for

EVERY SATURDAY

did not think that Comnton was one of
thom, howover.

But Billy Buntor had no  doubis.
Bunter was evidently greatly taken with
this great idea.

“AMind, it's not enly one teal” hl}
wend on. “Wa may work this again
and again—at least, until something
elso turus up, see? All you've got to
do, i3 to Jay it on thick. The thicker
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H"];mu fat sweep 1" gasped Juobury
il.

“{h, Hia]hﬁ you fellows! I tell ron
I saw the chap giving an order in the
tuckshop for tea—lots and lots1 Nom,
look herel Don't be silly idiots—ihia
is a good thing! Let's walk past hin,
and my—yaruuuumnp,!’

Billy Bunter roared as five pairs of
hands suddenh ma&md by, nnd sat
him down in the qua

Bump !

“Yooo-hooop 1" roaredd DBuntor,
“\Wharrer ,you up to, you beasis? Youw-
ow-woop 1"

Harry Wharton & Co. walked away -
to tea 1n Hall.

saving my life—he, he, hal—and I'll tha better, veally—like butter on toast,
take you fellows as pals. Can he do YOU lr.nuw.w He, he, hel Are you
toss than ask us to fea?™ fellows on?

Bunter grinued comnlacently. The ,:""'"-13'"!’ casped Whavlon, “Not
Famous Five gasped. quite !

No doubt there wers fellows who  “The onfulness i3 not  terrifiel”

wero amenable to such treatment. They chuckled Hurree Jamset Ilam Singh.

Compton’s stidy in the
(Continueild on next pge.)
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Fifth was, mno doubt, s land flowing
with milk and honey; but—for sotie
reason that Bunter could not under-
stand—the Famous Five were not “on.”

“Ow] Beasts!” ‘gasped DBunter.
“T11 jolly well leave you out now!
Beasts! Rotters!  Yaht Owl Oh
crikey !

Billy Bunter sat and spluttered. It
was some minutes before he recovered
sufficiont breath to earry on with the
big idea.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Laylng It on Thick !

1] MITHY, old chap!” ] )

g Herbert  Vernon-B8mith  did

net trouble to answer.

He was leaning on one of
the old elms, his hands 1in his pockets,
hiz eyes fixed on Compton of the Fifth,
with & rathor curipus éexpression in
them.

Binco that afterncon on the Court-
field road, the Bounder had oot spoken
to Harry Wharton on the subject of
Compton. He had, in fact, hardly
spoken to him st all, for since the
“wporap ™ they had been on worse terms
thén ever.

Harry Wharton had almost forgotten
the Bounder's strange surmises on the
subject of Captain Compton's nophew
by that time. But Bmithy had not [or-
Eggam' Tho fact that Compton had

me & Greyviriars fellow would have
convinced Wharton that he was above
suspicion, had Wharton suspected him
at all. But it was very far from con-
vinetng Bmithy. It had, in fact, rother
confirmed his stirmise than otherwise,

He remembered very clearly Comp-
ton’s leeen interest in learning of the
secret passage from the sea-cave to the
school. And although that midnight
visit to the ¢cave had been interrupted,
he had not the slightest doubt that the
captain of the Firefly and his nephew
had visited and explored the place
since. And no mpton was at
Greyiriars! That ecircumstance gave!
Hetbert Varnon-8mith food for rather
de!?]p thought.

a liked Compton, e nearly every
fellow in the school did. He did not
care two straws if secret smuggling was
the source of the wealth that the new
fallow evidently possessed. Believing
that the fellow had a seeret to keep, he
had gone te the length of scrapping
with the naﬁtmu of the Remove, 1o
help him to keep it.

Ife had not the slightest doubt that
that mysterious packet had been tho
ona than Valentine Compton had left
on the beach—nor the slightest doubt
that it contained smupgled goods of
some kind, since the Comptous, uncle
and nephew, had disclaimed ownership,
or any knowledge of it. Whether
Smithy was right or wrong, he had no
doubts on the subject.

part from his liking for a fallow

Apart f his liking f fall
whose ¥Iuck bo admired, & certain
strain of lawlessness in his own nature
put him in sympathy with a Fellow who
pursued s risky business. But he was
not feeling quite satisfied in his mind,
since Valentine Compton had become
Compton of the Greyiriars Fifth.

Qutside Greyiriars, it was_all very
well.  But 3mithy was B Greyfriars
man, and he did not like the idea of the
8¢ being used as m screen for such
entarprises. And that, he was assured,
was why Captain Compton had placed
his nephew at Greyiriars School. And
the more Bmithy thought of it, the less
Tue Magyer Lismazy.—No. 1,501,
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Compton, passing him with Blundell,
avae him a friendly nod. As a Fifth
orm sentor, ho had little to do with
the juniors: but he remenibered that
Vernon-8mith had given him a lift in
his boat into the sea-cave, and shown
him the secret passage, and that, having
established 8 sort of acquaintance,
Compton acknowledged the same,

The Bounder's eyes were fixed on him
curiously, when Billy Bunter rolled up.
Smithy, deep in his own thoughts, did
not heed the fat Owl. DBut Bunter was
not to be pessed unheeded.

“I pay, Bmithy, that's Compton ™
said the fat Owl, loud enough for the
new senior to hear. %1 gay, do you
know what he did the other dayt"

Vernon-Smith started violently., IHe
Lnew, or believed that he knew, what
Comptoen had done—smuggled goods
ashore from his uncle's yacht. That
was in his mind st the moment, and,
for a moment, he supposed that Billy
Bunter was alluding to what he was
thinking of. .

“What do you mean?” he exclaimed.
“What the thump do you know about
the chap, you fat, spying worm?”

“Ehi” Bunter blinked at Bmithy’s
startled face in surprise. * I mean !

“What do you mean?" snapped the
Bounder. “What have you been pry-
ingg into now 1 ;

“Oh, really, Smithy—I was going to
tell you about Compteon saving my life

the other day——"
roared the Bounder.

“"You silly ass!”
“ Beast I” .
Compton had passed on out of hearing,

so Snithy was of no further use for

Bunter’'s peculiar purpose. :
Leaving the Bounder scowling with

annoyance, Bunter rolled on.

“Toddy—I say, Toddy!” squeaked
Bunter.

Peter Todd and Tom Dutton were
comin
and Blundell.
for Bunter.

“Toddy. old man, did I tell you about
Compton saving my life ¥ squeaked the
Owl of the Beomove. “'That chap
Compton—"

“You told me he fancied he did, and
that he was a silly fathead I'" answored
Peoter. i .

“Bhut up, you silly idict!” gasped
Punter, 1n zlarm.

This was nob wanked
Compton to hear.

Compton undoutdedly heard. Hoe
laughed as he strolled on with Blundell.

Billy Bunter gave Toddy o devasta-
ting blink through his big agcctaclea.

“You silly ass!” he gasped.

"What's tha troublae " asked Peter.

This was another chance

what ho

“Fathead! Assl Idiot|”
Bunter rolled on, leaving TPeter
gtaring.

The two IMifth Form men strolled on,
talking Boceer. After them rolled the
fat Owl, looking for ancther chance.

They passed Lord AMauoleverer, who
was walking at his usual leisurely pace.

Bunter cut on and overtook Mauly.

“1 say, Bauly, old chap, hold oni*

asped Bunter. “1T say, see that chap—

that new chap—lis name’s Comp-
tun_____?.l

i YH-E-H--H : .

“He saved my life ! said Bunter.

“"Yaas

“Plunged into the roaring sea, and
swam miles and miles and miles, to

resciue me when I went adrift the other
day !"” said Bunter impressively.
“Yaas”
“1 sny, Mauly it was fearfully
plucky ! T'm awfully greteful to Comp.
ton for saving my life, Mauly.”

along, about to pass Complon }

“Are vou " asked Mauly in astonish.

ment.
“Think how P]uck;r it was[" said
Bunter. “DMy 1dea 1s that the chap

ought to have s medal or something,
Mauly. 1 jolly well think—"

Dunter did not finish that sentence.
Compton had passed out of hearing,

Leaving Mauly astonished, Bunter

Compton and Blundell were going to
the House. By the stepa stood Skinner
and Snoop and Stott, of the Remove.

Billy Bunter joined them.

I say, Skinner, sce that chap Comp-
tonn 1" he asked.

“I am not blind I assured Skinner.

"He saved my life the other day!”
said Bunter.

“ Rotten 1 said Skinper.

“ Eh

“Might have found something better
to do " said Skinner.

"{-:Wh}r, vou beast—="

ompion grinned, as he passed, poi
into the House with the captain ﬂgéntlﬁg
Fifth,

Billy Bunter glared at the humorous
Skinner, and followed him in.

Coker of the Fifth was at the door-
way. He gave the new senior a grim
look in passing. That cheeky swab had
not been, after all, whopped; and
Coker, with lingering twinges in his
nose and chin, was mot thinking, at
present, of getting on with the whop-
ping. He was still wrathy; but he had
decided, on thea whole, to tread . the
fellow with distant disdain; which
really was all that Coker could do, in
the gircumstances.

say, Coker!™ a?uﬂaked Bunter,
Coker was the only fellow at hand—
and the fat Owl was thinking, of course,
of his own affairs, not Coker's. I
eay, Coker, see that chap Compton? I
BB, -:%::: you know what & splendid chap
e 151"
“What " grunted Coker, glaring.
“He saved my lifel” said Bunter.
“8wam out after a boat, you know, in
the raging sea—miles and miles and
milez!  Bplendid chap, isn't hef
Wonderful pluck, you know! Tinest
chap at Greyfriars—don’t you think so,
Cokert”

Coker did not state what he thought
on that subject. ¥le extended a large
hand, and took & fat car between a
finger and thuwmb.

“Yoooop I roared Bunter, as Horaca
Coker twisted that fabt ear. “Owi

LEF.-fO my ear, you beast! Wow ¥
“Take that!” said Coker, twisting
QEgaIn.

“¥Yaroooh I

“And that!"” said Coker, with another
twist.

“Yow-ow-ow [

Y Now shut up and clear off, before 1
kiek you 1V

aw I'"

Billy Bunler cleared ofl belore Cuker

kicked him.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Nothing Dolng !

ILLY BUNTER rolled up the
B Fifth Torm passege, &nd
stopped at Compton’s study.

Compton had gone in to toa—

and Billy Bunter, having scen the order

given ‘in the tuckshop, was aware that

it was going to be a good tea—quite a
spread.

It was worth a little soft sawder, in
Buntér's opiition, to get a8 whaek in
that spread. It was, indeed, worth a
lot. Bunter hid not been sparing with

thio scft sawder; he had laid it an



Coker extended a large hand and fook a fat ear between a finger and thumb.

that fat ear. ** 0w !

thick—iu  fact, perhaps o little too
thick. Still, as it was Bunter’s opinion
that it counldn’t Eossibly be laid on too
thick, that was all right.

Huo blinked hopefully inte the studsy,

Compton was alona thers, Blundell
had gone along ihe passage to call
Bland to tea.

Bunter rolled in

Compton  was  standing by the
window, looking out into the quad. He
glanced nround at the fat junior.
Bunter's first glance was turned on the
study iable. The spread was ready—

and, a3 he had anticipated, it was a
handsome  spread. Billy  DBunter
bearned at it. i
E_" Well 7" said Compton, staring at
11T

“Oh! I—=1 say, Compton, I came

hera to—to thank you " gasped Bunter.
“I say, I never properly thanked you
for saving my life! .

“The speech may be taken as read!”
said Complon,

“But, really, vou know, it was zp
awfully plucky I' said Bunter, blinking
at the now senior.  “T've heen telling
all the fellows how wonderfully plucky
you were, Compton !

“¥You young ass "

Ll ]"':'I-I?i‘l

“Cut ™ said Compton.

v But I—I--1 say, U'mn awfully grate-
ful, vou know ! said Bunter. % I—T
feel that I ought to tell you how grate-
ful ¥ am, Compton! Sueh wonderful
pluck——

“Chnelz 1t 1"

*Buch marvellona courspe——->=

“That will do”

“But I say—>"

" Bhut the door after you!™

Compten turned back to the window,

Billy Buntor blinked at the back of
his head. e did not seem to be zet
ting on as well as he had cxpeeted.

“I—=1I =%, Complon——>

Leggo my ear, you beast !
“ And that ! * said Coker, with another twist,
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p———

Wow I ™

“Don’t bother ! said Coinpton, over
his shoulder,

“But I—I say, old chap, I feel bound
to tell vou how grateful I am, and how
I admire your wonderful pluck?!” said
Bupter. I said to Wharton: ° That
chap Compton is tho pluckicst chap at
Cireyiviars, and chance it ¥y very
words! I said to Cherry——"

“Get out!”

“1 said to Cherry: ‘Look at that
chap Compton! That's the chap who
swam milcs and miles in a stormy sea
to shave my wife—]I mean, to save my
lifal 1 said to Nugent——>="=

Compton  turned round from the
window, He fixed hiz eyes on the
happy Owl, with an expression which
dit{’ not indicata that he liked fAattery,
28 Bunter had expressed it, in “chunks
like pineapple

“ You silly young ass 1 said Compton.
“What are you trying to gammon me
for? What aro you driving at ¥

“Oh, really, Compton! Don’t you
think I'm trying to stuff vou!” said
Bunter anxiously. “Nothing of the
kind! I'm awiully hungry—I mean,
awiully grateful~—  Blessed if I =eo
anything to cackle at, Compton! I
hope you don't think I came here to
tea! I mever even noticed that it was
tea-time! I said to Inky—>"

“Ha, ha, hat"” roarcd Compton.

“1 said to Inky: ‘That chap Comp-
ton ought to have a medal—V.C, or
something hike that?” I—I say, Comp-
ton, ¢-c-can I it down? [—=I'd like to
tell Blundeil about your saving my life,
wient be comes in. I want to tell him
about your wonderful pluck, old chap”

Billy Bunter drew a chair to the tablo
and zas down, Compton came round
tha table from the window.

Bonter  eyeid  him  rather  uneasily
through his big snectacles.  With all his
faith in the ellicacy of Aattery and

** Yoooop ! * roared Bunier, as Horace twisted
*‘ Take that ! ** said Coker, twisting again. * Yaroooh !*
*“ Now shut up, and clear off before I klek you 1 "

soft sawder, he was beginnivg to fecl
doubts,

His doubts were jostified. Compton
grasped the chair by the back and
tilted it. DBunter rolled.

Bump !

“Ow 1" roared Bunter, as he zat on
the carpet, with a concussion that mada
tha furniture rock. “Waw! Oh! Owl
Beast 1¥

Compton drew back his foot.

“Cot 1 he said.

Bunter gave him onc blink—and cut.
He was out of the doorway almost in &
bound.

The new Fifth Former laughed und
walked back to the wirdow.

Billy Bunter, in the passoge, glared
at him with a glare that almost cracked
his spectacles.

Billy Bunter was not aquick en tho
uptake. DBut even the fat and fatuous
Owl could see that the new fellow in
the Fifth had no use for soft sawder.
It was clear that flattery, even in
chunks like pineapple, would not buy
him anything, so to speak. Jt had been
a sheer wasie.

“Deast 1" hooted Bunter. “¥ab!
Rotter! Beast!”

It was rather uwnfortunate for Bunter
that Blundell and Bland arvived at the
study at that moment,

The captain of the Fifth slared at
Dunter. He could ecarcely belicva his
eyes, and his ears, at the sight of a

move Jumor hooting defiance in ag
the door of a TFifth Form study—his
study |
“I?Ir,-re-, what the dooce!” cjaculatoed
Blundell, “ You cheeky little tick—"
He lot out a foot.

Thul !

“Yaroooh ™ roarced Bunter.

IIe holted.

Bland of the Fifth, grinning, let out
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E.f]“""t a3 he fled, and accclerated his
izht.

unter, yelling, did the Fifth Form
passage at about 60 m.p.h.

It was & disconsolate and dismal Owl
that arrived in Heail for tea. Dwoor-
steps  and  dishweter, as the junjors
ealled the school tea, were Bunter's
lot—after sll his happy anticipations.

Bunter was not feeling in his bonniest
imnod when he rolled out of Hall after
Lk,

When he sighted Compton of the
[Fifth again, in the quad, his little
round eves gleamed through his big,

round spectacles at the pew Fifth
Former.
“"Halle. hallo, hallo!™ Bob Cherry

clapped the fat Owl on a fat shoulder.
e Drdhvpuu tea with that new man in
the Fifth, old fat bean?”

“LCateh me teaing with the swab!”
snorted Bunter. *I'm rather particular
whom I tep with(”

“*Ha, he, hat”

The Famous Five chortled. They had
not expected Billy Bunter to get away
with his astute scheme for bagging a
spread in the Fifth. Evidently they
had been right.

“I say, vou fellows!"™ Billy Bunter
spoke loudly to catch Compton's ear.
“1 say, sce that chap Compton!™

The chuwms of the Remove stared at
lim. They fancied, for a moment,
that Bunter was beginning sgain, on
the “soft sawder ™ tack! If’rut. the Owl
of the Remove was done with soft
sawder, so far as Compion of the [Mifth
was coucernod.

“See that silly
Bunter.

£d Eh?u

T What '

“That silly 1diot makes out that he
saved my life!" jeered Dunter,

“VWha-a-81 %" gasped the five juniors
togethor,

“Qf course, he never did anvthing of
the sort! He can't ewim for toffee, and
he's got no more pluck than a bunny
rabbit, and I can jolly well say—
vow-ow-ow-ow | Wow ! 54y, ¥Ou
fellows—yaroooocop |

Why the Famous Five all kicked him

swab " eoptinued

THE MAGNET

together, Bunter did not know. But he
Enew that they did!

Tive feet landed on William Georgo
Punter in such swilt succession that
they seemed to land almost all at once!

illy Bunter roared, Ilarry Wharton
& Co. walked on, and lefi him to roar.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAFPTER.
A Chance for Coker !

o OKER  looks bucked!” re-
marked Bob Cherry.
Coker did !

After dinner on Wednes-
day, Horace James Coker, of the Fiith
Form, surveyed the universe with a
geniol eye.

Plenty of {fellows noticed 1t It
leaped to the eye in fact. IHarry
Wharton & Co. noticed it, and won-
dered what had happened to make
{loker of the Fifth look so merry and
bright.

That Coker was in an uncommonly
genial mood was demonstraeted, not
ouly by his looks, but by the fact that
he bestowed a kind nod on the Famous
Five az he cama on them in the quad.

Generally, Lower Fourth fellows were
miles, if not leagues, beneath Coker's

noetice.  Buch  inconsiderable microbes
Coker i:mssed by like the idle wind
which he regarded not. Now Coker

bestowed a kind, if lofty and patronis-
i”F nod, on the heroes of the Remove.

"I you kids would like to sco some
decent Scecer this afternoon, roll aleng
and watch the Fifth IF'orm pick-up!”
gald Coker. “Worth watching for
onea !

Which surprised the chums of the
Remove mora than ever.  They had
already deécided fo give the Fifth Form
pick-up & logk-in that afternoon. It
was known that the new man, Compton,
e Elﬂ.ymg in one of the sides, and
that Blundell, the captain of the Fifth,
was very keen to see how he shaped.

At games practice, the previous dow,
the new man had shown up rn‘:mﬂ.rkuhfy
well, and the Fifth Form skipper was
in hopes of finding in him & good for-
ward for the FForm eleven.

Taking a friendly interest in Compton

oy
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of the Fifth;, the Famous Tive intended
te watch thie pick-up, and see bow ho
turncd out at Soccer, having no doubt
that he would be worth watching,

But they did not expect to hear that

from ker!
. Uoker's feclings towards the new man
in his Form were well known. He made
no secret of the fact that ha regarded
Compton as a swab and o cheeky tick.

“0h! Think so, Coker?!” asked
Wharton in surprise.

“I don't think—I know ! answered
Coker., “You fags come slong! Jolly
good thing for you to sea some frst
class Boccer! Nothing like watching a
really good man ab the gamo to 1m-
prove your own play, see?

“0h, we're coming!™ sald Dob.

“That’s right !* said Coler.
“Blundell’s had sense enough, for
once, to Eut- in a really good man!
He doesn’t often, as I dare say you

You th k he's bagged d

“¥ou thin o's bagged o goo
man?” asked Harry, more and move
surprised.

“I know he has!” said Coker. *I
faney I know something sbout Soccer,
and a man's form at the game!
haven't mnuch to learn about SBcceer, I
fancy.”

“What & fertile faney ™
Bob Cherry,

“Don’t be cheeky, Cherry!®
frowned for a moment. But geniality
returned at once. It was clear that
Coker was greatly bucked, “You see,
thiz may make a lot of difference,” hLe
condesgended to ¢xplain to the juniars,
*Now Blundell's piving a real[ty good
man & chanee, he mav have scnse
conugh to pick him for the Form
eleven. That mey mean beating the
Sixth in the next Form match with
Wingate's crew! Blundell’s Leen on
that, of courze, though so far he hasn't
had brains enough to know how fo sel
about it.” :

_“0Oh, Blundell will spot him all right,
if he's & good man!” eaid Harry.

“1 hope he will '™ said Coker. * He's
o bit of 4 fool--still, I certainly hope
s0. You kids come slong to Dig Side,
and if you want to seo Boccer played as
it ehould Le plaved, keep your eyes on
the inside-right.”

“Inside-right!” repeated Harry., “I

frying

murmured
Cloker

heard that Blundell was
Compton st ecentre-forward1”

Coker stared.

“Eh? Whe's talking about Comp-
ton*" he snapped.

“Eh? Weren't vou't

“You silly young ass!” roared Colier.

“But you werp saying—"

“You cheeky little idict! Don't talk
about Compton to mel! That swah
can’t play footer! I ho barges in my
way, I'll jolly well lay him out, I know
that [

The Famous Five blinked at Colker.
Clearly there was a misunderstanding
somewhere. _

“But who's at inzide-right, then?* ex-
claimed Bob Cherry.

“Mea, vou yvoung ass!™

“Oh erikey! Ha, ha, ha!”

The FFamous Five roared.

They understood now.

Coker had not been talking about
Compton! He had been talking about
himself ! Reallv, they felt that they
might have guessed that one! Coker
generally was talking about himself!

Yt was seldom that Coker of the Fifth
had a chanee to display his wonderfnl
powera as a footballer, even in & pick-
up. Only Colier knew what a tremen-
dous footballer he was., Other fellows
looked oo hun as o barging, blundering
ass, and his performances on the foot-
ball field as rﬁembli% those of an
cseaped rhinoceros. very  now  and



thenn, when Blundell was short of a
man, he would reward Coker’s keen-
ness, by giving him a chance, Thaly;
apparently, had happened this after-
nooti, {Ienm - Coker’'s  unwonted
geniality, and his “bucked * condition.

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the Remgvites,

They could not alfg it. The idea of
cxpending a hali-heliday in watching
Coker play what he was pleased to call
football, watching him getting in every-
body's weay, and falling over his own

fect, and picking up tips therefrom to
immprove their own play, was too much
for them, They roared.

Coker glared at them.

Coker could see nothing to laugh at.
Harry Wharton & Co. could. They
could sce Coker,

But Coker, though he could sce ne
cause for merriment, could sce that that
merriment was disrespectful to himself.
He glarcd—and then he grabbed.

He grabbed Harry Wharton with one
hand and Bob Cherry with the other.
He was going to bang their heads
together, which was the very least they
deserved for their cheek.

_ But as Coker grabbed the juniors, the
juniora grabbed Coker.

Horaco did not seem to cxpect that.
Things often happened which Horace
Coker did not expeet to happen.

Bob Cherry hooked Coker's leg, Harry
Wharton shoved, and Horece found
himself suddenly E:Il'-‘hn?; in the quad,

o

without quite knowing how he had got
thore.

- 'D::-u::rugh " gasped Coker, “I'll—
oooagh |’

Btaying only to knock Coker's hat off,
the chums of the Remove departed,
They were gone by the time the dizzy
and breathless Horace resumed the per-
pendicular.

Coker glared round in wrath, but the
wrath foded from his rugged brow as
Poiter of the Fifth shouted from the
door of the changing-room:

“Como om, Coker ! Aren't you getting
changed "

*Oh, all right 1"

Coker went in and g;ot changed. Iis
genial equanimity had returned by the
time he issued forth with the Fifth Form
men in foothall array., IFor this day waa
a preat day—it was Horace's chance of
letting all Greyfriars see what a foot-
haller he was, and he was going to make
the most of it. He could afford to dis-
regarid and forget cheeky Removites.
Chances did not often come Cokeor’s way,
and this—Coker hoped, at least—meant
laying the foundation of a Soccer career,

Cokeor walked down to the foothall
ground as if hoe were walking on mir,

— = ——

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Something Like Soccer !

i ATCH Coker ™
W “Ha, ha, lha!®
“Why don't the la_;.r
o out ' ashed Bobh C
plaintively,

Hlarry Wharton & Ceo. were there to
watch Clompton. The Bounder had come
along for the same reason, and so had
some other fellows, Mora and more
fellows camoe along as the game pro-
gressed, and the news spread that that
new man, Compton, was utt”:ig np @
preat game, Blundell & Co, ha :I-'H.f.]ilﬂr
ann unusual audience for & pick-up.
Even Wingate of the Sixth, captain of
the school, was seen towering over the
juniors, with his eves on the new Fifth
"ormer. For tho Greviriars captain to
ha intercsted in his pame was an im-
menze diztinction for a fellow who had
only come to the sehool that waeelk, Apd

him
herry
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the fact that Wingate thought him
worth watehing brounght a whole mob
along.

That Valentine Compton was & great
man at the game was clear to the eyes
of all who knew anything about Soceer.
Nevertheless, well worth u‘&tﬂhin% a3 he
was, many eyes woere on Coker. Fellows
could mob he p looking ‘at Coker’s font-
bhall. They conld not help wondering
how he did it, why he did it, and how
and wi‘]iy tha other men did not lay him
out and have dona with him. His own
side, especially, wers, in the genecral
opinion, entitled to f:t:,.f him out " and
have done with him! :

Blundell plaved centre-half, He had
Compion n tront of him at centre-
forward, and on Compton’s right was
Horace Coker. That he wase a first-
inside-right, Coker had ne doubt; but
probably he thought he was cqua'llg

ood at outside-right, for ha barge

vecne, who Alled the position, un-
ceremoniously out of his wey, and did
Greene's work for him.

Likewise did Coker think that it was

up to him to take some of the work

the centre-forward’s hands. Compton
found tiat he had to keep a very wary
eyo on the man on hia right. 'That man

was liable te hurtle into him at any
moment and pet the ball off him—of
which Coker would then make a
generous present to the other side,

Before ten minutes. had elapsed
Blundeall could have kicked himselt for
having given Coker that chance, even in
a mers pick-up game, Still more
earnestly did he desire to kick Coker.

So far from reciprocating thesa bitter
feelings, however, Coker, in his large;
generous way, dropped back occasion-
ally among the halves, and relieved
Blundell ot his job, as well as the othep
halves at times, It zecmed that Horace
regarded Soccor rather as a one-man
game, and himszelf a3 the one man.

Tho faect was that Coker had absolute
confidence in himself, and was far from
feeling the same confidence in tho rest.
It was not veally selfish play: it was
large-hearted and generous. Tlhere was
no doubt that Coker did a lot of
S FRTILOnS "p‘n"l:.'l-l'k.

The ether side in the pick-up was cap-
tained Dby Fitegerald of the Fifth.
Blundell had thought of letting Tita
have Coker, but Fitz had declined the
gift without thanks; in fact, Itz de-
clared that if Blundell wanted ta play a
hippepeotamus, he could play the hippo-
potamus himself, and be blowed to him.
As Coker ‘was in Blundell’s side, Fits
rather hoped to wind up that pick-up
with & wido victorious margin, Coker
did little damapo to the enemy, but Lo
Lhis own side he was a really deadly feoe,

Gwynne of the Sixth was refares,
Gwynne ﬁrinnad considerably at Coker's
antics. DBut he ceased to grin when he
got one of Uoker's barges.  Anvbod
near Colker was liable to bo barged, an
& barge with Horace's beef and weight
belund it was no grinuing matier,

“Gﬂﬂ.l lll‘

“Good old Compton ™

“That man can play Soccer,” re-
niarked the Bounder. “Jolly good
goal 1

“(Coker jolly nearly stopped him 1™
prinned Nugent.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

With Coker barging aboot like 2 wild
elephant at his right hand, Complon had
searad rather under diffienltios, It was,
as Smithy remarked, 2 good gonl—a
fact that was apparent to everyone but
Coker,

Coker was dissattehied, ITe tapped
{ompton on ihe shonlder as they went
hack to the centre of the fiekl,

“That won't Jda!” zaw] Cnker sternly,
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“Eh=—what "
him,

“This 18 Soccer,” explained Coker.
“1 don’t know whera you've played, or
whether you've ever played heﬁ:rﬂ at all,
but we play Soccer here. Flukes like
that are no good. ¥You should have left
that to me. ¥You practically tock the
ball awey from me. It won't do—see?™

“Fathead ! said Compton politely.

 Shut up, Coker, for goodness’ sake!”
hiszsed Greene.

“Dan’t jaw, Greene. I'm talking to
this cheeky swab. Don't get in my light
again, Compton. If you do I‘I{ jotly
soon shove you out of 1t1”

“Shut up, Coker " roared Blundell.

Coker looked round.

“Did vou tall me
Blundell ¥ he asked,

“Yes, I jolly well did 1*

“ Well, don't do it again!” said Coker,
“I don't like it. I suppose you'ro a
captain-—of sorts. 'Well, then, tell this
silly swab not to keep on getting in the
way of & better man.”

lundell gave him a look that the
fabled basihisk might have envied,

“You blithering ow},” ho said, “I was
an ass to play youl Small game
with tha Sceond 12 your game—only
you're no good for it., o you want me
ta send you off the Geld i

“I'd like to see you do it Bawled
Coker.

Probably Coker wonld hava =eon
Blundell do it, but the whistle went, and
the T,m-a re-started after the goal.

Coker, snorting with indignation,
fairly threw himself into the pame. Ho
far no goals had como Coker's way,
thoughh he had no donbt that with
proper backing he would have landed
two or three by that time. DBut what
was even a first-elass player to do when
fellows would never let him have tho
Lall if they could help it, and kept on

ctting in his way, and he kept on
alling over them?

Now, however, Coker meant business.
It was nearly tho end of the first half,
and that half was not going to finish
without Greyfriars School zoaing what
Coker could do at SBoccer. Wingate him-
self was watehing, and if he caught the
captain’s ayve there was a chanco for the
first cleven. That swab Compion—a
cheeky new tick, who really ourht not
to havo been ;‘]Irﬂ‘j.‘in at all—was not
%ﬂiqg to spoil Ceoker's chances—not if

oker knew it !

“0Oh, good man ! roared Bob Cherry.

Greene had the ball on the wing., Ha
parted with it te Coker, who shounld
have taken the pass and contred ta
Compton, lnstead of which, Coker con-
trived somehow to tangle his long legs,
and he sat down on the foothall field
instead of taking the pass. Compton,
however, intercepted i, and went on
with it, leaving Coker sitting,

Coker leaped up like a jack-in-the-
box. He ¢harged fiercely after Compton.
His indignation was past words,

hwat new tick had robbed him of the
hall again, and was, of courze, going to
foozle it. As a matter of fact, it was
an almost ecrtain goal; but as Compton
kicked for goal, Coker hurtled into him
like & runaway lorry, and the new fellow
went over headlong. Coker had (he
ball.

Ho had it for a millionth part of a
second 3 then ona of Fitz's halves relieved
him of it, and sent it away to midfield.

Coker ¢id not even sce what hinppened
to it. e stood and blinked.

Compton sat up dizzily.

“Ow!? he gasped. “Yun mml pes?
Womw 1

“Oh, my hal?™ gasped Bob Cherrs.
* Coal
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Compton looked at

to  shut

up,
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Fitz had put it into Blundell's goal.

Hiiton and:- Greene ran to Compton
and helped him up. He stood gnsp:ﬁ+

Blundell rushed up to Coker. He
stood jabbering at him=—almost gibber-
ing—breathless, and almost epecchless

with fury. .
“That silly Iﬂfﬂl—" eaid Coker,
ointking to Compton.
y "Gﬂtgﬂff the field I” shrieked Blandell,
“Wha-a-t?"
“Qot offt Get out! Hook it] Clear
away! Go! Bunk! Got out of eight |
“You aillqr idiot—"" snid Coker.
“(et off 1”7 raved Blundell. <
“Shan't I ;?E?“Ed Coker. Catch
me getting off |
Blllﬂdq]Fiqamed. .,
“Will you elear off 2" he gurgled.
“Np," said Coker, “I won't1”
“Ciet off, Coker!” roared Gwynne.
“Tlan't be a fool, Gwynne "
Coker, in that pick-up, had hoped for
a chance of showing fellows what he
could do at Soccer. Flo had shown
them. Everybody round the field was
rocking with laughter.  Bui Blundell
was not laughing ; he wos foaming with

1d .

EEI{icﬂ: him off ¥ he gasped.

“Here, look out!” roared Coker,
“ What the dickens— Here, stoppit!
(irecne, you ass—- Potter, you fool—
Blundell, yon dummy——  DBland, you
cwab—— Hilton, you idiot—— Yow-ow |
Yarodoch I Oh, my hat !’

“Ha, he, ha!” roared tho spectators.

What was left of Horace Coker was
deposited, wriggling and gurgling, on
the hard, unsympathetic earth,

The game was resumed without Coker,
Tt was two or thrce minutes before
Colker was able to =it up and fake
notice ! soveral minutes more before ho
stagmered to his feet. Then Coker tot-
iefeg awav: he went, gasping and
gurgling, back to the House.

e

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Detp Down |

1] LD ass :
Mr. Proat was the object
of Colter’s diarespectiul
romark. .

Coker of the Filth, having changed
after his exploits on the football field,
had retired to his study—Ilike Achilles
to his tent—and feeling even more sore
and savage and eulky than Achilles of
old. ]

Standing at his study window, Coker
locked on CGireyiriars and the distant
football ficld—and the world generally—
with a jaundiced eye. _

It was only a pick-up that was being
played—merely practice  Buot it was
drawing a erowd such ns was accustomed
io gather to witness first eleven maatches,
Coker had a view of the ficld, and he
«aw the erowd gathering and thickening
as the second half began,

Wingate had been joined by other
great men of the Sixth. Hobson of the
@Ghell had arrived with & swarm of Shell
fellows: Temple, Dabney & Co, of the
Fourth had turned up;: an army of fags

Christmas Abead !

How's the time to begin thinking about
Christmas presents, boys! 1T you start right
away you will have planty of time 1o tall
Father what you want, and if you would like a
few suggoestions you'll fnd them on page 11.
The Meoccane Qutfits and Hornby Electrin and
Clockwork Traina make jolly fine Christmas
presents—just the kind of thing a fellow
nevar gats tired of. You wilt see from the
advertizement that you can get a 72-page
Catatogue frea to help you further with your
cholcs.
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of the Third and Second had swarmed
on the ground. liven Billy Bunter was
thera; even Sammy Bunter, his_ fat
minor in the Becond Form, rolled along
with Dicky Nugent arnd a mob of that
Form. Even Mr. Quelch had walked
down to Big 8ide with Mr. Capper
Now, from his window, Coker beheld
the portly figure of Prout rolling in the
same direction. 3

All this would have been easily com-
prehensible to Coker had Colker becn
still doing his wonders on the football
field. Buch an attraction might reason-
aﬂ.*aI;:*u have drawn all Greyiriars to the
BpO .

But Coker was off the scene; he had
been hustled, bustled, banged, and
booted off the scene, It was that swab
Compton who was drawing the crowd
=g fellow who in Coker's opinion,
couldn’t play Soceer. Coker could hear
his mame :.ﬁlqd from the distance. He
wag, Coker supposed; pulling off some
more flukes, which the silly asses fancied
h:-t_ bhe Soccer. Coker, at least, knew

ter.

Now even plump old Pompous had
uprooted himsell from his study arm-
chair snd rolled forth to behold the
exploita of that new maan in his orm.

Bﬂlmr snorted scorn over Prout's un-
conscious head ns he went. He turned
from the window in disgust.

If all the rest of Grevfriars wanted
to zee that new man at it, Coker, at all
Egents, did not; Coker was fed-up with

im.

Hao tramped out of his study.

Thero was absolutely nobedy about—
nobody in the Housc—nobody in the

uad. Coker did not like solitude; but
if ha wanted company, evilently he had
to hedd for the football ground and
wateh Compton. .

Coker grunted angrily. _

Ha walked out into the quad to kill
time, but the uproarious shouting from
the foothall field drove him in again.
Ho was tired of hearing Compton's
name, accompanied by “Goall”  The
fellow must have bagged three or four
—all flukes, of course. Coker, with &
frown on his face, and his hands driven
deen inte his pockets, wandered in o
deserted Housze, :

He came to & stop in the library
corridor. ; :

Properly speaking, Coker of the Iifth
should not have walked down that eor-
ridor at all; nobody outside the ranks
of the Sixth Iorm prefecis was allowed
there without leave. In that corridor
was the sceret panel which led to the
wnderground passage to the smugglers’
cave under the Bhoulder. It was strictly
and severely out of bounds,

But Coker cared not two lheots—or
one, for that., Putting that secret pa-
sage out of bounds for juniors was right
and proper; putting it out of bounds
for Fifth Form men was mere rot.,

Coker came to a stop ond surveyed
the sceret panel. Every fellow at Groy-
frinra was interested in it—even that
new swab Compton, Compton had
heard of it, and Wingate of the Sixth
had taken him along to look at it—
Clolier knew that.

Aftor the discovery made by the
Remove fellows in the sea-cave, Coker,
like most of the Greyiriars fellows, had
intended to explora thoso hidden and
mysterions recesses.  The Hoad's order
placing the cave out of bounds, had
irritated Colier -extremely.  Ile had,
indeed, ]prc-pt:ﬁscd to Potter and Greene
to go. all the same. They had deelibed—
and football matters had pulb it out of
Coker's mind, Now he thought of it
again. e had nothing te do; time
hung heavy on his hands, and he really
was keen to exploro that secret passago.
The Head's order made no difference to

Coker. He respected his beadmaster, of
courae; bubt his viow was, that if Dz,
Locke fancied that Fifth Form men
could be shepherded like fags, Dr.
Locke had another guess f;uu:unf.

“ Blessed if I don’t 1" said Coler.

He went up to his study for a Pash-
amp, descended agsin to the library
corridor—-and did |

Heo knew whers to touch the hidden
sprmf in the carved ocaken scroll on
panel, He pressed it; the panel opened,
and Coker stepped into the sperture 1n
the old stone wall. ;

The spring worked from within, as
well as without, Coker snapped the
panel shut after him. .

He could not. of course, leave it o
to apprise any beak who passed that
way that some fellow had gone out of
bounds. The Head's order, so for as it
applied to seniors, was, of course, rot—
but Coker did not want to explain that
to his headmaster.

He turned his light on the oaken door
at ths end of the passage in the thiek
gtone wall. He remembered having
heard it said that the bolts on that door
were rusty  and grated loudly as the
were moved; but they slipped bac
easily and softly as Coker jerked at
them, and he wondercd whether some
fellow had slipped in apd ciled them,
with a view to opening thet door guietly,
It looked like it

Coker passed through and reached 4he
top of the gpiral stair that wound away
into the darkness in the thickness of an
ancient bultress, i

He flashed light
descended. _

It was, he had heard, & mile to the
sea-cave by the underground  passage.
He had lots of time to go and to return
before calling-over. Potter and Greenc
might misz him; but even that, Coker
reflected bitterly, was not likely—ten to
one they would be hanging round ihat
oew swab Compton.

“Oh ! gasped Coker suddenly, as he
s]iﬂied and nearly fell.
the

hiis down and

e spiral stair was narrow and steep,
old stone steps were damp and
clammy, and in places slippery.

C'oker barely rccovered his balance.

That little incident might have warned
Coker that it was not without reasan
that the Head had placed the =ceret
passage out of bounds, A fall and an
injury in such s place would hove been
an extremely serions matter. It might
have dawned on Coker that his head-
master had o wiser head than his own,
but that was not likely to dawn on
Horace Coker.

He stepped on move carefully, deseond-
tng the spival stair, which seemed almost
endless. Ee was near the bottom, when
suddenly he slipped again.

He threw ont his arms fo save himeelf
and dashed the flash-lamp on the stone
wall ; it was instantly extinguished, fall-
ing from his hand. :

*Oht” gpluttered Coker, as he was
plunged into dense, overwhelming dark-
II0ER.

Ho grabbed after the fallen flach.
limp, banged his head on the stone,
slipped, stumbled, and volled.

gnl-;cr hardly knew what was happen.
ing for the next few moments.  His
sensea, such as they were, were com-

letaly scattered by that fall in  the
Harl-:. There was & crash as he landed
an stone flags at the foot of the stair.
He had reached tlie underground pas-
sagr-—=snddenly !

0w

He sat up dizzily. o mg

There was a severe pain in his right
leg. He realised that he must have
twisted it as he fell.

“Ow " gasped Coker. "Oh blow!
Wow ¥
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He tried io stagger up. His vight leg
promptly let him down, He gave & yelp
of pain.

For long, long mirutes Coker sat, like
the heathen of old, in darkness.

His HRash-lamp was hopelessly lost,
even if it was not damaged, as it
probably was. Without a light, and
with a damaged leg, Coker realised that
he could not carry on. All that re-
mained was fo give up that expedition
craw] up that endless spiral staif, an
get back into the school.

Coker decided on that. But it was
egsier to decide than to do.  As he
groped for the stair, a fearful pang shot
through his leg, and he :.relpeg.

He reached the stair. But at the first
attempt to clamber wp and drag his
helpless leg after him, the pain in that
leg was =0 severe that Coker, tough as he
wasg, nearly fainted.

He desisted.

“Oh, blow 1” groaned Coker.

Horace Coker was not quick on the
uptake. For guite a long time his chief
fecling was gnnoyance, Gradually, how-
ever, it changed to alarm.

Ila could not get back up that endless
stair. Ho knew that. He waa glone in
the dark, deep down below the school,
far—very far—from the possibility of
making his voice heard, if he shouted
with all the strength of his lungs.
Nobody Lknew that he +was there.
Nobody was likely to guess that he was
there. What—what was going to be the
cutcome of this?

“0Oh crumbs ! breathed Colker.

Perhaps it dawned on Coker, at long
last, that the Head had acted wisely in
placing that dangerous quarter sevérely
out of bounds, But if that knowledge
dawned on Coker, it dawned too late to
be of any service to him,

Utterly helpless, Coker lay on the
cold, clammy stone in the dense dark-
ness and groaned.

EVERY SATURDAY

i
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Billy Bunier drew a chair to the table and sat down in front of {he good things. 1 want to tell you about your wonderful
pluck, Compton, old chap—"' he began fatteringly. Compton grasped the chair by the back and filted it forward.

roared Bunter, as he shot off.

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
Prout is Positive !

R. PROUT frowned,
M Harry Wharton grinned.
Prout's frown was the cause
of Wharton's grin,
The captain of the Remove was turn-

ing the corner into the library passage
when Frout spotted him,

It was after tea, Dost of the Grey-
friars fellows were talking about the
Fifth Form game that afterncon and
the exploits of the new man. Compton,
That happy youth had bagged no i?awer
than five goals in the pick-up, and
overybody knew that he was a coming
man in Greyiriara football. PBlundell
had jumped at him, so to speak, for tho
Fifth Form team, and it was no secret
that Wingate had his eye on him for
the firet cleven,

Harry Wharton was as keenly inter-
ested as any other fellow, and he wonld
have been with the ¢rowd in the Rag,
discussing the topic, but for a wvery
simple reason. Wingate wanted a lm-::ﬁ
from the library, and had sent him to
feteh it. i

Remove men did not fag and prided
themselves on the fact; but any Remnova
nan was more than willing to do any-
thing for old Wingate. S0 Harry
Wharton went—and Prout, seeing him
turn into the library corrider, frowned

“ Wharton " boomed Prout.

Yes, airi"
" You are aware, Wharton, that
juniora are not allowed in that corri-
deori™

“Yes, sir,™

“Then where are you going, Whar-
ton 1™

“To fetch a book for a prefect, sir”

“Oh 1" gaid Prout,

Wharton grinned, and turned the
gorner. Ile knew what was in the Fifth

il

il I

“owl”

Iform begak’s mind as well as if Prout
had told him.

The secret panel was in that corridor,
Prout suspected him—inora than sus-
ected him. ‘T'wice had Prout, as he

Jieved, spotted him, and each time
the young rascal had wriggled out of it
Now, Prout had not the slightest doubt,
the young rascal was going out of
bounds again—this time by way of the
sceret passage from the school

Prout, as usual, labioured under the
difficulty of I}EiII% unable to mind his
own business,  But that was not all
Twice he had nailed this young razeal—
twico the ioung vascal’s Form-master
had stood by hum, and he had escaped
his just punishment. Prout's dignity
was at stake now. Quelch had heen
sarcastic—quita unpleasant about it
Prout was going to demonstrate to
Quelch that he, Prout, was right, and
that Quelch was wrong. If, sas Prout
suspected,—or, rather, knew—that young
rascal was going to the secret passage,
Prout was going to nail him, beyond
the shadow of a doubt this time,

If he was, as he stated, going to the
library for s book, Le would be back
with it 1n a few minutes,

Prout waited.

Tha voung rascal did not come back

with the Took. Five—fen  minutes
passed—and Wharlon had nob  come
back |

Prout could hardly doubt now.

Ha rolled into the library corridor.
If Wharton was not in the cerridor, or
in the libravy, where was he? That
question answered itseli—to Prout's
mind, at least |

Prout rolled on—grim! There was
nobady in the corridor. e looked into
the library. Sometimes  the Head's
librarian was there—bnt he was not
there now, Nobody 'was thero !

Crimmor grew Prent !

Tue Macwer LIBRARY.~MNo. 1,501.
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Wharton. it was true, might have
obtained the bool: for which he had been
sent, and walked on, going away by
another route, instead of returning by
the corner where Prout had waited.

He might have—but why should he?
It was aef-angﬂr way to get to the Bixth,
Fﬂmg vound by the Form-rooms; and if
we had feteched & book for o profect, he
I:ad to get baek to the Sixthi

Prout had little doubt—or, rather, no
doubt—that the j“uni:}r, having, as he
faneied, “stuffod ¥ him with that sto
of fetching o book, had gone throug
tive seciet panel, What did it look like?

What would Queleh say to thist

Prout _rolied back down the corridor,
to head for the Remove master’s study |

But he paused. In dealings with a
satcastic man like Quelch, and a wary
voung ruzeal like Wharton, he eould not
Lo too carveful. The possibility, et least,
exisled, that Wharton had gone back
A different way—perhaps even guessing
that Trout had been waiting round the
corner, and finding o disrespectful
smuseinent in pulling his leg |

Prout stopped at the secret panel and
opened ik

Proof positive was obtainable there!

1f the junior had gone ithat way, he
must have unbolted the caken door on
1the seeret stair and left it unbolted
behind him.  Prout had only to look,

Stepping into the aperture in the wall,
Trout struck a match and looked.

Cirimmer grew Prout's brow !

The bolts, as he fully expected, were
unfastened. Someone had passed
ihrough, and was oven cow on the other

sile of that oaken door. If Prout
wanted proof, he had it

THE MAGNET

Cartainly Prout was not likely to puess
that a momber of his own Iorm had
passed through the secret way, and was
now deep down under the school.
Nuoturally such a thing ncver occurrod
to Prout !

Girimly he shot the bolts!

The young razcal could not get back
now. Frout had him!

INew, having thua stopped the
bhaderer’s hole, so to speak, the Fifth
Form master rolled triumphantly away
to Quelch’s study. No prevarication on
the part of the voung razcal could save
him now. He could not get back
through a bolted door. Prout was
going to be vindicated |

Ho tapped at Queleh’s door and
ontared,

Mr. Hacker was in the study, in cou-
versation with Quelech. That eoriversa-
tion was interrupted by the arrival of

Prout.
“Pray excnse me, Queleh !  TProut
was suave. He mufd afford to ba with

all the cards in his hand., “I feel bound
to repork to vou, & boy of yvour Form—
the hoy Wharton—"

“Mr, Prout,” interrupted the Removeo
master, I desire to hear no report on
that subject. I am quite capable—"

“ As you please, sir,” raid Prout, with
dignity—"as you please! I felt bound
to mention that the hoy Wharton has
gona down to the seeret passage by w'!iy
of the panel 1n the library corridor. Xf
it i3 yvour desire that this boy should
Hout—fout, sir—the headmaster's direct
commands, T have no more to say.”

“I have not the slightest doubt, sir,
that thiz iz ancther ahsurd misappre-
hension Y snapped Mr. Quelch.
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“Very well, sir. I may mention that
I have sceured the door, which I found
unbolted.”

Mr. Quelch started a little.

Prout noted it=—grimly |

“¥You found the door unbolted, Me,
FProuk ™

“1 did, sir.* :

“That is certainly wery singular,”
said the Remove master. ;

“I seo nothing zingular in it, sir, a3
Wharton undﬂuEmdl}' passed through,
and is at the present ,moment on the
farther side of it "

There was & pause in the study.
Prout stood portly, grimly triumphant.
Quelch bit hia lip, wondering uneasily
1f Prout was right this time.

Mr. Hacker smiled, Hacker’s smila
widened into & grin—and his grin very
nearly became a laugh. LThat was
because Hacker, from where he stood,
could see into the quadrengle through
Mr, Quelch’s study window.

In the gquadrangle, Hacker could see
five Remove boys in & group—ono of
them Harry Wharton |

They were all laughing.

It seemed rather amusing to Hacker !

Prout gave the master of the Shell &
glance of rcbuke. 2

“ Really, Mr. Hacker, this is not a
matter for merriment!” eaid Frout,
with asperity. " Such reckless disobedi-
ence to the headmaster’s orders—"

“ Pray excuse rae, sir 1” said Hacker.
“But hearing vou inform Mr. Quelch
that the boy Wharton is at the present
moment bolted out of the school—"

“ Assuredly so, sir 1" _

“ And seeing him standing not a dozen
vards away,” continued Hacker, “in full
view, sir, in the quadrangle—"

£ what ?u ] ]

“ Almost wnder this window, sir—"

“Really, Mr. Hacker——"

Hacker made a gesture to the
window. ]

Mr. Quelch glanced through it; Trout
g)lare-:l through it. Quelch smiled;
Prout blinked. L

The Famous Five, in the quad, wera

chuekling. Wharton was telling his
friends something that made them
chuekle.

‘No doubt he was telling them how he
had gone back to Wingate's study by
& roundabout route, in order to leave
Prout waiting for him by the cerner
of the library corridor.

“I think that is Wharton,” murmured
Mr. Hocker.

“J think so,” smiled Mr. Qualch.

“Upon my word | gasped Prout. Tt
was difficult for the Fifth Form master
to believe the evidence of his eyes as
he stared at Harry Wharton, He
stared ot him as if that cheery junior
had been the ghost of the captain of
the Remove. “It—it—it—1g—ig—]5=—
Wharton ™

“Perhaps you arve satisfied now, Alr.
Prout, that Wharton is not oul of
bounds,” sugpgested Quelch.

“0h ! gasped Prout. *“Really—ch—
ves—quite !  But—but I thought—
Upon my word! I found that door
unholted—on that point I am positive!
The door was unholted ! The boy must
have unbolted it deliberately to give me
a false impression——"

“T hardiy think s=o, sirl Dut if
a0 11

“Thera 13 no doubt of if Dr.
Queleh 1Y boomed Frout. “The door

was unbolted—that is a positive fact!
Wharton must have done it as he passed
down the corridor to mislead me—
deliberately, sir—intentionally—"
“1f 20, eir,” =aid Mr. Quelch, In a
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prinding veice, “the boy's oiject may
have beemt to make it elear that ke is
responsible to his own Fernr-master, and
not to the master of any other Form ¥

“Sir ¥ pasped Proutf.

“Bir " vetorted Quelch.

“Ha, ha, ha!? came a sudden yell
from the quad. The Famous Five had
spotted Prout’s face at the window.
They could guess why he was there.
“Ha, ha, ha "

Prout glared. He gasped. He almost
gurgled. He faded out of the study.
He closed the door after him with a
bang. That bang did not Ipﬁam:nl: him
from hearing Mr. Quelch and Mr.
Hacker laughing together as he
departed. )

Mr. Prout rolled hack to his own
study, fuming.  He was more wrathy
and  indignant than ever. But he was
getting a little tired of tracking down
that wary young rascal, Wharton of the

cmove.

— e e

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
Where is Coker #

“ OEER I*
@ No reply.
“Coker!” repeated Mr.

Prout, in a raised and irri-
bated voice. y

But the aceustomed *Adsum*” did
ik come.

Prout was taking roll in Hall. Prout
possibly would have been pleased if a
IRemwove man had failed to answer to
his name, especially if that name hed
Leen Wharton, He was not  pleased
when a man in his own Form failed to
answer-—~far from it.

“Coker ' boomed Frout, for the third
time, as if by booming he could draw
“'Sum ™ from a fellow who was not
there. : ]

He knew that there was a sarcastic
smile on Queleh’s face. Iis own portly
face reddened. He had to mark Coker
of the Fifth abszent. .

It was snnoying—very annc:-:-‘l:nrg.
After Prout’s concern about Mr.
Cheleh’s boys and their reckless proceed-
ings, Quelch's boys were all present at
-:a%lsingfnver, and a boy of his own Form
was abscit ] :

Prout wmentally resolved {o make
Coker sorry for himself. It was annoy-
ing and exasperating, Roll-call finished,
and the school was dismissed, some of
the fellows wondering whero Coker was.

Nobody had seen him since he had
been assisted off the football field that
afternoon. As he had not been visible,
he had presumably gone ont of gates.
If =0, he had not returned for lock-up.

It was not very uncommon for =
fellow to be late for roll on a half-
holiday. DBut it was very uncomman for
him to be late for prep; and when the
Greyfriars fellows went fo the studics
for prep, Coker had not appeared.

Potter and Greene missed him at prep
in their study. They had not missed
lim before, as Coker had bitterly fore-
secn, but they did miss him then. B8till,
they were not fearfully sorry fo miss
him: prep was an easier business
without Coker in the study. Coker, had
he been thore, would have been talkin
about the pick-up; about what he woul
have done had a mob of rotten players
given him a chance; and about that
“ewab ¥ Compton, whom he was still
determined to whnrq one of these days.
Really, it was g relief fo Coker’s chums
that he had
evenIng.

But after prep Coker had still not
returned. There had been no ring at
the pate; Cioeling had not let him in.

gone  wandering that
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:&fpparently, he was making an evening
of 1t.

Scme. of the Fifth Form footbellers
had wanted to gee Coker to tell bim
what they thought of him. Bome of
them considered that he had not been
booted enough on the footbhall ground,
and that s little more booting would
do him no harm. So there was an idea
for some time that Coker was lkeepmg
out of the way.

But that idesa had to be given up after
prep, when it was found that old
Horace had net yét come in. Obvionsly,
he could hot be staying out so late of
his own mecord, PBlundell gave up the
thought of booting Coker, and wondered
what had happenced to the silly =ss
instead.

As bed-time drew near, Coker was the
topic. The Fifth Form nien diseussed
him in the games study; the Bixth in
the prefects’ room; the juniors in the
Rag; the masters in Common-rogm.

Fgmul: was growing more and more
intensely annoyed. %f Coker did not
come in by bed-time, the Head had to
be informed. Prout hated the idea. Ile
inguired up and down and round abowut
the House whether anybody knew where
Coker had gone that afterncon. Nobody
knew. Potter suggested that Colker
sometimes had a car out, and Prout
rang up the garage; it at the garage
they knew nothing of Coker.

Prout rolled into Common-room, and
rolled out again—driven out by Quelch’s
sarcastic smile. He rolled along to the
Rag, to inquire, as a last resource,
whether any of the juniors knew any-
thing of Coker’'s movements and where-
abouts. But nobody could enlighten the
Fifth Form master.

Prout, with feelings too deep for
wordz, had to inform the Iead- offici-
ally that & boy of his Form was miss-
ing. And every fellow, before he went
te sleep, waz wondering where on
earth old Coker was, little guessing
that he was not on earth at all, but
under it—sg near, and yet so far.

THE TWENTIETH CHAFPTER.
Compton to the Rescue !
HGRAEJE COKER groaned.

He groaned dismally.

How long he had lain
there, in the cold and the
darkness, Coker did not kunow, It

seemed like centuries—and he was sure
that it was days, at least. It was, in
fact, a good many hours. )

His watch was going—hut it might

as well have stopped, as it could not
he zeen in the thick darkness. Coker
had lost his fash-lamp, and he had no
rinfches. “Again and again, the hapless
Horace had atiempted to erawl up the
spital stair. But he had failed:
* He was unaware that, had he sue-
ceeded, he would have found the oaken
daor at the top bolted.  Hizs one hope
was that somebody ‘might, by a happy
chance, find that door unbolfed, and
Zuess, )

It was just as well for him that he
did not -know that Mr. Prout had
found it unbolted, taken~it for granted
that Wharton of the Remove had with-
drawn the bolts for a trick on him,
and shot them home again.  Had
Cloker known that, his hope would. have
sunk to zero. ' ‘

He groaned—he grosned agam,; and
yet again, ]

Mr. Prout, had he been a little more
concerned .about his own. business, and
=z little less mbout another’s, might pos
sibly have guessed what that unbolted
door really meant, But, assured that
it was Wharton’s work, he pave no
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thought in connection with Coker.
MNeithar was it likely to ococur to Prout
that a boy of his Form had done what
he had so sternly denounced a boy of
Quelch’s Form for having done. Such
things were not deone im Prout’s Form
—only in other Forms.

g lor’ 1 groaned Coker.

Ho was cold; he was clammy; he
was hungry. There was a sovere and
ainful ache in his damaged leg.

Torast of all, he was helpless, and
could only wait for suceour, which
might be long, very long, in coming.
Indeed, it occurred to Coker, though
he tried to drive the awful thoupght
from his mind, that it might not come

at all. Tnless they found that un-
bolied dogr—
Groan !

Anyone descending into that deep
darkness, might have supposed that the
ghost of the sea-cave was walking, It
was a dismal, eerie sound in the silence
and blackness,

Every crawling minute scemed an
hour te Coker. And hours were pass-
ing that scemed like days. He knew
that no_shout could be heard above;
but he had shouted, again and again,
till he was hoarse and exhausted. He
was silent mow, save for a series of
dismal groans.

Perhaps Coker, in those dreadful
moments, realised the wisdom of his
headmaster’s injunctions, and his own
unwisdom in disregarding the same.
He groaned and groaned, and blinked
drearily and avearily into the enshround-
ing darkness, in the faint hope of see-
ing a light coming, which would mesn
help and rescue, .

Suddenly he started and rubbed his
eyes, )

A hundeed times, at least, his hopes
had deceived him when he had faneied
that he had seen.a light. Wasd this
another faney? Or was that a glimmer
of light, coming down the spiral stair
in the black darkness?

He hardly breathed, so intense was
his _hope and anxiety. He watched,
breathless, his heart throbbing,

Tt -was a light!

It gleamed from the dark. He heard
a sound of soft fc¢otfalls coming down.
Tha music of the spherds colild not
have béen so sweet ‘to Coker. Tt was
help—at last! )

A figure stepped from the spiral
stair.  An ‘electrie torch in its hand
gleamed full on Coker’s white, almost

hastly face asz he lay on the stone

ags. There was o startled cry:

“Who—what—"

Tha light wasz instantly shnt off.

“Help P’ pasped Coker. “1 say, I'm
here ! “ Can't "yoit zee me? DOh crikey,
has vour light gone out, like mine did?
I say—"

“ Je—iz—is that Cokeri™

“¥es, you ass—I mean, gesl
Coker !

“Gl"ﬂ'ﬂ.t_ pip '[lj ‘

The light shone again.

As the figure bent’ over Coker, he
had a glimpse, in the light, of the face
of the fellow who held it—a handsome,
slightly sunburnt face—a face he knew
1.1;'13%‘1 enough, but cértainly had not
cxpected to see.

“Compton 1 cjaculated Coker.

“How on earth did wvou get hera?

I'm

What ave you doing here?  Are you
hork 7 .
Compton no  doubt realised that

Coker must be hwrt, or he would not
have been lying there on the wold flags
in the dark. His first expression had
been one of bleak amazement; but the
haridsome face showed concern and
compassion Now.

THE Macxer Lisrany.—No. 1,501,
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“T've hort my leg,"” mumbled Colier,
#7 lost my torch, and fell down those
dashed steps! Oh eriker! I've been
hore for days—"

“Ti's twelve o'clock,” sand Complon.
“You were miszed ot ealling-over; bui
nobody. dreamed you were here™

“Wasn't the door found unbolicd 77

“Eh? No. I found it bolted.”

" 0h ertkoy ! Bome silly idiol wmust
have come along and holted it, without
guessing that I was here, What
blithering dummy was it? DMust have
been an absolule adiot. But never
mind that. I sav. how did you guess
that I was here, Compton ¥V

“Wha-ati"

“You must have goessed, I suppose,
as vou've come down for me’’ said
Coker,

“Oh, yes; exactly

“Were " you ' the only
puessed 77

“I don’t think anybody else thought
wof it,: Céker”

Camplon did not add that he had not
thought ‘of - -it  himszelf.  Whatever
might have been his myvsterious reason
for descending into the secvet passage,
in the middle of the might, he dnl not
intend to acquaint Coker with 'it,

It was o natural suppostiion on
Coker's part that Compton hed cvome
down for him=—az Compton was fhere.

i
H

fellow  fhat

The new fellow in the Fifth was
content to leave it at that,
“Well, I think Potier or Greene

mightl hove thought ‘of it ! said Coker.
“atill, as [ never said anylhing
them, perhaps they mightn't. I—I1 say,
Comptoen, 1t was ‘pretty sharp of you to
think of me being here, when nobody
else, did. :
of you to come down for me.”
ompton smilad.

Not'al all!"" he answered.
“Well, it was,” zaid Coker.
anybody kunow yvou've come ¥

“0Oh, no! This 1s out of bounds, vou
know 1"

“That will be all vight for you, as
vou've found me  Btill, I dare say it
was bést not to mention it, bl you were
sure I was here!™ assented Cokéi. 1
gay, -it's awfoully decent of yon, Comp-
ton! I say, | was going to whop you
—now 1 jolly well wou't 1™

“Thanks " said Coinpton. gravely,

*1 mean it1” said Coker. “I sav.
help . me  out of- this, old, fellow ! I-—I
think I ecould hep on one leg, if vou
gave mo a hand!  Ow [

"Thank goodness I've found you, any-
Lhow "', said Compton,

“He hdnded the teren to Coker, and
lifted .the burly Fifth Former in his
strong. sinewy arms. Coker declared
thaj; he could hop on one lep, with
assistance; but he found that Le was
mistaken—he couldn’t. He leoaned
heavily on Compton and groaned.

“Youwll have to get help1”  he

“ Doey

mumbled. “I ‘say, be as quick as you
can about it!
this—""

I—-I watit to get out of

ta -

I. say, it was pretty decent
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™ Fhai's

chicevily,

0l wserll U saidd {_l'rll:iliuil

"I gomg 1o ocarry yvouw.”

"Yoen cant Y sand Coker. 1 conld
carey  yoma buf xon olly well ecan't
carry etV

46 1'" I:.I:- !?.'-

It proved iaat Complon could!

Coker was no light-wetght. There was
plenty of Horace Coker! But Lhe Now
Fifth Former heaved Coker on his
sitoulders, vather Like a sack of coal, and

carvicd him.
Bont  almest  double under Cokor's

welght, Compton of the Fifth tramped
np the endless winding staiv.  Lle
breathed harder and harder as he wont
l—-i.iml- he i not falter and he oid neg
talf.

Sloewly, but steadily, he tramped up,
and up and up, with Coker on his back,
till the light in Coker’s hand, at las,
shone on il oaken door. But not till
they had passed throvgh that doorway,
and through the sccrct pancl beyand
into’ the hbrary passage did Cormpton
of the Fifth set. his burden down znd
lean on the wall, panting for breath,
and wiping the perspiration from s
brow.

Five nunutes later, My, DProut, who

-‘_:i A | — Um:_:l-ﬂ.-'l.l‘-ll:-i
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was sitting 1';;‘ late in the hope of hear-
ing news of Coker, had sudden, sor-
prising, and unexpected news of him!

-

The Greviriars fellows heard the news
next morning -

Coker was in “sanny ""—and likely fo
remain  there some  davs, - He had
ceught a cold, and he had a rather bad
sprain. So hapless was Cokér's condi-
tion, indeed, that JMe. Prowt did not
even think of scvere penaltios for his
transgression ! Cokor had, in fact, col-
lected suflicient pernalties gn his own 1
~ Nobody had dreameéd, for a moment,
where Coker was—except, it sceined,
Compton of the Fifth And Compton
of .the Fifth had not thought of it,” it
secmed, till a very late hour, Compton,
of course, was fully excused for having
broken bounds, as he had done it lo go
to the rescue of Coker.

PProut net only execused him, but
praised him warmly., He told Compton
that he should, certainly, have come to
him, Prout, and told him that he sus-
pected where Coleer was. That, Prout

=aid, would have Loon more Judicioss
sSill, Prout was extremely glad  ihat
Cuoker had been found, and ihint Comgs-
ton had thought of vwhere he maght be,
and looked for b Pront was very
glad of that. D'reut was ammeed wath
Cloker; but e was cmdeabiodls vy
pleased mdeed with Comnpion.

Ho was Coker, as Potter aud Dreene
found when thes visibed their uffering
pal m sanny.

“That Tellow Complen——" Legan
Cuoler.

00, wever mind him now P said
Fotter  “Dash it &ll, the ¢hap found

vou in that awiul hole, Coker.” :

“And earried wvop cut ot it on bis
back 1™ saidl CGreene. I think you
might give Compton a rest now, Coker”

“Will you let a fellow speak I hootgd
Coker. I was going to say that
fellow Compion is o splendid chap!”

PR I:Jl] !l-.l‘

“One of the best ! He guessed where
T was, when every cther silly idint—1
mmean, every it whiot-—hado’t an idea
in his silly head! e came down for
me. - Might have got into a fearful row,
too—Dreaking bounds at mideight, Tf
vou fellows have gol anything to sy
against Compton, don’t say it to me,
that's all I

“Eh

“What "

“Not to mel” said Coker fivinly. T
know a decent chap when*l sce one, 1
hope! Not a word against hi—io
e !

“Who's said a word againat lim,
except you?” bowled Potter and Greeue,

“Wo haven't—""
“Well, den’t!” said Coker. "1
rean that, den’t! IF you aren't look-
ing for a row with mey don't'!”

Which was Colkér all-overl

“That chap Compton 15 ‘zome  lad !
Bob - Cherry “remarked, when the
Remove discussed the maiter in break

that moviing. “I wonder how the
dickens he pguessed that Coker Wax
there T Nobody else thought of it.”

“ Did he 7" drawled the Boundoer.

“Did het” repeated. Harry Wharlon,
staring at Vernon-Bmith. " What *do
vou mean?  You know he did, as he
went down: for him '

The Bounder laughed and walked
away without veplying,
- Bmithy, at least,” knew, or was sure
that he knew that Valentine Comipton
had not gone down'te the secret passage
to look for Coker, ‘and had no doubt
that Compton ‘had - beeén’ éxtromely
astonished to “find . him there.  But
Giiithy, for the present, at least, rwas
keeping his own coungel on thé subject
of the schoolboy smuggler.
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* Reskew, St. Sam's ! "

“ Lemme ub 1™

Such were the cries that
ecame from Doctor Birchem- | waa a chimpanzee ¥
wll and Mr. Lickhom, as * Of corse not, sir," soid
rhey elawed st the bars of | Mr. Spangler, doi his
ihe cage into which the | hest to passify the Head.
sorcuzs hands had thrown | “ I con easily toll you're not
them. & chimpanzee mysell be-

The fellowa in the dquad | cawse you wear & beard.
were simply duobbled up | And the other gentleman
with larfter. To ece the | duzzont look like one either
ynpjestickk Hesd and the | becawse his ears are too
veapected TFourth Form | big."
master locked in & cape The Head looked a little
hecawse they were thought | moliyiied,
to be chimpanzeos was the “ Well, it's something to
most commical site they | hear you admit that, though
Lined ever seen. it's not much boing

“Throw 'ermn some monkey | wise after the event,” ho
auts 1" 'jE*E.'I"Ed Tuabby | growled. * What compensa-
Barrell. * Porhapa that'll | tion are you geing to pay
T{nﬂp "em quiet ! " us ¥ "

“ Bai Jove, what fright- The sercusa chief larled

indignantly, * Could
anyone with a grain of
comnmon sense imagine that 1

¥

[ully interestin’ speasimens!™ | bitterly.
aang out the Hounnerable * 1f it's munny l:i:gu want,
tuy de Vere. ** Reallay, | you've come to wrong

they look almost yewman!

*“ Ha, ha, ha!" )

But the joak was reaching
its end now. Mr. Spangler,
the eercuss chiel, came
puffing and blowing through
the erowd, jangling o bunch
of keys and shaking his
tiat at the inoersent work-
men who had made the
prastraordin blunder.

* Foola ! Dolta! Idjutae™l”
he cried,  ** Thess aren't
chimps, you chumpa!

person,” he said, * To tell
vou the truth, sir, at the
moment am absolutely
stony. My performera are
all laid up with the flu, and
I have been ordercd off
the land where the sercuss
iz pitched at Muggleton.
At present L haven't a
bean ! "

Doctor Birchemall eyed
Mr., Spangler o littlo more
simperthetically,

* Now I come to think of

They're yewman beings— |it, I have heard this news
the headmaster of this | alrcady,” he said, *A
skool and ome of his

rother unplezzant susﬂid#a-
nssistants | skoffing gentloman caliod
The sercuss hands looked | here this afterncon—Hair
ogeatremely sorprized. von Schyster,”
*Well, they look vory “Von Shystor called

much like them!™ one of | here ¥ hist Mr. Spangler.
tha pair said. “Then I can '
“1 know they do; but | easily guesswhy
wvou should be moro careful!l™ | he called! MHe
snorted Mr. Spangler. holda & mort.
Ho unlocked the door of fgagoe on my

{he coge and drew it open | sercuss. Unless
to free tho captives, Doctor | I pay him bacl
Birchemall and Mr. Lickham | his loan in o

weols, the sor-
cusabecomes
his, lock, stock

cama out of the cage—
with such a rush that they
both landed on the ground

Jinad-firat | and barrel. I
Bang ! Thud ! bet he called '
“* Yarooooo ! ™ to tell you not to let me

“ Ow-ow.ow ! "

“ Ha, ha, ha ! " shreeked
the crowd in the quad.

Mr., Spangler was the
ons who helped the unfor-
shunit cupple to rige. Ho
was simply full of apollogies
a8 he did eo.

“I'm Spangler,"” ho ogg-
gplained, ** the proprietor of
Apangler's Sercuss. I want
to toll you gentlemen how
awfully sorry I am for my
mon's carclesspess in mis-
taking you for the missing
chimpanzees. They ought
to have known better.”

“ I should thing g0, toa ' ¥

pitch the sercuss on your
foothall-piteh ' ™

" Right on the wicket 1"
grinned the Head.

Mr. Spangler uttercd o
fecrce growl of rage.

* Bir, T ask you to ignore
that scoundrell, and give
the matter your Ermest con-
gideration!™ he criced,
pashunately. * My sercuss
18 evervthing to me-—every.
thing! You'd be surprized,
sir, if you knew how fond
of me the animals aro,
Tho liona and tigers all cat
out of my hand——""

ericd  Doetor irchicinall, “Oh, ermmmhbs!?

oggs-

claimed the Head, involun-
tarily.

* And the performing sea-
lions sre never happier
than when I let thom aleep
in my caravan,'' sald Mr.
Spangler, * I couldn't bear
to part with them, sair,
But unlesa 1 can borrow
your football-field, it looks
ag if I shall havoto !™

Doctor Birchemall pon.
dered deeply.

“1 should Jike to help

‘ou, of corse, Mr. SngIﬂr;
ut U'm afraid it's quite
-mpossibul to have o serenss
in the skool grounds. It
would nterfere with the
skool rootine, and 2

“1 sghould insist," broke
in Mr. Spangler quietly,
“on your hawing & share
of the propheta ! ™ .

Tho Head started slitely.

“It'a no good of you
menshuning that, Mr
Spangler, for 1t wouldn't
influence me in the slitest.
How much 7

“ Filty per cent, s’

Doctor Birchernall coffed.

“ Ahem ! Perhapa, after
all, it would not upszet the
skool wory much,
thinking it over, Mr
Bpangler, I will grant your
I'EI;SWHEt-I You may move

r sercuss to tho skool

ﬁ:ruthul]-ﬁald #3 BOON A3 you

e crowd sim a *

As for Mr. Spang erajﬁgﬁa,

beeming smile spread over
hia festchers.

* You really mean thatt ™
he ericd.

:h t' ! ]
* The
condition being that I
receeve fifty per cent of the
prophets. ot that that
mfuences my decision in
any way ! "

g ‘ig]uomyig; h};@ll&d ]JII'E}EIEII-':I

er, an ra

lﬁﬂnr Bimlmmaltg round
the waoist ond started waltz-
ing him round in his egg-
sifement. Then he tﬁuwsm.l
again, as o Jfresh thought
struck him. ' But there’a
gtili the enaz asbout my
performers being laid up
with flu,” he said, with a
worried frown. ‘' How can
I get ovor that 77

“Honner brig
grinned the Head,

On | fixed !

* My dear fellow, I had
already thought of that,”
grinned the Head. * My
sujjostion is that you engage
g new sat of performers
altogether.”

“But who'a gniug to
supply me with a brand new
set of performera 2 "

Docror Birchemall’s roply
was startling,

“ Little me 1™

[ 11 Yuu ! ¥

“%Why not 1" asked the

Head cheerfully. ** We havo

suffishant talent in this
gkool, I feel sure, Lo make
& suxxess of sny sercuss,
There are acrobats, conjurors
dancers and elowns in
lenty. Take Mr. Lickhem,
or instance, he's a bom
clown, He would only have
to behave as he doca when
he's teaching the Fourth to
keep any awdience in fita
of I{:rﬂar ik

“ Ha, ha, hat!™

“ Look here, sip——""

“ Sorry, Lickham, but
there’'s no time for argew-
ment,” said the ead,
blandly. “You'll be o
clown in the sercusa ; that’s
And we'll have a
General Assembly to decide
on the other tume, How
will that be, boys 1™

Natcherally it suited
the St. Som's fellows very
well indeed, and Lthey cheered
like the very dickens—while
AMr. Spangler shook the
Hend's hand agein and
again as though he mite
have heen working a village

pump-handle ! j
The glad tid-
-+l ings that e ser-
aY euss wad to be
s ..Ig itched Laal th‘ﬂ'

2 footer fleld with
the fellows
themeelves a9
performors
spread through
the skool Like
wildfire, and,
by the timea old
] ossil started
fnllr:‘:;e: ithe bell to sommon
the General Aesembly the
skool waa simply agog with
eggaitement, rely had
Big Hell echoed to such &
cheer a3 went up when the
Head arrived.

Doctor Birchemall was
looking as pleased as a dog
with two tails, when he
raised his hand for silence.

* Gentlernen, chaps and
fellows 1 **

* Hear, hear | ™

“On thoe bawl, mr!™

* It is with much plezzure
that I anpownee my decision
to ellow Spangler’s Sen-
sashunal Sercuss 1o take
over the footer ground for

il " p—

a foiv days and to M to use
of the tallent in the skool
to leep ihe show going!™

Cheera rolled out deffen.
ingly from thepgrate assymhbly
08 tor Birchemall
pawsed for breth.

* Glentlemen ! sail the
Head, when he Laml got
his puff back. " Imh:ping
Mr. Spangler to kecp his
sercuss  going  whils Tis
regular performera are down
with flu, we shall liave one
grete satiisiaction. Wa
shall Lknow that wh are
frustrating the base cozines
of & scoundrell namel von
Schyster, who boaps that
the sercuss will go broke
go=that he can claim it for
hia own 1 "

“* Bhamne !

* Let wa then go ino the
sercuss bizzinoes, deter nined
to make a really brilliant
show of it,” went on Iloctor
Birchemall. " Byz2odoing,
woe shall be helping @ most
deserving causat "

* Hear, hear 1 ** yelled the
Bt. Sam's boys—tpough
some of them wiho knew
of tho Head's interat in
tha show coulda't help
grinning at the sams time.

“ Gentlemen | ™ aricd the
Head. “1I will =now
annowneco {he list o per.
formors. Firat, I have
decided that the deib-
defying bareback ricer of
the mercuss zhall by my
dawter, Miss Molly!"”

* Good old Miss' Mat! ly b2

# Next I appoint Budleigh
and Tallboy of the Sixth
to be the strong men of the
show. I am sure they will
perform  many a super-

ewman f{eet with their
wnda ! ™

* Hear, Iiear 1"

The Head looked around
him and hie eye light:d on
Mr. Justies, the ponpuss
master of the Fifth,

“Ah, Justizz ! " he
epraclaimed.  * ¥ou hawve

ten regaled us with rtories
of your fearless: “wydling
of wild animals! . you
have been Big Guse hunt.

ng."

% Troo, sir,'” .lqkno]'!fdged
Mr., Justiss piee e 1
vencher to assert ‘there
is no man in the scuntry
more eggsperienced twn I
in the ways of the  ungle
monatera,’*

“ Good! Then yeu shall
]tmt the lions dsd tigers
hrough their paces]®

Crash !

Somchow that unsgpa-
pected annowneesaent
sgemed to nock the stufling
out of Mr. Justiss, for he
collapeed in o dead feint |

I WAS A SPARTAN—

BUT NEVER AGAIN!

Vows TOM BROWN

When T casually vben.

that 1 felt the cold in
“ Don* muffle vour-

of big fires,” ho said.
“You'll only make it
worse,

to it. Wear less clobber| “A dipt” I
in the winter than the|yelled incredu.
aummer mstead of moro ; | lously. * When

and instead of turning
our study into a hot.
wuss, try to turn it into
o refrigerator.”

“ There's no-
tioned one day last week | thine like ik,
Browny, honest
the winter, Bolb Cherry|injun! * Bob
told me how to cure it. [said.
1 started it {hia
gelf up in extra clobber | weck and it's
or mug yoursell in front | great !
tore tt'a light—
a run down to
The thing to|ihe
do is to harden yourself | a dip—-"

thera’s a coating
of ice on the
river 1 ™ .

“Not a very ihick

“ My hat ! Don't you {one,
think that's the way to | casily breal it ! Believe
cateh a cold, though 1™ | me, old bean, it's & great

b I Yy n
Up be

river ond

thongh—you can

study and did everything
I could think of to maks
myeelf thoreughly cold

and uncomfortable.

GREYFRIARS v.
CLIFF HOUSE

AT HOCKEY!
AND WHAT A GAME !—
Gasps FRANK NUGENT

Get out your sackeloth
and ashes, lads! Mullle
Four drums and mute vour
mouth-organa! How are
the mighty fallen t

Excuszse this outbuorsi,
but I feel like it, 1Fho
wouldn't # For years
wo've looked on hockev
a3 o pamo for girls and
softies. For months wo've
gently, but finoly, de-
clined to lower ourselves
to got up a team and play
the CLff House girls.
Now, at long, long last,
we've given way, selecied
8 team, and gone to Cliff
Houso to put a stop to
their nonscnee onee and
for all.

And they beat us !

Naturally, wa hadn't
thought of anyihing like
that happening. We'd
cheerfully imagined that
our kpowledge of footer
would be more than
sufficient for the neads of
the oceasion. Well, it
wasn't !

It took ws aboub twe
minutes to discover that

1 | the superior apead and

“Coldt™ repeated |lifo. You gob back for | hardened myself so much | Seciiate positioning that
Bob, derisively. * Catch | brekker gim%?ng all over | that chapa could stick ;:Eabla us to hﬂ;’-" EE‘“"IF
a cold through hardening | instead of shivering. As | pinsin me and I wouldn't comers o OCCer

yourself ¥ Bosh1 Why,
tell you can't catch a

It's the hothouse nta v
like Trevor and Snoop

Spartens | ™
Then I understood,
“0Oh, I seet

become a Spartan § "

for eolds,
a chap who does what I | thing of the past!™

Well, to cut a long
cold even if ho tries. | story

a8 Spartan.
that eatch cold—not the | hours belore brekker,
broke the ice to have a
bathe, left off my winter
You're | pants and went oub
recommending me to | without an
I cut out fires in the

theyre a } feel

glwork, Bob con.
me. I became
I got up

ovaeraoat.

“ Jolly of the Fourth and
his friends will do & most
thrilling trapeze act, I am
sure,'"" continued the Head,
ag prefecia carricd out the
unconshus Fifth Form
master, * And then I shall
want & velunteer who can
play the tin-wissle.”

“I can do that, siri?"
apoke up Mr. Chas Tyzer.

* Bpgsollent § Then you
can be the snake-charmer 1"

11 Yﬂrmmﬂ ' ¥

“ Mr. Lickham and Hair
Guggenheimer and Monsure
Froggay will mahe suitable
clowna, And that, I think,
will complete the list,”
g‘rinned Doctor Eimhamail.
“ Eggsept that for the

iod while the sorewas is
at St, Sem's, I proposo
myeelf to be the rinz.
maatert

“ Hear, heag !

* Jolly good wheeze, gic ! '

“ Gentlemen!" conelooded
the Head., " You may get
on  with the giddy re-
hearsals 08 soon as the lent

i e

goea up. And remember
that I shall not feel aatiisfied
til I get a performance
that simply sweepa mo off
oy feet ! ™

Doetor DBirchamall's wich
wad anawered sooner than
he had n%ga woted.  Just
a8 he finished epeaking, two
enormous champanzccd
appeared at the open winder
at the back of the Head's
platform ; and, while one
reached forward to  grab
hia heard, tho other made a
dive between his legs—and
swepk him off his feet in no
time |

The Head roared with
pano and serprize ; and the
crowd roo with larfter,
a3 they went to the reskow.
It began to occur to them
that there was plenty of
fun in store for Bt. Sam’s
when ithe Head's sercuss
really got into ita stride |

(Lhe furi s fast and furious
in nexs weel’s tip-top instal.
meid  of  ifiis  ribtickling
seriul 1)

On one
kicked

them,
occasion Loder
me and dislocated his
foot, and 1 knew nothing
about it.

But all the same, I've
caught & ceold!
worat cold I've ever had,
In fact, it feels like the
worst cold anybody ever At lasl
had in all history | And | Im
I'm through with bein
a Spartan for al
time. When I
get well again, I
shall muiffle my-
p in thick
layors of clothing
and sit over
enormouns f{ires,

Finally, just
to show what 1
thinlk DIE Bol's

ott an
ﬂluu,}"[ E:Pﬂl‘l
robebly punch
im on the nose
—when ha comos
out of the sanny,
whero he
present condfined
with a bad
attack of flu!l

The

11 “ Wake

1 at

couldn’t ho adapted to the
new game guite ng easi
as we'd thought.  After
about five minwtes, it
dawned on
weore playing s geme that

us that wo|H

required a cerlain amowb
of precticee.  In-' (en
minufes, all our illusions
had gone—and we woke
up to the fact that we
should be jolly lueky to
cacape without defeat )

What a garme it wosl
I've played a good many
aexhausting gamesal footor,
but never one that was
quite ao exhausting us
this game of hockey.
And so say all the rest
of tho tenm! Wo may
as well [nco up to tho faets
and wimit that for most.
of the time wo were Jurried
amd  foatersd and  very
much ot sco !

At the end of the game
the girls bad scored five
times to our once.  Thoat
wina bad enonch. But
what followed was werso
still.  Just to completo
our humilistion, the girls
told us wo had played
very woll for novices—
and 'l.-hart':- if W Hf-m!]{ to i.tr
wa might hopo {0 reach
their standard in a year or
two )

1t ean’t rcat at that,
Someothing will have to bo
done about it, though it's
hard to say what, Wa
can't chuck [eoter, but it

Iy | strikea me that's the only

way of potting sufiiciont
time o reach the ChLil
ouge girls’ class at the
hockoy pamo |

wera aslepp |

tacka.

asks “* CURLOUS.”
on his necly !

will sto
alm wi

radio star 7 !
* mike ™1

IN BRIEF!

Wedneaday's
prum%u Speech Competition, Coker's oration on

Tp, Greyfriars | * had one unexpented result.
By the time he hnd fnished, most of the members

Senior  Dchating  Club

When Temple called on Skinner one ovening recontly,
ha sat on a chair that was simply covered with iin-
And he wasa’t a bit mollified when Skinner
cxplained that this was one of his " standing ** jokes !

ake writes to express his rogret that he didn's
turn up in the Rag o deliver his promisoed locture on
“ How to Owercome Pain by Will.Power™ He
expluins that Wingate gave him ** six,” and he couldn’t
stop yelling in tine to keep tho appointment,

“ When Bunter lound that Smithy wasn't pllowing
him to his study [eed, was ho very much put out 7 7

Yes, ** Curious ""—by eix fellows,

Fish has invented an apparatus which he claima
a gaole, We're willing to wa,

be to " raise tho wind " with it.
** Is it true that Lord Mauleverer wanta to hecoms a
Well, wo must szy he seems to like o

that his frst

Tabb says he thinks Mre, Twigy st be
ho went into Twigg's study, Twige said «
belicva it or not, it was where anyone could have seen i

‘LThat's the * ¥

TUBB ON TWIGG

otting short-sighted. When
&’hﬂl‘ﬁ in

ur cap '  And,
on Tubb's head |

TRUST LODER TO “SEAS-ON' SUCH A CHANCE!

Young Gatty thought it a great Jark to subatitute chalk for Loder’s salt,
owder for his pepper, and ink for his vinegar.
dning it, he got it hol and stroeng.

orcesler saveo -ing o prefect |

Bat when Lodor



